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WHOEVER journeys through Swabia should, on no 

account, neglect to pay a visit to the Black Forest; not 

so much to see the forest itself, although such 

countless numbers of vast pines are not to be found in 

all countries, as to study the inhabitants, between 

whom and the people in the neighborhood there exists 

a striking difference. 

They are of larger stature than the generality of 

men, with broad shoulders and strong limbs, and seem 

as if the invigorating air, which at morning blows 

through the pine trees, had imparted to them from their 

youth up a freer breath, a clearer eye, and a ruder 

courage, than to the inhabitants of the valleys and the 

plains. 

And not only in height and bearing, but in their 

habits and manners also, they differ strikingly from the 

people outside. 

The residents in the Black Forest dress themselves 

with much taste; the men allow the beard, which nature 

has planted on the chin, to grow to its full length, and 

their black doublets, huge, loose trousers, red 

stockings, and pointed hats encircled by a wide flapping 

brim, give them a peculiar but dignified appearance. 

Their occupation is principally glass-making; but 

they also manufacture watches, and carry them over 

half the world. 

On the opposite side of the forest dwell a branch of 

the same people, whose mode of life has given them 

habits and customs differing from those of their glass-

making brethren. 

They deal with their forest; they fell and hew the 

pine trees, and float them down the Magold to the 

Neckar, from the Neckar to the Rhine, till the people of 

the Black Forest and their huge rafts are known as far 

as Holland. 

They halt at all the cities on the streams down 

which they pass, and wait till men come to buy their 

timbers and boards; and their strongest and longest 

timbers they sell to the mynheers to build ships with. 

These men are accustomed to a wild and wandering 

existence; their chief enjoyment is to descend their 

rivers on their rafts, their sole regret to return again to 

shore. 

Their dress differs much from that of the glass-

blowers in the other part of the forest. 

Their doublets are of dark-colored linen, with 

suspenders of green material, the width of the hand, 

crossing on their breasts, and their trousers are of 

black leather, from whose pockets project brass foot-

rules. 

But their chief pride is in their boots, which are 

longer than those worn anywhere else in the world, for 

their wide legs reach high above the knee, and the 

wearers can walk for hours dry-shod through three 

feet of water. 

Till within a recent period the dwellers of the forest 

firmly believed in wood-demons, and only very lately 

has this degrading superstition been at all diminished in 

strength. 

It is a singular fact, moreover, that these demons, 

who are reputed to dwell in the Black Forest, wear the 

same distinctive garments as the human inhabitants. 

Thus, it is said that the Glass Manikin, a benevolent 

spirit about four feet in height, never appears but in a 

peaked hat with a wide brim, a doublet, trousers, and 

red stockings. 

Hollander Michael, on the other hand, who resides 

on the other side of the forest, is described as a huge, 

broad-shouldered fellow, in the dress of a woodman; 

and several persons who have seen him have solemnly 

declared that their purses were not deep enough to buy 

the calves whose skins would be required to make his 

boots. 

“They would take in a common man up to his neck,” 

they asserted, and never would confess to the least 

exaggeration in their statement. 

A young native of the Black Forest was in the habit 

of describing, not long ago, a strange adventure with 

these wood-demons, which I will now tell you. 

There was a certain widow, Mistress Barbara Munk, 

who lived in the Black Forest, whose husband had been 

a charcoal-burner; and, after his death, she had 

brought up her son, a lad of sixteen years, to the same 

business. 

Young Peter Munk, a sharp-witted youth, was for a 

time satisfied with his lot, for during his father’s life he 

had never looked at the matter otherwise than as 

sitting the whole week near the roaring kiln, or going 

down to the city, black and dirty, to sell the coal. 

But a charcoal-burner has much leisure for 

reflection; and when Peter sat at his kiln, the waving 

trees overhead, the profound silence of the forest, 

moved his heart to unwonted tears and longings. 

Something, he knew not what, inspired him with a 
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mixed feeling of despondency and anger. 

At last, however, he discovered the cause of these 

emotions: it was his station in life. 

“A dirty, lonely charcoal-burner!” he said to 

himself. 

“It is a miserable life. 

How respectable are glass-blowers, watch-makers, 

musicians! 

But when Peter Munk makes his appearance, 

washed and dressed, in his father’s best doublet with 

silver buttons, and his brand-new red stockings, and 

any one comes behind him and says, ‘Who can this slim 

lad be?’ and secretly admires his stockings and his 

graceful walk, when he passes me and looks in my 

face, he is sure to say, ‘Bah, it’s only Peter Munk, the 

charcoal-burner!’” The woodmen on the other side of 

the forest were also objects of his envy. 

When these wood-giants came over, in their 

handsome dresses, and carrying on their person, in 

chains, buckles and buttons, half a hundred weight of 

silver, when they stood looking on at the dance with 

straddled legs and grinning faces, with their Dutch 

oaths, and their Cologne pipes a yard in length, like 

distinguished mynheers, Peter would hold them up to 

his imagination as perfect pictures of happy men. 

And when these fortunate beings thrust their hands 

into their pockets, and, pulling out handfuls of great 

dollars, squandered instead of a paltry sixpence, like 

Peter, six florins here and ten there, Peter’s strength of 

mind gave way, and he would sneak home miserable to 

his hut. 

For many a holiday he had seen one or another of 

these “wood-masters” play away more money in five 

minutes than poor Peter could hope to earn in a year. 

There were three of these men especially of whom 

he could not determine which to admire the most. 

One of them was a thick, stout man, with a red face, 

who passed for the richest person in the neighborhood. 

They called him Fat Ezekiel. 

He made two journeys every year to Amsterdam, 

and had the good fortune to sell his timber invariably so 

much dearer than his rivals that, while the others came 

home on foot, he always travelled sumptuously on 

wheels. 

The second was the longest and leanest man in the 

whole forest, and was called “Long Slurker.” 

His extreme impudence was the object of Peter’s 

especial envy; for, though he contradicted the most 

respectable people, though he took up more room at 

the tavern than four of the stoutest men, for he either 

sat with both elbows on the table, or stretched out his 

long, thin legs on the bench he was occupying, yet none 

ventured to oppose his selfishness, as he was reputed 

to be possessed of untold gold. 

The third was a young, handsome man and the best 

dancer in the whole country, and was called by his 

companions, for that reason, “King Dance.” 

He had been a poor lad in former times, and had 

served his apprenticeship with a master-woodman; but 

all of a sudden he had become immensely rich, and 

some people said he had found a pot of gold under an 

old pine-tree; others, that he had fished up with his 

spear from the Rhine, not far from Bingen, a chest of 

gold pieces; but, however that may have been, he had 

suddenly grown very wealthy, and was treated like a 

prince by young and old. 

Peter Munk’s thoughts often reverted to these three 

men, as he sat alone in the forest. 

To be sure, all three had one great defect, which 

made them hated by all the people, and this was their 

excessive avarice in dealing with debtors and poor 

men, for generally the people of the Black Forest are 

kind-hearted and generous. 

But everybody knows how it is in these matters; if 

they were hated for their avarice, they were honored 

for their wealth; for who like them could throw away 

his money as if it fell into his pockets from the trees? 

“I cannot stand this much longer,” said Peter, one 

day, sorrowfully; for the day before had been a holiday, 

and everybody had met at the tavern; “if luck doesn’t 

come to me soon, I shall do something I shall be sorry 

for. 

If I were only now as rich and distinguished as Fat 

Ezekiel, or as bold and influential as Long Slurker, or 

could toss dollars to the musicians like King Dance! 

Where can that fellow have got his money?” 

He went over in his mind every method of earning a 

fortune he could think of; but none suited him. 

At last occurred to his mind the traditions he had 

heard, of people who had been made rich years ago by 

“Hollander Michael” and the “Glass Manikin.” 

While his father was alive, a good many poor men 

had been to visit him, and they had talked of little else 

but men of wealth, and how they had got their money. 

In many of these stories the glass manikin had 

played an important part; and, as Peter sat pondering, 

he could almost remember the verse of poetry which 

must be spoken at the great pine in the middle of the 

forest to make the manikin appear. 

It began thus, he was sure: 
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“Treasurer in the forest green, 
Who so many hundred years hast seen, 
Thine is the land where the pine-trees stand, —” 
But, rub up his memory as he pleased, he could not 

call to mind another line. 

He deliberated whether he should inquire of some 

old man what the rest of the verse was; but a dislike to 

betray his thoughts repressed his impulse, and, 

besides, he decided that the tradition of the glass 

manikin could not be widely known, and very few 

persons must be acquainted with the poetry, for rich 

men were not numerous in the forest; and why had not 

his father and the other poor men tried their fortune? 

He once led his mother to speak of the demon, but 

she merely told him what he knew already, and could 

only remember the first line of the stanza; though at 

length she recollected, “that the manikin showed 

himself only to people who had been born between 

eleven and two on Sunday. 

Peter himself might pass very well as far as that 

went, if he could only recollect the verses, for he had 

been born on that day at twelve o’clock.” 

When the charcoal-burner heard this, he was almost 

beside himself with a desire to attempt the adventure. 

It appeared to him amply sufficient to know a part of 

the poetry, and to have been born on Sunday, to induce 

the glass manikin to show himself at once. 

So one day, when he had sold his charcoal, and 

lighted a new kiln, he put on his father’s best doublet 

and red stockings, donned his Sunday hat, and, grasping 

in his hand his blackthorn stick, took leave of his 

mother. 

“I must go to the city on business,” said he. 

“We draw for the conscription before long, and I 

must remind the bailiff once more that you are a widow, 

and I your only son.” 

His mother praised him for his thoughtfulness; but 

no sooner was he out of her sight than he betook 

himself straight to the old pine-tree. 

It stood on the top of the highest elevation in the 

Black Forest, and not a single village, not even a 

cottage, stood within a radius of two leagues around, 

for the superstitious inhabitants believed the 

neighborhood unsafe. 

Lofty and valuable as were the trees, men cut wood 

in this locality with great reluctance; for often had the 

wood-cutters, when working in the neighborhood, had 

their axes fly from the handle and sink into their foot, 

or the trees had fallen unexpectedly, and wounded or 

killed the men at work about their roots. 

Besides, the finest trees could only have been used 

for firewood, for the raftsmen never admitted a tree 

from this dangerous group among their other timber, 

from respect for the tradition that both man and timber 

would surely be unlucky if one of these pine-trees was 

with them afloat; and hence it came, that in the pine 

group here the trees stood so lofty and crowded, that 

even at mid-day it seemed almost night. 

Peter Munk’s heart was in a fearful state of 

agitation; for he heard no voice, no footstep but his 

own, and even the birds seemed to avoid this scene of 

gloom. 

The charcoal-burner had now reached the highest 

point of the pine grove, and took his stand before a tree 

of prodigious girth, which a Dutch shipwright would 

have given many hundred florins for as it stood. 

“Here,” thought he, “must the treasurer surely 

dwell,” and, removing his large hat and making a 

humble reverence to the tree, he cleared his throat, and 

said, in a trembling voice: “I wish you a pleasant 

evening, Mr. Glass-blower!” 

No answer came, and everything was silent as 

before. 

“Perhaps I must repeat the verses,” thought he; and 

he muttered, in a low tone: 

“Treasurer in the forest green, 
Who so many hundred years hast seen, 
Thine is the land where the pine-trees stand, —” 
As he said these words, he saw, to his intense 

alarm, a little singular apparition, peering out from 

behind the vast tree. 

He saw the glass manikin precisely as he had heard 

him described; the little black doublet, the red 

stockings, the tiny hat, all, even to the pale, shrewd, 

handsome face of which he had heard so much, he now 

believed he had this instant caught a glimpse of. 

But, unluckily, rapidly as the manikin had peeped 

out, he had darted back again as rapidly. 

“Mr. Glass-blower,” cried Peter, after a pause, “be 

reasonable, if you please, and don’t take me for a fool. 

Mr. Glass-blower, if you think I didn’t see you, you 

are very much mistaken; for I distinctly saw you peep 

out from behind that tree.” 

Still no answer, though he thought occasionally he 

could distinguish a faint giggle behind the trunk. 

At last his impatience overcame the terror which 

had hitherto restrained him. 

“Wait, you little chap!” cried he; “I’ll catch you in a 

twinkling!” and he sprang, with one bound, behind the 

tree; but no treasurer could he find in the green thicket, 
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and he saw nothing but an active little squirrel darting 

up the trunk. 

Peter Munk shook his head. 

He saw that he had succeeded perfectly with the 

exorcism to a certain point, and that perhaps a single 

rhyme only was wanted to enable him to entice the 

manikin wholly out. 

He rubbed his ear; he scratched his pate; but all in 

vain. 

The squirrel took its seat on the lowest branch, and 

seemed to be laughing at him. 

It dressed its fur, whisked its pretty tail, and looked 

at Peter with its cunning eyes, so that at last the lad 

began to be afraid to be alone with the creature; for 

now it seemed to him the squirrel had a man’s head, 

and wore a three-cornered hat; now again it had on its 

hind legs red stockings and black shoes. 

In short, the merry little animal alarmed Peter a 

good deal, for he could not but think there was a great 

deal of mystery about it. 

Peter left the place much more rapidly than he had 

come to it. 

The gloomy shades of the pine forest seemed to 

increase in depth, the trees to stand more compactly 

together, and he began to be so much terrified that he 

retreated on the full run; and not till he heard in the 

distance the barking of a dog, and saw the smoke of a 

cottage through the trees, did he become more easy 

and relieved in mind. 

But as he drew nearer, and could distinguish the 

costume of the people in the hut, he found that in his 

excitement he had taken a wrong direction, and, instead 

of the glass-blowers, had come among the raftsmen. 

The occupants of the hut he saw were wood-

cutters; they were an aged man, his son, the proprietor 

of the house, and several well-grown grand-children. 

They received Peter, who begged lodging for the 

night, with great hospitality, making no inquiry into his 

name or residence, gave him plenty of cider to drink, 

and, in the evening, sat before him a roasted heathcock, 

the choicest delicacy of the Black Forest. 

After supper the mistress of the house and her 

daughters seated themselves with their distaffs round a 

large torch supplied by the children with the finest 

resin; the grandfather, the guest, and the husband, sat 

smoking and looking at the women; and the boys busied 

themselves in making wooden spoons and forks. 

Outside, the storm howled and roared through the 

pines; the crash of falling trees was heard at frequent 

intervals, and the whole forest seemed to be breaking 

over their heads. 

The fearless boys wanted to run out into the wood 

to witness the terrible scene, but their grandfather 

checked them with a stern look and word. 

“I recommend no one,” said he, “to leave the house 

tonight, for by Heaven he will never come back. 

Hollander Michael is felling a raft tonight.” 

The boys looked at him in amazement; they had 

heard before of Hollander Michael, but they begged 

their grandfather to tell them, once for all, his whole 

history. 

Peter Munk, also, who had heard indistinct rumors 

of Hollander Michael on the other side of the forest, 

chimed in with their entreaties, and inquired of the old 

man who and where he was. 

“He is the lord of this forest,” answered the 

graybeard; “and that at your age you have never yet 

heard about him shows that you do not live nearer than 

the pine grove on the hill yonder, and probably a good 

way further. 

I will tell you what little I know of Hollander Michael 

and the various traditions concerning him. 

A century ago, so my grandfather used to say, there 

were no more respectable, honorable people in the 

whole world than the dwellers in the Black Forest. 

Now, since money has grown to be so plenty, men 

have become dishonest and wicked. 

The young fellows dance and revel on Sundays, and 

swear enough to make your blood run cold. 

It was very different formerly; and, if Hollander 

Michael were to look into that window this moment, I 

would say, as I have often said before, that he is solely 

to blame for all this corruption. 

There lived a hundred years ago a rich timber-

master hereabouts, who had many servants. 

He traded far down the Rhine; and, being a pious 

man, his business prospered. 

One evening a man came to his door whose equal he 

had never seen before. 

His dress was that of the lads of the Black Forest, 

but he was a head taller than any one else, and no man 

could have believed that such a giant existed. 

The stranger begged for employment with the 

wood-cutters, and the wood-master, seeing his great 

strength and how much work he could do, settled the 

amount of wages he should pay him, and the bargain 

was struck. 

Such a workman the master had never before had in 

his employ. 

At felling trees he was equal to three men; and 
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when six were dragging at one end of a log, he carried 

the other without apparent exertion. 

After felling timber for six months he went to his 

master. 

“I have hewed wood long enough,” said he, “and 

would like to see where my trees go. 

What do you say to letting me take down your rafts 

one of these days.” 

The wood-master answered: “I will not stand in 

your way, Michael, if you wish to see a little of the 

world. 

To be sure, I need for tree-felling strong, able-

bodied men like you; but still, your dexterity won’t be 

wasted with my rafts; so, if you wish to go, I agree for 

once.” 

So the thing was settled. 

The raft which he was to manage had eight sections, 

the last one composed of the largest ship-timbers. 

But what happened? 

The evening before he was to start Michael brought 

down to the river eight beams, far longer and bigger 

than any ever seen before, and yet carried so easily on 

his shoulder that all who saw him were aghast. 

Where he had felled them, nobody knows to this 

day. 

The wood-master’s heart laughed for joy on seeing 

them, for he saw at a glance what a monstrous price 

they would fetch; and Michael said: “These are for me 

to travel on; I should never get along on those 

wretched little joists there.” 

His master, in the height of his gratitude, gave him a 

handsome pair of river-boots; but he threw them aside, 

and produced a, pair of unheard-of dimensions; my 

grandfather used to say that they weighed a hundred 

pounds, and stood at least five feet high. 

The raft set off; and if Michael had hitherto 

astonished the wood-cutters, he now filled the 

raftsmen with utter amazement, for, instead of the 

raft’s floating slowly down the stream, as people had 

expected from the vast size of the timber, no sooner 

had it reached the Neckar than it flew along like an 

arrow. 

At every bend in the Neckar, where the raftsmen 

usually had great trouble in keeping the raft in the 

middle and preventing it from striking on the gravel or 

sand, Michael invariably sprang into the water and with 

one shove pushed the timber right or left, so that it 

slipped by without danger; and when he came to a 

straight part of the river, he ran forward on to the front 

division and, thrusting his huge weaver’s beam into the 

gravel, with one mighty push would send the raft along 

so that shores and trees and villages seemed to be all 

racing in the contrary direction. 

In this way, in half the time they usually required, 

they reached the city of Cologne, where they were 

wont to dispose of their timber; but here Michael said: 

“You are fine merchants, are you not, and understand 

your business! 

Do you suppose the people of Cologne use all the 

timber which comes from the Black Forest? 

No, they buy it of you for half its value, and sell it in 

Holland again at double price. 

Let us sell the small timbers here, and go ourselves 

with the larger ones to Holland. 

Whatever we get beyond the usual price is our own 

profit.” 

Thus spoke the crafty Michael, and the others 

assented at once, some because they were anxious to 

visit Holland, and others for the sake of the expected 

profit. 

One only of the gang was honest, and warned them 

against exposing their master’s property to danger, or 

cheating him out of the higher price; but the others 

would not listen, and forgot his words, though 

Hollander Michael did not. 

They descended the Rhine with the raft, under 

Michael’s guidance, and soon arrived at Rotterdam. 

Here they obtained fourfold the usual price for their 

goods, and Michael’s huge timbers especially fetched a 

monstrous sum of money. 

Seeing so much gold within their reach, the Black 

Foresters lost all self-control. 

Michael divided the purchase-money, one-fourth to 

his master and three to the raftsmen, and they 

squandered and gambled it away in all sorts of 

debauchery, frequenting the low pot-houses and 

taverns with sailors and other dissipated people; while 

the brave man who had attempted to dissuade them 

from their purpose was sold, it is thought, by Michael 

to the devil, for he was never seen again. 

From this time Holland was a paradise to the lads of 

the Black Forest, and Hollander Michael their king. 

Their masters heard nothing of the proceeding for a 

long time; and money, swearing, bad manners, 

drunkenness, and gambling, came insensibly from 

Holland to these once happy regions. 

When the story came out at last, Hollander Michael 

was nowhere to be found. 

But dead he certainly is not; for these hundred 

years past he has been playing his pranks in this forest, 
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and they say he has helped a great many persons to 

grow rich, but — at the price of their poor souls, and I 

say no more of that. 

But this much is certain, that on just such stormy 

nights as this he tears down the largest pines in the 

pine grove yonder where no one works; and my father 

saw him once snap off one, four feet in diameter, like a 

reed. 

These he gives to those men who turn aside from 

virtue and follow him. 

At midnight they carry them down to the river, and 

he steers them down to Holland. 

But if I were King of Holland I would have him blown 

from the cannon’s mouth, for every ship will surely sink 

which has in her one of Hollander Michael’s timbers. 

This is why we hear of so many shipwrecks; for 

what else should make a handsome, strong ship, as big 

as a church, sink to the bottom of the ocean? 

I tell you, just so often as Hollander Michael fells a 

pine in the Black Forest, one of his old timbers springs 

out from the bottom of some ship; the water of course 

pours in, and the vessel is lost with crew and cargo. 

This is the story of Hollander Michael; and true it is 

that every evil in these woods must be ascribed to him. 

O, he can make a man rich!” added the old 

grandfather mysteriously; “but not for worlds would I 

take anything from him. 

I wouldn’t be in the skin of Fat Ezekiel or Long 

Slurker for all the Indies! 

King Dance has sold himself to him, too, or I am 

much mistaken.” 

The storm had gone down while the old man was 

speaking; the girls, trembling with fear, lighted their 

lamps and went away to bed, and the men laid a bag of 

leaves on the stove-bench as a pillow for Peter Munk, 

and bade him good-night. 

Peter had never had such fearful dreams as on this 

night. 

Now, he imagined that he saw the gigantic Hollander 

Michael tear open the cottage window, and hold in with 

his prodigiously long arm a purse full of gold pieces, 

which he shook together with a sweet metallic ring; 

now, on the other hand, he thought he saw the little, 

good-natured glass manikin riding round the room on a 

huge green bottle, and he thought he could again 

distinguish the faint giggle he had heard in the pine-

grove. 

Soon his left ear caught a murmur: 

“In Holland is gold, 
In sums untold, 

At a low price sold, 
Gold, gold.” 
Then he heard, in his right ear, the song of the 

treasurer in the leafy pine forest, and a soft voice 

whispered: “Stupid coal-burner, stupid Peter Munk, 

cannot find a word to rhyme with “stand”, and yet was 

born at noon on Sunday! 

Rhyme, stupid Peter, rhyme!” 

He groaned and grunted in his sleep, trying to find a 

rhyme, but as he had never made one in his life, all the 

efforts of his dream were fruitless. 

Waking with the earliest beams of morning, his 

memory still retained the marvels of the previous night, 

and, sitting near the table with folded arms, he 

pondered over the whispered words which still lingered 

in his ear. 

“Rhyme, stupid Peter, rhyme,” said he to himself, 

knocking at his forehead with his finger; but no rhyme 

came. 

As he was sitting staring at the floor and thinking of 

a rhyme for “stand”, three lads passed the house in the 

direction of the wood, and one of them sang: 

“On the mountain I did stand, 
And I gazed across the dell, 
And I saw her wave her hand 
In eternal farewell.” 
It went into Peter’s ear like a flash of lightning, and 

starting up hastily, in fear lest he had heard incorrectly, 

he rushed from the house and seized the singer roughly 

by the arm. 

“Halt, friend!” he cried, “what was your rhyme to 

“stand”? 

Do me the favor to repeat what you sang just now.” 

“What business is it of yours, man?” answered the 

youth, “I will sing just what I please; and let go my arm 

this moment, or —” 

“You must and shall tell me what you were singing!” 

shouted Peter, almost crazy with anxiety, and 

tightening his grasp; whereupon, the two others, 

without an instant’s delay, seized him in their powerful 

grip, and handled him so roughly that he was forced by 

mere pain to release the sleeve of the third, and sank 

exhausted on his knees. 

“There!” said they, laughing, “you’ve got your gruel; 

and remember, you fool, never to attack people of our 

sort again on the high road.” 

“Alas! 

I shall be sure to remember,” answered Peter, with 

a deep sigh. 

“But if you beat me for it, please tell me distinctly 
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what you were singing.” 

At this they all laughed again, and poked fun at him 

to their heart’s content; but the singer repeated his 

song at last, and, laughing and singing, the three merry 

companions went on their way. 

“Aha! hand,” said battered Peter, rising painfully 

from the ground. 

“Stand and hand — of course! 

Now, glass manikin, we will have a word or two 

together.” 

He entered the hut, and, taking his hat and staff, 

bade good-by to the occupants of the cottage, and set 

off on his return to the pine grove. 

Slowly and thoughtfully he trudged along, for he had 

to compose a line for his verse; at last, however, after 

he had come within the borders of the grove, and the 

pines grew tall and thick, he succeeded in his essay at 

poetical composition, and, in his delight, gave a high 

leap into the air. 

At this moment a man of gigantic height, dressed 

like a raftsman, and with a staff like a ship’s mast in his 

hand, stepped forth from behind the pines. 

Peter Munk almost dropped on his knees when he 

saw this figure approaching; for he felt it could be no 

other than Hollander Michael. 

The spectre preserved a profound silence, and Peter 

gazed at him with eyes of terror. 

He stood at least a head taller than the tallest man 

Peter had ever seen; his face was neither old nor 

young, but full of furrows and wrinkles; he wore a 

doublet of dark linen cloth, and the huge boots drawn 

up over his leather breeches Peter recognized at once 

as those described by tradition. 

“Peter Munk, what brings you to the pine grove?” 

asked the forest king at length in a deep and 

threatening voice. 

“Good-morning, Mr. Countryman,” answered Peter, 

seeking to conceal his fear, but trembling violently; “I 

was only going home through this pine grove.” 

“Peter Munk,” said the giant, turning on him a 

penetrating glance, “your road goes not through this 

grove.” 

“No, sir, not exactly,” replied Peter, “but the day is 

warm, and I thought it would be cooler here.” 

“No lies, charcoal-burner!” shouted Hollander 

Michael, in a voice of thunder, “or I will strike you dead 

with this staff! 

Think you I did not see you begging of the manikin?” 

he added more softly. 

“Pooh, pooh, Peter! that was a stupid business, and 

you were lucky in not remembering the poetry. 

He is a niggard, that little wretch, and never gives 

much, and those who receive from him are never 

happy. 

Peter, you are a poor simpleton, and I pity you from 

my soul; such a high-spirited, handsome lad, who could 

do so much in the great world, and yet only a charcoal-

burner! 

Only able to bring out sixpence, when other men 

shake out big dollars from their pockets! 

It’s a wretched life!” 

“So it is, sir; you are right; it is a wretched life 

indeed!” 

“Well, well,” continued the frightful Michael; “you 

will not be the first brave lad I have helped out of his 

difficulties. 

Say, Peter, how many hundred dollars do you want 

for your first instalment?” 

Saying this, he rattled the gold in his big pockets, 

and a sound came to Peter’s ears like that he had heard 

in his dream. 

But his heart throbbed with terror at these words of 

the spectre, for Hollander Michael did not look like one 

who gave money for charity’s sake alone. 

The old man’s mysterious remarks about rich men 

recurred to his memory, and, filled with an 

inexpressible alarm, he cried: “Much obliged, sir! but I 

wish to have nothing to do with you; I know you of old,” 

and ran, as he had never run before. 

The demon came after him with prodigious strides, 

muttering in a hollow and menacing voice: “You will 

regret this, Peter. 

It is written on your forehead, I can read it in your 

eyes, that you will not escape me. 

Do not run so fast; listen to one sensible word, 

Peter, before you cross my boundary.” 

Hearing these words, and seeing before him at no 

great distance a narrow trench, Peter redoubled his 

efforts to reach the limits, Michael pursuing him with 

threats and curses. 

The young man leaped across the trench with a 

desperate spring, just as he saw the spectre raise his 

staff to deal a fatal blow upon his head. 

He crossed the trench without mishap, and the staff 

splintered in the air as if it had struck an invisible wall, 

and a long fragment fell at Peter’s feet. 

He picked the piece up triumphantly to throw it back 

at Hollander Michael; but the moment he did so he felt 

the stick move in his hand, and he saw to his horror 

that he held in his grasp a monstrous serpent, which 
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was already ascending his arm with dripping tongue and 

gleaming eyes, to assail his throat. 

He relaxed his hold, but the reptile had wound itself 

round his arm, and its darting head drew nearer and 

nearer to his face. 

Suddenly a gigantic heathcock flew down, and, 

seizing the serpent’s head in his beak, flew with the 

reptile into the air; while Hollander Michael, who had 

seen the whole affair from the further side of the 

trench, howled, yelled and raved, as the snake was 

carried off by a superior power. 

Peter went his way, trembling and exhausted; the 

path grew steeper, the scene became more savage, and 

he soon found himself at the huge pine. 

He made, as he had done the day before, a low 

reverence to the invisible manikin, and said: 

“Treasurer in the forest green, 
Who so many hundred years hast seen, 
Thine is the land where the pine-trees stand, 
And Sabbath-born children bless thy hand.” 
“You haven’t exactly hit it, charcoal Peter; but since 

it is you, let it pass,” said a soft, melodious voice close 

by. 

He looked round amazed, and under a handsome 

pine he saw sitting a little man, in a black doublet and 

red stockings, with a huge hat on his head. 

He had a pleasant, kindly face, and a long beard as 

fine as cobweb. 

He was smoking a pipe of blue glass, and, as Peter 

drew nearer, he saw to his astonishment that the 

clothes, shoes and hat of the pigmy were also made of 

colored glass; but it was as flexible as if it were still 

hot, for it adapted itself like cloth to every motion of 

his body. 

“You have met that scoundrel, Hollander Michael,” 

said the dwarf, coughing oddly between every word. 

“He has served you a shameful trick; but I have 

taken away his magic staff, and he will never get it 

again.” 

“Yes, my lord treasurer,” replied Peter, with a low 

bow, “it was an anxious moment. 

You are the honorable heathcock, no doubt, who 

killed the snake. 

Accept my sincerest thanks. 

I came to obtain your advice and aid. 

My affairs are in a very bad condition, indeed, sir. 

A charcoal-burner can never do much, and I thought 

that, as I was young, I might make something better of 

myself: especially when I see other men who have gone 

ahead so far in a very short time, like Ezekiel, for 

instance, and King Dance, who have money as plenty as 

grass in summer.” 

“Peter,” said the pigmy, solemnly, blowing the 

smoke from the bowl of his pipe; “Peter, say nothing to 

me of those men. 

What does it profit them to seem happy here for a 

few years, if they are all the more miserable 

afterwards? 

You must not despise your trade; your father and 

your grandfather were respectable men, and carried on 

the same business, Peter Munk! 

I earnestly hope it is no love of idleness which 

brings you to me.” 

Peter was startled by the little man’s solemnity, and 

blushed scarlet. 

“No,” said he; “I well know, my lord treasurer, that 

idleness is the root of all evil; but you will not think the 

worse of me if I confess that a different position from 

what I occupy would please me better. 

A charcoal-burner is looked on as contemptible all 

the world over, and the glass-blowers and raftsmen 

and watch-makers are much more respectable.” 

“Pride often cometh before a fall,” answered the 

little gentleman of the pine grove, more kindly. 

“You men are strange beings! 

Few of you are contented with the lot in which you 

are born and bred. 

If you were a glass-blower, you would wish to be a 

wood-master; if a wood-master, you would long for the 

place of the forester, or the bailiff. 

But, so be it; if you promise to work diligently, 

Peter, I will help you to a better lot. 

I am accustomed to grant to every Sabbath-born 

child, who knows how to find me, three wishes. 

The first two are absolute; but the third, if it is a 

foolish one, I am at liberty to refuse. 

So, state what you want. 

But, Peter, let it be something useful and good.” 

“Huzza! 

O! you are an excellent manikin, and properly called 

treasurer, for treasures are at home in your house! 

Let me see. 

If I may wish whatever I please, sir, let the first be 

that I may dance better than King Dance himself, and 

have always as much money in my pocket as Fat 

Ezekiel.” 

“You fool!” said the dwarf, angrily. 

“What a miserable wish is this, to dance well, and 

have money to squander! 

Are you not ashamed, stupid Peter, to cheat yourself 
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of your good fortune in this way? 

What advantage is it to you and your poor mother, 

that you can dance? 

What benefit is all your money, which, according to 

your wish, is only for the tavern, and remains there like 

that of the worthless King Dance? 

I give you one more free wish; but mind you wish 

more sensibly.” 

Peter scratched his ears, and said, after some delay: 

“Well, I wish for the finest and richest glass-house in 

the Black Forest, and money to carry it on.” 

“Nothing else?” asked the dwarf, anxiously; “Peter, 

nothing else?” 

“Well, sir, you might add a horse, and a little 

carriage —” 

“O, you stupid charcoal-burner!” cried the pigmy, in 

a rage, throwing his glass pipe against a pine, where it 

broke into a thousand pieces. 

“Horses! carriages! 

Sense, I tell you, good common sense you ought to 

have wished for, and not horses and carriages! 

Come, don’t be so downcast; it is not so disgraceful, 

after all. 

Your second wish was not so very absurd. 

A good glass-house keeps master and man; but if 

you had taken prudence and common sense with it, the 

horse and carriage would have come of themselves.” 

“But, lord treasurer,” said Peter, “I have still one 

wish left. 

I can wish for common sense, if you think it so 

necessary.” 

“No, no. 

You will get into many a difficulty, Peter, where you 

will be happy to think that you have a wish on hand. 

Here,” said the manikin, drawing a little purse from 

his pocket, “here are two thousand florins, and enough 

for you, too; and never come here again to ask for 

money. 

If you do, I shall hang you up on the highest pine in 

the forest. 

I have always done so since I lived in this wood. 

Old Winkfritz, who owned the great glass-house in 

the lower forest, died three days ago. 

Go there tomorrow morning early, and make a fair 

offer for the property as it stands. 

Live honestly, be industrious, and I will visit you 

occasionally to assist you with advice, since you failed 

to ask for common sense. 

But — I say it earnestly — your first wish was bad. 

Beware of going to the tavern, Peter. 

It never benefited anybody yet!” 

While he spoke, the little man had pulled out a fresh 

pipe of glass, and, stuffing it with dry rosin, thrust it 

into his tiny, toothless mouth. 

Then drawing forth a huge burning-glass, he 

stepped into the sunshine and lighted his pipe. 

When everything was ready, he held out his hand 

graciously to Peter, and, giving him some good counsel 

as they went along, smoked and blew faster and faster, 

till he vanished at length in a cloud of smoke, which, 

slowly curling, floated away among the pines. 

When Peter reached home, he found his mother in 

great anxiety on his account; for, from his staying away 

so long, the good lady was persuaded that her son had 

been drawn for a soldier. 

He made his appearance, however, joyous and 

cheerful, and told her at great length how he had met a 

good friend in the forest, who had advanced him some 

money to aid him in commencing a different business. 

Although his mother had lived in charcoal thirty 

years, and had become as much accustomed to smutty-

faced people as a miller’s wife is to the mealy visage of 

her husband, she was foolish enough, as soon as her 

Peter entered on a more brilliant career, to despise her 

former condition, and used to say: “Ay, ay, as the 

mother of a glass-house owner, I am of a different sort 

from neighbors Gretchen and Betty; and in future I 

mean to sit in church in the front seats, where the rich 

folks go.” 

Her son soon struck a bargain with the heirs of the 

glass-maker. 

He hired all the workmen he could find, and went to 

work making glass night and day. 

At first the business delighted him. 

He would go leisurely down to the glass-house with 

a consequential strut, his hands deep in his trousers’ 

pockets, and his eyes staring insolently in all 

directions, and there make a variety of sententious and 

absurd remarks, to the intense amusement of his 

workmen, and the total destruction of their respect. 

His greatest pleasure consisted in watching the 

operation of glass-blowing; and he often took hold 

himself and formed odd figures from the plastic mass. 

But the business rapidly grew tedious, and his visits 

to the factory soon occupied but one hour in the day; 

soon after, one in two days; and at last he fell into the 

easy habit of coming only once a week, leaving his 

workmen in the interval to do precisely as they 

pleased. 

All this was the necessary consequence of his 
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devotion to the tavern. 

The Sunday after his return from the pine grove he 

repaired to the pot-house, and who should spring on to 

the dancing-floor, as he entered, but King Dance 

himself, while Fat Ezekiel sat behind his tankard, dicing 

for dollars. 

Peter felt hastily in his pockets, to see if the glass 

manikin had kept his promise; and, see! they were 

crammed to bursting with silver and gold! 

His legs, too, were jerking and quivering, as if they 

yearned to be dancing, and, as soon as the first dance 

was ended, he placed himself with his partner opposite 

King Dance. 

When the latter jumped three feet into the air, Peter 

jumped four; and when his rival made the most rare and 

delicate figurings, Peter so played and twisted his feet 

that the spectators went nearly crazy with admiration. 

But when it was known in the dancing-room that 

Peter had purchased a glass-house, when people saw 

that as often as he came near the musicians he threw 

them a crown, there was no end to their astonishment. 

Some believed he had found a treasure in the 

woods; others thought he must have received a legacy; 

but all honored him immensely, and looked upon him as 

a perfect gentleman, only because he had plenty of 

money. 

Though he gambled away twenty florins during the 

evening, yet his money still jingled in his pocket, as if 

there were at least a hundred dollars there. 

When Peter perceived how important he had grown, 

he lost all self-restraint from joy and pride. 

He threw about his money with open hands, and 

shared it lavishly among the poor, remembering how 

heavily poverty had once weighed upon himself. 

The arts of King Dance were now cast into the 

shade by the supernatural skill of his new competitor, 

and Peter received the name of Emperor Dance. 

The most desperate gamblers never bet so much on 

Sundays as he; nor, on the other hand, did they lose so 

much. 

Still, the more he lost, the more he seemed to have. 

This resulted from the form of his wish to the glass 

manikin. 

He had wished for just as much money in his pocket 

as Fat Ezekiel had, and he it was to whom he lost his 

gold. 

So, when he lost twenty or thirty guilders on one 

bet, he had them back in his pocket as soon as Ezekiel 

had bagged his gains. 

Very soon he had gone further in gluttony and 

gambling than the vilest debauchees in the Black 

Forest; and people now oftener called him Gambling 

Peter than Emperor Dance; for he played now almost 

every week-day. 

Hence his glass-house gradually fell into complete 

disorder, by reason of Peter’s utter want of sense. 

He made all the glass he could possibly 

manufacture; but he had not bought, with the house, the 

secret of selling it to the best advantage. 

He was at a loss at last how to dispose of the vast 

quantity on hand, and sold it finally piecemeal to 

travelling merchants for half its value, solely for means 

to pay his workmen. 

One evening he was going home from the tavern, 

and thinking with dismay, spite of the wine he had 

drunk, of the ruin of his property. 

Noticing suddenly that someone was walking near 

him, he looked round, and saw the glass manikin. 

He boiled over directly with anger and fury, and, 

assuming a haughty tone, swore that the pigmy was 

responsible for all his misfortunes. 

“What can I do now with a horse and carriage?” he 

cried. 

“What good do I get from my glass-house and all my 

glass? 

When I was a miserable charcoal-burner, I lived 

happier and freer from care than I do now. 

I expect every day the bailiff will come and seize my 

goods for my debts.” 

“So!” answered the manikin, “I am to blame if you 

are unlucky? 

Is this your gratitude for my benevolence? 

Who taught you to make such foolish wishes? 

You chose to be a glass-blower, and didn’t know 

where to sell your glass! 

Did I not tell you you should have wished more 

prudently? 

Common sense, Peter; you wanted common sense.” 

“What good is there in common sense?” cried Peter. 

“I have as much of it as anybody else, as I’ll show 

you, you manikin!” and with these words he seized the 

dwarf by the collar, shouting: “Have I got you now, 

treasurer? 

Ha! ha! 

I’ll make my third wish now, and you shall grant it to 

me, whether or no! 

I will have, this instant, two hundred thousand hard 

dollars, and a house, and — O, horror!” he cried, 

shaking his hand in agony; for the manikin had suddenly 

changed into liquid glass, and burned his hand like jets 
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of fire. 

Nothing was to be seen of the pigmy. 

His swollen hand reminded him, for many days, of 

his folly and ingratitude. 

But he stifled the voice of conscience, and said to 

himself, “Well, if they sell up my glass-house, and 

everything else, at any rate they can’t take Fat Ezekiel. 

As long as he has money on Sundays, I shall never 

want.” 

Yes, Peter. 

But suppose he has none? 

And one day so it happened in the most striking 

manner. 

One Sunday Peter drove up to the tavern at full 

speed, and the people inside thrust their heads out of 

the window to see him, one saying: “Here comes 

Gambling Peter!” and another, “Ay, Emperor Dance, the 

rich glass-maker!” while a third shook his head, saying 

softly: “His riches are all very well; but people say all 

sorts of things of his debts; and I heard somebody say 

in the city that the bailiff was intending to attach his 

property before long.” 

Peter saluted the people at the window with 

politeness, and, descending from his carriage, called 

out: “Good-evening, landlord. 

Has Fat Ezekiel come yet?” 

He heard a deep voice answer: “Ay, ay, Peter, come 

in. 

Your place is kept for you, and we are at it already.” 

Peter Munk entered the tavern on this invitation; 

and, feeling in his pockets, knew at once that Ezekiel 

must be well supplied with funds, for his own pockets 

were crammed to overflowing. 

He sat down with the others at the table, and won 

and lost alternately, till the more respectable people 

went home; then they played by lamplight, till at length 

two of the gamblers left their seats, saying, “Well, we 

have had enough for tonight, and it is time to go home 

to our wives and children.” 

But Gambling Peter insisted on Ezekiel’s remaining; 

and the latter, after many refusals, finally cried: “Well, 

let me count my money first, and then we’ll shake dice 

for five guilders a throw; less than that is child’s play.” 

He drew out his purse and counted the contents — 

five hundred guilders in cash, and Peter knew at once 

of course how much he himself had, without counting. 

But, if Ezekiel had won before, he lost every stake 

now, and swore fearfully at his ill luck. 

If he threw doublets, Peter threw triplets 

immediately after, and generally something better. 

At last Ezekiel laid his last five guilders on the table, 

and said with an oath: “Here’s at you again, Peter; but 

if I lose this we can still go on, for you must lend me 

some of your winnings; a decent fellow must help his 

friend.” 

“As much as you want, though you borrow a 

hundred,” said Peter, delighted at his luck; and Fat 

Ezekiel shook the dice and threw fifteen. 

“Triplets! 

Good!” he cried; “beat that if you can.” 

Peter threw eighteen, and a well-known voice 

behind him said, “That is the last!” 

He looked round, and the gigantic Hollander Michael 

stood behind his chair. 

In his terror he let the money which he had just 

won, fall to the ground. 

But Fat Ezekiel saw nothing, and requested 

Gambling Peter to lend him ten guilders. 

Peter thrust his hand into his pocket, in a half-

dreaming state; but no money was there. 

He felt in his other pocket; still the same. 

He turned his coat inside out, but not a farthing fell. 

And now for the first time he remembered his first 

wish, which was that he might always have as much 

money as Fat Ezekiel. 

Every guilder had vanished. 

As he continued to feel for his money, Ezekiel and 

the landlord looked at him in amazement. 

They could not believe that he had none left; but at 

last, after feeling in his pockets themselves, they 

became furious, and swore that Gambling Peter must be 

a wicked magician, and had wished all his winnings 

away to his own house. 

Peter denied it manfully, but appearances were 

against him. 

Ezekiel declared he would tell the frightful story to 

every person in the Black Forest, and the landlord 

vowed he would go to the city the first thing in the 

morning and denounce Peter Munk as a wizard, and he 

would live, he added, to see the rascal burned at the 

stake. 

At last they both fell upon him in a fury, and, tearing 

his coat from his back, threw him out of the door. 

Not a star was shining in heaven as Peter slunk 

sadly homewards; but he could perceive a dark figure 

striding by his side, which said at length: “It is all up 

with you, Peter; all your splendor is gone now, and I 

could have told you it would be so when you refused to 

listen to my offers, and ran away to that stupid glass 

dwarf. 
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See what a man gets by despising my advice. 

But try your chance with me once, for I feel 

compassion for your bad luck. 

No one ever repented coming to me; and, if you are 

not afraid, I can be spoken with all day tomorrow at the 

pine-grove, whenever you call me.” 

Peter knew very well who the speaker was; but his 

presence filled him with terror, and he ran home 

without making any answer. 

THE following Monday, when Peter went to his 

glass-house, he found there not only his workmen, but 

several unwelcome strangers, namely, the bailiff and 

three constables. 

The bailiff bade Peter good-morning, and, having 

inquired how he slept the night before, drew from his 

pocket a long document containing a list of his 

creditors. 

“Can you pay, or not?” demanded he with a stern 

look. 

“And cut it short, too, for I’ve not much time to 

throw away, and I’ve been here three good hours 

already.” 

The despondent Peter confessed that his means 

were exhausted, and surrendered all his property, 

house, yard, sheds, stalls, wagons, and horses, to be 

appraised by the bailiff; and while the latter was going 

about with the constables, examining and appraising, 

the thought crossed his mind that the pine grove was 

not far off, and, as the dwarf had done him no good, he 

had better pay a visit to the giant. 

He ran to the pine grove as fast as if the constables 

were at his heels; and, though it seemed to him, as he 

passed the place where he had first spoken to the glass 

manikin, that an invisible hand held him back, he tore 

himself loose, and ran on to the ditch which he had 

noticed in former times: and scarcely had he shouted 

breathlessly, “Hollander Michael! 

Hollander Michael!” when the gigantic raftsman 

stood before him, staff in hand. 

“So you have come already?” said he, laughing. 

“They have been skinning you, no doubt, and want 

to sell you to your creditors. 

Well, well, be easy; your whole trouble comes, as I 

told you it would, from that contemptible glass manikin, 

the hypocrite! 

If a man means to benefit another, he should do it 

handsomely, and not like that stingy curmudgeon. 

But come,” continued he, turning into the wood, 

“follow me to my house, and we’ll see then whether we 

can come to terms.” 

“Come to terms!” thought Peter. 

“What can he want of me that I can come to terms 

about? 

What can I do for him? 

What does he mean, I wonder? 

“They first ascended a steep foot-path, and came 

suddenly to the edge of a deep, retired defile. 

Hollander Michael sprang down the cliff with a leap, 

as if it were an easy flight of stairs; and Peter nearly 

fainted from terror when his guide, as soon as he 

reached the ground, grew in stature to the size of a 

church-steeple, and, extending an arm towards the 

charcoal-burner as long as a weaver’s beam, with a 

hand at the end of it as wide as a tavern table, shouted 

in a voice like a deep funeral bell: “Get into my hand 

and hold fast by my fingers, and you will not fall.” 

With fear and trembling Peter did as he was 

commanded, and, seating himself in the giant’s hand, 

clasped his arms firmly round the thumb. 

Their way descended far and deep into the bowels 

of the earth, but, to Peter’s astonishment, seemed to 

grow no darker; on the contrary, the light of day grew 

so much brighter in the valley that he was compelled at 

last to shut his eyes. 

Hollander Michael, as his walk continued, had 

gradually diminished in size, and, when he at length 

halted before a cottage of the kind occupied by the 

richer inhabitants of the Black Forest, had resumed his 

former more moderate dimensions. 

The hut into which Peter was led differed in nothing 

from the huts of other people except in its utter 

solitude. 

The wooden house-clock, the huge fireplace, the 

broad benches, and the articles on the shelves, were 

precisely the same as everywhere else. 

Michael pointed him to a seat behind a large table, 

and, leaving the room, soon returned with a pitcher of 

wine and glasses. 

Pouring out a full tumbler for each, Michael began 

the conversation, and told of the pleasures of the 

world, of foreign countries, of beautiful cities and 

rivers, till Peter began to feel a strong desire to visit 

these places, and said as much to his host. 

“If your whole body were running over with courage 

for bold undertakings, Peter, a couple of throbs of your 

foolish, useless heart would make you tremble. 

Why should a sensible fellow like you trouble 

himself about dishonor or misfortune? 

Did you feel it in your head when they called you 

lately scoundrel and rogue? 
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Did it make your stomach ache when the bailiff came 

to pitch you out of your glass-house? 

Tell me, Peter, my boy, what part of you felt these 

annoyances?” 

“My heart,” said Peter, pressing his hand to his 

throbbing breast. 

“You have thrown away — no offence, Peter — a 

great many hundred florins on dirty beggars and such 

vermin, and what good has it done you? 

They blessed you, to be sure, and wished you 

health; but did you ever find yourself better for that? 

For half the money you have wasted on beggars you 

might have kept a physician in your pay. 

As if a blessing were of any use when a man is 

thrust out of doors! 

Bah! 

And what was it, Peter, drove you to feel in your 

pockets whenever a beggar pulled off his greasy hat to 

you? 

Your heart, Peter, always your heart! 

Not your eyes, nor your tongue, nor your arms, nor 

your legs, but your heart! 

You took everything too much to heart, as the 

saying is.” 

“But how can a man help it, sir? 

I give myself all the trouble in the world to keep my 

heart down, but it beats and pains me all the same.” 

“By yourself, of course,” said his host, laughing, 

“you can do nothing to prevent it. 

But give me the troublesome thing, and you will see 

at once how comfortable you will be.” 

“Give you my heart!” cried Peter in terror. 

“I should die on the spot.” 

“Of course you would, if one of your rascally 

surgeons were to take it out of your body; you would 

die, no doubt. 

But it’s a very different affair with me. 

Come and see for yourself.” 

Rising from his seat he opened a door and led Peter 

into another room. 

Peter’s heart contracted painfully as he crossed the 

threshold, for the sight which met his eye was strange 

and startling. 

Glass vessels filled with a transparent liquid, and 

each containing a human heart, were ranged on wooden 

shelves round the room, and on each vessel was pasted 

a ticket with a name written on it, which Peter read 

with great surprise. 

Here was the heart of the bailiff of F., of Fat 

Ezekiel, of King Dance, of the head forester; there six 

hearts of usurers, eight of recruiting-officers, three of 

money-brokers. 

In short, it was a museum of the most respectable 

hearts within a radius of twenty leagues. 

“Look,” said Hollander Michael; “all these have 

thrown aside the cares and anxieties of life. 

None of these hearts ever beat with sorrow and 

suffering, and their former owners never cease to 

congratulate themselves that they have expelled the 

uneasy guest from their houses.” 

“But what do they carry in their breasts in their 

place?” inquired Peter, giddy at the dreadful sight. 

“This,” replied the giant, taking from his pocket a 

heart of marble. 

“Indeed!” answered Peter, unable to repress a 

shudder. 

“A marble heart! 

But, Hollander Michael, it must feel very cold in a 

man’s bosom.” 

“Of course,” said the spectre; “very agreeably so, 

however. 

Where is the advantage of a warm heart? 

The warmth is no benefit in winter, for a glass of 

brandy and a good fire are a great deal better; and in 

summer, when everything is so sultry and hot, you have 

no idea how cooling such a heart as this is! 

Besides, as I said before, you will never feel pain 

nor fear; and silly compassion and such ridiculous 

emotions will never annoy you again.” 

“And this is all you can give me?” asked Peter, 

discontentedly. 

“I was expecting money, and you offer me only a 

marble heart!” 

“Nay, a hundred thousand florins I thought would be 

enough for you at first. 

If you manage it well, you will soon get to be a 

millionaire.” 

“A hundred thousand!” cried the poor charcoal-

burner joyfully. 

“Aha! my heart beats so violently I see we shall 

soon understand one another. 

Very well, Michael, give me the stone and the 

money, and you may have all the uneasiness for 

yourself.” 

“I thought you were a sensible lad,” said the 

Hollander, laughing kindly. 

“Come, let’s take a drink or two, and I’ll count out 

the money.” 

They sat down to their wine again, and continued to 

drink till Peter sank into a deep sleep. 
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He was awakened at last by the merry sounds of a 

post-horn, and to his surprise found himself sitting in a 

handsome coach, and travelling on a broad and level 

road; and, bending out of the window, he saw the Black 

Forest lying behind him in the blue horizon. 

At first he could not believe that it was he sitting in 

this fine carriage. 

His clothes were certainly not those which he had 

worn yesterday; but his memory of what had taken 

place was so vivid that he abandoned his reflections 

and exclaimed: “I am Peter the charcoal-burner, and no 

one else; that’s certain.” 

He was much surprised to find that he felt no 

emotions of regret at leaving for the first time his 

birthplace in the quiet forest where he had passed so 

many years of his life. 

Even when he thought of his mother, now sitting 

helpless and miserable in her hut, he was wholly unable 

to squeeze out a tear, or even heave a sigh. 

Everything was a matter of indifference to him. 

“Ah, to be sure,” said he, “tears and sighs, home-

sickness and sorrow, all come from the heart, and, 

thanks to Hollander Michael, mine is stony and cold!” 

He laid his hand on his bosom, and his heart was 

silent and motionless. 

“If he has kept his word with the hundred thousand 

as well as he has with the heart, I have no complaints 

to make,” said he, hunting about in the carriage. 

He found articles of dress of all kinds in abundance, 

but no money. 

At last he hit upon a pocket in which he found many 

thousand dollars in gold, and drafts upon bankers in 

every large city on the continent. 

“I’ve found all I wanted,” he thought; and, throwing 

himself comfortably in the corner of the coach, 

resigned himself to meditation on his European tour. 

He travelled about the world two years, looking at 

the houses from his carriage-windows, or the hotel-

signs when he came to a halt, and inspecting the 

wonders of the various cities through which he passed. 

But nothing gave him pleasure. 

Pictures, palaces, music, dancing, all fatigued him. 

His stony heart sympathized with nothing, and his 

eyes and ears were dead to all that was beautiful. 

Nothing remained but the pleasures of eating, 

drinking, and sleep; and thus he lived, while travelling 

without an object through the world, eating to give 

himself amusement, and sleeping to cheat himself of 

life. 

Now and then he seemed to remember that he had 

led a happier life, when he was a poor laborer and 

obliged to toil to earn his daily bread. 

In those days every lovely landscape, every bit of 

music or dancing, had given him pleasure, and he would 

please himself for hours in thinking of the simple meal 

which his mother was to bring him at the kiln. 

Recalling to his memory these pleasant times, it 

struck him as strange that though in those days the 

smallest matter threw him into fits of laughter, he now 

found it difficult to summon up a smile. 

When others laughed, he feigned to join with them, 

but his heart felt no merriment. 

He found himself untroubled by anxiety, but 

contented felt that he was not. 

Not home-sickness nor sorrow, but ennui, drove 

him at last to turn his course towards home. 

As he crossed the country from Strasburg, and saw 

the dark forest of his childhood; as he caught sight for 

the first time after so long an interval of the manly 

forms and jovial faces of its inhabitants; as his ear 

heard the strong, deep, melodious music of his home, 

— he felt for his heart, wondering why he did not 

rejoice or weep. 

But his heart was of marble, and he felt the folly of 

his hopes. 

Stones are dead, and do not laugh or cry. 

His first visit was to Hollander Michael, who 

received him with his former friendliness. 

“Michael,” said Peter to the giant, “I have travelled 

the world over, and seen all there is to be seen, but 

everything has been vanity, and I have suffered 

intolerable weariness. 

The thing of stone I carry in my breast excluded me 

from many pleasures. 

I am never angry, never sad, and never pleased; and 

I am as though I were but half alive. 

Can you not infuse a little life into my stony heart? 

Or rather, Michael, give me back my own. 

I had been used to it for five-and-twenty years, 

and, if it did sometimes play me a treacherous trick, 

after all it was joyous and alive.” 

The spectre laughed a bitter, cruel laugh. 

“When you are dead, Peter,” he answered, “you 

shall have it without fail. 

You shall then receive again your soft, throbbing 

heart, and be capable of feeling the ensuing joy — or 

misery. 

It can never again be yours on earth! 

But, Peter, you say you have travelled, and yet, live 

as you pleased, have never tasted pleasure. 
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Establish yourself here in this forest, build you a 

house, marry, and invest your wealth in trade. 

You only need occupation. 

You felt ennui merely from idleness, and now 

ascribe all your unhappiness to this harmless heart.” 

Peter saw that Michael was right, as far as 

concerned idleness, and resolved to devote himself day 

and night to the accumulation of money. 

Michael gave him another hundred thousand florins, 

and once more dismissed him, persuaded that the giant 

was his devoted friend. 

The rumor soon spread through the forest that 

Charcoal Peter, or Gambling Peter, had come home 

richer than before; and the result was the same as it 

has ever been since the beginning of the world. 

As long as he was in poverty they pitched him out of 

the house into the sun; now, when he made his first 

appearance at the tavern on a Sunday afternoon, people 

shook his hand, admired his horse, inquired about his 

travels, and when he sat down, as he did at once, to 

play for hard dollars with Fat Ezekiel, the respect he 

inspired was as high as ever. 

His business now was no longer glass-making, but 

dealing in timber, though this was merely a cloak for 

other avocations. 

His principal business was lending money. 

Half the forest came gradually in his debt, for he 

lent money only at ten per cent interest, or sold corn at 

thrice its value to the poor. 

He stood now hand-in-glove with the bailiff, and if a 

debtor failed to pay Mr. Peter Munk on the exact day, 

that official would instantly ride over with his 

myrmidons, distrain house and land, sell it forthwith, 

and drive father, mother and child into the forest. 

At first this severity occasioned Peter some trouble, 

for the ejected tenants besieged his house in crowds, 

the men begging for forbearance, the women seeking to 

soften his stony heart, and the little children crying for 

a piece of bread. 

But this cat’s-music, as he called it, ceased entirely 

as soon as he procured a couple of trained bull-dogs; 

for no sooner did he whistle for his hounds than the 

beggars fled shrieking into the wood. 

His chief inconvenience was occasioned by “the old 

woman.” 

This person was no other than Mrs. Munk, Peter’s 

mother, who had been reduced by the sale of her house 

and land to the utmost poverty and wretchedness, and 

for whom her son, with all his wealth, had not seen fit 

to make inquiry. 

The good old lady, weak, feeble and shattered, came 

sometimes to Peter’s house. 

She no longer ventured to go in, for he had once 

driven her out with great violence; but it occasioned 

her much unhappiness to be compelled to depend on 

the kindness of other men, when her own son had it in 

his power to make her old age comfortable. 

But the icy heart was never softened at the sight of 

the pale, familiar face, the imploring glance, and the 

trembling, outstretched hand. 

When she knocked at his door of a Sunday evening, 

he would draw a kreutzer from his pocket with a growl, 

wrap it in paper, and send it out to her by a servant. 

He heard her trembling voice thanking him and 

wishing him prosperity; he heard her feeble cough as 

she crept from his door; but he thought no more of the 

matter, except to regret that he had again thrown away 

a kreutzer for nothing. 

At last Peter began to think of getting married. 

He knew that every father in the Black Forest would 

gladly have him for a son-in-law, but he was fastidious 

in his choice, for he wished in this, as in everything 

else, to be praised for his sagacity and judgment. 

He rode, therefore, from one end of the forest to the 

other, making careful search for a suitable helpmeet; 

but none of the beauties of the Black Forest seemed to 

him handsome enough. 

At last, after hunting in vain through all the dance-

taverns for a beauty to his mind, he heard that the 

handsomest and most virtuous girl in the whole region 

about was the daughter of a certain poor wood-cutter. 

She lived quietly and apart, managing industriously 

her father’s house, and never appearing at dancing-

rooms or Whitsuntide festivities. 

When Peter heard of this flower of the forest he 

determined to win her, and rode over to the cottage. 

The father of the beautiful Elizabeth received the 

distinguished stranger with much surprise, which 

increased when he learned that it was the rich Mr. 

Munk, and that he wished to become his son-in-law. 

His hesitation was brief, for he thought to himself 

that all his poverty and care would now be at an end, 

and he assented without asking his daughter; and the 

good child was so obedient that she became Madam 

Munk without resistance. 

But things were far otherwise with the poor creature 

than she had pictured to herself before her marriage. 

She had believed she understood the management of 

a household, but she found too late that she could 

never do anything to her husband’s satisfaction. 
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She felt compassion for the poor, and, as her 

husband was rich, thought there could be no sin in 

giving a poor beggar-woman an occasional penny, or 

an old mendicant a glass of schnapps; but, seeing her 

doing this one day, Peter said to her in an angry voice: 

“Why do you waste my property on beggars and 

thieves? 

Did you bring so much into my house that you can 

afford to throw it away like dirt? 

Your father’s beggary never warmed me a supper 

yet, and you throw my money about like a queen! 

Do so again, madam, and you shall feel the weight of 

my hand!” 

The beautiful Elizabeth wept bitterly in her chamber 

over her husband’s cruelty, and often longed to be at 

home in her father’s miserable hut, rather than live with 

the rich, stingy, hard-hearted Peter. 

Alas! had she known that his heart was of marble, 

and that he could never love any human being, she 

would have ceased to wonder. 

Henceforth, whenever she sat at the door, and a 

passing beggar pulled off his hat and craved a little aid, 

she would shut her eyes to prevent her seeing the 

sufferer, and clench her hand for fear of thrusting it 

into her pocket and taking out a piece of money. 

The consequence of this naturally was, that 

Elizabeth grew to be the talk of the whole forest, and 

people declared that she was even stingier than Peter 

himself. 

One day she was sitting before the door spinning, 

and humming a little song, for she felt in good spirits, 

as the weather was fine and Peter had ridden out to his 

fields, when a little, old man came down the road, 

carrying on his shoulders a heavy sack, and coughing 

so pitifully that she could hear him a long way off. 

Elizabeth looked at him compassionately, and 

thought in her tender heart how wrong it was that so 

old and small a man should be compelled to carry so 

heavy a load. 

Meanwhile the little man coughed and staggered 

along, and, when opposite Elizabeth, almost broke down 

under his burthen. 

“Alas! madam, have the goodness to give me a 

draught of cold water,” said he; “I can go no further, 

and am almost fainting.” 

“But you should not carry such heavy loads in your 

old age, poor man,” said Elizabeth. 

“Yes; but I am obliged to do these jobs from 

poverty,” replied he. 

“Ah, so rich a lady as you are has no idea how 

heavily poverty presses, and how refreshing is a 

draught of cool water in such sultry heat as this!” 

Elizabeth ran into the house, and, taking a pitcher 

from the shelf, filled it with water; but, standing a few 

paces distant, and seeing how sadly the little man sat 

on his sack, her heart overflowed with compassion, 

and, remembering that her husband was out from home, 

she set down the pitcher of water, and, filling a cup 

with wine, cut a large slice of rye bread, and brought 

both to the old mendicant. 

“A glass of wine will do you more good than water, 

as you are so old,” said she; “drink it slowly, and eat 

this bread with it.” 

The little fellow looked at her with surprise, and, 

with big tears standing in his eyes, drank the wine and 

said: “I have lived many years, but I have seen few 

people so compassionate, and who know so well how to 

use their wealth, as you, Madam Elizabeth. 

You will be happy hereafter, for so good a heart 

does not go unrewarded.” 

“No; and she shall receive her reward on the spot,” 

cried an angry voice, and Peter stood before her, his 

face crimson with rage. 

“So you give my best wine to beggars, do you? and 

my own cup you lend to such rascals as this! 

I’ll pay you!” 

She fell at his feet, entreating him for mercy; but his 

stony heart knew no compassion. 

He reversed the whip which he held in his hand, and 

struck her so heavily on her beautiful brow, with its 

ebony handle, that she sank lifeless into the old man’s 

arms. 

Seeing this, a sort of selfish regret seized him for a 

moment, and he bent down to see if she still retained a 

spark of life, when the old man said, in a well-known 

voice: “Give yourself no trouble, Peter. 

She was the fairest flower in the Black Forest, but 

you have crushed her under foot, and she will never 

bloom again.” 

Peter’s cheeks blanched in a moment. 

“So it is you, Mr. Treasurer? 

Well, what is done is done, and it was sure to come 

at last. 

I hope, sir, you will not denounce me to the officers 

as a murderer.” 

“Villain!” answered the glass manikin. 

“What pleasure should I have in bringing your 

perishable body to the gallows? 

No human judge have you to fear, but another and 

more dreadful arbiter, for you have lost your soul to 
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the Prince of Evil.” 

“And if I have lost my soul,” yelled Peter, “you and 

your treacherous gifts are the only ones to blame. 

You, malicious demon, have led me into ruin; you 

have driven me to seek assistance from another, and on 

your shoulders lies the whole responsibility.” 

Scarcely had he said this, when the glass manikin 

began to dilate and expand; his eyes became as large 

as soup-plates, and his mouth like a lighted furnace, 

with flames issuing from it. 

Peter threw himself on his knees, and his marble 

heart could not prevent his limbs from trembling like 

aspen-leaves. 

The wood-demon seized him by the neck with 

vulture claws, and, twisting him as a whirlwind twists a 

leaf, threw him on the ground with such force that his 

ribs cracked. 

“Worm!” cried the spectre in a voice of thunder, “I 

could crush you if I chose, for you have blasphemed 

against this forest’s lord; but for this murdered 

woman’s sake, who gave me to eat and drink, I grant 

you a respite of a week. 

Mend your ways in this time, or I will rend you in 

pieces, and send your soul to punishment in its sins!” 

Late in the evening some strangers passing by found 

rich Peter Munk lying senseless in the road. 

They turned him over to discover if he still 

breathed, and for some time could not find a spark of 

life. 

Finally, one of the men went into the house, and, 

bringing out water, sprinkled it in his face. 

Peter drew a deep breath, groaned heavily, and, 

opening his eyes, gazed about bewildered for some 

time, and then asked for Elizabeth; but no one had seen 

her. 

Thanking the strangers for their assistance, he crept 

into the house, and sought in every direction for his 

wife; but, finding her nowhere, the idea gradually 

became conviction in his mind that what he had hoped 

was but a frightful dream was dread and terrible reality. 

In his loneliness, strange reflections occupied his 

thoughts. 

Fear he could not feel, for his heart was stone; but, 

thinking on his wife’s death, his mind reverted to his 

own decease, and how heavily laden he must leave this 

world, — laden with the tears of the poor, with their 

thousand curses which had never changed his will, with 

the misery of the sufferers on whom he had set his 

dogs, with the silent despair of his own mother, with 

the blood of the saintly Elizabeth; and if he could not 

justify himself to the old man, her father, were he to 

come and ask him, “Where is my daughter and your 

wife?” how could he stand before the face of One, to 

whom belonged all woods, all seas, all mountains, and 

all human souls? 

His dreams at night were restless, and incessantly a 

sweet voice awoke him, calling, “Peter, seek a warmer 

heart!” — a voice he knew to be Elizabeth’s. 

The next day he repaired to the tavern to dissipate 

his melancholy thoughts, and there found, as usual, Fat 

Ezekiel. 

He sat down by his side, and the two friends talked 

of various subjects, — of the fine weather, the war, the 

heavy taxes, and what not, and at length of sudden 

death. 

Peter asked Ezekiel what he thought of death, and if 

he had ever reflected on his life hereafter. 

Ezekiel answered, that the body was buried under 

ground, and the soul departed at once to heaven or to 

hell. 

“And is the heart buried also?” inquired Peter 

earnestly. 

“Of course, the heart also.” 

“But if one has no heart?” continued Peter. 

Ezekiel looked at him with terror in his face. 

“What do you mean? 

Are you mocking me? 

Think you I have no heart?” 

“O, heart enough, and as hard as a stone!” replied 

Peter. 

Ezekiel looked astounded, and, gazing nervously 

round to see that no one overheard, whispered: “How 

do you know that? 

Or perhaps yours too has ceased to feel?” 

“Mine too has ceased to feel, at least in my own 

bosom,” answered Peter. 

“But tell me, since you now know all, how will it fare 

with our hearts hereafter?” 

“Why should that trouble you, neighbor?” said 

Ezekiel, laughing. 

“You are well enough off during your lifetime, at any 

rate. 

It is the greatest comfort of our cold hearts that 

such notions give us no uneasiness.” 

“True enough, but we think of them, nevertheless; 

and, though I cannot now feel fear, yet I remember 

distinctly how terribly afraid of hell I felt when I was a 

little, innocent child.” 

“Well — we shan’t go there just yet, I hope,” said 

Ezekiel. 
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“I once asked a schoolmaster about it, and he told 

me that after death hearts were always weighed, to 

judge how grievously they had sinned. 

The light ones rise, the heavy sink; and I’m thinking 

ours, Peter, will show a decent weight.” 

“They will indeed,” answered Peter; “and it often 

makes me uneasy to find how unmoved and indifferent 

my heart remains when I think of these matters.” 

The next night he heard five or six times the same 

familiar voice whisper in his ear: “Peter, seek a warmer 

heart!” 

He felt no remorse for her death, but when he told 

his servants that their mistress had gone on a journey, 

he thought to himself: “What journey can she be 

travelling now?” 

Six days he spent in this way, and night after night 

he heard the voice, and day after day recalled the 

spectre and his frightful menace. 

On the seventh morning he sprang from his bed, 

exclaiming: “Yes, I will try to obtain a warmer heart, 

for this insensible stone within makes my life only a 

burthen and fatigue.” 

He put his Sunday suit hastily on, and, mounting his 

horse, rode to the pine grove. 

He dismounted at a place where the trees grew 

close and thick, and, fastening his horse to a branch, 

ran with hasty steps to the big pine, and recited his 

verse: 

“Treasurer in the forest green, 
Who so many hundred years hast seen, 
Thine is the land where the pine-trees stand, 
And Sabbath-born children bless thy hand.” 
The glass manikin instantly appeared, but a stern 

and angry expression had displaced his former kindly 

glance. 

He wore a doublet of black glass, with a long crape 

fluttering from his hat, and Peter well knew for whom 

he mourned. 

“What would you have of me?” he asked in a gloomy 

voice. 

“I have one wish left, Sir Treasurer,” answered 

Peter, with downcast eyes. 

“Can hearts of marble wish?” said the dwarf. 

“You have now all your wicked mind can desire, and 

shall have no more.” 

“But you promised me three wishes, and one is still 

unused,” urged Munk. 

“If it is foolish, I can refuse it,” said the spectre; 

“speak; what is it you would ask?” 

“Take from my breast this block of stone, and give 

me back my living heart,” said Peter. 

“Was it I who made the exchange?” said the 

manikin. 

“Am I Hollander Michael, to give away riches and 

marble hearts? 

You must seek your heart from him.” 

“Alas, he never gives back!” sobbed Peter. 

“Bad as you are, I feel for your unhappiness,” said 

the glass manikin after a moment’s thought. 

“As your wish is not foolish, I will not refuse my aid. 

Listen. 

You can never recover your heart by force, but you 

can by guile, and perhaps without much difficulty, for 

Michael has ever been stupid Michael, although he 

thinks himself extremely shrewd. 

Go to him, and do as I direct.” 

Then, telling him what course to follow to attain his 

object, he gave him a small cross of finest glass, and 

said: “As long as you live he can do you no injury; and 

he will let you pass unopposed, if you hold this out 

towards him, and pray to God. 

When you have obtained what you go for, come back 

at once to this place.” 

Peter took the crucifix, and, imprinting every word 

on his memory, went on to Hollander Michael’s abode. 

He called his name three times, and the giant stood 

before him. 

“So you have killed your wife?” he said, with a 

horrid laugh. 

“You were perfectly right to do so, for she 

squandered your property on beggars. 

But you must leave the country for a while, for it 

will lead to trouble when people find she does not come 

back. 

You want money I suppose, and have come to get 

it?” 

“You have guessed it,” said Peter, “and a good deal 

this time, for it’s a long road to America.” 

Michael led him to his cottage; and opening a coffer, 

in which lay heaps of gold, took out many rolls of the 

precious metal. 

While he was counting it down on the table, Peter 

said: “You are a tricky fellow, Michael, with your lies 

about my carrying a stone in my breast and yourself 

having my real heart.” 

“And is it not so?” said Michael, amazed. 

“Do you feel your heart still? 

Is it not cold, like ice? 

Do you feel fear, or sorrow? 

Do you ever repent a sin?” 
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“You have merely deadened my heart a little, but I 

have it in my bosom yet, and so has Ezekiel, who told 

me you had cheated us. 

You have no power to take a man’s heart so neatly 

and safely out of his body. 

You would have to use magic to do such a thing.” 

“But I assure you,” cried Michael, offended, “that 

Ezekiel, and all the rich people about here who have 

had dealings with me, have just such marble hearts as 

yours, and their true hearts are all stowed away here in 

my chamber.” 

“Pooh, Michael, how easily the lies run off your 

tongue!” laughed Peter. 

“Tell that story to the marines! 

Do you suppose I haven’t seen tricks of this sort by 

the dozen during my travels? 

These hearts in your chamber are all made of wax. 

You are a rich dog, I admit, but you are no wizard.” 

The giant tore open the chamber door, foaming with 

anger. 

“Come in and read these tickets, and that one 

yonder. 

See! that is ‘Peter Munk’s heart!’ 

Do you see how it beats? 

Can wax do that, think you?” 

“Pooh, pooh; nothing but wax,” answered Peter. 

“That doesn’t beat like a real heart, and I have my 

own still here in my breast. 

You are no wizard, that’s certain.” 

“I will prove it to you!” cried the giant in a rage. 

“You shall feel for yourself that it is your own 

heart.” 

With that, he tore open Peter’s doublet, and, taking 

the stone from his breast, held it up before his eyes. 

Then he took down the true heart, and, breathing 

upon it, set it carefully in Peter’s side, — and instantly 

the young man felt it beating under his ribs, and found 

himself capable of enjoying the sensation. 

“How does it feel now?” inquired Michael with a 

laugh. 

“Upon my honor, Michael, you were right,” 

answered Peter, privately drawing the crucifix from his 

pocket. 

“I never believed it was possible!” 

“Very likely. 

You see now I do know a trifle of magic, I suppose. 

But come, let me put the stone back in its place.” 

“Softly, Mr. Michael,” cried Peter, taking a step 

backwards, and holding out the crucifix. 

“Men catch mice with bacon, and this time you are 

the cheated one.” 

And he began to say a prayer, as the glass manikin 

had directed him. 

Hollander Michael grew smaller and smaller, and fell 

to the ground writhing like a snake, groaning and 

moaning, and all the hearts on the shelves began to 

throb and beat till it sounded like the shop of a clock-

maker. 

Peter feared, however, that his courage would not 

hold out, and dreaded the power of the demon; and, 

running out of the room and out of the house, he 

clambered down the cliff pursued by dreadful terror: 

for he heard Michael gather himself up, and stamp and 

rage and hurl frightful curses after his flying victim. 

Having crossed the boundary, he ran swiftly to the 

pine grove. 

A fearful tempest was raging round him, and the 

lightning shattered the trees on every side, but he 

reached the glass manikin’s abode without injury. 

His heart was beating joyously, but only because it 

beat at all, for he now looked back upon his past life 

with the same horror with which he had gazed on the 

tempest splintering the noble trees. 

He thought of his wife Elizabeth, that beautiful, 

saintly woman, whom he had murdered through avarice, 

and he looked upon himself as an outcast from mankind. 

He reached the dwelling of the glass manikin, 

weeping convulsively. 

The treasurer was sitting under a pine tree, smoking 

a little pipe, and his expression was softer than before. 

“Why do you weep, charcoal-burner?” he asked. 

“Have you failed to obtain your heart? 

Lies the marble still in your bosom?” 

“Alas! sir,” sighed Peter, “as long as I carried a 

marble heart I never wept, and my eyes were as dry as 

the ground in July. 

But my old heart is almost breaking at the 

remembrance of my crimes. 

I have driven my debtors to despair, I have set my 

dogs on the poor and sick, and you have not forgotten 

how my whip fell on that beautiful forehead!” 

“Peter, you have been a great sinner!” said the 

dwarf. 

“Money and idleness have been your ruin, till your 

heart changed to stone, and you could feel no longer 

joy or sorrow, remorse or compassion. 

But repentance atones for sin; and, were I sure that 

you felt remorse for your past life, it is still in my 

power to do you a great good.” 

“I wish nothing more,” answered Peter, and his head 
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sank sadly on his breast. 

“Hope has fled. 

I can never be happy again. 

What can I do, alone in the world? 

My mother will never pardon the wrongs I have 

done to her; and perhaps, monster that I am, I have 

already brought her with sorrow to the grave! 

And Elizabeth! my dear wife! 

Alas, Treasurer, rather strike me dead on the spot 

and bring my wretched life to an instant close!” 

“Well,” answered the dwarf, “if you are resolved 

upon it, let it be so. 

I have my axe ready in my hand.” 

He took his pipe quietly from his mouth, 

extinguished it, and thrust it into his pocket. 

Then, rising slowly from his seat, he disappeared 

behind the trees. 

Peter sat weeping on the grass; his life was 

worthless in his sight, and he waited patiently for his 

death-blow. 

In a few moments he heard soft footsteps behind 

him, and thought to himself, “He is coming now.” 

“Look behind you, Peter Munk!” cried the dwarf. 

He wiped the tears from his eyes and turned his 

head. 

There stood his mother and Elizabeth, looking at him 

tenderly. 

He sprang up in a frenzy of delight. 

“You are not dead, then, Elizabeth! 

And you here, too, mother! 

Have you forgiven me?” 

“They are willing to forgive you,” answered the 

glass manikin, “because you feel sincere remorse. 

Return now to your father’s cottage, and become a 

charcoal-burner as before. 

If you are honest and manly you will honor your 

occupation, and your neighbors will respect and love 

you more than if you possessed ten tons of gold.” 

With this admonition the glass manikin bade them 

farewell. 

The three blessed and praised him, and slowly 

returned home. 

The handsome house of rich Peter Munk was 

standing no longer; the lightning had struck it and 

destroyed it with all his treasures. 

But his father’s hut stood at no great distance, and 

thither they turned their steps, unconcerned at the 

great losses they had so recently sustained. 

But great was their amazement when they reached 

the hut. 

It had been changed into a handsome farmer’s 

cottage, and all its interior arrangements, though 

simple, were tasteful and good. 

“The good glass manikin has done this!” cried Peter. 

“How charming!” said Elizabeth. 

“This is much more like home than that great house 

of ours with its crowd of servants.” 

Henceforth Peter Munk was a busy and active man. 

Contented with what he had, he applied himself 

industriously to his business; and thus it came about 

that he grew prosperous through his own exertions and 

activity, and was respected and admired throughout the 

forest. 

He ceased to quarrel with the beautiful Elizabeth, 

treated his mother with affection and reverence, and 

gave freely to the needy who knocked at his door. 

After the lapse of a year and a day Elizabeth gave 

birth to a handsome boy, and Peter went to the pine 

grove and recited the verses. 

But no glass manikin answered to his summons. 

“My Lord Treasurer,” he shouted, “listen to me a 

moment. 

I only wish to ask you to be god-father to my little 

son.” 

No answer came back, but a puff of wind sighed 

through the pine-trees, and cast a few pine-cones 

down into the grass. 

“I will take these cones as a keepsake, since you 

refuse to answer to my call,” cried Peter, and, putting 

them in his pocket, went back to his cottage. 

But when he drew off his Sunday doublet, and his 

mother turned out the pockets to put the coat safely 

away in the press, four large rolls of money fell out, 

and, on opening them, their eyes were dazzled by the 

shine of countless, good, new, handsome ducats, with 

not a false one among them. 

And this was the present of the manikin to his little 

god-child. 

Henceforth they lived calmly and at peace; and 

Peter frequently said in after years, when his head was 

white and his limbs feeble: “It is far better to be 

contented with little, than to possess money and goods 

and a cold heart.” 

 

* * * 
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IF ever you should travel through the country of 

Suabia you should take a peep at the Black Forest, not 

only that you may admire the magnificent pinetrees, but 

that you may study the people living there, for they are 

quite unlike any of their neighbours. 

The inhabitants of the Black Forest near the town of 

Baden are tall and broad and it would almost seem as 

though the invigorating scent of the pinetrees had 

strengthened their bodies and their characters too, for 

they are fearless, frank and honest. 

Their principal industries are glass-making and 

clock-making. 

The costume they wear, too, is different from the 

ordinary run of peasants, and gives them a strange and 

somewhat dignified appearance. 

On the other side of the Forest, although of the 

same race, the inhabitants are, on account of the 

different occupations they pursue, somewhat different 

in their manners and customs. 

These people work chiefly in the Forest as wood-

cutters and timber-merchants. 

They fell their pine-trees and then float them down 

the Nagold to the Neckar, down the Neckar to the 

Rhine, even travelling as far as Holland, the rafts of the 

Black Forest being known upon the sea-coast. 

They stop their rafts at every town they come to, so 

that folks may buy their timber if they have a mind to; 

but the broadest and tallest beams and masts are sold 

to the Dutch ship-builders for a good round sum of 

money. 

These men, accustomed to a rough, wandering life, 

are as different in character from the people living in 

the other part of the Forest as their costumes differ. 

The men living in the neighbourhood of Baden wear 

black jackets, closely pleated trousers, red stockings, 

and peaked hats; the woodmen, however, wear jackets 

of dark coloured linen, broad green braces, black 

leather breeches, from one of the pockets of which a 

brass foot rule protrudes, but their chief pride is in 

their boots, which reach nearly to their middle, so that 

the raftsmen can wade through fairly deep water 

without wetting their feet. 

At one time it was believed that two spirits inhabited 

the Black Forest; the one, known as “The Little Glass-

man,” was a good little spirit, and but three feet and a 

half in height, and was always to be seen dressed in the 

same costume as the glass-makers or clock-makers 

wore; but Dutch Michael, who haunted the further side 

of the Forest, was a broad-shouldered giant and was 

dressed like a raftsman. 

Some of the wood-cutters who had seen him 

declared his boots were so big that an ordinary full-

grown man could have stood upright in one of them and 

yet not have reached to the top of it. 

A young Black Forester, named Peter Munk, is said 

to have had a very extraordinary adventure with these 

two wood-spirits. 

Peter lived with his mother, who was a widow, in 

the very heart of the Forest. 

His father had been a charcoal burner and after his 

death the mother trained her son to the same 

employment. 

At first Peter was content to follow his father’s 

occupation and to sit by his sooty kiln, as black as soot 

himself, and now and again to drive into the towns and 

villages to sell his charcoal. 

But he had plenty of time for reflection and it 

gradually began to occur to him that his lot was not a 

very happy one. 

He thought how smart the glass-makers and clock-

makers looked, decked out in their best clothes on 

Sunday. 

“But,” said he to himself, “if I were to put on my 

father’s jacket with its silver buttons, and encase my 

legs in bright red stockings and swagger down the 

street, folks would say, ‘’Tis only Peter Munk, the 

charcoal burner, after all.’” 

The wood-cutters, raftsmen and timber-merchants 

were also objects of his envy. 

Whenever these forest giants came into the village 

in their splendid costumes, decked out with silver 

buttons and buckles and chains, and stood with their 

great legs wide apart, watching the dance perhaps, 

using strange Dutch oaths, and smoking long pipes from 

Cologne, he would say to himself — “Ah! what 

happiness to be a man like that!” 

Sometimes one of these fortunate beings would 

lunge a hand into his pocket and bring out a handful of 

florins and commence to gamble with them; six batzen 

at a time they would risk at dice, and Peter had seen 

one of the richest timber-merchants lose in a night 

more money than he or his father had ever earned in a 

year, and yet not seem greatly upset over the loss of 

the money. 
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At these times Peter would feel half beside himself 

and would steal away to his lonely hut consumed with 

rage and jealousy. 

There were three men in particular who excited his 

admiration and envy. 

One was a tall stout man, with a very red face, who 

was said to be the richest man in the country. 

He was called “Fat Ezekiel.” 

Twice a year he journeyed to Amsterdam and was 

always lucky in getting a better price for his timber 

than anyone else, so that he could travel back in state, 

whilst his neighbours had to get back as best they 

could. 

The second man was the tallest and thinnest man in 

the whole Forest and was nick-named the Long-legged 

Lounger, and Peter Munk envied him his extraordinarv 

impudence, for he would flatly contradict the most 

important personages, and no matter how crowded the 

inn might be he would take up four times as much room 

as the fattest men; he would plant his elbows on the 

table, or stretch his long legs upon a bench, and no one 

ventured to expostulate, because he was so immensely 

rich. 

The third man, however, was young and handsome, 

and was the best dancer in the district, so that he was 

known far and wide as the King of the Dancers. 

He had at one time been very poor and acted as 

servant to one of the timber-merchants, but suddenly 

he had become enormously rich. 

Some said he had found a pot of gold, others 

affirmed he had fished up a parcel of gold pieces from 

the bottom of the river, which had been part of the lost 

Nibelungen treasure; but, no matter how he had 

attained it, the fact remained that he had suddenly 

become very rich indeed and was looked upon as little 

short of a prince by his less lucky friends and 

companions. 

Peter Munk’s mind was often occupied by the good 

fortune of these three men, as he sat alone in the forest 

or by his fire! 

It is true that all three of them were hated by their 

neighbours on account of their unnatural avarice and 

their want of feeling for those who owed them money, 

or for the poor, but though they were hated they were 

treated with respect on account of their money, for 

they could afford to scatter it about as the pine-trees 

scattered their needles. 

“Alas!” sighed Peter one day, “I can stand my 

poverty no longer; would that I were as rich and 

respected as Fat Ezekiel, or as impudent and powerful 

as the Long-legged Lounger, or as fine a dancer as the 

Dance King and be able to throw florins to the fiddlers 

instead of pence. 

Where do these fellows get their money from?” 

In thinking of ways and means by which he might 

amass money, he at length remembered the stories the 

people used to tell of the little Glass-man and Dutch 

Michael. 

In his father’s lifetime they had frequently been 

visited by folks as poor as themselves, and the 

conversation would turn to rich folks and how they had 

acquired their money, and the little Glass-man had not 

infrequently played a prominent part in the 

conversation. 

He even thought he could remember the little verse 

it was necessary to recite in the Forest if one wished 

to summon the little man; it began: 

“Owner of all in the pine woods green, 
Many a hundred years thou hast seen, 
Thine all the land where the pine-trees grow —” 
But there he stopped short, and strive as he would 

he could not remember the rest of the verse. 

He thought about asking some of the old men who 

had been his father’s friends, but a certain shyness 

prevented his mentioning the little Glass-man and so 

betraying perhaps what was in his mind. 

There were very few rich people in the Forest and 

he wondered why some of them had not tried their luck 

with the wood-spirits. 

At last he persuaded his mother to talk about the 

little man; but she could tell him little more than he 

knew already. 

Moreover, she could only remember the first line of 

the verse; but finally she said the spirit only showed 

himself to folks born on a Sunday between the hours of 

eleven and two. 

“Had you but known the charm,” said she, “you 

might have summoned the Little Man yourself, for you 

were born at mid-day on a Sunday.” 

On hearing this Peter Munk was nearly beside 

himself with impatience to set out upon this adventure. 

Surely the portion of the verse he knew would prove 

sufficient to summon the little Glass-man to a Sunday’s 

child like himself. 

So one day when he had managed to sell all his 

charcoal, instead of kindling a new fire he dressed 

himself in his father’s best jacket and red stockings, put 

the pointed hat upon his head and, taking his five foot 

blackthorn staff in his hand, bade good-bye to his 

mother. 
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“It will soon be time to draw lots and decide who is 

to go for a soldier, and I am going to the magistrate to 

remind him that as you are a widow and I your only son 

I am exempt from serving in the army,” said he. 

His mother praised him for his thoughtfulness and 

he set out towards a particular clump of black pines. 

This spot was the highest point in the Black Forest 

and there was not a village nor a hut for some miles 

around it, for the superstitious people thought it was 

haunted. 

Although the trees there grew thick and tall they 

were never felled, for it was said that when anyone had 

attempted to do so terrible accidents occurred. 

Sometimes the axe had sprung from the haft and 

buried itself in the man’s foot, or a stubborn tree trunk 

that seemed to defy the stroke of the axe fell suddenly 

and crushed the wood-cutter, injuring him severely and 

even killing him. 

Even the finest tree could but be used for fuel, for 

the raftsmen would not take a single log from this 

particular clump, for it was said that it would bring 

them bad luck and that raft and raftsmen would sink. 

And so it chanced that the trees grew thicker and 

taller, excluding every ray of sunshine, so that even in 

the daytime it was dark as night there, and Peter 

Munk’s courage began to fail him as he reached the 

spot, for there was not a sound to be heard, no voice, 

no footstep except his own, the stroke of no axe 

resounded, and even the birds seemed to have deserted 

the place. 

Peter reached the highest point of the mountain and 

stood before a pine-tree of tremendous girth, for which 

a Dutch ship-builder would have given many a hundred 

florins. 

“This,” thought he, “must surely be the abode of the 

Glass-man,” and so he drew his hat from his head, 

bowed low, and said with a trembling voice: “Good-

evening, Master Glass-man,” but there was not a sound 

in reply. 

“Perhaps I had better try the little verse,” he 

thought, and began in flattering tones: 

“Owner of all in the pine woods green, 
Many a hundred years thou hast seen, 
Thine all the lands where the pine-trees grow —” 
As he spoke he saw to his terror a strange little 

figure peeping out from behind the big tree trunk. 

It seemed to be dressed exactly as he had heard in 

the black vest, red stockings, and pointed hat. 

Even the pale, clever little face he seemed to see 

for a moment; but it disappeared as quickly as it had 

come. 

“Master Glass-man,” cried Peter in trembling tones, 

“I pray you do not make sport of me. 

If you think I did not see you you are mistaken.” 

But there was no reply, beyond a faint chuckle from 

behind the tree. 

At length his impatience overcame his fear — “Wait 

awhile, my fine fellow,” he cried angrily, “I will soon 

catch you.” 

He made a bound towards the tree and darted round 

to the other side. 

But there was no Glass-man there, only a dainty 

little squirrel that scampered up the trunk of the tree. 

Peter Munk shook his head. 

He perceived clearly that his failure was on account 

of his not knowing the concluding line of the verse, but 

ponder as he might he could not call it to memory. 

The squirrel showed itself upon the lower branches 

of the pine-tree and appeared to mock and make sport 

of him. 

It dressed its fur, waved its bushy tail, gazed at him 

with its bright clever eyes, but at length he was half 

afraid of it, for one moment it seemed to have a man’s 

head and to wear a pointed hat, the next moment it was 

like any ordinary squirrel, then suddenly its hind legs 

became clothed with red stockings and black shoes. 

In short it was quite the strangest little creature 

Peter Munk had ever seen and he was afraid of it, and 

so he turned and left the spot quicker than he had gone 

there. 

It seemed to him that the woods grew darker and 

thicker as he ran, until he became possessed of an 

absolute terror, and it was not until he heard the 

barking of dogs in the distance that he slackened his 

pace, then, as a peasant’s hut burst on his astonished 

gaze, he found that in his fright he had been running in 

the opposite direction to that which he had intended, 

and instead of arriving at the dwellings of the glass-

makers he had come out amongst the wood-cutters and 

raftsmen. 

The people who lived in this particular cottage were 

wood-cutters, and the family consisted of an old man, 

his son, the master of the house, and his family. 

Peter Munk approached them and asked if they 

could give him a night’s lodging, and they received him 

kindly and hospitably, never so much as asking for his 

name or where he came from. 

They gave him cider to drink and in the evening 

they roasted a large woodcock for his supper, one of 

the daintiest morsels to be had in the Black Forest. 
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When they had made a good meal the housewife and 

her daughters seated themselves round a big blaze of 

light, which the youths kindled from the resinous pine-

wood, and commenced plying their distaffs, the old 

grandfather, the guest, and the master sat smoking and 

watching the women at their work, but the young men 

of the family busied themselves fashioning wooden 

spoons and forks. 

Out in the woods a storm raged and howled amongst 

the pine-trees. 

Now and again there was the sound of a falling tree 

or the cracking of branches as they were torn from the 

parent stem. 

The fearless youths would have run out into the 

wood in order to watch the fearful but grand spectacle, 

but their grandfather forbade them. 

“No one wandering in the wood to-night would ever 

return,” said he. 

“Without doubt Dutch Michael is abroad and seeks a 

new raft-load in the forest.” 

The boys had heard many a time of Dutch Michael; 

but nevertheless they begged their grandfather to tell 

them a story about him. 

Peter Munk, too, who had only heard vague reports 

about him in his own part of the country, joined his 

requests to that of the boys and asked him to tell him 

who he really was and where he lived. 

“Why, to think you don’t know that now,” said the 

old man. 

“You must have come from the other side of the 

forest then, if not further away. 

I will tell you all I know of Dutch Michael. 

Some hundreds of years ago, so the story goes, 

there were no more honest and respectable folks to be 

found far and wide than the Black Foresters. 

It is only since so much money came into the 

country that folks have become dishonest and wicked. 

Nowadays on a Sunday young men dance and 

smoke, and swear, enough to make one’s hair stand on 

end, but in those days it was different, and even though 

he stands at the window and hears me say it, I maintain 

that Dutch Michael is at the root of all the evil. 

More than a hundred years ago there lived a rich 

timber merchant, who had many work-people and 

whose business was carried on from here to far down 

the Rhine. 

He was a good pious man and a blessing rested on 

all his ventures. 

One evening there came to his door a man the like 

of whom he had never seen before. 

He wore the dress of a Black Forester, but he was a 

great deal taller than the tallest man and one could 

scarcely believe it possible for there to be such a giant. 

He asked for work and the merchant, seeing that he 

looked so strong and likely to be able to carry heavy 

burdens, asked what wages he required and soon came 

to terms with him. 

Michael was the man’s name, and such a workman 

his master had never had before. 

When it came to hewing trees, he was worth three 

other men, and when the timber had to be carried away, 

though there were six men at the end of a trunk he 

would take the other end by himself and make no 

labour of it at all. 

At the end of half a year he came to his master and 

said he was tired of felling timber and would like to go 

with the rafts and see the places the timber went to. 

‘Well,’ said his master, ‘I will not stand in your way. 

It is true that you are more useful to me as a wood-

cutter, for strong men are needed for such hard work, 

whereas one has need of skill and dexterity rather than 

strength upon a raft. 

However, this once you shall go.’ 

And so it came to pass, and he was to set out with a 

raft consisting of eight portions, all being connected. 

But on the evening before they were to start 

Michael brought down to the river’s edge eight more 

huge trees, the biggest and longest that had ever been 

seen, and each one he carried upon his shoulder as 

easily as though it had been his raft-pole. 

To this day no one knows where they had been 

felled. 

The timber merchant’s heart rejoiced, for he 

reckoned this timber would fetch a vast sum; but 

Michael only said — ‘They are for a raft for myself. 

I could not very well manage on the other little 

rafts.’ 

His master offered him a pair of raftsmen’s boots, in 

return for the service he had done him, but Michael 

thrust them aside and produced a pair such as never 

were seen before. 

My grandfather assured me they must have weighed 

a hundred pounds at least and were five or six feet 

high. 

The raft set out and, just as he had astonished the 

wood-cutters, now he made the raftsmen open their 

eyes. 

They had believed, when they saw the huge 

additional portion Michael had attached to the raft, that 

it would travel much slower on that account. 
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But not so, as soon as it reached the Neckar it 

darted ahead like an arrow. 

When they came to a sharp bend in the river, 

whereas the raftsmen would formerly have had some 

trouble to keep the raft in the middle of the stream, and 

not to run it aground, now, Michael just sprang into the 

water and with one mighty push turned the raft either 

to left or right until the danger was past. 

When they came to a straight stretch he would run 

along the different portions of the raft until he came to 

the front one, and then, bidding all the men put by their 

poles he would stick his own enormous pole into the 

gravelly river-bed and send the raft rushing forward at 

such a pace that trees, country, villages, all seemed 

flying past. 

And so it came about that they reached Cologne in 

less than half the time it usually took. 

Here the raftsmen had been wont to sell all their 

timber; but Michael now dissuaded them from doing 

this. 

‘You are fine merchants,’ said he, ‘you don’t know 

how to protect your own interests. 

Do you suppose the people of Cologne need all the 

wood they purchase from the Black Forest for 

themselves? 

Not they! 

They give you about half what it is really worth and 

sell it again at a dearer rate in Holland. 

Let us sell the smaller timber here and take the 

larger trees to Holland, and whatever we make over 

and above the usual price will be our profit.’ 

So spoke the crafty Michael, and his companions 

were only too ready to follow his advice, some because 

they wanted to go to Holland to see the country and 

some because they liked the idea of the extra money. 

Only one man amongst them remained honest, and 

he begged the rest not to endanger his master’s 

property risking the troublesome journey to Holland, or 

at least if they went there not to cheat the merchant 

out of the better price that they sold the wood for. 

But they would not listen to him and soon forgot his 

words, that is to say, with the exception of Michael. 

So they floated down the Rhine, Michael steering the 

raft, and very soon they reached Rotterdam. 

Here they obtained four times the usual price for the 

wood, the huge trunks Michael had added fetching in 

particular a very high price. 

The Black Foresters were delighted at the sight of 

so much gold. 

Michael divided it, one portion for the master and 

three portions to be divided between the raftsmen. 

The men at once began to waste their money in the 

inns, drinking and gambling with sailors and all sorts of 

rabble and dishonest folks. 

The one honest man amongst them Dutch Michael 

sold to a press-gang man and he was carried off and 

never heard of again. 

From that time Holland became the Black Foresters’ 

Paradise and Dutch Michael was their king. 

It was some time before the timber-merchants 

discovered the truth of the matter, and so it gradually 

came about that riches, oaths, bad habits, drinking and 

gambling were introduced from Holland into the Black 

Forest. 

When the whole story did come out, however, Dutch 

Michael was nowhere to be found. 

But he is not dead, and for over a hundred years he 

has haunted our forest, and it is said he has helped 

many a one to become rich, but at the cost of his poor 

soul. 

I will say no more about that, still it is very certain 

that on stormy nights such as the present, he seeks out 

the finest trees from the portion of the forest where it 

is forbidden to fell timber; my own father saw him 

break one that was full four feet thick as though it had 

been a reed. 

This timber he gives to those who have left the 

straight path of honesty and gone to him for help. 

At midnight he helps them to carry the wood to the 

river, and steers the rafts down the streams for them 

until they reach Holland. 

But if I were King in Holland, I would have them 

sunk with shot to the bottom of the stream, for every 

ship that carries but a single board or bream sold by 

Dutch Michael is bound to sink. 

That is why one hears of so many shipwrecks. 

How else could it be that a fine ship, as large as a 

church should go to the bottom of the sea? 

Every time Dutch Michael fells a tree in the forest, a 

plank in some ship bursts, the water penetrates and the 

good ship is lost with all hands. 

That is the story of Dutch Michael, and it is quite 

true that it was he who introduced everything that is 

bad in the Black Forest. 

He can make one as rich as a dream,” he added 

mysteriously, “but I would rather be without his wealth, 

and not for the whole world would I stand in the shoes 

of Fat Ezekiel or the Long-legged Lounger, and it is 

said that the Dance King had given up his soul to him 

also.” 
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The storm had blown over during the old man’s 

recital and now the maidens timidly lit their lamps and 

crept away to bed, and the men placed a sack of leaves 

for a pillow for Peter Munk upon the bench in the 

chimney corner, and wishing him good-night, left him 

to himself. 

Charcoal Peter, as he was usually called, had 

terrible dreams that night. 

He thought that the grim gigantic form of Dutch 

Michael came to the window and, forcing it open, 

stretched a long arm through the space and shook a 

purse of gold pieces at Peter. 

The money clinked musically in his ears. 

The next moment however, who should appear but 

the little Glass-man. 

He rode here and there in the air upon a huge green 

glass bottle and Peter thought he could hear the low 

chuckling he had heard in the clump of black pines; 

then suddenly he caught the sound of a hoarse voice 

booming in his left ear these words: 

“In Holland there’s gold to be had 
For the asking, so wherefore be sad? 
Dutch Michael has gold, glitt’ring gold, 
Come to him, then, for riches untold.” 
Then in his right ear he heard the three lines of the 

little Glass-man’s verse recited and a soft voice 

whispered, “Foolish Charcoal Peter, foolish Peter 

Munk, can’t you think of a word to rhyme with ‘grow’ 

and you born at mid-day on a Sunday, too? 

For shame, Peter, come try for a rhyme, try for a 

rhyme.” 

Peter groaned and sighed in his sleep and tried his 

hardest to make a rhyme, but as he had never made a 

single one when awake he did not succeed any better in 

his dreams. 

He awoke as the first streaks of dawn appeared and 

sat up, placed his elbows on the table and rested his 

head upon his hands. 

As he remembered the whispering in his ears he 

said to himself: “Rhyme foolish Charcoal Peter, for 

goodness sake make a rhyme.” 

He tapped his forehead with his fingers, but no 

rhyme would come, and as he sat there sad and 

disturbed in his mind, trying hard to find a rhyme to 

“grow,” the young fellows passed the cottage and one 

of them was singing at the top of his voice: 

“I stood beside a little hut, 
Just where the pine-trees grow, 
Peeped in for my beloved, 
But her face she would not show.” 

The words rushed through Peter’s ears like 

lightning; but like lightning they were gone again. 

He jumped up, ran from the cottage, pursued the 

three men, and seized the singer roughly by the arm. 

“Stop, friend,” he cried, “what did you rhyme with 

‘grow’? 

Be good enough, please, to tell me what you were 

singing.” 

“What’s that to you, fellow?” replied the Black 

Forester. 

“I can sing what I like, I suppose? 

Let go my arm, or —” 

“No, no,” screamed Peter, clinging all the tighter to 

him, “I will not let you go until you have told me what 

you were singing.” 

But the singer’s two companions fell upon Peter and 

gave him such a drubbing he was forced to let go the 

singer’s clothing, and fell fainting to his knees. 

“Now you have your deserts,” they said, laughing, 

“and perhaps you will know better another time than to 

molest honest folk on an open road.” 

“I will certainly remember not to do so any more” 

replied Charcoal Peter with a sigh, “but now that you 

have given me a good beating be so good as to tell me 

slowly and clearly the words of the song.” 

They laughed at him and mocked him, but the singer 

repeated the words to him and then, laughing and 

singing, the three young men went on their way. 

Peter raised himself painfully to his feet. 

“Ah,” he said, “so ‘show’ rhymes with ‘grow.’ 

Very well, Master Glass-man, we will have a word 

to say to each other by-and-by.” 

He went back to the cottage, took leave of his host, 

and with his staff in his hand set out once more for the 

clump of black pine-trees. 

He walked slowly, for he had to compose a last line 

to the verse, and although he now had a word to rhyme 

he found it a difficult matter to make up the whole line. 

But by the time he was close to the place and the 

pines began to grow taller and thicker, he had his line 

quite complete, and so overjoyed was he that he made 

a bound forward and nearly bounded up against a huge 

giant of a man, dressed as a raftsman, and carrying a 

pole in his hand the size of a ship’s mast, who stepped 

suddenly from out of the clump of pine-trees. 

Peter Munk’s knees shook with fright as he saw the 

giant taking slow steps alongside of him, in order to 

accommodate himself to Peter’s pace. 

“Without doubt it is Dutch Michael,” thought he, but 

the huge figure paced silently on. 
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Peter glanced sideways at him from time to time. 

He was certainly taller than the tallest man he had 

ever seen, his face was neither young nor old, but was 

covered with lines and creases innumerable. 

He wore a linen vest and the enormous boots which 

were drawn up over his leather breeches Peter 

recognised at once from the old man’s story. 

“Peter Munk, what are you doing in this clump of 

black pines?” he asked at length in deep threatening 

tones. 

“Good morning, sir,” answered Peter, trying to 

appear unconcerned, although he was trembling 

violently. 

“I am only on my way home.” 

“Peter Munk,” replied the Forest King, glaring at the 

unfortunate young man, “your way does not lie through 

this clump of trees.” 

“Well, not exactly,” said Peter, “but it is so hot to-

day that I thought it would be cooler here beneath the 

pine-trees.” 

“Don’t lie to me, Charcoal Peter,” thundered the 

giant, “or I will strike you to the earth with my pole. 

Do you suppose I did not see you begging from the 

little Glass-man?” 

Then in milder tones Dutch Michael went on. 

“It was a foolish thing to do, Peter, and it was lucky 

for you you could not remember the lines of the verse, 

for the little fellow is a terrible miser, and only gives 

grudgingly; moreover, whoever accepts money from 

him is never happy again his whole life long. 

You are a simpleton, Peter, and I am sorry for you 

from the bottom of my heart. 

To think that a fine handsome fellow like you should 

be nothing better than a charcoal burner! 

When other folks jingle fat ducats in their pockets 

you have only a few copper coins to show. 

It is a wretched life to lead.” 

“You are right there, it is a wretched life,” said 

Peter. 

“Well, well” proceeded Dutch Michael, “I have 

helped many a poor fellow in distress and you would 

not be the first. 

Just say how many hundred florins you would like to 

have to begin with?” 

As he spoke he jingled the money in his enormous 

pockets and it sounded just as it had done in Peter’s 

dream. 

Peter’s heart beat fast with fear and he was hot and 

cold by turns, for Dutch Michael had not the 

appearance of one who gave money out of charity 

alone. 

He remembered the mysterious words of the old 

man regarding the men who had enriched themselves at 

the Forest King’s expense, and overcome with terror 

he cried out: “Many thanks, sir, for your kind offer, but 

I would rather have nothing to do with you,” and with 

that he took to his heels and ran for his life. 

But the terrible Michael was not to be shaken off. 

By taking huge strides he kept pace with Peter — 

“You will regret this,” he said, “mark my words you will 

regret it. 

Do not run so fast, yonder is the boundary of my 

domains and I can go no further.” 

On hearing these words Peter hastened on more 

than ever and as he reached the boundary he made a 

spring for safety. 

Dutch Michael hurled his huge pole after him. 

It missed him, but the force with which it had been 

thrown caused it to break into splinters. 

One splinter fell at his feet and Peter stopped to 

pick it up to throw it back at Michael; but before he 

could do so he felt the wood turn and twist in his hand, 

and to his horror he saw that it had turned into a huge 

snake, which was about to spring at him. 

He tried to shake it off, but it had fastened itself 

round his arm and darted its horrible head towards his 

face, when suddenly a woodcock flew down and seized 

the snake’s head in its beak and flew off with it. 

Dutch Michael raged and bellowed in vain, and 

Peter, trembling in every limb, once more set out upon 

his way. 

The path grew steeper and steeper until at length he 

found himself before the big pine-tree in the centre of 

the clump of black pines. 

As on the previous day, he bowed to the invisible 

Glass-man and began reciting the verse: 

“Owner of all in the pine-woods green, 
Many a hundred years thou hast seen, 
Thine all the lands where the pine trees grow — 
To the Sunday-born thy face now show!” 
“Well, it’s not quite right yet, but as it is you 

Charcoal Peter, I will let it pass,” said a fine soft voice 

near him. 

Peter turned in surprise and saw, seated beneath a 

beautiful pine-tree, a little old man. 

He was wearing a black vest, red stockings, and a 

large pointed hat. 

He had a refined, delicate little face and a long white 

beard as soft as a cobweb; but the most extraordinary 

thing about him that Peter at first sight noticed was that 
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he was smoking a long pipe of blue glass; but on 

approaching nearer Peter discovered that everything 

the little man wore, coat, shoes, stockings, all were 

made of coloured glass; but it was as flexible as though 

it were still hot, and went into folds, as cloth would 

have done, with every movement of the little man’s 

body. 

“And so you met that rascal Dutch Michael” said the 

little man. 

“He would have done you an injury had I not taken 

his magic wand from him. 

Moreover, he will not easily get it again.” 

“Yes, Master Glass-man,” replied Peter, bowing 

low. 

“I had a terrible fright. 

And so you were the woodcock that pecked the 

snake to death? 

Very many thanks. 

But I have come to you for advice. 

Things are not very flourishing with me. 

A charcoal-burner does not get on in the world, and, 

as I am young and strong, I should like to be in a better 

position, especially when I see others like Fat Ezekiel 

and the Dance King with as much money as they can 

spend.” 

“Peter,” said the little man sternly, as he blew a 

cloud of smoke from his pipe, “Peter, don’t let me hear 

you speak of these men. 

Just for a few years of happiness, or perhaps only 

the appearance of happiness they will pay by an 

eternity of misery. 

You should not be-little your trade. 

Your father and grandfather before you pursued it. 

I trust it is not the love of idleness that has led you 

to me.” 

Peter was alarmed by the little man’s earnestness 

and blushed. 

“No, no,” he faltered, “I know full well that idleness 

is the root of all trouble; but you cannot wonder that I 

should wish to better myself. 

A charcoal-burner is thought so little of, the glass-

makers, clock-makers and raftsmen are all of higher 

standing.” 

“Pride goes before a fall,” said the little man in 

more friendly tones. 

“You men are a strange race! 

It is seldom that any one of you is content with his 

position. 

If you were a glass-worker you would no doubt 

wish to be a timber merchant, and if you were a timber 

merchant you would want to be the Keeper of the 

Forest, or even a magistrate. 

I am accustomed to grant three wishes to every 

Sunday-child that knows how to find his way to me. 

The first two are free to be granted; but I can refuse 

to grant the third if I think it is a foolish one. 

So wish something for yourself, Peter, but take care 

that it is something good and useful.” 

“Hurrah! you are without doubt a first-rate little 

fellow, Master Glass-man. 

And so as I may wish what I will, I wish that I may 

dance as well as the Dance King, and when I am with 

Fat Ezekiel I may always have as much money in my 

pockets as he has.” 

“Fool!” cried the little man angrily, “what an idiotic 

wish to make, to be able to dance and to have a supply 

of money with which to gamble. 

You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Peter, to cheat 

yourself of your good fortune in such a manner. 

Of what use will it be to your poor mother that you 

can dance well? 

And of what use your money if you only spend it in 

the ale-house? 

When you are with Fat Ezekiel and the Dance King 

your pockets will be as full as theirs, but you will leave 

your money behind you, and be as poor and hungry the 

rest of the week as you were before. 

I will grant you one other wish, but see that you 

make better use of it.” 

Peter scratched his head and spoke after some 

deliberation. 

“Very well, I wish for the finest glass factory in the 

Black Forest and sufficient money to carry on my 

business.” 

“Nothing else?” asked the little man earnestly. 

“Nothing else, Peter?” 

“Well,” said Peter, “whilst I am about it you might as 

well add a horse and a little carriage.” 

“Oh! you stupid, you stupid!” cried the little man, 

and in his wrath he flung his glass pipe at the nearest 

pine-tree and smashed it into a hundred pieces. 

“A horse and carriage indeed! 

Why couldn’t you wish for knowledge and common 

sense. 

But there, there, no need to look so sad, the second 

wish was not altogether so foolish as the first. 

A glass factory is not a bad thing to possess and will 

certainly provide its owner with a living, but had you 

wished for knowledge and common sense with it, the 

horse and carriage would have followed as a natural 
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consequence.” 

“But, Master Glass-man,” replied Peter, “I have still 

one wish left and I will wish for knowledge and common 

sense if you think it so necessary for me to possess it.” 

“No, no, mark my words you will find yourself in 

such a dilemma one of these fine days that you will be 

thankful to have a remaining wish to help you out, and 

now go home. 

Here are two thousand golden crowns, see that you 

use them to the best advantage, and don’t come here 

asking for more money or I will hang you from the top 

of the tallest tree. 

Three days ago old Winkfritz died. 

He owned the largest glass factory in the forest. 

Go first thing tomorrow morning and make a bid for 

the business. 

See that you are industrious and behave yourself 

well, and I will visit you from time to time and give you 

good advice to make up for your not having wished for 

common sense, but I must tell you seriously that your 

first wish was an evil wish. 

Be careful how you take to frequenting ale-houses, 

for never yet did they do anyone anything but harm.” 

Whilst speaking the little man had taken out another 

pipe made of the very finest glass, filled it with dried fir 

cones, and stuck it in his little toothless mouth. 

He now drew forth an enormous burning glass and, 

stepping out into the sunlight, lighted his pipe by means 

of the glass. 

When he had succeeded he offered his hand to Peter 

in friendly fashion, gave him a little more good advice, 

smoked faster and faster, and at length disappeared in 

a cloud of smoke, which circled higher and higher until 

it reached the tree tops, leaving a scent of genuine 

Dutch tobacco behind it. 

When Peter reached home he found his mother in 

great trouble about him, for the good woman quite 

supposed he had been made to enlist for a soldier. 

He told her he had met a good friend in the Forest 

who had given him enough money to start a different 

business. 

Although his mother had lived for thirty years in the 

charcoal-burner’s hut and had become as accustomed 

to the sooty faces of her men-folk as a miller’s wife to 

her husband’s floury face, she had still sufficient vanity 

at once to despise their former position as soon as she 

saw a chance of bettering it. 

“As the mother of a man who owns a glass factory,” 

said she, “I shall be a degree above my neighbours, and 

in future I shall take a foremost seat in church amongst 

the well-to-do people.” 

Peter soon made a bargain with Winkfritz’s heirs for 

possession of the glass factory. 

He retained all the workmen employed there and 

worked hard, making glass night and day. 

At first he liked his new trade. 

He walked about the factory with his hands stuck in 

his pockets, looking at this and that and making his 

workmen laugh at his queer questions. 

His greatest pleasure was to watch the glass-

blowing; he liked to take the soft material and fashion it 

into all sorts of queer figures. 

But he soon tired of the work and by degrees he 

came less often to the factory; first it fell to passing 

only an hour a day there, then he would come in every 

other day, finally only once a week, and all this came of 

frequenting the ale-house. 

The Sunday after he had met the little Glass-man, 

he went to the inn and there he found the Dance King, 

already dancing, and Fat Ezekiel, with a can of beer 

beside him, playing pitch and toss for crown pieces. 

He put his hand in his pocket to be sure the little 

Glass-man kept good faith, and found his pockets 

bulging with gold and silver. 

In his limbs he felt a strange and unaccustomed 

twitching, as though he wanted to dance, and as soon 

as the first dance was over he took his partner out and 

placed himself close to the Dance King. 

For every skip the Dance King made Peter made 

two. 

If the Dance King bounded a foot into the air Peter 

bounded twice as high, and no matter what complicated 

steps the Dance King made, Peter’s dancing was twice 

as complicated. 

He bounded, he pranced, he twisted until all who 

beheld him were in a whirl of wonder. 

As soon as it became known that Peter had 

purchased a glass factory, and when folks saw the 

careless way in which he flung a handful of coppers at 

a time to the musicians, their astonishment knew no 

bounds. 

Some said he must have found buried treasure in the 

forest, others said he had inherited a big sum of money, 

and everyone paid him great respect and attention 

because it was apparent he was a monied man. 

The same evening he lost twenty crowns, but in 

spite of that his money still chinked in his pockets as 

though he had plenty left. 

When Peter saw how much he was looked up to he 

scarcely knew how to contain himself for pride and joy. 
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He threw his money about with a free hand and gave 

a goodly portion to the poor, remembering the times 

when he had suffered for want of money. 

The Dance King’s art having been quite supplanted 

by that of Peter, the latter was nicknamed “Dance 

Emperor,” but this nickname soon gave place to 

another and a worse one. 

On Sundays in the inn there was no worse gambler 

than he, for no one could afford to lose as much as he 

could, but as he always played with Fat Ezekiel, who 

won his money easily, he had still, just as the little 

Glass-man had promised, as much money in his 

pockets as his opponent. 

If he lost twenty or thirty crowns one minute, no 

sooner had Fat Ezekiel slipped them into his pocket 

than the same sum appeared in Peter’s. 

He took to gambling every day in the week, and 

what with drinking and playing he soon became one of 

the worst characters in the Black Forest, and so he 

came to be called “Gambling Peter” instead of “Dance 

Emperor.” 

It was on account of this that his glass factory soon 

began to show signs of decay. 

He ordered glass to be made as before; but as he 

had no business capacity he did not know how to 

dispose of it to the best advantage, and soon had such 

an accumulation of glass goods that he was obliged to 

sell to pedlars or anyone who would buy it at half price, 

so that he might have the money to pay his workmen. 

One evening as he was going home from the inn he 

could not help thinking of the terrible muddle he had 

made of his affairs and worrying himself over the loss 

of his fortune, when suddenly he became aware that 

someone was walking beside him, and behold it was the 

little Glass-man. 

Peter flew into a terrible rage and accused the little 

man of being the cause of all his misfortunes. 

“Of what use to me is a horse and a carriage?” he 

cried. 

“Of what use my factory and all my glass? 

I was happier as a poverty-stricken charcoal-burner 

than I am now, for I never know when the bailiffs may 

come and seize my goods to pay my debts.” 

“Oh!” replied the little Glass-man, “so it is my fault, 

is it, that you are unhappy? 

Is this the thanks you offer me for my generosity? 

Why did you wish so foolishly? 

You wished to be a glass manufacturer and yet knew 

nothing about the business. 

Did I not warn you to be careful what you wished 

for? 

It was knowledge and common sense you wanted.” 

“Knowledge and common sense,” screamed Peter. 

“I will show you that I have as much common sense 

as you have,” and with these words he grabbed the 

Glass-man by the collar and cried — “Now I have you, 

Master Glass-man, and I will not let you go until you 

have granted me a third wish. 

Give me now at this very moment, on this very spot, 

two hundred thousand crown pieces, a house and — oh! 

oh!” he shrieked aloud, for the Glass-man had turned 

into a mass of hot molten glass and burnt his hand. 

Of the little man himself there was nothing to be 

seen. 

For several days he was reminded of his ingratitude 

and foolishness by his burnt and swollen hand, but he 

managed to stifle his conscience and said to himself — 

“Well, well, even if my factory and everything in it is 

sold, I have still got Fat Ezekiel to provide me with as 

much money as I shall require. 

As long as his pockets are full on a Sunday, I cannot 

have mine empty.” 

Just so, Peter, but how if a time should come when 

they are empty? 

This was exactly what happened. 

One Sunday he came driving up to the inn in his 

carriage and the people looking out of the window 

remarked: “Here comes Gambling Peter,” or “Here 

comes the Dance Emperor,” or “Here comes the rich 

glass manufacturer.” 

“I’m not so sure about his riches,” said another, 

“there are grave reports about him in the town and it is 

said that the bailiffs are to seize his goods for debt.” 

Peter nodded to the men at the window and called 

pompously — “Master Innkeeper, is Fat Ezekiel here 

yet?” 

“Yes, yes, here I am,” said Fat Ezekiel, “we have 

kept your place, Peter, and we are at the cards 

already.” 

So Peter Munk went in and slipped his hand into his 

pocket and found that Fat Ezekiel must have plenty of 

money, for his own pockets were quite full. 

He sat down to the table and began to play, losing 

and winning much as the others did. 

But as the night began to fall most of the players 

rose and went home, but not so Peter Munk. 

He challenged Fat Ezekiel to remain and play on. 

At first he was not willing, but presently he 

consented. 

“Very well,” he said at length, “I will just count my 
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money and then we will throw the dice for five crowns 

a point, for less than that it is mere child’s play.” 

Ezekiel drew out his purse and counted five hundred 

crowns, so Peter knew exactly how much he had. 

But though Ezekiel had won before, he now began to 

lose his money and his temper too. 

So sure as he threw double fives Peter threw double 

sixes; whatever Ezekiel threw, Peter threw higher, until 

at length he had won all Ezekiel’s money with the 

exception of five crown pieces. 

“If I lose this,” cried Ezekiel, “I will still go on 

playing, and try to retrieve my luck; you shall lend me 

some of your winnings, Peter, for one good comrade 

always helps another.” 

“As much as you please,” replied Peter, “a hundred 

crowns if possible,” for he was merry over his winnings 

and in a very good temper. 

But again Ezekiel lost and Peter started as he heard 

a harsh voice behind him say — “Oh! ho! there goes the 

last coin!” 

Peter looked round and saw Dutch Michael standing 

behind him. 

In his terror he let fall his money, but Fat Ezekiel 

saw nothing, but only asked Peter to lend him some 

money that they might go on playing. 

Half in a dream Peter thrust his hand into his 

pocket. 

It was empty, he tried the other — empty too. 

He turned them inside out, but not the smallest 

copper coin was to be seen, and now he remembered 

for the first time what his wish had been — that he 

might always have as much money as Fat Ezekiel — 

well, Ezekiel had none and so Peter’s had all 

disappeared like smoke. 

At first the innkeeper and Fat Ezekiel would not 

believe that he had no money, but when they saw that 

his pockets really were empty they were very angry, 

for they declared he must be a sorcerer and that he had 

wished his money and his winnings away at home so 

that he might not have to lend any. 

Peter attempted to defend himself, but appearances 

were against him. 

Ezekiel declared that the following day he would 

publish the news all over the Black Forest, and the 

innkeeper said he should go and denounce Peter as a 

sorcerer to the magistrate and that he would most 

assuredly be burnt. 

Then they flew at him, beat him soundly, tore his 

jacket off his back, and threw him out of the door of the 

inn. 

No star shone in the sky as Peter crept miserably 

home, but in spite of that he recognised a dark figure 

that walked beside him and kept pace with him. 

At length the figure spoke — “Well, Peter Munk, 

there is an end to you and your splendour. 

I could have told you exactly what would happen 

when you would not listen to me but hurried off to that 

stupid Glass Dwarf. 

Now see what you have come to through despising 

my advice. 

But try me once, for I am really sorry for your pitiful 

fate. 

No one has ever repented of coming to me for 

assistance, and if you are not afraid come to me 

tomorrow to the clump of pine-trees; I will be there if 

you call me.” 

But Peter shuddered and ran home as fast as his 

legs could carry him. 

When Peter entered his glass factory on the Monday 

morning he found the bailiffs already in possession. 

He was asked if he had any money with which he 

could settle his debts, and on his replying that he had 

not, his factory, house, stables, horse, carriage and the 

stock in hand were all seized. 

“Well,” said he, “since the little man has done 

nothing for me I will see what the big one will do.” 

And he set off running as fast as though the police 

were at his heels. 

He reached the clump of black pines, and as he 

passed the spot where he had seen the little Glass-man 

it seemed as though an invisible hand caught him and 

held him back. 

But he tore himself loose and dashed across the 

boundary line into Dutch Michael’s domain. 

Breathlessly he called: “Dutch Michael, Dutch 

Michael,” and immediately the gigantic figure of the 

raftsman stood before him. 

“So you have come,” he said, laughing. 

“And did they wish to sell up you and your 

possessions? 

Well, well, it was the fault of the little man, miser 

that he is. 

If one makes a present it may as well be one worth 

having. 

But follow me to my house and I will see if we 

cannot drive a bargain.” 

“Make a bargain?” thought Peter, “what have I to 

exchange with him? 

Have I got to serve him, I wonder?” 

Dutch Michael led him up a steep woodland pathway 
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until at length they came to a steep ravine, with rugged 

rocky sides. 

Michael sprang down the rugged rocks as though 

they had been a polished marble staircase, but Peter 

almost fainted when he saw that the giant grew taller 

and taller until he was the height of a church tower. 

He stretched up an arm as long as a weaver’s beam, 

with a hand the size of a parlour table, and bade Peter 

seat himself upon it and hold tight. 

Peter trembled with fright but obeyed, took his seat 

upon the giant’s hand, and held tight to his thumb. 

They went down and down, ever deeper, but to 

Peter’s surprise it was not at all dark, indeed it was 

quite the contrary, for the sun shone so brightly in his 

eyes that it dazzled him. 

The further Peter went down, the smaller Michael 

became, until when they reached the bottom of the 

ravine he was the same size as he had been when Peter 

first saw him. 

They were standing outside a house, such as a well-

to-do peasant might have inhabited, and the room Peter 

was shown into was much the same as any other room 

except that it seemed very dreary. 

A tall clock in a wooden case stood by the wall, an 

enormous china stove and the usual furniture were all 

there. 

Michael invited him to take a seat at the table and, 

going out, returned speedily with glasses and a flask of 

wine. 

He poured it out and they began to talk, Dutch 

Michael telling Peter of all the joys there were to be 

met with in foreign lands. 

He described the beautiful towns and rivers until 

Peter conceived a great longing to go and see them. 

“Ah!” said Michael craftily, “even if your whole body 

and mind wanted to undertake some great piece of 

business your poor silly heart would quake with fear. 

I can’t think what a fine fellow like you wants with a 

heart. 

When you were called a cheat and a rogue where 

did you feel it most? 

Not in your head, I’ll be bound! 

When the officers of the law came and took 

possession of all your belongings did you have a 

stomach-ache? 

Tell me, where did it hurt you most?” 

“My heart,” replied Peter, placing his hand upon his 

heaving breast. 

“Now forgive me,” said Michael, “if I remind you 

that you have given away many hundred crown pieces 

to beggars and other rabble. 

What good has it done you? 

They blessed you and wished you good health. 

Did that do you any good? 

What was it prompted you to put your hand in your 

pocket every time a beggar held out his ragged hat to 

you? 

Your heart, I tell you. 

Neither your eyes, nor your tongue, nor your arm, 

nor your leg, but your heart. 

You took things to heart as the saying is.” 

“But how can I help it? 

I try my best to suppress it; but my heart beats until 

it hurts me.” 

“You poor fellow,” laughed Michael, “give me that 

little palpitating thing and see how much better you will 

feel without it!” 

“Give you my heart!” screamed Peter in horror, 

“why, I should die on the spot. 

No, that I will not!” 

“Of course, you would die if an ordinary physician 

were to cut out your heart. 

But with me it is quite a different matter. 

Come with me, and I will convince you.” 

He rose and beckoned to Peter to follow him into 

another room. 

Peter’s heart contracted painfully as he crossed the 

threshold of this room; but he paid no heed to it, such 

astonishing sights claimed his attention. 

There were rows of shelves, and upon these stood 

glass bottles filled with transparent fluid, and in each of 

these bottles there was a heart. 

Every bottle was labelled and Peter read the names 

with the greatest curiosity. 

There was the name of the Chief Magistrate, Fat 

Ezekiel’s, the Dance King, in fact all the principal 

people in the neighbourhood. 

“Observe,” said Michael, “all these people have rid 

themselves of fear and sorrow for life. 

Not one of these hearts beats with fear or sorrow 

any more, and their former possessors are very well 

off without such unquiet guests to disturb them.” 

“But what do they carry in their breasts in place of 

them?” enquired Peter, who felt faint and giddy. 

“This,” replied Michael, and he showed him a heart 

of stone he had taken from a drawer. 

“Oh!” said Peter with a shudder, “a heart of stone? 

But that must be very cold in one’s breast.” 

“Yes, yes,” replied Michael, “quite pleasantly cool. 

What do you want with a warm heart? 
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Even in winter a glass of good cherry brandy will 

warm your body better than your heart could, and in 

summer when it is hot and sultry it is nice and cooling. 

Then, as I have said, neither grief, nor foolish pity, 

nor sorrow of any sort can affect such a heart.” 

“And is that all you have to offer me?” asked Peter 

ungraciously, “I had hoped for money and you offer me 

a stone.” 

“Come, I think a hundred thousand crown pieces 

would be sufficient for you at first. 

If you deal advantageously with it you will soon be a 

millionaire.” 

“A hundred thousand!” exclaimed the poor 

charcoal-burner, joyfully. 

“Come, come, my heart, don’t beat so wildly, for we 

are about to part company. 

Here, Michael, give me the money and the stone and 

you may have this disturber of my peace.” 

“I thought you would prove a sensible fellow,” said 

Michael, “come, we will have another glass of wine and 

then I will count out the money.” 

They seated themselves in the next room and drank 

so much wine that Peter fell asleep. 

When he awoke it was to the friendly sound of a 

post horn, and see, there he was, seated in a beautiful 

carriage. 

He put his head out of the window and saw the 

Black Forest in the distance behind him. 

At first he could not believe it was himself that sat 

in the carriage, for his clothes were not the same as 

those he had worn the day before; but he remembered 

everything so clearly that he could no longer doubt. 

“Charcoal Peter am I, and no mistake,” he said. 

He was surprised he felt no sadness at leaving his 

home and the Forest where he had lived for so long. 

Even the thought of his mother whom he was 

leaving alone, helpless and in dire poverty, provoked no 

feeling of remorse in him, and he could not call up a 

tear nor even a sigh. 

He felt perfectly indifferent. 

“Of course,” said he, “tears and sighs, home-

sickness, and grief, come from the heart and, thanks to 

Dutch Michael, mine is now of stone.” 

He put his hand to his breast, but nothing moved 

there. 

“If he has kept his word as well regarding the 

hundred thousand dollars as he has kept it respecting 

my heart, I shall have nothing to complain of;” with that 

he began to search the carriage. 

He found everything he could possibly require in the 

shape of clothing, but no money. 

But at length he came across a pocket in the lining 

of the carriage which was stuffed with gold and notes, 

and letters of credit to all the principal cities. 

“Now I have everything I can possibly want,” he 

said, and settling himself comfortably in the corner of 

his carriage drove away out into the world. 

For two years he drove about the country, peering 

right and left from the windows of his carriage at the 

houses and villages he passed. 

When he came into a town he put up at an inn, then 

went round with a courier, who showed him all the 

beautiful and interesting sights, not one of which 

afforded him the least delight, for his heart of stone 

prevented him taking pleasure in anything. 

Nothing, however beautiful, appealed to his senses 

any longer. 

Nothing was left to him but to eat and drink and 

sleep — and so he lived without interest or aim in life; 

to amuse himself he ate and drank, and to prevent his 

being bored he slept. 

Now and again he thought of the days when he had 

been happy and gay, although he had been obliged to 

work hard for a livelihood. 

In those days every beautiful view had delighted 

him, music and singing had enchanted him, and the 

simple food his mother cooked for him and brought to 

him as he sat beside his kiln had been more appetising 

than all the dainty dishes he partook of now. 

As he thought of the past it struck him as very 

singular that he no longer desired to smile even, 

whereas formerly the smallest joke had served as an 

excuse for laughter. 

When other folks laughed he drew his lips into the 

form of a grin out of politeness; but his heart no longer 

laughed. 

It is true he was never upset over anything, but then 

he was not really satisfied. 

It was not home-sickness or grief; but a sense of 

blankness, weariness and friendlessness that at length 

drove him back home. 

As he drove out of Strassburg and saw again the 

beautiful dark pine-trees of his native forest, and 

looked upon the honest faces of his countrymen, and 

heard the homely, well-remembered tones of their 

speech, he placed his hand quickly to his heart, for his 

blood was coursing wildly through his veins and he felt 

as though he must both weep and laugh together. 

But — how foolish! 

His heart was of stone, and stones are dead and can 
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neither laugh nor weep. 

His first visit was to Dutch Michael, who received 

him with friendliness as he had formerly done. 

“Michael,” said Peter, “I have travelled all over the 

world and taken pleasure in nothing; I was only bored. 

It is true that the stone thing I carry in my breast 

shielded me from a great deal of unpleasantness, I am 

never angry or sad, but then I am never glad either and 

I feel only half alive. 

Could you not put a little life into the stone heart, or 

even give me back my old heart? 

I had it for five-and-twenty years and had become 

accustomed to it, and even if it makes me commit some 

foolishness occasionally, still it was a merry, happy 

heart.” 

The giant laughed a grim and bitter laugh. 

“When you are dead, Peter Munk,” he replied, “you 

shall have your soft, feeling heart back again, and 

experience all the sensations you knew before. 

But as long as you are alive you cannot have it. 

It would have been of little service to you either, in 

the life of idleness you have been living lately. 

Why don’t you settle down now, marry, build a 

house, make money? 

All you require is work; because you were idle you 

were bored and then you blame your innocent stone 

heart.” 

Peter saw that there was sense in what Michael said 

and made up his mind to devote his time to money-

making. 

Michael gave him another hundred thousand dollars 

and they parted good friends. 

Very soon the news was spread abroad in the Black 

Forest that Charcoal Peter, or Gambling Peter, had 

returned, and that he was richer than formerly. 

As usual, now that he had returned a rich man he 

was received with open arms by those who had turned 

their backs on him in his misfortunes. 

He now pretended that he was a timber merchant, 

but this was only a blind, his real business was that of a 

money-lender and corn-dealer. 

Very soon half the folks in the Black Forest owed 

him money, and he charged ten per cent for all he lent. 

Or again he sold corn to the poor, who had not the 

money to pay immediately, for three times its worth. 

He was first-rate friends with the magistrate now, 

and when it happened that Peter’s debtors did not pay 

up to the very day the magistrate would come with his 

officers and sell up their homes and drive father, 

mother and children out into the forest. 

At first it caused rich Peter some inconvenience, for 

the poor creatures besieged his house, the men begged 

for some consideration, the women tried to soften his 

heart of stone, and the children cried for bread. 

But he bought a pair of fierce dogs to stop the 

“caterwauling,” as he called it, and so soon as a beggar 

appeared he set his dogs on to him. 

But what caused him the most trouble was his poor 

old mother. 

She had fallen into extreme poverty, and though her 

son had returned a rich man he did not attempt to 

provide for her. 

She came sometimes to his door, weak and ill, her 

tottering steps supported by a stick, but she did not 

venture into the house, for once she had been driven 

out of it. 

It was a sore grief to her that she should be 

dependent on the charity of others when her own son 

could so well have afforded to care for her in her old 

age. 

But his heart of stone was never moved by the sight 

of the pale worn face and the withered outstretched 

hand. 

When she knocked at his door he drew some 

coppers from his pocket and gave them to a servant to 

hand to her. 

He could hear her trembling voice as she thanked 

him and wished him well, he heard her coughing 

pitifully as she crept away, and then he thought no 

more about the matter, except that he had spent some 

money with no hope of its being returned. 

At last Peter made up his mind to get married. 

He knew quite well that every father in the Black 

Forest would be only too glad to let him marry his 

daughter, but he was very difficult to please, for he 

wanted everyone to praise the good sense he had 

shown in making his choice and to be envious of his 

good fortune. 

So he went to every dance-room in the countryside, 

but not one of the beautiful maidens he met there did 

he think sufficiently beautiful. 

At length he heard that a poor wood-cutter’s 

daughter was the most beautiful and most virtuous 

maiden in the whole of the Black Forest. 

She lived quietly, keeping her father’s house in 

beautiful order, and never so much as showed herself 

at the dance-rooms, not even at holiday times. 

No sooner did Peter hear of this marvel than he 

made up his mind to wed her, and rode out to the 

cottage where she dwelt. 
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The beautiful Lisbeth’s father received this fine-

looking gentleman with surprise, and was still more 

astonished when he heard that Peter wished to be his 

son-in-law. 

He did not take long to make up his mind, for he 

supposed that all his poverty and anxious striving 

would now be at an end, and so he agreed to his 

request without so much as asking Lisbeth’s consent, 

but she was such an obedient child that she did not 

venture to object, and so became Mrs. Peter Munk. 

But the poor girl was not as happy as she expected 

to be. 

She had thought herself an accomplished 

housekeeper, but she could do nothing to please Master 

Peter. 

She was pitiful towards the poor, and, knowing her 

husband to be a man of means, she thought it no wrong 

to give them a little money or food. 

But when Peter happened to see her one day he told 

her with an angry glance and in harsh tones that she 

was wasting his goods. 

“What did you bring with you,” he cried, “that you 

think you can spend so lavishly? 

Why, your beggar father’s staff would scarcely 

serve to heat the soup, and yet you throw money about 

as though you were a princess. 

If I catch you doing it again you shall feel the weight 

of my hand.” 

The beautiful Lisbeth wept bitterly when she was 

alone, and wished herself back again in her father’s 

poor little cottage instead of living in the grand house 

of the rich but miserly and hard-hearted Peter Munk. 

Had she known that he had a heart of stone in his 

breast and could love neither her nor anyone else she 

would not have been so surprised. 

Sometimes, as she sat in her doorway, a beggar 

would pass by and hold out his hand in entreaty. 

Then Lisbeth closed her eyes tightly that she might 

not see his misery, and clenched her hands so that they 

should not involuntarily stray to her pocket for a coin. 

And so it happened that Lisbeth came to be ill-

thought of throughout the whole of the Black Forest, 

and it was said that she was even more miserly than 

Peter himself. 

But one day Lisbeth sat by the door of her house 

and sang a little song as she twirled her distaff, for she 

was merry because the weather was fine and Peter had 

ridden out into the country. 

She saw a little old man coming along, bent beneath 

the weight of an enormous sack and panting painfully. 

She looked at him pityingly, thinking to herself that 

it was not right that such an old man should be so 

heavily laden. 

Just as the old man reached Lisbeth he stumbled and 

almost fell beneath the weight of his sack. 

“Have pity, dear lady, and give me a drink of water,” 

he gasped, “I can go no further, I am completely 

exhausted.” 

“You are too old to carry such a heavy weight,” said 

Lisbeth. 

“True,” replied the old man, “but it is on account of 

my poverty that I am forced to go round as a carrier, 

otherwise I should not be able to earn a livelihood. 

But a rich lady like yourself knows nothing of the 

pinch of poverty or how good a cool draught of fresh 

water seems on such a hot day.” 

On hearing this Lisbeth hurried into the house, took 

a pitcher from the shelf and filled it with water, and 

when she turned to hand it to the old man and saw how 

wretched and tired out he looked as he sat upon his 

sack, she felt so much pity for him, that she could not 

resist giving him more substantial help. 

So she set the water aside and filled a cup with red 

wine and gave it to him with a large slice of rye bread. 

“This will do you more good than water, seeing that 

you are so old,” she said, “but be careful, do not drink 

so hastily, take a morsel of bread with the wine.” 

The old man looked at her with tears in his eyes — 

“I am very old,” he said, “but in all my life I have seen 

few so pitiful as you or whose gifts were given with 

such gracious kindness. 

But such a kind heart will not go unrewarded.” 

“No, indeed, and the reward she shall have at once,” 

cried a terrible voice, and when they turned, there 

stood Peter with a face purple with rage. 

“And so you give my best wine to beggars, and 

serve it in my own cup, too. 

Now you shall have your reward.” 

Lisbeth threw herself at his feet and begged for 

forgiveness, but his heart of stone knew no pity; he 

turned the whip he was carrying round and struck her 

forehead with the ebony handle with so much force that 

she sank back lifeless into the arms of the old man. 

Immediately he began to regret what he had done 

and stooped to see if she were yet alive. 

But the little old man spoke in well-known tones: 

“Do not trouble, Charcoal Peter, she was the sweetest 

and loveliest flower in the whole of the Black Forest; 

now that you have trodden it under foot it will never 

bloom again.” 
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Every drop of blood forsook Peter’s cheeks — “So it 

is you,” he said. 

“Well, what is done, is done. 

I trust you will not give me up to the hand of the law 

for this murder.” 

“Miserable wretch!” replied the little Glass-man. 

“What satisfaction should I have in giving your 

mortal body to the hangman? 

It is no earthly court of justice you have to fear, but 

another and a more awful one, for you have sold your 

soul to the evil one.” 

“And if I have sold my heart,” screamed Peter, 

“who, but you, is to blame for it, you and the deceitful 

tricks you played on me with the treasures I was to 

gain through you? 

You drove me to seek other help, that has been my 

undoing, and so the responsibility lies with you.” 

But scarcely had he spoken before the little Glass-

man began to grow bigger. 

He grew and he swelled until he became a huge 

giant, his eyes were as big as saucers and his mouth 

was the size of a baker’s oven out of which flames 

began to dart. 

Peter threw himself on his knees, for his stone heart 

did not prevent his limbs from shaking like an aspen 

tree. 

With hands like vulture’s claws the wood spirit 

seized him by his neck, twisted him about as the 

whirlwind does the dry leaves, and then dashed him to 

the ground so that his ribs cracked. 

“Earth-worm!” he cried, in a voice that rolled like 

thunder, “I could shatter you to pieces if I would, for 

you have offended the Lord of the Forest. 

But for the sake of this dead woman, who fed me 

and gave me drink, I will give you eight days’ grace. 

If during that time you do not repent, I will come and 

grind your bones to powder and you will depart in the 

midst of your sins.” 

It was evening when some passing men found Peter 

Munk lying unconscious on the ground; they turned him 

over and sought for some sign of life, but for some time 

in vain. 

At length one of them went into the house and 

fetched some water and sprinkled it on his face. 

Then he drew a deep breath, groaned and opened 

his eyes, looked around him anxiously, and asked for 

his wife, but no one had seen her. 

He thanked the men for their assistance, crept into 

his house and searched from cellar to attic, but in vain; 

what he had hoped might prove a bad dream was bitter 

reality. 

Now that he was left quite alone, strange thoughts 

came to him; he had no fear, for was not his heart cold? 

But when he thought of the death of his wife, it 

reminded him that his own death would come one day. 

And how heavily laden with sin he would be! 

His soul would be weighed down by the tears of the 

needy, the curses of those he had ruined, the groans of 

the wretched ones that had been dragged down by his 

dogs, the quiet despair of his own mother, and the 

innocent blood of Lisbeth. 

How would he be able to answer her old father when 

he came and demanded: “Where is my daughter, your 

wife?” 

He was tormented in his dreams, and repeatedly 

awoke, hearing a sweet voice calling to him: “Peter, 

Peter, see that you get a warmer heart.” 

Even when he was awake it was the same, and he 

knew the voice to be Lisbeth’s. 

He went down to the inn to divert his thoughts, and 

there he met Fat Ezekiel. 

He sat down opposite to him and they began to talk 

of all sorts of things, the weather, the war, the stars, 

and at last of death and how quickly some had died off. 

Then Peter asked the fat one what he thought of 

death and the hereafter. 

Ezekiel answered that the body died and was buried, 

but the soul soared up to heaven or down to the evil 

one. 

“Is the heart buried with the body?” asked Peter. 

“Certainly that is buried too!” 

“But if one had no heart?” queried Peter. 

Ezekiel looked at him in horror. 

“What do you say? 

Are you trying to make game of me? 

Do you mean to say that I have no heart?” 

“Oh! yes, you have a heart right enough,” said 

Peter, “but it is made of stone.” 

Ezekiel stared at him in astonishment, looked round 

to see that no one was listening, and then said: “How 

do you know that? 

Has your own ceased to beat also?” 

“It beats no longer, at least not in my breast,” 

answered Peter Munk. 

“But tell me, now you understand how it is with me, 

what will happen to our hearts?” 

“Why worry about that, my friend,” laughed Ezekiel. 

“You are alive at present and that is the best of 

having a heart of stone, one is never afraid of such 

thoughts.” 
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“Quite true, but one thinks about them all the same,” 

said Peter, “and I can remember still how they would 

have frightened me once upon a time.” 

“Of course, we can’t expect things to go very well 

with us,” said Ezekiel. 

“Once upon a time I asked a schoolmaster about it 

and he told me that our hearts would be weighed; the 

light ones went up on the scale and those heavy with 

sin went down, so I expect our stone hearts will be 

pretty heavy.” 

“Sometimes I am a little uncomfortable to think that 

my heart should be so indifferent to such things,” said 

Peter. 

So they talked together. 

That night Peter heard the voice whispering five or 

six times in his ear: “Peter, Peter, see that you get a 

warmer heart!” 

He felt no remorse for what he had done, but when 

he told his servants that his wife had gone on a journey 

he wondered to himself whither she had journeyed. 

Six whole days and nights passed and ever it 

seemed to him there was a voice whispering in his ear, 

and he could think of nothing but the little Glass-man 

and his warning. 

And so, on the seventh day, he sprang out of bed 

and said: “Well, I will see if I cannot get a warm heart 

again, instead of this unfeeling stone in my bosom, for 

it makes my life both tedious and lonely.” 

So he dressed himself in his best and rode off to the 

clump of black pines. 

When he reached the outskirts he dismounted, tied 

up his horse, and hurried to the summit of the hill, and 

as he came to the big pine-tree he repeated his verse: 

“Owner of all in the pine-woods green, 
Many a hundred years thou hast seen, 
Thine all the lands where the pine-trees grow — 
To the Sunday-born thy face now show!” 
At once the little Glass-man appeared, but he did 

not seem at all friendly; but looked gloomy and sad. 

He wore a coat of black glass, and a long crape veil 

floated from his hat, and Peter knew very well for 

whom he wore mourning. 

“What do you want with me, Peter Munk?” he asked 

in deep tones. 

“There is still a wish due to me, Mr. Glass-man,” 

answered Peter with downcast eyes. 

“Is it possible for a heart of stone to wish for 

anything?” said the little man. 

“You have everything a man of your bad disposition 

requires, and I shall not readily grant your request.” 

“But you promised me three wishes,” said Peter 

“and one I have not yet made use of.” 

“I have the right to withhold it if it is a foolish wish,” 

said the little man, “but say on, what do you want?” 

“Take this cold stone out of my breast and give me 

back my warm living heart in place of it,” Peter asked. 

“Had I aught to do with the exchange?” demanded 

the little man. 

“Am I Dutch Michael, who gives fortunes and stone 

hearts away? 

You must recover your heart from him.” 

“But he will never give it back to me,” answered 

Peter. 

“Bad as you are, I am sorry for you,” said the little 

man after a few moments’ consideration, “and as your 

wish is not a foolish one I will promise to assist you. 

Listen, you will never obtain your heart by force and 

so you must employ cunning, and it may not be a 

difficult task, for stupid Michael always was and stupid 

he will remain, although he prides himself upon being 

extremely clever. 

So go straight to him and do exactly as I tell you.” 

The Glass-man then gave Peter a little cross of 

pure transparent glass, and proceeded to give him 

minute instructions as to how he should act. 

“He cannot take your life,” said the little man, “and 

he will let you go free if you hold this out to him and 

whisper a prayer. 

As soon as you have obtained what you want come 

back here to me.” 

Peter Munk took the little cross, made sure he 

remembered every word the little man had told him, 

and went straight off to the spot where Michael was 

wont to be found. 

He called him three times by name and at once the 

giant appeared. 

“And so you have killed your wife,” he said with a 

horrible laugh. 

“Well, I should have done the same. 

Did she not waste your fortune on beggars? 

But it would be best for you to leave the country for 

a time, for there will be a fine fuss when it is found out; 

and so I suppose you want money and have come to 

fetch it from me?” 

“You have guessed it exactly,” replied Peter, “but I 

shall require a good big sum this time. 

It is a long way to America.” 

Michael went in advance and led the way to his 

home. 

As soon as he reached it he went to a chest and 
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took out several packets of gold. 

Whilst he was counting it Peter said: “You are a 

rascal, Michael, for you deceived me, telling me that I 

had a stone in my breast, and that you had my heart.” 

“And is it not so?” asked the astonished Michael, 

“can you feel your heart beat? 

Do you know what fear or remorse is?” 

“Ah! you have just made my heart stand still, but I 

have it still in my breast and so has Ezekiel. 

It was he who told me you had lied to us; you are 

not the one to take one’s heart out without his feeling 

it, that would be magic.” 

“But I assure you I did,” said Michael angrily. 

“You, and Ezekiel, and all the other rich people who 

have had dealings with me have hearts of stone, and 

your own original hearts I have here, shut up in a 

room.” 

“Now how easily the lies trip from your tongue!” 

laughed Peter. 

“You must make some one else believe that. 

I have seen dozens of similar tricks on my travels. 

The hearts you have in your room there are merely 

waxen ones. 

You are a rich fellow, I allow, but you do not 

understand magic.” 

The giant became furious and tore open the door of 

the room. 

“Come in and read all these labels; look at this, look 

at that, do you see it is labelled ‘Peter Munk’s Heart!’ 

do you see how it throbs? 

Could you make a waxen one do that?” 

“All the same, it is wax,” said Peter. 

“A real heart does not beat like that, I have mine 

still in my breast. 

No, it is evident you do not understand magic.” 

“But I will prove it to you!” cried the angry Michael; 

“you shall feel for yourself that it is your own heart.” 

He tore Peter’s vest open, took a stone from his 

breast and showed it to him. 

Then he took the real heart, breathed on it, and put 

it carefully in its place, and immediately to his delight 

Peter felt it begin to beat. 

“Now what have you to say?” laughed Michael. 

“Truly you were in the right,” answered Peter, 

carefully drawing the little cross from his pocket. 

“I would not have believed it possible for a man to 

do such a thing.” 

“Well, it was as I said,” answered Michael; “you see 

I do understand magic, but come, now, I must put the 

stone back in your breast.” 

“Softly, softly, Michael!” cried Peter, and he took a 

step backwards and held out the cross towards him. 

“With a morsel of cheese the mouse is caught, and 

this time it is you who have been caught.” 

And he at once began to murmur the first prayer 

that came to his lips. 

At once Michael began to dwindle away, fell down 

on the ground and writhed like a worm, and groaned 

and sighed, and all the hearts in the glass bottles began 

to throb and beat until it sounded like the clock-

maker’s workshop. 

But Peter was afraid, and his courage began to fail 

him, and he turned and ran out of the house and, driven 

by fear, he climbed the steep face of the rocky ravine, 

for he could hear Michael raging and stamping and 

uttering fearful oaths. 

As soon as he reached the top he ran quickly to the 

clump of black pines. 

A fearful thunderstorm broke out suddenly, lightning 

flashed from left to right of him, striking the trees 

about him, but he reached the domain of the little 

Glass-man in safety. 

His heart was beating with joy, simply because it did 

beat. 

But suddenly he saw with horror that his past life 

had been even as the terrible thunderstorm that had 

dealt destruction right and left in the beautiful forest. 

He thought of Lisbeth, his good and beautiful wife, 

whom he had murdered on account of his avarice, and 

he saw himself as an outcast of humanity. 

When he reached the little hill where the Glass-man 

dwelt he was weeping bitterly. 

The Glass-man sat beneath the pine-tree and 

smoked a pipe, and he looked more cheerful than 

previously. 

“Why do you weep, Charcoal Peter?” he asked. 

“Did you not get your heart? 

Have you still a stone in your breast?” 

“Ah! sir!” sighed Peter, “when I had a heart of stone 

I never wept, my eyes were as dry as the land in July; 

but now my heart is breaking as I think of all I have 

done. 

My debtors I drove out to misery and want, and set 

my dogs upon the poor and sick, and you know alas! 

how my whip fell upon that snow-white brow!” 

“Peter, you have been a great sinner!” said the little 

man. 

“Money and idleness spoilt you; when your heart 

became as a stone you could feel neither joy, nor 

sorrow, neither remorse nor pity. 
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But repentance can make amends and if I knew for 

certain that you were sorry for your past life I would 

still do something for you.” 

“I ask for nothing more,” answered Peter, and let his 

head sink mournfully upon his breast. 

“All is over for me, never again can I rejoice, and 

what can I do alone in the world? 

My mother will never forgive me for what I have 

done; even now, maybe, I have brought her to her 

grave, monster that I am. 

And Lisbeth, my wife! 

It were a kindness to strike me dead, Master Glass-

man, so that my miserable life were at an end.” 

“Good,” replied the little man, “if you insist, well, I 

have my axe near at hand.” 

He took his pipe quietly from his mouth, tapped it 

and put it back again. 

Then he rose slowly and stepped behind the pine-

tree. 

But Peter sat down upon the grass weeping, his life 

had become worthless to him, and patiently he awaited 

the stroke of death. 

Shortly afterwards he heard light footsteps behind 

him and thought, “He is coming now!” 

“Look round, Peter Munk!” cried the little man. 

Peter wiped the tears from his eyes and, looking 

round, saw his mother, and Lisbeth, his wife, smiling at 

him. 

He sprang up joyfully, “Then you are not dead, 

Lisbeth? 

And you are here also, Mother, and have forgiven 

me?” 

“They pardon you,” said the little Glass-man, 

“because you are truly penitent, and everything shall 

be forgotten. 

Go home now to your father’s cottage and be a 

charcoal-burner as before; if you are honest and 

industrious you will learn to respect your work, and 

your neighbours will love and esteem you more than if 

you had ten tons of gold.” 

Thus spoke the little Glass-man, and then bade him 

farewell. 

The three happy people praised and blessed him and 

turned towards home. 

Peter’s splendid house was no longer standing. 

It had been struck by lightning and burnt to the 

ground, together with all his money and treasures, but 

it was no great distance to the old hut, and so they 

turned their steps towards it and were not in the least 

troubled about the great loss. 

But what was their surprise on reaching the little hut 

to find it had become a fine farm-house, furnished 

throughout with simplicity, but with everything that was 

necessary and good. 

“That is the work of the little Glass-man,” cried 

Peter. 

“How beautiful everything is,” said Lisbeth; “I shall 

be far happier and more at home here than in the great 

big house with its many servants.” 

From that time Peter became an industrious and 

honest fellow. 

He was contented with what he had and plied his 

trade without grumbling; and so it came to pass that 

through his own exertions he became well off and 

respected and loved by everyone in the Forest. 

He never quarrelled with his wife, honoured his 

mother, and gave to the poor who came knocking at his 

door. 

After a time a beautiful boy came to them, to add to 

their happiness, and then Peter went to the clump of 

pine-trees and again recited his little rhyme, but the 

Glass-man did not show himself. 

“Master Glass-man,” cried Peter loudly, “do listen 

to me, for I only meant to ask you to be godfather to 

my little son!” 

But there was no reply, only a little breath of wind 

sighed through the pine-trees and blew a few cones to 

the ground. 

“Well, I will take these as a remembrance, as you 

will not show yourself to me,” said Peter, and popped 

the cones into his pocket, and went home. 

But when he took off his best coat and his mother 

shook out the pockets before laying it away in the 

chest, out tumbled four fine big rolls of gold pieces. 

That was the good Glass-man’s christening present 

to little Peter. 

And so they lived happily ever after, and when Peter 

Munk was an old man with grey hair he was wont to 

say: “It is better to be content with little, than to have 

money and possessions and a cold heart.” 

 

* * * 
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THOSE who travel through Swabia should always 

remember to cast a passing glance into the 

Schwarzwald(The Black Forest), not so much for the 

sake of the trees (though pines are not found 

everywhere in such prodigious numbers, nor of such a 

surpassing height), as for the sake of the people, who 

show a marked difference from all others in the 

neighbourhood. 

They are taller than ordinary men, broad-

shouldered, strong-limbed, and it seems as if the 

bracing air which blows through the pines in the 

morning, had allowed them, from their youth upwards, 

to breathe more freely, and had given them a clearer 

eye and a firmer, though ruder, mind than the 

inhabitants of the valleys and plains. 

The strong contrast they form to the people living 

without the limits of the “Wald,” consists, not merely in 

their bearing and stature, but also in their manners and 

costume. 

Those of the Schwarzwald of the Baden territory 

dress most handsomely; the men allow their beards to 

grow about the chin just as nature gives it; and their 

black jackets, wide trousers, which are plaited in small 

folds, red stockings, and painted hats surrounded by a 

broad brim, give them a strange, but somewhat grave 

and noble appearance. 

Their usual occupations are the manufacturing of 

glass, and the so-called Dutch clocks, which they carry 

about for sale over half the globe. 

Another part of the same race lives on the other 

side of the Schwarzwald; but their occupations have 

made them contract manners and customs quite 

different from those of the glass manufacturers. 

Their Wald supplies their trade; felling and 

fashioning their pines, they float them through the 

Nagold into the Neckar, from thence down the Rhine as 

far as Holland; and near the sea the Schwarzwälder and 

their long rafts are well known. 

Stopping at every town which is situated along the 

river, they wait proudly for purchasers of their beams 

and planks; but the strongest and longest beams they 

sell at a high price to Mynheers, who build ships of 

them. 

Their trade has accustomed them to a rude and 

roving life, their pleasure consisting in drifting down 

the stream on their timber, their sorrow in wandering 

back again along the shore. 

Hence the difference in their costume from that of 

the glass manufacturers. 

They wear jackets of a dark linen cloth, braces a 

hand-breadth wide, displayed over the chest, and 

trousers of black leather, from the pocket of which a 

brass rule sticks out as a badge of honour; but their 

pride and joy are their boots, which are probably the 

largest that are worn in any part of the world, for they 

may be drawn two spans above the knee, and the 

raftsmen may walk about in water at three feet depth 

without getting their feet wet. 

It is but a short time ago that the belief in 

hobgoblins of the wood prevailed among the 

inhabitants, this foolish superstition having been 

eradicated only in modern times. 

But the singularity about these hobgoblins who are 

said to haunt the Schwarzwald, is, that they also wear 

the different costumes of the people. 

Thus it is affirmed of the Little Glass Man, a kind 

little sprite three feet and a half high, that he never 

shows himself except in a painted little hat with a broad 

brim, a doublet, white trousers, and red stockings; 

while Dutch Michel, who haunts the other side of the 

forest, is said to be a gigantic, broad-shouldered fellow 

wearing the dress of a raftsman; and many who have 

seen him say they would not like to pay for the calves 

whose hides it would require to make one pair of his 

boots, affirming that, without exaggeration, a man of 

the middle height may stand in one of them with his 

head only just peeping out. 

The following strange adventure with these spirits is 

said to have once befallen a young Schwarzwälder: 

There lived a widow in the Schwarzwald whose name 

was Frau Barbara Munk; her husband had been a 

charcoal-burner, and after his death she had by 

degrees prevailed upon her boy, who was now sixteen 

years old, to follow his father’s trade. 

Young Peter Munk, a sly fellow, submitted to sit the 

whole week near the smoking stack of wood, because 

he had seen his father do the same; or, black and sooty 

and an abomination to the people as he was, to drive to 

the nearest town and sell his charcoal. 

Now a charcoal-burner has much leisure for 

reflection, about himself and others; and when Peter 

Munk was sitting by his stack, the dark trees around 

him, as well as the deep stillness of the forest, 

disposed his heart to tears, and to an unknown secret 
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longing. 

Something made him sad, and vexed him, without his 

knowing exactly what it was. 

At length, however, he found out the cause of his 

vexation, — it was his condition. 

‘A black, solitary charcoal-burner,’ he said to 

himself; ‘it is a wretched life. 

How much more are the glass manufacturers, and 

the clock-makers regarded; and even the musicians, on 

a Sunday evening! 

And when Peter Munk appears washed, clean, and 

dressed out in his father’s best jacket with the silver 

buttons and brand-new red stockings — if then, any 

one walking behind him, thinks to himself, “I wonder 

who that smart fellow is?” admiring, all the time, my 

stockings and stately gait; — if then, I say, he passes 

me and looks round, will he not say, “Why, it is only 

Peter Munk, the charcoal-burner.”?’ 

The raftsmen also on the other side of the wood 

were an object of envy to him. 

When these giants of the forest came over in their 

splendid clothes, wearing about their bodies half a 

hundredweight of silver, either in buckles, buttons, or 

chains, standing with sprawling legs and consequential 

look to see the dancing, swearing in Dutch, and 

smoking Cologne clay pipes a yard long, like the most 

noble Mynheers, then he pictured to himself such a 

raftsman as the most perfect model of human 

happiness. 

But when these fortunate men put their hands into 

their pocket, pulled out handfuls of thalers and staked a 

Sechsbätzner piece upon the cast of a die, throwing 

their five or ten florins to and fro, he was almost mad 

and sneaked sorrowfully home to his hut. 

Indeed he had seen some of these gentlemen of the 

timber trade, on many a holy-day evening, lose more 

than his poor old father had gained in the whole year. 

There were three of these men in particular of 

whom he knew not which to admire most. 

The one was a tall stout man with ruddy face, who 

passed for the richest man in the neighbourhood; he 

was usually called ‘fat Hezekiel’. 

Twice every year he went with timber to 

Amsterdam, and had the good luck to sell it so much 

dearer than the others that he could return home in a 

splendid carriage, while they had to walk. 

The second was the tallest and leanest man in the 

whole Wald, and was usually called ‘the tall Schlurker’; 

it was his extraordinary boldness that excited Munk’s 

envy, for he contradicted people of the first 

importance, took up more room than four stout men, no 

matter how crowded the inn might be, setting either 

both his elbows upon the table, or drawing one of his 

long legs on the bench; yet, notwithstanding all this, 

none dared to oppose him, since he had a prodigious 

quantity of money. 

The third was a handsome young fellow, who being 

the best dancer far around, was called ‘the king of the 

dancing-room’. 

Originally poor, he had been servant to one of the 

timber merchants, when all at once he became 

immensely rich; for which some accounted by saying he 

had found a potful of money under an old pine tree, 

while others asserted that he had fished up in the 

Rhine, near Bingen, a packet of gold coins with the 

spear which these raftsmen sometimes throw at the 

fish as they go along in the river, that packet being part 

of the great ‘Niebelungenhort’, which is sunk there. 

However this might be, the fact of his suddenly 

becoming rich caused him to be looked upon as a 

prince by young and old. 

Often did poor Peter Munk the coal-burner think of 

these three men when sitting alone in the pine forest. 

All three indeed had one great fault, which made 

them hated by everybody; this was their insatiable 

avarice, their heartlessness towards their debtors and 

towards the poor, for the Schwarzwälder are naturally a 

kind-hearted people. 

However, we all know how it is in these matters; 

though they were hated for their avarice, yet they 

commanded respect on account of their money, for who 

but they could throw away thalers, as if they could 

shake them from the pines? 

‘This will do no longer,’ said Peter one day to 

himself, when he felt very melancholy, it being the 

morrow after a holiday, when everybody had been at 

the inn; ‘if I don’t soon thrive I shall make away with 

myself; oh that I were as much looked up to and as rich 

as the stout Hezekiel, or as bold and powerful as the 

tall Schlurker, or as renowned as the king of the 

dancing-room, and could, like him, throw thalers 

instead of kreutzers to the musicians! 

I wonder where the fellow gets his money!’ 

Reflecting upon all the different means by which 

money may be got, he could please himself with none, 

till at length he thought of the tales of those people 

who, in times of old, had become rich through the 

Dutchman Michel, or the Little Glass Man. 

During his father’s lifetime other poor people often 

came to call, and then their conversation was generally 
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about rich persons, and the means by which they had 

come by their riches; in these discourses the Little 

Glass Man frequently played a conspicuous part. 

Now, if Peter strained his memory a little, he could 

almost recall the short verse which one must repeat 

near the Tannenbühl in the heart of the forest, to make 

the sprite appear. 

It began as follows — 

‘Keeper of wealth in the forest of pine, 
Hundreds of years are surely thine: 
Thine is the tall pine’s dwelling place —’ 
But he might tax his memory as much as he pleased, 

he could remember no more of it. 

He often thought of asking some aged person what 

the whole verse was. 

However, a certain fear of betraying his thoughts 

kept him back, and moreover he concluded that the 

legend of the Little Glass Man could not be very 

generally known, and that but few were acquainted with 

the incantation, since there were not many rich persons 

in the Wald; — if it were generally known, why had not 

his father, and other poor people, tried their luck? 

At length, however, he one day got his mother to 

talk about the little man, and she told him what he knew 

already, as she herself remembered only the first line 

of the verse; but she added that the sprite would show 

himself only to those who had been born on a Sunday, 

between eleven and two o’clock. 

He was, she said, quite fit for evoking him, as he 

was born at twelve o’clock at noon; if he but knew the 

verse. 

When Peter Munk heard this he was almost beside 

himself with joy and desire to try the adventure. 

It appeared to him enough to know part of the verse, 

and to be born on a Sunday, for the Little Glass Man to 

show himself. 

Consequently when he one day had sold his 

charcoal, he did not light a new stack, but put on his 

father’s holiday jacket, his new red stockings, and best 

hat, took his blackthorn stick, five feet long, into his 

hand, and bade farewell to his mother, saying, ‘I must 

go to the magistrate in the town, for we shall soon have 

to draw lots who is to be soldier, and therefore I wish 

to impress once more upon him that you are a widow, 

and I am your only son.’ 

His mother praised his resolution; but he started for 

the Tannenbühl. 

This lies on the highest point of the Schwarzwald, 

and not a village or even a hut was found, at that time, 

for two leagues around, for the superstitious people 

believed it was haunted; they were even very unwilling 

to fell timber in that part, though the pines were tall 

and excellent, for often the axes of the wood-cutters 

had flown off the handle into their feet, or the trees 

falling suddenly, had knocked the men down, and either 

injured or even killed them; moreover, they could have 

used the finest trees from there only for fuel, since the 

raftsmen never would take a trunk from the Tannenbühl 

as part of a raft, there being a tradition that both men 

and timber would come to harm if they had a tree from 

that spot on the water. 

Hence the trees there grew so dense and high that it 

was almost night at noon. 

When Peter Munk approached the place, he felt 

quite awestricken, hearing neither voice nor footstep 

except his own; no axe resounded, and even the birds 

seemed to shun the darkness amidst the pines. 

Peter Munk had now reached the highest point of 

the Tannenbühl, and stood before a pine of enormous 

girth, for which a Dutch shipbuilder would have given 

many hundred florins on the spot. 

‘Here,’ said he, ‘the treasure-keeper (Schatzhauser) 

no doubt lives’; and pulling off his large hat, he made a 

low bow before the tree, cleared his throat, and said 

with a trembling voice, ‘I wish you a good evening, Mr. 

Glass Man.’ 

But receiving no answer, and all around remaining 

silent as before, he thought it would probably be better 

to say the verse, and therefore murmured it forth. 

On repeating the words he saw, to his great 

astonishment, a singular and very small figure peep 

forth from behind the tree. 

It seemed to him as if he had beheld the Little Glass 

Man, just as he was described; the little black jacket, 

red stockings, hat, all even to the pale, but fine shrewd 

countenance of which the people talked so much, he 

thought he had seen. 

But alas, as quickly as it had peeped forth, as 

quickly it had disappeared again. 

‘Mr. Glass Man,’ cried Peter Munk, after a short 

hesitation, ‘pray don’t make a fool of me; if you fancy 

that I have not seen you, you are vastly mistaken; I saw 

you very well peeping forth from behind the tree.’ 

Still no answer; only at times he fancied he heard a 

low, hoarse tittering behind the tree. 

At length his impatience conquered this fear, which 

had still restrained him, and he cried, ‘Wait, you little 

rascal, I will have you yet.’ 

At the same time he jumped behind the tree, but 

there was no Schatzhauser, and only a pretty little 
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squirrel was running up the tree. 

Peter Munk shook his head; he saw he had 

succeeded to a certain degree in the incantation, and 

that he perhaps only wanted one more rhyme to the 

verse to evoke the Little Glass Man; he tried over and 

over again, but could not think of anything. 

The squirrel showed itself on the lowest branches of 

the tree, and seemed to encourage or perhaps to mock 

him. 

It trimmed itself, it rolled its pretty tail, and looked 

at him with its cunning eyes. 

At length he was almost afraid of being alone with 

this animal; for sometimes it seemed to have a man’s 

head and to wear a three-cornered hat, sometimes to 

be quite like another squirrel, with the exception only 

of having red stockings and black shoes on its hind 

feet. 

In short, it was a merry little creature, but still Peter 

felt an awe, fancying that all was not right. 

Peter now went away with more rapid strides than 

he had come. 

The darkness of the forest seemed to become 

blacker and blacker; the trees stood closer to each 

other, and he began to be so terrified that he ran off in 

a trot, and only became more tranquil when he heard 

dogs bark at a distance, and soon after descried the 

smoke of a hut through the trees. 

But on coming nearer and seeing the dress of the 

people, he found that having taken the contrary 

direction, he had got to the raftsmen instead of the 

glass-makers. 

The people living in the hut were wood-cutters, 

consisting of an aged man with his son, who was the 

owner, and some grownup grandchildren. 

They received Peter Munk, who begged a night’s 

quarter, hospitably enough without asking his name or 

residence; they gave him cider to drink, and in the 

evening a large black cock, the best meal in the 

Schwarzwald, was served up for supper. 

After this meal the housewife and her daughters 

took their distaffs and sat round a large pine torch, 

which the boys fed with the finest rosin; the host with 

his guest sat smoking and looking at the women; while 

the boys were busy carving wooden spoons and forks. 

The storm was howling and raging through the pines 

in the forest with-out, and now and then very heavy 

blasts were heard, and it was as if whole trees were 

breaking off and crashing down. 

The fearless youths were about to run out to 

witness this terrific and beautiful spectacle, but their 

grandfather kept them back with a stern look and these 

words: ‘I would not advise any of you,’ cried he, ‘to go 

now outside the door; by heavens he never would 

return, for Michel the Dutchman is building this night a 

new raft in the forest.’ 

The younger of them looked at him with 

astonishment, having probably heard before of Michel, 

but they begged their grandpapa to tell them some 

interesting story of him. 

Peter Munk, who had heard but confused stories of 

Michel the Dutchman on the other side of the forest, 

joined in this request, asking the old man who and 

where he was. 

‘He is the lord of the forest,’ was the answer; ‘and 

from your not having heard this at your age, it follows 

that you must be a native of those parts just beyond the 

Tannenbühl, or perhaps still more distant. 

But I will tell you all I know, and how the story goes 

about him. 

A hundred years ago or thereabouts, there were far 

and wide no people more upright in their dealings than 

the Schwarzwälder, at least so my grandfather used to 

tell me. 

Now, since there is so much money in the country, 

the people are dishonest and bad. 

The young fellows dance and riot on Sundays, and 

swear to such a degree that it is horrible to hear them; 

whereas formerly it was quite different, and I have 

often said and now say, though he should look in 

through the window, that the Dutchman Michel is the 

cause of all this depravity. 

A hundred years ago there lived a very rich timber 

merchant who had many servants; he carried his trade 

far down the Rhine and was very prosperous, being a 

pious man. 

One evening a person such as he had never seen 

came to his door; his dress was like that of the young 

fellows of the Schwarzwald, but he was full a head 

taller than any of them, and no one had ever thought 

there could be such a giant. 

He asked for work, and the timber merchant, seeing 

he was strong, and able to carry great weights, agreed 

with him about the wages and took him into his service. 

He found Michel to be a labourer such as he had 

never yet had; for in felling trees he was equal to three 

ordinary men, and when six men were pulling at one 

end of a trunk he would carry the other end alone. 

After having been employed in felling timber for six 

months, he came one day before his master, saying, “I 

have now been cutting wood long enough here, and 
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should like to see what becomes of my trunks; what 

say you to letting me go with the rafts for once?” 

To which his master replied, “I have no objection, 

Michel, to your seeing a little of the world; to be sure I 

want strong men like yourself to fell the timber, and on 

the river all depends upon skill; but, nevertheless, be it 

for this time as you wish.” 

Now the float with which Michel was to go consisted 

of eight rafts, and in the last there were some of the 

largest beams. 

But what then? 

The evening before starting the tall Michel brought 

eight beams to the water, thicker and longer than had 

ever been seen, and he carried every one of them as 

easily upon his shoulder as if it had been a rowing-

pole, so that all were amazed. 

Where he had felled them, no one knows to this day. 

The heart of the timber merchant was leaping with 

joy when he saw this, calculating what these beams 

would fetch; but Michel said, “Well, these are for me to 

travel on; with those chips I should not be able to get 

on at all.” 

His master was going to make him a present of a 

pair of boots, but throwing them aside, Michel brought 

out a pair the largest that had ever been seen, and my 

grandfather assured me they weighed a hundred 

pounds and were five feet long. 

The float started; and if Michel had before 

astonished the wood-cutters, he perfectly astonished 

the raftsmen; for his raft, instead of drifting slowly 

down the river as they thought it would, by reason of 

the immense beams, darted on like an arrow, as soon 

as they came into the Neckar. 

If the river took a turn, or if they came to any part 

where they had a difficulty in keeping the middle 

stream, or were in danger of running aground, Michel 

always jumped into the water, pushing his float either 

to the right or to the left, so that he glided past without 

danger. 

If they came to a part where the river ran straight, 

Michel often sprang to the foremost raft, and making all 

put up their poles, fixed his own enormous pole in the 

sand, and by one push made the float dart along, so that 

it seemed as if the land, trees, and villages were flying 

by them. 

Thus they came in half the time they generally took 

to Cologne on the Rhine, where they formerly used to 

sell their timber. 

Here Michel said, “You are but sorry merchants and 

know nothing of your advantage. 

Think you these Colognese want all the timber from 

the Schwarzwald for themselves? 

I tell you no, they buy it of you for half its value, and 

sell it dear to Holland. 

Let us sell our small beams here, and go to Holland 

with the large ones; what we get above the ordinary 

price is our own profit.” 

Thus spoke the subtle Michel, and the others 

consented; some because they liked to go and see 

Holland, some for the sake of the money. 

Only one man was honest, and endeavoured to 

dissuade them from putting the property of their master 

in jeopardy or cheating him out of the higher price. 

However, they did not listen to him and forgot his 

words, while Michel forgot them not. 

So they went down the Rhine with the timber, and 

Michel, guiding the float, soon brought them to 

Rotterdam. 

Here they were offered four times as much as at 

Cologne, and particularly the large beams of Michel 

fetched a very high sum. 

When the Schwarzwälders beheld the money, they 

were almost beside themselves with joy. 

Michel divided the money, putting aside one-fourth 

for their master, and distributing the other three among 

the men. 

And now they went into the public-houses with 

sailors and other rabble, squandering their money in 

drinking and gambling; while the honest fellow who had 

dissuaded them was sold by Michel to a slave-trader, 

and has never been heard of since. 

From that time forward Holland was a paradise to 

the fellows from the Schwarzwald, and the Dutchman 

Michel their king. 

For a long time the timber merchants were ignorant 

of this proceeding, and before people were aware, 

money, swearing, corrupt manners, drunkenness and 

gambling were imported from Holland. 

When the thing became known, Michel was nowhere 

to be found, but he was not dead; for a hundred years 

he has been haunting the forest, and is said to have 

helped many in becoming rich at the cost of their souls 

of course: more I will not say. 

This much, however, is certain, that to the present 

day, in boisterous nights, he finds out the finest pines 

in the Tannenbühl where people are not to fell wood; 

and my father has seen him break off one of four feet 

diameter, as he would break a reed. 

Such trees he gives to those who turn from the right 

path and go to him; at midnight they bring their rafts to 
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the water and he goes to Holland with them. 

If I were lord and king in Holland, I would have him 

shot, for all the ships that have but a single beam of 

Michel’s, must go to the bottom. 

Hence it is that we hear of so many shipwrecks; if it 

were not so, how could a beautiful, strong ship as large 

as a church go down. 

But as often as Michel fells a pine in the forest 

during a boisterous night, one of his old ones starts 

from its joints, the water enters, and the ship is lost, 

men and all. 

So far goes the legend of the Dutchman Michel; and 

true it is that all the evil in the Schwarzwald dates from 

him. 

Oh! he can make one rich’, added the old man 

mysteriously; ‘but I would have nothing from him; I 

would at no price be in the shoes of fat Hezekiel and 

the long Schlurker. 

The king of the dancing-room, too, is said to have 

made himself over to him.’ 

The storm had abated during the narrative of the old 

man; the girls timidly lighted their lamps and retired, 

while the men put a sackful of leaves upon the bench 

by the stove as a pillow for Peter Munk, and wished 

him good-night. 

Never in his life had Peter such heavy dreams as 

during this night; sometimes he fancied the dark 

gigantic Michel was tearing the window open and 

reaching in with his monstrous long arm a purse full of 

gold pieces, which jingled clearly and loudly as he 

shook them; at another time he saw the little friendly 

Glass Man riding upon a huge green bottle about the 

room, and thought he heard again the same hoarse 

laughter as in the Tannenbühl; again something 

hummed into his left ear the following verse: 

‘In Holland I wot, 
There’s gold to be got, 
Small price for a lot, 
Who would have it not?’ 
Again he heard in his right ear the song of the 

Schatzhauser in the green forest, and a soft voice 

whispered to him, ‘Stupid Coal-Peter, stupid Peter 

Munk, you cannot find a rhyme with “place,” and yet 

are born on a Sunday at twelve o’clock precisely. 

Rhyme, dull Peter, rhyme!’ 

He groaned, he wearied himself to find a rhyme, but 

never having made one in his life, his trouble in his 

dream was fruitless. 

When he awoke the next morning with the first 

dawn, his dream seemed strange to him; he sat down at 

the table with his arms crossed, and meditated upon the 

whisperings that were still ringing in his ears. 

He said to himself, ‘Rhyme, stupid Peter, rhyme,’ 

knocking his forehead with his finger, but no rhyme 

would come. 

While still sitting in this mood, looking gloomily 

down before him and thinking of a rhyme with ‘place,’ 

he heard three men passing outside and going into the 

forest, one of whom was singing: 

‘I stood upon the brightest place, 
I gazed upon the plain, 
And then — oh then — I saw that face, 
I never saw again.’ 
These words flashed like lightning through Peter’s 

ear, and hastily starting up, he rushed out of the house, 

thinking he was mistaken in what he had heard, ran 

after the three fellows and seized, suddenly and rudely, 

the singer by the arm, crying at the same time, ‘Stop, 

friend, what was it you rhymed with “place”? 

Do me the favour to tell me what you were singing.’ 

‘What possesses you, fellow?’ replied the 

Schwarzwälder. 

‘I may sing what I like; let go my arm, or —’ 

‘No, you shall tell me what you were singing,’ 

shouted Peter, almost beside himself, clutching him 

more tightly at the same time. 

When the other two saw this, they were not long in 

falling foul upon poor Peter with their large fists, and 

belabouring him till the pain made him release the third, 

and he sank exhausted upon his knees. 

‘Now you have your due,’ said they, laughing; ‘and 

mark you, madcap, never again stop people like us upon 

the highway.’ 

‘Woe is me!’ replied Peter with a sigh, ‘I shall 

certainly recollect it. 

But now that I have had the blows, you will oblige 

me by telling me plainly what he was singing.’ 

To this they laughed again and mocked him; but the 

one who had sung repeated the song to him, after 

which they went away laughing and singing. 

‘“Face,”’ then said the poor belaboured Peter as he 

got up slowly, ‘will rhyme with “place”; now, Little 

Glass Man, I will have another word with you.’ 

He went into the hut, took his hat and long stick, 

bade farewell to the inmates, and commenced his way 

back to the Tannenbühl. 

Being under the necessity of inventing a verse, he 

proceeded slowly and thoughtfully on his way; at 

length, when he was already within the precincts of the 

Tannenbühl, and the trees became higher and closer, 
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he found his verse, and for joy cut a caper in the air. 

All at once he saw coming from behind the trees a 

gigantic man dressed like a raftsman, who held in his 

hand a pole as large as the mast of a ship. 

Peter Munk’s knees almost gave way under him, 

when he saw him slowly striding by his side, thinking 

he was no other than the Dutchman Michel. 

Still the terrible figure kept silence, and Peter cast a 

side glance at him from time to time. 

He was full a head taller than the biggest man Peter 

had even seen; his face expressed neither youth nor 

old age, but was full of furrows and wrinkles; he wore a 

jacket of linen, and the enormous boots being drawn 

above his leather breeches, were well known to Peter 

from hearsay. 

‘What are you doing in the Tannenbühl, Peter 

Munk?’ asked the wood king at length, in a deep, 

roaring voice. 

‘Good morning, countryman,’ replied Peter, wishing 

to show himself undaunted, but trembling violently all 

the while. 

‘Peter Munk,’ replied Michel, casting a piercing, 

terrible glance at him, ‘your way does not lie through 

this grove.’ 

‘True, it does not exactly,’ said Peter, ‘but being a 

hot day, I thought it would be cooler here.’ 

‘Do not lie, Peter,’ cried Michel, in a thundering 

voice, ‘or I strike you to the ground with this pole; think 

you I have not seen you begging of the little one?’ he 

added mildly. 

‘Come, come, confess it was a silly trick, and it is 

well you did not know the verse; for the little fellow is 

a skinflint, giving but little; and he to whom he gives is 

never again cheerful in his life. 

Peter, you are but a poor fool and I pity you in my 

soul; you, such a brisk, handsome fellow, surely could 

do something better in the world than make charcoal. 

While others lavish big thalers and ducats, you can 

scarcely spend a few pence; ’tis a wretched life.’ 

‘You are right, it is truly a wretched life.’ 

‘Well,’ continued Michel, ‘I will not stand upon 

trifles; you would not be the first honest good fellow 

whom I have assisted at a pinch. 

Tell me, how many hundred thalers do you want for 

the present?’ shaking the money in his huge pocket, as 

he said this, so that it jingled just as Peter had heard it 

in his dream. 

But Peter’s heart felt a kind of painful convulsion at 

these words, and he was cold and hot alternately; for 

Michel did not look as if he would give away money out 

of charity, without asking anything in return. 

The old man’s mysterious words about rich people 

occurred to him, and urged by an inexplicable anxiety 

and fear, he cried, ‘Much obliged to you, sir, but I will 

have nothing to do with you and know you well,’ and at 

the same time he began to run as fast as he could. 

The wood spirit, however, strode by his side with 

immense steps, murmuring and threatening, ‘You will 

repent it, Peter; it is written on your forehead and to be 

read in your eyes that you will not escape me. 

Do not run so fast, listen only to a single rational 

word; there is my boundary already.’ 

But Peter, hearing this and seeing at a little distance 

before him a small ditch, hastened the more to pass this 

boundary, so that Michel was obliged at length to run 

faster, cursing and threatening while pursuing him. 

With a desperate leap Peter cleared the ditch, for he 

saw that the wood spirit was raising his pole to dash it 

upon him; having fortunately reached the other side, he 

heard the pole shatter to pieces in the air as if against 

an invisible wall, and a long piece fell down at his feet. 

He picked it up in triumph to throw it at the rude 

Michel; but in an instant he felt the piece of wood move 

in his hand, and, to his horror, perceived that he held 

an enormous serpent, which was raising itself up 

towards his face with its venomous tongue and 

glistening eyes. 

He let go his hold, but it had already twisted itself 

tight round his arm and came still closer to his face 

with its vibrating head; at this instant, however, an 

immense black cock rushed down, seized the head of 

the serpent with its beak, and carried it up in the air. 

Michel, who had observed all this from the other 

side of the ditch, howled, cried, and raved when he saw 

the serpent carried away by one more powerful than 

himself. 

Exhausted and trembling, Peter continued his way; 

the path became steeper, the country wilder, and soon 

he found himself before the large pine. 

He again made a bow to the invisible Little Glass 

Man, as he had done the day before, and said: 

‘Keeper of wealth in the forest of pine, 
Hundreds of years are surely thine, 
Thine is the tall pine’s dwelling place, 
Those born on Sunday see thy face.’ 
‘You have not quite hit it,’ said a delicate fine voice 

near him, ‘but as it is you, Peter, I will not be 

particular.’ 

Astonished he looked round, and lo! under a 

beautiful pine there sat a little old man in a black 
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jacket, red stockings, and a large hat on his head. 

He had a tiny affable face and a little beard as fine 

as a spider’s web; and strange to see, he was smoking 

a pipe of blue glass. 

Nay, Peter observed to his astonishment, on coming 

nearer, that the clothes, shoes, and hat of the little man 

were also of coloured glass, which was as flexible as if 

it were still hot, bending like cloth to every motion of 

the little man. 

‘You have met the lubber Michel, the Dutchman?’ 

asked the little man, laughing strangely between each 

word. 

‘He wished to frighten you terribly; but I have got 

his magic cudgel, which he shall never have again.’ 

‘Yes, Mr. Schatzhauser,’ replied Peter, with a 

profound bow, ‘I was terribly frightened. 

But I suppose the black cock was yourself, and I am 

much obliged to you for killing the serpent. 

The object of my visit to you, however, is to ask 

your advice; I am in very poor circumstances, for 

charcoal-burning is not a profitable trade; and being 

still young I should think I might be made something 

better, seeing so often as I do how other people have 

thriven in a short time; I need only mention Hezekiel, 

and the king of the dancing-room, who have money like 

dirt.’ 

‘Peter,’ said the little man gravely, blowing the 

smoke of his pipe a long way off, ‘don’t talk to me of 

these men. 

What good have they from being apparently happy 

for a few years here, and the more unhappy for it 

afterwards? you must not despise your trade; your 

father and grandfather were honest people, Peter 

Munk, and they carried on the same trade. 

Let me not suppose it is love of idleness that brings 

you to me.’ 

Peter was startled at the gravity of the little man, 

and blushed. 

‘No, Mr. Schatzhauser,’ said he; ‘idleness is the root 

of every vice, but you cannot blame me, if another 

condition pleases me better than my own. 

A charcoal-burner is, in truth, a very mean 

personage in this world; the glass manufacturer, the 

raftsmen, and clock-makers, are people much more 

looked upon.’ 

‘Pride will have a fall,’ answered the little man of the 

pine wood, rather more kindly. 

‘What a singular race you are, you men! 

It is but rarely that one is contented with the 

condition in which he was born and bred, and I would 

lay a wager that if you were a glass manufacturer, you 

would wish to be a timber merchant, and if you were a 

timber merchant you would take a fancy to the ranger’s 

place, or the residence of the bailiff. 

But no matter for that; if you promise to work hard, 

I will get you something better to do. 

It is my practice to grant three wishes to those born 

on a Sunday, who know how to find me out. 

The first two are quite free from any condition, the 

third I may refuse, should it be a foolish one. 

Now, therefore, Peter, say your wishes; but mind 

you wish something good and useful.’ 

‘Hurrah!’ shouted Peter; ‘you are a capital glass 

man, and justly do people call you the treasure-keeper, 

for treasures seem to be plentiful with you. 

Well, then, since I may wish what my heart desires, 

my first wish is that I may be able to dance better than 

the king of the dancing-room, and to have always as 

much money in my pocket as fat Hezekiel.’ 

‘You fool!’ replied the little man angrily, ‘what a 

paltry wish is this, to be able to dance well and to have 

money for gambling. 

Are you not ashamed of this silly wish, you blockish 

Peter? 

Would you cheat yourself out of good fortune? 

What good will you and your poor mother reap from 

your dancing well? 

What use will money be to you, which, according to 

your wish, is only for the public-house, there to be 

spent like that of the wretched king of the dancing-

room? 

And then you will have nothing for the whole week 

and starve. 

Another wish is now left free to you; but have a 

care to desire something more rational.’ 

Peter scratched himself behind his ears, and said, 

after some hesitation, ‘Now I wish for the finest and 

richest glass factory in the Schwarzwald, with 

everything appertaining to it, and money to carry it on.’ 

‘Is that all?’ asked the little man, with a look of 

anxiety; ‘is there nothing else, Peter?’ 

‘Why you might add a horse and chaise.’ 

‘Oh, you stupid Peter!’ cried the little man, while he 

flung his glass pipe against a thick pine so that it broke 

in a hundred pieces. 

‘Horses? a carriage? 

Sense, I tell you, sense — common sense and 

judgment you ought to have wished for, but not a horse 

and chaise. 

Come, come, don’t be so sad, we will do all we can 
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to make it turn out for the best, even as it is, for the 

second wish is on the whole not altogether foolish. 

A good glass factory will support its man; but you 

ought to have wished for judgment and sense in 

addition; a horse and chaise would come as a matter of 

course.’ 

‘But, Mr. Schatzhauser,’ replied Peter, ‘I have 

another wish left, and might very well wish for sense, if 

I am so much in need of it, as you seem to think.’ 

‘Say no more about it. 

You will get involved in many an embarrassment yet, 

when you will be glad of being at liberty to obtain your 

third wish. 

And now proceed on your way home.’ 

Drawing a small bag from his pocket, he said: 

‘There are two thousand florins; let that be enough, and 

don’t come again asking for money, for, if you do, I 

must hang you up to the highest pine. 

That is the way I have always acted ever since I 

have lived in the forest. 

Three days ago old Winkfritz died, who had a large 

glass factory in the Unterwald. 

Go there to-morrow morning, and make a fair offer 

for it. 

Look well to yourself. 

Be prudent and be industrious; I will come to see 

you from time to time, and assist you with word and 

deed, since you have not wished for common sense. 

But I must repeat it seriously; your first wish was 

evil. 

Guard against frequenting the public-house, Peter; 

no one who did so ever prospered long.’ 

The little man, while thus talking to him, had taken a 

new pipe, of the most beautiful glass, from his pocket, 

charged it with dry fir-apples, and stuck it into his little 

toothless mouth. 

Then drawing out a large burning-glass, he stepped 

into the sun and lighted it. 

When he had done this, he kindly offered his hand to 

Peter, added a few more words of salutary advice 

which he might carry on his way, puffed and blew still 

faster, and finally disappeared in a cloud of smoke, 

which smelled of genuine Dutch canaster, and, slowly 

curling upwards, vanished amidst the tops of the pines. 

On his arrival home, Peter found his mother in great 

anxiety about him, for the good dame thought in reality 

her son had been drawn among the recruits. 

He, however, was in great glee and full of hope, and 

related to her how he had met with a good friend in the 

forest, who had advanced him money to begin another 

trade. 

Although his mother had been living for thirty years 

in a charcoal-burner’s hut, and was as much 

accustomed to the sight of sooty people as any miller’s 

wife is to the floury face of her husband, yet, as soon 

as her Peter showed her a more splendid lot, she was 

vain enough to despise her former condition, and said: 

‘In truth, as the mother of a man who possesses a glass 

manufactory, I shall indeed be something different from 

neighbour Kate and Betsy, and shall in future sit more 

consequentially at church among the people of quality.’ 

Her son soon came to terms with the heir of the 

glass manufactory. 

He kept the workmen he found, and made them work 

day and night at manufacturing glass. 

At first he was pleased well enough with his new 

trade; he was in the habit of walking leisurely into the 

factory, striding up and down with an air of 

consequence and with his hands in his pockets, looking 

now in one corner, now in another, and talking about 

various things at which his workmen often used to 

laugh heartily. 

His chief delight, however, was to see the glass 

blown, when he would often set to work himself, and 

form the strangest figures of the soft mass. 

But he soon took a dislike to the work; first he came 

only for an hour in the day, then only every other day, 

and finally only once a week, so that his workmen did 

just what they liked. 

All this came from his frequenting the public-house. 

The Sunday after he had come back from the 

Tannenbühl he went to the public-house, and who 

should be jumping there already but the king of the 

dancing-room; fat Hezekiel also was already sitting by 

a quart pot, playing at dice for crown-pieces. 

Now Peter quickly put his hand into his pocket to 

feel whether the Little Glass Man had been true to his 

word, and lo! his pockets were stuffed full of silver and 

gold. 

He also felt an itching and twitching in his legs, as if 

they wished to dance and caper. 

When the first dance was over, he took his place 

with his partner at the top next to the king of the 

dancing-room; and if the latter jumped three feet high, 

Peter jumped four; if he made fantastic and graceful 

steps, Peter twined and twisted his legs in such a 

manner that all the spectators were utterly amazed with 

delight and admiration. 

But when it was rumoured in the dancing-room that 

Peter had bought a glass manufactory, and when people 
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saw that Peter, as often as he passed the musicians, 

threw a six-bätzner piece to them, there was no end of 

astonishment. 

Some thought he had found a treasure in the forest, 

others were of opinion that he had succeeded to some 

fortune, but all respected him now, and considered him 

a made man, simply because he had plenty of money. 

Indeed that very evening he lost twenty florins at 

play, and yet his pockets jingled and tingled as if there 

were a hundred thalers in them. 

When Peter saw how much respected he was, he 

could no longer contain himself with joy and pride. 

He threw away handfuls of money and distributed it 

profusely among the poor, knowing full well as he did 

how poverty had formerly pinched him. 

The feats of the king of the dancing-room were 

completely eclipsed by those of the new dancer, and 

Peter was surnamed the ‘emperor of the dancing-

room.’ 

The most daring gamblers did not stake so much as 

he did on a Sunday, neither did they, however, lose so 

much; but then, the more he lost, the more he won. 

This was exactly what he had demanded from the 

Little Glass Man; for he had wished he might always 

have as much money in his pocket as fat Hezekiel, and 

it was to this very man he lost his money. 

If he lost twenty or thirty florins at a stroke, they 

were immediately replaced in his own pocket, as soon 

as Hezekiel pocketed them. 

By degrees he carried his revelling and gambling 

further than the worst fellows in the Schwarzwald, and 

he was oftener called ‘gambling Peter’ than ‘emperor of 

the dancing-room,’ since he now gambled almost all 

days of the week. 

In consequence of his imprudence, his glass 

manufactory gradually fell off. 

He had manufactured as much as ever could be 

made, but he had failed to purchase, together with the 

factory, the secret of disposing of it most profitably. 

At length it accumulated to such a degree that he did 

not know what to do with it, and sold it for half price to 

itinerant dealers in order to pay his workmen. 

Walking homewards one evening from the public-

house, he could not, in spite of the quantity of wine he 

had drunk to make himself merry, help thinking with 

terror and grief of the decline of his fortune. 

While engaged in these reflections, he all at once 

perceived some one walking by his side. 

He looked round, and behold it was the Little Glass 

Man. 

At the sight of him he fell into a violent passion, 

protested solemnly, and swore that the little man was 

the cause of all his misfortune. 

‘What am I to do now with the horse and chaise?’ he 

cried; ‘of what use is the manufactory and all the glass 

to me? 

Even when I was merely a wretched charcoal-

burner, I lived more happily, and had no cares. 

Now I know not when the bailiff may come to value 

my goods and chattels, and seize all for debt.’ 

‘Indeed?’ replied the Little Glass Man, ‘indeed? 

I am then the cause of your being unfortunate. 

Is that your gratitude for my benefits? 

Who bade you wish so foolishly? 

A glass manufacturer you wished to be, and you did 

not know where to sell your glass! 

Did I not tell you to be cautious in what you wished 

for? 

Common sense, Peter, and prudence, you wanted.’ 

‘A fig for your sense and prudence,’ cried Peter; ‘I 

am as shrewd a fellow as any one, and will prove it to 

you, Little Glass Man,’ seizing him rudely by the collar 

as he spoke these words, and crying, ‘Have I now got 

you, Schatzhauser? 

Now I will tell you my third wish, which you shall 

grant me. 

I’ll have instantly, on the spot, two hundred 

thousand hard thalers and a house. 

Woe is me!’ he cried, suddenly shaking his hand, for 

the little man of the wood had changed himself into 

red-hot glass, and burned in his hand like bright fire. 

Nothing more was to be seen of him. 

For several days his swollen hand reminded him of 

his ingratitude and folly. 

Soon, however, he silenced his conscience, saying: 

‘Should they sell my glass, manufactory and all, still fat 

Hezekiel is certain to me; and as long as he has money 

on a Sunday, I cannot want.’ 

‘Very true, Peter! 

But, if he has none?’ 

And so it happened one day, and it proved a singular 

example in arithmetic. 

For he came one Sunday in his chaise to the inn, and 

at once all the people popped their heads out of the 

windows, one saying, ‘There comes gambling Peter’; a 

second saying, ‘Yes, there is the emperor of the 

dancing-room, the wealthy glass manufacturer’; while a 

third shook his head, saying, ‘It is all very well with his 

wealth, but people talk a great deal about his debts, and 

somebody in town has said that the bailiff will not wait 
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much longer before he distrains upon him.’ 

At this moment the wealthy Peter saluted the guests 

at the windows in a haughty and grave manner, 

descended from his chaise, and cried: ‘Good evening, 

mine Host of the Sun. 

Is fat Hezekiel here?’ 

To this question a deep voice answered from within: 

‘Only come in, Peter; your place is kept for you; we are 

all here at the cards already.’ 

Peter entering the parlour, immediately put his hand 

into his pocket, and perceived, by its being quite full, 

that Hezekiel must be plentifully supplied. 

He sat down at the table among the others and 

played, losing and winning alternately; thus they kept 

playing till night, when all sober people went home. 

After having continued for some time by candle-

light, two of the gamblers said: ‘Now it is enough, and 

we must go home to our wives and children.’ 

But Peter challenged Hezekiel to remain. 

The latter was unwilling, but said, after a while, ‘Be 

it as you wish; I will count my money, and then we’ll 

play dice at five florins the stake, for anything lower is, 

after all, but child’s play.’ 

He drew his purse, and, after counting, found he had 

a hundred florins left; now Peter knew how much he 

himself had left, without counting first. 

But if Hezekiel had won before, he now lost stake 

after stake, and swore most awfully. 

If he cast a pasch, Peter immediately cast one 

likewise, and always two points higher. 

At length he put down the last five florins on the 

table, saying, ‘Once more; and if I lose this stake also, 

yet I will not leave off; you will then lend me some of 

the money you have won now, Peter; one honest fellow 

helps the other.’ 

‘As much as you like, even if it were a hundred 

florins,’ replied Peter, joyful at his gain, and fat 

Hezekiel rattled the dice and threw up fifteen; ‘Pasch!’ 

he exclaimed, ‘now we’ll see!’ 

But Peter threw up eighteen, and, at this moment, a 

hoarse, well-known voice said behind him, ‘So! that 

was the last.’ 

He looked round, and behind him stood the gigantic 

figure of Michel the Dutchman. 

Terrified, he dropped the money he had already 

taken up. 

But fat Hezekiel, not seeing Michel, demanded that 

Peter should advance him ten florins for playing. 

As if in a dream, Peter hastily put his hand into his 

pocket, but there was no money; he searched in the 

other pocket, but in vain; he turned his coat inside out, 

not a farthing, however, fell out; and at this instant he 

first recollected his first wish, viz. to have always as 

much money in his pocket as fat Hezekiel. 

All had now vanished like smoke. 

The host and Hezekiel looked at him with 

astonishment as he still searched for and could not find 

his money; they would not believe that he had no more 

left; but when they at length searched his pockets, 

without finding anything, they were enraged, swearing 

that gambling Peter was an evil wizard, and had wished 

away all the money he had won home to his own house. 

Peter defended himself stoutly, but appearances 

were against him. 

Hezekiel protested he would tell this shocking story 

to all the people in the Schwarzwald, and the host 

vowed he would the following morning early go into the 

town and inform against Peter as a sorcerer, adding 

that he had no doubt of his being burnt alive. 

Upon this they fell furiously upon him, tore off his 

coat, and kicked him out of doors. 

Not one star was twinkling in the sky to lighten 

Peter’s way as he sneaked sadly towards his home, but 

still he could distinctly recognise a dark form striding 

by his side, which at length said, ‘It is all over with you, 

Peter Munk; all your splendour is at an end, and this I 

could have foretold you even at the time when you 

would not listen to me, but rather ran to the silly glass 

dwarf. 

You now see to what you have come by disregarding 

my advice. 

But try your fortune with me this time, I have 

compassion on your fate. 

No one ever yet repented of applying to me, and if 

you don’t mind the walk to the Tannenbühl, I shall be 

there all day to-morrow and you may speak to me, if 

you will call.’ 

Peter now very clearly perceived who was speaking 

to him, but feeling a sensation of awe, he made no 

answer and ran towards home. 

When, on the Monday morning, he came to his 

factory, he not only found his workmen, but also other 

people whom no one likes to see, viz. the bailiff and 

three beadles. 

The bailiff wished Peter good morning, asked him 

how he had slept, and then took from his pocket a long 

list of Peter’s creditors, saying, with a stern look, ‘Can 

you pay or not? 

Be short, for I have no time to lose, and you know it 

is full three leagues to the prison.’ 
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Peter in despair confessed he had nothing left, 

telling the bailiff he might value all the premises, 

horses and carts. 

But while they went about examining and valuing the 

things, Peter said to himself, ‘Well, it is but a short way 

to the Tannenbühl, and as the little man has not helped 

me, I will now for once try the big man.’ 

He ran towards the Tannenbühl as fast as if the 

beadles were at his heels. 

On passing the spot where the Little Glass Man had 

first spoken to him, he felt as if an invisible hand were 

stopping him, but he tore himself away and ran onwards 

till he came to the boundary which he had well marked. 

Scarcely had he, quite out of breath, called ‘Dutch 

Michel, Mr. Dutch Michel!’ when suddenly the gigantic 

raftsman with his pole stood before him. 

‘Have you come then?’ said the latter, laughing. 

‘Were they going to fleece you and sell you to your 

creditors? 

Well, be easy, all your sorrow comes, as I have 

always said, from the Little Glass Man, the Separatist 

and Pietist. 

When one gives, one ought to give right plentifully 

and not like that skinflint. 

But come,’ he continued, turning towards the forest, 

‘follow me to my house, there we’ll see whether we can 

strike a bargain.’ 

‘Strike a bargain?’ thought Peter. 

‘What can he want of me, what can I sell to him? 

Am I perhaps to serve him, or what is it that he can 

want?’ 

They went at first uphill over a steep forest path, 

when all at once they stopped at a dark, deep, and 

almost perpendicular ravine. 

Michel leaped down as easily as he would go down 

marble steps; but Peter almost fell into a fit when he 

saw him below, rising up like a church steeple, reaching 

him an arm as long as a scaffolding pole, with a hand at 

the end as broad as the table in the ale-house, and 

calling in a voice which sounded like the deep tones of 

a death bell, ‘Set yourself boldly on my hand, hold fast 

by the fingers and you will not fall off.’ 

Peter, trembling, did as he was ordered, sat down 

upon his hand and held himself fast by the thumb of the 

giant. 

They now went down a long way and very deep, yet, 

to Peter’s astonishment, it did not grow darker; on the 

contrary, the daylight seemed rather to increase in the 

chasm, and it was some time before Peter’s eyes could 

bear it. 

Michel’s stature became smaller as Peter came 

lower down, and he stood now in his former size before 

a house just like those of the wealthy peasants of the 

Schwarzwald. 

The room into which Peter was led differed in 

nothing but its appearance of solitariness from those of 

other people. 

The wooden clock, the stove of Dutch tiles, the 

broad benches and utensils on the shelves were the 

same as anywhere else. 

Michel told him to sit down at the large table, then 

went out of the room and returned with a pitcher of 

wine and glasses. 

Having filled these, they now began a conversation, 

and Dutch Michel expatiated on the pleasures of the 

world, talked of foreign countries, fine cities and rivers, 

so that Peter, at length, feeling a yearning after such 

sights, candidly told Michel his wish. 

‘If you had courage and strength in your body to 

undertake anything, could a few palpitations of your 

stupid heart make you tremble; and the offences 

against honour, or misfortunes, why should a rational 

fellow care for either? 

Did you feel it in your head when they but lately 

called you a cheat and a scoundrel? 

Or did it give you a pain in your stomach, when the 

bailiff came to eject you from your house? 

Tell me, where was it you felt pain?’ 

‘In my heart,’ replied Peter, putting his hand on his 

beating breast, for he felt as if his heart was anxiously 

turning within him. 

‘Excuse me for saying so, but you have thrown away 

many hundred florins on vile beggars and other rabble; 

what has it profited you? 

They have wished you blessings and health for it; 

well, have you grown the healthier for that? 

For half that money you might have kept a 

physician. 

A blessing, a fine blessing, forsooth, when one is 

distrained upon and ejected! 

And what was it that urged you put your hand into 

your pocket, as often as a beggar held out his broken 

hat? — Why your heart again, and ever your heart, 

neither your eyes, nor your tongue, nor your arms, nor 

your legs, but your heart; you have, as the proverb 

truly says, taken too much to heart.’ 

‘But how can we accustom ourselves to act 

otherwise? 

I take, at this moment, every possible pains to 

suppress it, and yet my heart palpitates and pains me.’ 
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‘You, indeed, poor fellow!’ cried Michel, laughing; 

‘you can do nothing against it; but give me this scarcely 

palpitating thing, and you will see how comfortable you 

will then feel.’ 

‘My heart to you?’ cried Peter, horrified. 

‘Why, then, I must die on the spot! 

Never!’ 

‘Yes, if one of your surgeons would operate upon 

you and take out your heart, you must indeed die; but 

with me it is a different thing; just come in here and 

convince yourself.’ 

Rising at these words, he opened the door of a 

chamber and took Peter in. 

On stepping over the threshold, his heart contracted 

convulsively, but he minded it not, for the sight that 

presented itself was singular and surprising. 

On several shelves glasses were standing, filled 

with a transparent liquid, and each contained a heart. 

All were labelled with names which Peter read with 

curiosity; there was the heart of the bailiff in F., that of 

fat Hezekiel, that of the king of the dancing-room, that 

of the ranger; there were the hearts of six usurious 

corn merchants, of eight recruiting officers, of three 

money-brokers; in short, it was a collection of the most 

respectable hearts twenty leagues around. 

‘Look!’ said Dutch Michel, ‘all these have shaken off 

the anxieties and cares of life; none of these hearts any 

longer beat anxiously and uneasily, and their former 

owners feel happy now they have got rid of the 

troublesome guest.’ 

‘But what do they now carry in their breasts 

instead?’ asked Peter, whose head was nearly 

swimming at what he beheld. 

‘This?’ replied he, taking out of a small drawer, and 

presenting to him — a heart of stone. 

‘Indeed!’ said Peter, who could not prevent a cold 

shuddering coining over him. 

‘A heart of marble? 

But, tell me, Mr. Michel, such a heart must be very 

cold in one’s breast.’ 

‘True, but very agreeably cool. 

Why should a heart be warm? 

For in winter its warmth is of little use, and good 

strong Kirschwasser does more than a warm heart, and 

in summer when all is hot and sultry, you can’t think 

how cooling such a heart is. 

And, as before said, such a heart feels neither 

anxiety nor terror, neither foolish compassion nor other 

grief.’ 

‘And that is all you can offer me?’ asked Peter 

indignantly; ‘I looked for money and you are going to 

give me a stone.’ 

‘Well! an hundred thousand florins, methinks, would 

suffice you for the present. 

If you employ it properly, you may soon make it a 

million.’ 

‘An hundred thousand!’ exclaimed the poor coal-

burner, joyfully. 

‘Well, don’t beat so vehemently in my bosom, we 

shall soon have done with one another. 

Agreed, Michel, give me the stone and the money, 

and the alarum you may take out of its case.’ 

‘I always thought you were a reasonable fellow,’ 

replied Michel, with a friendly smile; ‘come, let us drink 

another glass, and then I will pay you the money.’ 

They went back to the room and sat down again to 

the wine, drinking one glass after another till Peter fell 

into a profound sleep. 

He was awakened by the cheerful blast of a post-

boy’s bugle, and found himself sitting in a handsome 

carriage, driving along on a wide road. 

On putting his head out he saw in the airy distance 

the Schwarzwald lying behind him. 

At first he could scarcely believe that it was his own 

self sitting in the carriage, for even his clothes were 

different from those he had worn the day before; but 

still he had such a distinct recollection that, giving up at 

length all these reflections, he exclaimed, ‘I am Peter 

and no other, that is certain.’ 

He was astonished that he could not, in the slightest 

degree, feel melancholy now that he for the first time 

departed from his quiet home and the forests where he 

had lived so long. 

He could not even press a tear out of his eyes or 

utter a sigh, when he thought of his mother, who must 

now feel helpless and wretched; for he was indifferent 

to everything: ‘Well,’ he said, ‘tears and sighs, yearning 

for home and sadness, proceed indeed from the heart, 

but thanks to Dutch Michel, mine is of stone and cold.’ 

Putting his hand upon his breast, he felt all quiet and 

no emotion. 

‘If Michel,’ said he, beginning to search the carriage, 

‘keeps his word as well with respect to the hundred 

thousand florins as he does with the heart, I shall be 

very glad.’ 

In his search he found articles of dress of every 

description he could wish, but no money. 

At length, however, he discovered a pocket 

containing many thousand thalers in gold, and bills on 

large houses in all the great cities. 
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‘Now I have what I want,’ thought he, squeezed 

himself into the corner of the carriage and went into 

the wide world. 

For two years he travelled about in the world, 

looked from his carriage to the right and left up the 

houses, but whenever he alighted he looked at nothing 

except the sign of the hotel, and then ran about the 

town to see the finest curiosities. 

But nothing gladdened him, no pictures, no building, 

no music, no dancing, nor anything else had any 

interest for, or excited his stone heart; his eyes and 

ears were blunted for everything beautiful. 

No enjoyment was left him but that which he felt in 

eating and drinking and sleep; and thus he lived running 

through the world without any object, eating for 

amusement and sleeping from ennui. 

From time to time he indeed remembered that he 

had been more cheerful and happier, when he was poor 

and obliged to work for a livelihood. 

Then he was delighted by every beautiful prospect 

in the valley, by music and song, then he had for hours 

looked in joyful expectation towards the frugal meal 

which his mother was to bring him to the kiln. 

When thus reflecting on the past, it seemed very 

strange to him that now he could not even laugh, while 

formerly he had laughed at the slightest joke. 

When others laughed, he only distorted his mouth 

out of politeness, but his heart did not sympathise with 

the smile. 

He felt he was indeed exceedingly tranquil, but yet 

not contented. 

It was not a yearning after home, nor was it 

sadness, but a void, desolate feeling, satiety and a 

joyless life that at last urged him to his home. 

When, after leaving Strasburg, he beheld the dark 

forest of his native country; when for the first time he 

again saw the robust figures, the friendly and open 

countenances of the Schwarzwälder; when the homely, 

strong, and deep, but harmonious sounds struck upon 

his ear, he quickly put his hand upon his heart, for his 

blood flowed faster, thinking he must rejoice and weep 

at the same time; but how could he be so foolish? he 

had a heart of stone, and stones are dead and can 

neither smile nor weep. 

His first walk was to Michel, who received him with 

his former kindness. 

‘Michel,’ said he, ‘I have now travelled and seen 

everything, but all is dull stuff and I have only found 

ennui. 

The stone I carry about with me in my breast, 

protects me against many things; I never get angry, am 

never sad, but neither do I ever feel joyful, and it 

seems as if I were only half alive. 

Can you not infuse a little more life into my stone 

heart, or rather, give me back my former heart? 

During five-and-twenty years I had become quite 

accustomed to it, and though it sometimes did a foolish 

thing, yet it was, after all, a merry and cheerful heart.’ 

The sylvan spirit laughed grimly and sarcastically at 

this, answering, ‘When once you are dead, Peter Munk, 

it shall not be withheld; then you shall have back your 

soft, susceptible heart, and may then feel whatever 

comes, whether joy or sorrow. 

But here, on this side of the grave, it can never be 

yours again. 

Travelled you have indeed, Peter, but in the way 

you lived, your travelling could afford you no 

satisfaction. 

Settle now somewhere in the world, build a house, 

marry, and employ your capital; you wanted nothing but 

occupation; being idle, you felt ennui, and now you lay 

all the blame on this innocent heart.’ 

Peter saw that Michel was right with respect to 

idleness, and therefore proposed to himself to become 

richer and richer. 

Michel gave him another hundred thousand florins, 

and they parted good friends. 

The report soon spread in the Schwarzwald that 

‘Coal Peter,’ or ‘gambling Peter,’ had returned, and was 

much richer than before. 

It was here as it is always. 

When he was a beggar he was kicked out of the inn, 

but now he had come back wealthy, all shook him by 

the hand when he entered on the Sunday afternoon, 

praised his horse, asked about his journey, and when 

he began playing for hard dollars with fat Hezekiel, he 

stood as high in their estimation as ever before. 

He no longer followed the trade of glass 

manufacturer, but the timber trade, though that only in 

appearance, his chief business being in corn and money 

transactions. 

Half the people of the Schwarzwald became by 

degrees his debtors, and he lent money only at 10 per 

cent, or sold corn to the poor, who, not being able to 

pay ready money, had to purchase it at three times its 

value. 

With the bailiff he now stood on a footing of the 

closest friendship, and if any one failed paying Mr. 

Peter Munk on the very day the money was due, the 

bailiff with his beadles came, valued house and 
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property, sold all instantly, and drove father, mother, 

and child out into the forest. 

This became at first rather troublesome to Peter, for 

the poor outcasts besieged his doors in troops, the men 

imploring indulgence, the women trying to move his 

stony heart, and the children moaning for a piece of 

bread. 

But getting a couple of large mastiffs, he soon put 

an end to this cat’s music, as he used to call it, for he 

whistled and set them on the beggars, who dispersed 

screaming. 

But the most troublesome person to him was ‘the old 

woman,’ who, however, was no other than Frau Munk, 

Peter’s mother. 

She had been reduced to great poverty and distress, 

when her house and all was sold, and her son, on 

returning wealthy, had troubled himself no more about 

her. 

So she came sometimes before his house, 

supporting herself on a stick, as she was aged, weak, 

and infirm; but she no more ventured to go in, as he 

had on one occasion driven her out; and she was much 

grieved at being obliged to prolong her existence by 

the bounties of other people, while her own son might 

have prepared for her a comfortable old age. 

But his cold heart never was moved by the sight of 

the pale face and well-known features, by her 

imploring looks, outstretched withered hands, and 

decaying frame. 

If on a Saturday she knocked at the door, he put his 

hand grumbling into his pocket for a six-batzen piece, 

wrapped it in a bit of paper, and sent it out by a 

servant. 

He heard her tremulous voice when she thanked 

him, and wished him a blessing in this world, he heard 

her crawl away coughing from the door, but he thought 

of nothing except that he had again spent six batzen for 

nothing. 

At length Peter took it into his head to marry. 

He knew that every father in the Schwarzwald would 

gladly give him his daughter, but he was fastidious in 

his choice, for he wished that everybody should praise 

his good fortune and understanding in matrimony as 

well as in other matters. 

He therefore rode about the whole forest, looking 

out in every direction, but none of the pretty 

Schwarzwälder girls seemed beautiful enough for him. 

Having finally looked out in vain for the most 

beautiful at all the dancing-rooms, he was one day told 

the most beautiful and most virtuous girl in the whole 

forest was the daughter of a poor wood-cutter. 

He heard she lived quiet and retired, was 

industrious and managed her father’s household well, 

and that she was never seen at a dancing-room, not 

even at Whitsuntide or the Kirchweihfest(a great 

festival in German villages, which comes in October or 

November). 

When Peter heard of this wonder of the 

Schwarzwald, he determined to court her, and, having 

inquired where the hut was, rode there. 

The father of the beautiful Elizabeth received the 

great gentleman with astonishment, but was still more 

amazed when he heard it was the rich Herr Peter who 

wished to become his son-in-law. 

Thinking all his cares and poverty would now be at 

an end, he did not hesitate long in giving his consent, 

without even asking the beautiful Elizabeth, and the 

good child was so dutiful that she became Frau Peter 

Munk without opposition. 

But the poor girl did not find the happiness she had 

dreamt of. 

She believed she understood the management of a 

house well, but she could never give satisfaction to 

Herr Peter; she had compassion on poor people, and, 

as her husband was wealthy, thought it no sin to give a 

poor woman a penny, or a dram to a poor aged man. 

This being one day found out by Peter, he said to 

her, with angry look and gruff voice, ‘Why do you 

waste my property upon ragamuffins and vagabonds? 

Have you brought anything of your own to the house 

that you can give away? 

With your father’s beggar’s staff you could not warm 

a soup, and you lavish my money like a princess. 

Once more let me find you out, and you shall feel my 

hand.’ 

The beautiful Elizabeth wept in her chamber over 

the hard heart of her husband, and often wished herself 

at home in her father’s poor hut rather than with the 

rich, but avaricious and sinful Peter. 

Alas! had she known that he had a heart of marble 

and could neither love her nor anybody else, she would 

not, perhaps, have wondered. 

But as often as a beggar now passed while she was 

sitting before the door, and drawing his hat off, asked 

for alms, she shut her eyes that she might not behold 

his distress, and closed her hand tight that she might 

not put it involuntarily in her pocket and take out a 

kreutzer. 

This caused a report and obtained an ill name for 

Elizabeth in the whole forest, and she was said to be 
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even more miserly than Peter Munk. 

But one day Frau Elizabeth was again sitting before 

the door spinning and humming an air, for she was 

cheerful because it was fine weather, and Peter was 

taking a ride in the country, when a little old man came 

along the road, carrying a large heavy bag, and she 

heard him panting at a great distance. 

Sympathisingly she looked at him and thought how 

cruel it was to place such a heavy burden upon an aged 

man. 

In the meanwhile the little man came near, tottering 

and panting, and sank under the weight of his bag 

almost down on the ground just as he came opposite 

Frau Elizabeth. 

‘Oh, have compassion on me, good woman, and give 

me a drink of water,’ said the little man; ‘I can go no 

farther, and must perish from exhaustion.’ 

‘But you ought not to carry such heavy loads at your 

age,’ said she. 

‘No more I should if I were not obliged to work as 

carrier from poverty and to prolong my life,’ replied he. 

‘Ah, such rich ladies as you know not how painful 

poverty is, and how strengthening a fresh draught 

would be in this hot weather.’ 

On hearing this she immediately ran into the house, 

took a pitcher from the shelf and filled it with water; 

but she had only gone a few paces back to take it to 

him, when, seeing the little man sit on his bag 

miserable and wretched, she felt pity for him, and 

recollecting that her husband was out from home, she 

put down the pitcher, took a cup, filled it with wine, put 

a loaf of rye bread on it, and gave it to the poor old 

man. 

‘There,’ she said, ‘a draught of wine will do you 

more good than water, as you are very old; but do not 

drink so hastily, and eat some bread with it.’ 

The little man looked at her in astonishment till the 

big tears came into his eyes; he drank and said, ‘I have 

grown old, but have seen few people who were so 

compassionate and knew how to spend their gifts so 

handsomely and cordially as you do, Frau Elizabeth. 

But you will be blessed for it on earth; such a heart 

will not remain unrequited.’ 

‘No, and she shall have her reward on the spot,’ 

cried a terrible voice, and looking round they found it 

was Herr Peter, with a face as red as scarlet. 

‘Even my choicest wine you waste upon beggars, 

and give my own cup to the lips of vagabonds? 

There, take your reward.’ 

His wife fell prostrate before him and begged his 

forgiveness, but the heart of stone knew no pity, and 

flourishing the whip he held in his hand, he struck her 

with the ebony handle on her beautiful forehead with 

such vehemence that she sank lifeless into the arms of 

the old man. 

When he saw what he had done it was almost as if 

he repented of the deed immediately; he stooped to see 

whether there was yet life in her, but the little man said 

in a well-known voice, ‘Spare your trouble, Peter; she 

was the most beautiful and lovely flower in the 

Schwarzwald, but you have crushed it and never again 

will see it bloom.’ 

Now the blood fled from Peter’s cheek and he said, 

‘It is you, then, Mr. Schatzhauser? well, what is done is 

done then, and I suppose this was to happen. 

But I trust you will not inform against me.’ 

‘Wretch,’ replied the Little Glass Man, ‘what would it 

profit me if I brought your mortal part to the gallows? 

It is not earthly tribunals you have to fear, but 

another and more severe one; for you have sold your 

soul to the evil one.’ 

‘And if I have sold my heart,’ cried Peter, ‘it is no 

one’s fault but yours and your deceitful treasures; your 

malicious spirit brought me to ruin; you forced me to 

seek help from another, and upon you lies the whole 

responsibility.’ 

He had scarcely uttered these words when the little 

man grew enormously tall and broad, his eyes it is said 

became as large as soup plates, and his mouth like a 

heated furnace vomiting flames. 

Peter fell upon his knees, and his stone heart did not 

protect his limbs from trembling like an aspen leaf. 

The sylvan spirit seized him, as if with vultures’ 

claws, by the nape of the neck, whirled him round as 

the storm whirls the dry leaves, and dashed him to the 

ground so that his ribs cracked within him. 

‘You worm of dust,’ he cried, in a voice roaring like 

thunder, ‘I could crush you if I wished, for you have 

trespassed against the lord of the forest; but for the 

sake of this dead woman that fed and refreshed me, I 

give you a week’s respite. 

If you do not repent I shall return and crush your 

bones, and you will go hence in your sins.’ 

It was already evening when some men passing by 

saw the wealthy Peter Munk lying on the ground. 

They turned him over and over to see whether there 

was still life in him, but for a long time looked in vain. 

At length one of them went into the house, fetched 

some water and sprinkled some on his face. 

Peter fetched a deep sigh and opened his eyes, 
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looked for a long time around, and asked for his wife 

Elizabeth, but no one had seen her. 

He thanked the men for their assistance, crawled 

into his house, searched everywhere, but in vain, and 

found what he imagined to be a dream a sad reality. 

As he was now quite alone strange thoughts came 

into his mind; he did not indeed fear anything, for his 

heart was quite cold; but when he thought of the death 

of his wife his own forcibly came to his mind, and he 

reflected how laden he should go hence — heavily 

laden with the tears of the poor; with thousands of the 

curses of those who could not soften his heart; with the 

lamentations of the wretched on whom he had set his 

dogs; with the silent despair of his mother; with the 

blood of the beautiful and good Elizabeth; and yet he 

could not even so much as give an account of her to 

her poor old father, should he come and ask, ‘Where is 

my daughter, your wife?’ 

How then could he give an account to Him — to Him 

to whom belong all woods, all lakes, all mountains, and 

the life of men? 

This tormented him in his dreams at night, and he 

was awoke every moment by a sweet voice crying to 

him, ‘Peter, get a warmer heart!’ 

And when he was awoke he quickly closed his eyes 

again, for the voice uttering this warning to him could 

be none other but that of his Elizabeth. 

The following day he went into the inn to divert his 

thoughts, and there met his friend, fat Hezekiel. 

He sat down by him and they commenced talking on 

various topics, of the fine weather, of war, of taxes, 

and lastly, also of death, and how such and such a 

person had died suddenly. 

Now Peter asked him what he thought about death, 

and how it would be after death. 

Hezekiel replied, ‘That the body was buried, but that 

the soul went either up to heaven or down to hell.’ 

‘Then the heart also is buried?’ asked Peter, 

anxiously. 

‘To be sure that also is buried.’ 

‘But supposing one has no longer a heart?’ continued 

Peter. 

Hezekiel gave him a terrible look at these words. 

‘What do you mean by that? 

Do you wish to rally me? 

Think you I have no heart?’ 

‘Oh, heart enough, as firm as stone,’ replied Peter. 

Hezekiel looked in astonishment at him, glancing 

round at the same time to see whether they were 

overheard, and then said, ‘Whence do you know that? 

Or does your own perhaps no longer beat within 

your breast?’ 

‘It beats no longer, at least, not in my breast,’ 

replied Peter Munk. 

‘But tell me, as you know what I mean, how will it be 

with our hearts?’ 

‘Why does that concern you, my good fellow?’ 

answered Hezekiel, laughing. 

‘Why, you have plenty here upon earth, and that is 

sufficient. 

Indeed, the comfort of our cold hearts is that no fear 

at such thoughts befalls us.’ 

‘Very true, but still one cannot help thinking of it, 

and though I know no fear now, still I well remember 

how I was terrified at hell when yet an innocent little 

boy.’ 

‘Well, it will not exactly go well with us,’ said 

Hezekiel; ‘I once asked a schoolmaster about it, who 

told me that the hearts are weighed after death to 

ascertain the weight of their sins. 

The light ones rise, the heavy sink, and methinks 

our stone hearts will weigh heavy enough.’ 

‘Alas, true,’ replied Peter; ‘I often feel 

uncomfortable that my heart is so devoid of sympathy, 

and so indifferent when I think of such things.’ 

So ended their conversation. 

But the following night Peter again heard the well-

known voice whispering into his ear five or six times, 

‘Peter, get a warmer heart!’ 

He felt no repentance at having killed his wife, but 

when he told the servants that she had gone on a 

journey, he always thought within himself, where is she 

gone to? 

Six days had thus passed away, and he still heard 

the voice at night, and still thought of the sylvan spirit 

and his terrible menace; but on the seventh morning he 

jumped up from his couch and cried, ‘Well, then, I will 

see whether I can get a warmer heart, for the cold 

stone in my breast makes my life only tedious and 

desolate.’ 

He quickly put on his best dress, mounted his horse, 

and rode towards the Tannenbühl. 

Having arrived at that part where the trees stand 

thickest, he dismounted, and went with a quick pace 

towards the summit of the hill, and as he stood before 

the thick pine he repeated the following verse: 

‘Keeper of wealth in the forest of pine, 
Hundreds of years are surely thine: 
Thine is the tall pine’s dwelling-place — 
Those born on Sunday see thy face.’ 
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The Little Glass Man appeared, not looking friendly 

and kindly as formerly, but gloomy and sad; he wore a 

little coat of black glass, and a long glass crape hung 

floating from his hat, and Peter well knew for whom he 

mourned. 

‘What do you want with me, Peter Munk?’ asked he 

with a stern voice. 

‘I have one more wish, Mr. Schatzhauser,’ replied 

Peter, with his eyes cast down. 

‘Can hearts of stone still wish?’ said the former. 

‘You have all your corrupt mind can need, and I 

could scarcely fulfil your wish.’ 

‘But you have promised to grant me three wishes, 

and one I have still left.’ 

‘I can refuse it if it is foolish,’ continued the spirit; 

‘but come, let me hear what you wish.’ 

‘Well, take the dead stone out of me, and give me a 

living heart,’ said Peter. 

‘Have I made the bargain about the heart with you?’ 

asked the Little Glass Man. 

‘Am I the Dutch Michel, who gives wealth and cold 

hearts? 

It is of him you must seek to regain your heart.’ 

‘Alas! he will never give it back,’ said Peter. 

‘Bad as you are, yet I feel pity for you,’ continued 

the little man, after some consideration; ‘and as your 

wish is not foolish, I cannot at least refuse my help. 

Hear then. 

You can never recover your heart by force, only by 

stratagem, but probably you will find it without 

difficulty; for Michel will ever be stupid Michel, 

although he fancies himself very shrewd. 

Go straightway to him, and do as I tell you.’ 

He now instructed Peter fully, and gave him a small 

cross of pure glass, saying, ‘He cannot touch your life 

and will let you go when you hold this before him and 

repeat a prayer. 

When you have obtained your wish return to me.’ 

Peter took the cross, impressed all the words on his 

memory, and started on his way to the Dutchman 

Michel’s residence; there he called his name three 

times and immediately the giant stood before him. 

‘You have slain your wife?’ he asked, with a grim 

laugh. 

‘I should have done the same; she wasted your 

property on beggars; but you will be obliged to leave 

the country for some time; and I suppose you want 

money and have come to get it?’ 

‘You have hit it,’ replied Peter; ‘and pray let it be a 

large sum, for it is a long way to America.’ 

Michel leading the way, they went into his cottage; 

there he opened a chest containing much money and 

took out whole rolls of gold. 

While he was counting it on the table Peter said, 

‘You’re a wag, Michel. 

You have told me a fib, saying that I had a stone in 

my breast, and that you had my heart.’ 

‘And is it not so then?’ asked Michel, astonished. 

‘Do you feel your heart? 

Is it not cold as ice? 

Have you any fear or sorrow? 

Do you repent of anything?’ 

‘You have only made my heart to cease beating, but 

I still have it in my breast, and so has Hezekiel, who 

told me you had deceived us both. 

You are not the man who, unperceived and without 

danger, could tear the heart from the breast; it would 

require witchcraft on your part.’ 

‘But I assure you,’ cried Michel angrily, ‘you and 

Hezekiel and all the rich people, who have sold 

themselves to me, have hearts as cold as yours, and 

their real hearts I have here in my chamber.’ 

‘Ah! how glibly you can tell lies,’ said Peter, 

laughing; ‘you must tell that to another to be believed; 

think you I have not seen such tricks by dozens in my 

journeys? 

Your hearts in the chamber are made of wax; you’re 

a rich fellow I grant, but you are no magician.’ 

Now the giant was enraged and burst open the 

chamber door, saying, ‘Come in and read all the labels, 

and look yonder is Peter Munk’s heart; do you see how 

it writhes? 

Can that too be of wax?’ 

‘For all that, it is of wax,’ replied Peter. 

‘A genuine heart does not writhe like that. 

I have mine still in my breast. 

No! you are no magician.’ 

‘But I will prove it to you,’ cried the former angrily. 

‘You shall feel that it is your heart.’ 

He took it, opened Peter’s waistcoat, took the stone 

from his breast, and held it up. 

Then taking the heart, he breathed on it, and set it 

carefully in its proper place, and immediately Peter felt 

how it beat, and could rejoice again. 

‘How do you feel now?’ asked Michel, smiling. 

‘True enough, you were right,’ replied Peter, taking 

carefully the little cross from his pocket. 

‘I should never have believed such things could be 

done.’ 

‘You see I know something of witchcraft, do I not? 
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But, come, I will now replace the stone again.’ 

‘Gently, Herr Michel,’ cried Peter, stepping 

backwards, and holding up the cross, ‘mice are caught 

with bacon, and this time you have been deceived,’ and 

immediately he began to repeat the prayers that came 

into his mind. 

Now Michel became less and less, fell to the ground, 

and writhed like a worm, groaning and moaning, and all 

the hearts round began to beat, and became convulsed, 

so that it sounded like a clock-maker’s workshop. 

Peter was terrified, his mind was quite disturbed; he 

ran from the house, and, urged by the anguish of the 

moment, climbed up a steep rock, for he heard Michel 

get up, stamping and raving, and denouncing curses on 

him. 

When he reached the top, he ran towards the 

Tannenbühl; a dreadful thunderstorm came on; lightning 

flashed around him, splitting the trees, but he reached 

the precincts of the Little Glass Man in safety. 

His heart beat joyfully — only because it did beat; 

but now he looked back with horror on his past life, as 

he did on the thunderstorm that was destroying the 

beautiful forest on his right and left. 

He thought of his wife, a beautiful, good woman, 

whom he had murdered from avarice; he appeared to 

himself an outcast from mankind, and wept bitterly as 

he reached the hill of the Little Glass Man. 

The Schatzhauser was sitting under a pine-tree, and 

was smoking a small pipe; but he looked more serene 

than before. 

‘Why do you weep, Peter?’ asked he; ‘have you not 

recovered your heart? 

Is the cold one still in your breast?’ 

‘Alas! sir,’ sighed Peter, ‘when I still carried about 

with me the cold stony heart, I never wept, my eyes 

were as dry as the ground in July; but now my old heart 

will almost break with what I have done. 

I have driven my debtors to misery, set the dogs on 

the sick and poor, and you yourself know how my whip 

fell upon her beautiful forehead.’ 

‘Peter, you were a great sinner,’ said the little man. 

‘Money and idleness corrupted you, until your heart 

turned to stone, and no longer knew joy, sorrow, 

repentance, or compassion. 

But repentance reconciles; and if I only knew that 

you were truly sorry for your past life, it might yet be 

in my power to do something for you.’ 

‘I wish nothing more,’ replied Peter, dropping his 

head sorrowfully. 

‘It is all over with me, I can no more rejoice in my 

lifetime; what shall I do thus alone in the world? 

My mother will never pardon me for what I have 

done to her, and I have perhaps brought her to the 

grave, monster that I am! 

Elizabeth, my wife, too, — rather strike me dead, 

Herr Schatzhauser, then my wretched life will end at 

once.’ 

‘Well,’ replied the little man, ‘if you wish nothing 

else, you can have it, so my axe is at hand.’ 

He quietly took his pipe from his mouth, knocked the 

ashes out, and put it into his pocket. 

Then rising slowly, he went behind the pines. 

But Peter sat down weeping in the grass; his life had 

no longer any value for him, and he patiently awaited 

the deadly blow. 

After a short time he heard gentle steps behind him, 

and thought, ‘Now he is coming.’ 

‘Look up once more, Peter Munk,’ cried the little 

man. 

He wiped the tears from his eyes and looked up, and 

beheld his mother, and Elizabeth his wife, who kindly 

gazed on him. 

Then he jumped up joyfully, saying, ‘You are not 

dead, then, Elizabeth, nor you, mother; and have you 

forgiven me?’ 

‘They will forgive you,’ said the Little Glass Man, 

‘because you feel true repentance, and all shall be 

forgotten. 

Go home now, to your father’s hut, and be a 

charcoal-burner as before; if you are active and 

honest, you will do credit to your trade, and your 

neighbours will love and esteem you more than if you 

possessed ten tons of gold.’ 

Thus saying, the Little Glass Man left them. 

The three praised and blessed him, and went home. 

The splendid house of wealthy Peter stood no 

longer; it was struck by lightning, and burnt to the 

ground, with all its treasures. 

But they were not far from his father’s hut, and 

thither they went, without caring much for their great 

loss. 

But what was their surprise when they reached the 

hut; it was changed into a handsome farmhouse, and all 

in it was simple, but good and cleanly. 

‘This is the Little Glass Man’s doing,’ cried Peter. 

‘How beautiful!’ said Frau Elizabeth; ‘and here I feel 

more at home than in the larger house, with many 

servants.’ 

Henceforth Peter Munk became an industrious and 

honest man. 
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He was content with what he had, carried on his 

trade cheerfully, and thus it was that he became 

wealthy by his own energy, and respected and beloved 

in the whole forest. 

He no longer quarrelled with his wife, he honoured 

his mother, and relieved the poor who came to his door. 

When, after twelve months, Frau Elizabeth 

presented him with a beautiful little boy, Peter went to 

the Tannenbühl, and repeated the verse as before. 

But the Little Glass Man did not show himself. 

‘Mr. Schatzhauser,’ he cried loudly, ‘only listen to 

me. 

I wish nothing but to ask you to stand godfather to 

my little son.’ 

But he received no answer, and only a short gust of 

wind rushed through the pines, and cast a few cones on 

the grass. 

‘Then I will take these as a remembrance, as you 

will not show yourself,’ cried Peter, and he put them in 

his pocket, and returned home. 

But when he took off his jacket, and his mother 

turned out the pockets before putting it away, four 

large rolls of money fell out; and when they opened 

them, they found them all good and new Baden dollars, 

and not one counterfeit, and these were the intended 

godfather’s gift for little Peter, from the little man in 

the Tannenbühl. 

Thus they lived on, quietly and cheerfully; and many 

a time Peter Munk, when gray-headed, would say, ‘It is 

indeed better to be content with little, than to have 

wealth and a cold heart.’ 

 

* * * 
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THE COLD HEART 

 
written by Wilhelm Hauff; 

translated by S. MENDEL, 1900; 

proofed by Sanmayce(sanmayce@sanmayce.com), 2008, rev.1. 

 

WHOEVER travels through Suabia should never 

forget also to peep a little into the Black Forest, not for 

the sake of the trees, although one does not find such a 

great number of splendidly shot-up pines everywhere, 

but rather for the sake of the people, who form a 

marked contrast to other people in the neighbourhood. 

They are taller than ordinary men, broad-

shouldered, of mighty limbs, and it appears as if the 

strengthening fragrance which wafts through the pines 

in the morning, had given them from youth up a freer 

breathing, a clearer eye, and a firmer if a somewhat 

ruder courage than the inhabitants of the river valleys 

and plains. 

They do differ greatly, not merely by their bearing 

and stature from those people living outside the forest, 

but also by their manners and attire. 

The inhabitants of the Black Forest near Baden 

dress in the prettiest manner; the men allow the beard 

to grow, just as nature has placed it around their chins; 

their black jackets, their tremendous closely pleated 

trousers, their red stockings, and their peaked hats 

with their broad brims, give them a strange but serious 

and dignified air. 

The people in these parts generally occupy 

themselves with making glass; they also make clocks, 

which they carry about for sale through half the world. 

On the other side of the forest live some of the 

same race, but their occupations have given them 

different customs and habits from those of the glass-

makers. 

They trade with their forest; they fell and hew their 

pines, float them on the Nagold into the Neckar, and 

from the Upper Neckar down the Rhine ever so far into 

Holland; and the long rafts of the Black Foresters are 

well known on the sea shore. 

They stop at every town, situated on the river, 

proudly awaiting whether people will buy their beams 

and boards. 

Their strongest and longest beams, however, they 

dispose of at a heavy sum to the Dutch, who build ships 

of them. 

These men are accustomed to a rough and 

wandering life. 

Their pleasure is in floating down the streams upon 

their rafts, sorrowfully to ascend again along the banks. 

It is thus that their gala-dress is so different from 

that of the glass-blowers in the other part of the Black 

Forest. 

They wear jackets of dark linen cloth, green braces 

of the width of a hand over the wide chest, breeches of 

black leather, from a pocket of which peeps out a foot 

rule, made of brass, like a token of dignity; their pride 

and delight however are their boots, the largest 

undoubtedly worn in any part of the world; for they can 

be drawn up fully two spans above the knee, and the 

raftsmen can walk about in them through water three 

feet deep without getting their feet wet. 

A short time ago the inhabitants of this forest 

believed in wood spirits; only and in recent times has it 

been possible to rid them of this foolish superstition. 

But it is strange that even the spirits which are said 

to dwell in the Black Forest are distinguished by these 

different costumes. 

It has been asserted that the Little Glass-man, a 

good little spirit, three and a half feet in height, never 

showed itself except in a little peaked hat with a broad 

brim, a jacket, little trousers, and little scarlet 

stockings. 

Dutch Michael, however, who haunts the other side 

of the forest, is said to be a very tall, broad-shouldered 

fellow, dressed as a raftsman; and several, having seen 

him, assert that they would not like to pay out of their 

purse for the calves, the skins of which were required 

to make his boots. 

“So large that an ordinary man could stand up to his 

throat in them,” they said, and would have it that 

nothing was exaggerated. 

With these wood spirits a young Black Forester is 

said to have had a peculiar adventure, which I will 

relate. 

There lived in the Black Forest a widow, Frau 

Barbara Munk; her husband had been a charcoal-

burner, and after his death she trained her son, sixteen 

years old, gradually to the same kind of business. 

Young Peter Munk, who was a cunning fellow, 

contented himself, because he had seen his father do 

nothing else, to sit throughout the whole week at the 

smoking kiln, black and sooty, an aversion to the 

people, and to drive down into the town to sell them his 

charcoal. 

A charcoal-burner, however, has plenty of time for 

reflection about himself and others, and whenever 

Peter Munk was sitting near his kiln, the dark trees 

around and the deep silence of the forest moved his 
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heart to tears and unknown longings. 

There was something which troubled him, something 

which annoyed him, he did not know exactly what it 

was. 

At length he discovered what it was that annoyed 

him, namely his position. 

“A black, lonely charcoal-burner!” he said to 

himself; “it is a wretched life. 

How nice the glass-makers look, the clock-makers, 

even the musicians on Sunday evening! 

But if I, Peter Munk, go out washed clean and neatly 

dressed in father’s Sunday jacket with silver buttons 

and brand-new stockings, and some one goes behind 

me and thinks: ‘Who may be that handsome fellow?’ and 

admires my stockings and stately gait; if he passes and 

turns round, he is sure to say: ‘Oh, it is only the 

charcoal-burner, Peter Mnnk.’” The raftsmen also on 

the other side were objects of his jealousy. 

Whenever these forest giants came over in their 

splendid dresses, carrying half a hundredweight of 

silver upon their persons in buttons, buckles and 

chains; whenever, with outstretched legs and 

distinguished appearance, they watched the dance, 

swore in Dutch, and smoked like the grandest 

Mynheers out of Cologne pipes a yard in length, he 

then regarded such a raftsman as a perfect picture of a 

happy man. 

And whenever these fortunate beings dived into 

their pockets, bringing out whole handfuls of big 

dollars, throwing the dice for six-batzen-pieces, losing 

now five florins, winning again ten, he would go nearly 

mad, stealing away sadly to his hut, for on many a 

holiday evening he had seen one or another of these 

timber merchants lose more at play than poor father 

Munk earned in a year. 

There were three of these men in particular of 

whom he did not know which to admire most. 

One was a stout tall man with a red face, and was 

considered the wealthiest man round about the country. 

He was called Fat Ezekiel. 

Twice a year he travelled with timber to 

Amsterdam, and had the good fortune always to sell it 

so much dearer than others, that, when the others 

returned home on foot, he could always drive back in 

grand style. 

The next was the tallest and thinnest in the whole 

forest, and he was called Schlurker Long-shanks, and 

this one was envied by Munk on account of his 

extraordinary impudence; he contradicted the most 

respected people; occupied, however crowded the inn 

might be, more room than four of the stoutest men — 

for he either rested his elbows on the table, or put one 

of his long legs beside him on the seat — and yet no 

one dared to gainsay him, because he was immensely 

rich. 

The third, however, was a handsome young man, 

who was the best dancer far and wide, and who was 

therefore called the Dance-room King. 

He had been a poor man and had acted as a servant 

to a timber merchant, when all of a sudden he became 

enormously rich. 

Some said he had found a pot full of money under an 

old pine; others alleged he had fished up with the pole 

which the raftsmen occasionally thrust at fish, not far 

from Bingen on the Rhine, a parcel of gold pieces, and 

this parcel was said to belong to the treasure of the 

Nibelungen, which was buried there. 

In short he had become rich all at once, and was 

looked upon as a prince by young and old. 

Many a time did Peter Munk think of these three 

men when he was sitting alone in the pine forest. 

All three had one great fault, which made them 

hated by the people; this was their inhuman avarice, 

their harshness towards debtors and the poor — for the 

Black Foresters are a good-hearted little people. 

But one knows what usually happens in such cases; 

and although they were hated for their avarice, yet they 

were greatly esteemed on account of their money, for 

who like them could afford to throw away dollars as if 

money were to be shaken off the pines. 

“I cannot endure this any longer,” said Peter one 

day to himself, deeply distressed; for the day before 

had been a holiday and many people were at the inn. 

“If I do not make my fortune soon I shall do myself 

some injury. 

If I were only so respected and rich as Fat Ezekiel, 

or so bold and powerful as Lanky Schlurker, or so 

celebrated as the Dance-room King, and be able to 

throw dollars to the musicians instead of kreutzers! 

Where did the fellow get the money from?” He 

meditated upon all sorts of means as to how he might 

get money, but none would occur to him. 

At last he too remembered the legends about those 

people who had become wealthy in ancient times 

through the Dutch Michael and the Little Glass-man. 

During his father’s lifetime, other poor people had 

often come to see him, and much was said then about 

wealthy men and how they became rich. 

On such occasions the Little Glass-man played a 

prominent figure; indeed, if he remembered rightly, he 

THE COLD HEART also known as THE LITTLE GLASS MAN by WILHELM HAUFF, an ebook with five translations, page 61/120



could almost recall to mind the little verse which it was 

necessary to say in the middle of the forest whenever 

it was to make its appearance. 

It commenced: 

“Treasurer in the pine-wood green, 
Many hundred years hast seen, 
Where pine-trees grow thine is the ground —” 
But strain his memory as he would, he could not 

recollect another single line. 

He often thought as to whether he should not ask 

this or that old man, how the verse ran; but a certain 

shyness always prevented him from betraying his 

thoughts, and concluded that the legend of the Little 

Glass-man was little known and the verse only familiar 

to a few; for there were not many rich people in the 

forest. 

But why had not his father and the other poor 

people tried their good fortune? 

At last one day he got his mother to talk about the 

little man; she told him what he knew already, 

remembering too merely the first line of the verse, and 

finally told him the little spirit only showed itself to 

people who were born on a Sunday between the hours 

of eleven and two. 

He would do excellently for that, if he only knew the 

little verse, for he had been born on a Sunday at twelve 

o’clock at noon. 

When Charcoal-burner Peter heard this, he was 

almost beside himself with joy and eagerness to hazard 

this adventure. 

He was satisfied with knowing part of the little 

verse, and to have been born on a Sunday, to induce 

the Little Glass-man to come forth. 

One day, therefore, after having disposed of his 

charcoal, he did not light another new kiln, but donned 

his father’s best coat and his new scarlet stockings, put 

on his Sunday hat, took his five-foot blackthorn stick in 

his hand, and bade farewell to his mother. 

“I must go into the town to the magistrate’s office, 

for we shall have to draw lots soon who is to be a 

soldier, and therefore I wish to call his attention again 

that you are a widow and I your only son.” 

His mother praised his resolution; he went his way 

however towards the pine thicket. 

The pine forest is situated on the highest top of the 

Black Forest, and at that time there was not a single 

village within two hours’ walk, nay, not even a hut, for 

the superstitious people thought it was not safe there. 

People were also unwilling to fell trees in that 

district, in spite of high and magnificent pines which 

were there; for many times when the wood-cutters 

worked there the axe-head had sprung from the haft 

into the river, or the trees had fallen very quickly, 

carrying with them the men and injuring or even killing 

them. 

The finest trees there could only be used for fuel, 

and the raftsmen never took a single stem from the 

thicket on their floats, because it was said that both 

man and timber would meet with an accident if a tree 

from the forest were on it. 

That was the reason why the trees in the thicket 

grew so thick and high; so that it was almost dark in 

broad daylight, and Peter Munk became perfectly 

terrified there, for no voice was heard, no footsteps 

except his own, and no sound of an axe. 

Even the birds appeared to avoid this dense 

darkness of pine. 

The charcoal-burner, Peter Munk, had now reached 

the highest point of the forest, and was standing before 

a pine of enormous dimensions, for which a Dutch ship-

builder would have given many hundred florins on the 

spot. 

“Here,” he thought, “probably lives the Treasurer;” 

took off his big Sunday hat, made a deep bow before 

the tree, cleared his throat, and said in a trembling 

voice: “I wish you a very happy good evening, Mr. 

Glass-man.” 

No answer however followed, and all round about 

was as quiet as before. 

“Perhaps I must say the little verse,” he thought, 

and then he murmured: 

“Treasurer in the pine-wood green, 
Many hundred years hast seen, 
Where pine-trees grow thine is the ground —” 
Whilst saying these words he saw, to his great 

terror, a very little, strange figure peeping out behind 

the thick pine; he fancied he saw the Little Glass-man 

as he had been described to him — the little black 

jacket, the little red stockings, the little hat, all exactly 

like it; even the pale but delicate clever little face, of 

which he had heard. 

But alas! just as quickly as the Little Glass-man had 

peeped out, just as quickly had it also disappeared 

again! 

“Mr. Glass-man,” exclaimed Peter Munk, after some 

hesitation, “kindly do not take me for a fool, Mr. Glass-

man; and if you think I did not see you, you are greatly 

mistaken, for I saw you distinctly peeping from behind 

the tree.” 

Still there was no answer, and only occasionally he 
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believed he heard a low, hoarse giggling behind the 

tree. 

At last his impatience overcame his fear, which had 

kept him back until then. 

“Wait, you little fellow,” he exclaimed; “I shall soon 

capture you;” bounded with one jump behind the pine; 

there was no Treasurer however in the green pine-

wood, but a pretty little squirrel running up the tree. 

Peter Munk shook his head; he perceived that he 

had carried the charm to a certain point, and that 

perhaps only one more rhyme was wanting to the little 

verse to induce the Little Glass-man to make his 

appearance; but thinking now one way and then 

another, all to no purpose. 

The squirrel was seen on the lowest branches of the 

pine, and seemed to cheer him up, or to mock him. 

It cleaned itself, it curled its beautiful tail, it looked 

at him with its clever eyes; at last, however, he was 

almost afraid to be alone with this animal, for at one 

time the squirrel appeared to have a man’s head, 

wearing a three-cornered hat, at other times it was 

exactly like any other squirrel, having only on its hind 

legs red stockings and black shoes. 

In short, it was a lively animal; but yet Charcoal 

Peter was afraid of it, for he thought that there was 

something wrong about it. 

With quicker steps than he had come, Peter went 

away again. 

The darkness of the pine-wood seemed to grow 

deeper and deeper; the trees to stand more closely 

together; and he was so much terrified that he ran off 

hastily on hearing dogs barking in the distance, but 

soon after, on seeing amongst the trees the smoke from 

the chimney of a cottage, he became calmer again. 

When, however, he approached and saw the dress of 

the cottage people, he discovered that in his fear he 

had taken exactly the opposite direction, and had come 

to the raftsmen instead of the glass men. 

The people who lived in the hut were wood-cutters; 

an old man, his son, the master of the house, and some 

grown-up grandchildren. 

They warmly received Charcoal Peter, who asked 

for a night’s lodging; without asking his name or place 

of residence, they gave him some cider to drink; and in 

the evening a large woodcock, the best dish in the 

Black Forest, was served. 

After supper the hostess and her daughters placed 

themselves at their distaffs round a large blaze, which 

was fed by the boys with choicest resin; the 

grandfather, the guest, and the host smoked and looked 

on at the women, the boys, however, were occupied in 

carving spoons and forks out of wood. 

Outside, in the forest, the storm was roaring and 

raging through the pines; heavy blows were heard 

everywhere, and it often seemed as if whole trees were 

bending and clashing together. 

The fearless boys were anxious to run out into the 

wood to look at this terribly beautiful spectacle; their 

grandfather, however, restrained them with grave 

words and looks. 

“I would advise no one to venture out of doors at 

present,” he called out to them; “believe me, he will 

never come back again, for Dutch Michael is felling a 

new raft-load in the forest to-night.” 

The boys stared at him; they had probably heard 

about Dutch Michael; now, however, they requested 

their grandfather to relate something interesting about 

him. 

Peter Munk, who had also heard about Dutch 

Michael on the other side of the forest merely in a 

vague manner, agreed to it, and asked the old man who 

and where he was. 

“He is the master of this forest, and judging from 

your not having heard about him at your age, you must 

either live on the other side of the forest, or else still 

further away. 

I will however relate to you what I know about 

Dutch Michael, and what is said about him. 

Nearly a hundred years ago — so at least my 

grandfather told me — there were far and wide no 

more honest people on earth than the Black Foresters. 

At the present time, since so much money is in the 

country, men have become dishonest and wicked. 

The young fellows dance and sing on a Sunday, and 

swear, so that it is fearful to hear them: at that time, 

however, it was different, and if he were to look in at 

the window now, I should say, and have often said, 

Dutch Michael was to blame for all this mischief. 

Well, there lived a hundred years ago or more a rich 

timber merchant, who had many servants; he carried on 

his trade far down the Rhine, and his business was 

blessed, for he was a pious man. 

One evening there came to his door a man, such a 

one as he had never seen. 

His dress was like that of the young fellows of the 

Black Forest, but he was a full head taller than any of 

them, and people believed then that there could be no 

such giant. 

This man asked the timber merchant for work, and 

the timber merchant, looking at him, and seeing that he 
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was strong and capable of carrying heavy loads, struck 

a bargain with him as to his wages, and they came to 

terms. 

Michael was a workman such as this timber 

merchant had never had before. 

In felling he was as good as three, and whenever six 

dragged at one end he alone lifted the other. 

After having felled trees for half a year he one day 

appeared before his master and said to him: ‘I have 

now been here long enough hewing timber, and I should 

like to see also where my timber goes to, and how 

would it be if you were to allow me to go on the rafts 

for once?’ 

The timber merchant replied: ‘I will not stand in 

your way, Michael, if you are desirous of seeing a little 

of the world; although for the felling of trees I require 

muscular men like yourself, whereas on the rafts it is 

skill that is required; however, be it so for once.’ 

And so it was; the raft with which he was to go, was 

divided into eight divisions, the last of which was laden 

with the largest beams. 

But what happened? 

On the evening before, the strong Michael brings 

eight more beams to the river side, thick and long as 

one had never seen before, and carried each one of 

them as easily on his shoulders as if it were a pole; 

every one being amazed at it. 

Where he felled them no one knows to this day. 

The timber merchant’s heart leapt for joy on seeing 

this, for he calculated what these beams might be sold 

for; Michael, however, said: ‘Well, these are for me to 

travel on, but I cannot get along on those little chips.’ 

His master was about to present him with a pair of 

raftsman’s boots as a token of his gratitude; he 

however threw them aside, and produced a pair, such 

as there was none to equal; my grandfather assured me 

that they weighed a hundred pounds, and were five feet 

long. 

The raft started, and if Michael had before 

astonished the wood-cutters, he now astonished the 

raftsmen; for instead of the raft going slower on the 

river on account of the tremendous beams, as one 

would have thought, it now shot forward like an arrow 

as soon as they reached the Neckar. 

Wherever the Neckar made a bend the raftsmen 

usually had some difficulty in keeping the raft in the 

middle, in order not to ground on gravel or sand; 

Michael, however, always jumped into the water, 

pushed with one stroke the raft right or left, so that it 

glided by without danger; and if he came to a straight 

passage he would run to the first division, have all 

poles fastened, stick his enormous beam into the 

gravel, and with one push the raft floated along, so that 

the country, trees, and villages seemed to be flying 

past. 

In this way they had reached Cologne on the Rhine 

in half the time usually required; and there they had 

usually sold their cargo. 

Michael, however, said here: ‘You are a nice sort of 

merchants, and understand your interest! 

Do you suppose the people of Cologne need all this 

wood, which comes from the Black Forest, for 

themselves? 

No, they buy it from you at half its value, and sell it 

again at a high price in Holland. 

Let us dispose of the small beams here, and go with 

the larger ones to Holland; and what we take above the 

usual price will be our own profit.’ 

In this way spoke the subtle Michael, and the others 

agreed to it; some because they would like to go to 

Holland to see it, others for the sake of the money. 

One man only was honest, and urged them not to 

endanger the property of their master, or to cheat him 

of the higher price; but they did not listen to him, and 

forgot his words. 

Dutch Michael, however, did not forget them. 

In this way they went down the Rhine with their 

timber, Michael guiding the raft, and bringing them 

quickly to Rotterdam. 

The people there offered them four times the former 

price, and especially Michael’s enormous beams were 

paid for at a high rate. 

When the Black Foresters saw so much money, they 

did not know how to contain themselves for joy. 

Michael divided it, one part for the timber merchant, 

and the three parts amongst the men. 

They now sat down together with sailors and other 

bad rabble in the inns, spending their money in drink 

and gambling; the honest man, however, who had tried 

to dissuade them, was sold by Dutch Michael to a 

crimp, and nothing more was heard of him. 

From that time Holland became a Paradise to the 

young fellows of the Black Forest, and Dutch Michael 

their king; the timber merchants did not hear anything 

about this trade for a long time, and money, swearing, 

evil habits, drunkenness, and gambling came from 

Holland unnoticed. 

Dutch Michael was nowhere to be found when the 

story came to light; but all the same he is not dead yet; 

he has been haunting the forest for more than a 
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century; and it is said that he has assisted many in 

getting rich, but at the cost of their poor souls; and I 

will say no more. 

This much however is certain, that even now on 

stormy nights like these he selects everywhere the 

finest pines in the forest, where no one is allowed to 

fell trees, and my father has seen him break one four 

feet thick like a rush. 

With these he makes a present to those who go 

wrong and go to him; about midnight they take their 

rafts to the water, and he travels with them to Holland. 

But if I were lord and king in Holland I would order 

him to be shot into the ground with grape shot, for all 

the ships which have only one single plank from Dutch 

Michael are sure to run aground. 

That is the reason one hears of so many 

shipwrecks; for how is it possible otherwise, for a fine, 

strongly-built ship, as large as a church, to sink at sea? 

As often, however, as Dutch Michael fells a pine in 

the Black Forest on a stormy night, one of his old 

planks jumps out of the joints of the ship, the water 

penetrates, and the ship is lost with all hands. 

This is the legend of Dutch Michael, and true it is, 

that all evil in the Black Forest originates from him. 

He it is who can make one rich,” added the old man 

mysteriously; “but I should not like to have anything 

from him. 

I would not be in the skin of Fat Ezekiel at any price, 

or of Lanky Schlurker; it is also said that the Dance-

room King has sold himself to him!” 

The storm had abated during the old man’s recital; 

the girls lighted the lamps timidly and went away; the 

men, however, laid a sack full of leaves as a pillow 

upon the stone bench for Peter Munk, and wished him 

good-night. 

The charcoal-burner, Peter Munk, had never had 

such disturbed dreams as on this night. 

At one time he fancied the gloomy gigantic Dutch 

Michael was bursting open the room windows, reaching 

in with his tremendously long arm a bag filled with gold 

coins, which he jingled together so that they made a 

clear and pleasant sound; sometimes he saw the affable 

Little Glass-man again riding about the room on an 

immense green bottle; and he thought he heard again 

the quiet laughter as in the forest; then again, 

something was buzzing in his left ear: 

“In Holland there is gold 
For one and all we’re told, 
And for a trifle sold, 
This gold, gold, gold.” 

He then heard again in his right ear the little song 

about the Treasurer in the green pine forest, and a soft 

voice whispered, “Stupid Charcoal Peter, stupid Peter 

Munk, who can find no rhyme to ‘ground,’ and although 

you were born on a Sunday exactly at twelve o’clock. 

Rhyme, Stupid Peter, rhyme!” 

He sighed and groaned in his sleep; he endeavoured 

to find a rhyme, but as he had, however, never made 

one in his life, all his labour in the dream was in vain. 

When, however, he awoke with the early dawn his 

dream appeared to him somewhat strange; he placed 

himself with his arms crossed at the table meditating 

over the whispers which were still ringing in his ears. 

“Rhyme, stupid charcoal-burner, Peter Munk, 

rhyme,” he said to himself tapping his forehead with his 

fingers, but no rhyme would come out. 

Whilst he was thus sitting there still looking sadly 

before him, thinking about the rhyme to “ground,” three 

young fellows passed by the house into the forest, and 

one of them sang as they passed: 

“I stood upon the mountain-top, 
And looked down on the level ground; 
I saw her pass, she did not stop, 
I knew she would no more be found.” 
These words ran like a flash of lightning through 

Peter’s ear; he rose hastily, rushed out of the house 

because he thought he had not heard it properly, ran 

after the three young fellows and seized the singer 

hastily and rudely by the arm: “Stop, friend!” he 

exclaimed; “what did you rhyme to the word ‘ground’? 

Do me the favour and tell me what you have sung.” 

“What is that to you, fellow?” replied the Black 

Forester; “I can sing what I like, and let go my arm, or 

—” 

“No, you shall tell me what you have sung!” cried 

Peter, almost beside himself, and laying hold of him 

firmly. 

The two others, however, on seeing this, did not 

hesitate long, but attacked poor Peter with their strong 

fists, belabouring him dreadfully until he loosed his 

grasp on the third, and sank exhausted on his knees. 

“Well, now you have your share,” they said 

laughing, “and remember, you silly fellow, that you 

should never again attack people such as we are in the 

open road.” 

“Alas, I shall certainly remember,” replied Charcoal 

Peter, sighing; “now, however, having got my beating, 

be so good as to tell me distinctly what the other man 

sang.” 

They then laughed again and mocked him; the one, 
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however, who had sung the song repeated it to him, and 

laughing and singing they continued their journey. 

“Well,” said the poor beaten fellow on getting up 

with difficulty, “‘ground’ rhymes to ‘found’, now, Little 

Glass-man, let us have a word together again.” 

He went into the cottage, fetched his hat and long 

stick, took leave of the people in the cottage, and 

retraced his steps towards the forest. 

He went on his way slowly and thoughtfully, for he 

had to think of a verse. 

At last, on reaching the district of the forest, where 

the pines became higher and thicker, he remembered 

his verse, and sprang off the ground with delight. 

A very tall man attired as a raftsman, and with a 

pole as long as a mast in his hand, stepped out from 

behind the pines. 

Peter Munk almost sank upon his knees on seeing 

him walking slowly by his side, for he thought it was 

Dutch Michael and no one else. 

The terrible figure kept silent, and Peter looked at 

him sometimes with terror. 

He might be a head taller than the tallest man that 

Peter had ever seen; his face was no longer young, 

neither was it old, but covered with furrows and 

wrinkles; he wore a linen jacket, and his great boots 

drawn over his leathern trousers, were quite familiar to 

Peter from the legend. 

“Peter Munk, what are you doing in the pine forest?” 

asked the Forest King at last, in a deep threatening 

voice. 

“Good morning, countryman,” replied Peter, wishing 

to appear calm, but trembling violently. 

“I am on my way home through the pine forest.” 

“Peter Munk,” replied the other, casting a piercing 

and terrible glance at him, “your road does not lie 

through this forest.” 

“Well, no, not exactly,” said the other, “but it is 

warm to-day, so I thought it would be cooler here.” 

“Do not lie, Charcoal Peter!” exclaimed Dutch 

Michael, in a thundering voice, “or I shall strike you to 

the ground with this pole; do you think I did not see you 

begging of the little man?” he added gently. 

“Begone, that was a foolish trick, and it is lucky you 

did not know the little verse; the little fellow is a miser, 

and does not give much, and whoever receives 

anything from him will never be happy during his 

lifetime. 

Peter, you are a poor simpleton, and I pity you from 

the bottom of my heart; such a cheerful handsome 

fellow, who might succeed in the world, and yet you are 

only a charcoal-burner! 

When others can shake armfuls of dollars and ducats 

out of their sleeves, you can scarcely chink a couple of 

six kreutzers together; it is a wretched life.” 

“It is quite true, and you are right; it is a wretched 

life.” 

“Well, I won’t be very particular,” continued the 

terrible Michael; “I have assisted many a brave fellow 

in trouble, and you would not be the first. 

Just tell me, how many hundred dollars do you 

require for the present?” In saying these words he 

jingled the money in his gigantic pockets, and it 

sounded again as it had done in the night during his 

dream. 

Peter’s heart, however, throbbed with fear and 

anxiety at these words; he first became cold, then 

warm, and Dutch Michael did not look as if he gave 

money away for charity without asking for something in 

return. 

The mysterious words of the old man concerning the 

rich people occurred to him, and, seized by inexplicable 

fright and timidity, he exclaimed: “Many thanks, sir, but 

I would rather have nothing to do with you — I know 

you already!” and ran away as fast as he could. 

The Wood Spirit, however, strode by the side of 

him, taking gigantic steps, muttering in a hollow and 

threatening voice: “You will repent it, Peter; it is 

written on your forehead, and it is to be read in your 

eyes, you shall not escape me. 

Do not run so quickly, but just listen to a word of 

reason, for yonder my boundary already ends.” 

When Peter heard this, and seeing not far from him 

a little ditch he hastened on still faster that he might 

cross the boundary; so that Michael was at last obliged 

to run quicker, pursuing him with oaths and threats. 

The young fellow cleared the ditch with a bound of 

despair, for he saw how the Wood Spirit stretched out 

his pole, and was about to throw it upon him vigorously. 

He reached the opposite side in safety, and the pole 

splintered in the air, just as if it had been thrown 

against an invisible wall, a large piece darted towards 

Peter. 

He picked it up triumphantly in order to throw it 

back to the rude Dutch Michael; but at this moment he 

felt the piece of wood moving in his hand, and to his 

great terror he saw that it was a huge serpent he was 

holding in his hand, which was already crawling up to 

him, with foaming tongue and gleaming eyes. 

He let it go, but it had already twisted itself tightly 

round his arm, and was coming nearer and nearer with 
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its wriggling head up to his face, when all of a sudden a 

great woodcock swooped down, and seizing the head of 

the serpent with its beak, rose with it into the air, and 

Dutch Michael, who had seen all this from the ditch, 

howled and roared and raged on seeing the serpent 

carried away by a stronger one than itself. 

Exhausted and trembling, Peter continued his 

journey; the path became steeper, the country more 

barren, and soon he found himself near a tremendous 

pine. 

He again made, as on the previous day, a bow to the 

invisible Little Glass-man, and then said: 

“Treasurer in the pine-wood green, 
Many hundred years hast seen, 
Where pine-trees grow thine is the ground, 
By Sunday-born alone thou’rt found.” 
“Although you have not quite succeeded, Charcoal 

Peter Munk, yet because it is you I will accept it,” said 

a soft gentle voice near him; he turned round with 

surprise, and perceived under a beautiful pine a little 

old man, in a black jacket and scarlet stockings, with a 

large hat upon his head. 

He had a delicate, cheerful little face, wore a little 

beard, as fine as a cobweb; he was smoking a pipe of 

blue glass, which looked peculiar, and as Peter 

approached he saw to his surprise that also the clothes, 

shoes, and hat of the dwarf were also made of coloured 

glass; it was however as flexible as if it were still hot, 

for it creased like a piece of cloth according to the 

movements of the little man. 

“Have you met with the ruffian, Dutch Michael?” 

said the dwarf, whilst coughing a little between every 

word in a peculiar manner. 

“He would like to have frightened you, but I have 

deprived him of his magic wand, which he shall never 

have again.” 

“Yes, Mr. Treasurer,” replied Peter, making a low 

bow, “I was very much afraid. 

But probably you were the gentleman woodcock 

who killed the serpent; I thank you for it very much. 

I have come to you, however, to ask counsel; I get 

on very badly and miserably; a charcoal-burner does 

not thrive, and being still young, I thought something 

better might turn up for me; for whenever I see others 

who have succeeded so well in so short a time, as, for 

instance, Ezekiel and the Dance-room King, who have 

money as plentiful as hay —” 

“Peter,” said the Dwarf, very seriously puffing away 

at his pipe, “Peter, don’t tell me anything about these 

people. 

What does it profit them if they have here a few 

years the appearance of happiness and then to be the 

more unhappy ever afterwards? 

You must not despise your trade; your father and 

grandfather were men of honour, who also carried on 

the same trade, Peter Munk! 

I hope it is not love of idleness that brings you to 

me.” 

Peter was frightened at the seriousness of the little 

man, and blushed. 

“No, no!” said he. 

“I know very well, Mr. Treasurer in the Pine Wood, 

that idleness is the root of all evil; but surely you 

cannot think it amiss of me if a different position is 

more agreeable to me than my own. 

A charcoal-burner is really of little importance in 

the world, but the glass-men, raftsmen, and watch-

makers are all much more esteemed.” 

“Pride often precedes the fall,” replied the Little 

Man of the Pine Forest, in a more friendly manner. 

“You are a peculiar race, you men! 

Seldom is one of you satisfied with the position in 

which you are born and brought up, and I am positive if 

you were a glass-man you would like to be a timber 

merchant; and if you were a timber merchant, then it 

would be the appointment of a forest-keeper, or the 

magistrate’s residence that would suit you. 

But be it as it may, if you promise to work diligently, 

I will help you to something better, Peter. 

I am in the habit of granting three wishes to every 

Sunday-child who knows how to find his way to me. 

The first two are unlimited, the third I can refuse if 

it is silly. 

Therefore wish for something now, but — Peter, 

something good and useful.” 

“Hullo! 

You are an excellent Little Glass-man, and are 

rightly called the Treasurer, for your house is filled 

with treasures. 

Well — if I may wish therefore for that which my 

heart desires, I should ask first of all that I may be able 

to dance still better than the Dance-room King, and 

always have as much money in my pockets as Fat 

Ezekiel.” 

“You fool!” replied the little man, in an angry voice. 

“What a wretched wish this is, to be able to dance 

well and to have money for gambling! 

Are you not ashamed, stupid Peter, to deceive 

yourself thus for thy happiness? 

Of what advantage is it to you, or to your poor 

THE COLD HEART also known as THE LITTLE GLASS MAN by WILHELM HAUFF, an ebook with five translations, page 67/120



mother, if you can dance well? 

What is the use of your money, which, according to 

your wish, is only intended to be spent in drink at the 

public house, and to remain there like that of the 

wretched Dance-room King? 

In this way you will have no money all the week, and 

will be half starved as before. 

One more wish I will yet allow you, but take care 

that you wish more prudently.” 

Peter scratched his ear, and said, after some 

hesitation: “Well, I wish to own the most beautiful and 

richest glass-factory in the whole of the Black Forest, 

with all its contents and money.” 

“Anything else?” asked the dwarf, with an anxious 

mien. 

“Anything else, Peter?” 

“Well — you might add a horse and a little carriage 

to it.” 

“Oh, you stupid Charcoal Peter Munk!” exclaimed 

the dwarf, throwing his glass pipe angrily at a thick 

pine so that it broke into a hundred pieces. 

“Horses! 

A little carriage! 

Understanding, I tell you, understanding, common 

sense and judgment you should have wished for, but 

not little horses and carriages. 

Well, don’t be so sad, we shall see, that even so it 

will not be to your disadvantage; for the second wish 

was not altogether a foolish one. 

A good glass-factory also provides food for its 

owner, but if you had added judgment and 

understanding, carriages and horses would have come 

of their own accord.” 

“But, Mr. Treasurer,” replied Peter, “I have, as you 

know, one more wish left. 

So that I might wish for understanding, if it is so 

indispensable to me as you think.” 

“Certainly not! 

You will find yourself one day in many perplexities, 

in which you would be glad if you had one more wish 

left. 

And now, be off on your way home. 

Here,” said the little forest spirit, pulling out of his 

pocket a little purse, “here are two thousand florins, 

that must be enough, and do not come to me again to 

ask for money, or else I shall hang you up to the 

highest pine. 

I have always done that since I lived in this forest. 

Three days ago the old Winkfritz died, who was the 

owner of the large glass-factory in the lower part of 

the Black Forest. 

Go there to-morrow morning and make an offer for 

the business, as you think proper. 

Keep in good health, be industrious, and I will visit 

you sometimes, and help and advise you, because you 

have not as yet asked for understanding. 

But — and this I tell you seriously — your first wish 

was a bad one. 

Be careful not to run into the public houses, Peter. 

This has never done any one any good in the long 

run.” 

The Little Man, while thus speaking, had pulled out a 

new pipe of alabaster glass filled with dried fir-cones, 

and put it into his little toothless mouth. 

He then pulled out an enormous magnifying glass, 

stepped into the sunshine, and lit his pipe. 

Having done this, he offered Peter his hand in a 

friendly manner, and also gave him some warning 

words on the road, smoked and puffed more and more 

quickly, and disappeared at last in a cloud of smoke, 

which smelt like real Dutch tobacco, and soared away 

curling amid the tops of the pines. 

When Peter reached home, he found his mother in 

great distress about him, for the good woman believed 

nothing else but that her son had been enlisted in the 

army. 

He was however cheerful and good tempered, and 

related to her how he had met with a kind friend in the 

forest, who advanced him money in order to change his 

business from that of charcoal burning. 

Although his mother had been living for thirty years 

in the charcoal burner’s cottage, and been accustomed 

to the look of sooty men, like every miller’s wife to the 

floury face of her husband, yet she was after all vain 

enough, as soon as Peter portrayed to her a more 

brilliant lot, to despise her former position and said: 

“Yes, as the mother of a man who owns a glass-

factory, I am after all somewhat different from our 

neighbours Grete and Bete, and for the future I shall 

take the chief place in the church among the wealthy.” 

Her son soon struck a bargain with the heirs of the 

glass-factory. 

He retained the workmen who were there, and had 

glass made all day and night. 

At first the trade pleased him. 

He used to go into the factory at his ease, walk 

about there with his hands in his pockets, look about 

now here, now there, and say one thing and another at 

which his workmen often laughed not a little; his 

greatest delight was to see the glass being blown, and 
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he often set to work and formed the most peculiar 

figures out of the yet soft mass. 

Soon, however, he grew tired of the work; and at 

first he only came for one hour a day into the glass-

factory, afterwards only every other day, finally only 

once a week, and his workmen did as they liked. 

All this, however, was the result of his frequenting 

public houses. 

The Sunday after he had returned from the pine 

forest, he went into the inn, and who should be there 

already dancing in the room, than the Dance-room 

King, and the stout Ezekiel, too, was already sitting 

behind his tankard gambling for crown pieces. 

Peter quickly put his hands into his pockets to see 

whether the Little Glass-man had kept his word, and 

behold, his pockets were filled with silver and gold. 

He felt his legs twitch and tremble, as if they would 

dance and bound; and on the first dance being finished, 

he placed himself with his partner close to the Dance-

room King, and whenever the latter bounded three feet 

into the air, Peter went four feet, and whenever the 

Dance-room King took peculiar and graceful steps, 

Peter twisted and turned his legs, so that all spectators 

were almost beside themselves with delight and 

admiration. 

When, however, it was known in the dance-room 

that Peter had bought a glass-factory, and when it was 

seen that as often as he danced past the musicians, he 

threw them a six-batzer, there was no end of surprise. 

Some believed he had found a treasure in the forest; 

others thought he had received a legacy; all, however, 

now respected him, and considered him a made man, 

simply because he had money. 

Although the same evening he lost twenty florins in 

gambling, notwithstanding the money in his pockets 

rattled and jingled, as if there were still some hundreds 

of dollars in them. 

When Peter saw how much he was respected, his 

joy and pride knew no bounds; he threw away his 

money by handfuls and divided it freely amongst the 

poor, remembering very well how his poverty had at 

one time affected him. 

The skill of the Dance-room King was marred by 

the supernatural skill of the new dancer, and Peter was 

now called by the name of Dance-room Emperor. 

The boldest gamblers did not risk so much as he did 

on the Sunday, but they did not lose so much either. 

The more he lost the more he gained. 

This was exactly as he had asked of the Little 

Glass-man. 

He had wished to have in his pockets always as 

much money as Fat Ezekiel, and this was just the man 

to whom he lost his money. 

After losing twenty or thirty florins all at once, he 

had them immediately in his pockets again, on Ezekiel 

taking them. 

By-and-by he indulged in drinking and gambling 

more than the worst fellows in the Black Forest, and 

people more often called him Gambling Peter, than 

Dance Emperor, for he now also played on every 

working-day. 

On account of this, however, his glass-factory fell 

to ruin by degrees, owing to Peter’s want of sense. 

He had as much glass manufactured as possible, but 

he had not bought with the house the secret where it 

could best be sold. 

At last he did not know what to do with the large 

quantity of glass, and sold it at half price to travelling 

traders, only to enable him to pay his workmen. 

One evening, on returning home from the inn, in 

spite of the quantity of wine which he had drunk, to 

cheer up his spirits, he thought with terror and grief of 

the ruin of his property, when all of a sudden he 

perceived that some one was walking by his side, and 

on turning round, behold, it was the Little Glass-man. 

He now became angry, passionate, and swore by all 

that was sacred to him, the little man was the cause of 

all his misfortune. 

“What is the use of a horse and a little carriage to 

me now?” he exclaimed. 

“What is the use of my house and all my glass? 

Even when I was still a wretched charcoal-burner, I 

lived more cheerfully and had no cares. 

Now, however, I do not know when the bailiff may 

come to seize all my goods, and sell them on account of 

my debts!” 

“Really!” said the Little Glass-man. 

“Indeed! 

Am I to blame because you are so unfortunate? 

Is this your gratitude for my kindnesses? 

Who asked you to wish so foolishly? 

You wished to be a glass-maker, and were ignorant 

as to where you should dispose of your glass? 

Did I not tell you that you should be careful in 

wishing? 

Understanding, Peter, wisdom has been wanting in 

thee.” 

“What, understanding and wisdom!” cried the other. 

“I am as clever a fellow as any, and will prove it to 

you, Little Glass-man. 

THE COLD HEART also known as THE LITTLE GLASS MAN by WILHELM HAUFF, an ebook with five translations, page 69/120



In saying these words he seized the little man rudely 

by the collar, and exclaimed: “Have I got you now, 

Treasurer in the Green Pine Wood? 

And now I will have my third wish, and you shall 

grant it. 

I demand on the spot two hundred thousand dollars 

in hard cash, and a house and — ah, dear me!” he 

uttered, wringing his hands, for the little forest man had 

changed into hot burning glass, and burned in his hand 

like sputtering fire. 

Nothing more of the little man was seen. 

His swollen hand reminded him for several days of 

his ingratitude and foolishness. 

He then, however, stifled his conscience, and said: 

“And even if they sell my glass-factory and everything, 

yet Fat Ezekiel is left to me. 

As long as he has money on Sunday, I shall not 

want.” 

Quite true, Peter! 

But suppose all his money goes? 

So it happened one day, and it was a remarkable 

arithmetical example. 

One Sunday Peter drove up to the inn; people were 

putting their heads out of the windows, when one said: 

“Gambling Peter is coming,” and another said: “Yes, the 

Dance-room Emperor, the rich glass-maker;” a third 

shook his head and said: “People talk a great deal 

about his wealth, and all sorts of things are in 

circulation as regards his debts;” and some one in the 

town said: “The bailiff will not much longer delay in 

laying hold of his property.” 

In the meantime the wealthy Peter politely and 

majestically saluted the guests at the window, alighted 

from his carriage, and exclaimed: “Good evening, 

landlord of the Sun Hotel. 

Has the Stout Ezekiel already arrived?” and a deep 

voice said: “Come in, Peter! your place has been 

reserved for you; we are all here and have already 

commenced playing at cards.” 

Thus Peter Munk entered the tap-room, and putting 

his hands immediately into his pockets, noticed that 

Ezekiel must be well supplied with money, for his 

pockets were filled up to the brim. 

He sat down at the table with the others and played, 

winning and losing every now and then; and thus they 

played until night time, when all respectable people 

went home, and until two other gamblers said: “It is 

enough now, we must go home to wife and child.” 

Gambling Peter, however, requested Fat Ezekiel to 

remain. 

For a long time he refused; at last, however he 

cried: “All right, I will just count my money, and then 

we will gamble five florins a point, for lower is only 

child’s play.” 

He pulled out his purse and counted five hundred 

florins in hard cash; and Gambling Peter knew now how 

much he had himself, and had no occasion to count. 

If Ezekiel had won before, he now lost every point, 

and swore terribly into the bargain. 

If he threw a triplet, Gambling Peter threw one too, 

and always two pips higher. 

He now put his last five florins on the table and 

exclaimed: “Once more, and if I lose again, I shall not 

leave off after all, and you must lend me some of your 

winnings, Peter, for one honest man helps the other!” 

“As much as you like, and even it be a hundred 

florins,” said the Dance-room Emperor, rejoicing at his 

gain; and Fat Ezekiel, shaking the dice, threw fifteen. 

“A triplet!” he exclaimed, “now we shall see!” 

Peter, however, threw eighteen, and a hoarse 

familiar voice behind him said: “Well, that was the last.” 

He turned round, and the gigantic Dutch Michael 

stood behind him. 

Frightened, he dropped the money which he had 

already taken up. 

Fat Ezekiel, however, did not see the Master of the 

Wood, but asked Gambling Peter to advance him ten 

florins to play with. 

Half dreaming, the latter put his hand into his 

pocket, but there was no money; he searched the other 

pocket, but there too was no money; he turned his coat 

inside out, but not one single red farthing fell out, and 

now, only, he remembered his first wish, namely, 

always to have as much money as Fat Ezekiel. 

All had disappeared like smoke. 

The innkeeper and Ezekiel looked at him in 

astonishment, as he kept on seeking for his money, but 

could not find it. 

They would not believe that he had no more. 

When, however, they at last searched his pockets 

themselves, they became angry and swore that 

Gambling Peter was a wicked enchanter, and had sent 

all the money that he had gained home by enchantment. 

Peter defended himself bravely, but appearances 

were against him. 

Ezekiel said he would relate the frightful story to all 

the people in the Black Forest; and the innkeeper 

promised him that he would go into the town early on 

the following day to accuse Peter Munk of being an 

enchanter, and live, he added, to see him burnt. 

THE COLD HEART also known as THE LITTLE GLASS MAN by WILHELM HAUFF, an ebook with five translations, page 70/120



They then attacked him furiously, tore his jacket 

from off his body, and threw him out of doors. 

No star shone in the sky when Peter sorrowfully 

stole towards his home; but nevertheless he could 

recognise a dark figure going along with him, who at 

last said: “It is all over with you, Peter Munk; all your 

splendour has come to an end, and I might have told 

you that at a time when you would have nothing to do 

with me, but ran to the stupid Glass dwarf. 

Now you see what people get when they despise my 

advice. 

But just give me a trial; I pity your fate. 

Nobody has ever repented who has applied to me, 

and if you are not afraid of the way, all day to-morrow 

I shall be at your service in the pine-wood if you call 

me.” 

Peter perceived indeed who was thus addressing 

him, but he was so overcome with horror, that he said 

nothing, but ran towards his house. 

When Peter went to his glass factory on Monday 

morning, not only his workmen were there, but other 

people also, whom one does not care to see, namely 

the magistrate and three legal officials. 

The magistrate wished Peter good morning, asked 

how he had slept, and then pulled out a long register, in 

which Peter’s creditors were written down. 

“Can you pay or not?” asked the magistrate with a 

stern look. 

“And make haste about it, for I have not much time 

to lose, and it is a good three hours’ walk to the 

prison.” 

Peter thereupon became dismayed, and confessed 

that he was unable to pay, and left it to the magistrate 

to value his house and yard, factory and stables, 

carriages and horses; and whilst the legal officials and 

the magistrate were going round examining and valuing 

he thought, “It is not far from here to the pine wood, 

and as the little man has not assisted me, I will for once 

try the great man.” 

He ran towards the pine wood, as quickly as if the 

court officials were pursuing him; he fancied on running 

past the place where he had at first spoken to the Little 

Glass-man, that an invisible hand was keeping him 

back; but he tore himself away, and ran on further as 

far as the boundary, which he had noted so well before, 

and, scarcely had he called, almost out of breath, 

“Dutch Michael! 

Mr. Dutch Michael!” than the gigantic raftsman was 

already standing before him with his pole in his hand. 

“Have you come?” said the latter, laughing. 

“Did they want to flay you, and sell you to your 

creditors? 

Well, be calm — all your unhappiness proceeds, as I 

have told you, from the Little Glass-man — from that 

apostate and hypocrite. 

If one gives away anything, it must be done heartily, 

and not like this miser. 

But come,” he continued, turning towards the forest, 

“follow me to my house, and there we shall see 

whether we can strike a bargain.” 

“Strike a bargain!” thought Peter. 

“What can he desire of me — whatever can I sell to 

him? 

Does he want me to enter his service, or what does 

he want?” They first went up a steep wood path, and 

then suddenly stood close to a deep, dark, steep ravine. 

Dutch Michael jumped down the rock, as if it were a 

smooth marble staircase: Peter, however, had almost 

fainted, for when the other had reached the bottom, he 

made himself as tall as a church tower, and held out an 

arm to him as long as a weaver’s beam, and from it a 

hand as large as the table at the tavern, and exclaimed 

in a voice that resounded up the rock like a funeral bell: 

“Sit down on my hand, and lay hold of my fingers, and 

you will not fall.” 

Peter, trembling, did as he was told, took his seat 

upon the hand, and held on by the giant’s thumb. 

He went down far and deep; notwithstanding, to 

Peter’s surprise, it grew no darker; on the contrary, the 

daylight seemed to become even brighter in the ravine, 

and his eyes could hardly stand the glare. 

Dutch Michael had made himself smaller again the 

lower Peter descended, and was now standing in his 

former figure, in front of a house as neat and good as 

those of the rich peasants of the Black Forest. 

The room into which Peter was conducted was just 

the same as those of other people, except that it was a 

little more lonesome. 

The wooden cased clock, the immense stove, and 

broad benches, and ornaments on the shelves were the 

same here as elsewhere. 

Michael gave him a seat at the large table, went out 

and soon returned with a flask of wine and some 

glasses; he filled them, and now they began to talk, 

Dutch Michael telling about the pleasures of the world, 

of foreign countries, beautiful towns, and rivers, so that 

Peter at last conceived a great longing for them, which 

he told the very Dutchman plainly. 

“If your whole body were full of courage to 

undertake anything, yet a few palpitations of your silly 

THE COLD HEART also known as THE LITTLE GLASS MAN by WILHELM HAUFF, an ebook with five translations, page 71/120



heart would make you tremble; and then the 

annoyances caused by feelings of honour, and 

misfortune; why should a sensible fellow trouble 

himself about these things? 

Did you take offence when you were lately called a 

cheat and a rascally fellow? 

Did you suffer much when the magistrate came to 

turn you out of the house? 

What was it, tell me, that pained you so much?” 

“My heart,” said Peter, as he pressed his hand upon 

his throbbing breast; for he felt as if his heart were 

moving to and fro in anguish. 

“You have — do not take it amiss — you have 

thrown away many hundred florins on wretched 

beggars and other low rabble. 

What has it profited you? 

They have blessed you for it, and wished you good 

health in return; well, were you any the better in health 

for that? 

For one half of the money you have squandered, you 

might have kept a physician. 

Blessing, indeed a pretty blessing, when one’s 

things are sold by auction, and one is turned out of 

doors! 

And what was it that urged you to put your hands 

into your pockets whenever a beggar held out his 

ragged hat to you? 

Your heart, your heart again, neither your eyes nor 

your tongue, your arms nor your legs, but your heart; 

you have, as one has rightly said, taken things very 

much to heart.” 

“But how is it possible to repress this feeling? 

I am now trying my hardest to repress it, but still my 

heart beats and pains me.” 

“Quite true,” replied the other, laughing, “you, poor 

fellow, can do nothing against it; but give me your 

beating thing, and you shall see how comfortable you 

will feel.” 

“You, my heart?” exclaimed Peter, with terror. 

“Then I should have to die on the spot! 

Never!” 

“Yes, if one of your surgeons were to take your 

heart out of your body, then indeed you would have to 

die; but with me it is a different thing; come in and 

convince yourself.” 

In saying these words he stood up, opened the door 

of a room, and led Peter inside. 

His heart contracted convulsively as he stepped 

across the threshold, but he did not notice it, for the 

sight which presented itself to him was strange and 

surprising. 

On several wooden shelves were glass bottles filled 

with a transparent liquid, and in each of these bottles 

lay a heart; there were also labels stuck on the bottles 

with names written on them, which Peter read with 

avidity; there was the heart of the magistrate in F.; the 

heart of the fat Ezekiel, the heart of the Dance-room 

King, the heart of the chief forester; there were six 

hearts of corn usurers, eight of recruiting officers, 

three of brokers — in short, it was a collection of the 

most esteemed hearts in the circuit of twenty hours’ 

journey round. 

“Look!” said Dutch Michael, “all these have cast 

aside the anxieties and cares of life; none of these 

hearts beat any more with pain and uneasiness, and 

their former owners are now quite at their ease, in 

having turned the ‘restless guest’ out of the house.” 

“But what is it they now carry in their breasts 

instead of it?” asked Peter, who almost fainted on 

seeing all this. 

“This,” replied the other, and gave him out of a 

drawer a heart of stone. 

“What?” replied Peter, unable to repress the 

shudder which went through him, “a heart of marble 

stone; but, Mr. Dutch Michael, just listen, if that is so it 

must be very cold in one’s breast!” 

“True, but pleasantly cool. 

Why then should a heart be warm? 

In winter the warmth is no good to you, but good 

cherry brandy does you more good than a warm heart; 

and in the summer, when all is parching and hot, you 

hardly believe how cooling such a heart is. 

And as I have said, neither anguish nor fear, neither 

foolish sympathy nor any other suffering moves such a 

heart.” 

“And that is all you can give me?” asked Peter 

disconsolately. 

“I had hoped for money, and you would give me a 

stone!” 

“Well, I think a hundred thousand florins will suffice 

you for the present. 

If you invest it wisely you can soon become a 

millionaire.” 

“A hundred thousand!” cried the poor charcoal 

burner joyfully. 

“Well, but do not thrust so violently on my breast, 

we shall soon strike a bargain with each other. 

All right, Michael, give me the stone and the money, 

and you may take this ‘disturber’ out of its case.” 

“I knew very well that you were a sensible fellow,” 
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replied the Dutchman with a friendly smile; “come, let 

us have another glass of wine, and then I will pay you 

the money.” 

They then sat down together again over the wine in 

the room, and kept on drinking and drinking, until Peter 

sank into a deep sleep. 

Charcoal Peter Munk awoke at the pleasant sound of 

a post horn, and behold! he was sitting in a beautiful 

carriage driving along on a broad road, and looking out 

of the carriage he saw behind him the Black Forest in 

the blue distance. 

At first he could hardly believe it was himself who 

was sitting in this carriage. 

His clothes also were no longer the same as those 

he had worn the day before, but he still remembered 

everything so distinctly that at last he gave up 

meditating and exclaimed: “I am Charcoal Peter Munk, 

that is certain, and none other.” 

He was surprised at himself, that he did not feel at 

all melancholy as he, for the first time, left his quiet 

home and the forest where he had lived so long. 

Not even when he thought of his mother, who was 

sitting now helpless and in misery, did a tear come into 

his eye, nor did he sigh, for he looked upon everything 

with indifference. 

“Yes, indeed,” he then said, “tears and sighs, home 

sickness and melancholy proceed from the heart, and, 

thanks to Dutch Michael, mine is cold and of stone.” 

He put his hand upon his breast, and all was quiet 

there, nothing moved. 

“If he keeps his word as well with the hundred 

thousand florins as he has done about my heart, I shall 

rejoice,” he said, and began to examine his carriage. 

He found clothes of every kind he could wish for, 

but no money. 

At last he came upon a bag, and found several 

thousand dollars in gold, and bills on mercantile houses 

in all great towns. 

“Now I have all I desired,” he thought, placed 

himself comfortably in a corner of the carriage, and 

drove out into the wide world. 

He rode about for two years in the world, and 

looked out of his carriage right and left at all the 

houses, looked, when he stopped, at nothing else but 

the sign of the inn, then ran about the town and had all 

the most remarkable objects pointed out to him. 

But nothing pleased him, no pictures, no house, no 

music, no dance, his heart of stone had no sympathy for 

anything, and his eyes and ears were insensible to 

everything that was beautiful. 

Nothing more remained to him than the pleasure of 

eating, and drinking, and sleeping, and thus he lived, 

whilst travelling aimlessly through the world; he dined 

for his amusement, and slept from tediousness. 

Now and again he indeed remembered having been 

more cheerful and happy when he was still poor and 

obliged to work to gain his livelihood. 

At that time every beautiful view in the valley, 

music, and song had delighted him, and he there 

rejoiced for hours together at the plain food which his 

mother used to bring him to the kiln. 

As he was thus thinking of the past, matters seemed 

very strange to him now that he could not even smile, 

when formerly he had laughed at the slightest joke. 

Whenever others laughed he would merely screw up 

his mouth out of courtesy, but his heart did not laugh 

with it. 

He then felt that he was remarkably at ease, but still 

he did not feel satisfied. 

It was not home sickness or melancholy, but a blank, 

wearisome, joyless life which at last induced him to 

return home again. 

As he drove from Strasburg over the Rhine, and 

perceived the gloomy forest of his home, when he for 

the first time saw again those powerful figures, those 

cheerful and honest faces of the Black Foresters, when 

his ear heard the sounds of home, powerful, deep, but 

cheering, he put his hand quickly to his heart, for his 

blood flowed faster, and he fancied he must rejoice and 

weep at the same time, but how could he be so foolish, 

since he had only a heart of stone? 

Stones are dead, and neither smile nor weep. 

His first visit was to Dutch Michael, who received 

him with his old affability. 

“Michael,” he said to him, “I have travelled now and 

seen everything, but all was folly, and time hung heavy 

on me. 

True, your stony thing which I carry in my breast 

does indeed protect me against many things. 

I never get angry, or sad, but neither do I feel any 

pleasure, and it seems to me as if I were only half alive. 

Could you not animate this heart of stone a little — 

or rather, return me my old heart? 

I had become accustomed to it for five-and-twenty 

years, and if sometimes it committed a stupid freak, yet 

after all it was a gay and merry heart.” 

The Wood Spirit laughed grimly and bitterly. 

“When you are dead, Peter Munk,” he replied, “you 

shall no longer be without it; you shall then have your 

soft, sensitive heart back again, and then you will feel 
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what happens, joy or sorrow. 

But in these regions it can no longer be yours again! 

Yet, Peter! you have indeed travelled, but in the way 

in which you lived it could not be of any use to you. 

Settle somewhere in the wood, build a house, marry, 

accumulate wealth, your only want is work; because 

you had nothing to do, time hung heavy upon you, and 

now you throw all the blame upon this innocent heart.” 

Peter perceived that Michael was right, as regards 

his idleness, and determined to become richer and 

richer. 

Michael presented him with another hundred 

thousand florins, and parted with him as his good 

friend. 

Report soon spread in the Black Forest that 

Charcoal Peter Munk, or gambling Peter, had turned up 

again, and was still more wealthy than before. 

Things now happened as is usually the case; when 

he was reduced to poverty he was thrown out of doors 

at the Sun inn, but now when he made his first 

appearance there, one Sunday afternoon, every one 

shook him by the hand, admired his horse, asked him 

about his journey; and when he was playing again with 

the fat Ezekiel for hard dollars, he stood as high as 

ever in the people’s estimation. 

He did not carry on, however, his trade of glass-

making, but a timber trade, and that only for 

appearance sake. 

His chief business was to deal in corn and money. 

By degrees half the people in the Black Forest 

became his debtors, and he only lent money at ten per 

cent, or sold corn at three times its value to the poor 

people, who were unable to pay ready money for it. 

With the magistrate he was now in close friendship, 

and if anyone did not pay Mr. Peter Munk to the day, 

the magistrate would ride out with his bailiffs, value 

house and chattels, sell them quickly and turn father, 

mother, and child into the forest. 

At first this caused rich Peter some displeasure, for 

the poor people, whose things had been sold by 

auction, then besieged his door in crowds; the men 

begged for leniency, the women endeavoured to soften 

his heart of stone, and the children cried for a little 

piece of bread. 

But when he had procured a couple of big mastiffs, 

this cat’s music, as he called it, soon ceased. 

He whistled and set the dogs at the begging people, 

who fled with cries. 

The greatest trouble was caused by an old woman, 

who was no other, however, than Frau Munk, Peter’s 

mother. 

She had fallen into poverty and misery, and her 

house and chattels had been sold, and when her son 

had returned a wealthy man, he no longer paid any 

attention to her. 

She now used sometimes to come, old, weak, and 

infirm, leaning on a stick, in front of the house. 

She no longer ventured to go in, for he had once 

sent her away; and she was sorry to be obliged to live 

on the charity of other people when her only son might 

have been able to procure for her an old age without 

care. 

His cold heart, however, was never moved at the 

sight of the pale, well-known features, by the imploring 

glances, by the withered, outstretched hand, by her 

tottering form. 

Grumblingly he pulled out of his pocket a six-

batzen-piece when she knocked at his door on 

Saturday evening, folded it in a piece of paper, and sent 

it out to her by a servant. 

He heard her trembling voice when she thanked him, 

and wished that he might prosper in the world; he 

heard her coughing on going away, but he thought no 

more about her except that he had again spent six 

batzen to no purpose. 

At last Peter resolved to marry. 

He knew that any father in the whole Black Forest 

would willingly give him his daughter; but he was 

difficult to please, for he desired that in this matter also 

every one should praise his good fortune and sense; he 

therefore rode about the whole forest, looking here and 

there, but none of the handsome girls of the Black 

Forest appeared to him to be handsome enough. 

At last, after he had sought in vain for the fairest 

maiden in every ball-room, he heard one day that the 

most beautiful and most virtuous in the whole forest 

was the daughter of a poor wood-cutter. 

She was living quietly and in seclusion, looking after 

her father’s house with skill and industry, and never 

showed herself at the ball-room, not even at 

Whitsuntide, or on Church festivals. 

When Peter heard of this marvel of the Black 

Forest, he resolved to ask her to be his wife, and rode 

to the hut which had been pointed out to him. 

The father of the beautiful Elizabeth received the 

distinguished gentleman with surprise, and was still 

more amazed when he heard that this was the rich 

Peter who wished to become his son-in-law. 

He soon made up his mind, for he thought that all his 

cares and poverty would now come to an end; he 
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agreed without even asking the handsome Elizabeth, 

and the good child was so obedient, that she became 

Mrs. Peter Munk, without objecting. 

But the poor woman did not fare so well as she had 

dreamed. 

She thought she understood her domestic affairs 

thoroughly, but she could not do a thing for Peter so as 

to earn his thanks; she had compassion on the poor 

people, and as her husband was rich, she thought it was 

no sin to give a penny to a poor beggar woman, or a 

little brandy to an old man; when, however, Mr. Peter 

noticed this one day, he said in a gruff voice, and with 

angry looks: “Why do you waste my property on 

beggars and tramps? did you bring anything with you 

into the house that you could give away? 

With your father’s beggar’s-staff no supper can be 

warmed up, and you throw away the money like a 

princess. 

Let me only catch you once more, and you shall feel 

the weight of my hand!” 

The handsome Elizabeth wept in her room over the 

cruel disposition of her husband, and she often wished 

rather to be at home in her father’s poor hut than to 

live with the rich but avaricious, hard-hearted Peter. 

Alas, had she known that he had a heart of marble, 

and that he could neither love her nor any one else, she 

would indeed not have been surprised. 

Whenever she sat at the door, and a beggar-man 

passed and took off his hat asking her for alms, she 

would shut her eyes that she might not see his misery, 

clenching her hand more firmly lest she should 

involuntarily put it into her pocket and bring out a small 

copper coin. 

It thus happened that the beautiful Elizabeth was 

decried throughout the whole forest, and it was said 

she was even more stingy than Peter Munk. 

One day, however, as Elizabeth was sitting again in 

front of the house, spinning and humming a song as 

well, for she was cheerful because it was fine weather, 

and Peter had ridden out into the fields, a little old man 

came that way, carrying a great heavy sack, and she 

heard him already panting in the distance. 

Elizabeth looked at him in a sympathising manner, 

and thought that so old and small a man ought not to be 

thus heavily laden. 

In the meantime the little man, panting and tottering, 

approached, and when he was opposite to Elizabeth he 

almost fell to the ground under his burden. 

“Pray, have pity on me, lady, and give me a drink of 

water,” said the little man, “I cannot go further, and am 

dying of thirst.” 

“But you ought not to carry such heavy burdens at 

your age,” said Elizabeth. 

“True, if I were not obliged to go errands as a 

messenger, by reason of my poverty, to earn my 

living,” he replied; “alas, so rich a lady as you are does 

not know how poverty presses, and how refreshing a 

drink of water is in such heat.” 

When she heard this she hastened into the house, 

took a pitcher from the shelf and filled it with water; 

but when she returned and was only a few more steps 

from the little man and saw how he was sitting on the 

sack in so wretched and sad a manner, she felt 

compassion for him, thus thinking, and as her husband 

was not at home, she put the pitcher of water on one 

side, took a cup and filled it with wine, put a large piece 

of rye bread on it and brought them to the old man. 

“There, a draught of wine will do you more good 

than water, seeing how very old you are,” she said; 

“but do not drink so quickly, and do eat the bread with 

it.” 

The little man looked at her in surprise, until large 

tears filled his eyes; he drank and then said: “I have 

become old, but have seen few people who are so 

compassionate and know how to bestow their gifts in so 

generous and kind a manner as you, Elizabeth. 

And for this you will prosper upon earth; such a 

heart does not remain unrewarded.” 

“No, she shall receive her reward at once!” cried a 

terrible voice, and on their turning round, behold, it was 

Peter, with a face crimson as blood. 

“And you even pour out my best wine for beggar 

people, and my own cup you put to the lips of tramps! 

There, take your reward!” 

Elizabeth fell on her knees and asked for pardon, but 

the stony heart knew no pity. 

He swung round the whip which he was holding in 

his hand, and struck her so heavily with the ebony 

handle on her beautiful forehead that she sank lifeless 

into the arms of the old man. 

On seeing this it seemed as if he repented of the 

deed on the spot; he stooped down to see whether she 

was still alive; the little man, however, said in a well 

known voice, “Spare your trouble, Charcoal Peter; she 

was the fairest and loveliest flower in the Black Forest, 

but you have crushed her, and she will never blossom 

again.” 

Then all the colour left Peter’s cheeks, and he said: 

“So it is you, Mr. Treasurer? 

well, what is done is done, and probably it had thus 
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been destined. 

I hope, however, you will not denounce me to the 

authorities as a murderer!” 

“Wretch!” replied the Little Glass-man. 

“What will it profit me if I were to bring your mortal 

body to the gallows? it is not earthly judgment which 

you have to fear, but another, and more severe, for you 

have sold your soul to the evil one.” 

“And if I have sold my heart,” cried Peter, “no one 

else is to blame but you, and your delusive treasures; 

you treacherous spirit! it is you who have caused my 

ruin; you compelled me to seek help from another, and 

on you lies the whole responsibility.” 

But scarcely had he said this when the Little Glass-

man began to grow and swell; he became tall and large, 

and his eyes were said to have been as large as soup-

plates, and his mouth like a heated oven, from which 

flames burst forth. 

Peter threw himself upon his knees, and his stony 

heart did not prevent his limbs trembling like an aspen 

leaf. 

The Wood Spirit seized him by the neck, with the 

claws of a vulture, turned him over as the whirlwind 

does dead leaves, and then threw him to the ground so 

that all his ribs cracked. 

“Worm of earth!” he exclaimed in a voice which 

rolled like thunder, “I could annihilate you if I would, 

for you have sinned against the master of the forest. 

But for the sake of this dead lady, who gave me food 

and drink, I will grant you eight days’ respite. 

If you do not change for the better, I shall come 

again and grind your bones to powder, and you shall die 

in your sins.” 

It was already evening when some men who were 

passing, saw rich Peter Munk lying on the ground. 

They turned him over to try whether he were still 

alive, but all their endeavours were in vain. 

At last one of them went into the house and brought 

out some water, and sprinkled it over him. 

Peter then drew a long breath, groaned, opened his 

eyes, looked round him for a long time, and then asked 

for Elizabeth, his wife, but no one had seen her. 

He thanked the men for their assistance, stole back 

to his house, and searched everywhere, but Elizabeth 

was neither in the cellar, nor in the loft, and what he 

had considered a terrible dream, proved to be a bitter 

reality. 

Now that he was so completely alone, strange 

thoughts occurred to him; he was afraid of nothing, for 

his heart of course was cold; and when he thought of 

the death of his wife, thoughts of his own departure 

came into his mind, and how he must pass away, 

heavily laden with the tears of the poor, with thousands 

of their imprecations, which had been unable to soften 

his heart, with the misery of the wretches upon whom 

he had set his dogs, laden with the quiet despair of his 

mother, and with the blood of the fair and good 

Elizabeth; he was unable to give an account to the old 

man, her father, should he come and ask: “Where is my 

daughter, your wife?” How should he be able to answer 

that Other, to whom all forests, seas, mountains, and 

the lives of men belong? 

He was tormented also at night in his dreams, and 

constantly on his awaking, a sweet voice cried to him: 

“Peter, procure a warmer heart for yourself.” 

When he was awake, he again quickly closed his 

eyes, for the voice seemed to be that of his wife 

Elizabeth, who called this warning to him. 

The next day he went to the tavern, to divert his 

thoughts, and there he met fat Ezekiel. 

He placed himself near him; they talked about many 

things, about the fine weather, war, and taxes, and at 

last also about death, and how here and there some one 

had died so quickly. 

Peter thereupon asked the fat man what he thought 

about death, and what would happen afterwards? 

Ezekiel answered him that the body was buried; the 

soul, however, would either go up to heaven, or down 

into hell. 

“Is the heart buried as well?” asked Peter, 

anxiously. 

“Certainly, that is also buried.” 

“But what happens if one has no longer a heart?” 

continued Peter. 

Ezekiel looked at him with horror as he said these 

words. 

“What do you mean by it? 

Are you joking with me? 

Do you suppose I have no heart?” 

“Oh, heart enough, as firm as a stone,” replied 

Peter. 

Ezekiel looked at him in surprise, looked round to 

see if any one had heard it, and then said: “How do you 

know that? or is yours also not throbbing any more?” 

“It beats no more, at any rate here in my breast!” 

replied Peter Munk. 

“But tell me, since you know now what I mean, what 

will happen to our hearts?” 

“What is that to you, fellow?” asked Ezekiel, 

laughing. 
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“You have plenty to live upon in this world, and that 

is sufficient. 

That is just the most convenient thing with our cold 

hearts that no fear troubles us at such thoughts.” 

“Quite true, but yet one thinks of it, and although I 

know not at present what fear is, yet I still remember 

very well how much I dreaded hell, when I was still a 

little innocent boy.” 

“Well, we shall not feel very comfortable,” said 

Ezekiel. 

“I once asked a schoolmaster about it, who told me 

that our hearts were weighed after death to ascertain 

how heavy they had become through sin. 

The light ones ascend, and the heavy ones descend, 

and I think our stones will be full weight.” 

“Of course,” replied Peter, “it is very unpleasant to 

me, that my heart should be without sympathy, and 

quite indifferent when I think of such things.” 

Thus they spoke; but the next night he heard five or 

six times the well-known voice whispering in his ears: 

“Peter, procure a warmer heart for yourself.” 

He felt no repentance for having killed his wife, but 

when he told the servants that she was away on a 

journey, he still thought: “I wonder whither she may 

have travelled!” 

Things had gone on in this way for six days, and he 

always heard this voice at night, and always thought of 

the Wood Spirit, and of his terrible threat; but on the 

seventh morning he jumped from his bed and 

exclaimed, “Well then, I will see whether I can procure 

a warmer heart, for the unfeeling stone in my breast 

makes my life only tedious and lonely.” 

He quickly dressed himself in his Sunday clothes, 

mounted his horse, and rode towards the pine wood. 

In the pine wood, where the trees grew closer 

together, he dismounted, tied up his horse, and went 

with quick steps to the top of the hill, and when he 

stood before a thick pine, he commenced his rhyme: 

“Treasurer in the pine wood green, 
Many hundred years hast seen, 
Where pine trees grow thine is the ground, 
By Sunday-born alone thou’rt found.” 
Then the Little Glass-man made his appearance, but 

not in a friendly and confidential manner as before, but 

gloomy and sad; he was dressed in a little coat of black 

glass, long crape fluttered from his hat, and Peter knew 

full well for whom he mourned. 

“What do you want from me, Peter Munk?” he asked 

in a deep voice. 

“I have one more wish, Mr. Treasurer,” replied 

Peter, with cast-down eyes. 

“Can hearts of stone still wish?” said the other. 

“You have all you require for your evil disposition, 

and I shall not readily grant your wish.” 

“But you promised me three wishes, and I have one 

more left.” 

“Yet I can refuse it if it is a foolish one,” continued 

the spirit; “but let me hear what it is.” 

“Take the dead stone out of me, and give me my 

living heart,” said Peter. 

“Did I make the bargain with you!” asked the Little 

Glass-man. 

“Am I Dutch Michael, who gives away wealth and 

cold hearts? 

It is with him you must seek your heart.” 

“Alas, he will never return it,” replied Peter. 

“I pity you, bad as you are,” said the little man, after 

some reflection. 

“But because your with is not foolish, I cannot, at 

any rate, refuse you my help. 

Listen, it is impossible for you to obtain your heart 

by force; you can only obtain it by cunning, and there 

will be no difficulty about it, for Michael, after all, 

remains the stupid Michael, although he thinks himself 

very wise. 

Go, therefore, straightway to him, and do as I tell 

you.” 

He now instructed Peter what he should do, and 

gave him a little cross of pure glass: “Your life he 

cannot take, and he will let you go free if you hold this 

before him and pray. 

And if you receive what you desire, come back to 

me at this place.” 

Peter Munk took the little cross, impressed all the 

words on his mind, and then went to Dutch Michael’s 

house. 

He called him by name three times, and immediately 

the giant stood before him. 

“Have you killed your wife?” he asked with a 

terrible laugh. 

“I should have done the same; she has given away 

all your fortune to the beggar-people. 

But you will be obliged to leave the country for a 

time, for it will cause a stir if she is not found; and I 

dare say you require money and have come to fetch it.” 

“You have guessed it,” replied Peter, “and a great 

deal this time, for it is very far from here to America.” 

Michael led the way and took him to his hut; he 

there opened a chest in which there was much money, 

and took out whole rolls of gold. 

THE COLD HEART also known as THE LITTLE GLASS MAN by WILHELM HAUFF, an ebook with five translations, page 77/120



Whilst he was counting them upon the table, Peter 

said: “You are a rascal, Michael, for you have deceived 

me. 

You told me I had a stone in my breast and that you 

had my heart!” 

“And is it not so?” asked Michael surprised. 

“Do you feel your heart? is it not as cold as ice? 

have you any fears or cares? do you ever repent of 

anything?” 

“You only made my heart stand still, but I have still 

the same as formerly in my breast, and Ezekiel also 

told me you had lied to my face. 

You are not the man who could tear the heart out of 

one’s breast, without danger, and without one feeling it; 

to do that you must be capable of employing 

witchcraft.” 

“But I assure you,” exclaimed Michael angrily, “you 

and Ezekiel and all rich people who have sided with me, 

have such cold hearts as you, and I have their real 

hearts here in my room.” 

“Well, how glibly lying comes off your tongue!” 

laughed Peter. 

“You had better tell that story to some one else. 

Do you think I did not see on my travels a dozen of 

such similar tricks? the hearts here in your room are all 

imitations in wax. 

You are a rich fellow, that I admit, but you are not 

an enchanter.” 

The giant grew furious, and burst open the door of 

the room. 

“Come in and read all the labels; look at that one 

there; that is Peter Munk’s heart; do you see how it 

throbs? is it possible to do that with wax?” 

“And yet it is made of wax,” replied Peter. 

“A real heart does not beat like that, I have mine 

still in my breast. 

No, you cannot practice enchantment!” 

“But I will prove it to you!” exclaimed the other 

angrily. 

“You shall feel it yourself that this is your heart.” 

He took it, tore open Peter’s jacket, took the stone 

out of his breast, and showed it to him. 

He then took the heart, breathed on it and put it 

carefully in its place, and immediately Peter felt how it 

throbbed, and he was again able to rejoice at it. 

“How do you feel now,” asked Michael smiling. 

“Indeed, you were quite right,” replied Peter, taking 

his little cross carefully out of his pocket. 

“I should never have believed that it was possible to 

do such things!” 

“Am I not right? 

I can practice enchantment, and that you see; but 

come, let me put the stone back again into your 

breast.” 

“Gently, Michael!” cried Peter, retreating a step, and 

holding the little cross towards him. 

“Mice are caught with bacon, and this time you are 

deceived.” 

He immediately began to pray — the first words that 

occurred to him. 

Michael now became smaller and smaller, fell down, 

and wriggled about like a worm, and sighed and 

groaned, and all the hearts around them began to beat 

and throb, till it sounded like the noise made in a 

watch-maker’s shop. 

Peter, however, was afraid, and felt very uneasy; he 

ran out of the room, and out of the house, and urged on 

by fear he climbed up the wall of rock, for he heard 

that Michael had risen, that he was stamping and 

raging, and sending terrible curses after him. 

When he reached the top, he ran towards the pine 

wood; a terrible thunderstorm took place, the lightning 

played near him right and left, smashing the trees; he, 

however, arrived safely in the territory of the Little 

Glass-man. 

His heart beat with joy simply because it was able to 

beat. 

He then looked back with terror on his past life as 

on the thunderstorm which had caused destruction 

behind him everywhere in the beautiful forest. 

He thought of his wife Elizabeth, his good and 

beautiful wife, whom he had killed from avarice; he 

looked upon himself as an outcast of humanity, and 

shed bitter tears when he reached the hill belonging to 

the Little Glass-man. 

The Treasurer was sitting under a pine-tree, and 

smoking out of his little pipe; he looked however more 

cheerful than before. 

“Why do you weep, Charcoal Peter?” he asked. 

“Did you not receive your heart? — does the cold 

one still lie in your breast?” 

“Alas, sir!” sighed Peter; “when I still bore the cold 

stony heart I never cried; my eyes were as dry as the 

ground in July; now, however, my old heart is nearly 

breaking on account of what I have done! 

My debtors I have hurried into misery, set my dogs 

at the poor and sick, and you yourself know — how my 

whip fell upon her beautiful forehead!” 

“Peter, you were a great sinner!” said the little man; 

“money and idleness ruined you until your heart turned 
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into stone, and no longer knew either joy or suffering, 

penitence or pity. 

Repentance, however, atones for much, and if I only 

knew that you really lamented your past life, I might 

yet be able to do something for you.” 

“I require no more,” replied Peter, lowering his head 

sadly. 

“It is all over with me; all my days of happiness are 

over. 

What shall I do alone in the world? 

My mother will never forgive me for what I have 

done to her, and perhaps I have been the cause of her 

death, monster that I am. 

And Elizabeth my wife! rather kill me also, Mr. 

Treasurer, and then my wretched life will all of a 

sudden come to an end.” 

“Well” replied the little man, “if you wish for nothing 

else, you can have that; my axe is within reach.” 

He quietly took his little pipe out of his mouth, put it 

out, and placed it in his pocket. 

He then rose slowly and went behind the pines. 

Peter, however, sat down weeping on the grass; his 

life was no longer of any value to him, and patiently he 

awaited his death blow. 

After some time he heard gentle steps behind him, 

and thought: “He is coming now.” 

“Turn round once more, Peter Munk!” exclaimed the 

little man. 

Peter dashed his tears away, turned round, and saw 

— his mother and his wife Elizabeth, gazing at him in a 

kindly manner. 

He now sprang up joyfully. 

“Then you are not dead, Elizabeth? 

And you too are here, mother, and have you 

forgiven me?” 

“They are willing to pardon you,” said the Little 

Glass-man, “because you feel true repentance, and all 

shall be forgotten. 

Go home now to your father’s hut, and be a 

charcoal-burner as before; if you are true and honest 

you will honour your trade, and your neighbours will 

love and esteem you more than if you had ten tons of 

gold.” 

Thus spoke the Little Glass-man, and took leave of 

them. 

The three praised and blessed him and returned 

home. 

The splendid house of the rich Peter was no longer 

standing there; the lightning had set fire to it, and it 

was burnt down with all its treasures; but it was not far 

to the paternal hut; they wended their way towards it 

and the great loss did not distress them. 

But how surprised they were on reaching the hut! it 

had turned into a beautiful farm-house, and everything 

in it was plain, but good and clean. 

“The good Little Glass-man has done that!” cried 

Peter. 

“How beautiful!” said his wife Elizabeth. 

“Here I feel much more at home than in the large 

house with the numerous servants.” 

Henceforth Peter Munk became an industrious and 

honest man. 

He was satisfied with what he had, carried on his 

business cheerfully, and it so happened that he became 

beloved, wealthy, and respected throughout the whole 

forest by his own exertions. 

He never quarrelled any more with his wife 

Elizabeth, honoured his mother, and assisted the poor 

who knocked at his door. 

When after the lapse of some time his wife Elizabeth 

presented him with a lovely boy, Peter went to the pine 

wood and repeated his little rhyme. 

But the Little Glass-man did not make his 

appearance. 

“Mr. Treasurer!” he cried loudly, “do listen to me; I 

ask for nothing, but request you to stand god-father to 

my little son!” but he made no reply; only a breath of 

wind sighed through the pines, and caused some cones 

to fall on the grass. 

“I will take them with me for a keepsake, because 

you refuse to make your appearance,” exclaimed Peter, 

putting the cones into his pocket, and went home; but 

when he reached home and took off his Sunday jacket, 

and his mother turned the pockets inside out, and was 

about to put it into the chest, four large rolls of money 

fell out, and on opening them they were all good and 

new Baden dollars, and not a base one amongst them. 

This was the god-father’s present from the little 

man in the pine forest for little Peter. 

Thus they lived quietly and happily; and often in 

after years, when Peter Munk had grey hair, he would 

say: “After all it is much better to be content with little, 

than to have gold and lands, and a cold heart.” 

 

* * * 
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THE traveller through Suabia ought not to forget 

also to penetrate some little distance into the Black 

Forest; not so much on account of the trees (although 

one does not often find such a multitude of magnificent 

pines) as on account of the people who are quite unlike 

those of the surrounding neighbourhood. 

They are taller than ordinary, broad-shouldered, 

and strong-limbed; and it would seem as though the 

invigorating fragrance with which the pine-trees 

perfume the morning-air had endowed them from youth 

with freer breathing, with a clearer eye, and with 

higher, if ruder, courage than belong to the people of 

the plains and valleys, who dwell outside the forest. 

And they differ from these, not only in size and 

bearing, but also in dress and in manners. 

The inhabitants of the Baden side of the Black 

Forest, dress in the most picturesque costume. 

The men allow the beard to grow as nature has 

ordained; and their black jackets, their enormous 

tightly-plaited trowsers, their red stockings and broad-

brimmed, peaked hats, impart to them a peculiar, but at 

the same time a grand and dignified appearance. 

The occupation of these people, is the manufacture 

of glass; they also make clocks which they carry about 

the neighbourhood for sale. 

A people of the same race dwell on the opposite 

side of the forest, but their mode of labour has 

imparted to them habits and customs very different 

from those of the glass-makers. 

They trade with their forest; that is, they fell and 

hew their pines, float them down the river Nagold to 

the Neckar, and from the Upper-Neckar to the Rhine, 

far down into Holland; so that even on the sea-coast 

the Black Foresters, and their floats, are familiar 

objects. 

They halt at every town on the way down the rivers; 

and tarry with proud dignity to see whether any one 

desires to purchase planks and beams from them; but 

their strongest and longest beams they sell at high 

prices to the Dutch Mynheers for ship-building 

purposes. 

These people are accustomed to a rough and 

wandering life. 

Their great delight is in floating down the stream on 

their rafts; their grief, in being obliged to wend their 

way home along the banks. 

Then their employment causes their gala-dress to 

differ widely from that of the glass-makers in the other 

portion of the Black Forest. 

They wear jackets of dark linen-cloth, broad green 

braces over the wide chest, and black leathern 

breeches, from a pocket of which a brass rule peeps 

out as a token of dignity; but their real pride is in their 

boots, which are probably the largest to be found in any 

part of the world; for they can be drawn up fully two 

spans above the knee, and thus these raftsmen are able 

to walk through water three feet in depth without 

getting their feet in the least wet. 

Up to within a recent date the inhabitants of the 

Black Forest believed in wood-spirits; indeed, it is only 

in quite modern times that they have been induced to 

give up this foolish superstition. 

It is curious that (according to the traditions of the 

forest) even these wood-spirits present a similar 

difference in costume. 

Thus we are assured that the little glass-man, (a 

good little spirit not more than three feet and a half in 

height) never showed himself in any dress but that of a 

peaked hat with a broad brim, a jacket, trowsers, and 

red stockings. 

Dutch Michael, on the contrary, who frequented the 

other side of the forest, is said to have been a broad-

shouldered giant in the garb of a raftsman; and several 

who saw him assert that all their fortune would not 

suffice to pay for such a calf’s skin as was required to 

make his boots. 

So large, they say, were these, that without any 

exaggeration, an ordinary man could stand up to his 

throat in one of them. 

With these wood-spirits a young Black Forester is 

said to have met with an adventure which I will relate. 

There lived in the Black Forest a widow, Frau 

Barbara Munkin; her husband had been a charcoal-

burner; and after his death, she gradually trained her 

son, a boy sixteen years of age, to the same business. 

Young Peter Munk, who was a smart boy, was very 

well content; because at home he had never seen men 

do otherwise than sit the whole week over a smoking 

kiln, or go (all black and sooty, objects of aversion) 

down into the town to sell their charcoal. 

Now a charcoal-burner has plenty of time for 

reflection, and thus it happened that when Peter Munk 

was sitting beside his kiln, the dark trees of the forest 

that were all around him, and the deep silence that 
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reigned everywhere, excited involuntary melancholy 

and yearnings within his breast. 

He felt troubled and uneasy; wherefore, he did not 

know. 

At length, he discovered the cause of his 

discomfort; and this was — his position. 

“A solitary, black, charcoal-burner!” said he to 

himself; “it is a wretched life. 

How respectable the glass-makers, the clock-

makers, and even the musicians look on Sunday 

evening! 

But if Peter Munk were washed clean, and nicely 

dressed in father’s best jacket with silver buttons and 

in brand-new red stockings, and some one walking 

behind me were to say to himself: ‘who is that genteel 

lad?’ and were to praise my stockings and my stately 

walk in his heart, see! so soon as he should have 

passed me, and should turn round to look, he would 

certainly exclaim: ‘Oh! it is only Peter Munk, the 

charcoal-burner.’” The raftsmen on the other side of 

the forest were also objects of his envy. 

Whenever these forest-giants came over with their 

fine clothes, carrying a half hundred weight of silver 

upon their persons in buttons, buckles and chains; 

when, with out-stretched legs, and haughty mien they 

looked on at the dance, swore in Dutch and smoked 

(like the most distinguished Mynheers) out of Cologne 

pipes an ell in length, then he represented a raftsman to 

himself as the very ideal of a happy man. 

And when these favourites of fortune dived into 

their pockets, and brought out whole handfuls of thalers 

and would throw the dice for six batzners (pieces of 

silver-coin) and lose or win five florins here, ten there, 

he would lose all self-possession and glide away 

sorrowfully to his hut. 

For on many a holiday he had seen one or another 

of these timber-lords lose more at play in one evening 

than poor Father Munk had earned in a year. 

There were three of these men in particular, of 

whom he knew not which to admire most. 

One was a large, stout man with a red face, who 

passed for the richest man in all the country round. 

He was always called “Fat Ezekiel.” 

He went twice every year to Amsterdam with timber 

for building; and had the good fortune always to sell at 

such a much higher price than any one else that instead 

of returning home on foot like the others, he was 

always able to drive grandly in a coach. 

The next was the tallest and thinnest man in all the 

forest, he was called “Lank Schlurker,” and Munk 

envied him chiefly on account of his extraordinary 

audacity, he would contradict the most respectable 

people; and, even if the public-house were crowded to 

excess, would insist on requiring and occupying more 

space than four of the stoutest men; for he always 

either planted his elbows on the table, or bent up one 

of his long legs beside him on the bench, yet no one 

dared to thwart him because he was so immensely rich. 

The third was a young, handsome man who danced 

better than any one far or near, and who was for this 

reason nick-named the “Dance-room king.” 

He had been quite a poor man and had been servant 

to one of the timber-lords; suddenly he became very 

rich. 

Some said he had found a pot of gold under an old 

pine; others maintained that, at a spot in the Rhine not 

far from Bingen, he had with the pole, which the 

raftsmen frequently thrust at fish, brought up a parcel 

of gold pieces which parcel belonged to the great 

Nibelungen treasure lying buried there. 

Be that as it may, he suddenly became rich, and was 

looked upon as a prince by every one, young and old. 

Peter Hunk often thought of these three men when 

he was sitting alone in the pine-forest. 

True, all three of them had one grand fault which 

caused them to be hated, and this was their insatiable 

avarice, their total want of feeling towards those who 

were either in debt or poor, for the Black Foresters are 

in general a very kind-hearted people. 

But every one knows what happens in these cases; 

although they were hated for their avarice, yet they 

were held in consideration for their wealth, for who 

could, like them, throw away thalers as though money 

were to be shaken off the pine-trees? 

“Things cannot go on as they are much longer,” 

Peter said to himself one day, in a fit of troubled 

melancholy, (for the previous day had been a holiday, 

and the inn had been full of people); “if I do not soon 

meet with better luck I shall do myself some mischief. 

Oh! that I were rich and a person of importance like 

fat Ezekiel, or lank Schlurker; or a man of fame able to 

throw my thalers instead of kreutzers to the musicians 

like the ‘Dance-room king?’ where did the fellow get 

his money from?” 

He pondered over every possible means of getting 

money; but none pleased him. 

At length, he bethought himself of the old traditions 

of his people, and how in ancient times men had 

become rich by means of Michael the Dutchman, and of 

the glass-man. 
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During his father’s lifetime, other poor people had 

often come to pay visits at the house, and had talked a 

great deal of wealthy men and in what way they had 

become rich. 

In these narrations the glass-man played a 

conspicuous part. 

Indeed, when Peter came to reflect, he could almost 

recall the verses that were to be uttered at the summit 

of the mountain in the heart of the pine-forest, in order 

to cause the glass-man to appear. 

They began thus: 

“Hearken, thou for ages past 
Master of the forest vast! 
Thou, whose treasured gold is laid 
Deep beneath the pine’s green shade 
Thou, whose elfin form is shown —” 
But strain his memory as he would, he could not 

recall a single line more. 

Sometimes the thought occurred to him whether he 

should ask this or that old man how the incantation 

proceeded; but a certain feeling of dread lest he should 

betray what was passing in his thoughts withheld him 

from doing so. 

Besides he came to the conclusion that the legend of 

the glass-man could only be known to very few; for 

there were not many rich people in the forest; and why 

had not his father and the other poor people tried their 

luck? 

At last he led his mother on to talk about the little 

man. 

She repeated what he already knew; she could only 

tell him the first line of the invocation; but said that the 

spirit would only show himself to those who were born 

on a Sunday between the hours of eleven and two. 

He then exactly answered the requirements, if he 

did but know the lines; for he had been born on a 

Sunday at twelve, at noon. 

When Peter Munk, the charcoal-burner, heard this 

he became almost beside himself with delight and with 

eagerness to undertake this adventure. 

It seemed to him that to know a portion of the lines 

and to have been born on a Sunday were sufficient to 

compel the little glass-man to show himself. 

Therefore one day when he had sold all his 

charcoal, he lighted no new kiln, but dressed himself in 

his father’s best jacket, and in his new red stockings, 

put on his Sunday hat, took his five foot black-thorn 

stick in his hand, and bade his mother farewell in these 

words: “I must go to the office in the town; for the lots 

will soon be drawn for service in the army, and I wish 

to remind the officer that you are a widow and I your 

only son.” 

His mother praised his intention; however, he went 

straight to the pine-grove. 

The pine-grove stands at the summit of the Black 

Forest; and in those days there was not a village, not a 

hut within a circle of three leagues from it, for the 

superstitious people deemed its vicinity unsafe. 

Also, tall and magnificent as were the pines, yet 

within this district no one would willingly fell timber; 

for it had frequently happened when wood-cutters had 

felled trees there that the axe-head had sprung from 

the haft and had wounded them in the feet, or that the 

trees had fallen suddenly, carrying the men down also 

and injuring or even killing them; and one of the finest 

trees from the grove had been useless except for fuel, 

since the raftsmen would never take a single stem from 

the pine-grove upon their floats, for the tradition was 

current that if a tree from the pine-grove were on the 

float both men and timber would be unlucky. 

This was the reason why the trees grew so thickly 

and so tall in the pine-grove that even in broad 

noonday it was almost as dark as night. 

To Peter the whole scene was fearful; for he could 

hear no sound of an axe; no voice, no step but his own; 

the very birds seemed to shun this thick pine-grove. 

Peter Munk, the charcoal-man, had now reached the 

highest point of this pine-grove, and was standing 

before a pine of enormous circumference for which a 

Dutch ship-owner would have paid down many hundred 

florins on the spot. 

This, thought he, is a very likely place for the 

keeper of the treasure to live in; he then took off his 

large Sunday hat, made a low bow before the tree, 

cleared his voice and said in trembling tone: “I wish 

you a good evening, Herr Glass-man,” but he received 

no reply, all was silent as before. 

“Perhaps I ought to repeat the verses” he thought, 

and then he murmured: 

“Hearken, thou for ages past 
Master of the forest vast! 
Thou, whose treasured gold is laid 
Deep beneath the pine’s green shade 
Thou, whose elfin form is shown —” 
As he said these words, he saw, (to his great 

horror) a very small, strange figure peeping out from 

behind the thick trunk of the pine. 

He fancied he saw the glass-man just as he had 

been described: the little black jacket, the red 

stockings, the little hat, all were there; and he thought 
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he perceived even the pallid, but delicate and intelligent 

face of which he had heard talk. 

But alas! just as suddenly as this little glass-man 

had peeped out, just so suddenly did he disappear! 

“Herr Glass-man!” exclaimed Peter after some 

hesitation; “be so kind as not to take me for a fool, 

Herr Glass-man, if you fancy that I did not see you, you 

are very much mistaken, I saw you plainly peeping from 

behind the tree.” 

Still there was no reply, but sometimes he thought 

he could distinguish a low, hoarse laugh behind the 

tree. 

At length, impatience overcame the fear which had 

restrained him until now. 

“Wait a while, you little rogue,” he cried, “I will soon 

catch you”; and with one bound he sprang behind the 

pine-tree; but there was no treasure-keeper in the 

green pine-wood, nothing but a pretty little squirrel 

that ran up the tree. 

Peter Munk shook his head, he perceived that he 

had brought the charm to a certain point and that, 

perhaps, only one rhyme was wanting to enable him to 

entice forth the little glass-man; he thought now of 

this, now of that, yet could discover nothing. 

The squirrel sat on the lowest branches of the pine 

and seemed sometimes to encourage, sometimes to 

mock him. 

It cleaned itself, it curled its beautiful tail, it looked 

at him with its intelligent eyes: but, at length, he 

became almost afraid of being alone with the animal. 

For now the squirrel appeared to have the head of a 

man and to wear a three-cornered hat, then it looked 

like any ordinary squirrel, except that on its hind feet it 

had red stockings and black shoes. 

In short, it was a comical creature; yet charcoal-

Peter was afraid of it, for he thought all was not right 

about it. 

Peter retreated with quicker steps than those with 

which he had come. 

The twilight of the forest seemed to grow deeper 

and deeper, the trees to stand more thickly together, 

and he began to be so alarmed that he broke into a run, 

and it was not until he heard the barking of dogs in the 

distance, and perceived the smoke of a cottage among 

the trees that he became more calm. 

When he approached and could distinguish the dress 

of the people in the hut, he perceived that in his 

anxiety he had taken exactly the wrong direction, and 

had arrived in the district belonging to the raftsmen 

instead of that of the glass-men. 

The people who lived in this hut were wood-cutters; 

an old man, his son the master of the house, and some 

grown up grandchildren. 

They received charcoal-Peter, who requested 

lodging for the night, hospitably, without asking his 

name or place of abode; gave him some apple-wine, 

and in the evening a large mountain-cock, the most 

dainty dish of the Black Forest, was put on the table. 

After supper the good woman of the house and her 

daughters seated themselves at their distaffs round the 

large blaze which the younger ones fed with the 

choicest pieces of fir-resin. 

The grandfather, the guest, and the master of the 

house smoked and looked on at the women, and the 

boys were occupied in carving wooden spoons and 

forks. 

The storm howled outside in the forest and roared 

among the pines; heavy blows were heard in different 

directions, and it often seemed as though whole trees 

were falling and crashing against each other. 

The courageous boys wished to run out into the 

forest to look at this fearfully beautiful scene, but their 

grandfather restrained them with grave words and 

looks. 

“I would advise no one to go outside the door just 

now,” he cried; “for by Heavens! he will never come 

back again; the Dutchman Michael is this night felling a 

new raft-load in the forest.” 

The young people stared at him in astonishment; 

they might certainly have heard before of the Dutchman 

Michael; but now they entreated their grandfather to 

tell them something about him. 

Peter Munk, who had heard Dutch Michael spoken of 

on the other side of the forest in a vague manner, also 

joined in their request, and inquired of the old man, who 

and what Michael was. 

“He is the lord of this forest; and I suppose from 

your not having heard of him at your age that you must 

either live on the other side of the pine-forest, or else 

that you have never been far from home. 

But I will tell you all that I know of the Dutchman 

Michael, and what tradition says concerning him. 

Some hundred years ago, (at least so my 

grandfather used to say) there were far and near no 

more honest people in the world than the Black 

Foresters. 

In these days, since so much money has come into 

the country, men have grown dishonest and wicked. 

The young men dance and sing on Sunday, and 

swear, so that it is fearful to hear them. 
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In former times they were quite different, and 

though the Dutchman Michael were to look in at the 

window at this moment, I would say as I have often said 

before, that he is to blame for all this evil. 

There lived some hundred years ago and more, a 

wealthy timber-lord who had many servants; he carried 

on his trade far down the Rhine, and his work 

prospered, for he was a pious man. 

One evening a man came to his door, such as he had 

never seen; his dress resembled that of the young men 

of the Black Forest, but he was a full head taller than 

any of them, and no one would have credited the 

existence of such a giant. 

This man asked the timber-lord for work, and the 

latter looking at him and seeing that he was strong and 

able to carry heavy loads, agreed with him for his 

wages and they concluded the bargain. 

Michael was a workman such as this timber-lord 

had none other. 

In felling trees he was equal to three other men, and 

if six dragged at one end he would lift the other by 

himself. 

When he had been felling timber for half a year, he 

went one day to his master and said to him, ‘I have now 

been here long enough hewing trees and I should like 

to see what becomes of my timber; how would it be if 

you allowed me this time to take it down the river?’ 

The timber-lord answered, ‘I will not stand in your 

way, Michael, if you wish to go out a little into the 

world; it is true that for felling trees I require strong 

men such as you are, whereas for the river much 

dexterity is required; but be it so for this time.’ And so 

it was; the raft with which he was to go had eight 

divisions, and the last of these was filled with the 

largest beams. 

And what happened on the evening before starting? 

sturdy Michael brought down eight more beams to the 

waterside, thicker and longer than any that had ever 

been seen, and he carried them on his shoulder as 

though they were poles, so that every one was amazed. 

To this day no one knows where he felled them. 

The timber-lord laughed in his heart when he saw 

this, for he calculated how much these beams would 

sell for. 

But Michael said, ‘Herr, these are for me to travel 

on, I could not journey on those little chips yonder.’ His 

master was going to give him a pair of raftsmen’s boots 

as a token of thanks, but he threw them on one side, 

and brought out a pair such as never could be matched, 

my grandfather assured me that they weighed a 

hundred pounds and were seven feet in length. 

The raft started; and if Michael had previously 

astonished the wood-cutters, he now astonished the 

raftsmen; for instead of the raft making slower 

progress as one would have expected on account of the 

enormous beams, it flew forward like an arrow directly 

they reached the Neckar. 

In places where the Neckar took a bend and where 

the raftsmen usually had some trouble in keeping the 

rafts in the middle of the stream, and in avoiding to run 

either on the gravel or sand, Michael always sprang 

into the water, and with one pull drew the raft right or 

left, so that he glided by without danger. 

Then when he found a straight passage, he would 

run to the first joint, make all the poles fast, thrust his 

enormous beams into the gravel, and with one push the 

raft would dash forward so that the land, trees, and 

villages seemed to be flying past. 

Thus they arrived at Cologne on the Rhine, where 

they usually sold their load, in half the time generally 

required. 

But when here, Michael said: ‘you without doubt are 

skilled traders and understand your own interest! but 

do you suppose that these men in Cologne need all this 

timber that comes from the Black Forest for 

themselves? not so; they purchase it from you for about 

half its value, and then sell it at a high price in Holland. 

Let us sell the small timber here and go on to 

Holland with the larger, and all that we gain above the 

ordinary price will be our own profit.’ Thus spoke the 

subtle Michael, and the others were content; some, 

because they were well pleased to go to Holland; 

others, on account of the money. 

One solitary man alone was honest, and tried to 

dissuade them from running the property of their 

master into danger, and from cheating him of the higher 

price; but the others would not listen to him; they soon 

forgot his words, but the Dutchman Michael did not 

forget them. 

Thus they went down the Rhine with the timber. 

Michael managed the raft and brought them speedily 

to Rotterdam. 

There, they were offered four times the former 

price, and large sums were paid especially for 

Michael’s gigantic beams. 

When the Black Foresters beheld all this money 

they did not know how to contain themselves for joy. 

Michael divided it; one share for the timber-lord, 

the other three shares among the men. 

And now they consorted with sailors and all sorts of 
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bad company in the inns, and squandered or gambled 

away their money; but Dutch Michael sold the brave 

man who had given them the warning to a crimp and 

nothing more was heard of him. 

From that time forward, Holland became a paradise 

in the eyes of the men of the Black Forest, and Dutch 

Michael was their king; for a long time the timber-lords 

knew nothing of this traffic; and money, swearing, evil 

habits, drunkenness and gambling crept in from Holland 

unperceived. 

Dutch Michael was, so tradition says, at length 

nowhere to be found; yet he is not dead; his spectre 

has appeared in the forest within a hundred years; and 

it is said that he has been of great assistance to many 

in getting rich, but at the cost of their souls; more than 

this I will not say. 

But this much is certain; that on stormy nights like 

this, he chooses out the finest pines in that pine-grove 

where it is said that no mortal can fell trees, and my 

father has seen him break a trunk four feet thick like a 

rush. 

He makes a present of such to those who turn from 

the right path and go to him; about midnight they float 

the raft and he goes with them to Holland. 

If I were king and master in Holland, I would order 

grape-shot to be fired into them; for a ship which has 

but one plank in her bought of Dutch Michael is sure to 

sink. 

Hence it is that one hears of so many shipwrecks; 

were it not so how could a strong, fine vessel as large 

as a church founder at sea? 

But so often as Dutch Michael on a stormy night 

fells a pine in the Black Forest, so often an old plank 

springs out from the joints of some vessel; the water 

rushes in, and the vessel is lost with all on board. 

This is the legend of Dutch Michael and it is certain 

that every evil in the Black Forest originates with him. 

Oh, yes! he can make a man rich!” added the old 

man in a mysterious tone; “but I should not like to take 

anything from him, I would not stand in the shoes of fat 

Ezekiel or lank Schlurker at any price; the Dance-room 

king is also said to have sold himself to him.” 

The storm had lulled during the old man’s narration, 

the girls lighted their lamps timidly and went away; the 

men laid a bag of leaves on the stone-bench as a pillow 

for Peter Munk and wished him good night. 

Charcoal-Peter Munk had never had such troubled 

dreams as those of that night. 

Sometimes he fancied that the dark gigantic form of 

Dutch Michael had burst open the window and with his 

monstrous arm was pushing in a bag filled with gold 

pieces which, jingling one against the other, made a 

pleasant, ringing sound. 

Sometimes he saw the friendly little glass-man 

riding round the room on an immense flask, and he 

thought he could again hear the subdued laugh, as he 

had heard it in the pine-grove. 

Then came a murmuring sound at his left ear: 

“In Holland is gold 
To be had at your will; 
For a trifle ’tis sold 
So your money-bags fill, 
With gold! gold! gold!” 
Next, at his right ear he heard the ditty of the 

treasure-keeper of the pine-forest, and a gentle voice 

whispered: “Stupid charcoal-Peter, stupid Peter Munk 

that can find no rhyme to ‘shown’ and yet wast born at 

twelve o’clock on a Sunday! 

Rhyme, stupid Peter, rhyme!” 

He sighed, he groaned in his sleep, he wearied 

himself to find a rhyme; but as he had never made one 

in all his life his labour in his dream was in vain. 

However, when he awoke with the first glow of 

dawn, his dream rose before him with strange 

vividness; he seated himself at the table with folded 

arms, and meditated over the whispers which seemed 

still to sound in his ears. 

“Rhyme, stupid charcoal-Peter Munk, rhyme,” he 

said to himself, and he rapped his forehead with his 

finger; but no rhyme would come. 

Whilst he was sitting thus, and looking straight 

before him with a troubled gaze, thinking of a rhyme for 

“shown”, three young men in the forest passed in front 

of the house, and as they passed one was singing: 

“At eve from the summit above 
I anxiously gazed o’er the vale 
And I looked on my heart’s dearest love 
She was riding all tearful and pale. 
Alas! gloomy morning hath shown 
She hath bidden adieu to the glen 
She hath left me for ever alone 
No, ne’er may I see her again!” 
The words fell like an electric shock on Peter’s ear. 

He rose hurriedly, rushed out of the house, (though 

he thought he could hardly have heard aright) sprang 

after the three young men and seized the singer hastily 

and roughly by the arm. 

“Stop, friend,” he cried; “what rhyme have you 

there for shown? 

Do be kind enough to repeat to me what you were 
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singing?” 

“What business is it of yours, fellow?” replied the 

forester. 

“I may sing what I choose; and let loose my arm or 

—” “Nay, you must tell me what you sang!” exclaimed 

Peter, almost beside himself and holding him still more 

tightly. 

However the two others, when they saw this, 

hesitated no longer but fell upon Peter with heavy 

blows and gave him a sound drubbing till, from sheer 

pain, he loosed his hold on the third, and sank on his 

knees exhausted. 

“Now you have your deserts,” they said, laughing; 

“and, mark you, silly boy, never again attack people 

like us in the open road.” 

“Ah! I will mark it well!” answered Peter with a sigh, 

“but since I have had all these blows, be so kind as to 

tell me distinctly what that man sang.” 

They laughed still more and mocked at him; but he 

who had sung the song, repeated the words to him, and 

they proceeded on their way laughing and singing. 

“Then,” said the poor beaten fellow, as he raised 

himself with some difficulty, “alone rhymes to shown; 

now, little glass-man, we will try again to speak a word 

together.” 

He went into the hut, fetched his hat and long stick, 

bade farewell to the people of the cottage, and took his 

way back to the pine-grove. 

He walked slowly and thoughtfully; for he had to 

bethink himself of the verses. 

At last, when he had already reached the precincts 

of the pine-grove, and the pines were becoming thicker 

and higher, he had recalled the verse to mind, and 

joyfully he bounded to the summit. 

A colossal man in the dress of a raftsman, with a 

pole as long as a mast in his hand, stepped out from 

behind the pines. 

Peter Munk almost sank to the earth when he saw 

this man turn towards him with measured steps; for he 

thought, it was Dutch Michael and none other. 

The fearful figure remained silent and Peter peeped 

at him occasionally with terror. 

He was, indeed, taller by a whole head than the 

tallest man that Peter had ever seen; his face was no 

longer that of a young man, neither was it old, though 

covered with furrows and wrinkles: he wore a linen 

jacket, and the enormous boots drawn over his leathern 

trowsers seemed familiar to Peter from the legend. 

“Peter Munk, what are you doing in the pine-

grove?” enquired the forest-king at length, in a deep, 

threatening voice. 

“Good morning, Landsmann,” replied Peter, who 

tried to appear quite at his ease, although trembling 

violently; “I am wishing to go home through the pine-

grove.” 

“Peter Munk,” rejoined the other, casting at him a 

terrific and penetrating glance, “your road does not lie 

through this grove!” 

“No, not my direct road,” said Peter, “but it is so 

warm to-day that I thought it would be cooler this 

way.” 

“Do not tell falsehoods, charcoal-Peter,” exclaimed 

Dutch Michael in a voice of thunder, “or I will strike 

you to the ground with my staff. 

Do you fancy that I did not see you importuning the 

little man?” he added in a more gentle tone. 

“Well, well! that was a stupid trick, and it is lucky 

that you did not know the charm. 

He is a niggard, that little fellow, and does not 

bestow much, and he to whom he gives, has not a 

merry life. 

Peter, you are a poor simpleton, and I am sorry for 

you. 

Such a handsome, gay, young fellow who might do 

something in the world, and yet you only burn charcoal. 

Where others can shake out thalers or ducats by the 

armful, you can scarcely chink a couple of farthings 

together, it is a miserable life!” 

“That is true; you are quite right; it is a wretched 

life!” 

“Well, I will not stop at this,” continued the terrible 

Michael; “I have already helped many a brave boy out 

of poverty and you would not be the first. 

But tell me, how many hundred thalers do you want 

to begin with?” 

With these words he jingled the money in his 

gigantic pockets, till it sounded as it had done in the 

night in Peter’s dream. 

But Peter’s heart thrilled with fear and anxiety at 

the words; he became hot and cold, for Dutch Michael 

did not look as though he would give away money from 

mere compassion, without requiring something in 

return. 

The mysterious words of the old man regarding 

those who had become rich, recurred to his mind; and, 

a prey to inexpressible distress and alarm, he 

exclaimed: “Many thanks, sir, but I do not desire to 

have any dealings with you and I know you already;” he 

then ran away as fast as he could. 

But the wood-spirit with his giant strides kept close 
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beside him, and muttered in a hollow, threatening voice; 

“You will think better of it, Peter; it is written in your 

forehead, it may be read in your eyes; you cannot 

escape from me. 

Do not run so fast; do but listen to a word of reason: 

here is my boundary close!” 

But when Peter heard this, and saw a little ditch not 

far from him, he hastened on still faster that he might 

cross the boundary, so that at length Michael was 

obliged to run faster and pursued him with oaths and 

threats. 

The young man cleared the ditch with a bound of 

despair, for he saw how the wood-spirit stretched out 

his pole and would have let it fall heavily upon him; he 

reached the opposite side in safety, and the pole 

splintered in the air as if against an invisible wall, and a 

large piece fell across near Peter. 

He took it up triumphantly to throw it back to Dutch 

Michael; but at this moment he felt the piece of wood 

move in his hand; and to his horror, he saw that it was 

an immense snake that he was holding and which was 

already gaping at him with foaming tongue and lightning 

glance. 

He let go of it, but it had already twisted itself firmly 

round his arm, and was pushing its vibrating head 

nearer and nearer to his face. 

Suddenly an enormous mountain-cock flew down, 

seized the head of the snake in its beak, and carried it 

up with it into the air; whilst Dutch Michael who had 

seen all this from the ditch, howled and roared and 

raged as the snake was carried away by a stronger 

than itself. 

Trembling and exhausted, Peter proceeded on his 

way; the path became steeper, the country wilder, and 

he shortly found himself at the giant pine. 

As on the previous day he made his reverence to 

the invisible little glass-man, and then began: 

“Hearken, thou for ages past 
Master of the forest vast! 
Thou, whose treasured gold is laid 
Deep beneath the pine’s green shade 
Thou, whose elfin form is shown 
To the Sunday-born alone!” 
“You have not quite succeeded, but since you are a 

Sunday-child, charcoal-Peter Munk, that will suffice,” 

said a soft, gentle voice near him. 

He looked round with astonishment, and saw, sitting 

under a handsome pine, a little old man in a black 

jacket and red stockings, with the usual large hat upon 

his head; he had a pleasing and friendly countenance, 

and wore a little beard as fine as a spider’s web; he 

was smoking a pipe made of blue glass which had a 

very strange appearance; and as Peter drew nearer he 

saw to his astonishment that the clothes, shoes, and hat 

of the little man were also all made of coloured glass; 

this was as flexible as though still hot, for it yielded to 

his every movement. 

“You have met that churl Dutch Michael,” said the 

little man, whilst between each word he gave a peculiar 

cough, “he tried to frighten you, but I have got his staff 

from him and he will never attack you again!” 

“Indeed, Herr Treasure-keeper,” replied Peter with 

a low bow, “I was very much alarmed; you then were 

doubtless that gentleman, the mountain-cock, who bit 

the snake and killed it; I offer you my most hearty 

thanks. 

But I am come to ask counsel of you; things fare ill 

and uncomfortably with me; a charcoal-burner cannot 

advance himself; and as I am young, I have thought that 

I might do better for myself. 

I often see others who have done so in a short time; 

take, for instance, Ezekiel and the Dance-room king, 

with whom money is as plentiful as straws.” 

“Peter,” said the little man very gravely, and puffing 

the smoke from his pipe far up into the air; “Peter,” 

said he, “say nothing to me of these men. 

What do they gain by having for a few years the 

appearance of happiness, only that afterwards they 

should be the more unhappy? you should not despise 

your trade. 

Your father and grandfather were estimable men, 

and they also followed it. 

Peter Munk, I will not believe that it is love of 

idleness that brings you to me.” 

Peter was frightened at the seriousness of the little 

man and coloured; “no,” said he, “I know, my Lord 

treasure-keeper of the pine-grove, that idleness is the 

parent of all vices, but you cannot think ill of me if 

some other position in life be more pleasing to me than 

my own; a charcoal-burner is, indeed, but little 

esteemed in the world, and glass-men, raftsmen, and 

clock-makers are all so much more esteemed!” 

“Pride often comes before a fall,” answered the 

little lord of the pine-forest in a rather more kindly 

tone; “you are a strange race, you men! 

It is seldom that any one of you is fully content with 

the position in which he has been born and brought up; 

and it is certain that if you were a glass-man you would 

wish to be a timber-lord; and if you were a timber-lord 

then it would be the appointment of forest-keeper or 
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the house of the bailiff that would suit you; if you will 

promise to work bravely I will help you to something 

better, Peter. 

It is my practice to grant three wishes to every 

Sunday-child who knows how to find me; the two first 

are unrestricted, the third I can refuse, if it prove 

foolish. 

Therefore wish now for something; but, Peter, let it 

be for something good and useful.” 

“Hurrah! you are an excellent little glass-man, and 

are rightly named the treasure-keeper, for the home of 

all treasures is with you. 

Well then, if I may wish for whatever my heart most 

desires; for the first thing, I will wish that I may be able 

to dance even better than the Dance-room king, and 

have as much money in my pockets as fat Ezekiel.” 

“You fool!” replied the little man angrily, “what a 

pitiful wish is this, to be able to dance well, and to have 

money for play! 

Are you not ashamed, silly Peter, to delude yourself 

thus as regards your happiness? of what use will it be 

to either your mother or yourself that you are able to 

dance? what will your money avail you when, according 

to your wish, it is to be spent at the inn and to remain 

there like that of the Dance-room king? 

Thus you will have nothing left for the whole week 

and will be as poverty-stricken as before; one more 

wish I will allow you subject to no control, but take 

heed that you wish with more discretion!” 

Peter scratched his ear; and after a little hesitation, 

he said, “Then, now I wish for the handsomest and 

most luxurious glass-house in the whole of the Black 

Forest, with money and everything necessary for living 

in it.” 

“Nothing more?” inquired the little man with anxiety, 

“nothing more, Peter?” 

“Well! you might add a horse and a little carriage.” 

“Oh, foolish charcoal-Peter!” cried the little man, 

and in his displeasure he threw his glass-pipe at a 

large pine so that it broke into a hundred pieces. 

“Horses! a little carriage! good sense, I tell you, 

good sense, sound common sense, and judgment you 

ought to have wished for, and not for horses and 

carriages. 

However, do not look so melancholy, we shall see 

that it will not be altogether an injury to you, for the 

second wish was not entirely a foolish one; a good 

glass-house gives shelter to its owner and master; but 

if you had added thereto good sense and discretion, the 

carriage and horses would have come of themselves.” 

“But, Herr Treasure-keeper,” replied Peter, “I have 

still one wish left, so that I might yet wish for good 

sense, if it be so necessary for me as you think!” 

“Not so; you will find yourself in many perplexities 

in which you will be glad that you have one wish left; 

now go home. 

Here,” said the spirit of the pine-forest, “are two 

thousand florins, and this is enough; do not come to me 

again to ask for money; for if you do so, I shall be 

obliged to hang you up to the highest pine; for thus I 

have done ever since I have lived in the forest. 

Old Winkfritz, who had the large glass-house in the 

lower forest, died three days ago. 

Go thither to-morrow early, and make a fair offer 

for the business. 

Behave well, be industrious, and I will visit you 

sometimes and will help and advise you, since as yet 

you have not asked for sense and judgment. 

But, and I say this very seriously, Peter, your first 

wish was a bad one. 

Beware of running to the inn, Peter, it never did 

anyone good for any length of time.” 

Whilst thus speaking the little man had taken out a 

new pipe of most beautiful glass, and filled it with dried 

fir-cones and put it into his little toothless mouth. 

He then drew out an immense burning-glass, moved 

into the sunshine, and lighted his pipe. 

When he had finished, he offered Peter his hand in a 

friendly manner, gave him some kind instructions about 

his road, smoked and puffed more and more quickly, 

and at length vanished in a cloud of smoke which (like 

that from real Dutch tobacco) gradually and slowly 

disappeared, curling amid the summit of the pines. 

When Peter arrived at home he found his mother in 

great anxiety about him; for the good woman believed 

nothing less than that her son had been carried off for a 

soldier. 

He, however, was in very good spirits, and told her 

how he had met with a kind friend in the forest who had 

advanced him some money that he might set up in some 

other business than that of charcoal-burner. 

Although his mother had already lived for thirty 

years in a charcoal-burner’s hut and was as well used 

to the appearance of sooty men as a miller’s wife is to 

the floury face of her husband, yet she had pride 

enough to despise her former circumstances so soon as 

Peter suggested a more brilliant lot to her; and she 

said: “Yes! as the mother of a man who owns a glass-

house I shall be something different from neighbour’s 

Grete and Bete, and henceforward I shall take a seat in 
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church among the rich.” 

Her son soon came to an agreement with the 

inheritor of the glass-house; he retained the workmen 

whom he found there, and manufactured glass day and 

night. 

At first, the occupation pleased him; and he used to 

go to the glass-house at his ease; he walked about with 

his hands in his pockets and with an air of importance, 

peeped about now here, now there; spoke to this one 

and that, at which his workpeople often laughed not a 

little; and his great delight was to see the glass 

blowing. 

He often worked at this himself and blew the 

strangest forms from out of the soft mass. 

But he soon became tired of this occupation; and 

began to come to the glass-house for only one hour in 

the day, then only once in two days, at last only once in 

the week, and his workmen did as they liked. 

All this arose from his frequent visits to the inn. 

On the Sunday after he had come from the pine-

grove he went there; and who should be already 

bounding in the dancing-room, but the Dance-room 

king, whilst fat Ezekiel was sitting behind his tankard, 

throwing the dice like a prince. 

Peter quickly felt in his pockets to see whether the 

little glass-man had kept his word; and behold! his 

pockets were full of gold and silver; and his legs began 

to thrill and tremble as though he must of necessity 

spring forward and dance. 

When the first dance was ended, he placed himself 

with his partner close by the Dance-room king; and 

when the latter made a bound three feet high, Peter 

made one of four feet; and when he danced in peculiar 

and graceful steps, then Peter twisted and turned his 

own feet in such a manner that all the spectators were 

lost in delight and admiration. 

But when it became known in the dance-room that 

Peter had purchased a glass-house, and when it was 

seen that in dancing as he passed the musicians, he 

threw them silver-coin, astonishment was unbounded. 

Some opined that he had found treasure in the 

forest; others supposed that he had received a legacy; 

but all respected him now, and held him to be a made 

man, simply because he now had money. 

Indeed, on that very evening he lost twenty florins 

by gambling and yet the money in his pockets rattled 

and jingled as though there were still a hundred thalers 

left there. 

When Peter saw how highly he was esteemed he 

hardly knew how to contain himself for joy and pride. 

He threw his money about on all sides and shared it 

liberally with the poor; for, indeed, he knew well how 

heavily poverty had once pressed upon himself. 

The skill of the Dance-room king was cast quite into 

the shade by the supernatural art of the new dancer, 

and Peter now received the name of “Emperor of the 

Dance.” 

The most enterprising gamblers on that Sunday did 

not stake so much as he did, but neither did they lose 

so much. 

And yet the more he lost, the more he won; for 

everything happened just as he had desired of the little 

glass-man. 

He had wished always to have in his pockets as 

much money as fat Ezekiel; and this was exactly the 

man to whom he lost his money; thus when he lost 

twenty or thirty florins at a time, directly that Ezekiel 

pocketed them, he had the same sum again in his own 

pockets. 

By degrees he carried his carousing and gambling to 

a greater pitch than did the most idle people in the 

Black Forest; and he was called “Gambling Peter” more 

often than “Emperor of the Dance”; for now he played 

on almost every working-day. 

Hence his glass-house fell to ruin by degrees; and 

Peter’s want of sense was the cause. 

He ordered as much glass as possible to be made; 

but he had neglected with the house to buy also the 

secret as to where the glass could best be sold. 

At length, he did not know what to do with the 

accumulation of glass, and he sold it off to travelling 

traders that he might have wherewith to pay his 

workmen. 

One evening he was returning home from the inn; 

and, notwithstanding the quantity of wine which he had 

taken to keep up his spirits, he was thinking with grief 

and horror of the ruin of his property, when all at once 

he perceived that some one was walking beside him. 

He looked round, and see! it was the little glass-

man. 

He fell into a great passion, assumed a haughty 

manner, and swore that the little man was to blame for 

all his misfortunes; “what shall I do now with the horse 

and carriage?” he exclaimed, “of what use is my house 

and all my glass? 

I lived more happily when I was only a charcoal-

burner, and I had then no cares; now I know not at what 

moment the bailiff may not come, value my goods and 

sell them by auction on account of my debts!” 

“Is it so?” replied the little glass-man, “So! 
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The blame is then to be laid on me if you are 

unfortunate! 

Is this your gratitude for my benefits? 

Who told you to make such foolish wishes? 

You wished to be a glass-man and were quite 

ignorant where you should sell your glass. 

Did I not tell you that you should be careful in 

wishing? 

You have been wanting, Peter, in common sense and 

discretion.” 

“What! common sense and discretion!” cried the 

other, “I am as prudent a fellow as any, and will prove 

it to you, my little glass-man;” and with these words he 

seized the little man rudely by the collar, exclaiming, 

“Have I caught you now, Sir Treasure-keeper of the 

pine-wood? 

Now I will make my third wish and grant it you shall. 

Here on the spot I wish for two hundred thousand 

thalers, and a house and — oh! unfortunate me!” he 

cried wringing his hand, for the little forestman had 

changed into molten glass and burned his hand like a 

flame of fire. 

But the little man himself was no longer visible. 

For several days Peter’s swollen hand kept his 

ingratitude and folly in his remembrance; but he stifled 

his conscience and said, “If they do sell my glass-

house and all that I have, still fat Ezekiel will remain 

the same; and so long as he has money on Sundays, I 

shall not want.” 

True, Peter! 

But suppose he has none! 

And thus it happened one day, and it was a strange 

warning. 

One Sunday that Peter drove up to the inn, the 

people were stretching their heads out of the windows, 

and one said, “Here comes gambling Peter!” another, 

“yes, the Emperor of the Dancers, the rich glass-man”; 

whilst a third shook his head and said, “people may talk 

much of his wealth, but they are also talking 

everywhere of his debts, and a man in the town was 

saying that the bailiff will not much longer delay to 

seize his goods!” 

Meanwhile, rich Peter was courteously but 

pompously greeting the guests at the windows; he 

alighted proudly from his carriage saying, “Good 

evening, landlord, has fat Ezekiel arrived?” 

A deep voice answered, “within, Peter! your place 

has been kept for you, we are already here and at 

cards.” 

Peter Munk entered the room, felt in his pockets 

immediately, and perceived that Ezekiel must be well 

supplied with money, for his own pockets were full to 

the brim. 

He seated himself at the table with the others, 

played, and won and lost here and there; thus they 

went on playing till, when evening came, the other 

respectable people went home; then they played on by 

candlelight, till two other players said, “We have had 

enough now, and must go home to wife and child!” 

But gambling Peter asked fat Ezekiel to stay; for a 

long time he would not consent, but at last he 

exclaimed, “very good! now I will count my money and 

then we will throw the dice; five florins a point, for 

lower is mere child’s play!” 

He took out his purse, counted his money, and found 

a hundred florins; gambling Peter then knew how much 

he himself had, and had no occasion to count. 

But if Ezekiel had won before, now he lost point 

after point and swore fearfully in consequence. 

Whenever he threw a triplet, Peter immediately 

threw one also and always two pips higher. 

At last, he put down his last five florins on the table, 

and cried, “once more, and even if I lose this I will not 

leave off, for you can lend me some of your winnings, 

Peter; one good fellow will always help another!” 

“As much as you like, even if it be a hundred 

florins,” said the Emperor of the Dance, elated by his 

gains; fat Ezekiel rattled the dice and threw fifteen; “a 

triplet,” he cried, “now we shall see!” but Peter threw 

eighteen, and a hoarse, familiar voice behind him said, 

“Done, that was the last!” 

He looked round, and there large as a giant, stood 

Dutch Michael behind him; terrified, he let fall the 

money which he had taken up. 

Fat Ezekiel did not see the apparition, but demanded 

that gambling Peter should hand him ten florins to bet 

with. 

Half in a dream, the latter put his hand into his 

pocket, but there was no money there; he searched the 

other pocket, but neither could any be found there; he 

turned his coat inside out, but not one red copper fell 

out; and now first did he bethink himself of his wish, 

always to have as much money as fat Ezekiel. 

All had vanished like smoke. 

Both the landlord and Ezekiel looked at him in 

amazement, as he sought everywhere and could not 

find his money; they would not believe that he had 

none; but, at length, when they themselves had 

searched his pockets , they grew angry and swore that 

gambling Peter was a wicked enchanter and had wished 
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away both his own money, and that which he had won, 

to his own home. 

Peter defended himself stoutly; but appearances 

were against him. 

Ezekiel said he would tell the horrible story to every 

one in the Black Forest, and the landlord told him that 

he would go into the town with early morning and make 

a complaint of Peter as an enchanter; and he added, 

they should live to see him burnt. 

They then fell upon Peter, tore his jacket off him, 

and flung him out at the door. 

Not a star was visible in the sky as Peter slunk 

home in melancholy mood; and yet he could perceive 

that a dark figure was striding close to him, who at 

length spoke thus: “All is over with you, Peter Munk, 

all your grandeur is at an end, and I could have warned 

you of this before, when you would not listen to me, but 

ran away to the stupid glass-man. 

Now you see what happens when people despise my 

counsel. 

But try your fortune once more with me; I am 

concerned at your fate; none ever repented who had 

recourse to me; and if you are not afraid of the path, I 

shall be all day to-morrow in the pine-grove ready to 

talk to you if you call me.” 

Peter knew well who it was that spoke thus to him, 

and he was seized with horror; he made no reply but 

ran quickly home. 

When Peter went to his glass-house on Monday 

morning there were no workmen there; but there were 

instead people whom one does not like to see; namely, 

the bailiff and three officers of the law. 

The bailiff wished Peter a good morning, inquired 

how he had slept, and then drew out a long paper in 

which Peter’s creditors were enumerated. 

“Can you pay, or can you not?” asked the bailiff with 

a stern look; “make your answer short, for I have not 

much time to wait, and it is three good hours’ walk to 

the fort.” 

Peter, grown desperate, confessed that he had no 

longer anything, and left it to the bailiff to value his 

house, yard, factory and stables, carriage and horses; 

and whilst the bailiff and law-officers were going round 

examining and valuing everything, he thought, “it is not 

far to the pine-grove; as the little man has not helped 

me I will for once make trial of the great man.” 

He ran to the pine-grove with as much speed as 

though the officers of justice were on his track. 

As he passed the spot on which he had first spoken 

to the glass-man it seemed to him as though an 

invisible hand would have detained him; but he shook 

himself free and ran on further to the boundary which 

he had marked so well before. 

Almost breathless, he had scarcely called, “Dutch 

Michael! 

Dutch Michael!” before the giant raftsman stood 

before him, staff in hand. 

“Are you come!” he said with a smile. 

“Have they tried to flay you and to sell you to your 

creditors? 

Well! be calm! all your misfortunes spring, as I have 

said, from the glass-man, from this strait-laced over-

pious little fellow. 

If a fellow give anything he should give heartily, and 

not like this niggard. 

But come!” he continued, turning towards the forest, 

“follow me to my house and there we will see whether 

we cannot strike a bargain!” 

“Strike a bargain!” thought Peter, “what can he 

desire of me, what can I sell to him? 

Am I to render him some service or what would he 

have?” 

They went at first up a steep wood-path, and then 

suddenly stood by a dark, deep, ravine; Dutch Michael 

sprang down the rock as though it were a marble 

staircase; but Peter became paralysed with dread; for 

as soon as the former had reached the bottom of the 

ravine, he made himself as tall as a church-tower and 

stretched out an arm like a weaver’s beam, and from it 

a hand as large as the inn-table, and exclaimed in a 

voice which resounded like a funeral bell; “Stand on my 

hand and hold yourself steady by my fingers, and you 

will not fall.” 

Peter, trembling, did as he was ordered; took his 

stand on the hand and held on by the fingers of the 

giant. 

Down he went deep and far; and yet, to Peter’s 

astonishment, it did not grow darker; on the contrary, 

the daylight appeared to become brighter in the ravine, 

and his eyes could hardly bear it. 

As Peter descended, Dutch Michael made himself 

small again; and he now stood, in his original stature, in 

front of a house of similar excellence with those 

inhabited by the richer peasants of the Black Forest. 

The room into which Peter was conducted differed 

in no way from that belonging to ordinary mortals, 

except that it seemed very lonely. 

The wooden-cased clock against the wall, the 

immense stove of Dutch tiles, the broad benches, the 

furniture were all the same here as elsewhere. 
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Michael offered him a seat at the table, went out, 

and soon returned bringing a flask of wine and some 

glasses. 

He filled these and then they began to talk. 

Dutch Michael discoursed so much of the 

enjoyments of the world, of foreign countries, of 

beautiful towns and rivers that Peter conceiving a great 

longing to see all these, told the Dutchman so plainly. 

“If you had the courage and strength of body to 

undertake some enterprise, still a few pulsations of 

your silly heart would make you tremble; and then the 

mortifications caused by feelings of honour, by 

misfortune, why should a sensible fellow care for such 

as these? 

Were you annoyed when you were lately called a 

deceiver and a wicked fellow? 

Did it vex you when the bailiff came to turn you out 

of your house? 

What, tell me, what part of you was it that felt 

uncomfortable?” 

“My heart,” said Peter as he pressed his hand on his 

throbbing breast, for it seemed to him as though his 

heart were moving to and fro in anguish. 

“You have,” said Dutch Michael, “do not take it ill 

that I say so, you have thrown away many hundred 

florins on miserable beggars and other unworthy 

peopler of what use has this been to you? 

They have wished you blessings and good health in 

return, but have you been really any more healthy on 

that account? 

For one half of the money you have squandered you 

could have kept a physician. 

Blessing, yes, a pretty blessing, when one is seized 

for debt and thrust out of one’s house! 

And what was it that impelled you to feel in your 

pocket whenever a beggarman took off his ragged hat? 

Your heart, I repeat it, your heart; neither your eyes 

nor your tongue, nor your arms, nor your legs, but your 

heart.” 

“But how can one become so used to this as not to 

feel it? 

I have taken great pains to repress feeling and yet 

my heart will still beat and make me uneasy.” 

“It is true,” replied the other laughing, “that you, 

poor fellow, can do nothing to prevent this, but give me 

your now scarce throbbing heart, and you shall see how 

comfortable you will then feel.” 

“You! my heart!” cried Peter with horror, “I should 

have to die on the spot. 

No, never!” 

“Yes, if one of your surgeons wished to take your 

heart out of your body you would indeed die; but with 

me it is quite a different thing. 

Come here and convince yourself.” 

With these words he stood up, opened the door of a 

room and led Peter inside. 

His heart contracted convulsively as he crossed the 

threshold, but he did not notice it, for the spectacle 

presented to him was both strange and astounding. 

On several wooden shelves were ranged glasses 

filled with transparent fluid and in each of these glasses 

lay a heart, there were also labels on the glasses with 

names written on them which Peter read eagerly. 

There was the heart of the bailiff in T.; the heart of 

fat Ezekiel; the heart of the Dance-room king; the heart 

of the chief forester; there were six hearts of corn-

dealers, eight of recruiting officers, three of brokers; in 

short, this was a collection of the hearts of people held 

in high esteem within a district of twenty hours’ 

journey. 

“See,” said Dutch Michael, “all these have cast aside 

the cares and anxieties of life; none of these hearts 

beat any more with pain or uneasiness, and their 

estimable owners are very comfortable in having 

banished the unquiet guest from their houses.” 

“But what do they carry about within them instead?” 

asked Peter, who felt almost ready to faint at what he 

saw. 

“This,” replied the other, and he extended to him 

from a bag a heart of stone. 

“What,” replied Peter, unable to repress the shudder 

which passed through him, “a heart of marble? 

But hark you, Herr Dutch Michael, this must feel 

very cold lying within one’s breast.” 

“Well, very pleasantly cool; and why should a heart 

be warm? 

In winter its beat is of no use to you; a good cherry 

cordial would be of more good than a warm heart; and 

in summer, when all is so hot and parching, you would 

not believe how cooling such a heart is; whilst, as I 

have said, it never throbs with anguish or fear, with 

foolish pity or any other uncomfortable emotion.” 

“And is this all that you are able to give me?” asked 

Peter discontentedly, “I hoped for money and you 

would give me a stone.” 

“Well, I think that with a hundred thousand florins 

you will have enough for the present; if you manage it 

skilfully you will soon be a millionaire.” 

“A hundred thousand,” cried the poor charcoal-

burner joyfully, “but do not thrust so violently at my 
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heart; we shall soon come to terms with each other; 

well, Michael, give me the stone and the money and 

you may take this pendulum out of its case.” 

“I always thought you were a sensible fellow,” said 

the Dutchman with a friendly smile, “Come let us have 

another glass of wine and then I will count out the 

money to you.” 

They then sat down together over the wine in the 

other room and drank again and again till Peter fell into 

a deep sleep. 

Charcoal-Peter Munk awoke at the joyous sound of 

a post-horn; and behold, he was sitting in a handsome 

carriage, driving along a broad road; and, as he leant 

out of the carriage, he saw the Black Forest lying 

behind him in the blue distance. 

At first he could scarcely believe it was himself who 

was seated in the carriage, for even his clothes were 

no longer the same as those he had worn on the 

previous day. 

However he remembered everything so clearly that 

at last he gave up meditating, and cried, “Charcoal-

Peter Munk am I, that is certain, and none other!” 

He was astonished at himself that he did not feel at 

all melancholy now that he was for the first time 

quitting the quiet home and the forest where he had 

lived so long; not even when he thought of his mother, 

who was sitting helpless, and in misery, did a tear rise 

to his eye nor could he give one sigh; all appeared to 

him matters of such indifference. 

“Ah! truly,” he then said, “tears and sighs, home-

sickness, and melancholy, all come from the heart and, 

thanks to Dutch Michael, mine is cold and of stone.” 

He laid his hand on his breast; all was still there; not 

a throb. 

“If he keep his word as well with the hundred 

thousand florins as he has done about my heart, I shall 

be delighted,” he said, and he began to examine his 

carriage. 

He found clothes of every kind that he could desire, 

but no money; at last, he came upon a pouch and 

discovered several thousand thalers in gold, and bills 

on various houses in different large towns. 

“Now I have all I wish for,” he thought, and he 

seated himself comfortably in a corner of the carriage 

and drove out into the wide world. 

He travelled for two years; gazed out of his carriage 

right and left at all the houses he passed; when he 

stopped he merely looked at the sign of his inn, then 

went out into the town and caused all the objects most 

worthy of note to be shown to him; but nothing gave 

him any pleasure, no pictures, no houses, no music, no 

dancing; his heart had no share in anything and his 

eyes and ears were dulled for all that was beautiful. 

No pleasures now remained to him but those of 

eating, drinking and sleeping, and thus while he was 

travelling about the world he lived without any object, 

eating for amusement and sleeping from ennui. 

Now and then, it is true, he recollected how he had 

been more happy, more gay when he was still poor and 

obliged to work for his bread. 

Then all the beautiful views in the valley, then music 

and singing had given him the greatest delight; then he 

had been for hours long pleased with the simple fare 

that his mother was used to bring him at the kiln. 

When he thought thus of the past, it seemed very 

strange to him that now he could never smile when 

formerly he used to laugh at the slightest joke; now 

when others laughed he would move his lips out of 

courtesy, but his heart never laughed with them. 

He felt that he was indifferent about everything, but 

contented he was not. 

It was not home-sickness nor melancholy, but a 

blank, wearisome, joyless life which at length brought 

him home. 

When he drove from Strasburg and perceived the 

dark forests of his home, when for the first time he 

beheld again the powerful forms, the true, friendly 

faces of the Black Foresters, when his ear caught the 

sounds of home, full, deep but cheering, he put his hand 

quickly to his heart, for his blood flowed faster and he 

fancied that he must needs both weep and rejoice at the 

same time; but — how could he be so foolish? had he 

not a heart of stone, and stone is inanimate and can 

neither weep nor laugh. 

He went first to Dutch Michael who received him 

with his old friendliness of manner. 

“Michael,” he said, “I have now travelled and seen 

everything, but all is uninteresting, and I am weary of 

all. 

It is true that this thing of stone which I carry in my 

heart is a great protection to me, for I am never angry 

and never sad, but then neither do I ever feel any 

pleasure and it seems to me as though I were only half 

alive. 

Could you not make this stone heart capable of 

some little emotion, or, which I would prefer, give me 

back my old heart? 

I had become used to that in the course of five-and-

twenty years, and if sometimes it were a little 

troublesome, yet it was a gay and a merry heart.” 
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The wood-spirit laughed grimly and bitterly, “when, 

you are dead, Peter Munk,” he answered, “you shall no 

longer be without it; then you shall have your soft, 

sensitive heart again, and then you will feel whatever 

arises, be it joy or grief; but in this world it can never 

be yours any more. 

Well, Peter, you have indeed travelled; but in the 

manner in which you lived travelling could not be of 

any use to you. 

Settle yourself now somewhere in the forest, build a 

house, marry, increase your fortune; you only need 

employment; you were wearied because you were idle, 

and now you would lay all the blame on this innocent 

heart.” 

Peter perceived that Michael was right as to the 

punishment of idleness and he devoted himself to 

making himself richer and richer. 

Michael presented him with another hundred 

thousand florins, and parted with him as his true friend. 

The report very soon spread in the Black Forest 

that charcoal-Peter Munk, or gambling Peter had 

returned again and much richer even than before. 

Now all went on as formerly; when he was a beggar 

he was flung out of the door, but now when, on one 

Sunday afternoon, he made his appearance, every one 

shook him by the hand, praised his horse, asked him 

about his journey; and when he sat down again to play 

for hard cash with fat Ezekiel, he stood as high as ever 

in public estimation. 

He did not now carry on the business of glass-

making, but ostensibly traded in timber. 

His principal trade really was in corn and money. 

Half the people in the Black Forest became in debt 

to him by degrees; he lent money at ten per cent or 

sold corn at three times its value to the poor who could 

not pay. 

He was now firm friends with the bailiff, and if any 

one could not pay Herr Peter Munk to the day, the 

bailiff would ride out with his officials, value the house 

and goods, sell them instantly and turn father, mother 

and children into the forest. 

At first, this caused rich Peter some annoyance; for 

the poor people who were ruined besieged his door in 

numbers, the men entreated for forbearance, the 

women endeavoured to soften his stony heart, and the 

children moaned for a piece of bread; but when he had 

provided himself with a couple of good mastiffs this 

“cats-music,” as he called it, quickly ceased; for he 

whistled and hounded on his dogs, and the poor people 

fled with cries. 

But his greatest encumbrance was the “Old 

Woman”; who, however, was none other than Frau 

Munkin, Peter’s mother; she had fallen into poverty and 

misery when his house and premises had been sold; 

and her son, when he returned rich, had no longer paid 

any attention to her; old, weak, and infirm, she now 

sometimes came to a tree in front of the house; further 

she never ventured, for once he had sent her away; it 

was a grief to her to be obliged to live on the 

benevolence of other people because her own son had 

condemned her to a neglected old age. 

But his cold heart was never touched by the sight of 

the pale, familiar features, by the imploring glances, by 

the withered out-stretched hand, by the tottering form; 

and when, on Saturday evening, she would knock at the 

door he would sulkily pull out a small coin, fold it in a 

piece of paper, and send it out by a servant; he then 

heard her trembling voice, as she spoke her thanks and 

wished that he might prosper in the world; he heard her 

glide coughing from the door, but he thought no more 

about her except that he had spent the money to no 

purpose. 

At length, Peter resolved upon marrying; he knew 

that any father in the whole Black Forest would 

willingly give him his daughter; but he was difficult to 

please; for he wished that, in this matter, every one 

should praise his good fortune and good sense. 

He, therefore, rode throughout the whole forest, and 

looked now here, now there; but none of the fair 

maidens of the Black Forest seemed to him to be lovely 

enough. 

At length, after he had sought in vain in every 

dancing-room for the fairest of her sex, he heard one 

day that the most beautiful and most virtuous girl in the 

whole forest was the daughter of a poor wood-cutter. 

She was living quietly and in seclusion, taking care 

of her father’s house with skill and industry; and she 

never allowed herself to be seen at dances, not even at 

fair-time or Whitsuntide. 

When Peter heard of this marvel of the forest, he 

resolved to pay his addresses to her and rode to her 

hut which had been pointed out to him. 

The father of the lovely Elisabeth received the 

grand gentleman with astonishment, and was still more 

amazed when he heard that was the wealthy Herr Peter 

who wished to become his son-in-law. 

He did not take long to consider, for he thought that 

all his poverty and anxiety would now come to an end; 

he agreed without even asking Elisabeth, and the good 

child was so docile that she became Frau Peter Munkin 
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without making any opposition. 

But the poor girl did not fare so well as she had 

dreamed. 

She thought she understood her household duties 

thoroughly, yet she could not give satisfaction to Herr 

Peter. 

She was compassionate to the poor; and as her 

husband was rich, she thought that it could be no sin to 

give a penny to a poor beggar woman, or something to 

drink to an old man; but when Herr Peter saw her do 

this one day, he said in a rough voice, and with angry 

looks; “Why are you wasting my property on beggars 

and tramps? 

What did you bring with you into the house that you 

should be giving away? 

The beggar’s staff of your father would scarce 

suffice to warm up one supper, and you throw money 

about as if you were a princess. 

If I catch you doing this again you shall feel the 

weight of my arm.” 

The lovely Elisabeth wept in her own room over the 

harsh disposition of her husband, and she often wished 

that she were at home in her father’s poor hut rather 

than living with the wealthy, but stingy and hard 

hearted Peter. 

Oh! if she had known that he had a heart of marble, 

and that he was not able to love her nor any one, truly 

she would not have been surprised. 

But now whenever she was sitting at the door and a 

beggar man passed and took off his hat and began his 

moan, she would shut her eyes tightly that she might 

not see his misery, and clench her hand firmly lest she 

should involuntarily put it into her pocket and bring out 

a copper coin. 

Thus it came to pass that the beautiful Elisabeth was 

decried throughout the whole forest, and that she was 

said to be even more stingy than Peter Munk. 

One day Frau Elisabeth was sitting in front of her 

house, spinning and humming a song; for she felt gay 

because the weather was fine and because Herr Peter 

had ridden out into the fields. 

It happened that a little old man was passing that 

way, carrying a large, heavy sack, and already in the 

distance she could hear him panting. 

Frau Elisabeth looked at him with compassion, and 

thought that so old and so small a man ought not to be 

thus heavily laden. 

Meanwhile the little man approached, staggering and 

out of breath; and when just opposite to Frau Elisabeth, 

he almost fell beneath the weight of the sack. 

“Oh! have pity on me, lady, and give me just one 

drink of water,” said the little man, “I cannot go any 

further and am fainting away!” 

“But at your age you ought not to carry such heavy 

burdens,” said Frau Elisabeth. 

“That would be true if I were not by reason of my 

poverty obliged to go on errands to gain my livelihood,” 

replied he; “ah! so rich a lady as you, does not know 

how poverty presses, nor how grateful is something 

cool to drink, in such a heat.” 

When she heard this, she hastened into the house, 

took a pitcher from the shelf and filled it with water; 

but when she came back, and was within a few steps of 

the little man, and saw how he was sitting on the sack, 

in such sorrow and misery, she felt deep compassion 

for him; and remembering that her husband was not in 

the house, she put the pitcher of water on one side, 

took a cup and filled it with wine, placed a large piece 

of rye bread on it and brought them to the old man. 

“Here, a draught of wine will do you more good than 

water at your great age,” said she; “but do not drink it 

too quickly and eat the bread with it.” 

The little man looked at her in astonishment till 

large tears stood in his eyes; he drank it, and then said, 

“I am old, but I have seen very few people who are so 

full of pity and who know how to bestow their gifts so 

generously and so heartily as you, Frau Elisabeth; you 

will prosper for this even on earth, such a heart does 

not remain unrewarded.” 

“No! and she shall receive her reward on the spot,” 

cried an awful voice; she looked round, and there was 

Herr Peter with a face red as fire; “and you pour out 

my best wine for beggars and my own cup you put to 

the lips of tramps; yes, take your reward.” 

Frau Elisabeth started to her feet and implored 

forgiveness, but the heart of stone knew no pity; he 

swung round the whip that he held in his hand and 

struck her so heavily with the ebony handle on her 

beautiful forehead that she sank lifeless into the arms 

of the old man. 

When Peter saw this he seemed to repent of the 

deed on the spot; he stooped down to see whether 

some life did not remain in her, but the little man said in 

a well-known voice; “Do not trouble yourself, 

charcoal-Peter, she was the fairest and loveliest flower 

in the Black Forest, but you have crushed her and she 

will never bloom again.” 

The blood left Peter’s cheeks and he said, “Then it 

is you, Herr Treasure-keeper; well, what is done is 

done and it was destined to be so. 
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But I hope you will not denounce me to justice as a 

murderer.” 

“Miserable wretch,” replied the little glass-man, 

“how would it benefit me to bring your mortal body to 

the gallows? it is not earthly judgment that you have to 

fear, but another and far more severe, since you have 

sold your soul to the Evil one.” 

“And if I did sell my heart,” cried Peter, “no one is 

to blame for it but you, and your deceitful gifts; you 

treacherous spirit! you led me on to destruction, you 

drove me to seek help from another and on you lies the 

whole responsibility.” 

But he had scarcely uttered these words when the 

little glass-man began to grow and increase in his 

proportions, becoming tall and large; his eyes grew as 

big as a plate and his mouth like a heated oven from 

which flames burst forth. 

Peter threw himself on his knees and his stony heart 

did not protect him from trembling like an aspen in 

every limb. 

The wood-spirit seized him by the neck with claws 

like those of a vulture, whirled him round as the wind 

does a dead leaf and threw him to the ground till his 

ribs cracked again. 

“Worm of earth!” he cried in a voice which rolled 

like thunder, “I could annihilate you if I would, for you 

have sinned against the lord of the forest; but for the 

sake of this dead lady who gave me food, and drink I 

will grant you eight days respite. 

If you do not then return into the right path I will 

come again and grind your bones to powder and you 

shall go hence in your sins.” 

It was evening when some men who were passing 

discovered rich Peter Munk lying on the ground. 

They turned him over and tried to see whether any 

life were left in him, but for a long time their efforts to 

restore him were in vain. 

At length one of them went into the house, brought 

out some water and sprinkled him with it. 

Peter then drew a long breath, groaned and opened 

his eyes; he looked about him for some time and then 

asked for Frau Elisabeth, but no one had seen her. 

He thanked the men for their help, went quietly into 

the house and looked all around, but Frau Elisabeth was 

neither in the cellar nor upstairs, and that which he had 

deemed a fearful dream proved a bitter reality. 

Now that he was so completely alone, strange 

thoughts came into his mind; he was afraid of nothing, 

for his heart was still so cold; but when he thought of 

the death of his wife, thoughts of his own death 

followed, and how he must pass into another world 

heavily laden, laden with the tears of the poor, with the 

thousand curses which had been unable to soften his 

heart, with the woes of the miserable creatures upon 

whom he had hounded his dogs; laden with the silent 

despair of his mother, with the blood of fair, good 

Elisabeth; and, even in this world, what satisfaction 

would he be able to give to the old man, her father, 

when he should come and ask, “Where is my daughter, 

thy wife?” 

How would he bear the questions of that Other to 

Whom all forests, seas, mountains, and the life of man 

belong? 

He was tormented even at night in his dreams, and 

at every moment he was awoke by a sweet voice which 

cried to him, “Peter, get a warm heart for yourself,” 

then when he woke he would quickly close his eyes 

again, for the voice seemed to be that of Frau Elisabeth 

who was giving him this admonition. 

On the following day he went to the inn to distract 

his thoughts and there he met fat Ezekiel. 

He seated himself beside him; they talked of this 

thing and that; of the fine weather, of the taxes, of the 

war, and at last of death, and how here and there one 

and another had died so suddenly. 

Peter then asked the fat man what he thought of 

death and of what came after it? 

Ezekiel replied that the body was buried, but that 

the soul either went up to heaven or down to hell. 

“Then is the heart buried also?” inquired Peter 

anxiously. 

“Yes, certainly; that is also buried.” 

“But suppose one has not one’s heart?” continued 

Peter. 

At these words Ezekiel looked at him with horror, 

“What do you mean by that? 

Are you jesting with me? 

Do you mean to say that I have no heart?” 

“Oh, heart enough; as firm as a stone,” replied 

Peter. 

Ezekiel stared at him with wonder, looked round to 

see whether any one was within hearing and then said, 

“How do you know that? 

But perhaps your own has left off throbbing?” 

“It throbs no more; at least not here in my own 

breast,” answered Peter Munk, “but tell me, since you 

know now what I mean, what will happen to our 

hearts?” 

“Why should this concern you, friend?” said Ezekiel 

smiling, “You have plenty to live on in this world and 
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that is enough. 

This is exactly one thing that is so convenient with 

our cold hearts, that no feeling of fear troubles us at 

thoughts of death.” 

“Very true; but still one thinks; and although I do not 

now know what fear is, I remember well how much I 

dreaded hell when I was a little innocent boy.” 

“Well, nothing good will come to us,” said Ezekiel; “I 

once asked a schoolmaster about it and he told me that 

after death, men’s hearts were weighed to see how 

heavy they had become through sin. 

The light hearts rose, the heavy sank and I fancy 

our stones will be a good weight.” 

“Certainly so,” said Peter, “and I often feel 

uncomfortable that my heart should be so unconcerned 

and indifferent when I think of such things.” 

Thus they conversed; but on the next night, Peter 

five or six times heard the familiar voice whisper in his 

ear, “Peter, get a warm heart for yourself.” 

He felt no penitence for having killed his wife, but 

when he said to the servants that she had gone on a 

journey, he always thought, “And whither may she have 

travelled?” 

Six days passed thus, and at night he always heard 

this voice and always thought of the forest-spirit and of 

his fearful threat; but on the seventh morning he sprang 

up from his bed and exclaimed, “Now then I will see 

whether I can procure a warmer heart; for the 

senseless stone in my breast makes life wearisome and 

desolate.” 

He put on his best clothes, hastily mounted his 

horse and rode to the pine-grove. 

In the pine-grove, at the spot where the trees grew 

thickly he dismounted, made his horse fast, and went 

with rapid steps to the summit of the hill; and as he 

stood before the large pine-tree he began his 

incantation: 

“Hearken, thou for ages past 
Master of the forest vast! 
Thou, whose treasured gold is laid 
Deep beneath the pine’s green shade 
Thou, whose elfin form is shown 
To the Sunday-born alone!” 
The little glass-man came out; not with a kind and 

friendly aspect as before, but grave and sorrowful. 

He wore a little coat of black glass, and a long crape 

streamer fluttered from his hat. 

Peter well knew for whom he mourned. 

“What would you of me, Peter Munk?” he asked in a 

hollow voice. 

“I have still one wish left, Herr Treasure-keeper,” 

answered Peter with down-cast eyes. 

“Can hearts of stone wish then?” said the other; 

“You have everything that you can need for your evil 

disposition and I shall not readily grant your wish.” 

“But you promised me three wishes and I have still 

one left.” 

“I can deny it if it is foolish,” replied the forest-

spirit; “however I will hear what you would say.” 

“Then take the dead stone from me and give me my 

living heart,” said Peter. 

“Was it I who made the bargain with you?” said the 

little glass-man, “Am I Dutch Michael who has tons of 

wealth and cold hearts? 

Go, you must search for your heart with him.” 

“Alas, he will never give it back,” answered Peter. 

“Bad as you are you make me sorry for you,” said 

the little man after a moment’s reflection, “Since your 

wish is not a foolish one I cannot at least refuse my 

help. 

Listen then; you can never obtain your heart by 

force, only by stratagem; that may perhaps not be 

difficult, for Michael is still but stupid Michael, although 

he is so wise in his own eyes. 

Go then straight to him and do as I tell you.” 

He now instructed Peter in all that he should do, and 

gave him a little cross of pure glass. 

“He cannot deprive you of life, and he will let you 

go free if you hold this to him and pray to it; then, if 

you receive what you desire, come back to me at this 

spot.” 

Peter Munk took the little cross, imprinted all the 

words on his memory and proceeded to Dutch 

Michael’s dwelling. 

He called him by name three times, and immediately 

the giant stood before him. 

“So you have killed your wife,” the giant exclaimed 

with a hideous laugh, “and it was well done; for she 

would have given all your fortune to the beggars; 

however, you must go out of the country for a time; for 

when it is found out there will be a noise made about it. 

I suppose you need money, and are come to seek 

it?” 

“You have guessed rightly,” answered Peter, “and a 

great deal this time, for it is a long way to America.” 

Michael went first and conducted Peter into his 

house. 

There he opened a chest in which was a store of 

money and took out whole rouleaus of gold. 

Whilst he was counting them out on the table, Peter 
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said, “You are a rogue, Michael, for you have deceived 

me; I wished to have a stone instead of my heart and 

that you should have my heart.” 

“And is it not so?” asked Michael in astonishment; 

“can you feel your heart? 

Is it not as cold as ice? 

Have you any sensation of fear, or grief, or of 

repentance?” 

“You have only made my heart stand still; it is 

within my breast the same as formerly, and so is that of 

Ezekiel who told me you had deceived us; you are not 

the man who could tear the heart out of one’s breast 

without danger and without our knowing it; to do that 

you would be obliged to use enchantment.” 

“But I assure you,” cried Michael sullenly, “that you 

and Ezekiel and all rich people who deal with me have 

these cold hearts, and I have their real hearts here in 

my room.” 

“Ah, how glibly falsehood comes from your tongue!” 

smiled Peter, “you would impose upon any one. 

Do you think that in my travels I have not met with 

similar artifices by the dozen? 

The hearts here in your room are all imitations in 

wax; you are a wealthy fellow, I admit, but an 

enchanter you are not.” 

The giant grew furious and burst open the door of 

the room. 

“Come in, and read the labels; there, that is Peter 

Munk’s heart; do you see how it throbs, could one make 

that of wax?” 

“And yet it is of wax,” answered Peter, “a real heart 

does not beat like that, and I have mine still within my 

breast; no, you cannot use enchantment.” 

“But I will prove it to you,” cried the other angrily, 

“you shall feel for yourself that this is your heart.” 

He took it, tore open Peter’s jacket, took the stone 

out of his breast and showed it to him. 

Then he took the heart, breathed on it, and put it 

carefully in its proper place. 

Peter immediately felt how it throbbed and how he 

was able again to rejoice thereat. 

“How do you feel now?” asked Michael smiling. 

“Assuredly you are quite right,” answered Peter, 

taking his little cross carefully out of his pocket, “I 

could not have believed that such a thing could have 

been done.” 

“Was it not true? and true that I can use 

enchantment? but come, now I will put the stone back 

for you.” 

“Softly, Herr Michael!” cried Peter, retreating a step 

and holding the little cross towards him; “Mice can be 

caught with bacon, and this time you are the person 

deceived,” and immediately he began to pray in the 

first words that he remembered. 

Michael now became gradually smaller and smaller, 

fell down and wriggled about like a worm, sighing and 

groaning whilst all the hearts that were around them 

beat and throbbed till the sound was like that in a 

watchmaker’s shop. 

Peter was afraid and began to feel very 

uncomfortable; he ran out of the room and out of the 

house; and, urged forward by alarm, he climbed up the 

wall of rock, for he heard how Michael had risen and 

how he was stamping and sending imprecations after 

him. 

When he reached the top he ran towards the pine-

grove; a fearful storm now arose; the lightning played 

around him right and left, rending the trees; but he 

arrived safely within the territory of the little glass-

man. 

His heart throbbed with joy; joy that it was able to 

throb. 

He now looked back with as much horror on his past 

life as on the storm which had desolated the beautiful 

forest behind him. 

He thought of Frau Elisabeth, his good and beautiful 

wife whom he had killed from avarice; he appeared to 

himself to be an outcast among men; and when he 

reached the hill belonging to the little glass-man, he 

was weeping violently. 

The treasure-keeper was seated under the pine-

tree smoking his little pipe, but he looked more 

cheerful than before. 

“Why are you weeping, charcoal-Peter?” he asked, 

“Have you not recovered your heart? is that cold stone 

still within your breast?” 

“Alas, sir!” sighed Peter, “when I bore within me 

that cold heart of stone I never wept; my eyes were as 

dry as the country is in July; but now my old heart is 

almost broken on account of what I have done. 

I have hurried my debtors into misery; I have set my 

dogs at the poor and — but you yourself know how my 

whip fell on that beautiful forehead.” 

“Peter, you have been a great sinner,” said the little 

man, “money and idleness were your ruin, so that your 

heart became turned to stone and no longer knew 

either joy or suffering, penitence or pity. 

But repentance atones for much; and if I were sure 

that your past life were really a source of grief to you, I 

might be able to do something for you.” 
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“I wish for nothing more,” said Peter drooping his 

head mournfully, “all is over with me now, life has no 

joys left for me; what should I do all alone in the world? 

my mother can never forgive me for my conduct to her, 

and perhaps I have brought her to the grave; monster 

that I am! and Elisabeth, my wife — rather kill me, Herr 

Treasure-keeper, and put an end to my miserable 

existence at once.” 

“Well,” replied the little man, “if you wish for 

nothing else you can have that, for I have my axe at 

hand.” 

He then quietly took his little pipe out of his mouth, 

put it out, and replaced it in his pocket. 

He rose slowly and went behind the pine-tree. 

Peter sat weeping on the grass; his life was no 

longer of any value to him, and he patiently awaited his 

death stroke. 

In a few minutes he heard gentle steps behind him 

and thought, “now he is coming.” 

“Look up once more, Peter Munk,” cried the little 

man. 

Peter dashed the tears from his eyes, looked round 

and saw — his mother and Elisabeth, his wife, who 

were gazing at him tenderly. 

He sprang up joyfully, “Then you are not dead, 

Elisabeth? and you also are here, mother, and have you 

forgiven me?” 

“They will forgive you,” said the little glass-man, 

“because you feel true repentance, and all shall be 

forgotten. 

Now go home to your father’s hut and be a 

charcoal-burner as formerly. 

If you are a true and honest man, you will be an 

honour to your trade, and your neighbours will love and 

respect you more than if you had ten tons of gold.” 

With these words the little glass-man took leave of 

them. 

The three praised and blessed him, and then went 

home. 

The magnificent house of the wealthy Peter was no 

longer standing; the lightning had struck it and burnt all 

his treasures; but his paternal hut was not far distant. 

They turned their steps thither, and the great loss 

Peter had sustained did not distress them. 

But how astonished they were when they reached 

the hut! 

It had become a beautiful farm-house and 

everything in it was simple but neat and good. 

“The kind little glass-man has done this,” cried 

Peter. 

“How beautiful!” said Frau Elisabeth, “and all here 

looks to me so much more comfortable than in the large 

house with our numerous servants.” 

From this time forth Peter Munk became an 

industrious, true-hearted man. 

He was contented with that which he had, and 

followed his business cheerfully; and thus it happened 

that prospering by his own exertions, he became 

beloved and respected throughout the whole forest. 

He no more quarrelled with Frau Elisabeth, he 

honoured his mother and relieved the poor who 

knocked at his door. 

When after a year and a day Frau Elisabeth 

presented him with a handsome boy, Peter went to the 

pine-grove and repeated his incantation. 

But the little glass-man did not show himself. 

“Herr Treasure-keeper,” cried Peter aloud, “pray, 

listen to me; I wish for nothing but to ask you to be 

Godfather to my little son.” 

Still there was no answer, only a breath of wind 

sighed through the pines making some cones to fall 

down on the grass. 

“Then since you will not allow yourself to be seen, I 

will take these with me as a remembrance,” cried 

Peter, and he put the cones into his pocket and went 

home. 

But when he reached home and took off his Sunday 

jacket, and his mother turned the pockets inside out 

before putting it by in the chest, four grand rolls of 

money fell out and when they opened them, they were 

all good new thalers, not one bad coin among them. 

And this was a Godfather’s present from the man of 

the pine-forest to little Peter. 

Thus they lived on quietly and happily; and often in 

after years when Peter Munk had become grey, he 

would say, “It is better to be content with a little than 

to have gold and wealth and a ‘COLD HEART.’” 

 

* * * 
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CLOCK-MAKING 

CLOCKS 

CLOSE 

CLOSED 
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DANCING-ROOMS 

DANGER 

DANGEROUS 

DARE 

DARED 

DARING 

DARK 

DARK-COLORED 

DARKER 

DARKNESS 

DART 

DARTED 

DARTING 

DASH 

DASHED 

DATE 

DATES 

DAUGHTER 

DAUGHTERS 

DAWN 

DAY 

DAYLIGHT 

DAYS 

DAYTIME 

DAZZLED 

DEAD 

DEADENED 

DEADLY 

DEAL 

DEALERS 

DEALING 

DEALINGS 

DEALT 

DEAR 

DEARER 

DEAREST 

DEATH 

DEATH-BLOW 

DEBAUCHEES 

DEBAUCHERY 

DEBT 

DEBTOR 

DEBTORS 

DEBTS 

DECAY 

DECAYING 

DECEASE 

DECEITFUL 

DECEIVE 

DECEIVED 

DECEIVER 

DECENT 

DECIDE 

DECIDED 

DECKED 

DECLARED 

DECLINE 

DECRIED 

DEED 

DEEMED 

DEEP 

DEEPER 

DEEPLY 

DEFECT 

DEFEND 

DEFENDED 

DEFILE 

DEFY 

DEGRADING 

DEGREE 

DEGREES 

DELAY 

DELIBERATED 

DELIBERATION 

DELICACY 

DELICATE 

DELIGHT 

DELIGHTED 

DELL 

DELUDE 

DELUSIVE 

DEMAND 

DEMANDED 

DEMON 

DEMONS 

DENIED 

DENOUNCE 

DENOUNCING 

DENSE 

DENY 

DEPART 

DEPARTED 

DEPARTURE 

DEPEND 

DEPENDENT 

DEPENDS 

DEPRAVITY 

DEPRIVE 

DEPRIVED 

DEPTH 

DESCEND 

DESCENDED 

DESCENDING 

DESCRIBED 

DESCRIBING 

DESCRIED 

DESCRIPTION 

DESERTED 

DESERTS 

DESIRE 

DESIRED 

DESIRES 

DESIROUS 

DESOLATE 

DESOLATED 

DESPAIR 

DESPERATE 

DESPISE 

DESPISING 

DESPONDENCY 

DESPONDENT 

DESTINED 

DESTROYED 

DESTROYING 

DESTRUCTION 

DETAINED 

DETERMINE 

DETERMINED 

DEVIL 

DEVOID 

DEVOTE 

DEVOTED 

DEVOTION 

DEXTERITY 

DIAMETER 

DICE 

DICING 

DID 

DIDN'T 

DIE 

DIED 

DIFFER 

DIFFERED 

DIFFERENCE 

DIFFERENT 

DIFFERING 

DIFFERS 

DIFFICULT 

DIFFICULTIES 

DIFFICULTY 

DIGNIFIED 

DIGNITY 

DILATE 

DILEMMA 

DILIGENTLY 

DIMENSIONS 

DIMINISHED 

DINED 

DIRE 

DIRECT 

DIRECTED 

DIRECTION 

DIRECTIONS 

DIRECTLY 

DIRT 

DIRTY 

DISADVANTAGE 

DISAPPEAR 

DISAPPEARED 

DISCOMFORT 

DISCONSOLATELY 

DISCONTENTEDLY 

DISCOURSED 

DISCOURSES 

DISCOVER 

DISCOVERED 

DISCRETION 

DISGRACEFUL 

DISH 

DISHES 

DISHONEST 

DISHONOR 

DISLIKE 

DISMAY 

DISMAYED 

DISMISSED 

DISMOUNTED 

DISORDER 

DISPERSED 

DISPLACED 

DISPLAYED 

DISPLEASURE 

DISPOSE 

DISPOSED 

DISPOSING 

DISPOSITION 

DISREGARDING 

DISSIPATE 

DISSIPATED 

DISSUADE 

DISSUADED 

DISTAFF 

DISTAFFS 

DISTANCE 

DISTANT 

DISTINCT 

DISTINCTIVE 

DISTINCTLY 

DISTINGUISH 

DISTINGUISHED 

DISTORTED 

DISTRACT 

DISTRAIN 

DISTRAINED 

DISTRAINS 

DISTRESS 

DISTRESSED 
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DOMESTIC 

DON'T 

DONE 

DONNED 

DOOR 

DOORS 
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DRAWING 

DRAWN 

DREAD 

DREADED 

DREADFUL 

DREADFULLY 

DREAM 

DREAMED 
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EXTENDING 

EXTINGUISHED 

EXTRA 

EXTRAORDINARV 
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EXTREME 
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FARTHER 

FARTHING 

FARTHINGS 

FASHION 

FASHIONING 

FAST 

FASTENED 

FASTENING 

FASTER 

FASTIDIOUS 

FAT 

FATAL 

FATE 

FATHER 

FATHER'S 

FATIGUE 

FATIGUED 

FATTEST 

FAULT 

FAVOR 

FAVOUR 

FAVOURITES 

FEAR 

FEARED 

FEARFUL 

FEARFULLY 

FEARLESS 

FEARS 

FEATS 

FEATURES 

FED 

FEEBLE 

FEEL 

FEELING 

FEELINGS 

FEELS 

FEET 

FEIGNED 

FELL 

FELLED 

FELLING 

FELLOW 

FELLOWS 

FELLS 

FELT 

FESTIVAL 

FESTIVALS 

FESTIVITIES 

FETCH 

FETCHED 

FETCHING 

FEW 

FIB 

FIDDLERS 

FIELDS 

FIERCE 

FIFTEEN 

FIG 

FIGURE 

FIGURES 

FIGURINGS 

FILL 

FILLED 

FILLING 

FINALLY 

FIND 

FINDING 

FINDS 

FINE 

FINE-LOOKING 

FINEST 

FINGER 

FINGERS 

FINISHED 

FIR 

FIR-APPLES 

FIR-CONES 

FIR-RESIN 

FIRE 

FIRED 

FIREPLACE 

FIREWOOD 

FIRM 

FIRMER 

FIRMLY 

FIRST 

FIRST-RATE 

FISH 

FISHED 

FISTS 

FIT 

FITS 

FIVE 

FIVE-AND-TWENTY 

FIVE-FOOT 

FIVES 

FIXED 

FLAME 

FLAMES 

FLAPPING 

FLASH 

FLASHED 

FLASK 

FLATLY 

FLATTERING 

FLAY 

FLED 

FLEECE 

FLEW 

FLEXIBLE 

FLIGHT 

FLOAT 

FLOATED 

FLOATING 

FLOATS 

FLOOR 

FLORINS 

FLOURISHING 

FLOURY 

FLOWED 

FLOWER 

FLOWN 

FLUID 

FLUNG 

FLUTTERED 

FLUTTERING 

FLY 

FLYING 

FOAMING 

FOLD 

FOLDED 

FOLDS 

FOLK 

FOLKS 

FOLLOW 

FOLLOWED 

FOLLOWING 

FOLLOWS 

FOLLY 

FOOD 

FOOL 

FOOLISH 

FOOLISHLY 

FOOLISHNESS 

FOOT 

FOOT-PATH 

FOOT-RULES 

FOOTING 

FOOTSTEP 

FOOTSTEPS 

FOR 

FORBADE 

FORBEARANCE 

FORBIDDEN 

FORCE 

FORCED 

FORCIBLY 

FORCING 

FOREHEAD 

FOREIGN 

FOREMOST 

FOREST 

FOREST'S 

FOREST-GIANTS 

FOREST-KEEPER 

FOREST-KING 

FOREST-SPIRIT 

FORESTER 

FORESTERS 

FORESTMAN 

FORESTS 

FORETOLD 

FORGET 

FORGIVE 

FORGIVEN 

FORGIVENESS 

FORGOT 

FORGOTTEN 

FORKS 

FORM 

FORMED 

FORMER 

FORMERLY 

FORMS 

FORSOOK 

FORSOOTH 

FORT 

FORTH 

FORTHWITH 

FORTUNATE 

FORTUNATELY 

FORTUNE 

FORTUNES 

FORWARD 

FOUL 

FOUND 

FOUNDER 

FOUR 

FOURFOLD 

FRAGMENT 

FRAGRANCE 

FRAME 
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FRANK 

FRAU 

FREAK 

FREE 

FREELY 

FREER 

FRENZY 

FREQUENT 

FREQUENTED 

FREQUENTING 

FREQUENTLY 

FRESH 

FRIEND 

FRIENDLESSNESS 

FRIENDLINESS 

FRIENDLY 

FRIENDS 

FRIENDSHIP 

FRIGHT 

FRIGHTEN 

FRIGHTENED 

FRIGHTFUL 

FRO 

FROM 

FRONT 

FRUGAL 

FRUITLESS 

FUEL 

FULFIL 

FULL 

FULL-GROWN 

FULLY 

FUN 

FUNDS 

FUNERAL 

FUR 

FURIOUS 

FURIOUSLY 

FURNACE 

FURNISHED 

FURNITURE 

FURROWS 

FURTHER 

FURY 

FUSS 

FUTURE 

GAIN 

GAINED 

GAINS 

GAINSAY 

GAIT 

GALA-DRESS 

GALLOWS 

GAMBLE 

GAMBLED 

GAMBLER 

GAMBLERS 

GAMBLING 

GAME 

GANG 

GAPING 

GARB 

GARMENTS 

GASPED 

GATHER 

GAVE 

GAY 

GAZE 

GAZED 

GAZING 

GENERAL 

GENERALITY 

GENERALLY 

GENEROSITY 

GENEROUS 

GENEROUSLY 

GENTEEL 

GENTLE 

GENTLEMAN 

GENTLEMEN 

GENTLY 

GENUINE 

GERMAN 

GET 

GETS 

GETTING 

GIANT 

GIANT'S 

GIANTS 

GIDDY 

GIFT 

GIFTS 

GIGANTIC 

GIGGLE 

GIGGLING 

GIRL 

GIRLS 

GIRTH 

GIVE 

GIVEN 

GIVES 

GIVING 

GLAD 

GLADDENED 

GLADLY 

GLANCE 

GLANCED 

GLANCES 

GLANCING 

GLARE 

GLARING 

GLASS 

GLASS-BLOWER 

GLASS-BLOWERS 

GLASS-BLOWING 

GLASS-FACTORY 

GLASS-HOUSE 

GLASS-MAKER 

GLASS-MAKERS 

GLASS-MAKING 

GLASS-MAN 

GLASS-MAN'S 

GLASS-MEN 

GLASS-PIPE 

GLASS-WORKER 

GLASSES 

GLEAMING 

GLEE 

GLEN 

GLIBLY 

GLIDE 

GLIDED 

GLIMPSE 

GLISTENING 

GLITT'RING 

GLOBE 

GLOOM 

GLOOMILY 

GLOOMY 

GLOW 

GLUTTONY 

GO 

GOD 

GOD-CHILD 

GOD-FATHER 

GOD-FATHER'S 

GODFATHER 

GODFATHER'S 

GOES 

GOING 

GOLD 

GOLDEN 

GONE 

GOOD 

GOOD-BY 

GOOD-BYE 

GOOD-EVENING 

GOOD-HEARTED 

GOOD-MORNING 

GOOD-NATURED 

GOOD-NIGHT 

GOODLY 

GOODNESS 

GOODS 

GOT 

GRABBED 

GRACE 

GRACEFUL 

GRACIOUS 

GRACIOUSLY 

GRADUALLY 

GRAND 

GRAND-CHILDREN 

GRANDCHILDREN 

GRANDEST 

GRANDEUR 

GRANDFATHER 

GRANDLY 

GRANDPAPA 

GRANT 

GRANTED 

GRANTING 

GRAPE 

GRAPE-SHOT 

GRASP 

GRASPING 

GRASS 

GRATEFUL 

GRATITUDE 

GRAVE 

GRAVEL 

GRAVELLY 

GRAVELY 

GRAVITY 

GRAY-HEADED 

GRAYBEARD 

GREASY 

GREAT 

GREATER 

GREATEST 

GREATLY 

GREEN 

GREETING 

GRETCHEN 

GRETE 

GREW 

GREY 

GRIEF 

GRIEVED 

GRIEVOUSLY 

GRIM 

GRIMLY 

GRIN 

GRIND 

GRINNING 

GRIP 

GROANED 

GROANING 

GROANS 

GROUND 

GROUP 

GROVE 

GROW 

GROWL 

GROWN 

GROWN-UP 

GROWNUP 

GRUDGINGLY 

GRUEL 

GRUFF 

GRUMBLING 

GRUMBLINGLY 

GRUNTED 

GUARD 

GUESSED 

GUEST 

GUESTS 

GUIDANCE 

GUIDE 

GUIDING 

GUILDER 

GUILDERS 

GUILE 

GUST 

HA 

HABIT 

HABITS 

HAD 

HAFT 

HAIR 
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HALF 

HALF-DREAMING 

HALT 

HALTED 

HAND 

HAND-BREADTH 

HAND-IN-GLOVE 

HANDFUL 

HANDFULS 

HANDLE 

HANDLED 

HANDS 

HANDSOME 

HANDSOMELY 

HANDSOMEST 

HANG 

HANGMAN 

HAPPEN 

HAPPENED 

HAPPENS 

HAPPIER 

HAPPILY 

HAPPINESS 

HAPPY 

HARD 

HARD-HEARTED 

HARDEST 

HARDLY 

HARK 

HARM 

HARMLESS 

HARMONIOUS 

HARSH 

HARSHNESS 

HAS 

HAST 

HASTE 

HASTENED 

HASTILY 

HASTY 

HAT 

HATED 

HATH 

HATS 

HAUGHTY 

HAUNT 

HAUNTED 

HAUNTING 

HAUNTS 

HAVE 

HAVEN'T 

HAVING 

HAY 

HAZARD 

HE 

HEAD 

HEADS 

HEALTH 

HEALTHIER 

HEALTHY 

HEAPS 

HEAR 

HEARD 

HEARING 

HEARKEN 

HEARS 

HEARSAY 

HEART 

HEART'S 

HEARTED 

HEARTILY 

HEARTLESSNESS 

HEARTS 

HEARTY 

HEAT 

HEATED 

HEATHCOCK 

HEAVE 

HEAVEN 

HEAVENS 

HEAVILY 

HEAVING 

HEAVY 

HEED 

HEELS 

HEIGHT 

HEIR 

HEIRS 

HELD 

HELL 

HELP 

HELPED 

HELPLESS 

HELPMEET 

HELPS 

HENCE 

HENCEFORTH 

HENCEFORWARD 

HER 

HERE 

HERE'S 

HEREABOUTS 

HEREAFTER 

HERR 

HERSELF 

HESITATE 

HESITATED 

HESITATION 

HEW 

HEWED 

HEWING 

HEZEKIEL 

HIDEOUS 

HIDES 

HIGH 

HIGH-SPIRITED 

HIGHER 

HIGHEST 

HIGHLY 

HIGHWAY 

HILL 

HIM 

HIMSELF 

HIND 

HIRED 

HIS 

HISTORY 

HIT 

HITHERTO 

HO 

HOARSE 

HOBGOBLINS 

HOLD 

HOLDING 

HOLIDAY 

HOLLAND 

HOLLANDER 

HOLLOW 

HOLY-DAY 

HOME 

HOME-SICKNESS 

HOMELY 

HOMES 

HOMEWARDS 

HONEST 

HONESTLY 

HONESTY 

HONOR 

HONORABLE 

HONORED 

HONOUR 

HONOURED 

HOPE 

HOPED 

HOPES 

HORIZON 

HORN 

HORRIBLE 

HORRID 

HORRIFIED 

HORROR 

HORSE 

HORSES 

HOSPITABLY 

HOSPITALITY 

HOST 

HOSTESS 

HOT 

HOTEL 

HOTEL-SIGNS 

HOUNDED 

HOUNDS 

HOUR 

HOURS 

HOUSE 

HOUSE-CLOCK 

HOUSEHOLD 

HOUSEKEEPER 

HOUSES 

HOUSEWIFE 

HOW 

HOWEVER 

HOWLED 

HOWLING 

HUGE 

HULLO 

HUMAN 

HUMANITY 

HUMBLE 

HUMMED 

HUMMING 

HUNDRED 

HUNDREDS 

HUNDREDWEIGHT 

HUNG 

HUNGRY 

HUNK 

HUNTING 

HURL 

HURLED 

HURRAH 

HURRIED 

HURRIEDLY 

HURT 

HURTS 

HUSBAND 

HUSBAND'S 

HUT 

HUTS 

HUZZA 

HYPOCRITE 

I 

I'LL 

I'M 

I'VE 

ICE 

ICY 

IDEA 

IDEAL 

IDIOTIC 

IDLE 

IDLENESS 

IF 

IGNORANT 

ILL 

ILL-THOUGHT 

IMAGINATION 

IMAGINED 

IMITATIONS 

IMMEDIATELY 

IMMENSE 

IMMENSELY 

IMPART 

IMPARTED 

IMPATIENCE 

IMPELLED 

IMPLORED 

IMPLORING 

IMPORTANCE 

IMPORTANT 

IMPORTED 

IMPORTUNING 

IMPOSE 

IMPOSSIBLE 

IMPRECATIONS 

IMPRESS 

IMPRESSED 

IMPRINTED 

IMPRINTING 

IMPRUDENCE 
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IMPUDENCE 

IMPUDENT 

IMPULSE 

IN 

INANIMATE 

INCANTATION 

INCESSANTLY 

INCONVENIENCE 

INCORRECTLY 

INCREASE 

INCREASED 

INDEED 

INDIES 

INDIFFERENCE 

INDIFFERENT 

INDIGNANTLY 

INDISPENSABLE 

INDISTINCT 

INDUCE 

INDUCED 

INDULGED 

INDULGENCE 

INDUSTRIES 

INDUSTRIOUS 

INDUSTRIOUSLY 

INDUSTRY 

INEXPLICABLE 

INEXPRESSIBLE 

INFIRM 

INFLUENTIAL 

INFORM 

INFREQUENTLY 

INFUSE 

INGRATITUDE 

INHABITANTS 

INHABITED 

INHERITED 

INHERITOR 

INHUMAN 

INJURED 

INJURING 

INJURY 

INMATES 

INN 

INN-TABLE 

INNKEEPER 

INNOCENT 

INNS 

INNUMERABLE 

INQUIRE 

INQUIRED 

INQUIRY 

INSATIABLE 

INSENSIBLE 

INSENSIBLY 

INSIDE 

INSIST 

INSISTED 

INSOLENTLY 

INSPECTING 

INSPIRED 

INSTALMENT 

INSTANCE 

INSTANT 

INSTANT'S 

INSTANTLY 

INSTEAD 

INSTRUCTED 

INSTRUCTIONS 

INTELLIGENT 

INTENDED 

INTENDING 

INTENSE 

INTENTION 

INTEREST 

INTERESTING 

INTERESTS 

INTERIOR 

INTERVAL 

INTERVALS 

INTO 

INTOLERABLE 

INTRODUCED 

INVARIABLY 

INVENTING 

INVEST 

INVIGORATING 

INVISIBLE 

INVITATION 

INVITED 

INVOCATION 

INVOLUNTARILY 

INVOLUNTARY 

INVOLVED 

IS 

ISSUING 

IT 

IT'S 

ITCHING 

ITINERANT 

ITS 

ITSELF 

JACKET 

JACKETS 

JEALOUSY 

JEOPARDY 

JERKING 

JESTING 

JETS 

JINGLE 

JINGLED 

JINGLING 

JOBS 

JOIN 

JOINED 

JOINT 

JOINTS 

JOISTS 

JOKE 

JOKING 

JOURNEY 

JOURNEYED 

JOURNEYS 

JOVIAL 

JOY 

JOYFUL 

JOYFULLY 

JOYLESS 

JOYOUS 

JOYOUSLY 

JOYS 

JUDGE 

JUDGING 

JUDGMENT 

JULY 

JUMP 

JUMPED 

JUMPING 

JUMPS 

JUST 

JUSTICE 

JUSTIFY 

JUSTLY 

KATE 

KEEP 

KEEPER 

KEEPING 

KEEPS 

KEEPSAKE 

KEPT 

KICKED 

KILL 

KILLED 

KILLING 

KILN 

KIND 

KIND-HEARTED 

KINDLED 

KINDLING 

KINDLY 

KINDNESS 

KINDNESSES 

KINDS 

KING 

KING'S 

KIRCHWEIHFEST 

KIRSCHWASSER 

KNEE 

KNEES 

KNEW 

KNOCK 

KNOCKED 

KNOCKING 

KNOW 

KNOWING 

KNOWLEDGE 

KNOWN 

KNOWS 

KREUTZER 

KREUTZERS 

LABELLED 

LABELS 

LABORER 

LABOUR 

LABOURER 

LAD 

LADEN 

LADIES 

LADS 

LADY 

LAID 

LAKES 

LAMENTATIONS 

LAMENTED 

LAMPLIGHT 

LAMPS 

LAND 

LANDLORD 

LANDS 

LANDSCAPE 

LANDSMANN 

LANK 

LANKY 

LAPSE 

LARGE 

LARGER 

LARGEST 

LAST 

LASTLY 

LATE 

LATELY 

LATTER 

LAUGH 

LAUGHED 

LAUGHING 

LAUGHTER 

LAVISH 

LAVISHLY 

LAW 

LAW-OFFICERS 

LAY 

LAYING 

LEAD 

LEADING 

LEAF 

LEAFY 

LEAGUES 

LEANEST 

LEANING 

LEANT 

LEAP 

LEAPED 

LEAPING 

LEAPT 

LEARN 

LEARNED 

LEAST 

LEATHER 

LEATHERN 

LEAVE 

LEAVES 

LEAVING 

LED 

LEFT 

LEG 

LEGACY 

LEGAL 

LEGEND 

LEGENDS 

LEGS 
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LEISURE 

LEISURELY 

LEND 

LENDING 

LENGTH 

LENIENCY 

LENT 

LESS 

LEST 

LET 

LET'S 

LETTERS 

LETTING 

LEVEL 

LIBERALLY 

LIBERTY 

LIE 

LIED 

LIES 

LIFE 

LIFELESS 

LIFETIME 

LIFT 

LIFTED 

LIGHT 

LIGHTED 

LIGHTEN 

LIGHTNING 

LIKE 

LIKED 

LIKELY 

LIKES 

LIKEWISE 

LIMB 

LIMBS 

LIMITS 

LINE 

LINEN 

LINEN-CLOTH 

LINES 

LINGERED 

LINING 

LIPS 

LIQUID 

LISBETH 

LISBETH'S 

LIST 

LISTEN 

LISTENING 

LIT 

LITTLE 

LIVE 

LIVED 

LIVELIHOOD 

LIVELY 

LIVES 

LIVING 

LO 

LOAD 

LOADS 

LOAF 

LOCALITY 

LODGING 

LOFT 

LOFTY 

LOG 

LONELINESS 

LONELY 

LONESOME 

LONG 

LONG-LEGGED 

LONG-SHANKS 

LONGED 

LONGER 

LONGEST 

LONGING 

LONGINGS 

LOOK 

LOOKED 

LOOKING 

LOOKS 

LOOSE 

LOOSED 

LORD 

LOSE 

LOSING 

LOSS 

LOSSES 

LOST 

LOT 

LOTS 

LOUDLY 

LOUNGER 

LOVE 

LOVED 

LOVELIEST 

LOVELY 

LOW 

LOWER 

LOWERING 

LOWEST 

LUBBER 

LUCK 

LUCKY 

LULLED 

LUNGE 

LUXURIOUS 

LYING 

MAD 

MADAM 

MADCAP 

MADE 

MAGIC 

MAGICIAN 

MAGISTRATE 

MAGISTRATE'S 

MAGNIFICENT 

MAGNIFYING 

MAGOLD 

MAIDEN 

MAIDENS 

MAINTAIN 

MAINTAINED 

MAJESTICALLY 

MAKE 

MAKES 

MAKING 

MALICIOUS 

MAN 

MAN'S 

MANAGE 

MANAGED 

MANAGEMENT 

MANAGING 

MANFULLY 

MANIKIN 

MANIKIN'S 

MANKIND 

MANLY 

MANNER 

MANNERS 

MANUFACTORY 

MANUFACTURE 

MANUFACTURED 

MANUFACTURER 

MANUFACTURERS 

MANUFACTURING 

MANY 

MARBLE 

MARINES 

MARK 

MARKED 

MARRED 

MARRIAGE 

MARRIED 

MARRY 

MARRYING 

MARVEL 

MARVELS 

MASS 

MAST 

MASTER 

MASTER'S 

MASTER-WOODMAN 

MASTERS 

MASTIFFS 

MASTS 

MATCHED 

MATERIAL 

MATRIMONY 

MATTER 

MATTERS 

MAY 

MAYBE 

ME 

MEAL 

MEALY 

MEAN 

MEANS 

MEANT 

MEANTIME 

MEANWHILE 

MEASURED 

MEDITATED 

MEDITATING 

MEDITATION 

MEET 

MELANCHOLY 

MELODIOUS 

MEMORY 

MEN 

MEN'S 

MEN-FOLK 

MENACE 

MENACING 

MEND 

MENDICANT 

MENTION 

MENTIONING 

MERCANTILE 

MERCHANT 

MERCHANT'S 

MERCHANTS 

MERCY 

MERE 

MERELY 

MERRIMENT 

MERRY 

MESSENGER 

MET 

METAL 

METALLIC 

METHINKS 

METHOD 

MICE 

MICHAEL 

MICHAEL'S 

MICHEL 

MICHEL'S 

MID-DAY 

MIDDLE 

MIDNIGHT 

MIDST 

MIEN 

MIGHT 

MIGHTY 

MILDER 

MILDLY 

MILES 

MILLER'S 

MILLION 

MILLIONAIRE 

MIND 

MINDED 

MINE 

MINUTE 

MINUTES 

MISCHIEF 

MISER 

MISERABLE 

MISERABLY 

MISERLY 

MISERY 

MISFORTUNE 

MISFORTUNES 

MISHAP 

MISSED 

MISTAKE 

MISTAKEN 

MISTRESS 
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MIXED 

MNNK 

MOAN 

MOANED 

MOANING 

MOCK 

MOCKED 

MOCKING 

MODE 

MODEL 

MODERATE 

MODERN 

MOLEST 

MOLTEN 

MOMENT 

MOMENT'S 

MOMENTS 

MONDAY 

MONEY 

MONEY-BAGS 

MONEY-BROKERS 

MONEY-LENDER 

MONEY-MAKING 

MONIED 

MONSTER 

MONSTROUS 

MONTHS 

MOOD 

MORE 

MOREOVER 

MORNING 

MORNING-AIR 

MORROW 

MORSEL 

MORSELS 

MORTAL 

MORTALS 

MORTIFICATIONS 

MOST 

MOTHER 

MOTION 

MOTIONLESS 

MOUNTAIN 

MOUNTAIN-COCK 

MOUNTAIN-TOP 

MOUNTAINS 

MOUNTED 

MOUNTING 

MOURNED 

MOURNFULLY 

MOURNING 

MOUSE 

MOUTH 

MOVE 

MOVED 

MOVEMENT 

MOVEMENTS 

MOVES 

MOVING 

MR 

MRS 

MUCH 

MUDDLE 

MULTITUDE 

MUNK 

MUNK'S 

MUNKIN 

MURDER 

MURDERED 

MURDERER 

MURMUR 

MURMURED 

MURMURING 

MUSCULAR 

MUSEUM 

MUSIC 

MUSICALLY 

MUSICIANS 

MUST 

MUTTERED 

MUTTERING 

MY 

MYNHEERS 

MYRMIDONS 

MYSELF 

MYSTERIOUS 

MYSTERIOUSLY 

MYSTERY 

NAGOLD 

NAME 

NAMED 

NAMELY 

NAMES 

NAPE 

NARRATION 

NARRATIONS 

NARRATIVE 

NARROW 

NATIVE 

NATURAL 

NATURALLY 

NATURE 

NAY 

NE'ER 

NEAR 

NEARER 

NEAREST 

NEARLY 

NEAT 

NEATLY 

NECESSARY 

NECESSITY 

NECK 

NECKAR 

NEED 

NEEDED 

NEEDLES 

NEEDS 

NEEDY 

NEGLECT 

NEGLECTED 

NEIGHBOR 

NEIGHBORHOOD 

NEIGHBORS 

NEIGHBOUR 

NEIGHBOUR'S 

NEIGHBOURHOOD 

NEIGHBOURS 

NEITHER 

NERVOUSLY 

NEVER 

NEVERTHELESS 

NEW 

NEWS 

NEXT 

NIBELUNGEN 

NICE 

NICELY 

NICK-NAMED 

NICKNAME 

NICKNAMED 

NIEBELUNGENHORT 

NIGGARD 

NIGHT 

NIGHT'S 

NIGHTS 

NO 

NOBLE 

NOBODY 

NODDED 

NOISE 

NONE 

NOON 

NOONDAY 

NOR 

NOT 

NOTE 

NOTED 

NOTES 

NOTHING 

NOTICE 

NOTICED 

NOTICING 

NOTIONS 

NOTWITHSTANDING 

NOVEMBER 

NOW 

NOWADAYS 

NOWHERE 

NUMBER 

NUMBERS 

NUMEROUS 

O 

O'CLOCK 

O'ER 

OATH 

OATHS 

OBEDIENT 

OBEYED 

OBJECT 

OBJECTING 

OBJECTION 

OBJECTS 

OBLIGE 

OBLIGED 

OBSERVE 

OBSERVED 

OBTAIN 

OBTAINED 

OCCASION 

OCCASIONAL 

OCCASIONALLY 

OCCASIONED 

OCCASIONS 

OCCUPANTS 

OCCUPATION 

OCCUPATIONS 

OCCUPIED 

OCCUPY 

OCCUPYING 

OCCUR 

OCCURRED 

OCEAN 

OCTOBER 

ODD 

ODDLY 

OF 

OFF 

OFFENCE 

OFFENCES 

OFFENDED 

OFFER 

OFFERED 

OFFERS 

OFFICE 

OFFICER 

OFFICERS 

OFFICIAL 

OFFICIALS 

OFTEN 

OFTENER 

OH 

OLD 

ON 

ONCE 

ONE 

ONE'S 

ONE-FOURTH 

ONES 

ONLY 

ONWARDS 

OPEN 

OPENED 

OPENING 

OPERATE 

OPERATION 

OPINED 

OPINION 

OPPONENT 

OPPOSE 

OPPOSITE 

OPPOSITION 

OR 

ORDAINED 

ORDER 

ORDERED 

ORDINARY 

ORIGINAL 

ORIGINALLY 

ORIGINATES 
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ORNAMENTS 

OSTENSIBLY 

OTHER 

OTHERS 

OTHERWISE 

OUGHT 

OUR 

OURS 

OURSELVES 

OUT 

OUT-STRETCHED 

OUTCAST 

OUTCASTS 

OUTSIDE 

OUTSKIRTS 

OUTSTRETCHED 

OVEN 

OVER 

OVER-PIOUS 

OVERCAME 

OVERCOME 

OVERFLOWED 

OVERFLOWING 

OVERHEAD 

OVERHEARD 

OVERJOYED 

OWED 

OWING 

OWN 

OWNED 

OWNER 

OWNERS 

OWNS 

PACE 

PACED 

PACES 

PACKET 

PACKETS 

PAID 

PAIN 

PAINED 

PAINFUL 

PAINFULLY 

PAINS 

PAINTED 

PAIR 

PALACES 

PALE 

PALLID 

PALPITATES 

PALPITATING 

PALPITATIONS 

PALTRY 

PANTING 

PAPER 

PARADISE 

PARALYSED 

PARCEL 

PARCHING 

PARDON 

PARENT 

PARLOUR 

PART 

PARTED 

PARTICULAR 

PARTICULARLY 

PARTNER 

PARTOOK 

PARTS 

PASCH 

PASS 

PASSAGE 

PASSED 

PASSES 

PASSING 

PASSION 

PASSIONATE 

PAST 

PASTED 

PATE 

PATERNAL 

PATH 

PATHWAY 

PATIENTLY 

PAUSE 

PAY 

PAYING 

PEACE 

PEAKED 

PEASANT 

PEASANT'S 

PEASANTS 

PECKED 

PECULIAR 

PEDLARS 

PEEP 

PEEPED 

PEEPING 

PEEPS 

PEERING 

PENCE 

PENDULUM 

PENETRATE 

PENETRATES 

PENETRATING 

PENITENCE 

PENITENT 

PENNY 

PEOPLE 

PEOPLE'S 

PEOPLER 

PER 

PERCEIVE 

PERCEIVED 

PERFECT 

PERFECTLY 

PERFUME 

PERHAPS 

PERIOD 

PERISH 

PERISHABLE 

PERPENDICULAR 

PERPLEXITIES 

PERSON 

PERSONAGE 

PERSONAGES 

PERSONS 

PERSUADED 

PETER 

PETER'S 

PHYSICIAN 

PICK 

PICKED 

PICTURE 

PICTURED 

PICTURES 

PICTURESQUE 

PIECE 

PIECEMEAL 

PIECES 

PIERCING 

PIETIST 

PIGMY 

PILLOW 

PINCH 

PINCHED 

PINE 

PINE'S 

PINE-CONES 

PINE-FOREST 

PINE-GROVE 

PINE-TREE 

PINE-TREES 

PINE-WOOD 

PINE-WOODS 

PINES 

PINETREES 

PIOUS 

PIPE 

PIPES 

PIPS 

PITCH 

PITCHED 

PITCHER 

PITIFUL 

PITIFULLY 

PITY 

PITYINGLY 

PLACE 

PLACED 

PLACES 

PLACING 

PLAIN 

PLAINLY 

PLAINS 

PLAITED 

PLANK 

PLANKS 

PLANT 

PLANTED 

PLASTIC 

PLATE 

PLATES 

PLAY 

PLAYED 

PLAYERS 

PLAYING 

PLEASANT 

PLEASANTLY 

PLEASE 

PLEASED 

PLEASES 

PLEASING 

PLEASURE 

PLEASURES 

PLEATED 

PLENTIFUL 

PLENTIFULLY 

PLENTY 

PLIED 

PLYING 

POCKET 

POCKETED 

POCKETS 

POETICAL 

POETRY 

POINT 

POINTED 

POINTS 

POKED 

POLE 

POLES 

POLICE 

POLISHED 

POLITELY 

POLITENESS 

POMPOUSLY 

PONDER 

PONDERED 

PONDERING 

POOH 

POOR 

POPPED 

PORTION 

PORTIONS 

PORTRAYED 

POSITION 

POSITIVE 

POSSESS 

POSSESSED 

POSSESSES 

POSSESSION 

POSSESSIONS 

POSSESSORS 

POSSIBLE 

POSSIBLY 

POST 

POST-BOY'S 

POST-HORN 

POT 

POT-HOUSE 

POT-HOUSES 

POTFUL 

POUCH 

POUNDS 

POUR 

POURED 

POURING 

POURS 

POVERTY 
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POVERTY-STRICKEN 

POWDER 

POWER 

POWERFUL 

PRACTICE 

PRAISE 

PRAISED 

PRANCED 

PRANKS 

PRAY 

PRAYER 

PRAYERS 

PRECEDES 

PRECINCTS 

PRECIOUS 

PRECISELY 

PREFER 

PREMISES 

PREPARED 

PRESENCE 

PRESENT 

PRESENTED 

PRESENTING 

PRESENTLY 

PRESERVED 

PRESS 

PRESS-GANG 

PRESSED 

PRESSES 

PRESSING 

PRETENDED 

PRETTIEST 

PRETTY 

PREVAILED 

PREVENT 

PREVENTED 

PREVENTING 

PREVIOUS 

PREVIOUSLY 

PREY 

PRICE 

PRICES 

PRIDE 

PRIDES 

PRINCE 

PRINCESS 

PRINCIPAL 

PRINCIPALLY 

PRISON 

PRIVATELY 

PROBABLY 

PROCEED 

PROCEEDED 

PROCEEDING 

PROCEEDS 

PROCURE 

PROCURED 

PRODIGIOUS 

PRODIGIOUSLY 

PRODUCED 

PROFIT 

PROFITABLE 

PROFITABLY 

PROFITED 

PROFOUND 

PROFUSELY 

PROGRESS 

PROJECT 

PROLONG 

PROMINENT 

PROMISE 

PROMISED 

PROMPTED 

PROPER 

PROPERLY 

PROPERTY 

PROPORTIONS 

PROPOSED 

PROPRIETOR 

PROSPECT 

PROSPER 

PROSPERED 

PROSPERING 

PROSPERITY 

PROSPEROUS 

PROSTRATE 

PROTECT 

PROTECTION 

PROTECTS 

PROTESTED 

PROTRUDES 

PROUD 

PROUDLY 

PROVE 

PROVED 

PROVERB 

PROVIDE 

PROVIDED 

PROVIDES 

PROVOKED 

PRUDENCE 

PRUDENT 

PRUDENTLY 

PUBLIC 

PUBLIC-HOUSE 

PUBLIC-HOUSES 

PUBLISH 

PUFF 

PUFFED 

PUFFING 

PULL 

PULLED 

PULLING 

PULSATIONS 

PUNISHMENT 

PURCHASE 

PURCHASE-MONEY 

PURCHASED 

PURCHASERS 

PURE 

PURPLE 

PURPOSE 

PURPOSES 

PURSE 

PURSES 

PURSUE 

PURSUED 

PURSUING 

PUSH 

PUSHED 

PUSHING 

PUT 

PUTTING 

QUAKE 

QUALITY 

QUANTITY 

QUARREL 

QUARRELLED 

QUART 

QUARTER 

QUEEN 

QUEER 

QUERIED 

QUESTION 

QUESTIONS 

QUICK 

QUICKER 

QUICKLY 

QUIET 

QUIETLY 

QUITE 

QUITTING 

QUIVERING 

RABBLE 

RACE 

RACING 

RADIUS 

RAFT 

RAFT'S 

RAFT-LOAD 

RAFT-POLE 

RAFTS 

RAFTSMAN 

RAFTSMAN'S 

RAFTSMEN 

RAFTSMEN'S 

RAGAMUFFINS 

RAGE 

RAGED 

RAGGED 

RAGING 

RAISE 

RAISED 

RAISING 

RALLY 

RAN 

RANGED 

RANGER 

RANGER'S 

RAPID 

RAPIDLY 

RAPPED 

RARE 

RARELY 

RASCAL 

RASCALLY 

RASCALS 

RATE 

RATHER 

RATIONAL 

RATTLED 

RAVED 

RAVINE 

RAVING 

RAY 

REACH 

REACHED 

REACHING 

READ 

READILY 

READY 

REAL 

REALITY 

REALLY 

REAP 

REASON 

REASONABLE 

RECALL 

RECALLED 

RECALLING 

RECEIVE 

RECEIVED 

RECEIVES 

RECEIVING 

RECENT 

RECENTLY 

RECITAL 

RECITE 

RECITED 

RECITING 

RECKONED 

RECOGNISE 

RECOGNISED 

RECOGNIZED 

RECOLLECT 

RECOLLECTED 

RECOLLECTING 

RECOLLECTION 

RECOMMEND 

RECONCILES 

RECOURSE 

RECOVER 

RECOVERED 

RECRUITING 

RECRUITING-

OFFICERS 

RECRUITS 

RECURRED 

RED 

RED-HOT 

REDOUBLED 

REDUCED 

REED 

REFINED 

REFLECT 

REFLECTED 

REFLECTING 

REFLECTION 

REFLECTIONS 

REFRESHED 
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REFRESHING 

REFUSALS 

REFUSE 

REFUSED 

REGAIN 

REGARDED 

REGARDING 

REGARDS 

REGION 

REGIONS 

REGISTER 

REGRET 

REIGNED 

REJOICE 

REJOICED 

REJOICING 

REJOINED 

RELATE 

RELATED 

RELAXED 

RELEASE 

RELIEVED 

RELUCTANCE 

REMAIN 

REMAINED 

REMAINING 

REMAINS 

REMARKABLE 

REMARKABLY 

REMARKED 

REMARKS 

REMEMBER 

REMEMBERED 

REMEMBERING 

REMEMBRANCE 

REMIND 

REMINDED 

REMORSE 

REMOVING 

REND 

RENDER 

RENDING 

RENOWNED 

REPAIRED 

REPEAT 

REPEATED 

REPEATEDLY 

REPEATING 

REPENT 

REPENTANCE 

REPENTED 

REPLACE 

REPLACED 

REPLIED 

REPLY 

REPLYING 

REPORT 

REPORTS 

REPRESENTED 

REPRESS 

REPRESSED 

REPTILE 

REPUTED 

REQUEST 

REQUESTED 

REQUESTS 

REQUIRE 

REQUIRED 

REQUIREMENTS 

REQUIRES 

REQUIRING 

RESEMBLED 

RESERVED 

RESIDENCE 

RESIDENTS 

RESIDES 

RESIGNED 

RESIN 

RESINOUS 

RESIST 

RESISTANCE 

RESOLUTION 

RESOLVED 

RESOUNDED 

RESPECT 

RESPECTABLE 

RESPECTED 

RESPECTING 

RESPITE 

RESPONSIBILITY 

RESPONSIBLE 

REST 

RESTED 

RESTLESS 

RESTORE 

RESTRAINED 

RESULT 

RESULTED 

RESUMED 

RETAINED 

RETIRED 

RETRACED 

RETREATED 

RETREATING 

RETRIEVE 

RETURN 

RETURNED 

RETURNING 

REVEL 

REVELLING 

REVERENCE 

REVERSED 

REVERTED 

REWARD 

RHINE 

RHYME 

RHYMED 

RHYMES 

RIBS 

RICH 

RICHER 

RICHES 

RICHEST 

RID 

RIDDEN 

RIDE 

RIDICULOUS 

RIDING 

RIGHT 

RIGHTLY 

RING 

RINGING 

RIOT 

RISE 

RISEN 

RISING 

RISK 

RISKING 

RIVAL 

RIVALS 

RIVER 

RIVER'S 

RIVER-BED 

RIVER-BOOTS 

RIVERS 

ROAD 

ROARED 

ROARING 

ROASTED 

ROBUST 

ROCK 

ROCKS 

ROCKY 

RODE 

ROGUE 

ROLLED 

ROLLS 

ROOM 

ROOT 

ROOTS 

ROSE 

ROSIN 

ROTTERDAM 

ROUGH 

ROUGHLY 

ROULEAUS 

ROUND 

ROVING 

ROWING-POLE 

ROWS 

RUB 

RUBBED 

RUDDY 

RUDE 

RUDELY 

RUDER 

RUFFIAN 

RUGGED 

RUIN 

RUINED 

RULE 

RUMOR 

RUMORS 

RUMOURED 

RUN 

RUNNING 

RUSH 

RUSHED 

RUSHES 

RUSHING 

RYE 

S 

SABBATH-BORN 

SACK 

SACKFUL 

SACRED 

SAD 

SADLY 

SADNESS 

SAFE 

SAFELY 

SAFETY 

SAGACITY 

SAID 

SAILORS 

SAINTLY 

SAKE 

SALE 

SALUTARY 

SALUTED 

SAME 

SAND 

SANG 

SANK 

SARCASTICALLY 

SAT 

SATIETY 

SATISFACTION 

SATISFIED 

SATURDAY 

SAUCERS 

SAVAGE 

SAW 

SAY 

SAYING 

SAYS 

SCAFFOLDING 

SCALE 

SCAMPERED 

SCARCE 

SCARCELY 

SCARLET 

SCATTER 

SCATTERED 

SCENE 

SCENT 

SCHATZHAUSER 

SCHLURKER 

SCHNAPPS 

SCHOOLMASTER 

SCHWARZWALD 

SCOUNDREL 

SCRATCHED 

SCREAMED 

SCREAMING 

SCREW 

SEA 

SEA-COAST 

SEARCH 

SEARCHED 
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SEAS 

SEAT 

SEATED 

SEATING 

SEATS 

SECLUSION 

SECOND 

SECRET 

SECRETLY 

SECTIONS 

SEE 

SEEING 

SEEK 

SEEKING 

SEEKS 

SEEM 

SEEMED 

SEEMS 

SEEN 

SEIZE 

SEIZED 

SEIZING 

SELDOM 

SELECTS 

SELF 

SELF-CONTROL 

SELF-POSSESSION 

SELF-RESTRAINT 

SELFISH 

SELFISHNESS 

SELL 

SELLING 

SEND 

SENDING 

SENSATION 

SENSATIONS 

SENSE 

SENSELESS 

SENSES 

SENSIBLE 

SENSIBLY 

SENSITIVE 

SENT 

SENTENTIOUS 

SEPARATIST 

SERENE 

SERIOUS 

SERIOUSLY 

SERIOUSNESS 

SERPENT 

SERPENT'S 

SERVANT 

SERVANTS 

SERVE 

SERVED 

SERVICE 

SERVING 

SET 

SETTING 

SETTLE 

SETTLED 

SETTLING 

SEVEN 

SEVENTH 

SEVERAL 

SEVERE 

SEVERELY 

SEVERITY 

SEX 

SHADE 

SHADES 

SHAKE 

SHAKEN 

SHAKING 

SHALL 

SHAME 

SHAMEFUL 

SHAN'T 

SHAPE 

SHARE 

SHARED 

SHARES 

SHARP 

SHARP-WITTED 

SHATTER 

SHATTERED 

SHE 

SHED 

SHEDS 

SHEER 

SHELF 

SHELTER 

SHELVES 

SHIELDED 

SHINE 

SHINING 

SHIP 

SHIP'S 

SHIP-BUILDER 

SHIP-BUILDERS 

SHIP-BUILDING 

SHIP-OWNER 

SHIP-TIMBERS 

SHIPBUILDER 

SHIPS 

SHIPWRECKS 

SHIPWRIGHT 

SHOCK 

SHOCKING 

SHOES 

SHONE 

SHOOK 

SHOP 

SHORE 

SHORES 

SHORT 

SHORTLY 

SHOT 

SHOT-UP 

SHOULD 

SHOULDER 

SHOULDERS 

SHOUTED 

SHOUTING 

SHOVE 

SHOW 

SHOWED 

SHOWN 

SHOWS 

SHREWD 

SHRIEKED 

SHRIEKING 

SHUDDER 

SHUDDERED 

SHUDDERING 

SHUN 

SHUT 

SHYNESS 

SICK 

SICKNESS 

SIDE 

SIDED 

SIDES 

SIDEWAYS 

SIGH 

SIGHED 

SIGHING 

SIGHS 

SIGHT 

SIGHTS 

SIGN 

SIGNS 

SILENCE 

SILENCED 

SILENT 

SILENTLY 

SILLY 

SILVER 

SILVER-COIN 

SIMILAR 

SIMPLE 

SIMPLETON 

SIMPLICITY 

SIMPLY 

SIN 

SINCE 

SINCERE 

SINCEREST 

SINFUL 

SING 

SINGER 

SINGER'S 

SINGING 

SINGLE 

SINGULAR 

SINGULARITY 

SINK 

SINNED 

SINNER 

SINS 

SIR 

SIT 

SITTING 

SITUATED 

SIX 

SIX-BATZEN 

SIX-BATZEN-PIECE 

SIX-BATZEN-PIECES 

SIX-BATZER 

SIXES 

SIXPENCE 

SIXTEEN 

SIZE 

SKILFULLY 

SKILL 

SKILLED 

SKIN 

SKINFLINT 

SKINNING 

SKINS 

SKIP 

SKY 

SLACKENED 

SLAIN 

SLAVE-TRADER 

SLEEP 

SLEEPING 

SLEEVE 

SLEEVES 

SLEPT 

SLICE 

SLIGHTEST 

SLIM 

SLIPPED 

SLOW 

SLOWER 

SLOWLY 

SLUNK 

SLURKER 

SLY 

SMALL 

SMALLER 

SMALLEST 

SMART 

SMASHED 

SMASHING 

SMELLED 

SMELT 

SMILE 

SMILED 

SMILING 

SMOKE 

SMOKED 

SMOKING 

SMOOTH 

SMUTTY-FACED 

SNAKE 

SNAKE'S 

SNAP 

SNEAK 

SNEAKED 

SNOW-WHITE 

SO 

SO-CALLED 

SOARED 

SOBBED 

SOBER 

SOFT 

SOFTEN 

SOFTENED 
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SOFTER 

SOFTLY 

SOLD 

SOLDIER 

SOLE 

SOLELY 

SOLEMNITY 

SOLEMNLY 

SOLITARINESS 

SOLITARY 

SOLITUDE 

SOME 

SOMEBODY 

SOMEONE 

SOMETHING 

SOMETIMES 

SOMEWHAT 

SOMEWHERE 

SON 

SON-IN-LAW 

SONG 

SOON 

SOONER 

SOOT 

SOOTY 

SORCERER 

SORE 

SORROW 

SORROWFUL 

SORROWFULLY 

SORRY 

SORT 

SORTS 

SOUGHT 

SOUL 

SOULS 

SOUND 

SOUNDED 

SOUNDLY 

SOUNDS 

SOUP 

SOUP-PLATES 

SOURCE 

SPACE 

SPANS 

SPARE 

SPARK 

SPEAK 

SPEAKER 

SPEAKING 

SPEAR 

SPECTACLE 

SPECTATORS 

SPECTRE 

SPEECH 

SPEED 

SPEEDILY 

SPEND 

SPENDING 

SPENT 

SPIDER'S 

SPINNING 

SPIRIT 

SPIRITS 

SPITE 

SPLENDID 

SPLENDIDLY 

SPLENDOR 

SPLENDOUR 

SPLINTER 

SPLINTERED 

SPLINTERING 

SPLINTERS 

SPLITTING 

SPOILT 

SPOKE 

SPOKEN 

SPOONS 

SPORT 

SPOT 

SPRANG 

SPRAWLING 

SPREAD 

SPRING 

SPRINGS 

SPRINKLED 

SPRITE 

SPRUNG 

SPUTTERING 

SQUANDER 

SQUANDERED 

SQUANDERING 

SQUEEZE 

SQUEEZED 

SQUIRREL 

STABLES 

STACK 

STAFF 

STAGGERED 

STAGGERING 

STAIRCASE 

STAIRS 

STAKE 

STAKED 

STALLS 

STAMP 

STAMPING 

STAND 

STANDING 

STANDS 

STANZA 

STAR 

STARED 

STARING 

STARS 

START 

STARTED 

STARTING 

STARTLED 

STARTLING 

STARTS 

STARVE 

STARVED 

STATE 

STATELY 

STATEMENT 

STATION 

STATURE 

STAY 

STAYING 

STEADY 

STEAL 

STEALING 

STEEP 

STEEPER 

STEEPLE 

STEERING 

STEERS 

STEM 

STEP 

STEPPED 

STEPPING 

STEPS 

STERN 

STERNLY 

STICK 

STICKS 

STIFLE 

STIFLED 

STILL 

STILLNESS 

STINGIER 

STINGY 

STIR 

STOCK 

STOCKINGS 

STOLE 

STOMACH 

STOMACH-ACHE 

STONE 

STONE-BENCH 

STONES 

STONY 

STOOD 

STOOPED 

STOP 

STOPPED 

STOPPING 

STORE 

STORIES 

STORM 

STORMY 

STORY 

STOUT 

STOUTEST 

STOUTLY 

STOVE 

STOVE-BENCH 

STOWED 

STRADDLED 

STRAIGHT 

STRAIGHTWAY 

STRAIN 

STRAINED 

STRAIT-LACED 

STRANGE 

STRANGELY 

STRANGER 

STRANGERS 

STRANGEST 

STRASBURG 

STRASSBURG 

STRATAGEM 

STRAWS 

STRAY 

STREAKS 

STREAM 

STREAMER 

STREAMS 

STREET 

STRENGTH 

STRENGTHENED 

STRENGTHENING 

STRETCH 

STRETCHED 

STRETCHING 

STRIDES 

STRIDING 

STRIKE 

STRIKING 

STRIKINGLY 

STRIVE 

STRIVING 

STRODE 

STROKE 

STRONG 

STRONG-LIMBED 

STRONGER 

STRONGEST 

STRONGLY-BUILT 

STRUCK 

STRUT 

STUBBORN 

STUCK 

STUDY 

STUFF 

STUFFED 

STUFFING 

STUMBLED 

STUPID 

STURDY 

STYLE 

SUABIA 

SUBDUED 

SUBJECT 

SUBJECTS 

SUBMITTED 

SUBSTANTIAL 

SUBTLE 

SUCCEED 

SUCCEEDED 

SUCH 

SUDDEN 

SUDDENLY 

SUFFER 

SUFFERED 

SUFFERER 

SUFFERERS 

SUFFERING 

SUFFICE 
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SUFFICIENT 

SUFFICIENTLY 

SUGGESTED 

SUIT 

SUITABLE 

SUITED 

SULKILY 

SULLENLY 

SULTRY 

SUM 

SUMMER 

SUMMIT 

SUMMON 

SUMMONED 

SUMMONS 

SUMPTUOUSLY 

SUMS 

SUN 

SUNDAY 

SUNDAY'S 

SUNDAY-BORN 

SUNDAY-CHILD 

SUNDAYS 

SUNG 

SUNK 

SUNLIGHT 

SUNSHINE 

SUPERIOR 

SUPERNATURAL 

SUPERSTITION 

SUPERSTITIOUS 

SUPPER 

SUPPLANTED 

SUPPLIED 

SUPPLIES 

SUPPLY 

SUPPORT 

SUPPORTED 

SUPPORTING 

SUPPOSE 

SUPPOSED 

SUPPOSING 

SUPPRESS 

SURE 

SURELY 

SURGEONS 

SURNAMED 

SURPASSING 

SURPRISE 

SURPRISED 

SURPRISING 

SURRENDERED 

SURROUNDED 

SURROUNDING 

SUSCEPTIBLE 

SUSPENDERS 

SUSTAINED 

SWABIA 

SWAGGER 

SWEAR 

SWEARING 

SWEET 

SWEETEST 

SWELL 

SWELLED 

SWIFTLY 

SWIMMING 

SWOLLEN 

SWOOPED 

SWORE 

SWUNG 

SYLVAN 

SYMPATHISE 

SYMPATHISING 

SYMPATHISINGLY 

SYMPATHIZED 

SYMPATHY 

T 

TABLE 

TAIL 

TAKE 

TAKEN 

TAKING 

TALES 

TALK 

TALKED 

TALKING 

TALL 

TALLER 

TALLEST 

TANKARD 

TAP-ROOM 

TAPPED 

TAPPING 

TARRY 

TASK 

TASTE 

TASTED 

TASTEFUL 

TAUGHT 

TAVERN 

TAVERNS 

TAX 

TAXES 

TEAR 

TEARFUL 

TEARING 

TEARS 

TEDIOUS 

TEDIOUSNESS 

TELL 

TELLING 

TEMPER 

TEMPERED 

TEMPEST 

TEN 

TENANTS 

TENDER 

TENDERLY 

TERMS 

TERRIBLE 

TERRIBLY 

TERRIFIC 

TERRIFIED 

TERRITORY 

TERROR 

THALERS 

THAN 

THANK 

THANKED 

THANKFUL 

THANKING 

THANKS 

THAT 

THAT'S 

THE 

THEE 

THEIR 

THEIRS 

THEM 

THEMSELVES 

THEN 

THENCE 

THERE 

THERE'S 

THEREABOUTS 

THEREAT 

THEREFORE 

THERETO 

THEREUPON 

THESE 

THEY 

THICK 

THICKER 

THICKEST 

THICKET 

THICKLY 

THIEVES 

THIN 

THINE 

THING 

THINGS 

THINK 

THINKING 

THINKS 

THINNEST 

THIRD 

THIRST 

THIRTY 

THIS 

THITHER 

THOROUGHLY 

THOSE 

THOU 

THOU'RT 

THOUGH 

THOUGHT 

THOUGHTFULLY 

THOUGHTFULNESS 

THOUGHTS 

THOUSAND 

THOUSANDS 

THREAT 

THREATENING 

THREATS 

THREE 

THREE-CORNERED 

THRESHOLD 

THREW 

THRICE 

THRILL 

THRILLED 

THRIVE 

THRIVEN 

THROAT 

THROB 

THROBBED 

THROBBING 

THROBS 

THROUGH 

THROUGHOUT 

THROW 

THROWING 

THROWN 

THRUST 

THRUSTING 

THUMB 

THUNDER 

THUNDERED 

THUNDERING 

THUNDERSTORM 

THUS 

THWART 

THY 

TICKET 

TICKETS 

TIED 

TIGHT 

TIGHTENING 

TIGHTER 

TIGHTLY 

TIGHTLY-PLAITED 

TILES 

TILL 

TIMBER 

TIMBER-LORD 

TIMBER-LORDS 

TIMBER-MASTER 

TIMBER-

MERCHANTS 

TIMBERS 

TIME 

TIMES 

TIMIDITY 

TIMIDLY 

TINGLED 

TINY 

TIRED 

TIS 

TITTERING 

TO 

TO-DAY 

TO-MORROW 

TO-NIGHT 

TOBACCO 

TOGETHER 

TOIL 

TOKEN 

TOLD 

TOMORROW 
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TONE 

TONES 

TONGUE 

TONIGHT 

TONS 

TOO 

TOOK 

TOOTHLESS 

TOP 

TOPICS 

TOPS 

TORCH 

TORE 

TORMENTED 

TORN 

TOSS 

TOTAL 

TOTTERING 

TOUCH 

TOUCHED 

TOUR 

TOWARDS 

TOWER 

TOWN 

TOWNS 

TRACK 

TRADE 

TRADED 

TRADERS 

TRADITION 

TRADITIONS 

TRAFFIC 

TRAINED 

TRAMPS 

TRANQUIL 

TRANSACTIONS 

TRANSPARENT 

TRAVEL 

TRAVELLED 

TRAVELLER 

TRAVELLING 

TRAVELS 

TREACHEROUS 

TREASURE 

TREASURE-KEEPER 

TREASURED 

TREASURER 

TREASURES 

TREATED 

TREE 

TREE-FELLING 

TREES 

TREMBLE 

TREMBLED 

TREMBLING 

TREMENDOUS 

TREMENDOUSLY 

TREMULOUS 

TRENCH 

TRESPASSED 

TRIAL 

TRIBUNALS 

TRICK 

TRICKS 

TRICKY 

TRIED 

TRIFLE 

TRIFLES 

TRIMMED 

TRIP 

TRIPLET 

TRIPLETS 

TRIUMPH 

TRIUMPHANTLY 

TRODDEN 

TROOPS 

TROT 

TROUBLE 

TROUBLED 

TROUBLES 

TROUBLESOME 

TROUSERS 

TROWSERS 

TRUDGED 

TRUE 

TRUE-HEARTED 

TRULY 

TRUNK 

TRUNKS 

TRUST 

TRUTH 

TRY 

TRYING 

TUMBLED 

TUMBLER 

TURN 

TURNED 

TURNING 

TURNS 

TWELVE 

TWENTY 

TWICE 

TWILIGHT 

TWINED 

TWINKLING 

TWIRLED 

TWIST 

TWISTED 

TWISTING 

TWISTS 

TWITCH 

TWITCHING 

TWO 

UNABLE 

UNACCUSTOMED 

UNBOUNDED 

UNCOMFORTABLE 

UNCOMFORTABLY 

UNCONCERNED 

UNCONSCIOUS 

UNDAUNTED 

UNDER 

UNDERSTAND 

UNDERSTANDING 

UNDERSTOOD 

UNDERTAKE 

UNDERTAKINGS 

UNDOING 

UNDOUBTEDLY 

UNEASILY 

UNEASINESS 

UNEASY 

UNEXPECTEDLY 

UNFEELING 

UNFORTUNATE 

UNGRACIOUSLY 

UNHAPPINESS 

UNHAPPY 

UNHEARD-OF 

UNINTERESTING 

UNKNOWN 

UNLIKE 

UNLIMITED 

UNLUCKILY 

UNLUCKY 

UNMOVED 

UNNATURAL 

UNNOTICED 

UNOPPOSED 

UNPERCEIVED 

UNPLEASANT 

UNPLEASANTNESS 

UNQUIET 

UNREQUITED 

UNRESTRICTED 

UNREWARDED 

UNSAFE 

UNTERWALD 

UNTIL 

UNTOLD 

UNTROUBLED 

UNUSED 

UNWELCOME 

UNWILLING 

UNWONTED 

UNWORTHY 

UP 

UPHILL 

UPON 

UPPER 

UPPER-NECKAR 

UPRIGHT 

UPSET 

UPSTAIRS 

UPWARDS 

URGED 

US 

USE 

USED 

USEFUL 

USELESS 

USING 

USUAL 

USUALLY 

USURERS 

USURIOUS 

UTENSILS 

UTMOST 

UTTER 

UTTERED 

UTTERING 

UTTERLY 

VAGABONDS 

VAGUE 

VAIN 

VALE 

VALLEY 

VALLEYS 

VALUABLE 

VALUE 

VALUED 

VALUING 

VANISHED 

VANITY 

VARIETY 

VARIOUS 

VAST 

VASTLY 

VEHEMENCE 

VEHEMENTLY 

VEIL 

VEINS 

VENOMOUS 

VENTURE 

VENTURED 

VENTURES 

VERMIN 

VERSE 

VERSES 

VERY 

VESSEL 

VESSELS 

VEST 

VEX 

VEXATION 

VEXED 

VIBRATING 

VICE 

VICES 

VICINITY 

VICTIM 

VIEW 

VIEWS 

VIGOROUSLY 

VILE 

VILEST 

VILLAGE 

VILLAGES 

VILLAIN 

VIOLENCE 

VIOLENT 

VIOLENTLY 

VIRTUE 

VIRTUOUS 

VISAGE 

VISIBLE 

VISIT 

VISITED 

VISITS 

VIVID 
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VIVIDNESS 

VIZ 

VOICE 

VOID 

VOMITING 

VOWED 

VULTURE 

VULTURE'S 

VULTURES 

WADE 

WAFTS 

WAG 

WAGER 

WAGES 

WAGONS 

WAISTCOAT 

WAIT 

WAITED 

WAKING 

WALD 

WALK 

WALKED 

WALKING 

WALL 

WAND 

WANDERING 

WANT 

WANTED 

WANTING 

WANTS 

WAR 

WARM 

WARMED 

WARMER 

WARMLY 

WARMTH 

WARN 

WARNED 

WARNING 

WAS 

WASHED 

WAST 

WASTE 

WASTED 

WASTING 

WATCH 

WATCH-MAKER'S 

WATCH-MAKERS 

WATCHED 

WATCHES 

WATCHING 

WATCHMAKER'S 

WATER 

WATERSIDE 

WAVE 

WAVED 

WAVING 

WAX 

WAXEN 

WAY 

WAYS 

WE 

WE'LL 

WE'RE 

WEAK 

WEALTH 

WEALTHIEST 

WEALTHY 

WEAR 

WEARERS 

WEARIED 

WEARINESS 

WEARING 

WEARISOME 

WEARY 

WEATHER 

WEAVER'S 

WEB 

WED 

WEEK 

WEEK'S 

WEEK-DAY 

WEEP 

WEEPING 

WEIGH 

WEIGHED 

WEIGHT 

WEIGHTS 

WELL 

WELL-GROWN 

WELL-KNOWN 

WELL-REMEMBERED 

WELL-TO-DO 

WEND 

WENDED 

WENT 

WEPT 

WERE 

WET 

WETTING 

WHAT 

WHAT'S 

WHATEVER 

WHEELS 

WHEN 

WHENCE 

WHENEVER 

WHERE 

WHEREAS 

WHEREFORE 

WHEREUPON 

WHEREVER 

WHEREWITH 

WHETHER 

WHICH 

WHILE 

WHILST 

WHIP 

WHIRL 

WHIRLED 

WHIRLS 

WHIRLWIND 

WHISKED 

WHISPER 

WHISPERED 

WHISPERING 

WHISPERINGS 

WHISPERS 

WHISTLE 

WHISTLED 

WHITE 

WHITHER 

WHITSUNTIDE 

WHO 

WHOEVER 

WHOLE 

WHOLLY 

WHOM 

WHOSE 

WHY 

WICKED 

WIDE 

WIDELY 

WIDOW 

WIDTH 

WIFE 

WIFE'S 

WILD 

WILDER 

WILDLY 

WILL 

WILLING 

WILLINGLY 

WIN 

WIND 

WINDOW 

WINDOWS 

WINE 

WINKFRITZ 

WINKFRITZ'S 

WINNING 

WINNINGS 

WINTER 

WIPED 

WISDOM 

WISE 

WISELY 

WISH 

WISHED 

WISHES 

WISHING 

WITCHCRAFT 

WITH 

WITH-OUT 

WITHERED 

WITHHELD 

WITHHOLD 

WITHIN 

WITHOUT 

WITNESS 

WIVES 

WIZARD 

WOE 

WOES 

WOKE 

WOMAN 

WOMAN'S 

WOMEN 

WON 

WON'T 

WONDER 

WONDERED 

WONDERING 

WONDERS 

WONT 

WOOD 

WOOD-CUTTER 

WOOD-CUTTER'S 

WOOD-CUTTERS 

WOOD-DEMON 

WOOD-DEMONS 

WOOD-GIANTS 

WOOD-MASTER 

WOOD-MASTER'S 

WOOD-MASTERS 

WOOD-PATH 

WOOD-SPIRIT 

WOOD-SPIRITS 

WOODCOCK 

WOODEN 

WOODEN-CASED 

WOODLAND 

WOODMAN 

WOODMEN 

WOODS 

WORD 

WORDS 

WORE 

WORK 

WORK-PEOPLE 

WORKED 

WORKING 

WORKING-DAY 

WORKMAN 

WORKMEN 

WORKPEOPLE 

WORKS 

WORKSHOP 

WORLD 

WORLDS 

WORM 

WORN 

WORRY 

WORRYING 

WORSE 

WORST 

WORTH 

WORTHLESS 

WORTHY 

WOT 

WOULD 

WOULDN'T 

WOUND 

WOUNDED 

WRAP 

WRAPPED 

WRATH 

WRETCH 

WRETCHED 

WRETCHEDNESS 
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WRETCHES 

WRIGGLED 

WRIGGLING 

WRINGING 

WRINKLES 

WRITHE 

WRITHED 

WRITHES 

WRITHING 

WRITTEN 

WRONG 

WRONGS 

YARD 

YEAR 

YEARNED 

YEARNING 

YEARNINGS 

YEARS 

YELLED 

YES 

YESTERDAY 

YET 

YIELDED 

YONDER 

YOU 

YOU'RE 

YOU'VE 

YOUNG 

YOUNGER 

YOUR 

YOURS 

YOURSELF 

YOUTH 

YOUTHS 
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