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Once	upon	a	time	two	poor	Woodcutters	were	making	their	way	home	through	a	great	pine-forest.	It	was	winter,	and	a	night	of	bitter	cold.	The	snow	lay	thick	upon	the	ground,	and	upon	the	branches	of	the	trees:	the	frost	kept	snapping	the	little	twigs	on	either	side	of	them,	as	they	passed:	and	when	they	came	to	the	Mountain-Torrent	she	was
hanging	motionless	in	air,	for	the	Ice-King	had	kissed	her.So	cold	was	it	that	even	the	animals	and	the	birds	did	not	know	what	to	make	of	it.Ugh!	snarled	the	Wolf	as	he	limped	through	the	brushwood	with	his	tail	between	his	legs,	this	is	perfectly	monstrous	weather.	Why	doesnt	the	Government	look	to	it?Weet!	weet!	weet!	twittered	the	green
Linnets,	the	old	Earth	is	dead,	and	they	have	laid	her	out	in	her	white	shroud.The	Earth	is	going	to	be	married,	and	this	is	her	bridal	dress,	whispered	the	Turtle-doves	to	each	other.	Their	little	pink	feet	were	quite	frost-bitten,	but	they	felt	that	it	was	their	duty	to	take	a	romantic	view	of	the	situation.Nonsense!	growled	the	Wolf.	I	tell	you	that	it	is	all
the	fault	of	the	Government,	and	if	you	dont	believe	me	I	shall	eat	you.	The	Wolf	had	a	thoroughly	practical	mind,	and	was	never	at	a	loss	for	a	good	argument.Well,	for	my	own	part,	said	the	Woodpecker,	who	was	a	born	philosopher,	I	dont	care	an	atomic	theory	for	explanations.	If	a	thing	is	so,	it	is	so,	and	at	present	it	is	terribly	cold.Terribly	cold	it
certainly	was.	The	little	Squirrels,	who	lived	inside	the	tall	fir-tree,	kept	rubbing	each	others	noses	to	keep	themselves	warm,	and	the	Rabbits	curled	themselves	up	in	their	holes,	and	did	not	venture	even	to	look	out	of	doors.	The	only	people	who	seemed	to	enjoy	it	were	the	great	horned	Owls.	Their	feathers	were	quite	stiff	with	rime,	but	they	did	not
mind,	and	they	rolled	their	large	yellow	eyes,	and	called	out	to	each	other	across	the	forest,	Tu-whit!	Tu-whoo!	Tu-whit!	Tu-whoo!	what	delightful	weather	we	are	having!On	and	on	went	the	two	Woodcutters,	blowing	lustily	upon	their	fingers,	and	stamping	with	their	huge	iron-shod	boots	upon	the	caked	snow.	Once	they	sank	into	a	deep	drift,	and
came	out	as	white	as	millers	are,	when	the	stones	are	grinding;	and	once	they	slipped	on	the	hard	smooth	ice	where	the	marsh-water	was	frozen,	and	their	faggots	tell	out	of	their	bundles,	and	they	had	to	pick	them	up	and	bind	them	together	again;	and	once	they	thought	that	they	had	lost	their	way,	and	a	great	terror	seized	on	them,	for	they	knew
that	the	Snow	is	cruel	to	those	who	sleep	in	her	arms.	But	they	put	their	trust	in	the	good	Saint	Martin,	who	watches	over	all	travellers,	and	retraced	their	steps,	and	went	warily,	and	at	last	they	reached	the	outskirts	of	the	forest,	and	saw,	far	down	in	the	valley	beneath	them,	the	lights	of	the	village	in	which	they	dwelt.So	overjoyed	were	they	at	their
deliverance	that	they	laughed	aloud,	and	the	Earth	seemed	to	them	like	a	flower	of	silver,	and	the	Moon	like	a	flower	of	gold.Yet,	after	that	they	had	laughed	they	became	sad,	for	they	remembered	their	poverty,	and	one	of	them	said	to	the	other,	Why	did	we	make	merry,	seeing	that	life	is	for	the	rich,	and	not	for	such	as	we	are?	Better	that	we	had
died	of	cold	in	the	forest,	or	that	some	wild	beast	had	fallen	upon	us	and	slain	us.Truly,	answered	his	companion,	much	is	given	to	some,	and	little	is	given	to	others.	Injustice	has	parcelled	out	the	world,	nor	is	there	equal	division	of	aught	save	of	sorrow.But	as	they	were	bewailing	their	misery	to	each	other	this	strange	thing	happened.	There	fell	from
heaven	a	very	bright	and	beautiful	star.	It	slipped	down	the	side	of	the	sky,	passing	by	the	other	stars	in	its	course,	and,	as	they	watched	it	wondering,	it	seemed	to	them	to	sink	behind	a	clump	of	willow-trees	that	stood	hard	by	a	little	sheep-fold	no	more	than	a	stones	throw	away.Why!	there	is	a	crock	of	gold	for	whoever	finds	it,	they	cried,	and	they
set	to	and	ran,	so	eager	were	they	for	the	gold.And	one	of	them	ran	faster	than	his	mate,	and	outstripped	him,	and	forced	his	way	through	the	willows,	and	came	out	on	the	other	side,	and	lo!	there	was	indeed	a	thing	of	gold	lying	on	the	white	snow.	So	he	hastened	towards	it,	and	stooping	down	placed	his	hands	upon	it,	and	it	was	a	cloak	of	golden
tissue,	curiously	wrought	with	stars,	and	wrapped	in	many	folds.	And	he	cried	out	to	his	comrade	that	he	had	found	the	treasure	that	had	fallen	from	the	sky,	and	when	his	comrade	had	come	up,	they	sat	them	down	in	the	snow,	and	loosened	the	folds	of	the	cloak	that	they	might	divide	the	pieces	of	gold.	But,	alas!	no	gold	was	in	it,	nor	silver,	nor,
indeed,	treasure	of	any	kind,	but	only	a	little	child	who	was	asleep.And	one	of	them	said	to	the	other:	This	is	a	bitter	ending	to	our	hope,	nor	have	we	any	good	fortune,	for	what	doth	a	child	profit	to	a	man?	Let	us	leave	it	here,	and	go	our	way,	seeing	that	we	are	poor	men,	and	have	children	of	our	own	whose	bread	we	may	not	give	to	another.But	his
companion	answered	him:	Nay,	but	it	were	an	evil	thing	to	leave	the	child	to	perish	here	in	the	snow,	and	though	I	am	as	poor	as	thou	art,	and	have	many	mouths	to	feed,	and	but	little	in	the	pot,	yet	will	I	bring	it	home	with	me,	and	my	wife	shall	have	care	of	it.So	very	tenderly	he	took	up	the	child,	and	wrapped	the	cloak	around	it	to	shield	it	from	the
harsh	cold,	and	made	his	way	down	the	hill	to	the	village,	his	comrade	marvelling	much	at	his	foolishness	and	softness	of	heart.And	when	they	came	to	the	village,	his	comrade	said	to	him,	Thou	hast	the	child,	therefore	give	me	the	cloak,	for	it	is	meet	that	we	should	share.But	he	answered	him:	Nay,	for	the	cloak	is	neither	mine	nor	thine,	but	the
childs	only,	and	he	bade	him	Godspeed,	and	went	to	his	own	house	and	knocked.And	when	his	wife	opened	the	door	and	saw	that	her	husband	had	returned	safe	to	her,	she	put	her	arms	round	his	neck	and	kissed	him,	and	took	from	his	back	the	bundle	of	faggots,	and	brushed	the	snow	off	his	boots,	and	bade	him	come	in.But	he	said	to	her,	I	have
found	something	in	the	forest,	and	I	have	brought	it	to	thee	to	have	care	of	it,	and	he	stirred	not	from	the	threshold.What	is	it?	she	cried.	Show	it	to	me,	for	the	house	is	bare,	and	we	have	need	of	many	things.	And	he	drew	the	cloak	back,	and	showed	her	the	sleeping	child.Alack,	goodman!	she	murmured,	have	we	not	children	enough	of	our	own,	that
thou	must	needs	bring	a	changeling	to	sit	by	the	hearth?	And	who	knows	if	it	will	not	bring	us	bad	fortune?	And	how	shall	we	tend	it?	And	she	was	wroth	against	him.Nay,	but	it	is	a	Star-Child,	he	answered;	and	he	told	her	the	strange	manner	of	the	finding	of	it.But	she	would	not	be	appeased,	but	mocked	at	him,	and	spoke	angrily,	and	cried:	Our
children	lack	bread,	and	shall	we	feed	the	child	of	another?	Who	is	there	who	careth	for	us?	And	who	giveth	us	food?Nay,	but	God	careth	for	the	sparrows	even,	and	feedeth	them,	he	answered.Do	not	the	sparrows	die	of	hunger	in	the	winter?	she	asked.	And	is	it	not	winter	now?	And	the	man	answered	nothing,	but	stirred	not	from	the	threshold.And	a
bitter	wind	from	the	forest	came	in	through	the	open	door,	and	made	her	tremble,	and	she	shivered,	and	said	to	him:	Wilt	thou	not	close	the	door?	There	cometh	a	bitter	wind	into	the	house,	and	I	am	cold.Into	a	house	where	a	heart	is	hard	cometh	there	not	always	a	bitter	wind?	he	asked.	And	the	woman	answered	him	nothing,	but	crept	closer	to	the
fire.And	after	a	time	she	turned	round	and	looked	at	him,	and	her	eyes	were	full	of	tears.	And	he	came	in	swiftly,	and	placed	the	child	in	her	arms,	and	she	kissed	it,	and	laid	it	in	a	little	bed	where	the	youngest	of	their	own	children	was	lying.	And	on	the	morrow	the	Woodcutter	took	the	curious	cloak	of	gold	and	placed	it	in	a	great	chest,	and	a	chain	of
amber	that	was	round	the	childs	neck	his	wife	took	and	set	it	in	the	chest	also.So	the	Star-Child	was	brought	up	with	the	children	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	sat	at	the	same	board	with	them,	and	was	their	playmate.	And	every	year	he	became	more	beautiful	to	look	at,	so	that	all	those	who	dwelt	in	the	village	were	filled	with	wonder,	for,	while	they	were
swarthy	and	black-haired,	he	was	white	and	delicate	as	sawn	ivory,	and	his	curls	were	like	the	rings	of	the	daffodil.	His	lips,	also,	were	like	the	petals	of	a	red	flower,	and	his	eyes	were	like	violets	by	a	river	of	pure	water,	and	his	body	like	the	narcissus	of	a	field	where	the	mower	comes	not.Yet	did	his	beauty	work	him	evil.	For	he	grew	proud,	and
cruel,	and	selfish.	The	children	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	the	other	children	of	the	village,	he	despised,	saying	that	they	were	of	mean	parentage,	while	he	was	noble,	being	sprung	from	a	Star,	and	he	made	himself	master	over	them,	and	called	them	his	servants.	No	pity	had	he	for	the	poor,	or	for	those	who	were	blind	or	maimed	or	in	any	way	afflicted,
but	would	cast	stones	at	them	and	drive	them	forth	on	to	the	highway,	and	bid	them	beg	their	bread	elsewhere,	so	that	none	save	the	outlaws	came	twice	to	that	village	to	ask	for	alms.	Indeed,	he	was	as	one	enamoured	of	beauty,	and	would	mock	at	the	weakly	and	ill-favoured,	and	make	jest	of	them;	and	himself	he	loved,	and	in	summer,	when	the
winds	were	still,	he	would	lie	by	the	well	in	the	priests	orchard	and	look	down	at	the	marvel	of	his	own	face,	and	laugh	for	the	pleasure	he	had	in	his	fairness.Often	did	the	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	chide	him,	and	say:	We	did	not	deal	with	thee	as	thou	dealest	with	those	who	are	left	desolate,	and	have	none	to	succour	them.	Wherefore	art	thou	so	cruel
to	all	who	need	pity?Often	did	the	old	priest	send	for	him,	and	seek	to	teach	him	the	love	of	living	things,	saying	to	him:	The	fly	is	thy	brother.	Do	it	no	harm.	The	wild	birds	that	roam	through	the	forest	have	their	freedom.	Snare	them	not	for	thy	pleasure.	God	made	the	blind-worm	and	the	mole,	and	each	has	its	place.	Who	art	thou	to	bring	pain	into
Gods	world?	Even	the	cattle	of	the	field	praise	Him.But	the	Star-Child	heeded	not	their	words,	but	would	frown	and	flout,	and	go	back	to	his	companions,	and	lead	them.	And	his	companions	followed	him,	for	he	was	fair,	and	fleet	of	foot,	and	could	dance,	and	pipe,	and	make	music.	And	wherever	the	Star-Child	led	them	they	followed,	and	whatever	the
Star-Child	bade	them	do,	that	did	they.	And	when	he	pierced	with	a	sharp	reed	the	dim	eyes	of	the	mole,	they	laughed,	and	when	he	cast	stones	at	the	leper	they	laughed	also.	And	in	all	things	he	ruled	them,	and	they	became	hard	of	heart,	even	as	he	was.Now	there	passed	one	day	through	the	village	a	poor	beggar-woman.	Her	garments	were	torn
and	ragged,	and	her	feet	were	bleeding	from	the	rough	road	on	which	she	had	travelled,	and	she	was	in	very	evil	plight.	And	being	weary	she	sat	her	down	under	a	chestnut-tree	to	rest.But	when	the	Star-Child	saw	her,	he	said	to	his	companions,	See!	There	sitteth	a	foul	beggar-woman	under	that	fair	and	green-leaved	tree.	Come,	let	us	drive	her
hence,	for	she	is	ugly	and	ill-favoured.So	he	came	near	and	threw	stones	at	her,	and	mocked	her,	and	she	looked	at	him	with	terror	in	her	eyes,	nor	did	she	move	her	gaze	from	him.	And	when	the	Woodcutter,	who	was	cleaving	logs	in	a	haggard	hard	by,	saw	what	the	Star-Child	was	doing,	he	ran	up	and	rebuked	him,	and	said	to	him:	Surely	thou	art
hard	of	heart	and	knowest	not	mercy,	for	what	evil	has	this	poor	woman	done	to	thee	that	thou	shouldst	treat	her	in	this	wise?And	the	Star-Child	grew	red	with	anger,	and	stamped	his	foot	upon	the	ground,	and	said,	Who	art	thou	to	question	me	what	I	do?	I	am	no	son	of	thine	to	do	thy	bidding.Thou	speakest	truly,	answered	the	Woodcutter,	yet	did	I
show	thee	pity	when	I	found	thee	in	the	forest.And	when	the	woman	heard	these	words	she	gave	a	loud	cry,	and	fell	into	a	swoon.	And	the	Woodcutter	carried	her	to	his	own	house,	and	his	wife	had	care	of	her,	and	when	she	rose	up	from	the	swoon	into	which	she	had	fallen,	they	set	meat	and	drink	before	her,	and	bade	her	have	comfort.But	she	would
neither	eat	nor	drink,	but	said	to	the	Woodcutter,	Didst	thou	not	say	that	the	child	was	found	in	the	forest?	And	was	it	not	ten	years	from	this	day?And	the	Woodcutter	answered,	Yea,	it	was	in	the	forest	that	I	found	him,	and	it	is	ten	years	from	this	day.And	what	signs	didst	thou	find	with	him?	she	cried.	Bare	he	not	upon	his	neck	a	chain	of	amber?
Was	not	round	him	a	cloak	of	gold	tissue	broidered	with	stars?Truly,	answered	the	Woodcutter,	it	was	even	as	thou	sayest.	And	he	took	the	cloak	and	the	amber	chain	from	the	chest	where	they	lay,	and	showed	them	to	her.And	when	she	saw	them	she	wept	for	joy,	and	said,	He	is	my	little	son	whom	I	lost	in	the	forest.	I	pray	thee	send	for	him	quickly,
for	in	search	of	him	have	I	wandered	over	the	whole	world.So	the	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	went	out	and	called	to	the	Star-Child,	and	said	to	him,	Go	into	the	house,	and	there	shalt	thou	find	thy	mother,	who	is	waiting	for	thee.So	he	ran	in,	filled	with	wonder	and	great	gladness.	But	when	he	saw	her	who	was	waiting	there,	he	laughed	scornfully	and
said,	Why,	where	is	my	mother?	For	I	see	none	here	but	this	vile	beggar-woman.And	the	woman	answered	him,	I	am	thy	mother.Thou	art	mad	to	say	so,	cried	the	Star-Child	angrily.	I	am	no	son	of	thine,	for	thou	art	a	beggar,	and	ugly,	and	in	rags.	Therefore	get	thee	hence,	and	let	me	see	thy	foul	face	no	more.Nay,	but	thou	art	indeed	my	little	son,
whom	I	bare	in	the	forest,	she	cried,	and	she	fell	on	her	knees,	and	held	out	her	arms	to	him.	The	robbers	stole	thee	from	me,	and	left	thee	to	die,	she	murmured,	but	I	recognized	thee	when	I	saw	thee,	and	the	signs	also	have	I	recognized,	the	cloak	of	golden	tissue	and	the	amber-chain.	Therefore	I	pray	thee	come	with	me,	for	over	the	whole	world
have	I	wandered	in	search	of	thee.	Come	with	me,	my	son,	for	I	have	need	of	thy	love.But	the	Star-Child	stirred	not	from	his	place,	but	shut	the	doors	of	his	heart	against	her,	nor	was	there	any	sound	heard	save	the	sound	of	the	woman	weeping	for	pain.And	at	last	he	spoke	to	her,	and	his	voice	was	hard	and	bitter.	If	in	very	truth	thou	art	my	mother,
he	said,	it	had	been	better	hadst	thou	stayed	away,	and	not	come	here	to	bring	me	to	shame,	seeing	that	I	thought	I	was	the	child	of	some	Star	and	not	a	beggars	child,	as	thou	tellest	me	that	I	am.	Therefore	get	thee	hence,	and	let	me	see	thee	no	more.Alas!	my	son,	she	cried,	wilt	thou	not	kiss	me	before	I	go?	For	I	have	suffered	much	to	find
thee.Nay,	said	the	Star-Child,	but	thou	art	too	foul	to	look	at	and	rather	would	I	kiss	the	adder	or	the	toad	than	thee.So	the	woman	rose	up,	and	went	away	into	the	forest	weeping	bitterly,	and	when	the	Star-Child	saw	that	she	had	gone,	he	was	glad,	and	ran	back	to	his	playmates	that	he	might	play	with	them.But	when	they	beheld	him	coming,	they
mocked	him	and	said,	Why,	thou	art	as	foul	as	the	toad,	and	as	loathsome	as	the	adder.	Get	thee	hence,	for	we	will	not	suffer	thee	to	play	with	us,	and	they	drave	him	out	of	the	garden.And	the	Star-Child	frowned	and	said	to	himself,	What	is	this	that	they	say	to	me?	I	will	go	to	the	well	of	water	and	look	into	it,	and	it	shall	tell	me	of	my	beauty.So	he
went	to	the	well	of	water	and	looked	into	it,	and	lo!	his	face	was	as	the	face	of	a	toad,	and	his	body	was	scaled	like	an	adder.	And	he	flung	himself	down	on	the	grass	and	wept,	and	said	to	himself,	Surely	this	has	come	upon	me	by	reason	of	my	sin.	For	I	have	denied	my	mother,	and	driven	her	away,	and	been	proud,	and	cruel	to	her.	Wherefore	I	will	go
and	seek	her	through	the	whole	world,	nor	will	I	rest	till	I	have	found	her.And	there	came	to	him	the	little	daughter	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	she	put	her	hand	upon	his	shoulder	and	said,	What	doth	it	matter	if	thou	hast	lost	thy	comeliness?	Stay	with	us,	and	I	will	not	mock	at	thee.And	he	said	to	her,	Nay,	but	I	have	been	cruel	to	my	mother,	and	as	a
punishment	has	this	evil	been	sent	to	me.	Wherefore	I	must	go	hence,	and	wander	through	the	world	till	I	find	her,	and	she	give	me	her	forgiveness.So	he	ran	away	into	the	forest	and	called	out	to	his	mother	to	come	to	him,	but	there	was	no	answer.	All	day	long	he	called	to	her,	and	when	the	sun	set	he	lay	down	to	sleep	on	a	bed	of	leaves,	and	the
birds	and	the	animals	fled	from	him,	as	they	remembered	his	cruelty,	and	he	was	alone	save	for	the	toad	that	watched	him,	and	the	slow	adder	that	crawled	past.And	in	the	morning	he	rose	up,	and	plucked	some	bitter	berries	from	the	trees	and	ate	them,	and	took	his	way	through	the	great	wood,	weeping	sorely.	And	of	everything	that	he	met	he	made
enquiry	if	perchance	they	had	seen	his	mother.He	said	to	the	Mole,	Thou	canst	go	beneath	the	earth.	Tell	me,	is	my	mother	there?And	the	Mole	answered,	Thou	hast	blinded	mine	eyes.	How	should	I	know?He	said	to	the	Linnet,	Thou	canst	fly	over	the	tops	of	the	tall	trees,	and	canst	see	the	whole	world.	Tell	me,	canst	thou	see	my	mother?And	the
Linnet	answered,	Thou	hast	clipt	my	wings	for	thy	pleasure.	How	should	I	fly?And	to	the	little	Squirrel	who	lived	in	the	fir-tree,	and	was	lonely,	he	said,	Where	is	my	mother?And	the	Squirrel	answered,	Thou	hast	slain	mine.	Dost	thou	seek	to	slay	thine	also?And	the	Star-Child	wept	and	bowed	his	head,	and	prayed	forgiveness	of	Gods	things,	and	went
on	through	the	forest,	seeking	for	the	beggar-woman.	And	on	the	third	day	he	came	to	the	other	side	of	the	forest	and	went	down	into	the	plain.And	when	he	passed	through	the	villages	the	children	mocked	him,	and	threw	stones	at	him,	and	the	carlots	would	not	suffer	him	even	to	sleep	in	the	byres	lest	he	might	bring	mildew	on	the	stored	corn,	so
foul	was	he	to	look	at,	and	their	hired	men	drave	him	away,	and	there	was	none	who	had	pity	on	him.	Nor	could	he	hear	anywhere	of	the	beggar-woman	who	was	his	mother,	though	for	the	space	of	three	years	he	wandered	over	the	world,	and	often	seemed	to	see	her	on	the	road	in	front	of	him,	and	would	call	to	her,	and	run	after	her	till	the	sharp
flints	made	his	feet	to	bleed.	But	overtake	her	he	could	not,	and	those	who	dwelt	by	the	way	did	ever	deny	that	they	had	seen	her,	or	any	like	to	her,	and	they	made	sport	of	his	sorrow.For	the	space	of	three	years	he	wandered	over	the	world,	and	in	the	world	there	was	neither	love	nor	loving-kindness	nor	charity	for	him,	but	it	was	even	such	a	world
as	he	had	made	for	himself	in	the	days	of	his	great	pride.And	one	evening	he	came	to	the	gate	of	a	strong-walled	city	that	stood	by	a	river,	and,	weary	and	footsore	though	he	was,	he	made	to	enter	in.	But	the	soldiers	who	stood	on	guard	dropped	their	halberts	across	the	entrance,	and	said	roughly	to	him,	What	is	thy	business	in	the	city?I	am	seeking
for	my	mother,	he	answered,	and	I	pray	ye	to	suffer	me	to	pass,	for	it	may	be	that	she	is	in	this	city.But	they	mocked	at	him,	and	one	of	them	wagged	a	black	beard,	and	set	down	his	shield	and	cried,	Of	a	truth,	thy	mother	will	not	be	merry	when	she	sees	thee,	for	thou	art	more	ill-favoured	than	the	toad	of	the	marsh,	or	the	adder	that	crawls	in	the
fen.	Get	thee	gone.	Get	thee	gone.	Thy	mother	dwells	not	in	this	city.And	another,	who	held	a	yellow	banner	in	his	hand,	said	to	him,	Who	is	thy	mother,	and	wherefore	art	thou	seeking	for	her?And	he	answered,	My	mother	is	a	beggar	even	as	I	am,	and	I	have	treated	her	evilly,	and	I	pray	ye	to	suffer	me	to	pass	that	she	may	give	me	her	forgiveness,	if
it	be	that	she	tarrieth	in	this	city.	But	they	would	not,	and	pricked	him	with	their	spears.And,	as	he	turned	away	weeping,	one	whose	armour	was	inlaid	with	gilt	flowers,	and	on	whose	helmet	couched	a	lion	that	had	wings,	came	up	and	made	enquiry	of	the	soldiers	who	it	was	who	had	sought	entrance.	And	they	said	to	him,	It	is	a	beggar	and	the	child
of	a	beggar,	and	we	have	driven	him	away.Nay,	he	cried,	laughing,	but	we	will	sell	the	foul	thing	for	a	slave,	and	his	price	shall	be	the	price	of	a	bowl	of	sweet	wine.And	an	old	and	evil-visaged	man	who	was	passing	by	called	out,	and	said,	I	will	buy	him	for	that	price,	and,	when	he	had	paid	the	price,	he	took	the	Star-Child	by	the	hand	and	led	him	into
the	city.And	after	that	they	had	gone	through	many	streets	they	came	to	a	little	door	that	was	set	in	a	wall	that	was	covered	with	a	pomegranate	tree.	And	the	old	man	touched	the	door	with	a	ring	of	graved	jasper	and	it	opened,	and	they	went	down	five	steps	of	brass	into	a	garden	filled	with	black	poppies	and	green	jars	of	burnt	clay.	And	the	old	man
took	then	from	his	turban	a	scarf	of	figured	silk,	and	bound	with	it	the	eyes	of	the	Star-Child,	and	drave	him	in	front	of	him.	And	when	the	scarf	was	taken	off	his	eyes,	the	Star-Child	found	himself	in	a	dungeon,	that	was	lit	by	a	lantern	of	horn.And	the	old	man	set	before	him	some	mouldy	bread	on	a	trencher	and	said,	Eat,	and	some	brackish	water	in	a
cup	and	said,	Drink,	and	when	he	had	eaten	and	drunk,	the	old	man	went	out,	locking	the	door	behind	him	and	fastening	it	with	an	iron	chain.And	on	the	morrow	the	old	man,	who	was	indeed	the	subtlest	of	the	magicians	of	Libya	and	had	learned	his	art	from	one	who	dwelt	in	the	tombs	of	the	Nile,	came	in	to	him	and	frowned	at	him,	and	said,	In	a
wood	that	is	nigh	to	the	gate	of	this	city	of	Giaours	there	are	three	pieces	of	gold.	One	is	of	white	gold,	and	another	is	of	yellow	gold,	and	the	gold	of	the	third	one	is	red.	To-day	thou	shalt	bring	me	the	piece	of	white	gold,	and	if	thou	bringest	it	not	back,	I	will	beat	thee	with	a	hundred	stripes.	Get	thee	away	quickly,	and	at	sunset	I	will	be	waiting	for
thee	at	the	door	of	the	garden.	See	that	thou	bringest	the	white	gold,	or	it	shall	go	in	with	thee,	for	thou	art	my	slave,	and	I	have	bought	thee	for	the	price	of	a	bowl	of	sweet	wine.	And	he	bound	the	eyes	of	the	Star-Child	with	the	scarf	of	figured	silk,	and	led	him	through	the	house,	and	through	the	garden	of	poppies,	and	up	the	five	steps	of	brass.	And
having	opened	the	little	door	with	his	ring	he	set	him	in	the	street.And	the	Star-Child	went	out	of	the	gate	of	the	city,	and	came	to	the	wood	of	which	the	Magician	had	spoken	to	him.Now	this	wood	was	very	fair	to	look	at	from	without,	and	seemed	full	of	singing	birds	and	of	sweet-scented	flowers,	and	the	Star-Child	entered	it	gladly.	Yet	did	its	beauty
profit	him	little,	for	wherever	he	went	harsh	briars	and	thorns	shot	up	from	the	ground	and	encompassed	him,	and	evil	nettles	stung	him,	and	the	thistle	pierced	him	with	her	daggers,	so	that	he	was	in	sore	distress.	Nor	could	he	anywhere	find	the	piece	of	white	gold	of	which	the	Magician	had	spoken,	though	he	sought	for	it	from	morn	to	noon,	and
from	noon	to	sunset.	And	at	sunset	he	set	his	face	towards	home,	weeping	bitterly,	for	he	knew	what	fate	was	in	store	for	him.But	when	he	had	reached	the	outskirts	of	the	wood,	he	heard	front	a	thicket	a	cry	as	of	someone	in	pain.	And	forgetting	his	own	sorrow	he	ran	back	to	the	place,	and	saw	there	a	little	Hare	caught	in	a	trap	that	some	hunter
had	set	for	it.And	the	Star-Child	had	pity	on	it,	and	released	it,	and	said	to	it,	I	am	myself	but	a	slave,	yet	may	I	give	thee	thy	freedom.And	the	Hare	answered	him,	and	said:	Surely	thou	hast	given	me	freedom,	and	what	shall	I	give	thee	in	return?And	the	Star-Child	said	to	it,	I	am	seeking	for	a	piece	of	white	gold,	nor	can	I	anywhere	find	it,	and	if	I
bring	it	not	to	my	master	he	will	beat	me.Come	thou	with	me,	said	the	Hare,	and	I	will	lead	thee	to	it,	for	I	know	where	it	is	hidden,	and	for	what	purpose.So	the	Star-Child	went	with	the	Hare,	and	lo!	in	the	cleft	of	a	great	oak-tree	he	saw	the	piece	of	white	gold	that	he	was	seeking.	And	he	was	filled	with	joy,	and	seized	it,	and	said	to	the	Hare,	The
service	that	I	did	to	thee	thou	hast	rendered	back	again	many	times	over	and	the	kindness	that	I	showed	thee	thou	hast	repaid	a	hundredfold.Nay,	answered	the	Hare,	but	as	thou	dealt	with	me,	so	I	did	deal	with	thee,	and	it	ran	away	swiftly,	and	the	Star-Child	went	towards	the	city.Now	at	the	gate	of	the	city	there	was	seated	one	who	was	a	leper.
Over	his	face	hung	a	cowl	of	grey	linen,	and	through	the	eyelets	his	eyes	gleamed	like	red	coals.	And	when	he	saw	the	Star-Child	coming,	he	struck	upon	a	wooden	bowl,	and	clattered	his	bell,	and	called	out	to	him,	and	said,	Give	me	a	piece	of	money,	or	I	must	die	of	hunger.	For	they	have	thrust	me	out	of	the	city,	and	there	is	no	one	who	has	pity	on
me.Alas!	cried	the	Star-Child,	I	have	but	one	piece	of	money	in	my	wallet,	and	if	I	bring	it	not	to	my	master	he	will	beat	me	for	I	am	his	slave.But	the	leper	entreated	him,	and	prayed	of	him,	till	the	Star-Child	had	pity,	and	gave	him	the	piece	of	white	gold.And	when	he	came	to	the	Magicians	house,	the	Magician	opened	to	him,	and	brought	him	in,	and
said	to	him,	Hast	thou	the	piece	of	white	gold?	And	the	Star-Child	answered,	I	have	it	not.	So	the	Magician	fell	upon	him,	and	beat	him,	and	set	before	him	an	empty	trencher,	and	said	Eat,	and	an	empty	cup,	and	said,	Drink,	and	flung	him	again	into	the	dungeon.And	on	the	morrow	the	Magician	came	to	him,	and	said,	If	to-day	thou	bringest	me	not
the	piece	of	yellow	gold,	I	will	surely	keep	thee	as	my	slave,	and	give	thee	three	hundred	stripes.So	the	Star-Child	went	to	the	wood,	and	all	day	long	he	searched	for	the	piece	of	yellow	gold,	but	nowhere	could	he	find	it.	And	at	sunset	he	sat	him	down	and	began	to	weep,	and	as	he	was	weeping	there	came	to	him	the	little	Hare	that	he	had	rescued
from	the	trap.And	the	Hare	said	to	him,	Why	art	thou	weeping?	And	what	dost	thou	seek	in	the	wood?And	the	Star-Child	answered,	I	am	seeking	for	a	piece	of	yellow	gold	that	is	hidden	here,	and	if	I	find	it	not	my	master	will	beat	me,	and	keep	me	as	a	slave.Follow	me,	cried	the	Hare,	and	it	ran	through	the	wood	till	it	came	to	a	pool	of	water.	And	at
the	bottom	of	the	pool	the	piece	of	yellow	gold	was	lying.How	shall	I	thank	thee?	said	the	Star-Child,	for	lo!	this	is	the	second	time	that	you	have	succoured	me.Nay,	but	thou	hadst	pity	on	me	first,	said	the	Hare,	and	it	ran	away	swiftly.And	the	Star-Child	took	the	piece	of	yellow	gold,	and	put	it	in	his	wallet,	and	hurried	to	the	city.	But	the	leper	saw
him	coming,	and	ran	to	meet	him	and	knelt	down	and	cried,	Give	me	a	piece	of	money	or	I	shall	die	of	hunger.And	the	Star-Child	said	to	him,	I	have	in	my	wallet	but	one	piece	of	yellow	gold,	and	if	I	bring	it	not	to	my	master	he	will	beat	me	and	keep	me	as	his	slave.But	the	leper	entreated	him	sore,	so	that	the	Star-Child	had	pity	on	him,	and	gave	him
the	piece	of	yellow	gold.And	when	he	came	to	the	Magicians	house,	the	Magician	opened	to	him,	and	brought	him	in,	and	said	to	him,	Hast	thou	the	piece	of	yellow	gold?	And	the	Star-Child	said	to	him,	I	have	it	not.	So	the	Magician	fell	upon	him,	and	beat	him,	and	loaded	him	with	chains,	and	cast	him	again	into	the	dungeon.And	on	the	morrow	the
Magician	came	to	him,	and	said,	If	to-day	thou	bringest	me	the	piece	of	red	gold	I	will	set	thee	free,	but	if	thou	bringest	it	not	I	will	surely	slay	thee.So	the	Star-Child	went	to	the	wood,	and	all	day	long	he	searched	for	the	piece	of	red	gold,	but	nowhere	could	he	find	it.	And	at	evening	he	sat	him	down,	and	wept,	and	as	he	was	weeping	there	came	to
him	the	little	Hare.And	the	Hare	said	to	him,	The	piece	of	red	gold	that	thou	seekest	is	in	the	cavern	that	is	behind	thee.	Therefore	weep	no	more	but	be	glad.How	shall	I	reward	thee,	cried	the	Star-Child,	for	lo!	this	is	the	third	time	thou	hast	succoured	me.Nay,	but	thou	hadst	pity	on	me	first,	said	the	Hare,	and	it	ran	away	swiftly.And	the	Star-Child
entered	the	cavern,	and	in	its	farthest	corner	he	found	the	piece	of	red	gold.	So	he	put	it	in	his	wallet,	and	hurried	to	the	city.	And	the	leper	seeing	him	coming,	stood	in	the	centre	of	the	road,	and	cried	out,	and	said	to	him,	Give	me	the	piece	of	red	money,	or	I	must	die,	and	the	Star-Child	had	pity	on	him	again,	and	gave	him	the	piece	of	red	gold,
saying,	Thy	need	is	greater	than	mine.	Yet	was	his	heart	heavy,	for	he	knew	what	evil	fate	awaited	him.But	lo!	as	he	passed	through	the	gate	of	the	city,	the	guards	bowed	down	and	made	obeisance	to	him,	saying,	How	beautiful	is	our	lord!	and	a	crowd	of	citizens	followed	him,	and	cried	out,	Surely	there	is	none	so	beautiful	in	the	whole	world!	so	that
the	Star-Child	wept,	and	said	to	himself,	They	are	mocking	me,	and	making	light	of	my	misery.	And	so	large	was	the	concourse	of	the	people,	that	he	lost	the	threads	of	his	way,	and	found	himself	at	last	in	a	great	square,	in	which	there	was	a	palace	of	a	King.And	the	gate	of	the	palace	opened,	and	the	priests	and	the	high	officers	of	the	city	ran	forth
to	meet	him,	and	they	abased	themselves	before	him,	and	said,	Thou	art	our	lord	for	whom	we	have	been	waiting,	and	the	son	of	our	King.And	the	Star-Child	answered	them	and	said,	I	am	no	kings	son,	but	the	child	of	a	poor	beggar-woman.	And	how	say	ye	that	I	am	beautiful,	for	I	know	that	I	am	evil	to	look	at?Then	he,	whose	armour	was	inlaid	with
gilt	flowers,	and	on	whose	helmet	couched	a	lion	that	had	wings,	held	up	a	shield,	and	cried,	How	saith	my	lord	that	he	is	not	beautiful?And	the	Star-Child	looked,	and	lo!	his	face	was	even	as	it	had	been,	and	his	comeliness	had	come	back	to	him,	and	he	saw	that	in	his	eyes	which	he	had	not	seen	there	before.And	the	priests	and	the	high	officers	knelt
down	and	said	to	him,	It	was	prophesied	of	old	that	on	this	day	should	come	he	who	was	to	rule	over	us.	Therefore,	let	our	lord	take	this	crown	and	this	sceptre,	and	be	in	his	justice	and	mercy	our	King	over	us.But	he	said	to	them,	I	am	not	worthy,	for	I	have	denied	the	mother	who	bare	me,	nor	may	I	rest	till	I	have	found	her,	and	known	her
forgiveness.	Therefore,	let	me	go,	for	I	must	wander	again	over	the	world,	and	may	not	tarry	here,	though	ye	bring	me	the	crown	and	the	sceptre.	And	as	he	spake	he	turned	his	face	from	them	towards	the	street	that	led	to	the	gate	of	the	city,	and	lo!	amongst	the	crowd	that	pressed	round	the	soldiers,	he	saw	the	beggar-woman	who	was	his	mother,
and	at	her	side	stood	the	leper,	who	had	sat	by	the	road.And	a	cry	of	joy	broke	from	his	lips,	and	he	ran	over,	and	kneeling	down	he	kissed	the	wounds	on	his	mothers	feet,	and	wet	them	with	his	tears.	He	bowed	his	head	in	the	dust,	and	sobbing,	as	one	whose	heart	might	break,	he	said	to	her:	Mother,	I	denied	thee	in	the	hour	of	my	pride.	Accept	me
in	the	hour	of	my	humility.	Mother,	I	gave	thee	hatred.	Do	thou	give	me	love.	Mother,	I	rejected	thee.	Receive	thy	child	now.	But	the	beggar-woman	answered	him	not	a	word.And	he	reached	out	his	hands,	and	clasped	the	white	feet	of	the	leper,	and	said	to	him:	Thrice	did	I	give	thee	of	my	mercy.	Bid	my	mother	speak	to	me	once.	But	the	leper
answered	him	not	a	word.And	he	sobbed	again,	and	said:	Mother,	my	suffering	is	greater	than	I	can	bear.	Give	me	thy	forgiveness,	and	let	me	go	back	to	the	forest.	And	the	beggar-woman	put	her	hand	on	his	head,	and	said	to	him,	Rise,	and	the	leper	put	his	hand	on	his	head,	and	said	to	him	Rise,	also.And	he	rose	up	from	his	feet,	and	looked	at	them,
and	lo!	they	were	a	King	and	a	Queen.And	the	Queen	said	to	him,	This	is	thy	father	whom	thou	hast	succoured.And	the	King	said,	This	is	thy	mother,	whose	feet	thou	hast	washed	with	thy	tears.And	they	fell	on	his	neck	and	kissed	him,	and	brought	him	into	the	palace,	and	clothed	him	in	fair	raiment,	and	set	the	crown	upon	his	head,	and	the	sceptre	in
his	hand,	and	over	the	city	that	stood	by	the	river	he	ruled,	and	was	its	lord.	Much	justice	and	mercy	did	he	show	to	all,	and	the	evil	Magician	he	banished,	and	to	the	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	he	sent	many	rich	gifts,	and	to	their	children	he	gave	high	honour.	Nor	would	he	Front	cover	of	a	picture	book	adaptation	of	Oscar	Wilde's	"The	Star	Child",
published	in	London	by	Evan	Brothers	in	1979.	"The	Star-Child"	is	a	short	fantasy	story	for	children	by	the	Irish	author	Oscar	Wilde.	It	was	first	published	in	1891	as	part	of	the	anthology	House	of	Pomegranates,	which	also	includes	"The	Young	King",	"The	Birthday	of	the	Infanta"	and	"The	Fisherman	and	his	Soul".The	title	character	and	protagonist
of	"The	Star-Child"	is	a	handsome	boy	who	for	the	first	ten	years	of	his	life	believes	that	he	is	truly	the	son	of	a	star.	As	a	result,	he	believes	himself	to	be	superior	to	everyone	else	and	becomes	vain,	arrogant	and	cruel.	When	his	real	mother,	a	beggar	woman,	comes	to	the	village	where	he	lives,	he	wants	nothing	to	do	with	her	and	mocks	her	for	her
ugliness.	As	punishment	for	his	cruelty,	he	becomes	monstrously	ugly	himself.	He	remains	so	until	he	shows	kindness	to	others,	even	at	the	risk	of	his	own	life.Films	based	on	"The	Star-Child"	were	produced	in	the	Soviet	Union	in	1950	and	1983.	Plot[]One	winter	night,	two	Woodcutters	see	a	shooting	star	fall	to	the	ground.	They	go	to	the	place	in	the
forest	where	the	star	landed,	expecting	to	find	a	pot	of	gold.	Instead,	they	find	a	child	wrapped	in	a	gold	cloak	embroidered	with	stars	and	wearing	an	amber	necklace.	Although	he	is	very	poor	and	already	has	several	children	of	his	own,	one	of	the	Woodcutters	decides	to	take	the	child	home	with	him.	He	has	difficulty	persuading	his	wife	to	take	in
the	child	but	he	tells	her	that	the	boy	is	a	Star-Child.	The	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	treat	the	Star-Child	as	one	of	their	own	children	for	the	next	ten	years.The	Star-Child	grows	up	to	be	a	handsome	boy	but	he	is	also	very	vain.	As	the	son	of	a	star,	he	believes	himself	to	be	superior	to	everyone	else	in	the	village.	He	cannot	bear	people	from	the	lowest
levels	of	society	and	throws	stones	at	beggars	whenever	he	sees	them.	He	also	tortures	and	kills	small	animals.	A	gang	of	similarly-minded	children	gather	around	the	Star-Child	and	accept	him	as	their	leader.	The	Beggar,	1899	painting	by	Jos	Ferraz	de	Almeida	Jnior.	One	day,	the	Star-Child	and	his	friends	throw	stones	at	an	ugly	beggar	woman.	The
Woodcutter,	who	is	nearby,	chastises	the	Star-Child,	saying	that	he	cannot	understand	why	the	boy	behaves	that	way,	given	that	he	treated	the	Star-Child	kindly	ever	since	he	found	him	in	the	forest.	At	these	words,	the	beggar	woman	faints.	When	the	beggar	woman	comes	round	in	the	Woodcutter's	house,	she	says	that	her	child,	who	was	wrapped	in
a	gold	cloak	embroidered	with	stars	and	wearing	an	amber	necklace,	was	stolen	from	her	by	robbers	in	the	forest	ten	years	ago.	The	Star-Child	is	told	that	the	woman	is	his	mother	but	he	wants	nothing	to	do	with	her.	When	she	asks	for	a	kiss	before	she	leaves,	he	says,	"rather	would	I	kiss	the	adder	or	the	toad	than	thee".The	Star-Child	goes	to	rejoin
his	friends	but	they	shun	him	and	call	him	ugly.	He	finds	that	he	now	has	a	face	like	a	toad	and	skin	like	an	adder.	He	realizes	that	he	is	being	punished	for	his	mistreatment	of	his	mother.	In	the	hope	that	he	might	regain	his	former	appearance	if	his	mother	forgave	him,	he	goes	off	in	search	of	her.	A	hare	photographed	in	Spain	in	2012.	After	three
years,	the	Star-Child	arrives	at	a	city.	The	soldiers	who	guard	the	city	gates	sell	him	as	a	slave	to	a	Magician.	The	Magician	tells	the	Star-Child	that	in	a	forest	near	the	city	there	are	three	pieces	of	gold.	They	are	a	piece	of	white	gold,	a	piece	of	yellow	gold	and	a	piece	of	red	gold.	He	tells	the	Star-Child	to	fetch	the	piece	of	white	gold	the	next	day,
telling	him	that	he	will	be	punished	if	he	does	not	bring	it	back.	The	Star-Child	spends	all	day	looking	for	the	piece	of	white	gold	but	cannot	find	it.	As	he	is	about	to	leave	the	forest	empty-handed,	he	notices	a	Hare	which	is	caught	in	a	trap	and	frees	the	animal.	Out	of	gratitude,	the	Hare	leads	the	boy	to	the	piece	of	white	gold.	Outside	the	city	gates,
a	leper	begs	a	coin	from	the	Star-Child.	The	boy	gives	him	the	piece	of	white	gold.	When	he	returns	to	the	Magician's	house	empty-handed,	he	is	beaten.The	following	day,	the	Star-Child	is	sent	to	find	the	piece	of	yellow	gold.	Again,	the	Hare	leads	the	Star-Child	to	the	golden	piece,	again	he	gives	the	piece	of	gold	to	the	begging	leper	and	the
Magician	gives	him	a	worse	beating	when	he	returns	empty-handed	once	more.	The	Magician	tells	the	Star-Child	that	he	will	kill	him	if	he	does	not	return	with	the	piece	of	red	gold	the	following	day.	However,	after	having	been	led	to	it	by	the	Hare,	the	Star-Child	gives	the	piece	of	red	gold	to	the	leper,	whom	he	believes	needs	it	more	than	he	does.As
soon	as	the	Star-Child	gives	the	piece	of	red	gold	to	the	beggar,	the	same	soldiers	who	had	sold	him	into	slavery	call	him	their	lord	and	compliment	him	on	his	good	looks.	When	the	Star-Child	protests	that	he	is	ugly,	one	of	the	soldiers	shows	him	his	reflection	in	a	shield.	The	boy	finds	that	he	has	become	handsome	once	again.	A	crowd	of	people
proclaim	the	Star-Child	to	be	the	king	who,	according	to	a	prophecy,	was	to	come	to	them	that	day.	The	Star-Child	says	that	he	cannot	become	king	until	he	has	earned	his	mother's	forgiveness.	He	sees	the	beggar	woman	seated	next	to	the	leper.	The	Star-Child	cries	at	the	beggar	woman's	feet,	washing	them	with	his	tears.	As	a	result	of	the	kindness
the	Star-Child	has	shown	them,	the	beggar	woman	and	the	leper	magically	take	on	the	appearance	of	a	King	and	Queen.	The	leper	is	revealed	to	be	the	Star-Child's	father.For	a	short	while,	the	people	of	the	city	live	happily	under	the	rule	of	the	Star-Child.	Unfortunately,	he	dies	after	only	three	years	and	a	cruel	king	succeeds	him.Adaptations[]There
have	been	two	Russian-language	live-action	film	adaptations	of	"The	Star-Child":Star	Boy	(1950)	{Russian:	;	Zvyodznyy	malchik)	-	directed	by	Anatoly	Dudorov	and	Yevgeny	Zilbershteyn	(USSR).Tale	of	the	Star	Child	(1983)	(Russian:	;	Skazka	o	zvezdnom	malchike)	-	directed	by	Leonid	Nechaev	(USSR).See	also[]Sound	file	of	public	domain	audiobook
of	"The	Star-Child"	from	LibriVoxExternal	links[]Text	of	Oscar	Wilde's	"The	Star-Child"	on	Wikisource.	This	is	a	vintage	fairy	tale,	and	may	contain	violence.	We	would	encourage	parents	to	read	beforehand	if	your	child	is	sensitive	to	such	themes.Once	upon	a	time	two	poor	Woodcutters	were	making	their	way	home	through	a	great	pine-forest.	It	was
winter,	and	a	night	of	bitter	cold.	The	snow	lay	thick	upon	the	ground,	and	upon	the	branches	of	the	trees:	the	frost	kept	snapping	the	little	twigs	on	either	side	of	them,	as	they	passed:	and	when	they	came	to	the	Mountain-Torrent	she	was	hanging	motionless	in	air,	for	the	Ice-King	had	kissed	her.So	cold	was	it	that	even	the	animals	and	the	birds	did
not	know	what	to	make	of	it.Ugh!	snarled	the	Wolf,	as	he	limped	through	the	brushwood	with	his	tail	between	his	legs,	this	is	perfectly	monstrous	weather.	Why	doesnt	the	Government	look	to	it?Weet!	weet!	weet!	twittered	the	green	Linnets,	the	old	Earth	is	dead	and	they	have	laid	her	out	in	her	white	shroud.The	Earth	is	going	to	be	married,	and
this	is	her	bridal	dress,	whispered	the	Turtle-doves	to	each	other.	Their	little	pink	feet	were	quite	frost-bitten,	but	they	felt	that	it	was	their	duty	to	take	a	romantic	view	of	the	situation.Nonsense!	growled	the	Wolf.	I	tell	you	that	it	is	all	the	fault	of	the	Government,	and	if	you	dont	believe	me	I	shall	eat	you.	The	Wolf	had	a	thoroughly	practical	mind,
and	was	never	at	a	loss	for	a	good	argument.Well,	for	my	own	part,	said	the	Woodpecker,	who	was	a	born	philosopher,	I	dont	care	an	atomic	theory	for	explanations.	If	a	thing	is	so,	it	is	so,	and	at	present	it	is	terribly	cold.Terribly	cold	it	certainly	was.	The	little	Squirrels,	who	lived	inside	the	tall	fir-tree,	kept	rubbing	each	others	noses	to	keep
themselves	warm,	and	the	Rabbits	curled	themselves	up	in	their	holes,	and	did	not	venture	even	to	look	out	of	doors.	The	only	people	who	seemed	to	enjoy	it	were	the	great	horned	Owls.	Their	feathers	were	quite	stiff	with	rime,	but	they	did	not	mind,	and	they	rolled	their	large	yellow	eyes,	and	called	out	to	each	other	across	the	forest,	Tu-whit!	Tu-
whoo!	Tu-whit!	Tu-whoo!	What	delightful	weather	we	are	having!On	and	on	went	the	two	Woodcutters,	blowing	lustily	upon	their	fingers,	and	stamping	with	their	huge	iron-shod	boots	upon	the	caked	snow.	Once	they	sank	into	a	deep	drift,	and	came	out	as	white	as	millers	are,	when	the	stones	are	grinding;	and	once	they	slipped	on	the	hard	smooth
ice	where	the	marsh-water	was	frozen,	and	their	faggots	fell	out	of	their	bundles,	and	they	had	to	pick	them	up	and	bind	them	together	again;	and	once	they	thought	that	they	had	lost	their	way,	and	a	great	terror	seized	on	them,	for	they	knew	that	the	Snow	is	cruel	to	those	who	sleep	in	her	arms.	But	they	put	their	trust	in	the	good	Saint	Martin,	who
watches	over	all	travellers,	and	retraced	their	steps,	and	went	warily,	and	at	last	they	reached	the	outskirts	of	the	forest,	and	saw,	far	down	in	the	valley	beneath	them,	the	lights	of	the	village	in	which	they	dwelt.So	overjoyed	were	they	at	their	deliverance	that	they	laughed	aloud,	and	the	Earth	seemed	to	them	like	a	flower	of	silver,	and	the	Moon	like
a	flower	of	gold.Yet,	after	that	they	had	laughed	they	became	sad,	for	they	remembered	their	poverty,	and	one	of	them	said	to	the	other:Why	did	we	make	merry,	seeing	that	life	is	for	the	rich,	and	not	for	such	as	we	are?	Better	that	we	had	died	of	cold	in	the	forest,	or	that	some	wild	beast	had	fallen	upon	us	and	slain	us.Truly,	answered	his
companion,	much	is	given	to	some,	and	little	is	given	to	others.	Injustice	has	parcelled	out	the	world,	nor	is	there	equal	division	of	aught	save	of	sorrow.But	as	they	were	bewailing	their	misery	to	each	other	this	strange	thing	happened.	There	fell	from	heaven	a	very	bright	and	beautiful	star.	It	slipped	down	the	side	of	the	sky,	passing	by	the	other
stars	in	its	course,	and,	as	they	watched	it	wondering,	it	seemed	to	them	to	sink	behind	a	clump	of	willow-trees	that	stood	hard	by	a	little	sheepfold	no	more	than	a	stones-throw	away.Why!	there	is	a	crook	of	gold	for	whoever	finds	it,	they	cried,	and	they	set	to	and	ran,	so	eager	were	they	for	the	gold.And	one	of	them	ran	faster	than	his	mate,	and
outstripped	him,	and	forced	his	way	through	the	willows,	and	came	out	on	the	other	side,	and	lo!	there	was	indeed	a	thing	of	gold	lying	on	the	white	snow.	So	he	hastened	towards	it,	and	stooping	down	placed	his	hands	upon	it,	and	it	was	a	cloak	of	golden	tissue,	curiously	wrought	with	stars,	and	wrapped	in	many	folds.	And	he	cried	out	to	his
comrade	that	he	had	found	the	treasure	that	had	fallen	from	the	sky,	and	when	his	comrade	had	come	up,	they	sat	them	down	in	the	snow,	and	loosened	the	folds	of	the	cloak	that	they	might	divide	the	pieces	of	gold.	But,	alas!	no	gold	was	in	it,	nor	silver,	nor,	indeed,	treasure	of	any	kind,	but	only	a	little	child	who	was	asleep.And	one	of	them	said	to
the	other:	This	is	a	bitter	ending	to	our	hope,	nor	have	we	any	good	fortune,	for	what	doth	a	child	profit	to	a	man?	Let	us	leave	it	here,	and	go	our	way,	seeing	that	we	are	poor	men,	and	have	children	of	our	own	whose	bread	we	may	not	give	to	another.But	his	companion	answered	him:	Nay,	but	it	were	an	evil	thing	to	leave	the	child	to	perish	here	in
the	snow,	and	though	I	am	as	poor	as	thou	art,	and	have	many	mouths	to	feed,	and	but	little	in	the	pot,	yet	will	I	bring	it	home	with	me,	and	my	wife	shall	have	care	of	it.So	very	tenderly	he	took	up	the	child,	and	wrapped	the	cloak	around	it	to	shield	it	from	the	harsh	cold,	and	made	his	way	down	the	hill	to	the	village,	his	comrade	marvelling	much	at
his	foolishness	and	softness	of	heart.And	when	they	came	to	the	village,	his	comrade	said	to	him,	Thou	hast	the	child,	therefore	give	me	the	cloak,	for	it	is	meet	that	we	should	share.But	he	answered	him:	Nay,	for	the	cloak	is	neither	mine	nor	thine,	but	the	childs	only,	and	he	bade	him	Godspeed,	and	went	to	his	own	house	and	knocked.And	when	his
wife	opened	the	door	and	saw	that	her	husband	had	returned	safe	to	her,	she	put	her	arms	round	his	neck	and	kissed	him,	and	took	from	his	back	the	bundle	of	faggots,	and	brushed	the	snow	off	his	boots,	and	bade	him	come	in.But	he	said	to	her,	I	have	found	something	in	the	forest,	and	I	have	brought	it	to	thee	to	have	care	of	it,	and	he	stirred	not
from	the	threshold.What	is	it?	she	cried.	Show	it	to	me,	for	the	house	is	bare,	and	we	have	need	of	many	things.	And	he	drew	the	cloak	back,	and	showed	her	the	sleeping	child.Alack,	goodman!	she	murmured,	have	we	not	children	of	our	own,	that	thou	must	needs	bring	a	changeling	to	sit	by	the	hearth?	And	who	knows	if	it	will	not	bring	us	bad
fortune?	And	how	shall	we	tend	it?	And	she	was	wroth	against	him.Nay,	but	it	is	a	Star-Child,	he	answered;	and	he	told	her	the	strange	manner	of	the	finding	of	it.But	she	would	not	be	appeased,	but	mocked	at	him,	and	spoke	angrily,	and	cried:	Our	children	lack	bread,	and	shall	we	feed	the	child	of	another?	Who	is	there	who	careth	for	us?	And	who
giveth	us	food?Nay,	but	God	careth	for	the	sparrows	even,	and	feedeth	them,	he	answered.Do	not	the	sparrows	die	of	hunger	in	the	winter?	she	asked.	And	is	it	not	winter	now?And	the	man	answered	nothing,	but	stirred	not	from	the	threshold.And	a	bitter	wind	from	the	forest	came	in	through	the	open	door,	and	made	her	tremble,	and	she	shivered,
and	said	to	him:Wilt	thou	not	close	the	door?	There	cometh	a	bitter	wind	into	the	house,	and	I	am	cold.Into	a	house	where	a	heart	is	hard	cometh	there	not	always	a	bitter	wind?	he	asked.And	the	woman	answered	him	nothing,	but	crept	closer	to	the	fire.And	after	a	time	she	turned	round	and	looked	at	him,	and	her	eyes	were	full	of	tears.	And	he	came
in	swiftly,	and	placed	the	child	in	her	arms,	and	she	kissed	it,	and	laid	it	in	a	little	bed	where	the	youngest	of	their	own	children	was	lying.	And	on	the	morrow	the	Woodcutter	took	the	curious	cloak	of	gold	and	placed	it	in	a	great	chest,	and	a	chain	of	amber	that	was	round	the	childs	neck	his	wife	took	and	set	it	in	the	chest	also.So	the	Star-Child	was
brought	up	with	the	children	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	sat	at	the	same	board	with	them,	and	was	their	playmate.	And	every	year	he	became	more	beautiful	to	look	at,	so	that	all	those	who	dwelt	in	the	village	were	filled	with	wonder,	for,	while	they	were	swarthy	and	black-haired,	he	was	white	and	delicate	as	sawn	ivory,	and	his	curls	were	like	the	rings
of	the	daffodil.	His	lips,	also,	were	like	the	petals	of	a	red	flower,	and	his	eyes	were	like	violets	by	a	river	of	pure	water,	and	his	body	like	the	narcissus	of	a	field	where	the	mower	comes	not.Yet	did	his	beauty	work	him	evil.	For	he	grew	proud,	and	cruel,	and	selfish.	The	children	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	the	other	children	of	the	village,	he	despised,
saying	that	they	were	of	mean	parentage,	while	he	was	noble,	being	sprang	from	a	Star,	and	he	made	himself	master	over	them,	and	called	them	his	servants.	No	pity	had	he	for	the	poor,	or	for	those	who	were	blind	or	maimed	or	in	any	way	afflicted,	but	would	cast	stones	at	them	and	drive	them	forth	on	to	the	highway,	and	bid	them	beg	their	bread
elsewhere,	so	that	none	save	the	outlaws	came	twice	to	that	village	to	ask	for	alms.Indeed,	he	was	as	one	enamoured	of	beauty,	and	would	mock	at	the	weakly	and	ill-favoured,	and	make	jest	of	them;	and	himself	he	loved,	and	in	summer,	when	the	winds	were	still,	he	would	lie	by	the	well	in	the	priests	orchard	and	look	down	at	the	marvel	of	his	own
face,	and	laugh	for	the	pleasure	he	had	in	his	fairness.Often	did	the	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	chide	him,	and	say:	We	did	not	deal	with	thee	as	thou	dealest	with	those	who	are	left	desolate,	and	have	none	to	succour	them.	Wherefore	art	thou	so	cruel	to	all	who	need	pity?Often	did	the	old	priest	send	for	him,	and	seek	to	teach	him	the	love	of	living
things,	saying	to	him:The	fly	is	thy	brother.	Do	it	no	harm.	The	wild	birds	that	roam	through	the	forest	have	their	freedom.	Snare	them	not	for	thy	pleasure.	God	made	the	blind-worm	and	the	mole,	and	each	has	its	place.	Who	art	thou	to	bring	pain	into	Gods	world?	Even	the	cattle	of	the	field	praise	Him.But	the	Star-Child	heeded	not	their	words,	but
would	frown	and	flout,	and	go	back	to	his	companions,	and	lead	them.	And	his	companions	followed	him,	for	he	was	fair,	and	fleet	of	foot,	and	could	dance,	and	pipe,	and	make	music.	And	wherever	the	Star-Child	led	them	they	followed,	and	whatever	the	Star-Child	bade	them	do,	that	did	they.	And	when	he	pierced	with	a	sharp	reed	the	dim	eyes	of
the	mole,	they	laughed,	and	when	he	cast	stones	at	the	leper	they	laughed	also.	And	in	all	things	he	ruled	them,	and	they	became	hard	of	heart	even	as	he	was.Now	there	passed	one	day	through	the	village	a	poor	beggar-woman.	Her	garments	were	torn	and	ragged,	and	her	feet	were	bleeding	from	the	rough	road	on	which	she	had	travelled,	and	she
was	in	very	evil	plight.	And	being	weary	she	sat	her	down	under	a	chestnut-tree	to	rest.But	when	the	Star-Child	saw	her,	he	said	to	his	companions,	See!	There	sitteth	a	foul	beggar-woman	under	that	fair	and	green-leaved	tree.	Come,	let	us	drive	her	hence,	for	she	is	ugly	and	ill-favoured.So	he	came	near	and	threw	stones	at	her,	and	mocked	her,	and
she	looked	at	him	with	terror	in	her	eyes,	nor	did	she	move	her	gaze	from	him.	And	when	the	Woodcutter,	who	was	cleaving	logs	in	a	haggard	hard	by,	saw	what	the	Star-Child	was	doing,	he	ran	up	and	rebuked	him,	and	said	to	him:Surely	thou	art	hard	of	heart	and	knowest	not	mercy,	for	what	evil	has	this	poor	woman	done	to	thee	that	thou	shouldst
treat	her	in	this	wise?And	the	Star-Child	grew	red	with	anger,	and	stamped	his	foot	upon	the	ground,	and	said,	Who	art	thou	to	question	me	what	I	do?	I	am	no	son	of	thine	to	do	thy	bidding.Thou	speakest	truly,	answered	the	Woodcutter,	yet	did	I	show	thee	pity	when	I	found	thee	in	the	forest.And	when	the	woman	heard	these	words	she	gave	a	loud
cry,	and	fell	into	a	swoon.	And	the	Woodcutter	carried	her	to	his	own	house,	and	his	wife	had	care	of	her,	and	when	she	rose	up	from	the	swoon	into	which	she	had	fallen,	they	set	meat	and	drink	before	her,	and	bade	her	have	comfort.But	she	would	neither	eat	nor	drink,	but	said	to	the	Woodcutter,	Didst	thou	not	say	that	the	child	was	found	in	the
forest?	And	was	it	not	ten	years	from	this	day?And	the	Woodcutter	answered,	Yea,	it	was	in	the	forest	that	I	found	him,	and	it	is	ten	years	from	this	day.And	what	signs	didst	thou	find	with	him?	she	cried.	Bare	he	not	upon	his	neck	a	chain	of	amber?	Was	not	round	him	a	cloak	of	gold	tissue	broidered	with	stars?Truly,	answered	the	Woodcutter,	it	was
even	as	thou	sayest.	And	he	took	the	cloak	and	the	amber	chain	from	the	chest	where	they	lay,	and	showed	them	to	her.And	when	she	saw	them	she	wept	for	joy,	and	said,	He	is	my	little	son	whom	I	lost	in	the	forest.	I	pray	thee	send	for	him	quickly,	for	in	search	of	him	have	I	wandered	over	the	whole	world.So	the	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	went	out
and	called	to	the	Star-Child,	and	said	to	him,	Go	into	the	house,	and	there	shalt	thou	find	thy	mother,	who	is	waiting	for	thee.So	he	ran	in,	filled	with	wonder	and	great	gladness.	But	when	he	saw	her	who	was	waiting	there,	he	laughed	scornfully	and	said,	Why,	where	is	my	mother?	For	I	see	none	here	but	this	vile	beggar-woman.And	the	woman
answered	him,	I	am	thy	mother.Thou	art	mad	to	say	so,	cried	the	Star-Child	angrily.	I	am	no	son	of	thine,	for	thou	art	a	beggar,	and	ugly,	and	in	rags.	Therefore	get	thee	hence,	and	let	me	see	thy	foul	face	no	more.Nay,	but	thou	art	indeed	my	little	son,	whom	I	bare	in	the	forest,	she	cried,	and	she	fell	on	her	knees,	and	held	out	her	arms	to	him.	The
robbers	stole	thee	from	me,	and	left	thee	to	die,	she	murmured,	but	I	recognised	thee	when	I	saw	thee,	and	the	signs	also	have	I	recognised,	the	cloak	of	golden	tissue	and	the	amber	chain.	Therefore	I	pray	thee	come	with	me,	for	over	the	whole	world	have	I	wandered	in	search	of	thee.	Come	with	me,	my	son,	for	I	have	need	of	thy	love.But	the	Star-
Child	stirred	not	from	his	place,	but	shut	the	doors	of	his	heart	against	her,	nor	was	there	any	sound	heard	save	the	sound	of	the	woman	weeping	for	pain.And	at	last	he	spoke	to	her,	and	his	voice	was	hard	and	bitter.	If	in	very	truth	thou	art	my	mother,	he	said,	it	had	been	better	hadst	thou	stayed	away,	and	not	come	here	to	bring	me	to	shame,
seeing	that	I	thought	I	was	the	child	of	some	Star,	and	not	a	beggars	child,	as	thou	tellest	me	that	I	am.	Therefore	get	thee	hence,	and	let	me	see	thee	no	more.Alas!	my	son,	she	cried,	wilt	thou	not	kiss	me	before	I	go?	For	I	have	suffered	much	to	find	thee.Nay,	said	the	Star-Child,	but	thou	art	too	foul	to	look	at,	and	rather	would	I	kiss	the	adder	or	the
toad	than	thee.So	the	woman	rose	up,	and	went	away	into	the	forest	weeping	bitterly,	and	when	the	Star-Child	saw	that	she	had	gone,	he	was	glad,	and	ran	back	to	his	playmates	that	he	might	play	with	them.But	when	they	beheld	him	coming,	they	mocked	him	and	said,	Why,	thou	art	as	foul	as	the	toad,	and	as	loathsome	as	the	adder.	Get	thee	hence,
for	we	will	not	suffer	thee	to	play	with	us,	and	they	drave	him	out	of	the	garden.And	the	Star-Child	frowned	and	said	to	himself,	What	is	this	that	they	say	to	me?	I	will	go	to	the	well	of	water	and	look	into	it,	and	it	shall	tell	me	of	my	beauty.So	he	went	to	the	well	of	water	and	looked	into	it,	and	lo!	his	face	was	as	the	face	of	a	toad,	and	his	body	was
sealed	like	an	adder.	And	he	flung	himself	down	on	the	grass	and	wept,	and	said	to	himself,	Surely	this	has	come	upon	me	by	reason	of	my	sin.	For	I	have	denied	my	mother,	and	driven	her	away,	and	been	proud,	and	cruel	to	her.	Wherefore	I	will	go	and	seek	her	through	the	whole	world,	nor	will	I	rest	till	I	have	found	her.And	there	came	to	him	the
little	daughter	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	she	put	her	hand	upon	his	shoulder	and	said,	What	doth	it	matter	if	thou	hast	lost	thy	comeliness?	Stay	with	us,	and	I	will	not	mock	at	thee.And	he	said	to	her,	Nay,	but	I	have	been	cruel	to	my	mother,	and	as	a	punishment	has	this	evil	been	sent	to	me.	Wherefore	I	must	go	hence,	and	wander	through	the	world	till
I	find	her,	and	she	give	me	her	forgiveness.So	he	ran	away	into	the	forest	and	called	out	to	his	mother	to	come	to	him,	but	there	was	no	answer.	All	day	long	he	called	to	her,	and,	when	the	sun	set	he	lay	down	to	sleep	on	a	bed	of	leaves,	and	the	birds	and	the	animals	fled	from	him,	for	they	remembered	his	cruelty,	and	he	was	alone	save	for	the	toad
that	watched	him,	and	the	slow	adder	that	crawled	past.And	in	the	morning	he	rose	up,	and	plucked	some	bitter	berries	from	the	trees	and	ate	them,	and	took	his	way	through	the	great	wood,	weeping	sorely.	And	of	everything	that	he	met	he	made	inquiry	if	perchance	they	had	seen	his	mother.He	said	to	the	Mole,	Thou	canst	go	beneath	the	earth.
Tell	me,	is	my	mother	there?And	the	Mole	answered,	Thou	hast	blinded	mine	eyes.	How	should	I	know?He	said	to	the	Linnet,	Thou	canst	fly	over	the	tops	of	the	tall	trees,	and	canst	see	the	whole	world.Tell	me,	canst	thou	see	my	mother?And	the	Linnet	answered,	Thou	hast	clipt	my	wings	for	thy	pleasure.	How	should	I	fly?And	to	the	little	Squirrel
who	lived	in	the	fir-tree,	and	was	lonely,	he	said,	Where	is	my	mother?And	the	Squirrel	answered,	Thou	hast	slain	mine.	Dost	thou	seek	to	slay	thine	also?And	the	Star-Child	wept	and	bowed	his	head,	and	prayed	forgiveness	of	Gods	things,	and	went	on	through	the	forest,	seeking	for	the	beggar-woman.	And	on	the	third	day	he	came	to	the	other	side	of
the	forest	and	went	down	into	the	plain.And	when	he	passed	through	the	villages	the	children	mocked	him,	and	threw	stones	at	him,	and	the	carlots	would	not	suffer	him	even	to	sleep	in	the	byres	lest	he	might	bring	mildew	on	the	stored	corn,	so	foul	was	he	to	look	at,	and	their	hired	men	drave	him	away,	and	there	was	none	who	had	pity	on	him.	Nor
could	he	hear	anywhere	of	the	beggar-woman	who	was	his	mother,	though	for	the	space	of	three	years	he	wandered	over	the	world,	and	often	seemed	to	see	her	on	the	road	in	front	of	him,	and	would	call	to	her,	and	run	after	her	till	the	sharp	flints	made	his	feet	to	bleed.	But	overtake	her	he	could	not,	and	those	who	dwelt	by	the	way	did	ever	deny
that	they	had	seen	her,	or	any	like	to	her,	and	they	made	sport	of	his	sorrow.For	the	space	of	three	years	he	wandered	over	the	world,	and	in	the	world	there	was	neither	love	nor	loving-kindness	nor	charity	for	him,	but	it	was	even	such	a	world	as	he	had	made	for	himself	in	the	days	of	his	great	pride.And	one	evening	he	came	to	the	gate	of	a	strong-
walled	city	that	stood	by	a	river,	and,	weary	and	footsore	though	he	was,	he	made	to	enter	in.	But	the	soldiers	who	stood	on	guard	dropped	their	halberts	across	the	entrance,	and	said	roughly	to	him,	What	is	thy	business	in	the	city?I	am	seeking	for	my	mother,	he	answered,	and	I	pray	ye	to	suffer	me	to	pass,	for	it	may	be	that	she	is	in	this	city.But
they	mocked	at	him,	and	one	of	them	wagged	a	black	beard,	and	set	down	his	shield	and	cried,Of	a	truth,	thy	mother	will	not	be	merry	when	she	sees	thee,	for	thou	art	more	ill-favoured	than	the	toad	of	the	marsh,	or	the	adder	that	crawls	in	the	fen.	Get	thee	gone.	Get	thee	gone.	Thy	mother	dwells	not	in	this	city.And	another,	who	held	a	yellow
banner	in	his	hand,	said	to	him,	Who	is	thy	mother,	and	wherefore	art	thou	seeking	for	her?And	he	answered,	My	mother	is	a	beggar	even	as	I	am,	and	I	have	treated	her	evilly,	and	I	pray	ye	to	suffer	me	to	pass	that	she	may	give	me	her	forgiveness,	if	it	be	that	she	tarrieth	in	this	city.	But	they	would	not,	and	pricked	him	with	their	spears.And,	as	he
turned	away	weeping,	one	whose	armour	was	inlaid	with	gilt	flowers,	and	on	whose	helmet	couched	a	lion	that	had	wings,	came	up	and	made	inquiry	of	the	soldiers	who	it	was	who	had	sought	entrance.	And	they	said	to	him,	It	is	a	beggar	and	the	child	of	a	beggar,	and	we	have	driven	him	away.Nay,	he	cried,	laughing,	but	we	will	sell	the	foul	thing	for
a	slave,	and	his	price	shall	be	the	price	of	a	bowl	of	sweet	wine.And	an	old	and	evil-visaged	man	who	was	passing	by	called	out,	and	said,	I	will	buy	him	for	that	price,	and,	when	he	had	paid	the	price,	he	took	the	Star-Child	by	the	hand	and	led	him	into	the	city.And	after	that	they	had	gone	through	many	streets	they	came	to	a	little	door	that	was	set	in
a	wall	that	was	covered	with	a	pomegranate	tree.	And	the	old	man	touched	the	door	with	a	ring	of	graved	jasper	and	it	opened,	and	they	went	down	five	steps	of	brass	into	a	garden	filled	with	black	poppies	and	green	jars	of	burnt	clay.	And	the	old	man	took	then	from	his	turban	a	scarf	of	figured	silk,	and	bound	with	it	the	eyes	of	the	Star-Child,	and
drave	him	in	front	of	him.	And	when	the	scarf	was	taken	off	his	eyes,	the	Star-Child	found	himself	in	a	dungeon,	that	was	lit	by	a	lantern	of	horn.And	the	old	man	set	before	him	some	mouldy	bread	on	a	trencher	and	said,	Eat,	and	some	brackish	water	in	a	cup	and	said,	Drink,	and	when	he	had	eaten	and	drunk,	the	old	man	went	out,	locking	the	door
behind	him	and	fastening	it	with	an	iron	chain.And	on	the	morrow	the	old	man,	who	was	indeed	the	subtlest	of	the	magicians	of	Libya	and	had	learned	his	art	from	one	who	dwelt	in	the	tombs	of	the	Nile,	came	in	to	him	and	frowned	at	him,	and	said,	In	a	wood	that	is	nigh	to	the	gate	of	this	city	of	Giaours	there	are	three	pieces	of	gold.	One	is	of	white
gold,	and	another	is	of	yellow	gold,	and	the	gold	of	the	third	one	is	red.	To-day	thou	shalt	bring	me	the	piece	of	white	gold,	and	if	thou	bringest	it	not	back,	I	will	beat	thee	with	a	hundred	stripes.	Get	thee	away	quickly,	and	at	sunset	I	will	be	waiting	for	thee	at	the	door	of	the	garden.	See	that	thou	bringest	the	white	gold,	or	it	shall	go	ill	with	thee,	for
thou	art	my	slave,	and	I	have	bought	thee	for	the	price	of	a	bowl	of	sweet	wine.	And	he	bound	the	eyes	of	the	Star-Child	with	the	scarf	of	figured	silk,	and	led	him	through	the	house,	and	through	the	garden	of	poppies,	and	up	the	five	steps	of	brass.	And	having	opened	the	little	door	with	his	ring	he	set	him	in	the	street.And	the	Star-Child	went	out	of
the	gate	of	the	city,	and	came	to	the	wood	of	which	the	Magician	had	spoken	to	him.Now	this	wood	was	very	fair	to	look	at	from	without,	and	seemed	full	of	singing	birds	and	of	sweet-scented	flowers,	and	the	Star-Child	entered	it	gladly.	Yet	did	its	beauty	profit	him	little,	for	wherever	he	went	harsh	briars	and	thorns	shot	up	from	the	ground	and
encompassed	him,	and	evil	nettles	stung	him,	and	the	thistle	pierced	him	with	her	daggers,	so	that	he	was	in	sore	distress.	Nor	could	he	anywhere	find	the	piece	of	white	gold	of	which	the	Magician	had	spoken,	though	he	sought	for	it	from	morn	to	noon,	and	from	noon	to	sunset.	And	at	sunset	he	set	his	face	towards	home,	weeping	bitterly,	for	he
knew	what	fate	was	in	store	for	him.But	when	he	had	reached	the	outskirts	of	the	wood,	he	heard	from	a	thicket	a	cry	as	of	some	one	in	pain.	And	forgetting	his	own	sorrow	he	ran	back	to	the	place,	and	saw	there	a	little	Hare	caught	in	a	trap	that	some	hunter	had	set	for	it.And	the	Star-Child	had	pity	on	it,	and	released	it,	and	said	to	it,	I	am	myself
but	a	slave,	yet	may	I	give	thee	thy	freedom.And	the	Hare	answered	him,	and	said:	Surely	thou	hast	given	me	freedom,	and	what	shall	I	give	thee	in	return?And	the	Star-Child	said	to	it,	I	am	seeking	for	a	piece	of	white	gold,	nor	can	I	anywhere	find	it,	and	if	I	bring	it	not	to	my	master	he	will	beat	me.Come	thou	with	me,	said	the	Hare,	and	I	will	lead
thee	to	it,	for	I	know	where	it	is	hidden,	and	for	what	purpose.So	the	Star-Child	went	with	the	Hare,	and	lo!	in	the	cleft	of	a	great	oak-tree	he	saw	the	piece	of	white	gold	that	he	was	seeking.	And	he	was	filled	with	joy,	and	seized	it,	and	said	to	the	Hare,	The	service	that	I	did	to	thee	thou	hast	rendered	back	again	many	times	over,	and	the	kindness
that	I	showed	thee	thou	hast	repaid	a	hundred-fold.Nay,	answered	the	Hare,	but	as	thou	dealt	with	me,	so	I	did	deal	with	thee,	and	it	ran	away	swiftly,	and	the	Star-Child	went	towards	the	city.Now	at	the	gate	of	the	city	there	was	seated	one	who	was	a	leper.	Over	his	face	hung	a	cowl	of	grey	linen,	and	through	the	eyelets	his	eyes	gleamed	like	red
coals.	And	when	he	saw	the	Star-Child	coming,	he	struck	upon	a	wooden	bowl,	and	clattered	his	bell,	and	called	out	to	him,	and	said,	Give	me	a	piece	of	money,	or	I	must	die	of	hunger.	For	they	have	thrust	me	out	of	the	city,	and	there	is	no	one	who	has	pity	on	me.Alas!	cried	the	Star-Child,	I	have	but	one	piece	of	money	in	my	wallet,	and	if	I	bring	it
not	to	my	master	he	will	beat	me,	for	I	am	his	slave.But	the	leper	entreated	him,	and	prayed	of	him,	till	the	Star-Child	had	pity,	and	gave	him	the	piece	of	white	gold.And	when	he	came	to	the	Magicians	house,	the	Magician	opened	to	him,	and	brought	him	in,	and	said	to	him,	Hast	thou	the	piece	of	white	gold?	And	the	Star-Child	answered,	I	have	it



not.	So	the	Magician	fell	upon	him,	and	beat	him,	and	set	before	him	an	empty	trencher,	and	said,	Eat,	and	an	empty	cup,	and	said,	Drink,	and	flung	him	again	into	the	dungeon.And	on	the	morrow	the	Magician	came	to	him,	and	said,	If	to-day	thou	bringest	me	not	the	piece	of	yellow	gold,	I	will	surely	keep	thee	as	my	slave,	and	give	thee	three
hundred	stripes.So	the	Star-Child	went	to	the	wood,	and	all	day	long	he	searched	for	the	piece	of	yellow	gold,	but	nowhere	could	he	find	it.	And	at	sunset	he	sat	him	down	and	began	to	weep,	and	as	he	was	weeping	there	came	to	him	the	little	Hare	that	he	had	rescued	from	the	trap.And	the	Hare	said	to	him,	Why	art	thou	weeping?	And	what	dost	thou
seek	in	the	wood?And	the	Star-Child	answered,	I	am	seeking	for	a	piece	of	yellow	gold	that	is	hidden	here,	and	if	I	find	it	not	my	master	will	beat	me,	and	keep	me	as	a	slave.Follow	me,	cried	the	Hare,	and	it	ran	through	the	wood	till	it	came	to	a	pool	of	water.	And	at	the	bottom	of	the	pool	the	piece	of	yellow	gold	was	lying.How	shall	I	thank	thee?	said
the	Star-Child,	for	lo!	this	is	the	second	time	that	you	have	succoured	me.Nay,	but	thou	hadst	pity	on	me	first,	said	the	Hare,	and	it	ran	away	swiftly.And	the	Star-Child	took	the	piece	of	yellow	gold,	and	put	it	in	his	wallet,	and	hurried	to	the	city.	But	the	leper	saw	him	coming,	and	ran	to	meet	him,	and	knelt	down	and	cried,	Give	me	a	piece	of	money	or
I	shall	die	of	hunger.And	the	Star-Child	said	to	him,	I	have	in	my	wallet	but	one	piece	of	yellow	gold,	and	if	I	bring	it	not	to	my	master	he	will	beat	me	and	keep	me	as	his	slave.But	the	leper	entreated	him	sore,	so	that	the	Star-Child	had	pity	on	him,	and	gave	him	the	piece	of	yellow	gold.And	when	he	came	to	the	Magicians	house,	the	Magician	opened
to	him,	and	brought	him	in,	and	said	to	him,	Hast	thou	the	piece	of	yellow	gold?	And	the	Star-Child	said	to	him,	I	have	it	not.	So	the	Magician	fell	upon	him,	and	beat	him,	and	loaded	him	with	chains,	and	cast	him	again	into	the	dungeon.And	on	the	morrow	the	Magician	came	to	him,	and	said,	If	to-day	thou	bringest	me	the	piece	of	red	gold	I	will	set
thee	free,	but	if	thou	bringest	it	not	I	will	surely	slay	thee.So	the	Star-Child	went	to	the	wood,	and	all	day	long	he	searched	for	the	piece	of	red	gold,	but	nowhere	could	he	find	it.	And	at	evening	he	sat	him	down	and	wept,	and	as	he	was	weeping	there	came	to	him	the	little	Hare.And	the	Hare	said	to	him,	The	piece	of	red	gold	that	thou	seekest	is	in	the
cavern	that	is	behind	thee.	Therefore	weep	no	more	but	be	glad.How	shall	I	reward	thee?	cried	the	Star-Child,	for	lo!	this	is	the	third	time	thou	hast	succoured	me.Nay,	but	thou	hadst	pity	on	me	first,	said	the	Hare,	and	it	ran	away	swiftly.And	the	Star-Child	entered	the	cavern,	and	in	its	farthest	corner	he	found	the	piece	of	red	gold.	So	he	put	it	in	his
wallet,	and	hurried	to	the	city.	And	the	leper	seeing	him	coming,	stood	in	the	centre	of	the	road,	and	cried	out,	and	said	to	him,	Give	me	the	piece	of	red	money,	or	I	must	die,	and	the	Star-Child	had	pity	on	him	again,	and	gave	him	the	piece	of	red	gold,	saying,	Thy	need	is	greater	than	mine.	Yet	was	his	heart	heavy,	for	he	knew	what	evil	fate	awaited
him.But	lo!	as	he	passed	through	the	gate	of	the	city,	the	guards	bowed	down	and	made	obeisance	to	him,	saying,	How	beautiful	is	our	lord!	and	a	crowd	of	citizens	followed	him,	and	cried	out,	Surely	there	is	none	so	beautiful	in	the	whole	world!	so	that	the	Star-Child	wept,	and	said	to	himself,	They	are	mocking	me,	and	making	light	of	my	misery.
And	so	large	was	the	concourse	of	the	people,	that	he	lost	the	threads	of	his	way,	and	found	himself	at	last	in	a	great	square,	in	which	there	was	a	palace	of	a	King.And	the	gate	of	the	palace	opened,	and	the	priests	and	the	high	officers	of	the	city	ran	forth	to	meet	him,	and	they	abased	themselves	before	him,	and	said,	Thou	art	our	lord	for	whom	we
have	been	waiting,	and	the	son	of	our	King.And	the	Star-Child	answered	them	and	said,	I	am	no	kings	son,	but	the	child	of	a	poor	beggar-woman.	And	how	say	ye	that	I	am	beautiful,	for	I	know	that	I	am	evil	to	look	at?Then	he,	whose	armour	was	inlaid	with	gilt	flowers,	and	on	whose	helmet	crouched	a	lion	that	had	wings,	held	up	a	shield,	and	cried,
How	saith	my	lord	that	he	is	not	beautiful?And	the	Star-Child	looked,	and	lo!	his	face	was	even	as	it	had	been,	and	his	comeliness	had	come	back	to	him,	and	he	saw	that	in	his	eyes	which	he	had	not	seen	there	before.And	the	priests	and	the	high	officers	knelt	down	and	said	to	him,	It	was	prophesied	of	old	that	on	this	day	should	come	he	who	was	to
rule	over	us.	Therefore,	let	our	lord	take	this	crown	and	this	sceptre,	and	be	in	his	justice	and	mercy	our	King	over	us.But	he	said	to	them,	I	am	not	worthy,	for	I	have	denied	the	mother	who	bare	me,	nor	may	I	rest	till	I	have	found	her,	and	known	her	forgiveness.	Therefore,	let	me	go,	for	I	must	wander	again	over	the	world,	and	may	not	tarry	here,
though	ye	bring	me	the	crown	and	the	sceptre.	And	as	he	spake	he	turned	his	face	from	them	towards	the	street	that	led	to	the	gate	of	the	city,	and	lo!	amongst	the	crowd	that	pressed	round	the	soldiers,	he	saw	the	beggar-woman	who	was	his	mother,	and	at	her	side	stood	the	leper,	who	had	sat	by	the	road.And	a	cry	of	joy	broke	from	his	lips,	and	he
ran	over,	and	kneeling	down	he	kissed	the	wounds	on	his	mothers	feet,	and	wet	them	with	his	tears.	He	bowed	his	head	in	the	dust,	and	sobbing,	as	one	whose	heart	might	break,	he	said	to	her:	Mother,	I	denied	thee	in	the	hour	of	my	pride.	Accept	me	in	the	hour	of	my	humility.	Mother,	I	gave	thee	hatred.	Do	thou	give	me	love.	Mother,	I	rejected
thee.	Receive	thy	child	now.	But	the	beggar-woman	answered	him	not	a	word.And	he	reached	out	his	hands,	and	clasped	the	white	feet	of	the	leper,	and	said	to	him:	Thrice	did	I	give	thee	of	my	mercy.	Bid	my	mother	speak	to	me	once.	But	the	leper	answered	him	not	a	word.And	he	sobbed	again	and	said:	Mother,	my	suffering	is	greater	than	I	can
bear.	Give	me	thy	forgiveness,	and	let	me	go	back	to	the	forest.	And	the	beggar-woman	put	her	hand	on	his	head,	and	said	to	him,	Rise,	and	the	leper	put	his	hand	on	his	head,	and	said	to	him,	Rise,	also.And	he	rose	up	from	his	feet,	and	looked	at	them,	and	lo!	they	were	a	King	and	a	Queen.	The	Star-Child	is	a	short	story	written	by	Oscar	Wilde	that
invites	readers	to	reflect	on	themes	of	identity,	compassion,	and	the	transformative	power	of	empathy.	Published	in	1891	as	part	of	the	anthology	House	of	Pomegranates,	the	story	tells	the	tale	of	a	child	born	with	a	star	on	his	forehead,	who	is	rejected	by	his	cruel	and	selfish	mother.	The	story	follows	the	Star-Childs	journey	as	he	learns	valuable
lessons	about	kindness,	humility,	and	the	true	meaning	of	beauty.As	an	allegory,	The	Star-Child	uses	symbolic	characters	and	events	to	convey	a	deeper	meaning	beyond	the	literal	interpretation	of	the	story.	Through	the	Star-Childs	experiences,	Wilde	explores	the	themes	of	social	inequality,	moral	responsibility,	and	the	consequences	of	ones	actions.
The	storys	message	is	timeless	and	relevant	even	today,	as	it	encourages	readers	to	look	beyond	superficial	appearances	and	to	embrace	empathy	and	compassion	for	all.Context	of	The	Star-ChildOscar	Wildes	Literary	JourneyOscar	Wilde,	born	in	Dublin	in	1854,	was	a	prominent	Irish	playwright,	novelist,	and	poet.	He	was	known	for	his	witty	and
satirical	writing	style,	which	often	criticized	Victorian	society.	Wildes	literary	career	began	in	the	1880s	with	the	publication	of	his	collection	of	fairy	tales,	including	The	Happy	Prince,	The	Nightingale	and	the	Rose,	and	The	Selfish	Giant.The	Star-Child	was	published	in	1891	as	part	of	Wildes	second	collection	of	fairy	tales,	A	House	of	Pomegranates.
The	story	is	an	allegory	that	explores	the	themes	of	beauty,	pride,	and	redemption.	It	is	considered	one	of	Wildes	most	complex	and	philosophical	works.Historical	and	Cultural	BackgroundThe	Star-Child	was	written	during	the	Victorian	era,	a	time	of	great	social	and	political	change	in	Britain.	The	Industrial	Revolution	had	transformed	the	country,
and	there	was	a	growing	divide	between	the	rich	and	the	poor.	The	Victorian	era	was	also	marked	by	a	strict	moral	code	and	a	focus	on	propriety	and	respectability.Wildes	writing	challenged	these	societal	norms,	and	he	often	used	fairy	tales	to	critique	Victorian	values.	The	Star-Child	is	a	prime	example	of	this,	as	it	explores	the	dangers	of	pride	and
the	importance	of	compassion	and	humility.In	addition	to	its	social	commentary,	The	Star-Child	also	draws	on	traditional	fairy	tale	motifs	and	symbolism.	The	story	features	a	magical	transformation,	a	quest	for	identity,	and	a	journey	of	self-discovery.	These	elements	are	woven	together	to	create	a	powerful	allegory	that	resonates	with	readers	to	this
day.Overview	of	The	Star-ChildThe	Star-Child	is	a	short	story	written	by	Oscar	Wilde,	which	was	published	in	1891	as	part	of	his	fairy-tale	collection	A	House	of	Pomegranates.	The	story	follows	the	journey	of	a	young	boy	who	is	born	out	of	a	falling	star.	The	boy	is	raised	by	a	cruel	and	selfish	woman	who	mistreats	him	and	makes	him	work	as	a
servant.As	the	story	progresses,	the	boys	true	identity	is	revealed,	and	he	embarks	on	a	quest	to	find	his	true	mother	and	father.	Along	the	way,	he	encounters	various	characters	who	test	his	character	and	morality,	including	a	beggar	woman	who	he	initially	denies	as	his	mother.The	Star-Child	is	a	beautiful	allegory	that	explores	themes	of	identity,
morality,	and	the	consequences	of	ones	actions.	Wildes	use	of	vivid	imagery	and	symbolism	creates	a	magical	and	enchanting	world	that	captivates	the	readers	imagination.Main	Allegorical	ElementsThe	Star-Child	as	a	SymbolIn	The	Star-Child	by	Oscar	Wilde,	the	titular	character	is	a	symbol	of	the	human	struggle	to	find	ones	place	in	the	world.	The
Star-Childs	celestial	heritage	sets	him	apart	from	the	other	characters	in	the	story,	and	his	journey	to	understand	his	identity	and	purpose	reflects	the	universal	human	search	for	meaning.	The	Star-Childs	struggles	with	societal	expectations,	inner	turmoil,	and	the	consequences	of	his	actions	are	all	allegorical	representations	of	the	human
experience.Themes	of	Redemption	and	CompassionOne	of	the	main	allegorical	themes	in	The	Star-Child	is	the	power	of	redemption	and	compassion.	The	Star-Childs	journey	towards	redemption	is	a	reflection	of	the	human	capacity	for	change	and	growth.	Through	his	encounters	with	the	other	characters	in	the	story,	the	Star-Child	learns	the
importance	of	empathy	and	compassion	towards	others,	and	ultimately	finds	redemption	through	his	acts	of	kindness	and	selflessness.Contrast	of	Inner	and	Outer	BeautyAnother	allegorical	element	in	The	Star-Child	is	the	contrast	between	inner	and	outer	beauty.	The	Star-Childs	physical	beauty	is	juxtaposed	with	his	inner	ugliness,	as	he	initially
lacks	empathy	and	compassion	towards	others.	Through	his	journey,	the	Star-Child	learns	that	true	beauty	comes	from	within,	and	that	outer	appearances	can	be	deceiving.	This	allegory	serves	as	a	reminder	to	look	beyond	superficial	appearances	and	to	value	inner	beauty	and	goodness.Character	Analysis	and	Allegory	The	Star-Child	is	the	main
character	of	the	story.	He	is	born	to	a	queen	who	falls	from	grace	and	is	banished	from	the	kingdom.	The	Star-Child	is	unique	in	appearance,	with	a	star	on	his	forehead,	and	is	treated	poorly	by	his	adoptive	family.	He	is	vain	and	selfish,	but	eventually	learns	the	value	of	compassion	and	empathy	through	his	experiences.	The	Star-Child	represents	the
idea	that	true	beauty	comes	from	within,	and	that	kindness	and	empathy	are	more	important	than	outward	appearance.The	Beggar-WomanThe	Beggar-Woman	is	a	character	who	appears	early	in	the	story.	She	is	initially	seen	as	a	pitiable	figure,	but	is	later	revealed	to	be	a	powerful	and	magical	being.	She	helps	the	Star-Child	on	his	journey,	and
teaches	him	the	importance	of	empathy	and	compassion.	The	Beggar-Woman	represents	the	idea	that	appearances	can	be	deceiving,	and	that	true	power	and	strength	come	from	within.The	Other	CharactersThere	are	several	other	characters	in	the	story,	including	the	Star-Childs	adoptive	family,	the	king	and	queen,	and	the	people	of	the	kingdom.
These	characters	serve	to	highlight	the	themes	of	the	story,	and	to	show	the	Star-Childs	growth	and	development.	The	other	characters	represent	the	idea	that	everyone	has	the	potential	for	growth	and	change,	and	that	empathy	and	compassion	can	be	learned	and	developed	over	time.Moral	Lessons	in	The	Star-ChildThe	Star-Child	is	a	short	story	by
Oscar	Wilde	that	teaches	valuable	moral	lessons	through	its	allegorical	elements.	The	story	follows	the	journey	of	a	child	of	the	stars	who	learns	about	humility	and	kindness	after	facing	various	trials	and	tribulations.The	story	teaches	us	that	beauty	and	talent	are	not	enough	to	make	a	person	truly	great.	The	Star-Child	is	gifted	with	exceptional
beauty	and	talent,	but	his	arrogance	and	lack	of	empathy	make	him	a	cruel	and	selfish	person.	It	is	only	after	he	experiences	the	suffering	and	pain	of	others	that	he	learns	the	importance	of	compassion	and	humility.Another	moral	lesson	that	the	story	teaches	is	the	value	of	hard	work	and	perseverance.	The	two	woodcutters	in	the	story	work	hard	to
earn	their	living,	despite	their	poverty	and	difficult	circumstances.	The	Star-Child,	on	the	other	hand,	is	born	with	exceptional	beauty	and	talent,	but	he	takes	his	gifts	for	granted	and	fails	to	appreciate	the	value	of	hard	work.The	story	also	highlights	the	importance	of	forgiveness	and	redemption.	Despite	his	cruel	and	selfish	behavior,	The	Star-Child
is	given	a	chance	to	redeem	himself	through	his	acts	of	kindness	and	selflessness.	By	helping	others	and	showing	empathy,	he	is	able	to	overcome	his	flaws	and	become	a	better	person.Literary	Devices	UsedSymbolismIn	The	Star-Child,	Oscar	Wilde	uses	symbolism	to	convey	deeper	meanings.	The	star	that	falls	from	the	sky	represents	the	main
characters	true	identity	and	his	destiny.	The	star	is	a	symbol	of	purity,	innocence,	and	beauty.	The	stars	fall	to	earth	represents	the	characters	descent	into	a	world	of	sin	and	corruption.	The	stars	transformation	into	a	jewel	symbolizes	the	characters	transformation	into	a	cold	and	heartless	person.ImageryOscar	Wilde	uses	vivid	imagery	to	create	a
magical	and	dreamlike	atmosphere	in	The	Star-Child.	The	descriptions	of	the	star,	the	forest,	and	the	palace	are	rich	in	sensory	details,	creating	a	sense	of	wonder	and	enchantment.	The	use	of	imagery	also	helps	to	convey	the	characters	emotional	state	and	his	inner	struggles.IronyIrony	is	used	to	create	a	contrast	between	appearance	and	reality	in
The	Star-Child.	The	main	characters	physical	beauty	is	juxtaposed	with	his	moral	ugliness.	The	characters	arrogance	and	pride	are	contrasted	with	his	lowly	birth	and	his	eventual	downfall.	The	use	of	irony	highlights	the	theme	of	the	story,	which	is	the	danger	of	vanity	and	the	importance	of	humility.Reception	and	Criticism	of	the	StoryDespite	being
one	of	the	lesser-known	works	of	Oscar	Wilde,	The	Star-Child	has	received	critical	acclaim	for	its	allegorical	themes	and	vivid	storytelling.	The	story	has	been	praised	for	its	ability	to	convey	complex	moral	lessons	through	simple	and	accessible	language,	making	it	a	popular	choice	for	childrens	literature.One	of	the	most	notable	aspects	of	the	story	is
its	use	of	Christian	symbolism,	which	has	drawn	criticism	from	some	readers	who	feel	that	the	story	is	too	heavy-handed	in	its	religious	messaging.	However,	others	argue	that	the	storys	allegorical	nature	allows	it	to	transcend	its	religious	origins	and	speak	to	universal	themes	of	redemption	and	transformation.Influence	on	Modern	LiteratureOscar
Wildes	The	Star-Child	has	had	a	significant	impact	on	modern	literature.	The	allegorical	tale	has	inspired	many	writers	to	explore	similar	themes	in	their	works.	For	instance,	Neil	Gaimans	Stardust	draws	inspiration	from	Wildes	story	and	features	a	fallen	star	that	transforms	into	a	human.Moreover,	The	Star-Child	has	also	influenced	the	development
of	science	fiction	and	fantasy	genres.	The	storys	themes	of	transformation,	identity,	and	redemption	have	become	a	staple	in	these	genres.	The	concept	of	a	character	undergoing	a	profound	transformation	is	a	common	trope	in	science	fiction	and	fantasy	literature.In	addition,	The	Star-Child	has	also	influenced	modern	theater.	The	tales	themes	of
transformation	and	identity	have	inspired	many	plays,	including	Tony	Kushners	Angels	in	America.	The	play	explores	similar	themes	as	The	Star-Child	and	features	characters	who	undergo	profound	transformations	throughout	the	story.	This	fable-like	story	by	Oscar	Wilde	begins	with	a	baby	seemingly	falling	from	the	sky.	His	life-story	unfolds
through	themes	of	poverty,	social	class,	narcissism,	cruelty,	karma,	loss,	repentance	and	redemption.	Finally,	as	lord	of	a	great	city,	he	rules	with	justice	and	mercy	to	all.	In	the	last	paragraph,	the	story	takes	an	unexpected	and	some	say	disappointing	turn.	He	dies	three	years	later,	and	his	successor	rules	evilly.	Interpretations	of	this	depressing
denouement	include	the	futility	of	one	man	trying	to	change	the	way	of	the	world,	and	the	benefits	of	democracy	over	autocratic	rule.	The	Star-Child	Text	/	PDF	/	Audio	(6,350	words)	Once	upon	a	time	two	poor	Woodcutters	were	making	their	way	home	through	a	great	pine-forest.	It	was	winter,	and	a	night	of	bitter	cold.	The	snow	lay	thick	upon	the
ground,	and	upon	the	branches	of	the	trees:	the	frost	kept	snapping	the	little	twigs	on	either	side	of	them,	as	they	passed:	and	when	they	came	to	the	Mountain-Torrent	she	was	hanging	motionless	in	air,	for	the	Ice-King	had	kissed	her.	So	cold	was	it	that	even	the	animals	and	the	birds	did	not	know	what	to	make	of	it.	Ugh!	snarled	the	Wolf	as	he
limped	through	the	brushwood	with	his	tail	between	his	legs,	this	is	perfectly	monstrous	weather.	Why	doesnt	the	Government	look	to	it?	Weet!	weet!	weet!	twittered	the	green	Linnets,	the	old	Earth	is	dead,	and	they	have	laid	her	out	in	her	white	shroud.	The	Earth	is	going	to	be	married,	and	this	is	her	bridal	dress,	whispered	the	Turtle-doves	to	each
other.	Their	little	pink	feet	were	quite	frost-bitten,	but	they	felt	that	it	was	their	duty	to	take	a	romantic	view	of	the	situation.	Nonsense!	growled	the	Wolf.	I	tell	you	that	it	is	all	the	fault	of	the	Government,	and	if	you	dont	believe	me	I	shall	eat	you.	The	Wolf	had	a	thoroughly	practical	mind,	and	was	never	at	a	loss	for	a	good	argument.	Well,	for	my
own	part,	said	the	Woodpecker,	who	was	a	born	philosopher,	I	dont	care	an	atomic	theory	for	explanations.	If	a	thing	is	so,	it	is	so,	and	at	present	it	is	terribly	cold.	Terribly	cold	it	certainly	was.	The	little	Squirrels,	who	lived	inside	the	tall	fir-tree,	kept	rubbing	each	others	noses	to	keep	themselves	warm,	and	the	Rabbits	curled	themselves	up	in	their
holes,	and	did	not	venture	even	to	look	out	of	doors.	The	only	people	who	seemed	to	enjoy	it	were	the	great	horned	Owls.	Their	feathers	were	quite	stiff	with	rime,	but	they	did	not	mind,	and	they	rolled	their	large	yellow	eyes,	and	called	out	to	each	other	across	the	forest,	Tu-whit!	Tu-whoo!	Tu-whit!	Tu-whoo!	what	delightful	weather	we	are	having!
On	and	on	went	the	two	Woodcutters,	blowing	lustily	upon	their	fingers,	and	stamping	with	their	huge	iron-shod	boots	upon	the	caked	snow.	Once	they	sank	into	a	deep	drift,	and	came	out	as	white	as	millers	are,	when	the	stones	are	grinding;	and	once	they	slipped	on	the	hard	smooth	ice	where	the	marsh-water	was	frozen,	and	their	faggots	fell	out	of
their	bundles,	and	they	had	to	pick	them	up	and	bind	them	together	again;	and	once	they	thought	that	they	had	lost	their	way,	and	a	great	terror	seized	on	them,	for	they	knew	that	the	Snow	is	cruel	to	those	who	sleep	in	her	arms.	But	they	put	their	trust	in	the	good	Saint	Martin,	who	watches	over	all	travellers,	and	retraced	their	steps,	and	went
warily,	and	at	last	they	reached	the	outskirts	of	the	forest,	and	saw,	far	down	in	the	valley	beneath	them,	the	lights	of	the	village	in	which	they	dwelt.	So	overjoyed	were	they	at	their	deliverance	that	they	laughed	aloud,	and	the	Earth	seemed	to	them	like	a	flower	of	silver,	and	the	Moon	like	a	flower	of	gold.	Yet,	after	that	they	had	laughed	they
became	sad,	for	they	remembered	their	poverty,	and	one	of	them	said	to	the	other,	Why	did	we	make	merry,	seeing	that	life	is	for	the	rich,	and	not	for	such	as	we	are?	Better	that	we	had	died	of	cold	in	the	forest,	or	that	some	wild	beast	had	fallen	upon	us	and	slain	us.	Truly,	answered	his	companion,	much	is	given	to	some,	and	little	is	given	to	others.
Injustice	has	parcelled	out	the	world,	nor	is	there	equal	division	of	aught	save	of	sorrow.	But	as	they	were	bewailing	their	misery	to	each	other	this	strange	thing	happened.	There	fell	from	heaven	a	very	bright	and	beautiful	star.	It	slipped	down	the	side	of	the	sky,	passing	by	the	other	stars	in	its	course,	and,	as	they	watched	it	wondering,	it	seemed	to
them	to	sink	behind	a	clump	of	willow-trees	that	stood	hard	by	a	little	sheep-fold	no	more	than	a	stones	throw	away.	Why!	there	is	a	crock	of	gold	for	whoever	finds	it,	they	cried,	and	they	set	to	and	ran,	so	eager	were	they	for	the	gold.	And	one	of	them	ran	faster	than	his	mate,	and	outstripped	him,	and	forced	his	way	through	the	willows,	and	came
out	on	the	other	side,	and	lo!	there	was	indeed	a	thing	of	gold	lying	on	the	white	snow.	So	he	hastened	towards	it,	and	stooping	down	placed	his	hands	upon	it,	and	it	was	a	cloak	of	golden	tissue,	curiously	wrought	with	stars,	and	wrapped	in	many	folds.	And	he	cried	out	to	his	comrade	that	he	had	found	the	treasure	that	had	fallen	from	the	sky,	and
when	his	comrade	had	come	up,	they	sat	them	down	in	the	snow,	and	loosened	the	folds	of	the	cloak	that	they	might	divide	the	pieces	of	gold.	But,	alas!	no	gold	was	in	it,	nor	silver,	nor,	indeed,	treasure	of	any	kind,	but	only	a	little	child	who	was	asleep.	And	one	of	them	said	to	the	other:	This	is	a	bitter	ending	to	our	hope,	nor	have	we	any	good
fortune,	for	what	doth	a	child	profit	to	a	man?	Let	us	leave	it	here,	and	go	our	way,	seeing	that	we	are	poor	men,	and	have	children	of	our	own	whose	bread	we	may	not	give	to	another.	But	his	companion	answered	him:	Nay,	but	it	were	an	evil	thing	to	leave	the	child	to	perish	here	in	the	snow,	and	though	I	am	as	poor	as	thou	art,	and	have	many
mouths	to	feed,	and	but	little	in	the	pot,	yet	will	I	bring	it	home	with	me,	and	my	wife	shall	have	care	of	it.	So	very	tenderly	he	took	up	the	child,	and	wrapped	the	cloak	around	it	to	shield	it	from	the	harsh	cold,	and	made	his	way	down	the	hill	to	the	village,	his	comrade	marvelling	much	at	his	foolishness	and	softness	of	heart.	And	when	they	came	to
the	village,	his	comrade	said	to	him,	Thou	hast	the	child,	therefore	give	me	the	cloak,	for	it	is	meet	that	we	should	share.	But	he	answered	him:	Nay,	for	the	cloak	is	neither	mine	nor	thine,	but	the	childs	only,	and	he	bade	him	Godspeed,	and	went	to	his	own	house	and	knocked.	And	when	his	wife	opened	the	door	and	saw	that	her	husband	had
returned	safe	to	her,	she	put	her	arms	round	his	neck	and	kissed	him,	and	took	from	his	back	the	bundle	of	faggots,	and	brushed	the	snow	off	his	boots,	and	bade	him	come	in.	But	he	said	to	her,	I	have	found	something	in	the	forest,	and	I	have	brought	it	to	thee	to	have	care	of	it,	and	he	stirred	not	from	the	threshold.	What	is	it?	she	cried.	Show	it	to
me,	for	the	house	is	bare,	and	we	have	need	of	many	things.	And	he	drew	the	cloak	back,	and	showed	her	the	sleeping	child.	Alack,	goodman!	she	murmured,	have	we	not	children	enough	of	our	own,	that	thou	must	needs	bring	a	changeling	to	sit	by	the	hearth?	And	who	knows	if	it	will	not	bring	us	bad	fortune?	And	how	shall	we	tend	it?	And	she	was
wroth	against	him.	Nay,	but	it	is	a	Star-Child,	he	answered;	and	he	told	her	the	strange	manner	of	the	finding	of	it.	But	she	would	not	be	appeased,	but	mocked	at	him,	and	spoke	angrily,	and	cried:	Our	children	lack	bread,	and	shall	we	feed	the	child	of	another?	Who	is	there	who	careth	for	us?	And	who	giveth	us	food?	Nay,	but	God	careth	for	the
sparrows	even,	and	feedeth	them,	he	answered.	Do	not	the	sparrows	die	of	hunger	in	the	winter?	she	asked.	And	is	it	not	winter	now?	And	the	man	answered	nothing,	but	stirred	not	from	the	threshold.	And	a	bitter	wind	from	the	forest	came	in	through	the	open	door,	and	made	her	tremble,	and	she	shivered,	and	said	to	him:	Wilt	thou	not	close	the
door?	There	cometh	a	bitter	wind	into	the	house,	and	I	am	cold.	Into	a	house	where	a	heart	is	hard	cometh	there	not	always	a	bitter	wind?	he	asked.	And	the	woman	answered	him	nothing,	but	crept	closer	to	the	fire.	And	after	a	time	she	turned	round	and	looked	at	him,	and	her	eyes	were	full	of	tears.	And	he	came	in	swiftly,	and	placed	the	child	in	her
arms,	and	she	kissed	it,	and	laid	it	in	a	little	bed	where	the	youngest	of	their	own	children	was	lying.	And	on	the	morrow	the	Woodcutter	took	the	curious	cloak	of	gold	and	placed	it	in	a	great	chest,	and	a	chain	of	amber	that	was	round	the	childs	neck	his	wife	took	and	set	it	in	the	chest	also.	So	the	Star-Child	was	brought	up	with	the	children	of	the
Woodcutter,	and	sat	at	the	same	board	with	them,	and	was	their	playmate.	And	every	year	he	became	more	beautiful	to	look	at,	so	that	all	those	who	dwelt	in	the	village	were	filled	with	wonder,	for,	while	they	were	swarthy	and	black-haired,	he	was	white	and	delicate	as	sawn	ivory,	and	his	curls	were	like	the	rings	of	the	daffodil.	His	lips,	also,	were
like	the	petals	of	a	red	flower,	and	his	eyes	were	like	violets	by	a	river	of	pure	water,	and	his	body	like	the	narcissus	of	a	field	where	the	mower	comes	not.	Yet	did	his	beauty	work	him	evil.	For	he	grew	proud,	and	cruel,	and	selfish.	The	children	of	the	Woodcutter,	and	the	other	children	of	the	village,	he	despised,	saying	that	they	were	of	mean
parentage,	while	he	was	noble,	being	sprung	from	a	Star,	and	he	made	himself	master	over	them,	and	called	them	his	servants.	No	pity	had	he	for	the	poor,	or	for	those	who	were	blind	or	maimed	or	in	any	way	afflicted,	but	would	cast	stones	at	them	and	drive	them	forth	on	to	the	highway,	and	bid	them	beg	their	bread	elsewhere,	so	that	none	save
the	outlaws	came	twice	to	that	village	to	ask	for	aims.	Indeed,	he	was	as	one	enamoured	of	beauty,	and	would	mock	at	the	weakly	and	ill-favoured,	and	make	jest	of	them;	and	himself	he	loved,	and	in	summer,	when	the	winds	were	still,	he	would	lie	by	the	well	in	the	priests	orchard	and	look	down	at	the	marvel	of	his	own	face,	and	laugh	for	the
pleasure	he	had	in	his	fairness.	Often	did	the	Woodcutter	and	his	wife	chide	him,	and	say:	We	did	not	deal	with	thee	as	thou	dealest	with	those	who	are	left	desolate,	and	have	none	to	succour	them.	Wherefore	art	thou	so	cruel	to	all	who	need	pity?	Often	did	the	old	priest	send	for	him,	and	seek	to	teach	him	the	love	of	living	things,	saying	to	him:	The
fly	is	thy	brother.	Do	it	no	harm.	The	wild	birds	that	roam	through	the	forest	have	their	freedom.	Snare	them	not	for	thy	pleasure.	God	made	the	blind-worm	and	the	mole,	and	each	has	its	place.	Who	art	thou	to	bring	pain	into	Gods	world?	Even	the	cattle	of	the	field	praise	Him.	But	the	Star-Child	heeded	not	their	words,	but	would	frown	and	flout,	and
go	back	to	his	companions,	and	lead	them.	And	his	companions	followed	him,	for	he	was	fair,	and	fleet	of	foot,	and	could	dance,	and	pipe,	and	make	music.	And	wherever	the	Star-Child	led	them	they	followed,	and	whatever	the	Star-Child	bade	them	do,	that	did	they.	And	when	he	pierced	with	a	sharp	reed	the	dim	eyes	of	the	mole,	they	laughed,	and
when	he	cast	stones	at	the	leper	they	laughed	also.	And	in	all	things	he	ruled	them,	and	they	became	hard	of	heart,	even	as	he	was.	Now	there	passed	one	day	through	the	village	a	poor	beggar-woman.	Her	garments	were	torn	and	ragged,	and	her	feet	were	bleeding	from	the	rough	road	on	which	she	had	travelled,	and	she	was	in	very	evil	plight.	And
being	weary	she	sat	her	down	under	a	chestnut-tree	to	rest.	Author:	Oscar	WildePublished:	1891Genre:	Fairy	Tale,	Short	storyRead	The	Star-Child	online	at	PageVioThe	Star-Child	is	a	short	story	byOscar	Wilde,	published	in	1891	as	part	of	Wildes	fairy-tale	collection	A	House	of	Pomegranates.	Other	short	stories	in	this	collection	are	The	Young	King,
The	Birthday	of	the	Infanta,	and	The	Fisherman	and	His	Soul.Oscar	Wilde,	the	iconic	Irish	playwright,	poet,	and	novelist,	is	renowned	for	his	distinctive	storytelling	style	that	blends	fantasy,	wit,	and	moral	insights.	The	Star-Child	stands	out	as	a	profound	allegory	that	invites	readers	to	reflect	on	themes	of	identity,	compassion,	and	the	transformative
power	of	empathy.	The	Star-Child	takes	readers	on	a	captivating	journey	through	a	world	where	enchantment	and	moral	dilemmas	coexist.	The	narrative	revolves	around	a	young	prince	born	of	a	queens	secret	union	with	a	beggar.	His	birthright	tainted	by	his	humble	origins,	the	prince	grows	into	an	arrogant	and	self-centered	individual.The	story
opens	with	the	young	princes	encounter	with	an	old	beggar	woman,	who	seeks	shelter	and	warmth	in	his	palace.	Disregarding	her	pitiable	condition,	the	prince	callously	turns	her	away,	thus	inviting	a	curse	that	drastically	alters	his	destiny.	Transformed	into	a	hideous	creature,	the	prince	embarks	on	a	journey	of	trials	and	self-discovery,	learning
profound	lessons	about	the	true	essence	of	beauty	and	kindness.Two	poor	Woodcutters	journey	through	a	cold	forest	in	winter.	The	severe	cold	baffles	animals.	They	discuss	the	weather	and	its	causes.	Philosophical	discussions	ensue.	Amid	laughter	and	sadness	about	their	poverty,	they	find	a	bright	star	descending,	hoping	its	gold.	Instead,	they	find
a	golden	cloak	containing	a	sleeping	child.One	wants	to	leave	the	Star-Child,	but	the	other	carries	it	home	compassionately.	His	wife	questions	his	decision	due	to	their	own	poverty.	He	reaches	the	village	with	the	Star-Child,	and	his	companion	asks	for	the	cloak.	The	compassionate	Woodcutter	shows	the	Star-Child	to	his	wife,	whos	angry	about	their
own	childrens	plight.	He	responds	that	God	cares	for	even	sparrows.As	a	bitter	wind	blows	in,	the	wife	shivers	and	asks	him	to	close	the	door,	to	which	he	replies	that	a	house	with	a	hard	heart	always	has	a	bitter	wind.	Her	eyes	fill	with	tears,	and	she	embraces	the	Star-Child.	The	Star-Child	is	placed	with	their	own	youngest	child	in	a	bed.	The
Woodcutter	stores	the	golden	cloak	and	a	chain	of	amber	in	a	chest.The	Star-Child	grows	up	among	the	Woodcutters	children,	becoming	more	beautiful	with	each	passing	year.	However,	he	becomes	arrogant,	cruel,	and	selfish	due	to	his	beauty.	He	mocks	the	poor	and	treats	them	with	disdain.	A	beggar-woman	arrives	in	the	village,	claiming	to	be	his
mother	and	recognizing	him	by	a	chain	of	amber	and	a	cloak	of	golden	tissue.	The	Star-Child	rejects	her,	accusing	her	of	being	a	foul	beggar.	The	beggar-woman	weeps	and	leaves.	He	continues	his	harsh	ways,	driving	his	playmates	away.One	day,	he	looks	into	a	well	and	sees	that	his	face	has	turned	ugly	like	a	toads	and	his	body	like	an	adders.	He
believes	this	is	a	punishment	for	his	cruelty	towards	his	mother.	Determined	to	find	her	and	seek	her	forgiveness,	he	runs	into	the	forest	and	starts	a	journey	to	search	for	her.	Despite	asking	animals	for	help,	they	cant	assist	him	due	to	his	past	cruelty.	He	wanders	the	world	for	three	years,	scorned	and	rejected,	unable	to	find	his	mother	and	living	in
a	world	of	his	own	making.A	poor	and	disfigured	beggar,	the	Star-Child,	arrives	at	a	walled	city	by	a	river.	The	guards	refuse	him	entry,	but	he	mentions	hes	searching	for	his	mother.	The	soldiers	mock	him,	claiming	his	mother	wouldnt	want	to	see	his	repulsive	face.	Hes	finally	allowed	in	but	must	retrieve	pieces	of	gold	for	a	magician.	The	Star-Child
goes	to	a	wood,	and	a	Hare	helps	him	find	the	gold	pieces.On	his	way	back,	he	helps	a	leper	and	gives	away	the	gold.	Eventually,	hes	recognized	by	the	citys	people	as	their	rightful	ruler,	a	prophecy	fulfilled.	The	beggar	woman	and	the	leper	are	revealed	to	be	his	parents,	and	he	becomes	a	wise	and	just	king,	bringing	peace	and	prosperity.	However,
he	doesnt	rule	long	due	to	his	sufferings	and	trials.	After	three	years,	he	dies,	leaving	behind	a	legacy	of	kindness	and	compassion.At	its	core,	The	Star-Child	delves	into	several	thematic	layers	that	remain	relevant	in	contemporary	society.	The	story	serves	as	a	cautionary	tale	about	the	consequences	of	vanity,	arrogance,	and	the	inability	to	recognize
the	innate	worth	of	every	individual.	The	transformation	of	the	prince	into	an	unattractive	being	mirrors	the	deterioration	of	his	character	due	to	his	selfish	actions.The	symbolism	interwoven	within	the	narrative	adds	depth	and	complexity	to	its	allegorical	nature.	The	fallen	star	that	guides	the	princes	path	symbolizes	destiny,	while	the	suffering
animals	he	encountersa	wounded	hart	and	a	dying	birdmirror	his	own	journey	of	transformation.	The	transformation	of	the	princes	outward	appearance	parallels	his	internal	growth,	emphasizing	the	interconnectedness	of	the	physical	and	spiritual	realms.The	Star-Child	is	a	tale	of	moral	awakening	and	redemption.	As	the	prince	endures	hardships
and	faces	the	consequences	of	his	past	actions,	he	undergoes	a	profound	change	of	heart.	Through	empathy	and	compassion,	he	learns	to	look	beyond	appearances	and	recognizes	the	intrinsic	value	of	every	being.	The	story	underscores	the	importance	of	humility,	kindness,	and	the	ability	to	learn	from	mistakes.The	narrative	is	a	reminder	that
redemption	is	attainable	when	individuals	acknowledge	their	shortcomings	and	actively	strive	for	personal	growth.	This	theme	carries	a	timeless	message	that	resonates	with	readers	of	all	ages	and	backgrounds.Oscar	Wildes	narrative	technique	in	The	Star-Child	is	characterized	by	its	eloquent	prose	and	vivid	imagery.	The	omniscient	narrator
provides	insight	into	the	characters	thoughts	and	emotions,	enhancing	readers	engagement	with	the	story.	The	language	is	rich	with	metaphor	and	symbolism,	creating	an	enchanting	atmosphere	that	draws	readers	into	the	tales	otherworldly	setting.Wildes	writing	style	masterfully	blends	fantasy	with	moral	contemplation,	inviting	readers	to	explore
the	intricate	workings	of	the	human	soul	and	the	universal	truths	that	lie	beneath	the	surface.While	The	Star-Child	is	set	in	a	fantastical	world,	its	themes	are	strikingly	relevant	in	todays	society.	In	an	age	where	appearances	often	dominate	perceptions,	the	storys	exploration	of	inner	beauty	and	the	transformative	power	of	empathy	remains
profoundly	resonant.	The	tales	messages	about	personal	growth,	compassion,	and	the	capacity	for	change	are	valuable	lessons	that	transcend	time.Oscar	Wildes	The	Star-Child	is	a	literary	gem	that	continues	to	captivate	readers	with	its	allegorical	narrative	and	timeless	themes.	As	readers	follow	the	young	princes	journey	from	arrogance	to	humility,
they	are	reminded	of	the	enduring	importance	of	recognizing	the	intrinsic	value	of	every	individual.	The	storys	symbolism	and	moral	insights	make	it	a	thought-provoking	exploration	of	human	nature,	reminding	us	that	beneath	outward	appearances	lies	the	potential	for	personal	growth	and	transformation.	In	a	world	that	often	emphasizes	the
superficial,	The	Star-Child	encourages	us	to	look	beyond	and	discover	the	beauty	that	resides	within	the	heart	and	soul.Page	2	Author:	Oscar	Wilde	Published:	1891	Genre:	Fairy	Tale,	Short	story	Read	The	Star-Child	online	at	PageVio	The	Star-Child	is	a	short	story	byOscar	Wilde,	published	in	1891	as	part	of	Wildes	fairy-tale	collection	A	House	of
Pomegranates.	Other	short	stories	in	this	collection	are	The	Young	King,	The	Birthday	of	the	Infanta,	and	The	Fisherman	and	His	Soul.Oscar	Wilde,	the	iconic	Irish	playwright,	poet,	and	novelist,	is	renowned	for	his	distinctive	storytelling	style	that	blends	fantasy,	wit,	and	moral	insights.	The	Star-Child	stands	out	as	a	profound	allegory	that	invites
readers	to	reflect	on	themes	of	identity,	compassion,	and	the	transformative	power	of	empathy.	The	Star-Child	takes	readers	on	a	captivating	journey	through	a	world	where	enchantment	and	moral	dilemmas	coexist.	The	narrative	revolves	around	a	young	prince	born	of	a	queens	secret	union	with	a	beggar.	His	birthright	tainted	by	his	humble	origins,
the	prince	grows	into	an	arrogant	and	self-centered	individual.	The	story	opens	with	the	young	princes	encounter	with	an	old	beggar	woman,	who	seeks	shelter	and	warmth	in	his	palace.	Disregarding	her	pitiable	condition,	the	prince	callously	turns	her	away,	thus	inviting	a	curse	that	drastically	alters	his	destiny.	Transformed	into	a	hideous	creature,
the	prince	embarks	on	a	journey	of	trials	and	self-discovery,	learning	profound	lessons	about	the	true	essence	of	beauty	and	kindness.	Two	poor	Woodcutters	journey	through	a	cold	forest	in	winter.	The	severe	cold	baffles	animals.	They	discuss	the	weather	and	its	causes.	Philosophical	discussions	ensue.	Amid	laughter	and	sadness	about	their	poverty,
they	find	a	bright	star	descending,	hoping	its	gold.	Instead,	they	find	a	golden	cloak	containing	a	sleeping	child.	One	wants	to	leave	the	Star-Child,	but	the	other	carries	it	home	compassionately.	His	wife	questions	his	decision	due	to	their	own	poverty.	He	reaches	the	village	with	the	Star-Child,	and	his	companion	asks	for	the	cloak.	The	compassionate
Woodcutter	shows	the	Star-Child	to	his	wife,	whos	angry	about	their	own	childrens	plight.	He	responds	that	God	cares	for	even	sparrows.	As	a	bitter	wind	blows	in,	the	wife	shivers	and	asks	him	to	close	the	door,	to	which	he	replies	that	a	house	with	a	hard	heart	always	has	a	bitter	wind.	Her	eyes	fill	with	tears,	and	she	embraces	the	Star-Child.	The
Star-Child	is	placed	with	their	own	youngest	child	in	a	bed.	The	Woodcutter	stores	the	golden	cloak	and	a	chain	of	amber	in	a	chest.	The	Star-Child	grows	up	among	the	Woodcutters	children,	becoming	more	beautiful	with	each	passing	year.	However,	he	becomes	arrogant,	cruel,	and	selfish	due	to	his	beauty.	He	mocks	the	poor	and	treats	them	with
disdain.	A	beggar-woman	arrives	in	the	village,	claiming	to	be	his	mother	and	recognizing	him	by	a	chain	of	amber	and	a	cloak	of	golden	tissue.	The	Star-Child	rejects	her,	accusing	her	of	being	a	foul	beggar.	The	beggar-woman	weeps	and	leaves.	He	continues	his	harsh	ways,	driving	his	playmates	away.	One	day,	he	looks	into	a	well	and	sees	that	his
face	has	turned	ugly	like	a	toads	and	his	body	like	an	adders.	He	believes	this	is	a	punishment	for	his	cruelty	towards	his	mother.	Determined	to	find	her	and	seek	her	forgiveness,	he	runs	into	the	forest	and	starts	a	journey	to	search	for	her.	Despite	asking	animals	for	help,	they	cant	assist	him	due	to	his	past	cruelty.	He	wanders	the	world	for	three
years,	scorned	and	rejected,	unable	to	find	his	mother	and	living	in	a	world	of	his	own	making.	A	poor	and	disfigured	beggar,	the	Star-Child,	arrives	at	a	walled	city	by	a	river.	The	guards	refuse	him	entry,	but	he	mentions	hes	searching	for	his	mother.	The	soldiers	mock	him,	claiming	his	mother	wouldnt	want	to	see	his	repulsive	face.	Hes	finally
allowed	in	but	must	retrieve	pieces	of	gold	for	a	magician.	The	Star-Child	goes	to	a	wood,	and	a	Hare	helps	him	find	the	gold	pieces.	On	his	way	back,	he	helps	a	leper	and	gives	away	the	gold.	Eventually,	hes	recognized	by	the	citys	people	as	their	rightful	ruler,	a	prophecy	fulfilled.	The	beggar	woman	and	the	leper	are	revealed	to	be	his	parents,	and
he	becomes	a	wise	and	just	king,	bringing	peace	and	prosperity.	However,	he	doesnt	rule	long	due	to	his	sufferings	and	trials.	After	three	years,	he	dies,	leaving	behind	a	legacy	of	kindness	and	compassion.	At	its	core,	The	Star-Child	delves	into	several	thematic	layers	that	remain	relevant	in	contemporary	society.	The	story	serves	as	a	cautionary	tale
about	the	consequences	of	vanity,	arrogance,	and	the	inability	to	recognize	the	innate	worth	of	every	individual.	The	transformation	of	the	prince	into	an	unattractive	being	mirrors	the	deterioration	of	his	character	due	to	his	selfish	actions.	The	symbolism	interwoven	within	the	narrative	adds	depth	and	complexity	to	its	allegorical	nature.	The	fallen
star	that	guides	the	princes	path	symbolizes	destiny,	while	the	suffering	animals	he	encountersa	wounded	hart	and	a	dying	birdmirror	his	own	journey	of	transformation.	The	transformation	of	the	princes	outward	appearance	parallels	his	internal	growth,	emphasizing	the	interconnectedness	of	the	physical	and	spiritual	realms.	The	Star-Child	is	a	tale
of	moral	awakening	and	redemption.	As	the	prince	endures	hardships	and	faces	the	consequences	of	his	past	actions,	he	undergoes	a	profound	change	of	heart.	Through	empathy	and	compassion,	he	learns	to	look	beyond	appearances	and	recognizes	the	intrinsic	value	of	every	being.	The	story	underscores	the	importance	of	humility,	kindness,	and
the	ability	to	learn	from	mistakes.	The	narrative	is	a	reminder	that	redemption	is	attainable	when	individuals	acknowledge	their	shortcomings	and	actively	strive	for	personal	growth.	This	theme	carries	a	timeless	message	that	resonates	with	readers	of	all	ages	and	backgrounds.	Oscar	Wildes	narrative	technique	in	The	Star-Child	is	characterized	by
its	eloquent	prose	and	vivid	imagery.	The	omniscient	narrator	provides	insight	into	the	characters	thoughts	and	emotions,	enhancing	readers	engagement	with	the	story.	The	language	is	rich	with	metaphor	and	symbolism,	creating	an	enchanting	atmosphere	that	draws	readers	into	the	tales	otherworldly	setting.	Wildes	writing	style	masterfully	blends
fantasy	with	moral	contemplation,	inviting	readers	to	explore	the	intricate	workings	of	the	human	soul	and	the	universal	truths	that	lie	beneath	the	surface.	While	The	Star-Child	is	set	in	a	fantastical	world,	its	themes	are	strikingly	relevant	in	todays	society.	In	an	age	where	appearances	often	dominate	perceptions,	the	storys	exploration	of	inner
beauty	and	the	transformative	power	of	empathy	remains	profoundly	resonant.	The	tales	messages	about	personal	growth,	compassion,	and	the	capacity	for	change	are	valuable	lessons	that	transcend	time.	Oscar	Wildes	The	Star-Child	is	a	literary	gem	that	continues	to	captivate	readers	with	its	allegorical	narrative	and	timeless	themes.	As	readers
follow	the	young	princes	journey	from	arrogance	to	humility,	they	are	reminded	of	the	enduring	importance	of	recognizing	the	intrinsic	value	of	every	individual.	The	storys	symbolism	and	moral	insights	make	it	a	thought-provoking	exploration	of	human	nature,	reminding	us	that	beneath	outward	appearances	lies	the	potential	for	personal	growth	and
transformation.	In	a	world	that	often	emphasizes	the	superficial,	The	Star-Child	encourages	us	to	look	beyond	and	discover	the	beauty	that	resides	within	the	heart	and	soul.The	cultural	importance	of	Oscar	Wilde	is	immense.	He	is	world	wide	an	Iconic	figure	whose	Portrait	of	Dorian	Gray	(1890)	and	The	Importance	of	Being	Ernest	helped	create	the
Camp	sensibility.	If	you	have	not	read	his	two	most	famous	works,	then	try	to	do	so	as	soon	as	you	can.	I	first	read	Portrait	of	Dorian	Gray	maybe	fifty	years	ago	and	I	still	remember	thinking	how	marvelous	it	must	be	to	know	people	who	actually	talk	like	that.	I	never	dreamed	I	would	one	day	reread	it	in	fifty	years.	I	so	wish	I	had	a	fifty	year	old	blog
post	to	look	back	on.	One	of	the	truest	rewards	to	younger	bloggers	will,	I	hope,	be	this	ability.	My	understanding	of	Wilde	has	been	greatly	informed	by	my	reading	of	Declan	Kiberd's	chapter	on	his	work,	"Oscar	Wilde	-	The	Irishman	as	Artist"	in	Declan	Kiberd's	Inventing	Ireland	-	The	Literature	of	the	Modern	Nation.	Wilde	wrote	a	lot	of	short	works
of	fiction,	some	in	the	style	of	fairy	tales.	I	have	posted	over	the	years	on	several	of	them.	"The	Star	Child"	was	a	great	pleasure	to	read.	It	is	accurate	to	call	it	a	fairy	tale	written	to	be	read	by	children	with	a	moral	lesson	as	its	main	point.	It	does	manifest	some	of	the	main	themes	of	Wilde's	more	important	works	(I	am	not	sure	that	without	the	main
works	his	fairy	tales	would	still	be	much	read).	It	deals	with	the	nature	of	beauty,	one	could	easily	look	below	the	surface	in	this	and	many	other	works	and	ponder	why	an	ugly	person	is	at	once	seen	as	evil	and	a	beautiful	one	kind.	Think	The	Wizard	of	Oz	witches.One	day	a	poor	man	sees	a	star	fall	and	goes	to	the	spot	it	landed.	He	finds	a	beautiful
baby	and	brings	him	home	to	his	wife	who	goes	crazy	and	says	they	don't	need	another	mouth	to	feed,	they	already	have	plenty	of	children.	Never	the	less	they	raise	him	and	he	is	very	beautiful.	He	is	very	proud	of	his	looks,	disdaining	all	who	admire	him.	One	day	an	ugly	old	beggar	old	begger	woman	asks	him	for	money,	he	abusively	refuses	her.	He
is	then	transformed	into	a	very	ugly	person.I	will	stop	telling	the	plot	here	as	the	story	is	so	much	worth	reading.	One	of	Wilde's	themes	is	that	people	are	often	of	several	natures.The	basic	themes	of	Wilde	are	in	this	story.	It	would	be	an	excellent	class	room,	ten	and	above,	story	and	should	prompt	good	conversations.You	can	read	it	here	share	your
favorite	Wilde	shorter	works	with	us.	STAR	CHILD	presents	as	a	fantasy	action-adventure	script.	The	goal	to	rescue	Star	Child	is	clear	and	the	stakes	are	high.	The	story	blends	drama	with	humor.	There	are	solid	themes	about	justice,	revenge,	grief,	and	healing.	The	script	also	offers	likable	and	colorful	characters.	The	hero,	James,	is	a	young	man
that	the	audience	can	easily	root	for.	The	target	audience	feels	like	teens	and	young	adults.	The	script	presents	with	both	strengths	and	weaknesses.	With	that	said	the	overall	script	could	benefit	from	more	development.	The	main	concern	is	the	lack	of	clarity,	mainly	in	the	dialogue.	Its	extremely	challenging	to	follow	the	conversations.	The	dialogue
is	un-natural	as	the	characters	speak	as	if	they	are	offering	a	riddle.	Without	understanding	show	more	content	Theres	wizard,	magic,	spells,	androids,	mystical	trees,	revenge,	and	romance.	The	hero	must	overcome	many	obstacles	in	order	for	him	to	achieve	his	objective	and	save	Star	Child.	Moreover,	whats	so	smart	about	the	idea	is	that	the	hero
James	is	a	rather	meek	teen,	consumed	with	guilt	over	the	death	of	his	mother.	Hes	out	to	prove	that	he	can	be	a	hero	and	he	wants	his	father	to	be	proud	of	him.	The	opening	establishes	the	backstory	and	sets	the	tone	for	the	fantasy.	The	first	act	establishes	James	ordinary	world.	Its	clear	that	he	feels	guilty	and	he	doesnt	know	how	to	stand	up	to
bullies.	Throughout	the	script	James	gains	confidence	and	becomes	a	hero	as	he	resolves	his	inner	conflict	about	his	mother.	The	plot	idea	is	solid.	A	weak,	meek,	and	worried	teenager,	James,	must	become	a	superhero.	He	has	the	daunting	task	of	saving	Earth	from	a	terrible	wizard	and	a	deadly	drought	that	threatens	everyones	existence.	James	goal
to	rescue	Star	Child	and	save	the	Earth	is	a	worthy	goal	with	strong	merit.	The	audience	effortlessly	roots	for	James	to	show	more	content	James	has	a	clear	call	to	action	when	he	agrees	to	save	Star	Child	and	the	second	act	is	driven	by	James	goal.	The	script	remains	goal	oriented.	James	must	overcome	many	obstacles	and	opponents	in	his	way,	both
physically	and	psychologically.	Another	smart	story	choice	is	made	when	James	runs	into	San-Tan,	a	sorceress,	and	they	team	up	together.	They	make	for	a	solid	team	and	the	audience	likes	them	together.	They	share	nice	chemistry.	Moreover,	San-Tan	has	her	own	personal	agenda	that	adds	a	nice	twist	to	the	story	regarding	her	need	for	revenge
over	the	death	of	her	parents.	There	are	other	smart	choices,	such	as	the	wizards	wife	coming	back	to	life,	but	not	as	a	normal	person.	The	fantasy	in	which	James	believes	hes	reunited	with	his	parents	is	very	intriguing.	The	scene	in	which	James	must	overcome	his	fear	of	fire	to	save	his	father	is	a	nice	payoff	from	the	fire	that	killed	his	mother.	In
fact,	there	are	several	nice	events	that	are	foreshadowed	and	paid	off	like	the	Rubiks	Cube	and
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