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               The Candles
                There was once a large wax candle, extremely well aware of what it was.

               ‘I was born in wax and made in a mould!’ it said. ‘I provide better light and burn longer than other candles; my rightful place is a chandelier or a silver candlestick!’

               ‘That must be a delightful existence!’ the tallow candle said. ‘I’m just made of tallow, am only a hand-dipped candle, but I console myself with the fact that this is a bit more than being just a taper; it is only dipped twice, while I have been dipped eight times to acquire a decent thickness. I am satisfied! it is of course finer and more fortunate to have been born in wax and not in tallow, but one doesn’t decide things for oneself in this world. You will end up in fine rooms in a glass chandelier, I will remain in the kitchen, but that is also a good place, from here food is supplied to the whole house!’

               ‘But there is something that is more important than food!’ the wax candle said: ‘The sparkle of high society! To see such a sparkle and to sparkle oneself! There is to be a ball here this evening, I and my entire family will soon be fetched!’

               Hardly had this been said before all the wax candles were fetched, but the tallow candle was not left out. The lady of the house held it herself and carried it out of the kitchen; there stood a young boy with a basket, it was filled with potatoes, even a few apples were added. All this the kind lady gave to the poor boy.

               ‘Here’s a candle for you too, my little friend!’ she said. ‘Your mother works away until late at night, she can make good use of it!’

               The young daughter of the house stood close by and when she heard the words ‘until late at night’ she said with intense joy: ‘I too am going to be up until late at night! we’re going to have a ball, and I will be wearing my great big red ribbons!’

               How her face shone! now that was joy! No wax candle can shine as brightly as the eyes of a child!

               ‘What a wonderful sight!’ the tallow light thought, ‘I’ll never forget it, and I’ll probably never see such a thing ever again!’

               And then it was laid in the basket under the lid, and the boy left with it.

               ‘Where am I off to now!’ the candle wondered; ‘I am to go to poor people, perhaps I will not even get a brass candlestick, while the wax candle will sit in silver and see the finest people. How lovely it must be to shine for the finest people! but my lot was to be of tallow and not of wax!’

               And the candle came to poor people, a widow with three children in a small, low-ceilinged room right opposite the rich house.

               ‘God bless the good lady for what she gave!’ the mother said, ‘it’s a lovely candle! it can burn until late at night.’

               And the candle was lit.

               ‘Ugh!’ it said. ‘That was a foul-smelling sulphur match she lit me with! Hardly something a wax candle would have to put up with in the rich house!’

               There too the candles were lit; they shone out over the street; the carriages rumbled up with the ball guests in all their finery, the music rang out.

               ‘Now they’re starting over there!’ the tallow candle realised and thought of the young rich girl’s shining face, more radiant than all the wax candles. ‘Such a sight I will never see again!’

               Now the youngest child of the poor family came in, a little girl; she put her arms round the necks of her brother and sister, she had something important to tell them, it had to be whispered: ‘This evening – just think! – we’re going to have hot potatoes!’

               And her face was lit up with pure bliss; the candle shone directly into it, it saw a happiness, a joy just as great as over in the rich house, where the young girl said: ‘We’re going to have a ball this evening, and I will be wearing my great big red ribbons!’

               ‘Is getting hot potatoes just as fine a treat!’ the candle thought. ‘The young people here are just as happy!’ And it then sneezed; well, it sputtered – a tallow candle can’t do more than that.

               The table was laid, the potatoes eaten. Oh, how delicious they tasted! It was a proper banquet, and then each of them had an apple afterwards, and the youngest child said a short grace:

               
                    ‘Dear Lord above, my thanks to thee

                    For generously feeding me!

                    Amen.’

               

               ‘Didn’t I say that nicely, mother!’ she exclaimed afterwards.

               ‘You’re not to ask me that or say that!’ her mother said. ‘You are only to think of the Good Lord who has provided you with enough to eat!’

               The young ones were put to bed, given a kiss and fell asleep immediately, and their mother sat sewing until late at night so as to earn a living for them and herself. And from the rich house opposite the candles gleamed and the music rang out. The stars sparkled above all the houses, those of rich and poor alike, equally bright, equally magnificent.

               ‘All in all it was a nice evening!’ was the tallow candle’s opinion. ‘I wonder if the wax candles had a better one in their silver candlesticks? I’d like to know that before I burn down!’

               And it thought of the two equally happy faces, the one lit by a wax candle, the other by a tallow candle!

               And that’s the whole story!
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