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          The Swineherd
                There was once a poor prince; he had a kingdom that was quite small, though it was of course always large enough to marry on, and marriage was exactly what he had in mind.

          It was fairly audacious of him even so to dare ask the emperor’s daughter ‘Will you marry me?’ but he dared to all right, for his name was famous far and wide, there were a hundred princesses who would have gladly said ‘Yes’, but just see if this one did.

          Here’s our story, then:

          On the grave of the prince’s father there grew a rosebush, – oh such a lovely rosebush; it only blossomed every fifth year and only bore a single rose, but it was a rose with such a sweet fragrance that just smelling it made one forget all one’s sorrows and worries, and then he also had a nightingale that could sing as if all the beautiful melodies of the world resided in its tiny throat. The princess was to have the rose and the nightingale, so they were both packed in large silver cases and then sent to her.

          The emperor had them carried in front of him into the great hall where the princess was playing ‘Guess the Stranger’ with her ladies-in-waiting; and when she saw the large cases with the presents, she clapped her hands with joy.

          ‘I only hope it’s a small pussy cat!’ she said – but out came the rosebush with its beautiful rose.

          ‘Oh, how well-fashioned!’ all the ladies-in-waiting said.

          ‘It’s more than well-fashioned,’ the emperor said, ‘it’s lovely.’

          But the princess touched it and almost started to cry.

          ‘Ugh, papa!’ she said, ‘it’s not artificial, it’s real!’

          ‘Ugh!’ all the ladies-in-waiting said, ‘it’s real!’

          ‘Let’s have a look and see what’s in the other case first, before we get upset!’ was the emperor’s opinion about it, and then the nightingale emerged – and it sang so beautifully that at first no one could say anything bad about it.

          ‘Superbe, charmant!’ the ladies-in-waiting said, for all of them spoke French, though each one worse than the next.

          ‘That bird reminds me so much of the late empress’s musical box,’ an old courtier said, ‘ah yes! precisely the same timbre, the same execution!’

          ‘Yes!’ the emperor said, and then he wept like a small child.

          ‘I can hardly believe it’s real!’ the princess said.

          ‘Oh yes, it’s a real bird!’ those who had brought it said.

          ‘In that case, let the bird fly away,’ the princess said, and in no way was she willing to receive the prince.

          But he refused to lose heart; he smeared his face brown and black, pulled a cap well down over his forehead and knocked at the door.

          ‘Good day, Emperor!’ he said, ‘is there perhaps a job for me anywhere here at the palace?’

          ‘Yes, I think there might be!’ the emperor said, ‘I need someone to look after the pigs! for we’ve lots of them!’

          And so the prince was given a job as imperial swineherd. He was given a wretched cubbyhole of a room down by the pigsty and that was where he was to stay; but he sat there working all day long and when evening came he had made a lovely small cooking pot with small bells around the rim and as soon as the pot came to the boil, they all tinkled so delightfully and played the old tune:

          
               
                    ‘Ach, du lieber Augustin
                

               
                    Everything’s gone, gone, gone!’
                

          

          but the most remarkable thing of all was that when you held your fingers in the steam from the pot, you could immediately smell what food was being cooked in every chimney in the town; now that was certainly something else than that rose of his.

          The princess came walking by with her ladies-in-waiting, and when she heard the tune she stopped and looked very pleased indeed, for she could also play ‘Ach, du lieber Augustin’, it was the only tune she could play, but she played it with one finger.

          ‘That’s the one I can play!’ she said, ‘so it must be quite a cultivated swineherd! Listen! Go in and ask him what the instrument costs!’

          And so one of the ladies-in-waiting had to go into the pigsty, but she put some clogs on first.

          ‘What do you want for that cooking pot?’ the lady-in-waiting asked.

          ‘I want ten kisses from the princess!’ the swineherd said.

          ‘God forbid!’ the lady-in-waiting said.

          ‘Yes, nothing less will do!’ the swineherd replied.

          ‘He really is naughty!’ the princess said, and started to walk away – but when she had gone a little way, the bells started to tinkle so delightfully:

          
               
                    ‘Ach, du lieber Augustin
                

               
                    Everything’s gone, gone, gone!’
                

          

          ‘Listen,’ the princess said, ‘ask him if he’ll accept ten kisses from my ladies-in-waiting!’

          ‘Oh no!’ the swineherd said, ‘ten kisses from the princess, or I keep the pot.’

          ‘How tiresome!’ the princess said, ‘but then you must stand in front of me, so that nobody sees anything!’

          And the ladies-in-waiting stood in front of her, and spread their skirts out wide, and then the swineherd got his ten kisses and she got the cooking pot.

          Well, now the fun started! all evening and all day long the pot had to cook, there wasn’t a chimney in the town that didn’t tell them what was being prepared there, at the chamberlain’s and at the cobbler’s. The ladies-in-waiting danced and clapped their hands.

          ‘We know who’s going to have sweet soup and pancakes! We know who’s going to have porridge and cutlets! How interesting!’

          ‘Yes, but keep it quiet, for I’m the emperor’s daughter!’

          ‘God forbid!’ they all said.

          The swineherd – the prince, that is, but they only thought that he was a real swineherd – didn’t let the next day pass without making something else, this time it was a musical rattle – when you swung it round, all the waltzes and dance tunes since the world began came out of it.

          ‘But it’s quite superbe!’ the princess said, as she passed by, ‘I’ve never heard a more delightful composition! Listen! go in and ask him what that instrument costs: but I’m not giving any more kisses!’

          ‘He wants to have a hundred kisses from the princess!’ the lady-in-waiting said when she’d been in and asked.

          ‘I think he is mad!’ the princess said, and started to walk away; but when she had gone a little way, she stopped.

          ‘One must encourage the arts!’ she said. ‘I am the emperor’s daughter! Tell him, he can have ten kisses like yesterday – the rest he can have from my ladies-in-waiting!’

          ‘Yes, but we’re not at all keen on that!’ the ladies-in-waiting said.

          ‘Nonsense!’ the princess said, ‘and if I can kiss him, so can you! Remember, I’m the one who pays you and gives you board and lodging!’ and so the lady-in-waiting had to go back in once more.

          ‘A hundred kisses from the princess,’ he said, ‘or there’s nothing doing.’

          ‘Stand in front of me!!!’ she said, and all the ladies-in-waiting stood round her and the kissing started.

          ‘I wonder what all that commotion is down there at the pigsty!’ the emperor said when he had come out onto the balcony; he rubbed his eyes and put on his spectacles. ‘It seems that the ladies-in-waiting are involved! I must go down to them!’ – and he pulled up the heels of his slippers, for he had trodden them down.

          Goodness gracious! How he hurried!

          As soon as he got down to the courtyard, he started to move quite slowly, and the ladies-in-waiting were so busy counting the kisses to make sure that it was properly done that they didn’t notice the emperor at all. He stood up on tiptoe.

          ‘What’s all this?!’ he said, when he saw that they were kissing, and he beat them over the head with his slipper, just as the swineherd got his eighty-sixth kiss. ‘Heraus!’ the emperor said, for he was angry, and both the princess and swineherd were banished from his empire.

          There she now stood in tears, the swineherd scolded her, and the rain poured down.

          ‘Oh, how wretched I now am!’ the princess said, ‘if only I had taken that handsome prince! Oh, how miserable I am!’

          And the swineherd went behind a tree, wiped all the black and brown off his face, threw away the horrid clothes and reappeared in his princely costume, so handsome that the princess couldn’t help curtseying.

          ‘I have come to despise you, you know!’ he said. ‘You didn’t want to have an honest prince! You didn’t understand anything about the rose and the nightingale, but you were quite prepared to kiss the swineherd for a toy bird that could sing! Farewell and goodbye to you!’ – And he went back to his kingdom and shut the door on her, so now she could certainly sing:

          
               
                    ‘Ach, du lieber Augustin,
                

               
                    Everything’s gone, gone, gone!’
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