
HA'NS rî1TGERHUJT'S FROG-LESSON.

times hie wvpt ini silence-a, thingy which)
astonlisieci themi very îwî-.ch, for nlo other
frogs could wvep-and thoni hoe was very
cluînsy at catclling flices, and wvas growin
quite starved and thin.

Again, 1-ans .Uingerhuit said to himself,
"I1 know the song of the strearn, and
irnmediately the èif wvas beside Iirin.
l"fliat, thocn, is the streami songV lieh
said. "IMore thant ever I doubt miyseif,
for If amn very tired," said Itms humebly,
I)ut it seemis now to me that the streami-

songa is this, My 'vay îs slow and crooked
and bard to go. Tho grey stonies ani tho
reeds iimpede nie. The suni dries mie
up. The cattle corne clown and trampie
in me and Liii nie with. ren. Thle millers
dam me ami turn mie and disturb mie
wvith tlîeir eternal. 'heels. I have
need to do sotnething, to 'keep my
heart up against ail these things. I sine
gladly, thoiefore, as the weary -,veavqr
May sing to chieer Iiireseif at hiis looiin."'
IYo, ]lave -vandered fardier a%ay frorti

the Streamn son-, said the elf; you mutst
ivait yet tili you find it ott. Whly how thin
you are, poor Hans Finigerhutt," hoe added
qutite kindlv, and(, wving holiswanid, broughlt
111 frorn the earth a host of wvorms, ,vhich.
Hans devoured with iiungry rapidity.

Once more, after miany days, Hans
riiingE;rlhrt said to hireself, Il 1 know the
song of the streain," ani the littie elf said,
f' What then is the stream qong '1" Andi
lie ansvereci more hutmbly than ever, "'Tle
,%verid is îvretched and men are wvrel-ched
and I wretcheder than. all. Alas! it
secmns to mie nowv that the stream song is
not joyouis at al, but very patient and
sad. It seeres to mep to say, ' The streani
vourse is long and weary, and I hiave to
go on andi on and on, no rest, or quiet
forever; but yet there is no use in fret-
ting, so I sing, not angyrily, but sadly and
sweetly, a% the elves of the hi]i do on suin-
mer evenings under their mouinds, mak-
ing beautiful, hopeless music. Those who
imagine my songs to be joyous only think
s0 becauise they themiseives for the time
are joYous'

Il ay, Hans Fingerhut, you are fardier
fromn tue streare song than over," saidl the
elf, and vanished ; not, however, before lie
had refreshied poo* Hans wvith. a larger
feast of flies and wornis than ever.

HdrIs Fingerhut sat beside the streani
again for niany days, utterly wteary and
wretched, and Nvislied thiat lie miglit die.

Hie took no more hîced of thie cranes ani
scarcely ever looked for a Ily or a worm,
for lie cotuld mYakze notlîing, of thie streamn
song, and it went round and round in bis
bond tilI lie thoitght lie înuist go niad. i-e
liad no heart left, even to bellow.

At lest lie deteriined to go baclc iup
thle streani to Che place wvIere hoe first
becaine a frog, andi sec if lie could not
mnake soniet.hing of it in the coolness and
stilness of the foi-est. it tookc liimi mammv
days to niake thme journey, hoe was giowni
s0 wveak and tired. At iast one m-eonlit
iglîdt lie camte to the batik 'viiere ho hiac

fluing stones into the streant, and i. hi'ý
envions rage polted the elear cuirling
-water. As hoe sat on the banlc witi ]lis
big uigly hîomLd fallen dlown betweeni ]is
shoulders hie thiouglit it 'vas miarvelotusly
'beautitifuil in the moon1-lighît ; and the mr
mur of the ivater, m1iîîgied withi thîe sigli
of the mnidges, seemed te im the love1ies.rt
Solig hie had ever hieam'd; neiîdher nierry nor
sad. but happy and peacefful. Thon lie
,%vept, and the temcrs rai down over a stone
into a clark eddy, and gatlîered against a
smaljutttingyledgfýle. And Hans did flot seo
for a long tinie thmat feorn eci tuar drop
sprang a delicate littie fairy nlo laî'ger than.
ca, gnat, aid thatt they fornied a ring on the
streare, shining iii the inoonlighit, andi that
thîe ring greîv ever wvider and 'vider
as the drops ran do'vn. At last lie
heaved a groat sob and twvo speeiadly large
tears, trickhing down and joiniing togyetiier.
passed ont into thc middle of the, ring and
becamte a fairy mucli lai'ger and even more
beautîful than, the rest. Hans started and
lookced down wonideringly into the ghim-
meringy ring and heard a swveet small voice
corne up front the shining water. What
it saii 'vas this " oor Rls ingierlitnt,
you have enduved eniougli and are very
wveary. Shahl -ve sing yoni the song of
thie streau n e your own mortal tongu ýe."
Hans ingierlît's eyes looked doivn now
briglit and wet with. joy and gratitude,
and hoe tried to smile, forgetting that lie
lad a frogy's mouthfl, whichi is not Miade to
srnile, so hoe contented hlimef -witlî say-
ing ,.Alti I muist die soon if I do not
hear the streani songf."

And the fairy ring -wichened tihi it
touched either batik, and begaii to go round
-witm a motion so soft and delicate, and
each. link wvas so small and beau tifi that
1-fans wvould ]lave beeiî entranced and
stupified with wvonder and deliglit lîad bis,


