pretty, hut the mirror said, “You're much more than pretty,
you're lovelyl”

Once the gquean jourmneved through the land, and she
took with her, her little danghtler, who was a princess.
People streamed to the castle, and Karen was there oo,
And the little princess stood at 3 window, dressed in
white, and showed herself; she wore neither o train nora
golden erown, but she had an lovely red moroceo-leather
shoes. To be sure, they were prettier by far than the ones
old Mother Shoemaker had made for little Karen. After
all, there was nothing in the world like red shoes!

Now Karen was olil enough tp be confirmed. She was
given new clothes, and she was to have new shoes too.
The rich shoemaker in the city measured her little foot at
hane in his own parlor, and there stood big glass cases full
of lovely shoes and shiny boots. 11 was a pretty sight, but
the old lady couldn’t see very well, and so it gave her no
pleasure. In the middle of all the shoes stowd a pair of red
ones, just like the shoes the princess had wom, How
beautiful they were| The shoemnker said that they had
been made for the daughter of an ear], but they didn't fit

"1 daresay theyre of patent leather!” said the old lady.
*They shinel”

“Yes, they shinel” said Karen. And they fit and they
were bought, but the old lady had no idea that they were
red, for she would never have permitted Karen to go to
conlirmation in red shoes. But that is exactly what she did.

Everybody looked at her fect, and as she walked up the
pisle to the chancel it seemed to her that even the old
pictures on the lomlis—the portmits of parsons and par-
sons’ wives, in stiff rull collars and long black robes—fixed
their eyes on her red shoes. And she thought only of these
when the parson laid his hand upon her head and spoke of
the holy baptism, of the covenant with God, and said that
now she was to be a grown-up Christian, And the organ
plaved so solemnly, and the beautiful voices of children

sang, ond the old choirmaster sang, But Keren thought
only of the red shoes.

By afternvon the old lady had been informed by every-
ane that the shoes had been red, and she said it was
shamefdl! It wasn't done! And after this, when Karen went
to church, she was always to wear black shoes, even if
they were ol

Next Sunday was communion, and Karen looked at the
black shoes and she looked at the red ones—and then she
louked at the red ones again and put the red ones on. It
was beautiful sunny weather. Karen and the old lady ook
the path through the cornfield, and it was a bit dusty
there,

By the door of the church stood an old soldier with a
eruteh and a curious long beard. 1t was more red than
white, for it was red. And he bent all the way down to the
gronnd and asked the old lady if he might wipe off her
shoes. And Karen stretched out her little foot too. "See
what lovely dancing shoesl” saidl the soldier. “Stay put
when you dancel” And then he struck the soles with his
hand.

The old lady gave the soldier a shilling, and then she
went into the church with Karen,

And all the people inside loaked at Karen's red shoes,
and all the portraits looked at them, and when Karen knelt
before the altar and lifted the golden chalice to her lips,
shi thought of nothing but the red shoes; and it seemed to
her that they were swimming about in the chalice, and she
forgot to sing her hymn, forgot to say the Lord’s Prayer.

Now evervbody went out of the church, and the old
lady climberd into her carriage, Karen lifted her foot to
climb in behind her, when the old soldier, who was stand-
ing nearby, said: “See what lavely dancing shoes!” And
Karen couldn’t help it, she had to take a lew dancing
stups! And once she had started, her feet kept on dancing,
It was just as if the shoes had gained control over them.
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the fickl, over roads, over puths, and she had to keep on
dancing,

One moming she danced past a door she knew well.
The sound of a hymn came from inside, and they carried
out a collin decornted with fowers. Then she knew that the
old lady was dead, and she felt thet she had been aban-
doned by evervone and cursed by God's angel.

Dance she did and dance she must, Dance in the dark
night. The shoes carried her off through thorns and stub-
ble, and she seratched herself until the blood flowed; she

T

e

dineced on, over the heath, to a lonely little louse. She
knew that the executioner lived here, and she knocked on
the pane with her finger and said, "Come out! Come out! 1
can't come in beeause I'm daneing!”

And the excentioner said, "You probably dont know
who 1 am, do you? I chop the heads off wicked people,
and | can feel my ax quivering!”

“Don't chop off my hend,” said Karen, “for then I can't
repant my sin! But chop off my feet with the red shoes!”

And then she confessed all her sins, and the executioner
chopped ofl her feet with the red shoes, But the shoes
danced away with the tiny feet, over the field and into the
deep forest.

And he carved wooden feet and crutches for her and
taught her a hymn that sinners always sing; and she kissed
the hand that had swung the ax, and went peross the
heath.

“Now I've suffered enough for the red shoes!™ she said.
"Now 1'm gning to church so they can see me!™ And she
walked fairly quickly toward the church door. But when
she got there, the red shoes were dancing in front of her,
and she grew termified and tumed back.

Al week long she was in agony and cried mony heavy
tears. But when Sunday came she said: "That's that! Now
Ive suffered and struggled enocugh. 1 daresay 'm just as
good as many of those who sit there in church putting on

airsl” And then she went bravely enough, Lut she got no

farther than the gate. Then she saw the red shoes dancing
ahead of her, and she grew terrified and turned back, and
deeply repented her sin,

And she went over to the parsonage and begeed to be
taken into service ‘there; she would work hard and do
anvthing she could. She didn't care about the wages, only
that she might huve a roof over her head and stay with
good people. And the parson’s wile felt sorry for her and
took her into her service. And she was diligent and pen-



She danced around the comer of the church; she couldn't
stop! The coachman had to run after her and grab hold of
her, and he lifted her up into the carriage. But the feet
kept on dancing, giving the old lady some terrible kicks.
At last they got the shoes off, and the feet came to rest.

At home the shoes were put up in a copboard, but
Karen couldn’t stop looking at them.

MNow the old lady was ill in bed. They said she couldn’t
live. She had to be nursed and taken care of, and Karen
was the proper person to do ft. But over in the city there
was a great ball. Karen had been invited. She looked at
the old lady, who wasn't going to live after all, she looked

ut the red shoes, and she didn't think there was anything
sinful in that. She put the red shoes on, too; surely she
could do that—but then she went to the ball, and then she
slarted to dince.

But when she wanted to go to the right, the shoes
danced to the left. and when <he wanted to go up the
Moor, the shoes daneed down the loor, down the stairs,
through the street, and out of the city gate, Dance she did
and dince <he must—straight out into the gloomy forest,

Then something was shining up among the trees, and
she thought it was the moon, for it was a foce. But it was
the old soldier with the red beard. He sat and nodded,
and said, “See what lovely dancing shoes!”

Now she became terrified and wanted to throw away
the red shoes, but they stayed put; and she ripped off her
stockings, but the shoes had grown fast to her feet, And
dance she did and dance she must, over field and meadow,
in rain and sunshine, by night and by day. But the night-
time was the most horrible.

She danced into the graveyard, but the dead there
didn’t dance; they had something better to do than dance.
She wanted to sit down on the pauper’s grave where the
bitter tansy grew, but there was no peace or rest for her.
And when she danced over toward the open door of the
church, she saw an angel there in a long white robe, with
wings that reached from his shoulders down to the ground.
His face was hard and grave, and in his hand he held a
sword, so broad and shining.

“Dance you shalll” he said. “Dance in your red shoes
until you turn pale and cold! Until your skin shrivels up
like a skeleton! Dance you shall from door to door, and
where there are proud and vain children, you shall knock
so they will hear you and fear you! Dance you shall,
dunce!”

"Mercy!” eried Karen. But she didn’t hear the angel’s
reply, for the shocs carried her through the gate, out in



