
The Very Sad Tale of the Matches 
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One day Paulinchen was alone  
(Her parents from the house were gone)  
And as she wandered here and there  
She danced and sang a pretty air  
When all at once, what did she spy  
A box of matches, not too high. 
It was a sight that gave her joy:  
"Matches,'' the forbidden toy. 
"I'll light them, that's just what I'll do  
The way I've seen my mother do." 
 
But Puss and Kitty, watching her  
Set up a warning miaow and purr,  
They rubbed around her legs and miaowed  
"Your father says that's not allowed. 
No, No, Miaow, Miaow and no! 
Don't touch, it's dangerous you know." 
 
Paulinchen would not listen. Oh,  
Those matches burned and glittered so,  
The fire crackled prettily  
As, in the picture, you can see. 
She lighted matches everywhere-  
Not Puss nor Kitty would she hear. 
 
But Puss and Kitty warning her  
Set up such a miaow and purr,  
They rubbed around her legs and miaowed  
"Your mother says that's not allowed 
No, No, Miaow, Miaow and no! 
Please stop, it's dangerous you know." 
 
Too bad. The fire seized the child,  
Roared in her skirt and apron wild. 
It burned her hands and pretty hair  
And all Paulinchen, then and there. 
    
Then Puss and Kitty miaowed and cried  
"Help, oh help!'' on every side,  
"Won't someone help, Paulinchen's turning  
In a blaze that's raging, burning." 
Won't someone help, won't someone stop,  
Our Paulinchen's burning up." 



The child was burnt completely there  
Her feet, her skin, her eyes, her hair  
Nothing left but a pile of ashes  
Two pretty shoes, some burnt out matches. 
 
Then Puss and Kitty, for a while. 
Wept beside the smoldering pile,  
"Woe and miaow, miaow and woe,  
Now where did her poor parents go?"  
Those cats wept brooks. Oh what a pity  
Poor Paulinchen was so naughty. 
  
 

 


