








































Kristin’s favourite thing was her little gold ring. 








It was a present from her grandmother, and 








every time she looked at it, Kristin felt happy. 
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But another girl in the village, Sigrun, was not 








impressed. “Hah!” said Sigrun. “Call that a ring? 








It’s more like a tiny scrap of tin!” 
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Sigrun proudly showed off her 



two 



gold rings – and 








her gold necklace, too. Kristin looked sadly at her little 








ring. Somehow, it seemed duller and smaller now. 
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“If only my ring were bigger!” grumbled Kristin to 

















