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			Note

			When the first part of Pelle Er­o­br­eren (Pelle the Con­queror) ap­peared in 1906, its au­thor, Mar­tin An­der­sen Nexø, was prac­ti­cal­ly un­known even in his na­tive coun­try, save to a few lit­er­ary peo­ple who knew that he had writ­ten some vol­umes of sto­ries and a book full of sun­shiny rem­i­nis­cences from Spain. And even now, af­ter his great suc­cess with Pelle, very lit­tle is known about the writ­er. He was born in 1869 in one of the poor­est quar­ters of Copen­hagen, but spent his boy­hood in his beloved is­land Born­holm, in the Baltic, in or near the town, Nexø, from which his fi­nal name is de­rived. There, too, he was a shoe­mak­er’s ap­pren­tice, like Pelle in the sec­ond part of the book, which re­sem­bles many great nov­els in be­ing large­ly au­to­bi­o­graph­i­cal. Lat­er, he gained his liveli­hood as a brick­lay­er, un­til he some­how man­aged to get to one of the most renowned of our “peo­ple’s high-schools,” where he stud­ied so ef­fec­tu­al­ly that he was en­abled to be­come a teach­er, first at a pro­vin­cial school, and lat­er in Copen­hagen.

			Pelle con­sists of four parts, each, ex­cept per­haps the last, a com­plete sto­ry in it­self. First we have the open-air life of the boy in coun­try sur­round­ings in Born­holm; then the lad’s ap­pren­tice­ship in a small pro­vin­cial town not yet in­vad­ed by mod­ern in­dus­tri­al­ism and still in­no­cent of so­cial­ism; next the youth’s strug­gles in Copen­hagen against em­ploy­ers and au­thor­i­ties; and last the man’s fi­nal vic­to­ry in lay­ing the foun­da­tion of a gar­den-city for the ben­e­fit of his fel­low-work­ers. The back­ground ev­ery­where is the rapid growth of the la­bor move­ment; but so­cial prob­lems are nev­er ob­trud­ed, ex­cept, again, in the last part, and the pure­ly hu­man in­ter­est is al­ways kept well be­fore the read­er’s eye through va­ri­ety of sit­u­a­tion and vivid­ness of char­ac­ter­i­za­tion. The great charm of the book seems to me to lie in the fact that the writ­er knows the poor from with­in; he has not stud­ied them as an out­sider may, but has lived with them and felt with them, at once a par­tic­i­pant and a keen-eyed spec­ta­tor. He is no sen­ti­men­tal­ist, and so rich is his imag­i­na­tion that he pass­es on rapid­ly from one scene to the next, sketch­ing of­ten in a few pages what an­oth­er nov­el­ist would be con­tent to work out in­to long chap­ters or whole vol­umes. His sym­pa­thy is of the widest, and he makes us see tragedies be­hind the lit­tle come­dies, and come­dies be­hind the lit­tle tragedies, of the seem­ing­ly sor­did lives of the work­ing peo­ple whom he loves. Pelle has con­quered the hearts of the read­ing pub­lic of Den­mark; there is that in the book which should con­quer al­so the hearts of a wider pub­lic than that of the lit­tle coun­try in which its au­thor was born.

			
				Ot­to Jes­persen,

				Pro­fes­sor of Eng­lish in the Uni­ver­si­ty of Copen­hagen.

				Gen­tofte, Copen­hagen.

				April, 1913.
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			I

			It was dawn on the first of May, 1877. From the sea the mist came sweep­ing in, in a gray trail that lay heav­i­ly on the wa­ter. Here and there there was a move­ment in it; it seemed about to lift, but closed in again, leav­ing on­ly a strip of shore with two old boats ly­ing keel up­per­most up­on it. The prow of a third boat and a bit of break­wa­ter showed dim­ly in the mist a few paces off. At def­i­nite in­ter­vals a smooth, gray wave came glid­ing out of the mist up over the rustling shin­gle, and then with­drew again; it was as if some great an­i­mal lay hid­den out there in the fog, and lapped at the land.

			A cou­ple of hun­gry crows were busy with a black, in­flat­ed ob­ject down there, prob­a­bly the car­cass of a dog. Each time a wave glid­ed in, they rose and hov­ered a few feet up in the air with their legs ex­tend­ed straight down to­ward their booty, as if held by some in­vis­i­ble at­tach­ment. When the wa­ter re­treat­ed, they dropped down and buried their heads in the car­rion, but kept their wings spread, ready to rise be­fore the next ad­vanc­ing wave. This was re­peat­ed with the reg­u­lar­i­ty of clock­work.

			A shout came vi­brat­ing in from the har­bor, and a lit­tle while af­ter the heavy sound of oars work­ing over the edge of a boat. The sound grew more dis­tant and at last ceased; but then a bell be­gan to ring—it must have been at the end of the mole—and out of the dis­tance, in­to which the beat of the oars had dis­ap­peared, came the an­swer­ing sound of a horn. They con­tin­ued to an­swer one an­oth­er for a cou­ple of min­utes.

			The town was in­vis­i­ble, but now and then the si­lence there was bro­ken by the iron tramp of a quar­ry­man up­on the stone paving. For a long time the reg­u­lar beat of his foot­steps could be heard, un­til it sud­den­ly ceased as he turned some cor­ner or oth­er. Then a door was opened, fol­lowed by the sound of a loud morn­ing yawn; and some­one be­gan to sweep the pave­ment. Win­dows were opened here and there, out of which float­ed var­i­ous sounds to greet the gray day. A wom­an’s sharp voice was heard scold­ing, then short, smart slaps and the cry­ing of a child. A shoe­mak­er be­gan beat­ing leather, and as he worked fell to singing a hymn—

			
				
					“But One is wor­thy of our hymn, O broth­ers:
					

					The Lamb on Whom the sins of all men lay.”
				

			

			The tune was one of Mendelssohn’s “Songs with­out Words.”

			Up­on the bench un­der the church wall sat a boat’s crew with their gaze turned sea­ward. They were lean­ing for­ward and smok­ing, with hands clasped be­tween their knees. All three wore ear­rings as a pre­ven­tive of colds and oth­er evils, and all sat in ex­act­ly the same po­si­tion, as if the one were afraid of mak­ing him­self in the very least dif­fer­ent from the oth­ers.

			A trav­eller came saun­ter­ing down from the ho­tel, and ap­proached the fish­er­men. He had his coat-col­lar turned up, and shiv­ered in the chill morn­ing air. “Is any­thing the mat­ter?” he asked civil­ly, rais­ing his cap. His voice sound­ed gruff.

			One of the fish­er­men moved his hand slight­ly in the di­rec­tion of his head­gear. He was the head man of the boat’s crew. The oth­ers gazed straight be­fore them with­out mov­ing a mus­cle.

			“I mean, as the bell’s ring­ing and the pi­lot-boat’s out blow­ing her horn,” the trav­eller went on. “Are they ex­pect­ing a ship?”

			“May be. You nev­er can tell!” an­swered the head man un­ap­proach­ably.

			The stranger looked as if he were deeply in­sult­ed, but re­strained him­self. It was on­ly their usu­al se­cre­tive­ness, their in­vet­er­ate dis­trust of ev­ery­one who did not speak their di­alect and look ex­act­ly like them­selves. They sat there in­ward­ly un­easy in spite of their wood­en ex­te­ri­or, steal­ing glances at him when he was not look­ing, and wish­ing him at Jeri­cho. He felt tempt­ed to tease them a lit­tle.

			“Dear me! Per­haps it’s a se­cret?” he said, laugh­ing.

			“Not that I know of,” an­swered the fish­er­man cau­tious­ly.

			“Well, of course I don’t ex­pect any­thing for noth­ing! And be­sides it wears out your talk­ing-ap­pa­ra­tus to be con­tin­u­al­ly open­ing and shut­ting it. How much do you gen­er­al­ly get?” He took out his purse; it was his in­ten­tion to in­sult them now.

			The oth­er fish­er­men threw stolen glances at their lead­er. If on­ly he did not run them aground!

			The head man took his pipe out of his mouth and turned to his com­pan­ions: “No, as I was say­ing, there are some folks that have noth­ing to do but go about and be clever.” He warned them with his eyes, the ex­pres­sion of his face was wood­en. His com­pan­ions nod­ded. They en­joyed the sit­u­a­tion, as the com­mer­cial trav­eller could see from their doltish looks.

			He was en­raged. Here he was, be­ing treat­ed as if he were air and made fun of! “Con­found you fel­lows! Haven’t you even learnt as much as to give a civ­il an­swer to a civ­il ques­tion?” he said an­gri­ly.

			The fish­er­men looked back­ward and for­ward at one an­oth­er, tak­ing mute coun­sel.

			“No, but I tell you what it is! She must come some time,” said the head man at last.

			“What ‘she’?”

			“The steam­er, of course. And she gen­er­al­ly comes about this time. Now you’ve got it!”

			“Nat­u­ral­ly—of course! But isn’t it a lit­tle un­wise to speak so loud about it?” jeered the trav­eller.

			The fish­er­men had turned their backs on him, and were scrap­ing out their pipes.

			“We’re not quite so free with our speech here as some peo­ple, and yet we make our liv­ing,” said the head man to the oth­ers. They growled their ap­proval.

			As the stranger wan­dered on down the har­bor hill, the fish­er­men looked af­ter him with a feel­ing of re­lief. “What a talk­er!” said one. “He want­ed to show off a bit, but you gave him what he won’t for­get in a hur­ry.”

			“Yes, I think it touched him on the raw, all right,” an­swered the man, with pride. “It’s these fine gen­tle­men you need to be most care­ful of.”

			Half­way down the har­bor hill, an innkeep­er stood at his door yawn­ing. The morn­ing stroller re­peat­ed his ques­tion to him, and re­ceived an im­me­di­ate an­swer, the man be­ing a Copen­hagen­er.

			“Well, you see we’re ex­pect­ing the steam­er from Ys­tad to­day, with a big car­go of slaves—cheap Swedish la­bor­ers, that’s to say, who live on black bread and salt her­rings, and do the work of three. They ought to be flogged with red-hot ici­cles, that sort, and the brutes of farm­ers, too! You won’t take a lit­tle ear­ly morn­ing glass of some­thing, I sup­pose?”

			“No, thank you, I think not—so ear­ly.”

			“Very well, please your­self.”

			

			Down at the har­bor a num­ber of farm­ers’ carts were al­ready stand­ing, and fresh ones ar­rived at full gal­lop ev­ery minute. The new­com­ers guid­ed their teams as far to the front as pos­si­ble, ex­am­ined their neigh­bors’ hors­es with a crit­i­cal eye, and set­tled them­selves in­to a half-doze, with their fur col­lars turned up about their ears. Cus­tom­house men in uni­form, and pi­lots, look­ing like mon­ster pen­guins, wan­dered rest­less­ly about, peer­ing out to sea and lis­ten­ing. Ev­ery mo­ment the bell at the end of the mole rang, and was an­swered by the pi­lot-boat’s horn some­where out in the fog over the sea, with a long, drea­ry hoot, like the howl of some suf­fer­ing an­i­mal.

			“What was that noise?” asked a farmer who had just come, catch­ing up the reins in fear. His fear com­mu­ni­cat­ed it­self to his hors­es, and they stood trem­bling with heads raised lis­ten­ing in the di­rec­tion of the sea, with ques­tion­ing ter­ror in their eyes.

			“It was on­ly the sea-ser­pent,” an­swered a cus­tom­house of­fi­cer. “He al­ways suf­fers from wind in this fog­gy weath­er. He’s a wind-suck­er, you see.” And the cus­tom­house men put their heads to­geth­er and grinned.

			Mer­ry sailors dressed in blue with white hand­ker­chiefs round their necks went about pat­ting the hors­es, or prick­ing their nos­trils with a straw to make them rear. When the farm­ers woke up and scold­ed, they laughed with de­light, and sang—

			
				
					“A sailor he must go through
					

					A deal more bad than good, good, good!”
				

			

			A big pi­lot, in an Ice­land vest and woollen gloves, was rush­ing anx­ious­ly about with a mega­phone in his hand, growl­ing like an un­easy bear. Now and then he climbed up on the mole-head, put the mega­phone to his mouth, and roared out over the wa­ter: “Do—you—hear—any—thing?” The roar went on for a long time out up­on the long swells, up and down, leav­ing be­hind it an op­pres­sive si­lence, un­til it sud­den­ly re­turned from the town above, in the shape of a con­fused bab­ble that made peo­ple laugh.

			“N-o-o!” was heard a lit­tle while af­ter in a thin and long-drawn-out cry from the sea; and again the horn was heard, a long, hoarse sound that came rock­ing in on the waves, and burst gur­gling in the splash un­der the wharf and on the slips.

			The farm­ers were out of it all. They dozed a lit­tle or sat flick­ing their whips to pass the time. But ev­ery­one else was in a state of sus­pense. A num­ber of peo­ple had grad­u­al­ly gath­ered about the har­bor—fish­er­men, sailors wait­ing to be hired, and mas­ter-ar­ti­sans who were too rest­less to stay in their work­shop. They came down in their leather aprons, and be­gan at once to dis­cuss the sit­u­a­tion; they used nau­ti­cal ex­pres­sions, most of them hav­ing been at sea in their youth. The com­ing of the steam­er was al­ways an event that brought peo­ple to the har­bor; but to­day she had a great many peo­ple on board, and she was al­ready an hour be­hind time. The dan­ger­ous fog kept the sus­pense at high pres­sure; but as the time passed, the ex­cite­ment gave place to a feel­ing of dull op­pres­sion. Fog is the sea­man’s worst en­e­my, and there were many un­pleas­ant pos­si­bil­i­ties. On the best sup­po­si­tion the ship had gone in­shore too far north or south, and now lay some­where out at sea hoot­ing and heav­ing the lead, with­out dar­ing to move. One could imag­ine the cap­tain storm­ing and the sailors hur­ry­ing here and there, lithe and ag­ile as cats. Stop!—Half-speed ahead! Stop!—Half-speed astern! The first en­gi­neer would be at the en­gine him­self, gray with ner­vous ex­cite­ment. Down in the en­gine-room, where they knew noth­ing at all, they would strain their ears painful­ly for any sound, and all to no pur­pose. But up on deck ev­ery man would be on the alert for his life; the helms­man wet with the sweat of his anx­i­ety to watch ev­ery move­ment of the cap­tain’s di­rect­ing hand, and the look­out on the fore­cas­tle peer­ing and lis­ten­ing in­to the fog un­til he could hear his own heart beat, while the sus­pense held ev­ery man on deck on ten­ter­hooks, and the foghorn hoot­ed its warn­ing. But per­haps the ship had al­ready gone to the bot­tom!

			Ev­ery­one knew it all; ev­ery man had in some way or oth­er been through this over­charged sus­pense—as cab­in-boy, stok­er, cap­tain, cook—and felt some­thing of it again now. On­ly the farm­ers were un­af­fect­ed by it; they dozed, woke up with a jerk, and yawned au­di­bly.

			The sea­far­ers and the peas­ants al­ways had a dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing on peace­able terms with one an­oth­er; they were as dif­fer­ent as land and sea. But to­day the in­dif­fer­ent at­ti­tude of the peas­ants made the sea-folk eye them with sup­pressed rage. The fat pi­lot had al­ready had sev­er­al al­ter­ca­tions with them for be­ing in his way; and when one of them laid him­self open to crit­i­cism, he was down up­on him in an in­stant. It was an el­der­ly farmer, who woke from his nap with a start, as his head fell for­ward, and im­pa­tient­ly took out his watch and looked at it.

			“It’s get­ting rather late,” he said. “The cap­tain can’t find his stall to­day.”

			“More like­ly he’s dropped in­to an inn on the way!” said the pi­lot, his eyes gleam­ing with mal­ice.

			“Very like­ly,” an­swered the farmer, with­out for the mo­ment re­al­iz­ing the na­ture of the paths of the sea. His au­di­tors laughed ex­ult­ing­ly, and passed the mis­take on to their neigh­bors, and peo­ple crowd­ed round the un­for­tu­nate man, while some­one cried: “How many inns are there be­tween this and Swe­den?”

			“Yes, it’s too easy to get hold of liq­uids out there, that’s the worst of it,” the pi­lot went on. “But for that any boo­by could man­age a ship. He’s on­ly got to keep well to the right of Mads Hansen’s farm, and he’s got a straight road be­fore him. And the deuce of a fine road! Tele­graph-wires and ditch­es and a row of poplars on each side—just im­proved by the lo­cal board. You’ve just got to wipe the por­ridge off your mus­tache, kiss the old wom­an, and climb up on to the bridge, and there you are! Has the en­gine been oiled, Hans? Right away, then, off we go; hand me my best whip!” He im­i­tat­ed the peas­ants’ man­ner of speech. “Be care­ful about the inns, Dad!” he added in a shrill falset­to. There were peals of laugh­ter, that had an evil sound in the pre­vail­ing de­pres­sion.

			The farmer sat quite still un­der the del­uge, on­ly low­er­ing his head a lit­tle. When the laugh­ter had al­most died away, he point­ed at the pi­lot with his whip, and re­marked to the by­standers—

			“That’s a won­der­ful clever kid for his age! Whose fa­ther art thou, my boy?” he went on, turn­ing to the pi­lot.

			This raised a laugh, and the thick-necked pi­lot swelled with rage. He seized hold of the body of the cart and shook it so that the farmer had a dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing his seat. “You mis­er­able old clod­hop­per, you pig-breed­er, you dung-carter!” he roared. “What do you mean by com­ing here and say­ing ‘thou’ to grown-up peo­ple and call­ing them ‘boy’? And giv­ing your opin­ions on nav­i­ga­tion in­to the bar­gain! Eh! you lousy old mon­ey­grub­ber! No, if you ev­er take off your greasy night­cap to any­body but your parish clerk, then take it off to the cap­tain who can find his har­bor in a fog like this. You can give him my kind re­gards and say I said so.” And he let go of the cart so sud­den­ly that it swung over to the oth­er side.

			“I may as well take it off to you, as the oth­er doesn’t seem able to find us to­day,” said the farmer with a grin, and took off his fur cap, dis­clos­ing a large bald head.

			“Cov­er up that great bald pump­kin, or up­on my word I’ll give it some­thing!” cried the pi­lot, blind with rage, and be­gin­ning to clam­ber up in­to the cart.

			At that mo­ment, like the thin metal­lic voice of a tele­phone, there came faint­ly from the sea the words: “We—hear—a—steam—whis­tle!”

			The pi­lot ran off on to the break­wa­ter, hit­ting out as he passed at the farmer’s horse, and mak­ing it rear. Men cleared a space round the moor­ing-posts, and dragged up the gang­ways with fran­tic speed. Carts that had hay in them, as if they were come to fetch cat­tle, be­gan to move with­out hav­ing any­where to drive to. Ev­ery­thing was in mo­tion. La­bor-hir­ers with red noses and cun­ning eyes, came hur­ry­ing down from the sailors’ tav­ern where they had been keep­ing them­selves warm.

			Then as if a huge hand had been laid up­on the move­ment, ev­ery­thing sud­den­ly stood still again, in strained ef­fort to hear. A far-off, tiny echo of a steam whis­tle whined some­where a long way off. Men stole to­geth­er in­to groups and stood mo­tion­less, lis­ten­ing and send­ing an­gry glances at the rest­less carts. Was it re­al, or was it a cre­ation of the heart­felt wish­es of so many?

			Per­haps a warn­ing to ev­ery­one that at that mo­ment the ship had gone to the bot­tom? The sea al­ways sends word of its evil do­ings; when the bread­win­ner is tak­en his fam­i­ly hear a shut­ter creak, or three taps on the win­dows that look on to the sea—there are so many ways.

			But now it sound­ed again, and this time the sound come in lit­tle waves over the wa­ter, the same vi­brat­ing, sub­dued whis­tle that long-tailed ducks make when they rise; it seemed alive. The foghorn an­swered it out in the fair­way, and the bell in at the mole-head; then the horn once more, and the steam-whis­tle in the dis­tance. So it went on, a guid­ing line of sound be­ing spun be­tween the land and the in­def­i­nite gray out there, back­ward and for­ward. Here on ter­ra fir­ma one could dis­tinct­ly feel how out there they were grop­ing their way by the sound. The hoarse whis­tle slow­ly in­creased in vol­ume, sound­ing now a lit­tle to the south, now to the north, but grow­ing steadi­ly loud­er. Then oth­er sounds made them­selves heard, the heavy scrap­ing of iron against iron, the noise of the screw when it was re­versed or went on again.

			The pi­lot-boat glid­ed slow­ly out of the fog, keep­ing to the mid­dle of the fair­way, and mov­ing slow­ly in­ward hoot­ing in­ces­sant­ly. It towed by the sound an in­vis­i­ble world be­hind it, in which hun­dreds of voic­es mur­mured thick­ly amidst shout­ing and clang­ing, and tramp­ing of feet—a world that float­ed blind­ly in space close by. Then a shad­ow be­gan to form in the fog where no one had ex­pect­ed it, and the lit­tle steam­er made its ap­pear­ance—look­ing enor­mous in the first mo­ment of sur­prise—in the mid­dle of the har­bor en­trance.

			At this the last rem­nants of sus­pense burst and scat­tered, and ev­ery­one had to do some­thing or oth­er to work off the op­pres­sion. They seized the heads of the farm­ers’ hors­es and pushed them back, clapped their hands, at­tempt­ed jokes, or on­ly laughed nois­i­ly while they stamped on the stone paving.

			“Good voy­age?” asked a score of voic­es at once.

			“All well!” an­swered the cap­tain cheer­ful­ly.

			And now he, too, has got rid of his in­cubus, and rolls forth words of com­mand; the pro­pel­ler churns up the wa­ter be­hind, hawsers fly through the air, and the steam winch starts with a ring­ing metal­lic clang, while the ves­sel works her­self broad­side in to the wharf.

			Be­tween the fore­cas­tle and the bridge, in un­der the up­per deck and the af­ter, there is a swarm of peo­ple, a cu­ri­ous­ly stupid swarm, like sheep that get up on to one an­oth­er’s backs and look fool­ish. “What a car­go of cat­tle!” cries the fat pi­lot up to the cap­tain, tramp­ing de­light­ed­ly on the break­wa­ter with his wood­en-soled boots. There are sheep­skin caps, old mil­i­tary caps, dis­rep­utable old rusty hats, and the wom­en’s tidy black hand­ker­chiefs. The faces are as dif­fer­ent as old, wrin­kled pigskin and young, ripen­ing fruit; but want, and ex­pectan­cy, and a cer­tain an­i­mal greed are vis­i­ble in all of them. The un­fa­mil­iar­i­ty of the mo­ment brings a touch of stu­pid­i­ty in­to them, as they press for­ward, or climb up to get a view over their neigh­bors’ heads and stare open-mouthed at the land where the wages are said to be so high, and the brandy so un­com­mon­ly strong. They see the fat, fur-clad farm­ers and the men come down to en­gage la­bor­ers.

			They do not know what to do with them­selves, and are al­ways get­ting in the way; and the sailors chase them with oaths from side to side of the ves­sel, or throw hatch­es and pack­ages with­out warn­ing at their feet. “Look out, you Swedish dev­il!” cries a sailor who has to open the iron doors. The Swede backs in be­wil­der­ment, but his hand in­vol­un­tar­i­ly flies to his pock­et and fin­gers ner­vous­ly his big pock­etknife.

			The gang­way is down, and the two hun­dred and fifty pas­sen­gers stream down it—stone­ma­sons, navvies, maid­ser­vants, male and fe­male day-la­bor­ers, sta­ble­men, herds­men, here and there a soli­tary lit­tle cowherd, and tai­lors in smart clothes, who keep far away from the rest. There are young men straighter and bet­ter built than any that the is­land pro­duces, and poor old men more worn with toil and want than they ev­er be­come here. There are al­so faces among them that bear an ex­pres­sion of mal­ice, oth­ers sparkling with en­er­gy, and oth­ers dis­fig­ured with great scars.

			Most of them are in work­ing-clothes and on­ly pos­sess what they stand in. Here and there is a man with some tool up­on his shoul­der—a shov­el or a crow­bar. Those that have any lug­gage, get it turned in­side out by the cus­tom­house of­fi­cers: wo­ven goods are so cheap in Swe­den. Now and then some girl with an in­cli­na­tion to plump­ness has to put up with the of­fi­cers’ coarse wit­ti­cisms. There, for in­stance, is Hand­some Sara from Cim­r­ishamn, whom ev­ery­body knows. Ev­ery au­tumn she goes home, and comes again ev­ery spring with a fig­ure that at once makes her the butt of their wit; but Sara, who gen­er­al­ly has a quick tem­per and a ready tongue, to­day drops her eyes in mod­est con­fu­sion: she has four­teen yards of cloth wrapped round her un­der her dress.

			The farm­ers are wide awake now. Those who dare, leave their hors­es and go among the crowd; the oth­ers choose their la­bor­ers with their eyes, and call them up. Each one takes his man’s mea­sure—width of chest, mod­est man­ner, wretched­ness; but they are afraid of the scarred and ma­li­cious faces, and leave them to the bailiffs on the large farms. Of­fers are made and con­di­tions fixed, and ev­ery minute one or two Swedes climb up in­to the hay in the back of some cart, and are driv­en off.

			

			A lit­tle on one side stood an el­der­ly, bent lit­tle man with a sack up­on his back, hold­ing a boy of eight or nine by the hand; be­side them lay a green chest. They ea­ger­ly watched the pro­ceed­ings, and each time a cart drove off with some of their coun­try­men, the boy pulled im­pa­tient­ly at the hand of the old man, who an­swered by a re­as­sur­ing word. The old man ex­am­ined the farm­ers one by one with an anx­ious air, mov­ing his lips as he did so: he was think­ing. His red, lash­less eyes kept wa­ter­ing with the pro­longed star­ing, and he wiped them with the mouth of the coarse dirty sack.

			“Do you see that one there?” he sud­den­ly asked the boy, point­ing to a fat lit­tle farmer with ap­ple-cheeks. “I should think he’d be kind to chil­dren. Shall we try him, lad­die?”

			The boy nod­ded grave­ly, and they made straight for the farmer. But when he had heard that they were to go to­geth­er, he would not take them; the boy was far too lit­tle to earn his keep. And it was the same thing ev­ery time.

			It was Lasse Karls­son from Tom­melil­la in the Ys­tad dis­trict, and his son Pelle.

			It was not al­to­geth­er strange to Lasse, for he had been on the is­land once be­fore, about ten years ago; but he had been younger then, in full vig­or it might be said, and had no lit­tle boy by the hand, from whom he would not be sep­a­rat­ed for all the world; that was the dif­fer­ence. It was the year that the cow had been drowned in the marl-pit, and Beng­ta was pre­par­ing for her con­fine­ment. Things looked bad, but Lasse staked his all on one cast, and used the cou­ple of kro­nes he got for the hide of the cow to go to Born­holm. When he came back in the au­tumn, there were three mouths to fill; but then he had a hun­dred kro­nes to meet the win­ter with.

			At that time Lasse had been equal to the sit­u­a­tion, and he would still straight­en his bowed shoul­ders when­ev­er he thought of that ex­ploit. Af­ter­ward, when­ev­er there were short com­mons, he would talk of sell­ing the whole af­fair and go­ing to Born­holm for good. But Beng­ta’s health failed af­ter her late child­bear­ing, and noth­ing came of it, un­til she died af­ter eight years of suf­fer­ing, this very spring. Then Lasse sold their bit of fur­ni­ture, and made near­ly a hun­dred kro­nes on it; it went in pay­ing the ex­pens­es of the long ill­ness, and the house and land be­longed to the land­lord. A green chest, that had been part of Beng­ta’s wed­ding out­fit, was the on­ly thing he kept. In it he packed their be­long­ings and a few lit­tle things of Beng­ta’s, and sent it on in ad­vance to the port with a horse-deal­er who was driv­ing there. Some of the rub­bish for which no one would bid he stuffed in­to a sack, and with it on his back and the boy’s hand clasped in his, he set out to walk to Ys­tad, where the steam­er for Rönne lay. The few coins he had would just pay their pas­sage.

			He had been so sure of him­self on the way, and had talked in loud tones to Pelle about the coun­try where the wages were so in­com­pre­hen­si­bly high, and where in some places you got meat or cheese to eat with your bread, and al­ways beer, so that the wa­ter-cart in the au­tumn did not come round for the la­bor­ers, but on­ly for the cat­tle. And—why, if you liked you could drink gin like wa­ter, it was so cheap; but it was so strong that it knocked you down at the third pull. They made it from re­al grain, and not from dis­eased pota­toes; and they drank it at ev­ery meal. And lad­die would nev­er feel cold there, for they wore wool next their skin, and not this poor linen that the wind blew right through; and a la­bor­er who kept him­self could eas­i­ly make his two kro­nes a day. That was some­thing dif­fer­ent from their mas­ter’s mis­er­able eighty öres and find­ing them­selves in ev­ery­thing.

			Pelle had heard the same thing of­ten be­fore—from his fa­ther, from Ole and An­ders, from Kar­na and a hun­dred oth­ers who had been there. In the win­ter, when the air was thick with frost and snow and the needs of the poor, there was noth­ing else talked about in the lit­tle vil­lages at home; and in the minds of those who had not been on the is­land them­selves, but had on­ly heard the tales about it, the ideas pro­duced were as fan­tas­tic as the frost-trac­ery up­on the win­dow­panes. Pelle was per­fect­ly well aware that even the poor­est boys there al­ways wore their best clothes, and ate bread-and-drip­ping with sug­ar on it as of­ten as they liked. There mon­ey lay like dirt by the road­side, and the Born­holmers did not even take the trou­ble to stoop and pick it up; but Pelle meant to pick it up, so that Fa­ther Lasse would have to emp­ty the odds and ends out of the sack and clear out the locked com­part­ment in the green chest to make room for it; and even that would be hard­ly enough. If on­ly they could be­gin! He shook his fa­ther’s hand im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Yes, yes,” said Lasse, al­most in tears. “You mustn’t be im­pa­tient.” He looked about him ir­res­o­lute­ly. Here he was in the midst of all this splen­dor, and could not even find a hum­ble sit­u­a­tion for him­self and the boy. He could not un­der­stand it. Had the whole world changed since his time? He trem­bled to his very fin­ger­tips when the last cart drove off. For a few min­utes he stood star­ing help­less­ly af­ter it, and then he and the boy to­geth­er car­ried the green chest up to a wall, and trudged hand in hand up to­ward the town.

			Lasse’s lips moved as he walked; he was think­ing. In an or­di­nary way he thought best when he talked out loud to him­self, but to­day all his fac­ul­ties were alert, and it was enough on­ly to move his lips.

			As he trudged along, his men­tal ex­cus­es be­came au­di­ble. “Con­found it!” he ex­claimed, as he jerked the sack high­er up his back. “It doesn’t do to take the first thing that comes. Lasse’s re­spon­si­ble for two, and he knows what he wants—so there! It isn’t the first time he’s been abroad! And the best al­ways comes last, you know, lad­die.”

			Pelle was not pay­ing much at­ten­tion. He was al­ready con­soled, and his fa­ther’s words about the best be­ing in store for them, were to him on­ly a fee­ble ex­pres­sion for a great truth, name­ly, that the whole world would be­come theirs, with all that it con­tained in the way of won­ders. He was al­ready en­gaged in tak­ing pos­ses­sion of it, open-mouthed.

			He looked as if he would like to swal­low the har­bor with all its ships and boats, and the great stacks of tim­ber, where it looked as if there would be holes. This would be a fine place to play in, but there were no boys! He won­dered whether the boys were like those at home; he had seen none yet. Per­haps they had quite a dif­fer­ent way of fight­ing, but he would man­age all right if on­ly they would come one at a time. There was a big ship right up on land, and they were skin­ning it. So ships have ribs, just like cows!

			At the wood­en shed in the mid­dle of the har­bor square, Lasse put down the sack, and giv­ing the boy a piece of bread and telling him to stay and mind the sack, he went far­ther up and dis­ap­peared. Pelle was very hun­gry, and hold­ing the bread with both hands he munched at it greed­i­ly.

			When he had picked the last crumbs off his jack­et, he set him­self to ex­am­ine his sur­round­ings. That black stuff in that big pot was tar. He knew it quite well, but had nev­er seen so much at once. My word! If you fell in­to that while it was boil­ing, it would be worse even than the brim­stone pit in hell. And there lay some enor­mous fish­hooks, just like those that were hang­ing on thick iron chains from the ships’ nos­trils. He won­dered whether there still lived gi­ants who could fish with such hooks. Strong John couldn’t man­age them!

			He sat­is­fied him­self with his own eyes that the stacks of boards were re­al­ly hol­low, and that he could eas­i­ly get down to the bot­tom of them, if on­ly he had not had the sack to drag about. His fa­ther had said he was to mind the sack, and he nev­er let it out of his hands for a mo­ment; as it was too heavy to car­ry, he had to drag it af­ter him from place to place.

			He dis­cov­ered a lit­tle ship, on­ly just big enough for a man to lie down in, and full of holes bored in the bot­tom and sides. He in­ves­ti­gat­ed the ship­builders’ big grind­stone, which was near­ly as tall as a man. There were bent planks ly­ing there, with nails in them as big as the parish con­sta­ble’s new teth­er-peg at home. And the thing that ship was teth­ered to—wasn’t it a re­al can­non that they had plant­ed?

			Pelle saw ev­ery­thing, and ex­am­ined ev­ery sin­gle ob­ject in the ap­pro­pri­ate man­ner, now on­ly spit­ting ap­prais­ing­ly up­on it, now kick­ing it or scratch­ing it with his penknife. If he came across some strange won­der or oth­er, that he could not get in­to his lit­tle brain in any oth­er way, he set him­self astride on it.

			This was a new world al­to­geth­er, and Pelle was en­gaged in mak­ing it his own. Not a shred of it would he leave. If he had had his playfel­lows from Tom­melil­la here, he would have ex­plained it all to them. My word, how they would stare! But when he went home to Swe­den again, he would tell them about it, and then he hoped they would call him a liar.

			He was sit­ting astride an enor­mous mast that lay along the tim­ber-yard up­on some oak tres­tles. He kicked his feet to­geth­er un­der the mast, as he had heard of knights do­ing in old­en days un­der their hors­es, and imag­ined him­self seiz­ing hold of a ring and lift­ing him­self, horse and all. He sat on horse­back in the midst of his new­ly dis­cov­ered world, glow­ing with the pride of con­quest, struck the horse’s loins with the flat of his hand, and dug his heels in­to its sides, while he shout­ed a song at the top of his voice. He had been obliged to let go the sack to get up.

			
				
					“Far away in Smaa­land the lit­tle imps were danc­ing
					

					With ready-load­ed pis­tol and ri­fle-bar­relled gun;
					

					All the lit­tle dev­ils they played up­on the fid­dle,
					

					But for the grand pi­ano Old Har­ry was the one.”
				

			

			In the mid­dle of his noisy joy, he looked up, and im­me­di­ate­ly burst in­to a roar of ter­ror and dropped down on to the wood-shav­ings. On the top of the shed at the place where his fa­ther had left him stood a black man and two black, open-mouthed hell­hounds; the man leaned half out over the ridge of the roof in a men­ac­ing at­ti­tude. It was an old fig­ure­head, but Pelle thought it was Old Har­ry him­self, come to pun­ish him for his bold song, and he set off at a run up the hill. A lit­tle way up he re­mem­bered the sack and stopped. He didn’t care about the sack; and he wouldn’t get a thrash­ing if he did leave it be­hind, for Fa­ther Lasse nev­er beat him. And that hor­rid dev­il would eat him up at the very least, if he ven­tured down there again; he could dis­tinct­ly see how red the nos­trils shone, both the dev­il’s and the dogs’.

			But Pelle still hes­i­tat­ed. His fa­ther was so care­ful of that sack, that he would be sure to be sor­ry if he lost it—he might even cry as he did when he lost Moth­er Beng­ta. For per­haps the first time, the boy was be­ing sub­ject­ed to one of life’s se­ri­ous tests, and stood—as so many had stood be­fore him—with the choice be­tween sac­ri­fic­ing him­self and sac­ri­fic­ing oth­ers. His love for his fa­ther, boy­ish pride, the sense of du­ty that is the so­cial dow­er of the poor—the one thing with the oth­er—de­ter­mined his choice. He stood the test, but not brave­ly; he howled loud­ly the whole time, while, with his eyes fixed im­mov­ably up­on the Evil One and his hell­hounds, he crept back for the sack and then dragged it af­ter him at a quick run up the street.

			No one is per­haps a hero un­til the dan­ger is over. But even then Pelle had no op­por­tu­ni­ty of shud­der­ing at his own courage; for no soon­er was he out of the reach of the black man, than his ter­ror took a new form. What had be­come of his fa­ther? He had said he would be back again di­rect­ly! Sup­pos­ing he nev­er came back at all! Per­haps he had gone away so as to get rid of his lit­tle boy, who was on­ly a trou­ble and made it dif­fi­cult for him to get a sit­u­a­tion.

			Pelle felt de­spair­ing­ly con­vinced that it must be so, as, cry­ing, he went off with the sack. The same thing had hap­pened to oth­er chil­dren with whom he was well ac­quaint­ed; but they came to the pan­cake cot­tage and were quite hap­py, and Pelle him­self would be sure to—per­haps find the king and be tak­en in there and have the lit­tle princes for his play­mates, and his own lit­tle palace to live in. But Fa­ther Lasse shouldn’t have a thing, for now Pelle was an­gry and vin­dic­tive, al­though he was cry­ing just as un­re­strained­ly. He would let him stand and knock at the door and beg to come in for three days, and on­ly when he be­gan to cry—no, he would have to let him in at once, for to see Fa­ther Lasse cry hurt him more than any­thing else in the world. But he shouldn’t have a sin­gle one of the nails Pelle had filled his pock­ets with down in the tim­ber-yard; and when the king’s wife brought them cof­fee in the morn­ing be­fore they were up—

			But here both his tears and his hap­py imag­in­ings ceased, for out of a tav­ern at the top of the street came Fa­ther Lasse’s own liv­ing self. He looked in ex­cel­lent spir­its and held a bot­tle in his hand.

			“Dan­ish brandy, lad­die!” he cried, wav­ing the bot­tle. “Hats off to the Dan­ish brandy! But what have you been cry­ing for? Oh, you were afraid? And why were you afraid? Isn’t your fa­ther’s name Lasse—Lasse Karls­son from Kungstorp? And he’s not one to quar­rel with; he hits hard, he does, when he’s pro­voked. To come and fright­en good lit­tle boys! They’d bet­ter look out! Even if the whole wide world were full of nam­ing dev­ils, Lasse’s here and you needn’t be afraid!”

			Dur­ing all this fierce talk he was ten­der­ly wip­ing the boy’s tear-stained cheeks and nose with his rough hand, and tak­ing the sack up­on his back again. There was some­thing touch­ing­ly fee­ble about his stoop­ing fig­ure, as, boast­ing and com­fort­ing, he trudged down again to the har­bor hold­ing the boy by the hand. He tot­tered along in his big wa­ter­proof boots, the tabs of which stuck out at the side and bore an as­ton­ish­ing re­sem­blance to Pelle’s ears; out of the gap­ing pock­ets of his old win­ter coat pro­trud­ed on one side his red pock­et-hand­ker­chief, on the oth­er the bot­tle. He had be­come a lit­tle loos­er in his knee-joints now, and the sack threat­ened mo­men­tar­i­ly to get the up­per hand of him, push­ing him for­ward and forc­ing him to go at a trot down the hill. He looked de­crepit, and per­haps his boast­ful words helped to pro­duce this ef­fect; but his eyes beamed con­fi­dent­ly, and he smiled down at the boy, who ran along be­side him.

			They drew near to the shed, and Pelle turned cold with fear, for the black man was still stand­ing there. He went round to the oth­er side of his fa­ther, and tried to pull him out in a wide curve over the har­bor square. “There he is again,” he whim­pered.

			“So that’s what was af­ter you, is it?” said Lasse, laugh­ing hearti­ly; “and he’s made of wood, too! Well, you re­al­ly are the bravest lad­die I ev­er knew! I should al­most think you might be sent out to fight a trussed chick­en, if you had a stick in your hand!” Lasse went on laugh­ing, and shook the boy good-na­tured­ly. But Pelle was ready to sink in­to the ground with shame.

			Down by the cus­tom­house they met a bailiff who had come too late for the steam­er and had en­gaged no la­bor­ers. He stopped his cart and asked Lasse if he was look­ing for a place.

			“Yes, we both want one,” an­swered Lasse, briskly. “We want to be at the same farm—as the fox said to the goose.”

			The bailiff was a big, strong man, and Pelle shud­dered in ad­mi­ra­tion of his fa­ther who could dare to speak to him so bold­ly.

			But the great man laughed good-hu­mored­ly. “Then I sup­pose he’s to be fore­man?” he said, flick­ing at Pelle with his whip.

			“Yes, he cer­tain­ly will be some day,” said Lasse, with con­vic­tion.

			“He’ll prob­a­bly eat a few bushels of salt first. Well, I’m in want of a herds­man, and will give you a hun­dred kro­nes for a year—al­though it’ll be con­found­ed hard for you to earn them from what I can see. There’ll al­ways be a crust of bread for the boy, but of course he’ll have to do what lit­tle he can. You’re his grand­fa­ther, I sup­pose?”

			“I’m his fa­ther—in the sight of God and man,” an­swered Lasse, proud­ly.

			“Oh, in­deed! Then you must still be fit for some­thing, if you’ve come by him hon­est­ly. But climb up, if you know what’s for your own good, for I haven’t time to stand here. You won’t get such an of­fer ev­ery day.”

			Pelle thought a hun­dred kro­nes was a fear­ful amount of mon­ey; Lasse, on the con­trary, as the old­er and more sen­si­ble, had a feel­ing that it was far too lit­tle. But, though he was not aware of it yet, the ex­pe­ri­ences of the morn­ing had con­sid­er­ably dimmed the bright­ness of his out­look on life. On the oth­er hand, the dram had made him reck­less and gen­er­ous­ly-mind­ed.

			“All right then,” he said with a wave of the hand. “But the mas­ter must un­der­stand that we won’t have salt her­ring and por­ridge three times a day. We must have a prop­er bed­room too—and be free on Sun­days.” He lift­ed the sack and the boy up in­to the cart, and then climbed up him­self.

			The bailiff laughed. “I see you’ve been here be­fore, old man. But I think we shall be able to man­age all that. You shall have roast pork stuffed with raisins and rhubarb jel­ly with pep­per on it, just as of­ten as you like to open your mouth.”

			They drove down to the quay for the chest, and then out to­ward the coun­try again. Lasse, who rec­og­nized one thing and an­oth­er, ex­plained it all in full to the boy, tak­ing a pull at the bot­tle be­tween whiles; but the bailiff must not see this. Pelle was cold and bur­rowed in­to the straw, where he crept close up to his fa­ther.

			“You take a mouth­ful,” whis­pered Lasse, pass­ing the bot­tle to him cau­tious­ly. “But take care that he doesn’t see, for he’s a sly one. He’s a Jute.”

			Pelle would not have a dram. “What’s a Jute?” he asked in a whis­per.

			“A Jute? Good gra­cious me, lad­die, don’t you know that? It was the Jutes that cru­ci­fied Christ. That’s why they have to wan­der all over the world now, and sell flan­nel and nee­dles, and such­like; and they al­ways cheat wher­ev­er they go. Don’t you re­mem­ber the one that cheat­ed Moth­er Beng­ta of her beau­ti­ful hair? Ah, no, that was be­fore your time. That was a Jute too. He came one day when I wasn’t at home, and un­packed all his fine wares—combs and pins with blue glass heads, and the finest head-ker­chiefs. Wom­en can’t re­sist such trash; they’re like what we oth­ers are when some­one holds a brandy-bot­tle to our nose. Moth­er Beng­ta had no mon­ey, but that sly dev­il said he would give her the finest hand­ker­chief if she would let him cut off just the end of her plait. And then he went and cut it off close up to her head. My good­ness, but she was like flint and steel when she was an­gry! She chased him out of the house with a rake. But he took the plait with him, and the hand­ker­chief was rub­bish, as might have been ex­pect­ed. For the Jutes are cun­ning dev­ils, who cru­ci­fied—” Lasse be­gan at the be­gin­ning again.

			Pelle did not pay much at­ten­tion to his fa­ther’s soft mur­mur­ing. It was some­thing about Moth­er Beng­ta, but she was dead now and lay in the black earth; she no longer but­toned his un­der-vest down the back, or warmed his hands when they were cold. So they put raisins in­to roast pork in this coun­try, did they? Mon­ey must be as com­mon as dirt! There was none ly­ing about in the road, and the hous­es and farms were not so very fine ei­ther. But the strangest thing was that the earth here was of the same col­or as that at home, al­though it was a for­eign coun­try. He had seen a map in Tom­melil­la, in which each coun­try had a dif­fer­ent col­or. So that was a lie!

			Lasse had long since talked him­self out, and slept with his head up­on the boy’s back. He had for­got­ten to hide the bot­tle.

			Pelle was just go­ing to push it down in­to the straw when the bailiff—who as a mat­ter of fact was not a Jute, but a Zee­lander—hap­pened to turn round and caught sight of it. He told the boy to throw it in­to the ditch.

			By mid­day they reached their des­ti­na­tion. Lasse awoke as they drove on to the stone paving of the large yard, and groped me­chan­i­cal­ly in the straw. But sud­den­ly he rec­ol­lect­ed where he was, and was sober in an in­stant. So this was their new home, the on­ly place they had to stay in and ex­pect any­thing of on this earth! And as he looked out over the big yard, where the din­ner-bell was just sound­ing and call­ing ser­vants and day-la­bor­ers out of all the doors, all his self-con­fi­dence van­ished. A de­spair­ing feel­ing of help­less­ness over­whelmed him, and made his face trem­ble with im­po­tent con­cern for his son.

			His hands shook as he clam­bered down from the wag­on; he stood ir­res­o­lute and at the mer­cy of all the in­quir­ing glances from the steps down to the base­ment of the big house. They were talk­ing about him and the boy, and laugh­ing al­ready. In his con­fu­sion he de­ter­mined to make as fa­vor­able a first im­pres­sion as pos­si­ble, and be­gan to take off his cap to each one sep­a­rate­ly; and the boy stood be­side him and did the same. They were rather like the clowns at a fair, and the men round the base­ment steps laughed aloud and bowed in im­i­ta­tion, and then be­gan to call to them; but the bailiff came out again to the cart, and they quick­ly dis­ap­peared down the steps. From the house it­self there came a far-off, mo­not­o­nous sound that nev­er left off, and in­sen­si­bly added to their feel­ing of de­pres­sion.

			“Don’t stand there play­ing the fool!” said the bailiff sharply. “Be off down to the oth­ers and get some­thing to eat! You’ll have plen­ty of time to show off your mon­key-tricks to them af­ter­wards.”

			At these en­cour­ag­ing words, the old man took the boy’s hand and went across to the base­ment steps with de­spair in his heart, mourn­ing in­ward­ly for Tom­melil­la and Kungstorp. Pelle clung close to him in fear. The un­known had sud­den­ly be­come an evil mon­ster in the imag­i­na­tion of both of them.

			Down in the base­ment pas­sage the strange, per­sis­tent sound was loud­er, and they both knew that it was that of a wom­an weep­ing.

		
	
		
			II

			Stone Farm, which for the fu­ture was to be Lasse and Pelle’s home, was one of the largest farms on the is­land. But old peo­ple knew that when their grand­par­ents were chil­dren, it had been a crofter’s cot­tage where on­ly two hors­es were kept, and be­longed to a cer­tain Vevest Köller, a grand­son of Jens Ko­fod, the lib­er­a­tor of Born­holm. Dur­ing his time, the cot­tage be­came a farm. He worked him­self to death on it, and grudged food both for him­self and the oth­ers. And these two things—poor liv­ing and land-grab­bing—be­came hered­i­tary in that fam­i­ly.

			The fields in this part of the is­land had been rock and heather not many gen­er­a­tions since. Poor peo­ple had bro­ken up the ground, and worn them­selves out, one set af­ter an­oth­er, to keep it in cul­ti­va­tion. Round about Stone Farm lived on­ly cot­tagers and men own­ing two hors­es, who had bought their land with toil and hunger, and would as soon have thought of sell­ing their par­ents’ grave as their lit­tle prop­er­ty; they stuck to it un­til they died or some mis­for­tune over­took them.

			But the Stone Farm fam­i­ly were al­ways want­ing to buy and ex­tend their prop­er­ty, and their chance on­ly came through their neigh­bors’ mis­for­tunes. Wher­ev­er a bad har­vest or sick­ness or ill luck with his beasts hit a man hard enough to make him reel, the Köllers bought. Thus Stone Farm grew, and ac­quired nu­mer­ous build­ings and much im­por­tance; it be­came as hard a neigh­bor as the sea is, when it eats up the farmer’s land, field by field, and noth­ing can be done to check it. First one was eat­en up and then an­oth­er. Ev­ery­one knew that his turn would come soon­er or lat­er. No one goes to law with the sea; but all the ills and dis­com­fort that brood­ed over the poor man’s life came from Stone Farm. The pow­ers of dark­ness dwelt there, and fright­ened souls point­ed to it al­ways. “That’s well-ma­nured land,” the peo­ple of the dis­trict would say, with a pe­cu­liar in­to­na­tion that held a curse; but they ven­tured no fur­ther.

			The Köller fam­i­ly was not sen­ti­men­tal; it throve cap­i­tal­ly in the sin­is­ter light that fell up­on the farm from so many fright­ened minds, and felt it as pow­er. The men were hard drinkers and card-play­ers; but they nev­er drank so much as to lose sight and feel­ing; and if they played away a horse ear­ly in the evening, they very like­ly won two in the course of the night.

			When Lasse and Pelle came to Stone Farm, the old­er cot­tagers still re­mem­bered the farmer of their child­hood, Janus Köller, the one who did more to im­prove things than any­one else. In his youth he once, at mid­night, fought with the dev­il up in the church-tow­er, and over­came him; and af­ter that ev­ery­thing suc­ceed­ed with him. What­ev­er might or might not have been the rea­son, it is cer­tain that in his time one af­ter an­oth­er of his neigh­bors was ru­ined, and Janus went round and took over their hold­ings. If he need­ed an­oth­er horse, he played for and won it at loo; and it was the same with ev­ery­thing. His great­est plea­sure was to break in wild hors­es, and those who hap­pened to have been born at mid­night on Christ­mas Eve could dis­tinct­ly see the Evil One sit­ting on the box be­side him and hold­ing the reins. He came to a bad end, as might have been ex­pect­ed. One morn­ing ear­ly, the hors­es came gal­lop­ing home to the farm, and he was found ly­ing by the road­side with his head smashed against a tree.

			His son was the last mas­ter of Stone Farm of that fam­i­ly. He was a wild dev­il, with much that was good in him. If any­one dif­fered from him, he knocked him down; but he al­ways helped those who got in­to trou­ble. In this way no one ev­er left house and home; and as he had the fam­i­ly fond­ness for adding to the farm, he bought land up among the rocks and heather. But he wise­ly let it lie as it was. He at­tached many to the farm by his as­sis­tance, and made them so de­pen­dent that they nev­er be­came free again. His ten­ants had to leave their own work when he sent for them, and he was nev­er at a loss for cheap la­bor. The food he pro­vid­ed was scarce­ly fit for hu­man be­ings, but he al­ways ate of the same dish him­self. And the priest was with him at the last; so there was no fault to find with his de­par­ture from this life.

			He had mar­ried twice, but his on­ly child was a daugh­ter by the sec­ond wife, and there was some­thing not quite right about her. She was a wom­an at the age of eleven, and made up to any­one she met; but no one dared so much as look at her, for they were afraid of the farmer’s gun. Lat­er on she went to the oth­er ex­treme, and dressed her­self up like a man, and went about out on the rocks in­stead of busy­ing her­self with some­thing at home; and she let no one come near her.

			Kongstrup, the present mas­ter of Stone Farm, had come to the is­land about twen­ty years be­fore, and even now no one could quite make him out. When he first came he used to wan­der about on the heath and do noth­ing, just as she did; so it was hard­ly to be won­dered at that he got in­to trou­ble and had to mar­ry her. But it was dread­ful!

			He was a queer fel­low; but per­haps that was what peo­ple were like where he came from? He first had one idea and then an­oth­er, raised wages when no one had asked him to, and start­ed stone-quar­ry­ing with con­tract work. And so he went on with his fool­ish tricks to be­gin with, and let his cot­tagers do as they liked about com­ing to work at the farm. He even went so far as to send them home in wet weath­er to get in their corn, and let his own stand and be ru­ined. But things went all wrong of course, as might well be imag­ined, and grad­u­al­ly he had to give in, and aban­don all his fool­ish ideas.

			The peo­ple of the dis­trict sub­mit­ted to this con­di­tion of de­pen­dence with­out a mur­mur. They had been ac­cus­tomed, from fa­ther to son, to go in and out of the gates of Stone Farm, and do what was re­quired of them, as du­ti­ful­ly as if they had been serfs of the land. As a set-off they al­lowed all their lean­ing to­ward the trag­ic, all the ter­rors of life and gloomy mys­ti­cism, to cen­ter round Stone Farm. They let the dev­il roam about there, play loo with the men for their souls, and rav­ish the wom­en; and they took off their caps more re­spect­ful­ly to the Stone Farm peo­ple than to any­one else.

			All this had changed a lit­tle as years went on; the sharp points of the su­per­sti­tion had been blunt­ed a lit­tle. But the bad at­mos­phere that hangs over large es­tates—over all great ac­cu­mu­la­tions of what should be­long to the many—al­so hung heavy over Stone Farm. It was the judg­ment passed by the peo­ple, their on­ly re­venge for them­selves and theirs.

			Lasse and Pelle were quick­ly aware of the op­pres­sive at­mos­phere, and be­gan to see with the half-fright­ened eyes of the oth­ers, even be­fore they them­selves had heard very much. Lasse es­pe­cial­ly thought he could nev­er be quite hap­py here, be­cause of the heav­i­ness that al­ways seemed to sur­round them. And then that weep­ing that no one could quite ac­count for!

			

			All through the long, bright day, the sound of weep­ing came from the rooms of Stone Farm, like the re­frain of some sad folk­song. Now at last it had stopped. Lasse was busy­ing him­self with lit­tle things in the low­er yard, and he still seemed to have the sound in his ears. It was sad, so sad, with this con­tin­u­al sound of a wom­an weep­ing, as if a child were dead, or as if she were left alone with her shame. And what could there be to weep for, when you had a farm of sev­er­al hun­dred acres, and lived in a high house with twen­ty win­dows!

			
				
					“Rich­es are nought but a gift from the Lord,
					

					But pover­ty, that is in truth a re­ward.
					

					They who wealth do pos­sess
					

					Nev­er know hap­pi­ness,
					

					While the poor man’s heart is ev­er con­tent­ed!”
				

			

			So sang Kar­na over in the dairy, and in­deed it was true! If on­ly Lasse knew where he was to get the mon­ey for a new smock-frock for the lit­tle lad, he would nev­er en­vy any­one on this earth; though it would be nice to have mon­ey for to­bac­co and a dram now and then, if it was not un­fair to any­one else.

			Lasse was tidy­ing up the dung-heap. He had fin­ished his mid­day work in the sta­ble, and was tak­ing his time about it; it was on­ly a job he did be­tween whiles. Now and then he glanced furtive­ly up at the high win­dows and put a lit­tle more en­er­gy in­to his work; but weari­ness had the up­per hand. He would have liked to take a lit­tle af­ter­noon nap, but did not dare. All was qui­et on the farm. Pelle had been sent on an er­rand to the vil­lage shop for the kitchen-folk, and all the men were in the fields cov­er­ing up the last spring corn. Stone Farm was late with this.

			The agri­cul­tur­al pupil now came out of the sta­ble, which he had en­tered from the oth­er side, so as to come up­on Lasse un­ex­pect­ed­ly. The bailiff had sent him. “Is that you, you nasty spy!” mut­tered Lasse when he saw him. “Some day I’ll kill you!” But he took off his cap with the deep­est re­spect. The tall pupil went up the yard with­out look­ing at him, and be­gan to talk non­sense with the maids down in the wash­house. He wouldn’t do that if the men were at home, the scare­crow!

			Kongstrup came out on to the steps, and stood for a lit­tle while look­ing at the weath­er; then he went down to the cow-sta­ble. How big he was! He quite filled the sta­ble door­way. Lasse put down his fork and has­tened in in case he was want­ed.

			“Well, how are you get­ting on, old man?” asked the farmer kind­ly. “Can you man­age the work?”

			“Oh, yes, I get through it,” an­swered Lasse; “but that’s about all. It’s a lot of an­i­mals for one man.”

			Kongstrup stood feel­ing the hind quar­ters of a cow. “You’ve got the boy to help you, Lasse. Where is he, by the by? I don’t see him.”

			“He’s gone to the vil­lage shop for the wom­en­folk.”

			“In­deed? Who told him to go?”

			“I think it was the mis­tress her­self.”

			“H’m. Is it long since he went?”

			“Yes, some time. He ought soon to be back now.”

			“Get hold of him when he comes, and send him up to me with the things, will you?”

			Pelle was rather fright­ened at hav­ing to go up to the of­fice, and be­sides the mis­tress had told him to keep the bot­tle well hid­den un­der his smock. The room was very high, and on the walls hung splen­did guns; and up up­on a shelf stood cigar-box­es, one up­on an­oth­er, right up to the ceil­ing, just as if it were a to­bac­co-shop. But the strangest thing of all was that there was a fire in the stove, now, in the mid­dle of May, and with the win­dow open! It must be that they didn’t know how to get rid of all their mon­ey. But wher­ev­er were the mon­ey-chests?

			All this and much more Pelle ob­served while he stood just in­side the door up­on his bare feet, not dar­ing from sheer ner­vous­ness to raise his eyes. Then the farmer turned round in his chair, and drew him to­ward him by the col­lar. “Now let’s see what you’ve got there un­der your smock, my lit­tle man!” he said kind­ly.

			“It’s brandy,” said Pelle, draw­ing forth the bot­tle. “The mis­tress said I wasn’t to let any­one see it.”

			“You’re a clever boy,” said Kongstrup, pat­ting him on the cheek. “You’ll get on in the world one of these days. Now give me the bot­tle and I’ll take it out to your mis­tress with­out let­ting any­one see.” He laughed hearti­ly.

			Pelle hand­ed him the bot­tle—there stood mon­ey in piles on the writ­ing-ta­ble, thick round two-kro­ne pieces one up­on an­oth­er! Then why didn’t Fa­ther Lasse get the mon­ey in ad­vance that he had begged for?

			The mis­tress now came in, and the farmer at once went and shut the win­dow. Pelle want­ed to go, but she stopped him. “You’ve got some things for me, haven’t you?” she said.

			“I’ve re­ceived the things,” said Kongstrup. “You shall have them—when the boy’s gone.”

			But she re­mained at the door. She would keep the boy there to be a wit­ness that her hus­band with­held from her things that were to be used in the kitchen; ev­ery­one should know it.

			Kongstrup walked up and down and said noth­ing. Pelle ex­pect­ed he would strike her, for she called him bad names—much worse than Moth­er Beng­ta when Lasse came home mer­ry from Tom­melil­la. But he on­ly laughed. “Now that’ll do,” he said, lead­ing her away from the door, and let­ting the boy out.

			Lasse did not like it. He had thought the farmer was in­ter­fer­ing to pre­vent them all from mak­ing use of the boy, when he so much need­ed his help with the cat­tle; and now it had tak­en this un­for­tu­nate turn!

			“And so it was brandy!” he re­peat­ed. “Then I can un­der­stand it. But I won­der how she dares set up­on him like that when it’s with her the fault lies. He must be a good sort of fel­low.”

			“He’s fond of drink him­self,” said Pelle, who had heard a lit­tle about the farmer’s do­ings.

			“Yes, but a wom­an! That’s quite an­oth­er thing. Re­mem­ber they’re fine folk. Well, well, it doesn’t be­come us to find fault with our bet­ters; we have enough to do in look­ing af­ter our­selves. But I on­ly hope she won’t send you on any more of her er­rands, or we may fall be­tween two stools.”

			Lasse went to his work. He sighed and shook his head while he dragged the fod­der out. He was not at all hap­py.

		
	
		
			III

			There was some­thing ex­hil­a­rat­ing in the wealth of sun­shine that filled all space with­out the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of cor­re­spond­ing heat. The spring mois­ture was gone from the air, and the warm haze of sum­mer had not yet come. There was on­ly light—light over the green fields and the sea be­yond, light that drew the land­scape in clear lines against the blue at­mos­phere, and breathed a gen­tle, pleas­ant warmth.

			It was a day in the be­gin­ning of June—the first re­al sum­mer day; and it was Sun­day.

			Stone Farm lay bathed in sun­shine. The clear gold­en light pen­e­trat­ed ev­ery­where; and where it could not reach, dark col­ors trem­bled like a hot, se­cret breath out in­to the light. Open win­dows and doors looked like veiled eyes in the midst of the light, and where the roof lay in shad­ow, it had the ap­pear­ance of vel­vet.

			It was qui­et up in the big house to­day; it was a day of rest from wran­gling too.

			The large yard was di­vid­ed in­to two by a fence, the low­er part con­sist­ing in the main of a large, steam­ing mid­den, crossed by planks in var­i­ous di­rec­tions, and at the top a few in­vert­ed wheel­bar­rows. A cou­ple of pigs lay half buried in the ma­nure, asleep, and a busy flock of hens were ea­ger­ly scat­ter­ing the pile of horse-dung from the last morn­ing clear­ance. A large cock stood in the mid­dle of the flock, di­rect­ing the work like a bailiff.

			In the up­per yard a flock of white pi­geons were peck­ing corn off the clean stone paving. Out­side the open coach-house door, a groom was ex­am­in­ing the dog­cart, while in­side stood an­oth­er groom, pol­ish­ing the best har­ness.

			The man at the dog­cart was in shirt­sleeves and new­ly-pol­ished top-boots; he had a youth­ful, elas­tic frame, which as­sumed grace­ful at­ti­tudes as he worked. He wore his cap on the back of his head, and whis­tled soft­ly while he cleaned the wheels out­side and in, and sent stolen glances down to the wash­house, where, be­low the win­dow, one of the maids was go­ing through her Sun­day ablu­tions, with shoul­ders and arms bare, and her chemise pushed down be­low her bo­som.

			The big dairy­maid, Kar­na, went past him to the pump with two large buck­ets. As she re­turned, she splashed some wa­ter on to one of his boots, and he looked up with an oath. She took this as an in­vi­ta­tion to stop, and put down her pails with a cau­tious glance up at the win­dows of the big house.

			“You’ve not had all the sleep you ought to have had, Gus­tav,” she said teas­ing­ly, and laughed.

			“Then it isn’t your fault, at any rate,” he an­swered rough­ly. “Can you patch my ev­ery­day trousers for me to­day?”

			“No, thank you! I don’t mend for an­oth­er to get all the pleas­ant words!”

			“Then you can leave it alone! There are plen­ty who’ll mend for me with­out you!” And he bent again to his work.

			“I’ll see if I can get time,” said the big wom­an meek­ly. “But I’ve got all the work in the place to do by my­self this af­ter­noon; the oth­ers are all go­ing out.”

			“Yes, I see Bod­il’s wash­ing her­self,” said Gus­tav, send­ing a squirt of to­bac­co-juice out of his mouth in the di­rec­tion of the wash­house win­dow. “I sup­pose she’s go­ing to meet­ing, as she’s do­ing it so thor­ough­ly.”

			Kar­na looked cun­ning. “She asked to be free be­cause she want­ed to go to church. She go to church! I should just like to see her! No, she’s go­ing down to the tai­lor’s in the vil­lage, and there I sup­pose she’ll meet Malm­berg, a towns­man of hers. I won­der she isn’t above hav­ing any­thing to do with a mar­ried man.”

			“She can go on the spree with any­one she likes, for all I care,” an­swered Gus­tav, kick­ing the last wheel in­to place with his foot, while Kar­na stood look­ing at him kind­ly. But the next mo­ment she spied a face be­hind the cur­tains up in one of the win­dows, and hur­ried off with her pails. Gus­tav spat con­temp­tu­ous­ly be­tween his teeth af­ter her. She was re­al­ly too old for his sev­en­teen years; she must be at least forty; and cast­ing an­oth­er long look at Bod­il, he went across to the coach-house with oil­can and keys.

			The high white house that closed the yard at its up­per end, had not been built right among the oth­er build­ings, but stood proud­ly aloof, un­con­nect­ed with them ex­cept by two strips of wood­en pal­ing. It had gables on both sides, and a high base­ment, in which were the ser­vants’ hall, the maids’ bed­rooms, the wash­house, the man­gling-room, and the large store­rooms. On the gable look­ing on to the yard was a clock that did not go. Pelle called the build­ing the Palace, and was not a lit­tle proud of be­ing al­lowed to en­ter the base­ment. The oth­er peo­ple on the farm did not give it such a nice name.

			He was the on­ly one whose awe of the House had noth­ing sin­is­ter about it; oth­ers re­gard­ed it in the light of a hos­tile fortress. Ev­ery­one who crossed the paved up­per yard, glanced in­vol­un­tar­i­ly up at the high veiled win­dows, be­hind which an eye might se­cret­ly be kept up­on all that went on be­low. It was, a lit­tle like pass­ing a row of can­nons’ mouths—it made one a lit­tle un­steady on one’s feet; and no one crossed the clean pave­ment un­less he was obliged. On the oth­er hand they went freely about the oth­er half of the yard, which was just as much over­looked by the House.

			Down there two of the lads were play­ing. One of them had seized the oth­er’s cap and run off with it, and a wild chase en­sued, in at one barn-door and out at an­oth­er all round the yard, to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of mis­chievous laugh­ter and breath­less ex­cla­ma­tions. The yard-dog barked with de­light and tum­bled mad­ly about on its chain in its de­sire to join in the game. Up by the fence the rob­ber was over­tak­en and thrown to the ground; but he man­aged to toss the cap up in­to the air, and it de­scend­ed right in front of the high stone steps of the House.

			“Oh, you mean beast!” ex­claimed the own­er of the cap, in a voice of de­spair­ing re­proach, be­la­bor­ing the oth­er with the toes of his boots. “Oh, you wretch­ed bailiff’s sneak!” He sud­den­ly stopped and mea­sured the dis­tance with an ap­prais­ing eye. “Will you stand me half a pint if I dare go up and fetch the cap?” he asked in a whis­per. The oth­er nod­ded and sat up quick­ly to see what would come of it. “Swear? You won’t try and back out of it?” he said, lift­ing his hand ad­jur­ing­ly. His com­pan­ion solemn­ly drew his fin­ger across his throat, as if cut­ting it, and the oath was tak­en. The one who had lost the cap, hitched up his trousers and pulled him­self to­geth­er, his whole fig­ure stiff­en­ing with de­ter­mi­na­tion; then he put his hands up­on the fence, vault­ed it, and walked with bent head and firm step across the yard, look­ing like one who had staked his all up­on one card. When he had se­cured the cap, and turned his back up­on the House, he sent a hor­ri­ble gri­mace down the yard.

			Bod­il now came up from the base­ment in her best Sun­day clothes, with a black silk hand­ker­chief on her head and a hymn­book in her hand. How pret­ty she was! And brave! She went along the whole length of the House and out! But then she could get a kiss from the farmer any day she liked.

			Out­side the farm prop­er lay a num­ber of large and small out­build­ings—the calves’ sta­ble, the pigsties, the tool-shed, the cart-shed and a smithy that was no longer used. They were all like so many mys­ter­ies, with trap-doors that led down to pitch-dark, un­der­ground beet and pota­to cel­lars, from which, of course, you could get by se­cret pas­sages to the strangest places un­der­ground, and oth­er trap-doors that led up to dark lofts, where the most won­der­ful trea­sures were pre­served in the form of old lum­ber.

			But Pelle un­for­tu­nate­ly had lit­tle time to go in­to all this. Ev­ery day he had to help his fa­ther to look af­ter the cat­tle, and with so large a herd, the work was al­most be­yond their pow­er. If he had a mo­ment’s breath­ing-space, some­one was sure to be af­ter him. He had to fetch wa­ter for the laun­dry girls, to grease the pupil’s boots and run to the vil­lage shop for spir­its or chew­ing-to­bac­co for the men. There was plen­ty to play with, but no one could bear to see him play­ing; they were al­ways whistling for him as if he were a dog.

			He tried to make up for it by turn­ing his work in­to a game, and in many in­stances this was pos­si­ble. Wa­ter­ing the cat­tle, for in­stance, was more fun than any re­al game, when his fa­ther stood out in the yard and pumped, and the boy on­ly had to guide the wa­ter from manger to manger. When thus oc­cu­pied, he al­ways felt some­thing like a great en­gi­neer. But on the oth­er hand, much of the oth­er work was too hard to be amus­ing.

			At this mo­ment the boy was wan­der­ing about among the out­build­ings, where there was no one to hunt him about. The door to the cow-sta­ble stood open, and he could hear the con­tin­u­al munch­ing of the cows, now and then in­ter­rupt­ed by a snuff of con­tent­ment or the reg­u­lar rat­tle of a chain up and down when a cow rubbed its neck up­on the post. There was a sense of se­cu­ri­ty in the sound of his fa­ther’s wood­en shoes up and down the fod­der­ing-pas­sage.

			Out of the open half-doors of the small­er out­build­ings there came a steamy warmth that smelt pleas­ant­ly of calves and pigs. The pigs were hard at work. All through the long sty there was munch­ing and smack­ing. One old sow supped up the liq­uid through the cor­ners of her mouth, an­oth­er snuffed and bub­bled with her snout along the bot­tom of the trough to find the rot­ten pota­toes un­der the liq­uid. Here and there two pigs were fight­ing over the trough, and emit­ting pierc­ing squeals. The calves put their slob­ber­ing noses out at the doors, gaz­ing in­to the sun­ny air and low­ing feel­ing­ly. One lit­tle fel­low, af­ter snuff­ing up air from the cow-sta­ble in a pe­cu­liar­ly thor­ough way, turned up his lip in a fool­ish grin: it was a bull-calf. He laid his chin up­on the half-door, and tried to jump over, but Pelle drove him down again. Then he kicked up his hind legs, looked at Pelle out of the cor­ner of his eye, and stood with arched back, lift­ing his fore and hindquar­ters al­ter­nate­ly with the ac­tion of a rock­ing-horse. He was light­head­ed with the sun.

			Down on the pond, ducks and geese stood up­on their heads in the wa­ter, flour­ish­ing their red legs in the air. And all at once the whole flock would have an at­tack of gid­dy de­light in the sun­shine, and splash scream­ing from bank to bank, the last part of the way slid­ing along the top of the wa­ter with a com­i­cal wag­ging of the tail.

			Pelle had promised him­self much from this cou­ple of hours that were to be en­tire­ly his own, as his fa­ther had giv­en him a hol­i­day un­til the time came for the mid­day work. But now he stood in be­wil­der­ment, over­whelmed by the wealth of pos­si­bil­i­ties. Would it be the best fun to sail up­on the pond on two tail­boards laid one across the oth­er? There was a ma­nure-cart ly­ing there now to be washed. Or should he go in and have a game with the tiny calves? Or shoot with the old bel­lows in the smithy? If he filled the noz­zle with wet earth, and blew hard, quite a nice shot could come out of it.

			Pelle start­ed and tried to make him­self in­vis­i­ble. The farmer him­self had come round the cor­ner, and was now stand­ing shad­ing his eyes with his hand and look­ing down over the slop­ing land and the sea. When he caught sight of Pelle, he nod­ded with­out chang­ing his ex­pres­sion, and said: “Good day, my boy! How are you get­ting on?” He gazed on, and prob­a­bly hard­ly knew that he had said it and pat­ted the boy on the shoul­der with the end of his stick; the farmer of­ten went about half asleep.

			But Pelle felt it as a ca­ress of a di­vine na­ture, and im­me­di­ate­ly ran across to the sta­ble to tell his fa­ther what had hap­pened to him. He had an el­e­vat­ing sen­sa­tion in his shoul­der as if he had been knight­ed; and he still felt the stick there. An in­tox­i­cat­ing warmth flowed from the place through his lit­tle body, sent the ad­ven­ture mount­ing to his head and made him swell with pride. His imag­i­na­tion rose and soared in­to the air with some vague, dizzy idea about the farmer adopt­ing him as his son.

			He soon came down again, for in the sta­ble he ran straight in­to the arms of the Sun­day scrub­bing. The Sun­day wash was the on­ly great ob­jec­tion he had to make to life; ev­ery­thing else came and was for­got­ten again, but it was al­ways com­ing again. He de­test­ed it, es­pe­cial­ly that part of it which had to do with the in­te­ri­or of his ears. But there was no kind moth­er to help; Lasse stood ready with a buck­et of cold wa­ter, and some soft soap on a piece of bro­ken pot, and the boy had to di­vest him­self of his clothes. And as if the scrub­bing were not enough, he af­ter­wards had to put on a clean shirt—though, for­tu­nate­ly, on­ly ev­ery oth­er Sun­day. The whole thing was nice enough to look back up­on af­ter­wards—like some­thing gone through with, and not to hap­pen again for a lit­tle while.

			Pelle stood at the sta­ble door in­to the yard with a con­se­quen­tial air, with bristling hair and clean shirt­sleeves, his hands buried in his trous­er pock­ets. Over his fore­head his hair waved in what is called a “cow’s lick,” said to be­to­ken good for­tune; and his face, all screwed up as it turned to­wards the bright light, looked the odd­est piece of top­sy-turvy­dom, with not a sin­gle fea­ture in its prop­er place. Pelle bent the calves of his legs out back­wards, and stood gen­tly rock­ing him­self to and fro as he saw Gus­tav do­ing, up on the front-door steps, where he stood hold­ing the reins, wait­ing for his mas­ter and mis­tress.

			The mis­tress now ap­peared, with the farmer, and a maid ran down in front to the car­riage with a lit­tle steplad­der, and helped her in. The farmer stood at the top of the steps un­til she was seat­ed: she had dif­fi­cul­ty in walk­ing. But what a pair of eyes she had! Pelle hasti­ly looked away when she turned her face down to­wards the yard. It was whis­pered among the men that she could bring mis­for­tune up­on any­one by look­ing at him if she liked. Now Gus­tav un­chained the dog, which bound­ed about, bark­ing, in front of the hors­es as they drove out of the court­yard.

			Any­how the sun did not shine like this on a week­day. It was quite daz­zling when the white pi­geons flew in one flock over the yard, turn­ing as reg­u­lar­ly as if they were a large white sheet flap­ping in the sun­shine; the re­flec­tion from their wings flashed over the dung-heap and made the pigs lift their heads with an in­quir­ing grunt. Above, in their rooms the men sat play­ing “Six­ty-six,” or tip­ping wood­en shoes, and Gus­tav be­gan to play “Old Noah” on his con­certi­na.

			Pelle picked his way across the up­per part of the yard to the big dog-ken­nel, which could be turned on a piv­ot ac­cord­ing to the di­rec­tion of the wind. He seat­ed him­self up­on the an­gle of the roof, and made a mer­ry-go-round of it by push­ing off with his foot ev­ery time he passed the fence. Sud­den­ly it oc­curred to him that he him­self was ev­ery­body’s dog, and had bet­ter hide him­self; so he dropped down, crept in­to the ken­nel, and curled him­self up on the straw with his head be­tween his forepaws. There he lay for a lit­tle while, star­ing at the fence and pant­ing with his tongue hang­ing out of his mouth. Then an idea came in­to his head so sud­den­ly as to make him for­get all cau­tion; and the next mo­ment he was slid­ing full tilt down the rail­ing of the front-door steps.

			He had done this sev­en­teen times and was deeply en­grossed in the thought of reach­ing fifty, when he heard a sharp whis­tle from the big coach-house door. The farm pupil stood there beck­on­ing him. Pelle, crest­fall­en, obeyed the call, bit­ter­ly re­gret­ting his thought­less­ness. He was most like­ly want­ed now to grease boots again, per­haps for them all.

			The pupil drew him in­side the door, which he shut. It was dark, and the boy, com­ing in out of the bright day­light, could dis­tin­guish noth­ing; what he made out lit­tle by lit­tle as­sumed shape­less out­lines to his fright­ened imag­i­na­tion. Voic­es laughed and growled con­fus­ed­ly in his ears, and hands that seemed to him enor­mous pulled him about. Ter­ror seized him, and with it came crazy, dis­con­nect­ed rec­ol­lec­tions of sto­ries of rob­bery and mur­der, and he be­gan to scream with fright. A big hand cov­ered the whole of his face, and in the si­lence that fol­lowed his sti­fled scream, he heard a voice out in the yard, call­ing to the maids to come and see some­thing fun­ny.

			He was too par­a­lyzed with ter­ror to know what was be­ing done with him, and on­ly won­dered faint­ly what there was fun­ny out there in the sun­shine. Would he ev­er see the sun again, he won­dered?

			As if in an­swer to his thought, the door was at that mo­ment thrown open. The light poured in and he rec­og­nized the faces about him, and found him­self stand­ing half naked in the full day­light, his trousers down about his heels and his shirt tucked up un­der his waist­coat. The pupil stood at one side with a car­riage-whip, with which he flicked at the boy’s naked body, cry­ing in a tone of com­mand: “Run!” Pelle, wild with ter­ror and con­fu­sion, dashed in­to the yard, but there stood the maids, and at sight of him they screamed with laugh­ter, and he turned to fly back in­to the coach-house. But he was met by the whip, and forced to re­turn in­to the day­light, leap­ing like a kan­ga­roo and call­ing forth re­newed shouts of laugh­ter. Then he stood still, cry­ing help­less­ly, un­der a show­er of coarse re­marks, es­pe­cial­ly from the maids. He no longer no­ticed the whip, but on­ly crouched down, try­ing to hide him­self, un­til at last he sank in a heap up­on the stone paving, sob­bing con­vul­sive­ly.

			Kar­na, large of limb, came rush­ing up from the base­ment and forced her way through the crowd, crim­son with rage and scold­ing as she went. On her freck­led neck and arms were brown marks left by the cows’ tails at the last milk­ing, look­ing like a sort of clum­sy tat­too­ing. She flung her slip­per in the pupil’s face, and go­ing up to Pelle, wrapped him in her coarse apron and car­ried him down to the base­ment.

			When Lasse heard what had hap­pened to the boy, he took a ham­mer and went round to kill the farm pupil; and the look in the old man’s eyes was such that no one de­sired to get in his way. The pupil had thought his wis­est course was to dis­ap­pear; and when Lasse found no vent for his wrath, he fell in­to a fit of trem­bling and weep­ing, and be­came so re­al­ly ill that the men had to ad­min­is­ter a good mouth­ful of spir­its to re­vive him. This took in­stant ef­fect, and Lasse was him­self again and able to nod con­sol­ing­ly to the fright­ened, sob­bing Pelle.

			“Nev­er mind, lad­die!” he said com­fort­ing­ly. “Nev­er mind! No one has ev­er yet got off with­out be­ing pun­ished, and Lasse’ll break that long limb of Sa­tan’s head and make his brains spurt out of his nose; you take my word for it!”

			Pelle’s face bright­ened at the prospect of this forcible re­dress, and he crept up in­to the loft to throw down the hay for the cat­tle’s mid­day meal. Lasse, who was not so fond of climb­ing, went down the long pas­sage be­tween the stalls dis­tribut­ing the hay. He was cog­i­tat­ing over some­thing, and Pelle could hear him talk­ing to him­self all the time. When they had fin­ished, Lasse went to the green chest and brought out a black silk hand­ker­chief that had been Beng­ta’s Sun­day best. His ex­pres­sion was solemn as he called Pelle.

			“Run over to Kar­na with this and ask her to ac­cept it. We’re not so poor that we should let kind­ness it­self go from us emp­ty-hand­ed. But you mustn’t let any­one see it, in case they didn’t like it. Moth­er Beng­ta in her grave won’t be of­fend­ed; she’d have pro­posed it her­self, if she could have spo­ken; but her mouth’s full of earth, poor thing!” Lasse sighed deeply.

			Even then he stood for a lit­tle while with the hand­ker­chief in his hand be­fore giv­ing it to Pelle to run with. He was by no means as sure of Beng­ta as his words made out; but the old man liked to beau­ti­fy her mem­o­ry, both in his own and in the boy’s mind. It could not be de­nied that she had gen­er­al­ly been a lit­tle dif­fi­cult in a case of this kind, hav­ing been par­tic­u­lar­ly jeal­ous; and she might take it in­to her head to haunt them be­cause of that hand­ker­chief. Still she had had a heart for both him and the boy, and it was gen­er­al­ly in the right place—they must say that of her! And for the rest, the Lord must judge her as kind­ly as He could.

			

			Dur­ing the af­ter­noon it was qui­et on the farm. Most of the men were out some­where, ei­ther at the inn or with the quar­ry­men at the stone-quar­ry. The mas­ter and mis­tress were out too; the farmer had or­dered the car­riage di­rect­ly af­ter din­ner and had driv­en to the town, and half an hour lat­er his wife set off in the pony-car­riage—to keep an eye on him, peo­ple said.

			Old Lasse was sit­ting in an emp­ty cow-stall, mend­ing Pelle’s clothes, while the boy played up and down the fod­der­ing pas­sage. He had found in the herds­man’s room an old boot­jack, which he placed un­der his knee, pre­tend­ing it was a wood­en leg, and all the time he was chat­ter­ing hap­pi­ly, but not quite so loud­ly as usu­al, to his fa­ther. The morn­ing’s ex­pe­ri­ence was still fresh in his mind, and had a sub­du­ing ef­fect; it was as if he had per­formed some great deed, and was now ner­vous about it. There was an­oth­er cir­cum­stance, too, that helped to make him se­ri­ous. The bailiff had been over to say that the an­i­mals were to go out the next day. Pelle was to mind the young cat­tle, so this would be his last free day, per­haps for the whole sum­mer.

			He paused out­side the stall where his fa­ther sat. “What are you go­ing to kill him with, fa­ther?”

			“With the ham­mer, I sup­pose.”

			“Will you kill him quite dead, as dead as a dog?”

			Lasse’s nod bod­ed ill to the pupil. “Yes, in­deed I shall!”

			“But who’ll read the names for us then?”

			The old man shook his head pen­sive­ly. “That’s true enough!” he ex­claimed, scratch­ing him­self first in one place and then in an­oth­er. The name of each cow was writ­ten in chalk above its stall, but nei­ther Lasse nor Pelle could read. The bailiff had, in­deed, gone through the names with them once, but it was im­pos­si­ble to re­mem­ber half a hun­dred names af­ter hear­ing them once—even for the boy, who had such an un­com­mon good mem­o­ry. If Lasse now killed the pupil, then who would help them to make out the names? The bailiff would nev­er stand their go­ing to him and ask­ing him a sec­ond time.

			“I sup­pose we shall have to con­tent our­selves with thrash­ing him,” said Lasse med­i­ta­tive­ly.

			The boy went on play­ing for a lit­tle while, and then once more came up to Lasse.

			“Don’t you think the Swedes can thrash all the peo­ple in the world, fa­ther?”

			The old man looked thought­ful. “Ye-es—yes, I should think so.”

			“Yes, be­cause Swe­den’s much big­ger than the whole world, isn’t it?”

			“Yes, it’s big,” said Lasse, try­ing to imag­ine its ex­tent. There were twen­ty-four prov­inces, of which Mal­mo­hus was on­ly one, and Ys­tad dis­trict a small part of that again; and then in one cor­ner of Ys­tad dis­trict lay Tom­melil­la, and his hold­ing that he had once thought so big with its five acres of land, was a tiny lit­tle piece of Tom­melil­la! Ah, yes, Swe­den was big—not big­ger than the whole world, of course, for that was on­ly child­ish non­sense—but still big­ger than all the rest of the world put to­geth­er. “Yes, it’s big! But what are you do­ing, lad­die?”

			“Why, can’t you see I’m a sol­dier that’s had one leg shot off?”

			“Oh, you’re an old crip­pled pen­sion­er, are you? But you shouldn’t do that, for God doesn’t like things like that. You might be­come a re­al crip­ple, and that would be dread­ful.”

			“Oh, He doesn’t see, be­cause He’s in the church­es to­day!” an­swered the boy; but for safe­ty’s sake he thought it bet­ter to leave off. He sta­tioned him­self at the sta­ble-door, whistling, but sud­den­ly came run­ning in with great ea­ger­ness: “Fa­ther, there’s the Agri­cul­tur­al! Shall I run and fetch the whip?”

			“No, I ex­pect we’d bet­ter leave him alone. It might be the death of him; fine gen­tle­men scamps like that can’t stand a lick­ing. The fright alone might kill him.” Lasse glanced doubt­ful­ly at the boy.

			Pelle looked very much dis­ap­point­ed. “But sup­pose he does it again?”

			“Oh, no, we won’t let him off with­out a good fright. I shall pick him up and hold him out at arm’s length dan­gling in the air un­til he begs for mer­cy; and then I shall put him down again just as qui­et­ly. For Lasse doesn’t like be­ing an­gry. Lasse’s a de­cent fel­low.”

			“Then you must pre­tend to let him go while you’re hold­ing him high up in the air; and then he’ll scream and think he’s go­ing to die, and the oth­ers’ll come and laugh at him.”

			“No, no; you mustn’t tempt your fa­ther! It might come in­to my mind to throw him down, and that would be mur­der and pe­nal servi­tude for life, that would! No, I’ll just give him a good scold­ing; that’s what a classy scoundrel like that’ll feel most.”

			“Yes, and then you must call him a spin­dle-shanked clod­hop­per. That’s what the bailiff calls him when he’s an­gry with him.”

			“No, I don’t think that would do ei­ther; but I’ll speak so se­ri­ous­ly with him that he won’t be like­ly to for­get it in a hur­ry.”

			Pelle was quite sat­is­fied. There was no one like his fa­ther, and of course he would be as good at blow­ing peo­ple up as at ev­ery­thing else. He had nev­er heard him do it, and he was look­ing for­ward to it im­mense­ly while he hob­bled along with the boot­jack. He was not us­ing it as a wood­en leg now, for fear of tempt­ing Prov­i­dence; but he held it un­der his arm like a crutch, sup­port­ing it on the edge of the foun­da­tion wall, be­cause it was too short. How splen­did it would be to go on two crutch­es like the par­son’s son at home! He could jump over the very long­est pud­dles.

			There was a sud­den move­ment of light and shad­ow up un­der the roof, and when Pelle turned round, he saw a strange boy stand­ing in the door­way out to the field. He was of the same height as Pelle, but his head was al­most as large as that of a grown man. At first sight it ap­peared to be bald all over; but when the boy moved in the sun, his bare head shone as if cov­ered with sil­ver scales. It was cov­ered with fine, whitish hair, which was thin­ly and fair­ly even­ly dis­trib­uted over the face and ev­ery­where else; and his skin was pink, as were the whites of his eyes. His face was all drawn in­to wrin­kles in the strong light, and the back of his head pro­ject­ed un­du­ly and looked as if it were much too heavy.

			Pelle put his hands in his trous­er pock­ets and went up to him. “What’s your name?” he said, and tried to ex­pec­to­rate be­tween his front teeth as Gus­tav was in the habit of do­ing. The at­tempt was a fail­ure, un­for­tu­nate­ly, and the sali­va on­ly ran down his chin. The strange boy grinned.

			“Rud,” he said, in­dis­tinct­ly, as if his tongue were thick and un­man­age­able. He was star­ing en­vi­ous­ly at Pelle’s trous­er pock­ets. “Is that your fa­ther?” he asked, point­ing at Lasse.

			“Of course!” said Pelle, con­se­quen­tial­ly. “And he can thrash ev­ery­body.”

			“But my fa­ther can buy ev­ery­body, be­cause he lives up there.” And Rud point­ed to­ward the big house.

			“Oh, does he re­al­ly?” said Pelle, in­cred­u­lous­ly. “Why don’t you live there with him, then?”

			“Why, I’m a bas­tard-child; moth­er says so her­self.”

			“The deuce she does!” said Pelle, steal­ing a glance at his fa­ther on ac­count of the lit­tle oath.

			“Yes, when she’s cross. And then she beats me, but then I run away from her.”

			“Oh, you do, do you!” said a voice out­side. The boys start­ed and re­treat­ed far­ther in­to the sta­ble, as a big, fat wom­an ap­peared in the door­way, and looked an­gri­ly round in the dim light. When she caught sight of Rud, she con­tin­ued her scold­ing. Her ac­cent was Swedish.

			“So you run away, do you, you cab­bage-head! If you’d on­ly run so far that you couldn’t find your way back again, a body wouldn’t need to wear her­self out thrash­ing a mis­be­got­ten imp like you! You’ll go to the dev­il any­how, so don’t wor­ry your­self about that! So that’s the boy’s fa­ther, is it?” she said, sud­den­ly break­ing off as she caught sight of Lasse.

			“Yes, it is,” said Lasse, qui­et­ly. “And sure­ly you must be school­mas­ter Jo­han Pihl’s Jo­han­na from Tom­melil­la, who left the coun­try near­ly twen­ty years ago?”

			“And sure­ly you must be the smith’s tom­cat from Sulit­jel­ma, who had twins out of an old wood­en shoe the year be­fore last?” re­tort­ed the big wom­an, im­i­tat­ing his tone of voice.

			“Very well; it doesn’t mat­ter to me who you are!” said the old man in an of­fend­ed tone. “I’m not a po­lice spy.”

			“One would think you were from the way you ques­tion. Do you know when the cat­tle are to go out?”

			“To­mor­row, if all’s well. Is it your lit­tle boy who’s go­ing to show Pelle how things go? The bailiff spoke of some­one who’d go out with him and show him the graz­ing-ground.”

			“Yes, it’s that Tom Nod­dy there. Here, come out so that we can see you prop­er­ly, you calf! Oh, the boy’s gone. Very well. Does your boy of­ten get a thrash­ing?”

			“Oh yes, some­times,” an­swered Lasse, who was ashamed to con­fess that he nev­er chas­tised the boy.

			“I don’t spare mine ei­ther. It’ll take some­thing to make a man of such rub­bish; pun­ish­ment’s half what he lives on. Then I’ll send him up here first thing to­mor­row morn­ing; but take care he doesn’t show him­self in the yard, or there’ll be no end of a row!”

			“The mis­tress can’t bear to see him, I sup­pose?” said Lasse.

			“You’re just about right. She’s had noth­ing to do with the mak­ing of that scare­crow. Though you wouldn’t think there was much there to be jeal­ous about! But I might have been a farmer’s wife at this mo­ment and had a nice hus­band too, if that high and mighty pea­cock up there hadn’t se­duced me. Would you be­lieve that, you cracked old piece of shoe-leather?” she asked with a laugh, slap­ping his knee with her hand.

			“I can be­lieve it very well,” said Lasse. “For you were as pret­ty a girl as might be when you left home.”

			“Oh, you and your ‘home,’ ” she said, mim­ick­ing him.

			“Well, I can see that you don’t want to leave any foot­marks be­hind you, and I can quite well pre­tend to be a stranger, even if I have held you up­on my knee more than once when you were a lit­tle thing. But do you know that your moth­er’s ly­ing on her deathbed?”

			“Oh no! Oh no!” she ex­claimed, turn­ing to him a face that was be­com­ing more and more dis­tort­ed.

			“I went to say good­bye to her be­fore I left home rather more than a month ago, and she was very ill. ‘Good­bye, Lasse,’ she said, ‘and thank you for your neigh­bor­li­ness all these years. And if you meet Jo­han­na over there,’ she said, ‘give her my love. Things have gone ter­ri­bly bad­ly with her, from what I’ve heard; but give her my love, all the same. Jo­han­na child, lit­tle child! She was near­est her moth­er’s heart, and so she hap­pened to tread up­on it. Per­haps it was our fault. You’ll give her her moth­er’s love, won’t you, Lasse?’ Those were her very words, and now she’s most like­ly dead, so poor­ly as she was then.”

			Jo­han­na Pihl had no com­mand over her feel­ings. It was ev­i­dent that she was not ac­cus­tomed to weep, for her sobs seemed to tear her to pieces. No tears came, but her agony was like the throes of child­birth. “Lit­tle moth­er! Poor lit­tle moth­er!” she said ev­ery now and again, as she sat rock­ing her­self up­on the edge of the manger.

			“There, there, there!” said Lasse, pat­ting her on the head. “I told them they had been too hard with you. But what did you want to creep through that win­dow for—a child of six­teen and in the mid­dle of the night? You can hard­ly won­der that they for­got them­selves a lit­tle, all the more that he was earn­ing no wages be­yond his keep and clothes, and was a bad fel­low at that, who was al­ways los­ing his place.”

			“I was fond of him,” said Jo­han­na, weep­ing. “He’s the on­ly one I’ve ev­er cared for. And I was so stupid that I thought he was fond of me too, though he’d nev­er seen me.”

			“Ah, yes; you were on­ly a child! I said so to your par­ents. But that you could think of do­ing any­thing so in­de­cent!”

			“I didn’t mean to do any­thing wrong. I on­ly thought that we two ought to be to­geth­er as we loved one an­oth­er. No, I didn’t even think that then. I on­ly crept in to him, with­out think­ing about it at all. Would you be­lieve that I was so in­no­cent in those days? And noth­ing bad hap­pened ei­ther.”

			“And noth­ing hap­pened even?” said Lasse. “But it’s ter­ri­bly sad to think how things have turned out. It was the death of your fa­ther.”

			The big wom­an be­gan to cry help­less­ly, and Lasse was al­most in tears him­self.

			“Per­haps I ought nev­er to have told you,” he said in de­spair. “But I thought you must have heard about it. I sup­pose he thought that he, as school­mas­ter, bore the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for so many, and that you’d thrown your­self at any­one in that way, and a poor farm-ser­vant in­to the bar­gain, cut him to the quick. It’s true enough that he mixed with us poor folks as if we’d been his equals, but the hon­or was there all the same; and he took it hard­ly when the fine folk wouldn’t look at him any more. And af­ter all it was noth­ing at all—noth­ing hap­pened? But why didn’t you tell them so?”

			Jo­han­na had stopped cry­ing, and now sat with tear-stained, quiv­er­ing face, and eyes turned away.

			“I did tell them, but they wouldn’t lis­ten. I was found there of course. I screamed for help when I found out he didn’t even know me, but was on­ly flat­tered at my com­ing, and want­ed to take hold of me. And then the oth­ers came run­ning in and found me there. They laughed and said that I’d screamed be­cause I’d lost my in­no­cence; and I could see that my par­ents thought the same. Even they wouldn’t hear of noth­ing hav­ing hap­pened, so what could the oth­er rab­ble think? And then they paid him to come over here, and sent me away to re­la­tions.”

			“Yes, and then you added to their sor­row by run­ning away.”

			“I went af­ter him. I thought he’d get to be fond of me, if on­ly I was near him. He’d tak­en ser­vice here at Stone Farm, and I took a place here as house­maid; but there was on­ly one thing he want­ed me for, and that I wouldn’t have if he wasn’t fond of me. So he went about boast­ing that I’d run away from home for his sake, and the oth­er thing that was a lie; so they all thought they could do what they liked with me. Kongstrup was just mar­ried then, but he was no bet­ter than the oth­ers. I’d got the place quite by chance, be­cause the oth­er house­maid had had to go away some­where to lie in; so I was aw­ful­ly care­ful. He got her mar­ried af­ter­wards to a quar­ry­man at the quar­ries.”

			“So that’s the sort of man he is!” ex­claimed Lasse. “I had my doubts about him. But what be­came of the oth­er fel­low?”

			“He went to work in the quar­ry when we’d been at the farm a cou­ple of years and he’d done me all the harm he could. While he was there, he drank and quar­reled most of the time. I of­ten went to see him, for I couldn’t get him out of my head; but he was al­ways drunk. At last he couldn’t stay there any longer, and dis­ap­peared, and then we heard that he was in Nord­land, play­ing Hell among the rocks at Blaa­holt. He helped him­self to what­ev­er he want­ed at the near­est place he could find it, and knocked peo­ple down for noth­ing at all. And one day they said that he’d been de­clared an out­law, so that any­one that liked could kill him. I had great con­fi­dence in the mas­ter, who, af­ter all, was the on­ly per­son that wished me well; and he com­fort­ed me by say­ing that it would be all right: Knut would know how to take care of him­self.”

			“Knut? Was it Knut En­gström?” asked Lasse. “Well, then, I’ve heard about him. He was break­ing out as wild as the dev­il the last time I was in this coun­try, and as­sault­ed peo­ple on the high road in broad day­light. He killed one man with a ham­mer, and when they caught him, he’d made a long gash on his neck from the back right up to his eye. The oth­er man had done that, he said; he’d on­ly de­fend­ed him­self. So they couldn’t do any­thing to him. So that was the man, was it! But who was it he was liv­ing with, then? They said he lived in a shed on the heath that sum­mer, and had a wom­an with him.”

			“I ran away from ser­vice, and pre­tend­ed to the oth­ers that I was go­ing home. I’d heard what a wretch­ed state he was in. They said he was gashed all over his head. So I went up and took care of him.”

			“Then you gave in at last,” said Lasse, with a rogu­ish wink.

			“He beat me ev­ery day,” she an­swered hoarse­ly. “And when he couldn’t get his way, he drove me away at last. I’d set my mind on his be­ing fond of me first.” Her voice had grown coarse and hard again.

			“Then you de­served a good whip­ping for tak­ing a fan­cy to such a ruf­fi­an! And you may be glad your moth­er didn’t get to know any­thing about that, for she’d nev­er have sur­vived it.”

			At the word “moth­er” Jo­han­na start­ed. “Ev­ery­one must look af­ter them­selves,” she said in a hard voice. “I’ve had more to look to than moth­er, and see how fat I’ve grown.”

			Lasse shook his head. “I shouldn’t care to fight with you now. But what hap­pened to you af­ter­wards?”

			“I came back to Stone Farm again at Mar­t­in­mas, but the mis­tress wouldn’t take me on again, for she pre­ferred my room to my com­pa­ny. But Kongstrup got his way by mak­ing me dairy­maid. He was as kind to me as ev­er, for all that I’d stood out against him for nine years. But at last the mag­is­trate got tired of hav­ing Knut go­ing about loose; he made too much dis­tur­bance. So they had a hunt for him up on the heath. They didn’t catch him, but he must have come back to the quar­ry to hide him­self, for one day when they were blast­ing there, his body came out among the bits of rock, all smashed up. They drove the pieces down here to the farm, and it made me so ill to see him come to me like that, that I had to go to bed. There I lay shiv­er­ing day and night, for it seemed as if he’d come to me in his sor­est need. Kongstrup sat with me and com­fort­ed me when the oth­ers were at work, and he took ad­van­tage of my mis­ery to get his way.

			“There was a younger broth­er of the farmer on the hill who liked me. He’d been in Amer­i­ca in his ear­ly days, and had plen­ty of mon­ey. He didn’t care a rap what peo­ple said, and ev­ery sin­gle year he pro­posed to me, al­ways on New Year’s Day. He came that year too, and now that Knut was dead, I couldn’t have done bet­ter than have tak­en him and been mis­tress of a farm; but I had to refuse him af­ter all, and I can tell you it was hard when I made the dis­cov­ery. Kongstrup want­ed to send me away when I told him about it; but that I would not have. I meant to stay and have my child born here on the farm to which it be­longed. He didn’t care a bit about me any longer, the mis­tress looked at me with her evil eyes ev­ery day, and there was no one that was kind to me. I wasn’t so hard then as I am now, and it was all I could do to keep from cry­ing al­ways. I be­came hard then. When any­thing was the mat­ter, I clenched my teeth so that no one should de­ride me. I was work­ing in the field the very day it hap­pened, too. The boy was born in the mid­dle of a beet-field, and I car­ried him back to the farm my­self in my apron. He was de­formed even then: the mis­tress’s evil eyes had done it. I said to my­self that she should al­ways have the changeling in her sight, and re­fused to go away. The farmer couldn’t quite bring him­self to turn me out by force, and so he put me in­to the house down by the shore.”

			“Then per­haps you work on the farm here in the busy sea­sons?” asked Lasse.

			She sniffed con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “Work! So you think I need do that? Kongstrup has to pay me for bring­ing up his son, and then there are friends that come to me, now one and now an­oth­er, and bring a lit­tle with them—when they haven’t spent it all in drink. You may come down and see me this evening. I’ll be good to you too.”

			“No, thank you!” said Lasse, grave­ly. “I am a hu­man be­ing too, but I won’t go to one who’s sat on my knee as if she’d been my own child.”

			“Have you any gin, then?” she asked, giv­ing him a sharp nudge.

			Lasse thought there was some, and went to see. “No, not a drop,” he said, re­turn­ing with the bot­tle. “But I’ve got some­thing for you here that your moth­er asked me to give you as a keep­sake. It was lucky I hap­pened to re­mem­ber it.” And he hand­ed her a pack­et, and looked on hap­pi­ly while she opened it, feel­ing pleased on her ac­count. It was a hymn­book. “Isn’t it a beau­ty?” he said. “With a gold cross and clasp—and then, it’s your moth­er’s.”

			“What’s the good of that to me?” asked Jo­han­na. “I don’t sing hymns.”

			“Don’t you?” said Lasse, hurt. “But your moth­er has nev­er known but that you’ve kept the faith you had as a child, so you must for­give her this once.”

			“Is that all you’ve got for me?” she asked, push­ing the book off her lap.

			“Yes, it is,” said Lasse, his voice trem­bling; and he picked up the book.

			“Who’s go­ing to have the rest, then?”

			“Well, the house was leased, and there weren’t many things left, for it’s a long time since your fa­ther died, re­mem­ber. Where you should have been, strangers have filled the daugh­ter’s place; and I sup­pose those who’ve looked af­ter her will get what there is. But per­haps you’d still be in time, if you took the first steam­er.”

			“No, thank you! Go home and be stared at and play the pen­i­tent—no, thank you! I’d rather the strangers got what’s left. And moth­er—well, if she’s lived with­out my help, I sup­pose she can die with­out it too. Well, I must be get­ting home. I won­der what’s be­come of the fu­ture mas­ter of Stone Farm?” She laughed loud­ly.

			Lasse would have tak­en his oath that she had been quite sober, and yet she walked un­steadi­ly as she went be­hind the calves’ sta­bles to look for her son. It was on his lips to ask whether she would not take the hymn­book with her, but he re­frained. She was not in the mood for it now, and she might mock God; so he care­ful­ly wrapped up the book and put it away in the green chest.

			

			At the far end of the cow-sta­ble a space was di­vid­ed off with boards. It had no door, and the boards were an inch apart, so that it re­sem­bled a crate. This was the herds­man’s room. Most of the space was oc­cu­pied by a wide leg­less bed­stead made of rough boards knocked to­geth­er, with noth­ing but the stone floor to rest on. Up­on a deep lay­er of rye straw the bed­clothes lay in a dis­or­dered heap, and the thick striped blan­kets were stiff with dried cow-dung, to which feath­ers and bits of straw had ad­hered.

			Pelle lay curled up in the mid­dle of the bed with the down quilt up to his chin, while Lasse sat on the edge, turn­ing over the things in the green chest and talk­ing to him­self. He was go­ing through his Sun­day de­vo­tions, tak­ing out slow­ly, one af­ter an­oth­er, all the lit­tle things he had brought from the bro­ken-up home. They were all pure­ly use­ful things—balls of cot­ton, scraps of stuff, and such­like, that were to be used to keep his own and the boy’s clothes in or­der; but to him each thing was a rel­ic to be han­dled with care, and his heart bled ev­ery time one of them came to an end. With each ar­ti­cle he laid down, he slow­ly re­peat­ed what Beng­ta had said it was for when she lay dy­ing and was try­ing to ar­range ev­ery­thing for him and the boy: “Wool for the boy’s gray socks. Pieces to length­en the sleeves of his Sun­day jack­et. Mind you don’t wear your stock­ings too long be­fore you mend them.” They were the last wish­es of the dy­ing wom­an, and they were fol­lowed in the small­est de­tail. Lasse re­mem­bered them word for word, in spite of his bad mem­o­ry.

			Then there were lit­tle things that had be­longed to Beng­ta her­self, cheap fin­ery that all had its hap­py mem­o­ry of fairs and hol­i­days, which he re­called in his mut­tered rever­ie.

			Pelle liked this sub­dued mur­mur that he did not need to lis­ten to or an­swer, and that was so pleas­ant to doze off in. He lay look­ing out sleep­i­ly at the bright sky, tired and with a vague feel­ing of some­thing un­pleas­ant that was past.

			Sud­den­ly he start­ed. He had heard the door of the cow-sta­ble open, and steps up­on the long fod­der­ing-pas­sage. It was the pupil. He rec­og­nized the hat­ed step at once.

			He thrilled with de­light. Now that fel­low would be made to un­der­stand that he mustn’t do any­thing to boys with fa­thers who could hold a man out at arm’s length and scold! oh, much worse than the bailiff. He sat up and looked ea­ger­ly at his fa­ther.

			“Lasse!” came a voice from the end of the ta­bles.

			The old man growled sul­len­ly, stirred un­easi­ly, but did not rise.

			“Las-se!” came again, af­ter a lit­tle, im­pa­tient­ly and in a tone of com­mand.

			“Yes,” said Lasse slow­ly, ris­ing and go­ing out.

			“Can’t you an­swer when you’re called, you old Swedish ras­cal? Are you deaf?”

			“Oh, I can an­swer well enough,” said Lasse, in a trem­bling voice. “But Mr. Pupil oughtn’t to—I’m a fa­ther, let me tell you—and a fa­ther’s heart—”

			“You may be a month­ly nurse for all I care, but you’ve got to an­swer when you’re called, or else I’ll get the bailiff to give you a talk­ing-to. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, oh yes!—Mr. Pupil must ex­cuse me, but I didn’t hear.”

			“Well, will you please re­mem­ber that As­pa­sia’s not to go out to pas­ture to­mor­row.”

			“Is she go­ing to calve?”

			“Yes, of course! Did you think she was go­ing to foal?”

			Lasse laughed, as in du­ty bound, and fol­lowed the pupil back through the sta­ble. Now it would come, thought Pelle, and sat lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly; but he on­ly heard his fa­ther make an­oth­er ex­cuse, close the half-door, and come back with slow, tot­ter­ing steps. Then he burst in­to tears, and crept far in un­der the quilt.

			Lasse went about for some time, grum­bling to him­self, and at last came and gen­tly drew the quilt down from the boy’s head. But Pelle buried his face in the clothes, and when his fa­ther turned it up to­ward him, he met a de­spair­ing, un­com­pre­hend­ing gaze that made his own wan­der rest­less­ly round the room.

			“Yes,” he said, with an at­tempt at be­ing cross. “It’s all very well for you to cry! But when you don’t know where As­pa­sia stands, you’ve got to be civ­il, I’m think­ing.”

			“I know As­pa­sia quite well,” sobbed the boy. “She’s the third from the door here.”

			Lasse was go­ing to give a cross an­swer, but broke down, touched and dis­armed by the boy’s grief. He sur­ren­dered un­con­di­tion­al­ly, stooped down un­til his fore­head touched the boy’s, and said help­less­ly, “Yes, Lasse’s a poor thing—old and poor! Any­one can make a fool of him. He can’t be an­gry any more, and there’s no strength in his fist, so what’s the good of clench­ing it! He has to put up with ev­ery­thing, and let him­self be hus­tled about—and say thank you in­to the bar­gain—that’s how it is with old Lasse. But you must re­mem­ber that it’s for your sake he lets him­self be put up­on. If it wasn’t for you, he’d shoul­der his pack and go—old though he is. But you can grow on where your fa­ther rusts. And now you must leave off cry­ing!” And he dried the boy’s wet eyes with the quilt.

			Pelle did not un­der­stand his fa­ther’s words, but they qui­et­ed him nev­er­the­less, and he soon fell asleep; but for a long time he sobbed as he lay.

			Lasse sat still up­on the edge of the bed and watched the boy as he slept, and when he had be­come qui­eter, crept away through the sta­ble and out. It had been a poor Sun­day, and now he would go and see if any of the men were at home and had vis­i­tors, for then there would be spir­its go­ing round. Lasse could not find it in his heart to take any of his wages to buy a dram with; that mon­ey would have quite enough to do to buy bare nec­es­saries.

			On one of the beds lay a man asleep, ful­ly dressed, and with his boots on. He was dead drunk. All the oth­ers were out, so Lasse had to give up all thoughts of a dram, and went across to the base­ment to see if there was any gai­ety go­ing among the maids. He was not at all averse to en­joy­ment of one sort or an­oth­er, now that he was free and his own mas­ter as he had been in the days of his youth.

			Up by the dairy stood the three farm-la­bor­ers’ wives who used to do the milk­ing for the girls on Sun­day evening. They were thick­set, small, and bent with toil. They were all talk­ing to­geth­er and spoke of ill­ness­es and oth­er sad things in plain­tive tones. Lasse at once felt a de­sire to join them, for the sub­ject found an echo in his be­ing like the tones of a well-known song, and he could join in the re­frain with the ex­pe­ri­ence of a life­time. But he re­sist­ed the temp­ta­tion, and went past them down the base­ment steps. “Ah, yes, death will come to us all!” said one of the wom­en, and Lasse said the words af­ter her to him­self as he went down.

			Down there Kar­na was sit­ting mend­ing Gus­tav’s mole­skin trousers, while Gus­tav lay up­on the bench asleep with his cap over his face. He had put his feet up on Kar­na’s lap, with­out so much as tak­ing off his shoes; and she had ac­com­mo­dat­ed her lap, so that they should not slide off.

			Lasse sat down be­side her and tried to make him­self agree­able. He want­ed some­one to be nice to him. But Kar­na was un­ap­proach­able; those dirty feet had quite turned her head. And ei­ther Lasse had for­got­ten how to do it, or he was want­ing in as­sur­ance, for ev­ery time he at­tempt­ed a pleas­ant speech, she turned it off.

			“We might have such a com­fort­able time, we two el­der­ly folk,” he said hope­less­ly.

			“Yes, and I could con­trib­ute what was want­ing,” said Gus­tav, peep­ing out from un­der his cap. In­so­lent pup­py, ly­ing there and boast­ing of his sev­en­teen years! Lasse had a good mind to go for him then and there and chance yet one more tri­al of strength. But he con­tent­ed him­self with sit­ting and look­ing at him un­til his red, lash­less eyes grew wa­tery. Then he got up.

			“Well, well, I see you want young peo­ple this evening!” he said bit­ter­ly to Kar­na. “But you can’t get rid of your years, all the same! Per­haps you’ll on­ly get the spoon to lick af­ter the oth­ers.”

			He went across to the cow-sta­ble and be­gan to talk to the three farm-la­bor­ers’ wives, who were still speak­ing of ill­ness and mis­ery and death, as if noth­ing else ex­ist­ed in the world. Lasse nod­ded and said: “Yes, yes, that’s true.” He could hearti­ly en­dorse it all, and could add much to what they said. It brought warmth to his old body, and made him feel quite com­fort­able—so easy in his joints.

			But when he lay on his back in bed, all the sad thoughts came back and he could not sleep. Gen­er­al­ly he slept like a log as soon as he lay down, but to­day was Sun­day, and he was tor­ment­ed with the thought that life had passed him by. He had promised him­self so much from the is­land, and it was noth­ing but wor­ry and toil and trou­ble—noth­ing else at all.

			“Yes, Lasse’s old!” he sud­den­ly said aloud, and he kept on re­peat­ing the words with a lit­tle vari­a­tion un­til he fell asleep: “He’s old, poor man—and played out! Ah, so old!” Those words ex­pressed it all.

			He was awak­ened again by singing and shout­ing up on the high road.

			
				
					“And now the boy you gave me
					

					With the black and curly hair,
					

					He is no longer lit­tle,
					

					No longer, no longer,
					

					But a fine, tall strap­ping youth.”
				

			

			It was some of the men and girls of the farm on their way home from some en­ter­tain­ment. When they turned in­to the farm road they be­came silent. It was just be­gin­ning to grow light; it must have been about two o’clock.

		
	
		
			IV

			At four, Lasse and Pelle were dressed and were open­ing the cow-sta­ble doors on the field side. The earth was rolling off its white cov­er­ing of night mist, and the morn­ing rose prophet­i­cal­ly. Lasse stood still in the door­way, yawn­ing, and mak­ing up his mind about the weath­er for the day; but Pelle let the soft tones of the wind and the song of the lark—all that was stir­ring—beat up­on his lit­tle heart. With open mouth and doubt­ful eyes he gazed in­to the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble as rep­re­sent­ed by each new day with all its unimag­ined pos­si­bil­i­ties. “To­day you must take your coat with you, for we shall have rain about mid­day,” Lasse would then say; and Pelle peered in­to the sky to find out where his fa­ther got his knowl­edge from. For it gen­er­al­ly came true.

			They then set about clean­ing out the dung in the cow-sta­ble, Pelle scrap­ing the floor un­der the cows and sweep­ing it up, Lasse fill­ing the wheel­bar­row and wheel­ing it out. At half-past five they ate their morn­ing meal of salt her­ring and por­ridge.

			Af­ter that Pelle set out with the young cat­tle, his din­ner bas­ket on his arm, and his whip wound sev­er­al times round his neck. His fa­ther had made him a short, thick stick with rings on it, that he could rat­tle ad­mon­ish­ing­ly and throw at the an­i­mals; but Pelle pre­ferred the whip, be­cause he was not yet strong enough to use it.

			He was lit­tle, and at first he had some dif­fi­cul­ty in mak­ing an im­pres­sion up­on the great forces over which he was placed. He could not get his voice to sound suf­fi­cient­ly ter­ri­fy­ing, and on the way out from the farm he had hard work, es­pe­cial­ly up near the farm, where the corn stood high on both sides of the field-road. The an­i­mals were hun­gry in the morn­ing, and the big bul­locks did not trou­ble to move when once they had their noses buried in the corn and he stood be­la­bor­ing them with the short han­dle of the cat­tle-whip. The twelve-foot lash, which, in a prac­tised hand, left lit­tle tri­an­gu­lar marks in the an­i­mal’s hide, he could not man­age at all; and if he kicked the bul­lock on the head with his wood­en shoe, it on­ly closed its eyes good-na­tured­ly, and browsed on se­date­ly with its back to him. Then he would break in­to a de­spair­ing roar, or in­to lit­tle fits of rage in which he at­tacked the an­i­mal blind­ly and tried to get at its eyes; but it was all equal­ly use­less. He could al­ways make the calves move by twist­ing their tails, but the bul­locks’ tails were too strong.

			He did not cry, how­ev­er, for long at a time over the fail­ure of his re­sources. One evening he got his fa­ther to put a spike in­to the toe of one of his wood­en shoes, and af­ter that his kick was re­spect­ed. Part­ly by him­self, and part­ly through Rud, he al­so learned where to find the places on the an­i­mals where it hurt most. The cow-calves and the two bull-calves all had their par­tic­u­lar ten­der spot, and a well-di­rect­ed blow up­on a horn could make even the large bul­locks bel­low with pain.

			The driv­ing out was hard work, but the herd­ing it­self was easy. When once the cat­tle were qui­et­ly graz­ing, he felt like a gen­er­al, and made his voice sound out in­ces­sant­ly over the mead­ow, while his lit­tle body swelled with pride and a sense of pow­er.

			Be­ing away from his fa­ther was a trou­ble to him. He did not go home to din­ner, and of­ten in the mid­dle of his play, de­spair would come over him and he would imag­ine that some­thing had hap­pened to his fa­ther, that the great bull had tossed him or some­thing else; and he would leave ev­ery­thing, and start run­ning home­ward cry­ing, but would re­mem­ber in time the bailiff’s whip, and trudge back again. He found a rem­e­dy for his long­ing by sta­tion­ing him­self so that he could keep a look­out on the fields up there, and see his fa­ther when he went out to move the dairy-cows.

			He taught him­self to whit­tle boats and lit­tle rakes and hoes and dec­o­rate sticks with pat­terns cut up­on the bark. He was clever with his knife and made dili­gent use of it. He would al­so stand for hours on the top of a mono­lith—he thought it was a gatepost—and try to crack his cat­tle-whip like a pis­tol-shot. He had to climb to a height to get the lash off the ground at all.

			When the an­i­mals lay down in the mid­dle of the morn­ing, he was of­ten tired too, and then he would seat him­self up­on the head of one of the big bul­locks, and hold on to the points of its horns; and while the an­i­mal lay chew­ing with a gen­tle vi­bra­tion like a ma­chine, he sat up­on its head and shout­ed at the top of his voice songs about blight­ed af­fec­tions and hor­ri­ble mas­sacres.

			To­ward mid­day Rud came run­ning up, as hun­gry as a hunter. His moth­er sent him out of the house when the hour for a meal drew near. Pelle shared the con­tents of his bas­ket with him, but re­quired him to bring the an­i­mals to­geth­er a cer­tain num­ber of times for ev­ery por­tion of food. The two boys could not ex­ist apart for a whole day to­geth­er. They tum­bled about in the field like two pup­pies, fought and made it up again twen­ty times a day, swore the most fear­ful threats of vengeance that should come in the shape of this or that grown-up per­son, and the next mo­ment had their arms round one an­oth­er’s necks.

			About half-a-mile of sand-dunes sep­a­rat­ed the Stone Farm fields from the sea. With­in this belt of sand the land was stony and af­ford­ed poor graz­ing; but on both sides of the brook a strip of green mead­ow-land ran down among the dunes, which were cov­ered with dwarf firs and grass-wrack to bind the sand. The best graz­ing was on this mead­ow-land, but it was hard work mind­ing both sides of it, as the brook ran be­tween; and it had been im­pressed up­on the boy with se­vere threats, that no an­i­mal must set its foot up­on the dune-land, as the small­est open­ing might cause a sand-drift. Pelle took the mat­ter quite lit­er­al­ly, and all that sum­mer imag­ined some­thing like an ex­plo­sion that would make ev­ery­thing fly in­to the air the in­stant an an­i­mal trod up­on it; and this pos­si­bil­i­ty hung like a fate at the back of ev­ery­thing when he herd­ed down there. When Rud came and they want­ed to play, he drove the cat­tle up on to the poor pas­ture where there was plen­ty of room for them.

			When the sun shone the boys ran about naked. They dared not ven­ture down to the sea for fear of the bailiff, who, they were sure, al­ways stood up in the at­tic of the big house, and watched Pelle through his tele­scope; but they bathed in the brook—in and out of the wa­ter con­tin­u­al­ly for hours to­geth­er.

			Af­ter heavy rain it be­came swollen, and was then quite milky from the chi­na clay that it washed away from the banks far­ther up. The boys thought it was milk from an enor­mous farm far up in the is­land. At high wa­ter the sea ran up and filled the brook with de­cay­ing sea­weed that col­ored the wa­ter crim­son; and this was the blood of all the peo­ple drowned out in the sea.

			Be­tween their bathes they lay un­der the dunes and let the sun dry them. They made a minute ex­am­i­na­tion of their bod­ies, and dis­cussed the use and in­ten­tion of the var­i­ous parts. Up­on this head Rud’s knowl­edge was su­pe­ri­or, and he took the part of in­struc­tor. They of­ten quar­relled as to which of them was the best equipped in one way or an­oth­er—in oth­er words, had the largest. Pelle, for in­stance, en­vied Rud his dis­pro­por­tion­ate­ly large head.

			Pelle was a well-built lit­tle fel­low, and had put on flesh since he had come to Stone Farm. His glossy skin was stretched smooth­ly over his body, and was of a warm, sun­burnt col­or. Rud had a thin neck in pro­por­tion to his head, and his fore­head was an­gu­lar and cov­ered with scars, the re­sults of in­nu­mer­able falls. He had not full com­mand of all his limbs, and was al­ways knock­ing and bruis­ing him­self; there were blue, livid patch­es all over him that were slow to dis­ap­pear, for he had flesh that did not heal eas­i­ly. But he was not so open in his en­vy as Pelle. He as­sert­ed him­self by boast­ing of his de­fects un­til he made them out to be sheer achieve­ments; so that Pelle end­ed by en­vy­ing him ev­ery­thing from the bot­tom of his heart.

			Rud had not Pelle’s quick per­cep­tion of things, but he had more in­stinct, and on cer­tain points pos­sessed quite a tal­ent in an­tic­i­pat­ing what Pelle on­ly learned by ex­pe­ri­ence. He was al­ready avari­cious to a cer­tain ex­tent, and sus­pi­cious with­out con­nect­ing any def­i­nite thoughts with it. He ate the li­on’s share of the food, and had a va­ri­ety of ways of get­ting out of do­ing the work.

			Be­hind their play there lay, clothed in the most child­ish forms, a strug­gle for the suprema­cy, and for the present Pelle was the one who came off sec­ond best. In an emer­gen­cy, Rud al­ways knew how to ap­peal to his good qual­i­ties and turn them to his own ad­van­tage.

			And through all this they were the best friends in the world, and were quite in­sep­a­ra­ble. Pelle was al­ways look­ing to­ward “the Sow’s” cot­tage when he was alone, and Rud ran off from home as soon as he saw his op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			

			It had rained hard in the course of the morn­ing, in spite of Lasse, and Pelle was wet through. Now the blue-black cloud was draw­ing away over the sea, and the boats lay in the mid­dle of it with all their red sails set, and yet mo­tion­less. The sun­light flashed and glit­tered on wet sur­faces, mak­ing ev­ery­thing look bright; and Pelle hung his clothes on a dwarf fir to dry.

			He was cold, and crept close up to Pe­ter, the big­gest of the bul­locks, as he lay chew­ing the cud. The an­i­mal was steam­ing, but Pelle could not bring warmth in­to his ex­trem­i­ties, where the cold had tak­en hold. His teeth chat­tered, too, and he was shiv­er­ing.

			And even now there was one of the cows that would not let him have any peace. Ev­ery time he had snug­gled right in un­der the bul­lock and was be­gin­ning to get a lit­tle warmer, the cow strayed away over the north­ern bound­ary. There was noth­ing but sand there, but when it was a calf there had been a patch of mixed crops, and it still re­mem­bered that.

			It was one of two cows that had been turned out of the dairy-herd on ac­count of their dry­ness. They were ill-tem­pered crea­tures, al­ways dis­con­tent­ed and do­ing some mis­chief or oth­er; and Pelle de­test­ed them hearti­ly. They were two reg­u­lar ter­ma­gants, up­on which even thrash­ing made no im­pres­sion. The one was a sav­age beast, that would sud­den­ly be­gin stamp­ing and bel­low­ing like a mad bull in the mid­dle of graz­ing, and, if Pelle went to­ward it, want­ed to toss him; and when it saw its op­por­tu­ni­ty, it would eat up the cloth in which Pelle’s din­ner was wrapped. The oth­er was old and had crum­pled horns that point­ed in to­ward its eyes, one of which had a white pupil.

			It was the noisy one that was now at its tricks. Ev­ery oth­er minute Pelle had to get up and shout: “Hi, Blak­ka, you vil­lain­ous beast! Just you come back!” He was hoarse with anger, and at last his pa­tience gave way, and he caught up a big stick and be­gan to chase the cow. As soon as it saw his in­ten­tion, it set off at a run up to­ward the farm, and Pelle had to make a wide cir­cle to turn it down to the herd again. Then it ran at full gal­lop in and out among the oth­er an­i­mals, the herd be­came con­fused and ran hith­er and thith­er, and Pelle had to re­lin­quish his pur­suit for a time while he gath­ered them to­geth­er. But then he be­gan again at once. He was boil­ing with rage, and leaped about like an in­di­arub­ber ball, his naked body flash­ing in loops and curves up­on the green grass. He was on­ly a few yards from the cow, but the dis­tance re­mained the same; he could not catch her up to­day.

			He stopped up by the rye-field, and the cow stood still al­most at the same mo­ment. It snapped at a few ears, and moved its head slow­ly to choose its di­rec­tion. In a cou­ple of leaps Pelle was up to it and had hold of its tail. He hit it over the nose with his cud­gel, it turned quick­ly away from the rye, and set off at a fly­ing pace down to­ward the oth­ers, while blows rained down up­on its bony promi­nences. Ev­ery stroke echoed back from the dunes like blows up­on the trunk of a tree, and made Pelle swell with pride. The cow tried to shake Pelle off as it ran, but he was not to be got rid of; it crossed the brook in long bounds, back­ward and for­ward, with Pelle al­most float­ing through the air; but the blows con­tin­ued to rain down up­on it. Then it grew tired and be­gan to slack­en its pace; and at last it came to a stand­still, coughed, and re­signed it­self to the thrash­ing.

			Pelle threw him­self flat up­on his face, and pant­ed. Ha, ha! That had made him warm! Now that beast should—He rolled sud­den­ly over on to his side with a start. The bailiff! But it was a strange man with a beard who stood over him, look­ing at him with se­ri­ous eyes. The stranger went on gaz­ing at him for a long time with­out say­ing any­thing, and Pelle grew more and more un­easy un­der his scru­ti­ny; he had the sun right in his eyes too, if he tried to re­turn the man’s gaze, and the cow still stood there cough­ing.

			“What do you think the bailiff will say?” asked the man at last, qui­et­ly.

			“I don’t think he’s seen it,” whis­pered Pelle, look­ing timid­ly round.

			“But God has seen it, for He sees ev­ery­thing. And He has led me here to stop the evil in you while there’s still time. Wouldn’t you like to be God’s child?” The man sat down be­side him and took his hand.

			Pelle sat tug­ging at the grass and wish­ing he had had his clothes on.

			“And you must nev­er for­get that God sees ev­ery­thing you do; even in the dark­est night He sees. We are al­ways walk­ing in God’s sight. But come now, it’s un­seem­ly to run about naked!” And the man took him by the hand and led him to his clothes, and then, go­ing across to the north side, he gath­ered the herd to­geth­er while Pelle dressed him­self. The wicked cow was over there again al­ready, and had drawn a few of the oth­ers af­ter it. Pelle watched the man in sur­prise; he drove the an­i­mals back quite qui­et­ly, nei­ther us­ing stones nor shout­ing. Be­fore he got back, Blak­ka had once more crossed the bound­ary; but he turned and brought her back again just as gen­tly as be­fore.

			“That’s not an easy cow to man­age,” he said kind­ly, when he re­turned; “but you’ve got young legs. Shan’t we agree to burn that?” he asked, pick­ing up the thick cud­gel, “and do what we have to do with just our hands? God will al­ways help you when you’re in dif­fi­cul­ties. And if you want to be a true child of God, you must tell the bailiff this evening what you did—and take your pun­ish­ment.” He placed his hand up­on Pelle’s head, and looked at him with that un­en­durable gaze; and then he left him, tak­ing the stick with him.

			For a long time Pelle fol­lowed him with his eyes. So that was what a man looked like, who was sent by God to warn you! Now he knew, and it would be some time be­fore he chased a cow like that again. But go to the bailiff, and tell of him­self, and get the whiplash on his bare legs? Not if he knew it! Rather than that, God would have to be an­gry—if it was re­al­ly true that He could see ev­ery­thing? It couldn’t be worse than the bailiff, any­how.

			All that morn­ing he was very qui­et. He felt the man’s eyes up­on him in ev­ery­thing he did, and it robbed him of his con­fi­dence. He silent­ly test­ed things, and saw ev­ery­thing in a new light; it was best not to make a noise, if you were al­ways walk­ing in the sight of God. He did not go on crack­ing his cat­tle-whip, but med­i­tat­ed a lit­tle on whether he should burn that too.

			But a lit­tle be­fore mid­day Rud ap­peared, and the whole in­ci­dent was for­got­ten. Rud was smok­ing a bit of cane that he had cut off the piece his moth­er used for clean­ing the stovepipes, and Pelle bartered some of his din­ner for a few pulls at it. First they seat­ed them­selves astride the bul­lock Cu­pid, which was ly­ing chew­ing the cud. It went on calm­ly chew­ing with closed eyes, un­til Rud put the glow­ing cane to the root of its tail, when it rose hasti­ly, both boys rolling over its head. They laughed and boast­ed to one an­oth­er of the som­er­sault they had turned, as they went up on to the high ground to look for black­ber­ries. Thence they went to some birds’ nests in the small firs, and last of all they set about their best game—dig­ging up mice-nests.

			Pelle knew ev­ery mouse-hole in the mead­ow, and they lay down and ex­am­ined them care­ful­ly. “Here’s one that has mice in it,” said Rud. “Look, here’s their dunghill!”

			“Yes, that smells of mouse,” said Pelle, putting his nose to the hole. “And the blades of grass turn out­ward, so the old ones must be out.”

			With Pelle’s knife they cut away the turf, and set to work ea­ger­ly to dig with two pieces of pot. The soil flew about their heads as they talked and laughed.

			“My word, how fast we’re get­ting on!”

			“Yes; Ström couldn’t work as fast!” Ström was a fa­mous work­er who got twen­ty-five öres a day more than oth­er au­tumn farmhands, and his ex­am­ple was used as an in­cen­tive to coax work out of the la­bor­ers.

			“We shall soon get right in­to the in­side of the earth.”

			“Well, but it’s burn­ing hot in there.”

			“Oh, non­sense: is it?” Pelle paused doubt­ful­ly in his dig­ging.

			“Yes, the school­mas­ter says so.”

			The boys hes­i­tat­ed and put their hands down in­to the hole. Yes, it was warm at the bot­tom—so warm that Pelle found it nec­es­sary to pull out his hand and say: “Oh, my word!” They con­sid­ered a lit­tle, and then went on scrap­ing out the hole as care­ful­ly as if their lives de­pend­ed on it. In a lit­tle while straw ap­peared in the pas­sage, and in a mo­ment the in­ter­nal heat of the earth was for­got­ten. In less than a minute they had un­cov­ered the nest, and laid the lit­tle pink, new­born 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 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.

			“I shouldn’t be at all afraid of bit­ing one; would you?” Rud lift­ed a lit­tle mouse up to­ward his mouth.

			“Afraid? Of course I’m not afraid—but—” Pelle hes­i­tat­ed.

			“No, you’re afraid, be­cause you’re a blue-bag!”

			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 half­way 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. “I must go home now!” he shout­ed in­no­cent­ly. “There’s some­thing I’ve got to help moth­er with.”

			Pelle did not love soli­tude, and the prospect of a block­ade de­ter­mined him at once for ne­go­ti­a­tions. He dropped the stone to show his se­ri­ous wish for a rec­on­cil­i­a­tion, and had to swear solemn­ly that he would not bear mal­ice. Then at last Rud came back, tit­ter­ing.

			“I was go­ing to show you some­thing fun­ny with the mouse,” he said by way of di­ver­sion; “but you held on to it like an id­iot.” He did not ven­ture to come quite close up to Pelle, but stood watch­ing his move­ments.

			Pelle was ac­quaint­ed with the lit­tle white lie when the dan­ger of a thrash­ing was im­mi­nent, but the lie as an at­tack was still un­known to him. If Rud, now that the whole thing was over, said that he on­ly want­ed to have shown him some­thing fun­ny, it must be true. But then why was he mis­trust­ful? Pelle tried, as he had so of­ten done be­fore, to bend his lit­tle brain round the pos­si­ble tricks of his play­mate, but failed.

			“You may just as well come up close,” he said stout­ly. “For if I want­ed to, I could eas­i­ly catch you up.”

			Rud came. “Now we’ll catch big mice,” he said. “That’s bet­ter fun.”

			They emp­tied Pelle’s milk-bot­tle, and hunt­ed up a mouse’s nest that ap­peared to have on­ly two ex­its, one up in the mead­ow, the oth­er half­way down the bank of the stream. Here they pushed in the mouth of the bot­tle, and widened the hole in the mead­ow in­to a fun­nel; and they took it in turns to keep an eye on the bot­tle, and to car­ry wa­ter up to the oth­er hole in their caps. It was not long be­fore a mouse popped out in­to the bot­tle, which they then corked.

			What should they do with it? Pelle pro­posed that they should tame it and train it to draw their lit­tle agri­cul­tur­al im­ple­ments; 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 to­ward the cork to get out; and the boys jumped up and down on the grass with de­light.

			“It knows the way it got in quite well!” 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 fun!” 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. “It could just squeeze its body through, just ex­act­ly!” And he jumped again, squeez­ing him­self to­geth­er.

			The mouse swam to land, but Rud was there, and pushed it out again with his foot. “It swam well,” he said, laugh­ing. It made for the op­po­site bank. “Look out for the fel­low!” Rud roared, and Pelle sprang for­ward and turned it away from the shore with a good kick. It swam help­less­ly back­ward and for­ward in the mid­dle of the pool, see­ing one of the two danc­ing fig­ures ev­ery time it ap­proached a bank, and turn­ing and turn­ing end­less­ly. It sank deep­er and deep­er, its fur be­com­ing wet and drag­ging it down, un­til at last it swam right un­der wa­ter. Sud­den­ly it stretched out its body con­vul­sive­ly, and sank to the bot­tom, with all four legs out­spread like a wide em­brace.

			Pelle had all at once com­pre­hend­ed the per­plex­i­ty and help­less­ness—per­haps was fa­mil­iar with it. At the an­i­mal’s fi­nal strug­gle, he burst in­to tears with a lit­tle scream, and ran, cry­ing loud­ly, up the mead­ow to­ward the fir-plan­ta­tion. In a lit­tle while he came back again. “I re­al­ly thought Cu­pid had run away,” he said re­peat­ed­ly, and care­ful­ly avoid­ed look­ing Rud in the face. Qui­et­ly he wad­ed in­to the wa­ter, and fished up the dead mouse with his foot.

			They laid it up­on a stone in the sun, so that it might come to life again. When that failed, Pelle re­mem­bered a sto­ry about some peo­ple who were drowned in a lake at home, and who came to them­selves again when can­nons were fired over them. They clapped their hol­lowed hands over the mouse, and when that too brought about no re­sult, they de­cid­ed to bury it.

			Rud hap­pened to re­mem­ber that his grand­moth­er in Swe­den was be­ing buried just now, and this made them go about the mat­ter with a cer­tain amount of solem­ni­ty. They made a cof­fin out of a match­box, and or­na­ment­ed it with moss; and then they lay on their faces and low­ered the cof­fin in­to the grave with twine, tak­ing ev­ery pos­si­ble care that it should not land up­on its head. A rope might give way; such things did some­times hap­pen, and the il­lu­sion did not per­mit of their cor­rect­ing the po­si­tion of the cof­fin af­ter­ward 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.

			“I on­ly hope it’s not in a trance and go­ing to wake up again!” 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 knock­ing on the lid be­low. They had the cof­fin up in a trice, and ex­am­ined the mouse. It had not eat­en its forepaws, at any rate, but it had most de­cid­ed­ly turned over on its side. They buried it again, putting a 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.

			“It’s dead now!” said Pelle, grave­ly and with con­vic­tion.

			“Yes, I 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. “Oh, you sil­ly! Do you think it can crawl up there?”

			“Well, can’t mice crawl, I should like to know?” Pelle was cross.

			“Yes; but not through the air. On­ly birds can do that.”

			Pelle felt him­self beat­en off the field and want­ed to be re­venged.

			“Then your grand­moth­er isn’t in heav­en, ei­ther!” he de­clared em­phat­i­cal­ly. There was still a lit­tle ran­cor in his heart from the young mouse episode.

			But this was more than Rud could stand. It had touched his fam­i­ly pride, and he gave Pelle a dig in the side with his el­bow. The next mo­ment they were rolling in the grass, hold­ing one an­oth­er by the hair, and mak­ing awk­ward at­tempts to hit one an­oth­er on the nose with their clenched fists. They turned over and over like one lump, now one up­per­most, now the oth­er; they hissed hoarse­ly, groaned and made tremen­dous ex­er­tions. “I’ll make you sneeze red,” said Pelle an­gri­ly, as he rose above his ad­ver­sary; but the next mo­ment he was down again, with Rud hang­ing over him and ut­ter­ing the most fear­ful threats about black eyes and see­ing stars. Their voic­es were thick with pas­sion.

			And sud­den­ly they were sit­ting op­po­site one an­oth­er on the grass won­der­ing whether they should set up a howl. Rud put out his tongue, Pelle went a step fur­ther and be­gan to laugh, and they were once more the best of friends. They set up the memo­ri­al stone, which had been over­turned in the heat of bat­tle, and then sat down hand in hand, to rest af­ter the storm, a lit­tle qui­eter than usu­al.

			It was not be­cause there was more evil in Pelle, but be­cause the ques­tion had ac­quired for him an im­por­tance of its own, and he must un­der­stand it, that a med­i­ta­tive ex­pres­sion came in­to his eyes, and he said thought­ful­ly:

			“Well, but you’ve told me your­self that she was par­a­lyzed in her legs!”

			“Well, what if she was?”

			“Why, then she couldn’t crawl up in­to heav­en.”

			“Oh, you boo­by! It’s her spir­it, of course!”

			“Then the mouse’s spir­it can very well be up there too.”

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

			“Haven’t they? Then how is it they can breathe?”1

			That was one for Rud! And the tire­some part of it was that he at­tend­ed Sun­day-school. His fists would have come in handy again now, but his in­stinct told him that soon­er or lat­er Pelle would get the bet­ter of him in fight­ing. And any­how his grand­moth­er was saved.

			“Yes,” he said, yield­ing; “and it cer­tain­ly could breathe. Well, then, it was its spir­it fly­ing up that over­turned the stone—that’s what it was!”

			A dis­tant sound reached them, and far off near the cot­tage they could see the fig­ure of a fat wom­an, beck­on­ing threat­en­ing­ly.

			“The Sow’s call­ing you,” said Pelle. The two boys nev­er called her any­thing but “the Sow” be­tween them­selves.

			So Rud had to go. He was al­lowed to take the greater part of the con­tents of the din­ner-bas­ket with him, and ate as he ran. They had been too busy to eat.

			Pelle sat down among the dunes and ate his din­ner. As usu­al when Rud had been with him, he could not imag­ine what had be­come of the day. The birds had ceased singing, and not one of the cat­tle was still ly­ing down, so it must be at least five o’clock.

			Up at the farm they were busy driv­ing in. It went at full gal­lop—out and in, out and in. The men stood up in the carts and thrashed away at the hors­es with the end of the reins, and the sway­ing loads were hur­ried along the field-roads, look­ing like lit­tle bristling, crawl­ing things, that have been star­tled and are dart­ing to their holes.

			A one-horsed ve­hi­cle drove out from the farm, and took the high road to the town at a quick trot. It was the farmer; he was driv­ing so fast that he was ev­i­dent­ly off 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 driv­ing out with the wa­ter-cart, so it was half-past five. He could tell that too by the birds be­gin­ning their pleas­ant evening twit­ter­ing, 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 some­one were run­ning along and slap­ping his thigh with fin­ger­less gloves.

			The last few hours were al­ways long—the sun was so slow about it. And there was noth­ing to fill up the time ei­ther. Pelle him­self was tired, and the tran­quil­li­ty of evening had the ef­fect of sub­du­ing his voice. But now they were driv­ing out for milk­ing up there, and the cat­tle were be­gin­ning to graze along the edge of the mead­ow that turned to­ward the farm; so the time was draw­ing near.

			At last the herd-boys be­gan to jodel over at the neigh­bor­ing farms, first one, and then sev­er­al join­ing in:

			
				
					“Oh, drive home, o-ho, o-o-ho!
					

					O-ho, o-ho!
					

					O-ho, o-ho!
					

					Oh, drive home, o-o-ho!
					

					O-ho!”
				

			

			From all sides the soft tones vi­brat­ed over the slop­ing land, run­ning out, like the sound of hap­py weep­ing, in­to 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.

			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 a 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, from 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 red-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 any­one been un­kind to you? No? Well, that’s a good thing! They’d bet­ter take care, 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.

		
	
		
			V

			Pelle was not long in find­ing out all about the man who had been sent by God, and had the grave, re­proach­ful eyes. He proved to be noth­ing but a lit­tle shoe­mak­er down in the vil­lage, who spoke at the meet­ing­house on Sun­days; and it was al­so said that his wife drank. Rud went to his Sun­day-school, and he was poor; so he was noth­ing out of the or­di­nary.

			More­over, Gus­tav had got a cap which could turn out three dif­fer­ent crowns—one of blue duf­fle, one of wa­ter­proof Amer­i­can cloth, and one of white can­vas for use in sun­ny weath­er. It was an ab­sorbing­ly in­ter­est­ing study that threw ev­ery­thing else in­to the back­ground, and ex­er­cised Pelle’s mind for many days; and he used this mirac­u­lous cap as a stan­dard by which to mea­sure ev­ery­thing great and de­sir­able. But one day he gave Gus­tav a beau­ti­ful­ly carved stick for per­mis­sion to per­form the trick of turn­ing the crown in­side out him­self; and that set his mind at rest at last, and the cap had to take its place in his ev­ery­day world like ev­ery­thing else.

			But what did it look like in Farmer Kongstrup’s big rooms? Mon­ey lay up­on the floor there, of course, the gold in one place and the sil­ver in an­oth­er; and in the mid­dle of each heap stood a half-bushel mea­sure. What did the word “prac­ti­cal” mean, which the bailiff used when he talked to the farmer? And why did the men call one an­oth­er “Swede” as a term of abuse? Why, they were all Swedes! What was there away be­yond the cliffs where the stone-quar­ry lay? The farm­lands ex­tend­ed as far as that on the one side. He had not been there yet, but was go­ing with his fa­ther as soon as an op­por­tu­ni­ty pre­sent­ed it­self. They had learnt quite by chance that Lasse had a broth­er who owned a house over there; so of course they knew the place com­par­a­tive­ly well.

			Down there lay the sea; he had sailed up­on it him­self! Ships both of iron and wood sailed up­on it, though how iron could float when it was so heavy he did not know! The sea must be strong, for in the pond, iron went to the bot­tom at once. In the mid­dle of the pond there was no bot­tom, so there you’d go on sink­ing for­ev­er! The old thatch­er, when he was young, had had more than a hun­dred fath­oms of rope down there with a drag, to fish up a buck­et, but he nev­er reached the bot­tom. And when he want­ed to pull up the rope again, there was some­one deep down who caught hold of the drag and tried to pull him down, so he had to let the whole thing go.

			God … well, He had a long white beard like the farmer at Kaase Farm; but who kept house for Him now He was old? Saint Pe­ter was His bailiff, of course! … How could the old, dry cows have just as young calves as the young ones? And so on, and so on.

			

			There was one sub­ject about which, as a mat­ter of course, there could be no ques­tion, nor any thought at all in that sense, be­cause it was the very foun­da­tion of all ex­is­tence—Fa­ther Lasse. He was there, sim­ply, he stood like a safe wall be­hind ev­ery­thing that one did. He was the re­al Prov­i­dence, the last great refuge in good and ill; he could do what­ev­er he liked—Fa­ther Lasse was almighty.

			Then there was one nat­u­ral cen­tre in the world—Pelle him­self. Ev­ery­thing grouped it­self about him, ev­ery­thing 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 to­ward him, ei­ther friend­ly or hos­tile; and the re­la­tion had to be care­ful­ly de­cid­ed in the case 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 ter­ra 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 in­ces­sant­ly rush­ing in small, whirling par­ti­cles. And in the draught they raised, came oth­ers and again oth­ers; the en­tire uni­verse was on its way to­ward him.

			Pelle shaped and set aside twen­ty new things in the course of a sec­ond. The earth grew out un­der him in­to a 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 vice ver­sa. 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 tell 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 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 out­ward, 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 to it, es­pe­cial­ly the de­struc­tion part of it; it would be some­thing of an ad­ven­ture, and some­where with­in him there was a lit­tle bit of con­fi­dent 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 dull­ness 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. Old thatch­er Holm had once drawn the soul like a thin thread out of the thumb of a man who couldn’t help steal­ing. Pelle’s own soul was good; it lay in the pupils of his eyes, and re­flect­ed Fa­ther Lasse’s im­age when­ev­er he looked in­to them.

			The blood was the worst, and so Fa­ther Lasse al­ways let him­self be bled when there was any­thing the mat­ter with him; the bad hu­mors had to be let out. Gus­tav thought a great deal about blood, and could tell the strangest things about it; and he cut his fin­gers on­ly to see whether it was ripe. One evening he came over to the cow-sta­ble and ex­hib­it­ed a bleed­ing fin­ger. The blood was quite black. “Now I’m a man!” he said, and swore a great oath; but the maids on­ly made fun of him, and said that he had not car­ried his four bushels of peas up in­to the loft yet.

			Then there was hell and heav­en, and the stone-quar­ry where they struck one an­oth­er with heavy ham­mers when they were drunk. The men in the stone-quar­ry were the strong­est men in the world. One of them had eat­en ten poached eggs at one time with­out be­ing ill; and there is noth­ing so strength­en­ing as eggs.

			Down in the mead­ow, will-o’-the-wisps hopped about look­ing for some­thing in the deep sum­mer nights. There was al­ways one of them near the stream, and it stood and danced on the top of a lit­tle heap of stones that lay in the mid­dle of the mead­ow. A cou­ple of years ago a girl had one night giv­en birth to a child out there among the dunes and as she did not know what to do about a fa­ther for it, she drowned it in one of the pools that the brook makes where it turns. Good peo­ple raised the lit­tle cairn, so that the place should not be for­got­ten; and over it the child’s soul used to burn at dead of night at the time of year at which it was born. Pelle be­lieved that the child it­self was buried be­neath the stones, and 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 any­one, but ev­ery­one 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 to­ward 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 male­fac­tor 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 sum­mer evenings, and a lovesick fel­low from in­land had made up a bal­lad about it, which Gus­tav sang to his con­certi­na. Then all the girls on the farm wept, and even Live­ly Sara’s eyes filled with tears, and she be­gan to talk to Mons about en­gage­ment rings.

			One day when Pelle was ly­ing on his face in the grass, singing and clap­ping his naked feet to­geth­er in the clear air, he saw a young man stand­ing by the cairn and putting on it stones which he took out of his pock­et; af­ter which he knelt down. Pelle went up to him.

			“What are you do­ing?” he asked bold­ly, feel­ing that he was in his own do­main. “Are you say­ing your prayers?”

			The man did not an­swer, but re­mained in a kneel­ing pos­ture. At last he rose, and spat out to­bac­co-juice.

			“I’m pray­ing to Him Who is to judge us all,” he said, look­ing steadi­ly at Pelle.

			Pelle rec­og­nized that look. It was the same in ex­pres­sion as that of the man the oth­er day—the one that had been sent by God. On­ly there was no re­proach in it.

			“Haven’t you any bed to sleep in then?” asked Pelle. “I al­ways say my prayers un­der the clothes. He hears them just as well! God knows ev­ery­thing.”

			The young man nod­ded, and be­gan mov­ing about the stones on the cairn.

			“You mustn’t hurt that,” said Pelle firm­ly, “for there’s a lit­tle ba­by buried there.”

			The young man turned up­on him a strange look.

			“That’s not true!” he said thick­ly; “for the child lies up in the church­yard in con­se­crat­ed earth.”

			“O-oh, inde-ed?” said Pelle, im­i­tat­ing his fa­ther’s slow tones. “But I know it was the par­ents that drowned it—and buried it here.” He was too proud of his knowl­edge 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 I’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. “I should think I ought to know all about it,” he said, “con­sid­er­ing I 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 sor­row­ful
					

					Must oft for lost hap­pi­ness long.
					

					To make the time pass in this prison so dull,
					

					I 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.
				

				
					I gave him my day and I gave him my night,
					

					And nev­er once thought of de­ceit;
					

					But when I him told of my sor­row­ful plight,
					

					My trust I had cause to re­gret.
				

				
					‘I nev­er have loved you,’ he quick­ly did say;
					

					‘Be­gone! I’ll ne’er see you again!’
					

					He turned on his heel and went an­gry away.
					

					’Twas then I a murd’ress be­came.”
				

			

			Here Pelle paused in as­ton­ish­ment, for the grown-up man had sunk for­ward as he sat, and he was sob­bing. “Yes, it was wicked,” he said. “For then she killed her child and had to go to prison.” He spoke with a cer­tain amount of con­tempt; he did not like men that cried. “But it’s noth­ing that you need cry about,” he added care­less­ly, af­ter a lit­tle.

			“Yes, it is; for she’d done noth­ing. It was the child’s fa­ther that killed it; it was me that did the dread­ful thing; yes, I con­fess that I’m a mur­der­er! Haven’t I open­ly enough ac­knowl­edged by wrong­do­ing?” He turned his face up­ward, as though he were speak­ing to God.

			“Oh, was it you?” said Pelle, mov­ing a lit­tle away from him. “Did you kill your own child? Fa­ther Lasse could nev­er have done that! But then why aren’t you in prison? Did you tell a lie, and say she’d done it?”

			These words had a pe­cu­liar ef­fect up­on the fish­er­man. Pelle stood watch­ing him for a lit­tle, and then ex­claimed: “You do talk so queer­ly—‘blop-blop-blop,’ just as if you were from an­oth­er coun­try. And what do you scrab­ble in the air with your fin­gers for, and cry? Will you get a thrash­ing when you get home?”

			At the word “cry,” the man burst in­to a flood of tears. Pelle had nev­er seen any­one cry so un­re­strained­ly. His face seemed all blurred.

			“Will you have a piece of my bread-and-but­ter?” he asked, by way of of­fer­ing com­fort. “I’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.

			“It is 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 to­ward his din­ner-bas­ket. The re­sult of the en­counter was, as far as it had gone, a 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 re­mark­able 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 his 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 a more con­vinc­ing pow­er than words from any­one else.

			“Alas!” he said again and again. “Evil, evil ev­ery­where; sor­row and trou­ble wher­ev­er you turn! He’d will­ing­ly give his life to go to prison in her stead, now it’s too late! So he ran away when you said that to him? Well, well, it’s not easy to re­sist the Word of God even from the lips of a child, when the con­science is sore; and trad­ing in the hap­pi­ness of oth­ers is a bad way of earn­ing a liv­ing. But now see about get­ting your feet washed, lad­die.”

			Life fur­nished enough to work at and strug­gle with, and a good deal to dread; but worse al­most than all that would harm Pelle him­self, were the glimpses he now and then had of the depths of hu­man­i­ty: in the face of these his child’s brain was pow­er­less. Why did the mis­tress cry so much and drink se­cret­ly? What went on be­hind the win­dows in the big house? He could not com­pre­hend it, and ev­ery time he puz­zled his lit­tle brain over it, the un­com­fort­able feel­ing on­ly seemed to stare out at him from all the win­dow­panes, and some­times en­veloped him in all the hor­ror of the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble.

			But the sun rode high in the heav­ens, and the nights were light. The dark­ness lay crouch­ing un­der the earth and had no pow­er. And he pos­sessed the child’s hap­py gift of for­get­ting in­stant­ly and com­plete­ly.

		
	
		
			VI

			Pelle had a quick pulse and much en­er­gy, and there was al­ways some­thing that he was at­tempt­ing to over­take in his rest­less on­ward rush—if noth­ing else, then time it­self. Now the rye was all in, now the last stack dis­ap­peared from the field, the shad­ows grew longer ev­ery day. But one evening the dark­ness sur­prised him be­fore his bed­time, and this made him se­ri­ous. He no longer has­tened on the time, but tried to hold it back by many small sun-signs.

			One day the men’s mid­day rest was tak­en off. They har­nessed the hors­es again as soon as they had eat­en their din­ner, and the chaff-cut­ting was put off un­til the evening. The horse-way lay on the out­er side of the sta­ble, and none of the men cared to tramp round out there in the dark, driv­ing for the chaff-cut­ter, so Pelle had to do it. Lasse protest­ed and threat­ened to go to the farmer, but it was of no use; ev­ery evening Pelle had to be out there for a cou­ple of hours. They were his nicest hours that they took from him, the hours when he and Fa­ther Lasse pot­tered about in the sta­ble, and talked them­selves hap­pi­ly through all the day’s trou­bles in­to a com­mon bright fu­ture; and Pelle cried. When the moon chased the clouds away and he could see ev­ery­thing round him dis­tinct­ly, he al­lowed his tears to run freely; but on dark evenings he was qui­et and held his breath. Some­times when it rained it was so dark that the farm and ev­ery­thing dis­ap­peared; and then he saw hun­dreds of be­ings that at oth­er times the light hid. They ap­peared out of the dark­ness, ter­ri­bly big, or came slid­ing up to him up­on their bel­lies. He grew rigid as he gazed, and could not take his eyes from them. He sought shel­ter un­der the wall, and en­cour­aged the horse from there; and one evening he ran in. They chased him out again, and he sub­mit­ted to be chased, for when it came to the point he was more afraid of the men in­side than of the be­ings out­side. But one pitch-dark evening he was in an un­usu­al­ly bad way, and when he dis­cov­ered that the horse, his on­ly com­fort, was al­so afraid, he dropped ev­ery­thing and ran in for the sec­ond time. Threats were pow­er­less to make him go out again, and blows equal­ly so, and one of the men took him up and car­ried him out; but then Pelle for­got ev­ery­thing, and screamed till the house shook.

			While they were strug­gling with him, the farmer came out. He was very an­gry when he heard what was the mat­ter, and blew the fore­man up sky high. Then he took Pelle by the hand, and went down with him to the cow-sta­ble. “A man like you to be afraid of a lit­tle dark!” he said jok­ing­ly. “You must try to get the bet­ter of that. But if the men harm you, just you come to me.”

			The plough went up and down the fields all day long, and made the earth dark in col­or, the fo­liage be­came var­ie­gat­ed, and there was of­ten sleet. The coats of the cat­tle grew thick­er, their hair grew long and stood up on their backs. Pelle had much to put up with, and ex­is­tence as a whole be­came a shade more se­ri­ous. His cloth­ing did not be­come thick­er and warmer with the cold weath­er like that of the cat­tle; but he could crack his whip so that it sound­ed, in the most suc­cess­ful at­tempts, like lit­tle shots; he could thrash Rud when there was no un­fair­ness, and jump across the stream at its nar­row­est part. All that brought warmth to the body.

			The flock now grazed all over the farm­lands, wher­ev­er the cows had been teth­ered; the dairy-cows be­ing now in­doors; or they went in­land on the fens, where all the farms had each a piece of grass­land. Here Pelle made ac­quain­tance with herd-boys from the oth­er farms, and looked in­to quite an­oth­er world that was not ruled by bailiff and farm-pupil and thrash­ings, but where all ate at the same ta­ble, and the mis­tress her­self sat and spun wool for the herd-boys’ stock­ings. But he could nev­er get in there, for they did not take Swedes at the small farms, nor would the peo­ple of the is­land take ser­vice to­geth­er with them. He was sor­ry for this.

			As soon as the au­tumn plough­ing was start­ed up on the fields, the boys, ac­cord­ing to old cus­tom, took down the bound­ary-fences and let all the an­i­mals graze to­geth­er. The first few days it gave them more to do, for the an­i­mals fought un­til they got to know one an­oth­er. They were nev­er whol­ly min­gled; they al­ways grazed in patch­es, each farm’s flock by it­self. The din­ner-bas­kets were al­so put to­geth­er, and one boy was ap­point­ed in turn to mind the whole herd. The oth­er boys played at rob­bers up among the rocks, or ran about in the woods or on the shore. When it was re­al­ly cold they light­ed bon­fires, or built fire­places of flat stones, where they roast­ed ap­ples and eggs which they stole from the farms.

			It was a glo­ri­ous life, and Pelle was hap­py. It was true he was the small­est of them all, and his be­ing a Swede was a draw­back to him. In the midst of their play, the oth­ers would some­times be­gin to mim­ic his way of talk­ing, and when he grew an­gry asked why he did not draw his knife. But on the oth­er hand he was from the big­gest farm, and was the on­ly one that had bul­locks in his herd; he was not be­hind them in phys­i­cal ac­com­plish­ments, and none of them could carve as he could. And it was his in­ten­tion, when he grew big, to thrash them all.

			In the mean­time he had to ac­com­mo­date him­self to cir­cum­stances, in­gra­ti­ate him­self with the big ones, wher­ev­er he dis­cov­ered there was a flaw in their re­la­tions to one an­oth­er, and be oblig­ing. He had to take his turn of­ten­er than the oth­ers, and came off bad­ly at meal­times. He sub­mit­ted to it as some­thing un­avoid­able, and di­rect­ed all his ef­forts to­ward get­ting the best that it was pos­si­ble to get out of the cir­cum­stances; but he promised him­self, as has been said, the fullest repa­ra­tion when he grew big.

			Once or twice it be­came too hot for him, and he left the com­mu­ni­ty and kept by him­self; but he soon re­turned to the oth­ers again. His lit­tle body was burst­ing with courage to live the life, and would not let him shirk it; he must take his chance—eat his way through.

			One day there came two new boys, who herd­ed cat­tle from two farms on the oth­er side of the stone-quar­ry. They were twins, and their names were Al­fred and Al­bi­nus. They were tall, thin lads, who looked as if they might have been half-starved when they were lit­tle; their skin had a bluish tinge, and stood the cold bad­ly. They were quick and ac­tive, they could over­take the quick­est calf, they could walk on their hands and smoke at the same time, and not on­ly vault but re­al­ly jump ob­sta­cles. They were not much good at fight­ing; they were lack­ing in courage, and their abil­i­ty for­sook them in an emer­gen­cy.

			There was some­thing com­i­cal about the two broth­ers. “Here are the twins, the twelvins!” cried the whole flock in greet­ing, the first morn­ing they ap­peared. “Well, how many times have you had a ba­by in your house since last year?” They be­longed to a fam­i­ly of twelve, and among these there had twice been twins, and this of it­self was an in­ex­haustible source of raillery; and more­over they were half Swedish. They shared the dis­ad­van­tage with Pelle.

			But noth­ing seemed to have any ef­fect up­on them; they grinned at ev­ery­thing, and gave them­selves away still more. From all he saw and heard, Pelle could un­der­stand that there was some­thing ridicu­lous about their home in the eyes of the parish; but they did not mind that. It was the fe­cun­di­ty of their par­ents that was the spe­cial sub­ject of de­ri­sion, and the two boys quite hap­pi­ly ex­posed them to ridicule, and would tell all about the most pri­vate home mat­ters. One day when the flock had been most per­sis­tent in call­ing “Twelvins!” they said, grin­ning, that their moth­er would soon be hav­ing a thir­teenth. They were in­ca­pable of be­ing wound­ed.

			Ev­ery time they ex­posed their par­ents to ridicule, it hurt Pelle, for his own feel­ings on this point were the most sa­cred that he had. Try as he would, he could not un­der­stand them; he had to go to his fa­ther with the mat­ter one evening.

			“So they mock and make fun of their own par­ents?” said Lasse. “Then they’ll nev­er pros­per in this world, for you’re to hon­or your fa­ther and moth­er. Good par­ents who have brought them in­to the world with pain, and must toil hard, per­haps hunger and put up with much them­selves, to get food and cloth­ing for them! Oh, it’s a shame! And you say their sur­name is Karls­son like ours, and that they live on the heath be­hind the stone-quar­ry? Then they must be broth­er Kalle’s sons! Why, bless my soul, if I don’t be­lieve that’s it! You ask them to­mor­row if their fa­ther hasn’t a notch in his right ear! I did it my­self with a piece of a horse­shoe when we were lit­tle boys one day I was in a rage with him be­cause he made fun of me be­fore the oth­ers. He was just the same as those two, but he didn’t mean any­thing by it, there was noth­ing ill-na­tured about him.”

			The boys’ fa­ther had a notch in his right ear. Pelle and they were thus cousins; and the way that both they and their par­ents were made fun of was a mat­ter for both laugh­ter and tears. In a way, Fa­ther Lasse too came in for a share of the ridicule, and that thought was hard­ly to be en­dured.

			The oth­er boys quick­ly dis­cov­ered Pelle’s vul­ner­a­ble point, and used it for their own ad­van­tage; and Pelle had to give way and put up with things in or­der to keep his fa­ther out of their con­ver­sa­tion. He did not al­ways suc­ceed, how­ev­er. When they were in the mood, they said quite ab­surd things about one an­oth­er’s homes. They were not in­tend­ed to be tak­en for more than they were worth, but Pelle did not un­der­stand jokes on that head. One day one of the big­gest boys said to him: “Do you know, your fa­ther was the cause of his own moth­er’s hav­ing a child!” Pelle did not un­der­stand the play of words in this coarse joke, but he heard the laugh­ter of the oth­ers, and be­com­ing blind with rage, he flew at the big boy, and kicked him so hard in the stom­ach, that he had to keep his bed for sev­er­al days.

			Dur­ing those days, Pelle went about in fear and trem­bling. He dared not tell his fa­ther what had hap­pened, for then he would be obliged to re­peat the boy’s ug­ly ac­cu­sa­tion, too; so he went about in dread of the fa­tal con­se­quences. The oth­er boys had with­drawn them­selves from him, so as not to share the blame if any­thing came of it; the boy was a farmer’s son—the on­ly one in the com­pa­ny—and they had vi­sions of the mag­is­trate at the back of the af­fair, and per­haps a can­ing at the town-hall. So Pelle went by him­self with his cat­tle, and had plen­ty of time to think about the event, which, by the force of his live­ly imag­i­na­tion, grew larg­er and larg­er in its con­se­quences, un­til at last it al­most suf­fo­cat­ed him with ter­ror. Ev­ery cart he saw driv­ing along the high road sent a thrill through him; and if it turned up to­ward Stone Farm, he could dis­tinct­ly see the po­lice­men—three of them—with large hand­cuffs, just as they had come to fetch Erik Erik­son for ill-treat­ing his wife. He hard­ly dared drive the cat­tle home in the evening.

			One morn­ing the boy came herd­ing over there with his cat­tle, and there was a grown-up man with him, whom, from his clothes and ev­ery­thing else about him, Pelle judged to be a farmer—was it the boy’s fa­ther? They stood over there for a lit­tle while, talk­ing to the herd-boys, and then came across to­ward him, with the whole pack at their heels, the fa­ther hold­ing his son by the hand.

			The per­spi­ra­tion start­ed from ev­ery pore of Pelle’s body; his fear prompt­ed him to run away, but he stood his ground. To­geth­er the fa­ther and son made a move­ment with their hand, and Pelle raised both el­bows to ward off a dou­ble box-on-the-ears.

			But they on­ly ex­tend­ed their hands. “I beg your par­don,” said the boy, tak­ing one of Pelle’s hands; “I beg your par­don,” re­peat­ed the fa­ther, clasp­ing his oth­er hand in his. Pelle stood in be­wil­der­ment, look­ing from one to the oth­er. At first he thought that the man was the same as the one sent by God; but it was on­ly his eyes—those strange eyes. Then he sud­den­ly burst in­to tears and for­got all else in the re­lief they brought from the ter­ri­ble anx­i­ety. The two spoke a few kind words to him, and qui­et­ly went away to let him be alone.

			Af­ter this Pelle and Pe­ter Kure be­came friends, and when Pelle learnt to know him bet­ter, he dis­cov­ered that some­times the boy had a lit­tle of the same look in his eyes as his fa­ther, and the young fish­er­man, and the man that was sent by God. The re­mark­able course that the event had tak­en oc­cu­pied his mind for a long time. One day a chance com­par­i­son of his ex­pe­ri­ences brought him to the dis­cov­ery of the con­nec­tion be­tween this mys­te­ri­ous ex­pres­sion in their eyes and their re­mark­able ac­tions; the peo­ple who had looked at him with those eyes had all three done un­ex­pect­ed things. And an­oth­er day it dawned up­on him that these peo­ple were re­li­gious; the boys had quar­relled with Pe­ter Kure that day, and had used the word as a term of abuse against his par­ents.

			There was one thing that was ap­par­ent, and out­weighed ev­ery­thing, even his vic­to­ry. He had en­tered the lists with a boy who was big­ger and stronger than he, and had held his own, be­cause for the first time in his life he had struck out reck­less­ly. If you want­ed to fight, you had to kick wher­ev­er it hurt most. If you on­ly did that, and had jus­tice on your side, you might fight any­body, even a farmer’s son. These were two sat­is­fac­to­ry dis­cov­er­ies, which for the present noth­ing could dis­turb.

			Then he had de­fend­ed his fa­ther; that was some­thing quite new and im­por­tant in his life. He re­quired more space now.

			At Michael­mas, the cat­tle were tak­en in, and the last of the day-la­bor­ers left. Dur­ing the sum­mer, sev­er­al changes had been made among the reg­u­lar ser­vants at the farm, but now, at term-day, none were changed; it was not the habit of Stone Farm to change ser­vants at the reg­u­lar term-times.

			So Pelle again helped his fa­ther with the fod­der­ing in­doors. By rights he should have be­gun to go to school, and a mild rep­re­sen­ta­tion of this fact was made to the farmer by the school au­thor­i­ties; but the boy was very use­ful at home, as the care of the cat­tle was too much for one man; and noth­ing more was heard about the mat­ter. Pelle was glad it was put off. He had thought much about school in the course of the sum­mer, and had in­vest­ed it with so much that was un­fa­mil­iar and great that he was now quite afraid of it.

		
	
		
			VII

			Christ­mas Eve was a great dis­ap­point­ment. It was the cus­tom for the herd-boys to come out and spend Christ­mas at the farms where they served in the sum­mer, and Pelle’s com­pan­ions had told him of all the de­lights of Christ­mas—roast meat and sweet drinks, Christ­mas games and gin­ger-nuts and cakes; it was one end­less eat­ing and drink­ing and play­ing of Christ­mas games, from the evening be­fore Christ­mas Eve un­til “Saint Knut car­ried Christ­mas out,” on Jan­u­ary 7th. That was what it was like at all the small farms, the on­ly dif­fer­ence be­ing that those who were re­li­gious did not play cards, but sang hymns in­stead. But what they had to eat was just as good.

			The last few days be­fore Christ­mas Pelle had to get up at two or half-past two to help the girls pluck poul­try, and the old thatch­er Holm to heat the oven. With this his con­nec­tion with the de­lights of Christ­mas came to an end. There was dried cod and boiled rice on Christ­mas Eve, and it tast­ed good enough; but of all the rest there was noth­ing. There were a cou­ple of bot­tles of brandy on the ta­ble for the men, that was all. The men were dis­con­tent­ed and quar­rel­some. They poured milk and boiled rice in­to the leg of the stock­ing that Kar­na was knit­ting, so that she was fum­ing the whole evening; and then sat each with his girl on his knee, and made ill-na­tured re­marks about ev­ery­thing. The old farm-la­bor­ers and their wives, who had been in­vit­ed to par­take of the Christ­mas fare, talked about death and all the ills of the world.

			Up­stairs there was a large par­ty. All the wife’s re­la­tions were in­vit­ed, and they were hard at work on the roast goose. The yard was full of con­veyances, and the on­ly one of the farm-ser­vants who was in good spir­its was the head man, who re­ceived all the tips. Gus­tav was in a thor­ough­ly bad hu­mor, for Bod­il was up­stairs help­ing to wait. He had brought his con­certi­na over, and was play­ing love-songs. It was putting them in­to bet­ter spir­its, and the evil ex­pres­sion was leav­ing their eyes; one af­ter an­oth­er they start­ed singing, and it be­gan to be quite com­fort­able down there. But just then a mes­sage came to say that they must make less noise, so the as­sem­bly broke up, the old peo­ple go­ing home, and the young ones dis­pers­ing in cou­ples ac­cord­ing to the friend­ships of the mo­ment.

			Lasse and Pelle went to bed.

			“What’s Christ­mas re­al­ly for?” asked Pelle.

			Lasse rubbed his thigh re­flec­tive­ly.

			“It has to be,” he an­swered hes­i­tat­ing­ly. “Yes, and then it’s the time when the year turns round and goes up­ward, you see! And of course it’s the night when the Child Je­sus was born, too!” It took him a long time to pro­duce this last rea­son, but when it did come it was with per­fect as­sur­ance. “Tak­ing one thing with an­oth­er, you see,” he added, af­ter a short pause.

			On the day af­ter Christ­mas Day there was a kind of sub­scrip­tion mer­ry­mak­ing at an en­ter­pris­ing crofter’s down in the vil­lage; it was to cost two and a half kro­nes a cou­ple for mu­sic, sand­wich­es, and spir­its in the mid­dle of the night, and cof­fee to­ward morn­ing. Gus­tav and Bod­il were go­ing. Pelle at any rate saw a lit­tle of Christ­mas as it passed, and was as in­ter­est­ed in it as if it con­cerned him­self; and he gave Lasse no rest from his ques­tions that day. So Bod­il was still faith­ful to Gus­tav, af­ter all!

			When they got up the next morn­ing, they found Gus­tav ly­ing on the ground by the cow-sta­ble door, quite help­less, and his good clothes in a sad state. Bod­il was not with him. “Then she’s de­ceived him,” said Lasse, as they helped him in. “Poor boy! On­ly sev­en­teen, and a wound­ed heart al­ready! The wom­en’ll be his ru­in one of these days, you’ll see!”

			At mid­day, when the farm-la­bor­ers’ wives came to do the milk­ing, Lasse’s sup­po­si­tion was con­firmed: Bod­il had at­tached her­self to a tai­lor’s ap­pren­tice from the vil­lage, and had left with him in the mid­dle of the night. They laughed pity­ing­ly at Gus­tav, and for some time af­ter he had to put up with their gibes at his ill-suc­cess; but there was on­ly one opin­ion about Bod­il. She was at lib­er­ty to come and go with whom­so­ev­er she liked, but as long as Gus­tav was pay­ing for her amuse­ments, she ought to have kept to him. Who but the neigh­bor would keep the hens that ate their grain at home and laid their eggs at the neigh­bor’s?

			There had as yet been no op­por­tu­ni­ty to vis­it Lasse’s broth­er be­yond the stone-quar­ry, but it was to be done on the sec­ond day of the new year. Be­tween Christ­mas and the New Year the men did noth­ing af­ter dark, and it was the cus­tom ev­ery­where to help the herds­man with his evening oc­cu­pa­tions. There was noth­ing of that here; Lasse was too old to as­sert him­self, and Pelle too lit­tle. They might think them­selves lucky they did not have to do the fod­der­ing for the men who went out as well as their own.

			But to­day it was to come off; Gus­tav and Long Ole had un­der­tak­en to do the evening work. Pelle be­gan to look for­ward to it as soon as he was up—he was up ev­ery day by half-past three. But as Lasse used to say, if you sing be­fore break­fast you’ll weep be­fore night.

			Af­ter din­ner, Gus­tav and Ole were stand­ing grind­ing chop­ping knives down in the low­er yard. The trough leaked, and Pelle had to pour wa­ter on the grind­stone out of an old ket­tle. His hap­pi­ness could be seen on his face.

			“What are you so pleased about?” asked Gus­tav. “Your eyes are shin­ing like the cat’s in the dark.”

			Pelle told him.

			“I’m afraid you won’t get away!” said Ole, wink­ing at Gus­tav. “We shan’t get the chaff cut time enough to do the fod­der­ing. This grind­stone’s so con­found­ed­ly hard to turn, too. If on­ly that han­dle-turn­er hadn’t been bro­ken!”

			Pelle pricked up his ears. “Han­dle-turn­er? What’s that?” he asked.

			Gus­tav sprang round the grind­stone, and slapped his thigh in en­joy­ment of the joke.

			“My good­ness, how stupid you are! Don’t you even know what a han­dle-turn­er is? It’s a thing you on­ly need to put on to the grind­stone, and it turns it by it­self. They’ve got one by-the-way over at Kaase Farm,” he said, turn­ing to Ole; “if on­ly it wasn’t so far away.”

			“Is it heavy?” asked Pelle, in a low voice; ev­ery­thing de­pend­ed up­on the an­swer. “Can I lift it?” His voice trem­bled.

			“Oh, no, not so aw­ful­ly heavy. You could car­ry it quite well. But you’d have to be very care­ful.”

			“I can run over and fetch it; I’ll car­ry it very care­ful­ly.” Pelle looked at them with a face that could not but in­spire con­fi­dence.

			“Very well; but take a sack with you to put it in. And you’ll have to be as care­ful as the very dev­il, for it’s an ex­pen­sive thing.”

			Pelle found a sack and ran off across the fields. He was as de­light­ed as a young kid, pluck­ing at him­self and ev­ery­thing as he ran, and jump­ing aside to fright­en the crows. He was over­flow­ing with hap­pi­ness. He was sav­ing the ex­pe­di­tion for him­self and Fa­ther Lasse. Gus­tav and Ole were good men! He would get back as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, so that they should not have to toil any more at the grind­stone. “What, are you back al­ready?” they would say, and open their eyes. “Then you must have smashed that pre­cious ma­chine on the way!” And they would take it care­ful­ly out of the sack, and it would be quite safe and sound. “Well, you are a won­der of a boy! a per­fect prince!” they would say.

			When he got to Kaase Farm, they want­ed him to go in to a Christ­mas meal while they were putting the ma­chine in­to the sack; but Pelle said “No” and held to it: he had not time. So they gave him a piece of cold ap­ple out on the steps, so that he should not car­ry Christ­mas away. They all looked so pleas­ant, and ev­ery­one came out when he hoist­ed the sack on his back and set off home. They too rec­om­mend­ed him to be very care­ful, and seemed anx­ious, as if he could hard­ly re­al­ize what he was car­ry­ing.

			It was a good mile be­tween the farms, but it was an hour and a half be­fore Pelle reached home, and then he was ready to drop. He dared not put down the sack to rest, but stum­bled on step by step, on­ly rest­ing once by lean­ing against a stone fence. When at last he stag­gered in­to the yard, ev­ery­one came up to see the neigh­bor’s new han­dle-turn­er; and Pelle was con­scious of his own im­por­tance when Ole care­ful­ly lift­ed the sack from his back. He leaned for a mo­ment over to­ward the wall be­fore he re­gained his bal­ance; the ground was so strange to tread up­on now he was rid of his bur­den; it pushed him away. But his face was ra­di­ant.

			Gus­tav opened the sack, which was se­cure­ly closed, and shook out its con­tents up­on the stone pave­ment. They were pieces of brick, a cou­ple of old ploughshares, and oth­er sim­i­lar things. Pelle stared in be­wil­der­ment and fear at the rub­bish, look­ing as if he had just dropped from an­oth­er plan­et; but when laugh­ter broke out on all sides, he un­der­stood what it all meant, and, crouch­ing down, hid his face in his hands. He would not cry—not for the world; they should not have that sat­is­fac­tion. He was sob­bing in his heart, but he kept his lips tight­ly closed. His body tin­gled with rage. The beasts! The wicked dev­ils! Sud­den­ly he kicked Gus­tav on the leg.

			“Aha, so he kicks, does he?” ex­claimed Gus­tav, lift­ing him up in­to the air. “Do you want to see a lit­tle imp from Smaa­land?” Pelle cov­ered his face with his arms and kicked to be let down; and he al­so made an at­tempt to bite. “Eh, and he bites, too, the lit­tle dev­il!” Gus­tav had to hold him firm­ly so as to man­age him. He held him by the col­lar, press­ing his knuck­les against the boy’s throat and mak­ing him gasp, while he spoke with de­ri­sive gen­tle­ness. “A clever young­ster, this! He’s scarce­ly out of long clothes, and wants to fight al­ready!” Gus­tav went on tor­ment­ing him; it looked as if he were mak­ing a dis­play of his su­pe­ri­or strength.

			“Well, now we’ve seen that you’re the strong­est,” said the head man at last, “so let him go!” and when Gus­tav did not re­spond im­me­di­ate­ly, he re­ceived a blow from a clenched fist be­tween his shoul­der-blades. Then the boy was re­leased, and went over to the sta­ble to Lasse, who had seen the whole thing, but had not dared to ap­proach. He could do noth­ing, and his pres­ence would on­ly have done harm.

			“Yes, and then there’s our out­ing, lad­die,” he ex­plained, by way of ex­cuse, while he was com­fort­ing the boy. “I could very well thrash a pup­py like Gus­tav, but if I did we shouldn’t get away this evening, for he wouldn’t do our work. And none of the oth­ers, ei­ther, for they all stick to­geth­er like burrs. But you can do it your­self! I ver­i­ly be­lieve you’d kick the dev­il him­self, right on his club­foot! Well, well, it was well done; but you must be care­ful not to waste your pow­der and shot. It doesn’t pay!”

			The boy was not so eas­i­ly com­fort­ed now. Deep down in his heart the re­mem­brance of his in­jury lay and pained him, be­cause he had act­ed in such good faith, and they had wound­ed him in his ready, cheer­ful con­fi­dence. What had hap­pened had al­so stung his pride; he had walked in­to a trap, made a fool of him­self for them. The in­ci­dent burnt in­to his soul, and great­ly in­flu­enced his sub­se­quent de­vel­op­ment. He had al­ready found out that a per­son’s word was not al­ways to be re­lied up­on, and he had made awk­ward at­tempts to get be­hind it. Now he would trust no­body straight away any more; and he had dis­cov­ered how the se­cret was to be found out. You on­ly had to look at peo­ple’s eyes when they said any­thing. Both here and at Kaase Farm the peo­ple had looked so strange about the han­dle-turn­er, as if they were laugh­ing in­side. And the bailiff had laughed that time when he promised them roast pork and stewed rhubarb ev­ery day. They hard­ly ev­er got any­thing but her­ring and por­ridge. Peo­ple talked with two tongues; Fa­ther Lasse was the on­ly one who did not do it.

			Pelle be­gan to be ob­ser­vant of his own face. It was the face that spoke, and that was why it went bad­ly with him when he tried to es­cape a thrash­ing by telling a white lie. And to­day’s mis­for­tune had been the fault of his face; if you felt hap­py, you mustn’t show it. He had dis­cov­ered the dan­ger of let­ting his mind lie open, and his small or­gan­ism set to work dili­gent­ly to grow hard skin to draw over its vi­tal parts.

			

			Af­ter sup­per they set off across the fields, hand in hand as usu­al. As a rule, Pelle chat­tered un­ceas­ing­ly when they were by them­selves; but this evening he was qui­eter. The event of the af­ter­noon was still in his mind, and the com­ing vis­it gave him a feel­ing of solem­ni­ty.

			Lasse car­ried a red bun­dle in his hand, in which was a bot­tle of black­cur­rant rum, which they had got Per Olsen to buy in the town the day be­fore, when he had been in to swear him­self free. It had cost six­ty-six öres, and Pelle was turn­ing some­thing over in his mind, but did not know whether it would do.

			“Fa­ther!” he said at last. “Mayn’t I car­ry that a lit­tle way?”

			“Gra­cious! Are you crazy, boy? It’s an ex­pen­sive ar­ti­cle! And you might drop it.”

			“I wouldn’t drop it. Well, on­ly hold it for a lit­tle then? Mayn’t I, fa­ther? Oh do, fa­ther!”

			“Eh, what an idea! I don’t know what you’ll be like soon, if you aren’t stopped! Up­on my word, I think you must be ill, you’re get­ting so tire­some!” And Lasse went on cross­ly for a lit­tle while, but then stopped and bent down over the boy.

			“Hold it then, you lit­tle sil­ly, but be very care­ful! And you mustn’t move a sin­gle step while you’ve got it, mind!”

			Pelle clasped the bot­tle to his body with his arms, for he dared not trust his hands, and pushed out his stom­ach as far as pos­si­ble to sup­port it. Lasse stood with his hands ex­tend­ed be­neath the bot­tle, ready to catch it if it fell.

			“There! That’ll do!” he said anx­ious­ly, and took the bot­tle.

			“It is heavy!” said Pelle, ad­mir­ing­ly, and went on con­tent­ed­ly, hold­ing his fa­ther’s hand.

			“But why had he to swear him­self free?” he sud­den­ly asked.

			“Be­cause he was ac­cused by a girl of be­ing the fa­ther of her child. Haven’t you heard about it?”

			Pelle nod­ded. “Isn’t he, then? Ev­ery­body says he is.”

			“I can hard­ly be­lieve it; it would be cer­tain damna­tion for Per Olsen. But, of course, the girl says it’s him and no one else. Ah me! Girls are dan­ger­ous play­things! You must take care when your time comes, for they can bring mis­for­tune up­on the best of men.”

			“How do you swear, then? Do you say ‘Dev­il take me’?”

			Lasse could not help laugh­ing. “No, in­deed! That wouldn’t be very good for those that swear false. No, you see, in the court all God’s high­est min­is­ters are sit­ting round a ta­ble that’s ex­act­ly like a horse­shoe, and be­yond that again there’s an al­tar with the cru­ci­fied Christ Him­self up­on it. On the al­tar lies a big, big book that’s fas­tened to the wall with an iron chain, so that the dev­il can’t car­ry it off in the night, and that’s God’s Holy Word. When a man swears, he lays his left hand up­on the book, and holds up his right hand with three fin­gers in the air; they’re God the Fa­ther, Son and Holy Ghost. But if he swears false, the Gov­er­nor can see it at once, be­cause then there are red spots of blood on the leaves of the book.”

			“And what then?” asked Pelle, with deep in­ter­est.

			“Well, then his three fin­gers with­er, and it goes on eat­ing it­self in­to his body. Peo­ple like that suf­fer fright­ful­ly; they rot right away.”

			“Don’t they go to hell, then?”

			“Yes, they do that too, ex­cept when they give them­selves up and take their pun­ish­ment, and then they es­cape in the next life; but they can’t es­cape with­er­ing away.”

			“Why doesn’t the Gov­er­nor take them him­self and pun­ish them, when he can see in that book that they swore false?”

			“Why, be­cause then they’d get off go­ing to hell, and there’s an agree­ment with Sa­tan that he’s to have all those that don’t give them­selves up, don’t you see?”

			Pelle shud­dered, and for a lit­tle while walked on in si­lence be­side his fa­ther; but when he next spoke, he had for­got­ten all about it.

			“I sup­pose Un­cle Kalle’s rich, isn’t he?” he asked.

			“He can’t be rich, but he’s a landown­er, and that’s not a lit­tle thing!” Lasse him­self had nev­er at­tained to more than rent­ing land.

			“When I grow up, I mean to have a great big farm,” said Pelle, with de­ci­sion.

			“Yes, I’ve no doubt you will,” said Lasse, laugh­ing. Not that he al­so did not ex­pect some­thing great of the boy, if not ex­act­ly a large farmer. There was no say­ing, how­ev­er. Per­haps some farmer’s daugh­ter might fall in love with him; the men of his fam­i­ly gen­er­al­ly had an at­trac­tion for wom­en. Sev­er­al of them had giv­en proof of it—his broth­er, for in­stance, who had tak­en the fan­cy of a par­son’s wife. Then Pelle would have to make the most of his op­por­tu­ni­ty so that the fam­i­ly would be ashamed to op­pose the match. And Pelle was good enough. He had that “cow’s-lick” on his fore­head, fine hair at the back of his neck, and a birth­mark on his hip; and that all be­to­kened luck. Lasse went on talk­ing to him­self as he walked, cal­cu­lat­ing the boy’s fu­ture with large, round fig­ures, that yield­ed a lit­tle for him too; for, how­ev­er great his fu­ture might be, it would sure­ly come in time to al­low of Lasse’s shar­ing and en­joy­ing it in his very old age.

			They went across coun­try to­ward the stone-quar­ry, fol­low­ing stone dikes and snow-filled ditch­es, and work­ing their way through the thick­et of black­thorn and ju­niper, be­hind which lay the rocks and “the Heath.” They made their way right in­to the quar­ry, and tried in the dark­ness to find the place where the dross was thrown, for that would be where the stone-break­ing went on.

			A sound of ham­mer­ing came from the up­per end of the ground, and they dis­cov­ered lights in sev­er­al places. Be­neath a slop­ing straw screen, from which hung a lantern, sat a lit­tle, broad man, ham­mer­ing away at the frag­ments. He worked with pe­cu­liar vi­vac­i­ty—struck three blows and pushed the stones to one side, an­oth­er three blows, and again to one side; and while with one hand he pushed the pieces away, with the oth­er he placed a fresh frag­ment in po­si­tion on the stone. It went as busi­ly and even­ly as the tick­ing of a watch.

			“Why, if that isn’t Broth­er Kalle sit­ting there!” said Lasse, in a voice of sur­prise as great as if the meet­ing were a mir­a­cle from heav­en. “Good evening, Kalle Karls­son! How are you?”

			The stone-break­er looked up.

			“Oh, there you are, broth­er!” he said, ris­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty; and the two greet­ed one an­oth­er as if they had met on­ly the day be­fore. Kalle col­lect­ed his tools and laid the screen down up­on them while they talked.

			“So you break stones too? Does that bring in any­thing?” asked Lasse.

			“Oh, not very much. We get twelve kro­nes a ‘fath­om’ and when I work with a lantern morn­ing and evening, I can break half a fath­om in a week. It doesn’t pay for beer, but we live any­how. But it’s aw­ful­ly cold work; you can’t keep warm at it, and you get so stiff with sit­ting fif­teen hours on the cold stone—as stiff as if you were the fa­ther of the whole world.” He was walk­ing stiffly in front of the oth­ers across the heath to­ward a low, hump­backed cot­tage.

			“Ah, there comes the moon, now there’s no use for it!” said Kalle, whose spir­its were be­gin­ning to rise. “And, my word, what a sight the old dor­mouse looks! He must have been at a New Year’s feast in heav­en.”

			“You’re the same mer­ry dev­il that you were in the old days,” said Lasse.

			“Well, good spir­its’ll soon be the on­ly thing to be had with­out pay­ing for.”

			The wall of the house stuck out in a large round lump on one side, and Pelle had to go up to it to feel it all over. It was most mys­te­ri­ous what there might be on the oth­er side—per­haps a se­cret cham­ber? He pulled his fa­ther’s hand in­quir­ing­ly.

			“That? That’s the oven where they bake their bread,” said Lasse. “It’s put there to make more room.”

			Af­ter invit­ing them to en­ter, Kalle put his head in at a door that led from the kitchen to the cow­shed. “Hi, Maria! You must put your best foot fore­most!” he called in a low voice. “The mid­wife’s here!”

			“What in the world does she want? It’s a sto­ry, you old fool!” And the sound of milk squirt­ing in­to the pail be­gan again.

			“A sto­ry, is it? No, but you must come in and go to bed; she says it’s high time you did. You are keep­ing up much too long this year. Mind what you say,” he whis­pered in­to the cow­shed, “for she is re­al­ly here! And be quick!”

			They went in­to the room, and Kalle went grop­ing about to light a can­dle. Twice he took up the match­es and dropped them again to light it at the fire, but the peat was burn­ing bad­ly. “Oh, both­er!” he said, res­o­lute­ly strik­ing a match at last. “We don’t have vis­i­tors ev­ery day.”

			“Your wife’s Dan­ish,” said Lasse, ad­mir­ing­ly. “And you’ve got a cow too?”

			“Yes, it’s a big­gish place here,” said Kalle, draw­ing him­self up. “There’s a cat be­long­ing to the es­tab­lish­ment too, and as many rats as it cares to eat.”

			His wife now ap­peared, breath­less, and look­ing in as­ton­ish­ment at the vis­i­tors.

			“Yes, the mid­wife’s gone again,” said Kalle. “She hadn’t time to­day; we must put it off till an­oth­er time. But these are im­por­tant strangers, so you must blow your nose with your fin­gers be­fore you give them your hand!”

			“Oh, you old hum­bug! You can’t take me in. It’s Lasse, of course, and Pelle!” And she held out her hand. She was short, like her hus­band, was al­ways smil­ing, and had bowed arms and legs just as he had. Hard work and their cheer­ful tem­per­a­ment gave them both a ro­tund ap­pear­ance.

			“There are no end of chil­dren here,” said Lasse, look­ing about him. There were three in the turn-up bed­stead un­der the win­dow—two small ones at one end, and a long, twelve-year-old boy at the oth­er, his black feet stick­ing out be­tween the lit­tle girls’ heads; and oth­er beds were made up on chairs, in an old knead­ing-trough, and on the floor.

			“Ye-es; we’ve man­aged to scrape to­geth­er a few,” said Kalle, run­ning about in vain to get some­thing for his vis­i­tors to sit up­on; ev­ery­thing was be­ing used as beds. “You’ll have to spit on the floor and sit down on that,” he said, laugh­ing.

			His wife came in, how­ev­er, with a wash­ing-bench and an emp­ty beer-bar­rel.

			“Sit you down and rest,” she said, plac­ing the seats round the ta­ble. “And you must re­al­ly ex­cuse it, but the chil­dren must be some­where.”

			Kalle squeezed him­self in and sat down up­on the edge of the turn-up bed­stead. “Yes, we’ve man­aged to scrape to­geth­er a few,” he re­peat­ed. “You must pro­vide for your old age while you have the strength. We’ve made up the dozen, and start­ed on the next. It wasn’t ex­act­ly our in­ten­tion, but moth­er’s gone and tak­en us in.” He scratched the back of his head, and looked the pic­ture of de­spair.

			His wife was stand­ing in the mid­dle of the room. “Let’s hope it won’t be twins this time too,” she said, laugh­ing.

			“Why, that would be a great sav­ing, as we shall have to send for the mid­wife any­how. Peo­ple say of moth­er,” he went on, “that when she’s put the chil­dren to bed she has to count them to make sure they’re all there; but that’s not true, be­cause she can’t count far­ther than ten.”

			Here a ba­by in the al­cove be­gan to cry, and the moth­er took it up and seat­ed her­self on the edge of the turn-up bed­stead to nurse it. “And this is the small­est,” he said, hold­ing it out to­ward Lasse, who put a crooked fin­ger down its neck.

			“What a lit­tle fat­ty!” he said soft­ly; he was fond of chil­dren. “And what’s its name?”

			“She’s called Dozena En­d­i­na, be­cause when she came we thought that was to be the last; and she was the twelfth too.”

			“Dozena En­d­i­na! That’s a mighty fine name!” ex­claimed Lasse. “It sounds ex­act­ly as if she might be a princess.”

			“Yes, and the one be­fore’s called Ellen—from eleven, of course. That’s her in the knead­ing-trough,” said Kalle. “The one be­fore that again is Ten­tius, and then Ni­na, and Ot­to. The ones be­fore that weren’t named in that way, for we hadn’t thought then that there’d be so many. But that’s all moth­er’s fault; if she on­ly puts a patch on my work­ing-trousers, things go wrong at once.”

			“You ought to be ashamed of your­self, try­ing to get out of it like that,” said his wife, shak­ing her fin­ger at him. “But as for that,” she went on, turn­ing to Lasse, “I’m sure the oth­ers have noth­ing to com­plain of ei­ther, as far as their names are con­cerned. Al­bert, An­na, Al­fred, Al­bi­nus, An­ton, Al­ma and Alvil­da—let me see, yes, that’s the lot. None of them can say they’ve not been treat­ed fair­ly. Fa­ther was all for A at that time; they were all to rhyme with A. Po­et­ry’s al­ways come so easy to him.” She looked ad­mir­ing­ly at her hus­band.

			Kalle blinked his eyes in bash­ful­ness. “No, but it’s the first let­ter, you see, and it sounds pret­ty,” he said mod­est­ly.

			“Isn’t he clever to think of a thing like that? He ought to have been a stu­dent. Now my head would nev­er have been any good for any­thing of that sort. He want­ed, in­deed, to have the names both be­gin and end with A, but that wouldn’t do with the boys, so he had to give that up. But then he hasn’t had any book-learn­ing ei­ther.”

			“Oh, that’s too bad, moth­er! I didn’t give it up. I’d made up a name for the first boy that had A at the end too; but then the priest and the clerk ob­ject­ed, and I had to let it go. They ob­ject­ed to Dozena En­d­i­na too, but I put my foot down; for I can be an­gry if I’m ir­ri­tat­ed too long. I’ve al­ways liked to have some con­nec­tion and mean­ing in ev­ery­thing; and it’s not a bad idea to have some­thing that those who look deep­er can find out. Now, have you no­ticed any­thing spe­cial about two of these names?”

			“No,” an­swered Lasse hes­i­tat­ing­ly, “I don’t know that I have. But I haven’t got a head for that sort of thing ei­ther.”

			“Well, look here! An­na and Ot­to are ex­act­ly the same, whether you read them for­ward or back­ward—ex­act­ly the same. I’ll just show you.” He took down a child’s slate that was hang­ing on the wall with a stump of slate-pen­cil, and be­gan la­bo­ri­ous­ly to write the names. “Now, look at this, broth­er!”

			“I can’t read,” said Lasse, shak­ing his head hope­less­ly. “Does it re­al­ly give the same both ways? The deuce! That is re­mark­able!” He could not get over his as­ton­ish­ment.

			“But now comes some­thing that’s still more re­mark­able,” said Kalle, look­ing over the top of the slate at his broth­er with the gaze of a thinker sur­vey­ing the uni­verse. “Ot­to, which can be read from both ends, means, of course, eight; but if I draw the fig­ure 8, it can be turned up­side down, and still be the same. Look here!” He wrote the fig­ure eight.

			Lasse turned the slate up and down, and peered at it.

			“Yes, up­on my word, it is the same! Just look here, Pelle! It’s like the cat that al­ways comes down up­on its feet, no mat­ter how you drop it. Lord bless my soul! how nice it must be to be able to spell! How did you learn it, broth­er?”

			“Oh,” said Kalle, in a tone of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty. “I’ve sat and looked on a lit­tle when moth­er’s been teach­ing the chil­dren their A.B.C. It’s noth­ing at all if your up­per sto­ry’s all right.”

			“Pelle’ll be go­ing to school soon,” said Lasse re­flec­tive­ly. “And then per­haps I could—for it would be nice. But I don’t sup­pose I’ve got the head for it, do you? No, I’m sure I haven’t got the head for it,” he re­peat­ed in quite a de­spair­ing tone.

			Kalle did not seem in­clined to con­tra­dict him, but Pelle made up his mind that some day he would teach his fa­ther to read and write—much bet­ter than Un­cle Kalle could.

			“But we’re quite for­get­ting that we brought a Christ­mas bot­tle with us!” said Lasse, un­ty­ing the hand­ker­chief.

			“You are a fel­low!” ex­claimed Kalle, walk­ing de­light­ed­ly round the ta­ble on which the bot­tle stood. “You couldn’t have giv­en us any­thing bet­ter, broth­er; it’ll come in handy for the chris­ten­ing-par­ty. ‘Black Cur­rant Rum’—and with a gold bor­der—how grand!” He held the la­bel up to­ward the light, and looked round with plea­sure in his eyes. Then he hes­i­tat­ing­ly opened the cup­board in the wall.

			“The vis­i­tors ought to taste what they brought,” said his wife.

			“That’s just what was both­er­ing me!” said Kalle, turn­ing round with a dis­con­so­late laugh. “For they ought, of course. But if the cork’s once drawn, you know how it dis­ap­pears.” He reached out slow­ly for the corkscrew which hung on a nail.

			But Lasse would not hear of it; he would not taste the bev­er­age for the world. Was black­cur­rant rum a thing for a poor beg­gar like him to be­gin drink­ing—and on a week­day, too? No, in­deed!

			“Yes, and you’ll be com­ing to the chris­ten­ing-par­ty, you two, of course,” said Kalle, re­lieved, putting the bot­tle in­to the cup­board. “But we’ll have a ‘cuck­oo,’ for there’s a drop of spir­its left from Christ­mas Eve, and I ex­pect moth­er’ll give us cof­fee.”

			“I’ve got the cof­fee on,” an­swered his wife cheer­ful­ly.

			“Did you ev­er know such a wife! You can nev­er wish for any­thing but what it’s there al­ready!”

			Pelle won­dered where his two herd­ing-com­rades, Al­fred and Al­bi­nus, were. They were away at their sum­mer places, tak­ing their share of the good Christ­mas fare, and would not be back be­fore “Knut.” “But this fel­low here’s not to be de­spised,” said Kalle, point­ing to the long boy in the turn-up bed. “Shall we have a look at him?” And, pulling out a straw, he tick­led the boy’s nose with it. “Get up, my good An­ton, and har­ness the hors­es to the wheel­bar­row! We’re go­ing to drive out in state.”

			The boy sat up and be­gan to rub his eyes, to Kalle’s great de­light. At last he dis­cov­ered that there were strangers present, and drew on his clothes, which had been do­ing du­ty as his pil­low. Pelle and he be­came good friends at once, and be­gan to play; and then Kalle hit up­on the idea of let­ting the oth­er chil­dren share in the mer­ry­mak­ing, and he and the two boys went round and tick­led them awake, all the six. His wife protest­ed, but on­ly faint­ly; she was laugh­ing all the time, and her­self helped them to dress, while she kept on say­ing: “Oh, what fool­ish­ness! Up­on my word, I nev­er knew the like of it! Then this one shan’t be left out ei­ther!” she added sud­den­ly, draw­ing the youngest out of the al­cove.

			“Then that’s the eight,” said Kalle, point­ing to the flock. “They fill the room well, don’t they? Al­ma and Alvil­da are twins, as you can see. And so are Al­fred and Al­bi­nus, who are away now for Christ­mas. They’re go­ing to be con­firmed next sum­mer, so they’ll be off my hands.”

			“Then where are the two el­dest?” asked Lasse.

			“An­na’s in ser­vice in the north, and Al­bert’s at sea, out with a whaler just now. He’s a fine fel­low. He sent us his por­trait in the au­tumn. Won’t you show it us, Maria?”

			His wife be­gan slow­ly to look for it, but could not find it.

			“I think I know where it is, moth­er,” said one of the lit­tle girls over and over again; but as no one heard what she said, she climbed up on to the bench, and took down an old Bible from the shelf. The pho­to­graph was in it.

			“He is a fine fel­low, and no mis­take!” said Lasse. “There’s a pair of shoul­ders! He’s not like our fam­i­ly; it must be from yours, Maria, that he’s got that car­riage.”

			“He’s a Kongstrup,” said Kalle, in a low tone.

			“Oh, in­deed, is he?” said Lasse hes­i­tat­ing­ly, rec­ol­lect­ing Jo­han­na Pihl’s sto­ry.

			“Maria was house­maid at the farm, and he talked her over as he has done with so many. It was be­fore my time, and he did what he ought.”

			Maria was stand­ing look­ing from one to the oth­er of them with a mean­ing­less smile, but her fore­head was flushed.

			“There’s gen­tle blood in that boy,” said Kalle ad­mir­ing­ly. “He holds his head dif­fer­ent­ly from the oth­ers. And he’s good—so tremen­dous­ly good.” Maria came slow­ly up to him, leaned her arm up­on his shoul­der, and looked at the pic­ture with him. “He is good, isn’t he, moth­er?” said Kalle, stroking her face.

			“And so well-dressed he is too!” ex­claimed Lasse.

			“Yes, he takes care of his mon­ey. He’s not dis­si­pat­ed, like his fa­ther; and he’s not afraid of part­ing with a ten-kro­ne note when he’s at home here on a vis­it.”

			There was a rustling at the in­ner door, and a lit­tle, wrin­kled old wom­an crept out on­to the thresh­old, feel­ing her way with her feet, and hold­ing her hands be­fore her face to pro­tect it. “Is any­one dead?” she asked as she faced the room.

			“Why, there’s grand­moth­er!” said Kalle. “I thought you’d be in your bed.”

			“And so I was, but then I heard there were strangers here, and one likes to hear the news. Have there been any deaths in the parish?”

			“No, grand­moth­er, there haven’t. Peo­ple have some­thing bet­ter to do than to die. Here’s some­one come to court you, and that’s much bet­ter. This is moth­er-in-law,” he said, turn­ing to the oth­ers; “so you can guess what she’s like.”

			“Just you come here, and I’ll moth­er-in-law you!” said the old la­dy, with a fee­ble at­tempt to en­ter in­to the gai­ety. “Well, wel­come to this house then,” she said, ex­tend­ing her hand.

			Kalle stretched his out first, but as soon as she touched it, she pushed it aside, say­ing: “Do you think I don’t know you, you fool?” She felt Lasse’s and Pelle’s hands for a long time with her soft fin­gers be­fore she let them go. “No, I don’t know you!” she said.

			“It’s Broth­er Lasse and his son down from Stone Farm,” Kalle in­formed her at last.

			“Aye, is it re­al­ly? Well, I nev­er! And you’ve come over the sea too! Well, here am I, an old body, go­ing about here quite alone; and I’ve lost my sight too.”

			“But you’re not quite alone, grand­moth­er,” said Kalle, laugh­ing. “There are two grownups and half a score of chil­dren about you all day long.”

			“Ah yes, you can say what you like, but all those I was young with are dead now, and many oth­ers that I’ve seen grow up. Ev­ery week some­one that I know dies, and here am I still liv­ing, on­ly to be a bur­den to oth­ers.”

			Kalle brought in the old la­dy’s arm­chair from her room, and made her sit down. “What’s all that non­sense about?” he said re­proach­ful­ly. “Why, you pay for your­self!”

			“Pay! Oh dear! They get twen­ty kro­nes a year for keep­ing me,” said the old wom­an to the com­pa­ny in gen­er­al.

			The cof­fee came in, and Kalle poured brandy in­to the cups of all the el­der peo­ple. “Now, grand­moth­er, you must cheer up!” he said, touch­ing her cup with his. “Where the pot boils for twelve, it boils for the thir­teenth as well. Your health, grand­moth­er, and may you still live many years to be a bur­den to us, as you call it!”

			“Yes, I know it so well, I know it so well,” said the old wom­an, rock­ing back­ward and for­ward. “You mean so well by it all. But with so lit­tle wish to live, it’s hard that I should take the food out of the oth­ers’ mouths. The cow eats, and the cat eats, the chil­dren eat, we all eat; and where are you, poor things, to get it all from!”

			“Say ‘poor thing’ to him who has no head, and pity him who has two,” said Kalle gai­ly.

			“How much land have you?” asked Lasse.

			“Five acres; but it’s most of it rock.”

			“Can you man­age to feed the cow on it then?”

			“Last year it was pret­ty bad. We had to pull the roof off the out­house, and use it for fod­der last win­ter; and it’s thrown us back a lit­tle. But dear me, it made the loft all the high­er.” Kalle laughed. “And now there’ll al­ways be more and more of the chil­dren get­ting able to keep them­selves.”

			“Don’t those who are grown up give a hand too?” asked Lasse.

			“How can they? When you’re young, you can use what you’ve got your­self. They must take their plea­sures while there’s time; they hadn’t many while they were chil­dren, and once they’re mar­ried and set­tled they’ll have some­thing else to think about. Al­bert is good enough when he’s at home on a vis­it; last time he gave us ten kro­nes and a kro­ne to each of the chil­dren. But when they’re out, you know how the mon­ey goes if they don’t want to look mean be­side their com­pan­ions. An­na’s one of those who can spend all they get on clothes. She’s will­ing enough to do with­out, but she nev­er has a far­thing, and hard­ly a rag to her body, for all that she’s for­ev­er buy­ing.”

			“No, she’s the strangest crea­ture,” said her moth­er. “She nev­er can make any­thing do.”

			The turn-up bed­stead was shut to give room to sit round the ta­ble, and an old pack of cards was pro­duced. Ev­ery­one was to play ex­cept the two small­est, who were re­al­ly too lit­tle to grasp a card; Kalle want­ed, in­deed, to have them too, but it could not be man­aged. They played beg­gar-my-neigh­bor and Black Pe­ter. Grand­moth­er’s cards had to be read out to her.

			The con­ver­sa­tion still went on among the el­der peo­ple.

			“How do you like work­ing for the farmer at Stone Farm?” asked Kalle.

			“We don’t see much of the farmer him­self; he’s pret­ty near­ly al­ways out, or sleep­ing af­ter a night on the loose. But he’s nice enough in oth­er ways; and it’s a house where they feed you prop­er­ly.”

			“Well, there are places where the food’s worse,” said Kalle, “but there can’t be many. Most of them, cer­tain­ly, are bet­ter.”

			“Are they re­al­ly?” asked Lasse, in sur­prise. “Well, I don’t com­plain as far as the food’s con­cerned; but there’s a lit­tle too much for us two to do, and then it’s so mis­er­able to hear that wom­an cry­ing near­ly the whole time. I won­der if he ill-treats her; they say not.”

			“I’m sure he doesn’t,” said Kalle. “Even if he want­ed to—as you can very well un­der­stand he might—he dursn’t. He’s afraid of her, for she’s pos­sessed by a dev­il, you know.”

			“They say she’s a were­wolf at night,” said Lasse, look­ing as if he ex­pect­ed to see a ghost in one of the cor­ners.

			“She’s a poor body, who has her own trou­bles,” said Maria, “and ev­ery wom­an knows a lit­tle what that means. And the farmer’s not all kind­ness ei­ther, even if he doesn’t beat her. She feels his un­faith­ful­ness more than she’d feel any­thing else.”

			“Oh, you wives al­ways take one an­oth­er’s part,” said Kalle, “but oth­er peo­ple have eyes too. What do you say, grand­moth­er? You know that bet­ter than any­one else.”

			“Well, I know some­thing about it at any rate,” said the old wom­an. “I re­mem­ber the time when Kongstrup came to the is­land as well as if it had been yes­ter­day. He owned noth­ing more than the clothes he wore, but he was a fine gen­tle­man for all that, and lived in Copen­hagen.”

			“What did he want over here?” asked Lasse.

			“What did he want? To look for a young girl with mon­ey, I sup­pose. He wan­dered about on the heath here with his gun, but it wasn’t fox­es he was af­ter. She was fool­ing about on the heath too, ad­mir­ing the wild scenery, and non­sense like that, and be­hav­ing half like a man, in­stead of be­ing kept at home and taught to spin and make por­ridge; but she was the on­ly daugh­ter, and was al­lowed to go on just as she liked. And then she meets this spark from the town, and they be­come friends. He was a cu­rate or a pope, or some­thing of the sort, so you can’t won­der that the sil­ly girl didn’t know what she was do­ing.”

			“No, in­deed!” said Lasse.

			“There’s al­ways been some­thing all wrong with the wom­en of that fam­i­ly,” the old wom­an con­tin­ued. “They say one of them once gave her­self to Sa­tan, and since then he’s had a claim up­on them and ill-treats them when­ev­er the moon’s wan­ing, whether they like it or not. He has no pow­er over the pure, of course; but when these two had got to know one an­oth­er, things went wrong with her too. He must have no­ticed it, and tried to get off, for they said that the old farmer of Stone Farm com­pelled him with his gun to take her for his wife; and he was a hard old dog, who’d have shot a man down as soon as look at him. But he was a peas­ant through and through, who wore home-wo­ven clothes, and wasn’t afraid of work­ing from sun­rise to sun­set. It wasn’t like what it is now, with debts and drink­ing and card-play­ing, so peo­ple had some­thing then.”

			“Well, now they’d like to thresh the corn while it’s still stand­ing, and they sell the calves be­fore they’re born,” said Kalle. “But I say, grand­moth­er, you’re Black Pe­ter!”

			“That comes of let­ting one’s tongue run on and for­get­ting to look af­ter one’s self!” said the old la­dy.

			“Grand­moth­er’s got to have her face blacked!” cried the chil­dren. She begged to be let off, as she was just washed for the night; but the chil­dren blacked a cork in the stove and sur­round­ed her, and she was giv­en a black streak down her nose. Ev­ery­one laughed, both old and young, and grand­moth­er laughed with them, say­ing it was a good thing she could not see it her­self. “It’s an ill wind,” she said, “that blows no­body any good. But I should like to have my sight again,” she went on, “if it’s on­ly for five min­utes, be­fore I die. It would be nice to see it all once more, now that the trees and ev­ery­thing have grown so, as Kalle says they have. The whole coun­try must have changed. And I’ve nev­er seen the youngest chil­dren at all.”

			“They say that they can take blind­ness away over in Copen­hagen,” said Kalle to his broth­er.

			“It would cost a lot of mon­ey, wouldn’t it?” asked Lasse.

			“It would cost a hun­dred kro­nes at the very least,” the grand­moth­er re­marked.

			Kalle looked thought­ful. “If we were to sell the whole bloom­ing thing, it would be fun­ny if there wasn’t a hun­dred kro­nes over. And then grand­moth­er could have her sight again.”

			“Good­ness gra­cious me!” ex­claimed the old wom­an. “Sell your house and home! You must be out of your mind! Throw away a large cap­i­tal up­on an old, worn-out thing like me, that has one foot in the grave! I couldn’t wish for any­thing bet­ter than what I have!” She had tears in her eyes. “Pray God I mayn’t bring about such a mis­for­tune in my old age!”

			“Oh, rub­bish! We’re still young,” said Kalle. “We could very well be­gin some­thing new, Maria and me.”

			“Have none of you heard how Ja­cob Kris­tian’s wid­ow is?” asked the old la­dy by way of chang­ing the sub­ject. “I’ve got it in­to my head that she’ll go first, and then me. I heard the crow call­ing over there last night.”

			“That’s our near­est neigh­bor on the heath,” ex­plained Kalle. “Is she fail­ing now? There’s been noth­ing the mat­ter with her this win­ter that I know of.”

			“Well, you may be sure there’s some­thing,” said the old wom­an pos­i­tive­ly. “Let one of the chil­dren run over there in the morn­ing.”

			“Yes, if you’ve had warn­ing. Ja­cob Kris­tian gave good enough warn­ing him­self when he went and died. But we were good friends for many years, he and me.”

			“Did he show him­self?” asked Lasse solemn­ly.

			“No; but one night—nasty Oc­to­ber weath­er it was—I was woke by a knock­ing at the out­side door. That’s a good three years ago. Maria heard it too, and we lay and talked about whether I should get up. We got no fur­ther than talk­ing, and we were just drop­ping off again, when the knock­ing be­gan again. I jumped up, put on a pair of trousers, and opened the door a crack, but there was no one there. ‘That’s strange!’ I said to Maria, and got in­to bed again; but I’d scarce­ly got the clothes over me, when there was a knock­ing for the third time.

			“I was cross then, and light­ed the lantern and went round the house; but there was noth­ing ei­ther to be seen or heard. But in the morn­ing there came word to say that Ja­cob Kris­tian had died in the night just at that time.”

			Pelle, who had sat and lis­tened to the con­ver­sa­tion, pressed close up to his fa­ther in fear; but Lasse him­self did not look par­tic­u­lar­ly valiant. “It’s not al­ways nice to have any­thing to do with the dead,” he said.

			“Oh, non­sense! If you’ve done no harm to any­one, and giv­en ev­ery­body their due, what can they do to you?” said Kalle. The grand­moth­er said noth­ing, but sat shak­ing her head very sig­nif­i­cant­ly.

			Maria now placed up­on the ta­ble a jar of drip­ping and a large loaf of rye-bread.

			“That’s the goose,” said Kalle, mer­ri­ly stick­ing his sheath-knife in­to the loaf. “We haven’t be­gun it yet. There are prunes in­side. And that’s goose-fat. Help your­selves!”

			Af­ter that Lasse and Pelle had to think about get­ting home, and be­gan to tie hand­ker­chiefs round their necks; but the oth­ers did not want to let them go yet. They went on talk­ing, and Kalle made jokes to keep them a lit­tle longer. But sud­den­ly he turned as grave as a judge; there was a low sound of cry­ing out in the lit­tle pas­sage, and some­one took hold of the han­dle of the door and let go of it again. “Up­on my word, it’s ghosts!” he ex­claimed, look­ing fear­ful­ly from one to an­oth­er.

			The sound of cry­ing was heard again, and Maria, clasp­ing her hands to­geth­er, ex­claimed: “Why, it’s An­na!” and quick­ly opened the door. An­na en­tered in tears, and was at­tacked on all sides with sur­prised in­quiries, to which her sobs were her on­ly an­swer.

			“And you’ve been giv­en a hol­i­day to come and see us at Christ­mas time, and you come home cry­ing! You are a nice one!” said Kalle, laugh­ing. “You must give her some­thing to suck, moth­er!”

			“I’ve lost my place,” the girl at last got out be­tween her sobs.

			“No, sure­ly not!” ex­claimed Kalle, in changed tones. “But what for? Have you been steal­ing? Or been im­pu­dent?”

			“No, but the mas­ter ac­cused me of be­ing too thick with his son.”

			In a flash the moth­er’s eyes dart­ed from the girl’s face to her fig­ure, and she too burst in­to tears.

			Kalle could see noth­ing, but he caught his wife’s ac­tion and un­der­stood. “Oh!” he said qui­et­ly. “Is that it?” The lit­tle man was like a big child in the way the dif­fer­ent ex­pres­sions came and went up­on his good-na­tured face. At last the smile tri­umphed again. “Well, well, that’s cap­i­tal!” he ex­claimed, laugh­ing. “Shouldn’t good chil­dren take the work off their par­ents’ shoul­ders as they grow up and are able to do it? Take off your things, An­na, and sit down. I ex­pect you’re hun­gry, aren’t you? And it couldn’t have hap­pened at a bet­ter time, as we’ve got to have the mid­wife any­how!”

			Lasse and Pelle drew their neck­er­chiefs up over their mouths af­ter tak­ing leave of ev­ery­one in the room, Kalle cir­cling round them rest­less­ly, and talk­ing ea­ger­ly. “Come again soon, you two, and thanks for this vis­it and your present, Broth­er Lasse! Oh, yes!” he said sud­den­ly at the out­side door, and laughed de­light­ed­ly; “it’ll be some­thing grand—broth­er-in-law to the farmer in a way! Oh, fie, Kalle Karls­son! You and I’ll be giv­ing our­selves airs now!” He went a lit­tle way along the path with them, talk­ing all the time. Lasse was quite melan­choly over it.

			Pelle knew quite well that what had hap­pened to An­na was looked up­on as a great dis­grace, and could not un­der­stand how Un­cle Kalle could seem so hap­py. “Ah, yes,” said Lasse, as they stum­bled along among the stones. “Kalle’s just like what he al­ways was! He laughs where oth­ers would cry.”

			It was too dark to go across the fields, so they took the quar­ry road south to get down to the high road. At the cross­roads, the fourth arm of which led down to the vil­lage, stood the coun­try-shop, which was al­so a hedge-ale­house.

			As they ap­proached the ale­house, they heard a great noise in­side. Then the door burst open, and some men poured out, rolling the fig­ure of a man be­fore them on the ground. “The po­lice have tak­en them by sur­prise!” said Lasse, and drew the boy with him out in­to the ploughed field, so as to get past with­out be­ing seen. But at that mo­ment some­one placed a lamp in the win­dow, and they were dis­cov­ered.

			“There’s the Stone Farm herds­man!” said a voice. “Hi, Lasse! Come here!” They went up and saw a man ly­ing face down­ward on the ground, kick­ing; his hands were tied be­hind his back, and he could not keep his face out of the mud.

			“Why, it’s Per Olsen!” ex­claimed Lasse.

			“Yes, of course!” said the shop­keep­er. “Can’t you take him home with you? He’s not right in his head.”

			Lasse looked hes­i­tat­ing­ly at the boy, and then back again. “A rav­ing man?” he said. “We two can’t alone.”

			“Oh, his hands are tied. You’ve on­ly got to hold the end of the rope and he’ll go along qui­et­ly with you,” said one of the men. They were quar­ry­men from the stone-quar­ry. “You’ll go with them qui­et­ly, won’t you?” he asked, giv­ing the man a kick in the side with the toe of his wood­en shoe.

			“Oh dear! Oh dear!” groaned Per Olsen.

			“What’s he done?” asked Lasse. “And why have you ill-used him so?”

			“We had to thrash him a lit­tle, be­cause he was go­ing to chop off one of his thumbs. He tried it sev­er­al times, the beast, and got it half off; and we had to beat him to make him stop.” And they showed Lasse the man’s thumb, which was bleed­ing. “Such an an­i­mal to be­gin cut­ting and hack­ing at him­self be­cause he’s drunk half a pint of gin! If he want­ed to fight, there were men enough here with­out that!”

			“It must be tied up, or he’ll bleed to death, poor fel­low!” said Lasse, slow­ly draw­ing out his red pock­et-hand­ker­chief. It was his best hand­ker­chief, and it had just been washed. The shop­keep­er came with a bot­tle and poured spir­it over the thumb, so that the cold should not get in­to it. The wound­ed man screamed and beat his face up­on the ground.

			“Won’t one of you come with us?” asked Lasse. But no one an­swered; they want­ed to have noth­ing to do with it, in case it should come to the ears of the mag­is­trate. “Well, then, we two must do it with God’s help,” he said, in a trem­bling voice, turn­ing to Pelle. “But you can help him up at any rate, as you knocked him down.”

			They lift­ed him up. His face was bruised and bleed­ing; in their ea­ger­ness to save his fin­ger, they had han­dled him so rough­ly that he could scarce­ly stand.

			“It’s Lasse and Pelle,” said the old man, try­ing to wipe his face. “You know us, don’t you, Per Olsen? We’ll go home with you if you’ll be good and not hurt us; we mean well by you, we two.”

			Per Olsen stood and ground his teeth, trem­bling all over his body. “Oh dear, oh dear!” was all he said. There was white foam at the cor­ners of his mouth.

			Lasse gave Pelle the end of the rope to hold. “He’s grind­ing his teeth; the dev­il’s busy with him al­ready,” he whis­pered. “But if he tries to do any harm, just you pull with all your might at the rope; and if the worst comes to the worst, we must jump over the ditch.”

			They now set off home­ward, Lasse hold­ing Per Olsen un­der the arm, for he stag­gered and would have fall­en at al­most ev­ery step. He kept on mur­mur­ing to him­self or grind­ing his teeth.

			Pelle trudged be­hind, hold­ing the rope. Cold shiv­ers ran down his back, part­ly from fear, part­ly from se­cret sat­is­fac­tion. He had now seen some­one whom he knew to be doomed to perdi­tion! So those who be­came dev­ils in the next world looked like Per Olsen? But he wasn’t un­kind! He was the nicest of the farm men to Pelle, and he had bought that bot­tle for them—yes, and had ad­vanced the mon­ey out of his own pock­et un­til May day!

		
	
		
			VIII

			Oh! what a pace she was driv­ing at! The farmer whipped up the gray stal­lion, and sat look­ing steadi­ly out over the fields, as if he had no sus­pi­cion that any­one was fol­low­ing him; but his wife cer­tain­ly did not mind. She whipped the bay as hard as she could, and did not care who saw her.

			And it was in broad day­light that they were play­ing the fool like this on the high road, in­stead of keep­ing their quar­rels with­in four walls as de­cent peo­ple did! It was true enough that gen­tle folks had no feel­ing of shame in them!

			Then she called out and stood up in the trap to beat the horse—with the han­dle even! Couldn’t she let him drive out in peace to his fair charmer, who­ev­er she was, and make it warm for him when he came home? How could she do the same thing over and over again for twen­ty years? Re­al­ly wom­en were per­se­ver­ing crea­tures!

			And how he could be both­ered! Hav­ing ev­er­last­ing dis­tur­bances at home for the sake of some ho­tel land­la­dy or some oth­er wom­an, who could not be so very dif­fer­ent to be with than his own wife! It would take a long-suf­fer­ing na­ture to be a brute in that way; but that must be what they call love, prop­er­ly speak­ing.

			The thresh­ing-ma­chine had come to a stand­still, and the peo­ple at Stone Farm were hang­ing out of the doors and win­dows, en­joy­ing it roy­al­ly. It was a race, and a sight for the gods to see the bay mare gain­ing up­on the stal­lion; why, it was like hav­ing two Sun­days in one week! Lasse had come round the cor­ner, and was fol­low­ing the mad race, his hand shad­ing his eyes. Nev­er had he known such a wom­an; Beng­ta was a per­fect lamb com­pared to her! The farmer at Kaase Farm, who was stand­ing at his gate when they dashed past, was se­cret­ly of the same opin­ion; and the work­ers in the fields dropped their im­ple­ments, stared and were scan­dal­ized at the sight.

			At last, for very shame, he had to stop and turn round. She crawled over in­to his car­riage, and the bay fol­lowed qui­et­ly with her emp­ty ve­hi­cle. She put her arm about his shoul­der, and looked hap­py and tri­umphant, ex­act­ly like the dis­trict po­lice­man when he has had a suc­cess­ful chase; but he looked like a crim­i­nal of the worst kind. In this way they came driv­ing back to the farm.

			

			One day Kalle came to bor­row ten kro­nes and to in­vite Lasse and Pelle to the chris­ten­ing-par­ty on the fol­low­ing Sun­day. Lasse, with some dif­fi­cul­ty, ob­tained the mon­ey from the bailiff up in the of­fice, but to the in­vi­ta­tion they had to say “No, thank you,” hard though it was; it was quite out of the ques­tion for them to get off again. An­oth­er day the head man had dis­ap­peared. He had gone in the night, and had tak­en his big chest with him, so some­one must have helped him; but the oth­er men in the room swore solemn­ly that they had no­ticed noth­ing, and the bailiff, fume as he might, was obliged to give up the at­tempt to solve the mys­tery.

			One or two things of this kind hap­pened that made a stir for a day or two, but with these ex­cep­tions the win­ter was hard to get through. Dark­ness ruled for the greater part of the twen­ty-four hours, and it was nev­er quite light in the cor­ners. The cold, too, was hard to bear, ex­cept when you were in the com­fort­able sta­ble. In there it was al­ways warm, and Pelle was not afraid of go­ing about in the thick­est dark­ness. In the ser­vants’ room they sat mop­ing through the long evenings with­out any­thing to oc­cu­py them­selves with. They took very lit­tle no­tice of the girls, but sat play­ing cards for gin, or telling hor­ri­ble sto­ries that made it a most ven­ture­some thing to run across the yard down to the sta­ble when you had to go to bed.

			Per Olsen, on ac­count of his good be­hav­ior, was raised to the po­si­tion of head man when the oth­er ran away. Lasse and Pelle were glad of this, for he took their part when they were put up­on by any­one. He had be­come a de­cent fel­low in ev­ery re­spect, hard­ly ev­er touched spir­its, and kept his clothes in good or­der. He was a lit­tle too qui­et even for the old day-la­bor­ers of the farm and their wives; but they knew the rea­son of it and liked him be­cause he took the part of the weak and be­cause of the fate that hung over him. They said he was al­ways lis­ten­ing; and when he seemed to be lis­ten­ing with­in to the un­known, they avoid­ed as far as pos­si­ble dis­turb­ing him.

			“You’ll see he’ll free him­self; the Evil One’ll have no claim up­on him,” was the opin­ion of both Lasse and the la­bor­ers’ wives when they dis­cussed Per Olsen’s prospects at the Sun­day milk­ing. “There are some peo­ple that even the Almighty can’t find any­thing to blame for.”

			Pelle lis­tened to this, and tried ev­ery day to peep at the scar on Per Olsen’s thumb. It would sure­ly dis­ap­pear when God re­moved his judg­ment!

			Dur­ing most of the win­ter Pelle drove the horse for the thresh­ing-ma­chine. All day he trot­ted round up­on the horse-way out­side the farm, over his wood­en shoes in trod­den-down snow and ma­nure. It was the most in­tol­er­a­ble oc­cu­pa­tion that life had yet of­fered him. He could not even carve, it was too cold for his fin­gers; and he felt lone­ly. As a herd-boy he was his own mas­ter, and a thou­sand things called to him; but here he had to go round and round be­hind a bar, al­ways round. His one di­ver­sion was to keep count of the times he drove round, but that was a fa­tigu­ing em­ploy­ment and made you even duller than the ev­er­last­ing go­ing round, and you could not leave off. Time held noth­ing of in­ter­est, and short as it was the day seemed end­less.

			As a rule, Pelle awoke hap­py, but now ev­ery morn­ing when he woke he was weary of ev­ery­thing; it was to be that ev­er­last­ing trudg­ing round be­hind the bar. Af­ter a time do­ing this for about an hour used to make him fall in­to a state of half-sleep. The con­di­tion came of it­self, and he longed for it be­fore it came. It was a kind of vacu­ity, in which he wished for noth­ing and took no in­ter­est in any­thing, but on­ly stag­gered along me­chan­i­cal­ly at the back of the bar. The ma­chine buzzed un­ceas­ing­ly, and helped to main­tain the con­di­tion; the dust kept pour­ing out at the win­dow, and the time passed im­per­cep­ti­bly. Gen­er­al­ly now din­ner or evening sur­prised him, and some­times it seemed to him that the hors­es had on­ly just been har­nessed when some­one came out to help him in with them. He had ar­rived at the con­di­tion of tor­por that is the on­ly mer­cy that life vouch­safes to con­demned pris­on­ers and peo­ple who spend their lives be­side a ma­chine. But there was a sleepi­ness about him even in his free time; he was not so live­ly and ea­ger to know about ev­ery­thing; Fa­ther Lasse missed his in­nu­mer­able ques­tions and lit­tle de­vices.

			Now and again he was roused for a mo­ment out of his con­di­tion by the ap­pear­ance at the win­dow of a black, per­spir­ing face, that swore at him be­cause he was not driv­ing even­ly. He knew then that Long Ole had tak­en the place of Per Olsen, whose busi­ness it was to feed the ma­chine. It some­times hap­pened, too, that the lash of the whip caught on the axle and wound round it, so that the whole thing had to be stopped and drawn back­ward; and that day he did not fall in­to a doze again.

			In March the larks ap­peared and brought a lit­tle life. Snow still lay in the hol­lows, but their singing re­mind­ed Pelle warm­ly of sum­mer and graz­ing cat­tle. And one day he was wak­ened in his tramp round and round by see­ing a star­ling on the roof of the house, whistling and preen­ing its feath­ers in de­light. On that day the sun shone bright­ly, and all heav­i­ness was gone from the air; but the sea was still a pale gray down there.

			Pelle be­gan to be a hu­man be­ing again. It was spring, and then, too, in a cou­ple of days the thresh­ing would be fin­ished. But af­ter all, the chief thing was that waist­coat-pock­et of his; that was enough to put life in­to its own­er. He ran round in a trot be­hind the bar; he had to drive quick­ly now in or­der to get done, for ev­ery­one else was in the mid­dle of spring plough­ing al­ready. When he pressed his hand against his chest, he could dis­tinct­ly feel the pa­per it was wrapped in. For it was still there, wasn’t it? It would not do to open the pa­per and look; he must find out by squeez­ing.

			Pelle had be­come the own­er of fifty öres—a per­fect­ly gen­uine fifty-öre piece. It was the first time he had ev­er pos­sessed any­thing more than two and one öre pieces, and he had earned it by his own clev­er­ness.

			It was on Sun­day, when the men had had a vis­it from some quar­ry­men, and one of them had hit up­on the idea of send­ing for some birch-fat to have with their dram. Pelle was to run to the vil­lage shop for it, and he was giv­en a half-kro­ne and in­junc­tions to go in the back way, as it was Sun­day. Pelle had not for­got­ten his ex­pe­ri­ence at Christ­mas, and kept watch up­on their faces. They were all do­ing their best to smooth them out and busy them­selves with one thing and an­oth­er; and Gus­tav, who gave him the mon­ey, kept turn­ing his face away and look­ing at some­thing out in the yard.

			When he stat­ed his er­rand, the shop­man’s wife broke in­to a laugh. “I say, don’t you know bet­ter than that?” she ex­claimed. “Why, wasn’t it you who fetched the han­dle-turn­er too? You’ve all found that very use­ful, haven’t you?”

			Pelle turned crim­son. “I thought they were mak­ing fun of me, but I didn’t dare say no,” he said in a low voice.

			“No, one has to play the fool some­times, whether one is it or not,” said the wom­an.

			“What is birch-fat, then?” asked Pelle.

			“Why, my gra­cious! You must have had it many a time, you lit­tle imp! But it shows how of­ten you have to put up with things you don’t know the name of.”

			A light dawned up­on Pelle. “Does it mean a thrash­ing with a birch-rod?”

			“Didn’t I say you knew it?”

			“No, I’ve on­ly had it with a whip—on my legs.”

			“Well, well, you needn’t mind that; the one may be just as good as the oth­er. But now sit down and drink a cup of cof­fee while I wrap up the ar­ti­cle for them.” She pushed a cup of cof­fee with brown sug­ar to­ward him, and be­gan ladling out soft soap on to a piece of pa­per. “Here,” she said. “You give them that: it’s the best birch-fat. And you can keep the mon­ey your­self.”

			Pelle was not coura­geous enough for this ar­range­ment.

			“Very well, then,” she said. “I’ll keep the mon­ey for you. They shan’t make fools of us both. And then you can get it your­self. But now you must put on a bold face.”

			Pelle did put on a bold face, but he was de­cid­ed­ly ner­vous. The men swore at the loss of the half-kro­ne, and called him the “great­est id­iot up­on God’s green earth”; but he had the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing that that was be­cause he had not been stupid enough. And the half-kro­ne was his!

			A hun­dred times a day he felt it with­out wear­ing it out. Here at last was some­thing the pos­ses­sion of which did not rob it of its lus­tre. There was no end to the pur­chas­es he made with it, now for Lasse, now for him­self. He bought the dear­est things, and when he lin­gered long enough over one pur­chase and was sa­ti­at­ed with the pos­ses­sion of it, he set about buy­ing some­thing else. And all the while he kept the coin. At times he would be sud­den­ly seized with an in­sane fear that the mon­ey was gone; and then when he felt it, he was dou­bly hap­py.

			Pelle had sud­den­ly be­come a cap­i­tal­ist, and by his own clev­er­ness; and he made the most of his cap­i­tal. He had al­ready ob­tained ev­ery de­sir­able thing that he knew of—he had it all, at any rate, in hand; and grad­u­al­ly as new things made their ap­pear­ance in his world, he se­cured for him­self the right to their pur­chase. Lasse was the on­ly per­son who knew about his wealth, and he had re­luc­tant­ly to al­low him­self to be drawn in­to the wildest of spec­u­la­tions.

			

			He could hear by the sound that there was some­thing wrong with the ma­chine. The hors­es heard it too, and stopped even be­fore some­one cried “Stop!” Then one af­ter an­oth­er came the shouts: “Stop! Drive on! Stop! On again! Stop! Pull!” And Pelle pulled the bar back, drove on and pulled un­til the whole thing whizzed again. Then he knew that it was Long Ole feed­ing the ma­chine while Per Olsen mea­sured the grain: Ole was a duf­fer at feed­ing.

			It was go­ing smooth­ly again, and Pelle was keep­ing an eye on the cor­ner by the cow-sta­ble. When Lasse made his ap­pear­ance there, and pat­ted his stom­ach, it meant that it was near­ly din­ner­time.

			Some­thing stopped the bar, the hors­es had to pull hard, and with a jerk it cleared the in­vis­i­ble hin­drance. There was a cry from the in­side of the thresh­ing-barn, and the sound of many voic­es shout­ing “Stop!” The hors­es stopped dead, and Pelle had to seize the bar to pre­vent it swing­ing for­ward against their legs. It was some time be­fore any­one came out and took the hors­es in, so that Pelle could go in­to the barn and see what was the mat­ter.

			He found Long Ole walk­ing about and writhing over one of his hands. His blouse was wrapped about it, but the blood was drip­ping through on to the floor of the barn. He was bend­ing for­ward and stum­bling along, throw­ing his body from side to side and talk­ing in­co­her­ent­ly. The girls, pale and fright­ened, were stand­ing gaz­ing at him while the men were quar­rel­ing as to what was the best thing to do to stop the flow of blood, and one of them came slid­ing down from the loft with a hand­ful of cob­webs.

			Pelle went and peered in­to the ma­chine to find out what there was so vo­ra­cious about it. Be­tween two of the teeth lay some­thing like a peg, and when he moved the roller, the greater part of a fin­ger dropped down on to the barn floor. He picked it up among some chaff, and took it to the oth­ers: it was a thumb! When Long Ole saw it, he faint­ed; it could hard­ly be won­dered at, see­ing that he was maimed for life. But Per Olsen had to own that he had left the ma­chine at a for­tu­nate mo­ment.

			There was no more thresh­ing done that day. In the af­ter­noon Pelle played in the sta­ble, for he had noth­ing to do. While he played, he sug­gest­ed plans for their fu­ture to his fa­ther: they were en­grossed in it.

			“Then we’ll go to Amer­i­ca, and dig for gold!”

			“Ye-es, that wouldn’t be a bad thing at all. But it would take a good many more half-kro­nes to make that jour­ney.”

			“Then we can set up as stone­ma­sons.”

			Lasse stood still in the mid­dle of the fod­der­ing-pas­sage, and pon­dered with bent head. He was ex­ceed­ing­ly dis­sat­is­fied with their po­si­tion; there were two of them toil­ing to earn a hun­dred kro­nes, and they could not make ends meet. There was nev­er any lib­er­ty ei­ther; they were sim­ply slaves. By him­self he nev­er got any far­ther than be­ing dis­con­tent­ed and dis­ap­point­ed with ev­ery­thing; he was too old. The mere search for ways to some­thing new was in­su­per­a­ble la­bor, and ev­ery­thing looked so hope­less. But Pelle was rest­less, and when­ev­er he was dis­sat­is­fied with any­thing, made plans by the score, some of the wildest, and some fair­ly sen­si­ble; and the old man was car­ried away by them.

			“We might go to the town and work too,” said Lasse med­i­ta­tive­ly. “They earn one bright kro­ne af­ter an­oth­er in there. But what’s to be done with you? You’re too lit­tle to use a tool.”

			This stub­born fact put a stop for the mo­ment to Pelle’s plans; but then his courage rose again. “I can quite well go with you to the town,” he said. “For I shall—” He nod­ded sig­nif­i­cant­ly.

			“What?” asked Lasse, with in­ter­est.

			“Well, per­haps I’ll go down to the har­bor and be do­ing noth­ing, and a lit­tle girl’ll fall in­to the wa­ter and I shall save her. But the lit­tle girl will be a gen­tle­man’s daugh­ter, and so—” Pelle left the rest to Lasse’s imag­i­na­tion.

			“Then you’d have to learn to swim first,” said Lasse grave­ly. “Or you’d on­ly be drowned.”

			Screams were heard from the men’s bed­room. It was Long Ole. The doc­tor had come and was busy with his maimed hand. “Just run across and find out what’ll hap­pen to it!” said Lasse. “No­body’ll pay any at­ten­tion to you at such a time, if you make your­self small.”

			In a lit­tle while Pelle came back and re­port­ed that three fin­gers were quite crushed and hang­ing in rags, and the doc­tor had cut them off.

			“Was it these three?” asked Lasse, anx­ious­ly, hold­ing up his thumb, fore­fin­ger, and mid­dle fin­ger. Truth to tell, Pelle had seen noth­ing, but his imag­i­na­tion ran away with him.

			“Yes, it was his swear­ing-fin­gers,” he said, nod­ding em­phat­i­cal­ly.

			“Then Per Olsen is set free,” said Lasse, heav­ing a deep sigh. “What a good thing it has been—quite prov­i­den­tial!”

			That was Pelle’s opin­ion too.

			The farmer him­self drove the doc­tor home, and a lit­tle while af­ter he had gone, Pelle was sent for, to go on an er­rand for the mis­tress to the vil­lage-shop.

		
	
		
			IX

			It was noth­ing for Pelle; if he were van­quished on one point, he rose again on two oth­ers: he was in­vin­ci­ble. And he had the child’s abun­dant ca­pac­i­ty for for­giv­ing; had he not he would have hat­ed all grown-up peo­ple with the ex­cep­tion of Fa­ther Lasse. But dis­ap­point­ed he cer­tain­ly was.

			It was not easy to say who had ex­pect­ed most—the boy, whose child­ish imag­i­na­tion had built, unchecked, up­on all that he had heard, or the old man, who had once been here him­self.

			But Pelle man­aged to fill his own ex­is­tence with in­ter­est, and was so tak­en up on all sides that he on­ly just had time to re­al­ize the dis­ap­point­ment in pass­ing. His world was su­per­sen­su­al like that of the fakir; in the course of a few min­utes a lit­tle seed could shoot up and grow in­to a huge tree that over­shad­owed ev­ery­thing else. Cause nev­er an­swered to ef­fect in it, and it was gov­erned by an­oth­er law of grav­i­ta­tion: events al­ways bore him up.

			How­ev­er hard re­al­i­ty might press up­on him, he al­ways emerged from the tight place the rich­er in some way or oth­er; and no dan­ger could ev­er be­come over­whelm­ing­ly great as long as Fa­ther Lasse stood re­as­sur­ing­ly over and be­hind ev­ery­thing.

			But Lasse had failed him at the de­ci­sive mo­ment more than once, and ev­ery time he used him as a threat, he was on­ly laughed at. The old man’s om­nipo­tence could not con­tin­ue to ex­ist side by side with his in­creas­ing de­crepi­tude; in the boy’s eyes it crum­bled away from day to day. Un­will­ing though he was, Pelle had to let go his prov­i­dence, and seek the means of pro­tec­tion in him­self. It was rather ear­ly, but he looked at cir­cum­stances in his own way. Dis­trust he had al­ready ac­quired—and timid­i­ty! He dai­ly made clum­sy at­tempts to get be­hind what peo­ple said, and be­hind things. There was some­thing more be­hind ev­ery­thing! It of­ten led to con­fu­sion, but oc­ca­sion­al­ly the re­sult was con­spic­u­ous­ly good.

			There were some thrash­ings that you could run away from, be­cause in the mean­time the anger would pass away, and oth­er thrash­ings where it an­swered best to shed as many tears as pos­si­ble. Most peo­ple on­ly beat un­til the tears came, but the bailiff could not en­dure a blub­ber­er, so with him the thing was to set your teeth and make your­self hard. Peo­ple said you should speak the truth, but most thrash­ings could be avoid­ed by mak­ing up a white lie, if it was a good one and you took care of your face. If you told the truth, they thrashed you at once.

			With re­gard to thrash­ing, the ques­tion had a sub­jec­tive side as well as an ob­jec­tive one. He could beat Rud when­ev­er he liked, but with big­ger boys it was bet­ter to have right on his side, as, for in­stance, when his fa­ther was at­tacked. Then God helped him. This was a case in which the boy put the om­nipo­tence quite aside, and felt him­self to be the old man’s pro­tec­tor.

			Lasse and Pelle were walk­ing through life hand in hand, and yet each was go­ing his own way. Lasse felt it to be so. “We’ve each got hold of an end,” he some­times said to him­self de­spon­dent­ly, when the dif­fer­ence was all too marked. “He’s ris­ing, the lad­die!”

			This was best seen in the oth­ers. In the long run they had to like the boy, it could not be oth­er­wise. The men would some­times give him things, and the girls were thor­ough­ly kind to him. He was in the fairest pe­ri­od of bud­ding youth; they would of­ten take him on their knees as he passed, and kiss him.

			“Ah, he’ll be a la­dy’s man, he will!” Lasse would say. “He’s got that from his fa­ther.” But they would laugh at that.

			There was al­ways laugh­ter when Lasse want­ed to join the el­ders. Last time—yes, then he was good enough. It was al­ways “Where’s Lasse?” when gin was go­ing round, or tricks were be­ing played, or demon­stra­tions made. “Call Lasse Karls­son!” He had no need to push him­self for­ward; it was a mat­ter of course that he was there. The girls were al­ways on the look­out for him, mar­ried man though he was, and he had fun with them—all quite prop­er, of course, for Beng­ta was not good to quar­rel with if she heard any­thing.

			But now! Yes—well, yes—he might fetch the gin for the oth­ers and do their work for them when they had a hol­i­day, with­out their do­ing any­thing in ex­change! “Lasse! Where’s Lasse? Can you feed the hors­es for me this evening? Can you take my place at the chaff-cut­ting to­mor­row evening?”

			There was a dif­fer­ence be­tween then and now, and Lasse had found out the rea­son for him­self: he was get­ting old. The very dis­cov­ery brought fur­ther proof of its cor­rect­ness, laid in­fir­mi­ty up­on him, and re­moved the ten­sion from his mind, and what was left of it from his body. The hard­est blow of all was when he dis­cov­ered that he was of no im­por­tance to the girls, had no place at all in their thoughts of men. In Lasse’s world there was no word that car­ried such weight as the word “man”; and in the end it was the girls who de­cid­ed whether you were one or not. Lasse was not one; he was not dan­ger­ous! He was on­ly a few poor relics of a man, a com­i­cal rem­nant of some by­gone thing; they laughed at him when he tried to pay them at­ten­tion.

			Their laugh­ter crushed him, and he with­drew in­to his old-man’s world, and de­spon­dent­ly adapt­ed him­self to it. The on­ly thing that kept life in him was his con­cern for the boy, and he clung de­spair­ing­ly to his po­si­tion as his prov­i­dence. There was lit­tle he could do for him, and there­fore he talked all the big­ger; and when any­thing went against the boy, he ut­tered still greater threats against the world than be­fore. He al­so felt that the boy was in process of mak­ing him­self in­de­pen­dent, and fought a des­per­ate bat­tle to pre­serve the last ap­pear­ance of pow­er.

			But Pelle could not af­ford to give sup­port to his fan­cy, nor had he the un­der­stand­ing to do it. He was grow­ing fast, and had a use for all that he pos­sessed him­self. Now that his fa­ther no longer stood be­hind to shield him, he was like a small plant that has been moved out in­to the open, and is fight­ing hard to com­pre­hend the na­ture of its sur­round­ings, and adapt it­self to them. For ev­ery root-fi­bre that felt its way in­to the soil, there fell to the ground one of the ten­der leaves, and two strong ones pushed forth. One af­ter an­oth­er the feel­ings of the child’s de­fence­less­ness dropped and gave place to the hard­er ones of the in­di­vid­u­al.

			The boy was en­gaged in build­ing him­self up, in ac­cor­dance with in­vis­i­ble laws. He as­sumed an at­ti­tude to­ward his sur­round­ings at all points, but he did not im­i­tate them. The farm men, for in­stance, were not kind to the an­i­mals. They of­ten lashed the hors­es on­ly as a vent for their ill-hu­mor, and the girls were just the same to the small­er an­i­mals and the dairy-cows. From these con­sid­er­a­tions, Pelle taught him­self sym­pa­thy. He could not bear cru­el­ty to an­i­mals, and thrashed Rud for the first time when the lat­ter had one day robbed a bird’s nest.

			Pelle was like a kid that makes a play­thing of ev­ery­thing. In his play he took up, with­out sus­pect­ing it, many of the se­ri­ous phe­nom­e­na of life, and gam­bolled with them in frol­ic­some bounds. He ex­er­cised his small mind as he ex­er­cised his body, twist­ed him­self in­to ev­ery­thing and out of ev­ery­thing, im­i­tat­ed work and fun and shirk­ing, and learned how to puff him­self up in­to a very dev­il of a fel­low where his sur­round­ings were yield­ing, and to make him­self al­most in­vis­i­ble with mod­esty when they were hard. He was train­ing him­self to be that lit­tle Jack-of-all-trades, man.

			And it be­came more and more dif­fi­cult to catch him un­pre­pared. The first time he had to set about a thing in earnest, he was gen­er­al­ly handy at it; he was as dif­fi­cult to take un­awares as a cat.

			

			It was sum­mer again. The heat stood still and played over the ground, sparkling, with in­do­lent volup­tuous­ness and soft move­ments like the fish in the stream. Far in­land it quiv­ered above the rocks that bound­ed the view, in a rest­less flick­er of bluish white; be­low lay the fields be­neath the broil­ing sun, with the pollen from the rye drift­ing over them like smoke. Up above the clover-field stood the cows of Stone Farm in long rows, their heads hang­ing heav­i­ly down, and their tails swing­ing reg­u­lar­ly. Lasse was mov­ing be­tween their ranks, look­ing for the mal­let, and now and then gaz­ing anx­ious­ly down to­wards the mead­ow by the dunes, and be­gin­ning to count the young cat­tle and the bul­locks. Most of them were ly­ing down, but a few of them were stand­ing with their heads close to­geth­er, and munch­ing with closed eyes. The boys were nowhere to be seen.

			Lasse stood won­der­ing whether he should give Pelle a warn­ing call; there would he no end of a row if the bailiff were to come now. But then the sound of voic­es came from among the young firs on the dunes, a naked boy ap­peared, and then an­oth­er. Their bod­ies were like gold­en flash­es in the air as they ran over the grass-wrack and across the mead­ow, each with his cap held closed in his hand.

			They sat down up­on the edge of the stream with their feet in the wa­ter, and care­ful­ly un­cov­ered their cap­tives; they were drag­on­flies. As the in­sects one by one crawled out at the nar­row open­ing, the boys de­cap­i­tat­ed them and laid them in a row on the grass. They had caught nine, and nine times thir­ty-five—well, it would be more than three kro­nes. The stu­pen­dous amount made Pelle skep­ti­cal.

			“Now isn’t that on­ly a lie?” he said, and licked his shoul­der where he had been bit­ten by a mos­qui­to. It was said that the chemist gave thir­ty-five öres apiece for drag­on­flies.

			“A lie?” ex­claimed Rud. “Yes, per­haps it is,” he went on meek­ly. “It must be a lie, for any­thing like that al­ways is. You might give me yours too!”

			But Pelle would not do that.

			“Then give me your half-kro­ne, and I’ll go to the town and sell them for you. They cost thir­ty-five öres, for Karl says so, and his moth­er wash­es the floor in the chemist’s shop.”

			Pelle got up, not to fetch the half-kro­ne—he would not part with that for all the world—but to as­sure him­self that it still lay in his waist­coat pock­et.

			When he had gone a lit­tle way, Rud hasti­ly lift­ed a piece of turf at the edge of the stream, pushed some­thing in un­der it, and jumped in­to the wa­ter; and when Pelle came back with slow, omi­nous steps, he climbed up the oth­er side and set off at a run.

			Pelle ran too, in short, quick leaps. He knew he was the quick­er, and the knowl­edge made him frol­ic­some. He flapped at his naked body as he ran, as if he had no joints, swayed from side to side like a bal­loon, pranced and stamped on the ground, and then dart­ed on again. Then the young firs closed round them again, on­ly the move­ment of their tops show­ing where the boys ran, far­ther and far­ther, un­til all was still.

			In the mead­ow the cat­tle were munch­ing with closed eyes and at­ten­tive ears. The heat played over the ground, flick­er­ing, gasp­ing, like a fish in wa­ter. There was a heavy, stu­pe­fy­ing hum­ming in the air; the sound came from ev­ery­where and nowhere.

			Down across the corn­fields came a big, stout wom­an. She wore a skirt, a chemise, and a hand­ker­chief on her head, and she shad­ed her eyes with her hand and looked about. She crossed the mead­ow oblique­ly, found Pelle’s din­ner-bas­ket, took out its con­tents and put them in un­der her chemise up­on her bare, per­spir­ing bo­som, and then turned in the di­rec­tion of the sea.

			There was a sud­den break in the edge of the fir-plan­ta­tion, and out came Rud with Pelle hang­ing up­on his back. Rud’s in­or­di­nate­ly large head hung for­ward and his knees gave way; his fore­head, which re­ced­ed above the eyes and pro­ject­ed just be­low the line of the hair, was a mass of bruis­es and scars, which be­came very vis­i­ble now with his ex­er­tions. Both the boys had marks all over their bod­ies from the poi­son of the pine-nee­dles. Pelle dropped on to the grass, and lay there on his face, while Rud went slow­ly to fetch the half-kro­ne, and hand­ed it re­luc­tant­ly to its own­er. He stooped like one van­quished, but in his eye the thought of a new bat­tle lay await­ing its op­por­tu­ni­ty.

			Pelle gazed lov­ing­ly at the coin. He had had it now ev­er since April, from the time when he was sent to buy birch-fat. He had pur­chased with it ev­ery­thing that was de­sir­able, and he had lost it twice: he loved that piece of mon­ey. It made his fin­gers itch, his whole body; it was al­ways urg­ing him on to spend it, now in one way and now in an­oth­er. Roll, roll! That was what it was long­ing to do; and it was be­cause it was round, Fa­ther Lasse said. But to be­come rich—that meant stop­ping the mon­ey as it rolled. Oh, Pelle meant to be rich! And then he was al­ways itch­ing to spend it—spend it in such a way that he got ev­ery­thing for it, or some­thing he could have all his life.

			They sat up­on the bank of the stream and wran­gled in a small way. Rud did his best to in­spire awe, and bragged to cre­ate an im­pres­sion. He bent his fin­gers back­ward and moved his ears; he could move them for­ward in a lis­ten­ing po­si­tion like a horse. All this ir­ri­tat­ed Pelle in­tense­ly.

			Sud­den­ly he stopped. “Won’t you give me the half-kro­ne, then? You shall have ten kro­nes when I grow up.” Rud col­lect­ed mon­ey—he was avari­cious al­ready—and had a whole box­ful of coins that he had stolen from his moth­er.

			Pelle con­sid­ered a lit­tle. “No,” he said. “Be­cause you’ll nev­er grow up; you’re a dwarf!” The tone of his voice was one of sheer en­vy.

			“That’s what the Sow says too! But then I’ll show my­self for mon­ey at the fairs and on Mid­sum­mer Eve on the com­mon. Then I shall get fright­ful­ly rich.”

			Pelle was in­ward­ly trou­bled. Should he give him the whole fifty öres for noth­ing at all? He had nev­er heard of any­one do­ing such a thing. And per­haps some day, when Rud had be­come enor­mous­ly rich, he would get half of it. “Will you have it?” he asked, but re­gret­ted it in­stant­ly.

			Rud stretched out his hand ea­ger­ly, but Pelle spat in­to it. “It can wait un­til we’ve had our din­ner any­how,” he said, and went over to the bas­ket. For a lit­tle while they stood gaz­ing in­to the emp­ty bas­ket.

			“The Sow’s been here,” said Rud, putting out his tongue.

			Pelle nod­ded. “She is a beast!”

			“A thief,” said Rud.

			They took the sun’s mea­sure. Rud de­clared that if you could see it when you bent down and looked be­tween your legs, then it was five o’clock. Pelle be­gan to put on his clothes.

			Rud was cir­cling about him. “I say!” he said sud­den­ly. “If I may have it, I’ll let you whip me with net­tles.”

			“On your bare body?” asked Pelle.

			Rud nod­ded.

			In a sec­ond Pelle was out of his trousers again, and run­ning to a patch of net­tles. He pulled them up with the as­sis­tance of a dock-leak, as many as he could hold, and came back again. Rud lay down, face down­wards, on a lit­tle mound, and the whip­ping be­gan.

			The agree­ment was a hun­dred strokes, but when Rud had re­ceived ten, he got up and re­fused to have any more.

			“Then you won’t get the mon­ey,” said Pelle. “Will you or won’t you?” He was red with ex­cite­ment and the ex­er­tion, and the per­spi­ra­tion al­ready stood in beads down his slen­der back, for he had worked with a will. “Will you or won’t you? Sev­en­ty-five strokes then!” Pelle’s voice quiv­ered with ea­ger­ness, and he had to di­late his nos­trils to get air enough; his limbs be­gan to trem­ble.

			“No—on­ly six­ty—you hit so hard! And I must have the mon­ey first, or you may cheat me.”

			“I don’t cheat,” said Pelle gloomi­ly. But Rud held to his point.

			Pelle’s body writhed; he was like a fer­ret that has tast­ed blood. With a jerk he threw the coin at Rud, and grum­bling, pushed him down. He wept in­ward­ly be­cause he had let him off forty strokes; but he made up his mind to lay in­to him all the hard­er for it.

			Then he beat, slow­ly and with all his might, while Rud bur­rowed with his head in the grass and clasped the mon­ey tight­ly to keep up his strength. There was ha­tred in ev­ery stroke that Pelle struck, and they went like shocks through his play­mate’s body, but he nev­er ut­tered a cry. No, there was no point in his cry­ing, for the coin he held in his hand took away the pain. But about Pelle’s body the air burnt like fire, his arms be­gan to give way with fa­tigue, and his in­cli­na­tion di­min­ished with ev­ery stroke. It was toil, noth­ing but hard toil. And the mon­ey—the beau­ti­ful half-kro­ne—was slip­ping far­ther and far­ther away, and he would be poor once more; and Rud was not even cry­ing! At the forty-sixth stroke he turned his face and put out his tongue, where­at Pelle burst in­to a roar, threw down the frayed net­tle-stalks, and ran away to the fir-plan­ta­tion.

			There he sat for the rest of the day un­der a dune, griev­ing over his loss, while Rud lay un­der the bank of the stream, bathing his blis­tered body with wet earth.

		
	
		
			X

			Af­ter all, Per Olsen was not the sort of man they had thought him. Now that he had been set free in that way, the thing would have been for him to have giv­en a help­ing hand to that poor fel­low, Long Ole; for af­ter all it was for his sake that Ole’s mis­for­tune had come up­on him. But did he do it? No, he be­gan to amuse him­self. It was drink­ing and dis­si­pa­tion and pet­ti­coats all the sum­mer through; and now at Mar­t­in­mas he left and took work at the quar­ry, so as to be more his own mas­ter. There was not suf­fi­cient lib­er­ty for him at Stone Farm. What good there was left in him would find some­thing to do up there.

			Long Ole could not, of course, re­main at Stone Farm, crip­pled as he was. Through kind­ness on the part of the farmer, he was paid his half-wage; that was more than he had any claim to, and enough at any rate to take him home and let him try some­thing or oth­er. There were many kinds of work that at a pinch could be per­formed with one hand; and now while he had the mon­ey he ought to have got an iron hook; it could be strapped to the wrist, and was not bad to hold tools with.

			But Ole had grown weak and had great dif­fi­cul­ty in mak­ing up his mind. He con­tin­ued to hang about the farm, not­with­stand­ing all that the bailiff did to get him away. At last they had to put his things out, to the west of the farm; and there they lay most of the sum­mer, while he him­self slept among the stacks, and begged food of the work­ers in the fields. But this could not go on when the cold set in.

			But then one day in the au­tumn, his things were gone. Jo­han­na Pihl—com­mon­ly called the Sow—had tak­en him in. She felt the cold, too, in spite of her fat, and as the proverb says: It’s eas­i­er for two to keep warm than one; but what­ev­er was her rea­son for do­ing it, Long Ole might thank his Mak­er for her. There was al­ways ba­con hang­ing in her chim­ney.

			Lasse and Pelle looked for­ward to term-day with anx­i­ety. What changes would it bring this time for peo­ple? So much de­pend­ed on that. Be­sides the head man, they were to have new sec­ond and third men and some new maids. They were al­ways chang­ing at Stone Farm when they could. Kar­na, poor soul, was bound to stay, as she had set her mind up­on youth, and would ab­so­lute­ly be where Gus­tav was! Gus­tav stayed be­cause Bod­il stayed, so un­nat­u­ral­ly fond was he of that girl, al­though she was not worth it. And Bod­il her­self knew well enough what she was do­ing! There must be more in it than met the eye when a girl dressed, as she did, in ex­pen­sive, town-bought clothes.

			Lasse and Pelle re­mained, sim­ply be­cause there was no oth­er place in the world for them to go to. All through the year they made plans for mak­ing a change, but when the time for giv­ing no­tice ap­proached, Lasse be­came qui­et and let it go past.

			Of late he had giv­en no lit­tle thought to the sub­ject of mar­ry­ing again. There was some­thing God­for­sak­en about this soli­tary ex­is­tence for a man of his age; you be­came old and worn out be­fore your time, when you hadn’t a wife and a house. On the heath near Broth­er Kalle’s, there was a house that he could have with­out pay­ing any­thing down. He of­ten dis­cussed it with Pelle, and the boy was ready for any­thing new.

			It should be a wife who could look af­ter ev­ery­thing and make the house com­fort­able; and above all she must be a hard­work­ing wom­an. It would not come amiss ei­ther if she had a lit­tle of her own, but let that be as it might, if on­ly she was good-na­tured. Kar­na would have suit­ed in all re­spects, both Lasse and Pelle hav­ing al­ways had a lik­ing for her ev­er since the day she freed Pelle from the pupil’s clutch­es; but it was noth­ing to of­fer her as long as she was so set up­on Gus­tav. They must bide their time; per­haps she would come to her sens­es, or some­thing else might turn up.

			“Then there’d be cof­fee in bed on Sun­day morn­ings!” said Pelle, with rap­ture.

			“Yes, and per­haps we’d get a lit­tle horse, and in­vite Broth­er Kalle for a drive now and then,” added Lasse solemn­ly.

			

			At last it was re­al­ly to be! In the evening Lasse and Pelle had been to the shop and bought a slate and pen­cil, and Pelle was now stand­ing at the sta­ble-door with a beat­ing heart and the slate un­der his arm. It was a frosty Oc­to­ber morn­ing, but the boy was quite hot af­ter his wash. He had on his best jack­et, and his hair had been combed with wa­ter.

			Lasse hov­ered about him, brush­ing him here and there with his sleeve, and was even more ner­vous than the boy. Pelle had been born to poor cir­cum­stances, had been chris­tened, and had had to earn his bread from the time he was a lit­tle boy—all ex­act­ly as he had done him­self. So far there was no dif­fer­ence to be seen; it might very well have been Lasse him­self over again, from the big ears and the “cow’s-lick” on the fore­head, to the way the boy walked and wore out the bot­toms of his trous­er-legs. But this was some­thing strik­ing­ly new. Nei­ther Lasse nor any of his fam­i­ly had ev­er gone to school; it was some­thing new that had come with­in the reach of his fam­i­ly, a bless­ing from Heav­en that had fall­en up­on the boy and him­self. It felt like a push up­ward; the im­pos­si­ble was with­in reach; what might not hap­pen to a per­son who had book-learn­ing! You might be­come mas­ter of a work­shop, a clerk, per­haps even a school­mas­ter.

			“Now do take care of the slate, and see that you don’t break it!” he said ad­mon­ish­ing­ly. “And keep out of the way of the big boys un­til you can hold your own with them. But if any of them sim­ply won’t let you alone, mind you man­age to hit first! That takes the in­cli­na­tion out of most of them, es­pe­cial­ly if you hit hard; he who hits first hits twice, as the old proverb says. And then you must lis­ten well, and keep in mind all that your teach­er says; and if any­one tries to en­tice you in­to play­ing and lark­ing be­hind his back, don’t do it. And re­mem­ber that you’ve got a pock­et-hand­ker­chief, and don’t use your fin­gers, for that isn’t po­lite. If there’s no one to see you, you can save the hand­ker­chief, of course, and then it’ll last all the longer. And take care of your nice jack­et. And if the teach­er’s la­dy in­vites you in to cof­fee, you mustn’t take more than one piece of cake, mind.”

			Lasse’s hands trem­bled while he talked.

			“She’s sure not to do that,” said Pelle, with a su­pe­ri­or air.

			“Well, well, now go, so that you don’t get there too late—the very first day, too. And if there’s some tool or oth­er want­ing, you must say we’ll get it at once, for we aren’t al­to­geth­er pau­pers!” And Lasse slapped his pock­et; but it did not make much noise, and Pelle knew quite well that they had no mon­ey; they had got the slate and pen­cil on cred­it.

			Lasse stood look­ing af­ter the boy as long as he was in sight, and then went to his work of crush­ing oil­cakes. He put them in­to a ves­sel to soak, and poured wa­ter on them, all the while talk­ing soft­ly to him­self.

			There was a knock at the out­side sta­ble-door, and Lasse went to open it. It was Broth­er Kalle.

			“Good day, broth­er!” he said, with his cheer­ful smile. “Here comes his Majesty from the quar­ries!” He wad­dled in up­on his bow legs, and the two ex­changed hearty greet­ings. Lasse was de­light­ed at the vis­it.

			“What a pleas­ant time we had with you the oth­er evening!” said Lasse, tak­ing his broth­er by the hand.

			“That’s a long time ago now. But you must look in again one evening soon. Grand­moth­er looks up­on both of you with a fa­vor­able eye!” Kalle’s eyes twin­kled mis­chie­vous­ly.

			“How is she, poor body? Has she at all got over the hurt to her eye? Pelle came home the oth­er day and told me that the chil­dren had been so un­for­tu­nate as to put a stick in­to her eye. It quite up­set me. You had to have the doc­tor, too!”

			“Well, it wasn’t quite like that,” said Kalle. “I had moved grand­moth­er’s spin­ning-wheel my­self one morn­ing when I was putting her room to rights, and then I for­got to put it back in its place. Then when she was go­ing to stoop down to pick up some­thing from the floor, the spin­dle went in­to her eye; of course she’s used to have ev­ery­thing stand ex­act­ly in its place. So re­al­ly the hon­or’s due to me.” He smiled all over his face.

			Lasse shook his head sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly. “And she got over it fair­ly well?” he asked.

			“No; it went al­to­geth­er wrong, and she lost the sight of that eye.”

			Lasse looked at him with dis­ap­proval.

			Kalle caught him­self up, ap­par­ent­ly very much hor­ri­fied. “Eh, what non­sense I’m talk­ing! She lost the blind­ness of that eye, I ought to have said. Isn’t that all wrong, too? You put some­body’s eye out, and she be­gins to see! Up­on my word, I think I’ll set up as an eye-doc­tor af­ter this, for there’s not much dif­fi­cul­ty in it.”

			“What do you say? She’s be­gun to—? Now you’re too mer­ry! You oughtn’t to joke about ev­ery­thing.”

			“Well, well, jok­ing apart, as the prophet said when his wife scratched him—she can re­al­ly see with that eye now.”

			Lasse looked sus­pi­cious­ly at him for a lit­tle while be­fore he yield­ed. “Why, it’s quite a mir­a­cle!” he then said.

			“Yes, that’s what the doc­tor said. The point of the spin­dle had act­ed as a kind of op­er­a­tion. But it might just as eas­i­ly have tak­en the oth­er di­rec­tion. Yes, we had the doc­tor to her three times; it was no use be­ing nig­gard­ly.” Kalle stood and tried to look im­por­tant; he had stuck his thumbs in­to his waist­coat pock­ets.

			“It cost a lot of mon­ey, I sup­pose?”

			“That’s what I thought, too, and I wasn’t very hap­py when I asked the doc­tor how much it would be. Twen­ty-five kro­nes, he said, and it didn’t sound any­thing more than when any of us ask for a piece of bread-and-drip­ping. ‘Will the doc­tor be so kind as to wait a few days so that I can get the cow prop­er­ly sold?’ I asked. ‘What!’ he says, and glares at me over his spec­ta­cles. ‘You don’t mean to sell the cow so as to pay me? You mustn’t do that on any ac­count; I’ll wait till times are bet­ter.’ ‘We come off eas­i­ly, even if we get rid of the cow,’ I said. ‘How so?’ he asks, as we go out to the car­riage—it was the farmer of Kaase Farm that was driv­ing for me. So I told him that Maria and I had been think­ing of sell­ing ev­ery­thing so that grand­moth­er might go over and be op­er­at­ed. He said noth­ing to that, but climbed up in­to the car­riage; but while I was stand­ing like this, but­ton­ing up his foot-bag, he seizes me by the col­lar and says: ‘Do you know, you lit­tle bow­legged crea­ture!’ (Kalle im­i­tat­ed the doc­tor’s town speech), ‘You’re the best man I’ve ev­er met, and you don’t owe me a brass far­thing! For that mat­ter, it was you your­self that per­formed the op­er­a­tion.’ ‘Then I ought al­most to have had the mon­ey,’ I said. Then he laughed and gave me a box on the ears with his fur cap. He’s a fine man, that doc­tor, and fear­ful­ly clever; they say that he has one kind of mix­ture that he cures all kinds of ill­ness with.”

			They were sit­ting in the herds­man’s room up­on the green chest, and Lasse had brought out a lit­tle gin. “Drink, broth­er!” he said again and again. “It takes some­thing to keep out this Oc­to­ber driz­zle.”

			“Many thanks, but you must drink! But I was go­ing to say, you should see grand­moth­er! She goes round peep­ing at ev­ery­thing with her one eye; if it’s on­ly a but­ton, she keeps on star­ing at it. So that’s what that looks like, and that! She’s for­got­ten what the things look like, and when she sees a thing, she goes to it to feel it af­ter­ward—to find out what it is, she ac­tu­al­ly says. She would have noth­ing to do with us the first few days; when she didn’t hear us talk or walk, she thought we were strangers, even though she saw us there be­fore her eyes.”

			“And the lit­tle ones?” asked Lasse.

			“Thank you, An­na’s is fat and well, but our own seems to have come to a stand­still. Af­ter all, it’s the young pigs you ought to breed with. By the by”—Kalle took out his purse—“while we’re at it, don’t let me for­get the ten kro­nes I got from you for the chris­ten­ings.”

			Lasse pushed it away. “Nev­er mind that,” he said. “You may have a lot to go through yet. How many mouths are there now? Four­teen or fif­teen, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes; but two take their moth­er’s milk, like the par­son’s wife’s chick­ens; so that’s all saved. And if things be­came dif­fi­cult, one’s sure­ly man enough to wring a few pence out of one’s nose?” He seized his nose and gave it a rapid twist, and held out his hand. A fold­ed ten-kro­ne note lay in it.

			Lasse laughed at the trick, but would not hear of tak­ing the mon­ey; and for a time it passed back­ward and for­ward be­tween them. “Well, well!” said Kalle at last, keep­ing the note; “thank you very much, then! And good­bye, broth­er! I must be go­ing.” Lasse went out with him, and sent many greet­ings.

			“We shall come and look you up very soon,” he called out af­ter his broth­er.

			When af­ter a lit­tle while he re­turned to his room, the note lay up­on the bed. Kalle must have seen his op­por­tu­ni­ty to put it there, con­jur­er that he was. Lasse put it aside to give to Kalle’s wife, when an oc­ca­sion pre­sent­ed it­self.

			Long be­fore the time, Lasse was on the look­out for Pelle. He found the soli­tude weari­some, now that he was used to hav­ing the boy about him from morn­ing till night. At last he came, out of breath with run­ning, for he had longed to get home too.

			Noth­ing ei­ther ter­ri­ble or re­mark­able had hap­pened at school. Pelle had to give a cir­cum­stan­tial ac­count, point by point, “Well, what can you do?” the mas­ter had asked, tak­ing him by the ear—quite kind­ly, of course. “I can pull the mad bull to the wa­ter with­out Fa­ther Lasse help­ing at all,” Pelle had an­swered, and then the whole class had laughed.

			“Yes, yes, but can you read?”

			No, Pelle could not do that—“or else I shouldn’t have come here,” he was on the point of adding. “It was a good thing you didn’t an­swer that,” said Lasse; “but what more then?” Well, then Pelle was put up­on the low­est bench, and the boy next him was set to teach him his let­ters.

			“Do you know them, then?”

			No, Pelle did not know them that day, but when a cou­ple of weeks had passed, he knew most of them, and wrote them with chalk on the posts. He had not learned to write, but his hand could im­i­tate any­thing he had seen, and he drew the let­ters just as they stood in print in the spell­ing-book.

			Lasse went and looked at them dur­ing his work, and had them re­peat­ed to him end­less­ly; but they would not stick prop­er­ly. “What’s that one there?” he was per­pet­u­al­ly ask­ing.

			Pelle an­swered with a su­pe­ri­or air: “That? Have you for­got­ten it al­ready? I knew that af­ter I’d on­ly seen it once! That’s M.”

			“Yes, of course it is! I can’t think where my head is to­day. M, yes—of course it’s M! Now what can that be used for, eh?”

			“It’s the first let­ter in the word ‘emp­ty,’ of course!” said Pelle con­se­quen­tial­ly.

			“Yes, of course! But you didn’t find that out for your­self; the mas­ter told you.”

			“No, I found it out by my­self.”

			“Did you, now? Well, you’ve be­come clever—if on­ly you don’t be­come as clever as sev­en fools.”

			Lasse was out of spir­its; but very soon he gave in, and fell in­to whole­heart­ed ad­mi­ra­tion of his son. And the in­struc­tion was con­tin­ued while they worked. It was for­tu­nate for Pelle that his fa­ther was so slow, for he did not get on very fast him­self, when once he had mas­tered all that was ca­pa­ble of be­ing picked up spon­ta­neous­ly by a quick in­tel­li­gence. The boy who had to teach him—Slop­py, he was called—was the dunce of the class and had al­ways been bot­tom un­til now Pelle had come and tak­en his place.

			Two weeks of school had great­ly changed Pelle’s ideas on this sub­ject. On the first few days he ar­rived in a state of anx­ious ex­pec­ta­tion, and all his courage for­sook him as he crossed the thresh­old of the school. For the first time in his life he felt that he was good for noth­ing. Trem­bling with awe, he opened his per­cep­tions to this new and un­fa­mil­iar thing that was to un­veil for him all the mys­ter­ies of the world, if on­ly he kept his ears open; and he did so. But there was no awe-in­spir­ing man, who looked at them af­fec­tion­ate­ly through gold-rimmed spec­ta­cles while he told them about the sun and the moon and all the won­ders of the world. Up and down the mid­dle pas­sage walked a man in a dirty linen coat and with gray bris­tles pro­ject­ing from his nos­trils. As he walked he swung the cane and smoked his pipe; or he sat at the desk and read the news­pa­per. The chil­dren were noisy and rest­less, and when the noise broke out in­to open con­flict, the man dashed down from his desk, and hit out in­dis­crim­i­nate­ly with his cane. And Pelle him­self, well he was cou­pled—for good, it ap­peared—to a dirty boy, cov­ered with scro­fu­lous sores, who pinched his arm ev­ery time he read his b-a—ba, b-e—be wrong. The on­ly vari­a­tion was an hour’s dai­ly ex­am­i­na­tion in the te­dious ob­ser­va­tions in the class-book, and the Sat­ur­day’s un­couth hymn-re­peat­ing.

			For a time Pelle swal­lowed ev­ery­thing whole, and passed it on faith­ful­ly to his fa­ther; but at last he tired of it. It was not his na­ture to re­main long pas­sive to his sur­round­ings, and one fine day he had thrown aside all in­junc­tions and in­ten­tions, and dived in­to the midst of the fun.

			Af­ter this he had less in­for­ma­tion to im­part, but on the oth­er hand there were the thou­sands of knav­ish tricks to tell about. And fa­ther Lasse shook his head and com­pre­hend­ed noth­ing; but he could not help laugh­ing.

		
	
		
			XI

			
				
					“A safe strong­hold our God is still,
					

					A trusty shield and wea—pon;
					

					He’ll help us clear from all the ill
					

					That hath us now o’er­ta—ken.
					

					The an­cient prince of hell
					

					Hath risen with pur­pose fell;
					

					Strong mail of craft and pow­er
					

					He weareth in this hour;
					

					On earth is not his fel—low.”
				

			

			The whole school sat sway­ing back­ward and for­ward in time to the rhythm, grind­ing out hymns in end­less suc­ces­sion. Fris, the mas­ter, was walk­ing up and down the mid­dle pas­sage, smok­ing his pipe; he was tak­ing ex­er­cise af­ter an hour’s read­ing of the pa­per. He was us­ing the cane to beat time with, now and then let­ting it de­scend up­on the back of an of­fend­er, but al­ways on­ly at the end of a line—as a kind of note of ad­mi­ra­tion. Fris could not bear to have the rhythm bro­ken. The chil­dren who did not know the hymn were car­ried along by the crowd, some of them con­tent­ing them­selves with mov­ing their lips, while oth­ers made up words of their own. When the lat­ter were too dread­ful, their neigh­bors laughed, and then the cane de­scend­ed.

			When one verse came to an end, Fris quick­ly start­ed the next; for the mill was hard to set in mo­tion again when once it had come to a stand­still. “With for—!” and the half-hun­dred chil­dren car­ried it on—

			
				
					“With force of arms we noth­ing can,
					

					Full soon were we down­rid—den;”
				

			

			Then Fris had an­oth­er breath­ing-space in which to en­joy his pipe and be lulled by this noise that spoke of great and in­dus­tri­ous ac­tiv­i­ty. When things went as they were now go­ing, his ex­as­per­a­tion calmed down for a time, and he could smile at his thoughts as he paced up and down, and, old though he was, look at the bright side of life. Peo­ple in pass­ing stopped to re­joice over the dili­gence dis­played, and Fris beat more briskly with the cane, and felt a long-for­got­ten ide­al stir­ring with­in him; he had this whole flock of chil­dren to ed­u­cate for life, he was en­gaged in cre­at­ing the com­ing gen­er­a­tion.

			When the hymn came to an end, he got them, with­out a pause, turned on to “Who puts his trust in God alone,” and from that again to “We all, we all have faith in God.” They had had them all three the whole win­ter through, and now at last, af­ter tremen­dous la­bor, he had brought them so far that they could say them more or less to­geth­er.

			The hymn­book was the busi­ness of Fris’s life, and his forty years as parish-clerk had led to his know­ing the whole of it by heart. In ad­di­tion to this he had a nat­u­ral gift. As a child Fris had been in­tend­ed for the min­istry, and his stud­ies as a young man were in ac­cor­dance with that in­ten­tion. Bible words came with ef­fect from his lips, and his prospects were of the best, when an ill-na­tured bird came all the way from the Faroe Is­lands to bring trou­ble up­on him. Fris fell down two flights from spir­i­tu­al guide to parish-clerk and child-whip­per. The lat­ter of­fice he looked up­on as al­most too trans­par­ent a pun­ish­ment from Heav­en, and ar­ranged his school as a minia­ture cler­i­cal charge.

			The whole vil­lage bore traces of his work. There was not much knowl­edge of read­ing and writ­ing, but when it was a ques­tion of hymns and Bible texts, these fish­er­men and lit­tle ar­ti­sans were bad to beat. Fris took to him­self the cred­it for the fair­ly good cir­cum­stances of the adults, and the re­ceipt of prop­er wages by the young men. He fol­lowed each one of them with some­thing of a fa­ther’s eyes, and con­sid­ered them all to be prac­ti­cal­ly a suc­cess. And he was on friend­ly terms with them once they had left school. They would come to the old bach­e­lor and have a chat, and re­lieve their minds of some dif­fi­cul­ty or oth­er.

			But it was al­ways an­oth­er mat­ter with the con­found­ed brood that sat up­on the school bench­es for the time be­ing; it re­sist­ed learn­ing with might and main, and Fris proph­e­sied it no good in the fu­ture.

			Fris hat­ed the chil­dren. But he loved these square­ly built hymns, which seemed to wear out the whole class, while he him­self could give them with­out re­lax­ing a mus­cle. And when it went as it was do­ing to­day, he could quite for­get that there were such things as chil­dren, and give him­self up to this end­less pro­ces­sion, in which col­umn af­ter col­umn filed past him, in the foot­fall of the rhythm. It was not hymns, ei­ther; it was a mighty march-past of the strong things of life, in which there stretched, in one end­less tone, all that Fris him­self had failed to at­tain. That was why he nod­ded so hap­pi­ly, and why the loud tramp of feet rose around him like the ac­cla­ma­tions of armies, an Ave Cae­sar.

			He was sit­ting with the third sup­ple­ment of his news­pa­per be­fore him, but was not read­ing; his eyes were closed, and his head moved gen­tly to the rhythm.

			The chil­dren bab­bled on cease­less­ly, al­most with­out stop­ping for breath; they were hyp­no­tized by the mo­not­o­nous flow of words. They were like the geese that had been giv­en leave by the fox to say a prayer be­fore they were eat­en, and now went on pray­ing and pray­ing for­ev­er and ev­er. When they came to the end of the three hymns, they be­gan again by them­selves. The mill kept get­ting loud­er, they kept the time with their feet, and it was like the stroke of a mighty pis­ton, a boom! Fris nod­ded with them, and a long tuft of hair flapped in his face; he fell in­to an ec­sta­sy, and could not sit still up­on his chair.

			
				
					“And were this world all dev­ils o’er,
					

					And watch­ing to de­vour—us,
					

					We lay it not to heart so sore;
					

					Not they can over­pow­er us.”
				

			

			It sound­ed like a stamp­ing-mill; some were beat­ing their slates up­on the ta­bles, and oth­ers thump­ing with their el­bows. Fris did not hear it; he heard on­ly the mighty tramp of ad­vanc­ing hosts.

			
				
					“And let the prince of ill
					

					Look grim as e’er he will,”—
				

			

			Sud­den­ly, at a pre­con­cert­ed sig­nal, the whole school stopped singing. Fris was brought to earth again with a shock. He opened his eyes, and saw that he had once more al­lowed him­self to be tak­en by sur­prise. “You lit­tle dev­ils! You con­found­ed brats!” he roared, div­ing in­to their midst with his cane. In a mo­ment the whole school was in a tu­mult, the boys fight­ing and the girls scream­ing. Fris be­gan hit­ting about him.

			He tried to bring them back to the pat­ter. “Who puts his trust in God alone!” he shout­ed in a voice that drowned the clam­or; but they did not take it up—the lit­tle dev­ils! Then he hit in­dis­crim­i­nate­ly. He knew quite well that one was just as good as an­oth­er, and was not par­tic­u­lar where the strokes fell. He took the long-haired ones by the hair and dragged them to the ta­ble, and thrashed them un­til the cane be­gan to split. The boys had been wait­ing for this; they had them­selves rubbed onion in­to the cane that morn­ing, and the most de­fi­ant of them had on sev­er­al pairs of trousers for the oc­ca­sion.

			When the cracked sound pro­claimed that the cane was in process of dis­in­te­gra­tion, the whole school burst in­to deaf­en­ing cheers. Fris had thrown up the game, and let them go on. He walked up and down the mid­dle pas­sage like a suf­fer­ing an­i­mal, his gall ris­ing. “You lit­tle dev­ils!” he hissed; “You in­fer­nal brats!” And then, “Do sit still, chil­dren!” This last was so ridicu­lous­ly touch­ing in the midst of all the rest, that it had to be im­i­tat­ed.

			Pelle sat far­thest away, in the cor­ner. He was fair­ly new at this sort of thing, but did his best. Sud­den­ly he jumped on to the ta­ble, and danced there in his stockinged feet. Fris gazed at him so strange­ly, Pelle thought; he was like Fa­ther Lasse when ev­ery­thing went wrong; and he slid down, ashamed. No­body had no­ticed his ac­tion, how­ev­er; it was far too or­di­nary.

			It was a deaf­en­ing up­roar, and now and then an ill-na­tured re­mark was hurled out of the seething tu­mult. Where they came from it was dif­fi­cult to say; but ev­ery one of them hit Fris and made him cow­er. False steps made in his youth on the oth­er side of the wa­ter fifty years ago, were brought up again here on the lips of these ig­no­rant chil­dren, as well as some of his best ac­tions, that had been so un­selfish that the dis­trict put the very worst in­ter­pre­ta­tion up­on them. And as if that were not enough—but hush! He was sob­bing.

			“Sh—sh! Sh—sh!” It was Hen­ry Bod­ker, the big­gest boy in the school, and he was stand­ing on a bench and sh—ing threat­en­ing­ly. The girls adored him, and be­came qui­et di­rect­ly; but some of the boys would not obey the or­der; but when Hen­ry held his clenched fist up to one eye, they too be­came qui­et.

			Fris walked up and down the mid­dle pas­sage like a par­doned of­fend­er. He did not dare to raise his eyes, but they could all see that he was cry­ing. “It’s a shame!” said a voice in an un­der­tone. All eyes were turned up­on him, and there was per­fect si­lence in the room. “Play­time!” cried a boy’s voice in a tone of com­mand: it was Nilen’s. Fris nod­ded fee­bly, and they rushed out.

			Fris re­mained be­hind to col­lect him­self. He walked up and down with his hands be­hind his back, swal­low­ing hard. He was go­ing to send in his res­ig­na­tion. Ev­ery time things went quite wrong, Fris sent in his res­ig­na­tion, and when he had come to him­self a lit­tle, he put it off un­til the spring ex­am­i­na­tions were over. He would not leave in this way, as a kind of fail­ure. This very win­ter he had worked as he had nev­er done be­fore, in or­der that his res­ig­na­tion might have some­what the ef­fect of a bomb, and that they might re­al­ly feel it as a loss when he had gone. When the ex­am­i­na­tion was held, he would take the hymn­book for rep­e­ti­tion in cho­rus—right from the be­gin­ning. Some of the chil­dren would quick­ly drop be­hind, but there were some of them, in­to whom, in the course of time, he had ham­mered most of its con­tents. Long be­fore they had run out, the cler­gy­man would lift his hand to stop them, and say: “That’s enough, my dear clerk! That’s enough!” and would thank him in a voice of emo­tion; while the school com­mit­tee and the par­ents would whis­per to­geth­er in awed ad­mi­ra­tion.

			And then would be the time to re­sign!

			The school lay on the out­skirts of the fish­ing-vil­lage, and the play­ground was the shore. When the boys were let out af­ter a few hours’ lessons, they were like young cat­tle out for the first time af­ter the long win­ter. They dart­ed, like flit­ting swal­lows, in all di­rec­tions, threw them­selves up­on the fresh ram­part of sea-wrack and beat one an­oth­er about the ears with the salt wet weeds. Pelle was not fond of this game; the sharp weed stung, and some­times there were stones hang­ing to it, grown right in.

			But he dared not hold him­self aloof, for that would at­tract at­ten­tion at once. The thing was to join in it and yet not be in it, to make him­self lit­tle and big ac­cord­ing to the re­quire­ments of the mo­ment, so as to be at one time un­seen, and at an­oth­er to ex­ert a ter­ri­fy­ing ef­fect. He had his work cut out in twist­ing and turn­ing, and slip­ping in and out.

			The girls al­ways kept to­geth­er in one cor­ner of the play­ground, told tit­tle-tat­tle and ate their lunch, but the boys ran all over the place like swal­lows in aim­less flight. A big boy was stand­ing crouch­ing close to the gym­nas­tic ap­pa­ra­tus, with his arm hid­ing his face, and munch­ing. They whirled about him ex­cit­ed­ly, now one and now an­oth­er mak­ing the cir­cle nar­row­er and nar­row­er. Pe­ter Ko­fod—Howl­ing Pe­ter—looked as if the world were sail­ing un­der him; he clung to the climb­ing-pole and hid his face. When they came close up to him, they kicked up be­hind with a roar, and the boy screamed with ter­ror, turned up his face and broke in­to a long-drawn howl. Af­ter­ward he was giv­en all the food that the oth­ers could not eat.

			Howl­ing Pe­ter was al­ways eat­ing and al­ways howl­ing. He was a pau­per child and an or­phan; he was big for his age, but had a strange­ly blue and frozen look. His fright­ened eyes stood half out of his head, and be­neath them the flesh was swollen and puffy with cry­ing. He start­ed at the least sound, and there was al­ways an ex­pres­sion of fear on his face. The boys nev­er re­al­ly did him any harm, but they screamed and crouched down when­ev­er they passed him—they could not re­sist it. Then he would scream too, and cow­er with fear. The girls would some­times run up and tap him on the back, and then he screamed in ter­ror. Af­ter­ward all the chil­dren gave him some of their food. He ate it all, roared, and was as fam­ished as ev­er.

			No one could un­der­stand what was wrong with him. Twice he had made an at­tempt to hang him­self, and no­body could give any rea­son for it, not even he him­self. And yet he was not al­to­geth­er stupid. Lasse be­lieved that he was a vi­sion­ary, and saw things that oth­ers could not see, so that the very fact of liv­ing and draw­ing breath fright­ened him. But how­ev­er that might be, Pelle must on no ac­count do any­thing to him, not for all the world.

			The crowd of boys had re­tired to the shore, and there, with lit­tle Nilen at their head, sud­den­ly threw them­selves up­on Hen­ry Bod­ker. He was knocked down and buried be­neath the swarm, which lay in a sprawl­ing heap up­on the top of him, pound­ing down with clenched fists wher­ev­er there was an open­ing. But then a pair of fists be­gan to push up­ward, tchew, tchew, like steam punch­es, the boys rolled off on all sides with their hands to their faces, and Hen­ry Bod­ker emerged from the heap, kick­ing at ran­dom. Nilen was still hang­ing like a leech to the back of his neck, and Hen­ry tore his blouse in get­ting him thrown off. To Pelle he seemed to be tremen­dous­ly big as he stood there, on­ly breath­ing a lit­tle quick­ly. And now the girls came up, and fas­tened his blouse to­geth­er with pins, and gave him sweets; and he, by way of thank­ing them, seized them by their pig­tails and tied them to­geth­er, four or five of them, so that they could not get away from one an­oth­er. They stood still and bore it pa­tient­ly, on­ly gaz­ing at him with eyes of de­vo­tion.

			Pelle had ven­tured in­to the bat­tle and had re­ceived a kick, but he bore no mal­ice. If he had had a sweet, he, like the girls, would have giv­en it to Hen­ry Bod­ker, and would have put up with un­gen­tle treat­ment too. He wor­shipped him. But he mea­sured him­self by Nilen—the lit­tle blood­thirsty Nilen, who had no knowl­edge of fear, and at­tacked so reck­less­ly that the oth­ers got out of his way! He was al­ways in the thick­est of the crowd, jumped right in­to the worst of ev­ery­thing, and came safe­ly out of it all. Pelle ex­am­ined him­self crit­i­cal­ly to find points of re­sem­blance, and found them—in his de­fence of Fa­ther Lasse the first sum­mer, when he kicked a big boy, and in his re­la­tions with the mad bull, of which he was not in the least afraid. But in oth­er points it failed. He was afraid of the dark, and he could not stand a thrash­ing, while Nilen could take his with his hands in his pock­ets. It was Pelle’s first at­tempt at ob­tain­ing a gen­er­al sur­vey of him­self.

			Fris had gone in­land, prob­a­bly to the church, so it would be a play­time of some hours. The boys be­gan to look about for some more last­ing ways of pass­ing the time. The “bulls” went in­to the school­room, and be­gan to play about on the ta­bles and bench­es, but the “blennies” kept to the shore. “Bulls” and “blennies” were the land and the sea in con­flict; the di­vi­sion came nat­u­ral­ly on ev­ery more or less se­ri­ous oc­ca­sion, and some­times gave rise to reg­u­lar bat­tles.

			Pelle kept with the shore boys; Hen­ry Bod­ker and Nilen were among them, and they were some­thing new! They did not care about the land and an­i­mals, but the sea, of which he was afraid, was like a cra­dle to them. They played about on the wa­ter as they would in their moth­er’s par­lor, and had much of its easy move­ment. They were quick­er than Pelle, but not so en­dur­ing; and they had a freer man­ner, and made less of the spot to which they be­longed. They spoke of Eng­land in the most or­di­nary way and brought things to school that their fa­thers and broth­ers had brought home with them from the oth­er side of the world, from Africa and Chi­na. They spent nights on the sea on an open boat, and when they played tru­ant it was al­ways to go fish­ing. The clever­est of them had their own fish­ing-tack­le and lit­tle flat-bot­tomed prams, that they had built them­selves and caulked with oakum. They fished on their own ac­count and caught pike, eels, and tench, which they sold to the wealth­i­er peo­ple in the dis­trict.

			Pelle thought he knew the stream thor­ough­ly, but now he was brought to see it from a new side. Here were boys who in March and April—in the hol­i­days—were up at three in the morn­ing, wad­ing bare­foot at the mouth of the stream to catch the pike and perch that went up in­to the fresh wa­ter to spawn. And no­body told the boys to do it; they did it be­cause they liked it!

			They had strange plea­sures! Now they were stand­ing “be­fore the sea”—in a long, ju­bi­lant row. They ran out with the re­ced­ing wave to the larg­er stones out in the wa­ter, and then stood on the stones and jumped when the wa­ter came up again, like a flock of sea birds. The art con­sist­ed in keep­ing your­self dryshod, and yet it was the quick­est boys who got wettest. There was of course a lim­it to the time you could keep your­self hov­er­ing. When wave fol­lowed wave in quick suc­ces­sion, you had to come down in the mid­dle of it, and then some­times it went over your head. Or an un­usu­al­ly large wave would come and catch all the legs as they were drawn up in the mid­dle of the jump, when the whole row turned beau­ti­ful­ly, and fell splash in­to the wa­ter. Then with, a deaf­en­ing noise they went up to the school­room to turn the “bulls” away from the stove.

			Far­ther along the shore, there were gen­er­al­ly some boys sit­ting with a ham­mer and a large nail, bor­ing holes in the stones there. They were sons of stone­ma­sons from be­yond the quar­ries. Pelle’s cousin An­ton was among them. When the holes were deep enough, pow­der was pressed in­to them, and the whole school was present at the ex­plo­sion.

			In the morn­ing, when they were wait­ing for the mas­ter, the big boys would stand up by the school wall with their hands in their pock­ets, dis­cussing the amount of can­vas and the home ports of ves­sels pass­ing far out at sea. Pelle lis­tened to them open-mouthed. It was al­ways the sea and what be­longed to the sea that they talked about, and most of it he did not un­der­stand. All these boys want­ed the same thing when they were con­firmed—to go to sea. But Pelle had had enough of it when he crossed from Swe­den; he could not un­der­stand them.

			How care­ful­ly he had al­ways shut his eyes and put his fin­gers in his ears, so that his head should not get filled with wa­ter when he dived in the stream! But these boys swam down un­der the wa­ter like prop­er fish, and from what they said he un­der­stood that they could dive down in deep wa­ter and pick up stones from the bot­tom.

			“Can you see down there, then?” he asked, in won­der.

			“Yes, of course! How else would the fish be able to keep away from the nets? If it’s on­ly moon­light, they keep far out­side, the whole shoal!”

			“And the wa­ter doesn’t run in­to your head when you take your fin­gers out of your ears?”

			“Take your fin­gers out of your ears?”

			“Yes, to pick up the stone.”

			A burst of scorn­ful laugh­ter greet­ed this re­mark, and they be­gan to ques­tion him crafti­ly; he was splen­did—a reg­u­lar coun­try bump­kin! He had the fun­ni­est ideas about ev­ery­thing, and it very soon came out that he had nev­er bathed in the sea. He was afraid of the wa­ter—a “blue-bag”; the stream could not do away with that.

			Af­ter that he was called Blue-bag, not­with­stand­ing that he one day took the cat­tle-whip to school with him and showed them how he could cut three-cor­nered holes in a pair of trousers with the long lash, hit a small stone so that it dis­ap­peared in­to the air, and make those loud re­ports. It was all ex­cel­lent, but the name stuck to him all the same; and all his lit­tle per­son­al­i­ty smart­ed un­der it.

			

			In the course of the win­ter, some strong young men came home to the vil­lage in blue clothes and white neck­cloths. They had laid up, as it was called, and some of them drew wages all through the win­ter with­out do­ing any­thing. They al­ways came over to the school to see the mas­ter; they came in the mid­dle of lessons, but it did not mat­ter; Fris was joy per­son­i­fied. They gen­er­al­ly brought some­thing or oth­er for him—a cigar of such fine qual­i­ty that it was en­closed in glass, or some oth­er re­mark­able thing. And they talked to Fris as they would to a com­rade, told him what they had gone through, so that the lis­ten­ing young­sters hugged them­selves with de­light, and quite un­con­cerned­ly smoked their clay pipes in the class—with the bowl turned non­cha­lant­ly down­ward with­out los­ing its to­bac­co. They had been en­gaged as cook’s boys and or­di­nary sea­men, on the Span­ish main and the Mediter­ranean and many oth­er won­der­ful places. One of them had rid­den up a fire-spout­ing moun­tain on a don­key. And they brought home with them lu­cifer match­es that were as big, al­most, as Pomera­ni­an logs, and were to be struck on the teeth.

			The boys wor­shipped them and talked of noth­ing else; it was a great hon­or to be seen in the com­pa­ny of such a man. For Pelle it was not to be thought of.

			And then it came about that the vil­lage was await­ing the re­turn of one such lad as this, and he did not come. And one day word came that bark so-and-so had gone to the bot­tom with all on board. It was the win­ter storms, said the boys, spit­ting like grown men. The broth­ers and sis­ters were kept away from school for a week, and when they came back Pelle eyed them cu­ri­ous­ly: it must be strange to have a broth­er ly­ing at the bot­tom of the sea, quite young! “Then you won’t want to go to sea?” he asked them. Oh, yes, they want­ed to go to sea, too!

			An­oth­er time Fris came back af­ter an un­usu­al­ly long play­time in low spir­its. He kept on blow­ing his nose hard, and now and then dried his eyes be­hind his spec­ta­cles. The boys nudged one an­oth­er. He cleared his throat loud­ly, but could not make him­self heard, and then beat a few strokes on his desk with the cane.

			“Have you heard, chil­dren?” he asked, when they had be­come more or less qui­et.

			“No! Yes! What?” they cried in cho­rus; and one boy said: “That the sun’s fall­en in­to the sea and set it on fire!”

			The mas­ter qui­et­ly took up his hymn­book. “Shall we sing ‘How blessed are they’?” he said; and they knew that some­thing must have hap­pened, and sang the hymn se­ri­ous­ly with him.

			But at the fifth verse Fris stopped; he could not go on any longer. “Pe­ter Funck is drowned!” he said, in a voice that broke on the last word. A hor­ri­fied whis­per passed through the class, and they looked at one an­oth­er with un­com­pre­hend­ing eyes. Pe­ter Funck was the most ac­tive boy in the vil­lage, the best swim­mer, and the great­est scamp the school had ev­er had—and he was drowned!

			Fris walked up and down, strug­gling to con­trol him­self. The chil­dren dropped in­to soft­ly whis­pered con­ver­sa­tion about Pe­ter Funck, and all their faces had grown old with grav­i­ty. “Where did it hap­pen?” asked a big boy.

			Fris awoke with a sigh. He had been think­ing about this boy, who had shirked ev­ery­thing, and had then be­come the best sailor in the vil­lage; about all the thrash­ings he had giv­en him, and the pleas­ant hours they had spent to­geth­er on win­ter evenings when the lad was home from a voy­age and had looked in to see his old mas­ter. There had been much to cor­rect, and things of grave im­por­tance that Fris had had to patch up for the lad in all se­cre­cy, so that they should not af­fect his whole life, and—

			“It was in the North Sea,” he said. “I think they’d been in Eng­land.”

			“To Spain with dried fish,” said a boy. “And from there they went to Eng­land with or­anges, and were bring­ing a car­go of coal home.”

			“Yes, I think that was it,” said Fris. “They were in the North Sea, and were sur­prised by a storm; and Pe­ter had to go aloft.”

			“Yes, for the Trokkadej is such a crazy old hulk. As soon as there’s a lit­tle wind, they have to go aloft and take in sail,” said an­oth­er boy.

			“And he fell down,” Fris went on, “and struck the rail and fell in­to the sea. There were the marks of his sea-boots on the rail. They braced—or what­ev­er it’s called—and man­aged to turn; but it took them half-an-hour to get up to the place. And just as they got there, he sank be­fore their eyes. He had been strug­gling in the icy wa­ter for half-an-hour—with sea-boots and oil­skins on—and yet—”

			A long sigh passed through the class. “He was the best swim­mer on the whole shore!” said Hen­ry. “He dived back­ward off the gun­wale of a bark that was ly­ing in the roads here tak­ing in wa­ter, and came up on the oth­er side of the ves­sel. He got ten rye rusks from the cap­tain him­self for it.”

			“He must have suf­fered ter­ri­bly,” said Fris. “It would al­most have been bet­ter for him if he hadn’t been able to swim.”

			“That’s what my fa­ther says!” said a lit­tle boy. “He can’t swim, for he says it’s bet­ter for a sailor not to be able to; it on­ly keeps you in tor­ture.”

			“My fa­ther can’t swim, ei­ther!” ex­claimed an­oth­er. “Nor mine, ei­ther!” said a third. “He could eas­i­ly learn, but he won’t.” And they went on in this way, hold­ing up their hands. They could all swim them­selves, but it ap­peared that hard­ly any of their fa­thers could; they had a su­per­sti­tious feel­ing against it. “Fa­ther says you oughtn’t to tempt Prov­i­dence if you’re wrecked,” one boy added.

			“Why, but then you’d not be do­ing your best!” ob­ject­ed a lit­tle fal­ter­ing voice. Fris turned quick­ly to­ward the cor­ner where Pelle sat blush­ing to the tips of his ears.

			“Look at that lit­tle man!” said Fris, im­pressed. “And I de­clare if he isn’t right and all the rest of us wrong! God helps those that help them­selves!”

			“Per­haps,” said a voice. It was Hen­ry Bod­ker’s.

			“Well, well, I know He didn’t help here, but still we ought al­ways to do what we can in all the cir­cum­stances of life. Pe­ter did his best—and he was the clever­est boy I ev­er had.”

			The chil­dren smiled at one an­oth­er, re­mem­ber­ing var­i­ous things. Pe­ter Funck had once gone so far as to wres­tle with the mas­ter him­self, but they had not the heart to bring this up. One of the big­ger boys, how­ev­er, said, half for the pur­pose of teas­ing: “He nev­er got any far­ther than the twen­ty-sev­enth hymn!”

			“Didn’t he, in­deed?” snarled Fris. “Didn’t he, in­deed? And you think per­haps you’re clever, do you? Let’s see how far you’ve got, then!” And he took up the hymn­book with a trem­bling hand. He could not stand any­thing be­ing said against boys that had left.

			

			The name Blue-bag con­tin­ued to stick to Pelle, and noth­ing had ev­er stung him so much; and there was no chance of his get­ting rid of it be­fore the sum­mer came, and that was a long way off.

			One day the fish­er-boys ran out on to the break­wa­ter in play­time. A boat had just come in through the pack-ice with a grue­some car­go—five frozen men, one of whom was dead and lay in the fire-en­gine house, while the four oth­ers had been tak­en in­to var­i­ous cot­tages, where they were be­ing rubbed with ice to draw the frost out of them. The farmer-boys were al­lowed no share in all this ex­cite­ment, for the fish­er-boys, who went in and out and saw ev­ery­thing, drove them away if they ap­proached—and sold mea­gre in­for­ma­tion at ex­tor­tion­ate prices.

			The boat had met a Finnish schooner drift­ing in the sea, cov­ered with ice, and with frozen rud­der. She was too heav­i­ly laden, so that the waves went right over her and froze; and the ice had made her sink still deep­er. When she was found, her deck was just on a lev­el with the wa­ter, ropes of the thick­ness of a fin­ger had be­come as thick as an arm with ice, and the men who were lashed to the rig­ging were shape­less mass­es of ice. They were like knights in ar­mor with closed vi­sor when they were tak­en down, and their clothes had to be hacked off their bod­ies. Three boats had gone out now to try and save the ves­sel; there would be a large sum of mon­ey to di­vide if they were suc­cess­ful.

			Pelle was de­ter­mined not to be left out of all this, even if he got his shins kicked in, and so kept near and lis­tened. The boys were talk­ing grave­ly and looked gloomy. What those men had put up with! And per­haps their hands or feet would mor­ti­fy and have to be cut off. Each boy be­haved as if he were bear­ing his share of their suf­fer­ings, and they talked in a man­ly way and in gruff voic­es. “Be off with you, bull!” they called to Pelle. They were not fond of Blue-bags for the mo­ment.

			The tears came to Pelle’s eyes, but he would not give in, and wan­dered away along the wharf.

			“Be off with you!” they shout­ed again, pick­ing up stones in a men­ac­ing way. “Be off to the oth­er bump­kins, will you!” They came up and hit at him. “What are you stand­ing there and star­ing in­to the wa­ter for? You might turn gid­dy and fall in head first! Be off to the oth­er yokels, will you! Blue-bag!”

			Pelle turned lit­er­al­ly gid­dy, with the strength of the de­ter­mi­na­tion that seized up­on his lit­tle brain. “I’m no more a blue-bag than you are!” he said. “Why, you wouldn’t even dare to jump in­to the wa­ter!”

			“Just lis­ten to him! He thinks you jump in­to the wa­ter for fun in the mid­dle of win­ter, and get cramp!”

			Pelle just heard their ex­ul­tant laugh­ter as he sprang off the break­wa­ter, and the wa­ter, thick with ground-up ice, closed above his head. The top of his head ap­peared again, he made two or three strokes with his arms like a dog, and sank.

			The boys ran in con­fu­sion up and down and shout­ed, and one of them got hold of a boat-hook. Then Hen­ry Bod­ker came run­ning up, sprang in head first with­out stop­ping, and dis­ap­peared, while a piece of ice that he had struck with his fore­head made ducks and drakes over the wa­ter. Twice his head ap­peared above the ice-filled wa­ter, to snatch a breath of air, and then he came up with Pelle. They got him hoist­ed up on to the break­wa­ter, and Hen­ry set to work to give him a good thrash­ing.

			Pelle had lost con­scious­ness, but the thrash­ing had the ef­fect of bring­ing him to. He sud­den­ly opened his eyes, was on his legs in a trice, and dart­ed away like a sand­piper.

			“Run home!” the boys roared af­ter him. “Run as hard as ev­er you can, or you’ll be ill! On­ly tell your fa­ther you fell in!” And Pelle ran. He need­ed no per­sua­sion. When he reached Stone Farm, his clothes were frozen quite stiff, and his trousers could stand alone when he got out of them; but he him­self was as warm as a toast.

			He would not lie to his fa­ther, but told him just what had hap­pened. Lasse was an­gry, an­gri­er than the boy had ev­er seen him be­fore.

			Lasse knew how to treat a horse to keep it from catch­ing cold, and be­gan to rub Pelle’s naked body with a wisp of straw, while the boy lay on the bed, toss­ing about un­der the rough han­dling. His fa­ther took no no­tice of his groans, but scold­ed him. “You mad lit­tle dev­il, to jump straight in­to the sea in the mid­dle of win­ter like a lovesick wom­an! You ought to have a whip­ping, that’s what you ought to have—a good sound whip­ping! But I’ll let you off this time if you’ll go to sleep and try to sweat so that we can get that nasty salt wa­ter out of your body. I won­der if it wouldn’t be a good thing to bleed you.”

			Pelle did not want to be bled; he was very com­fort­able ly­ing there, now that he had been sick. But his thoughts were very se­ri­ous. “Sup­pos­ing I’d been drowned!” he said solemn­ly.

			“If you had, I’d have thrashed you to with­in an inch of your life,” said Lasse an­gri­ly.

			Pelle laughed.

			“Oh, you may laugh, you word-catch­er!” snapped Lasse. “But it’s no joke be­ing fa­ther to a lit­tle ne’er-do-well of a cub like you!” Say­ing which he went an­gri­ly out in­to the sta­ble. He kept on lis­ten­ing, how­ev­er, and com­ing up to peep in and see whether fever or any oth­er dev­il­ry had come of it.

			But Pelle slept qui­et­ly with his head un­der the quilt, and dreamed that he was no less a per­son than Hen­ry Bod­ker.

			

			Pelle did not learn to read much that win­ter, but he learned twen­ty and odd hymns by heart on­ly by us­ing his ears, and he got the name Blue-bag, as ap­plied to him­self, com­plete­ly ban­ished. He had gained ground, and strength­ened his po­si­tion by sev­er­al bold strokes; and the school be­gan to take ac­count of him as a brave boy. And Hen­ry, who as a rule took no no­tice of any­body, took him sev­er­al times un­der his wing.

			Now and then he had a bad con­science, es­pe­cial­ly when his fa­ther in his new­ly-awak­ened thirst for knowl­edge, came to him for the so­lu­tion of some prob­lem or oth­er, and he was at a loss for an an­swer.

			“But it’s you who ought to have the learn­ing,” Lasse would then say re­proach­ful­ly.

			As the win­ter drew to an end, and the ex­am­i­na­tion ap­proached, Pelle be­came ner­vous. Many un­com­fort­able re­ports were cur­rent of the sever­i­ty of the ex­am­i­na­tion among the boys—of putting in­to low­er class­es and com­plete dis­missal from the school.

			Pelle had the mis­for­tune not to be heard in­de­pen­dent­ly in a sin­gle hymn. He had to give an ac­count of the Fall. The theft of the ap­ple was easy to get through, but the curse—! “And God said un­to the ser­pent: Up­on thy bel­ly shalt thou go, up­on thy bel­ly shalt thou go, up­on thy bel­ly shalt thou go!” He could get no fur­ther.

			“Does it still do that, then?” asked the cler­gy­man kind­ly.

			“Yes—for it has no limbs.”

			“And can you ex­plain to me what a limb is?” The priest was known to be the best ex­am­in­er on the is­land; he could be­gin in a gut­ter and end in heav­en, peo­ple said.

			“A limb is—is a hand.”

			“Yes, that is one. But can’t you tell me some­thing that dis­tin­guish­es all limbs from oth­er parts of the body? A limb is—well?—a?—a part of the body that can move by it­self, for in­stance? Well!”

			“The ears!” said Pelle, per­haps be­cause his own were burn­ing.

			“O-oh? Can you move your ears, then?”

			“Yes.” By dint of great per­se­ver­ance, Pelle had ac­quired that art in the course of the pre­vi­ous sum­mer, so as not to be out­done by Rud.

			“Then, up­on my word, I should like to see it!” ex­claimed the cler­gy­man.

			So Pelle worked his ears in­dus­tri­ous­ly back­ward and for­ward, and the priest and the school com­mit­tee and the par­ents all laughed. Pelle got “ex­cel­lent” in re­li­gion.

			“So it was your ears af­ter all that saved you,” said Lasse, de­light­ed. “Didn’t I tell you to use your ears well? High­est marks in re­li­gion on­ly for mov­ing your ears! Why, I should think you might be­come a par­son if you liked!”

			And he went on for a long time. But wasn’t he the dev­il of a lad­die to be able to an­swer like that!

		
	
		
			XII

			“Come, cub­by, cub­by, cub­by! Come on, you sil­ly lit­tle chick­en, there’s noth­ing to be afraid of!” Pelle was en­tic­ing his fa­vorite calf with a wisp of green corn; but it was not quite sure of him to­day, for it had had a beat­ing for bad be­hav­ior.

			Pelle felt very much like a fa­ther whose child gives him sor­row and com­pels him to use se­vere mea­sures. And now this mis­un­der­stand­ing—that the calf would have noth­ing to do with him, al­though it was for its own good that he had beat­en it! But there was no help for it, and as long as Pelle had them to mind, he in­tend­ed to be obeyed.

			At last it let him come close up to it, so that he could stroke it. It stood still for a lit­tle and was sulky, but yield­ed at last, ate the green food and snuffed in his face by way of thanks.

			“Will you be good, then?” said Pelle, shak­ing it by its stumps of horns. “Will you, eh?” It tossed its head mis­chie­vous­ly. “Very well, then you shan’t car­ry my coat to­day.”

			The strange thing about this calf was that the first day it was let out, it would not stir, and at last the boy left it be­hind for Lasse to take in again. But no soon­er was it be­hind him than it fol­lowed of its own ac­cord, with its fore­head close to his back; and al­ways af­ter that it walked be­hind him when they went out and came home, and it car­ried his over­coat on its back when it looked as if there would be rain.

			Pelle’s years were few in num­ber, but to his an­i­mals he was a grown man. For­mer­ly he had on­ly been able to make them re­spect him suf­fi­cient­ly to obey him at close quar­ters; but this year he could hit a cow at a dis­tance of a hun­dred paces with a stone, and that gave him pow­er over the an­i­mals at a dis­tance, es­pe­cial­ly when he thought of call­ing out the an­i­mal’s name as he hit it. In this way they re­al­ized that the pain came from him, and learned to obey the mere call.

			For pun­ish­ment to be ef­fec­tu­al, it must fol­low im­me­di­ate­ly up­on the mis­deed. There was there­fore no longer any such thing as ly­ing in wait for an an­i­mal that had of­fend­ed, and com­ing up be­hind it when lat­er on it was graz­ing peace­ful­ly. That on­ly caused con­fu­sion. To run an an­i­mal un­til it was tired out, hang­ing on to its tail and beat­ing it all round the mead­ow on­ly to re­venge one’s self, was al­so stupid; it made the whole flock rest­less and dif­fi­cult to man­age for the rest of the day. Pelle weighed the end and the means against one an­oth­er; he learned to quench his thirst for re­venge with good prac­ti­cal rea­sons.

			Pelle was a boy, and he was not an idle one. All day, from five in the morn­ing un­til nine at night, he was busy with some­thing or oth­er, of­ten most use­less things. For hours he prac­ticed walk­ing on his hands, turn­ing a som­er­sault, and jump­ing the stream; he was al­ways in mo­tion. Hour af­ter hour he would run un­flag­ging­ly round in a cir­cle on the grass, like a teth­ered foal, lean­ing to­ward the cen­ter as he ran, so that his hand could pluck the grass, kick­ing up be­hind, and neigh­ing and snort­ing. He was pour­ing forth en­er­gy from morn­ing till night with open­hand­ed pro­fu­sion.

			But mind­ing the cat­tle was work, and here he hus­band­ed his en­er­gy. Ev­ery step that could be saved here was like cap­i­tal ac­quired; and Pelle took care­ful no­tice of ev­ery­thing, and was al­ways im­prov­ing his meth­ods. He learned that pun­ish­ment worked best when it on­ly hung as a threat; for much beat­ing made an an­i­mal cal­lous. He al­so learned to see when it was ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary to in­ter­fere. If this could not be done in the very act, he con­trolled him­self and en­deav­ored up­on the strength of his ex­pe­ri­ence to bring about ex­act­ly the same sit­u­a­tion once more, and then to be pre­pared. The lit­tle fel­low, un­known to him­self, was al­ways en­gaged in adding cu­bits un­to his stature.

			He had ob­tained good re­sults. The driv­ing out and home again no longer gave him any dif­fi­cul­ty; he had suc­ceed­ed for a whole week in driv­ing the flock along a nar­row field road, with grow­ing corn on both sides, with­out their hav­ing bit­ten off so much as a blade. And there was the still greater task of keep­ing them un­der con­trol on a hot, close day—to hedge them in in full gal­lop, so that they stood in the mid­dle of the mead­ow stamp­ing on the ground with up­lift­ed tails, in fear of the gad­flies. If he want­ed to, he could make them tear home to the sta­ble in wild flight, with their tails in the air, on the cold­est Oc­to­ber day, on­ly by ly­ing down in the grass and im­i­tat­ing the hum of gad­flies. But that was a tremen­dous se­cret, that even Fa­ther Lasse knew noth­ing about.

			The amus­ing thing about the buzzing was that calves that were out for the first time, and had nev­er made the ac­quain­tance of a gad­fly, in­stant­ly set off run­ning, with tail erect, when they heard its an­gry buzz.

			Pelle had a re­mote ide­al, which was to lie up­on some el­e­vat­ed place and di­rect the whole flock by the sole means of his voice, and nev­er need to re­sort to pun­ish­ment. Fa­ther Lasse nev­er beat ei­ther, no mat­ter how wrong things went.

			There were some days—well, what did be­come of them? Be­fore he had any idea of it, it was time to drive home. Oth­er days were long enough, but seemed to sing them­selves away, in the ring of scythes, the low­ing of cat­tle, and peo­ple’s voic­es far away. Then the day it­self went singing over the ground, and Pelle had to stop ev­ery now and then to lis­ten. Hark! there was mu­sic! And he would run up on to the sand­banks and gaze out over the sea; but it was not there, and in­land there was no mer­ry­mak­ing that he knew of, and there were no birds of pas­sage fly­ing through the air at this time of year. But hark! there was mu­sic again! far away in the dis­tance, just such a sound of mu­sic as reach­es the ear from so far off that one can­not dis­tin­guish the melody, or say what in­stru­ments are play­ing. Could it be the sun it­self?

			The song of light and life streamed through him, as though he were a foun­tain; and he would go about in a dreamy half-con­scious­ness of melody and hap­pi­ness.

			When the rain poured down, he hung his coat over a bri­ar and lay shel­tered be­neath it, carv­ing or draw­ing with a lead but­ton on pa­per—hors­es, and bulls ly­ing down, but more of­ten ships, ships that sailed across the sea up­on their own soft melody, far away to for­eign lands, to Ne­groland and Chi­na, for rare things. And when he was quite in the mood, he would bring out a bro­ken knife and a piece of shale from a se­cret hid­ing-place, and set to work. There was a pic­ture scratched on the stone, and he was now busy carv­ing it in re­lief. He had worked at it on and off all through the sum­mer, and now it was be­gin­ning to stand out. It was a bark in full sail, sail­ing over rip­pling wa­ter to Spain—yes, it was go­ing to Spain, for grapes and or­anges, and all the oth­er de­light­ful things that Pelle had nev­er tast­ed yet.

			On rainy days it was a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to keep count of the time, and re­quired the ut­most ex­er­tion. On oth­er days it was easy enough, and Pelle could tell it best by the feel­ing. At cer­tain times of the day there were signs at home on the farm that told him the time, and the cat­tle gave him oth­er hours by their habits. At nine the first one lay down to chew the morn­ing cud, and then all grad­u­al­ly lay down one by one; and there was al­ways a mo­ment at about ten when they all lay chew­ing. At eleven the last of them were up­on their legs again. It was the same in the af­ter­noon be­tween three and five.

			Mid­day was easy to de­ter­mine when the sun was shin­ing. Pelle could al­ways feel it when it turned in its path. And there were a hun­dred oth­er things in na­ture that gave him a con­nec­tion with the times of day, such as the habits of the birds, and some­thing about the fir-trees, and much be­sides that he could not lay his fin­ger up­on and say it was there, be­cause it was on­ly a feel­ing. The time to drive home was giv­en by the cat­tle them­selves. When it drew near, they grazed slow­ly around un­til their heads point­ed in the di­rec­tion of the farm; and there was a vis­i­ble ten­sion in their bod­ies, a home­ward yearn­ing.

			

			Rud had not shown him­self all the week, and no soon­er had he come to­day than Pelle had to give him a blow­ing-up for some de­ceit­ful­ness. Then he ran home, and Pelle lay down at the edge of the fir-plan­ta­tion, on his face with the soles of his feet in the air, and sang. All round him there were marks of his knife on the tree-stems. On the ear­li­est ships you saw the keel, the deck was per­pen­dic­u­lar to the body. Those had been carved the first sum­mer. There was al­so a col­lec­tion of tiny fields here on the edge of the stream, prop­er­ly ploughed, har­rowed, and sown, each field about two feet square.

			Pelle was rest­ing now af­ter the ex­er­tion with Rud, by mak­ing the air rock with his ju­bi­lant bawl­ing. Up at the farm a man came out and went along the high road with a bun­dle un­der his arm. It was Erik, who had to ap­pear in court in an­swer to a sum­mons for fight­ing. Then the farmer drove out at a good pace to­ward the town, so he was ev­i­dent­ly off on the spree. Why couldn’t the man have driv­en with him, as they were both go­ing the same way? How quick­ly he drove, al­though she nev­er fol­lowed him now. She con­soled her­self at home in­stead! Could it be true that he had spent five hun­dred kro­nes in drink­ing and amuse­ment in one evening?

			
				
					“The war is rag­ing, the red blood streams,
					

					Among the moun­tains ring shouts and screams!
					

					The Turk ad­vances with cru­el rage,
					

					And spar­ing nei­ther youth nor age.
					

					They go—”
				

			

			“Ho!” Pelle sprang to his feet and gazed up over the clover field. The dairy cows up there for the last quar­ter of an hour had been look­ing up at the farm ev­ery oth­er mo­ment, and now As­pa­sia lowed, so his fa­ther must soon be com­ing out to move them. There he came, wad­dling round the cor­ner of the farm. It was not far to the low­est of the cows, so when his fa­ther was there, Pelle could seize the op­por­tu­ni­ty just to run across and say good day to him.

			He brought his an­i­mals near­er to­geth­er and drove them slow­ly over to the oth­er fence and up the fields. Lasse had moved the up­per half, and was now cross­ing over di­ag­o­nal­ly to the bull, which stood a lit­tle apart from the oth­ers. The bull was growl­ing and kick­ing up the earth; its tongue hung out at one side of its mouth, and it tossed its head quick­ly; it was an­gry. Then it ad­vanced with short steps and all kinds of an­tics; and how it stamped! Pelle felt a de­sire to kick it on the nose as he had of­ten done be­fore; it had no busi­ness to threat­en Lasse, even if it meant noth­ing by it.

			Fa­ther Lasse took no no­tice of it, ei­ther. He stood ham­mer­ing away at the big teth­er-peg, to loosen it. “Good day!” shout­ed Pelle. Lasse turned his head and nod­ded, then bent down and ham­mered the peg in­to the ground. The bull was just be­hind him, stamp­ing quick­ly, with open mouth and tongue hang­ing out; it looked as if it were vom­it­ing, and the sound it made an­swered ex­act­ly to that. Pelle laughed as he slack­ened his pace. He was close by.

			But sud­den­ly Fa­ther Lasse turned a som­er­sault, fell, and was in the air again, and then fell a lit­tle way off. Again the bull was about to toss him, but Pelle was at its head. He was not wear­ing wood­en shoes, but he kicked it with his bare feet un­til he was gid­dy. The bull knew him and tried to go round him, but Pelle sprang at its head, shout­ing and kick­ing and al­most be­side him­self, seized it by the horns. But it put him gen­tly on one side and went for­ward to­ward Lasse, blow­ing along the ground so that the grass waved.

			It took hold of him by the blouse and shook him a lit­tle, and then tried to get both his horns un­der him to send him up in­to the air; but Pelle was on his feet again, and as quick as light­ning had drawn his knife and plunged it in be­tween the bull’s hind legs. The bull ut­tered a short roar, turned Lasse over on one side, and dashed off over the fields at a gal­lop, toss­ing its head as it ran, and bel­low­ing. Down by the stream it be­gan to tear up the bank, fill­ing the air with earth and grass.

			Lasse lay groan­ing with his eyes closed, and Pelle stood pulling in vain at his arm to help him up, cry­ing: “Fa­ther, lit­tle Fa­ther Lasse!” At last Lasse sat up.

			“Who’s that singing?” he asked. “Oh, it’s you, is it, lad­die? And you’re cry­ing! Has any­one done any­thing to you? Ah, yes, of course, it was the bull! It was just go­ing to play fan­dan­go with me. But what did you do to it, that the dev­il took it so quick­ly? You saved your fa­ther’s life, lit­tle though you are. Oh, hang it! I think I’m go­ing to be sick! Ah me!” he went on, when the sick­ness was past, as he wiped the per­spi­ra­tion from his fore­head. “If on­ly I could have had a dram. Oh, yes, he knew me, the fel­low, or I shouldn’t have got off so eas­i­ly. He on­ly want­ed to play with me a lit­tle, you know. He was a wee bit spite­ful be­cause I drove him away from a cow this morn­ing; I’d no­ticed that. But who’d have thought he’d have turned on me? He wouldn’t have done so, ei­ther, if I hadn’t been so sil­ly as to wear some­body else’s clothes. This is Mons’s blouse; I bor­rowed it of him while I washed my own. And Mr. Bull didn’t like the strange smell about me. Well, we’ll see what Mons’ll say to this here slit. I’m afraid he won’t be best pleased.”

			Lasse talked on for a good while un­til he tried to rise, and stood up with Pelle’s as­sis­tance. As he stood lean­ing on the boy’s shoul­der, he swayed back­ward and for­ward. “I should al­most have said I was drunk, if it hadn’t been for the pains!” he said, laugh­ing fee­bly. “Well, well, I sup­pose I must thank God for you, lad­die. You al­ways glad­den my heart, and now you’ve saved my life, too.”

			Lasse then stum­bled home­ward, and Pelle moved the rest of the cows on the road down to join his own. He was both proud and af­fect­ed, but most proud. He had saved Fa­ther Lasse’s life, and from the big, an­gry bull that no one else on the farm dared have any­thing to do with. The next time Hen­ry Bod­ker came out to see him, he should hear all about it.

			He was a lit­tle vexed with him­self for hav­ing drawn his knife. Ev­ery­one here looked down up­on that, and said it was Swedish. He wouldn’t have need­ed to do it ei­ther if there’d been time, or if on­ly he had had on his wood­en shoes to kick the bull in the eyes with. He had very of­ten gone at it with the toes of his wood­en shoes, when it had to be driv­en in­to its stall again af­ter a cov­er­ing; and it al­ways took good care not to do any­thing to him. Per­haps he would put his fin­ger in its eye and make it blind, or take it by the horns and twist its head round, like the man in the sto­ry, un­til its neck was wrung.

			Pelle grew and swelled up un­til he over­shad­owed ev­ery­thing. There was no lim­it to his strength while he ran about bring­ing his an­i­mals to­geth­er again. He passed like a storm over ev­ery­thing, tossed strong Erik and the bailiff about, and lift­ed—yes, lift­ed the whole of Stone Farm mere­ly by putting his hand un­der the beam. It was quite a fit of berserk­er rage!

			In the very mid­dle of it all, it oc­curred to him how awk­ward it would be if the bailiff got to know that the bull was loose. It might mean a thrash­ing both for him and Lasse. He must go and look for it; and for safe­ty’s sake he took his long whip with him and put on his wood­en shoes.

			The bull had made a ter­ri­ble mess down on the bank of the stream, and had ploughed up a good piece of the mead­ow. It had left bloody traces along the bed of the stream and across the fields. Pelle fol­lowed these out to­ward the head­land, where he found the bull. The huge an­i­mal had gone right in un­der the bush­es, and was stand­ing lick­ing its wound. When it heard Pelle’s voice, it came out. “Turn round!” he cried, flick­ing its nose with the whip. It put its head to the ground, bel­lowed, and moved heav­i­ly back­ward. Pelle con­tin­ued flick­ing it on the nose while he ad­vanced step by step, shout­ing de­ter­mined­ly: “Turn round! Will you turn round!” At last it turned and set off at a run, Pelle seiz­ing the teth­er-peg and run­ning af­ter. He kept it go­ing with the whip, so that it should have no time for evil thoughts.

			When this was ac­com­plished, he was ready to drop with fa­tigue, and lay crouched up at the edge of the fir-plan­ta­tion, think­ing sad­ly of Fa­ther Lasse, who must be go­ing about up there ill and with no­body to give him a help­ing hand with his work. At last the sit­u­a­tion be­came un­bear­able: he had to go home!

			Zzzz! Zzzz! Ly­ing flat on the ground, Pelle crept over the grass, im­i­tat­ing the mad­den­ing buzz of the gad­fly. He forced the sound out be­tween his teeth, ris­ing and fall­ing, as if it were fly­ing hith­er and thith­er over the grass. The cat­tle stopped graz­ing and stood per­fect­ly still with at­ten­tive ears. Then they be­gan to grow ner­vous, kick­ing up their legs un­der their bod­ies, turn­ing their heads to one side in lit­tle curves, and start­ing; and then up went their tails. He made the sound more per­sis­tent­ly an­gry, and the whole flock, in­fect­ing one an­oth­er, turned and be­gan to stamp round in wild pan­ic. Two calves broke out of the tu­mult, and made a bee­line for the farm, and the whole flock fol­lowed, over stock and stone. All Pelle had to do now was to run af­ter them, mak­ing plen­ty of fuss, and crafti­ly keep the buzzing go­ing, so that the mood should last till they reached home.

			The bailiff him­self came run­ning to open the gate in­to the en­clo­sure, and helped to get the an­i­mals in. Pelle ex­pect­ed a box on the ears, and stood still; but the bailiff on­ly looked at him with a pe­cu­liar smile, and said: “They’re be­gin­ning to get the up­per hand of you, I think. Well, well,” he went on, “it’s all right as long as you can man­age the bull!” He was mak­ing fun of him, and Pelle blushed up to the roots of his hair.

			Fa­ther Lasse had crept in­to bed. “What a good thing you came!” he said. “I was just ly­ing here and won­der­ing how I was go­ing to get the cows moved. I can scarce­ly move at all, much less get up.”

			It was a week be­fore Lasse was on his feet again, and dur­ing that time the field-cat­tle re­mained in the en­clo­sure, and Pelle stayed at home and did his fa­ther’s work. He had his meals with the oth­ers, and slept his mid­day sleep in the barn as they did.

			One day, in the mid­dle of the day, the Sow came in­to the yard, drunk. She took her stand in the up­per yard, where she was for­bid­den to go, and stood there call­ing for Kongstrup. The farmer was at home, but did not show him­self, and not a soul was to be seen be­hind the high win­dows. “Kongstrup, Kongstrup! Come here for a lit­tle!” she called, with her eyes on the pave­ment, for she could not lift her head. The bailiff was not at home, and the men re­mained in hid­ing in the barn, hop­ing to see some fun. “I say, Kongstrup, come out a mo­ment! I want to speak to you!” said the Sow in­dis­tinct­ly—and then went up the steps and tried to open the door. She ham­mered up­on it a few times, and stood talk­ing with her face close to the door; and when no­body came, she reeled down the steps and went away talk­ing to her­self and not look­ing round.

			A lit­tle while af­ter the sound of weep­ing be­gan up there, and just as the men were go­ing out to the fields, the farmer came rush­ing out and gave or­ders that the horse should be har­nessed to the chaise. While it was be­ing done, he walked about ner­vous­ly, and then set off at full speed. As he turned the cor­ner of the house, a win­dow opened and a voice called to him im­plor­ing­ly: “Kongstrup, Kongstrup!” But he drove quick­ly on, the win­dow closed, and the weep­ing be­gan afresh.

			In the af­ter­noon Pelle was busy­ing him­self about the low­er yard when Kar­na came to him and told him to go up to mis­tress. Pelle went up hes­i­tat­ing­ly. He was not sure of her and all the men were out in the fields.

			Fru Kongstrup lay up­on the so­fa in her hus­band’s study, which she al­ways oc­cu­pied, day or night, when her hus­band was out. She had a wet tow­el over her fore­head, and her whole face was red with weep­ing.

			“Come here!” she said, in a low voice. “You aren’t afraid of me, are you?”

			Pelle had to go up to her and sit on the chair be­side her. He did not know what to do with his eyes; and his nose be­gan to run with the ex­cite­ment, and he had no pock­et-hand­ker­chief.

			“Are you afraid of me?” she asked again, and a bit­ter smile crossed her lips.

			He had to look at her to show that he was not afraid, and to tell the truth, she was not like a witch at all, but on­ly like a hu­man be­ing who cried and was un­hap­py.

			“Come here!” she said, and she wiped his nose with her own fine hand­ker­chief, and stroked his hair. “You haven’t even a moth­er, poor lit­tle thing!” And she smoothed down his clum­si­ly mend­ed blouse.

			“It’s three years now since Moth­er Beng­ta died, and she’s ly­ing in the west cor­ner of the church­yard.”

			“Do you miss her very much?”

			“Oh, well, Fa­ther Lasse mends my clothes!”

			“I’m sure she can’t have been very good to you.”

			“Oh, yes!” said Pelle, nod­ding earnest­ly. “But she was so fret­ful, she was al­ways ail­ing; and it’s bet­ter they should go when they get like that. But now we’re soon go­ing to get mar­ried again—when Fa­ther Lasse’s found some­body that’ll do.”

			“And then I sup­pose you’ll go away from here? I’m sure you aren’t com­fort­able here, are you?”

			Pelle had found his tongue, but now feared a trap, and be­came dumb. He on­ly nod­ded. No­body should come and ac­cuse him af­ter­ward of hav­ing com­plained.

			“No, you aren’t com­fort­able,” she said, in a plain­tive tone. “No one is com­fort­able at Stone Farm. Ev­ery­thing turns to mis­for­tune here.”

			“It’s an old curse, that!” said Pelle.

			“Do they say so? Yes, yes, I know they do! And they say of me that I’m a dev­il—on­ly be­cause I love a sin­gle man—and can­not put up with be­ing tram­pled on.” She wept and pressed his hand against her quiv­er­ing face.

			“I’ve got to go out and move the cows,” said Pelle, wrig­gling about un­easi­ly in an en­deav­or to get away.

			“Now you’re afraid of me again!” she said, and tried to smile. It was like a gleam of sun­shine af­ter rain.

			“No—on­ly I’ve got to go out and move the cows.”

			“There’s still a whole hour be­fore that. But why aren’t you herd­ing to­day? Is your fa­ther ill?”

			Then Pelle had to tell her about the bull.

			“You’re a good boy!” said the mis­tress, pat­ting his head. “If I had a son, I should like him to be like you. But now you shall have some jam, and then you must run to the shop for a bot­tle of black­cur­rant rum, so that we can make a hot drink for your fa­ther. If you hur­ry, you can be back be­fore mov­ing-time.”

			Lasse had his hot drink, even be­fore the boy re­turned; and ev­ery day while he kept his bed he had some­thing strength­en­ing—al­though there was no black­cur­rant rum in it.

			Dur­ing this time Pelle went up to the mis­tress near­ly ev­ery day. Kongstrup had gone on busi­ness to Copen­hagen. She was kind to him and gave him nice things to eat; and while he ate, she talked with­out ceas­ing about Kongstrup, or asked him what peo­ple thought about her. Pelle had to tell her, and then she was up­set and be­gan to cry. There was no end to her talk about the farmer, but she con­tra­dict­ed her­self, and Pelle gave up try­ing to make any­thing of it. Be­sides, the good things she gave him were quite enough for him to think about.

			Down in their room he re­peat­ed ev­ery­thing word for word, and Lasse lay and lis­tened, and won­dered at this lit­tle fel­low who had the run of high places, and was in the mis­tress’s con­fi­dence. Still he did not quite like it.

			“… She could scarce­ly stand, and had to hold on to the ta­ble when she was go­ing to fetch me the bis­cuits, she was so ill. It was on­ly be­cause he’d treat­ed her bad­ly, she said. Do you know she hates him, and would like to kill him, she says; and yet she says that he’s the hand­somest man in the world, and asked me if I’ve seen any­one hand­somer in all Swe­den. And then she cries as if she was mad.”

			“Does she?” said Lasse thought­ful­ly. “I don’t sup­pose she knows what she’s say­ing, or else she says it for rea­sons of her own. But all the same, it’s not true that he beats her! She’s telling a lie, I’m sure.”

			“And why should she lie?”

			“Be­cause she wants to do him harm, I sup­pose. But it’s true he’s a fine man—and cares for ev­ery­body ex­cept just her; and that’s the mis­for­tune. I don’t like your be­ing so much up there; I’m so afraid you may come to some harm.”

			“How could I? She’s so good, so very good.”

			“How am I to know that? No, she isn’t good—her eyes aren’t good, at any rate. She’s brought more than one per­son in­to mis­for­tune by look­ing at them. But there’s noth­ing to be done about it; the poor man has to risk things.”

			Lasse was silent, and stum­bled about for a lit­tle while. Then he came up to Pelle. “Now, see here! Here’s a piece of steel I’ve found, and you must re­mem­ber al­ways to have it about you, es­pe­cial­ly when you go up there! And then—yes, then we must leave the rest in God’s hand. He’s the on­ly one who per­haps looks af­ter poor lit­tle boys.”

			Lasse was up for a short while that day. He was get­ting on quick­ly, thank God, and in two days they might be back in their old ways again. And next win­ter they must try to get away from it all!

			On the last day that Pelle stayed at home, he went up to the mis­tress as usu­al, and ran her er­rand for her. And that day he saw some­thing un­pleas­ant that made him glad that this was over. She took her teeth, palate, and ev­ery­thing out of her mouth, and laid them on the ta­ble in front of her!

			So she was a witch!

		
	
		
			XIII

			Pelle was com­ing home with his young cat­tle. As he came near the farm he is­sued his com­mands in a loud voice, so that his fa­ther might hear. “Hi! Spasian­na! where are you go­ing to? Dan­nebrog, you con­found­ed old ram, will you turn round!” But Lasse did not come to open the gate of the en­clo­sure.

			When he had got the an­i­mals in, he ran in­to the cow-sta­ble. His fa­ther was nei­ther there nor in their room, and his Sun­day wood­en shoes and his woollen cap were gone. Then Pelle re­mem­bered that it was Sat­ur­day, and that prob­a­bly the old man had gone to the shop to fetch spir­its for the men.

			Pelle went down in­to the ser­vants’ room to get his sup­per. The men had come home late, and were still sit­ting at the ta­ble, which was cov­ered with spilt milk and pota­to-skins. They were en­grossed in a wa­ger; Erik un­der­took to eat twen­ty salt her­rings with pota­toes af­ter he had fin­ished his meal. The stakes were a bot­tle of spir­its, and the oth­ers were to peel the pota­toes for him.

			Pelle got out his pock­etknife and peeled him­self a pile of pota­toes. He left the skin on the her­ring, but scraped it care­ful­ly and cut off the head and tail; then he cut it in pieces and ate it with­out tak­ing out the bones, with the pota­toes and the sauce. While he did so, he looked at Erik—the gi­ant Erik, who was so strong and was not afraid of any­thing be­tween heav­en and earth. Erik had chil­dren all over the place! Erik could put his fin­ger in­to the bar­rel of a gun, and hold the gun straight out at arm’s length! Erik could drink as much as three oth­ers!

			And now Erik was sit­ting and eat­ing twen­ty salt her­rings af­ter his hunger was sat­is­fied. He took the her­ring by the head, drew it once be­tween his legs, and then ate it as it was; and he ate pota­toes to them, quite as quick­ly as the oth­ers could peel them. In be­tween whiles he swore be­cause the bailiff had re­fused him per­mis­sion to go out that evening; there was go­ing to be the dev­il to pay about that: he’d teach them to keep Erik at home when he want­ed to go out!

			Pelle quick­ly swal­lowed his her­ring and por­ridge, and set off again to run to meet his fa­ther; he was long­ing im­mense­ly to see him. Out at the pump the girls were busy scour­ing the milk-pails and kitchen pans; and Gus­tav was stand­ing in the low­er yard with his arms on the fence, talk­ing to them. He was re­al­ly watch­ing Bod­il, whose eyes were al­ways fol­low­ing the new pupil, who was strut­ting up and down and show­ing off his long boots with patent-leather tops.

			Pelle was stopped as he ran past, and set to pump wa­ter. The men now came up and went across to the barn, per­haps to try their strength. Since Erik had come, they al­ways tried their strength in their free time. There was noth­ing Pelle found so ex­cit­ing as tri­als of strength, and he worked hard so as to get done and go over there.

			Gus­tav, who was gen­er­al­ly the most ea­ger, con­tin­ued to stand and vent his ill-na­ture up­on the pupil.

			“There must be mon­ey there!” said Bod­il, thought­ful­ly.

			“Yes, you should try him; per­haps you might be­come a farmer’s wife. The bailiff won’t any­how; and the farmer—well, you saw the Sow the oth­er day; it must be nice to have that in prospect.”

			“Who told you that the bailiff won’t?” an­swered Bod­il sharply. “Don’t imag­ine that we need you to hold the can­dle for us! Lit­tle chil­dren aren’t al­lowed to see ev­ery­thing.”

			Gus­tav turned red. “Oh, hold your jaw, you hussy!” he mut­tered, and saun­tered down to the barn.

			
				
					“Oh, good­ness gra­cious, my poor old moth­er,
					

					Who’s up on deck and can’t stand!”
				

			

			sang Mons over at the sta­ble door, where he was stand­ing ham­mer­ing at a cracked wood­en shoe. Pelle and the girls were quar­rel­ing, and up in the at­tic the bailiff could be heard go­ing about; he was busy putting pipes in or­der. Now and then a long-drawn sound came from the high house, like the dis­tant howl­ing of some an­i­mal, mak­ing the peo­ple shud­der with drea­ri­ness.

			A man dressed in his best clothes, and with a bun­dle un­der his arm, slipped out of the door from the men’s rooms, and crept along by the build­ing in the low­er yard. It was Erik.

			“Hi, there! Where the dev­il are you go­ing?” thun­dered a voice from the bailiff’s win­dow. The man ducked his head a lit­tle and pre­tend­ed not to hear. “Do you hear, you con­found­ed Kabyle! Erik!” This time Erik turned and dart­ed in at a barn-door.

			Di­rect­ly af­ter the bailiff came down and went across the yard. In the chaff-cut­ting barn the men were stand­ing laugh­ing at Erik’s bad luck. “He’s a dev­il for keep­ing watch!” said Gus­tav. “You must be up ear­ly to get the bet­ter of him.”

			“Oh, I’ll man­age to dish him!” said Erik. “I wasn’t born yes­ter­day. And if he doesn’t mind his own busi­ness, we shall come to blows.”

			There was a sud­den si­lence as the bailiff’s well-known step was heard up­on the stone paving. Erik stole away.

			The form of the bailiff filled the door­way. “Who sent Lasse for gin?” he asked stern­ly.

			They looked at one an­oth­er as if not un­der­stand­ing. “Is Lasse out?” asked Mons then, with the most in­no­cent look in the world. “Ay, the old man’s fond of spir­its,” said An­ders, in ex­pla­na­tion.

			“Oh, yes; you’re good com­rades!” said the bailiff. “First you make the old man go, and then you leave him in the lurch. You de­serve a thrash­ing, all of you.”

			“No, we don’t de­serve a thrash­ing, and don’t mean to sub­mit to one ei­ther,” said the head man, go­ing a step for­ward. “Let me tell you—”

			“Hold your tongue, man!” cried the bailiff, go­ing close up to him, and Karl Jo­han drew back.

			“Where’s Erik?”

			“He must be in his room.”

			The bailiff went in through the horse-sta­ble, some­thing in his car­riage show­ing that he was not al­to­geth­er un­pre­pared for an at­tack from be­hind. Erik was in bed, with the quilt drawn up to his eyes.

			“What’s the mean­ing of this? Are you ill?” asked the bailiff.

			“Yes, I think I’ve caught cold, I’m shiv­er­ing so.” He tried to make his teeth chat­ter.

			“It isn’t the rot, I hope?” said the bailiff sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly. “Let’s look at you a lit­tle, poor fel­low.” He whipped off the quilt. “Oho, so you’re in bed with your best things on—and top-boots! It’s your grave-clothes, per­haps? And I sup­pose you were go­ing out to or­der a pau­per’s grave for your­self, weren’t you? It’s time we got you put un­der­ground, too; seems to me you’re be­gin­ning to smell al­ready!” He sniffed at him once or twice.

			But Erik sprang out of bed as if shot by a spring, and stood erect close to him. “I’m not dead yet, and per­haps I don’t smell any more than some oth­er peo­ple!” he said, his eyes flash­ing and look­ing about for a weapon.

			The bailiff felt his hot breath up­on his face, and knew it would not do to draw back. He plant­ed his fist in the man’s stom­ach, so that he fell back up­on the bed and gasped for breath; and then held him down with a hand up­on his chest. He was burn­ing with a de­sire to do more, to drive his fist in­to the face of this ras­cal, who grum­bled when­ev­er one’s back was turned, and had to be driv­en to ev­ery lit­tle task. Here was all the ser­vant-wor­ry that em­bit­tered his ex­is­tence—dis­sat­is­fac­tion with the fare, can­tan­ker­ous­ness in work, threats of leav­ing when things were at their busiest—dif­fi­cul­ties with­out end. Here was the slave of many years of wor­ry and ig­nominy, and all he want­ed was one lit­tle pre­text—a blow from this big fel­low who nev­er used his strength for work, but on­ly to take the lead in all dis­tur­bances.

			But Erik lay quite still and looked at his en­e­my with watch­ful eye. “You may hit me, if you like. There is such a thing as a mag­is­trate in the coun­try,” he said, with ir­ri­tat­ing calm. The bailiff’s mus­cles burned, but he was obliged to let the man go for fear of be­ing sum­moned. “Then re­mem­ber an­oth­er time not to be frac­tious!” he said, let­ting go his hold, “or I’ll show you that there is a mag­is­trate.”

			“When Lasse comes, send him up to me with the gin!” he said to the men as he passed through the barn.

			“The dev­il we will!” said Mons, in an un­der­tone.

			Pelle had gone to meet his fa­ther. The old man had tast­ed the pur­chase, and was in good spir­its. “There were sev­en men in the boat, and they were all called Ole ex­cept one, and he was called Ole Olsen!” he said solemn­ly, when he saw the boy. “Yes, wasn’t it a strange thing, Pelle, boy, that they should ev­ery one of them be called Ole—ex­cept the one, of course; for his name was Ole Olsen.” Then he laughed, and nudged the boy mys­te­ri­ous­ly; and Pelle laughed too, for he liked to see his fa­ther in good spir­its.

			The men came up to them, and took the bot­tles from the herds­man. “He’s been tast­ing it!” said An­ders, hold­ing the bot­tle up to the light. “Oh, the old drunk­ard! He’s had a taste at the bot­tles.”

			“No, the bot­tles must leak at the bot­tom!” said Lasse, whom the dram had made quite bold. “For I’ve done noth­ing but just smell. You’ve got to make sure, you know, that you get the gen­uine thing and not just wa­ter.”

			They moved on down the en­clo­sure, Gus­tav go­ing in front and play­ing on his con­certi­na. A kind of ex­cit­ed mer­ri­ment reigned over the par­ty. First one and then an­oth­er would leap in­to the air as they went; they ut­tered short, shrill cries and dis­con­nect­ed oaths at ran­dom. The con­scious­ness of the full bot­tles, Sat­ur­day evening with the day of rest in prospect, and above all the row with the bailiff, had roused their tem­pers.

			They set­tled down be­low the cow-sta­ble, in the grass close to the pond. The sun had long since gone down, but the evening sky was bright, and cast a flam­ing light up­on their faces turned west­ward; while the white farms in­land looked daz­zling in the twi­light.

			Now the girls came saun­ter­ing over the grass, with their hands un­der their aprons, look­ing like sil­hou­ettes against the bril­liant sky. They were hum­ming a soft folk­song, and one by one sank on to the grass be­side the men; the evening twi­light was in their hearts, and made their fig­ures and voic­es as soft as a ca­ress. But the men’s mood was not a gen­tle one, and they pre­ferred the bot­tle.

			Gus­tav walked about ex­tem­po­riz­ing on his con­certi­na. He was look­ing for a place to sit down, and at last threw him­self in­to Kar­na’s lap, and be­gan to play a dance. Erik was the first up­on his feet. He led on ac­count of his dif­fer­ence with the bailiff, and pulled Beng­ta up from the grass with a jerk. They danced a Swedish pol­ka, and al­ways at a cer­tain place in the melody, he tossed her up in­to the air with a shout. She shrieked ev­ery time, and her heavy skirts stood out round her like the tail of a tur­key-cock, so that ev­ery­one could see how long it was till Sun­day.

			In the mid­dle of a whirl he let go of her, so that she stum­bled over the grass and fell. The bailiff’s win­dow was vis­i­ble from where they sat, and a light patch had ap­peared at it. “He’s star­ing! Lord, how he’s star­ing! I say, can you see this?” Erik called out, hold­ing up a gin-bot­tle. Then, as he drank: “Your health! Old Nick’s health! He smells, the pig! Bah!” The oth­ers laughed, and the face at the win­dow dis­ap­peared.

			In be­tween the dances they played, drank, and wres­tled. Their ac­tions be­came more and more wild, they ut­tered sud­den yells that made the girls scream, threw them­selves flat up­on the ground in the mid­dle of a dance, groaned as if they were dy­ing, and sprang up again sud­den­ly with wild ges­tures and kicked the legs of those near­est to them. Once or twice the bailiff sent the pupil to tell them to be qui­et, but that on­ly made the noise worse. “Tell him to go his own dog’s er­rands!” Erik shout­ed af­ter the pupil.

			Lasse nudged Pelle and they grad­u­al­ly drew far­ther and far­ther away. “We’d bet­ter go to bed now,” Lasse said, when they had slipped away un­no­ticed. “One nev­er knows what this may lead to. They all of them see red; I should think they’ll soon be­gin to dance the dance of blood. Ah me, if I’d been young I wouldn’t have stolen away like a thief; I’d have stayed and tak­en what­ev­er might have come. There was a time when Lasse could put both hands on the ground and kick his man in the face with the heels of his boots so that he went down like a blade of grass; but that time’s gone, and it’s wis­est to take care of one’s self. This may end in the po­lice and much more, not to men­tion the bailiff. They’ve been ir­ri­tat­ing him all the sum­mer with that Erik at their head; but if once he gets down­right an­gry, Erik may go home to his moth­er.”

			Pelle want­ed to stay up for a lit­tle and look at them. “If I creep along be­hind the fence and lie down—oh, do let me, fa­ther!” he begged.

			“Eh, what a sil­ly idea! They might treat you bad­ly if they got hold of you. They’re in the very worst of moods. Well, you must take the con­se­quences, and for good­ness’ sake take care they don’t see you!”

			So Lasse went to bed, but Pelle crawled along on the ground be­hind the fence un­til he came close up to them and could see ev­ery­thing.

			Gus­tav was still sit­ting on Kar­na’s open lap and play­ing, and she was hold­ing him fast in her arms. But An­ders had put his arm around Bod­il’s waist. Gus­tav dis­cov­ered it, and with an oath flung away his con­certi­na, send­ing it rolling over the grass, and sprang up. The oth­ers threw them­selves down in a cir­cle on the grass, breath­ing hard. They ex­pect­ed some­thing.

			Gus­tav was like a sav­age danc­ing a war-dance. His mouth was open and his eyes bright and star­ing. He was the on­ly man on the grass, and jumped up and down like a ball, hopped up­on his heels, and kicked up his legs al­ter­nate­ly to the height of his head, ut­ter­ing a shrill cry with each kick. Then he shot up in­to the air, turn­ing round as he did so, and came down on one heel and went on turn­ing round like a top, mak­ing him­self small­er and small­er as he turned, and then ex­plod­ed in a leap and land­ed in the lap of Bod­il, who threw her arms about him in de­light.

			In an in­stant An­ders had both hands on his shoul­ders from be­hind, set his feet against his back, and sent him rolling over the grass. It all hap­pened with­out a pause, and Gus­tav him­self gave im­pe­tus to his course, rolling along in jolts like an un­even ball. But sud­den­ly he stopped and rose to his feet with a bound, stared straight in front of him, turned round with a jerk, and moved slow­ly to­ward An­ders. An­ders rose quick­ly, pushed his cap on one side, clicked with his tongue, and ad­vanced. Bod­il spread her­self out more com­fort­ably on the ground, and looked proud­ly round the cir­cle, ea­ger­ly not­ing the en­vy of the oth­ers.

			The two an­tag­o­nists stood face to face, feel­ing their way to a good grasp. They stroked one an­oth­er af­fec­tion­ate­ly, pinched one an­oth­er in the side, and made lit­tle jest­ing re­marks.

			“My good­ness me, how fat you are, broth­er!” This was An­ders.

			“And what breasts you’ve got! You might quite well be a wom­an,” an­swered Gus­tav, feel­ing An­ders’ chest. “Eeh, how soft you are!” Scorn gleamed in their faces, but their eyes fol­lowed ev­ery move­ment of their op­po­nent. Each of them ex­pect­ed a sud­den at­tack from the oth­er.

			The oth­ers lay stretched around them on the grass, and called out im­pa­tient­ly: “Have done with that and look sharp about it!”

			The two men con­tin­ued to stand and play as if they were afraid to re­al­ly set to, or were spin­ning the thing out for its still greater en­joy­ment. But sud­den­ly Gus­tav had seized An­ders by the col­lar, thrown him­self back­ward and flung An­ders over his head. It was done so quick­ly that An­ders got no hold of Gus­tav; but in swing­ing round he got a firm grasp of Gus­tav’s hair, and they both fell on their backs with their heads to­geth­er and their bod­ies stretched in op­po­site di­rec­tions.

			An­ders had fall­en heav­i­ly, and lay half un­con­scious, but with­out loos­en­ing his hold on Gus­tav’s hair. Gus­tav twist­ed round and tried to get up­on his feet, but could not free his head. Then he wrig­gled back in­to this po­si­tion again as quick­ly as a cat, turned a back­ward som­er­sault over his an­tag­o­nist, and fell down up­on him with his face to­ward the oth­er’s. An­ders tried to raise his feet to re­ceive him, but was too late.

			An­ders threw him­self about in vi­o­lent jerks, lay still and strained again with sud­den strength to turn Gus­tav off, but Gus­tav held on. He let him­self fall heav­i­ly up­on his ad­ver­sary, and stick­ing out his legs and arms to sup­port him on the ground, raised him­self sud­den­ly and sat down again, catch­ing An­ders in the wind. All the time the thoughts of both were di­rect­ed to­ward get­ting out their knives, and An­ders, who had now ful­ly re­cov­ered his sens­es, re­mem­bered dis­tinct­ly that he had not got his. “Ah!” he said aloud. “What a fool I am!”

			“You’re whin­ing, are you?” said Gus­tav, bend­ing his face him. “Do you want to ask for mer­cy?”

			At that mo­ment An­ders felt Gus­tav’s knife press­ing against his thigh, and in an in­stant had his hand down there and wrenched it free. Gus­tav tried to take it from him, but gave up the at­tempt for fear of be­ing thrown off. He then con­fined him­self to tak­ing pos­ses­sion of one of An­ders’ hands, so that he could not open the knife, and be­gan sit­ting up­on him in the re­gion of his stom­ach.

			An­ders lay in half sur­ren­der, and bore the blows with­out try­ing to de­fend him­self, on­ly gasp­ing at each one. With his left hand he was work­ing ea­ger­ly to get the knife opened against the ground, and sud­den­ly plunged it in­to Gus­tav just as the lat­ter had risen to let him­self fall heav­i­ly up­on his op­po­nent’s body.

			Gus­tav seized An­ders by the wrist, his face dis­tort­ed. “What the dev­il are you up to now, you swine?” he said, spit­ting down in­to An­ders’ face. “He’s try­ing to sneak out by the back door!” he said, look­ing round the cir­cle with a face wrin­kled like that of a young bull.

			They fought des­per­ate­ly for the knife, us­ing hands and teeth and head; and when Gus­tav found that he could not get pos­ses­sion of the weapon, he set to work so to guide An­ders’ hand that he should plunge it in­to his own body. He suc­ceed­ed, but the blow was not straight, and the blade closed up­on An­ders’ fin­gers, mak­ing him throw the knife from him with an oath.

			Mean­while Erik was grow­ing an­gry at no longer be­ing the hero of the evening. “Will you soon be fin­ished, you two cock­erels, or must I have a bite too?” he said, try­ing to sep­a­rate them. They took firm hold of one an­oth­er, but then Erik grew an­gry, and did some­thing for which he was ev­er af­ter renowned. He took hold of them and set them both up­on their feet.

			Gus­tav looked as if he were go­ing to throw him­self in­to the bat­tle again, and a sullen ex­pres­sion over­spread his face; but then he be­gan to sway like a tree chopped at the roots, and sank to the ground. Bod­il was the first to come to his as­sis­tance. With a cry she ran to him and threw her arms about him.

			He was car­ried in and laid up­on his bed, Karl Jo­han poured spir­it in­to the deep cut to clean it, and held it to­geth­er while Bod­il bast­ed it with nee­dle and thread from one of the men’s lock­ers. Then they dis­persed, in pairs, as friend­ship per­mit­ted, Bod­il, how­ev­er, re­main­ing with Gus­tav. She was true to him af­ter all.

			

			Thus the sum­mer passed, in con­tin­ued war and fric­tion with the bailiff, to whom, how­ev­er, they dared do noth­ing when it came to the point. Then the dis­ease struck in­ward, and they set up­on one an­oth­er. “It must come out some­where,” said Lasse, who did not like this state of things, and vowed he would leave as soon as any­thing else of­fered, even if they had to run away from wages and clothes and ev­ery­thing.

			“They’re dis­con­tent­ed with their wages, their work­ing-hours are too long, and the food isn’t good enough; they pitch it about and waste it un­til it makes one ill to see them, for any­how it’s God’s gift, even if it might be bet­ter. And Erik’s at the bot­tom of it all! He’s for­ev­er boast­ing and brag­ging and stir­ring up the oth­ers the whole day long. But as soon as the bailiff is over him, he daren’t do any­thing any more than the oth­ers; so they all creep in­to their holes. Fa­ther Lasse is not such a cow­ard­ly wind­bag as any of them, old though he is.

			“I sup­pose a good con­science is the best sup­port. If you have it and have done your du­ty, you can look both the bailiff and the farmer—and God the Fa­ther, too—in the face. For you must al­ways re­mem­ber, lad­die, not to set your­self up against those that are placed over you. Some of us have to be ser­vants and oth­ers mas­ters; how would ev­ery­thing go on if we who work didn’t do our du­ty? You can’t ex­pect the gen­tle­folk to scrape up the dung in the cow-sta­ble.”

			All this Lasse ex­pound­ed af­ter they had gone to bed, but Pelle had some­thing bet­ter to do than to lis­ten to it. He was sound asleep and dream­ing that he was Erik him­self, and was thrash­ing the bailiff with a big stick.

		
	
		
			XIV

			In Pelle’s time, pick­led her­ring was the Born­holmer’s most im­por­tant ar­ti­cle of food. It was the reg­u­lar break­fast dish in all class­es of so­ci­ety, and in the low­er class­es it pre­dom­i­nat­ed at the sup­per-ta­ble too—and some­times ap­peared at din­ner in a slight­ly al­tered form. “It’s a bad place for food,” peo­ple would say de­ri­sive­ly of such-and-such a farm. “You on­ly get her­ring there twen­ty-one times a week.”

			When the el­der was in flow­er, well-reg­u­lat­ed peo­ple brought out their salt­box­es, ac­cord­ing to old cus­tom, and be­gan to look out to sea; the her­ring is fat­test then. From the slop­ing land, which near­ly ev­ery­where has a glimpse of the sea, peo­ple gazed out in the ear­ly sum­mer morn­ings for the home­ward-com­ing boats. The weath­er and the way the boats lay in the wa­ter were omens re­gard­ing the win­ter food. Then the re­port would come wan­der­ing up over the is­land, of large hauls and good bar­gains. The farm­ers drove to the town or the fish­ing-vil­lage with their largest wag­ons, and the her­ring-man worked his way up through the coun­try from cot­tage to cot­tage with his horse, which was such a wretch­ed an­i­mal that any­one would have been legal­ly jus­ti­fied in putting a bul­let through its head.

			In the morn­ing, when Pelle opened the sta­ble doors to the field, the mist lay in ev­ery hol­low like a pale gray lake, and on the high land, where the smoke rose briskly from hous­es and farms, he saw men and wom­en com­ing round the gable-ends, half-dressed, or in shirt or chemise on­ly, gaz­ing out to sea. He him­self ran round the out­hous­es and peered out to­ward the sea which lay as white as sil­ver and took its col­ors from the day. The red sails were hang­ing mo­tion­less, and looked like splash­es of blood in the bright­ness of day; the boats lay deep in the wa­ter, and were slow­ly mak­ing their way home­ward in re­sponse to the beat of the oars, drag­ging them­selves along like cows that are near their time for bear­ing.

			But all this had noth­ing to do with him and his. Stone Farm, like the poor of the parish, did not buy its her­ring un­til af­ter the au­tumn, when it was as dry as sticks and cost al­most noth­ing. At that time of year, her­ring was gen­er­al­ly plen­ti­ful, and was sold for from twopence to twopence-half­pen­ny the fourscore as long as the de­mand con­tin­ued. Af­ter that it was sold by the cart­load as food for the pigs, or went on to the dung-heap.

			One Sun­day morn­ing late in the au­tumn, a mes­sen­ger came run­ning from the town to Stone Farm to say that now her­ring was to be had. The bailiff came down in­to the ser­vants’ room while they were at break­fast, and gave or­ders that all the work­ing teams were to be har­nessed. “Then you’ll have to come too!” said Karl Jo­han to the two quar­ry driv­ers, who were mar­ried and lived up near the quar­ry, but came down for meals.

			“No, our hors­es shan’t come out of the sta­ble for that!” said the driv­ers. “They and we drive on­ly stone and noth­ing else.” They sat for a lit­tle while and in­dulged in sar­casms at the ex­pense of cer­tain peo­ple who had not even Sun­day at their own dis­pos­al, and one of them, as he stretched him­self in a par­tic­u­lar­ly ir­ri­tat­ing way, said: “Well, I think I’ll go home and have a nap. It’s nice to be one’s own mas­ter once a week, at any rate.” So they went home to wife and chil­dren, and kept Sun­day hol­i­day.

			For a lit­tle while the men went about com­plain­ing; that was the reg­u­lar thing. In it­self they had no ob­jec­tion to make to the ex­pe­di­tion, for it would nat­u­ral­ly be some­thing of a fes­tiv­i­ty. There were tav­erns enough in the town, and they would take care to ar­range about that her­ring so that they did not get home much be­fore evening. If the worst came to the worst, Erik could dam­age his cart in driv­ing, and then they would be obliged to stay in town while it was be­ing mend­ed.

			They stood out in the sta­ble, and turned their purs­es in­side out—big, sol­id, leather purs­es with steel locks that could on­ly be opened by pres­sure on a se­cret mech­a­nism; but they were emp­ty.

			“The deuce!” said Mons, peer­ing dis­ap­point­ed­ly in­to his purse. “Not so much as the smell of a one-öre! There must be a leak!” He ex­am­ined the seams, held it close up to his eyes, and at last put his ear to it. “Up­on my word, I seem to hear a two-kro­ne talk­ing to it­self. It must be witch­craft!” He sighed and put his purse in­to his pock­et.

			“You, you poor dev­il!” said An­ders. “Have you ev­er spo­ken to a two-kro­ne? No, I’m the man for you!” He hauled out a large purse. “I’ve still got the ten-kro­ne that the bailiff cheat­ed me out of on May Day, but I haven’t the heart to use it; I’m go­ing to keep it un­til I grow old.” He put his hand in­to the emp­ty purse and pre­tend­ed to take some­thing out and show it. The oth­ers laughed and joked, and all were in good spir­its with the thought of the trip to town.

			“But Erik’s sure to have some mon­ey at the bot­tom of his chest!” said one. “He works for good wages and has a rich aunt down be­low.”

			“No, in­deed!” whined Erik. “Why, I have to pay for half a score of young brats who can’t fa­ther them­selves up­on any­one else. But Karl Jo­han must get it, or what’s the good of be­ing head man?”

			“That’s no use,” said Karl Jo­han doubt­ful­ly. “If I ask the bailiff for an ad­vance now when we’re go­ing to town, he’ll say ‘no’ straight out. I won­der whether the girls haven’t wages ly­ing by.”

			They were just com­ing up from the cow-sta­ble with their milk-pails.

			“I say, girls,” Erik called out to them. “Can’t one of you lend us ten kro­nes? She shall have twins for it next East­er; the sow far­rows then any­how.”

			“You’re a nice one to make prom­ises!” said Beng­ta, stand­ing still, and they all set down their milk-pails and talked it over. “I won­der whether Bod­il hasn’t?” said Kar­na. “No,” an­swered Maria, “for she sent the ten kro­nes she had by her to her moth­er the oth­er day.”

			Mons dashed his cap to the floor and gave a leap. “I’ll go up to the Old Gen­tle­man him­self,” he said.

			“Then you’ll come head first down the stairs, you may be sure!”

			“The deuce I will, with my old moth­er ly­ing se­ri­ous­ly ill in the town, with­out a cop­per to pay for doc­tor or medicine! I’m as good a child as Bod­il, I hope.” He turned and went to­ward the stone steps, and the oth­ers stood and watched him from the sta­ble-door, un­til the bailiff came and they had to busy them­selves with the carts. Gus­tav walked about in his Sun­day clothes with a bun­dle un­der his arm, and looked on.

			“Why don’t you get to work?” asked the bailiff. “Get your hors­es put in.”

			“You said your­self I might be free to­day,” said Gus­tav, mak­ing a gri­mace. He was go­ing out with Bod­il.

			“Ah, so I did! But that’ll be one cart less. You must have a hol­i­day an­oth­er day in­stead.”

			“I can’t do that.”

			“What the de—— And why not, may I ask?”

			“Well, be­cause you gave me a hol­i­day to­day.”

			“Yes; but, con­found it, man, when I now tell you you can take an­oth­er day in­stead!”

			“No, I can’t do that.”

			“But why not, man? Is there any­thing press­ing you want to do?”

			“No, but I have been giv­en a hol­i­day to­day.” It looked as if Gus­tav were grin­ning sly­ly, but it was on­ly that he was turn­ing the quid in his mouth. The bailiff stamped with anger.

			“But I can go al­to­geth­er if you don’t care to see me,” said Gus­tav gen­tly.

			The bailiff did not hear, but turned quick­ly. Ex­pe­ri­ence had taught him to be deaf to that kind of of­fer in the busy sea­son. He looked up at his win­dow as if he had sud­den­ly thought of some­thing, and sprang up the stairs. They could man­age him when they touched up­on that theme, but his turn came in the win­ter, and then they had to keep si­lence and put up with things, so as to keep a roof over their heads dur­ing the slack time.

			Gus­tav went on strut­ting about with his bun­dle, with­out putting his hand to any­thing. The oth­ers laughed at him en­cour­ag­ing­ly.

			The bailiff came down again and went up to him. “Then put in the hors­es be­fore you go,” he said short­ly, “and I’ll drive yours.”

			An an­gry growl passed from man to man. “We’re to have the dog with us!” they said in un­der­tones to one an­oth­er, and then, so that the bailiff should hear: “Where’s the dog? We’re to have the dog with us.”

			Mat­ters were not im­proved by Mons com­ing down the steps with a beau­ti­ful­ly pi­ous ex­pres­sion, and hold­ing a ten-kro­ne note over his chest. “It’s all one now,” said Erik; “for we’ve got to have the dog with us!” Mons’ face un­der­went a sud­den change, and he be­gan to swear. They pulled the carts about with­out get­ting any­thing done, and their eyes gleamed with anger.

			The bailiff came out up­on the steps with his over­coat on. “Look sharp about get­ting the hors­es in!” he thun­dered.

			The men of Stone Farm were just as strict about their or­der of prece­dence as the re­al in­hab­i­tants of the is­land, and it was just as com­pli­cat­ed. The head man sat at the top of the ta­ble and helped him­self first, he went first in mow­ing and reap­ing, and had the first girl to lay the load when the hay was tak­en in; he was the first man up, and went first when they set out for the fields, and no one might throw down his tools un­til he had done so. Af­ter him came the sec­ond man, the third, and so on, and last­ly the day-la­bor­ers. When no great per­son­al pref­er­ence in­ter­fered, the head man was as a mat­ter of course the sweet­heart of the head girl, and so on down­wards; and if one of them left, his suc­ces­sor took over the re­la­tion: it was a ques­tion of equi­lib­ri­um. In this, how­ev­er, the or­der of prece­dence was of­ten bro­ken, but nev­er in the mat­ter of the hors­es. Gus­tav’s hors­es were the poor­est, and no pow­er in the world would have in­duced the head man or Erik to drive them, let alone the farmer him­self.

			The bailiff knew it, and saw how the men were en­joy­ing them­selves when Gus­tav’s nags were put in. He con­cealed his ir­ri­ta­tion, but when they ex­ul­tant­ly placed Gus­tav’s cart hind­most in the row, it was too much for him, and he or­dered it to be driv­en in front of the oth­ers.

			“My hors­es aren’t ac­cus­tomed to go be­hind the tail-pullers!” said Karl Jo­han, throw­ing down his reins. It was the nick­name for the last in the row. The oth­ers stood try­ing not to smile, and the bailiff was al­most boil­ing over.

			“If you’re so bent up­on be­ing first, be it by all means,” he said qui­et­ly. “I can very well drive be­hind you.”

			“No, my hors­es come af­ter the head man’s, not af­ter the tail-puller’s,” said Erik.

			This was re­al­ly a term of abuse in the way in which they used it, one af­ter the oth­er, with covert glances. If he was go­ing to put up with this from the whole row, his po­si­tion on the farm would be un­ten­able.

			“Yes, and mine go be­hind Erik’s,” be­gan An­ders now, “not af­ter—af­ter Gus­tav’s,” he cor­rect­ed him­self quick­ly, for the bailiff had fixed his eyes up­on him, and tak­en a step for­ward to knock him down.

			The bailiff stood silent for a mo­ment as if lis­ten­ing, the mus­cles of his arms quiv­er­ing. Then he sprang in­to the cart.

			“You’re all out of your sens­es to­day,” he said. “But now I’m go­ing to drive first, and the man who dares to say a word against it shall have one be­tween the eyes that will send him five days in­to next week!” So say­ing he swung out of the row, and Erik’s hors­es, which want­ed to turn, re­ceived a cut from his whip that made them rear. Erik stormed at them.

			The men went about crest­fall­en, and gave the bailiff time to get well ahead. “Well, I sup­pose we’d bet­ter see about start­ing now,” said Karl Jo­han at length, as he got in­to his wag­on. The bailiff was al­ready some way ahead; Gus­tav’s nags were do­ing their very best to­day, and seemed to like be­ing in front. But Karl Jo­han’s hors­es were dis­pleased, and hur­ried on; they did not ap­prove of the new ar­range­ment.

			At the vil­lage shop they made a halt, and con­soled them­selves a lit­tle. When they start­ed again, Karl Jo­han’s hors­es were re­frac­to­ry, and had to be qui­et­ed.

			The re­port of the catch had spread through the coun­try, and carts from oth­er farms caught them up or crossed them on their way to the fish­ing-vil­lages. Those who lived near­er the town were al­ready on their way home with sway­ing loads. “Shall we meet in the town for a drink?” cried one man to Karl Jo­han as he passed. “I’m com­ing in for an­oth­er load.”

			“No, we’re driv­ing for the mas­ter to­day!” an­swered Karl Jo­han, point­ing to the bailiff in front.

			“Yes, I see him. He’s driv­ing a fine pair to­day! I thought it was King Lazarus!”

			An ac­quain­tance of Karl Jo­han’s came to­ward them with a sway­ing load of her­ring. He was the on­ly man on one of the small farms. “So you’ve been to the town too for win­ter food,” said Karl Jo­han, rein­ing in his horse.

			“Yes, for the pigs!” an­swered the oth­er. “It was laid in for the rest of us at the end of the sum­mer. This isn’t food for men!” And he took up a her­ring be­tween his fin­gers, and pre­tend­ed to break it in two.

			“No, I sup­pose not for such fine gen­tle­men,” an­swered Karl Jo­han snap­pish­ly. “Of course, you’re in such a high sta­tion that you eat at the same ta­ble as your mas­ter and mis­tress, I’ve heard.”

			“Yes, that’s the reg­u­lar cus­tom at our place,” an­swered the oth­er. “We know noth­ing about mas­ters and dogs.” And he drove on. The words ran­kled with Karl Jo­han, he could not help draw­ing com­par­isons.

			They had caught up the bailiff, and now the hors­es be­came un­ruly. They kept try­ing to pass and took ev­ery un­looked-for op­por­tu­ni­ty of push­ing on, so that Karl Jo­han near­ly drove his team in­to the back of the bailiff’s cart. At last he grew tired of hold­ing them in, and gave them the rein, when they pushed out over the bor­der of the ditch and on in front of Gus­tav’s team, danced about a lit­tle on the high road, and then be­came qui­et. Now it was Erik’s hors­es that were mad.

			

			At the farm all the la­bor­ers’ wives had been called in for the af­ter­noon, the young cat­tle were in the en­clo­sure, and Pelle ran from cot­tage to cot­tage with the mes­sage. He was to help the wom­en to­geth­er with Lasse, and was de­light­ed with this break in the dai­ly rou­tine; it was a whole hol­i­day for him.

			At din­ner­time the men came home with their heavy loads of her­ring, which were turned out up­on the stone paving round the pump in the up­per yard. There had been no op­por­tu­ni­ty for them to en­joy them­selves in the town, and they were in a bad tem­per. On­ly Mons, the ape, went about grin­ning all over his face. He had been up to his sick moth­er with the mon­ey for the doc­tor and medicine, and came back at the last minute with a bun­dle un­der his arm in the best of spir­its. “That was a medicine!” he said over and over again, smack­ing his lips, “a mighty strong medicine.”

			He had had a hard time with the bailiff be­fore he got leave to go on his er­rand. The bailiff was a sus­pi­cious man, but it was dif­fi­cult to hold out against Mons’ trem­bling voice when he urged that it would be too hard on a poor man to de­ny him the right to help his sick moth­er. “Be­sides, she lives close by here, and per­haps I shall nev­er see her again in this life,” said Mons mourn­ful­ly. “And then there’s the mon­ey that the mas­ter ad­vanced me for it. Shall I go and throw it away on drink, while she’s ly­ing there with­out enough to buy bread with?”

			“Well, how was your moth­er?” asked the bailiff, when Mons came hur­ry­ing up at the last mo­ment.

			“Oh, she can’t last much longer!” said Mons, with a quiver in his voice. But he was beam­ing all over his face.

			The oth­ers threw him an­gry glances while they un­load­ed the her­ring. They would have liked to thrash him for his in­fer­nal good luck. But they re­cov­ered when they got in­to their room and he un­did the bun­dle. “That’s to you all from my sick moth­er!” he said, and drew forth a keg of spir­its. “And I was to give you her best re­spects, and thank you for be­ing so good to her lit­tle son.”

			“Where did you go?” asked Erik.

			“I sat in the tav­ern on the har­bor hill all the time, so as to keep an eye on you; I couldn’t re­sist look­ing at you, you looked so de­light­ful­ly thirsty. I won­der you didn’t lie down flat and drink out of the sea, ev­ery man Jack of you!”

			In the af­ter­noon the cot­tagers’ wives and the farm-girls sat round the great heaps of her­ring by the pump, and cleaned the fish. Lasse and Pelle pumped wa­ter to rinse them in, and cleaned out the big salt-bar­rels that the men rolled up from the cel­lar; and two of the el­der wom­en were en­trust­ed with the task of mix­ing. The bailiff walked up and down by the front steps and smoked his pipe.

			As a gen­er­al rule, the her­ring-pick­ling came un­der the cat­e­go­ry of pleas­ant work, but to­day there was dis­sat­is­fac­tion all along the line. The wom­en chat­tered freely as they worked, but their talk was not quite in­nocu­ous—it was all care­ful­ly aimed; the men had made them ma­li­cious. When they laughed, there was the sound of a hid­den mean­ing in their laugh­ter. The men had to be called out and giv­en or­ders about ev­ery sin­gle thing that had to be done; they went about it sul­len­ly, and then at once with­drew to their rooms. But when there they were all the gay­er, and sang and en­joyed them­selves.

			“They’re do­ing them­selves proud in there,” said Lasse, with a sigh to Pelle. “They’ve got a whole keg of spir­its that Mons had hid­den in his her­ring. They say it’s so ex­tra un­com­mon good.” Lasse had not tast­ed it him­self.

			The two kept out of the wran­gling; they felt them­selves too weak. The girls had not had the courage to refuse the ex­tra Sun­day work, but they were not afraid to pass lit­tle re­marks, and tit­tered at noth­ing, to make the bailiff think it was at him. They kept on ask­ing in a loud voice what the time was, or stopped work­ing to lis­ten to the ev­er-in­creas­ing gai­ety in the men’s rooms. Now and then a man was thrown out from there in­to the yard, and shuf­fled in again, shame­faced and grin­ning.

			One by one the men came saun­ter­ing out. They had their caps on the back of their heads now, and their gaze was fixed. They took up a po­si­tion in the low­er yard, and hung over the fence, look­ing at the girls, ev­ery now and then burst­ing in­to a laugh and stop­ping sud­den­ly, with a fright­ened glance at the bailiff.

			The bailiff was walk­ing up and down by the steps. He had laid aside his pipe and be­come calmer; and when the men came out, he was crack­ing a whip and ex­er­cis­ing him­self in self-re­straint.

			“If I liked I could bend him un­til both ends met!” he heard Erik say aloud in the mid­dle of a con­ver­sa­tion. The bailiff earnest­ly wished that Erik would make the at­tempt. His mus­cles were burn­ing un­der this un­sat­is­fied de­sire to let him­self go; but his brain was rev­el­ing in vi­sions of fights, he was grap­pling with the whole flock and go­ing through all the de­tails of the bat­tle. He had gone through these bat­tles so of­ten, es­pe­cial­ly of late; he had thought out all the dif­fi­cult sit­u­a­tions, and there was not a place in all Stone Farm in which the things that would serve as weapons were not known to him.

			“What’s the time?” asked one of the girls aloud for at least the twen­ti­eth time.

			“A lit­tle longer than your chemise,” an­swered Erik prompt­ly.

			The girls laughed. “Oh, non­sense! Tell us what it re­al­ly is!” ex­claimed an­oth­er.

			“A quar­ter to the miller’s girl,” an­swered An­ders.

			“Oh, what fools you are! Can’t you an­swer prop­er­ly? You, Karl Jo­han!”

			“It’s short!” said Karl Jo­han grave­ly.

			“No, se­ri­ous­ly now, I’ll tell you what it is,” ex­claimed Mons in­no­cent­ly, draw­ing a great “turnip” out of his pock­et. “It’s—” he looked care­ful­ly at the watch, and moved his lips as if cal­cu­lat­ing. “The deuce!” he ex­claimed, bring­ing down his hand in amaze­ment on the fence. “Why, it’s ex­act­ly the same time as it was this time yes­ter­day.”

			The jest was an old one, but the wom­en screamed with laugh­ter; for Mons was the jester.

			“Nev­er mind about the time,” said the bailiff, com­ing up. “But try and get through your work.”

			“No, time’s for tai­lors and shoe­mak­ers, not for hon­est peo­ple!” said An­ders in an un­der­tone.

			The bailiff turned up­on him as quick as a cat, and An­ders’ arm dart­ed up above his head bent as if to ward off a blow. The bailiff mere­ly ex­pec­to­rat­ed with a scorn­ful smile, and be­gan his pac­ing up and down afresh, and An­ders stood there, red to the roots of his hair, and not know­ing what to do with his eyes. He scratched the back of his head once or twice, but that could not ex­plain away that strange move­ment of his arm. The oth­ers were laugh­ing at him, so he hitched up his trousers and saun­tered down to­ward the men’s rooms, while the wom­en screamed with laugh­ter, and the men laid their heads up­on the fence and shook with mer­ri­ment.

			So the day passed, with end­less ill-na­tured jest­ing and spite­ful­ness. In the evening the men wan­dered out to in­dulge in horse­play on the high road and an­noy the passers­by. Lasse and Pelle were tired, and went ear­ly to bed.

			“Thank God we’ve got through this day!” said Lasse, when he had got in­to bed. “It’s been a reg­u­lar bad day. It’s a mir­a­cle that no blood’s been shed; there was a time when the bailiff looked as if he might do any­thing. But Erik must know far he can ven­ture.”

			Next morn­ing ev­ery­thing seemed to be for­got­ten. The men at­tend­ed to the hors­es as usu­al, and at six o’clock went out in­to the field for a third mow­ing of clover. They looked blear-eyed, heavy and dull. The keg lay out­side the sta­ble-door emp­ty; and as they went past they kicked it.

			Pelle helped with the her­ring to­day too, but he no longer found it amus­ing. He was long­ing al­ready to be out in the open with his cat­tle; and here he had to be at ev­ery­body’s beck and call. As of­ten as he dared, he made some pre­text for go­ing out­side the farm, for that helped to make the time pass.

			Lat­er in the morn­ing, while the men were mow­ing the thin clover, Erik flung down his scythe so that it re­bound­ed with a ring­ing sound from the swaths. The oth­ers stopped their work.

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, Erik?” asked Karl Jo­han. “Have you got a bee in your bon­net?”

			Erik stood with his knife in his hand, feel­ing its edge, and nei­ther heard nor saw. Then he turned up his face and frowned at the sky; his eyes seemed to have sunk in­to his head and be­come blind, and his lips stood out thick. He mut­tered a few inar­tic­u­late sounds, and start­ed up to­ward the farm.

			The oth­ers stood still and fol­lowed him with star­ing eyes; then one af­ter an­oth­er they threw down their scythes and moved away, on­ly Karl Jo­han re­main­ing where he was.

			Pelle had just come out to the en­clo­sure to see that none of the young cat­tle had bro­ken their way out. When he saw the men com­ing up to­ward the farm in a strag­gling file like a herd of cat­tle on the move, he sus­pect­ed some­thing was wrong and ran in.

			“The men are com­ing up as fast as they can, fa­ther!” he whis­pered.

			“They’re sure­ly not go­ing to do it?” said Lasse, be­gin­ning to trem­ble.

			The bailiff was car­ry­ing things from his room down to the pony-car­riage; he was go­ing to drive to the town. He had his arms full when Erik ap­peared at the big, open gate be­low, with dis­tort­ed face and a large, broad-blad­ed knife in his hand. “Where the dev­il is he?” he said aloud, and cir­cled round once with bent head, like an an­gry bull, and then walked up through the fence straight to­ward the bailiff. The lat­ter start­ed when he saw him and, through the gate, the oth­ers com­ing up full speed be­hind him. He mea­sured the dis­tance to the steps, but changed his mind, and ad­vanced to­ward Erik, keep­ing be­hind the wag­on and watch­ing ev­ery move­ment that Erik made, while he tried to find a weapon. Erik fol­lowed him round the wag­on, grind­ing his teeth and turn­ing his eyes oblique­ly up at his op­po­nent.

			The bailiff went round and round the wag­on and made half move­ments; he could not de­cide what to do. But then the oth­ers came up and blocked his way. His face turned white with fear, and he tore a whif­fle­tree from the wag­on, which with a push he sent rolling in­to the thick of them, so that they fell back in con­fu­sion. This made an open space be­tween him and Erik, and Erik sprang quick­ly over the pole, with his knife ready to strike; but as he sprang, the whif­fle­tree de­scend­ed up­on his head. The knife-thrust fell up­on the bailiff’s shoul­der, but it was fee­ble, and the knife just grazed his side as Erik sank to the ground. The oth­ers stood star­ing in be­wil­der­ment.

			“Car­ry him down to the man­gling-cel­lar!” cried the bailiff in a com­mand­ing tone, and the men dropped their knives and obeyed.

			The bat­tle had stirred Pelle’s blood in­to a tu­mult, and he was stand­ing by the pump, jump­ing up and down. Lasse had to take a firm hold of him, for it looked as if he would throw him­self in­to the fight. Then when the great strong Erik sank to the ground in­sen­si­ble from a blow on the head, he be­gan to jump as if he had St. Vi­tus’s Dance. He jumped in­to the air with droop­ing head, and let him­self fall heav­i­ly, all the time ut­ter­ing short, shrill bursts of laugh­ter. Lasse spoke to him an­gri­ly, think­ing it was un­nec­es­sar­i­ly fool­ish be­hav­ior on his part; and then he picked him up and held him firm­ly in his hands, while the lit­tle fel­low trem­bled all over his body in his ef­forts to free him­self and go on with his jump­ing.

			“What can be wrong with him?” said Lasse tear­ful­ly to the cot­tagers’ wives. “Oh dear, what shall I do?” He car­ried him down to their room in a sad state of mind, be­cause the moon was wan­ing, and it would nev­er pass off!

			Down in the man­gling-cel­lar they were busy with Erik, pour­ing brandy in­to his mouth and bathing his head with vine­gar. Kongstrup was not at home, but the mis­tress her­self was down there, wring­ing her hands and curs­ing Stone Farm—her own child­hood’s home! Stone Farm had be­come a hell with its mur­der and de­bauch­ery! she said, with­out car­ing that they were all stand­ing round her and heard ev­ery word.

			The bailiff had driv­en quick­ly off in the pony-car­riage to fetch a doc­tor and to re­port what he had done in de­fence of his life. The wom­en stood round the pump and gos­siped, while the men and girls wan­dered about in con­fu­sion; there was no one to is­sue or­ders. But then the mis­tress came out on to the steps and looked at them for a lit­tle, and they all found some­thing to do. Hers were pierc­ing eyes! The old wom­en shook them­selves and went back to their work. It re­mind­ed them so pleas­ant­ly of old times, when the mas­ter of the Stone Farm of their youth rushed up with anger in his eyes when they were idling.

			Down in their room, Lasse sat watch­ing Pelle, who lay talk­ing and laugh­ing in delir­i­um, so that his fa­ther hard­ly knew whether to laugh or to cry.

		
	
		
			XV

			“She must have had right on her side, for he nev­er said a cross word when she start­ed off with her com­plaints and re­proach­es, and them so loud that you could hear them right through the walls and down in the ser­vants’ room and all over the farm. But it was stupid of her all the same, for she on­ly drove him dis­tract­ed and sent him away. And how will it go with a farm in the long run, when the farmer spends all his time on the high roads be­cause he can’t stay at home? It’s a poor sort of af­fec­tion that drives the man away from his home.”

			Lasse was stand­ing in the sta­ble on Sun­day evening talk­ing to the wom­en about it while they milked. Pelle was there too, busy with his own af­fairs, but lis­ten­ing to what was said.

			“But she wasn’t al­to­geth­er stupid ei­ther,” said Thatch­er Holm’s wife. “For in­stance when she had Fair Maria in to do house­maid’s work, so that he could have a pret­ty face to look at at home. She knew that if you have food at home you don’t go out for it. But of course it all led to noth­ing when she couldn’t leave off fright­en­ing him out of the house with her cry­ing and her drink­ing.”

			“I’m sure he drinks too!” said Pelle short­ly.

			“Yes, of course he gets drunk now and then,” said Lasse in a re­prov­ing tone. “But he’s a man, you see, and may have his rea­sons be­sides. But it’s ill when a wom­an takes to drink­ing.” Lasse was cross. The boy was be­gin­ning to have opin­ions of his own pret­ty well on ev­ery­thing, and was al­ways join­ing in when grown peo­ple were talk­ing.

			“I main­tain”—he went on, turn­ing again to the wom­en—“that he’d be a good hus­band, if on­ly he wasn’t wor­ried with cry­ing and a bad con­science. Things go very well too when he’s away. He’s at home pret­ty well ev­ery day, and looks af­ter things him­self, so that the bailiff’s quite up­set, for he likes to be king of the cas­tle. To all of us, the mas­ter’s like one of our­selves; he’s even for­got­ten the grudge he had against Gus­tav.”

			“There can’t be very much to bear him a grudge for, un­less it is that he’ll get a wife with mon­ey. They say Bod­il’s saved more than a hun­dred kro­nes from her two or three months as house­maid. Some peo­ple can—they get paid for what the rest of us have al­ways had to do for noth­ing.” It was one of the old wom­en who spoke.

			“Well, we’ll just see whether he ev­er gets her for a wife. I doubt it my­self. One oughtn’t to speak evil of one’s fel­low-ser­vant, but Bod­il’s not a faith­ful girl. That mat­ter with the mas­ter must go for what it was—as I once said to Gus­tav when he was rag­ing about it; the mas­ter comes be­fore his men! Beng­ta was a good wife to me in ev­ery way, but she too was very fond of lay­ing her­self out for the land­lord at home. The great­est take first; that’s the way of the world! But Bod­il’s nev­er of the same mind for long to­geth­er. Now she’s car­ry­ing on with the pupil, though he’s not six­teen yet, and takes presents from him. Gus­tav should get out of it in time; it al­ways leads to mis­for­tune when love gets in­to a per­son. We’ve got an ex­am­ple of that at the farm here.”

			“I was talk­ing to some­one the oth­er day who thought that the mis­tress hadn’t gone to Copen­hagen at all, but was with re­la­tions in the south. She’s run away from him, you’ll see!”

			“That’s the gen­teel thing to do nowa­days, it seems!” said Lasse. “If on­ly she’ll stay away! Things are much bet­ter as they are.”

			

			An al­to­geth­er dif­fer­ent at­mos­phere seemed to fill Stone Farm. The dis­mal feel­ing was gone; no wail­ing tones came from the house and set­tled up­on one like horse flies and black care. The change was most ap­par­ent in the farmer. He looked ten or twen­ty years younger, and joked good-hu­mored­ly like one freed from chains and fet­ters. He took an in­ter­est in the work of the farm, drove to the quar­ry two or three times a day in his gig, was present when­ev­er a new piece of work was start­ed, and would of­ten throw off his coat and take a hand in it. Fair Maria laid his ta­ble and made his bed, and he was not afraid of show­ing his kind­ness for her. His good hu­mor was in­fec­tious and made ev­ery­thing pleas­an­ter.

			But it could not be de­nied that Lasse had his own bur­den to bear. His anx­i­ety to get mar­ried grew greater with the ar­rival of very cold weath­er as ear­ly as De­cem­ber; he longed to have his feet un­der his own ta­ble, and have a wom­an to him­self who should be ev­ery­thing to him. He had not en­tire­ly giv­en up thoughts of Kar­na yet, but he had promised Thatch­er Holm’s wife ten kro­nes down if she could find some­one that would do for him.

			He had re­al­ly put the whole mat­ter out of his head as an im­pos­si­bil­i­ty, and had passed in­to the land of old age; but what was the use of shut­ting your­self in, when you were all the time look­ing for doors through which to slip out again? Lasse looked out once more, and as usu­al it was Pelle who brought life and joy to the house.

			Down in the out­skirts of the fish­ing-vil­lage there lived a wom­an, whose hus­band had gone to sea and had not been heard of for a good many years. Two or three times on his way to and from school, Pelle had sought shel­ter from the weath­er in her porch, and they had grad­u­al­ly be­come good friends; he per­formed lit­tle ser­vices for her, and re­ceived a cup of hot cof­fee in re­turn. When the cold was very bit­ter, she al­ways called him in; and then she would tell him about the sea and about her good-for-noth­ing hus­band, who kept away and left her to toil for her liv­ing by mend­ing nets for the fish­er­men. In re­turn Pelle felt bound to tell her about Fa­ther Lasse, and Moth­er Beng­ta who lay at home in the church­yard at Tom­melil­la. The talk nev­er came to much more, for she al­ways re­turned to her hus­band who had gone away and left her a wid­ow.

			“I sup­pose he’s drowned,” Pelle would say.

			“No, he isn’t, for I’ve had no warn­ing,” she an­swered de­cid­ed­ly, al­ways in the same words.

			Pelle re­peat­ed it all to his fa­ther, who was very much in­ter­est­ed. “Well, did you run in to Madam Olsen to­day?” was the first thing he said when the boy came in from school; and then Pelle had to tell him ev­ery de­tail sev­er­al times over. It could nev­er be too cir­cum­stan­tial­ly told for Lasse.

			“You’ve told her, I sup­pose, that Moth­er Beng­ta’s dead? Yes, of course you have! Well, what did she ask about me to­day? Does she know about the lega­cy?” (Lasse had re­cent­ly had twen­ty-five kro­nes left him by an un­cle.) “You might very well let fall a word or two about that, so that she shouldn’t think we’re quite pau­pers.”

			Pelle was the bear­er of am­bigu­ous mes­sages back­ward and for­ward. From Lasse he took lit­tle things in re­turn for her kind­ness to him­self, such as em­broi­dered hand­ker­chiefs and a fine silk ker­chief, the last rem­nants of Moth­er Beng­ta’s ef­fects. It would be hard to lose them if this new chance failed, for then there would be no mem­o­ries to fall back up­on. But Lasse staked ev­ery­thing up­on one card.

			One day Pelle brought word that warn­ing had come to Madam Olsen. She had been awak­ened in the night by a big black dog that stood gasp­ing at the head of her bed. Its eyes shone in the dark­ness, and she heard the wa­ter drip­ping from its fur. She un­der­stood that it must be the ship’s dog with a mes­sage for her, and went to the win­dow; and out in the moon­light on the sea she saw a ship sail­ing with all sail set. She stood high, and you could see the sea and sky right through her. Over the bul­wark hung her hus­band and the oth­ers, and they were trans­par­ent; and the salt wa­ter was drip­ping from their hair and beards and run­ning down the side of the ship.

			In the evening Lasse put on his best clothes.

			“Are we go­ing out this evening?” asked Pelle in glad sur­prise.

			“No—well, that’s to say I am, just a lit­tle er­rand. If any­one asks af­ter me, you must say that I’ve gone to the smith about a new nose-ring for the bull.”

			“And mayn’t I go with you?” asked Pelle on the verge of tears.

			“No, you must be good and stay at home for this once.” Lasse pat­ted him on the head.

			“Where are you go­ing then?”

			“I’m go­ing—” Lasse was about to make up a lie about it, but had not the heart to do it. “You mustn’t ask me!” he said.

			“Shall I know an­oth­er day, then, with­out ask­ing?”

			“Yes, you shall, for cer­tain—sure!”

			Lasse went out, but came back again. Pelle was sit­ting on the edge of the bed, cry­ing; it was the first time Fa­ther Lasse had gone out with­out tak­ing him with him.

			“Now you must be a good boy and go to bed,” he said grave­ly. “Or else I shall stay at home with you; but if I do, it may spoil things for us both.”

			So Pelle thought bet­ter of it and be­gan to un­dress; and at last Lasse got off.

			When Lasse reached Madam Olsen’s house, it was shut up and in dark­ness. He rec­og­nized it eas­i­ly from Pelle’s de­scrip­tions, and walked round it two or three times to see how the walls stood. Both tim­ber and plas­ter looked good, and there was a fair-sized piece of ground be­long­ing to it, just big enough to al­low of its be­ing at­tend­ed to on Sun­days, so that one could work for a dai­ly wage on week­days.

			Lasse knocked at the door, and a lit­tle while af­ter a white form ap­peared at the win­dow, and asked who was there.

			“It’s Pelle’s fa­ther, Lasse Karls­son,” said Lasse, step­ping out in­to the moon­light.

			The door was un­bolt­ed, and a soft voice said: “Come in­side! Don’t stand out there in the cold!” and Lasse stepped over the thresh­old. There was a smell of sleep in the room, and Lasse had an idea where the al­cove was, but could see noth­ing. He heard the breath­ing as of a stout per­son draw­ing on stock­ings. Then she struck a match and light­ed the lamp.

			They shook hands, and looked at one an­oth­er as they did so. She wore a skirt of striped bed-tick­ing, which kept her night-jack­et to­geth­er, and had a blue night­cap on her head. She had strong-look­ing limbs and a good bust, and her face gave a good im­pres­sion. She was the kind of wom­an that would not hurt a fly if she were not put up­on; but she was not a toil­er—she was too soft for that.

			“So this is Pelle’s fa­ther!” she said. “It’s a young son you’ve got. But do sit down!”

			Lasse blinked his eyes a lit­tle. He had been afraid that she would think him old.

			“Yes, he’s what you’d call a late-born child; but I’m still able to do a man’s work in more ways than one.”

			She laughed while she bus­ied her­self in plac­ing on the ta­ble cold ba­con and pork sausage, a dram, bread and a saucer of drip­ping. “But now you must eat!” she said. “That’s what a man’s known by. And you’ve come a long way.”

			It on­ly now oc­curred to Lasse that he must give some ex­cuse for his vis­it. “I ought re­al­ly to be go­ing again at once. I on­ly want­ed to come down and thank you for your kind­ness to the boy.” He even got up as if to go.

			“Oh, but what non­sense!” she ex­claimed, push­ing him down in­to his chair again. “It’s very plain, but do take some.” She pressed the knife in­to his hand, and ea­ger­ly pushed the food in front of him. Her whole per­son ra­di­at­ed warmth and kind­heart­ed­ness as she stood close to him and at­tend­ed to his wants; and Lasse en­joyed it all.

			“You must have been a good wife to your hus­band,” he said.

			“Yes, that’s true enough!” she said, as she sat down and looked frankly at him. “He got all that he could want, and al­most more, when he was on shore. He stayed in bed un­til din­ner, and I looked af­ter him like a lit­tle child; but he nev­er gave me a hand’s turn for it, and at last one gets tired.”

			“That was wrong of him,” said Lasse; “for one good ac­tion de­serves an­oth­er. I don’t think Beng­ta would have any­thing like that to say of me if she was asked.”

			“Well, there’s cer­tain­ly plen­ty to do in a house, when there’s a man that has the will to help. I’ve on­ly one cow, of course, for I can’t man­age more; but two might very well be kept, and there’s no debt on the place.”

			“I’m on­ly a poor dev­il com­pared to you!” said Lasse de­spon­dent­ly. “Al­to­geth­er I’ve got fifty kro­nes, and we both have de­cent clothes to put on; but be­yond that I’ve on­ly got a pair of good hands.”

			“And I’m sure that’s worth a good deal! And I should fan­cy you’re not afraid of fetch­ing a pail of wa­ter or that sort of thing, are you?”

			“No, I’m not. And I’m not afraid of a cup of cof­fee in bed on a Sun­day morn­ing, ei­ther.”

			She laughed. “Then I sup­pose I ought to have a kiss!” she said.

			“Yes, I sup­pose you ought,” said Lasse de­light­ed, and kissed her. “And now we may hope for hap­pi­ness and a bless­ing for all three of us. I know you’re fond of the lad­die.”

			There still re­mained sev­er­al things to dis­cuss, there was cof­fee to be drunk, and Lasse had to see the cow and the way the house was ar­ranged. In the mean­time it had grown late.

			“You’d bet­ter stay here for the night,” said Madam Olsen.

			Lasse stood wa­ver­ing. There was the boy sleep­ing alone, and he had to be at the farm by four o’clock; but it was cold out­side, and here it was so warm and com­fort­able in ev­ery way.

			“Yes, per­haps I’d bet­ter,” he said, lay­ing down his hat and coat again.

			

			When at about four he crept in­to the cow-sta­ble from the back, the lantern was still burn­ing in the herds­man’s room. Lasse thought he was dis­cov­ered, and be­gan to trem­ble; it was a crim­i­nal and un­jus­ti­fi­able ac­tion to be away from the herd a whole night. But it was on­ly Pelle, who lay hud­dled up up­on the chest asleep, with his clothes on. His face was black and swollen with cry­ing.

			All that day there was some­thing re­served, al­most hos­tile, about Pelle’s be­hav­ior, and Lasse suf­fered un­der it. There was noth­ing for it; he must speak out.

			“It’s all set­tled now, Pelle,” he said at last. “We’re go­ing to have a house and home, and a nice-look­ing moth­er in­to the bar­gain. It’s Madam Olsen. Are you sat­is­fied now?”

			Pelle had noth­ing against it. “Then may I come with you next time?” he asked, still a lit­tle sullen.

			“Yes, next time you shall go with me. I think it’ll be on Sun­day. We’ll ask leave to go out ear­ly, and pay her a vis­it.” Lasse said this with a pe­cu­liar flour­ish; he had be­come more erect.

			Pelle went with him on Sun­day; they were free from the mid­dle of the af­ter­noon. But af­ter that it would not have done to ask for leave very soon again. Pelle saw his fu­ture moth­er near­ly ev­ery day, but it was more dif­fi­cult for Lasse. When the long­ing to see his sweet­heart came over him too strong­ly, he fussed over Pelle un­til the boy fell asleep, and then changed his clothes and stole out.

			Af­ter a wake­ful night such as one of these, he was not up to his work, and went about stum­bling over his own feet; but his eyes shone with a youth­ful light, as if he had con­clud­ed a se­cret treaty with life’s most pow­er­ful forces.

		
	
		
			XVI

			Erik was stand­ing on the front steps, with stoop­ing shoul­ders and face half turned to­ward the wall. He sta­tioned him­self there ev­ery morn­ing at about four, and wait­ed for the bailiff to come down. It was now six, and had just be­gun to grow light.

			Lasse and Pelle had fin­ished clean­ing out the cow-sta­ble and dis­tribut­ing the first feed, and they were hun­gry. They were stand­ing at the door of the sta­ble, wait­ing for the break­fast-bell to ring; and at the doors of the horse-sta­bles, the men were do­ing the same. At a quar­ter-past the hour they went to­ward the base­ment, with Karl Jo­han at their head, and Lasse and Pelle al­so turned out and hur­ried to the ser­vants’ room, with ev­ery sign of a good ap­petite.

			“Now, Erik, we’re go­ing down to break­fast!” shout­ed Karl Jo­han as they passed, and Erik came out of his cor­ner by the steps, and shuf­fled along af­ter them. There was noth­ing the mat­ter with his di­ges­tive pow­ers at any rate.

			They ate their her­ring in si­lence; the food stopped their mouths com­plete­ly. When they had fin­ished, the head man knocked on the ta­ble with the han­dle of his knife, and Kar­na came in with two dish­es of por­ridge and a pile of bread-and-drip­ping.

			“Where’s Bod­il to­day?” asked Gus­tav.

			“How should I know? Her bed was stand­ing un­touched this morn­ing,” an­swered Kar­na, with an ex­ult­ing look.

			“It’s a lie!” cried Gus­tav, bring­ing down his spoon with a bang up­on the ta­ble.

			“You can go in­to her room and see for your­self; you know the way!” said Kar­na tart­ly.

			“And what’s be­come of the pupil to­day, as he hasn’t rung?” said Karl Jo­han. “Have any of you girls seen him?”

			“No, I ex­pect he’s over­slept him­self,” cried Beng­ta from the wash­house. “And so he may! I don’t want to run up and shake life in­to him ev­ery morn­ing!”

			“Don’t you think you’d bet­ter go up and wake him, Gus­tav?” said An­ders with a wink. “You might see some­thing fun­ny.” The oth­ers laughed a lit­tle.

			“If I wake him, it’ll be with this rab­bit-skin­ner,” an­swered Gus­tav, ex­hibit­ing a large knife. “For then I think I should put him out of harm’s way.”

			At this point the farmer him­self came down. He held a piece of pa­per in his hand, and ap­peared to be in high good hu­mor. “Have you heard the lat­est news, good peo­ple? At dead of night Hans Pe­ter has eloped with Bod­il!”

			“My word! Are the babes and suck­lings be­gin­ning now?” ex­claimed Lasse with self-as­sur­ance. “I shall have to look af­ter Pelle there, and see that he doesn’t run away with Kar­na. She’s fond of young peo­ple.” Lasse felt him­self to be the man of the com­pa­ny, and was not afraid of giv­ing a hit at any­one.

			“Hans Pe­ter is fif­teen,” said Kongstrup re­prov­ing­ly, “and pas­sion rages in his heart.” He said this with such com­i­cal grav­i­ty that they all burst in­to laugh­ter, ex­cept Gus­tav, who sat blink­ing his eyes and nod­ding his head like a drunk­en man.

			“You shall hear what he says. This lay up­on his bed.” Kongstrup held the pa­per out in a the­atri­cal at­ti­tude and read:

			
				“When you read this, I shall have gone for­ev­er. Bod­il and I have agreed to run away tonight. My stern fa­ther will nev­er give his con­sent to our union, and there­fore we will en­joy the hap­pi­ness of our love in a se­cret place where no one can find us. It will be do­ing a great wrong to look for us, for we have de­ter­mined to die to­geth­er rather than fall in­to the wicked hands of our en­e­mies. I wet this pa­per with Bod­il’s and my own tears. But you must not con­demn me for my last des­per­ate step, as I can do noth­ing else for the sake of my great love.

				
					“Hans Pe­ter.”

				
			

			“That fel­low reads sto­ry­books,” said Karl Jo­han. “He’ll do great things some day.”

			“Yes, he knows ex­act­ly what’s re­quired for an elope­ment,” an­swered Kongstrup mer­ri­ly. “Even to a lad­der, which he’s dragged up to the girl’s win­dow, al­though it’s on a lev­el with the ground. I wish he were on­ly half as thor­ough in his agri­cul­ture.”

			“What’s to be done now? I sup­pose they must be searched for?” asked the head man.

			“Well, I don’t know. It’s al­most a shame to dis­turb their young hap­pi­ness. They’ll come of their own ac­cord when they get hun­gry. What do you think, Gus­tav? Shall we or­ga­nize a battue?”

			Gus­tav made no an­swer, but rose abrupt­ly and went across to the men’s rooms. When the oth­ers fol­lowed him, they found him in bed.

			All day he lay there and nev­er ut­tered a syl­la­ble when any­one came in to him. Mean­while the work suf­fered, and the bailiff was an­gry. He did not at all like the new way Kongstrup was in­tro­duc­ing—with lib­er­ty for ev­ery­one to say and do ex­act­ly as they liked.

			“Go in and pull Gus­tav out of bed!” he said, in the af­ter­noon, when they were in the thresh­ing-barn, win­now­ing grain. “And if he won’t put his own clothes on, dress him by force.”

			But Kongstrup, who was there him­self, en­ter­ing the weight, in­ter­fered. “No, if he’s ill he must be al­lowed to keep his bed,” he said. “But it’s our du­ty to do some­thing to cure him.”

			“How about a mus­tard-plas­ter?” sug­gest­ed Mons, with a de­fi­ant glance at the bailiff.

			Kongstrup rubbed his hands with de­light. “Yes, that’ll be splen­did!” he said. “Go you across, Mons, and get the girls to make a mus­tard-plas­ter that we can stick on the pit of his stom­ach; that’s where the pain is.”

			When Mons came back with the plas­ter, they went up in a pro­ces­sion to put it on, the farmer him­self lead­ing. Kongstrup was well aware of the bailiff’s an­gry looks, which plain­ly said, “An­oth­er waste of work for the sake of a fool­ish prank!” But he was in­clined for a lit­tle fun, and the work would get done some­how.

			Gus­tav had smelt a rat, for when they ar­rived he was dressed. For the rest of the day he did his work, but noth­ing could draw a smile out of him. He was like a man moon­struck.

			A few days lat­er a cart drove up to Stone Farm. In the driv­ing-seat sat a broad-shoul­dered farmer in a fur coat, and be­side him, wrapped up from head to foot, sat Hans Pe­ter, while at the back, on the floor of the cart, lay the pret­ty Bod­il on a lit­tle hay, shiv­er­ing with cold. It was the pupil’s fa­ther who had brought back the two fugi­tives, whom he had found in lodg­ings in the town.

			Up in the of­fice Hans Pe­ter re­ceived a thrash­ing that could be heard, and was then let out in­to the yard, where he wan­dered about cry­ing and ashamed, un­til he be­gan to play with Pelle be­hind the cow-sta­ble.

			Bod­il was treat­ed more se­vere­ly. It must have been the strange farmer who re­quired that she should be in­stant­ly dis­missed, for Kongstrup was not usu­al­ly a hard man. She had to pack her things, and af­ter din­ner was driv­en away. She looked good and gen­tle as she al­ways did; one would have thought she was a per­fect an­gel—if one had not known bet­ter.

			Next morn­ing Gus­tav’s bed was emp­ty. He had van­ished com­plete­ly, with chest, wood­en shoes and ev­ery­thing.

			Lasse looked on at all this with a man’s in­dul­gent smile—chil­dren’s tricks! All that was want­ing now was that Kar­na should squeeze her fat body through the base­ment win­dow one night, and she too dis­ap­pear like smoke—on the hunt for Gus­tav.

			This did not hap­pen, how­ev­er; and she be­came kind­ly dis­posed to­ward Lasse again, saw af­ter his and Pelle’s clothes, and tried to make them com­fort­able.

			Lasse was not blind; he saw very well which way the wind blew, and en­joyed the con­scious­ness of his pow­er. There were now two that he could have when­ev­er he pleased; he on­ly had to stretch out his hand, and the wom­en­folk snatched at it. He went about all day in a state of joy­ful in­tox­i­ca­tion, and there were days in which he was in such an el­e­vat­ed con­di­tion of mind that he had in­ward prompt­ings to make use of his op­por­tu­ni­ty. He had al­ways trod­den his path in this world so se­date­ly, done his du­ty and lived his life in such un­wa­ver­ing de­cen­cy. Why should not he too for once let things go, and try to leap through the fiery hoops? There was a tempt­ing de­vel­op­ment of pow­er in the thought.

			But the up­right­ness in him tri­umphed. He had al­ways kept to the one, as the Scrip­tures com­mand­ed, and he would con­tin­ue to do so. The oth­er thing was on­ly for the great—Abra­ham, of whom Pelle had be­gun to tell him, and Kongstrup. Pelle, too, must nev­er be able to say any­thing against his fa­ther in that way; he must be clean in his child’s eyes, and be able to look him in the face with­out shrink­ing. And then—well, the thought of how the two wom­en would take it in the event of its be­ing dis­cov­ered, sim­ply made Lasse blink his red eyes and hang his head.

			

			To­ward the mid­dle of March, Fru Kongstrup re­turned un­ex­pect­ed­ly. The farmer was get­ting along very com­fort­ably with­out her, and her com­ing took him rather by sur­prise. Fair Maria was in­stant­ly turned out and sent down to the wash­house. Her not be­ing sent away al­to­geth­er was due to the fact that there was a short­age of maids at the farm now that Bod­il had left. The mis­tress had brought a young rel­a­tive with her, who was to keep her com­pa­ny and help her in the house.

			They ap­peared to get on very well to­geth­er. Kongstrup stayed at home up­on the farm and was steady. The three drove out to­geth­er, and the mis­tress was al­ways hang­ing on his arm when they went about show­ing the place to the young la­dy. It was easy to see why she had come home; she could not live with­out him!

			But Kongstrup did not seem to be near­ly so pleased about it. He had put away his high spir­its and re­tired in­to his shell once more. When he was go­ing about like this, he of­ten looked as if there was some­thing in­vis­i­ble ly­ing in am­bush for him and he was afraid of be­ing tak­en un­awares.

			This in­vis­i­ble some­thing reached out af­ter the oth­ers, too. Fru Kongstrup nev­er in­ter­fered un­kind­ly in any­thing, ei­ther di­rect­ly or in a round­about way; and yet ev­ery­thing be­came stricter. Peo­ple no longer moved freely about the yard, but glanced up at the tall win­dows and hur­ried past. The at­mos­phere had once more that op­pres­sion about it that made one feel slack and up­set and de­pressed.

			Mys­tery once again hung heavy over the roof of Stone Farm. To many gen­er­a­tions it had stood for pros­per­i­ty or mis­for­tune—these had been its foun­da­tions, and still it drew to it­self the con­stant thoughts of many peo­ple. Dark things—ter­ror, drea­ri­ness, vague sus­pi­cions of evil pow­ers—gath­ered there nat­u­ral­ly as in a church­yard.

			And now it all cen­tered round this wom­an, whose shad­ow was so heavy that ev­ery­thing bright­ened when she went away. Her un­ceas­ing, wail­ing protest against her wrongs spread dark­ness around and brought weari­ness with it. It was not even with the idea of sub­mit­ting to the in­evitable that she came back, but on­ly to go on as be­fore, with re­newed strength. She could not do with­out him, but nei­ther could she of­fer him any­thing good; she was like those be­ings who can live and breathe on­ly in fire, and yet cry out when burnt. She writhed in the flames, and yet she her­self fed them. Fair Maria was her own do­ing, and now she had brought this new rel­a­tive in­to the house. Thus she her­self made easy the path of his in­fi­deli­ty, and then shook the house above him with her com­plain­ing.

			An af­fec­tion such as this was not God’s work; pow­ers of evil had their abode in her.

		
	
		
			XVII

			Oh, how bit­ter­ly cold it was! Pelle was on his way to school, lean­ing, in a jog-trot, against the wind. At the big thorn Rud was stand­ing wait­ing for him; he fell in, and they ran side by side like two blown nags, breath­ing hard and with heads hang­ing low. Their coat-col­lars were turned up about their ears, and their hands pushed in­to the tops of their trousers to share in the warmth of their bod­ies. The sleeves of Pelle’s jack­et were too short, and his wrists were blue with cold.

			They said lit­tle, but on­ly ran; the wind snatched the words from their mouths and filled them with hail. It was hard to get enough breath to run with, or to keep an eye open. Ev­ery oth­er minute they had to stop and turn their back to the wind while they filled their lungs and breathed warm breath up over their faces to bring feel­ing in­to them. The worst part of it was the turn­ing back, be­fore they got quite up against the wind and in­to step again.

			The four miles came to an end, and the boys turned in­to the vil­lage. Down here by the shore it was al­most shel­tered; the rough sea broke the wind. There was not much of the sea to be seen; what did ap­pear here and there through the rifts in the squalls came on like a mov­ing wall and broke with a roar in­to whitish green foam. The wind tore the top off the waves in ill-tem­pered snatch­es, and car­ried salt rain in over the land.

			The mas­ter had not yet ar­rived. Up at his desk stood Nilen, busi­ly pick­ing its lock to get at a pipe that Fris had con­fis­cat­ed dur­ing lessons. “Here’s your knife!” he cried, throw­ing a sheath-knife to Pelle, who quick­ly pock­et­ed it. Some peas­ant boys were pour­ing coal in­to the stove, which was al­ready red-hot; by the win­dows sat a crowd of girls, hear­ing one an­oth­er in hymns. Out­side the waves broke with­out ceas­ing, and when their roar sank for a mo­ment, the shrill voic­es of boys rose in­to the air. All the boys of the vil­lage were on the beach, run­ning in and out un­der the break­ers that looked as if they would crush them, and pulling drift­wood up­on shore.

			Pelle had hard­ly thawed him­self when Nilen made him go out with him. Most of the boys were wet through, but they were laugh­ing and pant­ing with ea­ger­ness. One of them had brought in the name-board of a ship. The Sim­plic­i­ty was paint­ed on it. They stood round it and wran­gled about what kind of ves­sel it was and what was its home-port.

			“Then the ship’s gone down,” said Pelle grave­ly. The oth­ers did not an­swer; it was so self-ev­i­dent.

			“Well,” said a boy hes­i­tat­ing­ly, “the name-board may have been torn away by the waves; it’s on­ly been nailed on.” They ex­am­ined it care­ful­ly again; Pelle could not dis­cov­er any­thing spe­cial about it.

			“I rather think the crew have torn it off and thrown it in­to the sea. One of the nails has been pulled out,” said Nilen, nod­ding with an air of mys­tery.

			“But why should they do that?” asked Pelle, with in­creduli­ty.

			“Be­cause they’ve killed the cap­tain and tak­en over the com­mand them­selves, you ass! Then all they’ve got to do is to chris­ten the ship again, and sail as pi­rates.” The oth­er boys con­firmed this with eyes that shone with the spir­it of ad­ven­ture; this one’s fa­ther had told him about it, and that one’s had even played a part in it. He did not want to, of course, but then he was tied to the mast while the mutiny was in progress.

			On a day like this Pelle felt small in ev­ery way. The rag­ing of the sea op­pressed him and made him feel in­se­cure, but the oth­ers were in their el­e­ment. They pos­sessed them­selves of all the hor­ror of the ocean, and rep­re­sent­ed it in an ex­ag­ger­at­ed form; they heaped up all the ter­rors of the sea in play up­on the shore: ships went to the bot­tom with all on board or struck on the rocks; corpses lay rolling in the surf, and drowned men in sea-boots and sou’west­ers came up out of the sea at mid­night, and walked right in­to the lit­tle cot­tages in the vil­lage to give warn­ing of their de­par­ture. They dwelt up­on it with a se­ri­ous­ness that was bright with in­ward joy, as though they were singing hymns of praise to the mighty ocean. But Pelle stood out side all this, and felt him­self cow­ard­ly when lis­ten­ing to their tales. He kept be­hind the oth­ers, and wished he could bring down the big bull and let it loose among them. Then they would come to him for pro­tec­tion.

			The boys had or­ders from their par­ents to take care of them­selves, for Mar­ta, the old skip­per’s wid­ow, had three nights run­ning heard the sea de­mand corpses with a short bark. They talked about that, too, and about when the fish­er­men would ven­ture out again, while they ran about the beach. “A bot­tle, a bot­tle!” cried one of them sud­den­ly, dash­ing off along the shore; he was quite sure he had seen a bot­tle bob up out of the surf a lit­tle way off, and dis­ap­pear again. The whole swarm stood for a long time gaz­ing ea­ger­ly out in­to the seething foam, and Kilen and an­oth­er boy had thrown off their jack­ets to be ready to jump out when it ap­peared again.

			The bot­tle did not ap­pear again, but it had giv­en a spur to the imag­i­na­tion, and ev­ery boy had his own solemn knowl­edge of such things. Just now, dur­ing the equinoc­tial storms, many a bot­tle went over a ship’s side with a last mes­sage to those on land. Re­al­ly and tru­ly, of course, that was why you learned to write—so as to be able to write your mes­sages when your hour came. Then per­haps the bot­tle would be swal­lowed by a shark, or per­haps it would be fished up by stupid peas­ants who took it home with them to their wives to put drink in­to—this last a good-na­tured hit at Pelle. But it some­times hap­pened that it drift­ed ashore just at the place it was meant for; and, if not, it was the find­er’s busi­ness to take it to the near­est mag­is­trate, if he didn’t want to lose his right hand.

			Out in the har­bor the waves broke over the mole; the fish­er­men had drawn their boats up on shore. They could not rest in­doors in their warm cot­tages; the sea and bad weath­er kept them on the beach night and day. They stood in shel­ter be­hind their boats, yawn­ing heav­i­ly and gaz­ing out to sea, where now and then a sail flut­tered past like a storm-beat­en bird.

			“In, in!” cried the girls from the school­room door, and the boys saun­tered slow­ly up. Fris was walk­ing back­ward and for­ward in front of his desk, smok­ing his pipe with the pic­ture of the king on it, and with the news­pa­per stick­ing out of his pock­et. “To your places!” he shout­ed, strik­ing his desk with the cane.

			“Is there any news?” asked a boy, when they had tak­en their places. Fris some­times read aloud the Ship­ping News to them.

			“I don’t know,” an­swered Fris cross­ly. “You can get out your slates and arith­metics.”

			“Oh, we’re go­ing to do sums, oh, that’s fun!” The whole class was re­joic­ing au­di­bly as they got out their things.

			Fris did not share the chil­dren’s de­light over arith­metic; his gifts, he was ac­cus­tomed to say, were of a pure­ly his­tor­i­cal na­ture. But he ac­com­mo­dat­ed him­self to their needs, be­cause long ex­pe­ri­ence had taught him that a pan­de­mo­ni­um might eas­i­ly arise on a stormy day such as this; the weath­er had a re­mark­able in­flu­ence up­on the chil­dren. His own knowl­edge ex­tend­ed on­ly as far as Chris­tian Hansen’s Part I; but there were two peas­ant boys who had worked on by them­selves in­to Part III, and they helped the oth­ers.

			The chil­dren were deep in their work, their long, reg­u­lar breath­ing ris­ing and fall­ing in the room like a deep sleep. There was a con­tin­u­al pass­ing back­ward and for­ward to the two arith­meti­cians, and the in­dus­try was on­ly now and then in­ter­rupt­ed by some lit­tle piece of mis­chief that came over one or an­oth­er of the chil­dren as a re­minder; but they soon fell in­to or­der again.

			At the bot­tom of the class there was a sound of sniff­ing, grow­ing more and more dis­tinct. Fris laid down his news­pa­per im­pa­tient­ly.

			“Pe­ter’s cry­ing,” said those near­est.

			“Oh-o!” said Fris, peer­ing over his spec­ta­cles. “What’s the mat­ter now?”

			“He says he can’t re­mem­ber what twice two is.”

			Fris forced the air through his nos­trils and seized the cane, but thought bet­ter of it. “Twice two’s five!” he said qui­et­ly, at which there was a laugh at Pe­ter’s ex­pense, and work went on again.

			For some time they worked dili­gent­ly, and then Nilen rose. Fris saw it, but went on read­ing.

			“Which is the light­est, a pound of feath­ers or a pound of lead? I can’t find it in the an­swers.”

			Fris’s hands trem­bled as he held the pa­per up close to his face to see some­thing or oth­er bet­ter. It was his medi­ocrity as a teach­er of arith­metic that the imps were al­ways aim­ing at, but he would not be drawn in­to a dis­cus­sion with them. Nilen re­peat­ed his ques­tion, while the oth­ers tit­tered; but Fris did not hear—he was too deep in his pa­per. So the whole thing dropped.

			Fris looked at his watch; he could soon give them a quar­ter of an hour’s play, a good long quar­ter of an hour. Then there would on­ly be one lit­tle hour’s wor­ry left, and that school-day could be laid by as an­oth­er trou­ble got through.

			Pelle stood up in his place in the mid­dle of the class. He had some trou­ble to keep his face in the prop­er folds, and had to pre­tend that his neigh­bors were dis­turb­ing him. At last he got out what he want­ed to say, but his ears were a lit­tle red at the tips. “If a pound of flour costs twelve öres, what will half a quar­ter of coal cost?”

			Fris sat for a lit­tle while and looked ir­res­o­lute­ly at Pelle. It al­ways hurt him more when Pelle was naughty than when it was one of the oth­ers, for he had an af­fec­tion for the boy. “Very well!” he said bit­ter­ly, com­ing slow­ly down with the thick cane in his hand. “Very well!”

			“Look out for your­self!” whis­pered the boys, pre­par­ing to put dif­fi­cul­ties in the way of Fris’s ap­proach.

			But Pelle did one of those things that were di­rect­ly op­posed to all rec­og­nized rules, and yet gained him re­spect. In­stead of shield­ing him­self from the thrash­ing, he stepped for­ward and held out both hands with the palms turned up­ward. His face was crim­son.

			Fris looked at him in sur­prise, and was in­clined to do any­thing but beat him; the look in Pelle’s eyes re­joiced his heart. He did not un­der­stand boys as boys, but with re­gard to hu­man be­ings his per­cep­tions were fine, and there was some­thing hu­man here; it would be wrong not to take it se­ri­ous­ly. He gave Pelle a sharp stroke across his hands, and throw­ing down the cane, called short­ly, “Play­time!” and turned away.

			The spray was com­ing right up to the school wall. A lit­tle way out there was a ves­sel, look­ing very much bat­tered and at the mer­cy of the storm; she moved quick­ly for­ward a lit­tle way, and stood still and stag­gered for a time be­fore mov­ing on again, like a drunk­en man. She was go­ing in the di­rec­tion of the south­ern reef.

			The boys had col­lect­ed be­hind the school to eat their din­ner in shel­ter, but sud­den­ly there was the hol­low rat­tling sound of wood­en-soled boots over on the shore side, and the coast­guard and a cou­ple of fish­er­men ran out. Then the life­sav­ing ap­pa­ra­tus came dash­ing up, the hors­es’ manes fly­ing in the wind. There was some­thing in­spir­it­ing in the pace, and the boys threw down ev­ery­thing and fol­lowed.

			The ves­sel was now right down by the point. She lay tug­ging at her an­chor, with her stern to­ward the reef, and the waves wash­ing over her; she looked like an old horse kick­ing out vi­cious­ly at some ob­sta­cle with its hind legs. The an­chor was not hold­ing, and she was drift­ing back­ward on to the reef.

			There were a num­ber of peo­ple on the shore, both from the coast and from in­land. The coun­try-peo­ple must have come down to see whether the wa­ter was wet! The ves­sel had gone aground and lay rolling on the reef; the peo­ple on board had man­aged her like ass­es, said the fish­er­men, but she was no Rus­sian, but a Lap ves­sel. The waves went right over her from end to end, and the crew had climbed in­to the rig­ging, where they hung ges­tic­u­lat­ing with their arms. They must have been shout­ing some­thing, but the noise of the waves drowned it.

			Pelle’s eyes and ears were tak­ing in all the prepa­ra­tions. He was quiv­er­ing with ex­cite­ment, and had to fight against his in­fir­mi­ty, which re­turned when­ev­er any­thing stirred his blood. The men on the beach were busy driv­ing stakes in­to the sand to hold the ap­pa­ra­tus, and ar­rang­ing ropes and hawsers so that ev­ery­thing should go smooth­ly. Spe­cial care was be­stowed up­on the long, fine line that the rock­et was to car­ry out to the ves­sel; al­ter­ations were made in it at least twen­ty times.

			The fore­man of the trained Res­cue Par­ty stood and took aim with the rock­et-ap­pa­ra­tus; his glance dart­ed out and back again to mea­sure the dis­tance with the sharp­ness of a claw. “Ready!” said the oth­ers, mov­ing to one side. “Ready!” he an­swered grave­ly. For a mo­ment all was still, while he placed it in an­oth­er po­si­tion and then back again.

			Whe-e-e-e-ew! The thin line stood like a quiv­er­ing snake in the air, with its run­away head bor­ing through the sod­den at­mos­phere over the sea and its body fly­ing shriek­ing from the drum and rid­ing out with deep hum­ming tones to cut its way far out through the storm. The rock­et had cleared the dis­tance cap­i­tal­ly; it was a good way be­yond the wreck, but too far to lee­ward. It had run it­self out and now stood wa­ver­ing in the air like the rest­less head of a snake while it dropped.

			“It’s go­ing afore her,” said one fish­er­man. The oth­ers were silent, but from their looks it was ev­i­dent that they were of the same opin­ion. “It may still get there,” said the fore­man. The rock­et had struck the wa­ter a good way to the north, but the line still stood in an arch in the air, held up by the stress. It dropped in long waves to­ward the south, made a cou­ple of folds in the wind, and dropped gen­tly across the fore part of the ves­sel. “That’s it! It got there, all right!” shout­ed the boys, and sprang on to the sand. The fish­er­men stamped about with de­light, made a side­ways move­ment with their heads to­ward the fore­man and nod­ded ap­pre­cia­tive­ly at one an­oth­er. Out on the ves­sel a man crawled about in the rig­ging un­til he got hold of the line, and then crept down in­to the shrouds to the oth­ers again. Their strength could not be up to much, for ex­cept for that they did not move.

			On shore there was ac­tiv­i­ty. The roller was fixed more firm­ly to the ground and the cra­dle made ready; the thin line was knot­ted to a thick­er rope, which again was to draw the heavy hawser on board: it was im­por­tant that ev­ery­thing should hold. To the hawser was at­tached a pul­ley as large as a man’s head for the draw­ing-ropes to run in, for one could not know what ap­pli­ances they would have on board such an old tub. For safe­ty’s sake a board was at­tached to the line, up­on which were in­struc­tions, in Eng­lish, to haul it un­til a hawser of such-and-such a thick­ness came on board. This was un­nec­es­sary for or­di­nary peo­ple, but one nev­er knew how stupid such Finn-Lapps could be.

			“They may haul away now as soon as they like, and let us get done with it,” said the fore­man, beat­ing his hands to­geth­er.

			“Per­haps they’re too ex­haust­ed,” said a young fish­er­man. “They must have been through a hard time!”

			“They must sure­ly be able to haul in a three-quar­ter-inch rope! Fas­ten an ad­di­tion­al line to the rope, so that we can give them a hand in get­ting the hawser on board—when they get so far.”

			This was done. But out on the wreck they hung stupid­ly in the rig­ging with­out ev­er mov­ing; what in the world were they think­ing about? The line still lay, mo­tion­less on the sand, but it was not fast to the bot­tom, for it moved when it was tight­ened by the wa­ter; it must have been made fast to the rig­ging.

			“They’ve made it fast, the block­heads,” said the fore­man. “I sup­pose they’re wait­ing for us to haul the ves­sel up on land for them—with that bit of thread!” He laughed in de­spair.

			“I sup­pose they don’t know any bet­ter, poor things!” said “the Mor­mon.”

			No one spoke or moved. They were par­a­lyzed by the in­com­pre­hen­si­bil­i­ty of it, and their eyes moved in dread­ful sus­pense from the wreck down to the mo­tion­less line and back again. The dull hor­ror that en­sues when men have done their ut­most and are beat­en back by ab­so­lute stu­pid­i­ty, be­gan to creep over them. The on­ly thing the ship­wrecked men did was to ges­tic­u­late with their arms. They must have thought that the men on shore could work mir­a­cles—in de­fi­ance of them.

			“In an hour it’ll be all up with them,” said the fore­man sad­ly. “It’s hard to stand still and look on.”

			A young fish­er­man came for­ward. Pelle knew him well, for he had met him oc­ca­sion­al­ly by the cairn where the ba­by’s soul burned in the sum­mer nights.

			“If one of you’ll go with me, I’ll try to drift down up­on them!” said Niels Köller qui­et­ly.

			“It’ll be cer­tain death, Niels!” said the fore­man, lay­ing his hand up­on the young man’s shoul­der. “You un­der­stand that, I sup­pose! I’m not one to be afraid, but I won’t throw away my life. So you know what I think.”

			The oth­ers took the same view. A boat would be dashed to pieces against the moles. It would be im­pos­si­ble to get it out of the har­bor in this weath­er, let alone work down to the wreck with wind and waves athwart! It might be that the sea had made a de­mand up­on the vil­lage—no one would try to sneak out of his al­lot­ted share; but this was down­right mad­ness! With Niels Köller him­self it must pass; his po­si­tion was a pe­cu­liar one—with the mur­der of a child al­most on his con­science and his sweet­heart in prison. He had his own ac­count to set­tle with the Almighty; no one ought to dis­suade him!

			“Then will none of you?” asked Niels, and looked down at the ground. “Well, then I must try it alone.” He went slow­ly up the beach. How he was go­ing to set about it no one knew, nor did he him­self; but the spir­it had ev­i­dent­ly come over him.

			They stood look­ing af­ter him. Then a young sailor said slow­ly: “I sup­pose I’d bet­ter go with him and take the one oar. He can do noth­ing by him­self.” It was Nilen’s broth­er.

			“It wouldn’t sound right if I stopped you from go­ing, my son,” said “the Mor­mon.” “But can two of you do more than one?”

			“Niels and I were at school to­geth­er and have al­ways been friends,” an­swered the young man, look­ing in­to his fa­ther’s face. Then he moved away, and a lit­tle far­ther off be­gan to run to catch up Niels.

			The fish­er­men looked af­ter them in si­lence. “Youth and mad­ness!” one of them then said. “One bless­ing is that they’ll nev­er be able to get the boat out of the har­bor.”

			“If I know any­thing of Karl, they will get the boat out!” said “the Mor­mon” gloomi­ly.

			Some time passed, and then a boat ap­peared on the south side of the har­bor, where there was a lit­tle shel­ter. They must have dragged it in over land with the wom­en’s help. The har­bor pro­ject­ed a lit­tle, so that the boat es­caped the worst of the surf be­fore emerg­ing from its pro­tec­tion. They were work­ing their way out; it was all they could do to keep the boat up against the wind, and they scarce­ly moved. Ev­ery oth­er mo­ment the whole of the in­side of the boat was vis­i­ble, as if it would take noth­ing to up­set it; but that had one ad­van­tage, in that the wa­ter they shipped ran out again.

			It was ev­i­dent that they meant to work their way out so far that they could make use of the high sea and scud down up­on the wreck—a des­per­ate idea! But the whole thing was such sheer mad­ness, one would nev­er have thought they had been born and bred by the wa­ter. Af­ter half an hour’s row­ing, it seemed they could do no more; and they were not more than a cou­ple of good ca­ble-lengths out from the har­bor. They lay still, one of them hold­ing the boat up to the waves with the oars, while the oth­er strug­gled with some­thing—a bit of sail as big as a sack. Yes, yes, of course! Now if they took in the oars and left them­selves at the mer­cy of the weath­er—with wind and waves abaft and beam!—they would fill with wa­ter at once!

			But they did not take in the oars. One of them sat and kept a fren­zied watch while they ran be­fore the wind. It looked very awk­ward, but it was ev­i­dent that it gave greater com­mand of the boat. Then they sud­den­ly dropped the sail and rowed the boat hard up against the wind—when a sea was about to break. None of the fish­er­men could rec­ol­lect ev­er hav­ing seen such nav­i­ga­tion be­fore; it was young blood, and they knew what they were about. Ev­ery in­stant one felt one must say Now! But the boat was like a liv­ing thing that un­der­stood how to meet ev­ery­thing; it al­ways rose above ev­ery caprice. The sight made one warm, so that for a time one for­got it was a sail for life or death. Even if they man­aged to get down to the wreck, what then? Why, they would be dashed against the side of the ves­sel!

			Old Ole Köller, Niels’s fa­ther, came down over the sand­banks. “Who’s that out there throw­ing them­selves away?” he asked. The ques­tion sound­ed harsh as it broke in up­on the si­lence and sus­pense. No one looked at him—Ole was rather gar­ru­lous. He glanced round the flock, as though he were look­ing for some par­tic­u­lar per­son. “Niels—have any of you seen Niels?” he asked qui­et­ly. One man nod­ded to­ward the sea, and he was silent and over­come.

			The waves must have bro­ken their oars or car­ried them away, for they dropped the bit of sail, the boat bur­rowed aim­less­ly with its prow, and set­tled down lazi­ly with its broad­side to the wind. Then a great wave took them and car­ried them in one long sweep to­ward the wreck, and they dis­ap­peared in the break­ing bil­low.

			When the wa­ter sank to rest, the boat lay bot­tom up­ward, rolling in the lee of the ves­sel.

			A man was work­ing his way from the deck up in­to the rig­ging. “Isn’t that Niels?” said Ole, gaz­ing un­til his eyes wa­tered. “I won­der if that isn’t Niels?”

			“No; it’s my broth­er Karl,” said Nilen.

			“Then Niels is gone,” said Ole plain­tive­ly. “Then Niels is gone.”

			The oth­ers had noth­ing to an­swer; it was a mat­ter of course that Niels would be lost.

			Ole stood for a lit­tle while shrink­ing­ly, as if ex­pect­ing that some­one would say it was Niels. He dried his eyes, and tried to make it out for him­self, but they on­ly filled again. “Your eyes are young,” he said to Pelle, his head trem­bling. “Can’t you see that it’s Niels?”

			“No, it’s Karl,” said Pelle soft­ly.

			And Ole went with bowed head through the crowd, with­out look­ing at any­one or turn­ing aside for any­thing. He moved as though he were alone in the world, and walked slow­ly out along the south shore. He was go­ing to meet the dead body.

			There was no time to think. The line be­gan to be alive, glid­ed out in­to the sea, and drew the rope af­ter it. Yard af­ter yard it un­rolled it­self and glid­ed slow­ly in­to the sea like an awak­ened sea-an­i­mal, and the thick hawser be­gan to move.

			Karl fas­tened it high up on the mast, and it took all the men—and boys, too—to haul it taut. Even then it hung in a heavy curve from its own weight, and the cra­dle dragged through the crests of the waves when it went out emp­ty. It was more un­der than above the wa­ter as they pulled it back again with the first of the crew, a fun­ny lit­tle dark man, dressed in mangy gray fur. He was al­most choked in the cross­ing, but when once they had emp­tied the wa­ter out of him he quite re­cov­ered and chat­tered in­ces­sant­ly in a cu­ri­ous lan­guage that no one un­der­stood. Five lit­tle fur-clad be­ings, one by one, were brought over by the cra­dle, and last of all came Karl with a lit­tle squeal­ing pig in his arms.

			“They were a poor lot of sea­men!” said Karl, in the in­ter­vals of dis­gorg­ing wa­ter. “Up­on my word, they un­der­stood noth­ing. They’d made the rock­et-line fast to the shrouds, and tied the loose end round the cap­tain’s waist! And you should just have seen the mud­dle on board!” He talked loud­ly, but his glance seemed to veil some­thing.

			The men now went home to the vil­lage with the ship­wrecked sailors; the ves­sel looked as if it would still keep out the wa­ter for some time.

			Just as the school­child­ren were start­ing to go home, Ole came stag­ger­ing along with his son’s dead body on his back. He walked with loose knees bend­ing low and moan­ing un­der his bur­den. Fris stopped him and helped him to lay the dead body in the school­room. There was a deep wound in the fore­head. When Pelle saw the dead body with its gap­ing wound, he be­gan to jump up and down, jump­ing quick­ly up, and let­ting him­self drop like a dead bird. The girls drew away from him, scream­ing, and Fris bent over him and looked sor­row­ful­ly at him.

			“It isn’t from naugh­ti­ness,” said the oth­er boys. “He can’t help it; he’s tak­en that way some­times. He got it once when he saw a man al­most killed.” And they car­ried him off to the pump to bring him to him­self again.

			Fris and Ole bus­ied them­selves over the dead body, placed some­thing un­der the head, and washed away the sand that had got rubbed in­to the skin of the face. “He was my best boy,” said Fris, stroking the dead man’s head with a trem­bling hand. “Look well at him, chil­dren, and nev­er for­get him again; he was my best boy.”

			He stood silent, look­ing straight be­fore him, with dimmed spec­ta­cles and hands hang­ing loose­ly. Ole was cry­ing; he had sud­den­ly grown pitiably old and de­crepit. “I sup­pose I ought to get him home?” he said plain­tive­ly, try­ing to raise his son’s shoul­ders; but he had not the strength.

			“Just let him lie!” said Fris. “He’s had a hard day, and he’s rest­ing now.”

			“Yes, he’s had a hard day,” said Ole, rais­ing his son’s hand to his mouth to breathe up­on it. “And look how he’s used the oar! The blood’s burst out at his fin­ger­tips!” Ole laughed through his tears. “He was a good lad. He was food to me, and light and heat too. There nev­er came an un­kind word out of his mouth to me that was a bur­den on him. And now I’ve got no son, Fris! I’m child­less now! And I’m not able to do any­thing!”

			“You shall have enough to live up­on, Ole,” said Fris.

			“With­out com­ing on the parish? I shouldn’t like to come up­on the parish.”

			“Yes, with­out com­ing on the parish, Ole.”

			“If on­ly he can get peace now! He had so lit­tle peace in this world these last few years. There’s been a song made about his mis­for­tune, Fris, and ev­ery time he heard it he was like a new­born lamb in the cold. The chil­dren sing it, too.” Ole looked round at them im­plor­ing­ly. “It was on­ly a piece of boy­ish heed­less­ness, and now he’s tak­en his pun­ish­ment.”

			“Your son hasn’t had any pun­ish­ment, Ole, and nei­ther has he de­served any,” said Fris, putting his arm about the old man’s shoul­der. “But he’s giv­en a great gift as he lies there and can­not say any­thing. He gave five men their lives and gave up his own in re­turn for the one of­fense that he com­mit­ted in thought­less­ness! It was a gen­er­ous son you had, Ole!” Fris looked at him with a bright smile.

			“Yes,” said Ole, with an­i­ma­tion. “He saved five peo­ple—of course he did—yes, he did!” He had not thought of that be­fore; it would prob­a­bly nev­er have oc­curred to him. But now some­one else had giv­en it form, and he clung to it. “He saved five lives, even if they were on­ly Finn-Lapps; so per­haps God will not dis­own him.”

			Fris shook his head un­til his gray hair fell over his eyes. “Nev­er for­get him, chil­dren!” he said; “and now go qui­et­ly home.” The chil­dren silent­ly took up their things and went; at that mo­ment they would have done any­thing that Fris told them: he had com­plete pow­er over them.

			Ole stood star­ing ab­sent­ly, and then took Fris by the sleeve and drew him up to the dead body. “He’s rowed well!” he said. “The blood’s come out at his fin­ger-ends, look!” And he raised his son’s hands to the light. “And there’s a wrist, Fris! He could take up an old man like me and car­ry me like a lit­tle child.” Ole laughed fee­bly. “But I car­ried him; all the way from the south reef I car­ried him on my back. I’m too heavy for you, fa­ther! I could hear him say, for he was a good son; but I car­ried him, and now I can’t do any­thing more. If on­ly they see that!”—he was look­ing again at the blood­stained fin­gers. “He did do his best. If on­ly God Him­self would give him his dis­charge!”

			“Yes,” said Fris. “God will give him his dis­charge Him­self, and he sees ev­ery­thing, you know, Ole.”

			Some fish­er­men en­tered the room. They took off their caps, and one by one went qui­et­ly up and shook hands with Ole, and then, each pass­ing his hand over his face, turned ques­tion­ing­ly to the school­mas­ter. Fris nod­ded, and they raised the dead body be­tween them, and passed with heavy, cau­tious steps out through the en­try and on to­ward the vil­lage, Ole fol­low­ing them, bowed down and moan­ing to him­self.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			It was Pelle who, one day in his first year at school, when he was be­ing ques­tioned in Re­li­gion, and Fris asked him whether he could give the names of the three great­est fes­ti­vals in the year, amused ev­ery­one by an­swer­ing: “Mid­sum­mer Eve, Har­vest-home and—and—” There was a third, too, but when it came to the point, he was shy of men­tion­ing it—his birth­day! In cer­tain ways it was the great­est of them all, even though no one but Fa­ther Lasse knew about it—and the peo­ple who wrote the al­manac, of course; they knew about sim­ply ev­ery­thing!

			It came on the twen­ty-sixth of June and was called Pelag­ius in the cal­en­dar. In the morn­ing his fa­ther kissed him and said: “Hap­pi­ness and a bless­ing to you, lad­die!” and then there was al­ways some­thing in his pock­et when he came to pull on his trousers. His fa­ther was just as ex­cit­ed as he was him­self, and wait­ed by him while he dressed, to share in the sur­prise. But it was Pelle’s way to spin things out when some­thing nice was com­ing; it made the plea­sure all the greater. He pur­pose­ly passed over the in­ter­est­ing pock­et, while Fa­ther Lasse stood by fid­get­ing and not know­ing what to do.

			“I say, what’s the mat­ter with that pock­et? It looks to me so fat! You sure­ly haven’t been out steal­ing hens’ eggs in the night?”

			Then Pelle had to take it out—a large bun­dle of pa­per—and un­do it, lay­er af­ter lay­er. And Lasse would be amazed.

			“Pooh, it’s noth­ing but pa­per! What rub­bish to go and fill your pock­ets with!” But in the very in­side of all there was a pock­etknife with two blades.

			“Thank you!” whis­pered Pelle then, with tears in his eyes.

			“Oh, non­sense! It’s a poor present, that!” said Lasse, blink­ing his red, lash­less eye­lids.

			Be­yond this the boy did not come in for any­thing bet­ter on that day than usu­al, but all the same he had a solemn feel­ing all day. The sun nev­er failed to shine—was even un­usu­al­ly bright; and the an­i­mals looked mean­ing­ly at him while they lay munch­ing. “It’s my birth­day to­day!” he said, hang­ing with his arms round the neck of Nero, one of the bul­locks. “Can you say ‘A hap­py birth­day’?” And Nero breathed warm breath down his back, to­geth­er with green juice from his chew­ing; and Pelle went about hap­py, and stole green corn to give to him and to his fa­vorite calf, kept the new knife—or what­ev­er it might have been—in his hand the whole day long, and dwelt in a pe­cu­liar­ly solemn way up­on ev­ery­thing he did. He could make the whole of the long day swell with a fes­tive feel­ing; and when he went to bed he tried to keep awake so as to make the day longer still.

			Nev­er­the­less, Mid­sum­mer Eve was in its way a greater day; it had at any rate the glam­our of the unattain­able over it. On that day ev­ery­thing that could creep and walk went up to the Com­mon; there was not a ser­vant on the whole is­land so poor-spir­it­ed as to sub­mit to the re­fusal of a hol­i­day on that day—none ex­cept just Lasse and Pelle.

			Ev­ery year they had seen the day come and go with­out shar­ing in its plea­sure. “Some­one must stay at home, con­found it!” said the bailiff al­ways. “Or per­haps you think I can do it all for you?” They had too lit­tle pow­er to as­sert them­selves. Lasse helped to pack ap­pe­tiz­ing food and bev­er­ages in­to the carts, and see the oth­ers off, and then went about de­spon­dent­ly—one man to all the work. Pelle watched from the field their mer­ry de­par­ture and the white stripe of dust far away be­hind the rocks. And for half a year af­ter­ward, at meals, they heard rem­i­nis­cences of drink­ing and fight­ing and love­mak­ing—the whole fes­tiv­i­ty.

			But this was at an end. Lasse was not the man to con­tin­ue to let him­self be tri­fled with. He pos­sessed a wom­an’s af­fec­tion, and a house in the back­ground. He could give no­tice any day he liked. The mag­is­trate was pre­sum­ably busy with the pre­scribed ad­ver­tis­ing for Madam Olsen’s hus­band, and as soon as the law­ful respite was over, they would come to­geth­er.

			Lasse no longer sought to avoid the risk of dis­missal. As long ago as the win­ter, he had driv­en the bailiff in­to a cor­ner, and on­ly agreed to be tak­en on again up­on the ex­press con­di­tion that they both took part in the Mid­sum­mer Eve out­ing; and he had wit­ness­es to it. On the Com­mon, where all lovers held tryst that day, Lasse and she were to meet too, but of this Pelle knew noth­ing.

			“To­day we can say the day af­ter to­mor­row, and to­mor­row we can say to­mor­row,” Pelle went about re­peat­ing to his fa­ther two evenings be­fore the day. He had kept an ac­count of the time ev­er since May Day, by mak­ing strokes for all the days on the in­side of the lid of the chest, and cross­ing them out one by one.

			“Yes, and the day af­ter to­mor­row we shall say to­day,” said Lasse, with a ju­ve­nile fling.

			They opened their eyes up­on an in­com­pre­hen­si­bly bril­liant world, and did not at first re­mem­ber that this was the day. Lasse had an­tic­i­pat­ed his wages to the amount of five kro­nes, and had got an old cot­tager to do his work—for half a kro­ne and his meals. “It’s not a big wage,” said the man; “but if I give you a hand, per­haps the Almighty’ll give me one in re­turn.”

			“Well, we’ve no one but Him to hold to, we poor crea­tures,” an­swered Lasse. “But I shall thank you in my grave.”

			The cot­tager ar­rived by four o’clock, and Lasse was able to be­gin his hol­i­day from that hour. When­ev­er he was about to take a hand in the work, the oth­er said: “No, leave it alone! I’m sure you’ve not of­ten had a hol­i­day.”

			“No; this is the first re­al hol­i­day since I came to the farm,” said Lasse, draw­ing him­self up with a lord­ly air.

			Pelle was in his best clothes from the first thing in the morn­ing, and went about smil­ing in his shirt­sleeves and with his hair plas­tered down with wa­ter; his best cap and jack­et were not to be put on un­til they were go­ing to start. When the sun shone up­on his face, it sparkled like dewy grass. There was noth­ing to trou­ble about; the an­i­mals were in the en­clo­sure and the bailiff was go­ing to look af­ter them him­self.

			He kept near his fa­ther, who had brought this about. Fa­ther Lasse was pow­er­ful! “What a good thing you threat­ened to leave!” he kept on ex­claim­ing. And Lasse al­ways gave the same an­swer: “Ay, you must car­ry things with a high hand if you want to gain any­thing in this world!”—and nod­ded with a con­scious­ness of pow­er.

			They were to have start­ed at eight o’clock, but the girls could not get the pro­vi­sions ready in time. There were jars of stewed goose­ber­ries, huge piles of pan­cakes, a hard-boiled egg apiece, cold veal and an end­less sup­ply of bread and but­ter. The car­riage box­es could not near­ly hold it all, so large bas­kets were pushed in un­der the seats. In the front was a small cask of beer, cov­ered with green oats to keep the sun from it; and there was a whole keg of spir­its and three bot­tles of cold punch. Al­most the en­tire bot­tom of the large spring-wag­on was cov­ered, so that it was dif­fi­cult to find room for one’s feet.

			Af­ter all, Fru Kongstrup showed a prop­er feel­ing for her ser­vants when she want­ed to. She went about like a kind mis­tress and saw that ev­ery­thing was well packed and that noth­ing was want­ing. She was not like Kongstrup, who al­ways had to have a bailiff be­tween him­self and them. She even joked and did her best, and it was ev­i­dent that what­ev­er else there might be to say against her, she want­ed them to have a mer­ry day. That her face was a lit­tle sad was not to be won­dered at, as the farmer had driv­en out that morn­ing with her young rel­a­tive.

			At last the girls were ready, and ev­ery­one got in—in high spir­its. The men in­ad­ver­tent­ly sat up­on the girls’ laps and jumped up in alarm. “Oh, oh! I must have gone too near a stove!” cried the rogue Mons, rub­bing him­self be­hind. Even the mis­tress could not help laugh­ing.

			“Isn’t Erik go­ing with us?” asked his old sweet­heart Beng­ta, who still had a warm spot in her heart for him.

			The bailiff whis­tled shril­ly twice, and Erik came slow­ly up from the barn, where he had been stand­ing and keep­ing watch up­on his mas­ter.

			“Won’t you go with them to the woods to­day, Erik man?” asked the bailiff kind­ly. Erik stood twist­ing his big body and mur­mur­ing some­thing that no one could un­der­stand, and then made an un­will­ing move­ment with one shoul­der.

			“You’d bet­ter go with them,” said the bailiff, pre­tend­ing he was go­ing to take him and put him in­to the cart. “Then I shall have to see whether I can get over the loss.”

			Those in the cart laughed, but Erik shuf­fled off down through the yard, with his dog­like glance di­rect­ed back­ward at the bailiff’s feet, and sta­tioned him­self at the cor­ner of the sta­ble, where he stood watch­ing. He held his cap be­hind his back, as boys do when they play at “Rob­bers.”

			“He’s a queer cus­tomer!” said Mons. Then Karl Jo­han guid­ed the hors­es care­ful­ly through the gate, and they set off with a crack of the whip.

			Along all the roads, ve­hi­cles were mak­ing their way to­ward the high­est part of the is­land, filled to over­flow­ing with mer­ry peo­ple, who sat on one an­oth­er’s laps and hung right over the sides. The dust rose be­hind the con­veyances and hung white in the air in stripes miles in length, that showed how the roads lay like spokes in a wheel all point­ing to­ward the mid­dle of the is­land. The air hummed with mer­ry voic­es and the strains of con­certi­nas. They missed Gus­tav’s play­ing now—yes, and Bod­il’s pret­ty face, that al­ways shone so bright­ly on a day like this.

			Pelle had the ap­petite of years of fast­ing for the great world, and de­voured ev­ery­thing with his eyes. “Look there, fa­ther! Just look!” Noth­ing es­caped him. It made the oth­ers cheer­ful to look at him—he was so rosy and pret­ty. He wore a new­ly-washed blue blouse un­der his waist­coat, which showed at the neck and wrists and did du­ty as col­lar and cuffs; but Fair Maria bent back from the box-seat, where she was sit­ting alone with Karl Jo­han, and tied a very white scarf round his neck, and Kar­na, who want­ed to be moth­er­ly to him, went over his face with a cor­ner of her pock­et-hand­ker­chief, which she moist­ened with her tongue. She was rather of­fi­cious, but for that mat­ter it was quite con­ceiv­able that the boy might have got dirty again since his thor­ough morn­ing wash.

			The side roads con­tin­ued to pour their con­tents out on to the high roads, and there was soon a whole riv­er of con­veyances, ex­tend­ing as far as the eye could see in both di­rec­tions. One would hard­ly have be­lieved that there were so many ve­hi­cles in the whole world! Karl Jo­han was a good driv­er to have; he was al­ways point­ing with his whip and telling them some­thing. He knew all about ev­ery sin­gle house. They were be­yond the farms and tillage by now; but on the heath, where self-sown birch and as­pen trees stood flut­ter­ing rest­less­ly in the sum­mer air, there stood des­o­late new hous­es with bare, plas­tered walls, and not so much as a hen­bane in the win­dow or a bit of cur­tain. The fields round them were as stony as a new­ly-mend­ed road, and the crops were a sad sight; the corn was on­ly two or three inch­es in height, and al­ready in ear. The peo­ple here were all Swedish ser­vants who had saved a lit­tle—and had now be­come landown­ers. Karl Jo­han knew a good many of them.

			“It looks very mis­er­able,” said Lasse, com­par­ing in his own mind the stones here with Madam Olsen’s fat land.

			“Oh, well,” an­swered the head man, “it’s not of the very best, of course; but the land yields some­thing, any­how.” And he point­ed to the fine large heaps of road-met­al and hewn stone that sur­round­ed ev­ery cot­tage. “If it isn’t ex­act­ly grain, it gives some­thing to live on; and then it’s the on­ly land that’ll suit poor peo­ple’s purs­es.” He and Fair Maria were think­ing of set­tling down here them­selves. Kongstrup had promised to help them to a farm with two hors­es when they mar­ried.

			In the wood the birds were in the mid­dle of their morn­ing song; they were lat­er with it here than in the sand­banks plan­ta­tion, it seemed. The air sparkled bright­ly, and some­thing in­vis­i­ble seemed to rise from the un­der­growth; it was like be­ing in a church with the sun shin­ing down through tall win­dows and the or­gan play­ing. They drove round the foot of a steep cliff with over­hang­ing trees, and in­to the wood.

			It was al­most im­pos­si­ble to thread your way through the crowd of un­har­nessed hors­es and ve­hi­cles. You had to have all your wits about you to keep from dam­ag­ing your own and oth­er peo­ple’s things. Karl Jo­han sat watch­ing both his fore wheels, and felt his way on step by step; he was like a cat in a thun­der­storm, he was so wary. “Hold your jaw!” he said sharply, when any­one in the cart opened his lips. At last they found room to un­har­ness, and a rope was tied from tree to tree to form a square in which the hors­es were se­cured. Then they got out the cur­rycombs—good­ness, how dusty it had been! And at last—well, no one said any­thing, but they all stood ex­pec­tant, half turned in the di­rec­tion of the head man.

			“Well, I sup­pose we ought to go in­to the wood and look at the view,” he said.

			They turned it over as they wan­dered aim­less­ly round the cart, look­ing furtive­ly at the pro­vi­sions.

			“If on­ly it’ll keep!” said An­ders, lift­ing a bas­ket.

			“I don’t know how it is, but I feel so strange in my in­side to­day,” Mons be­gan. “It can’t be con­sump­tion, can it?”

			“Per­haps we ought to taste the good things first, then?” said Karl Jo­han.

			Yes—oh, yes—it came at last!

			Last year they had eat­en their din­ner on the grass. It was Bod­il who had thought of that; she was al­ways a lit­tle fan­tas­tic. This year no­body would be the one to make such a sug­ges­tion. They looked at one an­oth­er a lit­tle ex­pec­tant; and they then climbed up in­to the cart and set­tled them­selves there just like oth­er de­cent peo­ple. Af­ter all, the food was the same.

			The pan­cakes were as large and thick as a saucepan-lid. It re­mind­ed them of Erik, who last year had eat­en ten of them.

			“It’s a pity he’s not here this year!” said Karl Jo­han. “He was a mer­ry dev­il.”

			“He’s not bad­ly off,” said Mons. “Gets his food and clothes giv­en him, and does noth­ing but fol­low at the bailiff’s heels and copy him. And he’s al­ways con­tent­ed now. I wouldn’t a bit mind chang­ing with him.”

			“And run about like a dog with its nose to the ground sniff­ing at its mas­ter’s foot­steps? Oh no, not I!”

			“What­ev­er you may say, you must re­mem­ber that it’s the Almighty Him­self who’s tak­en his wits in­to safe­keep­ing,” said Lasse ad­mon­ish­ing­ly; and for a lit­tle while they were quite se­ri­ous at the thought.

			But se­ri­ous­ness could not claim more than was its due. An­ders want­ed to rub his leg, but made a mis­take and caught hold of Live­ly Sara’s, and made her scream; and this so flus­tered his hand that it could not find its way up, but went on mak­ing mis­takes, and there was much laugh­ter and mer­ri­ment.

			Karl Jo­han was not tak­ing much part in the hi­lar­i­ty; he looked as if he were pon­der­ing some­thing. Sud­den­ly he roused him­self and drew out his purse. “Here goes!” he said stout­ly. “I’ll stand beer! Bavar­i­an beer, of course. Who’ll go and fetch it?”

			Mons leaped quick­ly from the cart. “How many?”

			“Four.” Karl Jo­han’s eye ran cal­cu­lat­ing over the cart. “No; just bring five, will you? That’ll be a half each,” he said eas­i­ly. “But make sure that it’s re­al Bavar­i­an beer they give you.”

			There was re­al­ly no end to the things that Karl Jo­han knew about; and he said the name “Bavar­i­an beer” with no more dif­fi­cul­ty than oth­ers would have in turn­ing a quid in their mouth. But of course he was a trust­ed man on the farm now and of­ten drove on er­rands in­to the town.

			This raised their spir­its and awak­ened cu­rios­i­ty, for most of them had nev­er tast­ed Bavar­i­an beer be­fore. Lasse and Pelle open­ly ad­mit­ted their in­ex­pe­ri­ence; but An­ders pre­tend­ed he had got drunk on it more than once, though ev­ery­one knew it was un­true.

			Mons re­turned, mov­ing cau­tious­ly, with the beer in his arms; it was a pre­cious com­mod­i­ty. They drank it out of the large dram-glass­es that were meant for the punch. In the town, of course, they drank beer out of huge mugs, but Karl Jo­han con­sid­ered that that was sim­ply swill­ing. The girls re­fused to drink, but did it af­ter all, and were de­light­ed. “They’re al­ways like that,” said Mons, “when you of­fer them some­thing re­al­ly good.” They be­came flushed with the ex­cite­ment of the oc­cur­rence, and thought they were drunk. Lasse took away the taste of his beer with a dram; he did not like it at all. “I’m too old,” he said, in ex­cuse.

			The pro­vi­sions were packed up again, and they set out in a body to see the view. They had to make their way through a per­fect for­est of carts to reach the pavil­ion. Hors­es were neigh­ing and fling­ing up their hind legs, so that the bark flew off the trees. Men hurled them­selves in among them, and tugged at their mouths un­til they qui­et­ed down again, while the wom­en screamed and ran hith­er and thith­er like fright­ened hens, with skirts lift­ed.

			From the top they could form some idea of the num­ber of peo­ple. On the sides of the hill and in the wood be­yond the roads—ev­ery­where carts cov­ered the ground; and down at the tri­an­gle where the two wide high roads met, new loads were con­tin­u­al­ly turn­ing in. “There must be far more than a thou­sand pairs of hors­es in the wood to­day,” said Karl Jo­han. Yes, far more! There were a mil­lion, if not more, thought Pelle. He was quite de­ter­mined to get as much as pos­si­ble out of ev­ery­thing to­day.

			There stood the Bridge Farm cart, and there came the peo­ple from Ham­mer­sholm, right out at the ex­treme north of the is­land. Here were num­bers of peo­ple from the shore farms at Dove Point and Rönne and Nek­so—the whole is­land was there. But there was no time now to fall in with ac­quain­tances. “We shall meet this af­ter­noon!” was the gen­er­al cry.

			Karl Jo­han led the ex­pe­di­tion; it was one of a head man’s du­ties to know the way about the Com­mon. Fair Maria kept faith­ful­ly by his side, and ev­ery­one could see how proud she was of him. Mons walked hand in hand with Live­ly Sara, and they went swing­ing along like a cou­ple of hap­py chil­dren. Beng­ta and An­ders had some dif­fi­cul­ty in agree­ing; they quar­relled ev­ery oth­er minute, but they did not mean much by it. And Kar­na made her­self agree­able.

			They de­scend­ed in­to a swamp, and went up again by a steep as­cent where the great trees stood with their feet in one an­oth­er’s necks. Pelle leaped about ev­ery­where like a young kid. In un­der the firs there were anthills as big as hay­cocks, and the ants had broad trod­den paths run­ning like footh­paths be­tween the trees, on and on end­less­ly; a mul­ti­tude of hosts passed back­ward and for­ward up­on those roads. Un­der some small fir-trees a hedge­hog was busy at­tack­ing a wasps’ nest; it poked its nose in­to the nest, drew it quick­ly back, and sneezed. It looked won­der­ful­ly fun­ny, but Pelle had to go on af­ter the oth­ers. And soon he was far ahead of them, ly­ing on his face in a ditch where he had smelt wild straw­ber­ries.

			Lasse could not keep pace with the younger peo­ple up the hill, and it was not much bet­ter with Kar­na. “We’re get­ting old, we two,” she said, as they toiled up, pant­ing.

			“Oh, are we?” was Lasse’s an­swer. He felt quite young in spir­it; it was on­ly breath that he was short of.

			“I ex­pect you think very much as I do; when you’ve worked for oth­ers for so many years, you feel you want some­thing of your own.”

			“Yes, per­haps,” said Lasse eva­sive­ly.

			“One wouldn’t come to it quite emp­ty-hand­ed, ei­ther—if it should hap­pen.”

			“Oh, in­deed!”

			Kar­na con­tin­ued in this way, but Lasse was al­ways spar­ing with his words, un­til they ar­rived at the Rock­ing­stone, where the oth­ers were stand­ing wait­ing. That was a block and a half! Fifty tons it was said to weigh, and yet Mons and An­ders could rock it by putting a stick un­der one end of it.

			“And now we ought to go to the Rob­bers’ Cas­tle,” said Karl Jo­han, and they trudged on, al­ways up and down. Lasse did his ut­most to keep be­side the oth­ers, for he did not feel very brave when he was alone with Kar­na. What a fear­ful quan­ti­ty of trees there were! And not all of one sort, as in oth­er parts of the world. There were birch­es and firs, beech and larch and moun­tain ash all mixed to­geth­er, and ev­er so many cher­ry-trees. The head man lead them across a lit­tle, dark lake that lay at the foot of the rock, star­ing up like an evil eye. “It was here that Lit­tle An­na drowned her ba­by—she that was be­trayed by her mas­ter,” he said lin­ger­ing­ly. They all knew the sto­ry, and stood silent over the lake; the girls had tears in their eyes.

			As they stood there silent, think­ing of Lit­tle An­na’s sad fate, an un­speak­ably soft note came up to them, fol­lowed by a long, af­fect­ing sob­bing. They moved near­er to one an­oth­er. “Oh, Lord!” whis­pered Fair Maria, shiv­er­ing. “That’s the ba­by’s soul cry­ing!” Pelle stiff­ened as he lis­tened, and cold waves seemed to flow down his back.

			“Why, that’s a nightin­gale,” said Karl Jo­han, “Don’t you even know that? There are hun­dreds of them in these woods, and they sing in the mid­dle of the day.” This was a re­lief to the old­er peo­ple, but Pelle’s hor­ror was not so eas­i­ly thrown off. He had gazed in­to the depths of the oth­er world, and ev­ery ex­pla­na­tion glanced off him.

			But then came the Rob­bers’ Cas­tle as a great dis­ap­point­ment. He had imag­ined it peo­pled with rob­bers, and it was on­ly some old ru­ins that stood on a lit­tle hill in the mid­dle of a bog. He went by him­self all round the bot­tom of it to see if there were not a se­cret un­der­ground pas­sage that led down to the wa­ter. If there were, he would get hold of his fa­ther with­out let­ting the oth­ers know, and make his way in and look for the chests of mon­ey; or else there would be too many to share in it. But this was for­got­ten as a pe­cu­liar scent ar­rest­ed his at­ten­tion, and he came up­on a piece of ground that was green with lily-of-the-val­ley plants that still bore a few flow­ers, and where there were wild straw­ber­ries. There were so many that he had to go and call the oth­ers.

			But this was al­so for­got­ten as he made his way through the un­der­wood to get up. He had lost the path and gone astray in the damp, chilly dark­ness un­der the cliff. Creep­ing plants and thorns wove them­selves in among the over­hang­ing branch­es, and made a thick, low roof. He could not see an open­ing any­where, and a strange green light came through the mat­ted branch­es, the ground was slip­pery with mois­ture and de­cay­ing sub­stances; from the cliff hung quiv­er­ing fern-fronds with their points down­ward, and wa­ter drip­ping from them like wet hair. Huge tree-roots, like the naked bod­ies of black gob­lins writhing to get free, lay stretched across the rocks. A lit­tle fur­ther on, the sun made a patch of burn­ing fire in the dark­ness, and be­yond it rose a bluish va­por and a sound as of a dis­tant thresh­ing-ma­chine.

			Pelle stood still, and his ter­ror grew un­til his knees trem­bled; then he set off run­ning as if he were pos­sessed. A thou­sand shad­ow-hands stretched out af­ter him as he ran; and he pushed his way through bri­ars and creep­ers with a low cry. The day­light met him with the force of a blow, and some­thing be­hind him had a firm grasp on his clothes; he had to shout for Fa­ther Lasse with all his might be­fore it let go.

			And there he stood right out in the bog, while high up above his head the oth­ers sat, up­on a point of rock all among the trees. From up there it looked as if the world were all tree­tops, ris­ing and fall­ing end­less­ly; there was fo­liage far down be­neath your feet and out as far as the eye could see, up and down. You were al­most tempt­ed to throw your­self in­to it, it looked so invit­ing­ly soft. As a warn­ing to the oth­ers, Karl Jo­han had to tell them about the tai­lor’s ap­pren­tice, who jumped out from a pro­ject­ing rock here, just be­cause the fo­liage looked so tempt­ing­ly soft, Strange to say, he es­caped with his life; but the high tree he fell through stripped him of ev­ery stitch of cloth­ing.

			Mons had been teas­ing Sara by say­ing that he was go­ing to jump down, but now he drew back cau­tious­ly. “I don’t want to risk my con­fir­ma­tion clothes,” he said, try­ing to look good.

			Af­ter all, the most re­mark­able thing of all was the Horse­man Hill with the roy­al mon­u­ment. The tow­er alone! Not a bit of wood had been used in it, on­ly gran­ite; and you went round and round and round. “You’re count­ing the steps, I sup­pose?” said Karl Jo­han ad­mon­ish­ing­ly. Oh, yes, they were all count­ing to them­selves.

			It was clear weath­er, and the is­land lay spread out be­neath them in all its lux­u­ri­ance. The very first thing the men want­ed to do was to try what it was like to spit down; but the girls were gid­dy and kept to­geth­er in a clus­ter in the mid­dle of the plat­form. The church­es were count­ed un­der Karl Jo­han’s able guid­ance, and all the well-known places point­ed out. “There’s Stone Farm, too,” said An­ders, point­ing to some­thing far off to­ward the sea. It was not Stone Farm, but Karl Jo­han could say to a nice­ty be­hind which hill it ought to lie, and then they rec­og­nized the quar­ries.

			Lasse took no part in this. He stood quite still, gaz­ing at the blue line of the Swedish coast that stood out far away up­on the shin­ing wa­ter. The sight of his na­tive land made him feel weak and old; he would prob­a­bly nev­er go home again, al­though he would have dear­ly liked to see Beng­ta’s grave once more. Ah yes, and the best that could hap­pen to one would be to be al­lowed to rest by her side, when ev­ery­thing else was end­ed. At this mo­ment he re­gret­ted that he had gone in­to ex­ile in his old age. He won­dered what Kungstorp looked like now, whether the new peo­ple kept the land cul­ti­vat­ed at all. And all the old ac­quain­tances—how were they get­ting on? His old-man’s rem­i­nis­cences came over him so strong­ly that for a time he for­got Madam Olsen and ev­ery­thing about her. He al­lowed him­self to be lulled by past mem­o­ries, and wept in his heart like a lit­tle child. Ah! it was drea­ry to live away from one’s na­tive place and ev­ery­thing in one’s old age; but if it on­ly brought a bless­ing on the lad­die in some way or oth­er, it was all as it should be.

			“I sup­pose that’s the King’s Copen­hagen2 we see over there?” asked An­ders.

			“It’s Swe­den,” said Lasse qui­et­ly.

			“Swe­den, is it? But it lay on that side last year, if I re­mem­ber right­ly.”

			“Yes, of course! What else should the world go round for?” ex­claimed Mons.

			An­ders was just about to take this in all good faith when he caught a gri­mace that Mons made to the oth­ers. “Oh, you clever mon­key!” he cried, and sprang at Mons, who dashed down the stone stairs; and the sound of their foot­steps came up in a hol­low rum­ble as out of a huge cask. The girls stood lean­ing against one an­oth­er, rock­ing gen­tly and gaz­ing silent­ly at the shin­ing wa­ter that lay far away round the is­land. The gid­di­ness had made them lan­guid.

			“Why, your eyes are quite dreamy!” said Karl Jo­han, try­ing to take them all in­to his em­brace. “Aren’t you com­ing down with us?”

			They were all fair­ly tired now. No one said any­thing, for of course Karl Jo­han was lead­ing; but the girls showed an in­cli­na­tion to sit down.

			“Now there’s on­ly the Echo Val­ley left,” he said en­cour­ag­ing­ly, “and that’s on our way back. We must do that, for it’s well worth it. You’ll hear an echo there that hasn’t its equal any­where.”

			They went slow­ly, for their feet were ten­der with the leather boots and much aim­less walk­ing; but when they had come down the steep cliff in­to the val­ley and had drunk from the spring, they bright­ened up. Karl Jo­han sta­tioned him­self with legs astride, and called across to the cliff: “What’s Karl Jo­han’s great­est treat?” And the echo an­swered straight away: “Eat!” It was ex­ceed­ing­ly fun­ny, and they all had to try it, each with his or her name—even Pelle. When that was ex­haust­ed, Mons made up a ques­tion which made the echo give a rude an­swer.

			“You mustn’t teach it any­thing like that,” said Lasse. “Just sup­pose some fine ladies were to come here, and he start­ed call­ing that out af­ter them?” They al­most killed them­selves with laugh­ing at the old man’s joke, and he was so de­light­ed at the ap­plause that he went on re­peat­ing it to him­self on the way back. Ha, ha! he wasn’t quite fit for the scrapheap yet.

			When they got back to the cart they were ravenous­ly hun­gry and set­tled down to an­oth­er meal. “You must have some­thing to keep you up when you’re wan­der­ing about like this,” said Mons.

			“Now then,” said Karl Jo­han, when they had fin­ished, “ev­ery­one may do what they like; but at nine sharp we meet here again and drive home.”

			Up on the open ground, Lasse gave Pelle a se­cret nudge, and they be­gan to do busi­ness with a cake-sell­er un­til the oth­ers had got well ahead. “It’s not nice be­ing third wheel in a car­riage,” said Lasse. “We two’ll go about by our­selves for a lit­tle now.”

			Lasse was cran­ing his neck. “Are you look­ing for any­one?” asked Pelle.

			“No, no one in par­tic­u­lar; but I was won­der­ing where all these peo­ple come from. There are peo­ple from all over the coun­try, but I haven’t seen any­one from the vil­lage yet.”

			“Don’t you think Madam Olsen’ll be here to­day?”

			“Can’t say,” said Lasse; “but it would be nice to see her, and there’s some­thing I want to say to her, too. Your eyes are young; you must keep a look­out.”

			Pelle was giv­en fifty öre to spend on what­ev­er he liked. Round the ground sat the poor wom­en of the Heath at lit­tle stalls, from which they sold col­ored sug­ar-sticks, gin­ger­bread and two-öre cigars. In the mean­time he went from wom­an to wom­an, and bought of each for one or two öre.

			Away un­der the trees stood blind Hoy­er, who had come straight from Copen­hagen with new bal­lads. There was a crowd round him. He played the tune up­on his con­certi­na, his lit­tle with­ered wife sang to it, and the whole crowd sang care­ful­ly with her. Those who had learnt the tunes went away singing, and oth­ers pushed for­ward in­to their place and put down their five-öre piece.

			Lasse and Pelle stood on the edge of the crowd lis­ten­ing. There was no use in pay­ing mon­ey be­fore you knew what you would get for it; and any­how the songs would be all over the is­land by to­mor­row, and go­ing gratis from mouth to mouth. “A Man of Eighty—a new and pleas­ant bal­lad about how things go when a de­crepit old man takes a young wife!” shout­ed Hoy­er in a hoarse voice, be­fore the song be­gan. Lasse didn’t care very much about that bal­lad; but then came a ter­ri­bly sad one about the sailor George Se­mon, who took a most ten­der farewell of his sweet­heart—

			
				
					“And said, When here I once more stand,
					

					We to the church will go hand in hand.”
				

			

			But he nev­er did come back, for the storm was over them for forty-five days, pro­vi­sions ran short, and the girl’s lover went mad. He drew his knife up­on the cap­tain, and de­mand­ed to be tak­en home to his bride; and the cap­tain shot him down. Then the oth­ers threw them­selves up­on the corpse, car­ried it to the gal­ley, and made soup of it.

			
				
					“The girl still waits for her own true love,
					

					Away from the shore she will not move.
					

					Poor maid, she’s hop­ing she still may wed,
					

					And does not know that her lad is dead.”
				

			

			“That’s beau­ti­ful,” said Lasse, rum­mag­ing in his purse for a five-öre. “You must try to learn that; you’ve got an ear for that sort of thing.” They pushed through the crowd right up to the mu­si­cian, and be­gan cau­tious­ly to sing too, while the girls all round were sniff­ing.

			They wan­dered up and down among the trees, Lasse rather fid­gety. There was a whole street of danc­ing-booths, tents with con­jur­ers and panora­ma-men, and drink­ing-booths. The criers were per­spir­ing, the re­fresh­ment sell­ers were walk­ing up and down in front of their tents like greedy beasts of prey. Things had not got in­to full swing yet, for most of the peo­ple were still out and about see­ing the sights, or amus­ing them­selves in all seem­li­ness, ex­ert­ing them­selves in tri­als of strength or slip­ping in and out of the con­jur­ers’ tents. There was not a man un­ac­com­pa­nied by a wom­an. Many a one came to a stand at the re­fresh­ment-tents, but the wom­an pulled him past; then he would yawn and al­low him­self to be dragged up in­to a round­about or a mag­ic-lantern tent where the most beau­ti­ful pic­tures were shown of the way that can­cer and oth­er hor­ri­ble things made hav­oc in peo­ple’s in­sides.

			“These are just the things for the wom­en,” said Lasse, breath­ing forth a sigh at hap­haz­ard af­ter Madam Olsen. On a horse on Mad­vig’s round­about sat Gus­tav with his arm round Bod­il’s waist. “Hey, old man!” he cried, as they whizzed past, and flapped Lasse on the ear with his cap, which had the white side out. They were as ra­di­ant as the day and the sun, those two.

			Pelle want­ed to have a turn on a round­about. “Then blest if I won’t have some­thing too, that’ll make things go round!” said Lasse, and went in and had a “cuck­oo”—cof­fee with brandy in it. “There are some peo­ple,” he said, when he came out again, “that can go from one tav­ern to an­oth­er with­out its mak­ing any dif­fer­ence in their purse. It would be nice to try—on­ly for a year. Hush!” Over by Max Alexan­der’s “Green House” stood Kar­na, quite alone and look­ing about her wist­ful­ly. Lasse drew Pelle round in a wide cir­cle.

			“There’s Madam Olsen with a strange man!” said Pelle sud­den­ly.

			Lasse start­ed. “Where?” Yes, there she stood, and had a man with her! And talk­ing so busi­ly! They went past her with­out stop­ping; she could choose for her­self, then.

			“Hi, can’t you wait a lit­tle!” cried Madam Olsen, run­ning af­ter them so that her pet­ti­coats crack­led round her. She was round and smil­ing as usu­al, and many lay­ers of good home-wo­ven ma­te­ri­al stood out about her; there was no scrimp­ing any­where.

			They went on to­geth­er, talk­ing on in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters and now and then ex­chang­ing glances about the boy who was in their way. They had to walk so se­date­ly with­out ven­tur­ing to touch one an­oth­er. He did not like any non­sense.

			It was black with peo­ple now up at the pavil­ion, and one could hard­ly move a step with­out meet­ing ac­quain­tances. “It’s even worse than a swarm of bees,” said Lasse. “It’s not worth try­ing to get in there.” At one place the move­ment was out­ward, and by fol­low­ing it they found them­selves in a val­ley, where a man stood shout­ing and beat­ing his fists up­on a plat­form. It was a mis­sion­ary meet­ing. The au­di­ence lay en­camped in small groups, up the slopes, and a man in long black clothes went qui­et­ly from group to group, sell­ing leaflets. His face was white, and he had a very long, thin red beard.

			“Do you see that man?” whis­pered Lasse, giv­ing Pelle a nudge. “Up­on my word, if it isn’t Long Ole—and with a glove on his in­jured hand. It was him that had to take the sin up­on him for Per Olsen’s false swear­ing!” ex­plained Lasse, turn­ing to Madam Olsen. “He was stand­ing at the ma­chine at the time when Per Olsen ought to have paid the penal­ty with his three fin­gers, and so his went in­stead. He may be glad of the mis­take af­ter all, for they say he’s risen to great things among the prayer-meet­ing folks. And his com­plex­ion’s as fine as a young la­dy’s—some­thing dif­fer­ent to what it was when he was cart­ing ma­nure at Stone Farm! It’ll be fun to say good day to him again.”

			Lasse was quite proud of hav­ing served to­geth­er with this man, and sta­tioned him­self in front of the oth­ers, in­tend­ing to make an im­pres­sion up­on his la­dy friend by say­ing a hearty: “Good day, Ole!” Long Ole was at the next group, and now he came on to them and was go­ing to hold out his tracts, when a glance at Lasse made him drop both hand and eyes; and with a deep sigh he passed on with bowed head to the next group.

			“Did you see how he turned his eyes up?” said Lasse de­ri­sive­ly. “When beg­gars come to court, they don’t know how to be­have! He’d got a watch in his pock­et, too, and long clothes; and be­fore he hadn’t even a shirt to his body. And an un­god­ly dev­il he was too! But the old gen­tle­man looks af­ter his own, as the say­ing is; I ex­pect it’s him that helped him on by chang­ing places at the ma­chine. The way they’ve cheat­ed the Almighty’s enough to make Him weep!”

			Madam Olsen tried to hush Lasse, but the “cuck­oo” rose with­in him to­geth­er with his wrath, and he con­tin­ued: “So he’s above rec­og­niz­ing de­cent peo­ple who get what they have in an hon­or­able way, and not by ly­ing and hum­bug! They do say he makes love to all the farm­ers’ wives wher­ev­er he goes; but there was a time when he had to put up with the Sow.”

			Peo­ple be­gan to look at them, and Madam Olsen took Lasse firm­ly by the arm and drew him away.

			The sun was now low in the sky. Up on the open ground the crowds tramped round and round as if in a tread­mill. Now and then a drunk­en man reeled along, mak­ing a broad path for him­self through the crush. The noise came seething up from the tents—bar­rel-or­gans each grind­ing out a dif­fer­ent tune, criers, the bands of the var­i­ous danc­ing-booths, and the mea­sured tread of a schot­tische or pol­ka. The wom­en wan­dered up and down in clus­ters, cast­ing long looks in­to the re­fresh­ment-tents where their men were sit­ting; and some of them stopped at the tent-door and made coax­ing signs to some­one in­side.

			Un­der the trees stood a drunk­en man, paw­ing at a tree-trunk, and be­side him stood a girl, cry­ing with her black damask apron to her eyes. Pelle watched them for a long time. The man’s clothes were dis­or­dered, and he lurched against the girl with a fool­ish grin when she, in the midst of her tears, tried to put them straight. When Pelle turned away, Lasse and Madam Olsen had dis­ap­peared in the crowd.

			They must have gone on a lit­tle, and he went down to the very end of the street. Then he turned de­spond­ing­ly and went up, bur­row­ing this way and that in the stream of peo­ple, with eyes ev­ery­where. “Haven’t you seen Fa­ther Lasse?” he asked piti­ful­ly, when he met any­one he knew.

			In the thick­est of the crush, a tall man was mov­ing along, hold­ing forth bliss­ful­ly at the top of his voice. He was a head taller than any­body else, and very broad; but he beamed with good-na­ture, and want­ed to em­brace ev­ery­body. Peo­ple ran scream­ing out of his way, so that a broad path was left wher­ev­er he went. Pelle kept be­hind him, and thus suc­ceed­ed in get­ting through the thick­est crowds, where po­lice­men and rangers were sta­tioned with thick cud­gels. Their eyes and ears were on the watch, but they did not in­ter­fere in any­thing. It was said that they had hand­cuffs in their pock­ets.

			Pelle had reached the road in his de­spair­ing search. Cart af­ter cart was care­ful­ly work­ing its way out through the gloom un­der the trees, then rolling out in­to the daz­zling evening light, and on to the high road with much crack­ing of whips. They were the prayer-meet­ing peo­ple driv­ing home.

			He hap­pened to think of the time, and asked a man what it was. Nine! Pelle had to run so as not to be too late in get­ting to the cart. In the cart sat Karl Jo­han and Fair Maria eat­ing. “Get up and have some­thing to eat!” they said, and as Pelle was rav­en­ous, he for­got ev­ery­thing while he ate. But then Jo­han asked about Lasse, and his tor­ment re­turned.

			Karl Jo­han was cross; not one had re­turned to the cart, al­though it was the time agreed up­on. “You’d bet­ter keep close to us now,” he said, as they went up, “or you might get killed.”

			Up at the edge of the wood they met Gus­tav run­ning. “Have none of you seen Bod­il?” he asked, gasp­ing. His clothes were torn and there was blood on the front of his shirt. He ran on groan­ing, and dis­ap­peared un­der the trees. It was quite dark there, but the open ground lay in a strange light that came from nowhere, but seemed to have been left be­hind by the day as it fled. Faces out there showed up, some in ghost­ly pal­lor, some black like holes in the light, un­til they sud­den­ly burst forth, crim­son with blood-red flame.

			The peo­ple wan­dered about in con­fused groups, shout­ing and scream­ing at the top of their voic­es. Two men came along with arms twined af­fec­tion­ate­ly round one an­oth­er’s necks, and the next mo­ment lay rolling on the ground in a fight. Oth­ers joined the fray and took sides with­out trou­bling to dis­cov­er what it was all about, and the con­test be­came one large strug­gling heap. Then the po­lice came up, and hit about them with their sticks; and those who did not run away were hand­cuffed and thrown in­to an emp­ty sta­ble.

			Pelle was quite up­set, and kept close to Karl Jo­han; he jumped ev­ery time a band ap­proached, and kept on say­ing in a whim­per­ing tone: “Where’s Fa­ther Lasse? Let’s go and find him.”

			“Oh, hold your tongue!” ex­claimed the head man, who was stand­ing and try­ing to catch sight of his fel­low-ser­vants. He was an­gry at this un­trust­wor­thi­ness. “Don’t stand there cry­ing! You’d do much more good if you ran down to the cart and see whether any­one’s come.”

			Pelle had to go, lit­tle though he cared to ven­ture in un­der the trees. The branch­es hung silent­ly lis­ten­ing, but the noise from the open ground came down in bursts, and in the dark­ness un­der the bush­es liv­ing things rus­tled about and spoke in voic­es of joy or sor­row. A sud­den scream rang through the wood, and made his knees knock to­geth­er.

			Kar­na sat at the back of the cart asleep, and Beng­ta stood lean­ing against the front seat, weep­ing. “They’ve locked An­ders up,” she sobbed. “He got wild, so they put hand­cuffs on him and locked him up.” She went back with Pelle.

			Lasse was with Karl Jo­han and Fair Maria; he looked de­fi­ant­ly at Pelle, and in his half-closed eyes there was a lit­tle muti­nous gleam.

			“Then now there’s on­ly Mons and Live­ly Sara,” said Karl Jo­han, as he ran his eye over them.

			“But what about An­ders?” sobbed Beng­ta. “You sure­ly won’t drive away with­out An­ders?”

			“There’s noth­ing can he done about An­ders!” said the head man. “He’ll come of his own ac­cord when once he’s let out.”

			They found out on in­quiry that Mons and Live­ly Sara were down in one of the danc­ing-booths, and ac­cord­ing­ly went down there. “Now you stay here!” said Karl Jo­han stern­ly, and went in to take a sur­vey of the dancers. In there blood burnt hot, and faces were like balls of fire that made red cir­cles in the blue mist of per­spir­ing heat and dust. Dump! Dump! Dump! The mea­sure fell boom­ing like heavy blows; and in the mid­dle of the floor stood a man and wrung the mois­ture out of his jack­et.

			Out of one of the danc­ing-tents pushed a big fel­low with two girls. He had an arm about the neck of each, and they linked arms be­hind his back. His cap was on the back of his head, and his ri­otous mood would have found ex­pres­sion in leap­ing, if he had not felt him­self too pleas­ant­ly en­cum­bered; so he opened his mouth wide, and shout­ed joy­ful­ly, so that it rang again: “Dev­il take me! Deuce take me! Sev­en hun­dred dev­ils take me!” and dis­ap­peared un­der the trees with his girls.

			“That was Per Olsen him­self,” said Lasse, look­ing af­ter him. “What a man, to be sure! He cer­tain­ly doesn’t look as if he bore any debt of sin to the Almighty.”

			“His time may still come,” was the opin­ion of Karl Jo­han.

			Quite by chance they found Mons and Live­ly Sara sit­ting asleep in one an­oth­er’s arms up­on a bench un­der the trees.

			“Well, now, I sup­pose we ought to be get­ting home?” said Karl Jo­han slow­ly. He had been do­ing right for so long that his throat was quite dry. “I sup­pose none of you’ll stand a farewell glass?”

			“I will!” said Mons, “if you’ll go up to the pavil­ion with me to drink it.” Mons had missed some­thing by go­ing to sleep and had a de­sire to go once round the ground. Ev­ery time a yell reached them he gave a leap as he walked be­side Live­ly Sara, and an­swered with a long hal­loo. He tried to get away, but she clung to his arm; so he swung the heavy end of his load­ed stick and shout­ed de­fi­ant­ly. Lasse kicked his old limbs and im­i­tat­ed Mons’s shouts, for he too was for any­thing rather than go­ing home; but Karl Jo­han was de­ter­mined—they were to go now! And in this he was sup­port­ed by Pelle and the wom­en.

			Out on the open ground a roar made them stop, and the wom­en got each be­hind her man. A man came run­ning bare­head­ed and with a large wound in his tem­ple, from which the blood flowed down over his face and col­lar. His fea­tures were dis­tort­ed with fear. Be­hind him came a sec­ond, al­so bare­head­ed, and with a drawn knife. A ranger tried to bar his way, but re­ceived a wound in his shoul­der and fell, and the pur­suer ran on. As he passed them, Mons ut­tered a short yell and sprang straight up in­to the air, bring­ing down his load­ed stick up­on the back of the man’s neck. The man sank to the ground with a grunt, and Mons slipped in among the groups of peo­ple and dis­ap­peared; and the oth­ers found him wait­ing for them at the edge of the wood. He did not an­swer any more yells.

			Karl Jo­han had to lead the hors­es un­til they got out on­to the road, and then they all got in. Be­hind them the noise had be­come lost, and on­ly one long cry for help rang through the air and dropped again.

			Down by a lit­tle lake, some for­got­ten girls had gath­ered on the grass and were play­ing by them­selves. The white mist lay over the grass like a shin­ing lake, and on­ly the up­per part of the girls’ bod­ies rose above it. They were walk­ing round in a ring, singing the mid­sum­mer’s-night song. Pure and clear rose the mer­ry song, and yet was so strange­ly sad to lis­ten to, be­cause they who sang it had been left in the lurch by sots and brawlers.

			
				
					“We will dance up­on hill and mead­ow,
					

					We will wear out our shoes and stock­ings.
					

					Heigh ho, my lit­tle sweet­heart fair,
					

					We shall dance till the sun has risen high.
					

					Heigh ho, my queen!
					

					Now we have danced up­on the green.”
				

			

			The tones fell so gen­tly up­on the ear and mind that mem­o­ries and thoughts were pu­ri­fied of all that had been hideous, and the day it­self could ap­pear in its true col­ors as a joy­ful fes­ti­val. For Lasse and Pelle, in­deed, it had been a peer­less day, mak­ing up for many years of ne­glect. The on­ly pity was that it was over in­stead of about to be­gin.

			The oc­cu­pants of the cart were tired now, some nod­ding and all silent. Lasse sat work­ing about in his pock­et with one hand. He was try­ing to ob­tain an es­ti­mate of the mon­ey that re­mained. It was ex­pen­sive to keep a sweet­heart when you did not want to be out­done by younger men in any way. Pelle was asleep, and was slip­ping far­ther and far­ther down un­til Beng­ta took his head on­to her lap. She her­self was weep­ing bit­ter­ly about An­ders.

			The day­light was grow­ing rapid­ly brighter as they drove in to Stone Farm.

		
	
		
			XIX

			The mas­ter and mis­tress of Stone Farm were al­most al­ways the sub­ject of com­mon talk, and were nev­er quite out of the thoughts of the peo­ple. There was as much thought and said about Kongstrup and his wife as about all the rest of the parish put to­geth­er; they were bread to so many, their Prov­i­dence both in evil and good, that noth­ing that they did could be im­ma­te­ri­al.

			No one ev­er thought of weigh­ing them by the same stan­dards as they used for oth­ers; they were some­thing apart, be­ings who were en­dowed with great pos­ses­sions, and could do and be as they liked, dis­re­gard­ing all con­sid­er­a­tions and en­ter­tain­ing all pas­sions. All that came from Stone Farm was too great for or­di­nary mor­tals to sit in judg­ment up­on; it was dif­fi­cult enough to ex­plain what went on, even when at such close quar­ters with it all as were Lasse and Pelle. To them as to the oth­ers, the Stone Farm peo­ple were be­ings apart, who lived their life un­der greater con­di­tions, be­ings, as it were, half­way be­tween the hu­man and the su­per­nat­u­ral, in a world where such things as un­quench­able pas­sion and fren­zied love wrought hav­oc.

			What hap­pened, there­fore, at Stone Farm sup­plied more ex­cite­ment than the oth­er events of the parish. Peo­ple lis­tened with open-mouthed in­ter­est to the small­est ut­ter­ance from the big house, and when the out­bursts came, trem­bled and went about op­pressed and un­com­fort­able. No mat­ter how clear­ly Lasse, in the calm pe­ri­ods, might think he saw it all, the life up there would sud­den­ly be dragged out of its or­di­nary rec­og­nized form again, and wrap it­self around his and the boy’s world like a misty sphere in which capri­cious pow­ers warred—just above their heads.

			It was now Jom­fru Köller’s sec­ond year at the farm, in spite of all evil prophe­cies; and in­deed things had turned out in such a way that ev­ery­one had to own that his prog­nos­ti­ca­tions had been wrong. She was al­ways fonder of driv­ing with Kongstrup to the town than of stay­ing at home to cheer Fru Kongstrup up in her lone­li­ness; but such is youth. She be­haved prop­er­ly enough oth­er­wise, and it was well known that Kongstrup had re­turned to his old ho­tel-sweet­heart­ing in the town. Fru Kongstrup her­self, more­over, showed no dis­trust of her young rel­a­tive—if she had ev­er felt any. She was as kind to her as if she had been her own daugh­ter; and very of­ten it was she her­self who got Jom­fru Köller to go in the car­riage to look af­ter her hus­band.

			Oth­er­wise the days passed as usu­al, and Fru Kongstrup was con­tin­u­al­ly giv­ing her­self up to lit­tle drink­ing-bouts and to grief. At such times she would weep over her wast­ed life; and if he were at home would fol­low him with her ac­cu­sa­tions from room to room, un­til he would or­der the car­riage and take flight, even in the mid­dle of the night. The walls were so sat­u­rat­ed with her voice that it pen­e­trat­ed through ev­ery­thing like a sor­row­ful, dull dron­ing. Those who hap­pened to be up at night to look af­ter an­i­mals or the like, could hear her talk­ing in­ces­sant­ly up there, even if she were alone.

			But then Jom­fru Köller be­gan to talk of go­ing away. She sud­den­ly got the idea that she want­ed to go to Copen­hagen and learn some­thing, so that she could earn her own liv­ing. It sound­ed strange, as there was ev­ery prospect of her some day in­her­it­ing the farmer’s prop­er­ty. Fru Kongstrup was quite up­set at the thought of los­ing her, and al­to­geth­er for­got her oth­er trou­bles in con­tin­u­al­ly talk­ing to her about it. Even when ev­ery­thing was set­tled, and they were stand­ing in the man­gling-room with the maids, get­ting Jom­fru Köller’s things ready for her jour­ney, she still kept on—to no earth­ly pur­pose. Like all the Stone Farm fam­i­ly, she could nev­er let go any­thing she had once got hold of.

			There was some­thing strange about Jom­fru Köller’s ob­sti­na­cy of pur­pose; she was not even quite sure what she was go­ing to do over there. “I sup­pose she’s go­ing over to learn cook­ing,” said one and an­oth­er with a covert smile.

			Fru Kongstrup her­self had no sus­pi­cion. She, who was al­ways sus­pect­ing some­thing, seemed to be blind here. It must have been be­cause she had such com­plete trust in Jom­fru Köller, and thought so much of her. She had not even time to sigh, so busy was she in putting ev­ery­thing in­to good or­der. Much need there was for it, too; Jom­fru Köller must have had her head full of very dif­fer­ent things, judg­ing from the con­di­tion her clothes were in.

			“I’m glad Kongstrup’s go­ing over with her,” said Fru Kongstrup to Fair Maria one evening when they were sit­ting round the big darn­ing-bas­ket, mend­ing the young la­dy’s stock­ings af­ter the wash. “They say Copen­hagen’s a bad town for in­ex­pe­ri­enced young peo­ple to come to. But Sina’ll get on all right, for she’s got the good stock of the Köllers in her.” She said it all with such child­ish sim­plic­i­ty; you could tramp in and out of her heart with great wood­en shoes on, sus­pi­cious though she was. “Per­haps we’ll come over to see you at Christ­mas, Sina,” she added in the good­ness of her heart.

			Jom­fru Köller opened her mouth and caught her breath in ter­ror, but did not an­swer. She bent over her work and did not look at any­one all the evening. She nev­er looked frankly at any­one now. “She’s ashamed of her de­ceit­ful­ness!” they said. The judg­ment would fall up­on her; she ought to have known what she was do­ing, and not gone be­tween the bark and the wood, es­pe­cial­ly here where one of them trust­ed her en­tire­ly.

			In the up­per yard the new man Pær was busy get­ting the closed car­riage ready. Erik stood be­side him idle. He looked un­hap­py and trou­bled, poor fel­low, as he al­ways did when he was not near the bailiff. Each time a wheel had to come off or be put on, he had to put his gi­ant’s back un­der the big car­riage and lift it. Ev­ery now and then Lasse came to the sta­ble-door to get an idea of what was go­ing on. Pelle was at school, it be­ing the first day of the new half-year.

			She was go­ing away to­day, the false wretch who had let her­self be drawn in­to de­ceiv­ing one who had been a moth­er to her! Fru Kongstrup must be go­ing with them down to the steam­er, as the closed car­riage was go­ing.

			Lasse went in­to the bed­room to ar­range one or two things so that he could slip out in the evening with­out Pelle notic­ing it. He had giv­en Pelle a lit­tle pa­per of sweets for Madam Olsen, and on the pa­per he had drawn a cross with a lead but­ton; and the cross meant in all se­cre­cy that he would come to her that evening.

			While he took out his best clothes and hid them un­der some hay close to the out­er door, he hummed:—

			
				
					“Love’s long­ing so strong
					

					It helped me along,
					

					And the way was made short with the nightin­gales’ song.”
				

			

			He was look­ing for­ward so im­mense­ly to the evening; he had not been alone with her now for near­ly a quar­ter of a year. He was proud, more­over, of hav­ing tak­en writ­ing in­to his ser­vice, and that a writ­ing that Pelle, quick read­er of writ­ing though he was, would not be able to make out.

			While the oth­ers were tak­ing their af­ter-din­ner nap, Lasse went out and ti­died up the dung-heap. The car­riage was stand­ing up there with one large trunk strapped on be­hind, and an­oth­er stand­ing on one edge on the box. Lasse won­dered what such a girl would do when she was alone out in the wide world and had to pay the price of her sin. He sup­posed there must be places where they took in such girls in re­turn for good pay­ment; ev­ery­thing could be got over there!

			Jo­han­na Pihl came wad­dling in at the gate up there. Lasse start­ed when he saw her; she nev­er came for any good. When she bold­ly ex­hib­it­ed her­self here, she was al­ways drunk, and then she stopped at noth­ing. It was sad to see how low mis­for­tune could drag a wom­an. Lasse could not help think­ing what a pret­ty girl she had been in her youth. And now all she thought of was mak­ing mon­ey out of her shame! He cau­tious­ly with­drew in­to the sta­ble, so as not to be an eye­wit­ness to any­thing, and peered out from there.

			The Sow went up and down in front of the win­dows, and called in a thick voice, over which she had not full com­mand: “Kongstrup, Kongstrup! Come out and let me speak to you. You must let me have some mon­ey, for your son and I haven’t had any food for three days.”

			“That’s a wicked lie!” said Lasse to him­self in­dig­nant­ly, “for she has a good in­come. But she wastes God’s gifts, and now she’s out to do some evil.” He would have liked to take the fork and chase her out through the gate, but it was not well to ex­pose one’s self to her ven­omous tongue.

			She had her foot up­on the step, but did not dare to mount. Fud­dled though she was, there was some­thing that kept her in check. She stood there grop­ing at the handrail and mum­bling to her­self, and ev­ery now and then lift­ing her fat face and call­ing Kongstrup.

			Jom­fru Köller came in­ad­ver­tent­ly up from the base­ment, and went to­ward the steps; her eyes were on the ground, and she did not see the Sow un­til it was too late, and then she turned quick­ly. Jo­han­na Pihl stood grin­ning.

			“Come here, miss, and let me wish you good day!” she cried. “You’re too grand, are you? But the one may be just as good as the oth­er! Per­haps it’s be­cause you can drive away in a car­riage and have yours on the oth­er side of the sea, while I had mine in a beet-field! But is that any­thing to be proud of? I say, just go up and tell my fine gen­tle­man that his el­dest’s starv­ing! I daren’t go my­self be­cause of the evil eye.”

			Long be­fore this Jom­fru Köller was down in the base­ment again, but Jo­han­na Pihl con­tin­ued to stand and say the same thing over and over again, un­til the bailiff came dash­ing out to­ward her, when she re­tired, scold­ing, from the yard.

			The men had been aroused be­fore their time by her scream­ing, and stood drowsi­ly watch­ing be­hind the barn-doors. Lasse kept ex­cit­ed watch from the sta­ble, and the girls had col­lect­ed in the wash­house. What would hap­pen now? They all ex­pect­ed some ter­ri­ble out­break.

			But noth­ing hap­pened. Now, when Fru Kongstrup had the right to shake heav­en and earth—so faith­less­ly had they treat­ed her—now she was silent. The farm was as peace­ful as on the days when they had come to a sort of un­der­stand­ing, and Kongstrup kept him­self qui­et. Fru Kongstrup passed the win­dows up there, and looked just like any­body else. Noth­ing hap­pened!

			Some­thing must have been said, how­ev­er, for the young la­dy had a very tear-stained face when they got in­to the car­riage, and Kongstrup wore his con­fused air. Then Karl Jo­han drove away with the two; and the mis­tress did not ap­pear. She was prob­a­bly ashamed for what con­cerned the oth­ers.

			Noth­ing had hap­pened to re­lieve the sus­pense; it op­pressed ev­ery­one. She must have ac­cept­ed her un­hap­py lot, and giv­en up stand­ing out for her rights, now, just when ev­ery­one would have sup­port­ed her. This tran­quil­li­ty was so un­nat­u­ral, so un­rea­son­able, that it made one melan­choly and low-spir­it­ed. It was as though oth­ers were suf­fer­ing on her be­half, and she her­self had no heart.

			But then it broke down, and the sound of weep­ing be­gan to ooze out over the farm, qui­et and reg­u­lar like flow­ing heart’s blood. All the evening it flowed; the weep­ing had nev­er sound­ed so de­spair­ing; it went to the hearts of all. She had tak­en in the poor child and treat­ed her as her own, and the poor child had de­ceived her. Ev­ery­one felt how she must suf­fer.

			Dur­ing the night the weep­ing rose to cries so heartrend­ing that they awak­ened even Pelle—wet with per­spi­ra­tion. “It sounds like some­one in the last ag­o­nies!” said Lasse, and hasti­ly drew on his trousers with trem­bling, clum­sy hands. “She sure­ly hasn’t laid hands up­on her­self?” He light­ed the lantern and went out in­to the sta­ble, Pelle fol­low­ing naked.

			Then sud­den­ly the cries ceased, as abrupt­ly as if the sound had been cut off with an axe, and the si­lence that fol­lowed said dumb­ly that it was for­ev­er. The farm sank in­to the dark­ness of night like an ex­tin­guished world. “Our mis­tress is dead!” said Lasse, shiv­er­ing and mov­ing his fin­gers over his lips. “May God re­ceive her kind­ly!” They crept fear­ful­ly in­to bed.

			But when they got up the next morn­ing, the farm looked as it al­ways did, and the maids were chat­ter­ing and mak­ing as much noise as usu­al in the wash­house. A lit­tle while af­ter, the mis­tress’s voice was heard up there, giv­ing di­rec­tions about the work. “I don’t un­der­stand it,” said Lasse, shak­ing his head. “Noth­ing but death can stop any­thing so sud­den­ly. She must have a tremen­dous pow­er over her­self!”

			It now be­came ap­par­ent what a ca­pa­ble wom­an she was. She had not wast­ed any­thing in the long pe­ri­od of idle­ness; the maids be­came brisker and the fare bet­ter. One day she came to the cow-sta­ble to see that the milk­ing was done clean­ly. She gave ev­ery­one his due, too. One day they came from the quar­ry and com­plained that they had had no wages for three weeks. There was not enough mon­ey on the farm. “Then we must get some,” said the mis­tress, and they had to set about thresh­ing at once. And one day when Kar­na raised too many ob­jec­tions she re­ceived a ring­ing box on the ear.

			“It’s a new na­ture she’s got,” said Lasse. But the old work-peo­ple rec­og­nized sev­er­al things from their young days. “It’s her fam­i­ly’s na­ture,” they said. “She’s a reg­u­lar Köller.”

			The time passed with­out any change; she was as con­stant in her tran­quil­li­ty as she had be­fore been con­stant in her mis­ery. It was not the habit of the Köllers to change their minds once they had made them up about any­thing. Then Kongstrup came home from his jour­ney. She did not drive out to meet him, but was on the steps to greet him, gen­tle and kind. Ev­ery­body could see how pleased and sur­prised he was. He must have ex­pect­ed a very dif­fer­ent re­cep­tion.

			But dur­ing the night, when they were all sound asleep, Kar­na came knock­ing at the men’s win­dow. “Get up and fetch the doc­tor!” she cried, “and be quick!” The call sound­ed like one of life and death, and they turned out head­long. Lasse, who was in the habit of sleep­ing with one eye open, like the hens, was the first man on the spot, and had got the hors­es out of the sta­ble; and in a few min­utes Karl Jo­han was driv­ing out at the gate. He had a man with him to hold the lantern. It was pitch-dark, but they could hear the car­riage tear­ing along un­til the sound be­came very dis­tant; then in an­oth­er mo­ment the sound changed, as the ve­hi­cle turned on to the met­alled road a cou­ple of miles off. Then it died away al­to­geth­er.

			On the farm they went about shak­ing them­selves and un­able to rest, wan­der­ing in­to their rooms and out again to gaze up at the tall win­dows, where peo­ple were run­ning back­ward and for­ward with lights. What had hap­pened? Some mishap to the farmer, ev­i­dent­ly, for now and again the mis­tress’s com­mand­ing voice could be heard down in the kitchen—but what? The wash­house and the ser­vants’ room were dark and locked.

			To­ward morn­ing, when the doc­tor had come and had tak­en things in­to his own hands, a greater calm fell up­on them all, and the maids took the op­por­tu­ni­ty of slip­ping out in­to the yard. They would not at once say what was the mat­ter, but stood look­ing in an em­bar­rassed way at one an­oth­er, and laugh­ing stupid­ly. At last they grad­u­al­ly got it out by first one telling a lit­tle and then an­oth­er: in a fit of delir­i­um or of mad­ness Kongstrup had done vi­o­lence to him­self. Their faces were con­tort­ed with a mix­ture of fear and smoth­ered laugh­ter; and when Karl Jo­han said grave­ly to Fair Maria: “You’re not telling a lie, are you?” she burst in­to tears. There she stood laugh­ing and cry­ing by turns; and it made no dif­fer­ence that Karl Jo­han scold­ed her sharply.

			But it was true, al­though it sound­ed like the cra­zi­est non­sense that a man could do such a thing to him­self. It was a truth that struck one dumb!

			It was some time be­fore they could make it out at all, but when they did there were one or two things about it that seemed a lit­tle un­nat­u­ral. It could not have hap­pened dur­ing in­tox­i­ca­tion, for the farmer nev­er drank at home, did not drink at all, as far as any­one knew, but on­ly took a glass in good com­pa­ny. It was more like­ly to have been re­morse and con­tri­tion; it was not im­pos­si­ble con­sid­er­ing the life he had led, al­though it was strange that a man of his na­ture should be­have in such a des­per­ate fash­ion.

			But it was not sat­is­fac­to­ry! And grad­u­al­ly, with­out it be­ing pos­si­ble to point to any ori­gin, all thoughts turned to­ward her. She had changed of late, and the Köller blood had come out in her; and in that fam­i­ly they had nev­er let them­selves be trod­den down un­re­venged!

		
	
		
			XX

			Out in the shel­ter of the gable-wall of the House sat Kongstrup, well wrapped up, and gaz­ing straight be­fore him with ex­pres­sion­less eyes. The win­ter sun shone full up­on him; it had lured forth signs of spring, and the spar­rows were hop­ping gai­ly about him. His wife went back­ward and for­ward, busy­ing her­self about him; she wrapped his feet up bet­ter, and came with a shawl to put round his shoul­ders. She touched his chest and arms af­fec­tion­ate­ly as she spread the shawl over him from be­hind; and he slow­ly raised his head and passed his hand over hers. She stood thus for a lit­tle while, lean­ing against his shoul­der and look­ing down up­on him like a moth­er, with eyes that were tran­quil with the joy of pos­ses­sion.

			Pelle came bound­ing down across the yard, lick­ing his lips. He had tak­en ad­van­tage of his mis­tress’s pre­oc­cu­pa­tion to steal down in­to the dairy and get a drink of sour cream from the girls, and tease them a lit­tle. He was glow­ing with health, and moved along as care­less­ly hap­py as if the whole world were his.

			It was quite dread­ful the way he grew and wore out his things; it was al­most im­pos­si­ble to keep him in clothes! His arms and legs stuck far out of ev­ery ar­ti­cle of cloth­ing he put on, and he wore things out as fast as Lasse could pro­cure them. Some­thing new was al­ways be­ing got for him, and be­fore you could turn round, his arms and legs were out of that too. He was as strong as an oak-tree; and when it was a ques­tion of lift­ing or any­thing that did not re­quire per­se­v­er­ence, Lasse had to al­low him­self to be su­per­seded.

			The boy had ac­quired in­de­pen­dence, too, and ev­ery day it be­came more dif­fi­cult for the old man to as­sert his parental au­thor­i­ty; but that would come as soon as Lasse was mas­ter of his own house and could bring his fist down on his own ta­ble. But when would that be? As mat­ters now stood, it looked as if the mag­is­trate did not want him and Madam Olsen to be de­cent­ly mar­ried. Sea­man Olsen had giv­en plain warn­ing of his de­cease, and Lasse thought there was noth­ing to do but put up the banns; but the au­thor­i­ties con­tin­ued to raise dif­fi­cul­ties and fer­ret about, in the true lawyers’ way. Now there was one ques­tion that had to be ex­am­ined in­to, and now an­oth­er; there were pe­ri­ods of grace al­lowed, and sum­mons­es to be is­sued to the dead man to make his ap­pear­ance with­in such and such a time, and what­not be­sides! It was all a put-up job, so that the pet­ti­fog­gers could make some­thing out of it.

			He was thor­ough­ly tired of Stone Farm. Ev­ery day he made the same com­plaint to Pelle: “It’s noth­ing but toil, toil, from morn­ing till night—one day just like an­oth­er all the year round, as if you were in a con­vict-prison! And what you get for it is hard­ly enough to keep your body de­cent­ly cov­ered. You can’t put any­thing by, and one day when you’re worn out and good for noth­ing more, you can just go on the parish.”

			The worst of it all, how­ev­er, was the de­sire to work once more for him­self. He was al­ways sigh­ing for this, and his hands were sore with long­ing to feel what it was like to take hold of one’s own. Of late he had med­i­tat­ed cut­ting the mat­ter short and mov­ing down to his sweet­heart’s, with­out re­gard to the law. She was quite will­ing, he knew; she bad­ly need­ed a man’s hand in the house. And they were be­ing talked about, any­how; it would not make much dif­fer­ence if he and the boy went as her lodgers, es­pe­cial­ly when they worked in­de­pen­dent­ly.

			But the boy was not to be per­suad­ed; he was jeal­ous for his fa­ther’s hon­or. When­ev­er Lasse touched up­on the sub­ject he be­came strange­ly sullen. Lasse pre­tend­ed it was Madam Olsen’s idea, and not his.

			“I’m not par­tic­u­lar­ly in fa­vor of it, ei­ther,” he said. “Peo­ple are sure to be­lieve the worst at once. But we can’t go on here wear­ing our­selves to a thread for noth­ing. And you can’t breathe freely on this farm—al­ways tied!”

			Pelle made no an­swer to this; he was not strong in rea­sons, but knew what he want­ed.

			“If I ran away from here one night, I guess you’d come trot­ting af­ter me.”

			Pelle main­tained a re­frac­to­ry si­lence.

			“I think I’ll do it, for this isn’t to be borne. Now you’ve got to have new school-trousers, and where are they com­ing from?”

			“Well, then, do it! Then you’ll do what you say.”

			“It’s easy for you to pooh-pooh ev­ery­thing,” said Lasse de­spond­ing­ly, “for you’ve time and years be­fore you. But I’m be­gin­ning to get old, and I’ve no one to trou­ble about me.”

			“Why, don’t I help you with ev­ery­thing?” asked Pelle re­proach­ful­ly.

			“Yes, yes, of course you do your very best to make things eas­i­er for me, and no one could say you didn’t. But, you see—there are cer­tain things you don’t—there’s some­thing—” Lasse came to a stand­still. What was the use of ex­plain­ing the long­ings of a man to a boy? “You shouldn’t be so ob­sti­nate, you know!” And Lasse stroked the boy’s arm im­plor­ing­ly.

			But Pelle was ob­sti­nate. He had al­ready put up with plen­ty of sar­cas­tic re­marks from his schoolfel­lows, and fought a good many bat­tles since it had be­come known that his fa­ther and Madam Olsen were sweet­hearts. If they now start­ed liv­ing to­geth­er open­ly, it would be­come quite un­bear­able. Pelle was not afraid of fight­ing, but he need­ed to have right on his side, if he was to kick out prop­er­ly.

			“Move down to her, then, and I’ll go away!”

			“Where’ll you go to?”

			“Out in­to the world and get rich!”

			Lasse raised his head, like an old warhorse that hears a sig­nal; but then it dropped again.

			“Out in­to the world and get rich! Yes, yes,” he said slow­ly; “that’s what I thought, too, when I was your age. But things don’t hap­pen like that—if you aren’t born with a caul.”

			Lasse was silent, and thought­ful­ly kicked the straw in un­der a cow. He was not al­to­geth­er sure that the boy was not born with a caul, af­ter all. He was a late-born child, and they were al­ways meant for the worst or the best; and then he had that cow’s-lick on his fore­head, which meant good for­tune. He was mer­ry and al­ways singing, and neat-hand­ed at ev­ery­thing; and his na­ture made him gen­er­al­ly liked. It was very pos­si­ble that good for­tune lay wait­ing for him some­where out there.

			“But the very first thing you need for that is to be prop­er­ly con­firmed. You’d bet­ter take your books and learn your les­son for the priest, so that you don’t get re­fused! I’ll do the rest of the fod­der­ing.”

			Pelle took his books and seat­ed him­self in the fod­der­ing-pas­sage just in front of the big bull. He read in an un­der­tone, and Lasse passed up and down at his work. For some time each mind­ed his own; but then Lasse came up, drawn by the new les­son-books Pelle had got for his con­fir­ma­tion-class­es.

			“Is that Bible his­to­ry, that one there?”

			“Yes.”

			“Is that about the man who drank him­self drunk in there?”

			Lasse had long since giv­en up learn­ing to read; he had not the head for it. But he was al­ways in­ter­est­ed in what the boy was do­ing, and the books ex­ert­ed a pe­cu­liar mag­ic ef­fect up­on him. “Now what does that stand for?” he would ask won­der­ing­ly, point­ing to some­thing print­ed; or “What won­der­ful thing have you got in your les­son to­day?” Pelle had to keep him in­formed from day to day. And the same ques­tions of­ten came again, for Lasse had not a good mem­o­ry.

			“You know—the one whose sons pulled off his trousers and shamed their own fa­ther?” Lasse con­tin­ued, when Pelle did not an­swer.

			“Oh, Noah!”

			“Yes, of course! Old Noah—the one that Gus­tav had that song about. I won­der what he made him­self drunk on, the old man?”

			“Wine.”

			“Was it wine?” Lasse raised his eye­brows. “Then that Noah must have been a fine gen­tle­man! The own­er of the es­tate at home drank wine, too, on grand oc­ca­sions. I’ve heard that it takes a lot of that to make a man tip­sy—and it’s ex­pen­sive! Does the book tell you, too, about him that was such a ter­ri­ble swindler? What was his name again?”

			“La­ban, do you mean?”

			“La­ban, yes of course! To think that I could for­get it, too, for he was a reg­u­lar La­ban,3 so the name suits him just right. It was him that let his son-in-law have both his daugh­ters, and off their price on his dai­ly wage too! If they’d been alive now, they’d have got hard la­bor, both him and his son-in-law; but in those days the po­lice didn’t look so close at peo­ple’s pa­pers. Now I should like to know whether a wife was al­lowed to have two hus­bands in those days. Does the book say any­thing about that?” Lasse moved his head in­quis­i­tive­ly.

			“No, I don’t think it does,” an­swered Pelle ab­sent­ly.

			“Oh, well, I oughtn’t to dis­turb you,” said Lasse, and went to his work. But in a very short time he was back again. “Those two names have slipped my mem­o­ry; I can’t think where my head could have been at the mo­ment. But I know the greater prophets well enough, if you like to hear me.”

			“Say them, then!” said Pelle, with­out rais­ing his eyes from his book.

			“But you must stop read­ing while I say them,” said Lasse, “or you might go wrong.” He did not ap­prove of Pelle’s want­ing to treat it as food for babes.

			“Well, I don’t sup­pose I could go wrong in the four greater!” said Pelle, with an air of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty, but nev­er­the­less shut­ting the book.

			Lasse took the quid out from his low­er lip with his fore­fin­ger, and threw it on the ground so as to have his mouth clear, and then hitched up his trousers and stood for a lit­tle while with closed eyes while he moved his lips in in­ward rep­e­ti­tion.

			“Are they com­ing soon?” asked Pelle.

			“I must first make sure that they’re there!” an­swered Lasse, in vex­a­tion at the in­ter­rup­tion, and be­gin­ning to go over them again. “Isa­iah, Jeremi­ah, Ezekiel, and Daniel!” he said, dash­ing them off hasti­ly, so as not to lose any of them on the way.

			“Shall we take Ja­cob’s twelve sons, too?”

			“No, not to­day. It might be too much for me all at once. At my age you must go for­ward gen­tly; I’m not as young as you, you know. But you might go through the twelve less­er prophets with me.”

			Pelle went through them slow­ly, and Lasse re­peat­ed them one by one. “What con­found­ed names they did think of in those days!” he ex­claimed, quite out of breath. “You can hard­ly get your tongue round them! But I shall man­age them in time.”

			“What do you want to know them for, fa­ther?” asked Pelle sud­den­ly.

			“What do I want to know them for?” Lasse scratched one ear. “Why, of course I—er—what a ter­ri­ble stupid ques­tion! What do you want to know them for? Learn­ing’s as good for the one to have as for the oth­er, and in my youth they wouldn’t let me get at any­thing fine like that. Do you want to keep it all to your­self?”

			“No, for I wouldn’t care a hang about all this prophet busi­ness if I didn’t have to.”

			Lasse al­most faint­ed with hor­ror.

			“Then you’re the most wicked lit­tle cub I ev­er knew, and de­serve nev­er to have been born in­to the world! Is that all the re­spect you have for learn­ing? You ought to be glad you were born in an age when the poor man’s child shares in it all as well as the rich. It wasn’t so in my time, or else—who knows—per­haps I shouldn’t be go­ing about here clean­ing sta­bles if I’d learned some­thing when I was young. Take care you don’t take pride in your own shame!”

			Pelle half re­gret­ted his words now, and said, to clear him­self: “I’m in the top form now!”

			“Yes, I know that well enough, but that’s no rea­son for your putting your hands in your trous­er-pock­ets; while you’re tak­ing breath, the oth­ers eat the por­ridge. I hope you’ve not for­got­ten any­thing in the long Christ­mas hol­i­days?”

			“Oh, no, I’m sure I haven’t!” said Pelle, with as­sur­ance.

			Lasse did not doubt it ei­ther, but on­ly made be­lieve he did to take the boy in. He knew noth­ing more splen­did than to lis­ten to a rush­ing tor­rent of learn­ing, but it was be­com­ing more and more dif­fi­cult to get the lad­die to con­trib­ute it. “How can you be sure?” he went on. “Hadn’t you bet­ter see? It would be such a com­fort to know that you hadn’t for­got­ten any­thing—so much as you must have in your head.”

			Pelle felt flat­tered and yield­ed. He stretched out his legs, closed his eyes, and be­gan to rock back­ward and for­ward. And the Ten Com­mand­ments, the Pa­tri­archs, the Judges, Joseph and his brethren, the four ma­jor and the twelve mi­nor prophets—the whole learn­ing of the world poured from his lips in one long breath. To Lasse it seemed as if the uni­verse it­self were whizzing round the white-beard­ed coun­te­nance of the Almighty. He had to bend his head and cross him­self in awe at the amount that the boy’s lit­tle head could con­tain.

			“I won­der what it costs to be a stu­dent?” said Lasse, when he once more felt earth be­neath his feet.

			“It must be ex­pen­sive—a thou­sand kro­nes, I sup­pose, at least,” Pelle thought. Nei­ther of them con­nect­ed any def­i­nite idea with the num­ber; it mere­ly meant the in­sur­mount­ably great.

			“I won­der if it would be so ter­ri­ble dear,” said Lasse. “I’ve been think­ing that when we have some­thing of our own—I sup­pose it’ll come to some­thing some day—you might go to Fris and learn the trade of him fair­ly cheap, and have your meals at home. We ought to be able to man­age it that way.”

			Pelle did not an­swer; he felt no de­sire to be ap­pren­ticed to the clerk. He had tak­en out his knife, and was cut­ting some­thing on a post of one of the stalls. It rep­re­sent­ed the big bull with his head down to the ground, and its tongue hang­ing out of one cor­ner of its mouth. One hoof right for­ward at its mouth in­di­cat­ed that the an­i­mal was paw­ing up the ground in anger. Lasse could not help stop­ping, for now it was be­gin­ning to be like some­thing. “That’s meant to be a cow, isn’t it?” he said. He had been won­der­ing ev­ery day, as it grad­u­al­ly grew.

			“It’s Volmer that time he took you on his horns,” said Pelle.

			Lasse could see at once that it was that, now that he had been told. “It’s re­al­ly very like,” he said; “but he wasn’t so an­gry as you’ve made him! Well, well, you’d bet­ter get to work again; that there fool­ing can’t make a liv­ing for a man.”

			Lasse did not like this de­fect in the boy—mak­ing draw­ings with chalk or his penknife all over; there would soon not be a beam or a wall in the place that did not bear marks of one or the oth­er. It was use­less non­sense, and the farmer would prob­a­bly be an­gry if he came in­to the sta­ble and hap­pened to see them. Lasse had ev­ery now and then to throw cow-dung over the most con­spic­u­ous draw­ings, so that they should not catch the eye of peo­ple for whom they were not in­tend­ed.

			Up at the house, Kongstrup was just go­ing in, lean­ing on his wife’s arm. He looked pale but by no means thin. “He’s still rather lame,” said Lasse, peep­ing out; “but it won’t be long be­fore we have him down here, so you’d bet­ter not quite de­stroy the post.”

			Pelle went on cut­ting.

			“If you don’t leave off that sil­ly non­sense, I’ll throw dirt over it!” said Lasse an­gri­ly.

			“Then I’ll draw you and Madam Olsen on the big gate!” an­swered Pelle rogu­ish­ly.

			“You—you’d bet­ter! I should curse you be­fore my face, and get the par­son to send you away—if not some­thing worse!” Lasse was quite up­set, and went off down to the oth­er end of the cow-sta­ble and be­gan the af­ter­noon’s clean­ing, knock­ing and pulling his im­ple­ments about. In his anger he load­ed the wheel­bar­row too full, and then could nei­ther go one way nor the oth­er, as his feet slipped.

			Pelle came down with the gen­tlest of faces. “Mayn’t I wheel the bar­row out?” he said. “Your wood­en shoes aren’t so firm on the stones.”

			Lasse growled some re­ply, and let him take it. For a very short time he was cross, but it was no good; the boy could be ir­re­sistible when he liked.

		
	
		
			XXI

			Pelle had been to con­fir­ma­tion-class, and was now sit­ting in the ser­vants’ room eat­ing his din­ner—boiled her­ring and por­ridge. It was Sat­ur­day, and the bailiff had driv­en in­to the town, so Erik was sit­ting over the stove. He nev­er said any­thing of his own ac­cord, but al­ways sat and stared; and his eyes fol­lowed Pelle’s move­ments back­ward and for­ward be­tween his mouth and his plate. He al­ways kept his eye­brows raised, as if ev­ery­thing were new to him; they had al­most grown in­to that po­si­tion. In front of him stood a mug of beer in a large pool, for he drank con­stant­ly and spilt some ev­ery time.

			Fair Maria was wash­ing up, and looked in ev­ery now and then to see if Pelle were fin­ished. When he licked his horn spoon clean and threw it in­to the draw­er, she came in with some­thing on a plate: they had had roast loin of pork for din­ner up­stairs.

			“Here’s a lit­tle taste for you,” she said. “I ex­pect you’re still hun­gry. What’ll you give me for it?” She kept the plate in her hand, and looked at him with a coax­ing smile.

			Pelle was still very hun­gry—rav­en­ous; and he looked at the tit­bit un­til his mouth wa­tered. Then he du­ti­ful­ly put up his lips and Maria kissed him. She glanced in­vol­un­tar­i­ly at Erik, and a gleam of some­thing passed over his fool­ish face, like a faint rem­i­nis­cence.

			“There sits that great ga­by mak­ing a mess!” she said, scold­ing as she seized the beer-mug from him, held it un­der the edge of the ta­ble, and with her hand swept the spilt beer in­to it.

			Pelle set to work up­on the pork with­out trou­bling about any­thing else; but when she had gone out, he care­ful­ly spat down be­tween his legs, and went through a small cleans­ing op­er­a­tion with the sleeve of his blouse.

			When he was fin­ished he went in­to the sta­ble and cleaned out the mangers, while Lasse cur­ried the cows; it was all to look nice for Sun­day. While they worked, Pelle gave a full ac­count of the day’s hap­pen­ings, and re­peat­ed all that the par­son had said. Lasse lis­tened at­ten­tive­ly, with oc­ca­sion­al lit­tle ex­cla­ma­tions. “Think of that!” “Well, I nev­er!” “So David was a buck like that, and yet he walked in the sight of God all the same! Well, God’s long-suf­fer­ing is great—there’s no mis­take about that!”

			There was a knock at the out­er door. It was one of Kalle’s chil­dren with the mes­sage that grand­moth­er would like to bid them good­bye be­fore she passed away.

			“Then she can’t have long to live,” ex­claimed Lasse. “It’ll be a great loss to them all, so hap­py as they’ve been to­geth­er. But there’ll be a lit­tle more food for the oth­ers, of course.”

			They agreed to wait un­til they were quite fin­ished, and then steal away; for if they asked to be let off ear­ly, they would not be like­ly to get leave for the fu­ner­al. “And that’ll be a day’s feast­ing, with plen­ty of food and drink, if I know any­thing of Broth­er Kalle!” said Lasse.

			When they had fin­ished their work and had their sup­per, they stole out through the out­side door in­to the field. Lasse had heaped up the quilt, and put an old wool­ly cap just stick­ing out at the pil­low-end; in a hur­ry it could eas­i­ly be mis­tak­en for the hair of a sleep­er, if any­one came to see. When they had got a lit­tle way, Lasse had to go back once more to take pre­cau­tions against fire.

			It was snow­ing gen­tly and silent­ly, and the ground was frozen so that they could go straight on over ev­ery­thing. Now that they knew the way, it seemed no dis­tance at all; and be­fore they knew where they were, the fields came to an end and the rock be­gan.

			There was a light in the cot­tage. Kalle was sit­ting up wait­ing for them. “Grand­moth­er hasn’t long to live,” he said, more se­ri­ous­ly than Lasse ev­er re­mem­bered to have heard him speak be­fore.

			Kalle opened the door to grand­moth­er’s room, and whis­pered some­thing, to which his wife an­swered soft­ly out of the dark­ness.

			“Oh, I’m awake,” said the old wom­an, in a slow, mo­not­o­nous voice. “You can speak out, for I am awake.”

			Lasse and Pelle took off their leather shoes and went in in their stock­ings. “Good evening, grand­moth­er!” they both said solemn­ly, “and the peace of God!” Lasse added.

			“Well, here I am,” said the old wom­an, fee­bly pat­ting the quilt. She had big woollen gloves on. “I took the lib­er­ty of send­ing for you for I haven’t long to live now. How are things go­ing on in the parish? Have there been any deaths?”

			“No, not that I know of,” an­swered Lasse. “But you look so well, grand­moth­er, so fat and rosy! We shall see you go­ing about again in two or three days.”

			“Oh, I dare say!” said the old wom­an, smil­ing in­dul­gent­ly. “I sup­pose I look like a young bride af­ter her first ba­by, eh? But thank you for com­ing; it’s as if you be­longed to me. Well, now I’ve been sent for, and I shall de­part in peace. I’ve had a good time in this world, and haven’t any­thing to com­plain of. I had a good hus­band and a good daugh­ter, not for­get­ting Kalle there. And I got my sight back, so that I saw the world once more.”

			“But you on­ly saw it with one eye, like the birds, grand­moth­er,” said Kalle, try­ing to laugh.

			“Yes, yes, but that was quite good enough; there was so much that was new since I lost my sight. The wood had grown big­ger, and a whole fam­i­ly had grown up with­out my quite know­ing it. Ah! yes, it has been good to live in my old age and have them all about me—Kalle and Maria and the chil­dren. And all of my own age have gone be­fore me; it’s been nice to see what be­came of them all.”

			“How old are you now, grand­moth­er?” asked Lasse.

			“Kalle has looked it up in the church-book, and from that I ought to be al­most eighty; but that can scarce­ly be right.”

			“Yes, it’s right enough,” said Kalle, “for the par­son looked it up for me him­self.”

			“Well, well, then the time’s gone quick­ly, and I shouldn’t at all mind liv­ing a lit­tle longer, if it was God’s will. But the grave’s giv­ing warn­ing; I no­tice it in my eye­lids.” The old wom­an had a lit­tle dif­fi­cul­ty in breath­ing, but kept on talk­ing.

			“You’re talk­ing far too much, moth­er!” said Maria.

			“Yes, you ought to be rest­ing and sleep­ing,” said Lasse. “Hadn’t we bet­ter say good­bye to you?”

			“No, I re­al­ly must talk, for it’ll be the last time I see you and I shall have plen­ty of time to rest. My eyes are so light thank God, and I don’t feel the least bit sleepy.”

			“Grand­moth­er hasn’t slept for a whole week, I think,” said Kalle doubt­ful­ly.

			“And why should I sleep away the last of the time I shall have here, when I shall get plen­ty of time for that af­ter­ward? At night when you oth­ers are asleep, I lie and lis­ten to your breath­ing, and feel glad that you’re all so well. Or I look at the heather-broom, and think of An­ders and all the fun we had to­geth­er.”

			She lay silent for a lit­tle while, get­ting her breath, while she gazed at a with­ered bunch of heather hang­ing from a beam.

			“He gath­ered that for me the first time we lay in the flow­er­ing heather. He was so un­com­mon­ly fond of the heather, was An­ders, and ev­ery year when it flow­ered, he took me out of my bed and car­ried me out there—ev­ery year un­til he was called away. I was al­ways as new for him as on the first day, and so hap­pi­ness and joy took up their abode in my heart.”

			“Now, moth­er, you ought to be qui­et and not talk so much!” said Maria, smooth­ing the old wom­an’s pil­low. But she would not be si­lenced, though her thoughts shift­ed a lit­tle.

			“Yes, my teeth were hard to get and hard to lose, and I brought my chil­dren in­to the world with pain, and laid them in the grave with sor­row, one af­ter an­oth­er. But ex­cept for that, I’ve nev­er been ill, and I’ve had a good hus­band. He had an eye for God’s cre­ations, and we got up with the birds ev­ery sum­mer morn­ing, and went out on­to the heath and saw the sun rise out of the sea be­fore we set about our days work.”

			The old wom­an’s slow voice died away, and it was as though a song ceased to sound in their ears. They sat up and sighed. “Ah, yes,” said Lasse, “the voice of mem­o­ry is pleas­ant!”

			“What about you, Lasse?” said the old wom­an sud­den­ly, “I hear you’re look­ing about for a wife!”

			“Am I?” ex­claimed Lasse, in alarm. Pelle saw Kalle wink at Maria, so they knew about it too.

			“Aren’t you soon com­ing to show us your sweet­heart?” asked Kalle. “I hear it’s a good match.”

			“I don’t in the least know what you’re talk­ing about,” said Lasse, quite con­fused.

			“Well, well, you might do worse than that!” said the grand­moth­er. “She’s good enough—from what I know. I hope you’ll suit one an­oth­er like An­ders and me. It was a hap­py time—the days when we went about and each did our best, and the nights when the wind blew. It was good then to be two to keep one an­oth­er warm.”

			“You’ve been very hap­py in ev­ery­thing, grand­moth­er,” ex­claimed Lasse.

			“Yes, and I’m de­part­ing in peace and can lie qui­et in my grave. I’ve not been treat­ed un­fair­ly in any way, and I’ve got noth­ing to haunt any­one for. If on­ly Kalle takes care to have me car­ried out feet first, I don’t ex­pect I shall trou­ble you.”

			“Just you come and vis­it us now and then if you like! We shan’t be afraid to wel­come you, for we’ve been so hap­py to­geth­er here,” said Kalle.

			“No, you nev­er know what your na­ture may be in the next life. You must prom­ise to have me car­ried out feet first! I don’t want to dis­turb your night’s rest, so hard as you two have to work all day. And, be­sides, you’ve had to put up with me long enough, and it’ll be nice for you to be by your­selves for once; and there’ll be a bit more for you to eat af­ter this.”

			Maria be­gan to cry.

			“Now look here!” ex­claimed Kalle testi­ly. “I won’t hear any more of that non­sense, for none of us have had to go short be­cause of you. If you aren’t good, I shall give a big par­ty af­ter you, for joy that you’re gone!”

			“No, you won’t!” said the old wom­an quite sharply. “I won’t hear of a three days’ wake! Prom­ise me now, Maria, that you won’t go and ru­in your­selves to make a fuss over a poor old soul like me! But you must ask the near­est neigh­bors in in the af­ter­noon, with Lasse and Pelle, of course. And if you ask Hans Hen­rik, per­haps he’d bring his con­certi­na with him, and you could have a dance in the barn.”

			Kalle scratched the back of his head. “Then, hang it, you must wait un­til I’ve fin­ished thresh­ing, for I can’t clear the floor now. Couldn’t we bor­row Jens Kure’s horse, and take a lit­tle drive over the heath in the af­ter­noon?”

			“You might do that, too, but the chil­dren are to have a share in what­ev­er you set­tle to do. It’ll be a com­fort to think they’ll have a hap­py day out of it, for they don’t have too many hol­i­days; and there’s mon­ey for it, you know.”

			“Yes, would you be­lieve it, Lasse—grand­moth­er’s got to­geth­er fifty kro­nes that none of us knew any­thing about, to go to­ward her fu­ner­al-par­ty!”

			“I’ve been putting by for it for twen­ty years now, for I’d like to leave the world in a de­cent way, and with­out pulling the clothes off my re­la­tions’ backs. My grave-clothes are all ready, too, for I’ve got my wed­ding chemise ly­ing by. It’s on­ly been used once, and more than that and my cap I don’t want to have on.”

			“But that’s so lit­tle,” ob­ject­ed Maria. “What­ev­er will the neigh­bors say if we don’t dress you prop­er­ly?”

			“I don’t care!” an­swered the old wom­an de­cid­ed­ly. “That’s how An­ders liked me best, and it’s all I’ve worn in bed these six­ty years. So there!” And she turned her head to the wall.

			“You shall have it all just as you like, moth­er!” said Maria.

			The old wom­an turned round again, and felt for her daugh­ter’s hand on the quilt. “And you must make rather a soft pil­low for my old head, for it’s be­come so dif­fi­cult to find rest for it.”

			“We can take one of the ba­bies’ pil­lows and cov­er it with white,” said Maria.

			“Thank you! And then I think you should send to Ja­cob Kris­tian’s for the car­pen­ter to­mor­row—he’s some­where about, any­how—and let him mea­sure me for the cof­fin; then I could have my say as to what it’s to be like. Kalle’s so free with his mon­ey.”

			The old wom­an closed her eyes. She had tired her­self out, af­ter all.

			“Now I think we’ll creep out in­to the oth­er room, and let her be qui­et,” whis­pered Kalle, get­ting up; but at that she opened her eyes.

			“Are you go­ing al­ready?” she asked.

			“We thought you were asleep, grand­moth­er,” said Lasse.

			“No, I don’t sup­pose I shall sleep any more in this life; my eyes are so light, so light! Well, good­bye to you, Lasse and Pelle! May you be very, very hap­py, as hap­py as I’ve been. Maria was the on­ly one death spared, but she’s been a good daugh­ter to me; and Kalle’s been as good and kind to me as if I’d been his sweet­heart. I had a good hus­band, too, who chopped fire­wood for me on Sun­days, and got up in the night to look af­ter the ba­bies when I was ly­ing-in. We were re­al­ly well off—lead weights in the clock and plen­ty of fir­ing; and he promised me a trip to Copen­hagen. I churned my first but­ter in a bot­tle, for we had no churn to be­gin with; and I had to break the bot­tle to get it out, and then he laughed, for he al­ways laughed when I did any­thing wrong. And how glad he was when each ba­by was born! Many a morn­ing did he wake me up and we went out to see the sun come up out of the sea. ‘Come and see, An­na,’ he would say, ‘the heather’s come in­to bloom in the night.’ But it was on­ly the sun that shed its red over it! It was more than two miles to our near­est neigh­bor, but he didn’t care for any­thing as long as he had me. He found his great­est plea­sures in me, poor as I was; and the an­i­mals were fond of me too. Ev­ery­thing went well with us on the whole.”

			She lay mov­ing her head from side to side, and the tears were run­ning down her cheeks. She no longer had dif­fi­cul­ty in breath­ing, and one thing re­called an­oth­er, and fell eas­i­ly in one long tone from her lips. She prob­a­bly did not now know what she was say­ing, but could not stop talk­ing. She be­gan at the be­gin­ning and re­peat­ed the words, even­ly and monotonous­ly, like one who is car­ried away and must talk.

			“Moth­er!” said Maria anx­ious­ly, putting her hands on her moth­er’s shak­ing head. “Rec­ol­lect your­self, moth­er!”

			The old wom­an stopped and looked at her won­der­ing­ly. “Ah, yes!” she said. “Mem­o­ries came up­on me so fast! I al­most think I could sleep a lit­tle now.”

			Lasse rose and went up to the bed. “Good­bye, grand­moth­er!” he said, “and a pleas­ant jour­ney, in case we shouldn’t meet again!” Pelle fol­lowed him and re­peat­ed the words. The old wom­an looked at them in­quir­ing­ly, but did not move. Then Lasse gen­tly took her hand, and then Pelle, and they stole out in­to the oth­er room.

			“Her flame’s burn­ing clear to the end!” said Lasse, when the door was shut. Pelle no­ticed how freely their voic­es rang again.

			“Yes, she’ll be her­self to the very end; there’s been ex­tra good tim­ber in her. The peo­ple about here don’t like our not hav­ing the doc­tor to her. What do you think? Shall we go to the ex­pense?”

			“I don’t sup­pose there’s any­thing more the mat­ter with her than that she can’t live any longer,” said Lasse thought­ful­ly.

			“No, and she her­self won’t hear of it. If he could on­ly keep life in her a lit­tle while longer!”

			“Yes, times are hard!” said Lasse, and went round to look at the chil­dren. They were all asleep, and their room seemed heavy with their breath­ing. “The flock’s get­ting much small­er.”

			“Yes; one or two fly away from the nest pret­ty well ev­ery year,” an­swered Kalle, “and now I sup­pose we shan’t have any more. It’s an un­for­tu­nate fig­ure we’ve stopped at—a hor­rid fig­ure; but Maria’s be­come deaf in that ear, and I can’t do any­thing alone.” Kalle had got back his rogu­ish look.

			“I’m sure we can do very well with what we’ve got,” said Maria. “When we take An­na’s too, it makes four­teen.”

			“Oh, yes, count the oth­ers too, and you’ll get off all the eas­i­er!” said Kalle teas­ing­ly.

			Lasse was look­ing at An­na’s child, which lay side by side with Kalle’s thir­teenth. “She looks health­i­er than her aunt,” he said. “You’d scarce­ly think they were the same age. She’s just as red as the oth­er’s pale.”

			“Yes, there is a dif­fer­ence,” Kalle ad­mit­ted, look­ing af­fec­tion­ate­ly at the chil­dren. “It must be that An­na’s has come from young peo­ple, while our blood’s be­gin­ning to get old. And then the ones that come the wrong side of the blan­ket al­ways thrive best—like our Al­bert, for in­stance. He car­ries him­self quite dif­fer­ent­ly from the oth­ers. Did you know, by the by, that he’s to get a ship of his own next spring?”

			“No, sure­ly not! Is he re­al­ly go­ing to be a cap­tain?” said Lasse, in the ut­most as­ton­ish­ment.

			“It’s Kongstrup that’s at the back of that—that’s be­tween our­selves, of course!”

			“Does the fa­ther of An­na’s child still pay what he’s bound to?” asked Lasse.

			“Yes, he’s hon­est enough! We get five kro­nes a month for hav­ing the child, and that’s a good help to­ward ex­pens­es.”

			Maria had placed a dram, bread and a saucer of drip­ping on the ta­ble, and in­vit­ed them to take their places at it.

			“You’re hold­ing out a long time at Stone Farm,” said Kalle, when they were seat­ed. “Are you go­ing to stay there all your life?” he asked, with a mis­chievous wink.

			“It’s not such a sim­ple mat­ter to strike out in­to the deep!” said Lasse eva­sive­ly.

			“Oh, we shall soon be hear­ing news from you, shan’t we?” asked Maria.

			Lasse did not an­swer; he was strug­gling with a crust.

			“Oh, but do cut off the crust if it’s too much for your teeth!” said Maria. Ev­ery now and then she lis­tened at her moth­er’s door. “She’s dropped off, af­ter all, poor old soul!” she said.

			Kalle pre­tend­ed to dis­cov­er the bot­tle for the first time. “What! Why, we’ve got gin on the ta­ble, too, and not one of us has smelt it!” he ex­claimed, and filled their glass­es for the third time. Then Maria corked the bot­tle. “Do you even grudge us our food?” he said, mak­ing great eyes at her—what a rogue he was! And Maria stared at him with eyes that were just as big, and said: “Yah! you want to fight, do you?” It quite warmed Lasse’s heart to see their hap­pi­ness.

			“How’s the farmer at Stone Farm? I sup­pose he’s got over the worst now, hasn’t he?” said Kalle.

			“Well, I think he’s as much a man as he’ll ev­er be. A thing like that leaves its mark up­on any­one,” an­swered Lasse. Maria was smil­ing, and as soon as they looked at her, she looked away.

			“Yes, you may grin!” said Lasse; “but I think it’s sad!” Up­on which Maria had to go out in­to the kitchen to have her laugh out.

			“That’s what all the wom­en do at the mere men­tion of his name,” said Kalle. “It’s a sad change. To­day red, to­mor­row dead. Well, she’s got her own way in one thing, and that is that she keeps him to her­self—in a way. But to think that he can live with her af­ter that!”

			“They seem fonder of one an­oth­er than they ev­er were be­fore; he can’t do with­out her for a sin­gle minute. But of course he wouldn’t find any­one else to love him now. What a queer sort of dev­il­ment love is! But we must see about get­ting home.”

			“Well, I’ll send you word when she’s to be buried,” said Kalle, when they got out­side the house.

			“Yes, do! And if you should be in want of a ten-kro­ne note for the fu­ner­al, let me know. Good­bye, then!”

		
	
		
			XXII

			Grand­moth­er’s fu­ner­al was still like a bright light be­hind ev­ery­thing that one thought and did. It was like cer­tain kinds of food, that leave a pleas­ant taste in the mouth long af­ter they have been eat­en and done with. Kalle had cer­tain­ly done ev­ery­thing to make it a fes­tive day; there was an abun­dance of good things to eat and drink, and no end to his com­i­cal tricks. And, sly dog that he was, he had found an ex­cuse for ask­ing Madam Olsen; it was re­al­ly a nice way of mak­ing the re­la­tion a le­git­i­mate one.

			It gave Lasse and Pelle enough to talk about for a whole month, and af­ter the sub­ject was quite talked out and laid on one side for oth­er things, it re­mained in the back­ground as a sense of well-be­ing of which no one quite knew the ori­gin.

			But now spring was ad­vanc­ing, and with it came trou­bles—not the dai­ly tri­fles that could be bad enough, but great trou­bles that dark­ened ev­ery­thing, even when one was not think­ing about them. Pelle was to be con­firmed at East­er, and Lasse was at his wits’ end to know how he was go­ing to get him all that he would need—new clothes, new cap, new shoes! The boy of­ten spoke about it; he must have been afraid of be­ing put to shame be­fore the oth­ers that day in church.

			“It’ll be all right,” said Lasse; but he him­self saw no way at all out of the dif­fi­cul­ty. At all the farms where the good old cus­toms pre­vailed, the mas­ter and mis­tress pro­vid­ed it all; out here ev­ery­thing was so con­found­ed­ly new­fan­gled, with prompt pay­ments that slipped away be­tween one’s fin­gers. A hun­dred kro­nes a year in wages seemed a tremen­dous amount when one thought of it all in one; but you on­ly got them grad­u­al­ly, a few öres at a time, with­out your be­ing able to put your fin­ger any­where and say: You got a good round sum there! “Yes, yes, it’ll be all right!” said Lasse aloud, when he had got him­self en­tan­gled in ab­surd spec­u­la­tions; and Pelle had to be sat­is­fied with this. There was on­ly one way out of the dif­fi­cul­ty—to bor­row the mon­ey from Madam Olsen; and that Lasse would have to come to in the end, loth as he was to do it. But Pelle must not know any­thing about it.

			Lasse re­frained as long as he pos­si­bly could, hop­ing that some­thing or oth­er would turn up to free him from the ne­ces­si­ty of so dis­grace­ful a pro­ceed­ing as bor­row­ing from his sweet­heart. But noth­ing hap­pened, and time was pass­ing. One morn­ing he cut the mat­ter short; Pelle was just set­ting out for school. “Will you run in to Madam Olsen’s and give her this?” he said, hand­ing the boy a pack­et. “It’s some­thing she’s promised to mend for us.” In­side on the pa­per, was the large cross that an­nounced Lasse’s com­ing in the evening.

			From the hills Pelle saw that the ice had bro­ken up in the night. It had filled the bay for near­ly a month with a rough, com­pact mass, up­on which you could play about as safe­ly as on dry land. This was a new side of the sea, and Pelle had care­ful­ly felt his way for­ward with the tips of his wood­en shoes, to the great amuse­ment of the oth­ers. Af­ter­ward he learned to walk about freely on the ice with­out con­stant­ly shiv­er­ing at the thought that the great fish of the sea were go­ing about just un­der his wood­en shoes, and per­haps were on­ly wait­ing for him to drop through. Ev­ery day he went out to the high ram­part of pack-ice that formed the bound­ary about a mile out, where the open wa­ter moved round in the sun­shine like a green eye. He went out be­cause he would do what the oth­ers did, but he nev­er felt safe on the sea.

			Now it was all bro­ken up, and the bay was full of heav­ing ice-floes that rubbed against one an­oth­er with a crack­ling sound; and the pieces far­thest out, car­ry­ing bits of the ram­part, were al­ready on their way out to sea. Pelle had per­formed many ex­ploits out there, but was re­al­ly quite pleased that it was now pack­ing up and tak­ing its de­par­ture, so that it would once more be no crime to stay on dry land.

			Old Fris was sit­ting in his place. He nev­er left it now dur­ing a les­son, how­ev­er bad­ly things might go down in the class, but con­tent­ed him­self with beat­ing on the desk with his cane. He was lit­tle more than a shad­ow of his for­mer self, his head was al­ways shak­ing, and his hands were of­ten in­ca­pable of grasp­ing an ob­ject. He still brought the news­pa­per with him, and opened it out at the be­gin­ning of the les­son, but he did not read. He would fall in­to a dream, sit­ting bolt up­right, with his hands on the desk and his back against the wall. At such times the chil­dren could be as noisy as they liked, and he did not move; on­ly a slight change in the ex­pres­sion of his eyes showed that he was alive at all.

			It was qui­eter in school now. It was not worth while teas­ing the mas­ter, for he scarce­ly no­ticed it, and so the fun lost most of its at­trac­tion. A kind of court of jus­tice had grad­u­al­ly formed among the big­ger boys; they de­ter­mined the or­der of the school-lessons, and dis­obe­di­ence and dis­putes as to au­thor­i­ty were re­spec­tive­ly pun­ished and set­tled in the play­ground—with fists and tips of wood­en shoes. The in­struc­tion was giv­en as be­fore, by the clev­er­er schol­ars teach­ing what they knew to the oth­ers; there was rather more arith­metic and read­ing than in Fris’s time, but on the oth­er hand the hymns suf­fered.

			It still some­times hap­pened that Fris woke up and in­ter­fered in the in­struc­tion. “Hymns!” he would cry in his fee­ble voice, and strike the desk from habit; and the chil­dren would put aside what they were do­ing to please the old man, and be­gin re­peat­ing some hymn or oth­er, tak­ing their re­venge by go­ing through one verse over and over again for a whole hour. It was the on­ly re­al trick they played the old man, and the joke was all on their side, for Fris no­ticed noth­ing.

			Fris had so of­ten talked of re­sign­ing his post, but now he did not even think of that. He shuf­fled to and from school at the reg­u­lar times, prob­a­bly with­out even know­ing he did it. The au­thor­i­ties re­al­ly had not the heart to dis­miss him. Ex­cept in the hymns, which came off with rather short mea­sure, there was noth­ing to say against him as teach­er; for no one had ev­er yet left his school with­out be­ing able both to write his name and to read a print­ed book—if it were in the old type. The new-fash­ioned print­ing with Latin let­ters Fris did not teach, al­though he had stud­ied Latin in his youth.

			Fris him­self prob­a­bly did not feel the change, for he had ceased to feel both for him­self and for oth­ers. None now brought their hu­man sor­rows to him, and found com­fort in a sym­pa­thet­ic mind; his mind was not there to con­sult. It float­ed out­side him, half de­tached, as it were, like a bird that is un­will­ing to leave its old nest to set out on a flight to the un­known. It must have been the flut­ter­ing mind that his eyes were al­ways fol­low­ing when they dul­ly gazed about in­to va­can­cy. But the young men who came home to win­ter in the vil­lage, and went to Fris as to an old friend, felt the change. For them there was now an emp­ty place at home; they missed the old growler, who, though he hat­ed them all in the lump at school, loved them all af­ter­ward, and was al­ways ready with his ridicu­lous “He was my best boy!” about each and all of them, good and bad alike.

			The chil­dren took their play­time ear­ly, and rushed out be­fore Pelle had giv­en the sig­nal; and Fris trot­ted off as usu­al in­to the vil­lage, where he would be ab­sent the cus­tom­ary two hours. The girls gath­ered in a flock to eat their din­ners, and the boys dashed about the play­ground like birds let loose from a cage.

			Pelle was quite an­gry at the in­sub­or­di­na­tion, and pon­dered over a way of mak­ing him­self re­spect­ed; for to­day he had had the oth­er big boys against him. He dashed over the play­ground like a cir­cling gull, his body in­clined and his arms stretched out like a pair of wings. Most of them made room for him, and those who did not move will­ing­ly were made to do so. His po­si­tion was threat­ened, and he kept mov­ing in­ces­sant­ly, as if to keep the ques­tion un­de­cid­ed un­til a pos­si­bil­i­ty of strik­ing pre­sent­ed it­self.

			This went on for some time; he knocked some over and hit out at oth­ers in his flight, while his of­fend­ed sense of pow­er grew. He want­ed to make en­e­mies of them all. They be­gan to gath­er up by the gym­nas­tic ap­pa­ra­tus, and sud­den­ly he had the whole pack up­on him. He tried to rise and shake them off, fling­ing them hith­er and thith­er, but all in vain; down through the heap came their re­morse­less knuck­les and made him grin with pain. He worked away in­de­fati­ga­bly but with­out ef­fect un­til he lost pa­tience and re­sort­ed to less scrupu­lous tac­tics—thrust­ing his fin­gers in­to eyes, or at­tack­ing noses, wind­pipes, and any vul­ner­a­ble part he could get at. That thinned them out, and he was able to rise and fling a last lit­tle fel­low across the play­ground.

			Pelle was well bruised and quite out of breath, but con­tent­ed. They all stood by, gap­ing, and let him brush him­self down; he was the vic­tor. He went across to the girls with his torn blouse, and they put it to­geth­er with pins and gave him sweets; and in re­turn he fas­tened two of them to­geth­er by their plaits, and they screamed and let him pull them about with­out be­ing cross; it was all just as it should be.

			But he was not quite se­cure af­ter his vic­to­ry. He could not, like Hen­ry Bok­er in his time, walk right through the whole flock with his hands in his pock­ets di­rect­ly af­ter a bat­tle, and look as if they did not ex­ist. He had to keep steal­ing glances at them while he strolled down to the beach, and tried with all his might to con­trol his breath­ing; for next to cry­ing, to be out of breath was the great­est dis­grace that could hap­pen to you.

			Pelle walked along the beach, re­gret­ting that he had not leaped up­on them again at once while the flush of vic­to­ry was still up­on him: it was too late now. If he had, it might per­haps have been said of him too that he could lick all the rest of the class to­geth­er; and now he must be con­tent with be­ing the strong­est boy in the school.

			A wild war-whoop from the school made him start. The whole swarm of boys was com­ing round the end of the house with sticks and pieces of wood in their hands. Pelle knew what was at stake if he gave way, and there­fore forced him­self to stand qui­et­ly wait­ing al­though his legs twitched. But sud­den­ly they made a wild rush at him, and with a spring he turned to fly. There lay the sea bar­ring his way, close­ly packed with heav­ing ice. He ran out on to an ice-floe, leaped from it to the next, which was not large enough to bear him—had to go on.

			The idea of flight pos­sessed him and made the fear of what lay be­hind over­pow­er­ing­ly great. The lumps of ice gave way be­neath him, and he had to leap from piece to piece; his feet moved as fast as fin­gers over the notes of a pi­ano. He just no­ticed enough to take the di­rec­tion to­ward the har­bor break­wa­ter. The oth­ers stood gap­ing on the beach while Pelle danced up­on the wa­ter like a stone mak­ing ducks and drakes. The pieces of ice bobbed un­der as soon as he touched them, or turned up on edge; but Pelle came and slid by with a touch, flung him­self to one side with light­ning ra­pid­i­ty, and changed his aim in the mid­dle of a leap like a cat. It was like a dance on red-hot iron, so quick­ly did he pick up his feet, and spring from one place to an­oth­er. The wa­ter spurt­ed up from the pieces of ice as he touched them, and be­hind him stretched a crooked track of dis­turbed ice and wa­ter right back to the place where the boys stood and held their breath. There was no­body like Pelle, not one of them could do what he had done there! When with a fi­nal leap he threw him­self up­on the break­wa­ter, they cheered him. Pelle had tri­umphed in his flight!

			He lay up­on the break­wa­ter, ex­haust­ed and gasp­ing for breath, and gazed with­out in­ter­est at a brig that had cast an­chor off the vil­lage. A boat was row­ing in—per­haps with a sick man to be put in quar­an­tine. The weath­er-beat­en look of the ves­sel told of her hav­ing been out on a win­ter voy­age, in ice and heavy seas.

			Fish­er­men came down from the cot­tages and strolled out to the place where the boat would come in, and all the school­child­ren fol­lowed. In the stern of the boat sat an el­der­ly, weath­er-beat­en man with a fringe of beard round his face; he was dressed in blue, and in front of him stood a sea-chest. “Why, it’s Boatswain Olsen!” Pelle heard one fish­er­man say. Then the man stepped ashore, and shook hands with them all; and the fish­er­man and the school­child­ren closed round him in a dense cir­cle.

			Pelle made his way up, creep­ing along be­hind boats and sheds; and as soon as he was hid­den by the school-build­ing, he set off run­ning straight across the fields to Stone Farm. His vex­a­tion burnt his throat, and a feel­ing of shame made him keep far away from hous­es and peo­ple. The par­cel that he had had no op­por­tu­ni­ty of de­liv­er­ing in the morn­ing was like a clear proof to ev­ery­body of his shame, and he threw it in­to a marl-pit as he ran.

			He would not go through the farm, but thun­dered on the out­side door to the sta­ble. “Have you come home al­ready?” ex­claimed Lasse, pleased.

			“Now—now Madam Olsen’s hus­band’s come home!” pant­ed Pelle, and went past his fa­ther with­out look­ing at him.

			To Lasse it was as if the world had burst and the fall­ing frag­ments were pierc­ing in­to his flesh. Ev­ery­thing was fail­ing him. He moved about trem­bling and un­able to grasp any­thing; he could not talk, ev­ery­thing in him seemed to have come to a stand­still. He had picked up a piece of rope, and was go­ing back­ward and for­ward, back­ward and for­ward, look­ing up.

			Then Pelle went up to him. “What are you go­ing to do with that?” he asked harsh­ly.

			Lasse let the rope fall from his hand and be­gan to com­plain of the sad­ness and pover­ty of ex­is­tence. One feath­er fell off here, and an­oth­er there, un­til at last you stood tram­pling in the mud like a feath­er­less bird—old and worn-out and robbed of ev­ery hope of a hap­py old age. He went on com­plain­ing in this way in an un­der­tone, and it eased him.

			Pelle made no re­sponse. He on­ly thought of the wrong and the shame that had come up­on them, and found no re­lief.

			Next morn­ing he took his din­ner and went off as usu­al, but when he was half­way to school he lay down un­der a thorn. There he lay, fum­ing and half-frozen, un­til it was about the time when school would be over, when he went home. This he did for sev­er­al days. To­ward his fa­ther he was silent, al­most an­gry. Lasse went about lament­ing, and Pelle had enough with his own trou­ble; each moved in his own world, and there was no bridge be­tween; nei­ther of them had a kind word to say to the oth­er.

			But one day when Pelle came steal­ing home in this way, Lasse re­ceived him with a ra­di­ant face and weak knees. “What on earth’s the good of fret­ting?” he said, screw­ing up his face and turn­ing his blink­ing eyes up­on Pelle—for the first time since the bad news had come. “Look here at the new sweet­heart I’ve found! Kiss her, lad­die!” And Lasse drew from the straw a bot­tle of gin, and held it out to­ward him.

			Pelle pushed it an­gri­ly from him.

			“Oh, you’re too grand, are you?” ex­claimed Lasse. “Well, well, it would be a sin and a shame to waste good things up­on you.” He put the bot­tle to his lips and threw back his head.

			“Fa­ther, you shan’t do that!” ex­claimed Pelle, burst­ing in­to tears and shak­ing his fa­ther’s arm so that the liq­uid splashed out.

			“Ho-ho!” said Lasse in as­ton­ish­ment, wip­ing his mouth with the back of his hand. “She’s un­com­mon­ly live­ly, ho-ho!” He grasped the bot­tle with both hands and held it firm­ly, as if it had tried to get away from him. “So you’re ob­streper­ous, are you?” Then his eye fell up­on Pelle. “And you’re cry­ing! Has any­one hurt you? Don’t you know that your fa­ther’s called Lasse—Lasse Karls­son from Kungstorp? You needn’t he afraid, for Lasse’s here, and he’ll make the whole world an­swer for it.”

			Pelle saw that his fa­ther was quick­ly be­com­ing more fud­dled, and ought to be put to bed for fear some­one should come and find him ly­ing there. “Come now, fa­ther!” he begged.

			“Yes, I’ll go now. I’ll make him pay for it, if it’s old Beelze­bub him­self! You needn’t cry!” Lasse was mak­ing for the yard.

			Pelle stood in front of him. “Now you must come with me, fa­ther! There’s no one to make pay for any­thing.”

			“Isn’t there? And yet you’re cry­ing! But the farmer shall an­swer to me for all these years. Yes, my fine land­ed gen­tle­man, with your nose turned up at ev­ery­one!”

			This made Pelle afraid. “But fa­ther, fa­ther!” he cried. “Don’t go up there! He’ll be in such a rage, he’ll turn us out! Re­mem­ber you’re drunk!”

			“Yes, of course I’m drunk, but there’s no harm in me.” He stood fum­bling with the hook that fas­tened the low­er half of the door.

			It was wrong to lay a hand up­on one’s own fa­ther, but now Pelle was com­pelled to set aside all such scru­ples. He took a firm hold of the old man’s col­lar. “Now you come with me!” he said, and drew him along to­ward their room.

			Lasse laughed and hic­cupped and strug­gled; clutched hold of ev­ery­thing that he could lay hands on—the posts and the an­i­mals’ tails—while Pelle dragged him along. He had hold of him be­hind, and was half car­ry­ing him. In the door­way they stuck fast, as the old man held on with both hands; and Pelle had to leave go of him and knock his arms away so that he fell, and then drag him along and on to the bed.

			Lasse laughed fool­ish­ly all the time, as if it were a game. Once or twice when Pelle’s back was turned, he tried to get up; his eyes had al­most dis­ap­peared, but there was a cun­ning ex­pres­sion about his mouth, and he was like a naughty child. Sud­den­ly he fell back in a heavy sleep.

			The next day was a school hol­i­day, so there was no need for Pelle to hide him­self. Lasse was ashamed and crept about with an air of hu­mil­i­ty. He must have had quite a clear idea of what had hap­pened the day be­fore, for sud­den­ly he touched Pelle’s arm. “You’re like Noah’s good son, that cov­ered up his fa­ther’s shame!” he said; “but Lasse’s a beast. It’s been a hard blow on me, as you may well be­lieve! But I know quite well that it doesn’t mend mat­ters to drink one’s self sil­ly. It’s a bad­ly buried trou­ble that one has to lay with gin; and what’s hid­den in the snow comes up in the thaw, as the say­ing is.”

			Pelle made no an­swer.

			“How do peo­ple take it?” asked Lasse cau­tious­ly. He had now got so far as to have a thought for the shame­ful side of the mat­ter. “I don’t think they know about it yet here on the farm; but what do they say out­side?”

			“How should I know?” an­swered Pelle sulk­i­ly.

			“Then you’ve heard noth­ing?”

			“Do you sup­pose I’ll go to school to be jeered at by them all?” Pelle was al­most cry­ing again.

			“Then you’ve been wan­der­ing about and let your fa­ther be­lieve that you’d gone to school? That wasn’t right of you, but I won’t find fault with you, con­sid­er­ing all the dis­grace I’ve brought up­on you. But sup­pose you get in­to trou­ble for play­ing tru­ant, even if you don’t de­serve it? Mis­for­tunes go hand in hand, and evils mul­ti­ply like lice in a fur coat. We must think what we’re about, we two; we mustn’t let things go all to pieces!”

			Lasse walked quick­ly in­to their room and re­turned with the bot­tle, took out the cork, and let the gin run slow­ly out in­to the gut­ter. Pelle looked won­der­ing­ly at him. “God for­give me for abus­ing his gifts!” said Lasse; “but it’s a bad tempter to have at hand when you’ve a sore heart. And now if I give you my word that you shall nev­er again see me as I was yes­ter­day, won’t you have a try at school again to­mor­row, and try and get over it grad­u­al­ly? We might get in­to trou­ble with the mag­is­trate him­self if you keep on stay­ing away; for there’s a heavy pun­ish­ment for that sort of thing in this coun­try.”

			Pelle promised and kept his word; but he was pre­pared for the worst, and se­cret­ly slipped a knuck­le-duster in­to his pock­et that Erik had used in his palmy days when he went to open-air fêtes and oth­er places where one had to strike a blow for one’s girl. It was not re­quired, how­ev­er, for the boys were en­tire­ly tak­en up with a ship that had had to be run aground to pre­vent her sink­ing, and now lay dis­charg­ing her car­go of wheat in­to the boats of the vil­lage. The wheat al­ready lay in the har­bor in great piles, wet and swollen with the salt wa­ter.

			And a few days lat­er, when this had be­come stale, some­thing hap­pened which put a stop for­ev­er to Pelle’s school at­ten­dance. The chil­dren were busy at arith­metic, chat­ter­ing and clat­ter­ing with their slates, and Fris was sit­ting as usu­al in his place, with his head against the wall and his hands rest­ing on the desk. His dim eyes were some­where out in space, and not a move­ment be­trayed that he was alive. It was his usu­al po­si­tion, and he had sat thus ev­er since play­time.

			The chil­dren grew rest­less; it was near­ly time for them to go home. A farmer’s son who had a watch, held it up so that Pelle could see it, and said “Two” aloud. They nois­i­ly put away their slates and be­gan to fight; but Fris, who gen­er­al­ly awoke at this noise of de­par­ture, did not stir. Then they tramped out, and in pass­ing, one of the girls out of mis­chief stroked the mas­ter’s hand. She start­ed back in fear. “He’s quite cold!” she said, shud­der­ing and draw­ing back be­hind the oth­ers.

			They stood in a semi­cir­cle round the desk, and tried to see in­to Fris’s half-closed eyes; and then Pelle went up the two steps and laid his hand up­on his mas­ter’s shoul­der. “We’re go­ing home,” he said, in an un­nat­u­ral voice. Fris’s arm dropped stiffly down from the desk, and Pelle had to sup­port his body. “He’s dead!” the words passed like a shiv­er over the chil­dren’s lips.

			Fris was dead—dead at his post, as the hon­est folks of the parish ex­pressed it. Pelle had fin­ished his school­ing for good, and could breathe freely.

			He helped his fa­ther at home, and they were hap­py to­geth­er and drew to­geth­er again now that there was no third per­son to stand be­tween them. The gibes from the oth­ers on the farm were not worth tak­ing no­tice of; Lasse had been a long time on the farm, and knew too much about each of them, so that he could talk back. He sunned him­self in Pelle’s gen­tly child­like na­ture, and kept up a con­tin­u­al chat­ter. One thing he was al­ways com­ing back to. “I ought to be glad I had you, for if you hadn’t held back that time when I was bent up­on mov­ing down to Madam Olsen’s, we should have been in the wrong box. I should think he’d have killed us in his anger. You were my good an­gel as you al­ways have been.”

			Lasse’s words had the pleas­ant ef­fect of ca­ress­es on Pelle; he was hap­py in it all, and was more of a child than his years would have in­di­cat­ed.

			But one Sat­ur­day he came home from the par­son’s al­to­geth­er changed. He was as slow about ev­ery­thing as a dead her­ring, and did not go across to his din­ner, but came straight in through the out­er door, and threw him­self face down­ward up­on a bun­dle of hay.

			“What’s the mat­ter now?” asked Lasse, com­ing up to him. “Has any­one been un­kind to you?”

			Pelle did not an­swer, but lay pluck­ing at the hay. Lasse was go­ing to turn his face up to him, but Pelle buried it in the hay. “Won’t you trust your own fa­ther? You know I’ve no oth­er wish in the world but for your good!” Lasse’s voice was sad.

			“I’m to be turned out of the con­fir­ma­tion-class,” Pelle man­aged to say, and then bur­rowed in­to the hay to keep back his tears.

			“Oh, no, sure­ly not!” Lasse be­gan to trem­ble. “What­ev­er have you done?”

			“I’ve half killed the par­son’s son.”

			“Oh, that’s about the worst thing you could have done—lift your hand against the par­son’s son! I’m sure he must have de­served it, but—still you shouldn’t have done it. Un­less he’s ac­cused you of thiev­ing, for no hon­est man need stand that from any­one, not even the king him­self.”

			“He—he called you Madam Olsen’s con­cu­bine.” Pelle had some dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting this out.

			Lasse’s mouth grew hard and he clenched his fists. “Oh, he did! Oh, did he! If I had him here, I’d kick his guts out, the young mon­key! I hope you gave him some­thing he’ll re­mem­ber for a long time?”

			“Oh, no, it wasn’t very much, for he wouldn’t stand up to me—he threw him­self down and screamed. And then the par­son came!”

			For a lit­tle while Lasse’s face was dis­fig­ured with rage, and he kept ut­ter­ing threats. Then he turned to Pelle. “And they’ve turned you out? On­ly be­cause you stood up for your old fa­ther! I’m al­ways to bring mis­for­tune up­on you, though I’m on­ly think­ing of your good! But what shall we do now?”

			“I won’t stay here any longer,” said Pelle de­cid­ed­ly.

			“No, let’s get away from here; noth­ing has ev­er grown on this farm for us two but worm­wood. Per­haps there are new, hap­py days wait­ing for us out there; and there are par­sons ev­ery­where. If we two work to­geth­er at some good work out there, we shall earn a peck of mon­ey. Then one day we’ll go up to a par­son, and throw down half a hun­dred kro­nes in front of his face, and it ’u’d be fun­ny if he didn’t con­firm you on the spot—and per­haps let him­self be kicked in­to the bar­gain. Those kind of folk are very fond of mon­ey.”

			Lasse had grown more erect in his anger, and had a keen look in his eyes. He walked quick­ly along the fod­der­ing pas­sage, and threw the things about care­less­ly, for Pelle’s ad­ven­tur­ous pro­pos­al had in­fect­ed him with youth. In the in­ter­vals of their work, they col­lect­ed all their lit­tle things and packed the green chest. “What a sur­prise it’ll be to­mor­row morn­ing when they come here and find the nest emp­ty!” said Pelle gai­ly. Lasse chuck­led.

			Their plan was to take shel­ter with Kalle for a day or two, while they took a sur­vey of what the world of­fered. When ev­ery­thing was done in the evening, they took the green chest be­tween them, and stole out through the out­side door in­to the field. The chest was heavy, and the dark­ness did not make walk­ing eas­i­er. They moved on a lit­tle way, changed hands, and rest­ed. “We’ve got the night be­fore us!” said Lasse cheer­ful­ly.

			He was quite an­i­mat­ed, and while they sat rest­ing up­on the chest talked about ev­ery­thing that await­ed them. When he came to a stand­still Pelle be­gan. Nei­ther of them had made any dis­tinct plans for their fu­ture; they sim­ply ex­pect­ed a fairy-sto­ry it­self with its in­con­ceiv­able sur­pris­es. All the def­i­nite pos­si­bil­i­ties that they were ca­pa­ble of pic­tur­ing to them­selves fell so far short of that which must come, that they left it alone and aban­doned them­selves to what lay be­yond their pow­ers of fore­sight.

			Lasse was not sure­foot­ed in the dark, and had more and more fre­quent­ly to put down his bur­den. He grew weary and breath­less, and the cheer­ful words died away up­on his lips. “Ah, how heavy it is!” he sighed. “What a lot of rub­bish you do scrape to­geth­er in the course of time!” Then he sat down up­on the chest, quite out of breath. He could do no more. “If on­ly we’d had some­thing to pick us up a lit­tle!” he said faint­ly. “And it’s so dark and gloomy tonight.”

			“Help me to get it on my back,” said Pelle, “and I’ll car­ry it a lit­tle way.”

			Lasse would not at first, but gave in, and they went on again, he run­ning on in front and giv­ing warn­ing of ditch­es and walls. “Sup­pose Broth­er Kalle can’t take us in!” he said sud­den­ly.

			“He’s sure to be able to. There’s grand­moth­er’s bed; that’s big enough for two.”

			“But sup­pose we can’t get any­thing to do, then we shall be a bur­den on him.”

			“Oh, we shall get some­thing to do. There’s a scarci­ty of la­bor­ers ev­ery­where.”

			“Yes, they’ll jump at you, but I’m re­al­ly too old to of­fer my­self out.” Lasse had lost all hope, and was un­der­min­ing Pelle’s too.

			“I can’t do any more!” said Pelle, let­ting the chest down. They stood with arms hang­ing, and stared in­to the dark­ness at noth­ing par­tic­u­lar. Lasse showed no de­sire to take hold again, and Pelle was now tired out. The night lay dark around them, and its all-en­velop­ing lone­li­ness made it seem as if they two were float­ing alone in space.

			“Well, we ought to be get­ting on,” ex­claimed Pelle, tak­ing a han­dle of the chest; but as Lasse did not move, he dropped it and sat down. They sat back to back, and nei­ther could find the right words to ut­ter, and the dis­tance be­tween them seemed to in­crease. Lasse shiv­ered with the night cold. “If on­ly we were at home in our good bed!” he sighed.

			Pelle was al­most wish­ing he had been alone, for then he would have gone on to the end. The old man was just as heavy to drag along as the chest.

			“Do you know I think I’ll go back again!” said Lasse at last in crest­fall­en tone. “I’m afraid I’m not able to tread un­cer­tain paths. And you’ll nev­er be con­firmed if we go on like this! Sup­pose we go back and get Kongstrup to put in a good word for us with the par­son.” Lasse stood and held one han­dle of the chest.

			Pelle sat on as if he had not heard, and then he silent­ly took hold, and they toiled along on their weary way home­ward across the fields. Ev­ery oth­er minute Pelle was tired and had to rest; now that they were go­ing home, Lasse was the more en­dur­ing. “I think I could car­ry it a lit­tle way alone, if you’d help me up with it,” he said; but Pelle would not hear of it.

			“Pee-u-ah!” sighed Lasse with plea­sure when they once more stood in the warmth of the cow-sta­ble and heard the an­i­mals breath­ing in in­do­lent well-be­ing—“it’s com­fort­able here. It’s just like com­ing in­to one’s old home. I think I should know this sta­ble again by the air, if they led me in­to it blind­fold any­where in the world.”

			And now they were home again, Pelle too could not help think­ing that it re­al­ly was pleas­ant.

		
	
		
			XXIII

			On Sun­day morn­ing, be­tween wa­ter­ing and mid­day feed, Lasse and Pelle as­cend­ed the high stone steps. They took off their wood­en shoes in the pas­sage, and stood and shook them­selves out­side the door of the of­fice; their gray stock­ing-feet were full of chaff and earth. Lasse raised his hand to knock, but drew it back. “Have you wiped your nose prop­er­ly?” he asked in a whis­per, with a look of anx­i­ety on his face. Pelle per­formed the op­er­a­tion once more, and gave a fi­nal pol­ish with the sleeve of his blouse.

			Lasse lift­ed his hand again; he looked great­ly op­pressed. “You might keep qui­et then!” he said ir­ri­ta­bly to Pelle, who was stand­ing as still as a mouse. Lasse’s knuck­les were poised in the air two or three times be­fore they fell up­on the door; and then he stood with his fore­head close to the pan­el and lis­tened. “There’s no one there,” he whis­pered ir­res­o­lute­ly.

			“Just go in!” ex­claimed Pelle. “We can’t stand here all day.”

			“Then you can go first, if you think you know bet­ter how to be­have!” said Lasse, of­fend­ed.

			Pelle quick­ly opened the door and went in. There was no one in the of­fice, but the door was open in­to the draw­ing-room, and the sound of Kongstrup’s com­fort­able breath­ing came thence.

			“Who’s there?” he asked.

			“It’s Lasse and Pelle,” an­swered Lasse in a voice that did not sound al­to­geth­er brave.

			“Will you come in here?”

			Kongstrup was ly­ing on the so­fa read­ing a mag­a­zine, and on the ta­ble be­side him stood a pile of old mag­a­zines and a plate­ful of lit­tle cakes. He did not raise his eyes from his book, not even while his hand went out to the plate for some­thing to put in his mouth. He lay nib­bling and swal­low­ing while he read, and nev­er looked at Lasse and Pelle, or asked them what they want­ed, or said any­thing to give them a start. It was like be­ing sent out to plough with­out know­ing where. He must have been in the mid­dle of some­thing very ex­cit­ing.

			“Well, what do you want?” asked Kongstrup at last in slow tones.

			“Well—well, the mas­ter must ex­cuse us for com­ing like this about some­thing that doesn’t con­cern the farm; but as mat­ters now stand, we’ve no one else to go to, and so I said to the lad­die: ‘Mas­ter won’t be an­gry, I’m sure, for he’s many a time been kind to us poor beg­gars—and that.’ Now it’s so in this world that even if you’re a poor soul that’s on­ly fit to do oth­ers’ dirty work, the Almighty’s nev­er­the­less giv­en you a fa­ther’s heart, and it hurts you to see the fa­ther’s sin stand­ing in the son’s way.”

			Lasse came to a stand­still. He had thought it all out be­fore­hand, and so ar­ranged it that it should lead up, in a shrewd, dig­ni­fied way, to the mat­ter it­self. But now it was all in a mud­dle like a slat­tern’s pock­et-hand­ker­chief, and the farmer did not look as if he had un­der­stood a sin­gle word of it. He lay there, tak­ing a cake now and then, and look­ing help­less­ly to­ward the door.

			“It some­times hap­pens too, that a man gets tired of the sin­gle state,” be­gan Lasse once more, but at once gave up try­ing to go on. No mat­ter how he be­gan, he went round and round the thing and got no hold any­where! And now Kongstrup be­gan to read again. A tiny ques­tion from him might have led to the very mid­dle of it; but he on­ly filled his mouth full and be­gan munch­ing quite hard.

			Lasse was out­ward­ly dis­heart­ened and in­ward­ly an­gry, as he stood there and pre­pared to go. Pelle was star­ing about at the pic­tures and the old ma­hogany fur­ni­ture, mak­ing up his mind about each thing.

			Sud­den­ly en­er­get­ic steps sound­ed through the rooms; the ear could fol­low their course right up from the kitchen. Kongstrup’s eyes bright­ened, and Lasse straight­ened him­self up.

			“Is that you two?” said Fru Kongstrup in her de­cid­ed way that in­di­cat­ed the man­ag­er. “But do sit down! Why didn’t you of­fer them a seat, old man?”

			Lasse and Pelle found seats, and the mis­tress seat­ed her­self be­side her hus­band, with her arm lean­ing up­on his pil­low. “How are you get­ting on, Kongstrup? Have you been rest­ing?” she asked sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly, pat­ting his shoul­der. Kongstrup gave a lit­tle grunt, that might have meant yes, or no, or noth­ing at all.

			“And what about you two? Are you in need of mon­ey?”

			“No, it’s the lad. He’s to be dis­missed from the con­fir­ma­tion-class,” an­swered Lasse sim­ply. With the mis­tress you couldn’t help be­ing de­cid­ed.

			“Are you to be dis­missed?” she ex­claimed, look­ing at Pelle as at an old ac­quain­tance. “Then what have you been do­ing?”

			“Oh, I kicked the par­son’s son.”

			“And what did you do that for?”

			“Be­cause he wouldn’t fight, but threw him­self down.”

			Fru Kongstrup laughed and nudged her hus­band. “Yes, of course. But what had he done to you?”

			“He’d said bad things about Fa­ther Lasse.”

			“What were the things?”

			Pelle looked hard at her; she meant to get to the bot­tom of ev­ery­thing. “I won’t tell you!” he said firm­ly.

			“Oh, very well! But then we can’t do any­thing about it ei­ther.”

			“I may just as well tell you,” Lasse in­ter­rupt­ed. “He called me Madam Olsen’s con­cu­bine—from the Bible sto­ry, I sup­pose.”

			Kongstrup tried to sup­press a chuck­le, as if some­one had whis­pered a coarse joke in his ear, and he could not help it. The mis­tress her­self was se­ri­ous enough.

			“I don’t think I un­der­stand,” she said, and laid a re­press­ing hand up­on her hus­band’s arm. “Lasse must ex­plain.”

			“It’s be­cause I was en­gaged to Madam Olsen in the vil­lage, who ev­ery­one thought was a wid­ow; and then her hus­band came home the oth­er day. And so they’ve giv­en me that nick­name round about, I sup­pose.”

			Kongstrup be­gan his sup­pressed laugh­ter again, and Lasse blinked in dis­tress at it.

			“Help your­selves to a cake!” said Fru Kongstrup in a very loud voice, push­ing the plate to­ward them. This si­lenced Kongstrup, and he lay and watched their as­sault up­on the cake-plate with an at­ten­tive eye.

			Fru Kongstrup sat tap­ping the ta­ble with her mid­dle fin­ger while they ate. “So that good boy Pelle got an­gry and kicked out, did he?” she said sud­den­ly, her eyes flash­ing.

			“Yes, that’s what he nev­er ought to have done!” an­swered Lasse plain­tive­ly.

			Fru Kongstrup fixed her eyes up­on him.

			“No, for all that the poor­er birds are for is to be pecked at! Well, I pre­fer the bird that pecks back again and de­fends its nest, no mat­ter how poor it is. Well, well, we shall see! And is that boy go­ing to be con­firmed? Why, of course! To think that I should be so for­get­ful! Then we must be­gin to think about his clothes.”

			

			“That’s two trou­bles got rid of!” said Lasse when they went down to the sta­ble again. “And did you no­tice how nice­ly I let her know that you were go­ing to be con­firmed? It was al­most as if she’d found it out for her­self. Now you’ll see, you’ll be as fine as a shop-boy in your clothes; peo­ple like the mas­ter and mis­tress know what’s need­ed when once they’ve opened their purse. Well, they got the whole truth straight, but con­found it! they’re no more than hu­man be­ings. It’s al­ways best to speak out straight.” Lasse could not for­get how well it had turned out.

			Pelle let the old man boast. “Do you think I shall get leather shoes of them too?” he asked.

			“Yes, of course you will! And I shouldn’t won­der if they made a con­fir­ma­tion-par­ty for you too. I say they, but it’s her that’s do­ing it all, and we may be thank­ful for that. Did you no­tice that she said we—we shall, and so on—al­ways? It’s nice of her, for he on­ly lies there and eats and leaves ev­ery­thing to her. But what a good time he has! I think she’d go through fire to please him; but up­on my word, she’s mas­ter there. Well, well, I sup­pose we oughtn’t to speak evil of any­one; to you she’s like your own moth­er!”

			Fru Kongstrup said noth­ing about the re­sult of her drive to the par­son; it was not her way to talk about things af­ter­ward. But Lasse and Pelle once more trod the earth with a feel­ing of se­cu­ri­ty; when she took up a mat­ter, it was as good as ar­ranged.

			One morn­ing lat­er in the week, the tai­lor came limp­ing in with his scis­sors, tape-mea­sure, and press­ing-iron, and Pelle had to go down to the ser­vants’ room, and was mea­sured in ev­ery di­rec­tion as if he had been a prize an­i­mal. Up to the present, he had al­ways had his clothes made by guess­work. It was some­thing new to have itin­er­ant ar­ti­sans at Stone Farm; since Kongstrup had come in­to pow­er, nei­ther shoe­mak­er nor tai­lor had ev­er set foot in the ser­vants’ room. This was a re­turn to the good old farm-cus­toms, and placed Stone Farm once more on a foot­ing with the oth­er farms. The peo­ple en­joyed it, and as of­ten as they could went down in­to the ser­vants’ room for a change of air and to hear one of the tai­lor’s yarns. “It’s the mis­tress who’s at the head of things now!” they said to one an­oth­er. There was good peas­ant blood in her hands, and she brought things back in­to the good old ways. Pelle walked in­to the ser­vants’ room like a gen­tle­man; he was fit­ted sev­er­al times a day.

			He was fit­ted for two whole suits, one of which was for Rud, who was to be con­firmed too. It would prob­a­bly be the last thing that Rud and his moth­er would get at the farm, for Fru Kongstrup had car­ried her point, and they were to leave the cot­tage in May. They would nev­er ven­ture to set foot again in Stone Farm. Fru Kongstrup her­self saw that they re­ceived what they were to have, but she did not give mon­ey if she could help it.

			Pelle and Rud were nev­er to­geth­er now, and they sel­dom went to the par­son to­geth­er. It was Pelle who had drawn back, as he had grown tired of be­ing on the watch for Rud’s con­tin­u­al lit­tle lies and treach­eries. Pelle was taller and stronger than Rud, and his na­ture—per­haps be­cause of his phys­i­cal su­pe­ri­or­i­ty—had tak­en more open ways. In abil­i­ty to mas­ter a task or learn it by heart, Rud was al­so the in­fe­ri­or; but on the oth­er hand he could be­wil­der Pelle and the oth­er boys, if he on­ly got a hold with his prac­ti­cal com­mon sense.

			On the great day it­self, Karl Jo­han drove Pelle and Lasse in the lit­tle one-horse car­riage. “We’re fine folk to­day!” said Lasse, with a beam­ing face. He was quite con­fused, al­though he had not tast­ed any­thing strong. There was a bot­tle of gin ly­ing in the chest to treat the men with when the sa­cred cer­e­mo­ny was over; but Lasse was not the man to drink any­thing be­fore he went to church. Pelle had not touched food; God’s Word would take best ef­fect in that con­di­tion.

			Pelle was ra­di­ant too, in spite of his hunger. He was in brand-new twill, so new that it crack­led ev­ery time he moved. On his feet he wore elas­tic-sid­ed shoes that had once be­longed to Kongstrup him­self. They were too large, but “there’s no dif­fi­cul­ty with a sausage that’s too long,” as Lasse said. He put in thick soles and pa­per in the toes, and Pelle put on two pairs of stock­ings; and then the shoes fit­ted as if they had been cast for his foot. On his head he wore a blue cap that he had cho­sen him­self down at the shop. It al­lowed room for grow­ing, and rest­ed on his ears, which, for the oc­ca­sion, were as red as two ros­es. Round the cap was a broad rib­bon in which were wo­ven rakes, scythes, and flails, in­ter­laced with sheaves all the way round.

			“It’s a good thing you came,” said Pelle, as they drove up to the church, and found them­selves among so many peo­ple. Lasse had al­most had to give up thought of com­ing, for the man who was go­ing to look af­ter the an­i­mals while he was away had to go off at the last mo­ment for the vet­eri­nary sur­geon; but Kar­na came and of­fered to wa­ter and give the mid­day feed, al­though nei­ther could truth­ful­ly say that they had be­haved as they ought to have done to her.

			“Have you got that thing now?” whis­pered Lasse, when they were in­side the church. Pelle felt in his pock­et and nod­ded; the lit­tle round piece of lignum-vi­tae that was to car­ry him over the dif­fi­cul­ties of the day lay there. “Then just an­swer loud and straight out,” whis­pered Lasse, as he slipped in­to a pew in the back­ground.

			Pelle did an­swer straight out, and to Lasse his voice sound­ed re­al­ly well through the spa­cious church. And the par­son did ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing to re­venge him­self, but treat­ed Pelle ex­act­ly as he did the oth­ers. At the most solemn part of the cer­e­mo­ny, Lasse thought of Kar­na, and how touch­ing her de­vo­tion was. He scold­ed him­self in an un­der­tone, and made a solemn vow. She should not sigh any longer in vain.

			For a whole month in­deed, Lasse’s thoughts had been oc­cu­pied with Kar­na, now fa­vor­ably, now un­fa­vor­ably; but at this solemn mo­ment when Pelle was just tak­ing the great step in­to the fu­ture, and Lasse’s feel­ings were touched in so many ways, the thought of Kar­na’s de­vo­tion broke over him as some­thing sad, like a song of slight­ed af­fec­tion that at last, at last has jus­tice done to it.

			Lasse shook hands with Pelle. “Good luck and a bless­ing!” he said in a trem­bling voice. The wish al­so em­braced his own vow and he had some dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing si­lence re­spect­ing his de­ter­mi­na­tion, he was so moved. The words were heard on all sides, and Pelle went round and shook hands with his com­rades. Then they drove home.

			“It all went un­com­mon­ly well for you to­day,” said Lasse proud­ly; “and now you’re a man, you know.”

			“Yes, now you must be­gin to look about for a sweet­heart,” said Karl Jo­han. Pelle on­ly laughed.

			In the af­ter­noon they had a hol­i­day. Pelle had first to go up to his mas­ter and mis­tress to thank them for his clothes and re­ceive their con­grat­u­la­tions. Fru Kongstrup gave him red-cur­rant wine and cake, and the farmer gave him a two-kro­ne piece.

			Then they went up to Kalle’s by the quar­ry. Pelle was to ex­hib­it him­self in his new clothes, and say good­bye to them; there was on­ly a fort­night to May Day. Lasse was go­ing to take the op­por­tu­ni­ty of se­cret­ly ob­tain­ing in­for­ma­tion con­cern­ing a house that was for sale on the heath.
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			They still talked about it ev­ery day for the short time that was left. Lasse, who had al­ways had the thought of leav­ing in his mind, and had on­ly stayed on and on, year af­ter year, be­cause the boy’s wel­fare de­mand­ed it—was slow to move now that there was noth­ing to hold him back. He was un­will­ing to lose Pelle, and did all he could to keep him; but noth­ing would in­duce him to go out in­to the world again.

			“Stay here!” he said per­sua­sive­ly, “and we’ll talk to the mis­tress and she’ll take you on for a prop­er wage. You’re both strong and handy, and she’s al­ways looked up­on you with a friend­ly eye.”

			But Pelle would not take ser­vice with the farmer; it gave no po­si­tion and no prospects. He want­ed to be some­thing great, but there was no pos­si­bil­i­ty of that in the coun­try; he would be fol­low­ing cows all his days. He would go to the town—per­haps still far­ther, across the sea to Copen­hagen.

			“You’d bet­ter come too,” he said, “and then we shall get rich all the quick­er and be able to buy a big farm.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Lasse, slow­ly nod­ding his head; “that’s one for me and two for your­self! But what the par­son preach­es doesn’t al­ways come to pass. We might be­come pen­ni­less. Who knows what the fu­ture may bring?”

			“Oh, I shall man­age!” said Pelle, nod­ding con­fi­dent­ly. “Do you mean to say I can’t turn my hand to any­thing I like?”

			“And I didn’t give no­tice in time ei­ther,” said Lasse to ex­cuse him­self.

			“Then run away!”

			But Lasse would not do that. “No, I’ll stay and work to­ward get­ting some­thing for my­self about here,” he said, a lit­tle eva­sive­ly. “It would be nice for you too, to have a home that you could vis­it now and then; and if you didn’t get on out there, it wouldn’t be bad to have some­thing to fall back up­on. You might fall ill, or some­thing else might hap­pen; the world’s not to be re­lied up­on. You have to have a hard skin all over out there.”

			Pelle did not an­swer. That about the home sound­ed nice enough, and he un­der­stood quite well that it was Kar­na’s per­son that weighed down the oth­er end of the bal­ance. Well, she’d put all his clothes in or­der for his go­ing away, and she’d al­ways been a good soul; he had noth­ing against that.

			It would be hard to live apart from Fa­ther Lasse, but Pelle felt he must go. Away! The spring seemed to shout the word in his ears. He knew ev­ery rock in the land­scape and ev­ery tree—yes, ev­ery twig on the trees as well; there was noth­ing more here that could fill his blue eyes and long ears, and sat­is­fy his mind.

			The day be­fore May Day they packed Pelle’s things. Lasse knelt be­fore the green chest; ev­ery ar­ti­cle was care­ful­ly fold­ed and re­marked up­on, be­fore it was placed in the can­vas bag that was to serve Pelle as a trav­el­ing-trunk.

			“Now re­mem­ber not to wear your stock­ings too long be­fore you mend them!” said Lasse, putting mend­ing wool on one side. “He who mends his things in time, is spared half the work and all the dis­grace.”

			“I shan’t for­get that,” said Pelle qui­et­ly.

			Lasse was hold­ing a fold­ed shirt in his hand. “The one you’ve got on’s just been washed,” he said re­flec­tive­ly. “But one can’t tell. Two shirts’ll al­most be too lit­tle if you’re away, won’t they? You must take one of mine; I can al­ways man­age to get an­oth­er by the time I want a change. And re­mem­ber, you must nev­er go longer than a fort­night! You who are young and healthy might eas­i­ly get ver­min, and be jeered at by the whole town; such a thing would nev­er be tol­er­at­ed in any­one who wants to get on. At the worst you can do a lit­tle wash­ing or your­self; you could go down to the shore in the evening, if that was all!”

			“Do they wear wood­en shoes in the town?” asked Pelle.

			“Not peo­ple who want to get on! I think you’d bet­ter let me keep the wood­en shoes and you take my boots in­stead; they al­ways look nice even if they’re old. You’d bet­ter wear them when you go to­mor­row, and save your good shoes.”

			The new clothes were laid at the top of the bag, wrapped in an old blouse to keep them clean.

			“Now I think we’ve got ev­ery­thing in,” said Lasse, with a search­ing glance in­to the green chest. There was not much left in it. “Very well, then we’ll tie it up in God’s name, and pray that, you may ar­rive safe­ly—wher­ev­er you de­cide to go!” Lasse tied up the sack; he was any­thing but hap­py.

			“You must say good­bye nice­ly to ev­ery­one on the farm, so that they won’t have any­thing to scratch my eyes out for af­ter­ward,” said Lasse af­ter a lit­tle. “And I should like you to thank Kar­na nice­ly for hav­ing put ev­ery­thing in such good or­der. It isn’t ev­ery­one who’d have both­ered.”

			“Yes, I’ll do that,” said Pelle in a low voice. He did not seem to be able to speak out prop­er­ly to­day.

			

			Pelle was up and dressed at day­break. Mist lay over the sea, and proph­e­sied well for the day. He went about well scrubbed and combed, and looked at ev­ery­thing with wide-open eyes, and with his hands in his pock­ets. The blue clothes which he had gone to his con­fir­ma­tion-class­es in, had been washed and new­ly man­gled, and he still looked very well in them; and the tabs of the old leather boots, which were a rel­ic of Lasse’s pros­per­ous days, stuck out al­most as much as his ears.

			He had said his “Good­bye and thank-you for all your kind­ness!” to ev­ery­body on the farm—even Erik; and he had had a good meal of ba­con. Now he was go­ing about the sta­ble, col­lect­ing him­self, shak­ing the bull by the horns, and let­ting the calves suck his fin­gers; it was a sort of farewell too! The cows put their noses close up to him, and breathed a long, com­fort­able breath when he passed, and the bull play­ful­ly tossed its head at him. And close be­hind him went Lasse; he did not say very much but he al­ways kept near the boy.

			It was so good to be here, and the feel­ing sank gen­tly over Pelle ev­ery time a cow licked her­self, or the warm va­por rose from fresh­ly-fall­ing dung. Ev­ery sound was like a moth­er’s ca­ress, and ev­ery thing was a fa­mil­iar toy, with which a bright world could be built. Up­on the posts all round there were pic­tures that he had cut up­on them; Lasse had smeared them over with dirt again, in case the farmer should come and say that they were spoil­ing ev­ery­thing.

			Pelle was not think­ing, but went about in a dreamy state; it all sank so warm­ly and heav­i­ly in­to his child’s mind. He had tak­en out his knife, and took hold of the bull’s horn, as if he were go­ing to carve some­thing on it. “He won’t let you do that,” said Lasse, sur­prised. “Try one of the bul­locks in­stead.”

			But Pelle re­turned his knife to his pock­et; he had not in­tend­ed to do any­thing. He strolled along the fod­der­ing-pas­sage with­out aim or ob­ject. Lasse came up and took his hand.

			“You’d bet­ter stay here a lit­tle longer,” he said. “We’re so com­fort­able.”

			But this put life in­to Pelle. He fixed his big, faith­ful eyes up­on his fa­ther, and then went down to their room.

			Lasse fol­lowed him. “In God’s name then, if it has to be!” he said huski­ly, and took hold of the sack to help Pelle get it on­to his back.

			Pelle held out his hand. “Good­bye and thank you, fa­ther—for all your kind­ness!” he added gen­tly.

			“Yes, yes; yes, yes!” said Lasse, shak­ing his head. It was all he was able to say.

			He went out with Pelle past the out­hous­es, and there stopped, while Pelle went on along the dikes with his sack on his back, up to­ward the high road. Two or three times he turned and nod­ded; Lasse, over­come, stood gaz­ing, with his hand shad­ing his eyes. He had nev­er looked so old be­fore.

			Out in the fields they were driv­ing the seed-har­row; Stone Farm was ear­ly with it this year. Kongstrup and his wife were strolling along arm-in-arm be­side a ditch; ev­ery now and then they stopped and she point­ed: they must have been talk­ing about the crop. She leaned against him when they walked; she had re­al­ly found rest in her af­fec­tion now!

			Now Lasse turned and went in. How for­lorn he looked! Pelle felt a quick de­sire to throw down the sack and run back and say some­thing nice to him; but be­fore he could do so the im­pulse had dis­ap­peared up­on the fresh morn­ing breeze. His feet car­ried him on up­on the straight way, away, away! Up on a ridge the bailiff was step­ping out a field, and close be­hind him walked Erik, im­i­tat­ing him with fool­ish ges­tures.

			On a lev­el with the edge of the rocks, Pelle came to the wide high road. Here, he knew, Stone Farm and its lands would be lost to sight, and he put down his sack. There were the sand­banks by the sea, with ev­ery tree­top vis­i­ble; there was the fir-tree that the yel­lowham­mer al­ways built in; the stream ran milk-white af­ter the heavy thaw, and the mead­ow was be­gin­ning to grow green. But the cairn was gone; good peo­ple had re­moved it se­cret­ly when Niels Köller was drowned and the girl was ex­pect­ed out of prison.

			And the farm stood out clear­ly in the morn­ing light, with its high white dwelling-house, the long range of barns, and all the out­hous­es. Ev­ery spot down there shone so fa­mil­iar­ly to­ward him; the hard­ships he had suf­fered were for­got­ten, or on­ly showed up the com­forts in stronger re­lief.

			Pelle’s child­hood had been hap­py by virtue of ev­ery­thing; it had been a song min­gled with weep­ing. Weep­ing falls in­to tones as well as joy, and heard from a dis­tance it be­comes a song. And as Pelle gazed down up­on his child­hood’s world, they were on­ly pleas­ant mem­o­ries that gleamed to­ward him through the bright air. Noth­ing else ex­ist­ed, or ev­er had done so.

			He had seen enough of hard­ship and mis­for­tune, but had come well out of ev­ery­thing; noth­ing had harmed him. With a child’s vo­rac­i­ty he had found nour­ish­ment in it all; and now he stood here, healthy and strong—equipped with the Prophets, the Judges, the Apos­tles, the Ten Com­mand­ments and one hun­dred and twen­ty hymns! and turned an open, per­spir­ing, vic­tor’s brow to­ward the world.

			Be­fore him lay the land slop­ing rich­ly to­ward the south, bound­ed by the sea. Far be­low stood two tall black chim­neys against the sea as back­ground, and still far­ther south lay the Town! Away from it ran the paths of the sea to Swe­den and Copen­hagen! This was the world—the great wide world it­self!

			Pelle be­came ravenous­ly hun­gry at the sight of the great world, and the first thing he did was to sit down up­on the ridge of the hill with a view both back­ward and for­ward, and eat all the food Kar­na had giv­en him for the whole day. So his stom­ach would have noth­ing more to trou­ble about!

			He rose re­freshed, got the sack on­to his back, and set off down­ward to con­quer the world, pour­ing forth a song at the top of his voice in­to the bright air as he went:—

			
				
					“A stranger I must wan­der
					

					Among the En­glish­men;
					

					With African black ne­groes
					

					My lot it may be thrown.
					

					And then up­on this earth there
					

					Are Por­tuguese found too,
					

					And ev­ery kind of na­tion
					

					Un­der heav­en’s sky so blue.”
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			I

			On that windy May-day morn­ing when Pelle tum­bled out of the nest, it so hap­pened that old Klaus Her­mann was clat­ter­ing in­to town with his ma­nure-cart, in or­der to fetch a load of dung. And this tri­fling cir­cum­stance de­cid­ed the boy’s po­si­tion in life. There was no more pother than this about the ques­tion: What was Pelle to be?

			He had nev­er put that ques­tion to him­self. He had sim­ply gone on­ward at haz­ard, as the mean­ing of the ra­di­ant world un­fold­ed it­self. As to what he should make of him­self when he was re­al­ly out in the world—well, the mat­ter was so in­com­pre­hen­si­ble that it was mere fol­ly to think about it. So he just went on.

			Now he had reached the fur­ther end of the ridge. He lay down in the ditch to re­cov­er his breath af­ter his long walk; he was tired and hun­gry, but in ex­cel­lent spir­its. Down there at his feet, on­ly half a mile dis­tant, lay the town. There was a cheer­ful glit­ter about it; from its hun­dreds of fire­places the smoke of mid­day fires curled up­ward in­to the blue sky, and the red roofs laughed rogu­ish­ly in­to the beam­ing face of the day. Pelle im­me­di­ate­ly be­gan to count the hous­es; not wish­ing to ex­ag­ger­ate, he had es­ti­mat­ed them at a mil­lion on­ly, and al­ready he was well in­to the first hun­dred.

			But in the midst of his count­ing he jumped up. What did the peo­ple down there get for din­ner? They must sure­ly live well there! And was it po­lite to go on eat­ing un­til one was quite full, or should one lay down one’s spoon when one had on­ly half fin­ished, like the landown­ers when they at­tend­ed a din­ner? For one who was al­ways hun­gry this was a very im­por­tant ques­tion.

			There was a great deal of traf­fic on the high road. Peo­ple were com­ing and go­ing; some had their box­es be­hind them in a cart, and oth­ers car­ried their sole world­ly pos­ses­sions in a bag slung over their shoul­ders, just as he did. Pelle knew some of these peo­ple, and nod­ded to them benev­o­lent­ly; he knew some­thing about all of them. There were peo­ple who were go­ing to the town—his town—and some were go­ing far­ther, far over the sea, to Amer­i­ca, or even far­ther still, to serve the King there; one could see that by their equip­ment and the frozen look on their faces. Oth­ers were mere­ly go­ing in­to the town to make a hole in their wages, and to cel­e­brate May day. These came along the road in whole par­ties, hum­ming or whistling, with emp­ty hands and over­flow­ing spir­its. But the most in­ter­est­ing peo­ple were those who had put their box­es on a wheel­bar­row, or were car­ry­ing them by both han­dles. These had flushed faces, and were fever­ish in their move­ments; they were peo­ple who had torn them­selves away from their own coun­try­side, and their ac­cus­tomed way of life, and had cho­sen the town, as he him­self had done.

			There was one man, a cot­tager, with a lit­tle green chest on his wheel­bar­row; this lat­ter was broad in the beam, and it was neat­ly adorned with flow­ers paint­ed by his own hand. Be­side him walked his daugh­ter; her cheeks were red, and her eyes were gaz­ing in­to the un­known fu­ture. The fa­ther was speak­ing to her, but she did not look as though she heard him. “Yes—now you must take it on you to look out for your­self; you must think about it, and not throw your­self away. The town is quite a good place for those who go right ahead and think of their own ad­van­tage, but it thinks noth­ing of who gets trod­den un­der­foot. So don’t be too trust­ing, for the peo­ple there are won­der­ful clever in all sorts of tricks to take you in and trip you up. At the same time you want to be soft-spo­ken and friend­ly.” She did not re­ply to this; she was ap­par­ent­ly more tak­en up with the prob­lem of putting down her feet in their new shoes so that the heels should not turn over.

			There was a stream of peo­ple com­ing up from the town too. All the forenoon Pelle had been meet­ing Swedes who had come that morn­ing in the steam­er, and were now look­ing for a job on the land. There were old folk, worn out with la­bor, and lit­tle chil­dren; there were maid­ens as pret­ty as yel­low-haired Marie, and young la­bor­ers who had the strength of the whole world in their loins and mus­cles. And this cur­rent of life was set­ting hith­er to fill up the gaps left by the swarms that were go­ing away—but that did not con­cern Pelle. For sev­en years ago he had felt ev­ery­thing that made their faces look so trou­bled now; what they were just en­ter­ing up­on he had al­ready put be­hind him. So there was no good in look­ing back.

			Present­ly the old man from Neuen­dorf came along the road. He was got up quite like an Amer­i­can, with a port­man­teau and a silk neck­er­chief, and the in­side pock­ets of his open coat were stuffed full of pa­pers. At last he had made up his mind, and was go­ing out to his be­trothed, who had al­ready been three years away.

			“Hul­lo!” cried Pelle, “so you are go­ing away?”

			The man came over to Pelle and set his port­man­teau down by the side of the ditch.

			“Well, yes; it’s time to be go­ing,” he said. “Lau­ra won’t wait for me any longer. So the old peo­ple must see how they can get along with­out a son; I’ve done ev­ery­thing for them now for three years. Pro­vid­ed they can man­age all by them­selves—”

			“They can do that all right,” said Pelle, with an ex­pe­ri­enced air. “And they had to get help for­mer­ly. There is no fu­ture for young peo­ple at home.” He had heard his el­ders say this. He struck at the grass with his stick, as­sum­ing a su­pe­ri­or air.

			“No,” said the oth­er, “and Lau­ra re­fus­es to be a cot­tager’s wife. Well, good­bye!” He held out his hand to Pelle and tried to smile, but his fea­tures had it their own way; noth­ing but a rather twist­ed ex­pres­sion came over them. He stood there a minute, look­ing at his boots, his thumb grop­ing over his face as though he want­ed to wipe the tor­ment­ed look away; then he picked up his port­man­teau and went. He was ev­i­dent­ly not very com­fort­able.

			“I’ll will­ing­ly take over the tick­et and the bride,” shout­ed Pelle mer­ri­ly. He felt in the deuce of a good hu­mor.

			Ev­ery­body to­day was tread­ing the road along which Pelle’s own young blood had called him—ev­ery young fel­low with a lit­tle pluck, ev­ery good-look­ing wench. Not for a mo­ment was the road free of traf­fic; it was like a vast ex­o­dus, an army of peo­ple es­cap­ing from places where ev­ery­one had the feel­ing that he was con­demned to live and die on the very spot where he was born; an army of peo­ple who had cho­sen the ex­cite­ment of the un­known. Those lit­tle brick hous­es which lay scat­tered over the green, or stood drawn up in two straight rows where the high road ran in­to the town—those were the cot­tages of the peas­ant folk who had re­nounced the out­door life, and dressed them­selves in town­i­fied clothes, and had then ad­ven­tured hith­er; and down on the seafront the hous­es stood all squeezed and heaped to­geth­er round the church, so close that there looked to be no room be­tween them; there were the crowds who had gone wan­der­ing, driv­en far afield by the long­ing in their hearts—and then the sea had set a lim­it to their jour­ney.

			Pelle had no in­ten­tion of al­low­ing any­thing what­ev­er to set a lim­it to his jour­ney­ing. Per­haps, if he had no luck in the town, he would go to sea. And then one day he would come to some coast that in­ter­est­ed him, and he would land, and go to the gold-dig­gings. Over there the girls went moth­er-naked, with noth­ing but some blue tat­too-work to hide their shame; but Pelle had his girl sit­ting at home, true to him, wait­ing for his re­turn. She was more beau­ti­ful even than Bod­il and yel­low-haired Marie put to­geth­er, and whole crowds fol­lowed her foot­steps, but she sat at home and was faith­ful, and she would sing the old love-song:

			
				
					“I had a lad, but he went away
					

					All over the false, false sea,
					

					Three years they are gone, and now to­day
					

					He writes no more to me!”
				

			

			And while she sang the let­ter came to the door. But out of ev­ery let­ter that his fa­ther Lasse re­ceived fell ten-kro­ner ban­knotes, and one day a let­ter came with steam­er-tick­ets for the two of them. The song would not serve him any fur­ther, for in the song they per­ished dur­ing the voy­age, and the poor young man spent the rest of his days on the seashore, gaz­ing, through the shad­ow of in­san­i­ty, up­on ev­ery ris­ing sail. She and Lasse ar­rived safe­ly—af­ter all sorts of dif­fi­cul­ties, that went with­out say­ing—and Pelle stood on the shore and wel­comed them. He had dressed him­self up like a sav­age, and he car­ried on as though he meant to eat them be­fore he made him­self known.

			Houp la! Pelle jumped to his feet. Up the road there was a rat­tling and a clank­ing as though a thou­sand scythes were clash­ing to­geth­er: an old cart with loose plank sides came slow­ly jolt­ing along, drawn by the two most mis­er­able moor­land hors­es he had ev­er seen. On the driv­er’s seat was an old peas­ant, who was bob­bing about as though he would ev­ery mo­ment fall in pieces, like all the rest of his equip­ment. Pelle did not at first feel sure whether it was the cart it­self or the two bags of bones be­tween the shafts that made such a fright­ful din when­ev­er they moved, but as the ve­hi­cle at last drew lev­el with him, and the old peas­ant drew up, he could not re­sist the in­vi­ta­tion to get up and have a lift. His shoul­ders were still aching from car­ry­ing his sack.

			“So you are go­ing to town, af­ter all?” said old Klaus, point­ing to his goods and chat­tels.

			To town, yes in­deed! Some­thing seemed to grip hold of Pelle’s burst­ing heart, and be­fore he was aware of it he had de­liv­ered him­self and his whole fu­ture in­to the old peas­ant’s hands.

			“Yes, yes—yes in­deed—why, nat­u­ral­ly!” said Klaus, nod­ding as Pelle came for­ward. “Yes, of course! A man can’t do less. And what’s your idea about what you are go­ing to be in the long run—coun­cil­lor or king?” He looked up slow­ly. “Yes, goin’ to town; well, well, they all, take the road they feel some­thing call­ing them to take. … Di­rect­ly a young grey­hound feels the mar­row in his bones, or has got a shilling in his pock­et, he’s got to go to town and leave it there. And what do you think comes back out the town? Just ma­nure and noth­ing else! What else have I ev­er in my life been able to pick up there? And now I’m six­ty-five. But what’s the good of talk­ing? No more than if a man was to stick his tail out and blow against a gale. It comes over them just like the May-gripes takes the young calves—heigh-ho! and away they go, goin’ to do some­thing big. Af­ter­ward, then old Klaus Her­mann can come and clean up af­ter them! They’ve no sit­u­a­tion there, and no kins­folk what could put them up—but they al­ways ex­pect some­thing big. Why, down in the town there are beds made up in the streets, and the gut­ters are run­ning over with food and mon­ey! But what do you mean to do? Let’s hear it now.”

			Pelle turned crim­son. He had not yet suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing a be­gin­ning, and al­ready he had been caught be­hav­ing like a block­head.

			“Well, well, well,” said Klaus, in a good-hu­mored tone, “you are no big­ger fool than all the rest. But if you’ll take my ad­vice, you’ll go to shoe­mak­er Jeppe Ko­fod as ap­pren­tice; I am go­ing straight to his place to fetch ma­nure, and I know he’s look­ing for an ap­pren­tice. Then you needn’t go floun­der­ing about un­cer­tain-like, and you can drive right up to the door like the qual­i­ty.”

			Pelle winced all over. Nev­er in his life had it en­tered his head that he could ev­er be­come a shoe­mak­er. Even back there on the land, where peo­ple looked up to the hand­i­crafts, they used al­ways to say, if a boy had not turned out quite right: “Well, we can al­ways make a cob­bler or a tai­lor of him!” But Pelle was no crip­ple, that he must lead a seden­tary life in­doors in or­der to get on at all; he was strong and well-made. What he would be—well, that cer­tain­ly lay in the hands of for­tune; but he felt very strong­ly that it ought to be some­thing ac­tive, some­thing that need­ed courage and en­er­gy. And in any case he was quite sure as to what he did not want to be. But as they jolt­ed through the town, and Pelle—so as to be be­fore­hand with the great world—kept on tak­ing off his cap to ev­ery­body, al­though no one re­turned his greet­ing, his spir­its be­gan to sink, and a sense of his own in­signif­i­cance pos­sessed him. The mis­er­able cart, at which all the lit­tle town boys laughed and point­ed with their fin­gers, had a great deal to do with this feel­ing.

			“Take off your cap to a pack like that!” grum­bled Klaus; “why, on­ly look how puffed up they be­have, and yet ev­ery­thing they’ve got they’ve stolen from us oth­ers. Or what do you sup­pose—can you see if they’ve got their sum­mer seeds in the earth yet?” And he glared con­temp­tu­ous­ly down the street.

			No, there was noth­ing grow­ing on the stone pave­ments, and all these lit­tle hous­es, which stood so close that now and then they seemed to Pelle as if they must be squeezed out of the row—these grad­u­al­ly took his breath away. Here were thou­sands and thou­sands of peo­ple, if that made any dif­fer­ence; and all his blind con­fi­dence wa­vered at the ques­tion: where did all their food come from? For here he was once more at home in his needy, fa­mil­iar world, where no amount of smoke will en­able one to buy a pair of socks. All at once he felt thor­ough­ly hum­ble, and he de­cid­ed that it would be all he could do here to hold his own, and find his dai­ly bread among all these stones, for here peo­ple did not raise it nat­u­ral­ly from the soil, but got it—well, how did they get it?

			The streets were full of ser­vants. The girls stood about in groups, their arms round one an­oth­er’s waists, star­ing with burn­ing eyes at the cot­ton-stuffs dis­played in the shops; they rocked them­selves gen­tly to and fro as though they were dream­ing. A ’pren­tice boy of about Pelle’s age, with a red, spot­ty face, was walk­ing down the mid­dle of the street, eat­ing a great wheat­en roll which he held with both hands; his ears were full of scabs and his hands swollen with the cold. Farm la­bor­ers went by, car­ry­ing red bun­dles in their hands, their over­coats flap­ping against their calves; they would stop sud­den­ly at a turn­ing, look cau­tious­ly round, and then hur­ry down a side street. In front of the shops the sales­men were walk­ing up and down, bare­head­ed, and if any­one stopped in front of their win­dows they would beg them, in the po­litest man­ner, to step near­er, and would se­cret­ly wink at one an­oth­er across the street.

			“The shop­keep­ers have ar­ranged their things very neat­ly to­day,” said Pelle.

			Klaus nod­ded. “Yes, yes; to­day they’ve brought out ev­ery­thing they couldn’t get rid of soon­er. To­day the block­heads have come to mar­ket—the easy purs­es. Those”—and he point­ed to a side street, “those are the pub­li­cans. They are look­ing this way so long­ing­ly, but the pro­ces­sion don’t come as far as them. But you wait till this evening, and then take a turn along here, and ask the dif­fer­ent peo­ple how much they’ve got left of their year’s wages. Yes, the town’s a fine place—the very deuce of a fine place!” And he spat dis­gust­ed­ly.

			Pelle had quite lost all his blind courage. He saw not a sin­gle per­son do­ing any­thing by which he him­self might earn his bread. And glad­ly as he would have be­longed to this new world, yet he could not ven­ture in­to any­thing where, per­haps with­out know­ing it, he would be an as­so­ciate of peo­ple who would tear the rags off his old com­rades’ backs. All the courage had gone out of him, and with a mis­er­able feel­ing that even his on­ly rich­es, his hands, were here use­less, he sat ir­res­o­lute, and al­lowed him­self to be driv­en, rat­tling and jan­gling, to Mas­ter Jeppe Ko­fod’s work­shop.

		
	
		
			II

			The work­shop stood over an en­try which opened off the street. Peo­ple came and went along this en­try: Madame Ras­mussen and old Cap­tain Elle­by; the old maid­ser­vant of a Comp­trol­ler, an aged pen­sion­er who wore a white cap, drew her mon­ey from the Court, and ex­pend­ed it here, and a fee­ble, gouty old sailor who had bid­den the sea farewell. Out in the street, on the sharp-edged cob­ble­stones, the spar­rows were clam­or­ing loud­ly, ly­ing there with puffed-out feath­ers, feast­ing among the horse-drop­pings, tug­ging at them and scat­ter­ing them about to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of a storm of chirp­ing and scold­ing.

			Ev­ery­thing over­look­ing the yard stood open. In the work­shop all four win­dows were opened wide, and the green light sift­ed in­to the room and fell on the faces of those present. But that was no help. Not a breath of wind was blow­ing; more­over, Pelle’s heat came from with­in. He was sweat­ing with sheer anx­i­ety.

			For the rest, he pulled in­dus­tri­ous­ly at his cob­bler’s wax, un­less, in­deed, some­thing out­side cap­tured his ha­rassed mind, so that it wan­dered out in­to the sun­shine.

			Ev­ery­thing out there was splashed with vivid sun­light; seen from the stuffy work­shop the light was like a gold­en riv­er, stream­ing down be­tween the two rows of hous­es, and al­ways in the same di­rec­tion, down to the sea. Then a speck of white down came float­ing on the air, fol­lowed by whitish-gray this­tle-seeds, and a whole swarm of gnats, and a big broad bum­ble­bee swung to and fro. All these ed­died, gleam­ing, in the open door­way, and they went on cir­cling as though there was some­thing there which at­tract­ed them all—doubt­less an ac­ci­dent, or per­haps a fes­ti­val.

			“Are you asleep, boo­by?” asked the jour­ney­man sharply. Pelle shrank in­to his shell and con­tin­ued to work at the wax; he knead­ed away at it, hold­ing it in hot wa­ter.

			In­side the court, at the bak­er’s—the bak­er was the old mas­ter’s broth­er—they were hoist­ing sacks of meal. The wind­lass squeaked hor­ri­bly, and in be­tween the squeak­ing one could hear Mas­ter Jör­gen Ko­fod, in a high falset­to, dis­put­ing with his son. “You’re a noo­dle, a piti­ful sim­ple­ton—what­ev­er will be­come of you? Do you think we’ve noth­ing more to do than to go run­ning out to prayer-meet­ings on a work­ing day? Per­haps that will get us our dai­ly bread? Now you just stay here, or, God’s mer­cy, I’ll break ev­ery bone in your body!” Then the wife chimed in, and then of a sud­den all was silent. And af­ter a while the son stole like a phan­tom along the wall of the op­po­site house, a hymn­book in his hand. He was not un­like Howl­ing Pe­ter. He squeezed him­self against the wall, and his knees gave un­der him if any­one looked sharply at him. He was twen­ty-five years old, and he took beat­ings from his fa­ther with­out a mur­mur. But when mat­ters of re­li­gion were in ques­tion he de­fied pub­lic opin­ion, the stick, and his fa­ther’s anger.

			“Are you asleep, boo­by? I shall re­al­ly have to come over and teach you to hur­ry!”

			For a time no one spoke in the work­shop—the jour­ney­man was silent, so the oth­ers had to hold their tongues. Each bent over his work, and Pelle pulled the pitch out to as great a length as pos­si­ble, knead­ed some grease in­to it, and pulled again. Out­side, in the sun­shine, some street urchins were play­ing, run­ning to and fro. When they saw Pelle, they held their clenched fist un­der their noses, nod­ded to him in a provoca­tive man­ner, and sang—

			
				
					“The cob­bler has a pitchy nose,
					

					The more he wipes it the black­er it grows!”
				

			

			Pelle pre­tend­ed not to see them, but he se­cret­ly ticked them all off in his mind. It was his sin­cere in­ten­tion to wipe them all off the face of the earth.

			Sud­den­ly they all ran in­to the street, where a tremen­dous, mo­not­o­nous voice lift­ed it­self and flowed abroad. This was the crazy watch­mak­er; he was stand­ing on his high steps, cry­ing damna­tion on the world at large.

			Pelle knew per­fect­ly well that the man was crazy, and in the words which he so pon­der­ous­ly hurled at the town there was not the slight­est mean­ing. But they sound­ed won­der­ful­ly fine not­with­stand­ing, and the “or­deal by wax” was hang­ing over him like a sort of last judg­ment. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly, he be­gan to turn cold at the sound of this warn­ing voice, which ut­tered such solemn words and had so lit­tle mean­ing, just as he did at the strong lan­guage in the Bible. It was just the voice that fright­ened him; it was such a ter­ri­ble voice, such a voice as one might hear speak­ing out of the clouds; the sort of voice, in short, that made the knees of Moses and Paul give un­der them; a por­ten­tous voice, such as Pelle him­self used to hear com­ing out of the dark­ness at Stone Farm when a quar­rel was go­ing on.

			On­ly the knee-strap of lit­tle Nikas, the jour­ney­man, kept him from jump­ing up then and there and throw­ing him­self down like Paul. This knee-strap was a piece of un­de­ni­able re­al­i­ty in the midst of all his imag­in­ings; in two months it had taught him nev­er quite to for­get who and where he was. He pulled him­self to­geth­er, and sat­is­fied him­self that all his mis­eries arose from his labors over this wretch­ed cob­bler’s wax; be­sides, there was such a temp­ta­tion to com­pare his pud­dle of cob­bler’s wax with the hell in which he was told he would be tor­ment­ed. But then he heard the cheer­ful voice of the young shoe­mak­er in the yard out­side, and the whole trou­ble dis­ap­peared. The “or­deal by wax” could not re­al­ly be so ter­ri­ble, since all the oth­ers had un­der­gone it—he had cer­tain­ly seen tougher fel­lows than these in his life­time!

			Jens sat down and ducked his head, as though he was ex­pect­ing a box on the ears;—that was the curse of the house which con­tin­u­al­ly hung over him. He was so slow at his work that al­ready Pelle could over­take him; there was some­thing in­side him that seemed to ham­per his move­ments like a sort of spell. But Pe­ter and Emil were smart fel­lows—on­ly they were al­ways want­ing to thrash him.

			Among the ap­ple trees in the yard it was ear­ly sum­mer, and close un­der the work­shop win­dows the pig stood smack­ing at his food. This sound was like a warm breeze that blew over Pelle’s heart. Since the day when Klaus Her­mann had shak­en the squeak­ing lit­tle pork­er out of his sack, Pelle had be­gun to take root. It had squealed at first in a most des­o­late man­ner, and some­thing of Pelle’s own feel­ing of lone­li­ness was tak­en away from him by its cries. Now it com­plained sim­ply be­cause it was bad­ly fed, and it made Pelle quite fu­ri­ous to see the nasty trash that was thrown to it—a young pig must eat well, that is half the bat­tle. They ought not to go run­ning out ev­ery few minute to throw some­thing or oth­er to the pig; when once the heat re­al­ly set in it would get acid­i­ty of the stom­ach. But there was no sense in these town folk.

			“Are you re­al­ly asleep, boo­by? Why, you are snor­ing, deuce take me!”

			The young mas­ter came limp­ing in, took a drink, and buried him­self in his book. As he read he whis­tled soft­ly in time with the ham­mer-strokes of the oth­ers. Lit­tle Nikas be­gan to whis­tle too, and the two old­er ap­pren­tices who were beat­ing leather be­gan to strike in time with the whistling, and they even kept dou­ble time, so that ev­ery­thing went like greased light­ning. The jour­ney­man’s trills and qua­vers be­came more and more ex­tra­or­di­nary, in or­der to catch up with the blows—the blows and the whistling seemed to be chas­ing one an­oth­er—and Mas­ter An­dres raised his head from his book to lis­ten. He sat there star­ing in­to the far dis­tance, as though the shad­owy pic­tures evoked by his read­ing were hov­er­ing be­fore his eyes. Then, with a start, he was present and among them all, his eyes run­ning over them with a wag­gish ex­pres­sion; and then he stood up, plac­ing his stick so that it sup­port­ed his dis­eased hip. The mas­ter’s hands danced loose­ly in the air, his head and his whole fig­ure jerk­ing crazi­ly un­der the com­pul­sion of the rhythm.

			Swoop!—and the danc­ing hands fell up­on the cut­ting-out knife, and the mas­ter fin­gered the notes on the sharp edge, his head on one side and his eyes closed—his whole ap­pear­ance that of one ab­sorbed in in­tent in­ward lis­ten­ing. But then sud­den­ly his face beamed with fe­lic­i­ty, his whole fig­ure con­tract­ed in a fren­zy of de­light, one foot clutched at the air as though be­witched, as though he were play­ing a harp with his toes—Mas­ter An­dres was all at once a mu­si­cal id­iot and a mu­si­cal clown. And smack! the knife flew to the ground and he had the great tin cov­er in his hand—chin-da-da-da chin-da-da-da! Sud­den­ly by a stroke of mag­ic the flute had turned in­to a drum and cym­bals!

			Pelle was dou­bled up with laugh­ter: then he looked in alarm at the knee-strap and again burst out laugh­ing; but no one took any no­tice of him. The mas­ter’s fin­gers and wrist were danc­ing a sort of dev­il’s dance on the tin cov­er, and all of a sud­den his el­bows too were called in­to req­ui­si­tion, so that the cov­er banged against the mas­ter’s left knee, bounced off again and quick as light­ning struck against his wood­en heel, which stuck out be­hind him; then against Pelle’s head, and round about it went, strik­ing the most im­prob­a­ble ob­jects, dum, dum, dum, as though in wild, de­mo­ni­a­cal obe­di­ence to the flute-like tones of the jour­ney­man. There was no hold­ing back. Emil, the old­est ap­pren­tice, be­gan bold­ly to whis­tle too, cau­tious­ly at first, and then, as no one smacked his head, more force­ful­ly. Then the next ap­pren­tice, Jens—the mu­sic-dev­il, as he was called, be­cause any­thing would pro­duce a note be­tween his fin­gers—plucked so clev­er­ly at his waxed-end that it straight­way be­gan to give out a buzzing un­der­tone, ris­ing and fall­ing through two or three notes, as though an ed­u­cat­ed bum­ble­bee had been lead­ing the whole or­ches­tra. Out of doors the birds came hop­ping on to the ap­ple-boughs; they twist­ed their heads in­quis­i­tive­ly to one side, fran­ti­cal­ly fluffed out their feath­ers, and then they too joined in this or­gy of ju­bi­la­tion, which was caused mere­ly by a scrap of bright blue sky. But then the young mas­ter had an at­tack of cough­ing, and the whole busi­ness came to an end.

			Pelle worked away at his cob­bler’s wax, knead­ing the pitch and mix­ing grease with it. When the black lump was on the point of stiff­en­ing, he had to plunge both hands in­to hot wa­ter, so that he got hang­nails. Old Jeppe came trip­ping in from the yard, and Mas­ter An­dres quick­ly laid the cut­ting-board over his book and dili­gent­ly stropped his knife.

			“That’s right!” said Jeppe; “warm the wax, then it binds all the bet­ter.”

			Pelle had rolled the wax in­to balls, and had put them in the soak­ing-tub, and now stood silent; for he had not the courage of his own ac­cord to say, “I am ready.” The oth­ers had mag­ni­fied the “or­deal by wax” in­to some­thing pos­i­tive­ly ter­ri­ble; all sorts of ter­rors lurked in the mys­tery that was now await­ing him; and if he him­self had not known that he was a smart fel­low—why—yes, he would have left them all in the lurch. But now he meant to sub­mit to it, how­ev­er bad it might be; he on­ly want­ed time to swal­low first. Then at last he would have suc­ceed­ed in shak­ing off the peas­ant, and the hand­i­craft would be open to him, with its song and its wan­der­ing life and its smart jour­ney­man’s clothes. The work­shop here was no bet­ter than a stuffy hole where one sat and slaved over smelly greasy boots, but he saw that one must go through with it in or­der to reach the great world, where jour­ney­men wore patent-leather shoes on work­days and made footwear fit for kings. The lit­tle town had giv­en Pelle a pre­lim­i­nary fore­bod­ing that the world was al­most in­cred­i­bly great, and this fore­bod­ing filled him with im­pa­tience. He meant to con­quer it all!

			“Now I am ready!” he said res­o­lute­ly; now he would de­cide whether he and the hand­i­craft were made for one an­oth­er.

			“Then you can pull a waxed end—but make it as long as a bad year!” said the jour­ney­man.

			The old mas­ter was all on fire at the idea. He went over and watched Pelle close­ly, his tongue hang­ing out of his mouth; he felt quite young again, and be­gan to des­cant up­on his own ap­pren­tice­ship in Copen­hagen, six­ty years ago. Those were times! The ap­pren­tices didn’t lie in bed and snore in those days till six o’clock in the morn­ing, and throw down their work on the very stroke of eight, sim­ply to go out and run about. No; up they got at four, and stuck at it as long as there was work to do. Then fel­lows could work—and then they still learned some­thing; they were told things just once, and then—the knee-strap! Then, too, the man­u­al crafts still en­joyed some rep­u­ta­tion; even the kings had to learn a hand­i­craft. It was very dif­fer­ent to the present, with its bungling and cheap re­tail­ing and pinch­ing and par­ing ev­ery­where.

			The ap­pren­tices winked at one an­oth­er. Mas­ter An­dres and the jour­ney­man were silent. You might as well quar­rel with the sewing-ma­chine be­cause it purred. Jeppe was al­lowed to spin his yarn alone.

			“Are you wax­ing it well?” said lit­tle Nikas. “It’s for pigskin.”

			The oth­ers laughed, but Pelle rubbed the thread with a feel­ing as though he were build­ing his own scaf­fold.

			“Now I am ready!” he said, in a low voice.

			The largest pair of men’s lasts was tak­en down from the shelf, and these were tied to one end of the waxed-end and were let right down to the pave­ment. Peo­ple col­lect­ed in the street out­side, and stood there star­ing. Pelle had to lean right out of the win­dow, and bend over as far as he could, while Emil, as the old­est ap­pren­tice, laid the waxed-end over his neck. They were all on their feet now, with the ex­cep­tion of the young mas­ter; he took no part in this di­ver­sion.

			“Pull, then!” or­dered the jour­ney­man, who was di­rect­ing the solemn busi­ness. “Pull them along till they’re right un­der your feet!”

			Pelle pulled, and the heavy lasts jog­gled over the pave­ment, but he paused with a sigh; the waxed-end was slip­ping over his warm neck. He stood there stamp­ing, like an an­i­mal which stamps its feet on the ground, with­out know­ing why; he lift­ed them cau­tious­ly and looked at them in tor­ment.

			“Pull, pull!” or­dered Jeppe. “You must keep the thing mov­ing or it sticks!” But it was too late; the wax had hard­ened in the hairs of his nape—Fa­ther Lasse used to call them his “luck curls,” and proph­e­sied a great fu­ture for him on their ac­count—and there he stood, and could not re­move the waxed-end, how­ev­er hard he tried. He made droll gri­maces, the pain was so bad, and the sali­va ran out of his mouth.

			“Huh! He can’t even man­age a pair of lasts!” said Jeppe jeer­ing­ly. “He’d bet­ter go back to the land again and wash down the cows’ be­hinds!”

			Then Pelle, boil­ing with rage, gave a jerk, clos­ing his eyes and writhing as he loosed him­self. Some­thing sticky and slip­pery slipped through his fin­gers with the waxed-end; it was bloody hair, and across his neck the thread had bit­ten its way in a gut­ter of lymph and molten wax. But Pelle no longer felt the pain, his head was boil­ing so, and he felt a vague but tremen­dous long­ing to pick up a ham­mer and strike them all to the ground, and then to run through the street, bang­ing at the skulls of all he met. But then the jour­ney­man took the lasts off him, and the pain came back to him, and his whole mis­er­able plight. He heard Jeppe’s squeaky voice, and looked at the young mas­ter, who sat there sub­mis­sive­ly, with­out hav­ing the courage to ex­press his opin­ion, and all at once he felt ter­ri­bly sor­ry for him­self.

			“That was right,” buzzed old Jeppe, “a shoe­mak­er mustn’t be afraid to wax his hide a lit­tle. What? I be­lieve it has ac­tu­al­ly brought the wa­ter to his eyes! No, when I was ap­pren­tice we had a re­al or­deal; we had to pass the waxed-end twice round our necks be­fore we were al­lowed to pull. Our heads used to hang by a thread and dan­gle when we were done. Yes, those were times!”

			Pelle stood there shuf­fling, in or­der to fight down his tears; but he had to snig­ger with mis­chievous de­light at the idea of Jeppe’s dan­gling head.

			“Then we must see whether he can stand a buzzing head,” said the jour­ney­man, get­ting ready to strike him.

			“No, you can wait un­til he de­serves it,” said Mas­ter An­dres hasti­ly. “You will soon find an oc­ca­sion.”

			“Well, he’s done with the wax,” said Jeppe, “but the ques­tion is, can he sit? Be­cause there are some who nev­er learn the art of sit­ting.”

			“That must be test­ed, too, be­fore we can de­clare him to be use­ful,” said lit­tle Nikas, in dead­ly earnest.

			“Are you done with your tom­fool­ery now?” said Mas­ter An­dres an­gri­ly, and he went his way.

			But Jeppe was al­to­geth­er in his el­e­ment; his head was full of the mem­o­ries of his boy­hood, a whole train of dev­il­ish tricks, which com­plet­ed the or­di­na­tion. “Then we used to brand them in­deli­bly with their spe­cial branch, and they nev­er took to their heels, but they con­sid­ered it a great hon­or as long as they drew breath. But now these are weak­ly times and full of pre­tences; the one can’t do this and the oth­er can’t do that; and there’s leather col­ic and sore be­hinds and God knows what. Ev­ery oth­er day they come with cer­tifi­cates that they’re suf­fer­ing from boils from sit­ting down, and then you can be­gin all over again. No, in my time we be­haved very dif­fer­ent—the boo­by got held naked over a three-legged stool and a cou­ple of men used to go at him with knee-straps! That was leather on leather, and like that they learned, damn and blast it all! how to put up with sit­ting on a stool!”

			The jour­ney­man made a sign.

			“Now, is the seat of the stool ready con­se­crat­ed, and prayed over? Yes, then you can go over there and sit down.”

			Pelle went stupid­ly across the room and sat down—it was all the same to him. But he leaped in­to the air with a yell of pain, looked malev­o­lent­ly about him, and in a mo­ment he had a ham­mer in his hand. But he dropped it again, and now he cried—wept buck­ets of tears.

			“What the dev­il are you do­ing to him now?”

			The young mas­ter came out of the cut­ting-out room. “What dirty tricks are you hatch­ing now?” He ran his hand over the seat of the stool; it was stud­ded with bro­ken awl-points. “You are bar­barous dev­ils; any­one would think he was among a lot of sav­ages!”

			“What a weak­ling!” sneered Jeppe. “In these days a man can’t take a boy as ap­pren­tice and in­oc­u­late him a bit against boils! One ought to anoint the boo­bies back and front with hon­ey, per­haps, like the kings of Is­rael? But you are a free­thinker!”

			“You get out of this, fa­ther!” shout­ed Mas­ter An­dres, quite be­side him­self. “You get out of this, fa­ther!” He trem­bled, and his face was quite gray. And then he pushed the old man out of the room be­fore he had struck Pelle on the shoul­der and re­ceived him prop­er­ly in­to the hand­i­craft.

			Pelle sat there and re­flect­ed. He was al­to­geth­er dis­il­lu­sioned. All the covert al­lu­sions had evoked some­thing ter­ri­fy­ing, but at the same time im­pres­sive. In his imag­i­na­tion the or­deal had grown in­to some­thing that con­sti­tut­ed the great bar­ri­er of his life, so that one passed over to the oth­er side as quite a dif­fer­ent be­ing; it was some­thing af­ter the fash­ion of the mys­te­ri­ous cir­cum­ci­sion in the Bible, a con­se­cra­tion to new things. And now the whole thing was just a spite­ful­ly de­vised tor­ture!

			The young mas­ter threw him a pair of chil­dren’s shoes, which had to be soled. So he was ad­mit­ted to that de­part­ment, and need no longer sub­mit to pre­par­ing waxed-ends for the oth­ers! But the fact did not give him any plea­sure. He sat there strug­gling with some­thing ir­ra­tional that seemed to keep on ris­ing deep with­in him; when no one was look­ing he licked his fin­gers and drew them over his neck. He seemed to him­self like a half-stu­pe­fied cat which had freed it­self from the snare and sat there dry­ing its fur.

			Out of doors, un­der the ap­ple-trees, the sun­light lay green and gold­en, and a long way off, in the skip­per’s gar­den, three bright­ly dressed girls were walk­ing and play­ing; they seemed to Pelle like be­ings out of an­oth­er world. “For­tune’s chil­dren on the sun­bright shore,” as the song had it. From time to time a rat made its ap­pear­ance be­hind the pigsty, and went clat­ter­ing over the great heap of bro­ken glass that lay there. The pig stood there gob­bling down its spoiled pota­toes with that de­spair­ing noise that put an end to all Pelle’s proud dreams of the fu­ture, while it filled him with long­ing—oh, such a mad long­ing!

			And ev­ery­thing that pos­si­bly could do so made its as­sault up­on him at this mo­ment when he was feel­ing par­tic­u­lar­ly vic­to­ri­ous; the mis­eries of his pro­ba­tion here in the work­shop, the street urchins, the ap­pren­tices, who would not ac­cept him as one of them­selves, and all the sharp edges and cor­ners which he was con­tin­u­al­ly run­ning up against in this un­fa­mil­iar world. And then the smelly work­shop it­self, where nev­er a ray of sun­light en­tered. And no one here seemed to re­spect any­thing.

			When the mas­ter was not present, lit­tle Nikas would some­times in­dulge in tit­tle-tat­tle with the old­er ap­pren­tices. Re­marks were made at such times which opened new spheres of thought to Pelle, and he had to ask ques­tions; or they would talk of the coun­try, which Pelle knew bet­ter than all of them put to­geth­er, and he would chime in with some cor­rec­tion. Smack! came a box on his ears that would send him rolling in­to the cor­ner; he was to hold his tongue un­til he was spo­ken to. But Pelle, who was all eyes and ears, and had been ac­cus­tomed to dis­cuss ev­ery­thing in heav­en or earth with Fa­ther Lasse, could not learn to hold his tongue.

			Each ex­act­ed with a strong hand his quan­tum of re­spect, from the ap­pren­tices to the old mas­ter, who was near­ly burst­ing with pro­fes­sion­al pride in his hand­i­craft; on­ly Pelle had no claim to any re­spect what­ev­er, but must pay trib­ute to all. The young mas­ter was the on­ly one who did not press like a yoke on the young­ster’s neck. Easy­go­ing as he was, he would dis­re­gard the jour­ney­man and the rest, and at times he would plump him­self down be­side Pelle, who sat there feel­ing dread­ful­ly small.

			Out­side, when the sun was shin­ing through the trees in a par­tic­u­lar way, and a pe­cu­liar note came in­to the twit­ter­ing of the birds, Pelle knew it was about the time when the cows be­gan to get on their feet af­ter their mid­day chew­ing of the cud. And then a young­ster would come out from among the lit­tle fir-trees, lusti­ly crack­ing his whip; he was the gen­er­al of the whole lot—Pelle, the young­ster—who had no one set over him. And the fig­ure that came stum­bling across the arable yon­der, in or­der to drive the cows home—why, that was Lasse!

			Fa­ther Lasse!

			He did not know why, but it wrung a sob from him; it took him so un­awares. “Hold your row!” cried the jour­ney­man threat­en­ing­ly. Pelle was great­ly con­cerned; he had not once made the at­tempt to go over and see Lasse.

			The young mas­ter came to get some­thing off the shelf above his head, and leaned con­fi­den­tial­ly on Pelle’s shoul­der, his weak leg hang­ing free and dan­gling. He stood there loi­ter­ing for a time, star­ing at the sky out­side, and this warm hand on Pelle’s shoul­der qui­et­ed him.

			But there could be no talk of en­joy­ment when he thought where good Fa­ther Lasse was. He had not seen his fa­ther since that sun­ny morn­ing when he him­self had gone away and left the old man to his lone­li­ness. He had not heard of him; he had scarce­ly giv­en a thought to him. He had to get through the day with a whole skin, and to adapt him­self to the new life; a whole new world was be­fore him, in which he had to find his feet. Pelle had sim­ply had no time; the town had swal­lowed him.

			But at this mo­ment his con­duct con­front­ed him as the worst ex­am­ple of un­faith­ful­ness the world had ev­er known. And his neck con­tin­ued to hurt him—he must go some­where or oth­er where no one would look at him. He made a pre­tence of hav­ing to do some­thing in the yard out­side; he went be­hind the wash­house, and he crouched down by the wood­pile be­side the well.

			There he lay, shrink­ing in­to him­self, in the black­est de­spair at hav­ing left Fa­ther Lasse so shame­less­ly in the lurch, just for the sake of all these new strange sur­round­ings. Yes, and then, when they used to work to­geth­er, he had been nei­ther as good nor as heed­ful as he should have been. It was re­al­ly Lasse who, old as he was, had sac­ri­ficed him­self for Pelle, in or­der to light­en his work and take the worst of the bur­den off him, al­though Pelle had the younger shoul­ders. And he had been a lit­tle hard at times, as over that busi­ness be­tween his fa­ther and Madame Olsen; and he had not al­ways been very pa­tient with his good-hu­mored el­der­ly tit­tle-tat­tle, al­though if he could hear it now he would give his life to lis­ten. He could re­mem­ber on­ly too plain­ly oc­ca­sions when he had snapped at Lasse, so un­kind­ly that Lasse had giv­en a sigh and made off; for Lasse nev­er snapped back—he was on­ly silent and very sad.

			But how dread­ful that was! Pelle threw all his high-and-mighty airs to the winds and gave him­self up to de­spair. What was he do­ing here, with Fa­ther Lasse wan­der­ing among strangers, and per­haps un­able to find shel­ter? There was noth­ing with which he could con­sole him­self, no eva­sion or ex­cuse was pos­si­ble; Pelle howled at the thought of his faith­less­ness. And as he lay there de­spair­ing, wor­ry­ing over the whole busi­ness and cry­ing him­self in­to a state of ex­haus­tion, quite a man­ful re­solve be­gan to form with­in him; he must give up ev­ery­thing of his own—the fu­ture, and the great world, and all, and de­vote his days to mak­ing the old man’s life hap­py. He must go back to Stone Farm! He for­got that he was on­ly a child who could just earn his own keep. To pro­tect the in­firm old man at ev­ery point and make his life easy—that was just what he want­ed. And Pelle was by no means dis­posed to doubt that he could do it. In the midst of his child­ish col­lapse he took up­on him­self all the du­ties of a strong man.

			As he lay there, woe­be­gone, play­ing with a cou­ple of bits of fire­wood, the el­der-boughs be­hind the well part­ed, and a pair of big eyes stared at him won­der­ing­ly. It was on­ly Man­na.

			“Did they beat you—or why are you cry­ing?” she asked earnest­ly.

			Pelle turned his face away.

			Man­na shook her hair back and looked at him fixed­ly. “Did they beat you? What? If they did, I shall go in and scold them hard!”

			“What is it to you?”

			“Peo­ple who don’t an­swer aren’t well-be­haved.”

			“Oh, hold your row!”

			Then he was left in peace; over at the back of the gar­den Man­na and her two younger sis­ters were scram­bling about the trel­lis, hang­ing on it and gaz­ing stead­fast­ly across the yard at him. But that was noth­ing to him; he want­ed to know noth­ing about them; he didn’t want pet­ti­coats to pity him or in­ter­cede for him. They were saucy jades, even if their fa­ther had sailed on the wide ocean and earned a lot of mon­ey. If he had them here they would get the stick from him! Now he must con­tent him­self with putting out his tongue at them.

			He heard their hor­ri­fied out­cry—but what then? He didn’t want to go scram­bling about with them any more, or to play with the great conch-shells and lumps of coral in their gar­den! He would go back to the land and look af­ter his old fa­ther! Af­ter­ward, when that was done, he would go out in­to the world him­self, and bring such things home with him—whole shiploads of them!

			They were call­ing him from the work­shop win­dow. “Where in the world has that lit­tle blighter got to?” he heard them say. He start­ed, shrink­ing; he had quite for­got­ten that he was serv­ing his ap­pren­tice­ship. He got on his feet and ran quick­ly in­doors.

			Pelle had soon ti­died up af­ter leav­ing off work. The oth­ers had run out in search of amuse­ment; he was alone up­stairs in the gar­ret. He put his world­ly pos­ses­sions in­to his sack. There was a whole col­lec­tion of won­der­ful things—tin steam­boats, rail­way-trains, and hors­es that were hol­low in­side—as much of the ir­re­sistible won­ders of the town as he had been able to ob­tain for five white kro­ne pieces. They went in among the wash­ing, so that they should not get dam­aged, and then he threw the bag out of the gable-win­dow in­to the lit­tle al­ley. Now the ques­tion was how he him­self should slip through the kitchen with­out arous­ing the sus­pi­cions of Jeppe’s old wom­an; she had eyes like a witch, and Pelle had a feel­ing that ev­ery­one who saw him would know what he was about.

			But he went. He con­trolled him­self, and saun­tered along, so that the peo­ple should think he was tak­ing wash­ing to the laun­dry­wom­an; but he could on­ly keep it up as far as the first turn­ing; then he start­ed off as fast as he could go. He was home­sick. A few street-boys yelled and threw stones af­ter him, but that didn’t mat­ter, so long as he on­ly got away; he was in­sen­si­ble to ev­ery­thing but the re­morse and home­sick­ness that filled his heart.

			It was past mid­night when he at last reached the out­build­ings of Stone Farm. He was breath­less, and had a stitch in his side. He leaned against the ru­ined forge, and closed his eyes, the bet­ter to re­cov­er him­self. As soon as he had re­cov­ered his breath, he en­tered the cow­shed from the back and made for the herds­man’s room. The floor of the cow­shed felt fa­mil­iar to his feet, and now he came in the dark­ness to the place where the big bull lay. He breathed in the scent of the crea­ture’s body and blew it out again—ah, didn’t he re­mem­ber it! But the scent of the cowherd’s room was strange to him. “Fa­ther Lasse is ne­glect­ing him­self,” he thought, and he pulled the feath­erbed from un­der the sleep­er’s head. A strange voice be­gan to up­braid him. “Then isn’t this Lasse?” said Pelle. His knees were shak­ing un­der him.

			“Lasse?” cried the new cowherd, as he sat up­right. “Do you say Lasse? Have you come to fetch that child of God, Mr. Dev­il? They’ve been here al­ready from Hell and tak­en him with them—in the liv­ing body they’ve tak­en him there with them—he was too good for this world, d’ye see? Old Sa­tan was here him­self in the form of a wom­an and took him away. You’d bet­ter go there and look for him. Go straight on till you come to the dev­il’s great-grand­moth­er, and then you’ve on­ly got to ask your way to the hairy one.”

			Pelle stood for a while in the yard be­low and con­sid­ered. So Fa­ther Lasse had gone away! And want­ed to mar­ry, or was per­haps al­ready mar­ried. And to Kar­na, of course. He stood bolt-up­right, sunk in in­ti­mate mem­o­ries. The great farm lay hushed in moon­light, in deep­est slum­ber, and all about him rose mem­o­ries from their sleep, speak­ing to him ca­ress­ing­ly, with a voice like that con­tent­ed purring, re­mem­bered from child­hood, when the lit­tle kit­tens used to sleep up­on his pil­low, and he would lay his cheek against their soft, quiv­er­ing bod­ies.

			Pelle’s mem­o­ry had deep roots. Once, at Un­cle Kalle’s, he had laid him­self in the big twins’ cra­dle and had let the oth­er chil­dren rock him—he was then ful­ly nine years old—and as they rocked him a while the sur­round­ings be­gan to take hold of him, and he saw a smoky, raftered ceil­ing, which did not be­long to Kalle’s house, sway­ing high over his head, and he had a feel­ing that a muf­fled-up old wom­an, wrapped in a shawl, sat like a shad­ow at the head of the cra­dle, and rocked it with her foot. The cra­dle jolt­ed with the over-vig­or­ous rock­ing, and ev­ery time the rock­ing foot slipped from the foot­board it struck on the floor with the sound of a sprung wood­en shoe. Pelle jumped up—“she bumped so,” he said, be­wil­dered. “What? No, you cer­tain­ly dreamed that!” Kalle looked, smil­ing, un­der the rock­ers. “Bumped!” said Lasse. “That ought to suit you first-rate! At one time, when you were lit­tle, you couldn’t sleep if the cra­dle didn’t bump, so we had to make the rock­ers all un­even. It was al­most im­pos­si­ble to rock it. Beng­ta cracked many a good wood­en shoe in try­ing to give you your fan­cy.”

			The farm­yard here was like a great cra­dle, which swayed and swayed in the un­cer­tain moon­light, and now that Pelle had once quite sur­ren­dered him­self to the past, there was no end to the mem­o­ries of child­hood that rose with­in him. His whole ex­is­tence passed be­fore him, sway­ing above his head as be­fore, and the earth it­self seemed like a dark speck in the abysm of space.

			And then the cry­ing broke out from the house—big with des­tiny, to be heard all over the place, so that Kongstrup slunk away shame­faced, and the oth­er grew an­gry and un­govern­able. … And Lasse … yes, where was Fa­ther Lasse?

			With one leap, Pelle was in the brew-house, knock­ing on the door of the maid’s room.

			“Is that you, An­ders?” whis­pered a voice from with­in, and then the door opened, and a pair of arms fas­tened them­selves about him and drew him in. Pelle felt about him, and his hands sank in­to a naked bo­som—why, it was yel­low-haired Marie!

			“Is Kar­na still here?” he asked. “Can’t I speak to Kar­na a mo­ment?”

			They were glad to see him again; and yel­low-haired Marie pat­ted his cheeks quite af­fec­tion­ate­ly, and just be­fore that she kissed him too. Kar­na could scarce­ly re­cov­er from her sur­prise; he had ac­quired such a towns­man’s air. “And now you are a shoe­mak­er too, in the big­gest work­shop in the town! Yes, we’ve heard; Butch­er Jensen heard about it on the mar­ket. And you have grown tall and town­i­fied. You do hold your­self well!” Kar­na was dress­ing her­self.

			“Where is Fa­ther Lasse?” said Pelle; he had a lump in his throat on­ly from speak­ing of him.

			“Give me time, and I’ll come out with you. How fine you dress now! I should hard­ly have known you. Would you, Marie?”

			“He’s a dar­ling boy—he al­ways was,” said Marie, and she pushed at him with her arched foot—she was now in bed again.

			“It’s the same suit as I al­ways had,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, yes; but then you held your­self dif­fer­ent—there in town they all look like lords. Well, shall we go?”

			Pelle said good­bye to Marie af­fec­tion­ate­ly; it oc­curred to him that he had much to thank her for. She looked at him in a very odd way, and tried to draw his hand un­der the cov­er­let.

			“What’s the mat­ter with fa­ther?” said Pelle im­pa­tient­ly, as soon as they were out­side.

			Well, Lasse had tak­en to his heels too! He couldn’t stand it when Pelle had gone. And the work was too heavy for one. Where he was just at the mo­ment Kar­na could not say. “He’s now here, now there, con­sid­er­ing farms and hous­es,” she said proud­ly. “Some fine day he’ll be able to take you in on his vis­it to town.”

			“And how are things go­ing here?” in­quired Pelle.

			“Well, Erik has got his speech back and is be­gin­ning to be a man again—he can make him­self un­der­stood. And Kongstrup and his wife, they drink one against the oth­er.”

			“They drink to­geth­er, do they, like the wood­en shoe­mak­er and his old wom­an?”

			“Yes, and so much that they of­ten lie in the room up­stairs soak­ing, and can’t see one an­oth­er for the drink, they’re that fog­gy. Ev­ery­thing goes crooked here, as you may sup­pose, with no mas­ter. ‘Mas­ter­less, de­fence­less,’ as the old proverb says. But what can you say about it—they haven’t any­thing else in com­mon! But it’s all the same to me—as soon as Lasse finds some­thing I’m off!”

			Pelle could well be­lieve that, and had noth­ing to say against it. Kar­na looked at him from head to foot in sur­prise as they walked on. “They feed you dev­il­ish well in the town there, don’t they?”

			“Yes—vine­gary soup and rot­ten greaves. We were much bet­ter fed here.”

			She would not be­lieve it—it sound­ed too fool­ish. “But where are all the things they have in the shop win­dows—all the meats and cakes and sweet things? What be­comes of all them?”

			“That I don’t know,” said Pelle grumpi­ly; he him­self had racked his brains over this very ques­tion. “I get all I can eat, but wash­ing and clothes I have to see to my­self.”

			Kar­na could scarce­ly con­ceal her amaze­ment; she had sup­posed that Pelle had been, so to speak, caught up to Heav­en while yet liv­ing. “But how do you man­age?” she said anx­ious­ly. “You must find that dif­fi­cult. Yes, yes, di­rect­ly we set out feet un­der our own ta­ble we’ll help you all we can.”

			They part­ed up on the high road, and Pelle, tired and de­feat­ed, set out on his way back. It was broad day­light when he got back, and he crawled in­to bed with­out any­one notic­ing any­thing of his at­tempt­ed flight.

		
	
		
			III

			Lit­tle Nikas had washed the black­ing from his face and had put on his best clothes; he want­ed to go to the mar­ket with a bun­dle of wash­ing, which the butch­er from Aak­er was to take home to his moth­er, and Pelle walked be­hind him, car­ry­ing the bun­dle. Lit­tle Nikas salut­ed many friend­ly maid­ser­vants in the hous­es of the neigh­bor­hood, and Pelle found it more amus­ing to walk be­side him than to fol­low; two peo­ple who are to­geth­er ought to walk abreast. But ev­ery time he walked be­side the jour­ney­man the lat­ter pushed him in­to the gut­ter, and fi­nal­ly Pelle fell over a curb­stone; then he gave it up.

			Up the street the crazy watch­mak­er was stand­ing on the edge of his high steps, swing­ing a weight; it was at­tached to the end of a long cord, and he fol­lowed the swing­ing of the pen­du­lum with his fin­gers, as though he were tim­ing the beats. This was very in­ter­est­ing, and Pelle feared it would es­cape the jour­ney­man.

			“The watch­mak­er’s mak­ing an ex­per­i­ment,” he said cheer­ful­ly.

			“Stop your jaw!” said the jour­ney­man sharply. Then it oc­curred to Pelle that he was not al­lowed to speak, so he closed his mouth tight.

			He felt the bun­dle, in or­der to pic­ture to him­self what the con­tents were like. His eyes swept all the win­dows and the side streets, and ev­ery mo­ment he car­ried his free hand to his mouth, as though he were yawn­ing, and in­tro­duced a crumb of black bread, which he had picked up in the kitchen. His braces were bro­ken, so he had con­tin­u­al­ly to puff out his bel­ly; there were hun­dreds of things to look at, and the coal-mer­chant’s dog to be kicked while, in all good faith, he snuffed at a curb­stone.

			A fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion came to­ward them, and the jour­ney­man passed it with his head bared, so Pelle did the same. Eight at the back of the pro­ces­sion came Tai­lor Bjer­re­grav with his crutch; he al­ways fol­lowed ev­ery fu­ner­al, and al­ways walked light at the back be­cause his method of pro­gres­sion called for plen­ty of room. He would stand still and look on the ground un­til the last of the oth­er fol­low­ers had gone a few steps in ad­vance, then he would set his crutch in front of him, swing him­self for­ward for a space, and then stand still again. Then he would swing for­ward again on his lame legs, and again stand still and watch the oth­ers, and again take a few paces, look­ing like a slow­ly wan­der­ing pair of com­pass­es which was trac­ing the path fol­lowed by the pro­ces­sion.

			But the fun­ni­est thing was that the tai­lor had for­got­ten to but­ton up the flap of his black mourn­ing-breech­es, so that it hung over his knees like an apron. Pelle was not quite sure that the jour­ney­man had no­ticed this.

			“Bjer­re­grav has for­got­ten—”

			“Hold your jaw.” Lit­tle Nikas made a move­ment back­ward, and Pelle ducked his head and pressed his hand tight­ly to his mouth.

			Over in Staal Street there was a great up­roar; an enor­mous­ly fat wom­an was stand­ing there quar­relling with two sea­men. She was in her night­cap and pet­ti­coat, and Pelle knew her.

			“That’s the Sow!” he be­gan. “She’s a dread­ful wom­an; up at Stone Farm—”

			Smack! Lit­tle Nikas gave him such a box on the ear that he had to sit down on the wood­carv­er’s steps. “One, two, three, four—that’s it; now come on!” He count­ed ten steps for­ward and set off again. “But God help you if you don’t keep your dis­tance!”

			Pelle kept his dis­tance re­li­gious­ly, but he in­stant­ly dis­cov­ered that lit­tle Nikas, like old Jeppe, had too large a pos­te­ri­or. That cer­tain­ly came of sit­ting too much—and it twist­ed one’s loins. He pro­trud­ed his own but­tocks as far as he could, smoothed down a crease in his jack­et over his hips, raised him­self el­e­gant­ly up­on the balls of his feet and marched proud­ly for­ward, one hand thrust in­to the breast of his coat. If the jour­ney­man scratched him­self, Pelle did the same—and he swayed his body in the same buoy­ant man­ner; his cheeks were burn­ing, but he was high­ly pleased with him­self.

			Di­rect­ly he was his own mas­ter he went the round of the coun­try butch­ers, ques­tion­ing them, in the hope of hear­ing some news of Lasse, but no one could tell him any­thing. He went from cart to cart, ask­ing his ques­tions. “Lasse Karl­son?” said one. “Ah, he was cowherd up at Stone Farm!” Then he called to an­oth­er, ask­ing him about Lasse—the old cowherd at Stone Farm—and he again called to a third, and they all gath­ered about the carts, in or­der to talk the mat­ter over. There were men here who trav­elled all over the is­land4 in or­der to buy cat­tle; they knew ev­ery­thing and ev­ery­body, but they could tell him noth­ing of Lasse. “Then he’s not in the is­land,” said one, very de­cid­ed­ly. “You must get an­oth­er fa­ther, my lad!”

			Pelle did not feel in­clined for chaff, so he slipped away. Be­sides, he must go back and get to work; the young mas­ter, who was busi­ly go­ing from cart to cart, or­der­ing meat, had called to him. They hung to­geth­er like the halves of a pea-pod when it was a ques­tion of keep­ing the ap­pren­tices on the curb, al­though oth­er­wise they were jeal­ous enough of one an­oth­er.

			Bjer­re­grav’s crutch stood be­hind the door, and he him­self sat in stiff fu­ne­re­al state by the win­dow; he held a fold­ed white hand­ker­chief in his fold­ed hands, and was dili­gent­ly mop­ping his eyes.

			“Was he per­haps a re­la­tion of yours?” said the young mas­ter sly­ly.

			“No; but it is so sad for those who are left—a wife and chil­dren. There is al­ways some­one to mourn and re­gret the dead. Man’s life is a strange thing, An­dres.”

			“Ah, and pota­toes are bad this year, Bjer­re­grav!”

			Neigh­bor Jör­gen filled up the whole door­way. “Lord, here we have that blessed Bjer­re­grav!” he shout­ed; “and in state, too! What’s on to­day then—go­ing court­ing, are you?”

			“I’ve been fol­low­ing!” an­swered Bjer­re­grav, in a hushed voice.

			The big bak­er made an in­vol­un­tary move­ment; he did not like be­ing un­ex­pect­ed­ly re­mind­ed of death. “You, Bjer­re­grav, you ought to be a hearse-driv­er; then at least you wouldn’t work to no pur­pose!”

			“It isn’t to no pur­pose when they are dead,” stam­mered Bjer­re­grav. “I am not so poor that I need much, and there is no one who stands near to me. No liv­ing per­son los­es any­thing be­cause I fol­low those who die. And then I know them all, and I’ve fol­lowed them all in thought since they were born,” he added apolo­get­i­cal­ly.

			“If on­ly you got in­vit­ed to the fu­ner­al feast and got some­thing of all the good things they have to eat,” con­tin­ued the bak­er, “I could un­der­stand it bet­ter.”

			“The poor wid­ow, who sits there with her four lit­tle ones and doesn’t know how she’s to feed them—to take food from her—no, I couldn’t do it! She’s had to bor­row three hun­dred kro­ner so that her man could have a re­spectable fu­ner­al par­ty.”

			“That ought to be for­bid­den by law,” said Mas­ter An­dres; “any­one with lit­tle chil­dren hasn’t the right to throw away mon­ey on the dead.”

			“She is giv­ing her hus­band the last hon­ors,” said Jeppe re­prov­ing­ly. “That is the du­ty of ev­ery good wife.”

			“Of course,” re­joined Mas­ter An­dres. “God knows, some­thing must be done. It’s like the per­for­mances on the oth­er side of the earth, where the wid­ow throws her­self on the fu­ner­al pyre when the hus­band dies, and has to be burned to death.”

			Bak­er Jör­gen scratched his thighs and gri­maced. “You are try­ing to get us to swal­low one of your stink­ing lies, An­dres. You’d nev­er get a wom­an to do that, if I know any­thing of wom­ankind.”

			But Bjer­re­grav knew that the shoe­mak­er was not ly­ing, and flut­tered his thin hands in the air, as though he were try­ing to keep some­thing in­vis­i­ble from touch­ing his body. “God be thanked that we came in­to the world on this is­land here,” he said, in a low voice. “Here on­ly or­di­nary things hap­pen, how­ev­er wrong­head­ed they may be.”

			“What puz­zles me is where she got all that mon­ey!” said the bak­er.

			“She’s bor­rowed it, of course,” said Bjer­re­grav, in a tone of voice that made it clear that he want­ed to ter­mi­nate the con­ver­sa­tion.

			Jeppe re­tort­ed con­temp­tu­ous­ly, “Who’s go­ing to lend a poor mate’s wid­ow three hun­dred kro­ner? He might as well throw it in­to the sea right away.”

			But Bak­er Jör­gen gave Bjer­re­grav a great smack on the back. “You’ve giv­en her the mon­ey, it’s you has done it; no­body else would he such a sil­ly sheep!” he said threat­en­ing­ly.

			“You let me be!” stam­mered Bjer­re­grav. “I’ve done noth­ing to you! And she has had one hap­py day in the midst of all her sor­row.” His hands were trem­bling.

			“You’re a goat!” said Jeppe short­ly.

			“What is Bjer­re­grav re­al­ly think­ing about when he stands like this look­ing down in­to the grave?” asked the young mas­ter, in or­der to di­vert the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“I am think­ing: Now you are ly­ing there, where you are bet­ter off than here,” said the old tai­lor sim­ply.

			“Yes, be­cause Bjer­re­grav fol­lows on­ly poor peo­ple,” said Jeppe, rather con­temp­tu­ous­ly.

			“I can’t help it, but I’m al­ways think­ing,” con­tin­ued Mas­ter An­dres; “just sup­pos­ing it were all a take-in! Sup­pose he fol­lows them and en­joys the whole thing—and then there’s noth­ing! That’s why I nev­er like to see a fu­ner­al.”

			“Ah, you see, that’s the ques­tion—sup­pos­ing there’s noth­ing.” Bak­er Jör­gen turned his thick body. “Here we go about imag­in­ing a whole lot of things; but what if it’s all just lies?”

			“That’s the mind of an un­be­liev­er!” said Jeppe, and stamped vi­o­lent­ly on the floor.

			“God pre­serve my mind from un­be­lief!” re­tort­ed broth­er Jör­gen, and he stroked his face grave­ly. “But a man can’t very well help think­ing. And what does a man see round about him? Sick­ness and death and hal­leluiah! We live, and we live, I tell you, Broth­er Jeppe—and we live in or­der to live! But, good heav­ens! all the poor things that aren’t born yet!”

			He sank in­to thought again, as was usu­al with him when he thought of Lit­tle Jör­gen, who re­fused to come in­to the world and as­sume his name and like­ness, and car­ry on af­ter him. … There lay his be­lief; there was noth­ing to be done about it. And the oth­ers be­gan to speak in hushed voic­es, in or­der not to dis­turb his mem­o­ries.

			Pelle, who con­cerned him­self with ev­ery­thing in heav­en and earth, had been ab­sorb­ing ev­ery word that was spo­ken with his pro­trud­ing ears, but when the con­ver­sa­tion turned up­on death he yawned. He him­self had nev­er been se­ri­ous­ly ill, and since Moth­er Beng­ta died, death had nev­er en­croached up­on his world. And that was lucky for him, as it would have been a case of all or noth­ing, for he had on­ly Fa­ther Lasse. For Pelle the cru­el hands of death hard­ly ex­ist­ed, and he could not un­der­stand how peo­ple could lay them­selves down with their noses in the air; there was so much to ob­serve here be­low—the town alone kept one busy.

			On the very first evening he had run out to look for the oth­er boys, just where the crowd was thick­est. There was no use in wait­ing; Pelle was ac­cus­tomed to take the bull by the horns, and he longed to be tak­en in­to fa­vor.

			“What sort of brat is that?” they said, flock­ing round him.

			“I’m Pelle,” he said, stand­ing con­fi­dent­ly in the midst of the group, and look­ing at them all. “I have been at Stone Farm since I was eight, and that is the big­gest farm in the north coun­try.” He had put his hands in his pock­ets, and spat cool­ly in front of him, for that was noth­ing to what he had in re­serve.

			“Oh, so you’re a farmer chap, then!” said one, and the oth­ers laughed. Rud was among them.

			“Yes,” said Pelle; “and I’ve done a bit of plough­ing, and mow­ing fod­der for the calves.”

			They winked at one an­oth­er. “Are you re­al­ly a farmer chap?”

			“Yes, tru­ly,” replied Pelle, per­plexed; they had spo­ken the word in a tone which he now re­marked.

			They all burst out laugh­ing: “He con­fess­es it him­self. And he comes from the big­gest farm in the coun­try. Then he’s the big­gest farmer in the coun­try!”

			“No, the farmer was called Kongstrup,” said Pelle em­phat­i­cal­ly. “I was on­ly the herd-boy.”

			They roared with laugh­ter. “He doesn’t see it now! Why, Lord, that’s the big­gest farmer’s lout!”

			Pelle had not yet lost his head, for he had heav­ier am­mu­ni­tion, and now he was about to play a trump. “And there at the farm there was a man called Erik, who was so strong that he could thrash three men, but the bailiff was stronger still; and he gave Erik such a blow that he lost his sens­es.”

			“Oh, in­deed! How did he man­age that? Can you hit a farmer chap so that he los­es his sens­es? Who was it hit you like that?” The ques­tions rained up­on him.

			Pelle pushed the boy who had asked the last ques­tion, and fixed his eyes up­on his. But the ras­cal let fly at him again. “Take care of your best clothes,” he said, laugh­ing. “Don’t crum­ple your cuffs!”

			Pelle had put on a clean blue shirt, of which the neck­band and wrist­bands had to serve as col­lar and cuffs. He knew well enough that he was clean and neat, and now they were be­ing smart at his ex­pense on that very ac­count.

			“And what sort of a pair of Elbe barges has he got on? Good Lord! Why, they’d fill half the har­bor!” This was in ref­er­ence to Kongstrup’s shoes. Pelle had de­bat­ed with him­self as to whether he should wear them on a week­day. “When did you cel­e­brate hir­ing-day?” asked a third. This was in ref­er­ence to his fat red cheeks.

			Now he was ready to jump out of his skin, and cast his eyes around to see if there was noth­ing with which he could lay about him, for this would in­fal­li­bly end in an at­tack up­on the whole par­ty. Pelle al­ready had them all against him.

			But just then a long, thin lad came for­ward. “Have you a pret­ty sis­ter?” he asked.

			“I have no sis­ters at all,” an­swered Pelle short­ly.

			“That’s a shame. Well, can you play hide-and-seek?”

			Of course Pelle could!

			“Well, then, play!” The thin boy pushed Pelle’s cap over his eyes, and turned him with his face against the plank fence. “Count to a hun­dred—and no cheat­ing, I tell you!”

			No, Pelle would not cheat—he would nei­ther look nor count short—so much de­pend­ed on this be­gin­ning. But he solemn­ly promised him­self to use his legs to some pur­pose; they should all be caught, one af­ter an­oth­er! He fin­ished his count­ing and took his cap from his eyes. No one was to be seen. “Say ‘peep’!” he cried; but no one an­swered. For half an hour Pelle searched among tim­bers and ware­hous­es, and at last he slipped away home and to bed. But he dreamed, that night, that he caught them all, and they elect­ed him as their lead­er for all fu­ture time.

			The town did not meet him with open arms, in­to which he could fall, with his child­like con­fi­dence, and be car­ried up the lad­der. Here, ap­par­ent­ly, one did not talk about the hero­ic deeds which else­where gave a man foothold; here such things mere­ly aroused scorn­ful laugh­ter. He tried it again and again, al­ways with some­thing new, but the an­swer was al­ways the same—“Farmer!” His whole lit­tle per­son was over­flow­ing with good­will, and he be­came de­plorably de­ject­ed.

			Pelle soon per­ceived that his whole store of am­mu­ni­tion was crum­bling be­tween his hands, and any re­spect he had won at home, on the farm or in the vil­lage, by his courage and good na­ture, went for noth­ing here. Here oth­er qual­i­ties count­ed; there was a dif­fer­ent jar­gon, the clothes were dif­fer­ent, and peo­ple went about things in a dif­fer­ent way. Ev­ery­thing he had val­ued was turned to ridicule, even down to his pret­ty cap with its earflaps and its rib­bon adorned with rep­re­sen­ta­tions of har­vest im­ple­ments. He had come to town so calm­ly con­fi­dent in him­self—to make the painful dis­cov­ery that he was a laugh­able ob­ject! Ev­ery time he tried to make one of a par­ty, he was pushed to one side; he had no right to speak to oth­ers; he must take the hind­most rank!

			Noth­ing re­mained to him but to sound the re­treat all along the line un­til he had reached the low­est place of all. And hard as this was for a smart young­ster who was burn­ing to set his mark on ev­ery­thing, Pelle did it, and con­fi­dent­ly pre­pared to scram­ble up again. How­ev­er sore his de­feat, he al­ways re­tained an ob­sti­nate feel­ing of his own worth, which no one could take away from him. He was per­suad­ed that the trou­ble lay not with him­self but with all sorts of things about him, and he set him­self rest­less­ly to find out the new val­ues and to con­duct a war of elim­i­na­tion against him­self. Af­ter ev­ery de­feat he took him­self un­wea­ried­ly to task, and the next evening he would go forth once more, en­riched by so many ex­pe­ri­ences, and would suf­fer de­feat at a new point. He want­ed to con­quer—but what must he not sac­ri­fice first? He knew of noth­ing more splen­did than to march re­sound­ing­ly through the streets, his legs thrust in­to Lasse’s old boots—this was the essence of man­li­ness. But he was man enough to ab­stain from so do­ing—for here such con­duct would be re­gard­ed as boor­ish. It was hard­er for him to sup­press his past; it was so in­sep­a­ra­ble from Fa­ther Lasse that he was ob­sessed by a sense of un­faith­ful­ness. But there was no al­ter­na­tive; if he want­ed to get on he must adapt him­self in ev­ery­thing, in prej­u­dices and opin­ions alike. But he promised him­self to flout the lot of them so soon as he felt suf­fi­cient­ly high-spir­it­ed.

			What dis­tressed him most was the fact that his hand­i­craft was so lit­tle re­gard­ed. How­ev­er ac­com­plished he might be­come, the cob­bler was, and re­mained, a poor crea­ture with a pitchy snout and a big be­hind! Per­son­al per­for­mance count­ed for noth­ing; it was ob­vi­ous that he must as soon as pos­si­ble es­cape in­to some oth­er walk of life.

			But at least he was in the town, and as one of its in­hab­i­tants—there was no get­ting over that. And the town seemed still as great and as splen­did, al­though it had lost the look of en­chant­ment it once had, when Lasse and he had passed through it on their way to the coun­try. Most of the peo­ple wore their Sun­day clothes, and many sat still and earned lots of mon­ey, but no one knew how. All roads came hith­er, and the town swal­lowed ev­ery­thing: pigs and corn and men—ev­ery­thing soon­er or lat­er found its har­bor here! The Sow lived here with Rud, who was now ap­pren­ticed to a painter, and the twins were here! And one day Pelle saw a tall boy lean­ing against a door and bel­low­ing at the top of his voice, his arms over his face, while a cou­ple of small­er boys were thrash­ing him; it was Howl­ing Pe­ter, who was cook’s boy on a ves­sel. Ev­ery­thing flowed in­to the town!

			But Fa­ther Lasse—he was not here!

		
	
		
			IV

			There was some­thing about the town that made it hard to go to bed and hard to get up. In the town there was no sun­rise shin­ing over the earth and wak­ing ev­ery­body. The open face of morn­ing could not be seen in­doors. And the dy­ing day poured no evening weari­ness in­to one’s limbs, driv­ing them to re­pose; life seemed here to flow in the re­verse di­rec­tion, for here peo­ple grew live­ly at night!

			About half-past six in the morn­ing the mas­ter, who slept down­stairs, would strike the ceil­ing with his stick. Pelle, whose busi­ness it was to re­ply, would me­chan­i­cal­ly sit up and strike the side of the bed­stead with his clenched fist. Then, still sleep­ing, he would fall back again. Af­ter a while the process was re­peat­ed. But then the mas­ter grew im­pa­tient. “Dev­il take it! aren’t you go­ing to get up to­day?” he would bel­low. “Is this to end in my bring­ing you your cof­fee in bed?” Drunk­en with sleep, Pelle would tum­ble out of bed. “Get up, get up!” he would cry, shak­ing the oth­ers. Jens got nim­bly on his feet; he al­ways awoke with a cry of ter­ror, guard­ing his head; but Emil and Pe­ter, who were in the hob­blede­hoy stage, were ter­ri­bly dif­fi­cult to wake.

			Pelle would has­ten down­stairs, and be­gin to set ev­ery­thing in or­der, fill­ing the soak­ing-tub and lay­ing a sand-heap by the win­dow-bench for the mas­ter to spit in­to. He both­ered no fur­ther about the oth­ers; he was in a morn­ing tem­per him­self. On the days when he had to set­tle right away in­to the cob­bler’s hunch, with­out first run­ning a few ear­ly er­rands or do­ing a few odd tasks, it took hours to thaw him.

			He used to look round to see whether on the pre­ced­ing evening he had made a chalk-mark in any con­spic­u­ous place; for then there must be some­thing that he had to re­mem­ber. Mem­o­ry was not his strong point, hence this in­ge­nious de­vice. Then it was on­ly a mat­ter of not for­get­ting what the mark stood for; if he for­got, he was no bet­ter off than be­fore.

			When the work­shop was tidy, he would hur­ry down­stairs and run out for Madame, to fetch morn­ing rolls “for them­selves.” He him­self was giv­en a wheat­en bis­cuit with his cof­fee, which he drank out in the kitchen, while the old wom­an went grum­bling to and fro. She was dry as a mum­my and moved about bent dou­ble, and when she was not us­ing her hands she car­ried one fore­arm pressed against her midriff. She was dis­con­tent­ed with ev­ery­thing, and was al­ways talk­ing of the grave. “My two el­dest are over­seas, in Amer­i­ca and Aus­tralia; I shall nev­er see them again. And here at home two men­folk go strut­ting about do­ing noth­ing and ex­pect­ing to be wait­ed on. An­dres, poor fel­low, isn’t strong, and Jeppe’s no use any longer; he can’t even keep him­self warm in bed nowa­days. But they know how to ask for things, that they do, and they let me go run­ning all over the place with­out any help; I have to do ev­ery­thing my­self. I shall tru­ly thank God when at last I lie in my grave. What are you stand­ing there for with your mouth and your eyes wide open? Get away with you!” There­upon Pelle would fin­ish his cof­fee—it was sweet­ened with brown sug­ar—out of doors, by the work­shop win­dow.

			In the morn­ings, be­fore the mas­ter ap­peared, there was no great ea­ger­ness to work; they were all sleepy still, look­ing for­ward to a long, drea­ry day. The jour­ney­man did not en­cour­age them to work; he had a dif­fi­cul­ty in find­ing enough for him­self. So they sat there wool­gath­er­ing, strik­ing a few blows with the ham­mer now and then for ap­pear­ance’s sake, and one or an­oth­er would fall asleep again over the ta­ble. They all start­ed when three blows were struck on the wall as a sig­nal for Pelle.

			“What are you do­ing? It seems to me you are very idle in there!” the mas­ter would say, star­ing sus­pi­cious­ly at Pelle. But Pelle had re­marked what work each was sup­posed to have in hand, and would run over it all. “What day’s this—Thurs­day? Damna­tion take it! Tell that Jens he’s to put aside Man­na’s up­pers and be­gin on the pi­lot’s boots this mo­ment—they were promised for last Mon­day.” The mas­ter would strug­gle mis­er­ably to get his breath: “Ah, I’ve had a bad night, Pelle, a hor­ri­ble night; I was so hot, with such a ring­ing in my ears. New blood is so dev­il­ish­ly un­ruly; it’s all the time boil­ing in my head like so­da-wa­ter. But it’s a good thing I’m mak­ing it, God knows; I used to be so soon done up. Do you be­lieve in Hell? Heav­en, now, that’s sheer non­sense; what hap­pi­ness can we ex­pect else­where if we can’t be prop­er­ly hap­py here? But do you be­lieve in Hell? I dreamed I’d spat up the last bit of my lungs and that I went to Hell. ‘What the dev­il d’you want here, An­dres?’ they asked me; ‘your heart is still whole!’ And they wouldn’t have me. But what does that sig­ni­fy? I can’t breathe with my heart, so I’m dy­ing. And what be­comes of me then? Will you tell me that?

			“There’s some­thing that bids a man en­ter again in­to his moth­er’s womb; now if on­ly a man could do that, and come in­to the world again with two sound legs, you’d see me dis­ap­pear over­sea dou­ble-quick, whoop! I wouldn’t stay mess­ing about here any longer. … Well, have you seen your navel yet to­day? Yes, you raga­muf­fin, you laugh; but I’m in earnest. It would pay you well if you al­ways be­gan the day by con­tem­plat­ing your navel.”

			The mas­ter was half se­ri­ous, half jest­ing. “Well, now, you can fetch me my port wine; it’s on the shelf, be­hind the box with the laces in it. I’m dead­ly cold.”

			Pelle came back and an­nounced that the bot­tle was emp­ty. The mas­ter looked at him mild­ly.

			“Then run along and get me an­oth­er. I’ve no mon­ey—you must say—well, think it out for your­self; you’ve got a head.” The mas­ter looked at him with an ex­pres­sion which went to Pelle’s heart, so that he of­ten felt like burst­ing in­to tears. Hith­er­to Pelle’s life had been spent on the straight high­way; he did not un­der­stand this com­bi­na­tion of wit and mis­ery, rogu­ish­ness and dead­ly af­flic­tion. But he felt some­thing of the pres­ence of the good God, and trem­bled in­ward­ly; he would have died for the young mas­ter.

			When the weath­er was wet it was dif­fi­cult for the sick man to get about; the cold pulled him down. If he came in­to the work­shop, fresh­ly washed and with his hair still wet, he would go over to the cold stove, and stand there, stamp­ing his feet. His cheeks had quite fall­en in. “I’ve so lit­tle blood for the mo­ment,” he said at such times, “but the new blood is on the way; it sings in my ears ev­ery night.” Then he would be silent a while. “There, by my soul, we’ve got a piece of lung again,” he said, and showed Pelle, who stood at the stove brush­ing shoes, a gelati­nous lump. “But they grow again af­ter­ward!”

			“The mas­ter will soon be in his thir­ti­eth year,” said the jour­ney­man; “then the dan­ger­ous time is over.”

			“Yes, deuce take it—if on­ly I can hang to­geth­er so long—on­ly an­oth­er six months,” said the mas­ter ea­ger­ly, and he looked at Pelle, as though Pelle had it in his pow­er to help him; “on­ly an­oth­er six months! Then the whole body re­news it­self—new lungs—ev­ery­thing new. But new legs, God knows, I shall nev­er get.”

			A pe­cu­liar, se­cret un­der­stand­ing grew up be­tween Pelle and the mas­ter; it did not man­i­fest it­self in words, but in glances, in tones of the voice, and in the whole con­duct of each. When Pelle stood be­hind him, it was as though even the mas­ter’s leather jack­et emit­ted a feel­ing of warmth, and Pelle fol­lowed him with his eyes when­ev­er and wher­ev­er he could, and the mas­ter’s be­hav­ior to Pelle was dif­fer­ent from his be­hav­ior to the oth­ers.

			When, on his re­turn from run­ning er­rands in the town, he came to the cor­ner, he was de­light­ed to see the young mas­ter stand­ing in the door­way, tight­ly grasp­ing his stick, with his lame leg in an easy po­si­tion. He stood there, sweep­ing his eyes from side to side, gaz­ing long­ing­ly in­to the dis­tance. This was his place when he was not in­doors, sit­ting over some book of ad­ven­ture. But Pelle liked him to stand there, and as he slipped past he would hang his head shy­ly, for it of­ten hap­pened that the mas­ter would clutch his shoul­der, so hard that it hurt, and shake him to and fro, and would say af­fec­tion­ate­ly: “Oh, you limb of Sa­tan!” This was the on­ly en­dear­ment that life had vouch­safed Pelle, and he sunned him­self in it.

			Pelle could not un­der­stand the mas­ter, nor did he un­der­stand his sighs and groans. The mas­ter nev­er went out, save as an ex­cep­tion, when he was feel­ing well; then he would hob­ble across to the beer-house and make up a par­ty, but as a rule his trav­els end­ed at the house door. There he would stand, look­ing about him a lit­tle, and then he would hob­ble in­doors again, with that in­fec­tious good hu­mor which trans­formed the dark work­shop in­to a grove full of the twit­ter­ing of birds. He had nev­er been abroad, and he felt no crav­ing to go; but in spite of this his mind and his speech roamed over the whole wide world, so that Pelle at times felt like fall­ing sick from sheer long­ing. He de­mand­ed noth­ing more than health of the fu­ture, and ad­ven­tures hov­ered all about him; one re­ceived the im­pres­sion that hap­pi­ness it­self had flut­tered to earth and set­tled up­on him. Pelle idol­ized him, but did not un­der­stand him. The mas­ter, who at one mo­ment would make sport of his lame leg and the next mo­ment for­get that he had one, or jest about his pover­ty as though he were fling­ing good gold pieces about him—this was a man Pelle could not fath­om. He was no wis­er when he se­cret­ly looked in­to the books which Mas­ter An­dres read so breath­less­ly; he would have been con­tent with a much more mod­est ad­ven­ture than a jour­ney to the North Pole or the cen­ter of the earth, if on­ly he him­self could have been of the par­ty.

			He had no op­por­tu­ni­ty to sit still and in­dulge in fan­cies. Ev­ery mo­ment it was, “Pelle, run and do some­thing or oth­er!” Ev­ery­thing was pur­chased in small quan­ti­ties, al­though it was ob­tained on cred­it. “Then it doesn’t run up so,” Jeppe used to say; it was all the same to Mas­ter An­dres. The fore­man’s young wom­an came run­ning in; she ab­so­lute­ly must have her young la­dy’s shoes; they were promised for Mon­day. The mas­ter had quite for­got­ten them. “They are in hand now,” he said, un­daunt­ed. “To the dev­il with you, Jens!” And Jens had hasti­ly thrust a pair of lasts in­to the shoes, while Mas­ter An­dres went out­side with the girl, and joked with her on the land­ing, in or­der to smooth her down. “Just a few nails, so that they’ll hang to­geth­er,” said the mas­ter to Jens. And then, “Pelle, out you go, as quick as your legs will car­ry you! Say we’ll send for them ear­ly to­mor­row morn­ing and fin­ish them prop­er­ly! But run as though the dev­il were at your heels!”

			Pelle ran, and when he re­turned, just as he was slip­ping in­to his leather apron, he had to go out again. “Pelle, run out and bor­row a few brass nails—then we needn’t buy any to­day. Go to Klausen—no, go to Blom, rather; you’ve been to Klausen al­ready this morn­ing.”

			“Blom’s are an­gry about the screw-block!” said Pelle.

			“Death and all the dev­ils! We must see about putting it in re­pair and re­turn­ing it; re­mem­ber that, and take it with you to the smith’s. Well, what in the world shall we do?” The young mas­ter stared help­less­ly from one to an­oth­er.

			“Shoe­mak­er Mark­er,” sug­gest­ed lit­tle Nikas.

			“We don’t bor­row from Mark­er,” and the mas­ter wrin­kled his fore­head. “Mark­er’s a louse!” Mark­er had suc­ceed­ed in steal­ing one of the old­est cus­tomers of the work­shop.

			“There isn’t salt to eat an egg!”

			“Well, what shall I do?” asked Pelle, some­what im­pa­tient­ly.

			The mas­ter sat for a while in si­lence. “Well, take it, then!” he cried, and threw a kro­ne to­ward Pelle; “I have no peace from you so long as I’ve got a far­thing in my pock­et, you de­mon! Buy a pack­et and pay back Klausen and Blom what we’ve bor­rowed.”

			“But then they’d see we’ve got a whole pack­et,” said Pelle.

			“Be­sides, they owe us lots of oth­er things that they’ve bor­rowed of us.” Pelle showed cir­cum­spec­tion in his deal­ings.

			“What a rogue!” said the mas­ter, and he set­tled him­self to read. “Lord above us, what a gal­lows-bird!” He looked ex­treme­ly con­tent­ed.

			And af­ter a time it was once more, “Pelle, run out, etc.”

			The day was large­ly passed in run­ning er­rands, and Pelle was not one to cur­tail them; he had no lik­ing for the smelly work­shop and its wood­en chairs. There was so much to be fetched and car­ried, and Pelle con­sid­ered these er­rands to be his es­pe­cial du­ty; when he had noth­ing else to do he roved about like a young pup­py, and thrust his nose in­to ev­ery­thing. Al­ready the town had no more se­crets from him.

			There was in Pelle an hon­or­able streak which sub­dued the whole. But hith­er­to he had suf­fered on­ly de­feat; he had again and again sac­ri­ficed his qual­i­ties and ac­com­plish­ments, with­out so far re­ceiv­ing any­thing in re­turn. His timid­i­ty and dis­trust he had stripped from him in­doors, where it was of im­por­tance that he should open his de­fences on all sides, and his sol­id qual­i­ties he was on the point of sac­ri­fic­ing on the al­tar of the town as boor­ish. But the less pro­tec­tion he pos­sessed the more he gained in in­tre­pid­i­ty, so he went about out-of-doors un­daunt­ed­ly—the town should be con­quered. He was en­ticed out of the safe refuge of his shell, and might eas­i­ly be gob­bled up.

			The town had lured him from the se­cu­ri­ty of his lair, but in oth­er mat­ters he was the same good lit­tle fel­low—most peo­ple would have seen no dif­fer­ence in him, ex­cept that he had grown taller. But Fa­ther Lasse would have wept tears of blood to see his boy as he now walked along the streets, full of un­cer­tain­ty and un­easy im­i­ta­tive­ness, wear­ing his best coat on a work­day, and yet dis­or­der­ly in his dress.

			Yon­der he goes, saun­ter­ing along with a pair of boots, his fin­gers thrust through the string of the par­cel, whistling with an air of brava­do. Now and again he makes a gri­mace and moves cau­tious­ly—when his trousers rub the sen­si­tive spots of his body. He has had a bad day. In the morn­ing he was pass­ing a smithy, and al­lowed the splen­did dis­play of en­er­gy with­in, half in the fire­light and half in the shad­ow, to de­tain him. The flames and the clang­ing of the met­al, the whole live­ly up­roar of re­al work, fas­ci­nat­ed him, and he had to go in and ask whether there was an open­ing for an ap­pren­tice. He was not so stupid as to tell them where he came from, but when he got home, Jeppe had al­ready been told of it! But that is soon for­got­ten, un­less, in­deed, his trousers rub against his sore places. Then he re­mem­bers it; re­mem­bers that in this world ev­ery­thing has to be paid for; there is no get­ting out of things; once one be­gins any­thing one has to eat one’s way through it, like the boy in the fairy­tale. And this dis­cov­ery is, in the ab­stract, not so strik­ing­ly nov­el to Pelle.

			He has, as al­ways, cho­sen the long­est way, rum­mag­ing about back yards and side streets, where there is a pos­si­bil­i­ty of ad­ven­ture; and all at once he is sud­den­ly ac­cost­ed by Al­bi­nus, who is now em­ployed by a trades­man. Al­bi­nus is not amus­ing. He has no right to play and loi­ter about the ware­house in the aim­less fash­ion that is pos­si­ble out-of-doors; nor to de­vote him­self to mak­ing a lad­der stand straight up in the air while he climbs up it. Not a word can be got out of him, al­though Pelle does his best; so he picks up a hand­ful of raisins and ab­sconds.

			Down at the har­bor he boards a Swedish ves­sel, which has just ar­rived with a car­go of tim­ber. “Have you any­thing for us to do?” he asks, hold­ing one hand be­hind him, where his trousers have a hole in them.

			“Klausen’s ap­pren­tice has just been here and got what there was,” replied the skip­per.

			“That’s a nui­sance—you ought to have giv­en it to us,” says Pelle. “Have you got a clay pipe?”

			“Yes—just you come here!” The skip­per reach­es for a rope’s end, but Pelle es­capes and runs ashore.

			“Will you give me a thrash­ing now?” he cries, jeer­ing.

			“You shall have a clay pipe if you’ll run and get me half a kro­ne’s worth of chew­ing ’bac­ca.”

			“What will it cost?” asks Pelle, with an air of sim­plic­i­ty. The skip­per reach­es for his rope’s end again, but Pelle is off al­ready.

			“Five öre worth of chew­ing to­bac­co, the long kind,” he cries, be­fore he gets to the door even. “But it must be the very best, be­cause it’s for an in­valid.” He throws the mon­ey on the counter and puts on a cheeky ex­pres­sion.

			Old Skip­per Lau ris­es by the aid of his two sticks and hands Pelle the twist; his jaws are work­ing like a mill, and all his limbs are twist­ed with gout. “Is it for some­one ly­ing-in?” he asks sly­ly.

			Pelle breaks off the stem of the clay pipe, lest it should stick out of his pock­et, boards the sal­vage steam­er, and dis­ap­pears for­ward. Af­ter a time he reap­pears from un­der the cab­in hatch­way, with a gi­gan­tic pair of sea-boots and a scrap of chew­ing to­bac­co. Be­hind the deck-house he bites a huge mouth­ful off the brown Cavendish, and be­gins to chew coura­geous­ly, which makes him feel tremen­dous­ly man­ly. But near the fur­nace where the ship’s tim­bers are bent he has to un­load his stom­ach; it seems as though all his in­ward parts are do­ing their very ut­most to see how mat­ters would be with them hang­ing out of his mouth. He drags him­self along, sick as a cat, with thump­ing tem­ples; but some­where or oth­er in­side him a lit­tle feel­ing of sat­is­fac­tion in­forms him that one has to un­der­go the most dread­ful con­se­quences in or­der to per­form any re­al­ly hero­ic deed.

			In most re­spects the har­bor, with its stacks of tim­ber and its ves­sels on the slips, is just as fas­ci­nat­ing as it was on the day when Pelle lay on the shav­ings and guard­ed Fa­ther Lasse’s sack. The black man with the bark­ing hounds still leans from the roof of the har­bor ware­house, but the in­ex­pli­ca­ble thing is that one could ev­er have been fright­ened of him. But Pelle is in a hur­ry.

			He runs a few yards, but he must of ne­ces­si­ty stop when he comes to the old quay. There the “strong man,” the “Great Pow­er,” is trim­ming some blocks of gran­ite. He is tanned a cop­pery brown with wind and sun, and his thick black hair is full of splin­ters of gran­ite; he wears on­ly a shirt and can­vas trousers, and the shirt is open on his pow­er­ful breast; but it lies close on his back, and re­veals the play of his mus­cles. Ev­ery time he strikes a blow the air whis­tles—whew!—and the walls and tim­ber-stacks echo the sound. Peo­ple come hur­ry­ing by, stop short at a cer­tain dis­tance, and stand there look­ing on. A lit­tle group stands there all the time, new­com­ers tak­ing the place of those that move on, like spec­ta­tors in front of a cage of li­ons. It is as though they ex­pect some­thing to hap­pen—some­thing that will stag­ger ev­ery­body and give the by­standers a good fright.

			Pelle goes right up to the “Great Pow­er.” The “strong man” is the fa­ther of Jens, the sec­ond youngest ap­pren­tice. “Good day,” he says bold­ly, and stands right in the gi­ant’s shad­ow. But the stone­cut­ter push­es him to one side with­out look­ing to see who it is, and con­tin­ues to hew at the gran­ite: whew! whew!

			“It is quite a long time now since he has prop­er­ly used his strength,” says an old towns­man. “Is he qui­et­ing down, d’you think?”

			“He must have qui­et­ed down for good,” says an­oth­er. “The town ought to see that he keeps qui­et.” And they move on, and Pelle must move on, too—any­where, where no one can see him.

			
				
					“Cob­bler, wob­bler, groats in your gru­el,
					

					Smack on your back goes the stick—how cru­el!”
				

			

			It is those ac­cursed street-urchins. Pelle is by no means in a war­like hu­mor; he pre­tends not to see them. But they come up close be­hind him and tread on his heels, and be­fore he knows what is hap­pen­ing they are up­on him. The first he knows about it is that he is ly­ing in the gut­ter, on his back, with all three on top of him. He has fall­en along­side of the curb­stone and can­not move; he is faint, too, as a re­sult of his in­dis­cre­tion; the two big­gest boys spread his arms wide open on the flag­stones and press them down with all their might, while the third ven­tures to deal with his face. It is a care­ful­ly planned out­rage, and all Pelle can do is to twist his head round un­der the blows—and for once he is thank­ful for his dis­grace­ful­ly fat cheeks.

			Then, in his need, a daz­zling ap­pari­tion ap­pears be­fore him; stand­ing in the door­way yon­der is a white bak­er’s boy, who is roy­al­ly amused. It is no oth­er than Nilen, the won­der­ful lit­tle dev­il Nilen, of his school­days, who was al­ways fight­ing ev­ery­body like a ter­ri­er and al­ways came out of it with a whole skin. Pelle shuts his eyes and blush­es for him­self, al­though he knows per­fect­ly well that this is on­ly an ap­pari­tion.

			But then a won­der­ful thing hap­pens; the ap­pari­tion leaps down in­to the gut­ter, slings the boys to one side, and helps him to his feet. Pelle rec­og­nizes the grip of those fin­gers—even in his school­days they were like claws of iron.

			And soon he is sit­ting be­hind the oven, on Nilen’s grimy bed. “So you’ve be­come a cob­bler?” says Nilen, to be­gin with, com­pas­sion­ate­ly, for he feels a deuced­ly smart fel­low him­self in his fine white clothes, with his bare arms crossed over his naked breast. Pelle feels re­mark­ably com­fort­able; he has been giv­en a slice of bread and cream, and he de­cides that the world is more in­ter­est­ing than ev­er. Nilen is chew­ing man­ful­ly, and spit­ting over the end of the bed.

			“Do you chew?” asks Pelle, and has­tens to of­fer him the leaf-to­bac­co.

			“Yes, we all do; a fel­low has to when he works all night.”

			Pelle can­not un­der­stand how peo­ple can keep go­ing day and night.

			“All the bak­ers in Copen­hagen do—so that the peo­ple can get fresh bread in the morn­ing—and our mas­ter wants to in­tro­duce it here. But it isn’t ev­ery­one can do it; the whole staff had to be re­or­ga­nized. It’s worst about mid­night, when ev­ery­thing is turn­ing round. Then it comes over you so that you keep on look­ing at the time, and the very mo­ment the clock strikes twelve we all hold our breath, and then no one can come in or go out any more. The mas­ter him­self can’t stand the night shift; the ’bac­cy turns sour in his mouth and he has to lay it on the ta­ble. When he wakes up again he thinks it’s a raisin and sticks it in the dough. What’s the name of your girl?”

			For a mo­ment Pelle’s thoughts ca­ress the three daugh­ters of old Skip­per Elle­by—but no, none of them shall be im­mo­lat­ed. No, he has no girl.

			“Well, you get one, then you needn’t let them sit on you. I’m flirt­ing a bit just now with the mas­ter’s daugh­ter—fine girl, she is, quite de­vel­oped al­ready—you know! But we have to look out when the old man’s about!”

			“Then are you go­ing to mar­ry her when you are a jour­ney­man?” asks Pelle, with in­ter­est.

			“And have a wife and kids on my back? You are a duf­fer, Pelle! No need to trou­ble about that! But a wom­an—well, that’s on­ly for when a man’s bored. See?” He stretch­es him­self, yawn­ing.

			Nilen has be­come quite a young man, but a lit­tle crude in his man­ner of ex­press­ing him­self. He sits there and looks at Pelle with a cu­ri­ous ex­pres­sion in his eyes. “Cob­bler’s patch!” he says con­temp­tu­ous­ly, and thrusts his tongue in­to his cheek so as to make it bulge. Pelle says noth­ing; he knows he can­not thrash Nilen.

			Nilen has lit his pipe and is ly­ing on his back in bed—with his mud­dy shoes on—chat­ter­ing. “What’s your jour­ney­man like? Ours is a con­ceit­ed ass. The oth­er day I had to fetch him a box on the ears, he was so saucy. I’ve learned the Copen­hagen trick of do­ing it; it soon set­tles a man. On­ly you want to keep your head about it.” A deuce of a fel­low, this Nilen, he is so grown up! Pelle feels small­er and small­er.

			But sud­den­ly Nilen jumps up in the great­est hur­ry. Out in the bak­ery a sharp voice is call­ing. “Out of the win­dow—to the dev­il with you!” he yelps—“the jour­ney­man!” And Pelle has to get through the win­dow, and is so slow about it that his boots go whizzing past him. While he is jump­ing down he hears the well-known sound of a ring­ing box on the ear.

			When Pelle re­turned from his wan­der­ings he was tired and lan­guid; the stuffy work­shop did not seem al­lur­ing. He was dispir­it­ed, too; for the watch­mak­er’s clock told him that he had been three hours away. He could not be­lieve it.

			The young mas­ter stood at the front door, peep­ing out, still in his leather jack­et and apron of green baize; he was whistling soft­ly to him­self, and looked like a grown fledg­ling that did not dare to let it­self tum­ble out of the nest. A whole world of amaze­ment lay in his in­quir­ing eyes.

			“Have you been to the har­bor again, you young dev­il?” he asked, sink­ing his claws in­to Pelle.

			“Yes.” Pelle was prop­er­ly ashamed.

			“Well, what’s go­ing on there? What’s the news?”

			So Pelle had to tell it all on the stairs; how there was a Swedish tim­ber ship whose skip­per’s wife was tak­en with child­birth out at sea, and how the cook had to de­liv­er her; of a Rus­sian ves­sel which had run in­to port with a mutiny on board; and any­thing else that might have hap­pened. To­day there were on­ly these boots. “They are from the sal­vage steam­er—they want sol­ing.”

			“H’m!” The mas­ter looked at them in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “Is the schooner An­dreas ready to sail?”

			But that Pelle did not know.

			“What sort of a sheep’s head have you got, then? Haven’t you any eyes in it? Well, well, go and get me three bot­tles of beer! On­ly stick them un­der your blouse so that fa­ther don’t see, you mon­ster!” The mas­ter was quite good-tem­pered again.

			Then Pelle got in­to his apron and buck­led on the knee-strap. Ev­ery­body was bend­ing over his work, and Mas­ter An­dres was read­ing; no sound was to be heard but those pro­duced by the work­ers, and now and again a word of rep­ri­mand from the jour­ney­man.

			Ev­ery sec­ond af­ter­noon, about five o’clock, the work­shop door would open slight­ly, and a naked, floury arm in­tro­duced the news­pa­per and laid it on the counter. This was the bak­er’s son, Sören, who nev­er al­lowed him­self to be seen; he moved about from choice like a thief in the night. If the mas­ter—as he oc­ca­sion­al­ly did—seized him and pulled him in­to the work­shop, he was like a scared faun strayed from his thick­ets; he would stand with hang­ing head, con­ceal­ing his eyes, and no one could get a word from him; and when he saw an op­por­tu­ni­ty, he would slip away.

			The ar­rival of the news­pa­per caused quite a small com­mo­tion in the work­shop. When the mas­ter felt in­clined, he would read aloud—of calves with two heads and four pairs of legs; of a pump­kin that weighed fifty pounds; of the fat­test man in the world; of fa­tal­i­ties due to the care­less han­dling of firearms, or of snakes in Mar­tinique. The daz­zling won­der of the whole world passed like a pageant, fill­ing the dark work­shop; the po­lit­i­cal news was ig­nored. If the mas­ter hap­pened to be in one of his des­per­ate hu­mors, he would read the most damnable non­sense: of how the At­lantic Ocean had caught fire, so that the peo­ple were liv­ing on boiled cod­fish; or how the heav­ens had got torn over Amer­i­ca, so that an­gels fell right on to some­body’s sup­per-tray. Things which one knew at once for lies—and blas­phe­mous non­sense, too, which might at any time have got him in­to trou­ble. Row­ing peo­ple was not in the mas­ter’s line, he was ill the mo­ment there was any un­pleas­ant­ness; but he had his own way of mak­ing him­self re­spect­ed. As he went on read­ing some­one would dis­cov­er that he was get­ting a wig­ging, and would give a jump, be­liev­ing that all his fail­ings were in the pa­per.

			When the time drew near for leav­ing off work, a brisker note sound­ed in the work­shop. The long work­ing-day was com­ing to an end, and the day’s weari­ness and sati­ety were for­got­ten, and the mind looked for­ward—fill­ing with thoughts of the sand-hills or the woods, wan­der­ing down a road that was bright with plea­sure. Now and again a neigh­bor would step in, and while away the time with his gos­sip; some­thing or oth­er had hap­pened, and Mas­ter An­dres, who was so clever, must say what he thought about it. Sounds that had been con­fused dur­ing the day now en­tered the work­shop, so that those with­in felt that they were par­tic­i­pat­ing in the life of the town; it was as though the walls had fall­en.

			About sev­en o’clock a pe­cu­liar sound was heard in the street with­out, ap­proach­ing in very slow­ly tem­po; there was a dull thump and then two clack­ing sounds; and then came the thump again, like the tread of a huge padded foot, and once more the clack-clack. This was old Bjer­re­grav, swing­ing to­ward the work­shop on his crutch­es; Bjer­re­grav, who moved more slow­ly than any­body, and got for­ward more quick­ly. If Mas­ter An­dres hap­pened to be in one of his bad hu­mors, he would limp away, in or­der not to re­main in the same room with a crip­ple; at oth­er times he was glad to see Bjer­re­grav.

			“Well, you are a rare bird, aren’t you?” he would cry, when Bjer­re­grav reached the land­ing and swung him­self side­ways through the door; and the old man would laugh—he had paid this vis­it dai­ly now for many years. The mas­ter took no fur­ther no­tice of him, but went on read­ing; and Bjer­re­grav sank in­to his dumb pon­der­ing; his pale hands feel­ing one thing af­ter an­oth­er, as though the most ev­ery­day ob­jects were un­known to him. He took hold of things just as a new­born child might have done; one had to smile at him and leave him to sit there, grub­bing about like the child he re­al­ly was. It was quite im­pos­si­ble to hold a con­tin­u­ous con­ver­sa­tion with him; for even if he did ac­tu­al­ly make an ob­ser­va­tion it was sure to be quite be­side the mark; Bjer­re­grav was giv­en to re­mark­ing at­tributes which no one else no­ticed, or which no one would have dwelt up­on.

			When he sat thus, pon­der­ing over and fin­ger­ing some per­fect­ly fa­mil­iar ob­ject, peo­ple used to say, “Now Bjer­re­grav’s ques­tion­ing fit is com­ing on!” For Bjer­re­grav was an in­quir­er; he would ask ques­tions about the wind and the weath­er, and even the food that he ate. He would ask ques­tions about the most laugh­able sub­jects—things that were self-ev­i­dent to any­one else—why a stone was hard, or why wa­ter ex­tin­guished fire. Peo­ple did not an­swer him, but shrugged their shoul­ders com­pas­sion­ate­ly. “He is quite all there,” they would say; “his head’s all right. But he takes ev­ery­thing the wrong way round!”

			The young mas­ter looked up from his book. “Now, shall I in­her­it Bjer­re­grav’s mon­ey?” he asked mis­chie­vous­ly.

			“No—you’ve al­ways been good to me; I don’t want to cause you any mis­for­tune.”

			“Worse things than that might be­fall me, don’t you think?”

			“No, for you’ve got a fair com­pe­tence. No one has a right to more, so long as the many suf­fer need.”

			“Cer­tain peo­ple have mon­ey in the bank them­selves,” said Mas­ter An­dres al­lu­sive­ly.

			“No, that’s all over,” an­swered the old man cheer­ful­ly. “I’m now ex­act­ly as rich as you.”

			“The dev­il! Have you run through the lot?” The young mas­ter turned round on his chair.

			“You and your ‘run through it all’! You al­ways sit over me like a judge and ac­cuse me of things! I’m not con­scious of hav­ing done any­thing wrong; but it’s true that the need gets worse ev­ery win­ter. It’s a bur­den to have mon­ey, An­dres, when men are hun­gry all about you; and if you help them then you learn af­ter­ward that you’ve done the man in­jury; they say it them­selves, so it must be true. But now I’ve giv­en the mon­ey to the Char­i­ty Or­ga­ni­za­tion So­ci­ety, so now it will go to the right peo­ple.”

			“Five thou­sand kro­ner!” said the mas­ter, mus­ing. “Then there ought to be great re­joic­ing among the poor this win­ter.”

			“Well, they won’t get it di­rect in food and fir­ing,” said Bjer­re­grav, “but it will come to them just as well in oth­er ways. For when I’d made my of­fer to the So­ci­ety, Shipown­er Mon­sen—you know him—came to me, and begged me to lend him the mon­ey at one year. He would have gone bank­rupt if he hadn’t had it, and it was ter­ri­ble to think of all the poor peo­ple who would have gone with­out bread if that great busi­ness of his had come to a stand­still. Now the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty falls on me. But the mon­ey is safe enough, and in that way it does the poor twice as much good.”

			Mas­ter An­dres shook his head. “Sup­pose Bjer­re­grav has just sat him­self down in the net­tles?”

			“Why? But what else could I have done?” said the old man un­easi­ly.

			“The dev­il knows it won’t be long be­fore he’s bank­rupt. He’s a frothy old rogue,” mur­mured the mas­ter. “Has Bjer­re­grav got a note of hand?”

			The old man nod­ded; he was quite proud of him­self.

			“And in­ter­est? Five per­cent?”

			“No, no in­ter­est. For mon­ey to stand out and re­ceive in­ter­est—I don’t like that. It has to suck the in­ter­est some­where or oth­er, and of course it’s from the poor. In­ter­est is blood-mon­ey, An­dres—and it’s a new­fan­gled con­trivance, too. When I was young we knew noth­ing about get­ting in­ter­est on our mon­ey.”

			“Yes, yes:

			
				
					‘Who gives to oth­er folks his bread
					

					And af­ter suf­fers in their stead,
					

					Why club him, club him, club him dead!’ ”
				

			

			said the mas­ter, and went on read­ing.

			Bjer­re­grav sat there sunk in his own thoughts. Sud­den­ly he looked up.

			“Can you, who are so well read, tell me what keeps the moon from fall­ing? I lay overnight puz­zling over it, so as I couldn’t sleep. She wan­ders and wan­ders through the sky, and you can see plain­ly there’s noth­ing but air un­der her.”

			“The dev­il may know,” said Mas­ter An­dres thought­ful­ly. “She must have strength of her own, so that she holds her­self up.”

			“I’ve thought that my­self—for obli­ga­tion isn’t enough. Now we can do that—we walk and walk where we are put down, but then we’ve the earth un­der us to sup­port us. And you are al­ways study­ing, aren’t you? I sup­pose you have read near­ly all the books in the world?” Bjer­re­grav took the mas­ter’s book and felt it thor­ough­ly. “That’s a good book,” he said, strik­ing his knuck­les against the cov­er and hold­ing the book to his ear; “good ma­te­ri­al, that. Is it a ly­ing sto­ry or a his­to­ry book?”

			“It’s a trav­el book. They go up to the North Pole, and they get frozen in, and they don’t know if they’ll ev­er get home alive again.”

			“But that’s ter­ri­ble—that peo­ple should risk their lives so. I’ve of­ten thought about that—what it’s like at the end of the world—but to go and find out—no, I should nev­er have had the courage. Nev­er to get home again!” Bjer­re­grav, with an af­flict­ed ex­pres­sion, looked first at one, then at an­oth­er.

			“And they get frost­bite in their feet—and their toes have to be am­pu­tat­ed—in some cas­es, the whole foot.”

			“No, be qui­et! So they lose their health, poor fel­lows!—I don’t want to hear any more!” The old man sat rock­ing him­self to and fro, as though he felt un­well. But a few mo­ments lat­er he asked in­quis­i­tive­ly: “Did the king send them up there to make war?”

			“No; they went to look for the Gar­den of Eden. One of the peo­ple who in­ves­ti­gate writ­ings has dis­cov­ered that it is said to lie be­hind the ice,” de­clared the mas­ter solemn­ly.

			“The Gar­den of Eden—or they call it Par­adise, too—but that lies where the two rivers fall in­to a third, in the East! That is quite plain­ly writ­ten. Con­se­quent­ly what you read there is false teach­ing.”

			“It’s at the North Pole, God’s truth it is!” said the mas­ter, who was in­clined to be a free­thinker; “God’s truth, I tell you! The oth­er’s just a sil­ly su­per­sti­tion.”

			Bjer­re­grav main­tained an an­gry si­lence. He sat for some time bend­ing low in his chair, his eyes roam­ing any­where so that they did not meet an­oth­er’s. “Yes, yes,” he said, in a low voice; “ev­ery­body thinks some­thing new in or­der to make him­self re­mark­able, but no one can al­ter the grave.”

			Mas­ter An­dres wrig­gled im­pa­tient­ly to and fro; he could change his mood like a wom­an. Bjer­re­grav’s pres­ence be­gan to dis­tress him. “Now, I’ve learned to con­jure up spir­its; will Bjer­re­grav make the ex­per­i­ment?” he said sud­den­ly.

			“No, not at any price!” said the old man, smil­ing un­easi­ly.

			But the mas­ter point­ed, with two fin­gers, at his blink­ing eyes, and gazed at him, while he ut­tered the con­ju­ra­tion.

			“In the name of the Blood, in the name of the Sap, in the name of all the Hu­mors of the Body, the good and the bad alike, and in the name of the Ocean,” he mur­mured, crouch­ing like a tom­cat.

			“Stop it, I tell you! Stop it! I won’t have it!” Bjer­re­grav was hang­ing help­less­ly be­tween his crutch­es, swing­ing to and fro, with an eye to the door, but he could not wrest him­self away from the en­chant­ment. Then, des­per­ate­ly, he struck down the mas­ter’s con­jur­ing hand, and prof­it­ed by the in­ter­rup­tion of the in­can­ta­tion to slip away.

			The mas­ter sat there blow­ing up­on his hand. “He struck out prop­er­ly,” he said, in sur­prise, turn­ing his red­dened hand with the palm in­ward.

			Lit­tle Nikas did not re­spond. He was not su­per­sti­tious, but he did not like to hear ridicule cast up­on the re­al­i­ty of things.

			“What shall I do?” asked Pe­ter.

			“Are mate Jensen’s boots ready?” The mas­ter looked at the clock. “Then you can nib­ble your shin­bones.”

			It was time to stop work. The mas­ter took his stick and hat and limped over to the beer-house to play a game of bil­liards; the jour­ney­man dressed and went out; the old­er ap­pren­tices washed their necks in the soak­ing-tub. Present­ly they too would go out and have a prop­er time of it.

			Pelle gazed af­ter them. He too ex­pe­ri­enced a des­per­ate need to shake off the op­pres­sive day, and to es­cape out of doors, but his stock­ings were noth­ing but holes, and his work­ing-blouse had to be washed so that it should be dry by the fol­low­ing morn­ing. Yes, and his shirt—and he blushed up to his ears—was it a fort­night he had worn it, or was this the fourth week? The time had slipped past so. … He had meant to de­fer the dis­agree­able busi­ness of wash­ing on­ly for a few days—and now it had mount­ed up to four­teen! His body had a hor­ri­ble crawl­ing feel­ing; was his pun­ish­ment come up­on him be­cause he had turned a deaf ear to the voice of con­science, and had ig­nored Fa­ther Lasse’s warn­ing, that dis­grace await­ed those who did not keep them­selves clean?

			No, thank God! But Pelle had re­ceived a thor­ough fright, and his ears were still burn­ing as he scrubbed his shirt and blouse down­stairs in the yard. It would be well to take it as a time­ly warn­ing from on high!

			And then blouse and shirt were hang­ing on the fence, spread­ing them­selves abroad as though they want­ed to hug the heav­ens for joy in their clean­li­ness. But Pelle sat de­ject­ed­ly up­stairs, at the win­dow of the ap­pren­tices’ gar­ret, one leg out­side, so that part of him at least was in the open air. The skill­ful darn­ing which his fa­ther had taught him was not put in­to prac­tice here; the holes were sim­ply cob­bled to­geth­er, so that Fa­ther Lasse would have sunk in­to the earth for shame. Grad­u­al­ly he crept right out on to the roof; be­low, in the skip­per’s gar­den, the three girls were wan­der­ing idly, look­ing over to­ward the work­shop, and ev­i­dent­ly feel­ing bored.

			Then they caught sight of him, and at once be­came dif­fer­ent be­ings. Man­na came to­ward him, thrust her body im­pa­tient­ly against the stone wall, and mo­tioned to him with her lips. She threw her head back im­pe­ri­ous­ly, and stamped with her feet—but with­out mak­ing a sound. The oth­er two were bent dou­ble with sup­pressed laugh­ter.

			Pelle un­der­stood per­fect­ly what this silent speech in­tend­ed, but for a time he coura­geous­ly stood his ground. At last, how­ev­er, he could en­dure it no longer; he threw ev­ery­thing aside and next mo­ment was with the girls.

			All Pelle’s dreams and un­ut­tered long­ings hov­ered over those places where men dis­port­ed them­selves. To him noth­ing was more ridicu­lous than to run af­ter pet­ti­coats. Wom­en, for Pelle, were re­al­ly rather con­temptible; they had no strength, and very lit­tle in­tel­li­gence; in­deed, they un­der­stood noth­ing but the art of mak­ing them­selves or­na­men­tal. But Man­na and her sis­ters were some­thing apart; he was still enough of a child to play, and they were ex­cel­lent play­mates.

			Man­na—the wild cat—was afraid of noth­ing; with her short skirts and her pig­tail and her skip­ping move­ments she re­mind­ed him of a frol­ic­some, in­quis­i­tive young bird—Skip! out of the thick­et and back again! She could climb like a boy, and could car­ry Pelle all round the gar­den on her back; it was re­al­ly an over­sight that she should have to wear skirts. Her clothes wouldn’t keep on her, and she was al­ways tum­bling in­to the work­shop, hav­ing torn some­thing or oth­er off her shoes. Then she would turn ev­ery­thing up­side down, take the mas­ter’s stick away, so that he could not move, and would even get her fin­gers among the jour­ney­man’s Amer­i­can tools.

			She was on good terms with Pelle the very first day.

			“Whose new boy are you?” she asked him, smack­ing him on the back. And Pelle laughed, and re­turned her look frankly, with that im­me­di­ate com­pre­hen­sion which is the se­cret of our ear­ly years. There was no trace of em­bar­rass­ment be­tween them; they had al­ways known one an­oth­er, and could at any time re­sume their play just where they had left off. In the evening Pelle used to sta­tion him­self by the gar­den wall and wait for her; then in a mo­ment he was over and in the mid­dle of some game.

			Man­na was no or­di­nary cry­ba­by; not one who seeks to es­cape the con­se­quences of her ac­tion by a dis­play of tears. If she let her­self in for a scuf­fle, she nev­er sued for mer­cy, how­ev­er hard­ly it went with her. But Pelle was to a cer­tain ex­tent re­strained by the fact of her pet­ti­coats. And she, on one oc­ca­sion, did not de­ny that she wished she could on­ly be a lit­tle stronger!

			But she had courage, and Pelle, like a good com­rade, gave as good as he got, ex­cept in the work­shop, where she bul­lied him. If she as­sailed him from be­hind, drop­ping some­thing down his neck or push­ing him off his wood­en stool, he re­strained him­self, and was mere­ly thank­ful that his bones were still un­bro­ken.

			All his best hours were spent in the skip­per’s gar­den, and this gar­den was a won­der­ful place, which might well hold his sens­es cap­tive. The girls had strange out­landish names, which their fa­ther had brought home with him on his long voy­ages: Aina, Do­lores, and Sjer­man­na! They wore heavy beads of red coral round their necks and in their ears. And about the gar­den lay gi­gan­tic conch-shells, in which one could hear the surg­ing of the ocean, and tor­toise­shells as big as a fif­teen-pound loaf, and whole great lumps of coral.

			All these things were new to Pelle, but he would not al­low them to con­found him; he en­rolled them as quick­ly as pos­si­ble among the things that were mat­ters of course, and re­served him­self the right to en­counter, at any mo­ment, some­thing fin­er and more re­mark­able.

			But on some evenings he would dis­ap­point the girls, and would stroll about the town where he could see re­al life—or go down to the dunes or the har­bor. Then they would stand de­ject­ed­ly at the gar­den wall, bored and quar­rel­some. But on Sun­days, as soon as he had fin­ished in the work­shop, he would faith­ful­ly ap­pear, and they would spin out their games, con­scious of a long day in front of them. They played games in­nu­mer­able, and Pelle was the cen­ter of them all; he could turn him­self to any­thing; he be­came ev­ery­thing in turn—law­ful hus­band, can­ni­bal, or slave. He was like a tame bear in their hands; they would ride on him, tram­ple all over him, and at times they would all three fall up­on him and “mur­der” him. And he had to lie still, and al­low them to bury his body and con­ceal all traces of it. The re­al­i­ty of the af­fair was en­hanced by the fact that he was re­al­ly cov­ered with earth—all but his face, which was left bare on­ly from ne­ces­si­ty—they con­tent­ed them­selves with cov­er­ing that with with­ered leaves. When he cried af­ter­ward over the state of his fine con­fir­ma­tion clothes, they brushed him with so­lic­i­tous hands, and when he could scarce­ly be com­fort­ed they all three kissed him. With them he was al­ways re­ferred to as “Man­na’s hus­band.”

			

			So Pelle’s days went by. He had a cer­tain grim hu­mor rather than a cheer­ful mind; he felt gloomy, and as though things were go­ing bad­ly with him; and he had no one to lean up­on. But he con­tin­ued his cam­paign against the town, un­daunt­ed; he thought of it night and day, and fought it in his sleep.

			“If you’re ev­er in a dif­fi­cul­ty, you’ve al­ways Al­fred and Al­bi­nus to help you out,” Un­cle Kalle had said, when Pelle was bid­ding him good­bye; and he did not fail to look them up. But the twins were to­day the same slip­pery, eva­sive cus­tomers as they were among the pas­tures; they ven­tured their skins nei­ther for them­selves nor for any­body else.

			In oth­er re­spects they had con­sid­er­ably im­proved. They had come hith­er from the coun­try in or­der to bet­ter their po­si­tions, and to that end had ac­cept­ed sit­u­a­tions which would serve them un­til they had saved suf­fi­cient to al­low them to com­mence a more dis­tin­guished ca­reer. Al­bi­nus had ad­vanced no fur­ther, as he had no in­cli­na­tion to any hand­i­craft. He was a good-tem­pered youth, who was will­ing to give up ev­ery­thing else if on­ly he could prac­tise his ac­ro­bat­ic feats. He al­ways went about bal­anc­ing some­thing or oth­er, tak­ing pains to put all sorts of ob­jects to the most im­pos­si­ble us­es. He had no re­spect for the or­der of na­ture; he would twist his limbs in­to all imag­in­able po­si­tions, and if he threw any­thing in­to the air he ex­pect­ed it to stay there while he did some­thing else. “Things must be bro­ken in as well as an­i­mals,” he would say, and per­se­vere in­de­fati­ga­bly. Pelle laughed; he liked him, but he did not count on him any fur­ther.

			Al­fred had struck out in quite an­oth­er di­rec­tion. He no longer in­dulged in hand­springs, but walked deco­rous­ly on his legs, had al­ways much ado to pull down and straight­en his col­lar and cuffs, and was in con­tin­u­al anx­i­ety as to his clothes. He was now ap­pren­tice to a painter, but had a part­ing in his hair like a counter-jumper, and bought all sorts of things at the chemist’s, which he smeared on his hair. If Pelle ran across him in the street, Al­fred al­ways made some ex­cuse to shake him off; he pre­ferred to as­so­ciate with trades­men’s ap­pren­tices, and was con­tin­u­al­ly greet­ing ac­quain­tances right and left—peo­ple who were in a bet­ter po­si­tion than him­self. Al­fred put on airs of im­por­tance which made Pelle long one fine day to cud­gel him sound­ly.

			The twins re­sem­bled one an­oth­er in this—no one need look to them for as­sis­tance of any kind. They laughed com­fort­ably at the very idea, and if any­one made fun of Pelle they joined in the laugh­ter.

			It was not easy to get on. He had quite shak­en off the farm-boy; it was his pover­ty that gave him trou­ble now. He had reck­less­ly bound him­self as ap­pren­tice for board and lodg­ing; he had a few clothes on his body, and he had not thought oth­er req­ui­sites nec­es­sary for one who did not stroll up and down and gad about with girls. But the town de­mand­ed that he should rig him­self out. Sun­day clothes were here not a bit too good for week­days. He ought to see about get­ting him­self a rub­ber col­lar—which had the ad­van­tage that one could wash it one­self; cuffs he re­gard­ed as a fur­ther desider­a­tum. But that need­ed mon­ey, and the mighty sum of five kro­ner, with which he had set out to con­quer the world, or, at the worst, to buy it—well, the town had en­ticed it out of his pock­et be­fore he was aware of it.

			Hith­er­to Fa­ther Lasse had tak­en all very dif­fi­cult mat­ters up­on him­self; but now Pelle stood alone, and had on­ly him­self to re­ly on. Now he stood face to face with life, and he strug­gled coura­geous­ly for­ward, like the ex­cel­lent boy he was. But at times he broke down. And this strug­gle was a drag up­on all his boy­ish do­ings and striv­ings.

			In the work­shop he made him­self use­ful and tried to stand well with ev­ery­body. He won over lit­tle Nikas by draw­ing a some­what ex­trav­a­gant rep­re­sen­ta­tion of his be­trothed from a pho­to­graph. The face would not come out quite right; it looked as though some­one had trod­den on it; but the clothes and the brooch at the throat were cap­i­tal. The pic­ture hung for a week in the work­shop, and brought Pelle a won­der­ful piece of luck: Carlsen, who ran er­rands for the stone-work­ers, or­dered two large pic­tures, one of him­self and one of his wife, at the rate of twen­ty-five öre apiece. “But you must show a few curls in my hair,” he said, “for my moth­er’s al­ways wished I had curls.”

			Pelle could not prom­ise the pic­tures in less than two months’ time; it was te­dious work if they were to be ac­cu­rate.

			“Well, well; we can’t spare the mon­ey soon­er. This month there’s the lot­tery, and next month the rent to pay.” Pelle could very well ap­pre­ci­ate that, for Carlsen earned eight kro­ner a week and had nine chil­dren. But he felt that he could not well re­duce the price. Tru­ly, peo­ple weren’t rolling in mon­ey here! And when for once he ac­tu­al­ly had a shilling in hand, then it was sure to take to its heels un­der his very nose, di­rect­ly he be­gan to rack his brains to de­cide how it could most use­ful­ly be ap­plied: on one such oc­ca­sion, for ex­am­ple, he had seen, in a huck­ster’s win­dow, a pipe in the form of a boot­leg, which was quite ir­re­sistible.

			When the three girls called to him over the gar­den wall his child­hood found com­pan­ion­ship, and he for­got his cares and strug­gles. He was rather shy of any­body see­ing him when he slipped across; he felt that his in­ter­course with the chil­dren was not to his cred­it; more­over, they were on­ly “pet­ti­coats.” But he felt that he was lucky to be there, where there were cu­ri­ous things which were use­ful to play with—Chi­nese cups and saucers, and weapons from the South Sea Is­lands. Man­na had a neck­lace of white teeth, sharp and ir­reg­u­lar, strung to­geth­er in a hap­haz­ard way, which she main­tained were hu­man teeth, and she had the courage to wear them round her bare neck. And the gar­den was full of won­der­ful plants; there were maize, and to­bac­co, and all sorts of oth­er plants, which were said, in some parts of the world, to grow as thick as corn does at home.

			They were fin­er of skin than oth­er folk, and they were fra­grant of the strange places of the world. And he played with them, and they re­gard­ed him with won­der and mend­ed his clothes when he tore them; they made him the cen­ter of all their games—even when he was not present. There was a se­cret sat­is­fac­tion in this—al­though he ac­cept­ed it as a mat­ter of course, it was a por­tion of all that fate and good for­tune had re­served for him, a slight ad­vance pay­ment from the in­fi­nite fairy­tale of life. He longed to rule over them ab­so­lute­ly, and if they were ob­sti­nate he lec­tured them an­gri­ly, so that they sud­den­ly gave in to him. He knew well enough that ev­ery prop­er man makes his wife be­have sub­mis­sive­ly.

			So passed the ear­ly sum­mer; time was mov­ing on­ward. The towns­folk had al­ready, at Whit­sun­tide, pro­vid­ed them­selves with what they need­ed for the sum­mer, and out in the coun­try peo­ple had oth­er things to think about than trapesing in­to town with work for the ar­ti­sans; the com­ing har­vest oc­cu­pied all their thoughts. Even in the poor­est quar­ters, where no work was done for the peas­ants, one re­al­ized how ut­ter­ly de­pen­dent the lit­tle town was up­on the coun­try. It was as though the town had in a mo­ment for­got­ten its su­pe­ri­or­i­ty; the man­u­al work­ers no longer looked down on the peas­ants; they looked long­ing­ly to­ward the fields, spoke of the weath­er and the prospects of har­vest, and had for­got­ten all their ur­ban in­ter­ests. If by ex­cep­tion a farmer’s cart came through the streets, peo­ple ran to the win­dow to look af­ter it. And as the har­vest stood al­most at their doors, it seemed as though old mem­o­ries were call­ing to them, and they raised their heads to lis­ten; those who could gave up their town life and went in­to the coun­try to help in the work of har­vest. Both the jour­ney­man and the two ap­pren­tices had left the work­shop; Jens and Pelle could com­fort­ably man­age the work.

			Pelle saw noth­ing of this stag­nant mood; he was oc­cu­pied on all sides in keep­ing a whole skin and get­ting the ut­most out of life; there were thou­sands of im­pres­sions of good and evil which had to be as­sim­i­lat­ed, and which made a bal­anced whole—that re­mark­able thing, the town, of which Pelle nev­er knew whether he felt in­clined to bless it or curse it—or it al­ways held him in sus­pense.

			And amidst all his ac­tiv­i­ties, Lasse’s face rose up be­fore him and made him feel lone­ly in the midst of the bus­tle. Wher­ev­er could Fa­ther Lasse be? Would he ev­er hear of him again? Ev­ery day he had ex­pect­ed, in re­liance on Kar­na’s word, to see him blun­der­ing in at the door, and when any­body fum­bled at the door­knock­er he felt quite cer­tain it was Lasse. It be­came a silent grief in the boy’s mind, a note that sound­ed through all that he un­der­took.

		
	
		
			V

			One Sun­day evening, as Pelle was run­ning down East Street, a cart load­ed with house­hold goods came jolt­ing in from the coun­try. Pelle was in a great hur­ry, but was obliged to look at it. The driv­er sat in front, be­low the load, al­most be­tween the hors­es; he was tall and had rud­dy cheeks, and was mon­strous­ly wrapped up, in spite of the heat. “Hal­lo!” Why, it was the wor­thy Due, Kalle’s son-in-law; and above him, in the midst of all the lum­ber, sat An­na and the chil­dren, sway­ing to and fro with the mo­tion of the cart. “Hul­lo!” Pelle waved his cap, and with one spring he had his foot on the shaft and was sit­ting next to Due, who was laugh­ing all over his face at the en­counter.

			“Yes, we’ve had enough of the farm­ing coun­try, and now we’ve come to see if things aren’t bet­ter here in town,” said Due, in his qui­et man­ner. “And here you are, run­ning about just like you did at home!” There was amaze­ment in his voice.

			An­na came crawl­ing over the load, and smiled down up­on him.

			“Have you news of Fa­ther Lasse?” Pelle asked her. This was al­ways his ques­tion when he met an ac­quain­tance.

			“Yes, that we have—he’s just go­ing to buy a farm up on the heath. Now, you dev­il, are you goin’ to be­have?” An­na crawled back­ward, and a child be­gan to cry. Then she reap­peared. “Yes, and we were to re­mem­ber fa­ther to you, and moth­er, and all the rest.”

			But Pelle had no thoughts to spare for Un­cle Kalle.

			“Is it up by Stone Farm?” he asked.

			“No—far­ther to the east, by the Witch’s Cell,” said Due. “It is a big piece of land, but it’s not much more than stone. So long as he doesn’t ru­in him­self over it—two have gone smash there be­fore him. He’s ar­ranged it to­geth­er with Kar­na.”

			“Un­cle Lasse will know what he’s about,” said An­na. “Kar­na has found the mon­ey for it; she has some­thing saved.”

			Pelle couldn’t sit still; his heart leaped in his body at this news. No more un­cer­tain­ty—no more hor­ri­ble pos­si­bil­i­ties: he had his fa­ther once more! And the dream of Lasse’s life was about to be ful­filled: he could now put his feet un­der his own ta­ble. He had be­come a landown­er in­to the bar­gain, if one didn’t use the term too pre­cise­ly; and Pelle him­self—why, he was a landown­er’s son!

			By nine o’clock in the evening he had fin­ished ev­ery­thing, and was able to get off; his blood was puls­ing with ex­cite­ment. … Would there be hors­es? Why, of course; but would there be la­bor­ers, too? Had Fa­ther Lasse be­come one of those farm­ers who pay wages on a quar­ter-day, and come in­to town on a Sun­day af­ter­noon, their fur-lined col­lars up to their ears? Pelle could see the men quite plain­ly go­ing up the stairs, one af­ter an­oth­er, tak­ing off their wood­en shoes and knock­ing on the door of the of­fice—yes, they want­ed to see about an ad­vance on their wages. And Lasse scratched the back of his head, looked at them thought­ful­ly, and said: “Not on any ac­count, you’d on­ly waste it on drink.” But he gave it to them fi­nal­ly, for all that. “One is much too good-na­tured,” he said to Pelle. …

			For Pelle had bid­den farewell to cob­bling, and was liv­ing at home as a landown­er’s son. Re­al­ly, Pelle man­aged the whole busi­ness—on­ly it wouldn’t do to say so. And at the Christ­mas feast he danced with the bux­om farmer’s daugh­ters. There was whis­per­ing in the cor­ners when Pelle made his ap­pear­ance; but he went straight across the room and in­vit­ed the Pas­tor’s daugh­ter to a dance, so that she lost her breath, and more be­sides, and begged him on the spot to mar­ry her. …

			He hur­ried on­ward, still dream­ing; long­ing drew him on­ward, and be­fore he knew it he had trav­elled some miles along the high road. The road he now turned in­to led him by pine woods and heath-cov­ered hills; the hous­es he passed were poor­er, and the dis­tance from one to an­oth­er was in­creas­ing.

			Pelle took a turn­ing a lit­tle far­ther on, which, to the best of his knowl­edge, led in the re­quired di­rec­tion, and hur­ried for­ward with awak­ened sens­es. The land­scape was on­ly half re­vealed by the sum­mer night, but it was all as fa­mil­iar as the mends in the back of Fa­ther Lasse’s waist­coat, al­though he had nev­er been here be­fore. The pover­ty-strick­en land­scape spoke to him as with a moth­er’s voice. Among these clay-daubed huts, the homes of poor cul­ti­va­tors who waged war up­on the rocky ground sur­round­ing their hand­ful of soil, he felt safe as he had nev­er felt be­fore. All this had been his through many gen­er­a­tions, down to the rags thrust in­to the bro­ken win­dow­panes and the lum­ber piled up­on the thatch to se­cure it. Here was noth­ing for any­one to rack his brains over, as else­where in the world; here a man could lie down at peace and rest. Yet it was not for him to till the ground and to dwell amid all these things. For he had out­grown them, as he had out­grown the shel­ter of his moth­er’s skirts.

			The lane grad­u­al­ly be­came a deep cart-track, which me­an­dered be­tween rocks and moor­land. Pelle knew that he ought to keep to the east, but the track went now to the south, now to the north. He soon had enough of it, not­ed his di­rec­tion ex­act­ly, and struck off oblique­ly. But it was dif­fi­cult to make his way; the moon­light de­ceived his eyes so that he stum­bled and sank in­to hol­lows, while the heather and the ju­niper reached as high as his waist, and ham­pered ev­ery move­ment. And then he turned ob­sti­nate, and would not turn back to the cart-track, but la­bored for­ward, so that he was soon steam­ing with heat; clam­ber­ing over slant­ing ridges of rock, which were slip­pery with the dew­fall on the moss, and let­ting him­self tum­ble at haz­ard over the ledges. A lit­tle too late he felt a depth be­low him; it was as though a cold wave washed through his heart, and he clutched wild­ly at the air for some sup­port. “Fa­ther Lasse!” he cried woe­ful­ly; and at the same mo­ment he was caught by bram­bles, and sank slow­ly down through their in­ter­wo­ven run­ners, which struck their myr­i­ad claws in­to him and re­luc­tant­ly let him pass, un­til he was cau­tious­ly de­posit­ed, deep down among the sharp stones at the bot­tom of a ravine, shud­der­ing and thank­ing his stars for all the thorns that had mer­ci­ful­ly flayed his hide in or­der that he should not split his skull. Then he must needs grope for­ward, through the dark­ness and run­ning wa­ter, un­til he found a tree and was able to climb to the sur­face.

			Now he had lost his bear­ings, and when that be­came clear he lost his head as well. Noth­ing was left of the con­fi­dent Pelle of a while ago; he ran blind­ly for­ward, in or­der to reach the sum­mit of the hill. And as he was has­ten­ing up­ward, so that he might take note of the crags that lay about him, the ground rose and closed above him with a fright­ful clam­or, and the air turned black and full of nois­es, and he could not see his hand be­fore his eyes. It was like a stu­pen­dous ex­plo­sion—as though re­leased by his cheer­ful stamp­ing over the rocks, the earth was hurled in­to the sky and dis­solved in dark­ness, and the dark­ness it­self cried aloud with ter­ror and ed­died round him. His heart pound­ed in his breast and robbed him of his last rem­nant of un­der­stand­ing; he jumped for sheer un­bri­dled ter­ror and bel­lowed like a ma­ni­ac. The black mass drove over his head, so that he was forced to duck, and gleam­ing rifts showed and dis­ap­peared; and the dark­ness surged like the ocean and cried con­tin­u­al­ly aloud with a hellish chaos of sounds. Then it sud­den­ly swung to one side, drift­ed north­ward, and de­scend­ed. And Pelle un­der­stood that he had stum­bled up­on a rook­ery.

			He found him­self be­hind a great rock. How he got there he did not know; but he knew that he was a ter­ri­ble duf­fer. How eas­i­ly he could have brought con­fu­sion on the fifty-odd crows by toss­ing a few stones in­to the air!

			He went along the slope, very valiant in his re­solve, but with shak­ing knees. In the far dis­tance a fox sat up­on a cliff and howled in­sane­ly at the moon, and far to the north and the south lay a tran­sient glim­mer of sea. Up here sub­ter­ranean crea­tures had their home; when one trod up­on the rock it sound­ed hol­low.

			In the south­ern open­ing the sea lay sil­ver in the moon­light, but as Pelle looked again it dis­ap­peared, and the low-ly­ing plain was drowned in white. In ev­ery di­rec­tion the land was dis­ap­pear­ing; Pelle watched in amaze­ment while the sea slow­ly rose and filled ev­ery hol­low. Then it closed above the less­er hills; one by one it swal­lowed them, and then it took the long ridge of hills to the east, un­til on­ly the crests of the pine-trees lift­ed them­selves above it; but Pelle did not as yet give him­self up for lost; for be­hind all his anx­i­ety lay a con­fused con­cep­tion of Mount Ararat, which kept up his courage. But then it be­came so dread­ful­ly cold that Pelle’s breech­es seemed to stick to his body. “That’s the wa­ter,” he thought, and he looked round in alarm; the rock had be­come a lit­tle is­land, and he and it were float­ing on the ocean.

			Pelle was a stur­dy lit­tle re­al­ist, who had al­ready had all man­ner of ex­pe­ri­ences. But now the fear had at last cur­dled his blood, and he ac­cept­ed the su­per­nat­u­ral with­out a protest. The world had ev­i­dent­ly per­ished, and he him­self was drift­ing—drift­ing out in­to space, and space was ter­ri­bly cold. Fa­ther Lasse, and the work­shop, Man­na and the young mas­ter’s shin­ing eyes—here was an end of them all. He did not mourn them; he sim­ply felt ter­ri­bly lone­ly. What would be the end of it all—or was this per­haps death? Had he per­haps fall­en dead a lit­tle while ago, when he tum­bled over the precipice? And was he now voy­ag­ing to­ward the land of the blessed? Or was this the end of the world it­self, of which he had heard such dread­ful things said, as far back as he could re­mem­ber? Per­haps he was adrift on the last scrap of earth, and was the on­ly per­son still liv­ing? It did not in the least sur­prise Pelle that he should be left where ev­ery­body else had per­ished; in this mo­ment of de­spair he found it quite nat­u­ral.

			He stood breath­less­ly silent and lis­tened to the in­fi­nite; and he heard the cud­gel-like blows of his puls­es. Still he lis­tened, and now he heard some­thing more: far away in the night that surged against his ears he heard the sug­ges­tion of a sound, the vi­brat­ing note of some liv­ing crea­ture. In­fin­ite­ly re­mote and faint though it was, yet Pelle was so aware of it that it thrilled him all through. It was a cow feed­ing on the chain; he could fol­low the sound of her neck scrub­bing up and down against the post.

			He ran down over the crag­gy de­cliv­i­ty, fell, and was again on his feet and run­ning for­ward; the mist had swal­lowed him un­awares. Then he was down on arable that had once been wood­land; then he trod on some­thing that felt fa­mil­iar as it brushed against his feet—it was land that had once been ploughed but had now been re­cap­tured by the heath. The sound grew loud­er, and changed to all those fa­mil­iar sounds that one hears at night com­ing from an open cow­shed; and now a de­cayed farm­house showed through the mist. This could not of course be the farm Pelle was look­ing for—Fa­ther Lasse had a prop­er farm­house with four wings! But he went for­ward.

			Out in the coun­try peo­ple do not lock ev­ery­thing up as care­ful­ly as they do in town; so Pelle could walk right in. Di­rect­ly he opened the door of the sit­ting-room he was filled with an up­lift­ing joy. The most com­fort­able odor he had ev­er known struck up­on his sens­es—the foun­da­tion of ev­ery­thing fra­grant—the scent of Fa­ther Lasse! It was dark in the room, and the light of the night with­out could not make its way through the low win­dow. He heard the deep breath­ing of per­sons asleep, and knew that they had not awak­ened—the night was not near­ly over yet. “Good evening!” he said.

			A hand be­gan to grope for the match­es.

			“Is any­one there?” said a drowsy wom­an’s voice.

			“Good evening!” he cried again, and went for­ward in­to the room. “It’s Pelle!” He brought out the name in a singsong voice.

			“So it’s you, boy!” Lasse’s voice qua­vered, and the hands could not man­age the match­es; but Pelle stepped to­ward the voice and clasped his wrist. “And how did you find your way here in the wilder­ness—and at night, too? Yes, yes, I’ll get up!” he con­tin­ued, and he tried, with a groan, to sit up.

			“No, you stop there and let me get up,” said Kar­na, who lay against the wall—she had kept si­lence while the men­folk were speak­ing. “He gets this lum­ba­go, I can tell you!” she de­clared, jump­ing out of bed.

			“Ay, I’ve been at it a bit too hard. Work comes easy when a man’s his own mas­ter—it’s dif­fi­cult to leave off. But it’ll be all right when once I’ve got things prop­er­ly go­ing. Work’s a good em­bro­ca­tion for the lum­ba­go. And how goes it with you then? I was near be­liev­ing you must be dead!”

			So Pelle had to sit on the edge of the bed and tell about ev­ery­thing in town—about the work­shop, and the young mas­ter’s lame leg, and ev­ery­thing. But he said noth­ing of the dis­agree­able things; it was not for men to dwell up­on such things.

			“Then you’ve been get­ting on well in for­eign parts!” said Lasse, de­light­ed. “And do they think well of you?”

			“Yes!” This came a tri­fle slow­ly. In the first place, re­spect was just par­tic­u­lar­ly what he had not won—but why trum­pet forth his mis­eries? “The young mas­ter must like me—he of­ten chats with me, even over the jour­ney­man’s head.”

			“Now, think of that! I have of­ten won­dered, I can tell you, how you were get­ting on, and whether we shouldn’t soon have good news of you. But ev­ery­thing takes time, that we know. And as you see, I’m in a very dif­fer­ent po­si­tion.”

			“Yes, you’ve be­come a landown­er!” said Pelle, smil­ing.

			“The deuce, yes, so I am!” Lasse laughed, too, but then he groaned piteous­ly with the pain in his back. “In the day­time, when I’m work­ing hard, I get along well enough, but as soon as I lie down, then it comes on di­rect­ly. And it’s the dev­il of a pain—as though the wheels of a heavy load­ed wag­on were go­ing to and fro across your back, what­ev­er name you like to give it. Well, well! It’s a fine thing, all the same, to be your own mas­ter! It’s fun­ny how it takes me—but dry bread tastes bet­ter to me at my own ta­ble than—yes, by God, I can tell you, it tastes bet­ter than cake at any oth­er body’s ta­ble! And then to be all alone on your own bit of land, and to be able to spit wher­ev­er you like to spit, with­out ask­ing any­body’s leave! And the soil isn’t so bad; even if most of it has nev­er been un­der cul­ti­va­tion, it has all been ly­ing there stor­ing up its pow­er to pro­duce since the be­gin­ning of the world. But about the peo­ple in the town—are they agree­able?”

			Oh, Pelle had noth­ing to com­plain about. “But when were you mar­ried?” he asked sud­den­ly.

			“Well, you see,” and Lasse be­gan to stum­ble over his own words, al­though he had been pre­pared for the boy to ask this very ques­tion; “in a way we aren’t ex­act­ly mar­ried. That takes mon­ey, and the work here is get­ting for­ward. … But it’s our in­ten­tion, I needn’t say, as soon as we have time and mon­ey.” It was hon­est­ly Lasse’s opin­ion that one could just as well dis­pense with the cer­e­mo­ny; at least un­til chil­dren came, and de­mand­ed an hon­or­able birth. But he could see that Pelle did not rel­ish the idea; he was still the same pedan­tic lit­tle chap the mo­ment a point of hon­or was in ques­tion. “As soon as we’ve got the har­vest un­der shel­ter we’ll in­vite peo­ple to a grand feast,” he said res­o­lute­ly.

			Pelle nod­ded ea­ger­ly. Now he was a landown­er’s son, and he could make the shab­by-gen­teel boys of the town en­vi­ous of him. But they mustn’t be able to throw it in his face that his fa­ther was “liv­ing with a wom­an!”

			Now Kar­na came in with some food. She looked at the boy with much af­fec­tion. “Now, fall to, and don’t de­spise our poor ta­ble, my son,” she said, and gave his arm a friend­ly pat. Pelle fell to with a good ap­petite. Lasse hung half out of the al­cove, de­light­ed.

			“You haven’t lost your ap­petite down there,” he said. “Do you get any­thing de­cent to eat? Kar­na thought the food wasn’t any too good.”

			“It’s pass­able!” said Pelle ob­sti­nate­ly. He re­pent­ed of hav­ing be­trayed him­self to Kar­na that evening, when he was so de­pressed.

			The de­sire to eat awoke in Lasse, so that lit­tle by lit­tle he crept out of the al­cove. “You are sit­ting alone there,” he said, and sat down at the ta­ble in his night­cap and pants. He was wear­ing a knit­ted night­cap, one end of which fell loose­ly over his ear. He looked like a gen­uine old farmer, one that had mon­ey in his mat­tress. And Kar­na, who was mov­ing to and fro while the men­folk ate, had a round, com­fort­able fig­ure, and was car­ry­ing a big bread-knife in her hand. She in­spired con­fi­dence, and she too looked a reg­u­lar farmer’s wife.

			A place was found for Pelle on the bed. He ex­tin­guished the tal­low dip be­fore he un­dressed, and thrust his un­der­cloth­ing un­der the pil­low.

			He woke late; the sun had al­ready left the east­ern heav­ens. The most de­li­cious smell of cof­fee filled the room. Pelle start­ed up hasti­ly, in or­der to dress him­self be­fore Kar­na could come in and es­py his con­di­tion; he felt un­der the pil­low—and his shirt was no longer there! And his stock­ings lay on a stool, and they had been darned!

			When Kar­na came in he lay mo­tion­less, in ob­sti­nate si­lence; he did not re­ply to her morn­ing salu­ta­tion, and kept his eyes turned to­ward the al­cove. She ought not to have gone rum­mag­ing among his things!

			“I’ve tak­en your shirt and washed it,” she said serene­ly, “but you can have it again this evening. Af­ter all, you can wear this un­til then.” She laid one of Lasse’s shirts on the cov­er­let.

			Pelle lay there for a time as though he had not heard Kar­na. Then he sat up, feel­ing very cross and got in­to the shirt. “No, stay there un­til you’ve drunk your cof­fee,” she said as he at­tempt­ed to get up, and she placed a stool by him. And so Pelle had his cof­fee in bed, as he had dreamed it was to hap­pen when Fa­ther Lasse re­mar­ried; and he could not go on feel­ing an­gry. But he was still burn­ing with shame, and that made him tac­i­turn.

			Dur­ing the morn­ing Lasse and Pelle went out and in­spect­ed the prop­er­ty.

			“It’ll be best if we go round it first; then you will see plain­ly where the bound­ary lies,” said Lasse, who knew that the di­men­sions of the place would be a sur­prise to Pelle. They wan­dered through heather and bram­bles and thorns, strik­ing across the moor­land and skirt­ing pre­cip­i­tous slopes. It was sev­er­al hours be­fore they had fin­ished their round.

			“It’s an aw­ful­ly large hold­ing,” Pelle said again and again.

			And Lasse an­swered proud­ly. “Yes, there’s near­ly sev­en­ty acres here—if on­ly it were all tilled!”

			It was vir­gin soil, but it was over­run with heather and ju­niper-scrub, through which bram­bles and hon­ey­suck­le twined their way. Half­way up a per­pen­dic­u­lar wall of rock hung the ash and the wild cher­ry, grip­ping the bare cliff with roots that looked like crip­pled hands. Crab-ap­ple trees, sloe-bush­es and wild rose-bri­ars made an im­pen­e­tra­ble jun­gle, which al­ready bore traces of Lasse’s ex­er­tions. And in the midst of this lux­u­ri­ant growth the rocky sub­soil pro­trud­ed its grim fea­tures, or came so near the sur­face that the sun had scorched the roots of the herbage.

			“That’s a prop­er lit­tle Par­adise,” said Lasse; “you can scarce­ly set foot in it with­out tread­ing on the berries. But it’s got to be turned in­to arable if one is to live here.”

			“Isn’t the soil rather mid­dling?” said Pelle.

			“Mid­dling—when all that can grow and flour­ish there?” Lasse point­ed to where birch and as­pen stood wav­ing their shin­ing fo­liage to and fro in the breeze. “No, but it’ll be a damned rough bit of work to get it ready for plough­ing; I’m sor­ry now that you aren’t at home.”

			Lasse had sev­er­al times made this al­lu­sion, but Pelle was deaf to it. All this was not what he had imag­ined; he felt no de­sire to play the landown­er’s son at home in the way Lasse had in mind.

			“It’ll be trou­ble enough here to man­age about your dai­ly bread,” he said, with re­mark­able pre­coc­i­ty.

			“Oh, it won’t be so dif­fi­cult to earn our dai­ly bread, even if we can’t hold a feast ev­ery day,” said Lasse, af­front­ed. “And here at any rate a man can straight­en his back with­out hav­ing a bailiff come yap­ping round him. Even if I were to work my­self to death here, at least I’ve done with slav­ery. And you must not for­get the plea­sure of see­ing the soil com­ing un­der one’s hands, day af­ter day, and yield­ing some­thing in­stead of ly­ing there use­less. That is in­deed the finest task a man can per­form—to till the earth and make it fruit­ful—I can think of none bet­ter! But you—have you lost the farmer’s in­stinct in town?”

			Pelle did not re­ply. Al­though there might be some­thing fine and splen­did in work­ing one­self to death over a bit of land, just so that some­thing dif­fer­ent might grow there, he him­self was glad that he did not pos­sess this farmer’s in­stinct.

			“My fa­ther, and his fa­ther, and all of our fam­i­ly I have ev­er known, we’ve all had some­thing in us so that we’ve been driv­en to im­prove the soil, with­out think­ing of our own com­fort. But it cer­tain­ly nev­er en­tered the mind of one of us that we should ev­er hear it ill spo­ken of—and by one of our own peo­ple too!” Lasse spoke with his face turned away—as did the Almighty when He was wroth with His peo­ple; and Pelle felt as though he were a hate­ful rene­gade, as bad as bad could be. But nev­er­the­less he would not give in.

			“I should be no use at all here,” he said apolo­get­i­cal­ly, gaz­ing in the di­rec­tion of the sea. “I don’t be­lieve in it.”

			“No, you’ve cut your­self loose from it all, you have!” re­tort­ed Lasse bit­ter­ly. “But you’ll re­pent it some day, in the long run. Life among the strangers there isn’t all splen­dor and en­joy­ment.”

			Pelle did not an­swer; he felt at that mo­ment too much of a man to bandy words. He con­tained him­self, and they went on­ward in si­lence.

			“Well, of course, it isn’t an es­tate,” said Lasse sud­den­ly, in or­der to take the sting out of fur­ther crit­i­cism. Pelle was still silent.

			Round the house the land was cul­ti­vat­ed, and all round the cul­ti­vat­ed land the lux­u­ri­ant heather re­vealed dis­ap­pear­ing traces of cul­ti­va­tion, and oblit­er­at­ed fur­rows.

			“This was a corn­field once,” said Pelle.

			“Well, to think of your see­ing that right off!” ex­claimed Lasse, half sar­cas­ti­cal­ly, half in re­al ad­mi­ra­tion. “The deuce of an eye you’ve got, you tru­ly have! I should cer­tain­ly have no­ticed noth­ing par­tic­u­lar about the heath—if I had not known. Yes, that has been un­der cul­ti­va­tion, but the heath has won it back again! That was un­der my pre­de­ces­sor, who took in more than he could work, so that it ru­ined him. But you can see now that some­thing can be done with the land!” Lasse point­ed to a patch of rye, and Pelle was obliged to rec­og­nize that it looked very well. But through the whole length of the field ran high ridges of bro­ken stone, which told him what a ter­ri­ble la­bor this soil de­mand­ed be­fore it could be brought un­der cul­ti­va­tion. Be­yond the rye lay new­ly-bro­ken soil, which looked like a dammed-up ice-field; the plough had been driv­en through mere patch­es of soil. Pelle looked at it all, and it made him sad to think of his fa­ther.

			Lasse him­self was undis­mayed.

			“As it is, it needs two to hold the plough. Kar­na is very strong, but even so it’s as though one’s arms would be torn from one’s body ev­ery time the plough strikes. And most of it has to be bro­ken up with pick and drill—and now and again it takes a bit of a sneeze. I use dy­na­mite; it’s more pow­er­ful than pow­der, and it bites down in­to the ground bet­ter,” he said proud­ly.

			“How much is un­der cul­ti­va­tion here?” asked Pelle.

			“With mead­ow and gar­den, al­most four­teen acres; but it will be more be­fore the year is out.”

			“And two fam­i­lies have been ru­ined al­ready by those four­teen acres,” said Kar­na, who had come out to call them in to din­ner.

			“Yes, yes; God be mer­ci­ful to them—and now we get the fruit of their labors! The parish won’t take the farm away again—not from us,” he said. Lasse spoke in a tone full of self-re­liance. Pelle had nev­er seen him stand so up­right.

			“I can nev­er feel quite easy about it,” said Kar­na; “it’s as though one were plough­ing up church­yard soil. The first who was turned out by the parish hanged him­self, so they say.”

			“Yes, he had a hut on the heath there—where you see the el­der-trees—but it’s fall­en to pieces since then. I’m so glad it didn’t hap­pen in the house.” Lasse shud­dered un­com­fort­ably. “Peo­ple say he haunts the place when any mis­for­tune is in store for those that come af­ter him.”

			“Then the house was built lat­er?” asked Pelle, as­ton­ished, for it had such a tum­ble-down ap­pear­ance.

			“Yes, my pre­de­ces­sor built that. He got the land from the parish free for twen­ty years, pro­vid­ed he built a house and tilled a tønde of land a year. Those were not such bad con­di­tions. On­ly he took in too much at a time; he was one of those peo­ple who rake away fierce­ly all the morn­ing and have tired them­selves out be­fore mid­day. But he built the house well”—and Lasse kicked the thin mud-daubed wall—“and the tim­ber-work is good. I think I shall break a lot of stone when the win­ter comes; the stone must be got out of the way, and it isn’t so bad to earn a few hun­dred kro­ner. And in two or three years we will make the old house in­to a barn and build our­selves a new house—eh, Kar­na? With a cel­lar un­der­neath and high steps out­side, like they have at Stone Farm. It could be of un­hewn gran­ite, and I can man­age the walls my­self.”

			Kar­na beamed with joy, but Pelle could not en­ter in­to their mood. He was dis­il­lu­sioned; the de­scent from his dream to this naked re­al­i­ty was too great. And a feel­ing rose with­in him of dull re­sent­ment against this end­less la­bor, which, in­ex­pe­ri­enced though he was, was yet part of his very be­ing by virtue of the lives of ten, nay, twen­ty gen­er­a­tions. He him­self had not waged the hard-fought war against the soil, but he had as a mat­ter of course un­der­stood ev­ery­thing that had to do with till­ing the soil ev­er since he could crawl, and his hands had an in­born ap­ti­tude for spade and rake and plough. But he had not in­her­it­ed his fa­ther’s joy in the soil; his thoughts had struck out in a new di­rec­tion. Yet this end­less bondage to the soil lay root­ed in him, like a ha­tred, which gave him a sur­vey un­known to his fa­ther. He was rea­son­able; he did not lose his head at the sight of sev­en­ty acres of land, but asked what they con­tained. He him­self was not aware of it, but his whole be­ing was quick with hos­til­i­ty to­ward the idea of spend­ing one’s strength in this use­less la­bor; and his point of view was as ex­pe­ri­enced as though he had been Lasse’s fa­ther.

			“Wouldn’t you have done bet­ter to buy a cot­tage-hold­ing with twelve or four­teen acres of land, and that in a good state of cul­ti­va­tion?” he asked.

			Lasse turned on him im­pa­tient­ly. “Yes, and then a man might stint and save all his life, and nev­er get be­yond cut­ting off his fly to mend his seat; he’d most like­ly spend twice what he made! What the deuce! I might as well have stayed where I was. Here, it’s true, I do work hard­er and I have to use my brains more, but then there’s a fu­ture be­fore me. When I’ve once got the place un­der cul­ti­va­tion this will be a farm to hold its own with any of them!” Lasse gazed proud­ly over his hold­ing; in his mind’s eye it was wav­ing with grain and full of prime cat­tle.

			“It would car­ry six hors­es and a score or two of cows eas­i­ly,” he said aloud. “That would bring in a nice in­come! What do you think, Kar­na?”

			“I think the din­ner will be cold,” said Kar­na, laugh­ing. She was per­fect­ly hap­py.

			At din­ner Lasse pro­posed that Pelle should send his clothes to be washed and mend­ed at home. “You’ve cer­tain­ly got enough to do with­out that,” he said in­dul­gent­ly. “Butch­er Jensen goes to mar­ket ev­ery Sat­ur­day; he’d take it for you and put it down by the church, and it would be odd if on a Sun­day no one from the heath went to church, who could bring the bun­dle back to us.”

			But Pelle sud­den­ly turned stub­born and made no re­ply.

			“I just thought it would be too much for you to wash and mend for your­self,” said Lasse pa­tient­ly. “In town one must have oth­er things to think about, and then it isn’t re­al­ly prop­er work for a man!”

			“I’ll do it my­self all right,” mur­mured Pelle un­gra­cious­ly.

			Now he would show them that he could keep him­self de­cent. It was part­ly in or­der to re­venge him­self for his own ne­glect that he re­fused the of­fer.

			“Yes, yes,” said Lasse meek­ly; “I just asked you. I hope you won’t take it amiss.”

			How­ev­er strong Kar­na might be, and how­ev­er will­ing to help in ev­ery­thing, Lasse did great­ly feel the need of a man to work with him. Work of a kind that need­ed two had ac­cu­mu­lat­ed, and Pelle did not spare him­self. The greater part of the day was spent in heav­ing great stones out of the soil and drag­ging them away; Lasse had knocked a sledge to­geth­er, and the two moor­land hors­es were har­nessed up to it.

			“Yes, you mustn’t look at them too close­ly,” said Lasse, as he stroked the two scare­crows ca­ress­ing­ly. “Just wait un­til a few months have gone by, and then you’ll see! But they’ve plen­ty of spir­it now.”

			There was much to be done, and the sweat was soon pour­ing down their faces; but they were both in good spir­its. Lasse was sur­prised at the boy’s strength—with two or three such lads he could turn the whole wilder­ness over. Once again he sighed that Pelle was not liv­ing at home; but to this Pelle still turned a deaf ear. And be­fore they were aware of it Kar­na had come out again and was call­ing them to sup­per.

			“I think we’ll har­ness the hors­es and drive Pelle half­way to town—as a re­ward for the work he’s done,” said Lasse gai­ly. “And we’ve both earned a drive.” So the two screws were put in­to the cart.

			It was amus­ing to watch Lasse; he was a no­table driv­er, and one could not but be al­most per­suad­ed that he had a pair of blood hors­es in front of him. When they met any­one he would cau­tious­ly gath­er up the reins in or­der to be pre­pared lest the hors­es should shy—“they might so eas­i­ly bolt,” he said solemn­ly. And when he suc­ceed­ed in in­duc­ing them to trot he was de­light­ed. “They take some hold­ing,” he would say, and to look at him you would have thought they called for a strong pair of wrists. “Damn it all, I be­lieve I shall have to put the curb on them!” And he set both his feet against the dash­board, and sawed the reins to and fro.

			When half the dis­tance was cov­ered Fa­ther Lasse want­ed to drive just a lit­tle fur­ther, and again a lit­tle fur­ther still—oh, well, then, they might as well drive right up to the house! He had quite for­got­ten that the fol­low­ing day would be a day of hard la­bor both for him­self and for the hors­es. But at last Pelle jumped out.

			“Shan’t we ar­range that about your wash­ing?” asked Lasse.

			“No!” Pelle turned his face away—sure­ly they might stop ask­ing him that!

			“Well, well, take care of your­self, and thanks for your help. You’ll come again as soon as you can?”

			Pelle smiled at them, but said noth­ing; he dared not open his mouth, for fear of the un­man­ly lump that had risen in his throat. Silent­ly he held out his hand and ran to­ward the town.

		
	
		
			VI

			The oth­er ap­pren­tices were able to pro­vide them­selves with clothes, as they worked on their own ac­count in their own time; they got work from their friends, and at times they pi­rat­ed the mas­ter’s cus­tomers, by un­der­bid­ding him in se­cret. They kept their own work un­der the bench; when the mas­ter was not at home they got it out and pro­ceed­ed with it. “Tonight I shall go out and meet my girl,” they would say, laugh­ing. Lit­tle Nikas said noth­ing at all.

			Pelle had no friends to give him work, and he could not have done much. If the oth­ers had much to do af­ter work-hours or on Sun­days he had to help them; but he gained noth­ing by so do­ing. And he al­so had Nilen’s shoes to keep mend­ed, for old ac­quain­tances’ sake.

			Jeppe lec­tured them at great length on the sub­ject of tips, as he had promised; for the towns­folk had been com­plain­ing of this bur­den­some ad­di­tion to their ex­pen­di­ture, and in no mea­sured terms had sworn ei­ther to abate or abol­ish this tax on all re­tail trans­ac­tions. But it was on­ly be­cause they had read of the mat­ter in the news­pa­pers, and didn’t want to be be­hind the cap­i­tal! They al­ways re­ferred to the sub­ject when Pelle went round with his shoes, and felt in their purs­es; if there was a shilling there they would hide it be­tween their fin­gers, and say that he should have some­thing next time for cer­tain—he must re­mind them of it an­oth­er time! At first he did re­mind them—they had told him to do so—but then Jeppe re­ceived a hint that his youngest ap­pren­tice must stop his at­tempts at swin­dling. Pelle could not un­der­stand it, but he con­ceived an in­creas­ing dis­like of these peo­ple, who could re­sort to such a shame­less trick in or­der to save a pen­ny piece, which they would nev­er have missed.

			Pelle, who had been think­ing that he had had enough of the world of poor folk, and must some­how con­trive to get in­to an­oth­er class, learned once again to re­ly on the poor, and re­joiced over ev­ery pair of poor folk’s shoes which the mas­ter anath­e­ma­tized be­cause they were so worn out. The poor were not afraid to pay a shilling if they had one; it made him feel re­al­ly sad to see how they would search in ev­ery cor­ner to get a few pence to­geth­er, and emp­ty their chil­dren’s mon­ey-box­es, while the lit­tle ones stood by in si­lence, look­ing on with mourn­ful eyes. And if he did not wish to ac­cept their mon­ey they were of­fend­ed. The lit­tle that he did re­ceive he owed to peo­ple who were as poor as him­self.

			Mon­ey, to these folk, no longer con­sist­ed of those round, in­dif­fer­ent ob­jects which peo­ple in the up­per stra­ta of hu­man so­ci­ety piled up in whole heaps. Here ev­ery shilling meant so much suf­fer­ing or hap­pi­ness, and a grimy lit­tle cop­per would still the man’s an­gry clam­or and the child’s de­spair­ing cry for food. Wid­ow Hoest gave him a ten-öre piece, and he could not help re­flect­ing that she had giv­en him her mid­day meal for two days to come!

			One day, as he was pass­ing the mis­er­able hov­els which lay out by the north­ern dunes, a poor young wom­an came to her door and called to him; she held the re­mains of a pair of elas­tic-sid­ed boots in her hand. “Oh, shoe­mak­er’s boy, do be so kind as to mend these a bit for me!” she plead­ed. “Just sew them up any­how, so that they’ll stick on my feet for half the evening. The stone­ma­sons are giv­ing their feast, and I do so want to go to it!” Pelle ex­am­ined the boots; there was not much to be done for them, nev­er­the­less he took them, and mend­ed them in his own time. He learned from Jens that the wom­an was the wid­ow of a stone­cut­ter, who was killed by an ex­plo­sion short­ly af­ter their mar­riage. The boots looked quite de­cent when he re­turned them.

			“Well, I’ve no mon­ey, but I do of­fer you many, many thanks!” she said, look­ing de­light­ed­ly at the boots; “and how nice you’ve made them look! God bless you for it.”

			“Thanks killed the black­smith’s cat,” said Pelle smil­ing. Her plea­sure was con­ta­gious.

			“Yes, and God’s bless­ing falls where two poor peo­ple share their bed,” the young wom­an re­joined jest­ing­ly. “Still, I wish you ev­ery­thing good as pay­ment—now I can dance af­ter all!”

			Pelle was quite pleased with him­self as he made off. But few doors far­ther on an­oth­er poor wom­an ac­cost­ed him; she had ev­i­dent­ly heard of the suc­cess of the first, and there she stood hold­ing a dirty pair of chil­dren’s boots, which she earnest­ly begged him to mend. He took the boots and re­paired them al­though it left him still poor­er; he knew too well what need was to refuse. This was the first time that any­one in the town had re­gard­ed him as an equal, and rec­og­nized him at the first glance as a fel­low-crea­ture. Pelle pon­dered over this; he did not know that pover­ty is cos­mopoli­tan.

			When he went out af­ter the day’s work he took a back seat; he went about with the poor­est boys and be­haved as un­ob­tru­sive­ly as pos­si­ble. But some­times a des­per­ate mood came over him, and at times he would make him­self con­spic­u­ous by be­hav­ior that would have made old Lasse weep; as, for ex­am­ple, when he de­fi­ant­ly sat up­on a fresh­ly-tarred bol­lard. He be­came there­by the hero of the evening; but as soon as he was alone he went be­hind a fence and let down his breech­es in or­der to as­cer­tain the ex­tent of the dam­age. He had been run­ning his er­rands that day in the best clothes he pos­sessed. This was no joke. Lasse had deeply im­bued him with his own mod­er­a­tion, and had taught him to treat his things care­ful­ly, so that it seemed to Pelle al­most a pi­ous du­ty. But Pelle felt him­self for­sak­en by all the gods, and now he de­fied them.

			The poor wom­en in the streets were the on­ly peo­ple who had eyes for him. “Now look at the boo­by, wear­ing his con­fir­ma­tion jack­et on a week­day!” they would say, and call him over in or­der to give him a lec­ture, which as a rule end­ed in an of­fer to re­pair the dam­age. But it was all one to Pelle; if he ran about out-of-doors in his best clothes he was on­ly do­ing as the town did. At all events he had a shirt on, even if it was rather big! And the bar­ber’s as­sis­tant him­self, who looked most im­por­tant in tail­coat and top-hat, and was the ide­al of ev­ery ap­pren­tice, did not al­ways wear a shirt; Pelle had once no­ticed that fact as the youth was swing­ing some ladies. Up in the coun­try, where a man was ap­praised ac­cord­ing to the num­ber of his shirts, such a thing would have been im­pos­si­ble. But here in town peo­ple did not re­gard such mat­ters so strict­ly.

			He was no longer be­side him­self with as­ton­ish­ment at the num­ber of peo­ple—re­spectable folk for the most part—who had no abid­ing place any­where, but all through the year drift­ed in the most ca­su­al man­ner from one spot to an­oth­er. Yet the men looked con­tent­ed, had wives and chil­dren, went out on Sun­days, and amused them­selves; and af­ter all why should one be­have as if the world was com­ing to an end be­cause one hadn’t a bar­rel of salt pork or a clamp of pota­toes to see one through the win­ter? Reck­less­ness was fi­nal­ly Pelle’s refuge too; when all the lights seemed to have gone out of the fu­ture it helped him to take up the fairy­tale of life anew, and lent a glam­or to naked pover­ty. Imag­i­na­tion en­tered even in­to star­va­tion: are you or are you not go­ing to die of it?

			Pelle was poor enough for ev­ery­thing to be still be­fore him, and he pos­sessed the poor man’s alert imag­i­na­tion; the great world and the ro­mance of life were the mo­tives that drew him through the void, that pe­cu­liar mu­sic of life which is nev­er silent, but mur­murs to the reck­less and the care­ful alike. Of the world he knew well enough that it was some­thing in­com­pre­hen­si­bly vast—some­thing that was al­ways re­ced­ing; yet in eighty days one could trav­el right round it, to the place where men walk about with their heads down­ward, and back again, and ex­pe­ri­ence all its won­ders. He him­self had set out in­to this in­com­pre­hen­si­ble world, and here he was, strand­ed in this lit­tle town, where there was nev­er a crumb to feed a hun­gry imag­i­na­tion; noth­ing but a teem­ing con­fu­sion of pet­ty cares. One felt the cold breath of the out­er winds, and the dizzi­ness of great spa­ces; when the lit­tle news­pa­per came the small trades­men and em­ploy­ers would run ea­ger­ly across the street, their spec­ta­cles on their noses, and would speak, with ges­tures of amaze­ment, of the things that hap­pened out­side. “Chi­na,” they would say; “Amer­i­ca!” and fan­cy that they them­selves made part of the bustling world. But Pelle used to wish most ar­dent­ly that some­thing great and won­der­ful might wan­der thith­er and set­tle down among them just for once! He would have been quite con­tent­ed with a lit­tle vol­cano un­der­foot, so that the hous­es would be­gin to sway and bob to one an­oth­er; or a tri­fling in­un­da­tion, so that ships would ride over the town, and have to moor them­selves to the weath­er­cock on the church steeple. He had an ir­ra­tional long­ing that some­thing of this kind should hap­pen, some­thing to drive the blood from his heart and make his hair stand on end. But now he had enough to con­tend against apart from mat­ters of this sort; the world must look af­ter it­self un­til times were bet­ter.

			It was more dif­fi­cult to re­nounce the old fairy­tales, for pover­ty it­self had sung them in­to his heart, and they spoke to him with Fa­ther Lasse’s quiv­er­ing voice. “A rich child of­ten lies in a poor moth­er’s lap,” his fa­ther used to say, when he proph­e­sied con­cern­ing his son’s fu­ture, and the say­ing sank deep in­to the boy’s mind, like the re­frain of a song. But he had learned this much, that there were no ele­phants here, on whose necks a plucky young­ster could ride astrad­dle, in or­der to ride down the tiger which was on the point of tear­ing the King of the Hi­malayas to pieces so that he would of course re­ceive the king’s daugh­ter and half his king­dom as a re­ward for his hero­ic deed. Pelle of­ten loi­tered about the har­bor, but no beau­ti­ful­ly dressed lit­tle girl ev­er fell in­to the wa­ter, so that he might res­cue her, and then, when he was grown up, make her his wife. And if such a thing did re­al­ly hap­pen he knew now that his el­ders would cheat him out of any tip he might re­ceive. And he had quite giv­en up look­ing for the gold­en coach which was to run over him, so that the two ter­ri­fied ladies, who would be dressed in mourn­ing, would take him in­to their car­riage and car­ry him off to their six-sto­ried cas­tle! Of course, they would adopt him per­ma­nent­ly in place of the son which they had just lost, and who, cu­ri­ous­ly enough, was ex­act­ly the same age as him­self. No, there were no gold­en coach­es here!

			Out in the great world the poor­est boy had the most won­der­ful prospects; all the great men the books had ev­er heard of had been poor lads like him­self, who had reached their high es­tate through good for­tune and their own val­or. But all the men in town who pos­sessed any­thing had at­tained their wealth by weari­ly plod­ding for­ward and suck­ing the blood of the poor. They were al­ways sit­ting and brood­ing over their mon­ey, and they threw noth­ing away for a lucky fel­low to pick up; and they left noth­ing ly­ing about, lest some poor lad should come and take it. Not one of them con­sid­ered it be­neath him to pick up an old trous­er-but­ton off the pave­ment, and car­ry it home.

			One evening Pelle was run­ning out to fetch half a pound of can­is­ter to­bac­co for Jeppe. In front of the coal-mer­chant’s house the big dog, as al­ways, made for his legs, and he lost the twen­ty-five-öre piece. While he was look­ing for it, an el­der­ly man came up to him. Pelle knew him very well; he was Mon­sen the shipown­er, the rich­est man in the town.

			“Have you lost some­thing, my lad?” he asked, and be­gan to as­sist in the search.

			“Now he will ques­tion me,” thought Pelle. “And then I shall an­swer him bold­ly, and then he will look at me at­ten­tive­ly and say—”

			Pelle was al­ways hop­ing for some mys­te­ri­ous ad­ven­ture, such as hap­pens to an able lad and rais­es him to for­tune.

			But the shipown­er did noth­ing he was ex­pect­ed to do. He mere­ly searched ea­ger­ly, and in­quired: “Where were you walk­ing? Here, weren’t you? Are you quite cer­tain of that?”

			“In any case he’ll give me an­oth­er twen­ty-five öre,” thought Pelle. “Ex­tra­or­di­nary—how ea­ger he is!” Pelle did not re­al­ly want to go on search­ing, but he could not very well leave off be­fore the oth­er.

			“Well, well!” said the shipown­er at last, “you may as well whis­tle for those twen­ty-five öre. But what a boo­by you are!” And he moved on, and Pelle looked af­ter him for a long while be­fore putting his hand in­to his own pock­et.

			Lat­er, as he was re­turn­ing that way, he saw a man bowed over the flag­stones, strik­ing match­es as he searched. It was Mon­sen. The sight tick­led Pelle tremen­dous­ly. “Have you lost any­thing?” he asked mis­chie­vous­ly, stand­ing on the alert, lest he should get a box on the ear. “Yes, yes; twen­ty-five öre;” groaned the shipown­er. “Can’t you help me to find it, my boy?”

			Well, he had long un­der­stood that Mon­sen was the rich­est man in the town, and that he had be­come so by pro­vi­sion­ing ships with spoiled food­stuffs, and re­fit­ting old crank ves­sels, which he heav­i­ly in­sured. And he knew who was a thief and who a bank­rupt spec­u­la­tor, and that Mer­chant Lau on­ly did busi­ness with the lit­tle shop­keep­ers, be­cause his daugh­ter had gone to the bad. Pelle knew the se­cret pride of the town, the “Top-gale­ass,” as she was called, who in her sole self rep­re­sent­ed the al­lure­ments of the cap­i­tal, and he knew the two sharpers, and the con­sul with the dis­ease which was eat­ing him up. All this was very grat­i­fy­ing knowl­edge for one of the re­ject­ed.

			He had no in­ten­tion of let­ting the town re­tain any trace of those splen­dors with which he had once en­dowed it. In his con­stant ram­blings he stripped it to the buff. For in­stance, there stood the hous­es of the town, some re­tir­ing, some stand­ing well for­ward, but all so neat on the side that faced the street, with their won­der­ful old door­ways and flow­ers in ev­ery win­dow. Their neat­ly tarred frame­work glis­tened, and they were al­ways new­ly lime-washed, ochrous yel­low or daz­zling white, sea-green, or blue as the sky. And on Sun­days there was quite a fes­tive dis­play of flags. But Pelle had ex­plored the back quar­ters of ev­ery house; and there were sinks and traps there, with dense slimy growths, and stink­ing refuse-bar­rels, and one great dust­bin with a droop­ing el­der-tree over it. And the spa­ces be­tween the cob­ble­stones were foul with the scales of her­rings and the guts of cod­fish, and the low­er por­tions of the walls were cov­ered with patch­es of green moss.

			The book­binder and his wife went about hand in hand when they set out for the meet­ing of some re­li­gious so­ci­ety. But at home they fought, and in chapel, as they sat to­geth­er and sang out of the same hymn­book, they would se­cret­ly pinch one an­oth­er’s legs. “Yes,” peo­ple used to say, “such a nice cou­ple!” But the town couldn’t throw dust in Pelle’s eyes; he knew a thing or two. If on­ly he had known just how to get him­self a new blouse!

			Some peo­ple didn’t go with­out clothes so read­i­ly; they were for­ev­er mak­ing use of that fab­u­lous thing—cred­it! At first it took his breath away to dis­cov­er that the peo­ple here in the town got ev­ery­thing they want­ed with­out pay­ing mon­ey for it. “Will you please put it down?” they would say, when they came for their boots; and “it’s to be en­tered,” he him­self would say, when he made a pur­chase for his em­ploy­ers. All spoke the same mag­i­cal for­mu­la, and Pelle was re­mind­ed of Fa­ther Lasse, who had count­ed his shillings over a score of times be­fore he ven­tured to buy any­thing. He an­tic­i­pat­ed much from this dis­cov­ery, and it was his in­ten­tion to make good use of the mag­ic words when his own means be­came ex­haust­ed.

			Now, nat­u­ral­ly, he was wis­er. He had dis­cov­ered that the very poor must al­ways go mar­ket­ing with their mon­ey in their hands, and even for the oth­ers there came a day of reck­on­ing. The mas­ter al­ready spoke with hor­ror of the New Year; and it was very un­for­tu­nate for his busi­ness that the leather-sell­ers had got him in their pock­et, so that he could not buy his ma­te­ri­al where it was cheap­est. All the small em­ploy­ers made the same com­plaint.

			But the fairy­tale of cred­it was not yet ex­haust­ed—there was still a man­ner of draw­ing a draft up­on for­tune, which could be kept wait­ing, and on the fu­ture, which re­deems all drafts. Cred­it was a spark of po­et­ry in the scram­ble of life; there were peo­ple go­ing about who were poor as church mice, yet they played the lord. Al­fred was such a lucky fel­low; he earned not a red cent, but was al­ways dressed like a counter-jumper, and let him­self want for noth­ing. If he took a fan­cy to any­thing he sim­ply went in and got it on “tick”; and he was nev­er re­fused. His com­rades en­vied him and re­gard­ed him as a child of for­tune.

			Pelle him­self had a lit­tle flir­ta­tion with for­tune. One day he went gai­ly in­to a shop, in or­der to pro­cure him­self some un­der­cloth­ing. When he asked for cred­it they looked at him as though he could not be quite sane, and he had to go away with­out ef­fect­ing his ob­ject. “There must be some se­cret about it that I don’t know,” he thought; and he dim­ly re­mem­bered an­oth­er boy, who couldn’t stir the pot to cook his por­ridge or lay the ta­ble for him­self, be­cause he didn’t know the nec­es­sary word. He sought Al­fred forth­with in or­der to re­ceive en­light­en­ment.

			Al­fred was wear­ing new patent braces, and was putting on his col­lar. On his feet were slip­pers with fur edg­ing, which looked like feed­ing pi­geons. “I got them from a shop­keep­er’s daugh­ter,” he said; and he co­quet­ted with his legs; “she’s quite gone on me. A nice girl too—on­ly there’s no mon­ey.”

			Pelle ex­plained his re­quire­ments.

			“Shirts! shirts!” Al­fred chor­tled with de­light, and clapped his hands be­fore his face. “Good Lord, he wants to gets shirts on tick! If on­ly they had been linen shirts!” He was near burst­ing with laugh­ter.

			Pelle tried again. As a peas­ant—for he was still that—he had thought of shirts first of all; but now he want­ed a sum­mer over­coat and rub­ber cuffs. “Why do you want cred­it?” asked the shop­keep­er, hes­i­tat­ing. “Are you ex­pect­ing any mon­ey? Or is there any­one who will give you a ref­er­ence?”

			No, Pelle didn’t want to bring any­one else in­to it; it was sim­ply that he had no mon­ey.

			“Then wait un­til you have,” said the shop­keep­er surlily. “We don’t clothe pau­pers!” Pelle slunk away abashed.

			“You’re a fool!” said Al­fred short­ly. “You are just like Al­bi­nus—he can nev­er learn how to do it!”

			“How do you do it then?” asked Pelle meek­ly.

			“How do I do it—how do I do it?” Al­fred could give no ex­pla­na­tion; “it just came of it­self. But nat­u­ral­ly I don’t tell them that I’m poor! No, you’d bet­ter leave it alone—it’ll nev­er suc­ceed with you!”

			“Why do you sit there and pinch your up­per lip?” asked Pelle dis­con­tent­ed­ly.

			“Pinch? You goat, I’m stroking my mous­tache!”

		
	
		
			VII

			On Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon Pelle was busi­ly sweep­ing the street. It was get­ting on for evening; in the lit­tle hous­es there was al­ready a fire in the grate; one could hear it crack­ling at Builder Ras­mussen’s and Swedish An­ders’, and the smell of broiled her­rings filled the street. The wom­en were pre­par­ing some­thing ex­tra good in or­der to whee­dle their hus­bands when they came home with the week’s wages. Then they ran across to the huck­ster’s for schnaps and beer, leav­ing the door wide open be­hind them; there was just half a minute to spare while the her­ring was get­ting cooked on the one side! And now Pelle sniffed it afar off—Madame Ras­mussen was tat­tling away to the huck­ster, and a voice screeched af­ter her: “Madame Ras­mussen! Your her­ring is burn­ing!” Now she came rush­ing back, turn­ing her head con­fus­ed­ly from house to house as she scam­pered across the street and in­to her house. The blue smoke drift­ed down among the hous­es; the sun fell low­er and filled the street with gold-dust.

			There were peo­ple sweep­ing all along the street; Bak­er Jör­gen, the wash­er­wom­an, and the Comp­trol­ler’s maid­ser­vant. The heavy boughs of the mul­ber­ry-tree across the road drooped over the wall and of­fered their last ripe fruits to whom­so­ev­er would pick them. On the oth­er side of the wall the rich mer­chant Hans—he who mar­ried the nurse­maid—was pot­ter­ing about his gar­den. He nev­er came out, and the ru­mor ran that he was held a pris­on­er by his wife and her kin. But Pelle had leaned his ear against the wall, and had heard a stam­mer­ing old voice re­peat­ing the same pet names, so that it sound­ed like one of those love-songs that nev­er come to an end; and when in the twi­light he slipped out of his at­tic win­dow and climbed on to the ridge of the roof, in or­der to take a look at the world, he had seen a tiny lit­tle white-haired man walk­ing down there in the gar­den, with his arm round the waist of a wom­an younger than him­self. They were like a cou­ple of young lovers, and they had to stop ev­ery oth­er mo­ment in or­der to ca­ress one an­oth­er. The most mon­strous things were said of him and his mon­ey; of his for­tune, that once up­on a time was found­ed on a pa­per of pins, and was now so great that some curse must rest up­on it.

			From the bak­er’s house the bak­er’s son came slink­ing hymn­book in hand. He fled across to the shel­ter of the wall, and hur­ried off; old Jör­gen stood there gob­bling with laugh­ter as he watched him, his hands fold­ed over his broom­stick.

			“O Lord, is that a man?” he cried to Jeppe, who sat at his win­dow, shav­ing him­self be­fore the milk-can. “Just look how he puffs! Now he’ll go in and beg God to for­give him for go­ing court­ing!”

			Jeppe came to the win­dow to see and to si­lence him; one could hear Broth­er Jör­gen’s falset­to voice right down the street. “Has he been court­ing? How­ev­er did you get him to ven­ture such a leap?” he asked ea­ger­ly.

			“Oh, it was while we were sit­ting at ta­ble. I had a tus­sle with my melan­choly mad­man—be­cause I couldn’t help think­ing of the lit­tle Jör­gen. God knows, I told my­self, no lit­tle Jör­gen has come to car­ry on your name, and the boy’s a weak­ling, and you’ve no one else to build on! It’s all very well go­ing about with your nose in the air all the days God gives you—ev­ery­thing will be swept away and be to no pur­pose. And ev­ery­thing of that sort—you know how I get think­ing when ideas like that get the up­per hand with me. I sat there and looked at the boy, and an­gry I felt with him, that I did; and right op­po­site him there was sit­ting a fine bit of wom­an­hood, and he not look­ing at her. And with that I struck my hand on the ta­ble, and I says, ‘Now, boy, just you take Marie by the hand and ask her whether she’ll be your wife—I want to make an end of the mat­ter now and see what you’re good for!’ The boy all shriv­els up and holds out his hand, and Marie, it don’t come amiss to her. ‘Yes, that I will!’ she says, and grips hold of him be­fore he has time to think what he’s do­ing. And we shall be hav­ing the mar­riage soon.”

			“If you can make a boot out of that leather!” said Jeppe.

			“Oh, she’s a warm piece—look at the way she’s built. She’s thaw­ing him al­ready. Wom­en, they know the way—he won’t freeze in bed.”

			Old Jör­gen laughed con­tent­ed­ly, and went off to his work. “Yes, why, she’d breathe life in­to the dead,” he an­nounced to the street at large.

			The oth­ers went out in their finest clothes, but Pelle did not care to go. He had not been able to ac­com­plish his con­stant res­o­lu­tion to keep him­self neat and clean, and this fail­ure weighed up­on him and abashed him. And the holes in his stock­ings, which were now so big that they could no longer be darned, were dis­gust­ing­ly ap­par­ent, with his skin show­ing through them, so that he had a loathing for him­self.

			Now all the young peo­ple were go­ing out. He could see the sea in the open­ing at the end of the street; it was per­fect­ly calm, and had bor­rowed the col­ors of the sun­set. They would be go­ing to the har­bor or the dunes by the sea; there would be danc­ing on the grass, and per­haps some would get to fight­ing about a girl. But he wasn’t go­ing to be driv­en out of the pack like a mangy dog; he didn’t care a hang for the whole lot of them!

			He threw off his apron and es­tab­lished him­self on a beer-bar­rel which stood out­side be­fore the gate. On the bench op­po­site sat the old­er in­hab­i­tants of the street, puff­ing at their pipes and gos­sip­ing about ev­ery­thing un­der the sun. Now the bells sound­ed the hour for leav­ing off work. Madame Ras­mussen was beat­ing her child and re­vil­ing it in time with her blows. Then sud­den­ly all was silent; on­ly the cry­ing of the child con­tin­ued, like a fee­ble evening hymn. Old Jeppe was talk­ing about Mala­ga—“when I ran ashore at Mala­ga!”—but Bak­er Jör­gen was still lament­ing his want of an heir, and sigh­ing: “Yes, yes; if on­ly one could see in­to the fu­ture!” Then he sud­den­ly be­gan to talk about the Mor­mons. “It might re­al­ly be great fun to see, some time, what they have to of­fer you,” he said.

			“I thought you’d been a Mor­mon a long time, Un­cle Jör­gen,” said Mas­ter An­dres. The old man laughed.

			“Well, well; one tries all sorts of things in one’s time,” he said, and looked out at the sky.

			Up the street stood the watch­mak­er, on his stone steps, his face turned up to the zenith, while he shout­ed his sense­less warn­ings: “The new time! I ask you about the new time, O God the Fa­ther!” he re­peat­ed.

			Two weary steve­dores were go­ing home­ward. “He’ll drive all pover­ty out of the world and give us all a new life—that’s the form his mad­ness takes,” said one of them, with a drea­ry laugh.

			“Then he’s got the mil­len­ni­um on the brain?” said the oth­er.

			“No, he’s just snarling at the world,” said old Jör­gen, be­hind them. “We shall cer­tain­ly get a change in the weath­er.”

			“Things are bad with him just now, poor fel­low,” said Bjer­re­grav, shud­der­ing. “It was about this time of the year that he lost his wits.”

			An in­ner voice ad­mon­ished Pelle: “Don’t sit there with your hands in your lap, but go in and look af­ter your clothes!” But he could not bring him­self to do so—the dif­fi­cul­ties had be­come too in­sur­mount­able. On the fol­low­ing day Man­na and the oth­ers called him, but he could not spring over the wall to join them; they had be­gun to turn up their noses at him and re­gard him crit­i­cal­ly. He did not very well un­der­stand it, but he had be­come an out­cast, a crea­ture who no longer cared about wash­ing him­self prop­er­ly. But what was the use? He could not go on con­tend­ing against the in­vin­ci­ble! No one had warned him in time, and now the town had cap­tured him, and he had giv­en up ev­ery­thing else. He must shuf­fle through life as best he could.

			No one had a thought for him! When wash­ing was be­ing done for his em­ploy­ers it nev­er oc­curred to Madam to wash any­thing of his, and he was not the boy to come for­ward of him­self. The wash­er­wom­an was more con­sid­er­ate; when she could she would smug­gle in some of Pelle’s dirty linen, al­though it meant more work for her. But she was poor her­self; as for the rest, they on­ly want­ed to make use of him. There was no one in town who cared suf­fi­cient­ly for his wel­fare to take the trou­ble even to open his mouth to tell him the truth. This was a thought that made him feel quite weak about the knees, al­though he was fif­teen years old and had courage to tack­le a mad bull. More than any­thing else it was his lone­li­ness that weak­ened his pow­ers of re­sis­tance. He was help­less alone among all these peo­ple, a child, who had to look af­ter him­self as best he could, and be pre­pared for at­tacks from ev­ery quar­ter.

			He sat there, mak­ing no ef­fort to dis­pel the mis­ery that had come over him, and was work­ing its will with him, while with half an ear he lis­tened to the life around him. But sud­den­ly he felt some­thing in his waist­coat pock­et—mon­ey! He felt im­mense­ly re­lieved at once, but he did not hur­ry; he slipped be­hind the gate and count­ed it. One and a half kro­ner. He was on the point of re­gard­ing it as a gift from on high, as some­thing which the Almighty had in His great good­ness placed there, but then it oc­curred to him that this was his mas­ter’s mon­ey. It had been giv­en him the day be­fore for re­pairs to a pair of ladies’ shoes, and he had for­got­ten to pay it in, while the mas­ter, strange­ly enough, had quite for­got­ten to ask for it.

			Pelle stood with bent back by the well out­side, scrub­bing him­self over a buck­et un­til his blood tin­gled. Then he put on his best clothes, drew his shoes on to his naked feet, to avoid the painful feel­ing of the ragged stock­ings, and but­toned his rub­ber col­lar—for the last time in­no­cent of any tie—to his shirt. Short­ly af­ter­ward he was stand­ing out­side a shop­win­dow, con­tem­plat­ing some large neck­ties, which had just been put up­on the mar­ket, and could be worn with any one of four faces out­ward; they filled the whole of the waist­coat, so that one did not see the shirt. Now he would be dis­dained no longer! For a mo­ment he ran to and fro and breathed the air; then he got up­on the scent, and ran at a breath­less gal­lop to­ward the sea-dunes, where the young folk of the town played late in­to the sum­mer night that lay over the wan sea.

			Of course, it was on­ly a loan. Pelle had to sole a pair of shoes for a bak­er’s ap­pren­tice who worked with Nilen; as soon as they were fin­ished he would re­pay the mon­ey. He could put the mon­ey un­der the cut­ting-out board in his mas­ter’s room; the mas­ter would find it there, would gaze at it with a droll ex­pres­sion, and say: “What the dev­il is this?” And then he would knock on the wall, and would treat Pelle to a long rig­ma­role about his mag­i­cal gifts—and then he would ask him to run out and fetch a half-bot­tle of port.

			He did not re­ceive the mon­ey for sol­ing the shoes; half the sum he had to pay out for leather, and the rest was a long time com­ing, for the bak­er’s ap­pren­tice was a needy wretch. But he did not doubt his own in­tegri­ty; the mas­ter might be as sure of his mon­ey as if it had been in the bank. Yet now and again he for­got to give up pet­ty sums—if some ne­ces­si­ty or oth­er was press­ing him un­ex­pect­ed­ly. They were, of course, all loans—un­til the gold­en time came. And that was nev­er far away.

			One day he re­turned home as the young mas­ter was stand­ing at the door, star­ing at the driv­ing clouds over­head. He gave Pelle’s shoul­der a fa­mil­iar squeeze. “How was it they didn’t pay you for the shoes at the Cham­ber­lain’s yes­ter­day?”

			Pelle went crim­son and his hand went to his waist­coat pock­et. “I for­got it,” he said in a low voice.

			“Now, now!” The mas­ter shook him good-na­tured­ly. “It’s not that I mis­trust you. But just to be me­thod­i­cal!”

			Pelle’s heart pound­ed wild­ly in his body; he had just de­cid­ed to use the mon­ey to buy a pair of stock­ings, the very next time he went out—and then what would have hap­pened? And the mas­ter’s be­lief in him! And all at once his of­fence showed it­self to him in all its shame­ful treach­ery; he felt as if he was on the point of be­ing sick, so dis­turbed was he. Un­til this mo­ment he had pre­served through ev­ery­thing the feel­ing of his own worth, and now it was de­stroyed; there could not be any­one wicked­er than he in all the world. In fu­ture no one could trust him any more, and he could no longer look peo­ple straight in the face; un­less he went to the mas­ter at once and cast him­self and his shame un­con­di­tion­al­ly on his mer­cy. There was no oth­er sal­va­tion, that he knew.

			But he was not cer­tain that the mas­ter would con­ceive the mat­ter in its fin­er as­pect, or that ev­ery­thing would turn out for the best; he had giv­en up be­liev­ing in fairy­tales. Then he would sim­ply be turned away, or per­haps be sent to the court­house, and it would be all up with him.

			Pelle re­solved to keep it to him­self; and for many days he went about suf­fer­ing from a sense of his own wicked­ness. But then ne­ces­si­ty gripped him by the throat and brushed all else aside; and in or­der to pro­cure him­self the most nec­es­sary things he was forced to re­sort to the dan­ger­ous ex­pe­di­ent of stat­ing, when the mas­ter gave him mon­ey to buy any­thing, that it was to be put down. And then one day it was all up with him. The oth­ers were ready to pull down the house about his ears; they threw his things out of the gar­ret and called him a filthy beast. Pelle wept; he was quite con­vinced that not he was the guilty per­son, but Pe­ter, who was al­ways keep­ing com­pa­ny with the nas­ti­est wom­en, but he could get no hear­ing. He hur­ried away, with the re­solves that he would nev­er come back.

			On the dunes he was cap­tured by Emil and Pe­ter, who had been sent out af­ter him by old Jeppe. He did not want to go back with them, but they threw him down and dragged him back, one tak­ing his head and one his legs. Peo­ple came to the door and laughed and asked ques­tions, and the oth­er two gave their ex­pla­na­tion of the mat­ter, which was a ter­ri­ble dis­grace for Pelle.

			And then he fell ill. He lay un­der the tiled roof rav­ing with fever; they had thrown his bed in­to the loft. “What, isn’t he up yet?” said Jeppe, as­tound­ed, when he came in to the work­shop. “No? Well, he’ll soon get up when he gets hun­gry.” It was no joke to take a sick ap­pren­tice his meals in bed. But Pelle did not come down.

			Once the young mas­ter threw all con­sid­er­a­tions over­board and took some food up to him. “You’re mak­ing your­self ridicu­lous,” sneered Jeppe; “you’ll nev­er be able to man­age peo­ple like that!” And Madam scold­ed. But Mas­ter An­dres whis­tled un­til he was out of hear­ing.

			Poor Pelle lay there, in delir­i­um; his lit­tle head was full of fan­cies, more than it would hold. But now the re­ac­tion set in, and he lay there stuff­ing him­self with all that was brought him.

			The young mas­ter sat up­stairs a great deal and re­ceived en­light­en­ment on many points. It was not his na­ture to do any­thing en­er­get­i­cal­ly, but he ar­ranged that Pelle’s wash­ing should be done in the house, and he took care that Lasse should be sent for.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Jeppe was re­lat­ed to about half the is­land, but he was not great­ly in­ter­est­ed in dis­en­tan­gling his re­la­tion­ship. He could eas­i­ly go right back to the founder of the fam­i­ly, and trace the gen­er­a­tions through two cen­turies, and fol­low the sev­er­al branch­es of the fam­i­ly from coun­try to town and over the sea and back again, and show that An­dres and the judge must be cousins twice re­moved. But if any in­signif­i­cant per­son asked him: “How was it, then—weren’t my fa­ther and you first cousins?” he would an­swer brusque­ly, “Maybe, but the soup grows too thin af­ter a time. This re­la­tion­ship!”

			“Then you and I, good Lord! are sec­ond cousins, and you are re­lat­ed to the judge as well,” Mas­ter An­dres would say. He did not grudge peo­ple any plea­sure they could de­rive from the facts of re­la­tion­ship. Poor peo­ple re­gard­ed him grate­ful­ly—they said he had kind eyes; it was a shame that he should not be al­lowed to live.

			Jeppe was the old­est em­ploy­er in the town, and among the shoe­mak­ers his work­shop was the big­gest. He was able, too, or rather he had been, and he still pos­sessed the man­u­al skill pe­cu­liar to the old days. When it came to a tick­lish job he would will­ing­ly show them how to get on with it, or plan some con­trivance to as­sist them. Elas­tic-sid­ed boots and lace-up boots had su­per­seded the old footwear, but hon­est skill still meant an hon­est rep­u­ta­tion. And if some old fel­low want­ed a pair of Welling­tons or Bluchers of leather wa­ter­proofed with grease, in­stead of by some new­fan­gled dev­il­ry, he must needs go to Jeppe—no one else could shape an in­step as he could. And when it came to han­dling the heavy dressed leathers for sea-boots there was no one like Jeppe. He was ob­sti­nate, and rigid­ly op­posed to ev­ery­thing new, where ev­ery­body else was led away by nov­el­ty. In this he was pe­cu­liar­ly the rep­re­sen­ta­tive of the old days, and peo­ple re­spect­ed him as such.

			The ap­pren­tices alone did not re­spect him. They did ev­ery­thing they could to vex him and to re­tal­i­ate on him for be­ing such a se­vere taskmas­ter. They all laid them­selves out to mys­ti­fy him, speak­ing of the most mat­ter-of-fact things in dark and covert hints, in or­der to make old Jeppe sus­pi­cious, and if he spied up­on them and caught them at some­thing which proved to be noth­ing at all they had a great day of it.

			“What does this mean? Where are you go­ing with­out per­mis­sion?” asked Jeppe, if one of them got up to go in­to the court; he was al­ways for­get­ting that times had al­tered. They did not an­swer, and then he would fly in­to a pas­sion. “I’ll have you show me re­spect!” he would cry, stamp­ing on the floor un­til the dust ed­died round him. Mas­ter An­dres would slow­ly raise his head. “What’s the mat­ter with you this time, fa­ther?” he would ask weari­ly. Then Jeppe would break out in­to ful­mi­na­tions against the new times.

			If Mas­ter An­dres and the jour­ney­man were not present, the ap­pren­tices amused them­selves by mak­ing the old man lose his tem­per; and this was not dif­fi­cult, as he saw hos­til­i­ty in ev­ery­thing. Then he would snatch up a knee-strap and be­gin to rain blows up­on the sin­ner. At the same time he would make the most ex­tra­or­di­nary gri­maces and give vent to a sin­gu­lar gur­gling sound. “There, take that, al­though it grieves me to use harsh mea­sures!” he would mew. “And that, too—and that! You’ve got to go through with it, if you want to en­ter the craft!” Then he would give the lad some­thing that faint­ly re­sem­bled a kick, and would stand there strug­gling for breath. “You’re a trou­ble­some young­ster—you’ll al­low that?” “Yes, my moth­er used to break a broom­stick over my head ev­ery oth­er day!” replied Pe­ter, the rogue, snort­ing. “There, you see you are! But it may all turn out for the best even now. The foun­da­tion’s not so bad!” Jeppe dod­dered to and fro, his hands be­hind his back. The rest of the day he was in­clined to solem­ni­ty, and did his best to oblit­er­ate all re­mem­brance of the pun­ish­ment. “It was on­ly for your own good!” he would say, in a pro­pi­tia­to­ry tone.

			Jeppe was first cousin to the crazy Anker, but he pre­ferred not to lay claim to the fact; the man could not help be­ing mad, but he made his liv­ing, dis­grace­ful­ly enough, by sell­ing sand in the streets—a spe­cial­ist in his way. Day by day one saw Anker’s long, thin fig­ure in the streets, with a sack­ful of sand slung over his slop­ing shoul­ders; he wore a suit of blue twill and white woollen stock­ings, and his face was death­like. He was quite flesh­less. “That comes of all his dig­ging,” peo­ple said. “Look at his as­sis­tant!”

			He nev­er ap­peared in the work­shop with his sack of sand; he was afraid of Jeppe, who was now the old­est mem­ber of the fam­i­ly. Else­where he went in and out ev­ery­where with his clat­ter­ing wood­en shoes; and peo­ple bought of him, as they must have sand for their floors, and his was as good as any oth­er. He need­ed next to noth­ing for his liveli­hood; peo­ple main­tained that he nev­er ate any­thing, but lived on his own vi­tals. With the mon­ey he re­ceived he bought ma­te­ri­als for the “New Time,” and what was left he threw away, in his more ex­alt­ed mo­ments, from the top of his high stairs. The street-urchins al­ways came run­ning up when the word went round that the mad­ness about the “new time” was at­tack­ing him.

			He and Bjer­re­grav had been friends as boys. For­mer­ly they had been in­sep­a­ra­ble, and nei­ther of them was will­ing to do his du­ty and mar­ry, al­though each was in a po­si­tion to keep a wife and chil­dren. At an age when oth­ers were think­ing about how to find fa­vor with the wom­en­folk, these two were run­ning about with their heads full of rub­bish which en­raged peo­ple. At that time a dan­ger­ous rev­o­lu­tion­ist was liv­ing with Bjer­re­grav’s broth­er; he had spent many years on Chris­tian­sö, but then the Gov­ern­ment had sent him to spend the rest of his term of cap­tiv­i­ty on Born­holm. Dampe was his name; Jeppe had known him when an ap­pren­tice in Copen­hagen; and his am­bi­tion was to over­throw God and king. This am­bi­tion of his did not prof­it him great­ly; he was cast down like a sec­ond Lu­cifer, and on­ly kept his head on his shoul­ders by virtue of an act of mer­cy. The two young peo­ple re­gard­ed him as then jus­ti­fi­ca­tion, and he turned their heads with his ven­omous talk, so that they be­gan to pon­der over things which com­mon folk do bet­ter to leave alone. Bjer­re­grav came through this phase with a whole skin, but Anker paid the penal­ty by los­ing his wits. Al­though they both had a com­fort­able com­pe­tence, they pon­dered above all things over the ques­tion of pover­ty—as though there was any­thing par­tic­u­lar to be dis­cov­ered about that!

			All this was many years ago; it was about the time when the craze for free­dom had bro­ken out in the sur­round­ing na­tions with frat­ri­cide and re­bel­lion. Mat­ters were not so bad on the is­land, for nei­ther Anker nor Bjer­re­grav was par­tic­u­lar­ly war­like; yet ev­ery­body could see that the town was not be­hind the rest of the world. Here the van­i­ty of the town was quite in agree­ment with Mas­ter Jeppe, but for the rest he round­ly con­demned the whole move­ment. He al­ways looked ready to fall up­on Bjer­re­grav tooth and nail if the con­ver­sa­tion turned on Anker’s mis­for­tune.

			“Dampe!” said Jeppe scorn­ful­ly, “he has turned both your heads!”

			“That’s a lie!” stam­mered Bjer­re­grav. “Anker went wrong lat­er than that—af­ter King Fred­er­ick grant­ed us lib­er­ty. And it’s on­ly that I’m not very ca­pa­ble; I have my wits, thank God!” Bjer­re­grav solemn­ly raised the fin­gers of his right hand to his lips, a ges­ture which had all the ap­pear­ance of a sur­viv­ing ves­tige of the sign of the cross.

			“You and your wits!” hissed Jeppe con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “You, who throw your mon­ey away over the first tramp you meet! And you de­fend an abom­inable ag­i­ta­tor, who nev­er goes out by day­light like oth­er peo­ple, but goes gal­li­vant­ing about at night!”

			“Yes, be­cause he’s ashamed of hu­man­i­ty; he wants to make the world more beau­ti­ful!” Bjer­re­grav blushed with em­bar­rass­ment when he had said this.

			But Jeppe was be­side him­self with con­tempt. “So gaol-birds are ashamed of hon­est peo­ple! So that’s why he takes his walks at night! Well, the world would of course be a more beau­ti­ful place if it were filled with peo­ple like you and Dampe!”

			The piti­ful thing about Anker was that he was such a good crafts­man. He had in­her­it­ed the watch­mak­er’s trade from his fa­ther and grand­fa­ther, and his Born­holm strik­ing-clocks were known all over the world; or­ders came to him from Fu­nen as well as from the cap­i­tal. But when the Con­sti­tu­tion was grant­ed he be­haved like a child—as though peo­ple had not al­ways been free on Born­holm! Now, he said, the new time had be­gun, and in its hon­or he in­tend­ed, in his in­sane re­joic­ing, to make an in­ge­nious clock which should show the moon and the date and the month and year. Be­ing an ex­cel­lent crafts­man, he com­plet­ed it suc­cess­ful­ly, but then it en­tered his head that the clock ought to show the weath­er as well. Like so many whom God had en­dowed with His gifts, he ven­tured too far and sought to ri­val God Him­self. But here the brakes were clapped on, and the whole project was near­ly de­railed. For a long time he took it great­ly to heart, but when the work was com­plet­ed he re­joiced. He was of­fered a large price for his mas­ter­piece, and Jeppe bade him close with the of­fer, but he an­swered crazi­ly—for he was now def­i­nite­ly in­sane—“This can­not be bought with mon­ey. Ev­ery­thing I made for­mer­ly had its val­ue in mon­ey, but not this. Can any­one buy me?”

			For a long time he was in a dilem­ma as to what he should do with his work, but then one day he came to Jeppe, say­ing: “Now I know; the best ought to have the clock. I shall send it to the King. He has giv­en us the new time, and this clock will tell the new time.” Anker sent the clock away, and af­ter some time he re­ceived two hun­dred thalers, paid him through the Trea­sury.

			This was a large sum of mon­ey, but Anker was not sat­is­fied; he had ex­pect­ed a let­ter of thanks from the King’s own hand. He be­haved very odd­ly about this, and ev­ery­thing went wrong with him; over and over again trou­ble built its nest with him. The mon­ey he gave to the poor, and he lament­ed that the new time had not yet ar­rived. So he sank even deep­er in­to his mad­ness, and how­ev­er hard Jeppe scold­ed him and lec­tured him it did no good. Fi­nal­ly he went so far as to fan­cy that he was ap­point­ed to cre­ate the new time, and then he be­came cheer­ful once more.

			Three or four fam­i­lies of the town—very poor peo­ple, so de­mor­al­ized that the sects would have noth­ing to do with them—gath­ered around Anker, and heard the voice of God in his mes­sage. “They lose noth­ing by sit­ting un­der a crazy man,” saw Jeppe scorn­ful­ly. Anker him­self paid no at­ten­tion to them, but went his own way. Present­ly he was a king’s son in dis­guise, and was be­trothed to the el­dest daugh­ter of the King—and the new time was com­ing. Or when his mood was qui­eter, he would sit and work at an in­fal­li­ble clock which would not show the time; it would be the time—the new time it­self.

			He went to and fro in the work­shop, in or­der to let Mas­ter An­dres see the progress of his in­ven­tion; he had con­ceived a blind af­fec­tion for the young mas­ter. Ev­ery year, about the first of Jan­u­ary, Mas­ter An­dres had to write a let­ter for him, a love-let­ter to the king’s daugh­ter, and had al­so to take it up­on him to despatch it to the prop­er quar­ter; and from time to time Anker would run in to ask whether an an­swer had yet ar­rived; and at the New Year a fresh love-let­ter was sent off. Mas­ter An­dres had them all put away.

			One evening—it was near­ly time to knock off—there was a thun­der­ing knock on the work­shop door, and the sound of some­one hum­ming a march drift­ed in from the en­try. “Can you not open?” cried a solemn voice: “the Prince is here!”

			“Pelle, open the door quick!” said the mas­ter. Pelle flung the door wide open, and Anker marched in. He wore a pa­per hat with a wav­ing plume, and epaulettes made out of pa­per frills; his face was beam­ing, and he stood there with his hand to his hat as he al­lowed the march to die away. The young mas­ter rose gai­ly and shoul­dered arms with his stick.

			“Your Majesty,” he said, “how goes it with the new time?”

			“Not at all well!” replied Anker, be­com­ing se­ri­ous. “The pen­du­lums that should keep the whole in mo­tion are fail­ing me.” He stood still, gaz­ing at the door; his brain was work­ing mys­te­ri­ous­ly.

			“Ought they to be made of gold?” The mas­ter’s eyes were twin­kling, but he was earnest­ness per­son­i­fied.

			“They ought to be made of eter­ni­ty,” said Anker un­will­ing­ly, “and first it has got to be in­vent­ed.”

			For a long time he stood there, star­ing in front of him with his gray, emp­ty eyes, with­out speak­ing a word. He did not move; on­ly his tem­ples went on work­ing as though some worm was gnaw­ing at them and seek­ing its way out.

			Sud­den­ly it be­came un­com­fort­able; his si­lence was some­times like a liv­ing dark­ness that sur­round­ed those about him. Pelle sat there with pal­pi­tat­ing heart.

			Then the lu­natic came for­ward and bent over the young mas­ter’s ear. “Has an an­swer come from the king?” he asked, in a pen­e­trat­ing whis­per.

			“No, not yet; but I ex­pect it ev­ery day. You can be quite easy,” the mas­ter whis­pered back. Anker stood for a few mo­ments in si­lence; he looked as though he must be med­i­tat­ing, but af­ter his own fash­ion. Then he turned round and marched out of the work­shop.

			“Go af­ter him and see he gets home all right,” said the young mas­ter. His voice sound­ed mourn­ful now. Pelle fol­lowed the clock­mak­er up the street.

			It was a Sat­ur­day evening, and the work­ers were on their way home­ward from the great quar­ries and the pot­ter­ies which lay about half a mile be­yond the town. They passed in large groups, their din­ner-box­es on their back, with a beer-bot­tle hung in front as a coun­ter­weight. Their sticks struck loud­ly on the flag­stones, and the iron heel-pieces of their wood­en shoes struck out sparks as they passed. Pelle knew that weary home­com­ing; it was as though weari­ness in per­son had in­vad­ed the town. And he knew the sound of this tac­i­turn pro­ces­sion; the snarling sound when this man or that made an un­ex­pect­ed and in­vol­un­tary move­ment with his stiff­ened limbs, and was forced to groan with the pain of it. But tonight they gave him a dif­fer­ent im­pres­sion, and some­thing like a smile broke through the en­crust­ed stone-dust on their faces; it was the re­flec­tion of the bright new kro­ner that lay in their pock­ets af­ter the ex­haust­ing la­bor of the week. Some of them had to vis­it the post-of­fice to re­new their lot­tery tick­ets or to ask for a post­pone­ment, and here and there one was about to en­ter a tav­ern, but at the last mo­ment would be cap­tured by his wife, lead­ing a child by the hand.

			Anker stood mo­tion­less on the side­walk, his face turned to­ward the pass­ing work­ers. He had bared his head, and the great plume of his hat drooped to the ground be­hind him; he looked ag­i­tat­ed, as though some­thing were fer­ment­ing with­in him, which could not find ut­ter­ance, save in an odd, un­in­tel­li­gi­ble noise. The work­ers shook their heads sad­ly as they trudged on­ward; one soli­tary young fel­low threw him a play­ful re­mark. “Keep your hat on—it’s not a fu­ner­al!” he cried. A few for­eign sea­men came strolling over the hill from the har­bor; they came zigzag­ging down the street, peep­ing in at all the street doors, and laugh­ing im­mod­er­ate­ly as they did so. One of them made straight for Anker with out­stretched arms, knocked off his hat, and went on with his arm in the air as though noth­ing had hap­pened. Sud­den­ly he wheeled about. “What, are you giv­ing your­self airs?” he cried, and there­with he at­tacked the lu­natic, who timid­ly set about re­sist­ing him. Then an­oth­er sailor ran up and struck Anker be­hind the knees, so that he fell. He lay on the ground shout­ing and kick­ing with fright, and the whole par­ty flung it­self up­on him.

			The boys scat­tered in all di­rec­tions, in or­der to gath­er stones and come to Anker’s as­sis­tance. Pelle stood still, his body jerk­ing con­vul­sive­ly, as though the old sick­ness were about to at­tack him. Once he sprang for­ward to­ward Anker, but some­thing with­in him told him that sick­ness had de­prived him of his blind courage.

			There was one pale, slen­der youth who was not afraid. He went right among the sailors, in or­der to drag them off the lu­natic, who was be­com­ing quite fran­tic un­der their treat­ment of him.

			“He isn’t in his right mind!” cried the boy, but he was hurled back with a bleed­ing face.

			This was Morten, the broth­er of Jens the ap­pren­tice. He was so an­gry that he was sob­bing.

			Then a tall man came for­ward out of the dark­ness, with a rolling gait; he came for­ward mut­ter­ing to him­self. “Hur­rah!” cried the boys. “Here comes the ‘Great Pow­er.’ ” But the man did not hear; he came to a stand­still by the fight­ing group and stood there, still mut­ter­ing. His gi­ant fig­ure swayed to and fro above them. “Help him, fa­ther!” cried Morten. The man laughed fool­ish­ly, and be­gan slow­ly to pull his coat off. “Help him, then!” bel­lowed the boy, quite be­side him­self, shak­ing his fa­ther’s arm. Jör­gensen stretched out his hand to pat the boy’s cheek, when he saw the blood on his face. “Knock them down!” cried the boy, like one pos­sessed. Then a sud­den shock ran through the gi­ant’s body—some­what as when a heavy load is sud­den­ly set in mo­tion; he bowed him­self a lit­tle, shook him­self, and be­gan to throw the sailors aside. One af­ter an­oth­er they stood still for a mo­ment, feel­ing the place where he had seized them, and then they set off run­ning as hard as they could to­ward the har­bor.

			Jör­gensen set the mad­man on his legs again and es­cort­ed him home. Pelle and Morten fol­lowed them hand-in-hand. A pe­cu­liar feel­ing of sat­is­fac­tion thrilled Pelle through; he had seen strength per­son­i­fied in ac­tion, and he had made a friend.

			Af­ter that they were in­sep­a­ra­ble. Their friend­ship did not grow to full strength; it over­shad­owed them sud­den­ly, mag­i­cal­ly con­jured out of their hearts. In Morten’s pale, hand­some face there was some­thing in­de­scrib­able that made Pelle’s heart throb in his breast, and a gen­tler note came in­to the voic­es of all who spoke to him. Pelle did not clear­ly un­der­stand what there could be at­trac­tive about him­self; but he steeped him­self in this friend­ship, which fell up­on his rav­aged soul like a benef­i­cent rain. Morten would come up in­to the work­shop as soon as work was over, or wait for Pelle at the cor­ner. They al­ways ran when they were go­ing to meet. If Pelle had to work over­time, Morten did not go out, but sat in the work­shop and amused him. He was very fond of read­ing, and told Pelle about the con­tents of many books.

			Through Morten, Pelle drew near­er to Jens, and found that he had many good qual­i­ties un­der his warped ex­te­ri­or. Jens had just that bro­ken, de­spon­dent man­ner which makes a child in­stinc­tive­ly sus­pect a mis­er­able home. Pelle had at first sup­posed that Jens and Morten must have been sup­port­ed by the poor-box; he could not un­der­stand how a boy could bear his fa­ther to be a gi­ant of whom the whole town went in ter­ror. Jens seemed hard of hear­ing when any­one spoke to him. “He has had so many beat­ings,” said Morten. “Fa­ther can’t en­dure him, be­cause he is stupid.” Clever he was not, but he could pro­duce the most won­der­ful melodies by whistling mere­ly with his lips, so that peo­ple would stand still and lis­ten to him.

			Af­ter his ill­ness Pelle had a more del­i­cate ear for ev­ery­thing. He no longer let the waves pass over him, care­less as a child, but sent out ten­ta­cles—he was seek­ing for some­thing. Ev­ery­thing had ap­peared to him as sim­pler than it was, and his dream of for­tune had been too crude­ly con­ceived; it was eas­i­ly shat­tered, and there was noth­ing be­hind it for him to rest on. Now he felt that he must build a bet­ter foun­da­tion, now he de­mand­ed nour­ish­ment from a wider ra­dius, and his soul was on the alert for wider ven­tures; he dropped his an­chors in un­fa­mil­iar seas. The goal of his de­sires re­ced­ed in­to the un­known; he now over­came his aver­sion from the great and mys­te­ri­ous Be­yond, where the out­lines of the face of God lay hid­den. The God of Bible his­to­ry and the sects had for Pelle been on­ly a man, equipped with a beard, and up­right­ness, and mer­cy, and all the rest; he was not to be de­spised, but the “Great Pow­er” was cer­tain­ly stronger. Hith­er­to Pelle had not felt the want of a God; he had on­ly ob­scure­ly felt his mem­ber­ship in that all-lov­ing God who will arise from the low­est and foulest and over­shad­ow heav­en; in that fren­zied dream of the poor, who see, in a thou­sand bit­ter pri­va­tions, the pil­grim­age to the beloved land. But now he was seek­ing for that which no words can ex­press; now the words, “the mil­len­ni­um,” had a pe­cu­liar sound in his ears.

			Anker, of course, was crazy, be­cause the oth­ers said so; when they laughed at him, Pelle laughed with them, but there was still some­thing in him that filled Pelle with re­morse for hav­ing laughed at him. Pelle him­self would have liked to scram­ble mon­ey from the top of his high steps if he had been rich; and if Anker talked strange­ly, in cu­ri­ous phras­es, of a time of hap­pi­ness for all the poor, why, Fa­ther Lasse’s lamen­ta­tions had dealt with the same sub­ject, as far back as he could re­mem­ber. The foun­da­tion of the boy’s na­ture felt a touch of the same pi­ous awe which had for­bid­den Lasse and the oth­ers, out in the coun­try, to laugh at the in­sane, for God’s fin­ger had touched them, so that their souls wan­dered in places to which no oth­er could at­tain. Pelle felt the face of the un­known God gaz­ing at him out of the mist.

			He had be­come an­oth­er be­ing since his ill­ness; his move­ments were more de­lib­er­ate, and the fea­tures of his round child­ish face had be­come more marked and prom­i­nent. Those two weeks of ill­ness had dis­lodged his cares, but they were im­print­ed on his char­ac­ter, to which they lent a cer­tain grav­i­ty. He still roamed about alone, en­com­pass­ing him­self with soli­tude, and he ob­served the young mas­ter in his own as­sid­u­ous way. He had an im­pres­sion that the mas­ter was putting him to the proof, and this wound­ed him. He him­self knew that that which lay be­hind his ill­ness would nev­er be re­peat­ed, and he writhed un­easi­ly un­der sus­pi­cion.

			One day he could bear it no longer. He took the ten kro­ner which Lasse had giv­en him so that he might buy a much-need­ed win­ter over­coat, and went in to the mas­ter, who was in the cut­ting-out room, and laid them on the ta­ble. The mas­ter looked at him with a won­der­ing ex­pres­sion, but there was a light in his eyes.

			“What the dev­il is that?” he asked, drawl­ing.

			“That’s mas­ter’s mon­ey,” said Pelle, with avert­ed face.

			Mas­ter An­dres gazed at him with dreamy eyes, and then he seemed to re­turn, as though from an­oth­er world, and Pelle all at once un­der­stood what ev­ery­one said—that the young mas­ter was go­ing to die. Then he burst in­to tears.

			But the mas­ter him­self could not un­der­stand.

			“What the deuce. But that means noth­ing!” he cried, and he tossed the ten kro­ner in the air. “Lord o’ me! what a lot of mon­ey! Well, you aren’t poor!” He stood there, not know­ing what to be­lieve, his hand rest­ing on Pelle’s shoul­der.

			“It’s right,” whis­pered Pelle. “I’ve reck­oned it up ex­act­ly. And the mas­ter mustn’t sus­pect me—I’ll nev­er do it again.”

			Mas­ter An­dres made a ges­ture of re­fusal with his hand, and want­ed to speak, but at that very mo­ment he was at­tacked by a parox­ysm of cough­ing. “You young dev­il!” he groaned, and leaned heav­i­ly on Pelle; his face was pur­ple. Then came a fit of sick­ness, and the sweat bead­ed his face. He stood there for a lit­tle, gasp­ing for breath while his strength re­turned, and then he slipped the mon­ey in­to Pelle’s hand and pushed him out of the room.

			Pelle was great­ly de­ject­ed. His up­right­ness was un­re­ward­ed, and what had be­come of his vin­di­ca­tion? He had been so glad to think that he would shake him­self free of all the dis­grace. But late in the af­ter­noon the mas­ter called him in­to the cut­ting-out room. “Here, Pelle,” he said con­fi­den­tial­ly, “I want to re­new my lot­tery tick­et; but I’ve no mon­ey. Can you lend me those ten kro­ner for a week?” So it was all as it should be; his one ob­ject was to put the whole dis­grace away from him.

			Jens and Morten helped him in that. There were three of them now; and Pelle had a feel­ing that he had a whole army at his back. The world had grown no small­er, no less at­trac­tive, by rea­son of the end­less hu­mil­i­a­tions of the year. And Pelle knew down to the ground ex­act­ly where he stood, and that knowl­edge was bit­ter enough. Be­low him lay the misty void, and the bub­bles which now and again rose to the sur­face and broke did not pro­duce in him any feel­ing of mys­ti­cal won­der as to the depths. But he did not feel op­pressed there­by; what was, was so be­cause it must be. And over him the oth­er half of the round world re­volved in the mys­tery of the blue heav­ens, and again and again he heard its joy­ous For­ward! On!

		
	
		
			IX

			In his lone­li­ness Pelle had of­ten tak­en his way to the lit­tle house by the ceme­tery, where Due lived in two lit­tle rooms. It was al­ways a sort of con­so­la­tion to see fa­mil­iar faces, but in oth­er re­spects he did not gain much by his vis­its; Due was pleas­ant enough, but An­na thought of noth­ing but her­self, and how she could best get on. Due had a sit­u­a­tion as coach­man at a job­mas­ter’s, and they seemed to have a suf­fi­cien­cy.

			“We have no in­ten­tion of be­ing sat­is­fied with driv­ing oth­er peo­ple’s hors­es,” An­na would say, “but you must crawl be­fore you can walk.” She had no de­sire to re­turn to the coun­try.

			“Out there there’s no prospects for small peo­ple, who want some­thing more than groats in their bel­ly and a few rags on their back. You are re­spect­ed about as much as the dirt you walk on, and there’s no talk of any fu­ture. I shall nev­er re­gret that we’ve come away from the coun­try.”

			Due, on the con­trary, was home­sick. He was quite used to know­ing that there was a quar­ter of a mile be­tween him and the near­est neigh­bor, and here he could hear, through the flim­sy walls, whether his neigh­bors were kiss­ing, fight­ing, or count­ing their mon­ey. “It is so close here, and then I miss the earth; the pave­ments are so hard.”

			“He miss­es the ma­nure—he can’t come tread­ing it in­to the room,” said An­na, in a su­pe­ri­or way; “for that was the on­ly thing there was plen­ty of in the coun­try. Here in the town too the chil­dren can get on bet­ter; in the coun­try poor chil­dren can’t learn any­thing that’ll help them to amount to some­thing; they’ve got to work for their dai­ly bread. It’s bad to be poor in the coun­try!”

			“It’s worse here in town,” said Pelle bit­ter­ly, “for here on­ly those who dress fine­ly amount to any­thing!”

			“But there are all sorts of ways here by which a man can earn mon­ey, and if one way doesn’t an­swer, he can try an­oth­er. Many a man has come in­to town with his naked rump stick­ing out of his trousers, and now he’s looked up to! If a man’s on­ly got the will and the en­er­gy—well, I’ve thought both the chil­dren ought to go to the mu­nic­i­pal school, when they are old­er; knowl­edge is nev­er to be de­spised.”

			“Why not Marie as well?” asked Pelle.

			“She? What? She’s not fit­ted to learn any­thing. Be­sides, she’s on­ly a girl.”

			An­na, like her broth­er Al­fred, had set her­self a lofty goal. Her eyes were quite bright when she spoke of it, and it was ev­i­dent­ly her in­ten­tion to fol­low it re­gard­less of con­se­quences. She was a loud-voiced, ca­pa­ble wom­an with an au­thor­i­ta­tive man­ner; Due sim­ply sat by and smiled and kept his tem­per. But in his in­most heart, ac­cord­ing to re­port, he knew well enough what he want­ed. He nev­er went to the pub­lic-house, but came straight home af­ter work; and in the evening he was nev­er hap­pi­er than when all three chil­dren were scram­bling over him. He made no dis­tinc­tion be­tween his own two young­sters and the six-year-old Marie, whom An­na had borne be­fore she mar­ried him.

			Pelle was very fond of lit­tle Marie, who had thrived well enough so long as her child-lov­ing grand­par­ents had had her, but now she was thin and had stopped grow­ing, and her eyes were too ex­pe­ri­enced. She gazed at one like a poor house­wife who is al­ways fret­ted and dis­tressed, and Pelle was sor­ry for her. If her moth­er was harsh to her, he al­ways re­mem­bered that Christ­mas-tide evening when he first vis­it­ed his Un­cle Kalle, and when An­na, weep­ing and abashed, had crept in­to the house, soon to be a moth­er. Lit­tle An­na, with the mind of a mer­ry child, whom ev­ery­body liked. What had be­come of her now?

			One evening, as Morten was not at lib­er­ty, he ran thith­er. Just as he was on the point of knock­ing, he heard An­na storm­ing about in­doors; sud­den­ly the door flew open and lit­tle Marie was thrown out up­on the foot­path. The child was cry­ing ter­ri­bly.

			“What’s the mat­ter, then?” asked Pelle, in his cheer­ful way.

			“What’s the mat­ter? The mat­ter is that the brat is saucy and won’t eat just be­cause she doesn’t get ex­act­ly the same as the oth­ers. Here one has to slave and reck­on and con­trive—and for a bad girl like that! Now she’s pun­ish­ing her­self and won’t eat. Is it any­thing to her what the oth­ers have? Can she com­pare her­self with them? She’s a bas­tard brat and al­ways will be, how­ev­er you like to dress it up!”

			“She can’t help that!” said Pelle an­gri­ly.

			“Can’t help it! Per­haps I can help it? Is it my fault that she didn’t come in­to the world a farmer’s daugh­ter, but has to put up with be­ing a bas­tard? Yes, you may be­lieve me, the neigh­bors’ wives tell me to my face she hasn’t her fa­ther’s eyes, and they look at me as friend­ly as a lot of cats! Am I to be pun­ished all my life, per­haps, be­cause I looked a bit high­er, and let my­self be led astray in a way that didn’t lead to any­thing? Ah, the lit­tle mon­ster!” And she clenched her fists and shook them in the di­rec­tion from which the child’s cry­ing could still be heard.

			“Here one goes and wears one­self out to keep the house tidy and to be re­spectable, and then no one will treat me as be­ing as good as them­selves, just be­cause once I was a bit care­less!” She was quite be­side her­self.

			“If you aren’t kind to lit­tle Marie, I shall tell Un­cle Kalle,” said Pelle warn­ing­ly.

			She spat con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “Then you can tell him. Yes, I wish to God you’d do it! Then he’d come and take her away, and de­light­ed I should be!”

			But now Due was heard stamp­ing on the flags out­side the door, and they could hear him too con­sol­ing the child. He came in hold­ing her by the hand, and gave his wife a warn­ing look, but said noth­ing. “There, there—now all that’s for­got­ten,” he re­peat­ed, in or­der to check the child’s sobs, and he wiped away the grimy tears from her cheeks with his great thumbs.

			An­na brought him his food, sulk­i­ly enough, and out in the kitchen she mut­tered to her­self. Due, while he ate his sup­per of ba­con and black bread, stood the child be­tween his knees and stared at her with round eyes. “Rid­er!” she said, and smiled per­sua­sive­ly. “Rid­er!” Due laid a cube of ba­con on a piece of bread.

			
				
					“There came a rid­er rid­ing
					

					On his white hoss, hoss, hoss, hoss!”
				

			

			he sang, and he made the bread ride up to her mouth. “And then?”

			“Then, pop he rode in at the gate!” said the child, and swal­lowed horse and rid­er.

			While she ate she kept her eyes fixed up­on him un­wa­ver­ing­ly, with that painful earnest­ness which was so sad to see. But some­times it hap­pened that the rid­er rode right up to her mouth, and then, with a jerk, turned about, and dis­ap­peared, at a fran­tic gal­lop, be­tween Due’s white teeth. Then she smiled for a mo­ment.

			“There’s re­al­ly no sense shov­ing any­thing in­to her,” said An­na, who was bring­ing cof­fee in hon­or of the vis­i­tor. “She gets as much as she can eat, and she’s not hun­gry.”

			“She’s hun­gry, all the same!” hummed Due.

			“Then she’s dain­ty—our poor food isn’t good enough for her. She takes af­ter her fa­ther, I can tell you! And what’s more, if she isn’t naughty now she soon will be when once she sees she’s backed up.”

			Due did not re­ply. “Are you quite well again now?” he asked, turn­ing to Pelle.

			“What have you been do­ing to­day?” asked An­na, fill­ing her hus­band’s long pipe.

			“I had to drive a for­est ranger from up yon­der right across the whole of the moor. I got a kro­ne and a half for a tip.”

			“Give it to me, right away!”

			Due passed her the mon­ey, and she put it in­to an old cof­feepot. “This evening you must take the buck­et to the in­spec­tor’s,” she said.

			Due stretched him­self weari­ly. “I’ve been on the go since half-past four this morn­ing,” he said.

			“But I’ve promised it faith­ful­ly, so there’s noth­ing else to be done. And then I thought you’d see to the dig­ging for them this au­tumn; you can see when we’ve got the moon­light, and then there’s Sun­days. If we don’t get it some­one else will—and they are good pay­ers.”

			Due did not re­ply.

			“In a year or two from now, I’m think­ing, you’ll have your own hors­es and won’t need to go scrap­ing oth­er peo­ple’s dai­ly bread to­geth­er,” she said, lay­ing her hand on his shoul­der, “Won’t you go right away and take the buck­et? Then it’s done. And I must have some small fire­wood cut be­fore you go to bed.”

			Due sat there weari­ly blink­ing. Af­ter eat­ing, fa­tigue came over him. He could hard­ly see out of his eyes, so sleepy was he. Marie hand­ed him his cap, and at last he got on his legs. He and Pelle went out to­geth­er.

			The house in which Due lived lay far up the long street, which ran steeply down to the sea. It was an old wa­ter­course, and even now when there was a vi­o­lent show­er the wa­ter ran down like a rush­ing tor­rent be­tween the poor cot­tages.

			Down on the sea-road they met a group of men who were car­ry­ing lanterns in their hands; they were armed with heavy sticks, and one of them wore an old leather hat and car­ried a club stud­ded with spikes. This was the night-watch. They moved off, and be­hind them all went the new po­lice­man, Pihl, in his re­splen­dent uni­form. He kept well be­hind the oth­ers, in or­der to show off his uni­form, and al­so to en­sure that none of the watch took to their heels. They were half drunk, and were tak­ing their time; when­ev­er they met any­one they stood still and re­lat­ed with much de­tail pre­cise­ly why they had tak­en the field. The “Great Pow­er” was at his tricks again. He had been re­frac­to­ry all day, and the provost had giv­en the or­der to keep an eye on him. And quite right­ly, for in his cups he had met Shipown­er Mon­sen, on Church Hill, and had fall­en up­on him with blows and words of abuse: “So you take the wid­ow’s bread out of her mouth, do you? You told her the Three Sis­ters was dam­aged at sea, and you took over her shares for next to noth­ing, did you? Out of pure com­pas­sion, eh, you scoundrel? And there was noth­ing the mat­ter with the ship ex­cept that she had done on­ly too well and made a big prof­it, eh? So you did the poor wid­ow a kind­ness, eh?” A scoundrel, he called him and at ev­ery ques­tion he struck him a blow, so that he rolled on the ground. “We are all wit­ness­es, and now he must go to prison. A poor stone­cut­ter oughtn’t to go about play­ing the judge. Come and help us catch him, Due—you are pret­ty strong!”

			“It’s noth­ing to do with me,” said Due.

			“You do best to keep your fin­gers out of it,” said one of the men de­ri­sive­ly; “you might get to know the feel of his fist.” And they went on, laugh­ing con­temp­tu­ous­ly.

			“They won’t be so pleased with their er­rand when they’ve done,” said Due, laugh­ing. “That’s why they’ve got a nice drop stowed away—un­der their belts. To give them courage. The strong man’s a swine, but I’d rather not be the one he goes for.”

			“Sup­pose they don’t get him at all!” said Pelle ea­ger­ly.

			Due laughed. “They’ll time it so that they are where he isn’t. But why don’t he stick to his work and leave his fool’s tricks alone? He could have a good drink and sleep it off at home—he’s on­ly a poor dev­il, he ought to leave it to the great peo­ple to drink them­selves sil­ly!”

			But Pelle took an­oth­er view of the af­fair. The poor man of course ought to go qui­et­ly along the street and take his hat off to ev­ery­body; and if any­body greet­ed him in re­turn he’d be quite proud, and tell it to his wife as quite an event, as they were go­ing to bed. “The clerk raised his hat to me to­day—yes, that he did!” But Stone­cut­ter Jör­gensen looked nei­ther to right nor to left when he was sober, and in his cups he tram­pled ev­ery­body un­der­foot.

			Pelle by no means agreed with the piti­ful opin­ions of the town. In the coun­try, whence he came, strength was re­gard­ed as ev­ery­thing, and here was a man who could have tak­en strong Erik him­self and put him in his pock­et. He roamed about in se­cret, furtive­ly mea­sur­ing his wrists, and lift­ed ob­jects which were much too heavy for him; he would by no means have ob­ject­ed to be like the “Great Pow­er,” who, as a sin­gle in­di­vid­u­al, kept the whole town in a state of breath­less ex­cite­ment, whether he was in one of his rag­ing moods or whether he lay like one dead. The thought that he was the com­rade of Jens and Morten made him quite gid­dy, and he could not un­der­stand why they bowed them­selves so com­plete­ly to the judg­ment of the town, as no one could cast it in their teeth that they were on the parish, but on­ly that their fa­ther was a pow­er­ful fel­low.

			Jens shrank from con­tin­u­al­ly hear­ing his fa­ther’s name on all lips, and avoid­ed look­ing peo­ple in the eyes, but in Morten’s open glance he saw no trace of this name­less grief.

			One evening, when mat­ters were quite at their worst, they took Pelle home with them. They lived in the east, by the great clay-pit, where the refuse of the town was cast away. Their moth­er was busy warm­ing the sup­per in the oven, and in the chim­ney-cor­ner sat a shriv­elled old grand­moth­er, knit­ting. It was a pover­ty-strick­en home.

			“I re­al­ly thought that was fa­ther,” said the wom­an, shiv­er­ing. “Has any of you heard of him?”

			The boys re­lat­ed what they had heard; some­one had seen him here, an­oth­er there. “Peo­ple are on­ly too glad to keep us in­formed,” said Jens bit­ter­ly.

			“Now it’s the fourth evening that I’ve warmed up his sup­per to no pur­pose,” the moth­er con­tin­ued. “For­mer­ly he used to take care to look in at home, how­ev­er much they were af­ter him—but he may come yet.”

			She tried to smile hope­ful­ly, but sud­den­ly threw her apron in front of her eyes and burst in­to tears. Jens went about with hang­ing head, not know­ing what he ought to do; Morten put his arm be­hind the weary back and spoke sooth­ing­ly: “Come, come; it isn’t worse than it has of­ten been!” And he stroked the pro­ject­ing shoul­der-blades.

			“No, but I did feel so glad that it was over. A whole year al­most he nev­er broke out, but took his food qui­et­ly when he came home from work, and then crawled in­to bed. All that time he broke noth­ing; he just slept and slept; at last I be­lieved he had be­come weak-mind­ed, and I was glad for him, for he had peace from those ter­ri­ble ideas. I be­lieved he had qui­et­ed down af­ter all his dis­graces, and would take life as it came; as the rest of his com­rades do. And now he’s bro­ken out again as au­da­cious as pos­si­ble, and it’s all be­gun over again!” She wept des­o­late­ly.

			The old wom­an sat by the stove, her shift­ing glance wan­der­ing from one to an­oth­er; she was like a crafty bird of prey sit­ting in a cage. Then her voice be­gan, pas­sion­less and un­in­flect­ed:

			“You’re a great don­key; now it’s the fourth evening you’ve made pan­cakes for your vagabond; you’re al­ways at him, kiss­ing and pet­ting him! I wouldn’t sweet­en my hus­band’s sleep if he had be­haved so scan­dalous­ly to his wife and fam­i­ly; he could go to bed and get up again hun­gry, and dry too, for all I cared; then he’d learn man­ners at last. But there’s no grit in you—that’s the trou­ble; you put up with all his sauci­ness.”

			“If I were to lay a stone in his way—why, who would be good to him, if his poor head want­ed to lie soft? Grand­moth­er ought to know how much he needs some­one who be­lieves in him. And there’s noth­ing else I can do for him.”

			“Yes, yes; work away and wear your­self out, so that there’s al­ways some­thing for the great fel­low to smash if he has a mind to! But now you go to bed and lie down; I’ll wait up for Pe­ter and give him his food, if he comes; you must be half dead with weari­ness, you poor worm.”

			“There’s an old proverb says, ‘A man’s moth­er is the dev­il’s pother,’ but it don’t ap­ply to you, grand­moth­er,” said the moth­er of the boys mild­ly. “You al­ways take my part, al­though there’s no need. But now you go to bed! It’s far past your bed­time, and I’ll look af­ter Pe­ter. It’s so easy to man­age him if on­ly he knows that you mean well by him.”

			The old wom­an be­haved as though she did not hear; she went on knit­ting. The boys re­mem­bered that they had brought some­thing with them; a bag of cof­fee-beans, some sug­ar-can­dy, and a few rolls.

			“You waste all your hard-earned shillings on me,” said the moth­er re­proach­ful­ly, and put the wa­ter to boil for the cof­fee, while her face beamed with grat­i­tude.

			“They’ve no young wom­en to waste it on,” said the old wom­an dry­ly.

			“Grand­moth­er’s out of hu­mor this evening,” said Morten. He had tak­en off the old wom­an’s glass­es and looked smil­ing­ly in­to her gray eyes.

			“Out of hu­mor—yes, that I am! But time pass­es, I tell you, and here one sits on the edge of the grave, wait­ing for her own flesh and blood to get on and do some­thing won­der­ful, but noth­ing ev­er hap­pens! En­er­gies are wast­ed—they run away like brook-wa­ter in­to the sea—and the years are wast­ed too—or is it lies I’m telling you? All want to be mas­ters; no one wants to car­ry the sack; and one man seizes hold of an­oth­er and clam­bers over him just to reach an inch high­er. And there ought to be plen­ty in the house—but there’s pover­ty and filth in ev­ery cor­ner. I should think the dear God will soon have had enough of it all! Not an hour goes by but I curse the day when I let my­self be whee­dled away from the coun­try; there a poor man’s dai­ly bread grows in the field, if he’ll take it as it comes. But here he must go with a shilling in his fist, if it’s on­ly that he wants a scrap of cab­bage for his soup. If you’ve mon­ey you can have it; if you haven’t, you can leave it. Yes, that’s how it is! But one must live in town in or­der to have the same luck as Pe­ter! Ev­ery­thing promised splen­did­ly, and I, stupid old wom­an, have al­ways had a crav­ing to see my own flesh and blood up at the top. And now I sit here like a beg­gar-princess! Oh, it has been splen­did—I’m the moth­er of the big­gest vagabond in town!”

			“Grand­moth­er shouldn’t talk like that,” said the moth­er of the boys.

			“Yes, yes; but I’m sick of it all—and yet I can’t think about dy­ing! How can I go and lay me down—who would take a stick to Pe­ter?—the strong man!” she said con­temp­tu­ous­ly.

			“Grand­moth­er had bet­ter go qui­et­ly and lie down; I can man­age Pe­ter best if I’m alone with him,” said the wife, but the old wom­an did not move.

			“Can’t you get her to go, Morten?” whis­pered the moth­er. “You are the on­ly one she will lis­ten to.”

			Morten lec­tured the old wom­an un­til he had en­ticed her away; he had to prom­ise to go with her and ar­range the bed­clothes over her feet.

			“Now, thank good­ness, we’ve got her out of the way!” said the moth­er, re­lieved. “I’m al­ways so afraid that fa­ther might for­get what he’s do­ing when he’s like he is now; and she doesn’t think of giv­ing in to him, so it’s flint against flint. But now I think you ought to go where the rest of the young folks are, in­stead of sit­ting here and hang­ing your heads.”

			“We’ll stay and see whether fa­ther comes,” de­clared Morten.

			“But what does it mat­ter to you—you can say good day to fa­ther at any time. Go now—lis­ten—fa­ther prefers to find me alone when he’s like this and comes home mer­ry. Per­haps he takes me in his arms and swings me round—he’s so strong—so that I feel as gid­dy as a young girl. ‘Ho, heigh, wench, here’s the “Great Pow­er”!’ he says, and he laughs as loud as he used to in his row­dy young days. Yes, when he’s got just enough in him he gets as strong and jol­ly as ev­er he was in his very best days. I’m glad it’s soon over. But that’s not for you—you had bet­ter go.” She looked at them ap­peal­ing­ly, and shrank back as some­one fum­bled at the door. Out-of-doors it was ter­ri­ble weath­er.

			It was on­ly the youngest, who had come home from her day’s work. She might have been ten or twelve years old and was small for her age, al­though she looked old­er; her voice was harsh and stri­dent, and her lit­tle body seemed coars­ened and worn with work. There was not a spot about her that shed or re­flect­ed a sin­gle ray of light; she was like some sub­ter­ranean crea­ture that has strayed to the sur­face. She went silent­ly across the room and let her­self drop in­to her grand­moth­er’s chair; she leaned over to one side as she sat, and now and again her fea­tures con­tract­ed.

			“She’s got that mis­chief in her back,” said the moth­er, stroking her thin, unlove­ly hair. “She got it al­ways car­ry­ing the doc­tor’s lit­tle boy—he’s so tall and so heavy. But as long as the doc­tor says noth­ing, it can’t be any­thing dan­ger­ous. Yes, you did re­al­ly leave home too ear­ly, my child; but, af­ter all, you get good food and you learn to be smart. And ca­pa­ble, that she is; she looks af­ter the doc­tor’s three chil­dren all by her­self! The el­dest is her own age, but she has to dress and un­dress her. Such grand chil­dren, they don’t even learn how to do things for them­selves!”

			Pelle stared at her cu­ri­ous­ly. He him­self had put up with a good deal, but to crip­ple him­self by drag­ging chil­dren about, who were per­haps stronger than him­self—no, no one need ex­pect that of him! “Why do you car­ry the overfed brat?” he asked.

			“They must have some­one to look af­ter them,” said the moth­er, “and their moth­er, who’s the near­est to them, she doesn’t feel in­clined to do it. And they pay her for it.”

			“If it was me, I’d let the brat fall,” said Pelle bold­ly.

			The lit­tle girl just glanced at him with her dull eyes, and a fee­ble in­ter­est glim­mered in them. But her face re­tained its frozen in­dif­fer­ence, and it was im­pos­si­ble to say what she was think­ing, so hard and ex­pe­ri­enced was her ex­pres­sion.

			“You mustn’t teach her any­thing naughty,” said the moth­er; “she has enough to strug­gle against al­ready; she’s got an ob­sti­nate na­ture. And now you must go to bed, Karen”—she ca­ressed her once more—“Fa­ther can’t bear to see you when he’s had too much. He’s so fond of her,” she added help­less­ly.

			Karen drew away from the ca­ress with­out the slight­est change of ex­pres­sion; silent­ly she went up to the gar­ret where she slept. Pelle had not heard her ut­ter a sound.

			“That’s how she is,” said the moth­er, shiv­er­ing. “Nev­er a word to say ‘good night’! Noth­ing makes any im­pres­sion on her nowa­days—nei­ther good nor bad; she’s grown up too soon. And I have to man­age so that fa­ther doesn’t see her when he’s mer­ry. He goes on like a wild beast against him­self and ev­ery­body else when it comes across his mind how she’s been put up­on.” She looked ner­vous­ly at the clock. “But go now—do lis­ten! You’ll do me a great fa­vor if you’ll go!” She was al­most cry­ing.

			Morten stood up, hes­i­tat­ing, and the oth­ers fol­lowed his ex­am­ple. “Pull your col­lars up and run,” said the moth­er, and but­toned up their coats. The Oc­to­ber gale was beat­ing in gusts against the house, and the rain was lash­ing vi­o­lent­ly against the win­dow­panes.

			As they were say­ing good night a fresh noise was heard out­side. The out­er door banged against the wall, and they heard the storm burst in and fill the en­try. “Ah, now it’s too late!” lament­ed the moth­er re­proach­ful­ly. “Why didn’t you go soon­er?” A mon­strous breath­ing sound­ed out­side, like the breath­ing of a gi­gan­tic beast, sniff­ing up and down at the crack of the door, and fum­bling af­ter the latch with its drip­ping paws. Jens want­ed to run and open the door. “No, you mustn’t do that!” cried his moth­er de­spair­ing­ly, and she pushed the bolt. She stood there, rigid, her whole body trem­bling. Pelle too be­gan to shiv­er; he had a feel­ing that the storm it­self was ly­ing there in the en­try like a great un­wieldy be­ing, puff­ing and snort­ing in a kind of gross con­tent, and lick­ing it­self dry while it wait­ed for them.

			The wom­an bent her ear to the door, lis­ten­ing in fran­tic sus­pense. “What is he up to now?” she mur­mured; “he is so fond of teas­ing!” She was cry­ing again. The boys had for the mo­ment for­got­ten her.

			Then the out­er door was beat­en in, and the mon­ster got up on all four drip­ping paws, and be­gan to call them with fa­mil­iar growls. The wom­an turned about in her dis­tress; wav­ing her hands help­less­ly be­fore her, and then clap­ping them to her face. But now the great beast be­came im­pa­tient; it struck the door sharply, and snarled warn­ing­ly. The wom­an shrank back as though she her­self were about to drop on all fours and an­swered him. “No, no!” she cried, and con­sid­ered a mo­ment. Then the door was burst in with one tremen­dous blow, and Mas­ter Bru­in rolled over the thresh­old and leaped to­ward them in clum­sy jumps, his head thrown some­what back­ward as though won­der­ing why his lit­tle com­rade had not rushed to meet him, with an ea­ger growl. “Pe­ter, Pe­ter, the boy!” she whis­pered, bend­ing over him; but he pushed her to the floor with a snarl, and laid one heavy paw up­on her. She tore her­self away from him and es­caped to a chair.

			“Who am I?” he asked, in a stum­bling, ghost­ly voice, con­fronting her.

			“The great strong man!” She could not help smil­ing; he was ramp­ing about in such a clum­sy, com­i­cal way.

			“And you?”

			“The luck­i­est wom­an in all the world!” But now her voice died away in a sob.

			“And where is the strong man to rest tonight?” He snatched at her breast.

			She sprang up with blaz­ing eyes. “You beast—oh, you beast!” she cried, red with shame, and she struck him in the face.

			The “Great Pow­er” wiped his face won­der­ing­ly af­ter each blow. “We’re on­ly play­ing,” he said. Then, in a flash, he caught sight of the boys, who had shrunk in­to a cor­ner. “There you are!” he said, and he laughed crazi­ly; “yes, moth­er and I, we’re hav­ing a bit of a game! Aren’t we, moth­er?”

			But the wom­an had run out of doors, and now stood un­der the eaves, sob­bing.

			Jör­gensen moved rest­less­ly to and fro. “She’s cry­ing,” he mut­tered. “There’s no grit in her—she ought to have mar­ried some farmer’s lad, dev­il take it, if the truth must be told! It catch­es me here and press­es as though some­one were shov­ing an iron fer­rule in­to my brain. Come on, ‘Great Pow­er’! Come on! so that you can get some peace from it! I say ev­ery day. No, let be, I say then—you must keep a hold on your­self, or she just goes about cry­ing! And she’s nev­er been any­thing but good to you! But deuce take it, if it would on­ly come out! And then one goes to bed and says, Praise God, the day is done—and an­oth­er day, and an­oth­er. And they stand there and stare—and wait; but let them wait; noth­ing hap­pens, for now the ‘Great Pow­er’ has got con­trol of him­self! And then all at once it’s there be­hind! Hit away! Eight in the thick of the heap! Send them all to hell, the scoundrels! ’Cause a man must drink, in or­der to keep his en­er­gies in check. … Well, and there she sits! Can one of you lend me a kro­ne?”

			“Not I!” said Jens.

			“No, not you—he’d be a pret­ty duf­fer who’d ex­pect any­thing from you! Haven’t I al­ways said ‘he takes af­ter the wrong side’? He’s like his moth­er. He’s got a heart, but he’s in­ca­pable. What can you re­al­ly do, Jens? Do you get fine clothes from your mas­ter, and does he treat you like a son, and will you fin­ish up by tak­ing over the busi­ness as his son-in-law? And why not? if I may ask the ques­tion. Your fa­ther is as much re­spect­ed as Morten’s.”

			“Morten won’t be a son-in-law, ei­ther, if his mas­ter has no daugh­ter,” Jens mut­tered.

			“No. But he might have had a daugh­ter, hey? But there we’ve got an an­swer. You don’t re­flect. Morten, he’s got some­thing there!” He touched his fore­head.

			“Then you shouldn’t have hit me on the head,” re­tort­ed Jens sulk­i­ly.

			“On the head—well! But the un­der­stand­ing has its seat in the head. That’s where one ought to ham­mer it in. For what use would it be, I ask you, sup­pos­ing you com­mit some stu­pid­i­ty with your head and I smack you on the be­hind? You don’t need any un­der­stand­ing there? But it has helped—you’ve grown much smarter. That was no fool’s an­swer you gave me just now: ‘Then you shouldn’t have hit me on the head!’ ” He nod­ded in ac­knowl­edg­ment. “No, but here is a head that can give them some trou­ble—there are knots of sense in this wood, hey?” And the three boys had to feel the top of his head.

			He stood there like a sway­ing tree, and lis­tened with a chang­ing ex­pres­sion to the less fre­quent sobs of his wife; she was now sit­ting by the fire, just fac­ing the door. “She does noth­ing but cry,” he said com­pas­sion­ate­ly; “that’s a way the wom­en have of amus­ing them­selves nowa­days. Life has been hard on us, and she couldn’t stand hard­ships, poor thing! For ex­am­ple, if I were to say now that I’d like to smash the stove”—and here he seized a heavy chair and waved it about in the air—“then she be­gins to cry. She cries about ev­ery­thing. But if I get on I shall take an­oth­er wife—one who can make a bit of a show. Be­cause this is non­sense. Can she re­ceive her guests and make fine con­ver­sa­tion? Pah! What the dev­il is the use of my work­ing and pulling us all out of the mud? But now I’m go­ing out again—God knows, it ain’t amus­ing here!”

			His wife hur­ried across to him. “Ah, don’t go out, Pe­ter—stay here, do!” she begged.

			“Am I to hang about here lis­ten­ing to you maun­der­ing on?” he asked sulk­i­ly, shrug­ging his shoul­ders. He was like a great, good-na­tured boy who gives him­self airs.

			“I won’t maun­der—I’m ev­er so jol­ly—if on­ly you’ll stay!” she cried, and she smiled through her tears. “Look at me—don’t you see how glad I am? Stay with me, do, ‘Great Pow­er!’ ” She breathed warm­ly in­to his ear; she had shak­en off her cares and pulled her­self to­geth­er, and was now re­al­ly pret­ty with her glow­ing face.

			The “Great Pow­er” looked at her af­fec­tion­ate­ly; he laughed stupid­ly, as though he was tick­led, and al­lowed him­self to be pulled about; he im­i­tat­ed her whis­per to the emp­ty air, and was over­flow­ing with good hu­mor. Then he sly­ly ap­proached his mouth to her ear, and as she lis­tened he trum­pet­ed loud­ly, so that she start­ed back with a lit­tle cry. “Do stay, you great ba­by!” she said, laugh­ing. “I won’t let you go; I can hold you!” But he shook her off, laugh­ing, and ran out bare­head­ed.

			For a mo­ment it looked as though she would run af­ter him, but then her hands fell, and she drooped her head. “Let him run off,” she said weari­ly; “now things must go as they will. There’s noth­ing to be done; I’ve nev­er seen him so drunk. Yes, you look at me, but you must re­mem­ber that he car­ries his drink dif­fer­ent­ly to ev­ery­one else—he is quite by him­self in ev­ery­thing!” She said this with a cer­tain air of pride. “And he has pun­ished the shipown­er—and even the judge daren’t touch him. The good God Him­self can’t be more up­right than he is.”

		
	
		
			X

			Now the dark evenings had come when the lamp had to be lit ear­ly for the work­ers. The jour­ney­man left while it was still twi­light; there was lit­tle for him to do. In No­vem­ber the el­dest ap­pren­tice had served his time. He was made to sit all alone in the mas­ter’s room, and there he stayed for a whole week, work­ing on his jour­ney­man’s task—a pair of sea-boots. No one was al­lowed to go in to him, and the whole af­fair was ex­treme­ly ex­cit­ing. When the boots were ready and had been in­spect­ed by some of the mas­ter-shoe­mak­ers, they were filled to the top with wa­ter and sus­pend­ed in the gar­ret; there they hung for a few days, in or­der to show that they were wa­ter­tight. Then Emil was solemn­ly ap­point­ed a jour­ney­man, and had to treat the whole work­shop. He drank broth­er­hood with lit­tle Nikas, and in the evening he went out and treat­ed the oth­er jour­ney­men—and came home drunk as a lord. Ev­ery­thing passed off just as it should.

			On the fol­low­ing day Jeppe came in­to the work­shop. “Well, Emil, now you’re a jour­ney­man. What do you think of it? Do you mean to trav­el? It does a fresh­ly baked jour­ney­man good to go out in­to the world and move about and learn some­thing.”

			Emil did not re­ply, but be­gan to bun­dle his things to­geth­er. “No, no; it’s not a mat­ter of life and death to turn you out. You can come to the work­shop here and share the light and the warmth un­til you’ve got some­thing bet­ter—those are good con­di­tions, it seems to me. Now, when I was learn­ing, things were very dif­fer­ent—a kick be­hind, and out you went! And that’s for young men—it’s good for them!”

			He could sit in the work­shop and enu­mer­ate all the mas­ters in the whole is­land who had a jour­ney­man. But that was re­al­ly on­ly a joke—it nev­er hap­pened that a new jour­ney­man was en­gaged. On the oth­er hand, he and the oth­ers knew well enough how many fresh­ly-baked jour­ney­men had been thrown on to the streets that au­tumn.

			Emil was by no means de­ject­ed. Two evenings lat­er they saw him off on the Copen­hagen steam­er. “There is work enough,” he said, beam­ing with de­light. “You must prom­ise me that you’ll write to me in a year,” said Pe­ter, who had fin­ished his ap­pren­tice­ship at the same time. “That I will!” said Emil.

			But be­fore a month had passed they heard that Emil was home again. He was ashamed to let him­self be seen. And then one morn­ing he came, much em­bar­rassed, slink­ing in­to the work­shop. Yes, he had got work—in sev­er­al places, but had soon been sent away again. “I have learned noth­ing,” he said de­ject­ed­ly. He loi­tered about for a time, to en­joy the light and warmth of the work­shop, and would sit there do­ing some jobs of cob­bling which he had got hold of. He kept him­self above wa­ter un­til near­ly Christ­mas-time, but then he gave in, and dis­graced his hand­i­craft by work­ing at the har­bor as an or­di­nary steve­dore.

			“I have wast­ed five years of my life,” he used to say when they met him; “Run away while there’s time! Or it’ll be the same with you as it was with me.” He did not come to the work­shop any longer out of fear of Jeppe, who was ex­treme­ly wroth with him for dis­hon­or­ing his trade.

			It was cozy in the work­shop when the fire crack­led in the stove and the dark­ness looked in at the black, un­cov­ered win­dow­panes. The ta­ble was moved away from the win­dow so that all four could find place about it, the mas­ter with his book and the three ap­pren­tices each with his re­pair­ing job. The lamp hung over the ta­ble, and smoked; it man­aged to lessen the dark­ness a lit­tle. The lit­tle light it gave was gath­ered up by the great glass balls which fo­cused it and cast it up­on the work. The lamp swayed slight­ly, and the specks of light wrig­gled hith­er and thith­er like tad­poles, so that the work was con­tin­u­al­ly left in dark­ness. Then the mas­ter would curse and stare mis­er­ably at the lamp.

			The oth­ers suf­fered with their eyes, but the mas­ter sick­ened in the dark­ness. Ev­ery mo­ment he would stand up with a shud­der. “Damn and blast it, how dark it is here; it’s as dark as though one lay in the grave! Won’t it give any light tonight?” Then Pelle would twist the reg­u­la­tor, but it was no bet­ter.

			When old Jeppe came trip­ping in, Mas­ter An­dres looked up with­out try­ing to hide his book; he was in a fight­ing mood.

			“Who is there?” he asked, star­ing in­to the dark­ness. “Ah, it’s fa­ther!”

			“Have you got bad eyes?” asked the old man de­ri­sive­ly. “Will you have some eye-wa­ter?”

			“Fa­ther’s eye-wa­ter—no thanks! But this damned light—one can’t see one’s hand be­fore one’s face!”

			“Open your mouth, then, and your teeth will shine!” Jeppe spat the words out. This light­ing was al­ways a source of strike be­tween them.

			“No one else in the whole is­land works by so wretch­ed a light, you take my word, fa­ther.”

			“In my time I nev­er heard com­plaints about the light,” re­tort­ed Jeppe. “And bet­ter work has been done un­der the glass ball than any­one can do now with all their ar­ti­fi­cial dis­cov­er­ies. But it’s dis­ap­pear­ing now; the young peo­ple to­day know no greater plea­sure than throw­ing their mon­ey out of the win­dow af­ter such mod­ern trash.”

			“Yes, in fa­ther’s time—then ev­ery­thing was so splen­did!” said Mas­ter An­dres. “That was when the an­gels ran about with white sticks in their mouths!”

			In the course of the evening now one and an­oth­er would drop in to hear and tell the news. And if the young mas­ter was in a good tem­per they would stay. He was the fire and soul of the par­ty, as old Bjer­re­grav said; he could, thanks to his read­ing, give ex­pla­na­tions of so many things.

			When Pelle lift­ed his eyes from his work he was blind. Yon­der, in the work­shop, where Bak­er Jör­gen and the rest sat and gos­siped, he could see noth­ing but danc­ing specks of light, and his work swam round in the midst of them; and of his com­rades he saw noth­ing but their aprons. But in the glass ball the light was like a liv­ing fire, in whose streams a world was la­bor­ing.

			“Well, this evening there’s a cap­i­tal light,” said Jeppe, if one of them looked to the lamp.

			“You mean there’s no light at all!” re­tort­ed Mas­ter An­dres, twist­ing the reg­u­la­tor.

			But one day the iron­mon­ger’s man brought some­thing in a big bas­ket—a hang­ing lamp with a round burn­er; and when it was dark the iron­mon­ger him­self came in or­der to light it for the first time, and to ini­ti­ate Pelle in­to the man­age­ment of the won­der­ful con­trivance. He went to work very cir­cum­stan­tial­ly and with much cau­tion. “It can ex­plode, I needn’t tell you,” he said, “but you’d have to treat the mech­a­nism very bad­ly first. If you on­ly set to work with care and rea­son there is no dan­ger what­ev­er.”

			Pelle stood close to him, hold­ing the cylin­der, but the oth­ers turned their heads away from the ta­ble, while the young mas­ter stood right at the back, and shuf­fled to and fro. “Dev­il knows I don’t want to go to heav­en in my liv­ing body!” he said, with a com­i­cal ex­pres­sion; “but deuce take it, where did you get the courage, Pelle? You’re a saucy young spark!” And he looked at him with his wide, won­der­ing gaze, which held in it both jest and earnest.

			At last the lamp shone out; and even on the fur­thest shelf, high up un­der the ceil­ing, one could count ev­ery sin­gle last. “That’s a reg­u­lar sun!” said the young mas­ter, and he put his hand to his face; “why, good Lord, I be­lieve it warms the room!” He was quite flushed, and his eyes were sparkling.

			The old mas­ter kept well away from the lamp un­til the iron­mon­ger had gone; then he came rush­ing over to it. “Well, aren’t you blown sky-high?” he asked, in great as­ton­ish­ment. “It gives an ug­ly light—oh, a hor­ri­ble light! Poof, I say! And it doesn’t shine prop­er­ly; it catch­es you in the eyes. Well, well, you can spoil your sight as far as I’m con­cerned!”

			But for the oth­ers the lamp was a re­new­al of life. Mas­ter An­dres sunned him­self in its rays. He was like a sun-in­tox­i­cat­ed bird; as he sat there, quite at peace, a wave of joy would sud­den­ly come over him. And to the neigh­bors who gath­ered round the lamp in or­der to dis­cov­er its qual­i­ties he held forth in great style, so that the light was dou­bled. They came of­ten and stayed read­i­ly; the mas­ter beamed and the lamp shone; they were like in­sects at­tract­ed by the light—the glo­ri­ous light!

			Twen­ty times a day the mas­ter would go out to the front door, but he al­ways came in again and sat by the win­dow to read, his boot with the wood­en heel stick­ing out be­hind him. He spat so much that Pelle had to put fresh sand ev­ery day un­der his place.

			“Is there some sort of beast that sits in your chest and gnaws?” said Un­cle Jör­gen, when An­dres’ cough trou­bled him bad­ly. “You look so well oth­er­wise. You’ll re­cov­er be­fore we know where we are!”

			“Yes, thank God!” The mas­ter laughed gai­ly be­tween two at­tacks.

			“If you on­ly go at the beast hard enough, it’ll sure­ly die. Now, where you are, in your thir­ti­eth year, you ought to be able to get at it. Sup­pose you were to give it co­gnac?”

			Jör­gen Ko­fod, as a rule, came clump­ing in with great wood­en shoes, and Jeppe used to scold him. “One wouldn’t be­lieve you’ve got a shoe­mak­er for a broth­er!” he would say cross­ly; “and yet we all get our black bread from you.”

			“But what if I can’t keep my feet warm now in those damned leather shoes? And I’m full through and through of gout—it’s a re­al mis­ery!” The big bak­er twist­ed him­self dole­ful­ly.

			“It must be dread­ful with gout like that,” said Bjer­re­grav. “I my­self have nev­er had it.”

			“Tai­lors don’t get gout,” re­joined Bak­er Jör­gen scorn­ful­ly. “A tai­lor’s body has no room to har­bor it. So much I do know—twelve tai­lors go to a pound.”

			Bjer­re­grav did not re­ply.

			“The tai­lors have their own top­sy-turvy world,” con­tin­ued the bak­er. “I can’t com­pare my­self with them. A crip­pled tai­lor—well, even he has got his full strength of body.”

			“A tai­lor is as fine a fel­low as a black-bread bak­er!” stam­mered Bjer­re­grav ner­vous­ly. “To bake black bread—why, ev­ery farmer’s wife can do that!”

			“Fine! I be­lieve you! Hell and blazes! If the tai­lor makes a cap he has enough cloth left over to make him­self a pair of breech­es. That’s why tai­lors are al­ways dressed so fine!” The bak­er was talk­ing to the emp­ty air.

			“Millers and bak­ers are al­ways rogues, ev­ery­body says.” Old Bjer­re­grav turned to Mas­ter An­dres, trem­bling with ex­cite­ment. But the young mas­ter stood there look­ing gai­ly from one to the oth­er, his lame leg dan­gling in the air.

			“For the tai­lor noth­ing comes amiss—there’s too much room in me!” said the bak­er, as though some­thing were chok­ing him. “Or, as an­oth­er proverb says—it’s of no more con­se­quence than a tai­lor in hell. They are the fel­lows! We all know the sto­ry of the wom­an who brought a full-grown tai­lor in­to the world with­out even know­ing she was with child.”

			Jeppe laughed. “Now, that’s enough, re­al­ly; God knows nei­ther of you will give in to the oth­er.”

			“Well, and I’ve no in­ten­tion of tram­pling a tai­lor to death, if it can any­how be avoid­ed—but one can’t al­ways see them.” Bak­er Jör­gen care­ful­ly lift­ed his great wood­en shoes. “But they are not men. Now is there even one tai­lor in the town who has been over­seas? No, and there were no men about while the tai­lor was be­ing made. A wom­an stood in a draught at the front door, and there she brought forth the tai­lor.” The bak­er could not stop him­self when once he be­gan to quiz any­body; now that Sören was mar­ried, he had re­cov­ered all his good spir­its.

			Bjer­re­grav could not beat this. “You can say what you like about tai­lors,” he suc­ceed­ed in say­ing at last. “But peo­ple who bake black bread are not re­spect­ed as hand­i­crafts­men—no more than the wash­er­wom­an! Tai­lor­ing and shoe­mak­ing, they are prop­er crafts, with craft­man’s tests, and all the rest.”

			“Yes, shoe­mak­ing of course is an­oth­er thing,” said Jeppe.

			“But as many proverbs and say­ings are as true of you as of us,” said Bjer­re­grav, des­per­ate­ly blink­ing.

			“Well, it’s no longer ago than last year that Mas­ter Klausen mar­ried a cab­i­net­mak­er’s daugh­ter. But whom must a tai­lor mar­ry? His own serv­ing-maid?”

			“Now how can you, fa­ther!” sighed Mas­ter An­dres. “One man’s as good as an­oth­er.”

			“Yes, you turn ev­ery­thing up­side down! But I’ll have my hand­i­craft re­spect­ed. To­day all sorts of agents and wool-mer­chants and oth­er trash set­tle in the town and talk big. But in the old days the hand­i­crafts­men were the mar­row of the land. Even the king him­self had to learn a hand­i­craft. I my­self served my ap­pren­tice­ship in the cap­i­tal, and in the work­shop where I was a prince had learned the trade. But, hang it all, I nev­er heard of a king who learned tai­lor­ing!”

			They were ca­pa­ble of go­ing on for­ev­er in this way, but, as the dis­pute was at its worst, the door opened, and Wood­en-leg Larsen stumped in, fill­ing the work­shop with fresh air. He was wear­ing a storm-cap and a blue pi­lot-coat. “Good evening, chil­dren!” he said gai­ly, and threw down a heap of leather fer­rules and sin­gle boots on the win­dow-bench.

			His en­trance put life in­to all. “Here’s a play­boy for us! Wel­come home! Has it been a good sum­mer?”

			Jeppe picked up the five boots for the right foot, one af­ter an­oth­er, turned back the up­pers, and held heels and soles in a straight line be­fore his eyes. “A bun­gler has had these in hand,” he growled, and then he set to work on the cas­ing for the wood­en leg. “Well, did the lay­er of felt an­swer?” Larsen suf­fered from cold in his am­pu­tat­ed foot.

			“Yes; I’ve not had cold feet any more.”

			“Cold feet!” The bak­er struck him­self on the loins and laughed.

			“Yes, you can say what you like, but ev­ery time my wood­en leg gets wet I get a cold in the head!”

			“That’s the very deuce!” cried Jör­gen, and his great body rolled like a hip­popota­mus. “A fun­ny thing, that!”

			“There are many fun­ny things in the world,” stam­mered Bjer­re­grav. “When my broth­er died, my watch stopped at that very mo­ment—it was he who gave it me.”

			Wood­en-leg Larsen had been through the whole king­dom with his bar­rel-or­gan, and had to tell them all about it; of the rail­way-trains which trav­elled so fast that the land­scape turned round on its own ax­is, and of the great shops and places of amuse­ment in the cap­i­tal.

			“It must be as it will,” said Mas­ter An­dres. “But in the sum­mer I shall go to the cap­i­tal and work there!”

			“In Jut­land—that’s where they have so many wrecks!” said the bak­er. “They say ev­ery­thing is sand there! I’ve heard that the coun­try is shift­ing un­der their feet—mov­ing away to­ward the east. Is it true that they have a post there that a man must scratch him­self against be­fore he can sit down?”

			“My sis­ter has a son who has mar­ried a Jut­land wom­an and set­tled down there,” said Bjer­re­grav. “Have you seen any­thing of them?”

			The bak­er laughed. “Tai­lors are so big—they’ve got the whole world in their waist­coat pock­et. Well, and Fu­nen? Have you been there, too? That’s where the wom­en have such a pleas­ant dis­po­si­tion. I’ve lain be­fore Svend­borg and tak­en in wa­ter, but there was no time to go ashore.” This re­mark sound­ed like a sigh.

			“Can you stand it, wan­der­ing so much?” asked Bjer­re­grav anx­ious­ly.

			Wood­en-leg Larsen looked con­temp­tu­ous­ly at Bjer­re­grav’s con­gen­i­tal club­foot—he had re­ceived his own in­jury at He­ligoland, at the hands of an hon­or­able bul­let. “If one’s sound of limb,” he said, spit­ting on the floor by the win­dow.

			Then the oth­ers had to re­late what had hap­pened in town dur­ing the course of the sum­mer; of the Finnish bar­que which had strand­ed in the north, and how the “Great Pow­er” had bro­ken out again. “Now he’s sit­ting in the dumps un­der lock and key.”

			Bjer­re­grav took ex­cep­tion to the name they gave him; he called it blas­phe­my, on the ground that the Bible said that pow­er and might be­longed to God alone.

			Wood­en-leg Larsen said that the word, as they had used it, had noth­ing to do with God; it was an earth­ly thing; across the wa­ter peo­ple used it to drive ma­chin­ery, in­stead of hors­es.

			“I should think wom­an is the great­est pow­er,” said Bak­er Jör­gen, “for wom­en rule the world, God knows they do! And God pro­tect us if they are once let loose on us! But what do you think, An­dres, you who are so book-learned?”

			“The sun is the great­est pow­er,” said Mas­ter An­dres. “It rules over all life, and sci­ence has dis­cov­ered that all strength and force come from the sun. When it falls in­to the sea and cools, then the whole world will be­come a lump of ice.”

			“Then the sea is the great­est pow­er!” cried Jeppe tri­umphant­ly. “Or do you know of any­thing else that tears ev­ery­thing down and wash­es it away? And from the sea we get ev­ery­thing back again. Once when I went to Mala­ga—”

			“Yes, that re­al­ly is true,” said Bjer­re­grav, “for most peo­ple get their liv­ing from the sea, and many their death. And the rich peo­ple we have get all their mon­ey from the sea.”

			Jeppe drew him­self up proud­ly and his glass­es be­gan to glit­ter. “The sea can bear what it likes, stone or iron, al­though it is soft it­self! The heav­i­est loads can trav­el on its back. And then all at once it swal­lows ev­ery­thing down. I have seen ships which sailed right in­to the weath­er and dis­ap­peared when their time came.”

			“I should very much like to know whether the dif­fer­ent coun­tries float on the wa­ter, or whether they stand firm on the bot­tom of the sea. Don’t you know that, An­dres?” asked Bjer­re­grav.

			Mas­ter An­dres thought they stood on the bot­tom of the sea, far be­low the sur­face; but Un­cle Jör­gen said: “Nay! Big as the sea is!”

			“Yes, it’s big, for I’ve been over the whole is­land,” said Bjer­re­grav self-con­scious­ly; “but I nev­er got any­where where I couldn’t see the sea. Ev­ery parish in all Born­holm bor­ders on the sea. But it has no pow­er over the farm­ers and peas­ants—they be­long to the land, don’t they?”

			“The sea has pow­er over all of us,” said Larsen. “Some it re­fus­es; they go to sea for years and years, but then in their old age they suf­fer from sea­sick­ness, and then they are warned. That is why Skip­per An­der­sen came on shore. And oth­ers it at­tracts, from right away up in the coun­try! I have been to sea with such peo­ple—they had spent their whole lives up on the is­land, and had seen the sea, but had nev­er been down to the shore. And then one day the dev­il col­lared them and they left the plough and ran down to the sea and hired them­selves out. And they weren’t the worse sea­men.”

			“Yes,” said Bak­er Jör­gen, “and all of us here have been to sea, and Born­holmers sail on all the seas, as far as a ship can go. And I have met peo­ple who had nev­er been on the sea, and yet they were as though it was their home. When I sailed the brig Clara for Skip­per An­der­sen, I had such a lad on board as or­di­nary sea­man. He had nev­er bathed in the sea; but one day, as we were ly­ing at an­chor, and the oth­ers were swim­ming around, he jumped in­to the wa­ter too—now this is God’s truth—as though he were tum­bling in­to his moth­er’s arms; he thought that swim­ming came of its own ac­cord. He went straight to the bot­tom, and was half dead be­fore we fished him up again.”

			“The dev­il may un­der­stand the sea!” cried Mas­ter An­dres breath­less­ly. “It is curved like an arch ev­ery­where, and it can get up on its hind legs and stand like a wall, al­though it’s a flu­id! And I have read in a book that there is so much sil­ver in the sea that ev­ery man in the whole world might be rich.”

			“Thou right­eous God!” cried Bjer­re­grav, “such a thing I have nev­er heard. Now does that come from all the ships that have gone down? Yes, the sea—that, curse it, is the great­est pow­er!”

			“It’s ten o’clock,” said Jeppe. “And the lamp is go­ing out—that dev­il’s con­trivance!” They broke up hasti­ly, and Pelle turned the lamp out.

			But long af­ter he had laid his head on his pil­low ev­ery­thing was go­ing round in­side it. He had swal­lowed ev­ery­thing, and imag­i­nary pic­tures thronged in his brain like young birds in an over­full nest, push­ing and wrig­gling to find a place where­in to rest. The sea was strong; now in the win­ter­time the surg­ing of the bil­lows against the cliffs was con­tin­u­al­ly in his ear. Pelle was not sure whether it would stand aside for him! He had an un­con­scious re­luc­tance to set him­self lim­its, and as for the pow­er about which they had all been dis­put­ing, it cer­tain­ly had its seat in Pelle him­self, like a vague con­scious­ness that he was, de­spite all his de­feats, in­vin­ci­ble.

			At times this feel­ing man­i­fest­ed it­self vis­i­bly and helped him through the day. One af­ter­noon they were sit­ting and work­ing, af­ter hav­ing swal­lowed their food in five min­utes, as their cus­tom was; the jour­ney­man was the on­ly one who did not grudge him­self a brief mid­day rest, and he sat read­ing the news­pa­per. Sud­den­ly he raised his head and looked won­der­ing­ly at Pelle. “Now what’s this? Lasse Karl­son—isn’t that your fa­ther?”

			“Yes,” an­swered Pelle, with a par­a­lyzed tongue, and the blood rushed to his cheeks. Was Fa­ther Lasse in the news? Not among the ac­ci­dents? He must have made him­self re­mark­able in one way or an­oth­er through his farm­ing! Pelle was near­ly chok­ing with ex­cite­ment, but he did not ven­ture to ask, and Lit­tle Nikas sim­ply sat there and looked se­cre­tive. He had as­sumed the ex­pres­sion pe­cu­liar to the young mas­ter.

			But then he read aloud: “Lost! A louse with three tails has es­caped, and may be left, in re­turn for a good tip, with the landown­er Lasse Karl­son, Heath Farm. Bro­ken black bread may al­so be brought there.”

			The oth­ers burst in­to a shout of laugh­ter, but Pelle turned an ashen gray. With a leap he was across the ta­ble and had pulled lit­tle Nikas to the ground un­der­neath him; there he lay, squeez­ing the man’s throat with his fin­gers, try­ing to throt­tle him, un­til he was over­pow­ered. Emil and Pe­ter had to hold him while the knee-strap put in its work.

			And yet he was proud of the oc­cur­rence; what did a mis­er­able thrash­ing sig­ni­fy as against the feat of throw­ing the jour­ney­man to the ground and over­com­ing the slav­ish re­spect he had felt for him! Let them dare to get at him again with their ly­ing al­lu­sions, or to make sport of Fa­ther Lasse! Pelle was not in­clined to adopt cir­cuitous meth­ods.

			And the cir­cum­stances jus­ti­fied him. Af­ter this he re­ceived more con­sid­er­a­tion; no one felt anx­ious to bring Pelle and his cob­bler’s tools on top of him, even al­though the boy could be thrashed af­ter­ward.

		
	
		
			XI

			The skip­per’s gar­den was a desert. Trees and bush­es were leaf­less; from the work­shop win­dow one could look right through them, and over oth­er gar­dens be­yond, and as far as the backs of the hous­es in East Street. There were no more games in the gar­den; the paths were buried in ice and melt­ing snow, and the blocks of coral, and the great conch-shells which, with their rosy mouths and fish-like teeth, had sung so won­der­ful­ly of the great ocean, had been tak­en in on ac­count of the frost.

			Man­na he saw of­ten enough. She used to come tum­bling in­to the work­shop with her school satchel or her skates; a but­ton had got torn off, or a heel had been wrenched loose by a skate. A fresh breeze hov­ered about her hair and cheeks, and the cold made her face glow. “There is blood!” the young mas­ter would say, look­ing at her de­light­ed­ly; he laughed and jest­ed when she came in. But Man­na would hold on to Pelle’s shoul­der and throw her foot in­to his lap, so that he could but­ton her boots. Some­times she would pinch him se­cret­ly and look an­gry—she was jeal­ous of Morten. But Pelle did not un­der­stand; Morten’s gen­tle, ca­pa­ble mind had en­tire­ly sub­ju­gat­ed him and as­sumed the di­rec­tion of their re­la­tions. Pelle was mis­er­able if Morten was not there when he had an hour to spare. Then he would run, with his heart in his mouth, to find him; ev­ery­thing else was in­dif­fer­ent to him.

			One Sun­day morn­ing, as he was sweep­ing the snow in the yard, the girls were in their gar­den; they were mak­ing a snow­man.

			“Hey, Pelle!” they cried, and they clapped their mit­tens; “come over here! You can help us to build a snow-house. We’ll wall up the door and light some Christ­mas-tree can­dles: we’ve got some ends. Oh, do come!”

			“Then Morten must come too—he’ll be here di­rect­ly!”

			Man­na turned up her nose. “No, we don’t want Morten here!”

			“Why not? He’s so jol­ly!” said Pelle, wound­ed.

			“Yes, but his fa­ther is so dread­ful—ev­ery­body is afraid of him. And then he’s been in prison.”

			“Yes, for beat­ing some­one—that’s noth­ing so dread­ful! My fa­ther was too, when he was a young man. That’s no dis­grace, for it isn’t for steal­ing.”

			But Man­na looked at him with an ex­pres­sion ex­act­ly like Jeppe’s when he was crit­i­ciz­ing some­body from his stand­point as a re­spectable cit­i­zen.

			“But, Pelle, aren’t you ashamed of it? That’s how on­ly the very poor­est peo­ple think—those who haven’t any feel­ings of shame!”

			Pelle blushed for his vul­gar way of look­ing at things. “It’s no fault of Morten’s that his fa­ther’s like that!” he re­tort­ed lame­ly.

			“No, we won’t have Morten here. And moth­er won’t let us. She says per­haps we can play with you, but not with any­body else. We be­long to a very good fam­i­ly,” she said, in ex­pla­na­tion.

			“My fa­ther has a great farm—it’s worth quite as much as a rot­ten barge,” said Pelle an­gri­ly.

			“Fa­ther’s ship isn’t rot­ten!” re­joined Man­na, af­front­ed. “It’s the best in the har­bor here, and it has three masts!”

			“All the same, you’re noth­ing but a mean hussy!” Pelle spat over the hedge.

			“Yes, and you’re a Swede!” Man­na blinked her eyes tri­umphant­ly, while Do­lores and Aina stood be­hind her and put out their tongues.

			Pelle felt strong­ly in­clined to jump over the gar­den wall and beat them; but just then Jeppe’s old wom­an be­gan scold­ing from the kitchen, and he went on with his work.

			Now, af­ter Christ­mas, there was noth­ing at all to do. Peo­ple were wear­ing out their old boots, or they went about in wood­en shoes. Lit­tle Nikas was sel­dom in the work­shop; he came in at meal­times and went away again, and he was al­ways wear­ing his best clothes. “He earns his dai­ly bread eas­i­ly,” said Jeppe. Over on the main­land they didn’t feed their peo­ple through the win­ter; the mo­ment there was no more work, they kicked them out.

			In the day­time Pelle was of­ten sent on a round through the har­bor in or­der to vis­it the ship­ping. He would find the mas­ters stand­ing about there in their leather aprons, talk­ing about nau­ti­cal af­fairs; or they would gath­er be­fore their doors, to gos­sip, and each, from sheer habit, would car­ry some tool or oth­er in his hand.

			And the wolf was at the door. The “Saints” held dai­ly meet­ings, and the peo­ple had time enough to at­tend them. Win­ter proved how in­se­cure­ly the town was es­tab­lished, how fee­ble were its roots; it was not here as it was up in the coun­try, where a man could en­joy him­self in the knowl­edge that the earth was work­ing for him. Here peo­ple made them­selves as small and ate as lit­tle as pos­si­ble, in or­der to win through the slack sea­son.

			In the work­shops the ap­pren­tices sat work­ing at cheap boots and shoes for stock; ev­ery spring the shoe­mak­ers would char­ter a ship in com­mon and send a car­go to Ice­land. This helped them on a lit­tle. “Fire away!” the mas­ter would re­peat, over and over again; “make haste—we don’t get much for it!”

			The slack sea­son gave rise to many se­ri­ous ques­tions. Many of the work­ers were near to des­ti­tu­tion, and it was said that the or­ga­nized char­i­ties would find it very dif­fi­cult to give as­sis­tance to all who ap­plied for it. They were busy ev­ery­where, to their full ca­pac­i­ty. “And I’ve heard it’s noth­ing here to what it is on the main­land,” said Bak­er Jör­gen. “There the un­em­ployed are num­bered in tens of thou­sands.”

			“How can they live, all those thou­sands of poor peo­ple, if the un­em­ploy­ment is so great?” asked Bjer­re­grav. “The need is bad enough here in town, where ev­ery em­ploy­er pro­vides his peo­ple with their dai­ly bread.”

			“Here no one starves un­less he wants to,” said Jeppe. “We have a well-or­ga­nized sys­tem of re­lief.”

			“You’re cer­tain­ly be­com­ing a So­cial Demo­crat, Jeppe,” said Bak­er Jör­gen; “you want to put ev­ery­thing on to the or­ga­nized char­i­ties!”

			Wood­en-leg Larsen laughed; that was a new in­ter­pre­ta­tion.

			“Well, what do they re­al­ly want? For they are not freema­sons. They say they are rais­ing their heads again over on the main­land.”

			“Well, that, of course, is a thing that comes and goes with un­em­ploy­ment,” said Jeppe. “The peo­ple must do some­thing. Last win­ter a son of the sail­mak­er’s came home—well, he was one of them in se­cret. But the old folks would nev­er ad­mit it, and he him­self was so clever that he got out of it some­how.”

			“If he’d been a son of mine he would have got the stick,” said Jör­gen.

			“Aren’t they the sort of peo­ple who are mak­ing ready for the mil­len­ni­um? We’ve got a few of their sort here,” said Bjer­re­grav dif­fi­dent­ly.

			“D’you mean the poor dev­ils who be­lieve in the watch­mak­er and his ‘new time’? Yes, that may well be,” said Jeppe con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “I have heard they are quite wicked enough for that. I’m in­clined to think they are the An­tichrist the Bible fore­tells.”

			“Ah, but what do they re­al­ly want?” asked Bak­er Jör­gen. “What is their mad­ness re­al­ly driv­ing at?”

			“What do they want?” Wood­en-leg Larsen pulled him­self to­geth­er. “I’ve knocked up against a lot of peo­ple, I have, and as far as I can un­der­stand it they want to get jus­tice; they want to take the right of coin­ing mon­ey away from the Crown and give it to ev­ery­body. And they want to over­throw ev­ery­thing, that is quite cer­tain.”

			“Well,” said Mas­ter An­dres, “what they want, I be­lieve, is per­fect­ly right, on­ly they’ll nev­er get it. I know a lit­tle about it, on ac­count of Garibal­di.”

			“But what do they want, then, if they don’t want to over­throw the whole world?”

			“What do they want? Well, what do they want? That ev­ery­body should have ex­act­ly the same?” Mas­ter An­dres was un­cer­tain.

			“Then the ship’s boy would have as much as the cap­tain! No, it would be the dev­il and all!” Bak­er Jör­gen smacked his thigh and laughed.

			“And they want to abol­ish the king,” said Wood­en-leg Larsen ea­ger­ly.

			“Who the dev­il would reign over us then? The Ger­mans would soon come hur­ry­ing over! That’s a most wicked thing, that Dan­ish peo­ple should want to hand over their coun­try to the en­e­my! All I won­der is that they don’t shoot them down with­out tri­al! They’d nev­er be ad­mit­ted to Born­holm.”

			“That we don’t re­al­ly know!” The young mas­ter smiled.

			“To the dev­il with them—we’d all go down to the shore and shoot them: they should nev­er land alive!”

			“They are just a mis­er­able rab­ble, the lot of them,” said Jeppe. “I should very much like to know whether there is a de­cent cit­i­zen among them.”

			“Nat­u­ral­ly, it’s al­ways the poor who com­plain of pover­ty,” said Bjer­re­grav. “So the thing nev­er comes to an end.”

			Bak­er Jör­gen was the on­ly one of them who had any­thing to do. Things would have to be bad in­deed be­fore the peo­ple stopped buy­ing his black bread. He even had more to do than usu­al; the more peo­ple ab­stained from meat and cheese, the more bread they ate. He of­ten hired Jeppe’s ap­pren­tices so that they might help him in the knead­ing.

			But he was not in a hap­py frame of mind. He was al­ways shout­ing his abuse of Sören through the open doors, be­cause the lat­ter would not go near his bux­om young wife. Old Jör­gen had tak­en him and put him in­to bed with her with his own hands, but Sören had got out of the busi­ness by cry­ing and trem­bling like a new­born calf.

			“D’you think he’s per­haps be­witched?” asked Mas­ter An­dres.

			“She’s young and pret­ty, and there’s not the least fault to be found with her—and we’ve fed him with eggs right through the win­ter. She goes about hang­ing her head, she gets no at­ten­tion from him. ‘Marie! Sören!’ I cry, just to put a lit­tle life in­to them—he ought to be the sort of dev­il I was, I can tell you! She laughs and blush­es, but Sören, he sim­ply sneaks off. It’s re­al­ly a shame—so dain­ty as she is too, in ev­ery way. Ah, it ought to have been in my young days, I can tell you!”

			“You are still young enough, Un­cle Jör­gen!” laughed Mas­ter An­dres.

			“Well, a man could al­most bring him­self to it—when he con­sid­ers what a dread­ful in­jus­tice is go­ing on un­der his own eyes. For, look you, An­dres, I’ve been a dirty beast about all that sort of thing, but I’ve been a jol­ly fel­low too; peo­ple were al­ways glad to be on board with me. And I’ve had strength for a booze, and a girl; and for hard work in bad weath­er. The life I’ve led—it hasn’t been bad; I’d live it all over again the same. But Sören—what sort of a strayed weak­ling is he? He can’t find his own way about! Now, if on­ly you would have a chat with him—you’ve got some in­flu­ence over him.”

			“I’ll will­ing­ly try.”

			“Thanks; but look here, I owe you mon­ey.” Jör­gen took ten kro­ner and laid them on the ta­ble as he was go­ing.

			“Pelle, you dev­il’s imp, can you run an er­rand for me?” The young mas­ter limped in­to the cut­ting-out room, Pelle fol­low­ing on his heels.

			A hun­dred times a day the mas­ter would run to the front door, but he hur­ried back again di­rect­ly; he could not stand the cold. His eyes were full of dreams of oth­er coun­tries, whose cli­mates were kinder, and he spoke of his two broth­ers, of whom one was lost in South Amer­i­ca—per­haps mur­dered. But the oth­er was in Aus­tralia, herd­ing sheep. He earned more at that than the town mag­is­trate re­ceived as salary, and was the clever­est box­er in the neigh­bor­hood. Here the mas­ter made his blood­less hands cir­cle one round the oth­er, and let them fall clenched up­on Pelle’s back. “That,” he said, in a su­pe­ri­or tone, “is what they call box­ing. Broth­er Mar­tin can crip­ple a man with one blow. He is paid for it, the dev­il!” The mas­ter shud­dered. His broth­er had on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions of­fered to send him his steam­er-tick­et, but there was that damned leg. “Tell me what I should do over there, eh, Pelle?”

			Pelle had to bring books from the lend­ing li­brary ev­ery day, and he soon learned which writ­ers were the most ex­cit­ing. He al­so at­tempt­ed to read him­self, but he could not get on with it; it was more amus­ing to stand about by the skat­ing-pond and freeze and watch the oth­ers glid­ing over the ice. But he got Morten to tell him of ex­cit­ing books, and these he brought home for the mas­ter; such was the Fly­ing Dutch­man. “That’s a work of po­et­ry, Lord alive!” said the mas­ter, and he re­lat­ed its con­tents to Bjer­re­grav, who took them all for re­al­i­ty.

			“You should have played some part in the great world, An­dres—I for my part do best to stay at home here. But you could have man­aged it—I’m sure of it.”

			“The great world!” said the mas­ter scorn­ful­ly. No, he didn’t take much stock in the world—it wasn’t big enough. “If I were to trav­el, I should like to look for the way in­to the in­te­ri­or of the earth—they say there’s a way in­to it in Ice­land. Or it would be glo­ri­ous to make a voy­age to the moon; but that will al­ways be just a sto­ry.”

			At the be­gin­ning of the new year the crazy Anker came to the young mas­ter and dic­tat­ed a love-let­ter to the el­dest daugh­ter of the king. “This year he will sure­ly an­swer,” he said thought­ful­ly. “Time is pass­ing, and for­tune dis­ap­pears, and there are few that have their share of it; we need the new time very bad­ly.”

			“Yes, we cer­tain­ly do,” said Mas­ter An­dres. “But if such a mis­for­tune should hap­pen that the king should refuse, why, you are man enough to man­age the mat­ter your­self, Anker!”

			It was a slack sea­son, and, just as it was at its very worst, shoe­mak­er Bohn re­turned and opened a shop on the mar­ket­place. He had spent a year on the main­land and had learned all sorts of mod­ern hum­bug. There was on­ly one pair of boots in his win­dow, and those were his own Sun­day boots. Ev­ery Mon­day they were put out and ex­hib­it­ed again, so that there should be some­thing to look at.

			If he him­self was in the shop, talk­ing to the peo­ple, his wife would sit in the liv­ing-room be­hind and ham­mer on a boot, so that it sound­ed as though there were men in the work­shop.

			But at Shrove­tide Jeppe re­ceived some or­ders. Mas­ter An­dres came home quite cheer­ful­ly one day from Bjer­hansen’s cel­lar; there he had made the ac­quain­tance of some of the ac­tors of a troupe which had just ar­rived. “They are fel­lows, too!” he said, stroking his cheeks. “They trav­el con­tin­u­al­ly from one place to an­oth­er and give per­for­mances—they get to see the world!” He could not sit qui­et.

			The next morn­ing they came ri­ot­ing in­to the work­shop, fill­ing the place with their deaf­en­ing gab­ble. “Soles and heels!” “Heels that won’t come off!” “A bit of heel-work and two on the snout!” So they went on, bring­ing great arm­fuls of boots from un­der their cloaks, or fish­ing them out of bot­tom­less pock­ets, and throw­ing them in heaps on the win­dow-bench, each with his droll re­marks. Boots and shoes they called “un­der­stand­ings”; they turned and twist­ed ev­ery word, toss­ing it like a ball from mouth to mouth, un­til not a trace of sense was left in it.

			The ap­pren­tices for­got ev­ery­thing, and could scarce­ly con­tain them­selves for laugh­ing, and the young mas­ter over­flowed with wit—he was equal to the best of them. Now one saw that he re­al­ly might have luck with the wom­en: there was no boast­ing or ly­ing about it. The young ac­tress with the hair like the light­est flax could not keep her eyes off him, al­though she ev­i­dent­ly had all the oth­ers at her pet­ti­coat-tails; she made signs to her com­pan­ions that they should ad­mire the mas­ter’s splen­did big mus­tache. The mas­ter had for­got­ten his lame leg and thrown his stick away; he was on his knees, tak­ing the ac­tress’s mea­sure for a pair of high boots with patent tops and con­certi­na-like folds in the legs. She had a hole in the heel of her stock­ing, but she on­ly laughed over it; one of the ac­tors cried “Poached egg!” and then they laughed up­roar­i­ous­ly.

			Old Jeppe came tum­bling in­to the room, at­tract­ed by the mer­ri­ment. The blonde la­dy called him “Grand­fa­ther,” and want­ed to dance with him, and Jeppe for­got his dig­ni­ty and laughed with the rest. “Yes, it’s to us they come when they want to have some­thing good,” he said proud­ly. “And I learned my trade in Copen­hagen, and I used to car­ry boots and shoes to more than one play-ac­tor there. We had to work for the whole the­ater; Jungfer Pat­ges, who be­came so fa­mous lat­er on, got her first danc­ing shoes from us.”

			“Yes, those are the fel­lows!” said Mas­ter An­dres, as at last they bus­tled out; “dev­il take me, but those are the chaps!” Jeppe could not in the least un­der­stand how they had found their way thith­er, and Mas­ter An­dres did not ex­plain that he had been to the tav­ern. “Per­haps Jungfer Pat­ges sent them to me,” he said, gaz­ing in­to the dis­tance. “She must some­how have kept me in mind.”

			Free tick­ets poured in on them; the young mas­ter was in the the­ater ev­ery evening. Pelle re­ceived a gallery tick­et ev­ery time he went round with a pair of boots. He was to say noth­ing—but the price was plain­ly marked on the sole with chalk.

			“Did you get the mon­ey?” the mas­ter would ask ea­ger­ly; he used to stand on the stairs all the time, wait­ing. No, Pelle was to present their very best wish­es, and to say they would come round and set­tle up them­selves.

			“Well, well, peo­ple of that sort are safe enough,” said the mas­ter.

			One day Lasse came stamp­ing in­to the work­shop and in­to the midst of them all, look­ing the pic­ture of a big farmer, with his fur col­lar drawn round his ears. He had a sack of pota­toes out­side; it was a present to Pelle’s em­ploy­ers, be­cause Pelle was learn­ing his trade so well. Pelle was giv­en leave and went out with his fa­ther; and he kept look­ing furtive­ly at the fur col­lar. At last he could con­tain him­self no longer, but turned it up in­quir­ing­ly. Dis­il­lu­sioned, he let it fall again.

			“Ah, yes—er—well—that’s just tacked on to my driv­ing-cloak. It looks well, and it keeps my ears nice and warm. You thought I’d blos­somed out in­to a prop­er fur coat? No, it won’t run to that just yet—but it will soon. And I could name you more than one big farmer who has noth­ing bet­ter than this.”

			Yes, Pelle was just a tri­fle dis­ap­point­ed. But he must ad­mit that there was no dif­fer­ence to be per­ceived be­tween this cloak and the re­al bearskin. “Are things go­ing on all right?” he asked.

			“Oh, yes; at present I am break­ing stone. I’ve got to break twen­ty cords if I’m to pay ev­ery­body what’s ow­ing to him by the Dev­il’s birth­day.5 So long as we keep our health and strength, Kar­na and I.”

			They drove to the mer­chant’s and put up the hors­es. Pelle no­ticed that the peo­ple at the mer­chant’s did not rush for­ward to Lasse quite so ea­ger­ly as they did to the re­al farm­ers; but Lasse him­self be­haved in quite an im­por­tant man­ner. He stumped right in­to the mer­chant’s count­ing­house, just like the rest, filled his pipe at the bar­rel, and helped him­self to a drink of brandy. A cold breath of air hung about him as he went back­ward and for­ward from the cart with but­toned-up cloak, and he stamped as loud­ly on the sharp cob­ble­stones as though his boot-soles too were made of stone.

			Then they went on to Due’s cot­tage; Lasse was anx­ious to see how mat­ters were pros­per­ing there. “It isn’t al­ways easy when one of the par­ties brings a love-child in­to the busi­ness.”

			Pelle ex­plained to him how mat­ters stood. “Tell them at Un­cle Kalle’s that they must take lit­tle Maria back again. An­na ill-treats her. They are get­ting on well in oth­er ways; now they want to buy a wag­on and hors­es and set up as car­ri­ers.”

			“Do they? Well, it’s easy for those to get on who haven’t any heart.” Lasse sighed.

			“Look, fa­ther,” said Pelle sud­den­ly, “there’s a the­ater here now, and I know all the play­ers. I take them their boots, and they give me a tick­et ev­ery evening. I’ve seen the whole thing.”

			“But, of course, that’s all lies, eh?” Lasse had to pull up, in or­der to scru­ti­nize Pelle’s face. “So you’ve been in a prop­er the­ater, eh? Well, those who live in the town have got the dev­il to thank for it if they are clev­er­er than a peas­ant. One can have ev­ery­thing here!”

			“Will you go with me tonight? I can get the tick­ets.”

			Lasse was un­easy. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to go; but the whole thing was so un­ac­cus­tomed. How­ev­er, it was ar­ranged that he should sleep the night at Due’s, and in the evening they both went to the the­ater.

			“Is it here?” asked Lasse, as­tound­ed. They had come to a great build­ing like a barn, be­fore which a num­ber of peo­ple were stand­ing. But it was fine in­side. They sat right up at the top, at the back, where the seats were ar­ranged like the side of a hill, and they had a view over the whole the­ater. Down be­low, right in front, sat some ladies who, so far as Lasse could see, were naked. “I sup­pose those are the per­form­ers?” he in­quired.

			Pelle laughed. “No, those are the grand­est ladies in the town—the doc­tor’s wife, the bur­go­mas­ter’s la­dy, and the in­spec­tor’s wife, and such­like.”

			“What, they are so grand that they haven’t enough clothes to wear!” cried Lasse. “With us we call that pover­ty! But where are the play­ers, then?”

			“They are the oth­er side of the cur­tain.”

			“Then have they be­gun al­ready?”

			“No, you can see they haven’t—the cur­tain has to go up first.”

			There was a hole in the cur­tain, and a fin­ger came through it, and be­gan to turn from side to side, point­ing at the spec­ta­tors. Lasse laughed. “That’s dev­il­ish fun­ny!” he cried, slap­ping his thighs, as the fin­ger con­tin­ued to point.

			“It hasn’t be­gun yet,” said Pelle.

			“Is that so?” This damped Lasse’s spir­its a lit­tle.

			But then the big crown-light be­gan sud­den­ly to run up through a hole in the ceil­ing; up in the loft some boys were kneel­ing round the hole, and as the light came up they blew out the lamps. Then the cur­tain went up, and there was a great bright­ly-lit hall, in which a num­ber of pret­ty young girls were mov­ing about, dressed in the most won­der­ful cos­tumes—and they were speak­ing! Lasse was quite as­ton­ished to find that he could un­der­stand what they said; the whole thing seemed so strange and for­eign to him; it was like a peep in­to dream­land. But there was one maid­en who sat there all alone at her spin­ning wheel, and she was the fairest of them all.

			“That’s sure­ly a fine la­dy?” asked Lasse.

			But Pelle whis­pered that she was on­ly a poor for­est maid­en, whom the lord of the cas­tle had robbed, and now he want­ed to force her to be his sweet­heart. All the oth­ers were mak­ing a tremen­dous lot of her, comb­ing her gold­en hair and kneel­ing be­fore her; but she on­ly looked un­hap­pi­er than be­fore. And some­times her sad­ness was more than she could bear; then she opened her beau­ti­ful mouth and her wound­ed heart bled in song, which af­fect­ed Lasse so that he had to fetch a long sigh­ing breath.

			Then a tall man with a huge red beard came stamp­ing in­to the hall. Lasse saw that he was dressed like a man who has been keep­ing Car­ni­val.

			“That’s the one we made the fine boots for,” whis­pered Pelle: “the lord of the cas­tle, who wants to se­duce her.”

			“An ug­ly dev­il he looks too!” said Lasse, and spat. “The mas­ter at Stone Farm is a child of God com­pared with him!” Pelle signed to him to be qui­et.

			The lord of the cas­tle drove all the oth­er wom­en away, and then be­gan to tramp stormi­ly to and fro, eye­ing the for­est maid­en and show­ing the whites of his eyes. “Well, have you at last de­cid­ed?” he roared, and snort­ed like a mad bull. And sud­den­ly he sprang at her as if to take her by force.

			“Ha! Touch me not!” she cried, “or by the liv­ing God, I will plunge this dag­ger in­to my heart! You be­lieve you can buy my in­no­cence be­cause I am poor, but the hon­or of the poor is not to be bought with gold!”

			“That’s a true word!” said Lasse loud­ly.

			But the lord of the cas­tle gave a ma­li­cious laugh, and tugged at his red beard. He rolled his r’s dread­ful­ly.

			“Is my of­fer not enough for you? Come, stay this night with me and you shall re­ceive a farm with ten head of cat­tle, so that to­mor­row you can stand at the al­tar with your hunts­man!”

			“Hold your tongue, you whore­mon­ger!” said Lasse an­gri­ly.

			Those round about him tried to calm him; one or an­oth­er nudged him in the ribs. “Well, can’t a man speak any longer?” Lasse turned cross­ly to Pelle. “I’m no cler­gy­man, but if the girl doesn’t want to, let him leave her alone; at any rate he shan’t slake his lust pub­licly in the pres­ence of hun­dreds of peo­ple with im­puni­ty! A swine like that!” Lasse was speak­ing loud­ly, and it seemed as though his words had had their ef­fect on the lord of the cas­tle. He stood there awhile star­ing in front of him, and then called a man, and bade him lead the maid­en back to the for­est.

			Lasse breathed eas­i­ly again as the cur­tain fell and the boys over­head by the hole in the ceil­ing re­lit the lamps and let them down again. “So far she’s got out of it all right,” he told Pelle, “but I don’t trust the lord—he’s a scoundrel!” He was per­spir­ing freely, and did not look en­tire­ly sat­is­fied.

			The next scene which was con­jured up on the stage was a for­est. It was won­der­ful­ly fine, with pelargo­ni­ums bloom­ing on the ground, and a spring which was flow­ing out of some­thing green. “That is a cov­ered beer-bar­rel!” said Pelle, and now Lasse too could see the tap, but it was won­der­ful­ly nat­u­ral. Right in the back­ground one could see the lord’s cas­tle on a cliff, and in the fore­ground lay a fall­en tree-trunk; two green-clad hunts­men sat astride of it, con­coct­ing their evil schemes. Lasse nod­ded—he knew some­thing of the wicked­ness of the world.

			Now they heard a sound, and crouched down be­hind the tree-trunk, each with a knife in his hand. For a mo­ment all was silent; then came the for­est maid­en and her hunts­man, wan­der­ing all un­awares down the for­est path. By the spring they took a cling­ing and af­fec­tion­ate farewell; then the man came for­ward, hur­ry­ing to his cer­tain death.

			This was too much. Lasse stood up. “Look out!” he cried in a chok­ing voice: “look out!” Those be­hind him pulled his coat and scold­ed him. “No, dev­il take you all, I won’t hold my tongue!” he cried, and laid about him. And then he leaned for­ward again: “Look where you’re go­ing, d’you hear! Your life is at stake! They’re hid­ing be­hind the fall­en tree!”

			The hunts­man stood where he was and stared up, and the two as­sas­sins had risen to their feet and were star­ing, and the ac­tors and ac­tress­es came through from the wings and gazed up­ward over the au­di­to­ri­um. Lasse saw that the man was saved, but now he had to suf­fer for his ser­vices; the man­ag­er want­ed to throw him out. “I can per­fect­ly well go by my­self,” he said. “An hon­or­able man is one too many in this com­pa­ny!” In the street be­low he talked aloud to him­self; he was in a blaz­ing tem­per.

			“It was on­ly a play,” said Pelle de­ject­ed­ly. In his heart he was ashamed of his fa­ther.

			“You needn’t try to teach me about that! I know very well that it all hap­pened long ago and that I can do noth­ing to al­ter it, not if I was to stand on my head. But that such low do­ings should be brought to life again! If the oth­ers had felt as I did we should have tak­en the lord and thrashed him to death, even if it did come a hun­dred years too late!”

			“Why—but that was Ac­tor West, who comes to our work­shop ev­ery day.”

			“Is that so? Ac­tor West, eh? Then you are Ac­tor Cod­fish, to let your­self be im­posed on like that! I have met peo­ple be­fore now who had the gift of fall­ing asleep and con­jur­ing up long dead peo­ple in their place—but not so re­al as here, you un­der­stand. If you had been be­hind the cur­tain you would have seen West ly­ing there like dead, while he, the oth­er one—the Dev­il—was car­ry­ing on and or­der­ing ev­ery­body about. It’s a gift I’d rather not have; a dan­ger­ous game! If the oth­ers for­get the word of com­mand that brings him back in­to the body it would be all up with him, and the oth­er would take his place.”

			“But that is all su­per­sti­tion! When I know it’s West in a play—why, I rec­og­nized him at once!”

			“Oh, of course! You are al­ways the clev­er­er! You’d like a dis­pute with the dev­il him­self ev­ery day! So it was on­ly a show? When he was rolling the whites of his eyes in his fran­tic lust! You be­lieve me—if she hadn’t had that knife he would have fall­en on her and sat­is­fied his de­sire in front of ev­ery­body! Be­cause if you con­jure up long by­gone times the ac­tion has to have its way, how­ev­er many there are to see. But that they should do it for mon­ey—for mon­ey—ugh! And now I’m go­ing home!” Lasse would say noth­ing more, but had the hors­es har­nessed.

			“You had best not go there again,” he said at part­ing. “But if it has got hold of you al­ready, at least put a knife in your pock­et. Yes, and we’ll send you your wash­ing by Butch­er Jensen, one Sat­ur­day, soon.”

			Pelle went to the the­ater as be­fore; he had a shrewd idea that it was on­ly a play, but there was some­thing mys­te­ri­ous about it; peo­ple must have a su­per­nat­u­ral gift who evening af­ter evening could so en­tire­ly al­ter their ap­pear­ance and so com­plete­ly en­ter in­to the peo­ple they rep­re­sent­ed. Pelle thought he would like to be­come an ac­tor if he could on­ly climb high enough.

			The play­ers cre­at­ed a con­sid­er­able ex­cite­ment when they strolled through the streets with their nap­ping clothes and queer head­gear; peo­ple ran to their win­dows to see them, the old folk peep­ing over their shoul­ders. The town was as though trans­formed as long as they were in it.

			Ev­ery mind had tak­en a per­verse di­rec­tion. The girls cried out in their sleep and dreamed of ab­duc­tions; they even left their win­dows a lit­tle open; and ev­ery young fel­low was ready to run away with the play­ers. Those who were not the­ater-mad at­tend­ed re­li­gious meet­ings in or­der to com­bat the evil.

			And one day the play­ers dis­ap­peared—as they had come—and left a cloud of debts be­hind them. “Dev­il’s trash!” said the mas­ter with his de­spon­dent ex­pres­sion. “They’ve tricked us! But, all the same, they were fine fel­lows in their way, and they had seen the world!”

			But af­ter these hap­pen­ings he could by no means get warm again. He crawled in­to bed and spent the best part of the month ly­ing there.

		
	
		
			XII

			It can be very cozy on those win­ter evenings when ev­ery­body sits at home in the work­shop and pass­es the time by do­ing noth­ing, be­cause it is so dark and cold out of doors, and one has nowhere to go to. To stand about by the skat­ing-ponds and to look on, frozen, while oth­ers go swing­ing past—well, Pelle has had enough of it; and as for strolling up the street to­ward the north, and then turn­ing about and re­turn­ing to­ward the south, and turn­ing yet again, up and down the self­same street—well, there is noth­ing in it un­less one has good warm clothes and a girl whose waist one can hold. And Morten too is no fresh-air dis­ci­ple; he is freez­ing, and wants to sit in the warmth.

			So they slink in­to the work­shop as soon as it be­gins to grow dark, and they take out the key and hang it on the nail in the en­try, in or­der to de­ceive Jeppe, and then they se­cret­ly make a fire in the stove, plac­ing a screen in front of it, so that Jeppe shall not see the light from it when he makes his rounds past the work­shop win­dows. They crouch to­geth­er on the ledge at the bot­tom of the stove, each with an arm round the oth­er’s shoul­der, and Morten tells Pelle about the books he has read.

			“Why do you do noth­ing but read those stupid books?” asks Pelle, when he has lis­tened for a time.

			“Be­cause I want to know some­thing about life and about the world,” an­swers Morten, out of the dark­ness.

			“Of the world?” says Pelle, in a con­temp­tu­ous tone. “I want to go out in­to the world and see things—what’s in the books is on­ly lies. But go on.”

			And Morten goes on, good-na­tured as al­ways. And in the midst of his nar­ra­tive some­thing sud­den­ly oc­curs to him, and he pulls a pa­per pack­et from his breast-pock­et: “That’s choco­late from Bod­il,” he says, and breaks the stick in two.

			“Where had she put it?” asks Pelle.

			“Un­der the sheet—I felt some­thing hard un­der my back when I lay down.”

			The boys laugh, while they nib­ble at the choco­late. Sud­den­ly Pelle says: “Bod­il, she’s a child-se­duc­er! She en­ticed Hans Pe­ter away from Stone Farm—and he was on­ly fif­teen!”

			Morten does not re­ply; but af­ter a time his head sinks on Pelle’s shoul­der—his body is twitch­ing.

			“Well, you are sev­en­teen,” says Pelle, con­sol­ing. “But it’s sil­ly all the same; she might well be your moth­er—apart from her age.” And they both laugh.

			It can be still co­zi­er on work­day evenings. Then the fire is burn­ing open­ly in the stove, even af­ter eight o’clock, and the lamp is shin­ing, and Morten is there again. Peo­ple come from all di­rec­tions and look in for a mo­ment’s vis­it, and the cold, an im­ped­i­ment to ev­ery­thing else, awak­ens all sorts of no­table rem­i­nis­cences. It is as though the world it­self comes creep­ing in­to the work­shop. Jeppe con­jures up his ap­pren­tice years in the cap­i­tal, and tells of the great bank­rupt­cy; he goes right back to the be­gin­ning of the cen­tu­ry, to a won­der­ful old cap­i­tal where the old peo­ple wore wigs, and the rope’s-end was al­ways at hand and the ap­pren­tices just kept body and soul to­geth­er, beg­ging on Sun­days be­fore the doors of the towns­folk. Ah, those were times! And he comes home and wants to set­tle down as mas­ter, but the guild won’t ac­cept him; he is too young. So he goes to sea as cook, and comes to places down south where the sun burns so fierce­ly that the pitch melts in the seams and the deck scorch­es one’s feet. They are a mer­ry band, and Jeppe, lit­tle as he is, by no means lags be­hind the rest. In Mala­ga they storm a tav­ern, throw all the Spaniards out of the win­dow, and sport with the girls—un­til the whole town falls up­on them and they have to fly to their boat. Jeppe can­not keep up with them, and the boat shoves off, so that he has to jump in­to the wa­ter and swim for it. Knives fall splash­ing about him in the wa­ter, and one sticks shiv­er­ing in his shoul­der-blades. When Jeppe comes to this he al­ways be­gins to strip his back to show the scar, and Mas­ter An­dres holds him back. Pelle and Morten have heard the sto­ry many a time, but they are will­ing al­ways to hear it again.

			And Bak­er Jör­gen, who for the greater part of his life has been a sea­man on the big ves­sels sail­ing the north­ern and south­ern oceans, talks about cap­stans and ice­bergs and beau­ti­ful black wom­en from the West In­dies. He sets the cap­stan turn­ing, so that the great three-mas­ter makes sail out of the Ha­vana road­stead, and all his hear­ers feel their hearts grow light.

			
				
					“Heave ho, the cap­stan,
					

					Waltz her well along!
					

					Leave the girl a-weep­ing,
					

					Strike up the song!”
				

			

			So they walk round and round, twelve men with their breasts pressed against the heavy cap­stan-bars; the an­chor is weighed, and the sail fills with the wind—and be­hind and through his words gleam the fea­tures of a sweet­heart in ev­ery port. Bjer­re­grav can­not help cross­ing him­self—he who has nev­er ac­com­plished any­thing, ex­cept to feel for the poor; but in the young mas­ter’s eyes ev­ery­body trav­els—round and round the world, round and round the world. And Wood­en-leg Larsen, who in win­ter is quite the well-to-do pen­sion­er, in blue pi­lot-coat and fur cap, leaves his pret­ty, solid­ly-built cot­tage when the Spring comes, and sal­lies forth in­to the world as a poor or­gan-grinder—he tells them of the Zo­o­log­i­cal Gar­dens on the hill, and the ad­ven­tur­ous Holm-Street, and of ex­tra­or­di­nary be­ings who live up­on the dust­bins in the back­yards of the cap­i­tal.

			But Pelle’s body creaks when­ev­er he moves; his bones are grow­ing and seek­ing to stretch them­selves; he feels growth and rest­less­ness in ev­ery part and cor­ner of his be­ing. He is the first to whom the Spring comes; one day it an­nounces it­self in him in the form of a cu­rios­i­ty as to what his ap­pear­ance is like. Pelle has nev­er asked him­self this ques­tion be­fore; and the scrap of look­ing-glass which he begged from the glazier from whom he fetch­es the glass scrap­ers tells him noth­ing tru­ly. He has at bot­tom a feel­ing that he is an im­pos­si­ble per­son.

			He be­gins to give heed to the opin­ions of oth­ers re­spect­ing his out­ward ap­pear­ance; now and again a girl looks af­ter him, and his cheeks are no longer so fat that peo­ple can chaff him about them. His fair hair is wavy; the lucky curl on his fore­head is still vis­i­ble as an ob­sti­nate lit­tle streak; but his ears are still ter­ri­bly big, and it is of no use to pull his cap over them, in or­der to press them close to his head. But he is tall and well-grown for his age, and the air of the work­shop has been pow­er­less to spoil his rud­dy com­plex­ion; and he is afraid of noth­ing in the world—par­tic­u­lar­ly when he is an­gry. He thinks out a hun­dred dif­fer­ent kinds of ex­er­cise in or­der to sat­is­fy the de­mands of his body, but it is of no use. If he on­ly bends over his ham­mer-work he feels it in ev­ery joint of his body.

			And then one day the ice breaks and goes out to sea. Ships are fit­ted out again, and pro­vi­sioned, and fol­low the ice, and the peo­ple of the town awake to the idea of a new life, and be­gin to think of green woods and sum­mer cloth­ing.

			And one day the fish­ing-boats ar­rive! They come glid­ing across from Hellavik and No­gesund on the Swedish coast. They cut swift­ly through the wa­ter, heel­ing far over un­der their queer la­teen sails, like hun­gry seabirds that sweep the waves with one wing-tip in their search for booty. A mile to sea­ward the fish­er­men of the town re­ceive them with gun­shots; they have no per­mis­sion to an­chor in the fish­ing port, but have to rent moor­ings for them­selves in the old ship’s har­bor, and to spread out the gear to dry to­ward the north. The crafts­men of the town come flock­ing down to the har­bor, dis­cussing the for­eign thieves who have come from a poor­er coun­try in or­der to take the bread out of the mouths of the towns­folk; for they are in­ured to all weath­ers, and full of courage, and are suc­cess­ful in their fish­ing. They say the same things ev­ery Spring, but when they want to buy her­rings they deal with the Swedes, who sell more cheap­ly than the Born­holmers. “Per­haps our fish­er­men wear leather boots?” in­quires Jeppe. “No, they wear wood­en shoes week­days and Sun­day alike. Let the wood­en-shoe mak­ers deal with them—I buy where the fish is cheap­est!”

			It is as though the Spring in per­son has ar­rived with these thin, sinewy fig­ures, who go singing through the streets, chal­leng­ing the pet­ty en­vy of the town. There are wom­en, too, on ev­ery boat, to mend and clean the gear, and they pass the work­shop in crowds, search­ing for their old lodg­ings in the poor part of the town near the “Great Pow­er’s” home. Pelle’s heart leaps at the sight of these young wom­en, with pret­ty slip­pers on their feet, black shawls round their oval faces, and many fine col­ors in their dress. His mind is full of shad­owy mem­o­ries of his child­hood, which have lain as qui­et as though they were in­deed ex­tin­guished; vague tra­di­tions of a time that he has ex­pe­ri­enced but can no longer re­mem­ber; it is like a warm breath of air from an­oth­er and un­known ex­is­tence.

			If it hap­pens that one or an­oth­er of these girls has a lit­tle child on her arm, then the town has some­thing to talk about. Is it Mer­chant Lund again, as it was last year? Lund, who since then had been known on­ly as “the Her­ring Mer­chant”? Or is it some six­teen-year-old ap­pren­tice, a scan­dal to his pas­tor and school­mas­ter, whose hands he has on­ly just left?

			Then Jens goes forth with his con­certi­na, and Pelle makes haste with his tidy­ing up, and he and Morten hur­ry up to Gal­lows Hill, hand-in-hand, for Morten finds it dif­fi­cult to run so quick­ly. All that the town pos­sess­es of reck­less youth is there; but the Swedish girls take the lead. They dance and whirl un­til their slip­pers fly off, and lit­tle bat­tles are fought over them. But on Sat­ur­days the boats do not go to sea; then the men turn up, with smoul­der­ing brows, and claim their wom­en, and then there is great slaugh­ter.

			Pelle en­ters in­to it all ea­ger­ly; here he finds an op­por­tu­ni­ty of that ex­er­cise of which his hand­i­craft de­prives his body. He hungers for hero­ic deeds, and press­es so close to the fight­ers that now and again he gets a blow him­self. He dances with Morten, and plucks up courage to ask one of the girls to dance with him; he is shy, and dances like a leap­ing kid in or­der to ban­ish his shy­ness; and in the midst of the dance he takes to his heels and leaves the girl stand­ing there. “Damned sil­ly!” say the on­look­ers, and he hears them laugh­ing be­hind him. He has a pe­cu­liar man­ner of en­ter­ing in­to all this reck­less­ness which lets the body claim its due with­out thought for the fol­low­ing day and the fol­low­ing year. If some man-hunt­ing young wom­an tries to cap­ture his youth he lash­es out be­hind, and with a few wan­ton leaps he is off and away. But he loves to join in the singing when the men and wom­en go home­ward with close­ly-twined arms, and he and Morten fol­low them, they too with their arms about each oth­er. Then the moon builds her bridge of light across the sea, and in the pinewood, where a white mist lies over the tree­tops, a song ris­es from ev­ery path, heard as a lulling mu­sic in the haunts of the wan­der­ing cou­ples; in­sis­tent­ly melan­choly in its mean­ing, but is­su­ing from the light­est hearts. It is just the kind of song to ex­press their hap­pi­ness.

			
				
					“Put up, put up thy gold­en hair;
					

					A son thou’lt have be­fore a year—
					

					No help in thy clam­or and cry­ing!
					

					In forty weeks may’st look for me.
					

					I come to ask how it fares with thee.
					

					The forty weeks were left be­hind.
					

					And sad she was and sick of mind,
					

					And fell to her clam­or and cry­ing—”
				

			

			And the song con­tin­ues as they go through the town, cou­ple af­ter cou­ple, wan­der­ing as they list. The qui­et wind­ing clos­es ring with songs of love and death, so that the old towns­folk lift their heads from their pil­lows, and, their night­caps pushed to one side, wag grave­ly at all this fri­vol­ity. But youth knows noth­ing of this; it plunges rev­el­ing on­ward, with its surg­ing blood. And one day the old peo­ple have the best of it; the blood surges no longer, but there they are, and there are the con­se­quences, and the con­se­quences de­mand pa­ter­ni­ty and main­te­nance. “Didn’t we say so?” cry the old folk; but the young ones hang their heads, and fore­see a long, crip­pled ex­is­tence, with a hasty mar­riage or con­tin­u­al pay­ments to a strange wom­an, while all through their lives a shad­ow of degra­da­tion and ridicule clings to them; both their wives and their com­pa­ny must be tak­en from be­neath them. They talk no longer of go­ing out in­to the world and mak­ing their way; they used to strut ar­ro­gant­ly be­fore the old folk and de­mand free play for their youth, but now they go meek­ly in har­ness with hang­ing heads, and blink shame­faced­ly at the men­tion of their one hero­ic deed. And those who can­not en­dure their fate must leave the coun­try se­cret­ly and by night, or swear them­selves free.

			The young mas­ter has his own way of en­joy­ing him­self. He takes no part in the chase af­ter the girls; but when the sun­light is re­al­ly warm, he sits be­fore the work­shop win­dow and lets it warm his back. “Ah, that’s glo­ri­ous!” he says, shak­ing him­self. Pelle has to feel his fur jack­et to see how pow­er­ful the sun is. “Thank God, now we have the spring here!”

			In­side the work­shop they whis­tle and sing to the ham­mer-strokes; there are times when the dark room sounds like a bird-shop. “Thank God, now we have the spring!” says Mas­ter An­dres over and over again, “but the mes­sen­ger of spring doesn’t seem to be com­ing this year.”

			“Per­haps he is dead,” says lit­tle Nikas.

			“Garibal­di dead? Good Lord! he won’t die just yet. All the years I can re­mem­ber he has looked just as he does now and has drunk just as hard. Lord of my body! but how he has boozed in his time, the ras­cal! But you won’t find his equal as a shoe­mak­er all the world over.”

			One morn­ing, soon af­ter the ar­rival of the steam­er, a thin, tall, sharp-shoul­dered man comes duck­ing through the work­shop door. His hands and face are blue with the cold of the morn­ing and his cheeks are rather bag­gy, but in his eyes burns an undy­ing fire. “Morn­ing, com­rades!” he says, with a ge­nial wave of the hand. “Well, how’s life treat­ing us? Mas­ter well?” He dances in­to the work­shop, his hat pressed flat un­der his left arm. His coat and trousers flap against his body, re­veal­ing the fact that he is wear­ing noth­ing be­neath them; his feet are thrust bare in­to his shoes, and he wears a thick ker­chief round his neck. But such a man­ner and a car­riage in a crafts­man Pelle has nev­er seen in all his days; and Garibal­di’s voice alone is like a bell.

			“Now, my son,” he says, and strikes Pelle light­ly on the shoul­der, “can you fetch me some­thing to drink? Just a lit­tle, now at once, for I’m mur­der­ous­ly thirsty. The mas­ter has cred­it! Pst! We’ll have the bot­tle­ful—then you needn’t go twice.”

			Pelle runs. In half a minute he is back again. Garibal­di knows how to do things quick­ly; he has al­ready tied his apron, and is on the point of pass­ing his opin­ion on the work in the work­shop. He takes the bot­tle from Pelle, throws it over his shoul­der, catch­es it with the oth­er hand, sets his thumb against the mid­dle of the bot­tle, and drinks. Then he shows the bot­tle to the oth­ers. “Just to the thumb­nail, eh?”

			“I call that smart drink­ing!” says lit­tle Nikas.

			“It can be done though the night is black as a crow;” Garibal­di waves his hand in a su­pe­ri­or man­ner. “And old Jeppe is alive still? A smart fel­low!”

			Mas­ter An­dres strikes on the wall. “He has come in—he is there!” he says, with his wide-opened eyes. Af­ter a time he slips in­to his clothes and comes out in­to the work­shop; he hangs about gos­sip­ing, but Garibal­di is spar­ing of his words; he is still rusty af­ter the night voy­age.

			A cer­tain fever­ish­ness has af­fect­ed them all; an anx­i­ety lest any­thing should es­cape them. No one re­gards his dai­ly work with aver­sion to­day; ev­ery­body ex­erts his ca­pac­i­ties to the ut­most. Garibal­di comes from the great world, and the spir­it of ad­ven­ture and the wan­der­ing life ex­hales from his flim­sy clothes.

			“If he’ll on­ly be­gin to tell us about it,” whis­pers Pelle to Jens; he can­not sit still. They hang up­on his lips, gaz­ing at him; if he is silent it is the will of Prov­i­dence. Even the mas­ter does not both­er him, but en­dures his tac­i­tur­ni­ty and lit­tle Nikas sub­mits to be­ing treat­ed like an ap­pren­tice.

			Garibal­di rais­es his head. “Well, one didn’t come here to sit about and idle!” he cries gai­ly. “Plen­ty to do, mas­ter?”

			“There’s not much do­ing here, but we’ve al­ways work for you,” replies Mas­ter An­dres. “Be­sides, we’ve had an or­der for a pair of wed­ding-shoes, white satin with yel­low stitch­ing; but we haven’t prop­er­ly tack­led it.” He gives lit­tle Nikas a mean­ing glance.

			“No yel­low stitch­ing with white satin, mas­ter; white silk, of course, and white edges.”

			“Is that the Paris fash­ion?” asks Mas­ter An­dres ea­ger­ly. Garibal­di shrugs his shoul­ders. “Don’t let us speak of Paris, Mas­ter An­dres; here we have nei­ther the leather nor the tools to make Parisian shoes; and we haven’t the legs to put in­to them, ei­ther.”

			“The deuce! Are they so fash­ion­able?”

			“Fash­ion­able! I should say so! I can hold the foot of a well-grown Parisian wom­an in the hol­low of my hand. And when they walk they don’t touch the pave­ment! You could make shoes for a Parisian girl out of whipped cream, and they’d hold to­geth­er! If you were to fit her with a pair of or­di­nary wom­an’s bee­tle-crush­ers she’d jump straight in­to the sew­er!”

			“Well, I’m damned!” The mas­ter is hasti­ly cut­ting some leather to shape. “The dev­il she would!”

			Nev­er did any­one make him­self at home more eas­i­ly; Garibal­di draws a seat up to the ta­ble and is at once in full swing. No rum­mag­ing about af­ter tools; his hand finds his way to the ex­act spot where the thing re­quired lies, as though an in­vis­i­ble track lay be­tween them. These hands do ev­ery­thing of them­selves, qui­et­ly, with gen­tle move­ments, while the eyes are else­where; gaz­ing out in­to the gar­den, or ex­am­in­ing the young mas­ter, or the work of the ap­pren­tices. To Pelle and the oth­ers, who al­ways have to look at ev­ery­thing from ev­ery side in turn, this is ab­so­lute­ly mar­velous. And be­fore they have had time to look round Garibal­di has put ev­ery­thing in or­der, and is sit­ting there work­ing and look­ing across the room at the mas­ter, who is him­self sewing to­day.

			And then Jeppe comes tum­bling in, an­noyed that no one has told him of Garibal­di’s ar­rival. “ ’Day, mas­ter—’day, craft-mas­ter!” says Garibal­di, who stands up and bows.

			“Yes,” says Jeppe self-con­scious­ly, “if there were craft-mas­ters still, I should be one. But man­u­al work is in a wretch­ed case to­day; there’s no re­spect for it, and where shall a man look for re­spect if he doesn’t re­spect him­self?”

			“That’s meant for the young mas­ter, eh?” says Garibal­di laugh­ing. “But times have al­tered, Mas­ter Jeppe; knee-straps and re­spect have giv­en out; yes, those days are over! Be­gin at sev­en, and at six off and away! So it is in the big cities!”

			“Is that this sosh­erlism?” says Jeppe dis­dain­ful­ly.

			“It’s all the same to me what it is—Garibal­di be­gins and leaves off when it pleas­es him! And if he wants more for his work he asks for it! And if that doesn’t please them—then adieu, mas­ter, adieu! There are slaves enough, said the boy, when he got no bread.”

			The oth­ers did not get very much done; they have enough to do to watch Garibal­di’s man­ner of work­ing. He has emp­tied the bot­tle, and now his tongue is oiled; the young mas­ter ques­tions him, and Garibal­di talks and talks, with con­tin­u­al ges­tures. Not for a mo­ment do his hands per­sist at their work; and yet the work pro­gress­es so quick­ly it is a rev­e­la­tion to watch it; it is as though it were pro­ceed­ing of it­self. His at­ten­tion is di­rect­ed up­on their work, and he al­ways in­ter­feres at the right mo­ment; he crit­i­cizes their way of hold­ing their tools, and works out the var­i­ous fash­ions of cut which lend beau­ty to the heel and sole. It is as though he feels it when they do any­thing wrong­ly; his spir­it per­vades the whole work­shop. “That’s how one does it in Paris,” he says, or “this is Nurem­berg fash­ion.” He speaks of Vi­en­na and Greece in as mat­ter-of-fact a way as though they lay yon­der un­der Skip­per Elle­by’s trees. In Athens he went to the cas­tle to shake the king by the hand, for coun­try­men should al­ways stand by one an­oth­er in for­eign parts.

			“He was very nice, by the by; but he had had his break­fast al­ready. And oth­er­wise it’s a damned bad coun­try for trav­el­ing; there are no shoe­mak­ers there. No, there I rec­om­mend you Italy—there are shoe­mak­ers there, but no work; how­ev­er, you can safe­ly risk it and beg your way from place to place. They aren’t like those in­dus­tri­ous Ger­mans; ev­ery time you ask them for a lit­tle present they come and say, ‘Come in, please, there is some work you can do!’ And it is so warm there a man can sleep on the bare ground. Wine flows in ev­ery gut­ter there, but oth­er­wise it’s no joke.” Garibal­di rais­es the emp­ty bot­tle high in the air and peeps won­der­ing­ly up at the shelves; the young mas­ter winks at Pelle, and the lat­ter fetch­es an­oth­er sup­ply of drink at the gal­lop.

			The hot blood is seething in Pelle’s ears. He must go away, far away from here, and live the wan­der­ing life, like Garibal­di, who hid him­self in the vine­yards from the gen­darmes, and stole the ba­con from the chim­neys while the peo­ple were in the fields. A spir­it is work­ing in him and the oth­ers; the spir­it of their craft. They touch their tools and their ma­te­ri­al ca­ress­ing­ly with their fin­gers; ev­ery­thing one han­dles has an in­ward col­or of its own; which tells one some­thing. All the dusti­ness and fa­mil­iar­i­ty of the work­shop is swept away; the ob­jects stand­ing on the shelves glow with in­ter­est; the most te­dious things con­tain a ra­di­ant life of their own.

			The world ris­es be­fore them like a cloudy won­der, tra­versed by end­less high­ways deep in white dust, and Garibal­di treads them all. He has sold his jour­ney­man’s pass to a com­rade for a slice of bread and but­ter, and is left with­out pa­pers; Ger­man po­lice­men give chase to him, and he creeps through the vine­yards for four­teen days, on hands and knees, get­ting noth­ing for his pains but grapes and a shock­ing at­tack of sum­mer cholera. Fi­nal­ly his clothes are so very much alive that he no longer needs to move of him­self; he sim­ply lies qui­et, and lets him­self be car­ried along un­til he comes to a lit­tle town. “An inn?” asks Garibal­di. Yes, there is an inn. There he tells a sto­ry to the ef­fect that he has been robbed; and the good peo­ple put him to bed, and warm and dry his clothes. Garibal­di snores, and push­es the chair near­er the stove; snores, and push­es it a lit­tle fur­ther; and as his clothes burst in­to a blaze he starts up roar­ing and scold­ing and weep­ing, and is in­con­solable. So then he is giv­en fine new clothes and new pa­pers, and is out on the road again, and the beg­ging be­gins afresh; moun­tains rise and pass him by, and great cities too, cities with wide rivers. There are towns in which the wan­der­ing jour­ney­man can get no mon­ey, but is forced to work; damnable places, and there are Ger­man hos­tels where one is treat­ed like a pris­on­er; all clothes must be tak­en off in a long cor­ri­dor, even to one’s shirt; a hand­ful of men ex­am­ine them, and then ev­ery­thing is put safe­ly away. Thir­ty or forty naked men are ad­mit­ted, one af­ter an­oth­er, to the great bare dor­mi­to­ry.

			Paris—the name is like a bub­ble burst­ing in one’s ear! There Garibal­di has worked for two years, and he has been there a score of times on pass­ing vis­its. Paris is the glo­ry of the whole world massed to­geth­er, and all the con­ve­nient con­trivances of the world brought to a state of per­fec­tion. Here in the town no re­spectable shoe­mak­er will mend the dirty shoes of the “Top-gale­ass”; she goes about in down­trod­den top-boots, or, if the snip­ping sea­son has been poor, she wears wood­en shoes. In Paris there are wom­en who wear shoes at twen­ty guineas a pair, who car­ry them­selves like queens, earn forty thou­sand pounds a year, and are yet noth­ing but pros­ti­tutes. Forty thou­sand! If an­oth­er than Garibal­di had said it he would have had all the lasts thrown at his head!

			Pelle does not hear what the mas­ter says to him, and Jens is in a great hur­ry for the cob­bler’s wax; he has cut the up­per of the shoe he is sol­ing. They are quite ir­re­spon­si­ble; as though be­witched by this won­der­ful be­ing, who goes on pour­ing brandy down his throat, and turn­ing the ac­cursed drink in­to a many-col­ored panora­ma of the whole world, and work that is like a mir­a­cle.

			The news has soon spread, and peo­ple come hur­ry­ing in to see Garibal­di, and per­haps to ven­ture to shake him by the hand; Klausen wants to bor­row some pegs, and Mark­er, quite un­abashed, looks in to bor­row the big­gest last. The old cob­bler Drejer stands mod­est­ly in a cor­ner and says “Yes, yes!” to the oth­er’s re­marks. Garibal­di has reached him his hand, and now he can go home to his gloomy shop and his dirty stock and his old man’s soli­tude. The ge­nius of the craft has touched him, and for the rest of his days has shed a light up­on his wretch­ed work of patch­ing and re­pair­ing; he has ex­changed a hand­shake with the man who made the cork-soled boots for the Em­per­or of Ger­many him­self when he went out to fight the French. And the crazy Anker is there too; but does not come in, as he is shy of strangers. He walks up and down the yard be­fore the work­shop win­dow, and keeps on peep­ing in. Garibal­di points his fin­ger to his fore­head and nods, and Anker does the same; he is shak­ing with sup­pressed laugh­ter, as over some ex­cel­lent joke, and runs off like a child who must hide him­self in a cor­ner in or­der to sa­vor his de­light. Bak­er Jör­gen is there, bend­ing down with his hands on his thighs, and his mouth wide open. “Lor’ Jiminy!” he cries from time to time; “did ev­er one hear the like!” He watch­es the white silk run through the sole and form it­self in­to glis­ten­ing pearls along the edge. Pearl af­ter pearl ap­pears; Garibal­di’s arms fly about him, and present­ly he touch­es the bak­er on the hip. “Am I in the way?” asks old Jör­gen. “No, God for­bid—stay where you are!” And his arms fly out again, and the butt of the bod­kin touch­es the bak­er with a lit­tle click. “I’m cer­tain­ly in the way,” says Jör­gen, and moves a few inch­es. “Not in the least!” replies Garibal­di, stitch­ing away. Then out fly his arms again, but this time the point of the bod­kin is turned to­ward the bak­er. “Now, good Lord, I can see I’m in the way!” says Jör­gen, rub­bing him­self be­hind. “Not at all!” replies Garibal­di cour­te­ous­ly, with an invit­ing flour­ish of his hand. “Pray come near­er.” “No, thank you! No, thank you!” Old Jör­gen gives a forced laugh, and hob­bles away.

			Oth­er­wise Garibal­di lets them come and stare and go as they like. It does not trou­ble him that he is an em­i­nent and re­mark­able per­son; quite un­per­turbed, he puts the brandy-bot­tle to his lips and drinks just as long as he is thirsty. He sits there, play­ing thought­less­ly with knife and leather and silk, as though he had sat on the stool all his life, in­stead of hav­ing just fall­en from the moon. And about the mid­dle of the af­ter­noon the in­com­pa­ra­ble re­sult is com­plet­ed; a pair of won­der­ful satin shoes, slen­der as a neat’s tongue, daz­zling in their white bril­liance, as though they had just walked out of the fairy­tale and were wait­ing for the feet of the Princess.

			“Look at them, damn it all!” says the mas­ter, and pass­es them to lit­tle Nikas, who pass­es them round the cir­cle. Garibal­di throws back his close-cropped gray head.

			“You need not say who has made them—ev­ery­body can see that. Sup­pose now the shoes go to Jut­land and are worn there and are thrown on the rub­bish-heap. One day, years hence, some por­ridge-eater goes plough­ing; a scrap of the in­step comes to the sur­face; and a wan­der­ing jour­ney­man, who is sit­ting in the ditch nib­bling at his sup­per, rakes it to­ward him with his stick. That bit of in­step, he says, that, or the Dev­il may fry me else, was part of a shoe made by Garibal­di—deuce take me, he says, but that’s what it was. And in that case the jour­ney­man must be from Paris, or Nurem­berg, or Ham­burg—one or the oth­er, that’s cer­tain. Or am I talk­ing non­sense, mas­ter?”

			No; Mas­ter An­dres can as­sev­er­ate this is no non­sense—he who from child­hood lived with Garibal­di on the high­ways and in great cities, who fol­lowed him so im­petu­ous­ly with that lame leg of his that he re­mem­bers Garibal­di’s hero­ic feats bet­ter than Garibal­di him­self. “But now you will stay here,” he says per­sua­sive­ly. “Now we’ll work up the busi­ness—we’ll get all the fine work of the whole is­land.” Garibal­di has noth­ing against this; he has had enough of toil­ing through the world.

			Klausen will glad­ly make one of the com­pa­ny; in the eyes of all those present this pro­pos­al is a dream which will once more raise the craft to its prop­er lev­el; will per­haps im­prove it un­til the lit­tle town can com­pete with Copen­hagen. “How many medals have you re­al­ly re­ceived?” says Jeppe, as he stands there with a great framed diplo­ma in his hand. Garibal­di shrugs his shoul­ders. “I don’t know, old mas­ter; one gets old, and one’s hand gets un­steady. But what is this? Has Mas­ter Jeppe got the sil­ver medal?”

			Jeppe laughs. “For this I have to thank a tramp by the name of Garibal­di. He was here four years ago and won the sil­ver medal for me!” Well—that is a thing Garibal­di has long for­got­ten! But medals are scat­tered about wher­ev­er he has been.

			“Yes, there are a hun­dred mas­ters knock­ing about who boast of their dis­tinc­tions: first-class work­shop—you can see it for your­self—‘a sil­ver medal.’ But who did the work? Who got his day’s wages and an ex­tra drop of drink and then—good­bye, Garibal­di! What has one to show for it, mas­ter? There are plen­ty of trees a man can change his clothes be­hind—but the shirt?” For a mo­ment he seems de­ject­ed. “Lor­rain in Paris gave me two hun­dred francs for the gold­en medal I won for him; but oth­er­wise it was al­ways—Look in my waist­coat pock­et! or—I’ve an old pair of trousers for you, Garibal­di! But now there’s an end to that, I tell you; Garibal­di has done with bring­ing wa­ter to the mill for the rich towns­folk; for now he’s a sosh­erlist!” He strikes the ta­ble so that the glass scrap­ers jin­gle. “That last was Franz in Cologne—gent’s boots with cork socks. He was a stingy fel­low; he an­noyed Garibal­di. I’m afraid this isn’t enough for the medal, mas­ter, I said; there’s too much un­rest in the air. Then he bid me more and yet more—but it won’t run to the medal—that’s all I will say. At last he sends Madame to me with cof­fee and Vi­en­na bread—and she was in oth­er re­spects a la­dy, who drove with a lack­ey on the box. But we were fu­ri­ous by that time! Well, it was a glo­ri­ous dis­tinc­tion—to please Madame.”

			“Had he many jour­ney­men?” asks Jeppe.

			“Oh, quite thir­ty or forty.”

			“Then he must have been some­body.” Jeppe speaks in a re­prov­ing tone.

			“Some­body—yes—he was a ras­cal! What did it mat­ter to me that he had a lot of jour­ney­men? I didn’t cheat them out of their wages!”

			Now Garibal­di is an­noyed; he takes off his apron, puts his hat on side­ways, and he goes in­to the town.

			“Now he’s go­ing to look for a sweet­heart!” says the young mas­ter; “he has a sweet­heart in ev­ery town.”

			At eight he comes sail­ing in­to the work­shop again. “What, still sit­ting here?” he says to the ap­pren­tices. “In oth­er parts of the world they have knocked off work two hours ago. What sort of slaves are you to sit crouch­ing here for four­teen hours? Strike, damn it all!”

			They look at one an­oth­er stupid­ly. “Strike—what is that?”

			Then comes the young mas­ter. “Now it would do one good to warm one’s eyes a bit,” says Garibal­di.

			“There’s a bed made up for you in the cut­ting-out room,” says the mas­ter. But Garibal­di rolls his coat un­der his head and lies down on the win­dow-bench. “If I snore, just pull my nose,” he says to Pelle, and goes to sleep. Next day he makes two pairs of kid boots with yel­low stitch­ing—for lit­tle Nikas this would be a three days’ job. Mas­ter An­dres has all his plans ready—Garibal­di is to be a part­ner. “We’ll knock out a bit of wall and put in a big shop­win­dow!” Garibal­di agrees—he re­al­ly does for once feel a de­sire to set­tle down. “But we mustn’t be­gin too big,” he says: “this isn’t Paris.” He drinks a lit­tle more and does not talk much; his eyes stray to the wan­der­ing clouds out­side.

			On the third day Garibal­di be­gins to show his ca­pac­i­ties. He does not do much more work, but he breaks a heavy stick in two with one blow as it flies through the air, and jumps over a stick which he holds in both hands. “One must have ex­er­cise,” he says rest­less­ly. He bal­ances an awl on the face of a ham­mer and strikes it in­to a hole in the sole of a boot.

			And sud­den­ly he throws down his work. “Lend me ten kro­ner, mas­ter,” he says; “I must go and buy my­self a prop­er suit. Now I’m set­tled and a part­ner in a busi­ness I can’t go about look­ing like a pig.”

			“It will be bet­ter for you to get that fin­ished,” says the mas­ter qui­et­ly, push­ing Garibal­di’s work across to lit­tle Nikas. “We shan’t see him again!”

			This is re­al­ly the case. He will go in­to the town with the hon­or­able in­ten­tions, to buy some­thing, and then he will be caught and whirled out in­to the great world, far away, quite at haz­ard. “He’s on the way to Ger­many with some skip­per al­ready,” says the mas­ter.

			“But he hasn’t even said good­bye!” The mas­ter shrugs his shoul­ders.

			He was like a fall­ing star! But for Pelle and the oth­ers he sig­ni­fied more than that; they learned more in three days than in the whole course of their ap­pren­tice­ship. And they saw bril­liant prospects for the craft; it was no hole-and-cor­ner busi­ness af­ter all; with Garibal­di, they trav­eled the whole won­der­ful world. Pelle’s blood burned with the de­sire to wan­der; he knew now what he want­ed. To be ca­pa­ble as Garibal­di—that ge­nius per­son­i­fied; and to en­ter the great cities with stick and knap­sack as though to a flour­ish of trum­pets.

			They all re­tained traces of his fleet­ing vis­it. Some­thing in­side them had bro­ken with a snap; they gripped their tools more freely, more coura­geous­ly; and they had seen their hand­i­craft pass be­fore their eyes like a species of tech­ni­cal pageant. For a long time the wind of the pas­sage of the great bird hung about the lit­tle work­shop with its at­mos­phere of re­spectable cit­i­zen­ship.

			And this fresh wind in one’s ears was the spir­it of hand­i­craft it­self which hov­ered above their heads—borne up­on its two mighty pin­ions—ge­nius and de­bauch­ery.

			But one thing re­mained in Pelle’s mind as a mean­ing­less frag­ment—the word “strike.” What did it mean?

		
	
		
			XIII

			One could not be quite as cheer­ful and se­cure here as one could at home in the coun­try; there was al­ways a gnaw­ing some­thing in the back­ground, which kept one from whol­ly sur­ren­der­ing one­self. Most peo­ple had wan­dered hith­er in search of for­tune—pover­ty had de­stroyed their fac­ul­ty of sur­ren­der­ing to fate; they were weary of wait­ing and had re­solved to take mat­ters in­to their own hands. And now here they were, sunk in wretched­ness. They could not stir from the spot; they on­ly la­bored and sunk deep­er in­to the mire. But they con­tin­ued to strive, with the strength of their bod­ies, un­til that gave way, and it was all over with them.

			Pelle had of­ten enough won­dered to see how many poor peo­ple there were in the town. Why did not they go ahead with might and main un­til they were well off? They had all of them had in­ten­tions of that kind, but noth­ing came of them. Why? They them­selves did not un­der­stand why, but bowed their heads as though un­der a curse. And if they raised them again it was on­ly to seek that con­so­la­tion of the poor—al­co­hol, or to at­tend the meet­ings of the home mis­sions.

			Pelle could not un­der­stand it ei­ther. He had an ob­scure sense of that joy­ous mad­ness which aris­es from pover­ty it­self, like a dim but won­der­ful dream of reach­ing the light. And he could not un­der­stand why it failed; and yet he must al­ways fol­low that im­pe­tus up­ward which resid­ed in him, and scram­ble up once more. Yet oth­er­wise his knowl­edge was wide; a patched-up win­dow­pane, or a scurfy child’s head, marked an en­trance to that un­der­world which he had known so well from birth, so that he could have found his way about it with ban­daged eyes. He at­tached no par­tic­u­lar im­por­tance to it, but in this di­rec­tion his knowl­edge was con­tin­u­al­ly ex­tend­ed; he “thee’d and thou’d” poor peo­ple from the first mo­ment, and knew the mourn­ful his­to­ry of ev­ery cot­tage. And all he saw and heard was like a weary re­frain—it spoke of the same eter­nal­ly un­al­ter­able long­ing and the same de­feats. He re­flect­ed no fur­ther about the mat­ter, but it en­tered in­to his blood like an op­pres­sion, purged his mind of pre­sump­tion, and vi­ti­at­ed his tense alert­ness. When he lay his head on his pil­low and went to sleep the end­less puls­ing of his blood in his ears be­came the tramp­ing of weary hordes who were for­ev­er pass­ing in their blind grop­ing af­ter the road which should lead to light and hap­pi­ness. His con­scious­ness did not grasp it, but it brood­ed op­pres­sive­ly over his days.

			The mid­dle-class so­ci­ety of the town was still, as far as he was con­cerned, a for­eign world. Most of the towns­folk were as poor as church mice, but they con­cealed the fact skil­ful­ly, and seemed to have no oth­er de­sire than to pre­serve ap­pear­ances. “Mon­ey!” said Mas­ter An­dres; “here there’s on­ly one ten-kro­ner note among all the em­ploy­ers in the town, and that goes from hand to hand. If it were to stop too long with one of them all the rest of us would stop pay­ment!” The want of loose cap­i­tal weighed on them op­pres­sive­ly, but they boast­ed of Shipown­er Mon­sen’s mon­ey—there were still rich peo­ple in the town! For the rest, each kept him­self go­ing by means of his own earn­ings; one had sent footwear to the West In­dies, and an­oth­er had made the bride-bed for the bur­go­mas­ter’s daugh­ter; they main­tained them­selves as a caste and looked down with con­tempt up­on the peo­ple.

			Pelle him­self had hon­est­ly and hon­or­ably in­tend­ed to fol­low the same path; to keep smiles for those above him and harsh judg­ments for those be­low him; in short, like Al­fred, to wrig­gle his way up­ward. But in the depths of his be­ing his en­er­gies were work­ing in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, and they con­tin­u­al­ly thrust him back where he be­longed. His con­flict with the street-urchins stopped of it­self, it was so aim­less; Pelle went in and out of their hous­es, and the boys, so soon as they were con­firmed, be­came his com­rades.

			The street boys sus­tained an im­pla­ca­ble con­flict with those who at­tend­ed the town school and the gram­mar-school. They called them pigs, af­ter the trough-like satchels which they car­ried on their backs. Pelle found him­self be­tween a dou­ble fire, al­though he ac­cept­ed the dis­dain and the in­sult of those above him, as Lasse had taught him, as some­thing that was in­her­ent in the na­ture of things. “Some are born to com­mand and some to obey,” as Lasse said.

			But one day he came to blows with one of them. And hav­ing thrashed the post­mas­ter’s son un­til not a clean spot was left on him, he dis­cov­ered that he now had a crow to pluck with the sons of all the fine folks, or else they would hold him up to ridicule. It was as though some­thing was re­deemed at his hands when he man­aged to plant them in the face of one of these lads, and there seemed to be a par­tic­u­lar charm con­nect­ed with the act of rolling their fine clothes in the mire. When he had thrashed a “pig” he was al­ways in the rosiest of tem­pers, and he laughed to think how Fa­ther Lasse would have crossed him­self!

			One day he met three gram­mar-school stu­dents, who fell up­on him then and there, beat­ing him with their books; there was re­pay­ment in ev­ery blow. Pelle got his back against the wall, and de­fend­ed him­self with his belt, but could not man­age the three of them; so he gave the big­gest of them a ter­rif­ic kick in the low­er part of the body and took to his heels. The boy rolled on the ground and lay there shriek­ing; Pelle could see, from the oth­er end of the street, how the oth­er two were toil­ing to set him on his legs again. He him­self had got off with a black eye.

			“Have you been fight­ing again, you dev­il’s imp?” said the young mas­ter.

			No! Pelle had fall­en and bruised him­self.

			In the evening he went round the har­bor to see the steam­er go out and to say good­bye to Pe­ter. He was in a bad tem­per; he was op­pressed by a fore­bod­ing of evil.

			The steam­er was swarm­ing with peo­ple. Over the rail hung a swarm of fresh­ly-made jour­ney­men of that year’s batch—the most coura­geous of them; the oth­ers had al­ready gone in­to oth­er trades, had be­come post­men or farm ser­vants. “There is no em­ploy­ment for us in the shoe trade,” they said de­ject­ed­ly as they sank. As soon as their jour­ney­man’s test-work was done they took to their heels, and new ap­pren­tices were tak­en all along the line. But these fel­lows here were cross­ing to the cap­i­tal; they want­ed to go on work­ing at their own trade. The hun­dreds of ap­pren­tices of the lit­tle town were there, shout­ing “Hur­rah!” ev­ery oth­er mo­ment, for those de­part­ing were the he­roes who were go­ing forth to con­quer the land of prom­ise for them all. “We are com­ing af­ter you!” they cried. “Find me a place, you! Find me a place!”

			Emil stood by the har­bor shed, with some wa­ter­side work­ers, look­ing on. His time was long ago over. The el­dest ap­pren­tice had not had the pluck to leave the is­land; he was now a post­man in Sud­land and cob­bled shoes at night in or­der to live. Now Pe­ter stood on the deck above, while Jens and Pelle stood be­low and looked up at him ad­mir­ing­ly. “Good­bye, Pelle!” he cried. “Give Jeppe my best re­spects and tell him he can kiss my boot-soles!”

			Some of the mas­ters were strolling to and fro on the quay, in or­der to note that none of their ap­pren­tices were ab­scond­ing from the town.

			Jens fore­saw the time when he him­self would stand there pen­ni­less. “Send me your ad­dress,” he said, “and find me some­thing over there.”

			“And me too,” said Pelle.

			Pe­ter spat. “There’s a bit of sour cab­bage soup—take it home and give it to Jeppe with my love and I wish him good ap­petite! But give my very best re­spects to Mas­ter An­dres. And when I write, then come over—there’s noth­ing to be done in this hole.”

			“Don’t let the So­cial Democrats eat you up!” cried some­one from among the spec­ta­tors. The words “So­cial Demo­crat” were at this time in ev­ery mouth, al­though no one knew what they meant; they were used as terms of abuse.

			“If they come to me with their damned rot they’ll get one on the mouth!” said Pe­ter, dis­dain­ful­ly. And then the steam­er be­gan to move; the last cheers were giv­en from the out­er break­wa­ter. Pelle could have thrown him­self in­to the sea; he was burn­ing with de­sire to turn his back on it all. And then he let him­self drift with the crowd from the har­bor to the cir­cus-ground. On the way he heard a few words of a con­ver­sa­tion which made his ears burn. Two towns­men were walk­ing ahead of him and were talk­ing.

			“They say he got such a kick that he brought up blood,” said the one.

			“Yes, it’s ter­ri­ble, the way that scum be­haves! I hope they’ll ar­rest the ruf­fi­an.”

			Pelle crept along be­hind the tent un­til he came to the open­ing. There he stood ev­ery evening, drink­ing ev­ery­thing in by his sense of smell. He had no mon­ey to pay his way in; but he could catch a glimpse of a whole host of mag­nif­i­cent things when the cur­tain was drawn up in or­der to ad­mit a late­com­er. Al­bi­nus came and went at will—as al­ways, when jug­glers were in the town. He was ac­quaint­ed with them al­most be­fore he had seen them. When he had seen some clever feat of strength or skill he would come crawl­ing out from un­der the can­vas in or­der to show his com­pan­ions that he could do the same thing. Then he was ab­so­lute­ly in his el­e­ment; he would walk on his hands along the har­bor rail­ings and let his body hang over the wa­ter.

			Pelle want­ed to go home and sleep on the day’s do­ings, but a hap­py pair came up to him—a wom­an who was danc­ing as she walked, and a timid young work­man, whom she held firm­ly by the arm. “Here, Hans!” she said, “this is Pelle, whose do­ing it is that we two be­long to each oth­er!”

			Then she laughed aloud for sheer de­light, and Hans, smil­ing, held out his hand to Pelle. “I ought to thank you for it,” he said.

			“Yes, it was that dance,” she said. “If my danc­ing-shoes hadn’t been mend­ed Hans would have run off with some­body else!” She seized Pelle’s arm. And then they went on, very much pleased with one an­oth­er, and Pelle’s old mer­ri­ment re­turned for a time. He too could per­form all sorts of feats of strength.

			On the fol­low­ing day Pelle was hired by Bak­er Jör­gensen to knead some dough; the bak­er had re­ceived, at short no­tice, a large or­der for ship’s bis­cuit for the Three Sis­ters.

			“Keep mov­ing prop­er­ly!” he would cry ev­ery mo­ment to the two boys, who had pulled off their stock­ings and were now stand­ing up in the great knead­ing-trough, stamp­ing away, with their hands grip­ping the bat­tens which were firm­ly nailed to the rafters. The wood­en ceil­ing be­tween the rafters was black and greasy; a slimy paste of dust and dough and con­densed va­por was run­ning down the walls. When the boys hung too heav­i­ly on the bat­tens the bak­er would cry: “Use your whole weight! Down in­to the dough with you—then you’ll get a foot like a fine young la­dy!”

			Sören was pot­ter­ing about alone, with hang­ing head as al­ways; now and again he sighed. Then old Jör­gen would nudge Marie in the side, and they would both laugh. They stood close to­geth­er, and as they were rolling out the dough their hands kept on meet­ing; they laughed and jest­ed to­geth­er. But the young man saw noth­ing of this.

			“Don’t you see?” whis­pered his moth­er, strik­ing him sharply in the ribs; her an­gry eyes were con­stant­ly fixed on the pair.

			“Oh, leave me alone!” the son would say, mov­ing a lit­tle away from her. But she moved af­ter him. “Go and put your arm round her waist—that’s what she wants! Let her feel your hands on her hips! Why do you sup­pose she sticks out her bo­som like that? Let her feel your hands on her hips! Push the old man aside!”

			“Oh, leave me alone!” replied Sören, and he moved fur­ther away from her again.

			“You are tempt­ing your fa­ther to sin—you know what he is! And she can’t prop­er­ly con­trol her­self any longer, now that she claims to have a word in the mat­ter. Are you go­ing to put up with that? Go and take her round the waist—strike her if you can’t put up with her, but make her feel that you’re a man!”

			“Well, are you work­ing up there?” old Jör­gen cried to the boys, turn­ing his laugh­ing coun­te­nance from Marie. “Tread away! The dough will draw all the rot­ten­ness out of your bod­ies! And you, Sören—get a move on you!”

			“Yes, get a move on—don’t stand there like an id­iot!” con­tin­ued his moth­er.

			“Oh, leave me alone! I’ve done noth­ing to any­body; leave me in peace!”

			“Pah!” The old wom­an spat at him. “Are you a man? Let­ting an­oth­er han­dle your wife! There she is, obliged to take up with a gouty old man like that! Pah, I say! But per­haps you are a wom­an af­ter all? I did once bring a girl in­to the world, on­ly I al­ways thought she was dead. But per­haps you are she? Yes, make long ears at me!” she cried to the two boys, “you’ve nev­er seen any­thing like what’s go­ing on here! There’s a son for you, who leaves his fa­ther to do all the work by him­self!”

			“Now then, what’s the mat­ter with you?” cried old Jör­gen jollily. “Is moth­er turn­ing the boys’ heads?” Marie broke in­to a loud laugh.

			Jeppe came to fetch Pelle. “Now you’ll go to the Town Hall and get a thrash­ing,” he said, as they en­tered the work­shop. Pelle turned an ashen gray.

			“What have you been do­ing now?” asked Mas­ter An­dres, look­ing sad­ly at him.

			“Yes, and to one of our cus­tomers, too!” said Jeppe. “You’ve de­served that, haven’t you?”

			“Can’t fa­ther get him let off the beat­ing?” said Mas­ter An­dres.

			“I have pro­posed that Pelle should have a good flog­ging here in the work­shop, in the pres­ence of the deputy and his son. But the deputy says no. He wants jus­tice to run its course.”

			Pelle col­lapsed. He knew what it meant when a poor boy went to the town hall and was brand­ed for life. His brain sought des­per­ate­ly for some way of es­cape. There was on­ly one—death! He could se­cret­ly hide the knee-strap un­der his blouse and go in­to the lit­tle house and hang him­self. He was con­scious of a mo­not­o­nous din; that was Jeppe, ad­mon­ish­ing him; but the words es­caped him; his soul had al­ready be­gan its jour­ney to­ward death. As the noise ceased he rose silent­ly.

			“Well? What are you go­ing out for?” asked Jeppe.

			“I’m go­ing to the yard.” He spoke like a sleep­walk­er.

			“Per­haps you want to take the knee-strap out with you?”

			Jeppe and the mas­ter ex­changed a look of un­der­stand­ing. Then Mas­ter An­dres came over to him. “You wouldn’t be so sil­ly?” he said, and looked deep in­to Pelle’s eyes. Then he made him­self tidy and went in­to the town.

			“Pelle, you dev­il’s imp,” he said, as he came home, “I’ve been run­ning from Herod to Pi­late, and I’ve ar­ranged mat­ters so that you can get off if you will ask for par­don. You must go to the gram­mar-school about one o’clock. But think it over first, as to what you are go­ing to say, be­cause the whole class will hear it.”

			“I won’t ask for par­don.” It sound­ed like a cry.

			The mas­ter looked at Pelle hes­i­tat­ing­ly. “But that is no dis­grace—if one has done wrong.”

			“I have not done wrong. They be­gan it, and they have been mak­ing game of me for a long time.”

			“But you thrashed him, Pelle, and one mustn’t thrash fine folks like that; they have got a doc­tor’s cer­tifi­cate that might be your ru­in. Is your fa­ther a friend of the mag­is­trate’s? They can dis­hon­or you for the rest of your life. I think you ought to choose the less­er evil.”

			No, Pelle could not do that. “So let them flog me in­stead!” he said mo­rose­ly.

			“Then it will be about three o’clock at the town hall,” said the mas­ter, short­ly, and he turned red about the eyes.

			Sud­den­ly Pelle felt how ob­sti­na­cy must pain the young mas­ter, who, lame and sick as he was, had of his own ac­cord gone run­ning about the town for him. “Yes, I’ll do it!” he said; “I’ll do it!”

			“Yes, yes!” replied Mas­ter An­dres qui­et­ly; “for your own sake as well. And I be­lieve you ought to be get­ting ready now.”

			Pelle slunk away; it was not his in­ten­tion to apol­o­gize, and he had plen­ty of time. He walked as though asleep; ev­ery­thing was dead with­in him. His thoughts were busy with all sorts of in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters, as though he sought to de­lay some­thing by chat­ter­ing; Crazy Anker went by with his bag of sand on his back, his thin legs wob­bling un­der him. “I will help him to car­ry it,” thought Pelle de­ject­ed­ly, as he went on­ward; “I will help him to car­ry it.”

			Al­fred came strolling down the street; he was car­ry­ing his best walk­ing-stick and was wear­ing gloves, al­though it was in the midst of work­ing hours. “If he sees me now he’ll turn down the cor­ner by the coal-mer­chant’s,” thought Pelle bit­ter­ly. “Oughtn’t I to ask him to say a good word for me? He is such an im­por­tant per­son! And he still owes me mon­ey for sol­ing a pair of boots.”

			But Al­fred made straight for him. “Have you seen any­thing of Al­bi­nus? He has dis­ap­peared!” he said; and his pret­ty face seemed some­how un­usu­al­ly moved. He stood there chew­ing at his mous­tache, just as fine folk do when they are mus­ing over some­thing.

			“I’ve got to go to the town hall,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, I know—you’ve got to be flogged. But don’t you know any­thing of Al­bi­nus?” Al­fred had drawn him in­to the coal-mer­chant’s door­way, in or­der not to be seen in his com­pa­ny.

			“Yes, Al­bi­nus, Al­bi­nus—” Some­thing was dawn­ing in Pelle’s mind. “Wait a minute—he—he—I’m sure he has run away with the cir­cus. At least, I be­lieve he has!” Where­at Al­fred turned about and ran—ran in his best clothes!

			Of course Al­bi­nus had run away with the cir­cus. Pelle could un­der­stand the whole af­fair per­fect­ly well. The evening be­fore he had slipped on board Ole Hansen’s yacht, which dur­ing the night was to have tak­en the trick-rid­er across to Swe­den, and now he would live a glo­ri­ous life and do what he liked. To run away—that was the on­ly clear open­ing in life. Be­fore Pelle knew it, he was down by the har­bor, star­ing at a ship which was on the point of sail­ing. He fol­lowed up his in­spi­ra­tion, and went about in­quir­ing af­ter a va­can­cy on board some ves­sel, but there was none.

			He sat down by the wa­ter­side, and played with a chip of wood. It rep­re­sent­ed a three-mas­ter, and Pelle gave it a car­go; but ev­ery time it should have gone to sea it cant­ed over, and he had to be­gin the load­ing all over again. All round him car­pen­ters and stone­cut­ters were work­ing on the prepa­ra­tions for the new har­bor; and be­hind them, a lit­tle apart, stood the “Great Pow­er,” at work, while, as usu­al, a hand­ful of peo­ple were loi­ter­ing near him; they stood there star­ing, in un­easy ex­pec­ta­tion that some­thing would hap­pen. Pelle him­self had a feel­ing of some­thing omi­nous as he sat there and plashed in the wa­ter to drive his ship out to sea; he would have ac­cept­ed it as a man­i­fes­ta­tion of the most sa­cred prin­ci­ple of life had Jör­gensen be­gun to rage be­fore his eyes.

			But the stone­cut­ter on­ly laid down his ham­mer, in or­der to take his brandy-bot­tle from un­der the stone and swal­low a mouth­ful; with that ex­cep­tion, he stood there bowed over the gran­ite as peace­ful­ly as though there were no oth­er pow­ers in the world save it and him. He did not see the on­look­ers who watched him in gap­ing ex­pec­ta­tion, their feet full of agili­ty, ready to take to flight at his slight­est move­ment.

			He struck so that the air moaned, and when he raised him­self again his glance swept over them. Grad­u­al­ly Pelle had con­cen­trat­ed all his ex­pec­ta­tions up­on this one man, who en­dured the ha­tred of the town with­out mov­ing an eye­lash, and was a haunt­ing pres­ence in ev­ery mind. In the boy’s imag­i­na­tion he was like a load­ed mine; one stood there not know­ing whether or not it was ig­nit­ed, and in a mo­ment the whole might leap in­to the air. He was a vol­cano, and the town ex­ist­ed from day to day by his mer­cy. And from time to time Pelle al­lowed him to shake him­self a lit­tle—just enough to make the town rock.

			But now, more­over, there was a se­cret be­tween them; the “Great Pow­er” had been pun­ished too for beat­ing the rich folks. Pelle was not slow in de­duc­ing the con­se­quences—was there not al­ready a towns­man stand­ing and watch­ing him at play? He too was the ter­ror of the peo­ple. Per­haps he would join him­self to the “Great Pow­er”; there would be lit­tle left of the town then! In the day­time they would lie hid­den among the cliffs, but at night they came down and plun­dered the town.

			They fell up­on all who had earned their liv­ing as blood­suck­ers; peo­ple hid them­selves in their cel­lars and gar­rets when they heard that Pelle and the “Great Pow­er” were on the march. They hanged the rich shipown­er Mon­sen to the church steeple, and he dan­gled there a ter­ror and a warn­ing to all. But the poor folk came to them as trust­ing­ly as lambs and ate out of their hands. They re­ceived all they de­sired; so pover­ty was ban­ished from the world, and Pelle could pro­ceed up­on his ra­di­ant, on­ward way with­out a feel­ing of be­tray­al.

			His glance fell up­on the clock on the har­bor guard­house; it was near­ly three. He sprang up and looked ir­res­o­lute­ly about him; he gazed out over the sea and down in­to the deep wa­ter of the har­bor, look­ing for help. Man­na and her sis­ters—they would dis­dain­ful­ly turn their backs up­on the dis­hon­ored Pelle; they would no longer look at him. And the peo­ple would point their fin­gers at him, or mere­ly look at him, and think: “Ha, there goes the boy who was flogged at the town hall!” Wher­ev­er he went in the world it would fol­low him like a shad­ow, that he had been flogged as a child; such a thing clings vis­i­bly to a man. He knew men and maids and old white-head­ed men who had come to Stone Farm from places where no one else had ev­er been. They might come as ab­so­lute strangers, but there was some­thing in their past which in spite of all rose up be­hind them and went whis­per­ing from mouth to mouth.

			He roamed about, des­per­ate­ly in his help­less­ness, and in the course of his wan­der­ings came to stone­cut­ter Jör­gensen.

			“Well,” said the “Great Pow­er,” as he laid down his ham­mer, “you’ve quar­relled nice­ly with the big towns­folk! Do you think you can keep a stiff up­per-lip?” Then he reached for his ham­mer again. But Pelle took his bear­ings and ran de­spon­dent­ly to the town-hall.

		
	
		
			XIV

			The pun­ish­ment it­self was noth­ing. It was al­most laugh­able, those few strokes, laid on through his trousers, by the stick of the old gaol­er; Pelle had known worse thrash­ings. But he was brand­ed, an out­cast from the so­ci­ety even of the very poor­est; he read as much in­to the com­pas­sion of the peo­ple to whom he car­ried boots and shoes. “Good Lord, this mis­er­able boo­by! Has it gone as far as that with him!” This was what he read in their eyes. Ev­ery­body would al­ways stare at him now, and when he went down the street he saw faces in the “spy” mir­rors fixed out­side the win­dows. “There goes that shoe­mak­er boy!”

			The young mas­ter was the on­ly one who treat­ed him pre­cise­ly as be­fore; and Pelle re­paid him for that with the most lim­it­less de­vo­tion. He bought on cred­it for him and saved him from blows where on­ly he could. If the young mas­ter in his easy­go­ing way had promised to have some­thing com­plet­ed and had then for­got­ten it, Pelle would sit in his place and work over­time on it. “What’s it mat­ter to us?” Jens used to say. But Pelle would not have the cus­tomers com­ing to scold Mas­ter An­dres, nor would he al­low him to suf­fer the want of any­thing that would keep him on his feet.

			He be­came more in­ti­mate than ev­er with Jens and Morten; they all suf­fered from the same dis­grace; and he of­ten ac­com­pa­nied them home, al­though no plea­sure await­ed them in their mis­er­able cot­tage. They were among the very poor­est, al­though the whole house­hold worked. It was all of no avail.

			“Noth­ing’s any use,” the “Great Pow­er” him­self would say when he was dis­posed to talk; “pover­ty is like a sieve: ev­ery­thing goes straight through it, and if we stop one hole, it’s run­ning through ten oth­ers at the same time. They say I’m a swine, and why shouldn’t I be? I can do the work of three men—yes, but do I get the wages of three? I get my day’s wages and the rest goes in­to the pock­ets of those who em­ploy me. Even if I want­ed to keep my­self de­cent, what should we gain by it? Can a fam­i­ly get de­cent lodg­ing and de­cent food and de­cent cloth­ing for nine kro­ner a week? Will the means of a la­bor­er al­low him to live any­where but by the refuse-heaps, where on­ly the pigs used to be kept? Why should I be housed like a pig and live like a pig and yet be no pig—is there any sense in that? My wife and chil­dren have to work as well as me, and how can things be de­cent with us when wife and chil­dren have to go out and make things de­cent for oth­er peo­ple? No, look here! A peg of brandy, that makes ev­ery­thing seem de­cent, and if that doesn’t do it, why, then, a bot­tle!” So he would sit talk­ing, when he had been drink­ing a lit­tle, but oth­er­wise he was usu­al­ly silent.

			Pelle knew the sto­ry of the “Great Pow­er” now, from the dai­ly gos­sip of the towns­folk, and his ca­reer seemed to him sad­der than all the rest; it was as though a fairy­tale of for­tune had come to a sud­den end.

			Among the evil re­ports which were con­tin­u­al­ly in cir­cu­la­tion re­spect­ing Stone­cut­ter Jör­gensen—it seemed that there was nev­er an end of them—it was said that in his youth he had strolled in­to town from across the cliffs, clad in can­vas trousers, with cracked wood­en shoes on his feet, but with his head in the clouds as though the whole town be­longed to him. Brandy he did not touch. He had a bet­ter use for his en­er­gies, he said: he was full of great ideas of him­self and would not con­tent him­self with or­di­nary things. And he was thor­ough­ly ca­pa­ble—he was quite ab­surd­ly tal­ent­ed for a poor man. And at once he want­ed to be­gin turn­ing ev­ery­thing top­sy-turvy. Just be­cause he was be­got­ten among the cliffs and crags by an old toil-worn stone­cut­ter, he be­haved like a de­ity of the rocks; he brushed long-es­tab­lished ex­pe­ri­ence aside, and in­tro­duced nov­el meth­ods of work which he evolved out of his own mind. The stone was as though be­witched in his hands. If one on­ly put a sketch be­fore him, he would make dev­ils’ heads and sub­ter­ranean mon­sters and sea-ser­pents—the sort of thing that be­fore his time had to be or­dered from the sculp­tors in Copen­hagen. Old de­serv­ing stone­ma­sons saw them­selves sud­den­ly set aside and had then and there to take to break­ing stones; and this young fel­low who had strayed in­to the town straight­way ig­nored and dis­count­ed the ex­pe­ri­ence of their many years. They tried, by the most an­cient of all meth­ods, to teach the young man mod­esty. But they gave it up. Pe­ter Jör­gensen had the strength of three men and the courage of ten. It was not good to med­dle with one who had stolen his ca­pac­i­ties from God him­self, or per­haps was in league with Sa­tan. So they re­signed them­selves, and avenged them­selves by call­ing him the “Great Pow­er”—and they put their trust in mis­for­tune. To fol­low in his foot­steps meant to risk a bro­ken neck. And when­ev­er the brave towns­folk made the jour­ney, some­thing of its dizzy qual­i­ty re­mained with them.

			In the night he would sit sketch­ing and cal­cu­lat­ing, so that no one could un­der­stand when he slept; and on Sun­days, when de­cent peo­ple went to church, he would stop at home and cut the queer­est things out of stone—al­though he nev­er got a pen­ny for it.

			It was at this time that the fa­mous sculp­tor came from the cap­i­tal of Ger­many to hew a great li­on out of gran­ite, in hon­or of Lib­er­ty. But he could not get for­ward with his tool­box full of but­ter-knives; the stone was too hard for one who was ac­cus­tomed to stand scratch­ing at mar­ble. And when for once he re­al­ly did suc­ceed in knock­ing off a bit of gran­ite, it was al­ways in the wrong place.

			Then the “Great Pow­er” as­sert­ed him­self, and un­der­took to hew the li­on out of gran­ite, ac­cord­ing to a scale mod­el of some sort which the sculp­tor slapped to­geth­er for him! All were per­suad­ed that he would break down in this un­der­tak­ing, but he ne­go­ti­at­ed it so clev­er­ly that he com­plet­ed the work to the ut­most sat­is­fac­tion of those con­cerned. He re­ceived a good sum of mon­ey for this, but it was not enough for him; he want­ed half the hon­or, and to be spo­ken of in the news­pa­pers like the sculp­tor him­self; and as noth­ing came of it he threw down his tools and re­fused to work any more for oth­er peo­ple. “Why should I do the work and oth­ers have the hon­or of it?” he asked, and sent in a ten­der for a stone-cut­ting con­tract. In his un­bound­ed ar­ro­gance he sought to push to one side those who were born to ride on the top of things. But pride comes be­fore a fall; his doom was al­ready hang­ing over him.

			He had sent in the low­est ten­der for the work on the South Bridge. They could not dis­re­gard it; so they sought to lay ev­ery ob­sta­cle in his path; they en­ticed his work­men away from him and made it dif­fi­cult for him to ob­tain ma­te­ri­als. The dis­trict judge, who was in the con­spir­a­cy, de­mand­ed that the con­tract should be ob­served; so the “Great Pow­er” had to work day and night with the few men left to him in or­der to com­plete the work in time. A fin­er bridge no one had ev­er seen. But he had to sell the shirt off his body in or­der to meet his en­gage­ments.

			He lived at that time in a pret­ty lit­tle house that was his own prop­er­ty. It lay out on the east­ern high­way, and had a tur­ret on the mansard—Jens and Morten had spent their ear­ly child­hood there. A lit­tle gar­den, with tidy paths, and a grot­to which was like a heap of rocks, lay in front of it. Jör­gen­son had planned it all him­self. It was tak­en from him, and he had to re­move to a poor quar­ter of the town, to live among the peo­ple to whom he right­ly be­longed, and to rent a house there. But he was not yet bro­ken. He was cheer­ful in spite of his down­fall, and more high-and-mighty than ev­er in his man­ners. It was not easy to hit him! But then he sent in a ten­der for the new crane-plat­form. They could have re­fused him the con­tract on the pre­text that he had no cap­i­tal at his dis­pos­al. But now he should be struck down! He got cred­it from the sav­ings-bank, in or­der to get well un­der way, and work­ers and ma­te­ri­al were his to dis­pose of. And then, as he was in the midst of the work, the same sto­ry was re­peat­ed—on­ly this time he was to break his neck! Rich and poor, the whole town was at one in this mat­ter. All de­mand­ed the restora­tion of the old cer­tain­ty, high and low, ap­point­ed by God Him­self. The “Great Pow­er” was of the hum­blest de­scent; now he could qui­et­ly go back to the class he was born in!

			He failed! The le­gal pro­pri­etor took over a good piece of work and got it for noth­ing, and Stone­ma­son Jör­gensen stood up in a pair of cracked wood­en shoes, with a load of debts which he would nev­er be able to shake off. Ev­ery­one re­joiced to see him re­turn to the ex­is­tence of a day-la­bor­er. But he did not sub­mit qui­et­ly. He took to drink. From time to time he broke out and raged like the dev­il him­self. They could not get rid of him; he weighed up­on the minds of all, like an an­gry rum­bling; even when he was qui­et­ly go­ing about his work they could not quite for­get him. Un­der these con­di­tions he squan­dered his last pos­ses­sions, and he moved in­to the cot­tage by the refuse-heaps, where for­mer­ly no one had dwelt.

			He had be­come an­oth­er man since the grant for the great har­bor project had been ap­proved. He no longer touched any brandy; when Pelle went out to see his friends, the “Great Pow­er” would be sit­ting at the win­dow, busy­ing him­self with sketch­es and fig­ures. His wife was mov­ing about and weep­ing qui­et­ly to her­self; the old wom­an was scold­ing. But Jör­gensen turned his broad back up­on them and pored silent­ly over his own af­fairs. He was not to be shak­en out of his self-suf­fi­cien­cy.

			The moth­er re­ceived them out in the kitchen, when she heard their noisy ap­proach. “You must move qui­et­ly—Fa­ther is cal­cu­lat­ing and cal­cu­lat­ing, poor fel­low! He can get no peace in his head since the har­bor plans have been se­ri­ous­ly adopt­ed. His ideas are al­ways work­ing in him. That must be so, he says, and that so! If he would on­ly take life qui­et­ly among his equals and leave the great peo­ple to wor­ry over their own af­fairs!”

			He sat in the win­dow, right in the sun­light, adding up some trou­ble­some ac­counts; he whis­pered half to him­self, and his mu­ti­lat­ed fore­fin­ger, whose out­er joint had been blown off, ran up and down the col­umns. Then he struck the ta­ble. “Oh, if on­ly a man had learned some­thing!” he groaned. The sun­light played on his dark beard; his weary labors had been pow­er­less to stiff­en his limbs or to pull him down. Drink had failed to hurt him—he sat there like strength per­son­i­fied; his great fore­head and his throat were deeply bronzed by the sun.

			“Look here, Morten!” he cried, turn­ing to the boys. “Just look at these fig­ures!”

			Morten looked. “What is it, fa­ther?”

			“What is it? Our earn­ings dur­ing the last week! You can see they are big fig­ures!”

			“No, fa­ther; what are they?” Morten twined his slen­der hand in his fa­ther’s beard.

			The “Great Pow­er’s” eyes grew mild un­der this ca­ress.

			“It’s a pro­posed al­ter­ation—they want to keep the chan­nel in the old place, and that is wrong; when the wind blows in from the sea, one can’t get in­to the har­bor. The chan­nel must run out there, and the out­er break­wa­ter must curve like this”—and he point­ed to his sketch­es. “Ev­ery fish­er­man and sailor will con­firm what I say—but the big en­gi­neer gen­tle­men are so clever!”

			“But are you go­ing—again—to send in a ten­der?” Morten looked at his fa­ther, hor­ri­fied. The man nod­ded.

			“But you aren’t good enough for them—you know you aren’t! They just laugh at you!”

			“This time I shall be the one to laugh,” re­tort­ed Jör­gensen, his brow cloud­ing at the thought of all the con­tempt he had had to en­dure.

			“Of course they laugh at him,” said the old wom­an from the chim­ney-cor­ner, turn­ing her hawk-like head to­ward them; “but one must play at some­thing. Pe­ter must al­ways play the great man!”

			Her son did not re­ply.

			“They say you know some­thing about sketch­ing, Pelle?” he said qui­et­ly. “Can’t you bring this in­to or­der a bit? This here is the break­wa­ter—sup­pos­ing the wa­ter isn’t there—and this is the basin—cut through the mid­dle, you un­der­stand? But I can’t get it to look right—yet the di­men­sions are quite cor­rect. Here above the wa­ter­line there will be big cop­ing-stones, and un­der­neath it’s bro­ken stone.”

			Pelle set to work, but he was too finick­ing.

			“Not so ex­act!” said Jör­gensen. “On­ly rough­ly!”

			He was al­ways sit­ting over his work when they came. From his wife they learned that he did not put in a ten­der, af­ter all, but took his plans to those who had un­der­tak­en the con­tract and of­fered them his co­op­er­a­tion. She had now lost all faith in his schemes, and was in a state of con­tin­u­al anx­i­ety. “He’s so queer—he’s al­ways tak­en up with on­ly this one thing,” she said, shud­der­ing. “He nev­er drinks—and he doesn’t go rag­ing against all the world as he used to do.”

			“But that’s a good thing,” said Morten con­sol­ing­ly.

			“Yes, you may talk, but what do you know about it? If he looks af­ter his dai­ly bread, well, one knows what that means. But now, like this. … I’m so afraid of the re­ac­tion if he gets a set­back. Don’t you be­lieve he’s changed—it’s on­ly sleep­ing in him. He’s the same as ev­er about Karen; he can’t en­dure see­ing her crooked fig­ure; she re­minds him al­ways too much of ev­ery­thing that isn’t as it should be. She mustn’t go to work, he says, but how can we do with­out her help? We must live! I daren’t let him catch sight of her. He gets so bit­ter against him­self, but the child has to suf­fer for it. And he’s the on­ly one she cares any­thing about.”

			Karen had not grown dur­ing the last few years; she had be­come even more de­formed; her voice was dry and shrill, as though she had passed through a frozen desert on her way to earth. She was glad when Pelle was there and she could hear him talk; if she thought he would come in the evening, she would hur­ry home from her sit­u­a­tion. But she nev­er joined in the con­ver­sa­tion and nev­er took part in any­thing. No one could guess what was go­ing on in her mind. Her moth­er would sud­den­ly break down and burst in­to tears if her glance by chance fell up­on her.

			“She re­al­ly ought to leave her place at once,” said her moth­er over and again. “But the doc­tor’s wife has one child af­ter an­oth­er, and then they ask so plead­ing­ly if she can’t stay yet an­oth­er half-year. They think great things of her; she is so re­li­able with chil­dren.”

			“Yes, if it was Pelle, he’d cer­tain­ly let them fall.” Karen laughed—it was a creak­ing laugh. She said noth­ing more; she nev­er asked to be al­lowed to go out, and she nev­er com­plained. But her si­lence was like a silent ac­cu­sa­tion, de­stroy­ing all com­fort and in­ti­ma­cy.

			But one day she came home and threw some mon­ey on the ta­ble. “Now I needn’t go to Doc­tor’s any more.”

			“What’s the mat­ter? Have you done some­thing wrong?” asked the moth­er, hor­ri­fied.

			“The doc­tor gave me a box on the ear be­cause I couldn’t car­ry An­na over the gut­ter—she’s so heavy.”

			“But you can’t be sent away be­cause he has struck you! You’ve cer­tain­ly had a quar­rel—you are so stub­born!”

			“No; but I ac­ci­den­tal­ly up­set the per­am­bu­la­tor with lit­tle Erik in it—so that he fell out. His head is like a mot­tled ap­ple.” Her ex­pres­sion was un­changed.

			The moth­er burst in­to tears. “But how could you do such a thing?” Karen stood there and looked at the oth­er de­fi­ant­ly. Sud­den­ly her moth­er seized hold of her. “You didn’t do it on pur­pose? Did you do it on pur­pose?”

			Karen turned away with a shrug of the shoul­ders and went up to the gar­ret with­out say­ing good night. Her moth­er want­ed to fol­low her.

			“Let her go!” said the old wom­an, as though from a great dis­tance. “You have no pow­er over her! She was be­got­ten in wrath.”

		
	
		
			XV

			All the win­ter Jens had smeared his up­per lip with fowl’s dung in or­der to grow a mous­tache; now it was sprout­ing, and he found him­self a young wom­an; she was nurse­maid at the Con­sul’s. “It’s tremen­dous fun,” he said; “you ought to get one your­self. When she kiss­es me she sticks out her tongue like a lit­tle kid.” But Pelle want­ed no young wom­an—in the first place, no young wom­an would have him, brand­ed as he was; and then he was great­ly wor­ried.

			When he raised his head from his work and looked out side­ways over the ma­nure-sheds and pigsties, he saw the green half-twi­light of the heart of the ap­ple-tree, and he could dream him­self in­to it. It was an en­chant­ed world of green shad­ows and silent move­ment; count­less yel­low cater­pil­lars hung there, dan­gling to and fro, each on its slen­der thread; chaffinch­es and yel­lowham­mers swung them­selves im­petu­ous­ly from bough to bough, and at ev­ery swoop snapped up a cater­pil­lar; but these nev­er be­came any few­er. With­out a pause they rolled them­selves down from the twigs, and hung there, so en­tic­ing­ly yel­low, swing­ing to and fro in the gen­tle breath of the sum­mer day, and wait­ed to be gob­bled up.

			And deep­er still in the green light—as though on the floor of a green sea—three bright­ly-clad maid­ens moved and played. Now and again the two younger would sud­den­ly look over at Pelle, but they turned their eyes away again the mo­ment he looked at them; and Man­na was as grown-up and self-con­trolled as though he had nev­er ex­ist­ed. Man­na had been con­firmed a long time now; her skirts were half­way to the ground, and she walked sober­ly along the street, arm-in-arm with her girl friends. She no longer played; she had long been con­scious of a rapid­ly-in­creas­ing cer­tain­ty that it wouldn’t do to play any longer. In a few days she went over from Pelle’s side to the camp of the grownups. She no longer turned to him in the work­shop, and if he met her in the street she looked in an­oth­er di­rec­tion. No longer did she leap like a wild cat in­to the shop, tear­ing Pelle from his stool if she want­ed some­thing done; she went de­mure­ly up to the young mas­ter, who wrapped up her shoes in pa­per. But in se­cret she still rec­og­nized her play­mate; if no one was by she would pinch his arm quite hard, and gnash her teeth to­geth­er as she passed him.

			But Pelle was too clum­sy to un­der­stand the tran­si­tion, and too much of a child to be shy of the light him­self. He hung hack, lone­ly, and pon­dered, un­com­pre­hend­ing, over the new con­di­tion of af­fairs.

			But now she did not know him in se­cret even—he sim­ply did not ex­ist for her any longer. And Do­lores and Aina too had with­drawn their fa­vor; when he looked out, they avert­ed their heads and shrugged their shoul­ders. They were ashamed that they had ev­er had any­thing to do with such a per­son, and he knew very well why that was.

			It had been a pe­cu­liar and volup­tuous de­light to be han­dled by those del­i­cate and gen­er­ous hands. It had been re­al­ly splen­did to sit there with open mouth and let all three stuff him with del­i­ca­cies, so that he was in dan­ger of chok­ing! He wasn’t al­lowed to swal­low them down—they want­ed to see how much his mouth would hold; and then they would laugh and dance round him, and their plump girl­ish hands would take hold of his head, one on each side, and press his jaws to­geth­er. Now Pelle had grad­u­al­ly added quite an ell to his stature as a world­ly wise cit­i­zen; he knew very well that he was of coars­er clay than his com­pan­ions, and that there must have been an end of it all, even with­out the town hall.

			But it hurt him; he felt as though he had been be­trayed; prop­er­ly he oughtn’t to touch his food. For was not Man­na his be­trothed? He had nev­er thought of that! These were the pains of love! So this was what they were like! Did those who took their lives on ac­count of un­hap­py love feel any dif­fer­ent? His grief, to be sure, was not very stu­pen­dous; when the young mas­ter made a joke or cursed in his fun­ny way he could laugh quite hearti­ly still. That, with his dis­grace, was the worst of all.

			“You ought to get your­self a young wom­an,” said Jens. “She’s as soft as a young bird, and she warms you through your clothes and ev­ery­thing!”

			But Pelle had some­thing else on hand. He want­ed to learn to swim. He want­ed to know how to do ev­ery­thing that the town boys did, and to win back his place among them. He no longer dreamed of lead­ing them. So he went about with the “gang”; he drew back a lit­tle if they teased him too bru­tal­ly, and then crept back again; fi­nal­ly they grew ac­cus­tomed to him.

			Ev­ery evening he ran down to the har­bor. To the south of the big basin, which was now be­ing pumped dry, there was al­ways, in the twi­light, a crowd of ap­pren­tices; they leaped naked among the rocks and swam in chat­ter­ing shoals to­ward the west, where the sky still glowed af­ter the sun­set. A long way out a reef lay un­der the wa­ter, and on this they could just touch bot­tom; there they would rest be­fore they swam back, their dark heads brood­ing on the wa­ter like chat­ter­ing seabirds.

			Pelle swam out with them in or­der to ac­cus­tom him­self to deep wa­ter, al­though they al­ways tried to pull him un­der by his legs. When the sea blushed it was as though one was swim­ming amid ros­es; and the light, slip­pery, shin­ing fronds which the deep-ly­ing weed-beds had thrown up gleamed in the evening light and slid gen­tly across his shoul­ders, and far out in the west lay the land of For­tune, be­yond the vast ra­di­ant por­tals of the sun­set; or it showed its gold­en plains stretch­ing out in­to in­fin­i­ty. There it lay, shin­ing with a strange en­tic­ing ra­di­ance, so that Pelle for­got the lim­its of his strength, and swam out far­ther than his pow­ers jus­ti­fied. And when he turned round, part­ing the float­ing weed with vig­or­ous strokes, the wa­ter stared at him black­ly, and the ter­ror of the depths seized up­on him.

			One evening the boys had been hos­tile in their at­ti­tude, and one of them main­tained that the marks of the whip could still be seen on Pelle’s back. “Pelle has nev­er been beat­en with a whip!” cried Morten, in a rage. Pelle him­self made no re­ply, but fol­lowed the “squadron”; his whole na­ture felt some­how em­bit­tered.

			There was a slight swell, and this per­haps washed the swim­mers out of their prop­er course; they could not find the reef on which they were used to rest. For a time they splashed about, try­ing to find it, and wast­ing their strength; then they turned back to the shore. Pelle looked af­ter them with won­der­ing eyes.

			“Lie on your back and rest!” they cried, as they passed him, and then they made for the beach; a touch of pan­ic had fall­en on them. Pelle tried to rest, but he had had no prac­tice in float­ing; the waves broke over his face; so he la­bored af­ter the oth­ers. On the shore there was great ex­cite­ment; he won­dered what it meant. Morten, who had nev­er bathed with the oth­ers, was stand­ing on a rock and was shout­ing.

			Some of the fore­most swim­mers were al­ready in safe­ty. “You can touch bot­tom here!” they shout­ed, stand­ing with out­stretched arms, the wa­ter up to their chins. Pelle la­bored on in­de­fati­ga­bly, but he was quite con­vinced that it was use­less. He was mak­ing hard­ly any progress, and he was sink­ing deep­er and deep­er. Ev­ery mo­ment a wave washed over him and filled him with wa­ter. The stronger swim­mers came out again; they swam round him and tried to help him, but they on­ly made mat­ters worse. He saw Morten run shout­ing in­to the wa­ter with all his clothes on, and that gave him a lit­tle strength. But then sud­den­ly his arms be­came par­a­lyzed; he went round and round in the same spot, and on­ly his eyes were above wa­ter. Pelle had of­ten flown in his dreams, and some­thing had al­ways clutched his legs and ham­pered his flight. But now this had be­come re­al­i­ty; he was float­ing in the blue sky and poised on his out­spread pin­ions; and out of the dark­ness be­low he heard voic­es. “Pelle!” they cried, “lit­tle Pelle!” “Yes, Fa­ther Lasse!” he an­swered, and with a sense of re­lief he fold­ed his weary wings; he sank in whirling haste, and a surg­ing sound­ed in his ears.

			Then of a sud­den he felt a vi­o­lent pain in his shins. His hands clutched at grow­ing plants. He stood up with a leap, and light and air flowed over him as from a new ex­is­tence. The boys were run­ning about, fright­ened, one leg in their trousers, and he was stand­ing on the sub­ma­rine reef, up to the breast in the sea, vom­it­ing salt wa­ter. Round about him swim­mers were splash­ing, div­ing in ev­ery di­rec­tion to fetch him up from the bot­tom of the sea. It was all re­al­ly rather fun­ny, and Pelle raised his arms high above his head as a greet­ing to life, and took the wa­ter with a long dive. Some dis­tance far­ther in he ap­peared again, and swam to shore, part­ing the waves like a frol­ic­some por­poise. But on the beach he fell down as God had made him, in a pro­found sleep; he had just pulled one stock­ing over his big toe.

			Since that day the boys rec­og­nized him again. He had cer­tain­ly per­formed no hero­ic deed, but Des­tiny had for a mo­ment rest­ed up­on his head—that was enough! Pelle al­ways took the steel sharp­en­er with him af­ter that; and laid it on the beach with the point to­ward the land; he want­ed af­ter all to live a lit­tle longer. He did not al­low him­self to be in­tim­i­dat­ed, but plunged head­long in­to the wa­ter.

			If the sea was so rough that they could not swim, they would lie on the brink of the wa­ter and let the waves roll them over and over. Then the waves would come in sweep­ing flight from the west, as though to spring up­on them; the herds of white hors­es drove on­ward, their gray­ish manes stream­ing oblique­ly be­hind them. Rear­ing they came, sweep­ing the sea with their white tails, strik­ing out wild­ly with their hooves and plung­ing un­der the sur­face. But oth­ers sprang up and leaped over them in ser­ried ranks. They lay flat on the wa­ter and rushed to­ward the land. The storm whipped the white foam out of their mouths and drove it along the beach, where it hung gleam­ing on the bush­es, and then van­ished in­to noth­ing­ness. Right up to the shore they dashed, and then fell dead. But fresh hordes stormed shore­ward from the off­ing, as though the land must be over­run by them; they reared, foam­ing, and struck at one an­oth­er; they sprang, snort­ing and quiv­er­ing, high in the air; they broke asun­der in pan­ic; there was nev­er an end to it all. And far out in the dis­tance the sun went down in a flame-red mist. A streak of cloud lay across it, stretch­ing far out in­to in­fin­i­ty. A con­fla­gra­tion like a glow­ing prairie fire sur­round­ed the hori­zon, and drove the hordes be­fore it in pan­ic-strick­en flight, and on the beach shout­ed the naked swarm of boys. Now and again they sprang up with out­spread arms, and, shout­ing, chased the wild hors­es back in­to the sea.

		
	
		
			XVI

			Things were not go­ing well in the broth­ers’ home. Jör­gensen had done noth­ing with his plans. He was the on­ly per­son who had not known that such would be the case. The peo­ple knew, too, on very good au­thor­i­ty, that the en­gi­neer had of­fered him a hun­dred kro­ner for them, and as he would not take them, but de­mand­ed a share in the un­der­tak­ing and the hon­or of ex­e­cut­ing it, he was shown to the door.

			He had nev­er be­fore tak­en any­thing so qui­et­ly. He did not burst out roar­ing with vi­o­lent words; he sim­ply be­took him­self to his usu­al day-la­bor­er’s work in the har­bor, like any oth­er work­er. He did not men­tion his de­feat, and al­lowed no one else to do so. He treat­ed his wife as though she did not ex­ist. But she had to watch him wrap him­self up in si­lence, with­out know­ing what was go­ing on in his mind. She had a fore­bod­ing of some­thing ter­ri­ble, and spoke of her trou­ble to the boys. He made no scenes, al­though now and again he got drunk; he ate in si­lence and went to bed. When he was not work­ing, he slept.

			But as he him­self had so far re­vealed his plans that they were known to all, it was all up with his work. The en­gi­neer had tak­en from Jör­gensen’s plans as much as he could use—ev­ery­one could see that—and now the “Great Pow­er” stood with his mouth emp­ty, sim­ply be­cause he had put more in his spoon than his mouth would hold. Most peo­ple were far from en­vy­ing his po­si­tion, and they took plen­ty of time to talk about it; the town was quite ac­cus­tomed to ne­glect its own af­fairs in or­der to throw its whole weight on his ob­sti­nate back. But now he was down in the dust all had been to the har­bor to watch the “Great Pow­er” work­ing there—to see him, as a com­mon la­bor­er, cart­ing the earth for his own won­der­ful scheme. They mar­velled on­ly that he took it all so qui­et­ly; it was to some ex­tent a dis­ap­point­ment that he did not flinch un­der the weight of his bur­den and break out in­to im­po­tent rav­ing.

			He con­tent­ed him­self with drink­ing; but that he did thor­ough­ly. He went about it as it were in the midst of a cloud of al­co­holic va­por, and worked on­ly just enough to en­able him to go on drink­ing. “He has nev­er yet been like this,” said his wife, weep­ing. “He doesn’t storm and rage, but he is an­gry all the time so that one can’t bear him at home any longer. He breaks ev­ery­thing in his anger, and he scolds poor Karen so that it’s wretch­ed. He has no re­gard for any­body, on­ly for his old moth­er, and God knows how long that will last. He doesn’t work, he on­ly drinks. He steals my hard-earned mon­ey out of my dress-pock­et and buys brandy with it. He has no shame left in him, al­though he al­ways used to be so hon­or­able in his way of life. And he can’t stand his booz­ing as he used to; he’s al­ways fall­ing about and stag­ger­ing. Late­ly he came home all bloody—he’d knocked a hole in his head. What have we ev­er done to the dear God that he should pun­ish us like this?”

			The old wom­an said noth­ing, but let her glance sweep from one to the oth­er, and thought her own thoughts.

			So it went on, week af­ter week. The boys be­came weary of lis­ten­ing to their moth­er’s com­plaints, and kept away from home.

			One day, when Karen had been sent on an er­rand for her moth­er, she did not re­turn. Nei­ther had she re­turned on the fol­low­ing day. Pelle heard of it down at the boat-har­bor, where she had last been seen. They were drag­ging the wa­ter with nets in the hope of find­ing her, but no one dared tell Jör­gensen. On the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon they brought her to the work­shop; Pelle knew what it was when he heard the many heavy foot­steps out in the street. She lay on a stretch­er, and two men car­ried her; be­fore her the au­tumn wind whirled the first fall­ing leaves, and her thin arms were hang­ing down to the pave­ment, as though she sought to find a hold there. Her dis­or­dered hair was hang­ing, too, and the wa­ter was drip­ping from her. Be­hind the stretch­er came the “Great Pow­er.” He was drunk. He held one hand be­fore his eyes, and mur­mured as though in thought, and at ev­ery mo­ment he raised his fore­fin­ger in the air. “She has found peace,” he said thick­ly, try­ing to look in­tel­li­gent.

			“Peace—the high­er it is—” He could not find the word he want­ed.

			Jens and Pelle re­placed the men at the stretch­er, and bore it home. They were afraid of what was be­fore them. But the moth­er stood at the door and re­ceived them silent­ly, as though she had ex­pect­ed them; she was mere­ly pale. “She couldn’t bear it!” she whis­pered to them, and she kneeled down be­side the child.

			She laid her head on the lit­tle crip­pled body, and whis­pered in­dis­tinct­ly; now and again she pressed the child’s fin­gers in­to her mouth, in or­der to sti­fle her sobs. “And you were to have run an er­rand for moth­er,” she said, and she shook her head, smil­ing­ly. “You are a nice sort of girl to me—not to be able to buy me two skeins of thread; and the mon­ey I gave you for it—have you thrown it away?” Her words came be­tween smiles and sobs, and they sound­ed like a slow lament. “Did you throw the mon­ey away? It doesn’t mat­ter—it wasn’t your fault. Dear child, dear lit­tle one!” Then her strength gave way. Her firm­ly closed mouth broke open, and closed again, and so she went on, her head rock­ing to and fro, while her hands felt ea­ger­ly in the child’s pock­et. “Didn’t you run that er­rand for moth­er?” she moaned. She felt, in the midst of her grief, the need of some sort of cor­rob­o­ra­tion, even if it re­ferred to some­thing quite in­dif­fer­ent. And she felt in the child’s purse. There lay a few öre and a scrap of pa­per.

			Then she sud­den­ly stood up. Her face was ter­ri­bly hard as she turned to her hus­band, who stood against the wall, sway­ing to and fro. “Pe­ter!” she cried in agony, “Pe­ter! Don’t you know what you have done? ‘For­give me, moth­er,’ it says here, and she has tak­en four öre of the thir­teen to buy sug­ar-can­dy. Look here, her hand is still quite sticky.” She opened the clenched hand, which was closed up­on a scrap of sticky pa­per. “Ah, the poor per­se­cut­ed child! She want­ed to sweet­en her ex­is­tence with four öre worth of sug­ar-can­dy, and then in­to the wa­ter! A child has so much plea­sure at home here! ‘For­give me, moth­er!’ she says, as though she had done some­thing wrong. And ev­ery­thing she did was wrong; so she had to go away. Karen! Karen! I’m not an­gry with you—you were very wel­come—what do they sig­ni­fy, those few öre! I didn’t mean it like that when I re­proached you for hang­ing about at home! But I didn’t know what to do—we had noth­ing to eat. And he spent the lit­tle mon­ey there was!” She turned her face from the body to the fa­ther and point­ed to him. It was the first time that the wife of the “Great Pow­er” had ev­er turned up­on him ac­cus­ing­ly. But he did not un­der­stand her. “She has found peace,” he mur­mured, and at­tempt­ed to pull him­self up a lit­tle; “the peace of—” But here the old wom­an rose in the chim­ney-cor­ner—un­til this mo­ment she had not moved. “Be silent!” she said harsh­ly, set­ting her stick at his breast, “or your old moth­er will curse the day when she brought you in­to the world.” Won­der­ing, he stared at her; and a light seemed to shine through the mist as he gazed. For a time he still stood there, un­able to tear his eyes from the body. He looked as though he wished to throw him­self down be­side his wife, who once more lay bowed above the bier, whis­per­ing. Then, with hang­ing head, he went up­stairs and lay down.

		
	
		
			XVII

			It was af­ter work­ing hours when Pelle went home­ward; but he did not feel in­clined to run down to the har­bor or to bathe. The im­age of the drowned child con­tin­ued to fol­low him, and for the first time Death had met him with its mys­te­ri­ous “Why?” He found no an­swer, and grad­u­al­ly he for­got it for oth­er things. But the mys­tery it­self con­tin­ued to brood with­in him, and made him afraid with­out any sort of rea­son, so that he en­coun­tered the twi­light even with a fore­bod­ing of evil. The se­cret pow­ers which ex­hale from heav­en and earth when light and dark­ness meet clutched at him with their enig­mat­i­cal un­rest, and he turned un­qui­et­ly from one thing to an­oth­er, al­though he must be ev­ery­where in or­der to cope with this in­con­ceiv­able Some­thing that stood, threat­en­ing, be­hind ev­ery­thing. For the first time he felt, rid of all dis­guise, the un­mer­ci­ful­ness which was im­mi­nent in this or that trans­gres­sion of his. Nev­er be­fore had Life it­self pressed up­on him with its heavy bur­den.

			It seemed to Pelle that some­thing called him, but he could not clear­ly dis­cov­er whence the call came. He crept from his win­dow on to the roof and thence to the gable-end; per­haps it was the world that called. The hun­dreds of tile-cov­ered roofs of the town lay be­fore him, ab­sorb­ing the crim­son of the evening sky, and a blue smoke was ris­ing. And voic­es rose out of the warm dark­ness that lay be­tween the hous­es. He heard, too, the crazy Anker’s cry; and this eter­nal prophe­cy of things ir­ra­tional sound­ed like the com­plaint of a wild beast. The sea down yon­der and the heavy pine-woods that lay to the north and the south—these had long been fa­mil­iar to him.

			But there was a singing in his ears, and out of the far dis­tance, and some­thing or some­one stood be­hind him, whose warm breath struck up­on his neck. He turned slow­ly about. He was no longer afraid in the dark­ness, and he knew be­fore­hand that noth­ing was there. But his lu­cid mind had been in­vad­ed by the twi­light, with its mys­te­ri­ous train of be­ings which none of the sens­es can con­firm.

			He went down in­to the court­yard and strolled about. Ev­ery­where pre­vailed the same pro­found re­pose. Peers, the cat, was sit­ting on the rain­wa­ter butt, mew­ing pee­vish­ly at a spar­row which had perched up­on the clothes­line. The young mas­ter was in his room, cough­ing; he had al­ready gone to bed. Pelle bent over the edge of the well and gazed va­cant­ly over the gar­dens. He was hot and dizzy, but a cool draught rose from the well and sooth­ing­ly ca­ressed his head. The bats were glid­ing through the air like spir­its, pass­ing so close to his face that he felt the wind of their flight, and turn­ing about with a tiny clap­ping sound. He felt a most painful de­sire to cry.

			Among the tall cur­rant-bush­es yon­der some­thing moved, and Sjer­man­na’s head made its ap­pear­ance. She was mov­ing cau­tious­ly and peer­ing be­fore her. When she saw Pelle she came quick­ly for­ward.

			“Good evening!” she whis­pered.

			“Good evening!” he an­swered aloud, de­light­ed to re­turn to hu­man so­ci­ety.

			“Hush! You mustn’t shout!” she said peremp­to­ri­ly.

			“Why not?” Pelle him­self was whis­per­ing now. He was feel­ing quite con­cerned. “Be­cause you mustn’t! Don­key! Come, I’ll show you some­thing. No, near­er still!”

			Pelle pushed his head for­ward through the tall el­der-bush, and sud­den­ly she put her two hands about his head and kissed him vi­o­lent­ly and pushed him back. He tried grop­ing­ly to take hold of her, but she stood there laugh­ing at him. Her face glowed in the dark­ness. “You haven’t heard any­thing about it!” she whis­pered. “Come, I’ll tell you!”

			Now he was smil­ing all over his face. He pushed his way ea­ger­ly in­to the el­der-bush. But at the same mo­ment he felt her clenched fist strike his face. She laughed crazi­ly, but he stood fixed in the same po­si­tion, as though stunned, his mouth held for­ward as if still await­ing a kiss. “Why do you hit me?” he asked, gaz­ing at her bro­ken­ly.

			“Be­cause I can’t en­dure you! You’re a per­fect oaf, and so ug­ly and so com­mon!”

			“I have nev­er done any­thing to you!”

			“No? Any­how, you rich­ly de­served it! What did you want to kiss me for?”

			Pelle stood there help­less­ly stam­mer­ing. The whole world of his ex­pe­ri­ence col­lapsed un­der him. “But I didn’t!” he at last brought out; he looked ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly fool­ish. Man­na aped his ex­pres­sion. “Ugh! Bugh! Take care, or you’ll freeze to the ground and turn in­to a lamp­post! There’s noth­ing on the hedge here that will throw light on your un­der­stand­ing!”

			With a leap Pelle was over the hedge. Man­na took him hasti­ly by the hand and drew him through the bush­es. “Aina and Do­lores will be here di­rect­ly. Then we’ll play,” she de­clared.

			“I thought they couldn’t come out in the evenings any more,” said Pelle, obe­di­ent­ly al­low­ing her to lead him. She made no re­ply, but looked about her as though she want­ed to treat him to some­thing as in the old days. In her need she stripped a hand­ful of leaves off the cur­rant-boughs, and stuffed them in­to his mouth. “There, take that and hold your mouth!” She was quite the old Man­na once more, and Pelle laughed.

			They had come to the sum­mer­house. Man­na cooled his swollen cheeks with wet earth while they wait­ed.

			“Did it hurt you much?” she asked sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly, putting her arm about his shoul­der.

			“It’s noth­ing. What’s a box on the ear?” he said man­ful­ly.

			“I didn’t mean it—you know that. Did that hurt you very much?”

			Pelle gazed at her sad­ly. She looked at him in­quis­i­tive­ly. “Was it here?” she said, let­ting her hand slide down his back. He rose silent­ly, in or­der to go, but she seized him by the wrist. “For­give me,” she whis­pered.

			“Aren’t the oth­ers com­ing soon?” asked Pelle harsh­ly. He pro­posed to be an­gry with her, as in the old days.

			“No! They aren’t com­ing at all! I’ve de­ceived you. I want­ed to talk to you!” Man­na was gasp­ing for breath.

			“I thought you didn’t want to have any­thing more to do with me?”

			“Well, I don’t! I on­ly want—” She could not find words, and stamped an­gri­ly on the ground. Then she said slow­ly and solemn­ly, with the earnest­ness of a child: “Do you know what I be­lieve? I be­lieve—I love you!”

			“Then we can get mar­ried when we are old enough!” said Pelle joy­ful­ly.

			She looked at him for a mo­ment with a mea­sur­ing glance. The town-hall and the flog­ging! thought Pelle. He was quite re­solved that he would do the beat­ing now; but here she laughed at him. “What a glo­ri­ous boo­by you are!” she said, and as though deep in thought, she let a hand­ful of wet earth run down his neck.

			Pelle thought for a mo­ment of re­venge; then, as though in sport, he thrust his hand in­to her bo­som. She fell back weak­ly, grop­ing sub­mis­sive­ly with her hands; a new knowl­edge arose in him, and im­pelled him to em­brace her vi­o­lent­ly.

			She looked at him in amaze­ment, and tried gen­tly to push his hand away. But it was too late. The boy had bro­ken down her de­fences.

			As Pelle went back in­to the house he was over­whelmed, but not hap­py. His heart ham­mered wild­ly, and a chaos reigned in his brain. Quite in­stinc­tive­ly he trod very soft­ly. For a long time he lay toss­ing to and fro with­out be­ing able to sleep. His mind had re­solved the enig­ma, and now he dis­cov­ered the liv­ing blood in him­self. It sang its suf­fer­ings in his ear; it welled in­to his cheeks and his heart; it mur­mured ev­ery­where in num­ber­less puls­es, so that his whole body thrilled. Mighty and full of mys­tery, it surged through him like an in­un­da­tion, fill­ing him with a warm, deep as­ton­ish­ment. Nev­er be­fore had he known all this!

			In the time that fol­lowed his blood was his se­cret con­fi­dant in ev­ery­thing; he felt it like a ca­ress when it filled his limbs, caus­ing a feel­ing of dis­ten­sion in wrists and throat. He had his se­cret now, and his face nev­er be­trayed the fact that he had ev­er known Sjer­man­na. His ra­di­ant days had all at once changed in­to ra­di­ant nights. He was still enough of a child to long for the old days, with their games in the broad light of day; but some­thing im­pelled him to look for­ward, lis­ten­ing, and his quest­ing soul bowed it­self be­fore the mys­ter­ies of life. The night had made him ac­com­plice in her mys­ter­ies. With Man­na he nev­er spoke again. She nev­er came in­to the gar­den, and if he met her she turned in­to an­oth­er street. A rosy flame lay con­tin­u­al­ly over her face, as though it had burned its way in. Soon af­ter­ward she went to a farm in Ost­land, where an un­cle of hers lived.

			But Pelle felt noth­ing and was in no way de­ject­ed. He went about as though in a half-slum­ber; ev­ery­thing was blurred and veiled be­fore his spir­i­tu­al vi­sion. He was quite be­wil­dered by all that was go­ing on with­in him. Some­thing was ham­mer­ing and la­bor­ing in ev­ery part and cor­ner of him. Ideas which were too frag­ile were bro­ken down and built up more strong­ly, so that they should bear the weight of the man in him. His limbs grew hard­er; his mus­cles be­came like steel, and he was con­scious of a gen­er­al feel­ing of breadth across his back, and of un­ap­plied strength. At times he awak­ened out of his half-slum­ber in­to a brief amaze­ment, when he felt him­self, in one par­tic­u­lar or an­oth­er, to have be­come a man; as when one day he heard his own voice. It had gained a deep res­o­nance, which was quite for­eign to his ear, and forced him to lis­ten as though it had been an­oth­er that spoke.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Pelle fought against the de­cline of the busi­ness. A new ap­pren­tice had been tak­en in­to the work­shop, but Pelle, as be­fore, had to do all the del­i­cate jobs. He bor­rowed ar­ti­cles when nec­es­sary, and bought things on cred­it; and he had to in­ter­view im­pa­tient cus­tomers, and en­deav­or to paci­fy them. He got plen­ty of ex­er­cise, but he learned noth­ing prop­er­ly. “Just run down to the har­bor,” the mas­ter used to say: “Per­haps there will be some work to bring back!” But the mas­ter was much more in­ter­est­ed in the news which he brought thence.

			Pelle would al­so go thith­er with­out hav­ing re­ceived any or­ders. Ev­ery­body in the town must needs make for the har­bor when­ev­er he went from home; it was the heart through which ev­ery­thing came and went, mon­ey and dreams and de­sires and that which grat­i­fied them. Ev­ery man had been to sea, and his best mem­o­ries and his hard­est bat­tles be­longed to the sea. Dreams took the out­ward way; yon­der lay the sea, and all men’s thoughts were drawn to it; the thoughts of the young, who longed to go forth and seek ad­ven­ture, and of the old, who lived on their mem­o­ries. It was the song in all men’s hearts, and the God in the in­most soul of all; the rov­ing-ground of life’s sur­plus, the home of all that was in­ex­pli­ca­ble and mys­ti­cal. The sea had drunk the blood of thou­sands, but its col­or knew no change; the rid­dle of life brood­ed in its rest­less wa­ters.

			Des­tiny rose from the floor of the deep and with short shrift set her mark up­on a man; he might es­cape to the land, like Bak­er Jör­gensen, who went no more to sea when once the warn­ing had come to him, or, like Boat­man Jensen, he might rise in his sleep and walk straight over the ves­sel’s side. Down be­low, where the drowned dwelt, the ships sank to bring them what they need­ed; and from time to time the blood­less chil­dren of the sea rose to the shore, to play with the chil­dren that were born on a Sun­day, and to bring them death or hap­pi­ness.

			Over the sea, three times a week, came the steam­er with news from Copen­hagen; and ves­sels all wrapped in ice, and oth­ers that had sprung a heavy leak, or bore dead bod­ies on board; and great ships which came from warm coun­tries and had re­al ne­groes among their crews.

			Down by the har­bor stood the old men who had for­sak­en the sea, and now all the long day through they stared out over the play­ground of their man­hood, un­til Death came for them. The sea had blown gout in­to their limbs, had buf­fet­ed them un­til they were bent and bowed, and in the win­ter nights one could hear them roar with the pain like wild beasts. Down to the har­bor drift­ed all the flot­sam and jet­sam of the land, in­valids and idle men and dy­ing men, and busy folk raced round about and up and down with flut­ter­ing coat­tails, in or­der to scent out pos­si­ble prof­its.

			The young sport­ed here con­tin­u­al­ly; it was as though they en­coun­tered the fu­ture when they played here by the open sea. Many nev­er went fur­ther, but many let them­selves be caught and whirled away out in­to the un­known. Of these was Nilen. When the ships were be­ing fit­ted out he could wait no longer. He sac­ri­ficed two years’ ap­pren­tice­ship, and ran away on board a ves­sel which was start­ing on a long voy­age. Now he was far away in the Trades, on the south­ern pas­sage round Amer­i­ca, home­ward bound with a car­go of red­wood. And a few left with ev­ery steam­er. The girls were the most coura­geous when it came to cut­ting them­selves loose; they steamed away swift­ly, and the young men fol­lowed them in amorous blind­ness. And men fought their way out­ward in or­der to seek some­thing more prof­itable than could be found at home.

			Pelle had ex­pe­ri­enced all this al­ready: he had felt this same long­ing, and had known the at­trac­tive force of the un­known. Up in the coun­try dis­tricts it was the dream of all poor peo­ple to fight their way to town, and the bold­est one day ven­tured thith­er, with burn­ing cheeks, while the old peo­ple spoke warn­ing­ly of the im­moral­i­ty of cities. And in the town here it was the dream of all to go to the cap­i­tal, to Copen­hagen; there for­tune and hap­pi­ness were to be found! He who had the courage hung one day over the ship’s rail, and waved farewell, with an ab­sent ex­pres­sion in his eyes, as though he had been play­ing a game with high stakes; over there on the main­land he would have to be a match with the best of them. But the old peo­ple shook their heads and spoke at length of the temp­ta­tions and im­moral­i­ty of the cap­i­tal.

			Now and again one came back and jus­ti­fied their wis­dom. Then they would run de­light­ed­ly from door to door. “Didn’t we tell you so?” But many came home at hol­i­day sea­sons and were such swells that it was re­al­ly the lim­it! And this or that girl was so ex­treme­ly stylish that peo­ple had to ask the opin­ion of Wood­en-leg Larsen about her.

			The girls who got mar­ried over there—well, they were well pro­vid­ed for! Af­ter an in­ter­val of many years they came back to their par­ents’ homes, trav­el­ling on deck among the cat­tle, and giv­ing the stew­ardess a few pence to have them put in the news­pa­per as cab­in-pas­sen­gers. They were fine enough as to their clothes, but their thin hag­gard faces told an­oth­er sto­ry. “There is cer­tain­ly not enough to eat for all over there!” said the old wom­en.

			But Pelle took no in­ter­est in those that came home again. All his thoughts were with those who went away; his heart tugged painful­ly in his breast, so pow­er­ful was his long­ing to be off. The sea, whether it lay idle or seethed with anger, con­tin­u­al­ly filled his head with the hum­ming of the world “over yon­der,” with a vague, mys­te­ri­ous song of hap­pi­ness.

			One day, as he was on his way to the har­bor, he met old thatch­er Holm from Stone Farm. Holm was go­ing about look­ing at the hous­es from top to bot­tom; he was rais­ing his feet quite high in the air from sheer as­ton­ish­ment, and was chat­ter­ing to him­self. On his arm he car­ried a bas­ket load­ed with bread and but­ter, brandy, and beer.

			“Well, here’s some­one at last!” he said, and of­fered his hand. “I’m go­ing round and won­der­ing to my­self where they all live, those that come here day af­ter day and year af­ter year, and whether they’ve done any good. Moth­er and I have of­ten talked about it, that it would be splen­did to know how things have turned out for this one or that. And this morn­ing she said it would be best if I were to make a short job of it be­fore I quite for­get how to find my way about the streets here, I haven’t been here for ten years. Well, ac­cord­ing to what I’ve seen so far, moth­er and I needn’t re­gret we’ve stayed at home. Noth­ing grows here ex­cept lamp­posts, and moth­er wouldn’t un­der­stand any­thing about rear­ing them. Thatched roofs I’ve not seen here. Here in the town they’d grudge a thatch­er his bread. But I’ll see the har­bor be­fore I go home.”

			“Then we’ll go to­geth­er,” said Pelle. He was glad to meet some­one from his home. The coun­try round about Stone Farm was al­ways for him the home of his child­hood. He gos­siped with the old man and point­ed out var­i­ous ob­jects of in­ter­est.

			“Yes, I’ve been once, twice, three times be­fore this to the har­bor,” said Holm, “but I’ve nev­er man­aged to see the steam­er. They tell me won­der­ful things of it; they say all our crops are tak­en to Copen­hagen in the steam­er nowa­days.”

			“It’s ly­ing here to­day,” said Pelle ea­ger­ly. “This evening it goes out.”

			Holm’s eyes beamed. “Then I shall be able to see the beg­gar! I’ve of­ten seen the smoke from the hill at home—drift­ing over the sea—and that al­ways gave me a lot to think about. They say it eats coals and is made of iron.” He looked at Pelle un­cer­tain­ly.

			The great emp­ty har­bor basin, in which some hun­dreds of men were at work, in­ter­est­ed him great­ly. Pelle point­ed out the “Great Pow­er,” who was toil­ing like a mad­man and al­low­ing him­self to be sad­dled with the heav­i­est work.

			“So that is he!” cried Holm. “I knew his fa­ther; he was a man who want­ed to do things above the or­di­nary, but he nev­er brought them off. And how goes it with your fa­ther? Not any too well, as I’ve heard?”

			Pelle had been home a lit­tle while be­fore; noth­ing was go­ing well there, but as to that he was silent. “Kar­na isn’t very well,” he said. “She tried to do too much; she’s strained her­self lift­ing things.”

			“They say he’ll have a dif­fi­cult job to pull through. They have tak­en too much on them­selves,” Holm con­tin­ued.

			Pelle made no re­ply; and then the steam­er ab­sorbed their whole at­ten­tion. Talk­a­tive as he was, Holm quite for­got to wag his tongue.

			The steam­er was on the point of tak­ing in car­go; the steam der­ricks were busy at both hatch­es, squeal­ing each time they swung round in an­oth­er di­rec­tion. Holm be­came so light on his legs one might have thought he was tread­ing on nee­dles; when the der­rick swung round over the quay and the chain came rat­tling down, he ran right back to the gra­nary. Pelle want­ed to take him on board, but he would not hear of it. “It looks a bad-tem­pered mon­ster,” he said: “look how it sneezes and fuss­es!”

			On the quay, by the for­ward hold, the goods of a pover­ty-strick­en house­hold lay all mixed to­geth­er. A man stood there hold­ing a ma­hogany look­ing-glass, the on­ly ar­ti­cle of val­ue, in his arms. His ex­pres­sion was gloomy. By the man­ner in which he blew his nose—with his knuck­les in­stead of with his fin­gers—one could see that he had some­thing un­ac­cus­tomed on hand. His eyes were fixed im­mov­ably on his mis­er­able house­hold pos­ses­sions, and they anx­ious­ly fol­lowed ev­ery break­able ar­ti­cle as it went its airy way in­to the ves­sel’s maw. His wife and chil­dren were sit­ting on the quay-wall, eat­ing out of a bas­ket of pro­vi­sions. They had been sit­ting there for hours. The chil­dren were tired and tear­ful; the moth­er was try­ing to con­sole them, and to in­duce them to sleep on the stone.

			“Shan’t we start soon?” they asked con­tin­u­al­ly, in com­plain­ing tones.

			“Yes, the ship starts di­rect­ly, but you must be very good or I shan’t take you with me. And then you’ll come to the cap­i­tal city, where they eat white bread and al­ways wear leather boots. The King him­self lives there, and they’ve got ev­ery­thing in the shops there.” She ar­ranged her shawl un­der their heads.

			“But that’s Per Anker’s son from Blaa­holt!” cried Holm, when he had been stand­ing a while on the quay and had caught sight of the man. “What, are you leav­ing the coun­try?”

			“Yes, I’ve de­cid­ed to do so,” said the man, in an un­der­tone, pass­ing his hand over his face.

			“And I thought you were do­ing so well! Didn’t you go to Ost­land, and didn’t you take over a ho­tel there?”

			“Yes, they en­ticed me out there, and now I’ve lost ev­ery­thing there.”

			“You ought to have con­sid­ered—con­sid­er­ing costs noth­ing but a lit­tle trou­ble.”

			“But they showed me false books, which showed a greater sur­plus than there re­al­ly was. Shipown­er Mon­sen was be­hind the whole af­fair, to­geth­er with the brew­er from the main­land, who had tak­en the ho­tel over in pay­ment of out­stand­ing debts.”

			“But how did big folks like that man­age to smell you out?” Holm scratched his head; he didn’t un­der­stand the whole af­fair.

			“Oh, they’d heard of the ten thou­sand, of course, which I’d in­her­it­ed from my fa­ther. They throw their nets out for sums like that, and one day they sent an agent to see me. Ten thou­sand was just enough for the first in­stal­ment, and now they have tak­en the ho­tel over again. Out of com­pas­sion, they let me keep this trash here.” He sud­den­ly turned his face away and wept; and then his wife came swift­ly up to him.

			Holm drew Pelle away. “They’d rather be rid of us,” he said qui­et­ly; and he con­tin­ued to dis­cuss the man’s dis­mal mis­for­tune, while they strolled out along the mole. But Pelle was not lis­ten­ing to him. He had caught sight of a lit­tle schooner which was cruis­ing out­side, and was ev­ery mo­ment grow­ing more rest­less.

			“I be­lieve that’s the Ice­land schooner!” he said at last. “So I must go back.”

			“Yes, run off,” said Holm, “and many thanks for your guid­ance, and give my re­spects to Lasse and Kar­na.”

			On the har­bor hill Pelle met Mas­ter Jeppe, and far­ther on Drejer, Klaussen, and Blom. The Ice­land boat had kept them wait­ing for sev­er­al months; the news that she was in the roads quick­ly spread, and all the shoe­mak­ers of the whole town were hur­ry­ing down to the har­bor, in or­der to hear whether good busi­ness had been done be­fore the gang­way was run out.

			“The Ice­land boat is there now!” said the mer­chants and leather-deal­ers, when they saw the shoe­mak­ers run­ning by. “We must make haste and make out our bills, for now the shoe­mak­ers will be hav­ing mon­ey.”

			But the skip­per had most of the boots and shoes still in his hold; he re­turned with the ter­ri­fy­ing news that no more boots and shoes could be dis­posed of in Ice­land. The win­ter in­dus­try had been of great im­por­tance to the shoe­mak­ers.

			“What does this mean?” asked Jeppe an­gri­ly. “You have been long enough about it! Have you been try­ing to open an­oth­er agen­cy over there? In oth­ers years you have man­aged to sell the whole lot.”

			“I have done what I could,” replied the cap­tain gloomi­ly. “I of­fered them to the deal­ers in big parcels, and then I lay there and car­ried on a re­tail trade from the ship. Then I ran down the whole west coast; but there is noth­ing to be done.”

			“Well, well,” said Jeppe, “but do the Ice­landers mean to go with­out boots?”

			“There’s the fac­to­ries,” replied the cap­tain.

			“The fac­to­ries, the fac­to­ries!” Jeppe laughed dis­dain­ful­ly, but with a touch of un­cer­tain­ty. “You’ll tell me next that they can make shoes by ma­chin­ery—cut out and peg and sew and fix the treads and all? No, damn it, that can on­ly be done by hu­man hands di­rect­ed by hu­man in­tel­li­gence. Shoe­mak­ing is work for men on­ly. Per­haps I my­self might be re­placed by a ma­chine—by a few cog­wheels that go round and round! Bah! A ma­chine is dead, I know that, and it can’t think or adapt it­self to cir­cum­stances; you may have to shape the boot in a par­tic­u­lar way for a spe­cial foot, on ac­count of ten­der toes, or—here I give the sole a cer­tain cut in the in­step, so that it looks smart, or—well, one has to be care­ful, or one cuts in­to the up­per!”

			“There are ma­chines which make boots, and they make them cheap­er than you, too,” said the skip­per brusque­ly.

			“I should like to see them! Can you show me a boot that hasn’t been made by hu­man hands?” Jeppe laughed con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “No; there’s some­thing be­hind all this, by God! Some­one is try­ing to play us a trick!” The skip­per went his way, of­fend­ed.

			Jeppe stuck to it that there was some­thing un­can­ny about it—the idea of a ma­chine mak­ing boots was enough to haunt him. He kept on re­turn­ing to it.

			“They’ll be mak­ing hu­man be­ings by ma­chin­ery too, soon!” he ex­claimed an­gri­ly.

			“No,” said Bak­er Jör­gen; “there, I be­lieve, the old method will sur­vive!”

			One day the skip­per came in at the work­shop door, banged a pair of shoes down on the win­dow-bench, and went out again. They had been bought in Eng­land, and be­longed to the helms­man of a bark which had just come in­to the har­bor. The young mas­ter looked at them, turned them over in his hands, and looked at them again. Then he called Jeppe. They were sewn through­out—shoes for a grown man, yet sewn through­out! More­over, the fac­to­ry stamp was un­der the sole.

			In Jeppe’s opin­ion they were not worth a cou­ple of shillings. But he could not get over the fact that they were ma­chine-made.

			“Then we are su­per­flu­ous,” he said, in a qua­ver­ing voice. All his old im­por­tance seemed to have fall­en from him. “For if they can make the one kind on a ma­chine, they can make an­oth­er. The hand­i­craft is con­demned to death, and we shall all be with­out bread one fine day! Well, I, thank God, have not many years be­fore me.” It was the first time that Jeppe had ad­mit­ted that he owed his life to God.

			Ev­ery time he came in­to the work­shop he be­gan to ex­pa­ti­ate on the same sub­ject. He would stand there turn­ing the hat­ed shoes over be­tween his hands. Then he would crit­i­cize them. “We must take more pains next win­ter.”

			“Fa­ther for­gets it’s all up with us now,” said the young mas­ter weari­ly.

			Then the old man would be silent and hob­ble out. But af­ter a time he would be back again, fin­ger­ing the boots and shoes, in or­der to dis­cov­er de­fects in them. His thoughts were con­stant­ly di­rect­ed up­on this new sub­ject; no song of praise, no eu­lo­gy of his hand­i­craft, passed his lips nowa­days. If the young mas­ter came to him and asked his help in some dif­fi­cult sit­u­a­tion, he would refuse it; he felt no fur­ther de­sire to tri­umph over youth with his an­cient dex­ter­i­ty, but shuf­fled about and shrank in­to him­self. “And all that we have thought so high­ly of—what’s to be­come of it?” he would ask. “For ma­chines don’t make mas­ter­pieces and medal work, so where will re­al good work come in?”

			The young mas­ter did not look so far ahead; he thought prin­ci­pal­ly of the mon­ey that was need­ed. “Dev­il take it, Pelle, how are we go­ing to pay ev­ery­one, Pelle?” he would ask de­ject­ed­ly. Lit­tle Nikas had to look out for some­thing else; their means would not al­low them to keep a jour­ney­man. So Nikas de­cid­ed to mar­ry, and to set up as a mas­ter shoe­mak­er in the north. The shoe­mak­er of the Bap­tist com­mu­ni­ty had just died, and he could get plen­ty of cus­tomers by join­ing the sect; he was al­ready at­tend­ing their ser­vices. “But go to work care­ful­ly!” said Jeppe. “Or mat­ters will go awry!”

			It was a bad shock to all of them. Klaussen went bank­rupt and had to find work on the new har­bor. Blom ran away, de­sert­ing his wife and chil­dren, and they had to go home to the house of her par­ents. In the work­shop mat­ters had been get­ting worse for a long time. And now this had hap­pened, throw­ing a daz­zling light up­on the whole ques­tion. But the young mas­ter re­fused to be­lieve the worst. “I shall soon be well again now,” he said. “And then you will just see how I’ll work up the busi­ness!” He lay in bed more of­ten now, and was sus­cep­ti­ble to ev­ery change in the weath­er. Pelle had to see to ev­ery­thing.

			“Run and bor­row some­thing!” the mas­ter would say. And if Pelle re­turned with a re­fusal, he would look at the boy with his wide, won­der­ing eyes. “They’ve got the souls of gro­cers!” he would cry. “Then we must peg those soles!”

			“That won’t an­swer with ladies’ patent-leather shoes!” replied Pelle very pos­i­tive­ly.

			“Damn and blast it all, it will an­swer! We’ll black the bot­tom with cob­bler’s wax.”

			But when the black was trod­den off, Jungfer Lund and the oth­ers called, and were wroth. They were not ac­cus­tomed to walk in pegged shoes. “It’s a mis­un­der­stand­ing!” said the young mas­ter, the per­spi­ra­tion stand­ing in clear beads on his fore­head. Or he would hide and leave it to Pelle. When it was over, he would reach up to the shelf, pant­ing with ex­haus­tion. “Can’t you do any­thing for me, Pelle?” he whis­pered.

			One day Pelle plucked up courage and said it cer­tain­ly wasn’t healthy to take so much spir­it; the mas­ter need­ed so much now.

			“Healthy?” said the mas­ter; “no, good God, it isn’t healthy! But the beasts de­mand it! In the be­gin­ning I couldn’t get the stuff down, es­pe­cial­ly beer; but now I’ve ac­cus­tomed my­self to it. If I didn’t feed them, they’d soon rush all over me and eat me up.”

			“Do they swal­low it, then?”

			“I should think they do! As much as ev­er you like to give them. Or have you ev­er seen me tip­sy? I can’t get drunk; the tu­ber­cles take it all. And for them it’s sheer poi­son. On the day when I am able to get drunk again I shall thank God, for then the beasts will be dead and the spir­it will be able to at­tack me again. Then it’ll on­ly be a ques­tion of stop­ping it, oth­er­wise it’ll play the deuce with my mind!”

			Since the jour­ney­man had left, the meals had be­come more mea­ger than ev­er. The mas­ters had not had enough mon­ey in the spring to buy a pig. So there was no one to con­sume the scraps. Now they had to eat them all them­selves. Mas­ter An­dres was nev­er at the ta­ble; he took scarce­ly any nour­ish­ment nowa­days; a piece of bread-and-but­ter now and again, that was all. Break­fast, at half-past sev­en, they ate alone. It con­sist­ed of salt her­rings, bread and hog’s lard, and soup. The soup was made out of all sorts of odds and ends of bread and por­ridge, with an ad­di­tion of thin beer. It was fer­ment­ed and un­palat­able. What was left over from break­fast was put in­to a great crock which stood in one cor­ner of the kitchen, on the floor, and this was warmed up again the next morn­ing, with the ad­di­tion of a lit­tle fresh beer. So it went on all the year round. The con­tents were re­newed on­ly when some­one kicked the crock so that it broke. The boys con­fined them­selves to the her­rings and the lard; the soup they did not use ex­cept to fish about in it. They made a jest of it, throw­ing all sorts of ob­jects in­to it, and find­ing them again af­ter half a year.

			Jeppe was still ly­ing in the al­cove, asleep; his night­cap was hov­ed awry over one eye. Even in his sleep he still had a com­i­cal ex­pres­sion of self-im­por­tance. The room was thick with va­por; the old man had his own way of get­ting air, breath­ing it in with a long snort and let­ting it run rum­bling through him. If it got too bad, the boys would make a noise; then he would wake and scold them.

			They were long­ing for food by din­ner­time; the mo­ment Jeppe called his “Din­ner!” at the door they threw ev­ery­thing down, ranged them­selves ac­cord­ing to age, and tum­bled in be­hind him. They held one an­oth­er tight­ly by the coat­tails, and made stupid gri­maces. Jeppe was en­throned at the head of the ta­ble, a lit­tle cap on his head, try­ing to pre­serve seem­ly ta­ble-man­ners. No one might be­gin be­fore him or con­tin­ue af­ter he had fin­ished. They snatched at their spoons, laid them down again with a ter­ri­fied glance at the old man, and near­ly ex­plod­ed with sup­pressed laugh­ter. “Yes, I’m very hun­gry to­day, but there’s no need for you to re­mark it!” he would say warn­ing­ly, once they were in full swing. Pelle would wink at the oth­ers, and they would go on eat­ing, emp­ty­ing one dish af­ter an­oth­er. “There’s no re­spect nowa­days!” roared Jeppe, strik­ing on the ta­ble. But when he did this dis­ci­pline sud­den­ly en­tered in­to them, and they all struck the ta­ble af­ter him in turn. Some­times, when mat­ters got too bad, Mas­ter An­dres had to find some rea­son for com­ing in­to the room.

			The long work­ing-hours, the bad food, and the foul air of the work­shop left their mark on Pelle. His at­tach­ment to Mas­ter An­dres was lim­it­less; he could sit there till mid­night and work with­out pay­ment if a prom­ise had been made to fin­ish some par­tic­u­lar job. But oth­er­wise he was im­per­cep­ti­bly slip­ping in­to the gen­er­al slack­ness, shar­ing the oth­ers’ opin­ion of the day as some­thing ut­ter­ly abom­inable, which one must some­how en­deav­or to get through. To work at half pres­sure was a phys­i­cal ne­ces­si­ty; his rare move­ments wea­ried him, and he felt less in­clined to work than to brood. The semi­dark­ness of the sun­less work­shop bleached his skin and filled him with un­healthy imag­i­na­tions.

			He did lit­tle work now on his own ac­count; but he had learned to man­age with very lit­tle. When­ev­er he con­trived to get hold of a ten-öre piece, he bought a sav­ings-stamp, so that in this way he was able to col­lect a few shillings, un­til they had grown to quite a lit­tle sum. Now and again, too, he got a lit­tle help from Lasse, but Lasse found it more and more dif­fi­cult to spare any­thing. More­over, he had learned to com­pose his mind by his work.

		
	
		
			XIX

			The crazy Anker was knock­ing on the work­shop door. “Bjer­re­grav is dead!” he said solemn­ly. “Now there is on­ly one who can mourn over pover­ty!” Then he went away and an­nounced the news to Bak­er Jör­gen. They heard him go­ing from house to house, all along the street.

			Bjer­re­grav dead! On­ly yes­ter­day evening he was sit­ting yon­der, on the chair by the win­dow-bench, and his crutch was stand­ing in the cor­ner by the door; and he had of­fered them all his hand in his odd, in­gen­u­ous way—that un­pleas­ant­ly flab­by hand, at whose touch they all felt a cer­tain aver­sion, so im­por­tu­nate was it, and al­most skin­less in its warmth, so that one felt as if one had in­vol­un­tar­i­ly touched some­one on a naked part. Pelle was al­ways re­mind­ed of Fa­ther Lasse; he too had nev­er learned to put on ar­mor, but had al­ways re­mained the same loy­al, sim­ple soul, un­af­fect­ed by his hard ex­pe­ri­ence.

			The big bak­er had fall­en foul of him as usu­al. Con­tact with this child­like, thin-skinned crea­ture, who let his very heart burn it­self out in a clasp of his hand, al­ways made him bru­tal. “Now, Bjer­re­grav, have you tried it—you know what—since we last saw you?”

			Bjer­re­grav turned crim­son. “I am con­tent with the ex­pe­ri­ence which the dear God has cho­sen for me,” he an­swered, with blink­ing eyes.

			“Would you be­lieve it, he is over sev­en­ty and doesn’t know yet how a wom­an is made!”

			“Be­cause, af­ter all I find it suits me best to live alone, and then there’s my club foot.”

			“So he goes about ask­ing ques­tions about ev­ery­thing, things such as ev­ery child knows about,” said Jeppe, in a su­pe­ri­or tone. “Bjer­re­grav has nev­er rubbed off his child­ish in­no­cence.”

			Yet as he was go­ing home, and Pelle was help­ing him over the gut­ter, he was still in his mood of ev­er­last­ing won­der.

			“What star is that?” he said; “it has quite a dif­fer­ent light to the oth­ers. It looks so red to me—if on­ly we don’t have a se­vere win­ter, with the soil frozen and dear fu­el for all the poor peo­ple.” Bjer­re­grav sighed.

			“You mustn’t look at the moon so much. Skip­per An­der­sen came by his ac­ci­dent sim­ply be­cause he slept on deck and the moon shone right in his face; now he has gone crazy!”

			Yes­ter­day evening just the same as al­ways—and now dead! And no one had known or guessed, so that they might have been a lit­tle kinder to him just at the last! He died in his bed, with his mind full of their last dis­dain­ful words, and now they could nev­er go to him and say: “Don’t take any no­tice of it, Bjer­re­grav; we didn’t mean to be un­kind.” Per­haps their be­hav­ior had em­bit­tered his last hours. At all events, there stood Jeppe and Broth­er Jör­gen, and they could not look one an­oth­er in the face; an im­mov­able bur­den weighed up­on them.

			And it meant a void—as when the clock in a room stops tick­ing. The faith­ful sound of his crutch no longer ap­proached the work­shop about six o’clock. The young mas­ter grew rest­less about that time; he could not get used to the idea of Bjer­re­grav’s ab­sence.

			“Death is a hate­ful thing,” he would say, when the truth came over him; “it is hor­ri­bly re­pug­nant. Why must one go away from here with­out leav­ing the least part of one be­hind? Now I lis­ten for Bjer­re­grav’s crutch, and there’s a void in my ears, and af­ter a time there won’t be even that. Then he will be for­got­ten, and per­haps more be­sides, who will have fol­lowed him, and so it goes on for­ev­er. Is there any­thing rea­son­able about it all, Pelle? They talk about Heav­en, but what should I care about sit­ting on a damp cloud and singing ‘Hal­lelu­jah’? I’d much rather go about down here and get my­self a drink—es­pe­cial­ly if I had a sound leg!”

			The ap­pren­tices ac­com­pa­nied him to the grave. Jeppe wished them to do so, as a sort of atone­ment. Jeppe him­self and Bak­er Jör­gen, in tall hats, walked just be­hind the cof­fin. Oth­er­wise on­ly a few poor wom­en and chil­dren fol­lowed, who had joined the pro­ces­sion out of cu­rios­i­ty. Coach­man Due drove the hearse. He had now bought a pair of hors­es, and this was his first good job.

			Oth­er­wise life flowed on­ward, slug­gish and mo­not­o­nous. Win­ter had come again, with its com­mer­cial stag­na­tion, and the Ice­land trade was ru­ined. The shoe­mak­ers did no more work by ar­ti­fi­cial light; there was so lit­tle to do that it would not re­pay the cost of the pe­tro­le­um; so the hang­ing lamp was put on one side and the old tin lamp was brought out again. That was good enough to sit round and to gos­sip by. The neigh­bors would come in­to the twi­light of the work­shop; if Mas­ter An­dres was not there, they would slip out again, or they would sit idly there un­til Jeppe said it was bed­time. Pelle had be­gun to oc­cu­py him­self with carv­ing once more; he got as close to the lamp as pos­si­ble, lis­ten­ing to the con­ver­sa­tion while he worked up­on a but­ton which was to be carved like a twen­ty-five-öre piece. Morten was to have it for a tiepin.

			The con­ver­sa­tion turned up­on the weath­er, and how for­tu­nate it was that the frost had not yet come to stop the great har­bor works. Then it touched up­on the “Great Pow­er,” and from him it glanced at the crazy Anker, and pover­ty, and dis­con­tent. The So­cial Democrats “over yon­der” had for a long time been oc­cu­py­ing the pub­lic mind. All the sum­mer through dis­qui­et­ing ru­mors had crossed the wa­ter; it was quite plain that they were in­creas­ing their pow­er and their num­bers—but what were they ac­tu­al­ly aim­ing at? In any case, it was noth­ing good. “They must be the very poor­est who are re­volt­ing,” said Wood­en-leg Larsen. “So their num­bers must be very great!” It was as though one heard the roar­ing of some­thing or oth­er out on the hori­zon, but did not know what was go­ing on there. The echo of the up­heaval of the low­er class­es was quite dis­tort­ed by the time it reached the is­land; peo­ple un­der­stood just so much, that the low­est class­es want­ed to turn God’s ap­point­ed or­der up­side down and to get to the top them­selves, and in­vol­un­tar­i­ly their glance fell covert­ly on the poor in the town. But these were go­ing about in their cus­tom­ary half-slum­ber, work­ing when there was work to be had and con­tent­ing them­selves with that. “That would be the last straw,” said Jeppe, “here, where we have such a well-or­ga­nized poor-re­lief!”

			Bak­er Jör­gen was the most ea­ger—ev­ery day he came with news of some kind to dis­cuss. Now they had threat­ened the life of the King him­self! And now the troops were called out.

			“The troops!” The young mas­ter made a dis­dain­ful ges­ture. “That’ll help a lot! If they mere­ly throw a hand­ful of dy­na­mite among the sol­diers there won’t be a trous­er-but­ton left whole! No, they’ll con­quer the cap­i­tal now!” His cheeks glowed: he saw the event al­ready in his mind’s eye. “Yes, and then? Then they’ll plun­der the roy­al Mint!”

			“Yes—no. Then they’ll come over here—the whole par­ty!”

			“Come over here? No, by God! We’d call out all the mili­tia and shoot them down from the shore. I’ve put my gun in or­der al­ready!”

			One day Mark­er came run­ning in. “The pas­trycook’s got a new jour­ney­man from over yon­der—and he’s a So­cial Demo­crat!” he cried breath­less­ly. “He came yes­ter­day evening by the steam­er.” Bak­er Jör­gen had al­so heard the news.

			“Yes, now they’re on you!” said Jeppe, as one an­nounc­ing dis­as­ter. “You’ve all been tri­fling with the new spir­it of the times. This would have been some­thing for Bjer­re­grav to see—him with his com­pas­sion for the poor!”

			“Let the tai­lor rest in peace in his grave,” said Wood­en-leg Larsen, in a con­cil­ia­to­ry tone. “You mustn’t blame him for the an­gry mass­es that ex­ist to­day. He want­ed noth­ing but peo­ple’s good—and per­haps these peo­ple want to do good, too!”

			“Good!” Jeppe was loud with scorn. “They want to over­turn law and or­der, and sell the fa­ther­land to the Ger­mans! They say the sum is set­tled al­ready, and all!”

			“They say they’ll be let in­to the cap­i­tal dur­ing the night, when our own peo­ple are asleep,” said Mark­er.

			“Yes,” said Mas­ter An­dres solemn­ly. “They’ve let out that the key’s hid­den un­der the mat—the dev­ils!” Here Bak­er Jör­gen burst in­to a shout of laugh­ter; his laugh­ter filled the whole work­shop when he once be­gan.

			They guessed what sort of a fel­low the new jour­ney­man might be. No one had seen him yet. “He cer­tain­ly has red hair and a red beard,” said Bak­er Jör­gen. “That’s the good God’s way of mark­ing those who have signed them­selves to the Evil One.”

			“God knows what the pas­trycook wants with him,” said Jeppe. “Peo­ple of that sort can’t do any­thing—they on­ly ask. I’ve heard the whole lot of them are free­thinkers.”

			“What a lark!” The young mas­ter shook him­self con­tent­ed­ly. “He won’t grow old here in the town!”

			“Old?” The bak­er drew up his heavy body. “To­mor­row I shall go to the pas­trycook and de­mand that he be sent away. I am com­man­der of the mili­tia, and I know all the towns­folk think as I do.”

			Drejer thought it might be well to pray from the pul­pit—as in time of plague, and in the bad year when the field-mice in­fest­ed the coun­try.

			Next morn­ing Jör­gen Ko­fod looked in on his way to the pas­trycook’s. He was wear­ing his old mili­tia coat, and at his belt hung the leather wal­let in which flints for the old flint­locks had been car­ried many years be­fore. He filled his uni­form well; but he came back with­out suc­cess. The pas­trycook praised his new jour­ney­man be­yond all mea­sure, and wouldn’t hear a word of send­ing him away. He was quite be­sot­ted. “But we shall buy there no more—we must all stick to that—and no re­spectable fam­i­ly can deal with the traitor in fu­ture.”

			“Did you see the jour­ney­man, Un­cle Jör­gen?” asked Mas­ter An­dres ea­ger­ly.

			“Yes, I saw him—that is, from a dis­tance! He had a pair of ter­ri­ble, pierc­ing eyes; but he shan’t be­witch me with his ser­pent’s glance!”

			In the evening Pelle and the oth­ers were strolling about the mar­ket in or­der to catch a glimpse of the new jour­ney­man—there were a num­ber of peo­ple there, and they were all strolling to and fro with the same ob­ject in view. But he ev­i­dent­ly kept the house.

			And then one day, to­ward evening, the mas­ter came tum­bling in­to the work­shop. “Hur­ry up, damn it all!” he cried, quite out of breath; “he’s pass­ing now!” They threw down their work and stum­bled along the pas­sage in­to the best room, which at or­di­nary times they were not al­lowed to en­ter. He was a tall, pow­er­ful man, with full cheeks and a big, dash­ing mous­tache, quite as big as the mas­ter’s. His nos­trils were dis­tend­ed, and he held his chest well for­ward. His jack­et and wa­sit­coat were open, as though he want­ed more air. Be­hind him slunk a few street urchins, in the hope of see­ing some­thing; they had quite lost their ac­cus­tomed in­so­lence, and fol­lowed him in si­lence.

			“He walks as though the whole town be­longed to him!” said Jeppe scorn­ful­ly. “But we’ll soon fin­ish with him here!”

		
	
		
			XX

			Out in the street some­one went by, and then an­oth­er, and then an­oth­er; there was quite a tram­pling of feet. The young mas­ter knocked on the wall. “What in the world is it, Pelle?” He did not mean to get up that day.

			Pelle ran out to seek in­for­ma­tion. “Jen’s fa­ther has got delir­i­um—he’s cleared the whole har­bor and is threat­en­ing to kill them all!”

			The mas­ter raised his head a lit­tle. “By God, I be­lieve I shall get up!” His eyes were glis­ten­ing; present­ly he had got in­to his clothes, and limped out of doors; they heard him cough­ing ter­ri­bly in the cold.

			Old Jeppe put his of­fi­cial cap in his pock­et be­fore he ran out; per­haps the au­thor­i­ties would be need­ed. For a time the ap­pren­tices sat star­ing at the door like sick birds; then they, too, ran out of the house.

			Out­side ev­ery­thing was in con­fu­sion. The wildest ru­mors were fly­ing about as to what Stone­ma­son Jör­gensen had done. The ex­cite­ment could not have been greater had a hos­tile squadron come to an­chor and com­menced to bom­bard the town. Ev­ery­body dropped what he was hold­ing and rushed down to the har­bor. The small­er side-streets were one un­bro­ken pro­ces­sion of chil­dren and old wom­en and small em­ploy­ers in their aprons. Old gouty sea­men awoke from their de­crepit slum­ber and hob­bled away, their hands dropped to the back of their loins and their faces twist­ed with pain.

			
				
					“Toot aroot aroot aroot.
					

					All the pitchy snouts!”
				

			

			A few street-urchins al­lowed them­selves this lit­tle di­ver­sion, as Pelle came run­ning by with the oth­er ap­pren­tices; oth­er­wise all at­ten­tion was con­cen­trat­ed on the one fact that the “Great Pow­er” had bro­ken out again! A cer­tain fes­tiv­i­ty might have been not­ed on the faces of the hur­ry­ing crowd; a vivid ex­pec­ta­tion. The stone­ma­son had been qui­et for a long time now; he had la­bored like a gi­ant beast of bur­den, to all ap­pear­ance ex­tin­guished, but toil­ing like an ele­phant, and qui­et­ly tak­ing home a cou­ple of kro­ner in the evening. It was al­most painful to watch him, and a dis­ap­point­ed si­lence gath­ered about him. And now came a sud­den ex­plo­sion, thrilling ev­ery­body through!

			All had some­thing to say of the “strong man” while they has­tened down to the har­bor. Ev­ery­body had fore­seen that it must come; he had for a long time looked so strange, and had done noth­ing wrong, so that it was on­ly a won­der that it hadn’t come soon­er! Such peo­ple ought not re­al­ly to be at large; they ought to be shut up for life! They went over the events of his life for the hun­dredth time—from the day when he came trudg­ing in­to town, young and fear­less in his rags, to find a mar­ket for his en­er­gies, un­til the time when he drove his child in­to the sea and set­tled down as a lu­natic.

			Down by the har­bor the peo­ple were swarm­ing; ev­ery­body who could creep or crawl was sta­tioned there. The crowd was good-hu­mored, in spite of the cold and the hard times; the peo­ple stamped their feet and cracked jokes. The town had in a mo­ment shak­en off its win­ter sleep; the peo­ple clam­bered up on the blocks of stone, or hung close-packed over the rough tim­ber frames that were to be sunk in build­ing the break­wa­ter. They craned their necks and start­ed ner­vous­ly, as though some­one might come up sud­den­ly and hit them over the head. Jens and Morten were there, too; they stood quite apart and were speak­ing to one an­oth­er. They looked on mourn­ful­ly, with shy, har­rassed glances, and where the great slip ran oblique­ly down to the floor of the basin the work­men stood in crowds; they hitched up their trousers, for the sake of some­thing to do, ex­changed em­bar­rassed glances, and swore.

			But down on the floor of the great basin the “Great Pow­er” ruled supreme. He was mov­ing about alone, and he seemed to be as un­con­scious of his sur­round­ings as a child ab­sorbed in play; he had some pur­pose of his own to at­tend to. But what that was it was not easy to tell. In one hand he held a bun­dle of dy­na­mite car­tridges; with the oth­er he was lean­ing on a heavy iron bar. His move­ments were slow and reg­u­lar, not un­like those of a clum­sy bear. When he stood up, his com­rades shout­ed to him ex­cit­ed­ly; they would come and tear him in­to lit­tle pieces; they would slit his bel­ly so that he could see his own bow­els; they would slash him with their knives and rub his wounds with vit­ri­ol if he didn’t at once lay down his weapons and let them come down to their work.

			But the “Great Pow­er” did not deign to an­swer. Per­haps he nev­er heard them. When he raised his head his glance swept the dis­tance, laden with a mys­te­ri­ous bur­den which was not hu­man. That face, with its dead­ly weari­ness, seemed in its sad­ness to be turned up­on some dis­tant place whith­er none could fol­low him. “He is mad!” they whis­pered; “God has tak­en away his wits!” Then he bent him­self to his task again; he seemed to be plac­ing the car­tridges un­der the great break­wa­ter which he him­self had pro­posed. He was pulling car­tridges out of ev­ery pock­et; that was why they had stuck out from his body cu­ri­ous­ly.

			“What the dev­il is he go­ing to do now? Blow up the break­wa­ter?” they asked, and tried to creep along be­hind the cause­way, so as to come up­on him from be­hind. But he had eyes all round him; at the slight­est move­ment on their part he was there with his iron bar.

			The whole works were at a stand­still! Two hun­dred men stood idle hour af­ter hour, growl­ing and swear­ing and threat­en­ing death and the dev­il, but no one ven­tured for­ward. The over­seer ran about ir­res­o­lute­ly, and even the en­gi­neer had lost his head; ev­ery­thing was in a state of dis­so­lu­tion. The dis­trict judge was walk­ing up and down in full uni­form, with an im­pen­e­tra­ble ex­pres­sion of face; his mere pres­ence had a calm­ing ef­fect, but he did noth­ing.

			Each pro­pos­al made was wilder than the last. Some want­ed to make a gi­gan­tic screen which might be pushed to­ward him; oth­ers sug­gest­ed cap­tur­ing him with a huge pair of tongs made of long balks of tim­ber; but no one at­tempt­ed to car­ry out these sug­ges­tions; they were on­ly too thank­ful that he al­lowed them to stand where they were. The “Great Pow­er” could throw a dy­na­mite car­tridge with such force that it would ex­plode where it struck and sweep away ev­ery­thing around it.

			“The tip-wag­ons!” cried some­one. Here at last was an idea! The wag­ons were quick­ly filled with armed work­men. The catch was re­leased, but the wag­ons did not move. The “Great Pow­er” with his dev­il­ish cun­ning, had been be­fore them; he had spiked the end­less chain so that it could not move. And now he struck away the un­der­pin­ning of a few of the sup­ports, so that the wag­ons could not be launched up­on him by hand.

			This was no delir­i­um; no one had ev­er yet seen delir­i­um man­i­fest it­self in such a way! And he had touched no spir­it since the day they had car­ried his daugh­ter home. No; it was the qui­etest res­o­lu­tion imag­in­able; when they got up af­ter the break­fast-hour and were strolling down to the slip, he stood there with his iron bar and qui­et­ly com­mand­ed them to keep away—the har­bor be­longed to him! They had re­ceived more than one sharp blow be­fore they un­der­stood that he was in earnest; but there was no mal­ice in him—one could see quite plain­ly how it hurt him to strike them. It was cer­tain­ly the dev­il rid­ing him—against his own will.

			But where was it go­ing to end? They had had enough of it now! For now the great har­bor bell was strik­ing mid­day, and there was some­thing de­ri­sive in the sound, as though it was jeer­ing at re­spectable peo­ple who on­ly want­ed to re­sume their work. They didn’t want to waste the whole day; nei­ther did they want to risk life and limb against the fool’s tricks of a lu­natic. Even the mighty Bergen­dal had left his con­tempt of death at home to­day, and was con­tent to grum­ble like the rest.

			“We must knock a hole in the dam,” he said, “then the brute may per­ish in the waves!”

			They im­me­di­ate­ly picked up their tools, in or­der to set to work. The en­gi­neer threat­ened them with the law and the au­thor­i­ties; it would cost thou­sands of kro­ner to emp­ty the har­bor again. They would not lis­ten to him; what use was he if he couldn’t con­trive for them to do their work in peace?

			They strolled to­ward the dam, with picks and iron crow­bars, in or­der to make the breach; the en­gi­neer and the po­lice were thrust aside. Now it was no longer a mat­ter of work; it was a mat­ter of show­ing that two hun­dred men were not go­ing to al­low one crazy dev­il to make fools of them. Beelze­bub had got to be smoked out. Ei­ther the “Great Pow­er” would come up from the floor of the basin, or he would drown.

			“You shall have a full day’s wages!” cried the en­gi­neer, to hold them back. They did not lis­ten; but when they reached the place of the in­tend­ed breach, the “Great Pow­er” was stand­ing at the foot of the dam, swing­ing his pick so that the walls of the basin re­sound­ed. He beamed with help­ful­ness at ev­ery blow; he had post­ed him­self at the spot where the wa­ter trick­led in, and they saw with hor­ror what an ef­fect his blows had. It was sheer mad­ness to do what he was do­ing there.

			“He’ll fill the har­bor with wa­ter, the dev­il!” they cried, and they hurled stones at his head. “And such a work as it was to emp­ty it!”

			The “Great Pow­er” took cov­er be­hind a pile and worked away.

			Then there was noth­ing for it but to shoot him down be­fore he had at­tained his ob­ject. A charge of shot in the legs, if noth­ing more, and he would at least be ren­dered harm­less. The dis­trict judge was at his wits’ end; but Wood­en-leg Larsen was al­ready on the way home to fetch his gun. Soon he came stump­ing back, sur­round­ed by a swarm of boys.

			“I’ve load­ed it with coarse salt!” he cried, so that the judge might hear.

			“Now you’ll be shot dead!” they called down to him. In re­ply, the “Great Pow­er” struck his pick in­to the foot of the dam, so that the tram­pled clay sighed and the mois­ture rose un­der­foot. A long crack­ling sound told them that the first plank was shat­tered.

			The fi­nal re­solve had been formed quite of it­self; ev­ery­body was speak­ing of shoot­ing him down as though the man had been long ago sen­tenced, and now ev­ery­body was long­ing for the ex­e­cu­tion. They hat­ed the man be­low there with a se­cret ha­tred which need­ed no ex­pla­na­tion; his de­fi­ance and un­ruli­ness af­fect­ed them like a slap in the face; they would glad­ly have tram­pled him un­der­foot if they could.

			They shout­ed down in­sults; they re­mind­ed him how in his pre­sump­tion he had ru­ined his fam­i­ly, and driv­en his daugh­ter to sui­cide; and they cast in his face his bru­tal at­tack on the rich shipown­er Mon­sen, the bene­fac­tor of the town. For a time they roused them­selves from their ap­a­thy in or­der to take a hand in strik­ing him down. And now it must be done thor­ough­ly; they must have peace from this fel­low, who couldn’t wear his chains qui­et­ly, but must make them grate like the voice of ha­tred that lay be­hind pover­ty and op­pres­sion.

			The judge leaned out over the quay, in or­der to read his sen­tence over the “Great Pow­er”—three times must it be read, so the man might have op­por­tu­ni­ty to re­pent. He was death­ly pale, and at the sec­ond an­nounce­ment he start­ed con­vul­sive­ly; but the “Great Pow­er” threw no dy­na­mite car­tridges at him; he mere­ly lift­ed his hand to his head, as though in greet­ing, and made a few thrust­ing mo­tions in the air with two of his fin­gers, which stood out from his fore­head like a pair of horns. From where the apothe­cary stood in a cir­cle of fine ladies a sti­fled laugh was heard. All faces were turned to where the bur­go­mas­ter’s wife stood tall and state­ly on a block of stone. But she gazed down un­flinch­ing­ly at the “Great Pow­er” as though she had nev­er seen him be­fore.

			On the bur­go­mas­ter the ges­ture had an ef­fect like that of an ex­plo­sion. “Shoot him down!” he roared, with pur­ple face, stum­bling ex­cit­ed­ly along the break­wa­ter. “Shoot him down, Larsen!”

			But no one heed­ed his com­mand. All were stream­ing to­ward the wag­on-slip, where an old, fad­ed lit­tle wom­an was in the act of grop­ing her way along the track to­ward the floor of the basin. “It’s the ‘Great Pow­er’s’ moth­er!” The word passed from mouth to mouth. “No! How lit­tle and old she is! One can hard­ly be­lieve she could have brought such a gi­ant in­to the world!”

			Ex­cit­ed­ly they fol­lowed her, while she tot­tered over the bro­ken stone of the floor of the basin, which was lit­tered with the de­bris of ex­plo­sions un­til it re­sem­bled an ice-floe un­der pres­sure. She made her way but slow­ly, and it looked con­tin­u­al­ly as though she must break her legs. But the old la­dy per­se­vered, bent and with­ered though she was, with her short­sight­ed eyes fixed on the rocks be­fore her feet.

			Then she per­ceived her son, who stood with his iron bar poised in his hand. “Throw the stick away, Pe­ter!” she cried sharply, and me­chan­i­cal­ly he let the iron rod fall. He gave way be­fore her, slow­ly, un­til she had pinned him in a cor­ner and at­tempt­ed to seize him; then he pushed her care­ful­ly aside, as though she was some­thing that in­con­ve­nienced him.

			A sigh went through the crowd, and crept round the har­bor like a wan­der­ing shud­der. “He strikes his own moth­er—he must be mad!” they re­peat­ed, shud­der­ing.

			But the old wom­an was on her legs again. “Do you strike your own moth­er, Pe­ter?” she cried, with sheer amaze­ment in her voice, and reached up af­ter his ear; she could not reach so far; but the “Great Pow­er” bent down as though some­thing heavy pressed up­on him, and al­lowed her to seize his ear. Then she drew him away, over stock and stone, in a slant­ing path to the slip­way, where the peo­ple stood like a wall. And he went, bowed, across the floor of the basin, like a great beast in the lit­tle wom­an’s hands.

			Up on the quay the po­lice stood ready to fall up­on the “Great Pow­er” with ropes; but the old wom­an was like pep­per and salt when she saw their in­ten­tion. “Get out of the way, or I’ll let him loose on you!” she hissed. “Don’t you see he has lost his in­tel­lect? Would you at­tack a man whom God has smit­ten?”

			“Yes, he is mad!” said the peo­ple, in a con­cil­ia­to­ry tone; “let his moth­er pun­ish him—she is the near­est to him!”

		
	
		
			XXI

			Now Pelle and the youngest ap­pren­tice had to see to ev­ery­thing, for in No­vem­ber Jens had fin­ished his term and had left at once. He had not the courage to go to Copen­hagen to seek his for­tune. So he rent­ed a room in the poor quar­ter of the town and set­tled there with his young wom­an. They could not get mar­ried; he was on­ly nine­teen years of age. When Pelle had busi­ness in the north­ern por­tion of the town he used to look in on them. The ta­ble stood be­tween the bed and the win­dow, and there sat Jens, work­ing on re­pairs for the poor folk of the neigh­bor­hood. When he had man­aged to get a job the girl would stand bend­ing over him, wait­ing in­tent­ly un­til he had fin­ished, so that she could get some­thing to eat. Then she would come back and cook some­thing right away at the stove, and Jens would sit there and watch her with burn­ing eyes un­til he had more work in hand. He had grown thin, and sport­ed a sparse point­ed beard; a lack of nour­ish­ment was writ­ten in both their faces. But they loved one an­oth­er, and they helped one an­oth­er in ev­ery­thing, as awk­ward­ly as two chil­dren who are play­ing at “fa­ther and moth­er.” They had cho­sen the most dis­mal lo­cal­i­ty; the lane fell steeply to the sea, and was full of refuse; mangy cats and dogs ran about, drag­ging fish-of­fal up the steps of the hous­es and leav­ing it ly­ing there. Dirty chil­dren were grub­bing about be­fore ev­ery door.

			One Sun­day morn­ing, when Pelle had run out there to see them, he heard a shriek from one of the cot­tages, and the sound of chairs over­turned. Star­tled, he stood still. “That’s on­ly one-eyed Jo­hann beat­ing his wife,” said an eight-year-old girl; “he does that al­most ev­ery day.”

			Be­fore the door, on a chair, sat an old man, star­ing im­per­turbably at a lit­tle boy who con­tin­u­al­ly cir­cled round him.

			Sud­den­ly the child ran in­ward, laid his hands on the old man’s knee, and said de­light­ed­ly: “Fa­ther runs round the ta­ble—moth­er runs round the ta­ble—fa­ther beats moth­er—moth­er runs round the ta­ble and—cries.” He im­i­tat­ed the cry­ing, laughed all over his lit­tle id­iot’s face, and drib­bled. “Yes, yes,” was all the old man said. The child had no eye­brows, and the fore­head was hol­low over the eyes. Glee­ful­ly he ran round and round, stamp­ing and im­i­tat­ing the up­roar with­in. “Yes, yes,” said the old man im­per­turbably, “yes, yes!”

			At the win­dow of one of the cot­tages sat a wom­an, gaz­ing out thought­ful­ly, her fore­head lean­ing against the sash-bar. Pelle rec­og­nized her; he greet­ed her cheer­ful­ly. She mo­tioned him to the door. Her bo­som was still plump, but there was a shad­ow over her face. “Hans!” she cried un­cer­tain­ly, “here is Pelle, whose do­ing it was that we found one an­oth­er!”

			The young work­man replied from with­in the room: “Then he can clear out, and I don’t care if he looks sharp about it!” He spoke threat­en­ing­ly.

			In spite of the mild win­ter, Mas­ter An­dres was al­most al­ways in bed now. Pelle had to re­ceive all in­struc­tions, and re­place the mas­ter as well as he could. There was no mak­ing of new boots now—on­ly re­pairs. Ev­ery mo­ment the mas­ter would knock on the wall, in or­der to gos­sip a lit­tle.

			“To­mor­row I shall get up,” he would say, and his eyes would shine; “yes, that I shall, Pelle! Give me sun­light to­mor­row, you dev­il’s imp! This is the turn­ing-point—now na­ture is turn­ing round in me. When that’s fin­ished I shall be quite well! I can feel how it’s rag­ing in my blood—it’s war to the knife now—but the good sap is con­quer­ing! You should see me when the busi­ness is well for­ward—this is noth­ing to what it will be! And you won’t for­get to bor­row the list of the lot­tery-draw­ings?”

			He would not ad­mit it to him­self, but he was sink­ing. He no longer cursed the cler­gy, and one day Jeppe silent­ly went for the pas­tor. When he had gone, Mas­ter Jeppe knocked on the wall.

			“It’s re­al­ly dev­il­ish queer,” he said, “for sup­pose there should be any­thing in it? And then the pas­tor is so old, he ought rather to be think­ing of him­self.” The mas­ter lay there and looked thought­ful; he was star­ing up at the ceil­ing. He would lie all day like that; he did not care about read­ing now. “Jens was re­al­ly a good boy,” he would say sud­den­ly. “I could nev­er en­dure him, but he re­al­ly had a good dis­po­si­tion. And do you be­lieve that I shall ev­er be a man again?”

			“Yes, when once the warm weath­er comes,” said Pelle.

			From time to time the crazy Anker would come to ask af­ter Mas­ter An­dres. Then the mas­ter would knock on the wall. “Let him come in, then,” he said to Pelle. “I find my­self so ter­ri­bly weari­some.” Anker had quite giv­en up the mar­riage with the king’s el­dest daugh­ter, and had now tak­en mat­ters in­to his own hands. He was now work­ing at a clock which would be the “new time” it­self, and which would go in time with the hap­pi­ness of the peo­ple. He brought the wheels and spring and the whole works with him, and ex­plained them, while his gray eyes, fixed out-of-doors, wan­dered from one ob­ject to an­oth­er. They were nev­er on the thing he was ex­hibit­ing. He, like all the oth­ers, had a blind con­fi­dence in the young mas­ter, and ex­plained his in­ven­tion in de­tail. The clock would be so de­vised that it would show the time on­ly when ev­ery­one in the land had what he want­ed. “Then one can al­ways see and know if any­body is suf­fer­ing need—there’ll be no ex­cuse then! For the time goes and goes, and they get noth­ing to eat; and one day their hour comes, and they go hun­gry in­to the grave.” In his tem­ples that ev­er­last­ing thing was beat­ing which seemed to Pelle like the knock­ing of a rest­less soul im­pris­oned there; and his eyes skipped from one ob­ject to an­oth­er with their vague, in­de­scrib­able ex­pres­sion.

			The mas­ter al­lowed him­self to be quite car­ried away by Anker’s talk as long as it last­ed; but as soon as the watch­mak­er was on the oth­er side of the door he shook it all off. “It’s on­ly the twad­dle of a mad­man,” he said, as­ton­ished at him­self.

			Then Anker re­peat­ed his vis­it, and had some­thing else to show. It was a cuck­oo; ev­ery ten-thou­sandth year it would ap­pear to the hour and cry “Cuck­oo!” The time would not be shown any longer—on­ly the long, long course of time—which nev­er comes to an end—eter­ni­ty. The mas­ter looked at Anker be­wil­dered. “Send him away, Pelle!” he whis­pered, wip­ing the sweat from his fore­head: “he makes me quite gid­dy; he’ll turn me crazy with his non­sense!”

			Pelle ought re­al­ly to have spent Christ­mas at home, but the mas­ter would not let him leave him. “Who will chat with me all that time and look af­ter ev­ery­thing?” he said. And Pelle him­self was not so set on go­ing; it was no par­tic­u­lar plea­sure nowa­days to go home. Kar­na was ill, and Fa­ther Lasse had enough to do to keep her in good spir­its. He him­self was valiant enough, but it did not es­cape Pelle that as time went on he was sink­ing deep­er in­to dif­fi­cul­ties. He had not paid the lat­est in­stal­ment due, and he had not done well with the win­ter stone-break­ing, which from year to year had helped him over the worst. He had not suf­fi­cient strength for all that fell to his lot. But he was plucky. “What does it mat­ter if I’m a few hun­dred kro­ner in ar­rears when I have im­proved the prop­er­ty to the tune of sev­er­al thou­sand?” he would say.

			Pelle was obliged to ad­mit the truth of that. “Raise a loan,” he ad­vised.

			Lasse did try to do so. Ev­ery time he was in the town he went to the lawyers and the sav­ings-banks. But he could not raise a loan on the land, as on pa­per it be­longed to the com­mune, un­til, in a giv­en num­ber of years, the whole of the sum to which Lasse had pledged him­self should be paid up. On Shrove Tues­day he was again in town, and then he had lost his cheer­ful hu­mor. “Now we know it, we had bet­ter give up at once,” he said de­spon­dent­ly, “for now Ole Jensen is haunt­ing the place—you know, he had the farm be­fore me and hanged him­self be­cause he couldn’t ful­fill his en­gage­ments. Kar­na saw him last night.”

			“Non­sense!” said Pelle. “Don’t be­lieve such a thing!” But he could not help be­liev­ing in it just a lit­tle him­self.

			“You think so? But you see your­self that things are al­ways get­ting more dif­fi­cult for us—and just now, too, when we have im­proved the whole prop­er­ty so far, and ought to be en­joy­ing the fruit of our la­bor. And Kar­na can’t get well again,” he added de­spon­dent­ly.

			“Well, who knows?—per­haps it’s on­ly su­per­sti­tion!” he cried at last. He had courage for an­oth­er at­tempt.

			Mas­ter An­dres was keep­ing his bed. But he was jol­ly enough there; the more quick­ly he sank, the more bold­ly he talked. It was quite won­der­ful to lis­ten to his big words, and to see him ly­ing there so wast­ed, ready to take his de­par­ture when the time should come.

			At the end of Feb­ru­ary the win­ter was so mild that peo­ple were al­ready be­gin­ning to look for the first her­alds of spring; but then in one night came the win­ter from the north, blus­ter­ing south­ward on a mighty ice-floe. Seen from the shore it looked as though all the ves­sels in the world had hoist­ed new white sails, and were on the way to Born­holm, to pay the is­land a vis­it, be­fore they once again set out, af­ter the win­ter’s rest, on their dis­tant voy­ages. But re­joic­ings over the break­ing-up of the ice were brief; in four-and-twen­ty hours the is­land was hemmed in on ev­ery side by the ice-pack, so that there was not a speck of open wa­ter to be seen.

			And then the snow be­gan. “We re­al­ly thought it was time to be­gin work on the land,” said the peo­ple; but they could put up with the cold—there was still time enough. They pro­ceed­ed to snow­ball one an­oth­er, and set their sledges in or­der; all through the win­ter there had been no to­bog­gan-slide. Soon the snow was up to one’s an­kles, and the slide was made. Now it might as well stop snow­ing. It might lie a week or two, so that peo­ple might en­joy a few prop­er sleigh­ing-par­ties. But the snow con­tin­ued to flut­ter down, un­til it reached to the knee, and then to the waist; and by the time peo­ple were go­ing to bed it was no longer pos­si­ble to strug­gle through it. And those who did not need to rise be­fore day­light were very near not get­ting out of bed at all, for in the night a snow­storm set in, and by the morn­ing the snow reached to the roofs and cov­ered all the win­dows. One could hear the storm rag­ing about the chim­neys, but down be­low it was warm enough. The ap­pren­tices had to go through the liv­ing-room to reach the work­shop. The snow was deep there and had closed all out­lets.

			“What the dev­il is it?” said Mas­ter An­dres, look­ing at Pelle in alarm. “Is the world com­ing to an end?”

			Was the world com­ing to an end? Well, it might have come to an end al­ready; they could not hear the small­est sound from with­out, to tell them whether their fel­low-men were liv­ing still, or were al­ready dead. They had to burn lamps all day long; but the coal was out in the snow, so they must con­trive to get to the shed. They all pushed against the up­per half-door of the kitchen, and suc­ceed­ed in forc­ing it so far open that Pelle could just creep through. But once out there it was im­pos­si­ble to move. He dis­ap­peared in the mass of snow. They must dig a path to the well and the coal-shed; as for food, they would have to man­age as best they could. At noon the sun came out, and so far the snow melt­ed on the south side of the house that the up­per edge of the win­dow ad­mit­ted a lit­tle day­light. A faint milky shim­mer shone through the snow. But there was no sign of life out­side.

			“I be­lieve we shall starve, like the peo­ple who go to the North Pole,” said the mas­ter, his eyes and mouth quite round with ex­cite­ment. His eyes were blaz­ing like lamps; he was deep in the world’s fairy­tale.

			Dur­ing the evening they dug and bored half­way to Bak­er Jör­gen’s. They must at least se­cure their con­nec­tion with the bak­er. Jeppe went in with a light. “Look out that it doesn’t fall on you,” he said warn­ing­ly. The light glis­tened in the snow, and the boys pro­ceed­ed to amuse them­selves. The young mas­ter lay in bed, and called out at ev­ery sound that came to him from out­side—so loud­ly that his cough was ter­ri­ble. He could not con­tain him­self for cu­rios­i­ty. “I’ll go and see the rob­bers’ path, too, by God!” he said, over and over again. Jeppe scold­ed him, but he took no no­tice. He had his way, got in­to his trousers and fur jack­et, and had a coun­ter­pane thrown about him. But he could not stand up, and with a de­spair­ing cry he fell back on the bed.

			Pelle watched him un­til his heart burned with­in him. He took the mas­ter on his arm, and sup­port­ed him care­ful­ly un­til they en­tered the tun­nel. “You are strong; good Lord, you are strong!” The mas­ter held Pelle con­vul­sive­ly, one arm about his neck, while he waved the oth­er in the air, as de­fi­ant­ly as the strong man in the cir­cus. “Hip, hip!” He was in­fect­ed by Pelle’s strength. Cau­tious­ly he turned round in the glit­ter­ing vault; his eyes shone like crys­tals of ice. But the fever was rag­ing in his ema­ci­at­ed body. Pelle felt it like a de­vour­ing fire through all his clothes.

			Next day the tun­nel was driv­en far­ther—as far as Bak­er Jör­gen’s steps, and their con­nec­tion with the out­er world was se­cure. At Jör­gen’s great things had hap­pened in the course of the last four-and-twen­ty hours. Marie had been so ex­cit­ed by the idea that the end of the world was per­haps at hand that she had hasti­ly brought the lit­tle Jör­gen in­to it. Old Jör­gen was in the sev­enth heav­en; he had to come over at once and tell them about it. “He’s a reg­u­lar dev­il, and he’s the very im­age of me!”

			“That I can well be­lieve!” cried Mas­ter An­dres, and laughed. “And is Un­cle pleased?”

			But Jeppe took the an­nounce­ment very cool­ly; the con­di­tion of his broth­er’s house­hold did not please him. “Is Sören de­light­ed with the young­ster?” he asked cau­tious­ly.

			“Sören?” The bak­er gave vent to a shout of laugh­ter. “He can think of noth­ing but the last judg­ment—he’s pray­ing to the dear God!”

			Lat­er in the day the noise of shov­els was heard. The work­men were out­side; they cleared one of the pave­ments so that one could just get by; but the sur­face of the street was still on a lev­el with the roofs.

			Now one could get down to the har­bor once more; it felt al­most as though one were breath­ing again af­ter a chok­ing-fit. As far as the eyes could reach the ice ex­tend­ed, packed in high ridges and long ram­parts where the waves had bat­tled. A storm was brew­ing. “God be thanked!” said the old sea­men, “now the ice will go!” But it did not move. And then they un­der­stood that the whole sea was frozen; there could not be one open spot as big as a soup-plate on which the storm could be­gin its work. But it was a won­der­ful sight, to see the sea ly­ing dead and mo­tion­less as a rocky desert in the midst of this dev­as­tat­ing storm.

			And one day the first farmer came to town, with news of the coun­try. The farms in­land were snowed up; men had to dig path­ways in­to the open fields, and lead the hors­es in one by one; but of ac­ci­dents he knew noth­ing.

			All ac­tiv­i­ties came to a stand­still. No one could do any work, and ev­ery­thing had to be used spar­ing­ly—es­pe­cial­ly coals and oil, both of which threat­ened to give out. The mer­chants had is­sued warn­ings as ear­ly as the be­gin­ning of the sec­ond week. Then the peo­ple be­gan to take to all sorts of aim­less do­ings; they built won­der­ful things with the snow, or wan­dered over the ice from town to town. And one day a dozen men made ready to go with the ice­boat to Swe­den, to fetch the post; peo­ple could no longer do with­out news from the out­side world. On Chris­tian­sö they had hoist­ed the flag of dis­tress; pro­vi­sions were col­lect­ed in small quan­ti­ties, here, there, and ev­ery­where, and prepa­ra­tions were made for send­ing an ex­pe­di­tion thith­er.

			And then came the famine; it grew out of the frozen earth, and be­came the on­ly sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion. But on­ly those who were well pro­vid­ed for spoke of it; those who suf­fered from want were silent. Peo­ple ap­pealed to or­ga­nized char­i­ty; there was Bjer­re­grav’s five thou­sand kro­ner in the bank. But no, they were not there. Shipown­er Mon­sen de­clared that Bjer­re­grav had re­called the mon­ey dur­ing his life­time. There was no state­ment in his will to the con­trary. The peo­ple knew noth­ing pos­i­tive­ly; but the mat­ter gave plen­ty of oc­ca­sion for dis­cus­sion. How­ev­er things might be, Mon­sen was the great man, now as al­ways—and he gave a thou­sand kro­ner out of his own pock­et for the help of the needy.

			Many eyes gazed out over the sea, but the men with the ice­boat did not come back; the mys­te­ri­ous “over yon­der” had swal­lowed them. It was as though the world had sunk in­to the sea; as if, be­hind the rugged ice-field which reached to the hori­zon, there now lay noth­ing but the abyss.

			The “Saints” were the on­ly peo­ple who were busy; they held over­crowd­ed meet­ings, and spoke about the end of the world. All else lay as though dead. Un­der these con­di­tions, who would wor­ry him­self about the fu­ture? In the work­shop they sat in caps and over­coats and froze; the lit­tle coal that still re­mained had to be saved for the mas­ter. Pelle was in his room ev­ery mo­ment. The mas­ter did not speak much now; he lay there and tossed to and fro, his eyes gaz­ing up at the ceil­ing; but as soon as Pelle had left him he knocked for him again. “How are things go­ing now?” he would ask weari­ly. “Run down to the har­bor and see whether the ice isn’t near break­ing—it is so very cold; at this rate the whole earth will be­come a lump of ice. This evening they will cer­tain­ly hold an­oth­er meet­ing about the last judg­ment. Run and hear what they think about it.”

			Pelle went, and re­turned with the de­sired in­for­ma­tion, but when he had done so the mas­ter had usu­al­ly for­got­ten all about the mat­ter. From time to time Pelle would an­nounce that there seemed to be a bluish shim­mer on the sea, far be­yond the ice. Then the mas­ter’s eyes would light up. But he was al­ways cast down again by the next an­nounce­ment. “The sea will eat up the ice yet—you’ll see,” said Mas­ter An­dres, as though from a great dis­tance. “But per­haps it can­not di­gest so much. Then the cold will get the up­per hand, and we shall all be done for!”

			But one morn­ing the ice-field drove out sea­ward, and a hun­dred men got ready to clear the chan­nel of ice by means of dy­na­mite. Three weeks had gone by since any post had been re­ceived from the out­er world, and the steam­er went out in or­der to fetch news from Swe­den. It was caught by the ice out in the off­ing, and driv­en to­ward the south; from the har­bor they could see it for days, drift­ing about in the ice-pack, now to the north and now to the south.

			At last the heavy bonds were bro­ken. But it was dif­fi­cult alike for the earth and for mankind to re­sume the nor­mal ac­tiv­i­ties of life. Ev­ery­body’s health had suf­fered. The young mas­ter could not stand the change from the bit­ter frost to the thaw; when his cough did not tor­ment him he lay quite still. “Oh, I suf­fer so dread­ful­ly, Pelle!” he com­plained, whis­per­ing. “I have no pain—but I suf­fer, Pelle.”

			But then one morn­ing he was in a good hu­mor. “Now I am past the turn­ing-point,” he said, in a weak but cheer­ful voice; “now you’ll just see how quick­ly I shall get well. What day is it re­al­ly to­day? Thurs­day? Death and the dev­il! then I must re­new my lot­tery tick­et! I am so light I was fly­ing through the air all night long, and if I on­ly shut my eyes I am fly­ing again. That is the force in the new blood—by sum­mer I shall be quite well. Then I shall go out and see the world! But one nev­er—deuce take it!—gets to see the best—the stars and space and all that! So man must learn to fly. But I was there last night.”

			Then the cough over­pow­ered him again. Pelle had to lift him up; at ev­ery spasm there was a wet, slap­ping sound in his chest. He put one hand on Pelle’s shoul­der and leaned his fore­head against the boy’s body. Sud­den­ly the cough ceased; and the white, bony hand con­vul­sive­ly clutched Pelle’s shoul­der. “Pelle, Pelle!” moaned the mas­ter, and he gazed at him, a hor­ri­ble anx­i­ety in his dy­ing eyes.

			“What does he see now?” thought Pelle, shud­der­ing; and he laid him back on his pil­low.

		
	
		
			XXII

			Of­ten enough did Pelle re­gret that he had wast­ed five years as ap­pren­tice. Dur­ing his ap­pren­tice­ship he had seen a hun­dred, nay, two hun­dred youths pass in­to the ranks of the jour­ney­men; and then they were forth­with turned in­to the streets, while new ap­pren­tices from the coun­try filled up the ranks again. There they were, and they had to stand on their own legs. In most cas­es they had learned noth­ing prop­er­ly; they had on­ly sat earn­ing their mas­ter’s dai­ly bread, and now they sud­den­ly had to vin­di­cate their call­ing. Emil had gone to the dogs; Pe­ter was a post­man and earned a kro­ne a day, and had to go five miles to do that. When he got home he had to sit over the knee-strap and waxed-end, and earn the rest of his liveli­hood at night. Many for­sook their call­ing al­to­geth­er. They had spent the best years of their youth in use­less la­bor.

			Jens had done no bet­ter than the ma­jor­i­ty. He sat all day over re­pairs, and had be­come a small em­ploy­er, but they were pos­i­tive­ly starv­ing. The girl had re­cent­ly had a mis­car­riage, and they had noth­ing to eat. When Pelle went to see them they were usu­al­ly sit­ting still and star­ing at one an­oth­er with red eyes; and over their heads hung the threat of the po­lice, for they were not yet mar­ried. “If I on­ly un­der­stood farm work!” said Jens. “Then I’d go in­to the coun­try and serve with a farmer.”

			De­spite all his reck­less­ness, Pelle could not help see­ing his own fate in theirs; on­ly his at­tach­ment to Mas­ter An­dres had hin­dered him from tak­ing to his heels and be­gin­ning some­thing else.

			Now ev­ery­thing sud­den­ly came to an end; old Jeppe sold the busi­ness, with ap­pren­tices and all. Pelle did not wish to be sold. Now was his op­por­tu­ni­ty; now, by a sud­den re­solve, he might bring this whole chap­ter to an end.

			“You don’t go!” said Jeppe threat­en­ing­ly; “you have still a year of your ap­pren­tice­ship be­fore you! I shall give in­for­ma­tion to the po­lice about you—and you’ve learned what that means.” But Pelle went. Af­ter­ward they could run to the po­lice as of­ten as they liked.

			With a light and cheer­ful mind he rent­ed an at­tic on the hill above the har­bor, and re­moved his pos­ses­sions thith­er. He felt as though he was stretch­ing him­self af­ter his years of slav­ery; he no longer had any­one over him, and he had no re­spon­si­bil­i­ties, and no bur­dens. Year by year he had fought against a con­tin­u­al de­scent. It had by no means for­ti­fied his youth­ful courage vain­ly to pit his en­er­gies, day af­ter day, against the de­cline of the work­shop; he was on­ly able to hold back the tide a lit­tle, and as for the rest, he must per­force sink with the busi­ness.

			A good share of res­ig­na­tion and a lit­tle too much pa­tience with re­gard to his eigh­teen years—this was for the mo­ment his net prof­it from the process of go­ing down­hill.

			Now it all lay at the foot of the hill, and he could stand aside and draw him­self up a lit­tle. His con­science was clear, and he felt a some­what mit­i­gat­ed de­light in his free­dom; that was all he had won. He had no mon­ey for trav­el­ing, and his clothes were in a sad case; but that did not trou­ble him at first. He breathed deeply, and con­sid­ered the times. The death of the mas­ter had left a great void with­in him; he missed that in­tel­li­gent glance, which had giv­en him the feel­ing that he was serv­ing an idea; and the world was a ter­ri­bly des­o­late and God­for­sak­en place now that this glance no longer rest­ed on him, half lu­cid and half un­fath­omable, and now that the voice was silent which had al­ways gone to his heart—when it was an­gry just as much as when it was in­fin­ite­ly mild or frol­ic­some. And where he was used to hear that voice his ear en­coun­tered on­ly soli­tude.

			He did noth­ing to arouse him­self; he was for the present idle. This or that em­ploy­er was af­ter him, tru­ly, for they all knew that he was a quick and re­li­able work­er, and would will­ing­ly have tak­en him as ap­pren­tice, for a kro­ne a week and his food. But Pelle would have none of them; he felt that his fu­ture did not lie in that di­rec­tion. Be­yond that he knew noth­ing, but on­ly wait­ed, with a cu­ri­ous ap­a­thy, for some­thing to hap­pen—some­thing, any­thing. He had been hur­ried out of his set­tled way of life, yet he had no de­sire to set to work. From his win­dow he could look out over the har­bor, where the ex­ten­sive al­ter­ations that had been in­ter­rupt­ed by the win­ter were again in full swing. And the mur­mur of the work rose up to him; they were hew­ing, bor­ing and blast­ing; the tip-wag­ons wan­dered in long rows up the slip­way, threw their con­tents out on the shore, and re­turned. His limbs longed for stren­u­ous work with pick and shov­el, but his thoughts took an­oth­er di­rec­tion.

			If he walked along the street the in­dus­tri­ous towns­folk would turn to look af­ter him, ex­chang­ing re­marks which were loud enough to reach his ear. “There goes Mas­ter Jeppe’s ap­pren­tice, loaf­ing along,” they would tell one an­oth­er; “young and strong he is, but he doesn’t like work. He’ll turn in­to a loafer if you give him time—that you can see. Yes, wasn’t it he who got a beat­ing at the town hall, for his bru­tal be­hav­ior? What else can you ex­pect of him?”

			So then Pelle kept the house. Now and again he got a lit­tle work from com­rades, and poor peo­ple of his ac­quain­tance; he did his best with­out prop­er im­ple­ments, or if he could not man­age oth­er­wise he would go to Jens. Jens had lasts and an anvil. At oth­er times he sat at the win­dow, freez­ing, and gazed out over the har­bor and the sea. He saw the ships be­ing rigged and fit­ted, and with ev­ery ship that went glid­ing out of the har­bor, to dis­ap­pear be­low the hori­zon, it seemed to him that a last pos­si­bil­i­ty had es­caped him; but al­though he had such a feel­ing it did not stir him. He shrank from Morten, and did not mix with oth­er peo­ple. He was ashamed to be so idle when ev­ery­one else was work­ing.

			As for food, he man­aged fair­ly well; he lived on milk and bread, and need­ed on­ly a few öre a day. He was able to avoid ex­treme hunger. As for fir­ing, it was not to be thought of. Sit­ting idly in his room, he en­joyed his re­pose, apart from a cer­tain feel­ing of shame; oth­er­wise he was sunk in ap­a­thy.

			On sun­ny morn­ings he got up ear­ly and slipped out of the town. All day long he would stroll in the great pine-woods or lie on the dunes by the shore, with the mur­mur of the sea sound­ing through his half-slum­ber. He ate like a dog what­ev­er he could get that was eat­able, with­out par­tic­u­lar­ly think­ing of what it con­sist­ed. The glit­ter of the sun on the wa­ter, and the poignant scent of the pine-trees, and the first ris­ing of the slug­gish sap which came with spring, made him dizzy, and filled his brain with half-wild imag­i­na­tions. The wild an­i­mals were not afraid of him, but on­ly stood for a mo­ment in­hal­ing his scent; then they would re­sume their dai­ly life be­fore his eyes. They had no pow­er to dis­turb his half-slum­ber; but if hu­man be­ings ap­proached, he would hide him­self, with a feel­ing of hos­til­i­ty, al­most of ha­tred. He ex­pe­ri­enced a kind of well-be­ing out in the coun­try. The thought of­ten oc­curred to him that he would give up his dwelling in the town, and creep at night un­der the near­est tree.

			On­ly when the dark­ness hid him did he re­turn to his room. He would throw him­self, ful­ly dressed, on his bed, and lie there un­til he fell asleep. As though from a re­mote dis­tance he could hear his next-door neigh­bor, Ström the div­er, mov­ing about his room with tot­ter­ing steps, and clat­ter­ing with his cook­ing uten­sils close at hand. The smell of food, min­gled with to­bac­co smoke and the odor of bed­ding, which crept through the thin board par­ti­tion, and hov­ered, heavy and suf­fo­cat­ing, above his head, be­came even more over­pow­er­ing. His mouth wa­tered. He shut his eyes and forced him­self to think of oth­er things, in or­der to dead­en his hunger. Then a light, well-known step sound­ed on the stairs and some­one knocked on the door—it was Morten. “Are you there, Pelle?” he asked. But Pelle did not move.

			Pelle could hear Ström at­tack­ing his bread with great bites, and chew­ing it with a smack­ing sound; and sud­den­ly in the in­ter­vals of mas­ti­ca­tion, an­oth­er sound was au­di­ble; a cu­ri­ous bel­low­ing, which was in­ter­rupt­ed ev­ery time the man took a bite; it sound­ed like a child eat­ing and cry­ing si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly. That an­oth­er per­son should cry melt­ed some­thing in Pelle, and filled him with a fee­ble sense of some­thing liv­ing; he raised him­self on his el­bows and lis­tened to Ström strug­gling with ter­ror, while cold shud­ders chased one an­oth­er down his back.

			Peo­ple said that Ström lived here be­cause in his youth he had done some­thing at home. Pelle for­got his own need and lis­tened, rigid with ter­ror, to this con­flict with the pow­ers of evil. Pa­tient­ly, through his clenched teeth, in a voice bro­ken by weep­ing, Ström at­tacked the throng of tiny dev­ils with words from the Bible. “I’ll do some­thing to you at last that’ll make you tuck your tails be­tween your legs!” he cried, when he had read a lit­tle. There was a pe­cu­liar heav­i­ness about his speech, which seemed charged with a crav­ing for peace. “Ah!” he cried present­ly, “you want some more, you damned ras­cals, do you? Then what have you got to say to this—‘I, the Lord thy God, the God of Abra­ham, the God of Isaac, the God of Ja­cob’ ”—Ström hurled the words at them, anger crept in­to his voice, and sud­den­ly he lost pa­tience. He took the Bible and flung it on the floor. “Sa­tan take you, then!” he shout­ed, lay­ing about him with the fur­ni­ture.

			Pelle lay bathed in sweat, lis­ten­ing to this de­mo­ni­ac strug­gle; and it was with a feel­ing of re­lief that he heard Ström open the win­dow and drive the dev­ils out over the roofs. The div­er fought the last part of the bat­tle with a cer­tain hu­mor. He ad­dressed the cor­ner of the room in a wheedling, flat­ter­ing tone. “Come, you sweet, pret­ty lit­tle dev­il! What a white skin you have—Ström would so like to stroke you a lit­tle! No, you didn’t ex­pect that! Are we get­ting too clever for you? What? You’d still bite, would you, you dev­il’s brat? There, don’t scowl like that!”—Ström shut the win­dow with an in­ward chuck­le.

			For a while he strolled about amus­ing him­self. “Ström is still man enough to clear up Hell it­self!” he said, de­light­ed.

			Pelle heard him go to bed, and he him­self fell asleep. But in the night he awoke; Ström was beat­ing time with his head against the board par­ti­tion, while he lay tear­ful­ly singing “By the wa­ters of Baby­lon!” But half­way through the psalm the div­er stopped and stood up. Pelle heard him grop­ing to and fro across the floor and out on the land­ing. Seized with alarm, he sprang out of bed and struck a light. Out­side stood Ström, in the act of throw­ing a noose over the rafters. “What do you want here?” he said fierce­ly. “Can I nev­er get any peace from you?”

			“Why do you want to lay hands on your­self?” asked Pelle qui­et­ly.

			“There’s a wom­an and a lit­tle child sit­ting there, and she’s for­ev­er and for­ev­er cry­ing in my ear. I can’t stand it any longer!” an­swered Ström, knot­ting his rope.

			“Think of the lit­tle child, then!” said Pelle firm­ly, and he tore down the rope. Ström sub­mit­ted to be led back in­to his room, and he crawled in­to bed. But Pelle must stay with him; he dared not put out the light and lie alone in the dark­ness.

			“Is it the dev­ils?” asked Pelle.

			“What dev­ils?” Ström knew noth­ing of any dev­ils. “No, it’s re­morse,” he replied. “The child and its moth­er are con­tin­u­al­ly com­plain­ing of my faith­less­ness.”

			But next mo­ment he would spring out of bed and stand there whistling as though he was coax­ing a dog. With a sud­den grip he seized some­thing by the throat, opened the win­dow, and threw it out. “So, that was it!” he said, re­lieved; “now there’s none of the dev­il’s brood left!” He reached af­ter the bot­tle of brandy.

			“Leave it alone!” said Pelle, and he took the bot­tle away from him. His will in­creased in strength at the sight of the oth­er’s mis­ery.

			Ström crept in­to bed again. He lay there toss­ing to and fro, and his teeth chat­tered. “If I could on­ly have a mouth­ful!” he said plead­ing­ly; “what harm can that do me? It’s the on­ly thing that helps me! Why should a man al­ways tor­ment him­self and play the re­spectable when he can buy peace for his soul so cheap­ly? Give me a mouth­ful!” Pelle passed him the bot­tle. “You should take one your­self—it sets a man up! Do you think I can’t see that you’ve suf­fered ship­wreck, too? The poor man goes aground so eas­i­ly, he has so lit­tle wa­ter un­der the keel. And who d’you think will help him to get off again if he’s be­trayed his own best friend? Take a swal­low, then—it wakes the dev­il in us and gives us courage to live.”

			No, Pelle want­ed to go to bed.

			“Why do you want to go now? Stay here, it is so com­fort­able. If you could, tell me about some­thing, some­thing that’ll drive that damned noise out of my ears for a bit! There’s a young wom­an and a lit­tle child, and they’re al­ways cry­ing in my ears.”

			Pelle stayed, and tried to dis­tract the div­er. He looked in­to his own emp­ty soul, and he could find noth­ing there; so he told the man of Fa­ther Lasse and of their life at Stone Farm, with ev­ery­thing mixed up just as it oc­curred to him. But his mem­o­ries rose up with­in him as he spoke of them, and they gazed at him so mourn­ful­ly that they awak­ened his crip­pled soul to life. Sud­den­ly he felt ut­ter­ly wretch­ed about him­self, and he broke down help­less­ly.

			“Now, now!” said Ström, rais­ing his head. “Is it your turn now? Have you, too, some­thing wicked to re­pent of, or what is it?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You don’t know? That’s al­most like the wom­en—cry­ing is one of their plea­sures. But Ström doesn’t hang his head; he would like to be at peace with him­self, if it weren’t for a pair of child’s eyes that look at him so re­proach­ful­ly, day in and day out, and the cry­ing of a girl! They’re both at home there in Swe­den, wring­ing their hands for their dai­ly bread. And the one that should pro­vide for them is away from them here and throws away his earn­ings in the beer-hous­es. But per­haps they’re dead now be­cause I’ve for­sak­en them. Look you, that is a re­al grief; there’s no child’s talk about that! But you must take a drink for it.”

			But Pelle did not hear; he sat there gaz­ing blind­ly in front of him. All at once the chair be­gan to sail through air with him; he was al­most faint­ing with hunger. “Give me just one drink—I’ve had not a mouth­ful of food to­day!” He smiled a shame­faced smile at the con­fes­sion.

			With one leap, Ström was out of bed. “No, then you shall have some­thing to eat,” he said ea­ger­ly, and he fetched some food. “Did one ev­er see the like—such a des­per­ate dev­il! To take brandy on an emp­ty stom­ach! Eat now, and then you can drink your­self full else­where! Ström has enough on his con­science with­out that. … He can drink his brandy him­self! Well, well, then, so you cried from hunger! It sound­ed like a child cry­ing to me!”

			Pelle of­ten ex­pe­ri­enced such nights. They en­larged his world in the di­rec­tion of the dark­ness. When he came home late and groped his way across the land­ing he al­ways ex­pe­ri­enced a se­cret ter­ror lest he should rub against Ström’s life­less body; and he on­ly breathed freely when he heard him snor­ing or ramp­ing round his room. He liked to look in on him be­fore he went to bed.

			Ström was al­ways de­light­ed to see him, and gave him food; but brandy he would not give him. “It’s not for fel­lows as young as you! You’ll get the taste for it ear­ly enough, per­haps.”

			“You drink, your­self,” said Pelle ob­sti­nate­ly.

			“Yes, I drink to dead­en re­morse. But that’s not nec­es­sary in your case.”

			“I’m so emp­ty in­side,” said Pelle. “Re­al­ly brandy might set me up a lit­tle. I feel as if I weren’t hu­man at all, but a dead thing, a ta­ble, for in­stance.”

			“You must do some­thing—any­thing—or you’ll be­come a good-for-noth­ing. I’ve seen so many of our sort go to the dogs; we haven’t enough pow­er of re­sis­tance!”

			“It’s all the same to me what be­comes of me!” replied Pelle drowsi­ly. “I’m sick of the whole thing!”

		
	
		
			XXIII

			It was Sun­day, and Pelle felt a long­ing for some­thing un­ac­cus­tomed. At first he went out to see Jens, but the young cou­ple had had a dis­pute and had come to blows. The girl had let the fry­ing-pan con­tain­ing the din­ner fall in­to the fire, and Jens had giv­en her a box on the ears. She was still white and poor­ly af­ter her mis­car­riage. Now they were sit­ting each in a cor­ner, sulk­ing like chil­dren. They were both pen­i­tent, but nei­ther would say the first word. Pelle suc­ceed­ed in rec­on­cil­ing them, and they want­ed him to stay for din­ner. “We’ve still got pota­toes and salt, and I can bor­row a drop of brandy from a neigh­bor!” But Pelle went; he could not watch them hang­ing on one an­oth­er’s necks, half weep­ing, and kiss­ing and bab­bling, and eter­nal­ly ask­ing par­don of one an­oth­er.

			So he went out to Due’s. They had re­moved to an old mer­chant’s house where there was room for Due’s hors­es. They seemed to be get­ting on well. It was said that the old con­sul took an in­ter­est in them and helped them on. Pelle nev­er went in­to the house, but looked up Due in the sta­ble, and if he was not at home Pelle would go away again. An­na did not treat him as though he was wel­come. Due him­self greet­ed him cor­dial­ly. If he had no rounds to make he used to hang about the sta­ble and pot­ter round the hors­es; he did not care about be­ing in the house. Pelle gave him a hand, cut­ting chaff for him, or help­ing in any­thing that came to hand, and then they would go in­to the house to­geth­er. Due was at once an­oth­er man if he had Pelle be­hind him; he was more de­cid­ed in his be­hav­ior. An­na was grad­u­al­ly and in­creas­ing­ly get­ting the up­per hand over him.

			She was just as de­cid­ed as ev­er, and kept the house in good or­der. She no longer had lit­tle Marie with her. She dressed her own two chil­dren well, and sent them to a school for young chil­dren, and she paid for their at­ten­dance. She was de­light­ful to look at, and un­der­stood how to dress her­self, but she would hear noth­ing good of any­one else. Pelle was not smart enough for her; she turned up her nose at his ev­ery­day clothes, and in or­der to make him feel un­com­fort­able she was al­ways talk­ing about Al­fred’s en­gage­ment to Mer­chant Lau’s daugh­ter. This was a fine match for him. “He doesn’t loaf about and sleep his time away, and sniff at oth­er peo­ple’s doors in or­der to get their plate of food,” she said. Pelle on­ly laughed; noth­ing made any par­tic­u­lar im­pres­sion on him nowa­days. The chil­dren ran about, weary­ing them­selves in their fine clothes—they must not play with the poor chil­dren out-of-doors, and must not make them­selves dirty. “Oh, play with us for a bit, Un­cle Pelle!” they would say, hang­ing on to him. “Aren’t you our un­cle too? Moth­er says you aren’t our un­cle. She’s al­ways want­ing us to call the con­sul un­cle, but we just run away. His nose is so hor­ri­bly red.”

			“Does the con­sul come to see you, then?” asked Pelle.

			“Yes, he of­ten comes—he’s here now!”

			Pelle peeped in­to the yard. The pret­ty wag­on had been tak­en out. “Fa­ther’s gone out,” said the chil­dren. Then he slipped home again. He stole a scrap of bread and a drop of brandy from Ström, who was not at home, and threw him­self on his bed. As the dark­ness came on he strolled out and lounged, freez­ing, about the street cor­ners. He had a vague de­sire to do some­thing. Well-dressed peo­ple were prom­e­nad­ing up and down the street, and many of his ac­quain­tances were there, tak­ing their girls for a walk; he avoid­ed hav­ing to greet them, and to lis­ten to whis­pered re­marks and laugh­ter at his ex­pense. Lethar­gic as he was, he still had the acute sense of hear­ing that dat­ed from the time of his dis­grace at the town hall. Peo­ple en­joyed find­ing some­thing to say when he passed them; their laugh­ter still had the ef­fect of mak­ing his knees be­gin to jerk with a ner­vous move­ment, like the quick­ly-sup­pressed com­mence­ment of a flight.

			He slipped in­to a side-street; he had but­toned his thin jack­et tight­ly about him, and turned up his col­lar. In the half-dark­ness of the door­ways stood young men and girls, in fa­mil­iar, whis­pered con­ver­sa­tion. Warmth ra­di­at­ed from the girls, and their bibbed aprons shone in the dark­ness. Pelle crept along in the cold, and knew less than ev­er what to do with him­self; he ranged about to find a sweet­heart for him­self.

			In the mar­ket he met Al­fred, arm-in-arm with Lau’s daugh­ter. He car­ried a smart walk­ing-stick, and wore brown gloves and a tall hat. “The scamp—he still owes me two and a half kro­ner, and I shall nev­er get it out of him!” thought Pelle, and for a mo­ment he felt a re­al de­sire to spring up­on him and to roll all his fin­ery in the mud. Al­fred turned his head the oth­er way. “He on­ly knows me when he wants to do some­thing and has no mon­ey!” said Pelle bit­ter­ly.

			He ran down the street at a jog-trot, in or­der to keep him­self warm, turn­ing his eyes to­ward the win­dows. The book­binder and his wife were sit­ting at home, singing pi­ous songs. The man drank when at home; that one could see plain­ly on the blind. At the wool-mer­chant’s they were hav­ing sup­per.

			Far­ther on, at the Sow’s, there was life, as al­ways. A mist of to­bac­co smoke and a great deal of noise were es­cap­ing through the open win­dow. The Sow kept a house for idle sea­men, and made a great deal of mon­ey. Pelle had of­ten been in­vit­ed to vis­it her, but had al­ways con­sid­ered him­self too good; more­over, he could not bear Rud. But this evening he seized greed­i­ly up­on the mem­o­ry of this in­vi­ta­tion, and went in. Per­haps a mouth­ful of food would come his way.

			At a round ta­ble sat a few tip­sy sea­men, shout­ing at one an­oth­er, and mak­ing a deaf­en­ing row. The Sow sat on a young fel­low’s knee; she lay half over the ta­ble and dab­bled her fin­gers in a pud­dle of spilt beer; from time to time she shout­ed right in the face of those who were mak­ing the most noise. The last few years had not re­duced her cir­cum­fer­ence.

			“Now look at that! Is that you, Pelle?” she said, and she stood up to give him her hand. She was not quite sober, and had some dif­fi­cul­ty in tak­ing his. “That’s nice of you to come, now—I re­al­ly thought we weren’t good enough for you! Now, sit down and have a drop; it won’t cost you any­thing.” She mo­tioned to him to take a seat.

			The sailors were out of hu­mor; they sat star­ing sleep­i­ly at Pelle. Their heavy heads wagged help­less­ly. “That’s sure­ly a new cus­tomer?” asked one, and the oth­ers laughed.

			The Sow laughed too, but all at once be­came se­ri­ous. “Then you can leave him out of your games, for he’s far too good to be dragged in­to any­thing; one knows what you are!” She sank in­to a chair next to Pelle, and sat look­ing at him, while she rubbed her own greasy coun­te­nance. “How tall and fine you’ve grown—but you aren’t well-off for clothes! And you don’t look to be overfed. … Ah, I’ve known you from the time when you and your fa­ther came in­to the coun­try; a lit­tle fel­low you were then, and Lasse brought me my moth­er’s hymn­book!” She was sud­den­ly silent, and her eyes filled with tears.

			One of the sailors whis­pered to the rest, and they be­gan to laugh.

			“Stop laugh­ing, you swine!” she cried an­gri­ly, and she crossed over to them. “You aren’t go­ing to play any of your non­sense with him—he comes like a mem­o­ry of the times when I was re­spectable, too. His fa­ther is the on­ly crea­ture liv­ing who can prove that I was once a pret­ty, in­no­cent lit­tle maid, who got in­to bad com­pa­ny. He’s had me on his lap and sung lul­la­bies to me.” She looked about her de­fi­ant­ly, and her red face quiv­ered.

			“Didn’t you weigh as much then as you do now?” asked one of the men, and em­braced her.

			“Don’t play the fool with the lit­tle thing!” cried an­oth­er. “Don’t you see she’s cry­ing? Take her on your lap and sing her a lul­la­by—then she’ll be­lieve you are Lasse-Basse!”

			Rag­ing, she snatched up a bot­tle. “Will you hold your tongue with your jeer­ing? Or you’ll get this on the head!” Her greasy fea­tures seemed to run to­geth­er in her ex­cite­ment.

			They let her be, and she sat there sob­bing, her hands be­fore her face. “Is your fa­ther still alive?” she asked. “Then give him my re­spects—just say the Sow sends her re­spects—you can safe­ly call me the Sow!—and tell him he’s the on­ly per­son in the world I have to thank for any­thing. He thought well of me, and he brought me the news of moth­er’s death.”

			Pelle sat there lis­ten­ing with con­straint to her tear­ful speech, with an emp­ty smile. He had knives in his bow­els, he was so emp­ty, and the beer was go­ing to his head. He re­mem­bered all the de­tails of Stone Farm, where he had first seen and heard the Sow, just as Fa­ther Lasse had re­called her home and her child­hood to her. But he did not con­nect any fur­ther ideas with that meet­ing; it was a long time ago, and—“isn’t she go­ing to give me any­thing to eat?” he thought, and lis­tened un­sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly to her heavy breath­ing.

			The sailors sat look­ing at her con­strained­ly; a solemn si­lence lay on their mist-wreathed faces; they were like drunk­en men stand­ing about a grave. “Give over wash­ing the decks now—and get us some­thing to drink!” an old fel­low said sud­den­ly. “Each of us knows what it is to have times of child­ish in­no­cence come back to him, and I say it’s a jol­ly fine thing when they will peep through the door at old dev­ils like us! But let the wa­ter stop over­board now, I say! The more one scours an old barge the more dam­age comes to light! So, give us some­thing to drink now, and then the cards, ma’am!”

			She stood up and gave them what they asked for; she had mas­tered her emo­tion, but her legs were still heavy.

			“That’s right—and then we’ve got a sort of idea that to­day is Sun­day! Show us your skill, ma’am, quick!”

			“But that costs a kro­ne, you know!” she said, laugh­ing.

			They col­lect­ed the mon­ey and she went be­hind the bar and un­dressed. She reap­peared in her chemise, with a burn­ing can­dle in her hand. …

			Pelle slipped out. He was quite dizzy with hunger and a dull feel­ing of shame. He strolled on at ran­dom, not know­ing what he did. He had on­ly one feel­ing—that ev­ery­thing in the world was in­dif­fer­ent to him, what­ev­er hap­pened—whether he went on liv­ing in la­bo­ri­ous hon­esty, or de­filed him­self with drink­ing, or per­ished—it was all one to him! What was the good of it all? No one cared what hap­pened to him—not even he him­self. Not a hu­man soul would miss him if he went to the dogs—but yes, there was Lasse, Fa­ther Lasse! But as for go­ing home now and al­low­ing them to see him in all his wretched­ness—when they had ex­pect­ed such un­rea­son­able things of him—no, he could not do it! The last rem­nants of shame protest­ed against it. And to work—what at? His dream was dead. He stood there with a vague feel­ing that he had come to the very edge of the abyss, which is so omi­nous to those in the depths.

			Year in, year out, he had kept him­self by his nev­er-flag­ging ex­er­tions, and with the de­ment­ed idea that he was mount­ing up­ward. And now he stood very near the low­est depth of life—the very bot­tom. And he was so tired. Why not let him­self sink yet a lit­tle fur­ther; why not let des­tiny run its course? There would be a se­duc­tive re­pose in the acts, af­ter his crazy strug­gle against the su­pe­ri­or pow­ers.

			The sound of a hymn aroused him slight­ly. He had come down a side-street, and right in front of him stood a wide, lofty build­ing, with the gable fac­ing the street and a cross on the point of the gable. Hun­dreds of voic­es had sought, in the course of the years, to en­tice him hith­er; but in his ar­ro­gance he had had no use for spir­i­tu­al things. What was there here for a smart young­ster? And now he was strand­ed out­side! And now he felt a long­ing for a lit­tle care, and he had a feel­ing that a hand had led him hith­er.

			The hall was quite filled with poor fam­i­lies. They were packed amaz­ing­ly close to­geth­er on the bench­es, each fam­i­ly by it­self; the men, as a rule, were asleep, and the wom­en had all they could do to qui­et their chil­dren, and to make them sit po­lite­ly with their legs stick­ing out in front of them. These were peo­ple who had come to en­joy a lit­tle light and warmth, free of cost, in the midst of their des­o­late lives; on Sun­days, at least, they thought, they could ask for a lit­tle of these things. They were the very poor­est of the poor, and they sought refuge here, where they would not be per­se­cut­ed, and where they were promised their part in the mil­len­ni­um. Pelle knew them all, both those whom he had seen be­fore and those oth­ers, who wore the same ex­pres­sion, as of peo­ple drowned in the ocean of life. He soon found him­self co­zi­ly set­tled among all these di­shev­elled nestlings, whom the piti­less wind had driv­en over­sea, and who were now washed ashore by the waves.

			A tall man with a full beard and a pair of good child­like eyes stood up among the bench­es, beat­ing the time of a hymn—he was Dam, the smith. He led the singing, and as he stood there he bent his knees in time, and they all sang with him, with tremu­lous voic­es, each in his own key, of that which had passed over them. The notes forced their way through the parched, worn throats, cow­er­ing, as though afraid, now that they had flown in­to the light. Hes­i­tat­ing­ly they un­furled their frag­ile, gauzy wings, and float­ed out in­to the room, up from the quiv­er­ing lips. And un­der the roof they met with their hun­dreds of sis­ters, and their de­file­ment fell from them. They be­came a ju­bi­la­tion, loud and splen­did, over some un­known trea­sure, over the king­dom of hap­pi­ness, that was close at hand. To Pelle it seemed that the air must be full of but­ter­flies winged with sun­shine:

			
				
					“O blessed, blessed shall we be
					

					When we, from care and mis’ry free,
					

					The splen­dor of Thy king­dom see,
					

					And with our Saviour come to Thee!”
				

			

			“Moth­er, I’m hun­gry!” said a child’s voice, as the hymn was fol­lowed by si­lence. The moth­er, her­self ema­ci­at­ed, si­lenced the child with a shocked ex­pres­sion, and looked won­der­ing­ly about her. What a stupid idea of the child’s! “You’ve just had your food!” she said loud­ly, as though she had been com­fort­ably off. But the child went on cry­ing: “Moth­er, I’m so hun­gry!”

			Then Bak­er Jör­gen’s Sören came by, and gave the child a roll. He had a whole bas­ket full of bread. “Are there any more chil­dren who are hun­gry?” he asked aloud. He looked eas­i­ly in peo­ple’s faces, and was quite an­oth­er crea­ture to what he was at home; here no one laughed at him, and no one whis­pered that he was the broth­er of his own son.

			An old white-beard­ed man mount­ed the pul­pit at the back of the hall. “That’s him,” was whis­pered in ev­ery di­rec­tion, and they all has­tened to clear their throats by cough­ing, and to in­duce the chil­dren to emp­ty their mouths of food. He took the cry of the lit­tle one as his text: “Moth­er, I am so hun­gry!” That was the voice of the world—that great, ter­ri­ble cry—put in­to the mouth of a child. He saw no one there who had not writhed at the sound of that cry on the lips of his own flesh and blood—no one who, lest he should hear it again, had not sought to se­cure bread dur­ing his life­time—no one who had not been beat­en back. But they did not see God’s hand when that hand, in its lov­ing-kind­ness, changed that mere hunger for bread in­to a hunger for hap­pi­ness. They were the poor, and the poor are God’s cho­sen peo­ple. For that rea­son they must wan­der in the desert, and must blind­ly ask: “Where is the Promised Land?” But the gleam of which the faith­ful fol­lowed was not earth­ly hap­pi­ness! God him­self led them to and fro un­til their hunger was purged and be­came the true hunger—the hunger of the soul for eter­nal hap­pi­ness!

			They did not un­der­stand much of what he said; but his words set free some­thing with­in them, so that they en­gaged in live­ly con­ver­sa­tion over ev­ery­day things. But sud­den­ly the buzz of con­ver­sa­tion was si­lenced; a lit­tle hunch­backed man had clam­bered up on a bench and was look­ing them over with glit­ter­ing eyes. This was Sort, the trav­el­ing shoe­mak­er from the out­er sub­urb.

			“We want to be glad and mer­ry,” he said, as­sum­ing a droll ex­pres­sion; “God’s chil­dren are al­ways glad, how­ev­er much evil they have to fight against, and they can meet with no mis­for­tune—God is Joy!” He be­gan to laugh, as bois­ter­ous­ly as a child, and they all laughed with him; one in­fect­ed the next. They could not con­trol them­selves; it was as though an im­mense mer­ri­ment had over­whelmed them all. The lit­tle chil­dren looked at the grownups and laughed, till their lit­tle throats be­gan to cough with laugh­ing. “He’s a prop­er clown!” said the men to their wives, their own faces broad with laugh­ter, “but he’s got a good heart!”

			On the bench next to Pelle sat a silent fam­i­ly, a man and wife and three chil­dren, who breathed po­lite­ly through their raw lit­tle noses. The par­ents were lit­tle peo­ple, and there was a kind of in­ward deft­ness about them, as though they were con­tin­u­al­ly striv­ing to make them­selves yet small­er. Pelle knew them a lit­tle, and en­tered in­to con­ver­sa­tion with them. The man was a clay-work­er, and they lived in one of the mis­er­able huts near the “Great Pow­er’s” home.

			“Yes, that is true—that about hap­pi­ness,” said the wife. “Once we too used to dream of get­ting on in the world a lit­tle, so that we might be sure of our liveli­hood; and we scraped a lit­tle mon­ey to­geth­er, that some good peo­ple lent us, and we set up in a lit­tle shop, and I kept it while fa­ther went to work. But it wouldn’t an­swer; no one sup­port­ed us, and we got poor­er goods be­cause we were poor, and who cares about deal­ing with very poor peo­ple? We had to give it up, and we were deeply in debt, and we’re still hav­ing to pay it off—fifty öre ev­ery week, and there we shall be as long as we live, for the in­ter­est is al­ways mount­ing up. But we are hon­or­able peo­ple, thank God!” she con­clud­ed. The man took no part in the con­ver­sa­tion.

			Her last re­mark was per­haps evoked by a man who had qui­et­ly en­tered the hall, and was now crouch­ing on a bench in the back­ground; for he was not an hon­or­able man. He had lived on a con­vict’s bread and wa­ter; he was “Thiev­ing Ja­cob,” who about ten years ear­li­er had smashed in the win­dow of Mas­ter Jeppe’s best room and had stolen a pair of patent-leather shoes for his wife. He had heard of a rich man who had giv­en his be­trothed such a pair of shoes, and he want­ed to see what it was like, just for once, to give a re­al­ly fine present—a present worth as much as one would earn in two weeks. This he had ex­plained be­fore the court. “Numb­skull!” said Jeppe al­ways, when the con­ver­sa­tion touched up­on Ja­cob; “for such a mis­er­able louse sud­den­ly to get a swollen head, to want to make big presents! And if it had been for his young wom­an even—but for his wife! No, he paid the penal­ty to the very last day—in spite of An­dres.”

			Yes, he cer­tain­ly had to pay the penal­ty! Even here no one would sit next to him! Pelle looked at him and won­dered that his own of­fence should be so lit­tle re­gard­ed. The re­mem­brance of it now on­ly lay in peo­ple’s eyes when they spoke to him. But at this mo­ment Smith Dam went and sat next to Thiev­ing Ja­cob, and they sat hand-in-hand and whis­pered.

			And over yon­der sat some­one who nod­ded to Pelle—in such a friend­ly man­ner; it was the wom­an of the danc­ing-shoes; her young man had left her, and now she was strand­ed here—her danc­ing days were over. Yet she was grate­ful to Pelle; the sight of him had re­called de­light­ful mem­o­ries; one could see that by the ex­pres­sion of her eyes and mouth.

			Pelle’s own tem­per was soft­ened as he sat there. Some­thing melt­ed with­in him; a qui­et and hum­ble feel­ing of hap­pi­ness came over him. There was still one hu­man be­ing who be­lieved her­self in Pelle’s debt, al­though ev­ery­thing had gone wrong for her.

			As the meet­ing was break­ing up, at half-past nine, she was stand­ing in the street, in con­ver­sa­tion with an­oth­er wom­an. She came up to Pelle, giv­ing him her hand. “Shall we walk a lit­tle way to­geth­er?” she asked him. She ev­i­dent­ly knew of his cir­cum­stances; he read com­pas­sion in her glance. “Come with me,” she said, as their ways part­ed. “I have a scrap of sausage that’s got to be eat­en. And we are both of us lone­ly.”

			Hes­i­tat­ing­ly he went with her, a lit­tle hos­tile, for the oc­ca­sion was new and un­fa­mil­iar. But once he was seat­ed in her lit­tle room he felt thor­ough­ly at ease. Her white, dain­ty bed stood against the wall. She went to and fro about the room, cook­ing the sausage at the stove, while she opened her heart to him, un­abashed.

			It isn’t ev­ery­body would take things so eas­i­ly! thought Pelle, and he watched her mov­ing fig­ure quite hap­pi­ly.

			They had a cheer­ful meal, and Pelle want­ed to em­brace her in his grat­i­tude, but she pushed his hands away. “You can keep that for an­oth­er time!” she said, laugh­ing. “I’m a poor old wid­ow, and you are noth­ing but a child. If you want to give me plea­sure, why, just set­tle down and come to your­self again. It isn’t right that you should be just loaf­ing about and idling, and you so young and such a nice boy. And now go home, for I must get up ear­ly to­mor­row and go to my work.”

			Pelle vis­it­ed her al­most ev­ery evening. She had a dis­agree­able habit of shak­ing him out of his slum­ber, but her sim­ple and un­chang­ing man­ner of ac­cept­ing and en­dur­ing ev­ery­thing was in­vig­o­rat­ing. Now and again she found a lit­tle work for him, and was al­ways de­light­ed when she could share her poor meal with him. “Any­one like my­self feels a need of see­ing a man-body at the ta­ble-end once in a while,” she said. “But hands off—you don’t owe me any­thing!”

			She crit­i­cized his clothes. “They’ll all fall off your body soon—why don’t you put on some­thing else and let me see to them?”

			“I have noth­ing but these,” said Pelle, ashamed.

			On Sat­ur­day evening he had to take off his rags, and creep, moth­er-naked, in­to her bed. She would take no re­fusal, and she took shirt and all, and put them in­to a buck­et of wa­ter. It took her half the night to clean ev­ery­thing. Pelle lay in bed watch­ing her, the cov­er­let up to his chin. He felt very strange. As for her, she hung the whole wash to dry over the stove, and made her­self a bed on a cou­ple of chairs. When he woke up in the mid­dle of the morn­ing she was sit­ting by the win­dow mend­ing his clothes.

			“But what sort of a night did you have?” asked Pelle, a tri­fle con­cerned.

			“Ex­cel­lent! Do you know what I’ve thought of this morn­ing? You ought to give up your room and stay here un­til you are on your feet again—you’ve had a good rest—for once,” she smiled teas­ing­ly. “That room is an un­nec­es­sary ex­pense. As you see, there’s room here for two.”

			But Pelle would not agree. He would not hear of be­ing sup­port­ed by a wom­an. “Then peo­ple will be­lieve that there’s some­thing wrong be­tween us—and make a scan­dal of it,” he said.

			“Let them then!” she an­swered, with her gay laugh. “If I’ve a good con­science it’s in­dif­fer­ent to me what oth­ers think.” While she was talk­ing she was work­ing dili­gent­ly at his linen, and she threw one ar­ti­cle af­ter an­oth­er at his head. Then she ironed his suit. “Now you’re quite a swell again!” she said, when he stood up dressed once more, and she looked at him af­fec­tion­ate­ly. “It’s as though you had be­come a new crea­ture. If I were on­ly ten or fif­teen years younger I’d be glad to go down the street on your arm. But you shall give me a kiss—I’ve put you to rights again, as if you were my own child.” She kissed him hearti­ly and turned about to the stove.

			“And now I’ve got no bet­ter ad­vice than that we have some cold din­ner to­geth­er and then go our ways,” she said, with her back still turned. “All my fir­ing has been used overnight to dry your things, and you can’t stay here in the cold. I think I can pay a vis­it some­where or oth­er, and so the day will pass; and you can find some cor­ner to put your­self in.’

			“It’s all the same to me where I am,” said Pelle in­dif­fer­ent­ly.

			She looked at him with a pe­cu­liar smile. “Are you re­al­ly al­ways go­ing to be a loafer?” she said. “You men are ex­tra­or­di­nary crea­tures! If any­thing at all goes wrong with you, you must start drink­ing right away, or plunge your­self in­to un­hap­pi­ness in some oth­er way—you are no bet­ter than ba­bies! We must work qui­et­ly on, how­ev­er things go with us!” She stood there hes­i­tat­ing in her hat and cloak. “Here’s five-and-twen­ty öre,” she said; “that’s just for a cup of cof­fee to warm you!”

			Pelle would not ac­cept it. “What do I want with your mon­ey?” he said. “Keep it your­self!”

			“Take it, do! I know it’s on­ly a lit­tle, but I have no more, and there’s no need for us to be ashamed of be­ing helped by one an­oth­er.” She put the coin in his jack­et pock­et and hur­ried off.

			Pelle strolled out to the woods. He did not feel in­clined to go home, to re­sume the aim­less bat­tle with Ström. He wan­dered along the de­sert­ed paths, and ex­pe­ri­enced a fee­ble sense of well-be­ing when he no­ticed that the spring was re­al­ly com­ing. The snow was still ly­ing be­neath the old moss-gray pine-trees, but the toad­stools were al­ready thrust­ing their heads up through the pine-nee­dles, and one had a feel­ing, when walk­ing over the ground, as though one trod up­on ris­ing dough.

			He found him­self pon­der­ing over his own af­fairs, and all of a sud­den he awoke out of his half-slum­ber. Some­thing had just oc­curred to him, some­thing cozy and in­ti­mate—why, yes, it was the thought that he might go to Marie and set up for him­self, like Jens and his girl. He could get hold of a few lasts and sit at home and work … he could scrape along for a bit, un­til bet­ter times came. She earned some­thing too, and she was gen­er­ous.

			But when he thought over the mat­ter se­ri­ous­ly it as­sumed a less pleas­ant as­pect. He had al­ready suf­fi­cient­ly abused her pover­ty and her good­ness of heart. He had tak­en her last scrap of fir­ing, so that she was now forced to go out in or­der to get a lit­tle warmth and some sup­per. The idea op­pressed him. Now that his eyes were opened he could not es­cape this feel­ing of shame. It went home and to bed with him, and be­hind all her good­ness he felt her con­tempt for him, be­cause he did not over­come his mis­ery by means of work, like a re­spectable fel­low.

			On the fol­low­ing morn­ing he was up ear­ly, and ap­plied for work down at the har­bor. He did not see the ne­ces­si­ty of work in the ab­stract, but he would not be in­debt­ed to a wom­an. On Sun­day evening he would re­pay her out­lay over him and his clothes.

		
	
		
			XXIV

			Pelle stood on the floor of the basin, load­ing bro­ken stone in­to the tip-wag­ons. When a wag­on was full he and his com­rade pushed it up to the head of the track, and came glid­ing back hang­ing to the emp­ty wag­ons. Now and again the oth­ers let fall their tools, and looked across to where he stood; he was re­al­ly work­ing well for a cob­bler! And he had a fine grip when it came to lift­ing the stone. When he had to load a great mass of rock in­to the wag­on, he would lift it first to his knee, then he would let out an oath and put his whole body in­to it; he would wipe the sweat from his fore­head and take a dram of brandy or a drop of beer. He was as good as any of the oth­er men!

			He did not both­er him­self with ideas; two and two might make five for all he cared; work and fa­tigue were enough for him. Hard work had made his body sup­ple and filled him with a sense of sheer an­i­mal well-be­ing. “Will my beer last out the af­ter­noon to­day?” he would won­der; be­yond that noth­ing mat­tered. The fu­ture did not ex­ist, nor yet the painful feel­ing that it did not ex­ist; there was no re­morse in him for what he had lost, or what he had ne­glect­ed; hard work swal­lowed up ev­ery­thing else. There was on­ly this stone that had to be re­moved—and then the next! This wag­on which had to be filled—and then the next! If the stone would not move at the first heave he clenched his teeth; he was as though pos­sessed by his work. “He’s still fresh to har­ness,” said the oth­ers; “he’ll soon knock his horns off!” But Pelle want­ed to show his strength; that was his on­ly am­bi­tion. His mate let him work away in peace and did not fa­tigue him­self. From time to time he praised Pelle, in or­der to keep his steam up.

			This work down at the har­bor was the hard­est and low­est kind of la­bor; any­one could get tak­en on for it with­out pre­vi­ous qual­i­fi­ca­tions. Most of Pelle’s com­rades were men who had done with the world, who now let them­selves go as the stream car­ried them, and he felt at ease among them. He stood on the sol­id ground, and no words had pow­er to call the dead past to life; it had pow­er to haunt on­ly an emp­ty brain. An iron cur­tain hung be­fore the fu­ture; hap­pi­ness lay here to his hand; the day’s fa­tigue could straight­way be ban­ished by joy­ous drink­ing.

			His free time he spent with his com­pan­ions. They led an un­set­tled, rov­ing life; the ru­mor that ex­ten­sive works were to be car­ried out had en­ticed them hith­er. Most were un­mar­ried; a few had wives and chil­dren some­where, but held their tongues about them, or no longer re­mem­bered their ex­is­tence, un­less re­mind­ed by some­thing out­side them­selves. They had no prop­er lodg­ings, but slept in Car­ri­er Köller’s for­sak­en barn, which was close to the har­bor. They nev­er un­dressed, but slept in the straw, and washed in a buck­et of wa­ter that was sel­dom changed; their usu­al di­et con­sist­ed of stale bread, and eggs, which they grilled over a fire made be­tween two stones.

			The life pleased Pelle, and he liked the so­ci­ety. On Sun­days they ate and drank al­ter­nate­ly, all day long, and lay in the smoke-filled barn; bur­row­ing deep in­to the straw, they told sto­ries, trag­ic sto­ries of youngest sons who seized an axe and killed their fa­ther and moth­er, and all their broth­ers and sis­ters, be­cause they thought they were be­ing cheat­ed of their share of their in­her­i­tance! Of chil­dren who at­tend­ed con­fir­ma­tion class, and gave way to love, and had chil­dren them­selves, and were be­head­ed for what they did! And of wives who did not wish to bring in­to the world the chil­dren it was their du­ty to bear, and whose wombs were closed as pun­ish­ment!

			Since Pelle had be­gun to work here he had nev­er been out to see Marie Nielsen. “She’s mak­ing a fool of you,” said the oth­ers, to whom he had spo­ken of Marie; “she’s play­ing the re­spectable so that you shall bite. Wom­en have al­ways got sec­ond thoughts—it’s safest to be on the look­out. They and these young wid­ows would rather take two than one—they’re the worst of all. A man must be a stur­dy dev­il to be able to stand up against them.”

			But Pelle was a man, and would al­low no wom­an to lead him by the nose. Ei­ther you were good friends and no fuss about it, or noth­ing. He’d tell her that on Sat­ur­day, and throw ten kro­ner on the ta­ble—then they would sure enough be quits! And if she made dif­fi­cul­ties she’d get one over the mouth! He could not for­give her for us­ing all her fir­ing, and hav­ing to pass Sun­day in the street; the re­mem­brance would not leave him, and it burned like an an­gry spark. She want­ed to make her­self out a mar­tyr.

			One day, about noon, Pelle was stand­ing among the min­ers on the floor of the basin; Emil and he had just come from the shed, where they had swal­lowed a few mouth­fuls of din­ner. They had giv­en up their mid­day sleep in or­der to wit­ness the fir­ing of a big blast dur­ing the mid­day pause when the har­bor would be emp­ty. The whole space was cleared, and the peo­ple in the ad­ja­cent hous­es had opened their win­dows so that they should not be shat­tered by the force of the ex­plo­sion.

			The fuse was lit, and the men took shel­ter be­hind the cais­sons, and stood there chat­ting while they wait­ed for the ex­plo­sion. The “Great Pow­er” was there too. He was al­ways in the neigh­bor­hood; he would stand and stare at the work­ers with his ap­a­thet­ic ex­pres­sion, with­out tak­ing part in any­thing. They took no no­tice of him, but let him move about as he pleased. “Take bet­ter cov­er, Pelle,” said Emil; “it’s go­ing off di­rect­ly!”

			“Where are Olsen and Ström?” said some­one sud­den­ly. The men looked at one an­oth­er be­wil­dered.

			“They’ll be tak­ing their mid­day sleep,” said Emil. “They’ve been drink­ing some­thing chron­ic this morn­ing.”

			“Where are they sleep­ing?” roared the fore­man, and he sprang from his cov­er. They all had a fore­bod­ing, but no one want­ed to say. It flashed across them that they must do some­thing. But no one stirred. “Lord Je­sus!” said Bergen­dal, and he struck his fist against the stone wall. “Lord Je­sus!”

			The “Great Pow­er” sprang from his shel­ter and ran along the side of the basin, tak­ing long leaps from one mass of rock to the next, his mighty wood­en shoes clat­ter­ing as he went. “He’s go­ing to tear the fuse away!” cried Bergen­dal. “He’ll nev­er reach it—it must be burnt in!” There was a sound as of a cry of dis­tress, far above the heads of those who heard it. They breath­less­ly fol­lowed the move­ments of the “Great Pow­er”; they had come com­plete­ly out of shel­ter. In Pelle an ir­ra­tional im­pulse sprang in­to be­ing. He made a leap for­ward, but was seized by the scruff of the neck. “One is enough,” said Bergen­dal, and he threw him back.

			Now the “Great Pow­er” had reached the goal. His hand was stretched out to seize the fuse. Sud­den­ly he was hurled away from the fuse, as though by an in­vis­i­ble hand, and was swept up­ward and back­ward through the air, gen­tly, like a hu­man bal­loon, and fell on his back. Then the roar of the ex­plo­sion drowned ev­ery­thing.

			When the last frag­ments had fall­en the men ran for­ward. The “Great Pow­er” lay stretched up­on his back, look­ing qui­et­ly up at the sky. The cor­ners of his mouth were a lit­tle bloody and the blood trick­led from a hole be­hind the ear. The two drunk­en men were scath­less. They rose to their feet, be­wil­dered, a few paces be­yond the site of the ex­plo­sion. The “Great Pow­er” was borne in­to the shed, and while the doc­tor was sent for Emil tore a strip from his blouse, and soaked it in brandy, and laid it be­hind the ear.

			The “Great Pow­er” opened his eyes and looked about him. His glance was so in­tel­li­gent that ev­ery­one knew that he had not long to live.

			“It smells of brandy here,” he said. “Who will stand me a drop?” Emil reached him the bot­tle, and he emp­tied it. “It tastes good,” he said eas­i­ly. “Now I haven’t touched brandy for I don’t know how long, but what was the good? The poor man must drink brandy, or he’s good for noth­ing; it is no joke be­ing a poor man! There is no oth­er sal­va­tion for him; that you have seen by Ström and Olsen—drunk­en men nev­er come to any harm. Have they come to any harm?” He tried to raise his head. Ström stepped for­ward. “Here we are,” he said, his voice sti­fled with emo­tion. “But I’d give a good deal to have had us both blown to hell in­stead of this hap­pen­ing. None of us has wished you any good!” He held out his hand.

			But the “Great Pow­er” could not raise his; he lay there, star­ing up through the holes in the thatched roof. “It has been hard enough, cer­tain­ly, to be­long to the poor,” he said, “and it’s a good thing it’s all over. But you owe me no thanks. Why should I leave you in the lurch and take ev­ery­thing for my­self—would that be like the ‘Great Pow­er’? Of course, the plan was mine! But could I have car­ried it out alone? No, mon­ey does ev­ery­thing. You’ve fair­ly de­served it! The ‘Great Pow­er’ doesn’t want to have more than any­one else—where we have all done an equal amount of work.” He raised his hand, painful­ly, and made a mag­nan­i­mous ges­ture.

			“There—he be­lieves he’s the en­gi­neer of the har­bor works!” said Ström. “He’s wan­der­ing. Wouldn’t a cold ap­pli­ca­tion do him good?” Emil took the buck­et in or­der to fetch fresh wa­ter. The “Great Pow­er” lay with closed eyes and a faint smile on his face; he was like a blind man who is lis­ten­ing. “Do you un­der­stand,” he said, with­out open­ing his eyes, “how we have la­bored and la­bored, and yet have been bare­ly able to earn our dai­ly bread? The big peo­ple sat there and ate up ev­ery­thing that we could pro­duce; when we laid down our tools and want­ed to still our hunger there was noth­ing. They stole our thoughts, and if we had a pret­ty sweet­heart or a young daugh­ter they could do with her too—they didn’t dis­dain our crip­ple even. But now that’s done with, and we will re­joice that we have lived to see it; it might have gone on for a long time. Moth­er wouldn’t be­lieve what I told her at all—that the bad days would soon be over. But now just see! Don’t I get just as much for my work as the doc­tor for his? Can’t I keep my wife and daugh­ter neat and have books and get my­self a pi­ano, just as he can? Isn’t it a great thing to per­form man­u­al la­bor too? Karen has pi­ano lessons now, just as I’ve al­ways wished, for she’s weak­ly and can’t stand any hard work. You should just come home with me and hear her play—she does it so eas­i­ly too! Poor peo­ple’s chil­dren have tal­ent too, it’s just that no one no­tices it.”

			“God, how he talks!” said Ström, cry­ing. “It’s al­most as if he had the delir­i­um.”

			Pelle bent down over the “Great Pow­er.” “Now you must be good and be qui­et,” he said, and laid some­thing wet on his fore­head. The blood was trick­ling rapid­ly from be­hind his ear.

			“Let him talk,” said Olsen. “He hasn’t spo­ken a word for months now; he must feel the need to clear his mind this once. It’ll be long be­fore he speaks again, too!”

			Now the “Great Pow­er” was on­ly weak­ly mov­ing his lips. His life was slow­ly bleed­ing away. “Have you got wet, lit­tle Karen?” he mur­mured. “Ah, well, it’ll dry again! And now it’s all well with you, now you can’t com­plain. Is it fine to be a young la­dy? On­ly tell me ev­ery­thing you want. Why be mod­est? We’ve been that long enough! Gloves for the work-worn fin­gers, yes, yes. But you must play some­thing for me too. Play that love­ly song: ‘On the joy­ful jour­ney through the lands of earth. …’ That about the Eter­nal King­dom!”

			Gen­tly he be­gan to hum it; he could no longer keep time by mov­ing his head, but he blinked his eyes in time; and now his hum­ming broke out in­to words.

			Some­thing ir­re­sistibly im­pelled the oth­ers to sing in con­cert with him; per­haps the fact that it was a re­li­gious song. Pelle led them with his clear young voice; and it was he who best knew the words by heart.

			
				
					“Fair, fair is earth,
					

					And glo­ri­ous Heav­en;
					

					Fair is the spir­it’s jour­ney long;
					

					Through all the love­ly earth­ly king­doms,
					

					Go we to Par­adise with song.”
				

			

			The “Great Pow­er” sang with in­creas­ing strength, as though he would out­sing Pelle. One of his feet was mov­ing now, beat­ing the time of the song. He lay with closed eyes, blind­ly rock­ing his head in time with the voic­es, like one who, at a drunk­en or­gy, must put in his last word be­fore he slips un­der the ta­ble. The sali­va was run­ning from the cor­ners of his mouth.

			
				
					“The years they come,
					

					The years they go,
					

					And down the road to death we throng,
					

					But ev­er sound the strains from heav­en—
					

					The spir­it’s joy­ful pil­grim song!”
				

			

			The “Great Pow­er” ceased; his head drooped to one side, and at the same mo­ment the oth­ers ceased to sing.

			They sat in the straw and gazed at him—his last words still rang in their ears, like a crazy dream, which min­gled odd­ly with the vic­to­ri­ous notes of the hymn.

			They were all sen­si­ble of the silent ac­cu­sa­tion of the dead, and in the solem­ni­ty of the mo­ment they judged and con­demned them­selves.

			“Yes, who knows what we might come to!” said one ragged fel­low, thought­ful­ly chew­ing a length of straw.

			“I shall nev­er do any good,” said Emil de­ject­ed­ly. “With me it’s al­ways been from bad to worse. I was ap­pren­ticed, and when I be­came a jour­ney­man they gave me the sack; I had wast­ed five years of my life and couldn’t do a thing. Pelle—he’ll get on all right.”

			As­ton­ished, Pelle raised his head and gazed at Emil un­com­pre­hend­ing­ly.

			“What use is it if a poor dev­il tries to make his way up? He’ll al­ways be pushed down again!” said Olsen. “Just look at the ‘Great Pow­er’; could any­one have had a bet­ter claim than he? No, the big folks don’t al­low us oth­ers to make our way up!”

			“And have we al­lowed it our­selves?” mut­tered Ström. “We are al­ways un­easy if one of our own peo­ple wants to fly over our heads!”

			“I don’t un­der­stand why all the poor folk don’t make a stand to­geth­er against the oth­ers,” said Bergen­dal. “We suf­fer the same wrongs. If we all act­ed to­geth­er, and had noth­ing to do with them that mean us harm, for in­stance, then it would soon be seen that col­lec­tive pover­ty is what makes the wealth of the oth­ers. And I’ve heard that that’s what they’re do­ing else­where.”

			“But we shall nev­er in this life be unan­i­mous about any­thing what­ev­er,” said an old stone­ma­son sad­ly. “If one of the gen­tle­men on­ly scratch­es our neck a bit, then we all grov­el at his feet, and let our­selves be set on to one of our own chaps. If we were all like the ‘Great Pow­er,’ then things might have turned out dif­fer­ent.”

			They were silent again; they sat there and gazed at the dead man; there was some­thing apolo­get­ic in the bear­ing of each and all.

			“Yes, that comes late!” said Ström, with a sigh. Then he felt in the straw and pulled out a bot­tle.

			Some of the men still sat there, try­ing to put in­to words some­thing that ought per­haps to be said; but then came the doc­tor, and they drew in their horns. They picked up their beer-cans and went out to their work.

			Silent­ly Pelle gath­ered his pos­ses­sions to­geth­er and went to the fore­man. He asked for his wages.

			“That’s sud­den,” said the fore­man. “You were get­ting on so well just now. What do you want to do now?”

			“I just want my wages,” re­joined Pelle. What more he want­ed, he him­self did not know. And then he went home and put his room in or­der. It was like a pigsty; he could not un­der­stand how he could have en­dured such un­tidi­ness. In the mean­time he thought list­less­ly of some way of es­cape. It had been very con­ve­nient to be­long to the dregs of so­ci­ety, and to know that he could not sink any deep­er; but per­haps there were still oth­er pos­si­bil­i­ties. Emil had said a stupid thing—what did he mean by it? “Pelle, he’ll get on all right!” Well, what did Emil know of the mis­ery of oth­ers? He had enough of his own.

			He went down in­to the street in or­der to buy a lit­tle milk; then he would go back and sleep. He felt a long­ing to dead­en all the thoughts that once more be­gan to seethe in his head.

			Down in the street he ran in­to the arms of Sort, the wan­der­ing shoe­mak­er. “Now we’ve got you!” cried Sort. “I was just com­ing here and won­der­ing how best I could get to speak with you. I want­ed to tell you that I be­gin my trav­el­ling to­mor­row. Will you come with me? It is a splen­did life, to be mak­ing the round of the farms now in the spring­time; and you’ll go to the dogs if you stay here. Now you know all about it and you can de­cide. I start at six o’clock! I can’t put it off any lat­er!”

			Sort had ob­served Pelle that evening at the prayer-meet­ing, and on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions had spo­ken to him in the hope of arous­ing him. “He can put off his trav­els for a fort­night as far as I’m con­cerned!” thought Pelle, with a touch of self-es­teem. He wouldn’t go! To go beg­ging for work from farm to farm! Pelle had learned his craft in the work­shop, and looked down with con­tempt up­on the trav­el­ling cob­bler, who lives from hand to mouth and goes from place to place like a beg­gar, work­ing with leather and waxed-ends pro­vid­ed on the spot, and eat­ing out of the same bowl as the farm ser­vants. So much pride of craft was still left in Pelle. Since his ap­pren­tice days, he had been ac­cus­tomed to re­gard Sort as a piti­ful sur­vival from the past, a species prop­er­ly be­long­ing to the days of serf­dom.

			“You’ll go to the dogs!” Sort had said. And all Marie Melsen’s covert al­lu­sions had meant the same thing. But what then? Per­haps he had al­ready gone to the dogs! Sup­pose there was no oth­er es­cape than this! But now he would sleep, and think no more of all these things.

			He drank his bot­tle of milk and ate some bread with it, and went to bed. He heard the church clock strik­ing—it was mid­night, and glo­ri­ous weath­er. But Pelle want­ed to sleep—on­ly to sleep! His heart was like lead.

			He awoke ear­ly next morn­ing and was out of bed with one leap. The sun filled his room, and he him­self was filled with a sense of health and well-be­ing. Quick­ly he slipped in­to his clothes—there was still so much that he want­ed to do! He threw up the win­dow, and drank in the spring morn­ing in a breath that filled his body with a sense of pro­found joy. Out at sea the boats were ap­proach­ing the har­bor; the morn­ing sun fell on the slack sails, and made them glow; ev­ery boat was la­bor­ing heav­i­ly for­ward with the aid of its tiller. He had slept like a stone, from the mo­ment of ly­ing down un­til now. Sleep lay like a gulf be­tween yes­ter­day and to­day. Whistling a tune to him­self, he packed his be­long­ings and set out up­on his way, a lit­tle bun­dle un­der his arm. He took the di­rec­tion of the church, in or­der to see the time. It was still not much past five. Then he made for the out­er­most sub­urb with vig­or­ous steps, as joy­ful as though he were tread­ing the road to hap­pi­ness.

		
	
		
			XXV

			Two men ap­peared from the wood and crossed the high road. One was lit­tle and hump­backed; he had a shoe­mak­er’s bench strapped tight­ly on his back; the edge rest­ed on his hump, and a lit­tle pil­low was thrust be­tween, so that the bench should not chafe him. The oth­er was young and strong­ly built; a lit­tle thin, but healthy and fresh-col­ored. He car­ried a great bun­dle of lasts on his back, which were held in equi­lib­ri­um by an­oth­er box, which he car­ried on his chest, and which, to judge by the sounds that pro­ceed­ed from it, con­tained tools. At the edge of the ditch he threw down his bur­den and un­strapped the bench from the hunch­back. They threw them­selves down in the grass and gazed up in­to the blue sky. It was a glo­ri­ous morn­ing; the birds twit­tered and flew busi­ly to and fro, and the cat­tle were feed­ing in the dewy clover, leav­ing long streaks be­hind them as they moved.

			“And in spite of that, you are al­ways hap­py?” said Pelle. Sort had been telling him the sad sto­ry of his child­hood.

			“Yes, look you, it of­ten vex­es me that I take ev­ery­thing so eas­i­ly—but what if I can’t find any­thing to be sad about? If I once go in­to the mat­ter thor­ough­ly, I al­ways hit on some­thing or oth­er that makes me still hap­pi­er—as, for in­stance, your so­ci­ety. You are young, and health beams out of your eyes. The girls be­come so friend­ly wher­ev­er we go, and it’s as though I my­self were the cause of their plea­sure!”

			“Where do you re­al­ly get your knowl­edge of ev­ery­thing?” asked Pelle.

			“Do you find that I know so much?” Sort laughed gai­ly. “I go about so much, and I see so many dif­fer­ent house­holds, some where man and wife are as one, and oth­ers where they live like cat and dog. I come in­to con­tact with peo­ple of ev­ery kind. And I get to know a lot, too, be­cause I’m not like oth­er men—more than one maid­en has con­fid­ed her mis­eries to me. And then in win­ter, when I sit alone, I think over ev­ery­thing—and the Bible is a good book, a book a man can draw wis­dom from. There a man learns to look be­hind things; and if you once re­al­ize that ev­ery­thing has its oth­er side, then you learn to use your un­der­stand­ing. You can go be­hind ev­ery­thing if you want to, and they all lead in the same di­rec­tion—to God. And they all came from Him. He is the con­nec­tion, do you see; and once a man grasps that, then he is al­ways hap­py. It would be splen­did to fol­low things up fur­ther—right up to where they di­vide, and then to show, in spite of all, that they fi­nal­ly run to­geth­er in God again! But that I’m not able to do.”

			“We ought to see about get­ting on.” Pelle yawned, and he be­gan to be­stir him­self.

			“Why? We’re so com­fort­able here—and we’ve al­ready done what we un­der­took to do. What if there should be a pair of boots yon­der which Sort and Pelle won’t get to sole be­fore they’re done with? Some­one else will get the job!”

			Pelle threw him­self on his back and again pulled his cap over his eyes—he was in no hur­ry. He had now been trav­el­ling near­ly a month with Sort, and had spent al­most as much time on the road as sit­ting at his work. Sort could nev­er rest when he had been a few days in one place; he must go on again! He loved the edge of the wood and the edge of the mead­ow, and could spend half the day there. And Pelle had many points of con­tact with this leisure­ly life in the open air; he had his whole child­hood to draw up­on. He could lie for hours, chew­ing a grass-stem, pa­tient as a con­va­les­cent, while sun and air did their work up­on him.

			“Why do you nev­er preach to me?” he said sud­den­ly, and he peeped mis­chie­vous­ly from tin­der his cap.

			“Why should I preach to you? Be­cause I am re­li­gious? Well, so are you; ev­ery­one who re­joic­es and is con­tent is re­li­gious.”

			“But I’m not at all con­tent!” re­tort­ed Pelle, and he rolled on his back with all four limbs in the air. “But you—I don’t un­der­stand why you don’t get a con­gre­ga­tion; you’ve got such a pow­er over lan­guage.”

			“Yes, if I were built as you are—fast enough. But I’m hump­backed!”

			“What does that mat­ter? You don’t want to run af­ter the wom­en!”

			“No, but one can’t get on with­out them; they bring the men and the chil­dren af­ter them. And it’s re­al­ly queer that they should—for wom­en don’t both­er them­selves about God! They haven’t the fac­ul­ty of go­ing be­hind things. They choose on­ly ac­cord­ing to the out­side—they want to hang ev­ery­thing on their bod­ies as fin­ery—and the men too, yes, and the dear God best of all—they’ve got a use for the lot!”

			Pelle lay still for a time, re­volv­ing his scat­tered ex­pe­ri­ences. “But Marie Nielsen wasn’t like that,” he said thought­ful­ly. “She’d will­ing­ly give the shirt off her body and ask noth­ing for her­self. I’ve be­haved bad­ly to her—I didn’t even say good­bye be­fore I came away!”

			“Then you must look her up when we come to town and con­fess your fault. There was no love­mak­ing be­tween you?”

			“She treat­ed me like a child; I’ve told you.”

			Sort was silent a while.

			“If you would help me, we’d soon get a con­gre­ga­tion! I can see it in your eyes, that you’ve got in­flu­ence over them, if you on­ly cared about it; for in­stance, the girl at Wil­low Farm. Thou­sands would come to us.”

			Pelle did not an­swer. His thoughts were roam­ing back won­der­ing­ly to Wil­low Farm, where Sort and he had last been work­ing; he was once more in that cold, damp room with the over­large bed, on which the pale girl’s face was al­most in­vis­i­ble. She lay there en­cir­cling her thick braids with her trans­par­ent hand, and gazed at him; and the door was gen­tly closed be­hind him. “That was re­al­ly a queer fan­cy,” he said, and he breathed deeply; “some­one she’d nev­er laid eyes on be­fore; I could cry now when I think of it.”

			“The old folks had told her we were there, and asked if she wouldn’t like me to read some­thing from God’s word with her. But she’d rather see you. The fa­ther was an­gry and didn’t want to al­low it. ‘She has nev­er thought about young men be­fore,’ he said, ‘and she shall stand be­fore the throne of God and the Lamb quite pure.’ But I said, ‘Do you know so pre­cise­ly that the good God cares any­thing for what you call pu­ri­ty, Ole Jensen? Let the two of them come to­geth­er, if they can take any joy in it.’ Then we shut the door be­hind you—and how was it then?” Sort turned to­ward Pelle.

			“You know,” replied Pelle cross­ly. “She just lay there and looked at me as though she was think­ing: ‘That’s what he looks like—and he’s come a long way here.’ I could see by her eyes that you had spo­ken of me and that she knew about all my swin­ish­ness.”

			Sort nod­ded.

			“Then she held out her hand to me. How like she is to one of God’s an­gels al­ready—I thought—but it’s a pity in one who’s so young. And then I went close to her and took her hand.”

			“And what then?” Sort drew near­er to Pelle. His eyes hung ex­pec­tant­ly on Pelle’s lips.

			“Then she stretched out her mouth to me a lit­tle—and at that very mo­ment I for­got what sort of a hog I’d been—and I kissed her!”

			“Didn’t she say any­thing to you—not a word?”

			“She on­ly looked at me with those eyes that you can’t un­der­stand. Then I didn’t know what I—what I ought to do next, so I came away.”

			“Weren’t you afraid that she might trans­fer death to you?”

			“No; why should I be? I didn’t think about it. But she could nev­er think of a thing like that—so child­like as she was!”

			They both lay for a time with­out speak­ing. “You have some­thing in you that con­quers them all!” said Sort at length. “If on­ly you would help me—I’d see to the preach­ing!”

			Pelle stretched him­self in­do­lent­ly—he felt no de­sire to cre­ate a new re­li­gion. “No, I want to go away and see the world now,” he said. “There must be places in that world where they’ve al­ready be­gun to go for the rich folks—that’s where I want to go!”

			“One can’t achieve good by the aid of evil—you had bet­ter stay here! Here you know where you are—and if we went to­geth­er—”

			“No, there’s noth­ing here for any­one to do who is poor—if I go on here any longer, I shall end in the mud again. I want to have my share—even if I have to strike a blood­suck­er dead to get it—and that couldn’t be any very great sin! But shan’t we see about get­ting on now? We’ve been a whole month now tramp­ing round these Sud­land farms. You’ve al­ways promised me that we should make our way to­ward the heath. For months now I’ve heard noth­ing of Fa­ther Lasse and Kar­na. When things be­gan to go wrong with me, it was as though I had quite for­got­ten them.”

			Sort rose quick­ly. “Good! So you’ve still thoughts for oth­er things than killing blood­suck­ers! How far is it, then, to Heath Farm?”

			“A good six miles.”

			“We’ll go straight there. I’ve no wish to be­gin any­thing to­day.”

			They packed their pos­ses­sions on their backs and trudged on­ward in cheer­ful gos­sip. Sort pic­tured their ar­rival to Pelle. “I shall go in first and ask whether they’ve any old boots or har­ness that we can mend; and then you’ll come in, while we’re in the mid­dle of a con­ver­sa­tion.”

			Pelle laughed. “Shan’t I car­ry the bench for you? I can very well strap it on the oth­er things.”

			“You shan’t sweat for me as well as your­self!” re­joined Sort, laugh­ing. “You’d want to take off even your trousers then.”

			They had chat­tered enough, and tramped on in si­lence. Pelle stepped for­ward care­less­ly, drink­ing in the fresh air. He was con­scious of a su­per­fluity of strength and well-be­ing; oth­er­wise he thought of noth­ing, but mere­ly re­joiced un­con­scious­ly over his vis­it to his home. At ev­ery mo­ment he had to mod­er­ate his steps, so that Sort should not be left be­hind.

			“What are you re­al­ly think­ing about now?” he asked sud­den­ly. He would al­ways have it that Sort was think­ing of some­thing the mo­ment he fell silent. One could nev­er know be­fore­hand in what re­gion he would crop up next.

			“That’s just what the chil­dren ask!” replied Sort, laugh­ing. “They al­ways want to know what’s in­side.”

			“Tell me, then—you might as well tell me!”

			“I was think­ing about life. Here you walk at my side, strong and cer­tain of vic­to­ry as the young David. And yet a month ago you were part of the dregs of so­ci­ety!”

			“Yes, that is re­al­ly queer,” said Pelle, and he be­came thought­ful.

			“But how did you get in­to such a mess? You could quite well have kept your head above wa­ter if you had on­ly want­ed to!”

			“That I re­al­ly don’t know. I tell you, it’s as if some­one had hit you over the head; and then you run about and don’t know what you’re do­ing; and it isn’t so bad if you’ve once got there. You work and drink and bang each oth­er over the head with your beer-cans or bot­tles—”

			“You say that so con­tent­ed­ly—you don’t look be­hind things—that’s the point! I’ve seen so many peo­ple ship­wrecked; for the poor man it’s on­ly one lit­tle step aside, and he goes to the dogs; and he him­self be­lieves he’s a dev­il­ish fine fel­low. But it was a piece of luck that you got out of it all! Yes, it’s a won­der re­morse didn’t make your life bit­ter.”

			“If we felt re­morse we had brandy,” said Pelle, with an ex­pe­ri­enced air. “That soon drives out ev­ery­thing else.”

			“Then it cer­tain­ly has its good points—it helps a man over the time of wait­ing!”

			“Do you re­al­ly be­lieve that an eter­nal king­dom is com­ing—the ‘thou­sand-year king­dom’—the mil­len­ni­um? With good times for all, for the poor and the mis­er­able?”

			Sort nod­ded. “God has promised it, and we must be­lieve His Word. Some­thing is be­ing pre­pared over on the main­land, but whether it’s the re­al mil­len­ni­um, I don’t know.”

			They tramped along. The road was stony and de­sert­ed. On ei­ther side the rocky cliffs, with their scrub­by growth, were be­gin­ning to rise from the fields, and be­fore them ranged the bluish rocky land­scape of the heath or moor­land. “As soon as we’ve been home, I shall trav­el; I must cross the sea and find out what they do re­al­ly in­tend there,” said Pelle.

			“I have no right to hold you back,” an­swered Sort qui­et­ly, “but it will be lone­ly trav­el­ling for me. I shall feel as if I’d lost a son. But of course you’ve got oth­er things to think of than to re­mem­ber a poor hunch­back! The world is open to you. Once you’ve feath­ered your nest, you’ll think no more of lit­tle Sort!”

			“I shall think of you, right enough,” replied Pelle. “And as soon as I’m do­ing well I shall come back and look out for you—not be­fore. Fa­ther will be sure to ob­ject to my idea of trav­el­ling—he would so like me to take over Heath Farm from him; but there you must back me up. I’ve no de­sire to be a farmer.”

			“I’ll do that.”

			“Now just look at it! Noth­ing but stone up­on stone with heather and scrub­by bush­es in be­tween! That’s what Heath Farm was four years ago—and now it’s quite a fine prop­er­ty. That the two of them have done—with­out any out­side help.”

			“You must be built of good tim­ber,” said Sort. “But what poor fel­low is that up on the hill? He’s got a great sack on his back and he’s walk­ing as if he’d fall down at ev­ery step.”

			“That—that is Fa­ther Lasse! Hal­lo!” Pelle waved his cap.

			Lasse came stum­bling up to them; he dropped his sack and gave them his hand with­out look­ing at them.

			“Are you com­ing this way?” cried Pelle joy­ful­ly; “we were just go­ing on to look for you!”

			“You can save your­self the trou­ble! You’ve be­come stingy about us­ing your legs. Spare them al­to­geth­er!” said Lasse life­less­ly.

			Pelle stared at him. “What’s the mat­ter? Are you leav­ing?”

			“Yes, we’re leav­ing!” Lasse laughed—a hol­low laugh. “Leav­ing—yes! We’ve left—in­deed, we’ve each of us gone our own way. Kar­na has gone where there’s no more care and trou­ble—and here’s Lasse, with all that’s his!” He struck his foot against the sack, and stood there with face avert­ed from them, his eyes fixed up­on the ground.

			All signs of life had van­ished from Pelle’s face. Hor­ri­fied, he stared at his fa­ther, and his lips moved, but he could form no words.

			“Here I must meet my own son by ac­ci­dent in the mid­dle of the emp­ty fields! So of­ten as I’ve looked for you and asked af­ter you! No one knew any­thing about you. Your own flesh and blood has turned from you, I thought—but I had to tell Kar­na you were ill. She ful­ly ex­pect­ed to see you be­fore she went away. Then you must give him my love, she said, and God grant all may go well with him. She thought more about you than many a moth­er would have done! Bad­ly you’ve re­paid it. It’s a long time ago since you set foot in our house.”

			Still Pelle did not speak; he stood there sway­ing from side to side; ev­ery word was like the blow of a club.

			“You mustn’t be too hard on him!” said Sort. “He’s not to blame—ill as he’s been!”

			“Ah, so you too have been through bad times and have got to fight your way, eh? Then, as your fa­ther, I must tru­ly be the last to blame you.” Lasse stroked his son’s sleeve, and the ca­ress gave Pelle plea­sure. “Cry, too, my son—it eas­es the mind. In me the tears are dried up long ago. I must see how I can bear my grief; these have be­come hard times for me, you may well be­lieve. Many a night have I sat by Kar­na and been at my wits’ end—I could not leave her and go for help, and ev­ery­thing went wrong with us all at the same time. It al­most came to my wish­ing you were ill. You were the one who ought to have had a kind­ly thought for us, and you could al­ways have sent us news. But there’s an end of it all!”

			“Are you go­ing to leave Heath Farm, fa­ther?” asked Pelle qui­et­ly.

			“They have tak­en it away from me,” replied Lasse wretch­ed­ly. “With all these trou­bles, I couldn’t pay the last in­stal­ment, and now their pa­tience is at an end. Out of sheer com­pas­sion they let me stay till Kar­na had fought out her fight and was hap­pi­ly buried in the earth—ev­ery­one could see it wasn’t a mat­ter of many days more.”

			“If it is on­ly the in­ter­est,” said Sort, “I have a few hun­dred kro­ner which I’ve saved up for my old days.”

			“Now it’s too late; the farm is al­ready tak­en over by an­oth­er man. And even if that were not the case—what should I do there with­out Kar­na? I’m no longer any use!”

			“We’ll go away to­geth­er, fa­ther!” said Pelle, rais­ing his head.

			“No; I go nowhere now ex­cept to the church­yard. They have tak­en my farm away from me, and Kar­na has worked her­self to death, and I my­self have left what strength I had be­hind me. And then they took it away from me!”

			“I will work for us both—you shall be com­fort­able and en­joy your old days!” Pelle saw light in the dis­tance.

			Lasse shook his head. “I can no longer put things away from me—I can no longer leave them be­hind and go on again!”

			“I pro­pose that we go in­to the town,” said Sort. “Up by the church we are sure to find some­one who will drive us in.”

			They col­lect­ed their things and set off. Lasse walked be­hind the oth­ers, talk­ing to him­self; from time to time he broke out in­to lamen­ta­tion. Then Pelle turned back to him in si­lence and took his hand.

			“There is no one to help us and give us good ad­vice. On the con­trary, they’d glad­ly see us lose life and for­tune if they could on­ly earn a few shillings on that ac­count. Even the au­thor­i­ties won’t help the poor man. He’s on­ly there so that they can all have a cut at him and then each run off with his booty. What do they care that they bring need and mis­ery and ru­in up­on us? So long as they get their tax­es and their in­ter­est! I could stick them all in the throat, in cold blood!”

			So he con­tin­ued a while, in­creas­ing in bit­ter­ness, un­til he broke down like a lit­tle child.

		
	
		
			XXVI

			They lived with Sort, who had his own lit­tle house in the out­er­most sub­urb. The lit­tle trav­el­ling cob­bler did not know what to do for them: Lasse was so de­ject­ed and so aim­less. He could not rest; he did not re­cov­er; from time to time he broke out in­to lamen­ta­tion. He had grown very frail, and could no longer lift his spoon to his mouth with­out spilling the con­tents. If they tried to dis­tract him, he be­came ob­sti­nate.

			“Now we must see about fetch­ing your things,” they would both say re­peat­ed­ly. “There is no sense in giv­ing your fur­ni­ture to the parish.”

			But Lasse would not have them sent for. “They’ve tak­en ev­ery­thing else from me; they can take that, too,” he said. “And I won’t go out there again—and let my­self be pitied by ev­ery­one.”

			“But you’ll beg­gar your­self,” said Sort.

			“They’ve done that al­ready. Let them have their way. But they’ll have to an­swer for it in the end!”

			Then Pelle pro­cured a cart, and drove over him­self to fetch them. There was quite a load to bring back. Moth­er Beng­ta’s green chest he found up­stairs in the at­tic; it was full of balls of thread. It was so strange to see it again—for many years he had not thought of his moth­er. “I’ll have that for a trav­el­ling trunk,” he thought, and he took it with him.

			Lasse was stand­ing be­fore the door when he re­turned.

			“See, I’ve brought ev­ery­thing here for you, fa­ther!” he cried, lusti­ly crack­ing his whip. But Lasse went in with­out say­ing a word. When they had un­load­ed the cart and went to look for him, he had crawled in­to bed. There he lay with his face to the wall, and would not speak.

			Pelle told him all sorts of news of Heath Farm, in or­der to put a lit­tle life in­to him. “Now the parish has sold Heath Farm to the Hill Farm man for five thou­sand kro­ner, and they say he’s got a good bar­gain. He wants to live there him­self and to leave Hill Farm in his son’s hands.”

			Lasse half turned his head. “Yes, some­thing grows there now. Now they are mak­ing thou­sands—and the farmer will do bet­ter still,” he said bit­ter­ly. “But it’s well-ma­nured soil. Kar­na over­strained her­self and died and left me. … And we went so well in har­ness to­geth­er. Her thou­sand kro­ner went in­to it, too … and now I’m a poor wreck. All that was put in­to the bar­ren, rocky soil, so that it be­came good and gen­er­ous soil. And then the farmer buys it, and now he wants to live there—we poor lice have pre­pared the way for him! What else were we there for? Fools we are to ex­cite our­selves so over such a thing! But, how I loved the place!” Lasse sud­den­ly burst in­to tears.

			“Now you must be rea­son­able and see about be­com­ing cheer­ful again,” said Sort. “The bad times for the poor man will soon be over. There is a time com­ing when no one will need to work him­self to death for oth­ers, and when ev­ery­one will reap what he him­self has sown. What in­jury have you suf­fered? For you are on the right side and have thou­sands of kro­ner on which you can draw a bill. It would be still worse if you owed mon­ey to oth­ers!”

			“I haven’t much more time,” said Lasse, rais­ing him­self on his el­bows.

			“Per­haps not, you and I, for those who start on the pil­grim­age must die in the desert! But for that rea­son we are God’s cho­sen peo­ple, we poor folk. And Pelle, he will sure­ly be­hold the Promised Land!”

			“Now you ought to come in, fa­ther, and see how we have ar­ranged it,” said Pelle.

			Lasse stood up weari­ly and went with them. They had fur­nished one of Sort’s emp­ty rooms with Lasse’s things. It looked quite cozy.

			“We thought that you would live here un­til Pelle is get­ting on well ‘over there,’ ” said Sort. “No, you don’t need to thank me! I’m de­light­ed to think I shall have so­ci­ety, as you may well un­der­stand.”

			“The good God will re­pay it to you,” said Lasse, with a qua­ver­ing voice. “We poor folk have no one but Him to re­ly on.”

			Pelle could not rest, nor con­trol his thoughts any longer; he must be off! “If you’ll give me what the fare comes to, as I’ve helped you,” he told Sort, “then I’ll start this evening. …”

			Sort gave him thir­ty kro­ner.

			“That’s the half of what we took. There’s not so much ow­ing to me,” said Pelle. “You are the mas­ter and had the tools and ev­ery­thing.”

			“I won’t live by the work of oth­er hands—on­ly by that of my own,” said Sort, and he pushed the mon­ey across to Pelle. “Are you go­ing to trav­el just as you stand?”

			“No, I have plen­ty of mon­ey,” said Pelle gai­ly. “I’ve nev­er be­fore pos­sessed so much mon­ey all at once! One can get quite a lot of clothes for that.”

			“But you mustn’t touch the mon­ey! Five kro­ner you’ll need for the pas­sage and the like; the rest you must save, so that you can face the fu­ture with con­fi­dence!”

			“I shall soon earn plen­ty of mon­ey in Copen­hagen!”

			“He has al­ways been a thought­less lad,” said Lasse anx­ious­ly. “Once, when he came in­to town here to be ap­pren­ticed he had five kro­ner; and as for what he spent them on, he could nev­er give any prop­er ac­count!”

			Sort laughed.

			“Then I shall trav­el as I stand!” said Pelle res­o­lute­ly. But that wouldn’t do, ei­ther!

			He could not by any means please both—they were like two anx­ious cluck­ing hens.

			He had no lack of linen, for Lasse had just thought of his own sup­ply. Kar­na had looked af­ter him well. “But it will be very short for your long body. It’s not the same now as it was when you left Stone Farm—then we had to put a tuck in my shirt for you.”

			In the mat­ter of shoes he was not well off. It would nev­er do for a jour­ney­man shoe­mak­er to look for work wear­ing such shoes as his. Sort and Pelle must make a pair of re­spectable boots. “We must leave our­selves time,” said Sort. “Think! They must be able to stand the judg­ment of the cap­i­tal!” Pelle was im­pa­tient, and want­ed to get the work quick­ly out of hand.

			Now there was on­ly the ques­tion of a new suit. “Then buy it ready made on cred­it,” said Sort. “Lasse and I will be good enough se­cu­ri­ties for a suit.”

			In the evening, be­fore he start­ed, he and Lasse went out to look up Due. They chose the time when they were cer­tain of meet­ing Due him­self. They nei­ther of them cared much for An­na. As they ap­proached the house they saw an old rich­ly-dressed gen­tle­man go in at the front door.

			“That is the con­sul,” said Pelle, “who has helped them to get on. Then Due is out with the hors­es, and we are cer­tain­ly not wel­come.”

			“Is it like that with them?” said Lasse, stand­ing still. “Then I am sor­ry for Due when he first finds out how his af­fairs re­al­ly stand! He will cer­tain­ly find that he has bought his in­de­pen­dence too dear­ly! Yes, yes; for those who want to get on the price is hard to pay. I hope it will go well with you over there, my boy.”

			They had reached the church. There stood a cart full of green plants; two men were car­ry­ing them in­to a dwelling-house.

			“What fes­tiv­i­ty’s go­ing on here?” asked Pelle.

			“There’s to be a wed­ding to­mor­row,” an­swered one of the men. “Mer­chant Lau’s daugh­ter is mar­ry­ing that swag­ger­ing fel­low, who’s al­ways giv­ing him­self airs—Karlsen, he’s called, and he’s a poor chap like our­selves. But do you sup­pose he’ll no­tice us? When dirt comes to hon­or, there’s no bear­ing with it! Now he’s be­come a part­ner in the busi­ness!”

			“Then I’ll go to the wed­ding,” said Lasse ea­ger­ly, while they strolled on. “It is very in­ter­est­ing to see when one of a fam­i­ly comes to some­thing.” Pelle felt that this was to some ex­tent meant as a re­proach, but he said noth­ing.

			“Shall we have one look at the new har­bor?” he said.

			“No, now the sun’s go­ing down, and I’ll go home and get to bed. I’m old—but you go. I shall soon find my way back.” Pelle strolled on­ward, but then turned aside to­ward the north—he would go and bid Marie Nielsen good­bye. He owed her a friend­ly word for all her good­ness. Al­so, as an ex­cep­tion, she should for once see him in re­spectable clothes. She had just come home from her work, and was on the point of pre­par­ing her sup­per.

			“No, Pelle, is that you?” she cried de­light­ed­ly, “and so grand, too—you look like a prince!” Pelle had to re­main to sup­per.

			“I have re­al­ly on­ly come to thank you for all your friend­li­ness and to say good­bye. To­mor­row I go to Copen­hagen.”

			She looked at him earnest­ly. “And you are glad!”

			Pelle had to tell her what he had been do­ing since he had last seen her. He sat there look­ing grate­ful­ly about the poor, clean room, with the bed set so in­no­cent­ly against the wall, cov­ered with a snow-white coun­ter­pane. He had nev­er for­got­ten that fra­grance of soap and clean­li­ness and her fresh, sim­ple na­ture. She had tak­en him in the midst of all his mis­ery and had not thought her own white bed too good for him while she scrubbed the mire from him. When he reached the cap­i­tal he would have him­self pho­tographed and send her his por­trait.

			“And how are you do­ing now?” he asked gen­tly.

			“Just as when you last saw me—on­ly a lit­tle more lone­ly,” she an­swered earnest­ly.

			And then he must go. “Good­bye, and may ev­ery­thing go well with you!” he said, and he shook her hand. “And many thanks for all your good­ness!”

			She stood be­fore him silent­ly, look­ing at him with an un­cer­tain smile. “Ah, no! I’m on­ly a hu­man be­ing too!” she cried sud­den­ly, and she flung her arms about him in a pas­sion­ate em­brace.

			And then the great day broke! Pelle awaked with the sun and had the green chest al­ready packed be­fore the oth­ers were up, and then he roamed about, not know­ing what he should set his hand to, he was so rest­less and so ex­cit­ed. He an­swered at ran­dom, and his eyes were full of ra­di­ant dreams. In the morn­ing he and Lasse car­ried the chest to the steam­er, in or­der to have the evening free. Then they went to the church, in or­der to at­tend Al­fred’s wed­ding. Pelle would glad­ly have stayed away; he had enough to do with his own af­fairs, and he had no sym­pa­thy for Al­fred’s do­ings.

			But Lasse pushed him along.

			The sun stood high in heav­en and blazed in the wind­ing side-streets so that the tarred tim­ber-work sweat­ed and the gut­ters stank; from the har­bor came the sound of the crier, with his drum, cry­ing her­rings, and an­nounc­ing an auc­tion. The peo­ple streamed to church in breath­less con­ver­sa­tion con­cern­ing this child of for­tune, Al­fred, who had climbed so far.

			The church was full of peo­ple. It was gai­ly dec­o­rat­ed, and up by the or­gan stood eight young wom­en who were to sing “It is so love­ly to­geth­er to be!” Lasse had nev­er seen or heard of such a wed­ding. “I feel quite proud!” he said.

			“He’s a blad­der full of wind!” said Pelle. “He’s tak­ing her sim­ply on ac­count of the hon­or.”

			And then the bridal pair stepped up to the al­tar. “It’s tremen­dous the way Al­fred has greased his head!” whis­pered Lasse. “It looks like a new­ly-licked calf’s head! But she is pret­ty. I’m on­ly puz­zled that she’s not put on her myr­tle-wreath—I sup­pose noth­ing has hap­pened?”

			“Yes, she’s got a child,” whis­pered Pelle. “Oth­er­wise, he would nev­er in this world have got her!”

			“Oh, I see! Yes, but that’s smart of him, to catch such a fine la­dy!”

			Now the young wom­en sang, and it sound­ed just as if they were an­gels from heav­en who had come to seal the bond.

			“We must take our places so that we can con­grat­u­late them,” said Lasse, and he want­ed to push right through the crowd, but Pelle held him back.

			“I’m afraid he won’t know us to­day; but look now, there’s Un­cle Kalle.”

			Kalle stood squeezed among the hind­most chairs, and there he had to stay un­til ev­ery­body had passed out. “Yes, I was very anx­ious to take part in this great day,” he said, “and I want­ed to bring moth­er with me, but she thought her clothes weren’t re­spectable enough.” Kalle wore a new gray lin­sey-woolsey suit; he had grown small­er and more bent with the years.

			“Why do you stand right away in the cor­ner here, where you can see noth­ing? As the bride­groom’s fa­ther, you must have been giv­en your place in the first row,” said Lasse.

			“I have been sit­ting there, too—didn’t you see me sit­ting next to Mer­chant Lau? We sang out of the same hymn­book. I on­ly got pushed here in the crowd. Now I ought to go to the wed­ding-feast. I was prop­er­ly in­vit­ed, but I don’t quite know. …” He looked down at him­self. Sud­den­ly he made a move­ment, and laughed in his own reck­less way. “Ugh—what am I do­ing stand­ing here and telling lies to peo­ple who don’t be­lieve me! No, pigs don’t be­long in the count­ing­house! I might spread a bad smell, you know! Peo­ple like us haven’t learned to sweat scent!”

			“Bah! He’s too grand to know his own fa­ther! Dev­il take it! Then come with us so that you needn’t go away hun­gry!” said Lasse.

			“No—I’ve been so overfed with roast meats and wine and cakes that I can’t get any more down for the present. Now I must go home and tell moth­er about all the splen­did things. I’ve eigh­teen miles to go.”

			“And you came here on foot—thir­ty-six miles! That’s too much for your years!”

			“I had re­al­ly reck­oned that I’d stay the night here. I didn’t think … Well, an owl’s been sit­ting there! Chil­dren can’t very well climb high­er than that—not to rec­og­nize their own fa­thers! An­na is now tak­ing the best way to be­come a fine la­dy, too. … I shall be won­der­ing how long I shall know my­self! Dev­il take it, Kalle Karlsen, I’m of good fam­i­ly, too, look you! Well, then, ajoo!”

			Weari­ly he set about tramp­ing home. He looked quite piti­ful in his dis­ap­point­ment. “He’s nev­er looked so mis­er­able in his life!” said Lasse, gaz­ing af­ter him, “and it takes some­thing, too, to make Broth­er Kalle chuck his gun in­to the ditch!”

			To­ward evening they went through the town to the steam­er. Pelle took long strides, and a strange feel­ing of solem­ni­ty kept him silent. Lasse trot­ted along at his side; he stooped as he went. He was in a dole­ful mood. “Now you won’t for­get your old fa­ther?” he said, again and again.

			“There’s no dan­ger of that,” re­joined Sort. Pelle heard noth­ing of this; his thoughts were all set on his jour­ney. The blue smoke of kitchen fires was drift­ing down among the nar­row lanes. The old peo­ple were sit­ting out of doors on their front steps, and were gos­sip­ing over the news of the day. The evening sun fell up­on round spec­ta­cles, so that great fiery eyes seemed to be star­ing out of their wrin­kled faces. The pro­found peace of evening lay over the streets. But in the nar­row lanes there was the breath­ing of that eter­nal, dull un­rest, as of a great beast that toss­es and turns and can­not sleep. Now and again it blazed up in­to a shout, or the cry­ing of a child, and then be­gan anew—like heavy, la­bored breath­ing. Pelle knew it well, that ghost­ly breath­ing, which ris­es al­ways from the lair of the poor man. The cares of pover­ty had shep­herd­ed the evil dreams home for the night. But he was leav­ing this world of pover­ty, where life was bleed­ing away un­not­ed in the si­lence; in his thoughts it was fad­ing away like a mourn­ful song; and he gazed out over the sea, which lay glow­ing red­ly at the end of the street. Now he was go­ing out in­to the world!

			The crazy Anker was stand­ing at the top of his high steps. “Good­bye!” cried Pelle, but Anker did not un­der­stand. He turned his face up to the sky and sent forth his de­ment­ed cry.

			Pelle threw a last glance at the work­shop. “There have I spent many a good hour!” he thought; and he thought, too, of the young mas­ter. Old Jör­gen was stand­ing be­fore his win­dow, play­ing with the lit­tle Jör­gen, who sat in­side on the win­dowseat. “Peep, peep, lit­tle one!” he cried, in his shrill voice, and he hid, and bobbed up in­to sight again. The young wife was hold­ing the child; she was rosy with ma­ter­nal de­light.

			“You’ll be sure to let us hear from you,” said Lasse yet again, as Pelle stood lean­ing over the steam­er’s rail. “Don’t for­get your old fa­ther!” He was quite help­less in his anx­i­ety.

			“I will write to you as soon as I’m get­ting on,” said Pelle, for the twen­ti­eth time at least. “On­ly don’t wor­ry!” Sure of vic­to­ry, he laughed down at the old man. For the rest they stood silent and gazed at one an­oth­er.

			At last the steam­er moved. “Good luck—take care of your­self!” he cried for the last time, as they turned the pier-head; and as long as he could see he waved his cap. Then he went right for­ward and sat on a coil of rope.

			He had for­got­ten all that lay be­hind him. He gazed ahead as though at any mo­ment the great world it­self might rise in front of the ves­sel’s bow. He pic­tured noth­ing to him­self of what was to come and how he would meet it—he was on­ly long­ing—long­ing!
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			A swarm of chil­dren was play­ing on the damp floor of the shaft. They hung from the low­er por­tions of the tim­ber-work, or ran in and out be­tween the up­right sup­ports, hum­ming tunes, with bread-and-drip­ping in their hands; or they sat on the ground and pushed them­selves for­ward across the sticky flag­stones. The air hung clam­my and raw, as it does in an old well, and al­ready it had made the lit­tle voic­es husky, and had marked their faces with the scars of scro­fu­la. Yet out of the tun­nel-like pas­sage which led to the street there blew now and again a warm breath of air and the fra­grance of bud­ding trees—from the world that lay be­hind those sur­round­ing walls.

			They had fin­ished play­ing “Bro-bro-brille,” for the last rid­er had en­tered the black caul­dron; and Hansel and Gre­tel had crept safe­ly out of the dwarf Vinslev’s den, across the sew­er-grat­ing, and had reached the pan­cake-house, which, mar­velous­ly enough, had al­so a grat­ing in front of the door, through which one could thrust a stick or a cab­bage-stalk, in or­der to stab the witch. Sticks of wood and cab­bage-stalks were to be found in plen­ty in the dust­bins near the pan­cake-house, and they knew very well who the witch was! Now and again she would pop up out of the cel­lar and scat­ter the whole crowd with her kitchen tongs! It was al­most a lit­tle too life­like; even the smell of pan­cakes came drift­ing down from where the well-to-do Olsens lived, so that one could hard­ly call it a re­al fairy tale. But then per­haps the dwarf Vinslev would come out of his den, and would once again tell them the sto­ry of how he had sailed off with the King’s gold and sunk it out yon­der, in the King’s Deep, when the Ger­mans were in the land. A whole ship’s crew took out the King’s trea­sure, but not one save Vinslev knew where it was sunk, and even he did not know now. A ter­ri­ble se­cret that, such as well might make a man a bit queer in the head. He would ex­plain the whole chart on his dou­ble-breast­ed waist­coat; he had on­ly to steer from this but­ton to that, and then down yon­der, and he was close above the trea­sure. But now some of the but­tons had fall­en off, and he could no longer make out the chart. Day by day the chil­dren helped him to trace it; this was an ex­cit­ing bit of work, for the King was get­ting im­pa­tient!

			There were oth­er won­der­ful things to do; for in­stance, one could lie flat down on the slip­pery flag­stones and play Hanne’s game—the “Glo­ry” game. You turned your eyes from the dark­ness down be­low, look­ing up through the gloomy shaft at the sky over­head, which float­ed there blaz­ing with light, and then you sud­den­ly looked down again, so that ev­ery­thing was quite dark. And in the dark­ness float­ed blue and yel­low rings of col­or, where for­mer­ly there had been noth­ing but dust­bins and priv­ies. This dizzy flux of col­ors be­fore the eyes was the jour­ney far out to the land of hap­pi­ness, in search of all the things that can­not be told. “I can see some­thing my­self, and I know quite well what it is, but I’m just not go­ing to tell,” they mur­mured, blink­ing mys­te­ri­ous­ly up in­to the blue.

			How­ev­er, one could have too much of a good thing. … But the round grat­ing un­der the tim­bers yon­der, where Hanne’s fa­ther drowned him­self, was a thing one nev­er grew weary of. The depths were for­ev­er bub­bling up­ward, fill­ing the lit­tle chil­dren with a se­cret hor­ror; and the half-grown girls would stand astrad­dle over the grat­ing, shud­der­ing at the cold breath that came mur­mur­ing up from be­low. The grat­ing was sure enough the way down to hell, and if you gazed long enough you could see the faintest glim­mer of the inky stream that was flow­ing down be­low. Ev­ery mo­ment it sent its pu­trid breath up in­to your face; that was the Dev­il, who sat pant­ing down there in a cor­ner. If you turned your eyes away from the depths the twi­light of the well had turned to bright­est day, so you could make the world light or dark just as you wished.

			A few chil­dren al­ways lay there, on all fours, gaz­ing down with anx­ious faces; and all sum­mer through, di­rect­ly over the grat­ing, hung a cloud of midges, sway­ing in the breath of the depths. They would rise to a cer­tain height, then sud­den­ly fall, and rise again, just like a jug­gler’s balls. Some­times the breath­ing from be­low sucked the whole swarm right down, but it rose up again, veer­ing hith­er and thith­er like a danc­ing wraith in the draught from the tun­nel-like en­try. The lit­tle girls would gaze at it, lift their pet­ti­coats, and take a few grace­ful steps. Olsen’s Elvi­ra had learned her first dance-steps here, and now she was danc­ing re­spectable cit­i­zens in­to the poor­house. And the fur­ni­ture bro­ker’s daugh­ter was in Pe­ters­burg, and was al­most a Grand Duchess!

			On the walls of the nar­row shaft pro­ject­ing porch­es hung crazi­ly, so that they left on­ly a small free space, and here the clothes­lines ran to and fro, load­ed with dish­clouts and chil­dren’s cloth­ing. The de­cay­ing wood­en stair­cas­es ran zigzag up the walls, dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the pro­ject­ing porch­es and com­ing out again, un­til they reached the very gar­rets.

			From the pro­ject­ing porch­es and the gal­leries, doors led in­to the var­i­ous ten­e­ments, or to long cor­ri­dors that con­nect­ed the in­ner por­tions of the house. On­ly in Pip­man’s side there were nei­ther porch­es nor gal­leries, from the sec­ond sto­ry up­ward; time had de­voured them, so that the stairs alone re­mained in place. The ends of the joists stuck out of the wall like de­cay­ing tooth stumps, and a rope hung from above, on which one could ob­tain a hold. It was black and smooth from the grip of many hands.

			On one of those hot June days when the heav­ens shone like a blaz­ing fire above the rift over­head, the heavy, moul­der­ing tim­bers came to life again, as if their for­est days had re­turned. Peo­ple swarmed in and out on the stairs, shad­ows came and went, and an in­ces­sant chat­ter­ing filled the twi­light. From porch to porch dropped the sour-smelling suds from the chil­dren’s wash­ing, un­til at last it reached the ground, where the chil­dren were play­ing by the slug­gish rivulets which ran from the gut­ters. The tim­bers groaned con­tin­u­al­ly, like an­cient boughs that rub to­geth­er, and a clam­my smell as of earth and moist veg­e­ta­tion sat­u­rat­ed the air, while all that one touched wore a coat­ing of slime, as in to­ken of its ex­u­ber­ant fer­til­i­ty.

			One’s gaze could not trav­el a cou­ple of steps be­fore it was checked by wood­en walls, but one felt con­scious of the world that lay be­hind them. When the doors of the long pas­sages opened and shut, one heard the ru­mor of the in­nu­mer­able crea­tures that lived in the depths of the “Ark”; the cry­ing of lit­tle chil­dren, the pe­cu­liar fid­get­ing sound of marred, ec­cen­tric in­di­vid­u­als, for many a whole life’s his­to­ry un­fold­ed it­self with­in there, undis­turbed, nev­er dar­ing the light of day. On Pip­man’s side the waste-pipes stuck straight out of the wall, like wood-gob­lins grin­ning from the thick­et with wide-open mouths, and long gray beards, which bred rose-pink earth­worms, and from time to time fell with a heavy smack in­to the yard. Green hang­ing bush­es grew out of holes in the wall. The waste wa­ter trick­led through them and dripped con­tin­u­al­ly as though from the wet locks of the for­est. In­side, in the green­ish, drip­ping dark­ness, sat cu­ri­ous­ly marked toads, like lit­tle wa­ter-nymphs, each in her grot­to, shin­ing with un­whole­some hu­mid­i­ty. And up among the tim­bers of the third sto­ry hung Hanne’s ca­nary, singing quite pre­pos­ter­ous­ly, its beak point­ing up to­ward the spot of fiery light over­head. Across the floor of the court­yard went an end­less pro­ces­sion of peo­ple, light-shy crea­tures who emerged from the womb of the “Ark” or dis­ap­peared in­to it. Most of them were wom­en, weird­ly clad, un­whole­some­ly pale, but with a lay­er of grime as though the dark­ness had worked in­to their skins, with drowsy steps and fa­nat­i­cal, glit­ter­ing eyes.

			Lit­tle old men, who com­mon­ly lay in their dark cor­ners wait­ing for death, came hob­bling out on the gal­leries, lift­ed their noses to­ward the blaz­ing speck of sky over­head, and sneezed three times. “That’s the sun!” they told one an­oth­er, de­light­ed. “Ar­tishu! One don’t catch cold so easy in win­ter!”

		
	
		
			II

			High up, out of Pip­man’s gar­ret, a young man stepped out on­to the plat­form. He stood there a mo­ment turn­ing his smil­ing face to­ward the bright heav­ens over­head. Then he low­ered his head and ran down the break­neck stairs, with­out hold­ing on by the rope. Un­der his arm he car­ried some­thing wrapped in a blue cloth.

			“Just look at the clown! Laugh­ing right in­to the face of the sun as though there was no such thing as blind­ness!” said the wom­en, thrust­ing their heads out of win­dow. “But then, of course, he’s from the coun­try. And now he’s go­ing to de­liv­er his work. Lord, how long is he go­ing to squat up there and earn bread for that sweater? The red’ll soon go from his cheeks if he stops there much longer!” And they looked af­ter him anx­ious­ly.

			The chil­dren down in the court­yard raised their heads when they heard his steps above them.

			“Have you got some nice leather for us to­day, Pelle?” they cried, clutch­ing at his legs.

			He brought out of his pock­ets some lit­tle bits of patent-leather and red im­i­ta­tion mo­roc­co.

			“That’s from the Em­per­or’s new slip­pers,” he said, as he shared the pieces among the chil­dren. Then the young­sters laughed un­til their throats be­gan to wheeze.

			Pelle was just the same as of old, ex­cept that he was more up­right and elas­tic in his walk, and had grown a lit­tle fair mous­tache. His pro­trud­ing ears had with­drawn them­selves a lit­tle, as though they were no longer worked so hard. His blue eyes still ac­cept­ed ev­ery­thing as good coin, though they now had a faint ex­pres­sion that seemed to say that all that hap­pened was no longer to their lik­ing. His “lucky curls” still shone with a gold­en light.

			The nar­row streets lay al­ways brood­ing in a dense, un­bear­able at­mos­phere that nev­er seemed to re­new it­self. The hous­es were grimy and crazy; where a patch of sun­light touched a win­dow there were stained bed­clothes hung out to dry. Up one of the side streets was an am­bu­lance wag­on, sur­round­ed by wom­en and chil­dren who were wait­ing ex­cit­ed­ly for the bear­ers to ap­pear with their un­easy bur­den, and Pelle joined them; he al­ways had to take part in ev­ery­thing.

			It was not quite the short­est way which he took. The cap­i­tal was quite a new world to him; noth­ing was the same as at home; here a hun­dred dif­fer­ent things would hap­pen in the course of the day, and Pelle was will­ing enough to be­gin all over again; and he still felt his old long­ing to take part in it all and to as­sim­i­late it all.

			In the nar­row street lead­ing down to the canal a thir­teen-year-old girl placed her­self provoca­tive­ly in his way. “Moth­er’s ill,” she said, point­ing up a dark flight of steps. “If you’ve got any mon­ey, come along!” He was ac­tu­al­ly on the point of fol­low­ing her, when he dis­cov­ered that the old wom­en who lived in the street were flat­ten­ing their noses against their win­dow­panes. “One has to be on one’s guard here!” he told him­self, at least for the hun­dredth time. The worst of it was that it was so easy to for­get the ne­ces­si­ty.

			He strolled along the canal-side. The old quay-wall, the ap­ple-barges, and the gra­naries with the high row of hatch­ways over­head and the creak­ing pul­leys right up in the gables awak­ened mem­o­ries of home. Some­times, too, there were ves­sels from home ly­ing here, with car­goes of fish or pot­tery, and then he was able to get news. He wrote but sel­dom. There was lit­tle suc­cess to be re­port­ed; just now he had to make his way, and he still owed Sort for his pas­sage-mon­ey.

			But it would soon come. … Pelle hadn’t the least doubt as to the fu­ture. The city was so mon­strous­ly large and in­cal­cu­la­ble; it seemed to have un­der­tak­en the im­pos­si­ble; but there could be no doubt of such an ob­vi­ous mat­ter of course as that he should make his way. Here wealth was sim­ply ly­ing in great heaps, and the poor man too could win it if on­ly he grasped at it bold­ly enough. For­tune here was a gold­en bird, which could be cap­tured by a lit­tle adroit­ness; the end­less chances were like a fairy tale. And one day Pelle would catch the bird; when and how he left con­fid­ing­ly to chance.

			In one of the side streets which ran out of the Mar­ket Street there was a crowd; a swarm of peo­ple filled the whole street in front of the iron-foundry, shout­ing ea­ger­ly to the black­ened iron­work­ers, who stood grouped to­geth­er by the gate­way, look­ing at one an­oth­er ir­res­o­lute­ly.

			“What’s up here?” asked Pelle.

			“This is up—that they can’t earn enough to live on,” said an old man. “And the man­u­fac­tur­ers won’t in­crease their pay. So they’ve tak­en to some new­fan­gled fool’s trick which they say has been brought here from abroad, where they seem to have done well with it. That’s to say, they all sud­den­ly chuck up their work and rush bare­head­ed in­to the street and make a noise, and then back to work again, just like school chil­dren in play­time. They’ve al­ready been in and out two or three times, and now half of them’s out­side and the oth­ers are at work, and the gate is locked. Non­sense! A lot that’s go­ing to help their wages! No; in my time we used to ask for them pret­ti­ly, and we al­ways got some­thing, too. But, any­how, we’re on­ly work­ing-folks, and where’s it go­ing to come from? And now, what’s more, they’ve lost their whole week’s wages!”

			The work­men were at a loss as to what they should do; they stood there gaz­ing me­chan­i­cal­ly up at the win­dows of the count­ing­house, from which all de­ci­sions were com­mon­ly is­sued. Now and again an im­pa­tient shud­der ran through the crowd, as it made threats to­ward the win­dows and de­mand­ed what was ow­ing it. “He won’t give us the wages that we’ve hon­est­ly earned, the tyrant!” they cried. “A nice thing, tru­ly, when one’s got a wife and kids at home, and on a Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon, too! What a shark, to take the bread out of their mouths! Won’t the gra­cious gen­tle­man give us an an­swer—just his greet­ing, so that we can take it home with us?—just his kind re­gards, or else they’ll have to go hun­gry to bed!” And they laughed, a low, snarling laugh, spat on the pave­ment, and once more turned their mas­ter­less faces up to the count­ing­house win­dows.

			Pro­pos­als were show­ered up­on them, pro­pos­als of ev­ery kind; and they were as wise as they were be­fore. “What the dev­il are we to do if there’s no one who can lead us?” they said de­ject­ed­ly, and they stood star­ing again. That was the on­ly thing they knew how to do.

			“Choose a few of your com­rades and send them in to ne­go­ti­ate with the man­u­fac­tur­er,” said a gen­tle­man stand­ing by.

			“Hear, hear! For­ward with Erik­sen! He un­der­stands the deaf-and-dumb al­pha­bet!” they shout­ed. The stranger shrugged his shoul­ders and de­part­ed.

			A tall, pow­er­ful work­man ap­proached the group. “Have you got your killer with you, Erik­sen?” cried one, and Erik­sen turned on the stair­case and ex­hib­it­ed his clenched fist.

			“Look out!” they shout­ed at the win­dows. “Look out we don’t set fire to the place!” Then all was sud­den­ly silent, and the heavy house-door was barred.

			Pelle lis­tened with open mouth. He did not know what they want­ed, and they hard­ly knew, them­selves; none the less, there was a new note in all this! These peo­ple didn’t beg for what they want­ed; they pre­ferred to use their fists in or­der to get it, and they didn’t get drunk first, like the strong man Erik­sen and the rest at home. “This is the cap­i­tal!” he thought, and again he con­grat­u­lat­ed him­self for hav­ing come thith­er.

			A squad of po­lice­men came march­ing up. “Room there!” they cried, and be­gan to hus­tle the crowd in or­der to dis­perse it. The work­men would not be driv­en away. “Not be­fore we’ve got our wages!” they said, and they pressed back to the gates again. “This is where we work, and we’re go­ing to have our rights, that we are!” Then the po­lice be­gan to drive the on­look­ers away; at each on­set they fell back a few steps, hes­i­tat­ing, and then stood still, laugh­ing. Pelle re­ceived a blow in the back; he turned quick­ly round, stared for a mo­ment in­to the red face of a po­lice­man, and went his way, mut­ter­ing and feel­ing his back.

			“Did he hit you?” asked an old wom­an. “Dev­il take him, the filthy lout! He’s the son of the man­gling-wom­an what lives in the house here, and now he takes up the cud­gels against his own peo­ple! Dev­il take him!”

			“Move on!” or­dered the po­lice­man, wink­ing, as he pushed her aside with his body. She re­tired to her cel­lar, and stood there us­ing her tongue to such pur­pose that the sali­va flew from her tooth­less mouth.

			“Yes, you go about bul­ly­ing old peo­ple who used to car­ry you in their arms and put dry clouts on you when you didn’t know enough to ask. … Are you go­ing to use your trun­cheon on me, too? Wouldn’t you like to, Fredrik? Take your or­ders from the great folks, and then come yelp­ing at us, be­cause we aren’t fine enough for you!” She was shak­ing with rage; her yel­low­ish gray hair had be­come loos­ened and was tum­bling about her face; she was a per­fect vol­cano.

			The po­lice marched across the Knip­pel Bridge, es­cort­ed by a swarm of street urchins, who yelled and whis­tled be­tween their fin­gers. From time to time a po­lice­man would turn round; then the whole swarm took to its heels, but next mo­ment it was there again. The po­lice were ner­vous: their fin­gers were open­ing and clos­ing in their long­ing to strike out. They looked like a par­ty of crim­i­nals be­ing es­cort­ed to the court­house by the ex­treme youth of the town, and the peo­ple were laugh­ing.

			Pelle kept step on the pave­ment. He was in a way­ward mood. Some­where with­in him he felt a vi­o­lent im­pulse to give way to that ab­surd long­ing to leap in­to the air and beat his head up­on the pave­ment which was the lin­ger­ing re­sult of his ill­ness. But now it as­sumed the guise of in­so­lent strength. He saw quite plain­ly how big Erik­sen ran roar­ing at the bailiff, and how he was struck to the ground, and there­after wan­dered about an id­iot. Then the “Great Pow­er” rose up be­fore him, mighty in his strength, and was hurled to his death; they had all been like dogs, ready to fall on him, and to fawn up­on ev­ery­thing that smelt of their su­pe­ri­ors and the au­thor­i­ties. And he him­self, Pelle, had had a whip­ping at the court­house, and peo­ple had point­ed the fin­ger at him, just as they point­ed at the “Great Pow­er.” “See, there he goes loaf­ing, the scum of hu­man­i­ty!” Yes, he had learned what right­eous­ness was, and what mis­chief it did. But now he had es­caped from the old ex­com­mu­ni­ca­tion, and had en­tered a new world, where re­spectable men nev­er turned to look af­ter the po­lice, but left such things to the street urchins and old wom­en. There was a great sat­is­fac­tion in this; and Pelle want­ed to take part in this world; he longed to un­der­stand it.

			It was Sat­ur­day, and there was a crowd of jour­ney­men and seam­stress­es in the ware­house, who had come to de­liv­er their work. The fore­man went round as usu­al, grum­bling over the work, and be­fore he paid for it he would pull at it and crum­ple it so that it lost its shape, and then he made the most in­fer­nal to-do be­cause it was not good enough. Now and again he would make a de­duc­tion from the week’s wages, aver­ring that the ma­te­ri­al was ru­ined; and he was es­pe­cial­ly hard on the wom­en, who stood there not dar­ing to con­tra­dict him. Peo­ple said he cheat­ed all the seam­stress­es who would not let him have his way with them.

			Pelle stood there boil­ing with rage. “If he says one word to me, we shall come to blows!” he thought. But the fore­man took the work with­out glanc­ing at it—ah, yes, that was from Pip­man!

			But while he was pay­ing for it a thick­set man came for­ward out of a back room; this was the court shoe­mak­er, Mey­er him­self. He had been a poor young man with bare­ly a seat to his breech­es when he came to Copen­hagen from Ger­many as a wan­der­ing jour­ney­man. He did not know much about his craft, but he knew how to make oth­ers work for him! He did not an­swer the re­spect­ful greet­ings of the work­ers, but sta­tioned him­self be­fore Pelle, his bel­ly bump­ing against the counter, wheez­ing loud­ly through his nose, and gaz­ing at the young man.

			“New man?” he asked, at length. “That’s Pip­man’s as­sis­tant,” replied the fore­man, smil­ing. “Ah! Pip­man—he knows the trick, eh? You do the work and he takes the mon­ey and drinks it, eh?” The mas­ter shoe­mak­er laughed as at an ex­cel­lent joke.

			Pelle turned red. “I should like to be in­de­pen­dent as soon as pos­si­ble,” he said.

			“Yes, yes, you can talk it over with the fore­man; but no union­ists here, mind that! We’ve no use for those folks.”

			Pelle pressed his lips to­geth­er and pushed the cloth wrap­per in­to the breast of his coat in si­lence. It was all he could do not to make some re­tort; he couldn’t ap­prove of that pro­hi­bi­tion. He went out quick­ly in­to Kob­mager Street and turned out of the Coal Mar­ket in­to Haus­er Street, where, as he knew, the pres­i­dent of the strug­gling Shoe­mak­ers’ Union was liv­ing. He found a lit­tle cob­bler oc­cu­py­ing a dark cel­lar. This must be the man he sought; so he ran down the steps. He had not un­der­stood that the pres­i­dent of the Union would be found in such a mis­er­able dwelling-place.

			Un­der the win­dow sat a hol­low-cheeked man bowed over his bench, in the act of sewing a new sole on to a worn-out shoe. The legs of the passers­by were just above his head. At the back of the room a wom­an stood cook­ing some­thing on the stove; she had a lit­tle child on her arm, while two old­er chil­dren lay on the ground play­ing with some lasts. It was fright­ful­ly hot and op­pres­sive.

			“Good day, com­rade!” said Pelle. “Can I be­come a mem­ber of the Union?”

			The man looked up, as­ton­ished. Some­thing like a smile passed over his mourn­ful face.

			“Can you in­dulge your­self so far?” he asked slow­ly. “It may prove a cost­ly plea­sure. Who d’you work for, if I may ask?”

			“For Mey­er, in Kob­mager Street.”

			“Then you’ll be fired as soon as he gets to know of it!”

			“I know that sure enough; all the same, I want to join the Union. He’s not go­ing to tell me what I can and what I can’t do. Be­sides, we’ll soon set­tle with him.”

			“That’s what I thought, too. But there’s too few of us. You’ll be starved out of the Union as soon as you’ve joined.”

			“We must see about get­ting a bit more nu­mer­ous,” said Pelle cheer­ful­ly, “and then one fine day we’ll shut up shop for him!”

			A spark of life gleamed in the tired eyes of the pres­i­dent. “Yes, dev­il take him, if we could on­ly make him shut up shop!” he cried, shak­ing his clenched fist in the air. “He tram­ples on all those here­abouts that make mon­ey for him; it’s a shame that I should sit here now and have come down to cob­bling; and he keeps the whole mis­er­able trade in pover­ty! Ah, what a re­venge, com­rade!” The blood rushed in­to his hol­low cheeks un­til they burned, and then he be­gan to cough. “Pe­tersen!” said the wom­an anx­ious­ly, sup­port­ing his back. “Pe­tersen!” She sighed and shook her head, while she helped him to strug­gle through his fit of cough­ing. “When the talk’s about the Court shoe­mak­er Pe­tersen al­ways gets like one pos­sessed,” she said, when he had over­come it. “He re­al­ly don’t know what he’s do­ing. No—if ev­ery­body would on­ly be as clever as Mey­er and just look af­ter his own busi­ness, then cer­tain peo­ple would be sit­ting there in good health and earn­ing good mon­ey!”

			“Hold your tongue!” said Pe­tersen an­gri­ly. “You’re a wom­an—you know noth­ing about the mat­ter.” At which the wom­an went back to her cook­ing.

			Pe­tersen filled out a pa­per, and Pelle signed his name to it and paid his sub­scrip­tion for a week. “And now you must try to break away from that blood­suck­er as soon as pos­si­ble!” said Pe­tersen earnest­ly. “A re­spectable work­man can’t put up with such things!”

			“I was forced in­to it,” said Pelle. “And I learned noth­ing of this at home. But now that’s over and done with.”

			“Good, com­rade! There’s my hand on it—and good luck to you! We must work the cause up, and per­haps we shall suc­ceed yet; I tell you, you’ve giv­en me back my courage! Now you per­suade as many as you can, and don’t miss the meet­ings; they’ll be an­nounced in The Work­ing Man.” He shook Pelle’s hand ea­ger­ly. Pelle took a brisk walk out to the north­ward. He felt pleased and in the best of spir­its.

			It was about the time when the work­ers are re­turn­ing home; they drift­ed along singly and in crowds, stoop­ing and loi­ter­ing, shuf­fling a lit­tle af­ter the fa­tigue of the day. There was a whole new world out here, quite dif­fer­ent from that of the “Ark.” The hous­es were new and or­der­ly, built with lev­el and plumb-line; the men went their ap­point­ed ways, and one could see at a glance what each one was.

			This quar­ter was the home of so­cial­ism and the new ideas. Pelle of­ten strolled out thith­er on hol­i­days in or­der to get a glimpse of these things; what they were he didn’t know, and he hadn’t dared to thrust him­self for­ward, a stranger, as he still felt him­self to be there; but it all at­tract­ed him pow­er­ful­ly. How­ev­er, to­day he for­got that he was a stranger, and he went on­ward with a long, steady stride that took him over the bridge and in­to North Bridge Street. Now he him­self was a trades union­ist; he was like all these oth­ers, he could go straight up to any­one if he wished and shake him by the hand. There was a strong and pe­cu­liar ap­peal about the bear­ing of these peo­ple, as though they had been sol­diers. In­vol­un­tar­i­ly he fell in­to step with them, and felt him­self stronger on that ac­count, sup­port­ed by a feel­ing of com­mu­ni­ty. He felt solemn­ly hap­py, as on his birth­day; and he had a feel­ing as though he must do some­thing. The pub­lic hous­es were open, and the work­men were en­ter­ing them in lit­tle groups. But he had no de­sire to sit there and pour spir­its down his throat. One could do that sort of thing when ev­ery­thing had gone to the dogs.

			He sta­tioned him­self in front of a pas­try cook’s win­dow, ea­ger­ly oc­cu­pied in com­par­ing the dif­fer­ent kinds of cakes. He want­ed to go in­side and ex­pend five and twen­ty öre in cel­e­bra­tion of the day. But first of all the whole af­fair must be prop­er­ly and me­thod­i­cal­ly planned out, so that he should not be dis­ap­point­ed af­ter­ward. He must, of course, have some­thing that he had nev­er eat­en be­fore, and that was just the dif­fi­cult part. Many of the cakes were hol­low in­side too, and the feast would have to serve as his evening meal.

			It was by no means easy, and just as Pelle was on the point of solv­ing the dif­fi­cul­ty he was star­tled out of the whole af­fair by a slap on the shoul­der. Be­hind him was Morten, smil­ing at him with that kind­ly smile of his, as though noth­ing had gone wrong be­tween them. Pelle was ashamed of him­self and could not find a word to say. He had been un­faith­ful to his on­ly friend; and it was not easy for him to ac­count for his be­hav­ior. But Morten didn’t want any ex­pla­na­tions; he sim­ply shook Pelle by the hand. His pale face was shin­ing with joy. It still be­trayed that trace of suf­fer­ing which was so touch­ing, and Pelle had to sur­ren­der at dis­cre­tion. “Well, to think we should meet here!” he cried, and laughed good-na­tured­ly.

			Morten was work­ing at the pas­try cook’s, and had been out; now he was go­ing in to get some sleep be­fore the night’s work. “But come in with me; we can at least sit and talk for half an hour; and you shall have a cake too.” He was just the same as in the old days.

			They went in through the gate and up the back stairs; Morten went in­to the shop and re­turned with five “Napoleons.” “You see I know your taste,” he said laugh­ing. Morten’s room was right up un­der the roof; it was a kind of tur­ret-room with win­dows on both sides. One could look out over the end­less mass of roofs, which lay in rows, one be­hind the oth­er, like the hot­beds in a mon­strous nurs­ery gar­den. From the num­ber­less flues and chim­neys rose a thin bluish smoke, which lay op­pres­sive­ly over all. Due south lay the Kalve­bod Strand, and fur­ther to the west the hill of Fred­eriks­berg with its cas­tle rose above the mist. On the op­po­site side lay the Com­mon, and out be­yond the chim­neys of the limekilns glit­tered the Sound with its many sails. “That’s some­thing like a view, eh?” said Morten proud­ly.

			Pelle re­mained star­ing; he went from one win­dow to an­oth­er and said noth­ing. This was the city, the cap­i­tal, for which he and all oth­er poor men from the far­thest cor­ners of the land, had longed so bound­less­ly; the For­tu­nate Land, where they were to win free of pover­ty!

			He had wan­dered through it in all di­rec­tions, had mar­velled at its palaces and its trea­sures, and had found it to be great be­yond all ex­pec­ta­tion. Ev­ery­thing here was on the grand scale; what men built one day they tore down again on the mor­row, in or­der to build some­thing more sump­tu­ous. So much was go­ing on here, sure­ly the poor man might some­how make his for­tune out of it all!

			And yet he had had no true con­cep­tion of the whole. Now for the first time he saw the City! It lay there, a mighty whole, out­spread at his feet, with palaces, church­es, and fac­to­ry chim­neys ris­ing above the mass of hous­es. Down in the street flowed a black, un­end­ing stream, a stream of peo­ple con­tin­u­al­ly re­newed, as though from a mighty ocean that could nev­er be ex­haust­ed. They all had some ob­ject; one could not see it, but re­al­ly they were run­ning along like ants, each bear­ing his lit­tle bur­den to the mighty heap of pre­cious things, which was gath­ered to­geth­er from all the ends of the earth.

			“There are mil­lions in all this!” said Pelle at last, draw­ing a deep breath. “Yes,” said Morten stand­ing be­side him. “And it’s all put to­geth­er by hu­man hands—by the hands of work­ing peo­ple!”

			Pelle start­ed. That was a won­der­ful idea. But it was true enough, if one thought about it.

			“But now it has fall­en in­to very dif­fer­ent hands!” he ex­claimed, laugh­ing. “Yes, they’ve got it away from us by trick­ery, just as one whee­dles a child out of a thing,” cried Morten mo­rose­ly. “But there’s no re­al ef­fi­cien­cy in any­thing that chil­dren do—and the poor have nev­er been any­thing more than chil­dren! On­ly now they are be­gin­ning to grow up, look you, and one fine day they’ll ask for their own back.”

			“It would go ill with us if we went and tried to take it for our­selves,” said Pelle.

			“Not if we were unit­ed about it—but we are on­ly the many.”

			Pelle lis­tened; it had nev­er oc­curred to him that the ques­tion of or­ga­ni­za­tion was so stu­pen­dous. Men com­bined, sure enough, but it was to se­cure bet­ter con­di­tions in their trade.

			“You are like your fa­ther!” he said. “He al­ways had big ideas, and want­ed to get his rights. I was think­ing about him a lit­tle while ago, how he nev­er let him­self be tram­pled on. Then you used to be ashamed of him; but. …”

			Morten hung his head. “I couldn’t bear the con­tempt of re­spectable folks,” he said half un­der his breath. “I un­der­stood noth­ing be­yond the fact that he was de­stroy­ing our home and bring­ing dis­grace on us. And I was hor­ri­bly afraid, too, when he be­gan to lay about him; I wake up some­times now quite wet and cold with sweat, when I’ve been dream­ing of my child­hood. But now I’m proud that I’m the son of the ‘Great Pow­er.’ I haven’t much strength my­self; yet per­haps I’ll do some­thing to sur­prise the city folks af­ter all.”

			“And I too!”

			Pow­er! It was re­al­ly ex­tra­or­di­nary that Morten should be the son of the gi­ant stone­cut­ter, so qui­et and del­i­cate was he. He had not yet quite re­cov­ered the strength of which Bod­il had robbed him in his ear­ly boy­hood; it was as though that ear­ly abuse was still wast­ing him.

			He had re­tained his girl­ish love of com­fort. The room was nice­ly kept; and there were ac­tu­al­ly flow­ers in a vase be­neath the look­ing-glass. Flow­ers, good Lord! “How did you get those?” asked Pelle.

			“Bought them, of course!”

			Pelle had to laugh. Was there an­oth­er man in the world who would pay mon­ey for flow­ers?

			But he did not laugh at the books. There seemed to be a sort of mys­te­ri­ous con­nec­tion be­tween them and Morten’s pe­cu­liar, still en­er­gy. He had now a whole shelf full. Pelle took a few down and looked in­to them.

			“What sort of stuff is this, now?” he asked doubt­ful­ly. “It looks like learn­ing!”

			“Those are books about us, and how the new con­di­tions are com­ing, and how we must make ready for them.”

			“Ah, you’ve got the laugh of me,” said Pelle. “In a mo­ment of de­pres­sion you’ve got your book-learn­ing to help you along. But we oth­er chaps can just sit where we are and kick our heels.” Morten turned to him hasti­ly.

			“That’s the usu­al com­plaint!” he cried ir­ri­ta­bly. “A man spits on his own class and wants to get in­to an­oth­er one. But that’s not the point at stake, damn it all! We want to stay pre­cise­ly where we are, shoe­mak­ers and bak­ers, all to­geth­er! But we must de­mand prop­er con­di­tions! Scarce­ly one out of thou­sands can come out on top; and then the rest can sit where they are and gape af­ter him! But do you be­lieve he’d get a chance of ris­ing if it wasn’t that so­ci­ety needs him—wants to use him to strike at his own peo­ple and keep them down? ‘Now you can see for your­self what a poor man can do if he likes!’ That’s what they tell you. There’s no need to blame so­ci­ety.

			“No, the mass­es them­selves are to blame if they aren’t all rich men! Good God! They just don’t want to be! So they treat you like a fool, and you put up with it and baa af­ter them! No, let them all to­geth­er de­mand that they shall re­ceive enough for their work to live on de­cent­ly. I say a work­ing man ought to get as much for his work as a doc­tor or a bar­ris­ter, and to be ed­u­cat­ed as well. That’s my Lord’s Prayer!”

			“Now I’ve set you off fine­ly!” said Pelle good-na­tured­ly. “And it’s just the same as what your fa­ther was rav­ing about when he lay dy­ing in the shed. He lay there deliri­ous, and he be­lieved the or­di­nary work­man had got pic­tures on the wall and a pi­ano, just like the fine folks.”

			“Did he say that?” cried Morten, and he raised his head. Then he fell in­to thought. For he un­der­stood that long­ing. But Pelle sat there brood­ing. Was this the “new time” all over again? Then there was re­al­ly some sense in band­ing peo­ple to­geth­er—yes, and as many as pos­si­ble.

			“I don’t right­ly un­der­stand it,” he said at last. “But to­day I joined the trade union. I shan’t stand still and look on when there’s any­thing big to be done.”

			Morten nod­ded, faint­ly smil­ing. He was tired now, and hard­ly heard what Pelle was say­ing. “I must go to bed now so that I can get up at one. But where do you live? I’ll come and see you some time. How queer it is that we should have run across one an­oth­er here!”

			“I live out in Kris­tian­shavn—in the ‘Ark,’ if you know where that is!”

			“That’s a queer sort of house to have tum­bled in­to! I know the ‘Ark’ very well, it’s been so of­ten de­scribed in the pa­pers. There’s all sorts of peo­ple live there!”

			“I don’t know any­thing about that,” said Pelle, half of­fend­ed. “I like the peo­ple well enough. … But it’s cap­i­tal that we should have run in­to one an­oth­er’s arms like this! What bit of luck, eh? And I be­haved like a clown and kept out of your way? But that was when I was go­ing to the dogs, and hat­ed ev­ery­body! But now noth­ing’s go­ing to come be­tween us again, you may lay to that!”

			“That’s good, but now be off with you,” replied Morten, smil­ing; he was al­ready half-un­dressed.

			“I’m go­ing, I’m go­ing!” said Pelle, and he picked up his hat, and stood for a mo­ment gaz­ing out over the city. “But it’s mag­nif­i­cent, what you were say­ing about things just now!” he cried sud­den­ly. “If I had the strength of all us poor folks in me, I’d break out right away and con­quer the whole of it! If such a mass of wealth were shared out there’d nev­er be any pover­ty any more!” He stood there with his arms up­lift­ed, as though he held it all in his hands. Then he laughed up­roar­i­ous­ly. He looked full of en­er­gy. Morten lay half asleep, star­ing at him and say­ing noth­ing. And then he went.

			Pip­man scold­ed Pelle out­ra­geous­ly when at last he re­turned. “Curse it all, what are you think­ing of? To go strolling about and play­ing the duke while such as we can sit here work­ing our eyes out of our heads! And we have to go thirsty too! Now don’t you dream of be­ing in­so­lent to me, or there’ll be an end of the mat­ter. I am ex­ces­sive­ly an­noyed!”

			He held out his hand in pa­thet­ic ex­pos­tu­la­tion, al­though Pelle had no in­ten­tion of an­swer­ing him. He no longer took Pip­man se­ri­ous­ly. “Dev­il fry me, but a man must sit here and drink the clothes off his body while a lout like you goes for a stroll!”

			Pelle was stand­ing there count­ing the week’s earn­ings when he sud­den­ly burst in­to a loud laugh as his glance fell up­on Pip­man. His blue naked shanks, mis­er­ably shiv­er­ing un­der his leather apron, looked so enor­mous­ly ridicu­lous when con­trast­ed with the ful­ly-dressed body and the ven­er­a­ble beard.

			“Yes, you grin!” said Pip­man, laugh­ing too. “But sup­pose it was you had to take off your trousers in front of the old clothes’ man, and want­ed to get up­stairs re­spectably! Those damned brats! ‘Pip­man’s got D.T.,’ they yell. ‘Pip­man’s got D.T. And God knows I haven’t got D.T., but I haven’t got any trousers, and that’s just the trou­ble! And these ac­cursed open stair­cas­es! Olsen’s hired girl took the op­por­tu­ni­ty, and you may be sure she saw all there was to see! You might lend me your old bags!”

			Pelle opened his green chest and took out his work­day trousers.

			“You’d bet­ter put a few more locks on that spinach-green lum­ber-chest of yours,” said Pip­man surlily. “Af­ter all, there might be a thief here, near heav­en as we are!”

			Pelle ap­par­ent­ly did not hear the al­lu­sion, and locked the chest up again. Then, his short pipe in his hand, he strolled out on to the plat­form. Above the roofs the twi­light was ris­ing from the Sound. A few doves were fly­ing there, catch­ing the last red rays of the sun on their white pin­ions, while down in the shaft the dark­ness lay like a hot lilac mist. The hur­dy-gur­dy man had come home and was play­ing his evening tune down there to the danc­ing chil­dren, while the in­hab­i­tants of the “Ark” were gos­sip­ing and squab­bling from gallery to gallery. Now and again a faint vi­brat­ing note rose up­ward, and all fell silent. This was the dwarf Vinslev, who sat play­ing his flute some­where in his den deep with­in the “Ark.” He al­ways hid him­self right away when he played, for at such times he was like a sick an­i­mal, and sat quak­ing in his lair. The notes of his flute were so sweet, as they came trick­ling out of his hid­ing place, that they seemed like a song or a lament from an­oth­er world. And the rest­less crea­tures in the “Ark” must per­force be silent and lis­ten. Now Vinslev was in one of his gen­tle moods, and one some­how felt bet­ter for hear­ing him. But at times, in his dark moods, the dev­il seemed to en­ter in­to him, and breathed such mu­sic in­to his crazy mind that all his hear­ers felt a pan­ic ter­ror. Then the de­cay­ing tim­bers of the “Ark” seemed to ex­pand and form a vast mon­strous, pitch-black for­est, in which all ter­ror lay lurk­ing, and one must strike out blind­ly in or­der to avoid be­ing tram­pled on. The hearse-driv­er in the fourth sto­ry, who at oth­er times was so gen­tle in his cups, would beat his wife shame­ful­ly, and the two lay about in their den drink­ing and fight­ing in self-de­fence. And Vinslev’s dev­il­ish flute was to blame when Johnsen vain­ly be­wailed his mis­er­able life and end­ed it un­der the sew­er-grat­ing. But there was noth­ing to be said about the mat­ter; Vinslev played the flute, and Johnsen’s sui­cide was a death like any oth­er.

			Now the dev­il was go­ing about with a ring in his nose; Vinslev’s play­ing was like a gen­tle breeze that played on peo­ple’s hearts, so that they opened like flow­ers. This was his good time.

			Pelle knew all this, al­though he had not long been here; but it was noth­ing to him. For he wore the con­queror’s shirt of mail, such as Fa­ther Lasse had dreamed of for him.

			Down in the third sto­ry, on the built-out gallery, an­oth­er sort of mag­ic was at work. A climb­ing pelargo­ni­um and some ivy had wound them­selves round the bro­ken beams and met over­head, and there hung a lit­tle red pa­per lantern, which cast a cheer­ful glow over it all.

			It was as though the sum­mer night had found a sanc­tu­ary in the heart of this wilder­ness of stone. Un­der the lantern sat Madam Johnsen and her daugh­ter sewing; and Hanne’s face glowed like a rose in the night, and ev­ery now and then she turned it up to­ward Pelle and smiled, and made an im­pa­tient move­ment of her head. Then Pelle turned away a lit­tle, re-crossed his leg, and leant over on the oth­er side, rest­less as a horse in blink­ers.

			Close be­hind him his neigh­bor, Madam Frand­sen, was bustling about her lit­tle kitchen. The door stood open on to the plat­form, and she chat­tered in­ces­sant­ly, half to her­self and half to Pelle, about her gout, her dead hus­band, and her lout of a son. She need­ed to rest her body, did this old wom­an. “My God, yes; and here I have to keep slav­ing and get­ting his food ready for Fer­di­nand from morn­ing to night and from night to morn­ing again. And he doesn’t even trou­ble him­self to come home to it. I can’t go look­ing in­to his wild ways; all I can do is to sit here and wor­ry and keep his meals warm. Now that’s a tasty lit­tle bit; and he’ll soon come when he’s hun­gry, I tell my­self. Ah, yes, our young days, they’re soon gone. And you stand there and stare like a baa-lamb and the girl down there is nod­ding at you fit to crick her neck! Yes, the men are a queer race; they pre­tend they wouldn’t dare—and yet who is it caus­es all the mis­for­tunes?”

			“She doesn’t want any­thing to do with me!” said Pelle grumpi­ly; “she’s just play­ing with me.”

			“Yes, a girl goes on play­ing with a white mouse un­til she gets it! You ought to be ashamed to stand there hang­ing your head! So young and well-grown as you are too! You cut her tail-feath­ers off, and you’ll get a good wife!” She nudged him in the side with her el­bow.

			Then at last Pelle made up his mind to go clat­ter­ing down the stairs to the third sto­ry, and along the gallery.

			“Why have you been so stand­off­ish to­day?” said Madam Johnsen, mak­ing room for him. “You know you are al­ways very wel­come. What are all these pre­lim­i­nar­ies for?”

			“Pelle is short­sight­ed; he can’t see as far as this,” said Hanne, toss­ing her head. She sat there turn­ing her head about; she gazed at him smil­ing, her head thrown back and her mouth open. The light fell on her white teeth.

			“Shall we get fine weath­er to­mor­row?” asked the moth­er.

			Pelle thought they would; he gazed up at the lit­tle speck of sky in a weath­er-wise man­ner. Hanne laughed.

			“Are you a weath­er-prophet, Pelle? But you haven’t any corns!”

			“Now stop your teas­ing, child!” said the moth­er, pre­tend­ing to slap her. “If it’s fine to­mor­row we want to go in­to the woods. Will you come with us?”

			Pelle would be glad to go; but he hes­i­tat­ed slight­ly be­fore an­swer­ing.

			“Come with us, Pelle,” said Hanne, and she laid her hand invit­ing­ly on his shoul­der. “And then you shall be my young man. It’s so te­dious go­ing to the woods with the old la­dy; and then I want to be able to do as I like.” She made a chal­leng­ing move­ment with her head.

			“Then we’ll go from the North Gate by om­nibus; I don’t care a bit about go­ing by train.”

			“From the North Gate? But it doesn’t ex­ist any longer, mum­my! But there are still om­nibus­es run­ning from the Tri­an­gle.”

			“Well then, from the Tri­an­gle, you clever one! Can I help it if they go pulling ev­ery­thing down? When I was a girl that North Gate was a splen­did place. From there you could get a view over the coun­try where my home was, and the sum­mer nights were nev­er so fine as on the wall. One didn’t know what it was to feel the cold then. If one’s clothes were thin one’s heart was young.”

			Hanne went in­to the kitchen to make cof­fee. The door stood open. She hummed at her task and now and again joined in the con­ver­sa­tion. Then she came out, serv­ing Pelle with a cracked tea-tray. “But you look very pe­cu­liar tonight!” She touched Pelle’s face and gazed at him search­ing­ly.

			“I joined the trade union to­day,” an­swered Pelle; he still had the feel­ing that of some­thing un­usu­al, and felt as though ev­ery­body must no­tice some­thing about him.

			Hanne burst out laugh­ing. “Is that where you got that black sign on your fore­head? Just look, moth­er, just look at him! The trade mark!” She turned her head to­ward the old wom­an.

			“Ah, the rogue!” said the old wom­an, laugh­ing. “Now she’s smeared soot over your face!” She wet­ted her apron with her tongue and be­gan to rub the soot away, Hanne stand­ing be­hind him and hold­ing his head in both hands so that he should not move. “Thank your stars that Pelle’s a good-na­tured fel­low,” said the old wom­an, as she rubbed. “Or else he’d take it in bad part!”

			Pelle him­self laughed shame­faced­ly.

			The hearse-driv­er came up through the trap in the gallery and turned round to mount to the fourth sto­ry. “Good evening!” he said, in his deep bass voice, as he ap­proached them; “and good di­ges­tion, too, I ought to say!” He car­ried a great ham un­der his arm.

			“Lord o’ my body!” whis­pered Madam Johnsen. “There he is again with his ham; that means he’s wast­ed the whole week’s wages again. They’ve al­ways got more than enough ham and ba­con up there, poor things, but they’ve sel­dom got bread as well.”

			Now one sound was heard in the “Ark,” now an­oth­er. The cry­ing of chil­dren which drift­ed so mourn­ful­ly out of the long cor­ri­dors when­ev­er a door was opened turned to a fee­ble cluck­ing ev­ery time some be­lat­ed moth­er came rush­ing home from work to clasp the lit­tle one to her breast. And there was one that went on cry­ing whether the moth­er was at home or at work. Her milk had failed her.

			From some­where down in the cel­lars the sleepy tones of a cradlesong rose up through the shaft; it was on­ly “Grete with the child,” who was singing her rag-doll asleep. The re­al moth­ers did not sing.

			“She’s al­ways bawl­ing away,” said Hanne; “those who’ve got re­al chil­dren haven’t got strength left to sing. But her brat doesn’t need any food; and that makes a lot of dif­fer­ence when one is poor.”

			“To­day she was wash­ing and iron­ing the child’s things to make her fine for to­mor­row, when her fa­ther comes. He is a lieu­tenant,” said Hanne.

			“Is he com­ing to­mor­row, then?” asked Pelle naive­ly.

			Hanne laughed loud­ly. “She ex­pects him ev­ery Sun­day, but she has nev­er seen him yet!”

			“Well, well, that’s hard­ly a thing to laugh about,” said the old wom­an. “She’s hap­py in her delu­sions, and her pen­sion keeps her from need.”

		
	
		
			III

			Pelle awoke to find Hanne stand­ing by his bed and pulling his nose, and im­i­tat­ing his com­i­cal gri­maces. She had come in over the roof. “Why are you stop­ping here, you?” she said ea­ger­ly. “We are wait­ing for you!”

			“I can’t get up!” replied Pelle piteous­ly. “Pip­man went out overnight with my trousers on and hasn’t come back, so I lay down to sleep again!” Hanne broke in­to a ring­ing laugh. “What if he nev­er comes back at all? You’ll have to lie in bed al­ways, like Moth­er Jahn!”

			At this Pelle laughed too.

			“I re­al­ly don’t know what I shall do! You must just go with­out me.”

			“No, that we shan’t!” said Hanne very de­cid­ed­ly. “No, we’ll fetch the pic­nic-bas­ket and spread the things on your coun­ter­pane! Af­ter all, it’s green! But wait now, I know what!” And she slipped through the back door and out on to the roof. Half an hour lat­er she came again and threw a pair of striped trousers on the bed. “He’s oblig­ing, is Herr Klods­ma­jor! Now just hur­ry your­self a bit. I ran round to see the hearse-driv­er’s Marie, where she works, and she gave me a pair of her mas­ter’s week­day breech­es. But she must have them again ear­ly to­mor­row morn­ing, so that his lord­ship doesn’t no­tice it.”

			Di­rect­ly she had gone Pelle jumped in­to the trousers. Just as he was ready he heard a ter­rif­ic creak­ing of tim­bers. The Pip­man was com­ing up the stairs. He held the rope in one hand, and at ev­ery turn of the stair­case he bowed a few times out­ward over the rope. The wom­en were shriek­ing in the sur­round­ing gal­leries and land­ings. That amused him. His big, ven­er­a­ble head beamed with an ex­pres­sion of sub­lime joy.

			“Ah, hold your tongue!” he said good-na­tured­ly, as soon as he set eyes on Pelle. “You hold your tongue!” He propped him­self up in the door­way and stood there star­ing.

			Pelle seized him by the col­lar. “Where are my Sun­day trousers?” he asked an­gri­ly. The Pip­man had the old ones on, but where were the new?

			The Pip­man stared at him un­com­pre­hend­ing, his drowsy fea­tures work­ing in the ef­fort to dis­in­ter some mem­o­ry or oth­er. Sud­den­ly he whis­tled. “Trousers, did you say, young man? What, what? Did you re­al­ly say trousers? And you ask me where your trousers have got to? Then you might have said so at once! Be­cause, d’you see, your bags … I’ve … yes … why, I’ve pawned them!”

			“You’ve pawned my best trousers?” cried Pelle, so star­tled that he loosed his hold.

			“Yes, by God, that’s what I did! You can look for your­self—there’s no need to get so hot about it! You can’t eat me, you know. That goes with­out say­ing. Yes, that’s about it. One just mustn’t get ex­cit­ed!”

			“You’re a scoundrel­ly thief!” cried Pelle. “That’s what you are!”

			“Now, now, com­rade, al­ways keep cool! Don’t shout your­self hoarse. Noth­ing’s been tak­en by me. Pip­man’s a re­spectable man, I tell you. Here, you can see for your­self! What’ll you give me for that, eh?” He had tak­en the pawn-tick­et from his pock­et and held it out to Pelle, deeply of­fend­ed.

			Pelle fin­gered his col­lar ner­vous­ly; he was quite be­side him­self with rage. But what was the use? And now Hanne and her moth­er had come out over yon­der. Hanne was wear­ing a yel­low straw hat with broad rib­bons. She looked be­witch­ing; the old la­dy had the lunch-bas­ket on her arm. She locked the door care­ful­ly and put the key un­der the doorstep. Then they set out.

			There was no rea­son­ing with this sot of a Pip­man! He edged round Pelle with an un­cer­tain smile, gazed in­quis­i­tive­ly in­to his face, and kept care­ful­ly just out of his reach. “You’re an­gry, aren’t you?” he said con­fid­ing­ly, as though he had been speak­ing to a lit­tle child. “Dread­ful­ly an­gry? But what the dev­il do you want with two pairs of trousers, com­rade? Yes, what do you want with two pairs of trousers?” His voice sound­ed quite be­wil­dered and re­proach­ful.

			Pelle pulled out a pair of easy-look­ing wom­en’s shoes from un­der his bed, and slipped out through the in­ner door. He squeezed his way be­tween the steep roof and the back wall of the room, ducked un­der a beam or two, and tum­bled in­to the long gang­way which ran be­tween the roof-build­ings and had rooms on ei­ther side of it. A loud buzzing sound struck sud­den­ly on his ears. The doors of all the lit­tle rooms stood open on to the long gang­way, which served as a com­mon liv­ing-room. Wran­gling and chat­ter­ing and the cry­ing of chil­dren surged to­geth­er in a deaf­en­ing up­roar; here was the life of a bee­hive. Here it’s re­al­ly live­ly, thought Pelle. To­mor­row I shall move over here! He had thought over this for a long time, and now there should be an end of his lodg­ing with Pip­man.

			In front of one of the doors stood a lit­tle eleven-years-old maid­en, who was pol­ish­ing a pair of plump-look­ing boy’s boots; she wore an apron of sack­ing which fell down be­low her an­kles, so that she kept tread­ing on it. With­in the room two chil­dren of nine and twelve were mov­ing back­ward and for­ward with mighty strides, their hands in their pock­ets. Then en­joyed Sun­days. In their clean shirt­sleeves, they looked like a cou­ple of lit­tle grown-up men. This was the “Fam­i­ly”; they were Pelle’s res­cuers.

			“Here are your shoes, Marie,” said Pelle. “I couldn’t do them any bet­ter.”

			She took them ea­ger­ly and ex­am­ined the soles. Pelle had re­paired them with old leather, and had there­fore pol­ished the in­steps with cob­bler’s wax. “They’re splen­did now!” she whis­pered, and she looked at him grate­ful­ly. The boys came and shook hands with Pelle. “What will the shoes cost?” asked the el­der, feel­ing for his purse with a solemn coun­te­nance.

			“We’d bet­ter let that stand over, Pe­ter; I’m in a hur­ry to­day,” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “We’ll put it on the ac­count un­til the New Year.”

			“I’m go­ing out, too, to­day with the boys,” said Marie, beam­ing with de­light. “And you are go­ing to the woods with Hanne and her moth­er, we know all about it!” Hop­ping and skip­ping, she ac­com­pa­nied him to the steps, and stood laugh­ing down at him. To­day she was re­al­ly like a child; the shrewd, old, care­ful wom­an was as though cast to the winds. “You can go down the main stair­case,” she cried.

			A nar­row gar­ret-stairs led down to the main stair­case, which lay in­side the build­ing and was sup­posed to be used on­ly by those who lived on the side fac­ing the street. This was the fash­ion­able por­tion of the “Ark”; here lived old sea-dogs, ship­builders, and oth­er folks with reg­u­lar in­comes. The trades­men who rent­ed the cel­lars—the coal mer­chant, the old iron mer­chant, and the old clothes deal­er, al­so had their dwellings here.

			These dwellings were com­posed of two splen­did rooms; they had no kitchen or en­try, but in a cor­ner of the land­ing on the main stair­case, by the door, each fam­i­ly had a sink with a lit­tle board cov­er. When the cov­er was on one could use the sink as a seat; this was very con­ve­nient.

			The oth­ers had al­most reached the Knip­pels Bridge when he over­took them. “What a long time you’ve been!” said Hanne, as she took his arm. “And how’s the ‘Fam­i­ly?’ Was Marie pleased with the shoes? Poor lit­tle thing, she hasn’t been out for two Sun­days be­cause she had no soles to her shoes.”

			“She had on­ly to come to me; I’m ev­er so much in her debt!”

			“No, don’t you be­lieve she’d do that. The ‘Fam­i­ly’ is proud. I had to go over and steal the shoes some­how!”

			“Poor lit­tle things!” said Madam Johnsen, “it’s re­al­ly touch­ing to see how they hold to­geth­er! And they know how to get along. But why are you tak­ing Pelle’s arm, Hanne? You don’t mean any­thing by it.”

			“Must one al­ways mean some­thing by it, lit­tle moth­er? Pelle is my young man to­day, and has to pro­tect me.”

			“Good Lord, what is he to pro­tect you from? From your­self, most­ly, and that’s not easy!”

			“Against a horde of rob­bers, who will fall up­on me in the for­est and car­ry me away. And you’ll have to pay a tremen­dous ran­som!”

			“Good Lord, I’d much rather pay mon­ey to get rid of you! If I had any mon­ey at all! But have you no­ticed how blue the sky is? It’s splen­did with all this sun on your back—it warms you right through the cock­les of your heart.”

			At the Tri­an­gle they took an om­nibus and bowled along the seafront. The ve­hi­cle was full of cheer­ful folk; they sat there laugh­ing at a cou­ple of good-na­tured cit­i­zens who were per­spir­ing and hurl­ing sil­ly wit­ti­cisms at one an­oth­er. Be­hind them the dust rolled threat­en­ing­ly, and hung in a lazy cloud round the great black wa­ter­butts which stood on their high tres­tles along the edge of the road. Out in the Sound the boats lay with sails out­spread, but did not move; ev­ery­thing was keep­ing the Sab­bath.

			In the Zo­o­log­i­cal Gar­dens it was fresh and cool. The beech-leaves still re­tained their youth­ful bright­ness, and looked won­der­ful­ly light and fes­tive against the cen­tu­ry-old trunks. “Heigh, how beau­ti­ful the for­est is!” cried Pelle. “It is like an old gi­ant who has tak­en a young bride!”

			He had nev­er been in a re­al beech­wood be­fore. One could wan­der about here as in a church. There were lots of oth­er peo­ple here as well; all Copen­hagen was on its legs in this fine weath­er. The peo­ple were as though in­tox­i­cat­ed by the sun­shine; they were quite bois­ter­ous, and the sound of their voic­es lin­gered about the tree­tops and on­ly chal­lenged them to give vent to their feel­ings. Peo­ple went strolling be­tween the tree-trunks and amus­ing them­selves in their own way, lay­ing about them with great boughs and shout­ing with no oth­er ob­ject than to hear their own voic­es. On the bor­ders of the wood, a few men were stand­ing and singing in cho­rus; they wore white caps, and over the grassy mead­ows mer­ry groups were strolling or play­ing touch or rolling in the grass like young kit­tens.

			Madam Johnsen walked con­fi­dent­ly a few steps in ad­vance; she was the most at home out here and led the way. Pelle and Hanne walked close to­geth­er, in or­der to con­verse. Hanne was silent and ab­sent; Pelle took her hand in or­der to make her run up a hillock, but she did not at first no­tice that he was touch­ing her, and the hand was limp and clam­my. She walked on as in a sleep, her whole bear­ing life­less and tac­i­turn. “She’s dream­ing!” said Pelle, and re­leased her hand, of­fend­ed. It fell life­less­ly to her side.

			The old wom­an turned round and looked about her with beam­ing eyes.

			“The for­est hasn’t been so splen­did for many years,” she said. “Not since I was a young girl.”

			They climbed up past the Her­mitage and thence out over the grass and in­to the for­est again, un­til they came to the lit­tle ranger’s house where they drank cof­fee and ate some of the bread-and-but­ter they had brought with them. Then they trudged on again. Madam Johnsen was pay­ing a rare vis­it to the for­est and want­ed to see ev­ery­thing. The young peo­ple raised ob­jec­tions, but she was not to be dis­suad­ed. She had girl­hood mem­o­ries of the for­est, and she want­ed to re­new them; let them say what they would. If they were tired of run­ning af­ter her they could go their own way. But they fol­lowed her faith­ful­ly, look­ing about them weari­ly and mov­ing along dul­ly on­ward, mov­ing along rather more stupid­ly than was jus­ti­fi­able.

			On the path lead­ing to Raavad there were not so many peo­ple.

			“It’s just as for­est-like here as in my young days!” said the old wom­an. “And beau­ti­ful it is here. The leaves are so close, it’s just the place for a lov­ing cou­ple of lovers. Now I’m go­ing to sit down and take my boots off for a bit, my feet are be­gin­ning to hurt me. You look about you for a bit.”

			But the young peo­ple looked at one an­oth­er strange­ly and threw them­selves down at her feet. She had tak­en off her boots, and was cool­ing her feet in the fresh grass as she sat there chat­ting. “It’s so warm to­day the stones feel quite burn­ing—but you two cer­tain­ly won’t catch fire. Why do you stare in that fun­ny way? Give each oth­er a kiss in the grass, now! There’s no harm in it, and it’s so pret­ty to see!”

			Pelle did not move. But Hanne moved over to him on her knees, put her hands gen­tly round his head, and kissed him. When she had done so she looked in­to his eyes, lov­ing­ly, as a child might look at her doll. Her hat had slipped on to her shoul­ders. On her white fore­head and her up­per lip were lit­tle clear drops of sweat. Then, with a mer­ry laugh, she sud­den­ly re­leased him. Pelle and the old wom­an had gath­ered flow­ers and boughs of fo­liage; these they now be­gan to ar­range. Hanne lay on her back and gazed up at the sky.

			“You leave that old star­ing of yours alone,” said the moth­er. “It does you no good.”

			“I’m on­ly play­ing at ‘Glo­ry’; it’s such a height here,” said Hanne. “But at home in the ‘Ark’ you see more. Here it’s too light.”

			“Yes, God knows, one does see more—a sew­er and two priv­ies. A good thing it’s so dark there. No, one ought to have enough mon­ey to be able to go in­to the forests ev­ery Sun­day all the sum­mer. When one has grown up in the open air it’s hard to be penned in be­tween dirty walls all one’s life. But now I think we ought to be go­ing on. We waste so much time.”

			“Oh Lord, and I’m so com­fort­able ly­ing here!” said Hanne lazi­ly. “Pelle, just push my shawl un­der my head!”

			Out of the boughs high above them broke a great bird. “There, there, what a chap!” cried Pelle, point­ing at it. It sailed slow­ly down­ward, on its mighty out­spread wings, now and again com­press­ing the air be­neath it with a few pow­er­ful strokes, and then flew on­ward, close above the tree­tops, with a scru­ti­niz­ing glance.

			“Jiminy, I be­lieve that was a stork!” said Madam Johnsen. She reached for her boots, alarmed. “I won’t stay here any longer now. One nev­er knows what may hap­pen.” She hasti­ly laced up her boots, with a prud­ish ex­pres­sion on her face. Pelle laughed un­til the tears stood in his eyes.

			Hanne raised her head. “That was sure­ly a crane, don’t you think so? Stupid bird, al­ways to fly along like that, star­ing down at ev­ery­thing as though he were short­sight­ed. If I were he I should fly straight up in the air and then shut my eyes and come swoop­ing down. Then, wher­ev­er one got to, some­thing or oth­er would hap­pen.”

			“Sure enough, this would hap­pen, that you’d fall in­to the sea and be drowned. Hanne has al­ways had the feel­ing that some­thing has got to hap­pen; and for that rea­son she can nev­er hold on to what she’s got in her hands.”

			“No, for I haven’t any­thing in them!” cried Hanne, show­ing her hands and laugh­ing. “Can you hold what you haven’t got, Pelle?”

			About four o’clock they came to the Schleswig Stone, where the So­cial-Democrats were hold­ing a meet­ing. Pelle had nev­er yet at­tend­ed any big meet­ing at which he could hear ag­i­ta­tors speak­ing, but had ob­tained his ideas of the new move­ments at sec­ond hand. They were in tune with the blind in­stinct with­in him. But he had nev­er ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing re­al­ly elec­tri­fy­ing—on­ly that con­fused, mo­not­o­nous surg­ing such as he had heard in his child­hood when he lis­tened with his ear to the hol­low of the wood­en shoe.

			“Well, it looks as if the whole so­ci­ety was here!” said Madam Johnsen half con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “Now you can see all the So­cial-Democrats of Copen­hagen. They nev­er have been more nu­mer­ous, al­though they pre­tend the whole of so­ci­ety be­longs to them. But things don’t al­ways go so smooth­ly as they do on pa­per.”

			Pelle frowned, but was silent. He him­self knew too lit­tle of the mat­ter to be able to con­vert an­oth­er.

			The crowd af­fect­ed him pow­er­ful­ly; here were sev­er­al thou­sands of peo­ple gath­ered to­geth­er for a com­mon ob­ject, and it be­came ex­ceed­ing­ly clear to him that he him­self be­longed to this crowd. “I be­long to them too!” Over and over again the words re­peat­ed them­selves re­joic­ing­ly in his mind. He felt the need to ver­i­fy it all him­self, and to prove him­self grate­ful for the quick­ly-pass­ing day. If the Court shoe­mak­er hadn’t spo­ken the words that drove him to join the Union he would still have been stand­ing apart from it all, like a hea­then. The act of sub­scrib­ing the day be­fore was like a bap­tism. He felt quite dif­fer­ent in the so­ci­ety of these men—he felt as he did not feel with oth­ers. And as the thou­sands of voic­es broke in­to song, a song of ju­bi­la­tion of the new times that were to come, a cold shud­der went through him. He had a feel­ing as though a door with­in him had opened, and as though some­thing that had lain close­ly penned with­in him had found its way to the light.

			Up on the plat­form stood a dark­ish man talk­ing earnest­ly in a mighty voice. Shoul­der to shoul­der the crowd stood breath­less, lis­ten­ing open-mouthed, with ev­ery face turned fixed­ly up­on the speak­er. A few were so com­plete­ly un­der his spell that they re­pro­duced the play of his fea­tures. When he made some par­tic­u­lar sal­ly from his citadel a mur­mur of ad­mi­ra­tion ran through the crowd. There was no shout­ing. He spoke of want and pover­ty, of the weari­some, end­less wan­der­ing that won no fur­ther for­ward. As the Is­raelites in their faith bore the Ark of the Covenant through the wilder­ness, so the poor bore their hope through the un­fruit­ful years. If one di­vi­sion was over­thrown an­oth­er was ready with the car­ry­ing-staves, and at last the day was break­ing. Now they stood at the en­trance to the Promised Land, with the proof in their hands that they were the right­ful dwellers there­in. All that was quite a mat­ter of course; if there was any­thing that Pelle had ex­pe­ri­enced it was that weari­some wan­der­ing of God’s peo­ple through the wilder­ness. That was the great sym­bol of pover­ty. The words came to him like some­thing long fa­mil­iar. But the great­ness of the man’s voice af­fect­ed Pelle; there was some­thing in the speech of this man which did not reach him through the un­der­stand­ing, but seemed some­how to burn its way in through the skin, there to meet some­thing that lay ex­pand­ing with­in him. The mere ring of anger in his voice af­fect­ed Pelle; his words beat up­on one’s old wounds, so that they broke open like poi­sonous ul­cers, and one heaved a deep breath of re­lief. Pelle had heard such a voice, ring­ing over all, when he lived in the fields and tend­ed cows. He felt as though he too must let him­self go in a great shout and sub­due the whole crowd by his voice—he too! To be able to speak like that, now thun­der­ing and now mild, like the an­cient prophets!

			A pe­cu­liar sense of en­er­gy was ex­haled by this dense crowd of men, this think­ing and feel­ing crowd. It pro­duced a sin­gu­lar feel­ing of strength. Pelle was no longer the poor jour­ney­man shoe­mak­er, who found it dif­fi­cult enough to make his way. He be­came one, as he stood there, with that vast be­ing; he felt its strength swelling with­in him; the lit­tle fin­ger shares in the strength of the whole body. A blind cer­tain­ty of ir­re­sistibil­i­ty went out from this mighty gath­er­ing, a spur to ride the storm with. His limbs swelled; he be­came a vast, mon­strous be­ing that on­ly need­ed to go tram­pling on­ward in or­der to con­quer ev­ery­thing. His brain was whirling with en­er­gy, with il­lim­itable, un­con­quer­able strength!

			Pelle had be­fore this gone soar­ing on high and had come safe­ly to earth again. And this time al­so he came to ground, with a long sigh of re­lief, as though he had cast off a heavy bur­den. Hanne’s arm lay in his; he pressed it slight­ly. But she did not no­tice him; she too now was far away. He looked at her pret­ty neck, and bent for­ward to see her face. The great yel­low hat threw a gold­en glim­mer over it. Her ac­tive in­tel­li­gence played rest­less­ly be­hind her strained, frozen fea­tures; her eyes looked fixed­ly be­fore her. It has tak­en hold of her too, he thought, full of hap­pi­ness; she is far away from here. It was some­thing won­der­ful to know that they were cou­pled to­geth­er in the same in­ter­ests—were like man and wife!

			At that very mo­ment he ac­ci­den­tal­ly no­ticed the di­rec­tion of her fixed gaze, and a sharp pain ran through his heart. Stand­ing on the lev­el ground, quite apart from the crowd, stood a tall, hand­some man, as­ton­ish­ing­ly like the own­er of Stone Farm in his best days; the sun­light was com­ing and go­ing over his brown skin and his soft beard. Now that he turned his face to­ward Pelle his big, open fea­tures re­mind­ed him of the sea.

			Hanne start­ed, as though awak­en­ing from a deep sleep, and no­ticed Pelle.

			“He is a sailor!” she said, in a cu­ri­ous, re­mote voice, al­though Pelle had not ques­tioned her. God knows, thought Pelle, vexed­ly, how is it she knows him; and he drew his arm from hers. But she took it again at once and pressed it against her soft bo­som. It was as though she sud­den­ly want­ed to give him a feel­ing of se­cu­ri­ty.

			She hung heav­i­ly on his arm and stood with her eyes fixed un­wa­ver­ing­ly on the speak­ers’ plat­form. Her hands bus­ied them­selves ner­vous­ly about her hair. “You are so rest­less, child,” said the moth­er, who had seat­ed her­self at their feet. “You might let me lean back against your knee; I was sit­ting so com­fort­ably be­fore.”

			“Yes,” said Hanne, and she put her­self in the de­sired po­si­tion. Her voice sound­ed quite ex­cit­ed.

			“Pelle,” she whis­pered sud­den­ly, “if he comes over to us I shan’t an­swer him. I shan’t.”

			“Do you know him, then?”

			“No, but it does hap­pen some­times that men come and speak to one. But then you’ll say I be­long to you, won’t you?”

			Pelle was go­ing to refuse, but a shud­der ran through her. She’s fever­ish, he thought com­pas­sion­ate­ly; one gets fever so eas­i­ly in the “Ark.” It comes up with the smell out of the sew­er. She must have lied to me nice­ly, he thought af­ter a while. Wom­en are cun­ning, but he was too proud to ques­tion her. And then the crowd shout­ed “Hur­rah!” so that the air rang. Pelle shout­ed with them; and when they had fin­ished the man had dis­ap­peared.

			They went over to the Hill, the old wom­an keep­ing her few steps in ad­vance. Hanne hummed as she went; now and then she looked ques­tion­ing­ly at Pelle—and then went on hum­ming.

			“It’s noth­ing to do with me,” said Pelle mo­rose­ly. “But it’s not right of you to have lied to me.”

			“I lie to you? But Pelle!” She gazed won­der­ing­ly in­to his eyes.

			“Yes, that you do! There’s some­thing be­tween you and him.”

			Hanne laughed, a clear, in­no­cent laugh, but sud­den­ly bro­ken off. “No, Pelle, no, what should I have to do with him? I have nev­er even seen him be­fore. I have nev­er even once kissed a man—yes, you, but you are my broth­er.”

			“I don’t par­tic­u­lar­ly care about be­ing your broth­er—not a straw, and you know that!”

			“Have I done any­thing to of­fend you? I’m sor­ry if I have.” She seized his hand.

			“I want you for my wife!” cried Pelle pas­sion­ate­ly.

			Hanne laughed. “Did you hear, moth­er? Pelle wants me for his wife!” she cried, beam­ing.

			“Yes, I see and hear more than you think,” said Madam Johnsen short­ly.

			Hanne looked from one to the oth­er and be­came se­ri­ous. “You are so good, Pelle,” she said soft­ly, “but you can’t come to me bring­ing me some­thing from for­eign parts—I know ev­ery­thing about you, but I’ve nev­er dreamed of you at night. Are you a for­tu­nate per­son?”

			“I’ll soon show you if I am,” said Pelle, rais­ing his head. “On­ly give me a lit­tle time.”

			“Lord, now she’s blether­ing about for­tune again,” cried the moth­er, turn­ing round. “You re­al­ly needn’t have spoiled this love­ly day for us with your non­sense. I was en­joy­ing it all so.”

			Hanne laughed help­less­ly. “Moth­er will have it that I’m not quite right in my mind, be­cause fa­ther hit me on the head once when I was a lit­tle girl,” she told Pelle.

			“Yes, it’s since then she’s had these ideas. She’ll do noth­ing but go ram­bling on at ran­dom with her ideas and her wish­es. She’ll sit whole days at the win­dow and stare, and she used to make the chil­dren down in the yard even cra­zier than her­self with her non­sense. And she was al­ways both­er­ing me to leave ev­ery­thing stand­ing—poor as we were af­ter my man died—just to go round and round the room with her and the dolls and sing those songs all about earls. Yes, Pelle, you may be­lieve I’ve wept tears of blood over her.”

			Hanne wan­dered on, laugh­ing at her moth­er’s re­buke, and hum­ming—it was the tune of the “Earl’s Song.”

			“There, you hear her your­self,” said the old wom­an, nudg­ing Pelle. “She’s got no shame in her—there’s noth­ing to be done with her!”

			Up on the hill there was a deaf­en­ing con­fu­sion of peo­ple in play­ful mood; wan­der­ing to and fro in groups, blow­ing in­to chil­dren’s trum­pets and “dy­ing pigs,” and be­hav­ing like frol­ic­some wild beasts. At ev­ery mo­ment some­one toot­ed in your ear, to make you jump, or you sud­den­ly dis­cov­ered that some rogue was fix­ing some­thing on the back of your coat. Hanne was ner­vous; she kept be­tween Pelle and her moth­er, and could not stand still. “No, let’s go away some­where—any­where!” she said, laugh­ing in be­wil­der­ment.

			Pelle want­ed to treat them to cof­fee, so they went on till they found a tent where there was room for them. Hal­lo! There was the hur­dy-gur­dy man from home, on a round­about, nod­ding to him as he went whirling round. He held his hand in front of his mouth like a speak­ing-trum­pet in or­der to shout above the noise. “Moth­er’s com­ing up be­hind you with the Olsens,” he roared.

			“I can’t hear what he says at all,” said Madam Johnsen. She didn’t care about meet­ing peo­ple out of the “Ark” to­day.

			When the cof­fee was fin­ished they wan­dered up and down be­tween the booths and amused them­selves by watch­ing the crowd. Hanne con­sent­ed to have her for­tune told; it cost five and twen­ty öre, but she was re­ward­ed by an un­ex­pect­ed suit­or who was com­ing across the sea with lots of mon­ey. Her eyes shone.

			“I could have done it much bet­ter than that!” said Madam Johnsen.

			“No, moth­er, for you nev­er fore­tell me any­thing but mis­for­tune,” replied Hanne, laugh­ing.

			Madam Johnsen met an ac­quain­tance who was sell­ing “dy­ing pigs.” She sat down be­side her. “You go over there now and have a bit of a dance while I rest my tired legs,” she said.

			The young peo­ple went across to the danc­ing mar­quee and stood among the on­look­ers. From time to time they had five öre worth of danc­ing. When oth­er men came up and asked Hanne to dance, she shook her head; she did not care to dance with any­one but Pelle.

			The re­ject­ed ap­pli­cants stood a lit­tle way off, their hats on the backs of their heads, and re­viled her. Pelle had to re­prove her. “You have of­fend­ed them,” he said, “and per­haps they’re screwed and will be­gin to quar­rel.”

			“Why should I be forced to dance with any­body, with some­body I don’t know at all?” replied Hanne. “I’m on­ly go­ing to dance with you!” She made an­gry eyes, and looked be­witch­ing in her un­ap­proach­able­ness. Pelle had noth­ing against be­ing her on­ly part­ner. He would glad­ly have fought for her, had it been need­ful.

			When they were about to go he dis­cov­ered the for­eign­er right at the back of the danc­ing-tent. He urged Hanne to make haste, but she stood there, star­ing ab­sent­mind­ed­ly in the midst of the dancers as though she did not know what was hap­pen­ing around her. The stranger came over to them. Pelle was cer­tain that Hanne had not seen him.

			Sud­den­ly she came to her­self and gripped Pelle’s arm. “Shan’t we go, then?” she said im­pa­tient­ly, and she quick­ly dragged him away.

			At the door­way the stranger came to meet them and bowed be­fore Hanne. She did not look at him, but her left arm twitched as though she want­ed to lay it across his shoul­ders.

			“My sweet­heart isn’t danc­ing any more; she is tired,” said Pelle short­ly, and he led her away.

			“A good thing we’ve come out from there,” she cried, with a feel­ing of de­liv­er­ance, as they went back to her moth­er. “There were no amus­ing dancers.”

			Pelle was tak­en aback; then she had not seen the stranger, but mere­ly be­lieved that it had been one of the oth­ers who had asked her to dance! It was in­con­ceiv­able that she should have seen him; and yet a pe­cu­liar knowl­edge had en­veloped her, as though she had seen oblique­ly through her down-dropped eye­lids; and then it was well known wom­en could see round cor­ners! And that twitch of the arm! He did not know what to think. “Well, it’s all one to me,” he thought, “for I’m not go­ing to be led by the nose!”

			He had them both on his arm as they re­turned un­der the trees to the sta­tion. The old wom­an was live­ly; Hanne walked on in si­lence and let them both talk. But sud­den­ly she begged Pelle to be qui­et a mo­ment; he looked at her in sur­prise.

			“It’s singing so beau­ti­ful­ly in my ears; but when you talk then it stops!”

			“Non­sense! Your blood is too un­ruly,” said the moth­er, “and mouths were meant to be used.”

			Dur­ing the jour­ney Pelle was re­served. Now and again he pressed Hanne’s hand, which lay, warm and slight­ly per­spir­ing, in his up­on the seat.

			But the old wom­an’s de­light was by no means ex­haust­ed, the light shin­ing from the city and the dark peace­ful Sound had their mes­sage for her se­clud­ed life, and she be­gan to sing, in a thin, qua­ver­ing falset­to:

			
				
					“Gen­tly the Night up­on her silent wings
					

					Comes, and the stars are bright in east and west;
					

					And lo, the bell of evening rings;
					

					And men draw home­wards, and the birds all rest.”
				

			

			But from the Tri­an­gle on­ward it was dif­fi­cult for her to keep step; she had run her­self off her legs.

			“Many thanks for to­day,” she said to Pelle, down in the court­yard. “To­mor­row one must start work again and clean old uni­form trousers. But it’s been a beau­ti­ful out­ing.” She wad­dled for­ward and up the steps, groan­ing a lit­tle at the num­bers of them, talk­ing to her­self.

			Hanne stood hes­i­tat­ing. “Why did you say ‘my sweet­heart’?” she asked sud­den­ly. “I’m not.”

			“You told me to,” an­swered Pelle, who would will­ing­ly have said more.

			“Oh, well!” said Hanne, and she ran up the stairs. “Good­night, Pelle!” she called down to him.

		
	
		
			IV

			Pelle was bound to the “Fam­i­ly” by pe­cu­liar ties. The three or­phans were the first to reach him a friend­ly help­ing hand when he stood in the open street three days af­ter his land­ing, robbed of his last pen­ny.

			He had come over feel­ing im­por­tant enough. He had not slept all night on his bench be­tween decks among the cat­tle. Ex­cite­ment had kept him awake; and he lay there mak­ing far-reach­ing plans con­cern­ing him­self and his twen­ty-five kro­ner. He was up on deck by the first light of morn­ing, gaz­ing at the shore, where the great cap­i­tal with its tow­ers and fac­to­ry-chim­neys showed out of the mist. Above the city float­ed its misty light, which red­dened in the morn­ing sun, and gave a splen­dor to the prospect. And the pas­sage be­tween the forts and the naval har­bor was suf­fi­cient­ly mag­nif­i­cent to im­press him. The crowd on the land­ing-stage be­fore the steam­er laid along­side and the cab­men and porters be­gan shout­ing and call­ing, was enough to stu­pe­fy him, but he had made up his mind be­fore­hand that noth­ing should dis­con­cert him. It would have been dif­fi­cult enough in any case to dis­en­tan­gle him­self from all this con­fu­sion.

			And then For­tune her­self was on his side. Down on the quay stood a thick­set, jovial man, who looked fa­mil­iar­ly at Pelle; he did not shout and bawl, but mere­ly said qui­et­ly, “Good day, coun­try­man,” and of­fered Pelle board and lodg­ing for two kro­ner a day. It was good to find a coun­try­man in all this bus­tle, and Pelle con­fid­ing­ly put him­self in his hands. He was re­mark­ably help­ful; Pelle was by no means al­lowed to car­ry the green chest. “I’ll soon have that brought along!” said the man, and he an­swered ev­ery­thing with a jol­ly “I’ll soon ar­range that; you just leave that to me!”

			When three days had gone by, he pre­sent­ed Pelle with a cir­cum­stan­tial ac­count, which amount­ed ex­act­ly to five and twen­ty kro­ner. It was a cu­ri­ous chance that Pelle had just that amount of mon­ey. He was not will­ing to be done out of it, but the board­ing­house keep­er, Elle­by, called in a po­lice­man from the street, and Pelle had to pay.

			He was stand­ing in the street with his green box, help­less and be­wil­dered, not know­ing what to be about. Then a lit­tle boy came whistling up to him and asked if he could not help him. “I can eas­i­ly car­ry the box alone, to wher­ev­er you want it, but it will cost twen­ty-five öre and ten öre for the bar­row. But if I just take one han­dle it will be on­ly ten öre,” he said, and he looked Pelle over in a busi­nesslike man­ner. He did not seem to be more than nine or ten years old.

			“But I don’t know where I shall go,” said Pelle, al­most cry­ing. “I’ve been turned out on the street and have nowhere where I can turn. I am quite a stranger here in the city and all my mon­ey has been tak­en from me.”

			The young­ster made a ges­ture in the air as though butting some­thing with his head. “Yes, that’s a cursed busi­ness. You’ve fall­en in­to the hands of the farmer-catch­ers, my lad. So you must come home with us—you can very well stay with us, if you don’t mind ly­ing on the floor.”

			“But what will your par­ents say if you go drag­ging me home?”

			“I haven’t any par­ents, and Marie and Pe­ter, they’ll say noth­ing. Just come with me, and, af­ter all, you can get work with old Pip­man. Where do you come from?”

			“From Born­holm.”

			“So did we! That’s to say, a long time ago, when we were quite chil­dren. Come along with me, coun­try­man!” The boy laughed de­light­ed­ly and seized one han­dle of the chest.

			It was al­so, to be sure, a fel­low-coun­try­man who had robbed him; but none the less he went with the boy; it was not in Pelle’s na­ture to be dis­trust­ful.

			So he had en­tered the “Ark,” un­der the pro­tec­tion of a child. The sis­ter, a lit­tle old­er than the oth­er two, found lit­tle Karl’s ac­tion en­tire­ly rea­son­able, and the three waifs, who had for­mer­ly been shy and re­tir­ing, quick­ly at­tached them­selves to Pelle. They found him in the street and treat­ed him like an el­der com­rade, who was a stranger, and need­ed pro­tec­tion. They af­ford­ed him his first glimpse of the great city, and they helped him to get work from Pip­man.

			On the day af­ter the out­ing in the for­est, Pelle moved over to the row of at­tics, in­to a room near the “Fam­i­ly,” which was stand­ing emp­ty just then. Marie helped him to get tidy and to bring his things along, and with an eas­i­er mind he shook him­self free of his bur­den­some re­la­tions with Pip­man. There was an end of his prof­it-shar­ing, and all the re­crim­i­na­tions which were in­volved in it. Now he could en­ter in­to di­rect re­la­tions with the em­ploy­ers and look his com­rades straight in the eyes. For var­i­ous rea­sons it had been a hu­mil­i­at­ing time; but he had no feel­ing of re­sent­ment to­ward Pip­man; he had learned more with him in a few months than dur­ing his whole ap­pren­tice­ship at home.

			He ob­tained a few nec­es­sary tools from an iron­mon­ger, and bought a bench and a bed for ready mon­ey. From the mas­ter-shoe­mak­er he ob­tained as a be­gin­ning some ma­te­ri­al for chil­dren’s shoes, which he made at odd times. His prin­ci­pal liv­ing he got from Mas­ter Beck in Mar­ket Street.

			Beck was a man of the old school; his clien­tele con­sist­ed prin­ci­pal­ly of night watch­men, pi­lots, and old sea­men, who lived out in Kris­tian­shavn. Al­though he was born and had grown up in Copen­hagen, he was like a coun­try shoe­mak­er to look at, go­ing about in can­vas slip­pers which his daugh­ter made for him, and in the morn­ings he smoked his long pipe at the house-door. He had old-fash­ioned views con­cern­ing hand­work, and was de­light­ed with Pelle, who could strain any piece of greased leather and was not afraid to strap a pair of old dub­bin’d boots with it. Beck’s work could not well be giv­en out to do at home, and Pelle will­ing­ly es­tab­lished him­self in the work­shop and was afraid of no work that came his way. But he would not ac­cept bed and board from his mas­ter in the old-fash­ioned way.

			From the very first day this change was an im­prove­ment. He worked heart and soul and be­gan to put by some­thing with which to pay off his debt to Sort. Now he saw the day in the dis­tance when he should be able to send for Fa­ther Lasse.

			In the morn­ing, when the dwellers on the roof, drunk­en with sleep, tum­bled out in­to the long gang­way, in or­der to go to their work, be­fore the quar­ter-to-six whis­tle sound­ed, Pelle al­ready sat in his room ham­mer­ing on his cob­bler’s last. About sev­en o’clock he went to Beck’s work­shop, if there was any­thing for him to do there. And he re­ceived or­ders too from the dwellers in the “Ark.”

			In con­nec­tion with this work he ac­quired an item of prac­ti­cal ex­pe­ri­ence, an idea which was like a fruit­ful seed which lay ger­mi­nat­ing where it fell and con­tin­u­al­ly pro­duced fresh fruit. It was equiv­a­lent to an im­prove­ment in his cir­cum­stances to dis­cov­er that he had shak­en off one par­a­site; if on­ly he could send the oth­er af­ter him and keep all his prof­its for him­self!

			That sound­ed quite fan­tas­tic, but Pelle had no de­sire to climb up to the heights on­ly to fall flat on the earth again. He had ob­tained cer­tain tan­gi­ble ex­pe­ri­ence, and he want­ed to know how far it would take him. While he sat there work­ing he pur­sued the ques­tion in and out among his thoughts, so that he could prop­er­ly con­sid­er it.

			Pip­man was su­per­flu­ous as a mid­dle­man; one could get a lit­tle work with­out the ne­ces­si­ty of go­ing to him and pour­ing a flask of brandy down his thirsty gul­let. But was it any more rea­son­able that the shoes Pelle made should go to the cus­tomer by way of the Court shoe­mak­er and yield him car­riages and high liv­ing? Could not Pelle him­self es­tab­lish re­la­tions with his cus­tomers? And shake off Mey­er as he had shak­en off Pip­man? Why, of course! It was said that the Court shoe­mak­er paid tax­es on a year­ly in­come of thir­ty thou­sand kro­ner. “That ought to be even­ly di­vid­ed among all those who work for him!” thought Pelle, as he ham­mered away at his pegs. “Then Fa­ther Lasse wouldn’t need to stay at home a day longer, or drag him­self through life so mis­er­ably.”

			Here was some­thing which he could take in hand with the feel­ing that he was set­ting him­self a prac­ti­cal prob­lem in eco­nom­ics—and one that ap­par­ent­ly had noth­ing to do with his easy be­lief in luck. This idea was al­ways lurk­ing some­where in se­cre­cy, and held him up­right through ev­ery­thing—al­though it did not af­ford him any def­i­nite as­sis­tance. A hard­ly earned in­stinct told him that it was on­ly among poor peo­ple that this idea could be de­vel­oped. This be­lief was his fam­i­ly in­her­i­tance, and he would re­tain it faith­ful­ly through all vi­cis­si­tudes; as mil­lions had done be­fore him, al­ways ready to cope with the un­known, un­til they reached the grave and re­signed the in­her­it­ed dream. There lay hope for him­self in this, but if he mis­car­ried, the hope it­self would re­main in spite of him. With For­tune there was no def­i­nite prom­ise of tan­gi­ble suc­cess for the in­di­vid­u­al, but on­ly a gen­er­al prom­ise, which was main­tained through hun­dreds of years of servi­tude with some­thing of the long pa­tience of eter­ni­ty.

			Pelle bore the whole end­less wan­der­ing with­in him­self: it lay deep in his heart, like a great and in­com­pre­hen­si­ble pa­tience. In his world, ca­pac­i­ty was of­ten great enough, but res­ig­na­tion was al­ways greater. It was thor­ough­ly ac­cus­tomed to see ev­ery­thing go to ru­in and yet to go on hop­ing.

			Of­ten enough dur­ing the long march, hope had as­sumed tones like those of “David’s City with streets of gold,” or “Par­adise,” or “The splen­dor of the Lord re­turns.” He him­self had ques­tion­ing­ly giv­en ear; but nev­er un­til now had the voice of hope sound­ed in a song that had to do with food and cloth­ing, house and farm; so how was he to find his way?

			He could on­ly sit and med­i­tate the prob­lem as to how he should ob­tain, quick­ly and eas­i­ly, a share in the good things of this world; pre­sump­tu­ous­ly, and with an im­pa­tience for which he him­self could not have ac­count­ed.

			And round about him things were hap­pen­ing in the same way. An awak­en­ing shud­der was pass­ing through the mass­es. They no longer wan­dered on and on with blind and pa­tient sur­ren­der, but turned this way and that in be­wil­dered con­sul­ta­tion. The mir­a­cle was no longer to be ac­com­plished of it­self when the time was ful­filled. For an evil pow­er had seized up­on their great hope, and pressed her knees to­geth­er so that she could not bring forth; they them­selves must help to bring hap­pi­ness in­to the world!

			The un­shak­able fa­tal­ism which hith­er­to had kept them on their dif­fi­cult path was shat­tered; the mass­es would no longer al­low them­selves to be held down in stupid res­ig­na­tion. Men who all their lives had plod­ded their ac­cus­tomed way to and from their work now stood still and asked un­rea­son­able ques­tions as to the aim of it all. Even the sim­ple ven­tured to cast doubts up­on the es­tab­lished or­der of things. Things were no longer thus be­cause they must be; there was a painful cause of pover­ty. That was the be­gin­ning of the mat­ter; and now they con­ceived a de­sire to mas­ter life; their fin­gers itched to be tear­ing down some­thing that ob­struct­ed them—but what it was they did not know.

			All this was rather like a whirlpool; all bound­aries dis­ap­peared. Un­fa­mil­iar pow­ers arose, and the most good-na­tured be­came sus­pi­cious or were frankly be­wil­dered. Peo­ple who had hith­er­to crawled like dogs in or­der to win their food were now filled with self-will, and pre­ferred to be struck down rather than bow down of their own ac­cord. Pru­dent folks who had worked all their lives in one place could no longer put up with the con­di­tions, and went at a word. Their hard-won en­durance was ban­ished from their minds, and those who had qui­et­ly borne the whole bur­den on their shoul­ders were now be­com­ing restive; they were as un­will­ing and un­ruly as a preg­nant wom­an. It was as though they were act­ing un­der the in­ward com­pul­sion of an in­vis­i­ble pow­er, and were striv­ing to break open the hard shell which lay over some­thing new with­in them. One could per­ceive that painful striv­ing in their be­wil­dered gaze and in their sud­den crazy grasp at the emp­ty air.

			There was some­thing men­ac­ing in the very un­cer­tain­ty which pos­sessed the mass­es. It was as though they were lis­ten­ing for a word to sound out of the dark­ness. Swift­ly they re­solved to ban­ish old cus­tom and con­ven­tion from their minds, in or­der to make room there. On ev­ery side men con­tin­u­al­ly spoke of new things, and sought blind­ly to find their way to them; it was a mat­ter of course that the time had come and the promised land was about to be opened to them. They went about in readi­ness to ac­com­plish some­thing—what, they did not know; they formed them­selves in­to lit­tle groups; they con­duct­ed un­for­tu­nate strikes, quite at ran­dom. Oth­ers or­ga­nized de­bat­ing so­ci­eties, and be­gan in weighty speech to squab­ble about the new ideas—which none of them knew any­thing about. These were more par­tic­u­lar­ly the young men. Many of them had come to the city in search of for­tune, as had Pelle him­self, and these were full of burn­ing rest­less­ness. There was some­thing vi­o­lent and fever­ish about them.

			Such was the sit­u­a­tion when Pelle en­tered the cap­i­tal. It was chaot­ic; there was no def­i­nite plan by which they could reach their goal. The mass­es no longer sup­port­ed one an­oth­er, but were in a state of so­lu­tion, be­wil­dered and drift­ing about in the search for some­thing that would weld them to­geth­er. In the up­per ranks of so­ci­ety peo­ple not­ed noth­ing but the in­se­cu­ri­ty of the po­si­tion of the work­ers; peo­ple com­plained of their rest­less­ness, a sense­less rest­less­ness which jeop­ar­dized rev­enue and ag­gra­vat­ed for­eign com­pe­ti­tion. A few thought­ful in­di­vid­u­als saw the peo­ple as one great lis­ten­ing ear; new preach­ers were aris­ing who want­ed to lead the crowd by new ways to God. Pelle now and again al­lowed the stream to car­ry him in­to such quar­ters, but he did not al­low him­self to be caught; it was on­ly the old sto­ry over again; there was noth­ing in it. No­body now was sat­is­fied with di­rec­tions how to reach heav­en—the new prophets dis­ap­peared as quick­ly as they had arisen.

			But in the midst of all this con­fu­sion there was one per­ma­nent cen­ter, one com­mu­ni­ty, which had steadi­ly in­creased dur­ing the years, and had fa­nat­i­cal­ly en­dured the scorn and the per­se­cu­tion of those above and be­low, un­til it at last pos­sessed sev­er­al thou­sand of mem­bers. It stood fast in the mael­strom and ob­sti­nate­ly af­firmed that its doc­trines were those of the fu­ture. And now the wind seemed to be fill­ing its sails; it replied af­ter its own fash­ion to the im­pa­tient de­mands for a heav­en to be en­joyed here on earth and an at­tain­able hap­pi­ness.

			Pelle had been cap­tured by the new doc­trines out by the Schleswig Stone, and had thrown him­self, glow­ing and en­er­get­ic, in­to the heart of the move­ment. He at­tend­ed meet­ings and dis­cus­sions, his ears on the alert to ab­sorb any­thing re­al­ly es­sen­tial; for his prac­ti­cal na­ture called for some­thing pal­pa­ble where­upon his mind could get to work. Deep with­in his be­ing was a mighty flux, like that of a riv­er be­neath its ice; and at times traces of it rose to the sur­face, and alarmed him. Yet he had no pow­er to sound the re­treat; and when he heard the com­plaint, in re­spect of the pre­vail­ing un­rest, that it en­dan­gered the wel­fare of the na­tion, he was not able to grasp the con­nec­tion.

			“It’s pre­pos­ter­ous that they should knock off work with­out any rea­son,” he once told Morten, when the bak­er’s driv­er had thrown up his place. “Like your driv­er, for ex­am­ple—he had no ground for com­plaint.”

			“Per­haps he sud­den­ly got a pain be­tween the legs be­cause his an­ces­tor great-grand­fa­ther was once made to ride on a wood­en horse—he came from the coun­try,” said Morten solemn­ly.

			Pelle looked at him quick­ly. He did not like Morten’s am­bigu­ous man­ner of ex­press­ing him­self. It made him feel in­se­cure.

			“Can’t you talk rea­son­ably?” he said. “I can’t un­der­stand you.”

			“No? And yet that’s quite rea­son enough—there have been lots of rea­sons since his great-grand­fa­ther’s days. What the dev­il—why should they want a rea­son re­fer­ring to yes­ter­day pre­cise­ly? Don’t you re­al­ize that the work­er, who has so long been work­ing the tread­mill in the be­lief that the move­ment was caused by some­body else, has sud­den­ly dis­cov­ered that it’s he that keeps the whole thing in mo­tion? For that’s what is go­ing on. The poor man is not mere­ly a slave who treads the wheel, and had a hand­ful of meal shoved down his gul­let now and again to keep him from starv­ing to death. He is on the point of dis­cov­er­ing that he per­forms a high­er ser­vice, look you! And now the move­ment is al­ter­ing—it is con­tin­u­ing of it­self! But that you prob­a­bly can’t see,” he added, as he not­ed Pelle’s in­cred­u­lous ex­pres­sion.

			“No, for I’m not one of the big-bel­lies,” said Pelle, laugh­ing, “and you’re no prophet, to proph­esy such great things. And I have enough un­der­stand­ing to re­al­ize that if you want to make a row you must ab­so­lute­ly have some­thing def­i­nite to make a fuss about, oth­er­wise it won’t work. But that about the wood­en horse isn’t good enough!”

			“That’s just the point about lots of fuss­es,” Morten replied. “There’s no need to give a pre­text for any­thing that ev­ery­body’s in­ter­est­ed in.”

			Pelle pon­dered fur­ther over all this while at work. But these de­lib­er­a­tions did not pro­ceed as in gen­er­al; as a rule, such mat­ters as were con­sid­ered in his world of thought were fixed by the gen­er­a­tions and re­ferred prin­ci­pal­ly to life and death. He had to set to work in a prac­ti­cal man­ner, and to re­turn to his own sig­nif­i­cant ex­pe­ri­ence.

			Old Pip­man was su­per­flu­ous; that Pelle him­self had proved. And there was re­al­ly no rea­son why he should not shake off the Court shoe­mak­er as well; the jour­ney­men saw to the mea­sur­ing and the cut­ting-out; in­deed, they did the whole work. He was al­so re­al­ly a par­a­site, who had placed him­self at the head of them all, and was suck­ing up their prof­its. But then Morten was right with his un­abashed as­ser­tion that the work­ing­man car­ried on the whole busi­ness! Pelle hes­i­tat­ed a lit­tle over this con­clu­sion; he cau­tious­ly ver­i­fied the fact that it was in any case valid in his craft. There was some sense in win­ning back his own—but how?

			His sound com­mon sense de­mand­ed some­thing that would take the place of Mey­er and the oth­er big par­a­sites. It wouldn’t do for ev­ery jour­ney­man to sit down and botch away on his own ac­count, like a lit­tle em­ploy­er; he had seen that plain­ly enough in the lit­tle town at home; it was mere bungling.

			So he set him­self to work out a plan for a co­op­er­a­tive busi­ness. A num­ber of crafts­men should band to­geth­er, each should con­trib­ute his lit­tle cap­i­tal, and a place of busi­ness would be se­lect­ed. The work would be dis­trib­uted ac­cord­ing to the var­i­ous ca­pac­i­ties of the men, and they would choose one from their midst who would su­per­in­tend the whole. In this way the prob­lem could be solved—ev­ery man would re­ceive the full prof­it of his work.

			When he had thor­ough­ly thought out his plan, he went to Morten.

			“They’ve al­ready put that in­to prac­tice!” cried Morten, and he pulled out a book. “But it didn’t work par­tic­u­lar­ly well. Where did you get the idea from?”

			“I thought it out my­self,” an­swered Pelle self-con­scious­ly.

			Morten looked a tri­fle in­cred­u­lous; then he con­sult­ed the book, and showed Pelle that his idea was de­scribed there—al­most word for word—as a phase of the pro­gres­sive move­ment. The book was a work on So­cial­ism.

			But Pelle did not lose heart on that ac­count! He was proud to have hit on some­thing that oth­ers had worked out be­fore him—and learned peo­ple, too! He be­gan to have con­fi­dence in his own ideas, and ea­ger­ly at­tend­ed lec­tures and meet­ings. He had en­er­gy and courage, that he knew. He would try to make him­self ef­fi­cient, and then he would seek out those at the head of things, who were pre­par­ing the way, and would of­fer them his ser­vices.

			Hith­er­to For­tune had al­ways hov­ered be­fore his eyes, ob­scure­ly, like a fairy­tale, as some­thing that sud­den­ly swooped down up­on a man and lift­ed him to high­er re­gions, while all those who were left be­hind gazed long­ing­ly af­ter him—that was the worst of it! But now he per­ceived new paths, which for all those that were in need led on to for­tune, just as the “Great Pow­er” had fan­cied in the hour of his death. He did not quite un­der­stand where ev­ery­thing was to come from, but that was just the thing he must dis­cov­er.

			All this kept his mind in a state of new and un­ac­cus­tomed ac­tiv­i­ty. He was not used to think­ing things out for him­self, but had un­til now al­ways ad­hered to the ideas which had been hand­ed down from gen­er­a­tion to gen­er­a­tion as es­tab­lished—and he of­ten found it dif­fi­cult and weari­some. Then he would try to shelve the whole sub­ject, in or­der to es­cape from it; but it al­ways re­turned to him.

			When he was tired, Hanne re­gained her in­flu­ence over him, and then he went over to see her in the evenings. He knew very well that this would lead to noth­ing good. To pic­ture for him­self a fu­ture be­side Hanne seemed im­pos­si­ble; for her on­ly the mo­ment ex­ist­ed. Her pe­cu­liar na­ture had a cer­tain pow­er over him—that was all. He of­ten vowed to him­self that he would not al­low her to make a fool of him—but he al­ways went over to see her again. He must try to con­quer her—and then take the con­se­quences.

			One day, when work was over, he strolled across to see her. There was no one on the gallery, so he went in­to the lit­tle kitchen.

			“Is that you, Pelle?” Hanne’s voice sound­ed from the liv­ing-room. “Come in, then!”

			She had ap­par­ent­ly been wash­ing her body, and was now sit­ting in a white pet­ti­coat and chemise, and comb­ing her beau­ti­ful hair. There was some­thing of the princess about her; she took such care of her body, and knew how it should be done. The mir­ror stood be­fore her, on the win­dowsill; from the lit­tle back room one could see, be­tween the roofs and the mot­tled par­ty-wall, the prison and the bridge and the canal that ran be­neath it. Out be­yond the Ex­change the air was gray and streaked with the tack­le of ships.

			Pelle sat down heav­i­ly by the stove, his el­bows on his knees, and gazed on the floor. He was great­ly moved. If on­ly the old wom­an would come! “I be­lieve I’ll go out,” he thought, “and be­have as though I were look­ing out for her.” But he re­mained sit­ting there. Against the wall was the dou­ble bed with its red-flow­ered coun­ter­pane, while the ta­ble stood by the op­po­site wall, with the chairs pushed un­der it. “She shouldn’t drive me too far,” he thought, “or per­haps it’ll end in my seiz­ing her, and then she’ll have her fin­gers burnt!”

			“Why don’t you talk to me, Pelle?” said Hanne.

			He raised his head and looked at her in the mir­ror. She was hold­ing the end of her plait in her mouth, and looked like a kit­ten bit­ing its tail.

			“Oh, what should I talk about?” he replied mo­rose­ly.

			“You are an­gry with me, but it isn’t fair of you—re­al­ly, it isn’t fair! Is it my fault that I’m so ter­ri­fied of pover­ty? Oh, how it does fright­en me! It has al­ways been like that ev­er since I was born, and you are poor too, Pelle, as poor as I am! What would be­come of us both? We know the whole sto­ry!”

			“What will be­come of us?” said Pelle.

			“That I don’t know, and it’s all the same to me—on­ly it must be some­thing I don’t know all about. Ev­ery­thing is so fa­mil­iar if one is poor—one knows ev­ery stitch of one’s clothes by heart; one can watch them wear­ing out. If you’d on­ly been a sailor, Pelle!”

			“Have you seen him again?” asked Pelle.

			Hanne laugh­ing­ly shook her head. “No; but I be­lieve some­thing will hap­pen—some­thing splen­did. Out there lies a great ship—I can see it from the win­dow. It’s full of won­der­ful things, Pelle.”

			“You are crazy!” said Pelle scorn­ful­ly. “That’s a bark—bound for the coal quay. She comes from Eng­land with coals.”

			“That may well be,” replied Hanne in­dif­fer­ent­ly. “I don’t mind that. There’s some­thing in me singing, ‘There lies the ship, and it has brought some­thing for me from for­eign parts.’ And you needn’t grudge me my hap­pi­ness.”

			But now her moth­er came in, and be­gan to mim­ic her.

			“Yes, out there lies the ship that has brought me some­thing—out there lies the ship that has brought me some­thing! Good God! Haven’t you had enough of lis­ten­ing to your own crazy non­sense? All through your child­hood you’ve sat there and made up sto­ries and looked out for the ship! We shall soon have had enough of it! And you let Pelle sit there and watch you un­cov­er­ing your youth—aren’t you ashamed of your­self?”

			“Pelle’s so good, moth­er—and he’s my broth­er, too. He thinks noth­ing of it.”

			“Thinks noth­ing of it? Yes, he does; he thinks how soft and white your bo­som is! And he’s fit to cry in­side of him be­cause he mustn’t lay his head there. I, too, have known what it is to give joy, in my young days.”

			Hanne blushed from her bo­som up­ward. She threw a ker­chief over her bo­som and ran in­to the kitchen.

			The moth­er looked af­ter her.

			“She’s got a skin as ten­der as that of a king’s daugh­ter. Wouldn’t one think she was a cuck­oo’s child? Her fa­ther couldn’t stand her. ‘You’ve be­trayed me with some fine gen­tle­man’—he used so of­ten to say that. ‘We poor folks couldn’t bring a piece like that in­to the world!’ ‘As God lives, Johnsen,’ I used to say, ‘you and no oth­er are the girl’s fa­ther.’ But he used to beat us—he wouldn’t be­lieve me. He used to fly in­to a rage when he looked at the child, and he hat­ed us both be­cause she was so fine. So its no won­der that she had gone a bit queer in the head. You can be­lieve she’s cost me tears of blood, Pelle. But you let her be, Pelle. I could wish you could get her, but it wouldn’t be best for you, and it isn’t good for you to have her play­ing with you. And if you got her af­ter all, it would be even worse. A wom­an’s whims are poor cap­i­tal for set­ting up house with.”

			Pelle agreed with her in cold blood; he had al­lowed him­self to he fooled, and was wast­ing his youth up­on a path that led nowhere. But now there should be an end of it.

			Hanne came back and looked at him, ra­di­ant, full of vi­sions. “Will you take me for a walk, Pelle?” she asked him.

			“Yes!” an­swered Pelle joy­ful­ly, and he threw all his good res­o­lu­tions over­board.

		
	
		
			V

			Pelle and his lit­tle neigh­bor used to com­pete as to which of them should be up first in the morn­ing. When she was lucky and had to wake him her face was ra­di­ant with pride. It some­times hap­pened that he would lie in bed a lit­tle longer, so that he should not de­prive her of a plea­sure, and when she knocked on the wall he would an­swer in a voice quite stupid with drowsi­ness. But some­times her child­ish years de­mand­ed the sleep that was their right, when Pelle would move about as qui­et­ly as pos­si­ble, and then, at half-past six, it would be his turn to knock on the wall. On these oc­ca­sions she would feel ashamed of her­self all the morn­ing. Her broth­ers were sup­posed to get their ear­ly cof­fee and go to work by six o’clock. Pe­ter, who was the el­der, worked in a tin­plate works, while Earl sold the morn­ing pa­pers, and un­der­took ev­ery pos­si­ble kind of oc­ca­sion­al work as well; this he had to hunt for, and you could read as much in his whole lit­tle per­son. There was some­thing rest­less and no­madic about him, as though his thoughts were al­ways seek­ing some out­let.

			It was quite a live­ly neigh­bor­hood at this time of day; across the floor of the well, and out through the tun­nel-like en­try there was an end­less clat­ter­ing of foot­steps, as the hun­dreds of the “Ark” tum­bled out in­to the day­light, half tip­sy with sleep, di­shev­elled, with ev­i­dence of hasty ris­ing in their eyes and their gar­ments, smack­ing their lips as though they rel­ished the con­trast be­tween the night and day, au­di­bly yawn­ing as they scut­tled away. Up in Pelle’s long gang­way fac­to­ry girls, ar­ti­sans, and news­pa­per wom­en came tum­bling out, half naked; they were al­ways late, and stood there scold­ing un­til their turn came to wash them­selves. There was on­ly one lava­to­ry at ei­ther end of the gang­way, and there was on­ly just time to sluice their eyes and wake them­selves up. The doors of all the rooms stood open; the odors of night were heavy on the air.

			On the days when Pelle worked at home lit­tle Marie was in high spir­its. She sang and hummed con­tin­u­al­ly, with her cu­ri­ous­ly small voice, and ev­ery few min­utes she would run in and of­fer Pelle her ser­vices. At such times she would sta­tion her­self be­hind him and stand there in si­lence, watch­ing the progress of his work, while her breath­ing was au­di­bly per­cep­ti­ble, as a faint, whistling sound. There was a cu­ri­ous, still, brood­ing look about her lit­tle un­der-grown fig­ure that re­mind­ed Pelle of Morten’s un­hap­py sis­ter; some­thing hard and un­de­vel­oped, as in the fruit of a too-young tree. But the same shad­ow did not lie up­on her; child­ish toil had not steeped her as with a bit­ter sap; on­ly her out­er shell was brand­ed by it. There was about her, on the con­trary, a gleam of care­ful hap­pi­ness, as though things had turned out much bet­ter than she had ex­pect­ed. Per­haps this was be­cause she could see the re­sult of her hard child­ish labors; no one could scat­ter that to the winds.

			She was a ca­pa­ble lit­tle house­wife, and her broth­ers re­spect­ed her, and faith­ful­ly brought home what they earned. Then she took what she need­ed, laid some­thing by to­ward the rent, in a box which was put away in the chest of draw­ers, and gave them some­thing where­with to amuse them­selves. “They must have some­thing!” she told peo­ple; “be­sides, men al­ways need mon­ey in their pock­ets. But they de­serve it, for they have nev­er yet spent a far­thing in drink. On Sat­ur­day nights they al­ways come straight home with their earn­ings. But now I must get on with my work; it’s dread­ful how the time runs through one’s hands.”

			She talked just like a young mar­ried wom­an, and Pelle in­ward­ly chuck­led over her.

			Af­ter a while she would peep in again; it was time for Pelle to have a bite of some­thing; or else she would bring her mend­ing with her and sit down on the edge of a chair.

			She was al­ways in a fid­get lest a saucepan should boil over, or some­thing else go amiss.

			At such times they had long, sen­si­ble talks. Lit­tle Marie did not care about gos­sip; but there were plen­ty of se­ri­ous things which had to be talked over; the dif­fi­cult times, Marie’s par­ents, and then the won­der­ful fact that they had met one an­oth­er once be­fore, a long time ago; that was an event which pro­vid­ed her with an in­ex­haustible mine of dis­cus­sion, al­though she her­self could not re­mem­ber the oc­ca­sion.

			But Pelle re­mem­bered it all quite well, and over and over again he had to tell her how one day at home he had gone down to the har­bor, in or­der to show old Thatch­er Holm the steam­ers; and she al­ways laughed when she heard how Holm had run away in his alarm ev­ery time the steam-crane blew off steam. And then? Yes, the steam­er was just on the point of tak­ing on board a heap of fur­ni­ture, old beds, ta­bles, and the like.

			“That was all ours!” cried Marie, clap­ping her hands. “We still had a few things then. We took them to the pawn­shop when fa­ther lay ill af­ter his fall.” And then she would meet his gaze, ask­ing for more.

			And in the midst of all the fur­ni­ture stood a man with a fine old mir­ror in his arms. Thatch­er Holm knew him, and had a talk with him.

			“He was cry­ing, wasn’t he?” asked Marie com­pas­sion­ate­ly. “Fa­ther was so un­hap­py, be­cause things were go­ing so bad­ly with us.”

			And then she her­self would talk about the ho­tel, down among the cliffs of the east coast, and of the fine guests who came there in sum­mer. Three years they had kept the ho­tel, and Pelle had to name the sum out of which her fa­ther had been cheat­ed. She was proud that they had once pos­sessed so much. Ten thou­sand kro­ner!

			Over here her fa­ther had found work as a stone­ma­son’s la­bor­er, but one day he trod on a loose beam and fell. For a few months he lay sick, and all their house­hold goods found their way to the pawn­shop; then he died, and then they came to the “Ark.” Their moth­er did wash­ing out of doors, but at last she be­came queer in the head. She could not bear un­hap­pi­ness, and ne­glect­ed her house­work, to run about seek­ing con­so­la­tion from all sorts of re­li­gious sects. At last she was quite de­ment­ed, and one day she dis­ap­peared. It was be­lieved that she had drowned her­self in the canal. “But things are go­ing well with us now,” Marie al­ways con­clud­ed; “now there’s noth­ing to wor­ry about.”

			“But don’t you get tired of hav­ing all this to look af­ter?” Pelle would ask, won­der­ing.

			She would look at him in as­ton­ish­ment. “Why should I be tired? There’s not more than one can man­age—if one on­ly knows how to man­age. And the chil­dren nev­er make things dif­fi­cult for me; they are pleased with ev­ery­thing I do.”

			The three or­phans strug­gled on as well as they could, and were quite proud of their lit­tle house­hold. When things went bad­ly with them, they went hun­gry, and took se­ri­ous coun­sel to­geth­er; but they ac­cept­ed help from no one. They lived in the con­tin­u­al fear that the po­lice would get to know of their po­si­tion, and haul them off to school. Then they would be forcibly sep­a­rat­ed and brought up at the ex­pense of the poor-rates. They were shy, and “kept them­selves to them­selves.” In the “Ark” ev­ery­body liked them, and helped them to keep their se­cret. The oth­er in­mates man­aged their fam­i­ly af­fairs as best they could; there was al­ways a scan­dal some­where. It was a sort of sat­is­fac­tion to have these three chil­dren liv­ing so de­cent­ly in the midst of all this hotch-potch. Peo­ple thought a great deal of their lit­tle mod­el house­hold, and pro­tect­ed it as though it had been a sanc­tu­ary.

			To Pelle they at­tached them­selves blind­ly. They had picked him up out of the streets, and they cer­tain­ly re­gard­ed him to some ex­tent as a foundling who was still un­der their pro­tec­tion. When Marie had giv­en the boys their morn­ing cof­fee, she car­ried some in to Pelle—it was no use protest­ing. And in the morn­ings, when she was busy in­doors by her­self, she would go round to him with broom and buck­et. Her pre­co­cious, in­tel­li­gent face was beam­ing with cir­cum­spec­tion and the de­sire to help. She did not ask per­mis­sion, but set to work where need was. If Pelle was away at Beck’s work­shop, he al­ways found his room clean and tidy in the evening.

			If he had work at home, she would bring cof­fee for the two of them dur­ing the morn­ing. He did not dare to drive her away, for she would take that to heart, and would go about of­fend­ed all the rest of the day; so he would run be­low to fetch a roll of white bread. Marie al­ways found some pre­text for putting aside her share for the boys; it gave her no re­al plea­sure to en­joy any­thing by her­self.

			Pelle felt that he was mak­ing head­way; and he was con­scious of his own youth. He was con­tin­u­al­ly in the rosiest of hu­mors, and even Hanne could not throw any re­al shad­ow over his ex­is­tence. In his re­la­tions with her there was some­thing of a beau­ti­ful un­re­al­i­ty; they left no per­ma­nent scar up­on his heart.

			He felt quite sim­ply ashamed in the pres­ence of this much tried child, when­ev­er some­thing cropped up to put him out of tem­per. He felt it was his du­ty to bright­en her pover­ty-strick­en life with his high spir­its. He chat­ted mer­ri­ly to her, chaffed her, teased her, to charm her from her un­nat­u­ral solem­ni­ty. And she would smile, in her qui­et, moth­er­ly fash­ion, as one smiles at a much-loved child who seeks to drive away our cares—and would then of­fer to do some­thing for him.

			“Shall I wash out your blouse or do up your shirt?” she would ask. Her grat­i­tude al­ways found its ex­pres­sion in some kind of work.

			“No, thanks, Marie; Hanne and her moth­er look af­ter that.”

			“But that’s not work for the Princess—I can do it much bet­ter.”

			“The Princess?” said Pelle, rais­ing his head. “Is that what they call her?”

			“On­ly us chil­dren—we don’t mean it un­kind­ly. But we al­ways played at there be­ing a princess when she was with us—and she was al­ways the princess. But do you know what? Some­one will come and take her away—some­one very dis­tin­guished. She has been promised from the cra­dle to a fine gen­tle­man.”

			“What non­sense!” said Pelle cross­ly.

			“But that’s re­al­ly true! When it rained we used to sit un­der the gallery—in the cor­ner by the dust­bin—and she used to tell us—and it’s re­al­ly true! And, be­sides, don’t you think she’s fas­ci­nat­ing? She’s re­al­ly just like a princess—like that!” Marie made a ges­ture in the air with her fin­gers out­spread. “And she knows ev­ery­thing that is go­ing to hap­pen. She used to run down to us, in the court­yard, in her long dress, and her moth­er used to stand up above and call her; then she’d sit on the grat­ing as if it was a throne and she was the queen and we were her ladies. She used to braid our hair, and then dress it beau­ti­ful­ly with col­ored rib­bons, and when I came up here again moth­er used to tear it all down and make my hair rough again. It was a sin against God to deck one’s self out like that, she said. And when moth­er dis­ap­peared I hadn’t time to play down there any more.”

			“Poor lit­tle girl!” said Pelle, stroking her hair.

			“Why do you say that?” she asked him, look­ing at him in as­ton­ish­ment.

			He en­joyed her ab­so­lute con­fi­dence, and was told things that the boys were not al­lowed to know. She be­gan to dress more care­ful­ly, and her fine fair hair was al­ways brushed smooth­ly back from her fore­head. She was de­light­ed when they both had some er­rand in the city. Then she put on her best and went through the streets at his side, her whole face smil­ing. “Now per­haps peo­ple will think we are a cou­ple of lovers—but what does it mat­ter? Let them think it!” Pelle laughed; with her thir­teen years she was no big­ger than a child of nine, so back­ward in growth was she.

			She of­ten found it dif­fi­cult to make both ends meet; she would say lit­tle or noth­ing about it, but a kind of fear would be­tray it­self in her ex­pres­sion. Then Pelle would speak cheer­ful­ly of the good times that would soon be com­ing for all poor peo­ple. It cost him a great deal of ex­er­tion to put this in words so as to make it sound as it ought to sound. His thoughts were still so new—even to him­self. But the chil­dren thought noth­ing of his un­wieldy speech; to them it was eas­i­er to be­lieve in the new age than it was to him.

		
	
		
			VI

			Pelle was go­ing through a pe­cu­liar change at this time. He had seen enough need and pover­ty in his life; and the cap­i­tal was sim­ply a bat­tle­field on which army up­on army had rushed for­ward and had mis­er­ably been de­feat­ed. Round about him lay the fall­en. The town was built over them as over a ceme­tery; one had to tread up­on them in or­der to win for­ward and hard­en one’s heart. Such was life in these days; one shut one’s eyes—like the sheep when they see their com­rades about to be slaugh­tered—and wait­ed un­til one’s own turn came. There was noth­ing else to do.

			But now he was awake and suf­fer­ing; it hurt him with a stab­bing pain when­ev­er he saw oth­ers suf­fer; and he railed against mis­for­tune, un­rea­son­able though it might be.

			There came a day when he sat work­ing at home. At the oth­er end of the gang­way a fac­to­ry girl with her child had moved in a short while be­fore. Ev­ery morn­ing she locked the door and went to work—and she did not re­turn un­til the evening. When Pelle came home he could hear the sound of cry­ing with­in the room.

			He sat at his work, wrestling with his con­fused ideas. And all the time a cu­ri­ous sti­fled sound was in his ears—a griev­ous sound, as though some­thing were in­ces­sant­ly com­plain­ing. Per­haps it was on­ly the dirge of pover­ty it­self, some stro­phe of which was al­ways vi­brat­ing up­on the air.

			Lit­tle Marie came hur­ry­ing in. “Oh, Pelle, it’s cry­ing again!” she said, and she wrung her hands anx­ious­ly up­on her hol­low chest. “It has cried all day, ev­er since she came here—it is hor­ri­ble!”

			“We’ll go and see what’s wrong,” said Pelle, and he threw down his ham­mer.

			The door was locked; they tried to look through the key­hole, but could see noth­ing. The child with­in stopped its cry­ing for a mo­ment, as though it heard them, but it be­gan again at once; the sound was low and mo­not­o­nous, as though the child was pre­pared to hold out in­def­i­nite­ly. They looked at one an­oth­er; it was un­en­durable.

			“The keys on this gang­way do for all the doors,” said Marie, un­der her breath. With one leap Pelle had rushed in­doors, ob­tained his key, and opened the door.

			Close by the door sat a lit­tle four-year-old boy; he stared up at them, hold­ing a rusty tin ves­sel in his hand. He was tied fast to the stove; near him, on an old wood­en stool, was a tin plate con­tain­ing a few half-nib­bled crusts of bread. The child was dressed in filthy rags and pre­sent­ed a shock­ing ap­pear­ance. He sat in his own filth; his lit­tle hands were cov­ered with it. His tear­ful, swollen face was smeared all over with it. He held up his hands to them be­seech­ing­ly.

			Pelle burst in­to tears at the hor­ri­ble sight and want­ed to pick the child up. “Let me do that!” cried Marie, hor­ri­fied. “You’ll make your­self filthy!”

			“What then?” said Pelle stupid­ly. He helped to un­tie the child; his hands were trem­bling.

			To some ex­tent they got the child to rights and gave him food. Then they let him loose in the long gang­way. For a time he stood stupid­ly gap­ing by the door­post; then he dis­cov­ered that he was not tied up, and be­gan to rush up and down. He still held in his hand the old tea-strain­er which he had been grasp­ing when they res­cued him; he had held on to it con­vul­sive­ly all the time. Marie had to dip his hand in the wa­ter in or­der to clean the strain­er.

			From time to time he stood in front of Pelle’s open door, and peeped in­side. Pelle nod­ded to him, when he went storm­ing up and down again—he was like a wild thing. But sud­den­ly he came right in, laid the tea-strain­er in Pelle’s lap and looked at him. “Am I to have that?” asked Pelle. “Look, Marie, he is giv­ing me the on­ly thing he’s got!”

			“Oh, poor lit­tle thing!” cried Marie pity­ing­ly. “He wants to thank you!”

			In the evening the fac­to­ry girl came rush­ing in; she was in a rage, and be­gan to abuse them for break­ing in­to her room. Pelle won­dered at him­self, that he was able to an­swer her so qui­et­ly in­stead of rail­ing back at her. But he un­der­stood very well that she was ashamed of her pover­ty and did not want any­one else to see it. “It is un­kind to the child,” was all he said. “And yet you are fond of it!”

			Then she be­gan to cry. “I have to tie him up, or he climbs out over the win­dowsill and runs in­to the street—he got to the cor­ner once be­fore. And I’ve no clothes, to take him to the crêche!”

			“Then leave the door open on the gang­way! We will look af­ter him, Marie and I.”

			Af­ter this the child tum­bled about the gang­way and ran to and fro. Marie looked af­ter him, and was like a moth­er to him. Pelle bought some old clothes, and they al­tered them to fit him. The child looked very droll in them; he was a lit­tle gob­lin who took ev­ery­thing in good part. In his lone­li­ness he had not learned to speak, but now speech came quick­ly to him.

			In Pelle this in­ci­dent awak­ened some­thing quite nov­el. Pover­ty he had known be­fore, but now he saw the in­jus­tice that lay be­neath it, and cried to heav­en. His hands would sud­den­ly clench with anger as he sat so qui­et­ly in his room. Here was some­thing one must has­ten for­ward, with­out in­ter­mis­sion, day and night, as long as one drew breath—Morten was right about that! This child’s fa­ther was a fac­to­ry hand, and the girl dared not sum­mon him be­fore the mag­is­trates in or­der to make him pay for its sup­port for fear of be­ing dis­missed from her place. The whole busi­ness seemed so hope­less—so­ci­ety seemed so unas­sail­able—yet he felt that he must strike a blow. His own hands alone sig­ni­fied so lit­tle; but if they could on­ly strike the blow all to­geth­er—then per­haps it would have some ef­fect.

			In the evenings he and Morten went to meet­ings where the sit­u­a­tion was pas­sion­ate­ly dis­cussed. Those who at­tend­ed these meet­ings were most­ly young peo­ple like him­self. They met in some inn by the North Bridge. But Pelle longed to see some re­sult, and ap­plied him­self ea­ger­ly to the or­ga­ni­za­tion of his own craft.

			He in­spired the weary pres­i­dent with his own zeal, and they pre­pared to­geth­er a list of all the mem­bers of their trade—as the ba­sis of a more vig­or­ous ag­i­ta­tion. When the “com­rades” were in­vit­ed to a meet­ing through the press, they turned lazy and failed to ap­pear. More ef­fec­tu­al means were need­ed; and Pelle start­ed a house-to-house ag­i­ta­tion. This helped im­me­di­ate­ly; they were in a dilem­ma when one got them face to face, and the Union was con­sid­er­ably in­creased, in spite of the per­se­cu­tion of the big mas­ters.

			Morten be­gan to treat him with re­spect; and want­ed him to read about the move­ment. But Pelle had no time for that. To­geth­er with Pe­ter and Karl, who were ex­treme­ly zeal­ous, he took in The Work­ing Man, and that was enough for him. “I know more about pover­ty than they write there,” he said.

			There was no lack of fu­el to keep this fire burn­ing. He had par­tic­i­pat­ed in the march of pover­ty, from the coun­try to the town and thence to the cap­i­tal, and there they stood and could go no far­ther for all their long­ing, but per­ished on a desert shore. The many lives of the “Ark” lay al­ways be­fore his eyes as a great com­mon pos­ses­sion, where no one need con­ceal him­self, and where the need of the one was an­oth­er’s grief.

			His na­ture was at this time un­der­go­ing a great change. There was an end of his old care­less ac­cep­tance of things. He laughed less and per­formed ap­par­ent­ly triv­ial ac­tions with an earnest­ness which had its com­i­cal side. And he be­gan to dis­play an ap­pear­ance of self-re­spect which seemed ill-jus­ti­fied by his po­si­tion and his pover­ty.

			One evening, when work was over, as he came home­ward from Beck’s work­shop, he heard the chil­dren singing Hanne’s song down in the court­yard. He stood still in the tun­nel-like en­try; Hanne her­self stood in the midst of a cir­cle, and the chil­dren were danc­ing round her and singing:

			
				
					“I looked from the lofty moun­tain
					

					Down over vale and lea,
					

					And I saw a ship come sail­ing,
					

					Sail­ing, sail­ing,
					

					I saw a ship come sail­ing,
					

					And on it were lordlings three.”
				

			

			On Hanne’s coun­te­nance lay a blind, fixed smile; her eyes were tight­ly closed. She turned slow­ly about as the chil­dren sang, and she sang soft­ly with them:

			
				
					“The youngest of all the lordlings
					

					Who on the ship did stand …”
				

			

			But sud­den­ly she saw Pelle and broke out of the cir­cle. She went up the stairs with him. The chil­dren, dis­ap­point­ed, stood call­ing af­ter her.

			“Aren’t you com­ing to us this evening?” she asked. “It is so long since we have seen you.”

			“I’ve no time. I’ve got an ap­point­ment,” replied Pelle briefly.

			“But you must come! I beg you to, Pelle.” She looked at him plead­ing­ly, her eyes burn­ing.

			Pelle’s heart be­gan to thump as he met her gaze. “What do you want with me?” he asked sharply.

			Hanne stood still, gaz­ing ir­res­o­lute­ly in­to the dis­tance.

			“You must help me, Pelle,” she said, in a tone­less voice, with­out meet­ing his eye.

			“Yes­ter­day I met. … Yes­ter­day evening, as I was com­ing out of the fac­to­ry … he stood down be­low here … he knows where I live. I went across to the oth­er side and be­haved as though I did not see him; but he came up to me and said I was to go to the New Mar­ket this evening!”

			“And what did you say to that?” an­swered Pelle sulk­i­ly.

			“I didn’t say any­thing—I ran as hard as I could!”

			“Is that all you want me for?” cried Pelle harsh­ly. “You can keep away from him, if you don’t want him!”

			A cold shud­der ran through her. “But if he comes here to look for me? … And you are so. … I don’t care for any­body in the world but you and moth­er!” She spoke pas­sion­ate­ly.

			“Well, well, I’ll come over to you,” an­swered Pelle cheer­ful­ly.

			He dressed him­self quick­ly and went across. The old wom­an was de­light­ed to see him. Hanne was quite frol­ic­some; she ral­lied him con­tin­u­al­ly, and it was not long be­fore he had aban­doned his firm at­ti­tude and al­lowed him­self to be drawn in­to the most de­light­ful ro­manc­ing. They sat out on the gallery un­der the green fo­liage, Hanne’s face glow­ing to ri­val the climb­ing pelargo­ni­um; she kept on swing­ing her foot, and con­tin­u­al­ly touched Pelle’s leg with the tip of her shoe.

			She was ner­vous­ly full of life, and kept on ask­ing the time. When her moth­er went in­to the kitchen to make cof­fee, she took Pelle’s hand and smil­ing­ly stroked it.

			“Come with me,” she said. “I should so like to see if he is re­al­ly so sil­ly as to think I’d come. We can stand in a cor­ner some­where and look out.”

			Pelle did not an­swer.

			“Moth­er,” said Hanne, when Madam Johnsen re­turned with the cof­fee, “I’m go­ing out to buy some stuff for my bodice. Pelle’s com­ing with me.”

			The ex­cuse was easy to see through. But the old wom­an be­trayed no emo­tion. She had al­ready seen that Hanne was well dis­posed to­ward Pelle to­day; some­thing was go­ing on in the girl’s mind, and if Pelle on­ly want­ed to, he could now bri­dle her prop­er­ly. She had no ob­jec­tion to make if both the young peo­ple kicked over the traces a lit­tle. Per­haps then they would find peace to­geth­er.

			“You ought to take your shawl with you,” she told Hanne. “The evening air may turn cold.”

			Hanne walked so quick­ly that Pelle could hard­ly fol­low her. “It’ll be a lark to see his dis­ap­point­ment when we don’t turn up,” she said, laugh­ing. Pelle laughed al­so. She sta­tioned her­self be­hind one of the pil­lars of the Town Hall, where she could peep out across the mar­ket. She was quite out of breath, she had hur­ried so.

			Grad­u­al­ly, as the time went by and the stranger did not ap­pear, her an­i­ma­tion van­ished; she was silent, and her ex­pres­sion was one of dis­ap­point­ment.

			“No one’s go­ing to come!” she said sud­den­ly, and she laughed short­ly.

			“I on­ly made up the whole thing to tell you, to see what you’d say.”

			“Then let’s go!” said Pelle qui­et­ly, and he took her hand.

			As they went down the steps, Hanne start­ed; and her hand fell limply from his. The stranger came quick­ly up to her. He held out his hand to Hanne, qui­et­ly and as a mat­ter of course, as though he had known her for years. Pelle, ap­par­ent­ly, he did not see.

			“Will you come some­where with me—where we can hear mu­sic, for ex­am­ple?” he asked, and he con­tin­ued to hold her hand. She looked ir­res­o­lute­ly at Pelle.

			For a mo­ment Pelle felt an in­or­di­nate long­ing to throw him­self up­on this man and strike him to the ground, but then he met Hanne’s eyes, which wore an ex­pres­sion as though she was long­ing for some means of shak­ing him off. “Well, it looks as if one was in the way here!” he thought. “And what does it all mat­ter to me?” He turned away from her and saun­tered off down a side street.

			Pelle strolled along to the quays by the gas­works, and he stood there, sunk in thought, gaz­ing at the ships and the oily wa­ter. He did not suf­fer; it was on­ly so ter­ri­bly stupid that a strange hand should ap­pear out of the un­known, and that the bird which he with all his striv­ing could not en­tice, should have hopped right away on to that hand.

			Be­low the quay-wall the wa­ter plashed with a drowsy sound; frag­ments of wood and oth­er rub­bish float­ed on it; it was all so home­like! Out by the coal-quay lay a three-mas­ter. It was af­ter work­ing hours; the crew were mak­ing an up­roar be­low decks, or stand­ing about on deck and wash­ing them­selves in a buck­et. One well-grown young sea­man in blue clothes and a white neck­er­chief came out of the cab­in and stared up at the rig­ging as though out of habit, and yawned. Then he strolled ashore. His cap was on the back of his head, and be­tween his teeth was a new pipe. His face was full of freak­ish mer­ri­ment, and he walked with a swing of the hips. As he came up to Pelle he swayed to and fro a few times and then bumped in­to him. “Oh, ex­cuse me!” he said, touch­ing his cap. “I thought it was a scratch­ing-post, the gen­tle­man stood so stiff. Well, you mustn’t take it amiss!” And he be­gan to go round and round Pelle, bend­ing far for­ward as though he were look­ing for some­thing on him, and fi­nal­ly he pawed his own ears, like a friend­ly bear, and shook with laugh­ter. He was over­flow­ing with high spir­its and good hu­mor.

			Pelle had not shak­en off his feel­ing of re­sent­ment; he did not know whether to be an­gry or to laugh at the whole thing.

			He turned about cau­tious­ly, so as to keep his eye on the sailor, lest the lat­ter should pull his feet from un­der him. He knew the grip, and al­so how it should be par­ried; and he held his hands in readi­ness. Sud­den­ly some­thing in the stoop­ing po­si­tion struck him as fa­mil­iar. This was Per Ko­fod—Howl­ing Pe­ter, from the vil­lage school at home, in his own per­son! He who used to roar and blub­ber at the slight­est word! Yes, this was he!

			“Good evening, Per!” he cried, de­light­ed, and he gave him a thump in the back.

			The sea­man stood up, as­ton­ished. “What the dev­il! Good evening! Well, that I should meet you here, Pelle; that’s the most com­i­cal thing I’ve ev­er known! You must ex­cuse my pup­py-tricks! Re­al­ly!” He shook Pelle hearti­ly by the hand.

			They loafed about the har­bor, chat­ting of old times. There was so much to re­call from their school­days. Old Fris with his cane, and the games on the beach! Per Ko­fod spoke as though he had tak­en part in all of them; he had quite for­got­ten that he used al­ways to stand still grip­ping on to some­thing and bel­low­ing, if the oth­ers came bawl­ing round him. “And Nilen, too, I met him late­ly in New Or­leans. He is sec­ond mate on a big Amer­i­can full-rigged ship, and is earn­ing big mon­ey. A smart fel­low he is. But hang it all, he’s a tough case! Al­ways with his re­volver in his hand. But that’s how it has to be over there—among the nig­gers. Still, one fine day they’ll slit his bel­ly up, by God they will! Now then, what’s the mat­ter there?”

			From some stacks of tim­ber near by came a bel­low­ing as of some­one in tor­ment, and the sound of blows. Pelle want­ed, to turn aside, but Per Ko­fod seized his arm and dragged him for­ward.

			In among the tim­ber-stacks three “coalies” were en­gaged in beat­ing a fourth. He did not cry out, but gave vent to a muf­fled roar ev­ery time he re­ceived a blow. The blood was flow­ing down his face.

			“Come on!” shout­ed Per Ko­fod, hitch­ing up his trousers. And then, with a roar, he hurled him­self in­to their midst, and be­gan to lay about him in all di­rec­tions. It was like an ex­plo­sion with its fol­low­ing hail of rocks. Howl­ing Pe­ter had learned to use his strength; on­ly a sailor could lay about him in that fash­ion. It was im­pos­si­ble to say where his blows were go­ing to fall; but they all went home. Pelle stood by for a mo­ment, mouth and eyes open in the fury of the fray; then he, too, tum­bled in­to the midst of it, and the three dock-la­bor­ers were soon bit­ing the dust.

			“Damn it all, why did you in­ter­fere!” said Pelle cross­ly, when it was over, as he stood pulling his col­lar straight.

			“I don’t know,” said Howl­ing Pe­ter. “But it does one no harm to be­stir one’s self a bit for once!”

			Af­ter the heat of the bat­tle they had all but for­got­ten the man orig­i­nal­ly at­tacked; he lay hud­dled up at the foot of a tim­ber-stack and made no sound. They got him on his legs again, but had to hold him up­right; he stood as limp as though asleep, and his eyes were star­ing stupid­ly. He was mak­ing a heavy snor­ing sound, and at ev­ery breath the blood made two red bub­bles at his nos­trils. From time to time he ground his teeth, and then his eyes turned up­ward and the whites gleamed strange­ly in his coal-black­ened face.

			The sailor scold­ed him, and that helped him so far that he was able to stand on his feet. They drew a red rag from his bulging jack­et-pock­et, and wiped the worst of the blood away. “What sort of a fel­low are you, damn it all, that you can’t stand a drub­bing?” said Per Ko­fod.

			“I didn’t call for help,” said the man thick­ly. His lips were swollen to a snout.

			“But you didn’t hit back again! Yet you look as if you’d strength enough. Ei­ther a fel­low man­ages to look af­ter him­self or he sings out so that oth­ers can come to help him. D’ye see, mate?”

			“I didn’t want to bring the po­lice in­to it; and I’d earned a thrash­ing. On­ly they hit so damned hard, and when I fell they used their clogs.”

			He lived in the Sak­so­gade, and they took each an arm. “If on­ly I don’t get ill now!” he groaned from time to time. “I’m all a jel­ly in­side.” And they had to stop while he vom­it­ed.

			There was a cer­tain firm for which he and his mates had de­cid­ed no longer to un­load, as they had cut down the wages of­fered. There were on­ly four of them who stuck to their re­fusal; and what use was it when oth­ers im­me­di­ate­ly took their place? The four of them could on­ly hang about and play the gen­tle­man at large; noth­ing more came of it. But of course he had giv­en his word—that was why he had not hit back. The oth­er three had found work else­where, so he went back to the firm and ate hum­ble pie. Why should he hang about idle and killing time when there was noth­ing to eat at home? He was damned if he un­der­stood these new ways; all the same, he had be­trayed the oth­ers, for he had giv­en his word. But they had struck him so curs­ed­ly hard, and had kicked him in the bel­ly with their clogs.

			He con­tin­ued ram­bling thus, like a man in delir­i­um, as they led him along. In the Sak­so­gade they were stopped by a po­lice­man, but Per Ko­fod quick­ly told him a sto­ry to the ef­fect that the man had been struck on the head by a fall­ing crane. He lived right up in the at­tics. When they opened the door a wom­an who lay there in childbed raised her­self up on the iron bed­stead and gazed at them in alarm. She was thin and ane­mic. When she per­ceived the con­di­tion of her hus­band she burst in­to a heartrend­ing fit of cry­ing.

			“He’s sober,” said Pelle, in or­der to con­sole her; “he has on­ly got a bit dam­aged.”

			They took him in­to the kitchen and bathed his head over the sink with cold wa­ter. But Per Ko­fod’s as­sis­tance was not of much use; ev­ery time the wom­an’s cry­ing reached his ears he stopped help­less­ly and turned his head to­ward the door; and sud­den­ly he gave up and tum­bled head-fore­most down the back stairs.

			“What was re­al­ly the mat­ter with you?” asked Pelle cross­ly, when he, too, could get away. Per was wait­ing at the door for him.

			“Per­haps you didn’t hear her hymn-singing, you block­head! But, any­how, you saw her sit­ting up in bed and look­ing like wax? It’s beast­ly, I tell you; it’s in­fa­mous! He’d no need to go mak­ing her cry like that! I had the great­est long­ing to thrash him again, weak as a ba­by though he was. The dev­il—what did he want to break his word for?”

			“Be­cause they were starv­ing, Per!” said Pelle earnest­ly. “That does hap­pen at times in this ac­cursed city.”

			Ko­fod stared at him and whis­tled. “Oh, Sa­tan! Wife and child, and the whole lot with­out food—what? And she in childbed. They were mar­ried, right enough, you can see that. Oh, the dev­il! What a hon­ey­moon! What mis­ery!”

			He stood there plung­ing deep in­to his trous­er pock­ets; he fetched out a hand­ful of things: chew­ing-to­bac­co, bits of flock, bro­ken match­es, and in the midst of all a crum­pled ten-kro­ner note. “So I thought!” he said, fish­ing out the note. “I was afraid the girls had quite cleaned me out last night! Now Pelle, you go up and spin them some sort of a yarn; I can’t do it prop­er­ly my­self; for, look you, if I know that wom­an she won’t stop cry­ing day and night for an­oth­er twen­ty-four hours! That’s the last of my pay. But—oh, well, blast it … we go to sea to­mor­row!”

			“She stopped cry­ing when I took her the mon­ey,” said Pelle, when he came down again.

			“That’s good. We sailors are dirty beasts; you know; we do our busi­ness in­to chi­na and eat our but­ter out of the tar­buck­et; all the same, we—I tell you, I should have left the thing alone and used the mon­ey to have made a jol­ly night of it tonight. …” He was sud­den­ly silent; he chewed at his quid as though in­ward­ly con­sid­er­ing his dif­fi­cult phi­los­o­phy. “Damn it all, to­mor­row we put to sea!” he cried sud­den­ly.

			They went out to Alleen­berg and sat in the gar­dens. Pelle or­dered beer. “I can very well stand a few pints when I meet a good pal,” he said, “but at oth­er times I save like the dev­il. I’ve got to see about get­ting my old fa­ther over here; he’s liv­ing on char­i­ty at home.”

			“So your fa­ther’s still liv­ing? I can see him still so plain­ly—he had a love-af­fair with Madam Olsen for some time, but then bo’sun Olsen came home un­ex­pect­ed­ly; they thought he’d re­main abroad.”

			Pelle laughed. Much wa­ter had run in­to the sea since those days. Now he was no longer ashamed of Fa­ther Lasse’s fool­ish prank.

			Light was gleam­ing from the booths in the gar­den. Young cou­ples wan­dered about and had their for­tunes told; they ven­tured them­selves on the Wheel of Hap­pi­ness, or had their por­traits cut out by the sil­hou­ette artist. By the round­about was a min­gled whirl of cries and mu­sic and bright­ly col­ored pet­ti­coats. Now and again a tremen­dous out­cry arose, cu­ri­ous­ly dread­ful, over all oth­er sounds, and from the con­cert-pavil­ion one heard the cracked, strain­ing voic­es of one­time “stars.” Wretch­ed lit­tle worldlings came breath­less­ly hur­ry­ing thith­er, push­ing through the crowd, and dis­ap­peared in­to the pavil­ion, nod­ding fa­mil­iar­ly to the man in the tick­et-of­fice win­dow.

			“It’s re­al­ly quite jol­ly here,” said Per Ko­fod. “You have a damn good time of it on land!”

			On the wide path­way un­der the trees ap­pren­tices, work­men, sol­diers, and now and again a stu­dent, loi­tered up and down, to and fro, look­ing side­ways at the ser­vant-girls, who had sta­tioned them­selves on ei­ther side of the walk, stand­ing there arm-in-arm, or form­ing lit­tle groups. Their eyes sent many a mes­sage be­fore ev­er one of them stopped and ven­tured to speak. Per­haps the maid­en turned away; if so, that was an end of the mat­ter, and the young­ster be­gan the busi­ness all over again. Or per­haps she ran off with him to one of the closed ar­bors, where they drank cof­fee, or else to the round­abouts. Sev­er­al of the young peo­ple were from Pelle’s home; and ev­ery time he heard the con­fi­dent voic­es of the Born­holm girls Pelle’s heart stirred like a bird about to fly away.

			Sud­den­ly his trou­bles re­turned to his mind. “I re­al­ly felt in­clined, this evening, to have done with the whole thing. … Just look at those two, Per!” Two girls were stand­ing arm-in-arm un­der a tree, quite close to their ta­ble. They were rock­ing to and fro to­geth­er, and now and again they glanced at the two young men.

			“Noth­ing there for me—that’s on­ly for you land­lub­bers,” said Per Ko­fod. “For look you now, they’re like so many lit­tle lambs whose ears you’ve got to tick­le. And then it all comes back to you in the nights when you take the dog­watch alone; you’ve told her lies, or you promised to come back again when she un­did her bodice. … And in the end there she is, plant­ed, and goin’ to have a kid! It don’t do. A sailor ought to keep to the naughty girls.”

			“But mar­ried wom­en can be frisky some­times,” said Pelle.

			“That so, re­al­ly? Once I wouldn’t have be­lieved that any­one could have kicked a good wom­an; but af­ter all they stran­gle lit­tle chil­dren. … And they come and eat out of your hand if you give ’em a kind word—that’s the mis­chief of it. … D’you re­mem­ber Howl­ing Pe­ter?”

			“Yes, as you ask me, I re­mem­ber him very well.”

			“Well, his fa­ther was a sailor, too, and that’s just what he did. … And she was just such a girl, one who couldn’t say no, and be­lieved ev­ery­thing a man told her. He was go­ing to come back again—of course. ‘When you hear the trap-door of the loft rat­tle, that’ll be me,’ he told her. But the trap-door rat­tled sev­er­al times, and he didn’t come. Then she hanged her­self from the trap-door with a rope. Howl­ing Pe­ter came on to the parish. And you know how they all scorned him. Even the wench­es thought they had the right to spit at him. He could do noth­ing but bel­low. His moth­er had cried such a lot be­fore he was born, d’ye see? Yes, and then he hanged him­self too—twice he tried to do it. He’d in­her­it­ed that! Af­ter that he had a worse time than ev­er; ev­ery­body thought it hon­or­able to ill-use him and ask af­ter the marks on his throat. No, not you; you were the on­ly one who didn’t raise a hand to him. That’s why I’ve so of­ten thought about you. ‘What has be­come of him?’ I used to ask my­self. ‘God on­ly knows where he’s got to!’ ” And he gazed at Pelle with a pair of eyes full of trust.

			“No, that was due to Fa­ther Lasse,” said Pelle, and his tone was quite child­like. “He al­ways said I must be good to you be­cause you were in God’s keep­ing.”

			“In God’s keep­ing, did he say?” re­peat­ed Per Ko­fod thought­ful­ly. “That was a cu­ri­ous thing to say. That’s a feel­ing I’ve nev­er had. There was noth­ing in the whole world at that time that could have helped me to stand up for my­self. I can scarce­ly un­der­stand how it is that I’m sit­ting here talk­ing to you—I mean, that they didn’t tor­ment the life out of my body.”

			“Yes, you’ve al­tered very much. How does it re­al­ly come about that you’re such a smart fel­low now?”

			“Why, such as I am now, that’s re­al­ly my re­al na­ture. It has just waked up, that’s what I think. But I don’t un­der­stand re­al­ly what was the mat­ter with me then. I knew well enough I could knock you down if I had on­ly want­ed to. But I didn’t dare strike out, just out of sheer wretched­ness. I saw so much that you oth­ers couldn’t see. Damn it all, I can’t make head nor tail of it! It must have been my moth­er’s dread­ful mis­ery that was still in my bones. A hor­ror used to come over me—quite cause­less—so that I had to bel­low aloud; and then the farm­ers used to beat me. And ev­ery time I tried to get out of it all by hang­ing my­self, they beat me worse than ev­er. The parish coun­cil de­cid­ed I was to be beat­en. Well, that’s why I don’t do it, Pelle—a sailor ought to keep to wom­en that get paid for it, if they have any­thing to do with him—that is, if he can’t get mar­ried. There, you have my opin­ion.”

			“You’ve had a very bad time,” said Pelle, and he took his hand. “But it’s a tremen­dous change that’s come over you!”

			“Change! You may well say so! One mo­ment Howl­ing Pe­ter—and the next, the strong­est man on board! There you have the whole sto­ry! For look here now, at sea, of course, it was just the same; even the ship’s boy felt obliged to give me a kick on the shins in pass­ing. Ev­ery­body who got a blow on a row­ing passed it on to me. And when I went to sea in an Amer­i­can bark, there was a nig­ger on board, and all of them used to hound him down; he crawled be­fore them, but you may take your oath he hat­ed them out of the whites of his dev­il’s eyes. But me, who treat­ed him with hu­man­i­ty, he played all man­ner of tricks on—it was noth­ing to him that I was white. Yet even with him I didn’t dare to fetch him one—there was al­ways like a flab­by lump in my midriff. But once the thing went too far—or else the still­born some­thing in­side me was ex­haust­ed. I just aimed at him a bit with one arm, so that he fell down. That re­al­ly was a rum­my busi­ness. It was, let’s say, like a fairy tale where the toad sud­den­ly turns in­to a man. I set to then and there and thrashed him till he was half dead. And while I was about it, and in the vein, it seemed best to get the whole thing over, so I went right ahead and thrashed the whole crew from be­gin­ning to end. It was a tremen­dous mo­ment, there was such a heap of rage in­side me that had got to come out!”

			Pelle laughed. “A lucky thing that I knew you a lit­tle while ago, or you would have made mince­meat of me, af­ter all!”

			“Not me, mate, that was on­ly a lit­tle joke. A fel­low is in such high spir­its when he comes ashore again. But out at sea it’s—thrash the oth­ers, or they’ll thrash you! Well, that’s all right, but one ought to be good to the wom­en. That’s what I’ve told the old man on board; he’s a fel­low-coun­try­man, but a swine in his deal­ings with wom­en. There isn’t a sin­gle port where he hasn’t a love-af­fair. In the South, and on the Amer­i­can coast. It’s mad­man’s work of­ten, and I have to go along with him and look out that he doesn’t get a knife be­tween his ribs. ‘Per,’ he says, ‘this evening we’ll go on the bust to­geth­er.’ ‘All right, cap’n,’ I say. ‘But it’s a pity about all the wom­en.’ ‘Shut your mouth, Per,’ he says; ‘they’re most of them mar­ried safe enough.’ He’s one of us from home, too—from a lit­tle cot­tage up on the heath.”

			“What’s his name, then?” said Pelle, in­ter­est­ed.

			“Al­bert Karlsen.”

			“Why, then he’s Un­cle Kalle’s el­dest, and in a way my cousin—Kalle, that is to say, isn’t re­al­ly his fa­ther. His wife had him be­fore she was mar­ried—he’s the son of the own­er of Stone Farm.”

			“So he’s a Kongstrup, then!” cried Per Ko­fod, and he laughed loud­ly. “Well, that’s as it should be!”

			Pelle paid, and they got up to go. The two girls were still stand­ing by the tree. Per Ko­fod went up to one of them as though she had been a bird that might es­cape him. Sud­den­ly he seized her round the waist; she with­drew her­self slow­ly from his grip and laughed in his big fair face. He em­braced her once again, and now she stood still; it was still in her mind to es­cape, for she laugh­ing­ly half-turned away. He looked deep in­to her eyes, then re­leased her and fol­lowed Pelle.

			“What’s the use, Pelle—why, I can hear her com­plain­ing al­ready! A fel­low ought to be well warned,” he said, with a de­spair­ing ac­cent. “But, damn it all, why should a man have so much com­pas­sion when he him­self has been so cru­el­ly treat­ed? And the oth­ers; they’ve no com­pas­sion. Did you see how gen­tle her eyes were? If I’d mon­ey I’d mar­ry her right away.”

			“Per­haps she wouldn’t have you,” replied Pelle. “It doesn’t do to take the girls for grant­ed.”

			In the av­enue a few men were go­ing to and fro and call­ing; they were look­ing for their young wom­en, who had giv­en them the slip. One of them came up to Per and Pelle—he was wear­ing a stu­dent’s cap. “Have the gen­tle­men seen any­thing of our ladies?” he asked. “We’ve been sit­ting with them and treat­ing them all the evening, and then they said they’d just got to go to a cer­tain place, and they’ve gone off.”

			They went down to the har­bor. “Can’t you come on board with me and say how d’ye-do to the old man?” said Per. “But of course, he’s ashore tonight. I saw him go over the side about the time we knocked off—rigged out for chas­ing the girls.”

			“I don’t know him at all,” said Pelle; “he was at sea al­ready when I was still a young­ster. Any­how, I’ve got to go home to bed now—I get to work ear­ly in the morn­ings.”

			They stood on the quay, tak­ing leave of one an­oth­er. Per Ko­fod promised to look Pelle up next time he was in port. While they were talk­ing the door of the af­ter-cab­in rat­tled. Howl­ing Pe­ter drew Pelle be­hind a stack of coal. A pow­er­ful, beard­ed man came out, lead­ing a young girl by the hand. She went slow­ly, and ap­peared to re­sist. He set her cer­e­mo­ni­ous­ly ashore, turned back to the cab­in, and locked the door be­hind him. The girl stood still for a mo­ment. A low ’plaint es­caped her lips. She stretched her arms plead­ing­ly to­ward the cab­in. Then she turned and went mourn­ful­ly along the quay.

			“That was the old man,” whis­pered Per Ko­fod. “That’s how he treats them all—and yet they don’t want to give him up.”

			Pelle could not ut­ter a word; he stood there cow­er­ing, op­pressed as by some ter­ri­ble bur­den. Sud­den­ly he pulled him­self to­geth­er, pressed his com­rade’s hand, and set off quick­ly be­tween the coal-stacks.

			Af­ter a time he turned aside and fol­lowed the young girl at a lit­tle dis­tance. Like a sleep­walk­er, she stag­gered along the quay and went over the long bridge. He feared she would throw her­self in the wa­ter, so strange­ly did she be­have.

			On the bridge she stood gaz­ing across at the ship, with a frozen look on her face. Pelle stood still; turned to ice by the thought that she might see him. He could not have borne to speak to her just then—much less look in­to her eyes.

			But then she moved on. Her bear­ing was bro­ken; from be­hind she looked like one of those el­der­ly, ship­wrecked fe­males from the “Ark,” who shuf­fled along by the house-walls in trod­den-down men’s shoes, and al­ways boast­ed a du­bi­ous past. “Good God!” thought Pelle, “is her dream over al­ready? Good God!”

			He fol­lowed her at a short dis­tance down the nar­row street, and as soon as he knew that she must have reached her dwelling he en­tered the tun­nel.

		
	
		
			VII

			In the depths of Pelle’s soul lay a con­fi­dent feel­ing that he was des­tined for some­thing par­tic­u­lar; it was his old dream of for­tune, which would not be whol­ly sat­is­fied by the good con­di­tions for all men which he want­ed to help to bring about. His fate was no longer in his eyes a griev­ous and crush­ing pre­des­ti­na­tion to pover­ty, which could on­ly be lift­ed from him by a mir­a­cle; he was lord of his own fu­ture, and al­ready he was rest­less­ly build­ing it up!

			But in ad­di­tion to this there was some­thing else that be­longed on­ly to him and to life, some­thing that no one else in the world could un­der­take. What it was he had not yet fig­ured to him­self; but it was some­thing that raised him above all oth­ers, se­cret­ly, so that on­ly he was con­scious of it. It was the same ob­scure feel­ing of be­ing a pi­o­neer that had al­ways urged him for­ward; and when it did take the form of a def­i­nite ques­tion he an­swered it with the con­fi­dent nod of his child­hood. Yes, he would see it through all right! As though that which was to be­fall him was so great and so won­der­ful that it could not be put in­to words, nor even thought of. He saw the straight path in front of him, and he saun­tered on, strong and coura­geous. There were no oth­er en­e­mies than those a pru­dent man might per­ceive; those lurk­ing forces of evil which in his child­hood had hov­ered threat­en­ing­ly above his head were the shad­ows of the poor man’s wretched­ness. There was noth­ing else evil, and that was sin­is­ter enough. He knew now that the shad­ows were long. Morten was right. Al­though he him­self when a child had sport­ed in the light, yet his mind was sad­dened by the mis­ery of all those who were dead or fight­ing in dis­tant parts of the earth; and it was on this fact that the feel­ing of sol­i­dar­i­ty must be based. The mirac­u­lous sim­ply had no ex­is­tence, and that was a good thing for those who had to fight with the weapon of their own phys­i­cal strength. No in­vis­i­ble de­ity sat over­head mak­ing his own plans for them or ob­struct­ing oth­ers. What one willed, that could one ac­com­plish, if on­ly he had strength enough to car­ry it through. Strength—it was on that and that alone that ev­ery­thing de­pend­ed. And there was strength in plen­ty. But the strength of all must be unit­ed, must act as the strength of one. Peo­ple al­ways won­dered why Pelle, who was so in­dus­tri­ous and re­spectable, should live in the “Ark” in­stead of in the north­ern quar­ter, in the midst of the Move­ment. He won­dered at him­self when he ev­er thought about it at all; but he could not as yet tear him­self away from the “Ark.” Here, at the bot­tom of the lad­der, he had found peace in his time of need. He was too loy­al to turn his back on those among whom he had been hap­py.

			He knew they would feel it as a be­tray­al; the ado­ra­tion with which the in­mates of the “Ark” re­gard­ed the three or­phan chil­dren was al­so be­stowed up­on him; he was the foundling, the fourth mem­ber of the “Fam­i­ly,” and now they were proud of him too!

			It was not the way of the in­mates of the “Ark” to make plans for the fu­ture. Suf­fi­cient to the day was the evil there­of; to­mor­row’s cares were left for the mor­row. The fu­ture did not ex­ist for them. They were like care­less birds, who had once suf­fered ship­wreck and had for­got­ten it. Many of them made their liv­ing where they could; but how­ev­er down in the world they were, let the slight­est ray of sun­light flick­er down to them, and all was for­got­ten. Of the la­bor move­ment and oth­er new things they gos­siped as frivolous­ly as so many chat­ter­ing star­lings, who had snapped up the news on the wind.

			But Pelle went so con­fi­dent­ly out in­to the world, and set his shoul­ders against it, and then came back home to them. He had no fear; he could look Life straight in the face, he grap­pled bold­ly with the fu­ture, be­fore which they shud­der­ing­ly closed their eyes. And there­by his name came to be spo­ken with a par­tic­u­lar ac­cent; Pelle was a prince; what a pity it was that he wouldn’t, it seemed, have the princess!

			He was tall and well-grown, and to them he seemed even taller. They went to him in their mis­ery, and load­ed it all on his strong young shoul­ders, so that he could bear it for them. And Pelle ac­cept­ed it all with an in­creas­ing sense that per­haps it was not quite aim­less­ly that he lin­gered here—so near the foun­da­tions of so­ci­ety!

			At this time Wid­ow Frand­sen and her son Fer­di­nand came up­on the scene. Mis­for­tune must house it­self some­where!

			Fer­di­nand was a stur­dy young fel­low of eigh­teen years, with a pow­er­ful­ly mod­elled head, which looked as though it had orig­i­nal­ly been in­tend­ed to ab­sorb all the knowl­edge there is in all the world. But he used it on­ly for dis­pens­ing blows; he had no oth­er use for it what­ev­er.

			Yet he was by no means stupid; one might even call him a gift­ed young man. But his gifts were of a pe­cu­liar qual­i­ty, and had grad­u­al­ly be­come even more pe­cu­liar.

			As a lit­tle child he had been forced to fight a be­sot­ted fa­ther, in or­der to pro­tect his moth­er, who had no oth­er pro­tec­tor. This un­equal bat­tle had to be fought; and it nec­es­sar­i­ly blunt­ed his ca­pac­i­ty for feel­ing pain, and par­tic­u­lar­ly his sense of dan­ger. He knew what was in store for him, but he rushed blind­ly in­to the fray the mo­ment his moth­er was at­tacked; just as a dog will at­tack a great beast of prey, so he hung up­on the big man’s fists, and would not be shak­en off. He hat­ed his fa­ther, and he longed in his heart to be a po­lice­man when he was grown up. With his blind and ob­tuse courage he was par­tic­u­lar­ly adapt­ed to such a call­ing; but he ac­tu­al­ly be­came a home­less vagabond.

			Grad­u­al­ly as he grew in height and strength and the bat­tle was no longer so un­equal, his fa­ther be­gan to fear him and to think of re­venge; and once, when Fer­di­nand had thor­ough­ly thrashed him, he re­port­ed him, and the boy was flogged. The boy felt this to be a damnable piece of in­jus­tice; the flog­ging left scars be­hind it, and an­oth­er of its re­sults was that his moth­er was no longer left in peace.

			From that time on­ward he hat­ed the po­lice, and in­dulged his ha­tred at ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty. His moth­er was the on­ly be­ing for whom he still cared. It was like a flash of sun­shine when his fa­ther died. But it came too late to ef­fect any trans­for­ma­tion; Fer­di­nand had long ago be­gun to look af­ter his moth­er in his own pe­cu­liar way—which was part­ly due to the con­di­tions of his life.

			He had grown up in the streets, and even when quite a child was one of those who are se­cret­ly brand­ed. The po­lice knew him well, and were on­ly await­ing their op­por­tu­ni­ty to ask him in­side. Fer­di­nand could see it in their eyes—they reck­oned quite con­fi­dent­ly on that vis­it, and had got a bed al­ready for him in their ho­tel on the New Mar­ket.

			But Fer­di­nand would not al­low him­self to be caught. When he had any­thing doubt­ful in hand, he al­ways man­aged to clear him­self. He was an un­usu­al­ly strong and sup­ple young fel­low, and was by no means afraid to work; he ob­tained all kinds of oc­ca­sion­al work, and he al­ways did it well. But when­ev­er he got in­to any­thing that of­fered him a fu­ture, any sort of reg­u­lar work which must be learned and at­tacked with pa­tience, he could nev­er go on with it.

			“You speak to him, Pelle!” said his moth­er. “You are so sen­si­ble, and he does re­spect you!” Pelle did speak to him, and helped him to find some call­ing for which he was suit­ed; and Fer­di­nand set to work with a will, but when he got to a cer­tain point he al­ways threw it up.

			His moth­er nev­er lacked ac­tu­al nec­es­saries; al­though some­times he on­ly pro­cured them at the last mo­ment. When not oth­er­wise en­gaged, he would stand in some door­way on the mar­ket­place, loaf­ing about, his hands in his pock­ets, his sup­ple shoul­ders lean­ing against the wall. He was al­ways in clogs and mit­tens; at stat­ed in­ter­vals he spat up­on the pave­ment, his sea-blue eyes fol­low­ing the passers­by with an un­fath­omable ex­pres­sion. The po­lice­man, who was ag­gres­sive­ly pac­ing up and down his beat, glanced at him in se­cret ev­ery time he passed him, as much as to say, “Shan’t we ev­er man­age to catch the rogue? Why doesn’t he make a slip?”

			And one day the thing hap­pened—quite of it­self, and not on ac­count of any clum­si­ness on his part—in the “Ark” they laid par­tic­u­lar stress up­on that. It was sim­ply his good­ness of heart that was re­spon­si­ble. Had Fer­di­nand not been the lad he was, mat­ters had not gone awry, for he was a gift­ed young man.

			He was in the gro­cer’s shop on the cor­ner of the Mar­ket buy­ing a few cop­pers’ worth of chew­ing-to­bac­co. An eight-year-old boy from the “Ark” was stand­ing by the counter, ask­ing for a lit­tle flour on cred­it for his moth­er. The gro­cer was mak­ing a tremen­dous fuss about the af­fair. “Put it down—I dare say! One keeps shop on the cor­ner here just to feed all the poor folks in the neigh­bor­hood! I shall have the mon­ey to­mor­row? Pe­cu­liar it is, that in this mis­er­able, pover­ty-strick­en quar­ter folks are al­ways go­ing to have mon­ey the very next day! On­ly the next day nev­er comes!”

			“Herre Pe­tersen can de­pend on it,” said the child, in a low voice.

			The gro­cer con­tin­ued to scoff, but be­gan to weigh the meal. Be­fore the scales there was a pile of yard brooms and oth­er ar­ti­cles, but Fer­di­nand could see that the gro­cer was press­ing the scale with his fin­gers. He’s giv­ing false weight be­cause it’s for a poor per­son, thought Fer­di­nand, and he felt an an­gry prick­ing in his head, just where his thoughts were.

			The boy stood by, fin­ger­ing some­thing con­cealed in his hand. Sud­den­ly a coin fell on the floor and went rolling round their feet. Quick as light­ning the gro­cer cast a glance at the till, as he sprang over the counter and seized the boy by the scruff of the neck. “Ay, ay,” he said sharply, “a clever lit­tle rogue!”

			“I haven’t stolen any­thing!” cried the boy, try­ing to wrench him­self loose and to pick up his kro­ne-piece. “That’s moth­er’s mon­ey!”

			“You leave the kid alone!” said Fer­di­nand threat­en­ing­ly. “He hasn’t done any­thing!”

			The gro­cer strug­gled with the boy, who was twist­ing and turn­ing in or­der to re­cov­er his mon­ey. “Hasn’t done any­thing!” he growled, pant­ing, “then why did he cry out about steal­ing be­fore ev­er I had men­tioned the word? And where does the mon­ey come from? He want­ed cred­it, be­cause they hadn’t got any! No, thanks—I’m not to be caught like that.”

			“The mon­ey be­longs to moth­er!” shrieked the young­ster, twist­ing des­per­ate­ly in the gro­cer’s grip. “Moth­er is ill—I’m to get medicine with it!” And he be­gan to blub­ber.

			“It’s quite right—his moth­er is ill!” said Fer­di­nand, with a growl. “And the chemist cer­tain­ly won’t give cred­it. You’d best let him go, Pe­tersen.” He took a step for­ward.

			“You’ve thought it out nice­ly!” laughed the gro­cer scorn­ful­ly, and he wrenched the shop-door open. “Here, po­lice­man, here!”

			The po­lice­man, who was keep­ing watch at the street cor­ner, came quick­ly over to the shop. “Here’s a lad who plays tricks with oth­er folks’ mon­ey,” said the gro­cer ex­cit­ed­ly. “Take care of him for a bit, Iversen!”

			The boy was still hit­ting out in all di­rec­tions; the po­lice­man had to hold him off at arm’s length. He was a ragged, hun­gry lit­tle fel­low. The po­lice­man saw at a glance what he had in his fin­gers, and pro­ceed­ed to drag him away; and there was no need to have made any more ado about the mat­ter.

			Fer­di­nand went af­ter him and laid his hand on the po­lice­man’s arm. “Mis­ter Po­lice­man, the boy hasn’t done any­thing,” he said. “I was stand­ing there my­self, and I saw that he did noth­ing, and I know his moth­er!”

			The po­lice­man stood still for a mo­ment, mea­sur­ing Fer­di­nand with a threat­en­ing eye; then he dragged the boy for­ward again, the lat­ter still strug­gling to get free, and bel­low­ing: “My moth­er is ill; she’s wait­ing for me and the medicine!” Fer­di­nand kept step with them, in his thin can­vas shoes.

			“If you drag him off to the town hall, I shall come with you, at all events, and give ev­i­dence for him,” he con­tin­ued; “the boy hasn’t done any­thing, and his moth­er is ly­ing sick and wait­ing for the medicine at home.”

			The po­lice­man turned about, ex­as­per­at­ed. “Yes, you’re a nice wit­ness. One crow don’t pick an­oth­er’s eyes out. You mind your own busi­ness—and just you be off!”

			Fer­di­nand stood his ground. “Who are you talk­ing to, you La­ban?” he mut­tered, an­gri­ly look­ing the oth­er up and down. Sud­den­ly he took a run and caught the po­lice­man a blow in the neck so that he fell with his face up­on the pave­ment while his hel­met rolled far along the street. Fer­di­nand and the boy dashed off, each in a dif­fer­ent di­rec­tion, and dis­ap­peared.

			And now they had been hunt­ing him for three weeks al­ready. He did not dare go home. The “Ark” was watched night and day, in the hope of catch­ing him—he was so fond of his moth­er. God on­ly knew where he might be in that rainy, cold au­tumn. Madam Frand­sen moved about her at­tic, lone­ly and for­sak­en. It was a mis­er­able life. Ev­ery morn­ing she came over to beg Pelle to look in The Work­ing Man, to see whether her son had been caught. He was in the city—Pelle and Madam Frand­sen knew that. The po­lice knew it al­so; and they be­lieved him re­spon­si­ble for a se­ries of noc­tur­nal bur­glar­ies. He might well be sleep­ing in the out­hous­es and the ken­nels of the sub­ur­ban vil­las.

			The in­mates of the “Ark” fol­lowed his fate with painful in­ter­est. He had grown up be­neath their eyes. He had nev­er done any­thing wrong there; he had al­ways re­spect­ed the “Ark” and its in­hab­i­tants; that at least could be said of him, and he loved his moth­er dear­ly. And he had been en­tire­ly in the right when he took the part of the boy; a brave lit­tle fel­low he was! His moth­er was very ill; she lived at the end of one of the long gang­ways, and the boy was her on­ly sup­port. But it was a mad un­der­tak­ing to lay hands on the po­lice; that was the great­est crime on earth! A man had far bet­ter mur­der his own par­ents—as far as the pun­ish­ment went. As soon as they got hold of him, he would go to jail, for the po­lice­man had hit his hand­some face against the flag­stones; ac­cord­ing to the news­pa­per, any­body but a po­lice­man would have had con­cus­sion of the brain.

			

			Old Madam Frand­sen loved to cross the gang­way to vis­it Pelle, in or­der to talk about her son.

			“We must be cau­tious,” she said. At times she would purse up her mouth, trip­ping rest­less­ly to and fro; then he knew there was some­thing par­tic­u­lar in the wind.

			“Shall I tell you some­thing?” she would ask, look­ing at him im­por­tant­ly.

			“No; bet­ter keep it to your­self,” Pelle would re­ply. “What one doesn’t know one can’t give ev­i­dence about.”

			“You’d bet­ter let me chat­ter, Pelle—else I shall go run­ning in and gos­sip­ing with strangers. Old chat­ter­box that I am, I go fid­get­ing round here, and I’ve no one I can trust; and I daren’t even talk to my­self! Then that Pip­man hears it all through the wood­en par­ti­tion; it’s al­most more than I can bear, and I trem­ble lest my tooth­less old mouth should get him in­to trou­ble!”

			“Well, then, tell it me!” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “But you mustn’t speak loud.”

			“He’s been here again!” she whis­pered, beam­ing. “This morn­ing, when I got up, there was mon­ey for me in the kitchen. Do you know where he had put it? In the sink! He’s such a sen­si­ble lad! He must have come creep­ing over the roofs—oth­er­wise I can’t think how he does it, they are look­ing for him so. But you must ad­mit that—he’s a good lad!”

			“If on­ly you can keep qui­et about it!” said Pelle anx­ious­ly. She was so proud of her son!

			“M—m!” she said, tap­ping her shrunk­en lips. “No need to tell me that—and do you know what I’ve hit on, so that the blood­hounds shan’t won­der what I live on? I’m sewing can­vas slip­pers.”

			Then came lit­tle Marie with mop and buck­et, and the old wom­an hob­bled away.

			It was a slack time now in Mas­ter Beck’s work­shop, so Pelle was work­ing most­ly at home. He could or­der his hours him­self now, and was able to use the day, when peo­ple were in­doors, in look­ing up his fel­low-crafts­men and win­ning them for the or­ga­ni­za­tion. This of­ten cost him a lengthy ar­gu­ment, and he was proud of ev­ery man he was able to in­scribe. He very quick­ly learned to clas­si­fy all kinds of men, and he suit­ed his pro­ce­dure to the char­ac­ter of the man he was deal­ing with; one could threat­en the wa­ver­ers, while oth­ers had to be en­ticed or got in­to a good hu­mor by chat­ting over the lat­est the­o­ries with them. This was good prac­tice, and he ac­cus­tomed him­self to think rapid­ly, and to have his sub­ject at his fin­gers’ ends. The feel­ing of mas­tery over his means con­tin­u­al­ly in­creased in strength, and lent as­sur­ance to his bear­ing.

			He had to make up for ne­glect­ing his work, and at such times he was dou­bly busy, ris­ing ear­ly and sit­ting late at his bench.

			He kept away from his neigh­bors on the third sto­ry; but when he heard Hanne’s light step on the plank­ing over there, he used to peep furtive­ly across the well. She went her way like a nun—straight to her work and straight home again, her eyes fixed on the ground. She nev­er looked up at his win­dow, or in­deed any­where. It was as though her na­ture had com­plet­ed its airy flut­ter­ings, as though it now lay qui­et­ly grow­ing.

			It sur­prised him that he should now re­gard her with such strange and in­dif­fer­ent eyes, as though she had nev­er been any­thing to him. And he gazed cu­ri­ous­ly in­to his own heart—no, there was noth­ing wrong with him. His ap­petite was good, and there was noth­ing what­ev­er the mat­ter with his heart. It must all have been a pleas­ant il­lu­sion, a mi­rage such as the trav­eller sees up­on his way. Cer­tain­ly she was beau­ti­ful; but he could not pos­si­bly see any­thing fairy-like about her. God on­ly knew how he had al­lowed him­self to be so en­tan­gled! It was a piece of luck that he hadn’t been caught—there was no fu­ture for Hanne.

			Madam Johnsen con­tin­ued to lean on him af­fec­tion­ate­ly, and she of­ten came over for a lit­tle con­ver­sa­tion; she could not for­get the good times they had had to­geth­er. She al­ways wound up by lament­ing the change in Hanne; the old wom­an felt that the girl had for­sak­en her.

			“Can you un­der­stand what’s the mat­ter with her, Pelle? She goes about as if she were asleep, and to ev­ery­thing I say she an­swers noth­ing but ‘Yes, moth­er; yes, moth­er!’ I could cry, it sounds so strange and emp­ty, like a voice from the grave. And she nev­er says any­thing about good for­tune now—and she nev­er decks her­self out to be ready for it! If she’d on­ly be­gin with her fool’s tricks again—if she on­ly cared to look out and watch for the stranger—then I should have my child again. But she just goes about all sunk in­to her­self, and she stares about her as if she was half asleep, as though she were in the mid­dle of emp­ty space; and she’s nev­er in any spir­its now. She goes about so un­mean­ing—like with her own drea­ry thoughts, it’s like a wan­der­ing corpse. Can you un­der­stand what’s wrong with her?”

			“No, I don’t know,” an­swered Pelle.

			“You say that so cu­ri­ous­ly, as if you did know some­thing and wouldn’t come out with it—and I, poor wom­an, I don’t know where to turn.” The good-na­tured wom­an be­gan to cry. “And why don’t you come over to see us any more?”

			“Oh, I don’t know—I’ve so much on hand, Madam Johnsen,” an­swered Pelle eva­sive­ly.

			“If on­ly she’s not be­witched. She doesn’t en­ter in­to any­thing I tell her; you might re­al­ly come over just for once; per­haps that would cheer her up a lit­tle. You oughtn’t to take your re­venge on us. She was very fond of you in her way—and to me you’ve been like a son. Won’t you come over this evening?”

			“I re­al­ly haven’t the time. But I’ll see, some time,” he said, in a low voice.

			And then she went, droop­ing and melan­choly. She was show­ing her fifty years. Pelle was sor­ry for her, but he could not make up his mind to vis­it her.

			“You are quite de­testable!” said Marie, stamp­ing an­gri­ly on the floor. “It’s wretch­ed of you!”

			Pelle wrin­kled his fore­head. “You don’t un­der­stand, Marie.”

			“Oh, so you think I don’t know all about it? But do you know what the wom­en say about you? They say you’re no man, or you would have man­aged to clip Hanne’s feath­ers.”

			Pelle gazed at her, won­der­ing; he said noth­ing, but looked at her and shook his head.

			“What are you star­ing at me for?” she said, plac­ing her­self ag­gres­sive­ly in front of him. “Per­haps you think I’m afraid to say what I like to you? Don’t you stare at me with that face, or you’ll get one in the mouth!” She was burn­ing red with shame. “Shall I say some­thing still worse? with you star­ing at me with that face? Eh? No one need think I’m ashamed to say what I like!” Her voice was hard and hoarse; she was quite be­side her­self with rage.

			Pelle was per­fect­ly con­scious that it was shame that was work­ing in her. She must be al­lowed to run down. He was silent, but did not avert his re­proach­ful gaze. Sud­den­ly she spat in his face and ran in­to her own room with a ma­li­cious laugh.

			There she was very busy for a time.

			There for a time she worked with ex­treme vig­or, but present­ly grew qui­eter. Through the still­ness Pelle could hear her gen­tly sob­bing. He did not go in to her. Such scenes had oc­curred be­tween them be­fore, and he knew that for the rest of the day she would be ashamed of her­self, and it would he mis­ery for her to look him in the face. He did not wish to lessen that feel­ing.

			He dressed him­self and went out.

		
	
		
			VIII

			The “Ark” now showed as a clum­sy gray mass. It was al­ways dark; the au­tumn day­light was un­able to pen­e­trate it. In the in­te­ri­or of the mass the pitch-black night brood­ed con­tin­u­al­ly; those who lived there had to grope their way like moles. In the dark­ness sounds rose to the sur­face which failed to make them­selves no­tice­able in the ra­di­ance of sum­mer. In­nu­mer­able sounds of crea­tures that lived in the half-dark­ness were heard. When sleep had laid si­lence up­on it all, the still­ness of night un­veiled yet an­oth­er world: then the death­watch­es au­di­bly bored their way be­neath the old wall­pa­pers, while rats and mice and the lar­vae of wood-bee­tles vied with one an­oth­er in their ef­forts. The dark­ness was full of the aro­mat­ic fra­grance of the fall­ing worm-dust. All through this old box of a build­ing dis­so­lu­tion was at work, with thou­sands of tiny crea­tures to aid it. At times the sound of it all rose to a tremen­dous crash which awoke Pelle from sleep, when some old worm-eat­en tim­ber was un­der­mined and sagged in a fresh place. Then he would turn over on the oth­er side.

			When he went out of an evening he liked to make his way through the cheer­ful, crowd­ed streets, in or­der to share in the bright­ness of it all; the rich lux­u­ry of the shops awak­ened some­thing with­in him which not­ed the star­tling con­trast be­tween this quar­ter of the town and his own. When he passed from the bright­ly lit city in­to his own quar­ter, the streets were like ug­ly gut­ters to drain the dark­ness, and the “Ark” rose mys­te­ri­ous­ly in­to the sky of night like a pon­der­ous moun­tain. Dark cel­lar-open­ings led down in­to the roots of the moun­tain, and there, in its dark en­trails, moved wan, grimy crea­tures with smoky lamps; there were all those who lived up­on the pover­ty of the “Ark”—the old iron mer­chant, the old clothes mer­chant, and the money­len­der who lent mon­ey up­on tan­gi­ble pledges. They moved fear­ful­ly, bur­row­ing in­to strange-look­ing heaps. The dark­ness was in­grained in them; Pelle was al­ways re­mind­ed of the “un­der­ground peo­ple” at home. So the base of the cliffs had opened be­fore his eyes in child­hood, and he had shud­der­ing­ly watched the dwarfs pot­ter­ing about their ac­cursed trea­sure. Here they moved about like greedy gob­lins, tear­ing away the foun­da­tions from un­der the care­less be­ings in the “Ark,” so that one day these might well fall in­to the cel­lars—and in the mean­time they de­voured them hair and hide. At all events, the bad side of the fairy tale was no lie!

			One day Pelle threw down his work in the twi­light and went off to car­ry out his mis­sion. Pip­man had some days ear­li­er fall­en drunk from the rick­ety steps, and down in the well the chil­dren of the quar­ter sur­round­ed the place where he had dropped dead, and il­lu­mi­nat­ed it with match­es. They could quite plain­ly see the dark im­press of a shape that looked like a man, and were all full of the spec­ta­cle.

			Out­side the mouth of the tun­nel-like en­try he stopped by the win­dow of the old clothes deal­er’s cel­lar. Old Pip­man’s tools lay spread out there in the win­dow. So she had got her claws in­to them too! She was rum­mag­ing about down there, scurfy and re­pul­sive to look at, chew­ing an un­ap­pe­tiz­ing slice of bread-and-but­ter, and start­ing at ev­ery sound that came from above, so anx­ious was she about her filthy mon­ey! Pelle need­ed a new heel-iron, so he went in and pur­chased that of Pip­man. He had to hag­gle with her over the price.

			“Well, have you thought over my pro­pos­al?” she asked, when the deal was con­clud­ed.

			“What pro­pos­al?” said Pelle, in all ig­no­rance.

			“That you should leave your cob­bling alone and be my as­sis­tant in the busi­ness.”

			So that was what she meant? No, Pelle hadn’t thought over it suf­fi­cient­ly.

			“I should think there isn’t much to think over. I have of­fered you more than you could earn oth­er­wise, and there’s not much to do. And I keep a man who fetch­es and car­ries things. It’s most­ly that I have a fan­cy to have a male as­sis­tant. I am an old wom­an, go­ing about alone here, and you are so re­li­able, I know that.”

			She need­ed some­one to pro­tect all the thou­sands of kro­ner which she had con­cealed in these un­der­ground cham­bers. Pelle knew that well enough—she had ap­proached him be­fore on the sub­ject.

			“I should scarce­ly be the one for that—to make my liv­ing out of the pover­ty of oth­ers,” said Pelle, smil­ing. “Per­haps I might knock you over the head and dis­trib­ute all your pen­nies to the poor!”

			The old wom­an stared at him for a mo­ment in alarm. “Ugh, what a hor­ri­ble thing to say!” she cried, shud­der­ing. “You li­bel your good heart, jok­ing about such things. Now I shan’t like to stay here in the cel­lar any longer when you’ve gone. How can you jest so bru­tal­ly about life and death? Day and night I go about here trem­bling for my life, and yet I’ve noth­ing at all, the liv­ing God knows I’ve noth­ing. That is just gos­sip! Ev­ery­body looks at me as much as to say, ‘I’d glad­ly strike you dead to get your mon­ey!’ And that’s why I’d like to have a trust­wor­thy man in the busi­ness; for what good is it to me that I’ve got noth­ing when they all be­lieve I have? And there are so many worth­less fel­lows who might fall up­on one at any mo­ment.”

			“If you have noth­ing, you can be easy,” said Pelle teas­ing­ly. “No need for an emp­ty stom­ach to have the night­mare!”

			“Have noth­ing! Of course one al­ways has some­thing! And Pelle”—she leaned con­fi­den­tial­ly over him with a smirk on her face—“now Mary will soon come home, per­haps no lat­er than this sum­mer. She has earned so much over there that she can live on it, and she’ll still be in the prime of her youth. What do you think of that? In her last let­ter she asked me to look out for a hus­band for her. He need on­ly be hand­some, for she has mon­ey enough for two. Then she’d rent a big house in the fine part of the city, and keep her own car­riage, and live on­ly for her hand­some hus­band. What do you say to that, Pelle?”

			“Well, that is cer­tain­ly worth think­ing over!” an­swered Pelle; he was in over­flow­ing high spir­its.

			“Think­ing over? Is that a thing to think over? Many a poor lord would ac­cept such an of­fer and kiss my hand for it, if on­ly he were here.”

			“But I’m not a lord, and now I must be go­ing.”

			“Won’t you just see her pic­tures?” The old wom­an be­gan to rum­mage in a draw­er.

			“No.” Pelle on­ly want­ed to be gone. He had seen these pic­tures of­ten enough, grimed with the air of the cel­lar and the old wom­an’s filthy hands; pic­tures which rep­re­sent­ed Mary now as a slim fig­ure, striped like a tiger-cat, as she sang in the fash­ion­able va­ri­ety the­aters of St. Pe­ters­burg, now naked, with a man­tle of white furs, alone in the midst of a crowd of Rus­sian of­fi­cers—princes, the old wom­an said. There was al­so a pic­ture from the aquar­i­um, in which she was swim­ming about in a great glass tank amid some cu­ri­ous-look­ing plants, with noth­ing on her body but gold­en scales and di­a­mond or­na­ments. She had a mag­nif­i­cent body—that he could plain­ly see; but that she could turn the heads of fab­u­lous­ly wealthy princes and get thou­sands out of their pock­ets mere­ly by un­dress­ing her­self—that he could not un­der­stand. And he was to take her to wife, was he?—and to get all that she had hoard­ed up! That was tremen­dous­ly fun­ny! That beat ev­ery­thing!

			He went along the High Street with a rapid step. It was rain­ing a lit­tle; the light from the street lamps and shop­win­dows was re­flect­ed in the wet flag­stones; the street wore a cheer­ful look. He went on­ward with a feel­ing that his mind was lift­ed above the things of ev­ery­day; the grimy old wom­an who lived as a par­a­site on the pover­ty of the “Ark” and who had a won­der­ful daugh­ter who was ab­sorb­ing rich­es like a leech. And on top of it all the lit­tle Pelle with the “lucky curl,” like the curly-haired ap­pren­tice in the sto­ry! Here at last was the much-longed-for fairy tale!

			He threw back his head and laughed. Pelle, who for­mer­ly used to feel in­sults so bit­ter­ly, had achieved a sense of the di­vin­i­ty of life.

			That evening his round in­clud­ed the Rabar­ber ward. Pelle had made him­self a list, ac­cord­ing to which he went forth to search each ward of the city sep­a­rate­ly, in or­der to save him­self un­nec­es­sary run­ning about. First of all, he took a jour­ney­man cob­bler in Smith Street; he was one of Mey­er’s reg­u­lar work­ers, and Pelle was pre­pared for a hard fight. The man was not at home. “But you can cer­tain­ly put him down,” said his wife. “We’ve been talk­ing it over late­ly, and we’ve come to see it’s re­al­ly the best thing.” That was a wife af­ter Pelle’s heart. Many would de­ny that their hus­bands were at home when they learned what Pelle want­ed; or would slam the door in his face; they were tired of his run­ning to and fro.

			He vis­it­ed var­i­ous hous­es in Gar­den­er Street, Cas­tle Street, Nor­way Street, mak­ing his way through back­yards and up dark, nar­row stairs, up to the gar­rets or down to the cel­lars.

			Over all was the same pover­ty; with­out ex­cep­tion the cob­blers were lodged in the most mis­er­able holes. He had not a sin­gle suc­cess to record. Some had gone away or were at fresh ad­dress­es; oth­ers want­ed time to con­sid­er or gave him a di­rect re­fusal. He promised him­self that he would present­ly give the wob­blers an­oth­er call; he would soon bring them round; the oth­ers he ticked off, keep­ing them for bet­ter times—their day too would come be­fore long! It did not dis­cour­age him to meet with re­fusals; he re­joiced over the sin­gle sheep. This was a work of pa­tience, and pa­tience was the one thing in which he had al­ways been rich.

			He turned in­to Hunter Street and en­tered a bar­rack-like build­ing, climb­ing un­til he was right un­der the roof, when he knocked on a door. It was opened by a tall thin man with a thin beard. This was Pe­ter, his fel­low-’pren­tice at home. They were speed­i­ly talk­ing of the days of their ap­pren­tice­ship, and the work­shop at home with all the cu­ri­ous com­pa­ny there. There was not much that was good to be said of Mas­ter Jeppe. But the mem­o­ry of the young mas­ter filled them with warmth. “I of­ten think of him in the course of the year,” said Pe­ter. “He was no or­di­nary man. That was why he died.”

			There was some­thing ab­stract­ed about Pe­ter; and his den gave one an im­pres­sion of lone­li­ness. Noth­ing was left to re­mind one of the mis­chievous fel­low who must al­ways be run­ning; but some­thing hos­tile and ob­sti­nate glowed with­in his close-set eyes. Pelle sat there won­der­ing what could re­al­ly be the mat­ter with him. He had a cu­ri­ous bleached look as though he had shed his skin; but he wasn’t one of the holy sort, to judge by his con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Pe­ter, what’s the truth of it—are you one of us?” said Pelle sud­den­ly.

			A dis­agree­able smile spread over Pe­ter’s fea­tures. “Am I one of you? That sounds just like when they ask you—have you found Je­sus? Have you be­come a mis­sion­ary?”

			“You are wel­come to call it that,” replied Pelle frankly, “if you’ll on­ly join our or­ga­ni­za­tion. We want you.”

			“You won’t miss me—no­body is missed, I be­lieve, if he on­ly does his work. I’ve tried the whole lot of them—church­es and sects and all—and none of them has any use for a man. They want one more lis­ten­er, one more to add to their list; it’s the same ev­ery­where.” He sat lost in thought, look­ing in­to va­can­cy. Sud­den­ly he made a ges­ture with his hands as though to wave some­thing away. “I don’t be­lieve in any­thing any longer, Pelle—there’s noth­ing worth be­liev­ing in.”

			“Don’t you be­lieve in im­prov­ing the lot of the poor, then? You haven’t tried join­ing the move­ment?” asked Pelle.

			“What should I do there? They on­ly want to get more to eat—and the lit­tle food I need I can eas­i­ly get. But if they could man­age to make me feel that I’m a man, and not mere­ly a ma­chine that wants a bit more greas­ing, I’d as soon be a thin dog as a fat one.”

			“They’d soon do that!” said Pelle con­vinc­ing­ly. “If we on­ly hold to­geth­er, they’ll have to re­spect the in­di­vid­u­al as well, and lis­ten to his de­mands. The poor man must have his say with the rest.”

			Pe­ter made an im­pa­tient move­ment. “What good can it do me to club folks on the head till they look at me? It don’t mat­ter a damn to me! But per­haps they’d look at me of their own ac­cord—and say, of their own ac­cord—‘Look, there goes a man made in God’s im­age, who thinks and feels in his heart just as I do!’ That’s what I want!”

			“I hon­est­ly don’t un­der­stand what you mean with your ‘man,’ ” said Pelle ir­ri­ta­bly. “What’s the good of run­ning your head against a wall when there are rea­son­able things in store for us? We want to or­ga­nize our­selves and see if we can’t es­cape from slav­ery. Af­ter­ward ev­ery man can amuse him­self as he likes.”

			“Well, well, if it’s so easy to es­cape from slav­ery! Why not? Put down my name for one!” said Pe­ter, with a slight­ly iron­i­cal ex­pres­sion.

			“Thanks, com­rade!” cried Pelle, joy­ful­ly shak­ing his hand. “But you’ll do some­thing for the cause?”

			Pe­ter looked about him for­lorn­ly. “Hor­ri­ble weath­er for you to be out in,” he said, and he light­ed Pelle down the stairs.

			Pelle went north­ward along Chapel Street. He want­ed to look up Morten. The wind was chas­ing the leaves along by the ceme­tery, driv­ing the rain in his face. He kept close against the ceme­tery wall in or­der to get shel­ter, and charged against the wind, head down. He was in the best of hu­mors. That was two new mem­bers he had won over; he was get­ting on by de­grees! What an odd fish Pe­ter had be­come; the word, “man, man,” sound­ed mean­ing­less to Pelle’s ears. Well, any­how, he had got him on the list.

			Sud­den­ly he heard light, run­ning steps be­hind him. The fig­ure of a man reached his side, and pushed a lit­tle pack­et un­der Pelle’s arm with­out stop­ping for a mo­ment. At a short dis­tance he dis­ap­peared. It seemed to Pelle as though he dis­ap­peared over the ceme­tery wall.

			Un­der one of the street lamps he stopped and won­der­ing­ly ex­am­ined the par­cel; it was bound tight­ly with tape. “For moth­er” was writ­ten up­on it in an awk­ward hand. Pelle was not long in doubt—in that word “moth­er” he seemed plain­ly to hear Fer­di­nand’s hoarse voice. “Now Madam Frand­sen will be de­light­ed,” he thought, and he put it in his pock­et. Dur­ing the past week she had had no news of Fer­di­nand. He dared no longer ven­ture through Kris­tian­shavn. Pelle could not un­der­stand how Fer­di­nand had lit up­on him. Was he liv­ing out here in the Rabar­ber ward?

			Morten was sit­ting down, writ­ing in a thick copy­book. He closed it hasti­ly as Pelle en­tered.

			“What is that?” asked Pelle, who want­ed to open the book; “are you still writ­ing in your copy­book?”

			Morten, con­fused, laid his hand on the book. “No. Be­sides—oh, as far as that goes,” he said, “you may as well know. I have writ­ten a po­em. But you mustn’t speak of it.”

			“Oh, do read it out to me!” Pelle begged.

			“Yes; but you must prom­ise me to be silent about it, or the oth­ers will just think I’ve gone crazy.”

			He was quite em­bar­rassed, and he stam­mered as he read. It was a po­em about poor peo­ple, who bore the whole world on their up­raised hands, and with res­ig­na­tion watched the en­joy­ment of those above them. It was called, “Let them die!” and the words were re­peat­ed as the re­frain of ev­ery verse. And now that Morten was in the vein, he read al­so an un­pre­ten­tious sto­ry of the strug­gle of the poor to win their bread.

			“That’s damned fine!” cried Pelle en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly. “Mon­strous­ly good, Morten! I don’t un­der­stand how you put it to­geth­er, es­pe­cial­ly the verse. But you’re a re­al po­et. But I’ve al­ways thought that—that you had some­thing par­tic­u­lar in you. You’ve got your own way of look­ing at things, and they won’t clip your wings in a hur­ry. But why don’t you write about some­thing big and thrilling that would re­pay read­ing—there’s noth­ing in­ter­est­ing about us!”

			“But I find there is!”

			“No, I don’t un­der­stand that. What can hap­pen to poor fel­lows like us?”

			“Then don’t you be­lieve in great­ness?”

			To be sure Pelle did. “But why shouldn’t we have splen­did things right away?”

			“You want to read about counts and barons!” said Morten. “You are all like that. You re­gard your­self as one of the rab­ble, if it comes to that! Yes, you do! On­ly you don’t know it! That’s the slave-na­ture in you; the high­er class­es of so­ci­ety re­gard you as such and you in­vol­un­tar­i­ly do the same. Yes, you may pull faces, but it’s true, all the same! You don’t like to hear about your own kind, for you don’t be­lieve they can amount to any­thing! No, you must have fine folks—al­ways rich folks! One would like to spit on one’s past and one’s par­ents and climb up among the fine folks, and be­cause one can’t man­age it one asks for it in books.” Morten was ir­ri­tat­ed.

			“No, no,” said Pelle sooth­ing­ly, “it isn’t as bad as all that!”

			“Yes, it is as bad as all that!” cried Morten pas­sion­ate­ly. “And do you know why? Be­cause you don’t yet un­der­stand that hu­man­i­ty is holy, and that it’s all one where a man is found!”

			“Hu­man­i­ty is holy?” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “But I’m not holy, and I didn’t re­al­ly think you were!”

			“For your sake, I hope you are,” said Morten earnest­ly, “for oth­er­wise you are no more than a horse or a ma­chine that can do so much work.” And then he was silent, with a look that seemed to say that the mat­ter had been suf­fi­cient­ly dis­cussed.

			Morten’s re­served ex­pres­sion made Pelle se­ri­ous. He might jest­ing­ly pre­tend that this was non­sense, but Morten was one of those who looked in­to things—per­haps there was some­thing here that he didn’t un­der­stand.

			“I know well enough that I’m a clown com­pared with you,” he said good-na­tured­ly, “but you needn’t be so an­gry on that ac­count. By the way, do you still re­mem­ber Pe­ter, who was at Jeppe’s with your broth­er Jens and me? He’s here, too—I—I came across him a lit­tle while ago. He’s al­ways look­ing in­to things too, but he can’t find any foun­da­tion to any­thing, as you can. He be­lieves in noth­ing in the whole world. Things are in a bad way with him. It would do him good if he could talk with you.”

			“But I’m no prophet—you are that rather than I,” said Morten iron­i­cal­ly.

			“But you might per­haps say some­thing of use to him. No, I’m on­ly a trades union­ist, and that’s no good.”

			On his way home Pelle pon­dered hon­est­ly over Morten’s words, but he had to ad­mit that he couldn’t take them in. No, he had no oc­ca­sion to sur­round his per­son with any sort of ho­li­ness or ha­lo; he was on­ly a healthy body, and he just want­ed to do things.

		
	
		
			IX

			Pelle came rush­ing home from Mas­ter Beck’s work­shop, threw off his coat and waist­coat, and thrust his head in­to a buck­et of wa­ter. While he was scrub­bing him­self dry, he ran over to the “Fam­i­ly.” “Would you care to come out with me? I have some tick­ets for an evening en­ter­tain­ment—on­ly you must hur­ry up.”

			The three chil­dren were sit­ting round the ta­ble, do­ing tricks with cards. The fire was crack­ling in the stove, and there was a de­li­cious smell of cof­fee. They were tired af­ter the day’s work and they didn’t feel in­clined to dress them­selves to go out. One could see how they en­joyed feel­ing that they were at home. “You should give Hanne and her moth­er the tick­ets,” said Marie, “they nev­er go out.”

			Pelle thought the mat­ter over while he was dress­ing. Well, why not? Af­ter all, it was stupid to rake up an old sto­ry.

			Hanne did not want to go with him. She sat with down­cast eyes, like a la­dy in her boudoir, and did not look at him. But Madam Johnsen was quite ready to go—the poor old wom­an quick­ly got in­to her best clothes.

			“It’s a long time since we two have been out to­geth­er, Pelle,” she said gai­ly, as they walked through the city. “You’ve been so fright­ful­ly busy late­ly. They say you go about to meet­ings. That is all right for a young man. Do you gain any­thing by it?”

			“Yes, one could cer­tain­ly gain some­thing by it—if on­ly one used one’s strength!”

			“What can you gain by it, then? Are you go­ing to eat up the Ger­mans again, as in my young days, or what is it you are af­ter?”

			“We want to make life just a lit­tle hap­pi­er,” said Pelle qui­et­ly.

			“Oh, you don’t want to gain any­thing more than hap­pi­ness? That’s easy enough, of course!” said Madam Johnsen, laugh­ing loud­ly. “Why, to be sure, in my pret­ty young days too the men want­ed to go to the cap­i­tal to make their for­tunes. I was just six­teen when I came here for pur­pos­es of my own—where was a pret­ty girl to find ev­ery­thing splen­did, if not here? One eas­i­ly made friends—there were plen­ty to go walk­ing with a nice girl in thin shoes, and they want­ed to give her all sorts of fine things, and ev­ery day brought its hap­pi­ness with it. But then I met a man who want­ed to do the best thing by me, and who be­lieved in him­self, too. He got me to be­lieve that the two of us to­geth­er might man­age some­thing last­ing. And he was just such a poor bird as I was, with emp­ty hands—but he set to valiant­ly. Clever in his work he was, too, and he thought we could make our­selves a qui­et, hap­py life, cozy be­tween our four walls, if on­ly we’d work. Hap­pi­ness—pooh! He want­ed to be a mas­ter, at all costs—for what can a jour­ney­man earn! And more than once we had scraped a lit­tle to­geth­er, and thought things would be eas­i­er now; but mis­for­tune al­ways fell on us and took it all away. It’s al­ways hov­er­ing like a great bird over the poor man’s home; and you must have a long stick if you want to drive it away! It was al­ways the same sto­ry when­ev­er we man­aged to get on a lit­tle. A whole win­ter he was ill. We on­ly kept alive by pawn­ing all we’d got, stick by stick. And when the last thing had gone to the dev­il we bor­rowed a bit on the pawn-tick­et.” The old wom­an had to pause to re­cov­er her breath.

			“Why are we hur­ry­ing like this?” she said, pant­ing. “Any­one would think the world was try­ing to run away from us!”

			“Well, there was noth­ing left!” she con­tin­ued, shuf­fling on again. “And he was too tired to be­gin all over again, so we moved in­to the ‘Ark.’ And when he’d got a few shillings he sought con­so­la­tion—but it was a poor con­so­la­tion for me, who was car­ry­ing Hanne, that you may be­lieve! She was like a gift af­ter all that mis­for­tune; but he couldn’t bear her, be­cause our fan­cy for a lit­tle mag­nif­i­cence was born again in her. She had in­her­it­ed that from us—poor lit­tle thing!—with rags and dirt to set it off. You should just have seen her, as quite a lit­tle child, mak­ing up the fine folks’ world out of the rags she got to­geth­er out of the dust­bins. ‘What’s that?’ Johnsen he said once—he was a lit­tle less full than usu­al. ‘Oh, that’s the best room with the car­pet on the floor, and there by the stove is your room, fa­ther. But you mustn’t spit on the floor, be­cause we are rich peo­ple.’ ”

			Madam Johnsen be­gan to cry. “And then he struck her on the head. ‘Hold your tongue!’ he cried, and he cursed and swore at the child some­thing fright­ful. ‘I don’t want to hear your in­fer­nal chat­ter!’ That’s the sort he was. Life be­gan to be a bit eas­i­er when he had drowned him­self in the sew­er. The times when I might have amused my­self he’d stolen from me with his talk of the fu­ture, and now I sit there turn­ing old sol­diers’ trousers that fill the room with filth, and when I do two a day I can earn a mark. And Hanne goes about like a sleep­walk­er. Hap­pi­ness! Is there a soul in the ‘Ark’ that didn’t be­gin with a firm be­lief in some­thing bet­ter? One doesn’t move from one’s own choice in­to such a mixed louse’s nest, but one ends up there all the same. And is there any­body here who is re­al­ly sure of his dai­ly bread? Yes, Olsens with the warm wall, but they’ve got their daugh­ter’s shame to thank for that.”

			“All the more rea­son to set to work,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, you may well say that! But any­one who fights against the un­con­quer­able will soon be tired out. No, let things be and amuse your­self while you are still young. But don’t you take any no­tice of my com­plain­ing—me—an old whim­per­er, I am—walk­ing with you and be­ing in the dumps like this—now we’ll go and amuse our­selves!” And now she looked quite con­tent­ed again.

			“Then take my arm—it’s on­ly prop­er with a pair of sweet­hearts,” said Pelle, jok­ing. The old wom­an took his arm and went trip­ping youth­ful­ly along. “Yes, if it had been in my young days, I would soon have known how to dis­suade you from your sil­ly tricks,” she said gai­ly. “I should have been tak­ing you to the dance.”

			“But you didn’t man­age to get Johnsen to give them up,” said Pelle in re­ply.

			“No, be­cause then I was too cred­u­lous. But no one would suc­ceed in rob­bing me of my youth now!”

			The meet­ing was held in a big hall in one of the side streets by the North Bridge. The en­ter­tain­ment, which was got up by some of the ag­i­ta­tors, was de­signed prin­ci­pal­ly for young peo­ple; but many wom­en and young girls were present. Among oth­er things a po­em was read which dealt with an old re­spectable black­smith who was ru­ined by a strike. “That may be very fine and touch­ing,” whis­pered Madam Johnsen, pol­ish­ing her nose in her emo­tion, “but they re­al­ly ought to have some­thing one can laugh over. We see mis­for­tune ev­ery day.”

			Then a small choir of ar­ti­sans sang some songs, and one of the old­er lead­ers mount­ed the plat­form and told them about the ear­ly years of the move­ment. When he had fin­ished, he asked if there was no one else who had some­thing to tell them. It was ev­i­dent­ly not easy to fill out the evening.

			There was no spir­it in the gath­er­ing. The wom­en were not find­ing it amus­ing, and the men sat watch­ing for any­thing they could carp at. Pelle knew most of those present; even the young men had hard faces, on which could be read an ob­sti­nate ques­tion­ing. This home­ly, in­no­cent en­ter­tain­ment did not ap­pease the burn­ing im­pa­tience which filled their hearts, lis­ten­ing for a prom­ise of bet­ter things.

			Pelle sat there pained by the pro­ceed­ings; the pas­sion for progress and ag­i­ta­tion was in his very blood. Here was such an op­por­tu­ni­ty to strike a blow for uni­fi­ca­tion, and it was pass­ing un­used. The wom­en on­ly need­ed a lit­tle rous­ing, the fac­to­ry-girls and the mar­ried wom­en too, who held back their hus­bands. And they stood up there, frit­ter­ing away the time with their singing and their po­et­ry-twad­dle! With one leap he stood on the plat­form.

			“All these fine words may be very nice,” he cried pas­sion­ate­ly, “but they are very lit­tle use to all those who can’t live on them! The cler­gy­man and the dog earn their liv­ing with their mouths, but the rest of us are thrown on our own re­sources when we want to get any­thing. Why do we slink round the point like cats on hot bricks, why all this palaver and preach­ing? Per­haps we don’t yet know what we want? They say we’ve been slaves for a thou­sand years! Then we ought to have had time enough to think it out! Why does so lit­tle hap­pen, al­though we are all wait­ing for some­thing, and are ready? Is there no one any­where who has the courage to lead us?”

			Loud ap­plause fol­lowed, es­pe­cial­ly from the young men; they stamped and shout­ed. Pelle stag­gered down from the plat­form; he was cov­ered with sweat.

			The old lead­er as­cend­ed the plat­form again and thanked his col­leagues for their ac­cept­able en­ter­tain­ment. He turned al­so with smil­ing thanks to Pelle. It was grat­i­fy­ing that there was still fire glow­ing in the young men; al­though the oc­ca­sion was un­suit­able. The old folks had led the move­ment through evil times; but they by no means wished to pre­vent youth from test­ing it­self.

			Pelle want­ed to stand up and make some an­swer, but Madam Johnsen held him fast by his coat. “Be qui­et, Pelle,” she whis­pered anx­ious­ly; “you’ll ven­ture too far.” She would not let go of him, so he had to sit down again to avoid at­tract­ing at­ten­tion. His cheeks were burn­ing, and he was as breath­less as though he had been run­ning up a hill. It was the first time he had ven­tured on a pub­lic plat­form; ex­cite­ment had sent him thith­er.

			The peo­ple be­gan to get up and to mix to­geth­er. “Is it over al­ready?” asked Madam Johnsen. Pelle could see that she was dis­ap­point­ed.

			“No, no; now we’ll treat our­selves to some­thing,” he said, lead­ing the old wom­an to a ta­ble at the back of the hall. “What can I of­fer you?”

			“Cof­fee, please, for me! But you ought to have a glass of beer, you are so warm!”

			Pelle want­ed cof­fee too. “You’re a fun­ny one for a man!” she said, laugh­ing. “First you go pitch­ing in­to a whole crowd of men, and then you sit down here with an old wife like me and drink cof­fee! What a crowd of peo­ple there are here; it’s al­most like a hol­i­day!” She sat look­ing about her with shin­ing eyes and rosy cheeks, like a young girl at a dance. “Take some more of the skin of the milk, Pelle; you haven’t got any. This re­al­ly is cream!”

			The lead­er came up to ask if he might make Pelle’s ac­quain­tance. “I’ve heard of you from the pres­i­dent of your Union,” he said, giv­ing Pelle his hand. “I am glad to make your ac­quain­tance; you have done a pret­ty piece of work.”

			“Oh, it wasn’t so bad,” said Pelle, blush­ing. “But it re­al­ly would be fine if we could re­al­ly get to work!”

			“I know your im­pa­tience on­ly too well,” re­tort­ed the old cam­paign­er, laugh­ing. “It’s al­ways so with the young men. But those who re­al­ly want to do some­thing must be able to see to the end of the road.” He pat­ted Pelle on the shoul­ders and went.

			Pelle felt that the peo­ple were stand­ing about him and speak­ing of him. God knows whether you haven’t made your­self ridicu­lous, he thought. Close by him two young men were stand­ing, who kept on look­ing at him side­ways. Sud­den­ly they came up to him.

			“We should much like to shake hands with you,” said one of them. “My name is Ot­to Stolpe, and this is my broth­er Fred­erik. That was good, what you said up there, we want to thank you for it!” They stood by for some lit­tle while, chat­ting to Pelle. “It would please my fa­ther and moth­er too, if they could make your ac­quain­tance,” said Ot­to Stolpe. “Would you care to come home with us?”

			“I can’t very well this evening; I have some­one with me,” replied Pelle.

			“You go with them,” said Madam Johnsen. “I see some folks from Kris­tian­shavn back there, I can go home with them.”

			“But we were mean­ing to go on the spree a bit now that we’ve at last come out!” said Pelle, smil­ing.

			“God for­bid! No, we’ve been on the spree enough for one evening, my old head is quite turned al­ready. You just be off; that’s a thing I haven’t said for thir­ty years! And many thanks for bring­ing me with you.” She laughed bois­ter­ous­ly.

			The Stolpe fam­i­ly lived in Elm Street, on the sec­ond floor of one of the new work­men’s ten­e­ment hous­es. The stairs were roomy, and on the door there was a porce­lain plate with their name on it. In the en­try an el­der­ly, well-dressed wom­an up to them.

			“Here is a com­rade, moth­er,” said Ot­to.

			“Wel­come,” she said, as she took Pelle’s hand. She held it a mo­ment in her own as she looked at him.

			In the liv­ing room sat Stolpe, a ma­son, read­ing The Work­ing Man. He was in shirt sleeves, and was rest­ing his heavy arms on the ta­ble. He read whis­per­ing to him­self, he had not no­ticed that a guest was in the room.

			“Here’s some­one who would like to say how-d’ye-do to fa­ther,” said Ot­to, lay­ing his hand on his fa­ther’s arm.

			Stolpe raised his head and looked at Pelle. “Per­haps you would like to join the Union?” he asked, ris­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty, with one hand pressed on the ta­ble. He was tall, his hair was sprin­kled with gray; his eyes were mot­tled from the im­pact of splin­ters of lime­stone.

			“You and your Union!” said Madam Stolpe. “Per­haps you think there’s no one in it but you!”

			“No, moth­er; lit­tle by lit­tle a whole crowd of peo­ple have en­tered it, but all the same I was the first.”

			“I’m al­ready in the Union,” said Pelle. “But not in yours. I’m a shoe­mak­er, you know.”

			“Shoe­mak­er, ah, that’s a poor trade for a jour­ney­man; but all the same a man can get to be a mas­ter; but to­day a ma­son can’t do that—there’s a great dif­fer­ence there. And if one re­mains a jour­ney­man all his life long, he has more in­ter­est in mod­i­fy­ing his po­si­tion. Do you un­der­stand? That’s why the or­ga­ni­za­tion of the shoe­mak­ers has nev­er been of more than mid­dling di­men­sions. An­oth­er rea­son is that they work in their own rooms, and one can’t get them to­geth­er. But now there’s a new man come, who seems to be mak­ing things move.”

			“Yes, and this is he, fa­ther,” said Ot­to, laugh­ing.

			“The deuce, and here I stand mak­ing a fool of my­self! Then I’ll say how-d’ye-do over again! And here’s good luck to your plans, young com­rade.” He shook Pelle by the hand. “I think we might have a drop of beer, moth­er?”

			Pelle and Stolpe were soon en­gaged in a live­ly con­ver­sa­tion; Pelle was in his el­e­ment. Un­til now he had nev­er found his way to the heart of the move­ment. There was so much he want­ed to ask about, and the old man in­con­ti­nent­ly told him of the growth of the or­ga­ni­za­tion from year to year, of their first be­gin­ning, when there was on­ly one trades union­ist in Den­mark, name­ly, him­self, down to the present time. He knew all the num­bers of the var­i­ous trades, and was pre­cise­ly in­formed as to the de­vel­op­ment of each in­di­vid­u­al union. The sons sat silent, thought­ful­ly lis­ten­ing. When they had some­thing to say, they al­ways wait­ed un­til the old man nod­ded his head to show that he had fin­ished. The younger, Fred­erik, who was a ma­son’s ap­pren­tice, nev­er said “thou” to his fa­ther; he ad­dressed him in the third per­son, and his con­tin­u­al “fa­ther says, fa­ther thinks,” sound­ed cu­ri­ous to Pelle’s ears.

			While they were still talk­ing Madam Stolpe opened the door lead­ing in­to an even pret­ti­er room, and in­vit­ed them to go in and to drink their cof­fee. The liv­ing-room had al­ready pro­duced an ex­treme­ly pleas­ant im­pres­sion on Pelle, with its oak-grained din­ing-room suite and its horse­hair so­fa. But here was a red plush suite, an oc­tag­o­nal ta­ble of wal­nut wood, with a black in­laid bor­der and twist­ed wood­en feet, and an étagère full of knick­knacks and pieces of chi­na; most­ly droll, im­pu­dent lit­tle things. On the walls hung pic­tures of trades unions and as­sem­blies and large pho­to­graphs of work­shops; one of a build­ing dur­ing con­struc­tion, with the scaf­fold­ing full of the brick­lay­ers and their mor­tar-buck­ets be­side them, each with a trow­el or a beer-bot­tle can in his hand. On the wall over the so­fa hung a large half-length por­trait of a dark, hand­some man in a rid­ing-cloak. He looked half a dreamy ad­ven­tur­er, half a sol­dier.

			“That’s the grand mas­ter,” said Stolpe proud­ly, stand­ing at Pelle’s side. “There was al­ways a crowd of wom­en at his heels. But they kept them­selves po­lite­ly in the back­ground, for a fire went out of him at such times—do you un­der­stand? Then it was—Men to the front! And even the lazi­est fel­low pricked up his ears.”

			“Then he’s dead now, is he?” asked Pelle, with in­ter­est.

			Stolpe did not an­swer. “Well,” he said briefly, “shall we have our cof­fee now?” Ot­to winked at Pelle; here ev­i­dent­ly was a mat­ter that must not be touched up­on.

			Stolpe sat star­ing in­to his cup, but sud­den­ly he raised his head. “There are things one doesn’t un­der­stand,” he cried earnest­ly. “But this is cer­tain, that but for the grand mas­ter here I and a whole host of oth­er men wouldn’t per­haps be re­spectable fa­thers of fam­i­lies to­day. There were many smart fel­lows among us young com­rades, as is al­ways the case; but as a rule the gift­ed ones al­ways went to the dogs. For when a man has no op­por­tu­ni­ty to al­ter things, he nat­u­ral­ly grows im­pa­tient, and then one fine day he be­gins to pour spir­it on the flames in or­der to stop his mouth. I my­self had that ac­cursed feel­ing that I must do some­thing, and lit­tle by lit­tle I be­gan to drink. But then I dis­cov­ered the move­ment, be­fore it ex­ist­ed, I might ven­ture to say; it was in the air like, d’you see. It was as though some­thing was com­ing, and one sniffed about like a dog in or­der to catch a glimpse of it. Present­ly it was, Here it is! There it is! But when one looked in­to it, there was just a few hun­gry men bawl­ing at one an­oth­er about some­thing or oth­er, but the dev­il him­self didn’t know what it was. But then the grand mas­ter came for­ward, and that was like a flash of light for all of us. For he could say to a nice­ty just where the shoe pinched, al­though he didn’t be­long to our class at all. Since that time there’s been no need to go search­ing for the best peo­ple—they were al­ways to be found in the move­ment! Al­though there weren’t very many of them, the best peo­ple were al­ways on the side of the move­ment.”

			“But now there’s wind in the sails,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, now there’s talk of it ev­ery­where. But to whom is that due? God knows, to us old vet­er­ans—and to him there!”

			Stolpe be­gan to talk of in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters, but quite in­vol­un­tar­i­ly the con­ver­sa­tion re­turned to the move­ment; man and wife lived and breathed for noth­ing else. They were brave, hon­est peo­ple, who quite sim­ply di­vid­ed mankind in­to two parts: those who were for and those who were against the move­ment. Pelle seemed to breathe more freely and deeply in this home, where the air was as though steeped in So­cial­ism.

			He no­ticed a heavy chest which stood against the wall on four twist­ed legs. It was thick­ly or­na­ment­ed with nail­heads and looked like an old mu­ni­ment chest.

			“Yes—that’s the stan­dard!” said Madam Stolpe, but she checked her­self in alarm. Ma­son Stolpe knit­ted his brows.

			“Ah, well, you’re a de­cent fel­low, af­ter all,” he said. “One needn’t slink on tip­toe in front of you!” He took a key out of a se­cret com­part­ment in his writ­ing-ta­ble. “Now the dan­ger’s a thing of the past, but one still has to be care­ful. That’s a ves­tige of the times when things used to go hard­ly with us. The po­lice used to be down on all our badges of com­mon uni­ty. The grand mas­ter him­self came to me one evening with the flag un­der his cloak, and said to me, ‘You must look out for it, Stolpe, you are the most re­li­able of us all.’ ”

			He and his wife un­fold­ed the great piece of bunting. “See, that’s the ban­ner of the In­ter­na­tion­al. It looks a lit­tle the worse for wear, for it has un­der­gone all sorts of treat­ment. At the com­mu­nist meet­ings out in the fields, when the troops were sent against us with ball car­tridge, it waved over the speak­er’s plat­form, and held us to­geth­er. When it flapped over our heads it was as though we were swear­ing an oath to it. The po­lice un­der­stood that, and they were mad to get it. They went for the flag dur­ing a meet­ing, but noth­ing came of it, and since then they’ve hunt­ed for it so, it’s had to be passed from man to man. In that way it has more than once come to me.”

			“Yes, and once the po­lice broke in here and took fa­ther away as we were sit­ting at sup­per. They turned the whole place up­side down, and dragged him off to the cells with­out a word of ex­pla­na­tion. The chil­dren were lit­tle then, and you can imag­ine how mis­er­able it seemed to me. I didn’t know when they would let him out again.”

			“Yes, but they didn’t get the col­ors,” said Stolpe, and he laughed hearti­ly. “I had al­ready passed them on, they were nev­er very long in one place in those days. Now they lead a com­par­a­tive­ly qui­et life, and moth­er and the rest of us too!”

			The young men stood in si­lence, gaz­ing at the stan­dard that had seen so many vi­cis­si­tudes, and that was like the hot red blood of the move­ment. Be­fore Pelle a whole new world was un­fold­ing it­self; the hope that had burned in the depths of his soul was af­ter all not so ex­trav­a­gant. When he was still run­ning, wild at home, play­ing the games of child­hood or herd­ing the cows, strong men had al­ready been at work and had laid the foun­da­tions of the cause. … A pe­cu­liar warmth spread through him and rose to his head. If on­ly it had been he who had waved the glow­ing stan­dard in the face of the op­pres­sor—he, Pelle!

			“And now it lies here in the chest and is for­got­ten!” he said de­ject­ed­ly.

			“It is on­ly rest­ing,” said Stolpe. “For­got­ten, yes; the po­lice have no idea that it still ex­ists. But fix it on a staff, and you will see how the com­rades flock about it! Old and young alike. There’s fire in that bit of cloth! True fire, that nev­er goes out!”

			Care­ful­ly they fold­ed the col­ors and laid them back in the chest. “It won’t do even now to speak aloud of the col­ors! You un­der­stand?” said Stolpe.

			There was a knock, and Stolpe made haste to lock the chest and hide the key, while Fred­erik went to the door. They looked at one an­oth­er un­easi­ly and stood lis­ten­ing.

			“It is on­ly Ellen,” said Fred­erik, and he re­turned, fol­lowed by a tall dark girl with an earnest bear­ing. She had a veil over her face, and be­fore her mouth her breath showed like a pearly tis­sue.

			“Ah, that’s the lass!” cried Stolpe, laugh­ing. “What fol­ly—we were quite ner­vous, just as ner­vous as in the old days. And you’re abroad in the streets at this hour of night! And in this weath­er?” He looked at her af­fec­tion­ate­ly; one could see that she was his dar­ling. Out­ward­ly they were very un­like.

			She greet­ed Pelle with the tini­est nod, but looked at him earnest­ly. There was some­thing still and gra­cious about her that fas­ci­nat­ed him. She wore dark clothes, with­out the slight­est adorn­ment, but they were of good sound stuff.

			“Won’t you change?” asked the moth­er, un­but­ton­ing her cloak. “You are quite wet, child.”

			“No, I must go out again at once,” Ellen replied. “I on­ly want­ed to peep in.”

			“But it’s re­al­ly very late,” grum­bled Stolpe. “Are you on­ly off du­ty now?”

			“Yes, it’s not my go­ing-out day.”

			“Not to­day again? Yes, it’s sheer slav­ery, till eleven at night!”

			“That’s the way things are, and it doesn’t make it any bet­ter for you to scold me,” said Ellen coura­geous­ly.

			“No, but you needn’t go out to ser­vice. There’s no sense in our chil­dren go­ing out to ser­vice in the hous­es of the em­ploy­ers. Don’t you agree with me?” He turned to Pelle.

			Ellen laughed bright­ly. “It’s all the same—fa­ther works for the em­ploy­ers as well.”

			“Yes, but that’s a dif­fer­ent thing. It’s from one fixed hour to an­oth­er, and then it’s over. But this oth­er work is a home; she goes from one home to an­oth­er and un­der­takes all the dirty work.”

			“Fa­ther’s not in a po­si­tion to keep me at home.”

			“I know that very well, but all the same I can’t bear it. Be­sides, you could sure­ly get some oth­er kind of work.”

			“Yes, but I don’t want to! I claim the right to dis­pose of my­self!” she replied heat­ed­ly.

			The oth­ers sat silent, look­ing ner­vous­ly at one an­oth­er. The veins swelled on Stolpe’s fore­head; he was pur­ple, and ter­ri­bly an­gry. But Ellen looked at him with a lit­tle laugh. He got up and went grum­bling in­to the oth­er room.

			Her moth­er shook her head at Ellen. She was quite pale. “Oh, child, child!” she whis­pered.

			Af­ter a while Stolpe re­turned with some old news­pa­pers, which he want­ed to show Pelle. Ellen stood be­hind his chair, look­ing down at them; she rest­ed her arm on his shoul­ders and idly ruf­fled his hair. The moth­er pulled at her skirt. The pa­pers were il­lus­trat­ed, and went back to the stir­ring times.

			The clock struck the half-hour; it was half-past eleven. Pelle rose in con­ster­na­tion; he had quite for­got­ten the time.

			“Take the lass with you,” said Stolpe. “You go the same way, don’t you, Ellen? Then you’ll have com­pa­ny. There’s no dan­ger go­ing with her, for she’s a saint.” It sound­ed as though he want­ed to make up for his scold­ing. “Come again soon; you will al­ways be wel­come here.”

			They did not speak much on the way home. Pelle was em­bar­rassed, and he had a feel­ing that she was con­sid­er­ing him and think­ing him over as they walked, won­der­ing what sort of a fel­low he might be. When he ven­tured to say some­thing, she an­swered briefly and looked at him search­ing­ly. And yet he found it was an in­ter­est­ing walk. He would glad­ly have pro­longed it.

			“Many thanks for your com­pa­ny,” he said, when they stood at her house-door. “I should be very glad to see you again.”

			“You will if we meet,” she said tac­i­turn­ly; but she gave him her hand for a mo­ment.

			“We are sure to meet again! Be sure of that!” cried Pelle jovial­ly. “But you are for­get­ting to re­ward me for my es­cort?” He bent over her.

			She gazed at him in as­ton­ish­ment—with eyes that were turn­ing him to stone, he thought. Then she slow­ly turned and went in­doors.

		
	
		
			X

			One day, af­ter his work­ing hours, Pelle was tak­ing some fresh­ly com­plet­ed work to the Court shoe­mak­er’s. The fore­man took it and paid for it, and pro­ceed­ed to give out work to the oth­ers, leav­ing Pelle stand­ing. Pelle wait­ed im­pa­tient­ly, but did no more than clear his throat now and again. This was the way of these peo­ple; one had to put up with it if one want­ed work. “Have you for­got­ten me?” he said at last, a lit­tle im­pa­tient­ly.

			“You can go,” said the fore­man. “You’ve fin­ished here.”

			“What does that mean?” asked Pelle, star­tled.

			“It means what you hear. You’ve got the sack—if you un­der­stand that bet­ter.”

			Pelle un­der­stood that very well, but he want­ed to es­tab­lish the fact of his per­se­cu­tion in the pres­ence of his com­rades. “Have you any fault to find with my work?” he asked.

			“You mix your­self up too much with things that don’t con­cern you, my good fel­low, and then you can’t do the work you ought to do.”

			“I should like very much to know what fault you have to find with my work,” said Pelle ob­sti­nate­ly.

			“Go to the dev­il! I’ve told you al­ready!” roared the fore­man.

			The Court shoe­mak­er came down through the door of the back room and looked about him. When he saw Pelle, he went up to him.

			“You get out of here, and that at once!” he cried, in a rage. “Do you think we give bread to peo­ple that un­der­mine us? Out, out of my place of busi­ness, Mossoo Trades-Union­ist!”

			Pelle stood his ground, and looked his em­ploy­er in the eyes; he would have struck the man a blow in the face rather than al­low him­self to be sent away. “Be cool, now; be cool!” he said to him­self. He laughed, but his fea­tures were quiv­er­ing. The Court shoe­mak­er kept a cer­tain dis­tance, and con­tin­ued to shout, “Out with him! Here, fore­man, call the po­lice at once!”

			“Now you can see, com­rades, how they val­ue one here,” said Pelle, turn­ing his broad back on Mey­er. “We are dogs; noth­ing more!”

			They stood there, star­ing at the counter, deaf and dumb in their dread of tak­ing sides. Then Pelle went. He made his way north­ward. His heart was full of vi­o­lent emo­tion. In­dig­na­tion raged with­in him like a tem­pest, and by fits and starts found ut­ter­ance on his lips. Mey­er’s work was quite im­ma­te­ri­al to him; it was bad­ly paid, and he on­ly did it as a stop­gap. But it was dis­gust­ing to think they could buy his con­vic­tions with bad­ly-paid work! And there they stood not dar­ing to show their col­ors, as if it wasn’t enough to sup­port such a fel­low with their skill and en­er­gy! Mey­er stood there like a wall, in the way of any re­al progress, but he needn’t think he could strike at Pelle, for he’d get a blow in re­turn if he did!

			He went straight to Ma­son Stolpe, in or­der to talk the mat­ter over with him; the old trades union­ist was a man of great ex­pe­ri­ence.

			“So he’s one of those who go in for the open slave-trade!” said Stolpe. “We’ve had a go at them be­fore now. ‘We’ve done with you, my good man; we can make no use of ag­i­ta­tors!’ And if one steals a lit­tle march on them ‘Off you go; you’re done with here!’ I my­self have been like a hunt­ed cur, and at home moth­er used to go about cry­ing. I could see what she was feel­ing, but when I put the mat­ter be­fore her she said, ‘Hold out, Stolpe, you shan’t give in!’ ‘You’re for­get­ting our dai­ly bread, moth­er,’ I say. ‘Oh, our dai­ly bread. I can just go out wash­ing!’ That was in those days—they sing an­oth­er tune to us now! Now the mas­ter po­lite­ly rais­es his hat to old Stolpe! If he thinks he can al­low him­self to hound a man down, an em­bar­go must be put on him!”

			Pelle had noth­ing to say against that. “If on­ly it works,” he said. “But our or­ga­ni­za­tion looks weak enough as yet.”

			“On­ly try it; in any case, you can al­ways dam­age him. He at­tacks your liveli­hood in or­der to strike at your con­science, so you hit back at his purse—that’s where his con­science is! Even if it does no good, at least it makes him re­al­ize that you’re not a slave.”

			Pelle sat a while longer chat­ting. He had se­cret­ly hoped to meet Ellen again, but he dared not ask whether that was her day for com­ing home. Madam Stolpe in­vit­ed him to stay and to have sup­per with them she was on­ly wait­ing for her sons. But Pelle had no time; he must be off to think out in­struc­tions for the em­bar­go. “Then come on Sun­day,” said the moth­er; “Sun­day is Ellen’s birth­day.”

			With rapid strides he went off to the pres­i­dent of the Union; the in­vi­ta­tion for the fol­low­ing Sun­day had dis­si­pat­ed the re­mains of his anger. The prospect of a tus­sle with Mey­er had put him in the best of tem­pers. He was cer­tain of win­ning the pres­i­dent, Pe­tersen, for his pur­pose, if on­ly he could find him out of bed; he him­self had in his time worked for whole­sale shoe­mak­ers, and hat­ed them like the plague. It was said that Pe­tersen had worked out a clever lit­tle in­ven­tion—a patent but­ton for ladies’ boots—which he had tak­en to Mey­er, as he him­self did not know how to ex­ploit it. But Mey­er had, with­out more ado, treat­ed the in­ven­tion as his own, inas­much as it was pro­duced by one of his work­men. He took out a patent and made a lot of mon­ey by it, tri­fling as the thing was. When Pe­tersen de­mand­ed a share of the prof­its, he was dis­missed. He him­self nev­er spoke of the mat­ter; he just sat in his cel­lar brood­ing over the in­jus­tice, so that he nev­er man­aged to re­cov­er his po­si­tion. Al­most his whole time had been de­vot­ed to the Union, so that he might re­venge him­self through it; but it nev­er re­al­ly made much progress. He fired up pas­sion­ate­ly enough, but he was lack­ing in per­sis­tence. And his lungs were weak.

			He trem­bled with ex­cite­ment when Pelle ex­plained his plan. “Great God in heav­en, if on­ly we could get at him!” he whis­pered hoarse­ly, clench­ing his skin­ny fists which Death had al­ready marked with its dusky shad­ows. “I would will­ing­ly give my mis­er­able life to see the scoundrel ru­ined! Look at that!” He bent down, whis­per­ing, and showed Pelle a file ground to a point, which was fas­tened in­to a heavy han­dle. “If I hadn’t the chil­dren, he would have got that be­tween his ribs long be­fore this!” His gray, rest­less eyes, which re­mind­ed Pelle of Anker, the crazy clock­mak­er, had a cold, pierc­ing ex­pres­sion.

			“Yes, yes,” said Pelle, lay­ing his hand sooth­ing­ly on the oth­er’s; “but it’s no use to do any­thing stupid. We shall on­ly do what we want to do if we all stand to­geth­er.”

			The day was well spent; on the very next evening the mem­bers of the Union were sum­moned to a meet­ing. Pe­tersen spoke first, and be­gin­ning with a fiery speech. It was like the fi­nal ef­forts of a dy­ing man. “You or­ga­nize the strug­gle,” said Pe­tersen. “I’m no good nowa­days for that—and I’ve no strength. But I’ll sound the as­sault—ay, and so that they wake up. Then you your­self must see to keep­ing the fire alight in them.” His eyes burned in their shad­owy sock­ets; he stood there like a mar­tyr up­hold­ing the ne­ces­si­ty of the con­flict. The em­bar­go was agreed up­on unan­i­mous­ly!

			Then Pelle came for­ward and or­ga­nized the nec­es­sary plan of cam­paign. It was his turn now. There was no mon­ey in the chest, but ev­ery man had to prom­ise a cer­tain con­tri­bu­tion to be di­vid­ed among those who were re­fus­ing to work. Ev­ery man must do his share to de­prive Mey­er of all ac­cess to the la­bor mar­ket. And there was to be no deliri­ous en­thu­si­asm—which they would re­gret when they woke up next morn­ing. It was es­sen­tial that ev­ery man should form be­fore­hand a clear con­cep­tion of the dif­fi­cul­ties, and must re­al­ize what he was pledg­ing him­self to. And then—three cheers for a suc­cess­ful is­sue!

			This busi­ness meant a lot of run­ning about. But what of that! Pelle, who had to sit such a lot, wouldn’t suf­fer from get­ting out in­to the fresh air! He em­ployed the evenings in mak­ing up for lost time. He got work from the small em­ploy­ers in Kris­tian­shavn, who were very busy in view of Christ­mas, which made up for that which he had lost through the Court shoe­mak­er.

			On the sec­ond day af­ter his dis­missal, the dec­la­ra­tion of the em­bar­go ap­peared un­der the “La­bor Items” in The Work­ing Man. “As­sis­tance strict­ly pro­hib­it­ed!” It was like the day’s or­ders, giv­en by Pelle’s own word of mouth. He cut the no­tice out, and now and again, as he sat at his work, he took it out and con­sid­ered it. This was Pelle—al­though it didn’t say so—Pelle and the big em­ploy­er were hav­ing a bit of a tus­sle! Now they should see which was the stronger!

			Pelle went of­ten to see Stolpe. Strange­ly enough, his vis­its al­ways co­in­cid­ed with Ellen’s days off. Then he ac­com­pa­nied her home­ward, and they walked side by side talk­ing of se­ri­ous things. There was noth­ing im­petu­ous about them—they be­haved as though a long life lay be­fore them. His ve­he­mence cooled in the con­flict with Mey­er. He was sure of Ellen’s char­ac­ter, un­ap­proach­able though she was. Some­thing in him told him that she ought to be and would re­main so. She was one of those na­tures to whom it is dif­fi­cult to come out of their shell, so as to re­veal the ker­nel with­in; but he felt that there was some­thing that was grow­ing for him with­in that re­served na­ture, and he was not im­pa­tient.

			One evening he had as usu­al ac­com­pa­nied her to the door, and they stood there bid­ding one an­oth­er good night. She gave him her hand in her shy, awk­ward man­ner, which might even mean re­luc­tance, and was then about to go in­doors.

			“But are we go­ing on like this all our lives?” said Pelle, hold­ing her fin­gers tight­ly. “I love you so!”

			She stood there a while, with an im­pen­e­tra­ble ex­pres­sion, then ad­vanced her face and kissed him me­chan­i­cal­ly, as a child kiss­es, with tight­ly closed lips. She was al­ready on her way to the house when she sud­den­ly start­ed back, drew him to her­self, and kissed him pas­sion­ate­ly and un­re­strained­ly. There was some­thing so vi­o­lent, so wild and fa­nat­i­cal in her de­meanor, that he was quite be­wil­dered. He scarce­ly rec­og­nized her, and when he had come to him­self she was al­ready on her way up the kitchen steps. He stood still, as though blind­ed by a rain of fire, and heard her run­ning as though pur­sued.

			Since that day she had been an­oth­er crea­ture. Her love was like the spring that comes in a sin­gle night. She could not be with­out him for a day; when she went out to make pur­chas­es, she came run­ning over to the “Ark.” Her na­ture had thrown off its re­straint; there was ten­sion in her man­ner and her move­ments; and this ten­sion now and again es­caped from with­in in lit­tle ex­plo­sions. She did not say very much; when they were to­geth­er, she clung to him pas­sion­ate­ly as though to dead­en some pain, and hid her face; if he lift­ed it, she kept her eyes per­sis­tent­ly closed. Then she breathed deeply, and sat down smil­ing and hum­ming to her­self when he spoke to her.

			It was as though she was delv­ing deep in­to his in­most be­ing, and Pelle, who felt the need to reach and to know that in­ner na­ture, drew con­fi­dence from her so­ci­ety. No mat­ter what con­front­ed him, he had al­ways sought in his in­ner self for his nat­u­ral sup­port, anx­ious­ly lis­ten­ing for that which came to the sur­face, and un­con­scious­ly doubt­ing and in­quir­ing. And now, so sure­ly as she leaned silent­ly on his arm, she con­firmed some­thing deep with­in him, and her stead­fast gaze vi­brat­ed with­in him like a proud vo­ca­tion, and he felt him­self in­fin­ite­ly rich. She spoke to some­thing deep with­in him when she gazed at him so thought­ful­ly. But what she said he did not know—nor what an­swer she re­ceived. When he re­called her from that gaze of hers, as of one be­witched, she on­ly sighed like one awak­ing, and kissed him.

			Ellen was loy­al and un­selfish and great­ly val­ued by her em­ploy­ers. There was no re­al de­vel­op­ment to be per­ceived in her—she longed to be­come his—and that was all. But the fu­ture was born on Pelle’s own lips un­der her dreamy gaze, as though it was she who in­spired him with the il­lu­mi­nat­ing words. And then she lis­tened with an ab­sent smile—as to some­thing de­light­ful; but she her­self seemed to give no thought to the fu­ture. She seemed full of a hid­den de­vo­tion, that filled Pelle with an in­ward warmth, so that he held up his head very high to­ward the light. This con­stant de­vo­tion of Ellen’s made the chil­dren “Fam­i­ly” teas­ing­ly call her “the Saint.”

			It gave him much se­cret plea­sure to be ad­mit­ted to her home, where the ro­bust Copen­hagen hu­mor con­cealed con­di­tions quite pa­tri­ar­chal in their na­ture. Ev­ery­thing was found­ed on or­der and re­spect for the par­ents, es­pe­cial­ly the fa­ther, who spoke the de­ci­sive word in ev­ery mat­ter, and had his own place, in which no one else ev­er sat. When he came home from his work, the grown-up sons would al­ways race to take him his slip­pers, and the wife al­ways had some ex­tra snack for him. The younger son, Fred­erik, who was just out of his ap­pren­tice­ship, was as de­light­ed as a child to think of the day when he should be­come a jour­ney­man and be able to drink broth­er­hood with the old man.

			They lived in a new, spa­cious, three-roomed ten­e­ment with a ser­vant’s room thrown in; to Pelle, who was ac­cus­tomed to find his com­rades over here liv­ing in one room with a kitchen, this was a new ex­pe­ri­ence. The sons board­ed and lodged at home; they slept in the ser­vant’s room. The house­hold was found­ed on and sup­port­ed by their com­mon en­er­gies; al­though the fam­i­ly sub­mit­ted un­con­di­tion­al­ly to the mas­ter of the house, they did not do so out of ser­vil­i­ty; they on­ly did as all oth­ers did. For Stolpe was the fore­most man in his call­ing, an es­teemed work­er and the vet­er­an of the la­bor move­ment. His word was un­chal­lenged.

			Ellen was the on­ly one who did not re­spect his suprema­cy, but coura­geous­ly op­posed him, of­ten with­out any fur­ther mo­tive than that of con­tra­dic­tion. She was the on­ly girl of the fam­i­ly, and the fa­vorite; and she took ad­van­tage of her po­si­tion. Some­times it looked as though Stolpe would be driv­en to ex­trem­i­ties; as though he longed to pul­ver­ize her in his wrath; but he al­ways gave in to her.

			He was great­ly pleased with Pelle. And he se­cret­ly ad­mired his daugh­ter more than ev­er. “You see, moth­er, there’s some­thing in that lass! She un­der­stands how to pick a man for him­self!” he would cry en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly.

			“Yes; I’ve noth­ing against him, ei­ther,” Madam Stolpe would re­ply. “A bit coun­tri­fied still, but of course he’s grow­ing out of it.”

			“Coun­tri­fied? He? No, you take my word, he knows what he wants. She’s re­al­ly found her mas­ter there!” said Stolpe tri­umphant­ly.

			In the two broth­ers Pelle found a pair of loy­al com­rades, who could not but look up to him.

		
	
		
			XI

			With the em­bar­go mat­ters were go­ing so-so. Mey­er replied to it by con­vok­ing the em­ploy­ers to a meet­ing with a view to es­tab­lish­ing an em­ploy­ers’ union, which would refuse em­ploy­ment to the mem­bers of the trade union. Then the mat­ter would have been set­tled at one blow.

			How­ev­er, things did not go so far as that. The small em­ploy­ers were afraid the jour­ney­men would set up for them­selves and com­pete against them. And in­stinc­tive­ly they feared the big em­ploy­ers more than the jour­ney­men, and were shy of en­ter­ing the Union with them. The in­ner ten­den­cy of the in­dus­tri­al move­ment was to con­cen­trate ev­ery­thing in a few hands, and to ru­in the small busi­ness. The small em­ploy­ers had yet an­oth­er crow to pluck with Mey­er, who had ex­tend­ed his busi­ness at the ex­pense of their own.

			Through Mas­ter Beck, Pelle learned what was tak­ing place among the em­ploy­ers. Mey­er had de­mand­ed that Beck should dis­charge Pelle, but Beck would not sub­mit to him.

			“I can’t re­al­ly com­plain of you,” he said. “Your trades-union­ism I don’t like—you would do bet­ter to leave it alone. But with your work I am very well sat­is­fied. I have al­ways en­deav­ored to ren­der jus­tice to all par­ties. But if you can knock Mey­er’s feet from un­der him, we small em­ploy­ers will be very grate­ful to your Union, for he’s freez­ing us out.”

			To knock his feet from un­der him-that wasn’t an easy thing to do. On the con­trary, he was driv­ing the weak­er brethren out of the Union, and had al­ways enough work­ers—part­ly Swedes, with whom he had a writ­ten con­tract, and whom he had to pay high wages. The sys­tem of home em­ploy­ment made it im­pos­si­ble to get to grips with him. Pelle and the pres­i­dent of the Union care­ful­ly pick­et­ed the ware­house about the time when the work was de­liv­ered, in or­der to dis­cov­er who was work­ing for him. And they suc­ceed­ed in snatch­ing a few work­ers away from him and in bring­ing them to rea­son, or else their names were pub­lished in The Work­ing Man. But then the jour­ney­men sent their wives or chil­dren with the work—and there was re­al­ly noth­ing that could be done. It cost Mey­er large sums of mon­ey to keep his busi­ness go­ing, but the Union suf­fered more. It had not as yet suf­fi­cient au­thor­i­ty, and the large em­ploy­ers stood by Mey­er and would not em­ploy mem­bers of the Union as long as the em­bar­go last­ed. So it was fi­nal­ly raised.

			That was a de­feat; but Pelle had learned some­thing, none the less! The vic­to­ry was to the strong, and their or­ga­ni­za­tion was not as yet suf­fi­cient. They must talk and ag­i­tate, and hold meet­ings! The ten­den­cy to em­brace the new ideas cer­tain­ly in­clined the men to or­ga­nize them­selves, but their sense of hon­or was as yet un­de­vel­oped. The slight­est mishap dis­persed them.

			Pelle did not lose heart; he must be­gin all over again, that was all.

			On the morn­ing af­ter the de­feat was an ac­com­plished fact he was up ear­ly. His res­o­lu­tion to go ahead with re­dou­bled en­er­gies, he had, so to speak, slept in­to him, so that it per­vad­ed his body and put en­er­gy and de­ci­sion in­to his ham­mer-strokes.

			He whis­tled as the work pro­gressed rapid­ly un­der his hands. The win­dow stood open so that the night air might es­cape; hoar frost lay on the roofs, and the stars twin­kled over­head in the cold heav­ens. But Pelle was not cold! He had just awak­ened the “Fam­i­ly” and could hear them mov­ing about in their room. Peo­ple were be­gin­ning to tum­ble out in­to the gang­way, still drunk­en with sleep. Pelle was whistling a march. On the pre­vi­ous evening he had sent off the last in­stal­ment of his debt to Sort, and at the same time had writ­ten def­i­nite­ly to Fa­ther Lasse that he was to come. And now the day was dawn­ing!

			Marie came and reached him his cof­fee through the door. “Good morn­ing!” she cried mer­ri­ly, through the crack of the door. “We’re go­ing to have fine weath­er to­day, Pelle!” She was not quite dressed yet and would not let her­self be seen. The boys nod­ded good morn­ing as they ran out. Karl had his coat and waist­coat un­der his arm. These ar­ti­cles of cloth­ing he al­ways used to put on as he ran down the stairs.

			When it was day­light Marie came in to set the room in or­der. She con­versed with him as she scrubbed.

			“Look here, Marie!” cried Pelle sud­den­ly. “Ellen came here yes­ter­day and asked you to bring me a mes­sage when I came home. You didn’t do it.”

			Marie’s face be­came set, but she did not re­ply.

			“It was on­ly by pure chance that I met her yes­ter­day, oth­er­wise we should have missed one an­oth­er.”

			“Then I must have for­got­ten it,” said Marie mo­rose­ly.

			“Why, of course you for­got it. But that’s the sec­ond time this week. You must be in love!” he added, smil­ing.

			Marie turned her back on him. “I’ve got noth­ing to do with her—I don’t owe her any­thing!” sud­den­ly she cried de­fi­ant­ly. “And I’m not go­ing to clean your room any longer, ei­ther—let her do it—so there!” She seized her pail and scrub­bing-brush and ran in­to her own room. Af­ter a time he heard her voice from with­in the room; at first he thought she was singing a tune to her­self, but then he heard sobs.

			He hur­ried in­to the room; she was ly­ing on the bed, weep­ing, bit­ing the pil­low and strik­ing at it an­gri­ly with her rough­ened hands. Her thin body burned as if with fever.

			“You are ill, Marie dear,” said Pelle anx­ious­ly, lay­ing his hand on her fore­head. “You ought to go to bed and take some­thing to make you sweat. I’ll warm it up for you.”

			She was re­al­ly ill; her eyes were dry and burn­ing, and her hands were cold and clam­my. But she would agree to noth­ing. “Go away!” she said an­gri­ly, “and at­tend to your own work! Leave me alone!” She had turned her back on him and nudged him away de­fi­ant­ly with her shoul­der. “You’d best go in and cud­dle Ellen!” she cried sud­den­ly, with a ma­li­cious laugh.

			“Why are you like this, Marie?” said Pelle, dis­tressed. “You are quite naughty!”

			She buried her face in the bed and would nei­ther look at him nor an­swer him. So he went back to his work.

			Af­ter a time she came in­to his room again and re­sumed her work of clean­ing. She banged the things about; pulling down some work of his that he had set to dry by the stove, and giv­ing him a ma­li­cious side­long look. Then a cup con­tain­ing paste fell to the ground and was bro­ken. “She did that on pur­pose,” he thought un­hap­pi­ly, and he put the paste in­to an emp­ty box. She stood watch­ing him with a pierc­ing, ma­li­cious gaze.

			He turned to his work again, and made as though noth­ing had hap­pened. Sud­den­ly he felt her thin arms about his neck. “For­give me!” she said, weep­ing, and she hid her face against his shoul­der.

			“Come, come, noth­ing very dread­ful has hap­pened! The sil­ly old cup!” he said con­sol­ing­ly, as he stroked her head. “You couldn’t help it!”

			But at that she broke down al­to­geth­er, and it seemed as though her cry­ing would de­stroy her mea­ger body. “Yes, I did it on pur­pose!” she bel­lowed. “And I threw down the boots on pur­pose, and yes­ter­day I didn’t give you the mes­sage on pur­pose. I would have liked to hurt you still more, I’m so bad, bad, bad! Why doesn’t some­one give me a good beat­ing? If you’d on­ly once be prop­er­ly an­gry with me!”

			She was quite be­side her­self and did not know what she was say­ing.

			“Now lis­ten to me at once—you’ve got to be sen­si­ble!” said Pelle de­cid­ed­ly, “for this sort of thing is not amus­ing. I was pleased to think I was go­ing to be at home to­day, so as to work be­side you, and then you go and have an at­tack just like a fine la­dy!”

			She over­came her weep­ing by a tremen­dous ef­fort, and went back to her room, gen­tly sob­bing. She re­turned at once with a cracked cup for the paste and a small tin box with a slit in the lid. This was her mon­ey-box.

			“Take it,” she said, push­ing the box on­to his lap. “Then you can buy your­self lasts and needn’t go ask­ing the small em­ploy­ers for work. There’s work enough here in the ‘Ark.’ ”

			“But, Marie—that’s your rent!” said Pelle, aghast.

			“What does that mat­ter? I can eas­i­ly get the mon­ey to­geth­er again by the first.”

			Oh, she could eas­i­ly do that! Pelle laughed, a be­wil­dered laugh. How cheer­ful­ly she threw her mon­ey about, the mon­ey that cost her thir­ty days of painful thought and sav­ing, in or­der to have it ready each month!

			“What do you think Pe­ter and Karl would say to your chuck­ing your mon­ey about like that? Put the box away again safe­ly—and be quick about it!”

			“Oh, take it!” she cried per­sis­tent­ly, thrust­ing the box up­on him again. “Yes—or I’ll throw it out of the win­dow!” She quick­ly opened one of the sash­es. Pelle stood up.

			“It’s true I still owe you for the last wash­ing,” he said, of­fer­ing to put a kro­ne in the box.

			“A good thing you re­mind­ed me.” She stared at him with an im­pen­e­tra­ble ex­pres­sion and ran back to her room.

			In there she moved about singing in her harsh voice. Af­ter a while she went out to make some pur­chas­es clad in a gray shawl, with her house­wife’s bas­ket on her arm. He could fol­low her in­di­vid­u­al step, which was light as a child’s, and yet sound­ed so old—right to the end of the tun­nel. Then he went in­to the chil­dren’s room and pulled out the third draw­er in the chest of draw­ers. There she al­ways hid her mon­ey-box, wrapped up in her linen. He still pos­sessed two kro­ner, which he in­sert­ed in the box.

			He used al­ways to pay her in this way. When she count­ed out her mon­ey and found there was too much, she be­lieved the good God had put the mon­ey in her box, and would come ju­bi­lant­ly in­to his room to tell him about it. The child be­lieved blind­ly in For­tune, and ac­cept­ed the mon­ey as a sign of elec­tion; and for her this mon­ey was some­thing quite dif­fer­ent to that which she her­self had saved.

			About noon she came to in­vite him in­to her room. “There’s fried her­ring, Pelle, so you can’t pos­si­bly say no,” she said per­sua­sive­ly, “for no Born­holmer could! Then you needn’t go and buy that stuffy food from the hawk­er, and throw away five and twen­ty öre.” She had bought half a score of the fish, and had kept back five for her broth­ers when they came home. “And there’s cof­fee af­ter,” she said. She had set out ev­ery­thing de­light­ful­ly, with a clean nap­kin at one end of the ta­ble.

			The fac­to­ry girl’s lit­tle Paul came in and was giv­en a mouth­ful of food. Then he ran out in­to the gang­way again and tum­bled about there, for the lit­tle fel­low was nev­er a mo­ment still from the mo­ment his moth­er let him out in the morn­ing; there was so much to make up for af­ter his long im­pris­on­ment. From the lit­tle id­iot whom his moth­er had to tie to the stove be­cause he had wa­ter on the brain and want­ed to throw him­self out of the win­dow, he had be­come a reg­u­lar vagabond. Ev­ery mo­ment he would thrust his head in at the door and look at Pelle; and he would of­ten come right in, put his hand on Pelle’s knee, and say, “You’s my fa­ther!” Then he would rush off again. Marie helped him in all his in­fan­tile ne­ces­si­ties—he al­ways ap­pealed to her!

			Af­ter she had washed up, she sat by Pelle with her mend­ing, chat­ter­ing away con­cern­ing her house­hold cares. “I shall soon have to get jack­ets for the boys—it’s aw­ful what they need now they’re grown up. I peep in at the sec­ond­hand clothes shop ev­ery day. And you must have a new blouse, too, Pelle; that one will soon be done for; and then you’ve none to go to the wash. If you’ll buy the stuff, I’ll soon make it up for you—I can sew! I made my best blouse my­self—Hanne helped me with it! Why, re­al­ly, don’t you go to see Hanne any longer?”

			“Oh, I don’t know.”

			“Hanne has grown so pe­cu­liar. She nev­er comes down in­to the court­yard now to dance with us. She used to. Then I used to watch out of the win­dow, and run down. It was so jol­ly, play­ing with her. We used to go round and round her and sing! ‘We all bow to Hanne, we curt­sy all to Hanne, we all turn round be­fore her!’ And then we bowed and curt­sied and sud­den­ly we all turned round. I tell you, it was jol­ly! You ought to have tak­en Hanne.”

			“But you didn’t like it when I took Ellen. Why should I have tak­en Hanne?”

			“Oh, I don’t know … Hanne. …” Marie stopped, lis­tened, and sud­den­ly wrenched the win­dow open.

			Down in the “Ark” a door slammed, and a long hoot­ing sound rose up from be­low, sound­ing just like a husky scream from the crazy Vinslev’s flute or like the wind in the long cor­ri­dors. Like a strange, dis­con­nect­ed snatch of melody, the sound float­ed about be­low, trick­ling up along the wood­en walls, and break­ing out in­to the day­light with a note of ec­sta­sy: “Hanne’s with child! The Fairy Princess is go­ing to be con­fined!”

			Marie went down the stairs like a flash. The half-grown girls were shriek­ing and run­ning to­geth­er in the court be­low; the wom­en on the gal­leries were mur­mur­ing to oth­ers above and be­low. Not that this was in it­self any­thing nov­el; but in this case it was Hanne her­self, the im­mac­u­late, whom as yet no tongue had dared to be­smirch. And even now they dared hard­ly speak of it open­ly; it had come as such a shock. In a cer­tain sense they had all en­tered in­to her ex­al­ta­tion, and with her had wait­ed for the fairy­tale to come true; as quite a child she had been elect­ed to rep­re­sent the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble; and now she was mere­ly go­ing to have a child! It re­al­ly was like a mir­a­cle just at first; it was such a sur­prise to them all!

			Marie came back with drag­ging steps and with an ex­pres­sion of hor­ror and as­ton­ish­ment. Down in the court the grimy-nosed lit­tle brats were screech­ing, as they wheeled hand in hand round the sew­er-grat­ing—it was splen­did for danc­ing round—

			
				
					“Bro-bro-brille-brid
					

					Hanne’s doin’ to have a tid!”
				

			

			They couldn’t speak plain­ly yet.

			And there was “Grete with the ba­by,” the mad­wom­an, tear­ing her cel­lar-win­dow open, lean­ing out of it back­ward, with her doll on her arm, and yelling up through the well, so that it echoed loud and shrill: “The Fairy Princess has got a child, and Pelle’s its fa­ther!”

			Pelle bent over his work in si­lence. For­tu­nate­ly he was not the king’s son in dis­guise in this case! But he wasn’t go­ing to wran­gle with wom­en.

			Hanne’s moth­er came storm­ing out on­to her gallery. “That’s a shame­less lie!” she cried. “Pelle’s name ain’t go­ing to be dragged in­to this—the oth­er may be who he likes!”

			Over­head the hearse-driv­er came stag­ger­ing out on­to his gallery. “The princess there has run a beam in­to her body,” he rum­bled, in his good-na­tured bass. “What a pity I’m not a mid­wife! They’ve got hold of the wrong end of it!”

			“Clear off in­to your hole and hold your tongue, you body-snatch­er!” cried Madam Johnsen, spit­ting with rage. “You’ve got to stick your brandy-nose in­to ev­ery­thing!”

			He stood there, half drunk, lean­ing over the rail, bab­bling, teas­ing, with­out re­turn­ing Madam Johnsen’s vi­tu­per­a­tion. But then lit­tle Marie flung up a win­dow and came to her as­sis­tance, and up from her plat­form Fer­di­nand’s moth­er emerged. “How many hams did you buy last month? Fetch out your bear hams, then, and show us them! He kills a bear for ev­ery corpse, the drunk­ard!” From all sides they fell up­on him. He could do noth­ing against them, and con­tent­ed him­self with open­ing his eyes and his mouth and giv­ing vent to a “Ba-a-a!” Then his red-haired wife came out and hailed him in.

		
	
		
			XII

			From the mo­ment when the gray morn­ing broke there was au­di­ble a pe­cu­liar note in the buzzing of the “Ark,” a hoarse ex­cite­ment, which thrust all care aside. Down the long cor­ri­dors there was a sound of weep­ing and scrub­bing; while the gal­leries and the dark wood­en stair­cas­es were sluiced with wa­ter. “Look out there!” called some­body ev­ery mo­ment from some­where, and then it was a ques­tion of es­cap­ing the down­ward-stream­ing flood. Dur­ing the whole morn­ing the wa­ter poured from one gallery to an­oth­er, as over a mill­race.

			But now the “Ark” stood freez­ing in its own clean­li­ness, with an ex­pres­sion that seemed to say the old war­ren didn’t know it­self. Here and there a cur­tain or a bit of fur­ni­ture had dis­ap­peared from a win­dow—it had found its way to the pawn shop in hon­or of the day. What was lack­ing in that way was made up for by the ex­pec­ta­tion and fes­tive de­light on the faces of the in­mates.

			Lit­tle fir-trees peeped out of the cel­lar en­tries in the City Ward, and in the mar­ket­place they stood like a whole for­est along the wall of the prison. In the win­dows of the base­ment-shops hung hearts and col­ored can­dles, and the gro­cer at the cor­ner had a great Christ­mas gob­lin in his win­dow—it was made of red and gray wool-work and had a whole cat’s skin for its beard.

			On the stairs of the “Ark” the chil­dren lay about clean­ing knives and forks with sand sprin­kled on the steps.

			Pelle sat over his work and lis­tened in se­cret. His ap­pear­ance usu­al­ly had a qui­et­ing ef­fect on these crazy out­bursts of the “Ark,” but he did not want to mix him­self up with this af­fair. And he had nev­er even dreamed that Hanne’s moth­er could be like this! She was like a fury, turn­ing her head, quick as light­ning, now to one side, now to the oth­er, and lis­ten­ing to ev­ery sound, ready to break out again!

			Ah, she was pro­tect­ing her child now that it was too late! She was like a spit­ting cat.

			
				
					“The youngest of all the lordlin’s,”
				

			

			sang the chil­dren down in the court. That was Hanne’s song. Madam Johnsen stood there as though she would like to swoop down on their heads. Sud­den­ly she flung her apron over her face and ran in­doors, sob­bing.

			“Ah!” they said, and they slapped their bel­lies ev­ery time an odor of some­thing cook­ing streamed out in­to the court. Ev­ery few min­utes they had to run out and buy five or ten öre worth of some­thing or oth­er; there was no end to the things that were need­ed in prepa­ra­tion for Christ­mas Eve. “We’re hav­ing love­ly red beet­root!” said one lit­tle child, singing, mak­ing a song of it—“We’re hav­ing love­ly red beet­root, aha, aha, aha!” And they swayed their lit­tle bod­ies to and fro as they scoured.

			“Fred­erik!” a sharp voice cried from one of the cor­ri­dors. “Run and get a score of fire­wood and a white roll—a ten-öre one. But look out the gro­cer counts the score prop­er­ly and don’t pick out the crumb!”

			Madam Olsen with the warm wall was fry­ing pork. She couldn’t pull her range out on­to the gallery, but she did let the pork burn so that the whole court­yard was filled with bluish smoke. “Madam Olsen! Your pork is burn­ing!” cried a dozen wom­en at once.

			“That’s be­cause the fry­ing-pan’s too small!” replied Frau Olsen, thrust­ing her red head out through the balus­ters. “What’s a poor dev­il to do when her fry­ing-pan’s too small?” And Madam Olsen’s fry­ing-pan was the big­gest in the whole “Ark”!

			Short­ly be­fore the twi­light fell Pelle came home from the work­shop. He saw the streets and the peo­ple with strange eyes that dif­fused a ra­di­ance over all things; it was the Christ­mas spir­it in his heart. But why? he asked him­self in­vol­un­tar­i­ly. Noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar was in store for him. To­day he would have to work longer than usu­al, and he would not be able to spend the evening with Ellen, for she had to be busy in her kitchen, mak­ing things jol­ly for oth­ers. Why, then, did this feel­ing pos­sess him? It was not a mem­o­ry; so far as he could look back he had nev­er tak­en part in a gen­uine cheer­ful Christ­mas Eve, but had been forced to con­tent him­self with the cur­rent re­ports of such fes­tiv­i­ties. And all the oth­er poor folks whom he met were in the same mood as he him­self. The hard ques­tion­ing look had gone from their faces; they were smil­ing to them­selves as they went. To­day there was noth­ing of that wan, heavy de­pres­sion which com­mon­ly broods over the low­er class­es like the fore­bod­ing of dis­as­ter; they could not have looked more cheer­ful had all their hopes been ful­filled! A wom­an with a feath­erbed in her arms passed him and dis­ap­peared in­to the pawn­shop; and she looked ex­treme­ly well pleased. Were they re­al­ly so cheer­ful just be­cause they were go­ing to have a bit of a feast, while to do so they were mak­ing a suc­ces­sion of lean days yet lean­er? No, they were go­ing to keep fes­ti­val be­cause the Christ­mas spir­it pre­vailed in their hearts, be­cause they must keep hol­i­day, how­ev­er dear­ly it might cost them!

			It was on this night to be sure that Christ was born. Were the peo­ple so kind and cheer­ful on that ac­count?

			Pelle still knew by heart most of the Bible texts of his school­days. They had re­mained stowed away some­where in his mind, with­out bur­den­ing him or tak­ing up any room, and now and again they reap­peared and helped to build up his knowl­edge of mankind. But of Christ Him­self he had formed his own pri­vate pic­ture, from the day when as a boy he first stum­bled up­on the com­mand giv­en to the rich: to sell all that they had and to give to the starv­ing. But they took pre­cious good care not to do so; they took the great friend of the poor man and hanged him on high! He achieved no more than this, that He be­came a prom­ise to the poor; but per­haps it was this prom­ise that, af­ter two thou­sand years, they were now so solemn­ly cel­e­brat­ing!

			They had so long been silent, hold­ing them­selves in readi­ness, like the wise vir­gins in the Bible, and now at last it was com­ing! Now at last they were be­gin­ning to pro­claim the great Gospel of the Poor—it was a good­ly mo­tive for all this Christ­mas joy! Why did they not as­sem­ble the mul­ti­tudes on the night of Christ’s birth and an­nounce the Gospel to them? Then they would all un­der­stand the Cause and would join it then and there! There was a whirl of new liv­ing thoughts in Pelle’s head. He had not hith­er­to known that that in which he was par­tic­i­pat­ing was so great a thing. He felt that he was serv­ing the High­est.

			He stood a while in the mar­ket­place, silent­ly con­sid­er­ing the Christ­mas-trees—they led his thoughts back to the pas­ture on which he had herd­ed the cows, and the lit­tle wood of firs. It pleased him to buy a tree, and to take the chil­dren by sur­prise; the pre­vi­ous evening they had sat to­geth­er cut­ting out Christ­mas-tree dec­o­ra­tions, and Karl had fas­tened four fir-tree boughs to­geth­er to make a Christ­mas-tree.

			At the gro­cer’s he bought some sweets and Christ­mas can­dles. The gro­cer was go­ing about on tip­toe in hon­or of the day, and was serv­ing the dirty lit­tle urchins with cer­e­mo­ni­ous bows. He was “throw­ing things in,” and had quite for­got­ten his cus­tom­ary, “Here, you, don’t for­get that you still owe for two lots of tea and a quar­ter of cof­fee!” But he was cheat­ing with the scales as usu­al.

			Marie was go­ing about with rolled-up sleeves, and was very busy. But she dropped her work and came run­ning when she saw the tree. “It won’t stand here yet, Pelle,” she cried, “it will have to be cut short­er. It will have to be cut still short­er even now! Oh, how pret­ty it is! No, at the end there—at the end! We had a Christ­mas-tree at home; fa­ther went out him­self and cut it down on the cliffs; and we chil­dren went with him. But this one is much fin­er!” Then she ran out in­to the gang­way, in or­der to tell the news, but it sud­den­ly oc­curred to her that the boys had not come home yet, so she rushed in to Pelle once more.

			Pelle sat down to his work. From time to time he lift­ed his head and looked out. The seam­stress, who had just moved in­to Pip­man’s old den, and who was work­ing away at her snor­ing ma­chine, looked long­ing­ly at him. Of course she must be lone­ly; per­haps there was nowhere where she could spend the evening.

			Old Madam Frand­sen came out on her plat­form and shuf­fled down the steep stairs in her cloth slip­pers. The rope slipped through her trem­bling hands. She had a lit­tle bas­ket on her arm and a purse in her hand—she too looked so lone­ly, the poor old worm! She had now heard noth­ing of her son for three months. Madam Olsen called out to her and in­vit­ed her in, but the old wom­an shook her head. On the way back she looked in on Pelle.

			“He’s com­ing this evening,” she whis­pered de­light­ed­ly. “I’ve been buy­ing brandy and beef­steak for him, be­cause he’s com­ing this evening!”

			“Well, don’t be dis­ap­point­ed, Madam Frand­sen,” said Pelle, “but he daren’t ven­ture here any more. Come over to us in­stead and keep Christ­mas with us.”

			She nod­ded con­fi­dent­ly. “He’ll come tonight. On Christ­mas Eve he has al­ways slept in moth­er’s bed, ev­er since he could crawl, and he can’t do with­out it, not if I know my Fer­di­nand!” She had al­ready made up a bed for her­self on the chairs, so cer­tain was she.

			The po­lice ev­i­dent­ly thought as she did, for down in the court strange foot­steps were heard. It was just about twi­light, when so many were com­ing and go­ing un­re­marked. But at these steps a fe­male head popped back over the balustrade, a sharp cry was heard, and at the same mo­ment ev­ery gallery was filled with wom­en and chil­dren. They hung over the rails and made an ear­split­ting din, so that the whole deep, nar­row shaft was filled with an un­en­durable up­roar. It sound­ed as though a hur­ri­cane came rag­ing down through the shaft, sweep­ing with it a hail­storm of roof­ing-slates. The po­lice­man leaped back in­to the tun­nel-en­try, stu­pe­fied. He stood there a mo­ment re­cov­er­ing him­self be­fore he with­drew. Up­stairs, in the gal­leries, they leaned on the rails and re­cov­ered their breath, ex­haust­ed by the ter­rif­ic erup­tion; and then fell to chat­ter­ing like a flock of small birds that have been chas­ing a fly­ing hawk.

			“Mer­ry Christ­mas!” was now shout­ed from gallery to gallery. “Thanks, the same to you!” And the chil­dren shout­ed to one an­oth­er, “A jol­ly feast and all the best!” “A dain­ty feast for man and beast!”

			Christ­mas Eve was here! The men came shuf­fling home at a heavy trot, and the fac­to­ry-girls came rush­ing in. Here and there a fee­ble wail fil­tered out of one of the long cor­ri­dors, so that the milk-filled breast ached. Chil­dren in­ces­sant­ly ran in and out, fetch­ing the last in­gre­di­ents of the feast. Down by the ex­it in­to the street they had to push two tramps, who stood there shud­der­ing in the cold. They were sus­pi­cious-look­ing peo­ple. “There are two men down there, but they aren’t gen­uine,” said Karl. “They look as if they came out of a mu­sic-hall.”

			“Run over to old Madam Frand­sen and tell her that,” said Pelle. But her on­ly an­swer was, “God be thanked, then they haven’t caught him yet!”

			Over at Olsen’s their daugh­ter Elvi­ra had come home. The blind was not drawn, and she was stand­ing at the win­dow with her huge hat with flow­ers in it, al­low­ing her­self to be ad­mired. Marie came run­ning in. “Have you seen how fine she is, Pelle?” she said, quite stu­pe­fied. “And she gets all that for noth­ing from the gen­tle­men, just be­cause they think she’s so pret­ty. But at night she paints her naked back!”

			The chil­dren were run­ning about in the gang­way, wait­ing un­til Pelle should have fin­ished. They would not keep Christ­mas with­out him. But now he, too, had fin­ished work; he pulled on a jack­et, wrapped up his work, and ran off.

			Out on the plat­form he stood still for a mo­ment. He could see the light of the city glim­mer­ing in the deep, star-filled sky. The night was so solemn­ly beau­ti­ful. Be­low him the gal­leries were for­sak­en; they were creak­ing in the frost. All the doors were closed to keep the cold out and the joy in. “Down, down from the green fir-trees!”—it sound­ed from ev­ery cor­ner. The light shone through the win­dow and in all di­rec­tions through the wood­work. Sud­den­ly there was a dull boom­ing sound on the stairs—it was the hearse-driv­er stag­ger­ing home with a ham un­der ei­ther arm. Then all grew qui­et—qui­et as it nev­er was at oth­er times in the “Ark,” where night or day some­one was al­ways com­plain­ing. A child came out and lift­ed a pair of ques­tion­ing eyes, in or­der to look at the Star of Beth­le­hem! There was a light at Madam Frand­sen’s. She had hung a white sheet over the win­dow to­day, and had drawn it tight; the lamp stood close to the win­dow, so that any­one mov­ing with­in would cast no shad­ow across it.

			The poor old worm! thought Pelle, as he ran past; she might have spared her­self the trou­ble! When he had de­liv­ered his work he hur­ried over to Hol­berg Street, in or­der to wish Ellen a hap­py Christ­mas. The ta­ble was fine­ly decked out in his room when he got home; there was pork chops, rice boiled in milk, and Christ­mas beer. Marie was glow­ing with pride over her per­for­mance; she sat help­ing the oth­ers, but she her­self took noth­ing.

			“You ought to cook a din­ner as good as this ev­ery day, lass!” said Karl, as he set to. “God knows, you might well get a sit­u­a­tion in the King’s kitchen.”

			“Why don’t you eat any of this nice food?” said Pelle.

			“Oh, no, I can’t,” she replied, touch­ing her cheeks; her eyes beamed up­on him.

			They laughed and chat­tered and clinked their glass­es to­geth­er. Karl came out with the lat­est puns and the new­est street-songs; so he had gained some­thing by his scour­ing of the city streets. Pe­ter sat there look­ing im­pen­e­tra­bly now at one, now at an­oth­er; he nev­er laughed, but from time to time he made a dry re­mark by which one knew that he was amus­ing him­self. Now and again they looked over at old Madam Frand­sen’s win­dow—it was a pity that she wouldn’t be with them.

			Five can­dles were now burn­ing over there—they were ap­par­ent­ly fixed on a lit­tle Christ­mas tree which stood in a flow­er­pot. They twin­kled like dis­tant stars through the white cur­tain, and Madam Frand­sen’s voice sound­ed cracked and thin: “O thou joy­ful, O thou holy, mer­cy-bring­ing Christ­mas-tide!” Pelle opened his win­dow and lis­tened; he won­dered that the old wom­an should be so cheer­ful.

			Sud­den­ly a warn­ing voice sound­ed from be­low: “Madam Frand­sen, there are vis­i­tors com­ing!”

			Doors and win­dows flew open on the gal­leries round about. Peo­ple tum­bled out of door­ways, their food in their hands, and leaned over the rail­ings. “Who dares to dis­turb our Christ­mas re­joic­ings?” cried a deep, threat­en­ing voice.

			“The of­fi­cers of the law!” the re­ply came out of the dark­ness. “Keep qui­et, all of you—in the name of the law!”

			Over on Madam Frand­sen’s side two fig­ures be­came vis­i­ble, noise­less­ly run­ning up on all fours. Up­stairs noth­ing was hap­pen­ing; ap­par­ent­ly they had lost their heads. “Fer­di­nand, Fer­di­nand!” shrieked a girl’s voice wild­ly; “they’re com­ing now!”

			At the same mo­ment the door flew open, and with a leap Fer­di­nand stood on the plat­form. He flung a chair down at his pur­suers, and vi­o­lent­ly swayed the hand-rope, in or­der to sweep them off the steps. Then he seized the gut­ter and swung him­self up on­to the roof. “Good­bye, moth­er!” he cried from above, and his leap re­sound­ed in the dark­ness. “Good­bye, moth­er, and a mer­ry Christ­mas!” A howl like that of a wound­ed beast flung the alarm far out in­to the night, and they heard the stum­bling pur­suit of the po­lice­men over the roofs. And then all was still.

			They re­turned un­suc­cess­ful. “Well, then you haven’t got him!” cried Olsen, lean­ing out of his win­dow down be­low.

			“No; d’you think we are go­ing to break our necks for the like of him?” re­tort­ed the po­lice­men, as they scram­bled down. “Any­one go­ing to stand a glass of Christ­mas beer?” As no re­sponse fol­lowed, they de­part­ed.

			Old Madam Frand­sen went in­to her room and locked up; she was tired and wor­ried and want­ed to go to bed. But af­ter a time she came shuf­fling down the long gang­way. “Pelle,” she whis­pered, “he’s in bed in my room! While they were scram­bling about on the roofs he slipped qui­et­ly back over the gar­rets and got in­to my bed! Good God, he hasn’t slept in a bed for four months! He’s snor­ing al­ready!” And she slipped out again.

			Yes, that was an an­noy­ing in­ter­rup­tion! No one felt in­clined to be­gin all over again ex­cept­ing Karl, and Marie did not count him, as he was al­ways hun­gry. So she cleared away, gos­sip­ing as she went in and out; she did not like to see Pelle so se­ri­ous.

			“But the se­cret!” she cried of a sud­den, quite star­tled. The boys ran in to her; then they came back, close to­geth­er, with Marie be­hind them, car­ry­ing some­thing un­der her apron. The two boys flung them­selves up­on Pelle and closed his eyes, while Marie in­sert­ed some­thing in his mouth. “Guess now!” she cried, “guess now!” It was a porce­lain pipe with a green silken tas­sel. On the bowl of the pipe, which was Ellen’s Christ­mas gift, was a rep­re­sen­ta­tion of a ten-kro­ner note. The chil­dren had in­sert­ed a screw of to­bac­co. “Now you’ll be able to smoke prop­er­ly,” said Marie, purs­ing her lips to­geth­er round the mouth­piece; “you are so clever in ev­ery­thing else.”

			The chil­dren had in­vit­ed guests for the Christ­mas-tree; the seam­stress, the old night-watch­man from the court­yard, the fac­to­ry-hand with her lit­tle boy; all those who were sit­ting at home and keep­ing Christ­mas all alone. They didn’t know them­selves, there were so many of them! Hanne and her moth­er were in­vit­ed too, but they had gone to bed ear­ly—they were not in­clined for so­cia­bil­i­ty. One af­ter an­oth­er they were pulled in­to the room, and they came with cheer­ful faces. Marie turned the lamp out and went in to light up the Christ­mas tree.

			They sat in si­lence and ex­pec­ta­tion. The light from the stove flick­ered cheer­ful­ly to and fro in the room, light­ing up a face with closed eye­lids and ea­ger fea­tures, and dy­ing away with a lit­tle crash. The fac­to­ry hand’s lit­tle boy was the on­ly one to chat­ter; he had sought a refuge on Pelle’s knee and felt quite safe in the dark­ness; his child­ish voice sound­ed strange­ly bright in the fire­light. “Paul must be quite good and qui­et,” re­peat­ed the moth­er ad­mon­ish­ing­ly.

			“Mus’n’t Paul ’peak?” asked the child, feel­ing for Pelle’s face.

			“Yes, tonight Paul can do just as he likes,” replied Pelle. Then the young­ster chat­tered on and kicked out at the dark­ness with his lit­tle legs.

			“Now you can come!” cried Marie, and she opened the door lead­ing to the gang­way. In the chil­dren’s room ev­ery­thing had been cleared away. The Christ­mas-tree stood in the mid­dle, on the floor, and was blaz­ing with light. And how splen­did it was—and how tall! Now they could have a prop­er good look! The lights were re­flect­ed in their eyes, and in the win­dow­panes, and in the old ma­hogany-framed mir­ror, and the glass of the cheap pic­tures, so that they seemed sud­den­ly to be mov­ing about in the midst of myr­i­ads of stars, and for­got all their mis­eries. It was as though they had es­caped from all their griefs and cares, and had en­tered straight­way in­to glo­ry, and all of a sud­den a pure, clear voice arose, tremu­lous with em­bar­rass­ment, and the voice sang:

			
				
					“O lit­tle an­gel, make us glad!
					

					Down from high Heav­en’s halls
					

					Through sun­shine flown, in splen­dor clad,
					

					Earth’s shad­ow on thee falls!”
				

			

			It sound­ed like a greet­ing from the clouds. They closed their eyes and wan­dered, hand in hand, about the tree. Then the seam­stress fell silent, blush­ing. “You aren’t singing with me!” she cried.

			“We’ll sing the Yule Song—we all know that,” said Pelle.

			“Down, down from the high green tree!”—It was Karl who struck up. And they just did sing that! It fit­ted in so ad­mirably—even the name of Pe­ter fit­ted in! And it was great fun, too, when all the presents cropped up in the song; ev­ery sin­gle per­son was re­mem­bered! On­ly, the lines about the purse, at the end, were all too true! There wasn’t much more to be said for that song! But sud­den­ly the boys set the ring-dance go­ing; they stamped like a cou­ple of sol­diers, and then they all went whirling round in fran­tic move­ment—a re­al witch­es’ dance!

			
				
					“Hey dick­er dick,
					

					My man fell smack;
					

					It was on Christ­mas Eve!
					

					I took a stick
					

					And broke it on his back,
					

					It was on Christ­mas Eve!”
				

			

			How hot all the can­dles made it, and how it all went to one’s head! They had to open the door on to the gang­way.

			And there out­side stood the in­mates of the gar­rets, lis­ten­ing and cran­ing their necks. “Come in­side,” cried the boys. “There’s room enough if we make two rings!” So once again they moved round the tree, singing Christ­mas car­ols. Ev­ery time there was a pause some­body struck up a new car­ol, that had to be sung through. The doors op­po­site were open too, the old rag­pick­er sat at the head of his ta­ble singing on his own ac­count. He had a loaf of black bread and a plate of ba­con in front of him, and af­ter ev­ery car­ol he took a mouth­ful. In the oth­er door­way sat three coal-porters play­ing “six­ty-six” for beer and brandy. They sat fac­ing to­ward the Christ­mas-tree, and they joined in the singing as they played; but from time to time they broke off in the mid­dle of a verse in or­der to say some­thing or to cry “Trumped!” Now they sud­den­ly threw down their cards and came in­to the room. “We don’t want to sit here idle and look on while oth­ers are work­ing,” they said, and they joined the cir­cle.

			Fi­nal­ly they had all had enough of cir­cling round the tree and singing. So chairs and stools were brought in from the oth­er rooms; they had to squeeze close to­geth­er, right un­der the slop­ing roof, and some sat up on the win­dowsill. There was a clear cir­cle left round the Christ­mas-tree. And there they sat gos­sip­ing, crouch­ing in all sorts of dis­tort­ed pos­tures, as though that was the on­ly way in which their bod­ies could re­al­ly find re­pose, their arms hang­ing loose­ly be­tween their knees. But their faces were still ea­ger and ex­cit­ed; and the smoke from the can­dles and the crack­ling fir-boughs of the tree veiled them in a bluish cloud, through which they loomed as round as so many moons. The burn­ing tur­pen­tine gave the smoke a mys­te­ri­ous, al­lur­ing fra­grance, and the de­vout and at­ten­tive faces were like so many mur­mur­ing spir­its, hov­er­ing in the clouds, each above its out­worn body.

			Pelle sat there con­sid­er­ing them till his heart bled for them—that was his Christ­mas de­vo­tion. Poor storm-beat­en birds, what was this splen­did ex­pe­ri­ence which out­weighed all their pri­va­tions? On­ly a lit­tle light! And they looked as though they could fall down be­fore it and give up their lives! He knew the life’s sto­ry of each one of them bet­ter than they knew. But their faces were still ea­ger and ex­cit­ed; and they them­selves; when they ap­proached the light they al­ways burned them­selves in it, like the moths, they were so chilled!

			“All the same, that’s a queer in­ven­tion, when one thinks about it,” said one of the dock­ers, nod­ding to­ward the Christ­mas-tree. “But it’s fine. God knows what it re­al­ly is sup­posed to mean!”

			“It means that now the year is re­turn­ing to­ward the light again,” said the old night-watch­man.

			“No; it stands for the joy of the shep­herds over the birth of Christ,” said the rag­pick­er, step­ping in­to the door­way.

			“The shep­herds were poor folks, like our­selves, who lived in the dark­ness. That’s why they re­joiced so over Him, be­cause He came with the light.”

			“Well, it don’t seem to me we’ve been grant­ed such a ter­ri­ble deal of light! Oh, yes, the Christ­mas-tree here, that’s splen­did, Lord knows it is, and we should all of us like to thank the chil­dren for it—but one can’t have trees like that to set light to ev­ery day; and as for the sun—well, you see, the rich folks have got a mo­nop­oly of that!”

			“Yes, you are right there, Ja­cob,” said Pelle, who was mov­ing about round the tree, tak­ing down the hearts and pack­ages for the chil­dren, who dis­trib­uted the sweets. “You are all three of you right—cu­ri­ous­ly enough. The Christ­mas-tree is to re­mind us of Christ’s birth, and al­so that the year is re­turn­ing to­ward the sun—but that’s all the same thing. And then it’s to re­mind us, too, that we too ought to have a share in things; Christ was born es­pe­cial­ly to re­mind the poor of their rights! Yes, that is so! For the Lord God isn’t one to give long-wind­ed di­rec­tions as to how one should go ahead; He sends the sun rolling round the earth ev­ery day, and each of us must look out for him­self, and see how best he him­self can get in­to the sun­shine. It’s just like the wife of a pub­lic-house keep­er I re­mem­ber at home, who used to tell trav­ellers, ‘What would you like to eat? You can have ducks or pork chops or sweets—any­thing you’ve brought with you!’ ”

			“That was a dev­il­ish fun­ny state­ment!” said his hear­ers, laugh­ing.

			“Yes, it’s easy enough to in­vite one to all sorts of fine things when all the time one has to bring them along one’s self! You ought to have been a preach­er.”

			“He’d far bet­ter be the Dev­il’s ad­vo­cate!” said the old rag­pick­er. “For there’s not much Chris­tian­i­ty in what he says!”

			“But you your­self said that Christ came bring­ing light for the poor,” said Pelle; “and He Him­self said as much, quite plain­ly; what He want­ed was to make the blind to see and the dead to walk, and to re­store con­sid­er­a­tion to the de­spised and re­ject­ed. Al­so, He want­ed men to have faith!”

			“The blind shall see, the lame shall walk, the lep­er shall be clean, the deaf shall hear, and the dead shall arise, and the Word shall be preached to the poor,” said the rag­pick­er, cor­rect­ing Pelle. “You are dis­tort­ing the Scrip­tures, Pelle.”

			“But I don’t be­lieve He meant on­ly in­di­vid­u­al crip­ples—no, He meant all of us in our mis­ery, and all the temp­ta­tions that lie in wait for us. That’s how Preach­er Sort con­ceived it, and he was a god­ly, up­right man. He be­lieved the mil­len­ni­um would come for the poor, and that Christ was al­ready on the earth mak­ing ready for its com­ing.”

			The wom­en sat quite be­mused, lis­ten­ing with open mouths; they dared scarce­ly breathe. Paul was asleep on his moth­er’s lap.

			“Can He re­al­ly have thought about us poor ver­min, and so long be­fore­hand?” cried the men, look­ing from one to an­oth­er. “Then why haven’t we long ago got a bit more for­ward than this?”

			“Yes, I too don’t un­der­stand that,” said Pelle, hes­i­tat­ing. “Per­haps we our­selves have got to work our way in the right di­rec­tion—and that takes time.”

			“Yes, but—if He would on­ly give us prop­er con­di­tions of life. But if we have to win them for our­selves we don’t need any Christ for that!”

			This was some­thing that Pelle could not ex­plain even to him­self, al­though he felt it with­in him as a liv­ing con­vic­tion, A man must win what was due to him him­self—that was clear as the day, and he couldn’t un­der­stand how they could be blind to the fact; but why he must do so he couldn’t—how­ev­er he racked his brains—ex­plain to an­oth­er per­son. “But I can tell you a sto­ry,” he said.

			“But a prop­er ex­cit­ing sto­ry!” cried Earl, who was feel­ing bored. “Oh, if on­ly Vinslev were here—he has such droll ideas!”

			“Be qui­et, boy!” said Marie cross­ly. “Pelle makes prop­er speech­es—be­fore whole meet­ings,” she said, nod­ding solemn­ly to the oth­ers. “What is the sto­ry called?”

			“Howl­ing Pe­ter.”

			“Oh, it’s a sto­ry with Pe­ter in it—then it’s a fairy­tale! What is it about?”

			“You’ll know that when you hear it, my child,” said the old night-watch­man.

			“Yes, but then one can’t en­joy it when it comes out right. Isn’t it a sto­ry about a boy who goes out in­to the world?”

			“The sto­ry is about”—Pelle bethought him­self a mo­ment; “the sto­ry is about the birth of Christ,” he said quick­ly, and then blushed a deep red at his own au­dac­i­ty. But the oth­ers looked dis­ap­point­ed, and set­tled them­selves de­cent­ly and stared at the floor, as though they had been in church.

			And then Pelle told them the sto­ry of Howl­ing Pe­ter; who was born and grew up in pover­ty and grief, un­til he was big and strong, and ev­ery man’s cur to kick. For it was the great­est pity to see this fine­ly-made fel­low, who was so full of fear and mis­ery that if even a girl so much as touched him he must flood him­self with tears; and the on­ly way out of his mis­ery was the rope. What a dis­grace it was, that he should have earned his dai­ly bread and yet have been kept in the work­house, as though they did him a kind­ness in al­low­ing him a hole to creep in­to there, when with his ca­pac­i­ty for work he could have got on any­where! And it be­came quite un­en­durable as he grew up and was still mis­used by all the world, and treat­ed like a dog. But then, all of a sud­den, he broke the mag­ic spell, struck down his tor­men­tors, and leaped out in­to the day­light as the bold­est of them all!

			They drew a deep breath when he had fin­ished. Marie clapped her hands. “That was a re­al fairy­tale!” she cried. Karl threw him­self up­on Pe­ter and pum­meled away at him, al­though that se­ri­ous-mind­ed lad was any­thing but a tyrant!

			They cheer­ful­ly talked the mat­ter over. Ev­ery­body had some­thing to say about Howl­ing Pe­ter. “That was damned well done,” said the men; “he thrashed the whole crew from be­gin­ning to end; a fine fel­low that! And a strong one too! But why the dev­il did he take such a long time about it? And put up with all that?”

			“Yes, it isn’t quite so easy for us to un­der­stand that—not for us, who boast such a lot about our rights!” said Pelle, smil­ing.

			“Well, you’re a clever chap, and you’ve told it us prop­er­ly!” cried the cheer­ful Ja­cob. “But if ev­er you need a fist, there’s mine!” He seized and shook Pelle’s hand.

			The can­dles had long burned out, but they did not no­tice it.

			Their eyes fas­tened on Pelle’s as though seek­ing some­thing, with a pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion in which a ques­tion plain­ly came and went. And sud­den­ly they over­whelmed him with ques­tions. They want­ed to know enough, any­how! He main­tained that a whole world of splen­dors be­longed to them, and now they were in a hur­ry to get pos­ses­sion of them. Even the old rag­pick­er let him­self be car­ried away with the rest; it was too al­lur­ing, the idea of giv­ing way to a lit­tle in­tox­i­ca­tion, even if the ev­ery­day world was to come af­ter it.

			Pelle stood among them all, strong and hearty, lis­ten­ing to all their ques­tions with a con­fi­dent smile. He knew all that was to be theirs—even if it couldn’t come just at once. It was a mat­ter of pa­tience and per­se­ver­ance; but that they couldn’t un­der­stand just now. When they had at last en­tered in­to their glo­ry they would know well enough how to pro­tect it. He had no doubts; he stood there among them like their em­bod­ied con­scious­ness, hap­pi­ly grow­ing from deeply-buried roots.

		
	
		
			XIII

			From the foun­da­tions of the “Ark” rose a pe­cu­liar sound, a stum­bling, coun­tri­fied foot­step, drag­ging it­self in heavy foot­gear over the flag­stones. All Pelle’s blood rushed to his heart; he threw down his work, and with a leap was on the gallery, quite con­vinced that this was on­ly an emp­ty dream. … But there be­low in the court stood Fa­ther Lasse in the flesh, star­ing up through the tim­bers, as though he couldn’t be­lieve his own eyes. He had a sack filled with rub­bish on his back.

			“Hal­lo!” cried Pelle, tak­ing the stairs in long leaps. “Hal­lo!”

			“Good day, my lad!” said Lasse, in a voice trem­bling with emo­tion, con­sid­er­ing his son with his lash­less eyes. “Yes, here you have Fa­ther Lasse—if you will have him. But where, re­al­ly, did you come from? Seems to me you fell down from heav­en?”

			Pelle took his fa­ther’s sack. “You just come up with me,” he said. “You can trust the stairs all right; they are stronger than they look.”

			“Then they are like Lasse,” an­swered the old man, trudg­ing up close be­hind him; the straps of his half-Welling­tons were peep­ing out at the side, and he was quite the old man. At ev­ery land­ing he stood still and ut­tered his com­ments on his sur­round­ings. Pelle had to ad­mon­ish him to be silent.

			“One doesn’t dis­cuss ev­ery­thing aloud here. It might so eas­i­ly be re­gard­ed as crit­i­cism,” he said.

			“No, re­al­ly? Well, one must learn as long as one lives. But just look how they stand about chat­ter­ing up here! There must be a whole court­yard-full! Well, well. I won’t say any more. I knew they lived one on top of an­oth­er, but I didn’t think there’d be so lit­tle room here. To hang the back­yard out in front of the kitchen door, one on top of an­oth­er, that’s just like the birds that build all on one bough. Lord God, sup­pose it was all to come tum­bling down one fine day!”

			“And do you live here?” he cried, gaz­ing in a dis­il­lu­sioned man­ner round the room with its slop­ing ceil­ing. “I’ve of­ten won­dered how you were fixed up over here. A few days ago I met a man at home who said they were talk­ing about you al­ready; but one wouldn’t think so from your lodg­ings. How­ev­er, it isn’t far to heav­en, any­how!”

			Pelle was silent. He had come to love his den, and his whole life here; but Fa­ther Lasse con­tin­ued to en­large up­on his hopes of his son’s re­spectabil­i­ty and pros­per­i­ty, and he felt ashamed. “Did you imag­ine I was liv­ing in one of the roy­al palaces?” he said, rather bit­ter­ly.

			Lasse looked at him kind­ly and laid both hands on his shoul­ders. “So big and strong as you’ve grown, lad,” he said, won­der­ing. “Well, and now you have me here too! But I won’t be a bur­den to you. No, but at home it had grown so dis­mal af­ter what hap­pened at Due’s, that I got ready with­out send­ing you word. And then I was able to come over with one of the skip­pers for noth­ing.”

			“But what’s this about Due?” asked Pelle. “I hope noth­ing bad?”

			“Good God, haven’t you heard? He re­venged him­self on his wife be­cause he dis­cov­ered her with the Con­sul. He had been ab­so­lute­ly blind, and had on­ly be­lieved the best of her, un­til he sur­prised her in her sin. Then he killed her, her and the chil­dren they had to­geth­er, and went to the au­thor­i­ties and gave him­self up. But the youngest, whom any­one could see was the Con­sul’s, he didn’t touch. Oh, it was a dread­ful mis­for­tune! Be­fore he gave him­self up to the po­lice he came to me; he want­ed just one last time to be with some­one who would talk it over with him with­out hypocrisy. ‘I’ve stran­gled An­na,’ he said, as soon as he had sat down. ‘It had to be, and I’m not sor­ry. I’m not sor­ry. The chil­dren that were mine, too. I’ve dealt hon­est­ly with them.’ Yes, yes, he had dealt hon­est­ly with the poor things! ‘I just want­ed to say good­bye to you, Lasse, for my life’s over now, hap­py as I might have been, with my con­tent­ed na­ture. But An­na al­ways want­ed to be climb­ing, and if I got on it was her shame I had to thank for it. I nev­er want­ed any­thing fur­ther than the sim­ple hap­pi­ness of the poor man—a good wife and a few chil­dren—and now I must go to prison! God be thanked that An­na hasn’t lived to see that! She was fin­er in her feel­ings than the rest, and she had to de­ceive in or­der to get on in the world.’ So he sat there, talk­ing of the dead, and one couldn’t no­tice any feel­ing in him. I wouldn’t let him see how sick at heart he made me feel. For him it was the best thing, so long as his con­science could sleep easy. ‘Your eyes are wa­ter­ing, Lasse,’ he said qui­et­ly; ‘you should bathe them a bit; they say urine is good.’ Yes, God knows, my eyes did wa­ter! God of my life, yes! Then he stood up. ‘You, too, Lasse, you haven’t much longer life grant­ed you,’ he said, and he gave me his hand. ‘You are grow­ing old now. But you must give Pelle my greet­ings—he’s safe to get on!’ ”

			Pelle sat mourn­ful­ly lis­ten­ing to the dis­mal sto­ry. But he shud­dered at the last words. He had so of­ten heard the ex­pres­sion of that an­tic­i­pa­tion of his good for­tune, which they all seemed to feel, and had re­joiced to hear it; it was, af­ter all, on­ly an echo of his own self-con­fi­dence. But now it weighed up­on him like a bur­den. It was al­ways those who were sink­ing who be­lieved in his luck; and as they sank they flung their hopes up­ward to­ward him. A griev­ous fash­ion was this in which his good for­tune was proph­e­sied! A ter­ri­ble and griev­ous bless­ing it was that was spo­ken over him and his suc­cess in life by this man ded­i­cat­ed to death, even as he stepped up­on the scaf­fold. Pelle sat star­ing at the floor with­out a sign of life, a brood­ing ex­pres­sion on his face; his very soul was shud­der­ing at the fore­bod­ing of a su­per­hu­man bur­den; and sud­den­ly a light was flashed be­fore his eyes; there could nev­er be hap­pi­ness for him alone—the fairy­tale was dead! He was bound up with all the oth­ers—he must par­take of hap­pi­ness or mis­for­tune with them; that was why the un­for­tu­nate Due gave him his bless­ing. In his soul he was con­scious of Due’s dif­fi­cult jour­ney, as though he him­self had to en­dure the hor­ror of it. And Fine An­na, who must clam­ber up over his own fam­i­ly and tread them in the dust! Nev­er again could he wrench him­self quite free as be­fore! He had al­ready en­coun­tered much un­hap­pi­ness and had learned to hate its cause. But this was some­thing more—this was very af­flic­tion it­self!

			“Yes,” sighed Lasse, “a lucky thing that Broth­er Kalle did not live to see all this. He worked him­self to skin and bone for his chil­dren, and now, for all thanks, he lied buried in the poor­house bury­ing-ground. Al­bi­nus, who trav­els about the coun­try as a con­jur­er, was the on­ly one who had a thought for him; but the mon­ey came too late, al­though it was sent by tele­graph. Have you ev­er heard of a con­jur­ing-trick like that—to send mon­ey from Eng­land to Born­holm over the tele­graph ca­ble? A dev­il­ish clever ac­ro­bat! Well, Broth­er Kalle, he knew all sorts of con­jur­ing-tricks too, but he didn’t learn them abroad. They had heard noth­ing at all of Al­fred at the fu­ner­al. He be­longs to the fine folks now and has cut off all con­nec­tion with his poor re­la­tions. He has been ap­point­ed to var­i­ous posts of hon­or, and they say he’s a reg­u­lar blood­hound to­ward the poor—a man’s al­ways worst to­ward his own kind. But the fine folks, they say, they think great things of him.”

			Pelle heard the old man’s speech on­ly as a mo­not­o­nous trick­le of sound.

			Due, Due, the best, the most good-na­tured man he knew, who cham­pi­oned An­na’s il­le­git­i­mate child against her own moth­er, and loved her like his own, be­cause she was de­fence­less and need­ed his love—Due was now to lay his head on the scaf­fold! So dear­ly bought was the ful­fil­ment of his wish, to ob­tain a pair of hors­es and be­come a coach­man! He had ob­tained the hors­es and a car­riage on cred­it, and had him­self made up for the in­stal­ments and the in­ter­est—the Con­sul had mere­ly stood se­cu­ri­ty for him. And for this hum­ble suc­cess he was now tread­ing the path of shame! His steps echoed in Pelle’s soul; Pelle did not know how he was go­ing to bear it. He longed for his for­mer ob­tuse­ness.

			Lasse con­tin­ued to chat­ter. For him it was fate—griev­ous and heavy, but it could not be oth­er­wise. And the meet­ing with Pelle had stirred up so many mem­o­ries; he was quite ex­cit­ed. Ev­ery­thing he saw amused him. How­ev­er did any­body hit on the idea of pack­ing folks away like this, one on top of an­oth­er, like her­rings in a bar­rel? And at home on Born­holm there were whole stretch­es of coun­try where no one lived at all! He did not ven­ture to ap­proach the win­dow, but pru­dent­ly stood a lit­tle way back in the room, look­ing out over the roofs. There, too, was a crazy ar­range­ment! One could count the ears in a corn­field as eas­i­ly as the hous­es over here!

			Pelle called Marie, who had dis­creet­ly re­mained in her own room. “This is my fos­ter-moth­er,” he said, with his arm round her shoul­ders. “And that is Fa­ther Lasse, whom you are fond of al­ready, so you al­ways say. Now can you get us some break­fast?” He gave her mon­ey.

			“She’s a good girl, that she is,” said Lasse, feel­ing in his sack. “She shall have a present. There’s a red ap­ple,” he said to Marie, when she re­turned; “you must eat it, and then you’ll be my sweet­heart.” Marie smiled grave­ly and looked at Pelle.

			They bor­rowed the old clothes deal­er’s hand­cart and went across to the ap­ple barges to fetch Lasse’s be­long­ings. He had sold most of them in or­der not to bring too great a load to the city. But he had re­tained a bed­stead with bed­ding, and all sorts of oth­er things. “And then I have still to give you greet­ings from Sort and Marie Nielsen,” he said.

			Pelle blushed. “I owe her a few words, but over here I quite for­got it some­how! And I have half promised her my por­trait. I must see now about send­ing it.”

			“Yes, do,” said Fa­ther Lasse. “I don’t know how close you two stand to each oth­er, but she was a good wom­an. And those who stay be­hind, they’re sad when they’re for­got­ten. Re­mem­ber that.”

			At mid­day Lasse had ti­died him­self a tri­fle and be­gan to brush his hat.

			“What now?” in­quired Pelle. “You don’t want to go out all alone?”

			“I want to go out and look at the city a bit,” replied Lasse, as though it were quite a mat­ter of course. “I want to find some work, and per­haps I’ll go and have a peep at the king for once. You need on­ly ex­plain in which di­rec­tion I must go.”

			“You had bet­ter wait un­til I can come with you—you’ll on­ly lose your­self.”

			“Shall I do that?” replied Lasse, of­fend­ed. “But I found my way here alone, I seem to re­mem­ber!”

			“I can go with the old man!” said Marie.

			“Yes, you come with the old man, then no one can say he has lost his youth!” cried Lasse jest­ing­ly, as he took her hand. “I think we two shall be good friends.”

			To­ward evening they re­turned. “There are folks enough here,” said Lasse, pant­ing, “but there doesn’t seem to be a su­per­fluity of work. I’ve been ask­ing first this one and then that, but no one will have me. Well, that’s all right! If they won’t, I can just put a spike on my stick and set to work col­lect­ing the bits of pa­per in the streets, like the oth­er old men; I can at least do that still.”

			“But I can’t give my con­sent to that,” replied Pelle forcibly. “My fa­ther shan’t be­come a scav­enger!”

			“Well—but I must get some­thing to do, or I shall go back home again. I’m not go­ing to go idling about here while you work.”

			“But you can sure­ly rest and en­joy a lit­tle com­fort in your old days, fa­ther. How­ev­er, we shall soon see.”

			“I can rest, can I? I had bet­ter lie on my back and let my­self be fed like a long-clothes child! On­ly I don’t be­lieve my back would stand it!”

			They had placed Lasse’s bed with the foot­board un­der the slop­ing ceil­ing; there was just room enough for it. Pelle felt like a lit­tle boy when he went to bed that night; it was so many years since he had slept in the same room as Fa­ther Lasse. But in the night he was op­pressed by evil dreams; Due’s dread­ful fate pur­sued him in his sleep. His en­er­get­ic, good-hu­mored face went drift­ing through the end­less gray­ness, the head bowed low, the hands chained be­hind him, a heavy iron chain was about his neck, and his eyes were fixed on the ground as though he were search­ing the very abyss. When Pelle awoke it was be­cause Fa­ther Lasse stood bend­ing over his bed, feel­ing his face, as in the days of his child­hood.

		
	
		
			XIV

			Lasse would not sit idle, and was busi­ly em­ployed in run­ning about the city in search of work. When he spoke to Pelle he put a cheer­ful face on a bad busi­ness; and looked hope­ful; but the cap­i­tal had al­ready dis­il­lu­sioned him. He could not un­der­stand all this hub­bub, and felt that he was too old to en­ter in­to it and fath­om its mean­ing—be­sides, per­haps it had none! It re­al­ly looked as though ev­ery­body was just run­ning to and fro and fol­low­ing his own nose, with­out trou­bling in the least about all the rest. And there were no greet­ings when you passed folks in the street; the whole thing was more than Lasse could un­der­stand. “I ought to have stayed at home,” he would of­ten think.

			And as for Pelle—well, Pelle was tak­en up with his own af­fairs! That was on­ly to be ex­pect­ed in a man. He ran about go­ing to meet­ings and ag­i­tat­ing, and had a great deal to do; his thoughts were con­tin­u­al­ly oc­cu­pied, so that there was no time for fa­mil­iar gos­sip as in the old days. He was en­gaged, more­over, so that what time was not de­vot­ed to the La­bor move­ment was giv­en to his sweet­heart. How the boy had grown, and how he had al­tered, bod­i­ly and in ev­ery way! Lasse had a feel­ing that he on­ly reached up to Pelle’s belt nowa­days. He had grown ter­ri­bly se­ri­ous, and was quite the man; he looked as though he was ready to grasp the reins of some­thing or oth­er; you would nev­er, to look at him, have thought that he was on­ly a jour­ney­man cob­bler. There was an air of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty about him—just a lit­tle too much may be!

			Marie got in­to the way of ac­com­pa­ny­ing the old man. They had be­come good friends, and there was plen­ty for them to gos­sip over. She would take him to the court­yard of the Berlingske Tidende, where the peo­ple in search of work ed­died about the ad­ver­tise­ment board, fill­ing up the gate­way and form­ing a crowd in the street out­side.

			“We shall nev­er get in there!” said Lasse de­ject­ed­ly. But Marie worked her­self for­ward; when peo­ple scold­ed her she scold­ed them back. Lasse was quite hor­ri­fied by the lan­guage the child used; but it was a great help!

			Marie read out the dif­fer­ent no­tices, and Lasse made his com­ments on ev­ery one, and when the by­standers laughed Lasse gazed at them un­com­pre­hend­ing­ly, then laughed with them, and nod­ded his head mer­ri­ly. He en­tered in­to ev­ery­thing.

			“What do you say? Gen­tle­man’s coach­man? Yes, I can drive a pair of hors­es well enough, but per­haps I’m not fine enough for the gen­try—I’m afraid my nose would drip!”

			He looked about him im­por­tant­ly, like a child that is un­der ob­ser­va­tion. “But er­rand boy—that isn’t so bad. We’ll make a note of that. There’s no great skill need­ed to be ev­ery­body’s dog! House porter! Deuce take it—there one need on­ly sit down­stairs and make an­gry faces out of a base­ment win­dow! We’ll look in there and try our luck.”

			They im­pressed the ad­dress­es on their minds un­til they knew them by heart, and then squeezed their way out through the crowd. “Damn fun­ny old codger!” said the peo­ple, look­ing af­ter him with a smile—Lasse was quite high-spir­it­ed. They went from house to house, but no one had any use for him. The peo­ple on­ly laughed at the bro­ken old fig­ure with the wide-toed boots.

			“They laugh at me,” said Lasse, quite cast down; “per­haps be­cause I still look a bit coun­tri­fied. But that af­ter all can soon be over­come.”

			“I be­lieve it’s be­cause you are so old and yet want to get work,” said Marie.

			“Do you think it can be on that ac­count? Yet I’m on­ly just sev­en­ty, and on both my fa­ther’s and moth­er’s side we have al­most all lived to nine­ty. Do you re­al­ly think that’s it? If they’d on­ly let me set to work they’d soon see there’s still strength in old Lasse! Many a younger fel­low would sit on his back­side for sheer as­ton­ish­ment. But what are those peo­ple there, who stand there and look so dis­mal and keep their hands in their pock­ets?”

			“Those are the un­em­ployed; it’s a slack time for work, and they say it will get still worse.”

			“And all those who were crowd­ing round the no­tice-board—were they idle hands too?”

			Marie nod­ded.

			“But then it’s worse here than at home—there at least we al­ways have the stone-cut­ting when there is noth­ing else. And I had re­al­ly be­lieved that the good time had al­ready be­gun over here!”

			“Pelle says it will soon come,” said Marie con­sol­ing­ly.

			“Yes, Pelle—he can well talk. He is young and healthy and has the time be­fore him.”

			Lasse was in a bad tem­per; noth­ing seemed right to him. In or­der to give him plea­sure, Marie took him to see the guard changed, which cheered him a lit­tle.

			“Those are smart fel­lows tru­ly,” he said. “Hey, hey, how they hold them­selves! And fine clothes too. But that they know well enough them­selves! Yes—I’ve nev­er been a king’s sol­dier. I went up for it when I was young and felt I’d like it; I was a smart fel­low then, you can take my word for it! But they wouldn’t have me; my fig­ure wouldn’t do, they said; I had worked too hard, from the time I was quite a child. They’d got it in­to their heads in those days that a man ought to be made just so-and-so. I think it’s to please the fine ladies. Oth­er­wise I, too, might have de­fend­ed my coun­try.”

			Down by the Ex­change the road­way was bro­ken up; a crowd of navvies were at work dig­ging out the foun­da­tion for a con­duit. Lasse grew quite ex­cit­ed, and hur­ried up to them.

			“That would be the sort of thing for me,” he said, and he stood there and fell in­to a dream at the sight of the work. Ev­ery time the work­ers swung their picks he fol­lowed the move­ment with his old head. He drew clos­er and clos­er. “Hi,” he said to one of the work­ers, who was tak­ing a breath, “can a man get tak­en on here?”

			The man took a long look at him. “Get tak­en on here?” he cried, turn­ing more to his com­rades than to Lasse. “Ah, you’d like to, would you? Here you for­eign­ers come run­ning, from Fu­nen and Mid­dle­fart, and want to take the bread out of the mouths of us na­tives. Get away with you, you Jut­land car­rion!” Laugh­ing, he swung his pick over his head.

			Lasse drew slow­ly hack. “But he was an­gry!” he said de­ject­ed­ly to Marie.

			In the evening Pelle had to go to all his var­i­ous meet­ings, what­ev­er they might be. He had a great deal to do, and, hard as he worked, the sit­u­a­tion still re­mained un­fa­vor­able. It was by no means so easy a thing, to break the back of pover­ty!

			“You just look af­ter your own af­fairs,” said Lasse. “I sit here and chat a lit­tle with the chil­dren—and then I go to bed. I don’t know why, but my body gets fonder and fonder of bed, al­though I’ve nev­er been con­sid­ered lazy ex­act­ly. It must be the grave that’s call­ing me. But I can’t go about idle any longer—I’m quite stiff in my body from do­ing it.”

			For­mer­ly Lasse nev­er used to speak of the grave; but now he had seem­ing­ly rec­on­ciled him­self to the idea. “And the city is so big and so con­fus­ing,” he told the chil­dren. “And the lit­tle one has put by soon runs through one’s fin­gers.”

			He found it much eas­i­er to con­fide his trou­bles to them. Pelle had grown so big and so se­ri­ous that he ab­so­lute­ly in­spired re­spect. One could take no re­al plea­sure in wor­ry­ing him with triv­i­al­i­ties.

			But with the chil­dren he found him­self in tune. They had to con­tend with lit­tle ob­sta­cles and dif­fi­cul­ties, just as he did, and could grasp all his trou­bles. They gave him good, prac­ti­cal ad­vice, and in re­turn he gave them his se­nile words of wis­dom.

			“I don’t ex­act­ly know why it is so,” he said, “but this great city makes me quite con­fused and queer in the head. To men­tion noth­ing else, no one here knows me and looks af­ter me when I go by. That takes all the courage out of my knees. At home there was al­ways one or an­oth­er who would turn his head and say to him­self, ‘Look, there goes old Lasse, he’ll be go­ing down to the har­bor to break stone; dev­il take me, but how he holds him­self!’ Many a man would nod to me too, and I my­self knew ev­ery sec­ond man. Here they all go run­ning by as if they were crazy! I don’t un­der­stand how you man­age to find em­ploy­ment here, Karl?”

			“Oh, that’s quite easy,” replied the boy. “About six in the morn­ing I get to the veg­etable mar­ket; there is al­ways some­thing to be de­liv­ered for the small deal­ers who can’t keep a man. When the veg­etable mar­ket is over I de­liv­er flow­ers for the gar­den­ers. That’s a very un­cer­tain busi­ness, for I get noth­ing more than the tips. And be­sides that I run wher­ev­er I think there’s any­thing go­ing. To the East Bridge and out to Fred­eriks­burg. And I have a few reg­u­lar places too, where I go ev­ery af­ter­noon for an hour and de­liv­er goods. There’s al­ways some­thing if one runs about prop­er­ly.”

			“And does that pro­vide you with an av­er­age good em­ploy­ment ev­ery day?” said Lasse won­der­ing­ly. “The ar­range­ment looks to me a lit­tle un­cer­tain. In the morn­ing you can’t be sure you will have earned any­thing when the night comes.”

			“Ah, Karl is so quick,” said Marie know­ing­ly. “When the times are or­di­nar­i­ly good he can earn a kro­ne a day reg­u­lar­ly.”

			“And that could re­al­ly be made a reg­u­lar call­ing?” No, Lasse couldn’t un­der­stand it.

			“Very of­ten it’s evening be­fore I have earned any­thing at all, but one just has to stir one’s stumps; there’s al­ways some­thing or oth­er if one knows where to look for it.”

			“What do you think—sup­pose I were to go with you?” said Lasse thought­ful­ly.

			“You can’t do that, be­cause I run the whole time. Re­al­ly you’d do much bet­ter to hide one of your arms.”

			“Hide one of my arms?” said Lasse won­der­ing­ly.

			“Yes—stick one arm un­der your coat and then go up to peo­ple and ask them for some­thing. That wouldn’t be any trou­ble to you, you look like an in­valid.”

			“Do I, in­deed?” asked Lasse, blink­ing his eyes. “I nev­er knew that be­fore. But even if that were so I shouldn’t like to beg at peo­ple’s doors. I don’t think any­one will get old Lasse to do that.”

			“Then go along to the lime works—they are look­ing for stone-break­ers these days,” said the om­ni­scient young­ster.

			“Now you are talk­ing!” said Lasse; “so they have stone here? Yes, I brought my stone­cut­ter’s tools with me, and if there’s one thing on earth I long to do it is to be able to bang away at a stone again!”

		
	
		
			XV

			Pelle was now a man; he was able to look af­ter his own af­fairs and a lit­tle more be­sides; and he was ca­pa­ble of weigh­ing one cir­cum­stance against an­oth­er. He had thrust aside his hor­ror con­cern­ing Due’s fate, and once again saw light in the fu­ture. But this hor­ror still lurked with­in his mind, cor­rod­ing ev­ery­thing else, lend­ing ev­ery­thing a gloomy, sin­is­ter hue. Over his brow brood­ed a dark cloud, as to which he him­self was not quite clear. But Ellen saw it and stroked it away with her soft fin­gers, in or­der to make it dis­ap­pear. It formed a cu­ri­ous con­trast to his fresh, rud­dy face, like a mean­ing­less threat up­on a fine spring day.

			He be­gan to be con­scious of con­fi­dence like a sus­tain­ing strength. It was not on­ly in the “Ark” that he was idol­ized; his com­rades looked up to him; if there was any­thing im­por­tant in hand their eyes in­vol­un­tar­i­ly turned to him. Al­though he had, thought­less­ly enough, well-nigh wrecked the or­gan­ism in or­der to come to grips with Mey­er, he had ful­ly made up for his ac­tion, and the Union was now stronger than ev­er, and this was his do­ing. So he could stretch his limbs and give a lit­tle thought to his own af­fairs.

			He and Ellen felt a warm long­ing to come to­geth­er and live in their own lit­tle home. There were many ob­jec­tions that might be op­posed to such a course, and he was not blind to them. Pelle was a valiant work­er, but his earn­ings were not so large that one could found a fam­i­ly on them; it was the naked truth that even a good work­er could not prop­er­ly sup­port a wife and chil­dren. He count­ed on chil­dren as a mat­ter of course, and the day would come al­so when Fa­ther Lasse would no longer be able to earn his dai­ly bread. But that day lay still in the re­mote fu­ture, and, on the oth­er hand, it was no more ex­pen­sive to live with a com­pan­ion than alone—if that com­pan­ion was a good and sav­ing wife. If a man meant to en­joy some lit­tle share of the joy of life, he must close his eyes and leap over all ob­sta­cles, and for once put his trust in the ex­cep­tion­al.

			“It’ll soon be bet­ter, too,” said Ma­son Stolpe. “Things look bad now in most trades, but you see your­self, how ev­ery­thing is draw­ing to a great cri­sis. Give progress a kick be­hind and ask her to hur­ry her­self a lit­tle—there’s some­thing to be gained by that. A man ought to mar­ry while he’s still young; what’s the good of go­ing about and han­ker­ing af­ter one an­oth­er?”

			Madam Stolpe was, as al­ways, of his opin­ion. “We mar­ried and en­joyed the sweet­ness of it while our blood was still young. That’s why we have some­thing now that we can de­pend on,” she said sim­ply, look­ing at Pelle.

			So it was de­ter­mined that the wed­ding should be held that spring. In March the youngest son would com­plete his ap­pren­tice­ship, so that the wed­ding feast and the jour­ney­man’s feast could be cel­e­brat­ed si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly.

			On the canal, just op­po­site the prison, a lit­tle two-roomed dwelling was stand­ing va­cant, and this they rent­ed. Ma­son Stolpe want­ed to have the young cou­ple to live out by the North Bridge, “among re­spectable peo­ple,” but Pelle had be­come at­tached to this quar­ter. More­over, he had a host of cus­tomers there, which would give him a foothold, and there, too, were the canals. For Pelle, the canals were a win­dow open­ing on the out­er world; they gave his mind a sense of lib­er­ty; he al­ways felt op­pressed among the stone walls by the North Bridge. Ellen let him choose—it was in­dif­fer­ent to her where they lived. She would glad­ly have gone to the end of the world with him, in or­der to yield her­self.

			She had saved a lit­tle mon­ey in her sit­u­a­tion, and Pelle al­so had a lit­tle put by; he was wise in his gen­er­a­tion, and cut down all their ne­ces­si­ties. When Ellen was free they rum­maged about buy­ing things for their home. Many things they bought sec­ond­hand, for cheap­ness, but not for the bed­room; there ev­ery­thing was to be brand-new!

			It was a glo­ri­ous time, in which ev­ery hour was full of its own rich sig­nif­i­cance; there was no room for brood­ing or for care. Ellen of­ten came run­ning in to drag him from his work; he must come with her and look at some­thing or oth­er—one could get it so cheap—but quick­ly, quick­ly, be­fore it should be gone! On her “off” Sun­days she would re­duce the lit­tle home to or­der, and af­ter­ward they would walk arm in arm through the city, and vis­it the old peo­ple.

			Pelle had had so much to do with the af­fairs of oth­ers, and had giv­en so lit­tle thought to his own, that it was de­light­ful, for once in a way, to be able to rest and think of him­self. The crowd­ed out­er world went drift­ing far away from him; he bare­ly glanced at it as he built his nest; he thought no more about so­cial prob­lems than the birds that nest in spring.

			And one day Pelle car­ried his pos­ses­sions to his new home, and for the last time lay down to sleep in the “Ark.” There was no fu­ture for any­one here; on­ly the ship­wrecked sought an abid­ing refuge with­in these walls. It was time for Pelle to move on. Yet from all this ragged­ness and over­crowd­ing rose a voice which one did not hear else­where; a care­less twit­ter­ing, like that of un­lucky birds that sit and plume their feath­ers when a lit­tle sun­light falls on them. He looked back on the time he had spent here with pen­sive melan­choly.

			On the night be­fore his wed­ding he lay rest­less­ly toss­ing to and fro. Some­thing seemed to fol­low him in his sleep. At last he woke, and was sen­si­ble of a sti­fled moan­ing, that came and went with long in­ter­vals in be­tween, as though the “Ark” it­self were moan­ing in an evil dream. Sud­den­ly he stood up, lit the lamp, and be­gan to pol­ish his wed­ding-boots, which were still on the lasts, so that they might re­tain their hand­some shape. Lasse was still asleep, and the long gang­way out­side lay still in slum­ber.

			The sound re­turned, loud­er and more long-drawn, and some­thing about it re­mind­ed him of Stone Farm, and awaked the hor­ror of his child­ish days. He sat and sweat­ed at his work. Sud­den­ly he heard some­one out­side—some­one who groped along the gang­way and fum­bled at his door. He sprang for­ward and opened it. Sus­pense ran through his body like an icy shud­der. Out­side stood Hanne’s moth­er, shiv­er­ing in the morn­ing cold.

			“Pelle,” she whis­pered anx­ious­ly, “it’s so near now—would you run and fetch Madam Blom from Mar­ket Street? I can’t leave Hanne. And I ought to be wish­ing you hap­pi­ness, too.”

			The er­rand was not pre­cise­ly con­ve­nient, nev­er­the­less, he ran oft. And then he sat lis­ten­ing, work­ing still, but as qui­et­ly as pos­si­ble, in or­der not to wake Fa­ther Lasse. But then it was time for the chil­dren to get up; for the last time he knocked on the wall and heard Marie’s sleepy “Ye—es!” At the same mo­ment the si­lence of night was bro­ken; the in­mates tum­bled out and ran bare­foot­ed to the lava­to­ries, slam­ming their doors. “The Princess is lament­ing,” they told one an­oth­er. “She’s lament­ing be­cause she’s lost what she’ll nev­er get again.” Then the moan­ing rose to a loud shriek, and sud­den­ly it was silent over there.

			Poor Hanne! Now she had an­oth­er to care for—and who was its fa­ther? Hard times were in store for her.

			Lasse was not go­ing to work to­day, al­though the wed­ding-feast was not to be held un­til the af­ter­noon. He was in a solemn mood, from the ear­li­est morn­ing, and ad­mon­ished Pelle not to lay things cross­wise, and the like. Pelle laughed ev­ery time.

			“Yes, you laugh,” said Lasse, “but this is an im­por­tant day—per­haps the most im­por­tant in your life. You ought to take care lest the first tri­fling thing you do should ru­in ev­ery­thing.”

			He pot­tered about, treat­ing ev­ery­thing as an omen. He was de­light­ed with the sun—it rose out of a sack and grew brighter and brighter in the course of the day. It was nev­er lucky for the sun to be­gin too blaz­ing.

			Marie went to and fro, con­sid­er­ing Pelle with an ex­pres­sion of sup­pressed anx­i­ety, like a moth­er who is send­ing her child in­to the world, and strives hard to seem cheer­ful, thought Pelle. Yes, yes, she had been like a moth­er to him in many sens­es, al­though she was on­ly a child; she had tak­en him in­to her nest as a lit­tle for­sak­en bird, and with amaze­ment had seen him grow. He had se­cret­ly helped her when he could. But what was that in com­par­i­son with the singing that had made his work easy, when he saw how the three waifs ac­cept­ed things as they were, build­ing their whole ex­is­tence on noth­ing? Who would help them now over the dif­fi­cult places with­out let­ting them see the help­ing hand? He must keep watch­ful eye on them.

			Marie’s cheeks were a hec­tic red, and her eyes were shin­ing when he held her rough­ened hands in his and thanked her for be­ing such a good neigh­bor. Her nar­row chest was work­ing, and a re­flec­tion of hid­den beau­ty rest­ed up­on her. Pelle had taught her blood to find the way to her col­or­less face; when­ev­er she was brought in­to in­ti­mate con­tact with him or his af­fairs, her cheeks glowed, and ev­ery time a lit­tle of the col­or was left be­hind. It was as though his vi­tal­i­ty forced the sap to flow up­ward in her, in sym­pa­thy, and now she stood be­fore him, try­ing to burst her stunt­ed shell, and un­fold her gra­cious ca­pac­i­ties be­fore him, and as yet was un­able to do so. Sud­den­ly she fell up­on his breast. “Pelle, Pelle,” she said, hid­ing her face against him. And then she ran in­to her own room.

			Lasse and Pelle car­ried the last things over to the new home, and put ev­ery­thing tidy; then they dressed them­selves in their best and set out for the Sto­ples’ home. Pelle was wear­ing a top-hat for the first time in his life, and looked quite mag­nif­i­cent in it. “You are like a big city chap,” said Lasse, who could not look at him of­ten enough. “But what do you think they’ll say of old Lasse? They are half­way fine folks them­selves, and I don’t know how to con­duct my­self. Wouldn’t it per­haps be bet­ter if I were to turn back?”

			“Don’t talk like that, fa­ther!” said Pelle.

			Lasse was mon­strous­ly pleased at the idea of at­tend­ing the wed­ding-feast, but he had all sorts of mis­giv­ings. These last years had made him shy of strangers, and he liked to creep in­to cor­ners. His hol­i­day clothes, more­over, were worn out, and his ev­ery­day things were patched and mend­ed; his long coat he had hired ex­press­ly for the oc­ca­sion, while the white col­lar and cuffs be­longed to Pe­ter. He did not feel at all at home in his clothes, and looked like an em­bar­rassed school­boy wait­ing for con­fir­ma­tion.

			At the Stolpes’ the whole house­hold was top­sy-turvy. The guests who were to go to the church had al­ready ar­rived; they were fid­get­ing about in the liv­ing-room and whistling to them­selves, or look­ing out in­to the street, and feel­ing bored. Sto­ple’s writ­ing-ta­ble had been turned in­to a side­board, and the broth­ers were open­ing bot­tles of beer and po­lite­ly press­ing ev­ery­body: “Do take a sand­wich with it—you’ll get a dry throat stand­ing so long and say­ing noth­ing.”

			In the best room Stolpe was pac­ing up and down and mut­ter­ing. He was in his shirt­sleeves, wait­ing un­til it was his turn to use the bed­room, where Ellen and her moth­er had locked them­selves in. From time to time the door was opened a lit­tle, and Ellen’s bare white arm ap­peared, as she threw her fa­ther some ar­ti­cle of at­tire. Then Pelle’s heart be­gan to thump.

			On the win­dowsill stood Madam Stolpe’s myr­tle; it was stripped quite bare.

			Now Stolpe came back; he was ready! Pelle had on­ly to but­ton his col­lar for him. He took Lasse’s hand and then went to fetch The Work­ing Man. “Now you just ought to hear this, what they say of your son,” he said, and be­gan to read:

			
				“Our young par­ty-mem­ber, Pelle, to­day cel­e­brates his nup­tials with the daugh­ter of one of the old­est and most re­spect­ed mem­bers of the par­ty, Ma­son Stolpe. This young man, who has al­ready done a great deal of work for the Cause, was last night unan­i­mous­ly pro­posed as Pres­i­dent of his or­ga­ni­za­tion. We give the young cou­ple our best wish­es for the fu­ture.”

			

			“That speaks for it­self, eh?” Stolpe hand­ed the pa­per to his guests.

			“Yes, that looks well in­deed,” they said, pass­ing the pa­per from hand to hand. Lasse moved his lips as though he, too, were read­ing the no­tice through. “Yes, dev­il­ish good, and they know how to put these things,” he said, de­light­ed.

			“But what’s wrong with Pe­tersen—is he go­ing to re­sign?” asked Stolpe.

			“He is ill,” replied Pelle. “But I wasn’t there last night, so I don’t know any­thing about it.” Stolpe gazed at him, as­ton­ished.

			Madam Stolpe came in and drew Pelle in­to the bed­room, where Ellen stood like a snow-white rev­e­la­tion, with a long veil and a myr­tle-wreath in her hair. “Re­al­ly you two are sup­posed not to see one an­oth­er, but I think that’s wrong,” she said, and with a lov­ing glance she pushed them in­to each oth­er’s arms.

			Fred­erik, who was lean­ing out of the win­dow, in or­der to watch for the car­riage, came and thun­dered on the door. “The car­riage is there, chil­dren!” he roared, in quite a need­less­ly loud voice. “The car­riage is there!”

			And they drove away in it, al­though the church was on­ly a few steps dis­tant. Pelle scarce­ly knew what hap­pened to him af­ter that, un­til he found him­self back in the car­riage; they had to nudge him ev­ery time he had to do any­thing. He saw no one but Ellen.

			She was his sun; the rest meant noth­ing to him. At the al­tar he had seized her hand and held it in his dur­ing the whole ser­vice.

			Fred­erik had re­mained at home, in or­der to ad­mit, re­ceive mes­sages and peo­ple who came to of­fer their con­grat­u­la­tions. As they re­turned he leaned out of the win­dow and threw crack­ers and det­o­nat­ing pel­lets un­der the hors­es’ feet, as a salute to the bridal pair.

			Peo­ple drank wine, touched glass­es with the young cou­ple, and ex­am­ined the wed­ding-presents. Stolpe looked to see the time; it was still quite ear­ly. “You must go for a bit of a stroll, fa­ther,” said Madam Stolpe. “We can’t eat any­thing for a cou­ple of hours yet.” So the men went across to Ven­te­godt’s beer-gar­den, in or­der to play a game of skit­tles, while the wom­en pre­pared the food.

			Pelle would rather have stopped in the house with Ellen, but he must not; he and Lasse went to­geth­er. Lasse had not yet prop­er­ly wished Pelle hap­pi­ness; he had wait­ed un­til they should be alone.

			“Well, hap­pi­ness and all bless­ings, my boy,” he said, much moved, as he pressed Pelle’s hand. “Now you, too, are a man with a fam­i­ly and re­spon­si­bil­i­ties. Now don’t you for­get that the wom­en are like chil­dren. In se­ri­ous mat­ters you mustn’t be too cer­e­mo­ni­ous with them, but tell them, short and plain. This is to be so! It goes down best with them. If once a man be­gins dis­cussing too much with them, then they don’t know which way they want to go. Oth­er­wise they are quite all right, and it’s easy to get on with them—if one on­ly treats them well. I nev­er found it any trou­ble, for they like a firm hand over them. You’ve rea­son to be proud of your par­ents-in-law; they are cap­i­tal peo­ple, even if they are a bit proud of their call­ing. And Ellen will make you a good wife—if I know any­thing of wom­en. She’ll at­tend to her own af­fairs and she’ll un­der­stand how to save what’s left over. Long in the body she is, like a fruit­ful cow—she won’t fail you in the mat­ter of chil­dren.”

			Out­doors in the beer-gar­den Swedish punch was served, and Lasse’s spir­its be­gan to rise. He tried to play at skit­tles—he had nev­er done so be­fore; and he plucked up courage to ut­ter wit­ti­cisms.

			The oth­ers laughed, and Lasse drew him­self up and came out of his shell. “Splen­did peo­ple, the Copen­hagen­ers!” he whis­pered to Pelle. “A ready hand for spend­ing, and they’ve got a wit­ty word ready for ev­ery­thing.”

			Be­fore any­one no­ticed it had grown dark, and now they must be home!

			At home the ta­ble was laid, and the rest of the guests had come. Madam Stolpe was al­ready quite ner­vous, they had stopped away so long. “Now we’ll all wob­ble a bit on our legs,” whis­pered Stolpe, in the en­try; “then my wife will go for us! Well, moth­er, have you got a warm wel­come ready for us?” he asked, as he tum­bled in­to the room.

			“Ah, you don­key, do you think I don’t know you?” cried Madam Stolpe, laugh­ing. “No, one needn’t go search­ing in the tav­erns for my man!”

			Pelle went straight up to Ellen in the kitchen and led her away. Hand in hand they went round the rooms, look­ing at the last presents to ar­rive. There was a ta­ble-lamp, a dish-cov­er in Ger­man sil­ver, and some enam­elled cook­ing-uten­sils. Some­one, too, had sent a lit­tle chi­na fig­ure of a child in swad­dling-clothes, but had for­got­ten to at­tach his name.

			Ellen led Pelle out in­to the en­try, in or­der to em­brace him, but there stood Morten, tak­ing off his things. Then they fled in­to the kitchen, but the hired cook was in pos­ses­sion; at length they found an undis­turbed haven in the bed­room. Ellen wound her arms round Pelle’s neck and gazed at him in si­lence, quite lost in hap­pi­ness and long­ing. And Pelle pressed the beloved, slen­der, girl­ish body against his own, and looked deep in her eyes, which were dark and shad­owy as vel­vet, as they drank in the light in his. His heart swelled with­in him, and he felt that he was un­speak­ably for­tu­nate—rich­er than any­one else in the whole world—be­cause of the trea­sure that he held in his arms. Silent­ly he vowed to him­self that he would pro­tect her and cher­ish her and have no oth­er thought than to make her hap­py.

			An im­pa­tient tram­pling sound­ed from the oth­er room. “The young cou­ple—the young cou­ple!” they were call­ing. Pelle and Ellen has­tened in, each by a dif­fer­ent door. The oth­ers were stand­ing in their places at the ta­ble, and were wait­ing for Pelle and Ellen to take their seats. “Well, it isn’t dif­fi­cult to see what she’s been about!” said Stolpe teas­ing­ly. “One has on­ly to look at the lass’s peep­ers—such a pair of glow­ing coals!”

			Ot­to Stolpe, the slater, was spokesman, and opened the ban­quet by of­fer­ing brandy. “A drop of spir­its,” he said to each: “we must make sure there’s a vent to the gut­ter, or the whole thing will soon get stopped up.”

			“Now, take some­thing, peo­ple!” cried Stolpe, from the head of the ta­ble, where he was carv­ing a loin of roast pork. “Up with the bricks there!” He had the young cou­ple on his right and the new­ly-baked jour­ney­man on his left. On the ta­ble be­fore him stood a new bed­room cham­ber with a white wood­en cov­er to it; the guests glanced at it and smiled at one an­oth­er. “What are you star­ing at?” he asked solemn­ly. “If you need any­thing, let the cat out of the bag!”

			“Ah, it’s the tureen there!” said his broth­er, the car­pen­ter, with­out mov­ing a mus­cle. “My wife would be glad to bor­row it a mo­ment, she says.”

			His wife, tak­en aback, start­ed up and gave him a thwack on the back. “Mon­ster!” she said, half ashamed, and laugh­ing. “The men must al­ways make a fool of some­body!”

			Then they all set to, and for a while eat­ing stopped their mouths. From time to time some droll re­mark was made. “Some sit and do them­selves proud, while oth­ers do the drudg­ing,” said the Van­ish­ing Man, Ot­to’s com­rade. Which was to say that he had fin­ished his pork. “Give him one in the mouth, moth­er!” said Stolpe.

			When their hunger was sat­is­fied the wit­ti­cisms be­gan to fly. Morten’s present was a great wed­ding-cake. It was a re­al work of art; he had made it in the form of a pyra­mid. On the sum­mit stood a youth­ful cou­ple, made of sug­ar, who held one an­oth­er em­braced, while be­hind them was a high­ly glazed rep­re­sen­ta­tion of the ris­ing sun. Up the steps of the pyra­mid var­i­ous oth­er fig­ures were scram­bling to the top, hold­ing their arms out­stretched to­ward the sum­mit. Wine was poured out when they came to the cake, and Morten made a lit­tle speech in Pelle’s hon­or, in which he spoke of loy­al­ty to­ward the new com­rade whom he had cho­sen. Ap­par­ent­ly the speech con­cerned Ellen on­ly, but Pelle un­der­stood that his words were meant to be much more com­pre­hen­sive; they had a dou­ble mean­ing all the time.

			“Thank you, Morten,” he said, much moved, and he touched glass­es with him.

			Then Stolpe de­liv­ered a speech ad­mon­ish­ing the new­ly-mar­ried pair. This was full of pre­cious con­ceits and was re­ceived with ju­bi­la­tion.

			“Now you see how fa­ther can speak,” said Madam Stolpe. “When noth­ing de­pends on it then he can speak!”

			“What’s that you say, moth­er?” cried Stolpe, as­ton­ished. He was not ac­cus­tomed to crit­i­cism from that source. “Just lis­ten to that now—one’s own wife is be­gin­ning to pull away the scaf­fold­ing-poles from un­der one!”

			“Well, that’s what I say!” she re­joined, look­ing at him bold­ly. Her face was quite heat­ed with wine. “Does any­one stand in the front of things like fa­ther does? He was the first, and he has been al­ways the most zeal­ous; he has done a good stroke of work, more than most men. And to­day he might well have been one of the lead­ers and have called the tune, if it weren’t for that damned hic­cup­ing. He’s a clever man, and his com­rades re­spect him too, but what does all that sig­ni­fy if a man hic­cups? Ev­ery time he stands on the speak­er’s plat­form he has the hic­cups.”

			“And yet it isn’t caused by brandy?” said the thick­set lit­tle Van­ish­ing Man, Al­bert Olsen.

			“Oh, no, fa­ther has nev­er gone in for bot­tle ag­i­ta­tion,” replied Madam Stolpe.

			“That was a fine speech that moth­er made about me,” said Stolpe, laugh­ing, “and she didn’t hic­cup. It is as­ton­ish­ing, though—there are some peo­ple who can’t. But now it’s your turn, Fred­erik. Now you have be­come a jour­ney­man and must ac­cept the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty your­self for do­ing things ac­cord­ing to plumb-line and square. We have worked on the scaf­fold to­geth­er and we know one an­oth­er pret­ty well. Many a time you’ve been a clown and many a time a sheep, and a box on the ears from your old man has nev­er been lack­ing. But that was in your fledg­ling years. When on­ly you made up your mind there was no fault to be found with you. I will say this to your cred­it—that you know your trade—you needn’t be shamed by any­body. Show what you can do, my lad! Do your day’s work so that your com­rades don’t need to take you in tow, and nev­er shirk when it comes to your turn!”

			“Don’t cheat the drinker of his bot­tle, ei­ther,” said Al­bert Olsen, in­ter­rupt­ing. Ot­to nudged him in the ribs.

			“No, don’t do that,” said Stolpe, and he laughed. “There are still two things,” he added se­ri­ous­ly. “Take care the girls don’t get run­ning about un­der the scaf­fold in work­ing hours, that doesn’t look well; and al­ways up­hold the fel­low­ship. There is noth­ing more de­spi­ca­ble than the name of strike­break­er.”

			“Hear, hear!” re­sound­ed about the ta­ble. “A true word!”

			Fred­erik sat lis­ten­ing with an em­bar­rassed smile.

			He was dressed in a new suit of the white clothes of his call­ing, and on his round chin grew a few dark downy hairs, which he fin­gered ev­ery oth­er mo­ment. He was wait­ing ex­cit­ed­ly un­til the old man had fin­ished, so that he might drink broth­er­hood with him.

			“And now, my lad,” said Stolpe, tak­ing the cov­er from the “tureen,” “now you are ad­mit­ted to the cor­po­ra­tion of ma­sons, and you are wel­come! Health, my lad.” And with a sly lit­tle twin­kle of his eye, he set the uten­sil to his mouth, and drank.

			“Health, fa­ther!” replied Fred­erik, with shin­ing eyes, as his fa­ther passed him the drink­ing-bowl. Then it went round the ta­ble. The wom­en shrieked be­fore they drank; it was full of Bavar­i­an beer, and in the am­ber flu­id swam Bavar­i­an sausages. And while the drink­ing-bowl made its cheer­ful round, Stolpe struck up with the Song of the Ma­son:

			
				
					“The man up there in snowy cap and blouse,
					

					He is a ma­son, any fool could swear.
					

					Just give him stone and lime, he’ll build a house
					

					Fine as a palace, up in emp­ty air!
					

					Down in the street be­low stands half the town:
					

					Ah, ah! Na, na!
					

					The scaf­fold sways, but it won’t fall down!
				

				
					“Down in the street he’s wob­bly in his tread,
					

					He tum­bles in­to ev­ery cel­lar door;
					

					That’s ’cause his home is in the clouds o’er­head,
					

					Where all the lit­tle birds about him soar.
					

					Up there he works away with peace­ful mind:
					

					Ah, ah! Na, na!
					

					The scaf­fold swings in the bois­ter­ous wind!
				

				
					“What it is to be gid­dy no ma­son knows:
					

					Left to him­self he’d build for ev­er,
					

					Stone up­on stone, till in Heav­en, I s’pose!
					

					But up comes the Law, and says—Stop now, clever!
					

					There lives the Almighty, so just come off!
					

					Ah, ah! Na, na!
					

					Sheer slav­ery this, but he lets them scoff!
				

				
					“Be­fore he knows it the work has passed:
					

					He mea­sures all over and reck­ons it up.
					

					His wages are safe in his breech­es at last,
					

					And he clat­ters off home to rest and to sup.
					

					And a good­ly wage he’s got in his pock­et:
					

					Ah, ah! Na, na!
					

					The scaf­fold creaks to the winds that rock it!”
				

			

			The lit­tle thick­set slater sat with both arms on the ta­ble, star­ing right in front of him with veiled eyes. When the song was over he raised his head a lit­tle. “Yes, that may be all very fine—for those it con­cerns. But the slater, he climbs high­er than the ma­son.” His face was pur­ple.

			“Now, com­rade, let well alone,” said Stolpe com­fort­ably. “It isn’t the ques­tion, tonight, who climbs high­est, it’s a ques­tion of amus­ing our­selves mere­ly.”

			“Yes, that may be,” replied Olsen, let­ting his head sink again. “But the slater, he climbs the high­est.” Af­ter which he sat there mur­mur­ing to him­self.

			“Just leave him alone,” whis­pered Ot­to. “Oth­er­wise he’ll get in one of his Berserk­er rages. Don’t be so grumpy, old fel­low,” he said, lay­ing his arm on Olsen’s shoul­ders. “No one can com­pete with you in the art of tum­bling down, any­how!”

			The Van­ish­ing Man was so called be­cause he was in the habit—while ly­ing quite qui­et­ly on the roof at work—of sud­den­ly slid­ing down­ward and dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the street be­low. He had sev­er­al times fall­en from the roof of a house with­out com­ing to any harm; but on one oc­ca­sion he had bro­ken both legs, and had be­come vis­i­bly bow­legged in con­se­quence. In or­der to ap­pease him, Ot­to, who was his com­rade, re­lat­ed how he had fall­en down on the last oc­ca­sion.

			“We were ly­ing on the roof, work­ing away, he and I, and damned cold it was. He, of course, had un­tied the safe­ty-rope, and as we were ly­ing there quite com­fort­ably and chat­ting, all of a sud­den he was off. ‘The dev­il!’ I shout­ed to the oth­ers, ‘now the Van­ish­ing Man has fall­en down again!’ And we ran down the stairs as quick as we could. We weren’t in a hu­mor for any fool’s tricks, as you may sup­pose. But there was no Al­bert Olsen ly­ing on the pave­ment. ‘Damn and blast it all, where has the Van­ish­er got to?’ we said, and we stared at one an­oth­er, stu­pe­fied. And then I ac­ci­den­tal­ly glanced across at a beer-cel­lar op­po­site, and there, by God, he was sit­ting at the base­ment win­dow, wink­ing at us so, with his fore­fin­ger to his nose, mak­ing signs to us to go down and have a glass of beer with him. ‘I was so ac­curs­ed­ly thirsty,’ was all he said; ‘I couldn’t wait to run down the stairs!’ ”

			The gen­er­al laugh­ter ap­peased the Van­ish­ing Man. “Who’ll give me a glass of beer?” he said, ris­ing with dif­fi­cul­ty. He got his beer and sat down in a cor­ner.

			Stolpe was sit­ting at the ta­ble play­ing with his ca­nary, which had to par­take of its share in the feast. The bird sat on his red ear and fixed its claws in his hair, then hopped on­to his arm and along it on­to the ta­ble. Stolpe kept on ask­ing it, “What would you like to smoke, Han­sie?” “Peep!” replied the ca­nary, ev­ery time. Then they all laughed. “Han­sie would like a pipe!”

			“How clever he is, to an­swer like that!” said the wom­en.

			“Clever?—ay, and he’s sly too! Once we bought a lit­tle wife for him; moth­er didn’t think it fair that he shouldn’t know what love is. Well, they mar­ried them­selves very nice­ly, and the lit­tle wife lay two eggs. But when she want­ed to be­gin to sit Han­sie got sulky; he kept on call­ing to her to come out on the perch. Well, she wouldn’t, and one fine day, when she want­ed to get some­thing to eat, he hopped in and threw the eggs out be­tween the bars! He was jeal­ous—the ras­cal! Yes, an­i­mals are won­der­ful­ly clever—stu­pen­dous it is, that such a lit­tle thing as that could think that out! Now, now, just look at him!”

			Han­sie had hopped on­to the ta­ble and had made his way to the re­main­der of the cake. He was sit­ting on the edge of the dish, cheer­ful­ly flirt­ing his tail as he pecked away. Sud­den­ly some­thing fell up­on the table­cloth. “Lord bless me,” cried Stolpe, in con­ster­na­tion, “if that had been any­one else! Wouldn’t you have heard moth­er car­ry on!”

			Old Lasse was near ex­plod­ing at this. He had nev­er be­fore been in such pleas­ant com­pa­ny. “It’s just as if one had come up­on a dozen of Broth­er Kalle’s sort,” he whis­pered to Pelle. Pelle smiled ab­sent­ly. Ellen was hold­ing his hand in her lap and play­ing with his fin­gers.

			A tele­gram of con­grat­u­la­tion came for Pelle from his Union, and this brought the con­ver­sa­tion back to more se­ri­ous mat­ters. Morten and Stolpe be­came in­volved in a dis­pute con­cern­ing the la­bor move­ment; Morten con­sid­ered that they did not suf­fi­cient­ly con­sid­er the in­di­vid­u­al, but at­tached too much im­por­tance to the voice of the mass­es. In his opin­ion the rev­o­lu­tion must come from with­in.

			“No,” said Stolpe, “that leads to noth­ing. But if we could get our com­rades in­to Par­lia­ment and ob­tain a ma­jor­i­ty, then we should build up the State ac­cord­ing to our own pro­gramme, and that is in ev­ery re­spect a le­gal one!”

			“Yes, but it’s a ques­tion of dai­ly bread,” said Morten, with en­er­gy. “Hun­gry peo­ple can’t sit down and try to be­come a ma­jor­i­ty; while the grass grows the cow starves! They ought to help them­selves. If they do not, their self-con­scious­ness is im­per­fect; they must wake up to the con­scious­ness of their own hu­man val­ue. If there were a law for­bid­ding the poor man to breathe the air, do you think he’d stop do­ing so? He sim­ply could not. It’s painful for him to look on at oth­ers eat­ing when he gets noth­ing him­self. He is want­ing in phys­i­cal courage. And so so­ci­ety prof­its by his dis­ad­van­tage. What has the poor man to do with the law? He stands out­side all that! A man mustn’t starve his horse or his dog, but the State which for­bids him to do so starves its own work­ers. I be­lieve they’ll have to pay for preach­ing obe­di­ence to the poor; we are get­ting bad ma­te­ri­al for the now or­der of so­ci­ety that we hope to found some day.”

			“Yes, but we don’t obey the laws out of re­spect for the com­mands of a cap­i­tal­ist so­ci­ety,” said Stolpe, some­what un­cer­tain­ly, “but out of re­gard for our­selves. God pity the poor man if he takes the law in­to his own hands!”

			“Still, it keeps the wound fresh! As for all the oth­ers, who go hun­gry in si­lence, what do they do? There are too few of them, alas—there’s room in the pris­ons for them! But if ev­ery­one who was hun­gry would stick his arm through a shop win­dow and help him­self—then the ques­tion of main­te­nance would soon be solved. They couldn’t put the whole na­tion in prison! Now, hunger is yet an­oth­er hu­man virtue, which is of­ten prac­tised un­til men die of it—for the prof­it of those who hoard wealth. They pat the poor, brave man on the back be­cause he’s so obe­di­ent to the law. What more can he want?”

			“Yes, dev­il take it, of course it’s all top­sy-turvy,” replied Stolpe. “But that’s pre­cise­ly the rea­son why—No, no, you won’t per­suade me, my young friend! You seem to me a good deal too ‘red.’ It wouldn’t do! Now I’ve been con­cerned in the move­ment from the very first day, and no one can say that Stolpe is afraid to risk his skin; but that way wouldn’t suit me. We have al­ways held to the same course, and ev­ery­thing that we have won we have tak­en on ac­count.”

			“Yes, that’s true,” in­ter­rupt­ed Frau Stolpe. “When I look back to those ear­ly years and then con­sid­er these I can scarce­ly be­lieve it’s true. Then it was all we could do to find safe shel­ter, even among peo­ple of our own stand­ing; they an­noyed us in ev­ery pos­si­ble way, and hat­ed fa­ther be­cause he wasn’t such a sheep as they were, but used to con­cern him­self about their af­fairs. Ev­ery time I went out of the kitchen door I’d find a filthy rag of dish­cloth hung over the han­dle, and they smeared much worse things than that over the door—and whose do­ing was it? I nev­er told fa­ther; he would have been so en­raged he would have torn the whole house down to find the guilty per­son. No, fa­ther had enough to con­tend against al­ready. But now: ‘Ah, here comes Stolpe—Hur­rah! Long live Stolpe! One must show re­spect to Stolpe, the vet­er­an!’ ”

			“That may be all very fine,” mut­tered Al­bert Olsen, “but the slater, he climbs the high­est.” He was sit­ting with sunken head, star­ing an­gri­ly be­fore him.

			“To be sure he climbs high­est,” said the wom­en. “No one says he doesn’t.”

			“Leave him alone,” said Ot­to; “he’s had a drop too much!”

			“Then he should take a walk in the fresh air and not sit there and make him­self dis­agree­able,” said Madam Stolpe, with a good deal of tem­per.

			The Van­ish­ing Man rose with an ef­fort. “Do you say a walk in the fresh air, Madam Stolpe? Yes, if any­one can stand the air, by God, it’s Al­bert Olsen. Those big-nosed ma­sons, what can they do?” He stood with bent head, mut­ter­ing an­gri­ly to him­self. “Yes, then we’ll take a walk in the fresh air. I don’t want to have any­thing to do with your fools’ tricks.” He stag­gered out through the kitchen door.

			“What’s he go­ing to do there?” cried Madam Stolpe, in alarm.

			“Oh, he’ll just go down in­to the yard and turn him­self in­side out,” said Ot­to. “He’s a bril­liant fel­low, but he can’t car­ry much.”

			Pelle, still sit­ting at ta­ble, had been draw­ing with a pen­cil on a scrap of pa­per while the oth­ers were ar­gu­ing. Ellen leaned over his shoul­der watch­ing him. He felt her warm breath up­on his ear and smiled hap­pi­ly as he used his pen­cil. Ellen took the draw­ing when he had fin­ished and pushed it across the ta­ble to the oth­ers. It showed a thick­set fig­ure of a man, drip­ping with sweat, push­ing a wheel­bar­row which sup­port­ed his bel­ly. “Cap­i­tal­ism—when the rest of us refuse to serve him any longer!” was writ­ten be­low. This draw­ing made a great sen­sa­tion. “You’re a deuce of a chap!” cried Stolpe. “I’ll send that to the ed­i­tor of the hu­mor­ous page—I know him.”

			“Yes, Pelle,” said Lasse proud­ly, “there’s noth­ing he can’t do; dev­il knows where he gets it from, for he doesn’t get it from his fa­ther.” And they all laughed.

			Car­pen­ter Stolpe’s good la­dy sat con­sid­er­ing the draw­ing with amaze­ment, quite be­wil­dered, look­ing first at Pelle’s fin­gers and then at the draw­ing again. “I can un­der­stand how peo­ple can say fun­ny things with their mouths,” she said, “but with their fin­gers—that I don’t un­der­stand. Poor fel­low, obliged to push his bel­ly in front of him! It’s al­most worse than when I was go­ing to have Vic­tor.”

			“Cousin Vic­tor, her youngest, who is so deuced­ly clever,” said Ot­to, in ex­pla­na­tion, giv­ing Pelle a mean­ing wink.

			“Yes, in­deed he is clever, if he is on­ly six months old. The oth­er day I took him down­stairs with me when I went to buy some milk. Since then he won’t ac­cept his moth­er’s left breast any more. The ras­cal no­ticed that the milk­man drew skim milk from the left side of the cart and full-cream milk from the tap on the right side. And an­oth­er time—”

			“Now, moth­er, give over!” said Car­pen­ter Stolpe; “don’t you see they’re sit­ting laugh­ing at you? And we ought to see about get­ting home present­ly.” He looked a tri­fle in­jured.

			“What, are you go­ing al­ready?” said Stolpe. “Why, bless my soul, it’s quite late al­ready. But we must have an­oth­er song first.”

			“It’ll be day­light soon,” said Madam Stolpe; she was so tired that she was nod­ding.

			When they had sung the So­cial­ist march­ing song, the par­ty broke up. Lasse had his pock­ets filled with sweets for the three or­phans.

			“What’s be­come of the Van­ish­ing Man?” said Ot­to sud­den­ly.

			“Per­haps he’s been tak­en bad down in the yard,” said Stolpe. “Run down and see, Fred­er­ick.” They had quite for­got­ten him.

			Fred­erik re­turned and an­nounced that Al­bert Olsen was not in the yard—and the gate was locked.

			“Sure­ly he can’t have gone on the roof?” said one. They ran up the back stairs; the door of the loft was open, and the sky­light al­so.

			Ot­to threw off his coat and swung him­self up through the open­ing. On the ex­treme end of the ridge of the roof sat Al­bert Olsen, snor­ing.

			He was lean­ing against the edge of the par­ty-wall, which pro­ject­ed up­ward about eigh­teen inch­es. Close be­hind him was emp­ty space.

			“For God’s sake don’t call him,” said Moth­er Stolpe, un­der her breath; “and catch hold of him be­fore he wakes.”

			But Ot­to went straight up to his com­rade. “Hul­lo, mate! Time’s up!” he cried.

			“Righto!” said the Van­ish­er, and he rose to his feet. He stood there a mo­ment, sway­ing above the abyss, then, giv­ing the pref­er­ence to the way lead­ing over the roof, he fol­lowed in Ot­to’s track and crept through the win­dow.

			“What the dick­ens were you re­al­ly do­ing there?” asked Stolpe, laugh­ing. “Have you been to work?”

			“I just went up there and en­joyed the fresh air a bit. Have you got a bot­tle of beer? But what’s this? Ev­ery­body go­ing home al­ready?”

			“Yes, you’ve been two hours sit­ting up there and squint­ing at the stars,” replied Ot­to.

			Now all the guests had gone. Lasse and the young cou­ple stood wait­ing to say farewell. Madam Stolpe had tears in her eyes. She threw her arms round Ellen. “Take good care of your­self, the night is so cold,” she said, in a chok­ing voice, and she stood nod­ding af­ter them with eyes that were blind­ed with tears.

			“Why, but there’s noth­ing to cry about!” said Ma­son Stolpe, as he led her in­doors. “Go to bed now—I’ll soon sing the Van­ish­ing Man to sleep! Thank God for to­day, moth­er!”

		
	
		
			XVI

			Pelle had placed his work­bench against the wall-space be­tween the two win­dows of the liv­ing-room. There was just room to squeeze past be­tween the edge of the bench and the round ta­ble which stood in the mid­dle of the room. Against the wall by the door stood an oak-stained side­board, which was Ellen’s pride, and ex­act­ly op­po­site this, on the op­pos­ing wall, stood the chest of draw­ers of her girl­hood, with a mir­ror above it and a white em­broi­dered cov­er on the top. On this chest of draw­ers stood a pol­ished wood­en work­box, a few pho­to­graphs, and var­i­ous knick­knacks; with its white cov­er it was like a lit­tle al­tar.

			Pelle went to Mas­ter Beck’s on­ly ev­ery oth­er day; the rest of the time he sat at home play­ing the lit­tle mas­ter. He had many ac­quain­tances here­abouts, re­al­ly poor folks, who wore their boots un­til their stock­ings ap­peared be­fore they had them re­paired; nev­er­the­less, it was pos­si­ble to earn a day’s pay among them. He ob­tained work, too, from Ellen’s fam­i­ly and their ac­quain­tances. These were peo­ple of an­oth­er sort; even when things went bad­ly with them they al­ways kept up ap­pear­ances and even dis­played a cer­tain amount of lux­u­ry. They kept their trou­bles to them­selves.

			He could have ob­tained plen­ty of jour­ney­man work, but he pre­ferred this ar­range­ment, which laid the foun­da­tion of a cer­tain in­de­pen­dence; there was more chance of a fu­ture in it. And there was a pe­cu­liar feel­ing about work done with his home as the back­ground. When he lift­ed his eyes from his work as he sat at home a fruit­ful warmth came in­to his heart; things looked so fa­mil­iar; they ra­di­at­ed com­fort, as though they had al­ways be­longed to­geth­er. And when the morn­ing sun shone in­to the room ev­ery­thing wore a smile, and in the midst of it all Ellen moved busi­ly to and fro hum­ming a tune. She felt a need al­ways to be near him, and re­joiced over ev­ery day which he spent at home. On those days she hur­ried through her work in the kitchen as quick­ly as pos­si­ble, and then sat down to keep him com­pa­ny. He had to teach her how to make a patch, and how to sew a sole on, and she helped him with his work.

			“Now you are the mas­ter and I’m the jour­ney­man!” she would say de­light­ed­ly. She brought him cus­tomers too; her am­bi­tion was to keep him al­ways at home. “I’ll help you all I can. And one fine day you’ll have so much work you’ll have to take an ap­pren­tice—and then a jour­ney­man.” Then he would take her in his arms, and they worked in em­u­la­tion, and sang as they worked.

			Pelle was per­fect­ly hap­py, and had cast off all his cares and bur­dens. This was his nest, where ev­ery stick and stone was worth more than all else in the world be­sides. They had their work cut out to keep it to­geth­er and feed them­selves a lit­tle dain­ti­ly; and Pelle tack­led his work as joy­ful­ly as though he had at last found his true vo­ca­tion. Now and again a heavy wave came rolling up from the strug­gling mass­es, mak­ing his heart beat vi­o­lent­ly, and then he would break out in­to fiery speech; or his hap­pi­ness would weave ra­di­ant pic­tures be­fore his eyes, and he would de­scribe these to Ellen. She lis­tened to him proud­ly, and with her beloved eyes up­on him he would ven­ture up­on stronger ex­pres­sion and more vivid pic­tures, as was re­al­ly nat­u­ral to him. When at last he was silent she would re­main qui­et­ly gaz­ing at him with those dark eyes of hers that al­ways seemed to be look­ing at some­thing in him of which he him­self was un­aware.

			“What are you think­ing of now?” Pelle would ask, for he would have en­joyed an ex­po­si­tion of the ideas that filled his mind. There was no one for him but Ellen, and he want­ed to dis­cuss the new ideas with her, and to feel the won­der­ful hap­pi­ness of shar­ing these too with her.

			“I was think­ing how red your lips are when you speak! They cer­tain­ly want to be kissed!” she replied, throw­ing her arms round his neck.

			What hap­pened round about her did not in­ter­est her; she could on­ly speak of their love and of what con­cerned her­self. But the pas­sion­ate gaze of her eyes was like a deep back­ground to their life. It had quite a mys­te­ri­ous ef­fect up­on his mind; it was like a lure that called to the un­known depths of his be­ing. “The Pelle she sees must be dif­fer­ent to the one I know,” he thought hap­pi­ly. There must be some­thing fine and strong in him for her to cling to him so close­ly and suf­fer so when part­ed from him on­ly for a mo­ment. When she had gazed at him long enough she would press her­self against him, con­fused, and hide her face.

			With­out his re­mark­ing it, she di­rect­ed his en­er­gies back to his own call­ing. He could work for two when she sat at the bench fac­ing him and talked to him as she helped him. Pelle re­al­ly found their lit­tle nest quite com­fort­able, but Ellen’s mind was full of plans for im­prove­ment and progress. His busi­ness was to sup­port a re­spectable home with dain­ty fur­ni­ture and all sorts of oth­er things; she was count­ing on these al­ready. This home, which to him was like a beloved face that one can­not imag­ine oth­er than it is, was to her on­ly a tem­po­rary af­fair, which would by de­grees be re­placed by some­thing fin­er and bet­ter. Be­hind her in­ti­mate gos­sip of ev­ery­day triv­i­al­i­ties she con­cealed a far-reach­ing am­bi­tion. He must do his ut­most if he was to ac­com­plish all she ex­pect­ed of him!

			Ellen by no means ne­glect­ed her house­keep­ing, and noth­ing ev­er slipped through her fin­gers. When Pelle was away at the work­shop she turned the whole place up­side down, sweep­ing and scrub­bing, and had al­ways some­thing good on the ta­ble for him. In the evening she was wait­ing for him at the door of the work­shop. Then they would take a stroll along the canal, and across the green ram­part where the chil­dren played. “Oh, Pelle, how I’ve longed for you to­day!” she would say halt­ing­ly. “Now, I’ve got you, and yet I’ve still got quite a pain in my breasts; they don’t know yet that you’re with me!”

			“Shan’t we work a lit­tle this evening—just a quar­ter of an hour?” she would say, when they had eat­en, “so that you can be­come a mas­ter all the soon­er and make things more com­fort­able for your­self.” Pelle per­haps would rather have tak­en a walk through the city with her, or have gone some­where where they could en­joy the sun­set, but her dark eyes fixed them­selves up­on him.

			She was full of en­er­gy from top to toe, and it was all cen­tered on him. There was some­thing in her na­ture that ex­clud­ed the pos­si­bil­i­ty of self­ish­ness. In re­la­tion to her­self, ev­ery­thing was in­dif­fer­ent; she on­ly want­ed to be with him—and to live for him. She was benef­i­cent and in­tact as vir­gin soil; Pelle had awak­ened love in her—and it took the shape of a per­pet­u­al need of giv­ing. He felt, humbly, that she brought all she had and was to him as a gift, and all he did was done to re­pay her gen­eros­i­ty.

			He had re­fused to un­der­take the di­rec­tion of the la­bor or­ga­ni­za­tion. His life to­geth­er with Ellen and the main­te­nance of the new­ly es­tab­lished house­hold left him no time for any ef­fec­tu­al ef­forts out­side his home. Ellen did not in­ter­fere in the mat­ter; but when he came home af­ter spend­ing the evening at a meet­ing he could see she had been cry­ing. So he stopped at home with her; it was weak of him, but he did not see what else he could do. And he missed noth­ing; Ellen more than made amends. She knew how to make their lit­tle home close it­self about him, how to turn it in­to a world of ex­u­ber­ant in­ner life. There was no greater plea­sure than to set them­selves to achieve some mag­nif­i­cent ob­ject—as, for in­stance, to buy a chi­na flow­er­pot, which could stand on the win­dowsill and con­tain an as­pidis­tra. That meant a week of sav­ing, and when they had got it they would cross over to the oth­er side of the canal, arm in arm, and look up at the win­dow in or­der to see the ef­fect. And then some­thing else would be need­ed; a per­fo­rat­ing ma­chine, an en­graved name­plate for the door; ev­ery Sat­ur­day meant some fresh ac­qui­si­tion.

			The Work­ing Man lay un­read. If Pelle laid down his work a mo­ment in or­der to glance at it, there was Ellen nip­ping his ear with her lips; his free time be­longed to her, and it was a glo­ri­ous dis­trac­tion in work-time, to frol­ic as care­less­ly as a cou­ple of pup­pies, far more de­light­ful than shoul­der­ing the bur­den of the servi­tude of the mass­es! So the pa­per was giv­en up; Ellen re­ceived the mon­ey ev­ery week for her sav­ings-bank. She had dis­cov­ered a cor­ner in Mar­ket Street where she want­ed to set up a shop and work­room with three or four as­sis­tants—that was what she was sav­ing for. Pelle won­dered at her sagac­i­ty, for that was a good neigh­bor­hood.

			Af­ter their mar­riage they did not vis­it Ellen’s par­ents so of­ten. Stolpe found Pelle was cool­ing down, and used to tease him a lit­tle, in or­der to make him an­swer the helm; but that an­gered Ellen, and re­sult­ed in ex­plo­sions—she would tol­er­ate no crit­i­cism of Pelle. She went to see them on­ly when Pelle pro­posed it; she her­self seemed to feel no de­sire to see her fam­i­ly, but pre­ferred stay­ing at home. Of­ten they pre­tend­ed they were not at home when “the fam­i­ly” knocked, in or­der to go out alone, to the Zo­o­log­i­cal Gar­dens or to Lyn­g­by.

			They did not see much of Lasse. Ellen had in­vit­ed him once for all to eat his sup­per with them. But when he came home from work he was too tired to change his clothes, and wash him­self, and make him­self tidy, and Ellen was par­tic­u­lar about her lit­tle home. He had a great re­spect for her, but did not feel prop­er­ly at home in her liv­ing-room.

			He had tak­en Pelle’s old room, and was board­ing with the three or­phans. They thought great things of him, and all their queer care for the big foundling Pelle was now trans­ferred to old Lasse. And here they fell on bet­ter soil. Lasse was be­com­ing a child again, and had felt the need of a lit­tle pam­per­ing. With de­vout at­ten­tion he would lis­ten to Marie’s lit­tle trou­bles, and the boy’s nar­ra­tions of ev­ery­thing that they did and saw. In re­turn he told them the ad­ven­tures of his boy­hood, or re­lat­ed his ex­pe­ri­ences in the stone-break­ing yard, swag­ger­ing suit­ably, in or­der not to be out­done. When Pelle came to fetch his fa­ther the four of them would be sit­ting down to some child­ish game. They would wran­gle as to how the game should be played, for Lasse was the most skil­ful. The old man would ex­cuse him­self.

			“You mustn’t be an­gry, lad, be­cause I ne­glect you—but I’m tired of an evening and I go to bed ear­ly.”

			“Then come on Sun­day—and break­fast with us; af­ter­ward we go out.”

			“No, I’ve some­thing on for Sun­day—an assig­na­tion,” said Lasse rogu­ish­ly, in or­der to ob­vi­ate fur­ther ques­tions. “En­joy your youth­ful hap­pi­ness; it won’t last for­ev­er.”

			He would nev­er ac­cept help. “I earn what I need for my food and a few clothes; I don’t need much of ei­ther, and I am quite con­tent­ed. And you’ve enough to see to your­self,” was his con­stant an­swer.

			Lasse was al­ways gen­tle and ami­able, and ap­peared con­tent­ed, but there was a cu­ri­ous veil over his eyes, as though some dis­ap­point­ment were gnaw­ing at his heart.

			And Pelle knew well what it was—it had al­ways been an un­der­stood thing that Lasse should spend his old age at Pelle’s fire­side. In his child­ish dreams of the fu­ture, how­ev­er var­i­ous they might be, Fa­ther Lasse was al­ways at hand, en­joy­ing a rest­ful old age, in re­turn for all he had done for Pelle.

			That was how it should be; at home in the coun­try in ev­ery poor home a gray-head­ed old man sat in the chim­ney-cor­ner—for chil­dren among the poor are the on­ly com­fort of age.

			For the time be­ing this could not be ar­ranged; there was no room in their two lit­tle rooms. Ellen was by no means lack­ing in heart; she of­ten thought of this or that for the old man’s com­fort, but her pas­sion­ate love would per­mit of no third per­son to ap­proach them too close­ly. Such a thing had nev­er en­tered her mind; and Pelle felt that if he were to per­suade her to take Fa­ther Lasse in­to their home, the won­der of their life to­geth­er would be killed. They lived so ful­ly from hour to hour; theirs was a sa­cred hap­pi­ness, that must not be sac­ri­ficed, but which it­self de­mand­ed the sac­ri­fice of all else. Their re­la­tion was not the usu­al prac­ti­cal self-love, but love it­self, which sel­dom touch­es the ev­ery­day life of the poor, save that they hear it in trag­ic and beau­ti­ful songs of un­hap­py lovers. But here, to them, had come its very self—a shin­ing won­der!

			And now Ellen was go­ing to bear a child. Her fig­ure grew fuller and soft­er. To­ward all oth­ers she was cold and re­mote in her be­hav­ior; on­ly to Pelle she dis­closed her­self ut­ter­ly. The slight re­serve which had al­ways lurked some­where with­in her, as though there was some­thing that he could not yet con­quer, had dis­ap­peared. Her gaze was no longer fixed and search­ing; but sought his own with qui­et self-sur­ren­der. A ten­der and won­der­ful har­mo­ny was vis­i­ble in her, as though she had now come in­to her own, and from day to day she grew more beau­ti­ful.

			Pelle was filled with pride to see how lux­u­ri­ant­ly she un­fold­ed be­neath his ca­ress­es. He was con­scious of a sense of in­ex­haustible lib­er­al­i­ty, such as the earth had sud­den­ly in­spired in him at times in his child­hood; and an in­fi­nite ten­der­ness filled his heart. There was an al­lur­ing pow­er in Ellen’s help­less­ness, so rich in prom­ise as it was. He would joy­ful­ly have sac­ri­ficed the whole world in or­der to serve her and that which she so won­der­ful­ly bore with­in her.

			He got up first in the morn­ing, ti­died the rooms, and made cof­fee be­fore he went to work. He was vexed if when he came home Ellen had been sweep­ing or scrub­bing. He made two of him­self in or­der to spare her, stint­ed him­self of sleep, and was rest­less­ly busy; his face had as­sumed a fixed ex­pres­sion of hap­pi­ness, which gave him al­most a look of stu­pid­i­ty. His thoughts nev­er went be­yond the four walls of his home; Ellen’s blessed form en­tire­ly en­grossed him.

			The buy­ing of new fur­ni­ture was dis­con­tin­ued; in its place Ellen made cu­ri­ous pur­chas­es of linen and flan­nel and ma­te­ri­al for swad­dling-bands, and mys­te­ri­ous con­ver­sa­tions were con­tin­u­al­ly tak­ing place be­tween her and her moth­er, from which Pelle was ex­clud­ed; and when they went to see Ellen’s par­ents Madam Stolpe was al­ways bur­row­ing in her chests of draw­ers, and giv­ing Ellen lit­tle pack­ages to be tak­en home.

			The time passed on­ly too quick­ly. Ex­clu­sive­ly as they had lived for their own af­fairs, it seemed as if they could nev­er get ev­ery­thing fin­ished. And one day it was as though the world was shat­tered about their heads. Ellen lay in bed, turn­ing from side to side and shriek­ing as though an evil spir­it had tak­en pos­ses­sion of her body. Pelle bent over her with a help­less ex­pres­sion, while at the foot of the bed sat Madam Blom; she sat there knit­ting and read­ing the pa­pers as though noth­ing what­ev­er was amiss. “Shriek away, lit­tle wom­an,” she said from time to time, when Ellen be­came silent; “that’s part of the busi­ness!” Ellen looked at her spite­ful­ly and de­fi­ant­ly pressed her lips to­geth­er, but next mo­ment she opened her mouth wide and roared wild­ly. A rope was fas­tened to the foot of the bed, and she pulled on this while she shrieked. Then she col­lapsed, ex­haust­ed. “You wicked, wicked boy,” she whis­pered, with a faint smile. Pelle bent over her hap­pi­ly; but she pushed him sud­den­ly away; her beau­ti­ful body con­tort­ed it­self, and the dread­ful strug­gle was rag­ing again. But at last a fee­ble voice re­lieved hers and filled the home with a new note. “An­oth­er mouth to fill,” said Madam Blom, hold­ing the new­born child in the air by one leg. It was a boy.

			Pelle went about blush­ing and quite be­wil­dered, as though some­thing had hap­pened to him that no one else had ev­er ex­pe­ri­enced. At first he took Mas­ter Beck’s work home with him and looked af­ter the child him­self at night. Ev­ery oth­er mo­ment he had to put down his work and run in to the moth­er and child. “You are a won­der­ful wom­an, to give me such a child for a kiss,” he said, beam­ing, “and a boy in­to the bar­gain! What a man he’ll be!”

			“So it’s a boy!” said the “fam­i­ly.” “Don’t quite lose your head!”

			“That would be the last straw!” said Pelle grave­ly.

			The fem­i­nine mem­bers of the fam­i­ly teased him be­cause he looked af­ter the child. “What a man—per­haps he’d like to lie in childbed, too!” they jeered.

			“I don’t doubt it,” growled Stolpe. “But he’s near be­com­ing an id­iot, and that’s much more se­ri­ous. And it pains me to say it, but that’s the girl’s fault. And yet all her life she has on­ly heard what is good and prop­er. But wom­en are like cats—there’s no de­pend­ing on them.”

			Pelle on­ly laughed at their gibes. He was im­mea­sur­ably hap­py.

			And now Lasse man­aged to find his way to see them! He had scarce­ly re­ceived the news of the event, when he made his ap­pear­ance just as he was. He was full of au­da­cious­ly high spir­its; he threw his cap on the ground out­side the door, and rushed in­to the bed­room as though some­one were try­ing to hold him back.

			“Ach, the lit­tle crea­ture! Did any­one ev­er see such an an­gel!” he cried, and he be­gan to bab­ble over the child un­til Ellen was quite rosy with ma­ter­nal pride.

			His joy at be­com­ing a grand­fa­ther knew no lim­its. “So it’s come at last, it’s come at last!” he re­peat­ed, over and over again. “And I was al­ways afraid I should have to go to my grave with­out leav­ing a rep­re­sen­ta­tive be­hind me! Ach, what a plump lit­tle dev­il! He’s got some­thing to be­gin life on, he has! He’ll sure­ly be an im­por­tant cit­i­zen, Pelle! Just look how plump and round he is! Per­haps a mer­chant or a man­u­fac­tur­er or some­thing of that sort! To see him in his pow­er and great­ness—but that won’t be grant­ed to Fa­ther Lasse.” He sighed. “Yes, yes, here he is, and how he no­tices one al­ready! Per­haps the ras­cal’s won­der­ing, who is this wrin­kled old man stand­ing there and com­ing to see me in his old clothes? Yes, it’s Fa­ther Lasse, so look at him well, he’s won his mag­nif­i­cence by fair means!”

			Then he went up to Pelle and fum­bled for his hand. “Well, I’ve hard­ly dared to hope for this—and how fine he is, my boy! What are you go­ing to call him?” Lasse al­ways end­ed with that ques­tion, look­ing anx­ious­ly at his son as he asked it. His old head trem­bled a lit­tle now when any­thing moved him.

			“He’s to be called Lasse Fred­erik,” said Pelle one day, “af­ter his two grand­fa­thers.”

			This de­light­ed the old man. He went off on a lit­tle carouse in hon­or of the day.

			And now he came al­most ev­ery day. On Sun­day morn­ings he made him­self scrupu­lous­ly tidy, pol­ish­ing his boots and brush­ing his clothes, so as to make him­self thor­ough­ly pre­sentable. As he went home from work he would look in to ask whether lit­tle Lasse had slept well. He eu­lo­gized Ellen for bring­ing such a bright, beau­ti­ful young­ster in­to the world, and she quite fell in love with the old man, on ac­count of his de­light in the child.

			She even trust­ed him to sit with the lit­tle one, and he was nev­er so pleased as when she wished to go out and sent for him ac­cord­ing­ly.

			So lit­tle Lasse suc­ceed­ed, mere­ly by his ad­vent, in abol­ish­ing all mis­un­der­stand­ings, and Pelle blessed him for it. He was the deuce of a fel­low al­ready—one day he threw Lasse and Ellen right in­to one an­oth­er’s arms! Pelle fol­lowed step by step the lit­tle crea­ture’s en­trance in­to the world; he no­ticed when first his glance showed a watch­ful at­ten­tion, and ap­peared to fol­low an ob­ject, and when first his hand made a grab at some­thing. “Hey, hey, just look! He wants his share of things al­ready!” he cried de­light­ed­ly. It was Pelle’s fair mous­tache the child was af­ter—and didn’t he give it a tug!

			The lit­tle hand gripped valiant­ly and was scarce­ly to be re­moved; there were lit­tle dim­ples on the fin­gers and deep creas­es at the wrist. There was any amount of strength in Ellen’s milk!

			They saw noth­ing more of Mor­ton. He had vis­it­ed them at first, but af­ter a time ceased com­ing. They were so tak­en up with one an­oth­er at the time, and Ellen’s cool be­hav­ior had per­haps fright­ened him away. He couldn’t know that that was her man­ner to ev­ery­body. Pelle could nev­er find an idle hour to look him up, but of­ten re­gret­ted him. “Can you un­der­stand what’s amiss with him?” he would ask Ellen won­der­ing­ly. “We have so much in com­mon, he and I. Shall I make short work of it and go and look him up?”

			Ellen made no an­swer to this; she on­ly kissed him. She want­ed to have him quite to her­self, and en­com­passed him with her love; her warm breath made him feel faint with hap­pi­ness. Her will pur­sued him and sur­round­ed him like a wall; he had a faint con­scious­ness of the fact, but made no at­tempt to be­stir him­self. He felt quite com­fort­able as he was.

			The child oc­ca­sioned fresh ex­pens­es, and Ellen had all she could do; there was lit­tle time left for her to help him. He had to ob­tain suit­able work, so that they might not suf­fer by the slack win­ter sea­son, but could sit co­zi­ly be­tween their four walls. There was no time for loaf­ing about and think­ing. It was an ob­vi­ous truth, which their dai­ly life con­firmed, that poor peo­ple have all they can do to mind their own af­fairs. This was a fact which they had not at once re­al­ized.

			He no longer gave any thought to out­side mat­ters. It was re­al­ly on­ly from old habit that, as he sat eat­ing his break­fast in the work­shop, he would some­times glance at the pa­per his sand­wich­es were wrapped in—part of some back num­ber of The Work­ing Man. Or per­haps it would hap­pen that he felt some­thing in the air, that passed him by, some­thing in which he had no part; and then he would raise his head with a lis­ten­ing ex­pres­sion. But Ellen was fa­mil­iar with the re­mote­ness that came in­to his eyes at such times, and she knew how to dis­pel it with a kiss.

			One day he met Morten in the street. Pelle was de­light­ed, but there was a scep­ti­cal ex­pres­sion in Morten’s eyes. “Why don’t you ev­er come to see me now?” asked Pelle. “I of­ten long to see you, but I can’t well get away from home.”

			“I’ve found a sweet­heart—which is quite an oc­cu­pa­tion.”

			“Are you en­gaged?” said Pelle vi­va­cious­ly. “Tell me some­thing about her!”

			“Oh, there’s not much to tell,” said Morten, with a melan­choly smile. “She is so ragged and de­cayed that no one else would have her—that’s why I took her.”

			“That is tru­ly just like you!” Pelle laughed. “But se­ri­ous­ly, who is the girl and where does she live?”

			“Where does she live?” Morten stared at him for a mo­ment un­com­pre­hend­ing­ly. “Yes, af­ter all you’re right. If you know where peo­ple live you know all about them. The po­lice al­ways ask that ques­tion.”

			Pelle did not know whether Morten was fool­ing him or whether he was speak­ing in good faith; he could not un­der­stand him in the least to­day. His pale face bore signs of suf­fer­ing. There was a cu­ri­ous glit­ter in his eyes. “One has to live some­where in this win­ter cold.”

			“Yes, you are right! And she lives on the Com­mon, when the po­lice­man doesn’t drive her away. He’s the land­lord of the un­for­tu­nate, you know! There has been a cen­sus late­ly—well, did you ob­serve what hap­pened? It was giv­en out that ev­ery­body was to de­clare where he lodged on a par­tic­u­lar night. But were the cen­sus-pa­pers dis­trib­uted among the home­less? No—all those who live in sheds and out­hous­es, or on the Com­mon, or in new­ly erect­ed build­ings, or in the dis­used ma­nure-pits of the liv­ery sta­bles—they have no home, and con­se­quent­ly were not count­ed in the cen­sus. That was clev­er­ly man­aged, you know; they sim­ply don’t ex­ist! Oth­er­wise there would be a very un­pleas­ant item on the list—the num­ber of the home­less. On­ly one man in the city here knows what it is; he’s a street mis­sion­ary, and I’ve some­times been out with him at night; it’s hor­ri­fy­ing, what we’ve seen! Ev­ery­where, wher­ev­er there’s a chink, they crowd in­to it in or­der to find shel­ter; they lie un­der the iron stair­cas­es even, and freeze to death. We found one like that—an old man—and called up a po­lice­man; he stuck his red nose right in the corpse’s mouth and said, ‘Dead of drink.’ And now that’s put down, where re­al­ly it ought to say, ‘Starved to death!’ It mustn’t be said that any­one re­al­ly suf­fers need in this coun­try, you un­der­stand. No one freezes to death here who will on­ly keep mov­ing; no one starves un­less it’s his own fault. It must nec­es­sar­i­ly be so in one of the most en­light­ened coun­tries in the world; peo­ple have be­come too cul­ti­vat­ed to al­low Want to stalk free about the streets; it would spoil their en­joy­ment and dis­turb their night’s rest. And they must be kept at a dis­tance too; to do away with them would be too trou­ble­some; but the po­lice are drilled to chase them back in­to their holes and cor­ners. Go down to the whal­ing quay and see what they bring ashore in a sin­gle day at this time of the year—it isn’t far from your place. Ac­ci­dents, of course! The ground is so slip­pery, and peo­ple go too near the edge of the quay. The oth­er night a wom­an brought a child in­to the world in an open door­way in North Bridge Street—in ten de­grees of frost. Peo­ple who col­lect­ed were in­dig­nant; it was un­par­don­able of her to go about in such a con­di­tion—she ought to have stopped at home. It didn’t oc­cur to them that she had no home. Well then, she could have gone to the po­lice; they are obliged to take peo­ple in. On the oth­er hand, as we were putting her in the cab, she be­gan to cry, in ter­ror, ‘Not the ma­ter­ni­ty hos­pi­tal—not the ma­ter­ni­ty hos­pi­tal!’ She had al­ready been there some time or oth­er. She must have had some rea­son for pre­fer­ring the doorstep—just as the oth­ers pre­ferred the canal to the work­house.”

			Morten con­tin­ued, re­gard­less of Pelle, as though he had to ease some in­ward tor­ment. Pelle lis­tened as­tound­ed to this out­burst of lac­er­at­ing an­guish with a shamed feel­ing that he him­self had a lay­er of fat round his heart. As Morten spoke pover­ty once more as­sumed a pe­cu­liar, hor­ri­ble, liv­ing glim­mer.

			“Why do you tell me all this as if I be­longed to the up­per class­es?” he said. “I know all this as well as you do.”

			“And we haven’t even a bad year,” Morten con­tin­ued, “the cir­cum­stances are as they al­ways are at this time of year. Yes­ter­day a poor man stole a loaf from the counter and ran off with it; now he’ll be brand­ed all his life. ‘My God, that he should want to make him­self a thief for so lit­tle!’ said the mas­ter’s wife—it was a twopen­ny-ha’pen­ny roll. It’s not easy to grasp—brand­ed for his whole life for a roll of bread!”

			“He was starv­ing,” said Pelle stupid­ly.

			“Starv­ing? Yes, of course he was starv­ing! But to me it’s in­san­i­ty, I tell you—I can’t take it in; and ev­ery­one else thinks it’s so easy to un­der­stand. Why do I tell you this, you ask? You know it as well as I do. No, but you don’t know it prop­er­ly, or you’d have to rack your brains till you were crazy over the fright­ful in­san­i­ty of the fact that these two words—bread and crime—can be­long to­geth­er! Isn’t it in­sane, that the two ends should bend to­geth­er and close in a ring about a hu­man life? That a man should steal bread of all things—bread, do you un­der­stand? Bread ought not to be stolen. What does any man want with thiev­ing who eats enough? In the morn­ings, long be­fore six o’clock, the poor peo­ple gath­er out­side our shop, and stand there in rows, in or­der to be the first to get the stale bread that is sold at half-price. The po­lice make them stand in a row, just as they do out­side the box-of­fice at the the­ater, and some come as ear­ly as four, and stand two hours in the cold, in or­der to be sure of their place. But be­sides those who buy there is al­ways a crowd of peo­ple still poor­er; they have no mon­ey to buy with, but they stand there and stare as though it in­ter­est­ed them great­ly to see the oth­ers get­ting their bread cheap. They stand there wait­ing for a mir­a­cle in the shape of a slice of bread. One can see that in the way their eyes fol­low ev­ery move­ment, with the same des­per­ate hope that you see in the eyes of the dogs when they stand round the butch­er’s cart and im­plore Heav­en that the butch­er may drop a bit of meat. They don’t un­der­stand that no one will pity them. Not we hu­man be­ings—you should see their sur­prise when we give them any­thing!—but chance, some ac­ci­dent. Good God, bread is so cheap, the cheap­est of all the im­por­tant things in this world—and yet they can’t for once have enough of it! This morn­ing I slipped a loaf in­to an old wom­an’s hand—she kissed it and wept for joy! Do you feel that that’s en­durable?” He stared at Pelle with mad­ness lurk­ing in his gaze.

			“You do me an in­jus­tice if you think I don’t feel it too,” said Pelle qui­et­ly. “But where is there a quick way out of this evil? We must be pa­tient and or­ga­nize our­selves and trust to time. To seize on our rights as they’ve done else­where won’t do for us.”

			“No, that’s just it! They know it won’t do for us—that’s why jus­tice nev­er goes for­ward. The peo­ple get on­ly what’s due to them if the lead­ers know that if the worst comes to the worst they can pro­vide for them­selves.”

			“I don’t be­lieve that any good would come of a rev­o­lu­tion,” said Pelle em­phat­i­cal­ly. He felt the old long­ing to fight with­in him.

			“You can’t un­der­stand about that un­less you’ve felt it in your­self,” replied Morten pas­sion­ate­ly. “Rev­o­lu­tion is the voice of God, which ad­min­is­ters right and jus­tice, and it can­not be dis­put­ed. If the poor were to rise to see that jus­tice was done it would be God’s judg­ment, and it would not be over­thrown. The age has sure­ly the right to re­deem it­self when it has fall­en in­to ar­rears in re­spect of mat­ters so im­por­tant; but it could do so on­ly by a leap for­ward. But the peo­ple don’t rise, they are like a damp pow­der! You must sure­ly some time have been in the cel­lar of the old iron mer­chant un­der the ‘Ark,’ and have seen his store of rags and bones and old iron rub­bish? They are mere rak­ings of the refuse-heap, things that hu­man so­ci­ety once need­ed and then re­ject­ed. He col­lects them again, and now the poor can buy them. And he buys the sol­diers’ bread too, when they want to go on the spree, and throws it on his muck-heap; he calls it fod­der for hors­es, but the poor buy it of him and eat it. The refuse-heap is the poor man’s larder—that is, when the pigs have tak­en what they want. The Am­ager farm­ers fat­ten their swine there, and the san­i­tary com­mis­sion talks about for­bid­ding it; but no one has com­pas­sion on the Copen­hagen poor.”

			Pelle shud­dered. There was some­thing de­mo­ni­a­cal in Morten’s hideous knowl­edge—he knew more of the “Ark” than Pelle him­self. “Have you, too, been down in that loath­some rub­bish-store?” he asked, “or how do you know all this?”

			“No, I’ve not been there—but I can’t help know­ing it—that’s my curse! Ask me even whether they make soup out of the rot­ten bones they get there. And not even the poi­son of the refuse-heap will in­flame them; they lap it up and long for more! I can’t bear it if noth­ing is go­ing to hap­pen! Now you’ve pulled your­self out of the mire—and it’s the same with ev­ery­body who has ac­com­plished any­thing—one af­ter an­oth­er—ei­ther be­cause they are con­tent­ed or be­cause they are ab­sorbed in their own piti­ful af­fairs. Those who are of any use slink away, and on­ly the needy are left.”

			“I have nev­er left you in the lurch,” said Pelle warm­ly. “You must re­al­ize that I haven’t.”

			“It isn’t to be won­dered at that they get weary,” Morten con­tin­ued. “Even God los­es pa­tience with those who al­ways let them­selves be tram­pled up­on. Last night I dreamed I was one of the starv­ing. I was go­ing up the street, griev­ing at my con­di­tion, and I ran up against God. He was dressed like an old Cos­sack of­fi­cer, and had a knout hang­ing round his neck.

			“ ‘Help me, dear God!’ I cried, and fell on my knees be­fore him. ‘My broth­ers won’t help me.’

			“ ‘What ails you?’ he asked, ‘and who are you?’

			“ ‘I am one of Thy cho­sen folk, one of the poor,’ I an­swered. ‘I am starv­ing!’

			“ ‘You are starv­ing and com­plain of your broth­ers, who have set forth food for you in abun­dance?’ he said an­gri­ly, point­ing to all the fine shops. ‘You do not be­long to my cho­sen peo­ple—away with you!’ And then he lashed me over the back with his knout.”

			Morten checked him­self and spoke no more; it was as though he nei­ther saw nor heard; he had quite col­lapsed. Sud­den­ly he turned away, with­out say­ing good­bye.

			Pelle went home; he was vexed by Morten’s vi­o­lence, which was, he felt, an at­tack up­on him­self. He knew this of him­self—that he was not faith­less; and no one had any right to grudge him the hap­pi­ness of found­ing a fam­i­ly. He was quite in­dig­nant—for the first time for a long time. That they should taunt him, who had done more for the cause than most!—just be­cause he looked af­ter his own af­fairs for a time! Some­thing un­ruly was ris­ing with­in him; he felt a sud­den need to lay about him; to fight a good stiff bat­tle and shake the warm do­mes­tic­i­ty out of his bones.

			Down by the canal they were en­gaged cut­ting the ice in or­der to clear the wa­ter. It was al­ready spring tide, and the ice-cakes were drift­ing to­ward the sea, but with un­be­liev­able slow­ness. Af­ter all, that’s the work for you, he told him­self as he turned away. He was con­scious of that which lay be­neath the sur­face, but he would not let it rise.

			As soon as he was be­tween four walls again he grew calmer. Ellen sat by the stove bus­ied with lit­tle Lasse, who lay sprawl­ing on his bel­ly in her lap.

			“On­ly look what a sweet lit­tle roly-poly he is! There isn’t a trace of chaf­ing any­where!”

		
	
		
			XVII

			From his place at the win­dow Pelle could look out over the canal and the bridge by the prison, where the pris­on­ers lay on the rafts, wash­ing wool. He rec­og­nized Fer­di­nand’s tall, pow­er­ful fig­ure; short­ly af­ter Christ­mas they had cap­tured him in an un­der­ground vault in the ceme­tery, where he had es­tab­lished him­self; the snow had be­trayed his hid­ing-place. And now he lay yon­der, so near the “Ark” and his moth­er! From time to time he raised his close­ly-shorn head and looked thith­er.

			Be­yond the bridge to­ward the mar­ket, was the pot­ter with his barge; he had piled up his Jut­land wares on the quay, and the wom­en from Kris­tian­shavn came to deal with him. And be­hind at the back of all rose the mass of the “Ark.”

			It was so huge that it did not give the im­pres­sion of a bar­racks, but had rather the char­ac­ter of a fan­tas­tic vil­lage—as though a hun­dred ham­lets had been swept to­geth­er in one in­ex­tri­ca­ble heap. Orig­i­nal­ly it had been a lit­tle frame build­ing of one sto­ry with a gabled roof. Then it had grad­u­al­ly be­come an em­bryo town; it bud­ded in all di­rec­tions, up­ward as well, kalei­do­scop­i­cal­ly in­creas­ing to a vast mass of lit­tle bits of façade, high-pitched roofs, deep bays, and over­hang­ing gables, all min­gled to­geth­er in an end­less con­fu­sion, till in the mid­dle it was five sto­ries high. And there a bluish ring of va­por al­ways hov­ered, re­veal­ing the pres­ence of the well, that hid­den ven­ti­lat­ing shaft for the throng­ing in­mates of the “Ark.” One could rec­og­nize Madam Frand­sen’s gar­ret with its chim­ney-cowl, and far­ther back, in a deep re­cess, which ran far in­to the mass of the build­ing, Pelle could dis­tin­guish Hanne’s win­dow. Oth­er­wise he could not place many of the lit­tle win­dows. They stared like fail­ing eyes. Even the coal-deal­er, who was the deputy land­lord of the “Ark,” was im­per­fect­ly ac­quaint­ed with all its holes and cor­ners.

			He could see the in­mates of the “Ark” run­ning to and fro across the bridge, care­less and my­opic; they al­ways rushed along, hav­ing start­ed at the last mo­ment. There was some­thing tran­quil­iz­ing about their neg­li­gence, which was evoked by pri­va­tion; in the “Ark” a man be­gan to wor­ry about his food on­ly when he sat down to ta­ble and dis­cov­ered there wasn’t any!

			And among them lit­tle groups of work­men wan­dered in and out across the bridge; that steady march from the North Bridge had trav­elled hith­er, as though seek­ing him out.

			The mass­es were now no longer vague­ly fer­ment­ing; a mighty will was in process of for­ma­tion. Amid the con­fu­sion, the chaot­ic hub­bub, def­i­nite lines be­came vis­i­ble; a com­mon con­scious­ness came in­to be­ing and as­sumed a di­rec­tion; the thou­sands of work­ers con­trolled them­selves in a re­mark­able way, and were now pro­gress­ing, slow­ly and pru­dent­ly, with the ide­al of clos­ing up the ranks. One whose hear­ing was a lit­tle dull might have re­ceived the im­pres­sion that noth­ing was hap­pen­ing—that they were rec­on­ciled with their lot; but Pelle knew what was go­ing on. He him­self had put his shoul­der to the wheel, and was se­cret­ly one of their num­ber.

			He was hap­py in Ellen’s di­vid­ed love, and all he un­der­took had ref­er­ence to her and the child.

			But now again the sound of foot­steps echoed through his brain; and it would not be si­lenced. They had pen­e­trat­ed fur­ther than he him­self could go. It was as though a dead­en­ing screen had sud­den­ly been re­moved and whether he wished it or not, he heard ev­ery step of the wan­der­ers out­side.

			The hard times forced them to pro­ceed qui­et­ly, but work was be­ing done in se­cret. The new ideas were in process of be­com­ing cur­rent, the news­pa­pers in­tro­duced them in­to the bo­som of the fam­i­ly, and they were ut­tered from the speak­er’s plat­form, or dis­cussed at meal­times in work­shop and fac­to­ry. The con­ta­gion ran up stair­cas­es and went from door to door. Or­ga­ni­za­tions which more than once had been cre­at­ed and bro­ken up were cre­at­ed afresh—and this time to en­dure. The em­ploy­ers fought them, but could not de­feat them; there was an in­ward law work­ing up­on the mass­es, mak­ing a struc­ture be­hind which they must de­fend them­selves.

			They taxed them­selves and stole the bread out of their own mouths in or­der to in­crease the funds of their or­ga­ni­za­tion, in the blind con­vic­tion that even­tu­al­ly some­thing mirac­u­lous would come of it all. The poor achieved pow­er by means of pri­va­tion, tears, and self-de­nial, and had the sat­is­fac­tion of feel­ing that they were rich through their or­ga­ni­za­tion. When many unit­ed to­geth­er they tast­ed of the sweets of wealth; and, grate­ful as they were, they re­gard­ed that al­ready as a re­sult. A sense of well-be­ing lift­ed them above the un­or­ga­nized, and they felt them­selves so­cial­ly su­pe­ri­or to the lat­ter. To join the trades unions now sig­ni­fied a rise in the so­cial scale. This af­fect­ed many, and oth­ers were driv­en in­to the move­ment by the strong rep­re­sen­ta­tions of their house­mates. The big ten­e­ment build­ings were grad­u­al­ly leav­ened by the new ideas; those who would not join the Union must clear out. They were treat­ed as the scum of so­ci­ety, and could on­ly set­tle down in cer­tain quar­ters of the city. It no longer seemed im­pos­si­ble to es­tab­lish the or­ga­ni­za­tion of la­bor in a sta­ble fash­ion, and to ac­com­plish some­thing for the work­ers—if on­ly some coura­geous work­er would place him­self at the head of af­fairs. The fact that most of them worked at home in their lodg­ings could no longer make them in­vis­i­ble—the move­ment had eyes ev­ery­where. Pelle, with sur­prise, caught him­self sit­ting at his bench and mak­ing plans for the de­vel­op­ment of the move­ment.

			He put the mat­ter from him, and de­vot­ed his whole mind to Ellen and the child. What had he to do with the need of strangers, when these two called for all his abil­i­ty and all his strength, if he was to pro­vide them mere­ly with ne­ces­si­ties? He had tor­tured him­self enough with the bur­den of pover­ty—and to no end. And now he had found his re­lease in a blessed ac­tiv­i­ty, which, if he was to ne­glect noth­ing, would en­tire­ly ab­sorb him. What then was the mean­ing of this in­ward ad­mo­ni­tion, that seemed to tell him that he was sin­ning against his du­ty?

			He si­lenced the in­ward voice by dwelling on his joy in his wife and child. But it re­turned in­sid­i­ous­ly and haunt­ed his mind like a shad­ow.

			At times, as he sat qui­et­ly work­ing, some­thing called him: “Pelle, Pelle!”—or the words throbbed in his ears in the depth of the night.

			At such times he sat up­right in bed, lis­ten­ing. Ellen and the child were fast asleep; he could hear a faint whistling as lit­tle Lasse drew his breath. He would go to the door and open it, al­though he shook his head at his own fol­ly. It was sure­ly a warn­ing that some­one near to him was in trou­ble!

			At this time Pelle threw him­self pas­sion­ate­ly in­to his life with Ellen and the child; he lived for them as whol­ly as though he had an­tic­i­pat­ed an im­me­di­ate part­ing.

			They had pur­chased a per­am­bu­la­tor on the in­stal­ment sys­tem, and ev­ery Sun­day they packed sand­wich­es un­der the apron and pushed it be­fore them to the Com­mon, or they turned in­to some beer-gar­den in the neigh­bor­hood of the city, where they ate their pro­vi­sions and drank cof­fee. Of­ten too they made their way along the coast road, and went right out in­to the for­est. Lasse-Fred­erik, as Ellen called him, sat throned in all his splen­dor in the per­am­bu­la­tor, like a lit­tle idol, Pelle and Ellen push­ing him al­ter­nate­ly. Ellen did not want to per­mit this. “It’s no work for a man, push­ing a per­am­bu­la­tor,” she would say. “You won’t see any oth­er man do­ing it! They let their wives push the fam­i­ly coach.”

			“What are oth­er peo­ple to me?” replied Pelle. “I don’t keep a horse yet.”

			She gave him a grate­ful look; nev­er­the­less, she did not like it.

			They spent glo­ri­ous hours out there. Lit­tle Lasse was al­lowed to scram­ble about to his heart’s con­tent, and it was won­der­ful how he tum­bled about; he was like a frol­ic­some lit­tle bear. “I be­lieve he can smell the earth un­der him,” said Pelle, re­call­ing his own child­ish trans­ports. “It’s a pity he has to live in that bar­rack there!” Ellen gazed at him un­com­pre­hend­ing­ly.

			They did not move about much; it con­tent­ed them to lie there and to de­light in the child, when he sud­den­ly sat up and gazed at them in as­ton­ish­ment, as though he had just dis­cov­ered them. “Now he’s be­gin­ning to think!” said Pelle, laugh­ing.

			“You take my word for it, he’s hun­gry.” And lit­tle Lasse scram­bled straight up to his moth­er, strik­ing at her breast with his clenched hands, and say­ing, “Mam, mam!” Pelle and the per­am­bu­la­tor had to sta­tion them­selves in front of her while he was fed.

			When they reached home it was evening. If the door­mat was dis­placed it meant that some­one had been to call on them; and Ellen was able to tell, from its po­si­tion, who the vis­i­tor had been. Once it stood up­right against the wall.

			“That’s Un­cle Car­pen­ter,” said Pelle qui­et­ly. Lit­tle Lasse was sleep­ing on his arm, his head rest­ing on Pelle’s shoul­der.

			“No, it will have been Cousin An­na,” said Ellen, open­ing the door. “Thank the Lord we weren’t at home, or we should have had such a busi­ness till late in the evening! They nev­er eat any­thing at home on Sun­days, they sim­ply drink a mouth­ful of cof­fee and then go round eat­ing their re­la­tions out of house and home.”

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Pelle of­ten thought with con­cern of the three or­phans in the “Ark.” They were learn­ing noth­ing that would be of use to them in the fu­ture, but had all they could do to make a liv­ing. The bad times had hit them too, and lit­tle Karl in par­tic­u­lar; peo­ple were stingy with their tips. In these days they were nev­er more than a day ahead of des­ti­tu­tion, and the slight­est mis­for­tune would have brought them face to face with it. But they let noth­ing of this be seen—they were on­ly a lit­tle qui­eter and more solemn than usu­al. He had on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions made in­quiries as to ob­tain­ing help for them, but noth­ing could be done with­out im­me­di­ate­ly tear­ing them asun­der; all those who were in a po­si­tion to help them cried out against their lit­tle house­hold, and sep­a­ra­tion was the worst that could be­fall them.

			When he went to see them Marie al­ways had plen­ty to tell and to ask him; he was still her par­tic­u­lar con­fi­dant, and had to lis­ten to all her house­hold cares and give her his ad­vice. She was grow­ing tall now, and had a fresh­er look than of old; and Pelle’s pres­ence al­ways filled her eyes with joy and brought the col­or to her cheeks. Fa­ther Lasse she eu­lo­gized, in a voice full of emo­tion, as though he were a lit­tle help­less child; but when she asked af­ter Ellen a lit­tle mal­ice glit­tered in her eyes.

			One morn­ing, as he sat work­ing at home, while Ellen was out with the child, there was a knock at the door. He went out and opened it. In the lit­tle let­ter-box some­one had thrust a num­ber of The Work­ing Man, with an in­vi­ta­tion to take the pa­per reg­u­lar­ly. He opened the pa­per ea­ger­ly, as he sat down to his bench again; an ex­tra­or­di­nary feel­ing of dis­tress caused him first of all to run through the “Ac­ci­dents.”

			He start­ed up in his chair; there was a head­ing con­cern­ing a four­teen-year-old boy who worked in a tin­plate works and had had the fin­gers of the right hand cut off. A pre­mo­ni­tion told him that this mis­for­tune had be­fall­en the lit­tle “Fam­i­ly”; he quick­ly drew on a coat and ran over to the “Ark.”

			Marie met him anx­ious­ly. “Can you un­der­stand what has hap­pened to Pe­ter? He nev­er came home last night!” she said, in dis­tress. “Lots of boys roam about the streets all night, but Pe­ter has nev­er been like that, and I kept his sup­per warm till mid­night. I thought per­haps he’d got in­to bad com­pa­ny.”

			Pelle showed her The Work­ing Man. In a lit­tle while the in­mates of the “Ark” would see the re­port and come rush­ing up with it. It was bet­ter that he should pre­pare her be­fore­hand. “But it’s by no means cer­tain,” he said, to cheer her. “Per­haps it isn’t he at all.”

			Marie burst in­to tears. “Yes, of course it is! I’ve so of­ten gone about wor­ry­ing when he’s been telling me about those sharp knives al­ways slid­ing be­tween their fin­gers. And they can’t take prop­er care of them­selves; they must work quick­ly or they get the sack. Oh, poor dear Pe­ter!” She had sunk in­to her chair and now sat rock­ing to and fro with her apron to her eyes, like an un­hap­py moth­er.

			“Now be grown-up and sen­si­ble,” said Pelle, lay­ing his hand on her shoul­der. “Per­haps it’s not so bad af­ter all; the pa­pers al­ways ex­ag­ger­ate. Now I’ll run out and see if I can trace him.”

			“Go to the fac­to­ry first, then,” said Marie, jump­ing to her feet, “for, of course, they’ll know best. But you mustn’t in any case say where we live—do you hear? Re­mem­ber, we’ve not been to school, and he hasn’t been no­ti­fied to the pas­tor for con­fir­ma­tion. We could be pun­ished if they found that out.”

			“I’ll take good care,” said Pelle, and he hur­ried away.

			At the fac­to­ry he re­ceived the in­for­ma­tion that Pe­ter was ly­ing in hos­pi­tal. He ran thith­er, and ar­rived just at the time for vis­i­tors. Pe­ter was sit­ting up­right in bed, his hand in a sling; this gave him a cu­ri­ous­ly crip­pled ap­pear­ance. And on the boy’s face af­flic­tion had al­ready left those deep, in­erad­i­ca­ble traces which so dis­mal­ly dis­tin­guish the in­valid­ed work­er. The ter­ri­ble bur­den of the con­se­quences of mu­ti­la­tion could al­ready be read in his pon­der­ing, child­ish gaze.

			He cheered up when he saw Pelle, made an in­vol­un­tary move­ment with his right hand, and then, re­mem­ber­ing, held out his left. “There—I must give you my left fist now,” he said, with a dis­mal smile. “That’ll seem queer to me for a bit. If I can do any­thing at all. Oth­er­wise”—he made a threat­en­ing move­ment of the head—“I tell you this—I’ll nev­er be a bur­den to Marie and Karl all my life. Take my word for it, I shall be able to work again.”

			“We shall soon find some­thing for you,” said Pelle, “and there are kind peo­ple, too. Per­haps some­one will help you so that you can study.” He him­self did not know just where that idea came from; he cer­tain­ly had nev­er seen such a case. The mag­i­cal dreams of his child­hood had been re­spon­si­ble for a whole class of ideas, which were nour­ished by the anec­dotes of poor boys in the read­ing-books. He was con­front­ed by the im­pos­si­ble, and quite sim­ply he reached out af­ter the im­pos­si­ble.

			Pe­ter had no read­ing-books at his back. “Kind peo­ple!” he cried scorn­ful­ly—“they nev­er have any­thing them­selves, and I can’t even read—how should I learn how to study? Karl can read; he taught him­self from the signs in the streets while he was run­ning his er­rands; and he can write as well. And Hanne has taught Marie a lit­tle. But all my life I’ve on­ly been in the fac­to­ry.” He stared bit­ter­ly in­to space; it was melan­choly to see how changed his face was—it had quite fall­en in.

			“Don’t wor­ry now,” said Pelle con­fi­dent­ly: “we shall soon find some­thing.”

			“On­ly spare me the poor-re­lief! Don’t you go beg­ging for me—that’s all!” said Pe­ter an­gri­ly. “And, Pelle,” he whis­pered, so that no one in the room should hear, “it re­al­ly isn’t nice here. Last night an old man lay there and died—close to me. He died of can­cer, and they didn’t even put a screen round him. All the time he lay there and stared at me! But in a few days I shall be able to go out. Then there’ll be some­thing to be paid—oth­er­wise the busi­ness will come be­fore the Poor Law guardians, and then they’ll be­gin to snuff around—and I’ve told them fibs, Pelle! Can’t you come and get me out? Marie has mon­ey for the house-rent by her—you can take that.”

			Pelle promised, and hur­ried back to his work. Ellen was at home; she was mov­ing about and seemed as­ton­ished. Pelle con­fid­ed the whole af­fair to her. “Such a splen­did fel­low he is,” he said, al­most cry­ing. “A lit­tle too solemn with all his work—and now he’s a crip­ple! On­ly a child, and an in­valid­ed work­er al­ready—it’s hor­ri­ble to think of!”

			Ellen went up to him and pulled his head against her shoul­der; sooth­ing­ly she stroked his hair. “We must do some­thing for him, Ellen,” he said dul­ly.

			“You are so good, Pelle. You’d like to help ev­ery­body; but what can we do? We’ve paid away all our sav­ings over my ly­ing-in.”

			“We must sell or pawn some of our things.”

			She looked at him hor­ri­fied. “Pelle, our dear home! And there’s noth­ing here but just what is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary. And you who love our poor lit­tle be­long­ings so! But if you mean that, why, of course! On­ly you are do­ing some­thing for him al­ready in sac­ri­fic­ing your time.”

			Af­ter that he was silent. She sev­er­al times re­ferred to the mat­ter again, as some­thing that must be well de­lib­er­at­ed, but he did not re­ply. Her con­ver­sa­tion hurt him—whether he replied to it or was silent.

			In the af­ter­noon he in­vent­ed an er­rand in the city, and made his way to the fac­to­ry. He made for the count­ing­house, and suc­ceed­ed in see­ing the man­u­fac­tur­er him­self. The lat­ter was quite up­set by the oc­cur­rence, but plead­ed in vin­di­ca­tion that the ac­ci­dent was en­tire­ly the re­sult of neg­li­gence. He ad­vised Pelle to make a col­lec­tion among the work­ers in the fac­to­ry, and he opened it him­self with a con­tri­bu­tion of twen­ty kro­ner. He al­so held out the prospect that Pe­ter, who was a re­li­able lad, might take a place as mes­sen­ger and col­lec­tor when he was well again.

			Pe­ter was much liked by his com­rades; a nice lit­tle sum was col­lect­ed. Pelle paid his hos­pi­tal dues, and there was so much left that he would be able to stay at home and rest with an easy mind un­til his hand was healed and he could take the place of mes­sen­ger at the fac­to­ry. The young in­valid was in high spir­its, know­ing that his liv­ing was as­sured; he passed the time in loung­ing about the town, wher­ev­er there was mu­sic to be heard, in or­der to learn fresh tunes. “This is the first hol­i­day I’ve had since I went to the fac­to­ry,” he told Pelle.

			He did not get the place as mes­sen­ger—some­one stole a march on him; but he re­ceived per­mis­sion to go back to his old work! With the re­mains of his right hand he could hold the sheet of tin­plate on the ta­ble, while the left hand had to ac­cus­tom it­self to mov­ing among the threat­en­ing knives. This on­ly de­mand­ed time and a lit­tle ex­tra watch­ful­ness.

			This ac­ci­dent was brand­ed on Pelle’s soul, and it aroused his slum­ber­ing re­sent­ment. Chance had giv­en him the three or­phans in the place of broth­ers and sis­ters, and he felt Pe­ter’s fate as keen­ly as if it had been his own. It was a scan­dal that young chil­dren should be forced to earn their liv­ing by work that en­dan­gered their lives, in or­der to keep the de­test­ed Poor Law guardians at bay. What sort of a so­cial or­der was this? He felt a suf­fo­cat­ing de­sire to strike out, to at­tack it.

			The bur­den of Due’s fate, ag­gra­vat­ed by this fresh mis­for­tune, was once more vis­i­ble in his face; Ellen’s gen­tle hand, could not smooth it away. “Don’t look so an­gry, now—you fright­en the child so!” she would say, reach­ing him the boy. And Pelle would try to smile; but it was on­ly a grim sort of smile.

			He did not feel that it was nec­es­sary to al­low Ellen to look in­to his bleed­ing soul; he con­versed with her about in­dif­fer­ent things. At oth­er times he sat gaz­ing in­to the dis­tance, peer­ing watch­ful­ly at ev­ery sign; he was once more full of the feel­ing that he was ap­point­ed to some par­tic­u­lar pur­pose. He was cer­tain that tid­ings of some kind were on the way to him.

			And then Shoe­mak­er Pe­tersen died, and he was again asked to take over the man­age­ment of the Union.

			“What do you say to that?” he asked Ellen, al­though his mind was ir­re­vo­ca­bly made up.

			“You must know that your­self,” she replied re­served­ly. “But if it gives you plea­sure, why, of course!”

			“I am not do­ing it to please my­self,” said Pelle gloomi­ly. “I am not a wom­an!”

			He re­gret­ted his words, and went over to Ellen and kissed her. She had tears in her eyes, and looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment.

		
	
		
			XIX

			There was plen­ty to be done. The rene­gades must be shep­herd­ed back to the or­ga­ni­za­tion—shep­herd­ed or driv­en; Pelle took the most will­ing first, al­low­ing num­bers to im­press the rest. Those who were quite stub­born he left to their own de­vices for the time be­ing; when they were iso­lat­ed and marked men in­to the bar­gain, they could do no fur­ther mis­chief.

			He felt well rest­ed, and went very me­thod­i­cal­ly to work. The feel­ing that his strength would hold out to the very end lent him a qui­et courage that in­spired con­fi­dence. He was not over­hasty, but saw to ev­ery­thing from the foun­da­tions up­ward; in­di­vid­u­al ques­tions he post­poned un­til the con­di­tions for solv­ing them should be at hand. He knew from pre­vi­ous ex­pe­ri­ence that noth­ing could be ac­com­plished un­less the ranks were tight­ly knit to­geth­er.

			So passed the re­main­der of the sum­mer. And then the or­ga­ni­za­tion was com­plete; it looked as though it could stand a tus­sle. And the first ques­tion was the tar­iff. This was bad and an­ti­quat­ed; thor­ough­ly be­hind the times in all re­spects; the trade was groan­ing un­der a low rate of wages, which had not kept step with the gen­er­al de­vel­op­ment and the aug­men­ta­tion of prices. But Pelle al­lowed his prac­ti­cal com­mon sense to pre­vail. The mo­ment was not fa­vor­able for a de­mand for high­er wages. The or­ga­ni­za­tion could not lend the de­mand suf­fi­cient sup­port; they must for the time be­ing con­tent them­selves with caus­ing the cur­rent tar­iff to be re­spect­ed. Many of the large em­ploy­ers did not ob­serve it, al­though they them­selves had in­tro­duced it. Mey­er was a par­tic­u­lar­ly hard case; he made use of ev­ery pos­si­ble shift and eva­sion to beat down the clear­est wages bill.

			Com­plaints were con­tin­u­al­ly com­ing in, and one day Pelle went to him in or­der to dis­cuss the sit­u­a­tion and come to some agree­ment. He was pre­pared to fight for the in­vi­o­la­bil­i­ty of the tar­iff, oth­er­wise Mey­er would make big prom­ises and af­ter­ward break them. He had re­al­ly ex­pect­ed Mey­er to show him the door; how­ev­er, he did not do so, but treat­ed him with a sort of po­lite ef­fron­tery. Ha­tred of his old en­e­my awaked in Pelle anew, and it was all he could do to con­trol him­self. “The em­bar­go will be de­clared against you if you don’t come to an ar­range­ment with your work­ers with­in a week,” he said threat­en­ing­ly.

			Mey­er laughed con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “What’s that you say? Oh, yes, your em­bar­go, we know some­thing about that! But then the em­ploy­ers will de­clare a lock­out for the whole trade—what do you think of that? Old hats will be sell­ing cheap!”

			Pelle was silent, and with­drew; it was the on­ly way in which he could suc­ceed in keep­ing cool. He had said what had to be said, and he was no diplo­mat, to smile qui­et­ly with a dev­il lurk­ing in the cor­ners of his eyes.

			Mey­er oblig­ing­ly ac­com­pa­nied him to the door. “Can I oblige you in any oth­er way—with work, for ex­am­ple? I could very well find room for a work­er who will make chil­dren’s boots and shoes.”

			When Pelle reached the street he drew a long breath. Poof! That was tough work; a lit­tle more in­so­lence and he’d have giv­en him one on the jaw! That would have been the nat­u­ral an­swer to the fel­low’s ef­fron­tery! Well, it was a fine test for his hot tem­per, and he had stood it all right! He could al­ways be mas­ter of the sit­u­a­tion if he held his tongue.

			“Now sup­pose we do put an em­bar­go on Mey­er,” he thought, as he went down the street. “What then? Why, then he’ll hit back and de­clare a lock­out. Could we hold out? Not very long, but the em­ploy­ers don’t know that—and then their busi­ness­es would be ru­ined. But then they would in­tro­duce work­ers from abroad—or, if that didn’t an­swer, they would get the work done else­where; or they would im­port whole car­goes of ma­chin­ery, as they have al­ready be­gun to do on a small scale.”

			Pelle stood still in the mid­dle of the street. Damn it all, this wouldn’t do! He must take care that he didn’t make a hash of the whole af­fair. If these for­eign work­ers and ma­chines were in­tro­duced, a whole host of men would in a mo­ment be de­prived of their liv­ing. But he want­ed to have a go at Mey­er; there must be some means of giv­ing the blood­suck­er a blow that he would feel in his purse!

			Next morn­ing he went as usu­al to Beck’s. Beck looked at him from over his spec­ta­cles. “I’ve noth­ing more to do with you, Pelle,” he said, in a low voice.

			“What!” cried Pelle, star­tled. “But we’ve such a lot of work on hand, mas­ter!”

			“Yes, but I can’t em­ploy you any longer. I’m not do­ing this of my own free will; I have al­ways been very well pleased with you; but that’s how it stands. There are so many things one has to take in­to con­sid­er­a­tion; a shoe­mak­er can do noth­ing with­out leather, and one can’t very well do with­out cred­it with the leather mer­chants.”

			He would not say any­thing fur­ther.

			But Pelle had suf­fi­cient­ly grasped the sit­u­a­tion. He was the pres­i­dent of the Shoe­mak­ers’ Union; Mas­ter Beck had been com­pelled to dis­miss him, by the threat of stop­ping his source of sup­plies. Pelle was a marked man be­cause he was at the head of the or­ga­ni­za­tion—al­though the lat­ter was now rec­og­nized. This was an of­fence against the right of com­bi­na­tion. Still there was noth­ing to be done about the mat­ter; one had the right to dis­miss a man if one had no fur­ther need of him. Mey­er was a cun­ning fel­low!

			For a time Pelle drift­ed about de­ject­ed­ly. He was by no means in­clined to go home to Ellen with this melan­choly news; so he went to see var­i­ous em­ploy­ers in or­der to ask them for work. But as soon as they heard who he was they found they had noth­ing for him to do. He saw that a black mark had been set against his name.

			So he must con­fine him­self to home work, and must try to hunt up more ac­quain­tances of his ac­quain­tances. And he must be ready day and night lest some small shoe­mak­er who mud­dled along with­out as­sis­tance should sud­den­ly have more to do than he could man­age.

			Ellen took things as they came, and did not com­plain. But she was mute­ly hos­tile to the cause of their trou­bles. Pelle re­ceived no help from her in his cam­paign; what­ev­er he en­gaged in, he had to fight it out alone. This did not al­ter his plans, but it en­gen­dered a greater ob­sti­na­cy in him. There was one side of his na­ture that Ellen’s char­ac­ter was un­able to reach; well, she was on­ly a wom­an, af­ter all. One must be in­dul­gent with her! He was kind to her, and in his thoughts he more and more set her on a lev­el with lit­tle Lasse. In that way he avoid­ed con­sid­er­ing her opin­ion con­cern­ing se­ri­ous mat­ters—and there­by felt more of a man.

			Thanks to his small salary as pres­i­dent of his Union, they suf­fered no ac­tu­al pri­va­tion. Pelle did not like the idea of ac­cept­ing this salary; he felt great­ly in­clined to refuse the few hun­dred kro­ner. There was not a drop of bu­reau­crat­ic blood in his veins, and he did not feel that a man should re­ceive pay­ment for that which he ac­com­plished for the gen­er­al good. But now this mon­ey came in very con­ve­nient­ly; and he had oth­er things to do than to make moun­tains out of mole­hills. He had giv­en up the em­bar­go; but he was al­ways rack­ing his brains for some way of get­ting at Mey­er; it oc­cu­pied him day and night.

			One day his thoughts blun­dered up­on Mey­er’s own tac­tics. Al­though he was quite in­no­cent, they had driv­en him away from his work. How would it be if he were to em­ploy the same method and, quite se­cret­ly, take Mey­er’s work­men away from him? Mey­er was the evil spir­it of the shoe­mak­er’s craft. He sat there like a tyrant, thanks to his om­nipo­tence, and op­pressed the whole body of work­ers. It would not be so im­pos­si­ble to set a black mark against his name! And Pelle did not mean to be too par­tic­u­lar as to the means.

			He talked the mat­ter over with his fa­ther-in-law, whose con­fi­dence in him was now re­stored. Stolpe, who was an old ex­pe­ri­enced tac­ti­cian, ad­vised him not to con­voke any meet­ing on this oc­ca­sion, but to set­tle the mat­ter with each man face to face, so that the Union could not be at­tacked. “You’ve got plen­ty of time,” he said. “Go first of all to the trust­wor­thy fel­lows, and make them un­der­stand what sort of a man Karl Mey­er is; take his best peo­ple away first of all; it won’t do him much good to keep the bad ones. You can put the fear of God in­to your mates when you want to! Do your busi­ness so well that no one will have the courage any longer to take the place of those that leave him. He must be brand­ed as what he is—but be­tween man and man.”

			Pelle did not spare him­self; he went from one com­rade to an­oth­er, fiery and en­er­get­ic. And what had proved im­pos­si­ble three years be­fore he was now able to ac­com­plish; the re­sent­ment of Mey­er’s in­jus­tice had sunk in­to the minds of all.

			Mey­er had been in the habit of let­ting his work­ers run about to no pur­pose; if the work was not quite ready for them they could call again. And when the work was giv­en out to them they had, as a rule, to fin­ish it with a rush; there was in­ten­tion in this; it made the peo­ple hum­ble and sub­mis­sive.

			But now the boot was on the oth­er leg. The work­ers did not call; they did not de­liv­er ur­gent com­mis­sions at the ap­point­ed time; Mey­er had to send to them, and got his own words as an­swer; they were not quite ready yet, but they would see what they could do for him! He had to run af­ter his own work­ers in or­der not to of­fend his rich cus­tomers. In the first in­stances he set­tled the mat­ter, as a rule, by dis­missal. But that did not help him at all; the dev­il of ar­ro­gance had en­tered in­to the sim­ple jour­ney­men! It looked as though they had got their ideas of mas­ter and sub­or­di­nate re­versed! He had to give up trust­ing to the hard hand on the rein; he must seek them out with fair words! His busi­ness had the whole fash­ion­able world as cus­tomer, and al­ways re­quired a staff of the very best work­ers. But not even friend­ly ap­proach­es availed. Scarce­ly did he find a good jour­ney­man-work­er but he was off again, and if he asked the rea­son he al­ways re­ceived the same jeer­ing an­swer: they didn’t feel in­clined to work. He of­fered high wages, and at great ex­pense en­gaged qual­i­fied men from out­side; but Pelle was at once in­formed and im­me­di­ate­ly sought them out. When they had been sub­ject­ed to his in­flu­ence on­ly for a few days they went back to the place they came from, or found oth­er mas­ters, who, now that Mey­er’s busi­ness was fail­ing, were get­ting more or­ders. Peo­ple who went to the ware­house said that Mey­er was rag­ing about up­stairs, abus­ing in­no­cent peo­ple and driv­ing them away from him.

			Mey­er was con­scious of a hand be­hind all this, and he de­mand­ed that the Em­ploy­ers’ Union should de­clare a lock­out. But the oth­er mas­ters scent­ed a move for his ben­e­fit in this.

			His own busi­ness was mori­bund, so he want­ed to bring theirs to a stand­still al­so. They had no fun­da­men­tal ob­jec­tion to the new state of af­fairs; in any case they could see no re­al oc­ca­sion for a lock­out.

			So he was forced to give in, and wrote to Pelle re­quest­ing him to en­ter in­to ne­go­ti­a­tions—in or­der to put an end to the un­rest af­fect­ing the craft. Pelle, who as yet pos­sessed no skill in ne­go­ti­a­tions, an­swered Mey­er in a very ca­su­al man­ner, prac­ti­cal­ly send­ing him about his busi­ness. He showed his re­ply to his fa­ther-in-law be­fore dis­patch­ing it.

			“No, deuce take it, that won’t do!” said Stolpe. “Look you, my lad, ev­ery­thing de­pends on the tone you take, if you are deal­ing with la­bor pol­i­tics! These big folks think such a damn lot about the way a thing is wrapped up! If I were set­ting about this busi­ness I’d come out with the truth and chuck it in their faces—but that won’t an­swer; they’d be so wild there’d be no deal­ing with them. Just a nice lit­tle lie—that an­swers much bet­ter! Yes, yes, one has to be a diplo­ma­tist and set a fox to catch a fox. Now you write what I tell you! I’ll give you an ex­am­ple. Now—”

			Stolpe paced up and down the room a while, with a thought­ful ex­pres­sion; he was in shirt­sleeves and slip­pers and had thrust both his fore­fin­gers in his waist­coat pock­ets. “Are you ready, son-in-law? Then we’ll be­gin!”

			
				
					“To the Pres­i­dent of the Em­ploy­ers’ Union, Herre H. Mey­er, Shoe­mak­er to the Court.

				
				“Be­ing in re­ceipt of your hon­ored fa­vor of yes­ter­day’s date here­by ac­knowl­edged, I take the lib­er­ty of re­mark­ing that so far as is known to me com­plete qui­et and the most or­der­ly con­di­tions pre­vail through­out the trade. There ap­pears there­fore to be no mo­tive for ne­go­ti­a­tion.

				“For the Shoe­mak­ers’ Union,

				
					“Your obe­di­ent ser­vant,

					“Pelle.”

				
			

			“There, that’s to the point, eh? Napoleon him­self might have put his name to that! And there’s enough sting to it, too!” said Stolpe, much grat­i­fied. “Now write that out nice­ly, and then get a big en­ve­lope.”

			Pelle felt quite im­por­tant when he had writ­ten this out on a big sheet of pa­per; it was like an or­der of the day is­sued by a sher­iff or bur­go­mas­ter at home. On­ly in re­spect of its ma­li­cious­ness he en­ter­tained a cer­tain doubt.

			One morn­ing, a few days lat­er, he was sit­ting at home work­ing. In the mean­time he had been obliged to un­der­take ca­su­al jobs for sailors in the har­bor, and now he was sol­ing a pair of sea-boots for a sea­man on board a col­lier. On the oth­er side of the bench sat lit­tle Lasse, chat­ter­ing and ap­ing his move­ments, and ev­ery time Pelle drove a peg home the young­ster knocked his rat­tle against the edge of the ta­ble, and Pelle smiled at him. Ellen was run­ning in and out be­tween the liv­ing-room and the kitchen. She was se­ri­ous and silent.

			There was a knock at the door. She ran to the stove, snatch­ing away some of the child’s linen which was dry­ing there, ran out, and opened the door.

			A dark, cor­pu­lent gen­tle­man in a fur over­coat en­tered, bow­ing, hold­ing his tall hat be­fore him, to­geth­er with his gloves and stick. Pelle could not be­lieve his eyes—it was the Court shoe­mak­er! “He’s come to have it out!” thought Pelle, and pre­pared him­self for a tus­sle. His heart be­gan to thump, there was a sud­den sink­ing in­side him; his old sub­mis­sive­ness was on the point of com­ing to the sur­face and mas­ter­ing him. But that was on­ly for a mo­ment; then he was him­self again. Qui­et­ly he of­fered his guest a chair.

			Mey­er sat down, look­ing about the neat, sim­ple room as though he want­ed to com­pare his en­e­my’s means with his own be­fore he made a move. Pelle gath­ered some­thing from his wan­der­ing glance, and sud­den­ly found him­self con­sid­er­ably rich­er in his knowl­edge of hu­man na­ture. “He’s sit­ting there star­ing about him to see if some­thing has gone to the pawn­shop,” he thought in­dig­nant­ly.

			“H’m! I have re­ceived your fa­vor of the oth­er day,” be­gan Mey­er. “You are of opin­ion that there is no oc­ca­sion for a dis­cus­sion of the sit­u­a­tion; but—how­ev­er—ah—I think—”

			“That is cer­tain­ly my opin­ion,” an­swered Pelle, who had re­solved to ad­here to the tone of the let­ter. “The most per­fect or­der pre­vails ev­ery­where. But gen­er­al­ly speak­ing it would seem that mat­ters ought to go smooth­ly now, when we each have our Union and can dis­cuss af­fairs im­par­tial­ly.” He gazed in­no­cent­ly at Mey­er.

			“Ah, you think so too! It can­not be un­known to you that my work­ers have left me one af­ter an­oth­er—not to say that they were tak­en away from me. Even to please you I can’t call those or­der­ly con­di­tions.”

			Pelle sat there get­ting an­gri­er and an­gri­er at his finick­ing tone. Why the dev­il couldn’t he blus­ter like a prop­er man in­stead of sit­ting there and mak­ing his damned al­lu­sions? But if he want­ed that sort of fool­ery he should have it! “Ah! your peo­ple are leav­ing you?” he said, in an in­ter­est­ed man­ner.

			“They are,” said Mey­er, and he looked sur­prised. Pelle’s tone made him feel un­cer­tain. “And they are play­ing tricks on me; they don’t keep to their en­gage­ments, and they keep my mes­sen­gers run­ning about to no pur­pose. For­mer­ly ev­ery man came to get his work and to de­liv­er it, but now I have to keep mes­sen­gers for that; the busi­ness can’t stand it.”

			“The jour­ney­men have had to run about to no pur­pose—I my­self have worked for you,” replied Pelle. “But you are per­haps of opin­ion that we can bet­ter bear the loss of time?”

			Mey­er shrugged his shoul­ders. “That’s a con­di­tion of your liveli­hood—its con­di­tions are nat­u­ral­ly based on or­der. But if on­ly I could at least de­pend on get­ting hands! Man, this can’t go on!” he cried sud­den­ly, “damn and blast it all, it can’t go on, it’s not hon­or­able!”

			Lit­tle Lasse gave a jump and be­gan to bel­low. Ellen came hur­ry­ing in and took him in­to the bed­room.

			Pelle’s mouth was hard. “If your peo­ple are leav­ing you, they must sure­ly have some rea­son for it,” he replied; he would far rather have told Mey­er to his face that he was a sweater! “The Union can’t com­pel its mem­bers to work for an em­ploy­er with whom per­haps they can’t agree. I my­self even have been dis­missed from a work­shop—but we can’t both­er two Unions on those grounds!” He looked steadi­ly at his op­po­nent as he made this thrust; his fea­tures were quiv­er­ing slight­ly.

			“Aha!” Mey­er re­spond­ed, and he rubbed his hands with an ex­pres­sion that seemed to say that—now at last he felt firm ground un­der his feet. “Aha—so it’s out at last! So you’re a diplo­ma­tist in­to the bar­gain—a great diplo­ma­tist! You have a clever hus­band, lit­tle la­dy!” He turned to Ellen, who was busy­ing her­self at the side­board. “Now just lis­ten, Herre Pelle! You are just the man for me, and we must come to an ar­range­ment. When two ca­pa­ble men get talk­ing to­geth­er some­thing al­ways comes of it—it couldn’t be oth­er­wise! I have room for a ca­pa­ble and in­tel­li­gent ex­pert who un­der­stands fit­ting and cut­ting. The place is well paid, and you can have a writ­ten con­tract for a term of years. What do you say to that?”

			Pelle raised his head with a start. Ellen’s eyes be­gan to sparkle, and then be­came mys­te­ri­ous­ly dark; they rest­ed on him com­pelling­ly, as though they would burn their pur­pose in­to him. For a mo­ment he gazed be­fore him, be­wil­dered. The of­fer was so over­pow­er­ing, so sur­pris­ing; and then he laughed. What, what, was he to sell him­self to be the un­der­strap­per of a sweater!

			“That won’t do for me,” he replied.

			“You must nat­u­ral­ly con­sid­er my of­fer,” said Mey­er, ris­ing. “Shall we say three days?”

			When the Court shoe­mak­er had gone, Ellen came slow­ly back and laid her arm round Pelle’s shoul­ders. “What a clever, ca­pa­ble man you are, then!” she said, in a low voice, play­ing with his hair; there was some­thing apolo­get­ic in her man­ner. She said noth­ing to call at­ten­tion to the of­fer, but she be­gan to sing at her work. It was a long time since Pelle had heard her sing; and the song was to him like a ra­di­ant as­sur­ance that this time he would be the vic­tor.

		
	
		
			XX

			Pelle con­tin­ued the strug­gle in­de­fati­ga­bly, con­tend­ing with op­pos­ing cir­cum­stances and with dis­loy­al­ty, but al­ways re­turn­ing more bold­ly to the charge. Many times in the course of the con­flict he found him­self back at the same place; Mey­er ob­tained a new lot of work­ers from abroad, and he had to be­gin all over again; he had to work on them un­til they went away again, or to make their po­si­tion among their house­mates so im­pos­si­ble that they re­signed. The lat­er win­ter was hard and came to Mey­er’s as­sis­tance. He paid his work­ers well now, and had brought to­geth­er a crowd of nonunion hands; for a time it looked as though he would get his busi­ness go­ing again. But Pelle had left the nonunion­ists alone on­ly through lack of time; now he be­gan to seek them out, and he spoke with more au­thor­i­ty than be­fore. Al­ready peo­ple were re­mark­ing on his strength of will; and most of them sur­ren­dered be­fore­hand. “The dev­il couldn’t stand up against him!” they said. He nev­er wa­vered in his faith in an ul­ti­mate vic­to­ry, but went straight ahead; he did not phi­los­o­phize about the oth­er as­pect of the re­sult, but de­vot­ed all his en­er­gies to achiev­ing it. He was ac­tu­at­ed by sheer ro­bust en­er­gy, and it led him the short­est way. The mem­bers of the Union fol­lowed him will­ing­ly, and will­ing­ly ac­cept­ed the pri­va­tions in­volved in the emp­ty­ing of the work­shops. He pos­sessed their con­fi­dence, and they found that it was, af­ter all, glo­ri­ous sport to turn the ta­bles, when for once in a way they could bring the griev­ance home to its point of de­par­ture! They knew by bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ence what it was to run about to no pur­pose, to beg for work, and to beg for their wages, and to hag­gle over them—in short, to be the un­der­dog. It was amus­ing to re­verse the roles. Now the mouse was play­ing with the cat and hav­ing a rat­tling good time of it—al­though the claws did get home now and again! Pelle felt their con­fi­dence, the trust of one and all, in the readi­ness with which they fol­lowed him, as though he were on­ly the ex­pres­sion of their own con­vic­tions. And when he stood up at the gen­er­al meet­ings or con­fer­ences, in or­der to make a re­port or to con­duct an ag­i­ta­tion, and the ap­plause of his com­rades fell up­on his ears, he felt an in­flux of sheer pow­er. He was like the ram of a ship; the weight of the whole was be­hind him. He be­gan to feel that he was the ex­pres­sion of some­thing great; that there was a pur­pose with­in him.

			The Pelle who dealt so qui­et­ly and clev­er­ly with Mey­er and achieved pre­cise­ly what he willed was not the usu­al Pelle. A greater na­ture was work­ing with­in him, with more re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, ac­cord­ing to his old pre­sen­ti­ment. He test­ed him­self, in or­der to as­sim­i­late this as a con­vic­tion, and he felt that there was virtue in the idea.

			This high­er na­ture stood in mys­ti­cal con­nec­tion with so much in his life; far back in­to his child­hood he could trace it, as an abun­dant prom­ise. So many had in­vol­un­tar­i­ly ex­pect­ed some­thing from him; he had lis­tened to them with won­der, but now their ex­pec­ta­tion was prov­ing prophet­ic.

			He paid strict at­ten­tion to his words in his per­son­al re­la­tions, now that their il­lim­itable im­por­tance had been re­vealed to him. But in his ag­i­ta­tor’s work the strong­est words came to him most nat­u­ral­ly; came like an echo out of the il­lim­itable void that lay be­hind him. He bus­ied him­self with his per­son­al­i­ty. All that had hith­er­to had free and care­less play must now be cir­cum­scribed and made to serve an end. He ex­am­ined his re­la­tions with Ellen, was in­dul­gent to her, and took pains to un­der­stand her de­mand for hap­pi­ness. He was kind and gen­tle to her, but in­flex­i­ble in his re­solve.

			He had no con­sci­en­tious scru­ples in re­spect of the Court shoe­mak­er. Mey­er had in all re­spects mis­used his om­nipo­tence long enough; ow­ing to his huge busi­ness he had made con­di­tions and ruled them; and the evil of those con­di­tions must be brought home to him. It was now sum­mer and a good time for the work­ers, and his busi­ness was rapid­ly fail­ing. Pelle fore­saw his fall, and felt him­self to be a right­eous avenger.

			The year­long con­flict ab­sorbed his whole mind. He was al­ways on his feet; came rush­ing home to the work that lay there wait­ing for him, threw it aside like a ma­ni­ac, and hur­ried off again. He did not see much of Ellen and lit­tle Lasse these days; they lived their own life with­out him.

			He dared not rest on what he had ac­com­plished, now that the co­he­sion of the Union was so pow­er­ful. He was al­ways seek­ing means to strength­en and to un­der­mine; he did not wish to fall a sac­ri­fice to the un­fore­seen. His in­de­fati­ga­bil­i­ty in­fect­ed his com­rades, they be­came more ea­ger the longer the strug­gle last­ed. The con­flict was mag­ni­fied by the sac­ri­fice it de­mand­ed, and by the strength of the op­po­si­tion; Mey­er grad­u­al­ly be­came a colos­sus whom all must stake their wel­fare to hew down. Fam­i­lies were ru­ined there­by, but the more sac­ri­fice the strug­gle de­mand­ed the more reck­less­ly they strug­gled on. And they were full of ju­bi­la­tion on the day when the colos­sus fell, and buried some of them in his fall!

			Pelle was the undis­put­ed vic­tor. The jour­ney­man-cob­bler had laid low the big­gest em­ploy­er in the trade. They did not ask what the vic­to­ry had cost, but car­ried his name in tri­umph. They cheered when they caught sight of him or when his name was men­tioned. For­mer­ly this would have turned his head, but now he re­gard­ed his suc­cess as en­tire­ly nat­u­ral—as the ex­pres­sion of a high­er pow­er!

			A few days lat­er he sum­moned a gen­er­al meet­ing of the Union, laid be­fore them the draft of a new tar­iff which was adapt­ed to the times, and pro­posed that they should at once be­gin the fight for its adop­tion. “We could nev­er have a bet­ter op­por­tu­ni­ty,” he said. “Now they have seen what we can do! With the tar­iff ques­tion we struck down Mey­er! We must strike the iron while it is hot!”

			He reck­oned that his com­rades were just in the mood for bat­tle, de­spite all the pri­va­tions that the strug­gle had en­tailed, and he was not mis­tak­en. His pro­pos­al was unan­i­mous­ly ac­cept­ed.

			But there was no fight for bet­ter wages. Mey­er was now mak­ing the rounds of the em­ploy­ers’ es­tab­lish­ments with the sam­ple-box of one of the leather firms. The sight of this once so mighty man had a stim­u­lat­ing ef­fect. The mas­ters’ Union ap­point­ed a few em­ploy­ers with whom the work­ers’ Union could dis­cuss the ques­tion of the tar­iff.

		
	
		
			XXI

			It of­ten hap­pened that Pelle would look back with long­ing on his qui­et home-life with Ellen and the child, and he felt de­ject­ed­ly that they lived in a hap­pi­er world, and were on the point of ac­cus­tom­ing them­selves to live with­out him. “When once you have got this out of hand you can live re­al­ly com­fort­ably with them again,” he thought.

			But one thing in­evitably fol­lowed on an­oth­er, and one ques­tion arose from the so­lu­tion of an­oth­er, and the poor man’s world un­fold­ed it­self like the de­vel­op­ment of a sto­ry. The fame of his skill as or­ga­niz­er spread it­self abroad; ev­ery­where men were at work with the idea of clos­ing up the ranks, and many be­gan to look to­ward him with ex­pec­tant eyes.

			Fre­quent­ly work­ers came to him beg­ging him to help them to form an or­ga­ni­za­tion—no one had such a turn for the work as he. Then they called a meet­ing to­geth­er, and Pelle ex­plained the process to them. There was a cer­tain amount of fan­ci­ful­ness and em­pha­sis in his speech, but they un­der­stood him very well. “He talks so as to make your ears itch,” they told one an­oth­er. He was the man they trust­ed, and he ini­ti­at­ed them in­to the prac­ti­cal side of the mat­ter.

			“But you must sac­ri­fice your wages—so that you can start a fund,” he told them con­tin­u­al­ly; “with­out mon­ey noth­ing can be done. Re­mem­ber, it’s cap­i­tal it­self we are fight­ing against!”

			“Will it be any use to un­der­stand box­ing when the fight comes on?” asked a sim­ple-mind­ed work­man one day.

			“Yes—cash-box­ing!” re­tort­ed Pelle swift­ly. They laughed, and turned their piti­ful pock­ets in­side out. They gazed a mo­ment at the mon­ey be­fore they gave it away. “Oh, well, it’s of no con­se­quence,” they said.

			“The day will soon come when it will be of con­se­quence—if we on­ly hang to­geth­er,” said Pelle con­fi­dent­ly.

			It was the drip­ping they had scraped off their bread—he knew that well, but there was no help for it! In these days he was no bet­ter sit­u­at­ed than they were.

			His ac­tiv­i­ties were lead­ing him abroad, in wider and wider cir­cles, un­til he found him­self at length in the very midst of the mass­es. Their num­ber did not as­ton­ish him; he had al­ways re­al­ly been con­scious of that. And he grew by this con­tact, and mea­sured him­self and the move­ment by an ev­er-in­creas­ing stan­dard.

			At this time he un­der­went a no­tice­able change in his out­er man. In his fore­head were al­ways those deep creas­es which in young men speak of a gloomy child­hood; they were the on­ly bit­ter to­ken of that which he had tak­en up­on him­self, and re­mind­ed one of a cloud­ed sky. Oth­er­wise he looked fresh and healthy enough; his hard life was not un­der­min­ing his strength; he thrived on the sense of com­mu­ni­ty, and was al­most al­ways cheer­ful. His cheeks grew round as those of a cor­net-play­er, and his dis­tend­ed nos­trils spoke of his fiery zeal; he need­ed much air, and al­ways wore his clothes open up­on his chest. His car­riage was up­right and elas­tic; his whole ap­pear­ance was ar­rest­ing, chal­leng­ing. When he spoke at meet­ings there was en­er­gy in his words; he grew deeply flushed, and wet with per­spi­ra­tion. Some­thing of this flush re­mained in his face and neck, and there was al­ways a feel­ing of heat in his body. When he strode for­ward he looked like a trum­peter at the head of a col­umn.

			The many—that was his el­e­ment. There were many who were to be brought un­der one hat. Yet most of them lacked a clear un­der­stand­ing; old sus­pi­cions sud­den­ly came to light; and many doubts were abroad among the mass­es. Some be­lieved blind­ly; oth­ers said, “It’s all one whether this par­ty or that does the pluck­ing of us!” Noth­ing of pal­pa­ble im­por­tance oc­curred, such as to catch the eye; but they came to trust in his per­son­al­i­ty as the blind man trusts his lead­er, and they were for­ev­er de­mand­ing to hear his voice. Pelle be­came their dar­ling speak­er. He felt that their blind con­fi­dence bore him up, and for them he gazed far over the hub­bub and con­fu­sion. He had al­ways been a fa­mil­iar of For­tune; now he saw it plain­ly, far out along the route of march, and in­flamed them all with his en­thu­si­asm.

			One evening he was sum­moned to rouse a call­ing that was in low wa­ter. It was the dust­men who ap­plied to him. In or­der to stim­u­late their self-con­scious­ness he showed them what a vast pow­er they pos­sessed in their de­spised ac­tiv­i­ty. He imag­ined, as an ex­am­ple, that they re­fused to work, and paint­ed, with much hu­mor, the re­sults which their ac­tion would have for the world of rich peo­ple. This had a tremen­dous ef­fect on the meet­ing. The men stared at one an­oth­er as if they had just dis­cov­ered them­selves, and then sat laugh­ing like one man. To fol­low up his ef­fect, he showed how one kind of work de­pends on an­oth­er, and imag­ined one call­ing to sup­port an­oth­er, un­til a gen­er­al strike had laid its par­a­lyz­ing hand on the city. What a fan­tas­tic pic­ture it was! Pelle knew noth­ing of the the­o­ry of the la­bor move­ment, but his en­er­gy and en­thu­si­asm lift­ed the veil from the re­motest con­se­quences. Stim­u­lat­ed and star­tled by the ter­ri­ble pow­er which lay in their hands, the dust­men went home.

			There was some­thing in all this that did not sat­is­fy him; it was in his na­ture to cre­ate, not to de­stroy. But if on­ly the poor would, they could make so­ci­ety all over again—so Morten had one day said, and the words had nev­er ceased to haunt Pelle’s mind. But he could not en­dure the idea of vi­o­lent rev­o­lu­tion; and now he had found a good way out of his dif­fi­cul­ty. He felt con­vinced that co­he­sion was ir­re­sistible, and that life would un­der­go a peace­ful change.

			He had weld­ed his own Union to­geth­er so that the mem­bers hung to­geth­er through thick and thin. He had ac­com­plished some­thing there, but if a re­al re­sult were to be achieved the Unions here must work in con­junc­tion with those of all the cities in the coun­try, and that was be­ing done to a cer­tain small ex­tent, in his own trade as well as in oth­ers. But all these fed­er­a­tions of lo­cal Unions must be com­bined in a mighty whole, so that the whole coun­try would be of one sin­gle mind. In oth­er coun­tries mat­ters were pro­gress­ing as here, so why not sum­mon all coun­tries to one vast work of co­op­er­a­tion?

			Be­fore Pelle was aware, he had in­clud­ed the whole world in his sol­i­dar­i­ty. He knew now that pover­ty is in­ter­na­tion­al. And he was con­vinced that the poor man felt alike all the world over.

			The great­ness of this idea did not go to his head. It had evolved nat­u­ral­ly on the lines of his own or­ga­ni­za­tion—it was just like the idea at the base of the lat­ter. But he con­tin­ued to play with it un­til it as­sumed a def­i­nite form. Then he went with his plan to his fa­ther-in-law, who was a mem­ber of the par­ty ex­ec­u­tive, and through him was in­vit­ed to lay the mat­ter be­fore the Cen­tral Com­mit­tee.

			Pelle was a prac­tised speak­er by now, but he was fever­ish­ly ex­cit­ed when he stood in the pres­ence of the ac­tu­al heart of the la­bor move­ment. His words de­light­ed the many, but would he suc­ceed in win­ning over these tried and ex­pe­ri­enced men, the lead­ers who stood be­hind the whole move­ment, while qui­et­ly go­ing about their own busi­ness? He felt that this was the most sig­nif­i­cant day in his life.

			These were men with qui­eter tem­per­a­ments than his own. They sat there im­mov­able, lis­ten­ing with half-closed eyes; his big words brought the faintest smile to their lips—they had long got over that sort of thing! They were ar­ti­sans and crafts­men who worked hard all day for a liv­ing, as did he him­self, but sev­er­al of them had giv­en them­selves a con­sid­er­able ed­u­ca­tion; they must be re­gard­ed as schol­ar­ly per­sons. In the evening and on Sun­days they worked for the Cause, de­vis­ing po­lit­i­cal schemes and de­vot­ing them­selves to keep­ing ac­counts and the ev­er-in­creas­ing work of ad­min­is­tra­tion. They were awk­ward at these un­ac­cus­tomed tasks, which had hith­er­to been re­served by quite a dif­fer­ent class of so­ci­ety, and had had to grow ac­cus­tomed there­to; their heads were gray and wrin­kled.

			Pelle felt that he was still on­ly at the be­gin­ning. These men gave him the im­pres­sion of a great se­cret coun­cil; out­side they looked like any­one else, but here at the green ta­ble they sat cre­at­ing the vast or­ga­ni­za­tion in­to which he mere­ly drove the mass­es. Here high pol­i­tics came in­to play. There was some­thing im­pi­ous in this—as though one saw ants mak­ing plans to over­turn a moun­tain; and he must do the same if he want­ed to ac­com­plish any­thing! But here some­thing more than big words was need­ed! He in­vol­un­tar­i­ly mod­er­at­ed his tone and did his best to speak in a dry, pro­fes­sion­al man­ner.

			He re­ceived no ap­plause when he had fin­ished; the men sat there gaz­ing in front of them with a slight­ly pon­der­ing ex­pres­sion. The si­lence and the great emp­ty room had the ef­fect of mak­ing him feel dizzy. All his fac­ul­ties were di­rect­ed out­ward, draw­ing strength from the echo from with­out of the many who had shaped him. But at this de­ci­sive mo­ment they were silent, leav­ing him in sus­pense, with­out any kind of sup­port. Was the whole stu­pen­dous plan of fed­er­a­tion a piece of mad­ness, and was he a fool to pro­pound it? No one replied. The lead­ers qui­et­ly asked him the de­tails of his plan, and un­der­took to con­sid­er it.

			Pelle left in a state of dread­ful sus­pense. He felt that he had touched up­on some­thing on which a great de­ci­sion de­pend­ed, and he want­ed cor­rob­o­ra­tion of the fact that he had set about the mat­ter right­ly. In this mo­ment of need he turned to him­self. It was not his way to ask ques­tions of his in­ner self, but now no oth­er could an­swer him. He must look to him­self for recog­ni­tion.

			This was the first time that Pelle had sought refuge in his own ego, or learned to fall back up­on it in crit­i­cal mo­ments. But soli­tude did not suit him and he sought it on­ly un­der the com­pul­sion of ne­ces­si­ty. His heart beat un­con­trol­lably with­in him when he learned that his plan was ap­proved. A com­mit­tee was ap­point­ed to put it in­to ex­e­cu­tion, and Pelle was on the com­mit­tee.

			At one stroke the Na­tion­al Fed­er­a­tion made a sin­gle army of the many di­vi­sions, and was ef­fec­tive mere­ly by the at­trac­tive virtue of its mass. It be­came a heavy and fa­tigu­ing task to or­ga­nize the swarms that came stream­ing in, as wa­ter rush­es to the sea, by virtue of a nat­u­ral law. It need­ed the tal­ent of a great gen­er­al to mar­shal them for a con­clu­sive bat­tle and to lead them in­to the line of fire.

			Pelle was nat­u­ral­ly placed in the front ranks of the or­ga­ni­za­tion; his work was prop­er­ly that of the pi­o­neer and ag­i­ta­tor; no one pos­sessed the ear of the crowd as he did. He had re­ceived reg­u­lar em­ploy­ment from one of the larg­er em­ploy­ers, which amount­ed to a recog­ni­tion of the or­ga­ni­za­tion, and the in­creased rate of wages meant that he earned a mod­er­ate in­come. He did not ob­ject to the fact that the work had to be done away from home. Life at home had lost its ra­di­ance. Ellen was lov­ing enough, but she had al­ways some pur­pose in view—and he would not al­low him­self to be tied!

			When he went home—and as a rule he man­aged to in­clude a meal—it was on­ly to make him­self ready and to rush out again—to gen­er­al or com­mit­tee meet­ings. Fa­ther Lasse was there as a rule in the evenings, and he gazed long­ing­ly af­ter Pelle when the lat­ter left his wife and child; he did not un­der­stand it, but he did not ven­ture to say any­thing—he felt a great re­spect for the lad’s un­der­tak­ings. Ellen and the old man had dis­cov­ered one an­oth­er; they were like a pair of hors­es in har­ness; there was a great con­so­la­tion in that.

			Pelle went for­ward in a sort of in­tox­i­ca­tion of pow­er, pro­duced by the sense of the mul­ti­ply­ing hosts. He was like an em­bod­i­ment of those hosts, and he heard their step echo­ing in his own; it was nat­u­ral that the sit­u­a­tion should as­sume large di­men­sions. He was a prod­uct of an an­cient cul­ture, but a cul­ture that had al­ways dwelt in the shad­ow, and was based on stern and nar­row tenets, each of which summed up a life­time of bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ence. The need of light and sun­shine, con­tin­u­al­ly sup­pressed, had been ac­cu­mu­lat­ing, through il­lim­itable years, un­til it had re­sult­ed in a mon­strous ten­sion. Now it had ex­plod­ed, and was mount­ing dizzi­ly up­ward. His mind was reel­ing in the heights, in a blind­ing cloud of light!

			But fun­da­men­tal­ly he was still the stur­dy re­al­ist and stood with his feet on the earth! The gen­er­a­tions be­neath him had been dis­ci­plined by the cold, and had learned to con­tent them­selves with bare ne­ces­si­ties; a les­son which they hand­ed down to him, sim­ply and di­rect­ly, with no in­her­i­tance of fri­vol­ity. In his world, cause and ef­fect were in a di­rect line; an ob­tru­sive odor did not trans­late it­self in­to a spec­tral chat­ter­ing of the teeth. The re­sult was in a di­rect line with the cause—but their re­la­tion was of­ten that of the match and the bon­fire. Here­in lay the strength of his imag­i­na­tion; this was why he could en­com­pass all things with so sim­ple a prepa­ra­tion.

			He was not afraid to con­sid­er the fate of the mass­es; when he could not see ahead, his old fa­tal­ism came to his help. His words flamed high de­spite him­self and kept the hope alive in many who did not them­selves un­der­stand the mean­ing of the whole move­ment, but saw that its ad­her­ents grew ev­er more nu­mer­ous, and that in oth­er re­spects they were just as well off. Where he him­self could not see he was like a lens that col­lects the half-dark­ness and gives it out again as a beam of light.

			Morten he pre­ferred to avoid. Pelle had grad­u­al­ly ab­sorbed all the the­o­ries of the la­bor move­ment, and they com­fort­ably filled his mind. And how could one ac­com­plish more than by re­main­ing in har­mo­ny with the whole? Morten had an un­fruit­ful ten­den­cy to un­der­mine the cer­tain­ty of one’s mind; he al­ways brought forth his words from his in­ner con­scious­ness, from places where no one else had ev­er been, and he de­liv­ered them as though they had been God’s voice in the Bible, which al­ways made peo­ple pause in their de­signs. Pelle re­spect­ed his pe­cu­liar na­ture, which nev­er marched with the crowd, and avoid­ed him.

			But his thoughts of­ten re­turned to him. Morten had first thrown a light up­on chaos—up­on the knowl­edge of Pelle’s world, the poor man’s world; and when he was con­front­ed by any de­ci­sive ques­tion he in­vol­un­tar­i­ly asked him­self how Morten would have dealt with it.

			At times they met at meet­ings called to­geth­er by the work­ers them­selves, and at which they both col­lab­o­rat­ed. Morten had no re­spect for the ex­ist­ing laws and lit­tle for the new. He did not play a very zeal­ous part in the work of par­ty or­ga­ni­za­tion, and was rather held at arm’s length by the lead­ers. But his re­la­tions with the man in the street were of the clos­est. He worked in­de­pen­dent­ly; there was scarce­ly his match in in­di­vid­u­al cas­es of need or in­jus­tice; and he was al­ways la­bor­ing to make peo­ple think for them­selves.

			And they loved him. They looked up to Pelle and the rest, and made way for them with shin­ing eyes; but they smil­ing­ly put them­selves in Morten’s way. They want­ed to press his hand—he could scarce­ly make his way to the speak­er’s plat­form. His pale face filled them with joy—wom­en and chil­dren hung on to him. When he passed through the streets of the poor quar­ters in his sim­ple clothes, the wom­en smiled at him. “That’s him, the mas­ter-jour­ney­man, who is so good and so book-learned,” they would say. “And now he has sold all his books in or­der to help a poor child!” And they gave their own chil­dren a lit­tle push, and the chil­dren went up to him and held out their hands and fol­lowed him right to the end of the street.

		
	
		
			XXII

			When Pelle went now and again to the “Ark,” to see his broth­ers and sis­ter, the news of his vis­it spread quick­ly through the build­ing. “Pelle is here!” sound­ed from gallery to gallery, and they hur­ried up the stairs in or­der to nod to him and to seek to en­tice him to swal­low a cup of cof­fee. Old Madam Frand­sen had moved; she dis­ap­peared when Fer­di­nand came out of prison—no one knew whith­er. Oth­er­wise there were no changes. A few fac­to­ry wom­en left by night on ac­count of their rent, and oth­ers had tak­en their places. And from time to time some­one com­plet­ed his term, and was car­ried out of the dark cor­ri­dors and borne away on the dead-cart—as al­ways. But in the “Ark” there was no change to be ob­served.

			It hap­pened one day that he went over to call on Wid­ow Johnsen. She looked very melan­choly sit­ting there as she turned her old sol­diers’ trousers and at­tend­ed to Hanne’s child, which promised to be a fine girl. She had aged; she was al­ways sit­ting at home and scold­ing the child; when Pelle vis­it­ed her he brought a breath of fresh air in­to her joy­less ex­is­tence. Then she re­called the ex­cur­sion to the for­est, and the cozy evenings un­der the hang­ing lantern, and sighed. Hanne nev­er looked at Pelle. When she came run­ning home from the fac­to­ry, she had no eyes for any­thing but her lit­tle girl, who threw her­self up­on her moth­er and im­me­di­ate­ly want­ed to play. For the re­main­der of the day the child was close un­der her eyes, and Hanne had to hold her hand as she moved about, and play with her and the doll.

			
				
					“Far up the moun­tain did I climb,”
				

			

			sang Hanne, and the child sang with her—she could sing al­ready! Hanne’s clear, qui­et eyes rest­ed on the child, and her ex­pres­sion was as joy­ful as though for­tune had re­al­ly come to her. She was like a young wid­ow who has lived her share of life, and in the “Ark” ev­ery­one ad­dressed her as Wid­ow Hanne. This was a mark of re­spect paid to her char­ac­ter; they threw a wid­ow’s veil over her fate be­cause she bore it so fine­ly. She had ex­pect­ed so much, and now she cen­tered ev­ery­thing in her child, as though the Stranger could have brought her no more valu­able present.

			Pe­ter’s mis­for­tune had struck the lit­tle home a se­ri­ous blow. They had al­ways on­ly just kept their heads above wa­ter; and now he earned less than ev­er with his crip­pled hand. Karl want­ed to get on in the world, and was at­tend­ing con­fir­ma­tion class­es, which cost mon­ey and clothes. They had made up for Pe­ter’s loss of earn­ing pow­er by giv­ing up Fa­ther Lasse’s room and mov­ing his bed in­to their own room. But all three were grow­ing, and need­ed food and cloth­ing.

			Pe­ter’s char­ac­ter had tak­en on a lit­tle kink; he was no longer so cheer­ful over his work, and he of­ten played the tru­ant, loaf­ing about the streets in­stead of go­ing to the fac­to­ry. Some­times he could not be got out of bed in the morn­ing; he crept un­der the bed­clothes and hid him­self. “I can’t work with my bad hand,” he would say, cry­ing, when Marie want­ed to drag him out; “ev­ery mo­ment the knives are quite close to it and near­ly chop it off.”

			“Then stay at home!” said Marie at last. “Look af­ter the house and I will go out and see if I can earn some­thing. I can get work as a char­wom­an in the new build­ings in Mar­ket Street.”

			But at that he got up and slunk away; he would not al­low a wom­an to earn his food for him.

			Karl was a brisk, mer­ry young vagabond; noth­ing made any im­pres­sion on him. The streets had brought him up, had cov­ered his out­er man with a coat­ing of grime, and had lit the in­ex­tin­guish­able sparks in his eyes. He was like the spar­rows of the cap­i­tal; black with soot, but full of an ur­ban sharp­ness, they slip in and out among the heavy wag­on-wheels, and know ev­ery­thing. He was al­ways get­ting in­to dif­fi­cul­ties, but al­ways came home with a whole skin. His con­tin­u­al run­ning about seemed to have got in­to his blood like a nev­er-rest­ing im­pulse.

			He was full of shifts for less­en­ing the un­cer­tain­ty of his earn­ings, and the lit­tle house­hold de­pend­ed prin­ci­pal­ly on him. But now he had had enough of seek­ing his liv­ing in the streets; he want­ed to get on; he want­ed most of all to be a shop­keep­er. The on­ly thing that held him back was his re­gard for his home.

			Pelle saw that the lit­tle home would have to be bro­ken up. Marie was de­vel­op­ing rapid­ly; she must leave the “Ark,” and if Karl could not live his own life, but was forced to sac­ri­fice him­self to his broth­er and sis­ter, he would end as a street-loafer. Pelle re­solved sud­den­ly to deal with the mat­ter him­self, as his habit was. He ob­tained an out­fit for Karl from a char­i­ta­ble so­ci­ety, and placed him as ap­pren­tice with a shop­keep­er for whom the boy had run er­rands.

			One Sun­day af­ter­noon he went over to the “Ark” with a big par­cel un­der his arm. He was hold­ing Young Lasse by the hand; ev­ery mo­ment the child stooped down, picked up a lit­tle stone, dragged his fa­ther to the quay-wall, and threw the stone in­to the wa­ter. He chat­tered in­ces­sant­ly.

			Pelle me­chan­i­cal­ly al­lowed him­self to be pulled aside, and an­swered the child at ran­dom. He was think­ing of the chil­dren’s lit­tle home, which had once been so hos­pitably opened to him, and must now be bro­ken up. Per­haps it would be the sal­va­tion of Karl and Marie; there was a fu­ture for them out­side; they were both young and coura­geous. And Fa­ther Lasse could come to him; it would be quite pos­si­ble to make up his bed in the liv­ing-room at night and put it out of the way in the day­time. Ellen was no longer so par­tic­u­lar. But Pe­ter—what was to be­come of him? The home was the on­ly thing that still held him.

			When Young Lasse looked through the tun­nel-en­try in­to the dark­ness of the “Ark” he did not want to go in. “Ug­ly, ug­ly!” he said, in en­er­get­ic re­fusal. Pelle had to take him in his arms. “Lasse not like that!” he said, push­ing with his hands against his fa­ther’s shoul­ders. “Lasse wants to go back! get down!”

			“What!” said Pelle, laugh­ing, “doesn’t Young Lasse like the ‘Ark’? Fa­ther thinks it’s jol­ly here!”

			“Why?” asked the boy, pout­ing.

			“Why?” Well, Pelle could not at once ex­plain. “Be­cause I lived here once on a time!” he replied.

			“And where was Young Lasse then?”

			“Then you used to sit in moth­er’s eyes and laugh at fa­ther.”

			At this the child for­got his fear of the dark­ness and the heavy tim­bers. He pressed his round lit­tle nose against his fa­ther’s, and gazed in­to his eyes, in or­der to see whether a lit­tle boy was sit­ting in them too. He laughed when he glimpsed him­self in them. “Who sits in moth­er’s eyes now?” he asked.

			“Now a lit­tle sis­ter sits there, who likes to play with Young Lasse,” said Pelle. “But now you must walk again—it doesn’t do for a man to sit on any­body’s arm!”

			The three or­phans were wait­ing for him ea­ger­ly; Karl hopped and leaped in­to the air when he saw Pelle.

			“Where is Fa­ther Lasse?” asked Pelle.

			“He has gone out with the hand­cart for the sec­ond­hand deal­er,” said Marie; “he had to fetch a so­fa.” She had tak­en Young Lasse on her lap and was al­most eat­ing him.

			Karl put on his fine new clothes, his fresh face beam­ing with de­light. The trousers were ful­ly long enough, but it was quite fash­ion­able to go about with turned-up trousers. That was eas­i­ly got over.

			“Now you look like a re­al gro­cer!” said Pelle, laugh­ing.

			Karl ran out in­to the gang­way and came back im­me­di­ate­ly with his head wet­ted and his hair part­ed down the mid­dle. “Ach, you fool, why don’t you leave well alone!” cried Marie, ruf­fling his head. A fight en­sued. Pe­ter sat in a cor­ner, self-ab­sorbed, star­ing gloomi­ly out of the win­dow.

			“Now, Pe­ter, hold your head up!” cried Pelle, clap­ping him on the shoul­der. “When we’ve got the great Fed­er­a­tion to­geth­er and things are work­ing prop­er­ly, I’ll man­age some­thing for you too. Per­haps you can act as mes­sen­ger for us.”

			Pe­ter did not re­ply, but turned his head away.

			“He’s al­ways like that—he’s so grumpy! Do at least be a lit­tle po­lite, Pe­ter!” said Marie ir­ri­ta­bly. The boy took his cap and went out.

			“Now he’s go­ing out by the North Bridge, to his sweet­heart—and we shan’t see any­thing of him for the next few days,” said Marie, look­ing af­ter him. “She’s a fac­to­ry girl—she’s had a child by one man—he de­sert­ed her,” said Marie.

			“He has a sweet­heart al­ready?” said Pelle.

			“What of that? He’s sev­en­teen. But there’s noth­ing in her.”

			“She has red hair! And she drags one leg be­hind her as though she want­ed to take the pave­ment with her,” said Karl. “She might well be his moth­er.”

			“I don’t think you ought to tease him,” said Pelle se­ri­ous­ly.

			“We don’t,” said Marie. “But he won’t have it when we try to be nice to him. And he can’t bear to see us con­tent­ed. Lasse says it is as though he were be­witched.”

			“I have a sit­u­a­tion for you too, Marie,” said Pelle. “With Ellen’s old em­ploy­ers in Hol­berg Street—you’ll be well treat­ed there. But you must be ready by Oc­to­ber.”

			“That will be fine! Then Karl and I can go in­to sit­u­a­tions on the same day!” She clapped her hands. “But Pe­ter!” she cried sud­den­ly. “Who will look af­ter him? No, I can’t do it, Pelle!”

			“We must see if we can’t find nice lodg­ings for him. You must take the sit­u­a­tion—you can’t go on liv­ing here.”

			From the end of the long gang­way came a cu­ri­ous noise, which sound­ed like a mix­ture of singing and cry­ing. Young Lasse got down on­to his feet near the open door, and said, “Sh! Singing! Sh!”

			“Yes! That’s the paste­board-work­er and her great Jut­lander,” said Marie. “They’ve got a fu­ner­al to­day. The poor lit­tle worm has ceased to suf­fer, thank God!”

			“Is that any­one new?” said Pelle.

			“No, they are peo­ple who moved here in the spring. He hasn’t been liv­ing here, but ev­ery Sat­ur­day he used to come here and take her wages. ‘You are crazy to give him your wages when he doesn’t even live with you!’ we told her. ‘He ought to get a thrash­ing in­stead of mon­ey!’ ‘But he’s the child’s fa­ther!’ she said, and she went on giv­ing him her mon­ey. And on Sun­day, when he had drunk it, he re­gret­ted it, and then he used to come and beat her, be­cause she needn’t have giv­en it to him. She was an aw­ful fool, for she could just have been out when he came. But she was fond of him and thought noth­ing of a few blows—on­ly it didn’t do for the child. She nev­er had food for it, and now it’s dead.”

			The door at the end of the gang­way opened, and the big Jut­lander came out with a tiny cof­fin un­der his arm. He was singing a hymn in an in­dis­tinct voice, as he stood there wait­ing. In the side pas­sage, be­hind the par­ti­tion-wall, a boy’s voice was mock­ing him. The Jut­lander’s face was red and swollen with cry­ing, and the de­bauch of the night be­fore was still heavy in his legs. Be­hind him came the moth­er, and now they went down the gang­way with fu­ner­al steps; the wom­an’s thin black shawl hung mourn­ful­ly about her, and she held her hand­ker­chief to her mouth; she was cry­ing still. Her livid face had a mildewed ap­pear­ance.

			Pelle and Young Lasse had to be off. “You are al­ways in such a hur­ry!” said Marie dole­ful­ly. “I want­ed to make cof­fee.”

			“Yes, I’ve got a lot to do to­day still. Oth­er­wise I’d glad­ly stay with you a bit.”

			“Do you know you are grad­u­al­ly get­ting quite fa­mous?” said Marie, look­ing at him in ad­mi­ra­tion. “The peo­ple talk al­most as much about you as they do about the big tin­plate man­u­fac­tur­er. They say you ru­ined the big­gest em­ploy­er in the city.”

			“Yes. I ru­ined his busi­ness,” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “But where has the shop­walk­er got to?”

			“He’s gone down in­to the streets to show him­self!”

			Karl, sure enough, was strolling about be­low and al­low­ing the boys and girls to ad­mire him. “Look, when we come in­to the shop and the gro­cer isn’t there you’ll stand us treat!” Pelle heard one of them say.

			“You don’t catch me! And if you dare you’ll get one in the jaw!” replied Karl. “Think I’m go­ing to have you loaf­ing about?”

			At the end of the street the great Jut­lander was rolling along, the cof­fin un­der his arm; the girl fol­lowed at a dis­tance, and they kept to the mid­dle of the road as though they formed part of a fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion. It was a dis­mal sight. The gray, dis­mal street was like a dun­geon.

			The shut­ters were up in all the base­ment win­dows, ex­cept­ing that of the bread-wom­an. Be­fore the door of her shop stood a crowd of grimy lit­tle chil­dren, smear­ing them­selves with dain­ties; ev­ery mo­ment one of them slipped down in­to the cel­lar to spend an öre. One lit­tle girl, dressed in her Sun­day best, with a tight­ly braid­ed head, was bal­anc­ing her­self on the edge of the curb­stone with a big jug of cream in her hand; and in a door­way op­po­site stood a few young fel­lows med­i­tat­ing some mis­chief or oth­er.

			“Shall we go any­where to­day?” asked Ellen, when Pelle and young Lasse got home. “The fine sea­son is soon over.”

			“I must go to the com­mit­tee-meet­ing,” Pelle replied hes­i­tat­ing­ly. He was sor­ry for her; she was go­ing to have an­oth­er child, and she looked so for­sak­en as she moved about the home. But it was im­pos­si­ble for him to stay at home.

			“When do you think you’ll be back?”

			“That I don’t know, Ellen. It is very pos­si­ble it will take the whole day.”

			Then she was silent and set out his food.

		
	
		
			XXIII

			That year was, if pos­si­ble, worse than the pre­ced­ing. As ear­ly as Sep­tem­ber the un­em­ployed stood in long ranks be­side the canals or in the mar­ket­place, their feet in the wet. The bones of their wrists were blue and prom­i­nent and fore­told a hard win­ter, of which the corns of the old peo­ple had long ago giv­en warn­ing; and sparks of fire were fly­ing up from un­der poor folks’ ket­tles. “Now the hard win­ter is com­ing and bring­ing pover­ty with it,” said the peo­ple. “And then we shall have a pret­ty time!”

			In Oc­to­ber the frost ap­peared and be­gan to put an end to all work that had not al­ready been stopped by the hard times.

			In the city the poor were liv­ing from hand to mouth; if a man had a bad day it was vis­i­ble on his plate the next morn­ing. Famine lay curled up be­neath the ta­ble in ten thou­sand house­holds; like a bear in its win­ter sleep it had lain there all sum­mer, shock­ing­ly wast­ed and groan­ing in its evil dreams; but they were used to its so­ci­ety and took no no­tice of it so long as it did not lay its heavy paw up­on the ta­ble. One day’s sick­ness, one day’s loss of work—and there it was!

			“Ach, how good it would be if we on­ly had a brine-tub that we could go to!” said those who could still re­mem­ber their life in the coun­try. “But the good God has tak­en the brine-tub and giv­en us the pawn­bro­ker in­stead!” and then they be­gan to pledge their pos­ses­sions.

			It was sad to see how the peo­ple kept to­geth­er; the city was scat­tered to the winds in sum­mer, but now it grew com­pacter; the home­less came in from the Com­mon, and the great landown­ers re­turned to in­hab­it their win­ter palaces. Madam Ras­mussen, in her at­tic, sud­den­ly ap­peared with a hus­band; drunk­en Valde had re­turned—the cold, so to speak, had driv­en him in­to her arms! At the first signs of spring he would be off again, in­to the arms of his sum­mer mis­tress, Madam Grass­mow­er. But as long as he was here, here he was! He stood loung­ing in the door­way down­stairs, with feath­ers stick­ing in the shag­gy hair of his neck and bits of bed­straw ad­her­ing to his flat back. His big boots were al­ways beau­ti­ful­ly pol­ished; Madam Ras­mussen did that for him be­fore she went to work in the morn­ing; af­ter which she made two of her­self, so that her big strong hand­some pro­tec­tor should have plen­ty of time to stand and scratch him­self.

			Week by week the cold locked up all things more close­ly; it locked up the earth, so that the hus­band­men could not get at it; and it closed the mod­est cred­it ac­count of the poor. Al­ready it had closed all the har­bors round about. For­eign trade shrunk away to noth­ing; the steve­dores and wa­ter­side work­ers might as well stop at home. It tight­ened the heart­strings—and the strings of the big purse that kept ev­ery­thing go­ing. The es­tab­lished trades be­gan to work short­er hours, and the less sta­ble trades en­tire­ly ceased. Ini­tia­tive drew in its horns; peo­ple be­gan noth­ing new, and did no work for the ware­hous­es; fear had en­tered in­to them. All who had put out their feel­ers drew them back; they were frost­bit­ten, so to speak. The earth had with­drawn its sap in­to it­self and had laid a crust of ice over all; hu­man­i­ty did the same. The poor with­drew their scanty blood in­to their hearts, in or­der to pre­serve the germ of life. Their limbs were cold and blood­less, their skin gray. They with­drew in­to them­selves, and in­to the dark­est cor­ners, packed close­ly to­geth­er. They spent noth­ing. And many of those who had enough grudged them­selves even food; the cold ate their needs away, and set anx­i­ety in their place. Con­sump­tion was at a stand­still.

			One could not go by the ther­mome­ter, for ac­cord­ing to that the frost had been much hard­er ear­li­er in the year. “What, is it no worse!” said the peo­ple, tak­en aback. But they felt just as cold and wretch­ed as ev­er. What did the ther­mome­ter know of a hard win­ter? Win­ter is the com­pan­ion of hard times, and takes the same way whether it freezes or thaws—and on this oc­ca­sion it froze!

			In the poor quar­ters of the city the streets were as though de­pop­u­lat­ed. A fall of snow would en­tice the dwellers there­in out of their hid­ing-places; it made the air milder, and made it pos­si­ble, too, to earn a few kro­ner for sweep­ing away the snow. Then they dis­ap­peared again, fall­ing in­to a kind of numb trance and sup­port­ing their life on in­cred­i­bly lit­tle—on noth­ing at all. On­ly in the morn­ings were the streets peo­pled—when the men went out to seek work. But ev­ery­where where there was work for one man hun­dreds ap­plied and begged for it. The dawn saw the de­feat­ed ones slink­ing home; they slept the time away, or sat all day with their el­bows on the ta­ble, nev­er ut­ter­ing a word. The cold, that locked up all else, had an op­po­site ef­fect up­on the heart; there was much com­pas­sion abroad. Many whose wits had been be­numbed by the cold, so that they did not at­tempt to car­ry on their av­o­ca­tions, had suf­fered no dam­age at heart, but ex­pend­ed their means in benef­i­cence. Kind­ly peo­ple called the poor to­geth­er, and took pains to find them out, for they were not easy to find.

			But the Almighty has cre­at­ed be­ings that live up­on the earth and crea­tures that live un­der the earth; crea­tures of the air and crea­tures of the wa­ter; even in the fire live crea­tures that in­crease and mul­ti­ply. And the cold, too, saw the growth of a whole swarm of crea­tures that live not by la­bor, but on it, as par­a­sites. The good times are their bad times; then they grow thin, and there are not many of them about. But as soon as cold and des­ti­tu­tion ap­pear they come forth in their swarms; it is they who arouse benef­i­cence—and get the best part of what is go­ing. They scent the com­ing of a bad year and in­un­date the rich quar­ters of the city. “How many poor peo­ple come to the door this year!” peo­ple say, as they open their purs­es. “These are hard times for the poor!”

			In the au­tumn Pelle had re­moved; he was now dwelling in a lit­tle two-roomed apart­ment on the Kapelvej. He had many points of con­tact with this part of the city now; be­sides, he want­ed Ellen to be near her par­ents when she should be brought to bed. Lasse would not ac­com­pa­ny him; he pre­ferred to be faith­ful to the “Ark”; he had got to know the in­mates now, and he could keep him­self quite de­cent­ly by oc­ca­sion­al work in the neigh­bor­ing parts of the city.

			Pelle fought valiant­ly to keep the win­ter at bay. There was noth­ing to do at the work­shop; and he had to be on the go from morn­ing to night. Wher­ev­er work was to be had, there he ap­plied, squeez­ing his way through hun­dreds of oth­ers. His cus­tomers need­ed footwear now more than ev­er; but they had no mon­ey to pay for it.

			Ellen and he drew near­er at this sea­son and learned to know one an­oth­er on a new side. The hard times drew them to­geth­er; and he had cause to mar­vel at the stout­ness of her heart. She ac­cept­ed con­di­tions as they were with ex­tra­or­di­nary will­ing­ness, and made a lit­tle go a very long way. On­ly with the stove she could do noth­ing. “It eats up ev­ery­thing we scrape to­geth­er,” she said de­ject­ed­ly; “it sends ev­ery­thing up the chim­ney and doesn’t give out any warmth. I’ve put a bushel of coal on it to­day, and it’s as cold as ev­er! Where I was in ser­vice we were able to warm two big rooms with one scut­tle! I must be a fool, but won’t you look in­to it?” She was al­most cry­ing.

			“You mustn’t take that to heart so!” said Pelle gloomi­ly. “That’s the way with poor folks’ stoves. They are old ar­ti­cles that are past use, and the land­lords buy them up as old iron and then fit them in their work­men’s dwellings! And it’s like that with ev­ery­thing! We poor peo­ple get the worst and pay the dear­est—al­though we make the things! Pover­ty is a sieve.”

			“Yes, it’s dread­ful,” said Ellen, look­ing at him with mourn­ful eyes. “And I can un­der­stand you so well now!”

			Threat­en­ing Need had spread its pin­ions above them. They hard­ly dared to think now; they ac­cept­ed all things at its hands.

			One day, soon af­ter Ellen had been brought to bed, she asked Pelle to go at once to see Fa­ther Lasse. “And mind you bring him with you!” she said. “We can very well have him here, if we squeeze to­geth­er a lit­tle. I’m afraid he may be in want.”

			Pelle was pleased by the of­fer, and im­me­di­ate­ly set out. It was good of Ellen to open her heart to the old man when they were by no means cer­tain of be­ing able to feed them­selves.

			The “Ark” had a dev­as­tat­ed ap­pear­ance. All the cur­tains had dis­ap­peared—ex­cept at Olsen’s; with the gilt mould­ings they al­ways fetched fifty öre. The flow­ers in the win­dows were frost­bit­ten. One could see right in­to the rooms, and in­side al­so all was emp­ty. There was some­thing shame­less about the win­ter here; in­stead of cloth­ing the “Ark” more warm­ly it stripped it bare—and first of all of its pro­tect­ing veils. The priv­ies in the court had lost their doors and cov­ers, and it was all Pelle could do to climb up to the at­tics! Most of the balustrades had van­ished, and ev­ery sec­ond step was lack­ing; the “Ark” was help­ing it­self as well as it could! Over at Madam Johnsen’s the buck­et of oak was gone that had al­ways stood in the cor­ner of the gallery when it was not lent to some­one—the “Ark” pos­sessed on­ly the one. And now it was burned or sold. Pelle looked across, but had not the courage to call. Hanne, he knew, was out of work.

			A wom­an came slink­ing out of the third sto­ry, and pro­ceed­ed to break away a frag­ment of wood­work; she nod­ded to Pelle. “For a drop of cof­fee!” she said, “and God bless cof­fee! You can make it as weak as you like as long as it’s still nice and hot.”

			The room was emp­ty; Lasse was not there. Pelle asked news of him along the gang­way. He learned that he was liv­ing in the cel­lar with the old clothes wom­an. Thin gray faces ap­peared for a mo­ment in the door­ways, gazed at him, and silent­ly dis­ap­peared.

			The cel­lar of the old clothes wom­an was over­crowd­ed with all sorts of ob­jects; hith­er, that win­ter, the pos­ses­sions of the poor had drift­ed. Lasse was sit­ting in a cor­ner, patch­ing a mat­tress; he was alone down there. “She has gone out to see about some­thing,” he said; “in these times her mon­ey finds plen­ty of use! No, I’m not go­ing to come with you and eat your bread. I get food and drink here—I earn it by help­ing her—and how many oth­ers can say this win­ter that they’ve their liv­ing as­sured? And I’ve got a cor­ner where I can lie. But can’t you tell me what’s be­come of Pe­ter? He left the room be­fore me one day, and since then I’ve nev­er seen him again.”

			“Per­haps he’s liv­ing with his sweet­heart,” said Pelle. “I’ll see if I can’t find out.”

			“Yes, if you will. They were good chil­dren, those three, it would be a pity if one of them were to come to any harm.”

			Pelle would not take his fa­ther away from a reg­u­lar sit­u­a­tion where he was earn­ing a steady liv­ing. “We don’t very well see what we could of­fer you in its place. But don’t for­get that you will al­ways be wel­come—Ellen her­self sent me here.”

			“Yes, yes! Give her many thanks for that! And now you be off, be­fore the old wom­an comes back,” said Lasse anx­ious­ly. “She doesn’t like any­one to be here—she’s afraid for her mon­ey.”

			The first thing that had to go was Pelle’s win­ter over­coat. He pawned it one day, with­out let­ting Ellen know, and on com­ing home sur­prised her with the mon­ey, which he de­light­ed­ly threw on the ta­ble, kro­ne by kro­ne. “How it rings!” he said to Young Lasse. The child gave a jump, and want­ed the mon­ey to play with.

			“What do I want with a win­ter coat?” he re­tort­ed, to Ellen’s kind­ly re­proach­es. “I’m not cold, and it on­ly hangs up in­doors here. I’ve borne with it all the sum­mer. Ah, that’s warm!” he cried, to the child, when Ellen had brought some fu­el. “That was re­al­ly a good win­ter coat, that of fa­ther’s! Moth­er and sis­ter and Young Lasse can all warm them­selves at it!”

			The child put his hands on his knees and peeped in­to the fire af­ter his fa­ther’s win­ter coat. The fire kin­dled flames in his big child’s eyes, and played on his red cheeks. “Pret­ty over­coat!” he said, laugh­ing all over his face.

			They did not see much of the ten­ants of the house; nor of the fam­i­ly. Peo­ple were liv­ing qui­et­ly, each one fight­ing his own pri­va­tions with­in his four walls. On Sun­days they gave the chil­dren to one of the neigh­bors, went in­to the city, and stood for an hour out­side some con­cert-hall, freez­ing and lis­ten­ing to the mu­sic. Then they went home again and sat veg­e­tat­ing in the fire­light, with­out light­ing the lamp.

			One Sun­day things looked bad. “The coals will hold out on­ly till mid­day,” said Ellen; “we shall have to go out. And there’s no more food ei­ther. But per­haps we can go to the old folks; they’ll put up with us till evening.”

			As they were about to start, Ellen’s broth­er Ot­to ar­rived, with his wife and two chil­dren, to call on them. Ellen ex­changed a de­spair­ing glance with Pelle. Win­ter had left its stamp on them too; their faces were thin and se­ri­ous. But they still had warm clothes. “You must keep your cloaks on,” said Ellen, “for I have no more coal. I for­got it yes­ter­day, I had so much to do; I had to put off or­der­ing it un­til to­day, and to­day, un­for­tu­nate­ly, the coal deal­er isn’t at home.”

			“If on­ly the chil­dren aren’t cold,” said Pelle, “we grownups can eas­i­ly keep our­selves warm.”

			“Well, as long as they haven’t ici­cles hang­ing from their noses they won’t come to any harm!” said Ot­to with a re­turn of his old hu­mor.

			They moved rest­less­ly about the room and spoke of the bad times and the in­creas­ing need. “Yes, it’s ter­ri­ble that there isn’t enough for ev­ery­body,” said Ot­to’s wife.

			“But the hard win­ter and the mis­ery will come to an end and then things will be bet­ter again.”

			“You mean we shall come to an end first?” said Ot­to, laugh­ing de­spair­ing­ly.

			“No, not we—this pover­ty, of course. Ach, you know well enough what I mean. But he’s al­ways like that,” she said, turn­ing to Pelle.

			“Cu­ri­ous, how you wom­en still go about in the pi­ous be­lief that there’s not enough for all!” said Pelle. “Yet the har­bor is full of stacks of coal, and there’s no lack of eat­a­bles in the shops. On the con­trary—there is more than usu­al, be­cause so many are hav­ing to do with­out—and you can see, too, that ev­ery­thing in the city is cheap­er. But what good is that when there’s no mon­ey? It’s the dis­tri­bu­tion that’s all wrong.”

			“Yes, you are quite right!” said Ot­to Stolpe. “It’s re­al­ly damnable that no one has the courage to help him­self!”

			Pelle heard Ellen go out through the kitchen door, and present­ly she came back with fir­ing in her apron. She had bor­rowed it. “I’ve scraped to­geth­er just a last lit­tle bit of coal,” she said, go­ing down on her knees be­fore the stove. “In any case it’s enough to heat the wa­ter for a cup of cof­fee.”

			Ot­to and his wife begged her ur­gent­ly not to give her­self any trou­ble; they had had some cof­fee be­fore they left home—af­ter a good sol­id break­fast. “On Sun­days we al­ways have a sol­id break­fast,” said young Madam Stolpe; “it does one such a lot of good!” While she was speak­ing her eyes in­vol­un­tar­i­ly fol­lowed Ellen’s ev­ery mo­ment, as though she could tell there­by how soon the cof­fee would be ready.

			Ellen chat­ted as she lit the fire. But of course they must have a cup of cof­fee; they weren’t to go away with dry throats!

			Pelle sat by lis­ten­ing in melan­choly sur­prise; her in­no­cent boast­ing on­ly made their pover­ty more glar­ing. He could see that Ellen was des­per­ate­ly per­plexed, and he fol­lowed her in­to the kitchen.

			“Pelle, Pelle!” she said, in des­per­a­tion. “They’ve count­ed on stop­ping here and eat­ing un­til the evening. And I haven’t a scrap in the house. What’s to be done?”

			“Tell them how it is, of course!”

			“I can’t! And they’ve had noth­ing to eat to­day—can’t you see by look­ing at them?” She burst in­to tears.

			“Now, now, let me see to the whole thing!” he said con­sol­ing­ly. “But what are you go­ing to give us with our cof­fee?”

			“I don’t know! I have noth­ing but black bread and a lit­tle but­ter.”

			“Lord, what a lit­tle don­key!” he said, smil­ing, and he took her face be­tween his hands. “And you stand there lament­ing! Just you be cut­ting the bread-and-but­ter!”

			Ellen set to work hes­i­tat­ing­ly. But be­fore she ap­peared with the re­fresh­ments they heard her bang the front door and go run­ning down the steps. Af­ter a time she re­turned. “Oh, Lord! Now the bak­er has sold out of white bread,” she said, “so you must just have black bread-and-but­ter with your cof­fee.”

			“But that’s cap­i­tal,” they cried. “Black bread al­ways goes best with cof­fee. On­ly it’s a shame we are giv­ing you so much trou­ble!”

			“Look here,” said Pelle, at last. “It may please you to play hide-and-seek with one an­oth­er, but it doesn’t me—I am go­ing to speak my mind. With us things are bad, and it can’t be any bet­ter with you. Now how is it, re­al­ly, with the old folks?”

			“They are strug­gling along,” said Ot­to. “They al­ways have cred­it, and I think they have a lit­tle put by as well.”

			“Then shan’t we go there tonight and have sup­per? Oth­er­wise I’m afraid we shan’t get any­thing.”

			“Yes, we will! It’s true we were there the day be­fore yes­ter­day—but what does that mat­ter? We must go some­where, and at least it’s stick­ing to the fam­i­ly!”

			

			The cold had no ef­fect on Pelle; the blood ran swift­ly through his veins. He was al­ways warm. Pri­va­tion he ac­cept­ed as an ad­mo­ni­tion, and mere­ly felt the stronger for it; and he made use of his in­vol­un­tary hol­i­day to work for the Cause.

			It was no time for pub­lic meet­ings and sound­ing words—many had not even clothes with which to go to meet­ings. The move­ment had lost its im­pe­tus through the cold; peo­ple had their work cut out to keep the lit­tle they al­ready had. Pelle made it his busi­ness to en­cour­age the hopes of the re­ject­ed, and was al­ways on the run; he came in­to con­tact with many peo­ple. Mis­ery stripped them bare and de­vel­oped his knowl­edge of hu­man­i­ty.

			Wher­ev­er a trade was at a stand­still, and want had made its ap­pear­ance, he and oth­ers were at hand to pre­vent de­mor­al­iza­tion and to make the pre­vail­ing con­di­tions the sub­ject of ag­i­ta­tion. He saw how want prop­a­gates it­self like the plague, and grad­u­al­ly con­quers all—a cal­lous ac­com­plice in the fate of the poor man. In a week to a fort­night un­em­ploy­ment would take all com­fort from a home that rep­re­sent­ed the scrap­ing and sav­ing of many years—so cry­ing was the dis­pro­por­tion. Here was enough to stamp a last­ing com­pre­hen­sion up­on the minds of all, and enough to chal­lenge ag­i­ta­tion. All but per­sons of fee­ble mind could see now what they were aim­ing at.

			And there were peo­ple here like those at home. Want made them even more sub­mis­sive. They could hard­ly be­lieve that they were so fa­vored as to be per­mit­ted to walk the earth and go hun­gry. With them there was noth­ing to be done. They were born slaves, born with slav­ery deep in their hearts, piti­ful and cur-like.

			They were peo­ple of a cer­tain age—of an old­er gen­er­a­tion than his. The younger folk were of an­oth­er and a hard­er stuff; and he of­ten was amazed to find how vig­or­ous­ly their minds echoed his ideas. They were ready to dare, ready to meet force with force. These must be held back lest they should prej­u­dice the move­ment—for them its progress was nev­er suf­fi­cient­ly rapid.

			His mind was young and in­tact and worked well in the cold weath­er; he rest­less­ly drew com­par­isons and formed con­clu­sions in re­spect of ev­ery­thing he came in­to con­tact with. The in­di­vid­u­al did not seem to change. The ag­i­ta­tion was es­pe­cial­ly di­rect­ed to awak­en­ing what was ac­tu­al­ly ex­is­tent. For the rest, they must live their day and be re­placed by a younger gen­er­a­tion in whom de­mands for com­pen­sa­tion came more read­i­ly to the tongue. So far as he could sur­vey the evo­lu­tion of the move­ment, it did not pro­ceed through the gen­er­a­tions, but in some amaz­ing fash­ion grew out of the emp­ty space be­tween them. So youth, even at the be­gin­ning, was fur­ther ahead than age had been where it left off.

			The move­ments of the mind had an ob­scure and mys­ti­cal ef­fect up­on him, as had the move­ment of his blood in child­hood; some­times he felt a mys­te­ri­ous shud­der run through him, and he be­gan to un­der­stand what Morten had meant when he said that hu­man­i­ty was sa­cred. It was ter­ri­ble that hu­man be­ings should suf­fer such need, and Pelle’s re­sent­ment grew deep­er.

			Through his con­tact with so many in­di­vid­u­als he learned that Morten was not so ex­cep­tion­al; the minds of many be­trayed the same im­pa­tience, and could not un­der­stand that a man who is hun­gry should con­trol him­self and be con­tent with the fact of or­ga­ni­za­tion. There was a rev­o­lu­tion­ary feel­ing abroad; a stern­er note was au­di­ble, and re­spectable peo­ple gave the un­em­ployed a wide berth, while old peo­ple proph­e­sied the end of the world. The poor had ac­quired a man­ner of think­ing such as had nev­er been known.

			One day Pelle stood in a door­way with some oth­er young peo­ple, dis­cussing the as­pect of af­fairs; it was a cold meet­ing-place, but they had not suf­fi­cient means to call a meet­ing in the usu­al pub­lic room. The dis­cus­sion was con­duct­ed in a very sub­dued tune; their voic­es were bit­ter and sullen. A well-dressed cit­i­zen went by. “There’s a fine over­coat,” cried one; “I should like to have one like that! Shall we fetch him in­to the door­way and pull his coat off?” He spoke loud­ly, and was about to run out in­to the street.

			“No stu­pid­i­ty!” said Pelle sad­ly, seiz­ing him by the arm. “We should on­ly do our­selves harm! Re­mem­ber the au­thor­i­ties are keep­ing their eyes on us!”

			“Well, what’s a few weeks in prison?” the man replied. “At least one would get board and lodg­ing for so long.” There was a look that threat­ened mis­chief in his usu­al­ly qui­et and in­tel­li­gent eyes.

		
	
		
			XXIV

			There were ru­mors that the city au­thor­i­ties in­tend­ed to in­ter­vene in or­der to rem­e­dy the con­di­tion of the un­em­ployed, and short­ly be­fore Christ­mas large num­bers of navvies were giv­en em­ploy­ment. Part of the old ram­parts was cleared away, and the space con­vert­ed in­to parks and boule­vards. Pelle ap­plied among a thou­sand oth­ers and had the good for­tune to be ac­cept­ed. The con­trac­tor gave the pref­er­ence to youth­ful en­er­gy.

			Ev­ery morn­ing the work­ers ap­peared in a sol­id pha­lanx; the fore­man of the works chose those he had need of, and the rest were free to de­part. At home sat their wives and chil­dren, cheered by the pos­si­bil­i­ty of work; the men felt no in­cli­na­tion to go home with bad news, so they loafed about in the vicin­i­ty.

			They came there long be­fore day­break in or­der to be the first, al­though there was not much hope. There was at least an ex­cuse to leave one’s bed; idle­ness was burn­ing like hell fire in their loins. When the fore­man came they thronged silent­ly about him, with im­por­tu­nate eyes. One wom­an brought her hus­band; he walked mod­est­ly be­hind her, kept his eyes fixed up­on her, and did pre­cise­ly as she did. He was a great pow­er­ful fel­low, but he did noth­ing of his own ac­cord—did not even blow his nose un­less she nudged him. “Come here, Thor­vald!” she said, cuff­ing him so hard as to hurt him. “Keep close be­hind me!” She spoke in a harsh voice, in­to the emp­ty air, as though to ex­plain her be­hav­ior to the oth­ers; but no one looked at her. “He can’t speak for him­self prop­er­ly, you see,” she re­marked at ran­dom. Her peev­ish voice made Pelle start; she was from Born­holm. Ah, those smart young girls at home, they were a man’s sal­va­tion! “And the chil­dren have got to live too!” she con­tin­ued. “We have eight. Yes, eight.”

			“Then he’s some use for some­thing,” said a work­man who looked to be per­ish­ing with the cold.

			The wom­an worked her way through them, and ac­tu­al­ly suc­ceed­ed in get­ting her man ac­cept­ed. “And now you do what­ev­er they tell you, nice­ly, and don’t let them tempt you to play the fool in any way!” she said, and she gave him a cuff which set him off work­ing in his place. She raised her head de­fi­ant­ly as con­temp­tu­ous laugh­ter sound­ed about her.

			The place was like a slave-mar­ket. The fore­man, went to and fro, seek­ing out the strong­est, eye­ing them from head to foot and choos­ing them for their mus­cu­lar de­vel­op­ment and breadth of back. The con­trac­tor too was mov­ing about and giv­ing or­ders. “One of them rich snobs!” said the la­bor­ers, grum­bling; “all the la­bor­ers in town have to march out here so that he can pick him­self the best. And he’s beat­en down the day’s wages to fifty öre. He’s been a navvy him­self, too; but now he’s a man who en­joys his hun­dred thou­sand a year. A reg­u­lar blood­suck­er, he is!”

			The crowd con­tin­ued to stand there and to loaf about all the day, in the hope that some­one would give up, or fall ill—or go crazy—so that some­one could take his place. They could not tear them­selves away; the mere fact that work was be­ing done chained them to the spot. They looked as though they might storm the works at any mo­ment, and the po­lice formed a ring about the place. They stood press­ing for­ward, ab­sorbed by their de­sire for work, with a sick long­ing in their faces. When the crowd had pressed for­ward too far it hes­i­tat­ing­ly al­lowed it­self to be pushed back again. Sud­den­ly there was a break in the ranks; a man leaped over the rail and seized a pick­axe. A cou­ple of po­lice­men wrest­ed the tool from his hand and led him away.

			And as they stood there a feel­ing of de­fi­ance rose with­in them, a fierce con­tempt for their pri­va­tions and the whole shame­less sit­u­a­tion. It ex­pressed it­self in an an­gry half-sup­pressed growl. They fol­lowed the con­trac­tor with cu­ri­ous eyes as though they were look­ing for some­thing in him but could not con­ceive what it was.

			In his ar­ro­gance at re­ceiv­ing such an ex­ces­sive of­fer of la­bor, he de­cid­ed to go fur­ther, and to length­en the work­ing day by an hour. The work­ers re­ceived an or­der to that ef­fect one morn­ing, just as they had com­menced work. But at the same mo­ment the four hun­dred men, all but two, threw down their im­ple­ments and re­turned to their com­rades. They stood there dis­cussing the mat­ter, pur­ple with rage. So now their starv­ing con­di­tion was to be made use of, in or­der to en­rich the con­trac­tor by a fur­ther hun­dred thou­sand! “We must go to the city au­thor­i­ties,” they cried. “No, to the news­pa­per!” oth­ers replied. “The pa­per! The pa­per is bet­ter!”

			“It’s no use go­ing to the city coun­cil—not un­til we have elect­ed mem­bers of our own par­ty to it,” cried Pelle. “Re­mem­ber that at the elec­tions, com­rades! We must elect men of our par­ty ev­ery­where, their en­croach­ments will nev­er be stopped un­til then. And now we must stand to­geth­er and be firm! If it’s got to be, bet­ter starve to death at once than do it slow­ly!”

			They did not re­ply, but pressed close­ly about him, heav­i­ly lis­ten­ing. There was some­thing al­to­geth­er too fierce and pro­found in their at­ten­tion. These men had de­clared a strike in mid­win­ter, as their on­ly rem­e­dy. What were they think­ing of do­ing now? Pelle looked about him and was daunt­ed by their dumb rage. This threat­en­ing si­lence wouldn’t do; what would it lead to? It seemed as though some­thing over­whelm­ing, and un­con­trol­lable, would spring from this stony tac­i­tur­ni­ty. Pelle sprang up­on a heap of road-met­al.

			“Com­rades!” he cried, in a pow­er­ful voice. “This is mere­ly a change, as the fox said when they flayed his skin off. They have de­prived us of clothes and food and drink, and com­fort at home, and now they want to find a way of de­priv­ing us of our skins too! The ques­tion to­day is—for­ward or back? Per­haps this is the great time of tri­al, when we shall en­ter in­to pos­ses­sion of all we have de­sired! Hold to­geth­er, com­rades! Don’t scat­ter and don’t give way! Things are dif­fi­cult enough now, but re­mem­ber, we are well on in the win­ter, and it prom­ises to break up ear­ly. The night is al­ways dark­est be­fore day­break! And shall we be afraid to suf­fer a lit­tle—we, who have suf­fered and been pa­tient for hun­dreds of years? Our wives are sit­ting at home and fret­ting—per­haps they will be an­gry with us. We might at least have ac­cept­ed what was of­fered us, they may say. But we can’t go on see­ing our dear ones at home fad­ing away in spite of our ut­most ex­er­tions! Hith­er­to the poor man’s la­bor has been like an aim­less prayer to Heav­en: De­liv­er us from hunger and dirt, from mis­ery, pover­ty, and cold, and give us bread, and again bread! De­liv­er our chil­dren from our lot—let not their limbs with­er and their minds lapse in­to mad­ness! That has been our prayer, but there is on­ly one prayer that avails, and that is, to de­fy the wicked! We are the cho­sen peo­ple, and for that rea­son we must cry a halt! We will no longer do as we have done—for our wives’ sakes, and our chil­dren’s, and theirs again! Ay, but what is pos­ter­i­ty to us? Of course it is some­thing to us—pre­cise­ly to us! Were your par­ents as you are? No, they were ground down in­to pover­ty and the dust, they crept sub­mis­sive­ly be­fore the mighty. Then whence did we get all that makes us so strong and caus­es us to stand to­geth­er? Time has stood still, com­rades! It has placed its fin­ger on our breast and he said, ‘Thus you shall do!’ Here where we stand, the old time ceas­es and the new time be­gins; and that is why we have thrown down our tools, with want star­ing us in the face—such a thing as has nev­er been seen be­fore! We want to rev­o­lu­tion­ize life—to make it sweet for the poor man! And for all time! You, who have so of­ten staked your life and wel­fare for a florin—you now hold the whole fu­ture in your hands! You must en­dure, calm­ly and pru­dent­ly! And you will nev­er be for­got­ten, so long as there are work­ers on the earth! This win­ter will be the last through which we shall have to en­dure—for yon­der lies the land to­ward which we have been wan­der­ing! Com­rades! Through us the day shall come!”

			Pelle him­self did not know what words he ut­tered. He felt on­ly that some­thing was speak­ing through him—some­thing supreme­ly mighty, that nev­er lies. There was a ra­di­ant, prophet­ic ring in his voice, which car­ried his hear­ers off their feet; and his eyes were blaz­ing. Be­fore their eyes a fig­ure arose from the hope­less win­ter, tow­er­ing in ra­di­ance, a fig­ure that was their own, and yet that of a young god. He rose, new­born, out of mis­ery it­self, struck aside the old griev­ous idea of fate, and in its place gave them a new faith—the ra­di­ant faith in their own might! They cried up to him—first sin­gle voic­es, then all. He gath­ered up their cries in­to a mighty cheer, a paean in hon­or of the new age!

			Ev­ery day they sta­tioned them­selves there, not to work, but to stand there in dumb protest. When the fore­man called for work­ers they stood about in silent groups, threat­en­ing as a gloomy rock. Now and again they shout­ed a curse at those who had left them in the lurch. The city did noth­ing. They had held out a help­ing hand to the needy, and the lat­ter had struck it away—now they must ac­cept the con­se­quences. The con­trac­tor had re­ceived per­mis­sion to sus­pend the work en­tire­ly, but he kept it go­ing with a few dozen strike­break­ers, in or­der to ir­ri­tate the work­ers.

			All over the great ter­race a si­lence as of death pre­vailed, ex­cept in that cor­ner where the lit­tle gang was at work, a po­lice­man be­side it, as though the men had been con­victs. The wheel­bar­rows lay with their legs in the air; it was as though the pest had swept over the works.

			The strike­break­ers were men of all call­ings; a few of the un­em­ployed wrote down their names and ad­dress­es, in or­der to in­sert them in The Work­ing Man. One of Stolpe’s fel­low-union­ists was among them; he was a ca­pa­ble pa­ter­fa­mil­ias, and had tak­en part in the move­ment from its ear­li­est days. “It’s a pity about him,” said Stolpe; “he’s an old mate of mine, and he’s al­ways been a good com­rade till now. Now they’ll give it him hard in the pa­per—we are com­pelled to. It does the trade no good when one of its rep­re­sen­ta­tives goes and turns traitor.”

			Madame Stolpe was un­hap­py. “It’s such a nice fam­i­ly,” she said; “we have al­ways been on friend­ly terms with them; and I know they were hun­gry a long time. He has a young wife, fa­ther; it’s not easy to stand out.”

			“It hurts me my­self,” replied Stolpe. “But one is com­pelled to do it, oth­er­wise one would be guilty of par­ti­san­ship. And no one shall come to me and say that I’m a re­specter of per­sons.”

			“I should like to go and have a talk with them,” said Pelle. “Per­haps they’d give it up then.”

			He got the ad­dress and went there af­ter work­ing hours. The home had been stripped bare. There were four lit­tle chil­dren. The at­mos­phere was op­pres­sive. The man, who was al­ready well on in years, but was still pow­er­ful, sat at the ta­ble with a care­worn ex­pres­sion eat­ing his sup­per, while the chil­dren stood round with their chins on the edge of the ta­ble, at­ten­tive­ly fol­low­ing ev­ery bite he took. The young wife was go­ing to and fro; she brought him his sim­ple food with a pe­cu­liar­ly lov­ing ges­ture.

			Pelle broached the ques­tion at is­sue. It was not pleas­ant to at­tack this old vet­er­an. But it must be done.

			“I know that well enough,” said the man, nod­ding to him­self. “You needn’t be­gin your lec­ture—I my­self have been in the move­ment since the first days, and un­til now I’ve kept my oath. But now it’s done with, for me. What do you want here, lad? Have you a wife and chil­dren cry­ing for bread? Then think of your own!”

			“We don’t cry, Hans,” said the wom­an qui­et­ly.

			“No, you don’t, and that makes it even worse! Can I sit here and look on, while you get thin­ner day by day, and per­ish with the cold? To hell with the com­rades and their big words—what have they led to? For­mer­ly we used to go hun­gry just for a lit­tle while, and now we starve out­right—that’s the dif­fer­ence! Leave me alone, I tell you! Curse it, why don’t they leave me in peace?”

			He took a mouth­ful of brandy from the bot­tle. His wife pushed a glass to­ward him, but he pushed it vi­o­lent­ly away.

			“You’ll be put in the pa­per to­mor­row,” said Pelle, hes­i­tat­ing. “I on­ly want­ed to tell you that.”

			“Yes, and to write of me that I’m a swine and a bad com­rade, and per­haps that I beat my wife as well. You know your­self it’s all lies; but what is that to me? Will you have a drink?”

			No, Pelle wouldn’t take any­thing. “Then I will my­self,” said the man, and he laughed an­gri­ly. “Now you can cer­ti­fy that I’m a hog—I drink out of the bot­tle! And an­oth­er evening you can come and lis­ten at the key­hole—per­haps then you’ll hear me beat­ing my wife!”

			The wom­an be­gan to cry.

			“Oh, damn it all, they might leave me in peace!” said the man de­fi­ant­ly.

			Pelle had to go with noth­ing ef­fect­ed.

		
	
		
			XXV

			The “Ark” was now freez­ing in the north wind; all out­ward signs of life were stripped from it. The sounds that in sum­mer bub­bled up from its deep well-like shaft were silent now; the in­dis­tin­guish­able drip­ping of a hun­dred waste-pipes, that turned the court in­to a lit­tle well with green slimy walls, was silent too. The frost had fit­ted them all with stop­pers; and where the toads had sat gorg­ing them­selves in the cav­i­ties of the walls—fan­tas­tic cav­erns of green moss and slimy fil­a­ments—a crust of ice hung over all; a grimy glacier, which ex­tend­ed from the at­tics right down to the floor of the court.

			Where were they now, the grimy, joy­ful chil­dren? And what of the evening carouse of the hearse-driv­er, for which his wife would sound­ly thrash him? And the quar­rel­some wom­en’s voic­es, which would sud­den­ly break out over this or that rail­ing, crit­i­ciz­ing the whole court, sharp as so many ra­zors?

			The frost was hard­er than ev­er! It had swept all these things away and had locked them up as close­ly as might be. The hur­dy-gur­dy man lay down be­low in his cel­lar, and had as vis­i­tor that good friend of the north wind, the gout; and down in the de­sert­ed court the draught went shuf­fling along the drip­ping walls. When­ev­er any­one en­tered the tun­nel-en­try the draught clutched at his knees with icy fin­gers, so that the pain pen­e­trat­ed to the very heart.

			There stood the old bar­rack, star­ing emp­ti­ly out of its black win­dows. The cold had stripped away the last shred of fig­ured cur­tain, and sent it pack­ing to the pawn­shop. It had ex­changed the ca­nary for a score of fire­wood, and had put a stop to the day­long, lone­ly cry­ing of the lit­tle chil­dren be­hind the locked doors—that hymn of la­bor, which had ceased on­ly in the evening, when the moth­ers re­turned from the fac­to­ries. Now the moth­ers sat with their chil­dren all day long, and no one but the cold grudged them this de­light. But the cold and its sis­ter, hunger, came ev­ery day to look in up­on them.

			On the third floor, away from the court, Wid­ow Johnsen sat in the cor­ner by the stove. Hanne’s lit­tle girl lay cow­er­ing on the floor, on a tat­tered patch­work coun­ter­pane. Through the naked win­dow one saw on­ly ice, as though the at­mos­phere were frozen down to the ground. Trans­par­ent spots had formed on the win­dow­panes ev­ery time the child had breathed on them in or­der to look out, but they had soon closed up again. The old wom­an sat star­ing straight in­to the stove with big, round eyes; her lit­tle head quiv­ered con­tin­u­al­ly; she was like a bird of ill omen, that knew a great deal more than any­one could bear to hear.

			“Now I’m cold again, grand­moth­er,” said the child qui­et­ly.

			“Don’t keep from shiv­er­ing, then you’ll be warm,” said the old wom­an.

			“Are you shiv­er­ing?”

			“No, I’m too old and stiff for it—I can’t shiv­er any more. But the cold numbs my limbs, so that I can’t feel them. I could man­age well enough if it wasn’t for my back.”

			“You lean your back against the cold stove too!”

			“Yes, the cold grips my poor back so.”

			“But that’s stupid, when the stove isn’t go­ing.”

			“But if on­ly my back would get numb too!” said the old wom­an piteous­ly.

			The child was silent, and turned her head away.

			Over the whole of the wall were tiny glit­ter­ing crys­tals. Now and again there was a rustling sound un­der the wall­pa­per.

			“Grand­moth­er, what’s that fun­ny noise?” asked the child.

			“That’s the bugs—they are com­ing down,” said the old wom­an. “It’s too cold for them up there in the at­tics, and they don’t like it here. You should see them; they go to Olsen’s with the warm wall; they stay there in the cold.”

			“Is the wall at Olsen’s al­ways warm, then?”

			“Yes, when there’s fire in the boil­er of the steam mill.”

			Then the child was silent a while, weari­ly turn­ing her head from side to side. A dread­ful weari­ness was stamped on her face. “I’m cold,” she com­plained af­ter a time.

			“See if you can’t shiv­er!”

			“Hadn’t I bet­ter jump a bit?”

			“No, then you’d just swal­low down the cold—the air is like ice. Just keep still, and soon moth­er will be here, and she’ll bring some­thing!”

			“She nev­er gets any­thing,” said the child. “When she gets there it’s al­ways all over.”

			“That’s not true,” said Madam Johnsen se­vere­ly. “There’s food enough in the soup kitchens for all; it’s just a mat­ter of un­der­stand­ing how to go about it. The poor must get shame out of their heads. She’ll bring some­thing to­day!”

			The child stood up and breathed a hole in the ice on the win­dow­pane.

			“Look now, whether it isn’t go­ing to snow a lit­tle so that the poor man can get yet an­oth­er day’s em­ploy­ment,” said the old wom­an.

			No, the wind was still blow­ing from the north, al­though it com­mon­ly shuf­fled along the canal; but now, week af­ter week, it blew from the Nico­lai tow­er, and played the flute on the hol­low bones of pover­ty. The canals were cov­ered with ice, and the ground looked hor­ri­bly hard. The naked frost chased the peo­ple across it like with­ered leaves. With a thin rustling sound they were swept across the bridges and dis­ap­peared.

			A great yel­low van came driv­ing by. The huge gates of the prison opened slow­ly and swal­lowed it. It was the van con­tain­ing the meat for the pris­on­ers. The child fol­lowed it with a des­o­late ex­pres­sion.

			“Moth­er isn’t com­ing,” she said. “I am so hun­gry.”

			“She will soon come—you just wait! And don’t stand in the light there; come here in the cor­ner! The light strikes the cold right through one.”

			“But I feel cold­er in the dark.”

			“That’s just be­cause you don’t un­der­stand. I on­ly long now for the pitch dark­ness.”

			“I long for the sun!” re­tort­ed the child de­fi­ant­ly.

			There was a creak­ing of tim­ber out in the yard. The child ran out and opened the door lead­ing to the gallery. It was on­ly the peo­ple op­po­site, who were tear­ing a step away.

			But then came moth­er, with a tin pail in her hand, and a bun­dle un­der her arm; and there was some­thing in the pail—it looked heavy. Tra-la-la! And the bun­dle, the bun­dle! What was in that? “Moth­er, moth­er!” she cried shril­ly, lean­ing far over the rick­ety rail.

			Hanne came swift­ly up the stairs, with open mouth and red cheeks; and a face peeped out of ev­ery lit­tle nest.

			“Now Wid­ow Hanne has tak­en the plunge,” they said. They knew what a point of hon­or it had been with her to look af­ter her moth­er and her child un­aid­ed. She was a good girl.

			And Wid­ow Hanne nod­ded to them all, as much as to say, “Now it’s done, thank God!”

			She stood lean­ing over the ta­ble, and lift­ed the cov­er off the pail. “Look!” she said, as she stirred the soup with a la­dle: “there’s pearl bar­ley and potherbs. If on­ly we had some­thing we could warm it up with!”

			“We can tear away a bit of the wood­work like oth­er peo­ple,” said the moth­er.

			“Yes,” replied Hanne breath­less­ly, “yes, why not? If one can beg one can do that!”

			She ran out on­to the gallery and tore away a few bits of trel­lis, so that the sound ree­choed through the court. Peo­ple watched her out of all the dark win­dows. Wid­ow Hanne had knocked off the head of her pride!

			Then they sat down to their soup, the old wom­an and the child. “Eat!” said Hanne, stand­ing over them and look­ing on with glow­ing eyes. Her cheeks were burn­ing. “You look like a flow­er in the cold!” said her moth­er. “But eat, your­self, or you’ll starve to death.”

			No, Hanne would not eat. “I feel so light,” she said, “I don’t need any food.” She stood there fin­ger­ing her bun­dle; all her fea­tures were quiv­er­ing, and her mouth was like that of a per­son sick of a fever.

			“What have you there?” asked Madam Johnsen.

			“Clothes for you and lit­tle Marie. You were so cold. I got them down­stairs from the old clothes wom­an—they were so cheap.”

			“Do you say you bought them?”

			“Yes—I got them on cred­it.”

			“Well, well, if you haven’t giv­en too much for them! But it will do one good to have some­thing warm on one’s back!”

			Hanne un­did the bun­dle, while the oth­ers looked on in sus­pense. A light sum­mer dress made its ap­pear­ance, pleat­ed and low-necked, blue as lit­tle Marie’s eyes, and a pair of thin kid shoes. The child and the old wom­an gazed won­der­ing­ly at the dress. “How fine!” they said. They had for­got­ten ev­ery­thing, and were all ad­mi­ra­tion. But Hanne stood star­ing with hor­ror, and sud­den­ly burst in­to sobs.

			“Come, come, Hanne!” said her moth­er, clap­ping her on the back. “You have bought a dress for your­self—that’s not so dread­ful! Youth will have its rights.”

			“No, moth­er, no, I didn’t buy it at all! I knew you both need­ed some­thing to keep you warm, so I went in­to a fine house and asked if they hadn’t any cast-off things, and there was a young la­dy—she gave me this—and she was so kind. No, I didn’t know at all what was in the bun­dle—I re­al­ly didn’t know, dear moth­er!”

			“Well, well, they are fine enough!” said the old wom­an, spread­ing the dress out in front of her. “They are fine things!” But Hanne put the things to­geth­er and threw them in­to the cor­ner by the stove.

			“You are ill!” said her moth­er, gaz­ing at her search­ing­ly; “your eyes are blaz­ing like fire.”

			The dark­ness de­scend­ed, and they went to bed. Peo­ple burned no use­less lights in those days, and it was cer­tain­ly best to be in bed. They had laid the feath­erbed over them­selves cross­wise, when it com­fort­ably cov­ered all three; their day­time clothes they laid over their feet. Lit­tle Marie lay in the mid­dle. No harm could come to her there. They talked at ran­dom about in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters. Hanne’s voice sound­ed loud and cheer­ful in the dark­ness as though it came from a ra­di­ant coun­try­side.

			“You are so rest­less,” said the moth­er. “Won’t you try to sleep a lit­tle? I can feel the burn­ing in you from here!”

			“I feel so light,” replied Hanne; “I can’t lie still.” But she did lie still, gaz­ing in­to space and hum­ming in­audi­bly to her­self, while the fever raged in her veins.

			Af­ter a time the old wom­an awoke; she was cold. Hanne was stand­ing in the mid­dle of the room, with open mouth; and was en­gaged in putting on her fine linen un­der­cloth­ing by the light of a can­dle-end.

			Her breath came in short gasps and hung white on the air.

			“Are you stand­ing there naked in the cold?” said Madam Johnsen re­proach­ful­ly. “You ought to take a lit­tle care of your­self.”

			“Why, moth­er, I’m so warm! Why, it’s sum­mer now!”

			“What are you do­ing, child?”

			“I am on­ly mak­ing my­self a lit­tle bit smart, moth­er dear!”

			“Yes, yes—dance, my ba­by. You’ve still got the best of your youth be­fore you, poor child! Why didn’t you get a hus­band where you got the child from?”

			Hanne on­ly hummed a tune to her­self, and pro­ceed­ed to don the bright blue sum­mer cos­tume. It was a lit­tle full across the chest, but the decol­letage sat snug­ly over her un­cov­ered bo­som. A faint cloud of va­por sur­round­ed her per­son like a sum­mer haze.

			Her moth­er had to hook up the dress at the back. “If on­ly we don’t wake Marie!” she whis­pered, en­tire­ly ab­sorbed by the dress. “And the fine lace on the chemise—you can al­ways let that peep out of the dress a lit­tle—it looks so pret­ty like that. Now you re­al­ly look like a sum­mer girl!”

			“I’ll just run down and show it to Madam Olsen,” said Hanne, press­ing her hand to her glow­ing cheeks.

			“Yes, do—poor folks’ joys must have their due,” replied the old wom­an, turn­ing over to the wall.

			Hanne ran down the steps and across the yard and out in­to the street. The ground was hard and ring­ing in the frost, the cold was an­gry and bit­ing, but the road seemed to burn Hanne through her thin shoes. She ran through the mar­ket, across the bridge, and in­to the less crowd­ed quar­ter of the city—right in­to Pelle’s arms. He was just go­ing to see Fa­ther Lasse.

			Pelle was wea­ried and stu­pe­fied with the con­tin­u­al bat­tle with hard re­al­i­ty. The bot­tom­less depths of mis­ery were be­gin­ning to waste his courage. Was it re­al­ly of any use to hold the many to­geth­er? It on­ly made the tor­ture yet hard­er for them to bear. But in a mo­ment ev­ery­thing looked as bright as though he had fall­en in­to a state of ec­sta­sy, as had of­ten hap­pened late­ly. In the midst of the sternest re­al­i­ties it would sud­den­ly hap­pen that his soul would leap with­in him and con­jure up the new age of hap­pi­ness be­fore his eyes, and the ter­ri­ble dearth filled his arms to over­flow­ing with abun­dance! He did not feel the cold; the great dearth had no ex­is­tence; vi­o­lent spir­i­tu­al ex­cite­ment and in­suf­fi­cient nour­ish­ment made the blood sing con­tin­u­al­ly in his ears. He ac­cept­ed it as a hap­py mu­sic from a con­tent­ed world. It did not sur­prise him that he should meet Hanne in sum­mer cloth­ing and at­tired as for a ball.

			“Pelle, my pro­tec­tor!” she said, grasp­ing his hand. “Will you go to the dance with me?”

			“That’s re­al­ly the old Hanne,” thought Pelle de­light­ed­ly—“the care­less Princess of the ‘Ark,’ and she is fever­ish, just as she used to be then.” He him­self was in a fever. When their eyes met they emit­ted a cu­ri­ous, cold, sparkling light. He had quite for­got­ten Fa­ther Lasse and his er­rand, and went with Hanne.

			The en­trance of “The Sev­enth Heav­en” was flood­ed with light, which ex­posed the mer­ci­less cold of the street. Out­side, in the sea of light, thronged the chil­dren of the ter­ri­ble win­ter, di­shev­elled and per­ish­ing with the cold. They stood there shud­der­ing, or felt in their pock­ets for a five-öre piece, and if they found it they slipped through the blood-red tun­nel in­to the danc­ing-hall.

			But it was cold in there too; their breath hung like white pow­der on the air; and crys­tals of ice glit­tered on the pol­ished floor. Who would dream of heat­ing a room where the joy of life was burn­ing? and a thou­sand can­dles? Here care­less­ness was wont to give of its abun­dance, so that the lofty room lay in a cloud and the mu­si­cians were bathed in sweat.

			But now the cold had put an end to that. Un­em­ployed work­ers lounged about the ta­bles, dis­in­clined for move­ment. Win­ter had not left the poor fel­lows an ounce of fri­vol­ity. Cer­berus Olsen might spare him­self the trou­ble of go­ing round with his gi­ant arms out­spread, driv­ing the two or three cou­ples of dancers with their five-öre pieces in­doors to­ward the mu­sic, as though they had been a whole crowd. Peo­ple on­ly toiled across the floor in or­der to have the right to re­main there. Good Lord! Some of them had rings and watch­es, and Cer­berus had ready cash—what sort of dearth was that? The men sat un­der the paint­ed ceil­ing and the gild­ed mir­rors, over a glass of beer, leav­ing the girls to freeze—even Elvi­ra had to sit still. “Mazur­ka!” bel­lowed Cer­berus, go­ing threat­en­ing­ly from ta­ble to ta­ble. They slunk in­to the hall like beat­en curs, de­ject­ed­ly danced once round the floor, and paid.

			But what is this? Is it not Sum­mer her­self step­ping in­to the hall? All glow­ing and light­ly clad in the blue of for­get-me-nots, with a rose in her fair hair? Warmth lies like fleet­ing sum­mer up­on her bare shoul­ders, al­though she has come straight out of the ter­ri­ble win­ter, and she steps with bold­ly mov­ing limbs, like a daugh­ter of joy. How proud­ly she car­ries her bo­som, as though she were the bride of for­tune—and how she burns! Who is she? Can no one say?

			Oh, that is Wid­ow Hanne, a re­spectable girl, who for sev­en long years faith­ful­ly trod her way to and from the fac­to­ry, in or­der to keep her old moth­er and her child!

			But how comes it then that she has the dis­creet Pelle on her arm? He who has sold his own youth to the dev­il, in or­der to al­le­vi­ate pover­ty? What does he want here on the danc­ing-floor? And Hanne, whence did she get her fin­ery? She is still out of em­ploy­ment! And how in all the world has she grown so beau­ti­ful?

			They whis­per be­hind her, fol­low­ing her as she ad­vances; and in the midst of the hall she stands still and smiles. Her eyes burn with a vol­canic fire. A young man rush­es for­ward and en­cir­cles her with his arm. A dance with Hanne! A dance with Hanne!

			Hanne dances with a pe­cu­liar hes­i­ta­tion, as though her joy had brought her from far away. Heav­i­ly, soft­ly, she weighs on the arms of her part­ners, and the warmth ris­es from her bare bo­som and dis­pels the cold of the ter­ri­ble win­ter. It is as though she were on fire! Who could fail to be warmed by her?

			Now the room is warm once more. Hanne is like a blaz­ing me­te­or that kin­dles all as it cir­cles round; where she glides past the fire springs up and the blood runs warm­ly in the veins. They over­turn the chairs in their ea­ger­ness to dance with her. “Hi, stew­ard! Five kro­ner on my watch—on­ly be quick!”—“Ach, Hanne, a dance with me!”—“Do you re­mem­ber we were at the fac­to­ry to­geth­er?”—“We used to go to school to­geth­er!”

			Hanne does not re­ply, but she leaves Pelle and lays her naked arm up­on their shoul­ders, and if they touch it with their cheeks the fire streams through them. They do not want to let her go again; they hold her fast em­braced, glid­ing along with her to where the mu­si­cians are sit­ting, where all have to pay. No word pass­es her lips, but the fire with­in her is a prom­ise to each of them, a prom­ise of things most pre­cious. “May I see you home tonight?” they whis­per, hang­ing on her silent lips.

			But to Pelle she speaks as they glide along. “Pelle, how strong you are! Why have you nev­er tak­en me? Do you love me?” Her hand is clasp­ing his shoul­der as she whirls along be­side him. Her breath burns in his ear.

			“I don’t know!” he says un­easi­ly. “But stop now—you are ill.”

			“Hold me like that! Why have you nev­er been stronger than I? Do you want me, Pelle? I’ll be yours!”

			Pelle shakes his head. “No, I love you on­ly like a sis­ter now.”

			“And now I love you! Look—you are so dis­tant to me—I don’t un­der­stand you—and your hand is as hard as if you came from an­oth­er world! You are heavy, Pelle! Have you brought me hap­pi­ness from a for­eign land with you?”

			“Hanne, you are ill! Stop now and let me take you home!”

			“Pelle, you were not the right one. What is there strange about you? Noth­ing! So let me alone—I am go­ing to dance with the oth­ers as well!”

			Hith­er­to Hanne has been danc­ing with­out in­ter­mis­sion. The men stand wait­ing for her; when one re­leas­es her ten spring for­ward, and this evening Hanne wants to dance with them all. Ev­ery one of them should be per­mit­ted to warm him­self by her! Her eyes are like sparks in the dark­ness; her silent de­meanor ex­cites them; they swing her round more and more wild­ly. Those who can­not dance with her must slake the fire with­in them with drink. The ter­ri­ble win­ter is put to flight, and it is warm as in Hell it­self. The blood is seething in their brains; it in­jects the whites of their eyes, and ex­press­es it­self in wan­ton frol­ic, in a need to dance till they drop, or to fight.

			“Hanne is wild tonight—she has got her sec­ond youth,” says Elvi­ra and the oth­er girls ma­li­cious­ly.

			Hold your tongues. No one shall crit­i­cize Hanne’s be­hav­ior! It is won­der­ful to touch her; the touch of her skin hurts one, as though she was not flesh and blood, but fire from Heav­en! They say she has not had a bite of food for a week. The old wom­an and the child have had all there was. And yet she is burn­ing! And see, she has now been danc­ing with­out a break for two whole hours! Can one un­der­stand such a thing? Hanne dances like a mes­sen­ger from an­oth­er world, where fire, not cold, is the con­di­tion of life. Ev­ery dancer leaves his part­ner in the lurch as soon as she is free! How light­ly she dances! Danc­ing with her, one soars up­ward, far away from the cold. One for­gets all mis­ery in her eyes.

			But she has grown paler and paler; she is danc­ing the fire out of her body while oth­ers are danc­ing it in! Now she is quite white, and Olsen’s Elvi­ra comes up and tugs at her dress, with anx­i­ety in her glance. “Hanne, Hanne!” But Hanne does not see her; she is on­ly long­ing for the next pair of arms—her eyes are closed. She has so much to make up for! And who so in­no­cent as she? She does not once re­al­ize that she is rob­bing oth­ers of their plea­sure. Is she suf­fer­ing from ver­ti­go or St. Vi­tus’s dance, in her wid­ow­hood?

			Hold your tongue! How beau­ti­ful she is! Now she is grow­ing rosy again, and open­ing her eyes. Fire darts from them; she has brought Pelle out of his cor­ner and is whis­per­ing some­thing to him, blush­ing as she does so; per­haps that pre­cious prom­ise that hith­er­to no one has been able to draw from her. Pelle must al­ways be the lucky man!

			“Pelle, why don’t you dance with me of­ten­er? Why do you sit in the cor­ner there al­ways and sulk? Are you an­gry with me as you used to be, and why are you so hard and cold? And your clothes are quite stiff!”

			“I come from out­side all this—from the ter­ri­ble win­ter, Hanne, where the chil­dren are cry­ing for bread, and the wom­en dy­ing of star­va­tion, and the men go about with idle hands and look on the ground be­cause they are ashamed of their un­em­ploy­ment!”

			“But why? It is still sum­mer. On­ly look how cheer­ful ev­ery­one is! Take me, then, Pelle!”

			Hanne grows red, red­der than blood, and leans her head on his shoul­der. On­ly see how she sur­ren­ders her­self, bliss­ful in her unashamed ec­sta­sy! She droops back­ward in his arms, and from be­tween her lips springs a great rose of blood, that gush­es down over the sum­mer-blue dress.

			Fas­tened to the spot by his ter­ri­ble bur­den, Pelle stands there un­able to move. He can on­ly gaze at Hanne, un­til Cer­berus takes her in his gi­ant’s arms and bears her out. She is so light in her sum­mer fin­ery—she weighs noth­ing at all!

			“Mazur­ka!” he bel­lows, as he re­turns, and goes com­mand­ing­ly along the ranks of dancers.

		
	
		
			XXVI

			At the end of Jan­u­ary, Pelle ob­tained a place as la­bor­er in the “Den­mark” ma­chine works. He was bad­ly paid, but Ellen re­joiced, none the less; with noth­ing one could on­ly cry—with a lit­tle one could grow strong again. She was still a lit­tle pale af­ter her con­fine­ment, but she looked coura­geous. At the first word of work her head was seething with com­pre­hen­sive plans. She be­gan at once to re­deem var­i­ous ar­ti­cles and to pay off lit­tle debts; she planned out a whole sys­tem and car­ried it out un­de­vi­at­ing­ly.

			The new sis­ter was some­thing for Young Lasse; he un­der­stood im­me­di­ate­ly that she was some­one giv­en to him in or­der to amuse him in his lone­li­ness.

			Dur­ing the con­fine­ment he had re­mained with his grand­par­ents, so that the stork should not car­ry him away when it came with his lit­tle sis­ter—for he was dear to them! But when he re­turned home she was ly­ing asleep in her cra­dle. He just touched her eye­lids, to see if she had eyes like his own. They snatched his fin­gers away, so he could not solve the ex­cit­ing prob­lem that day.

			But sis­ter had eyes, great dark eyes, which fol­lowed him about the room, past the head of the bed and round the oth­er side, al­ways with the same at­ten­tive ex­pres­sion, while the round cheeks went out and in like those of a suck­ing an­i­mal. And Young Lasse felt very dis­tinct­ly that one was un­der obli­ga­tions when eyes fol­lowed one about like that. He was quite a lit­tle man al­ready, and he longed to be no­ticed; so he ran about mak­ing him­self big, and rolling over like a clown, and play­ing the strong man with the foot­stool, while his sis­ter fol­lowed him with her eyes, with­out mov­ing a mus­cle of her face. He felt that she might have vouch­safed him a lit­tle ap­plause, when he had giv­en him­self so much trou­ble.

			One day he in­flat­ed a pa­per bag and burst it be­fore her face. That was a help. Sis­ter for­got her im­per­turba­bil­i­ty, gave a jump, and be­gan to roar. He was smacked for that, but he had his com­pen­sa­tion. Her lit­tle face be­gan to quiver di­rect­ly he ap­proached her, in or­der to show her some­thing; and she of­ten be­gan to roar be­fore he had per­formed his trick. “Go away from your sis­ter Lasse Fred­erik!” said his moth­er. “You are fright­en­ing her!”

			But things were quite dif­fer­ent on­ly a month lat­er. There was no one who un­der­stood Young Lasse’s do­ings bet­ter than sis­ter. If he did but move his plump lit­tle body, or ut­tered a sound, she twit­tered like a star­ling.

			Ellen’s frozen ex­pres­sion had dis­ap­peared; now that she had some­thing to work at again. The cold had weaned her from many of her ex­ac­tions, and oth­ers were grat­i­fied by the chil­dren. The two lit­tle ones kept her very busy; she did not miss Pelle now. She had be­come ac­cus­tomed to his be­ing con­tin­u­al­ly away from home, and she had tak­en pos­ses­sion of him in her thoughts, in her own fash­ion; she held imag­i­nary con­ver­sa­tions with him as she went about her work; and it was a joy to her to make him com­fort­able dur­ing the short time that he was at home.

			Pelle con­ceived his home as an in­ti­mate lit­tle world, in which he could take shel­ter when he was weary. He had re­deemed that ob­scure de­mand in Ellen’s eyes—in the shape of two dear lit­tle crea­tures that gave her plen­ty to do. Now it was her re­al self that ad­vanced to meet him. And there was a pe­cu­liar loy­al­ty about her, that laid hold of his heart; she no longer re­sent­ed his small earn­ings, and she did not re­proach him be­cause he was on­ly a work­man.

			He had been obliged to re­sign his po­si­tion as pres­i­dent of his Union on ac­count of his longer hours. There was no prospect at present of his be­ing able to re­turn to his vo­ca­tion; but the hard bod­i­ly la­bor agreed with him.

			In or­der to help out his small earn­ings, he bus­ied him­self with re­pairs in the evenings. Ellen helped him, and they sat to­geth­er and gos­siped over their work. They ig­nored the la­bor move­ment—it did not in­ter­est Ellen, and he by no means ob­ject­ed to a brief rest from it. Young Lasse sat at the ta­ble, draw­ing and putting in his word now and then. Of­ten, when Pelle brought out the work, Ellen had done the greater part of it dur­ing the day, and had on­ly left what she did not un­der­stand. In re­turn he de­vised lit­tle ways of pleas­ing her.

			In the new year the win­ter was not so se­vere. Al­ready in Feb­ru­ary the first prom­ise of spring was per­cep­ti­ble. One no­ticed it in Ellen.

			“Shan’t we pack a pic­nic-bas­ket and go out to one of the beer-gar­dens on Sun­day? It would do the chil­dren good to get in­to the air,” she would say.

			Pelle was very will­ing. But on Sun­day there was a meet­ing of the par­ty lead­ers and a meet­ing con­cern­ing the af­fairs of the fac­to­ry—he must be present at both. And in the evening he had promised to speak be­fore a trade union.

			“Then we’ll go out our­selves, the chil­dren and I!” said Ellen peace­ful­ly. When they came home it seemed they had amused them­selves ex­cel­lent­ly; Pelle was no longer in­dis­pens­able.

			

			The hard win­ter was over at last. It was still freez­ing—es­pe­cial­ly at night—but the peo­ple knew it was over in spite of that. And the ice in the canals knew it al­so. It be­gan to show frac­tures run­ning in all di­rec­tions, and to drift out to­ward the sea. Even the hous­es gave one a feel­ing of spring; they were brighter in hue; and the sun was shin­ing in­to the sky over­head; if one looked for it one could see it glow­ing above the roofs. Down in the nar­row lanes and the well-like court­yards the chil­dren stamped about in the snowy slush and sang to the sun which they could not see.

			Peo­ple be­gan to re­cov­er from the long pri­va­tions of the win­ter. The cold might re­turn at any mo­ment; but all were unit­ed in their be­lief in the spring. The star­lings be­gan to make their ap­pear­ance, and the mois­ture of the earth rose again to the sur­face and broke its way through the hard crust, in dark patch­es; and busi­ness ven­tured to raise its head. A pe­cu­liar uni­ver­sal will seemed to pre­vail in all things. Down un­der the earth it sprout­ed amid frost and snow, and crept forth, young, and seem­ing­ly brought forth by the cold it­self; and in all things frozen by win­ter the prom­ise un­fold­ed it­self—in spite of all.

			The work­men’s quar­ter of the city be­gan to re­vive; now it was once more of some use to go about look­ing for work. It did one good to get out and walk in the day­light for a while. And it al­so did one good once more to fill one’s bel­ly ev­ery day and to fetch the house­hold goods home from the pawn­shop, and to air one’s self a lit­tle, un­til one’s turn came round again.

			But things did not go as well as they should have done. It looked as though the cold had com­plete­ly crip­pled the sources of com­mer­cial ac­tiv­i­ty. The spring came near­er; the sun rose high­er ev­ery day, and be­gan to re­cov­er its pow­er; but busi­ness showed no signs of re­al re­cov­ery as yet; it did no more than sup­ply what was need­ed from day to day. There was no life in it, as there had been of old! At this time of the year man­u­fac­tur­ers were glad as a rule to in­crease their stocks, so as to meet the de­mands of the sum­mer; it was usu­al to make up for the time lost dur­ing the win­ter; the work­ers would put forth their ut­most strength, and would work over­time.

			Many anx­ious ques­tions were asked. What was the mat­ter? Why didn’t things get go­ing again? The Work­ing Man for the present of­fered no ex­pla­na­tion, but ad­dressed a covert warn­ing to cer­tain peo­ple that they had best not form an al­liance with want.

			Grad­u­al­ly the sit­u­a­tion as­sumed more def­i­nite out­lines; the em­ploy­ers were mak­ing prepa­ra­tions of some kind, for which rea­son they did not re­sume busi­ness with any great vig­or. In spite of their pri­va­tions dur­ing the win­ter, the work­ers had once again re­turned some of their own rep­re­sen­ta­tives to Par­lia­ment, and now they were get­ting ready to strike a blow at the mu­nic­i­pal elec­tions. That was the thing to do now! And in the fore­front of the bat­tle stood the ev­er-in­creas­ing or­ga­ni­za­tion which now in­clud­ed all vo­ca­tions and the whole coun­try a sin­gle body, and which claimed a de­ci­sive voice in the or­der­ing of con­di­tions! The poor man was made to feel how lit­tle he could ac­com­plish with­out those who kept ev­ery­thing go­ing!

			In the mean­time there were ru­mors that a lock­out was be­ing pre­pared, af­fect­ing ev­ery oc­cu­pa­tion, and in­tend­ed to de­stroy the Fed­er­a­tion at one blow. But that was in­con­ceiv­able. They had ex­pe­ri­enced on­ly small lock­outs, when there was dis­agree­ment about some par­tic­u­lar point. That any­one could think of set­ting the win­ter’s dis­tress in op­po­si­tion to the will of Na­ture, when ev­ery man was will­ing to work on the ba­sis of the cur­rent tar­iff—no, the idea was too fiendish!

			But one dis­tinc­tion was be­ing made. Men who had done any par­tic­u­lar work for the move­ment would find it more dif­fi­cult to ob­tain em­ploy­ment. They would be de­grad­ed, or sim­ply re­placed by oth­ers, when they ap­plied for their old places af­ter the stand­still of the win­ter. Un­cer­tain­ty pre­vailed, es­pe­cial­ly in those trades which had the long­est con­nec­tion with the la­bor or­ga­ni­za­tion; one could not but per­ceive this to be a con­se­quence of com­bi­na­tion. For that rea­son the feel­ing of in­se­cu­ri­ty in­creased. Ev­ery­one felt that the sit­u­a­tion was un­en­durable and un­ten­able, and fore­saw some ma­li­cious stroke. Es­pe­cial­ly in the iron in­dus­try re­la­tions were ex­treme­ly strained; the iron-founders were al­ways a hard-hand­ed lot; it was there that one first saw what was about to de­vel­op.

			Pelle anx­ious­ly watched events. If a con­flict were to oc­cur just now, it would mean a de­feat of the work­ers, who were with­out sup­plies and were stripped to the buff. With the win­ter had ceased even the small chance of em­ploy­ment on the ram­parts; it was ob­vi­ous that an as­sault would shat­ter their co­he­sion. He did not ex­press his anx­i­eties to them. They were at bot­tom like lit­tle chil­dren; it would do no good for them to suf­fer too great anx­i­ety. But to the lead­ers he in­sist­ed that they must con­trive to avoid a con­flict, even if it en­tailed con­ces­sions. For the first time Pelle pro­posed a re­treat!

			One week fol­lowed an­oth­er, and the ten­sion in­creased, but noth­ing hap­pened. The em­ploy­ers were afraid of pub­lic opin­ion. The win­ter had struck ter­ri­ble blows; they dared not as­sume the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for declar­ing war.

			

			In the “Den­mark” ma­chine-works the ten­sion was of long stand­ing. At the time when the farm­ers were com­pelled, by the con­di­tions of the world-mar­ket, to give up the cul­ti­va­tion of ce­re­als for dairy-farm­ing, the di­rec­tors of the fac­to­ry had per­ceived in ad­vance that the fu­ture would lie in that di­rec­tion, and had be­gun to pro­duce dairy ma­chin­ery. The fac­to­ry suc­ceed­ed in con­struct­ing a cen­trifu­gal sep­a­ra­tor which had a great sale, and this new branch of in­dus­try ab­sorbed an ev­er-in­creas­ing body of work­ers. Hith­er­to the best-qual­i­fied men had been se­lect­ed; they were con­tin­u­al­ly im­prov­ing the man­u­fac­ture, and the sales were in­creas­ing both at home and abroad. The work­ers grad­u­al­ly be­came so skilled in their spe­cial­ty that the man­u­fac­tur­ers found them­selves com­pelled to re­duce their wages—oth­er­wise they would have earned too much. This had hap­pened twice in the course of the years, and the work­ers had re­ceived the hint that was nec­es­sary to meet com­pe­ti­tion in for­eign mar­kets. But at the same time the cen­trifu­gal sep­a­ra­tors were con­tin­u­al­ly in­creas­ing in price, on ac­count of the great de­mand for them. The work­ers had re­gard­ed the low­er­ing of their wages as some­thing in­evitable, and took pains yet fur­ther to in­crease their skill, so that their earn­ings had once more come to rep­re­sent a good av­er­age wage.

			Now, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the win­ter slack­ness, there were ru­mors in cir­cu­la­tion that the man­u­fac­tur­ers in­tend­ed once more to de­crease the rate of pay. But this time the men had no in­ten­tion of ac­com­mo­dat­ing them­selves to the de­crease. Their re­sent­ment against the un­righ­teous­ness of this pro­ceed­ing went to their heads; they were very near demon­strat­ing at the mere ru­mor. Pelle, how­ev­er, suc­ceed­ed in per­suad­ing them that they were con­front­ed by noth­ing more than fool­ish gos­sip for which no one was re­spon­si­ble. Af­ter­ward, when their fear had evap­o­rat­ed and all was again go­ing as usu­al, they came to him and thanked him.

			But on the next pay­day there was a no­tice from the of­fice to the ef­fect that the cur­rent rate of wages was not in ac­cor­dance with the times—it was to be im­proved. This sound­ed ab­so­lute­ly in­no­cent, but ev­ery­one knew what lay be­hind it.

			It was one of the first days of spring. The sun was shin­ing in­to the vast work­shop, cast­ing great shafts of light across it, and in the blue haze pul­leys and belts were re­volv­ing. The work­ers, as they stood at their work, were whistling in time with the many wheels and the ring­ing of met­al. They were like a flock of birds, who have just land­ed on a fa­mil­iar coast and are get­ting the spring.

			Pelle was car­ry­ing in some raw ma­te­ri­al when the news came and ex­tin­guished all their joy. It was passed on a scrap of pa­per from man to man, brief and cal­lous. The man­agers of the fac­to­ry want­ed to have noth­ing to do with the or­ga­ni­za­tion, but silent­ly went be­hind it. All had a pe­ri­od of four­teen days in which to sub­scribe to the new tar­iff. “No ar­gu­ments, if you please—sign, or go!” When the no­tice came to Pelle all eyes were turned up­on him as though they ex­pect­ed a sig­nal; tools were laid down, but the ma­chin­ery ran idly for a time. Pelle read the no­tice and then bent over his work again.

			Dur­ing the mid­day pause they crowd­ed about him. “What now?” they asked; and their eyes were fixed up­on him, while their hands were trem­bling. “Hadn’t we bet­ter pack up and go at once? This shear­ing will soon be too much for us, if they do it ev­ery time a lit­tle wool has grown on us.”

			“Wait!” said Pelle. “Just wait! Let the oth­er side do ev­ery­thing, and let us see how far they will go. Be­have as if noth­ing had hap­pened, and get on with your work. You have the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of wives and chil­dren!”

			They grum­bling­ly fol­lowed his ad­vice, and went back to their work. Pelle did not won­der at them; there had been a time when he too would throw down his work if any­one im­posed on him, even if ev­ery­thing had gone to the dev­il through it. But now he was re­spon­si­ble for many—which was enough to make a man pru­dent. “Wait!” he told them over and over again. “To­mor­row we shall know more than we do to­day—it wants think­ing over be­fore we deal with it!”

			So they put the new tar­iff aside and went to work as though noth­ing had hap­pened. The man­age­ment of the fac­to­ry treat­ed the mat­ter as set­tled; and the di­rec­tors went about with a con­tent­ed look. Pelle won­dered at his com­rades’ be­hav­ior; af­ter a few days they were in their usu­al spir­its, in­dulging in all kinds of pas­times dur­ing their meal­time.

			As soon as the whis­tle sound­ed at noon the ma­chin­ery stopped run­ning, and the work­ers all dropped their tools. A few quick­ly drew their coats on, in­tend­ing to go home for a mouth­ful of warm food, while some went to the beer-cel­lars of the neigh­bor­hood. Those who lived far from their homes sat on the lathe-beds and ate their food there. When the food was con­sumed they gath­ered to­geth­er in groups, gos­sip­ing, or chaffing one an­oth­er. Pelle of­ten made use of the mid­day rest to run over to the “Ark” in or­der to greet Fa­ther Lasse, who had ob­tained work in one of the gra­naries and was now able to get along quite nice­ly.

			One day at noon Pelle was stand­ing in the midst of a group of men, mak­ing a draw­ing of a con­ceit­ed, ar­ro­gant fore­man with a scrap of chalk on a large iron plate. The draw­ing evoked much mer­ri­ment. Some of his com­rades had in the mean­time been dis­put­ing as to the el­e­vat­ing ma­chin­ery of a sub­ma­rine. Pelle rapid­ly erased his car­i­ca­ture and silent­ly sketched an el­e­va­tion of the ma­chin­ery in ques­tion. He had so of­ten seen it when the ves­sel lay in the har­bor at home. The oth­ers were obliged to ad­mit that he was right.

			There was a sud­den si­lence as one of the en­gi­neers passed through the work­shop. He caught sight of the draw­ing and asked whose work it was.

			Pelle had to go to the of­fice with him. The en­gi­neer asked him all sorts of ques­tions, and was amazed to learn that he had nev­er had lessons in draw­ing. “Per­haps we could make use of you up­stairs here,” he said. “Would you care for that?”

			Pelle’s heart gave a sud­den leap. This was luck, the re­al gen­uine good for­tune that seized up­on its man and lift­ed him straight­way in­to a re­gion of daz­zling ra­di­ance! “Yes,” he stam­mered, “yes, thank you very much!” His emo­tion was near chok­ing him.

			“Then come to­mor­row at sev­en—to the draw­ing-of­fice,” said the en­gi­neer. “No, what’s to­day? Sat­ur­day. Then Mon­day morn­ing.” And so the af­fair was set­tled, with­out any beat­ing about the bush! There was a man af­ter Pelle’s own heart!

			When he went down­stairs the men crowd­ed about him, in or­der to hear the re­sult. “Now your for­tune’s made!” they said; “they’ll put you to ma­chine-draw­ing now, and if you know your busi­ness you’ll get in­de­pen­dent work and be­come a con­struc­tor. That’s the way Di­rec­tor Jeppe­sen got on; he start­ed down here on the mould­ing-floor, and now he’s a great man!” Their faces were beam­ing with de­light in his good for­tune. He looked at them, and re­al­ized that they re­gard­ed him as ca­pa­ble of any­thing.

			He spent the rest of the day as in a dream, and hur­ried home to share the news with Ellen. He was quite con­fused; there was a surg­ing in his ears, as in child­hood, when life sud­den­ly re­vealed one of its mir­a­cles to him. Ellen flung her arms round his neck in her joy; she would not let him go again, but held him fast gaz­ing at him won­der­ing­ly, as in the old days. “I’ve al­ways known you were in­tend­ed for some­thing!” she said, look­ing at him with pride. “There’s no one like you! And now, on­ly think. But the chil­dren, they must know too!” And she snatched lit­tle sis­ter from her sleep, and in­formed her what had hap­pened. The child be­gan to cry.

			“You are fright­en­ing her, you are so de­light­ed,” said Pelle, who was him­self smil­ing all over his face.

			“But now—now we shall mix with gen­teel peo­ple,” said Ellen sud­den­ly, as she was lay­ing the ta­ble. “If on­ly I can adapt my­self to it! And the chil­dren shall go to the mid­dle-class school.”

			When Pelle had eat­en he was about to sit down to his cob­bling. “No!” said Ellen de­cid­ed­ly, tak­ing the work away, “that’s no work for you any longer!”

			“But it must be fin­ished,” said Pelle; “we can’t de­liv­er half-fin­ished work!”

			“I’ll soon fin­ish it for you; you just put your best clothes on; you look like a—”

			“Like a work­ing­man, eh?” said Pelle, smil­ing.

			Pelle dressed him­self and went off to the “Ark” to give Fa­ther Lasse the news. Lat­er he would meet the oth­ers at his fa­ther-in-law’s. Lasse was at home, and was eat­ing his sup­per. He had fried him­self an egg over the stove, and there was beer and brandy on the ta­ble. He had rent­ed a lit­tle room off the long cor­ri­dor, near crazy Vinslev’s; there was no win­dow, but there was a pane of glass over the door lead­ing in­to the gloomy pas­sage. The lime was fall­ing from the walls, so that the cob was show­ing in great patch­es.

			“Well, well,” said Lasse, de­light­ed, “so it’s come to this! I’ve of­ten won­dered to my­self why you had been giv­en such un­prof­itable tal­ents—such as ly­ing about and paint­ing on the walls or on pa­per—you, a poor la­bor­er’s son. Some­thing must be in­tend­ed by that, I used to tell my­self, in my own mind; per­haps it’s the gift of God and he’ll get on by rea­son of it! And now it re­al­ly seems as if it’s to find its use.”

			“It’s not com­fort­able for you here, fa­ther!” said Pelle. “But I shall soon take you away from here, whether you like it or not. When we’ve paid off a few of the win­ter’s debts we shall be mov­ing in­to a three-roomed apart­ment, and then you’ll have a room for your own use; but you mustn’t go to work any longer then. You must be pre­pared for that.”

			“Yes, yes, I’ve noth­ing against liv­ing with you, so long as I’m not tak­ing the bread out of oth­ers’ mouths. Ah, no, Pelle, it won’t be dif­fi­cult for me to give up my work; I have over­worked my­self ev­er since I could crawl; for sev­en­ty years al­most I’ve toiled for my dai­ly bread—and now I’m tired! So many thanks for your kind in­ten­tions. I shall pass the time well with the chil­dren. Send me word when­ev­er you will.”

			The news was al­ready known in the “Ark,” and the in­mates came up to wish him luck as he was leav­ing. “You won’t he run­ning in here any more and gos­sip­ing with us when once you are set­tled in your new call­ing,” they said. “That would nev­er do! But don’t quite for­get all about us just be­cause we are poor!”

			“No, no, Pelle has been through so many hun­gry times with us poor folks; he’s not one of those who for­get old friend­ship!” they them­selves replied.

			On­ly now, when he had left the “Ark,” did he re­al­ize that there was some­thing to which he was bid­ding farewell. It was the cor­dial com­mu­ni­ty with all his kind, their ra­di­ant faith in him, and his own be­lief in his mis­sion there; he had known a pe­cu­liar joy in the half-em­bit­tered reck­less­ness, the com­mu­ni­ty of feel­ing, and the strug­gle. Was he not, so to speak, the Prince of pover­ty, to whom they all looked up, and of whom they all ex­pect­ed that he would lead them in­to a strange world? And could he jus­ti­fy him­self for leav­ing them all in the lurch be­cause of his own good for­tune? Per­haps he was re­al­ly ap­point­ed to lead the move­ment—per­haps he was the on­ly one who could do so!

			This be­lief had al­ways been faint­ly glim­mer­ing in the back of his mind, had stood be­hind his en­durance in the con­flict, and be­hind all the glad­ness with which he bore pri­va­tion. Was he in his ar­ro­gance to re­pu­di­ate the place that had formed him? No, he was not so bla­tant as all that! There was plen­ty be­side him­self ca­pa­ble of see­ing the move­ment through—and For­tune had tapped him on the shoul­der. “March for­ward, Pelle!” an in­ward voice ex­hort­ed him. “What have you to con­sid­er? You have no right to thrust suc­cess away from you? Do you want to ru­in your­self with­out prof­it­ing oth­ers? You have been a good com­rade, but here your ways di­vide. God Him­self has giv­en you tal­ent; even as a child you used to prac­tise it; no one will gain by your re­main­ing poor. Choose your own path!”

			Yes, Pelle had cho­sen read­i­ly enough! He knew very well that he must ac­cept this good for­tune, what­ev­er the world might say to it. On­ly it hurt him to leave the oth­ers be­hind! He was bound to pover­ty by such in­ti­mate ties; he felt the sol­i­dar­i­ty of the poor so keen­ly that it hurt him to tear him­self away. Com­mon cares had made him a man, and the strug­gle had giv­en him a pe­cu­liar and ef­fec­tive strength. But now he would at­tend no more meet­ings! It would be droll in­deed if he were to have noth­ing more to do with the Cause, but were to be­long to the oth­er side—he, Pelle, who had been a flam­ing torch! No, he would nev­er leave them in the lurch, that he knew; even if he were to climb ev­er so high—and he en­ter­tained no doubts as to that—he would al­ways feel for his old com­rades and show them the way to ob­tain good re­la­tions be­tween work­er and em­ploy­er.

			Ellen saw how se­ri­ous he was—per­haps she guessed that he was feel­ing re­morse­ful. She would help him to get over that.

			“Can’t we have your fa­ther here to­mor­row?” she said. “He can lie on the long chair in the liv­ing-room un­til we move in­to our new home. It isn’t right to let him stay where he is, and in your new sit­u­a­tion you couldn’t do it.”

		
	
		
			XXVII

			The un­rest in­creased in the work­shops round about; no one who had any­thing to do with the or­ga­ni­za­tion felt re­al­ly se­cure. It was ev­i­dent­ly the in­ten­tion of the em­ploy­ers to drive the work­ers to ex­tremes, and there­by to force them to break the peace. “They want to de­stroy the trades unions, so that they can scrape the but­ter off our bread again,” said the work­ers. “They think it’ll be eas­i­er now that the win­ter has made us thank­ful for a dry crust! But that’s an in­fer­nal lie!”

			The mass­es grew more and more em­bit­tered; ev­ery­where they were ready for a fight, and asked noth­ing bet­ter than to plunge in­to it. The wom­en wept and shud­dered; most of them un­der­stood on­ly that the suf­fer­ings of the win­ter were go­ing to be­gin all over again. They took des­per­ate steps to pre­vent this; they threw their shawls over their heads and rushed off to the of­fices, to the man­u­fac­tur­ers, and plead­ed with them to avert the dis­as­ter. The cen­tral Com­mit­tee coun­selled a peace­ful de­meanor and cau­tion. Ev­ery­thing de­pend­ed up­on their hav­ing the right on their side in the opin­ion of the pub­lic.

			It was easy for Pelle to fol­low all that was hap­pen­ing, al­though he now stood out­side the whole move­ment. He went to work in his good clothes and elas­tic-sid­ed boots, and did not need to ar­rive be­fore sev­en, while the oth­ers had to be there at six—which at once al­tered his point of view.

			He would soon be trust­ed with rule and com­pass­es; for the present he was kept busy copy­ing a few worn-out work­ing-draw­ings, or “fill­ing in.” He felt in a cu­ri­ous­ly ex­alt­ed frame of mind—as though he had been slight­ly in­tox­i­cat­ed; this was the first time in his life that he had been em­ployed on work that was of a clean na­ture and al­lowed him to wear good clothes. It was par­tic­u­lar­ly cu­ri­ous to sur­vey life from where he stood; a new per­spec­tive lay open be­fore him. The old life had noth­ing in prospect but a mis­er­able old age; but this led up­ward. Here he could achieve what he willed—even the high­est place! What if he fi­nal­ly crept up to the very top­most point, and es­tab­lished an eight-hour day and a de­cent day’s wage? Then he would show them that one could per­fect­ly well climb up from be­low with­out for­get­ting his ori­gin and be­com­ing a blood­suck­er! They should still drink to the health of Pelle, their good com­rade, al­though he would have left their ranks.

			At home there was much to be done; as soon as he crossed the thresh­old he was the pris­on­er of Ellen’s hun­dred and one schemes. He must have a new suit of clothes—a gray suit for the of­fice, and more linen; and at least twice a week he must go to the bar­ber; he could no longer sit down and scrape him­self with an old ra­zor with an edge like a saw. Pelle was made to feel that it was not so easy af­ter all to be­come an “up­per-class­er,” as he called it.

			And all this cost mon­ey. There was the same search­ing, the same rack­ing of one’s brains to find the nec­es­sary shillings as dur­ing the dearth of the win­ter famine; but this time it was quite amus­ing; there was a cheer­ful pur­pose in it all, and it would on­ly last un­til he had prop­er­ly set­tled down. Lasse looked very re­spectable; he was wear­ing Pelle’s sec­ond-best suit, which Ellen had cleaned for him, and a black wa­tered silk cra­vat, with a white wa­ter­proof col­lar, and well-pol­ished slip­pers on his feet. These last were his old wa­ter­tight boots—those in which Pelle had left Stone Farm. They were still in ex­is­tence, but had been cut down to form house-slip­pers. The legs of them now formed part of a pair of clogs.

			Lasse was hap­pi­est with the chil­dren, and he looked quite an aged grand­fa­ther now, with his wrin­kled face and his kind glance, which was now a lit­tle weak-sight­ed. When Young Lasse hid him­self in the op­po­site cor­ner of the room Fa­ther Lasse could not see him, and the young ras­cal took ad­van­tage of the fact; he could nev­er un­der­stand those eyes, which could not see far­ther than across the ta­ble, and was al­ways ask­ing ques­tions about them.

			“It’s be­cause I have seen too much mis­ery in my life,” the old man would al­ways re­ply.

			Oth­er­wise he was quite over­flow­ing with hap­pi­ness, and his old worn-out body man­i­fest­ed its grat­i­tude, for he be­gan to put on flesh again; and his cheeks had soon grown quite full. He had a pe­cu­liar knack for look­ing af­ter the chil­dren; Pelle and Ellen could feel quite easy as they went about their mul­ti­tudi­nous af­fairs. There were a hun­dred things that had to be seen to be­fore they could move in­to the new home. They thought of rais­ing a loan of a few hun­dred kro­ner. “Fa­ther will go se­cu­ri­ty for us,” said Ellen.

			“Yes, then I should have the means of tak­ing prop­er draw­ing-lessons,” said Pelle; “I par­tic­u­lar­ly need to get thor­ough­ly ground­ed.”

			

			On Sat­ur­day the term of the old tar­iff ex­pired. The tem­per of the work­ers was bad­ly strained, but each com­plet­ed his work, and con­tained him­self and wait­ed. At noon the fore­man went round ask­ing each man for his an­swer. They re­fused all in­for­ma­tion, as agreed, but in the af­ter­noon three men formed a dep­u­ta­tion and en­tered the of­fice, ask­ing if they could speak with the man­ag­er. As he en­tered Munck, the en­gine-driv­er, stepped for­ward as spokesman, and be­gan: “We have come in the name of our com­rades.” He could get no fur­ther; the man­ag­er let fly at him, point­ing to the stairs, and cry­ing, “I don’t ar­gue with my work-peo­ple!”

			So they went down again. The men stared up at them—this was quick work! The burly Munck moved his lips, as though he were speak­ing, but no one could hear a word on ac­count of the fright­ful din of the ma­chin­ery. With a firm stride he went through the shop, picked up a ham­mer, and struck three blows on the great steel gong. They sound­ed like the stroke of doom, boom­ing through the whole fac­to­ry. At the same mo­ment the man’s naked, black­ened arms were lift­ed to strike the belts from the live pul­leys. The ma­chin­ery ceased run­ning, and the roar of it died away; it was as still as though Death had passed through the work­shop. The dense net­work of belts that crossed the shop in all di­rec­tions quiv­ered and hung slack; the si­lence yawned hor­ri­bly in the great room.

			The fore­men ran from bench to bench, shout­ing and hard­ly know­ing what to do. Word was sent to the of­fice, while the work­ers went to their buck­ets and washed them­selves, silent and melan­choly as a fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion. Their faces were un­com­mu­nica­tive. Did they per­haps fore­see that those three blows were the sig­nal for a ter­ri­ble con­flict? Or were they mere­ly fol­low­ing their first an­gry im­pulse? They knew enough, at all events; it was stamped up­on their faces that this was fate—the in­evitable. They had sum­moned the win­ter be­cause they were driv­en to it, and the win­ter would re­turn once more to rav­age his vic­tims.

			They reap­peared, washed and clean, each with his bun­dle un­der his arm, and stood in si­lence wait­ing their turn to be paid. The fore­man ran to and fro ap­por­tion­ing the wages with ner­vous hands, com­par­ing time-sheets and reck­on­ing the sum due to each. The man­ag­er came down the stairs of his of­fice, proud and un­ap­proach­able, and walked through the shop; the work­ers made way for him. He looked sharply around him, as though he would im­print the like­ness of ev­ery in­di­vid­u­al work­er on his mind, laid his hand on the shoul­der of one of the fore­men, and said in a loud voice, so that all heard him, “Make haste, now, Ja­cob­sen, so that we can be rid of these fel­lows quick­ly!” The work­ers slow­ly turned their se­ri­ous faces to­ward him, and here and there a fist was clenched. They left the fac­to­ry one by one, as soon as they were paid.

			Out­side they gath­ered in lit­tle groups, and re­lieved their feel­ings by giv­ing vent to sig­nif­i­cant ex­cla­ma­tions. “Did you see the old man? He was sav­age, he was; he’ll hold out quite a while be­fore we get back again!”

			Pelle was in a cu­ri­ous frame of mind; he knew that now the fight had be­gun; first blood had been drawn, and one blow would fol­low on an­oth­er. Young Lasse, who heard his step on the stairs, ran in­to his arms as he reached home; but Pelle did not no­tice him.

			“You are so solemn!” said Ellen, “has any­thing hap­pened?” He told her qui­et­ly.

			“Good God!” she cried, shud­der­ing. “Now the un­em­ploy­ment will be­gin all over again! Thank God it doesn’t af­fect us!” Pelle did not re­ply. He sat down in si­lence to his sup­per; sat hang­ing his head as though ashamed of him­self.

		
	
		
			XXVIII

			A most ag­i­tat­ing time fol­lowed. For a num­ber of years the con­flict had, so to speak, been pre­par­ing it­self, and the work­ers had made ready for it, had longed for it, had sought to pre­cip­i­tate it, in or­der to de­ter­mine once for all whether they were des­tined al­ways to be slaves and to stand still, or whether there was a fu­ture for them. Now the con­flict had come—and had tak­en them all by sur­prise; they would will­ing­ly have con­clud­ed peace just now.

			But there was no prospect of a peace­ful so­lu­tion of any kind. The em­ploy­ers found the oc­ca­sion fa­vor­able for set­ting their house in or­der; the mat­ter was to be fought out now! This was as good as telling the men to go. Ev­ery morn­ing there was news of a fresh lot of work­ers turned in­to the streets, or leav­ing of their own ac­cord.

			One trade in­volved an­oth­er. The iron-mas­ters made com­mon cause with the “Den­mark” fac­to­ry, and de­clared a lock­out of the ma­chine-smiths; then the moul­ders and pat­tern-mak­ers walked out, and oth­er branch­es of the in­dus­try joined the strike; they all stood by one an­oth­er.

			Pelle could sur­vey them all from his point of van­tage. Old mem­o­ries of bat­tle rose to his mind; his blood grew warm, and he caught him­self, up in the draw­ing-of­fice, mak­ing plans of cam­paign for this trade or that. His was the quick-fight­ing blood that as­sumes the of­fen­sive, and he not­ed their blun­ders; they were not act­ing with suf­fi­cient en­er­gy. They were still ex­haust­ed, and found it hard to rec­on­cile them­selves to an­oth­er pe­ri­od of un­em­ploy­ment. They made no coun­ter­at­tack that could do any dam­age. The em­ploy­ers, who were act­ing en­er­get­i­cal­ly un­der the lead­er­ship of the iron in­dus­try, en­joyed from the be­gin­ning a con­sid­er­able as­cen­dan­cy. The “Den­mark” fac­to­ry was kept run­ning, but the trade was on its last legs.

			It was kept alive by the help of a few strike­break­ers, and ev­ery one of the of­fi­cials of the com­pa­ny who had the req­ui­site knowl­edge was set to work down­stairs; even the man­ag­er of the ma­chine de­part­ment had donned a blouse and was work­ing a lathe. It was a mat­ter of sap­ping the courage of the strik­ers, while prov­ing to them that it was pos­si­ble to do with­out them.

			In the draw­ing-of­fice and the count­ing­house all was con­fu­sion; the strike­break­ers had all to be ob­tained from abroad; while oth­ers ran away and had to be re­placed. Un­der these cir­cum­stances Pelle had to look af­ter him­self and as­sim­i­late what he could. This did not suit him; it was a long way to the top, and one couldn’t learn quick­ly enough.

			One day he re­ceived the sum­mons to come down­stairs and lend a hand in the cen­trifu­gal sep­a­ra­tor de­part­ment. The work­ers had made com­mon cause with the ma­chine-smiths. This sum­mons aroused him from de­light­ful dreams of the fu­ture. He was swift­ly awak­ened. “I am no strike­break­er!” he replied, of­fend­ed.

			Then the en­gi­neer him­self came up. “Do you re­al­ize that you are re­fus­ing to per­form your du­ty?” he said.

			“I can’t take work away from my com­rades,” replied Pelle, in a low voice.

			“They may think that very nice of you. But now those men down there are no longer your com­rades. You are a salaried em­ploy­ee, and as such you must serve the firm wher­ev­er you are asked to do so.”

			“But I can’t do that! I can’t strike the bread out of oth­er folks’ hands.”

			“Then your whole fu­ture is at stake. Think a mo­ment, man! I am sor­ry for you, for you might have done some­thing here; but I can’t save you from the re­sults of your own ob­sti­na­cy. We re­quire ab­so­lute obe­di­ence here.”

			The en­gi­neer stood wait­ing for his an­swer, but Pelle had noth­ing to say.

			“Now, I’ll go so far as to give you till to­mor­row to think over it—al­though that’s against the rules of the fac­to­ry. Now think it over well, and don’t hang on to this stupid sen­ti­men­tal­i­ty of yours. The first thing is to stand by those you be­long to, through thick and thin. Well, till to­mor­row.”

			Pelle went. He did not want to go home be­fore the usu­al time, on­ly to be met with a string of un­sea­son­able ques­tions. They would come soon enough in any case. So he strolled through the mer­can­tile quar­ter and gazed at the ship­ping. Well, now his dream of suc­cess was shat­tered—and it had been a short one. He could see Ellen’s look of dis­ap­point­ment, and an ut­ter men­tal de­pres­sion came over him. He was chiefly sor­ry for her; as for him, there was noth­ing to be said—it was fate! It nev­er oc­curred to him for a mo­ment to choose be­tween his com­rades and the fu­ture; he had quite for­got­ten that the en­gi­neer had giv­en him time for re­flec­tion.

			At the usu­al time he strolled home­ward. Ellen wel­comed him cheer­ful­ly and light-heart­ed­ly; she was liv­ing in a con­tin­u­al thrill of de­light; and it was quite touch­ing to see what trou­ble she was tak­ing to fit her­self for a dif­fer­ent stra­tum of so­ci­ety. Her move­ments were de­light­ful to watch, and her mouth had as­sumed an ex­pres­sion which was in­tend­ed to be­to­ken re­fine­ment. It suit­ed her de­light­ful­ly, and Pelle was al­ways seized by a de­sire to kiss her lips and so dis­ar­range the ex­pres­sion; but to­day he sat down to his sup­per in si­lence. Ellen was ac­cus­tomed to put aside his share of the mid­day din­ner, and to warm it up for him when he came home in the evening; at mid­day he ate bread-and-but­ter in the of­fice.

			“When we have once got prop­er­ly set­tled we’ll all have din­ner at six o’clock; that is much more com­fort­able.”

			“That’s what the fine folks do, I’ve been told,” said Lasse. “That will be pleas­ant, to give it a try.”

			Lasse was sit­ting with Young Lasse on his knee, telling him fun­ny sto­ries. Lit­tle Lasse laughed, and ev­ery time he laughed his sis­ter screeched with de­light in her cra­dle, as though she un­der­stood it all. “What is it to be now, then—the sto­ry of the old wife? Then you must lis­ten care­ful­ly, or your ears won’t grow! Well, then, the old wife.”

			“Wife!” said Young Lasse, with the very ac­cent of the old man.

			“Yes, the old wife!” re­peat­ed Lasse, and then all three laughed.

			“ ‘What shall I do first?’ said the old wife, when she went to work; ‘eat or sleep? I think I’ll eat first. What shall I do first?’ asked the old wife, when she had eat­en; ‘shall I sleep first or work? I think I’ll sleep first.’ And then she slept, un­til it was evening, and then she went home and went to bed.”

			Ellen went up to Pelle and laid her hand on his shoul­der.

			“I’ve been to see my for­mer mis­tress, and she is go­ing to help me to turn my wed­ding-dress in­to a vis­it­ing-dress,” she said. “Then we shall on­ly need to buy a frock-coat for you.”

			Pelle looked up slow­ly. A quiver passed over his fea­tures. Poor thing! She was think­ing about vis­it­ing-dress­es! “You can save your­self the trou­ble,” he said, in a low voice. “I’ve fin­ished with the of­fice. They asked me to turn strike­break­er, so I left.”

			“Ach, ach!” said Lasse, and he was near let­ting the child fall, his with­ered hands were trem­bling so. Ellen gazed at Pelle as though turned to stone. She grew paler and paler, but not a sound came from her lips. She looked as though she would fall dead at his feet.

		
	
		
			XXIX

			Pelle was once more among his own peo­ple; he did not re­gret that for­tune had with­drawn her prom­ise; at heart he was glad. Af­ter all, this was where he be­longed. He had played a great part in the great re­volt—was he to be ex­clud­ed from the bat­tle?

			The lead­ers wel­comed him. No one could draw the peo­ple as he could, when it came to that; the sight of him in­spired them with a cheer­ful faith, and gave them en­durance, and a fear­less pug­nac­i­ty. And he was so skilled, too, in mak­ing plans!

			The first thing ev­ery morn­ing he made his way to the lock­out of­fice, whence the whole cam­paign was di­rect­ed; here all the many threads ran to­geth­er. The sit­u­a­tion for the mo­ment was con­sid­ered, men who had pre­cise knowl­edge of the en­e­my’s weak points were called to­geth­er, in or­der to give in­for­ma­tion, and a com­pre­hen­sive plan of cam­paign was de­vised. At se­cret meet­ings, to which trust­wor­thy mem­bers of the var­i­ous trades were in­vit­ed, all sorts of ma­te­ri­al for of­fence was col­lect­ed—for the at­tack up­on the em­ploy­ers, and for car­ry­ing on the news­pa­per ag­i­ta­tion. It was a ques­tion of strik­ing at the blood­suck­ers, and those who were loose in the sad­dle! There were trades which the em­ploy­ers kept go­ing for lo­cal rea­sons—these must be hunt­ed out and brought to a stand­still, even at the cost of in­creas­ing un­em­ploy­ment. They were mak­ing en­er­get­ic prepa­ra­tions for war, and it was not the time to be squea­mish about their weapons. Pelle was in his el­e­ment. This was some­thing bet­ter than ru­in­ing a sin­gle shoe­mak­er, even if he was the big­gest in the city! He was rich in ideas, and nev­er wa­vered in car­ry­ing them in­to ex­e­cu­tion. War­fare was war­fare!

			This was the at­tack­ing side; but, per­me­at­ed as he was by a sense of com­mu­ni­ty, he saw clear­ly that the re­al bat­tle was for main­te­nance. The ut­most fore­sight and wide­ly com­pre­hen­sive in­struc­tions were re­quired if the mass­es were to last out the cam­paign; in the long run it would be a ques­tion of en­durance! For­eign strike­break­ers had to be kept at a dis­tance by prompt com­mu­ni­ca­tions to the par­ty news­pa­pers of the dif­fer­ent coun­tries, and by the set­ting of pick­ets in the rail­way sta­tions and on the steam­ers. For the first time the work­ers took the tele­graph in­to their own ser­vice. The num­ber of the for­eign strike­break­ers must by ev­ery pos­si­ble means be kept down, and in the first place sup­plies must be as­sured, so that the un­em­ployed mass­es could keep famine at bay.

			In a vi­sion, Pelle had be­held the nat­u­ral sol­i­dar­i­ty of the work­ers ex­tend­ed over the whole earth, and now this vi­sion was of ser­vice to him. The lead­ers is­sued a pow­er­ful man­i­festo to the work­ers of Den­mark; point­ing to the abyss from which they had climbed and to the pin­na­cles of light to­ward which they were striv­ing up­ward; and warn­ing them, in im­pres­sive phras­es, to stand firm and to hold to­geth­er. A state­ment as to the ori­gin of the lock­out and the in­ten­tion which lay be­hind it was print­ed and dis­trib­uted through­out the coun­try, with ap­peal for as­sis­tance and sup­port, in the name of free­dom! And by means of ap­peals to the la­bor par­ties of for­eign coun­tries they re­mind­ed the peo­ple of the vast sol­i­dar­i­ty of la­bor. It was a huge ma­chine to set in mo­tion; fed­er­a­tion had in­creased from one small trade union un­til it com­pre­hend­ed the whole king­dom, and now they were striv­ing to com­pre­hend the la­bor­ing pop­u­la­tions of the whole world, in or­der to win them over as con­fed­er­ates in the cam­paign. And men who had risen from the mass­es and were still shar­ing the same con­di­tions, were man­ag­ing all this! They had kept step with the rapid growth of the move­ment, and they were still grow­ing.

			The feel­ing that they were well pre­pared in­spired them with courage and the prospect of a fa­vor­able re­sult. From the coun­try of­fers of em­ploy­ment for the locked-out work­ers dai­ly reached the cen­tral of­fice. Mon­ey was sent too—and as­sis­tance in the form of pro­vi­sions; and many fam­i­lies out­side the cap­i­tal of­fered to take in the chil­dren of un­em­ployed par­ents. Re­mit­tances of mon­ey came from abroad, and the lib­er­al cir­cles of the cap­i­tal sym­pa­thized with the work­ers; and in the work­ers’ quar­ter of the city shop­keep­ers and pub­li­cans be­gan to col­lect for the Fed­er­a­tion.

			The work­ers dis­played an ex­tra­or­di­nary readi­ness to un­der­go sac­ri­fices. Books of coupons were cir­cu­lat­ed ev­ery­where in the work­shops, and thou­sands of work­ers gave each week a fourth part of their mod­est wages. The locked-out work­ers left their work with mag­nif­i­cent courage; the sense of com­mu­ni­ty made them hero­ic. Des­ti­tute though they were as a re­sult of the hard win­ter, they agreed, dur­ing the first two weeks, to do with­out as­sis­tance. Many of them spared the trea­sury al­to­geth­er, help­ing them­selves as well as they could, seek­ing a lit­tle pri­vate em­ploy­ment, or go­ing out in­to the coun­try to work on the land. The young un­mar­ried men went abroad.

			The em­ploy­ers did what they could to cope with all these shifts. They for­bade the mer­chants and con­trac­tors to sup­ply those who worked at home on their own ac­count with ma­te­ri­als for their work; and se­cret agents were despatched all over the coun­try to the small em­ploy­ers and the farm­ers, in or­der to prej­u­dice them against the locked-out work­ers; and the fron­tier of the coun­try was cov­ered with plac­ards.

			Their in­ten­tion was ob­vi­ous enough—an iron ring was to be drawn round the work­ers, and once im­pris­oned there­in they could do noth­ing but keep star­va­tion at bay un­til they had had enough, and sur­ren­dered. This knowl­edge in­creased their re­sis­tance. They were lean with wan­der­ing through the wilder­ness, but they were just in the mood for a fight. Many of them had not un­til now un­der­stood the en­tire bear­ings of the cam­paign; the new ideas had been stir­ring with­in them, but in a frag­men­tary and iso­lat­ed con­di­tion—as an ex­pres­sion of a dumb feel­ing that the promised land was at hand at last. Of­ten it was just one sin­gle word that had fixed it­self in their minds, and had to serve to ex­press the whole po­si­tion. Any­one might ap­proach them with plau­si­ble ar­gu­ments and strike it from un­der them, and shat­ter the the­o­ry to which they had clung; but faith it­self re­mained, and the far-reach­ing con­cord; deep in their hearts was the dim, im­mov­able knowl­edge that they were cho­sen to en­ter in­to the time of prom­ise.

			And now ev­ery­thing was grad­u­al­ly be­com­ing plain to them. The bat­tle shed light both back­ward and for­ward. It il­lu­mined their ex­is­tence in all its harsh­ness. Life was the same as it had al­ways been, but now it was re­vealed so plain­ly that all could see it. All the many whips and scorns of life had been bound to­geth­er in one vast scourge—the scourge of famine—which was to drive them back in­to the midst of pover­ty! Want was to be set up­on them in its com­pactest form! This was the last, most ex­treme weapon; it con­firmed them in the cer­tain­ty that they were now on the right track, and near the goal. The night was al­ways dark­est be­fore the break of day!

			There were all sorts of things that they could un­der­stand now. Peo­ple used to go about say­ing that the Ger­mans were the hered­i­tary en­e­my, and that the Fa­ther­land was tak­ing the lead of all oth­er coun­tries. But now the em­ploy­ers were send­ing to Ger­many for troops of hirelings, and were em­ploy­ing them to drive their own coun­try­men in­to a state of pover­ty. All that talk about pa­tri­ot­ic feel­ing had been on­ly fine words! There were on­ly two na­tions—the op­pres­sors and the op­pressed!

			That was how things ap­peared on clos­er in­spec­tion! One could nev­er be very sure of what those above one told one—and yet all teach­ing came from them! A brave lot the cler­gy were—they knew very well which mas­ter they had to serve! No, the peo­ple ought to have had their own schools, where the chil­dren would learn the new ideas in­stead of re­li­gion and pa­tri­o­tism! Then there would long ago have been an end of the curse of pover­ty! So they prof­it­ed by the cam­paign and their com­pul­so­ry idle­ness in or­der to think things over, and to en­deav­or to solve all man­ner of prob­lems.

			The specter of hunger present­ly be­gan to go from house to house, but the re­sult was not what was ex­pect­ed; it awak­ened on­ly ha­tred and de­fi­ance. It was pre­cise­ly in this di­rec­tion that they were in­vin­ci­ble! In the course of time they had learned to suf­fer—they had learned noth­ing more thor­ough­ly; and this came to their help now. They had an in­ex­haustible fund to draw up­on, from which they could de­rive their strength to re­sist; they were not to be de­feat­ed. Weren’t they near­ly ready to sur­ren­der? Very well—an­oth­er thou­sand work­ers on the streets! But the dis­tress, to all ap­pear­ance, be­came no greater than be­fore; they had learned to en­dure their pri­va­tions in de­cen­cy—that was their share in the in­creas­ing cul­ture. One saw no ob­tru­sive signs of want; they com­pro­mised with it in se­cret, and ap­peared full of courage. This weak­ened the faith of their op­po­nents in the in­fal­li­ble na­ture of their means.

			They even adopt­ed hunger as their own weapon, boy­cotting the em­ploy­ers and their de­pen­dents, strik­ing the en­e­my a blow they were fa­mil­iar with! Many a great em­ploy­er’s door was marked with a cross, and all be­hind it were doomed to ru­in.

			It was as though the courage of the peo­ple in­creased in pro­por­tion as famine threat­ened them more close­ly. No one could tell how long this would last; but they would make hay as long as the sun shone! Their clothes were still tidy, and in the ear­ly spring there were many ex­cur­sions; the peo­ple went forth singing, with ban­ners at their head, and singing they came home.

			This was the first time they had ev­er en­joyed their free­dom, al­though there was work enough to be done—it was their first hol­i­day! As they held the whip hand through their pur­chas­ing ca­pac­i­ty, they boy­cotted all the busi­ness con­cerns of their own quar­ter which did not ar­ray them­selves on the side of the work­ers. Their ha­tred was aroused; it was “for us or against us”; all must de­clare them­selves by tak­ing sides. The small shop­keep­ers con­cealed their con­vic­tions—if they had any—and ri­valled one an­oth­er in friend­li­ness to­ward the work­ers. On their coun­ters lay books of coupons for those who would con­trib­ute to the funds, and some of them gave a per­cent­age of their own tak­ings. There was plen­ty of time to keep a strict eye on such; the peo­ple’s ha­tred was aroused at last, and it grew more and more bit­ter.

			The lead­ers held back and coun­selled pru­dence. But there was some­thing in­tox­i­cat­ing in this bat­tle for bare life—and for hap­pi­ness! Some­thing that went to the head and tempt­ed them to haz­ard all on the cast of the dice. The lead­ers had giv­en great at­ten­tion to the prob­lem of re­strict­ing the num­ber of idle hands—it was dif­fi­cult for them to pro­cure suf­fi­cient funds. But those work­ers who still had work to do for­sook it, in or­der to join them­selves, in blind sol­i­dar­i­ty, to their locked-out com­rades. They thought it was re­quired of them!

			One day the ma­sons made an un­ex­pect­ed de­mand that an hour should be struck off the day’s work. They re­ceived a re­fusal. But that evening they knocked off at six in­stead of sev­en. The men were un­rea­son­able: to de­mand short­er hours in the slack sea­son fol­low­ing on a hard win­ter!

			This move took the lead­ers by sur­prise. They feared that it might di­min­ish the gen­er­al sym­pa­thy for the work­ers. It sur­prised them par­tic­u­lar­ly that the pru­dent and ex­pe­ri­enced Stolpe had not op­posed this de­mand. As pres­i­dent of the or­ga­ni­za­tion for many years, he had great in­flu­ence over the men; he must try to per­suade them to go to work again. Pelle opened ne­go­ti­a­tions with him.

			“That is not my busi­ness,” Stolpe replied. “I did not pro­pose the ces­sa­tion of work, but at the gen­er­al meet­ing the ma­jor­i­ty was in fa­vor of it—and with that there’s no more to be said. I don’t op­pose my com­rades.”

			“But that’s per­verse of you,” said Pelle. “You are the re­spon­si­ble per­son, and your trade has the most fa­vor­able con­di­tions of la­bor—and you ought to re­mem­ber the con­flict in which we are en­gaged.”

			“Yes, the con­flict! Of course we thought of it. And you are right, I have a good and com­fort­able home, be­cause my craft is in a good po­si­tion; and we ma­sons have ob­tained good con­di­tions, and we earn good mon­ey. But are we to en­joy our­selves and look on while the oth­ers are fight­ing for dry bread? No, we are with them when it comes to a fight!”

			“But the sup­port you were giv­ing—it was ten thou­sand kro­ner a week, and now we shall have to do with­out it! Your ac­tion may have in­cal­cu­la­ble con­se­quences for us. You must put an end to this, fa­ther-in-law! You must see that the ma­jor­i­ty doesn’t have its way.”

			“That would be diplo­mat­ic, wouldn’t it? But you seem anx­ious to side with our op­po­nents! We hold the suf­frage in hon­or, and it is the suf­frage that is to re­form so­ci­ety. If once one be­gins to med­dle with the vot­ing-pa­pers!—”

			“But that isn’t nec­es­sary in the least! The peo­ple aren’t re­al­ly clear as to what they are do­ing—you can’t ex­pect any quick­ness of per­cep­tion from them! You could de­mand a fresh vote—if I could first have a talk with them about the cam­paign!”

			“So you think we couldn’t see what we were do­ing!” replied Stolpe, much of­fend­ed. “But we can ac­cept the con­se­quences—we can do that! And you want to get up on the plat­form and talk them sil­ly, and then they are to vote the oth­er way round! No, no non­sense here! They vot­ed ac­cord­ing to their con­vic­tions—and with that the mat­ter’s set­tled, whether it’s right or wrong! It won’t be al­tered!”

			Pelle had to give in; the old man was not to be moved from his point of view. The ma­sons in­creased the un­em­ployed by a few thou­sand men.

			The em­ploy­ers prof­it­ed by this ag­gres­sion, which rep­re­sent­ed them to the pub­lic in a fa­vor­able as­pect, in or­der to strike a de­ci­sive blow. The uni­ver­sal lock­out was de­clared.

		
	
		
			XXX

			At home mat­ters were go­ing bad­ly with Pelle. They had not yet re­cov­ered from the win­ter when he was drawn in­to the con­flict; and the prepa­ra­tions for his new po­si­tion had plunged them in­to debt. Pelle re­ceived the same re­lief as the oth­er locked-out work­ers—ten to twelve kro­ner a week—and out of this Ellen had to pro­vide them with food and fir­ing. She thought he ought, as lead­er, to re­ceive more than the oth­ers, but Pelle did not wish to en­joy oth­er con­di­tions than those al­lot­ted to the rest.

			When he came home, thor­ough­ly ex­haust­ed af­ter his stren­u­ous day, he was met by Ellen’s ques­tion­ing eyes. She said noth­ing, but her eyes ob­sti­nate­ly re­peat­ed the same ques­tion day af­ter day. It was as though they asked him: “Well, have you found em­ploy­ment?” This ir­ri­tat­ed him, for she knew per­fect­ly well that he was not look­ing for work, that there was none to look for. She knew what the sit­u­a­tion was as well as he did, but she per­sis­tent­ly be­haved as though she knew noth­ing of all that he and his com­rades were en­deav­or­ing to achieve, and when he turned the con­ver­sa­tion on to that sub­ject she pre­served a stub­born si­lence; she did not wish to hear any­thing about it.

			When the heat of bat­tle rose to Pelle’s head, there was no one with whom he would rather have shared his opin­ions and his plans of cam­paign. In oth­er di­rec­tions she had urged him on, and he had felt this as a con­fir­ma­tion and aug­men­ta­tion of his own be­ing; but now she was silent. She had him and her home and the chil­dren, and all else be­sides was noth­ing to her. She had shared the pri­va­tions of the win­ter with him and had done so cheer­ful­ly; they were un­de­served. But now he could get work when­ev­er he wished. She had re­sumed her dumb op­po­si­tion, and this had an op­pres­sive ef­fect up­on him; it took some­thing from the joy of bat­tle.

			When he reached home and re­lat­ed what had been said and done dur­ing the day, he ad­dressed him­self to Lasse. She moved about the home im­mersed in her own cares, as though she were dumb; and she would sud­den­ly in­ter­rupt his con­ver­sa­tion with the state­ment that this or that was lack­ing. So he weaned him­self from his com­mu­nica­tive habits, and car­ried on all his work away from home. If there was writ­ing to be done, or if he had ne­go­ti­a­tions to ac­com­plish, he se­lect­ed some tav­ern where he would be free of her con­strain­ing pres­ence. He avoid­ed telling her of his post of con­fi­dence, and al­though she could not help hear­ing about it when away from home she be­haved as if she knew noth­ing. For her he was still mere­ly Pelle the work­ing­man, who shirked sup­port­ing his wife and chil­dren. This ob­sti­nate at­ti­tude pained him; and the bit­ter­ness of his home life made him throw him­self with greater en­er­gy in­to the strug­gle. He be­came a hard and dan­ger­ous op­po­nent.

			Lasse used to gaze at them un­hap­pi­ly. He would will­ing­ly have in­ter­vened, but he did not know how to set about it; and he felt him­self su­per­flu­ous. Ev­ery day he donned his old clothes and went out in or­der to of­fer his ser­vices as ca­su­al la­bor­er, but there were plen­ty of idle hands younger than his. And he was afraid of ob­tain­ing em­ploy­ment that might take the bread out of oth­er folks’ mouths. He could not un­der­stand the cam­paign, and he found it dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand what was for­bid­den ground; but for Pelle he felt an un­con­di­tion­al re­spect. If the lad said this or the oth­er, then it was right; even if one had to go hun­gry for it—the lad was ap­point­ed to some spe­cial end.

			One day he silent­ly left the house; Pelle scarce­ly no­ticed it, so ab­sorbed was he. “He must have gone back to the old clothes wom­an at the ‘Ark,’ ” he thought; “it’s by no means amus­ing here.”

			Pelle had charge of the ex­ter­nal part of the cam­paign; he knew noth­ing of book­keep­ing or ad­min­is­tra­tion, but sim­ply threw him­self in­to the fight. Even as a child of eight he had been faced with the prob­lem of mas­ter­ing life by his own means, and he had ac­com­plished it, and this he prof­it­ed by now. He en­joyed the con­fi­dence of the mass­es; his speech sound­ed nat­u­ral to them, so that they be­lieved in him even when they did not un­der­stand him. If there was any­one who did not wish to fol­low where Pelle led, he had to go just the same; there was no time just now for lengthy ar­gu­ment; where civ­il words didn’t an­swer he took more en­er­get­ic means.

			The cam­paign con­sist­ed in the first place of the fed­er­a­tion of the mass­es, and Pelle was con­tin­u­al­ly away from home; wher­ev­er any­thing was afoot, there he put in an ap­pear­ance. He had in­au­gu­rat­ed a huge pa­rade, ev­ery morn­ing all the locked-out work­ers re­port­ed them­selves at var­i­ous sta­tions in the city, and there the roll was called, ev­ery work­er be­ing en­tered ac­cord­ing to his Union. By means of this vast dai­ly roll-call of near­ly forty thou­sand men it was pos­si­ble to dis­cov­er which of them had de­sert­ed in or­der to act as strike­break­ers. A few were al­ways ab­sent, and those who had a good ex­cuse had to es­tab­lish it in or­der to draw their strike-pay. Pelle was now here, now there, and al­ways un­ex­pect­ed, act­ing on im­pulse as he did. “Light­ning Pelle,” they called him, on ac­count of the sud­den­ness of his move­ments. His ac­tions were not based up­on long de­lib­er­a­tions; nev­er­the­less, he had a rad­i­cal com­pre­hen­sion of the en­tire move­ment; one thing grew out of an­oth­er, nat­u­ral­ly, un­til the whole was more than any con­scious in­tel­li­gence could com­pre­hend. And Pelle grew with it, and by virtue of his im­pul­sive­ness was a sum­ma­ry of it all.

			There was plen­ty to be done; at the roll-call all those who failed to at­tend had to be en­tered, and those who knew any­thing about them must give in­for­ma­tion. This man had gone abroad; that one had gone in­to the coun­try, to look for work; so far, so good. If any fell away and act­ed as strike­break­er, in­struc­tions were im­me­di­ate­ly giv­en for his pun­ish­ment. In this way Pelle kept the ranks closed. There were many weak el­e­ments among them—de­gen­er­ate, ig­no­rant fel­lows who didn’t un­der­stand the im­por­tance of the move­ment, but a strong con­trol­ling hand and un­fail­ing jus­tice made it a se­ri­ous mat­ter for them to break away.

			At the out­set he had or­ga­nized with Stolpe’s as­sis­tance a large body of the best work­ers as pick­ets or watch­men. These were zeal­ous, fa­nat­i­cal mem­bers of the var­i­ous trades, who had tak­en part in the or­ga­ni­za­tion of their own pro­fes­sion­al or­ga­ni­za­tion, and knew ev­ery in­di­vid­u­al mem­ber there­of. They sta­tioned them­selves ear­ly in the morn­ing in the neigh­bor­hood of the var­i­ous places of em­ploy­ment, mark­ing those who went to work there and do­ing their best to pre­vent them. They were in con­stant con­flict with the po­lice, who put ev­ery pos­si­ble ob­sta­cle in their way.

			Morten he met re­peat­ed­ly. Pri­va­tion had called him out of his re­tire­ment. He did not be­lieve that the cam­paign would lead to bet­ter con­di­tions, and on that ac­count he took no part in it. But want he knew as did no oth­er; his in­sight in that di­rec­tion was mys­te­ri­ous­ly keen. The dis­tri­bu­tion of re­lief in the form of pro­vi­sions could not have been en­trust­ed to bet­ter hands. He su­per­in­tend­ed the whole busi­ness of dis­tri­bu­tion, but what he liked best was to stand, knife in hand, cut­ting up pork for the fam­i­lies of locked-out work­ers. The por­tions were strict­ly weighed; none the less, the wom­en al­ways thronged about him. There was a bless­ing in that faint smile of his—they felt sure his por­tions were the big­gest!

			Morten and Pelle were in dis­agree­ment on al­most ev­ery point. Even now, when ev­ery­thing de­pend­ed on a strict co­he­sion, Morten could nev­er be trust­ed to be­have with sever­i­ty. “Re­mem­ber, they aren’t of age yet,” he would say con­tin­u­al­ly. And it could not be gain­said that there were many to whom the con­flict was un­in­tel­li­gi­ble—they un­der­stood noth­ing of it, al­though oth­er­wise they were thought­ful and in­tel­li­gent enough. These were most­ly peo­ple who had come in from the prov­inces at a some­what ad­vanced age; in­deed some had been small em­ploy­ers there. For them trades union­ism was a sort of lynch law, and they prof­it­ed by the strike in all sim­plic­i­ty in or­der to ob­tain well-paid em­ploy­ment. When they were re­viled as strike­break­ers or “gen­tle­men,” they laughed like lit­tle chil­dren who are threat­ened with a re­volver. Slow-wit­ted as they were, in this re­spect, they took the con­se­quences to heart, al­though they could not see the rea­son for them. These must be com­pelled to obey.

			The iron in­dus­try was do­ing its ut­most to keep go­ing, as a trade which must ful­fill its con­tract­ed en­gage­ments, un­der penal­ty of see­ing the busi­ness fall in­to for­eign hands. This in­dus­try had if pos­si­ble to be dis­abled. The pick­ets were at work, and The Work­ing Man pub­lished the names and ad­dress­es of the strike­break­ers. When these left the fac­to­ry they en­coun­tered a crowd of peo­ple who treat­ed them with scorn and con­tempt; they had to be es­cort­ed by the po­lice. But the re­sent­ment aroused by their treach­ery fol­lowed them home even to the bar­racks they lived in. The wives and chil­dren of the locked-out work­ers re­sumed the bat­tle and car­ried on hos­til­i­ties against the fam­i­lies of the strike­break­ers, so that they had to move. One saw them of a night, with all their pos­ses­sions on a hand­cart, trudg­ing away to seek a new home un­der cov­er of the dark­ness. But the day re­vealed them, and again they were fugi­tives, un­til the po­lice took them in hand and found lodg­ing for them.

			One day a large fac­to­ry by the North Bridge re­sumed op­er­a­tions with the help of for­eign la­bor and strike­break­ers. Pelle set to work to pre­pare a warm re­cep­tion for the work­ers when they went home­ward, but in the course of the day a po­lice­man who was friend­ly to the work­ers tipped him the wink that two hun­dred po­lice would be con­cealed in a neigh­bor­ing school, ready for the work­ers’ de­par­ture.

			In the af­ter­noon peo­ple be­gan to col­lect—un­em­ployed work­ers, poor wom­en, and chil­dren. They came ear­ly, for it well might be that the work­ers would be re­leased an hour be­fore their time, in or­der to avoid a clash, and they were miss­ing noth­ing by wait­ing there. Fi­nal­ly sev­er­al thou­sand peo­ple stood be­fore the gates of the fac­to­ry, and the po­lice were mov­ing to and fro through the crowd, which stood many men deep, but they had to give up the ef­fort to drive them asun­der. The street urchins be­gan to make an up­roar, and to egg the watch­ers on. They felt the need of warm­ing them­selves a lit­tle, so they grad­u­al­ly be­gan to bait the po­lice.

			“Hul­lo, there!” sud­den­ly shout­ed a mighty voice. “In the school over there are two hun­dred po­lice, wait­ing for us to make a dis­tur­bance, so that they can come and use their trun­cheons on us. Hadn’t we bet­ter leave them where they are? I think it’s quite as well they should go back to school for a time!” “Hur­rah!” they cried. “Hur­rah! Long live ‘Light­ning’!” A move­ment went through the crowd. “That’s Pelle!” The whis­per passed from mouth to mouth, and the wom­en stood on tip­toe to see him.

			Pelle and Stolpe were stand­ing against a wall, sur­round­ed by a few dozen pick­ets. The po­lice went up to them and rep­ri­mand­ed them. They had or­ders to hin­der the pick­et­ing, but they had no de­sire to med­dle with Pelle. They lived in the work­ers’ quar­ter, were at home there, and a word from him would make the city im­pos­si­ble for them.

			The usu­al time for stop­ping work came round, but the work­ers were not re­leased from the fac­to­ry. The crowd used its wits to keep it­self warm; pun­ning re­marks con­cern­ing strike­break­ers and cap­i­tal­ists buzzed through the air. But sud­den­ly an alarm ran through the crowd. The street urchins, who are al­ways the first to know ev­ery­thing, were whistling be­tween their fin­gers and run­ning down the side streets. Then the crowd be­gan to move, and the po­lice fol­lowed at a quick march, keep­ing to the mid­dle of the street. The fac­to­ry had dis­charged the work­ers by a back door. They were mov­ing down Guld­berg Street by now, dis­heart­ened and with nev­er a glance be­hind them, while a whole es­cort of po­lice ac­com­pa­nied them. They were soon over­tak­en and brought home to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of a sin­is­ter con­cert, which now and again was in­ter­rupt­ed by cries of, “Three cheers for the gen­tle­men!”

			The pick­ets walked in a long file, close to the pro­ces­sion, zeal­ous­ly oc­cu­pied in not­ing each in­di­vid­u­al work­er, while Pelle moved in the midst of the crowd, en­deav­or­ing to pre­vent over­hasty ac­tion. There was need to be care­ful. Sev­er­al men were still in prison be­cause dur­ing the win­ter they had come to blows with the strike­break­ers, and the po­lice had re­ceived strin­gent or­ders from the au­thor­i­ties. The press of the prop­er­tied class­es was dai­ly call­ing for stricter mea­sures, de­mand­ing that ev­ery meet­ing in the streets, and es­pe­cial­ly be­fore the gates of a fac­to­ry, should be bro­ken up by the po­lice.

			Now and then a strike­break­er part­ed from the squad and ran in­to the door of his dwelling, fol­lowed by a long whis­tle.

			Among the work­ers was a soli­tary, el­der­ly man, still pow­er­ful, whom Pelle rec­og­nized. He kept at the ex­treme edge of the po­lice, walk­ing heav­i­ly, with bowed head, along the pave­ment close to the hous­es. His hair was quite gray, and his gait was al­most crip­pled. This was Ma­son Hansen, Stolpe’s old com­rade and fel­low-union­ist, whom Pelle had in­ter­viewed in the win­ter, in the hope of per­suad­ing him to re­frain from strike­break­ing.

			“It’s go­ing bad­ly with him,” thought Pelle, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly keep­ing his eyes on him. The re­sults of strike­break­ing had dealt hard­ly with him.

			By St. Hans Street he turned the cor­ner, wink­ing at the po­lice­man who was about to fol­low him, and went down the street alone, look­ing nei­ther to right nor left, em­bar­rassed, and with hang­ing head. Ev­ery time a child cried aloud, he start­ed. Then he stood as though riv­et­ed to the ground, for in front of his door a heap of pover­ty-strick­en house­hold goods lay in the gut­ter. A crowd of gap­ing chil­dren stood round the heap, and in the midst of the group stood a youngish wom­an, with four chil­dren, who were keep­ing tear­ful watch over the heap of trash. The man pressed through the crowd and ex­changed a few words with the wom­an, then clenched his fists and shook them threat­en­ing­ly at the ten­e­ment house.

			Pelle went up to him. “Things aren’t go­ing well with you, com­rade,” he said, lay­ing his hand on the oth­er’s shoul­der. “And you are much too good for what you are do­ing. You had bet­ter come with me and re-en­ter the or­ga­ni­za­tion.”

			The man slow­ly turned his head. “Oh, it’s you!” he said, shak­ing Pelle’s hand away with a jerk. “And you seem as cool and im­pu­dent as ev­er. Pover­ty hasn’t dealt hard­ly with you! It’s not at all a bad busi­ness, grow­ing fat on the pence of the work­ers, eh?”

			Pelle grew crim­son with anger, but he con­trolled him­self. “Your in­sults don’t hurt me,” he said. “I have gone hun­gry for the Cause while you have been play­ing the turn­coat. But that will be for­got­ten if you’ll come with me.”

			The man laughed bit­ter­ly, point­ing at the ten­e­ment-house. “You’d bet­ter go and give them a medal. Three months now they’ve tor­ment­ed me and made hell hot for my wife and chil­dren, in or­der to drive us away. And as that didn’t an­swer, they went to the land­lord and forced him to give me no­tice. But Hansen is ob­sti­nate—he wouldn’t be shown the door. So now they’ve got the bailiffs to turn me out, see?” He gave a hol­low laugh. “But these few sticks, why, we can soon car­ry them up again, damn it all! Shall we be­gin, moth­er?”

			“I’ll will­ing­ly speak to the land­lord. Re­mem­ber, you are an old union­ist.”

			“An old—yes, I was in it from the very be­gin­ning.” The man drew him­self proud­ly erect. “But for all that I don’t let my wife and chil­dren starve. So you want to go beg­ging fa­vors for me, eh? You be gone—at once, will you? Be off, to the dev­il, or I’ll beat you to a jel­ly with this!” He seized a ta­ble-leg; his eyes were quite blood­shot. His young wife went up to him and took his hand. “Hansen!” she said qui­et­ly. He let his weapon fall. Pelle felt the wom­an’s plead­ing eyes up­on him, and went.

		
	
		
			XXXI

			When Pelle, tired to death, made his way home­ward in the evening, he had lost the feel­ing of in­vin­ci­bil­i­ty and his thoughts turned to Ellen.

			In the day­time he felt nei­ther hes­i­ta­tion nor cer­tain­ty. When he set to work it was al­ways with thou­sands be­hind him. He felt the great body of work­ers at his back, whether he was fight­ing in the open or wait­ing with close-but­toned coat to deal with the lead­ers of the op­pos­ing camp. But when he went home to Ellen he had on­ly him­self to re­ly on for sup­port. And he could not get near her. Strong­ly as he was drawn by the life away from home, she still held the se­cret of his life in her hands. She was strong and would not be swept aside. He was forced to pon­der over her na­ture and to search for a so­lu­tion.

			Pelle had to deal with count­less num­bers of fam­i­lies, and what he saw was not al­ways ed­i­fy­ing. Home was a con­cep­tion which was on­ly now forc­ing its way down­ward from the mid­dle class­es. Even in pe­ri­ods of nor­mal em­ploy­ment the work­ers earned lit­tle enough when it came to pro­vid­ing a de­cent fam­i­ly life, and the wom­en knew noth­ing of mak­ing a com­fort­able home. The man might be tidy and well-dressed when one met him out of doors, but if you went to his home it was al­ways the same thing; a dark, grimy den and a worn-out wife, who moved about scold­ing amidst a swarm of chil­dren. Wages were enough for one on­ly to live in com­fort. The man rep­re­sent­ed the house­hold out of doors. He must take sand­wich­es to his work, and he must have some­thing de­cent too when he got home. The oth­ers man­aged with a lit­tle bread and cof­fee; it was of no use to talk of reg­u­lar fam­i­ly meals. And the man must have clothes; he was the vis­i­ble por­tion of the house­hold, and he sup­port­ed it. It was of no use to look for any­thing fur­ther in the way of ideas from these wom­en; they saw noth­ing but un­em­ploy­ment and the want at home, and when the hus­band showed him­self they drove him out of the house with their scold­ing ways. “You go out and med­dle with ev­ery­thing you can think of that doesn’t con­cern us—pol­i­tics and big talk—in­stead of do­ing your work prop­er­ly and leav­ing the fools to squab­ble among them­selves!” The re­sult was that they did their work for the or­ga­ni­za­tion in the tav­erns. Many of them held po­si­tions of con­fi­dence, and Pelle went to the tav­erns to con­fer with them. They were de­ject­ed, when they ar­rived, and had be­fore all else to be thawed out.

			There Pelle came to them, with his bril­liant hopes. When they lament­ed in their de­jec­tion, he promised great things of the fu­ture. “Our wives will soon see that we are in the right. The day will soon come when we shall be able to go home with a prop­er week’s wages, that will be enough for the whole fam­i­ly.”

			“And sup­pose it doesn’t come off?” they would say.

			“It will come off—if on­ly we hold out!” he cried, smit­ing the ta­ble.

			Yes, he might well see the bright side of things. He had a wife who came from a long-es­tab­lished home, who kept things clean and tidy for him, and knew how to make much do the work of lit­tle; the daugh­ter of an old union­ist who had grown up in the midst of the move­ment—a wife who saw her hus­band’s do­ings with un­der­stand­ing eyes; yes, he might well smile! As to the last, Pelle was silent.

			In this par­tic­u­lar she had ac­cept­ed nei­ther in­her­i­tance nor teach­ing; she was as she was, and she would nev­er be dif­fer­ent, what­ev­er might pass over her head. Pelle was sac­ri­fic­ing wife and chil­dren to a fixed idea, in or­der not to leave a few in­dif­fer­ent com­rades in the lurch! That, and the strike, and the se­vere con­dem­na­tion of those who would not keep step, was, and re­mained, for her, so much tav­ern non­sense. It was some­thing the work­ers had got in­to their heads as a re­sult of talk­ing when they were not pre­cise­ly sober.

			That was what it was, and it filled her heart with pain and mor­ti­fi­ca­tion that she and hers should be set aside for peo­ple who were noth­ing to them. And this pain made her beau­ti­ful, and jus­ti­fied her in her own eyes.

			She did not com­plain in words, and she was al­ways care­ful to set be­fore Pelle what­ev­er the house could pro­vide. He al­ways found ev­ery­thing in or­der, and he un­der­stood what ef­forts it must cost her—con­sid­er­ing the small­ness of the means which she had at her dis­pos­al. There was no weak point in her de­fences; and this made the po­si­tion still more op­pres­sive; he could not evoke an ex­plo­sion, a ven­ti­la­tion of her griev­ances; it was im­pos­si­ble to quar­rel with her and make friends again.

			Of­ten he wished that Ellen would be­come ne­glect­ful, like so many oth­ers. But she was al­ways at­ten­tive; the more the cir­cum­stances en­abled her to con­demn him, the more cor­rect­ly did she be­have.

			If on­ly he could have ex­plained her lack of com­pre­hen­sion by sup­pos­ing that her mind was bar­ren and self-seek­ing! But in his eyes she had al­ways been quite sim­ple and sin­gle-mind­ed, and yet her na­ture was to him a con­tin­u­al enig­ma! It was true she was not ex­ces­sive­ly benev­o­lent or sym­pa­thet­ic where oth­ers were con­cerned; but on the oth­er hand she asked noth­ing for her­self—her thoughts were all for him and the chil­dren. He must ad­mit that she had, with­out a thought, sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing to him—her home, her whole world—and that she had a right to ask some­thing in re­turn.

			And she was still un­change­ably the same. She was in­dif­fer­ent where she her­self was con­cerned, if on­ly Pelle and the chil­dren had some­thing she was con­tent­ed; she her­self need­ed so lit­tle, yet she seemed to take enough when he watched her eat­ing. Pelle of­ten won­dered that she re­tained her healthy ap­pear­ance, al­though the food she ate was so in­fe­ri­or. Per­haps she helped her­self in se­cret—but he drove the thought away, and was ashamed. She was al­ways com­plete­ly in­dif­fer­ent as to what she ate; she did not no­tice what it was, but served him and the chil­dren with the best of it—es­pe­cial­ly him­self—yet she seemed to thrive. Yes, even now she gave the best to him. It was as though she was ful­fill­ing some deep-root­ed law of her na­ture, which was in­de­pen­dent of their re­la­tions to one an­oth­er. In this noth­ing could al­ter her habits. She might have been com­pared to a great beau­ti­ful bitch that lies at­ten­tive­ly mark­ing the ap­petite of her young, al­though none can tell, from her de­lib­er­ate qui­et, that her own bow­els are twist­ed with hunger. If they left any­thing, she no­ticed it. “I have eat­en,” she would say, so qui­et­ly that she suc­ceed­ed as a rule in de­ceiv­ing them. Yes, it made him feel des­per­ate to think about it; the more he thought of it the more un­en­durable it was. She was sac­ri­fic­ing her­self for him, yet she must con­demn all his do­ings! She knew how to de­fy star­va­tion far bet­ter than he—and she did not un­der­stand why they must go hun­gry!

			But from all these painful de­lib­er­a­tions she emerged al­ways more promi­nent­ly ca­pa­ble, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, and beau­ti­ful in all her strange­ness! And he would hur­ry home, full of burn­ing long­ing and de­vo­tion, con­tin­u­al­ly hop­ing that this time she would come to him glow­ing with love, to hide her eyes, full of con­fu­sion, on his shoul­der. The dis­ap­point­ment on­ly flung him yet more vi­o­lent­ly in­to the strug­gle; the long­ing of his heart for a ten­der, care­less hand made his own hard.

			

			He was al­ways ex­ert­ing him­self to find some means of mak­ing mon­ey. At first, of course, there was no way, and he be­came so com­plete­ly ab­sorbed in the con­flict that fi­nal­ly the ques­tion no longer oc­cu­pied his mind. It lurked in his con­scious­ness, like a volup­tuous wish that mere­ly tinged his dai­ly ex­is­tence; it was as though some­thing with­in his mind had tak­en pos­ses­sion of his tal­ent for de­sign, and was al­ways de­sign­ing beau­ti­ful pa­per mon­ey and dis­play­ing it to his imag­i­na­tion.

			One day when he reached home he found Wid­ow Ras­mussen tend­ing the chil­dren and work­ing on a pair of can­vas shoes. Drunk­en Valde had left her again—had flown out in­to the spring! Ellen had gone out to work. A sud­den pain shot through him. Her way of do­ing this, with­out say­ing a word to him, was like a blow in the face, and at first he was an­gry. But dis­loy­al­ty was for­eign to his na­ture. He had to ad­mit that she was with­in her rights; and with that his anger evap­o­rat­ed, leav­ing him be­wil­dered; some­thing with­in him seemed tot­ter­ing; sure­ly this was a top­sy-turvy world! “I might as well stay at home and look af­ter the chil­dren,” he thought bit­ter­ly.

			“I’ll stay with the chil­dren now, Madam Ras­mussen!” he said. The wom­an put her work to­geth­er.

			“Yes, they’ve got a lot to go through,” she said, stand­ing in the door­way. “I don’t my­self un­der­stand what it’s all about, but one must al­ways do some­thing! That’s my mot­to. For things can’t be worse than they are. ‘Wid­ow’! Pooh! They won’t let us be­have our­selves! A man can scarce­ly look af­ter him­self, let alone a fam­i­ly, in this ac­cursed world—and one needn’t call one’s self Madam to get chil­dren! Here have I been knock­ing about all my life, ru­in­ing my health and hap­pi­ness, and have I earned as much from all my black­guards as would pay for the rags I’ve worn? No; I’ve had to beg them nice­ly of the fine folks for whom I do wash­ing! Yes, they are ready to skin one alive—Madam Ras­mussen has proved that. So I say, one must al­ways try some­thing! To­day the boy comes home and says, ‘Moth­er, they’ve put up the price of fire­wood again—an öre the two dozen!’ ‘What does that mat­ter to us, boy? Can we buy two dozen at once?’ I say. ‘Yes, moth­er, but then the one dozen will cost an öre more.’ And eggs, they cost one kro­ne twen­ty a score where the rich folks buy them—but here! ‘No, my dear madam, if you take two eggs you must pay fif­teen öre!’ That makes eight öre for an egg, for if one takes the small­est quan­ti­ty the prof­its aren’t in pro­por­tion. It’s hard to be poor. If it’s nev­er go­ing to be bet­ter, may the dev­il take him that’s made it all! That was a fine swear!”

			Pelle sat play­ing with Young Lasse. Madam Ras­mussen’s words had aroused some­thing in him. That was the eter­nal com­plaint, the old, old cry! When­ev­er he heard it, the world of the poor man be­came even more plain­ly vis­i­ble for what it was—and he ought to know it! It was a fright­ful abyss that he looked down in­to; it was bot­tom­less; and it seemed for­ev­er to re­veal fresh depths. And he was right—he was right.

			He sat care­less­ly draw­ing some­thing for the child on a scrap of pa­per, think­ing of things quite dif­fer­ent; but in­vol­un­tar­i­ly the draw­ing took shape from with­in his hand. “That’s mon­ey, that’s mon­ey!” cried Young Lasse, clap­ping his hands. Pelle waked up and ex­am­ined his draw­ing; sure enough, there was a rough sketch of a ten-kro­ner note! It flat­tered his fa­ther’s heart that the child had rec­og­nized it; and he was seized by the de­sire to see how like it was. But where in all the world was he to get a “blue”? Pelle, who at this time su­per­in­tend­ed the col­lec­tion and dis­tribut­ing of mil­lions, did not pos­sess ten kro­ner! The pipe! The pipe! That was what the boy got his idea from! His old Christ­mas present, queer­ly enough, had a ten-kro­ner note on the bowl—and that gave him an idea! He got it out and com­pared it; it was a long time since he had smoked the pipe—he couldn’t af­ford it. He be­gan ea­ger­ly to fill in the draw­ing while Young Lasse stood by, amus­ing him­self by watch­ing the rapid move­ments of the pen­cil. “Fa­ther is clever—Fa­ther draw!” he said, and want­ed to wake his sis­ter so that she could take part in the game.

			No, the re­sult was not good! The de­sign would have to be cut in wood and print­ed in col­or for the ap­pear­ance re­al­ly to be sim­i­lar. But then Ellen came home, and he hid it away. “Won’t you give up go­ing out to work?” he said. “I’ll pro­vide what is ab­so­lute­ly nec­es­sary.”

			“Why?” she re­tort­ed res­o­lute­ly. “I’m not too good to do any­thing!” There was no tone in her voice from which he could elic­it any­thing; so he got ready to go to the meet­ing.

			Now, when Ellen went out to work, he ran home as of­ten as he had time in or­der to look af­ter the chil­dren. He had ob­tained a piece of hard wood and a ten-kro­ner note. With great care he trans­ferred the de­sign on­to the wood, and be­gan to en­grave it while he sat there chat­ter­ing to the chil­dren. This task oc­cu­pied un­used fac­ul­ties; it en­grossed him as an artis­tic ex­er­cise, which lin­gered at the back of his mind and au­to­mat­i­cal­ly con­tin­ued to car­ry it­self out, even when he was away from home. This work filled his mind with a pe­cu­liar beau­ty so long as he was en­gaged on it. A warm, bliss­ful world was evoked by the sight of this ten-kro­ner note, which shone ev­er more plain­ly out of the dark­ness and swept all pri­va­tions aside. When Pelle sat at this work his mind soared above all op­pres­sion as though in­tox­i­cat­ed; un­hap­py things no longer ex­ist­ed for him. He be­came an op­ti­mist and men­tal­ly made Ellen all sorts of cost­ly presents.

			It was all fun­da­men­tal­ly so sim­ple—it was on­ly a mis­un­der­stand­ing—noth­ing more! He must speak to her, and she would see at once what a hap­py life they were go­ing to live—if on­ly they held out. Si­lence had filled her with re­sent­ment. For­tune! For­tune! It was near­er than ev­er now, greater and more splen­did than on that oth­er oc­ca­sion when it had knocked at their door! Why, he did not know—that did not seem very clear!

			But when he heard her step on the stairs his dream was shat­tered. He was awake. He con­cealed his work, ashamed to think that she should come home from work and find him at play.

			At times he was op­pressed by a feel­ing of the unattain­able in his re­la­tions with Ellen. Even to him­self he could not ex­plain the con­tra­dic­tion be­tween the con­stant long­ing for more am­ple and sta­ble con­di­tions, for tri­umph and vic­to­ry, and his im­po­ten­cy at home, where his for­tunes were de­clin­ing. He wea­ried him­self in try­ing to puz­zle it out, and he was seized by a de­sire that he might be­come in­dif­fer­ent to the whole mat­ter. He felt no in­cli­na­tion to drink, but none the less some­thing was work­ing con­vul­sive­ly with­in him; a cer­tain in­dif­fer­ence as to his own wel­fare, caus­ing him to run risks, not car­ing whether he might not com­mit some stu­pid­i­ty that would do him harm. And at such times a voice cried loud­ly with­in him, es­pe­cial­ly when he was con­front­ed by the bit­ter ut­ter­ances of want. “That is my old com­plaint,” he thought, and he be­came ob­ser­vant. In his child­hood it had been a sort of seizure; now it had be­come a voice.

		
	
		
			XXXII

			Ear­ly one morn­ing Pelle wan­dered in­to the city. He had risen be­fore Ellen, in or­der to avoid the painful­ness of sit­ting down to break­fast with her. Ellen tried all sorts of rus­es in or­der to give him a prop­er break­fast, and it was not dif­fi­cult to per­suade his stom­ach; but af­ter­ward he felt ashamed that he should have been cared for at the cost of oth­ers; and cun­ning though he was too, he could not get the bet­ter of her save by slip­ping away while she was still asleep.

			His fast­ing con­di­tion en­dowed the city, and the whole of life, with a cu­ri­ous­ly un­sub­stan­tial as­pect. Be­fore him lay a long day full of ter­rif­ic labors, and be­hind him was the fresh tri­umph of the day be­fore.

			As mat­ters now stood, the em­ploy­ers in the iron in­dus­try had con­ceived the cun­ning idea of found­ing a black­leg Union for smiths and me­chan­ics, and of giv­ing it a name close­ly re­sem­bling that of the gen­uine Union. Then they sent cir­cu­lars to the men, stat­ing that work would be re­sumed on the fol­low­ing day. Many of the men were not ac­cus­tomed to read, and re­gard­ed the cir­cu­lar as an or­der from their own Union, while oth­ers were en­ticed by the high wages of­fered by the new so­ci­ety. There was great con­fu­sion among the work­ers of these trades. As soon as the trick was ex­posed ev­ery re­spectable man drew back; but there was a great deal of dis­ap­point­ment, and they felt hor­ri­bly ashamed be­fore their com­rades.

			Pelle was fu­ri­ous at this trick, which af­fect­ed him more es­pe­cial­ly, as the lead­er in open bat­tle; he had suf­fered a de­feat, and he med­i­tat­ed re­venge. In spite of all the ef­forts of the pick­ets, it was not pos­si­ble to pro­cure a full list of the strike­break­ers; his cha­grin on this ac­count burned in his heart, like a shame­ful sense of im­po­ten­cy; hith­er­to he had been not­ed for get­ting to the bot­tom of any­thing he un­der­took! He re­solved then and there to meet ruse with ruse. He set a trap for his op­po­nents, so that they them­selves should de­liv­er the strike­break­ers in­to his hands. One morn­ing he pub­lished his list in The Work­ing Man with the proud re­mark, “Look, the en­e­my has no more!” Did the em­ploy­ers re­al­ly fall in­to the trap, or was the fate of the strike­break­ers re­al­ly in­dif­fer­ent to them? Next morn­ing their or­gan protest­ed, and gave the num­ber of the black­legs and their names in­to the bar­gain!

			This was a smack! A good one this; it brought a light to the thin, im­pas­sive faces. There was an an­swer to the trick of the oth­er day! This Pelle was a deuce of a fel­low! Three cheers for “Light­ning Pelle!” Hip, hip, hur­rah!

			Pelle was the deuce of a fel­low as he strode along rud­dy and full of pug­nac­i­ty, with the echoes from the side-streets and the ten­e­ment-hous­es min­gled with his own vig­or­ous foot­steps. Streets and hous­es were white with the night’s hoar frost, and over­head the air was full of a pe­cu­liar glow that came from the city—a light flow­ing from hid­den sources. He had left all his cares at home; on ev­ery hand work­ing-folk were greet­ing him, and his greet­ing in re­turn was like an in­spir­it­ing song. He did not know them, but they knew him! The feel­ing that his work—how­ev­er deep the scars it might leave—was arous­ing grat­i­tude, had an up­lift­ing ef­fect up­on him.

			The city was in its morn­ing mood. The lock­out lay like a par­a­lyz­ing hand up­on ev­ery­thing; busi­ness was slack, and the mid­dle class­es were com­plain­ing, but there was no prospect of peace; both sides were ir­rec­on­cil­able. The work­ers had lost noth­ing through the rash ces­sa­tion of the ma­sons. Sym­pa­thy for the low­er class­es had be­come a po­lit­i­cal prin­ci­ple; and con­tri­bu­tions were still pour­ing in from the coun­try. Con­sid­er­able sums came from abroad. The cam­paign was now cost­ing the work­ers half a mil­lion kro­ner a week; and the help from out­side was like a drop in the ocean. But it had the ef­fect of a moral sup­port, and it stim­u­lat­ed the self-tax­a­tion to which all were sub­ject. The hun­dred thou­sand house­holds of the poor part­ed with their last pos­ses­sions in or­der to con­tin­ue the strug­gle; they meant to force a de­ci­sion that should af­fect their whole fu­ture. The em­ploy­ers tried to hin­der the great Na­tion­al Fed­er­a­tion by call­ing the at­ten­tion of the au­thor­i­ties to an an­cient statute con­cern­ing men­di­can­cy; but that mere­ly aroused mer­ri­ment. A lit­tle laugh­ter over such ex­pe­di­ents was per­mis­si­ble.

			The work­ers had be­come ac­cus­tomed to star­va­tion. They went no more in­to the for­est, but strolled thought­ful­ly through the streets like peo­ple who have too much time on their hands, so that the city’s face wore a pe­cu­liar stamp of med­i­ta­tive pover­ty. Their loi­ter­ing steps aroused no echo, and in the hous­es the quiet­ness gave one food for re­flec­tion. The noisy, ev­er-hun­gry chil­dren were scat­tered over the face of the coun­try—they at least had plen­ty to eat. But the place was emp­ty for the lack of them!

			Pelle met sev­er­al squads of work­ers; they were on the way to the var­i­ous roll-calls. They raised their heads as he passed; his foot­steps echoed loud­ly enough for all! It was the hope and the will of forty thou­sand men that passed there—Pelle was the ex­pres­sion of them all. They stared at his in­domitable fig­ure, and drew them­selves up. “A dev­il of a chap!” they told one an­oth­er joy­ful­ly; “he looks as if he could tram­ple ’em all un­der­foot! Look at him—he scarce­ly makes way for that great load­ed wag­on! Long live Pelle, boys!”

			The tav­ern-keep­ers stood on their cel­lar stairs gap­ing up at the morn­ing sky—this was a time of famine for them! In the tav­ern win­dows hung cards with the in­scrip­tion: “Con­tri­bu­tions re­ceived here for the locked-out work­ers!”

			On the Queen Luise Bridge Pelle en­coun­tered a pale, fat lit­tle man in a shab­by coat. He had flab­by fea­tures and a great red nose. “Good morn­ing, Gen­er­al!” cried Pelle gai­ly; the man made a con­de­scend­ing move­ment with his hand. This was The Work­ing Man’s man of straw; a some­time cap­i­tal­ist, who for a small week­ly wage was, as far as the pub­lic was con­cerned, the re­spon­si­ble ed­i­tor of the pa­per. He served var­i­ous terms of im­pris­on­ment for the pa­per, and for a fur­ther pay­ment of five kro­ner a week he al­so worked out in prison the fines in­flict­ed on the pa­per. When he was not in jail he kept him­self alive by drink­ing. He suf­fered from mega­lo­ma­nia, and con­sid­ered that he led the whole la­bor move­ment; for which rea­son he could not bear Pelle.

			In the great court­yard of The Work­ing Man build­ing the dock­ers were as­sem­bled to an­swer the roll. The pres­i­dent of their Union met Pelle in the door­way; he was the very man whom Pelle and Howl­ing Pe­ter had res­cued down by the har­bor—now he was work­ing for the new ideas!

			“Well, how goes it?” asked Pelle, shak­ing his hand.

			“Splen­did! A thou­sand men all but sev­en!”

			“But where’s the joy­ful Ja­cob? Is he ill?”

			“He’s in jail,” replied the oth­er gloomi­ly. “He couldn’t bear to see his old folks starv­ing—so he broke in­to a gro­cery, he and his broth­er—and now they’re both in prison.”

			For a mo­ment the lines on Pelle’s fore­head were ter­ri­bly deep and gloomy; he stood gaz­ing blind­ly in­to space; the ra­di­ant ex­pres­sion left his coun­te­nance, which was filled with a pity­ing grav­i­ty. The dock­er stared at him—was he go­ing to sleep on his feet? But then he pulled him­self to­geth­er.

			“Well, com­rades, are you find­ing the days too long?” he cried gai­ly.

			“Ach, as for that! It’s the first time one’s had the time to get to know one’s own wife and chil­dren prop­er­ly!” they replied. “But for all that it would be fine to get busy again!”

			It was ob­vi­ous that idle­ness was at last be­gin­ning to de­press them; there was a pe­cu­liar pon­der­ing ex­pres­sion on their im­pas­sive fea­tures, and their eyes turned to him with a per­sis­tent ques­tion­ing. They asked that this un­der­tak­ing of his should be set­tled one way or the oth­er. They were not weak­en­ing; they al­ways vot­ed for the con­tin­u­ance of the cam­paign, for that which they sought de­pend­ed there­on; but they gazed in­to his face for a look that might prom­ise suc­cess.

			He had to an­swer many sin­gu­lar ques­tions; pri­va­tion en­gen­dered in the most fan­tas­tic ideas, which re­vealed the fact that their qui­et, con­trolled bear­ing was the prod­uct of the ob­ser­va­tion and the en­er­gy of the many.

			“Shall we de­prive the rich of all their wealth and pow­er?” asked one man, af­ter long pon­der­ing and gaz­ing at Pelle. The strug­gle seemed to have dealt hard­ly with him; but it had lit a spark in his eyes.

			“Yes, we are go­ing now to take our rights as men, and we shall de­mand that the work­er shall be re­spect­ed,” Pelle replied. “Then there’ll be no more talk of poor man and gen­tle­man!”

			“But sup­pose they try to get on top of us again? We must make short work of them, so that they can’t clam­ber on our backs and ride us again.”

			“Do you want to drive them all on­to the Com­mon and shoot them? That’s not nec­es­sary,” said his neigh­bor. “When this is set­tled no one will dare to take the food out of our mouths again.”

			“Won’t there be any more pover­ty then?” asked the first speak­er, turn­ing to Pelle.

			“No, once we get our af­fairs prop­er­ly in go­ing or­der; then there will be com­fort in ev­ery home. Don’t you read your pa­per?”

			Yes, he read it, but there was no harm in hear­ing the great news con­firmed by Pelle him­self. And Pelle could con­firm it, be­cause he nev­er har­bored a doubt. It had been dif­fi­cult to get the mass­es to grasp the new con­cep­tion of things—as dif­fi­cult as to move the earth! Some­thing big must hap­pen in re­turn!

			A few of the men had brought out sand­wich­es and be­gan to eat them as they de­bat­ed. “Good di­ges­tion!” said Pelle, nod­ding farewell to them. His mouth was wa­ter­ing, and he re­mem­bered that he had had noth­ing to eat or drink. But he had no time to think about it; he must go to Stolpe to ar­range about the post­ing of the pick­ets.

			Over the way stood Marie in a white cap, with a bas­ket over her arm; she nod­ded to him, with rosy cheeks. Trans­plan­ta­tion had made her grow; ev­ery time he saw her she was more erect and pret­ti­er.

			At his par­ents’-in-law the strictest econ­o­my pre­vailed. All sorts of things—house­hold pos­ses­sions—had dis­ap­peared from that once so com­fort­able home; but there was no lack of good spir­its. Stolpe was pot­ter­ing about wait­ing for his break­fast; he had been at work ear­ly that morn­ing.

			“What’s the girl do­ing?” he asked. “We nev­er see her now.”

			“She has such a lot to do,” said Pelle apolo­get­i­cal­ly. “And now she’s go­ing out to work as well.”

			“Well, well, with things as they are she’s not too fine to lend a hand. But we don’t re­al­ly know what’s amiss with her—she’s a re­bel­lious na­ture! Thank God she’s not a man—she would have brought dis­so­lu­tion in­to the ranks!”

			Break­fast con­sist­ed of a por­tion of cof­fee and bread-and-but­ter and por­ridge. Madam Stolpe could not find her fine new sil­ver cof­fee-ser­vice, which her chil­dren had giv­en her on her sil­ver-wed­ding day. “I must have put it away,” she said.

			“Well, well, that’ll soon be found again, moth­er!” said Stolpe. “Now we shall soon have bet­ter times; many fine things will make their ap­pear­ance again then, we shall see!”

			“Have you been to the ma­chine-works this morn­ing, fa­ther-in-law?” asked Pelle.

			“Yes, I’ve been there. But there is noth­ing more for the pick­ets to do. The em­ploy­ers have quar­tered all the men in the fac­to­ry; they get full board and all there. There must be a crowd of for­eign strike­break­ers there—the work’s in full swing.”

			This was an over­whelm­ing piece of news! The iron-mas­ters had won the first vic­to­ry! This would quick­ly have a most de­press­ing ef­fect on the work­ers, when they saw that their trade could be kept go­ing with­out them.

			“We must put a bri­dle on them,” said Pelle, “or they’ll get off the course and the whole or­ga­ni­za­tion will fall to pieces. As for those fel­lows in there, we must get a louse un­der their shirts some­how.”

			“How can we do that when they are locked in, and the po­lice are pa­trolling day and night in front of the gates? We can’t even speak to them.” Stolpe laughed de­spair­ing­ly.

			“Then some­one must slink in and pre­tend he’s in want of em­ploy­ment!”

			Stolpe start­ed. “As a strike­break­er? You’ll nev­er in this life get a re­spectable man to do that, even if it’s on­ly in jest! I wouldn’t do it my­self! A strike­break­er is a strike­break­er, turn and twist it how you will.”

			“A strike­break­er, I sup­pose, is one who does his com­rades harm. The man who risks his skin in this way de­serves an­oth­er name.”

			“I won’t ad­mit that,” said Stolpe. “That’s a lit­tle too ab­stract for me; any­how, I’m not go­ing to ar­gue with you. But in my cat­e­chism it says that he is a strike­break­er who ac­cepts em­ploy­ment where as­sis­tance is for­bid­den—and that I stick to!”

			Pelle might talk as much as he liked; the old man would not budge an inch. “But it would be an­oth­er mat­ter if you want­ed to do it your­self,” said Stolpe. “You don’t have to ac­count to any­one for what you do—you just do what comes in­to your head.”

			“I have to ac­count to the Cause for my do­ings,” said Pelle sharply, “and for that very rea­son I want to do it my­self!”

			Stolpe con­tract­ed his arms and stretched them out again. “Ah, it would be good to have work again!” he cried sud­den­ly. “Idle­ness eats in­to one’s limbs like the gout. And now there’s the rent, moth­er—where the dev­il are we to get that? It must be paid on the nail on Sat­ur­day, oth­er­wise out we go—so the land­lord says.”

			“We’ll soon find that, fa­ther!” said Madam Stolpe. “Don’t you lose heart!”

			Stolpe looked round the room. “Yes, there’s still a bit to take, as Hunger said when he be­gan on the bow­els. But lis­ten, Pelle—do you know what? I’m your fa­ther-in-law-to be sure—but you haven’t a wife like mine!”

			“I’m con­tent­ed with Ellen as she is,” said Pelle.

			There was a knock; it was Stolpe’s broth­er, the car­pen­ter. He looked ex­haust­ed; he was thin and poor­ly dressed; his eyes were sur­round­ed by red patch­es. He did not look at those whose hands he took.

			“Sit down, broth­er,” said Stolpe, push­ing a chair to­ward him.

			“Thanks—I must go on again di­rect­ly. It was—I on­ly want­ed to tell you—well. …” He stared out of the win­dow.

			“Is any­thing wrong at home?”

			“No, no, not that ex­act­ly. I just want­ed to say—I want to give no­tice that I’m de­sert­ing!” he cried sud­den­ly.

			Stolpe sprang to his feet; he was as white as chalk. “You think what you are do­ing!” he cried threat­en­ing­ly.

			“I’ve had time enough to think. They are starv­ing, I tell you—and there’s got to be an end of it. I on­ly want­ed to tell you be­fore­hand so that you shouldn’t hear it from oth­ers—af­ter all, you’re my broth­er.”

			“Your broth­er—I’m your broth­er no longer! You do this and we’ve done with one an­oth­er!” roared Stolpe, strik­ing the ta­ble. “But you won’t do it, you shan’t do it! God damn me, I couldn’t live through the shame of see­ing the com­rades con­demn­ing my own broth­er in the open street! And I shall be with them! I shall be the first to give you a kick, if you are my broth­er!” He was quite be­side him­self.

			“Well, well, we can still talk it over,” said the car­pen­ter qui­et­ly. “But now you know—I didn’t want to do any­thing be­hind your back.” And then he went.

			Stolpe paced up and down the room, mov­ing from one ob­ject to an­oth­er. He picked them up and put them down again, quite un­think­ing­ly. His hands were trem­bling vi­o­lent­ly; and fi­nal­ly he went to the oth­er room and shut him­self in. Af­ter a time his wife en­tered the room. “You had bet­ter go, Pelle! I don’t think fa­ther is fit for com­pa­ny to­day. He’s ly­ing there quite gray in the face—if he could on­ly cry even! Oh, those two broth­ers have al­ways been so much to each oth­er till now! They were so unit­ed in ev­ery­thing!”

			Pelle went; he was think­ing earnest­ly. He could see that Stolpe, in his in­tegri­ty, would con­sid­er it his du­ty to treat his broth­er more harsh­ly than oth­ers, dear­ly as he loved him; per­haps he him­self would un­der­take the pick­et­ing of the place where his broth­er went to work.

			Out by the lakes he met a squad of pick­ets who were on their way out of the city; he ac­com­pa­nied them for some dis­tance, in or­der to make cer­tain ar­range­ments. Across the road a young fel­low came out of a door­way and slunk round the cor­ner. “You there, stop!” cried one of the com­rades. “There he is—the toff!” A few pick­ets fol­lowed him down Cas­tle Street and came back lead­ing him among them. A crowd be­gan to form round the whole par­ty, wom­en and chil­dren speed­i­ly join­ing it.

			“You are not to do any­thing to him,” said Pelle de­ci­sive­ly.

			“God knows no one wants to touch him!” they re­tort­ed. For a while they stood silent­ly gaz­ing at him, as though weigh­ing him in their minds; then one af­ter an­oth­er spat at him, and they went their way. The fel­low went silent­ly in­to a door­way and stood there wip­ing the spit­tle from his face with his sleeve. Pelle fol­lowed him in or­der to say a kind word to him and lead him back in­to the or­ga­ni­za­tion. The lad pulled him­self up hasti­ly as Pelle ap­proached.

			“Are you com­ing to spit at me?” he said con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “You for­got it be­fore—why didn’t you do it then?”

			“I don’t spit at peo­ple,” said Pelle, “but your com­rades are right to de­spise you. You have left them in the lurch. Come with me, and I’ll en­ter you in the or­ga­ni­za­tion again, and no one shall mo­lest you.”

			“I am to go about as a cul­prit and be taunt­ed—no, thanks!”

			“Do you pre­fer to in­jure your own com­rades?”

			“I ask for per­mis­sion to look af­ter my old moth­er. The rest of you can go to the dev­il. My moth­er isn’t go­ing to hang about court­yards singing, and pick­ing over the dust­bins, while her son plays the great man! I leave that to cer­tain oth­er peo­ple!”

			Pelle turned crim­son. He knew this al­lu­sion was meant for Fa­ther Lasse; the des­per­ate con­di­tion of the old man was lurk­ing some­where in his mind like an in­grow­ing grief, and now it came to the sur­face. “Dare you re­peat what you said?” he growled, press­ing close up to the oth­er.

			“And if I were mar­ried I shouldn’t let my wife earn my dai­ly bread for me—I should leave that to the pimps!”

			Oho! That was like the tat­tlers, to black­en a man from be­hind! Ev­i­dent­ly they were spread­ing all sorts of ly­ing ru­mors about him, while he had placed all that he pos­sessed at their dis­pos­al. Now Pelle was fu­ri­ous; the lead­er could go to hell! He gave the fel­low a few sound box­es on the ear, and asked him which he would rather do—hold his mouth or take some more?

			Morten ap­peared in the door­way—this had hap­pened in the door­way of the house in which he worked. “This won’t do!” he whis­pered, and he drew Pelle away with him. Pelle could make no re­ply; he threw him­self on Morten’s bed. His eyes were still blaz­ing with anger at the in­sult, and he need­ed air.

			“Things are go­ing bad­ly here now,” said Morten, look­ing at him with a pe­cu­liar smile.

			“Yes, I know very well you can’t stand it—all the same, they must hold to­geth­er.”

			“And sup­pos­ing they don’t get bet­ter con­di­tions?”

			“Then they must ac­cept the con­se­quences. That’s bet­ter than the whole Cause should go to the wall!”

			“Are those the new ideas? I think the ig­no­rant have al­ways had to take the con­se­quences! And there has nev­er been lack­ing some­one to spit on them!” said Morten sad­ly.

			“But, lis­ten!” cried Pelle, spring­ing to his feet. “You’ll please not blame me for spit­ting at any­body—the oth­ers did that!” He was very near los­ing his tem­per again, but Morten’s qui­et man­ner mas­tered him.

			“The oth­ers—that was noth­ing at all! But it was you who spat sev­en times over in­to the poor dev­il’s face—I was stand­ing in the shop, and saw it.”

			Pelle stared at him, speech­less. Was this the truth-lov­ing Morten who stood there ly­ing?

			“You say you saw me spit at him?”

			Morten nod­ded. “Do you want to ac­cept the ap­plause and the hon­or, and sneak out of the beast­li­ness and the de­struc­tion? You have tak­en a great re­spon­si­bil­i­ty on your­self, Pelle. Look, how blind­ly they fol­low you—at the sight of your bare face, I’m tempt­ed to say. For I’m not my­self quite sure that you give enough of your­self. There is blood on your hands—but is any of it your own blood?”

			Pelle sat there heav­i­ly pon­der­ing; Morten’s words al­ways forced his thoughts to fol­low paths they had nev­er be­fore known. But now he un­der­stood him; and a dark shad­ow passed over his face, which left its traces be­hind it. “This busi­ness has cost me my home,” he said qui­et­ly. “Ellen cares noth­ing for me now, and my chil­dren are be­ing ne­glect­ed, and are drift­ing away from me. I have giv­en up splen­did prospects for the fu­ture; I go hun­gry ev­ery day, and I have to see my old fa­ther in want and wretched­ness! I be­lieve no one can feel as home­less and lone­ly and for­sak­en as I do! So it has cost me some­thing—you force me to say it my­self.” He smiled at Morten, but there were tears in his eyes.

			“For­give me, my dear friend!” said Morten. “I was afraid you didn’t re­al­ly know what you were do­ing. Al­ready there are many left on the field of bat­tle, and it’s griev­ous to see them—es­pe­cial­ly if it should all lead to noth­ing.”

			“Do you con­demn the Move­ment, then? Ac­cord­ing to you, I can nev­er do any­thing wise!”

			“Not if it leads to an end! I my­self have dreamed of lead­ing them on to for­tune—in my own way; but it isn’t a way af­ter their own heart. You have pow­er over them—they fol­low you blind­ly—lead them on, then! But ev­ery wound they re­ceive in bat­tle should be yours as well—oth­er­wise you are not the right man for the place. And are you cer­tain of the goal?”

			Yes, Pelle was cer­tain of that. “And we are reach­ing it!” he cried, sud­den­ly in­spired. “See how cheer­ful­ly they ap­prove of ev­ery­thing, and just go for­ward!”

			“But, Pelle!” said Morten, with a mean­ing smile, lay­ing his hand on his shoul­der, “a lead­er is not Judge Lynch. Oth­er­wise the par­ties would fight it out with clubs!”

			“Ah, you are think­ing of what hap­pened just now!” said Pelle. “That had noth­ing to do with the Move­ment! He said my fa­ther was go­ing about the back­yards fish­ing things out of dust­bins—so I gave him a few on the jaw. I have the same right as any­one else to re­venge an in­sult.” He did not men­tion the evil words con­cern­ing Ellen; he could not bring him­self to do so.

			“But that is true,” said Morten qui­et­ly.

			“Then why didn’t you tell me?” asked Pelle.

			“I thought you knew it. And you have enough to strug­gle against as it is—you’ve noth­ing to re­proach your­self with.”

			“Per­haps you can tell me where he could be found?” said Pelle, in a low voice.

			“He is usu­al­ly to be found in this quar­ter.”

			Pelle went. His mind was op­pressed; all that day fresh re­spon­si­bil­i­ties had heaped them­selves up­on him; a bur­den heavy for one man to bear. Was he to ac­cept the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for all that the Move­ment de­stroyed as it pro­gressed, sim­ply be­cause he had placed all his en­er­gies and his whole for­tune at its dis­pos­al? And now Fa­ther Lasse was go­ing about as a scav­enger. He blushed for shame—yet how could he have pre­vent­ed it? Was he to be made re­spon­si­ble for the sit­u­a­tion? And now they were spit­ting up­on Ellen—that was the thanks he got!

			He did not know where to be­gin his search, so he went in­to the courts and back­yards and asked at ran­dom. Peo­ple were crowd­ing in­to a court­yard in Blaa­gaard Street, so Pelle en­tered it. There was a mis­sion­ary there who spoke with the singsong ac­cent of the Born­holmer, in whose eyes was the pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion which Pelle re­mem­bered as that of the “saints” of his child­hood. He was preach­ing and singing al­ter­nate­ly. Pelle gazed at him with eyes full of rem­i­nis­cence, and in his de­spair­ing mood he was near los­ing con­trol of him­self and bel­low­ing aloud as in his child­ish years when any­thing touched him deeply. This was the very lad who had said some­thing rude about Fa­ther Lasse, and whom he—young as he was—had kicked so that he be­came rup­tured. He was able to pro­tect his fa­ther in those days, at all events!

			He went up to the preach­er and held out his hand. “It’s Pe­ter Kune! So you are here?”

			The man looked at him with a gaze that seemed to be­long to an­oth­er world. “Yes, I had to come over here, Pelle!” he said sig­nif­i­cant­ly. “I saw the poor wan­der­ing hith­er from the town and far­ther away, so I fol­lowed them, so that no harm should come to them. For you poor are the cho­sen peo­ple of God, who must wan­der and wan­der un­til they come in­to the King­dom. Now the sea has stayed you here, and you can go no far­ther; so you think the King­dom must lie here. God has sent me to tell you that you are mis­tak­en. And you, Pelle, will you join us now? God is wait­ing and long­ing for you; he wants to use you for the good of all these lit­tle ones.” And he held Pelle’s hand in his, gaz­ing at him com­pelling­ly; per­haps he thought Pelle had come in or­der to seek the shel­ter of his “King­dom.”

			Here was an­oth­er who had the in­ten­tion of lead­ing the poor to the land of for­tune! But Pelle had his own poor. “I have done what I could for them,” he said self-con­scious­ly.

			“Yes, I know that well; but that is not the right way, the way you are fol­low­ing! You do not give them the bread of life!”

			“I think they have more need of black bread. Look at them—d’you think they get too much to eat?”

			“And can you give them food, then? I can give them the joy of God, so that they for­get their hunger for a while. Can you do more than make them feel their hunger even more keen­ly?”

			“Per­haps I can. But I’ve got no time to talk it over now; I came to look for my old fa­ther.”

			“Your fa­ther, I have met in the streets late­ly, with a sack on his back—he did not look very cheer­ful. And I met him once over yon­der with Sort the shoe­mak­er; he want­ed to come over here and spend his old age with his son.”

			Pelle said noth­ing, but ran off. He clenched his fists in im­po­tent wrath as he rushed out of the place. Peo­ple went about jeer­ing at him, one more ea­ger­ly than the oth­er, and the naked truth was that he—young and strong and ca­pa­ble as he was in his call­ing—could not look af­ter his wife and chil­dren and his old fa­ther, even when he had reg­u­lar work. Yes, so damnable were the con­di­tions that a man in the prime of his youth could not fol­low the bid­ding of na­ture and found a fam­i­ly with­out plung­ing those that were de­pen­dent on him in­to want and mis­ery! Curse it all, the en­tire sys­tem ought to be smashed! If he had pow­er over it he would want to make the best use of it!

			In Stone Street he heard a hoarse, qua­ver­ing voice singing in the cen­tral court­yard of one of the hous­es. It was Fa­ther Lasse. The rag­bag lay near him, with the hook stuck in­to it. He was clasp­ing the book with one hand, while with the oth­er he ges­tic­u­lat­ed to­ward the win­dows as he sang. The song made the peo­ple smile, and he tried to make it still more amus­ing by vi­o­lent ges­tures which ill-suit­ed his piti­ful ap­pear­ance.

			It cut Pelle to the heart to see his wretch­ed con­di­tion. He stepped in­to a door­way and wait­ed un­til his fa­ther should have fin­ished his song. At cer­tain points in the course of the song Lasse took off his cap and smacked it against his head while he raised one leg in the air. He very near­ly lost his equi­lib­ri­um when he did this, and the street urchins who sur­round­ed him pulled at his ragged coat­tails and pushed one an­oth­er against him. Then he stood still, spoke to them in his qua­ver­ing voice, and took up his song again.

			
				
					“O lis­ten to my song, a tale of woe:
					

					I came in­to the world as do so many:
					

					My moth­er bore me in the street be­low,
					

					And as for fa­ther, why, I hadn’t any!
					

					Till now I’ve faith­ful­ly her shame con­cealed:
					

					I tell it now to make my song com­plete.
					

					O drop a shilling down that I may eat,
					

					For eat I must, or soon to Death I yield.
				

				
					“In­to this world with­out de­ceit I came,
					

					That’s why you see me wear no stock­ings now.
					

					A poor old man who drudges any­how,
					

					I have a wealthy broth­er, more’s the shame.
					

					But he and I are op­po­sites in all;
					

					While I rake muck he rakes his mon­ey up:
					

					Much gold is his and many a jew­elled cup,
					

					And all he fan­cies, that is his at call.
				

				
					“My broth­er, he has built a palace splen­did,
					

					And sil­ver har­ness all his hors­es bear.
					

					Full twen­ty crowns an hour he gets, I hear,
					

					By twid­dling thumbs and wish­ing day were end­ed!
					

					Gold comes to him as dirt to Lasse, blast him!
					

					And ev­ery­where he turns there mon­ey lies.
					

					’Twill all be mine when once my broth­er dies—
					

					If I but live—so help me to out­last him!
				

				
					“Luck tried to help me once, but not again!
					

					Weary with toil­ing I was like to swoon.
					

					When God let fall milk-por­ridge ’stead of rain!
					

					And I, poor don­key, hadn’t brought a spoon!
					

					Yes, Heav­en had meant to help me, me ac­curst!
					

					I saw my luck but couldn’t by it prof­it!
					

					Quick­ly my broth­er made a ban­quet of it—
					

					Ate my milk-por­ridge till he near­ly burst!
				

				
					“Want bears the scep­tre here on earth be­low,
					

					And life is al­ways griev­ous to the poor.
					

					But God, who rules the world, and ought to know,
					

					Says all will get their rights when life is o’er.
					

					There­fore, good peo­ple, hear me for His sake—
					

					A tri­fle for the poor man’s cof­fin give,
					

					Where­in his fi­nal jour­ney he must take;
					

					Have mer­cy on my end while yet I live!
				

				
					“Yet one thing God has giv­en me—my boy.
					

					And chil­dren are the poor man’s wealth, I know.
					

					O does he think of me, my on­ly joy,
					

					Who have no oth­er trea­sure here be­low?
					

					Long time have we been part­ed by mishap:
					

					I’m tired of pick­ing rags and sick of song;
					

					God who sees all re­ward you all ere long:
					

					O drop a tri­fle in poor Lasse’s cap!”
				

			

			When Lasse had fin­ished his song the peo­ple clapped and threw down coins wrapped in pa­per, and he went round pick­ing them up. Then he took his sack on his back and stumped away, bent al­most dou­ble, through the gate­way.

			“Fa­ther!” cried Pelle des­per­ate­ly. “Fa­ther!”

			Lasse stood up with a jerk and peered through the gate­way with his fee­ble eyes. “Is that you, lad? Ach, it sound­ed like your voice when you were a child, when any­one was go­ing to hurt you and you came to me for help.” The old man was trem­bling from head to foot. “And now I sup­pose you’ve heard the whole thing and are ashamed of your old fa­ther?” He dared not look at his son.

			“Fa­ther, you must come home with me now—do you hear?” said Pelle, as they en­tered the street to­geth­er.

			“No, that I can’t do! There’s not enough even for your own mouths—no, you must let me go my own way. I must look af­ter my­self—and I’m do­ing quite well.”

			“You are to come home with me—the chil­dren miss you, and Ellen asks af­ter you day af­ter day.”

			“Yes, that would be very wel­come. … But I know what folks would think if I were to take the food out of your chil­dren’s mouths! Be­sides—I’m a rag­pick­er now! No, you mustn’t lead me in­to temp­ta­tion.”

			“You are to come with me now—nev­er mind about any­thing else. I can’t bear this, fa­ther!”

			“Well, then, in God’s name, I must pub­lish my shame be­fore you, lad—if you won’t let me be! See now, I’m liv­ing with some­one—with a wom­an. I met her out on the refuse-heaps, where she was col­lect­ing rub­bish, just as I was. I had ar­ranged a cor­ner for my­self out there—for the night, un­til I could find a lodg­ing—and then she said I was to go home with her—it wouldn’t be so cold if there were two of us. Won’t you come home with me, so that you can see where we’ve both got to? Then you can see the whole thing and judge for your­self. We live quite close.”

			They turned in­to a nar­row lane and en­tered a gate­way. In the back­yard, in a shed, which looked like the re­mains of an old farm cot­tage, was Lasse’s home. It looked as though it had once been used as a fu­el-shed; the floor was of beat­en earth and the roof con­sist­ed of loose boards. Un­der the roof cords were stretched, on which rags, pa­per, and oth­er ar­ti­cles from the dust­bins were hung to dry. In one cor­ner was a mean-look­ing iron stove, on which a cof­feepot was singing, min­gling its pleas­ant fra­grance with the musty stench of the rub­bish. Lasse stretched him­self to ease his limbs.

			“Ach, I’m quite stiff!” he said, “and a lit­tle chilled. Well, here you see my lit­tle moth­er—and this is my son, Pelle, my boy.” He con­tent­ed­ly stroked the cheeks of his new life’s part­ner.

			This was an old, bent, with­ered wom­an, grimy and ragged; her face was cov­ered with a red erup­tion which she had prob­a­bly con­tract­ed on the refuse-heaps. But a pair of kind eyes looked out of it, which made up for ev­ery­thing else.

			“So that is Pelle!” she said, look­ing at him. “So that’s what he is like! Yes, one has heard his name; he’s one of those who will as­ton­ish the world, al­though he hasn’t red hair.”

			Pelle had to drink a cup of cof­fee. “You can on­ly have bread-and-but­ter with it; we old folks can’t man­age any­thing else for sup­per,” said Lasse. “We go to bed ear­ly, both of us, and one sleeps bad­ly with an over­full stom­ach.”

			“Well, now, what do you think of our home?” said Fa­ther Lasse, look­ing proud­ly about him. “We pay on­ly four kro­ner a month for it, and all the fur­ni­ture we get for noth­ing—moth­er and I have brought it all here from the refuse-heaps, ev­ery stick of it, even the stove. Just look at this straw mat­tress, now—it’s re­al­ly not bad, but the rich folks threw it away! And the iron bed­stead—we found that there; I’ve tied a leg to it. And yes­ter­day moth­er came in car­ry­ing those cur­tains, and hung them up. A good thing there are peo­ple who have so much that they have to throw it on the dust-heap!”

			Lasse was quite cheer­ful; things seemed to be go­ing well with him; and the old wom­an looked af­ter him as if he had been the love of her youth. She helped him off with his boots and on with his list slip­pers, then she brought a long pipe out of the cor­ner, which she placed be­tween his lips; he smiled, and set­tled down to en­joy him­self.

			“Do you see this pipe, Pelle? Moth­er saved up for this, with­out my know­ing any­thing about it—she has got such a long one I can’t light it my­self! She says I look like a reg­u­lar pope!” Lasse had to lean back in his chair while she lit the pipe.

			When Pelle left, Lasse ac­com­pa­nied him across the yard. “Well, what do you think of it?” he said.

			“I am glad to see things are go­ing so well with you,” said Pelle humbly.

			Lasse pressed his hand. “Thanks for that! I was afraid you would be strict about it. As quite a lit­tle boy, you used to be deuced­ly strict in that di­rec­tion. And see now, of course, we could mar­ry—there is no im­ped­i­ment in ei­ther case. But that costs mon­ey—and the times are hard. As for chil­dren com­ing, and ask­ing to be brought in­to the world re­spectably, there’s no dan­ger of that.”

			Pelle could not help smil­ing; the old man was so much in earnest.

			“Look in on us again soon—you are al­ways wel­come,” said Lasse. “But you needn’t say any­thing of this to Ellen—she is so pe­cu­liar in that re­spect!”

		
	
		
			XXXIII

			No, Pelle nev­er told Ellen any­thing now. She had frozen his speech. She was like the win­ter sun; the side that was turned away from her re­ceived no share of her warmth. Pelle made no claims on her now; he had long ago sat­is­fied him­self that she could not re­spond to the strong­est side of his na­ture, and he had ac­cus­tomed him­self to the idea of wag­ing his fight alone. This had made him hard­er, but al­so more of a man.

			At home the chil­dren were ail­ing—they did not re­ceive prop­er care, and the lit­tle girl was rest­less, es­pe­cial­ly dur­ing the night. The com­plain­ing and cough­ing of the chil­dren made the home un­com­fort­able. Ellen was dumb; like an aveng­ing fate she went about her busi­ness and cared for the chil­dren. Her ex­pres­sive glance nev­er en­coun­tered his; al­though he of­ten felt that her eyes were rest­ing on him. She had grown thin of late, which lent her beau­ty, a fa­nat­i­cal glow, and a touch of mal­ice. There were times when he would have giv­en his life for an hon­est, burn­ing kiss as a to­ken of this wom­an’s love.

			He un­der­stood her less and less, and was of­ten filled with in­ex­pli­ca­ble anx­i­ety con­cern­ing her. She suf­fered ter­ri­bly through the con­di­tion of the chil­dren; and when she qui­et­ed them, with a bleed­ing heart, her voice had a fate­ful sound that made him shud­der. Some­times he was driv­en home by the idea that she might have made away with her­self and the chil­dren.

			One day, when he had hur­ried home with this im­pres­sion in his mind, she met him smil­ing and laid on the ta­ble five and twen­ty kro­ner.

			“What’s that?” asked Pelle, in amaze­ment.

			“I’ve won that in the lot­tery!” she said.

			So that was why her be­hav­ior had been so pe­cu­liar­ly mys­te­ri­ous dur­ing the last few days—as though there had been some­thing which he must not on any ac­count get to know. She had ven­tured her last shilling and was afraid he would find it out!

			“But where did you get the mon­ey?” he asked.

			“I bor­rowed it from my old friend, An­na—we went in for it to­geth­er. Now we can have the doc­tor and medicine for the chil­dren, and we our­selves can have any­thing we want,” she said.

			This mon­ey worked a trans­for­ma­tion in Ellen, and their re­la­tions were once more warm­ly af­fec­tion­ate. Ellen was more lov­ing­ly ten­der in her be­hav­ior than ev­er be­fore, and was con­tin­u­al­ly spoil­ing him. Some­thing had come over her that was quite new; her man­ner showed a sort of con­tri­tion, which made her gen­tle and lov­ing, and bound Pelle to his home with the bonds of ar­dent de­sire. Now once more he hur­ried home. He took her man­ner to be an apol­o­gy for her harsh judg­ment of him; for here, too, she was dif­fer­ent, and be­gan to in­ter­est her­self in his work for the Cause, in­cit­ing him, by all sorts of al­lu­sions, to con­tin­ue it. It was ev­i­dent that in spite of her ap­par­ent cold­ness she had kept her­self well in­formed con­cern­ing it. Her man­ner un­der­went a most ex­tra­or­di­nary trans­for­ma­tion. She, the hard, con­fi­dent Ellen, be­came mild and un­cer­tain in her man­ner. She no longer kept sourly out of things, and had learned to bow her head good-na­tured­ly. She was no longer so self-right­eous.

			One day, to­ward evening, Pelle was sit­ting at home be­fore the look­ing-glass, and shav­ing him­self; he had cut off the whole of his fine big mous­tache and was now shav­ing off the last traces of it. Ellen was amused to see how his face was al­tered. “I can scarce­ly rec­og­nize you!” she said. He had thought she would have op­posed its re­moval, and have put his mous­tache be­fore the Cause; but she was pleas­ant about the whole mat­ter. He could not at all un­der­stand this al­ter­ation in her.

			When he had fin­ished he stood up and went over to Young Lasse, but the child cried out in ter­ror. Then he put on his old work­ing-clothes, made his face and head black, and made his way to the ma­chine-works.

			The fac­to­ry was in full swing now; they were work­ing al­ter­nate shifts, day and night, with the help of in­terned strike­break­ers, the “locked-in” work­ers, as the pop­u­lar wit called them.

			The iron-mas­ters had fol­lowed up their vic­to­ry and had man­aged to set yet an­oth­er in­dus­try in mo­tion again. If this sort of thing went much fur­ther the en­tire iron in­dus­try would one day be op­er­at­ed with­out the locked-out work­ers, who could stand out­side and look on. But now a blow was about to be struck! Pelle’s heart was full of warmth and joy as he left home, and he felt equal for any­thing.

			He slipped through the pick­ets un­no­ticed, and suc­ceed­ed in reach­ing the door of the fac­to­ry. “They’re asleep—the dev­ils!” he thought an­gri­ly, and was very near spoil­ing the whole thing by ad­min­is­ter­ing a rep­ri­mand. He knocked soft­ly on the door and was ad­mit­ted. The door­keep­er took him to the fore­man, who was for­tu­nate­ly a Ger­man.

			Pelle was giv­en em­ploy­ment in the foundry, with very good wages. He was al­so promised that he should re­ceive a bonus of twen­ty-five kro­ner when he had been there a cer­tain time. “That’s the Ju­das mon­ey,” said the fore­man, grin­ning. “And then as soon as the lock­out is over you’ll of course be placed in the fore­front of the work­ers. Now you are quite clear about this—that you can’t get out of here un­til then. If you want to send some­thing to your wife, we’ll see to that.”

			He was shown to a cor­ner where a sack full of straw lay on the floor; this was his dwelling-place and his refuge for the night.

			In the fac­to­ry the work went on as best it might. The men rushed at their work as in a frol­ic, drift­ed away again, lounged about the works, or stood here and there in groups, do­ing as they chose. The fore­men did not dare to speak to them; if they made a friend­ly re­mark they were met with in­sults. The work­ers were tak­ing ad­van­tage of the fact that they were in­dis­pens­able; their be­hav­ior was sheer tyran­ny, and they were con­tin­u­al­ly harp­ing on the fact that they would just as soon go as stay. These words made them the mas­ters of the sit­u­a­tion.

			They were paid big wages and re­ceived abun­dance to eat and to drink. And the work­ing day or shift was short­er than usu­al. They did not un­der­stand the re­al sig­nif­i­cance of this change of life, but went about play­ing the bal­ly. But there was a pe­cu­liar hes­i­ta­tion vis­i­ble in their faces, as though they were not quite sure of one an­oth­er. The na­tive work­ers, who were in the mi­nor­i­ty, kept to them­selves—as though they felt an in­ward con­tempt for those fel­lows who had trav­elled so far to fish in the trou­bled wa­ters of their dis­tress.

			They were work­ing three shifts, each of eight hours’ du­ra­tion.

			“Oho!” thought Pelle, “why, this, good God, is the eight-hours’ day! This is sure­ly the State of the fu­ture!” At the very mo­ment of his ar­rival one shift was com­plet­ed, and the men im­me­di­ate­ly pro­ceed­ed to make the most in­fer­nal up­roar, ham­mer­ing on met­al and shout­ing for food and brandy. A huge caul­dron full of beef and pota­toes was dragged in. Pelle was told off to join a mess of ten men.

			“Eat, matey!” they said. “Hun­gry, ain’t you? How long had you been out of work be­fore you gave in?”

			“Three months,” said Pelle.

			“Then you must be peck­ish. Here with the beef! More beef here!” they cried, to the cook’s mate. “You can keep the pota­toes and wel­come! We’ve eat­en enough pota­toes all our lives!”—“This is Tom Tid­dler’s land, with but­ter sauce in­to the bar­gain! This is how we’ve al­ways said it ought to be—good wages and lit­tle to do, lots to eat and brandy to drink! Now you can see it was a good thing we held out till it came to this—now we get our re­ward! Your health! Here, damme, what’s your name, you there?”

			“Karlsen,” said Pelle.

			“Here’s to you, Karlsen! Well, and how are things look­ing out­side? Have you seen my wife late­ly? She’s easy to rec­og­nize—she’s a wom­an with sev­en chil­dren with noth­ing in­side their ribs! Well, how goes it with the strik­ers?”

			Af­ter eat­ing they sat about play­ing cards, and drink­ing, or they loafed about and be­gan to quar­rel; they were a sharp-tongued crew; they went about ac­tu­at­ed by a ma­li­cious long­ing to sting one an­oth­er. “Come and have a game with us, mate—and have a drink!” they cried to Pelle. “Damn it all, how else should a man kill the time in this in­fer­nal place? Six­teen hours’ sleep a day—no, that’s more than a chap can do with!”

			There was a deaf­en­ing up­roar, as though the place had been a vast tav­ern, with men shout­ing and abus­ing one an­oth­er; each con­trib­uted to the din as though he want­ed to drown it by his own voice. They were able to buy drink in the fac­to­ry, and they drank what they earned. “That’s their con­science,” thought Pelle. “At heart they are good com­rades.” There seemed to be some hope of suc­cess for his au­da­cious ma­neu­ver. A group of Ger­mans took no part in the or­gy, but had set up a sep­a­rate colony in the re­motest cor­ner of the hall. They were there to make mon­ey!

			In one of the groups a dis­pute broke out be­tween the play­ers; they were re­vil­ing one an­oth­er in no mea­sured lan­guage, and their terms of abuse cul­mi­nat­ed in the term “strike­break­er.” This made them per­fect­ly fu­ri­ous. It was as though an ab­scess had bro­ken; all their bot­tled-up shame and anger con­cern­ing their in­fa­mous po­si­tion burst forth. They be­gan to use knives and tools on one an­oth­er. The po­lice, who kept watch on the fac­to­ry day and night, were called in, and re­stored tran­quil­li­ty. A wound­ed smith was ban­daged in the of­fice, but no ar­rest was made. Then a sud­den slack­ness over­came them.

			They con­stant­ly crowd­ed round Pelle. He was a new man; he came from out­side. “How are things go­ing out there?” was the con­stant ques­tion.

			“Things are go­ing very well out there. It’s a worse look­out for us in here,” said Pelle.

			“Go­ing very well, are they? We’ve been told they are near giv­ing in.”

			“Who told you that?”

			“The boss­es of the fac­to­ry here.”

			“Then they were fool­ing you, in or­der to keep you here.”

			“That’s a lie! And what d’you mean by say­ing it’s a worse look­out for us? Out with it, now!”

			“We shall nev­er get reg­u­lar work again. The com­rades are win­ning—and when they be­gin work again they’ll de­mand that we oth­ers shall be locked out.”

			“The dev­il—and they’ve promised us the best po­si­tions!” cried a great smith. “But you’re a liar! That you are! And why did you come here if they are near­ly win­ning out­side? An­swer me, damn it all! A man doesn’t come slink­ing in­to this hell un­less he’s com­pelled!”

			“To leave his com­rades in the lurch, you might add,” replied Pelle harsh­ly. “I want­ed to see how it feels to strike the bread away from the mouths of the starv­ing.”

			“That’s a lie! No one would be so wicked! You are mak­ing fools of us, you dev­il!”

			“Give him a thrash­ing,” said an­oth­er. “He’s play­ing a crooked game. Are you a spy, or what do you want here? Do you be­long to those id­iots out­side?”

			It had been Pelle’s plan to put a good face on a crooked job, and cau­tious­ly to feel his way; but now he grew an­gry.

			“You had bet­ter think what you’re do­ing be­fore you call hon­or­able men id­iots,” he re­tort­ed vi­o­lent­ly. “Do you know what you are? Swine! You lie there eat­ing your fill and pour­ing the drink down your throats and liv­ing easy on the need of your com­rades! Swine, that you are—Ju­das­es, who have sold a good cause for dirty mon­ey! How much did you get? Five and twen­ty kro­ner, eh? And out there they are loy­al­ly starv­ing, so that all of us—yes, you too—can live a lit­tle more like hu­man be­ings in the fu­ture!”

			“You hold your jaw!” said the big smith. “You’ve no wife and chil­dren—you can eas­i­ly talk!”

			“Aren’t you the fel­low who lives in Jægers­borg Street?” Pelle de­mand­ed. “Per­haps you are send­ing what you earn to your wife and chil­dren? Then why are they in want? Yes­ter­day they were turned out of doors; the or­ga­ni­za­tion took them in and found a roof to go over their heads—al­though they were a strike­break­er’s fam­i­ly!” Pelle him­self had made this pos­si­ble.

			“Send—damn and blast it all—I’ll send them some­thing! But if one lives this hell of a life in here the bit of mon­ey one earns all goes in rotgut! And now you’re go­ing to get a thrash­ing!” The smith turned up his shirt­sleeves so that his mighty mus­cles were re­vealed. He was no longer rea­son­able, but glared at Pelle like an an­gry bull.

			“Wait a bit,” said an old­er man, step­ping up to Pelle. “I think I’ve seen you be­fore. What is your re­al name, if I may make bold to ask?”

			“My name? You are wel­come to know it. I am Pelle.”

			This name pro­duced an ef­fect like that of an ex­plo­sion. They were daz­zled. The smith’s arms fell slack; he turned his head aside in shame. Pelle was among them! They had left him in the lurch, had turned their backs on him, and now he stood there laugh­ing at them, not the least bit an­gry with them. What was more, he had called them com­rades; so he did not de­spise them! “Pelle is here!” they said qui­et­ly; fur­ther and fur­ther spread the news, and their tongues dwelt cu­ri­ous­ly on his name. A mur­mur ran through the shops. “What the dev­il—has Pelle come?” they cried, stum­bling to their legs. Pelle had leaped on­to a great anvil. “Si­lence!” he cried, in a voice of thun­der; “si­lence!” And there was si­lence in the great build­ing. The men could hear their own deep breath­ing.

			The fore­men came rush­ing up and at­tempt­ed to drag him down. “You can’t make speech­es here!” they cried.

			“Let him speak!” said the big smith threat­en­ing­ly. “You aren’t big enough to stop his mouth, not by a long chalk!” He seized a ham­mer and sta­tioned him­self at the foot of the anvil.

			“Com­rades!” Pelle be­gan, in an easy tone, “I have been sent here to you with greet­ings from those out­side there—from the com­rades who used to stand next to you at work, from your friends and fel­low-union­ists. Where are our old com­rades?—they are ask­ing. We have fought so many bat­tles by their side, we have shared good and evil with them—are we to en­ter in­to the new con­di­tions with­out them? And your wives and chil­dren are ask­ing af­ter you! Out­side there it is the spring! They don’t un­der­stand why they can’t pack the pic­nic bas­ket and go out in­to the for­est with fa­ther!”

			“No, there’s no pic­nic bas­ket!” said a heavy voice.

			“There are fifty thou­sand men ac­cept­ing the sit­u­a­tion with­out grum­bling,” Pelle earnest­ly replied. “And they are ask­ing af­ter you—they don’t un­der­stand why you de­mand more than they do. Have you done more for the move­ment than they have?—they ask. Or are you a lot of dukes, that you can’t qui­et­ly stand by the rank and file? And now it’s the spring out there!” he cried once more. “The poor man’s win­ter is past, and the bright day is com­ing for him! And here you go over to the wrong side and walk in­to prison! Do you know what the locked-out work­ers call you? They call you the locked-in work­ers!”

			There were a few sup­pressed smiles at this. “That’s a dam’ good smack!” they told, one an­oth­er. “He made that up him­self!”

			“They have oth­er names for us as well!” cried a voice de­fi­ant­ly.

			“Yes, they have,” said Pelle vig­or­ous­ly. “But that’s be­cause they are hun­gry. Peo­ple get un­rea­son­able then, you know very well—and they grudge oth­er folks their food!”

			They thronged about him, press­ing clos­er and clos­er. His words were scorch­ing them, yet were do­ing them good. No one could hit out like Pelle, and yet at the same time make them feel that they were de­cent fel­lows af­ter all. The for­eign work­ers stood round about them, ea­ger­ly lis­ten­ing, in or­der that they, too, might catch a lit­tle of what was said.

			Pelle had sud­den­ly plunged in­to the sub­ject of the famine, lay­ing bare the year­long, end­less de­spair of their fam­i­lies, so that they all saw what the oth­ers had suf­fered—saw re­al­ly for the first time. They were amazed that they could have en­dured so much, but they knew that it was so; they nod­ded con­tin­u­al­ly, in agree­ment; it was all lit­er­al­ly true. It was Pelle’s own des­per­ate strug­gle that was speak­ing through him now, but the re­frain of suf­fer­ing ran through it all. He stood be­fore them ra­di­ant and con­fi­dent of vic­to­ry, tow­er­ing in­domitably over them all.

			Grad­u­al­ly his words be­came keen and vig­or­ous. He re­proached them with their dis­loy­al­ty; he re­mind­ed them how dear­ly and bit­ter­ly they had bought the pow­er of co­he­sion, and in brief, strik­ing phras­es he awak­ened the in­spir­it­ing rhythm of the Cause, that lay slum­ber­ing in ev­ery heart. It was the old, beloved mu­sic, the well-known melody of the home and la­bor. Pelle sound­ed it with a new ac­cent. Like all those that for­sake their coun­try, they had for­got­ten the voice of their moth­er—that was why they could not find their way home; but now she was call­ing them, call­ing them back to the old dream of a Land of For­tune! He could see it in their faces, and with a leap he was at them: “Do you know of any­thing more in­fa­mous than to sell your moth­er-coun­try? That is what you have done—be­fore ev­er you set foot in it—you have sold it, with your broth­ers, your wives, and your chil­dren! You have foresworn your re­li­gion—your faith in the great Cause! You have dis­obeyed or­ders, and have sold your­selves for a mis­er­able Ju­das-price and a keg of brandy!”

			He stood with his left hand on the big smith’s shoul­der, his right hand he clenched and held out to­ward them. In that hand he was hold­ing them; he felt that so strong­ly that he did not dare to let it sink, but con­tin­ued to hold it out­stretched. A mur­mur­ing wave passed through the ranks, reach­ing even to the for­eign work­ers. They were in­fect­ed by the emo­tion of the oth­ers, and fol­lowed the pro­ceed­ings with tense at­ten­tion, al­though they did not un­der­stand much of the lan­guage. At each sal­ly they nod­ded and nudged one an­oth­er, un­til now they stood there mo­tion­less, with ex­pec­tant faces; they, too, were un­der the spell of his words. This was sol­i­dar­i­ty, the mighty, earth-en­cir­cling pow­er! Pelle rec­og­nized the look of won­der on their faces; a cold shud­der ran up and down his spine. He held them all in his hand, and now the blow was to be struck be­fore they had time to think mat­ters over. Now!

			“Com­rades!” he cried loud­ly. “I told those out­side that you were hon­or­able men, who had been led in­to the dev­il’s kitchen by want, and in a mo­ment of mis­un­der­stand­ing. And I am go­ing in to fetch your friends and com­rades out, I said. They are long­ing to come out to you again, to come out in­to the spring! Did I lie when I spoke well of you?”

			“No, that you didn’t!” they replied, with one voice. “Three cheers for Pelle! Three cheers for ‘Light­ning’!”

			“Come along, then!” Swift­ly he leaped down from the anvil and marched through the work­shop, roar­ing out the So­cial­ist march­ing-song. They fol­lowed him with­out a mo­ment’s con­sid­er­a­tion, with­out re­gret or re­morse; the rhythm of the march had seized them; it was as though the warm spring wind were blow­ing them out in­to the free­dom of Na­ture. The door was un­locked, the of­fi­cials of the fac­to­ry were pushed aside. Singing in a boom­ing rhythm that seemed to re­venge it­self for the long days of con­fine­ment, they marched out in­to North Bridge Street, with Pelle at their head, and turned in­to the La­bor Build­ing.

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			That was a glo­ri­ous stroke! The em­ploy­ers aban­doned all fur­ther idea of run­ning the works with­out the Fed­er­a­tion. The vic­to­ry was the com­pleter in that the trades unions gave the for­eign work­ers their pas­sage-mon­ey, and sent them off be­fore they had time for re­flec­tion. They were es­cort­ed to the steam­ers, and the work­ers saw them off with a com­rade­ly “Hur­rah!”

			Pelle was the hero of the day. His do­ings were dis­cussed in all the news­pa­pers, and even his op­po­nents low­ered their swords be­fore him.

			He took it all as a mat­ter of course; he was striv­ing with all his might to­ward a fresh goal. There was no ex­cuse for soar­ing in­to the clouds; the lock­out was still the prin­ci­pal fact, and a griev­ous and bur­den­some fact, and now he was feel­ing its whole weight. The armies of work­ers were still saun­ter­ing about the streets, while the na­tion was con­sum­ing its own strength, and there was no im­me­di­ate prospect of a set­tle­ment. But one day the springs would run dry—and what then?

			He was too deeply im­mersed in the con­flict to grow dizzy by rea­son of a lit­tle flat­tery; and the gen­er­al opin­ion more than ev­er laid the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for the sit­u­a­tion on him. If this ter­ri­ble strug­gle should end in de­feat, then his would be the blame! And he racked his brains to find a means of break­ing down the op­po­si­tion of the en­e­my. The mass­es were still en­dur­ing the con­di­tions with pa­tience, but how much longer would this last? Ru­mors, which in­tend­ed mis­chief, were fly­ing about; one day it was said that one of the lead­ers, who had been en­trust­ed with mak­ing col­lec­tions, had run off with the cash­box; while an­oth­er ru­mor de­clared that the whole body of work­ers had been sold to the em­ploy­ers! Some­thing must hap­pen! But what?

			

			One af­ter­noon he went home to see his fam­i­ly be­fore go­ing to a meet­ing. The chil­dren were alone. “Where is moth­er?” he asked, tak­ing Young Lasse on his knee. Lit­tle Sis­ter was sit­ting up­right in her cra­dle, play­ing.

			“Moth­er made her­self fine and went out in­to the city,” replied the child. “Moth­er so fine!”

			“So? Was she so fine?” Pelle went in­to the bed­room; he looked in­to the wardrobe. Ellen’s wed­ding-dress was not there.

			“That is cu­ri­ous,” he thought, and be­gan to play with the chil­dren. The lit­tle girl stretched her tiny arms to­ward him. He had to take her up and sit with a child on ei­ther knee. The lit­tle girl kept on pick­ing at his up­per lip, as though she want­ed to say some­thing. “Yes, fa­ther’s mous­tache has fall­en off, Lit­tle Sis­ter,” said Young Lasse, in ex­pla­na­tion.

			“Yes, it has flown away,” said Pelle. “There came a wind and—phew!—away it went!” He looked in­to the glass with a lit­tle gri­mace—that mous­tache had been his pride! Then he laughed at the chil­dren.

			Ellen came home breath­less, as though she had been run­ning; a ten­der rosi­ness lay over her face and throat. She went in­to the bed­room with her cloak on. Pelle fol­lowed her. “You have your wed­ding-dress on,” he said won­der­ing­ly.

			“Yes, I want­ed some­thing done to it, so I went to the dress­mak­er, so that she could see the dress on me. But run out now, I’ll come di­rect­ly; I on­ly want to put an­oth­er dress on.”

			Pelle want­ed to stay, but she pushed him to­ward the door. “Run away!” she said, pulling her dress across her bo­som. The ten­der red had spread all over her bo­som—she was so beau­ti­ful in her con­fu­sion!

			Af­ter a time she came in­to the liv­ing-room and laid some notes on the ta­ble be­fore him.

			“What’s this again?” he cried, half star­tled by the sight of all this mon­ey.

			“Yes, haven’t I won­der­ful luck? I’ve won in the lot­tery again! Haven’t you a clever wife?” She was stand­ing be­hind him with her arm across his shoul­ders.

			Pelle sat there for a mo­ment, bowed down as though he had re­ceived a blow on the head. Then he pushed her arm aside and turned round to her. “You have won again al­ready, you say? Twice? Twice run­ning?” He spoke slow­ly and monotonous­ly, as though he want­ed to let ev­ery word sink in.

			“Yes; don’t you think it’s very clever of me?” She looked at him un­cer­tain­ly and at­tempt­ed to smile.

			“But that is quite im­pos­si­ble!” he said heav­i­ly. “That is quite im­pos­si­ble!” Sud­den­ly he sprang to his feet, seiz­ing her by the throat. “You are ly­ing! You are ly­ing!” he cried, rag­ing. “Will you tell me the truth? Out with it!” He pressed her back over the ta­ble, as though he meant to kill her. Young Lasse be­gan to cry.

			She stared at him with won­der­ing eyes, which were full of in­creas­ing ter­ror. He re­leased her and avert­ed his face in or­der not to see those eyes; they were full of the fear of death. She made no at­tempt to rise, but fixed him with an in­tol­er­a­ble gaze, like that of a beast that is about to be killed and does not know why. He rose, and went silent­ly over to the chil­dren, and bus­ied him­self in qui­et­ing them. He had a hor­ri­ble feel­ing in his hands, al­most as when once in his child­hood he had killed a young bird. Oth­er­wise he had no feel­ing, ex­cept that ev­ery­thing was so loath­some. It was the fault of the sit­u­a­tion … and now he would go.

			He re­al­ized, as he packed his things, that she was stand­ing by the ta­ble, cry­ing soft­ly. He re­al­ized it quite sud­den­ly, but it was no con­cern of his. … When he was ready and had kissed the chil­dren, a shud­der ran through her body; she stepped be­fore him in her old en­er­get­ic way.

			“Don’t leave me—you mustn’t leave me!” she said, sob­bing. “Oh—I on­ly want­ed to do what was best for you—and you didn’t see af­ter any­thing. No, that’s not a re­proach—but our dai­ly bread, Pelle! For you and the chil­dren! I could no longer look on and see you go with­out ev­ery­thing—es­pe­cial­ly you—Pelle! I love you so! It was out of love for you—above all, out of love for you!”

			It sound­ed like a song in his ears, like a strange, re­mote re­frain; the words he did not hear. He put her gen­tly aside, kissed the boy once more, and stroked his face. Ellen stood as though dead, gaz­ing at his move­ments with star­ing, be­wil­dered eyes. When he went out to the door she col­lapsed.

			Pelle left his be­long­ings down­stairs with the man­gling-wom­an, and he went me­chan­i­cal­ly to­ward the city; he heard no sound, no echo; he went as one asleep. His feet car­ried him to­ward the La­bor House, and up the stairs, in­to the room whence the cam­paign was di­rect­ed. He took his place among the oth­ers with­out know­ing what he did, and there he sat, gaz­ing down at the green table­cloth.

			The gen­er­al mood showed signs of de­jec­tion. For a long time now the bot­tom of the cash­box had been vis­i­ble, and as more and more work­ers were turned in­to the street the prod­uct of self-im­posed tax­a­tion was grad­u­al­ly de­clin­ing. And the readi­ness of those out­side the move­ment to make sac­ri­fices was rapid­ly be­gin­ning to fail. The pub­lic had now had enough of the af­fair. Ev­ery­thing was fail­ing, now they would have to see if they could not come to some ar­range­ment. Star­va­tion was be­gin­ning to thrust its grin­ning head among the fifty thou­sand men now idle. The mo­ment had come up­on which cap­i­tal was count­ing; the mo­ment when the cry­ing of chil­dren for bread be­gins to break the will of the work­ers, un­til they are ready to sac­ri­fice hon­or and in­de­pen­dence in or­der to sat­is­fy the lit­tle crea­tures’ hunger. And the en­e­my showed no sign of wish­ing for peace!

			This knowl­edge had laid its mark on all the mem­bers of the Coun­cil; and as they sat there they knew that the weal or woe of hun­dreds of thou­sands de­pend­ed on them. No one dared ac­cept the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty of mak­ing a bold pro­pos­al in this di­rec­tion or that. With things as they stood, they would have, in a week or two, to give up the fight! Then near­ly a quar­ter of a mil­lion hu­man be­ings would have suf­fered tor­ment for noth­ing! A ter­ri­ble ap­a­thy would be the re­sult of that suf­fer­ing and of the de­feat; it would put them back many years. But if the em­ploy­ers could not long with­stand the pres­sure which the fi­nan­cial world was be­gin­ning to ex­ert on them, they would be throw­ing away the vic­to­ry if they gave up the fight now.

			The clever­est cal­cu­la­tions were use­less here. A blind, mon­strous Pate would pre­vail. Who could say that he had lift­ed the veil of the fu­ture and could point out the way?

			No one! And Pelle, the blaz­ing torch, who had shown them the road re­gard­less of all else—he sat there drows­ing as though it meant noth­ing to him! Ap­par­ent­ly he had bro­ken down un­der his mon­strous labors.

			The sec­re­tary came in with a news­pa­per marked with red pen­cil. He passed it to the chair­man, who stared for a while at the un­der­lined por­tion, then he rose and read it out; the pa­per was quiv­er­ing in his hands.

			“About thir­ty work­ing wom­en—young and of good ap­pear­ance—can dur­ing the lock­out find a home with var­i­ous bach­e­lors. Good treat­ment guar­an­teed. The of­fice of the pa­per will give fur­ther in­for­ma­tion.”

			Pelle sprang up out of his half-slum­ber; the hor­ri­ble catas­tro­phe of his own home was blind­ing­ly clear now! “So it’s come to that!” he cried. “Now cap­i­tal has laid its fin­gers on our wives—now they are to turn whore! We must fight on, fight, fight! We must strike one last blow—and it must be a heavy one!”

			“But how?” they asked.

			Pelle was white with en­forced calm. His mind had nev­er been so ra­di­ant­ly clear. Now Ellen should be re­venged on those who took ev­ery­thing, even the poor man’s one ewe lamb!

			“In the first place we must is­sue an op­ti­mistic re­port—this very day!” he said, smil­ing. “The cash­box is near­ly emp­ty—good! Then we will state that the work­ers have abun­dant means to car­ry on the fight for an­oth­er year if need be, and then we’ll go for them!”

			Born of anger, an old, for­got­ten fan­ta­sy had flashed in­to his mind as a def­i­nite plan.

			“Hith­er­to we have fought pas­sive­ly,” he con­tin­ued, “with pa­tience as our chief weapon! We have op­posed our ne­ces­si­ties of life to the lux­u­ries of the oth­er side; and if they strike at us in or­der to starve us to skin and bone and emp­ty our homes of our last pos­ses­sions, we an­swered them by re­fus­ing to do the work which was nec­es­sary to their com­fort! Let us for once strike at their vi­tal ne­ces­si­ties! Let us strike them where they have struck us from the be­gin­ning! In the bel­ly! Then per­haps they’ll turn sub­mis­sive! Hith­er­to we have kept the most im­por­tant of the work­ers out of the con­flict—those on whom the health and wel­fare of the pub­lic de­pend, al­though we our­selves have ben­e­fit­ed noth­ing there­by. Why should we bake their bread? We, who haven’t the means to eat it! Why should we look af­ter their clean­li­ness? We, who haven’t the means to keep our­selves clean! Let us bring the dust­men and the street-clean­ers in­to the line of fire! And if that isn’t enough we’ll turn off their gas and wa­ter! Let us ven­ture our last pen­ny—let us strike the last blow!”

			Pelle’s pro­pos­al was adopt­ed, and he went west­ward im­me­di­ate­ly to the pres­i­dent of the Scav­engers’ Union. He had just got up and was sit­ting down to his mid­day meal. He was a small, com­fort­able lit­tle man, who had al­ways a twin­kle in his eye; he came from the coal coun­try. Pelle had helped him at one time to get his or­ga­ni­za­tion in­to work­ing or­der, and he knew that he could count on him and his men.

			“Do you re­mem­ber still, how I once showed you that you are the most im­por­tant work­ers in the city, Lars Hansen?”

			The pres­i­dent nod­ded. “Yes, one would have to be a pret­ty sort of fool to for­get that! No, as long as I live I shall nev­er for­get the ef­fect your words had on us de­spised scav­engers! It was you who gave us faith in our­selves, and an or­ga­ni­za­tion! And even if we aren’t quite the most im­por­tant peo­ple, still—”

			“But that’s just what you are—and now it’s your turn to prove it! Could you sus­pend work this night?”

			Lars Hansen sat gaz­ing thought­ful­ly in­to the lamp while he chewed his food. “Our re­la­tions with the city are rather in the na­ture of a con­tract,” he said slow­ly and at length. “They could pun­ish us for it, and com­pel us to re­sume work. But if you want it, ir­re­spec­tive, why of course we’ll do it. There can be on­ly one view as to that among com­rades! What you may gain by it you your­self know best.”

			“Thanks!” said Pelle, hold­ing out his hand. “Then that is set­tled—no more carts go out. And we must bring the street-clean­ers to a stand­still too!”

			“Then the au­thor­i­ties will put oth­er men on—there are plen­ty to be found for that work.”

			“They won’t do that—or we’ll put a stop to it if they do!”

			“That sounds all right! It’ll be a nasty busi­ness for the swells! It’s all the same to the poor, they haven’t any­thing to eat. But sup­pose the sol­diers are or­dered to do it! Scav­eng­ing must be done if the city isn’t to be­come pesti­len­tial!”

			A flash of in­tel­li­gence crossed Pelle’s face. “Now lis­ten, com­rade! When you stop work­ing, de­liv­er up all the keys, so that the au­thor­i­ties can’t touch you! On­ly put them all in a sack and give them a good shake­up!”

			Lars Hansen broke in­to a re­sound­ing laugh. “That will be the deuce of a joke!” he groaned, smack­ing his thighs. “Then they’ll have to come to us, for no one else will be able to sort them out again so quick­ly! I’ll take them the keys my­self—I’ll go up­stairs as in­no­cent as any­thing!”

			Pelle thanked him again. “You’ll save the whole Cause,” he said qui­et­ly. “It’s the bread and the fu­ture hap­pi­ness of many thou­sands that you are now hold­ing in your hands.” He smiled bright­ly and took his leave. As soon as he was alone his smile fad­ed and an ex­pres­sion of death­ly weari­ness took its place.

			

			Pelle walked the streets, strolling hith­er and thith­er. Now all was set­tled. There was noth­ing more to strive for. Ev­ery­thing with­in him seemed bro­ken; he had not even strength to de­cide what he should do with him­self. He walked on and on, came out in­to the High Street, and turned off again in­to the side streets. Over the way, in the Colo­nial Stores, he saw Karl, smil­ing and ac­tive, be­hind the counter serv­ing cus­tomers. “You ought re­al­ly to go in and ask him how he’s get­ting on,” he thought, but he strolled on. Once, be­fore a ten­e­ment-house, he halt­ed and in­vol­un­tar­i­ly looked up. No, he had al­ready done his busi­ness here—this was where the pres­i­dent of the Scav­engers’ Union lived. No, the day’s work was over now—he would go home to Ellen and the chil­dren!

			Home? No home for him now—he was for­sak­en and alone! And yet he went to­ward the north; which road he went by he did not know, but af­ter a time he found him­self stand­ing be­fore his own door and star­ing at the rusty lit­tle let­ter box. With­in there was a sound of weep­ing; he could hear Ellen mov­ing to and fro, pre­par­ing ev­ery­thing for the night. Then he turned and has­tened away, and did not breathe eas­i­ly un­til he had turned the cor­ner of the street.

			He turned again and again, from one side street in­to an­oth­er. In­side his head ev­ery­thing seemed to be go­ing round, and at ev­ery step he felt as if it would crack. Sud­den­ly he seemed to hear hasty but fa­mil­iar steps be­hind him. Ellen! He turned round; there was no one there. So it was an il­lu­sion! But the steps be­gan again as soon as he went on. There was some­thing about those steps—it was as though they want­ed to say some­thing to him; he could hear plain­ly that they want­ed to catch up with him. He stopped sud­den­ly—there was no one there, and no one emerged from the dark­ness of the side streets.

			Were these strange foot­steps in his own mind, then? Pelle found them in­com­pre­hen­si­ble; his heart be­gan to thump; his ter­ri­ble ex­haus­tion had made him help­less. And Ellen—what was the mat­ter with her? That re­proach­ful weep­ing sound­ed in his ears! Un­der­stand—what was he to un­der­stand? She had done it out of love, she had said! Ugh—away with it all! He was too weary to jus­ti­fy her of­fence.

			But what sort of wan­der­er was this? Now the foot­steps were keep­ing time with his now; they had a dou­ble sound. And when he thought, an­oth­er crea­ture an­swered to him, from deep with­in him. There was some­thing per­sis­tent about this, as there was in Morten’s in­flu­ence; an opin­ion that made its way through all ob­sta­cles, even when re­duced to si­lence. What was want­ed of him now—hadn’t he worked loy­al­ly enough? Was he not Pelle, who had con­duct­ed the great cam­paign? Pelle, to whom all looked up? But there was no joy in the thought now; he could not now hear the march of his fifty thou­sand com­rades in his own foot­steps! He was left in the lurch, left alone with this ac­cursed Some­thing here in the de­sert­ed streets—and lone­li­ness had come up­on him! “You are afraid!” he thought, with a bit­ter laugh.

			But he did not wish to be alone; and he lis­tened in­tent­ly. The con­flict had tak­en all that he pos­sessed. So there was a com­mu­ni­ty—mourn­ful as it was—be­tween him and the mis­ery around him here. What had he to com­plain of?

			The city of the poor lay about him, ter­ri­ble, rav­aged by the bat­tle of un­em­ploy­ment—a city of weep­ing, and cold, and dark­ness, and want! From the back premis­es sound­ed the cry­ing of chil­dren—they were cry­ing for bread, he knew—while drunk­en men stag­gered round the cor­ners, and the scream­ing of wom­en sound­ed from the back rooms and the back yards. Ugh—this was Hell al­ready! Thank God, vic­to­ry was near!

			Some­where he could plain­ly hear voic­es; chil­dren were cry­ing, and a wom­an, who was mov­ing to and fro in the room, was sooth­ing them, and was lulling the youngest to sleep—no doubt she had it in her arms. It all came down to him so dis­tinct­ly that he looked up. There were no win­dows in the apart­ment! They were to be driv­en out by the cold, he thought in­dig­nant­ly, and he ran up the stairs; he was ac­cus­tomed to tak­ing the un­for­tu­nate by sur­prise.

			“The land­lord has tak­en out the doors and win­dows; he want­ed to turn us in­to the street, but we aren’t go­ing, for where should we go? So he wants to drive us out through the cold—like the bugs! They’ve driv­en my hus­band to death—” Sud­den­ly she rec­og­nized Pelle. “So it’s you, you ac­cursed dev­il!” she cried. “It was you your­self who set him on! Per­haps you re­mem­ber how he used to drink out of the bot­tle? For­mer­ly he al­ways used to be­have him­self prop­er­ly. And you saw, too, how we were turned out of St. Hans Street—the ten­ants forced us to go—didn’t you see that? Oh, you tor­tur­er! You’ve fol­lowed him ev­ery­where, hunt­ed him like a wild beast, taunt­ed him and tor­ment­ed him to death! When he went in­to a tav­ern the oth­ers would stand away from him, and the land­lord had to ask him to go. But he had more sense of hon­or than you! ‘I’m in­fect­ed with the plague!’ he said, and one morn­ing he hanged him­self. Ah, if I could pray the good God to smite you!” She was tear­less; her voice was dry and hoarse.

			“You have no need to do that,” replied Pelle bit­ter­ly. “He has smit­ten me! But I nev­er wished your hus­band any harm; both times, when I met him, I tried to help him. We have to suf­fer for the ben­e­fit of all—my own hap­pi­ness is shat­tered in­to frag­ments.” He sud­den­ly found re­lief in tears.

			“They just ought to see that—the work­ing men—Pelle cry­ing! Then they wouldn’t shout ‘Hur­rah!’ when he ap­pears!” she cried scorn­ful­ly.

			“I have still ten kro­ner—will you take them?” said Pelle, hand­ing her the mon­ey.

			She took it hes­i­tat­ing. “You must need that for your wife and chil­dren—that must be your share of your strike pay!”

			“I have no wife and chil­dren now. Take it!”

			“Good God! Has your home gone to pieces too? Couldn’t even Pelle keep it to­geth­er? Well, well, it’s on­ly nat­u­ral that he who sows should reap!”

			Pelle went his way with­out re­ply­ing. The un­just judg­ment of this wom­an de­pressed him more than the ap­plause of thou­sands would have pleased him. But it aroused a vi­o­lent men­tal protest. Where she had struck him he was in­vul­ner­a­ble; he had not been look­ing af­ter his own triv­ial af­fairs; but had just­ly and hon­or­ably served the great Cause, and had led the peo­ple to vic­to­ry. The wound­ed and the fall­en had no right to abuse him. He had lost more than any­one—he had lost ev­ery­thing!

			With care-laden heart, but cu­ri­ous­ly calm, he went to­ward the North Bridge and rent­ed a room in a cheap lodg­ing house.

		
	
		
			XXXV

			The fi­nal in­struc­tions is­sued to the work­ers aroused ter­ri­ble in­dig­na­tion in the city. At one blow the en­tire pub­lic was set against them; the press was fu­ri­ous, and full of threats and warn­ings. Even the in­de­pen­dent jour­nals con­sid­ered that the work­ers had in­fringed the laws of hu­man civ­i­liza­tion. But The Work­ing Man qui­et­ly called at­ten­tion to the fact that the con­flict was a mat­ter of life or death for the low­er class­es. They were ready to pro­ceed to ex­trem­i­ties; they still had it in their pow­er to cut off the wa­ter and gas—the means of the cap­i­tal’s com­mer­cial and phys­i­cal life!

			Then the tide set in against the em­ploy­ers. Some­thing had to give some­where! And what was the re­al mo­tive of the con­flict? Mere­ly a ques­tion of pow­er! They want­ed to have the sole voice—to have their work­ers bound hand and foot. The fi­nanciers, who stood at the back of the big em­ploy­ers, had had enough of the whole af­fair. It would be an ex­pen­sive game first and last, and there would be lit­tle prof­it in de­stroy­ing the co­he­sion of the work­ers if the var­i­ous in­dus­tries were ru­ined at the same time.

			Pelle saw how the cri­sis was ap­proach­ing while he wan­dered about the less­er streets in search of Fa­ther Lasse. Now the Cause was pro­gress­ing by its own mo­men­tum, and he could rest. An un­end­ing strain was at last lift­ed from his shoul­ders, and now he want­ed time to gath­er to­geth­er the rem­nants of his own hap­pi­ness—and at last to do some­thing for one who had al­ways sac­ri­ficed him­self for him. Now he and Lasse would find a home to­geth­er, and re­sume the old life in com­pa­ny to­geth­er; he re­joiced at the thought. Fa­ther Lasse’s na­ture nev­er clashed with his; he had al­ways stood by him through ev­ery­thing; his love was like a moth­er’s.

			Lasse was no longer liv­ing in his lair be­hind Bak­er Street. The old wom­an with whom he was liv­ing had died short­ly be­fore this, and Lasse had then dis­ap­peared.

			Pelle con­tin­ued to ask af­ter him, and, well known as he was among the poor, it was not dif­fi­cult for him to fol­low the old man’s traces, which grad­u­al­ly led him out to Kris­tian­shavn. Dur­ing his in­quiries he en­coun­tered a great deal of mis­ery, which de­layed him. Now, when the bat­tle was fight­ing it­self to a con­clu­sion, he was ev­ery­where con­front­ed by need, and his old com­pas­sion welled up in his heart. He helped where he could, find­ing reme­dies with his usu­al en­er­gy.

			Lasse had not been to the “Ark” it­self, but some­one there had seen him in the streets, in a de­plorable con­di­tion; where he lived no one knew. “Have you looked in the cel­lar of the Mer­chant’s House over yon­der?” the old night watch­man asked him. “Many live there in these hard times. Ev­ery morn­ing about six o’clock I lock the cel­lar up, and then I call down and warn them so that they shan’t be pinched. If I hap­pen to turn away, then they come slink­ing up. It seems to me I heard of an old man who was said to be ly­ing down there, but I’m not sure, for I’ve wad­ding in my ears; I’m obliged to in my call­ing, in or­der not to hear too much!” He went to the place with Pelle.

			The Mer­chant’s House, which in the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry was the palace of one of the great mer­can­tile fam­i­lies of Kris­tian­shavn, was now used as a gra­nary; it lay fronting on one of the canals. The deep cel­lars, which were en­tire­ly be­low the lev­el of the canal, were now emp­ty. It was pitch dark down there, and im­prac­ti­ca­ble; the damp air seemed to gnaw at one’s vo­cal cords. They took a light and ex­plored among the pil­lars, find­ing here and there places where peo­ple had lain on straw. “There is no one here,” said the watch­man. Pelle called, and heard a fee­ble sound as of one clear­ing his throat. Far back in the cel­lars, in one of the cav­i­ties in the wall, Fa­ther Lasse was ly­ing on a mat­tress. “Yes, here I lie, wait­ing for death,” he whis­pered. “It won’t last much longer now; the rats have be­gun to sniff about me al­ready.” The cold, damp air had tak­en his voice away.

			He was al­to­geth­er in a piti­ful con­di­tion, but the sight of Pelle put life in­to him in so far as he was able to stand on his feet. They took him over to the “Ark,” the old night watch­man giv­ing up his room and go­ing up to Wid­ow Johnsen;—there he slept in the day­time, and at night went about his du­ties; a pos­si­ble ar­range­ment, al­though there was on­ly one bed.

			When Lasse was put in­to a warm bed he lay there shiv­er­ing; and he was not quite clear in his mind. Pelle warmed some beer; the old man must go through a sweat­ing cure; from time to time he sat on the bed and gazed anx­ious­ly at his fa­ther. Lasse lay there with his teeth chat­ter­ing; he had closed his eyes; now and again he tried to speak, but could not.

			The warm drink helped him a lit­tle, and the blood flowed once more in­to his dead, icy hands, and his voice re­turned.

			“Do you think we are go­ing to have a hard win­ter?” he said sud­den­ly, turn­ing on his side.

			“We are go­ing on to­ward the sum­mer now, dear fa­ther,” Pelle replied. “But you must not lie with your back un­cov­ered.”

			“I’m so ter­ri­bly cold—al­most as cold as I was in win­ter; I wouldn’t care to go through that again. It got in­to my spine so. Good God, the poor folks who are at sea!”

			“You needn’t wor­ry about them—you just think about get­ting well again; to­day we’ve got the sun­shine and it’s fine weath­er at sea!”

			“Let a lit­tle sun­shine in here to me, then,” said Lasse pee­vish­ly.

			“There’s a great wall in front of the win­dow, fa­ther,” said Pelle, bend­ing down over him.

			“Well, well, it’ll soon be over, the lit­tle time that’s still left me! It’s all the same to the night watch­man—he wakes all night and yet he doesn’t see the sun. That is tru­ly a cu­ri­ous call­ing! But it is good that some­one should watch over us while we sleep.” Lasse rocked his head rest­less­ly to and fro.

			“Yes, oth­er­wise they’d come by night and steal our mon­ey,” said Pelle jest­ing­ly.

			“Yes, that they would!” Lasse tried to laugh. “And how are things go­ing with you, lad?”

			“The ne­go­ti­a­tions are pro­ceed­ing; yes­ter­day we held the first meet­ing.”

			Lasse laughed un­til his throat rat­tled. “So the fine folks couldn’t stom­ach the smell any longer! Yes, yes, I heard the news of that when I was ly­ing ill down there in the dark­ness. At night, when the oth­ers came creep­ing in, they told me about it; we laughed prop­er­ly over that idea of yours. But oughtn’t you to be at your meet­ing?”

			“No, I have ex­cused my­self—I don’t want to sit there squab­bling about the end­ing of a sen­tence. Now I’m go­ing to be with you, and then we’ll both make our­selves com­fort­able.”

			“I am afraid we shan’t have much more joy of one an­oth­er, lad!”

			“But you are quite jol­ly again now. To­mor­row you will see—”

			“Ah, no! Death doesn’t play false. I couldn’t stand that cel­lar.”

			“Why did you do it, fa­ther? You knew your place at home was wait­ing for you.”

			“Yes, you must for­give my ob­sti­na­cy, Pelle. But I was too old to be able to help in the fight, and then I thought at least you won’t lay a bur­den on them so long as this lasts! So in that way I have borne my share. And do you re­al­ly be­lieve that some­thing will come of it?”

			“Yes, we are win­ning—and then the new times will be­gin for the poor man!”

			“Yes, yes; I’ve no part in such fine things now! It was as though one served the wicked gob­lin that stands over the door: Work to­day, eat to­mor­row! And to­mor­row nev­er came. What kind­ness I’ve known has been from my own peo­ple; a poor bird will pull out its own feath­ers to cov­er an­oth­er. But I can’t com­plain; I have had bad days, but there are folks who have had worse. And the wom­en have al­ways been good to me. Beng­ta was a grum­bler, but she meant it kind­ly; Kar­na sac­ri­ficed mon­ey and health to me—God be thanked that she didn’t live af­ter they took the farm from me. For I’ve been a landown­er too; I had al­most for­got­ten that in all my mis­ery! Yes, and old Lise—Beg­ging Lise, as they called her—she shared bed and board with me! She died of star­va­tion, smart though she was. Would you be­lieve that? ‘Eat!’ she used to say; ‘we have food enough!’ And I, old dev­il, I ate the last crust, and sus­pect­ed noth­ing, and in the morn­ing she was ly­ing dead and cold at my side! There was not a scrap of flesh on her whole body; noth­ing but skin over dry bones. But she was one of God’s an­gels! We used to sing to­geth­er, she and I. Ach, poor peo­ple take the bread out of one an­oth­er’s mouths!”

			Lasse lay for a time sunk in mem­o­ries, and be­gan to sing, with the ges­tures he had em­ployed in the court­yard. Pelle held him down and en­deav­ored to bring him to rea­son, but the old man thought he was deal­ing with the street urchins. When he came to the verse which spoke of his son he wept.

			“Don’t cry, fa­ther!” said Pelle, quite be­side him­self, and he laid his heavy head against that of the old man. “I am with you again!”

			Lasse lay still for a time, blink­ing his eyes, with his hand grop­ing to and fro over his son’s face.

			“Yes, you are re­al­ly here,” he said faint­ly, “and I thought you had gone away again. Do you know what, Pelle? You have been the whole light of my life! When you came in­to the world I was al­ready past the best of my years; but then you came, and it was as though the sun had been born anew! ‘What may he not bring with him?’ I used to think, and I held my head high in the air. You were no big­ger than a pint bot­tle! ‘Per­haps he’ll make his for­tune,’ I thought, ‘and then there’ll be a bit of luck for you as well!’ So I thought, and so I’ve al­ways be­lieved—but now I must give it up. But I’ve lived to see you re­spect­ed. You haven’t be­come a rich man—well, that need not mat­ter; but the poor speak well of you! You have fought their bat­tles for them with­out tak­ing any­thing to fill your own bel­ly. Now I un­der­stand it, and my old heart re­joic­es that you are my son!”

			When Lasse fell asleep Pelle lay on the so­fa for a while. But he did not rest long; the old man slept like a bird, open­ing his eyes ev­ery mo­ment. If he did not see his son close to his bed he lay toss­ing from side to side and com­plain­ing in a half-slum­ber. In the mid­dle of the night he raised his head and held it up in a lis­ten­ing at­ti­tude. Pelle awoke.

			“What do you want, fa­ther?” he asked, as he tum­bled on­to his feet.

			“Ach, I can hear some­thing flow­ing, far out yon­der, be­yond the sea-line. … It is as though the wa­ter were pour­ing in­to the abyss. But oughtn’t you to go home to Ellen now? I shall be all right alone overnight, and per­haps she’s sit­ting wor­ry­ing as to where you are.”

			“I’ve sent to Ellen to tell her that I shouldn’t be home overnight,” said Pelle.

			The old man lay con­sid­er­ing his son with a pon­der­ing glance, “Are you hap­py, too, now?” he asked. “It seems to me as though there is some­thing about your mar­riage that ought not to be.”

			“Yes, fa­ther, it’s quite all right,” Pelle replied in a half-chok­ing voice.

			“Well, God be thanked for that! You’ve got a good wife in Ellen, and she has giv­en you splen­did chil­dren. How is Young Lasse? I should dear­ly like to see him again be­fore I go from here—there will still be a Lasse!”

			“I’ll bring him to you ear­ly in the morn­ing,” said Pelle. “And now you ought to see if you can’t sleep a lit­tle, fa­ther. It is pitch dark still!”

			Lasse turned him­self sub­mis­sive­ly to­ward the wall. Once he cau­tious­ly turned his head to see if Pelle was sleep­ing; his eyes could not see across the room, so he at­tempt­ed to get out of bed, but fell back with a groan.

			“What is it, fa­ther?” cried Pelle anx­ious­ly, and he was be­side him in a mo­ment.

			“I on­ly want­ed just to see that you’d got some­thing over you in this cold! But my old limbs won’t bear me any more,” said the old man, with a shame­faced ex­pres­sion.

			To­ward morn­ing he fell in­to a qui­et sleep, and Pelle brought Madam Johnsen to sit with the old man, while he went home for Young Lasse. It was no easy thing to do; but the last wish of the old man must be grant­ed. And he knew that Ellen would not en­trust the child to strange hands.

			Ellen’s frozen ex­pres­sion lit up as he came; an ex­cla­ma­tion of joy rose to her lips, but the sight of his face killed it. “My fa­ther lies dy­ing,” he said sad­ly—“he very much wants to see the boy.” She nod­ded and qui­et­ly bus­ied her­self in mak­ing the child ready. Pelle stood at the win­dow gaz­ing out.

			It seemed very strange to him that he should be here once more; the mem­o­ry of the lit­tle house­hold rose to his mind and made him weak. He must see Lit­tle Sis­ter! Ellen led him silent­ly in­to the bed­room; the child was sleep­ing in her cra­dle; a deep and won­der­ful peace brood­ed over her bright head. Ellen seemed to be near­er to him in this room here; he felt her com­pelling eyes up­on him. He pulled him­self forcibly to­geth­er and went in­to the oth­er room—he had noth­ing more to do there. He was a stranger in this home. A thought oc­curred to him—whether she was go­ing on with that? Al­though it was noth­ing to him, the ques­tion would not be sup­pressed; and he looked about him for some sign that might be sig­nif­i­cant. It was a pover­ty-strick­en place; ev­ery­thing su­per­flu­ous had van­ished. But a shoe­mak­er’s sewing ma­chine had made its ap­pear­ance, and there was work on it. Strike­break­ing work! he thought me­chan­i­cal­ly. But not dis­grace­ful—for the first time he was glad to dis­cov­er a case of strike­break­ing. She had al­so be­gun to take in sewing—and she looked thor­ough­ly over­worked. This gave him down­right plea­sure.

			“The boy is ready to go with you now,” she said.

			Pelle cast a farewell glance over the room. “Is there any­thing you need?” he asked.

			“Thanks—I can look af­ter my­self,” she replied proud­ly.

			“You didn’t take the mon­ey I sent you on Sat­ur­day!”

			“I can man­age my­self—if I can on­ly keep the boy. Don’t for­get that you told me once he should al­ways stay with me.”

			“He must have a moth­er who can look him in the face—re­mem­ber that, Ellen!”

			“You needn’t re­mind me of that,” she replied bit­ter­ly.

			Lasse was awake when they ar­rived. “Eh, that’s a gen­uine Karlsen!” he said. “He takes af­ter our fam­i­ly. Look now, Pelle, boy! He has the same prom­i­nent ears, and he’s got the lucky curl on his fore­head too! He’ll make his way in the world! I must kiss his lit­tle hands—for the hands, they are our bless­ing—the on­ly pos­ses­sion we come in­to the world with. They say the world will be lift­ed up by the hands of poor; I should like to know whether that will be so! I should like to know whether the new times will come soon now. It’s a pity af­ter all that I shan’t live to see it!”

			“You may very well be alive to see it yet, fa­ther,” said Pelle, who on the way had bought The Work­ing Man, and was now ea­ger­ly read­ing it. “They are go­ing ahead in full force, and in the next few days the fight will be over! Then we’ll both set­tle down and be jol­ly to­geth­er!”

			“No, I shan’t live to see that! Death has tak­en hold of me; he will soon snatch me away. But if there’s any­thing af­ter it all, it would be fine if I could sit up there and watch your good for­tune com­ing true. You have trav­elled the dif­fi­cult way, Pelle—Lasse is not stupid! But per­haps you’ll he re­ward­ed by a good po­si­tion, if you take over the lead­er­ship your­self now. But then you must see that you don’t for­get the poor!”

			“That’s a long way off yet, fa­ther! And then there won’t be any more poor!”

			“You say that so cer­tain­ly, but pover­ty is not so eas­i­ly dealt with—it has eat­en its way in too deep! Young Lasse will per­haps be a grown man be­fore that comes about. But now you must take the boy away, for it isn’t good that he should see how the old die. He looks so pale—does he get out in­to the sun prop­er­ly?”

			“The rich have bor­rowed the sun—and they’ve for­got­ten to pay it back,” said Pelle bit­ter­ly.

			Lasse raised his head in the air, as though he were striv­ing against some­thing. “Yes, yes! It needs good eyes to look in­to the fu­ture, and mine won’t serve me any longer. But now you must go and take the boy with you. And you mustn’t ne­glect your af­fairs, you can’t out­wit death, how­ev­er clever you may be.” He laid his with­ered hand on Young Lasse’s head and turned his face to the wall.

			Pelle got Madam Johnsen to take the boy home again, so that he him­self could re­main with the old man. Their paths had of late years lain so lit­tle to­geth­er; they had for­ev­er been meet­ing and then lead­ing far apart. He felt the need of a lin­ger­ing farewell. While he moved to and fro, and lit a fire to warm up some food, and did what he could to make Fa­ther Lasse com­fort­able, he lis­tened to the old man’s desul­to­ry speech and let him­self drift hack in­to the care­less days of child­hood. Like a deep, ten­der mur­mur, like the voice of the earth it­self, Lasse’s mo­not­o­nous speech re­newed his child­hood; and as it con­tin­ued, it be­came the nev­er-silent speech of the many con­cern­ing the con­di­tions of life. Now, in si­lence he turned again from the thou­sands to Fa­ther Lasse, and saw how great a world this ten­der­heart­ed old man had sup­port­ed. He had al­ways been old and worn-out so long as Pelle could re­mem­ber. La­bor so soon robs the poor man of his youth and makes his age so long! But this very frailty en­dowed him with a su­per­hu­man pow­er—that of the fa­ther! He had borne his pover­ty great­ly, with­out be­com­ing wicked or self-seek­ing or nar­row; his heart had al­ways been full of the cheer­ful­ness of sac­ri­fice, and full of ten­der­ness; he had been strong even in his im­po­tence. Like the Heav­en­ly Fa­ther Him­self, he had en­com­passed Pelle’s whole ex­is­tence with his warm af­fec­tion, and it would be ter­ri­ble in­deed when his kind­ly speech was no longer au­di­ble at the back of ev­ery­thing.

			His de­part­ing soul hov­ered in ev­er-ex­pand­ing cir­cles over the way along which he had trav­elled—like the doves when they mi­grate. Each time he had re­cov­ered a lit­tle strength he took up the tale of his life anew. “There has al­ways been some­thing to re­joice over, you know, but much of it has been on­ly an aim­less strug­gle. In the days when I knew no bet­ter I man­aged well enough; but from the mo­ment when you were born my old mind be­gan to look to the fu­ture, and I couldn’t feel at peace any more. There was some­thing about you that seemed like an omen, and since then it has al­ways stuck in my mind; and my in­ten­tions have been rest­less, like the Jerusalem shoe­mak­er’s. It was as though some­thing had sud­den­ly giv­en me—poor louse!—the prom­ise of a more beau­ti­ful life; and the mem­o­ry of that kept on run­ning in my mind. Is it per­haps the long­ing for Par­adise, out of which they drove us once?—I used to think. If you’ll be­lieve me, I, poor old blun­der­er as I am, have had splen­did dreams of a beau­ti­ful, care­free old age, when my son, with his wife and chil­dren, would come and vis­it me in my own cozy room, where I could en­ter­tain them a lit­tle with ev­ery­thing neat and tidy. I didn’t give up hop­ing for it even right at the end. I used to go about dream­ing of a trea­sure which I should find out on the refuse-heaps. Ah, I did so want to be able to leave you some­thing! I have been able to do so mis­er­ably lit­tle for you.”

			“And you say that, who have been fa­ther and moth­er to me? Dur­ing my whole child­hood you stood be­hind ev­ery­thing, pro­tect­ing me; if any­thing hap­pened to me I al­ways used to think; ‘Fa­ther Lasse will soon set that right!’ And when I grew up I found in ev­ery­thing that I un­der­took that you were help­ing me to raise my­self. It would have gone but ill in­deed with ev­ery­thing if you hadn’t giv­en me such a good in­her­i­tance!”

			“Do you say that?” cried Lasse proud­ly. “Shall I tru­ly have done my share in what you have done for the Cause of the poor? Ah, that sounds good, in any case! No, but you have been my life, my boy, and I used to won­der, poor weak man as I was, to see how great my strength was in you! What I scarce­ly dared to think of even, you have had the pow­er to do! And now here I lie, and have not even the strength to die. You must prom­ise me that you won’t bur­den your­self on my ac­count with any­thing that’s be­yond your abil­i­ty—you must leave the mat­ter to the poor-law au­thor­i­ties. I’ve kept my­self clear of them till now, but it was on­ly my stupid pride. The poor man and the poor-laws be­long to­geth­er af­ter all. I have learned late­ly to look at many things dif­fer­ent­ly; and it is good that I am dy­ing—oth­er­wise I should soon be alive and think­ing but have no pow­er. If these ideas had come to me in the strength of my youth per­haps I should have done some­thing vi­o­lent. I hadn’t your pru­dence and in­tel­li­gence, to be able to car­ry eggs in a hop­sack. …”

			On the morn­ing of the third day there was a change in Lasse, al­though it was not easy to say where the al­ter­ation lay. Pelle sat at the bed­side read­ing the last is­sue of The Work­ing Man, when he no­ticed that Lasse was gaz­ing at him. “Is there any news?” he asked faint­ly.

			“The ne­go­ti­a­tions are pro­ceed­ing,” said Pelle, “but it is dif­fi­cult to agree up­on a ba­sis. … Sev­er­al times ev­ery­thing has been on the point of break­ing down.”

			“It’s drag­ging out such a long time,” said Lasse de­ject­ed­ly; “and I shall die to­day, Pelle. There is some­thing rest­less in­side me, al­though I should dear­ly like to rest a lit­tle. It is cu­ri­ous, how we wan­der about try­ing to ob­tain some­thing dif­fer­ent to what we have! As a lit­tle boy at home in Tom­melil­la I used to run round a well; I used to run like one pos­sessed, and I be­lieved if I on­ly ran prop­er­ly I should be able to catch my own heels! And now I’ve done it; for now there is al­ways some­one in front of me, so that I can’t go for­ward, and it’s old Lasse him­self who is stop­ping the way! I am al­ways think­ing I must over­take him, but I can’t find my old views of the world again, they have al­tered so. On the night when the big em­ploy­ers de­clared the lock­out I was stand­ing out there among the many thou­sands of oth­er poor folks, lis­ten­ing. They were toast­ing the res­o­lu­tion with cham­pagne, and cheer­ing, and there my opin­ions were changed! It’s strange how things are in this world. Down in the gra­nary cel­lar there lay a ma­son who had built one of the finest palaces in the cap­i­tal, and he hadn’t even a roof over his head.”

			A sharp line that had nev­er been there be­fore ap­peared round his mouth. It be­came dif­fi­cult for him to speak, but he could not stop. “What­ev­er you do, nev­er be­lieve the cler­gy,” he con­tin­ued, when he had gath­ered a lit­tle strength. “That has been my dis­ad­van­tage—I be­gan to think over things too late. We mustn’t grum­ble, they say, for one thing has nat­u­ral­ly grown out of an­oth­er, big things out of lit­tle, and all to­geth­er de­pends on God’s will. Ac­cord­ing to that our ver­min must fi­nal­ly be­come thor­ough­bred horse for the rich—and God knows I be­lieve that is pos­si­ble! They have be­gun by suck­ing the blood of pover­ty—but on­ly see how they prance in front of the car­riage! Ah, yes—how will the new pe­ri­od take shape? What do you think about it?”

			“It will be good for us all, fa­ther,” replied Pelle, with anx­i­ety in his voice. “But it will be sad for me, be­cause you will no longer have your part in it all. But you shall have a fine rest­ing-place, and I will give you a great stone of Born­holm gran­ite, with a beau­ti­ful in­scrip­tion.”

			“You must put on the stone: ‘Work to­day, eat to­mor­row!’ ” replied Lasse bit­ter­ly.

			All day long he lay there in a half-sleep. But in the evening twi­light he raised his head. “Are those the an­gels I hear singing?” he whis­pered. The ring had gone out of his voice.

			“No, those are the lit­tle chil­dren of the fac­to­ry wom­en, their moth­ers will be com­ing home di­rect­ly to give them the breast; then they’ll stop.”

			Lasse sighed. “That will be poor food if they have to work all day. They say the rich folks drink wine at twelve and fif­teen kro­ner a bot­tle; that sounds as if they take the milk away from the lit­tle chil­dren and turn it in­to cost­ly liquors.”

			He lay there whis­per­ing; Pelle had to bend his head till it was al­most against his mouth. “Hand in hand we’ve wan­dered hith­er, lad, yet each has gone his own way. You are go­ing the way of youth, and Lasse—but you have giv­en me much joy.”

			Then the lov­ing spir­it, which for Pelle had burned al­ways clear and un­trou­bled amid all vi­cis­si­tudes, was ex­tin­guished. It was as though Prov­i­dence had turned its face from him; life col­lapsed and sank in­to space, and he found him­self sit­ting on a chair—alone. All night long he sat there mo­tion­less be­side the body, star­ing with va­cant eyes in­to the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, while his thoughts whis­pered sad­ly to the dead of all that he had been. He did not move, but him­self sat like a dead man, un­til Madam Johnsen came in the morn­ing to ask how mat­ters were pro­gress­ing.

			Then he awoke and went out, in or­der to make such ar­range­ments as were nec­es­sary.

		
	
		
			XXXVI

			On Sat­ur­day, at noon, it was re­port­ed that the treaty of peace was signed, and that the great strike was over. The ru­mor spread through the cap­i­tal with in­cred­i­ble speed, find­ing its way ev­ery­where. “Have you heard yet? Have you heard yet? Peace is con­clud­ed!” The poor were busy again; they lay hud­dled to­geth­er no longer, but came out in­to the light of day, their lean faces full of sun­light. The wom­en got out their bas­kets and sent the chil­dren run­ning to make a few pur­chas­es for Sun­day—for now the gro­cer would give them a lit­tle cred­it! Peo­ple smiled and chat­tered and bor­rowed a lit­tle hap­pi­ness! Sum­mer had come, and a mon­strous ac­cu­mu­la­tion of work was wait­ing to be done, and at last they were go­ing to set to work in re­al earnest! The news was shout­ed from one back door to the next; peo­ple threw down what they had in their hands and ran on with the news. It oc­curred to no one to stand still and to doubt; they were on­ly too will­ing to be­lieve!

			Lat­er in the af­ter­noon The Work­ing Man is­sued a board-sheet con­firm­ing the ru­mor. Yes, it was re­al­ly true! And it was a vic­to­ry; the right of com­bi­na­tion was rec­og­nized, and Cap­i­tal had been taught to re­spect the work­ers as a po­lit­i­cal fac­tor. It would no longer be pos­si­ble to op­press them. And in oth­er re­spects the sta­tus quo was con­firmed.

			“Just think—they’ve been taught to re­spect us, and they couldn’t refuse to ac­cept the sta­tus quo!” And they laughed all over their faces with joy to think that it was con­firmed, al­though no one knew what it was!

			The men were in the streets; they were flock­ing to their or­ga­ni­za­tions, in or­der to re­ceive or­ders and to learn the de­tails of the vic­to­ry. One would hard­ly have sup­posed from their ap­pear­ance that the vic­to­ry was theirs; they had be­come so ac­cus­tomed to gloom that it was dif­fi­cult to shake it off.

			There was a sound of chat­ter­ing in back­yards and on stair­cas­es. Work was to be re­sumed—beau­ti­ful, glo­ri­ous la­bor, that meant food and drink and a lit­tle cloth­ing for the body! Yes, and do­mes­tic se­cu­ri­ty! No more chew­ing the cud over an emp­ty manger; now one could once more throw one’s mon­ey about a lit­tle, and then, by skimp­ing and sav­ing, with tears and hard­ship, make it suf­fice! Tonight fa­ther would have some­thing re­al­ly good with his bread and but­ter, and to­mor­row, per­haps, they could go out in­to the for­est with the pic­nic-bas­ket! Or at all events, as soon as they had got their best clothes back from the pawn­shop! They must have a bit of an air­ing be­fore the win­ter came, and they had to go back in­to pawn! They were so over­joyed at the mere thought of peace that they quite for­got, for the mo­ment, to de­mand any­thing new!

			Pelle had tak­en part in the con­clud­ing ne­go­ti­a­tions; af­ter Fa­ther Lasse’s buri­al he was him­self again. To­ward evening he was roam­ing about the poor quar­ter of the city, re­joic­ing in the mood of the peo­ple; he had played such an im­por­tant part in the bit­ter strug­gle of the poor that he felt the need to share their joy as well. From the North Bridge he went by way of the Lakes to West Bridge; and ev­ery­where swarms of peo­ple were afoot. In the side-streets by West Bridge all the fam­i­lies had emerged from their dwellings and es­tab­lished them­selves on the front steps and the pave­ments; there they sat, bare­head­ed in the twi­light, gos­sip­ing, smok­ing, and ab­sorb­ing re­fresh­ments. It was the first warm evening; the sky was a deep blue, and at the end of the street the dark­ness was flood­ed with pur­ple. There was some­thing ex­trav­a­gant about them all; joy urged their move­ments to ex­ceed the nar­row ev­ery­day lim­its, and made them stam­mer and stag­ger as though slight­ly in­tox­i­cat­ed.

			Now they could all make their ap­pear­ance again, all those fam­i­lies that had hid­den them­selves dur­ing the time of want; they were just as ragged, but that was of no con­se­quence now! They were beam­ing with proud de­light to think that they had come through the con­flict with­out turn­ing to any­one for help; and the bat­tles fought out in the dark­ness were for­got­ten.

			Pelle had reached the open ground by the Gas­works Har­bor; he want­ed to go over to see his old friends in the “Ark.” Yon­der it lay, lift­ing its glow­ing mass in­to the deep night of the east­ern sky. The red of the sink­ing sun fell over it. High over­head, above the crater of the mass, hung a cloud of va­por, like a shad­ow on the evening sky. Pelle, as he wan­dered, had been gaz­ing at this streak of shad­ow; it was the dense ex­ha­la­tion of all the crea­tures in the heart of the mass be­low, the reek of rot­ting ma­te­ri­al and in­fe­ri­or fu­el. Now, among oth­er con­se­quences of vic­to­ry, there would be a thor­ough cleans­ing of the dens of pover­ty. A dream float­ed be­fore him, of com­fort­able lit­tle dwellings for the work­ers, each with its lit­tle gar­den and its well-weed­ed paths. It would re­pay a man then to go home af­ter the day’s fa­tigue!

			It seemed to him that the streak of smoke yon­der was grow­ing denser and denser. Or were his eyes mere­ly ex­ag­ger­at­ing that which was oc­cu­py­ing his thoughts? He stood still, gaz­ing—then he be­gan to run. A red light was strik­ing up­ward against the cloud of smoke—touched a mo­ment, and dis­ap­peared; and a fresh mass of smoke un­rolled it­self, and hung brood­ing heav­i­ly over­head.

			Pelle rushed across the Sta­ple Square, and over the long bridge. On­ly too well did he know the ter­ri­ble bulk of the “Ark”—and there was no oth­er ex­it than the tun­nel! And the tim­ber-work, which pro­vid­ed the sole ac­cess to the up­per sto­ries! As he ran he could see it all clear­ly be­fore his eyes, and his mind be­gan to search for means of res­cue. The fire brigade was of course giv­en the alarm at once, but it would take time to get the en­gines here, and it was all a mat­ter of min­utes! If the tim­ber stag­ing fell and the tun­nel were choked all the in­mates would be lost—and the “Ark” did not pos­sess a sin­gle emer­gen­cy-lad­der!

			Out­side, in front of the “Ark,” was a rest­less crowd of peo­ple, all shout­ing to­geth­er. “Here comes Pelle!” cried some­one. At once they were all silent, and turned their faces to­ward him. “Fetch the fire-es­cape from the prison!” he shout­ed to some of the men in pass­ing, and ran to the tun­nel-en­try.

			From the long cor­ri­dors on the ground floor the in­mates were rush­ing out with their lit­tle chil­dren in their arms. Some were drag­ging val­ue­less pos­ses­sions—the first things they could lay hands on. All that was left of the tim­ber-work af­ter the wreck­age of the ter­ri­ble win­ter was now bright­ly blaz­ing. Pelle tried to run up the burn­ing stairs, but fell through. The in­mates were hang­ing half out of their win­dows, star­ing down with eyes full of mad­ness; ev­ery mo­ment they ran out on­to the plat­forms in an ef­fort to get down, but al­ways ran shriek­ing back.

			At her third-sto­ry win­dow Wid­ow Johnsen stood wail­ing, with her grand­child and the fac­to­ry-girl’s lit­tle Paul in her arms. Hanne’s lit­tle daugh­ter stared silent­ly out of the win­dow, with the deep, won­der­ing gaze of her moth­er. “Don’t be afraid,” Pelle shout­ed to the old wom­an; “we are com­ing to help you now!” When lit­tle Paul caught sight of Pelle he wrenched him­self away from Madam Johnsen and ran out on­to the gallery. He jumped right down, lay for a mo­ment on the flag­stones, turned round and round, quite con­fused, and then, like a flash of light­ning, he rushed by Pelle and out in­to the street.

			Pelle sent a few of the men in­to the long cor­ri­dor, to see whether all were out. “Break in the closed doors,” he said; “there may pos­si­bly be chil­dren or sick peo­ple in­side.” The in­mates of the first and sec­ond sto­ries had saved them­selves be­fore the fire had got a hold on the wood­work.

			Pelle him­self ran up the main stair­case up to the lofts and un­der the roof, in or­der to go to the as­sis­tance of the in­mates of the out­build­ings over the at­tics. But he was met by the in­mates of the long roof-walk. “You can’t get through any longer,” said the old rag­pick­er; “Pip­man’s whole gar­ret is burn­ing, and there are no more up here. God in heav­en have mer­cy on the poor souls over there!”

			In spite of this, Pelle tried to find a way over the at­tics, but was forced to turn back.

			The men had fetched the fire-es­cape, and had with dif­fi­cul­ty brought it through the en­try and had set it up! The burn­ing tim­bers were be­gin­ning to fall; frag­ments of burn­ing wood­work lay all around, and at any mo­ment the whole build­ing might col­lapse with a crash. But there was no time to think of one’s self. The smoke was rolling out of Vinslev’s cor­ri­dor and fill­ing the yard. There was need of haste.

			“Of course, it was the lu­natic who start­ed the fire,” said the men, as they held the lad­der.

			It reached on­ly to the sec­ond sto­ry, but Pelle threw a rope up to Madam Johnsen, and she fas­tened it to the win­dow-frame, so that he was able to clam­ber up. With the rope he low­ered first the child and then the old wom­an to his com­rades be­low, who were stand­ing on the lad­der to re­ceive them. The smoke was smart­ing in his eyes and throat, and all but sti­fled him; he could see noth­ing, but he heard a hor­ri­ble shriek­ing all about him.

			Just above him a wom­an was wail­ing. “Oh, Pelle, help me!” she whim­pered, half chok­ing. It was the timid seam­stress, who had moved thith­er; he rec­og­nized her emo­tion­al voice. “She loves me!” sud­den­ly flashed up­on his mind.

			“Catch the rope and fas­ten it well to the win­dow-frame, and I’ll come up and help you!” he said, and he swung the end of the rope up to­ward the fourth sto­ry. But at the same mo­ment a wild shriek rang out. A dark mass flew past his head and struck the flag­stones with a dull thud. The flames dart­ed hiss­ing from the win­dow, as though to reach af­ter her, and then drew back.

			For a mo­ment he hung stu­pe­fied over the win­dowsill. This was too hor­ri­ble. Was it not her gen­tle voice that he now heard singing with him? And then the tim­bers fell with a long crack­ing sound, and a cloud of hot ash­es rose in the air and filled the lungs as with fire. “Come down!” cried his com­rades, “the lad­der is burn­ing!”

			A deaf­en­ing, long-drawn ring­ing told him that the fire-brigade was near at hand.

			But in the midst of all the up­roar Pelle’s ears had heard a faint, in­ter­mit­tent sound. With one leap he was in Madam Johnsen’s room; he stood there lis­ten­ing; the cry­ing of a child reached him from the oth­er side of the wall, where the rooms opened on to the in­ner cor­ri­dor. It was hor­ri­ble to hear it and to stand there and be able to do noth­ing. A wall lay be­tween, and there was no thor­ough­fare on the oth­er side. In the court be­low they were shout­ing his name. Dev­il take them, he would come when he was ready. There he stood, ob­sti­nate and ap­a­thet­ic, held there by that com­plain­ing, child­ish voice. A blind fury arose in him; sul­len­ly he set his shoul­der against that ac­cursed wall, and pre­pared him­self for the shock. But the wall was giv­ing! Yet again he charged it—a ter­ri­ble blow—and part of the bar­ri­er was down!

			He was met by a rush of sti­fling heat and smoke; he had to hold his breath and cov­er his face with his hands as he pressed for­ward. A lit­tle child lay there in a cra­dle. He stum­bled over to it and groped his way back to the wall. The fire, now that it had ac­cess to the air, sud­den­ly leaped at him with an ex­plo­sive force that made him stag­ger. He felt as though a thirsty bull had licked his cheek. It bel­lowed at his heels with a voice of thun­der, but was silent when he slammed the door. Half chok­ing he found his way to the win­dow and tried to shout to those be­low, but he had no voice left; on­ly a hoarse whis­per came from his throat.

			Well, there he stood, with a child in his arms, and he was go­ing to die! But that didn’t mat­ter—he had got through the wall! Be­hind him the fire was press­ing for­ward; it had eat­en a small hole through the door, and had thus cre­at­ed the nec­es­sary draught. The hole grew larg­er; sparks rose as un­der a pair of bel­lows, and a dry, burn­ing heat blew through the open­ing. Small, al­most im­per­cep­ti­ble flames were danc­ing over the pol­ished sur­face; very soon the whole door would burst in­to a blaze. His clothes smelt of singe­ing; his hands were cu­ri­ous­ly dry like de­cay­ing wood, and he felt as if the hair at the back of his head was curl­ing. And down be­low they were shout­ing his name. But all that was of no con­se­quence; on­ly his head was so heavy with the smoke and heat! He felt that he was on the point of fall­ing. Was the child still alive? he won­dered. But he dared not look to see; he had spread his jack­et over its face in or­der to pro­tect it.

			He clutched the win­dow-frame, and di­rect­ed his dy­ing thoughts to­ward Ellen and the chil­dren. Why was he not with them? What non­sense had it been that in­duced him to leave them? He could no longer rec­ol­lect; but if it had not been all up with him now he would have hur­ried home to them, to play with Young Lasse. But now he must die; in a mo­ment he would fall, suf­fo­cat­ed—even be­fore the flames could reach him.

			There was some slight sat­is­fac­tion in that—it was as though he had played a trick on some­one.

			Sud­den­ly some­thing shot up be­fore his dy­ing gaze and called him back. It was the end of a fire-es­cape, and a fire­man rose out of the smoke just in front of him, seized the child, and hand­ed it down. Pelle stood there wrestling with the idea that he must move from where he was; but be­fore it had passed through his mind a fire­man had seized him by the scruff of his neck and had run down the lad­der with him.

			The fresh air aroused him. He sprang up from the stretch­er on which the fire­man had laid him and looked ex­cit­ed­ly about him. At the same mo­ment the peo­ple be­gan quite sense­less­ly to shout his name and to clap their hands, and Madam Johnsen pushed her way through the bar­ri­er and threw her­self up­on him. “Pelle!” she cried, weep­ing; “oh, you are alive, Pelle!”

			“Yes, of course I’m alive—but that’s noth­ing to cry about.”

			“No, but we thought you were caught in there. But how you look, you poor boy!” She took him with her to a work­ing­man’s home, and helped him to set him­self to rights. When he had once seen a look­ing-glass he un­der­stood! He was un­rec­og­niz­able, what with smoke and ash­es, which had burnt them­selves in­to his skin and would not come off. And un­der the grime there was a bad burn on one of his cheeks. He went to one of the fire­men and had a plas­ter ap­plied.

			“You re­al­ly want a pair of eye­brows too,” said the fire­man. “You’ve been prop­er­ly in the fire, haven’t you?”

			“Why did the fire-en­gines take so long?” asked Pelle.

			“Long? They were ten min­utes get­ting here af­ter the alarm was giv­en. We got the alarm at eight, and now it’s half-past.”

			Pelle was silent; he was quite tak­en aback; he felt as though the whole night must have gone by, so much had hap­pened. Half an hour—and in that time he had helped to snatch sev­er­al peo­ple out of the claws of death and had seen oth­ers fall in­to them. And he him­self was singed by the close pas­sage of death! The knowl­edge was lurk­ing some­where at the back of his mind, an ac­com­plished but elu­sive fact; when he clenched his fist cracks ap­peared in the skin, and his clothes smelt like burnt horn. In the court the fire­men were work­ing un­ceas­ing­ly.

			Some, from the tops of their lad­ders in the court, were pour­ing streams of wa­ter up­on the flames; oth­ers were forc­ing their way in­to the body of the build­ing and search­ing the rooms; and from time to time a fire­man made his ap­pear­ance car­ry­ing a charred body. Then the in­mates of the “Ark” were called in­side the bar­ri­er in or­der to iden­ti­fy the body. They hur­ried weep­ing through the crowd, seek­ing one an­oth­er; it was im­pos­si­ble for the po­lice to as­sem­ble them or to as­cer­tain how many had failed to es­cape.

			Sud­den­ly all eyes were di­rect­ed to­ward the roof of the front por­tion of the build­ing, where the fire had not as yet en­tire­ly pre­vailed. There stood the crazy Vinslev, play­ing on his flute; and when the crack­ing of the fire was muf­fled for a mo­ment one could hear his crazy mu­sic “Lis­ten! Lis­ten! He is play­ing the march!” they cried. Yes, he was play­ing the march, but it was in­ter­wo­ven with his own fan­tasies, so that the well-known melody sound­ed quite in­sane on Vinslev’s flute.

			The fire­men erect­ed a lad­der and ran up to the roof in or­der to save him, but he fled be­fore them. When he could go no far­ther he leaped in­to the sea of flame.

			The mar­ket­place and the banks of the canal were thick with peo­ple; shoul­der to shoul­der they stood there, gaz­ing at the volup­tuous spec­ta­cle of the burn­ing “Ark.” The grime and pover­ty and the reek of cen­turies were go­ing up in flames. How it rus­tled and blazed and crack­led! The crowd was in the best of spir­its ow­ing to the vic­to­ry of La­bor; no one had been much in­clined to sleep that night; and here was a tru­ly re­mark­able dis­play of fire­works, a mag­nif­i­cent il­lu­mi­na­tion in hon­or of the vic­to­ry of the poor! There were ad­mir­ing cries of “Ah!” peo­ple hissed in im­i­ta­tion of the sound of rock­ets and clapped their hands when the flames leaped up or a roof crashed in.

			Pelle moved about in the crowd, col­lect­ing the be­wil­dered in­mates of the “Ark” by the gates of the prison, so that those who had rel­a­tives could find them. They were weep­ing, and it was dif­fi­cult to con­sole them. Alas, now the “Ark” was burnt, the beloved place of refuge for so many ru­ined souls! “How can you take it to heart so?” said Pelle con­sol­ing­ly. “You will be lodged overnight by the city, and af­ter­ward you will move in­to prop­er dwelling-hous­es, where ev­ery­thing is clean and new. And you needn’t cry over your pos­ses­sions, I’ll soon get up a col­lec­tion, and you’ll have bet­ter things than you had be­fore.”

			Nev­er­the­less they wept; like home­less wild beasts they whim­pered and ram­bled rest­less­ly to and fro, seek­ing for they knew not what. Their for­est fast­ness, their glo­ri­ous hid­ing-place, was burn­ing! What was all the rest of the city to them? It was not for them; it was as though there was no place of refuge left for them in all the world! Ev­ery mo­ment a few of them slipped away, seek­ing again to en­ter the site of the fire, like hors­es that seek to re­turn to the burn­ing sta­ble. Pelle might have spared his ef­forts at con­so­la­tion; they were races apart, a dif­fer­ent species of hu­man­i­ty. In the dark, im­pen­e­tra­ble en­trails of the “Ark” they had made for them­selves a world of pover­ty and ex­tremest want; and they had been as fan­tas­ti­cal­ly gay in their care­less ex­is­tence as though their world had been one of wealth and for­tune. And now it was all go­ing up in flame!

			The fire was un­spar­ing; its pu­ri­fy­ing flames could not be with­stood. The flames tore off great sheets of the old wall­pa­pers and flung them out half-burned in­to the street. There were many lay­ers past­ed to­geth­er, many col­ors and pat­terns, one dim­ly show­ing through an­oth­er, mak­ing the most cu­ri­ous and fan­tas­tic pic­tures. And on the re­verse side of these sheets was a lay­er as of co­ag­u­lat­ed blood; this was the charred rem­nant of the mys­te­ri­ous world of cup­boards and chim­ney-cor­ners, the fau­na of the fire­place, that had filled the chil­dren’s sleep with dreams, and in the lit­tle mus­sel-shaped bod­ies was con­tained the con­cen­trat­ed ex­ha­la­tion of the poor man’s night! And now the “Ark” must have been hot right through to the ground, for the rats were be­gin­ning to leave. They came in long, wind­ing files from the en­try, and up out of the cel­lars of the old iron mer­chant and the old clothes deal­er, head­ed by the old, scab­by males which used to vis­it the dust­bins in the mid­dle of the day. The on­look­ers cheered and drove them back again.

			About ten o’clock the fire was vis­i­bly de­creas­ing and the work of clear­ance could be­gin. The crowd scat­tered, a lit­tle dis­ap­point­ed that all was over so soon. The “Ark” was an ex­tinct bon­fire! There could not have been a sack­ful of sound fire­wood in all that heap of lum­ber!

			Pelle took Madam Johnsen and her lit­tle grand­daugh­ter to his lodg­ings with him. The old wom­an had been com­plain­ing all the time; she was afraid of be­ing giv­en over to the pub­lic au­thor­i­ties. But when she heard that she was to go with Pelle she was re­as­sured.

			On the High Bridge they met the first dust­carts on their way out­ward. They were decked out with green gar­lands and lit­tle na­tion­al flags.

		
	
		
			XXXVII

			The next day broke with a lofty, ra­di­ant Sab­bath sky. There was some­thing about it that re­mind­ed one of East­er—East­er morn­ing, with its hymns and the pure winds of res­ur­rec­tion. The Work­ing Man rung in the day with a long and se­ri­ous lead­ing ar­ti­cle—a greet­ing to the rosy dawn—and in­vit­ed the work­ing-class­es to at­tend a gi­ant as­sem­bly on the Com­mon dur­ing the af­ter­noon. All through the forenoon great in­dus­try pre­vailed—wardrobes had to be over­hauled, pro­vi­sion-bas­kets packed, and liq­uid re­fresh­ment pro­vid­ed. There was much run­ning across land­ings and up and down stairs, much lend­ing and bor­row­ing. This was to be not mere­ly a feast of vic­to­ry; it was al­so in­tend­ed as a demon­stra­tion—that was quite clear. The world should see how well they were still hold­ing to­geth­er af­ter all these weeks of the lock­out! They were to ap­pear in full strength, and they must look their best.

			In the af­ter­noon the peo­ple streamed from all sides to­ward the La­bor Build­ing; it looked as though the whole city was flock­ing thith­er. In the big court­yard, and all along the wide street as far as High Street, the trades unions were gath­ered about their ban­ners. The great re­view had all been planned be­fore­hand, and all went as by clock­work by those who were ac­cus­tomed to han­dling great mass­es of men; there was no run­ning from side to side; ev­ery­one found his place with ease. Pelle and Stolpe, who had de­vised the pro­gramme, went along the ranks set­ting all to rights.

			With the men there were no dif­fi­cul­ties; but the wom­en and chil­dren had of course mis­un­der­stood their in­struc­tions. They should have gone di­rect to the Com­mon, but had turned up here with all their im­ped­i­men­ta. They stood crowd­ing to­geth­er on both the side­walks; and when the pro­ces­sion got un­der way they broke up and at­tached them­selves to its sides. They had fought through the cam­paign, and their place was be­side their hus­bands and fa­thers! It was a ban­nered pro­ces­sion with a dou­ble es­cort of wom­en and chil­dren! Had the like ev­er been seen?

			No, the city had nev­er seen such a go­ing forth of the peo­ple! Like a gi­ant ser­pent the pro­ces­sion un­rolled it­self; when its head was at the end of the street the greater part of its body was still coiled to­geth­er. But what was the mat­ter in front there? The head of the pro­ces­sion was turn­ing to­ward the wrong side—to­ward the city, in­stead of tak­ing the di­rect way to the Com­mon, as the po­lice had or­dered! That wouldn’t do! That would lead to a col­li­sion with the po­lice! Make haste and get Pelle to turn the stream be­fore a catas­tro­phe oc­curs!—Pelle? But there he is, right in front! He him­self has made a mis­take as to the di­rec­tion! Ah, well, then, there is noth­ing to be said about it. But what in the world was he think­ing of?

			Pelle march­es in the front rank be­side the stan­dard-bear­er. He sees and hears noth­ing, but his lu­mi­nous gaze sweeps over the heads of the crowd. His skin is still black­ened by the smoke of the fire; it is peel­ing off his hands; his hair and mous­tache seem to have been cropped very strange­ly; and the skin is drawn round the burn on his cheek. He is con­scious of one thing on­ly: the rhyth­mic tread of fifty thou­sand men! As a child he has known it in dreams, heard it like a surg­ing out of doors when he laid his head up­on his pil­low. This is the great pro­ces­sion of the Cho­sen Peo­ple, and he is lead­ing them in­to the Promised Land! And where should their road lie if not through the cap­i­tal?

			At the North Wall the mount­ed po­lice are drawn up, clos­ing the in­ner city. They are drawn up di­ag­o­nal­ly across the thor­ough­fare, and were back­ing their hors­es in­to the pro­ces­sion, in or­der to force it to turn aside. But they were swept aside, and the stream flowed on; noth­ing can stop it.

			It pass­es down the street with dif­fi­cul­ty, like a vis­cous mass that makes its way but slow­ly, yet can­not be held back. It is full of a peace­ful might. Who would ven­ture to hew a way in­to it? The po­lice are fol­low­ing it like watch­ful dogs, and on the side­walks the peo­ple stand pressed against the hous­es; they greet the pro­ces­sion or scoff at it, ac­cord­ing as they are friends or foes. Up­stairs, be­hind the big win­dows, are gai­ly clad ladies and gen­tle­men, quizzing the pro­ces­sion with half-scorn­ful, half-un­easy smiles. What weird, hun­gry, un­kempt world is this that has sud­den­ly risen up from ob­scu­ri­ty to take pos­ses­sion of the high­way? And be­hind their trans­par­ent lace cur­tains the man­u­fac­tur­ers gaze and grum­ble. What nov­el kind of demon­stra­tion is this? The peo­ple have been for­giv­en, and in­stead of go­ing qui­et­ly back to their work they be­gin to pa­rade the city as though to show how many they are—yes, and how thin star­va­tion has made them!

			It is a cu­ri­ous pro­ces­sion in ev­ery way. If they want­ed to demon­strate how rough­ly they have been han­dled, they could not have done bet­ter! They all bear the marks of bat­tle—they are pale and sal­low and ill-clad; their Sun­day best hangs in the great com­mon wardrobe still; what they wear to­day is patched and mend­ed. Hunger has re­fined their fea­tures; they are more like a pro­ces­sion of ghosts who have shak­en off the heavy bonds of earth and are ready to take pos­ses­sion of the world of the spir­it, than peo­ple who hope to con­quer the Promised Land for them­selves and pos­ter­i­ty. Such a pro­ces­sion of con­querors! They are all limp­ing! A flock with bro­ken wings, that none the less are seek­ing to fly. And whith­er are they go­ing?

			One of their choirs breaks in­to song: “We are bound for the Land of For­tune!”

			And where does that land lie? has any of your watch­ers seen it? Or was it not mere­ly a de­ceit­ful dream, en­gen­dered by hunger? Eat enough, re­al­ly enough, for once, good peo­ple, and then let us talk to­geth­er! What is it yon­der? The empti­ness that gave birth to you and even yet surges crazi­ly in your starv­ing blood? Or the land of the liv­ing? Is this then the be­gin­ning of a new world for you? Or is the curse eter­nal that brings you in­to the world to be slaves?

			There is a pe­cu­liar, con­fi­dent rhythm in their tread which drowns all oth­er sounds, and seems to say, “We are the mas­ters, poor as we look to the eye! We have used four mil­lion kro­ner in wag­ing the war, and twen­ty mil­lions have been wast­ed be­cause they brought the work of our hands to a stand­still! We come from the dark­ness, and we go to­ward the light, and no one can hold us back! Be­hind us lie hunger and pover­ty, ig­no­rance and slav­ery, and be­fore us lies a hap­py ex­is­tence, ra­di­ant with the ris­ing sun of Free­dom! From this day on­ward a new age be­gins; we are its youth­ful might, and we de­mand pow­er for ten thou­sand fam­i­lies! The few have long enough pre­vailed!”

			Im­per­turbably they march on­ward, de­spite the wounds that must yet be smart­ing; for see, they limp! Why should they still doubt?

			Lis­ten, they are singing! Hoarse­ly the sound emerges from ten thou­sand throats, as though the song had grown rusty, or must first tear it­self free. A new in­stru­ment this, that has not yet been tuned by the mas­ter—its first notes are dis­cords! But the song runs to and fro along the pro­ces­sion in rhyth­mi­cal waves, it is an army on the march, and their eyes kin­dle and blaze with the grow­ing sense of their pow­er, the con­scious­ness that they are the many! And the sound grows mighty, a storm that rolls above the house­tops, “Broth­er, soon will dawn the day!”

			Touch not the hum­blest of them now! A vast, in­tox­i­cat­ing pow­er has de­scend­ed up­on them; each one has grown be­yond him­self, and be­lieves him­self ca­pa­ble of per­form­ing mir­a­cles. There are no loose par­ti­cles; the whole is a mighty avalanche. Touch but one of them and the might of the mass will pour in­to him. He will be obliv­i­ous of con­se­quences, but will be­have as though urged by des­tiny—as though the vast be­ing of which he forms a part will as­sume all re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, and con­sti­tutes the law!

			It is in­tox­i­cat­ing to walk in the ranks, to be per­mit­ted to bear the Union ban­ners; even to look on fills one with strength and joy. Moth­ers and chil­dren ac­com­pa­ny the men, al­though they have for the most part to walk in the gut­ters. It is great sport to fall out and watch the whole mighty pro­ces­sion go by, and then, by tak­ing a short­cut, again to sta­tion one’s self at the head. Stand at a street-cor­ner, and it will take hours for the whole to pass you. Trapp, trapp! Trapp, trapp! It gets in­to one’s blood, and re­mains there, like an eter­nal rhythm.

			One Union pass­es and an­oth­er comes up; the ma­chin­ists, with the stur­dy Munck at their head, as stan­dard-bear­er, the same who struck the three blows of doom that sum­moned five and forty thou­sand men to the bat­tle for the right of com­bi­na­tion! Hur­rah for Munck! Here are the house-painters, the print­ers, the glove-mak­ers, the tin­smiths, the cork-cut­ters, the leather-dressers, and a group of sea­men with bandy legs. At the head of these last march­es Howl­ing Pe­ter, the gi­ant trans­fig­ured! The cop­per­smiths, the coal-min­ers, the car­pen­ters, the jour­ney­men bak­ers, and the coach-builders! A queer sort of pro­ces­sion this! But here are the girdlers and there the plas­ter­ers, the stuc­co-work­ers, and the gold­smiths, and even the sand­blasters are here! The tai­lors and the shoe­mak­ers are easy to rec­og­nize. And there, God bless me, are the slip­per-mak­ers, close at their heels; they wouldn’t be left in the cold! The gilders, the tan­ners, the weavers, and the to­bac­co-work­ers! The file-cut­ters, the brick­lay­ers’-la­bor­ers, the pat­tern-mak­ers, the coop­ers, the book­binders, the join­ers and ship­builders! What, is there no end to them? Hi, make way for the jour­ney­men glaziers! Yes, you may well smile—they are all their own mas­ters! And here come the gas­work­ers, and the wa­ter-com­pa­ny’s men, and the cab­i­net­mak­ers, who turn in their toes like the black­smiths, and march just in front of them, as though these had any­thing to learn from them! Those are the skil­ful ivory-turn­ers, and those the brush-mak­ers; spec­ta­cled these, and with brush­es grow­ing out of their noses—that is, when they are old. Well, so it is all over at last! The tail con­sists of a swarm of frol­ic­some young­sters.

			But no—these are the milk-boys, these young vagabonds! And be­hind them come the fac­to­ry-girls and be­hind them it all be­gins again—the pi­anoforte-mak­ers, the millers, the sad­dlers, and the pa­per­hang­ers—ban­ners as far as one can see! How big and how gay the world is, af­ter all! How many call­ings men pur­sue, so that work shall nev­er fail them! Ah, here are the ma­sons, with all the old vet­er­ans at their head—those have been in the move­ment since the be­gin­ning! Look, how steady on his leg is old Stolpe! And the slaters, with the Van­ish­ing Man at their head—they look as if they don’t much care about walk­ing on the lev­el earth! And here are the sawyers, and the brew­ers, and the chair-mak­ers! Year by year their wages have been beat­en down so that at the be­gin­ning of the strug­gle they were earn­ing on­ly half as much as ten years ago; but see how cheer­ful they look! Now there will be food in the larder once more. Those fad­ed-look­ing wom­en there are weavers; they have no ban­ner; eight öre the hour won’t run to flags. And fi­nal­ly a hand­ful of news­pa­per­wom­en from The Work­ing Man. God how weary they look! Their legs are like lead from go­ing up and down so many stairs. Each has a bun­dle of pa­pers un­der her arm, as a sign of her call­ing.

			Trapp, trapp, trapp, trapp! On they go, with a slow, de­lib­er­ate step. Whith­er? Where Pelle wills. “Broth­er, soon will dawn the day!” One hears the song over and over again; when one di­vi­sion has fin­ished it the next takes it up. The side-streets are spew­ing their con­tents out up­on the pro­ces­sion; shrunk­en crea­tures that against their will were singed in the strug­gle, and can­not re­cov­er their feet again. But they fol­low the pro­ces­sion with big eyes and break in­to fa­nat­i­cal ex­pla­na­tions.

			A young fel­low stands on the side­walk yon­der; he has hid­den him­self be­hind some wom­en, and is stretch­ing his neck to see. For his own Union is com­ing now, to which he was faith­less in the con­flict. Re­morse has brought him hith­er. But the rhythm of the march­ing feet car­ries him away, so that he for­gets all and march­es off be­side them. He imag­ines him­self in the ranks, singing and proud of the vic­to­ry. And sud­den­ly some of his com­rades seize him and drag him in­to the ranks; they lift him up and march away with him. A tro­phy, a tro­phy! A pity he can’t be stuck on a pole and car­ried high over­head!

			Pelle is still at the head of the pro­ces­sion, at the side of the stur­dy Munck. His as­pect is qui­et and smil­ing, but in­ward­ly he is full of un­ruly en­er­gy; nev­er be­fore has he felt so strong! On the side­walks the po­lice keep step with him, silent and fate­ful. He leads the pro­ces­sion di­ag­o­nal­ly across the King’s New Mar­ket, and sud­den­ly a shiv­er runs through the whole; he is go­ing to make a demon­stra­tion in front of Schloss Amalien­borg! No one has thought of that! On­ly the po­lice are too clever for them the streets lead­ing to the cas­tle are held by troops.

			Grad­u­al­ly the pro­ces­sion widens out un­til it fills the en­tire mar­ket­place. A hun­dred and fifty trades unions, each with its wav­ing stan­dard! A tremen­dous spec­ta­cle! Ev­ery ban­ner has its mot­to or de­vice. Red is the col­or of all those ban­ners which wave above the so­ci­eties which were es­tab­lished in the days of So­cial­ism, and among them are many na­tion­al flags—blue, red, and white—the stan­dards of the old guilds and cor­po­ra­tions. Those be­long to an­cient so­ci­eties which have grad­u­al­ly joined the move­ment. Over all waves the stan­dard of the millers, which is some hun­dreds of years old! It dis­plays a cu­ri­ous-look­ing scrawl which is the mono­gram of the first ab­so­lute king!

			But the re­al stan­dard is not here, the red ban­ner of the In­ter­na­tion­al, which led the move­ment through the first trou­bled years. The old men would speed­i­ly rec­og­nize it, and the young men too, they have heard so many leg­ends at­tach­ing to it. If it still ex­ists it is well hid­den; it would have too great an ef­fect on the au­thor­i­ties—would be like a red rag to a bull.

			And as they stand star­ing it sud­den­ly ris­es in the air—slashed and tat­tered, im­per­ish­able as to col­or. Pelle stands on the box of a car­riage, solemn­ly rais­ing it in the air. For a mo­ment they are tak­en by sur­prise; then they be­gin to shout, un­til the shouts grow to a tem­pest of sound. They are greet­ing the flag of broth­er­hood, the blood-red sign of the In­ter­na­tion­al—and Pelle, too, who is rais­ing it in his blis­tered hands—Pelle, the good com­rade, who saved the child from the fire; Pelle, who has led the move­ment cause to vic­to­ry!

			And Pelle stands there laugh­ing at them frankly, like a great child. This would have been the place to give them all a few words, but he has not yet re­cov­ered his mighty voice. So he waves it round over them with a slow move­ment as though he were ad­min­is­ter­ing an oath to them all. And he is very silent. This is an old dream of his, and at last it has come to ful­fill­ment!

			The po­lice are push­ing in­to the crowd in squads, but the ban­ner has dis­ap­peared; Munck is stand­ing with an emp­ty stave in his hands, and is on the point of fix­ing his Union ban­ner on it.

			“You must take care to get these peo­ple away from here, or we shall hold you re­spon­si­ble for the con­se­quences,” says the po­lice in­spec­tor, with a look that prom­ises mis­chief. Pelle looks in the face. “He’d like to throw me in­to prison, if on­ly he had the courage,” he thought, and then he sets the pro­ces­sion in mo­tion again.

			

			Out on the Com­mon the great gath­er­ing of peo­ple rocked to and fro, in rest­less con­fu­sion. From be­yond its con­fines it looked like a dark, rag­ing sea. About each of the nu­mer­ous speak­ers’ plat­forms stood a dense­ly packed crowd, lis­ten­ing to the lead­ers who were demon­strat­ing the great sig­nif­i­cance of the day. But the ma­jor­i­ty did not feel in­clined to­day to stand in a crowd about a plat­form. They felt a long­ing to sur­ren­der them­selves to care­less en­joy­ment, af­ter all the hard­ships they had en­dured; to stand on their heads in the grass, to play the clown for a mo­ment. Group up­on group lay all over the great Com­mon, eat­ing and play­ing. The men had thrown off their coats and were wrestling with one an­oth­er, or try­ing to re­vive the gym­nas­tic ex­er­cis­es of their boy­hood. They laughed more than they spoke; if any­one in­tro­duced a se­ri­ous sub­ject it was im­me­di­ate­ly sup­pressed with a pun­ning re­mark. No­body was se­ri­ous to­day!

			Pelle moved slow­ly about, de­light­ing in the crowd, while keep­ing a look­out for Madam Johnsen and the child, who were to have met him out here. In­ward­ly, at the back of ev­ery­thing, he was in a se­ri­ous mood, and was there­fore qui­et. It must be fine to lie on one’s bel­ly here, in the midst of one’s own fam­i­ly cir­cle, eat­ing hard-boiled eggs and bread-and-but­ter—or to go run­ning about with Young Lasse on his shoul­ders! But what did it prof­it a man to put his trust in any­thing? He could not be­gin over again with Ellen; the im­pos­si­ble stood be­tween them. To drive Young Lasse out of his thoughts—that would be the hard­est thing of all; he must see if he could not get him away from Ellen in a friend­ly man­ner. As for ap­ply­ing to the law in or­der to get him back, that he would not do.

			The en­tire Stolpe fam­i­ly was ly­ing in a big cir­cle, en­joy­ing a meal; the sons were there with their wives and chil­dren; on­ly Pelle and his fam­i­ly were lack­ing.

			“Come and set to!” said Stolpe, “or you’ll be mak­ing too long a day of it.”

			“Yes,” cried Madam Stolpe, “it is such a time since we’ve been to­geth­er. No need for us to suf­fer be­cause you and Ellen can’t agree!” She did not know the rea­son of the breach—at all events, not from him—but was none the less friend­ly to­ward him.

			“I am re­al­ly look­ing for my own bas­ket of food,” said Pelle, ly­ing down be­side them.

			“Now look here, you are the deuce of a fel­low,” said Stolpe, sud­den­ly laugh­ing. “You in­tend­ed be­fore­hand to look in and say how-d’ye-do to Broth­er Chris­tian,6 hey? It wasn’t very wise of you, re­al­ly—but that’s all one to me. But what you have done to­day no one else could do. The whole thing went like a dance! Not a sign of wob­bling in the ranks! You know, I ex­pect, that they mean to put you at the head of the Cen­tral Com­mit­tee? Then you will have an op­por­tu­ni­ty of work­ing at your won­der­ful ideas of a world-fed­er­a­tion. But there’ll be enough to do at home here with­out that; at the next elec­tion we must win the city—and part of the coun­try too. You’ll let them put you up?”

			“If I re­cov­er my voice. I can’t speak loud­ly at present.”

			“Try the raw yolk of an egg ev­ery night,” said Madam Stolpe, much con­cerned, “and tie your left-hand stock­ing round your throat when you go to bed; that is a good way. But it must be the left-hand stock­ing.”

			“Moth­er is a Red, you know,” said Stolpe. “If I go the right-hand side of her she doesn’t rec­og­nize me!”

			The sun must have set—it was al­ready be­gin­ning to grow dark. Black clouds were ris­ing in the west. Pelle felt re­morse­ful that he had not yet found the old wom­an and her grand­child, so he took his leave of the Stolpes.

			He moved about, look­ing for the two; wher­ev­er he went the peo­ple greet­ed him, and there was a light in their eyes. He no­ticed that a po­lice­man was fol­low­ing him at some lit­tle dis­tance; he was one of the se­cret hang­ers-on of the par­ty; pos­si­bly he had some­thing to com­mu­ni­cate to him. So Pelle lay down in the grass, a lit­tle apart from the crowd, and the po­lice­man stood still and gazed cau­tious­ly about him. Then he came up to Pelle. When he was near he bent down as though pick­ing some­thing up. “They are af­ter you,” he said, un­der his breath; “this af­ter­noon there was a search made at your place, and you’ll be ar­rest­ed, as soon as you leave here.” Then he moved on.

			Pelle lay there some min­utes be­fore he could un­der­stand the mat­ter. A search—but what was there at his house that ev­ery­one might not know of? Sud­den­ly he thought of the wood block and the trac­ing of the ten-kro­ner note. They had sought for some means of strik­ing at him and they had found the ma­te­ri­als of a hob­by!

			He rose heav­i­ly and walked away from the crowd. On the East Com­mon he stood still and gazed back hes­i­tat­ing­ly at this rest­less sea of hu­man­i­ty, which was now be­gin­ning to break up, and would present­ly melt away in­to the dark­ness. Now the vic­to­ry was won and they were about to take pos­ses­sion of the Promised Land—and he must go to prison, for a fan­cy be­got­ten of hunger! He had is­sued no false mon­ey, nor had he ev­er had any in­ten­tion of do­ing so. But of what avail was that? He was to be ar­rest­ed—he had read as much in the eyes of the po­lice-in­spec­tor. Pe­nal servi­tude—or at best a term in prison!

			He felt that he must post­pone the de­ci­sive mo­ment while he com­posed his mind. So he went back to the city by way of the East Bridge. He kept to the side-streets, in or­der not to be seen, and made his way to­ward St. Saviour’s church­yard; the po­lice were most­ly on the Com­mon.

			For a mo­ment the ship­ping in the har­bor made him think of es­cape. But whith­er should he flee? And to wan­der about abroad as an out­law, when his task and his fate lay here could he do it? No, he must ac­cept his fate!

			The church­yard was closed; he had to climb over the wall in or­der to get in. Some­one had put fresh flow­ers on Fa­ther Lasse’s grave. Maria, he thought. Yes, it must have been she! It was good to be here; he no longer felt so ter­ri­bly for­sak­en. It was as though Fa­ther Lasse’s un­tir­ing care still hov­ered pro­tect­ing­ly about him.

			But he must move on. The ar­rest weighed up­on his mind and made him rest­less. He wan­dered through the city, keep­ing con­tin­u­al­ly to the nar­row side-streets, where the dark­ness con­cealed him. This was the field of bat­tle—how rest­ful it was now! Thank God, it was not they who con­demned him! And now hap­pi­ness lay be­fore them—but for him!

			Cau­tious­ly he drew near his lodg­ing—two po­lice­men in plain clothes were pa­trolling to and fro be­fore the house. Af­ter that he drew back again in­to the nar­row side-streets. He drift­ed about aim­less­ly, fight­ing against the im­pla­ca­ble, and at last re­sign­ing him­self.

			He would have liked to see Ellen—to have spo­ken kind­ly to her, and to have kissed the chil­dren. But there was a watch on his home too—at ev­ery point he was driv­en back in­to the soli­tude to which he was a stranger. That was the dread­ful part of it all. How was he go­ing to live alone with him­self, he who on­ly breathed when in the com­pa­ny of oth­ers? Ellen was still his very life, how­ev­er vi­o­lent­ly he might de­ny it. Her ques­tion­ing eyes still gazed at him enig­mat­i­cal­ly, from what­ev­er cor­ner of ex­is­tence he might ap­proach. He had a strong feel­ing now that she had held her­self ready all this time—that she had sat wait­ing for him, ex­pect­ing him. How would she ac­cept this?

			From Cas­tle Street he saw a light in Morten’s room. He slipped in­to the yard and up the stairs. Morten was read­ing.

			“It’s some­thing quite new to see you—fire­man!” he said, with a kind­ly smile.

			“I have come to say good­bye,” said Pelle light­ly.

			Morten looked at him won­der­ing­ly. “Are you go­ing to trav­el?”

			“Yes … I—I want­ed. …” he said, and sat down.

			He gazed on the floor in front of his feet. “What would you do if the au­thor­i­ties were sneak­ing af­ter you?” he asked sud­den­ly. Morten stared at him for a time. Then he opened a draw­er and took out a re­volver. “I wouldn’t let them lay hands on me,” he said black­ly. “But why do you ask me?”

			“Oh, noth­ing. … Will you do me a fa­vor, Morten? I have promised to take up a col­lec­tion for those poor crea­tures from the ‘Ark,’ but I’ve no time for it now. They have lost all their be­long­ings in the fire. Will you see to the mat­ter?”

			“Will­ing­ly. On­ly I don’t un­der­stand—”

			“Why, I have got to go away for a time,” said Pelle, with a grim laugh. “I have al­ways want­ed to trav­el, as you know. Now there’s an op­por­tu­ni­ty.”

			“Good luck, then!” said Morten, look­ing at him cu­ri­ous­ly as he pressed his hand. How much he had guessed Pelle did not know. There was Born­holm blood in Morten’s veins; he was not one to med­dle in an­oth­er’s af­fairs.

			And then he was in the streets again. No, Morten’s way out was of no use to him—and now he would give in, and sur­ren­der him­self to the au­thor­i­ties! He was in the High Street now; he had no pur­pose in hid­ing him­self any longer.

			In North Street he saw a fig­ure deal­ing with a shop-door in a very sus­pi­cious man­ner; as Pelle came up it flat­tened it­self against the door. Pelle stood still on the pave­ment; the man, too, was mo­tion­less for a while, press­ing him­self back in­to the shad­ow; then, with an an­gry growl, he sprang out, in or­der to strike Pelle to the ground.

			At that very mo­ment the two men rec­og­nized one an­oth­er. The stranger was Fer­di­nand.

			“What, are you still at lib­er­ty?” he cried, in amaze­ment. “I thought they had tak­en you!”

			“How did you know that?” asked Pelle.

			“Ach, one knows these things—it’s part of one’s busi­ness. You’ll get five to six years, Pelle, till you are stiff with it. Prison, of course—not pe­nal servi­tude.”

			Pelle shud­dered.

			“You’ll freeze in there,” said Fer­di­nand com­pas­sion­ate­ly. “As for me, I can set­tle down very well in there. But lis­ten, Pelle—you’ve been so good, and you’ve tried to save me—next to moth­er you are the on­ly per­son I care any­thing about. If you would like to go abroad I can soon hide you and find the pas­sage-mon­ey.”

			“Where will you get it?” asked Pelle, hes­i­tat­ing.

			“Ach, I go in for the com­mu­ni­ty of goods,” said Fer­di­nand with a broad smile. “The pre­fect of po­lice him­self has just five hun­dred kro­ner ly­ing in his desk. I’ll try to get it for you if you like.”

			“No,” said Pelle slow­ly, “I would rather un­der­go my pun­ish­ment. But thanks for your kind in­ten­tions—and give my best wish­es to your old moth­er. And if you ev­er have any­thing to spare, then give it to Wid­ow Johnsen. She and the child have gone hun­gry since Hanne’s death.”

			And then there was noth­ing more to do or say; it was all over. … He went straight across the mar­ket­place to­ward the court­house. There it stood, look­ing so dis­mal! He strolled slow­ly past it, along the canal, in or­der to col­lect him­self a lit­tle be­fore go­ing in. He walked along the quay, gaz­ing down in­to the wa­ter, where the boats and the big live-box­es full of fish were just vis­i­ble. By Hol­mens Church he pulled him­self to­geth­er and turned back—he must do it now! He raised his head with a sud­den re­solve and found him­self fac­ing Marie. Her cheeks glowed as he gazed at her.

			“Pelle,” she cried, re­joic­ing, “are you still at lib­er­ty? Then it wasn’t true! I have been to the meet­ing, and they said there you had been ar­rest­ed. Ach, we have been so un­hap­py!”

			“I shall be ar­rest­ed—I am on the way now.”

			“But, Pelle, dear Pelle!” She gazed at him with tear­ful eyes. Ah, he was still the foundling, who need­ed her care! Pelle him­self had tears in his eyes; he sud­den­ly felt weak and im­press­ible. Here was a hu­man child whose heart was beat­ing for him—and how beau­ti­ful she was, in her grief at his mis­for­tune!

			She stood be­fore him, slen­der, but gen­er­ous­ly formed; her hair—once so thin and un­car­ed-for—fell in heavy waves over her fore­head. She had emerged from her stunt­ed shell in­to a glo­ri­ous ma­tu­ri­ty. “Pelle,” she said, with down­cast eyes, grip­ping both his hands, “don’t go there tonight—wait till to­mor­row! All the oth­ers are re­joic­ing over the vic­to­ry tonight—and so should you! … Come with me, to my room, Pelle, you are so un­hap­py.” Her face showed him that she was fight­ing down her tears. She had nev­er looked so much a child as now.

			“Why do you hes­i­tate? Come with me! Am I not pret­ty? And I have kept it all for you! I have loved you since the very first time I ev­er saw you, Pelle, and I be­gan to grow, be­cause I want­ed to be beau­ti­ful for you. I owe noth­ing to any­one but you, and if you don’t want me I don’t want to go on liv­ing!”

			No, she owed noth­ing to any­one, this child from nowhere, but was sole­ly and en­tire­ly her own work. Love­ly and un­touched she came to him in her aban­don­ment, as though she were sent by the good an­gel of pover­ty to quick­en his heart. Beau­ti­ful and pure of heart she had grown up out of wretched­ness as though out of hap­pi­ness it­self, and where in the world should he rest his head, that was wea­ried to death, but on the heart of her who to him was child and moth­er and beloved?

			“Pelle, do you know, there was danc­ing to­day in the Fed­er­a­tion build­ing af­ter the meet­ing on the Com­mon, and we young girls had made a green gar­land, and I was to crown you with it when you came in­to the hall. Oh, we did cry when some­one came up and called out to us that they had tak­en you! But now you have won the wreath af­ter all, haven’t you? And you shall sleep sweet­ly and not think of to­mor­row!”

			And Pelle fell asleep with his head on her girl­ish bo­som. And as she lay there gaz­ing at him with the eyes of a moth­er, he dreamed that Den­mark’s hun­dred thou­sand work­ers were en­gaged in build­ing a splen­did cas­tle, and that he was the ar­chi­tect. And when the cas­tle was fin­ished he marched in at the head of the army of work­ers; singing they passed through the long cor­ri­dors, to fill the shin­ing halls. But the halls were not there—the cas­tle had turned in­to a prison! And they went on and on, but could not find their way out again.
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			Out in the mid­dle of the open, fer­tile coun­try, where the plough was busy turn­ing up the soil round the nu­mer­ous cheer­ful lit­tle hous­es, stood a gloomy build­ing that on ev­ery side turned bare walls to­ward the smil­ing world. No panes of glass caught the rud­dy glow of the morn­ing and evening sun and threw back its quiv­er­ing re­flec­tion; three rows of barred aper­tures drank in all the light of day with in­sa­tiable avid­i­ty. They were al­ways gap­ing greed­i­ly, and seen against the back­ground of blue spring sky, looked like holes lead­ing in­to the ev­er­last­ing dark­ness. In its heavy gloom the mass of ma­son­ry tow­ered above the many smil­ing homes, but their peace­able in­hab­i­tants did not seem to feel op­pressed. They ploughed their fields right up to the bare walls, and wher­ev­er the build­ing was vis­i­ble, eyes were turned to­ward it with an ex­pres­sion that told of the feel­ing of se­cu­ri­ty that its strong walls gave.

			Like a land­mark the huge build­ing tow­ered above ev­ery­thing else. It might very well have been a tem­ple raised to God’s glo­ry by a grate­ful hu­man­i­ty, so im­pos­ing was it; but if so, it must have been in by­gone ages, for no dwellings—even for the Almighty—are built nowa­days in so bar­bar­ic a style, as if the one ob­ject were to keep out light and air! The mas­sive walls were sat­u­rat­ed with the dank dark­ness with­in, and the cen­turies had weath­ered their sur­face and made on it lux­u­ri­ant cul­tures of fun­gus and mould, and yet they still seemed as if they could stand for an eter­ni­ty.

			The build­ing was no fortress, how­ev­er, nor yet a tem­ple whose dim re­cess­es were the abode of the un­known God. If you went up to the great, heavy door, which was al­ways closed you could read above the arch the one word “Prison” in large let­ters and be­low it a sim­ple Latin verse that with no lit­tle pre­ten­tious­ness pro­claimed:

			
				
					“I am the thresh­old to all virtue and wis­dom;
					

					Jus­tice flour­ish­es sole­ly for my sake.”
				

			

			One day in the mid­dle of spring, the lit­tle door in the prison gate opened, and a tall man stepped out and looked about him with eyes blink­ing at the light which fell up­on his ashen-white face. His step fal­tered and he had to lean for sup­port against the wall; he looked as if he were about to go back again, but he drew a deep breath and went out on to the open ground.

			The spring breeze made a play­ful as­sault up­on him, tried to ruf­fle his prison-clipped, slight­ly gray hair, which had been curly and fair when last it had done so, and pen­e­trat­ed gen­tly to his bare body like a soft, cool hand. “Wel­come, Pelle!” said the sun, as it peeped in­to his dis­tend­ed pupils in which the dark­ness of the prison-cell still lay brood­ing. Not a mus­cle of his face moved, how­ev­er; it was as though hewn out of stone. On­ly the pupils of his eyes con­tract­ed so vi­o­lent­ly as to be al­most painful, but he con­tin­ued to look earnest­ly be­fore him. When­ev­er he saw any­one, he stopped and gazed ea­ger­ly, per­haps in the hope that it was some­one com­ing to meet him.

			As he turned in­to the King’s Road some­one called to him. He turned round in sud­den, in­tense joy, but then his head dropped and he went on with­out an­swer­ing. It was on­ly a tramp, who was stand­ing half out of a ditch in a field a lit­tle way off, beck­on­ing to him. He came run­ning over the ploughed field, cry­ing hoarse­ly: “Wait a lit­tle, can’t you? Here have I been wait­ing for com­pa­ny all day, so you might as well wait a lit­tle!”

			He was a broad-shoul­dered, rather puffy-look­ing fel­low, with a flat back and the nape of his neck broad and straight and run­ning right up in­to his cap with­out form­ing any pro­jec­tion for the back of his head, mak­ing one in­vol­un­tar­i­ly think of the scaf­fold. The bone of his nose had sunk in­to his pur­ple face, giv­ing a bull­dog mix­ture of bru­tal­i­ty and stupid cu­rios­i­ty to its ex­pres­sion.

			“How long have you been in?” he asked, as he joined him, breath­less. There was a ma­li­cious look in his eyes.

			“I went in when Pon­tius Pi­late was a lit­tle boy, so you can reck­on it out for your­self,” said Pelle short­ly.

			“My good­ness! That was a good spell! And what were you copped for?”

			“Oh, there hap­pened to be an emp­ty place, so they took me and put me in—so that it shouldn’t stand emp­ty, you know!”

			The tramp scowled at him. “You’re lay­ing it on a lit­tle too thick! You won’t get any­one to be­lieve that!” he said un­cer­tain­ly. Sud­den­ly he put him­self in front of Pelle, and pushed his bull-like fore­head close to the oth­er’s face. “Now, I’ll just tell you some­thing, my boy!” he said. “I don’t want to touch any­one the first day I’m out, but you’d bet­ter take your­self and your con­found­ed up­pish­ness some­where else; for I’ve been ly­ing here wait­ing for com­pa­ny all day.”

			“I didn’t mean to of­fend any­one,” said Pelle ab­sent­ly. He looked as if he had not come back to earth, and ap­peared to have no in­ten­tion of do­ing any­thing.

			“Oh, didn’t you! That’s for­tu­nate for you, or I might have tak­en a col­or-print of your dole­ful face, how­ev­er un­will­ing­ly. By the way, moth­er said I was to give you her love.”

			“Are you Fer­di­nand?” asked Pelle, rais­ing his head.

			“Oh, don’t pre­tend!” said Fer­di­nand. “Be­ing in gaol seems to have made a swell of you!”

			“I didn’t rec­og­nize you,” said Pelle earnest­ly, sud­den­ly re­called to the world around him.

			“Oh, all right—if you say so. It must be the fault of my nose. I got it bashed in the evening af­ter I’d buried moth­er. I was to give you her love, by the way.”

			“Thank you!” said Pelle hearti­ly. Old mem­o­ries from the “Ark” filled his mind and sent his blood cours­ing through his veins once more. “Is it long since your moth­er died?” he asked sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly.

			Fer­di­nand nod­ded. “It was a good thing, how­ev­er,” he said, “for now there’s no one I need go and have a bad con­science about. I’d made up my mind that she de­served to have things com­fort­able in her old age, and I was aw­ful­ly care­ful; but all the same I was caught for a lit­tle rob­bery and got eight months. That was just af­ter you got in—but of course you know that.”

			“No! How could I know it?”

			“Well, I tele­graphed it over to you. I was just op­po­site you, in Wing A, and when I’d reck­oned out your cell, I be­spoke the whole line one evening, and knocked a mes­sage through to you. But there was a sanc­ti­mo­nious par­son at the cor­ner of your pas­sage, one of those moral folk—oh, you didn’t even know that, then? Well, I’d al­ways sus­pect­ed him of not pass­ing my mes­sage on, though a chap like that’s had an aw­ful lot of learn­ing put in­to him. Then when I came out I said to my­self that there must be an end to all this, for moth­er’d tak­en it very much to heart, and was fail­ing. I man­aged to get in­to one of the streets where hon­est thieves live, and went about as a col­por­teur, and it all went very well. It would have been hor­ri­bly mean if she’d died of hunger. And we had a jol­ly good time for six months, but then she slipped away all the same, and I can just tell you that I’ve nev­er been in such low spir­its as the day they put her un­der­ground in the ceme­tery. Well, I said to my­self, there lies moth­er smelling the weeds from un­der­neath, so you can just as well give it all up, for there’s noth­ing more to trou­ble about now. And I went up to the of­fice and asked for a set­tle­ment, and they cheat­ed me of fifty sub­scribers, the rogues!

			“Of course I went to the po­lice: I was stupid enough to do that at that time. But they’re all a lot of rogues to­geth­er. They thought it wouldn’t do to be­lieve a word that I said, and would have liked to put me in prison at once; but for all they poked about they couldn’t find a peg to hang their hat up­on. ‘He’s man­ag­ing to hide it well this time, the sly fel­low!’ they said, and let me go. But there soon was some­thing, for I set­tled the mat­ter my­self, and you may take your oath my em­ploy­ers didn’t get the best of the ar­range­ment. You see there are two kinds of peo­ple—poor peo­ple who are on­ly hon­est when they let them­selves be robbed, and all the oth­ers. Why the dev­il should one go about like a shorn sheep and not rob back! Some day of course there’ll be a bust-up, and then—‘three years, pris­on­er!’ I shall be in again be­fore long.”

			“That de­pends up­on your­self,” said Pelle slow­ly.

			“Oh, well, of course you can do some­thing; but the po­lice are al­ways get­ting sharp­er, and the man isn’t born who won’t fall in­to the trap soon­er or lat­er.”

			“You should try and get some hon­est em­ploy­ment again. You’ve shown that you can suc­ceed.”

			Fer­di­nand whis­tled. “In such a pal­try way as that! Many thanks for the good ad­vice! You’d like me to look af­ter a bloat­ed aris­to­crat’s geese and then sit on the steps and eat dry bread to the smell of the roast bird, would you? No, thank you! And even if I did—what then? You may be quite sure they’d keep a good watch on a fel­low, if he tried an hon­est job, and it wouldn’t be two days be­fore the shad­ow was there. ‘What’s this about Fer­di­nand? I hear things are not all square with him. I’m sor­ry, for he’s re­al­ly worked well; but he’d bet­ter look out for an­oth­er place.’ That’s what the de­cent ones would do; the oth­ers would sim­ply wait un­til his wages were due and take some­thing off—be­cause he’d been in once. They could nev­er be sure that he hadn’t stolen some­thing from them, could they? and it’s best to be care­ful! If you make a fuss, you’re called a thief to your face. I’ve tried it, let me tell you! And now you can try it your­self. You’ll be in again as soon as ev­er the spring comes! The worst of it is that it gets more ev­ery time; a fel­low like me may get five years for steal­ing five kro­nes. Isn’t that a shame? So it’s just as well to do some­thing to make it worth while. It wouldn’t mat­ter if you could on­ly get a good hit at it all. It’s all one to me now that moth­er’s dead. There’s a child cry­ing, but it’s not for me. There isn’t a soul that would shed a tear if I had to lay my head on the block. They’d come and stare, that’s what they’d do—and I should get prop­er­ly in­to the pa­pers!

			“Wicked? Of course I’m wicked! Some­times I feel like one great sore, and would like to let them hear all about it. There’s no such thing as gen­tle hands. That’s on­ly a lie, so I owe noth­ing to any­body. Sev­er­al times while I’ve been in there I’ve made up my mind to kill the warder, just so as to have a hit at some­thing; for he hadn’t done me any harm. But then I thought af­ter all it was stupid. I’d no ob­jec­tion to kick the buck­et; it would be a pleas­ant change any­how to sit­ting in prison all one’s life. But then you’d want to do some­thing first that would make a stir. That’s what I feel!”

			They walked on at a good pace, their faces turned in the di­rec­tion of the smoky mist of the town far ahead, Fer­di­nand chew­ing his quid and spit­ting in­ces­sant­ly. His hard­ened, bull­dog face with its blood­shot eyes was en­tire­ly with­out ex­pres­sion now that he was silent.

			A peas­ant lad came to­ward them, singing at the top of his voice. He must have been about twelve or four­teen years of age.

			“What are you so hap­py about, boy?” asked Fer­di­nand, stop­ping him.

			“I took a heifer in­to the town, and I got two kro­nes for the job,” an­swered the boy, smil­ing all over his face.

			“You must have been up ear­ly then,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, I left home at three last night. But now I’ve earned a day’s wages, and can take it easy the rest of the day!” an­swered the boy, throw­ing the two-kro­ne piece in­to the air and catch­ing it again.

			“Take care you don’t lose it,” said Fer­di­nand, fol­low­ing the coin with cov­etous eyes.

			The boy laughed mer­ri­ly.

			“Let’s see whether it’s a good one. They’re a fear­ful lot of thieves on the mar­ket in there.”

			The boy hand­ed him the coin. “Ah, yes, it’s one of those that you can break in half and make two of,” said Fer­di­nand, do­ing a few jug­gling tricks with it. “I sup­pose I may keep one?” His ex­pres­sion had be­come live­ly and he winked ma­li­cious­ly at Pelle as he stood play­ing with the coin so that it ap­peared to be two. “There you are; that’s yours,” he said, press­ing the piece of mon­ey firm­ly in­to the boy’s hand. “Take good care of it, so that you don’t get a scold­ing from your moth­er.”

			The boy opened his emp­ty hand in won­der­ment. “Give me my two-kro­ne!” he said, smil­ing un­cer­tain­ly.

			“What the dev­il—I’ve giv­en it you once!” said Fer­di­nand, push­ing the boy aside rough­ly and be­gin­ning to walk on.

			The boy fol­lowed him and begged per­sis­tent­ly for his mon­ey. Then he be­gan to cry.

			“Give him his mon­ey!” said Pelle cross­ly. “It’s not amus­ing now.”

			“Amus­ing?” ex­claimed Fer­di­nand, stop­ping abrupt­ly and gaz­ing at him in amaze­ment. “Do you think I play for small sums? What do I care about the boy! He may take him­self off; I’m not his fa­ther.”

			Pelle looked at him a mo­ment with­out com­pre­hend­ing; then he took a pa­per con­tain­ing a few sil­ver coins out of his waist­coat pock­et, and hand­ed the boy two kro­nes. The boy stood mo­tion­less with amaze­ment for a mo­ment, but then, seiz­ing the mon­ey, he dart­ed away as quick­ly as he could go.

			Fer­di­nand went on, growl­ing to him­self and blink­ing his eyes. Sud­den­ly he stopped and ex­claimed: “I’ll just tell you as a warn­ing that if it wasn’t you, and be­cause I don’t want to have this day spoiled, I’d have cracked your skull for you; for no one else would have played me that trick. Do you un­der­stand?” And he stood still again and pushed his heavy brow close to Pelle’s face.

			Quick as thought, Pelle seized him by his col­lar and trousers, and threw him forcibly on­to a heap of stones. “That’s the sec­ond time to­day that you’ve threat­ened to crack my skull,” he said in fury, pound­ing Fer­di­nand’s head against the stones. For a few mo­ments he held him down firm­ly, but then re­leased him and helped him to rise. Fer­di­nand was crim­son in the face, and stood sway­ing, ready to throw him­self up­on Pelle, while his gaze wan­dered round in search of a weapon. Then he hes­i­tat­ing­ly drew the two-kro­ne piece out of his pock­et, and hand­ed it to Pelle in sign of sub­jec­tion.

			“You may keep it,” said Pelle con­de­scend­ing­ly.

			Fer­di­nand quick­ly pock­et­ed it again, and be­gan to brush the mud off his clothes. “The skil­ly in there doesn’t seem to have weak­ened you much,” he said, shak­ing him­self good-na­tured­ly as they went on. “You’ve still got a con­found­ed hard hand. But what I can’t un­der­stand is why you should be so sor­ry for a hob­blede­hoy like that. He can take care of him­self with­out us.”

			“Weren’t you once sor­ry too for a lit­tle fel­low when some­one want­ed to take his mon­ey away from him?”

			“Oh, that lit­tle fel­low in the ‘Ark’ who was go­ing to fetch the medicine for his moth­er? That’s such a long time ago!”

			“You got in­to dif­fi­cul­ties with the po­lice for his sake! It was the first time you were at odds with the au­thor­i­ties, I think.”

			“Well, the boy hadn’t done any­thing; I saw that my­self. So I hob­bled the cop­per that was go­ing to run him in. His moth­er was ill—and my old ’un was alive; and so I was a big id­iot! You’ll see you won’t get far with your weak pity. Do we owe any­one any­thing, I should like to know?”

			“Yes, I do,” said Pelle, sud­den­ly rais­ing his face to­ward the light. “But I can’t say you’ve much to thank any­one for.”

			“What con­found­ed non­sense!” ex­claimed Fer­di­nand, star­ing at him. “Have they been good to you, did you say? When they shut you up in prison too, per­haps? You’re pre­tend­ing to be good, eh? You stop that! You’ll have to go far­ther in­to the coun­try with it. So you think you de­served your house-of-cor­rec­tion turn, while an­oth­er was on­ly suf­fer­ing the black­est in­jus­tice? Non­sense! They know well enough what they’re do­ing when they get hold of me, but they might very well have let you off. You got to­geth­er fifty thou­sand men, but what did you all do, I should like to know? You didn’t make as much dis­tur­bance as a mouse in a pair of la­dy’s un­men­tion­ables. Well-to-do peo­ple are far more afraid of me than of you and all your fel­lows to­geth­er. In­jus­tice! Oh, shut up and don’t slob­ber! You give no quar­ter, and you don’t ask any ei­ther: that’s all. And by the way, you might do me the fa­vor to take back your two-kro­ne. I don’t owe any­one any­thing.”

			“Well, bor­row it, then,” said Pelle. “You can’t go to town quite with­out mon­ey.”

			“Do take it, won’t you?” begged Fer­di­nand. “It isn’t so easy for you to get hold of any as for any­one else, and it was a lit­tle too mean the way I got it out of you. You’ve been sav­ing it up in there, a half­pen­ny a day, and per­haps gone with­out your quid, and I come and cheat you out of it! No, con­found it! And you gave moth­er a lit­tle in­to the bar­gain; I’d al­most for­got­ten it! Well, nev­er mind the tin then! I know a place where there’s a good stroke of busi­ness to be done.”

			A lit­tle above Damhus Lake they turned in­to a side road that led north­ward, in or­der to reach the town from the Nör­re­bro side. Far down to the right a great cloud of smoke hung in the air. It was the at­mos­phere of the city. As the east wind tore off frag­ments of it and car­ried them out, Fer­di­nand lift­ed his bull­dog nose and sniffed the air. “Wouldn’t I like to be sit­ting in the ‘Cup­ping-Glass’ be­fore a horse-steak with onions!” he said.

			By this time the af­ter­noon was well ad­vanced. They broke sticks out of a hedge and went on steadi­ly, fol­low­ing ditch­es and dikes as best they could. The plough was be­ing driv­en over the fields, back­ward and for­ward, turn­ing up the black earth, while crows and seabirds fought in the fresh fur­rows. The plough­men put the reins round their waist each time they came to the end of their line, threw the plough over and brought it in­to po­si­tion for a new fur­row, and while they let their hors­es take breath, gazed afar at the two strange spring way­far­ers. There was such a for­eign air about their clothes that they must be two of that kind of peo­ple that go on foot from land to land, they thought; and they called af­ter them scraps of for­eign sen­tences to show they knew some­thing about them. Ah, yes! They were men who could look about them! Per­haps by to­mor­row those two would be in a for­eign coun­try again, while oth­er folk nev­er left the place they were once in!

			They passed a white house stand­ing in state­ly seclu­sion among old trees, a high hawthorn hedge screen­ing the gar­den from the road. Fer­di­nand threw a hasty glance over the gate. The blinds were all down! He be­gan to be rest­less, and a lit­tle far­ther on he sud­den­ly slipped in be­hind a hedge and re­fused to go any far­ther. “I don’t care to show my­self in town emp­ty-hand­ed,” he said. “And be­sides evening’s the best time to go in at full speed. Let’s wait here un­til it’s dark. I can smell sil­ver in that house we passed.”

			“Come on now and let those fan­cies alone,” said Pelle earnest­ly. “A new life be­gins from to­day. I’ll man­age to help you to get hon­est work!”

			Fer­di­nand broke in­to laugh­ter. “Good gra­cious me! You help oth­ers! You haven’t tried yet what it is to come home from prison! You’ll find it hard enough to get any­where your­self, my good fel­low. New life, ha, ha! No; just you stay here and we’ll do a lit­tle busi­ness to­geth­er when it gets dark. The house doesn’t look quite squint-eyed. Then this evening we can go to the ‘Cup­ping-Glass’ and have a jol­ly good spree, and act the home­com­ing Amer­i­can. Be­sides it’s not right to go home with­out tak­ing some­thing for your fam­i­ly. Just you wait! You should see ‘Lau­ra with the Arm’ dance! She’s my cup­board-love, you know. She can dance blind­fold up­on a ta­ble full of beer-mugs with­out spilling a drop. There might be a lit­tle kiss for you too.—Hang it!—you don’t sure­ly imag­ine you’ll be made wel­come any­where else, do you? I can tell you there’s no one who’ll stand beck­on­ing you home.—Very well, then go to the dev­il, you fool, and re­mem­ber me to your month­ly nurse! When you’re tired of fam­i­ly life, you can ask for me at my ad­dress, the ‘Cup­ping-Glass.’ ” His hoarse, hol­low voice cut through the clear spring air as he shout­ed the last words with his hand to his mouth.

			Pelle went on quick­ly, as though anx­ious to leave some­thing be­hind him. He had had an in­sane hope of be­ing re­ceived in some kind way or oth­er when he came out—com­rades singing, per­haps, or a wom­an and two chil­dren stand­ing on the white high road, wait­ing for him! And there had on­ly been Fer­di­nand to meet him! Well, it had been a damper, and now he shook off the dis­ap­point­ment and set out at a good pace. The ac­tive move­ment set his puls­es beat­ing. The sky had nev­er be­fore been so bright as it was to­day; the sun shone right in­to his heart. There was a smil­ing greet­ing in it all—in the wind that threw it­self in­to his very arms, in the fresh earth and in the run­ning wa­ter in the ditch­es. Wel­come back again, Pelle!

			How wide and fair the world looks when you’ve spent years with­in four bare walls! Down in the south the clouds were like the breast of a great bright bird, one of those that come a long way ev­ery year with sum­mer in the beat of their strong wings; and on all sides lay the open, white roads, point­ing on­ward with bright as­sur­ances.

			For the fourth time he was set­ting out to con­quer the world, and this time it was in bit­ter earnest. There had al­ways be­fore proved to be some­thing more be­hind, but now he felt that what he should now set out up­on would be de­ci­sive; if he was vic­to­ri­ous now, he would con­quer eter­ni­ty. This time it must be ei­ther for weal or woe, and all that he pos­sessed he was now bring­ing in­to the field. He had nev­er be­fore been so heav­i­ly equipped. Far off he could still make out the dome of the prison, which stood there like a huge mill over the de­scent to the nether world, and ground mis­ery in­to crime in the name of hu­man­i­ty. It sucked down ev­ery­one who was ex­posed to life’s un­cer­tain­ty; he had him­self hung in the fun­nel and felt how its whirling drew him down.

			But Pelle had been too well equipped. Hith­er­to he had suc­cess­ful­ly con­vert­ed ev­ery­thing in­to means of ris­ing, and he took this in the same way. His hair was no longer fair, but, on the oth­er hand, his mind was mag­i­cal­ly filled with a se­cret knowl­edge of the in­ner na­ture of things, for he had sat at the root of all things, and by lis­ten­ing had drawn it out of the soli­tude. He had been sit­ting mop­ing in the dark moun­tain like Prince For­tune, while Eter­ni­ty sang to him of the great won­der. The spir­its of evil had car­ried him away in­to the moun­tains; that was all. And now they had set him free again, be­liev­ing that he had be­come a troll like all his pre­de­ces­sors. But Pelle was not be­witched. He had al­ready con­sumed many things in his growth, and this was added to the rest. What did a lit­tle con­fine­ment sig­ni­fy as com­pared with the slow drip, drip, of cen­turies? Had he not been born with a caul, up­on which nei­ther steel nor poi­son made any im­pres­sion?

			He sat down on an el­e­va­tion, pulled off his cap, and let the cool breeze play up­on his fore­head. It was full of rich prom­ises; in its ver­nal wan­der­ing over the earth it had gath­ered up all that could im­prove and strength­en, and load­ed him with it. Look around you, Pelle!

			On all sides the soil was be­ing pre­pared, the plough-teams nod­ded up the gen­tle in­clines and dis­ap­peared down the oth­er side. A thin va­por rose from the soil; it was the last of the cold evap­o­rat­ing in the de­clin­ing spring day. Some way down a few red cot­tages smil­ing­ly faced the sun­set, and still far­ther on lay the town with its eter­nal cloud of smoke hang­ing over it.

			What would his fu­ture be like down there? And how did mat­ters stand? Had the new made its way to the front, or would he once more have to sub­mit to an ex­tor­tion­er, get on­ly the bare nec­es­saries of life out of his work, and see the rest dis­ap­pear in­to some­one else’s pock­et? A num­ber of new fac­to­ries had grown up, and now formed quite a belt about the city, with their hun­dreds of gi­ant chim­neys stretch­ing up in­to the sky. But some­thing must be go­ing on, since they were not smok­ing. Was it a wages con­flict?

			He was now go­ing to lay plans for his life, build it up again up­on the deep foun­da­tion that had been laid in his soli­tude; and yet he knew ab­so­lute­ly noth­ing of the con­di­tions down in the town! Well, he had friends in thou­sands; the town was sim­ply ly­ing wait­ing to re­ceive him with open arms, more fond of him than ev­er be­cause of all he had suf­fered. With all his ig­no­rance he had been able to lead them on a lit­tle way; the de­vel­op­ment had cho­sen him as its blind in­stru­ment, and it had been suc­cess­ful; but now he was go­ing to lead them right in­to the land, for now he felt the bur­den of life with­in him.

			Hul­lo! if he wasn’t build­ing cas­tles in the air just as in the old days, and for­get­ting all that the prison cell had taught him so bit­ter­ly! The oth­ers’ good in­deed! He had been busi­ly con­cerned for the homes of oth­ers, and had not even suc­ceed­ed in build­ing his own! What hum­bug! Down there were three ne­glect­ed be­ings who would bring ac­cu­sa­tions against him, and what was the use of his shel­ter­ing him­self be­hind the wel­fare of the many? What was the good of re­ceiv­ing praise from tens of thou­sands and be­ing called bene­fac­tor by the whole world, if those three whose wel­fare had been en­trust­ed to him ac­cused him of hav­ing failed them? He had of­ten enough tried to sti­fle their ac­cus­ing voic­es, but in there it was not pos­si­ble to sti­fle any­thing in­to si­lence.

			Pelle still had no doubt that he was cho­sen to ac­com­plish some­thing for the mass­es, but it had be­come of such sec­ondary im­por­tance when he rec­ol­lect­ed that he had ne­glect­ed his share of that which was the du­ty of ev­ery­one. He had mis­tak­en small for great, and be­lieved that when he ac­com­plished some­thing that no one else could do, he might in re­turn pay less at­ten­tion to or­di­nary ev­ery­day du­ties; but the fates or­dained that the bur­den of life should be laid just where ev­ery­one could help. And now he was com­ing back like a poor beg­gar, who had con­quered ev­ery­thing ex­cept the ac­tu­al, and there­fore pos­sessed noth­ing, and had to beg for mer­cy. Brand­ed as a crim­i­nal, he must now be­gin at the be­gin­ning, and ac­com­plish that which he had not been able to do in the days of his pow­er. It would be dif­fi­cult to build his home un­der these cir­cum­stances, and who was there to help him? Those three who could have spo­ken for him he had left to their own de­vices as pun­ish­ment for an of­fence which in re­al­i­ty was his own.

			He had nev­er be­fore set out in such a pover­ty-strick­en state. He did not even come like one who had some­thing to for­give: his prison-cell had left him noth­ing. He had had time enough there to go care­ful­ly over the whole mat­ter, and ev­ery­thing about Ellen that he had be­fore been too much oc­cu­pied to no­tice or had felt like a silent op­po­si­tion to his projects, now stood out clear­ly, and formed it­self, against his will, in­to the pic­ture of a wom­an who nev­er thought of her­self, but on­ly of the care of her lit­tle world and how she could sac­ri­fice her­self. He could not af­ford to give up any of his right here, and mar­shalled all his ac­cu­sa­tions against her, bring­ing for­ward laws and morals; but it all failed com­plete­ly to shake the im­age, and on­ly em­pha­sized yet more the strength of her na­ture. She had sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing for him and the chil­dren, her one de­sire be­ing to see them hap­py. Each of his at­tacks on­ly washed away a fresh lay­er of ob­struct­ing mire, and made the sac­ri­fice in her ac­tion stand out more clear­ly. It was be­cause she was so un­sen­su­al and chaste that she could act as she had done. Alas! she had had to pay dear­ly for his re­miss­ness; it was the moth­er who, in their ex­treme want, gave her own body to nour­ish her off­spring.

			Pelle would not yield, but fought fierce­ly against con­vic­tion. He had been robbed of free­dom and the right to be a hu­man be­ing like oth­ers, and now soli­tude was about to take from him all that re­mained to sus­tain him. Even if ev­ery­thing joined to­geth­er against him, he was not wrong, he would not be wrong. It was he who had brought the great con­flict to an end at the cost of his own—and he had found Ellen to be a pros­ti­tute! His thoughts clung to this word, and shout­ed it hoarse­ly, un­ceas­ing­ly—pros­ti­tute! pros­ti­tute! He did not con­nect it with any­thing, but on­ly want­ed to drown the clam­or of ac­cu­sa­tions on all sides which were mak­ing him still more naked and mis­er­able.

			At first let­ters now and then came to him, prob­a­bly from old com­pan­ions-in-arms, per­haps too from Ellen: he did not know, for he re­fused to take them. He hat­ed Ellen be­cause she was the stronger, hat­ed in im­po­tent de­fi­ance ev­ery­thing and ev­ery­body. Nei­ther she nor any­one else should have the sat­is­fac­tion of be­ing any com­fort to him; since he had been shut up as an un­clean per­son, he had bet­ter keep him­self quite apart from them. He would make his pun­ish­ment still more hard, and pur­pose­ly in­creased his for­lorn­ness, kept out of his thoughts ev­ery­thing that was near and dear to him, and dragged the painful things in­to the fore­ground. Ellen had of course for­got­ten him for some­one else, and had per­haps turned the chil­dren’s thoughts from him; they would cer­tain­ly be for­bid­den to men­tion the word “fa­ther.” He could dis­tinct­ly see them all three sit­ting hap­pi­ly round the lamp; and when some turn in the con­ver­sa­tion threat­ened to lead it to the sub­ject of him­self, a cold­ness and still­ness as of death sud­den­ly fell up­on them. He mer­ci­less­ly filled his ex­is­tence with icy ac­knowl­edg­ment on all points, and be­lieved he re­venged him­self by breath­ing in the dead­ly cold.

			Af­ter a pro­longed pe­ri­od of this he was at­tacked with fren­zy, dashed him­self blind­ly against the walls, and shout­ed that he want­ed to get out. To qui­et him he was put in­to a strait-waist­coat and re­moved to a pitch-dark cell. On the whole he was one of the so-called de­fi­ant pris­on­ers, who meant to kick against the pricks, and he was treat­ed ac­cord­ing­ly.

			But one night when he lay groan­ing af­ter a pun­ish­ment, and saw the an­gry face of God in the dark­ness, he sud­den­ly be­came silent. “Are you a hu­man be­ing?” it said, “and can­not even bear a lit­tle suf­fer­ing?” Pelle was star­tled. He had nev­er known that there was any­thing par­tic­u­lar­ly hu­man in suf­fer­ing. But from that night he be­haved qui­et­ly, with a lis­ten­ing ex­pres­sion, as if he heard some­thing through the walls. “Now he’s be­come qui­et,” said the gaol­er, who was look­ing at him through the peep­hole. “It won’t be long be­fore he’s an id­iot!”

			But Pelle had on­ly come out on the oth­er side; he was star­ing brave­ly in­to the dark­ness to see God’s face once more, but in a gen­tler guise. The first thing he saw was Ellen again, sit­ting there beau­ti­ful, ex­cul­pat­ed, made more de­sir­able by all his ac­cu­sa­tions. How great and fate­ful all pet­ty things be­came here! What was the good of de­fend­ing him­self? She was his fate, and he would have to sur­ren­der un­con­di­tion­al­ly. He still did not com­pre­hend her, but he had a con­scious­ness of greater laws for life, laws that raised her and made him small. She and hers passed un­de­filed through places where he stuck fast in the sur­face mire.

			She seemed to him to grow in here, and led his thoughts be­hind the sur­face, where they had nev­er been be­fore. Her un­fail­ing moth­er-love was like a beat­ing pulse that rose from the in­vis­i­ble and re­vealed hid­den mys­ti­cal forces—the per­cep­ti­ble rhythm of a great heart which beat in con­ceal­ment be­hind ev­ery­thing. Her care re­sem­bled that of God Him­self; she was near­er to the springs of life than he.

			The springs of life! Through her the ex­pres­sion for the first time ac­quired a mean­ing for him. It was on the whole as if she recre­at­ed him, and by oc­cu­py­ing him­self with her ev­er enig­mat­i­cal na­ture, his thoughts were turned fur­ther and fur­ther in­ward. He sus­pect­ed the pres­ence of strong cur­rents which bore the whole thing; and some­times in the si­lence of his cell he seemed to hear his ex­is­tence flow­ing, flow­ing like a broad stream, and emp­ty­ing it­self out there where his thoughts had nev­er ven­tured to roam. What be­came of the days and the years with all that they had held? The ev­er present Ellen, who had nev­er her­self giv­en a thought to the un­seen, brought Pelle face to face with in­fin­i­ty.

			While all this was go­ing on with­in him, they sang one Sun­day dur­ing the prison ser­vice Grundtvig’s hymn, “The for­mer days have passed away.” The hymn ex­pressed all that he had him­self vague­ly thought, and touched him deeply; the vers­es came to him in his nar­row pen like waves from a mighty ocean, which rolled ages in to the shore in mo­not­o­nous pow­er. He sud­den­ly and strong­ly re­al­ized the pas­sage of gen­er­a­tions of hu­man be­ings over the earth, and bold­ly grasped what he had un­til now on­ly dim­ly sus­pect­ed, name­ly, his own con­nec­tion with them all, both those who were liv­ing then and all those who had gone be­fore. How small his own idea of union had been when mea­sured by this im­mense com­mu­ni­ty of souls, and what a re­spon­si­bil­i­ty was con­nect­ed with each one! He un­der­stood now how fa­tal it was to act reck­less­ly, then break off and leave ev­ery­thing. In re­al­i­ty you could nev­er leave any­thing; the very small­est thing you shirked would be wait­ing for you as your fate at the next mile­stone. And who, in­deed, was able to over­look an ac­tion? You had to be le­nient con­tin­u­al­ly, and at last it would turn out that you had been le­nient to your­self.

			Pelle was tak­ing in wis­dom, and his own heart con­firmed it. The thought of Ellen filled his mind more and more; he had lost her, and yet he could not get be­yond her. Did she still love him? This ques­tion pur­sued him day and night with ev­er in­creas­ing ve­he­mence, un­til even his life seemed to de­pend up­on it. He felt, as he gazed ques­tion­ing­ly in­to his soli­tude, that he would be worth­less if he did not win her back. New worlds grew up be­fore him; he could dim­ly dis­cern the great con­nec­tion be­tween things, and thought he could see how deep down the roots of life stretched, draw­ing nour­ish­ment from the very dark­ness in which he dwelt. But to this he re­ceived no an­swer.

			He nev­er dreamt of writ­ing to her. God had His own way of deal­ing with the soul, a way with which one did not in­ter­fere. It would have to come like all the rest, and he lulled him­self with the fool­ish hope that Ellen would come and vis­it him, for he was now in the right mood to re­ceive her. On Sun­days he lis­tened ea­ger­ly to the heavy clang of the gate. It meant vis­i­tors to the pris­on­ers; and when the gaol­er came along the cor­ri­dor rat­tling his keys, Pelle’s heart beat suf­fo­cat­ing­ly. This re­peat­ed it­self Sun­day af­ter Sun­day, and then he gave up hope and re­signed him­self to his fate.

			Af­ter a long time, how­ev­er, for­tune fa­vored him and brought him a greet­ing.

			Pelle took no per­son­al part in the knock­ing that ev­ery evening af­ter the lights were out sound­ed through the im­mense build­ing as if a thou­sand death-ticks were at work. He had enough of his own to think about, and on­ly knocked those mes­sages on that had to pass through his cell. One day, how­ev­er, a new pris­on­er was placed in the cell next to his, and woke him. He was a reg­u­lar fre­quenter of the es­tab­lish­ment, and im­me­di­ate­ly set about pro­claim­ing his ar­rival in all di­rec­tions. It was Druk-Valde, “Wid­ow” Ras­mussen’s idler of a sweet­heart, who used to stand all the win­ter through in the gate­way in Chapel Road, and spit over the toes of his well-pol­ished shoes.

			Yes, Valde knew Pelle’s fam­i­ly well; his sweet­heart had looked af­ter the chil­dren when Ellen, dur­ing the great con­flict, be­gan to go out to work. Ellen had been very suc­cess­ful, and still held her head high. She sewed up­pers and had a cou­ple of ap­pren­tices to help her, and she was re­al­ly do­ing pret­ty well. She did not as­so­ciate with any­one, not even with her rel­a­tives, for she nev­er left her chil­dren.

			Druk-Valde had to go to the wall ev­ery evening; the most in­signif­i­cant de­tail was of the great­est im­por­tance. Pelle could see Ellen as if she were stand­ing in the dark­ness be­fore him, pale, al­ways clad in black, al­ways se­ri­ous. She had bro­ken with her par­ents; she had sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing for his sake! She even talked about him so that the chil­dren should not have for­got­ten him by the time he came back. “The lit­tle beg­gars think you’re trav­el­ling,” said Valde.

			So ev­ery­thing was all right! It was like sun­shine in his heart to know that she was wait­ing faith­ful­ly for him al­though he had cast her off. All the ice must melt and dis­ap­pear; he was a rich man in spite of ev­ery­thing.

			Did she bear his name? he asked ea­ger­ly. It would be like her—in­trepid as she was—de­fi­ant­ly to write “Pelle” in large let­ters on the door­plate.

			Yes, of course! There was no such thing as hid­ing there! Lasse Fred­erik and his sis­ter were big now, and lit­tle Boy Com­fort was a huge fel­low for his age—a reg­u­lar lit­tle fat­ty. To see him sit­ting in his per­am­bu­la­tor, when they wheeled him out on Sun­days, was a sight for gods!

			Pelle stood in the dark­ness as though stunned. Boy Com­fort, a lit­tle fel­low sit­ting in a per­am­bu­la­tor! And it was not an adopt­ed child ei­ther; Druk-Valde so ev­i­dent­ly took it to be his. Ellen! Ellen!

			He went no more to the wall. Druk-Valde knocked in vain, and his six months came to an end with­out Pelle notic­ing it. This time he made no dis­tur­bance, but shrank un­der a feel­ing of be­ing ac­cursed. Prov­i­dence must be hos­tile to him, since the same blow had been aimed at him twice. In the day­time he sought re­lief in hard work and read­ing; at night he lay on his dirty, mouldy-smelling mat­tress and wept. He no longer tried to over­throw his con­cep­tion of Ellen, for he knew it was hope­less: she still trag­i­cal­ly over­shad­owed ev­ery­thing. She was his fate and still filled his thoughts, but not bright­ly; there was in­deed noth­ing bright or great about it now, on­ly im­per­a­tive ne­ces­si­ty.

			And then his work! For a man there was al­ways work to fall back up­on, when hap­pi­ness failed him. Pelle set to work in earnest, and the man who was at the head of the prison shoe­mak­ing de­part­ment liked to have him, for he did much more than was re­quired of him. In his leisure hours he read dili­gent­ly, and en­tered with zest in­to the prison school­work, tak­ing up es­pe­cial­ly his­to­ry and lan­guages. The prison chap­lain and the teach­ers took an in­ter­est in him, and pro­cured books for him which were gen­er­al­ly un­ob­tain­able by the pris­on­ers.

			When he was thor­ough­ly tired out he al­lowed his mind to seek rest in thoughts of his home. His weari­ness cast a con­cil­ia­to­ry light over ev­ery­thing, and he would lie up­on his pal­let and in imag­i­na­tion spend hap­py hours with his chil­dren, in­clud­ing that young cuck­oo who al­ways looked at him with such a strange­ly mock­ing ex­pres­sion. To Ellen alone he did not get near. She had nev­er been so beau­ti­ful as now in her un­ap­proach­able­ness, but she re­ceived all his as­sur­ances in mys­te­ri­ous si­lence, on­ly gaz­ing at him with her un­fath­omable eyes. He had for­sak­en her and the home; he knew that; but had he not al­so made repa­ra­tion? It was her child he held on his knee, and he meant to build the home up again. He had had enough of an out­law’s life, and need­ed a heart up­on which to rest his weary head.

			All this was dream­ing, but now he was on his way down to be­gin from the be­gin­ning. He did not feel very coura­geous; the un­cer­tain­ty held so many pos­si­bil­i­ties. Were the chil­dren and Ellen well, and was she still wait­ing for him? And his com­rades? How would his fate shape it­self?

			

			Pelle was so lit­tle ac­cus­tomed to be­ing in the fresh air that it af­fect­ed him pow­er­ful­ly, and, much against his will, he fell asleep as he leaned back up­on the bank. The long­ing to reach the end of his jour­ney made him dream that he was still walk­ing on and mak­ing his en­try in­to the city; but he did not rec­og­nize it, ev­ery­thing was so changed. Peo­ple were walk­ing about in their best clothes, ei­ther go­ing to the wood or to hear lec­tures. “Who is do­ing the work, then?” he asked of a man whom he met.

			“Work!” ex­claimed the man in sur­prise. “Why, the ma­chines, of course! We each have three hours at them in the day, but it’ll soon be changed to two, for the ma­chines are get­ting more and more clever. It’s splen­did to live and to know that there are no slaves but those inan­i­mate ma­chines; and for that we have to thank a man called Pelle.”

			“Why, that’s me!” ex­claimed Pelle, laugh­ing with plea­sure.

			“You! What ab­sur­di­ty! Why, you’re a young man, and all this hap­pened many years ago.”

			“It is me, all the same! Don’t you see that my hair is gray and my fore­head lined? I got like that in fight­ing for you. Don’t you rec­og­nize me?” But peo­ple on­ly laughed at him, and he had to go on.

			“I’ll go to Ellen!” he thought, dis­heart­ened. “She’ll speak up for me!” And while the thought was in his mind, he found him­self in her par­lor.

			“Sit down!” she said kind­ly. “My hus­band’ll be here di­rect­ly.”

			“Why, I’m your hus­band!” he ex­claimed, hard­ly able to keep back his tears; but she looked at him cold­ly and with­out recog­ni­tion, and moved to­ward the door.

			“I’m Pelle!” he said, hold­ing out his hand be­seech­ing­ly. “Don’t you know me?”

			Ellen opened her lips to cry out, and at that mo­ment the hus­band ap­peared threat­en­ing­ly in the door­way. From be­hind him Lasse Fred­erik and Sis­ter peeped out in alarm, and Pelle saw with a cer­tain amount of sat­is­fac­tion that there were on­ly the two. The ter­ri­ble thing, how­ev­er, was that the man was him­self, the true Pelle with the good, fair mous­tache, the lock of hair on his fore­head and the go-ahead ex­pres­sion. When he dis­cov­ered this, it all col­lapsed and he sank down in de­spair.

			Pelle awoke with a start, bathed in per­spi­ra­tion, and saw with thank­ful­ness the fields and the bright at­mos­phere: he was at any rate still alive! He rose and walked on with heavy steps while the spring breeze cooled his brow.

			His road led him to Nör­re­bro. The sun was set­ting be­hind him; it must be about the time for leav­ing off work, and yet no hoot­er sound­ed from the nu­mer­ous fac­to­ries, no stream of be­grimed hu­man be­ings poured out of the side streets. In the lit­tle tea-gar­dens in the Fred­erikssund Road sat work­men’s fam­i­lies with per­am­bu­la­tor and pro­vi­sion-bas­ket; they were dressed in their best and were en­joy­ing the spring day. Was there af­ter all some­thing in his dream? If so, it would be splen­did to come back! He asked peo­ple what was go­ing on, and was told that it was the elec­tions. “We’re go­ing to take the city to­day!” they said, laugh­ing tri­umphant­ly.

			From the square he turned in­to the church­yard, and went down the somber av­enue of poplars to Chapel Road. Op­po­site the end of the av­enue he saw the two lit­tle win­dows in the sec­ond floor; and in his pas­sion­ate long­ing he seemed to see Ellen stand­ing there and beck­on­ing. He ran now, and took the stairs three or four at a time.

			Just as he was about to pull the bell-cord, he heard strange voic­es with­in, and paused as though par­a­lyzed. The door looked cold and as if it had noth­ing to do with him; and there was no door­plate. He went slow­ly down the stairs and asked in the green­gro­cer’s cel­lar be­low whether a wom­an who sewed up­pers did not live on the sec­ond floor to the left. She had been for­sak­en by her hus­band and had two chil­dren—three, he cor­rect­ed him­self humbly; what had be­come of them?

			The deputy-land­lord was a new man and could give him no in­for­ma­tion; so he went up in­to the house again, and asked from door to door but with­out any re­sult. Poor peo­ple do not gen­er­al­ly live long in one place.

			Pelle wan­dered about the streets at hap­haz­ard. He could think of no way of get­ting Ellen’s ad­dress, and gave it up dis­heart­ened; in his for­lorn con­di­tion he had the im­pres­sion that peo­ple avoid­ed him, and it dis­cour­aged him. His soul was sick with long­ing for a kind word and a ca­ress, and there was no one to give them. No eyes bright­ened at see­ing him out again, and he hunt­ed in vain in house af­ter house for some­one who would sym­pa­thize with him. A sud­den feel­ing of ha­tred arose in him, an evil de­sire to hit out at ev­ery­thing and go reck­less­ly on.

			Twi­light was com­ing on. Be­low the church­yard wall some news­pa­per-boys were play­ing “touch last” on their bi­cy­cles. They man­aged their ma­chines like cir­cus-rid­ers, and re­sem­bled lit­tle gau­chos, throw­ing them back and run­ning up­on the back wheel on­ly, and bound­ing over ob­sta­cles. They had strapped their bags on their backs, and their blue cap-bands flapped about their ears like pen­nons.

			Pelle seat­ed him­self up­on a bench, and ab­sent­ly fol­lowed their reck­less play, while his thoughts went back to his own care­less boy­hood. A boy of ten or twelve took the lead in break­neck tricks, shout­ing and com­mand­ing; he was the chief of the band, and main­tained the lead­er­ship with a high hand. His face, with its snub nose, beamed with live­ly im­pu­dence, and his cap rest­ed up­on two ex­cep­tion­al­ly prom­i­nent ears.

			The boys be­gan to make of the stranger a tar­get for their ex­u­ber­ant spir­its. In dash­ing past him they pre­tend­ed to lose con­trol of their ma­chine, so that it al­most went over his foot; and at last the lead­er sud­den­ly snatched off his cap. Pelle qui­et­ly picked it up, but when the boy came cir­cling back with mea­sured strokes as though pon­der­ing some fresh piece of mis­chief he sprang up and seized him by the col­lar.

			“Now you shall have a thrash­ing, you scamp!” he said, lift­ing him off his bi­cy­cle. “But it’ll be just as well if you get it from your par­ents. What’s your fa­ther’s name?”

			“He hasn’t got a fa­ther!” cried the oth­er boys, flock­ing round them threat­en­ing­ly. “Let him go!”

			The boy opened his lips to give vent to a tor­rent of bad lan­guage, but stopped sud­den­ly and gazed in ter­ror at Pelle, strug­gling like a mad thing to get away. Pelle let him go in sur­prise, and saw him mount his bi­cy­cle and dis­ap­pear howl­ing. His com­pan­ions dashed af­ter him like a flight of swal­lows. “Wait a lit­tle, Lasse Fred­erik!” they cried. Pelle stood a lit­tle while gaz­ing af­ter them, and then with bent head walked slow­ly in­to Nör­re­bro Street.

			It was strange to be walk­ing again in this street, which had played so great a part in his life. The traf­fic was heav­ier here than in oth­er places, and the stone paving made it more so. A pe­cu­liar adaman­tine self-de­pen­dence was char­ac­ter­is­tic of this dis­trict where ev­ery step was weight­ed with the weight of la­bor.

			The shops were the same, and he al­so rec­og­nized sev­er­al of the shop­keep­ers. He tried to feel at home in the crowd, and looked in­to peo­ple’s faces, won­der­ing whether any­one would rec­og­nize him. He both wished and feared it, but they hur­ried past, on­ly now and then one of them would won­der a lit­tle at his strange ap­pear­ance. He him­self knew most of them as well as if it had been yes­ter­day he had had to do with those thou­sands, for the in­ter­me­di­ate years had not thrust new faces in be­tween him and the old ones. Now and again he met one of his men walk­ing on the pave­ment with his wife on his arm, while oth­ers were stand­ing on the elec­tric tram­cars as driv­ers and con­duc­tors. Weak­lings and steady fel­lows—they were his army. He could name them by name and was ac­quaint­ed with their fam­i­ly cir­cum­stances. Well, a good deal of wa­ter had run un­der the bridge since then!

			He went in­to a lit­tle inn for trav­el­ling ar­ti­sans, and en­gaged a room.

			“It’s easy to see that you’ve been away from this coun­try for a day or two,” said the land­lord. “Have you been far?”

			Oh, yes, Pelle had seen some­thing of the world. And here at home there had been a good many changes. How did the Move­ment get on?

			“Cap­i­tal­ly! Yes, aw­ful­ly well! Our par­ty has made tremen­dous progress; to­day we shall take the town!”

			“That’ll make a dif­fer­ence in things, I sup­pose?”

			“Oh, well, I wouldn’t say that for cer­tain. Un­em­ploy­ment in­creas­es ev­ery year, and it’s all the same who rep­re­sents the town and sits in par­lia­ment. But we’ve got on very well as far as prices go.”

			“Tell me—there was a man in the Move­ment a few years ago called Pelle; what’s be­come of him?”

			The land­lord scratched his part­ing. “Pelle! Pelle! Yes, of course. What in the world was there about him? Didn’t he make false coins, or rob a till? If I re­mem­ber right, he end­ed by go­ing to prison. Well, well, there are bad char­ac­ters in ev­ery move­ment.”

			A cou­ple of work­men, who were sit­ting at a ta­ble eat­ing fried liv­er, joined in the con­ver­sa­tion. “He came a good deal to the front five or six years ago,” said one of them with his mouth full. “But there wasn’t much in him; he had too much imag­i­na­tion.”

			“He had the gift of the gab, any­how,” said the oth­er. “I still dis­tinct­ly re­mem­ber him at the great lock­out. He could make you think you were no end of a fine fel­low, he could! Well, that’s all past and gone! Your health, com­rade!”

			Pelle rose qui­et­ly and went out. He was for­got­ten; no­body re­mem­bered any­thing about him, in spite of all that he had fought for and suf­fered. Much must have passed over their heads since then, and him they had sim­ply for­got­ten.

			He did not know what to do with him­self, more home­less here in this street, which should have been his own, than in any oth­er place. It was black with peo­ple, but he was not car­ried with the stream; he re­sem­bled some­thing that has been washed up to one side and left ly­ing.

			They were all in their best clothes. The work­men came in crowds on their way ei­ther from or to the polling-booths, and some were col­lect­ed and ac­com­pa­nied thith­er by ea­ger com­rades. One man would shout to an­oth­er across the road through his hol­lowed hand: “Hi, Pe­tersen! I sup­pose you’ve vot­ed?” Ev­ery­where there was ex­cite­ment and good hu­mor: the city was to be tak­en!

			Pelle went with the stream over Queen Louise’s Bridge and far­ther in­to the city. Here the feel­ing was dif­fer­ent, opin­ions were di­vid­ed, peo­ple ex­changed sharp words. Out­side the news­pa­per-of­fices stood dense crowds im­ped­ing the wheel-traf­fic as they wait­ed pa­tient­ly for the re­sults that were shown in the win­dows. Ev­ery time a con­test­ed dis­trict came in, a wave of move­ment passed through the crowd, fol­lowed by a mighty roar if a vic­to­ry was record­ed. All was com­par­a­tive­ly qui­et; peo­ple stood out­side the of­fices of the pa­pers that bore the col­or of their par­ty. On­ly the quar­rel­some men gath­ered about their op­po­nents and had their hats bashed in. With­in the of­fices the mem­bers of the staff were pass­ing busi­ly back­ward and for­ward, hang­ing up the re­sults and cor­rect­ing them.

			All the cafés and restau­rants were full of cus­tomers. The tele­phone rang in­ces­sant­ly, and mes­sen­gers kept com­ing with lists from the tele­gram bu­reaus; men fought over the re­sults in front of the great black­board and chances were dis­cussed at the ta­bles and much po­lit­i­cal non­sense was talked.

			Pelle had nev­er seen the city so ex­cit­ed, not even dur­ing the great lock­out. Class faced class with clenched fists, the work­men even more ea­ger than the up­per class: they had be­come out-and-out politi­cians. He could see that the Move­ment had shift­ed its cen­ter of grav­i­ty over this. What was nec­es­sary was to gain seats; to­day they ex­pect­ed to get the up­per hand in the city and a firm foot­ing out in the coun­try. Sev­er­al of the old lead­ers were al­ready in par­lia­ment and brought for­ward their prac­ti­cal ex­pe­ri­ence in the de­bate; their aim now was noth­ing less than to usurp the po­lit­i­cal pow­er. This was bold enough: they must have been suc­cess­ful, af­ter all. He still pos­sessed his old quick­ness of hear­ing as re­gards the gen­er­al feel­ing, and per­ceived a change in the pub­lic tone. It had be­come broad­er, more demo­crat­ic. Even the up­per class­es sub­mit­ted to the bal­lot now, and con­de­scend­ed to fight for a ma­jor­i­ty of votes.

			Pelle could see no place for him­self, how­ev­er, in this con­flict. “Hi, you there! I sup­pose you’ve vot­ed?” men shout­ed to him as they passed. Vot­ed! He had not even the right to vote! In the bat­tle that was now be­ing fought, their old lead­er was not even al­lowed to take part as an or­di­nary sol­dier.

			Out of the road! They marched in small bands on their way to the polling-booths or the As­sem­bly Rooms, tak­ing up the whole pave­ment, and Pelle read­i­ly moved out of their way. This time he did not come like a king’s son for whom the whole world stood wait­ing.

			He was of the scum of the earth, nei­ther more nor less, one who had been thrown aside and for­got­ten. If he suc­ceed­ed in re­call­ing him­self to their re­mem­brance, it would on­ly be the bring­ing up of the sto­ry of a crim­i­nal. There was the house where the Stolpes lived. Per­haps they knew where Ellen was. But what did it mat­ter to him? He had not for­got­ten Lasse Fred­erik’s ter­ror-strick­en face. And there was the cor­ner house where Morten had man­aged the busi­ness. Ah, it was long since their ways had part­ed! Morten had in re­al­i­ty al­ways en­vied him; he had not been able to bear his tremen­dous suc­cess. Now he would be able to crow over him!

			Anger and bit­ter­ness filled his heart, and his head was con­fused, and his thoughts, bred of mal­ice, were like clum­sy fault­find­ers. For years the need of as­so­ci­at­ing with hu­man be­ings had been ac­cu­mu­lat­ing with­in him; and now the whole thing gave way like an avalanche. He could eas­i­ly pick a quar­rel with some­one, just to make him­self less a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence to the rest of the world. Why shouldn’t he go to the “Cup­ping-Glass”? He would be ex­pect­ed there at any rate.

			Out­side Grif­f­en­feldt Street there was a crowd. A num­ber of peo­ple had gath­ered round a coal-heaver, who was be­la­bor­ing a lamp­post with the toes of his wood­en shoes, at the same time us­ing abu­sive lan­guage. He had run against it and had a bruise on his fore­head. Peo­ple were amus­ing them­selves at his ex­pense.

			As the light from the lamp fell up­on the coal-black­ened face of the drunk­en man, Pelle rec­og­nized him. It was Mer­ry Ja­cob. He pushed his way an­gri­ly through the crowd and took him by the shoul­der. “What’s the mat­ter with you, Ja­cob? Have you be­come a drunk­ard?” he said hot­ly. “How’s that?”

			“It’s got no busi­ness to get in the way of an or­ga­nized work­man,” Ja­cob said in­dis­tinct­ly, kick­ing the air to the great de­light of the on­look­ers, who en­cour­aged him to con­tin­ue. “I’m a mem­ber of my or­ga­ni­za­tion, and don’t owe any­thing; you can see for your­selves!” He pulled out of his breast-pock­et a lit­tle book in a black leather cov­er, and turned over its pages. “Just look for your­selves! Mem­ber’s sub­scrip­tion paid, isn’t it? Strike sub­scrip­tion paid, isn’t it? Shown on en­trance, isn’t it? Just you shut up! Take it and pass it round; we must have our pa­pers in or­der. You’re sup­port­ing the elec­tion fund, I sup­pose? Go up and vote, con­found you! The man who won’t give his mite is a poor pal. Who says thief? There’s no one here that steals. I’m an hon­est, or­ga­nized—” He sud­den­ly be­gan to weep, and the sali­va dropped from the cor­ners of his mouth on­to his coat, while he made fear­ful gri­maces.

			Pelle man­aged to get him in­to a court­yard, and washed his wound at the pump. The cold wa­ter made him shiv­er, and his head lolled weak­ly. “Such a snot­ty black­leg!” he mur­mured. “I’ll get the chair­man to give him a do­ing in the pa­per.”

			Sud­den­ly he rec­og­nized Pelle. He start­ed, and con­scious­ness strug­gled to ob­tain con­trol over his dulled sens­es. “Why, is that you, mas­ter?” he asked shame­faced­ly, seiz­ing Pelle’s hand. “So you’ve come back! I sup­pose you think me a beast, but what can I do?”

			“Just come along!” said Pelle sharply, anx­ious to get away from the crowd of spec­ta­tors.

			They went down Mei­n­ung Street, Ja­cob stag­ger­ing along in si­lence, and look­ing askance at his for­mer lead­er. He walked a lit­tle awk­ward­ly, but it came from his work; the meet­ing with Pelle had made him al­most sober. “I’m sure you think I’m a beast,” he said again at last in a piti­ful voice. “But you see there’s no one to keep me straight.”

			“It’s the fault of the brandy,” said Pelle short­ly.

			“Well, you may be right, but a fel­low needs a kind word now and then, and you have to take it where you can get it. Your pals look down up­on you and chuck you out of their set.”

			“What’s the mat­ter, then?” asked Pelle.

			“What’s the mat­ter? Six times five’s the mat­ter, be­cause I wouldn’t let my old fa­ther starve dur­ing the lock­out. We had a jol­ly good time then. I was a good son! Didn’t mind the fat purs­es of the big­wigs and a lit­tle bread and wa­ter—and the dev­il and his stand­pipe! But now they’re singing an­oth­er tune: That man! Why, he’s been pun­ished for theft! End of him. No one asks why; they’ve be­come big men, you see. In old­en days I was al­ways called Mer­ry Ja­cob, and the fel­lows liked to be in my shift. Do you know what they call me now? Thiev­ing Ja­cob. Well, they don’t say it right out, for if they did, some­one ’ud crack their heads for them; but that is my name. Well, I say to my­self, per­haps you saw ev­ery­thing top­sy-turvy in those days; per­haps, af­ter all, you’re noth­ing but a thief. And then I have to drink to be­come an hon­est man again.”

			“And get in rages with the lamp­posts! Don’t you think you’d do bet­ter to hit out at those who wrong you?”

			Ja­cob was silent and hung his head; the once strong, bold fel­low had be­come like a dog that any­one might kick. If it were so dread­ful to bear six times five among one’s own peo­ple, what could Pelle say? “How is your broth­er?” he asked, in or­der to di­vert Ja­cob’s thoughts to some­thing brighter. “He was a splen­did fel­low.”

			“He hung him­self,” an­swered Ja­cob gloomi­ly. “He couldn’t stand it any longer. We broke in­to a house to­geth­er, so as to be equal about it; and the gro­cer owed the old man mon­ey—he’d worked for it—and they meant to cheat him out of it. So the two old things were starv­ing, and had no fire ei­ther; and we got them what they’d a right to, and it was so splen­did­ly done too. But af­ter­ward when there was a row at the works, ag­i­ta­tion and elec­tion fuss and all that kind of thing, they just went and left him and me out. We weren’t the right sort, you see; we hadn’t the right to vote. He couldn’t get even with the busi­ness in any oth­er way than by putting a rope over the lamp-hook in the ceil­ing. I’ve looked at the mat­ter my­self all round, you see, but I can’t make any­thing of it.” He walked on a lit­tle with­out speak­ing, and then said: “Would you hit out prop­er­ly now? There’s need of a kind word.”

			Pelle did not an­swer; it was all too sad. He did not even hear the ques­tion.

			“It was chiefly what you said that made me be­lieve in a bet­ter time com­ing,” Ja­cob con­tin­ued per­sis­tent­ly, “or per­haps my broth­er and me would have done dif­fer­ent­ly and things might have gone bet­ter with both of us. Well, I sup­pose you be­lieved it your­self, but what do you think now? Do you still be­lieve in that about the bet­ter time? For I should like to be an hon­est man again.”

			Of course Pelle still be­lieved in it.

			“For there aren’t many who’d give a brass far­thing for that sto­ry now; but if you say so—I’ve got faith in you all the same. Oth­ers wouldn’t have the brains to think of any­thing for them­selves, and it was like the cork go­ing off, so to speak, for us poor peo­ple when you went away; ev­ery­thing went flat. If any­thing hap­pens, it doesn’t do for a poor dev­il to look on; and ev­ery time any­one wants to com­plain, he gets a vot­ing-pa­per pushed in­to his hand and they say: Go and vote and things will be al­tered! But con­found it, that can’t rouse a fel­low who’s not learnt any­thing from the time he was small. They’d tak­en a lot of trou­ble about me now—white­wash­ing me so that I could use my right to vote; but they can’t make me so that no one looks down on me. And so I say, Thank you for noth­ing! But if you still be­lieve in it, so will I, for I’ve got faith in you. Here’s my hand on it!”

			Ja­cob was the same sim­ple, good-heart­ed fel­low that he had been in for­mer days when he lived in the at­tic in the “Ark.” There might very well have been a lit­tle more evil in him. But his words warmed Pelle’s heart. Here was some­one who need­ed him, and who still be­lieved in him al­though he had been maimed in the fight. He was the first of the dis­abled ones, and Pelle was pre­pared to meet with more and to hear their ac­cu­sa­tions. Many of them would turn against him now that he was pow­er­less, but he would have to put up with that. He felt as though he had the strength for it now.

			Pelle went in­to the street again, let­ting his feet car­ry him where they would, while he thought of the past and the fu­ture. They had been so cer­tain that a new age would dawn up­on them at once! The new, great truth had been so self-ev­i­dent that it seemed as if all the old con­di­tions must fall be­fore it as at a mag­ic word; and now the ev­ery­day re­al­i­ty had worn the gloss off it. As far as he could see, noth­ing par­tic­u­lar had hap­pened, and what was there to hap­pen? That was not the way to over­turn sys­tems. From Mer­ry Ja­cob’s opin­ion he could draw his own, but he was no longer de­spon­dent, he did not mind what hap­pened. He would have had no ob­jec­tion to chal­lenge the opin­ion of his old com­rades at once, and find out how he stood.

			He had passed through sev­er­al side streets when he sud­den­ly found him­self in front of a large, well-light­ed build­ing with a broad flight of steps, up which peo­ple were flock­ing. It was one of the work­ing­men’s halls, and fes­tiv­i­ties were be­ing held in it to cel­e­brate the elec­tions. Pelle went, by force of habit, with the stream.

			He re­mained at the back of the hall, and used his eyes as though he had just dropped down from some oth­er plan­et; strange feel­ings welled up with­in him when he found him­self once more among the peo­ple. For a mo­ment he felt a ve­he­ment de­sire to cry: Here I am! and stretch out his arms to them all; but he quick­ly con­trolled it, and his face re­gained its stony com­po­sure.

			This then was his army from the con­flict. They were de­cid­ed­ly bet­ter clothed than on the day when he led them in tri­umph in­to the city as its true cit­i­zens; they car­ried their heads high­er too, did not get be­hind one an­oth­er, but claimed room for them­selves. They had more to eat, he could see, for their faces shone more; and their eyes had be­come in­do­lent in ex­pres­sion, and no longer looked hun­gri­ly out in­to un­cer­tain­ty but moved qui­et­ly and un­hesi­tat­ing­ly from place to place. They were pre­pared for an­oth­er long march, and per­haps it was as well; great things did not hap­pen in the twin­kling of an eye.

			He was aroused from his thoughts by dis­cov­er­ing that the peo­ple near­est to him were turn­ing and gaz­ing at him. The num­ber of faces look­ing round at him in­creased, and the words, “Pelle is here!” passed in a mur­mur through the crowd. Hun­dreds of eyes were di­rect­ed to­ward him ques­tion­ing­ly and search­ing­ly, some of them in ev­i­dent ex­pec­ta­tion of some­thing un­usu­al hap­pen­ing at once.

			The move­ment be­came gen­er­al—a wave that car­ried him re­sist­less­ly to the front of the hall and up on­to the plat­form. A great roar like the break­ing of surf arose on all sides of him and stu­pe­fied his sen­si­tive brain in which si­lence sat al­ways putting to­geth­er a fine new world about which no one else knew. Sud­den­ly ev­ery­thing was still, so still that the soli­tude was again au­di­ble to his ear.

			Pelle spoke qui­et­ly and with con­fi­dence. His words were a greet­ing to them from a world they as yet did not know, the great soli­tude through which man must move alone—with­out loud-voiced com­pan­ions to en­cour­age him—and lis­ten un­til he hears his own heart beat with­in it. He sits in a cell again, like the first orig­i­nal germ of life, alone and for­sak­en; and over him a spi­der skil­ful­ly spins its web. At first he is an­gry with the busy in­sect, and tears down the web; but the in­sect be­gins again pa­tient­ly. And this sud­den­ly be­comes a con­so­la­to­ry les­son to him nev­er to give up; he be­comes fond of the lit­tle vig­i­lant crea­ture that makes its web as skil­ful­ly as if it had a great re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, and he asks him­self whether it is at all con­scious of his ex­is­tence. Is it sor­ry for him in his for­sak­en con­di­tion, since it does not move to an­oth­er place, but pa­tient­ly builds its web up again, fin­er and fin­er, as if it had on­ly been torn down be­cause it was not made well enough? He bit­ter­ly re­grets his con­duct, and would give much for a sign that the lit­tle in­sect is not an­gry with him, for no one can af­ford to of­fend an­oth­er; the small­est crea­ture is of vi­tal im­por­tance to you. In the lone­li­ness of the prison cell you learn sol­i­dar­i­ty. And one day when he is sit­ting read­ing, the spi­der, in its busy ef­forts to car­ry its thread past him, drops down and us­es his shoul­der as a tem­po­rary at­tach­ment. Nev­er be­fore has such con­fi­dence been shown him not­with­stand­ing ev­ery­thing; the lit­tle in­sect knew how a hard­ened crim­i­nal should be tak­en. It taught him that he had both a heart and a soul to take care of. A greet­ing to his com­rades from the great si­lence that was wait­ing to speak to them one by one.

			He spoke from the depths of his soul, and saw sur­prise in their faces. What in the world did he want? Did he want them all to go to prison on­ly be­cause he him­self had been there? Was that all that was left of the old Pelle—Light­ning, as he was then called? He was cer­tain­ly rather weak in the legs; there wasn’t much of his elo­quence left! They quick­ly lost in­ter­est and be­gan to talk to­geth­er in un­der­tones; there came on­ly a lit­tle desul­to­ry ap­plause here and there from the cor­ners.

			Pelle felt the dis­ap­point­ment and in­dif­fer­ence, and smiled. He no longer had need of storms of ap­pro­ba­tion; he lis­tened for it now with­in him­self. This much he had learned by stand­ing up there, name­ly, that he had not done with the men be­low; he was, in fact, on­ly just be­gin­ning with them. His work had been swept away: well then he would build up a new one that was bet­ter. He had sat in his prison-cell and learned long-suf­fer­ing.

			He took a seat be­low the plat­form among the lead­ers of the meet­ing, and felt that he was re­al­ly a stranger there. It was out of com­pas­sion they had drawn him in­to the meet­ing; he read in their eyes that the work that had been done was done with­out him, and that he came at an in­op­por­tune mo­ment. Would they have to reck­on with him, the hare­brained fel­low, now again, or did he mean to em­i­grate? Alas, he did not give much im­pe­tus to the Move­ment! but if they on­ly knew how much wis­dom he had gained in his soli­tude!

			He did not talk, but looked on ab­sent­ly, try­ing to lis­ten through the noise for some­thing last­ing. They laughed and drank and made speech­es—for him too; but all this was so un­nec­es­sary! They had gained con­fi­dence, they spoke quite open­ly, there was a cer­tain eman­ci­pa­tion in their gen­er­al be­hav­ior; tak­en as a whole, they made a good im­pres­sion. But the mir­a­cle? the in­com­pre­hen­si­ble? He missed a lit­tle anx­i­ety be­hind the pros­per­i­ty, the deep, silent pon­der­ing that would show that they had gazed in­to a new world. Did they not hear the un­der­tone at all, since they were mak­ing such a noise—the un­ceas­ing, soft rhythm that was in his own ears con­tin­u­al­ly and con­tained the whole thing? The still­ness of the cell had made his hear­ing acute; the bois­ter­ous laugh­ter, which ex­pressed their plea­sure in life, caused him suf­fer­ing.

			Be­side a large black­board on the plat­form stood one of the lead­ers, writ­ing up the vic­to­ries of the day, amid the re­joic­ing of the crowd. Pelle slipped out un­no­ticed, and was stand­ing on the steps, breath­ing in the qui­et night air, when a young man came up to him and held out his hand. It was his broth­er-in-law, Fred­erik Stolpe. “I just want­ed to wish you wel­come back,” he said, “and to thank you for what you said in there.”

			“How is Ellen?” Pelle asked in a low voice.

			“She’s on­ly pret­ty well. She lives at 20, Vic­to­ria Street, and takes in wash­ing. I think she would be glad to see you.” He looked search­ing­ly at Pelle. “If you like, I can eas­i­ly ar­range for you to meet at my place.”

			“Thank you!” Pelle an­swered, “but I’ll go out to her ear­ly to­mor­row morn­ing.” He no longer need­ed to go by cir­cuitous routes.

		
	
		
			II

			Pelle was awak­ened by a dis­tant sound re­sem­bling thun­der, that came near­er and near­er out of the night and kept close to the prison. He lay still and lis­tened shud­der­ing­ly in the hope of hear­ing the re­as­sur­ing step of the watch­man pass­ing his door, while fan­cies chased one an­oth­er in his heavy head like rid­er­less hors­es. The hol­low, threat­en­ing sound grew ev­er loud­er and clear­er, un­til it sud­den­ly shat­tered the still­ness of the night with a thun­der­ous roar, which seemed to bring ev­ery­thing crash­ing down. It was as though a great gulf had opened and swal­lowed ev­ery­thing.

			In one pan­ic-strick­en bound he was at the win­dow, his heart beat­ing tu­mul­tuous­ly; but the next mo­ment he was ashamed of his mis­take. It had been the same ter­ri­fy­ing Dooms­day that he had dread­ed in the days of his child­hood, when the light­ning zigzagged among the rocks at home; and yet it was noth­ing but the noise of the first farm-carts as they passed from the high road on­to the stone paving of the town. It was the soli­tude brood­ing in his imag­i­na­tion, mak­ing it start in fear at ev­ery sound. But that would wear off.

			He stretched him­self and shook off the night­mare. Free! No gaol­er was com­ing like a bad spir­it to shat­ter the night’s hap­py dream of free­dom. He was free! His pal­let had not to be hooked up to the wall at a cer­tain hour; he could lie as long as he want­ed to, the whole day, if he liked. But now he had more im­por­tant things to do; life was wait­ing. He hasti­ly put on his clothes.

			In the street the lamp­lighter was light­ing ev­ery oth­er lamp. An end­less pro­ces­sion of carts was pour­ing in from the coun­try to sup­ply the town. Pelle threw open the win­dow and looked out over the wak­en­ing city while he dressed him­self. He was ac­cus­tomed to sleep in a si­lence that was on­ly bro­ken by the soft squeak­ing of the mice un­der the heat-grat­ing; and the night-nois­es of the city—the rum­ble of the elec­tric trams, the shouts of night-wan­der­ers—all these un­wont­ed sounds that pierced the dark­ness so star­tling­ly, had filled, his sleep with fever­ish dreams and caused a se­ries of ug­ly, de­formed vi­sions to pass through his brain.

			He now felt quite rest­ed, how­ev­er, and greet­ed the city with awak­ened plea­sure. Yes, he had slept more than suf­fi­cient­ly; the noise called him and he must go down and give a help­ing hand to keep it go­ing. For years he had done noth­ing but hoard; now he would set to work again with strength and courage. As soon as he was dressed he went out. It was too ear­ly to vis­it Ellen, but he could not bear to stay in any longer. It was ear­ly morn­ing. The first tram­car came in, filled with work­men, some even hang­ing on to the steps both of the mo­tor-wag­on and the two cars fol­low­ing it. And there was the first peas­ant with milk: they were not even up yet in the ice-dairy! Ev­ery quar­ter of an hour trams came in with work­men, and the mar­ket-carts con­tin­ued to drive in from the coun­try laden with veg­eta­bles, corn or pigs’ car­cass­es. The street was like a feed­ing-tube through which nour­ish­ment was con­tin­u­al­ly be­ing drawn in­to the city.

			On the top of sway­ing loads of straw sat Zea­land peas­ants nod­ding. They had come all the way from the Fred­erikssund quar­ter, and had been driv­ing all night. Here and there came a drover with a few an­i­mals in­tend­ed for the cat­tle-mar­ket. The an­i­mals did not like the town, and con­stant­ly be­came restive, hitch­ing them­selves round lamp­posts or get­ting across the tram­lines. The news­pa­per­wom­en trudged from street-door to street-door with their aprons laden with morn­ing pa­pers, and he heard them toil­ing up the stairs as though their feet were weight­ed with lead. And be­neath all this could be heard the end­less tramp-tramp of work­men has­ten­ing to their work.

			There was a pe­cu­liar­ly fa­mil­iar sound in those foot­steps, which sud­den­ly re­mind­ed him that he no longer be­longed to their par­ty, but had marked out his own way for good and evil.

			Why was he not still a small, im­per­son­al frac­tion of this great stream which day af­ter day me­chan­i­cal­ly fol­lowed the same round in the mill? Soli­tude had made his view of mankind a new and won­der­ing one; he now, in ev­ery strange face he met, in­vol­un­tar­i­ly sought for a lit­tle of that which makes each in­di­vid­u­al a world in him­self. But these men were all alike, he thought; they came hur­ry­ing out of the dark­ness of the side streets, and were not ful­ly awake and steady on their feet un­til they joined the throng, but then they did walk cap­i­tal­ly. He rec­og­nized the firm beat again: he had him­self taught it to them.

			Day­light came steal­ing in over Vester­bro, gray and heavy with spring mois­ture and the city smoke. That part of the town was not quite awake yet; the step sound­ing in the main street was that of the be­lat­ed night-wan­der­er. He turned down Vic­to­ria Street, look­ing about him in sur­prise; he had nev­er been here be­fore. He read the door­plates: Artists’ Bu­reau, Ar­ti­san Heim, Lodg­ing for Artists, Masseur & Chi­ropodist, Cos­tumes for Hire. Most of the an­nounce­ments were in for­eign lan­guages. There was al­so a Gym­na­si­um for Equi­lib­rists and a Con­ser­va­to­ri­um for Singing and Mu­sic, Danc­ing and De­port­ment. Nor did there seem to be a scarci­ty of pawn­bro­kers and deal­ers in sec­ond­hand goods. How had Ellen drift­ed in­to this strange at­mos­phere of per­fumes and old clothes and for­eign coun­tries? Be­hind the win­dows in the low rooms he saw won­der­ful dress­es thrown over chair-backs—burnous­es and red fezes; and a lit­tle dark fig­ure with a long pig­tail and bare feet in yel­low slip­pers, glid­ed noise­less­ly past him in the old-fash­ioned, pala­tial door­way of No. 20.

			He mount­ed the stairs with a beat­ing heart. The steps were worn and groaned omi­nous­ly when trod­den on. The door of the flat stood ajar, and he heard the sound of sweep­ing in the front room, while far­ther in a child was talk­ing to it­self or its doll. He had to stand a lit­tle while on the land­ing to take breath and to re­gain his com­po­sure.

			Ellen was sweep­ing un­der the so­fa with quick move­ments. She rose and gazed at him in be­wil­der­ment; the broom fell from her hand and she swayed to and fro. Pelle caught her, and she leaned in­ert and help­less against him, and re­mained thus for a con­sid­er­able time, pale and with closed eyes. When at last he turned her inan­i­mate face to­ward him and kissed it, she burst in­to tears.

			He spoke gen­tly and re­as­sur­ing­ly to her as to a child. She kept her eyes closed, as she had al­ways done when any­thing over­whelmed her. She lay back on his arm, and he felt her body trem­ble at the sound of his voice. Her tears seemed to soft­en her, and from the yield­ing of her body now he could see how stiffly she must have held her­self, and was filled with joy. It had all been for his sake, and with a tremen­dous ef­fort of her will she had de­fied fate un­til he came. She now placed it all at his feet and lay pros­trate. How tired she must be! But now she and the chil­dren should have a good time; he would live for her now!

			He had laid her on the so­fa and sat bend­ing over her and telling her qui­et­ly how he had re­pent­ed and longed for her. She made no an­swer, but held his hand in a con­vul­sive grasp, now and then open­ing her eyes and steal­ing a glance at him. Sud­den­ly she dis­cov­ered how worn and lined his face was, and as she passed her hand over it as if to soft­en the fea­tures, she broke in­to a storm of weep­ing.

			“You have suf­fered so, Pelle!” she ex­claimed ve­he­ment­ly, pass­ing her trem­bling fin­gers through his iron-gray hair. “I can feel by your poor head how bad­ly they’ve treat­ed you. And I wasn’t even with you! If I could on­ly do some­thing re­al­ly nice to make you look hap­py!”

			She drew his head down on­to her bo­som and stroked it as a moth­er might her child’s, and Pelle’s face changed as would a child’s when tak­en to its moth­er’s breast. It was as though the well of life flowed through him, the hard­ness of his ex­pres­sion dis­ap­peared, and life and warmth took its place. “I didn’t think you’d come back to us,” said Ellen. “Ev­er since Lasse Fred­erik met you yes­ter­day I’ve been ex­pect­ing you to come.”

			Pelle sud­den­ly no­ticed how ex­haust­ed she looked. “Haven’t you been to bed all night?” he asked.

			She smil­ing­ly shook her head. “I had to take care that the street-door wasn’t locked. When­ev­er any­one came home, I ran down and un­locked it again. You mustn’t be an­gry with the boy for be­ing afraid of you just at first. He was sor­ry for it af­ter­ward, and ran about the town all the evening try­ing to find you.”

			A clear child’s voice was call­ing from the bed­room more and more per­sis­tent­ly: “Man! Good morn­ing, man!”

			It was Sis­ter, sit­ting up in Ellen’s bed and play­ing with a feath­er that she had pulled out of the cor­ner of the down-quilt. She read­i­ly al­lowed her­self to be kissed, and sat there with pout­ing mouth and the fun­ni­est lit­tle wrin­kled nose. “You’re man!” she said in­sin­u­at­ing­ly.

			“Yes, that’s true enough,” an­swered Pelle, laugh­ing: “but what man?”

			“Man!” she re­peat­ed, nod­ding grave­ly.

			Sis­ter shared Ellen’s bed now. At the foot of the big bed stood her own lit­tle cot, which had al­so been Lasse Fred­erik’s, and in it lay—. Well, Pelle turned to the oth­er side of the room, where Lasse Fred­erik lay snor­ing in a small bed, with one arm be­neath his head. He had kicked off the quilt, and lay on his stom­ach in a deep sleep, with his limbs ex­tend­ed care­less­ly. The lit­tle fel­low was well built, thought Pelle.

			“Now, lazy­bones, you’d bet­ter be think­ing of get­ting up!” cried Pelle, pulling him by the leg.

			The boy turned slow­ly. When he saw his fa­ther, he in­stant­ly be­came wide awake, and raised his arm above his head as though to ward off a blow.

			“There’s no box on the ears in the air, my boy,” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “The game on­ly be­gins to­day!”

			Lasse Fred­erik con­tin­ued to hold his arm in the same po­si­tion, and lay gaz­ing in­dif­fer­ent­ly out in­to the front room, as if he had no idea to what his fa­ther was re­fer­ring; but his face was scar­let.

			“Don’t you even say good morn­ing to your fa­ther?” said Ellen, where­upon he sul­len­ly ex­tend­ed his hand and then turned his face to the wall. He was vexed at his be­hav­ior of the day be­fore, and per­haps ex­pect­ed a blow­ing-up. On a nail above his head hung his blouse and cap.

			“Is Lasse Fred­erik a milk-boy?” asked Pelle.

			“Yes,” said Ellen, “and he’s very good at it. The driv­ers praise him.”

			“Isn’t he go­ing to get up then, and go? I’ve met sev­er­al milk-carts.”

			“No, for we’re on strike just now,” mur­mured the boy with­out turn­ing round.

			Pelle be­came quite in­ter­est­ed. “What fel­lows you are! So you’re on strike, are you? What’s it for—is it wages?”

			The boy had to ex­plain, and grad­u­al­ly turned his face round, but did not look at his fa­ther.

			Ellen stood in the door­way and lis­tened to them smil­ing­ly. She looked frail. “Lasse Fred­erik’s the lead­er,” she said gen­tly.

			“And he’s ly­ing here in­stead of be­ing out on the watch for black­legs?” ex­claimed Pelle quite ir­ri­ta­bly. “You’re a nice lead­er!”

			“Do you sup­pose any boy would be so mean as to be a black­leg?” said Lasse Fred­erik. “No, in­deed! But peo­ple fetch their own milk from the carts.”

			“Then you must get the driv­ers to join you.”

			“No, we don’t be­long to a re­al union, so they won’t sup­port us.”

			“Well then, make a union! Get up, boy, and don’t lie there snor­ing when there’s any­thing of this sort on! Do you imag­ine that any­thing in this world is to be got by sleep­ing?”

			The boy did not move. He did not seem to think there was any rea­son for tak­ing his fa­ther very se­ri­ous­ly; but he met a re­proach­ful look from Ellen, and he was out of bed and dressed in a trice. While they sat in the front room, drink­ing their cof­fee, Pelle gave him a few hints as to how he should pro­ceed in the mat­ter. He was great­ly in­ter­est­ed, and went thor­ough­ly in­to the sub­ject; it seemed to him as though it were on­ly yes­ter­day that he had oc­cu­pied him­self with the peo­ple. How many pleas­ant mem­o­ries of the fight crowd­ed in­to his mind! And now ev­ery child knew that the mean­est thing on earth was to be­come a black­leg! How he had fought to make even in­tel­li­gent fel­low-work­men un­der­stand this! It was quite com­i­cal to think that the strike—which filled the work­men with hor­ror the first time he had em­ployed it—was now a thing that chil­dren made use of. Time passed with a fleet foot out here in the day; and if you want­ed to keep pace you must look sharp!

			When the boy had gone, Ellen came to Pelle and stroked his hair. “Wel­come home!” she said soft­ly, and kissed his fur­rowed brow.

			He pressed her hand. “Thank you for hav­ing a home for me,” he an­swered, look­ing in­to her eyes; “for if you hadn’t, I think I should have gone to the dogs.”

			“The boy has had his share in that, you know! He’s worked well, or it might have gone bad­ly with me many a time. You mustn’t be an­gry with him, Pelle, even if he is a lit­tle sullen to you. You must re­mem­ber how much he’s gone through with the oth­er boys. Some­times he’s come home quite dis­heart­ened.”

			“Be­cause of me?” asked Pelle in a low voice.

			“Yes, for he couldn’t bear them to say any­thing about you. At one time he was al­ways fight­ing, but now I think he’s taught them to leave him alone; for he nev­er gave in. But it may have left its marks on him.”

			She lin­gered by him; there was some­thing she want­ed to say to him, but she had a dif­fi­cul­ty in be­gin­ning. “What is it?” he asked, in or­der to help her, his heart beat­ing rapid­ly. He would have liked to get over this with­out speech.

			She drew him gen­tly in­to the bed­room and up to the lit­tle cot. “You haven’t looked at Boy Com­fort,” she said.

			He bent in em­bar­rass­ment over the lit­tle boy who lay and gazed at him with large, se­ri­ous eyes. “You must give me a lit­tle time,” he said.

			“It’s lit­tle Marie’s boy,” said Ellen, with a pe­cu­liar in­to­na­tion.

			He stood up quick­ly, and looked in be­wil­der­ment at her. It was a lit­tle while be­fore he com­pre­hend­ed.

			“Where is Marie?” he asked with dif­fi­cul­ty.

			“She’s dead, Pelle,” an­swered Ellen, and came to his aid by hold­ing out her hand to him. “She died when the child was born.”

			A gray shad­ow passed across Pelle’s face.

		
	
		
			III

			The house in which Pelle and his wife lived—the “Palace,” the in­hab­i­tants of the street called it—was an old, tum­ble-down, three-sto­ried build­ing with a mansard roof. Up the mid­dle of the façade ran the re­mains of some flut­ed pi­lasters through the two up­per sto­ries, mak­ing a hand­some frame to the small win­dows. The name “Palace” had not been giv­en to the house en­tire­ly with­out rea­son; the old wom­an who kept the iron­mon­ger’s shop in the back build­ing could re­mem­ber that in her child­hood it had been a gen­er­al’s coun­try-house, and stood quite by it­self. At that time the shore reached to where Ist­ed Street now runs, and the fruit-gar­dens went right in­to Coun­cil House Square. Two an­cient, worm-eat­en ap­ple-trees, relics of that pe­ri­od, were still stand­ing squeezed in among the back build­ings.

			Since then the town had pushed the fruit-gar­dens a cou­ple of miles far­ther back, and in the course of time side streets had been added to the bright neigh­bor­hood of Vester­bro—nar­row, poor-men’s streets, which sprang up round the scat­tered coun­try-hous­es, and shut out the light; and poor peo­ple, artistes and street girls oust­ed the own­ers and turned the lux­u­ri­ant sum­mer re­sort in­to a mot­ley dis­trict where boot­ed pover­ty and shoe­less in­tel­li­gence met.

			The “Palace” was the last rel­ic of a van­ished age. The re­mains of its for­mer grandeur were still to be seen in the smoke-black­ened stuc­co and deep win­dows of the at­tics; but the large rooms had been bro­ken up in­to sets of one or two rooms for peo­ple of small means, half the wide land­ing be­ing board­ed off for coal-cel­lars.

			From Pelle’s lit­tle two-roomed flat, a door and a cou­ple of steps led down in­to a large room which oc­cu­pied the en­tire up­per floor of the side build­ing, and was not un­like the ru­ins of a for­mer ban­quet­ing-hall. The heavy, smoke-black­ened ceil­ing went right up un­der the span roof and had once been dec­o­rat­ed; but most of the plas­ter had now fall­en down, and the beams threat­ened to fol­low it.

			The huge room had been uti­lized, in the course of time, both as a brew­ery and as a ware­house; but it still bore the stamp of its for­mer splen­dor. The chil­dren of the prop­er­ty at any rate thought it was grand, and picked out the last re­mains of pan­elling for kin­dling-wood, and would sit call­ing to one an­oth­er for hours from the high ledges above the brick pil­lars, up­on which there had once stood busts of fa­mous men.

			Now and again a par­ty of Rus­sian or Pol­ish em­i­grants hired the room and took pos­ses­sion of it for a few nights. They slept side by side up­on the bare floor, each us­ing his bun­dle for a pil­low; and in the morn­ing they would knock at the door of Ellen’s room, and ask by ges­tures to be al­lowed to come to the wa­ter-tap. At first she was afraid of them and bar­ri­cad­ed the door with her wardrobe cup­board; but the thought of Pelle in prison made her sym­pa­thet­ic and help­ful. They were poor, needy be­ings, whom mis­ery and mis­for­tune had driv­en from their homes. They could not speak the lan­guage and knew noth­ing about the world; but they seemed, like birds of pas­sage, to find their way by in­stinct. In their blind flight it was at the “Palace” that they hap­pened to alight for rest.

			With this ex­cep­tion the great room lay un­used. It went up through two sto­ries, and could have been made in­to sev­er­al small flats; but the own­er of the prop­er­ty—an old peas­ant from Glostrup—was so miser­ly that he could not find it in his heart to spend mon­ey on it, not­with­stand­ing the great ad­van­tage it would be to him. Ellen had no ob­jec­tion to this! She dried her cus­tomers’ wash­ing there, and es­caped all the coal-dust and dirt of the yard.

			Chance, which so of­ten takes the place of Prov­i­dence in the case of poor peo­ple, had land­ed her and her chil­dren here when things had gone wrong with them in Chapel Road. Ellen had at last, af­ter hard toil, got her boot-sewing in­to good work­ing or­der and had two pupils to help her, when a long strike came and spoiled it all for her. She strug­gled against it as well as she could, but one day they came and car­ried her bits of fur­ni­ture down in­to the street. It was the old sto­ry: Pelle had heard it sev­er­al times be­fore. There she stood with the chil­dren, mount­ing guard over her be­long­ings un­til it grew dark. It was pour­ing with rain, and they did not know what to do. Peo­ple stopped as they hur­ried by, asked a few ques­tions and passed on; one or two ad­vised her to ap­ply to the com­mit­tee for hous­ing the home­less. This, how­ev­er, both Ellen and Lasse Fred­erik were too proud to do. They took the lit­tle ones down to the man­gling-wom­an in the cel­lar, and them­selves re­mained on guard over their things, in the dull hope that some­thing would hap­pen, a hope of which ex­pe­ri­ence nev­er quite de­prives the poor.

			Af­ter they had stood there a long time some­thing re­al­ly did hap­pen. Out of Nör­re­bro Street came two men dash­ing along at a tremen­dous pace with a four-wheeled cart of the kind em­ployed by the poor of Copen­hagen when they move—prefer­ably by night—from one place to an­oth­er. One of the men was at the pole of the cart, while the oth­er pushed be­hind and, when the pace was at its height, flung him­self up­on his stom­ach on the cart, putting on the brake with the toes of his boots up­on the road so as to twist the cart in­to the gut­ter. Up­on the emp­ty cart sat a mid­dle-aged wom­an, singing, with her feet dan­gling over the side; she was big and wore an enor­mous hat with large nod­ding flow­ers, of the kind de­signed to at­tract the male sex. The par­ty zigzagged, shout­ing and singing, from one side of the street to the oth­er, and each time the la­dy shrieked.

			“There’s a re­mov­ing cart!” said Lasse Fred­erik, and as he spoke the ve­hi­cle pulled up in the gut­ter just in front of them.

			“What are you do­ing, Thor­vald?” said one of the men; then, star­ing straight in­to Ellen’s face, “Have you hurt your eye?”

			The wom­an had jumped down from the cart. “Oh, get out of the way, you ass!” she said, push­ing him aside. “Can’t you see they’ve been turned out? Is it your hus­band that’s chucked you out?” she asked, bend­ing sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly over Ellen.

			“No, the land­lord’s turned us out!” said Lasse Fred­erik.

			“What a fun­ny lit­tle fig­ure! And you’ve got nowhere to sleep tonight? Here, Chris­tian, take and load these things on the cart, and then they can stand un­der the gate­way at home for the night. They’ll be quite spoilt by the rain here.”

			“Yes,” an­swered Chris­tian, “the chair-legs have ac­tu­al­ly be­gun to take root!” The two men were in a bois­ter­ous hu­mor.

			“Now you can just come along with me,” said the wom­an, when the things were piled up­on the cart, “and I’ll find you a place to sleep in. And then to­mor­row Prov­i­dence’ll per­haps be at home him­self!”

			“She’s a street-wom­an,” whis­pered Lasse Fred­erik again and again, pulling Ellen’s dress; but Ellen did not care now, if on­ly she could avoid hav­ing to ac­cept poor re­lief. She no longer held her head so high.

			It was “Queen There­sa” her­self they had met, and in a sense this meet­ing had made their for­tune. She helped Ellen to find her lit­tle flat, and got her wash­ing to do for the girls of the neigh­bor­hood. It was not very much, though the girls of Vester­bro went in for fine clothes as far as they could; but it af­ford­ed her at any rate a liveli­hood.

			

			Pelle did not like Ellen go­ing on with all this dirty work; he want­ed to be the one to pro­vide for the fam­i­ly. Ellen more­over had had her turn, and she looked tired and as if she need­ed to live a more com­fort­able life. It was as though she fell away now that he was there and able once more to as­sume the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty; but she would not hear of giv­ing up the wash­ing. “It’s nev­er worth while to throw away the dirty wa­ter un­til you’ve got the clean!” she said.

			Ev­ery morn­ing he set out fur­nished with a brand-new trades-union book, and went from work­shop to work­shop. Times were bad for his branch of trade; many of his old fel­low-work­men had been forced to take up oth­er oc­cu­pa­tions—he met them again as con­duc­tors, lamp­lighters, etc.; ma­chin­ery had made them un­nec­es­sary, they said. It was the ef­fect of the great lock­out; it had killed the lit­tle in­de­pen­dent busi­ness­es that had for­mer­ly worked with one or two men, and put wind in­to the sails of large in­dus­tries. The few who could man­age it had pro­cured ma­chines and be­come man­u­fac­tur­ers; the rest were crowd­ed out and sat in out-of-the-way base­ments do­ing re­pairs. To set to work again, on the old con­di­tions was what had been far­thest from Pelle’s thoughts; and he now went about and of­fered to be­come an ap­pren­tice again in or­der to serve his new mas­ter, the ma­chin­ery, and was ready to be uti­lized to the ut­most. But the man­u­fac­tur­ers had no use for him; they still re­mem­bered him too well. “You’ve been too long away from the work,” said one and an­oth­er of them mean­ing­ly.

			Well, that was on­ly tit for tat; but he felt bit­ter­ly how even his past rose up against him. He had fought and sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing to im­prove the con­di­tions in his branch; and the ma­chines were the dis­cour­ag­ing an­swer that the de­vel­op­ment gave to him and his fel­lows.

			He was not alone in his vain search in this bright spring­time. A num­ber of oth­er branch­es had had the same fate as his own. Ev­ery new day that dawned brought him in­to a stream of men who seemed to be con­demned to wear out the pave­ment in their hope­less search for work—peo­ple who had been pushed out by the ma­chines and could not get in again. “There must be some­thing wrong with them,” Pelle thought while he stood and lis­tened to al­ways the same sto­ry of how they had sud­den­ly been dropped, and saw the rest of the train steam­ing away. It must have been their own fault that they were not cou­pled on to a new one; per­haps they were lazy or drunk­ards. But af­ter a time he saw good, tried men stand­ing in the row, and of­fer­ing their pow­ers morn­ing af­ter morn­ing with­out re­sult; and he be­gan to re­al­ize with a chill fear that times were chang­ing.

			He would cer­tain­ly have man­aged to make both ends meet if there had been any­thing to be got. The prices were all right; their on­ly de­fect was that they were not eat­able. Al­to­geth­er it seemed as if a change for the worse had over­tak­en the ar­ti­san; and to make it still more se­ri­ous the large busi­ness­es stood in the way of his es­tab­lish­ing him­self and be­com­ing in­de­pen­dent. There was not even a back door left open now! Pelle might just as well put that out of his head first as last; to be­come a mas­ter now re­quired cap­i­tal and cred­it. The best thing that the fu­ture held was an end­less and aim­less tramp to and from the fac­to­ry.

			At one stroke he was plant­ed in the mid­dle of the old ques­tion again; all the cir­cum­stances passed be­fore him, and it was use­less to close his eyes. He was will­ing enough to mind his own af­fairs and did not seek for any­thing; but the one thing was a con­se­quence of the oth­er, and whether he wished it or not, it unit­ed in a gen­er­al view of the con­di­tions.

			The union had stood the test out­ward­ly. The work­men were well or­ga­nized and had vin­di­cat­ed their right to ne­go­ti­ate; their cor­po­ra­tions could no longer be dis­re­gard­ed. Wages were al­so to some ex­tent high­er, and the feel­ing for the home had grown in the work­men them­selves, many of them hav­ing re­moved from their base­ments in­to new two-or three-roomed flats, and bought good fur­ni­ture. They de­mand­ed more from life, but ev­ery­thing had be­come dear­er, and they still lived from hand to mouth. He could see that the so­cial de­vel­op­ment had not kept pace with the me­chan­i­cal; the ma­chines wedged them­selves qui­et­ly but in­ex­orably in be­tween the work­men and the work, and threw more and more men out of em­ploy­ment. The hours of la­bor were not great­ly short­ened. So­ci­ety did not seem to care to pro­tect the work­ers, but it in­ter­est­ed it­self more in dis­abled work­men than be­fore, and pro­vi­sion for the poor was well or­ga­nized. Pelle could not dis­cov­er any law that had a reg­u­lat­ing ef­fect, but found a whole num­ber of laws that plas­tered up the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions. A great deal of help was giv­en, al­ways just on the bor­ders of star­va­tion; and more and more men had to ap­ply for it. It did not rob them of their rights as cit­i­zens, but made them a kind of po­lit­i­cal­ly kept pro­le­tari­at.

			It was thus that the world of ad­ven­ture which Pelle had helped to con­quer ap­peared now when he re­turned and looked at it with new eyes. The world had not been cre­at­ed anew, and the Move­ment did not seem to have pro­duced any­thing strong and hu­man­ly sup­port­ing. It seemed as if the work­men would qui­et­ly al­low them­selves to be left out of the game, if on­ly they re­ceived mon­ey for do­ing noth­ing! What had be­come of their for­mer pride? They must have ac­quired the morals of cit­i­zens, since they will­ing­ly agreed to ac­cept a pen­sion for rights sur­ren­dered. They were not de­fi­cient in pow­er; they could make the whole world with­er and die with­out shed­ding a drop of blood, on­ly by hold­ing to­geth­er. It was a sense of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty that they lacked; they had lost the fun­da­men­tal idea of the Move­ment.

			Pelle looked at the ques­tion from all sides while he trudged up and down in his vain search. The prospect ob­trud­ed it­self up­on him, and there were forces at work, both with­in and with­out, try­ing to push him in­to the Move­ment and in­to the front rank among the lead­ers, but he re­pelled the idea: he was go­ing to work for his home now.

			He man­aged to ob­tain some re­pairs for the neigh­bors, and al­so helped Ellen to hang up clothes and turn the man­gle. One must pock­et one’s pride and be glad she had some­thing. She was glad of his help, but did not want any­one to see him do­ing this wom­an’s work.

			“It’s not work for a man,” she said, look­ing at him with eyes which said how pleased she was to have his com­pa­ny.

			They liked be­ing to­geth­er, en­joyed it in their own qui­et way with­out many words. Much had hap­pened, but nei­ther Pelle nor Ellen were in a hur­ry. Nei­ther of them had a fa­cil­i­ty in speak­ing, but they found their way to an un­der­stand­ing through the paus­es, and drew near­er to one an­oth­er in the si­lences. Each knew what the oth­er had suf­fered with­out re­quir­ing to have it told: time had been at work on them both.

			There was no storm in their new com­pan­ion­ship. The days passed qui­et­ly, made sad by the years that had gone by. In Ellen’s mind was nei­ther ju­bi­la­tion nor re­proach. She was cau­tious with re­gard to him—al­most as shy as the first time they met; be­hind all her good­ness and care lay the same touch of maid­en­ly re­serve as at that time. She re­ceived his ca­ress­es silent­ly, she her­self giv­ing chiefly by be­ing some­thing for him. He no­ticed how ev­ery lit­tle home­ly ac­tion she did for him grew out of her like a moth­er­ly ca­ress and took him in­to her heart. He was grate­ful for it, but it was not that of which he stood most in need.

			When they sat to­geth­er in the twi­light and the chil­dren played up­on the floor, she was gen­er­al­ly silent, steal­ing glances at him now and then; but as soon as he no­ticed these, the depth of her ex­pres­sion van­ished. Was she again search­ing for his in­ner be­ing as she had done in their ear­li­est time to­geth­er? It was as though she were call­ing to some­thing with­in him, but would not re­veal her­self. It was thus that moth­er might sit and gaze search­ing­ly in­to her child’s fu­ture. Did she not love him then? She had giv­en him all that she pos­sessed, borne him chil­dren, and had faith­ful­ly wait­ed for him when all the rest of the world had cast him off; and yet he was not sure that she had ev­er loved him.

			Pelle had nev­er met with love in the form of some­thing un­man­age­able; the Move­ment had ab­sorbed the sur­plus of his youth. But now he had been born anew to­geth­er with the spring, and felt it sud­den­ly as an in­ward pow­er. He and Ellen would be­gin now, for now she was ev­ery­thing! Life had taught him se­ri­ous­ness, and it was well. He was hor­ri­fied at the thought­less way in which he had tak­en Ellen and made her a moth­er with­out first mak­ing her a bride. Her wom­an’s heart must be im­mea­sur­ably large since she had not gone to pieces in con­se­quence, but still stood as un­moved as ev­er, wait­ing for him to win her. She had got through it by be­ing a moth­er.

			Would he ev­er win her? Was she re­al­ly wait­ing still, or was she con­tent­ed with things as they were?

			His love for her was so strong that ev­ery­thing about her was trans­fig­ured, and he was hap­py in the knowl­edge that she was his fate. Mere­ly a rib­bon or a worn check cot­ton apron—any lit­tle thing that be­longed to her—ac­quired a won­der­ful­ly warm hue, and filled his mind with sweet­ness. A glance or a touch made him dizzy with hap­pi­ness, and his heart went out to her in waves of ar­dent long­ing. It awoke no re­sponse; she smiled gen­tly and pressed his hand. She was fond of him and re­fused him noth­ing, but he nev­er­the­less felt that she kept her in­ner­most self hid­den from him. When he tried to see in, he found it closed by a bar­ri­er of kind­ness.

		
	
		
			IV

			Pelle was like a man re­turn­ing home af­ter years of ex­ile, and try­ing to bring him­self in­to per­son­al re­la­tions with ev­ery­thing; the act of obliv­ion was in force on­ly up to the thresh­old; the re­al thing he had to see to him­self. The land he had tilled was in oth­er hands, he no longer had any right to it; but it was he who had plant­ed, and he must know how it had been tend­ed and how it had thriv­en.

			The great ad­vance had tak­en on a po­lit­i­cal char­ac­ter. The Move­ment had in the mean­time let the de­mand of the poor­est of the peo­ple for bread drop, and thrown them over as one would throw over bal­last in or­der to rise more quick­ly. The in­sti­tu­tions them­selves would be won, and then they would of course come back to the start­ing-point and be­gin again quite dif­fer­ent­ly. It might be rather con­ve­nient to turn out those who most hin­dered the ad­vance, but would it lead to vic­to­ry? It was up­on them in­deed that ev­ery­thing turned! Pelle had thor­ough­ly learned the les­son, that he who thinks he will out­wit oth­ers is out­wit­ted him­self. He had no faith in those who would climb the fence where it was low­est.

			The new tac­tics dat­ed from the vic­to­ri­ous re­sult of the great con­flict. He had him­self led the crowds in tri­umph through the cap­i­tal, and if he had not been tak­en he would prob­a­bly now be sit­ting in par­lia­ment as one of the la­bor mem­bers and sym­bol­iz­ing his pro­mo­tion to cit­i­zen­ship. But now he was out of it all, and had to choose his at­ti­tude to­ward the ex­ist­ing state of things; he had be­longed to the world of out­casts and had stood face to face with the ir­rec­on­cil­able. He was not sure that the poor man was to be raised by an ex­ten­sion of the ex­ist­ing so­cial ethics. He him­self was still an out­law, and would prob­a­bly nev­er be any­thing else. It was hard to stoop to en­ter the door­way through which you had once been thrown out, and it was hard to get in. He did not in­tend to take any steps to­ward gain­ing ad­mis­sion to the com­pa­ny of re­spectable men; he was strong enough to stand alone now.

			Per­haps Ellen ex­pect­ed some­thing in that way as repa­ra­tion for all the wrong she had suf­fered. She must have pa­tience! Pelle had promised him­self that he would make her and the chil­dren hap­py, and he per­suad­ed him­self that this would be best at­tained by fol­low­ing his own im­puls­es.

			He was not ex­act­ly hap­py. Pe­cu­niar­i­ly things were in a bad way, and not­with­stand­ing all his plan­ning, the fu­ture con­tin­ued to look un­cer­tain. He need­ed to be the man, the bread­win­ner, so that Ellen could come to him for safe­ty and shel­ter, take her food with an un­trou­bled mind from his hand, and yield her­self to him un­re­sist­ing­ly.

			He was not their god; that was where the de­fect lay. This was no­tice­able at any rate in Lasse Fred­erik. There was good stuff in the boy, al­though it had a tang of the street. He was an en­er­get­ic fel­low, bright and push­ing, keen­ly alert with re­gard to ev­ery­thing in the way of busi­ness. Pelle saw in him the im­age of him­self, and was on­ly proud of him; but the boy did not look up­on him with un­con­di­tion­al re­liance in re­turn. He was quick and will­ing, but noth­ing more; his at­ti­tude was one of tri­al, as if he want­ed to see how things would turn out be­fore he rec­og­nized the pa­ter­nal re­la­tion­ship.

			Pelle suf­fered un­der this im­pal­pa­ble dis­trust, which classed him with the “new fa­thers” of cer­tain chil­dren; and he had a feel­ing that was at the same time painful and ridicu­lous, that he was on tri­al. In old­en days the mat­ter might have been set­tled by a good thrash­ing, but now things had to be ar­ranged so that they would be last­ing; he could no longer buy cheap­ly. When help­ing Lasse Fred­erik in or­ga­niz­ing the milk-boys, he pock­et­ed his pride and in­tro­duced fea­tures from the great con­flict in or­der to show that he was good for some­thing too. He could see from the boy’s ex­pres­sion that he did not be­lieve much of it, and in­tend­ed to in­ves­ti­gate the mat­ter more close­ly. It wound­ed his sen­si­tive mind and drove him in­to him­self.

			One day, how­ev­er, when he was sit­ting at his work, Lasse Fred­erik rushed in. “Fa­ther, tell me what you did to get the men that were locked in­to the fac­to­ry out!” he cried breath­less­ly.

			“You wouldn’t be­lieve it if I did,” said Pelle re­proach­ful­ly.

			“Yes, I would; for they called you the ‘Light­ning!’ ” ex­claimed the boy in tones of ad­mi­ra­tion. “And they had to put you in prison so as to get rid of you. The milk-driv­er told me all about it!”

			From that day they were friends. At one stroke Pelle had be­come the hero of the boy’s ex­is­tence. He had shaved off his beard, had black­ened his face, and had gone right in­to the camp of his op­po­nents, and noth­ing could have been fin­er. He pos­i­tive­ly had to de­fend him­self from be­ing turned in­to a reg­u­lar rob­ber-cap­tain with a wide-awake hat and top-boots! Lasse Fred­erik had a live­ly imag­i­na­tion!

			Pelle had need­ed this vic­to­ry. He must have his own peo­ple safe­ly at his back first of all, and then have a thor­ough set­tle­ment of the past. But this was not easy, for lit­tle Boy Com­fort stag­gered about ev­ery­where, warped him­self to­ward him from one piece of fur­ni­ture to an­oth­er with his se­ri­ous eyes fixed steadi­ly up­on him, and crawled the last part of the way. When­ev­er he was set down, he in­stant­ly steered for Pelle; he would come crawl­ing in right from the kitchen, and would not stop un­til he stood on his feet by Pelle’s leg, look­ing up at him. “See how fond he is of you al­ready!” said Ellen ten­der­ly, as she put him down in the mid­dle of the floor to try him. “Take him up!” Pelle obeyed me­chan­i­cal­ly; he had no per­son­al feel­ing for this child; it was in­deed no child, but the ac­cu­sa­tion of a grown-up per­son that came crawl­ing to­ward him. And there stood Ellen with as ten­der an ex­pres­sion as if it were her own ba­by! Pelle could not un­der­stand how it was that she did not de­spise him; he was ashamed when­ev­er he thought of his strug­gle to rec­on­cile him­self to this “lit­tle cuck­oo.” It was a good thing he had said so lit­tle!

			His in­abil­i­ty to be as nat­u­ral­ly kind to the child as she was tor­ment­ed him; and when, on Sat­ur­day evening, she had bathed Boy Com­fort and then sat with him on her lap, putting on his clean clothes, Pelle was over­whelmed with self-ac­cu­sa­tion. He had thought­less­ly trod­den lit­tle Marie of the “Ark” un­der­foot, and she whom he had cast off when she most need­ed him, in re­turn passed her benef­i­cent hand over his wrong­do­ing. As though she were aware of his gloomy thoughts, she went to him and placed the warm, naked child in his arms, say­ing with a gen­tle smile: “Isn’t he a dar­ling?” Her heart was so large that he was al­most afraid; she re­al­ly took more in­ter­est in this child than in her own.

			“I’m his moth­er, of course!” she said nat­u­ral­ly. “You don’t sup­pose he can do with­out a re­al moth­er, do you?”

			Marie’s fate lay like a shad­ow over Pelle’s mind. He had to talk to Ellen about it in or­der to try to dis­pel it, but she did not see the fate­ful con­nec­tion; she looked up­on it as some­thing that had to be. “You were so hunt­ed and per­se­cut­ed,” she said qui­et­ly, “and you had no one to look to. So it had to hap­pen like that. Marie told me all about it. It was no one’s fault that she was not strong enough to bear chil­dren. The doc­tor said there was a de­fect in her frame; she had an in­ter­nal de­for­mi­ty.” Alas! Ellen did not know how much a hu­man be­ing should be able to help, and she her­self took much more up­on her than she need.

			There was, nev­er­the­less, some­thing sooth­ing in these sober facts, al­though they told him noth­ing about the re­al thing. It is im­pos­si­ble to bear for long the bur­den of the ir­repara­ble, and Pelle was glad that Ellen dwelt so con­stant­ly and nat­u­ral­ly on Marie’s fate; it brought it with­in the range of or­di­nary things for him too. Marie had come to her when she could no longer hide her con­di­tion, and Ellen had tak­en her in and kept her un­til she went to the ly­ing-in hos­pi­tal. Marie knew quite well that she was go­ing to die—she could feel it, as it were—and would sit and talk about it while she helped Ellen with her boot-sewing. She ar­ranged ev­ery­thing as sen­si­bly as an ex­pe­ri­enced moth­er.

			“How old-fash­ioned she was, and yet so child­like!” Ellen would ex­claim with emo­tion.

			Pelle could not help think­ing of his life in the “Ark” when lit­tle Marie kept house for him and her two broth­ers—a care­ful house­keep­er of eleven years! She was de­formed and yet had abun­dant pos­si­bil­i­ties with­in her; she re­sem­bled pover­ty it­self. In­fect­ed by his young strength, she had shot up and un­fold­ed in­to a fair maid­en, at whom the young dandies turned to look when she went along the street to make her pur­chas­es. He had been anx­ious about her, alone and un­pro­tect­ed as she was; and yet it was he him­self who had be­come the plun­der­er of the poor, de­fence­less girl. Why had he not car­ried his cross alone, in­stead of ac­cept­ing the love of a be­ing who gave her­self to him in grat­i­tude for his gift to her of the joy of life? Why had he been obliged, in a dif­fi­cult mo­ment, to take his gift back? Boy Com­fort she had called her boy in her in­no­cent good­ness of heart, in or­der that Pelle should be re­al­ly fond of him; but it was a dear­ly-bought Com­fort that cost the life of an­oth­er! For Pelle the child was al­most an ac­cu­sa­tion.

			There was much to set­tle up and some things that could not be ar­ranged! Pelle some­times found it bur­den­some enough to be re­spon­si­ble for him­self.

			About this time Morten was of­ten in his thoughts. “Morten has dis­ap­point­ed me at any rate,” he thought; “he could not bear my pros­per­i­ty!” This was a point on which Pelle had right up­on his side! Morten must come to him if they were to have any­thing more to do with one an­oth­er. Pelle bore no mal­ice, but it was rea­son­able and just that the one who was on the top should first hold out his hand.

			In this way he thought he had ob­tained rest from that ques­tion in any case, but it re­turned. He had tak­en the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty up­on him­self now, and was go­ing to be­gin by sac­ri­fic­ing his on­ly friend on a ques­tion of eti­quette! He would have to go to him and hold out a hand of rec­on­cil­i­a­tion!

			This at last seemed to be a no­ble thought!

			But Pelle was not al­lowed to feel sat­is­fied with him­self in this ei­ther. He was a prey to the same tor­ment­ing un­rest that he had suf­fered in his cell, when he stole away from his work and sat read­ing se­cret­ly—he felt as if there were al­ways an eye at the peep­hole, which saw ev­ery­thing that he did. He would have to go in­to the ques­tion once more.

			That un­selfish Morten en­vi­ous? It was true he had not cel­e­brat­ed Pelle’s vic­to­ry with a flour­ish of trum­pets, but had pre­ferred to be his con­science! That was re­al­ly at the bot­tom of it. He had in­tox­i­cat­ed him­self in the noise, and want­ed to find some­thing with which to drown Morten’s qui­et warn­ing voice, and the ac­cu­sa­tion was not far to seek—en­vy! It was he him­self, in fact, who had been the one to dis­ap­point.

			One day he hunt­ed him up. Morten’s dwelling was not dif­fi­cult to find out; he had ac­quired a name as an au­thor, and was of­ten men­tioned in the pa­pers in con­nec­tion with the low­er class­es. He lived on the South Boule­vard, up in an at­tic as usu­al, with a view over Kalve­bod Strand and Am­ager.

			“Why, is that you?” he said, tak­ing Pelle’s hands in his and gaz­ing in­to his stern, fur­rowed face un­til the tears filled his eyes. “I say, how you have changed!” he whis­pered half tear­ful­ly, and led him in­to his room.

			“I sup­pose I have,” Pelle an­swered gloomi­ly. “I’ve had good rea­son to, any­how. And how have you been? Are you mar­ried?”

			“No, I’m as soli­tary as ev­er. The one I want still doesn’t care about me, and the oth­ers I don’t want. I thought you’d thrown me over too, but you’ve come af­ter all.”

			“I had too much pros­per­i­ty, and that makes you self-im­por­tant.”

			“Oh, well, it does. But in prison—why did you send my let­ters back? It was al­most too hard.”

			Pelle looked up in as­ton­ish­ment. “It would nev­er have oc­curred to the pris­on­er that he could hurt any­body, so you do me an in­jus­tice there,” he said. “It was my­self I want­ed to pun­ish!”

			“You’ve been ill then, Pelle!”

			“Yes, ill! You should on­ly know what one gets like when they sti­fle your right to be a hu­man be­ing and shut you in be­tween four bare walls. At one time I hat­ed blind­ly the whole world; my brain reeled with try­ing to find out a re­al­ly crush­ing re­venge, and when I couldn’t hit oth­ers I helped to car­ry out the pun­ish­ment up­on my­self. There was al­ways a sat­is­fac­tion in feel­ing that the more I suf­fered, the greater dev­ils did it make the oth­ers ap­pear. And I re­al­ly did get a hit at them; they hat­ed with all their hearts hav­ing to give me a trans­fer.”

			“Wasn’t there any­one there who could speak a com­fort­ing word—the chap­lain, the teach­ers?”

			Pelle smiled a bit­ter smile. “Oh, yes, the lash! The jail­er couldn’t keep me un­der dis­ci­pline; I was what they call a dif­fi­cult pris­on­er. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to, but I had quite lost my bal­ance. You might just as well ex­pect a man to walk steadi­ly when ev­ery­thing is whirling round him. They saw, I sup­pose, that I couldn’t come right by my­self, so one day they tied me to a post, pulled my shirt up over my head and gave me a thrash­ing. It sounds strange, but that did it; the man­ner of pro­ce­dure was so bru­tal that ev­ery­thing in me was struck dumb. When such a thing as that could hap­pen, there was noth­ing more to protest against. They put a wet sheet round me and I was lift­ed on­to my pal­let, so that was all right. For a week I had to lie on my face and couldn’t move for the pain; the slight­est move­ment made me growl like an an­i­mal. The strokes had gone right through me and could be count­ed on my chest; and there I lay like a lump of lead, struck down to the earth in open-mouthed as­ton­ish­ment. ‘This is what they do to hu­man be­ings!’ I groaned in­ward­ly; ‘this is what they do to hu­man be­ings!’ I could no longer com­pre­hend any­thing.”

			Pelle’s face had be­come ashen gray; all the blood had left it, and the bones stood out sharply as in a dead face. He gulped two or three times to ob­tain con­trol over his voice.

			“I won­der if you un­der­stand what it means to get a thrash­ing!” he said hoarse­ly. “Fire’s noth­ing; I’d rather be burnt alive than have it again. The fel­low doesn’t beat; he’s not the least an­gry; no­body’s an­gry with you; they’re all so se­ri­ous­ly grieved on your ac­count. He places the strokes care­ful­ly down over your back as if he were weigh­ing out food, al­most as if he were fondling you. But your lungs gasp at each stroke and your heart beats wild­ly; it’s as if a thou­sand pin­cers were tear­ing all your fibers and nerves apart at once. My very en­trails con­tract­ed in ter­ror, and seemed ready to es­cape through my throat ev­ery time the lash fell. My lungs still burn when I think of it, and my heart will sud­den­ly con­tract as if it would send the blood out through my throat. Do you know what the dev­il­ish part of cor­po­ral pun­ish­ment is? It’s not the bod­i­ly pain that they in­flict up­on the cul­prit; it’s his in­ner man they thrash—his soul. While I lay there brood­ing over my mu­ti­lat­ed spir­it, left to lick my wounds like a wound­ed an­i­mal, I re­al­ized that I had been in an en­counter with the evil con­science of So­ci­ety, the vic­tim of their ha­tred of those who suf­fer.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber what gave oc­ca­sion to the pun­ish­ment?” Morten asked, as he wiped the per­spi­ra­tion from his fore­head.

			“It was some lit­tle thing or oth­er—I think I called out. The soli­tude and the ter­ri­ble si­lence got up­on my nerves, and I sup­pose I shout­ed to make a lit­tle life in the hor­ri­ble empti­ness. I don’t re­mem­ber very clear­ly, but I think that was my crime.”

			“You’d have been the bet­ter any­how for a kind word from a friend.” Morten was still think­ing of his de­spised let­ters.

			“Yes, but the at­mos­phere of a cell is not suit­ed for friend­ly re­la­tions with the out­side world. You get to hate all who are at lib­er­ty—those who mean well by you too—and you chop off even the lit­tle bit of branch you’re sit­ting on. Per­haps I should nev­er have got in­to touch with life again if it hadn’t been for the mice in my cell. I used to put crumbs of bread down the grat­ing for them, and when I lay there half dead and brood­ing, they ran squeak­ing over my hand. It was a ca­ress any­how, even if it wasn’t from fel­low-men.”

			Morten lived in a small two-roomed flat in the at­tics. While they sat talk­ing, a sound came now and then from the oth­er room, and each time a ner­vous look came in­to Morten’s face, and he glanced in an­noy­ance at the closed door. Grad­u­al­ly he be­came quite rest­less and his at­ten­tion was fixed on these sounds. Pelle won­dered at it, but asked no ques­tions.

			Sud­den­ly there came the sound of a chair be­ing over­turned. Morten rose quick­ly and went in, shut­ting the door care­ful­ly be­hind him. Pelle heard low voic­es—Morten’s ad­mon­ish­ing, and a thin, re­frac­to­ry, girl­ish voice. “He’s got a girl hid­den in there,” thought Pelle. “I’d bet­ter be off.”

			He rose and looked out of the large at­tic win­dow. How ev­ery­thing had changed since he first came to the cap­i­tal and looked out over it from Morten’s old lodg­ing! In those days he had had dreams of con­quer­ing it, and had car­ried out his plan too; and now he could be­gin from the be­gin­ning! An en­tire­ly new city lay spread out be­neath him. Where he had once run about among wharves and coal-bunkers, there now stood a row of pala­tial build­ings with a fine boule­vard. And ev­ery­thing out­side was new; a large work­ing­men’s dis­trict had sprung up where there had once been tim­ber-yards or wa­ter. Be­low him en­gines were draw­ing rows of trucks filled with bal­last across the site for the new goods-sta­tion yard; and on the op­po­site side of the har­bor a new res­i­den­tial and busi­ness quar­ter had grown up on the Ice­land Quay. And be­hind it all lay the wa­ter and the green land of Am­ager. Morten had had the sense to se­lect a high branch for him­self like the nightin­gales.

			He had got to­geth­er a good num­ber of books again, and on his writ­ing-ta­ble stood pho­to­graphs of well-known men with au­to­graph in­scrip­tions. To all ap­pear­ances he seemed to make his way in the world of books. Pelle took down some of Morten’s own works, and turned over their leaves with in­ter­est. He seemed to hear Morten’s earnest voice be­hind the print­ed words. He would be­gin to read him now!

			Morten came in. “You’re not go­ing, are you?” he asked, draw­ing his hand across his fore­head. “Do stay a lit­tle while and we’ll have a good talk. You can’t think how I’ve missed you!” He looked tired.

			“I’m look­ing for­ward tremen­dous­ly to read­ing your books,” said Pelle en­thu­si­as­ti­cal­ly. “What a lot you’ve writ­ten! You haven’t giv­en that up.”

			“Per­haps soli­tude’s taught you too to like books,” said Morten, look­ing at him. “If so, you’ve made some good friends in there, Pelle. All that there isn’t worth much; it’s on­ly pre­lim­i­nary work. It’s a new world ours, you must re­mem­ber.”

			“I don’t think The Work­ing Man cares much about you.”

			“No, not much,” an­swered Morten slow­ly.

			“They say you on­ly write in the up­per-class pa­pers.”

			“If I didn’t I should starve. They don’t grudge me my food, at any rate! Our own press still has no use for skir­mish­ers, but on­ly for men who march to or­der!”

			“And it’s very dif­fi­cult for you to sub­or­di­nate your­self to any­one,” said Pelle, smil­ing.

			“I have a re­spon­si­bil­i­ty to those above me,” an­swered Morten proud­ly. “If I give the blind man eyes to see in­to the fu­ture, I can’t let my­self be led by him. Now and then The Work­ing Man gets hold of one of my con­tri­bu­tions to the up­per-class press: that’s all the con­nec­tion I have with my own side. My food I have to get from the oth­er side of the bound­ary, and lay my eggs there: they’re pret­ty hard con­di­tions. You can’t think how of­ten I’ve wor­ried over not be­ing able to speak to my own peo­ple ex­cept in round­about ways. Well, it doesn’t mat­ter! I can af­ford to wait. There’s no way of avoid­ing the son of my fa­ther, and in the mean­time I’m do­ing work among the up­per class­es. I bring the mis­ery in­to the life of the hap­pi­ly-sit­u­at­ed, and dis­turb their qui­et en­joy­ment. The up­per class­es must be pre­pared for the rev­o­lu­tion too.”

			“Can they stand your rep­re­sen­ta­tions?” asked Pelle, in sur­prise.

			“Yes, the up­per class­es are just as tol­er­ant as the com­mon peo­ple were be­fore they rose: it’s an out­come of cul­ture. Some­times they’re al­most too tol­er­ant; you can’t quite vouch for their words. When there’s some­thing they don’t like, they al­ways get out of it by look­ing at it from an artis­tic point of view.”

			“How do you mean?”

			“As a dis­play, as if you were act­ing for their en­ter­tain­ment. ‘It’s splen­did­ly done,’ they say, when you’ve laid bare a lit­tle of the bound­less mis­ery. ‘It’s quite Rus­sian. Of course it’s not re­al at all, at any rate not here at home.’ But you al­ways make a mark on some­one or oth­er, and lit­tle by lit­tle the food af­ter all be­comes bit­ter to their taste, I think. Per­haps some day I shall be lucky enough to write in such a way about the poor that no one can leave them out. But you your­self—what’s your at­ti­tude to­ward mat­ters? Are you dis­ap­point­ed?”

			“Yes, to some ex­tent. In prison, in my great need, I left the ful­fil­ment of the time of pros­per­i­ty to you oth­ers. All the same, a great change has tak­en place.”

			“And you’re pleased with it?”

			“Ev­ery­thing has be­come dear­er,” said Pelle slow­ly, “and un­em­ploy­ment seems on the way to be­come per­ma­nent.”

			Morten nod­ded. “That’s the an­swer cap­i­tal gives,” he said. “It mul­ti­plies ev­ery rise in wages by two, and puts it back on the work­men again. The poor man can’t stand very many vic­to­ries of that kind.”

			“Al­most the worst thing about it is the de­vel­op­ment of snob­bery. It seems to me that our good work­ing class­es are be­ing split up in­to two—the high­er pro­fes­sions, which will be tak­en up in­to the up­per class­es; and the pro­le­tari­at, which will be left be­hind. The whole thing has been planned on too small a scale for it to get very far.”

			“You’ve been out and seen some­thing of the world, Pelle,” said Morten sig­nif­i­cant­ly. “You must teach oth­ers now.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand my­self,” an­swered Pelle eva­sive­ly, “and I’ve been in prison. But what about you?”

			“I’m no good as a ral­li­er; you’ve seen that your­self. They don’t care about me. I’m too far in ad­vance of the great body of them, and have no ac­tu­al con­nec­tion—you know I’m re­al­ly ter­ri­bly lone­ly! Per­haps, though, I’m des­tined to reach the heights be­fore you oth­ers, and if I do I’ll try to light a bea­con up there for you.”

			Morten sat silent for a lit­tle while, and then sud­den­ly lift­ed his head.

			“But you must, Pelle!” he said. “You say you’re not the right man, but there’s sim­ply no one but you. Have you for­got­ten that you fired the Move­ment, that you were its sim­ple faith? They one and all be­lieved in you blind­ly like chil­dren, and were ca­pa­ble of noth­ing when you gave up. Why, it’s not you, but the oth­ers—the whole Move­ment—who’ve been im­pris­oned! How glad I am that you’ve come back full of the strength gained there! You were small­er than you are now, Pelle, and even then some­thing hap­pened; now you may be suc­cess­ful even in great things.”

			Pelle sat and lis­tened in the deep­en­ing twi­light, won­der­ing with a pleased em­bar­rass­ment. It was Morten who was nom­i­nat­ing him—the se­vere, in­cor­rupt­ible Morten, who had al­ways be­fore been af­ter him like his evil con­science.

			“No, I’m go­ing to be care­ful now,” he said, “and it’s your own fault, Morten. You’ve gone and pricked my soul, and I’m awake now; I shan’t go at any­thing blind­ly again. I have a feel­ing that what we two are join­ing in is the great­est thing the world has ev­er seen. It reach­es fur­ther in­to the fu­ture than I can see, and so I’m work­ing on my­self. I study the books now—I got in­to the way of that in prison—and I must try to get a view out over the world. Some­thing strange too has hap­pened to me: I un­der­stand now what you meant when you said that man was holy! I’m no longer sat­is­fied with be­ing a small part of the whole, but think I must try to be­come a whole world by my­self. It sounds fool­ish, but I feel as if I were in one of the scales and the rest of the world in the oth­er; and un­til I can send the oth­er scale up, I can’t think of putting my­self at the head of the mul­ti­tude.”

			Evening had closed in be­fore they were aware of it. The elec­tric light from the rail­way-sta­tion yard threw its gleam up­on the ceil­ing of the at­tic room and was re­flect­ed thence on­to the two men who sat lean­ing for­ward in the half-dark­ness, talk­ing qui­et­ly. Nei­ther of them no­ticed that the door to the oth­er room had opened, and a tall, thin girl stood on the thresh­old gaz­ing at them with di­lat­ed pupils. She was in her chemise on­ly, and it had slipped from one thin shoul­der; and her feet were bare. The chemise reached on­ly to her knees, leav­ing ex­posed a pair of sad­ly ema­ci­at­ed legs. A wheez­ing sound ac­com­pa­nied her breath­ing.

			Pelle had raised his head to say some­thing, but was silent at sight of the lean, white fig­ure, which stood look­ing at him with great eyes that seemed to draw the dark­ness in­to them. The meet­ing with Morten had put him in­to an ex­pec­tant frame of mind. He still had the call sound­ing in his ears, and gazed in amaze­ment at the ghost­ly ap­pari­tion. The del­i­cate lines, spoiled by want, the ex­pres­sion of child­like ter­ror of the dark—all this twofold pic­ture of wan­ness stamped with the stamp of death, and of an un­ful­filled prom­ise of beau­ty—was it not the ghost of pover­ty, of wrong and op­pres­sion, a tor­tured ap­pari­tion sent to ad­mon­ish him? Was his brain fail­ing? Were the hor­ri­ble vi­sions of the dark­ness of his cell re­turn­ing? “Morten!” he whis­pered, touch­ing his arm.

			Morten sprang up. “Why, Jo­han­na! Aren’t you ashamed of your­self?” he ex­claimed re­proach­ful­ly. He tried to make the girl go back in­to the oth­er room, and to close the door; but she pushed past him out in­to the room.

			“I will see him!” she cried ex­cit­ed­ly. “If you don’t let me, I shall run away! He’s hid­den my clothes,” she said to Pelle, gaz­ing at him with her sunken eyes. “But I can eas­i­ly run away in my chemise. I don’t care!” Her voice was rough and coarse from the damp air of the back yards.

			“Now go back to bed, Jo­han­na!” said Morten more gen­tly. “Re­mem­ber what the doc­tor said. You’ll catch cold and it’ll all be wast­ed.”

			“What do I care!” she an­swered, break­ing in­to a coarse laugh. “You needn’t waste any­thing on me; I’ve had no chil­dren by you.” She was trem­bling with cold, but re­mained ob­sti­nate­ly stand­ing, and an­swered Morten’s re­mon­strances with a tor­rent of abu­sive ep­i­thets. At last he gave it up and sat down weari­ly. The two men sat and looked at her in si­lence.

			The child was ev­i­dent­ly un­com­fort­able at the ces­sa­tion of re­sis­tance, and be­came con­fused be­neath their silent gaze. She tossed her head and looked de­fi­ant­ly from the one to the oth­er, her eyes glow­ing with an un­nat­u­ral bright­ness. Sud­den­ly she sank up­on the floor and be­gan to cry.

			“This won’t do,” said Pelle grave­ly.

			“I can’t man­age her,” an­swered Morten hope­less­ly, “but you are strong enough.”

			Pelle stooped and took her up in his arms. She kicked and bit him. “She’s got a fit,” he said to Morten. “We must take her out to the pump.” She in­stant­ly be­came qui­et and let him car­ry her to bed. The fever was rag­ing in her, and he no­ticed how her body was racked with ev­ery breath she drew; it sound­ed like a leaky pump.

			When Morten, with a few kind words, cov­ered her up, she be­gan to weep con­vul­sive­ly, but turned her face to the wall and stuffed the quilt in­to her mouth in or­der to hide it. She grad­u­al­ly be­came qui­eter and at last fell asleep; and the two men stole out of the room and closed the door af­ter them.

			Morten looked tired out, for he was still not strong. “I’ve let my­self in for some­thing that I’m not equal to,” he said de­spon­dent­ly.

			“Who is the poor child?” asked Pelle soft­ly.

			“I don’t know. She came to me this spring, al­most dead drunk and in a fear­ful state; and the next day she re­gret­ted it and went off, but I got hold of her again. She’s one of those poor crea­tures who have no oth­er home than the big tim­ber-yards, and there she’s made a liv­ing by go­ing from one to an­oth­er of the big­ger lads. I can get noth­ing out of her, but I’ve found out in oth­er ways that she’s lived among tim­ber-stacks and in cel­lars for at least two years. The boys en­ticed dis­so­lute men out there and sold her, tak­ing most of the mon­ey them­selves and giv­ing her spir­its to en­cour­age her. From what I can make out there are whole or­ga­nized bands which sup­ply the dis­so­lute men of the city with boys and girls. It makes one sick to think of it! The child must be an or­phan, but won’t, as I said, tell me any­thing. Once or twice I’ve heard her talk in her sleep of her grand­moth­er; but when I’ve re­ferred to it, she sulks and won’t speak.”

			“Does she drink?” asked Pelle.

			Morten nod­ded. “I’ve had some bad times with her on that ac­count,” he said. “She shows in­cred­i­ble in­ge­nu­ity when it’s a case of get­ting hold of liquor. At first she couldn’t eat hot food at all, she was in such a state. She’s al­to­geth­er fear­ful­ly shat­tered in soul and body, and caus­es me much trou­ble.”

			“Why don’t you get her in­to some home?”

			“Our pub­lic in­sti­tu­tions for the care of chil­dren are not cal­cu­lat­ed to fos­ter life in a down­trod­den plant, and you’ll not suc­ceed with Jo­han­na by pun­ish­ment and treat­ment like any or­di­nary child. At times she’s quite ab­nor­mal­ly de­fi­ant and un­man­age­able, and makes me al­to­geth­er de­spair; and then when I’m not look­ing, she lies and cries over her­self. There’s much good in her in spite of ev­ery­thing, but she can’t let it come out. I’ve tried get­ting her in­to a pri­vate fam­i­ly, where I knew they would be kind to her; but not many days had passed be­fore they came and said she’d run away. For a cou­ple of weeks she wan­dered about, and then came back again to me. Late one evening when I came home, I found her sit­ting wet and shiv­er­ing in the dark cor­ner out­side my door. I was quite touched, but she was an­gry be­cause I saw her, and bit and kicked as she did just now. I had to car­ry her in by force. Her un­hap­py cir­cum­stances have thrown her quite off her bal­ance, and I at any rate can’t make her out. So that’s how mat­ters stand. I sleep on the so­fa in here, but of course a bach­e­lor’s quar­ters are not ex­act­ly ar­ranged for this. There’s a lot of gos­sip too among the oth­er lodgers.”

			“Does that trou­ble you?” asked Pelle in sur­prise.

			“No, but the child, you see—she’s ter­ri­bly alive to that sort of thing. And then she doesn’t com­pre­hend the cir­cum­stances her­self. She’s on­ly about eleven or twelve, and yet she’s al­ready ac­cus­tomed to pay for ev­ery kind­ness with her weak body. Can’t you imag­ine how dread­ful it is to look in­to her won­der­ing eyes? The doc­tor says she’s been in­jured in­ter­nal­ly and is prob­a­bly tu­ber­cu­lous too; he thinks she’ll nev­er get right. And her soul! What an abyss for a child! For even one child to have such a fate is too much, and how many there are in the hell in which we live!”

			They were both silent for a lit­tle while, and then Morten rose. “You mustn’t mind if I ask you to go,” he said, “but I must get to work; there’s some­thing I’ve got to fin­ish this evening. You won’t mind, will you? Come and see me again as soon as you can, and thanks for com­ing this time!” he said as he pressed Pelle’s hand.

			“I’d like you to keep your eyes open,” he said as he fol­lowed him to the door. “Per­haps you could help me to find out the his­to­ry of the poor thing. You know a lot of poor peo­ple, and must have come in some way or oth­er in­to her life, for I can see it in her. Didn’t you no­tice how ea­ger she was to have a look at you? Try to find out about it, will you?”

			Pelle promised, but it was more eas­i­ly said than done. When his thoughts searched the wide world of pover­ty to which he had drawn so close dur­ing the great lock­out, he re­al­ized that there were hun­dreds of chil­dren who might have suf­fered Jo­han­na’s fate.

		
	
		
			V

			Pelle had got out his old tools and start­ed as shoe­mak­er to the dwellers in his street. He no longer went about seek­ing for em­ploy­ment, and to Ellen it ap­peared as if he had giv­en up all hope of get­ting any. But he was on­ly wait­ing and arm­ing him­self: he was as san­guine as ev­er. The prom­ise of the in­con­ceiv­able was still un­ful­filled in his mind.

			There was no room for him up in the small flat with Ellen do­ing her wash­ing there, so he took a room in the high base­ment, and hung up a large plac­ard in the win­dow, on which he wrote with shoe­mak­er’s ink, “Come to me with your shoes, and we will help one an­oth­er to stand on our feet.” When Lasse Fred­erik was not at work or at school, he was gen­er­al­ly to be found down­stairs with his fa­ther. He was a clever fel­low and could give a hand in many ways. While they worked they talked about all sorts of things, and the boy re­lat­ed his ex­pe­ri­ences to his fa­ther.

			He was chang­ing very rapid­ly and talked sen­si­bly about ev­ery­thing. Pelle was afraid he was get­ting too lit­tle out of his child­hood. “Aren’t you go­ing up to play with them?” he asked, when the boys of the neigh­bor­hood rushed shout­ing past the base­ment win­dow; but Lasse Fred­erik shook his head. He had played at be­ing ev­ery­thing, from a crim­i­nal to a king, so there was noth­ing more to be had in that di­rec­tion. He want­ed some­thing re­al now, and in the mean­time had dreams of go­ing to sea.

			Al­though they all three worked, they could on­ly just make ends meet; there was nev­er any­thing over for ex­tras. This was a sor­row to Ellen es­pe­cial­ly; Pelle did not seem to think much about it. If they on­ly put some­thing eat­able be­fore him, he was con­tent­ed and did not mind what it was.

			It was Ellen’s dream that they should still, by toil­ing ear­ly and late, be able to work them­selves up in­to an­oth­er stra­tum; but Pelle was an­gry when she worked on af­ter the time for leav­ing off. He would rather they were a lit­tle poor, if on­ly they could af­ford to be hu­man be­ings. Ellen did not un­der­stand it, but she saw that his mind was turned in an­oth­er di­rec­tion; he who had hith­er­to al­ways fall­en asleep over books would now be­come so ab­sorbed in them that he did not hear the chil­dren play­ing round him. She had ac­tu­al­ly to rouse him when there was any­thing she want­ed; and she be­gan to fear this new pow­er which had come in place of the old. It seemed like a curse that some­thing should al­ways work up­on him to take him be­yond her. And she dared not op­pose it; she had bit­ter ex­pe­ri­ence from for­mer times.

			“What are you look­ing for in those books?” she asked, sit­ting down be­side him. Pelle looked up ab­sent­ly. His thoughts were in far-off re­gions where she had nev­er been. What was he look­ing for? He tried to tell her, but could not ex­plain it. “I’m look­ing for my­self!” he said sud­den­ly, strik­ing bold­ly through ev­ery­thing. Ellen gazed at him, won­der­ing and dis­ap­point­ed.

			But she tried again. This time noth­ing should come be­tween them and de­stroy her world. She no longer di­rect­ly op­posed any­thing; she meant to go with him and be where he was. “Tell me what you are do­ing and let me take part in it,” she said.

			Pelle had been pre­pared to some ex­tent to go in­to this by him­self, and was glad to meet with a de­sire for de­vel­op­ment in her too. For the present the in­tel­lec­tu­al world re­sem­bled more or less a wilder­ness, and it was good to have a com­pan­ion with him in travers­ing it.

			He ex­plained to her the thoughts that oc­cu­pied him, and dis­cussed them with her; and Ellen ob­served won­der­ing­ly that it was all about things that did not con­cern their own lit­tle well-be­ing. She took great pains to com­pre­hend this flight away from the things that mat­tered most; it was like chil­dren who al­ways want­ed what they ought not to have.

			In the evening, when Boy Com­fort and Sis­ter had been put to bed, Pelle would take a book and read aloud. Ellen was oc­cu­pied with some mend­ing or oth­er, and Lasse Fred­erik, his ears stand­ing out from his head, hung over a chair-back with his eyes fixed up­on his fa­ther. Al­though he did not un­der­stand the half of it, he fol­lowed it at­ten­tive­ly un­til Na­ture as­sert­ed her­self, and he fell asleep.

			Ellen un­der­stood this very well, for she had great dif­fi­cul­ty her­self in keep­ing her eyes open. They were not sto­ries that Pelle read. Some­times he would stop to write some­thing down or to dis­cuss some ques­tion or oth­er. He would have the most ex­tra­or­di­nary ideas, and see a con­nec­tion be­tween things that seemed to Ellen to be as far apart as the poles; she could not help think­ing that he might very well have stud­ied to be a pas­tor. It suit­ed him, how­ev­er; his eyes be­came quite black when he was ex­plain­ing some sub­ject that he was thor­ough­ly in­ter­est­ed in, and his lips as­sumed an ex­pres­sion that made her long to kiss them. She had to con­fess to her­self that in any case it was a very harm­less evening oc­cu­pa­tion, and was glad that what was in­ter­est­ing him this time kept him at home at any rate.

			One day Pelle be­came aware that she was not fol­low­ing him. She did not even be­lieve in what he was do­ing; she had nev­er be­lieved in him blind­ly. “She’s nev­er re­al­ly loved me ei­ther: that’s why!” he thought de­spon­dent­ly. Per­haps that ex­plained why she took Boy Com­fort as calm­ly as if he were her own child: she was not jeal­ous! Pelle would will­ing­ly have sub­mit­ted to a show­er of re­proach­es if af­ter­ward she had giv­en him a kiss wet­ted with hot tears; but Ellen was nev­er thrown off her bal­ance.

			Hap­py though they were, he no­ticed that she, to a cer­tain ex­tent, reck­oned with­out him, as if he had a weak­ness of which it was al­ways well to take ac­count. Her ear­li­er ex­pe­ri­ences had left their mark up­on her.

			

			Ellen had been mak­ing plans with re­gard to the old room and the two small an­te­rooms at the end of it. She was tired of wash­ing; it paid wretch­ed­ly and gave a great deal of work, and she re­ceived very lit­tle con­sid­er­a­tion. She now want­ed to let lodg­ings to artistes. She knew of more than one wom­an in their street who made a nice liv­ing by tak­ing in artistes. “If I’d on­ly got a cou­ple of hun­dred kro­nes to start it with, I’m sure I should make it pay,” she said. “And then you’d have more time and qui­et for read­ing your books,” she added coax­ing­ly.

			Pelle was against the plan. The bet­ter class of artistes took rooms at the artiste ho­tels, and the peo­ple they might ex­pect to get had not much to pay with. He had seen a good deal of them from his base­ment win­dow, and had mend­ed shoes for some of them: they were rather a sole­less tribe. She said no more about it, but he could see that she was not con­vinced. She on­ly dropped the sub­ject be­cause he was against it and it was he who would have to pro­cure the mon­ey.

			He could not bear to think this; he had be­come cau­tious about de­cid­ing for oth­ers. The mon­ey might be ob­tained, if in no oth­er way, by giv­ing se­cu­ri­ty in his fur­ni­ture and tools. If the plan did not suc­ceed, it would be cer­tain ru­in; but per­haps Ellen thought him a wet blan­ket.

			One day he threw down his leather apron and went out to raise the mon­ey. It was late when he came home, and Ellen was stand­ing at the door wait­ing for him with a face of anx­i­ety.

			“Here’s the mon­ey, my dear! What’ll you give me for it?” he said gai­ly, and count­ed out in­to her hand a hun­dred and eighty kro­nes in notes. Ellen gazed in sur­prise at the mon­ey; she had nev­er held so large a sum in her hands be­fore.

			“Wher­ev­er did you get all that mon­ey from?” she asked at last.

			“Well, I’ve trudged all day from place to place,” said Pelle cheer­ful­ly, “and at last I was di­rect­ed to a man in Blaa­gaard Street. He gave me two hun­dred kro­nes on the fur­ni­ture.”

			“But there’s on­ly one hun­dred and eighty here!”

			“Oh, well, he took off twen­ty kro­nes. The loan’s to be re­paid in in­stal­ments of twen­ty kro­nes a month for fif­teen months. I had to sign a state­ment that I had bor­rowed three hun­dred kro­nes, but then we shan’t have to pay any in­ter­est.”

			Ellen stared at him in amaze­ment. “Three hun­dred kro­nes, and we’ve on­ly got a hun­dred and eighty, Pelle!” But she sud­den­ly threw her arms round his neck and kissed him pas­sion­ate­ly. “Thank you!” she whis­pered. He felt quite dazed; it was not like her to be so ve­he­ment.

			She had plen­ty to do, af­ter hir­ing the room, in putting it in or­der. The loose beams had to be fixed up, and the walls plas­tered and white­washed a lit­tle. The old peas­ant was will­ing enough to let it, but he would not hear of go­ing to any ex­pense. Ellen at last suc­ceed­ed, how­ev­er, in get­ting him to agree to pay half the re­pairs on con­di­tion that she took the room for a year and payed the rent in ad­vance. “We can get my broth­er Fred­erik to do some of the re­pairs on Sun­day morn­ing,” she said to Pelle, “and then per­haps we shall get it done for noth­ing.” She was al­to­geth­er very en­er­get­ic.

			There was need for it too. The rent swal­lowed up the hun­dred kro­nes, and then there were all the things that had to be got. She bought a quan­ti­ty of cheap print, and hung it up so as to di­vide one side of the room in­to a num­ber of small com­part­ments each pro­vid­ed with a sec­ond­hand bed and hay mat­tress, and a wash­ing-stand. “Artistes are not so par­tic­u­lar,” she said, “and I’m sure they’ll be glad to have the room to prac­tise in.” Fi­nal­ly there were the two lit­tle an­te­rooms, which were to be fur­nished a lit­tle bet­ter for more par­tic­u­lar artistes. There was not near­ly enough mon­ey, and some of the things had to be tak­en on cred­it.

			At last it was all ready to re­ceive the guests. It looked quite smart for the amount spent on it, and Pelle could not but ad­mire her clev­er­ness in mak­ing a lit­tle go a long way. The on­ly thing now left to do was to catch the birds, but here Ellen’s prac­ti­cal sense ceased to act; she had no idea how to pro­ceed. “We must ad­ver­tise,” she said, and count­ed up her re­main­ing pence.

			Pelle laughed at her. A lot of good it would be to ad­ver­tise for peo­ple who were good­ness knows where on rail­ways and steam­ers! “What shall we do then?” she said, look­ing anx­ious­ly to him for help. Af­ter all, he was the man for it all.

			Well, first of all there must be a Ger­man plac­ard down on the street-door, and then they must make the rooms known. Pelle had stud­ied both Ger­man and Eng­lish in the prison, and he made up the plac­ard him­self. He had cards print­ed, and left them in the artistes’ tav­ern at the cor­ner of Vester­bro Street, went there him­self two or three times af­ter mid­night when the artistes gath­ered there when their work was fin­ished, and sta­tioned him­self at the stage-en­trances of the mu­sic-halls. He soon came to look up­on it as a task to be per­formed, like ev­ery­thing with which he oc­cu­pied him­self; and this should suc­ceed!

			Ellen looked on won­der­ing and help­less. She had all at once grown fright­ened, and fol­lowed each of his move­ments with anx­ious at­ten­tion.

			Soon, how­ev­er, things be­gan to move. The girls whose wash­ing Ellen had done took an in­ter­est in the un­der­tak­ing, and sent lodgers to her; and Lasse Fred­erik, who had the run of the cir­cus sta­bles, of­ten re­turned with some Rus­sian groom or oth­er who did a turn as a rus­tic dancer or a Cos­sack horse­man. Some­times there lived with her peo­ple from the oth­er side of the world where they walk with their heads down—fakirs and ma­gi­cians from In­dia and Japan, snake-charm­ers from Tet­u­an, peo­ple with shaven heads or a long black pig­tail, with oblique, sor­row­ful eyes, loose hips and skin that re­sem­bled the green­ish leather that Pelle used for ladies’ boots. Sis­ter was afraid of them, but it was the time of his life to Lasse Fred­erik. There were fat Ty­rolese girls, who came three by three; they jodeled at the mu­sic-halls, and looked dread­ful all day, much to Ellen’s de­spair. Now and then a whole com­pa­ny would come, and then trapezes and rings creaked in the great room, Span­ish dancers went through their steps, and jug­glers prac­tised new feats.

			They were all peo­ple who should prefer­ably not be seen off the stage. Ellen of­ten went to the cir­cus and mu­sic-halls now, but could nev­er quite be­lieve that the per­form­ers were the same men and wom­en who went about at home look­ing like scare­crows. Most of them re­quired noth­ing ex­cept that the lodg­ing should be cheap; they board­ed them­selves, and good­ness knows what they lived on. Some of them sim­ply light­ed a fire on a sheet of iron on the floor and made a mix­ture of rice or some­thing of the sort. They could not eat Dan­ish food, Pelle said. Some­times they went away with­out pay­ing, and oc­ca­sion­al­ly took some­thing with them; and they of­ten broke things. There was no for­tune to be made out of them, but in the mean­time Ellen was sat­is­fied as long as she could keep it go­ing, so that it paid the rent and in­stal­ments on the loan and left her a lit­tle for her trou­ble. It was her in­ten­tion to weed out the more worth­less sub­jects, and raise the whole tone of the busi­ness when it had got in­to good or­der.

			“You re­al­ly might refuse the worst work now, and save your­self a lit­tle,” she said to Pelle when he was sit­ting over some worn-out fac­to­ry shoes that had nei­ther sole nor up­per. Most boots and shoes had done ser­vice some­where else be­fore they reached this neigh­bor­hood; and when they came to Pelle there was not much left of them. “Say no to it!” said Ellen. “It’s far too hard­ly earned for you! And we shall get on now with­out hav­ing to take ev­ery­thing.” In the kind­ness of her heart she want­ed him to be able to read his books, since he had a weak­ness for them. Her in­ten­tion was good, but Pelle had no thought of be­com­ing an aes­thet­ic idler, who let his wife keep him while he posed as a learned man. There were enough of them in the neigh­bor­hood, and the in­hab­i­tants looked up to them; but they were not in­ter­est­ing. They were more or less an­oth­er form of drunk­ard.

			To Pelle books were a new pow­er, grown slow­ly out of his so­journ in prison. He had sat there alone with his work, thrown on him­self for oc­cu­pa­tion, and he had ex­am­ined him­self in ev­ery de­tail. It was like hav­ing com­pan­ion­ship when he brought to light any­thing new and strange in him­self; and one day he chanced up­on the mist­i­ness of his own be­ing, and dis­cov­ered that it con­sist­ed of ex­pe­ri­ence that oth­ers had gone through be­fore him. The Bible, which al­ways lay on the pris­on­er’s ta­ble for com­pa­ny, helped him; its words had the sound of a well-known voice that re­mind­ed him strong­ly of Fa­ther Lasse’s in his child­hood. From the Bible he went on fur­ther and dis­cov­ered that the se­ri­ous books were men who sat in soli­tude like him­self, and spoke out.

			Was soli­tude so dread­ful then when you had such com­pa­ny? Pelle was no longer able to com­pre­hend his own fear of it. As a child he had been a crea­ture in the widest sense, and found com­pan­ion­ship in ev­ery­thing; he could con­verse with trees, an­i­mals, and stones. Those fibers had with­ered, and no longer con­veyed nour­ish­ment; but then he be­came one with the mass­es, and thought and felt ex­act­ly as they did. That was crum­bling away too now; he was be­ing iso­lat­ed dis­tinct­ly, bit by bit, and he was in­ter­est­ed in dis­cov­er­ing a plan in it. He had made Na­ture sub­ject to him even as a child, and had af­ter­ward won the mass­es! It was soli­tude now that had to be tak­en, and he him­self was go­ing about in the midst of it, large and won­der­ful! It was al­ready leav­ing in­deli­ble traces in his mind, al­though he had seen noth­ing of it yet. He felt strange­ly ex­cit­ed, very much as he had felt when, in his child­hood, he ar­rived in Born­holm with his fa­ther and could see noth­ing, but heard the move­ment of throng­ing life be­hind the mist. A new and un­known world, full of won­ders and throb­bing with an­tic­i­pa­tion, would meet him in there.

			Pelle’s ac­tion was not due to his own vo­li­tion. He might as well try to lift him­self up by his hair as de­ter­mine that now he would be a hu­man be­ing by him­self. It was an awak­en­ing of new pow­ers. He no longer let sun­shine and rain pass un­no­ticed over his head. A strange thing hap­pened to him—he looked won­der­ing­ly at ev­ery­thing that he had for­mer­ly passed by as com­mon­place, and saw it all in a new, bril­liant light. He had to go all over it from the be­gin­ning, look at ev­ery de­tail. How won­der­ful­ly ev­ery­thing was con­nect­ed, sor­row and joy and ap­par­ent tri­fles, to make him, Pelle, who had ruled over hun­dreds of thou­sands and yet had to go to prison in or­der to feel him­self rich! Some­thing had been ig­nit­ed in him that could nev­er be ex­tin­guished, a sa­cred fire to which ev­ery­thing must bear fu­el, whether it would or not. He could not be con­quered now; he drew strength from in­fin­i­ty it­self.

			The bare cell—three paces one way and six the oth­er—with its tiny win­dow and the mys­te­ri­ous peep­hole in the door which was like a watch­ful eye up­on one al­ways, how much it had held! It had al­ways been the lot of the poor man to cre­ate worlds out of the void, beau­ti­ful mi­rages which sud­den­ly broke and threw him back even poor­er and more des­o­late. But this last­ed. All the threads of life seemed to be joined to­geth­er in the bare cell. It was like the dark, un­der­ground place in large build­ings where the ma­chin­ery is kept that ad­mits and ex­cludes light and heat to the whole block. There he dis­cov­ered how rich and var­ied life is.

			Pelle went about in a pe­cu­liar­ly el­e­vat­ed frame of mind. He felt that some­thing greater and fin­er than him­self had tak­en up its abode with­in him and would grow on to per­fec­tion there.

			It was a new be­ing that yet was him­self; it re­mained there and drew nour­ish­ment from ev­ery­thing that he did. He went about cir­cum­spect­ly and qui­et­ly, with an in­tro­spec­tive ex­pres­sion as though he were weigh­ing ev­ery­thing: there was so much that was not per­mis­si­ble be­cause it might in­jure it! There were al­ways two of them now—Pelle and this won­der­ful, in­vis­i­ble ego, which lay se­cure­ly and weight­i­ly with­in him like a liv­ing thing, with its roots in the dark­ness.

			Pelle’s re­la­tions to books were deeply ground­ed: he had to find out what the world meant now. He was a lit­tle dis­trust­ful of works of fic­tion; you got at their sub­ject-mat­ter too eas­i­ly, and that could not be right. They were made up, too! He need­ed re­al stuff, facts. There were great spa­ces in his brain that longed to be filled with a tan­gi­ble knowl­edge of things. His fa­vorite read­ing was his­tor­i­cal works, es­pe­cial­ly so­cial his­to­ry; and at present he read ev­ery­thing that came in his way, raw and unsweet­ened; it would have to sort it­self out. It was a long­ing that had nev­er been sat­is­fied, and now seemed in­sa­tiable.

			He mind­ed his work punc­til­ious­ly, how­ev­er. He had made it a prin­ci­ple nev­er to touch a book as long as any work lay wait­ing un­fin­ished on the floor. In prison he had dreamt of a rea­son­able work­ing-day of—for in­stance—eight hours, so that he would have time and strength to oc­cu­py him­self with in­tel­lec­tu­al mat­ters; but now he took it off his night’s sleep in­stead. This was at any rate a field out of which they need not try to keep him; he would have his share in the knowl­edge of the times. He felt it was a weapon. The poor man had long enough re­tired will­ing­ly in­to the cor­ner for want of en­light­en­ment, and when­ev­er he put out his head he was laughed back again. Why did he not sim­ply wrest the pre­rog­a­tive from the up­per class­es? It cost on­ly toil, and in that coin he was ac­cus­tomed to pay! He was scarce­ly de­fi­cient in abil­i­ty; as far as Pelle could see at present, al­most all the pi­o­neers of the new state of things came from the low­er class­es.

			He dis­cov­ered with plea­sure that his in­ward search­ing did not car­ry him away from the world, for far in there he came out again in­to the light—the light it­self! He fol­lowed the se­cret laws for his own in­ward be­ing, and found him­self once more deep in the ques­tion of the wel­fare of the mul­ti­tude. His prac­ti­cal sense re­quired this con­fir­ma­tion of the con­di­tions. There were al­so out­ward re­sults. Even now his­to­ry could no longer be used to light him and his ideas home; he knew too much. And his vi­sion grew from day to day, and em­braced an ev­er-widen­ing hori­zon. Some day he would sim­ply take the mag­ic word from the trolls and wake the gi­ant with it!

			He worked hard and was as a rule full of con­fi­dence. When the last of the artistes came home from their café, he was of­ten sit­ting work­ing by the light of his shoe­mak­er’s lamp. They would stop be­fore the open base­ment win­dow and have a chat with him in their bro­ken Dan­ish. His do­mes­tic cir­cum­stances were some­what strait­ened; the in­stal­ments in re­pay­ment of the loan, and the debt on the fur­ni­ture still swal­lowed all that they were able to scrape to­geth­er, and Pelle had no prospect of get­ting bet­ter work. But work is the bear­er of faith, and he felt sure that a way would open out if on­ly he kept on with it un­wea­ried­ly.

			He took Ellen’s un­spo­ken mis­trust of his projects qui­et­ly. He felt him­self to be greater than she in this; she could not reach up to the lev­el of his head!

		
	
		
			VI

			Pelle was awake as ear­ly as four o’clock, al­though he had gone to bed late. He slept light­ly at this time, when the sum­mer night lay light­ly up­on his eye­lids. He stole out in­to the kitchen and washed him­self un­der the tap, and then went down to his work. The gray spir­it of the night was still vis­i­ble down in the street, but a tinge of red was ap­pear­ing above the roofs. “The sun’s ris­ing now over the coun­try,” he thought, re­call­ing the morn­ings of his child­hood, the fields with their sheen of sil­very dew, and the sun sud­den­ly com­ing and chang­ing them in­to thou­sands of sparkling di­a­mond drops. Ah, if one could once more run bare­foot­ed, if a lit­tle shrink­ing­ly, out in­to the dewy grass, and shout a greet­ing to the dawn­ing day: “Get up, Sun! Pelle is here al­ready!” The night-watch­man came slow­ly past the open win­dow on his way home. “Up al­ready?” he ex­claimed in a voice hoarse with the night air, as he nod­ded down to Pelle. “Well, it’s the ear­ly bird that catch­es the worm! You’ll be rich one of these days, shoe­mak­er!” Pelle laughed; he was rich!

			He thought of his wife and chil­dren while he worked. It was nice to think of them sleep­ing so se­cure­ly while he sat here at work; it em­pha­sized the fact that he was their bread­win­ner. With ev­ery blow of his ham­mer the home grew, so he ham­mered away cheer­ful­ly. They were poor, but that was noth­ing in com­par­i­son with the fact that if he were tak­en away now, things would go to pieces. He was the chil­dren’s Prov­i­dence; it was al­ways “Fa­ther’s go­ing to,” or “Fa­ther said so.” In their eyes he was in­fal­li­ble. Ellen too be­gan to come to him with her trou­bles; she no longer kept them to her­self, but rec­og­nized that he had the broad­er back.

			It was all so un­de­served—as if good spir­its were work­ing for him. Shame­ful though it was that the wife should work to help to keep the fam­i­ly, he had not been able to ex­empt her from it. And what had he done for the chil­dren? It was not easy to build ev­ery­thing up at once from a bare foun­da­tion, and he was some­times tempt­ed to leave some­thing alone so as to ac­com­plish the rest the more quick­ly. As it was now, he was re­al­ly noth­ing! Nei­ther the old Pelle nor the new, but some­thing in­de­ter­mi­nate, in process of for­ma­tion, some­thing that was great­ly in need of in­dul­gence! A re­mov­ing van full of fur­ni­ture on its way to a new dwelling.

			He of­ten enough had oc­ca­sion to feel this from out­side; both old en­e­mies and old friends looked up­on him as a man who had gone very much down in the world. Their look said: “Is that re­al­ly all that re­mains of that stal­wart fel­low we once knew?” His own peo­ple, on the oth­er hand, were le­nient in their judg­ment. “Fa­ther hasn’t got time,” Sis­ter would say in ex­pla­na­tion to her­self when she was play­ing about down in his work­room—“but he will have some day!” And then she would pic­ture to her­self all the de­light­ful things that would hap­pen then. It af­fect­ed Pelle strange­ly; he would try to get through this as quick­ly as pos­si­ble.

			It was a dark and path­less con­ti­nent in­to which he had ven­tured, but he was now be­gin­ning to find his way in it. There were ridges of hills that con­stant­ly re­peat­ed them­selves, and a moun­tain-top here and there that was reached ev­ery time he emerged from the thick­et. It was good to trav­el there. Per­haps it was the land he and the oth­ers had looked for. When he had got through, he would show it to them.

			Pelle had a good mem­o­ry, and re­mem­bered all that he read. He could quote much of it ver­ba­tim, and in the morn­ing, be­fore the street had wak­ened, he used to go through it all in his mind while he worked. It sur­prised him to find how lit­tle his­to­ry con­cerned it­self with his peo­ple; it was on­ly in quite re­cent times that they had been in­clud­ed. Well, that did not trou­ble him! The Move­ment was re­al­ly some­thing new, and not one of his­to­ry’s ev­er­last­ing rep­e­ti­tions. He now want­ed to see its idea in print, and one day found him sit­ting with a strange solem­ni­ty in the li­brary with Marx and Hen­ry George in front of him. Pelle knew some­thing about this sub­ject too, but this was nev­er­the­less like draw­ing up a net from the deep; a bril­liant world of won­ders came up with it. There were in­con­tro­vert­ible log­i­cal proofs that he had a right ap­pre­hen­sion, though it had been ar­rived at blind­ly. The land of for­tune was big enough for all; the greater the num­ber that en­tered it, the larg­er did it be­come. He felt a de­sire to hit out again and strike a fresh blow for hap­pi­ness!

			Sud­den­ly an avalanche seemed to fall from the top to the bot­tom of the house, a brief, all-per­vad­ing storm that brought him back to his home. It was on­ly Lasse Fred­erik ush­er­ing in the day; he took a flight at each leap, called a greet­ing down to his fa­ther, and dashed off to his work, but­ton­ing the last but­ton of his braces as he ran. A lit­tle lat­er Ellen came down with cof­fee.

			“Why didn’t you call me when you got up?” she said sulk­i­ly. “It’s not good to sit work­ing so long with­out hav­ing had some­thing to eat.”

			Pelle laughed and kissed her good morn­ing. “Fine ladies don’t get up un­til long af­ter their hus­bands,” he said teas­ing­ly.

			But Ellen would not be put off with a jest. A prop­er wife would be up be­fore her hus­band and have some­thing ready for him. “I will have you call me!” she said de­cid­ed­ly, her cheeks very red. It suit­ed her to get roused now and then.

			While he drank his cof­fee, she sat and talked to him about her af­fairs, and they dis­cussed the plans for the day, af­ter which she went up­stairs to help the chil­dren to dress.

			Lat­er in the morn­ing Pelle laid aside his work, dressed him­self and went out to de­liv­er it. While he was out he would go in­to the Li­brary and look up some­thing in the large dic­tio­nar­ies.

			The street lived its own qui­et life here close up to the greater thor­ough­fares—the same life day af­ter day. The fat sec­ond­hand deal­er from Jut­land was stand­ing as usu­al at his door, smok­ing his wood­en pipe. “Good morn­ing, shoe­mak­er!” he cried. A yel­low, oblique-eyed ori­en­tal in slip­pers and long black caf­tan was bal­anc­ing him­self care­less­ly on the steps of the base­ment milk-shop with a bowl of cream in one hand and a loaf of bread in the oth­er. Above on the pave­ment two boys were play­ing hop­scotch, just be­low the large red lamp which all night long ad­ver­tised its “corn-op­er­a­tor” right up to the main thor­ough­fare. Two girls in cy­cling cos­tume came out of a gate­way with their ma­chines; they were go­ing to the woods. “Good day, Pelle! How is Ellen’s busi­ness get­ting on?” they asked fa­mil­iar­ly. They were girls for whom she had washed.

			Pelle was fond of this busy part of the town where new shops with large plate-glass win­dows stood side by side with low-roofed cot­tages where re­tail busi­ness was car­ried on be­hind or­di­nary win­dows with wall­flow­ers and dahlias in them as they might be in any pro­vin­cial town. A string was stretched above the flow­er­pots, with a pa­per of safe­ty-pins or a bun­dle of shoelaces hang­ing from it. There were poor peo­ple enough here, but life did not run in such hard grooves as out at Nör­re­bro. Peo­ple took ex­is­tence more eas­i­ly; he thought them less hon­or­able, but al­so less self-right­eous. They seemed to be en­dowed with a more cheer­ful tem­per­a­ment, did not go so steadi­ly and me­thod­i­cal­ly to and from their fixed work, but, on the oth­er hand, had sev­er­al ways of mak­ing a liv­ing.

			There was ev­ery­where a feel­ing of break­ing up, which cor­re­spond­ed well with Pelle’s own con­di­tion; the un­cer­tain­ty of life en­veloped ev­ery­thing in a pe­cu­liar­ly tense at­mos­phere. Pover­ty did not come march­ing in close col­umns of work­men; its cloth­ing was plen­ti­ful and var­ied; it might ap­pear in the last woollen ma­te­ri­al from the big hous­es of old Copen­hagen, or in gold-rimmed spec­ta­cles and high hat. Pelle thought he knew all the trades, but here there were hun­dreds of busi­ness­es that could not be or­ga­nized; ev­ery day he dis­cov­ered new and re­mark­able trades. He re­mem­bered how dif­fi­cult it had been to or­ga­nize out here; life was too in­cal­cu­la­ble.

			There was room here for ev­ery­thing; next door to one an­oth­er lived peo­ple whom the Move­ment had not yet gath­ered in, and peo­ple who had been pushed up out of it in ob­sti­nate de­fi­ance. There was room here for him too; the shad­ow he had dread­ed did not fol­low him. The peo­ple had seen too much of life to in­ter­fere in one an­oth­er’s af­fairs; re­spectable cit­i­zen­ship had not been able to take pos­ses­sion of the poor man. There was some­thing of the “Ark” about this part of the town, on­ly not its hope­less­ness; on the con­trary, all pos­si­bil­i­ties were to be found here. The poor man had con­quered this ground from the rich cit­i­zens, and it seemed as if the de­vel­op­ment had got its di­rec­tion from them. Here it was the pro­le­tari­at whose var­ied na­ture forced its way up­ward, and leav­ened—so to speak—the whole. In the long side streets, which were full of sec­ond­hand deal­ers and pawn­bro­kers, ex­is­tence had not re­solved it­self in­to its var­i­ous con­stituents. Girls and gam­blers were next-door neigh­bors to old, peace­able towns­folk, who lived sober­ly on the in­ter­est of their mon­ey, and went to church ev­ery Sun­day with their hymn­books in their hands. The iron­mon­ger had gold watch­es and an­tique ar­ti­cles among the lum­ber in his cel­lar.

			Pelle went along Vester­bro Street. The sum­mer hol­i­days were just over, and the pave­ment on the Fi­garo side was crowd­ed with sun­burnt peo­ple—busi­ness­men, stu­dents and col­lege girls—who were con­spic­u­ous in the throng by their high spir­its. They had just re­turned to town, and still had the scent of fresh breeze and shore about them: it was al­most as good as a walk in the coun­try. And if he want­ed to go far­ther out in­to the world, he could do that too; there were fig­ures enough in the Vester­bro neigh­bor­hood to ar­rest his fan­cy and car­ry him forth. It was like a quay on which peo­ple from all parts of the world had agreed to meet—artists, sea­men and in­ter­na­tion­al agents. Strange wom­en came sail­ing through the crowd, large, ex­ot­ic, like hot­house fruits; Pelle rec­og­nized them from the pic­ture of the sec­ond­hand deal­er’s daugh­ter in the “Ark,” and knew that they be­longed to the in­ter­na­tion­al nurs­ing corps. They wore striped cos­tumes, and their thick, fair hair emit­ted a per­fume of for­eign lands, of many ports and routes, like the in­te­ri­or of steam­ers; and their strong, placid faces were big with mas­sage. They float­ed ma­jes­ti­cal­ly down the cur­rent like full-rigged ves­sels. In their wake fol­lowed some en­er­get­ic lit­tle be­ings who al­so be­longed to the show, and had decked them­selves out to look like chil­dren, with puffed sleeves, short skirts, and hair tied up with rib­bons. Fee­ble old men, whom the sun had en­ticed out, stood in silent won­der, fol­low­ing the love­ly chil­dren with their eyes.

			Pelle felt a pe­cu­liar plea­sure in be­ing car­ried along with this stream which flowed like life it­self, broad and calm. The world was greater than he had thought, and he took no side for or against any­thing, but mere­ly won­dered over its va­ri­ety.

			

			He came home from the li­brary at two, with a large vol­ume of sta­tis­tics un­der his arm. Ellen re­ceived him with red eyes.

			“Have your lodgers been mak­ing things un­pleas­ant for you again?” he asked, look­ing in­to her face. She turned her head away.

			“Did you get the mon­ey for your work?” she asked in­stead of an­swer­ing.

			“No, the man wasn’t in the shop him­self. They’re com­ing here to pay.”

			“Then we haven’t got a far­thing, and I’ve got no din­ner for you!” She tried to smile as she spoke, but her heavy eye­lids quiv­ered.

			“Is that all?” said Pelle, putting his arm round her. “Why didn’t you make me some por­ridge? I should have liked a good plate­ful of that.”

			“I have made it, but you’ll get hard­ly any­thing else, and that’s no food for a man.”

			He took her round the waist with both hands, lift­ed her up and put her care­ful­ly down up­on the kitchen ta­ble. “That’s por­ridge, my dear!” he said mer­ri­ly. “I can hard­ly walk, I’m so strong!”

			But there was no smile to be coaxed out of Ellen; some­thing had hap­pened that she did not want to tell him. At last he got out of her that the two mu­si­cal clowns had gone off with­out pay­ing. They had spoiled her good bed­clothes by ly­ing in them with their clothes on, and had made them so filthy that noth­ing could be done with them. She was un­will­ing to tell Pelle, be­cause he had once ad­vised her against it; but all at once she gave in com­plete­ly. “You mustn’t laugh at me!” she sobbed, hid­ing her face on his shoul­der.

			Pelle at­tempt­ed to com­fort her, but it was not so eas­i­ly done. It was not the one mis­for­tune but the whole fi­as­co that had up­set her so; she had promised her­self so much from her great plan. “It isn’t all lost yet,” he said to com­fort her. “We’ll just keep on and you’ll see it’ll be all right.”

			Ellen was not to be hood­winked, how­ev­er. “You know you don’t mean it,” she said an­gri­ly. “You on­ly say it be­cause of me! And the sec­ond­hand deal­er sent up word this morn­ing that if he didn’t soon get the rest of his mon­ey, he’d take all the fur­ni­ture back again.”

			“Then let him take it, and that’ll be an end of the mat­ter.”

			“But then we shall lose all that we’ve paid!” she ex­claimed quick­ly, dry­ing her eyes.

			Pelle shrugged his shoul­ders. “That can’t be helped.”

			“Wouldn’t it be bet­ter to get the things sold lit­tle by lit­tle? We on­ly owe a third on them.”

			“We can’t do that; it’s pun­ish­able. We’ve got a con­tract for the hire of the fur­ni­ture, and as long as we owe a far­thing on it, it’s his. But we’re well and strong all of us; what does it mat­ter?”

			“That’s true enough,” an­swered Ellen, try­ing to smile, “but the stronger we are, the more food we need.”

			A girl came run­ning up with a pair of boots that were to be soled as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. They were “Queen There­sa’s,” and she was go­ing to wear them in the evening. “That’ll bring us in a few pence!” said Ellen, bright­en­ing. “I’ll help you to get them done quick­ly.”

			They seat­ed them­selves one on each side of the counter, and set to work. It re­mind­ed them of the ear­ly days of their mar­ried life. Now and then they stopped to laugh, when Ellen had for­got­ten some knack. In an hour and a half the boots were ready, and Pelle went him­self with them to make sure of the mon­ey.

			“You’ll most like­ly find her in the tav­ern,” said Ellen. “The artistes gen­er­al­ly have their din­ner at this hour, and she’s prob­a­bly there.”

			It was a busy time in the artistes’ restau­rant. At the small ta­bles sat bony, close-cropped men of a pe­cu­liar ru­bi­cund type, hav­ing din­ner with some girl or oth­er from the neigh­bor­hood. They were ac­ro­bats, clowns, and wrestlers, peo­ple of a ho­mo­ge­neous type, dressed in loud checks, with enor­mous cuffs and boots with al­most ar­mor-plat­ed toes. They chewed well and looked up stupid­ly at the call of the girls; they wore a hard, bru­tal mask for a face, and big di­a­mond rings on their fin­gers. Some of them had such a pow­er­ful low­er jaw that they looked as if they had de­vel­oped it for the pur­pose of tak­ing blows in a box­ing-match. In the ad­join­ing room some el­e­gant young men were play­ing bil­liards while they se­cret­ly kept an eye on what was go­ing on at the ta­bles. They had curls on their fore­head, and patent leather shoes.

			“Queen There­sa” was not there, so Pelle went to Dan­nebrog Street, where she lived, but found she was not at home. He had to hand in the boots to a neigh­bor, and go back emp­ty-hand­ed.

			Well, it was no more than might have been ex­pect­ed. When you need­ed a thing most, chance played with you as a cat played with a mouse. Pelle was not near­ly so cheer­ful as he ap­peared to be when he faced Ellen. The re­al­i­ty was be­gin­ning to af­fect him. He went out to Morten, but with­out any faith in the re­sult; Morten had many us­es for what he earned.

			“You’ve just come at the right mo­ment!” said Morten, wav­ing two notes in the air. “I’ve just had twen­ty kro­nes sent me from The Work­ing Man, and we can di­vide them. It’s the first mon­ey I’ve got from that quar­ter, so of course I’ve spat up­on it three times.”

			“Then they’ve found their way to you, af­ter all!” ex­claimed Pelle joy­ful­ly.

			Morten laughed. “I got tired of see­ing my work re­peat­ed in their pa­per,” he said, “when they’ll have noth­ing to do with me up there; and I went up to them and drew their at­ten­tion to the para­graph about pira­cy. You should have seen their ex­pres­sion! Good­ness knows it’s not pleas­ant to have to earn your bread on wretched­ness, so to speak, but it’s still more painful when af­ter­ward you have to beg for your hard-earned pence. You mustn’t think I should do it ei­ther un­der oth­er cir­cum­stances; I’d soon­er starve; but at any rate I won’t be sweat­ed, by my own side! It’s a long time since you were here.”

			“I’ve been so busy. How’s Jo­han­na?” The last words were spo­ken in a whis­per.

			“Not well just now; she’s keep­ing her bed. She’s al­ways ask­ing af­ter you.”

			“I’ve been very busy late­ly, and un­for­tu­nate­ly I can’t find out any­thing about her. Is she just as cross?”

			“When she’s in a bad tem­per she lets me un­der­stand that she could eas­i­ly help to put us on the right track if she want­ed to. I think it amus­es her to see us fooled.”

			“A child can’t be so know­ing!”

			“Don’t be so sure of that! Re­mem­ber she’s not a child; her ex­pe­ri­ences have been too ter­ri­ble. I have an idea that she hates me and on­ly med­i­tates on the mis­chief she can do me. You can’t imag­ine how spite­ful she can be; it’s as though the ex­ha­la­tions from down there had turned to poi­son in her. If any­one comes here that she no­tices I like, she re­viles them as soon as they’re gone, says some poi­sonous thing about them in or­der to wound me. You’re the on­ly one she spares, so I think there must be some se­cret link be­tween you. Try to press her on the sub­ject once more.”

			They went in to her. As the door opened she slipped hasti­ly down be­neath the clothes—she had been lis­ten­ing at the door—and pre­tend­ed to be asleep. Morten went back to his work and closed the door af­ter him.

			“Well, Jo­han­na,” said Pelle, seat­ing him­self on the edge of the bed. “I’ve got a mes­sage for you. Can you guess who it’s from?”

			“From grand­moth­er!” she ex­claimed, sit­ting up ea­ger­ly; but the next mo­ment she was ashamed at hav­ing been out­wit­ted, and crept down un­der the clothes, where she lay with com­pressed lips, and stole dis­trust­ful glances at Pelle. There was some­thing in the glance and the car­riage of her head that awak­ened dor­mant mem­o­ries in him, but he could not fix them.

			“No, not grand­moth­er,” he said. “By the by, where is she now? I should like to speak to her. Couldn’t you go out to her with me when you get well?”

			She looked at him with sparkling eyes and a mock­ing ex­pres­sion. “Don’t you wish you may get it!” she an­swered.

			“Tell me where she lives, Jo­han­na,” Pelle went on, tak­ing her thin hand in his, “there’s a good girl!”

			“Oh, yes, at night!”

			Pelle frowned. “You must be very heart­less, when you can leave your old grand­moth­er and not even like oth­ers to help her. I’m cer­tain she’s in want some­where or oth­er.”

			Jo­han­na looked at him an­gri­ly. “I whipped her too,” she ex­claimed ma­lig­nant­ly, and then burst in­to a laugh at Pelle’s ex­pres­sion. “No, I didn’t re­al­ly,” she said re­as­sur­ing­ly. “I on­ly took away her stick and hid her spec­ta­cles so that she couldn’t go out and fetch the cream. So she was obliged to send me, and I drank up all the cream and put wa­ter in the can. She couldn’t see it, so she scold­ed the milk peo­ple be­cause they cheat­ed.”

			“You’re mak­ing all this up, I think,” said Pelle un­cer­tain­ly.

			“I picked the crumb out of the loaf too, and let her eat the crust,” Jo­han­na con­tin­ued with a nod.

			“Now stop that,” said Pelle, stroking her damp fore­head. “I know quite well that I’ve of­fend­ed you.”

			She pushed away his hand an­gri­ly. “Do you know what I wish?” she said sud­den­ly. “I wish you were my fa­ther.”

			“Would you like me to be?”

			“Yes, for when you be­came quite poor and ill, I’d treat you just as well as I’ve treat­ed grand­moth­er.” She laughed a harsh laugh.

			“I’m cer­tain you’ve on­ly been kind to grand­moth­er,” said Pelle grave­ly.

			She looked hard at him to see whether he meant this too, and then turned her face to the wall. He could see from the curve of her body that she was strug­gling to keep back her tears, and he tried to turn her round to him; but she stiff­ened her­self.

			“I won’t live with grand­moth­er!” she whis­pered em­phat­i­cal­ly, “I won’t!”

			“And yet you’re fond of her!”

			“No, I’m not! I can’t bear her! She told the wom­an next door that I was on­ly in the way! It was that con­found­ed child’s fault that she couldn’t get in­to the Home, she said; I heard her my­self! And yet I went about and begged all the food for her. But then I left her!” She jerked the sen­tences out in a voice that was quite hoarse, and crum­pled the sheet up in her hands.

			“But do tell me where she is!” said Pelle earnest­ly. “I prom­ise you you shan’t go to her if you don’t want to.”

			The child kept a stub­born si­lence. She did not be­lieve in prom­ises.

			“Well, then, I must go to the po­lice to find her, but I don’t want to do that.”

			“No, be­cause you’ve been in prison!” she ex­claimed, with a short laugh.

			A pained ex­pres­sion passed over Pelle’s face. “Do you think that’s so fun­ny?” he said, wink­ing his eyes fast. “I’m sure grand­moth­er didn’t laugh at it.”

			Jo­han­na turned half round. “No, she cried!” she said. “There was no one to give us food then, and so she cried.”

			It be­gan to dawn up­on him who she was. “What be­came of you two that day on the com­mon? We were go­ing to have din­ner to­geth­er,” he said.

			“When you were tak­en up? Oh, we couldn’t find you, so we just went home.” Her face was now quite un­cov­ered, and she lay look­ing at him with her large gray eyes. It was Hanne’s look; be­hind it was the same won­der­ing over life, but here was added to it a ter­ri­ble knowl­edge. Sud­den­ly her face changed; she dis­cov­ered that she had been out­wit­ted, and glared at him.

			“Is it true that you and moth­er were once sweet­hearts?” she sud­den­ly asked mis­chie­vous­ly.

			Pelle’s face flushed. The ques­tion had tak­en him by sur­prise. “I’ll tell you ev­ery­thing about your moth­er if you’ll tell me what you know,” he said, look­ing straight at her.

			“What is it you want to know?” she asked in a cross-ques­tion­ing tone. “Are you go­ing to write about me in the pa­pers?”

			“My dear child, we must find your grand­moth­er! She may be starv­ing.”

			“I think she’s at the ‘Gen­er­al­i­ty,’ ” said the child qui­et­ly. “I went there on Thurs­day when the old things had leave to go out and beg for a lit­tle cof­fee; and one day I saw her.”

			“Didn’t you go up to her then?”

			“No; I was tired of lis­ten­ing to her lamen­ta­tions!”

			Jo­han­na was no longer stiff and de­fi­ant. She lay with her face turned away and an­swered—a lit­tle sul­len­ly—Pelle’s ques­tions, while she played ner­vous­ly with his fin­gers. Her brief an­swers made up for him one con­nect­ed, sad sto­ry.

			Wid­ow Johnsen was not worth much when once the “Ark” was burnt down. She felt old and help­less ev­ery­where else, and when Pelle went to prison, she col­lapsed en­tire­ly. She and the lit­tle girl suf­fered want, and when Jo­han­na felt her­self in the way, she ran away to a place where she could be com­fort­able. Her grand­moth­er had al­so been in her way. She had her moth­er’s whim­si­cal, dreamy na­ture, and now she gave up ev­ery­thing and ran away to meet the won­der­ful. An old­er playfel­low se­duced her and took her out to the boys of the tim­ber-yard. There she was left to take care of her­self, of­ten slept out in the open, and stole now and then, but soon learned to earn mon­ey for her­self. When it be­came cold she went as scullery-maid to the inns or maid-of-all-work to the wom­en in Dan­nebrog Street. Strange to say, she al­ways elud­ed the po­lice. At first there were two or three times when she start­ed to re­turn to her grand­moth­er, but went no far­ther than the stairs; she was afraid of be­ing pun­ished, and could not en­dure the thought of hav­ing to lis­ten to the old la­dy’s com­plaints. Lat­er on she be­came ac­cus­tomed to her new way of liv­ing, and no longer felt any de­sire to leave it, prob­a­bly be­cause she had be­gun to take strong drink. Now and again, how­ev­er, she stole in to the Home and caught a glimpse of her grand­moth­er. She could not ex­plain why she did it, and firm­ly main­tained that she could not en­dure her. The old wom­an’s un­rea­son­able com­plaint that she was an en­cum­brance to her had eat­en deeply in­to the child’s mind. Dur­ing the last year she had been a wait­ress for some time at a sailors’ tav­ern down in Ny­havn with an innkeep­er Elle­by, the con­fi­dence-man who had fleeced Pelle on his first ar­rival in the city. It was Elle­by’s cus­tom to adopt young girls so as to evade the law and have wom­en-ser­vants for his sailors; and they gen­er­al­ly died in the course of a year or two: he al­ways wore a crape band round his sleeve. Jo­han­na was al­so to have been adopt­ed, but ran away in time.

			She slow­ly con­fessed it all to Pelle, coarse and hor­ri­ble as it was, with the in­stinc­tive con­fi­dence that the in­hab­i­tants of the “Ark” had placed in him, and which had been in­her­it­ed by her from her moth­er and grand­moth­er. What an abyss of hor­rors! And he had been think­ing that there was no hur­ry, that life was rich­er than that! But the chil­dren, the chil­dren! Were they to wait too, while he sur­veyed the var­ied forms of ex­is­tence—wait and go to ru­in? Was there on the whole any need of knowl­edge and com­pre­hen­sive­ness of sur­vey in or­der to fight for juster con­di­tions? Was any­thing nec­es­sary be­yond the state of be­ing good? While he sat and read books, chil­dren were per­haps be­ing trod­den down by thou­sands. Did this al­so be­long to life and re­quire cau­tion? For the first time he doubt­ed him­self.

			“Now you must lie down and go to sleep,” he said gen­tly, and stroked her fore­head. It was burn­ing hot and throbbed, and alarmed he felt her pulse. Her hand dropped in­to his, thin and worn, and her pulse was ir­reg­u­lar. Alas, Hanne’s fever was rag­ing with­in her!

			She held his hand tight when he rose to go. “Were you and moth­er sweet­hearts, then?” she asked in a whis­per, with a look of ex­pec­ta­tion in the bright eyes that she fixed up­on him. And sud­den­ly he un­der­stood the re­it­er­at­ed ques­tion and all her strange com­pli­ance with his wish­es.

			For a mo­ment he looked wa­ver­ing­ly in­to her ex­pec­tant eyes. Then he nod­ded slow­ly. “Yes, Jo­han­na; you’re my lit­tle daugh­ter!” he said, bend­ing down over her. Her pale face was light­ed with a faint smile, and she shy­ly touched his stub­bly chin and then turned over to go to sleep.

			In a few words Pelle told Morten the child’s pre­vi­ous his­to­ry—Madam Johnsen and her hus­band’s vain fight to get on, his hor­ri­ble death in the sew­er, how Hanne had grown up as the beau­ti­ful princess of the “Ark”—Hanne who meant to have hap­pi­ness, and had in­stead this poor child!

			“You’ve nev­er told me any­thing about Hanne,” said Morten, look­ing at him.

			“No,” said Pelle slow­ly. “She was al­ways so strange­ly un­re­al to me, like an all too beau­ti­ful dream. Do you know she danced her­self to death! But you must pre­tend to the child that I’m her fa­ther.”

			Morten nod­ded. “You might go out to the Home for me, and hear about the old la­dy. It’s a pity she should have to spend her old age there!” He looked round the room.

			“You can’t have her here, how­ev­er,” said Pelle.

			“It might per­haps be ar­ranged. She and the child be­long to one an­oth­er.”

			Pelle first went home to Ellen with the mon­ey and then out to the Home.

			Madam Johnsen was in the in­fir­mary, and could not live many days. It was a lit­tle while be­fore she rec­og­nized Pelle, and she seemed to have for­got­ten the past. It made no im­pres­sion what­ev­er on her when he told her that her grand­child had been found. She lay most of the time, talk­ing un­in­tel­li­gi­bly; she thought she still had to get mon­ey for the rent and for food for her­self and the child. The trou­bles of old age had made an in­deli­ble im­pres­sion up­on her. “She gets no plea­sure out of ly­ing here and be­ing com­fort­able,” said an old wom­an who lay in the next bed to hers. “She’s al­ways try­ing and try­ing to get things, and when she’s free of that, she goes to Jut­land.”

			At the sound of the last word, Madam Johnsen fixed her eyes up­on Pelle. “I should so like to see Jut­land again be­fore I die,” she said. “Ev­er since I came over here in my young days, I’ve al­ways meant to use the first mon­ey I had over on an ex­cur­sion home; but I nev­er man­aged it. Hanne’s child had to live too, and they eat a lot at her age.” And so she was back in her trou­bles again.

			The nurse came and told Pelle that he must go now, and he rose and bent over the old wom­an to say farewell, strange­ly moved at the thought that she had done so much for him, and now scarce­ly knew him. She felt for his hand and held it in both hers like a blind per­son try­ing to rec­og­nize, and she looked at him with her ex­pres­sion­less eyes that were al­ready dimmed by ap­proach­ing death. “You still have a good hand,” she said slow­ly, with the far-sound­ing voice of old age. “Hanne should have tak­en you, and then things would have been very dif­fer­ent.’ ”

		
	
		
			VII

			Peo­ple won­dered, at the li­brary, over the grave, silent work­ing­man who took hold of books as if they were bricks. They liked him and helped him to find what he want­ed.

			Among the staff there was an old li­brar­i­an who of­ten came and asked Pelle if there were any­thing he could help him with. He was a lit­tle wiz­ened man with gold spec­ta­cles and thin white hair and beard that gave a smil­ing ex­pres­sion to his pale face. He had spent his time among the stacks of books dur­ing the greater part of his life; the dust of the books had at­tacked his chest, and ev­ery minute his dry cough sound­ed through the room.

			Li­brar­i­an Brun was a bach­e­lor and was said to be very rich. He was not par­tic­u­lar­ly neat or care­ful in his dress, but there was some­thing un­spoiled about his per­son that made one think he could nev­er have been sub­ject­ed to the world’s rough han­dling. In his writ­ings he was a fa­nat­i­cal wor­ship­per of the ego, and held up the law of con­science as the on­ly one to which men should be sub­ject. Per­son­al­ly he was re­served and shy, but some­thing drew him to Pelle, who, he knew, had once been the soul in the rais­ing of the mass­es; and he fol­lowed with won­der and cu­rios­i­ty the de­vel­op­ment of the new work­ing­man. Now and then he brought one of his es­says to Pelle and asked him to read it. It of­ten treat­ed of the na­ture of per­son­al­i­ty, took as its start­ing-point the ego of some philoso­pher or oth­er, or of such and such a re­li­gion, and at­tempt­ed to get at the ques­tions of the day. They con­versed in whis­pers on the sub­ject. The old, eas­i­ly-ap­proached philoso­pher, who was read by very few, cher­ished an un­re­quit­ed af­fec­tion for the gen­er­al pub­lic, and lis­tened ea­ger­ly to what a work­ing­man might be able to make out of his ideas. Qui­et and al­most timid though his man­ner was, his views were strong, and he did not flinch from the thought of em­ploy­ing vi­o­lent mea­sures; but his at­ti­tude to­ward the rais­ing of the low­er class­es was scep­ti­cal. “They don’t know how to read,” he said. “The com­mon peo­ple nev­er touch a re­al book.” He had lived so long among books that he thought the truths of life were hid­den away in them.

			They grad­u­al­ly be­came well ac­quaint­ed with one an­oth­er. Brun was the last de­scen­dant of an old, de­cayed fam­i­ly, which had been rich for many gen­er­a­tions. He de­spised mon­ey, and did not con­sid­er it to be one of the valu­able things of life. Nev­er hav­ing known want, he had few pre­ten­sions, and of­ten de­nied him­self to help oth­ers. It was said that he lived in a very Spar­tan fash­ion, and used a large pro­por­tion of his in­come for the re­lief of the poor. On many points he agreed with the low­er class­es, not on­ly the­o­ret­i­cal­ly but pure­ly or­gan­i­cal­ly; and Pelle saw, to his amaze­ment, that the dis­so­lu­tion of ex­ist­ing con­di­tions could al­so take place from the up­per grades of so­ci­ety. Per­haps the fu­ture was pre­par­ing it­self at both ex­trem­i­ties!

			One day Brun care­ful­ly led the con­ver­sa­tion on to Pelle’s pri­vate af­fairs: he seemed to know some­thing about them. “Isn’t there any­thing you want to start?” he asked. “I should be so glad if you would al­low me to help you.”

			Pelle was not yet clear as to what was to be done about the fu­ture. “At present,” he said, “the whole thing is just a chaos to me.”

			“But you must live! Will you do me the fa­vor of tak­ing a loan from me at any rate, while you’re look­ing about you? Mon­ey is nec­es­sary to make one ca­pa­ble and free,” he con­tin­ued, when Pelle re­fused it. “It’s a pity, but so it is. You don’t take what you want any­how, so you must ei­ther get the mon­ey in the way that of­fers, or do with­out.”

			“Then I’ll do with­out,” said Pelle.

			“It seems to me that’s what you and yours have al­ways done, and have you ev­er suc­ceed­ed in heap­ing coals of fire on the head of so­ci­ety by it? You set too high a val­ue up­on mon­ey; the com­mon peo­ple have too great re­spect for the prop­er­ty of oth­ers. And up­on my word it’s true! The good old poor man could scarce­ly find it in his heart to put any­thing in­to his own mis­er­able mouth; his wife was to have all the good pieces. So he is mourned as lost to our side; he was so easy to get wealth by. His prog­e­ny still go about with a good deal of it.”

			“Mon­ey makes you de­pen­dent,” Pelle ob­ject­ed.

			“Not al­ways,” an­swered Brun, laugh­ing. “In my world peo­ple bor­row and take on cred­it with­out a thought: the greater the debt, the bet­ter it is; they nev­er treat a man worse than when they owe him mon­ey. On that point we are very much more eman­ci­pat­ed than you are, in­deed that’s where the di­vid­ing line goes be­tween the up­per class­es and the com­mon peo­ple. This fear of be­com­ing in­debt­ed to any­one, and care­ful­ness to do two ser­vices in re­turn for one, is all very nice and prof­itable in your own world; but it’s what you’ll be run down by in your re­la­tions to us. We don’t know it at all; how oth­er­wise would those peo­ple get on who have to let them­selves be helped from their cra­dle to their grave, and live ex­clu­sive­ly up­on ser­vices re­ceived?”

			Pelle looked at him in be­wil­der­ment. “Poor peo­ple have noth­ing but their sense of hon­or, and so they watch over it,” he said.

			“And you’ve re­al­ly nev­er halt­ed at this sense of hon­or that works so splen­did­ly in our fa­vor?” asked Brun in sur­prise. “Just ex­am­ine the ex­ist­ing morals, and you’ll dis­cov­er that they must have been in­vent­ed by us—for your use. Yes, you’re sur­prised to hear me say that, but then I’m a de­gen­er­ate up­per-class man, one of those who fall out­side the es­tab­lished or­der of things. I saw your amaze­ment at my not hav­ing pat­ted you on the shoul­der and said: ‘Poor but proud! Go on be­ing so, young man!’ But you mustn’t draw too far-reach­ing con­clu­sions from that; as I told you, I’m not that sort. Now mayn’t I give you a help­ing hand?”

			No, Pelle was quite de­ter­mined he should not. Some­thing had been shat­tered with­in him, and the knowl­edge made him restive.

			“You’re an ob­sti­nate ple­beian,” said Brun, half vexed.

			On his way home Pelle thought it all over. Of course he had al­ways been quite aware that the whole thing re­sem­bled a gen­tle­man’s car­riage, in which he and oth­ers like him had to be the hors­es; the laws and gen­er­al ar­range­ment were the reins and har­ness, which made them draw the car­riage well. The on­ly thing was that it was al­ways de­nied from the oth­er side; he was toil­ing at his­to­ry and sta­tis­tics in or­der to fur­nish in­con­tro­vert­ible proof of this. But here was some­one who sat in the car­riage him­self, and gave ev­i­dence to the ef­fect that it was right enough; and this was not a book, but a liv­ing man with whom he stood face to face. It gave an im­mense sup­port to his be­lief.

			There was need enough for it too, for at home things were go­ing bad­ly. The let­ting of rooms was at a stand­still, and Ellen was sell­ing the fur­ni­ture as fast as she could. “It’s all the same to me what the law is!” was her re­ply to Pelle’s warn­ings. “There sure­ly can be no sense in our hav­ing to make the fur­ni­ture-deal­er a present of all we’ve paid up­on it, just be­cause he has a scrap of pa­per against us. When the fur­ni­ture’s sold, he shall have the rest of what we owe him.”

			He did not get the whole, how­ev­er, for in the first place they had to live. The re­main­der of the debt hung like a threat over them; if he dis­cov­ered that the fur­ni­ture was sold, it might end bad­ly for them. “Re­mem­ber I’ve been in prison be­fore,” said Pelle.

			“They sure­ly can’t pun­ish you for what I’ve done?” said Ellen, look­ing at him in ter­ror. “Pelle, Pelle, what have I done! Why didn’t I do what you told me!” For a time she col­lapsed, but then sud­den­ly rose en­er­get­i­cal­ly, say­ing: “Then we must get it paid at once. It’s sure­ly pos­si­ble to find twen­ty kro­nes!” And has­ten­ing up to their flat, she quick­ly re­turned in her hat and jack­et.

			“What are you go­ing to do?” asked Pelle in amaze­ment.

			“What am I go­ing to do? I’m go­ing to ‘Queen There­sa.’ She can get it! Don’t be afraid!” she said, bend­ing down and kiss­ing him. She soon re­turned with the mon­ey. “I may pay it back by wash­ing,” she said cheer­ful­ly.

			So that mat­ter was set­tled, and they would have been glad if the loan had been the same. It scarce­ly moved, how­ev­er; the in­stal­ments ate them­selves up in some won­der­ful way. Two or three times they had had to ask for a post­pone­ment, and each time the usurer added the amount of the in­stal­ment to the sum still ow­ing; he called it pun­ish­ment in­ter­est.

			Pelle read sel­dom; he felt no wish to do so. He was out ear­ly and late look­ing for a job. He fetched and took back fur­ni­ture in the town for the sec­ond­hand deal­er, and did any­thing else that came to hand.

			One evening Ellen came up with a news­pa­per cut­ting that “Queen There­sa” had sent her, an ad­ver­tise­ment of a good, well-paid sit­u­a­tion for a trust­wor­thy man, who had been trained as a shoe­mak­er. “It’s this morn­ing’s,” said Ellen anx­ious­ly, “so I on­ly hope it isn’t too late. You must go out there at once.” She took out Pelle’s Sun­day clothes quick­ly, and helped him to make him­self tidy. It was for a boot-fac­to­ry in Borg­er Street. Pelle took the tram in or­der to get there quick­ly, but he had no great hopes of get­ting the place. The man­u­fac­tur­er was one of his most bit­ter op­po­nents among the em­ploy­ers at the time when he was or­ga­niz­ing the trade—a young mas­ter-shoe­mak­er who had had the good sense to fol­low the de­vel­op­ment and take the leap over to man­u­fac­tur­er.

			“Oh, it’s you, is it?” he said. “Well, well, old dif­fer­ences shan’t stand be­tween us if we can come to an agree­ment in oth­er ways. What I want is a man who’ll look a lit­tle af­ter ev­ery­thing, a kind of right-hand man who can take some­thing off my shoul­ders in a gen­er­al way, and su­per­in­tend the whole thing when I’m trav­el­ling. I think you’ll do cap­i­tal­ly for that, for you’ve got in­flu­ence with the men; and I’d like things to go nice­ly and smooth­ly with them, with­out giv­ing in to them too much, you un­der­stand. One may just as well do things pleas­ant­ly; it doesn’t cost an atom more, ac­cord­ing to my ex­pe­ri­ence, and now one be­longs to the par­ty one’s self.”

			“Do you?” said Pelle, hard­ly able to be­lieve his ears.

			“Yes! Why shouldn’t an em­ploy­er be a fel­low-par­ti­san? There’s noth­ing to be afraid of when once you’ve peeped in be­hind the scenes; and it has its ad­van­tages, of course. In ten years’ time ev­ery sen­si­ble man will be a so­cial demo­crat.”

			“That’s not at all un­like­ly,” said Pelle, laugh­ing.

			“No, is it! So one evening I said to my wife: ‘I say, you know it won’t do soon to own that you don’t be­long to the par­ty; in oth­er coun­tries mil­lion­aires and counts and barons al­ready be­long to it.’ She didn’t quite like it, but now she’s quite sat­is­fied. They’re quite nice peo­ple, as she said her­self. There are even per­sons of rank among them. Well, it wasn’t con­vic­tion that drove me at first, but now I agree be­cause what they say’s very sen­si­ble. And up­on my word it’s the on­ly par­ty that can thrash the an­ar­chists prop­er­ly, don’t you think so? In my opin­ion all should unite in fight­ing against them, and that’ll be the end of it, I sup­pose. I’ve re­flect­ed a good deal up­on pol­i­tics and have come to the con­clu­sion that we em­ploy­ers be­haved like ass­es from the be­gin­ning. We oughtn’t to have strug­gled against the Move­ment; it on­ly drove it to ex­tremes. Just see how well-be­haved it’s be­come since we be­gan to take off our hats to it! You be­come what you’re treat­ed as, let me tell you. You wouldn’t have act­ed so harsh­ly if we oth­ers had been a lit­tle kinder to you. Don’t you al­low that? You’re ex­act­ly like ev­ery­one else: you want to have good food and nice clothes—be con­sid­ered re­spectable peo­ple. So it was wise to cut off the low­er end; you can’t rise when you’ve too much lum­ber as bal­last. Fel­lows who pull up paving-stones and knock you down are no com­pa­ny for me. You must have pa­tience and wait un­til the turn comes to your par­ty to come in for a share: those are my pol­i­tics. Well, what do you think about the job?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand the ma­chines,” said Pelle.

			“You’ll soon get in­to that! But it’s not that that mat­ters, if on­ly you know how to treat the work­men, and that of course you do. I’ll pay you thir­ty-five kro­nes a week—that’s a good week­ly wage—and in re­turn you’ll have an eye to my ad­van­tage of course. One doesn’t join the par­ty to be bled—you un­der­stand what I mean? Then you get a free house—in the front build­ing of course—so as to be a kind of vice-land­lord for the back build­ing here; there are three stairs with one-roomed flats. I can’t be both­ered hav­ing any­thing to do with that; there’s so much non­sense about the mob. They do dam­age and don’t pay if they can help it, and when you’re a lit­tle firm with them they fly to the pa­pers and write spite­ful let­ters. Of course I don’t run much risk of that, but all the same I like things to go smooth­ly, part­ly be­cause I as­pire to be­come a mem­ber of the man­age­ment. So you get eigh­teen hun­dred kro­nes a year and a flat at four hun­dred, which makes two thou­sand two hun­dred kro­nes—a good wage, though per­haps I oughtn’t to say so my­self; but good pay makes good work. Well, is it a bar­gain?”

			Pelle want­ed to have till the next day to think it over.

			“What do you want to think over? One ought nev­er to think over things too much; our age re­quires ac­tion. As I said be­fore, an ex­pert knowl­edge is not the main thing; it’s your au­thor­i­ty that I chiefly want. In oth­er words, you’ll be my con­fi­den­tial man. Well, well, then you’ll give me your an­swer to­mor­row.”

			Pelle went slow­ly home­ward. He did not know why he had asked time to think it over; the mat­ter was set­tled. If you want­ed to make a home, you must take the con­se­quences of it and not sneak away the first time a prospect of­fered of mak­ing it a lit­tle com­fort­able for your wife and chil­dren. So now he was the dog set to watch his com­pan­ions.

			He went down the King’s New Mar­ket and in­to the fash­ion­able quar­ter. It was bright and gay here, with the arc-lamps hang­ing like a row of light-birds above the as­phalt, now and then beat­ing their wings to keep them­selves poised. They seemed to sweep down the dark­ness of night, and great shad­ows flick­ered through the street and dis­ap­peared. In the nar­row side streets dark­ness lay, and in­sis­tent sounds forced their way out of it—a girl’s laugh, the cry­ing of a lone­ly child, the cease­less bick­er­ing of a cowed wom­an. But peo­ple strolled, qui­et­ly con­vers­ing, along the pave­ment in cou­ples and heard noth­ing. They had got out their win­ter coats, and were lux­u­ri­at­ing in the first cold weath­er.

			Mu­sic sound­ed from the large cafés, which were filled to over­flow­ing. Peo­ple were sit­ting close to­geth­er in small se­lect com­pa­nies, and looked gay and hap­py. On the ta­bles round which they sat, stood the wine-cool­er with the cham­pagne bot­tle point­ing oblique­ly up­ward as though it were go­ing to shoot down heav­en it­self to them. How se­cure they ap­peared to feel! Had they no sus­pi­cion that they were sit­ting up­on a thin crust, with the hell of pover­ty right be­neath them? Or was that per­haps why they were en­joy­ing them­selves—to­day your turn, to­mor­row mine? Per­haps they had be­come rec­on­ciled to the idea, and took what they could get with­out lis­ten­ing too care­ful­ly to the hoarse protests of the back streets!

			Un­der one of the elec­tric lamp­posts on the Town Hall Square a man was stand­ing sell­ing pa­pers. He held one out to Pelle, say­ing: “A half­pen­ny if you can af­ford it, if not you can have it for noth­ing!” He was pale, with dark shad­ows un­der his eyes, and he had a dark beard. He looked as if he were suf­fer­ing from some in­ter­nal com­plaint which was slow­ly con­sum­ing him. Pelle looked at him, and saw to his sur­prise that it was Pe­ter Drey­er, his com­rade of long ago!

			“Do you go about sell­ing news­pa­pers?” he ex­claimed in as­ton­ish­ment, hold­ing out his hand.

			Pe­ter Drey­er qui­et­ly re­turned his greet­ing. He had the same heavy, in­tro­spec­tive look that he had had when Pelle met him in the gar­ret in Jager Street, but looked even more per­plexed.

			“Yes, I’ve be­come a news­pa­per man,” he said, “but on­ly af­ter work­ing hours. It’s a lit­tle pa­per that I write and print my­self. It may per­haps do you good to read it.”

			“What’s it about?”

			“About you and me.”

			“It’s an­ar­chis­tic, I sup­pose?” said Pelle, look­ing at the ti­tle of the pa­per. “You were so strange last time I met you.”

			“Well, you can read it. A half­pen­ny if you can af­ford it, if not gratis!” he cried, hold­ing out a copy to the passers­by. A po­lice­man was stand­ing a lit­tle way off ob­serv­ing him. He grad­u­al­ly drew near­er.

			“I see you’re un­der ob­ser­va­tion!” said Pelle, draw­ing his at­ten­tion to the po­lice­man.

			“I’m used to that. Once or twice they’ve seized my in­of­fen­sive lit­tle pa­per.”

			“Then it can’t have been al­to­geth­er in­of­fen­sive?” said Pelle, smil­ing.

			“I on­ly ad­vise peo­ple to think for them­selves.”

			“That ad­vice may be dan­ger­ous enough too, if it’s fol­lowed.”

			“Oh, yes. The mean thing is that the po­lice pur­sue me fi­nan­cial­ly. As soon as I’ve got work with any mas­ter, a po­lice­man ap­pears and ad­vis­es him to dis­charge me. It’s their usu­al tac­tics! They aim at the stom­ach, for that’s where they them­selves have their heart.”

			“Then it must be very hard for you to get on,” said Pelle sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly.

			“Oh, I get along some­how. Now and then they put me in prison for no law­ful rea­son, and when a cer­tain time has passed they let me out again—the one with just as lit­tle rea­son as the oth­er. They’ve lost their heads. It doesn’t say much for ma­chin­ery that’s ex­clu­sive­ly kept go­ing to look af­ter us. I’ve a feel­ing that they’d like to put me out of the way, if it could be done; but the coun­try’s not large enough to let any­one dis­ap­pear in. But I’m not go­ing to play the hunt­ed an­i­mal any longer. Al­though I de­spise our laws, which are on­ly a mask for brute force, I’m very care­ful to be on the right side; and if they use vi­o­lence against me again, I’ll not sub­mit to it.”

			“The con­di­tions are so un­equal,” said Pelle, look­ing se­ri­ous­ly at him.

			“No one need put up with more than he him­self likes. But there’s some­thing want­ing in us here at home—our own ex­treme con­se­quence, self-re­spect; and so they treat us as ig­no­min­ious­ly as they please.”

			They went on to­geth­er. On the pave­ment out­side one of the large cafés stood an anaemic wom­an with a child up­on her arm, of­fer­ing for sale some mis­er­able stalks which were sup­posed to rep­re­sent flow­ers. Pe­ter Drey­er point­ed silent­ly from her to the peo­ple in the café. His face was dis­tort­ed.

			“I’ve no ob­jec­tion to peo­ple en­joy­ing life,” said Pelle; “on the con­trary, I’m glad to see that there are some who are hap­py. I hate the sys­tem, but not the peo­ple, you see, un­less it were those who grudge us all any­thing, and are on­ly re­al­ly hap­py in the thought that oth­ers are in want.”

			“And do you be­lieve there’s any­one in there who se­ri­ous­ly doesn’t grudge oth­ers any­thing? Do you be­lieve any of them would say: ‘I’m for­tu­nate enough to earn twen­ty-five thou­sand kro­nes a year and am not al­lowed to use more than five thou­sand, so the rest be­longs to the poor’? No, they’re sit­ting there abus­ing the poor man while they drink up the sur­plus of his ex­is­tence. The men abuse the work­men, and their wives the ser­vant girls. Just go in among the ta­bles and lis­ten! The poor are bes­tial, un­re­li­able, un­grate­ful in spite of ev­ery­thing that is done for them; they are them­selves to blame for their mis­ery. It gives a spice to the feast to some of them, oth­ers dull their un­easy con­science with it. And yet all they eat and drink has been made by the poor man; even the choic­est dain­ties have passed through his dirty hands and have a pi­quant fla­vor of sweat and hunger. They look up­on it as a mat­ter of course that it should be so; they are not even sur­prised that noth­ing is ev­er done in grat­i­tude for kind treat­ment—some­thing to dis­agree with them, a lit­tle poi­son, for in­stance. Just think! There are mil­lions of poor peo­ple dai­ly oc­cu­pied in mak­ing dain­ties for the rich man, and it nev­er oc­curs to any of them to re­venge them­selves, they are so good-na­tured. Cap­i­tal lit­er­al­ly sleeps with its head in our lap, and abus­es us in its sleep; and yet we don’t cut its throat!”

			At Vic­to­ria Street they stopped. The po­lice­man had fol­lowed them and stopped on the oth­er side of the street when they stopped. Pelle drew the oth­er’s at­ten­tion to the fact.

			Pe­ter looked across care­less­ly. “He’s like an Eng­lish blood­hound,” he said qui­et­ly—“a fe­ro­cious mouth and no brain! What vex­es me most is that we our­selves pro­duce the dogs that are to hunt us; but we shall soon be­gin to ag­i­tate among the mil­i­tary.” He said good night and turned to­ward En­g­have Road, where he lived.

			Ellen met Pelle at the top of the street. “How did you get on?” she asked ea­ger­ly. “Did you get the place?”

			He qui­et­ly ex­plained mat­ters to her. She had put her arm round him. “You great big man,” she said, look­ing up at him with a hap­py face. “If you on­ly knew how proud I am of you! Why, we’re rich now, Pelle—thir­ty-five kro­nes a week! Aren’t you glad your­self?”

			“Yes, I’m glad that you and the chil­dren will be a lit­tle com­fort­able for once.”

			“Yes, but you your­self—you don’t seem to be very de­light­ed, and yet it’s a good place you’re get­ting.”

			“It won’t be an easy place for me, but I must make the best of it,” he an­swered.

			“I don’t see why not. You’re to be on the side of the man­u­fac­tur­er, but that’s al­ways the way with that kind of po­si­tion; and he’s got a right too to have his in­ter­ests looked af­ter.”

			When they got in Ellen brought him his sup­per, which had been stand­ing on the stove to keep warm. Now and then she looked at him in won­der; there was some­thing about him to­day that she did not un­der­stand. He had on the whole be­come a lit­tle pe­cu­liar in his views about things in the prison, and it was not to be won­dered at. She went to him and stroked his hair.

			“You’ll be sat­is­fied on your own ac­count too, soon,” she said. “It’s for­tu­nate for us that he can’t be both­ered to look af­ter things him­self.”

			“He’s tak­en up with pol­i­tics,” an­swered Pelle ab­sent­ly. “At present he’s think­ing of get­ting in­to the Town Coun­cil by the help of the work­ing­men’s votes.”

			“Then it’s very wise of him to take you,” Ellen ex­claimed vi­va­cious­ly. “You un­der­stand these mat­ters and can help him. If we save, we may per­haps have so much over that we could buy the busi­ness from him some day.”

			She looked hap­py, and treat­ed him to a lit­tle pet­ting, now in one way and now in an­oth­er. Her joy in­creased her beau­ty, and when he looked at her it was im­pos­si­ble for him to re­gret any­thing. She had sac­ri­ficed ev­ery­thing for him, and he could do noth­ing with­out con­sid­er­ing her. He must see her per­fect­ly hap­py once more, let it cost what it might, for he owed her ev­ery­thing. How beau­ti­ful she was in her un­af­fect­ed­ness! She still had a fond­ness for dress­ing in black, and with her dark hair about her pale face, she re­sem­bled one of those Sis­ters who have suf­fered much and do ev­ery­thing out of com­pas­sion.

			It struck him that he had nev­er heard her re­al­ly laugh; she on­ly smiled. He had not awak­ened the strong­est feel­ing in her yet, he had not suc­ceed­ed in mak­ing her hap­py; and there­fore, though she had shared his bed and board, she had kept the most beau­ti­ful part to her­self, like an un­ap­proach­able vir­gin. But now her cheeks glowed with hap­py ex­pec­ta­tion, and her eyes rest­ed up­on him ea­ger­ly; he no longer rep­re­sent­ed for her the ev­ery­day dull­ness, he was the fairy-sto­ry that might take her by sur­prise when the need was great­est. He felt he could hard­ly pay too dear­ly for this change. Wom­en were not made for ad­ver­si­ty and soli­tude; they were flow­ers that on­ly opened ful­ly when hap­pi­ness kissed them. Ellen might shift the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty over on­to his shoul­ders.

			The next day he dressed him­self care­ful­ly to go out and make the fi­nal agree­ment with the man­u­fac­tur­er. Ellen helped him to but­ton his col­lar, and brushed his coat, talk­ing, as she did so, with the light­heart­ed­ness of a bird, of the fu­ture. “What are we go­ing to do now? We must try and get rid of this flat and move out to that end of the town,” she said, “or else you’ll have too far to walk.”

			“I for­got to tell you that we shall live out there,” said Pelle. “He has three stairs with one-roomed apart­ments, and we’re to be the vice-land­lord of them. He can’t man­age the ten­ants him­self.” Pelle had not for­got­ten it, but had not been able to bring him­self to tell her that he was to be watch­dog.

			Ellen looked at him in pet­ri­fied as­ton­ish­ment. “Does that go with the post?” she gasped.

			Pelle nod­ded.

			“You mustn’t do it!” she cried, sud­den­ly seiz­ing him by the arms. “Do you hear, Pelle? You mustn’t do it!” She was great­ly dis­turbed and gazed be­seech­ing­ly at him. “I don’t un­der­stand you at all.”

			He looked at her in be­wil­der­ment and mur­mured some­thing in self-de­fence.

			“Don’t you see that he on­ly wants to make use of you?” she con­tin­ued ex­cit­ed­ly. “It’s a Ju­das post he’s of­fered you, but we won’t earn our bread by turn­ing poor peo­ple in­to the street. I’ve seen my own bits of fur­ni­ture ly­ing in the gut­ter. Oh, if you’d gone there!” She gazed shud­der­ing­ly straight be­fore her.

			“I can’t un­der­stand what you can have been think­ing about—you who are gen­er­al­ly so sen­si­ble,” she said when she had once more calmed down, look­ing re­proach­ful­ly at him; but the next in­stant she un­der­stood it all, and sank down weep­ing.

			“Oh, Pelle, Pelle!” she ex­claimed, and hid her face.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Pelle read no more and no longer went to the li­brary. He had enough to do to keep things go­ing. There was no ques­tion now of try­ing to get a place; win­ter was at the door, and the army of the un­em­ployed grew larg­er ev­ery day. He stayed at home, worked when there was any­thing to do, and for the rest mind­ed the chil­dren for Ellen while she washed. He talked to Lasse Fred­erik as he would to a com­rade, but it was nice to have to look af­ter the lit­tle ones too. They were grate­ful for it, and he dis­cov­ered that it gave him much plea­sure. Boy Com­fort he was very fond of now, his on­ly sor­row be­ing that the boy could not talk yet. His dumb­ness was al­ways a silent ac­cu­sa­tion.

			“Why don’t you bring books home?” Ellen would say when she came up from the wash­house to look af­ter them, with her arms bare and tiny drops in her hair from the steam down there. “You’ve plen­ty of time now.”

			No, what did he want with books? They did per­haps widen his hori­zon a lit­tle, but what lay be­hind it be­came so very much greater again; and he him­self on­ly grew small­er by read­ing. It was im­pos­si­ble in any case to ob­tain any re­as­sur­ing view of the whole. The world fol­lowed its own crooked course in de­fi­ance of all wis­dom. There was lit­tle plea­sure in ab­sorb­ing knowl­edge about things that one could not rem­e­dy; poor peo­ple had bet­ter be dull.

			He and Morten had just been to Madam Johnsen’s fu­ner­al. She had not suc­ceed­ed in see­ing Jut­land. Out of a whole life of toil there had nev­er been ten kro­nes over for a tick­et home; and the trains ran day af­ter day with hun­dreds of emp­ty places. With chill­ing punc­tu­al­i­ty they whirled away from sta­tion to sta­tion. Heav­en knows how many thou­sand emp­ty seats the trains had run with to Jut­land dur­ing the years in which the old wom­an longed to see her home! And if she had trudged to the rail­way-sta­tion and got in­to the train, re­morse­less hands would have re­moved her at the first sta­tion. What had she to do with Jut­land? She longed to go there, it was true, but she had no mon­ey!

			Was it mal­ice or heart­less in­dif­fer­ence? A more fiendish sport can at any rate hard­ly be imag­ined than this run­ning with emp­ty places. It was they that made the jour­ney so ter­ri­bly vivid—as though the dev­il him­self were har­nessed to the train and, pant­ing with wan­ton­ness, drag­ging it along through the coun­try to places that peo­ple were long­ing to see. It must be dread­ful to be the guard and call the names of the sta­tions in to those seats for the peo­ple left be­hind!

			And Sis­ter walked about the floor so pale and thin! There was no strength in her fair hair, and when she was ex­cit­ed, her breath whis­tled in her wind­pipe with that painful sound that was prac­ti­cal­ly in­sep­a­ra­ble from the chil­dren of the poor neigh­bor­hoods. It was al­ways the vi­ti­at­ed air of the back­yards that had some­thing to say now—de­press­ing, like al­most ev­ery­thing his un­der­stand­ing mas­tered. All she want­ed was sun­shine, and all the sum­mer it had been poured down in open­hand­ed gen­eros­i­ty, on­ly it went over the heads of poor peo­ple like ev­ery­thing else. It had been a splen­did year for straw­ber­ries, but the large gar­den­ers had de­cid­ed to let half of them rot on their stalks in or­der to keep up the prices and save the mon­ey spent on pick­ing them. And here were the chil­dren hun­ger­ing for fruit, and ail­ing for want of it! Why? No, there was no pos­si­ble an­swer to be giv­en to that ques­tion.

			And again—ev­ery­where the same! When­ev­er he thought of some so­cial in­sti­tu­tion or oth­er, the same melan­choly spec­ta­cle pre­sent­ed it­self—an enor­mous rolling stock, on­ly meant for a few, and to a great ex­tent run­ning emp­ty; and from the emp­ty places ac­cus­ing eyes gazed out, sick and sad with hunger and want and dis­ap­point­ed hope. If one had once seen them, it was im­pos­si­ble to close one’s eyes to them again.

			Some­times his imag­i­na­tion took an­oth­er di­rec­tion, and he found him­self plan­ning, for in­stance, king­doms in which trains were used ac­cord­ing to the need for them, and not ac­cord­ing to the purse, where the food was eat­en by those who were hun­gry, and the on­ly poor peo­ple were those who grudged oth­ers things.

			But he pulled him­self up there; it was too id­i­ot­ic! A voice from the un­seen had called him and his out in­to the day, and then noth­ing had hap­pened! It had on­ly been to fool them.

			Brun of­ten came down to see him. The old li­brar­i­an missed his young friend.

			“Why do you nev­er come in to us now?” he asked.

			“What should I do there?” an­swered Pelle short­ly. “The poor man has no use for knowl­edge; he’s ev­er­last­ing­ly damned.”

			He had bro­ken with all that and did not care ei­ther about the li­brar­i­an’s vis­its. It was best for ev­ery­one to look af­ter him­self; the great were no com­pa­ny for such as he. He made no at­tempt to con­ceal his ill hu­mor, but Brun took no no­tice. The lat­ter had moved out in­to Fred­eriks­berg Av­enue in Oc­to­ber, and dropped in al­most ev­ery af­ter­noon on his way home from the li­brary. The chil­dren took care to be down there at that time, for he al­ways brought some­thing for them.

			Nei­ther Pelle nor Ellen de­mand­ed much of life now. They had set­tled down in res­ig­na­tion side by side like a pair of carthors­es that were ac­cus­tomed to share manger and toil. It would have been a great thing now to have done with that con­found­ed loan, so that they need not go about with their lives in their hands con­tin­u­al­ly; but even that was re­quir­ing too much! All that could be scraped to­geth­er went ev­ery month to the money­len­der, and they were no near­er the end. On the one hun­dred and eighty kro­nes that Pelle had re­ceived they had now in all paid off one hun­dred and twen­ty, and yet they still owed two hun­dred and forty. It was the “pun­ish­ment in­ter­est” that made it mount up when­ev­er they came on­ly a day or two too late with the in­stal­ments or what­ev­er it might be. In any case it was an end­less screw that would go on all their life pump­ing out what­ev­er they could scrape to­geth­er in­to the money­len­der’s pock­et.

			But now Pelle meant to put an end to this. He had not paid the last in­stal­ment and meant to pay no more, but let things go as they liked. “You ought to bor­row of Herr Brun and pay off that money­len­der,” said Ellen, “or else he’ll on­ly come down on us and take our fur­ni­ture.” But Pelle was ob­sti­nate and would not lis­ten to rea­son. The con­scious­ness that a par­a­site had fas­tened up­on him and sucked him dry in spite of all his re­sis­tance, made him an­gry. He would like to see them touch­ing his things!

			When the money­len­der came to fetch his in­stal­ment, Pelle shut the door in his face. For the rest he took ev­ery­thing with the calm­ness of res­ig­na­tion; but when the sub­ject cropped up, he fired up and did not know what he said. Ellen had to keep si­lence and let his mood work it­self out.

			One af­ter­noon he sat work­ing at the base­ment win­dow. The li­brar­i­an was sit­ting on the chair by the door, with a child on each knee, feed­ing them with dates. Pelle was tak­ing no no­tice, but bent over his work with the ex­pres­sion of a mad­man who is afraid of be­ing spo­ken to. His work did not in­ter­est him as it had for­mer­ly done, and pro­gressed slow­ly; a dis­turb­ing el­e­ment had en­tered, and when­ev­er he could not in­stant­ly find a tool, he grew an­gry and threw the things about.

			Brun sat watch­ing him anx­ious­ly, though ap­par­ent­ly tak­en up with the chil­dren. A pity­ing ex­pres­sion would have made Pelle fu­ri­ous. Brun guessed that there was some mon­ey trou­ble, but dared not of­fer his as­sis­tance; ev­ery time he tried to be­gin a con­ver­sa­tion Pelle re­pelled him with a cun­ning look which said: “You’re seek­ing for an op­por­tu­ni­ty to come with your mon­ey, but you won’t get it!” Some­thing or oth­er had gone wrong with him, but it would all come right in the end.

			A cab stopped out­side the door, and three men stepped out and went in­to the house. A lit­tle while af­ter Ellen burst in­to the work­shop. “Pelle!” she cried, with­out notic­ing Brun, “they’ve come to take away our things!” She broke in­to a fit of weep­ing, and see­ing their moth­er cry­ing, the chil­dren be­gan to cry too.

			Pelle rose and seized a ham­mer. “I’ll soon get them out!” he said be­tween his teeth in a low tone as he moved to­ward the door. He did not hur­ry, but went with low­ered head, not look­ing at any­one.

			Brun seized him by the arm and stopped him.

			“You for­get that there’s some­thing called Prison!” he said with pe­cu­liar em­pha­sis.

			Pelle gazed at him in as­ton­ish­ment, and for a mo­ment it looked as if he were go­ing to strike the old man; then the ham­mer dropped from his hand and he broke down.

		
	
		
			IX

			Now and then a com­rade from the good old days would come up and want Pelle to go with him to a meet­ing. Old fight­ing mem­o­ries wak­ened with­in him. Per­haps it was there the whole point lay. He threw off his leather apron and went. Ellen’s eyes fol­lowed him to the door, won­der­ing that he could still wish to have any­thing to do with that af­ter what he had got out of it.

			But it was not there af­ter all! He re­mem­bered the tremen­dous fer­ment in men’s minds dur­ing the Move­ment, and it seemed to him that the ex­cite­ment had died down. Peo­ple on­ly came for­ward be­fore the elec­tions, oth­er­wise they went about their own busi­ness as if there had nev­er been any ral­ly­ing idea. They were all or­ga­nized, but there was noth­ing new and strong in that fact; they were born—so to speak—in or­ga­ni­za­tion, and con­nect­ed noth­ing great and el­e­vat­ing with it. His old as­so­ciates had cooled down re­mark­ably; they must have dis­cov­ered that suc­cess was nei­ther so ro­man­tic nor so easy as they had thought. They had no longer sim­ply to open the gate in­to the land of suc­cess and stream through it; there was a long and dif­fi­cult road be­fore that. So they each ar­ranged his own mat­ters, and dis­posed of the doubt­ful fu­ture for small present ad­van­tages which were im­me­di­ate­ly swal­lowed up by the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions.

			The Move­ment had not reached to the bot­tom. There was an ac­cu­sa­tion against him­self in this fact; it had not been de­signed with suf­fi­cient breadth. Even at that time it had passed over the heads of the in­hab­i­tants of the “Ark,” and now a large pro­le­tari­at was left with their own ex­pec­ta­tions of the fu­ture. The good old class of the com­mon peo­ple had split up in­to a class of pet­ty trades­men—who seemed to be oc­cu­pied sole­ly in es­tab­lish­ing them­selves—and this pro­le­tari­at.

			But there was noth­ing new in this. One stra­tum moved up and re­vealed a new one be­low; it had al­ways been thus in his­to­ry. Was it then ev­er­last­ing­ly de­ter­mined that at the bot­tom of ex­is­tence there should al­ways be the same in­nu­mer­able crowd of those who were thrust down, who bore the bur­den of the whole, the great hunger re­serve? Was it on­ly pos­si­ble to be hap­py when one knew how to push the dif­fi­cul­ties down, just as one might push the folds of a ma­te­ri­al un­til at last they were heaped up in one place? It was the old ques­tion over again. For­mer­ly he had had his clear faith with which to beat down doubt, but now he could not be con­tent with a blind hope; he re­quired to be shown an ex­pe­di­ent. If the Move­ment had failed through hav­ing been be­gun crooked­ly, the caus­es with which one had to do were prac­ti­cal caus­es, and it was pos­si­ble to do the whole thing over again.

			There were al­so oth­ers en­gaged in tak­ing the whole thing up from the bot­tom, and through Pe­ter Drey­er he came in­to con­tact with young men of an en­tire­ly new type. They had emerged from the Move­ment, shot up sur­pris­ing­ly out of its sed­i­ment, and now made new am­bi­tious claims up­on life. By un­known paths they had reached the same point as he him­self had done, and de­mand­ed first and fore­most to be hu­man be­ings. The sa­cred­ness of the ego filled them, and made them rebel at all yokes; they be­gan from with­in by shak­ing them off, did not smoke or drink, would be slaves to noth­ing. They kept out of the Move­ment and had their own places of meet­ing out about the South Boule­vard, where they read and dis­cussed new so­cial forms. They were in­tel­li­gent, well-paid work­ing­men, who per­sis­tent­ly shared the con­di­tions of the pro­le­tari­at; fa­nat­ics who gave away their week’s wages if they met a man who was poor­er than them­selves; hot­head­ed en­thu­si­asts who await­ed rev­o­lu­tion. Sev­er­al of them had been in prison for ag­i­tat­ing against the so­cial or­der. There were al­so coun­try peo­ple among them—sons of the men who stood in the ditch­es and peat-pits out there. “The lit­tle man’s chil­dren,” Morten called them.

			These were the off­spring of those who had made the Move­ment; that was how it should go on. By be­ing con­tent­ed they kept them­selves free from the en­snar­ing ex­pe­di­ents of cap­i­tal­ism, they de­spised the pet­ty trades­man’s in­cli­na­tion for com­fort, and were al­ways ready for ac­tion. In them the de­par­ture was at any rate a fact!

			They want­ed to get hold of Pelle. “Come over to us!” Pe­ter Drey­er of­ten said.

			Pelle, how­ev­er, was not eas­i­ly en­ticed out; he had his home where he hid him­self like a snail in its shell. He had the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for this lit­tle world of five peo­ple, and he had not even suc­ceed­ed in se­cur­ing it. His strength and in­dus­try were not enough even to keep one lit­tle home above wa­ter; a bene­fac­tor was need­ed for that! It was not the time to tend jeal­ous­ly one’s own hon­or when wife and chil­dren would be the suf­fer­ers; and now that it was all ar­ranged he felt deeply grate­ful to the old li­brar­i­an. It was nev­er­the­less a dis­grace­ful fact which did not en­cour­age him to have any­thing to do with the af­fairs of oth­ers.

			The vi­o­lent lan­guage used by the young men fright­ened him too. He had re­belled against the old con­di­tions just as they had done, but he met with dif­fer­ent ex­pe­ri­ences. From the time he could crawl he had strug­gled to ac­com­mo­date him­self to the great con­nec­tion of things; even the life of the prison had not placed him out­side it, but had on­ly unit­ed him the more close­ly with the whole. He had no in­cli­na­tion to cut the knot, but de­mand­ed that it should be un­tied.

			“You’re no good,” said Morten and the oth­ers when they tried to rouse him, “for you can’t hate.” No, the cold in his mind was like the night-frost; it melt­ed at the first sun­beam. When he looked back there were re­deem­ing ties that held the whole to­geth­er in spite of all the evil; and now the old li­brar­i­an had brought him close up to the good in the oth­er side of the cleft too. He had set­tled down to his shoe­mak­ing again and re­fused to be roused by the oth­ers’ im­pa­tience; but he looked as if he had an eter­ni­ty in which to un­rav­el his af­fairs.

			Sis­ter was of­ten down with him and filled the work­shop with her chat­ter. At about eight, when it be­gan to grow light, he heard her stag­ger­ing step on the stair, and she re­mained with him un­til Ellen took her up in the evening by main force to put her to bed. She dragged all the tools to­geth­er and piled them up in front of Pelle on the bench so that he could hard­ly move, and called it help­ing. Then she rest­ed, stand­ing with her hands up­on the edge of the bench and talk­ing to him. “Sis­ter’s clever!” she said ap­pre­cia­tive­ly, point­ing with sat­is­fac­tion to her work. “Big girl!” And if he did not an­swer she re­peat­ed it and did not leave off un­til he had praised her.

			“Yes, you’re very clever!” he said, “but can you put the things back in their places?”

			The child shook her head. “Sis­ter’s tired,” she de­clared with de­ci­sion, and im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter brought an­oth­er tool and pushed it slow­ly up on­to the heap while she kept her eyes up­on his face to see whether she might do it. “Sis­ter’s help­ing!” she re­peat­ed in ex­pla­na­tion; but Pelle pre­tend­ed not to hear.

			For a time she was qui­et, but then came to him with her pinafore full of old boots and shoes that she had pulled out from be­hind the stove. He tried to look stern, but had to bend down over his work. It made the lit­tle girl feel un­cer­tain. She emp­tied her pinafore on­to the plat­form, and sit­ting on her heels with her hands on her lit­tle knees, she tried to see what his ex­pres­sion was. It was not sat­is­fac­to­ry, so she got up and, putting her hands on his knee, said, with an in­gra­ti­at­ing look in­to his face: “You’re so clever, fa­ther! You can do ev­ery­thing! You’re the clever­est in the whole world!” And af­ter a lit­tle pause—“We’re both clever, aren’t we, fa­ther?”

			“Oh, that’s it, is it!” ex­claimed Pelle. “One of us is very con­ceit­ed at any rate!”

			“It’s not me!” an­swered the child con­fi­dent­ly, shak­ing her head.

			“You seem to be very hap­py to­geth­er,” said Ellen when she came down with Boy Com­fort on her arm to fetch An­na. The child did not want to go up with her, and pushed round in­to the cor­ner be­hind Pelle’s chair; and Boy Com­fort strug­gled to be put down on­to the floor to play with the lasts. “Well, then,” said Ellen, sit­ting down, “we’ll all stay here to­geth­er.”

			She looked qui­et and re­signed; her de­feat had told up­on her. She no longer spoke of the fu­ture, but was glad that they had es­caped from the clutch­es of the money­len­der; the thought of it filled her with a qui­et but not al­to­geth­er un­spoiled hap­pi­ness. She no longer dreamed of any­thing bet­ter, but was grate­ful for what she pos­sessed; and it seemed to Pelle that some­thing had died with­in her to­geth­er with the dis­sat­is­fac­tion. It was as though she had at last giv­en ev­ery­thing she had; her res­ig­na­tion to the gray ev­ery­day life made her dull and or­di­nary. “She needs sun­shine,” he thought.

			And again his thoughts wan­dered in their search for a way out in­to the fu­ture—his one idea—in the same track that they had fol­lowed a hun­dred times be­fore. He did not even en­ter it ful­ly, but mere­ly rec­og­nized that the prob­lem was be­ing worn thread­bare. In his trade there was no com­pro­mise; there was on­ly room for ex­tor­tion­ers and ex­tor­tion­ized, and he was not suit­ed for ei­ther part. When he took up oth­er pos­si­bil­i­ties, how­ev­er, his thoughts re­turned of them­selves to his work, like a rov­ing dog that al­ways comes back and snuffs at the same scent. There was some­thing in him that with fa­tal­is­tic ob­sti­na­cy made him one with his trade, in spite of its hope­less­ness; he had staked ev­ery­thing there, and there the ques­tion should be solved. Be­hind the fa­tal­ism of the com­mon peo­ple lies the recog­ni­tion that there is plan and per­spec­tive in their life too; such and such a thing is so be­cause it must be so. And this recog­ni­tion Pelle had no rea­son to do away with.

			He grew con­fused with the con­tin­u­al dwelling of his thoughts on the same sub­ject, but it seemed to pos­sess him, was with him while he slept, and seized him as soon as he awoke. There was an old dream that per­sis­tent­ly haunt­ed him at this time—a for­got­ten youth­ful idea from his ear­li­est par­tic­i­pa­tion in the ris­ing, the plan for a com­mon work­shop that would make the court shoe­mak­er su­per­flu­ous. The plan had been laid aside at the time as im­pos­si­ble, but now he took it up again and went over it step by step. He could eas­i­ly find some ca­pa­ble, re­li­able fel­low-work­men who would stand by him through thick and thin with re­gard to work and prof­its; and there would be no dif­fi­cul­ty about dis­ci­pline, for dur­ing the past years the work­men had learned to sub­or­di­nate them­selves to their own peo­ple. Here was a way for the small man to as­sert him­self with­in his trade and join the de­vel­op­ment; what one was not able to do could be done by sev­er­al join­ing to­geth­er, name­ly, turn the mod­ern tech­nics to ac­count and di­vide the work in­to sec­tions. He ar­ranged it all most care­ful­ly, and went over it again and again to make sure that ev­ery de­tail was cor­rect. When he slept he dreamed of his sys­tem of prof­it-shar­ing, and then it was a fact. He stood work­ing in a bright room among com­rades; there was no mas­ter and no ser­vant, the ma­chin­ery whirred, and the work­men sang and whis­tled while they mind­ed it. Their hours of la­bor were short, and they all had hap­py homes wait­ing for them.

			It was hard to wake up and know the re­al­i­ty. Alas! all the clever­est and most in­dus­tri­ous hands in the world had no in­flu­ence in their sev­er­al trades—could not so much as sew a sin­gle stitch—un­til cap­i­tal start­ed them. If that re­fused its sup­port, they could do noth­ing at all, but were cut off, as it were, at once.

			Ma­chin­ery cost mon­ey. Pelle could get the lat­ter from Brun, the old man hav­ing of­ten enough of­fered him cap­i­tal to start some­thing or oth­er; but he al­ready owed him mon­ey, and cap­i­tal might run his un­der­tak­ing down. It was at its post, and al­lowed no ac­tiv­i­ty of that kind be­side it. He was seized with un­cer­tain­ty; he dared not ven­ture the stakes.

			The old philoso­pher came al­most dai­ly. Pelle had be­come a part of his life, and he watched his young friend’s con­di­tion with anx­i­ety. Was it the prison life—or was it per­haps the books—that had trans­formed this young man, who had once gone ahead with tem­pes­tu­ous reck­less­ness, in­to a hes­i­tat­ing doubter who could not come to a de­ci­sion? Per­son­al­i­ty was of doubt­ful val­ue when it grew at the ex­pense of en­er­gy. It had been the old man’s hope that it would have de­vel­oped greater en­er­gy through be­ing re­plant­ed in fresh, un­touched soil, and he tried to rouse Pelle out of his lethar­gy.

			Pelle gave an im­pa­tient jerk. They were pok­ing him up on all sides, want­ing him to come to a de­ci­sion, and he could not see his way to it. Of course he was half asleep; he knew it him­self. He felt that he want­ed rest; his en­ti­ty was work­ing for him out there in the un­cer­tain­ty.

			“I don’t know any­thing,” he said, half ir­ri­tat­ed, “so what can be the use? I thought books would lead me to a place from which I could bring ev­ery­thing to­geth­er; but now I’m all abroad. I know too much to dash on blind­ly, and too lit­tle to find the piv­ot on which the whole thing turns. It doesn’t mat­ter what I touch, it re­solves it­self in­to some­thing for and some­thing against.” He laughed in des­per­a­tion.

			One day Brun brought him a book. “This book,” he said with a pe­cu­liar smile, “has sat­is­fied many who were seek­ing for the truth. Let’s see whether it can sat­is­fy you too!” It was Dar­win’s Ori­gin of Species.

			Pelle read as in a mist. The point lay here—the whole thing pow­er­ful­ly put in­to one sen­tence! His brain was in a fer­ment, he could not lay the book down, but went on read­ing all night, be­witched and hor­ri­fied at this mer­ci­less view. When Ellen in sur­prise came down with his morn­ing cof­fee, he had fin­ished the book. He made no re­ply to her gen­tle re­proach­es, but drank the cof­fee in si­lence, put on his hat and went out in­to the de­sert­ed streets to cool his burn­ing brow.

			It was very ear­ly and the work­ing­men had not yet turned out; at the morn­ing cof­fee-rooms the shut­ters were just be­ing tak­en down; warm­ly-clad tram-men were tramp­ing through the streets in their wood­en-soled boots; slip­shod, tired wom­en ran stum­bling along to their ear­ly jobs, shiv­er­ing with cold and weary of life, weary be­fore they had be­gun their day. Here and there a be­lat­ed wom­an toiled along the street car­ry­ing a clothes-bas­ket, a moth­er tak­ing her ba­by to the crêche be­fore she went to her work.

			Sud­den­ly the feel­ing of re­bel­lion came over Pelle, hot, al­most suf­fo­cat­ing him. This cru­el­ly cold doc­trine of the right of the strong, which gave him the choice be­tween be­com­ing bru­tal or go­ing to the dogs—this was the key to an un­der­stand­ing of life? It pro­nounced a sen­tence of death up­on him and his fel­lows, up­on the en­tire world of the poor. From this point of view, the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions were the on­ly ones pos­si­ble—they were sim­ply ide­al; the sweater and the money­len­der, whom he hat­ed, were in the most har­mo­nious agree­ment with the fun­da­men­tal laws of life! And the ter­ri­ble thing was that from this stand­point the so­cial fab­ric was clear­ly il­lu­mi­nat­ed: he could not de­ny it. He who best learned to ac­com­mo­date him­self to the ex­ist­ing state of things, con­quered; no mat­ter how vile the ex­ist­ing state of things might be.

			The book threw at once a daz­zling light up­on so­ci­ety, but where was his own class in this doc­trine—all the poor? They were not tak­en in­to ac­count! So­ci­ety was thus in re­al­i­ty on­ly those in pos­ses­sion, and here he had their re­li­gion, the moral sup­port for the un­com­pro­mis­ing uti­liza­tion. It had al­ways been dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand how men could mis­use oth­ers; but here it was a sa­cred du­ty to give stones for bread. The great­est op­pres­sor was in re­al­i­ty near­est to life’s holy, ma­ter­nal heart; for he was ap­point­ed to car­ry on the de­vel­op­ment.

			The poor had no share in this doc­trine. When a bad work­man was in dif­fi­cul­ties, the oth­ers did not press him un­til he had to go down, not even when he him­self was to blame for his lack of means. The poor did not let the weak fall, but took him un­der their wing. They placed them­selves out­side the pale of the law and gave them­selves no chance; the race could not be won with a wound­ed com­rade on one’s back. But in this fact there lay the ad­mis­sion that they did not be­long to the ex­ist­ing or­der of things, but had the right to de­mand their own time of hap­pi­ness. A new age must come, in which all that was need­ed in or­der that they might share in it—kind­ness of heart, sol­i­dar­i­ty—was pre­dom­i­nant. Thus even the great union he had helped to ef­fect point­ed in the right di­rec­tion. It had been the op­po­site of one against all—it had built up­on the law of rec­i­proc­i­ty.

			And the poor man was not a mis­er­able wretch, con­demned by the de­vel­op­ment to be ru­ined, a vi­sion­ary, who, as a con­se­quence of an emp­ty stom­ach, dreamed of a Utopia. Pelle had passed his child­hood in the coun­try and gone about with the rest of cre­ation in all kinds of weath­er. He had seen the small singing-birds throw them­selves in whole clouds at the hawk when it had seized one of their num­ber, and pur­sue it un­til it dropped its prey in con­fu­sion. When he caught an ant in a split straw, the oth­er ants flocked to the straw and gnawed their com­rade out: they could not be fright­ened away. If he touched them, they squirt­ed their poi­son against his hand and went on work­ing. Their courage amused him, the sprin­klings of poi­son were so tiny that he could not see them; but if he quick­ly raised his hand to his nose, he de­tect­ed a sharp acid smell. Why did they not leave their com­rade in his dilem­ma, when there were so many of them and they were so busy? They did not even stop to have a meal un­til they had lib­er­at­ed him.

			The poor man must stick to the union idea; he had got hold of the right thing this time! And now all at once Pelle knew which way they ought to go. If they were out­side the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions and their laws, why not ar­range their own world up­on the laws that were theirs? Through the or­ga­ni­za­tions they had been ed­u­cat­ed in self-gov­ern­ment; it was about time that they took charge of their own ex­is­tence.

			The young rev­o­lu­tion­ar­ies kept clear of the pow­er of mon­ey by go­ing with­out things, but that was not the way. Cap­i­tal al­ways preached con­tent­ment to the poor; he would go the oth­er way, and con­quer pro­duc­tion by a great flank­ing move­ment.

			He was not afraid now of us­ing the li­brar­i­an’s mon­ey. All doubt had been chased away. He was per­fect­ly clear and saw in broad out­lines a world­wide, peace­ful rev­o­lu­tion which was to sub­vert all ex­ist­ing val­ues. Pelle knew that pover­ty is not con­fined to any coun­try. He had once be­fore brought for­ward an in­vin­ci­ble idea. His sys­tem of prof­it-shar­ing must be the start­ing-point for a world-fight be­tween La­bor and Cap­i­tal!

		
	
		
			X

			Two days lat­er Pelle and the li­brar­i­an went to Fred­eriks­berg Street to look at a busi­ness that was to be dis­posed of. It was a small mat­ter of half a score of work­men, with an elec­tri­cal work­shop in the base­ment and a shop above. The whole could be had by tak­ing over the stock and ma­chin­ery at a val­u­a­tion. The rent was rather high, but with that ex­cep­tion the con­di­tions were fa­vor­able.

			“I think we’ll ar­range that the pur­chase and work­ing cap­i­tal shall bear in­ter­est and be sunk like a four per­cent cred­it-as­so­ci­a­tion loan,” said Brun.

			“It’s cheap mon­ey,” an­swered Pelle. “A good re­sult won’t say much about the cir­cum­stances when we haven’t got the same con­di­tions as oth­er busi­ness­es.”

			“Not so very cheap. At that price you can get as many as you want on good se­cu­ri­ty; and I sup­pose the work­man ought to be re­gard­ed as the best se­cu­ri­ty in an un­der­tak­ing that’s built up­on la­bor,” said the old man, smil­ing. “There’ll be a big fall in dis­count when you come in­to pow­er, Pelle! But the bare cap­i­tal costs no more now ei­ther, when there are no par­a­sites at it; and it’s just par­a­sites that we’re go­ing to fight.”

			Pelle had no ob­jec­tion to the cheap mon­ey; there were still plen­ty of dif­fi­cul­ties to over­come. If they got on, it would not be long be­fore pri­vate spec­u­la­tion de­clared war on him.

			They agreed that they would have noth­ing to do with agents and branch­es; the busi­ness was to rest en­tire­ly up­on it­self and com­mu­ni­cate di­rect­ly with the con­sumers. What was made in the work­shop should mere­ly cov­er the ex­pens­es of the shop above, the rest of the sur­plus be­ing di­vid­ed among the work­men.

			“Ac­cord­ing to what rules?” asked Brun, with a search­ing glance at Pelle.

			“Equal!” he an­swered with­out hes­i­ta­tion. “We won’t have any­thing to do with agree­ments. We made a great mis­take, when we be­gan the Move­ment, in giv­ing in to the agree­ment sys­tem in­stead of do­ing away with it al­to­geth­er. It has in­creased the in­equal­i­ty. Ev­ery­one that works has a right to live.”

			“Do you think the ca­pa­ble work­man will sub­mit to shar­ing equal­ly with those that are less ca­pa­ble?” asked Brun doubt­ful­ly.

			“He must learn to!” said Pelle firm­ly. “How could he oth­er­wise main­tain that all work is of equal val­ue?”

			“Is that your own opin­ion?”

			“Most de­cid­ed­ly. I see no rea­son, for in­stance, for mak­ing any dif­fer­ence be­tween a doc­tor and a sew­er-clean­er. It’s im­pos­si­ble to say which of them is of the greater use in mat­ters of health; the point is that each shall do what he can.”

			“Cap­i­tal!” ex­claimed Brun. “Cap­i­tal!” The old philoso­pher was in the best of spir­its. Pelle had con­sid­ered him awk­ward and un­prac­ti­cal, and was as­ton­ished to find that his views on many points were so prac­ti­cal.

			“It’s be­cause this is some­thing new,” said the old man, rub­bing his hands. “I’d done with the old be­fore I came in­to the world; there was noth­ing that stim­u­lat­ed me; I was said to be de­gen­er­at­ed. Yes, in­deed! All the same, the old book­worm’s go­ing to show his an­ces­tors that there’s vig­or­ous blood flow­ing in his veins too. We two have found the place from which the world can be rocked, my dear Pelle; I think we’ve found it! And now we’ll set to work.”

			There was enough to do in­deed, but they were re­al­i­ties now, and Pelle had a pleas­ant feel­ing of once more hav­ing his feet up­on the ground. This was some­thing dif­fer­ent from rid­ing alone through space up­on his own thought, al­ways in dan­ger of fall­ing down; here he opened up his road, so to speak, with his hands.

			It had been ar­ranged that the present own­er of the busi­ness should car­ry it on a lit­tle longer, while Pelle made him­self at home in it all, learned to un­der­stand the ma­chin­ery, and took lessons in book­keep­ing. He was al­ways busy, used his day and at night slept like a log. His brain was no longer in a per­pet­u­al fer­ment like a caul­dron, for sleep put out the fire be­neath it.

			The es­sen­tial thing was that they should be a par­ty that could en­tire­ly re­ly up­on one an­oth­er, and Pelle un­hesi­tat­ing­ly dis­charged those of his com­rades who were not suit­ed for work un­der new forms, and ad­mit­ted oth­ers.

			The first man he ap­plied to was Pe­ter Drey­er. Ellen ad­vised him not to do so. “You know he’s on bad terms with the po­lice,” she said. “You may have dif­fi­cul­ties enough with­out that.” But Pelle need­ed some­one be­side him who was able to look at things from a new point of view, and quite un­der­stood what was es­sen­tial; ego­ists were of no good, and this must be the very thing for a man who had grown restive at the old state of things.

			

			Pelle had come home from his book­keep­ing course to have his din­ner. Ellen was out with Boy Com­fort, but she had left the meal ready for him. It was more con­ve­nient to eat it in the kitchen, so he sat up­on the kitchen ta­ble, read­ing a book on the keep­ing of ac­counts while he ate.

			In the front room sat Lasse Fred­erik, learn­ing his lessons with fin­gers in both ears in or­der to shut out the world com­plete­ly. This was not so easy, how­ev­er, for Sis­ter had a loose tooth, and his fin­gers were itch­ing to get at it. Ev­ery oth­er minute he broke off his read­ing to of­fer her some­thing or oth­er for leave to pull it out; but the lit­tle girl al­ways made the same an­swer: “No, fa­ther’s go­ing to.”

			He then gave up set­ting about it hon­or­ably, and tried to take her un­awares; and at last he per­suad­ed her to let him tie a piece of cot­ton round the tooth and fas­ten it to the doorhan­dle. “There! Now we’ve on­ly got to burn through the cot­ton,” he said, light­ing a piece of can­dle, “or else fa­ther’ll nev­er be able to get the tooth out. It loosens it tremen­dous­ly!” He talked on about all kinds of things to di­vert her at­ten­tion, like a con­juror, and then sud­den­ly brought the can­dle close to her nose, so that she quick­ly drew back. “Look, here’s the tooth!” he cried tri­umphant­ly, show­ing it to Sis­ter, who, how­ev­er, screamed at the top of her voice.

			Pelle heard it all, but qui­et­ly went on eat­ing. They would have to make it up by them­selves. It was not long be­fore Lasse Fred­erik was ap­ply­ing a plas­ter to his ex­ploit; he talked to her and gave her her toys to put her in­to good hu­mor again. When Pelle went in, they were both ly­ing on the floor with their heads un­der the bed. They had thrown the tooth right in­to the wall, and were shout­ing to­geth­er:

			
				
					“Mouse, mouse!
					

					Give me a gold tooth
					

					In­stead of a bone tooth!”
				

			

			“Are you go­ing to do any­thing now, fa­ther?” asked Sis­ter, run­ning up to him.

			Yes, he had sev­er­al things to do.

			“You’re al­ways so busy,” she said sulk­i­ly. “Are you go­ing to keep on all your life?”

			Pelle’s con­science smote him. “No, I’m not very busy,” he said quick­ly. “I can stay with you for a lit­tle. What shall we do?”

			Lit­tle An­na brought her large rag doll, and be­gan to drag chairs in­to po­si­tion.

			“No, that’s so stupid!” said Lasse Fred­erik. “Tell us about the time you mind­ed the cows, fa­ther! About the big mad bull!” And Pelle told them sto­ries of his child­hood—about the bull and Fa­ther Lasse, the farmer of Stone Farm and Un­cle Kalle with his thir­teen chil­dren and his hap­py dis­po­si­tion. The big farm, the coun­try life, the stone-quar­ry and the sea—they all made up a fairy-sto­ry for the two chil­dren of the pave­ment; the boy Pelle’s bat­tle with the great ox­en for the suprema­cy, his won­der­ful cap­ture of the twen­ty-five-öre piece—each in­ci­dent was more ex­cit­ing than the one be­fore it. Most ex­cit­ing of all was the sto­ry of the gi­ant Er­ic, who be­came an id­iot from a blow. “That was in those days,” said Pelle, nod­ding; “it wouldn’t hap­pen like that now.”

			“What a lot you have seen!” said Ellen, who had come home while they were talk­ing, and was sit­ting knit­ting. “I can hard­ly un­der­stand how you man­aged—a lit­tle fel­low like that! How I should like to have seen you!”

			“Fa­ther’s big!” ex­claimed Sis­ter ap­pre­cia­tive­ly. Lasse Fred­erik was a lit­tle more re­served. It was so tire­some al­ways to be out­done, and he would like to have found room for a paren­the­sis about his own ex­ploits. “I say, there’s a big load of corn in the cab­man’s gate­way,” he said, to show that he too un­der­stood coun­try life.

			“That’s not corn,” said Pelle; “it’s hay—clover hay. Don’t you even know what corn’s like?”

			“We call it corn,” an­swered the boy con­fi­dent­ly, “and it is corn too, for it has those tas­sels at the ends.”

			“The ears, you mean! But those are on coarse grass too, and, be­sides, corn is de­scend­ed from grass. Haven’t you ev­er re­al­ly been in­to the coun­try?”

			“We were once go­ing, and meant to stay a whole week, but it went wrong with moth­er’s work. I’ve been right out to the Zo­o­log­i­cal Gar­dens, though.”

			Pelle sud­den­ly re­al­ized how much the chil­dren must lose by liv­ing their life in the city. “I won­der if we shouldn’t think about mov­ing out of town,” he said that evening when he and Ellen were alone.

			“If you think so,” Ellen an­swered. She her­self had no de­sire to move in­to the coun­try, in­deed she had an in­stinc­tive hor­ror of it as a place to live in. She did not un­der­stand it from the point of view of the chil­dren ei­ther; there were so many chil­dren who got on cap­i­tal­ly in town, and he sure­ly did not want them to be­come stupid peas­ants! If he thought so, how­ev­er, she sup­posed it was right; he was gen­er­al­ly right.

			Then it was cer­tain­ly time they gave no­tice; there was not much more than a month to April re­mov­ing-day.

			On Sun­days they packed the per­am­bu­la­tor and made ex­cur­sions in­to the sur­round­ing coun­try, just as in the old days when Lasse Fred­erik was the on­ly child and sat in his car­riage like a lit­tle crown-prince. Now he wheeled the car­riage in which Boy Com­fort sat in state; and when Sis­ter grew tired she was placed up­on the apron with her legs hang­ing down. They went in a dif­fer­ent di­rec­tion each time, and came to places that even Lasse Fred­erik did not know. Close in to the back of the town lay nice old or­chards, and in the midst of them a low straw-thatched build­ing, which had ev­i­dent­ly once been the dwelling-house on a farm. They came up­on it quite by chance from a side-road, and dis­cov­ered that the town was busy build­ing bar­racks be­yond this lit­tle idyll too, and shut­ting it in. When the sun shone they sat down on a bank and ate their din­ner; Pelle and Lasse Fred­erik vied with one an­oth­er in per­form­ing feats of strength on the with­ered grass; and Ellen hunt­ed for win­ter boughs to dec­o­rate the house with.

			On one of their ex­cur­sions they crossed a bog­gy piece of ground on which grew wil­low copse; be­hind it rose cul­ti­vat­ed land. They fol­lowed the field roads with no def­i­nite aim, and chanced up­on an un­in­hab­it­ed, some­what di­lap­i­dat­ed house, which stood in the mid­dle of the ris­ing ground with a view over Copen­hagen, and sur­round­ed by a large, over­grown gar­den. On an old, rot­ten board stood the words “To let,” but noth­ing was said as to where ap­pli­ca­tion was to be made.

			“That’s just the sort of house you’d like,” said Ellen, for Pelle had stopped.

			“It would be nice to see the in­side,” he said. “I ex­pect the key’s to be got at the farm up there.”

			Lasse Fred­erik ran up to the old farm­house that lay a lit­tle far­ther in at the top of the hill, to ask. A lit­tle while af­ter he came back ac­com­pa­nied by the farmer him­self, a pale, lan­guid, youngish man, who wore a stand-up col­lar and was smok­ing a cigar.

			The house be­longed to the hill farm, and had been built for the par­ents of the present own­er. The old peo­ple had had the odd idea of call­ing it “Day­break,” and the name was paint­ed in large let­ters on the east gable. The house had stood emp­ty since they died some years ago, and looked strange­ly life­less; the win­dow­panes were bro­ken and looked like dead eyes, and the floors were cov­ered with filth.

			“No, I don’t like it!” said Ellen.

			Pelle showed her, how­ev­er, that the house was good enough, the doors and win­dows fit­ted well, and the whole need­ed on­ly to be over­hauled. There were four rooms and a kitchen on the ground floor, and some rooms above, one of these be­ing a large at­tic fac­ing south. The gar­den was more than an acre in ex­tent, and in the yard was an out­house fit­ted up for fowls and rab­bits, the rent was four hun­dred kro­nes.

			Pelle and Lasse Fred­erik went all over it again and again, and made the most won­der­ful dis­cov­er­ies; but when Pelle heard, the price, he grew se­ri­ous. “Then we may as well give it up,” he said.

			Ellen did not an­swer, but on the way home she reck­oned it out to her­self; she could see how dis­ap­point­ed he was. “It’ll be fif­teen kro­nes more a month than we now pay,” she sud­den­ly ex­claimed. “But sup­pos­ing we could get some­thing out of the gar­den, and kept fowls! Per­haps, too, we might let the up­per floor fur­nished.”

			Pelle looked grate­ful­ly at her. “I’ll un­der­take to get sev­er­al hun­dred kro­nes’ worth out of the gar­den,” he said.

			They were tired out when they got home, for af­ter all it was a long way out. “It’s far away from ev­ery­thing,” said Ellen. “You’d have to try to buy a sec­ond­hand bi­cy­cle.” Pelle sud­den­ly un­der­stood from the tone of her voice that she her­self would be lone­ly out there.

			“We’d bet­ter put it out of our thoughts,” he said, “and look for a three-roomed flat in town. The oth­er is un­prac­ti­cal af­ter all.”

			When he re­turned from his work the fol­low­ing evening, Ellen had a sur­prise for him. “I’ve been out and tak­en the house,” she said. “It’s not so far from the tram af­ter all, and we get it for three hun­dred kro­nes the first year. The man promised to put it all in­to good or­der by re­mov­ing-day. Aren’t you glad?”

			“Yes, if on­ly you’ll be hap­py there,” said Pelle, putting his arms round her.

			The chil­dren were de­light­ed. They were to live out there in the bright world in­to which they had peeped, as a rule, on­ly on very fes­tive oc­ca­sions—to wan­der about there ev­ery day, and al­ways eat the food they brought with them in the open air.

			A week lat­er they moved out. Pelle did not think they could af­ford to hire men to do the re­mov­ing. He bor­rowed a four-wheeled hand­cart—the same that had car­ried Ellen’s fur­ni­ture from Chapel Road—and in the course of Sat­ur­day evening and Sun­day morn­ing he and Lasse Fred­erik took out the things. “Queen There­sa” gave Ellen a help­ing hand with the pack­ing. The last load was done very quick­ly, as they had to be out of the town be­fore church-time. They half ran with it, Boy Com­fort hav­ing been placed in a tub on the top of the load. Be­hind came Ellen with lit­tle An­na, and last of all fat “Queen There­sa” with some pot plants that had to be tak­en with spe­cial care. It was quite a pro­ces­sion.

			They were in a tremen­dous bus­tle all day. The clean­ing had been very bad­ly done and Ellen and “Queen There­sa” had to do it all over again. Well, it was on­ly what they might have ex­pect­ed! When you moved you al­ways had to clean two flats, the one you left and the one you went in­to. There had not been much done in the way of re­pairs ei­ther, but that too was what one was ac­cus­tomed to. Land­lords were the same all the world over. There was lit­tle use in mak­ing a fuss; they were there, and the agree­ment was signed. Pelle would have to see to it by de­grees.

			By evening the house was so far in or­der that it could be slept in. “Now we’ll stop for to­day,” said Ellen. “We mustn’t for­get that it’s Sun­day.” They car­ried chairs out in­to the gar­den and had their sup­per there, Pelle hav­ing laid an old door up­on a bar­rel for a ta­ble. Ev­ery time “Queen There­sa” leaned for­ward with her el­bows on the ta­ble, the whole thing threat­ened to up­set, and then she screamed. She was a pas­tor’s daugh­ter, and her sur­round­ings now made her melan­choly. “I haven’t sat like this and had sup­per out of doors since I ran away from home as a fif­teen-year-old girl,” she said, wip­ing her eyes.

			“Poor soul!” said Ellen, when they had gone with her along the road to the tram. “She’s cer­tain­ly gone through a good deal. She’s got no one to care about her ex­cept us.”

			“Is she re­al­ly a pas­tor’s daugh­ter?” asked Pelle. “Wom­en of that kind al­ways pre­tend to be some­body of a bet­ter class who has been un­for­tu­nate.”

			“Oh, yes, it’s true enough. She ran away from home be­cause she couldn’t stand it. She wasn’t al­lowed to laugh, but had to be al­ways pray­ing and think­ing about God. Her par­ents have cursed her.”

			They went for a lit­tle walk be­hind the farm to see the evening sky. Ellen was very talk­a­tive, and al­ready had a thou­sand plans in her head. She was go­ing to plant a great many fruit-bush­es and make a kitchen-gar­den; and they would keep a num­ber of fowls and rab­bits. Next sum­mer she would have ear­ly veg­eta­bles that could be sold in town.

			Pelle was on­ly half at­tend­ing as he walked be­side her and gazed at the glow­ing evening sky, which, with its long fiery lines, re­sem­bled a dis­tant prairie-fire. There was qui­et hap­pi­ness with­in him and around him. He was in a solemn mood, and felt as though, af­ter an ab­sence of many years, he had once more en­tered the land of his child­hood. There was a fa­mil­iar feel­ing in the soft pres­sure of the earth be­neath his feet; it was like a ca­ress that made him strong and gave him new life. Here, with his feet on the soil, he felt him­self in­vin­ci­ble.

			“You’re so silent!” said Ellen, tak­ing his arm so as to walk be­side him up­on the dike.

			“I feel as if you had just be­come my bride,” he said, tak­ing her in­to his arms.

		
	
		
			XI

			Brun came in ev­ery morn­ing be­fore he went to the li­brary to see how the work was pro­gress­ing; he was great­ly in­ter­est­ed in it, and be­gan to look younger. He was al­ways urg­ing Pelle on, and sug­gest­ing plans for ex­ten­sions. “If mon­ey’s want­ed, just let me know,” he said. He longed to see the ef­fect of this new sys­tem, and was al­ways ask­ing Pelle whether he no­ticed any­thing. When he heard that the boot and shoe man­u­fac­tur­ers had held a meet­ing to de­cide what should be their at­ti­tude to the un­der­tak­ing, he laughed and want­ed to turn on more steam, quite in­dif­fer­ent to what it might cost. The old philoso­pher had be­come as im­pa­tient as a child; an in­ter­est had come in­to his old-man’s ex­is­tence, and he was afraid of not get­ting the whole of it. “It’s all very well for you to take your time,” he said, “but re­mem­ber that I’m old and sick­ly in­to the bar­gain.”

			He treat­ed Pelle as a son, and gen­er­al­ly said “thou” to him.

			Pelle held back. So much de­pend­ed up­on the suc­cess of this ven­ture, and he watched it anx­ious­ly; it was as though he had been cho­sen to ques­tion the fu­ture. With­in the Move­ment his un­der­tak­ing was fol­lowed with at­ten­tion; the work­ing­men’s pa­pers wrote about it, but await­ed re­sults. There were opin­ions for and against.

			He want­ed to give a good an­swer, and de­cid­ed on his mea­sures with much care; he im­me­di­ate­ly dis­missed such work­men as were not suit­ed to the plan. It made bad blood, but there was no help for that. He was busy ev­ery­where, and where he could not go him­self, Lasse Fred­erik went, for the boy had giv­en up his oth­er oc­cu­pa­tions and helped in the shop and ran er­rands. Ellen want­ed to help too. “We can keep a ser­vant, and then I’ll learn book­keep­ing and keep the ac­counts and mind the shop.”

			Pelle would not agree to this, how­ev­er. He was not go­ing to have her work­ing for their main­te­nance any more. A wom­an’s place was with her chil­dren!

			“Nowa­days the wom­en take part in all kinds of work,” Ellen urged.

			It did not mat­ter; he had his own opin­ion on the sub­ject. It was enough that the men should do the pro­duc­ing. Would she have them stand on the pave­ment and watch the wom­en do­ing the work? It was very pos­si­ble it did not sound lib­er­al-mind­ed, but he did not care. Wom­en were like beau­ti­ful flow­ers, what­ev­er peo­ple said about their be­ing man’s equal. They wore their hap­pi­ness off when they had to work for their liv­ing; he had seen enough to know that.

			She did not like stand­ing and look­ing on while the two men were so busy, so she at­tacked the gar­den, and sowed herbs and plant­ed cab­bage in the beds that lay like thick down quilts up­on the earth; and when it hap­pened that things came up, she was hap­py. She had bought a gar­den­ing book, and puz­zled her head about the var­i­ous kinds and their treat­ment. Pelle came to her as­sis­tance af­ter work­ing hours, and ev­ery­thing that he han­dled flour­ished. This made Ellen a lit­tle an­gry. She did ex­act­ly what he did, but it was just as if the plants made a dif­fer­ence be­tween them. “I’ve got the coun­try­man’s hand,” he said, laugh­ing.

			All Sun­day they were busy. The whole fam­i­ly was in the gar­den, Lasse Fred­erik dig­ging, Pelle prun­ing the es­palier round the gar­den door, and Ellen ty­ing it up. The chil­dren were try­ing to help ev­ery­body and were most­ly a hin­drance. One or oth­er of them was al­ways do­ing some­thing wrong, tread­ing on the beds or pulling up the plants. How ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly stupid they were! Reg­u­lar town chil­dren! They could not even un­der­stand when they were told! Pelle could not com­pre­hend it, and some­times near­ly lost pa­tience.

			One day when lit­tle An­na came to him un­sus­pect­ing­ly to show him a flow­er­ing branch of an ap­ple-tree which she had bro­ken off, he was an­gry and took her rough­ly by the arm; but when he saw the fright­ened ex­pres­sion in her face, he re­mem­bered the man with the strange eyes, who had taught him in his child­hood to man­age the cat­tle with­out us­ing any­thing but his hands, and he was ashamed of him­self. He took the lit­tle ones by the hand, went round the gar­den with them and told them about the trees and bush­es, which were alive just like them­selves, and on­ly want­ed to do all they could for the two chil­dren. The branch­es were their arms and legs, so they could imag­ine how dread­ful it was to pull them off. Sis­ter turned pale and said noth­ing, but Boy Com­fort, who at last had de­cid­ed, to open his mouth and had be­come quite a chat­ter­box, jab­bered away and stuck out his lit­tle stom­ach like a drum­mer. He was a stur­dy lit­tle fel­low, and Ellen’s eyes fol­lowed him proud­ly as he went round the gar­den.

			The knowl­edge that ev­ery­thing was alive had a re­mark­able ef­fect up­on the two chil­dren. They al­ways went about hand in hand, and kept care­ful­ly to the paths. All round them the earth was break­ing and cu­ri­ous things com­ing up out of it. The beans had a buck­et turned over them to pro­tect them, and the let­tuces put up fold­ed hands as if they were pray­ing for fine weath­er. Ev­ery morn­ing when the chil­dren made their round of the gar­den, new things had come up. “ ’Oook, ’ook!” ex­claimed Boy Com­fort, point­ing to the beds. They stood at a safe dis­tance and talked to one an­oth­er about the new won­ders, bend­ing over with their hands up­on their backs as if afraid that the new thing would snatch at their fin­gers. Some­times Boy Com­fort’s chub­by hand would come out in­vol­un­tar­i­ly and want to take hold of things; but he with­drew it in alarm as if he had burnt him­self, say­ing “Ow!” and then the two chil­dren would run as fast as they could up to the house.

			For them the gar­den was a won­der-world full of de­lights—and full of ter­rors. They soon be­came fa­mil­iar with the plants in their own way, and en­tered in­to a kind of mys­tic com­pan­ion­ship with them, met them in a friend­ly way and ex­changed opin­ions—like be­ings from dif­fer­ent worlds, meet­ing on the thresh­old. There was al­ways some­thing mys­te­ri­ous about their new friends, which kept them at a dis­tance; they did not give much in­for­ma­tion about them­selves. When they were asked: “Who called you?” they an­swered quick­ly: “Moth­er Ellen!” But if they were asked what it looked like down in the earth, they made no an­swer what­ev­er. The gar­den con­tin­ued to be an in­ex­haustible world to the chil­dren, no mat­ter how much they trot­ted about in it. Ev­ery day they went on new jour­neys of dis­cov­ery in un­der el­der and thorn bush­es; there were even places which they had not yet got at, and oth­ers in­to which they did not ven­ture at all. They went near to them many times in the course of the day, and peeped over the goose­ber­ry bush­es in­to the hor­ri­ble dark­ness that sat in there like an evil be­ing and had no name. Out in the bril­liant sun­shine on the path they stood and chal­lenged it, Sis­ter spit­ting un­til her chin and pinafore were wet, and Boy Com­fort la­bo­ri­ous­ly pick­ing up stones and throw­ing them in. He was so fat that he could not bend down, but had to squat on his heels when­ev­er he want­ed to pick up any­thing. And then sud­den­ly they would rush away to the house in a pan­ic of fear.

			It was not nec­es­sary to be a child to fol­low the life in the gar­den. A won­der­ful pow­er of grow­ing filled ev­ery­thing, and in the night it crack­led and rus­tled out in the moon­light, branch­es stretched them­selves in fresh growths, the sap broke through the old bark in the form of flow­ers and new “eyes.” It was as though Pelle and Ellen’s hap­py zeal had been in­fec­tious; the half-sti­fled fruit-trees that had not borne for many years re­vived and an­swered the gay voic­es by blos­som­ing lux­u­ri­ant­ly. It was a race be­tween hu­man be­ings and plants as to who should ac­com­plish the most, and be­tween the plants them­selves as to which could make the best show. “The spring is lav­ish­ing its flow­ers and green things up­on us,” said Pelle. He had nev­er seen a nest that was so beau­ti­ful as his; he had at last made a home.

			It was pleas­ant here. Vir­ginia creep­er and pur­ple clema­tis cov­ered the whole front of the house and hung down be­fore the gar­den door, where Ellen liked to sit with her work, keep­ing an eye on the lit­tle ones play­ing on the grass, where she liked best to sit with Pelle on Sun­days, when the Copen­hagen fam­i­lies came wan­der­ing past on their lit­tle coun­try ex­cur­sions. They of­ten stopped out­side the hedge and ex­claimed: “Oh, what a love­ly home!”

			

			The work in Pelle’s work­shop be­gan, as in all oth­er places, at six in the morn­ing; but it stopped at four, so that those who cared about it could eas­i­ly make some­thing of the day. Pelle had re­duced the work­ing hours to nine, and dared not ven­ture any fur­ther for the present.

			Some of the hands liked this ar­range­ment, and em­ployed the af­ter­noon in go­ing out with their wives and chil­dren; but oth­ers would rather have had an hour longer in bed in the morn­ing. One day the lat­ter came and de­clared that now they were in the ma­jor­i­ty and would have it changed.

			“I can’t agree to that,” an­swered Pelle. “Be­ing ear­ly up is the work­man’s priv­i­lege, and I’m not go­ing to give it up.”

			“But we’ve tak­en the votes on it,” they said. “This is a demo­crat­ic in­sti­tu­tion, isn’t it?”

			“I’ve tak­en no oath to the vote,” Pelle an­swered qui­et­ly, “and in the mean­time I should ad­vise those who are dis­sat­is­fied with the con­di­tions here to try some­where else.”

			There was al­ways some­thing like this go­ing on, but he did not take it for more than it was worth. They had ac­quired con­scious­ness of their pow­er, but most of them had not yet dis­cov­ered its aim. They used it blind­ly, in child­ish plea­sure at see­ing it un­fold, like boys in un­furl­ing their ban­ner, tyr­an­nized a lit­tle by way of a change, and took their re­venge for the sub­jec­tion of old times by sys­tem­at­i­cal­ly de­mand­ing the op­po­site to what they had. They reeled a lit­tle; the mir­a­cle of the vot­ing-pa­per had gone to their heads. It was an in­tel­li­gi­ble tran­si­tion; the feel­ing of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty would get hold of them in time.

			An­oth­er day two of the most skil­ful work­men came and asked to have piece­work in­tro­duced again. “We won’t stand toil­ing to make mon­ey for our com­rades,” they said.

			“Are they idle?” asked Pelle.

			“No, but we work quick­er.”

			“Then they’re more thor­ough on the whole. The one gen­er­al­ly bal­ances the oth­er.”

			“That’s all very well, but it doesn’t ben­e­fit us.”

			“It ben­e­fits the con­sumers, and un­der the new con­di­tions that’s the same thing. We must main­tain the prin­ci­ple that all who do their du­ty are equal­ly good; it’s in our own in­ter­ests.”

			They were sat­is­fied for the time. They were two clever fel­lows, and it was on­ly that they had not got hold of the new fea­ture in the ar­range­ment.

			In this way there was con­sid­er­able trou­ble. The work­men were short­sight­ed, and saw on­ly from their hands to their own mouths. Im­pa­tience had al­so some­thing to do with it. They had short­er hours and high­er wages, but had not as much to do as in oth­er places. It was new of course, and had to an­swer to their dreams; but there would be no for­tunes to be made out of it as Pelle was work­ing it. He was a lit­tle more pre­cise than was nec­es­sary when you were pressed on all sides by vul­gar com­pe­ti­tion.

			There were, for in­stance, still a num­ber of peo­ple who kept to the good old hand­sewn boots and shoes, and will­ing­ly paid half as much again for them. A good many small shoe­mak­ers availed them­selves of this by ad­ver­tis­ing hand­sewn footwear, and then passed the mea­sures on to a fac­to­ry. It was a good busi­ness for both fac­to­ry and shoe­mak­er, but Pelle would have noth­ing to do with such trans­ac­tions. He put his trade­mark on the sole of ev­ery­thing that went out of his work­shop.

			Pelle took all this with dig­ni­fied calm­ness. What right had he to de­mand per­spicu­ity of these peo­ple? It was his busi­ness to ed­u­cate them to it. If on­ly they were will­ing, he was sat­is­fied. Some day he sup­posed he would take them so far that they would be able to take over the busi­ness joint­ly, or make it self-sup­port­ing; but un­til then they would have to fall in with his plans.

			Part of a great, far-off dream was nev­er­the­less be­ing re­al­ized in his un­der­tak­ing, mod­est though it was at present; and if it were suc­cess­ful, the way to a new age for the pet­ty trades­men was open. And what was of still more im­por­tance, his own home was grow­ing through this work. He had found the point where the hap­pi­ness of the many lay in the length­en­ing of his own; he had got the right way now! Some­times in the evening af­ter a trou­ble­some day he felt a lit­tle tired of the dif­fi­cul­ties; but when he bi­cy­cled down to­ward the town in the ear­ly morn­ing, while the mists of night drift­ed across the fields and the lark sang above his head, he was al­ways in good spir­its. Then he could fol­low the con­se­quences of his la­bor, and see the good prin­ci­ples vic­to­ri­ous and the work grow­ing. Kin­dred en­ter­pris­es sprang up in oth­er parts of the town, in oth­er towns, still far­ther out. In the far dis­tance he could see that all pro­duc­tion was in the hands of the work­ing­men them­selves.

			Pe­ter Drey­er sup­port­ed him like a good com­rade, and took a good deal of the wor­ry off his shoul­ders. He un­selfish­ly put all his strength in­to it, but he did not share Pelle’s be­lief in the enor­mous re­sults that would come from it. “But, dear me, this is cap­i­tal­is­tic too!” he said—“so­cial­ist cap­i­tal­ism! Just look up to the pave­ment! there goes a man with no soles to his shoes, and his feet are wet, but all the same he doesn’t come down here and get new shoes, for we want mon­ey for them just like all the oth­ers, and those who need our work most sim­ply have none. That thing”—he went on, giv­ing a kick to one of the ma­chines—“turns ten men in­to the street! There you have the whole thing!”

			Pelle de­fend­ed his ma­chines, but Pe­ter would not give in. “The whole thing should have been al­tered first,” he said an­gri­ly. “As it is, they are in­ven­tions of the dev­il! The ma­chines have come a day or two too ear­ly, and point their mouths at us, like cap­tured can­nons!”

			“The ma­chines make shoes for ten times as many peo­ple as we could make for with our hands,” said Pelle, “and that can hard­ly be called a mis­for­tune. It’s on­ly the dis­tri­bu­tion that’s all wrong.”

			Pe­ter Drey­er shrugged his shoul­ders; he would not dis­cuss the ques­tion of dis­tri­bu­tion any more. If they meant to do any­thing to al­ter it he was will­ing to help. There had been enough non­sense talked about it. Those who had mon­ey could buy up all that they made, while the bare­foot­ed would be no bet­ter off than be­fore. It was a dead­lock. Did he think it would rev­o­lu­tion­ize the world if ev­ery man re­ceived the en­tire pro­ceeds of his work? That on­ly meant jus­tice in the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions, so long as di­a­monds con­tin­ued to be more valu­able than bread. “I don’t see that those who hap­pen to have work should have a bet­ter right to live than those who can’t get any,” he said wrath­ful­ly. “Or per­haps you don’t know the curse of un­em­ploy­ment! Look at them wan­der­ing about in thou­sands, sum­mer and win­ter, a whole army of shad­ows! The com­mu­ni­ty pro­vides for them so that they can just hang to­geth­er. Good heav­ens, that isn’t help­ing the poor, with all re­spect to the hon­or­able work­man! Let him keep his vote, since it amus­es him! It’s an in­no­cent plea­sure. Just think if he de­mand­ed prop­er food in­stead of it!”

			Yes, Pelle was well enough ac­quaint­ed with the great hunger re­serve; he had very near­ly been trans­ferred in­to it him­self. But here he nev­er­the­less caught a glimpse of the bot­tom. There was a peace­able strength in what he was do­ing that might car­ry them on a long way. Pe­ter Drey­er ac­knowl­edged it him­self by work­ing so faith­ful­ly with him. It was on­ly that he would not ad­mit it.

			At first they had to stand a good deal, but by de­grees Pelle learned to turn things off. Pe­ter, who was gen­er­al­ly so good and amenable, spoke in an an­gry, vexed tone when the con­ver­sa­tion touched up­on so­cial con­di­tions; it was as though he was at the end of his pa­tience. Though he earned a very good amount, he was bad­ly dressed and looked as if he did not get suf­fi­cient food; his break­fast, which he ate to­geth­er with the oth­ers in the work­shop, gen­er­al­ly con­sist­ed of bread and mar­garine, and he quenched his thirst at the wa­ter-tap. At first the oth­ers made fun of his prison fare, but he soon taught them to mind their own busi­ness: it was not safe to of­fend him. Part of his earn­ings he used for ag­i­ta­tion, and his com­rades said that he lived with a hump­backed wom­an and her moth­er. He him­self ad­mit­ted no one in­to his con­fi­dence, but grew more and more ret­i­cent. Pelle knew that he lived in one of the Vester­bro back streets, but did not know his ad­dress. When he stood silent at his work, his ex­pres­sion was al­ways gloomy, some­times ter­ri­bly sad. He seemed to be al­ways in pain.

			The po­lice were al­ways af­ter him. Pelle had once or twice re­ceived a hint not to em­ploy him, but firm­ly re­fused to sub­mit to any in­ter­fer­ence in his af­fairs. It was then ar­bi­trar­i­ly de­cid­ed that Pe­ter Drey­er should re­port him­self to the au­thor­i­ties ev­ery week.

			“I won’t do it!” he said. “It’s quite il­le­gal. I’ve on­ly been pun­ished for po­lit­i­cal of­fences, and I’ve been so care­ful that they shouldn’t be able to get at me for any for­mal mis­take, and here they’re hav­ing this tri­umph! I won’t!” He spoke qui­et­ly and with­out ex­cite­ment, but his hands shook.

			Pelle tried an ap­peal to his un­selfish­ness. “Do it for my sake then,” he said. “If you don’t they’ll shut you up, and you know I can’t do with­out you.”

			“Would you go and re­port your­self then if you were told to?” Pe­ter asked.

			“Yes. No one need be ashamed of sub­mit­ting to su­pe­ri­or brute force.”

			So he went. But it cost him an enor­mous ef­fort, and on that day in the week it was bet­ter to leave him alone.

		
	
		
			XII

			Marie’s fate lay no longer like a heavy bur­den up­on Pelle; time had tak­en the bit­ter­ness out of it. He could re­call with­out self-re­proach his life with her and her two broth­ers in the “Ark,” and of­ten won­dered what had be­come of the lat­ter. No one could give him any in­for­ma­tion about them.

			One day, dur­ing the mid­day rest, he went on his bi­cy­cle out to Morten with a mes­sage from Ellen. In Morten’s sit­ting-room, a hunched-up fig­ure was sit­ting with its back to the win­dow, star­ing down at the floor. His clothes hung loose­ly up­on him, and his thin hair was col­or­less. He slow­ly raised a wast­ed face as he looked to­ward the door. Pelle had al­ready rec­og­nized him from his maimed right hand, which had on­ly the thumb and one joint of the fore­fin­ger. He no longer hid it away, but let it lie up­on his thin knee.

			“Why, good day, Pe­ter!” ex­claimed Pelle in sur­prise, hold­ing out his hand to take the oth­er’s left hand. Pe­ter drew the hand out of his pock­et and held it out. It was a dead, maimed lump with some small pro­tu­ber­ances like rudi­ments of knuck­les, that Pelle found in his hand. Pe­ter looked in­to his face with­out mov­ing a mus­cle of his own, and there was on­ly a lit­tle gleam in his eyes when Pelle start­ed.

			“What in the world are you start­ing for?” he said dry­ly. “I should think any­one might have known that a fel­low couldn’t mind a shear­ing-ma­chine with one hand. I knew it just as well as ev­ery­body else in the fac­to­ry, and ex­pect­ed it ev­ery day; and at last I had to shut my eyes. Con­found it, I of­ten thought, won’t there soon be an end to it? And then one day there it was!”

			Pelle shiv­ered. “Didn’t you get any ac­ci­dent in­sur­ance?” he asked in or­der to say some­thing.

			“Of course I did! The whole coun­cil gath­ered on ac­count of my hum­ble self, and I was award­ed three thou­sand kro­nes as en­tire­ly in­valid­ed. Well, the mas­ter pos­sessed noth­ing and had nev­er in­sured me, so it nev­er got be­yond the pa­per. But any­how it’s a great ad­vance up­on the last time, isn’t it? Our par­ty has ac­com­plished some­thing!” He looked mock­ing­ly at Pelle. “You ought to give a cheer for pa­per re­forms!”

			Pe­ter was a mes­sen­ger and a kind of sec­re­tary in a rev­o­lu­tion­ary as­so­ci­a­tion for young men. He had taught him­self to read and sat with oth­er young men study­ing an­ar­chis­tic lit­er­a­ture. The oth­ers took care of him like broth­ers; but it was a mar­vel that he had not gone to the dogs. He was noth­ing but skin and bone, and re­sem­bled a fa­nat­ic that is al­most con­sumed by his own fire. His in­tel­li­gence had nev­er been much to boast of, but there were not many dif­fi­cul­ties in the prob­lem that life had set him. He hat­ed with a log­ic that was quite con­vinc­ing. The strong com­mu­ni­ty had passed a sham law, which was not even li­able for the obli­ga­tions that it ad­mit­ted that it had with re­gard to him. He had done with it now and be­longed to the de­struc­tion­ists.

			He had come up to Morten to ask him to give a read­ing at the Club. “It’s not be­cause we ap­pre­ci­ate au­thors—you mustn’t imag­ine that,” he said with a gloomy look. “They live up­on us and en­joy a mean­ing­less re­spect for it. It’s on­ly man­u­al la­bor that de­serves to be hon­ored; ev­ery­thing else sponges on us. I’m on­ly telling you so that you shan’t come imag­in­ing some­thing dif­fer­ent.”

			“Thank you,” said Morten, smil­ing. “It’s al­ways nice to know what you’re val­ued at. And still you think you can make use of me?”

			“Yes, you’re one of the com­par­a­tive­ly bet­ter ones among those who work to main­tain the cap­i­tal­ists; but we’re agreed at the Club that you’re not a re­al pro­le­tari­at writ­er, you’re far too much elab­o­rat­ed. There have nev­er been pro­le­tari­at writ­ers; and it’s of no con­se­quence ei­ther, for en­ter­tain­ment shouldn’t be made out of mis­ery. It’s very like­ly you’ll hear all about that up there.”

			“That’s all right. I’ll be sure to come,” an­swered Morten.

			“And if you’ll write us a can­ta­ta for our an­niver­sary fes­ti­val—it’s the day of the great Rus­sian mas­sacre—I’ll see that it’s ac­cept­ed. But it mustn’t be the usu­al hal­lelu­jah!”

			“I’m glad I met you,” he said to Pelle with his un­chang­ing ex­pres­sion of gloom. “Have you seen any­thing of Karl?”

			“No, where is he?” asked Pelle ea­ger­ly.

			“He’s a swell now. He’s got a busi­ness in Adel Street; but he won’t en­joy it long.”

			“Why not? Is there any­thing wrong with his af­fairs?”

			“Noth­ing more than that some day we’ll pull the whole thing down up­on all your heads. There’ll soon be quite a num­ber of us. I say, you might speak one evening in our as­so­ci­a­tion, and tell us some­thing about your prison life. I think it would in­ter­est them. We don’t gen­er­al­ly have out­siders, for we speak for our­selves; but I don’t think there’d be any dif­fi­cul­ty in get­ting you in­tro­duced.”

			Pelle promised.

			“He’s a dev­il-may-care fel­low, isn’t he?” ex­claimed Morten when he had shut the door on Pe­ter, “but he’s no fool. Did you no­tice that he nev­er asked for any­thing? They nev­er do. When they’re hun­gry they go up to the first per­son they meet and say: ‘Let me have some­thing to eat!’ It’s all the same to them what’s put in­to their mouths so long as it’s sat­is­fy­ing, and they nev­er thank grate­ful­ly. Noth­ing af­fects them. They’re men who put the thief above the beg­gar. I don’t dis­like it re­al­ly; there’s a new tone in it. Per­haps our well-be­haved ru­mi­nant’s busy do­ing away with one stom­ach and mak­ing up the spare ma­te­ri­al in­to teeth and claws.”

			“If on­ly they’d come for­ward and do work!” said Pelle. “Strong words don’t ac­com­plish much.”

			“How’s it go­ing with your peace­able rev­o­lu­tion?” asked Morten with a twin­kle in his eye. “Do you see any progress in the work?”

			“Oh, yes, it’s slow but sure. Rome wasn’t built in a day. I didn’t think though that you were in­ter­est­ed in it.”

			“I think you’re on the right tack, Pelle,” an­swered Morten se­ri­ous­ly. “But let the young ones light the fire un­der­neath, and it’ll go all the quick­er. That new even­tu­al­i­ties crop up in this coun­try is no dis­ad­van­tage; the gov­ern­ing body may very well be made aware that there’s gun­pow­der un­der their seats. It’ll im­mense­ly strength­en their sense of re­spon­si­bil­i­ty! Would you like to see Jo­han­na? She’s been want­ing very much to see you. She’s ill again un­for­tu­nate­ly.”

			“Ellen sent me out to pro­pose that she should come to stay with us in the coun­try. She thinks the child must be a great trou­ble to you and can­not be prop­er­ly looked af­ter here ei­ther.”

			“It’s very kind of your wife to think of it, but hasn’t she enough to do al­ready?”

			“Oh, Ellen can man­age a great deal,” said Pelle hearti­ly. “You would be giv­ing her a plea­sure.”

			“Then I’ll say ‘Thank you’ for the of­fer,” ex­claimed Morten. “It’ll be a great re­lief to me, if on­ly she can stand the mov­ing. It isn’t that she gives me any trou­ble now, for we get on cap­i­tal­ly to­geth­er. Jo­han­na is good and man­age­able, re­al­ly a splen­did char­ac­ter in spite of her spoil­ing. You won’t have any dif­fi­cul­ty with her. And I think it’ll be good for her to be away from me here, and be some­where where there’s a wom­an to see to her—and chil­dren. She doesn’t get much at­ten­tion here.”

			They went in to her and found her asleep, her pale face cov­ered with large drops of mois­ture. “It’s ex­haus­tion,” whis­pered Morten. “She’s not got much strength yet.” Their pres­ence made her sleep dis­turbed, and she tossed from side to side and then, sud­den­ly open­ing her eyes, gazed about her with an ex­pres­sion of wild ter­ror. In a mo­ment she rec­og­nized them and smiled; and rais­ing her­self a lit­tle she held out both her hands to Pelle with a charm­ing ex­pres­sion of child­ish co­quetry.

			“Tell me about the house out there and Boy Com­fort,” she said, mak­ing room for him on the edge of the bed. “It’s so tire­some here, and Mr. Morten’s so se­ri­ous.” And she threw a glance of de­fi­ance at him.

			“Is he?” said Pelle. “That must be be­cause he writes books.”

			“No, but I must keep up a lit­tle dig­ni­ty,” said Morten, as­sum­ing a fun­ny, school­mas­ter­ish ex­pres­sion. “This young la­dy’s be­gin­ning to be saucy!”

			Jo­han­na lay and laughed to her­self, her eyes trav­el­ling from one to the oth­er of them. “He ought to have a pair of spec­ta­cles, and then he’d be like a re­al one,” she said. She spoke hard­ly above a whis­per, it was all she had strength for; but her voice was mis­chievous.

			“You must come to us if he’s so bad,” said Pelle, “and then you can play with the chil­dren and lie in the sun­shine out in the gar­den. You don’t know how love­ly it is there now? Yes, I’m re­al­ly in earnest,” he con­tin­ued, as she still smiled. “Ellen asked me to come and say so.”

			She sud­den­ly be­came grave and looked from the one to the oth­er; then look­ing down, and with her face turned away, she asked: “Will Morten be there too?”

			“No, Jo­han­na, I must stay here, of course; but I’ll come out to see you.”

			“Ev­ery day?” Her face was turned to the wall, and she scratched the pa­per with her nails.

			“I shall come and see my lit­tle sweet­heart just as of­ten as I can,” said Morten, stroking her hair.

			The red blood suf­fused her neck in a sud­den wave, and was im­per­cep­ti­bly ab­sorbed in the pale­ness of her skin, like a dy­ing em­ber. Hanne’s blood came and went in the same way for the mer­est tri­fle. Jo­han­na had in­her­it­ed her moth­er’s bash­ful­ness and un­speak­able charm, and al­so her capri­cious tem­per.

			She lay with her back turned to­ward them and made no re­ply to their per­sua­sions. It was not easy to say whether she even heard them, un­til sud­den­ly she turned to Morten with an ex­pres­sion of ha­tred on her face. “You don’t need to trou­ble,” she said, with glow­ing eyes; “you can eas­i­ly get rid of me!”

			Morten on­ly looked at her sor­row­ful­ly, but Pelle was an­gry. “You ought to be ashamed of your­self for tak­ing it like that,” he said. “Is that all the thanks Morten gets for what he’s done? I must say you’re a grate­ful child!”

			Jo­han­na took the scold­ing with­out mov­ing a mus­cle of her face, but when he ceased she qui­et­ly took his hand and laid it over her del­i­cate, thin face, which it quite cov­ered. There she lay peep­ing out at him and Morten be­tween the large fin­gers, with a strange­ly re­signed ex­pres­sion that was meant to be rogu­ish. “I know it was hor­rid of me,” she said dul­ly, mov­ing Pelle’s mid­dle fin­ger back­ward and for­ward in front of her eyes so that she squint­ed; “but I’ll do what you tell me. Elle-Pelle, Morten-Porten—I can talk the P-lan­guage!” And she laughed an em­bar­rassed laugh.

			“You don’t know how much bet­ter and hap­pi­er you’ll be when you get out to Pelle’s,” said Morten.

			“I could eas­i­ly get up and do the work of the house, so that you didn’t need to have a wom­an,” she whis­pered, gaz­ing at him pas­sion­ate­ly with her big eyes. “I’m well enough now.”

			“My dear child, that’s not what I mean at all! It’s for your sake. Don’t you un­der­stand that?” said Morten earnest­ly, bend­ing over her.

			Jo­han­na’s gaze wan­dered round hope­less­ly, as if she had giv­en up all thought of be­ing un­der­stood any more.

			“I don’t think we’ll move her against her will,” said Morten, as he went down with Pelle. “She is so capri­cious in her moods. I think, too, I should miss her, for she’s a good lit­tle soul. When she’s up she goes creep­ing about and is of­ten quite touch­ing in her de­sire to make me com­fort­able. And sud­den­ly rec­ol­lec­tions of her for­mer life awak­en in her and dark­en her mind; she’s still very mis­trust­ful and afraid of be­ing bur­den­some. But she needs the com­pan­ion­ship of wom­en, some­one to whom she can talk con­fi­den­tial­ly. She has too much on her mind for a child.”

			“Couldn’t you both move out to us? You can have the two up­stairs rooms.”

			“That’s not a bad idea,” ex­claimed Morten. “May I have two or three days to think it over? And my love to Ellen and the chil­dren!”

		
	
		
			XIII

			When the work­shop closed, Pelle of­ten went on work­ing for an hour or two in the shop, get­ting the ac­counts straight and ar­rang­ing the work for the fol­low­ing day in the in­ter­vals of at­tend­ing to cus­tomers. A lit­tle be­fore six he closed the shop, mount­ed his bi­cy­cle and has­tened home with long­ing for the nest in his heart.

			Ev­ery­one else seemed to feel as he did. There was a pe­cu­liar home­ward cur­rent in the traf­fic of the streets. Cy­clists over­took him in whole flocks, and raced in shoals in front of the trams, which looked as if they squirt­ed them away from the lines as they worked their way along with in­ces­sant, deaf­en­ing ring­ing, bound­ing up and down un­der the weight of the over­filled plat­forms.

			Crowds of men and wom­en were on their way out, and met oth­er crowds whose homes were in the op­po­site quar­ter. On the out­skirts of the town the fac­to­ry whis­tles were crow­ing like a choir of gi­ant cocks, a sin­gle one be­gin­ning, the oth­ers all join­ing in. Sooty work­men poured out of the gates, with beer-bot­tles stick­ing out of coat-pock­ets and din­ner hand­ker­chiefs dan­gling from a fin­ger. Wom­en who had been at work or out mak­ing pur­chas­es, stood with their bas­kets on their arms, wait­ing for their hus­bands at the cor­ner of the street. Lit­tle chil­dren trip­ping along hand in hand sud­den­ly caught sight of a man far off in the crowd, and set off at a run to throw them­selves at his legs.

			Sis­ter of­ten ran right across the fields to meet her fa­ther, and Ellen stood at the gate of “Day­break” and wait­ed. “Good day, Mr. Man­u­fac­tur­er!” she cried as he ap­proached. She was mak­ing up for so much now, and was glow­ing with health and hap­pi­ness. It was no use for Pelle to protest, and de­clare that in his world there were on­ly work­men; she would not give up the ti­tle. He was the one who di­rect­ed the whole thing, and she did not mind about the fel­low­ship. She was proud of him, and he might call him­self an er­rand-boy if he liked; men must al­ways have some cro­chet or oth­er in their work, or else it would not sat­is­fy them. The ar­range­ment about the equal di­vi­sion she did not un­der­stand, but she was sure that her big, clever hus­band de­served to have twice as much as any of the oth­ers. She did not trou­ble her head about that, how­ev­er; she lived her own life and was con­tent­ed and hap­py.

			Pelle had feared that she would tire of the coun­try, and ap­par­ent­ly she did not take to it. She weed­ed and worked in the gar­den with her cus­tom­ary en­er­gy, and by de­grees ac­quired a fair knowl­edge of the work; but it did not seem to af­ford her any pe­cu­liar en­joy­ment. It was no plea­sure to her to dig her fin­gers in­to the mould. Pelle and the chil­dren throve here, and that de­ter­mined her re­la­tions to the place; but she did not strike root on her own ac­count. She could thrive any­where in the world if on­ly they were there; and their wel­fare was hers. She grew out from them, and had her own won­der­ful growth in­ward.

			With­in her there were strange hid­den forces that had noth­ing to do with the­o­ries or sys­tems, but pro­duced the warmth that bore up the whole. Pelle no longer de­sired to force his way in there. What did he care about log­i­cal un­der­stand­ing be­tween man and wom­an? It was her heart with which he need­ed to be ir­ra­di­at­ed. He re­quired to be un­der­stood by his friends. His great sat­is­fac­tion in be­ing with, for in­stance, Morten, was that in per­fect una­nim­i­ty they talked un­til they came to a stop­ping-place, and if they were then silent their thoughts ran on par­al­lel lines and were side by side when they emerged once more. But even if he and Ellen start­ed from the same point, the short­est pause would take their thoughts in dif­fer­ent di­rec­tions; he nev­er knew where she would ap­pear again. No mat­ter how well he thought he knew her, she al­ways came up just as sur­pris­ing­ly and un­ex­pect­ed­ly be­hind him. And was it not just that he loved? Why then con­tend with it on the ba­sis of the claims of a poor log­ic?

			She con­tin­ued to be just as un­fath­omable, no mat­ter how much of her he thought he had mas­tered. She be­came greater and greater with it, and she brought him a new, strange world—the mys­te­ri­ous un­known with which he had al­ways had to strive, al­lowed it­self to be ten­der­ly em­braced. He no longer de­mand­ed the whole of her; in his in­most soul prob­a­bly ev­ery hu­man be­ing was lone­ly. He guessed that she was go­ing through her own de­vel­op­ment in con­ceal­ment, and won­dered where she would ap­pear again.

			It had for­mer­ly been a grief to him that she did not join the Move­ment; she was not in­ter­est­ed in po­lit­i­cal ques­tions and the suf­frage. He now dim­ly re­al­ized that that was just her strength, and in any case he did not wish her oth­er­wise. She sel­dom in­ter­fered def­i­nite­ly with what he did, and why should she? She ex­ert­ed a silent in­flu­ence up­on ev­ery­thing he did, stamped each of his thoughts from the mo­ment they be­gan to shoot up. For the very rea­son that she did not know how to dis­cuss, she could not be re­fut­ed; what to him was down­right log­ic had no ef­fect what­ev­er up­on her. He did not get his own thoughts again stale from her lips, and did not wish to ei­ther; her won­der­ful pow­er over him lay in the fact that she rest­ed so se­cure­ly on her own, and an­swered the most crush­ing ar­gu­ments with a smile. Pelle was be­gin­ning to doubt as to the val­ue of su­pe­ri­or­i­ty of in­tel­lect; it seemed to have undis­put­ed rule over the age, but did not ac­com­plish chiefly good. As com­pared with Ellen’s na­ture, it seemed to him poor. The warmth in a kiss con­vinced her bet­ter than a thou­sand sen­si­ble rea­sons, and yet she sel­dom made a mis­take.

			And she her­self gave out warmth. They went to her, both he and the chil­dren, when there was any­thing wrong. She did not say much, but she warmed. She still al­ways seemed to him like a pulse that beat, liv­ing and pal­pa­ble, out from the in­vis­i­ble, with a strange­ly tran­quil speech. When his head was hot and tired with ad­verse hap­pen­ings, there was noth­ing more de­light­ful than to rest it up­on her bo­som and lis­ten, on­ly half awake, to the dull, sooth­ing mur­mur with­in like that of the earth’s springs when, in his child­hood, he laid his ear to the grass.

			The spring was beau­ti­ful, and they were much out in it; when no one could see them they walked hand-in-hand along the dikes like two young lovers. Then Pelle talked and showed her things. Look! there it grew in that way, and here in quite a dif­fer­ent way. Was it not strange? He lived over again all his child­hood’s ex­cite­ment in spring. Ellen lis­tened to him, smil­ing; she was not as­ton­ished at any­thing so nat­u­ral as that things grew; she was mere­ly trans­formed! The earth sim­ply sent up its juices in­to her too.

			The fresh air and the work in the gar­den tanned her bare arms, and gave strength and beau­ty to her fig­ure, while her easy cir­cum­stances freed her from care. One day a new be­ing showed in her eyes, and looked at Pelle with the in­quis­i­tive­ness of a kid. “Shall we play?” it said. Was it he or the spring that set fire to her? No mat­ter! The plea­sure was his! The sun­shine en­tered the in­ner­most cor­ners of his soul, the musty cor­ners left by the dark­ness of his prison-cell, and cured him com­plete­ly; her free­dom from care in­fect­ed him, and he was en­tire­ly hap­py. It was Ellen who had done it all; at last she had tak­en up­on her­self to be the mes­sen­ger be­tween joy and him!

			She be­came gen­tler and more vig­or­ous in dis­po­si­tion ev­ery day. The sun and the wind across the open coun­try called forth some­thing in her that had nev­er been there be­fore, an in­no­cent plea­sure in her own body and a phys­i­cal ap­petite that made her teeth white and gleam­ing. She was ra­di­ant with de­light when Pelle brought her lit­tle things to adorn her­self with; she did not use them for the chil­dren now! “Look!” she said once, hold­ing up a piece of dark vel­vet to her face which in the evening gave out again the warmth of the sun, as hay its scent. “You must give me a dress like this when we be­come rich.” And her eyes sparkled as she looked at him, full of prom­ises of abun­dant re­turns. He thought he be­longed to the soil, and yet it was through her that he first re­al­ly came in­to con­tact with it! There was wor­ship of na­ture in the ap­petite with which she crunched the first radish­es of the year and de­light­ed in their juicy fresh­ness; and when in the evening he sprang from his bi­cy­cle and took her in his arms, she her­self ex­haled the fresh per­fume of all that had passed through the spring day—the wind and the prod­ucts of the soil. He could smell in her breath the per­fume of wild hon­ey, mixed with the pollen and nec­tar of wild flow­ers; and she would close her eyes as though she her­self were in­tox­i­cat­ed with it.

			Their dawn­ing af­fec­tion be­came pas­sion­ate first love out here. Ellen was al­ways stand­ing at the gate wait­ing for him. As soon as Pelle had had his sup­per, the chil­dren dragged him round the gar­den to show him what had tak­en place dur­ing the day. They held his hands and Ellen had to walk by her­self. Pelle and she had an in­tense de­sire to be close to­geth­er, but the lit­tle ones would not sub­mit to be set aside. “He’s our fa­ther!” they said; and Pelle and Ellen were like two young peo­ple that are kept cru­el­ly apart by a re­morse­less fate, and they looked at one an­oth­er with eyes that were heavy with ex­pres­sion.

			When the lit­tle ones had gone to bed they stole away from it all, leav­ing Lasse Fred­erik in charge of the house. He had seen an artist sit­ting out­side the hedge and paint­ing the smoky city in the spring light, and had pro­cured him­self a paint­box. He sat out there ev­ery evening now, daub­ing away busi­ly. He did not mean to be a sailor now!

			They went up past the farm and on to­ward the evening sun, walked hand-in-hand in the dewy grass, gaz­ing silent­ly in front of them. The rud­dy evening light col­ored their faces and made their eyes glow. There was a lit­tle grove of trees not far off, to which they of­ten went so as to be quite away from the world. With their arms round one an­oth­er they passed in­to the deep twi­light, whis­per­ing to­geth­er. Now and then she bent her head back for him to kiss her, when an in­vis­i­ble ray would strike her eye and be re­fract­ed in­to a rain­bow-col­ored star, in the dark­ness.

			A high dike of turfs ran along the edge of the wood, and low over it hung hazel and young beech trees. In un­der the branch­es there were lit­tle bow­ers where they hid them­selves; the dead leaves had drift­ed to­geth­er in un­der the dike and made a soft couch. The birds above their heads gave lit­tle sleepy chirps, turned on the branch and twit­tered soft­ly as though they dreamed the day’s melodies over again. Some­times the moon peeped in at them with a broad smile. The heavy night-ex­ha­la­tions of the leaves lulled them to sleep, and some­times they were on­ly wak­ened by the tremor that pass­es through ev­ery­thing when the sun ris­es. Pelle would be cold then, but Ellen’s body was al­ways warm al­though she had re­moved some of her cloth­ing to make a pil­low for their heads.

			She still con­tin­ued to be moth­er­ly; her de­vo­tion on­ly called forth new sides of her de­sire for self-sac­ri­fice. How rich she was in her moth­er­li­ness! She de­mand­ed noth­ing but the hard ground, and could not make her­self soft enough: ev­ery­thing was for him. And she could make her­self so in­com­pre­hen­si­bly soft! Prov­i­dence had thrown all His rich­es and warmth in­to her lap; it was no won­der that both life and hap­pi­ness had made their nest­ing-place there.

			Their love in­creased with the sun­shine, and made ev­ery­thing bright and good; there was no room for any dark­ness. Pelle met all trou­bles with a smile. He went about in a state of se­mi-stu­por, and even his most se­ri­ous busi­ness af­fairs could not ef­face Ellen’s pic­ture from his mind. Her breath warmed the air around him through­out the day, and made him has­ten home. At ta­ble at home they had se­cret signs that re­ferred to their se­cret world. They were liv­ing in the first love of youth with all its sweet se­cre­cy, and smiled at one an­oth­er in youth­ful, stealthy com­pre­hen­sion, as though the whole world were watch­ing them and must learn noth­ing. If their feet touched un­der the ta­ble, their eyes met and Ellen would blush like a young girl. Her af­fec­tion was so great that she could not bear it to be known, even to them­selves. A red flame passed over her face, and her eyes were veiled as though she hid in them the un­speak­able sweet­ness of her tryst from time to time. She rarely spoke and gen­er­al­ly an­swered with a smile; she sang soft­ly to her­self, filled with the hap­pi­ness of youth.

			

			One af­ter­noon when he came cy­cling home Ellen did not meet him as usu­al. He be­came anx­ious, and hur­ried in. The so­fa was made in­to a bed, and Ellen was stand­ing by it, bend­ing over Jo­han­na, who lay shiv­er­ing with fever. Ellen raised her head and said, “Hush!” The chil­dren were sit­ting in a cor­ner gaz­ing fear­ful­ly at the sick girl, who lay with closed eyes, moan­ing slight­ly.

			“She came run­ning out here this af­ter­noon,” whis­pered Ellen, look­ing strange­ly at him; “I can’t think why. She’s ter­ri­bly ill! I’ve sent Lasse Fred­erik in to Morten, so that he may know she’s with us.”

			“Have you sent for the doc­tor?” asked Pelle, bend­ing down over Jo­han­na.

			“Yes. Lasse Fred­erik will tell Morten to bring his doc­tor with him. He must know her best. I should think they’ll soon be here.”

			A shiv­er­ing fit came over Jo­han­na. She lay work­ing her tongue against the dry roof of her mouth, now and then ut­ter­ing a num­ber of dis­con­nect­ed words, and toss­ing to and fro up­on the bed. Sud­den­ly she raised her­self in ter­ror, her wide-open eyes fixed up­on Pelle, but with no recog­ni­tion in them. “Go away! I won’t!” she screamed, push­ing him away. His deep voice calmed her, how­ev­er, and she al­lowed her­self to be laid down once more, and then lay still with closed eyes.

			“Some­one has been af­ter her,” said Ellen, weep­ing. “What can it be?”

			“It’s the old sto­ry,” Pelle whis­pered with emo­tion. “Morten says that it con­stant­ly reap­pears in her.—Take the chil­dren out in­to the gar­den, Ellen. I’ll stay here with her.”

			Ellen went out with the lit­tle ones, who could hard­ly be per­suad­ed to come out of their cor­ner; but it was not long be­fore their chat­ter­ing voic­es could be heard out on the grass.

			Pelle sat with his hand on Jo­han­na’s fore­head, star­ing straight be­fore him. He had been rude­ly awak­ened to the hor­ror of life once more. Con­vul­sive tremors passed through her tor­tured brow. It was as if he held in his hand a flut­ter­ing soul that had been trod­den in the mire be­neath heavy heels—a poor crushed fledgeling that could nei­ther fly nor die.

			He was roused by the sound of a car­riage driv­ing quick­ly up to the gar­den gate, and went out to meet the men.

			The doc­tor was very doubt­ful about Jo­han­na’s con­di­tion. “I’m afraid that the fits will in­crease rather than de­crease,” he said in a whis­per. “It would be bet­ter if she were sent to the hos­pi­tal as soon as she’s able to be moved.”

			“Would it be bet­ter for her?” asked Ellen.

			“No, not ex­act­ly for her, but—she’ll be a dif­fi­cult pa­tient, you know!”

			“Then she shall re­main here,” said Ellen; “she shall be well looked af­ter.”

			Lasse Fred­erik had to take his bi­cy­cle and ride to the chemist’s, and im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the doc­tor drove away.

			They sat out­side the gar­den door, so that they could hear any sound from the sick girl, and talked to­geth­er in low tones. It was sad to see Morten; Jo­han­na’s flight from him had wound­ed him deeply.

			“I won­der why she did it?” said Pelle.

			“She’s been strange ev­er since you came up and pro­posed that she should come out to you,” said Morten sad­ly. “She got it in­to her head that she was a bur­den to me and that I would like to get rid of her. Two or three days ago she got up while I was out, and be­gan work­ing in the house—I sup­pose as a re­turn for my keep­ing her. She’s mor­bid­ly sen­si­tive. When I dis­tinct­ly for­bade her she de­clared that she wouldn’t owe me any­thing and meant to go away. I knew that she might very like­ly do it in spite of her be­ing ill, so I stayed at home. At mid­day to­day I just went down to fetch milk, and when I came up she was gone. It was a good thing she came out here; I think she’d do any­thing when once the idea’s tak­en her that she’s a bur­den.”

			“She must be very fond of you,” said Ellen, look­ing at him.

			“I don’t think so,” an­swered Morten, with a sad smile. “At any rate, she’s hid­den it well. My im­pres­sion is that she’s hat­ed me ev­er since the day we spoke of her com­ing out here.—May I stay here for the night?”

			“If you can put up with what we have,” an­swered Ellen. “It won’t be a lux­u­ri­ous bed, but it’ll be some­thing to lie down on.”

			Morten did not want a bed, how­ev­er. “I’ll sit up and watch over Jo­han­na,” he said.

		
	
		
			XIV

			The house was thus trans­formed in­to a nurs­ing home. It was a hard hit at their care­less hap­pi­ness, but they took it as it came. Nei­ther of them de­mand­ed more of life than it was ca­pa­ble of.

			Ellen was with the sick girl day and night un­til the worst was over; she ne­glect­ed both Pelle and the chil­dren to give all her care to Jo­han­na.

			“You’ve got far too much to do,” said Pelle anx­ious­ly. “It’ll end in your be­ing ill too. Do let us have help!” And as Ellen would not hear of it, he took the mat­ter in­to his own hands, and got “Queen There­sa” to be out there dur­ing the day.

			In the course of a few days Morten ar­ranged his af­fairs, got rid of his flat, and moved out to them. “You won’t be able to run away from me, af­ter all,” he said to Jo­han­na, who was sit­ting up in bed lis­ten­ing to the car­ry­ing up­stairs of his things. “When you’re well enough you shall be moved up in­to the big at­tic; and then we two shall live up­stairs and be jol­ly again, won’t we?”

			She made no an­swer, but flushed with plea­sure.

			Ellen now re­ceived from Morten the amount he usu­al­ly spent in a month on food and house-rent. She was quite dis­con­cert­ed. What was she to do with all that mon­ey? It was far too much! Well, they need no longer be anx­ious about their rent.

			Jo­han­na was soon so far re­cov­ered as to be able to get up for a lit­tle. The coun­try air had a ben­e­fi­cial ef­fect up­on her nerves, and Ellen knew how to keep her in good spir­its. Old Brun made her a present of a beau­ti­ful red and yel­low re­clin­ing chair of bas­ket work; and when the sun shone she was car­ried out on­to the grass, where she lay and watched the chil­dren’s play, some­times join­ing in the game from her chair, and or­der­ing them hith­er and thith­er. Boy Com­fort sub­mit­ted to it good-na­tured­ly, but Sis­ter was a lit­tle more re­served. She did not like this stranger to call Pelle “fa­ther”; and when she was in a teas­ing mood she would stand a lit­tle way off and re­peat again and again: “He’s not your fa­ther, for he’s mine!” un­til Ellen took her away.

			Jo­han­na most­ly lay, how­ev­er, gaz­ing in­to space with an ex­pres­sion of the ut­most weari­ness. For a mo­ment her at­ten­tion would be at­tract­ed by any­thing new, but then her eyes wan­dered away again. She was nev­er well enough to walk about; even when she felt well, her legs would not sup­port her. Brun came out to “Day­break” ev­ery af­ter­noon to see her. The old man was deeply af­fect­ed by her sad fate, and had giv­en up his usu­al hol­i­day trip in or­der to keep him­self ac­quaint­ed with her con­di­tion. “We must do some­thing for her,” he said to the doc­tor, who paid a dai­ly vis­it at his re­quest. “Is there noth­ing that can be done?”

			The doc­tor shook his head. “She couldn’t be bet­ter off any­where than she is here,” he said.

			They were all fond of her, and did what they could to please her. Brun al­ways brought some­thing with him, ex­pen­sive things, such as beau­ti­ful silk blan­kets that she could have over her when she lay out in the gar­den, and a splen­did coral neck­lace. He got her ev­ery­thing that he could imag­ine she would like. Her eyes sparkled when­ev­er she re­ceived any­thing new, and she put ev­ery­thing on. “Now I’m a princess in all her fin­ery,” she whis­pered, smil­ing at him; but a mo­ment af­ter she had for­got­ten all about it. She was very fond of the old man, made him sit be­side her, and called him “grand­fa­ther” with a mourn­ful at­tempt at rogu­ish­ness. She did not lis­ten to what he told her, how­ev­er, and when the lit­tle ones crept up and want­ed him to come with them to play in the field, he could quite well go, for she did not no­tice it.

			Alas! noth­ing could rec­on­cile her child’s soul to her poor, mal­treat­ed body, nei­ther love nor trin­kets. It was as though it were weary of its cov­er­ing and had soared as far out as pos­si­ble, held cap­tive by a thin thread that would eas­i­ly wear through. She grew more trans­par­ent ev­ery day; it could be clear­ly seen now that she had the oth­er chil­dren be­side her. They ate and throve for her as well as them­selves! When Ellen was not on the watch, Boy Com­fort would come and eat up Jo­han­na’s in­valid food, though good­ness knew he wasn’t starved! Jo­han­na her­self looked on calm­ly; it was all a mat­ter of such in­dif­fer­ence to her.

			It was an un­usu­al­ly fine sum­mer, dry and sun­ny, and they could near­ly al­ways be in the gar­den. They gen­er­al­ly gath­ered there to­ward evening; Ellen and “Queen There­sa” had fin­ished their house work, and sat by Jo­han­na with their sewing, Brun kept them com­pa­ny with his cheer­ful talk, and Jo­han­na lay and dozed with her face to­ward the gar­den gate. They laughed and joked with her to keep her in good spir­its. Brun had promised her a trip to the South if she would make haste to use her legs, and told her about the sun down there and the de­li­cious grapes and or­anges that she would be al­lowed to pick her­self. She an­swered ev­ery­thing with her sad smile, as though she knew all too well what await­ed her. Her thick, dark hair over­shad­owed more and more her pale face; it was as if night were clos­ing over her. She seemed to be doz­ing slow­ly out of ex­is­tence, with her large eyes turned to­ward the gar­den gate.

			Morten was of­ten away on lec­tur­ing tours, some­times for sev­er­al days at a time. When at last he en­tered the gate, life flashed in­to her face. He was the on­ly one who could re­call her spir­it to its sur­round­ings; it was as though it on­ly lin­gered on for him. She was no longer capri­cious with him. When she had the strength for it, she sat up and threw her arms round his neck; her tears flowed silent­ly, and her long­ing found free vent. Ellen un­der­stood the child’s feel­ings, and signed to the oth­ers to leave the two to­geth­er. Morten would then sit for hours be­side her, telling her all that he had been do­ing; she nev­er seemed to grow weary, but lay and lis­tened to him with shin­ing eyes, her trans­par­ent hand rest­ing up­on his arm. Ev­ery step he took in­ter­est­ed her; some­times a pe­cu­liar ex­pres­sion came in­to her eyes, and she fell sus­pi­cious­ly up­on some de­tail or oth­er. Her sens­es were mor­bid­ly keen; the very scent of strange peo­ple about him made her sullen and sus­pi­cious.

			“The poor, poor child! She loves him!” said Ellen one day to Pelle, and sud­den­ly burst in­to tears. “And there she lies dy­ing!” Her own hap­pi­ness made her so ful­ly con­scious of the child’s con­di­tion.

			“But dear­est Ellen!” ex­claimed Pelle in protest. “Don’t you think I can see? That’s of course why she’s al­ways been so strange to him. How sad it is!”

			The child’s sad fate cast a shad­ow over the oth­ers, but the sun rose high in the heav­ens and be­came still stronger.

			“Pelle,” said Ellen, stroking his hair, “the light nights will soon be over!”

			Morten con­tin­ued ob­sti­nate­ly to be­lieve that lit­tle Jo­han­na would re­cov­er, but ev­ery­one else could see dis­tinct­ly what the end was to be. Her life oozed away with the de­part­ing sum­mer. She be­came gen­tler and more man­age­able ev­ery day. The ha­tred in her was ex­tin­guished; she ac­cept­ed all their kind­ness with a tired smile. Through her spoiled be­ing there ra­di­at­ed a strange charm, bear­ing the stamp of death, which seemed to un­fold it­self the more as she drew near­er to the grave.

			Lat­er in the au­tumn her na­ture changed. Sud­den­ly, when Pelle or Morten ap­proached, her eyes would fill with hor­ror and she would open her mouth to cry out; but when she rec­og­nized them, she nes­tled down in their arms, cry­ing piti­ful­ly. She could no longer go in­to the gar­den, but al­ways kept her bed. She could not bear the noise of the chil­dren; it tor­tured her and car­ried her thoughts back to the nar­row streets: they had to keep out of doors all day. Deliri­ous at­tacks be­came more fre­quent, and her thin, lan­guid voice be­came once more rough and hoarse. She lay fight­ing with boys and roughs and high hats, de­fend­ed her­self with nick­names and abu­sive ep­i­thets, and snarled at ev­ery­one, un­til she at last gave in and asked for brandy, and lay cry­ing soft­ly to her­self. Old Brun nev­er dared show him­self at her bed­side; she took him for an old cham­ber­lain that the street-boys had set on­to her, and re­ceived him with coarse de­mands.

			This in­sight in­to the child’s ter­ri­ble ex­is­tence among the tim­ber-stacks af­fect­ed them all. It seemed as if the ma­lig­ni­ty of life would not re­lax its hold on this in­no­cent vic­tim, but would per­se­cute her as long as life re­mained, and made all their love use­less. Morten stayed with her dur­ing the days in which she fought her bat­tle with death; he sat watch­ing her from a cor­ner, on­ly ven­tur­ing near­er when she dozed. Ellen was the on­ly one who had the strength to meet it. She was with Jo­han­na night and day, and tried to make death eas­i­er for her by her un­weary­ing care; and when the fits came over the child, she held her in her arms and sought to calm her with a moth­er’s love.

			She had nev­er been in a death-cham­ber be­fore, but did not quail; and the child died up­on her breast.

			

			Jo­han­na’s death had com­plete­ly par­a­lyzed Morten. As long as he pos­si­bly could he had clung to the be­lief that her life might be saved; if not, it would be so un­rea­son­ably un­just; and when her hope­less con­di­tion be­came ap­par­ent to him, he col­lapsed. He did noth­ing, but wan­dered about dul­ly, spoke to no one and ate very lit­tle. It was as though he had re­ceived a blow on the head from a heavy hand.

			Af­ter the fu­ner­al he and Pelle walked home to­geth­er while the oth­ers drove. Pelle talked of in­dif­fer­ent mat­ters in or­der to draw Morten’s thoughts away from the child, but Morten did not lis­ten to him.

			“My dear fel­low, you can’t go on like this,” said Pelle sud­den­ly, putting his arm through Morten’s. “You’ve ac­com­pa­nied the poor child along the road as far as you could, and the liv­ing have some claim on you too.”

			Morten raised his head. “What does it mat­ter whether I write a few pages more or less?” he said weari­ly.

			“Your pen was giv­en you to de­fend the de­fence­less with; you mustn’t give up,” said Pelle.

			Morten laughed bit­ter­ly. “And haven’t I plead­ed the cause of the chil­dren as well as I could, and been in­no­cent enough to be­lieve that there, at any rate, it was on­ly nec­es­sary to open peo­ple’s eyes in or­der to touch their hearts? And what has been gained? The ad­di­tion, at the most, of one more vol­ume to the so-called good lit­er­a­ture. Men are prac­ti­cal be­ings; you can with the great­est ease get them to shed the­ater tears; they’re quite fond of sit­ting in the stalls and weep­ing with the un­for­tu­nate man; but woe to him if they meet him again in the street! The warm­est words that have ev­er been spo­ken to me about my de­scrip­tions of chil­dren were from an old gen­tle­man whom I af­ter­ward found to be try­ing to get hold of lit­tle chil­dren.”

			“But what are you go­ing to do?” said Pelle, look­ing at him with con­cern.

			“Yes, what am I go­ing to do—tell me that! You’re right in say­ing I’m in­dif­fer­ent, but can one go on tak­ing part in a bat­tle that doesn’t even spare the chil­dren? Do you re­mem­ber my lit­tle sis­ter Karen, who had to drown her­self? How many thou­sand chil­dren are there not stand­ing be­hind her and Jo­han­na! They call this the chil­dren’s cen­tu­ry, and the chil­dren’s blood is cry­ing out from the earth! They’re hap­py when they can steal away. Fan­cy if Jo­han­na had lived on with her bur­den! The shad­ows of child­hood stretch over the whole of life.”

			“Yes, and so does the sun­shine of child­hood!” ex­claimed Pelle. “That’s why we mustn’t fail the poor lit­tle ones. We shall need a race with warm hearts.”

			“That’s just what I’ve thought,” said Morten sad­ly. “Do you know, Pelle, I loved that child who came to me from the very low­est depth. She was ev­ery­thing to me; mis­ery has nev­er come so cru­el­ly near to me be­fore. It was a beau­ti­ful dream of mine—a fool­ish dream—that she would live. I was go­ing to coax life and hap­pi­ness in­to her again, and then I would have writ­ten a book about all that tri­umphs. I don’t know whether you un­der­stand me—about mis­ery that be­comes health and hap­pi­ness be­neath the sun­shine of kind­ness. She was that; life could hard­ly be brought low­er! But did you no­tice how much beau­ty and del­i­ca­cy there was af­ter all buried be­neath the sew­er-mud in her? I had looked for­ward to bring­ing it out, freed from all want and ug­li­ness, and show­ing the world how beau­ti­ful we are down here when the mud is scraped off us. Per­haps it might have in­duced them to act just­ly. That’s what I dreamed, but it’s a bit­ter lot to have the un­for­tu­nates ap­point­ed to be one’s beloved. My on­ly love is ir­re­triev­ably dead, and now I can­not write about any­thing that tri­umphs. What have I to do with that?”

			“I think it’s Vic­tor Hugo who says that the heart is the on­ly bird that car­ries its cage,” said Pelle, “but your heart re­fus­es to take it when there is most use for it.”

			“Oh, no!” said Morten with a lit­tle more en­er­gy. “I shan’t desert you; but this has been a hard blow for me. If on­ly I had a lit­tle more of your clear faith! Well, I must be glad that I have you your­self,” he added, hold­ing out his hand to Pelle with a bright smile.

			The li­brar­i­an came across the fields to meet them. “It’s tak­en you two Dioseuri a long time,” he said, look­ing at them at­ten­tive­ly. “Ellen’s wait­ing with the din­ner.”

			The three men walked to­geth­er up the bare stub­ble­field to­ward the house. “The best of the sum­mer’s over now,” said Brun, look­ing about with a sigh. “The wheel has turned on one more cog!”

			“Death isn’t the worst thing that can hap­pen to one,” an­swered Morten, who was still in a mor­bid mood.

			“That’s the sort of thing one says while one’s young and pros­per­ous—and doesn’t mean se­ri­ous­ly. To­mor­row life will have tak­en you and your sor­row in­to its ser­vice again. But I have nev­er been young un­til now that I’ve learned to know you two, so I count ev­ery fleet­ing hour like a miser—and en­vy you who can walk so quick­ly,” he added with a smile.

			They walked up more slow­ly, and as they fol­lowed the hedge up to­ward the house they heard a faint whim­per­ing in the gar­den. In a hole in an emp­ty bed, which the two chil­dren had dug with their spades, sat Boy Com­fort, and Sis­ter was busy cov­er­ing him with earth; it was al­ready up to his neck. He was mak­ing no re­sis­tance, but on­ly whim­pered a lit­tle when the mould be­gan to get near his mouth.

			Pelle gave the alarm and leaped the hedge, and Ellen at the same mo­ment came run­ning out. “You might have suf­fo­cat­ed lit­tle broth­er!” she said with con­ster­na­tion, tak­ing the boy in her arms.

			“I was on­ly plant­ing him,” said An­na, of­fend­ed at hav­ing her work de­stroyed. “He want­ed to be, and of course he’d come up again in the spring!” The two chil­dren want­ed a lit­tle broth­er, and had agreed that Boy Com­fort should sac­ri­fice him­self.

			“You mustn’t do such things,” said Ellen qui­et­ly. “You’ll get a lit­tle broth­er in the spring any­how.” And she looked at Pelle with a lov­ing glance.

		
	
		
			XV

			Work went on steadi­ly in the co­op­er­a­tive works. It made no great stir; in the Move­ment they had al­most for­got­ten that it ex­ist­ed at all. It was a long and dif­fi­cult road that Pelle had set out on, but he did not for a mo­ment doubt that it led to the end he had in view, and he set about it se­ri­ous­ly. Nev­er had his res­pi­ra­tion been so slow.

			At present he was gain­ing ex­pe­ri­ence. He and Pe­ter Drey­er had trained a staff of good work­men, who knew what was at stake, and did not al­low them­selves to be up­set even if a for­eign el­e­ment en­tered. The busi­ness in­creased steadi­ly and re­quired new men; but Pelle had no dif­fi­cul­ty with the new forces; the un­der­tak­ing was so strong that it swal­lowed them and re­mod­elled them.

			The man­u­fac­tur­ers at any rate re­mem­bered his ex­is­tence, and tried to in­jure him at ev­ery op­por­tu­ni­ty. This pleased him, for it es­tab­lished the fact that he was a dan­ger to them. Through their con­nec­tions they closed cred­it, and when this did not lead to any­thing, be­cause he had Brun’s for­tune to back him up, they boy­cotted him with re­gard to ma­te­ri­als by forc­ing the leather-mer­chants not to sell to him. He then had to im­port his ma­te­ri­als from abroad. It gave him a lit­tle ex­tra trou­ble, and now it was nec­es­sary to have ev­ery­thing in or­der, so that they should not come to a stand­still for want of any­thing.

			One day an ar­ti­cle was lack­ing in a new con­sign­ment, and the whole thing was about to come to a stand­still. He man­aged to ob­tain it by strat­a­gem, but he was an­gry. “I should like to hit those leather-mer­chants back,” he said to Brun. “If we hap­pen to be in want of any­thing, we’re obliged to get it by cun­ning. Don’t you think we might take the shop next door, and set up a leather busi­ness? It would be a blow to the oth­ers, and then we should al­ways have what we want to use. We shouldn’t get rich on it, so I think the small mas­ters in out-of-the-way cor­ners would be glad to have us.”

			Brun had no ob­jec­tion to mak­ing a lit­tle more war to the knife. There was too lit­tle hap­pen­ing for his taste!

			The new busi­ness opened in Oc­to­ber. Pelle would have had Pe­ter Drey­er to be at the head of it, but he re­fused. “I’m sure I’m not suit­ed for buy­ing and sell­ing,” he said gloomi­ly, so Pelle took one of the young work­men from the work­shop in­to the busi­ness, and kept an eye up­on it him­self.

			It at once put a lit­tle more life in­to things; there was al­ways plen­ty of ma­te­ri­al. They now pro­duced much more than they were able to sell in the shop, and Pelle’s leather shop made the small mas­ters in­de­pen­dent of pri­vate cap­i­tal. Many of them sold a lit­tle fac­to­ry footwear in ad­di­tion to do­ing re­pairs, and these now took their goods from him. Out in the prov­inces his boots and shoes had al­ready gained a foot­ing in many places; it had come about nat­u­ral­ly, in the or­di­nary se­quence of things. The man­u­fac­tur­ers fol­lowed them up there too, wher­ev­er they could; but the con­se­quence was that the work­men pa­tron­ized them and forced them in again to the shops of which they them­selves were the cus­tomers. A bat­tle be­gan to rage over Pelle’s boots and shoes.

			He knew, how­ev­er, that it was on­ly the be­gin­ning. It would soon come to a great con­flict, and were his foun­da­tions suf­fi­cient­ly strong for that? The man­u­fac­tur­ers were es­tab­lish­ing a shop op­po­site his, where the goods were to be sold cheap in or­der to ru­in his sales, and one day they put the prices very much down on ev­ery­thing, so as to ex­tin­guish him al­to­geth­er.

			“Let them!” said Brun. “Peo­ple will be able to get shoes cheap!” Pelle was trou­bled, how­ev­er, at this fresh at­tack. Even if they held out, it might well ex­haust their eco­nom­ic strength.

			The mis­for­tune was that they were too iso­lat­ed; they were as yet like men washed up on­to an open shore; they had noth­ing to fall back up­on. The em­ploy­ers had long since dis­cov­ered that they were just as in­ter­na­tion­al as the work­men, and had adopt­ed Pelle’s old or­ga­ni­za­tion idea. It was not al­ways easy, ei­ther, to get ma­te­ri­als from abroad; he no­ticed the con­nec­tion. Un­til he had got the tan­ners to start a co­op­er­a­tive busi­ness, he ran the risk of hav­ing his feet knocked away from un­der him at any mo­ment. And in the first place he must have the great army of work­men on his side; that was whith­er ev­ery­thing point­ed.

			One day he found him­self once more af­ter many years on the lec­tur­er’s plat­form, giv­ing his first lec­ture on co­op­er­a­tion. It was very strange to stand once more be­fore his own peo­ple and feel their faces turned to­ward him. At present they looked up­on him as one who had come from abroad with new ideas, or per­haps on­ly a new in­ven­tion; but he meant to win them! Their very slow­ness promised well when once it was over­come. He knew them again; they were dif­fi­cult to get start­ed, but once start­ed could hard­ly be stopped again. If his idea got prop­er hold of these men with their huge or­ga­ni­za­tions and firm dis­ci­pline, it would be in­su­per­a­ble. He en­tered with heart and soul in­to the ag­i­ta­tion, and gave a lec­ture ev­ery week in a po­lit­i­cal or trade as­so­ci­a­tion.

			“Pelle, how busy you are!” said Ellen, when he came home. Her con­di­tion filled him with hap­pi­ness; it was like a seal up­on their new union. She had with­drawn a lit­tle more in­to her­self, and over her face and fig­ure there was thrown a touch of dreamy gen­tle­ness. She met him at the gate now a lit­tle help­less and re­mote—a young moth­er, to be touched with care­ful hands. He saw her thriv­ing from day to day, and had a hap­py feel­ing that things were grow­ing for him on all sides.

			They did not see much of Morten. He was pass­ing through a cri­sis, and pre­ferred to be by him­self. He was al­ways com­plain­ing that he could not get on with his work. Ev­ery­thing he be­gan, no mat­ter how small, stuck fast.

			“That’s be­cause you don’t be­lieve in it any longer,” said Pelle. “He who doubts in his work cuts through the branch up­on which he is him­self sit­ting.”

			Morten lis­tened to him with an ex­pres­sion of weari­ness. “It’s much more than that,” he said, “for it’s the men them­selves I doubt, Pelle. I feel cold and haven’t been able to find out why; but now I know. It’s be­cause men have no heart. Ev­ery­thing grow­ing is de­pen­dent up­on warmth, but the whole of our cul­ture is built up­on cold­ness, and that’s why it’s so cold here.”

			“The poor peo­ple have a heart though,” said Pelle. “It’s that and not com­mon sense that keeps them up. If they hadn’t they’d have gone to ru­in long ago—sim­ply be­come an­i­mals. Why haven’t they, with all their mis­ery? Why does the very sew­er give birth to bright be­ings?”

			“Yes, the poor peo­ple warm one an­oth­er, but they’re blue with cold all the same! And shouldn’t one rather wish that they had no heart to be bur­dened with in a com­mu­ni­ty that’s frozen to the very bot­tom? I en­vy those who can look at mis­ery from a his­tor­i­cal point of view and com­fort them­selves with the fu­ture. I think my­self that the good will some day con­quer, but it’s nev­er­the­less fear­ful­ly un­rea­son­able that mil­lions shall first go joy­less to the grave in the bat­tle to over­come a fol­ly. I’m an ir­rec­on­cil­able, that’s what it is! My mind has ar­ranged it­self for oth­er con­di­tions, and there­fore I suf­fer un­der those that ex­ist. Even so or­di­nary a thing as to re­ceive mon­ey caus­es me suf­fer­ing. It’s mine, but I can’t help fol­low­ing it back in my thoughts. What want has been caused by its pass­ing in­to my hands? How much dis­tress and weep­ing may be as­so­ci­at­ed with it? And when I pay it out again I’m al­ways trou­bled to think that those who’ve helped me get too lit­tle—my wash­er­wom­an and the oth­ers. They can scarce­ly live, and the fault is mine among oth­ers! Then my thoughts set about find­ing out the oth­ers’ wants and I get no peace; ev­ery time I put a bit of bread in­to my mouth, or see the stores in the shops, I can’t help think­ing of those who are starv­ing. I suf­fer ter­ri­bly through not be­ing able to al­ter con­di­tions of which the fol­ly is so ap­par­ent. It’s of no use for me to put it down to mor­bid­ness, for it’s not that; it’s a fore­stalling in my­self. We must all go that way some day, if the op­pressed do not rise be­fore then and turn the point up­ward. You see I’m con­demned to live in all the oth­ers’ mis­eries, and my own life has not been ex­act­ly rich in sun­shine. Think of my child­hood, how joy­less it was! I haven’t your fund to draw from, Pelle, re­mem­ber that!”

			No, there had not been much sun­shine on Morten’s path, and now he cow­ered and shiv­ered with cold.

			One evening, how­ev­er, he rushed in­to the sit­ting-room, wav­ing a sheet of pa­per. “I’ve re­ceived a lega­cy,” he cried. “To­mor­row morn­ing I shall start for the South.”

			“But you’ll have to ar­range your af­fairs first,” said Pelle.

			“Ar­range?” Morten laughed. “Oh, no! You’re al­ways ready to start on a jour­ney. All my life I’ve been ready for a tour round the world at an hour’s no­tice!” He walked to and fro, rub­bing his hands. “Ah, now I shall drink the sun­shine—let my­self be baked through and through! I think it’ll be good for my chest to hop over a win­ter.”

			“How far are you go­ing?” asked Ellen, with shin­ing eyes.

			“To South­ern Italy and Spain. I want to go to a place where the cold doesn’t pull off the coats of thou­sands while it helps you on with your furs. And then I want to see peo­ple who haven’t had a share in the bless­ings of me­chan­i­cal cul­ture, but up­on whom the sun has shone to make up for it—sun­shine-be­ings like lit­tle Jo­han­na and her moth­er and grand­moth­er, but who’ve been al­lowed to live. Oh, how nice it’ll be to see for once poor peo­ple who aren’t cold!”

			“Just let him get off as quick­ly as pos­si­ble,” said Ellen, when Morten had gone up to pack; “for if he once gets the poor in­to his mind, it’ll all come to noth­ing. I ex­pect I shall put a few of your socks and a lit­tle un­der­cloth­ing in­to his trunk; he’s got no change. If on­ly he’ll see that his things go to the wash, and that they don’t ru­in them with chlo­rine!”

			“Don’t you think you’d bet­ter look af­ter him a lit­tle while he’s pack­ing?” asked Pelle. “Or else I’m afraid he’ll not take what he’ll re­al­ly want. Morten would some­times for­get his own head.”

			Ellen went up­stairs with the things she had looked out. It was for­tu­nate that she did so, for Morten had packed his trunk quite full of books, and laid the nec­es­sary things aside. When she took ev­ery­thing out and be­gan all over again, he fid­get­ed about and was quite un­hap­py; it had been ar­ranged so nice­ly, the fic­tion all to­geth­er in one place, the pro­le­tari­at writ­ings in an­oth­er; he could have put his hand in and tak­en out any­thing he want­ed. But Ellen had no mer­cy. Ev­ery­thing had to be emp­tied on­to the floor, and he had to bring ev­ery stitch of cloth­ing he pos­sessed and lay them on chairs, whence she se­lect­ed the nec­es­sary gar­ments. At each one that was placed in the trunk, Morten protest­ed meek­ly: it re­al­ly could not be worth while to take socks with him, nor yet sev­er­al changes of linen; you sim­ply bought them as you re­quired them. In­deed? Could it not? But it was worth while lug­ging about a big trunk full of use­less books like any col­por­teur, was it?

			Ellen was on her knees be­fore the trunk, and was get­ting on with her task. Pelle came up and stood lean­ing against the door­jamb, look­ing at them. “That’s right! Just give him a coat­ing of paint that will last till he gets home again!” he said, laugh­ing. “He may need it bad­ly.”

			Morten sat up­on a chair look­ing crest­fall­en. “Thank good­ness, I’m not mar­ried!” he said. “I re­al­ly be­gin to be sor­ry for you, Pelle.” It was ev­i­dent that he was en­joy­ing be­ing looked af­ter.

			“Yes, now you can see what a do­mes­tic af­flic­tion I have to bear,” Pelle an­swered grave­ly.

			Ellen let them talk. The trunk was now cram full, and she had the sat­is­fac­tion of know­ing that he would not be go­ing about like a tramp. There were on­ly his toi­let ar­ti­cles left now; even those he had for­got­ten. She drew a huge vol­ume out of the pock­et for these ar­ti­cles in­side the lid of the trunk to make room for his wash­ing things; but at that Morten sprang for­ward. “I must have that with me, what­ev­er else is left out,” he said with de­ter­mi­na­tion. It was Vic­tor Hugo’s Les Mis­érables, Morten’s Bible.

			Ellen opened it at the ti­tlepage to see if it re­al­ly was so nec­es­sary to trav­el about with such a mon­ster; it was as big as a loaf.

			“There’s no room for it,” she de­clared, and qui­et­ly laid it on one side, “that’s to say if you want things to wash your­self with; and you’re sure to meet plen­ty of un­hap­py peo­ple wher­ev­er you go, for there’s al­ways enough of them ev­ery­where.”

			“Then per­haps Madam will not per­mit me to take my writ­ing things with me?” ques­tioned Morten, in a tone of sup­pli­ca­tion.

			“Oh, yes!” an­swered Ellen, laugh­ing, “and you may use them too, to do some­thing beau­ti­ful—that’s to say if it’s us poor peo­ple you’re writ­ing for. There’s sor­row and mis­ery enough!”

			“When the sun’s shone prop­er­ly up­on me, I’ll come home and write you a book about it,” said Morten se­ri­ous­ly.

			The fol­low­ing day was Sun­day. Morten was up ear­ly and went out to the church­yard. He was gone a long time, and they wait­ed break­fast for him. “He’s com­ing now!” cried Lasse Fred­erik, who had been up to the hill farm for milk. “I saw him down in the field.”

			“Then we can put the eggs on,” said Ellen to Sis­ter, who helped her a lit­tle in the kitchen.

			Morten was in a solemn mood. “The ros­es on Jo­han­na’s grave have been picked again,” he said. “I can’t imag­ine how any­one can have the heart to rob the dead; they are re­al­ly the poor­est of us all.”

			“I’m glad to hear you say that!” ex­claimed Pelle. “A month ago you thought the dead were the on­ly ones who were well off.”

			“You’re a rock!” said Morten, smil­ing and putting his hands on the oth­er’s shoul­ders. “If ev­ery­thing else were to change, we should al­ways know where you were to be found.”

			“Come to ta­ble!” cried Ellen, “but at once, or the sur­prise will be cold.” She stood wait­ing with a cov­ered dish in her hand.

			“Why, I be­lieve you’ve got new-laid eggs there!” ex­claimed Pelle, in as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Yes, the hens have be­gun to lay again the last few days. It must be in Morten’s hon­or.”

			“No, it’s in hon­or of the fine weath­er, and be­cause they’re al­lowed to run about any­where now,” said Lasse Fred­erik.

			Morten laughed. “Lasse Fred­erik’s an in­cor­ri­gi­ble re­al­ist,” he said. “Life needs no adorn­ment for him.”

			Ellen looked well af­ter Morten. “Now you must make a good break­fast,” she said. “You can’t be sure you’ll get prop­er food out there in for­eign coun­tries.” She was think­ing with hor­ror of the mess­es her lodgers in the “Palace” had put to­geth­er.

			The car­riage was at the door, the trunk was put up be­side the driv­er, and Morten and Pelle got in­to the car­riage, not be­fore it was time ei­ther. They start­ed at a good pace, Lasse Fred­erik and Sis­ter each stand­ing on a step all the way down to the main road. Up at the gable win­dow Ellen stood and waved, hold­ing Boy Com­fort by the hand.

			“It must be strange to go away from ev­ery­thing,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, it might be strange for you,” an­swered Morten, tak­ing a last look at Pelle’s home. “But I’m not go­ing away from any­thing; on the con­trary, I’m go­ing to meet things.”

			“It’ll be strange at any rate not hav­ing you walk­ing about over­head any more, es­pe­cial­ly for Ellen and the chil­dren. But I sup­pose we shall hear from you?”

			“Oh, yes! and you’ll let me hear how your busi­ness gets on, won’t you?”

			The train start­ed. Pelle felt his heart con­tract as he stood and gazed af­ter it, feel­ing as though it were tak­ing part of him with it. It had al­ways been a dream of his to go out and see a lit­tle of the world; ev­er since “Garibal­di” had ap­peared in the lit­tle work­shop at home in the pro­vin­cial town he had looked for­ward to it. Now Morten was go­ing, but he him­self would nev­er get away; he must be con­tent with the “jour­ney abroad” he had had. For a mo­ment Pelle stood look­ing along the lines where the train had dis­ap­peared, with his thoughts far away in melan­choly dreams; then he woke up and dis­cov­ered that with­out in­tend­ing it he had been feel­ing his home a clog up­on his feet. And there were Ellen and the chil­dren at home watch­ing for his com­ing, while he stood here and dreamed him­self away from them! They would do noth­ing un­til he came, for Sun­day was his day, the on­ly day they re­al­ly had him. He hur­ried out and jumped on­to a tram.

			As he leaped over the ditch in­to the field at the tramway ter­mi­nus, he caught sight of Brun a lit­tle far­ther along the path. The old li­brar­i­an was toil­ing up the hill, his asth­ma mak­ing him pause ev­ery now and then. “He’s on his way to us!” said Pelle to him­self, touched at the thought; it had not struck him be­fore how toil­some this walk over ploughed fields and along bad roads must be for the old man; and yet he did it sev­er­al times in the week to come out and see them.

			“Well, here I am again!” said Brun. “I on­ly hope you’re not get­ting tired of me.”

			“There’s no dan­ger of that!” an­swered Pelle, tak­ing his arm to help him up the hill. “The chil­dren are quite sil­ly about you!”

			“Yes, the chil­dren—I’m safe enough with them, and with you too, Pelle; but your wife makes me a lit­tle un­cer­tain.”

			“Ellen’s rather re­served, but it’s on­ly her man­ner; she’s very fond of you,” said Pelle warm­ly. “Any­one who takes the chil­dren on his knee wins Ellen’s heart.”

			“Do you re­al­ly think so? I’ve al­ways de­spised wom­an be­cause she lacks per­son­al­i­ty—un­til I got to know your wife. She’s an ex­cep­tion­al wife you’ve got, Pelle; hers is a strong na­ture, so strong that she makes me un­cer­tain. Couldn’t you get her to leave off call­ing me Mr. Brun?”

			“I’ll tell her,” said Pelle, laugh­ing; “but I’m not sure it’ll be of any use.”

			“This Mr. Brun is be­gin­ning to be an in­tol­er­a­ble per­son, let me tell you; and in your house I should like to get away from him. Just imag­ine what it means to be bur­dened all your life with a gen­tle­man like that, who doesn’t stand in close re­la­tion­ship to any­body at all. Oth­ers are called ‘Fa­ther,’ ‘Grand­fa­ther’—some­thing or oth­er hu­man; but all con­di­tions of life dis­pose of me with a ‘Mr. Brun’! ‘Thank you, Mr. Brun!’ ‘Many thanks, Mr. Brun!’ ” The old man had worked him­self up, and made the name a car­i­ca­ture.

			“These are bad roads out here,” he said sud­den­ly, stop­ping to take breath. “It’s in­com­pre­hen­si­ble that these fields should be al­lowed to lie here just out­side the town—that spec­u­la­tion hasn’t got hold of them.”

			“I sup­pose it’s be­cause of the bog­gy ground down there,” said Pelle. “They’ve be­gun to fill it in, how­ev­er, at the north end, I see.”

			Brun peered in that di­rec­tion with some in­ter­est, but gave it up, shak­ing his head.

			“No, I can’t see so far with­out glass­es; that’s an­oth­er of the bless­ings be­stowed by books. Yes, it is! Old peo­ple in the coun­try on­ly make use of spec­ta­cles when they want to look at a book, but I have to re­sort to them when I want to find my way about the world: that makes a great dif­fer­ence. It’s the fault of the streets and those stupid books that I’m short­sight­ed; you don’t get any out­look if you don’t live in the coun­try. The town shuts up all your sens­es, and the books take you away from life; so I’m think­ing of mov­ing out too.”

			“Is that wise now just be­fore the win­ter? It wouldn’t do for you to go in and out in all kinds of weath­er.”

			“Then I’ll give up the li­brary,” an­swered Brun. “I shan’t miss it much; I’ve spent enough of my life there. Fan­cy, Pelle! it oc­curred to me last night that I’d helped to cat­a­logue most of the lit­er­a­ture of the world, but haven’t even seen a ba­by dressed! What right have peo­ple like me to have an opin­ion?”

			“I can’t un­der­stand that,” said Pelle. “Books have giv­en me so much help.”

			“Yes, be­cause you had the re­al thing. If I were young, I would go out and set to work with my hands. I’ve missed more through nev­er hav­ing worked with my body till I was hot and tired, than you have through not know­ing the great clas­sic writ­ers. I’m dis­cov­er­ing my own pover­ty, Pelle; and I would will­ing­ly ex­change ev­ery­thing for a place as grand­fa­ther by a cozy fire­side.”

			The chil­dren came run­ning across the field. “Have you got any­thing for us to­day?” they cried from a long dis­tance.

			“Yes, but not un­til we get in­to the warmth. I daren’t un­but­ton my coat out here be­cause of my cough.”

			“Well, but you walk so slow­ly,” said Boy Com­fort. “Is it be­cause you’re so old?”

			“Yes, that’s it,” an­swered the old man, laugh­ing. “You must ex­er­cise a lit­tle pa­tience.”

			Pa­tience, how­ev­er, was a thing of which the chil­dren pos­sessed lit­tle, and they seized hold of his coat and pulled him along. He was quite out of breath when they reached the house.

			Ellen looked se­vere­ly at the chil­dren, but said noth­ing. She helped Brun off with his coat and neck­er­chief, and af­ter see­ing him com­fort­ably seat­ed in the sit­ting-room, went out in­to the kitchen. Pelle guessed there was some­thing she want­ed to say to him, and fol­lowed her.

			“Pelle,” she said grave­ly, “the chil­dren are much too free with Mr. Brun. I can’t think how you can let them do it.”

			“Well, but he likes it, Ellen, or of course I should stop them. It’s just what he likes. And do you know what I think he would like still bet­ter? If you would ask him to live with us.”

			“That I’ll nev­er do!” de­clared Ellen de­cid­ed­ly. “It would look so ex­tra­or­di­nary of me.”

			“But if he wants a home, and likes us? He’s got no friends but us.”

			No—no, Ellen could not un­der­stand that all the same, with the lit­tle they had to of­fer. And Brun, who could af­ford to pay for all the com­forts that could be had for mon­ey! “If he came, I should have to have new ta­ble-linen at any rate, and good car­pets on the floors, and lots of oth­er things.”

			“You can have them too,” said Pelle. “Of course we’ll have ev­ery­thing as nice as we can, though Brun’s quite as eas­i­ly pleased as we are.”

			That might be so, but Ellen was the mis­tress of the house, and there were things she could not let go. “If Mr. Brun would like to live with us, he shall be made com­fort­able,” she said; “but it’s fun­ny he doesn’t pro­pose it him­self, for he can do it much bet­ter than we can.”

			“No, it must come from us—from you, Ellen. He’s a lit­tle afraid of you.”

			“Of me?” ex­claimed Ellen, in dis­may. “And I who would—why, there’s no one I’d soon­er be kind to! Then I’ll say it, Pelle, but not just now.” She put up her hands to her face, which was glow­ing with plea­sure and con­fu­sion at the thought that her lit­tle home was worth so much.

			Pelle went back to the sit­ting-room. Brun was sit­ting on the so­fa with Boy Com­fort on his knee. “He’s a reg­u­lar lit­tle urchin!” he said. “But he’s not at all like his moth­er. He’s got your fea­tures all through.”

			“Ellen isn’t his moth­er,” said Pelle, in a low voice.

			“Oh, isn’t she! It’s fun­ny that he should have those three wrin­kles in his fore­head like you; they’re like the wave-lines in the coun­te­nance of Den­mark. You both look as if you were al­ways an­gry.”

			“So we were at that time,” said Pelle.

			“Talk­ing of anger”—Brun went on—“I ap­plied to the po­lice au­thor­i­ties yes­ter­day, and got them to prom­ise to give up their per­se­cu­tion of Pe­ter Drey­er, on con­di­tion that he ceas­es his ag­i­ta­tion among the sol­diers.”

			“We shall nev­er get him to agree to that; it would be the same thing as re­quir­ing him to swear away his rights as a man. He has taught him­self, by a great ef­fort, to use par­lia­men­tary ex­pres­sions, and no­body’ll ev­er get him to do more. In the mat­ter of the Cause it­self he’ll nev­er yield, and there I agree with him. If you mayn’t even fight the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions with spir­i­tu­al weapons, there’ll be an end of ev­ery­thing.”

			“Yes, that’s true,” said Brun, “on­ly I’m sor­ry for him. The po­lice keep him in a per­pet­u­al state of in­flam­ma­tion. He can’t have any plea­sure in life.”

		
	
		
			XVI

			Pelle was al­ways hop­ing that Pe­ter Drey­er would ac­quire a calmer view of life. It was his in­ten­tion to start a co­op­er­a­tive busi­ness in the course of the spring at Aarhus too, and Pe­ter was ap­point­ed to start it. But his spir­it seemed in­cur­able; ev­ery time he calmed down a lit­tle, con­di­tions roused him to an­tag­o­nism again. This time it was the in­crease of un­em­ploy­ment that touched him.

			The sense­less per­se­cu­tion, more­over, kept him in a state of per­pet­u­al ir­ri­ta­tion. Even when he was left alone, as now, he had the feel­ing that they were won­der­ing how they could get him to blun­der—ap­par­ent­ly closed their eyes in or­der to come down up­on him with all the more force. He nev­er knew whether he was bought or sold.

			The busi­ness was now so large that they had to move the ac­tu­al fac­to­ry in­to the back build­ing, and take the whole of the base­ment for the re­pair­ing work­shop. Pe­ter Drey­er man­aged this work­shop, and there was no fault to find with his man­age­ment; he was en­er­get­ic and vig­i­lant. He was not ca­pa­ble, how­ev­er, of man­ag­ing work on a large scale, for his mind was in con­stant os­cil­la­tion. In spite of his abil­i­ties he was burn­ing to no pur­pose.

			“He might drop his ag­i­ta­tion and take up some­thing more use­ful,” said Brun, one evening when he and Pelle sat dis­cussing the mat­ter. “Noth­ing’s ac­com­plished by vi­o­lence any­how! And he’s on­ly run­ning his head against a brick wall him­self!”

			“You didn’t think so some time ago,” said Pelle. It was Brun’s pam­phlets on the rights of the in­di­vid­u­al that had first roused Pe­ter Drey­er’s at­ten­tion.

			“No, I know that. I once thought that the whole thing must be smashed to pieces in or­der that a new world might arise out of chaos. I didn’t know you, and I didn’t think my own class too good to be tossed aside; they were on­ly hin­der­ing the de­vel­op­ment. But you’ve con­vert­ed me. I was a lit­tle too quick to con­demn your slow­ness; you have more con­nect­ed­ness in you than I. Our lit­tle busi­ness in there has proved to me that the com­mon peo­ple are wise to ad­mit their her­itage from and debt to the up­per class. I’m sor­ry to see Pe­ter run­ning off the track; he’s one of your more tal­ent­ed men. Couldn’t we get him out here? He could have one of my rooms. I think he needs a few more com­forts.”

			“You’d bet­ter pro­pose it to him your­self,” said Pelle.

			The next day Brun went in­to town with Pelle and pro­posed it, but Pe­ter Drey­er de­clined with thanks. “I’ve no right to your com­forts as long as there are twen­ty thou­sand men that have nei­ther food nor fir­ing,” he said, dis­miss­ing the sub­ject. “But you’re an an­ar­chist, of course,” he added scorn­ful­ly, “and a mil­lion­aire, from what I hear; so the un­em­ployed have noth­ing to fear!” He had been dis­ap­point­ed on be­com­ing per­son­al­ly ac­quaint­ed with the old philoso­pher, and nev­er dis­guised his ill-will.

			“I think you know that I have al­ready placed my for­tune at the dis­pos­al of the poor,” said Brun, in an of­fend­ed tone, “and my man­ner of do­ing so will, I hope, some day jus­ti­fy it­self. If I were to di­vide what I pos­sess to­day among the un­em­ployed, it would have evap­o­rat­ed like dew by to­mor­row, so tremen­dous, un­for­tu­nate­ly, is the want now.”

			Pe­ter Drey­er shrugged his shoul­ders. The more rea­son was there, he thought, to help.

			“Would you have us sac­ri­fice our great plan of mak­ing all want un­nec­es­sary, for one meal of food to the needy?” asked Pelle.

			Yes, Pe­ter saw on­ly the want of to­day; it was such a ter­ri­ble re­al­i­ty to him that the fu­ture must take care of it­self.

			A change had tak­en place in him, and he seemed quite to have giv­en up the de­vel­op­ment.

			“He sees too much,” said Pelle to Brun, “and now his heart has dom­i­nat­ed his rea­son. We’d bet­ter leave him alone; we shan’t in any case get him to ad­mit any­thing, and we on­ly ir­ri­tate him. It’s im­pos­si­ble to live with all that he al­ways has be­fore his eyes, and yet keep your head clear; you must ei­ther shut your eyes and hard­en your­self, or let your­self be bro­ken to pieces.”

			Pe­ter Drey­er’s heart was the ob­struc­tion. He of­ten had to stop in the mid­dle of his work and gasp for breath. “I’m suf­fo­cat­ed!” he would say.

			There were many like him. The ev­er-in­creas­ing un­em­ploy­ment be­gan to spread pan­ic in men’s minds. It was no longer on­ly the young, hot­head­ed men who lost pa­tience. Out of the great com­pact mass of or­ga­ni­za­tion, in which it had hith­er­to been im­pos­si­ble to dis­tin­guish the in­di­vid­u­al be­ings, sim­ple-mind­ed men sud­den­ly emerged and made them­selves ridicu­lous by bear­ing the truth of the age up­on their lips. Poor peo­ple, who un­der­stood noth­ing of the laws of life, nev­er­the­less awak­ened, dis­ap­point­ed, out of the drowsi­ness in­to which the rhythm had lulled them, and stirred im­pa­tient­ly. Noth­ing hap­pened ex­cept that one picked trade af­ter an­oth­er left them to be­come mid­dle-class.

			The Move­ment had hith­er­to been the fixed point of de­par­ture; from it came ev­ery­thing that was of any im­por­tance, and the light fell from it over the day. But now sud­den­ly a germ was de­vel­oped in the sim­plest of them, and they put a note of in­ter­ro­ga­tion af­ter the par­ty-cry. To ev­ery­thing the an­swer was: When the Move­ment is vic­to­ri­ous, things will be oth­er­wise. But how could they be oth­er­wise when no change had tak­en place even now when they had the pow­er? A lit­tle im­prove­ment, per­haps, but no change. It had be­come the reg­u­lar re­frain, when­ev­er a wom­an gave birth to a child in se­cret, or a man stole, or beat his wife:—It is a con­se­quence of the sys­tem! Up and vote, com­rades! But now it was be­gin­ning to sound id­i­ot­ic in their ears. They were vot­ing, con­found it, with all their might, but all the same ev­ery­thing was be­com­ing dear­er! Good­ness knows they were law-abid­ing enough. They were pos­i­tive­ly per­spir­ing with par­lia­men­tar­i­an­ism, and would soon be do­ing noth­ing but get­ting man­dates. And what then? Did any­one doubt that the poor man was in the ma­jor­i­ty—an over­whelm­ing ma­jor­i­ty? What was all this non­sense then that the ma­jor­i­ty were to gain? No, those who had the pow­er would take good care to keep it; so they might win what­ev­er stupid man­dates they liked!

			Men had too much re­spect for the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions, and so they were al­ways be­ing fooled by them. It was all very well with all this law­ful­ness, but you didn’t on­ly go grad­u­al­ly from the one to the oth­er! How else was it that noth­ing of the new hap­pened? The fact was that ev­ery sin­gle step to­ward the new was in­stant­ly swal­lowed up by the ex­ist­ing con­di­tion of things, and turned to fat on its ribs. Cap­i­tal grew fat, con­found it, no mat­ter what you did with it; it was like a cat, which al­ways falls up­on its feet. Each time the work­men ob­tained by force a small rise in their wages, the em­ploy­ers mul­ti­plied it by two and put it on­to the goods; that was why they were be­gin­ning to be so ac­com­mo­dat­ing with re­gard to cer­tain wage-de­mands. Those who were rather well off, cap­i­tal en­ticed over to its side, leav­ing the oth­ers be­hind as a shab­by pro­le­tari­at. It might be that the Move­ment had done a good piece of work, but you want­ed con­found­ed good eyes to see it.

			Thus voic­es were raised. At first it was on­ly whin­ers about whom no­body need­ed to trou­ble—fre­quenters of pub­lic-hous­es, who sat and grum­bled in their cups; but grad­u­al­ly it be­came talk that passed from mouth to mouth; the specter of un­em­ploy­ment haunt­ed ev­ery home and made men think over mat­ters once more on their own ac­count; no one could know when his turn would come to sweep the pave­ment.

			Pelle had no dif­fi­cul­ty in catch­ing the tone of all this; it was his own set­tle­ment with the ad­vance on com­ing out of prison that was now about to be­come ev­ery­one’s. But now he was an­oth­er man! He was no longer sure that the Move­ment had been so use­less. It had not done any­thing that marked a bound­ary, but it had kept the ap­pa­ra­tus go­ing and strength­ened it. It had car­ried the mass­es over a dead pe­ri­od, even if on­ly by let­ting them go in a cir­cle. And now the idea was ready to take them again. Per­haps it was a good thing that there had not been too great progress, or they would prob­a­bly nev­er have wak­ened again. They might very well starve a lit­tle longer, un­til they could es­tab­lish them­selves in their own world; fat slaves soon lost sight of lib­er­ty.

			Be­hind the dis­con­tent­ed fuss­ing Pelle could hear the new. It ex­pressed it­self in re­mark­able ways. A par­ty of work­men—more than two hun­dred—who were em­ployed on a large ex­ca­va­tion work, were thrown out of work by the bank­rupt­cy of the con­trac­tor. A new con­trac­tor took over the work, but the men made it a con­di­tion for be­gin­ning work again that he should pay them the wages that were due to them, and al­so for the time they were un­em­ployed. “We have no share in the cake,” they said, “so you must take the risk too!” They made the one em­ploy­er re­spon­si­ble for the oth­er! And capri­cious­ly re­fused good work at a time when thou­sands were un­em­ployed! Pub­lic opin­ion al­most lost its head, and even their own press held aloof from them; but they ob­sti­nate­ly kept to their de­ter­mi­na­tion, and joined the crowd of un­em­ployed un­til their un­rea­son­able de­mand was sub­mit­ted to.

			Pelle heard a new tone here. For the first time the low­er class made cap­i­tal re­spon­si­ble for its sins, with­out any pet­ty dis­tinc­tion be­tween Tom, Dick, and Har­ry. There was be­gin­ning to be per­spec­tive in the feel­ing of sol­i­dar­i­ty.

			The great weari­ness oc­ca­sioned by wan­der­ing in a spir­i­tu­al desert came once more to the sur­face. He had ex­pe­ri­enced the same thing once be­fore, when the Move­ment was raised; but odd­ly enough the break­ing out came that time from the bot­tom of ev­ery­thing. It be­gan with blind at­tacks on par­lia­men­tar­i­an­ism, the suf­frage, and the paroles; there was in it an un­con­scious re­bel­lion against re­straint and treat­ment in the mass. By an in­com­pre­hen­si­ble process of re­new­al, the mass be­gan to re­solve it­self in­to in­di­vid­u­als, who, in the midst of the bad times, set about an in­quiry af­ter the ego and the laws for its sat­is­fac­tion. They came from the very bot­tom, and de­mand­ed that their shab­by, ragged per­son should be re­spect­ed.

			Where did they come from? It was a com­plete mys­tery! Did it not sound fool­ish that the poor man, af­ter a cen­tu­ry’s life in rags and dis­com­fort, which end­ed in his en­tire ef­face­ment in col­lec­tivism, should now make his ap­pear­ance with the strong­est claim of all, and de­mand his soul back?

			Pelle rec­og­nized the im­pa­tience of the young men in this com­mo­tion. It was not for noth­ing that Pe­ter Drey­er was the mov­ing spir­it at the meet­ings of the un­em­ployed. Pe­ter want­ed him to come and speak, and he went with him two or three times, as he want­ed to find out the re­la­tion of these peo­ple to his idea; but he re­mained in the back­ground and could not be per­suad­ed to mount the plat­form. He had noth­ing to do with these con­fused crowds, who turned all his ideas up­side down. In any case he could not give them food to­day, and he had grown out of the use of strong lan­guage.

			“Go up and say some­thing nice to them! Don’t you see how starved they are?” said Pe­ter Drey­er, one evening. “They still have con­fi­dence in you from old days. But don’t preach co­op­er­a­tion; you don’t feed hun­gry men with mu­sic of the fu­ture.”

			“Do you give them food then?” asked Pelle.

			“No, I can’t do that, but I give them a vent for their griev­ances, and get them to rise and protest. It’s some­thing at any rate, that they no longer keep si­lence and sub­mit.”

			“And if to­mor­row they get some­thing to eat, the whole tur­moil’s for­got­ten; but they’re no fur­ther on than they were. Isn’t it a mat­ter of in­dif­fer­ence whether they suf­fer want to­day, as com­pared with the ques­tion whether they will do so eter­nal­ly?”

			“If you can put the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty up­on those poor crea­tures, you must be a hard­heart­ed brute!” said Pe­ter an­gri­ly.

			Well, it was nec­es­sary now to hard­en one’s heart, for noth­ing would be ac­com­plished with sym­pa­thy on­ly! The man with eyes that wa­tered would not do for a driv­er through the dark­ness.

			It was a dull time, and men were glad when they could keep their sit­u­a­tions. There was no ques­tion of new un­der­tak­ings be­fore the spring. But Pelle worked hard to gain ad­her­ents to his idea. He had start­ed a dis­cus­sion in the la­bor par­ty press, and gave lec­tures. He chose the qui­et trade unions, dis­dained all ag­i­ta­tion elo­quence, and put for­ward his idea with the clear­ness of an ex­pert, build­ing it up from his own ex­pe­ri­ence un­til, with­out any fuss, by the mere pow­er of the facts, it em­braced the world. It was the slow ones he want­ed to get hold of, those who had been the firm nu­cle­us of the Move­ment through all these years, and stead­fast­ly con­tin­ued to walk in the old foot­prints, al­though they led nowhere. It was the picked troops from the great con­flict that must first of all be called up­on! He knew that if he got them to go in­to fire for his idea with their un­yield­ing dis­ci­pline, much would be gained.

			It was high time for a new idea to come and take them on; they had grown weary of this per­pet­u­al goose-step; the Move­ment was run­ning away from them. But now he had come with an idea of which they would nev­er grow weary, and which would car­ry them right through. No one would be able to say that he could not un­der­stand it, for it was the sim­ple idea of the home car­ried out so as to in­clude ev­ery­thing. Ellen had taught it to him, and if they did not know it them­selves, they must go home to their wives and learn it. They did not brood over the ques­tion as to which of the fam­i­ly paid least or ate most, but gave to each one ac­cord­ing to his needs, and took the will for the deed. The world would be like a good, lov­ing home, where no one op­pressed the oth­er—noth­ing more com­pli­cat­ed than that.

			Pelle was at work ear­ly and late. Scarce­ly a day passed on which he did not give a lec­ture or write about his co­op­er­a­tion idea. He was fre­quent­ly sum­moned in­to the prov­inces to speak. Peo­ple want­ed to see and hear the re­mark­able man­u­fac­tur­er who earned no more than his work-peo­ple.

			In these jour­neys he came to know the coun­try, and saw that much of his idea had been an­tic­i­pat­ed out there. The peas­ant, who stiff­ened with hor­ror at the word “so­cial­ist,” put the ideas of the Move­ment in­to prac­tice on a large scale. He had ar­ranged mat­ters on the co­op­er­a­tive sys­tem, and had knit­ted the coun­try in­to sup­ply as­so­ci­a­tions.

			“We must join on there when we get our busi­ness in­to bet­ter or­der,” said Pelle to Brun.

			“Yes, if the farm­ers will work with us,” said Brun doubt­ful­ly. “They’re con­ser­va­tive, you know.”

			This was now al­most rev­o­lu­tion­ary. As far as Pelle could see, there would soon be no place as big as his thumb­nail for cap­i­tal to feed up­on out there. The farm­ers went about things so quick­ly! Pelle came of peas­ant stock him­self, and did not doubt that he would be able to get in touch with the coun­try when the time came.

			The de­vel­op­ment was pre­par­ing on sev­er­al sides; they would not break with that if they want­ed to at­tain any­thing.

			It was like a fixed law re­lat­ing to growth in ex­is­tence, an in­vi­o­lable di­vine idea run­ning through it all. It was now lead­ing him and his fel­lows in­to the fire, and when they ad­vanced, no one must stay be­hind. No class of the com­mu­ni­ty had yet ad­vanced with so bright and great a call; they were go­ing to put an end for­ev­er to the in­famy of hu­man ge­nius sit­ting and weigh­ing the spheres in space, but for­get­ting to weigh the bread just­ly.

			He was not tired of the awak­en­ing dis­con­tent with the old con­di­tion of things; it opened up the over­grown minds, and cre­at­ed pos­si­bil­i­ty for the new. At present he had no great num­ber of ad­her­ents; var­i­ous new cur­rents were fight­ing over the minds, which, in their fal­ter­ing search, were drawn now to one side, now to the oth­er. But he had a buoy­ant feel­ing of serv­ing a world-idea, and did not lose courage.

			Un­em­ploy­ment and the awak­en­ing ego-feel­ing brought many to join Pe­ter Drey­er. They re­belled against the con­di­tions, and now saw no al­ter­na­tive but to break with ev­ery­thing. They sprang naked out of noth­ing, and de­mand­ed that their per­son­al­i­ty should be re­spect­ed, but were un­able as yet to bear its bur­dens; and their hope­less view of their mis­ery threat­ened to sti­fle them. Then they made ob­struc­tion, their own bro­ken-down con­di­tion mak­ing them want to break down the whole. They were Pelle’s most trou­ble­some op­po­nents.

			Up to the present they had un­for­tu­nate­ly been right, but now he could not com­pre­hend their des­per­ate im­pa­tience. He had giv­en them an idea now, with which they could con­quer the world just by pre­serv­ing their co­her­ence, and if they did not ac­cept this, there must be some­thing wrong with them. Tak­ing this view of the mat­ter, he looked up­on their dis­in­te­grat­ing ag­i­ta­tion with com­po­sure; the healthy mind would be vic­to­ri­ous!

			Pe­ter Drey­er was at present ag­i­tat­ing for a mass-meet­ing of the un­em­ployed. He want­ed the twen­ty thou­sand men, with wives and chil­dren, to take up their po­si­tion on the Coun­cil House Square or Amalien­borg Palace Square, and refuse to move away un­til the com­mu­ni­ty took charge of them.

			“Then the au­thor­i­ties can choose be­tween lis­ten­ing to their de­mands, and driv­ing up hors­es and can­non,” he said. Per­haps that would open up the ques­tion.

			“Take care then that the po­lice don’t ar­rest you,” said Pelle, in a warn­ing voice; “or your peo­ple will be left with­out a head, and you will have en­ticed them in­to a ridicu­lous sit­u­a­tion which can on­ly end in de­feat.”

			“Let them take care, the curs!” an­swered Pe­ter threat­en­ing­ly. “I shall strike at the first hand that at­tempts to seize me!”

			“And what then? What do you gain by strik­ing the po­lice­men? They are on­ly the tool, and there are plen­ty of them!”

			Pe­ter laughed bit­ter­ly. “No,” he said, “it’s not the po­lice­men, nor the as­sis­tant, nor the chief of po­lice! It’s no one! That’s so con­ve­nient, no one can help it! They’ve al­ways stolen a march up­on us in that way; the evil al­ways dives and dis­ap­pears when you want to catch it. ‘It wasn’t me!’ Now the work­man’s de­mand­ing his right, the em­ploy­er finds it to his ad­van­tage to dis­ap­pear, and the im­per­son­al joint stock com­pa­ny ap­pears. Oh, this con­found­ed sneak­ing out of a thing! Where is one to ap­ply? There’s no one to take the blame! But some­thing shall be done now! If I hit the hand, I hit what stands be­hind it too; you must hit what you can see. I’ve got a re­volver to use against the po­lice; to car­ry arms against one’s own peo­ple shall not be made a harm­less means of liveli­hood un­chal­lenged.”

		
	
		
			XVII

			One Sat­ur­day evening Pelle came home by train from a pro­vin­cial town where he had been help­ing to start a co­op­er­a­tive un­der­tak­ing.

			It was late, but many shops were still open and sent their bril­liant light out in­to the driz­zling rain, through which the black stream of the streets flowed as fast as ev­er. It was the time when the work­ing wom­en came from the cen­ter of the city—pale typ­ists, cashiers with the ex­cite­ment of the cheap nov­el still in their eyes, seam­stress­es from the large busi­ness­es. Some hur­ried along look­ing straight be­fore them with­out tak­ing any no­tice of the soli­tary street-wan­der­ers; they had some­thing wait­ing for them—a lit­tle child per­haps. Oth­ers had noth­ing to hur­ry for, and looked wea­ried­ly about them as they walked, un­til per­haps they sud­den­ly bright­ened up at sight of a young man in the throng.

			Char­wom­en were on their way home with their bas­ket on their arm. They had had a long day, and dragged their heavy feet along. The street was full of wom­en work­ers—a changed world! The bad times had called the wom­en out and left the men at home. On their way home they made their pur­chas­es for Sun­day. In the butch­ers’ and pro­vi­sion-deal­ers’ they stood wait­ing like tired hors­es for their turn. Shiv­er­ing chil­dren stood on tip­toe with their mon­ey clasped con­vul­sive­ly in one hand, and their chin sup­port­ed on the edge of the counter, star­ing greed­i­ly at the eat­a­bles, while the light was re­flect­ed from their rav­en­ous eyes.

			Pelle walked quick­ly to reach the open coun­try. He did not like these des­o­late streets on the out­skirts of the city, where pover­ty rose like a seabirds’ nest­ing-place on both sides of the nar­row cleft, and the dark­ness sighed be­neath so much. When he en­tered an end­less brick chan­nel such as these, where one- and two-roomed flats, in sev­en sto­ries ex­tend­ed as far as he could see, he felt his courage for­sak­ing him. It was like pass­ing through a huge church­yard of dis­ap­point­ed hopes. All these thou­sands of fam­i­lies were like so many un­hap­py fates; they had set out bright­ly and hope­ful­ly, and now they stood here, fight­ing with the empti­ness.

			Pelle walked quick­ly out along the field road. It was pitch-dark and rain­ing, but he knew ev­ery ditch and path by heart. Far up on the hill there shone a light which re­sem­bled a star that hung low in the sky. It must be the lamp in Brun’s bed­room. He won­dered at the old man be­ing up still, for he was soon tired now that he had giv­en up the oc­cu­pa­tion of a long life­time, and gen­er­al­ly went to bed ear­ly. Per­haps he had for­got­ten to put out the lamp.

			Pelle had turned his coat-col­lar up about his ears, and was in a com­fort­able frame of mind. He liked walk­ing alone in the dark. For­mer­ly its yawn­ing empti­ness had filled him with a pan­ic of fear, but the prison had made his mind fa­mil­iar with it. He used to look for­ward to these lone­ly night walks home across the fields. The nois­es of the city died away be­hind him, and he breathed the pure air that seemed to come straight to him out of space. All that a man can­not im­part to oth­ers arose in him in these walks. In the dai­ly strug­gle he of­ten had a de­press­ing feel­ing that the re­sult de­pend­ed up­on pure chance. It was not easy to ob­tain a hear­ing through the thou­sand-voiced noise. A sen­sa­tion was need­ed in or­der to at­tract at­ten­tion, and he had pre­sent­ed him­self with on­ly quite an or­di­nary idea, and de­clared that with­out stop­ping a wheel it could re­mod­el the world. No one took the trou­ble to op­pose him, and even the man­u­fac­tur­ers in his trade took his en­ter­prise calm­ly and seemed to have giv­en up the war against him. He had ex­pect­ed great op­po­si­tion, and had looked for­ward to over­com­ing it, and this in­dif­fer­ence some­times made him doubt him­self. His in­vin­ci­ble idea would sim­ply dis­ap­pear in the mot­ley con­fu­sion of life!

			But out here in the coun­try, where night lay up­on the earth like great rest, his strength re­turned to him. All the in­dif­fer­ence fell away, and he saw that like the piers of a bridge, his re­al­i­ty lay be­neath the sur­face. In­signif­i­cant though he ap­peared, he rest­ed up­on an im­mense foun­da­tion. The soli­tude around him re­vealed it to him and made him feel his own pow­er. While they over­looked his en­ter­prise he would make it so strong that they would run their head against it when they awoke.

			Pelle was glad he lived in the coun­try, and it was a dream of his to move the work­men out there again some day. He dis­liked the town more and more, and nev­er be­came quite fa­mil­iar with it. It was al­ways just as strange to go about in this hum­ming hive, where each seemed to buzz on his own ac­count, and yet all were sub­ject to one great will—that of hunger. The town ex­ert­ed a dull pow­er over men’s minds, it drew the poor to it with lies about hap­pi­ness, and when it once had them, held them fiendish­ly fast. The poi­sonous air was like opi­um; the most mis­er­able be­ings dream they are hap­py in it; and when they have once got a taste for it, they had not the strength of mind to go back to the un­event­ful ev­ery­day life again. There was al­ways some­thing dread­ful be­hind the town’s phys­iog­no­my, as though it were ly­ing in wait to drag men in­to its net and fleece them. In the day­time it might be con­cealed by the mul­ti­tudi­nous nois­es, but the dark­ness brought it out.

			Ev­ery evening be­fore Pelle went to bed he went out to the end of the house and gazed out in­to the night. It was an old peas­ant-cus­tom that he had in­her­it­ed from Fa­ther Lasse and his fa­ther be­fore him. His in­quir­ing gaze sought the town where his thoughts al­ready were. On sun­ny days there was on­ly smoke and mist to be seen, but on a dark night like this there was a cheer­ful glow above it. The town had a pe­cu­liar pow­er of shed­ding dark­ness round about it, and light­ing white ar­ti­fi­cial light in it. It lay low, like a bog with the land slop­ing down to it on all sides, and all wa­ter run­ning in­to it. Its lu­mi­nous mist seemed to reach to the ut­ter­most bor­ders of the land; ev­ery­thing came this way. Large drag­on­flies hov­ered over the bog in metal­lic splen­dor; gnats danced above it like care­less shad­ows. A cease­less hum rose from it, and be­low lay the depth that had fos­tered them, seething so that he could hear it where he stood.

			Some­times the light of the town flick­ered up over the sky like the re­flec­tion from a gi­gan­tic forge-fire. It was like an enor­mous heart throb­bing in pan­ic in the dark­ness down there; his own caught the in­fec­tion and con­tract­ed in vague ter­ror. Cries would sud­den­ly rise from down there, and one al­most wished for them; a loud ex­cla­ma­tion was a re­lief from the ev­er­last­ing la­tent ex­cite­ment. Down there be­neath the walls of the city the dark­ness was al­ways alive; it glid­ed along like a heavy life-stream, flow­ing slow­ly among tav­erns and low mu­sic-halls and bar­racks, with their fate­ful con­tents of want and im­pre­ca­tions. Its se­cret do­ings in­spired him with hor­ror; he hat­ed the town for its dark­ness which hid so much.

			He had stopped in front of his house, and stood gaz­ing down­ward. Sud­den­ly he heard a sound from with­in that made him start, and he quick­ly let him­self in. Ellen came out in­to the pas­sage look­ing dis­turbed.

			“Thank good­ness you’ve come!” she ex­claimed, quite for­get­ting to greet him. “An­na’s so ill!”

			“Is it any­thing se­ri­ous?” asked Pelle, hur­ried­ly re­mov­ing his coat.

			“It’s the old sto­ry. I got a car­riage from the farm to drive in for the doc­tor. It was dear, but Brun said I must. She’s to have hot milk with Ems salts and so­da wa­ter. You must warm your­self at the stove be­fore you go up to her, but make haste! She keeps on ask­ing for you.”

			The sick­room was in semi­dark­ness, Ellen hav­ing put a red shade over the lamp, so that the light should not an­noy the child. Brun was sit­ting on a chair by her bed, watch­ing her in­tent­ly as she lay mut­ter­ing in a fever­ish doze. He made a sign to Pelle to walk qui­et­ly. “She’s asleep!” he whis­pered. The old man looked un­hap­py.

			Pelle bent silent­ly over her. She lay with closed eyes, but was not asleep. Her hot breath came in short gasps. As he was about to raise him­self again, she opened her eyes and smiled at him.

			“What’s the mat­ter with Sis­ter? Is she go­ing to be ill again?” he said soft­ly. “I thought the sun had sent that naughty bron­chi­tis away.”

			The child shook her head re­signed­ly. “Lis­ten to the cel­lar-man!” she whis­pered. He was whistling as hard as he could down in her wind­pipe, and she lis­tened to him with a se­ri­ous ex­pres­sion. Then her hand stole up and she stroked her fa­ther’s face as though to com­fort him.

			Brun, how­ev­er, put her hand down again im­me­di­ate­ly and cov­ered her up close. “We very near­ly lost that doll!” he said se­ri­ous­ly. He had promised her a large doll if she would keep cov­ered up.

			“Shall I still get it?” she asked in gasps, gaz­ing at him in dis­may.

			“Yes, of course you’ll get it, and if you make haste and get well, you shall have a car­riage too with in­dia rub­ber tires.”

			Here Ellen came in. “Mr. Brun,” she said, “I’ve made your room all ready for you.” She laid a qui­et­ing hand up­on the child’s anx­ious face.

			The li­brar­i­an rose un­will­ing­ly. “That’s to say Mr. Brun is to go to bed,” he said half in dis­plea­sure. “Well, well, good­night then! I re­ly up­on your wak­ing me if things be­come worse.”

			“How good he is!” said Ellen soft­ly. “He’s been sit­ting here all the time to see that she kept cov­ered up. He’s made us afraid to move be­cause she’s to be kept qui­et; but he can’t help chat­ter­ing to her him­self when­ev­er she opens her eyes.”

			Ellen had moved Lasse Fred­erik’s bed down in­to their bed­room and put up her own here so as to watch over the child. “Now you should go to bed,” she said soft­ly to Pelle. “You must be tired to death af­ter your jour­ney, and you can’t have slept last night in the train ei­ther.”

			He looked tired, but she could not per­suade him; he meant to stay up there. “I can’t sleep any­how as things are,” he whis­pered, “and to­mor­row’s Sun­day.”

			“Then lie down on my bed! It’ll rest you a lit­tle.”

			He lay down to please her, and stared up at the ceil­ing while he lis­tened to the child’s short, rat­tling res­pi­ra­tion. He could hear that she was not asleep. She lay and played with the rat­tling sound, mak­ing the cel­lar-man speak some­times with a deep voice, some­times with a high one. She seemed quite fa­mil­iar with this dan­ger­ous chat­ter, which had al­ready cost her many hours of ill­ness and sound­ed so painful to Pelle’s ear. She bore her ill­ness with the won­der­ful res­ig­na­tion that be­longed to the dwellers in the back streets. She did not be­come un­rea­son­able or ex­act­ing, but gen­er­al­ly lay and en­ter­tained her­self. It was as though she felt grate­ful for her bed; she was al­ways in the best spir­its when she was in it. The sun out here had made her very brown, but there must be some­thing in her that it had not pre­vailed against. It was not so easy to move away from the bad air of the back streets.

			When­ev­er she had a fit of cough­ing, Pelle raised her in­to a sit­ting pos­ture and helped her to get rid of the phlegm. She was pur­ple in the face with cough­ing, and looked at him with eyes that were al­most start­ing out of her head with the vi­o­lent ex­er­tion. Then Ellen brought her the hot milk and Ems salts, and she drank it with a re­signed ex­pres­sion and lay down again.

			“It’s nev­er been so bad be­fore,” whis­pered Ellen, “so what can be the use? Per­haps the coun­try air isn’t good for her.”

			“It ought to be though,” said Pelle, “or else she’s a poor lit­tle poi­soned thing.”

			Ellen’s voice rang with the pos­si­bil­i­ty of their mov­ing back again to the town for the sake of the child. To her the town air was not bad, but sim­ply milder than out here. Through sev­er­al gen­er­a­tions she had be­come ac­cus­tomed to it and had over­come its in­ju­ri­ous ef­fects; to her it seemed good as on­ly the air of home can be. She could live any­where, but noth­ing must be said against her child­hood’s home. Then she be­came ea­ger.

			The child had wak­ened with their whis­per­ing, and lay and looked at them. “I shan’t die, shall I?” she asked.

			They bent over her. “Now you must cov­er your­self up and not think about such things,” said Ellen anx­ious­ly.

			But the child con­tin­ued ob­sti­nate­ly. “If I die, will you be as sor­ry about me as you were about Jo­han­na?” she asked anx­ious­ly, with her eyes fixed up­on them.

			Pelle nod­ded. It was im­pos­si­ble for him to speak.

			“Will you paint the ceil­ing black to show you’re sor­ry about me? Will you, fa­ther?” she con­tin­ued in­ex­orably, look­ing at him.

			“Yes, yes!” said Ellen des­per­ate­ly, kiss­ing her lips to make her stop talk­ing. The child turned over con­tent­ed­ly, and in an­oth­er mo­ment she was asleep.

			“She’s not hot now,” whis­pered Pelle. “I think the fever’s gone.” His face was very grave. Death had passed its cold hand over it; he knew it was on­ly in jest, but he could not shake off the im­pres­sion it had made.

			They sat silent, lis­ten­ing to the child’s breath­ing, which was now qui­et. Ellen had put her hand in­to Pelle’s, and ev­ery now and then she shud­dered. They did not move, but sim­ply sat and lis­tened, while the time ran singing on. Then the cock crew be­low, and roused Pelle. It was three o’clock, and the child had slept for two hours. The lamp had al­most burned dry, and he could scarce­ly see Ellen’s pro­file in the semi­dark­ness. She looked tired.

			He rose noise­less­ly and kissed her fore­head. “Go down­stairs and go to bed,” he whis­pered, lead­ing her to­ward the door.

			Stealthy foot­steps were heard out­side. It was Brun who had been down to lis­ten at the door. He had not been to bed at all. The lamp was burn­ing in his sit­ting-room, and the ta­ble was cov­ered with pa­pers. He had been writ­ing.

			He be­came very cheer­ful when he heard that the at­tack was over. “I think you ought rather to treat us to a cup of cof­fee,” he an­swered, when Ellen scold­ed him be­cause he was not asleep.

			Ellen went down and made the cof­fee, and they drank it in Brun’s room. The doors were left ajar so that they could hear the child.

			“It’s been a long night,” said Pelle, pass­ing his hand across his fore­head.

			“Yes, if there are go­ing to be more like it, we shall cer­tain­ly have to move back in­to town,” said Ellen ob­sti­nate­ly.

			“It would be a bet­ter plan to be­gin giv­ing her a cold bath in the morn­ing as soon as she’s well again, and try to get her hard­ened,” said Pelle.

			“Do you know,” said Ellen, turn­ing to Brun, “Pelle thinks it’s the bad air and the good air fight­ing for the child, and that’s the on­ly rea­son why she’s worse here than in town.”

			“So it is,” said Brun grave­ly; “and a sick child like that gives one some­thing to think about.”

		
	
		
			XVIII

			The next day they were up late. Ellen did not wake un­til about ten, and was quite hor­ri­fied; but when she got up she found the fire on and ev­ery­thing in or­der, for Lasse Fred­erik had seen to it all. She could start on break­fast at once.

			Sis­ter was quite bright again, and Ellen moved her in­to the sit­ting-room and made up a bed on the so­fa, where she sat packed in with pil­lows, and had her break­fast with the oth­ers.

			“Are you sor­ry Sis­ter’s get­ting well, old man?” asked Boy Com­fort.

			“My name isn’t ‘old man.’ It’s ‘grand­fa­ther’ or else ‘Mr. Brun,’ ” said the li­brar­i­an, laugh­ing and look­ing at Ellen, who blushed.

			“Are you sor­ry Sis­ter’s get­ting well, grand­fa­ther?” re­peat­ed the boy with a fun­ny, pedan­tic lit­er­al­ness.

			“And why should I be sor­ry for that, you lit­tle stupid?”

			“Be­cause you’ve got to give mon­ey!”

			“The doll, yes! That’s true! You’ll have to wait till to­mor­row, Sis­ter, be­cause to­day’s Sun­day.”

			An­na had eat­en her egg and turned the shell up­side down in the eggcup so that it looked like an egg that had not been touched. She pushed it slow­ly to­ward Brun.

			“What’s the mat­ter now?” he ex­claimed, push­ing his spec­ta­cles up on­to his fore­head. “You haven’t eat­en your egg!”

			“I can’t,” she said, hang­ing her head.

			“Why, there must be some­thing wrong with her!” said the old man, in amaze­ment. “Such a big, fat egg too! Very well, then I must eat it.” And he be­gan to crack the egg, An­na and Boy Com­fort fol­low­ing his move­ments with danc­ing eyes and their hands over their mouths, un­til his spoon went through the shell and he sprang up to throw it at their heads, when their mer­ri­ment burst forth. It was a joke that nev­er suf­fered by rep­e­ti­tion.

			While break­fast was in progress, the farmer from the hill farm came in to tell them that they must be pre­pared to move out, as he meant to sell the house. He was one of those farm­ers of com­mon-land, whom the city had thrown off their bal­ance. He had lived up there and had seen one farm af­ter an­oth­er grow larg­er and make their own­ers in­to mil­lion­aires, and was al­ways ex­pect­ing that his turn would come. He ne­glect­ed the land, and even the most abun­dant har­vest was ridicu­lous­ly small in com­par­i­son with his gold­en dreams; so the fields were al­lowed to lie and pro­duce weeds.

			Ellen was just as dis­mayed as Pelle at the thought of hav­ing to leave “Day­break.” It was their home, their nest too; all their hap­pi­ness and wel­fare were re­al­ly con­nect­ed with this spot.

			“You can buy the house of course,” said the farmer. “I’ve had an of­fer of fif­teen thou­sand for it, and I’ll let it go for that.”

			Af­ter he had gone they sat and dis­cussed the mat­ter. “It’s very cheap,” said Brun. “In a year or two you’ll have the town spread­ing in this di­rec­tion, and then it’ll be worth at least twice as much.”

			“Yes, that may be,” said Pelle; “but you’ve both to get the amount and make it yield in­ter­est.”

			“There’s eight thou­sand in the first mort­gage, and the loan in­sti­tu­tion will lend half that. That’ll make twelve thou­sand. That leaves three thou­sand, and I’m not afraid of putting that in as a third mort­gage,” said Brun.

			Pelle did not like that. “There’ll be need for your mon­ey in the busi­ness,” he said.

			“Yes, yes! But when you put the house in­to re­pair and have it reval­ued, I’m cer­tain you can get the whole fif­teen thou­sand in the Loan So­ci­eties,” said Brun. “I think it’ll be to your ad­van­tage to do it.”

			Ellen had tak­en pen­cil and pa­per, and was mak­ing cal­cu­la­tions. “What per­cent­age do you reck­on for in­ter­est and pay­ing off by in­stal­ments?” she asked.

			“Five,” said the old man. “You do all the work of keep­ing it up your­selves.”

			“Then I would ven­ture,” she said, look­ing daunt­less­ly at them. “It would be nice to own the house our­selves, don’t you think so, Pelle?”

			“No, I think it’s quite mad,” Pelle an­swered. “We shall be sad­dled with a house-rent of sev­en hun­dred and fifty kro­ner.”

			Ellen was not afraid of the house-rent; the house and gar­den would bear that. “And in a few years we can sell the ground for build­ing and make a lot of mon­ey.” She was red with ex­cite­ment.

			Pelle laughed. “Yes, spec­u­la­tion! Isn’t that what the hill farmer has gone to pieces over?” Pelle had quite enough on his hands and had no de­sire to have prop­er­ty to strug­gle with.

			But Ellen be­came on­ly more and more bent up­on it. “Then buy it your­self!” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “I’ve no de­sire to be­come a mil­lion­aire.”

			Ellen was quite ready to do it. “But then the house’ll be mine,” she de­clared. “And if I make mon­ey on it, I must be al­lowed to spend it just as I like. It’s not to go in­to your bot­tom­less com­mon cash­box!” The men laughed.

			“Brun and I are go­ing for a walk,” said Pelle, “so we’ll go in and write a con­tract note for you at once.”

			They went down the gar­den and fol­lowed the edge of the hill to the south. The weath­er was clear; it had changed to slight frost, and white rime cov­ered the fields. Where the low sun’s rays fell up­on them, the rime had melt­ed and the with­ered green grass ap­peared. “It’s re­al­ly pret­ty here,” said Brun. “See how nice the town looks with its tow­ers—on­ly one shouldn’t live there. I was think­ing of that last night when the child was ly­ing there with her cough. The work-peo­ple re­al­ly get no share of the sun, nor do those who in oth­er re­spects are de­cent­ly well off. And then I thought I’d like to build hous­es for our peo­ple on the ridge of the hill on both sides of ‘Day­break.’ The peo­ple of the new age ought to live in high­er and brighter sit­u­a­tions than oth­ers. I’ll tell you how I thought of do­ing it. I should in the mean­time ad­vance mon­ey for the plots, and the busi­ness should grad­u­al­ly re­deem them with its sur­plus. That is quite as prac­ti­cal as di­vid­ing the sur­plus among the work­men, and we there­by cre­ate val­ues for the en­ter­prise. Talk­ing of sur­plus—you’ve worked well, Pelle! I made an es­ti­mate of it last night and found it’s al­ready about ten thou­sand this year. But to re­turn to what we were talk­ing about—mort­gage loans are gen­er­al­ly able to cov­er the build­ing ex­pens­es, and with amor­ti­za­tion the whole thing is un­en­cum­bered af­ter some years have passed.”

			“Who’s to own it?” asked Pelle. He was chew­ing a piece of grass and putting his feet down de­lib­er­ate­ly like a farmer walk­ing on ploughed land.

			“The co­op­er­a­tive com­pa­ny. It’s to be so ar­ranged that the hous­es can’t be made over to oth­ers, nor en­cum­bered with fresh loan. Our co­op­er­a­tive en­ter­pris­es must avoid all form of spec­u­la­tion, there­by lim­it­ing the field for cap­i­tal. The whole thing should be self-sup­port­ing and be able to do away with pri­vate prop­er­ty with­in its bound­aries. You see it’s your own idea of a com­mu­ni­ty with­in the com­mu­ni­ty that I’m build­ing up­on. At present it’s not easy to find a ju­ridi­cal form un­der which the whole thing can work it­self, but in the mean­time you and I will man­age it, and Morten if he will join us. I ex­pect he’ll come home with re­newed strength.”

			“And when is this plan to be re­al­ized? Will it be in the near fu­ture?”

			“This very win­ter, I had thought; and in this way we should al­so be able to do a lit­tle for the great un­em­ploy­ment. Thir­ty hous­es! It would be a be­gin­ning any­how. And be­hind it lies the whole world, Pelle!”

			“Shall you make the oc­cu­pa­tion of the hous­es oblig­a­tory for our work­men?”

			“Yes, co­op­er­a­tion makes it an obli­ga­tion. You can’t be half out­side and half in­side! Well, what do you think of it?”

			“It’s a strong plan,” said Pelle. “We shall build our own town here on the hill.”

			The old man’s face shone with de­light. “There’s some­thing in me af­ter all, eh? There’s old busi­ness-blood in my veins too. My fore­fa­thers built a world for them­selves, and why should I do less than they? I ought to have been younger, Pelle!”

			They walked round the hill and came to the farm from the oth­er side. “The whole piece wouldn’t re­al­ly be too large if we’re to have room to ex­tend our­selves,” said Pelle, who was not afraid of a large out­lay when it was a ques­tion of a great plan.

			“I was think­ing the same thing,” an­swered Bran. “How much is there here? A cou­ple of hun­dred acres? There’ll be room for a thou­sand fam­i­lies if each of them is to have a fair-sized piece of land.”

			They then went in and took the whole for a quar­ter of a mil­lion.

			“But Ellen!” ex­claimed Pelle, when they were on their way home again. “How are we go­ing to come to terms with her?”

			“Bless my soul! Why, it was her busi­ness we went up­on! And now we’ve done busi­ness for our­selves! Well, I sup­pose she’ll give in when she hears what’s been done.”

			“I’m not so sure of that,” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “Per­haps when you tack­le her.”

			“Well, did you get the house?” asked Ellen, from the house door, where she was stand­ing to re­ceive them.

			“Yes, we got much more,” said Brun air­i­ly. “We bought the whole con­cern.”

			“Is that a fact, Pelle?”

			Pelle nod­ded.

			“What about my house then?” she asked slow­ly.

			“Well, we bought that to­geth­er with all the rest,” said Brun. “But as far as that goes it can eas­i­ly be sep­a­rat­ed from the rest, on­ly it’s rather soon to break up the co­op­er­a­tion be­fore it’s start­ed.” He wait­ed a lit­tle, ex­pect­ing that Ellen would say some­thing, and when she con­tin­ued silent he went on, rather short­ly: “Well, then there’s noth­ing more to be said about that? Fair play’s a jew­el, and to­mor­row I’ll make ar­range­ments for the con­veyance of the house to you for the fif­teen thou­sand. And then we must give up the whole con­cern, Pelle. It won’t do for the man at the head of it to live on his pri­vate prop­er­ty; so that plan’s come to noth­ing!”

			“Un­less Ellen and I live in sep­a­rate hous­es,” said Pelle sly­ly. “I might build just the oth­er side of the bound­ary, and then we could nod to one an­oth­er at any rate.”

			Ellen looked at him grave­ly. “I on­ly think it’s rather strange that you set­tle my af­fairs with­out ask­ing me first,” she said at length.

			“Yes, it was in­con­sid­er­ate of us,” an­swered Brun, “and we hope you’ll for­get all about it. You’ll give up the house then?”

			“I’m pret­ty well obliged to when Pelle threat­ens to move out,” Ellen an­swered with a smile. “But I’m sor­ry about it. I’m cer­tain that in a short time there’d have been mon­ey to make over it.”

			“It’ll be nice, won’t it, if the wom­en are go­ing to move in­to our for­sak­en snail-shells?” said Brun half se­ri­ous­ly.

			“Ellen’s al­ways been an in­cor­ri­gi­ble cap­i­tal­ist,” Pelle put in.

			“It’s on­ly that I’ve nev­er had so much mon­ey that I shouldn’t know what it was worth,” an­swered Ellen, with ready wit.

			Old Brun laughed. “That was one for Mr. Brun!” he said. “But since you’ve such a de­sire for land-spec­u­la­tion, Mis­tress Ellen, I’ve got a sug­ges­tion to make. On the ground we’ve bought there’s a piece of mead­ow that lies half­way in to town, by the bog. We’ll give you that. It’s not worth any­thing at present, and will have to be filled in to be of any val­ue; but it won’t be very long be­fore the town is out there want­ing more room.”

			Ellen had no ob­jec­tion to that. “But then,” she said, “I must be al­lowed to do what I like with what comes out of it.”

		
	
		
			XIX

			The sun held out well that year. Rem­nants of sum­mer con­tin­ued to hang in the air right in­to De­cem­ber. Ev­ery time they had bad weath­er Ellen said, “Now it’ll be win­ter, I’m sure!” But the sun put it aside once more; it went far down in the south and looked straight in­to the whole sit­ting-room, as if it were go­ing to count the pic­tures.

			The large yel­low Gloire de Di­jon went on flow­er­ing, and ev­ery day Ellen brought in a large, heavy bunch of ros­es and red leaves. She was heavy her­self, and the fresh cold nipped her nose—which was grow­ing sharp­er—and red­dened her cheeks. One day she brought a large bunch to Pelle, and asked him: “How much mon­ey am I go­ing to get to keep Christ­mas with?”

			It was true! The year was al­most end­ed!

			Af­ter the new year win­ter be­gan in earnest. It be­gan with much snow and frost, and made it a dif­fi­cult mat­ter to keep in com­mu­ni­ca­tion with the out­side world, while in­doors peo­ple drew all the clos­er to one an­oth­er. An­na should re­al­ly have been go­ing to school now, but she suf­fered a good deal from the cold and was al­to­geth­er not very strong, so Pelle and Ellen dared not ex­pose her to the long wad­ing through the snow, and taught her them­selves.

			Ellen had be­come a lit­tle lazy about walk­ing, and sel­dom went in­to town; the two men made the pur­chas­es for her in the evening on their way home. It was a dull time, and no work was done by ar­ti­fi­cial light, so they were home ear­ly. Ellen had changed the din­ner-hour to five, so that they could all have it to­geth­er. Af­ter din­ner Brun gen­er­al­ly went up­stairs to work for an­oth­er cou­ple of hours. He was busy work­ing out projects for the build­ing on the Hill Farm land, and gave him­self no rest. Pelle’s wealth of ideas and en­er­gy in­fect­ed him, and his plans grew and as­sumed ev­er-in­creas­ing di­men­sions. He gave no con­sid­er­a­tion to his weak frame, but rose ear­ly and worked all day at the af­fairs of the co­op­er­a­tive works. He seemed to be vy­ing with Pelle’s youth, and to be in con­stant fear that some­thing would come up be­hind him and in­ter­rupt his work.

			The oth­er mem­bers of the fam­i­ly gath­ered round the lamp, each with some oc­cu­pa­tion. Boy Com­fort had his toy-ta­ble put up and was ham­mer­ing in­de­fati­ga­bly with his lit­tle wood­en mal­let up­on a piece of stuff that Ellen had put be­tween to pre­vent his mark­ing the ta­ble. He was a stur­dy lit­tle fel­low, and the fat lay in creas­es round his wrists. The wrin­kles on his fore­head gave him a fun­ny look when one did not re­call the fact that he had cost his moth­er her life. He looked as if he knew it him­self, he was so se­ri­ous. He had leave to sit up for a lit­tle while with the oth­ers, but he went to bed at six.

			Lasse Fred­erik gen­er­al­ly drew when he was fin­ished with his lessons. He had a turn for it, and Pelle, won­der­ing, saw his own gift, out of which noth­ing had ev­er come but the prison, re­peat­ed in the boy in an im­proved form. He showed him the way to pro­ceed, and held the pen­cil once more in his own hand. His chief oc­cu­pa­tion, how­ev­er, was teach­ing lit­tle An­na, and telling her any­thing that might oc­cur to him. She was es­pe­cial­ly fond of hear­ing about an­i­mals, and Pelle had plen­ty of rem­i­nis­cences of his herd­ing-time from which to draw.

			“Have an­i­mals re­al­ly in­tel­li­gence?” asked Ellen, in sur­prise. “You re­al­ly be­lieve that they think about things just as we do?”

			It was noth­ing new to Sis­ter; she talked ev­ery day to the fowls and rab­bits, and knew how wise they were.

			“I won­der if flow­ers can think too,” said Lasse Fred­erik. He was busy draw­ing a flow­er from mem­o­ry, and it would look like a face: hence the re­mark.

			Pelle thought they could.

			“No, no, Pelle!” said Ellen. “You’re go­ing too far now! It’s on­ly us peo­ple who can think.”

			“They can feel at any rate, and that’s think­ing in a way, I sup­pose, on­ly with the heart. They no­tice at once if you’re fond of them; if you aren’t they don’t thrive.”

			“Yes, I do be­lieve that, for if you’re fond of them you take good care of them,” said the in­cor­ri­gi­ble Ellen.

			“I’m not so sure of that,” said Pelle, look­ing at her teas­ing­ly. “You’re very fond of your bal­sam, but a gar­den­er would be sure to tell you that you treat it like a cab­bage. And look how in­dus­tri­ous­ly it flow­ers all the same. They an­swer kind thoughts with grat­i­tude, and that’s a nice way of think­ing. In­tel­li­gence isn’t per­haps worth as much as we hu­man be­ings imag­ine it to be. You your­self think with your heart, lit­tle moth­er.” It was his pet name for her just now.

			Af­ter a lit­tle in­ter­lude such as this, they went on with their work. Pelle had to tell Sis­ter all about the an­i­mals in her al­pha­bet-book—about the use­ful cow and the hare that licked the dew off the clover and leaped up un­der the very nose of the cowherd. In the win­ter it went in­to the gar­den, gnawed the bark off the young trees and ate the farmer’s wife’s cab­bage. “Yes, I must ac­knowl­edge that,” Ellen in­ter­posed, and then they all laughed, for puss had just eat­en her kale.

			Then the child sud­den­ly left the sub­ject, and want­ed to know whether there had al­ways, al­ways been a Copen­hagen. Pelle came to a stand­still for a mo­ment, but by a hap­py in­spi­ra­tion dug Bish­op Ab­sa­lom out of his mem­o­ry. He took the op­por­tu­ni­ty of telling them that the cap­i­tal had a pop­u­la­tion of half a mil­lion.

			“Have you count­ed them, fa­ther?” ex­claimed Sis­ter, in per­plex­i­ty, tak­ing hold of his sleeve.

			“Why, of course fa­ther hasn’t, you lit­tle don­key!” said Lasse Fred­erik. “One might be born while he was count­ing!”

			Then they were at the cock again, which both be­gan and end­ed the book. He stood and crowed so proud­ly and nev­er slept. He was a reg­u­lar prig, but when Sis­ter was dili­gent he put a one-öre piece among the leaves. But the hens laid eggs, and it was ev­i­dent that they were the same as the flow­ers; for when you were kind to them and treat­ed them as if they be­longed to the fam­i­ly, they were in­dus­tri­ous in lay­ing, but if you built a mod­el house for them and treat­ed them ac­cord­ing to all es­tab­lished rules, they did not even earn as much as would pay for their food. At Un­cle Kalle’s there was a hen that came in­to the room among all the chil­dren and laid its egg un­der the bed ev­ery sin­gle day all through the win­ter, when no oth­er hens were lay­ing. Then the farmer of Stone Farm bought it to make some­thing by it. He gave twen­ty kro­ner for it and thought he had got a gold mine; but no soon­er did it come to Stone Farm than it left off lay­ing win­ter eggs, for there it was not one of the fam­i­ly, but was on­ly a hen that they want­ed to make mon­ey out of.

			“Moth­er’s bal­sam flow­ers all the win­ter,” said Sis­ter, look­ing fond­ly at the plant.

			“Yes, that’s be­cause it sees how in­dus­tri­ous we all are,” said Lasse Fred­erik mis­chie­vous­ly.

			“Will you be qui­et!” said Pelle, hit­ting out at him.

			Ellen sat knit­ting some tiny socks. Her glance moved lin­ger­ing­ly from one to an­oth­er of them, and she smiled in­dul­gent­ly at their chat­ter. They were just a lot of chil­dren!

			“Moth­er, may I have those for my doll?” asked An­na, tak­ing up the fin­ished sock.

			“No, lit­tle sis­ter’s to have them when she comes.”

			“If it is a girl,” put in Lasse Fred­erik.

			“When’s lit­tle sis­ter com­ing?”

			“In the spring when the stork comes back to the farm; he’ll bring her with him.”

			“Pooh! The stork!” said Lasse Fred­erik con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “What a pack of non­sense!”

			Sis­ter too was wis­er than that. When the weath­er was fine she fetched milk from the farm, and had learned a few things there.

			“Now you must go to bed, my child,” said Ellen, ris­ing. “I can see you’re tired.” When she had helped the child in­to bed she came back and sat down again with her knit­ting.

			“Now I think you should leave off work for to­day,” said Pelle.

			“Then I shouldn’t be ready in time,” an­swered Ellen, mov­ing her knit­ting-nee­dles more swift­ly.

			“Send it to a ma­chine-knit­ter. You don’t even earn your bread any­how with that hand­i­craft; and there must be a time for work and a time for rest, or else you’d not be a hu­man be­ing.”

			“Moth­er can make three öre an hour by knit­ting,” said Lasse Fred­erik, who had made a care­ful cal­cu­la­tion.

			What did it mat­ter? Ellen did not think she ne­glect­ed any­thing else in do­ing it.

			“It is stupid though!” ex­claimed Lasse Fred­erik sud­den­ly. “Why doesn’t wool grow on one’s legs? Then you’d have none of the both­er of shear­ing the wool off sheep, card­ing it, spin­ning it, and knit­ting stock­ings.”

			“Oh, what non­sense you’re talk­ing!” said Ellen, laugh­ing.

			“Well, men were hairy once,” Lasse Fred­erik con­tin­ued. “It was a great pity that they didn’t go on be­ing it!”

			Pelle did not think it such a pity, for it meant that they had tak­en over the care of them­selves. An­i­mals were born ful­ly equipped. Even wa­ter-haters like cats and hens were born with the pow­er of swim­ming; but men had to ac­quire what­ev­er they had a use for. Na­ture did not equip them, be­cause they had be­come re­spon­si­ble for them­selves; they were the lords of cre­ation.

			“But then the poor ought to be hairy all over their bod­ies,” Ellen ob­ject­ed. “Why doesn’t Na­ture take as much care of the poor as of the an­i­mals? They can’t do it them­selves.”

			“Yes, but that’s just what they can do!” said Pelle, “for it’s they who pro­duce most things. Per­haps you think it’s mon­ey that cul­ti­vates the land, or weaves ma­te­ri­als, or drags coal out of the earth? It had to leave that alone; all the cap­i­tal in the world can’t so much as pick up a pin from the ground if there are no hands that it can pay to do it. If the poor were born hairy, it would sim­ply stamp him as an in­fe­ri­or be­ing. Isn’t it a won­der that Na­ture ob­sti­nate­ly lets the poor men’s chil­dren be born just as naked as the king’s, in spite of all that we’ve gone through of want and hard­ship? If you ex­change the prince’s and the beg­gar’s new­born ba­bies, no one can say which is which. It’s as if Prov­i­dence was nev­er tired of hold­ing our stamp of no­bil­i­ty up be­fore us.”

			“Do you re­al­ly think then that the world can be trans­formed?” said Ellen, look­ing af­fec­tion­ate­ly at him. It seemed so won­der­ful that this Pelle, whom she could take in her arms, oc­cu­pied him­self with such great mat­ters. And Pelle looked back at her af­fec­tion­ate­ly and won­der­ing­ly. She was the same to­day as on the day he first got to know her, per­haps as the day the world was cre­at­ed! She put noth­ing out on usury, but had been born with all she had. The world could in­deed be trans­formed, but she would al­ways re­main as she was.

			The post brought a let­ter from Morten. He was stay­ing at present in Sici­ly, and thought of trav­el­ling along the north coast of Africa to the south of Spain. “And I may make an ex­cur­sion in to the bor­ders of the Desert, and try what rid­ing on a camel is like,” he wrote. He was well and in good spir­its. It was strange to think that he was writ­ing with open doors, while here they were strug­gling with the cold. He drank wine at ev­ery meal just as you drank pale ale here at home; and he wrote that the olive and or­ange har­vests were just over.

			“It must be love­ly to be in such a place just for once!” said Ellen, with a sigh.

			“When the new con­di­tions gain a foot­ing, it’ll no longer be among unattain­able things for the work­ing­man,” Pelle an­swered.

			Brun now came down, hav­ing at last fin­ished his work. “Ah, it’s good to be at home!” he said, shak­ing him­self; “it’s a stormy night.”

			“Here’s a let­ter from Morten,” said Pelle, hand­ing it to him.

			The old man put on his spec­ta­cles.

		
	
		
			XX

			As soon as it was pos­si­ble to get at the ground, the work of ex­ca­vat­ing for the foun­da­tions of the new work­men’s hous­es was be­gun with full vig­or. Brun took a great in­ter­est in the work, and watched it out in the cold from morn­ing till evening. He wore an ex­tra great­coat, and woollen gloves out­side his fur-lined ones. Ellen had knit­ted him a large scarf, which he was to wrap round his mouth. She kept an eye on him from the win­dows, and had to fetch him in ev­ery now and then to thaw him. It was quite im­pos­si­ble, how­ev­er, to keep him in; he was far too ea­ger for the work to progress. When the frost stopped it, he still wan­dered about out there, fid­gety and in low spir­its.

			On week­days Pelle was nev­er at home in day­light, but on Sun­day he had to go out with him and see what had been done, as soon as day dawned. The old man came and knocked at Pelle’s door. “Well, Pelle!” he said. “Will you soon be out of bed?”

			“He must re­al­ly be al­lowed to lie there while he has his cof­fee!” cried Ellen from the kitchen.

			Brun ran once round the house to pass the time. He was not hap­py un­til he had shown it all to Pelle and got him to ap­prove of the al­ter­ations. This was where he had thought the road should go. And there, where the roads crossed, a lit­tle park with stat­u­ary would look nice. New ideas were al­ways spring­ing up. The li­brar­i­an’s imag­i­na­tion con­jured up a whole town from the bare fields, with free schools and the­aters and com­fort­able dwellings for the aged. “We must have a sup­ply as­so­ci­a­tion and a school at once,” he said; “and by de­grees, as our num­bers in­crease, we shall get all the rest. A poor­house and a prison are the on­ly things I don’t think we shall have any use for.”

			They would spend the whole morn­ing out there, walk­ing about and lay­ing plans. Ellen had to fetch them in when din­ner­time came. She gen­er­al­ly found them stand­ing over some hole in earnest con­ver­sa­tion—just an or­di­nary, square hole in the earth, with mud or ice at the bot­tom. Such holes were al­ways dug for hous­es; but these two talked about them as if they were the be­gin­ning of an en­tire­ly new earth!

			Brun missed Pelle dur­ing the day, and watched for him quite as ea­ger­ly as Ellen when the time came for him to re­turn from work. “I shall soon be quite jeal­ous of him,” said Ellen, as she drew Pelle in­to the kitchen to give him her evening greet­ing in pri­vate. “If he could he’d take you quite away from me.”

			When Pelle had been giv­ing a lec­ture, he gen­er­al­ly came home af­ter Brun had gone to rest, and in the morn­ing when he left home the old man was not up. Brun nev­er went to town. He laid the blame on the weath­er, but in re­al­i­ty he did not know what he would do with him­self in there. But if a cou­ple of days passed with­out his see­ing Pelle, he be­came rest­less, lost in­ter­est in the ex­ca­vat­ing, and wan­dered about fee­bly with­out do­ing any­thing. Then he would sud­den­ly put on his boots, ex­cuse him­self with some press­ing er­rand, and set off over the fields to­ward the tram, while Ellen stood at the win­dow watch­ing him with a ten­der smile. She knew what was draw­ing him!

			One would have thought there were ties of blood be­tween these two, so de­pen­dent were they on one an­oth­er. “How’s the old man?” was Pelle’s first ques­tion on en­ter­ing; and Brun could not have fol­lowed Pelle’s move­ments with ten­der­er ad­mi­ra­tion in his old days if he had been his fa­ther. While Pelle was away the old man went about as if he were al­ways look­ing for some­thing.

			Ellen did not like his be­ing out among the navvies in all kinds of weath­er. In the evening the warmth of the room af­fect­ed his lungs and made him cough bad­ly.

			“It’ll end in a reg­u­lar cold,” she said. She want­ed him to stay in bed for a few days and try to get rid of the cold be­fore it took a firm hold.

			It was a con­stant sub­ject of ar­gu­ment be­tween them, but Ellen did not give in un­til she got her way. When once he had made this con­ces­sion to the cold, it came on in earnest. The warmth of bed thawed the cold out of his body and made both eyes and nose run.

			“It’s a good thing we got you to bed in time,” said Ellen. “And now you won’t be al­lowed up un­til the worst cold weath­er is over, even if I have to hide your clothes.” She tend­ed him like a child and made “camel tea” for him from flow­ers that she had gath­ered and dried in the sum­mer.

			When once he had gone to bed he quite liked it and took de­light in be­ing wait­ed on, dis­cov­er­ing a need of all kinds of things, so as to re­ceive them from Ellen’s hands.

			“Now you’re mak­ing your­self out worse than you are!” she said, laugh­ing at him.

			Brun laughed too. “You see, I’ve nev­er been pet­ted be­fore,” he said. “From the time I was born, my par­ents hired peo­ple to look af­ter me; that’s why I’m so shriv­elled up. I’ve had to buy ev­ery­thing. Well, there’s a cer­tain amount of jus­tice in the fact that mon­ey kills af­fec­tion, or else you’d both eat your cake and have it.”

			“Yes, it’s a good thing the best can’t be had for mon­ey,” said Ellen, tuck­ing the clothes about his feet. He was propped up with pil­lows, so that he could lie there and work. He had a map of the Hill Farm land be­side him, and was mak­ing plans for a sys­tem­at­ic lay­ing out of the ground for build­ing. He wrote down his ideas about it in a book that was to be ap­pend­ed to the plans. He worked from sun­rise un­til the mid­dle of the day, and dur­ing that time it was all that Ellen could do to keep the chil­dren away from him; Boy Com­fort was on his way up to the old man ev­ery few min­utes.

			In the af­ter­noon, when she had fin­ished in the kitchen, she took the chil­dren up for an hour. They were giv­en a pic­ture-book and were placed at Brun’s large writ­ing-ta­ble, while Ellen seat­ed her­self by the win­dow with her knit­ting and talked to the old man. From her seat she could fol­low the work out on the field, and had to give him a full de­scrip­tion of how far they had got with each plot.

			There were al­ways sev­er­al hun­dred men out there stand­ing watch­ing the work—a shiv­er­ing crowd that nev­er di­min­ished. They were un­em­ployed who had heard that some­thing was go­ing on out here, and long be­fore the dawn of day they were stand­ing there in the hope of com­ing in for some­thing. All day they streamed in and out, an end­less chain of sad men. They re­sem­bled pris­on­ers con­demned hope­less­ly to tread a huge wheel; there was a broad track across the fields where they went.

			Brun was trou­bled by the thought of these thou­sands of men who came all this way to look for a day’s work and had to go back with a re­fusal. “We can’t take more men on than there are al­ready,” he said to Pelle, “or they’ll on­ly get in one an­oth­er’s way. But per­haps we could be­gin to car­ry out some of our plans for the fu­ture. Can’t we be­gin to make roads and such­like, so that these men can get some­thing to do?”

			No, Pelle dared not agree to that.

			“In the spring we shall want cap­i­tal to start the tan­ners with a co­op­er­a­tive tan­nery,” he said. “It’ll be agreed on in their Union at an ear­ly date, on the pre­sup­po­si­tion that we con­trib­ute mon­ey; and I con­sid­er it very im­por­tant to get it start­ed. Our op­po­nents find fault with us for get­ting our ma­te­ri­als from abroad. It’s un­ten­able in the long run, and must come to an end now. As it is, the fac­to­ry’s hang­ing in the air; they can cut us off from the sup­ply of ma­te­ri­als, and then we’re done. But if we on­ly have our own tan­nery, the one busi­ness can be car­ried out thor­ough­ly and can’t be smashed up, and then we’re ready to meet a lock­out in the trade.”

			“The hides!” in­ter­po­lat­ed Brun.

			“There we come to agri­cul­ture. That’s al­ready ar­ranged co­op­er­a­tive­ly, and will cer­tain­ly not be used against us. We must any­how join in there as soon as ev­er we get start­ed—buy cat­tle and kill, our­selves, so that be­sides the hides we pro­vide our­selves with good, cheap meat.”

			“Yes, yes, but the tan­nery won’t swal­low ev­ery­thing! We can af­ford to do some road-mak­ing.”

			“No, we can’t!” Pelle de­clared de­ci­sive­ly. “Re­mem­ber we’ve al­so got to think of the sup­ply as­so­ci­a­tions, or else all our work is use­less; the one thing leads to the oth­er. There’s too much de­pend­ing on what we’re do­ing, and we mustn’t ham­per our un­der­tak­ing with dead val­ues that will drag it down. First the men and then the roads! The un­em­ployed to­day must take care of them­selves with­out our help.”

			“You’re a lit­tle hard, I think,” said Brun, some­what hurt at Pelle’s firm­ness, and drum­ming on the quilt with his fin­gers.

			“It’s not the first time that I’ve been blamed for it in this con­nec­tion,” an­swered Pelle grave­ly; “but I must put up with it.”

			The old man held out his hand. “I beg your par­don! It wasn’t my in­ten­tion to find fault with you be­cause you don’t act thought­less­ly. Of course we mustn’t give up the vic­to­ry out of sym­pa­thy with those who fight. It was on­ly a mo­men­tary weak­ness, but a weak­ness that might spoil ev­ery­thing—that I must ad­mit! But it’s not so easy to be a pas­sive spec­ta­tor of these top­sy-turvy con­di­tions. It’s af­firmed that the work­men pre­fer to re­ceive a star­va­tion al­lowance to do­ing any work; and judg­ing by what they’ve hith­er­to got out of their work it’s easy to un­der­stand that it’s true. But dur­ing the month that the ex­ca­va­tions here have been go­ing on, at least a thou­sand un­em­ployed have come ev­ery day ready to turn to; and we pay them for re­frain­ing from do­ing any­thing! They can at a pinch re­ceive sup­port, but at no price ob­tain work. It’s as in­sane as it’s pos­si­ble to be! You feel you’d like to give the ma­chin­ery a lit­tle push and set it go­ing again.”

			“It wants a good big push,” said Pelle. “They’re not tri­fles that are in the way.”

			“They look ab­surd­ly small, at any rate. The work­men are not in want be­cause they’re out of work, as our so­cial econ­o­mists want us to be­lieve; but they’re out of work be­cause they’re in want. What a putting of the cart be­fore the horse! The pro­ces­sion of the un­em­ployed is a dis­grace to the com­mu­ni­ty; what a waste—al­so from a pure­ly mer­can­tile point of view—while the coun­try and the na­tion are ne­glect­ed! If a pri­vate busi­ness were con­duct­ed on such prin­ci­ples, it would be doomed from the very first.”

			“If the pitiable con­di­tion arose on­ly from a wrong grasp of things, it would be eas­i­ly cor­rect­ed,” said Pelle; “but the peo­ple who set­tle the whole thing can’t at any rate be charged with a lack of mer­can­tile per­cep­tion. It would be a good thing if they had the rest in as good or­der! Be­lieve me, not a spar­row falls to the ground un­less it is to the ad­van­tage of the mon­ey-pow­er; if it paid, in a mer­can­tile sense, to have coun­try and peo­ple in per­fect or­der, it would take good care that they were so. But it sim­ply can’t be done; the wel­fare of the many and the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of prop­er­ty by the few are ir­rec­on­cil­able con­tra­dic­tions. I think there is a won­der­ful bal­ance in hu­man­i­ty, so that at any time it can pro­duce ex­act­ly enough to sat­is­fy all its re­quire­ments; and when one claims too much, oth­ers let go. It’s on that un­der­stand­ing in­deed that we want to re­move the oth­ers and take over the man­age­ment.”

			“Yes, yes! I didn’t mean that I want­ed to pro­tect the ex­ist­ing state of af­fairs. Let those who make the ven­ture take the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty. But I’ve been won­der­ing whether we couldn’t find a way to gath­er up all this waste so that it should ben­e­fit the co­op­er­a­tive works?”

			“How could we? We can’t af­ford to give oc­cu­pa­tion to the un­em­ployed.”

			“Not for wages! But both the Move­ment and the com­mu­ni­ty have be­gun to sup­port them, and what would be more nat­u­ral than that one re­quired work of them in re­turn? On­ly, re­mem­ber, let­ting it ben­e­fit them!”

			“You mean that, for in­stance, un­em­ployed brick­lay­ers and car­pen­ters should build hous­es for the work­men?” asked Pelle, with an­i­ma­tion.

			“Yes, as an in­stance. But the hous­es should be en­sured against pri­vate spec­u­la­tion, in the same way as those we’re build­ing, and al­ways be­long to the work­men. As we can’t be sus­pect­ed of try­ing to make prof­its, we should be suit­able peo­ple for its man­age­ment, and it would help on the co­op­er­a­tive com­pa­ny. In that way the refuse of for­mer times would fer­til­ize the new seed.”

			Pelle sat lost in thought, and the old man lay and looked at him in sus­pense. “Well, are you asleep?” he asked at last im­pa­tient­ly.

			“It’s a fine idea,” said Pelle, rais­ing his head. “I think we should get the or­ga­ni­za­tions on our side; they’re al­ready be­gin­ning to be in­ter­est­ed in co­op­er­a­tion. When the com­mit­tee sits, I’ll lay your plan be­fore them. I’m not so sure of the com­mu­ni­ty, how­ev­er, Brun! They have oc­ca­sion­al use for the great hunger-re­serve, so they’ll go on just keep­ing life in it; if they hadn’t, it would soon be al­lowed to die of hunger. I don’t think they’ll agree to have it em­ployed, so to speak, against them­selves.”

			“You’re an in­cor­ri­gi­ble pes­simist!” said Brun a lit­tle ir­ri­ta­bly.

			“Yes, as re­gards the old state of things,” an­swered Pelle, with a smile.

			Thus they would dis­cuss the pos­si­bil­i­ties for the fix­ture in con­nec­tion with the events of the day when Pelle sat be­side the old man in the evening, both of them en­grossed in the sub­ject. Some­times the old man felt that he ran off the lines. “It’s the blood,” he said de­spon­dent­ly. “I’m not, af­ter all, quite one of you. It’s so long since one of my fam­i­ly worked with his hands that I’ve for­got­ten it.”

			Dur­ing this time he of­ten touched up­on his past, and ev­ery evening had some­thing to tell about him­self. It was as though he were de­ter­mined to find a law that would place him by Pelle’s side.

			Brun be­longed to an old fam­i­ly that could be traced back sev­er­al hun­dred years to the cap­tain of a ship, who trad­ed with the Tran­que­bar coast. The founder of the fam­i­ly, who was al­so a whaler and a pi­rate, lived in a house on one of the Kris­tian­shavn canals. When his ship was at home, she lay to at the wharf just out­side his street-door. The Bruns’ house de­scend­ed from fa­ther to son, and was grad­u­al­ly en­larged un­til it be­came quite a man­sion. In the course of four gen­er­a­tions it had be­come one of the largest trad­ing-hous­es of the cap­i­tal. At the end of the eigh­teenth and the be­gin­ning of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry, most of the mem­bers of the fam­i­ly had gone over in­to the world of stock­bro­kers and bankers, and thence the changes went still fur­ther. Brun’s fa­ther, the well-known Ko­r­nelius Brun, stuck to the old busi­ness, his broth­ers mak­ing over their share to him and en­ter­ing the diplo­mat­ic ser­vice, one of them re­ceiv­ing a high Court ap­point­ment.

			Ko­r­nelius Brun felt it his du­ty to car­ry on the old busi­ness, and in or­der to keep on a lev­el with his broth­ers as re­gard­ed rank, he mar­ried a la­dy of no­ble birth from Fu­nen, of a very old fam­i­ly heav­i­ly bur­dened with debt. She bore him three chil­dren, all of whom—as he him­self said—were fail­ures. The first child was a deaf mute with very small in­tel­lec­tu­al pow­ers. It for­tu­nate­ly died be­fore it at­tained to man’s es­tate. Num­ber two was very in­tel­li­gent and en­dowed with ev­ery tal­ent, but even as a boy ex­hib­it­ed per­verse ten­den­cies. He was very hand­some, had soft, dark hair, and a del­i­cate, wom­an­ish com­plex­ion. His moth­er dressed him in vel­vet, and idol­ized him. He nev­er did any­thing use­ful, but went about in fine com­pa­ny and spent large sums of mon­ey. In his for­ti­eth year he died sud­den­ly, a phys­i­cal and moral wreck. The an­nounce­ment of the death gave a stroke as the cause; but the truth was that ru­mors had be­gun to cir­cu­late of a scan­dal in which he was im­pli­cat­ed to­geth­er with some per­sons of high stand­ing. It was at the end of the sev­en­ties, at the time when the low­er class move­ment be­gan to gath­er way. An en­er­get­ic in­ves­ti­ga­tion was de­mand­ed from be­low, and it was con­sid­ered in­ad­vis­able to hush the sto­ry up al­to­geth­er, for fear of giv­ing sup­port to the as­ser­tion of the rot­ten­ness and onesid­ed­ness of the ex­ist­ing con­di­tions. When an in­ves­ti­ga­tion be­came im­mi­nent, and it was ev­i­dent that Brun would be of­fered up up­on the al­tar of the mul­ti­tude in or­der to shield those who stood high­er, Ko­r­nelius Brun put a pis­tol in­to his son’s hand—or shot him; the li­brar­i­an was un­able to say which.

			“Those were two of the fruits up­on the de­cay­ing fam­i­ly tree,” said Brun bit­ter­ly, “and it can’t be de­nied that they were rather worm-eat­en. The third was my­self. I came fif­teen years af­ter my youngest broth­er. By that time my par­ents had had enough of their prog­e­ny; at any rate, I was con­sid­ered from the be­gin­ning to be a hope­less fail­ure, even be­fore I had had an op­por­tu­ni­ty of show­ing any­thing at all. Per­haps they felt in­stinc­tive­ly that I should take a wrong di­rec­tion too. In me too the dis­in­te­grat­ing forces pre­dom­i­nat­ed; I was great­ly de­fi­cient, for in­stance, in fam­i­ly feel­ing. I re­mem­ber when still quite lit­tle hear­ing my moth­er com­plain of my ple­beian ten­den­cies; I al­ways kept with the ser­vants, and took their part against my par­ents. My fam­i­ly looked more askance at me for up­hold­ing the rights of our in­fe­ri­ors than they had done at the id­iot who tore ev­ery­thing to pieces, or the spend­thrift who made scan­dals and got in­to debt. And I dare say with good rea­son! Moth­er gave me plen­ty of mon­ey to amuse my­self with, prob­a­bly to coun­ter­act my ple­beian ten­den­cies; but I had soon done with the plea­sures and de­vot­ed my­self to study. Things of the day did not in­ter­est me, but even as a boy I had a re­mark­able de­sire to look back; I de­vot­ed my­self es­pe­cial­ly to his­to­ry and its phi­los­o­phy. Fa­ther was right when he de­rid­ed me and called it go­ing in­to a monastery; at an age when oth­er young men are lovers, I could not find any wom­an that in­ter­est­ed me, while al­most any book tempt­ed me to a clos­er ac­quain­tance. For a long time he hoped that I would think bet­ter of it and take over the busi­ness, and when I def­i­nite­ly chose study, it came to a quar­rel be­tween us. ‘When the busi­ness comes to an end, there’s an end of the fam­i­ly!’ he said, and sold the whole con­cern. He had been a wid­ow­er then for sev­er­al years, and had on­ly me; but dur­ing the five years that he lived af­ter sell­ing the busi­ness we didn’t see one an­oth­er. He hat­ed me be­cause I didn’t take it over, but what could I have done with it? I pos­sessed none of the qual­i­ties nec­es­sary for the car­ry­ing on of busi­ness in our day, and should on­ly have ru­ined the whole thing. From the time I was thir­ty, my time has been passed among book­shelves, and I’ve reg­is­tered the lives and do­ings of oth­ers. It’s on­ly now that I’ve come out in­to the day­light and am be­gin­ning to live my own life; and now it’ll soon be end­ed!”

			“It’s on­ly now that life’s be­gin­ning to be worth liv­ing,” said Pelle, “so you’ve come out just at the right time.”

			“Ah, no!” said Brun de­spon­dent­ly. “I’m not in the as­cen­dant! I meet young men and my mind in­clines to them; but it’s like evening and morn­ing meet­ing in the same glow dur­ing the light nights. I’ve on­ly got my share in the new be­cause the old must bend to it, so that the ring may be com­plet­ed. You go in where I go out.”

			“It must have been a melan­choly ex­is­tence to be al­ways among books, books, with­out a crea­ture that cared for you,” put in Ellen. “Why didn’t you mar­ry? Sure­ly we wom­en aren’t so ter­ri­ble that there mightn’t have been one that you liked?”

			“No, you’d think not, but it’s true nev­er­the­less,” an­swered Brun, with a smile. “The an­tipa­thy was mu­tu­al too; it’s al­ways like that. I sup­pose it wasn’t in­tend­ed that an old fel­low like me should put chil­dren in­to the world! It’s not nice, though, to be the end of some­thing.”

			Ellen laughed. “Yes, but you haven’t al­ways been old!”

			“Yes, I have re­al­ly; I was born old. I’m on­ly now be­gin­ning to feel young. And who knows?” he ex­claimed with grim hu­mor. “I may play Prov­i­dence a trick and make my ap­pear­ance some day with a lit­tle wife on my arm.”

			“Brun’s in­dulging in fan­cies,” said Pelle, as they went down to bed. “But I sup­pose they’ll go when he’s about again.”

			“He’s not had much of a time, poor old soul!” said Ellen, go­ing clos­er to Pelle. “It’s a shame that there are peo­ple who get no share in all the love there is—just as great a shame as what you’re work­ing against, I think!”

			“Yes, but we can’t put that straight!” ex­claimed Pelle, laugh­ing.

		
	
		
			XXI

			In the gar­den at “Day­break” the snow was dis­ap­pear­ing from day to day. First it went away near­est the house, and gave place to a lit­tle for­est of snow­drops and cro­cus­es. The hy­acinths in the grass be­gan to break through the earth, com­ing up like a row of knuck­les that first knocked at the door.

			The chil­dren were al­ways out watch­ing the progress made. They could not un­der­stand how the del­i­cate cro­cus could push straight up out of the frozen ground with­out freez­ing to death, but died when it came in­to the warm room. Ev­ery day they wrapped some snow­drops in pa­per and laid them on Brun’s ta­ble—they were “snow­drop-let­ters”—and then hov­ered about in un­govern­able ex­cite­ment un­til he came in from the fields, when they met him with an air of mys­tery, and did all they could to en­tice him up­stairs.

			Out in the fields they were near­ly fin­ished with the ex­ca­va­tions, and were on­ly wait­ing for the win­ter wa­ter to sink in or­der to cart up grav­el and stone and be­gin the foun­da­tions; the ground was too soft as yet.

			Old Brun was not so ac­tive now af­ter his con­fine­ment to bed; al­though there was not much the mat­ter with him, it had weak­ened him. He al­lowed Pelle a free hand with the works, and said Yea and Amen to ev­ery­thing he pro­posed. “I can’t keep it all in my head,” he would say when Pelle came to sug­gest some al­ter­ation; “but just do as you like, my son, and it’s sure to be right.” There were not enough pal­pa­ble hap­pen­ings down there to keep his mind aglow, and he was too old to hear it grow and draw strength from that. His faith, how­ev­er, mere­ly shift­ed from the Cause over to Pelle; he saw him alive be­fore him, and could lean up­on his youth­ful vig­or.

			He had giv­en up his work on the plans. He could not keep at it, and con­tent­ed him­self with go­ing the round of the fields two or three times a day and watch­ing the men. The sud­den flame of en­er­gy that Pelle’s youth had called to life with­in him had died down, leav­ing a pa­thet­ic old man, who had been out in the cold all his life, and was now lux­u­ri­at­ing in a few late rays of evening sun. He no longer mea­sured him­self by Pelle, and was not jeal­ous of his tak­ing the lead in any­thing, but sim­ply ad­mired him and kept care­ful­ly with­in the cir­cle of those for whom Pelle act­ed prov­i­dence. Ellen treat­ed him like a big child who need­ed a great deal of care, and the chil­dren of course looked up­on him as their equal.

			When he went his round of the fields, he gen­er­al­ly had Boy Com­fort by the hand; the two could both keep pace with one an­oth­er and con­verse to­geth­er. There was one thing that in­ter­est­ed them both and kept them in great ex­cite­ment. The stork was ex­pect­ed ev­ery day back at the Hill Farm, and when it came it would bring a ba­by to Moth­er Ellen. The ex­pec­ta­tion was not an un­mixed plea­sure. The stork al­ways bit the moth­er in the leg when he came with a ba­by for her. Boy Com­fort’s own moth­er died of the bite; he was wise enough to know that now. The lit­tle fel­low looked up­on Ellen as his moth­er, and went about in a se­ri­ous, al­most de­pressed, mood. He did not talk to the oth­er chil­dren of his anx­i­ety, for fear they would make fun of him; but when he and the old man walked to­geth­er in the fields they dis­cussed the mat­ter, and Brun, as the old­er and wis­er, came to the con­clu­sion that there was no dan­ger. All the same, they al­ways kept near the house so as to be at hand.

			One day Pelle stayed at home from work, and Ellen did not get up as usu­al. “I’m go­ing to lie here and wait for the stork,” she said to Boy Com­fort. “Go out and watch for it.” The lit­tle boy took a stick, and he and Brun tramped round the house; and when they heard Ellen cry out, they squeezed one an­oth­er’s hands. It was such a dis­turbed day, it was im­pos­si­ble to keep any­thing go­ing straight; now a car­riage drove up to the door with a fat wom­an in it, now it was Lasse Fred­erik who leaped up­on his bi­cy­cle and raced down the field-path, stand­ing on the ped­als. Be­fore Boy Com­fort had any idea of it, the stork had been there, and Ellen was ly­ing with a ba­by boy on her arm. He and Brun went in to­geth­er to con­grat­u­late her, and they were both equal­ly as­ton­ished. The old man had to be al­lowed to touch the ba­by’s cheek.

			“He’s still so ug­ly,” said Ellen, with a shy smile, as she lift­ed the cor­ner of the shawl from the ba­by’s head. Then she had to be left qui­et, and Brun took Boy Com­fort up­stairs with him.

			Pelle sat on the edge of the bed, hold­ing Ellen’s hand, which in a few hours had be­come white and thin. “Now we must send for ‘Queen There­sa,’ ” she said.

			“Shan’t we send for your moth­er too?” asked Pelle, who had of­ten pro­posed that they should take the mat­ter in­to their own hands, and go and see the old peo­ple. He did not like keep­ing up old quar­rels.

			Ellen shook her head. “They must come of their own ac­cord,” she said de­cid­ed­ly. She did not mind for her­self, but they had looked down up­on Pelle, so it was not more than fair that they should come and make it up.

			“But I have sent for them,” said Pelle. “That was what Lasse Fred­erik went about. You mustn’t have a ba­by with­out help from your moth­er.”

			In less than a cou­ple of hours Madam Stolpe had ar­rived. She was much moved, and to hide it she be­gan turn­ing the house in­side out for clean cloths and binders, scold­ing all the time. A nice time, in­deed, to send for any­body, when it was all over!

			Fa­ther Stolpe was hard­er. He was not one to come di­rect­ly he was whis­tled for! But two or three evenings af­ter the ba­by had ar­rived, Pelle ran up against him hang­ing about a lit­tle be­low the house. Well, he was wait­ing for moth­er, to take her home, and it didn’t con­cern any­body else, he sup­posed. He pre­tend­ed to be very de­ter­mined, but it was com­par­a­tive­ly easy to per­suade him to come in; and once in, it was not long be­fore Ellen had thawed him. She had, as usu­al, her own man­ner of pro­ce­dure.

			“Let me tell you, fa­ther, that it’s not me that sent for you, but Pelle; and if you don’t give him your hand and say you’ve done him an in­jus­tice, we shall nev­er be good friends again!”

			“Up­on my word, she’s the same con­found­ed way of tak­ing the bull by the horns that she al­ways had!” said Stolpe, with­out look­ing at her. “Well, I sup­pose I may as well give in at once, and own that I’ve played the fool. Shall we agree to let by­gones be by­gones, son-in-law?” ex­tend­ing his hand to Pelle.

			When once the rec­on­cil­i­a­tion was ef­fect­ed, Stolpe be­came quite cheer­ful. “I nev­er dreamt I should see you so soon, least of all with a ba­by!” he said con­tent­ed­ly, stroking Ellen’s face with his rough hand.

			“No, she’s al­ways been his dar­ling, and fa­ther’s of­ten been tired of it,” said Madam Stolpe. “But men make them­selves so hard!”

			“Rub­bish, moth­er!” growled Stolpe. “Wom­en will al­ways talk non­sense!”

			Time had left its mark up­on them both. There had been a cer­tain amount of un­em­ploy­ment in his trade, and Stolpe was get­ting on in years and had a dif­fi­cul­ty in keep­ing up with the young men on the scaf­fold­ing. Their clothes showed that they were not so pros­per­ous as for­mer­ly; but Stolpe was still chair­man of his trade union and a high­ly re­spect­ed man with­in the Move­ment.

			“And now, my boy,” he said sud­den­ly, plac­ing his hands on Pelle’s shoul­ders, “you must ex­plain to me what it is you’re do­ing this time. I hear you’ve be­gun to stir up men’s feel­ings again.”

			Pelle told him about his great plan for co­op­er­a­tive works. The old man knew in­deed a good deal about it; it ap­peared that he had fol­lowed Pelle’s move­ments from a dis­tance.

			“That’s per­haps not so out of the way,” he said. “We might squeeze cap­i­tal out of ex­is­tence just as qui­et­ly, if we all be­stirred our­selves. But you must get the Move­ment to join you; and it must be made clear that ev­ery­one who doesn’t sup­port his own set is a black­leg.”

			“I have got a con­nec­tion, but it goes rather slow­ly,” said Pelle.

			“Then we must stir them up a lit­tle. I say, that queer fel­low—Brun, I think you call him—doesn’t he live with you?”

			“He isn’t a queer fel­low,” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “We can go up and see him.”

			Brun and Stolpe very soon found some­thing to talk about. They were of the same age, and had wit­nessed the first days of the Move­ment, each from his own side. Madam Stolpe came sev­er­al times and pulled her hus­band by the coat: they ought to be go­ing home.

			“Well, it’s not worth while to quar­rel with your own wife,” said Stolpe at last; “but I shall come again. I hear you’re build­ing out here, and I should like to see what our own hous­es’ll be like.”

			“We’ve not be­gun yet,” an­swered Pelle. “But come out on Sun­day, and Brun and I will show it all to you.”

			“I sup­pose it’s mas­ters who’ll get it?” asked Stolpe.

			“No, we thought of let­ting the un­em­ployed have the work if they could un­der­take it, and have a man to put at the head,” said Brun. “Per­haps you could un­der­take it?”

			“Why, of course I can!” an­swered Stolpe, with a feel­ing of his own im­por­tance. “I’m the man to build hous­es for work­men! I was mem­ber of the par­ty when it num­bered on­ly one man.”

			“Yes, Stolpe’s the vet­er­an of the Move­ment,” said Pelle.

			“Up­on my word, it’d be aw­ful­ly nice if it was me!” ex­claimed Stolpe when Pelle ac­com­pa­nied the old cou­ple down to the tram. “I’ll get to­geth­er a set of work­men that have nev­er been equalled. And what hous­es we shall put up! There won’t be much pa­pi­er-mâché there!”

		
	
		
			XXII

			It still some­times hap­pened that Pelle awoke in the night not know­ing where he was. He was op­pressed with a sti­fling anx­i­ety, dream­ing that he was in prison, and fan­cy­ing he could still smell the rank, mouldy odor of the cell. He grad­u­al­ly came to his sens­es and knew where he was; the sounds of breath­ing around him, and the warm in­flu­ence of the dark­ness it­self, brought him back to his home. He sat up joy­ful­ly, and struck a match to get a glimpse of Ellen and the lit­tle ones. He dared not go to sleep again, for sleep would in­stant­ly take him back to the prison; so he dressed qui­et­ly and stole out to see the day awak­en.

			It was strange with these dreams, for they turned ev­ery­thing up­side down. In the prison he al­ways dreamed he was free and liv­ing hap­pi­ly; noth­ing less would do there. There the day was bad and the night good, and here it was the re­verse. It was as though some­thing with­in one would al­ways have ev­ery­thing. “That must be the soul!” he thought as he wan­dered east­ward to meet the first gleam of day. In the coun­try at home, the old peo­ple in his child­hood be­lieved that dreams were the soul wan­der­ing about by it­self; some had seen it as a white mouse creep­ing out of the sleep­er’s mouth to gath­er fresh ex­pe­ri­ences for him. It was true, too, that through dreams the poor man had hith­er­to had ev­ery­thing; they car­ried him out of his prison. Per­haps the roles were ex­changed dur­ing the dark­ness of night. Per­haps the rich man’s soul came dur­ing the night and slipped in­to the poor man’s body to gath­er suf­fer­ing for his mas­ter.

			There was spring in the air. As yet it was on­ly per­cep­ti­ble to Pelle in a feel­ing of ela­tion, a de­sire to ex­pand and burst all bound­aries. He walked with his face to­ward the open­ing day, and had a feel­ing of un­con­quer­able pow­er. Whence this feel­ing came he knew not, but it was there. He felt him­self as some­thing im­mense that was shut in­to a small space and would blow up the world if it were let loose. He walked on quick­ly. Above his head rose the first lark. Slow­ly the earth drew from its face the won­der­ful veil of rest and mys­tery that was night.

			Per­haps the feel­ing of strength came from his hav­ing tak­en pos­ses­sion of his spir­it and com­mand­ing a view of the world. The world had no lim­its, but nei­ther had his pow­ers; the force that could throw him out of his course did not ex­ist. In his own foot­fall he heard the whole fu­ture; the Move­ment would soon be con­clud­ed when it had tak­en in the fact that the whole thing must be in­clud­ed. There was still a lit­tle dif­fi­cul­ty; from that side they still made it a con­di­tion for their co­op­er­a­tion that Pelle should de­mand a pub­lic recog­ni­tion of his good char­ac­ter. Pelle laughed and raised his face to the morn­ing breeze which came like a cold shiv­er be­fore the sun­rise. Out­sider! Yes, there was some truth in it. He did not be­long to the ex­ist­ing state of things; he de­sired no civ­il rights there. That he was out­side was his stamp of no­bil­i­ty; his re­la­tions to the fu­ture were con­tained in that fact. He had be­gun the fight as one of the low­est of the peo­ple, and as such he would tri­umph. When he rose there should no longer be a pari­ah caste.

			As he walked along with the night be­hind him and his face to the light, he seemed to have just en­tered in­to youth with ev­ery­thing be­fore him—ev­ery­thing to look for­ward to! And yet he seemed to have ex­ist­ed since the morn­ing of time, so thor­ough­ly did he know the world of dark­ness that he left. Was not man a won­der­ful be­ing, both in his pow­er to shrink up and be­come noth­ing, and in his pow­er to ex­pand and fill ev­ery­thing? He now un­der­stood Un­cle Kalle’s smile on all oc­ca­sions; he had armed him­self with it in or­der that life should not draw too deep fur­rows in his gen­tle na­ture. The poor man had been obliged to dull him­self; he would sim­ply bleed to death if he gave him­self up to stern re­al­i­ty. The dull­ness had been like a hard shell that pro­tect­ed the poor; and now they came with their heart quite safe in spite of ev­ery­thing. They could very well lead when times were good.

			Pelle had al­ways a vague feel­ing of be­ing cho­sen. Even as a child it made him look with courage in the face of a hard world, and filled his bare limbs with elas­tic­i­ty. Poor and naked he came in­to the world, ap­par­ent­ly with­out a gift of any kind; and yet he came as a bright prom­ise to the el­der­ly, work-bowed Fa­ther Lasse. Light ra­di­at­ed from him, in­signif­i­cant and or­di­nary though he was; God had giv­en him the spark, the old man al­ways said, and he al­ways looked up­on the boy as a lit­tle mir­a­cle of heav­en. The boy Pelle won­dered a lit­tle at it, but was hap­py in his fa­ther’s plea­sure. He him­self knew some very dif­fer­ent mir­a­cles at that time, for in­stance the calf of the fair with two heads, and the lamb with eight legs. He had his own de­mands to make of life’s won­der­ful rich­es, and was not struck with sur­prise at a very or­di­nary, big-eared urchin such as one might see any day.

			And now he was just show­ing that Fa­ther Lasse had been right. The great­est mir­a­cles were in him­self—Pelle, who re­sem­bled hun­dreds of mil­lions of oth­er work­men, and had nev­er yet had more than just enough for his food. Man was re­al­ly the most won­der­ful of all. Was he not him­self, in all his com­mon­place nat­u­ral­ness, like a lu­mi­nous spark, sprung from the huge anvil of di­vine thought? He could send out his in­quir­ing thought to the ut­ter­most bor­ders of space, and back to the dawn of time. And this all-em­brac­ing pow­er seemed to have pro­ceed­ed from noth­ing, like God Him­self! The mere fact that he, who made so much noise, had to go to prison in or­der to com­pre­hend the great ob­ject of things, was a mar­vel! There must have been far-reach­ing plans de­posit­ed in him, since he shut him­self in.

			When he looked out over the ris­ing, he felt him­self to be fac­ing a world-thought with ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly long sight. The com­mon peo­ple, with­out know­ing it, had been for cen­turies pre­par­ing them­selves for an en­try in­to a new world; the mi­gra­tion of the mass­es would not be stopped un­til they had reached their goal. A law which they did not even know them­selves, and could not en­ter in­to, led them the right way; and Pelle was not afraid. At the back of his un­wea­ried la­bor with the great prob­lem of the age was the recog­ni­tion that he was one of those on whom the na­tion laid the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for the fu­ture; but he was nev­er in doubt as to the aim, nor the means. Dur­ing the great lock­out the fore­see­ing had feared the im­pos­si­bil­i­ty of lead­ing all these crowds in­to the fire. And then the whole thing had opened out of it­self quite nat­u­ral­ly, from an ap­par­ent­ly tiny cause to a steadi­ly or­dered bat­tle all along the line. The world had nev­er be­fore heard a call so great as that which he and his fol­low­ers brought for­ward! It meant noth­ing less than the tri­umph of good­ness! He was not fond of us­ing great words, but at the bot­tom of his heart he was con­vinced that ev­ery­thing bad orig­i­nat­ed in want and mis­ery. Dis­trust and self­ish­ness came from mis­usage; they were man’s de­fence against ex­tor­tion. And the ex­tor­tion came from in­se­cure con­di­tions, from re­minders of want or un­con­scious fear of it. Most crimes could eas­i­ly be traced back to the dis­tress­ing con­di­tions, and even where the con­nec­tion was not per­cep­ti­ble he was sure that it nev­er­the­less ex­ist­ed. It was his ex­pe­ri­ence that ev­ery­one in re­al­i­ty was good: the evil in them could near­ly al­ways be traced back to some­thing def­i­nite, while the good­ness of­ten ex­ist­ed in spite of ev­ery­thing. It would tri­umph al­to­geth­er when the con­di­tions be­came se­cure for ev­ery­body. He was sure that even the crimes that were due to ab­nor­mi­ty would cease of them­selves when there were no longer hid­den re­minders of mis­ery in the com­mu­ni­ty.

			It was his firm be­lief that he and his fol­low­ers should re­new the world; the com­mon peo­ple should turn it in­to a par­adise for the mul­ti­tude, just as it had al­ready made it a par­adise for the few. It would re­quire a great and coura­geous mind for this, but his army had been well test­ed. Those who, from time im­memo­ri­al, had pa­tient­ly borne the pres­sure of ex­is­tence for oth­ers, must be well fit­ted to take up­on them­selves the lead­er­ship in­to the new age.

			Pelle at last found him­self in Strand Road, and it was too late to re­turn home. He was ravenous­ly hun­gry and bought a cou­ple of rolls at a bak­er’s, and ate them on his way to work.

			

			At mid­day Brun came in­to the works to sign some pa­pers and go through ac­counts with Pelle. They were sit­ting up in the of­fice be­hind the shop. Pelle read out the items and made re­marks on them, while the old man gave his half at­ten­tion and mere­ly nod­ded. He was long­ing to get back to “Day­break.”

			“You won’t mind mak­ing it as short as pos­si­ble?” he said, “for I don’t feel quite well.” The harsh spring winds were bad for him and made his breath­ing dif­fi­cult. The doc­tor had ad­vised a cou­ple of months in the Riv­iera—un­til the spring was over; but the old man could not make up his mind. He had not the courage to set out alone.

			The shop-bell rang, and Pelle went in to serve. A young sun­burnt man stood on the oth­er side of the counter and laughed.

			“Don’t you know me?” he asked, hold­ing out his hand to Pelle. It was Karl, the youngest of the three or­phans in the “Ark.”

			“Why, of course I know you!” an­swered Pelle, de­light­ed. “I’ve been to Adel Street to look for you; I was told you had your busi­ness there.”

			That had been a long time ago! Now Karl Anker was man­ag­er of a large sup­ply as­so­ci­a­tion over on Fu­nen. He had come over to or­der some boots and shoes from Pelle for the as­so­ci­a­tion. “It’s on­ly a tri­al,” he said. “If it suc­ceeds I’ll get you a con­nec­tion with the co­op­er­a­tive as­so­ci­a­tion, and that’s a cus­tomer that takes some­thing, I can tell you!”

			Pelle had to make haste to take down the or­der, as Karl had to catch a train.

			“It’s a pity you haven’t got time to see our works,” said Pelle. “Do you re­mem­ber lit­tle Paul from the ‘Ark’? The fac­to­ry-girl’s child that she tied to the stove when she went to work? He’s be­come a splen­did fel­low. He’s my head man in the fac­to­ry. He’d like to see you!”

			When Karl was gone and Pelle was about to go in to Brun in the of­fice, he caught sight of a small, some­what de­formed wom­an with a child, walk­ing to and fro above the work­shop win­dows, and tak­ing stolen glances down. They timid­ly made way for peo­ple pass­ing, and looked very fright­ened. Pelle called them in­to the shop.

			“Do you want to speak to Pe­ter Drey­er?” he asked.

			The wom­an nod­ded. She had a re­fined face with large, sor­row­ful eyes. “If it won’t dis­turb him,” she said.

			Pelle called Pe­ter Drey­er and then went in­to the of­fice, where he found Brun had fall­en asleep.

			He heard them whis­per­ing in the shop. Pe­ter was an­gry, and the wom­an and the child cried; he could hear it in the tones of their whis­per. It did not last more than a minute, and then Pe­ter let them out. Pelle went quick­ly in­to the shop.

			“If it was mon­ey,” he said hur­ried­ly, “you know you’ve on­ly got to tell me.”

			“No, it was the big meet­ing of un­em­ployed this af­ter­noon. They were beg­ging me to stop at home, sil­ly crea­tures! Good­ness knows what’s come to them!” Pe­ter was quite of­fend­ed. “By the by—I sup­pose you haven’t any ob­jec­tion to my go­ing now? It be­gins in an hour’s time.”

			“I thought it had been post­poned,” said Pelle.

			“Yes, but that was on­ly a ruse to pre­vent its be­ing pro­hib­it­ed. We’re hold­ing it in a field out by Nör­re­bro. You ought to come too; it’ll be a meet­ing that’ll be re­mem­bered. We shall set­tle great mat­ters to­day.” Pe­ter was ner­vous, and fid­get­ed with his clothes while he spoke.

			Pelle placed his hands on his shoul­ders and looked in­to his eyes. “You’d bet­ter do what those two want,” he said earnest­ly. “I don’t know them, of course; but if their wel­fare’s de­pen­dent on you, then they too have a claim up­on you. Give up what you were go­ing to do, and go out for a walk with those two! Ev­ery­thing’s bud­ding now; take them to the woods! It’s bet­ter to make two peo­ple hap­py than a thou­sand un­hap­py.”

			Pe­ter looked away. “We’re not go­ing to do any­thing spe­cial, so what is there to make such a fuss about?” he mur­mured.

			“You are go­ing to do some­thing to­day; I can see it in you. And if you can’t car­ry it through, who’ll have to take the con­se­quences? Why, the wom­en and chil­dren! You can’t car­ry it through! Our strength doesn’t lie in that di­rec­tion.”

			“You go your way and let me go mine,” said Pe­ter, gen­tly free­ing him­self.

			Two po­lice­men were stand­ing on the op­po­site pave­ment, talk­ing to­geth­er, while they se­cret­ly kept an eye on the shop. Pelle point­ed to them.

			“The po­lice don’t know where the meet­ing’s to be held, so they’re keep­ing watch on me,” said Pe­ter, shrug­ging his shoul­ders. “I can eas­i­ly put those two on the wrong track.”

			The po­lice­men crossed the street and sep­a­rat­ed out­side the shop. One of them stood look­ing at the ar­ti­cles ex­hib­it­ed in the win­dow for a lit­tle while, and then quick­ly en­tered the shop. “Is Pe­ter Drey­er here?” he asked haugh­ti­ly.

			“I’m he,” an­swered Pe­ter, with­draw­ing be­hind the counter. “But I ad­vise you not to touch me! I can’t bear the touch of a po­lice­man’s hands.”

			“You’re ar­rest­ed!” said the po­lice­man short­ly, fol­low­ing him.

			Pelle laid his hand up­on his arm. “You should go to work with a lit­tle gen­tle­ness,” he said. But the man pushed him rough­ly away. “I’ll have no in­ter­fer­ence from you!” he cried, blow­ing his whis­tle. Pe­ter start­ed, and for a mo­ment his thoughts were at a stand­still; then he leaped like a cat over the iron rail­ing, of the work­shop steps. But the oth­er po­lice­man was there to re­ceive him, and he sprang once more in­to the shop, close up to his pur­suer. He had his re­volver in his hand. “I’ve had enough of this, con­found you!” he hissed.

			Two shots sound­ed, one im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter the oth­er. The po­lice­man just man­aged to turn round, but fell for­ward with his head un­der the counter, and Pe­ter dropped up­on the top of him. It looked as if he had tripped over the po­lice­man’s leg; but when Pelle went to help him up he saw that the blood was trick­ling from a hole in his tem­ple. The po­lice­man was dead.

			Pe­ter opened his eyes with dif­fi­cul­ty when Pelle raised his head. “Take me away!” he whis­pered, turn­ing his head to­ward the dead man with an ex­pres­sion of loathing. He still kept a con­vul­sive hold up­on his re­volver.

			Pelle took it from him, and car­ried him in to the so­fa in the of­fice. “Get me a lit­tle wa­ter!” said Pelle to the old li­brar­i­an, who was stand­ing trem­bling at the door, but the old man did not hear him.

			Pe­ter made a sign that he need­ed noth­ing now. “But those two,” he whis­pered. Pelle nod­ded. “And then—Pelle—com­rade—” He tried to fix his dy­ing gaze up­on Pelle, but sud­den­ly start­ed con­vul­sive­ly, his knees be­ing drawn right up to his chin. “Blood­hounds!” he groaned, his eyes con­verg­ing so strong­ly that the pupils dis­ap­peared al­to­geth­er; but then his fea­tures fell once more in­to their or­di­nary folds as his head sank back, and he was dead.

			The po­lice­man came in. “Well, is he dead?” he asked ma­li­cious­ly. “He’s made fools of us long enough!”

			Pelle took him by the arm and led him to the door. “He’s no longer in your dis­trict,” he said, as he closed the door be­hind him and fol­lowed the man in­to the shop, where the dead po­lice­man lay up­on the counter. His fel­low-po­lice­man had laid him there, locked the out­er door, and pulled down the blinds.

			“Will you stop the work and tell the men what has hap­pened?” said Pelle qui­et­ly to Brun. “There’s some­thing else I must see to. There’ll be no more work done here to­day.”

			“Are you go­ing?” asked the old man anx­ious­ly.

			“Yes, I’m go­ing to take Pe­ter’s meet­ing for him, now that he can’t do it him­self,” an­swered Pelle in a low voice.

			They had gone down through the work­shop, where the men were stand­ing about, look­ing at one an­oth­er. They had heard the shots, but had no idea what they meant. “Pe­ter is dead!” said Pelle. His emo­tion pre­vent­ed him from say­ing any­thing more. Ev­ery­thing seemed sud­den­ly to rush over him, and he has­tened out and jumped on­to a tram­car.

			Out on one of the large fields be­hind Nör­re­bro a cou­ple of thou­sand un­em­ployed were gath­ered. The wind had risen and blew gusti­ly from the west over the field. The men tramped back­ward and for­ward, or stood shiv­er­ing in their thin clothes. The tem­per of the crowd was threat­en­ing. Men con­tin­ued to pour out from the side streets, most of them sor­ry fig­ures, with faces made old­er by want of work. Many of them could no longer show them­selves in the town for want of clothes, and took this op­por­tu­ni­ty of join­ing the oth­ers.

			There was grum­bling among them be­cause the meet­ing had not be­gun. Men asked one an­oth­er what the rea­son was, and no one could tell. Sup­pose Pe­ter Drey­er had cheat­ed them too, and had gone over to the cor­po­ra­tion!

			Sud­den­ly a fig­ure ap­peared up­on the cart that was to be used as a plat­form, and the men pressed for­ward on all sides. Who in the world was it? It was not Pe­ter Drey­er! Pelle? What smith? Oh, him from The Great Strug­gle—“the Light­ning”! Was he still to the fore? Yes, in­deed he was! Why, he’d be­come a big man­u­fac­tur­er and a reg­u­lar pil­lar of so­ci­ety. What in the world did he want here? He had plen­ty of cheek!

			Sud­den­ly a storm of shouts and hiss­es broke out, min­gled with a lit­tle ap­plause.

			Pelle stood look­ing out over the crowd with an ex­pres­sion of ter­ri­ble earnest­ness. Their demon­stra­tion against him did not move him; he was stand­ing here in the stead of a dead man. He still felt Pe­ter’s heavy head on his arm.

			When com­par­a­tive qui­et was re­stored he raised his head. “Pe­ter Drey­er is dead!” he said in a voice that was heard by ev­ery­one. Whis­pers passed through the crowd, and they looked ques­tion­ing­ly at one an­oth­er as though they had not heard cor­rect­ly. He saw from their ex­pres­sion how much would go to pieces in their lives when they be­lieved it.

			“It’s a lie!” sud­den­ly cried a voice, re­liev­ing the ten­sion. “You’re hired by the po­lice to en­tice us round the cor­ner, you sly fel­low!”

			Pelle turned pale. “Pe­ter Drey­er is ly­ing in the fac­to­ry with a bul­let through his head,” he re­pealed in­ex­orably. “The po­lice were go­ing to ar­rest him, and he shot both the po­lice­man and him­self!”

			For a mo­ment all the life in the crowd seemed to be pet­ri­fied by the piti­less truth, and he saw how they had loved Pe­ter Drey­er. Then they be­gan to make an up­roar, shout­ing that they would go and speak to the po­lice, and some even turned to go.

			“Si­lence, peo­ple!” cried Pelle in a loud voice. “Are you grown men and yet will get up a row be­side the dead body of a com­rade?”

			“What do you know about it?” an­swered one. “You don’t know what you’re talk­ing about!”

			“I do know at any rate that at a place out by Vester­bro there sits a wom­an with a child, wait­ing for Pe­ter, and he will not come. Would you have more like them? What are you think­ing of, want­ing to jump in­to the sea and drown your­selves be­cause you’re wet through? Will those you leave be­hind be well off? For if you think so, it’s your du­ty to sac­ri­fice your­selves. But don’t you think rather that the com­mu­ni­ty will throw you in­to a great com­mon pit, and leave your wid­ows and fa­ther­less chil­dren to weep over you?”

			“It’s all very well for you to talk!” some­one shout­ed. “Yours are safe enough!”

			“I’m busy mak­ing yours safe for you, and you want to spoil it by stu­pid­i­ty! It’s all very well for me to talk, you say! But if there’s any one of you who dares turn his face to heav­en and say he has gone through more than I have, let him come up here and take my place.”

			He was silent and looked out over the crowd. Their wast­ed faces told him that they were in need of food, but still more of fresh hope. Their eyes gazed in­to un­cer­tain­ty. A re­spon­si­bil­i­ty must be laid up­on them—a great re­spon­si­bil­i­ty for such prej­u­diced be­ings—if pos­si­ble, great enough to car­ry them on to the goal.

			“What is the mat­ter with you?” he went on. “You suf­fer want, but you’ve al­ways done that with­out get­ting any­thing for it; and now when there’s some pur­pose in it, you won’t go any fur­ther. We aren’t just from yes­ter­day, re­mem­ber! Wasn’t it us who fought the great bat­tle to its end to­geth­er? Now you scorn it and the whole Move­ment and say they’ve brought noth­ing; but it was then we broke through in­to life and won our right as men.

			“Be­fore that time we have for cen­turies borne our blind hope safe­ly through op­pres­sion and want. Is there any oth­er class of so­ci­ety that has a march­ing route like ours? Forced by cir­cum­stances, we pre­pared for cen­turies of wan­der­ing in the desert and nev­er for­got the coun­try; the good God had giv­en us some of His own in­fi­nite long-suf­fer­ing to car­ry us through the toil­some time. And now, when we are at the bor­der, you’ve for­got­ten what we were march­ing for, and sac­ri­fice the whole thing if on­ly you can be changed from thin slaves to fat slaves!”

			“There are no slaves here!” was the threat­en­ing cry on all sides.

			“You’re work­ing hors­es, in har­ness and with blink­ers on! Now you de­mand good feed­ing. When will the scales fall from your eyes, so that you take the re­spon­si­bil­i­ty up­on your­selves? You think you’re no end of fine fel­lows when you dare to bare your chest to the bay­o­nets, but are we a match for bru­tal­i­ty? If we were, the fu­ture would not be ours.”

			“Are you scoff­ing at Pe­ter Drey­er?” asked a sullen voice.

			“No, I am not. Pe­ter Drey­er was one of those who go on in ad­vance, and smear the stones on the road with their hearts’ blood, so that the rest of us may find our way. But you’ve no right to com­pare your­selves with him. He sank un­der the weight of a tremen­dous re­spon­si­bil­i­ty; and what are you do­ing? If you want to hon­or Pe­ter’s mem­o­ry as it de­serves, go qui­et­ly home, and join the Move­ment again. There you have work to do that will trans­form the world when you all set about it. What will it mat­ter if your strength ebbs and you suf­fer hunger for a lit­tle longer while you’re build­ing your own house? You were hun­gry too when you were build­ing for oth­ers.

			“You re­ferred to Pe­ter Drey­er, but we are none of us great mar­tyrs; we are ev­ery­day, or­di­nary men, and there’s where our work lies. Haven’t the thou­sands who have suf­fered and died in si­lence a still greater claim to be fol­lowed? They have gone down peace­ful­ly for the sake of the de­vel­op­ment, and have the strong­est right to de­mand our be­lief in a peace­able de­vel­op­ment. It is just we that come from the low­est stra­tum who must pre­serve the his­toric de­vel­op­ment; nev­er has any move­ment had so long and sad a pre­vi­ous his­to­ry as ours! Suf­fer­ing and want have taught us to ac­cept the lead­er­ship, when the good has jus­tice done to it; and you want to throw the whole thing over­board by an act of vi­o­lence.”

			They lis­tened to him in si­lence now. He had caught their minds, but it was not knowl­edge they ab­sorbed. At present they looked most like weary peo­ple who are told that they still have a long way to go. But he would get them through!

			“Com­rades!” he cried earnest­ly, “per­haps we who are here shall not live to see the new, but it’s through us that it’ll some day be­come re­al­i­ty. Prov­i­dence has stopped at us, and has ap­point­ed us to fight for it. Is that not an hon­or? Look! we come right from the bot­tom of ev­ery­thing—en­tire­ly naked; the old doesn’t hang about our clothes, for we haven’t any; we can clothe our­selves in the new. The old God, with His thou­sands of priests as a de­fence against in­jus­tice, we do not know; the moral of war we have nev­er un­der­stood—we who have al­ways been its vic­tims. We be­lieve in the Good, be­cause we know that with­out the vic­to­ry of good­ness there will be no fu­ture. Our mind is light and can re­ceive the light; we will lift up our lit­tle coun­try and show that it has a mis­sion on the earth. We who are lit­tle our­selves will show how the lit­tle ones keep up and as­sert them­selves by the prin­ci­ple of good­ness. We wish no harm to any­one, there­fore the good is on our side. Noth­ing can in the long run keep us down! And now go home! Your wives and chil­dren are per­haps anx­ious on your ac­count.”

			They stood for a mo­ment as though still lis­ten­ing, and then dis­persed in si­lence.

			When Pelle sprang down from the cart, Morten came up and held out his hand. “You are strong, Pelle!” he said qui­et­ly.

			“Where have you come from?” ex­claimed Pelle in glad sur­prise.

			“I came by the steam­er this af­ter­noon, and went straight up to the works. Brun told me what had hap­pened and that you were here. It must have been a threat­en­ing meet­ing! There was a de­tach­ment of po­lice over there in one of the side streets. What was go­ing on?”

			“They’d planned some demon­stra­tion or oth­er, and would in that case have met with harsh treat­ment, I sup­pose,” said Pelle grave­ly.

			“It was well you got them to change their minds. I’ve seen these demon­stra­tions in the South, where the po­lice and the sol­diers ride over the mis­er­able un­em­ployed. It’s a sad sight.”

			They walked up across the fields to­ward “Day­break.” “To think that you’re home again!” said Pelle, with child­like de­light. “You nev­er wrote a word about com­ing.”

			“Well, I’d meant to stay away an­oth­er cou­ple of months. But one day I saw the birds of pas­sage fly­ing north­ward across the Mediter­ranean, and I be­gan to be so home­sick. It was just as well I came too, for now I can see Brun be­fore he goes.”

			“Oh, is he go­ing away, af­ter all? That’s been set­tled very quick­ly. This morn­ing he couldn’t make up his mind.”

			“It’s this about Pe­ter. The old man’s fall­en off very much in the last six months. But let’s walk quick­er! I’m long­ing to see Ellen and the chil­dren. How’s the ba­by?”

			“He’s a lit­tle fat­ty!” said Pelle proud­ly. “Nine pounds with­out his clothes! Isn’t that splen­did? He’s a reg­u­lar sun­shine ba­by.”

		
	
		
			XXIII

			It is spring once more in Den­mark.

			It has been com­ing for a long time. The lark came be­fore the frost was out of the ground, and then the star­ling ap­peared. And one day the air seemed sud­den­ly to have be­come high and light so that the eye could once more see far out; there was a pe­cu­liar broad airi­ness in the wind—the breath of spring. It rushed along with mes­sages of young, man­ly strength, and peo­ple threw back their shoul­ders and took deep breaths. “Ah! the south wind!” they said, and opened their minds in an­tic­i­pa­tion.

			There he comes rid­ing across the sea from the south, in the mid­dle of his youth­ful train. Nev­er be­fore has his com­ing been so glo­ri­ous! Is he not like the sun him­self? The sea glit­ters un­der gold­en hoofs, and the air is quiv­er­ing with sun­beam-darts caught and thrown in the wild gal­lop over the waves. Heigh-ho! Who’ll be the first to reach the Dan­ish shore?

			Like a broad wind the spring ad­vances over is­lands and belts, em­brac­ing the whole in ar­ro­gant strength. He sings in the chil­dren’s open mouths as in a shell, and is lav­ish of his airy fresh­ness. Wom­en’s teeth grow whiter with his kiss, and vie with their eyes in bright­ness; their cheeks glow be­neath his touch, though they re­main cool—like sun-ripe fruit un­der the morn­ing dew. Men’s brains whirl once more, and ex­pand in­to an airy vault, as large as heav­en it­self, gid­dy with ex­pectan­cy. From high up comes the sound of the pas­sage birds in flight; the air is dizzy with its own in­fini­tude.

			Bare­head­ed and with a sun­ny smile the spring ad­vances like a young gi­ant in­tox­i­cat­ed with his own strength, stretch­es out his arms and wak­ens ev­ery­thing with his song. Noth­ing can re­sist him. He touch­es light­ly the heart of the sleep­ing earth, call­ing mer­ri­ly in­to her dull ears to awake. And deep down the roots of life be­gin to stir and wake, and send the sap cir­cu­lat­ing once more. Hedge­hogs and field-mice emerge sleep­i­ly and be­gin to busy them­selves in the hedges. From the dark­ness be­low old de­cayed mat­ter fer­ments and bub­bles up, and the stag­nant wa­ter in the ditch­es be­gins to run to­ward the sea.

			Men stand and gaze in amaze­ment af­ter the open­hand­ed gi­ant, un­til they feel the growth in them­selves and can af­ford some­thing. All that was im­pos­si­ble be­fore has sud­den­ly be­come pos­si­ble, and more be­sides. The farmer has long since had his plough in the earth, and the sow­er straps his bas­ket on: the land is to be clothed again.

			The days length­en and be­come warmer; it is de­light­ful to watch them and know that they are go­ing up­ward. One day Ellen opens wide the dou­ble doors out to the gar­den; it is like a re­lease. But what a quan­ti­ty of dirt the light re­veals!

			“We shall have to be busy now, Pe­tra Drey­er!” says Ellen. The lit­tle de­formed sewing-wom­an smiles with her sad eyes, and the two wom­en be­gin to sweep floors and wash win­dows. Now and then a lit­tle girl comes in from the gar­den com­plain­ing that she is not al­lowed to play with An­na’s big doll. Boy Com­fort is in the fields from morn­ing to night, help­ing Grand­fa­ther Stolpe to build the new work­men’s hous­es. A fine help his is! When Ellen fetch­es him in to meals, he is so dirty that she near­ly los­es all pa­tience.

			“I won­der how Old Brun is!” says Ellen sud­den­ly, in the mid­dle of her work. “We haven’t heard from him now for three days. It’s quite sad to think he’s so far away. I on­ly hope they’ll look af­ter him prop­er­ly.”

			Pelle is tremen­dous­ly busy, and they do not see much of him. The Move­ment has tak­en up his idea now in earnest, and he is to have the man­age­ment of it all, so that he has his hands full. “Have I got a hus­band or not?” says Ellen, when she gets hold of him now and again.

			“It’ll soon be bet­ter,” he an­swers. “When once we’ve got the ma­chin­ery prop­er­ly start­ed, it’ll go by it­self.”

			Morten is the on­ly one who has not set se­ri­ous­ly to work on any­thing, and in the midst of all the bus­tle has an in­con­gru­ous ef­fect. “He’s think­ing!” says Ellen, stop­ping in the mid­dle of beat­ing a car­pet. “Thank good­ness we’re not all au­thors!”

			Pelle would like to draw him in­to the busi­ness. “There’s so much to write and lec­ture about,” he says, “and you could do all that so much bet­ter than I.”

			“Oh, no, I couldn’t,” says Morten. “Your work’s grow­ing in me too. I’m al­ways think­ing about it and have thought of giv­ing a hand too, but I can’t. If I ev­er con­trib­ute any­thing to your great work, it’ll be in some oth­er way.”

			“You’re do­ing noth­ing with your book about the sun ei­ther,” says Pelle anx­ious­ly.

			“No, be­cause when­ev­er I set to work on it, it mix­es up so strange­ly with your work, and I can’t keep the ideas apart. At present I feel like a mole, dig­ging blind­ly in the black earth un­der the mighty tree of life. I dig and search, and am con­tin­u­al­ly com­ing across the thick roots of the huge thing above the sur­face. I can’t see them, but I can hear sounds from above there, and it hurts me not to be able to fol­low them in­to their strong con­nec­tion up in the light.”

			

			One Sun­day morn­ing at the end of May they were sit­ting out in the gar­den. The cra­dle had been moved out in­to the sun, and Pelle and Ellen were sit­ting one on ei­ther side, talk­ing over do­mes­tic mat­ters. Ellen had so much to tell him when she had him to her­self. The child lay star­ing up in­to the sky with its dark eyes that were the im­age of Ellen’s. He was brown and chub­by; any­one could see that he had been con­ceived in sun­shine and love.

			Lasse Fred­erik was sit­ting by the hedge paint­ing a pic­ture that Pelle was not to see un­til it was fin­ished. He went to the draw­ing-school now, and was clever. He had a good eye for fig­ures, and poor peo­ple es­pe­cial­ly he hit off in any po­si­tion. He had a light hand, and in two or three lines could give what his fa­ther had had to work at care­ful­ly. “You cheat!” Pelle of­ten said, half re­sent­ful­ly. “It won’t bear look­ing close­ly at.” He had to ad­mit, how­ev­er, that it was a good like­ness.

			“Well, can’t I see the pic­ture soon?” he called across. He was very cu­ri­ous.

			“Yes, it’s fin­ished now,” said Lasse Fred­erik, com­ing up with it.

			The pic­ture rep­re­sent­ed a street in which stood a soli­tary milk-cart, and be­hind the cart lay a boy with bleed­ing head. “He fell asleep be­cause he had to get up so ear­ly,” Lasse Fred­erik ex­plained; “and then when the cart start­ed he tum­bled back­ward.” The morn­ing empti­ness of the street was well done, but the blood was too bril­liant­ly red.

			“It’s very un­pleas­ant,” said Ellen, with a shud­der. “But it’s true.”

			Morten came home from town with a big let­ter which he hand­ed to Pelle, say­ing: “Here’s news for you from Brun.” Pelle went in­to the house to read it undis­turbed, and a lit­tle while af­ter came out again.

			“Yes, im­por­tant news this time,” he said with some emo­tion. “Would you like to hear it?” he asked, sit­ting down.

			
				
					“Dear Pelle:

				
				“I am sit­ting up in bed to write to you. I am poor­ly, and have been for some days; but I hope it is noth­ing se­ri­ous. We all have to die some day, but I should like to start on the great voy­age round the world from your home. I long to see ‘Day­break’ and all of you, and I feel very lone­ly. If the busi­ness could do with­out you for a few days, I should be so glad if you would come down here. Then we could go home to­geth­er, for I should not like to ven­ture on the jour­ney by my­self.

				“The sun is just go­ing down, and sends its last rays in to me. It has been gray and gloomy all day, but now the sun has bro­ken through the clouds, and kiss­es the earth and me, poor old man, too, in farewell. It makes me want to say some­thing to you, Pelle, for my day was like this be­fore I knew you—end­less­ly long and gray! When you are the last mem­ber of a dy­ing fam­i­ly, you have to bear the gray ex­is­tence of the oth­ers too.

				“I have of­ten thought how won­der­ful the hid­den force of life is. In­ter­course with you has been like a lever to me, al­though I knew well that I should not ac­com­plish any­thing more, and had no one to come af­ter me. I feel, nev­er­the­less, through you, in al­liance with the fu­ture. You are in the as­cen­dant and must look up­on me as some­thing that is van­ish­ing. But look how life makes us all live by us­ing us each in his own way. Be strong in your faith in the fu­ture; with you lies the de­vel­op­ment. I wish with all my heart that I were an awak­en­ing pro­le­tary and stood in the dawn of day; but I am nev­er­the­less glad be­cause my eyes will be closed by the new in you.

				“I have imag­ined that life was tire­some and dull and far too well known. I had it ar­ranged in my cat­a­logues. And look how it re­news it­self! In my old age I have ex­pe­ri­enced its eter­nal youth. For­mer­ly I had nev­er cared about the coun­try; in my mind it was a place where you wad­ed ei­ther in dust or mud. The black earth ap­peared to me hor­ri­ble rather than any­thing else; it was on­ly as­so­ci­at­ed in my mind with the church­yard. That shows how far I was from na­ture. The coun­try was some­thing that farm­ers moved about in—those big, vo­ra­cious crea­tures, who al­most seemed like a kind of an­i­mal try­ing to im­i­tate man. Ra­tio­nal be­ings could not pos­si­bly live out there. That was the view in my cir­cle, and I had my­self a touch of the same com­plaint, al­though my uni­ver­si­ty train­ing of course para­phrased and veiled it all to some ex­tent. All this about our re­la­tions to na­ture seemed to me very in­ter­est­ing aes­thet­i­cal­ly, but with more or less of a con­tra­dic­to­ry, not to say hos­tile, char­ac­ter. I could not un­der­stand how any­one could see any­thing beau­ti­ful in a ploughed field or a dike. It was on­ly when I got to know you that some­thing moved with­in me and called me out; there was some­thing about you like the air from out there.

				“Now I al­so un­der­stand my fore­fa­thers! For­mer­ly they seemed to me on­ly like thick-skinned boors, who scraped to­geth­er all the mon­ey that two gen­er­a­tions of us have lived up­on with­out do­ing a pen­ny­worth of good. They en­abled us, how­ev­er, to live life, I have al­ways thought, and I con­sid­ered it the on­ly ex­cuse for their be­ing in the fam­i­ly, coarse and ro­bust as they were. Now I see that it was they who lived, while we af­ter them, with all our wealth, have on­ly had a bed in life’s inn.

				“For all this I thank you. I am glad to have be­come ac­quaint­ed through you with men of the new age, and to be able to give my for­tune back. It was made by all those who work, and gath­ered to­geth­er by a few; my giv­ing it back is mere­ly a nat­u­ral con­se­quence. Oth­ers will come to do as I am do­ing, ei­ther of their own free will or by com­pul­sion, un­til ev­ery­thing be­longs to ev­ery­body. Then on­ly can the con­flict about hu­man in­ter­ests be­gin. Cap­i­tal­ism has cre­at­ed won­der­ful ma­chines, but what won­der­ful men await us in the new age! Hap­py the man who could have lived to see it!

				“I have left all my mon­ey to you and Morten. As yet there is no in­sti­tu­tion that I could give it to, so you must ad­min­is­ter it in the name of co­op­er­a­tion. You two are the best guardians of the poor, and I know you will em­ploy it in the best man­ner. I place it with con­fi­dence in your hands. The will is at my lawyer’s; I ar­ranged it all be­fore I left home.

				“My greet­ings to all at ‘Day­break’—Ellen, the chil­dren, and Morten. If the ba­by is chris­tened be­fore I get home, re­mem­ber that he is to be called af­ter me. But I am hop­ing that you will come.”

			

			Ellen drew a deep breath when Pelle had fin­ished the let­ter. “I on­ly hope he’s not worse than he makes out,” she said. “I sup­pose you’ll go?”

			“Yes, I’ll ar­range what’s nec­es­sary at the works to­mor­row ear­ly, and take the morn­ing ex­press.”

			“Then I must see to your things,” ex­claimed Ellen, and went in.

			Pelle and Morten went for a stroll along the edge of the hill, past the half-fin­ished hous­es, whose red bricks shone in the sun.

			“Ev­ery­thing seems to turn out well for you, Pelle,” said Morten sud­den­ly.

			“Yes,” said Pelle; “noth­ing has suc­ceed­ed in in­jur­ing me, so I sup­pose what Fa­ther Lasse and the oth­ers said is right, that I was born with a caul. The ill-us­age I suf­fered as a child taught me to be good to oth­ers, and in prison I gained lib­er­ty; what might have made me a crim­i­nal made a man of me in­stead. Noth­ing has suc­ceed­ed in in­jur­ing me! So I sup­pose I may say that ev­ery­thing has turned out well.”

			“Yes, you may, and now I’ve found a sub­ject, Pelle! I’m not go­ing to hunt about blind­ly in the dark; I’m go­ing to write a great work now.”

			“I con­grat­u­late you! What will it be about? Is it to be the work on the sun?”

			“Yes, both about the sun and about him who con­quers. It’s to be a book about you, Pelle!”

			“About me?” ex­claimed Pelle.

			“Yes, about the naked Pelle with the caul! It’s about time to call out the naked man in­to the light and look at him well, now that he’s go­ing to take over the fu­ture. You like to read about counts and barons, but now I’m go­ing to write a sto­ry about a prince who finds the trea­sure and wins the princess. He’s looked for her all over the world and she wasn’t there, and now there’s on­ly him­self left, and there he finds her, for he’s tak­en her heart. Won’t that be a good sto­ry?”

			“I think it’s a lot of rub­bish,” said Pelle, laugh­ing. “And you’ll have to lay the lies on thick if you’re go­ing to make me in­to a prince. I don’t think you’ll get the work-peo­ple to take it for a re­al book; it’ll all be so well known and or­di­nary.”

			“They’ll snatch at it, and weep with de­light and pride at find­ing them­selves in it. Per­haps they’ll name their chil­dren af­ter it out of pure grat­i­tude!”

			“What are you go­ing to call it then?” asked Pelle.

			“I’m go­ing to call it ‘Pelle the Con­queror.’ ”

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. In Dan­ish, spir­it = aand, and to breathe = aande.

			2. Coun­try-peo­ple speak of Copen­hagen as “the King’s Copen­hagen.”

			3. An or­di­nary ex­pres­sion in Dan­ish for a mean, de­ceit­ful per­son.

			4. Born­holm.

			5. The 11th De­cem­ber—the gen­er­al pay­day and hir­ing-day.

			6. The king was so called.
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