「マッチ売りの少女（慈愛・悲哀）」がこのホームページの起点であり、帰点です。

                                    The Little Match-Girl

この物語が理屈抜きに素朴に私達の心を打つのはなぜなのでしょうか？この「思いやりの種」を腐らせず、

「善意goodwill・精進diligence・聡明ingenuity」の温かい肥を施して、発芽させ、繁り、実らせるようにしたいものです。

おおみそかの夜、雪が降りつづけ、おそろしく寒い夕方近く、冷酷非道な父親に追い立てられて、はだしの足を寒さで腫れ上がらせて、こらえながら歩いて、マッチを売りつづける少女、一日中、誰一人、買ってくれる人もなく、そのため、家にももどれず、途方に暮れていました。すると、あちこちから、おいしそうな料理のにおいがしてきて、少女は、いつのまにか、一軒の家の一隅に坐り込んで、小さな両足を体に引き寄せていました。両手が寒さのためにほとんど動かなくなっていましたので、少女は思いきって、小さなマッチに火をつけて、手は暖めようとしました。すると、その家の中では、おいしそうな夕食が並べられているのが見えました。……。

あくる日（正月）の寒い朝に、可哀想に、少女は、壁の隅にうずくまっていました。すでに凍え死んでいました。「この子は体を暖めようとしていたんだよ、かわいそうに！」と、人々は言いました。
· 「自分の無知を言い訳にしない真の思いやり」（野次馬的な「似非思いやり」でなくて）

（＝「善意goodwill・精進diligence・聡明ingenuity」）

知らなかったからと言って、責任逃れをする人は少なくない。しかし、現在、世界中で悲惨な状態に苦しむ人々が、数多くいるのを、毎日のようにテレビで、実際に目にしているのに、少しでも実行する人は少ない。「今日は人の身、明日は我が身」ということに気がつかず、「我が世の春」を楽しんでいる人は多い。しかし、歴史を少しでも知る人は、「親の因果が子に報いる」ということが動かせない事実であることを認識している。「自業自得」ならば、自分でも諦めがつくが、自分の大切な孫や子に、自分の不人情のつけがまわっては、悔やんでも悔やみきれないものがあると思われますが、どうでしょうか？

· 「情けは人のためならず」= Pay it forward.

   慈善は家庭から始まり、社会に広まってゆくべきだ。愛する者のために働くのはあくまでも「自愛」であり、当然

   のことであり、真の「慈愛」とはならない。（聖書、論語等）
    Charity begins at home but should not end there.   （マッチ売りの少女）
    What should God reward you if you favor only the people who love you?  （聖書・マタイ伝）

· 「健全な身体を持つ者こそが、健全な精神を持つようになってほしいものだ。」（古代ラテンの祈りの言葉）
    We should pray that a sound mind should be in a sound body.
· 「親の因果が子に報い」 The sins of the parents are visited upon the children. (≒ The fathers have eaten 

    a sour grape, and the children’s teeth are set on edge. < Jeremiah 31/29>)

＊「自業自得」  The karma and its consequence. ( ≒ As you make your bed, so you must lie on it.)

                      THE LITTLE MATCH-GIRL

It was dreadfully cold; it was snowing fast, and almost dark; the evening—the last evening of the old year—was drawing in. But, cold and dark as it was, a poor little girl, with bare head and feet, was still wandering about the streets.

                              --------------------------------------

So the little irl now walked on, her bare feet red and blue with he cold. She carried a small bundle of matches in her hand, and a good many more in her tattered apron. No one had bought any of them the livelong day—no one had given her a single penny. Trembling with cold and hunger crept she on, the picture of sorrow—poor little child!                 

                              --------------------------------------

Lights were glimmering through every window, and the savor of roast goose reached her from several houses; it was New Year’s Eve, and it was of this that she thought.

In a corner formed by two houses, one of which projected beyond the other, she sat down, drawing her little feet close under her, but in vain—she could not warm them. She dared not go home; she had sold no matches, earned not a single penny, and perhaps her father would beat her. Besides, her home was almost as cold as the street, for it was an attic; and although the larger of the many clinks in the roof were stopped up with straw and rags, the wind and snow often penetrated through.

Her hands were nearly dead with cold; one little match from her bundle would warm them, perhaps, if she dared light it. She drew one out, and struck it against the wall. Bravo! It was a bright, warm flame, and she held hands over it.

                              ---------------------------------------

In the cold morning hour, crouching in the corner of the wall, the poor little girl was found—her cheeks glowing, her lips smiling—frozen to death on the last night of the Old Year. The New Year’s sun shone on the lifeless child; motionless she sat there with the matches in her lap, one bundle of them quite burned out.                

“She has been trying to warm herself, poor thing!” the people said.              ( Hans C. Andersen)

· 「信頼するものが無くなり、不正がはびこり、多くの人の愛は冷えきってしまう」時代（聖書・マタイ伝24）

   （論語・仏経にも同様の記述が多くあり）

    Many will give up their faith at that time; they will betray one another and hate one another.

    Then many false prophets will appear and fool many people. Such will be the spread of evil that many people’s 

    love will grow cold.  But whoever holds out to the end will be saved.

【備考】  次ページに２種の「マッチ売りの少女」の翻訳を列挙しています。参考にしてください。

① The Little Match-Girl    by Hans Christian Anderson

Once upon a time . . . a llttle glrl tried to make a living by selling matches in the street. 

It was New Year's Eve and the snowclad streets were deserted. From brightly lit windows came the tinkle of laughter and the sound of singing. People were getting ready to bring in the New Year. But the poor little matchseller sat sadly beside the fountain. Her ragged dress and worn shawl did not keep out the cold and she tried to keep her bare feet from touching the frozen ground. She hadn't sold one box of matches all day and she was frightened to go home, for her father would certainly be angry. It wouldn't be much warmer anyway, in the draughty attic that was her home. The little girl's fingers were stiff with cold. If only she could light a match! But what would her father say at such a waste! Falteringly she took out a match and lit it. What a nice warm flame! The little matchseller cupped her hand over it, and as she did so, she magically saw in its light a big brightly burning stove. 

She held out her hands to the heat, but just then the match went out and the vision faded. The night seemed blacker than before and it was getting colder. A shiver ran through the little girl's thin body. 

After hesitating for a long time, she struck another match on the wall, and this time, the glimmer turned the wall into a great sheet of crystal. Beyond that stood a fine table laden with food and lit by a candlestick. Holding out her arms towards the plates, the little matchseller seemed to pass through the glass, but then the match went out and the magic faded. Poor thing: in just a few seconds she had caught a glimpse of everything that life had denied her: warmth and good things to eat. Her eyes filled with tears and she lifted her gaze to the lit windows, praying that she too might know a little of such happiness. 
She lit the third match and an even more wonderful thing happened. There stood a Christmas tree hung with hundreds of candles, glittering with tinsel and coloured balls. "Oh, how lovely!" exclaimed the little matchseller, holding up the match. Then, the match burned her finger and flickered out. The light from the Christmas candles rose higher and higher, then one of the lights fell, leaving a trail behind it. "Someone is dying," murmured the little girl, as she remembered her beloved Granny who used to say: "When a star falls, a heart stops beating!" 

Scarcely aware of what she was doing, the little matchseller lit another match. This time, she saw her grandmother. 

"Granny, stay with me!" she pleaded, as she lit one match after the other, so that her grandmother could not disappear like all the other visions. However, Granny did not vanish, but gazed smilingly at her. Then she opened her arms and the little girl hugged her crying: "Granny, take me away with you!" 

A cold day dawned and a pale sun shone on the fountain and the icy road. Close by lay the lifeless body of a little girl surrounded by spent matches. "Poor little thing!" exclaimed the passersby. "She was trying to keep warm!" 

But by that time, the little matchseller was far away where there is neither cold, hunger nor pain.
② The Little Match Girl 

Hans Christian Anderson 

 It was dreadfully cold, snowing, and turning dark.  It was the last evening of the year, New Year's Eve. In this cold and darkness walked a little girl.  She was poor and both her hands and feet were bare.  Oh, She had had a pair of slippers when she had left home, but they had been too big for her.  In truth, they had belonged to her mother.  The little one had lost them while hurrying across the street to get out of the way of two carriages that had been driving along awfully fast.  One of the slippers she could not find and the other had been snatched by a boy who, laughingly, shouted that he would use it as a cradle when he had a child of his own. 

          Now the little girl walked barefoot through the streets, her feet were swollen and red from the cold.  She was carrying a little bundle of matches in her hand and had more in her apron pocket.  No one had bought any all day or had given her so much as a penny.  Cold and hungry, she walked through the city; cowed by life, the poor thing! 

          The snow flakes fell on her long yellow hair that curled so prettily at the neck, but to such things she never gave a thought.  From every window of every house, light shone and one could smell the geese roasting all the way out in the street.  It was, after all, New Year's Eve; and this she did think about. 

          In a little recess between two houses, she sat down and tucked her feet under her.  But now she was even colder.  She didn't dare go home because she had sold no matches and was frightened that her father might beat her.  Besides, her home was almost as cold as the street.  She lived in an attic, right under a tile roof.  The wind whistled through it, even though they had tried to close the worst of the holes and cracks with straw and rags. 

          Her little hands were numb from the cold.  If only she dared strike a match, she could warm them a little.  She took one and struck it against the brick wall of the house; It Lighted!! 

Oh, how warm it was and how clearly it burned like a little candle.  She held her hand around it.  How Strange!  It seemed that the match had become a big iron stove with brass fixtures.  Oh, how blessedly warm it was!  She stretched out her legs so that they, too, could get warm, but at that moment the stove disappeared and she was sitting alone with a burned out match in her hand. 

          She struck another match.  It's flame illuminated the wall and became as transparent as well.  She could see right into the house.  She saw the table spread with a damask cloth and set with the finest porcelain.  In the center, on a dish, lay a roasted goose stuffed with apples and prunes!  But what was even more wonderful: The Goose although a fork and knife were stuck in it's back, it had jumped off the table and was waddling toward her.  The little girl stretched out her arms and the match burned out.  Her hands touched the cold, solid walls of the house. 

          She lit a third match.  The flame flared up and she was sitting under a Christmas tree that was much larger and more beautifully decorated than the one she had seen through the glass doors at the rich merchant's on Christmas Eve.  Thousands of candles burned on it's green branches and colorful pictures like the ones you can see in store windows were looking down at her.  She smiled up at them, but then the match burned itself out and a shooting star drew a line of fire across the dark heavens.  

          "Someone is dying," whispered the little girl.  Her grandmother, who was dead, was the only person who had ever loved or been kind to the child; and she had told her that a shooting star was the soul of a human being traveling to God.  

           She struck yet another match against the wall and in it's blaze she saw her Grandmother, so sweet, so lovely, so blessedly kind.  "Grandmother!" shouted the little one, "Take me with You!   I know you will disappear when the match goes out, just like the warm stove, the goose, and the beautiful Christmas tree."  Quickly she lit all the matches she had left in her hand so that her Grandmother could not leave. And the matches burned with such a clear, strong flame that the night became as light as day.  Never had her Grandmother looked so beautiful.  She lifted the little girl in her arms and flew with her to where there is neither cold, nor hunger, nor fear: 

Up to God. 

           In the cold morning the little girl was found dead.  She had frozen to death on the last evening of the old year.  The sun on New Year's Day shone down on the little corpse, her lap was filled with burned out matches. 

          "She had been trying to warm herself" people said. No one knew the sweet visions she had seen, or in what glory she and her Grandmother had passed into a truly New Year. 












           http://www.gion1224.jp     くすのき書院ローレル（すさのお・Apollo）
              誰に縁り 結ばれたりし 此の身をば  また誰が為に ほどき供えむ      
            The more grateful, the more graceful. Not a long day, but a good heart.
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  昨日は 明日の鏡なり  今日をさわかに 努め過ごさむ     

   Yesterday is the mirror of tomorrow.  You best work conscientiously today.                               

 「温故知新」The trinity of goodwill, diligence and ingenuity will solve any problem.    

   Not a long day but a good heart rids work.

