THE SAND-HILLS
OF JUTLAND



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649100040

The sand-hills of Jutland by Hans Christian Andersen

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

THE SAND-HILLS
OF JUTLAND

ﬁTrieste






rHE

SAND-HILLS OF JUTLAND.

HHANE CHRISTIAN ANDERSEX,

ATTHOL OF Y TINE -DIPEDVISATORG, NTC:

LOKNDON:
RICHARL HENTLEY, SEW DBURLINGTON BTREET.

1860,



WINCHEATER :
FRIRTED Y WUSH BARELLY,
npon oTREEY.



CORNTENTS.

FAGE
THE SAXT-NILLY OF JUTLANDG . - ' : . 1
THE SUI-RINGE'S DAUGHTEN - - - v . dH
THE QUICKEST NUONXERS y - . - . EE
THE FELLE HWOLLOW - . . . ] 1l
KOUP MADE OF A BAUHAGE-STICN " ' ) . HHE
TAE SECE OF & BOITIE . . . . .
THE OLD DACHELORE XIGHTOAR " : ]
EOMETHINA . = = ; W . 1nH
THE OLT OAR TREES LAST DREAM ) i 1
THE WIND RELATES THE SPORY OF WALDEMAR DALE AKD

HIE DATGHTERE : i i : 130
THE @il wire Tnon Urox nEELD . . . B ]
oL, THE WATCRMAN GF TMI TOWER . ) AR
ANHE LIEBHTH ; OB, THE ATPARITION OF TUE RELCU . W4
CHTLBRAEN'S FRATTLE ! ; ; . . - BB
4 HOW OF DPEARLE : . . ] . L
THE FEN AXD THE IXESTAXD ) . v oD
THE CHILD 1% THE onive & . ; T H

THATLMING . i ' . ' ' 4 o Bl






The Sand-lLills of Jutland,

FYHIS is a story from the Juthd sand-lalls, but it does

nob goummence there ) on the fosteary, it eommencos
far wway cowards (he gouth, io Spain.  The ses is the higl-
wiy between e two countyies. Funey vouesol? theve.  The
ecenory is beauntiful ; the elimate 35 worm.  Thera blopms
fhe searled pomegranute amidst the dark laorel trees; from
the lills a refroshing Lreeze s wafted over the orange groves
ond the magnifieent Mooziel halls, with their gilded cupolas.
poed 1 heke painted walls, Proeessions of chillren paeads the
etreets with lichts and waviog banners; and, sbove these,
clear and lofty rises the veult of heaven, studded wish glitter-
ing stars, HBongs nnd castanets are heand ; yooths awd givls
mingte in the davee wwoder the blesssming. scacins; whilst
heggars sit upon the senlpoored blosks of mardile, and refresh
themsslvas with the juicy watermelon. Life dozes here:
it is all like & chorming dream, and ooe indulges in B, YVes,
thus did two yoang vewly.married parsons, who alse possessed

b



& THE SARD-RILLE OF JUTLAXND,

all the Lest gifts of earth—hanil, good humoar, riches, and
rauk,

“ Nothing geuld possibly exeead gur lhappiness,” they said
in the fuluess of their juvful hoarts ; yet thers wes one degree
of still higher happiness o which they might wteain, aml
that wonld be when Gad blessed them with a childe—a som, to
rogamble: them in featnres amd in dispogition.

That fortunate child wonld be hailad with rapturs | wonid
ba loved and dalutily eared for; would be the heir to all the
advantages that wealth and high birth ean bestow.

The days flew by a3 a continual festivai to them,

“Lifs is a0 mercifu]l gt ol love—almost inconceivally
great,’ eaid the roung wife; "but the fulness of this
happiness sball Le tosted dn that fotarve life, when 16wl
inerenss and exist to ail elemnity.  The iden is incompre-
henszible to ma.”

“ That. is only an aesumption ameng mankind,” said her
husband. ' In reality, it ig frightful pride and overweening
arrogance o think thet we shall liva for evor—Llecome Iike
God, These were the serpeut’s wily words, and he iz the
futher of lies."

“Wou do not, ewever, doole that there is o life after this
oume ? " psked Lz wife; and for the firse fimaa cloud seemed
to pnas over thair sunny henven of thought,

“ Fuith Dolds farth the promize of it, and the priests
procloim it eail the young man; " lub, in cthe midst of
all my happiness, T feel that it woall ke too eraving, too pre.
sumptogus, to demand suctker life after this sne—a happinees
1o be continunl, e there hat s» moch granied jo this
existence that we might aud aught to be content with 127"

“To wg—yes, there hag been mueh granted,” replied the
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young wile; *“bal to Eow many thousands does not this Jife
become merely a heavy trial ¥ How maouy ere not, as it were,
enst into this world te Le the victims of poverty, wmngling,
gickness, nnd misfortane? Nay, i there were no life after
thie one, then everything in this globa has been unequoally
deslt aut 3 then God woukd nat ha jas”

" The beggar down yonder bas joys as great, to Lis jdeas,
as are those of the monarch in his splendid polaca to him,™
eald the young wav; “'avd do yon pot think that the beasts
of burden, which are beaten, scarved, and toiled to death, fesl
the oppressivencss of theie lot!  Ther also might desire
another lile, and enll it vnjusc that they had net been placed
pmidst & higher grmde of Leinga.™

“In the ingdem of bheaven there are wany mansions,
Christ has told ws,” answered the lady, * The kingdom of
heaven ia infinite, o4 15 the Jove of God.  The heasts of the
field are also Flis creation ; and mr beliad 35 thet no Tife will
Le extinguished, Lue will win that degres of happiness which
may be snitabie to it, aod that will e suffeient,”

w Well, this woild i3 encegh for me,” said her hasband, as
ha threw his arms round Lis besotiful, amisble wife, and
pmoked his eigaretde upon the open balecuy, where the
deligionsly cool air waz laden wich the perfome of arange
trees and beds of earostieua,  Dlosie anid dhe soomd of
cagtanels srose from the sorest Leneath: the stors shona
brightly abore ; and two eves full of affection, tha eyes of his
charming wife, looked a2 him with fove which would live in
elernity,

“ Buch momeats s these” ha excloimed, *“are they not
well worth being barn for—Lora to enjoy them, oud then to
vauish into nothingoess *



