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Key Sales Points

* John Ruskin’s first and only children’s story was published over |65 years

ago, but still resonates with todays society, imparting vital messages about

life, greed and the environment
* Quentin Blake’s all new, witty and atmospheric colour illustrations
emphasize the unexpected, the emotive and the farcical in Ruskin’s story

* Ruskin’s tale of good’s triumph over evil is laced with much loved fairy-

tale tropes, lashings of magic and an ironic sense of humour



CHAPTER 1

How THE AGRICULTURAL SYSTEM OF
THE BLACK BROTHERS WAS INTERFERED
WITH BY SOUTH-WEST WIND, ESQUIRE.

In a secluded and mountainous part of Stiria there was, in old

time, a valley of the most surprising and luxuriant fertility. It was
surrounded, on all sides, by steep and rocky mountains, rising into
peaks, which were always covered with snow, and from which a
number of torrents descended in constant cataracts. One of these fell
westward, over the face of a crag so high, that, when the sun had set
to everything else, and all below was darkness, his beams still shone
full upon this waterfall, so that it looked like a shower of gold. It was,

y cd therefore, called by the people of the neighbourhood, the Golden River.
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It was strange that none of these streams fell into the valley itself.
They all descended on the other side of the mountains, and wound
away through broad plains and by populous cities. But the clouds
were drawn so constantly to the snowy hills, and rested so softly in
the circular hollow, that in time of drought and heat, when all the
country round was burnt up, there was still rain in the little valley;
and its crops were so heavy, and its hay so high, and its apples so red,
and its grapes so blue, and its wine so rich, and its honey so sweet,
that it was a marvel to every one who beheld it, and was commonly
called the Treasure Valley.

The whole of this little valley belonged to three brothers,
called Schwartz, Hans, and Gluck. Schwartz and Hans, the two
elder brothers, were very ugly men, with over-hanging eyebrows and
small dull eyes, which were always half shut, so that you couldn’t see
into them, and always fancied they saw very far into you. They lived

by farming the Treasure Valley, and very good farmers they were.

They killed everything that did not pay for its eating. They shot the
blackbirds, because they pecked the fruit; and killed the hedgehogs,
lest they should suck the cows; they poisoned the crickets for eating
the crumbs in the kitchen; and smothered the cicadas, which used to

sing all summer in the lime trees. They worked their servants without
any wages, till they would not work any more, and then quarrelled
with them, and turned them out of doors without paying them.

It would have been very odd, if with such a farm, and such a system
of farming, they hadn’t got very rich; and very rich they 4id get.
They generally contrived to keep their corn by them till it was very
dear, and then sell it for twice its value; they had heaps of gold lying
about on their floors, yet it was never known that they had given

so much as a penny or a crust in charity; they never went to mass;
grumbled perpetually at paying tithes; and were, in a word, of

so cruel and grinding a temper, as to receive from all those with
whom they had any dealings, the nick-name of the ‘Black Brothers’.




“Who are you, sir?’” demanded Schwartz, turning upon him.

“What's your business?” snarled Hans.

T'm a poor old man, sir,” the little gentleman began very modestly,
‘and I saw your fire through the window, and begged shelter for a
quarter of an hour.’

‘Have the goodness to walk out again, then,’” said Schwartz.
“We've quite enough water in our kitchen, without making it
a drying house.’

‘Tt is a cold day to turn an old man out in, sir; look at my grey hairs.’
They hung down to his shoulders, as I told you before.

‘Ay! said Hans, ‘there are enough of them to keep you
warm. Walk!

‘T'm very, very hungry, sir; couldn’t you spare me a bit of bread
before I go?’

‘Bread, indeed!” said Schwartz; ‘do you suppose we've nothing
to do with our bread, but to give it to such red-nosed fellows as you?’

“Why don’t you sell your feather?” said Hans, sneeringly.

‘Out with you.’

A little bit,’ said the old gentleman.

‘Be off!’ said Schwartz.

‘Pray, gentlemen.’

‘Off, and be hanged!” cried Hans, seizing him by the collar. But he
had no sooner touched the old gentleman’s collar, than away he went
after the rolling-pin, spinning round and round, till he fell into the
corner on the top of it. Then Schwartz was very angry, and ran at the old
gentleman to turn him out; but he also had hardly touched him, when
away he went after Hans and the rolling-pin, and hit his head against the
wall as he tumbled into the corner. And so there they lay, all three.
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his ear. It was singing now very merrily, ‘Lala-lira-1a’; no words, only

a soft running effervescent melody, something like that of a kettle on
the boil. Gluck looked out of the window. No, it was certainly in the
house. Up stairs, and down stairs. No, it was certainly in that very room,
coming in quicker time, and clearer notes, every moment. ‘Lala-lira-la.’
All at once it struck Gluck, that it sounded louder near the furnace.

He ran to the opening, and looked in: yes, he saw right, it seemed to be
coming, not only out of the furnace, but out of the pot. He uncovered
it, and ran back in a great fright, for the pot was certainly singing!

He stood in the farthest corner of the room, with his hands up,

and his mouth open, for a minute or two, when the singing stopped,
and the voice became clear, and pronunciative.

‘Hollo!” said the voice.

Gluck made no answer.

‘Hollo! Gluck, my boy,’ said the pot again.

Gluck summoned all his energies, walked straight up to the
crucible, drew it out of the furnace, and looked in. The gold was all
melted, and its surface as smooth and polished as a river; but instead
of reflecting little GlucK’s head, as he looked in, he saw meeting
his glance from beneath the gold, the red nose, and sharp eyes
of his old friend of the mug, a thousand times redder, and sharper
than ever he had seen them in his life.

‘Come, Gluck, my boy,” said the voice out of the pot again,
‘Tm all right; pour me out.’
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But Gluck was too much astonished to do anything
of the kind.
‘Pour me out, I say,” said the voice rather gruffly.
Still Gluck couldn’t move.
‘Will you pour me out? said the voice passionately,
‘T'm too hot.’
By a violent effort, Gluck recovered the use of his limbs,
took hold of the crucible, and sloped it, so as to pour out the gold.
But instead of a liquid stream, there came out, first, a pair of pretty

little yellow legs, then some coat tails, then a pair of arms stuck
a-kimbo, and, finally, the well-known head of his friend the mug; all
which articles, uniting as they rolled out, stood up energetically on the

floor, in the shape of a little golden dwarf, about a foot and a half high.
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The Golden River, which sprang from one of the lower and
snowless elevations, was now neatly in shadow; all but the uppermost
jets of spray, which rose like slow smoke above the undulating line
of the cataract, and floated away in feeble wreaths upon the
morning wind.

On this object, and on this alone, Hans’ eyes and thoughts
were fixed; forgetting the distance he had to traverse, he set off at
an imprudent rate of walking, which greatly exhausted him before
he had scaled the first range of the green and low hills. He was,
moreover, surprised, on surmounting them, to find that a large
glacier, of whose existence, notwithstanding his previous knowledge
of the mountains, he had been absolutely ignorant, lay between
him and the source of the Golden River. He entered on it with the
boldness of a practised mountaineer; yet he thought he had never
traversed so strange or so dangerous a glacier in his life. The ice was
excessively slippery, and out of all its chasms came wild sounds of
gushing water; not monotonous or low, but changeful and loud, rising
occasionally into drifting passages of wild melody, then breaking off
into short melancholy tones, or sudden shrieks, resembling those of

human voices in distress or pain. The ice was broken into thousands

of confused shapes, but none, Hans thought, like the ordinary Myriads of deceitful shadows, and lurid lights, played and floated

forms of splintered ice. about and through the pale blue pinnacles, dazzling and confusing
There seemed a curious expression about all their outlines — a the sight of the traveller; while his ears grew dull and his head giddy

perpetual resemblance to living features, distorted and scornful. with the constant gush and roar of the concealed waters.
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over the sun; and the bank of black cloud had risen very high, and
its edges were tossing and tumbling like the waves of the angry sea.
And they cast long shadows, which flickered over Schwartzs path.
Then Schwartz climbed for another hour, and again his thirst
returned; and as he lifted his flask to his lips, he thought he saw his
brother Hans lying exhausted on the path before him, and, as he
gazed, the figure stretched its arms to him, and cried for water. ‘Ha,
ha,’” laughed Schwartz, ‘are you there? remember the prison bars, my
boy. Water, indeed! do you suppose I carried it all the way up here for
you? And he strode over the figure; yet, as he passed, he thought he s
aw a strange expression of mockery about its lips. And, when he had
gone a few yards farther, he looked back; but the figure was not there.
And a sudden horror came over Schwartz, he knew not why; but
the thirst for gold prevailed over his fear, and he rushed on. And the
bank of black cloud rose to the zenith, and out of it came bursts of
spiry lightning, and waves of darkness seemed to heave and float
between their flashes, over the whole heavens. And the sky where
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If the glacier had occasioned a great deal of fatigue to his brothers,

it was twenty times worse for him, who was neither so strong

nor so practised on the mountains. He had several very bad falls,

lost his basket and bread, and was very much frightened at the
strange noises under the ice.

He lay a long time to rest on the grass, after he had got over, and
began to climb the hill just in the hottest part of the day. When he
had climbed for an hour, he got dreadfully thirsty, and was going to
drink like his brothers, when he saw an old man coming down the
path above him, looking very feeble, and leaning on a staff. ‘My son,’
said the old man, ‘T am faint with thirst, give me some of that water.’
Then Gluck looked at him, and when he saw that he was pale and
weary, he gave him the water; ‘Only pray don’t drink it all,” said Gluck.
But the old man drank a great deal, and gave him back the bottle
two-thirds empty. Then he bade him good speed, and Gluck went
on again merrily. And the path became easier to his feet, and two

or three blades of grass appeared upon it, and some grasshoppers
began singing on the bank beside it; and Gluck thought he had

never heard such merry singing.
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Then he went on for another hour, and the thirst increased on
him so that he thought he should be forced to drink. But, as he raised
the flask, he saw a little child lying panting by the road-side, and it
cried out piteously for water. Then Gluck struggled with himself,
and determined to bear the thirst a little longer; and he put the botte
to the child’s lips, and it drank it all but a few drops. Then it smiled
on him, and got up, and ran down the hill; and Gluck looked after
it, till it became as small as a little star, and then turned and began
climbing again. And then there were all kinds of sweet flowers
growing on the rocks, bright green moss, with pale pink starry
flowers, and soft belled gentians, more blue than the sky at its
deepest, and pure white transparent lilies. And crimson and
purple butterflies darted hither and thither, and the sky sent
down such pure light, that Gluck had never felt so happy in his life.

Yet, when he had climbed for another hour, his thirst became
intolerable again; and, when he looked at his bottle, he saw that
there were only five or six drops left in it, and he could not venture
to drink. And, as he was hanging the flask to his belt again, he saw
a little dog lying on the rocks, gasping for breath — just as Hans had
seen it on the day of his ascent.
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And Gluck stopped and looked at it, and then at the Golden River,
not five hundred yards above him; and he thought of the dwarf’s
words, ‘that no one could succeed, except in his first attempt’; and
he tried to pass the dog, but it whined piteously, and Gluck stopped
again. ‘Poor beastie,” said Gluck, ‘itll be dead when I come down
again, if I don’t help it Then he looked closer and closer at it, and
its eye turned on him so mournfully, that he could not stand it.
‘Confound the King and his gold too,” said Gluck; and he opened
the flask, and poured all the water into the dog’s mouth.
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The dog sprang up and stood on its hind legs. Its tail disappeared,
its ears became long, longer, silky, golden; its nose became very red, its
eyes became very twinkling; in three seconds the dog was gone, and
before Gluck stood his old acquaintance, the King of the Golden River.

‘Thank you,” said the monarch; ‘but don't be frightened, it’s all
right’; for Gluck showed manifest symptoms of consternation at this
unlooked-for reply to his last observation. “Why didn’t you come
before,” continued the dwarf, ‘instead of sending me those rascally
brothers of yours, for me to have the trouble of turning into stones?
Very hard stones they make too.’

‘Oh dear me!” said Gluck, ‘have you really been so cruel?’

‘Cruel! said the dwarf, ‘they poured unholy water into
my stream: do you suppose I'm going to allow that?’
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