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By SIGRID UNDSET

OOKS Are the Best Christmas
49
Gifts” . . . Some thirty years

J ago this was the slogan of Nor-
wegian publishera when they

mogths of October and December—at that
time virtually the only season when books
were published in Norway.

Tryggve Andersen took it as a title for
a short story: “"Bbker er den bedste Jule-
gave." It tells of a young and ambitious
author who just for once, to gain the lei-
sure necessary to write his planned mas-
terpiece, has sent out a pot-boller which,
of course, becomes & best-seller. For the
first time he and his wife are able to cele-
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good! Isn't it also a vocation to make
E?tl'j‘d.l}'pﬂ}phlﬂlthtln?lunhufﬂm-
ple things, young love and the kindness or
funniness of old people? On the author's
desk the lamplight is falling full on the
pages of the exacting manuscript and on
a small glittering object, his Christmas
gift to his wife, which she removed when
she went out to cook their supper: a gold

bracelet in the shape of a snake with eyes
of rubies,

The story was nothing if not obvious,
of course. But Tryggve Andersen (who
never wrote a best-seller) has written
some of the finest short stories in our lan-
guage. Such was his prestige among us
that for years we young Norwegian au-
thorg felt uneasy—and did undertake

—if book of ours happened to be-



range judgment preserves as national lit-
erature) has been created by a process of
selection and elimination from the whaole
imaglinative output of that people. As
long as tales have been told or books have
been written somebody has always raised
the lament that far too many people tall
talea or write books, also that the ma-
jority of listeners or readers do prefer the
chaff to the grain,

In his preface to an Old Norse trans-
lation of some lives of the saints the
author, a Dominican of the Convent of
Oslo, complaina that young people want
to hear about valiant knights and fair
ladies, about war and love and adventures
into the supernatural—but the lives of St.
Benedict or the Fathers of the Depert fail
to interest them. Now this particular
translation is made with consummate
artistry, a source of delight and admira-
tion to students of our old language. To
plod through the “adventure sagas™ on
the contrary, is a tough job. They are the
tales each generation of readers will want
to have retold in the language of their
own times be-



cause the subject matter, tli'-
adventure stories, are the
lasting material of
literature. The things people
to eacape from, the realms of
fancy where courage and vi
will get substantial rewards
the powers of evil are riding for
" & fall—these differ with the time
dmumnnduurMntiﬂh-
tues and vices differ considerably
too in different generations. ‘'The
nmﬂtﬂﬂuuﬂwmm#
be of profound historical interest
in this respect—even if it some-
times takes both zeal and pa-
tience to read the novels our
mﬂhmaput-:rmm
used to be thrilled by. And yet
we too want to hear essentially
the same stories, told in a dif-
ferent vein.
.hmnntthnthinpllhnllnﬂu
the most, when someday I return_
to Norway, will be a small pile
ufhnh—mﬂwﬂchm
given to me when I was a .
mmﬂthmwjm-
My whole family was
Auotulm:lmmr
on Christmas and birthday». Qf
| course, most of these :
| were lost or. soiled or
were lent to someone and
returned. But I kept that
personal collection of mine
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