
        
            
                
                    The Snowman

                    af

                    
                        Hans Christian Andersen
                    

                    
                        <p>This translation by John Irons was published in 2022. It is based on the version edited by the team headed by Klaus P. Mortensen and published by the Danish Society for Language and Literature. For further details on the first publication of the Danish source text, see the Danish version.</p>

                    

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

                        
                            Anbefalet henvisning
                        

                        Version 1.0 fra 2024-10-02
                        

                        For nærmere oplysninger om licensen og vilkår for brug, se Licence aa
                        

                        

                    

                    
                        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]
                

            

        

    
        
               The Snowman
                ‘It’s squeaking and creaking inside me, so beautifully cold it is!’ the snowman said. ‘The wind can really bite some life into one! And that glarer, how she glares!’ it was the sun he was referring to; it was just about to set. ‘I refuse to let her make me blink, I can still hold onto the chunks!’

               These were the two large, triangular chunks of roof tile he had for eyes; his mouth was a piece of an old rake, which it why he had teeth.

               He had been born to the cries of hurrah from the boys, welcomed by the jingling of bells and cracking of whips from the sleighs.

               The sun set, the full moon rose, round and large, clear and lovely in the blue sky.

               ‘There she is again from another angle!’ the snowman said. He thought it was the sun that was showing itself again. ‘I have cured her of all that glaring! Now she can hang there and light things up and I can see myself. If only I knew how to go about moving myself! I would so like to be able to move! If I could, I would now go down and slide on the ice, as I saw the boys do; but I don’t know how to run!’

               ‘Gone! gone!’ the old chained dog barked; he was somewhat hoarse, had been so ever since he had been a pet dog and lain by the tile stove. ‘The sun will teach you to run all right! I saw that happen with your predecessor last year and with his too; gone! gone! and they are all gone!’

               ‘I fail to understand you, my friend!’ the snowman said; ‘is that thing up there going to teach me how to run?’ He meant the moon; ‘well, she certainly ran a while back, for I stared hard at her and now she’s pussyfooting from a different angle!’

               ‘You don’t understand a thing!’ the chained dog said, ‘but then you’ve only recently been botched together! What you’re looking at now is called the moon, what just left was the sun, she will be back in the morning, she’ll teach you to run down into the moat all right. We’ll soon have a change in the weather, I can feel it in my left hind leg, it’s giving me a twinge. We’re in for a change in the weather!’

               ‘I fail to understand him!’ the snowman said, ‘but I have a suspicion that what he’s saying is something unpleasant. I suspect that what glared and set and he calls the sun isn’t exactly my friend!’

               ‘Gone! gone!’ the chained dog barked, turned around three times and lay down in its kennel to sleep.

               There really did come a change in the weather. A fog, so thick and dank, settled over the entire area in the early hours; at daybreak there came a slight wind; the wind was so bitterly cold, the frost took a solid grip, but what a sight it all was when the sun rose. All the trees and bushes were coated with hoar frost; it was like a whole forest of white coral, it was as if all the branches had been smothered with gleaming white flowers. The infinite number of dividing and subdividing branches and twigs that cannot be seen in summer for all the foliage now stood out each and every one; it was lacework and so brilliantly white, as if a white gleam were coming out of every single branch and twig. The weeping birch moved in the wind, there was life in it as in the trees in summer; it was incomparable in its beauty! and when the sun then shone, oh, how everything glittered as if it had been powdered with diamond dust and over the layer of snow that covered the earth the large diamonds glistened, or one could also be convinced that an infinite number of tiny lights were burning, even whiter than the white snow.

               ‘Oh, what incomparable beauty!’ a young girl said as she walked out with a young man into the garden and they stopped right in front of the snowman and gazed at the glistening trees. ‘There is no lovelier sight during the summer!’ she said, and her eyes shone.

               ‘And a chap like that one there is nowhere to be found!’ the young man said, pointing at the snowman. ‘He is splendid!’

               The young girl laughed, nodded at the snowman, and then danced with her friend across the snow, which crunched underfoot, as if they were walking on starch.

               ‘Who were those two?’ the snowman asked the chained dog. ‘You’ve been here at the manor longer than I have, do you know them?’

               ‘Yes, I do!’ the chained dog said. ‘For she has stroked me, and he has given me a juicy bone; those two I don’t bite!’

               ‘But what are they supposed to be here?’ the snowman asked.

               ‘Sweethearts!’ the chained dog said. ‘They are going to move into a kennel and gnaw bones together. Gone! gone!’

               ‘Are those two as important as you and I are?’ the snowman asked.

               ‘They belong to the gentry!’ the chained dog said; ‘it really is pitifully little one knows when one was born yesterday! I notice this in you! I have age and knowledge, I know everyone here at the manor! and I have known a time when I didn’t stand out here in the cold on a chain; gone! gone!’

               ‘The cold’s lovely!’ the snowman said. ‘Tell me more, tell me more! but you mustn’t rattle your chain, for then things start cracking inside me!’

               ‘Gone! gone!’ the chained dog barked. ‘I’ve been a puppy, small and charming, they said, then I used to lie in a velvet-covered chair inside the manor, lie in the lap of the highest in society; was kissed on the jaws and had my paws wiped with an embroidered handkerchief; I was called “Luvvikins”, “Patapaws”, but then I grew too big for them! so they gave me to the housekeeper; I was relegated to the cellar! You can look in there from where you stand; you can look down into the chamber, where I was the master; because that is what I was when I was with the housekeeper. It was a more humble place than upstairs, of course, but more comfortable; I was not cuddled and carried around by children like I was upstairs. My food was just as good and I had much more! I had my own pillow, and then there was the tile stove, during that time it was the loveliest thing in this world! I would creep right in under it, so that I was out of sight. ‘Oh, I still dream of that tiled stove; gone! gone!’

               ‘Does a tiled stove look so lovely?’ the snowman asked. ‘Does it look like me?’

               ‘It’s the very opposite of you! It’s black as coal! has a long neck with a brass drum. It devours firewood so that fire stands out of its mouth. One must keep to the side of it, close up, in under it, it is limitless comfort! You must be able to catch sight of it through the window from where you are standing!’

               And the snowman looked, and he really could see a black, highly polished object with a brass drum; the fire gleamed down below. The snowman felt strangely uneasy at the sight; he had a feeling he couldn’t explain; something came over him that he was unfamiliar with, but which all people feel if they are not snowmen.

               ‘And why did you leave her?’ the snowman asked. He felt it had to be a female person. ‘How could you leave such a place?’

               ‘I was forced to do so!’ the chained dog said, ‘they threw me out and put me on a chain here. I had bitten the youngest young nobleman in the leg, for he pushed the bone I was gnawing away from me; and a bone for a bone, I thought! but they didn’t like that one bit, and since then I have been on a chain and have lost my clear voice, just listen to how hoarse I am: gone! gone! that was the end of it!’

               The snowman was no longer listening; he was still looking into the housekeeper’s basement, down into her cellar room, where the tiled stove stood on its four iron legs and had the same size as the snowman himself.

               ‘There such a strange creaking going on inside me!’ he said. ‘Will I never get inside there? it is an innocent wish, and our innocent wishes must surely be fulfilled. It is my highest wish, my one and only wish and it would almost be unjust if it were not fulfilled. I simply must get in there, I must lean up against her, even if I have to break the window to do it!’

               ‘You’ll never get in there!’ the chained dog said, ‘and if you did get to the tiled stove, then you’d be gone! gone!’

               ‘I’m as good as gone!’ the snowman said, ‘I am about to break in two, I think!’

               The snowman stood there all day, gazing in through the window; in the twilight the room looked even more inviting; there was such a gentle glow coming from the tiled stove, a gleam that neither the moon nor the sun can have, no, only a tiled stove when there is something in it. If a door was opened or shut, the flames shot out, as was their custom; it really blazed red into the white face of the snowman, right from his chest upwards there was a red gleam.

               ‘I can’t bear it!’ he said. ‘How it becomes her to put her tongue out!’

               The night was very long but not for the snowman, he stood in his own delightful thoughts and they froze till they creaked.

               When morning came the cellar window were frozen, they bore the loveliest ice ferns a snowman could wish for, but they concealed the tiled stove. The panes refused to thaw out, he could not see her. It creaked, it cracked, it was just the sort of frosty weather that must gratify a snowman, but he was not gratified; he could and should have felt so happy, but he was not happy – he suffered from tile stove.

               ‘That is a nasty disease for a snowman to have!’ the chained dog said; ‘I’ve also suffered from that disease, but I managed to get over it! gone! gone! – Now we’re in for a change in the weather!’

               And the weather changed, it started to thaw.

               The thaw increased, the snowman decreased. He didn’t say anything, he didn’t complain, and that is just as it should be.

               One morning he collapsed. something like a broomstick stuck up where he had stood – the boys had built him up around it.

               ‘Now I can understand that business with his longing!’ the chained dog said, ‘the snowman had a stove scraper inside him! that’s what moved him, now it’s over and done with; gone! gone!’

               And soon the winter was also over and done with.

               ‘Gone! gone!’ the chained dog barked; but the small girls up at the house sang:

               
                    ‘See, woodruff! spring’s here, start to sprout,

               Hang, willow! woollen gloves now out,

               Come cuckoo, lark! and sing out clear

               Spring e’en in February’s here!

               I’ll join in too, cuckoo! cheep-cheep!

               Dear sun, now often you shall peep!’

            

               And then no one thinks about the snowman!
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