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Syuirrel’s in the hollow, the Raven’s up on a branch, the
Partridges are under the snow-drifts. Ow-oo-00! How T’d love
to gobble them all up! '

OLb Ravex: Crroak! Crroak! Liar-r! You can’t eat up
ever-rybody.

Wour: Stop vour croaking! I'm so hungry my belly has
dried up and my teeth are chattering.

OLp Bavex: Crroak! Crroak! Go your-r way, brother-r!
Don’t vou darre touch anybody, or else!... I'm a sharp-
eved rraven, and from this tree I can see all of thirty miles
away. '

WoLr: Well, what do vou see?

OLp Ravex: (roak! Croak! A Soldier is coming up the
road. He's carrying the Wolf's death slung across his back,
and at his side the Wolf's peril is swinging. Croak! (roak!
Where are you off to, Grey Wolf'?

WorLr: You bore me with your talk, old fellow. I'm going
to Jook for a quiet place with no croaking ravens in it!
{ Runs off.})

OLp Raves: Croak! Croak! So that frightened you, Grey
Wolf, made you slink away with your tail between your legs ?
Yus, the deeper into the forest you go, the farther from death
yvowll he. The soldier is not coming after you at all. He's
coming o get a fir-tree and is pulling a sledge behind him.
It New Year's Bve tonight, and we're having a regular
New Year's frost, 1t would be a good thing to spread out
my wings, do a little flying, and warm myself. But I've grown
too ald-—too old. Croak! Croak!

The Gup By ey Rides hingself among the branches, A Hapr lerrps
avtanto the glade, Up on the tree another Squinner, appoars brside
the one alrendy there,
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HARE (clapping his paws): Brir! It’s cold—so cold it takes
your breath away, and your feet freeze to the snow as you
run. Come on, you Squirrels, let’s play burn.

FIrsT SQUIRREL: All right, Hare. Who’s going to burn first ?

Hare: We'll count out.

Frrsr SQUIRREL: All right. Here goes! -

Sly old Squint-Eye has a ruse:

He always wears two pairs of shoes
And leaves no telltale tracks, you see,
For his hungry enemy!

Well he knows he must beware
Of the Wolf and of the Bear.
Out you come now—it’s your turn
To do the catching, for you burn!

Harg (stepping forward as the two SQUIRRELS stand behind him):

Fire, burn high,
Flame, never die!
Birds are singing,
Bells are ringing.
Look up in the sky!

FirsT SQUIRREL: Catch me, Hare!

SEcOND SQUIRREL: Yowll never get me! (The two SQUIR-
RELS, 7'mmz'ng past the HARE on either side, race away over
the snow; the HARE runs after them. At that moment a youny
girl, the STEPDAUGHTER, enters the clearing, pulling a sledge.
She wears a large tattered kerchief, an old jacket, shabby boots,
and coarse mitiens, and carries a small haichet stuck in her belt.
Stopping between two irees, she waiches the HARE and the
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SouIrrELS, who are so preoccupied with their game that they
do not see her. The SQUIRRELS run full tilt up a tree.)

Harg: Where are you going? You can’t do that—it’s not
fair. I won’t play with you.

FmrsT SQUIRREL: Come on, Hare, jump!

SecoND SQUIRREL: That’s it, leap up!

FIrstT SQUIRREL: Swing your tail and up you go. _
HARE (after a few attempts to jump, pitifully): My tail is
too short! (The SQuIirrELS laugh. So does the STEPDAUGHTER.
Noticing her, the SQuIRRELS and the HARE vanish instanily.)

STEPDAUGHTER (drying her eyes with a mitten): Oh, dear
Heaven! I never heard anything so funny! It's made me
hot in spite of the frost. “My tail’s too short”, he says. His
very words! I wouldn’t believe it if I hadn’t heard it with
my own ears. (Laughs.) 4

An Orp Sorpier comes wnto the glade. He has a big axe stuck in
his belt and is drawing a sledge. He has a long moustache, and alto-
gether looks like Orp SorLpIeRr he is.

OrLp SoLpieR: Hullo, my pretty lass! What's making you
s0 happy? Have you found a treasure trove or heard some
good news? (The STEPDAUGHTER, shaking with laughter,
waves her hand at him helplessly.) Come on, tell us what's
so funny! Perhaps I can share the laugh with you.

STEPDAUGHTER: You won’t believe me.

OLb Sorpier: I don’t know about that. We soldiers have
heard and seen lots of things in our day. We believe what’s
right but we don’t let anybody fool us.

STEPDAUGHTER: Here, on this very spob, a hare and two
- squirrels were playing burn a minute ago.
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OLD SoLDIER: Is that so?

STEPDAUGHTER: Cross my heart! Just like kids playing
in the streets: “Fire, burn high—TFlame, never die!”” The hare
was tearing after the squirrels, when oops!—up a tree they
went! And not only that—they kept teasing him from the tree:
“Come on, jump up here, leap up!”

OLp Sorpier: And they spoke like that in our own lan-
guage ?

STEPDAUGHTER: They chd

OLp SorLpier: Well, just think of that!

STEPDAUGHTER: You see, you don’t believe me.

Orp SorLpier: Not believe you on a day like today? Oh,
no. Today, you know, is the end of the old year and the begin-
ning of the new. And I heard my grandfather say that his
grandfather used to tell him that on New Year’s Eve anything
can happen in the world—all you have to do is to look sharp
not to miss it. That’s no great wonder, to see squirrels and
hares play burn. Even more marvellous things happen on

New Year’s Eve.

STEPDAUGHTER: What things?
OLD Sorpier: Well, my grandfather told me—believe it or

not—that once on New Year’s Eve his grandfather met all
the twelve months together.

STEPDAUGHTER: Did he really ?
OLD SOLDIER: Cross my heart! The old man saw the whole

year, winter and summer, spring and autumn, all at the same
time. It was a sight he could never forget. He told his son
about it and bade him tell his grandchildren about it. That’s
how I come to know the story.

STEPDAUGHTER: But I don’t see how winter, summer,
spring, and autumn can all come together. They’re so different! |
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OLp Sorpier: Well, I only say what I know. But what
has brought you here on such a cold day? I take orders from
my chiefs—and I've been sent here. Who sent you?

STEPDAUGHTER: I haven’t come here of my own free will
either.

OLp SOLDIER: Are you in service?

STEPDAUGHTER: No, 1 live at home.

OLp SorLpiEr: Then how did your mother happen to let
you out? : A

STEPDAUGHTER: My mother wouldn’t have let me out
but my stepmother did—she told me to get some brushwood.

OLp SoLpier: I see. So you’re an orphan? That’s why
your uniform is in such a state. I'm sure the wind blows
right through you. Well, T'll give you a hand and afterwards
T'll see to my own business.

The SterpAUGHTER and the OLp Sorpirr gather brushwood and
pile it on the girl's sledge.

STEPDAUGHTER: And what’s your business?

Orp SoLpiEr: I have to cut a fir-tree—the best fir-tree
in the forest—so branchy, so straight, and so green that there’s
none like it.

STEPDAUGHTER: Who will you be cutting it for?

Orp SoLpier: Who ? The Queen, of course. Tomorrow the
palace will be full of guests—so we must have a surprise for them.

STEPDAUGHTER: I'm sure you need the tallest fir- tree in
the forest ..

OLp SOLDIDR Oh no! Our mistress hates to see anything

taller than her throne in the palace. Her Majesty wants a
pretty little fir-tree.
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STEPDAUCHTER: What are you going to hang on your
tree?

OLp SoLpiEr: The same as everybody. All sorts of toys,
and crackers, and trinkets. Only, other people make them
out of gilt paper and coloured glass—and we have them all
of pure gold and diamonds. Other people have dolls and
rabbits made of plain cloth-—ours are made of the best satin.

STEPDAUGHTER: Do you mean to say the Queen still plays
with dolls?

OLp SorpieEr: Why shouldn’t she? She may be a queen
but she’s no older than you are.

STEPDAUGHTER: I gave up dolls years ago.

OLp SOLDIER: Well, you must be too busy for that, and
she has lots of time. She has nobody to give orders to her,
you see. Since the old King and Queen died, she’s been giving
orders to everybody.

STEPDAUGHTER: Then the Queen, too, is an orphan ?

‘OLD SoLDIER: It looks that way.

STEPDAUGHTER: I'm sorry for her.

OLp SoLpier: Who wouldn’t be? There’s nobody around
to put good sense into her head. Well, your job is done. You
have enough brushwood to last you a week. And it’s time I
turned to my own job—started looking for a tree—or I'll get
it in the neck from my little orphan—she stands for no non-
sense.

STEPDAUGHTER: Just like my stepmother, and my stepsi-
ster, too. You can never please them, no matter what you

do. Whichever way you turn, it’s always the wrong way with

them.
OLp SoLDIER: Don’t worry, you won’t have to put up

with it for ever. You're still young and yow’ll see better days.
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Take our army service: it’s long enough, isn’t it? Yet it, too,
comes to an end.

SteppAUGHTER: Thank you for your kind words—and for
the brushwood. I’ve finished my work early today—the sun’s
still high up. Now let me show you a fir-tree I saw here—it
may be just what you want. It’s a beautiful tree; every
branch on it is a beauty.

OLp Sorprer: I'll be glad to have you show me. You seem
to be at home in the forest. No wonder the Squirrels and
Hares are not afraid to play burn as you look on. {Leawving
their sledges, the STEPDAUGHTER and the OLD SOLDIER disap-
pear among the irees. For a moment the stage is empty. Then
the branches of two old snow-covered fir-trees move apart, admit-
ting two tall old men, the months DECEMBER and JANUARY.
JANUARY wears o white fur coat and cap. DECEMBER wears
a striped black-and-white fur coat and a white fur cap trimmed
with black.)

DeceMBER: There you are, Brother, take over the manage-
ment. I'm sure everything is in order. There’s enough snow
the birches are up to their waists in it, the pines up to their
knees. Now it’ll do no harm if the frost lets itself go. I’ve
lived behind the clouds most of my time but you can have
the sun to play with during your turn.

JaNUARY: Thank you, Brother, I can see you've done a
good job. And how is your ice on the streams and lakes~is
it strong?

DecEMER: It holds up all right. But it wouldn’t be a bad
idea to' freeze it a libtle more.

JANUARY: I'll see to it. You can depend on me. Well, and
how are the forest folk ?

DrceMBER: Oh, they’re behaving very nicely. Those who




have to sleep, sleep, and those who don’t have to—they
either skip or prowl about. I'd better call them so you can
look them‘ over.

Claps his mittened hands. 4 Worr and a Fox peek out among the
trees. The SQUIRRELS appear on the branches. The HArg leaps into
the centre of the glade. Bars of other HARES can be seen stirring behind
snow-drifts. The WorLr and the Fox eye the little animals, ready to
jump on them, but JANUARY wags an admonishing finger.

JANUARY: What are you up to, Red? And you, Grey ? Do
you think we’ve called the Hares to fill your tummies? Oh,
no. You'll have to see about your dinner without our help.
What we want is to count all you forest folk, the Hares, and
the Squirrels, and you, too, the fellows with sharp teeth.

The Worr and the Fox subside. The two old men unlwrriedly count
the animals.

DECEMBER :
Come, show up for roll-call,

Hurry to this oak,

Badger, Wolf, and Fox, and all,
Furred and feathered folk!
Martens, Hares, and Ravens, too,
Creatures young and old...
Now I've counted all of you—
A million folk, all told!

JANUARY: All right. You're all counted. You can go to
your homes and your jobs now. (The animals disappeas.)
And now, Brother, it’s time we made ready for the holiday—
freshened up the snow in the forest, silvered up the trees.

You're still the master here.



Take our army service: it’s long enough, isn’t it? Yet it too,
comes to an end. “

STEPDAUGHTER: Thank you for your kind words—and for
the brushwood. I've finished my work early today—the sun’s
still high up. Now let me show you a fir-tree I saw here—it
may be just what you want. It’s a heautiful tree; every
branch on it is a beauty.

Orp SorpiEr: Il be glad to have you show me. You seem
to be at home in the forest. No wonder the Squirrels and
Hares are not afraid to play burn as you look on. (Leaving
their sledges, the STEPDAUGHTER and the OLD SOLDIER disap-
pear among the trees. For a moment the stage is empty. Then
the branches of two old snow-covered fir-trees move apart, admit-
ting two tall old men, the months DECEMBER and JANUARY.
JANUARY wears o white fur coat and cap. DECEMBER wears
a striped black-and-white fur coat and a white fur cap trimmed
with black.)

DrceMBER: There you are, Brother, take over the manage-
ment. I'm sure everything is in order. There’s enough snow—
the birches are up to their waists in it, the pines up to their
knees. Now it'll do no harm if the frost lets itself go. I've
lived behind the clouds most of my time but you can have
the sun to play with during your turn. :

JaNUARY: Thank you, Brother, I can see you've done a
good job. And how is your ice on the streams and lakes—is
it strong?

DecEMER: It holds up all right. But it wouldn’t be a bad
idea to freeze it a little more.

JaNvARY: Tl see to ib. You can depend on me. Well, and
how are the forest folk?

DrceMBER: Oh, they’re behaving very nicely. Those who



get going. Though why should you wait for me ? In your clothes
yowll be frozen stiff in no time. My, my, how it blows!

STEPDAUGHTER: I'll be all right. I'm used to this. (She helps
“the SOLDIER tie the tree.)

Orp SoLpiER: Well, that’s that. Now, I'll walk in front and
you follow my trail—it’ll be easier for you that way. Let’s go.

STEPDAUGHTER: Let’s go! (Starés.) Oh!

Orp SoLpIER: What’s the matter ?

STEPDAUGHTER: Look. Two old men in white fur coats are
standing there, behind those pine-trees.

OrLp SoLpIER: What old men ? Where ? (T'akes & step forward.
The trees draw together and screen the old men.) There’s nobody
there. You're seeing things. Those are just pine-trees.

STEPDAUGHTER: I swear I saw them—two old men in fur
coats and caps.

OLp Sorpigr: Today even trees wear coats and caps. Let’s
get going. And just keep looking straight ahead. In a New Year’s
storm, deep in a forest, worse things may leap before your
eyes.

The STEPDAUGHTER and, the SOLDIER go off. DECEMBER and
JANUARY reappear from behind the trees.

JANUARY: Are they gone?

DECEMBER: They are. (Peers after them, shading his eyes with
lis hand.) They’re quite a distance away, too. I can just see
them going down the hill.

JANUARY: Well, your last visitors, it seems. Therell be no
more human beings in the forest this year. Let’s call our bro-
thers and start a New Year’s bonfire. We'll set honey to brew
to last us the whole year through.

DECEMBER: And who’s to find wood for the fire?

January: The Winter Months.
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DEcEMBER: And who’ll get the fire ?

Voices Frou THE ForesT: The Spring Months.
DeceMBER: Who's to fan the fire ?

Voices: The Summer Months.

DEeceEMBER: Who's to pub out the fire ?
Voices: The Autumn Months.

Shadows flit among the trees in the distance. Lights flicker through
the branches.

JANUARY: Well, Brother, it looks as if everybody’s here who
should be. Lock the forest for the night. No more going in or
out.

DecEMBER:  All right. I will.

Winter storm, cold and white,
Whip the snow into flight.

Make it whirl,

Make it twirl,

Make it dance, make it swirl.
Spread your mantle on the ground,
Wall the woods with snow around.
With icy key and snowy lock
Every road and pathway block!

(A curtain of falling snow hides the forest.)

SCENE 2
.T]ze QueEN’s classroom in the royal palace. The blackboard is set
i an elaborate gold frame. At the desk, which is made of rose wood,

the fourteen-year-old QUEEN is sitting on & velvet cushion writing
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with a long gold quill. Standing before her is the Prorzssor OF
Ter Trrpr R’s. He has a grey beard and in his mantle and odd
doctor’s cap with a tassel resembles an old-time astrologer.

QUEEN: I detest writing. It stains all your fingers with ink.
PrOFESSOR: You are perfectly right, Your Majesty. It's a
highly unpleasant occupation. The ancient poets knew what
they were doing when they dispensed with all writing imple-
ments., That’s why science classes their work as oral literature.
However, I make bold to request Your Majesty to inscribe four
more lines with your royal hand.
QueEeN: All right. Dictate them.
PROFESSOR :
The meadow grass is turning green,
The sun shines bright and clear,
The swallow flying in the sky
Announces spring is here.
QUEEN: I'll write only the first line. (Writes.) The meadow
green is turning grass. ..

(Enter the CHANCELLOR.)

CHANCELLOR: Good morning, Your Majesty. May I kindly
request you to attach your signature to one proclamation and

three decrees? ’
QuEeeN: More writing? Oh, well. But in that case 1 won't

write “turning grass.” Give me your horrid papers. (Signs
the papers.)
CHANCELLOR: Thank you, Your Majesty. Now I beg leave
to ask Your Majesty to inscribe. .. '
QUEEN: Inscribe again?



CHANCELLOR: Only signify your royal will on this petition.

QUEEN (impatiently) : What is it T have to inscribe ?

CHANCELLOR: One of two things, Your Majesty—either “hang
or “pardon.”

(QUEEN {o herself): Par-don. Hang. T'll write “hang.” It’s
shorter.

The CranceLior takes the papers, makes'a bow, and goes off.

PROFESSOR (sighing deepl ly): A short word makes a 1ong life
come to an abrupt end. .

QUEEN: Whatever do you mean ?

PRrROFESSOR: Ah, Your Majesty, do you reahze what you wrote
just now?

QUuEEN: Why, have I made another mistake ? Does the word
spell “h-a-n-k’?

Proressor: No, the spelling was correct. Nevertheless you
made a gross mistake.

QUEEN: What was it ?

Proressor: You killed a man without stoppmg to think!

QueEexN: I like that! Do you expect me to write and think at
the same time ?

Prorrssor: No, I don’t. You have to think first.

QUEEN: If you had your way, I would do nothing but think,
think, think all the time and end up in the royal lunatic asylum.
Luckily, I always have my own way. Well, where are we ? Hurry
up, or I'll die in this classroom! ‘

PrOFESSOR: Permit me to ask Your Majesty what seven
times eight makes.

QUEEN: I cannot recall. This silly business never interested
me very much. Did it interest you ?
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PROFESSOR: Of course it did, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: How extraordinary! Well, good-bye now. Our lesson
is over. Tonight being New Year’s Eve, I have an awful lob to
see to.

PROFESSOR: As it may please Your Majesty. (Obediently,
with a sad air, picks wp the books.) ‘

QUEEN (leaning on the desk with her elbows and watching the
Prorussor. vacantly): Really, it’s much better to be a queen
than an ordinary schoolgirl. Everybody obeys me, even my
teacher. Now tell me, Professor, what would you have done with
any other pupil if she had refused to answer you what seven
times eight makes?

Proressor: I dare not say, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: It’s all right, I permit you.

ProOrESSOR (#imidly): I'd have put her in the corner.

QueexN: Ha! Ha! Ha! (Pointing at the corners.) Which cor-
ner ? This or that?

ProOFESSOR: It doesn’t make much difference, Your Majesty.

QUrEN: I would have preferred this one—it looks cosier.
(Walks into the corner.) And what if she had persisted in refus-
ing to tell you what seven times eight makes?

ProreESsOR: I would have—I beg your forgiveness, Your
Majesty—I would have made her go without dinver.

QueEeN: Without dinner ? But she may be expecting guests —
say, ambassadors of some foreign kingdom or some foreign

prince.
PROFESSOR: I'm not talking about a queen, Your Majesty,

but an ordinary schoolgirl.

QUEEN (drawing an arm-chair inlo the correr and silting
down): Poor ordinary schoolgirl! I see you're a very cruel man.
Do you know I can have you hanged ? This very day, if I want to.
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PROFESSOR (shaking): Your Majesty!

QueeN: Yes, I can, I can. And I really see no reason why
I shouldn’t.

PROFESSOR: But what have I done to displease Your Majesty ?

QueeN: Well; I don’t know. You are very hard to please.
When I write something, you say it’s wrong. When I give you an
answer, you say it’s not the right one. I like people to agree with
me.

PRroOFESSOR: I swear by my life, Your Majesty, I'll never disa-
gree with you against your wishes.

QueEeN: You swear by you life? Splendid. In that case we
may go on with our lesson. Ask me some question. (She goes
back to her desk and sits down. ) :

Proressor: What does six times six make, Your Majesty ?

QUEEN (looking at him coyly): Eleven.

PRrOFESSOR (with ¢ melancholy air): That’s perfectly correct,
Your Majesty. And how much is eight times eight ? '

QUEEN: Three.

Proressor: Correct, Your Majesty. And how much is..

QUeEN: Always how much! You’re such an inquisitive man—
keep asking questions. Why don't you tell me something
interesting yourself ? ~

Proressor: You want me to tell you something interesting,
Your Majesty ? Precisely what would you like me to tell you '
about ?

QUEEN: Oh, I don’t know. Something about the New Year,
perhaps. Today is New Year's Eve, isn’t it ?

PrROFEsSOR: Yes, Your Majesty. A new year will begin to-
morrow. A year consists of twelve months, Your Majesty. '

QUEEN: Does it really ?

ProFESsoR: Exactly twelve months, Your Majesty. The
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‘months are—dJanuary, February, March, April, May, June,
July. .

QU’L‘E\T What a number of them! And you know each one
by its name ? You do have a wonderful memory! ‘

PrOFESSOR: Thank you, Your Majesty. August, September,
October, November, and December.

QUEEN: Imagine that!

. ProrEssor: The months follow one another. Tmmediately
one month ends, the other begins. There was never known
a case when April came before March, or September before
August.

QUEEN: And what if I should want April to come imme-
diately ?

Proressor: That couldn’t be done, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: Arguing again ?

PROFESSOR (tn an tmploring fone): It’s not I who argue with
Your Majesty. It is science and nature.

QUEEN: My goodness! But suppose I pass such a law and
stamp it with the Great Seal?

PROFESSOR (spreading out his arms helplessly): T'm afraid
that won’t help either. But Your Majesty will hardly need such
a change in the calendar. After all, each month brings us its gifts
and pastimes. December, January, and February give us ice
skating, the New Year’s fir-tree, and Shrovetide. In March a
thaw sets in, and in April the first snowdrops peep out from
under the melting snow. .. |

QuEEN: That’s why I want it to be April now. I love snow-

drops. I've never seen them.
PROFESSOR: April is only a short time off, Your Majesty,

just three months or ninety days.
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QuEeN: Ninety ? I can’t wait for three days! I'm having the
New Year’s reception tomorrow, and I want those—what do
you call them ?—snowdrops to decorate my table.

PrOFESSOR: But the laws of nature, Your Majesty. ..

QUEEN (culting him short): I'm going to pass a new law of
nature. (Claps her hands.) Hullo, there! Send me the Chancellor.
(To the ProFEssor.) Now you sit at my desk and write. It’s
my turn to dictate. ( Pauses.) Well, “the meadow grass is turn-
ing green, the sun shines bright and clear.” Yes, write as I say.
( Pauses again.) “The meadow grass is turning green, the sun
shines bright and clear. And spring flowers are blossoming
in our royal forests. Wherefore we graciously command that a
basketful of snowdrops be delivered at our palace for New Year’s
Eve. The loyal subject who carries out our sovereign wish
will be rewarded by us right royally.” What could I promise
them ? Wait, don’t write that down. Oh, I know. Now write.
“We will give that person as much gold as will fill his basket, .
present him with a velvet coat lined with silver fox, and will .
permit him to take part in our royal New Year’s procession
in our city.” Have you written that ? You are so slow!

PrOFESSOR: “—lined with silver fox...” It’s a long time,
Your Majesty, since I've taken dictation.

QueEN: Never mind. Now hand me the quill and T’ll inseribe
my royal name. (Scribbles her name quickly and waves the sheet
to dry the ink. As she is doing this the CHANCELLOR eniers. )
Put the seal here and here. And take measures that everybody
in the city may know my decree.

CHANCELLOR (runs his eyes over-the paper): Put the seal on
this? As Your Majesty commands.

QUEEN: Yes, it is my command and you must carry
it out.
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The curtain falls. Two heralds march out with trumpets and scrolls.
A flourish of trumpets is heard.

v FIRST HERALD:
On New Year’s Eve, on New Year’s Eve
We issue this decree:
It is our wish that snowdi'ops bloom
In royal wood and lea!

SECOND HERALD:
The meadow grass is turning green,
The sun shines bright and clear,
The swallow flying in the sky
Announces spring is here.

v FIRST HERALD:
Who dares to doubt the grass is green,
To doubt that spring is here,
That swallows fly now in the sky
So sunny, bright, and clear ?
+SECOND HERALD:
That snowdrops bloom on New Year’s Eve
We solemnly lay down,
And any subject who says nay
Is outlawed by the Crown!

<

TrsT HERALD: Wherefore we graciously command that

a basketful of snowdrops be delivered at our palace for New
Year’s Eve.

Szconp HErranD: The loyal subject who carries out our

sovereign wish will be rewarded by us right royally.
FrrstT HERALD: We will give that person as much gold as will

fill his basket.
SeconD HEraLD: We will present him with a velvet coat
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lined with silver fox and will permit him to take part in our
royal New Year’s procession in our city.

TmsT HerArD: Her Majesty has inscribed here with her
own royal hand a message to her people: “Happy New Year!
All hail April the First!” :

(A flourish of trumpets.)

SeconD HERALD:
Farewell to winter! Babbling brooks
Fill every deep ravine.

FirsT HERALD:
A basketful of snowdrops bring,
Bring to our gracious Queen!

SECOND HERALD:
A basketful of snowdrops pick,
And as you have been told,

FIrsT HERALD:
Her Majesty will give to you
A basket full of gold!

FirsT AND SECOND HERALDS (iogether):

 The meadow grass is turning green,

The sun shines bright and clear,
The swallow flying in the sky
Announces spring is here.

SCENE 3
Inside o small house on the outskirts of the city, a hot stove warms
. the room. Quiside, glimpsed through the windows, @ snow-storm 8

raging. The day is drawing to a close. The OLp Woaran is Lneadmg
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dough. Her DaveaTER is sitting bejore the fire. Near the girl, on

the floor, lie a few baskets. The DaverTER compares them with one

another, first picking up the smallest, then the one next in size, then
the biggest.

Daverrer: (holding the smallest basket): Do you think,
Mother, this basket will hold a lot of gold?

Orp WoMAN: Quite a bit. |

DaveBTER: Enough to buy a fur coat?

OLp WoMaN: Not only a fur coat, my dear—there will
be enough for a whole trousseau—for coats and skirts, for
kerchiefs and stockings.

DAvuGHTER: And how much will this one hold?

Orp Womaxn: That one will hold a lot more. There’ll be
enough there to buy a fine brick house, a horse and a har-
ness, a ram and a lamb.

DavceeTER: And this one?

Orp Woman: With that one—why!—you’ll eat from gold
plate, wear clothes with gold brocade, shoes of gold, and gold
earrings, too.

DavGHTER: Then I’ll take this one. (With a sigh.) But the
_ trouble is you can’t get any snowdrops now. The Queen must
have issued that proclamation only to make fun of us.

Orp WoMAN: She is young and full of whims.

DAUGHTER: And what if somebody goes to the forest and
finds snowdrops there? He'll get a big basketful of gold.

OLp WoMan: Not a chance! No snowdrops will be seen
until spring comes. And look at those snow-drifts—they’re
almost up to the roof.

DAUGHTER: Yes, but they still may be growing under the
snow-drifts. T'll put on my coat and go out to look for them.
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OLD Womax: No, no, dear, I won’t let you step out of the
house. Look out of the window—see what a snow-storm is
blowing ? Il be much worse before night falls.

DAUGHTER (grasping the biggest basket): 1 said I'm going
and I will. To get into the royal palace, attend the Queen’s
party, and win a whole basketful of gold—it’s a chance that
comes once in a lifetime!

OLp Wonan: You'll freeze to death in the forest.

DaveaTER: Then go to the forest and pick the snowdrops
yourself and I'll take them to the palace.

OLp Wowman: Don’t you care at all for your ‘mother ?

DaveaTeER: Of course I care for you. But I care for gold,
too, and most of all I care for myself. Why don’t you go?
Haven’t you ever been out in a snow-storm before? Wrap
yourself up good and warm, and go. ‘

OLp Woman: A fine daughter I have, I must say. On a
day like this a good master wouldn’t drive his dog out into
the street, and you're driving out your mother!

DAUGHTER: Drive you out ? Not you. You never put yourself
to any trouble for your daughter. I can see how I'm going
to spend the holiday, thanks to you—sitting by the stove
in the kitchen, while others will be riding with the Queen in
a silver sleigh and shovelling gold with a spade. (She cries.)

OLp Womax: Now, now, dear, don’t cry. Here, have a pie.
(Taking @ pan out of the oven.) Fresh from the oven, piping
hot. D’you hear them sizzling ? Just taste one!

DAUGHTER (through her tears): 1 don’t want your pies. I
want snowdrops! If you don’t want to go out yourself and -
won’t let me go, then make Sister do it. She’ll be back from
the forest pretty soon. Send her out again to get snowdrops.

Orp Womax: That’s an idea. I don’t see why I shouldn’t
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send her. The forest is near, it won't take her long to pick
those snowdrops. If she brings the flowers, you and I will
take them to the palace. And if she gets frozen—well, such
is her fate. Nobody will shed any tears over her.

DavucHTER: Certainly not I. I'm sick and tired of her. I
can’t go outside the gate without hearing our neighbours
talking about her: ¢“Oh, the poor orphan!” “Oh, what a girl
she is—she has golden hands!” “Oh, how beautiful she is—you
can’t take your eyes off her.” What has she got that I
haven’t ?

OLp Womax: Why, darling, you've got everything, if you
ask me. But not everybody sees that. She’s so sly, you know,
lays it on so thick, bowing to this one, smiling at that one.
That’s why everybody feels sorry for her. “The poor little
orphan!” they say. And what is it that the poor little orphan
lacks ? T gave her my own kerchief—it was quite a good ker-
chief, I’d worn it less than seven years and had only used
it afterwards to cover the kneading-trough. I also gave her
vour last year’s shoes—Ilet her wear them, I'm not mean.
. And the amount of bread I waste on her—a crust in the mor-
ning, a hunk for dinner, a chunk for supper. At the end of
a year it all adds up. There are so many days in a year, you
know. Any other girl wouldn’t know how to thank you enough,
but you never hear a word of thanks from that poor little
orphan.

DAUGHTER: That’s right. So let her go to the forest. She
can take the biggest basket—the one I've picked out.

OLD Woman: No, no, dear. That’s a new basket. I only
bought it the other day. We'll give her that one—if it’s lost
we won’t miss it.

DAUGHTER: Pity it’s so small.
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Enter the SrerpavenTER. She removes her kerchief and shakes off
the snow, then walks wp to the stove and warms her hands. '

OLD Woman: Is it snowing hard outside ?

STEPDAUGHTER: So hard you can’t tell the ground from
the sky—as if you were walking on clouds. I don’t know how
I managed to get home.

OrLp WoMAN: Snow-storms are what you expect in winter.

STEPDAUGHTER: There hasn’t been - anything. like it this
year and there won’t be again.

DavcaTER: How do you know there won’t?

STEPDAUGHTER: That’s simple. This is the last day of the
year.

DaAuGHTER: Oh, I see! You haven’t been so badly frozen,
since you can talk in riddles. Have you warmed yourself
enough? You have to go somewhere else now.

STEPDAUGHTER: Where to? Is it far?

OLp Woman: Not so near, but not too far either.

DAUGHTER: You have to go to the forest.

STEPDAUGHTER: The forest ? What for ? I've brought enough .
brushwood to last a week.

DaveuTER: Who wants more brushwood? You're to get
snowdrops.

STEPDAUGHTER (laughing): Oh, snowdrops, at this time
of the year! Of course! I didn’t realize you were joking ab
first—for a minute I was frightened. There’s nothing easier
than losing your life today—it just whirls you around and
blows you over.

DaveHTER: I'm not joking. Haven’t you heard about the
royal decree?

STEPDAUGHTER: No.
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DAUGHTER: You don’s seem to know anything. Everybody’s
talking gbout it in town. Why, the Queen has promised a
basketful of gold, a fur-lined coat, and a ride through the city
in her sleich to anybody who brings her fresh snowdrops
tonight.

STEPDAUGHTER: This is no season for snowdrops~thls is
winter.

Orp Wowman: If it were spring, you Wouldn’t be offered
gold for them, but coppers.

DaveHTER: Well, no more arguing. Here’s your basket.

STEPDAUGHTER (looking out of the window): It’s getting
dark. : _

OLp WoMman: It’s your own fault—you shouldn’t have
stayed so late getting brushwood.

STEPDAUGHTER: Maybe I'd befter go tomorrow morning.
I'll get up early, at daybreak.

DaveaTER: Tomorrow morning? I should say not! What
if you don’t find the flowers till evening ? They won’t sit waiting
for us at the palace—they need the flowers for the New Year’s
party.

STEPDAUGHTER: 1 never heard of flowers growing in the
forest in winter-time. And how can I see anything in the
dark ?

DAUGHTER (munching her pie): All you have to do is to
bend lower and look sharper.

STEPDAUGHTER: I'm not going.

DAUGHTER: What do you mean?

STEPDAUGHTER: Don’t you have any pity for me at all?
T’ll never get back from the forest.

DavGETER: Then am I to go there instead of you?

STEPDAUGHTER (with drooping head): I don’t need any gold.
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OLp Wonan: You don’t need anything, of course. You
have everything you need, and what you lack you know
you can get from your stepmother or stepsister.

DAUGHTER: She’s the rich one in our family. She can turn
up her nose at a whole basketful of gold. Well, are you going
or not? Yes or no? No? Where’s my coat? (Choking back
her tears.) Let her warm herself at the stove here and stuff
herself with pies, while I wander in the forest till midnight,
wading through snow-drifts. (Snaiches her coat from a peg and
rushes to the door.)

OLp WoMaN (caiching her by the skirt): Where are you
going ? Who gave you permission ? Sit down, stupid! (7o the
STePpAUGHTER.) Now, you there, quick! Put your kerchief
over your head, take a basket, and run along! And mind you,
if I learn you've been sitting it out at some neighbour’s, I
won’t leb you back into the house—you can freeze outdoors.

DaveETER: Run along and see you don’t return without
the snowdrops.

The STEPDAUGHTER covers herself with the kerchief, picks up a
basket, and goes. There is a pause.

OLp WomaN (glancing at the door): She wouldn’t even
shut the door properly. Such a draught! Shut it tight, dear.
And lay the table. It’s time for supper.

CURTAIN



ACT 1T

SCENE 1

The forest. Large smow-flakes are falling. It is twilight. The

STEPDAUGHTER is plodding through the deep drifts. She draws her

tattered Lerchief tighter and blows on frozen hands. It is getting darker.
A cushion of snow falls notsily from the top of a tree.

STEPDAUGHTER (starting): Oh, who's there ? (Glances around. )
It was only a snow cap falling, and I imagined somebody
jumped out at me from behind the tree. And who could it
be at a time like this? Even the animals are all hiding in their
holes. I'm the only one out. (She moves on, stumbles, gets caught
wn some follen trees, and halts.) T'm not going any farther.
I'll stay here. It makes no difference where I freeze to death.
(Sits down on a fallen tree.) Heavens, it’s dark. I can’t even
see my hands. Where am I? I don’t know. I couldn’t possibly
find my way in the forest or turn back now. So it’s death.
Life hasn’t been very good to me, but even so I'm afraid to
die. Perhaps T ought to cry out, call for help. Somebody may
hear me—some huntsman or some woodsman going home late.
Hullo-o-0! Help! (Pause.) No answer. What am I to do now?
Just sit here and wait for the end ? And what if wolves come ?
They can smell a human being a long way off. Hush! I hear
a sound, like something creeping up. Oh, how frightened I
am! (Walks up to a tree and stares at its thick, knotty, snow-
covered bramches.) Shall I climb up? They won’t reach me
there. (Draws herself up on to one of the branches and, seating
herself in a fork, dozes off. For a while all is still in the forest.
Then the WoLF peeps out from behind a snow-drift. Glancing
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warily about, he comes forward and, raising his head, begins
Iiis lonesome wolf song.)
Wovrr:
Oh, the frost is fierce!
How this frost does pierce!
It could nail your tail
To the ice-hard trail!

In the cold the sheep
All sheepskin wear,
The shaggy old bear
Has foot-long hair.
And the foxes pad

In fox coats clad.

Ob, it’s just my luck
To be good and stuck
With an old wolf-skin
All ragged and thin.
What a life I've got—
What a cursed lot!

(Pauses and pricks up his ears, then resumes his song.)

Now in den and nest

All have gone to rest,
All the sables sleep,

All the ermines sleep.

In deep thickets or

In their holes they snore.
Lulla, lullaby,

Tasty little hares!
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Husha, hushaby,
Chubby little bears!

But no rest for me,
Only misery!

Only misery,

All there is for me.
Weary wolf am I,

Sleep has passed me by.
Be it night or day,
Hunger dogs my way.
Where to look for food
In this frozen wood?
Hunger, frost, and snow—
This is all T know.

(Having finished his song, he prowls around wntil, sniffing
the air, he stops before the STEPDAUGHTER’S tree.) Ow-00-00!
I smell human flesh. Now I'll have a fine supper for New
Year’s Eve.

The Raven appears on a free-top.

Raven: Cr-roak! Cr-roak! Watch out, Gr-rey! The pr-rey
_is not for you. Croak! Croak! Cr-roak!

Worr: Oh, it’s you again, you old croaker? You fooled me
this morning but you won’t do it this time. My nose will lead

me to my supper.
RAVEN: Well, if you have such a good nose, perhaps you’'ll

tell me what’s on your r-right, what’s on your left, and what’s

right ahead of you.
Worr: You think I don’t know? A bush on my right, a

bush on my left, and a dainty morsel right ahead.
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RAVEN: Not on your life, Br-rother! You have a snare on
your r-right, poison on your left, and a pitfall r-right ahead.
The only r-road left for you is the one going back. Where
ar-re you off to, Grey? ‘

WouF: I run where I please. Mind your own business. (Dis-
appears behind a drift.) 3
RavEN: Croak! Cr-roak! The grey one has run away. The
Wolf is old but I'm older. He’s cunning but I'm more so.
Pll trick him many a time yet. And you, pretty one, wake
up. You mustn’t snooze in a frost—or you'll fr-reeze to death.

A Souirrer appears high in the tree and drops a cone on the
STEPDAUGHTER.

SQUIRREL: Don’t sleep—or you’ll freeze to death.

STEPDAUGHTER: What? Who spoke to me? Who’s there?
No, I must have imagined it. It was just a cone that fell on.
me and woke me up. And I was having such a nice dream—
it even made me feel warm. Now, what did T dream of ? Oh,
dear, I can’t remember. Oh, yes; I have it. I saw my own
mother walking about the house carrying a lamp, and the
light shone right in my eyes. (Raises her head and with her
hand brushes the snow off her eyelids.) Why, I think I see a
light—down there, in the distance. But what if that’s a wolf’s
eyes ? No, the wolf has green eyes and this is a golden light—it
trembles and twinkles like a star caught in the branches of
a tree. I'll run to it. (Jumps off the branch.) It’s still glowing.
Perhaps it’s a forester’s cabin, or woodsmen have It a camp-
fire. I must get there, I must. Oh, my legs—they’re frozen
stiff, and I can hardly move. (She stumbles on through snow-
drifts and over fallen trees.) If only the light doesn’t go out!
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And it isn’t going out! It burns brighter andvbrighter. I seem
to smell smoke. Can it be a campfire? I'm sure it is. Maybe
P'm just imagining but I seem to hear the brush-wood crackling
in the fire. (She walks on, pushing her way through the branches
of the thick, high fir-trees. It grows lighter and lighter. Reddish
reflections keep flitting over the snow and the trees. Suddenly the
girl finds herself at the edge of a small round glade in the middle
of which a big bonfire is blazing. Around the fire the TWELVE
MonTHS are seated: three are old men, three maddle-aged, three
younyg, and three mere striplings. The young people sit close by the
fire, the old ones farther away. Two of the old men wear long white
fur coats and shaggy white fur caps, the third one a white coat
with black stripes and a white cap trimmed with black fur. The
three middle-aged men are dressed in clothes of different colours—
one in golden red, another in rusty brown, and the third in buff.
The remaining six wear embroidered caffan coats of various
shades of green. One of the young men has a fur coat slung over
his shoulders, atop his green coat, another has a fur coat hanging
from one shoulder. The STEPDAUGHTER stops befween fwo fir-
trees and, not daring to advance any farther, listens to what
the twelve brothers are saying.)
JANUARY (throwing an armful of brushwood into the fire):

Burn, burn brighter,

Warm the winter air,

Bring a warmer summer,

And a spring more fair.

AvL:
Fire, burn high,
Flame, never die!

JUNE:
Burn with a crackle—
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That berries here may grow
In the woods and copses
Covered now by snow.

MAY:
Let the bees make honey
For the world to eat.
JULY:
Let the fields turn golden,
Thick with stalks of wheat.
ALL: '

Fire, burn high,
Flame, never die!

Having mustered uwp courage, the STePDAveHTER Slowly moves for-
ward into the glade. The TwerLve MonrTas stop singing and turn .
toward her.

STEPDAUGHTER (bowing to everybody): Good evening.

JANUARY: And a good evening to you.

STEPDAUGHTER: I hope I'm not intruding. If not, may I
warm myself by your fire?

JANUARY: What do you say, Brothers ? Shall we permit her ?

FEBRUARY (shaking his head): There’s never been a case
before of a stranger sharing this fire with us.

APRIL: True enough. But I wouldn’t grudge it to her.

May: Let her warm herself. It won’t make our fire any
colder.

DecEMBER: Well, come up, my beauty, come up. But mind
you don’t burn yourself. You see what a fire we have—it
fairly blazes.

STEPDAUGHTER : Thank you, Grandfather. I won’t come to0
close. I'll stand aside. (She approaches the fire, carefully avoiding
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touching or pushing anybody, and warms her hands. ) It’s wonderful
here! Your fire is so light and hot-—1t s gone right to my heart.
I'm warm now. Thank you.

There is « brief pause. Only the crackling of the fire can be heard.

JANUARY: That’s a basket you're carrying, isn’t it, my girl ?
Have you come to gather cones on New Year's Eve, and in
such a snow-storm ?

Fepruary: The forest needs rest too—you can’t go on
stripping it of everything,.

STEPDAUGHTER: I haven’t come here of my own free will,
nor to pick cones.

Auvcust (smiling): Mushrooms then ?

STEPDAUGHTER : Flowers, not mushrooms. My stepmother has
sent me here to gather snowdrops.

MARrcH (loughing and nudging APriL): You hear, Brother?
She’s come for snowdrops. She’s your guest then.

(They all lough.)

STeEPDAUGHTER: I'd laugh with you, too, but I'm past
Jaughter. My stepmother has told me not to come back without
snowdrops.

FrBRUARY: What does she want snowdrops for in midwinter ?

STEPDAUGHTER: She doesn’t want flowers. She wants gold.
Our Queen has promised a basketful of gold to anyone who
brings her a basketful of snowdrops. That’s why she’s sent me
to the forest.

Jaxuary: You're in a bad way, my dear. This is no time
for flowers. You'll have to wait for the month of April.

STEPDAUGHTER: I know that, Grandfather. But I had
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nowhere else to go. Well, thank you for letting me warm
myself and for your kindness. Forgive me if I have intruded
on you. (Takes her basket and slowly walks toward the irees.)

APRIL: Wait, don’t go yet, girl. (The STEPDAUGHTER halts.
APrirwalks up to JANUARY and bows to him. ) Brother January,
give me your place for an hour.

January: I don’t mind, but April can’t come before March.

MarcH: Don’t worry about me. What do you say Brother
February ?

FeBrUARY: All right, Brother March, I won’t argue 'l
withdraw for an hour, too.

Janvary: That being so, I'll not stand in your way either.
(Strikes the ground with his ice-covered staff.)

You winter frosts

That crackle and freeze,
Stop gnawing the bark
Of bushes and trees,
Stop chilling the blood
Of hares and crows,
Stop freezing the peasant
And pinching his nose.

{The forest grows still. The storm subsides. Stars cover the
sky.) Now it’s your turn, Brother February. (Har,?zds his staff
to the lame and shaggy FERRUARY.)

FEBRUARY:

Gales and squalls and whirlwinds,
Blow with all your might!
Blizzards, storms, and hurricanes,
Go sweeping through the night!

Weep and roar high in the clouds,’
Shake the world below!
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Whirl and writhe across the fields—
White snakes in the snow.

(The wind howls in the branches of the trees. Snow-flurries whirl
and eddy across the clearing.) ‘

FEBRUARY: It’s your turn next, Brother March!
MARCH (takes the staff):
Now the snow is darker
And closer to the ground.
The ice is breaking on the lake,
Cracking all around.
The sky looks higher, bluer,
And clouds race faster now;
The merry sparrow twitters,
Perched high upon a bough.
Trails and paths grow darker,
Each day brings brighter dawn,
And all the pussy willows
Put silver earrings on.

(The snow suddenly turns darker on the ground; the spring
thaw has set in. The trees begin to bud and so does MARCH'S
staff.) Now you take the staff, Brother April.

APRIL (takes the staff, which is instantly covered with green
young leaves. He speaks in a woice ringing with boyish vigour ):
Streams, flow to every side—

Puddles, spread out wide.
Ants, come into the sun—
A warmer time’s begun.
The bear trudges along,
The lark sings his song;
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And here before the showers,
The early snowdrop flowers.

(Buerything in the forest and glade undergoes a marvellous
change. The last snow melts away. A carpet of grass covers the
glade. Blue and white flowers appear on the hillocks under the
trecs. All around there is dripping, jflowing, and gurgling. The
STEPDAUGHTER stands spellbound.) Why do you stand still ?
Make haste. My brothers have given you and me only one hour.

StEppAUGHTER: But I don’t understand what’s happened.
Can it be true that just for my sake spring has come in the
middle of winter? I can’t believe my eyes.

Arrin: You ean believe it or not, as you please, but hurry
up and pick your snowdrops. Or winter will be back bhefore
you've filled your basket.

STEPDAUGHTER: Here I go! (She disappears among the trees.)

JANUARY (in a low woice): I recognized her the moment
I saw her. She has the same torn kerchief and worn-out boots
she had this afternoon. We Winter Months know her very
well. One day she’s at the ice-hole with pails, another day in
the forest with a sledgeful of brushwood. And she is always
so cheerful and pleasant and always singing. But today she’s sad.

JUxe: We Summer Months know her just as well.

JuLy: We certainly do. Before the sun is up she’s down on
her knees in the garden pulling out weeds, tying up sters,
and picking off caterpillars. Or we see her in the forest taking
care not to break a twig needlessly, or picking a ripe berry
but leaving a green one on the bush to grow and ripen freely.

NoveMBER: Many’s the time I've drenched her with rain.
I'm sorry for that but it can’t be helped — that’s what an
Autumn Month is for.

Fesruary: She’s seen very little kindness from me, too.
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I’'ve made her shiver in the wind, freeze in the cold. Yes, she
does know February, and February knows her too. One doesn’t
mind making a gift of an hour of spring to such as her.

APRIL: Why only an hour? I'd be satisfied to spend my
whole life with her.

SEPTEMBER: She’s certainly a fine girl. No better housewife
is to be found anywhere.

ArrivL: Well, if she’s agreeable to all of you, I'll give her an
engagement ring.

DecEMBER: Go ahead. You're young and it’s natural for
you to feel the way you do. (The STEPDAUGHTER returns,
carrying a basketful of snowdrops.)

JANUARY: A whole basketful? You do have quick hands.

STEPDAUGHTER: There are untold numbers of them down
there. They are everywhere—on the hillocks and under the
hillocks, in clearings and in thickets, under the trees and under
the stones. I never saw so many snowdrops in my life. And
they’re all so big, with such downy, velvety stems, and petals
clear as crystal. Thank you, Brother Months, for your kindness.
If it weren’t for you, I’d have never seen the sun and the spring
snowdrops again. As long as there’s breath in my body, I'l
thank you for every flower I pick, every day I live. (Bows lo
JANUARY.)

JANUARY: Don’t thank me. Thank my younger brother
April. He pleaded for you and he brought the snowdrops out
from under the snow so that you might pick them.

STEPDAUGHTER (turning to Aprir): Thank you, Month of
April, I’ve always welcomed you, and now that I've seen you

face to face, I'll never forget you. ,
APRIL: And to make sure that you don’t forget me, here’s

a ring for you. Look-at it from time to time and think of me.
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And if you ever find yourself in trouble, throw it on the ground,
or into water, or into a snow-drift, and say:

Roll on, my little ring,

On to the porch of spring,

Into the summer hall,

Through autumn’s house do roll,

Over winter’s carpet white

To the brothers’ campfire bright!

And we’ll all come to your help—all twelve of us, one
after another. Have you remembered what to say?

STEPDAUGHTER: I have. (Repeats.)

Over winter’s carpet white
To the brothers’ campfire bright!

Aprir: Well, good-bye, and take good care of the little ring.
If you lose it, you’ll lose me.

STEPDAUGHTER: I won’t lose it nor shall I ever part with it.
To me it will always be the dearest thing I have in the world.

JANUARY: Now I must tell you something. It has come to
you, this last night of the old year and this first night of the
new, to meet all the Twelve Months at once. August is not
due for a long time yet, but here he is standing before you.
The April snowdrops won’t blossom till several moons from now,
but you already have a basketful of them. You've come to
us by the shortest road, the others tread the long road—day
after day, hour after hour, minute after minute. That’s how it
should be. So don’t disclose or show this short road to anybody.
This is a forbidden road.

FEBRUARY: And don’t tell anybody who gave you the snow-
drops. We ourselves aren’t supposed to break the rule, you
know. Don’t boast about your new friends.

STEPDAUGHTER: 1'd sooner die than tell anybody.
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JANUARY: That’s better. Remember what I’ve told you and
what you've replied. If you remain true to your word, you can
come to our New Year’s bonfire next year. You’ll be a welcome
guest.

STEPDAUGHTER: Thank you, Grandfather. T’Il be sure to
come now that you've invited me. I'Il wait the whole year
through, counting the days and hastening the hours.

DrCEMBER: But make sure you don’t Jose your way here.
Look at that old oak there, where two pathways fork at right
and left. The one that goes to the right leads to us, to the days
that will be, but the one to the left leads nowhere at all!

STEPDAUGHTER: Nowhere! How can that be?

FeBRUARY: That’s how it is. You will either drown in the
snow-drifts, or fall into an ice-hole, or fall prey to the wolf
or some other beast of the forest.

ApriL: But fear nothing—now that you have my ring.
It will make you warm in a frost, light your way in the darkness,
and soothe any sorrow.

STEPDAUGHTER: I can well believe that! I will take it away
and cherish it as a souvenir of your bonfire, the fire that makes
the whole world warm.

JaNUARY: Right you are, pretty lass. Now run along home
before I let loose a snow-storm.

STEPDAUGHTER: Good-bye, Brother Months.

TweLvE MonTHS: Good-bye, Little Sister. (The STrr-
DAUGHTER runs off.)

APRIL: Brother January, though I gave her my ring, she
can’t light up these thickets with just one little star. Ask the
moon to light the way for her.

JaNUARY: That I will. But where has it gone to? Ho there,
Moon, will you please come out from behind that cloud ?
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(The Moon comes out and pauses over the clearing.) Do me a
favour, Moon—show our little guest the way out of the forest
so she may get home quickly. (The Moon sails across the sky
in the direction the STEPDAUGHTER has gone. There is a brief
silence. ) .
DrecEMBER: Well, Brother January, our wintry spring-
time is coming to an end. Take the staff back.
JaNUuary: Wait a while. It isn’t time yet.

(The glade lights up again. The Moon returns from behind
the trees and halts overhead.) You've seen her home then?
Well, thank you, Moon. And now let me have the staff, Brother
April. My turn has come.

Hark ye, sisters of the North,

Through your silver gates come forth!

Frost and hurricane and gale,

Fill the earth with moan and wail!

Cover every path with snow,

Make our bonfire blaze and glow,

Let your stormy dance begin,

Set your carrousel a-spin!

Through the woods and fields blow free,

Start your New Year’s revelry!

(He strikes the ground with the staff. A snow-storm begins howling
and whistling. Clouds race across the sky. Heavy snow-flakes fill
the stage.)

SCENE 2

The OLp Wontan's coltage. The OLp Wonan and her DAveHTER are
dressing up. A baskel filled with snowdrops stands on a bench.
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DaveHTER: I told you to give her the big new basket and
you begrudged it. Now you have only yourself to blame.
How much gold will this one hold ? A handful or two, that’s
all. \

Orp Woman: Who would ever have thought she’d get
back alive, to say nothing of bringing snowdrops ? It's unheard
of. I can’t understand where she found them.

DaveeTER: Haven’t you asked her?

Orp Woman: I didn't have time. She came home all excited
and happy, her eyes shining, her cheeks flushed. You’d think
she’d been to a fair, instead of a forest. And no sooner did
she put the basket on the table than she slipped behind her
curtain. By the time I took a look at what was in the basket
she was already asleep—and so soundly you couldn’t wake
her. The sun is up and she is still asleep. I had to make the
fire and sweep the floor myself.

DavceaTER: I'll go wake her up. In the meantime you can
take the big new basket and put the snowdrops in it.

OLp Woman: Won’t the basket look rather empty?

DavcHTER: Not if you spread the flowers out. (Throws
the big basket fo her.)

OLp Woman: You are a clever girl. (The DAUGHTER goes
off behind the curtain. The OLD WoMAN transfers the snowdrops. )
And how am I to place them to make the basket look full?
Maybe I ought to add some earth. (Takes some flowerpots
from the window-sill, shakes out the earth in them wnfo the basket,
places the snowdrops in it, and arranges the green leaves from
the pots around the basket’s border.) Good. Flowers like earth.
And where there are flowers, there are leaves, too. My darling
daughter seems to take after me. And between the t\x.fo of
us we have no shortage of brains. (The DAUGHTER, tiptoes
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quickly out from behind the curtain.) Look how T've arranged
the snowdrops. Isn’t it wonderful? ' |
DAUGHTER (in a low wvoice): Wonderful! You look at this.
Isn’t this wonderful ?

OLp Worax: A ring! And such a marvellous one. Where
did you get it?

DavcaTER: Where! 1 walked in there and began to wake
her. She didn’t hear a thing. I grabbed her hand, unclenched
her fist, and there was this ring shining on her finger. I pul-
led the ring off quietly but didn’t try to wake her—let her
sleep.

OLp Wonax: Ah, so! Just as I thought.

DavucHTER: What did you think?

Orp Woman: It’s clear she didn’t pick the snowdrops all
by herself. Somebody was helping her. There’s a poor little
orphan for you! Show me the ring, dear. My goodness, how
it sparkles! I've never seen one like it in all my life. Put it
on your finger, darling.

DAvUGHTER (irying to put it on): It won’t go.

(The StEPDAVGHTER appears from behind the curtain.)

OLp Woman (whispers): Hide it. Put it in your pocket.
(The Davenrer hides the ring in her pocket. The Srgp-
DAUGHTER, her eyes fixed on the floor, slowly walks to the bench,
then to the door, and out info the anteroom.) She’s noticed it’s
wissing. (The STEPDAUGHTER returns, walks up fo the basket
with the snowdrops, and searches among the flowers.) What'’s
the idea of crumpling the flowers?

STEPDAUGHTER: Where's the basket I brought the snow-
drops in?
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OLp WomaN: What do you want it for? There it is. (The
STEPDAUGHTER looks. into the basket.)

DAveuTER: What is it you're looking for?

OLp Woman: She’s a great ome for looking for things.
Whoever heard of anybody finding such a heap of snow-
drops in midwinter? Yet she found them.

DAUGHTER: And she argued there were no snowdrops in
winter. Where did you get them ? '

STEPDAUGHTER: In the forest. (Bends and peers under
the bench.) ‘ '

OLp Womaxn: For God’s sake, what are you looking for?

STEPDAUGHTER: Have you picked up anything in the house ?

OLp WomaN: What could we pick up here? We haven’t
lost anything. s

DAUGHTER: Apparently you've lost something yourself,
but are afraid to say what it is.

STEPDAUGHTER: Do you know what it is? Have you seen
it ?

DaveeTER: How can I know ? You never told me or showed
me anything.

OLp Woman: If you tell us what you've lost, we may be
able to help you find it.

STEPDAUGHTER (forcing herself {o speak): I've lost a ring.

OLp WomaN: A ring ? But you never had one.

STEPDAUGHTER: I found it in the forest last night.

Orp WoMAN: Aren’t you the lucky girl? You find snow-
drops—then you find a ring. Quite the little finder, I'd say.
So if you look for what yow've lost, you're sure to find it.
As for my daughter and me, it’s time for us to go to the palace.
Wrap yourself up well, daughter. It’s very cold. (They dress

and preen themselves.)
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STEPDAUGHTER: What do you need my. nng for? Give it
back to me. ' '

OLD WoumaN: What’s that? You’re crazy ‘How ‘can:we
have it ? L S

DavcHTER: We've never even caught a ghmpse of 1t

STEPDAUGHTER: Sister dear, darling, you have my -ring.
I know it. Don’t make fun of me. Give it back to me, please.
Youw’re going to the palace. They’ll give you a whole basket-
ful of gold there, and you'll be able to buy yourself anything
you want. And all T had was this little ring. .

Orp Wonman: Leave her alone, will you? It looks to.me .
as if you didn’t find the ring at all, but it was given to you
and it’s dear to you as a keepsake,

DavcHETER: Tell me, who gave it to you?

STEPDAUGHTER: Nobody, I found it. : 4

Orp Woman: Oh, well, it’'s no pain to lose what's been
easily found. It's not like something yow've earned. Come
along, dear. Take the basket. They must be waiting for us
at the palace. (The OLD Wonan and the DAUGHTER go off.)

STEPDAUGHTER: Mother! Sister! Please wait! They don’t
even want to listen to me. What am I to do now? Who can I
go to? The Brother Months are far away. I can’t find them
without the ring. And who else will help me? Maybe the
Queen, if T go to her palace and tell her what's happened.
After all, I picked the snowdrops for her, The Soldier said
she was an orphan. Maybe one orphan will take pity on
another. No, they’ll never allow me to see her if I come with
empty hands, without my snowdrops. (Sits down in front
of the stove and gazes into the fire.) Now it feels as if nothing
had ever happened, as if it was all a dream. The snowdrops
are gone, the ring is gone. Only the brushwood remains out
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of all T've brought from the forest. (Throws an armful of
brushwood into the fire.) ' :
' Fire, burn high,
Flame, never die!
(The fire in the stove flares up and crackles. ) Tt does burn brightly
and merrily. As if I were by the campfire in the forest, among
the Brother Months. Good-bye, my New Year’s good . luck.
Good-bye, Brother Months.
Farewell, April. ..

CURTAIN

ACT III

SCENE 1

The throne room in the royal palace. In the centre of the room stands
a tall, lavishly decorated fir-tree. Before the door to the interior apart-
ments a crowd of richly attired GuesTs wait for the QUEEN to make her
appearance. Among the QUrsTs are the AyBASSADORS of the EASTERN
and Wesrery Kinepoms. The Musicians play a fanfare. The
door opens and in come the COURTIERS, after them the QUEEN appears,
accompanied by the CHANCELLOR, the CoymanDER OF THE RoOYAL
BopYaUARD, a hearty powerful old man, and a tall, bony LaDY
In Warring. Paeps carry the Queen's long train. The Pro-
FESSOR, toddling along modestly, brings wp the rear of the procession.

EvERYBODY: A happy New Year, Your Majesty! A happy
New Year!
QueexN: Thank you. Every new year is a happy year as
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far as Pm concerned. But the New Year hasn’t arrived yet.
(General surprise.) ' o \

CHANCELLOR: However, Your Majesty, today is the first
of January. ‘

QueeN: You're mistaken. (7o the Proressor.) How many
days has December?

Proressor: Exactly thirty-one, Your Ma]esty

QuEEN: Then today is the thirty-second of December.

LADY IN WATTING (to the AMBASSADORS): This is a delight-
ful New Year’s joke by Her Majesty. (Everybody laughs.)

CommanpeEr OF TEE Rovar BoDYGUARD: A very withy
remark, more pointed than my sword. Isn’t it so, Mr. Royal
Prosecutor ?

RovAL ProsecuTor: The acme of wit.

QUEEN: I'm not joking. (All stop laughing at once.) Tomor-
row will be the thirty-third of December, the day after tomor-
row the thirty-fourth of December. How does it go? (To
the Proressor.) You continue.

PrOFESSOR (taken aback): The thirty-fifth of December.
The thirty-sixth of December. The thirty-seventh of Decem-
ber. But it’s impossible, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: You're at it again.

PROFESSOR: Yes, Your Majesty, again and again. You
can cub off my head, you can throw me in prison, but there’s
no such thing as the thirty-seventh of December. December
has thirty-one days. Exactly thirty-one. It has been proved
b.y science! And seven times eight, Your Majesty, is fifty-
six, and eight times eight, Your Majesty, is sixty-four. This,
too, has been proved by science. And I value science more
than my own head.

QUEEN: Well, well, dear Professor, calm yourself. I forgive
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you this time. I've heard somewhere that sometimes monarchs
like to be told the truth. All the same, December won’t end
until a basketful of snowdrops is brought in here.

PROFESSOR: As you wish, Your Majesty. But snowdrops
will not be brought here.

QUEEN: We'll see. (General confusion.)

CHANCELLOR: I beg leave to present to Your Majesty
the Ambassadors Extraordinary of two friendly nations.
They have just arrived—the Ambassador of the Western
Kingdom and the Ambassador of the Eastern Kingdom.
(The two AMBASSADORS step forward and bow fo the
QUEEN.) _

WESTERN AMBASSADOR (ke is tall, close-shaven, and baldhea-
ded): His Majesty, the King of my country, has instructed
" me to convey to Your Majesty his best wishes for the New
Year.

QUEEN: Convey my best wishes to His Majesty, too, if
the New Year has already arrived in his country. In my
country, as you observe, the New Year has been delayed this
year. (The WEBSTERN AMBASSADOR bows gracefully, but somewhat
confusedly, and steps back.)

EASTERN AMBASSADOR (he is short and stout and has a long
black beard. He bows to the Quren): My lord and master has
ordered me to convey his greetings to Your Majesty and to
_offer you his congratulations on...

QUEEN: On what?
TASTERN AMBASSADOR (after a pause): On the excellent
state of your health and the great wisdom which is so rare

at such a tender age. .
QUEEN (to Prormssor): Did you hear? And you're still

trying to teach me something.
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PROFESSOR: People of wisdom, Your Majesty, learn as
long as they live.

QueEN: They probably have nothing else to do. Kings
and queens have too many cares as it is. (The PROFESSOR
sighs and bows. The QUEEN sits down on the throne and with
a movement of her hand summons the CHANCELLOR to her side.)
I'm surprised there are still no snowdrops. Does everybody
in the city know my decree?

CHANCELLOR: Your Majesty’s wish has been fulfilled. Flowers
will immediately be cast before your feet. (He waves a hand-
cerchief. The doors open wide. Enter a procession of GAR-
DENERS carrying baskets, vases, and bouquets of flowers in great
variety. The HEAD GARDENER, an important-looking man
with side whiskers, presents the QUEEN with a huge basket fil-
led with roses. Other GARDENERS place tulips, narcissuses,
orchids, hydrangeas, azaleas, and other flowers around the throne.)

Lapy In Warting: What gorgeous colours!

WESTERN AMBASSADOR: A real feast of flowers.

IASTERN AMBASSADOR: A rose in the midst of roses!

QUEEN: Are there any snowdrops here ?

CHANCELLOR: Very probably.

QUEEN: Please find them for me.

CHANCELLOR (bends over, puts his spectacles on and with
@ suspicious air begins to scrutinize the flowers in the baskets;

finally picks a peony and a hydrangea): T believe one of these
flowers is a snowdrop.

QUEEN: Which one?

CHAXCELLOR: The one you like better than the other, Your
Majesty.

Queen: Nonsense! (To the PROFESSOR) What’s your
opinion ?
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PROFESSOR: I regret to say I know only the Latin names of
" plants. As far as I can recall, this is a peonia albiflora and this
is hydrangea opuloides. (The GARDENERS shake their heads
disapprovingly and resentfully.)

QUEEN: Opuloides? It sounds more like the name of some
disease. (7'0the GARDENERS. ) You tell me what these flowers are.

GARDENER: This is a hydrangea, Your Majesty, and this is
a peony or Mary’s root, asthe country folk call it, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: I don’t want any Mary’s roots. I want snowdrops.
Are there or are there not some snowdrops here ?

GARDENER: Your Majesty—how can snowdrops grow in a
royal greenhouse? The snowdrop is a wild flower, you might
say, a weed. «

QueEN: Where do they grow then?

(GARDENER: In their proper place, Your Majesty. {Contempiu-
ously.) Somewhere in a forest, under hummocks.

QUEEN: Then bring them to me from the forest, from under
the hummocks.

GARDENER: Yes, Your Majesty. Only—please, have mercy
on me, Your Majesty—there aren’t any snowdrops in- the
forest at this time of the year. They won’t appear before April.

QuUEEN: What is this? A conspiracy? Everybody keeps
saying April—April. I don’t want to hear it again. If I end
this day without snowdrops, some of my subjects are going
to end it without their heads. (7o the RoyAr PROSECUTOR.)
Who do you think is responsible for my not having snowdrops ?

RovaL PROSECUTOR: In my opinion it’s the Head Gardener,
Your Majesty.

Heap GARDENER (falling on his knees): Your Majesty, I
answer with my head only for garden plants. Fpr forest plants

the Head Forester is responsible.
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QuEeEN: Very well. If I don't get snowdrops, I’ 1l order both
of you (she passes a finger across her neck ) to be hanged. My
Lord Chancellor, have the death sentence drawn up.

CHANCELLOR: I have everything ready, Your Majesty. All
that's left is to put in the name and affix the seal. (4 door
opens. Enter an Orricer Or THE RoYAL BODYGUARD.).

OrricER: Your Majesty, in compliance with the royal decree
there has been delivered to the palace a whole basketful of..
snowdrops.

CommianDER OF THE ROYAL BODYGUARD What ? Who
delivered them?

OrricER: Two persons of plain rank, sir!

QUEEN: Bring them in—these two persons of plain rank!
{ The OrD WoMAN and her DAUGHTER come tn, the latter carrying
a basket.) Come here, come here! (Runs to the basket and tears
off the napkin.) So these are snowdrops?

Orp WomaN: They are, Your Majesty.. Fresh forest snow-
drops, right from under the snow-drifts, picked with our own
hands!

QUEEN (both hands full of the blossoms): Now, these are real
flowers, not like your—what do you call them ?—opuloides
or Mary’s roots. (Pins a bunch to her breast.) Today let every-
body wear snowdrops in their buttonholes. or pinned to their
dresses. I don’t want to see any other flowers. ( To the GARDE-
NERS.) Qut with you!

HEAD GARDENER (delighted): Thank you, Your Ma]esty

The GARDENERS pick up their flowers and go off. The QUEEN
hands out snowdrops to the QuEsTs.

Lapy In WAITING (pinning some to her dress ) These sweet;
little flowers remind me of the time when I was a tiny thing
and used to run about the paths in the park.
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QUEEN: You mean to say you were ever a tiny thing and
ever ran around in the park ? (Laughs.) That must have been
very funny. How annoying that it was before I was born.
Take this, Commander of my Royal Bodyguard.

ComMANDER Or THE ROYAL BODYGUARD (7eceiving a snow-
drop from the QUEEN ): Thank you, Your Majesty. I will keep
this precious flower in a case of gold.

QUEEN: You’d do much better to put it in a bowl of water.

PrOFESSOR: You are perfectly right this time, Your Majesty
—a bowl of cool, fresh water. :

QUEEN: I am always right, Professor. And this time you have
made a mistake. Here is a snowdrop for you, though you say
snowdrops do not bloom in winter.

PROFESSOR (examining the flower closely): They do not,
Your Majesty. Thank you, all the same.

QUEEN: Ob, Professor! If you were just a schoolboy I should
have you stand in a corner to punish you for your mule-headed-
ness. And I wouldn’t care which corner, believe me! And
this is for you, Mr. Royal Prosecutor. Pin it to your black cloak,
it will make looking at you a more cheerful experience.

RoyaL PROSECUTOR (pinning a snowdrop to his cloak):
This is the best New Year’s gift I've received, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: I'm very glad. From now on I’ll present you with
a flower every year. Next year it will be a forget-me-not, then
a daisy, then a pansy, then a Mary’s root. Well, have you all
got a snowdrop? Everybody? Splendid. That means a new
year has started in my kingdom, too. December is ended. You
may offer your congratulations now.

ArvL: A happy New Year, Your Majesty. A happy New Year!

QUEEN: A happy New Year! A happy New Year! Light up
the tree. T want to dance. (The lights are lighted on the fir-tree.
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The orchestra strikes wp. The WESTERN AMBASSADOR Solemnly
and respectfully bows to the QUEEN. She gives him her hand.
The dancing begins. The QUEEN dances with the WESTERN
AMBASSADOR, the Lapy IN Warring with the CoMMANDER OF
Tyr RovaL BopYGUARD. Other pairs of dancers follow them.)
My dear Ambassador, I wonder if you would mind tripping
up my Lady in Waiting ? It would be such a jolly s1ght to ‘see
her stretched out in the middle of the hall!

WESTERN AMBASSADOR: I beg to be forgiven, Your 1\Ia3esty,
but I don’t think I quite understand you.

QUEEN (To the Lapy In Warrineg): My dear lady, please
be careful! You have just touched the fir-tree with your long
train. Oh, your dress has caught fire!.

Lapy In Warring: Fire? Help! Save me' :

CompianpEr O THE Rovar Bopveuarp: Call the ﬁre
brigade!

QUEEN (laughing ): It was only my little joke. You’re April fools!

Lapy In Warrmvg: But it isn’t April!

QuEEN: Of course it is! Didn’t you see my snowdrops ?
All right, dance along.

Lapy IN Warring (to the COMMANDER OF THE ROYAL
BopyeuARD as they move away from the Qurey ): Oh, I'm afraid
the Queen may play some wild prank today. You can expech
anything from her. She’s such an unmannerly little chit.

Coxmvanper OF TEE Rovar Bopyeuarp: My dear lady,
haven’t you been in charge of her upbringing ?

Lapy In Warrmve: Oh, what could Y do with her? She 3
taken after her father and mother—inherited her mother’s
caprices and her father’s pranks. In winter she wants snowdrops
and in summer she’ll demand snow-flakes.

. QUEEN: Oh, 'm bored with dancing.
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Everybody stops instcmtly. The QUEEN proceeds to her throne.

OLp WoMAN: Permit us to offer you our New Year’s greetings,
Your Majesty.

QUEEN: Oh, you're still here ?

OLp Woman: Yes, ma’am, we're still here, waiting with
our empty basket.

QUEEN: Oh, yes, My Lord Chancellor, order this basket
to be filled with gold.

CHANCELLOR: Up to the top, Your Majesty?

OrLp WomaN: As promised, Your Excellency. As much gold
as there were flowers.

CHANCELLOR: But their basket contained much more earth
than flowers, Your Majesty.

OrLp Woman: Flowers die without earth, Your Excellency.

QUEEN (to the Professor): Is that true?

ProFESSOR: Absolutely, Your Majesty, though. it would be
more correct to say: plants subsist on soil.

QUEEN: Pay them in gold for the snowdrops. As for the
land in my kingdom, or soil, as you would have it, it’s already
my property. Isn’t that true, Mr. Royal Prosecutor?

RoYAL PROSECUTOR: Perfectly, Your Majesty.

The CrancerLioR takes the basket and goes off.

QUEEN (regarding everybody with a triwmphant air): And
so, April hasn’t come yet, but snowdrops have already blossomed
out. What do you say to that now, dear Professor?

ProrESSOR: I still consider it wrong.

QUEEN: Wrong ?
PrOFESSOR: Yes, Your Majesty. Such things don’t happen.
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WESTERN AMBASSADOR: This is indeed an extremely rare
and remarkable case, Your Majesty. It would be very inter-
esting to hear how these women found such delightful spring
flowers at the coldest season of the year.

EASTERN AMBASSADOR: I'm all ears and dying to-hear the
wonderful story.

QUEEN (to the OLD Woman and her DAUGHTER): Go on,
tell us where you found the flowers. (The OLp WomAN and
her DAUGHTER remain silent.) Why don’t you speak ?

OLp WoMaN (to her DAUGHTER): You tell it.

DaveHTER: Tell it yourself.

OLp WoMAN (steps forward, bows, and clears her throat):
It's an easy matter to tell the story, Your Majesty. It was
a much harder job to find the snowdrops in the forest. As
soon as we heard the royal decree, we both decided: we may
risk our lives, we may get frozen to death, but we’ll fulfil
Her Majesty’s will. We took a broom and a spade each and
went into the forest. With the brooms we swept a path before
us, with the spades we dug up the snow-drifts. It was dark
and cold in the woods. On and on we went but we got only
deeper and deeper into the forest. I could see my daughter
was frozen stiff—shivering all over. Now we’re done for, I thought
to myself...

QueEN: Well, what happened after that?

OLp Wonan: After that it was worse than ever, Your
Majesty. The snow-drifts grew higher and higher, the cold
more and more bitter, the forest darker and darker. I can
scarcely remember how we managed to move on—truth to
tell, we had to crawl on our bellies!

Lapy In WAITING (throwing up her arms): My, how frighte-
ning! On their bellies!
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QuEEN: Don’t interrupt, please. Go on with your story.

OLp Woman: Yes, Your Majesty. So on we crawled and—
lo and behold! we came to a wonderful spot. Ah, what a
- wonderful spot it was! So marvellous-looking, you can’t
even describe it. The snow-drifts stood higher than the trees,
and right in the middle there was a lake—just like a plate
it looked, it was so round. The water in it hadn’t frozen, there
were ducks swimming on it, and its banks were smothered
with flowers. .

QuUEEN: All snowdrops ?

OrLp Womax: All kinds of flowers, Your Majesty T’d never
seen some of them before. (The CHANCELLOR brings in a basket
with gold and sets it down beside the OLD WoMAN and her DAUGH-
TER. Casting glances at the gold, the OLD WoMAN continues
her story.) The shores there were covered with a carpet of
flowers.

Lapy In Warring: That must have been beautiful! Flowers,
birds! '

QUEEN: What birds ? She never mentioned birds.

LaDy In WAITING (embarrassed): I mean the little ducklings.

QUEEN (to the ProrEssor): Are ducks birds?

Proressor: Waterfowl, Your Majesty.

CommanDER OF TEr Rovar BopyGuarD: Do mushrooms
grow there, too?

DaveaTER: Mushrooms, too.

RovaL ProsecuTOR: And berries?

DAUGHTER : Strawberries, bilberries, raspberries, blackberries,

whortleberries, ashberries. .. ‘
PROFESSOR: What? Snowdrops, mushrooms, and berries

all in the same season? Impossible? .
OLp Wouan: That’s the amazing thing about it, Your
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Excellency. Quite impossible, but they were—flowers, mush-
rooms, berries.. ’

WESTERN AM:BASS ADOR: Are there any plums there ?

EASTERN AMBASSADOR: And nuts? :

DaverTER: Everything is there.

QUEEN (clapping her hands): That’s wonderful! Go back
to the forest at once and bring me some strawberries, nuts,
and plums.

OLp Wonman: My goodness, Your Majesty!

QueEN. What’s the matter? You don’t want to go?

Orp WoumaN (plaintively): It’s such a long Joumey there,
Your Majesty.

QuEEN: It can’t be so very long seeing that I signed my
decree yesterday and you brought me the flowers today.

Op Wonmawn: That’s true, Your Majesty, but we got so
frozen on our trip.

QUEEN: Frozen? That’s all right. You’ll be given a couple
of warm fur coats. (7o @ SERVANT.) Bring two fur coats, quick.

Orp WoMAN (to her DAUGHTER in a low voice): What are
we to do?

DAUGHTER (in a low wvoice): We'll send fer.

OLp WOMAN (in a low voice): Will she find what the Queen
wants ?

DAUGHTER (in @ low voice): I'm sure she will.

QuEEN: What are you whispering ?

Orp Woman: We're saying good-bye to each other, Your
Majesty, in case we perish on the way there. You have set
us such a difficult task that there’s no knowing whether we’ll
ever reburn alive. But we obey; we'll try our best. Order them -

to give us each a fur coat and we'll set out at once. (Picks
up the basket with the gold.)
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QUEEN: You'll be given the- coats presently. But leave the
gold here for the time being. When you return you'll get two
baskets at once. (The Orp Woman puts the basket down, where-
upon the CHANCELLOR hastily moves it away.) And see you
‘get back quickly. We need strawberries, plums, and nuts for
our New Year’s dinner today. (SErRvVANTS hand coats to the
Ozp Woman and her DAUGHTER, who put them on and look
each other over.) :

OLp Woman: Thank you for the coats, Your Majesty. We
need have no fear of the cold in them. They may not be lined
with silver fox but they’re warm. Good-bye, Your Majesty.
Wait for our return with nuts and berries. (She and her
DaverTER bow and hurry off to the door.) .

QUEEN: Wait. (Claps her hands.) Give me my fur coat, too.
Give everybody a fur coat. And have the horses harnessed.

CeEANCELLOR: Where do you propose to go, Your Majesty ?

QUEEN (almost bouncing on her throne): We are driving
to the forest, to that round lake, and there, on the snow,
we’ll gather strawberries. That’ll make something like straw-
berry ice-cream. Let’s go! Let’s go!

Lapy IN WartiNg: I knew it. What a delightful idea!

WESTERN AMBASSADOR: One couldn’t think of anything
better for a New Year’s entertainment.

HASTERN AMBASSADOR: The idea is worthy of Haroun-al-
Rashid himself.

LaDpy IN WAITING (wrapping herself up in a fur cape and
coat): This is wonderful! Tsn’t it fun?

QueeN: Put these two women in the first sleigh. They’ll
show us the way. (The QUEEN and her suite continue their
preparations. )

DaveHTER: Oh! We’re done for!
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OLp WoMaN (in a low woice): Shut up! Your Ma;esty'

QUuEEN: What is i6?

OLp WonmaN: Don’t be in such a hurry, Your Majesty. Allow
me to tell you something.

QUEEN: Go on. '

OLb Wonman: Your Majesty mustn’t go to the forest.

QuEEN: What is there to stop me?

OLp Wonan: There are terrible snow-drifts there———absolw
tely impassable.

QueEN: If you could clear a way for yourself with a broom
and a spade, there will be no difficulty in clearing a wide
road for me. (To the Coammanper OrF THE RoyAL Bopy-
GUARD.) Have a regiment of soldiers armed with spades and
brooms proceed to the forest at once.

CommanpeEr Or THE Rovar BobyeuamrD: Your wish is
my command, Your Majesty.

QueeN: Well, is everybody ready? Let’s go! (Goes fo. the
door.)

OLp Wonax: Your Majesty!

Queex: I don’t want to hear another word from you.
You'll keep silent until we reach the lake. You can use your
hands to show us the way.

OLp WoMAN: What way ? That lake is gone, Your 1 \’Iages‘cy

QueeN: What do you mean?

OLp WoMAN: Just what I said. The lake is gone. It was
frozen over before we left it.

DAUGHTER: And buried under mountains of snow.

Lapy In Warting: What happened to the ducks?

Orp Wonax: They flew away.

CoaMANDER OF THE RovAL BODYGUARD: No waterfowl
for us!
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WESTERN AMBASSADOR: And what about the strawberries
and plums?

EASTERN AMBASSADOR: And nuts?

OLD WomAN: They’re all way down under the snow.

CompraxpeEr OF THE Rovarn BoDYGUARD: But at least
. the. mushrooms are still there ?

QUEEN: Yes, dried ones. (To the Orp Woirax sternly.)
I see you're making fun of me.

OLp Woman: Heaven forbid, Your Majesty!

CHANCELLOR: These frauds should be put in chains and
thrown into prison, Your Majesty. I saw at once that all they
wanted was to wheedle a basket of gold out of us.

Lapy Ix Warrixa: I, too, Your Majesty, guessed from
the start that these swindlers were cheating us. Who ever
heard of such berries as waffles and bills?

Proressor: Whortleberries and bilberries, My Berry—not

waffles and bills.
Lapy INn Warring: I am not Your Berry, but Your Lady,

I’ll have you know!

ProFESSOR: Oh, I humbly beg your pardon. Whortleber-
ries and bilberries, My Berry, are wild ladies which are found
in forests, but of coursec in summer, not in winter. I pray
Your Majesty won’t be angry with me, but as I stated before
neither berries, nor nuts, nor snowdrops can grow in our
climate in the middle of winter.

QUEEN (learing the snowdrops off her corsage ): And what’s this ?

PRrOFESSOR (his voice sinking): Snowdrops. .

OLp WorAxN and her DAGGHTER : Snowdrops, Your Majesty,
real snowdrops fresh from the forest. .

QUEEN (sitting down on the throne and wrapping herself
in her fur coat): Well, then, if you don’t tell me where you
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oot them, I'll have your heads chopped off tomorrow. No,
today. Right now. (7o the Prorissor.) How ‘do you say it:?
Don’t putb off till tomorrow.

ProrEssor: What you can do today, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: Precisely. (To the OLp Woaran and her DAUGHTER. )
Well, I'm waiting for your answer. Only I want nothing but
the truth. Or you’ll find it most unpleasant. (The CoMMANDER
Or THr RovArL BoDYGUARD grasps. the grip of his sword.
The OLD Woman and her DAUGHTER fall to their knees.)

OLD WoOMAN (crying): We don’t know anything ourselves,
Your Majesty.

Davarrer: We know nothing.

QueeN: How can that be? You picked a whole basketful
of snowdrops and you don’t know where ?

OLp Woyan: We didn’t pick them.

QurEN: You didn’t? Well, who did?

OLp WOMAN My stepdaughter, Your Majesty. The wwtch
went to the forest for me and it was she who brought back
the snowdrops.

QUEEN: So she went to the forest, and you went to the
palace ? Why didn’t you bring her with you ?

Orp Womax: She stayed at home, Your Majesty. Somebody
had to look after the house.

QueeN: Well, you could have looked after your house and
sent the wretch here.

OrLp WoMAN: It wouldn’t have been so easy, Your Majesty.

She’s afraid to come near people, as if she were a little wild
animal.

QUEEN: But I suppose your little wild animal can show
us the road to the snowdrops ?

OLb Woyax: I'm sure she can do that, If she found the
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way once, she can find it again. Only I don’t know if she'll
want to,

QUEEI\{ : How can she refuse, if I order her?

-OLD WomaN: She’s very stubborn, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: So am I. We'll see who will outstubborn whom.

DavcaTER: If she refuses, Your Majesty, order her head
to be chopped off-—that’s all.

QuEEN: I know myself whose heads should be chopped
off. (Rises from the throne.) Well, here’s my decision. We're
all going to the forest to pick snowdrops, strawberries, plums,
and nuts. (T'o the OLp WonmaN ond her DaveHTER.) And you
run along home and fetch your stubborn wretch or little wild
animal, or whatever you call her. We'll be waiting for you
near the palace gates in our sleighs. If you don’t come, I'll
send the royal guard for you. Hurry now!

OLp WoMAN: Very well, Your Majesty. We’ll run home at
once. Only why should you freeze in the sleighs ? It’ll be some
time before I get my stepdaughter to obey your will. Go and
sit in the sleighs in, say, half an hour.

QueexN: Half an hour? (7o the Prorrssor.) How many
minutes are there in half an hour?

PROFESSOR: There are sixty minutes in an hour, Your
Majesty. It follows that half an hour has but half the number.

QuEEN: “It follows””! Why don’t you answer me plainly?
" This is not a lesson in arithmetic but a royal reception, and
T'm not obliged to divide and multiply here. Tell me now,
how many minutes are there in half an hour.

PROFESSOR (with a sigh): Thirty.

QUEEN: And how many seconds ?

PROFESSOR: One thousand eight hundred.
QUEEN: Good Heavens! A thousand eight hundred! I know
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you—the bigger the number the more pleased you are! All
right, I am willing to wait for one thousand seconds. Please
stand in a corner, Professor, and count: one, two, three, and
so up to one thousand. And you, My Lady, also stand in a
corner and ring a golden bell every ten seconds. We'll have
some fun at least while we wait. Begin at once! (The Orp
Woartan and her DaveHTER run away.) Count, Professor!
Ring the bell, My Lady!

PROFESSOR (produces a large, egg-shaped time- pzece from
his pocket): One second, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
nine, ten.. ‘

Lapy In Warting: Ting-a-ling-a-ling!

SCENE 2

The OLp WoaaN's cottage again. Nothing has changed here since
the OLp Woatan and her DAveRTER left it and went lo the palace,
excepl that the embers in the stove are now dying out. The STEPDAUGH-
TER 18 silting on the same bench, either dozing or lost in thought. The
door opens noisily and the OLp Woaran and the DavaiTER come in.

DAUGHTER (sweetly): Sister darling!

OLp WomaN: Daughter dear!

STEPDAUGHTER (looking around): Who are you calling?

OLp WoMaN: You, my little dove. Who else? ~

STEPDAUGHTER : Really ? Well, have you been in the palace.
Have they given you the gold ?

OLp Wonan: Yes, we went to the palace but they chdn t
give us a copper!

STEPDAUGHTER: Why not ? Didn’t they like your snowdrops ?

DavcnTER: Oh, those horrid snowdrops of yours! Because
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of them they want to send us to the forest again—to pick
strawberries in the snow and to shake nuts and plums off
the bare branches. Perhaps youw’ll go there again? You know
the way, after all. What do you say, Sister? (The STEP-
DAUGHTER 15 silent.) Well, will you go? If you're afraid to
go alone, I'll go with you. Why are you silent ? '

OLp WomAN: Now listen here, my girl! We have no time
to coax you. If you don’t stand up for us, they’ll take our
lives within an hour. But if you save us, you can have anything
you want: boots, earrings, fur coats, skirts, ribbons, gold
and silver lace—you’ll have everythlng I won’t begrudge
anything I have.

STEPDAUGHTER: I can’t go there.

OLp Woman: Well, there seems to be no way out then!

DAUGHTER: And the minutes are ticking by, one after the
other... Oh, Mother, we’re done for!

OLp WoMman: Alas, Daughter darling! I'd go to the forest
myself but I have no idea where to go. How will I find the
road ? Have you a heart of stone? You might at least tell
us how to get there. Why can’t you do that?

STEPDAUGHTER: I won’t tell you.

OLD WoMAN (embracing her DavucHTER): We're done for,
my love. She won’t take pity on us and neither will the one
in the palace.

DAUGHTER: Oh, Mother, how frightened I am! My heart
is cold with fear. Hide me somewhere!

OLD WoMaN: There’s no place for us to hide, darling. They’ll
find us wherever we go.

The OLp Woan and her DAUGHTER are silent. The STEP-
DAUGHTER regards them for a few minutes over her shoulder,

then gets up.
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STEPDAUGHTER : All right. I’ll do my best. Give me a basket.

OLb WoxAN: Oh, our darling dove! You’ve a heart of gold!
Here, take this one, it’s the best I have.

DavceHTER: Is there no bigger basket? ‘

STEPDAUGHTER: It's all the same to me... But tell me, -
do you have my ring? -

OLp WoMmaN: Of course. There are no strangers in our cot-
tage. You dropped it and your sister picked it up.

STEPDAUGHTER: Give it to me!

The OLp Wosdn und her Davernrer cxchange looks.

OLD WoMAN: Good Lord! What bad luck! The Queen took
it away from us today—said she’d keep our gold and your
ring as well until we brought her fresh strawberries and a
basket{ful of nuts. And she warned us that she’d chop our
heads off if we failed her. But she also promised to double
the reward if we wouldn’t let her down.

STEPDAUGHTER: But how did she find out about my ring?

OLp WoMAN: Your sister is so silly—she put it on her finger
to show off in the palace. Fancy that! And your ring, you
know yourself, sparkles like fire, and the Queen noticed it
at once.

DavuGHTER: Yes, and she took it away from me the mo-
ment she caught sight of it. I admit it’s my fault. Mother
kept scolding me all the way home. But don’t be cross with
me: the Queen said she would return it—those were lher very
words,

OLb Womax: Why should she want to keep your ring!
She has so many of them—right up to her finger-tips!

DAUGHTER (in a frightened voice): Why have you sat down
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again? Aren’t you going? Have you changed your mind?
Do you want me to beg you on my knees?

STEPDAUGHTER: A lot of good that would do! You ought
not to have taken my ring and given it away to the Queen.
I said I'd go and I will go. But what are you dressing for?

DavearEr: Why, T'll go with you to the forest to keep
you company. .

STEPDAUGHTER: Oh no! Either you or I go—not the two
of us together.

OLp WomaN: All right, have it your own way. Go alone
if you want to, God speed you. But please hurry. We'll wait
for you—oh, how we’ll wait for you!

STEPDAUGHTER: Good-bye! (She goes wway. The OLD
Wonman and her DAUGHTER run o the window, and melling
the frosted panes with their breath, waich her wall towards the
forest.) ‘

OLp WomaAN: There, she’s gone round the corner now.
She’s not the least bit in a hurry. Run after her, girlie, and
il go to the palace and tell the Queen that we’ve sent the
‘pig-headed wretch to the forest. Take care she doesn’t see
vou. Be careful not to step on a dry twig and don’t let your
boots squeak! You know what a little witch she is—she’ll
turn back and that’ll be the end of it.

DaveareRr: All right. You don’t have to teach me. You
better watch when you follow us in the sleighs. There’ll be
qﬁife a crowd with the Queen, I suppose. Quick, give me &
bundle of coloured ribbons!

OLD WoMaN: Whatever for? Are you going to play with
vour dolls? -

DAUGHTER: What a wise mother I have! T'll tie the rib-
bons on to the trees. Otherwise youw’ll not find us in the forest.
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OLp WoumaN: You're a clever girl!
DAUGHTER: You just called me a little fool. Ha, ha, ha!

I’Il run after her right away.
OLp Wouman: Good luck to you, gitlie. You follow her,

and we'll follow you!

CURTAIN

ACT IV

SCENE 1

The scene is exactly the sanie as in Scene 1 of Act 11, Two SQUIRRELS
appear on the branches of a pine- and fir-trees.

Firsr SQUIRREL: Hullo, Squirrel.

SEcoND SQUIRREL: Hullo, Squirrel.

FIrsT SQUIRREL: A happy New Year to you.

SECOND SQUIRREL: And a merry one to you.

First SQUIRREL: Here’s a pine cone for you. Catch it.
(Throws one.)

SECOND SQUIRREL: Here’s a fir cone for you.
(Throws a fir cone.)

st SQUIRREL: Here’s another one.

SECOND SQUIRREL: And another one for you.

RAVEN (popping out above): Croak! Cr-roak! Hullo, Squir-
rels. ‘

First Squirren: Hullo, Grandpa. A happy New Year to
you.
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SECOND SQUIRREL: A happy New Year to you, Glandpa
How are things with you ?

RAVEN: As ever. o

FirsT SQUIRREL: How many times have you celebrated
the new year, Grandpa?

RaveN: Hundr-red and for-rty.

SECOND SQUIRREL: My, my! You are an old raven, Grandpa.

RaveN: My turn to die is long over-rdue, but death has
for-rgotten me.

FIRST SQUIRREL: Is it true, Glzmdpa, that there’s nothing
in the world you don’t know?

RAVEN: Yes, it’s tr-rue.

- SECOND SQUIRREL: Then tell us all you've seen.

FIRST SQUIRREL: And all you've heard.

Ravex: That’s too long a story.

FirsT SQUIRREL: Make it short.

RaveEN: Shor-rt? Cr-roak!

SeEcoND SQUIRREL: No, longer than that.

‘RAVEN: Croak! Croak! Cr-roak!

-First SQUIRREL: -We don’t understand your Crow lan-
guage

RaveN: That’s a pity. You should take lessons in foreign
languages.

FIrsT SQUIRRDL There are too many different folk in our
forest and everybody talks his own language.
~ SeEcoND SQUIRREL: Now, I can talk the Hare language

a little and I understand the Wolves, but when it comes to
Bears and Badgers I can’t make out a single word.

RAVEN: You should tr-ry and lear-rn.

The Hark leaps out on to the glade.
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First SouirrrL: Hullo, docktail! A happy New Year. to
vou. '

SEcoND SQUIRREL: And a merry one.

Fst SQUIRREL: And on the new frost.

HaRrE: That’s no frost. Why, I'm hot—the snow just melts
under my paws. Look here, Squirrels, have you seen our
Wolf?

Firsr SQUIRREL: What do you want the Wolf for?

Srcond SQUIRREL: Why are you looking for him?

Hanre (plaintively): 'm not looking for him. He’s looking
for me. I need a place to hide.

st SQUIRREL: Climb up here; it’s warm and soft and
dry in our hollow! Youll be safe and sound when the Wolf
comes around.

SEcoxD SQUIRREL: Come on, Hare, jump.

FirsT SQUIRREL: Jump up here. Jump up here.

Hare: You think it’s funny. But the Wolf is out to get
me, He’s combing the forest for me, he wants to gobble me
up, I see.

TirstT SQUIRREL: That’s bad, Hare. And you’d better make
yourself scarce. I see the bushes moving—snow being knocked
off them. Looks as if you're right about the Wolf.

The Hare disappears. The Worr comes out from behind a snow-drift.

WouLr: I feel he’s here. This time that long-eared coward

won't give me the slip—I'll get him. Squirrels, have you seen
the Hare?

Frrsr SQuirrkL: We certainly have. He has been looking
for you everywhere, all over the forest, asking everybody
about you: “Where’s the Wolf? Where’s the Wolf?”
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Worr: I'll show him where the Wolf is. Which way did
he go?

FIRST SQUIRREL: That way.

WorF: But why do his footprints go the other wayv?

SECOND SQUIRREL: They parted company—the footprints
went this way and the Hare that wajy-.

Worr: Oh, you nutcracking rats, you tail twirlers! Just
wait. I’ll teach you to make fun of me.

. RAaveEN: Croak! Cr-roak! Don’t threaten., Grey. Better
come along with me.

WoLr: You won’t fool me, old trickster. You've cheated
me twice—I'm not likely to be taken in a third time.

Raven: T'll fool you for-rty times more. But today I have
no fime to waste on you. I'm in a hurr-ry.

WoLr: Where are you going ?

RAVEN: To the ice-hole in the lake.

WoLr: It’s high time you drowned yourself.

RaveN: I'm hungry, you see. The fishermen from the vil-
lage have left their fish on a matting, said they’d come back
for it after the holiday.

Worr: Try that on somebody else, you old trickster!

Raven: Suit yourself. I never-r lic. Tarcwell! Cr-roak!
(He flies away.)

Worr: The black wizard is flying away. He can’t cheat
me—TI11 follow him. Oh, how hungry 1 am! (Luns away.)

First SQUIRREL: Do you see anything, Squirvel?

SrcoND SQUIRREL: I see Grandpa Raven flylng above the
tree-tops and Uncle Woll loping on the ground. And what
do you see?

FIrsT SQUIRREL: I see two girls come on a visit to our forest.

SEcoND SQUIRREL: Who are they ?
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TirsT SQUIRREL: One is the girl we saw yesterday and
the other is a stranger.

SEcOND SQUIRREL: I see the first girl but where’s the se-
cond ? _

TIrRsT SQUIRREL: She’s hiding behind a bush.

SECOND SQUIRREL: Perhaps it’s only the first girl’s shadow ?

TIRST SQUIRREL: Perhaps. But her shadow is leaving foot-
prints behind it.

SECOND SQUIRREL: Oh, no it isn’t. It follows the first glrl’
footprints.

TirsT SQUIRREL: Well, let her come closer. I'll throw a
cone at her or a cap of snow. If she takes fright, we’ll know
she’s no shadow. (The SQUIRRELS hide themselves. Enter the
STEPDAUGHTER.) ~

STEPDAUGHTER: There’s that hillock and the old oak. I sat
on that branch yesterday, before I saw the bonfire. But where
are the two pathways the Brother Months told me about:
the right one leading to future days and the left nowhere?
Perhaps they are covered with snow ? No, the blizzards would -
not dare to touch them. Oh, there they are! They meet by
the oak and wind away as far as the eye can see. This path, then,
leads nowhere. Anyone who follows it will never be heard
of again. Funny that it is smoother and wider and straighter
than the other one, and it looks longer. Isn’t that a lake I
can just glimpse through the trees ? The other trail is narrower,
rougher, and leads to a precipice. Just to think that if I didn’t
know better I could have followed the easy path. But no,
I must take the difficult one.

The STEPDAUGHTER [aslens her kerchicf tighter round her head as
she steps on the path which leads to the right, not nolicing that the
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~ DaveHTER 18 creeping wp to her. At this moment the FIrst SQUIRREL
throws a fir cone at her from the treec and the Srconp SQUIRREL «
large snowball. The DAveHTER screams.

DAUGHTER: E-e-e-k!

STEPDAUGHTER (with a start): Who is it? Or am I hearing
things ? (She moves the branches apart and sees the DAUGHTER.)
" You? Where have you sprung from ?

DAUGHTER: Wait! Let me shake this snow off; it’s getting
down my neck. Oh, what a hard time I had running after you.
It’s good for you—you know every bush, every tree-stump
here.

STEPDAUGHTER : Why did you dog my steps ? Didn’t we agree
that only one of us would go?

DAUGHTER: Mother sent me after you.

STEPDAUGHTER: So that’s it. Well, let’s go back now, girlie.
I’ll not go any farther. I took pity on you, but I regret it now.

DAUGHTER: Go back ? Not likely. You can’t go back now.
Do you hear the runners of sleighs squeaking and hoof-beats ?
They’re coming—the Queen with her courtiers, and Mother is
with them, too. They’d have caught us up long ago, only the
woods are too thick. ‘

STEPDAUGHTER: How did they find their way here?

DAUGHTER: They have me to thank for it. I followed in your
steps, leaving coloured ribbons on the trees. (Laughs.) T've
outwitted you this time, haven’t I? Now you’ve simply got to
show this forbidden place of yours, where flowers bloom in the
winter and diamond rings lie scattered in the snow.

STEPDAUGHTER: Oh, what a stupid creature I am!

DaveaTER: You're right there. It will do you no good now
to ery over you stupidity. Youll have time for that afterwards.
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You can’t go back now. Our Queen has a very poor sense of
humour!

STEPDAUGHTER (pauses for @ moment, then straightens her
lrerchief): T can’t go back, you say. All right, I'll go on.

DAUGHTER: It’s high time you did. Which way do we go.

STEPDAUGHTER (‘pointing to the left): This way!

DAUGHTER: Very good. This path is straighter and wider.
And I'm so tired from tearing through the bushes and sinking
in the snow-drifts. (Stealthily, she ties a ribbon fo @ branch at
the path fo the left.) ‘

The STEPDAUGHTER noles 1his.

STEPDAUGHTER: You want to leave a ribbon here, too ?

DAvGHTER: Of course.

STEPDAUGHTER: I wouldn’t if I were you.

DavceuaTER: I know what I'm doing.

STEPDAUGHTER: If you would only listen to me... Please
don’t follow me down this pathway!

DavaeTER: Go on, go on. Don’t take any notice of me.

STEPDAUGHTER: As you please. Have it your own way. (She
turns to the left. The DAUGHTER follows her. They vanish out
of sight. The RAVEN appears on a bough. He waves his wing and
shouts after the girls in a hoarse voice.)

RavVEN: You've chosen the wr-rong r-road! R-r-return, d’you
hear-r, r-return at once or youw'll per-rish. No luck! They don’t
understand the language of us ravens, and I don’t know theirs.
Cr-roak! (He disappearsinthe thicket. The CoaataNDpER Or THE
Roy4r, BobyGUARD, the RoyAL PROSECUTOR and several
SoLDIERS, including the OLD SoLDIER appear.)

ComyanpeErR Or THE Rovar BopyGuarp: Confound it!
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Up to my knees again! The farther we go, the worse it gets.
And I see no more ribbons. What if we have Jost our way ?

RovAL PROSECUTOR: Nonsense. We are on the right road.
Here is material evidence for you. (Points to @ ribbon on a
branch.) : -

CoMMaANDER Or THE Rovar Bopycuarp: Right you are.
A ribbon indeed! (Tothe Sozpirrs.) Clear the road, hack down
the bushes. One-two, one-two! Use your spades! Brrr! It’s cold.
T’d give anything to be back home, sitting at a jolly fire with a
tankard of good wine before me! Confound these snowdrops!

OLD SoLDIER: This is the army, sir. |

Bnter the Quern, followed by the Lapy IN Warrine, the PROFESSOR,

the CHANCELLOR, the AMBASSADORS, the Ldpigs, and the OLD

Woran. Everybody has a basket in his hands: the QUEEN carries a

golden basket, the others simpler ones, while the OrLp Woarax
drags a great cane basket,

QUEEN (to the PRrOFESSOR): You told me, Professor, that
forests are inhabited by wild animals. But I don’t see any
animals here. Where are they ? Please, show them tome at once.

ProrEssor: I believe they are sleeping, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: But it is still daylight. Do they go to sleep so carly ?
- Proressor: Many of them go to sleep as early as autumn,
Your Majesty, and stay asleep until spring time, when the snow
melts away.

QUEEN: There’s so much snow here that it may never melt
away. I never imagined snow-drifts could be so high. And such
strange crooked trees! 1likeit here. (7o the LaDY IN WAITING.)
Do you?

Lapy In WartiNg: Oh yes! I'm mad about nature, Your
Majesty.
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QUEEN: Oh, so it’s nature’s fault. It kept me wondering for a
long time. My poor mad lady!

Lapy In Warting: I beg your pardon, Your Majesty. I
only wanted to say that I'm madly in love with nature.

QUEEN: So it’s a case of unrequited love! Take a look in the
mirror. I can see nature doesn’t love you—your nose has turned
quite blue. Cover it with your muff.

Lapy In Warring: Thank you, Your Majesty. You pay so
much attention to your humble servant that you forget about
yourself. Your nose has also taken on a delicate light-blue shade.

QueEeN: That’s natural: I’'m cold. Bring me an extra fur coat.

Lapy IN WAITING and the other Lapres: And for me, please!
And for me! And one for me as well!

One of the SorLpiers, who are clearing the road with brooms and
spades, tales off first his cape, then his fur-trimmed jacket, and losses
them aside. Others follow his example.

QUEEN: I want you to explain this to me. Here we are half-
frozen to death, but these men have thrown off even their
jackets.

PROFESSOR (shivering): Brrr — That’s easy to understand,
Your Majesty. Movement assists the circulation of the blood.

QuEeEN: I don’t understand a thing. Movement, circulation
of the blood—You'd better call those soldiers. (Two SoLDIERS
come up: one is the OLD SOLDIER, the other is young and clean-
shaven. The Youne SoLDIER hastily wipes lis brow and draws
himself up.) Why did you wipe your {forehead ?

Youna SOLDIER: I beg to be forgiven, Your Majesty.

QUuEEN: No, tell me why you did it.

Yoone SoLDIER: Because of my foolishness, Your Majesty.
Please not to be angry with me.
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QUEEN: I'm not angry with you. Spealk without fear. Why did
you wipe your forehead ? '~

YoUNG SOLDIER (embarrassed ): 1 was sweating, Your Ma-
jesty. . '

QUEEN: Sweating ? What does that mean ?

OLp Sorpier: That’s what we common folk say, Your
Majesty. He means he felt hot. -

QUEEN: Are you hot, too ?

OLD SOoLDIER: I should say I am.

QUEEN: Why are you?

OLp SoLDIER: From using spade, axe, and broom, Your
Majesty. |

QUEEN: Fancy that! Did you hear what he said, My Lords
and Ladies ? Everybody—My Lady, Royal Prosecutor, Chancell-
or—take a spade! And give me a broom somebody. Let every-
one take a broom, a spade, or an axe!...

CoMManDER OF THE RoYAL BopyGUARD: My Lady, permit
me to show you how to hold the spade. You dig with it this way.

Lapy IN Warting: Thank you. It’s a long time since I did
any digging.

QuEEeN: I didn’t know you ever did any digging.

Lapy In WarTing: Oh, yes, Your Majesty. I used to have a
sweet green little pail and a spade.

QuEEN: Why did you never show them to me ?

Lapy IN WATTING: I lost them in the park when I was three
years old, Your Majesty.

QuEEN: Then you’re not only mad but extremely absent-
minded. Do you blame that on nature, too? Take a broom
now but don’t lose it—it belongs to the Crown.

WESTERN AMBASSADOR: And what are we to do, Your

Majesty ?
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CoxnianpER OF THE RovaL BoDYGUARD: Forward march!
(‘oachmen, bring up the rear!

Brerybody leaves the stage cxcept the PROFESSOR, who goes up to the
footlights and speals in a sad, thoughtful voice.

ProFESSOR: In winter, I still believe, there is snow in the
forest but no snowdrops, there are nut-trees but no nuts, and
since we cannot go home without snowdrops, nuts, and straw-
berries—ergo: we shall never return home!

SCENE 2

4 snow-bound lake in the forest. The STEPDAUGHTER climbs down
to it. After her slides the DAUGHTER.

DaAucHTER: I barely managed to catch up with you. You feel
quite at home among these snow-drifts. I'm only half alive.
What a horrible path it is! First I fell into a pit, then I nearly
lost an eye when I bumped into a sharp twig, then I heard a
wolf howl behind me. And you walked on and on and paid no
attention to me.

STEPDAUGHTER: That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it ?

DAUGHTER: Yes, but I'm half dead with fright now.

STEPDAUGHTER: It may be worse farther on.

DavcHTER: Oh, please don’t frighten me!

STEPDAUGHTER: I'm not trying to frighten you. That’s the
truth. You had better go back and tell them to get out of the
forest as fast as they can before something terrible happens to
them.

DavcHTER: No, I'm afraid to go back. Bither a wolf will eat
me or the Queen will have me hanged. Is the end in sight?

STEPDAUGHTER: Yes, I think the end is in sight.
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DaveHTER: You're frightening me again. I want to know
whether it’s a long way to the place where the flowers grow.
STEPDAUGHTER: A longish way. Three or four months at least.

DAvGHTER: But you picked flowers only yesterday!

STEPDAUGHTER: Yesterday is even farther away—you will
never catch up with it, you can never return it.

DavcHTER: How strangely you speak! I don’t understand a
word. Where does this path lead. ‘

STEPDAUGHTER: Don’t yousee ? Across the lake and up the hill.

DavcHTER: And then ?

STEPDAUGHTER: Nowhere.

DavcHTER: Horrors! I wish they’d overtake us—Mother
and the Queen with her soldiers. The more people there are the
less reason there is to be afraid. Halloo!

Voices From TarE THIcKET: Halloo! Halloo!...

Enter the SoLDIERS, clearing the way.

OLD SOLDIER (caiching sight of the STEPDAUGHTER): Why,
it’s you, my pretty lass! So we meet again in this forest. Last
time, at least, we knew why we had come here—you came to
gather brushwood, I came to cut a fir-tree. But now we are
going nobody knows where, looking for nobody knows what.

STEPDAUGHTER: You had better go back. This is a dangerous
road.

OLD SoLDIER: You're right there. Even the horses don’t want
to go any farther and are trying to turn back. ]-311{3 we have to
push on and on God knows where. Who’s this girl with you—a
friend ?

DAvUGHTER: I’'m her sister. . . )
OLp SOLDIER: Well, if that’s so you might give your sister
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at least one of the three kerchiefs you’ve tied about your head.
Look how blue her nose is.

DAUGHTER : I’'m cold, too. Though not from the frost but from
fear. She’s frightened me to death. I'm glad you're here now.
Where are the others?

OLp SorLpiER: They’ll be here soon. D’you hear all that noise
in the bushes ? (To the STEPDAUGHTER.) Here, dearie, take my
mittens. Quick, pull them on. They’ll warm your hands for you.

Vorces From BEaND THE TREES: This way, please. Climb
down carefully. Hold on to the bushes. Watch out, Your
Majesty.

OLp WoMAN (entering first): My goodness' A lake! Well
well! It just goes to show that the more you lie the more truth
there creeps into your lies. Your Majesty, there’s a lake here.
And here are my daughter and stepdaughter. We've caught
up with them at last.

QUEEN (descending to the ice): At long last! Now, My Lady,
you may be sure that youwll return to the palace in time for
your tea. We've found the little wild animal that knows where
flowers bloom in winter.

Proressor: In hothouses and the torrid zone.

Queex: We'll see about that now. Bring the girl here. So
that's what the little forest animal looks like! I thought you
were shaggy and bandy-legged, but you turn out to be very
beautiful. (To the CHANCELLOR.) Don’t you think so, My Lord ?

CrANcELLOR: In the presence of my Queen I see no one else.

Queex: Oh, that’s because your glasses are covered with
hoar-frost. (To the Proressor.) And what have you to say ?

Proressor: I believe that when it is winter in a land with
a temperate climate. ..

IasTERN AMBASSADOR: Do you call this a temperate climate ?
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There’s nothing temperate about it! It's a Polar climate!

PRrOFESSOR: I beg your pardon, Your Excellency, but Geo-
graphy is against you there. As I was saying, the inhabitants
of a country with a temperate climate wear warm clothes of
furs and down in winter.

QUEEN: What are you driving at, Professor?

ProOFESSOR: I only wish to say that this beautiful girl is
sorely in need of warm clothes. Look at her, she’s frozen!

QUEEN: This time you'’re right, though you might have put
- it in fewer words. You make use of every occasion to teach
me a lesson in Geography, Arithmetic, or even singing. Get her
a coat of furs and down, or to put it plainly, a fur coat and a
warm shawl. That’s right, now put it on her.

STEPDAUGHTER: Thank you.

QUEEN: You’ll have to thank me again. This very day you’ll
receive a basket of gold, twelve velvet dresses, satin shoes with
‘silver heels, a bracelet for each arm, and a diamond ring for
each finger. Do you want this?
 SreppAUGHTER: No, thank you. I don’t want anything.

QueEeN: Nothing at all?

STEPDAUGHTER: I want only one little ring—mnot ten of your
rings, just my own ring.

QUEEN: What ring?

STEPDAUGHTER: The one you took from my stepsister.

QuEeEN: What is she saying ?

OLD WomaN: She’s raving, Your Majesty.

DAUGHTER: She doesn’t know what she’s talking about.

STEPDAUGHTER: Oh, yes, I do. So you've deceived me! You
told me the Queen had taken away my ring, but you had it all

the time! _
Or.p WoMAN: Whatnonsense! Come to your senses! What ring ?
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QueEx: We'll soon see what ring it is. Hand me- that ring,
will you?

OLp Wonax: Your Majesty. ..

Queex: Hand me the ring, or else!

OLp Wonmax: We don’t have it.

DavGHTER: We left it at home.

Queen: Well, run back and fetch it. And don’t keep us wait-
ing if you know what’s best for you.

DAvGHTER: What ? Go home for it ? Oh no! I'll look in my
pockets, perhaps I've put it there.

OLp Wonman: Look carefully, girlie!

DavceaTER: Here it is, Your Majesty. Please take it.

QUEEN: What a lovely ring it is. Where did you get it?

STEPDAUGHTER: It’s a present.

Royar ProsecuTor: Who gave it to you?

STEPDAUGHTER: That I can’t tell you.

QueEexN: With you everything is either a mystery or a riddle.
All right, you can take your ring.

STEPDAUGHTER: Really? Thank you, thank you ever so
much.

QUEEN: You can have it—if you show me where you found
the snowdrops yesterday. And be quick about it, too!

STEPDAUGHTER: Then I won’t take the ring.

QUEEN: What? You don’t want it? Then you’ll never see
it again. I'm going to toss it into the water, into that ice-hole.
Aren’t you sorry for it? Perhaps I'm sorry for it, too, but
there’s nothing else I can do. Well, tell me where the snowdrops
are... One-two-three!... (Swings ker arm and throws.)

STEPDAUGHTER (crying): Oh, my little ring!

QUEEN: You thought I really threw it, did you ? No, it’s still
in my hand. Tell me where the snowdrops are and I’ll give it
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to you. Well, will you stop being pig-headed ? Take away her
coat and shawl. '

DAUGHTER: Let her freeze.
OrLp WomMAN: It serves her right.

SERVANTSremovethe STEPDAUGHTER's fur coatand shawl. The QUEEN
struts about, raging. The cowrtiers follow her with their eyes.

PRrOFESSOR: Your Majesty!

QUEEN: Well ?

PrOFESSOR: This act is unworthy of you, Your Majesty!
Order them to return to this maiden the fur coat you gave
her and the ring which she seems to value so much. And let
us go home. Your stubbornness, if you will pardon my saying so,
will lead to no good, Your Majesty. .

QUEEN: Do you dare call me stubborn ?

Proressor: Whom else, Your Majesty ?

QUEEN: Who’s the Queen here—you or me ? Do you dare to
take the side of this wilful girl and be insolent with your Queen ?
Have you forgotten that “hang” is a shorter word than “pardon™ ?

PROFESSOR: Your Majesty!. ..

QuEEN: No, no, no! I don’t want to listen to you. I'll order
the ring to be thrown into the ice-hole together with the girl
and with you, Professor! (She turns abrupily fo the STEP-
paveHTER.) For the last time I ask you—will you show me
where the snowdrops are? No?

STEPDAUGHTER: No!

QueeN: Then say good-bye to your ring and to your life, too.
Seize her! (With a single movement throws the ring into the water. )

STEPDAUGHTER (darting forward):

| Roll on, my little ring,
On to the porch of spring,
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Into the summer hall,

Through autumn’s house do roll,

Over winter’s carpet white

To the brothers’ campfire bright!
QuEEN: What’s that ? What is she saying?

4 snowstorm begins. Flakes blow across the stage. The QUEEN, the
Courriers, the OLp Wosay and her DAuGHTER, the SoLDIERS,
and the SERVANTS try to cover their heads and faces from the blizzard.
Through the noise of the storm, JANUARY’s tambourine, FEBRUARYS
horn, Marce's bells are heard. Together with the whirling snow vague
white figures rusk by. They may be the winds or they may be the
Winter Bonths themselves. As they whirl, they carry the STep-
paveHTER with them wuntil she disappears.

QUEEN: Come here! Help! Quick!

The wind spins her and everybody else on the stage. People fall,
rise, grasp one another, gathering in a Inot.

Voice Or THE Lapy Ix WAITING : Hold me!
Voice Or THE OLp Wonan: Daughter dear, where are you?
Voice Or THE DAUGHTER: 1 don’t know myself. I’m lost!
Oh, why did I go along that horrid path!
VoICES:
Let’s go home!
Home!
(et the horses!
Where are the horses ?
Coachman! Coachman!

Crouching low o the ground, everybody grows silent. Through Hzc
noise of the wind, with increasing frequency, breal the sounds of the
Baren bells and, later, of the ArriL recd-pipes. The storm subsides.
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Sunshine returns. Birds chirp. Everybody raises his head and gazes
about with surprise.

QUEEN: Spring has come!

PROFESSOR: It’s impossible! ‘

QUEEN: How do you mean “impossible” when leaves aro
budding on the trees ?

WESTERN AMBASSADOR: So they are indeed. And what are
these flowers ?

QUEEN: Snowdrops! Everything has come out just ag |
wished. (Runs up a hillock which 1s covered with flowers.) Wail.
Where’s that girl ? Where has your stepdaughter gono to?

OrLp WoMmaN: She’s run away, the wretch!

RovaL ProsecuTor: Look for her!

QUEEN: I don’t need her any more. I've found snowdrops
myself. Just look what a lot of them! (Greedily pounces 'H}’U’f
the flowers. Darting from place to place, she leaves the crovv
and, suddenly comes face to face with a huge BEAR, who has et
dently just climbed out from his den.) O-o-oh! Who are you?

The BrAr leans towards her. The Orp SorLpier and the 1’1:0&'1-/'&\.".’#

rush to the rescue. As he runs the PROFESSOR shakes an admonishand

finger at the Bpar. All the others scalter. The Lapy IN Wagene
screams piercingly.

PROFEsSsSOR: Now, now! Shoo! Shoo!. .. Begono!
OLD Sorpier: Now don’t get tough, fellow!

The BrAr, looking right and left, lumbers away into the thicket. Tie
" CourTIiERS 1ush back to the QUEEN.

QueEN: Who was it ?
OLD SoLDIER: Old Browny, Your Majesty. )
PROFESSOR: Yes, the brown bear, known to the Lating =
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Ursus. It seems that he had been awakened by this early spring
—or thaw, rather.

QuEEx: I have a hundred bears in my palace—plush, velvet,
rubber, gold, and bronze. But that one was not at all like them.

ProrEssor: It would be more correct to say that your toy
hears do not resemble the original Ursus.

CoMMAXDER OF THE RovAL Bopveuarp: Did this Ursus
fellow do any harm to Your Majesty ?

THE RovAL ProsecuToRr: He did not hurt you?

Lapy In Warrineg: He did not scratch you?

QUEEN: No; he only whispered a few words in my ear. They
concern you, My Lady.

Lapy In Wartng : Me ? What did he tell you about me, Your
Majesty ?

QueEen: He asked why it was that you screamed while I
did not. He was very much surprised.

LADY IN WAITING : Iscreamed out of fear for you, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: Really ? Go and tell that to the Bear.

Lapy In WarTiveg: I confess, Your Majesty, that I'm terribly
afraid of mice and bears.

QUEEN: Come and pick snowdrops then, will you ? They don’t
bite.

Lapy Ixn Wartmvg: I don’t see them. ..

CHANCELLOR: Where are they ?

QuEEN: They’ve vanished.

CoxanpER OF THE RovaL BoDYGUARD: Great Scot!
There are berries instead!

OLp Woman: Please look, Your Majesty—strawberries,
bilberries, whortleberries, raspberries—just as we told you!

Lapy In WArTING : Oh, those bills and waffles. How beautiful!

DavenTER: You see yourself we told the truth.
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The sunshine grows more and more blazing. Bees buzz and the chirp-
ing of grasshoppers is heard. Summer is in full swing. Jury’s psaltery
w8 heard in the distance.

CoMMANDER OF THE RoYAL BODYGUARD (panting): I can’t
breathe! It’s too hot! (Opens his fur coat.)
QUEEN: What is it—summer ?
. PrOFESSOR: That’s impossible.
~ OHANCELLOR: Nevertheless, it is a fact. Real July weather.
WESTERN AMBASSADOR: It’s as torrid as a desert.
EASTERN AMBASSADOR: No, it’s cooler in our deserts.

EBverybody throws off his fur coat, fans himself with a handkerchief,
sinks to the ground.
LADY INn WAITING: I think Thave a sunstroke. Water! Water!
CommaNDER OF THE RoYAL BoDYGUARD: Water for Her
Ladyship.
. Thunder. Rain comes down in sheets. Leaves are blown from the
' trees. Instantly autumn comes info ils own.

PrOFESSOR: It drizzles!

RoYAL PROSECUTOR: Drizzles ? It is raining cats and dogs!

OLD SOLDIER (with a water flask): Here’s water for Her
Ladyship.

LADY IN WartinGg: I don’t want water. I'm drenched as it is.

OLp SoLpier: That’s true.

QUEEN: Bring me an umbrella.

CoMMANDER OF Tat RovaL BopyGuarp: How can 1 get an
umbrella, Your Majesty, when we left the palace in January,
and now it must be (ke looks around)—September.

Proressor: Impossible. .

QUEEN (wrathfully): There are no months in my kingdom
and never will be. It was my Professor who conjured them up.
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ROYAL PROSECUTOR: As you wish, Your Majesty. We'll
outlaw them. :

It turns dark. A sudden hurricane sweeps the scene, bringing down
trees and carrying away the fur coats and shawls that were thrown
on the ground. ‘

CHANCELLOR: What’s going on? Is it an earthquake?

CoaniaxpeEr OrF THE RovArn BopyGUARD: The heavens
are crashing down!

OLp WomaN: Help!

DaverTER: Mother!

The wind blows out the Lapy IN Warring’s voluminous dress, and,
barely touching the ground with her feet, she sails away after the
leaves and coats.

Lapy In Warting: Save me! Catch me! I'm flying away!
The darkness imcreases,

QUEEN (her arms clasped around the trunk of a tree): Back
to the palace at once! Bring the horses here! Where are you
all? Let’s drive away.

CraxceLLor: We can’t drive back, Your Majesty., We came
here in sleighs and the snow has since been washed away.

CoxmaANDER OF THE RoOYAL BODYGUARD: Im such mud
the only way to get home is on horseback.

EASTERN AMBASSADOR: That’s an idea! (Runs off. The
WESTERN AMBASSADOR, the RoyAL PRrosecuror, and the
Coamaranper Or THE RoyAL Bopyeuarp jollow.)

QuEEX: Where are you going ? Stop! Stop, I tell you! I’ll
hang you all!

No one obeys her.
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WESTERN AMBASSADOR (running): Your Majesty will for-
give me but I can be executed only by orders of my IEmperor.

EASTERN AMBASSADOR: And I only by orders of my Sultan.
(Runs off.) -

VoicE OF THE ROYAL PROSECUTOR (off stage): Put me
astride the horse. I don’t know how to ride.

Voice Or Tur CoMMANDER Or THE Rovar BODYQUARD:
Youw’ll learn! " :

There is « clatter of hoofs. Only the QugrxN, the Prorrssor, the
Orp Wouan and her Daverrrr, and the Orp SorLpIER remain
on the stage. The rain stops. White flakes fly about.

QUEEN: Look—snow! Winter is on again.

PrROFESSOR: At last! That’s very probable. After all, it’s
January.

QUEEN (shivering): Give me a fur coat. It’s cold.

OLp SorLpIER: I should say it is, Your Majesty. It’s the
worst thing to get wet first and frozen afterwards. Only, Your
Majesty, the wind has blown all the fur coats away. They
were made of light stuff, Your Majesty—ermine and down—
and the gale was fierce.

4 wolf howls nearby.

QuEEN: Do you hear that? Is it the wind?

OLD Sorpier: No, Your Majesty. The wolves.

QuerN: How horrible! Order the sleighs to be brought
back. It’s winter now, so we can drive in sleighs again.

ProFESsOR: That’s perfectly correct, Your Majesty. In
winter people ride in sleighs and (he sighs) sit by the fire.

The OLp SOLDIER goes oﬁ.'
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OLp Woxax: I told you not to go to the forest, Your_ Majesty.

DaveHTER: She fancied snowdrops!

QuEey: And you wanted gold! (After a pause.) But how
dare you speak to me like that?

DavGHTER: She’s offended!

OLD Woray: We're not in the palace but in the forest,
Your Majesty.

The OLp SorLpIER returns, drawing a sleigh.

OLp SoLpier: Here's the sleigh, Your Majesty. You can
sit in it, if you wish, but there’s nothing to pull it.

QUEEN: Where are the horses?

OLp SoLpitER: The gentlemen from your suite have gal-
loped off on them. There’s not a single horse left.

QUEEX: T'll show those gentlemen what’s what if 1 ever
get back to the palace. But how am I to get there? (7o the
Proressor.) Well, won't you tell me? You’re supposed to
know everything.

Proressor: Unfortunately, far from everything, Your Majesty.

QUEEN: But we’ll die here. I'm shivering and sore all over.
Pretty soon I'll be frozen to the marrow... Oh, my ears and
nose! My hands are frozen stiff.

OLp SoLpIER: You ought to rub your ears and nose with
suow, Your Majesty, or you'll be frostbitten indeed.

QUEEXN (rubbing her ears and mose with snow): Why on
carth did I sign that idiotic decree?

Daveurer: Idiotic is the word for it. If you hadn’t signed it,
we'd be sitting at home by the fire now celebrating the New
Year. Instead we're freezing to death here—no better than dogs.

QUrEN: Why did you pay attention to every foolish word
of mine? Didn’t you know that I'm not of age yet? Fancied
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a sleigh ride with the Queen? (Hops from one foot to the other.)
I can’t bear it any longer. Oh, it’s freezing! (To the Prorns-
S0R.) Think up something, can’t you?

PROFESSOR  (breathing on his hands): That’s a difficult

problem, Your Majesty. Now, if we could harness somebody
to the sleigh. .. :

QUEEN: Whom ?

PROFESSOR: A horse, for example—or even a dozen draught-
dogs. ..

OrLp Sorpier: Where will you get dogs in a forest? As
the saying goes, a good master wouldn’t drive his dog out
in weather like this.

The O Woman and her DAUGHTER sit down on a fallen lree.

* OLp Woman: Oh, we'll never get out of here! I'd set out
on foot, but my feet are turned to icicles!

DaveHTER: Oh, we're lost!

OLp Woman: Oh, my poor feet!

DaAvuGHTER: Oh, my poor hands!

OLD SOLDIER: Quiet! Somebody’s coming.

QUuEEN: That’s for me.

OLp WoMmaN: Huh! As if everybody thought only about her!

Eiter a tall old man in a white fur coat. It is January. He looks
" around and knocks on the trunks with the air of a good mandager.
A SuIrrEL peeks out of a hollow; he wags his finger at it, and
pops back. Noticing the uninvited visitors, he walks wp to them.

JANUARY: What’s brought you here, my friends ?
QUEEN (plaintively): We've come t0 pick snowdrops.
JANUARY: This is not the season for snowdrops.
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PROFESSOR (shivering): Perfectly right, too.

RAVEN (from his tree-top): R-r-right!

QuEex: I realize myself we came here at the wrong time.
Tell us how to get out.

JaxuARY: The same way you came in. _

01D SoLpIER: Pardon me, old man, but we drove here
with horses and since then they’ve raced away without us.
You can’t catch up with them on wings. You seem to be a
local man, isn’t that right ?

JANUARY: Local in winter, far distant in summer.

QUEEN: Do help us, please. I'll reward you royally. I can
give you gold, silver—anything you want.

Jaxuary: I don’t need it. I have everything. I have more
silver than you ever saw in your life. Look. (He lifts his arm.
The snow begins fo glitter everywhere, sparkling with silver
and diamonds.) As for gifts, you'd better tell me what I can
do for you. Tell me what you want for the New Year, what
your wishes are.

Queex: All T want is to get back to the palace. Only we
have nothing to pull our sleigh.

JANUarY: You'll have it. (7o the PRoFESSOR.) And what's
your wish ?

Proressor: 1 should like everything to be back in its right
place and time—winter in winter, summer in summer, and
we in our homes.

JANUARY: DIl see to that. (To the Orp SorLpizr.) And
what do you want, Soldier?

OLp SoLpIER: What do I need ? To warm myself by a camp-
fire, that’s about all. It’s blasted cold here.

JANUARY: You'll warm yourself. There’s a fire nearby.

Davaurer: As for us, give us a fur coat, Mother and me.
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Orp WomaN: Take it easy, girl. What’s the hurry ?

DaverTER: What’s the good of waiting? Let’s get a fur
coat quick, right away—any fur coat, even dog-fur.

JANUARY (pulling two dog-fur coats from wunder his coat ):
Hold them! -

OLp Woman: Forgive me, sir, but we don’t want these
fur coats—she didn’t mean what she said.

JANUARY: What was said was said. Put on the coats. Let
them last you a lifetime. '

OLp WoMmAN (holding one of the coats): You are a fool!
If you wanted a fur coat, you might have asked for a sable.

DaveHETER: You're a fool yourself. You should have told

me that in time.
OLp WomaN: And not only didy ou get yourself a dog-fur

coat, you’ve'forced one on me. -

DaverTER: If you don’t like it, give it to me, I'll be warmer
with two. And you can freeze to death here under a bush—
for all T care. |

OLD Womax: Give it to you? Not on your life! (The fwo
put on their coats, muttering.) Couldn’t think before she spoke!
And what did she get us? A dog-fur coat!

DaveuTER: Dog-fur just suits you. You bark like a dog.

Orp Woman: You're a dog yourself!

Gradually their voices turn into a bark and they themselves, once therr
coats are on, become dogs: the OLD Woman a smooth, black-haired
dog with touches of grey; the DAUGHTER shaggy and red-haired.

QuEEN: Oh, the dogs! Hold them! They’ll bite us!
OLp SoLpiEr (breaking off @ branch): Don’t worry, Your
Majesty. We have a saying—teach the dog with a sick.
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PROFESSOR: Properly speaking, dogs are excellent draught
animals. The Eskimos use them for long journeys.

OLD SoLDIER: You're right there. We can harness them
to the sleigh—let them pull it. Pity there are only two of them.
We need a dozen.

QuEEx: These two are worth any dozen. Harness them
up quick! (The OLp SOLDIER harnesses the dogs. Everybody
climbs info the sleigh.) ‘

Jaxuary: Now yow'll have a New Year’s sleigh ride. Well,
happy journey! Get going, Old Soldier—toward the little
light. There’s a campfire there. When you reach it, you'll
be able to warm yourself.

SCENE 3

The forest glade. Sitting around the campfire are the TWELVE
Mo~xras and the SreprpaveaTeErR. The DMonTHS take {(urns
throwing brushwood into the fire.

ArriL:
Burn, campfire, burn!
Warm the deep-buried roots,
Send the sap up the trunks
To the leaves and the shoots.
Let the resin in the pine
Fill the air of spring with wine.
TweLVE MoxnTHS:
Fire, burn high,
Flame, never die!
JANUARY (o the STEPDAUGHTER): Well, dear guest, you

may throw in some brushwood, too. It'll make the fire burn
brighter still.
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' STEPDAUGHTER (throwing an armful into the fire):
' Fire, burn high,
Flame, never die!.

JANUARY: You're hot, aren’t you? Your cheeks are burning.

FeBrUARY: Nothing surprising, seeing she’s come straight
from the frost to such a fire. With us, both frost and fire are
fierce, one hotter than the other. Not everybody can stand
that.

STEPDAUGHTER: I don’t mind. I rather like a blazing fire.

JANUARY: We know that. That’s why we’ve let you sit
by ours. ‘

STEPDAUGHTER: Thank you. Twice you’ve saved my life.
But I am ashamed to look you in the eyes. I lost your ring. ..

APRIL: Really? Guess what I have in my hand.

STEPDAUGHTER: The ring!

APRIL: Right the first time. Take your ring. It’s a good
thing you decided to sacrifice it today. Otherwise you’d never
have seen either it or us again. Wear it and youw’ll always
have warmth and light, whether there’s a winter frost,
or a storm, or an autumn mist. Although they say April
" is a fickle month, the April sun, take it from me, will never
‘deceive you.

STEPDAUGHTER: Ah, this Iucky little ring of mine. It has
come back to me after all. It was dear to me before, it’ll be
dearer still now. Only I’'m afraid to return home with it—they
may take it away from me again.

JaNUARY: No, that won’t happen again. There’s nobody
to take it away. You'll go back to your home and be mistress
of the house yourself. Then we shall be your guests for a change.

May: We'll stay with you in turn. And each will bring

his own gift.
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SEpTEMBER: We Months are rich foll. All men have to do
is to learn how to earn our gifts.

OctopEr: In your garden you'll have such trees, such
flowers, berries, and fruit as have never been seen in this
world.

Eater the Bear, carrying a great coffer.

JaxUary: In the meantime, here is a coffer for you. It
would hardly be right if we Brothers sent you home empty-
handed.

STEPDAUGHTER: I can’t find words to thank you.

FEBRUARY: You'd better open the coffer and see what’s
in it. We may not have put in things that you like.

ArriL: Here’s the key. Open it.

Srrppavenrer lifls the lid and examines the gifts. They include fur
conts, stlvcr-cmbroidered dresses, silver shoes, and piles of other
brightly coloured garments.

STEPDAUGHTER: Oh, I simply can’t take my eyes off these
things. T saw the Qeen today, but even she didn’t have such
dresses or fur coats.

DeceEMBER: Well, why not try them on?

The Moxtis surround the Srerpaventer. When they step aside,
she 1s seen awearing a new coal, a new dress, and new shoes.

AvriL: You do look beautiful! Both the dress and the coat
suit you right down to the ground. So do the shoes.

Fepruawvy: It would be a pity, though, to tramp over
the forest trails and through the brushwood in such shoes.
I sce Tl have to give you a sleigh as well. (Claps his hands. )
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Ho, there, my forest folk! Bring me a bright new sleigh, with
smooth silver runners and soft sable rugs!

A number of forest animals—the Fox, the Harg, the two Souirrerns
—push forward a white, carved sleigh with silver runners.

RAVEN (from a tree): A wonder-rful sleigh—wonder-rful
r-runners! )

JANUARY: You're right, old fellow, this is a fine sleigh.
It’s not every horse that you can harness to it.

May: Don’t worry about horses. I'll give her horses to
match the sleigh. My flery steeds are shod with gold they
paw the earth and thunder rolls! (Claps his hands. The
HoRSES appear.)

MarcH: What splendid horses! Whoa, there! They’ll give
you a fine drive but it won’t be much fun without silver bells.
Well, so be it—you’ll have my bells. The more tinkle, the
merrier the journey. (The MoNTHS surround the sleigh, harness
- the HORSES, put the coffer in. Meanwhile, the hoarse barking
and growling of Does drift on from the distance.)

Voice Or Ter OLD SorLbpiER: Come on! Come on! Get
a move on, you dogs! I'll give you bones if you drive us home.
And stop snarling at each other! :

Voice OF THE ProFESSOR: My, it’s cold. And they’re so slow!

Voice Or TEE QUEEN: Run them for all they’re worth!
(Pitifully.) T'm frozen through.

Voice Or THE OLD SoLpiER: They won’t pull!

STEPDAUGHTER: That's the Queen. Her Professor and
Soldier are with her. I wonder where they got the dogs!

JANUARY: Have patience, youll soon find out. Well,
Brothers, throw more brushwood into the fire. I promised

this soldier to let him warm himself here.
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STEPDAUGHTER: Yes, do let him, Grandpa. He helped me
gather brushwood and gave me his mittens when I was
cold.

JANUARY: What do you say, Brothers?

DECEMBER: If you promised, so be it.

OcTtoBER: But the soldier is not alone. 4

MARCH (peering through the branches): That’s true. With
him are an old man, a girl, and two dogs.

STEPDAUGHTER : The old man is kind, too—he got me a fur coat.

JANUARY: You'’re right, the old man means well, we can
let him in. But how about the others? The girl seems to be
spiteful.

STEPDAUGHTER: She certainly can be spiteful but by now
her spite may have got frozen out of her. Do you hear her
voice ? It’s quite pitiful!

JANUARY: Well, we’ll see. But just so they don’t find their
way here again, we’ll lay a trail for them where there was
none before and will be none afterward. (Strikes the ground
with his staff. The trees move apart and the QUEEN’s dog-driven
sleigh comes into the clearing. The Doags are still fighting, pul-
ling the sleigh in opposite directions as the OLD SOLDIER whips
them on. In all their actions the two Dogs resemble the OLD
WoasraN and her DAUGHTER, each of whom can be plainly
recognized. The sleigh stops under the trees some distance from
the campfire.)

OLp SoLDIER: Here’s the campfire. The old man didn’t
fool me. Greetings to all this honest company. Allow me to
warm myself.

JANUARY: Sit down and do so.

OLD SOLDIER (recognizing JANvARry): Hullo, master! You
do have a merry blaze. But please permit me to take care .
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of my passengers, too. We soldiers have a rule—first find billets
for your officers, then look after yourself.

JANUARY: Well, if you have such a rule, go ahead.

OLD SOLDIER: Step this way, Your Majesty. (T'o the Pro-
FBSSOR.) This way, sir,

QUEEN: Oh, I can’t move!

Orp SoLpiER: That's all right, Your Majesty. Youw'll soon
get warm. Now, let me set you on your feet. (Lifts her out
- of the sleigh.) And your teacher. (Shouts to the PrROFESSOR.)
Stretch your legs, sir. We're stopping for a rest.

The QuerN and the PROFESSOR walk hesitantly up to the
campfire. The Doas, tails between their legs, follow them.

STEPDAUGHTER (to the QUEEN and the PROFESSOR):
- Won’t you come nearer ? You'll get warmer that way.

- The OLD Sorpikr, the QuEerN, and the PROFESSOR turn towards
the STEPDAUGHTER and gaze at her with astonishment. The Dogs
also notice her. Startled, they sit back on thewr haunches and begin to
bark in turn, as if asking each other: “‘Is that her?”—*“Can it be?”—

( " “Yes, it’'s her.”’

QUEEN. (to the Prormssor): Look, this is the same girl
that found the snowdrops. But how gorgeously dressed she
is now!

OLD SoLpIER: No mistake about it, Your Majesty, that’s
her all right. (To the STEPDAUGHTER. ) Good evening, ma’am.
So we meet again—for the third time, I reckon. Only I can
hardly recognize you. You look like a queen! . |

QUEEN (her teeth chattering ): What are you saying? I'll
show you! o

JaNuARY: Don’t put on airs here, my girl. The so.lcher. is
our guest whileyou're just somebody he brought along with him.
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QueEx (stamping her foot): No! I brought him along!

TEBRUARY: Oh no, you didn’t. He can go anywhere he
pleases while you can’t budge without him.

QuEex: So! Well, good-bye then!

JANUARY: Don’t think we'll ask you to stay.

Fepruary: Don’t let us detain you.

QUEEN (to the Orp Sorpier): Harness the dogs. We're
driving off.

OLp SoLpier: Wait a bit, Your Majesty. You'd better
warm yourself, your teeth are chattering. As soon as we get
a little warmer, we’ll go on with your journey—slowly—clop—
clop! (Looking around, notices the white HorsuS harnessed
fo the sleigh.) Oh, these are brave horses! I haven't seen any-
thing like them even in the royal stables. Whose are they?

JANUARY (pointing at the STEPDAUGHTER): There sits
their mistress. '

OrLp SoLpieR: Permit me to congratulate you on the purchase,
ma’am.

STEPDAUGHTER: It wasn’t a purchase—it’s a gift.

OLp SoLpiEr: All the better. Such a handsome gift, too.
(The Docs dart at the HorsSES and bark at them.) Quiet, beasts!
Back to where you were! Can you believe it! Hardly into
vour dogskin and already jumping at horses!

STEPDAUGHTER: They do sound angry when they bark—
like quarreling, only you can’t make out the words. I feel
as though I've heard their barking before but I can’t remember
where.

JAXUARY: Maybe you have heard it.

OLD SorLpier: Of course you have. Didn’t they live in the
same house with you?

STEPDAUGHTER: We had no dogs in our house.
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OLp SOLDIER: Take a good look—you may recognize them.

The Does avert their heads from the STEPpAUGHTER.

STEPDAUGHTER (| tkrowmg up her 7zcmds ): Oh, no! That's
impossible!

OLp SOLDIER: Possible or not, it’s a fact!

The red-pelted Do comes wp, whining, to the STEPDAUGHTER and
fowns on her; the black Do iries to lick her hand.

QUEEN: Look out, they’ll bite you!
The Dogs lie down, wag their tails, and roll on the ground.

STEPDAUGHTER : No, they seem to be getting more gentle.
(To the MonTHS.) But surely they’re not going to remain
dogs the rest of their lives?

JANUARY: No, that’s not necessaay Let them live with
you for three years, guarding your house and garden. If by
that time they learn to behave themselves, bring them here
on New Year’s Eve and I’ll remove the dog pelts from them.

ProrESSOR: What if they don’t mend their ways even
in three years?

JANUARY: Then they can come back in six.

FEBRUARY: Or nine. .

OLp SOLDIER: Dogs don’t live very long, you know. Oh,
aunties! It doesn’t look like you’ll ever wear kerchiefs over
-your heads aga,m or walk on two legs! (The Doas jump at
“him, barking.) There you are! (Drives them off with a stick. )

QuEEN: You won’t mind, will you, if I bring my court
dogs here, too, on New Year’s Eve? My dogs are tame and
gentle and can walk on their hind legs. Perhaps they will also
turn into human beings?

JANUARY: No, not 1f they walk on their hind legs. As they
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have been dogs, so they will remain dogs. And now, my dear
guests, it's time for me to attend to my business. Without
me the frost doesn’t crackle as it should in January, nor does
the wind blow with the proper force, nor does the snow fall
in the right direction. And it's time for you to resume your
journey. The moon is high in the heavens and will light your
way. Only you'll have to hurry up and move fast.

OLp SoLprer: We'd be glad to hurry up, Grandpa, but our
shaggy horses bark more than they pull. With them we won’t
get home till next year. It would be different if we were given
a lift with those white horses.

JaxuArY: Well, ask the mistress—perhaps she’ll help you.

OLp SoLpier: Shall I ask her, Your Majesty ?

Qurex: No.

OLp SoLpiEr: Well, there’s nothing to be done about it.
Hey, you, my lop-eared steeds, get back into your harness!
Whether we like it or not, we’ll have to go for a spin with you.
(The DoGs nuzzle the STEPDAUGHTER.)

Proressor: Your Majesty.

QueexN: Yes?

Proressor: You know, Your Majesty, we're still a long
distance from the palace, and the cold is fierce, a regular
January cold, if I may say so. I'll never reach home and
yvou'll freeze to death, too, without a fur coat.

Sorpier: What do you say, Your Majesty ?

DoaGs: Bow-wow ?

QueEx: How can I ask her for anything ? I've never asked
favours of anybody in my life. Suppose she answers “no® ?

JANUARY: Who knows? She’s just as likely to say “yes.”
Her sleigh is a big one, enough room in it for everybody.

QUEERN (lowering her head): It's not that.
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JANUARY: What then? ,

QUEEN (frowning): Why, T've had her coat taken away
from her, I wanted to drown her, I threw her ring into a hole
in the ice. Besides, I can’t ask. I wasn’t taught to ask. I can
only order. I'm a Queen.

JANUARY (mockingly): Oh, I see. We had no idea of that.

FeBrUARY: We don’t care who or what you are whence
you came. A Queen, eh? And who's that? Your teacher?

QUEEN: Yes. , ,

FEBRUARY (o the ProrESSORr): How is it you didn’t teach
her such a simple thing? She knows how to order but not
- how to ask. Who ever heard of such a thing?

ProrEssor: Her Majesty learned only what she wished tolearn.

Queexn: Well, if you want to know, I've learned a great
deal today, more in a single day than I learned from you
in three years. (To the STEPDAUGHTER.) Look here, my dear,
give us a lift in your sleigh, please. I'll reward you royally.

STEPDAUGHTER : Thank you, Your Majesty, I have every-
thing I need. '

QUEEN: You see—she refuses. I said she would.

FEBRUARY: Apparently you don’t ask in the right way.

QuEEN: How should I ask? (7o the PROFESSOR.). Did I say
it wrong ?

PROFESSOR: No, Your Majesty, from the point of view of
grammar, what you said was perfectly correct.

OLD. SoLDIER: Please forgive me, Your Majesty, I'm not
one of those men of science, 'm just a plain soldier. 1 k.now
‘nothing about grammar. But allow me to teach you this time.

QUEEN: Well, speak. .

OLD Sorprzr: If I were Your Majesty, I wouldn't promise
her any rewards—you promised plenty before—but I'd simply
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say to her: “Be so kind as to take me along with you.” You
see, you're not hiring a cab.

QuEex: I think I see what you mean. (To the STEPDAUGH-
" 7ER.) Please take us along with you. We're freezing.

STEPDAUGHTER: Of course I'll take you with me—gladly.
1 can even give you fur coats—all of you, your teacher and
the soldier, too. I have a lot of them in my coffer. Here you
are. I won’t take them back. I know how cold it can be on
New Year's Eve. '

QuEexN: Thank you. For one fur coat I'll give you twelve. ..
PROFESSOR (in an affrighted tone): You're doing it again,
Your Majesty! *

Queex: I won't—I won't! (The STEPDAUGHTER produces
the coats. The QUEEN and the PROFESSOR put theirs on, but
not the Orp Sorpier.) Why aren’t you putting yours on?

OLp Sorprer: I dare not, Your Majesty. The coat isn’t
according to the regulations—of the prescribed cut.

QUEEN: Never mind that. Nothing we’ve done today has
been according to the regulations. Put it on.

OLD SOLDIER (obeying): That’s right. We didn’t cut a grand
figure at all. We promised to take other people for a ride, and
had to beg for a ride ourselves. We promised a fur coat as a
present, and ourselves got one, and are thankful for it. Allow
me to sit on the coach box. Driving horses isn’t like handling
dogs—it’s something I know more about.

JANUARY: Sit down, Soldier, drive your passengers. And
mind you don’t Jose your cap on the way. Qurs are fast horses,
they overtake the hours, and the minutes fly like sparks from
their hoofs. You'll be home before you know it.

STEPDAUGHTER (from the sleigh ): Good-bye, Brother Months.
I'll never forget your New Year’s campfire!
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QUEEN: Ne1’oher shall I, even if T try! |

PROFESSOR: And if you do forget, I'll be there to remind
you of it.

OrLp SoLDIER: Good-bye, gentlemen! Best of Iuck to you!

SprING AND SUMMER MoNTHS: Pleasant journey!

WinTER MonTHS: Good sleighing! -

RaveNn: Far-r-ewell!

The sleigh drives away with the Doaes close behind it, barking. -

 STEPDAUGHTER ' (looking back): Good-bye, April!

 ApriL: Good-bye, my dear! Expect me as your guest soon!
(The sleigh bells tinkle for some time before they finally die down.
The dawn s breaking.)

JANUARY (looking about): Well Grandfather Forest, it was
& busy day, wasn’t it? We turned up your snow and woke
the forest folk. But that’s all right, you can sleep in peace now.

TweLveE. MONTHS: .

Burn yourself out, campfire,
Turn into embers and die.
Drift from the logs, blue smoke—
Over the trees float high. |
Climb to the frozen tree-tops,:
Curl away to the sky.

APRIL:

The young moon is waning,
The stars fade one by one,
And from the gates of morning
Marches the flaming sun,
It ushers in a new day—

"~ Lo, the New Year has begun!
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TwELVE MONTHS (furning to the sumn):
Fire, burn high,
Flame, never diel!
JANUARY:
It has neither wheels nor horses
To drive it out sky-high.
A flaming ball of molten gold
That dazzles every eye,
Noiselessly, silently,
It sails across the sky.
TwELVE MoONTHS:
Fire, burn high,
Flame, never dic!

END
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