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          The Mayweed
                Just listen to this! –

          Out in the country, by the roadside, lay a summer cottage – you’re sure to have seen it yourself sometime! – in front of it there was a small garden with flowers and a painted trellis fence; close by in the ditch, in the midst of the loveliest green grass, grew a little mayweed; the sun shone just as warmly and beautifully on it as on the profusion of large, magnificent flowers inside the garden, and so it grew by the hour. One morning it stood there in full bloom with its small, gleaming white petals that cluster like rays round the small yellow sun at its centre. It never thought of the fact that no one saw it there in the grass and that it was a poor, disdained flower; no, it was so content, it turned straight towards the warm sun, looked up at it and listened to the lark singing in the sky.

          The little mayweed was as happy as if it was a grand festive day, and yet it was only a Monday; all the children were in school; while they sat on their benches learning things, it sat on its little green stem and also learnt things from the warm sun and everything around it, how good God is, and it seemed just as if the small lark sang so clearly and beautifully all that it silently felt; and the mayweed gazed up with a kind of reverence at the happy bird that could sing and fly, though it was not sad at all that it was unable to itself. ‘I see and hear things after all!’ it thought, ‘the sun shines on me and the wind kisses me! Oh, how much has been bestowed on me!’

          Inside the fence stood so many stiff, fine flowers; the less their fragrance, the higher they held their heads. The peonies gave themselves airs, so as to be bigger than a rose, but size is not what really matters! The tulips had the most beautiful colours, and they were well aware of this and held themselves so straight and tall that everyone could see this better. They didn’t notice the little mayweed outside one bit, but it looked all the more at them and thought: ‘how fine and lovely they are! the magnificent bird is sure to fly down and visit them! God be praised that I am standing so close by, so that I can see all that finery! and just as it was thinking that, ‘chirrup, chirrup!’, down came the lark, but not to the peonies and the tulips, no, down into the grass to the poor mayweed, which was so overcome by sheer joy that it no longer knew what to think.

          The little bird danced around it and sang: ‘oh, how soft the grass is! and look, what a sweet little flower with gold in its heart and silver on its dress!’ the gold dot of the mayweed looked just like gold too, and the small petals round it were a gleaming silvery-white.

          Just how happy the little mayweed was, well, no one can possibly comprehend! The bird kissed it with its beak, sang for it and then flew up once more into the blue sky. It must have lasted a whole fifteen minutes or more before the flower could get over it all. Somewhat shyly and yet with intense delight it gazed at the flowers inside the garden; for they had seen the honour and bliss that she had experienced, they must of course realise what a great joy it was; but the tulips stood there just as stiff as before, and their faces were so pinched and so red, for they were very annoyed. The peonies were quite thick-headed, ooh! it was a good thing that they couldn’t talk, for otherwise the mayweed would have got a good dressing down. The poor little flower could very well see that they were not in a good mood, and that pained it a great deal. At that very moment, a girl came into the garden with a large knife that was so sharp and gleaming; she walked among the tulips cutting them off, one after the other. ‘Uh!’ the little mayweed sighed, ‘that’s terrible, now it’s all over with them!’ Then the girl left with the tulips. The mayweed was glad that it grew in the grass and was a poor small flower; it felt extremely grateful, and when the sun went down, it folded its petals, fell asleep and dreamt all night long about the sun and the small bird.

          The next morning, when the flower happily stretched all its white petals like small arms out towards the sky and the light, it recognised the bird’s voice, but what it sang was so sad. Yes, the poor lark had every reason for this, for it had been caught and now sat in a cage close to the open window. It sang about flying around freely and happily, sang about the young, green corn in the fields and about the wonderful trip it could make on its wings high up into the sky. The poor bird was not in a good mood, it sat there a prisoner in its cage.

          The little mayweed wanted so much to help it, but how was it to set about that – yes, it was hard to come up with something. It completely forgot how beautiful everything was around it, how warmly the sun shone, and how beautiful and white its petals looked; ah, all it could think of was the imprisoned bird that it had been unable to do anything for.

          At that moment, two small boys came out of the garden; one of them had a knife in his hand that was as large and sharp as the one the girl had used to cut the tulips. They went straight towards the little mayweed, who was completely unable to understand what they wanted.

          ‘Here we can cut out a nice piece of turf for the lark!’ one of the boys said and started to cut out a deep square around the mayweed, so that it ended up in the middle of the piece of turf.

          ‘Pull up the flower!’ the other boy said, and the mayweed shuddered with fright, for to be pulled up meant losing one’s life, and now it wanted so much to live as it would then be taken with the turf into the cage with the captured lark.

          ‘No, leave it where it is!’ the other boy said, ‘it’s so pretty there!’ and so it was allowed to stay put and ended up in the cage with the lark.

          But the poor bird moaned aloud about its lost freedom and beat its wings against the iron rods of the cage; the little mayweed was unable to speak, to say a comforting word, no matter how much it wanted to. So were things all that morning.

          ‘There’s no water here!’ the imprisoned lark said, ‘they’ve all gone off and forgotten to leave me with a drop to drink! my throat is so parched and burning! there is fire and ice inside me and the air is so stifling! Ah, I must die, lose the warm sunshine, the fresh greenness, all the beauty that God has created!’ and then it bored its beak down into the cool piece of turf to gain some refreshment. And its eye fell on the mayweed, and the bird nodded to it, kissed it with its beak and said: ‘You are also going to have to wither inside here, you poor little flower! You and the small green patch of grass they have given me for the entire world I had outside! every little blade of grass will be a green tree for me, each of your white petals a fragrant flower! ah, just tell me how much I have lost!’

          ‘If only I could console him!’ the mayweed thought, but it was unable to move a petal; although the scent that streamed out of its fine petals was far stronger that it otherwise is in this flower; the bird also noticed this, and despite the fact that it was dying of thirst and in its anguish tore up the blades of green grass, it did not touch the flower at all.

          Evening fell, and still no one came and brought the bird a drop of water; then it stretched out its beautiful wings, shook them convulsively, its song was no more than a melancholy cheep; its small head bent down towards the flower and the bird’s heart broke from loss and longing; then the flower was unable, as the previous evening, to fold its petals and sleep – ill and grieving it drooped down towards the earth.

          The boys did not return before the following morning, and when they saw the bird dead, they cried, shed many tears and dug a fine grave for it which they decorated with flower petals. They placed the bird’s body in a lovely red box, it was to be given a royal burial, the poor bird! When he was alive and sang they had forgotten him, let him sit in the cage and suffer loss, now he was given much ceremony and many tears.

          But the piece of turf with the mayweed was thrown out into the dust on the road, no one thought about it, even though it had felt most for the small bird and so much wished to console it!
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