
        
            
                
                    Children’s Talk

                    af

                    
                        Hans Christian Andersen
                    

                    

                    
                        [image: HC Andersen logo: silhouette and signature]
                        Filen er hentet fra hcandersen.dk
                        

                        
                            Anbefalet henvisning
                        

                        Version 1.0 fra 2024-04-01
                        

                        For nærmere oplysninger om licensen og vilkår for brug, se 

                        
                            Creative Commons, BY-NC-SA

                        

                    

                    
                        Hcandersen.dk er skabt af H.C. Andersen Centret ved Syddansk Universitet i samarbejde med Museum Odense og med bidrag fra Det Danske Sprog- og Litteraturselskab. Sitet
blev udviklet med støtte fra Kulturministeriet.

                    [image: SDU Logo]
                    

                    [image: H C Andersen Hus]
                    [image: Kultur Ministeriet Logo]
                

            

        

    
        
               Children’s Talk
                At the merchant’s a big children’s party was being held, with well-to-do people’s children and illustrious people’s children; the merchant cut a fine figure, was a man of learning; he had taken his final school exams, closely watched over by his good-natured father, who had initially only been a cattle dealer, although honest and enterprising! that had been a profitable business, and the merchant had made that money grow; he had a clever mind and a good heart too, but people spoke less about that than all his money.

               Illustrious people were frequent visitors at his home, both blue-blooded, as they are referred to, and noble-minded, as they are referred to, as well as those who were both and those who were neither. There was now this children’s party with children’s talk, and children don’t mince words. There was this lovely little girl, but so awfully arrogant, she had been kissed and spoilt by the servants, not the parents, they were much too sensible for that; her father was a Groom of the Chamber and that’s terribly important, she knew that.

               ‘I’m a Child of the Chamber!’ she said. She could just as well have been a child of the cellar, one has no say in such matters oneself; and then she told the other children that she was ‘born to it!’ and said that if one wasn’t born to it one could never become it; it didn’t help to read, to be ever so diligent if one wasn’t born to it, for one could never become it.

               ‘And those whose name ends in -sen,’ she said, ‘nothing can ever become of them in the world! you must hold one’s hands on your hips and keep them at a distance, these “-sen! -sen!”’ And she held her lovely, small arms akimbo with the elbows sticking out, to show how this could be done; and her small arms were so lovely. She was charming.

               But the merchant’s little daughter got so angry; her father’s name was Madsen and she knew that this name ended in “-sen!” and so she said as proudly as she could:

               ‘But my father can buy a hundred thalers’ worth of sweets and scatter them for children to scramble after! can your father do that?’

               ‘Yes, but my father,’ a writer’s little daughter said, ‘can put both your father and your father and any ‘father’ in the newspaper! Everyone’s afraid of him, mother says, for my father runs the newspaper!’

               And the little girl held her head up high when she said this, as if she was a real princess who must always hold her head up high.

               But outside there stood a poor boy looking in through the half-open door. He wasn’t even able to join those inside, he was that poor; he had turned the spit for the cook and now been allowed to get a glimpse behind the door of the party-dressed children amusing themselves – and that meant a great deal for him.

               ‘If only I was one of them!’ he thought, and then he heard what was being said – that was really something to make him feel downhearted. His parents back home didn’t have a penny to put by, and they couldn’t afford to take a newspaper, let alone write it, and worst of all his father’s name, which was also his name, definitely ended with “-sen”, nothing in the world could ever become of him. It was all so pitiful! though he had been born, he felt, truly born, nothing else was possible.

               Well, that was that evening.

               
                

            
               Many years now passed and during which time children grow into adults.

               An imposing house stood in the town, it was full of splendid things, everybody wanted to see it, even people from outside the town came to see it, who, I wonder, of the children we have told of could possibly own such a house? Well, that’s easy to work out! no, it’s not so easy, actually. The house belonged to the poor boy; something did become of him, even though his name ended in “-sen” – – Thorvaldsen.
            

               And the three other children – the children of blood, money and arrogance? well, none of them threw anything in each other’s teeth, they were all equal – they turned into pleasant, nice people, they were basically good; what they had thought and said back then was just – children’s talk.
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