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STORY THE FIRST

Which tells of the looking-glass  

and the bits of it

Attention, please, we’re going to begin. 

When we’ve got to the end of the story 

we shall know more than we do now. Once 

there was a wicked troll. He had made a 

looking-glass which had this property: eve-

rything good and pretty that was relected 

in it became bad and ugly. And everything 

that was no good came out even worse1. 

The most beautiful landscapes looked like 

boiled spinach, and the best of men grew 

hideous. Their faces were so distorted that 

1 everything that was no good came out even 

worse — все, что уже было плохим, станови-

лось еще хуже



6

they couldn’t be recognized. It was very 

funny, the troll said. He couldn’t help but 

laugh at his clever invention. Everyone who 

attended the troll school (for he kept a troll 

school) spread the news all about that miracle 

looking-glass: you could now see, they said, 

what the world and mankind really looked 

like. They ran about everywhere with the 

glass, and at last there wasn’t a country 

or a person left who hadn’t been distorted 

in it. After that they decided to ly up to 

heaven itself and make fun of the angels. 

The higher they lew with the glass, the 

more it grimaced. Up and up they lew, and 

then the glass grimaced so hard that it fell 

out of their hands and to the ground. It 

broke into millions of tiny pieces. Some of 

them were as big as a grain of sand. They 

lew around the wide world, and when they 

got into peoples’ eyes, they stuck there, and 

from that moment the people saw every-

thing crooked and only looked for the bad 



things1. Every little splinter of the glass had 

kept the same power that the whole glass 

had. Some people got a little bit of the glass 

into their hearts, and that was horrible, for 

their hearts became just like a lump of ice. 

Some of the pieces were so big that they 

were used for window glass. Other pieces 

were made into glasses, and that was a 

bad thing, if people put them on in order 

to see correctly and judge rightly. The evil 

troll laughed at this, for it was very amusing 

to him. And out in the world little bits of 

glass were still lying in the air.

Now you shall hear what happened with 

some of them.

1 from that moment the people saw everything 

crooked and only looked for bad things — и 

с этого момента люди видели все искаженно и 

всегда искали изъяны
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STORY THE SECOND

A Little Boy and a Little Girl

In the big town, where there are so many 

houses and people that there isn’t enough 

room for everybody to have a little garden, 

and where most people have to grow lowers 

in pots, there were two poor children. They 

weren’t brother and sister, but they were as 

fond of each other as if they had been1. 

Their parents were near neighbours, living in 

two attics, where the roof of the one house 

touched the other: a small window in each 

house faced the other; you could get from 

one window to the other in one step.

1 but they were as fond of each other as if 

they had been — но они так любили друг дру-

га, как будто бы они были [братом и сестрой]
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The parents had, each of them, a large 

wooden box outside the window, and in it 

grew kitchen herbs which they used, and 

also a little rose tree; there was one in each 

box, and they flourished wonderfully1. Then 

the parents thought of putting the boxes 

across the gutter2 in such a way that they 

reached almost from the one window to the 

other and really looked like two bunches of 

lowers. The pea plants hung down over the 

boxes, and the rose trees twined about the 

windows and bent over to meet each other, 

and made almost an arch of leaves and 

blossoms. The boxes were very high up, and 

the children knew they must not climb up 

into them, but they were often allowed to 

get out to meet each other and sit on their 

little stools beneath the roses, and there they 

used to play very happily.

In winter, of course, that pleasure was 

gone. The windows were often quite frozen 

over; but then they would heat copper pennies 

on the stove, and then put the hot pennies 

on the frosty window, and this made a small 

1 flourished wonderfully — прекрасно цвели
2 across the gutter — поперек сточной трубы
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peep-hole, one out of each window; the little 

boy’s and the little girl’s. The boy’s name 

was Kay and the girl’s name was Gerda. 

“Those are the white bees swarming,” 

said the old grandmother once in winter, 

looking at the falling snow.

“Have they got a queen too?” asked the 

little boy—for he knew that the real bees have 

one. “Indeed, they have,” said grandmother, 

“she is the biggest of them all, and she never 

stays still on the ground, but lies up into 

the black cloud. At winter nights she lies 

through the streets of the town and looks 

in the windows, and then they freeze into 

wonderful patterns, like lowers.”

“Can the Snow Queen get in here?” 

asked the little girl.

“Let her come!” said the boy, “and I’ll 

put her on the hot stove and she’ll melt.”

One evening, when little Kay was at 

home, he climbed up on the stool by the 

window and peeped through the little hole. A 

few snowlakes were falling outside, and one 

of them, the biggest of them all, was lying in 

a corner of one of the lower-boxes. It grew 

larger and larger, and at last turned into a 
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