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          The Piggy Bank
                There were so many toys in the children’s room; on the top of the cupboard stood the piggy bank, it was made of clay in the form of a pig, he had a natural slit in his back and the slit had been made bigger with a knife, so that silver thalers could be inserted and two such had been, as well as lots of other smaller coins. The piggy bank was so crammed full that he could no longer rattle, and that is the greatest thing a piggy bank can achieve. There he stood now, on the topmost shelf, and looked down on everything in the room, he knew that with what he had inside him he could buy all of it, and that made him full of self-confidence.

          The others thought about this too, although they didn’t say anything ,there were lots of other things to talk about. The drawer of the dresser was ajar and there a large doll could be seen, she was rather old and her neck had been repaired; she gazed out and said: ‘Let’s pretend we are humans, that’s always something!’ and then what a commotion there was, even the paintings turned round on the walls, they showed their reverse side, though not to be contrary.

          It was the middle of the night, the moon shone in through the window and lit up everything. Now the game was about to start and everyone had been invited, even the pram, although it was one of the coarser toys. ‘Everyone’s got his good points!’ it said. ‘We can’t all be noblemen!

          The piggy bank was the only one who got a written invitation, he stood too high up for them to believe he could hear it by word of mouth, and he didn’t reply to say if he would come, for he did not come; if he was to be present, he would have to enjoy everything from his own home, they would have to fit in with that, and they did.

          The small toy theatre was immediately set up so that the pig could see right into it; they wanted to start with a play, and then there would be tea and some exercise of the intellect, and they started this at once; the rocking horse talked about training and thoroughbreds, the pram about railways and steam power – for all this belonged to their own particular field and was something they could talk about. The clock talked about politics – tick – tick! it knew when the hour had come, although people said it didn’t keep time. The walking cane stood there and was proud of his ferrule and silver knob, he was both well-heeled and well-topped; two embroidered cushions lay on the sofa, they were attractive but dim-witted – and now the play could begin.

          They all sat and watched, and were asked to crack, bang and rattle as they felt inclined. But the riding whip said that he never cracked for old folks, only for those who were not yet engaged. ‘I’ll go bang for anything!’ the banger said. ‘One has after all to be somewhere!’ the spittoon felt – they all had their different thoughts about being part of a play.

          The play itself was no good, but it was well performed, all the actors put their painted side forward, they could only be seen from one side, not the reverse. All of them acted splendidly, coming way out past the footlights; their wires were too long, but that made them all the more conspicuous. It made the repairs of the doll work loose, and the piggy bank was so entranced too in his own way that he decided to do something for one of them, put him in his will as the one who would lie in a mausoleum with him when the time came.

          It was a real treat, so the tea-drinking was abandoned and they confined themselves to the exercise of the intellect. That was what they called pretending to be humans and there was no harm in that, for they were only pretending; and each one thought of himself or herself and of what the piggy bank was thinking, and the piggy bank’s thoughts went farthest, he was thinking of his will and funeral – – and when it might come about –! always before one expects it. Crash! down he came from the cupboard – lay on the floor smashed to smithereens, while the coins leapt and danced; the smallest ones spun, the large ones rolled, especially one of the silver thalers, he really wanted to see the world, which he did, and so did all the rest of them; and the pieces of the pig were dumped in the bin. – –

          But on the cupboard the following day a new clay piggy bank now stood with not a single coin inside, so he couldn’t rattle either, which meant he was like the other one and that was always a start – which is where we stop!
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