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FANNY

 
 
I
 

Fanny started off early one morning, like little Red Riding
Hood, to visit her grandmother, who lives quite at the other end
of the village. But Fanny did not stop like Red Riding Hood to
pick hazel nuts. She went straight on her way, and did not see
any wolf.



 
 
 

Even when quite a long way off, she could see her
grandmother seated on her stone doorstep, the dear grandmother
who smiled with her toothless mouth and opened her old arms
thin as grape vines to welcome her little granddaughter. Fanny’s
heart was filled with delight at the prospect of spending a whole
day at her grandmother’s. And her grandmother, having no
longer any cares or tasks, but living like a cricket near the fire, is
happy too to see the little daughter of her son, a sweet reminder
of her youth.

They have many things to say to each other, for one of them is
at the end of life’s voyage and the other is just setting out upon it.

“You grow bigger every day, Fanny,” says her grandmother,
“and I am getting littler. Just look! I need hardly stoop to press
my lips to your forehead. What difference does it make how old
I am when I still have youth’s roses in your cheeks, Little Fanny.”



 
 
 

But Fanny is exploring for the hundredth time, with new joy,
all the curious things in the little house – the paper flowers
blooming beneath the glass globe, the old paintings of French
generals in fine uniforms overthrowing their enemies, the gold
cups, some with handles and some without, and grandfather’s old
gun which hangs on the chimney breast on a nail from which
grandfather himself fastened it – for the last time, thirty years
ago.



 
 
 

TREES AND GRASS AND FLOWERS AND LITTLE
BIRDS THERE WERE IN GRANDMOTHER’S YARD.



 
 
 

FANNY DID NOT BELIEVE THERE WAS A PRETTIER
YARD THAN THIS IN ALL THE WORLD. SHE TAKES
HER KNIFE FROM HER POCKET PROMPTLY, AND
CUTS HER BREAD AS THE VILLAGE PEOPLE DO.
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But the hours pass and the first thing one knows it’s time to
get ready for the noonday dinner. Grandmother stirs up the wood
fire that has been slumbering quietly, and then she breaks some
eggs in the black tiled hearth, while Fanny watches with great
interest the omelette and bacon that turns gold and sings in the
flame. Grandmother knows better than any one how to make
ham omelettes and tell stories. Fanny, seated on the little stove,
her cheek no higher than the table, eats the steaming omelette
and drinks sparkling cider. Grandmother, however, as her habit
is, eats standing near the corner of the hearth. She holds her knife
in her right hand, and in the other her snack spread on a crust of
bread. When they have finished, both of them, Fanny says:

“Grandmother, tell me the story of the blue bird.”
And grandmother tells her story of the blue bird, how a wicked

fairy changed a beautiful young prince into a bird the color of
the deep sky, and of the great sorrow the princess felt when she
saw the change and beheld her lover flying all ruddy and dripping
toward the window of the tower in which she was shut up.

Fanny is very thoughtful when she hears this story.
“Was it a long, long time ago, Grandmother, that the blue bird



 
 
 

flew toward the tower where the princess was shut up?”
Grandmother replies that it was all a good while ago, those

things, in the days when animals could talk.
“Were you young then?” asks Fanny. “I wasn’t born yet,”

says Grandmother. And Fanny says to her: “I suppose a great
many things happened before you were born, didn’t they,
Grandmother?”

When they are through with their little talk Grandmother gives
Fanny an apple and some bread.

“Now run away, pet, and eat this in the yard.”
And Fanny goes out into the yard, where there are trees and

grass and flowers and little birds.



 
 
 

 
II
 

Trees and grass and flowers and little birds there were in
grandmother’s yard. Fanny did not believe there was a prettier
yard than this in all the world. Already she takes her knife from
her pocket to cut her bread as the village people do. She crunches
into the apple first thing of all and then begins to munch her
bread. Just then a little bird comes fluttering near her, then
another, and then a third, then ten, twenty, thirty of them, all
circling about her, some of them gray, some red, some brown and
green and blue, all of them so pretty, and all singing. Fanny could



 
 
 

not guess at first what they all wanted. But soon she perceives that
they are after bread, like little beggars. They are indeed beggars,
but they are also songsters. Fanny was too kindhearted to refuse
them bread when they paid for it with songs. She was only a
little farmer’s girl and she did not know that once upon a time,
in a country where white rocks bathe in the blue sea, a blind old
man earned his bread singing songs to the shepherds, songs that
learned men admire even to this day. But her heart heard the
little birds, and she threw them crumbs that scarcely touched the
earth before they caught them in the air.



 
 
 

SOON SHE PERCEIVED THAT THEY WERE AFTER
BREAD, LIKE LITTLE BEGGARS. THEY WERE INDEED



 
 
 

BEGGARS, BUT THEY WERE ALSO SONGSTERS.
FANNY WAS TOO KINDHEARTED TO REFUSE THEM
BREAD WHEN THEY PAID FOR IT WITH SONGS.
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Fanny saw that the birds were not all of the same nature. Some
of them, ranged in a circle at her feet, waited till the crumbs
fell near their little beaks. They were philosophers. There were
others who circled neatly around her in the air, and one even who
came and actually pecked at the slice of bread in her hand.



 
 
 

She crumbled the bread and threw the crumbs to them all. But
they didn’t all eat it, because as Fanny could see, the boldest and
cleverest left nothing for the others.

“It isn’t right,” she said to them; “each one must take his turn.”
They hardly heard her. One is not always heard when one

speaks of justice. She tried in every way to favor the weaker ones,



 
 
 

and encourage the timid, but she did not succeed with them. No
matter how she tried she fed the fat at the expense of the thin. It
made her very sorry: simple child that she was, she did not know
it was the way of the world.

Crumb by crumb the slice of bread all went to the little
singers, and Fanny went into her grandmother’s house again quite
pleased.

 
III
 

At evening the grandmother took the basket in which Fanny
had brought the cake to her, and filling it with plums and raisins
put the handle over her arm, and said:

“Now, Fanny, run straight home, and don’t stop to amuse
yourself and play with any of the village scamps. Be a good girl
always. Good-bye.”



 
 
 

She kissed her, but Fanny stood a while very thoughtful at the
threshold.

“Grandmother,” said she.
“Yes, Fanny dear.”
“I should like so much to know,” said Fanny, “if there were

any fine princes among the birds that ate my bread.”
“No,” said grandmother; “nowadays there are no more fairies,

and the birds are all creatures.”
“Good-bye, Grandmother.”
“Good-bye, Fanny.”



 
 
 

AS SHE WENT ON HER WAY WITH EVEN STEPS
AND LOOKING VERY WISE AND GOOD SHE HEARD A



 
 
 

PRETTY SOUND OF BIRDS CRYING BEHIND HER, AND
TURNING HER HEAD SHE RECOGNIZED THE LITTLE
BEGGARS THAT SHE HAD FED WHEN THEY WERE
HUNGRY. THEY HAD BEEN FOLLOWING HER. “GOOD
NIGHT, LITTLE FRIENDS,” SHE CALLED TO THEM.
“GOOD NIGHT. IT’S TIME TO GO TO BED NOW. GOOD
NIGHT.”
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And Fanny went away across the fields toward home. She
could see the chimney of her house smoking in the distance
against the red sunset sky.

On the way she met Antony, the gardener’s little boy, who said
to her: “Are you coming to play with me?”

“No,” replied Fanny, “I’m not coming to play with you because
my grandmother told me not to stop. But I’ll give you an apple,
because I like you very much.”

Antony took the apple and kissed Fanny nicely.
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