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THE MISCHIEF BOOK




WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY
 WILHELM BUSCH

 (1832–1908)


ENGLISH TRANSLATION BY
 
ABBY LANGDON ALGER

 (1850–1917)









This small collection of doggerel poetry describes, in rhymed couplets, several episodes of madness and mayhem, perpetrated by naughty little boys or animals. The illustrations provide a large portion of the entertainment.





Heinrich Christian Wilhelm Busch (15 April 1832 – 9 January 1908) was a German humorist, poet, illustrator, and painter. He published comic illustrated cautionary tales from 1859, achieving his most notable works in the 1870s. He is perhaps best remembered for Max und Moritz (1865). That book details seven pranks by two very naughty boys, who have become iconic characters in German-speaking countries, and who were the inspiration for the long-running American comic strip The Katzenjammer Kids.


Busch drew on contemporary parochial and city life, satirizing Catholicism, Philistinism, strict religious morality, and bigotry. His comic text was colourful and entertaining, using onomatopoeia, neologisms, and other figures of speech. Busch became a source of inspiration for future generations of comic artists, and remains one of the most influential poets and artists in Western Europe.





This ebook was created by E.C.M. for MobileRead.com, April 2021, and may be freely distributed for non-commercial purposes.


This book was first published in 1880 by R. Worthington. Text and illustrations by Wilhelm Busch (1832–1908). English translation by Abby Langdon Alger (1850–1917).


This book is assumed to be in the public domain worldwide.
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THE  MISCHIEF  BOOK









Ice-Peter
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In 1812, when wood was high,


	
Most stayed at home a-toasting,






	
And icy winter all did try;


	
But Peter would go skating, coasting.
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It was so cold outside, they said,


	
Old Uncle Forster begged and warned him






	
That from the branches, birds fell dead.


	
To keep indoors, but Peter scorned him.
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A little rabbit too was found,


	
Still Peter sings in merry tone






	
Quite stiff, fast frozen to the ground.


	
And takes his seat upon a stone.
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When Peter gladly would be going,


	
The stuff is old, his heart is gay,






	
His trousers to the stone are growing.


	
Young Peter tears himself away.
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Just as I thought! here in a trice,


	
But with the loss of his new cap,






	
Has Peter fallen through the ice.


	
Friend Peter struggles from the trap.
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Though small at first, there quickly grows,


	
Which lengthens fast, till by my life,






	
A long ice-pendant on his nose.


	
’Tis sharp as any butcher’s knife.
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A mass of ice from head to toes,


	
And each one asks, “Who can this be?





	
He freezes faster as he goes.


	
’Tis a frozen porcupine I see!”
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Oft at the clock his parents gaze,


	
Exclaims the Uncle in a trice,






	
And wonder where their Peter stays.


	
“I’ll bet the rascal’s on the ice!”
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With sharpened axe and silent woe,


	
See how their anxious terror grows






	
They seek for Peter ’mid the snow.


	
To find a piece of Peter’s clothes.
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Much greater is their grief, I ween,


	
When Peter’s very self is seen.
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Here Peter’s carried home at last,


	
His father weeps, the tears freeze fast.
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Beside the stove and teapot spout,


	
They lay the boy to thaw him out.
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Hurrah! how grateful are their hearts;


	
The ice gives way, the water starts!
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Alas! alas! alack-a-day!


	
Poor boy, he’s melted quite away.
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Here in a pickle-jar inter they,


	
Peter, of better burial worthy.
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Yes, yes! within this earthen jar,


	
The rebel, who at first was hard,





	
Poor Pete’s remains preserved are.


	
As soft as butter now, is jarred.











Cat and Rat
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Within the lantern roams the rat,


	
Who sudden crashes through the panes,





	
And in the distance prowls the cat.


	
While wily rat a refuge gains.
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Up the clothes-horse runs the rat,


	
Here through the trousers leg they hurry,





	
And pussy after, slam, bang, slat.


	
Rat outside, inside, puss: they scurry.
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Slapdash goes pussy, whiskers first,


	
The luckless cat’s as black as soot,





	
Deep in the blacking-box immersed.


	
The rat takes refuge in the boot.
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Thinketh the cat: I’ve got you now!


	
The nimble rat the hole espies,





	
But in the boot’s a hole, I vow.


	
And out thereof he quickly flies.
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The rat gets safely home at last,


	
And madder now than any bat,





	
While pussy in the boot sticks fast.


	
She loudly mews: “O! drat that rat!”
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The cook and hostler with amaze,


	
Upon the scene of havoc gaze.
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Lo, here we see them might and main,


	
At pussy’s tail and boot-leg strain.
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“Hurra, we’ve done it now, confound it!”


	
When suddenly they on the ground sit.
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The cat, who’s richly earned her fate,


	
Is made a prisoner of state.
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And though the hostler’s spotted been,


	
The pump is near to wash him clean.









[image: ]






	
Now gaily dance the rats about,


	
“The noble boot, it has a hole!





	
And loudly in their triumph shout:


	
Long live the boot from top to sole!”












Hans Huckebein

THE MISCHIEVOUS RAVEN
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Here see we Fritz, for mischief mellow,


	
And Master Fritz, like every lad,





	
And Huckebein, a jolly fellow.


	
To have a raven would be glad.
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Upon the branch he now advances,


	
Then Master Fritzy throws his cap,





	
The raven gives mistrustful glances.


	
To make a cunning raven-trap.
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He almost has him, when alack!


	
Amid the blackberries Fritz is sitting.





	
The branch gives way with awful crack.


	
The raven finds the cap close fitting.
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Young Master Fritz with black is spotted;


	
The coal black bird is caught at last,





	
The raven greatly fears he’s potted.


	
For in the lining, he sticks fast.









[image: ]






	
“Ha! ha! Hans Huckebein I’ve got ’ee!


	
Aunt Lotty beams in every feature;





	
Oh! what a pleasure for Aunt Lotty!”


	
“Dear, dear!” she says, “a pretty creature!”









[image: ]






	
The words have hardly left her lips,


	
“You wretch,” she cries, “you’ll have no feeding





	
When vicious Hans her finger nips.


	
From me. See how my finger’s bleeding!”
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Here cowers in the saucepan’s hole,


	
The bone which he from Spitz has ta’en,





	
Hans Huckebein, the guilty soul.


	
Poor Spitz would like to get again.
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With growling, spitting and great pother,


	
The dog begins to think he’s master,





	
Spitz pulleth one way, Hans the other.


	
When (from the rear) the blows come faster.
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And by this triumph growing bolder,


	
But Spitz, with anger boiling o’er,





	
Makes Hans a dash at Spitzy’s shoulder.


	
Now snaps at Hans so much the more.
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The saucepan in, then springs the cat,


	
To trust the cat, they neither dare—





	
And with her drags the ham-bone fat.


	
So there they sit and glare and glare.
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The cat, she pulls the dog, who screams,


	
But lo, the saucepan has a leak,





	
The raven then with pleasure beams.


	
Through which the raven sticks his beak.
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Gives pussy’s tail so fierce a bite,


	
While Spitz and pussy quickly flee,





	
That from sheer anguish, curls it tight.


	
The greatest scamp comes off scot free!!
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It was Aunt Lotty’s greatest pleasure,


	
But Huckebein by far prefers,





	
To eat plum jam in ample measure.


	
To waste the goods kind fate confers.
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As Aunt draws near with rage and fright,


	
Made fleet by terror, jam he throws





	
Hans Huckebein forthwith takes flight.


	
On newly washed and ironed clothes.
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Thence through the china closet crashes,


	
Down goes the basket with the eggs—





	
And half her best new platters smashes.


	
And at the dearest season too, i’fegs.
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Slam! goes the jug; out streams the beer


	
The water bucket down he dashes





	
And spoils her Sunday boots,’tis clear.


	
And poor Aunt Lotty sadly splashes.
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Across the room she headlong plunges,


	
Fritz running in, knocks Aunty o’er,





	
And fork in hand, makes frantic lunges.


	
Who straightway pins him to the floor.
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The raven’s mischief now is done,


	
At Aunty’s nose he snaps, poor martyr,





	
They fondly hope – There’s more to come!


	
And she is sure she’s caught a tartar!
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His final hour swift advances,


	
How sweet it smells – Hans Huckebein





	
A glass of wine his sight entrances.


	
Is quick to test the sparkling wine.
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With deep appreciative frown,


	
Not bad! and once again he dips 





	
He lets the droplets trickle down.


	
His beak and once again he sips.









[image: ]






	
He tips the glass for one last taste,


	
He feels so heavy, yet so light,





	
That nothing might be left to waste.


	
Ah me! he’s in a woeful plight.
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Now on one leg himself he poises,


	
The bird which hitherto has flown,





	
And gives free vent to curious noises.


	
Into a creeping thing has grown.
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He makes a plan to ruin all,


	
And lost to sense of what is fitting,





	
Still, goeth pride before a fall.


	
He even pulls at Aunty’s knitting.
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The table’s smooth – the rascal stumbles—


	
“Mischief was e’er his greatest pleasure,





	
His end is near – see there! He tumbles!


	
So now” – says Aunt, “he hangs at leisure.”












The Boy and the Pipe
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The father says: I’m going out!


	
No soon has he closed the door,





	
Christian! don’t pull my pipe about!


	
Than on the pipe is Christian’s paw.
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Fie, Christian! what a dirty trick


	
Why, zounds! – He’s smoking, I declare;





	
Tobacco in your mouth to stick.


	
And what stirs in the corner there?
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Th’ umbrella dances with the sticks,


	
And with the tongs, the stove plays tricks.
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The coat is waltzing with the chair,


	
The table with the sofa there.
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All of a sudden – puff – it’s dark:


	
Some demon sure is on a lark.
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And puff – in floats as large as life—


	
A second imp, the former’s wife.
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Madly dance the pair, and frolic,


	
Christian feels most melancholic.
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They whirl and shout with frantic glee;


	
The room and Christian are at sea.
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His mother opens wide the door,


	
And finds her Christian on the floor.
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In bed he lies; the demons leer,


	
While mother stands with coffee near.
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The strong black coffee down he drinks,


	
’Twill do poor Christian good, methinks.
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His father sits and smiles, and says:


	
“Aye, aye, my boy! in future, you





	
“A warning this from evil ways!


	
Will do as you are bid to do!!”












The Boy and the Pop-Gun
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Here sits old Bartelmann a-sipping

His tea, in which a crust he’s dipping.
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Frank with his pop-gun standing near,

Hits Bartelmann upon the ear.
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Good gracious me, so thinketh he,

From under here it sure must be.
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Oh no, thinks he, that cannot be

And dips his bretzel in his tea.









[image: ]






	
Pop – from his hand the crust is flying;

Old Bartelmann of fright’s near dying.
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Then at his eye Frank aimed a dart;

Which made it sorely ache and smart.
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So that the tears all swiftly ran

Down the cheeks of old Bartelmann.
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Good gracious me, so thinketh he—

From up above, it sure must be!
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Oh ho! he falls – for hurry scurry

Frank hits his nose in greatest flurry.
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When Bartelmann the dart espies,

An old acquaintance greets his eyes.
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See now he sparkles at the thought;

Behind the fence the rascal’s caught.
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With coffepot he now doth gloat

To drive the pop-gun down Frank’s throat!
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Take warning hence, you naughty chicks,





	
On older folks play no more tricks!
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