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Little Women is about the four March sisters – Meg, Jo, Beth and Amy – as they grow up under the loving guidance of their mother, Marmee. The girls’ father is away from home, serving as a pastor in the American Civil War. The story follows the adventures and struggles of the girls, who are often joined by their neighbour Laurie.

 

‘November is the most disagreeable month in the whole year,’ said Margaret, standing at the window one dull afternoon, looking out at the frost-bitten garden.

‘That’s the reason I was born in it,’ observed Jo pensively, quite unconscious of the blot on her nose.

‘If something very pleasant should happen now, we should think it a delightful month,’ said Beth, who took a hopeful view of everything, even November.

‘I dare say; but nothing pleasant ever does happen in this family,’ said Meg, who was out of sorts. ‘We go grubbing along day after day, without a bit of change, and very little fun. We might as well be in a treadmill.’

‘My patience, how blue we are!’ cried Jo. ‘I don’t much wonder, poor dear, for you see other girls having splendid times, while you grind, grind, year in and year out. Oh, don’t I wish I could manage things for you as I do for my heroines! You’re pretty enough and good enough already, so I’d have some rich relation leave you a fortune unexpectedly; then you’d dash out as an heiress, scorn everyone who has slighted you, go abroad, and come home my Lady Something, in a blaze of splendour and elegance.’

‘People don’t have fortunes left them in that style nowadays; men have to work, and women to marry for money. It’s a dreadfully unjust world,’ said Meg bitterly.

‘Jo and I are going to make fortunes for you all; just wait ten years, and see if we don’t,’ said Amy, who sat in a corner, making mud pies, as Hannah called her little clay models of birds, fruit and faces.

‘Can’t wait, and I’m afraid I haven’t much faith in ink and dirt, though I’m grateful for your good intentions.’

Meg sighed, and turned to the frost-bitten garden again; Jo groaned, and leaned both elbows on the table in a despondent attitude, but Amy spatted away energetically; and Beth, who sat at the other window, said, smiling, ‘Two pleasant things are going to happen right away: Marmee is coming down the street, and Laurie is tramping through the garden as if he had something nice to tell.’

In they both came, Mrs March with her usual question, ‘Any letter from Father, girls?’ and Laurie to say in his persuasive way, ‘Won’t some of you come for a drive? I’ve been working away at mathematics till my head is in a muddle, and I’m going to freshen my wits by a brisk turn. It’s a dull day, but the air isn’t bad, and I’m going to take Brooke home, so it will be gay inside, if it isn’t out. Come, Jo, you and Beth will go, won’t you?’

‘Of course we will.’

‘Much obliged, but I’m busy;’ and Meg whisked out her work basket, for she had agreed with her mother that it was best, for her at least, not to drive often with the young gentleman.

‘We three will be ready in a minute,’ cried Amy, running away to wash her hands.

‘Can I do anything for you, Madam Mother?’ asked Laurie, leaning over Mrs March’s chair, with the affectionate look and tone he always gave her.

‘No, thank you, except call at the office, if you’ll be so kind, dear. It’s our day for a letter, and the postman hasn’t been. Father is as regular as the sun, but there’s some delay on the way, perhaps.’

A sharp ring interrupted her, and a minute after Hannah came in with a letter.

‘It’s one of them horrid telegraph things, mum,’ she said, handing it as if she was afraid it would explode and do some damage.

At the word ‘telegraph’, Mrs March snatched it, read the two lines it contained, and dropped back into her chair as white as if the little paper had sent a bullet to her heart. Laurie dashed downstairs for water, while Meg and Hannah supported her, and Jo read aloud, in a frightened voice, ‘Mrs March: Your husband is very ill. Come at once. S. Hale, Blank Hospital, Washington.’

How still the room was as they listened breathlessly, how strangely the day darkened outside, and how suddenly the whole world seemed to change, as the girls gathered about their mother, feeling as if all the happiness and support of their lives was about to be taken from them. Mrs March was herself again directly; read the message over, and stretched out her arms to her daughters, saying, in a tone they never forgot, ‘I shall go at once, but it may be too late. O children, children, help me to bear it!’

For several minutes there was nothing but the sound of sobbing in the room, mingled with broken words of comfort, tender assurances of help, and hopeful whispers that died away in tears. Poor Hannah was the first to recover, and with unconscious wisdom she set all the rest a good example; for, with her, work was the panacea for most afflictions.

‘The Lord keep the dear man! I won’t waste no time a cryin’, but git your things ready right away, mum,’ she said, heartily, as she wiped her face on her apron, gave her mistress a warm shake of the hand with her own hard one, and went away, to work like three women in one.

‘She’s right; there’s no time for tears now. Be calm, girls, and let me think.’

They tried to be calm, poor things, as their mother sat up, looking pale, but steady, and put away her grief to think and plan for them.

‘Where’s Laurie?’ she asked presently, when she had collected her thoughts, and decided on the first duties to be done.

‘Here, ma’am. Oh, let me do something!’ cried the boy, hurrying from the next room, whither he had withdrawn, feeling that their first sorrow was too sacred for even his friendly eyes to see.

‘Send a telegram saying I will come at once. The next train goes early in the morning. I’ll take that.’

‘What else? The horses are ready; I can go anywhere, do anything,’ he said, looking ready to fly to the ends of the earth.

‘Leave a note at Aunt March’s. Jo, give me that pen and paper.’

Tearing off the blank side of one of her newly copied pages, Jo drew the table before her mother, well knowing that money for the long, sad journey must be borrowed, and feeling as if she could do anything to add a little to the sum for her father.

‘Now go, dear; but don’t kill yourself driving at a desperate pace; there is no need of that.’

Mrs March’s warning was evidently thrown away; for five minutes later Laurie tore by the window on his own fleet horse, riding as if for his life.

‘Jo, run to the rooms, and tell Mrs King that I can’t come. On the way get these things. I’ll put them down; they’ll be needed, and I must go prepared for nursing. Hospital stores are not always good. Beth, go and ask Mr Laurence for a couple of bottles of old wine: I’m not too proud to beg for Father; he shall have the best of everything. Amy, tell Hannah to get down the black trunk; and, Meg, come and help me find my things, for I’m half bewildered.’

Writing, thinking and directing, all at once, might well bewilder the poor lady, and Meg begged her to sit quietly in her room for a little while, and let them work. Everyone scattered like leaves before a gust of wind; and the quiet, happy household was broken up as suddenly as if the paper had been an evil spell.

Mr Laurence came hurrying back with Beth, bringing every comfort the kind old gentleman could think of for the invalid, and friendliest promises of protection for the girls during the mother’s absence, which comforted her very much. There was nothing he didn’t offer, from his own dressing gown to himself as escort. But that last was impossible. Mrs March would not hear of the old gentleman’s undertaking the long journey; yet an expression of relief was visible when he spoke of it, for anxiety ill fits one for travelling. He saw the look, knit his heavy eyebrows, rubbed his hands and marched abruptly away, saying he’d be back directly. No one had time to think of him again till, as Meg ran through the entry, with a pair of rubbers in one hand and a cup of tea in the other, she came suddenly upon Mr Brooke.

‘I’m very sorry to hear of this, Miss March,’ he said in the kind, quiet tone which sounded very pleasantly to her perturbed spirit. ‘I came to offer myself as escort to your mother. Mr Laurence has commissions for me in Washington, and it will give me real satisfaction to be of service to her there.’

Down dropped the rubbers, and the tea was very near following, as Meg put out her hand, with a face so full of gratitude, that Mr Brooke would have felt repaid for a much greater sacrifice than the trifling one of time and comfort which he was about to make.

‘How kind you all are! Mother will accept, I’m sure; and it will be such a relief to know that she has someone to take care of her. Thank you very, very much!’

Meg spoke earnestly, and forgot herself entirely till something in the brown eyes looking down at her made her remember the cooling tea, and lead the way into the parlour, saying she would call her mother.

Everything was arranged by the time Laurie returned with a note from Aunt March, enclosing the desired sum, and a few lines repeating what she had often said before – that she had always told them it was absurd for March to go into the army, always predicted that no good would come of it, and she hoped they would take her advice next time. Mrs March put the note in the fire, the money in her purse, and went on with her preparations, with her lips folded tightly, in a way which Jo would have understood if she had been there.

The short afternoon wore away; all the other errands were done, and Meg and her mother busy at some necessary needlework, while Beth and Amy got tea, and Hannah finished her ironing with what she called a ‘slap and a bang’, but still Jo did not come. They began to get anxious; and Laurie went off to find her, for no one ever knew what freak Jo might take into her head. He missed her, however, and she came walking in with a very queer expression of countenance, for there was a mixture of fun and fear, satisfaction and regret in it, which puzzled the family as much as did the roll of bills she laid before her mother, saying, with a little choke in her voice, ‘That’s my contribution towards making Father comfortable and bringing him home!’

‘My dear, where did you get it? Twenty-five dollars! Jo, I hope you haven’t done anything rash?

‘No, it’s mine honestly; I didn’t beg, borrow, or steal it. I earned it; and I don’t think you’ll blame me, for I only sold what was my own.’

As she spoke, Jo took off her bonnet, and a general outcry arose, for all her abundant hair was cut short.

‘Your hair! Your beautiful hair!’

‘O Jo, how could you? Your one beauty.’

‘My dear girl, there was no need of this.’

‘She doesn’t look like my Jo any more, but I love her dearly for it!’

As everyone exclaimed, and Beth hugged the cropped head tenderly, Jo assumed an indifferent air, which did not deceive anyone a particle, and said, rumpling up the brown bush, and trying to look as if she liked it, ‘It doesn’t affect the fate of the nation, so don’t wail, Beth. It will be good for my vanity; I was getting too proud of my wig. It will do my brains good to have that mop taken off; my head feels deliciously light and cool, and the barber said I could soon have a curly crop, which will be boyish, becoming and easy to keep in order. I’m satisfied; so please take the money, and let’s have supper.’

‘Tell me all about it, Jo. I am not quite satisfied, but I can’t blame you, for I know how willingly you sacrificed your vanity, as you call it, to your love. But, my dear, it was not necessary, and I’m afraid you will regret it, one of these days,’ said Mrs March.

‘No, I won’t!’ returned Jo stoutly, feeling much relieved that her prank was not entirely condemned.

‘What made you do it?’ asked Amy, who would as soon have thought of cutting off her head as her pretty hair.

‘Well, I was wild to do something for Father,’ replied Jo, as they gathered about the table, for healthy young people can eat even in the midst of trouble. ‘I hate to borrow as much as Mother does, and I knew Aunt March would croak; she always does, if you ask for a ninepence. Meg gave all her quarterly salary toward the rent, and I only got some clothes with mine, so I felt wicked, and was bound to have some money, if I sold the nose off my face to get it.’

‘You needn’t feel wicked, my child: you had no winter things, and got the simplest with your own hard earnings,’ said Mrs March, with a look that warmed Jo’s heart.

‘I hadn’t the least idea of selling my hair at first, but as I went along I kept thinking what I could do, and feeling as if I’d like to dive into some of the rich stores and help myself. In a barber’s window I saw tails of hair with the prices marked; and one black tail, not so thick as mine, was forty dollars. It came over me all of a sudden that I had one thing to make money out of, and without stopping to think, I walked in, asked if they bought hair, and what they would give for mine.’

‘I don’t see how you dared to do it,’ said Beth, in a tone of awe.

‘Oh, he was a little man who looked as if he merely lived to oil his hair. He rather stared, at first, as if he wasn’t used to having girls bounce into his shop and ask him to buy their hair. He said he didn’t care about mine, it wasn’t the fashionable colour, and he never paid much for it in the first place; the work put into it made it dear, and so on. It was getting late, and I was afraid, if it wasn’t done right away, that I shouldn’t have it done at all, and you know when I start to do a thing, I hate to give it up; so I begged him to take it, and told him why I was in such a hurry. It was silly, I dare say, but it changed his mind, for I got rather excited, and told the story in my topsy-turvy way, and his wife heard, and said so kindly, ‘“Take it, Thomas, and oblige the young lady; I’d do as much for our Jimmy any day if I had a spire of hair worth selling.”’

‘Who was Jimmy?’ asked Amy, who liked to have things explained as they went along.

‘Her son, she said, who was in the army. How friendly such things make strangers feel, don’t they? She talked away all the time the man clipped, and diverted my mind nicely.’

‘Didn’t you feel dreadfully when the first cut came?’ asked Meg, with a shiver.

‘I took a last look at my hair while the man got his things, and that was the end of it. I never snivel over trifles like that; I will confess, though, I felt queer when I saw the dear old hair laid out on the table, and felt only the short, rough ends on my head. It almost seemed as if I’d an arm or a leg off. The woman saw me look at it, and picked out a long lock for me to keep. I’ll give it to you, Marmee, just to remember past glories by; for a crop is so comfortable I don’t think I shall ever have a mane again.’

Mrs March folded the wavy, chestnut lock, and laid it away with a short grey one in her desk. She only said ‘Thank you, deary,’ but something in her face made the girls change the subject, and talk as cheerfully as they could about Mr Brooke’s kindness, the prospect of a fine day tomorrow, and the happy times they would have when Father came home to be nursed.

No one wanted to go to bed, when, at ten o’clock, Mrs March put by the last finished job, and said, ‘Come, girls.’ Beth went to the piano and played their father’s favourite hymn; all began bravely, but broke down one by one, till Beth was left alone, singing with all her heart, for to her music was always a sweet consoler.

‘Go to bed and don’t talk, for we must be up early, and shall need all the sleep we can get. Goodnight, my darlings,’ said Mrs March, as the hymn ended, for no one cared to try another.

They kissed her quietly, and went to bed as silently as if the dear invalid lay in the next room. Beth and Amy soon fell asleep in spite of the great trouble, but Meg lay awake, thinking the most serious thoughts she had ever known in her short life. Jo lay motionless, and her sister fancied that she was asleep, till a stifled sob made her exclaim, as she touched a wet cheek –

‘Jo, dear, what is it? Are you crying about Father?’

‘No, not now.’

‘What then?’

‘My – my hair!’ burst out poor Jo, trying vainly to smother her emotion in the pillow.

It did not sound at all comical to Meg, who kissed and caressed the afflicted heroine in the tenderest manner.

‘I’m not sorry,’ protested Jo, with a choke. ‘I’d do it again tomorrow, if I could. It’s only the vain, selfish part of me that goes and cries in this silly way. Don’t tell anyone, it’s all over now. I thought you were asleep, so I just made a little private moan for my one beauty …’
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Dorothy’s adventure begins when she and her little dog, Toto, are swept away in their house by a cyclone. The house lands in strange, magical land called Oz – right on top of the Wicked Witch of the East! The Good Witch thanks Dorothy for killing her enemy, and gives Dorothy a magical kiss on the forehead. Dorothy wants to go home, so the Good Witch tells her that she must travel along the Yellow Brick Road to the Emerald City. That’s where the powerful Wizard of Oz lives, and Dorothy can ask for his help. Dorothy and Toto bravely set off, and along the way meet a Scarecrow, who joins them because he wants to ask the Wizard for a brain of his own, and a Tin Woodman, who joins them because he wants to ask the Wizard for a heart.

 

All this time Dorothy and her companions had been walking through the thick woods. The road was still paved with yellow brick, but these were much covered by dried branches and dead leaves from the trees, and the walking was not at all good.

There were few birds in this part of the forest, for birds love the open country where there is plenty of sunshine; but now and then there came a deep growl from some wild animal hidden among the trees. These sounds made the little girl’s heart beat fast, for she did not know what made them; but Toto knew, and he walked close to Dorothy’s side, and did not even bark in return.

‘How long will it be,’ the child asked of the Tin Woodman, ‘before we are out of the forest?’

‘I cannot tell,’ was the answer, ‘for I have never been to the Emerald City. But my father went there once, when I was a boy, and he said it was a long journey through a dangerous country, although nearer to the city where Oz dwells the country is beautiful. But I am not afraid so long as I have my oilcan, and nothing can hurt the Scarecrow, while you bear upon your forehead the mark of the good Witch’s kiss, and that will protect you from harm.’

‘But Toto!’ said the girl, anxiously; ‘what will protect him?’

‘We must protect him ourselves, if he is in danger,’ replied the Tin Woodman.

Just as he spoke there came from the forest a terrible roar, and the next moment a great Lion bounded into the road. With one blow of his paw he sent the Scarecrow spinning over and over to the edge of the road, and then he struck at the Tin Woodman with his sharp claws. But, to the Lion’s surprise, he could make no impression on the tin, although the Woodman fell over in the road and lay still.

Little Toto, now that he had an enemy to face, ran barking toward the Lion, and the great beast had opened his mouth to bite the dog, when Dorothy, fearing Toto would be killed, and heedless of danger, rushed forward and slapped the Lion upon his nose as hard as she could, while she cried out, ‘Don’t you dare to bite Toto! You ought to be ashamed of yourself, a big beast like you, to bite a poor little dog!’

‘I didn’t bite him,’ said the Lion, as he rubbed his nose with his paw where Dorothy had hit it.

‘No, but you tried to,’ she retorted. ‘You are nothing but a big coward.’

‘I know it,’ said the Lion, hanging his head in shame; ‘I’ve always known it. But how can I help it?’

‘I don’t know, I’m sure. To think of your striking a stuffed man, like the poor Scarecrow!’

‘Is he stuffed?’ asked the Lion, in surprise, as he watched her pick up the Scarecrow and set him upon his feet, while she patted him into shape again.

‘Of course he’s stuffed,’ replied Dorothy, who was still angry.

‘That’s why he went over so easily,’ remarked the Lion. ‘It astonished me to see him whirl around so. Is the other one stuffed, also?’

‘No,’ said Dorothy, ‘he’s made of tin.’ And she helped the Woodman up again.

‘That’s why he nearly blunted my claws,’ said the Lion. ‘When they scratched against the tin it made a cold shiver run down my back. What is that little animal you are so tender of?’

‘He is my dog, Toto,’ answered Dorothy.

‘Is he made of tin, or stuffed?’ asked the Lion.

‘Neither. He’s a – a – a meat dog,’ said the girl.

‘Oh. He’s a curious animal, and seems remarkably small, now that I look at him. No one would think of biting such a little thing except a coward like me,’ continued the Lion sadly.

‘What makes you a coward?’ asked Dorothy, looking at the great beast in wonder, for he was as big as a small horse.

‘It’s a mystery,’ replied the Lion. ‘I suppose I was born that way. All the other animals in the forest naturally expect me to be brave, for the Lion is everywhere thought to be the King of Beasts. I learned that if I roared very loudly every living thing was frightened and got out of my way. Whenever I’ve met a man I’ve been awfully scared; but I just roared at him, and he has always run away as fast as he could go. If the elephants and the tigers and the bears had ever tried to fight me, I should have run myself – I’m such a coward; but just as soon as they hear me roar they all try to get away from me, and of course I let them go.’

‘But that isn’t right. The King of Beasts shouldn’t be a coward,’ said the Scarecrow.

‘I know it,’ returned the Lion, wiping a tear from his eye with the tip of his tail; ‘it is my great sorrow, and makes my life very unhappy. But whenever there is danger my heart begins to beat fast.’

‘Perhaps you have heart disease,’ said the Tin Woodman.

‘It may be,’ said the Lion.

‘If you have,’ continued the Tin Woodman, ‘you ought to be glad, for it proves you have a heart. For my part, I have no heart; so I cannot have heart disease.’

‘Perhaps,’ said the Lion, thoughtfully, ‘if I had no heart I should not be a coward.’

‘Have you brains?’ asked the Scarecrow.

‘I suppose so. I’ve never looked to see,’ replied the Lion.

‘I am going to the great Oz to ask him to give me some,’ remarked the Scarecrow, ‘for my head is stuffed with straw.’

‘And I am going to ask him to give me a heart,’ said the Woodman.

‘And I am going to ask him to send Toto and me back to Kansas,’ added Dorothy.

‘Do you think Oz could give me courage?’ asked the cowardly Lion.

‘Just as easily as he could give me brains,’ said the Scarecrow.

‘Or give me a heart,’ said the Tin Woodman.

‘Or send me back to Kansas,’ said Dorothy.

‘Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll go with you,’ said the Lion, ‘for my life is simply unbearable without a bit of courage.’

‘You will be very welcome,’ answered Dorothy, ‘for you will help to keep away the other wild beasts. It seems to me they must be more cowardly than you are if they allow you to scare them so easily.’

‘They really are,’ said the Lion; ‘but that doesn’t make me any braver, and as long as I know myself to be a coward I shall be unhappy.’

So once more the little company set off upon the journey, the Lion walking with stately strides at Dorothy’s side. Toto did not approve this new comrade at first, for he could not forget how nearly he had been crushed between the Lion’s great jaws; but after a time he became more at ease, and presently Toto and the Cowardly Lion had grown to be good friends.
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The Snow Queen is a fairy tale about a little boy called Kay and a little girl called Gerda, who love each other like brother and sister. A long time ago, a wicked sprite made a magic mirror that had the power to make everything good seem mean and ugly. When he and his sprite friends were playing with the mirror one day they accidentally dropped it; it fell to earth and smashed into a million little pieces. If a human gets a piece of the magic mirror in their eye, it makes everything look bad, and a piece in the heart will make that heart turn as cold as ice. Unfortunately Kay gets a piece in his eye and another in his heart. Soon afterwards he sees the beautiful Snow Queen, who puts him in her sled and takes him away to her palace, where his heart grows colder and colder until he forgets his grandmother, his home and even Gerda.

Gerda, however, does not forget Kay, and sets out to rescue him from wherever he might be. After many trials, she is kidnapped by a gang of robbers. There is a little girl robber in the gang who asks the others not to kill Gerda because she wants to keep her as a plaything. She asks Gerda to tell her about Kay and her adventure so far.

 

Then Gerda repeated her story over again, while the wood pigeons in the cage over her cooed, and the other pigeons slept. The little robber girl put one arm across Gerda’s neck, and held the knife in the other, and was soon fast asleep and snoring. But Gerda could not close her eyes at all; she knew not whether she was to live or to die. The robbers sat round the fire, singing and drinking. It was a terrible sight for a little girl to witness.

Then the wood pigeons said, ‘Coo, coo, we have seen little Kay. A white fowl carried his sledge, and he sat in the carriage of the Snow Queen, which drove through the wood while we were lying in our nest. She blew upon us, and all the young ones died, excepting us two. Coo, coo.’

‘What are you saying up there?’ cried Gerda. ‘Where was the Snow Queen going? Do you know anything about it?’

‘She was most likely travelling to Lapland, where there is always snow and ice. Ask the reindeer that is fastened up there with a rope.’

‘Yes, there is always snow and ice,’ said the reindeer, ‘and it is a glorious place; you can leap and run about freely on the sparkling icy plains. The Snow Queen has her summer tent there, but her strong castle is at the North Pole, on an island called Spitzbergen.’

‘O Kay, little Kay!’ sighed Gerda.

‘Lie still,’ said the robber girl, ‘or you shall feel my knife.’

In the morning Gerda told her all that the wood pigeons had said, and the little robber girl looked quite serious, and nodded her head and said, ‘That is all talk, that is all talk. Do you know where Lapland is?’ she asked the reindeer.

‘Who should know better than I do?’ said the animal, while his eyes sparkled. ‘I was born and brought up there and used to run about the snow-covered plains.’

‘Now listen,’ said the robber girl; ‘all our men are gone away; only Mother is here, and here she will stay; but at noon she always drinks out of a great bottle, and afterwards sleeps for a little while; and then I’ll do something for you.’ She jumped out of bed, clasped her mother round the neck, and pulled her by the beard, crying, ‘My own little nanny goat, good morning!’ And her mother pinched her nose till it was quite red; yet she did it all for love.

When the mother had gone to sleep the little robber maiden went to the reindeer and said, ‘I should like very much to tickle your neck a few times more with my knife, for it makes you look so funny, but never mind – I will untie your cord and set you free, so that you may run away to Lapland; but you must make good use of your legs and carry this little maiden to the castle of the Snow Queen, where her playfellow is. You have heard what she told me, for she spoke loud enough, and you were listening.’

The reindeer jumped for joy, and the little robber girl lifted Gerda on his back and had the forethought to tie her on and even to give her her own little cushion to sit upon.

‘Here are your fur boots for you,’ said she, ‘for it will be very cold; but I must keep the muff, it is so pretty. However, you shall not be frozen for the want of it; here are my mother’s large warm mittens; they will reach up to your elbows. Let me put them on. There, now your hands look just like my mother’s.’

But Gerda wept for joy.

‘I don’t like to see you fret,’ said the little robber girl. ‘You ought to look quite happy now. And here are two loaves and a ham, so that you need not starve.’

These were fastened upon the reindeer, and then the little robber maiden opened the door, coaxed in all the great dogs, cut the string with which the reindeer was fastened with her sharp knife, and said, ‘Now run, but mind you take good care of the little girl.’ And Gerda stretched out her hand, with the great mitten on it, towards the little robber girl and said, ‘Farewell,’ and away flew the reindeer over stumps and stones, through the great forest, over marshes and plains, as quickly as he could. The wolves howled and the ravens screamed, while up in the sky quivered red lights like flames of fire. ‘There are my old northern lights,’ said the reindeer; ‘see how they flash!’ And he ran on day and night still faster and faster, but the loaves and the ham were all eaten by the time they reached Lapland.
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