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		The Star-Child
Oscar Wilde



		
Once upon a time, two poor woodcutters were on their way home. It was a very cold and snowy night. It was so cold that the animals did not know what to do. The rabbits stayed in their holes; they did not even look outside. The squirrels stayed in the trees together to keep warm.
“This is a terrible weather!” said the Wolf. “I think the Earth is dead!”
“The Earth is going to get married,” said the Dove. “This is her bridal dress.”
“Nonsense!” said the Wolf.
The woodcutters continued their journey. Finally, they saw the lights of their little village in the distance. They were very happy. The Earth seemed like a silver flower, and the Moon like a golden flower.
But soon they felt sad again. They remembered their poverty.
“Why were we happy?” asked one of them. “Life is for rich people. We are not rich. It is better to die here in the snow.”
“True,” said the other one. “Injustice is all over the world.”
Suddenly, something strange happened. A very bright and beautiful star fell from the sky onto the snow.
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“Look!” said one of the woodcutters to his friend. “Maybe it is a pot of gold. Let’s go and see.”
One of them ran faster than the other. When he arrived, he found a golden cloak on the
white snow.
“Hurry up!” he cried out to the other.
When the other woodcutter arrived, they sat down and opened the cloak. There was no gold, no silver, or no other treasure in it. But they found a little baby fast asleep inside the cloak.
“This is not good,” said one of them. “Let’s leave the baby here, and go on our way. We are poor men, and we have children of our own. We cannot give bread to another child.”
“No, we cannot leave the little baby here,” said his friend. “It is too cold. I am as poor as you, but I will take it home with me. My wife will take care of it.”
He lifted the child very carefully, and he wrapped the cloak around it. They started walking again.
When they came to the village, his friend said, “You have the child. You must give me the cloak. We should share.”
“No,” he said. “The cloak is not mine or yours. It is the child’s cloak.”
He left his friend, and he went to his own house. He knocked on the door, and his wife opened it.
“I am glad you are back safe and well,” she said.
“I found something in the forest,” the man said. “I brought it for you. I think you will take care of it.”
“What is it?” she cried. “Show it to me!”
He drew the cloak back and showed her the sleeping child.
“Oh!” she said. “We have children of our own. How can we take care of this one? Perhaps it will bring us bad luck.”
“But it’s a star-child,” he said.
“Our children do not have enough food to eat. How can we feed another child? Who will take care of us? Who will give us food?”
“God will take care of us,” he answered. “He even feeds the sparrows.”
“But sparrows die of hunger in the winter,” she said. “And it is winter now.”
The man said nothing. A cold wind from the forest came into the house through the open door.
“I am cold,” said his wife. “Will you close the door?”
“A cold wind will always come into this house. There is a cold heart in here.”
The woman did not say anything. She moved closer to the fire. After some time, she turned round and looked at him. Her eyes were full of tears. The man placed the child in her arms. She kissed it and put it in a little bed. The Woodcutter took the golden cloak and put it in a chest. There was a chain of amber round the child’s neck. The Woodcutter’s wife took it and put it in the chest as well.
So, the Woodcutter and his wife brought up the Star-Child. He grew up with their children, and he shared their food. Every year, he became more beautiful. He had blond, curly hair. His lips were as red as rose petals, and his eyes were like violets.
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The Star-Child was beautiful, but he was proud, cruel and selfish. He hated the Woodcutter’s children and all the children in the village.
“I am your master, and you are my servants,” he said to them. “Your parents are poor. I am noble. I come from
a star.”
The Woodcutter and his wife treated the boy well, but his behaviour made them sad.
“We were always good to you,” they said to him. “Why are you so cruel?”
The Star-Child did not listen to them. He kept on being cruel. He did not have pity for people or animals.
His friends liked him because he could dance and make music. They did everything the Star-Child told them. They followed him everywhere.
One day, a poor beggar woman came to the village. She had old clothes, and there was blood on her feet. She sat down under a tree to rest.
When the Star-Child saw her, he turned to his friends and said, “Look! There is a beggar woman under the tree. She is so ugly. We do not want her here!”
The Star-Child started to throw stones at her. She was scared. The Woodcutter saw them.
“What are you doing?” he shouted. “Stop! What did this poor woman do to you?”
The Star-Child grew red with anger.
“I am not your son!” he said to the Woodcutter. “You cannot ask me questions like this.”
“You are right,” said the Woodcutter, “but I felt sorry for you when I found you in the forest.”
When the woman heard these words, she gave a loud cry, and she fainted. The Woodcutter took her to his house. When she woke up, they gave her some food and water; but she could not eat or drink.
“Did you find the boy in the forest?” she asked the Woodcutter. “Was it ten years ago?”
“Yes,” said the Woodcutter. “I found him in the forest ten years ago.”
“Did he have a chain of amber and a golden cloak?” asked the woman.
“Yes,” said the Woodcutter, and he took them out of the chest and showed them to the woman.
When she saw the chain of amber and the golden cloak, she started to cry with joy.
“He is my little son,” she said. “I lost him in the forest. I looked all over the world for him.”
The Woodcutter and his wife went out and called out to the Star-Child.
“Go into the house,” said the Woodcutter. “Your mother is waiting for you.”
The Star-Child ran into the house happily. But when he saw the woman, he laughed.
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“Where is my mother?” he asked. “I only see a beggar woman here.”
“I am your mother,” said the woman.
“You are mad,” cried the Star-Child angrily. “I am not your son. I am not a beggar, and I am not ugly. Leave this house now! I do not want to see your face anymore.”
“But you are my little son,” said the woman. “I lost you in the forest. The robbers stole you from me, and they left you to die. I knew it was you when I first saw you. Please come with me, my son, I need your love.”
But the Star-Child closed his heart to her. After a long silence, the Star-Child began to speak. His voice was hard and bitter.
“I thought I was the child of a star, not a child of a beggar. I do not want to see you. Go away!”
“My son!” she cried. “Will you kiss me before I go?”
“Never!” said the Star-Child. “You are very ugly. I’d prefer to kiss a toad or a snake.”
The woman left the house, and she went into the forest. The Star-Child was happy. He went back to his friends to play with them.
“We don’t want to play with you,” his friends said. “You look so ugly like a toad. Go away!”
“Why do they say such things?” he thought. “I will look at my reflection in the water.”
When he looked at himself in the water, he saw that he had the face of a toad and the skin of a snake. He sat down on the grass and cried.
“I denied my mother’s love, and I sent her away. This happened to me because I was cruel to her. I will go and look for her all around the world. I will not rest until I find her.”
The Woodcutter’s little daughter came and sat next to him. She put her hand upon his shoulder.
“Stay with us,” she said. “I will not laugh at you.”
“No, I was cruel to my mother. This is my punishment. I must go and find her. I must ask her to forgive me.”
He ran into the forest and called out to his mother, but there was no answer. He called out to her all day long. When the night came, he slept on a bed of leaves. All the animals ran away when they saw him. They knew that he was a cruel boy.
He woke up in the morning and ate some berries from the trees. He started to walk in the forest. He asked every creature he saw about his mother.
“You can go under the ground,” he said to the Mole. “Tell me, is my mother there?”
“You blinded my eyes,” answered the Mole. “How should I know?”
“You can fly over the tops of the tall trees,” he said to the Linnet. “Tell me, can you see my mother?”
“You broke my wings for your pleasure,” answered the Linnet. “How should I fly?”
“Where is my mother?” he asked the little Squirrel.
“You killed my mother,” said the Squirrel. “Are you going to kill your mother, too?”
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The Star-Child started to cry. He kept on walking in the forest. On the third day, he reached the other side of the forest.
When he passed through the villages, the children laughed at him, and they threw stones at him. Nobody had pity for him.
He did not hear from the beggar woman for three years. One day, he came to the gate of a city with strong walls. There were soldiers at the entrance.
“What are you doing here?” the soldiers asked him.
“I am looking for my mother,” he answered. “Please let me pass, maybe she is in this city.”
The soldiers made fun of him.
“Your mother will be so unhappy when she sees you,” said one of them. “You look uglier than a toad. Go away! Go away immediately! Your mother is not in this city.”
“Who is your mother?” asked another soldier. “Why are you looking for her?”
“My mother is a beggar like me. I treated her badly. Please let me in. I hope she will forgive me.”
But the soldiers did not let him go into the city. The Star-Child turned away, and he started to cry.
“Let’s sell this boy to be a slave,” one of the soldiers said.
They called out to an old man. He accepted their offer.
“I will make him my slave,” the old man said. He took the Star-Child by the hand and led him into the city. They went through many streets, and then they came to a little door. The old man touched the door and opened it. They went down a few steps together, and the old man took the child to a dungeon. He gave the child some bread and water. After the Star-Child finished eating,
the old man left the dungeon and locked the door behind him.
The old man was a magician from Libya. The next day, he went back to the dungeon.
“You must go into the forest,” he said to the Star-Child. “There are three pieces of gold there.
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One of them is white, the other one is yellow gold, and the third one is red. You must bring me the piece of white gold today. Bring it or I will beat you one hundred times. Get away quickly. I will wait for you at the door of the garden at sunset.”
The Star-Child went out of the gate of the city, and he came to the forest. There were singing birds and beautiful flowers in the forest, so the Star-Child entered it happily. But he found dangerous plants and many thorns. He looked everywhere from noon to sunset, but he could not find the piece of white gold.
At sunset, he began to walk back to the Magician’s house. He suddenly heard a cry of pain. He ran back and saw a little hare in a trap. The Star-Child felt sorry for the Hare, and he helped it.
“I am a slave,” he said, “but I can give you freedom.”
“Thank you,” said the Hare. “You gave my freedom. What can I give you in return?”
“I am looking for a piece of white gold,” said the Star-Child. “I cannot find it anywhere. My master will beat me.”
“Come with me,” the Hare said. “I know where it is. I can take you there.”
So, the Star-Child went with the Hare. The Hare showed him a tree, and the Star-Child found the piece of white gold in the tree. He was very happy. He thanked the Hare many times and left the forest.
When the Star-Child came to the city, he saw a poor old man at the gate.
“Give me some money, or I will die of hunger,” said the old man. “Nobody has pity on me in this city.”
“But I have one piece of gold,” said the Star-Child. “I must take it to my master, or he will beat me. I am his slave.”
“Please, I beg you,” said the old man.
The Star-Child had pity on the old man, and he gave him the piece of white gold. When he came to the Magician’s house, the Magician opened the door for him.
“Have you got the piece of white gold?” he asked.
“No,” said the Star-Child.
The Magician began to beat him. He put him in the dungeon again, and he did not give him anything to eat or drink.
The next day, the Magician came to the dungeon.
“You must bring me the piece of yellow gold,” he said to the Star-Child. “Bring it, or this time
I will beat you three hundred times.”
The Star-Child went to the forest, and all day long he searched for the piece of yellow gold, but he could find it nowhere. At sunset, he sat down and began to cry. The little Hare saw him.
“Why are you crying?” asked the Hare. “And what are you looking for in the forest?”
“I am looking for a piece of yellow gold,” answered the Star-Child. “I must take it to my master.”
“Follow me,” said the Hare, and it ran through the forest. The Star-Child followed him, and they came to a pool of water. The piece of yellow gold was at the bottom of the pool.
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“How can I thank you?” said the Star-Child. “This is the second time you helped me.”
“But you had pity on me first,” said the Hare, and it ran away.
The Star-Child took the piece of yellow gold and ran back to the city. He saw the poor old man at the gate again.
“Please give me some money,” said the old man. “I will die of hunger.”
“I have a piece of yellow gold,” said the Star-Child, “but I must give it to my master. He will
beat me.”
But the old man did not let him go. The Star-Child had pity on him, and he gave him the piece of yellow gold.
The Magician beat him three hundred times because the Star-Child did not bring him the yellow gold. He took him back to the dungeon.
The next morning, the Magician came to the dungeon.
“You must bring me the piece of red gold today. Bring it, and I will set you free.”
The Star-Child went to the forest once again, and he searched for the piece of red gold all day long. He could not find it anywhere. In the evening, he sat down and began to cry. The Hare came
to him.
“The piece of red gold is in the cave behind you,” said the Hare. “Do not cry anymore. Be happy!”
“Thank you,” said the Star-Child. “How can I reward you?”
“You had pity on me first,” said the Hare, and it ran away.
The Star-Child entered the cave and found the piece of red gold. He ran back to the city. The poor old man was there again.
“Give me the piece of red money, or I will die of hunger,” he said.
The Star-Child had pity on him again.
“You need it more than I do,” he said to the poor man.
At that moment, the soldiers opened the gate of the city, and they bowed down to the Star-Child.
“Our lord is very beautiful,” the soldiers said.
“There is no one more beautiful than him,” said the citizens.
The Star-Child began to cry.
“They are making fun of me,” he thought.
The citizens took him to a great square. There was a king’s palace there. The gate of the palace opened, and many people ran to welcome him.
“The son of our King!” they shouted.
The Star-Child was surprised. “I am not a king’s son. I am the child of a poor beggar woman. You say I am beautiful, but I know I am so ugly.”
“Why do you say you are ugly? Look!” said a soldier.
The Star-Child looked at himself in the soldier’s shield. He saw that his face was as beautiful as before.



		
			[image: ]
		

	


		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
“There is a prophecy that on this day our king will come,” said the people. “You are our king. Take this crown.”
“No, I am a bad child,” said the Star-Child. “I denied my mother. Let me go, please. I must find my mother. I cannot accept this crown.”
Suddenly, he saw the beggar woman among the crowd. The poor old man from the city gate was next to her. He ran to the woman.
“Mother, please forgive me,” he cried. “Please give me your love.”
The beggar woman did not answer him. The Star-Child turned to the old man.
“I helped you three times,” he said. “Please help me. Tell my mother to speak to me.”
But the old man did not talk to him. The Star-Child started to cry.
“Mother, please forgive me,” he said.
The beggar woman stood up and put her hand on his head. “Stand up,” she said.
The old man also put his hand on his head, and he also said, “Stand up.”
The Star-Child stood up and looked at them. They were a king and a queen.
“This is your father,” said the Queen. “You helped him three times.”
“And this is your mother,” said the King. “You washed her feet with your tears.”
They both kissed him and took him into the palace. They put the crown on his head.
The Star-Child became a good king. He sent many gifts to the Woodcutter and his family. He helped all the poor people. Unfortunately, he died three years later. The next king was evil.
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    document.addEventListener('pt-theme', paint);  // the reader picked another text background (switch menu)
    panel.style.setProperty('--pt-s', S + 'px');
    panel.classList.add('pt-dogear');
    fold.style.transformOrigin = (L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    for (j = 0; j < more.length; j++)
      more[j].style.transformOrigin = (lead.left - at[j].left + L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (lead.top - at[j].top + Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    var folds = [fold].concat(more);
    function each(fn) { for (var q = 0; q < folds.length; q++) fn(folds[q]); }
    var flap = el('span', 'pt-flap');  // the folded-over corner: paper underside, a little darker
    flap.setAttribute('aria-hidden', 'true');
    flap.style.width = flap.style.height = S + 'px';
    flap.style.left = (L + W - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.top = (Tp + H - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.background = 'linear-gradient(to bottom right, rgba(255,255,255,.95) 0%, var(--pt-fill) 30%, ' +
      'color-mix(in srgb, var(--pt-fill) 82%, #6b5a45) 49.5%, transparent 50%)';
    panel.parentNode.insertBefore(flap, panel.nextSibling);
    var hit = control('pt-hit', 'Hide text');
    var tab = control('pt-tab', 'Show text');
    for (var k = 0; k < 3; k++) tab.appendChild(el('i'));
    hit.style.left = (L + W - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    hit.style.top = (Tp + H - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.left = (L + W / 2 - TW / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.top = (Tp + H / 2 - TH / 2) + 'px';
    box.appendChild(hit);
    box.appendChild(tab);
    var busy = false;
    function collapse() {
      if (busy || fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      hit.style.visibility = 'hidden';
      each(function (f) { f.classList.add('pt-closing'); });
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.add('pt-on'); }, T * 0.7);
      each(function (f) { after(f, 'pt-closing', function () { f.classList.add('pt-collapsed'); }); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; }, T + 130);
    }
    function expand() {
      if (busy || !fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      tab.classList.remove('pt-on');
      tab.classList.add('pt-off');
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.remove('pt-off'); }, 160);
      each(function (f) { f.classList.remove('pt-collapsed'); f.classList.add('pt-opening'); after(f, 'pt-opening'); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; hit.style.visibility = ''; }, T + 130);
    }
    hit.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); collapse(); });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); expand(); });
    // read-aloud: a box collapsed before the reading reached it opens when its first word is read;
    // a box the reader closes while it is being read stays closed (they chose to look at the picture)
    var reading = false, keepClosed = false;
    hit.addEventListener('click', function () { if (reading) keepClosed = true; });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function () { keepClosed = false; });
    if (window.MutationObserver) {
      var mo = new MutationObserver(function () {
        var now = false;
        each(function (f) { if (f.getElementsByClassName(ACTIVE).length) now = true; });
        if (now && !reading && !keepClosed && fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) expand();
        if (!now && reading) keepClosed = false;
        reading = now;
      });
      each(function (f) { mo.observe(f, { subtree: true, attributes: true, attributeFilter: ['class'] }); });
    }
  }
  function run() {
    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();
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