This is an ABLE book

INSTRUCTIONS

If you work in an office, you work in a print
shop! Seize the means of production, Friend,
and make a book of your own!

First, you’ll want to print this file back and
front (duplex, or double-sided, depending on
how your printer describes it.)

If you want the cover to be nice, print this
first sheet on a heavier card stock.

Next, take the two body sheets (with the text
of the book on them), and make the flowers
in the center kiss. This is a 16 page quarto
booklet! With the sheets standing tall, fold
the sheets in half so that the upside down
text top front becomes the back, right side
up (phew, does this make sense?)

Now, you have page 1 on the right, with a
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large initial Capital, and page 16 on the left.
Fold this in half again to make a booklet.

Cut the cover free from the lower half of this
sheet, and fold it in half.

Trim the top of the text block so that the
pages are free. (You can use a paper cutter,
scissors, or a pen knife).

Staple or sew the pages and the cover to-
gether, to make a book. You can also insert
another half-sheet of paper between the text
block and the cover to have a fly-leaf.

You are now a printer and book-maker.
Post the Wolverine mini-poster (otherside

of these instructions) proudly at your desk.
Tell people that fine books can be acquired

“At the Sign of the Wolverine”.

THE
LAST DREAM
OF
OLD OAK

by Hans Christian Andersen
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About the Type

The body text for this edition is
Century Schoolbook, designed
by Morris Fuller Benton in
1918. The titles are set in Futu-
ra, designed by Paul Renner in
1927. Both are well-established
in American utilitarian design,
with Schoolbook both a popular
educational face, and the man-
dated typeface of all US Su-
preme Court opinions, and Fu-
tura widely used in aeronautics,
most famously in the plaque
placed by NASA on the moon
during Apollo 11.



6

SIOMO[J pU®B ‘SqI9y ‘seysn( ‘sear} Jo)0
oY) [[e 7ey) oJisep Surduo] ‘Suruieaf ®
e 903 oy ‘sseurddey siyj [[e jsprwue
‘9oA pue Lol pue soeed Jo [[N] ‘@a1) P[0 9}
J0J syuewiowr Addey pue [NyIopuOM dI9M
9SaY], "YBO P[0 93 JO soydURI(Q 9} Yjeau
-9( JOWL 9JUO0 PBY OYM SJISAO[ JO S9d oY)
Uur J10 ‘pPIIYd ® JO Sake oY) Ul JOO[ UMOUY
-[[éeM oY) Aroweaw ay) 0} po[[edal A8y,
‘'seko o[jued pue Jeo[d oI ‘Sur[yreds
pue adxe[ ‘)ySi[Aep peo.I(q Ul S[]ISIA dUIBD
-9( SIe)S 9, "99s 0] sake pessessod 1 J
se “QUSIs M poJid powess Jea| Aroae
‘suems 91ym agae] 10 ‘odessed Jo spaiq Jo
sdooa} oI WaY) Yjeaua(q PoIeof] oIym
‘spnofo eyj) peorerd seypuerq jsowdo)
ST peYy Apeaa[y ‘J[os)l uns JysLiq ‘urrem
9} 01 U8A® Yoral 0} UOYIIY pue Joy3IIy
moiad 03 Surduo[ snokol e ssoae 1 Ym
pue ‘peseatoul UOIJORJST)BS-J[8S ST Sem
0s ‘Upmous sty 03 uorprodoad ur pue Lro[[ny
pue Jepeolq sawedaq sysnoq jsowrdo) s1y

8

‘Uj8uaa)s pesearour YIm ‘IeySIy [[IIS pue
JoU31Yy MaI3 o SY "9J1[ JO J03T1A ULIBM )
uel YjIes 9y} Yjeaua(q 1001 9y} Y3Noayj
a[Iym ‘mo Jurpeaads pue Iurydjaa)s Jos
-}1 3[9J 9013 dY, "seypur.Iq 1SeYSIY oY} 03
U9A® SUISLI ‘Jea[ puk WIS puB J00. JO d.I(
-J A19A9 ySnoay) SUI[[LIY) Sem OJI[ Mau
JU se pawess 91 Uy, "9AI[ 03 j04 peY 8y
sAep Jowwns AuewW MOY WIY [[@} 03 JNO
Pe[[eo 003oNd 8y} pue ‘@a.u) ay3 Jo SSUI[ed]
o} ure[dxe 01 JI se pe00d suoadid-poom
9], "'SOU0} SNO[[eAJRUI IS} JBdY P[N0d
9 pue ‘urede ai19(j) Suey 0} powess Aoy)
MOU ‘sJ9[[eARI) Arrew Aq SySnoq SIy uo
suny ueaq pey sdiey ueroy pue siejms
‘Ua) QOUIS PoULAIdjUI PeY SIeak Suo[
Mg ‘eou() "Yunaj SIY U0 YIeq U9dI3-YSI
-Aea8 oY) Ul SeWeRU JI9Y3} JO S[RI}IUL a8y}
9AJIBD puB ‘QUIYSUOOW ) Ul WIY Jeau
ssourddey 1emnb ur jeowr SI9AO] MBS O[]
‘9919 93 Jo I93[8ys o[qelidsoy o) Iepun
1de[s pue Sues uewl pue ‘paze[q urede

IN the forest, high up on the steep
shore, and not far from the open seacoast,
stood a very old oak-tree. It was just three
hundred and sixty-five years old, but that
long time was to the tree as the same
number of days might be to us; we wake
by day and sleep by night, and then we
have our dreams. It is different with the
tree; it is obliged to keep awake through
three seasons of the year, and does not
get any sleep till winter comes. Winter is
its time for rest; its night after the long
day of spring, summer, and autumn. On
many a warm summer, the Ephemera,
the flies that exist for only a day, had flut-
tered about the old oak, enjoyed life and
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felt happy and if, for a moment, one of the
tiny creatures rested on one of his large
fresh leaves, the tree would always say,
“Poor little creature! your whole life con-
sists only of a single day. How very short.
It must be quite melancholy.”

“Melancholy! what do you mean?” the
little creature would always reply. “Ev-
erything around me is so wonderfully
bright and warm, and beautiful, that it
makes me joyous.”

“But only for one day, and then it is
all over.”

“Over!” repeated the fly; “what is the
meaning of all over? Are you all over too?”

“No; I shall very likely live for thou-
sands of your days, and my day is whole
seasons long; indeed it is so long that you
could never reckon it out.”

“No? then I don’t understand you.
You may have thousands of my days, but
I have thousands of moments in which
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“Sing aloud on the happy morn,
All is fulfilled, for Christ is born;
With songs of joy let us loudly sing,
‘Hallelujahs to Christ our King.”

Thus sounded the old Christmas car-
ol, and every one on board the ship felt
his thoughts elevated, through the song
and the prayer, even as the old tree had
felt lifted up in its last, its beautiful
dream on that Christmas morn.
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storm had ceased. From all the churches
sounded the festive bells, and from every
hearth, even of the smallest hut, rose the
smoke into the blue sky, like the smoke
from the festive thank-offerings on the
Druids’ altars. The sea gradually became
calm, and on board a great ship that had
withstood the tempest during the night,
all the flags were displayed, as a token of
joy and festivity. “The tree is down! The
old oak,—our landmark on the coast!”
exclaimed the sailors. “It must have fall-
en in the storm of last night. Who can
replace it? Alas! no one.” This was a fu-
neral oration over the old tree; short, but
well-meant. There it lay stretched on the
snow-covered shore, and over it sounded
the notes of a song from the ship—a song
of Christmas joy, and of the redemption
of the soul of man, and of eternal life
through Christ’s atoning blood.
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I can be merry and happy. Does all the
beauty of the world cease when you die?”

“No,” replied the tree; “it will certain-
ly last much longer,— infinitely longer
than I can even think of.” “Well, then,”
said the little fly, “we have the same time
to live; only we reckon differently.” And
the little creature danced and floated in
the air, rejoicing in her delicate wings of
gauze and velvet, rejoicing in the balmy
breezes, laden with the fragrance of clo-
ver-fields and wild roses, elder-blossoms
and honeysuckle, from the garden hedg-
es, wild thyme, primroses, and mint, and
the scent of all these was so strong that
the perfume almost intoxicated the little
fly. The long and beautiful day had been
so full of joy and sweet delights, that
when the sun sank low it felt tired of all
its happiness and enjoyment. Its wings
could sustain it no longer, and gently and
slowly it glided down upon the soft wav-
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ing blades of grass, nodded its little head
as well as it could nod, and slept peace-
fully and sweetly. The fly was dead.

“Poor little Ephemera!” said the oak;
“what a terribly short life!” And so, on
every summer day the dance was repeat-
ed, the same questions asked, and the
same answers given. The same thing was
continued through many generations of
Ephemera; all of them felt equally merry
and equally happy.

The oak remained awake through the
morning of spring, the noon of summer,
and the evening of autumn; its time of
rest, its night drew nigh—winter was
coming. Already the storms were singing,
“Good-night, good-night.” Here fell a leaf
and there fell a leaf. “We will rock you
and lull you. Go to sleep, go to sleep. We
will sing you to sleep, and shake you to
sleep, and it will do your old twigs good;
they will even crackle with pleasure.
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And the old tree, as it still grew up-
wards and onwards, felt that his roots
were loosening themselves from the
earth.

“It is right so, it is best,” said the tree,
“no fetters hold me now. I can fly up to
the very highest point in light and glo-
ry. And all I love are with me, both small
and great. All—all are here.”

Such was the dream of the old oak:
and while he dreamed, a mighty storm
came rushing over land and sea, at the
holy Christmas time. The sea rolled in
great billows towards the shore. There
was a cracking and crushing heard in the
tree. The root was torn from the ground
just at the moment when in his dream
he fancied it was being loosened from the
earth. He fell—his three hundred and
sixty-five years were passed as the single
day of the Ephemera. On the morning of
Christmas-day, when the sun rose, the
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