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THE ANGEL 
 

"Whenever a good child dies, an angel of God 

comes down from heaven, takes the dead child in his 

arms, spreads out his great white wings, and flies with 

him over all the places which the child had loved during 

his life. Then he gathers a large handful of flowers, 

which he carries up to the Almighty that they may bloom 

more brightly in heaven than they do on earth. And the 

Almighty presses the flowers to His heart, but He kisses 

the flower that pleases Him best, and it receives a voice, 

and is able to join the song of the chorus of bliss."  

These words were spoken by an angel of God, as 

he carried a dead child up to heaven, and the child 

listened as if in a dream. Then they passed over well-



known spots, where the little one had often played, and 

through beautiful gardens full of lovely flowers.  

"Which of these shall we take with us to heaven to 

be transplanted there?" asked the angel.  

Close by grew a slender, beautiful, rose-bush, but 

some wicked hand had broken the stem, and the half-

opened rosebuds hung faded and withered on the trailing 

branches.  

"Poor rose-bush!" said the child, "let us take it with 

us to heaven, that it may bloom above in God's garden."  

The angel took up the rose-bush; then he kissed the 

child, and the little one half opened his eyes. The angel 

gathered also some beautiful flowers, as well as a few 

humble buttercups and heart's-ease.  

"Now we have flowers enough," said the child; but 

the angel only nodded, he did not fly upward to heaven.  

It was night, and quite still in the great town. Here 

they remained, and the angel hovered over a small, 

narrow street, in which lay a large heap of straw, ashes, 

and sweepings from the houses of people who had 

removed. There lay fragments of plates, pieces of 

plaster, rags, old hats, and other rubbish not pleasant to 

see. Amidst all this confusion, the angel pointed to the 

pieces of a broken flower-pot, and to a lump of earth 

which had fallen out of it. The earth had been kept from 

falling to pieces by the roots of a withered field-flower, 

which had been thrown amongst the rubbish.  

"We will take this with us," said the angel, "I will 



tell you why as we fly along."  

And as they flew the angel related the history.  

"Down in that narrow lane, in a low cellar, lived a 

poor sick boy; he had been afflicted from his childhood, 

and even in his best days he could just manage to walk 

up and down the room on crutches once or twice, but no 

more. During some days in summer, the sunbeams 

would lie on the floor of the cellar for about half an hour. 

In this spot the poor sick boy would sit warming himself 

in the sunshine, and watching the red blood through his 

delicate fingers as he held them before his face. Then he 

would say he had been out, yet he knew nothing of the 

green forest in its spring verdure, till a neighbor's son 

brought him a green bough from a beech-tree. This he 

would place over his head, and fancy that he was in the 

beech-wood while the sun shone, and the birds caroled 

gaily. One spring day the neighbor's boy brought him 

some field-flowers, and among them was one to which 

the root still adhered. This he carefully planted in a 

flower-pot, and placed in a window-seat near his bed. 

And the flower had been planted by a fortunate hand, for 

it grew, put forth fresh shoots, and blossomed every year. 

It became a splendid flower-garden to the sick boy, and 

his little treasure upon earth. He watered it, and 

cherished it, and took care it should have the benefit of 

every sunbeam that found its way into the cellar, from 

the earliest morning ray to the evening sunset. The 

flower entwined itself even in his dreams—for him it 



bloomed, for him spread its perfume. And it gladdened 

his eyes, and to the flower he turned, even in death, when 

the Lord called him. He has been one year with God. 

During that time the flower has stood in the window, 

withered and forgotten, till at length cast out among the 

sweepings into the street, on the day of the lodgers' 

removal. And this poor flower, withered and faded as it 

is, we have added to our nosegay, because it gave more 

real joy than the most beautiful flower in the garden of a 

queen."  

"But how do you know all this?" asked the child 

whom the angel was carrying to heaven.  

"I know it," said the angel, "because I myself was 

the poor sick boy who walked upon crutches, and I know 

my own flower well."  

Then the child opened his eyes and looked into the 

glorious happy face of the angel, and at the same 

moment they found themselves in that heavenly home 

where all is happiness and joy. And God pressed the 

dead child to His heart, and wings were given him so that 

he could fly with the angel, hand in hand. Then the 

Almighty pressed all the flowers to His heart; but He 

kissed the withered field-flower, and it received a voice. 

Then it joined in the song of the angels, who surrounded 

the throne, some near, and others in a distant circle, but 

all equally happy. They all joined in the chorus of praise, 

both great and small,—the good, happy child, and the 

poor field-flower, that once lay withered and cast away 



on a heap of rubbish in a narrow, dark street.  

 

ANNE LISBETH 
 

Anne Lisbeth was a beautiful young woman, with 

a red and white complexion, glittering white teeth, and 

clear soft eyes; and her footstep was light in the dance, 

but her mind was lighter still. She had a little child, not 

at all pretty; so he was put out to be nursed by a laborer's 

wife, and his mother went to the count's castle. She sat 

in splendid rooms, richly decorated with silk and velvet; 

not a breath of air was allowed to blow upon her, and no 

one was allowed to speak to her harshly, for she was 

nurse to the count's child. He was fair and delicate as a 

prince, and beautiful as an angel; and how she loved this 

child! Her own boy was provided for by being at the 

laborer's where the mouth watered more frequently than 

the pot boiled, and where in general no one was at home 

to take care of the child. Then he would cry, but what 

nobody knows nobody cares for; so he would cry till he 

was tired, and then fall asleep; and while we are asleep 

we can feel neither hunger nor thirst. Ah, yes; sleep is a 

capital invention.  

As years went on, Anne Lisbeth's child grew apace 

like weeds, although they said his growth had been 

stunted. He had become quite a member of the family in 

which he dwelt; they received money to keep him, so 

that his mother got rid of him altogether. She had 



become quite a lady; she had a comfortable home of her 

own in the town; and out of doors, when she went for a 

walk, she wore a bonnet; but she never walked out to see 

the laborer: that was too far from the town, and, indeed, 

she had nothing to go for, the boy now belonged to these 

laboring people. He had food, and he could also do 

something towards earning his living; he took care of 

Mary's red cow, for he knew how to tend cattle and make 

himself useful.  

The great dog by the yard gate of a nobleman's 

mansion sits proudly on the top of his kennel when the 

sun shines, and barks at every one that passes; but if it 

rains, he creeps into his house, and there he is warm and 

dry. Anne Lisbeth's boy also sat in the sunshine on the 

top of the fence, cutting out a little toy. If it was spring-

time, he knew of three strawberry-plants in blossom, 

which would certainly bear fruit. This was his most 

hopeful thought, though it often came to nothing. And he 

had to sit out in the rain in the worst weather, and get wet 

to the skin, and let the cold wind dry the clothes on his 

back afterwards. If he went near the farmyard belonging 

to the count, he was pushed and knocked about, for the 

men and the maids said he was so horrible ugly; but he 

was used to all this, for nobody loved him. This was how 

the world treated Anne Lisbeth's boy, and how could it 

be otherwise. It was his fate to be beloved by no one. 

Hitherto he had been a land crab; the land at last cast him 

adrift. He went to sea in a wretched vessel, and sat at the 



helm, while the skipper sat over the grog-can. He was 

dirty and ugly, half-frozen and half-starved; he always 

looked as if he never had enough to eat, which was really 

the case.  

Late in the autumn, when the weather was rough, 

windy, and wet, and the cold penetrated through the 

thickest clothing, especially at sea, a wretched boat went 

out to sea with only two men on board, or, more 

correctly, a man and a half, for it was the skipper and his 

boy. There had only been a kind of twilight all day, and 

it soon grew quite dark, and so bitterly cold, that the 

skipper took a dram to warm him. The bottle was old and 

the glass too. It was perfect in the upper part, but the foot 

was broken off, and it had therefore been fixed upon a 

little carved block of wood, painted blue. A dram is a 

great comfort, and two are better still, thought the 

skipper, while the boy sat at the helm, which he held fast 

in his hard seamed hands. He was ugly, and his hair was 

matted, and he looked crippled and stunted; they called 

him the field-laborer's boy, though in the church register 

he was entered as Anne Lisbeth's son. The wind cut 

through the rigging, and the boat cut through the sea. The 

sails, filled by the wind, swelled out and carried them 

along in wild career. It was wet and rough above and 

below, and might still be worse. Hold! What is that? 

What has struck the boat? Was it a waterspout, or a 

heavy sea rolling suddenly upon them?  

"Heaven help us!" cried the boy at the helm, as the 



boat heeled over and lay on its beam ends. It had struck 

on a rock, which rose from the depths of the sea, and 

sank at once, like an old shoe in a puddle. "It sank at once 

with mouse and man," as the saying is. There might have 

been mice on board, but only one man and a half, the 

skipper and the laborer's boy. No one saw it but the 

skimming sea-gulls and the fishes beneath the water; and 

even they did not see it properly, for they darted back 

with terror as the boat filled with water and sank. There 

it lay, scarcely a fathom below the surface, and those two 

were provided for, buried, and forgotten. The glass with 

the foot of blue wood was the only thing that did not 

sink, for the wood floated and the glass drifted away to 

be cast upon the shore and broken; where and when, is 

indeed of no consequence. It had served its purpose, and 

it had been loved, which Anne Lisbeth's boy had not 

been. But in heaven no soul will be able to say, "Never 

loved."  

Anne Lisbeth had now lived in the town many 

years; she was called "Madame," and felt dignified in 

consequence; she remembered the old, noble days, in 

which she had driven in the carriage, and had associated 

with countess and baroness. Her beautiful, noble child 

had been a dear angel, and possessed the kindest heart; 

he had loved her so much, and she had loved him in 

return; they had kissed and loved each other, and the boy 

had been her joy, her second life. Now he was fourteen 

years of age, tall, handsome, and clever. She had not seen 



him since she carried him in her arms; neither had she 

been for years to the count's palace; it was quite a 

journey thither from the town.  

"I must make one effort to go," said Anne Lisbeth, 

"to see my darling, the count's sweet child, and press him 

to my heart. Certainly he must long to see me, too, the 

young count; no doubt he thinks of me and loves me, as 

in those days when he would fling his angel-arms round 

my neck, and lisp 'Anne Liz.' It was music to my ears. 

Yes, I must make an effort to see him again." She drove 

across the country in a grazier's cart, and then got out, 

and continued her journey on foot, and thus reached the 

count's castle. It was as great and magnificent as it had 

always been, and the garden looked the same as ever; all 

the servants were strangers to her, not one of them knew 

Anne Lisbeth, nor of what consequence she had once 

been there; but she felt sure the countess would soon let 

them know it, and her darling boy, too: how she longed 

to see him!  

Now that Anne Lisbeth was at her journey's end, 

she was kept waiting a long time; and for those who wait, 

time passes slowly. But before the great people went in 

to dinner, she was called in and spoken to very 

graciously. She was to go in again after dinner, and then 

she would see her sweet boy once more. How tall, and 

slender, and thin he had grown; but the eyes and the 

sweet angel mouth were still beautiful. He looked at her, 

but he did not speak, he certainly did not know who she 



was. He turned round and was going away, but she 

seized his hand and pressed it to her lips.  

"Well, well," he said; and with that he walked out 

of the room. He who filled her every thought! he whom 

she loved best, and who was her whole earthly pride!  

Anne Lisbeth went forth from the castle into the 

public road, feeling mournful and sad; he whom she had 

nursed day and night, and even now carried about in her 

dreams, had been cold and strange, and had not a word 

or thought respecting her. A great black raven darted 

down in front of her on the high road, and croaked 

dismally.  

"Ah," said she, "what bird of ill omen art thou?" 

Presently she passed the laborer's hut; his wife stood at 

the door, and the two women spoke to each other.  

"You look well," said the woman; "you're fat and 

plump; you are well off."  

"Oh yes," answered Anne Lisbeth.  

"The boat went down with them," continued the 

woman; "Hans the skipper and the boy were both 

drowned; so there's an end of them. I always thought the 

boy would be able to help me with a few dollars. He'll 

never cost you anything more, Anne Lisbeth."  

"So they were drowned," repeated Anne Lisbeth; 

but she said no more, and the subject was dropped. She 

felt very low-spirited, because her count-child had 

shown no inclination to speak to her who loved him so 

well, and who had travelled so far to see him. The 


	Hans Christian Andersen
	100+ Fairy Tales By Hans Christian Andersen's Complete Folk Tales, Original Fairy Tales, Legends:
	The Little Mermaid,  The Ugly Duckling, The Snow Queen, The Emperor's New Clothes, The Little Match Girl And Others
	Illustrated
	THE ANGEL
	ANNE LISBETH
	BEAUTY OF FORM AND BEAUTY OF MIND
	THE BEETLE WHO WENT ON HIS TRAVELS
	THE BELL
	THE BELL-DEEP
	THE BIRD OF POPULAR SONG
	THE BISHOP OF BORGLUM AND HIS WARRIORS
	THE BOTTLE NECK
	THE BRAVE TIN SOLDIER
	THE BUCKWHEAT
	THE BUTTERFLY
	BY THE ALMSHOUSE WINDOW
	A CHEERFUL TEMPER
	THE CHILD IN THE GRAVE
	CHILDREN'S PRATTLE
	THE CONCEITED APPLE BRANCH
	THE DAISY
	THE DARNING-NEEDLE
	DELAYING IS NOT FORGETTING
	THE DREAM OF LITTLE TUK
	THE DROP OF WATER
	THE DRYAD
	THE DUMB BOOK
	ELDER-TREE MOTHER
	THE ELF OF THE ROSE
	THE ELFIN HILL
	THE EMPEROR'S NEW CLOTHES
	EVERYTHING IN ITS RIGHT PLACE
	THE FALSE COLLAR
	THE FARMYARD COCK AND THE WEATHERCOCK
	THE FIR TREE
	THE FLAX
	THE FLYING TRUNK
	THE GARDEN OF PARADISE
	THE GIRL WHO TROD ON THE LOAF
	THE GOBLIN AND THE HUCKSTER
	THE GOLDEN TREASURE
	THE GOLOSHES OF FORTUNE
	A BEGINNING
	WHAT HAPPENED TO THE COUNSELLOR
	THE WATCHMAN'S ADVENTURES
	THE EVENTFUL MOMENT—A MOST UNUSUAL JOURNEY
	THE CLERK'S TRANSFORMATION
	THE BEST THING THE GOLOSHES DID

	GRANDMOTHER
	GREAT CLAUS AND LITTLE CLAUS
	A GREAT GRIEF
	THE GREENIES
	THE HAPPY FAMILY
	HOLGER DANSKE
	IB AND LITTLE CHRISTINA
	THE ICE MAIDEN
	LITTLE RUDY
	THE JOURNEY TO THE NEW HOME
	THE UNCLE
	BABETTE
	ON THE WAY HOME
	THE VISIT TO THE MILL
	THE EAGLE'S NEST
	WHAT FRESH NEWS THE PARLOR-CAT HAD TO TELL
	THE ICE MAIDEN
	THE GODMOTHER
	THE COUSIN
	EVIL POWERS
	AT THE MILL
	NIGHT VISIONS
	THE CONCLUSION

	IN A THOUSAND YEARS
	IN THE NURSERY
	IN THE UTTERMOST PARTS OF THE SEA
	JACK THE DULLARD
	THE JEWISH MAIDEN
	THE JUMPER
	THE LAST DREAM OF THE OLD OAK
	THE LAST PEARL
	A LEAF FROM HEAVEN
	THE LEAP-FROG
	LITTLE CLAUS AND BIG CLAUS
	THE LITTLE ELDER-TREE MOTHER
	LITTLE IDA'S FLOWERS
	THE LITTLE MATCH GIRL
	THE LITTLE MERMAID
	LITTLE THUMBELINA
	THE LOVELIEST ROSE IN THE WORLD
	THE LOVING PAIR
	THE MAIL-COACH PASSENGERS
	THE MARSH KING'S DAUGHTER
	THE METAL PIG
	THE MONEY BOX
	THE NAUGHTY BOY
	THE NEIGHBOURING FAMILIES
	THE NIGHTINGALE
	THE OLD BACHELOR'S NIGHTCAP
	THE OLD CHURCH BELL
	THE OLD GRAVE-STONE
	THE OLD HOUSE
	THE OLD STREET LAMP
	OLE-LUK-OIE THE DREAM GOD
	MONDAY
	TUESDAY
	WEDNESDAY
	THURSDAY
	FRIDAY
	SATURDAY
	SUNDAY

	OLE THE TOWER-KEEPER
	FIRST VISIT
	SECOND VISIT
	THIRD VISIT

	OUR AUNT
	THE PEA BLOSSOM
	THE PEN AND THE INKSTAND
	THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE
	THE PHOENIX BIRD
	THE PORTER'S SON
	THE PORTUGUESE DUCK
	THE PUPPET-SHOW MAN
	POULTRY MEG'S FAMILY
	THE PSYCHE
	THE RACES
	THE REAL PRINCESS
	THE RED SHOES
	A ROSE FROM HOMER'S GRAVE
	THE ROSES AND THE SPARROWS
	THE SAUCY BOY
	THE SHADOW
	SHE WAS GOOD FOR NOTHING
	THE SHEPHERDESS AND THE CHIMNEY SWEEP
	THE SHEPHERDESS AND THE SHEEP
	THE SHEPHERD'S STORY OF THE BOND OF FRIENDSHIP
	THE SHIRT-COLLAR
	THE SILVER SHILLING
	THE SNAIL AND THE ROSE-TREE
	THE SNOWDROP
	THE SNOW MAN
	THE SNOW QUEEN
	STORY THE FIRST – WHICH DESCRIBES A LOOKING-GLASS AND ITS BROKEN FRAGMENTS
	SECOND STORY – A LITTLE BOY AND A LITTLE GIRL
	THIRD STORY – THE ENCHANTED FLOWER GARDEN
	FOURTH STORY – THE PRINCE AND PRINCESS
	FIFTH STORY – THE LITTLE ROBBER GIRL
	SIXTH STORY – THE LAPLAND WOMAN AND THE FINLAND WOMAN
	SEVENTH STORY – OF THE PALACE OF THE SNOW QUEEN AND WHAT HAPPENED THERE AT LAST

	SOMETHING
	SOUP FROM A SAUSAGE SKEWER
	WHAT THE FIRST LITTLE MOUSE SAW AND HEARD ON HER TRAVELS
	WHAT THE SECOND MOUSE HAD TO TELL
	WHAT THE FOURTH MOUSE, WHO SPOKE BEFORE THE THIRD, HAD TO TELL
	HOW IT WAS PREPARED

	THE STEADFAST TIN SOLDIER
	THE STORKS
	THE STORM SHAKES THE SHIELD
	A STORY
	A STORY FROM THE SAND-HILLS
	THE STORY OF A MOTHER
	THE STORY OF THE WIND
	THE STORY OF THE YEAR
	THE SUNBEAM AND THE CAPTIVE
	SUNSHINE STORIES
	THE SWAN'S NEST
	THE SWINEHERD
	THE TEAPOT
	THERE IS NO DOUBT ABOUT IT
	THE THISTLE'S EXPERIENCES
	THE THORNY ROAD OF HONOR
	THE TINDER-BOX
	THE TOAD
	THE TOP AND BALL
	THE TRAVELLING COMPANION
	TWO BROTHERS
	TWO MAIDENS

	THE UGLY DUCKLING
	UNDER THE WILLOW-TREE
	WHAT HAPPENED TO THE THISTLE
	WHAT ONE CAN INVENT
	WHAT THE GOODMAN DOES IS ALWAYS RIGHT
	WHAT THE MOON SAW
	INTRODUCTION
	FIRST EVENING
	SECOND EVENING
	THIRD EVENING
	FOURTH EVENING
	FIFTH EVENING
	SIXTH EVENING
	SEVENTH EVENING
	EIGHTH EVENING
	NINTH EVENING
	TENTH EVENING
	ELEVENTH EVENING
	TWELFTH EVENING
	THIRTEENTH EVENING
	FOURTEENTH EVENING
	FIFTEENTH EVENING
	SIXTEENTH EVENING
	SEVENTEENTH EVENING
	EIGHTEENTH EVENING
	NINETEENTH EVENING
	TWENTIETH EVENING
	TWENTY-FIRST EVENING
	TWENTY-SECOND EVENING
	TWENTY-THIRD EVENING
	TWENTY-FOURTH EVENING
	TWENTY-FIFTH EVENING
	TWENTY-SIXTH EVENING
	TWENTY-SEVENTH EVENING
	TWENTY-EIGHTH EVENING
	TWENTY-NINTH EVENING
	THIRTIETH EVENING
	THIRTY-FIRST EVENING
	THIRTY-SECOND EVENING

	THE WICKED PRINCE
	THE WILD SWANS
	THE WILL-O-THE WISP IS IN THE TOWN, SAYS THE MOOR WOMAN
	THE WINDMILL


