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marvclously beautiful in the moonlight ; and the murmur
of the water, mingled with the sigh of the midges, secmed
to him the lovelicst song he had ever heard ; neither
merry nor sad, but happy and peaccful.  Then he wept,
and the tears rman down over a stone into a dark cddy, and
gathered against a small jutting ledge.  And Hans dud
not sce for a Jong time that from cach tear drap sprang a
delicate little fairy no larger than a gnat, and that they
formed a ring on the stream, shining in the moonlight,
and that the ring grew cver wider and wider as the drops
ran‘down. At last he heaved a great sob and two specially
large tears, trickling down and “joining together, passed
out into the middle of the ring and became a fairy much
larger aud cven more beautiful than the rest.  Hans
started and looked down wonderingly into the glimmering
ring and heard a sweet small voicc come up from the
shining water. \What it said was this: “Poor Hans
Fingerhut, you have endured cnough and are very weary.
Shall we sing you the song of the strecam in your own
mortal tonguc?” Hans Fingerhut's eyes looked down
now bright and wet with joy and gratitude, and he tricd
to smile, forgctting that he had a frog’s mouth, which is
not madc to smilc, so he contented himself with saying,
“ Ah, [ mast dic soon, if 1 do not hecar the stream song.”

And the fairy ring widcned till it touched cither bank,
and began to go round with a motion so soft and dclicate,
and cach Jink was so small and béautiful that Hans would
have been entranted and stupified with wonder and delight
had his mind not been set with all its facultics to catch
the fairy song. Then the fairy who stood in the middle
waved her wand and the iittle song rosc up scarcely louder
than the voice of the midges, yet so distinct that Hans
Fingerhut's frog-cars caught cvery word of it.  This was
the song they sang—the song of the water drops; for
Hans uscd often to repeat it afterwards, and all tiic good
children in the town kuew it well :—

By silert forest and fickd and mossy stone
We come {rom the wondad hill and we gn o the sca;
We labor and sirg swect songs, bat we never moan,
For ourmother the sca is cailing as cheerily ;
Woe have hean! her calling 113 many and masy a day,
From the oool grey stones and the white xand far away.

The way is long, and winding and slow is the track 3
The sharprocks fret us; the eddics work us delay ;
Bat we sing sweet songy to our mother and answer her ack,
Swectly we anawer our mnther, gladly repay,
Qb, we hearbier, we hearher, singing wheserer we roam,
Far, far away in the silence ealling us hioroe.

Poor martal, yoarcars arc dull 2od you caanot hear;

Bot we, we hear it, the breast of oar mother abeat,
Low, far away, sweet and solemnand clear,

Under thehuah of the “vhe, under the noontidebeat
Gladly weaing for var motucr, for wo abaliplease her bt
Songt of baauty and peace, frecdom and infinile rost.

We sing and sing throagh the grass and the atones and the reeds,
And we never grow tiral though we joamey ever and aye,
Draaming and dreaming, wherever the long way lads,
Of the far conl rocks and the rash of the wind and the PpRAT.
Unider the sun and the stars we glitter and danee and are {ree,
For we dreamand dream of onr mother, the widthof the ahelicring 2ca.

As the last echoes of the song died away the fairy sing
faded off into the quict moonshine.  Only the larger fairy
remained in the middle, and it was no longer the fairy
but the little elf of the thistle, looking more beautiful and
wise than cver. “Do you know the stream song? " said
he, and no frog's voice ever sounded so sweetly as Hans
Fingerhut's as he repeated word for word the fairy song
of the stream.  “\Was I not right,” satd the elf, “ when I
said that the water drops sing forever as you, too, unce
sang imperfectly in your youth? Night and day, as they
journcy, they feel the far off strength and grandeur of the
sea, calling and beckoning them on, and the song that
they sing is ncither weary nor sad, but perfectly happy
and peaccful.  So cverything in the world has something
great and noble to strive towards. You, too, Hans Finger-
hut, giftcd above most men, have your sea to seek without
ccasing—a wondrous and absorbing sca of strength and
beauty and peace.  You can never come to it, but you
can approach ever nearer and nearer.  If you understand
this rightly, the troubles and vexations of life, all its trials
and difficultics will no longer fret you, but onls» arm you
with the wide knowledge and power.” So saying the ¢If
once more pricked Hans Fingerhut on the nose with his
thistle-stuff and Hans again became a man.

All night long Hans sat beside the strcam in the moon-
light, very quict and thoughtful, listening to the cternal
ripple of the water. It scemed to him that hie could now
render the sweet, joyous voice distinctly into words, and
the murmur ever scemed to say :—

** Oh, we hear her, twe hear her, singing, wherever we roam,
Tar, far away in the silence, ealling us bome.”

At Tast the dawn came and Hans Fingerhut went down
to the stream and bathed his face and hands, taking the
utmost carc never to disturb its clearncss, and he blessed
the stream and turned away homeward through the forest.
The voices of the birds came soft and muffied out of the
cool trees, and the balls of the waking cattle sounded
fitfully across the far off hills  As he passed out of the
woods the sun rosc, and the birds broke into full chorus;
the labourers began to go aficld and anon the grasshoppers
piped in the warmgrmass. Al these things no longer made
Hans Fingerhut angry, but only scemed to him so many
diffcrent versions of the strcam song.  They scemed to
say to him, “ Ah, Hans Fingerhut, you have changed and
become like us again.  We are all happy and pezccful, for
we have all somcthing noble and beautiful to work for,
We long to hear you :3ng.” So Hans came to the town,
and the noisc and stir of the strects were become quite
pleasant to him. lc no longer walked with his usual
defiant stride, downcast face and scowling brow. The
portly figurcs and round faces of the busy burghers, and
the well-filled purses at their girdles no longer made
hun ficrce and envious, but he greeted them all with a
quict and pleasant ~ good moming.” .

Al that day, and many days, he sat in his stall and
sewed and stitched diligently and sang so many glad,




