grand house with forma gardens, a boxwood labyrinth, and afine carriage with six white chargersto
draw it. Hiswork was easy, hiswedth was great, and he had everything aman could ever want.

Oneday agirl cameto Death's door. She had blue eyes and a smile like sunshine. "I've come to be your
housekeeper,” she said.

"Do | need a housekeeper?' Degath asked, astonished.
"Everybody needs a housekeeper.” And so shemoved in.

Now, Death was not stupid. He saw immediately that the girl wasintent upon mischief. A moment's
thought brought to him that he had her lover. But he said nothing, for her was curiousto learn the exact
nature of her game.

The next day, Death came home from work to find his house clean asawhistle. The floors shone, the
windows sparkled, and there were flowers piled around the fire safe. "What's thisfor?' he asked.

"To honor your heart. That'swhere you keep it, don't you? I'd keep my heart in the fire safeif | could.”

"No, no," Death grumbled. "I keep it in the topmaost room of the tallest turret of my mansion." And he
went off to bed.

The next day, when he returned home, the tallest turret of his mansion was wreathed in flowers. "What's
this?' he asked.

"It'sin honor of your heart," the housekeeper told him. ™Y ou told me you keep it there.”

"l lied," Death said. "'l keep it in an egg within ajeweled box at the bottom of the water inthewell in the
back yard." And, so saying, went off to supper.

The next day, Death came home to find, predictably enough, that the well had been surrounded by
flowers. But the housekeeper was sopping wet, and there was a sheepish 1ook in her eyes.

"Fool!" Degth cried. "Y ou thought you could find my heart, crushiit, and kill me. But the jokeison you. |
don't have aheart!" And, laughing crudly, he went off to hislibrary to read.

But on the fourth day, Death came home from his laborsto find nothing left of hisfine mansion but
glowing embers. The gardens had been dug up, the boxwoods uprooted, the carriage smashed to
flinders, and the throats of al six chargers had been dashed. It wasincomprehensible to him that one
smdl girl could have done so much damage. In asingle day, she had pauperized him.

In arage, Death rushed out into the world, striking out wildly, left and right, at al around him. Whether he
dew thegirl isnot known, even to him. For he had logt al his composure. Hewasin ablind and
passionate frenzy.

Asheremains, evento thisvery day.



