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               The Snowdrop
                It was wintertime, the air cold, the wind sharp, but indoors all was warm and well, indoors the flower lay, it lay in its bulb under earth and snow.

               One day rain fell; the drops forced their way through the layer of snow down into the earth, touched the flower bulb, told of the world of light above, soon the sun’s ray so fine and piercing forced its way through the snow, down to the bulb and pricked it.

               ‘Enter!’ the flower said.

               ‘I can’t!’ the sun’s ray said; ‘I’m not strong enough to open up! I’ll be stronger when summer comes.’

               ‘When will it be summer?’ the flower queried, and repeated this each time a new sun’s ray forced its way down. But summertime was a long way away; the snow still lay there, ice froze on the water every single night.

               ‘What a time it takes! what a time it takes!’ the flower said. ‘I can feel this tickling and tingling, I must stritch and stretch myself, I must open up, I must be out! nod good morning to the summer, it will be a wonderful time!’

               And the flower inside stritched and stretched against the thin shell that the water outside had softened, the snow and earth warmed, the sun’s ray pricked; it started to grow upwards under the snow, with a white-green bud on its green stem, with slender, thick leaves that seemed to want to shield it. The snow was cold, but was shone through with light and so easy to break through, and here the sun’s ray came with more might.

               ‘Welcome! welcome!’ each ray rang and sang, and the flower raised itself above the snow out into the world of light. The sun’s rays caressed and kissed it, so that it opened out completely, as white as snow and adorned with green stripes. It bowed its head in joy and humility.

               ‘Oh lovely flower!’ the sun’s rays sang. ‘How fresh and pure you are! You are the first one, the only one! You are our love! You announce summer, lovely summer, over town and country! All the snow shall melt! the cold winds be chased away! We shall reign! All will turn green! And then you will have companionship, lilacs and laburnum and finally the roses, but you are the first one, so fine and pure!’

               It was sheer pleasure. It was as if the air rang and sang, as if the rays of light penetrated its leaves and stem; there it stood so fine and fragile and yet so vital, in young loveliness; it stood there in a white coat with green ribbons and sang summer’s praise. But summertime was still far away, the clouds hid the sun, keen winds raked it.

               ‘You have come a bit too soon!’ the wind and weather said. ‘We are still in power! We will make you feel this and you will have to put up with it! You should have stayed indoors, not gone decking yourself out, it’s not time yet!’

               It was bitterly cold! The days that arrived brought not a sun’s ray with them. It was the sort of weather to freeze to pieces in for such a small, frail flower. But there was greater strength inside it that it itself knew; it was strong in happiness and belief in the summer that was sure to come, that had been announced in its deep desire and confirmed by the warm sunlight, and so it stood there confidently in its white dress, in the white snow, bowing its head when the snowflakes fell thick and heavy, while the icy winds swept over it.

               ‘You’ll snap!’ they said. ‘Wither, freeze! What on earth did you want to be out here for! Why did you let yourself be tempted, the sun’s ray has made a fool of you! Now you must manage for yourself, snowdrop!’

               ‘Snowdrop,’ it repeated in the early morning cold.

               ‘Snowdrop,’ some children shouted happily when they came down into the garden, ‘there’s one, so lovely, so delightful, the first one, the only one!’

               And those words made the flower feel so good, they were words like warm sun’s rays. In its happiness, the flower did not even notice that it had been picked; it lay in a child’s hand, was kissed by a child’s mouth, was brought into the warm living room, gazed at by kind eyes, placed in water, so strengthening and so invigorating. The flower thought that all of a sudden it had arrived in the summer.

               The daughter of the house, a lovely little girl, just confirmed, had a dear little friend, and he too had been confirmed and was preparing himself to earn a livelihood. ‘He is to be my summer’s fool!’ she said; then took the fine flower, placed it in a sweet-smelling piece of paper on which a verse had been written, a verse about the flower that began with summer’s fool and ended with summer’s fool, “little friend, be a winter’s fool!” – she had fooled him with the talk of summer. Yes, all of this was stated in the verse, and it was made into a letter, the flower lay inside, and all was dark around it, dark, as if it lay in its bulb. The flower went on a journey, lay in a mail bag, was seized and squeezed, it was most uncomfortable; but all this also came to an end.

               The journey was over, the letter was opened and read by the dear friend; he was so delighted, he kissed the flower and, with its verse around it, it was laid in a drawer where several other lovely letters lay, but all of them without a flower, it was the first one, the only one, as the sun’s rays had called it, and that was a pleasure to think about.

               It was also given plenty of time to think about it, it thought while the summer passed, and the long winter passed, and summer came round again, when it was taken out of the drawer. But then the man was not at all happy, he seized the paper roughly, flung the verse away, so that the flower fell onto the floor, flat and withered it was now, but it should not be thrown to the floor on that account; although it was better to lie there than in the fire, there the verses and letters were burnt. What had happened? What so often happens. The flower had fooled him, it was a joke; the young girl had fooled him, that was no joke, she had chosen another friend at midsummer.

               When morning came, the sun shone down on the small, flattened snowdrop, it looked as if it had been painted on the floor. The girl who did the sweeping picked it up, placed it in one of the books on the table, since she thought it must have fallen out when she was tidying up and ordering things. And once more the flower now lay among verses, printed verses, and they are finer than the handwritten ones – well, more has been spent on them at any rate.

               The years passed, the book stood on the shelf: now it was taken out, opened and read in; it was a good book; verses and songs by the Danish poet Ambrosius Stub, who is well worth knowing. And the man reading the book turned the page. ‘Oh, there’s a flower lying here!’ he said, ‘a snowdrop! it must have been put here for a purpose; poor Ambrosius Stub! he too was a snowdrop, a snowdrop of poetry! He came too early, and was exposed to slush and keen winds, did the tour of the Funen manor lords, like a flower in a glass of water, a flower in a rhyming letter! Summer’s fool, winter’s fool, someone to deride and make fun of, fun and games, and yet the first one, the only one, the youthfully fresh Danish poet. Yes, lie there like a bookmarker, you little snowdrop! You have been placed there for a purpose.’

               And the snowdrop was replaced in the book, and it felt both honoured and pleased at knowing that it was a marker in that lovely songbook, and that the one who had first sung and written about it had also been a summer’s fool, a winter’s fool. The flower understood that now in its own way, just as we do everything in our own way.

               That is the tale of the snowdrop!
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