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               Hidden is not Forgotten 
                There lay an old manor with mud-filled moats and drawbridge; it was more raised than lowered: not all guests that pay a visit are welcome. Under the eaves were holes for shooting out of and for pouring down boiling water, even molten lead over the enemy, if it got too close. Inside, there were high-beamed ceilings, and that was good considering the much smoke that rose from the open fire where the large, damp logs lay. On the walls hung pictures of men clad in armour and proud ladies in heavy gowns; the most bolt upright of them walked about the place very much alive – she was called Mette Mogens, and was the lady of the manor.

               One evening robbers came; they killed three of her servants, the watchdog as well, and then they bound Mistress Mette by the dog-chain attached to the kennel, and sat up in the great hall drinking wine from her cellars and all the fine beer.

               Mistress Mette was on the dog-chain – she couldn’t even bark.

               Then the robber’s boy came, he slid in ever so quietly so as not to be noticed, for otherwise they would have killed him.

               ‘Mistress Mette Mogens!’ the boy said, ‘can you remember when my father was made to ride the wooden horse during your husband’s time; you prayed for him then, but it didn’t help; he had to sit there till he was a cripple; but you crept out to him, just as I’m doing now; you placed a small stone under each of his feet, so he could find rest. Nobody saw it, or they pretended not to see it, as you were the young lady. My father has told me this, and I have kept it hidden but not forgotten it! Now I’m going to set you free, Mistress Mette Mogens!’

               And then they took horses from the stable and rode through the wild weather to fetch help from friends.

               ‘That was generous repayment for a small act of kindness towards the old man!’ Mette Mogens said.

               ‘Hidden is not forgotten!’ the boy said.

               The robbers were hanged.

               
                

            
               There once lay an old manor – it still lies there – it was not that of Mistress Mette Mogens, it belongs to another aristocratic family.

               This is in our own time. The sun shines on the gilt spire of the tower, small islets lie like bouquets on the water, and around them the wild swans swim. In the garden roses grow – and the lady of the manor is herself the finest rose petal, gleaming with joy, the joy of good deeds, not out in the great wide world but within human hearts, where it is hidden but not forgotten.

               She is now going from the manor to the small remote cottage out in the fields. There lives a poor palsied girl; the window of the small room faces north, no sunlight enters; all she has to look at is a piece of land that ends at the high ditch. Today, though, there is sunshine, the lovely warmth of the Lord God is inside; it comes from the south through the new window that previously was a wall.

               The palsied girl is sitting in the warm sunshine, looking at woodland and shore, the world has become so large and so delightful, and that because of a single word spoken by the kindly lady of the manor.

               ‘The word was so easy, the deed so small!’ she says, ‘The joy I was given was endlessly great and wonderful.’

               And for that reason she does so many a good deed, thinks of all those living in poor houses and in rich houses, where also people live who are sad. This is hidden and concealed but not forgotten by the Lord God!

               
                

            
               There was once an old house within the large, busy town. In it were rooms and halls, those we do not intend to enter, we will stay in the kitchen, where there is plenty of warmth and light, where it is nice and tidy everywhere: the copperware gleams, the table is as if polished, the sink is like a newly scrubbed chopping board; all this has been done by the maid-of-all-work, and despite this she has found time to dress in fine clothes as if about to go to church. She is wearing a bow on her coat, a black bow; this means mourning. She has no one to mourn though, neither father nor mother, neither family nor sweetheart; she is a poor girl. She was once betrothed, that was with a poor young fellow; they were so intensely fond of each other. One day he came to her.

               ‘We two own nothing!’ he said. ‘The rich widow, the one in the basement, has spoken warm words to me; she wishes to make a prosperous man of me, but you are the one in my heart. What do you advise me to do?’

               ‘That which you believe will mean your good fortune!’ the girl said. ‘Be good and kind towards her, but remember that from the moment we part, the two of us cannot see each other anymore!’

               – And a couple of years passed. And then she met her former friend and sweetheart in the street; he looked so ill and wretched and so she couldn’t help asking: ‘How are things with you?’

               ‘Fine and well in all respects!’ he said, ‘my wife is honest and good, but you are in my heart. I have fought my battle, soon it will be over! Now we will not meet again before in Heaven.’

               A week has passed. In the morning paper it says that he is dead; that is why the girl is wearing a mark of mourning. Her sweetheart has died, leaving behind his wife and three stepchildren, the newspaper states. It sounds cracked, but the ore is nevertheless pure.

               The black bow shows mourning, the girl’s face shows it even more; it is hidden in the heart, will never be forgotten!

               Well, those were three stories, three leaves on one stalk. Would you like more clover leaves? There are many in the book of the heart, hidden but not forgotten.
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