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First Chapter.




The King of Root Valley

and

His Curious Daughter.



CHAPTER THE FIRST.

the root-valley and its inhabitants.—the story-telling guests.—the
king of root-valley and his curious daughter.—the aerial
chariot.—festivities in the town.—return through the air from
the roof of the town-house.—whims of the princess.

The road between Nuremberg and Leipsic ran in former times,
in one part, along the edge of a dark forest, which stretched into
the country far over the mountains. In the middle of this forest
the rocks enclosed a deep green valley, bordered by almost impenetrable
hedges, so that neither man nor beast could enter it. Here
dwelt at that time the merry little people of the Rootmen. They
were pretty little creatures, in form and look like human beings,—the
tallest about six inches high, and the smallest as long as your
little finger. In summer they lived in mossy bowers and under
the leaves of the tall fern; in winter they nestled among the roots
of trees, in the holes of some gnarled old trunk, and crept into
the clefts in the rocks. Their dress was fine and elegant: the
little men wore coats and hose of moss, and the little women
dresses of pretty variegated flowers, leaves, and gossamer, according
as the weather was warm or cold. They never felt the time long,
having always plenty of employment; they had to keep their
roads in order, gather in their stores, and the like; their favourite
pastimes were climbing and jumping, and arranging grand water-parties
in nutshells upon the brook which ran through their
country. At other times they would play at Hunt-the-hare with
the Grasshoppers and May-beetles, and dance the most graceful
dances to the song of the Birds: nor must it be forgotten that
they understood the language of all living creatures.

Two festivals in the year gave the little Rootmen especial delight.
On certain days in Spring and Autumn there arrived large
troops of merry guests, who were hospitably welcomed and entertained,
and who in return used to tell the inquisitive little people
what was passing in the world without.

These guests were no other than the thousands and thousands
of Birds of Passage, who in Spring came from the South, and in
Autumn from the North. The Storks told their village stories,
the Swallows twittered their fairy-tales, and the Nightingales
brought with them new and beautiful songs. There came frequently
too a troop of migrating Rats, who gave descriptions of
their travels, while Magpies and Ravens told legends and tales of
marvel that made one shudder. In this manner the little Rootmen
received constantly news of the whole wide world. Such
stories of course filled them with curiosity to make acquaintance
with Men, but an innate feeling of dread prevented the little
beings from quitting their peaceful Valley.

Now one time there reigned over this people a dear good old
King, who had one daughter, a very beautiful Princess; she was
however more full of curiosity than all other maidens in the world,
nay even more so indeed than her own little countrywomen. Her
longing to see Men and Women in the world without, of whom
she had heard so many wonderful things, had grown very strong.
The good old King did all in his power to dissuade her from this
wish, representing Men as fierce and selfish giants: "No living
creature," said he, "is secure from their mastery; the biggest elephant
is obliged to dance to their will, as well as the smallest
flea." But all was of no avail; his daughter had taken it into
her head to visit the world, and go she would. The thought of
this preyed upon her mind, and she grew more and more melancholy
and thin; until at length the King resolved to grant her
wish, in the hope that the sight would frighten her for ever, and
drive away her curiosity.

A beautiful new Birds'-nest was therefore immediately selected,
cushioned with feathers and moss, and over this was fixed a
shadowy roof of leaves, as a shelter from the sun. In this car
the Root-King seated himself with the Princess; nor was it forgotten
to place in it also a delicate repast of juicy berries, honey,
and tender young buds. Two Cranes, who had practised their
task for a week previously, took up the nest with their bills, and
flew with it through the air to the nearest large Town inhabited
by Men.

In a few hours the two birds were hovering with the nest over
the houses of the town. With a gentle flight they descended, and
deposited the royal aerial chariot carefully upon the tower of the
Townhouse, whence there was a view over all the streets, without
any fear of being seen. That was indeed a sight! Even the King
himself had never imagined that a city of Men could be so splendid.
The Princess too shouted and jumped with joy, until she
nearly fell out of the nest, had not one of the Cranes with his
long bill suddenly caught her by her little leg.

Now, as chance would have it, on this same day the Prince of
that country was celebrating his wedding with the daughter of a
foreign King, so that the whole city was in one blaze of splendour.

What shows and sights were there to be seen! processions, fairs,
reviews of a thousand regiments, theatres in the open air, rope-dancers,
races,—in short, it is impossible to describe them all.
But first and foremost the Prince and his young wife! how
splendid he looked in his scarlet uniform, with the star upon his
breast, moustachios, and large blue eyes; and she, in a red velvet
dress, covered with pearls and precious stones, which sparkled
and sent their light high up to the very gallery of the Townhouse.
Wherever you looked there was something new and strange, and
so it went on from early in the morning until the sun disappeared
behind the mountains.

However much all these marvellous sights delighted the old
King, his opinion of Mankind remained unaltered, and he was
sorry that his daughter should just have chosen this day to witness
the most brilliant side of Men's doings. He was however
too weak to deny himself a view of the scene; nay, he would
even have remained up there still longer, but that, as night fell
and darkness came on, some men suddenly appeared on the gallery,
to illuminate the building and let off the fireworks. The
men approached the nest. How the Princess started with affright
at the sight of such gigantic forms! The King too lost his speech
from terror; and had not the Cranes, of themselves, lifted up the
stork's nest into the air and borne it quickly off, there would have
been an end of the King and his daughter, and of our story too.
However fortunately they were just in time: and still from afar off
the aerial travellers saw the fireworks fly into the air, whizzing
and fizzing, and crackling and sparkling, from the tower of the
Townhouse, which was certainly all very splendid at a distance,
but close by would have been certain death. So the King and his
daughter returned safe and sound to their own Root-Valley.

The little Princess of course now saw well that Men were too
big for her to be able to share in their grand doings; still her old
fancies and longing returned, and even stronger than ever, although
in a somewhat altered form. She was firmly convinced that there
must be upon earth yet another race of beings as small as her own
little countrymen, but as clever and wise as Men; and so she resolved
never in her life to marry, unless a Prince of her own size
should take her for his wife; but then too he must have exactly
such an hussar's jacket, and exactly such a star on his breast, and
just the same large blue eyes, as the Man-Prince in the city; and
he must also rule over a little People, who possessed exactly the
same peculiarities as they.

These whims and fancies of his daughter made the good old
King quite sad. Right gladly would he have had a son-in-law,—but
such a one! where in the wide world was he to be found? He
indeed did all in his power to form and teach his People according
to the rules and laws of Men, but nothing came of it,—they
were not a whit the cleverer. The little fellows were never
tired of hearing of Men and their doings, but to become like them—no
indeed! They would remain for ever and aye what they
were,—free, merry little Rootmen! The end of it was that the
Princess got no husband, and the King no son-in-law.




Second Chapter.




CHAPTER THE SECOND.

the spring festival in root-valley.—the nut-field.—the migrating
birds.—a strange people make their appearance.—nutcracker
and harlequin.—the princess falls into raptures.

Several years had passed, and the Spring Festival was returning.
All was green and blooming; the trees and hedges were already
in full leaf, and rock, vale, hill and dale were clothed with their
new dress. The Rootmen had already quitted their dark winter-quarters,
and betaken themselves to their summer abodes by the
cool brook, which now once more ran purling merrily along. All
awaited with eager expectation the appearance of the winged
guests.

At length the important day arrived. It was a fine May morning;
through the young foliage of the nut-trees the sunshine played
and sparkled on flowers and turf, on pebbles and rippling waters.
Early in the morning the little Heralds, decked out in new coats of
moss, were seen riding through the Valley upon grasshoppers, and
crying aloud with a clear voice,—


"Come forth, ye Rootmen, all come out!


 For the Spring is come, and the birds are about."





The summons was no sooner heard, than the whole of the little
People came pouring from all sides into the Nut-field, which was
set apart for such festivals, and was on this occasion decked out
in the most beautiful manner. In the middle, upon a molehill
prettily covered with small pebbles, stood the throne for the good
King and his fair daughter; it was made of snail-shells and mussel-shells,
and cushioned with feathers. A long alley of lilies-of-the-valley,
six deep, led up to the throne; and when the royal procession
galloped up on squirrels, all the little lily-bells rang with a
lovely melody; for at each lily was stationed a spider, to pull the
bells with a thread of its cobweb.

A solemn silence followed. The Birds had not yet made their
appearance. They had probably alighted somewhere in the neighbourhood,
to smooth and arrange their feathers, ruffled by their
long flight; they must of course show themselves to their kind
hosts in decent attire! On a sudden was heard from afar a sound,
which drew nearer and nearer, the usual sign that the guests were
approaching; and soon there was a great rustling in the air. First
came a flock of birds flying over the forest, then more and more,
until at last the whole field was quite overshadowed by the winged
guests, who alighted in large flocks upon the ground.

A general shout of joy resounded on all sides. The newly-arrived
guests were speedily refreshed with food and drink, and
then an old Stork, the most famous story-teller of his time,
mounted upon a large stone, which served him for a rostrum.
He had just put on that pleasant look with which he used to
begin all his stories, he had just cleared his throat and opened
his long red bill, when on a sudden he was interrupted by a loud
murmur from the crowd, and a strange sound, as of many carriages
and horses, was heard in the distance. The Heralds of the
Root-King instantly hastened to ascertain the cause, and presently
returned announcing that a new and strange People were coming
through the forest in innumerable troops, led by a Prince in a
scarlet hussar's uniform, with large blue eyes, and a star upon his
breast: his name was Prince Nutcracker, and with his councillor
Harlequin he sought a gracious audience of the Root-King and
his daughter.

At this news the Princess turned red as scarlet, and the King
pale as death, with affright. The Princess imagined that the
Man-Prince in the town had perceived her on the gallery of the
Townhouse, and was now coming to marry her; but the King
feared that the giant race of Men were come to destroy his
subjects and conquer his country. When however they heard
that Prince Nutcracker and his followers were not bigger than
the Rootmen, the Princess's fear was changed into such joy, that
she fell on her father's neck, and kissed his hands again and
again; then the King commanded the Stork to cease his storytelling,
and the Prince with his followers to be conducted immediately
to his presence.

How Prince Nutcracker and his councillor Harlequin happened
to come hither the following Chapter will tell.




Third Chapter.




CHAPTER THE THIRD.

the wonderful brook.—the overturned carrier's waggon.—nutcracker
and harlequin come to life.—the three wishes.—the
box of nuremberg toys.—the wandering rats.—how harlequin
brings to life a whole nation and army.—battle with the
star.—homage.—procession to the root-valley.

The road from Nuremberg to Leipsic, at the time of our story,
ran in one part close to a deep hollow, through which a clear
brook wound its way. The stream flowed directly from Root-Valley,
and had the marvellous property, that whatever fell into it
instantly became alive, provided only that it had previously had
the form of some living thing.

It chanced one day that a carrier's waggon was passing this spot
on its way to the Leipsic Fair, packed full of boxes, when on a
sudden a wheel came off, and the waggon rolled over into a
hollow. Now in the boxes were Nuremberg toys of all kinds,
enough to fit out a whole fair. When the poor carrier saw his
waggon overthrown into the hollow, where he could not get at it,
off he ran in despair, and nobody ever after heard what became of
him. Certain it is that by the upset of the waggon some of the
boxes were broken, and, of the puppets which they contained, a
Nutcracker and a Harlequin rolled into the brook. No sooner
were they touched by the water, than instantly a marvellous animation
darted through their limbs. Slowly they raised themselves,
and stared at one another with amazement. There stood
Nutcracker, upon his stiff legs, like a post, beautifully varnished
over, with his bright blue eyes, his wooden pigtail, and the star
upon his breast; while Harlequin, in his particoloured jacket, with
his laughing face, clapped together his hands and legs over his
head for very joy, and hopped about like a magpie.

When these first signs of animation subsided into more tranquil
reflection, Harlequin opened his lips, and said, "Great Prince! that
you are a Prince, and I your merry councillor, is clear enough,
for otherwise you would have no star on your breast, and I no
merry-andrew's jacket; but what shall we do first?"

"That is a question for you to answer, not for me," replied
Nutcracker, whom the consciousness of his high birth had already
made grave and haughty. Muttering in his beard, he kept on
moving his under jaw up and down, and continued, "Dear Harlequin!
that I am, as you rightly say, born to be a great man, is
proved, not only by my star, but also by three wishes which have
just come into my head. The first wish is to have a dishfull of
the finest nuts, for which I have a marvellous appetite; the
second is to have a faithful people and a brilliant army, for
unquestionably I am born to govern; the third and last wish
is to marry a rich and beautiful Princess, who shall bring me as
her dowry a pretty portion of land, where I may live with your
assistance in all possible ease and comfort, eat nuts, govern my
people, and pass the time merrily. Your duty is now to advise
me how these wishes may be fulfilled."

"Better do than advise," cried Harlequin: "only trust, my
Prince, to my merriment. Before the sun goes down, you shall
be in possession of all these trifles, or my name is not Harlequin,
and my legs will never more dance and clatter over my
head."

So saying, in a twinkling he climbed up the nearest nut-tree,
and shook it with all his might. The large nuts fell like a shower
of hail, and the hungry Prince began to crack and eat them with
all speed; and he did not feel quite revived until he had eaten his
fill.

The second wish it was far more difficult to accomplish; nevertheless
Harlequin found ways and means to counsel in this case
likewise. The contents of the waggon, which lay scattered about,
contained people and soldiers enough; he had only to open
the boxes, and bring to life all the thousands of puppets which
were shut up in them; but unluckily the lids of the boxes were
fastened down so tight, that the united strength of the two little
men was unable to force them open. They toiled and moiled till
they were quite exhausted, but all in vain. In this perplexity a
word of advice was worth something. Nutcracker's big blue eyes
started out of his head from the mere effort of considering and
contriving, till they looked like those of a crayfish; Harlequin,
on the contrary, never lost heart or ceased his merriment for an
instant. He twirled round and round like a top, looking for help
on all sides; and before he himself thought of it, indeed an unexpected
aid came in a marvellous way.

Afar off the brown fields which bordered the forest-glen appeared
all at once to become alive. An immense host of migrating
Rats, on their journey from the South to the North, were advancing
this way, and by chance fell directly upon the scattered heap
of boxes.

"Out of the way, my Prince!" cried Harlequin, "if we would
not let ourselves be devoured like hazelnuts."

They both sprang on one side. The Rats, which, as every one
knows, never turn out of their road, but always go straight forward,
through field and wood, over hedge and ditch, gnawing
their way through stick and stone, fell without ado upon the chests
and boxes. The fresh young pine-wood boards were a welcome
prize to their sharp teeth, and so too the strong hempen ropes.
Speedily off fell the box-lids, one here, one there,—crack went a
rope on this side, another on that! The most splendid toys
presently lay scattered about in confusion on the road, and some of
the Rats fell to gratifying their nibbling propensity upon them.
When Harlequin beheld this, he cried aloud to the Rats, "A
good appetite to you, ye board-eaters! have you enough?" And
so saying he jumped into the brook, and flung his legs and arms
about him, till the water splashed over all the other little Nutcrackers,
Harlequins, and tin and wooden soldiers, who instantly
became alive and jumped upon their legs.

"Follow me!" cried Harlequin: "one fool makes many,—one
wise man many wise!" And he was right. Fresh puppets kept
continually rising up and coming to life; the regiments formed
themselves, the little horses were soon harnessed to the cannons
and drew them, the tin Generals put themselves at the head of
their troops, and the order of battle was arranged against the
Rats. It was indeed high time, for many of the puppets had
already fallen under the sharp teeth of their assailants. At the
sight of this, Nutcracker's spirit and heroic courage were aroused;
his eyes rolled, his jaws chattered with very thirst of fight, his
wooden pigtail accompanied all the motions of his mouth with
rapid twitchings. Impatiently he drew his sword, and at the head
of his Body-guard (who were also Nutcrackers, but without the
star, and therefore no princes) he led his army to battle.

And now he gave the signal to fire! Instantly all the firearms
and cannons of the innumerable regiments were discharged at the
Rats, who, terrified by the strange noise, took to flight in all haste.
Thus a brilliant victory was gained, and in place of the late confusion
of overturned boxes, there was now to be seen quite a new
world, glittering in all the colours of the rainbow. Towns and
villages, fortresses and country-houses, kitchens and drawing-rooms,
lay scattered one upon another, whilst thousands of little
men and animals were running about. The first thing now was,
of course, that Prince Nutcracker should receive the homage of
his subjects as their ruler.

But there still remained the third task to be accomplished,—to
find a Princess, and with her hand to obtain a piece of land upon
which the new colony might settle. Here again Harlequin's ingenuity
soon suggested advice and aid. Some of the wounded and
captured Rats were commanded to give a description of all the
Princesses whom they had met with in the course of their travels.
When they came to tell of the beauty of the Princess of Root-Valley,
the wooden heart of Prince Nutcracker, as he listened to
their description, warmed so, that a sound shot through it as if a
deal board were cracking and splitting in a room suddenly heated.
This sound he regarded as an omen; this and no other Princess
was to be his Queen. He therefore resolved instantly to go with
all his People to where the Princess lived, and sue for her hand.

The procession was forthwith marshalled in due order; the Rat
prisoners served as pioneers and guides; after these followed the
cavalry, then the Prince with all his Court, and behind him the
cannons and infantry. Now came rocking-horses, heavily laden
with band-boxes, in which were towns, villages, theatres, fortresses,
kitchens, and so forth, and all the furniture and cooking utensils;
behind these followed the little baggage-waggons, and tin and
wooden coaches crammed full of passengers; then people on foot,
of all sorts, in every fashion of dress from the time of Adam to the
present day. After all these came long droves of animals, large
and small, out of all the Noah's-arks and menageries which had
been in the waggon,—first the tame and then the wild animals,
the latter accompanied by tin Bedouins and Circassians, who had
to watch lest the little roaring beasts should devour each other or
any other harmless beings. And all the while Harlequins, Scaramouches,
and Pantaloons kept jumping and skipping about in
the procession, and by their tricks and merriment kept all the
people in good heart and humour on the long and arduous march.

Meanwhile a large fleet of magnetic ships, with tin swans, ducks,
and fishes swimming around them, floated in state on the wonderful
brook, along the bank of which the procession marched.
Now let the Reader picture to himself this interminable multitude
advancing in the beautiful green woods, all amidst lilies-of-the-valley,
violets and buttercups, lettuce-leaves, nettles, and ferns,
marching over hill and dale, in a sparkling sunshine, and with a
blue sky overhead,—and withal the toil and efforts of the little
wights, the creaking of wheels, the cracking of whips, the word of
command resounding through the ranks, the music and singing
when the path was smooth and easy, and the cries and shrieks
upon the bad roads,—how pretty and animated and merry the
whole scene must have been! No wonder indeed that, along the
whole way which the procession journeyed, the birds came out of
the trees and hedges, the beetles crept out of the flowers, even
the worms and snails came out of their hiding-places, all full of
curiosity to see the sight; and no wonder too that they were all
impressed with great admiration for Prince Nutcracker, who ruled
over such a splendid people, and even made long travels with them!

After long and arduous toil, and incredible efforts, the Colony
arrived at the large Nutfield, of which we have before heard.
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CHAPTER THE FOURTH.

nutcracker is betrothed to the princess of root-valley, and takes
possession of the nutfield.—the birds depart.—what ill comes
of it.—wedding and parting.

Prince Nutcracker and his followers were received in the most
friendly manner by the good King of Root-Valley. The Princess
was in a sea of rapture at the brilliant appearance of the bright,
varnished, wooden Prince, who in a formal and well-turned speech
declared his love for her, together with his other wishes, in a
pleasing and appropriate manner. The old King even was so
moved by his words, that without more ado he gave him his
daughter to wife, and the whole Nutfield as her dowry. And
now, when the old man tenderly embraced his future son-in-law,
all the people around shouted with joy, and all the thousands
of little birds joined in the general jubilee, piping and singing,
and clapping their wings, amidst shouts of "Long live Prince
Nutcracker and his Bride!" Then it was arranged that the whole
procession of the Puppet-people should take possession of their
new land, the Nutfield, before the eyes of the assembled Rootmen,
which immediately took place.

As often happens in life, that dear old friends are forgotten and
put aside for new ones, so it fell out in this instance. The migrating
Birds, who had formerly been treated with the greatest
attention and respect, and who on this occasion testified their
sympathy and joy at the union of the two Peoples, had in the
course of this day to experience the mortification of seeing their
old friends turn their backs upon them. The little Root-mannikins,
in eager curiosity, pushed them back on all sides, and gave
them pretty clearly to understand that they might take to flight,
and remain away for ever.

Indignant at such treatment, the Birds rose all together upon
the wing, like one, hovered an instant over the heads of the two
Peoples with a loud noise, and then disappeared with rapid flight
in the blue distance.

Oh horror and alarm! What happened then? The sudden
flight of these thousands of Birds created such a rush of air, like
a whirlwind, that scarcely a man of the newly-arrived guests could
keep himself on his feet. Whole ranks of tin soldiers fell one
upon another; the cardpaper heroes, actors, and huntsmen were
swept far away over the fields; and even Prince Nutcracker himself,
who was at that instant just going in a polite manner to kiss
the hand of his beloved Princess, was so shaken that he staggered
and fell, rolled down the molehill, and lay sprawling at the foot of
it with open mouth.

An ill omen this for the power of the new Government! The
great admiration which the Rootmen had hitherto felt for their
new friends quickly turned into disdain at this catastrophe. The
good King and the fair Princess alone did not allow themselves to
be carried away by their astonishment; they instantly descended
from their throne, and helped the fallen Prince to regain his legs.
But Nutcracker broke out into bitter reproaches; he called the
Birds, who had upset him, silly high-flying fools, who set themselves
above the whole world, and overturned all rule and order.
His anger was not to be softened, until his future father-in-law
promised that, to prevent the recurrence of any similar disaster,
he would allow nothing flying to enter his kingdom, not even
flying leaves.

One by one all the little people got up on their legs again, and
the rest of the day was passed in merriment and feasting. On
the morrow the wedding of Prince Nutcracker and his fair Bride
was celebrated with the grandest solemnities; after which the
two Peoples took leave of one another in the most friendly manner;
the Root-mannikins returned to their own Valley, and the
Puppet-folks remained on the Nutfield.
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CHAPTER THE FIFTH.

the puppet-kingdom is set in order.—haughtiness of nutcracker,
his wife, and subjects.—antipathy of the two peoples.—the
root-king abdicates his crown.—nutcracker a tyrant.—preparations
for war in root-valley.—the war.—harlequin's death.—flight
and destruction of the puppet-kingdom.—nutcracker's
death.—the princess saved.

It took Prince Nutcracker a full week to put his State in order, to
erect towns, fortresses, and villages on their proper spots, and to
assign to his subjects their places and sphere of activity. All this
was admirably executed with the aid of his indefatigable councillor
Harlequin, who was the soul of the whole undertaking. Everything
too seemed to favour the new State, for as yet there had
been no cloud in the sky, no gust of wind to overthrow a company
of soldiers, no rain to wash off the beautiful colours of the
castles, or to wet the princely decorations of the great theatre.

Thus lived the young Princess for some days with her husband
in joy and splendour. She had laid aside her old dresses of leaves,
flowers, and gossamer, and was arrayed like the most elegant State
Puppet, after the newest Paris fashions. She left off her natural
lively movements, and assumed the stiff and stately deportment
of her husband and the ladies of the Court, who considered
it unbecoming to turn their head ever so little on one side. She
almost wholly forgot how to walk, while she was constantly driving
to balls, concerts, and parades, to cockchafer-hunts and fly-chases.
Her chief delight was in finery: every day she put on a new
dress, and before her windows were shops of all the newest
fashions, so that her first glance fell upon them when she got up
in the morning.

Her husband too, and his subjects, grew continually more and
more haughty. They looked down with contempt upon everything
that was not a Puppet, or so finely painted and varnished
as they. Every bird that flew past, or came near them, was pursued
with the greatest cruelty.

Even the Rootmen, who came from time to time for their pleasure,
were received with more and more coldness, insomuch that
they soon ceased coming at all. Nay the good King himself was
compelled to witness how his son-in-law and his own daughter
came in time to treat him with indifference. Naturally the former
friendship of the two Peoples was soon turned into bitter hatred.
Before a month had elapsed Prince Nutcracker's arrogance became
so great, that he demanded of the Rootmen a monthly tribute
of two thousand of the finest hazelnuts: at the same time
he assembled his troops and planted his fortresses in a line on the
frontier of the Root-kingdom, resolving, in case of refusal, to invade
with his army the territory of his father-in-law.

Such a violation of all right naturally filled the gentle spirit
of the good old King with indignation. One whole day long he
wept tears of bitterness into his mossy beard; he then publicly
renounced his ungrateful daughter, and forbade her ever to come
into his sight again. At length he retired from all affairs of government;
he felt that he was too tender-hearted for such arduous
business.

The tidings of this soon reached his daughter. Her eyes were
now at once opened, and she saw how unworthily she had given
away her hand, how from vanity she had violated her duty to her
father, and to all those who had once been dear to her. Alas, it
was too late! She tried all means to dissuade her husband from
his unjust demands, but he was resolute; and when she continued
unceasingly her entreaties, his anger turned against her likewise;
he shut her up in her room, and would not hear a word more from
her. Instead of joy and peace, her constant companions now were
sorrow and repentance.

Meanwhile in the Root-kingdom a young and vigorous King
was elected, who shared the hostility of his people against the insolent
intruders, and forthwith declared war upon them. He resolved
by a decisive battle either to annihilate or drive them away,
and to this end he summoned his Allies from all sides to his aid.
Rabbits and moles, lizards and worms, were to invade Nutcracker's
country by an underground attack, and overthrow towns and villages;
locusts, bees, and cockchafers were to fall upon the enemy
from the air; whilst on the ground the Rootmen themselves should
assail the foe with sharp rush-lances and two-edged blades of
grass.

The morning of the fatal battle dawned gloomily; the sky was
covered with black clouds. Clad in their green and brown moss
coats the Rootmen marched toward the Nutfield, so that the
enemy did not observe them until they were close under his fortresses.
Suddenly there burst forth a cannonade and firing from
all the loopholes; but the balls remained sticking in the moss of
the assailants, who answered the terrific discharge with loud laughter.
Quickly the army of the Rootmen pressed onward into the
Nutfield: Prince Nutcracker threw himself upon them with his
Body-guard, but was driven back; whereupon he fled into the
palace, and made Harlequin his Fieldmarshal. With wild leaps
of despair Harlequin led the main army to the field.

But soon a general panic seized upon all. The subterranean
Allies of the enemy had already undermined the ground along
which the army of Puppets were marching, and with it the fortresses,
towns, and villages on the Nutfield; at the same time
almost all the buildings round about tumbled one upon another
with a loud crash. Fieldmarshal Harlequin himself was seized by
the leg by a fierce old Mole, who dragged him down into the earth,
in spite of the most heroic struggles: he was never seen again!

This was the signal for a general and wild flight of Nutcracker's
brilliant army, who fled to the royal palace with the cry of "Save
yourselves as you can!" The palace consisted of strongly-built
wooden saloons, and longest withstood the labours of the undermining
animals. Here Nutcracker had already put the horses to
his State-carriage; then quickly jumping into it with his wife, he
holloa'd to the coachman, "Off and away, far out of this Valley,
as fast as you can, and as far as possible!" And all his people
crowded round the coach in wild confusion to find a refuge, for
on every side insects came flying and buzzing around in the air,
and with their wings overthrew everything that was not firmly
fixed.

Away went the fugitives, rolling over the field like a great ball.
Although hard pressed by the enemy, and with the loss of many
killed, they succeeded in creeping through the great hedge which
surrounded the Valley, and escaping into the forest.

The reverses of the insolent Prince and his subjects now reached
their height: the very sky waged war against them, and poured
down upon them torrents of rain. Nutcracker and his Princess
saw with grief, from the windows of their coach, the torrent increasing
and overflowing the road,—their subjects, houses, and
furniture swept past in the whirlpool, one after another falling
under the toils of the march, tumbling over precipices or getting
entangled in roots, nettles, and heaps of fallen leaves, and perishing
miserably. Nutcracker's whole People were speedily destroyed:
he too had not gone many yards, when the water unglued the
joints of his coach, and the princely pair were carried away by
the flood. But the natural strong and active spirit of the Princess
was now re-awakened by the danger. How had she once used to
skip about exultingly, and swim upon the waves in such weather!
With one hand she seized her husband's pigtail, and with the
other a twig. She tried with a spring to reach the root of a
tree; but alas! the hair of the terrified Prince was not strong
enough: the pigtail remained in her hand, and she saw her husband
carried away by the torrent and vanish from her sight.

At first she called sorrowfully after him, but presently her natural
spirit became only the more daring. She threw off her silly
fashionable dress, soaked with the rain, which cramped her slender
limbs; and quickly clothing herself in the first leaves she could
find, climbed up like a squirrel into an old tree, and in a hole in
its branches sought shelter from the storm and the approaching
night.
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CHAPTER THE SIXTH.

the birdcatcher and his family.—how the children return home
with rare treasures.—nutcracker's dead body.—the little
maiden in the stork's nest, and who she was.—affecting reconciliation
on the nutfield.—threatening danger to the rootmen.—emigration
of the rootmen.

At the time when all these wonderful occurrences happened, there
lived at the entrance of this forest an old Birdcatcher and his
family. During the two years since he had settled here, his business
had prospered remarkably; and, especially in the Spring
and Autumn, so many birds had been taken in his nets, that
he had earned many a bright dollar, and had laid by many a spare
penny.

Now once on a Spring day a heavy rain had fallen, and, strange
to say, ever since that time not a bird was longer to be seen
there: every morning the Birdcatcher found his nets torn, his limed
twigs destroyed, and even his screech-owl and other decoy-birds
had vanished from their cages and perches. And yet he knew well
enough there lived no other man in the whole forest who could
have done all this.

One day he had sent his children with the cart deep into the
forest, to fetch brushwood. Evening came on, and they did not
return. It already began to grow dark, and as they still had not
come back, his anxiety increased, and he determined to go in search
of them. He had just crossed the threshold, when suddenly he
heard a shouting and singing at a distance in the wood. Joyous
sounds! it was his dear children, who were dragging and pushing
along the little cart, piled up and closely packed.

"You good-for-nothing little brats, where have you been all
this time?" he exclaimed, half angrily, though overjoyed. But
they laughed, and removing the green brushwood with which
they had covered the loaded cart, they exclaimed, quite red in
the face with delight, "Only see, father, what we have here!" And,
lo and behold, the cart was filled from top to bottom with broken,
bent, and gnaw'd playthings!

And now they went on to tell the whole story of their treasures;
and amidst a Babel of voices, all speaking together, one louder
than another, the sum and substance of the story was this. After
losing their way, they had wandered about till they came to a
narrow, smooth dale, which lost itself like a footpath in the wood.
The ground was all wet and miry from the rain. Suddenly, to
their amazement, they found all these splendid things scattered
about in radiant confusion; and, had not the sun already sunk
behind the pine-trees, they would have followed the path still
further. It seemed to have no end, but disappeared deep in the
thicket, and, as far as they could see, it was all bestrewn with
similar treasures.

The story seemed strange to their father, and he resolved to
follow the path they spoke of the next day, hoping in his own
mind to discover a track of the culprit who had decoyed away the
birds and torn his nets.

The next morning, as soon as the dawn glimmered through the
still forest, the Birdcatcher's whole family were on their way with
the wood-cart to the dale; and, truly enough, there they found
everything as the children had described.

"Look, look, father! there is another splendid little wooden
fellow!" exclaimed the youngest child, raking out of the mire a
little Nutcracker, bedaubed with mud, his colours all washed off,
and his pedestal lost.

"Heyday! what a face the fellow has, and what a mouth, and
what goggling eyes!" cried all the children in one voice.

"Silly nonsense! stupid toy!" exclaimed the old man angrily,
as he snatched the Nutcracker from them, and flung it far away
into the wood.

But now a wonderful sight presented itself to his view.

Out of a Crane's nest, high up on an old oak-tree, there rose a
little maiden of human form, quite enveloped in gossamer. She
climbed down from the tree like a squirrel, ran with all speed to
the spot where Nutcracker lay, dug him a grave with her hands,
and, with the aid of the two Cranes, laid him in it, and raked the
earth over the spot; after which she climbed again up the tree,
and into the nest.

The Birdcatcher and his family stood open-mouthed, in silent
astonishment; they feared to frighten away the little maiden, but
this strange sight made them hesitate what to do.

"So, so, then, you are the little witch who robs me of my
bread!" at last exclaimed the Birdcatcher, giving vent to his
repressed anger. "Wait there awhile, my pretty little bird: tomorrow
morning we will come again with axe and nets; we will
then cut down your tree in a trice and catch you. For the present
let us see where this path leads, and whether there are not
more of you here."

Before he had finished speaking, he espied the little maiden
peeping anxiously from under her white veil out of the nest, and
making a sign. And instantly the Cranes came flying to her,
took up the nest with their bills, raised it from the branches, and
bore it swiftly through the air.

Who other could the little maiden be than our Princess of Root-Valley?

Fear of her father and her countrypeople had prevented her returning
to her native Valley. At the same time a feeling of sorrow
for the haughtiness with which she had treated the Birds whom
she had once loved, had grown so strong in her heart, that she resolved
to make amends for her former ill-conduct to these good-natured
creatures. Since the fatal day when her husband and his
people had been all destroyed, she had made her abode in this
tree, and taken under her tender care all the young birds whose
parents had died. Indeed she it really was who, in spite of her
fear of Men, had every night destroyed the Birdcatcher's nets, and
had warned the birds against venturing near him.

At this instant however she saw the danger which threatened
her countrymen, if these selfish people should discover the Root-kingdom.
All other considerations therefore must yield. Without
delay she desired the Cranes to convey her straight to her own
Valley, where she was resolved to alight, happen what might.

In the Nutfield, which had so recently been the scene of her
false splendour and her follies, the Rootmen happened on this very
day to be assembled. Notwithstanding her wrong conduct, they
had not yet given up the Princess, and, at the entreaties of her
father, they were met to consider what steps could be taken to
search for her.

The Cranes alighted with the nest. In an instant the repentant
daughter fell on the neck of her overjoyed father, and all
the People compassionated her, and forgave her from the bottom
of their hearts. In their delight at seeing her again, all were
ready to give themselves up to unrestrained rejoicing, but the
Princess checked their merriment. She told her People the danger
which threatened them of being discovered by Men. Anxiety
and terror seized the Rootmen at this news: it was no longer
possible to remain in the forest. They at once resolved to leave
Root-Valley, and to emigrate by subterranean passages to distant
lands.

The whole body put themselves forthwith in motion, when just
at that instant there appeared upon the rocky heights, behind
the thick hedge, the Birdcatcher with his family. If these folks
had been astonished at the first instant, how much more so were
they now, when they saw all the little Rootmen disappear in the
rocks!

Angry and impatient at not being able to get at them, the Birdcatcher
tried all he could to break through the hedge, but in vain,—he
only came off with scratched and bleeding hands.

"Ill-luck!" he exclaimed; "had I but my axe and nets, to
catch those tiny little creatures, I might sell them in the town, or
make a show of them, and become the richest man in the world!"
And thereupon he took his whistle, and began to whistle an alluring
melody, thinking by this means to entice the little People like
birds; but this attempt was likewise in vain. All the little Rootmen
passed before his eyes into the rock, actually laughing and
making faces at him; and when the very last little elf vanished in
the rock, the opening closed. Since that time no one has ever
again seen the little Rootmen.

The End.


The End.





Back cover







	TRANSCRIBER’S NOTES

Inconsistencies in hyphenation have been retained; however, some mid-paragraph illustrations have been
moved to the beginning of the chapter.

Click the illustrations to view larger versions.












*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE KING OF ROOT VALLEY ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg™ License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg™
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg™
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg™ electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg™
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg™
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg™ name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg™ License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg™ work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg™ License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg™ work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg™
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg™ License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg™
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg™.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg™ License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg™ work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg™ website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg™ License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg™ works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg™ works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg™ trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg™ work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg™ work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg™


Project Gutenberg™ is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg™’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg™ collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg™ and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 809 North 1500 West,
Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg™ electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg™ concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg™ eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg™ eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg™,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.




OEBPS/4382331253880364837_25464-cover.png
The King of Root Valley

Robert Reinick






