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PREFACE

German	 folklore	 shares	 many	 characteristics	 with	 Scandinavian	 folklore	 and
English	 folklore	 based	 on	 their	 common	 origins	 in	Germanic	mythology.	 The
Germanic	 tradition	reflects	a	similar	mix	of	 influences,	such	as	a	pre-Christian
pantheon	 and	 supernatural	 beings	 equivalent	 to	 those	 of	 Norse	 mythology.
Equally,	 there	 are	 magical	 characters	 associated	 with	 Christian	 festivals,	 and
various	regional	character	stories	and	elements.
As	 in	 Scandinavia,	 when	 belief	 in	 the	 old	 gods	 disappeared,	 remnants	 of	 the
myths	 persisted,	 such	 as	 the	 Lorelei,	 a	 dangerous	 Rhine	 siren,	 or	 the	 giant
Rübezahl.	Character	folklore	includes	the	stories	of	the	Pied	Piper	of	Hamelin,
the	 trickster	 hero	 Till	 Eulenspiegel,	 and	 the	 Town	 Musicians	 of	 Bremen	 and
Faust.
Documentation	of	folklore	in	the	states	that	formally	united	as	Germany	in	1871
emerged	 in	 the	 18th	 and	 19th	 centuries.	 As	 early	 as	 1851,	 author	 Bernhard
Baader	published	a	collection	of	folklore	research	obtained	through	oral	history-
telling,	which	he	titled	Volkssagen	aus	dem	Lande	Baden	und	den	angrenzenden
Gegenden.	 The	 Saxon	 author	 Johann	 Karl	 August	 Musäus	 was	 another	 early
collector.
Study	was	further	promoted	by	the	Prussian	poet-	philosopher	Johann	Gottfried
von	Herder.	His	belief	in	the	role	of	folklore	in	ethnic	nationalism	-	a	folklore	of
Germany	 as	 a	 nation	 rather	 than	 of	 disunited	 German-speaking	 peoples	 -
inspired	 Goethe	 and	 others.	 Folklore,	 such	 as	 the	 Rhine	 Maidens	 and	 the
Grimms'	The	Story	of	a	Boy	Who	Went	Forth	to	Learn	Fear,	formed	part	of	the
source	material	for	Richard	Wagner's	opera	cycle	Der	Ring	des	Nibelungen.
For	 most	 of	 us	 the	 key	 to	 reading	 and	 wondering	 at	 the	 depth	 of	 Germanic
folklore	is	the	work	of	The	Brothers	Grimm,	and	their	history	is	fascinating.
Their	 first	book,	Children’s	and	Household	Tales,	was	published	 in	1812,	and
they	soon	began	their	second	volume,	German	Legends,	which	was	published	in
1818.	The	book	 that	 actually	 started	 their	 international	 success	was	not	one	of
their	 collections	 of	 tales,	 however,	 but	 rather	 Jacob’s	 publication	 of	German
Grammar	in	1819.
In	 1825,	 the	 Brothers	 published	 their	 Kleine	 Ausgabe	 or	 "small	 edition",	 a
selection	 of	 50	 tales	 designed	 for	 child	 readers.	 This	 children's	 version	 went
through	ten	editions	between	1825	and	1858.



In	1830,	Jacob	became	a	professor	at	University	of	Göttingen	and	shortly	after,
in	1835,	Wilhelm	also	became	a	professor	there.	During	these	years	Jacob	wrote
a	third	volume	of	German	Grammar	and	Wilhelm	prepared	the	third	revision	of
the	Children’s	and	Household	Tales.
After	 leaving	 Göttingen	 in	 1837	 following	 a	 brief	 political	 struggle	 with	 the
absolutist	 King	 Ernst	 August	 II,	 both	 Jacob	 and	 Wilhelm	 returned	 to	 their
previous	home	 in	Kassel.	Here	 the	Grimms	devoted	 themselves	 to	 researching
and	studying,	before	being	invited	by	the	King	of	Prussia	to	teach	and	work	at
the	University	of	Berlin	in	1841.	It	was	while	in	Berlin	that	the	brothers	began
work	on	their	great	but	unfinished	German	dictionary.
Tales	From	Germania,	as	with	the	collection	of	stories	from	France,	Tales	From
Gallia,	 concentrates	 on	 those	 lesser	 known	 stories	 from	 the	 Brothers	 Grimm
alongside	 other	 collectors	 such	 as	 Andrew	 Lang,	 Margaret	 Arndt	 and	 Logan
Marshall.	I	also	found	some	interesting	but	unattributed	tales	to	add	to	the	mix.
Although	the	stories	told	by	the	brothers	and	Andrew	Lang	have	become	old	and
familiar	friends,	I	have	to	say	that	the	stories	told	by	Margaret	Arndt	have	been
an	absolute	delight	 to	read.	They	are	as	fresh	and	light	and	compelling	now	as
ever	 they	were	when	 first	written.	Discovering	Margaret’s	 story-telling	 genius
has	been	a	highlight	of	the	summer	so	far.
While	completing	this	volume	over	the	summer	of	2019,	I	have	decided	to	take
short	break	from	the	great	project.	This	is	book	nineteen	in	the	series,	after	all.
During	the	remainder	of	the	year	I	intend	to	finish	A	Symphony	Of	Sorrows,	the
sequel	to	my	2018	novel,	A	Solitude	of	Stars.	I'll	be	picking	up	the	great	project
with	Russian	tales	some	time	towards	the	end	of	this	year.
	

Clive
Bath	2019
	



A	TALE	OF	THE	TONTLAWALD

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Violet
Fairy	Book,	published	in	1901.	The	original	is	taken	from	Ehstnische	Märchen
by	Friedrich	Reinhold	Kreutzwald,	published	in	1869.
	

	

LONG,	LONG	AGO	THERE	STOOD	IN	the	midst	of	a	country	covered	with
lakes	a	vast	 stretch	of	moorland	called	 the	Tontlawald,	on	which	no	man	ever
dared	set	foot.	From	time	to	time	a	few	bold	spirits	had	been	drawn	by	curiosity
to	its	borders,	and	on	their	return	had	reported	that	they	had	caught	a	glimpse	of
a	 ruined	 house	 in	 a	 grove	 of	 thick	 trees,	 and	 round	 about	 it	 were	 a	 crowd	 of
beings	 resembling	men,	 swarming	 over	 the	 grass	 like	 bees.	 The	men	were	 as
dirty	and	ragged	as	gipsies,	and	there	were	besides	a	quantity	of	old	women	and
half-naked	children.
One	 night	 a	 peasant	 who	 was	 returning	 home	 from	 a	 feast	 wandered	 a	 little
farther	 into	 the	 Tontlawald,	 and	 came	 back	 with	 the	 same	 story.	 A	 countless
number	of	women	and	children	were	gathered	round	a	huge	fire,	and	some	were
seated	on	the	ground,	while	others	danced	strange	dances	on	the	smooth	grass.
One	old	crone	had	a	broad	iron	ladle	in	her	hand,	with	which	every	now	and	then
she	stirred	the	fire,	but	the	moment	she	touched	the	glowing	ashes	the	children
rushed	 away,	 shrieking	 like	 night	 owls,	 and	 it	 was	 a	 long	 while	 before	 they
ventured	to	steal	back.
And	besides	 all	 this	 there	had	once	or	 twice	been	 seen	a	 little	old	man	with	 a
long	beard	creeping	out	of	 the	forest,	carrying	a	sack	bigger	 than	himself.	The
women	and	children	ran	by	his	side,	weeping	and	trying	to	drag	the	sack	from
off	his	back,	but	he	shook	them	off,	and	went	on	his	way.
There	was	also	a	tale	of	a	magnificent	black	cat	as	large	as	a	foal,	but	men	could
not	believe	all	the	wonders	told	by	the	peasant,	and	it	was	difficult	to	make	out
what	was	true	and	what	was	false	in	his	story.	However,	the	fact	remained	that
strange	things	did	happen	there,	and	the	King	of	Sweden,	to	whom	this	part	of
the	 country	 belonged,	 more	 than	 once	 gave	 orders	 to	 cut	 down	 the	 haunted
wood,	 but	 there	 was	 no	 one	 with	 courage	 enough	 to	 obey	 his	 commands.	 At
length	one	man,	bolder	than	the	rest,	struck	his	axe	into	a	tree,	but	his	blow	was
followed	by	a	stream	of	blood	and	shrieks	as	of	a	human	creature	in	pain.	The



terrified	 woodcutter	 fled	 as	 fast	 as	 his	 legs	 would	 carry	 him,	 and	 after	 that
neither	orders	nor	threats	would	drive	anybody	to	the	enchanted	moor.
A	few	miles	from	the	Tontlawald	was	a	large	village,	where	dwelt	a	peasant	who
had	recently	married	a	young	wife.	As	not	uncommonly	happens	in	such	cases,
she	turned	the	whole	house	upside	down,	and	the	two	quarrelled	and	fought	all
day	long.
By	his	first	wife	the	peasant	had	a	daughter	called	Elsa,	a	good	quiet	girl,	who
only	wanted	to	live	in	peace,	but	this	her	stepmother	would	not	allow.	She	beat
and	cuffed	the	poor	child	from	morning	till	night,	but	as	the	stepmother	had	the
whip-hand	on	her	husband	there	was	no	remedy	for	poor	Elsa.
For	two	years	Elsa	suffered	all	this	ill-treatment,	until	one	day	she	went	out	with
the	other	village	children	to	pluck	strawberries.	Carelessly	they	wandered	on,	till
at	 last	 they	 reached	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 Tontlawald,	where	 the	 finest	 strawberries
grew,	 making	 the	 grass	 red	 with	 their	 colour.	 The	 children	 flung	 themselves
down	on	the	ground,	and,	after	eating	as	many	as	they	wanted,	began	to	pile	up
their	baskets,	when	suddenly	a	cry	arose	from	one	of	the	older	boys,	"Run,	run
as	fast	as	you	can!	We	are	in	the	Tontlawald!"
Quicker	 than	 lightning	 they	 sprang	 to	 their	 feet,	 and	 rushed	 madly	 away,	 all
except	Elsa,	who	had	strayed	 farther	 than	 the	 rest,	 and	had	 found	a	bed	of	 the
finest	strawberries	right	under	the	trees.	Like	the	others,	she	heard	the	boy's	cry,
but	could	not	make	up	her	mind	to	leave	the	strawberries.
"After	 all,	what	does	 it	matter?"	 thought	 she.	 "The	dwellers	 in	 the	Tontlawald
cannot	 be	worse	 than	my	 stepmother".	 Looking	 up	 she	 saw	 a	 little	 black	 dog
with	a	silver	bell	on	 its	neck	come	barking	 towards	her,	 followed	by	a	maiden
clad	all	in	silk.
"Be	quiet,"	said	she.	Then	turning	to	Elsa	she	added,	"I	am	so	glad	you	did	not
run	away	with	the	other	children.	Stay	here	with	me	and	be	my	friend,	and	we
will	 play	 delightful	 games	 together,	 and	 every	 day	 we	 will	 go	 and	 gather
strawberries.	Nobody	will	dare	to	beat	you	if	I	tell	them	not.	Come,	let	us	go	to
my	mother".	Taking	Elsa's	hand	she	led	her	deeper	into	the	wood,	the	little	black
dog	jumping	up	beside	them	and	barking	with	pleasure.
Oh!	What	wonders	and	splendours	unfolded	themselves	before	Elsa's	astonished
eyes!	She	 thought	she	 really	must	be	 in	Heaven.	Fruit	 trees	and	bushes	 loaded
with	fruit	stood	before	them,	while	birds	gayer	than	the	brightest	butterfly	sat	in
their	branches	and	filled	the	air	with	their	song.	And	the	birds	were	not	shy,	but
let	the	girls	take	them	in	their	hands,	and	stroke	their	gold	and	silver	feathers.	In
the	centre	of	the	garden	was	the	dwelling-house,	shining	with	glass	and	precious
stones,	and	in	the	doorway	sat	a	woman	in	rich	garments,	who	turned	to	Elsa's
companion	and	asked,	"What	sort	of	a	guest	are	you	bringing	to	me?"



"I	 found	 her	 alone	 in	 the	wood,"	 replied	 her	 daughter,	 "and	 brought	 her	 back
with	me	for	a	companion.	Will	you	let	her	stay?"
The	mother	laughed,	but	said	nothing,	and	she	looked	Elsa	up	and	down	sharply.
Then	she	told	the	girl	to	come	near,	and	stroked	her	cheeks	and	spoke	kindly	to
her,	 asking	 if	 her	 parents	were	 alive,	 and	 if	 she	 really	would	 like	 to	 stay	with
them.	Elsa	stooped	and	kissed	her	hand,	then,	kneeling	down,	buried	her	face	in
the	woman's	lap,	and	sobbed	out,	"My	mother	has	lain	for	many	years	under	the
ground.	My	 father	 is	 still	 alive,	 but	 I	 am	 nothing	 to	 him,	 and	my	 stepmother
beats	me	all	the	day	long.	I	can	do	nothing	right,	so	let	me,	I	pray	you,	stay	with
you.	 I	will	 look	 after	 the	 flocks	or	 do	 any	work	you	 tell	me,	 I	will	 obey	your
lightest	word.	Only	do	not,	I	entreat	you,	send	me	back	to	her.	She	will	half	kill
me	for	not	having	come	back	with	the	other	children."
And	the	woman	smiled	and	answered,	"Well,	we	will	see	what	we	can	do	with
you,"	and,	rising,	she	went	into	the	house.
Then	the	daughter	said	to	Elsa,	"Fear	nothing.	My	mother	will	be	your	friend.	I
saw	 by	 the	 way	 she	 looked	 that	 she	 would	 grant	 your	 request	 when	 she	 had
thought	 it	 over,"	 and,	 telling	 Elsa	 to	 wait,	 she	 entered	 the	 house	 to	 seek	 her
mother.	Elsa	meanwhile	was	tossed	about	between	hope	and	fear,	and	felt	as	if
the	girl	would	never	come.
At	last	Elsa	saw	her	crossing	the	grass	with	a	box	in	her	hand.
"My	mother	says	we	may	play	together	today,	as	she	wants	to	make	up	her	mind
what	to	do	about	you.	But	I	hope	you	will	stay	here	always,	as	I	can't	bear	you	to
go	away.	Have	you	ever	been	on	the	sea?"
"The	sea?"	asked	Elsa,	staring.	"What	is	that?	I’ve	never	heard	of	such	a	thing!"
"Oh,	I’ll	soon	show	you,"	answered	the	girl,	taking	the	lid	from	the	box.	At	the
very	 bottom	 lay	 a	 scrap	 of	 a	 cloak,	 a	mussel	 shell,	 and	 two	 fish	 scales.	 Two
drops	 of	 water	 were	 glistening	 on	 the	 cloak,	 and	 these	 the	 girl	 shook	 on	 the
ground.	 In	 an	 instant	 the	 garden	 and	 lawn	 and	 everything	 else	 had	 vanished
utterly,	as	if	the	earth	had	opened	and	swallowed	them	up,	and	as	far	as	the	eye
could	 reach	 you	 could	 see	 nothing	 but	 water,	 which	 seemed	 at	 last	 to	 touch
heaven	itself.	Only	under	their	feet	was	a	tiny	dry	spot.	Then	the	girl	placed	the
mussel	shell	on	the	water	and	took	the	fish	scales	in	her	hand.	The	mussel	shell
grew	bigger	and	bigger,	 and	 turned	 into	a	pretty	 little	boat,	which	would	have
held	a	dozen	children.	The	girls	stepped	in,	Elsa	very	cautiously,	for	which	she
was	much	laughed	at	by	her	friend,	who	used	 the	fish	scales	for	a	rudder.	The
waves	rocked	the	girls	softly,	as	if	they	were	lying	in	a	cradle,	and	they	floated
on	till	they	met	other	boats	filled	with	men,	singing	and	making	merry.
"We	must	sing	you	a	song	in	return,"	said	the	girl,	but	as	Elsa	did	not	know	any
songs,	 she	 had	 to	 sing	 by	 herself.	Elsa	 could	 not	 understand	 any	 of	 the	men's



songs,	 but	 one	 word,	 she	 noticed,	 came	 over	 and	 over	 again,	 and	 that	 was
"Kisika."	Elsa	asked	what	it	meant,	and	the	girl	replied	that	it	was	her	name.
It	was	all	so	pleasant	that	they	might	have	stayed	there	for	ever	had	not	a	voice
cried	out	to	them,	"Children,	it	is	time	for	you	to	come	home!"
So	Kisika	took	the	little	box	out	of	her	pocket,	with	the	piece	of	cloth	lying	in	it,
and	dipped	the	cloth	in	the	water,	and	lo,	they	were	standing	close	to	a	splendid
house	in	the	middle	of	the	garden.	Everything	round	them	was	dry	and	firm,	and
there	was	no	water	anywhere.	The	mussel	shell	and	the	fish	scales	were	put	back
in	the	box,	and	the	girls	went	in.
They	 entered	 a	 large	 hall,	 where	 four	 and	 twenty	 richly	 dressed	women	were
sitting	round	a	table,	 looking	as	if	 they	were	about	to	attend	a	wedding.	At	the
head	of	the	table	sat	the	lady	of	the	house	in	a	golden	chair.
Elsa	did	not	know	which	way	to	look,	for	everything	that	met	her	eyes	was	more
beautiful	than	she	could	have	dreamed	possible.	But	she	sat	down	with	the	rest,
and	 ate	 some	 delicious	 fruit,	 and	 thought	 she	 must	 be	 in	 heaven.	 The	 guests
talked	softly,	but	their	speech	was	strange	to	Elsa,	and	she	understood	nothing	of
what	 was	 said.	 Then	 the	 hostess	 turned	 round	 and	 whispered	 something	 to	 a
maid	behind	her	chair,	and	the	maid	left	the	hall,	and	when	she	came	back	she
brought	 a	 little	 old	 man	 with	 her,	 who	 had	 a	 beard	 longer	 than	 himself.	 He
bowed	low	to	the	lady	and	then	stood	quietly	near	the	door.
"Do	you	see	 this	girl?"	said	 the	 lady	of	 the	house,	pointing	 to	Elsa.	 "I	wish	 to
adopt	her	 for	my	daughter.	Make	me	a	copy	of	her,	which	we	can	send	 to	her
native	village	instead	of	herself."
The	 old	man	 looked	 Elsa	 all	 up	 and	 down,	 as	 if	 he	 was	 taking	 her	 measure,
bowed	again	 to	 the	 lady,	and	 left	 the	hall.	After	dinner	 the	 lady	said	kindly	 to
Elsa,	"Kisika	has	begged	me	to	let	you	stay	with	her,	and	you	have	told	her	you
would	like	to	live	here.	Is	that	so?"
At	 these	words	Elsa	 fell	 on	her	 knees,	 and	kissed	 the	 lady's	 hands	 and	 feet	 in
gratitude	 for	 her	 escape	 from	 her	 cruel	 stepmother,	 but	 her	 hostess	 raised	 her
from	the	ground	and	patted	her	head,	saying,	"All	will	go	well	as	long	as	you	are
a	 good,	 obedient	 child,	 and	 I	will	 take	 care	 of	 you	 and	 see	 that	 you	want	 for
nothing	till	you	are	grown	up	and	can	look	after	yourself.	My	waiting-maid,	who
teaches	Kisika	all	sorts	of	fine	handiwork,	shall	teach	you	too."
Not	long	after	the	old	man	came	back	with	a	mould	full	of	clay	on	his	shoulders,
and	a	little	covered	basket	in	his	left	hand.	He	put	down	his	mould	and	his	basket
on	the	ground,	took	up	a	handful	of	clay,	and	made	a	doll	as	large	as	life.	When
it	was	finished	he	bored	a	hole	in	the	doll's	breast	and	put	a	bit	of	bread	inside.
Then	he	drew	a	snake	out	of	the	basket	and	forced	it	to	enter	the	hollow	body.
"Now,"	he	said	to	the	lady,	"all	we	want	is	a	drop	of	the	maiden's	blood."



When	she	heard	this	Elsa	grew	white	with	horror,	for	she	thought	she	was	selling
her	soul	to	the	evil	one.
"Do	not	be	afraid!"	the	lady	hastened	to	say.	"We	do	not	want	your	blood	for	any
bad	purpose,	but	rather	to	give	you	freedom	and	happiness."
Then	she	took	a	tiny	golden	needle,	pricked	Elsa	in	the	arm,	and	gave	the	needle
to	 the	old	man,	who	stuck	 it	 into	 the	heart	of	 the	doll.	When	 this	was	done	he
placed	 the	figure	 in	 the	basket,	promising	 that	 the	next	day	 they	should	all	see
what	a	beautiful	piece	of	work	he	had	finished.
When	Elsa	awoke	the	next	morning	in	her	silken	bed,	with	its	soft	white	pillows,
she	saw	a	beautiful	dress	lying	over	the	back	of	a	chair,	ready	for	her	to	put	on.
A	maid	came	in	to	comb	out	her	long	hair,	and	brought	the	finest	linen	for	her
use,	but	nothing	gave	Elsa	so	much	 joy	as	 the	 little	pair	of	embroidered	shoes
that	 she	 held	 in	 her	 hand,	 for	 the	 girl	 had	 hitherto	 been	 forced	 to	 run	 about
barefoot	by	her	cruel	stepmother.
In	her	excitement	she	never	gave	a	thought	to	the	rough	clothes	she	had	worn	the
day	before,	which	had	disappeared	as	if	by	magic	during	the	night.	Who	could
have	taken	them?	Well,	she	was	to	know	that	by-and-by.	But	we	can	guess	that
the	doll	had	been	dressed	in	them,	for	the	doll	was	to	go	back	to	the	village	in
her	stead.	By	the	time	the	sun	rose	the	doll	had	attained	her	full	size,	and	no	one
could	have	told	one	girl	from	the	other.	Elsa	started	back	when	she	met	herself
as	she	looked	only	yesterday.
"You	must	not	be	frightened,"	said	 the	 lady,	when	she	noticed	her	 terror,	"this
clay	figure	can	do	you	no	harm.	It	 is	 for	your	stepmother,	 that	she	may	beat	 it
instead	of	you.	Let	her	flog	it	as	hard	as	she	will,	it	can	never	feel	any	pain.	And
if	the	wicked	woman	does	not	come	one	day	to	a	better	mind	your	double	will	be
able	at	last	to	give	her	the	punishment	she	deserves."
From	this	moment	Elsa's	life	was	that	of	the	ordinary	happy	child,	who	has	been
rocked	to	sleep	in	her	babyhood	in	a	lovely	golden	cradle.	She	had	no	cares	or
troubles	of	any	sort,	and	every	day	her	 tasks	became	easier,	and	 the	years	 that
had	gone	before	seemed	more	and	more	 like	a	bad	dream.	But	 the	happier	she
grew	the	deeper	was	her	wonder	at	everything	around	her,	and	the	more	firmly
she	was	persuaded	that	some	great	unknown	power	must	be	at	the	bottom	of	it
all.
In	the	courtyard	stood	a	huge	granite	block	about	twenty	steps	from	the	house,
and	when	meal	 times	came	round	the	old	man	with	 the	 long	beard	went	 to	 the
block,	drew	out	a	small	silver	staff,	and	struck	the	stone	with	it	 three	times,	so
that	 the	 sound	could	be	heard	 a	 long	way	off.	At	 the	 third	blow,	out	 sprang	 a
large	golden	cock,	and	stood	upon	the	stone.	Whenever	he	crowed	and	flapped
his	 wings	 the	 rock	 opened	 and	 something	 came	 out	 of	 it.	 First	 a	 long	 table
covered	with	dishes	ready	laid	for	the	number	of	persons	who	would	be	seated



round	it,	and	this	flew	into	the	house	all	by	itself.
When	 the	 cock	 crowed	 for	 the	 second	 time,	 a	 number	of	 chairs	 appeared,	 and
flew	 after	 the	 table.	 Then	 followed	 wine,	 apples,	 and	 other	 fruit,	 all	 without
trouble	 to	 anybody.	 After	 everybody	 had	 had	 enough,	 the	 old	man	 struck	 the
rock	again.	The	golden	cock	crowed	afresh,	and	back	went	dishes,	table,	chairs,
and	plates	into	the	middle	of	the	block.
When,	 however,	 it	 came	 to	 the	 turn	 of	 the	 thirteenth	 dish,	which	nobody	 ever
wanted	to	eat,	a	huge	black	cat	ran	up,	and	stood	on	the	rock	close	to	the	cock,
while	 the	 dish	 was	 on	 his	 other	 side.	 There	 they	 all	 remained,	 till	 they	 were
joined	by	the	old	man.
He	picked	up	the	dish	in	one	hand,	tucked	the	cat	under	his	arm,	told	the	cock	to
get	on	his	shoulder,	and	all	four	vanished	into	the	rock.	And	this	wonderful	stone
contained	not	only	food,	but	clothes	and	everything	you	could	possibly	want	in
the	house.
At	first	a	language	was	often	spoken	at	meals	which	was	strange	to	Elsa,	but	by
the	help	of	the	lady	and	her	daughter	she	began	slowly	to	understand	it,	though	it
was	years	before	she	was	able	to	speak	it	herself.
One	day	 she	 asked	Kisika	why	 the	 thirteenth	dish	 came	daily	 to	 the	 table	 and
was	sent	daily	away	untouched,	but	Kisika	knew	no	more	about	it	than	she	did.
The	girl	must,	however,	have	told	her	mother	what	Elsa	had	said,	for	a	few	days
later	 she	 spoke	 to	 Elsa	 seriously,	 "Do	 not	 worry	 yourself	 with	 useless
wondering.	You	wish	 to	 know	why	we	 never	 eat	 of	 the	 thirteenth	 dish?	That,
dear	 child,	 is	 the	 dish	 of	 hidden	 blessings,	 and	 we	 cannot	 taste	 it	 without
bringing	 our	 happy	 life	 here	 to	 an	 end.	And	 the	world	would	 be	 a	 great	 deal
better	 if	men,	 in	 their	greed,	did	not	 seek	 to	 snatch	everything	 for	 themselves,
instead	of	leaving	something	as	a	thank	you	to	the	giver	of	the	blessings.	Greed
is	man's	worst	fault."
The	years	passed	like	the	wind	for	Elsa,	and	she	grew	into	a	lovely	woman,	with
a	 knowledge	 of	many	 things	 that	 she	would	 never	 have	 learned	 in	 her	 native
village.	Kisika,	however,	was	still	the	same	young	girl	that	she	had	been	on	the
day	of	her	first	meeting	with	Elsa.	Each	morning	they	both	worked	for	an	hour	at
reading	and	writing,	as	they	had	always	done,	and	Elsa	was	anxious	to	learn	all
she	 could,	 but	 Kisika	 much	 preferred	 childish	 games	 to	 anything	 else.	 If	 the
humour	seized	her,	she	would	fling	aside	her	tasks,	take	her	treasure	box,	and	go
off	to	play	in	the	sea,	where	no	harm	ever	came	to	her.
"What	a	pity,"	she	would	often	say	to	Elsa,	"that	you	have	grown	so	big	that	you
cannot	play	with	me	anymore."
Nine	years	slipped	away	in	this	manner,	until	one	day	the	lady	called	Elsa	into
her	room.	Elsa	was	surprised	at	the	summons,	for	it	was	unusual,	and	her	heart



sank,	for	she	feared	some	evil	threatened	her.	As	she	crossed	the	threshold,	she
saw	 that	 the	 lady's	 cheeks	were	 flushed,	 and	 her	 eyes	 full	 of	 tears,	which	 she
dried	 hastily,	 as	 if	 she	would	 conceal	 them	 from	 the	 girl.	 "Dearest	 child,"	 she
began,	"the	time	has	come	when	we	must	part."
"Part?"	 cried	Elsa,	burying	her	head	 in	 the	 lady's	 lap.	 "No,	dear	 lady,	 that	 can
never	be	till	death	parts	us.	You	once	opened	your	arms	to	me.	You	cannot	thrust
me	away	now."
"Ah,	 be	 quiet,	 child,"	 replied	 the	 lady,	 "you	 do	 not	 know	what	 I	would	 do	 to
make	you	happy.	Now	you	are	a	woman,	and	I	have	no	right	to	keep	you	here.
You	must	return	to	the	world	of	men,	where	joy	awaits	you."
"Dear	lady,"	entreated	Elsa	again.	"Do	not,	I	beseech	you,	send	me	from	you.	I
want	no	other	happiness	than	to	live	and	die	beside	you.	Make	me	your	waiting
maid,	or	set	me	to	any	work	you	choose,	but	do	not	cast	me	forth	into	the	world.
It	would	have	been	better	 if	you	had	 left	me	with	my	stepmother,	 than	 first	 to
have	brought	me	to	heaven	and	then	send	me	back	to	a	worse	place."
"Do	not	 talk	 like	 that,	 dear	 child,"	 replied	 the	 lady,	 "you	do	not	 know	all	 that
must	be	done	to	secure	your	happiness,	however	much	it	costs	me.	But	it	has	to
be.	 You	 are	 only	 a	 common	 mortal,	 who	 will	 have	 to	 die	 one	 day,	 and	 you
cannot	stay	here	any	longer.	Though	we	have	the	bodies	of	men,	we	are	not	men
at	all,	 though	it	 is	not	easy	for	you	 to	understand	why.	Some	day	or	other	you
will	find	a	husband	who	has	been	made	expressly	for	you,	and	will	live	happily
with	him	till	death	separates	you.	It	will	be	very	hard	for	me	to	part	from	you,
but	it	has	to	be,	and	you	must	make	up	your	mind	to	it."
Then	she	drew	her	golden	comb	gently	 through	Elsa's	hair,	and	bade	her	go	to
bed,	but	 little	 sleep	had	 the	poor	girl!	Life	 seemed	 to	 stretch	before	her	 like	 a
dark	starless	night.

***
Now	let	us	look	back	a	moment,	and	see	what	had	been	going	on	in	Elsa's	native
village	all	these	years,	and	how	her	double	had	fared.	It	is	a	well-known	fact	that
a	bad	woman	seldom	becomes	better	as	she	grows	older,	and	Elsa's	stepmother
was	 no	 exception	 to	 the	 rule,	 but	 as	 the	 figure	 that	 had	 taken	 the	 girl's	 place
could	feel	no	pain,	the	blows	that	were	showered	on	her	night	and	day	made	no
difference.	If	the	father	ever	tried	to	come	to	his	daughter's	help,	his	wife	turned
upon	him,	and	things	were	rather	worse	than	before.
One	 day	 the	 stepmother	 had	 given	 the	 girl	 a	 frightful	 beating,	 and	 then
threatened	to	kill	her	outright.	Mad	with	rage,	she	seized	the	figure	by	the	throat
with	 both	 hands,	when	out	 came	 a	 black	 snake	 from	her	mouth	 and	 stung	 the
woman's	tongue,	and	she	fell	dead	without	a	sound.	At	night,	when	the	husband
came	home,	he	found	his	wife	lying	dead	upon	the	ground,	her	body	all	swollen



and	 disfigured,	 but	 the	 girl	was	 nowhere	 to	 be	 seen.	His	 screams	 brought	 the
neighbours	 from	 their	 cottages,	but	 they	were	unable	 to	explain	how	 it	had	all
come	 about.	 It	was	 true,	 they	 said,	 that	 about	mid-day	 they	 had	 heard	 a	 great
noise,	but	as	that	was	a	matter	of	daily	occurrence	they	did	not	think	much	of	it.
The	rest	of	the	day	all	was	still,	but	no	one	had	seen	anything	of	the	daughter.
The	body	of	the	dead	woman	was	then	prepared	for	burial,	and	her	tired	husband
went	to	bed,	rejoicing	in	his	heart	that	he	had	been	delivered	from	the	firebrand
who	had	made	his	home	unpleasant.	On	the	table	he	saw	a	slice	of	bread	lying,
and,	being	hungry,	he	ate	it	before	going	to	sleep.
In	the	morning	he	too	was	found	dead,	and	as	swollen	as	his	wife,	for	the	bread
had	been	placed	 in	 the	body	of	 the	figure	by	 the	old	man	who	made	 it.	A	few
days	later	he	was	placed	in	the	grave	beside	his	wife,	but	nothing	more	was	ever
heard	of	their	daughter.
All	night	 long	after	her	 talk	with	 the	 lady	Elsa	had	wept	and	wailed	about	her
hard	fate	in	being	cast	out	from	her	home	which	she	loved.
Next	morning,	when	she	got	up,	 the	 lady	placed	a	gold	seal	 ring	on	her	 finger
and	strung	a	little	golden	box	on	a	ribbon,	and	placed	it	round	her	neck.	Then	she
called	the	old	man,	and,	forcing	back	her	tears,	took	leave	of	Elsa.	The	girl	tried
to	speak,	but	before	she	could	sob	out	her	 thanks	the	old	man	had	touched	her
softly	on	the	head	three	times	with	his	silver	staff.	In	an	instant	Elsa	knew	that
she	was	turning	into	a	bird.	Wings	sprang	from	beneath	her	arms.	Her	feet	were
the	feet	of	eagles,	with	long	claws,	her	nose	curved	itself	into	a	sharp	beak,	and
feathers	 covered	 her	 body.	 Then	 she	 soared	 high	 in	 the	 air,	 and	 floated	 up
towards	the	clouds,	as	if	she	had	really	been	hatched	an	eagle.
For	 several	 days	 she	 flew	 steadily	 south,	 resting	 from	 time	 to	 time	when	 her
wings	grew	tired,	for	hunger	she	never	felt.	And	so	it	happened	that	one	day	she
was	flying	over	a	dense	forest,	and	below	hounds	were	barking	fiercely,	because,
not	having	wings	themselves,	she	was	out	of	their	reach.	Suddenly	a	sharp	pain
quivered	through	her	body,	and	she	fell	to	the	ground,	pierced	by	an	arrow.
When	Elsa	recovered	her	senses,	she	found	herself	lying	under	a	bush	in	her	own
proper	form.	What	had	befallen	her,	and	how	she	got	there,	lay	behind	her	like	a
bad	dream.
As	she	was	wondering	what	she	should	do	next	 the	king's	son	came	riding	by,
and,	seeing	Elsa,	sprang	from	his	horse,	and	took	her	by	the	hand,	saying,	"Ah!
It	was	a	happy	chance	that	brought	me	here	this	morning.	Every	night,	for	half	a
year,	have	I	dreamed,	dear	lady,	that	I	should	one	day	find	you	in	this	wood.	And
although	I	have	passed	through	it	hundreds	of	times	in	vain,	I	have	never	given
up	hope.	Today	I	was	going	in	search	of	a	large	eagle	that	I	had	shot,	and	instead
of	the	eagle	I	have	found	you!"	Then	he	took	Elsa	on	his	horse,	and	rode	with
her	to	the	town,	where	the	old	king	received	her	graciously.



A	few	days	later	the	wedding	took	place,	and	as	Elsa	was	arranging	the	veil	upon
her	 hair	 fifty	 carts	 arrived	 laden	 with	 beautiful	 things	 which	 the	 lady	 of	 the
Tontlawald	had	sent	to	Elsa.	And	after	the	king's	death	Elsa	became	queen,	and
when	she	was	old	she	told	this	story.	But	that	was	the	last	that	was	ever	heard	of
the	Tontlawald.
	



BROTHER	MERRY

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

IN	DAYS	OF	YORE	THERE	WAS	a	war,	 and	when	 it	was	at	 an	end	a	great
number	of	the	soldiers	that	had	been	engaged	in	it	were	disbanded.	Among	the
rest	Brother	Merry	received	his	discharge,	and	got	nothing	more	for	all	he	had
done	than	a	very	little	loaf	of	soldier's	bread,	and	four	halfpence	in	money.	With
these	possessions	he	went	his	way.	Now	a	saint	had	seated	himself	in	the	road,
like	a	poor	beggar	man,	and	when	Brother	Merry	came	along,	he	asked	him	for
charity	 to	give	him	something.	Then	 the	 soldier	 said,	 "Dear	beggar	man,	what
shall	such	as	I	give	you?	I	have	been	a	soldier,	and	have	just	got	my	discharge,
and	with	it	only	a	very	little	loaf	and	four	halfpence.	When	that	is	gone	I	shall
have	to	beg	like	yourself."
However,	 he	 divided	 the	 loaf	 into	 four	 parts,	 and	 gave	 the	 saint	 one,	 with	 a
halfpenny.	The	saint	thanked	him,	and	having	gone	a	little	further	along	the	road
seated	 himself	 like	 another	 beggar	 in	 the	 way	 of	 the	 soldier.	 When	 Brother
Merry	came	up	the	saint	again	asked	alms	of	him,	and	the	old	soldier	again	gave
him	another	quarter	of	the	loaf	and	another	halfpenny.
The	saint	thanked	him,	and	seated	himself	in	the	way	a	third	time,	like	another
beggar,	 and	 again	 addressed	 Brother	 Merry.	 Brother	 Merry	 gave	 him	 a	 third
quarter	of	the	loaf,	and	the	third	halfpenny.
The	 saint	 thanked	 him,	 and	 Brother	Merry	 journeyed	 on	with	 all	 he	 had	 left,
which	was	one	quarter	of	 the	 loaf	and	a	 single	halfpenny.	When	he	came	 to	a
tavern,	 being	 hungry	 and	 thirsty,	 he	went	 in	 and	 ate	 the	 bread,	 and	 spent	 the
halfpenny	 on	 beer	 to	 drink	 with	 it.	 When	 he	 had	 finished,	 he	 continued	 his
journey,	and	the	saint,	in	the	disguise	of	a	disbanded	soldier,	met	him	again	and
saluted	him.
"Good	 day,	 comrade,"	 said	 he.	 "Can	 you	 give	 me	 a	 morsel	 of	 bread,	 and	 a
halfpenny	to	get	a	drop	of	drink?"
"Where	 shall	 I	 get	 it?"	 answered	 Brother	 Merry.	 "I	 got	 my	 discharge,	 and
nothing	with	it	but	a	 loaf	and	four	halfpence,	and	three	beggars	met	me	on	the



road	 and	 I	 gave	 each	 of	 them	 a	 quarter	 of	 the	 loaf	 and	 a	 halfpenny.	 The	 last
quarter	 I	 have	 just	 eaten	 at	 the	 tavern,	 and	 I	 have	 spent	 the	 last	 halfpenny	 in
drink.	I	am	quite	empty	now.	If	you	have	nothing,	let	us	go	begging	together."
"No,	 that	will	 not	 be	necessary	 just	 now,"	 said	 the	 saint.	 "I	 understand	 a	 little
about	doctoring,	and	I	will	in	time	obtain	as	much	as	I	need	by	that."
"Ha!"	said	Brother	Merry,	"I	know	nothing	about	that,	so	I	must	go	and	beg	by
myself."
"Only	come	along,"	replied	 the	saint,	"and	 if	 I	can	earn	anything,	you	shall	go
halves."
"That	will	suit	me	excellently,"	replied	Brother	Merry.
So	they	travelled	on	together.
They	had	not	gone	a	great	distance	before	they	came	to	a	cottage	in	which	they
heard	a	great	lamenting	and	screaming.	They	went	in	to	see	what	was	the	matter,
and	found	a	man	sick	to	the	death,	as	if	about	to	expire,	and	his	wife	crying	and
weeping	loudly.
"Leave	off	whining	and	crying,"	said	the	saint.	"I	will	make	the	man	well	again
quickly	 enough,"	 and	 he	 took	 a	 salve	 out	 of	 his	 pocket	 and	 cured	 the	 man
instantly,	so	that	he	could	stand	up	and	was	quite	hearty.	Then	the	man	and	his
wife,	 in	 great	 joy,	 demanded,	 "How	 can	 we	 repay	 you?	 What	 shall	 we	 give
you?"
The	saint	would	not,	however,	 take	anything,	and	 the	more	 the	couple	pressed
him	the	more	firmly	he	declined.	Brother	Merry,	who	had	been	looking	on,	came
to	his	side,	and,	nudging	him,	said,	"Take	something,	take	something.	We	want	it
badly	enough."
At	length	the	peasant	brought	a	lamb,	which	he	desired	the	saint	to	accept,	but	he
declined	 it	 still.	 Then	 Brother	Merry	 jogged	 his	 side,	 and	 said,	 "Take	 it,	 you
foolish	fellow,	take	it.	We	want	it	badly	enough."
At	last	the	saint	said,	"Well,	I'll	take	the	lamb,	but	I	shall	not	carry	it.	You	must
carry	it."
"There's	no	great	hardship	in	that,"	cried	Brother	Merry.	"I	can	easily	do	it;"	and
he	took	it	on	his	shoulder.
After	that	 they	went	on	till	 they	came	to	a	wood,	and	Brother	Merry,	who	was
very	hungry,	and	 found	 the	 lamb	a	heavy	 load,	called	out	 to	 the	 saint,	 "Hallo!
here	is	a	nice	place	for	us	to	dress	and	eat	the	lamb."
"With	all	my	heart,"	replied	his	companion,	"but	I	don't	understand	anything	of
cooking,	so	you	begin,	and	I	will	walk	about	until	it	is	ready.	Don't	begin	to	eat
until	I	return.	I	will	take	care	to	be	back	in	time."



"Go	your	ways,"	said	Brother	Merry,	"I	can	cook	it	well	enough.	I'll	soon	have	it
ready."
The	saint	wandered	away,	while	Brother	Merry	lighted	the	fire,	killed	the	lamb,
put	 the	 pieces	 into	 the	 pot,	 and	 boiled	 them.	 In	 a	 short	 time	 the	 lamb	 was
thoroughly	 done,	 but	 the	 saint	 had	 not	 returned,	 so	 Merry	 took	 the	 meat	 up,
carved	it,	and	found	the	heart.
"That	is	the	best	part	of	it,"	said	he,	and	he	kept	tasting	it	until	he	had	finished	it.
At	length	the	saint	came	back,	and	said,	"I	only	want	the	heart.	All	the	rest	you
may	have,	only	give	me	that."
Then	Brother	Merry	took	his	knife	and	fork,	and	turned	the	lamb	about	as	if	he
would	have	 found	 the	heart,	 but	 of	 course	he	 could	not	 discover	 it.	At	 last	 he
said,	in	a	careless	manner,
"It	is	not	here."
"Not	there?	Where	should	it	be,	then?"	said	the	saint.
"That	I	don't	know,"	said	Merry,	"but	now	I	think	of	it,	what	a	couple	of	fools	we
are	to	look	for	the	heart	of	a	lamb.	A	lamb,	you	know,	has	not	got	a	heart."
"What?"	said	 the	saint,	"that's	news,	 indeed.	Why,	every	beast	has	a	heart,	and
why	should	not	the	lamb	have	one	as	well	as	the	rest	of	them?"
"No,	certainly,	comrade,	a	 lamb	has	no	heart.	Only	reflect,	and	it	will	occur	 to
you	that	it	really	has	not."
"Well,"	replied	his	companion,	"it	is	quite	sufficient.	There	is	no	heart	there,	so	I
need	none	of	the	lamb.	You	may	eat	it	all."
"Well,	what	I	cannot	eat	I'll	put	in	my	knapsack,"	said	Brother	Merry.
Then	 he	 ate	 some,	 and	 disposed	 of	 the	 rest	 as	 he	 had	 said.	 Now,	 as	 they
continued	their	journey,	the	saint	contrived	that	a	great	stream	should	flow	right
across	their	path,	so	that	they	must	be	obliged	to	ford	it.	Then	said	he,	"You	go
first."
"No,"	answered	Brother	Merry,	"you	go	first,"	thinking	that	if	the	water	were	too
deep	 he	 would	 stay	 on	 the	 bank	 where	 he	 was.	 However,	 the	 saint	 waded
through,	 and	 the	 water	 only	 reached	 to	 his	 knees,	 but	 when	 Brother	 Merry
ventured,	the	stream	seemed	suddenly	to	increase	in	depth,	and	he	was	soon	up
to	his	neck	in	the	water.
"Help	me,	comrade,"	he	cried.
"Will	you	confess,"	said	the	saint,	"that	you	ate	the	lamb's	heart?"
The	 soldier	 still	 denied	 it,	 and	 the	 water	 got	 still	 deeper,	 until	 it	 reached	 his
mouth.	Then	the	saint	said	again,	"Will	you	confess,	then,	that	you	ate	the	lamb's



heart?"
Brother	Merry	still	denied	what	he	had	done,	and	as	the	saint	did	not	wish	to	let
him	drown	he	helped	him	out	of	his	danger.
They	journeyed	on	until	they	came	to	a	kingdom	where	they	heard	that	the	king's
daughter	lay	dangerously	ill.
"Hallo,	brother!"	said	the	soldier.	"Here's	a	catch	for	us.	If	we	can	only	cure	her
we	shall	be	made	for	ever."
The	saint,	however,	did	not	walk	quickly	enough	for	Brother	Merry.
"Come,	Brother	Heart,"	said	the	soldier,	"put	your	best	foot	forward,	so	that	we
may	come	in	at	the	right	time."
But	the	saint	went	still	slower,	though	his	companion	kept	pushing	and	driving
him,	till	at	last	they	heard	that	the	princess	was	dead.
"This	comes	of	your	creeping	so,"	said	the	soldier.
"Now	be	still,"	said	the	saint,	"for	I	can	do	more	than	make	the	sick	whole.	I	can
bring	the	dead	to	life	again."
"If	that's	true,"	said	Brother	Merry,	"you	must	at	least	earn	half	the	kingdom	for
us."
At	length	they	arrived	at	the	king's	palace,	where	everybody	was	in	great	trouble,
but	the	saint	told	the	king	he	would	restore	his	daughter	to	him.	They	conducted
him	 to	where	 she	 lay,	 and	he	 commanded	 them	 to	 let	 him	have	 a	 cauldron	of
water,	and	when	it	had	been	brought,	he	ordered	all	the	people	to	go	away,	and
let	nobody	remain	with	him	but	Brother	Merry.	Then	he	divided	the	limbs	of	the
dead	 princess,	 and	 throwing	 them	 into	 the	 water,	 lighted	 a	 fire	 under	 the
cauldron,	 and	 boiled	 them.	When	 all	 the	 flesh	 had	 fallen	 from	 the	 bones,	 the
saint	took	them,	laid	them	on	a	table,	and	placed	them	together	in	their	natural
order.	 Having	 done	 this,	 he	 walked	 before	 them,	 and	 said,	 "Arise,	 you	 dead
one!"
As	 he	 repeated	 these	words	 the	 third	 time	 the	 princess	 arose,	 alive,	well,	 and
beautiful.
The	king	was	greatly	 rejoiced,	 and	 said	 to	 the	 saint,	 "Require	 for	your	 reward
what	you	will.	Though	it	should	be	half	my	empire,	I	will	give	it	you."
But	the	saint	replied,	"I	desire	nothing	for	what	I	have	done."
"Oh	 you	 Jack	 Fool!"	 thought	 Brother	 Merry	 to	 himself.	 Then,	 nudging	 his
comrade's	side,	he	said,	"Don't	be	so	silly.	If	you	won't	have	anything,	yet	I	need
somewhat."
The	saint,	however,	would	take	nothing,	but	as	the	king	saw	that	his	companion
would	gladly	have	a	gift,	 he	 commanded	 the	keeper	of	his	 treasures	 to	 fill	 his



knapsack	with	gold,	at	which	Brother	Merry	was	right	pleased.
Again	they	went	upon	their	way	till	they	came	to	a	wood,	when	the	saint	said	to
his	fellow-traveller,	"Now	we	will	share	the	gold."
"Yes,"	replied	the	soldier,	"that	we	can."
Then	the	saint	took	the	gold	and	divided	it	into	three	portions.
"Well,"	thought	Brother	Merry,	"what	whim	has	he	got	in	his	head	now,	making
three	parcels,	and	only	two	of	us?"
"Now,"	said	the	saint,	"I	have	divided	it	fairly,	one	for	me,	and	one	for	you,	and
one	for	him	who	ate	the	heart."
"Oh,	I	ate	that,"	said	the	soldier,	quickly	taking	up	the	gold.	"I	did,	I	assure	you."
"How	can	that	be	true?"	replied	the	saint.	"A	lamb	has	no	heart."
"Ay!	 What,	 brother?	 What	 are	 you	 thinking	 of?	 A	 lamb	 has	 no	 heart?	 Very
good!	When	every	beast	has	why	should	that	one	be	without?"
"Now	that	 is	very	good,"	said	 the	saint.	"Take	all	 the	gold	yourself,	 for	 I	shall
remain	no	more	with	you,	but	will	go	my	own	way	alone."
"As	 you	 please,	 Brother	 Heart,"	 answered	 the	 soldier.	 "A	 pleasant	 journey	 to
you,	my	hearty."
The	saint	took	another	road,	and	as	he	went	off,	"Well,"	thought	the	soldier,	"it's
all	right	that	he	has	marched	off,	for	he	is	an	odd	fellow."
Brother	Merry	had	now	plenty	of	money,	but	he	did	not	know	how	to	use	it,	so
he	spent	it	and	gave	it	away,	till	 in	the	course	of	a	little	 time	he	found	himself
once	more	 penniless.	 At	 last	 he	 came	 into	 a	 country	 where	 he	 heard	 that	 the
king's	daughter	was	dead.	 "Ah!"	 thought	he,	 "that	may	 turn	out	well.	 I'll	bring
her	to	life	again."
Then	he	went	to	the	king	and	offered	his	services.	Now	the	king	had	heard	that
there	 was	 an	 old	 soldier	 who	 went	 about	 restoring	 the	 dead	 to	 life,	 and	 he
thought	 that	Brother	Merry	must	 be	 just	 the	man.	However,	 he	 had	 not	much
confidence	in	him,	so	he	first	consulted	his	council,	and	they	agreed	that	as	the
princess	 was	 certainly	 dead,	 the	 old	 soldier	 might	 be	 allowed	 to	 see	 what	 he
could	do.	Brother	Merry	commanded	them	to	bring	him	a	cauldron	of	water,	and
when	 everyone	 had	 left	 the	 room	 he	 separated	 the	 limbs,	 threw	 them	 into	 the
cauldron,	and	made	a	fire	under	it,	exactly	as	he	had	seen	the	saint	do.	When	the
water	 boiled	 and	 the	 flesh	 fell	 from	 the	 bones,	 he	 took	 them	and	placed	 them
upon	the	table,	but	as	he	did	not	know	how	to	arrange	them	he	piled	them	one
upon	another.	Then	he	 stood	before	 them,	and	said,	 "You	dead,	arise!"	and	he
cried	so	three	times,	but	all	to	no	purpose.
"Stand	up,	you	vixen!	Stand	up,	or	it	shall	be	the	worse	for	you,"	he	cried.



Scarcely	had	he	repeated	these	words	before	the	saint	came	in	at	the	window,	in
the	 likeness	 of	 an	 old	 soldier,	 just	 as	 before,	 and	 said,	 "You	 impious	 fellow!
How	 can	 the	 dead	 stand	 up	 when	 you	 have	 thrown	 the	 bones	 thus	 one	 upon
another?"
"Ah!	Brother	Heart,"	answered	Merry,	"I	have	done	it	as	well	as	I	can."
"I	will	help	you	out	of	your	trouble	this	time,"	said	the	saint,	"but	I	tell	you	this,
if	you	ever	again	undertake	a	job	of	this	kind,	you	will	repent	it,	and	for	this	you
shall	neither	ask	for	nor	take	the	least	thing	from	the	king."
Having	placed	 the	bones	 in	 their	proper	order,	 the	saint	said	 three	 times,	"You
dead,	arise!"	and	the	princess	stood	up,	sound	and	beautiful	as	before.	Then	the
saint	immediately	disappeared	again	out	of	the	window,	and	Brother	Merry	was
glad	that	all	had	turned	out	so	well.	One	thing,	however,	grieved	him	sorely,	and
that	was	that	he	might	take	nothing	from	the	king.
"I	should	like	to	know,"	thought	he,	"what	Brother	Heart	had	to	grumble	about.
What	he	gives	with	one	hand	he	takes	with	the	other.	There	is	no	wit	in	that."
The	 king	 asked	Brother	Merry	what	 he	would	 have,	 but	 the	 soldier	 dared	 not
take	anything.	However,	he	managed	by	hints	and	cunning	that	the	king	should
fill	his	knapsack	with	money,	and	with	that	he	journeyed	on.	When	he	came	out
of	 the	palace	door,	however,	he	 found	 the	saint	 standing	 there,	who	said,	 "See
what	a	man	you	are.	Have	I	not	forbidden	you	to	take	anything,	and	yet	you	have
your	knapsack	filled	with	gold?"
"How	can	I	help	it,"	answered	the	soldier,	"if	they	would	thrust	it	in?"
"I	tell	you	this,"	said	the	saint,	"mind	that	you	don't	undertake	such	a	business	a
second	time.	If	you	do,	it	will	fare	badly	with	you."
"Ah,	 brother!"	 answered	 the	 soldier.	 "Never	 fear.	 Now	 I	 have	 money,	 why
should	I	trouble	myself	with	washing	bones?"
"That	will	not	last	a	long	time,"	said	the	saint,	"but,	in	order	that	you	may	never
tread	 in	 a	 forbidden	 path,	 I	 will	 bestow	 upon	 your	 knapsack	 this	 power,	 that
whatsoever	you	wish	in	it	shall	be	there.	Farewell!	you	will	never	see	me	again."
"Adieu,"	said	Brother	Merry,	and	thought	he,	"I	am	glad	you	are	gone.	You	are	a
wonderful	fellow.	I	am	willing	enough	not	to	follow	you."
He	 forgot	 all	 about	 the	 wonderful	 property	 bestowed	 upon	 his	 knapsack,	 and
very	 soon	 he	 had	 spent	 and	 squandered	 his	 gold	 as	 before.	When	 he	 had	 but
fourpence	left,	he	came	to	a	public-house,	and	thought	that	the	money	must	go.
So	he	called	for	three	pennyworth	of	wine	and	a	pennyworth	of	bread.	As	he	ate
and	drank,	the	flavour	of	roasting	geese	tickled	his	nose,	and,	peeping	and	prying
about,	 he	 saw	 that	 the	 landlord	 had	 placed	 two	 geese	 in	 the	 oven.	 Then	 it
occurred	 to	 him	what	 his	 companion	 had	 told	 him	 about	 his	 knapsack,	 so	 he



determined	to	put	it	to	the	test.	Going	out,	he	stood	before	the	door,	and	said,	"I
wish	that	the	two	geese	which	are	baking	in	the	oven	were	in	my	knapsack."
When	he	had	said	this,	he	peeped	in,	and,	sure	enough,	there	they	were.
"Ah!	Ah!"	said	he,	"That	is	all	right.	I	am	a	made	man."
He	went	on	a	little	way,	took	out	the	geese,	and	commenced	to	eat	them.	As	he
was	thus	enjoying	himself,	there	came	by	two	labouring	men,	who	looked	with
hungry	eyes	at	the	one	goose	which	was	yet	untouched.	Brother	Merry	noticed
it,	and	thought	that	one	goose	would	be	enough	for	him.	So	he	called	the	men,
gave	them	the	goose,	and	bade	them	drink	his	health.	The	men	thanked	him,	and
going	to	the	public-house,	called	for	wine	and	bread,	took	out	their	present,	and
commenced	to	eat.	When	the	hostess	saw	what	they	were	dining	on,	she	said	to
her	good	man,	"Those	two	men	are	eating	a	goose.	You	had	better	see	if	it	is	not
one	of	ours	out	of	the	oven."
The	host	opened	the	door,	and	lo!	The	oven	was	empty.
"Oh	you	pack	of	thieves!"	he	shouted.	"This	is	the	way	you	eat	geese,	is	it?	Pay
for	them	directly,	or	I	will	wash	you	both	with	green	hazel	juice."
The	men	said,	"We	are	not	 thieves.	We	met	an	old	soldier	on	the	road,	and	he
made	us	a	present	of	the	goose."
"You	are	not	going	to	hoax	me	in	that	way,"	said	the	host.	"The	soldier	has	been
here,	but	went	out	of	the	door	like	an	honest	fellow.	I	took	care	of	that.	You	are
the	thieves,	and	you	shall	pay	for	the	geese."
However,	as	 the	men	had	no	money	 to	pay	him	with,	he	 took	a	stick	and	beat
them	out	of	doors.
Meanwhile,	as	Brother	Merry	journeyed	on,	he	came	to	a	place	where	there	was
a	noble	 castle,	 and	not	 far	 from	 it	 a	 little	 public-house.	 Into	 this	 he	went,	 and
asked	 for	 a	 night's	 lodging,	 but	 the	 landlord	 said	 that	 his	 house	 was	 full	 of
guests,	and	he	could	not	accommodate	him.
"I	wonder,"	said	Brother	Merry,	"that	the	people	should	all	come	to	you,	instead
of	going	to	that	castle."
"They	have	good	reason	for	what	they	do,"	said	the	landlord,	"for	whoever	has
attempted	to	spend	the	night	at	the	castle	has	never	come	back	to	show	how	he
was	entertained."
"If	others	have	attempted	it,	why	shouldn't	I?"	said	Merry.
"You	had	better	leave	it	alone,"	said	the	host.	"You	are	only	thrusting	your	head
into	danger."
"No	fear	of	danger,"	said	the	soldier,	"only	give	me	the	key	and	plenty	to	eat	and
drink."



The	hostess	gave	him	what	he	asked	for,	and	he	went	off	to	the	castle,	relished
his	supper,	and	when	he	found	himself	sleepy,	 laid	himself	down	on	 the	floor,
for	there	was	no	bed	in	the	place.	He	soon	went	to	sleep,	but	in	the	night	he	was
awoke	by	a	great	noise,	and	when	he	aroused	himself	he	discovered	nine	very
ugly	devils	dancing	in	a	circle	which	they	had	made	around	him.
"Dance	as	long	as	you	like,"	said	Brother	Merry,	"but	don't	come	near	me."
But	 the	devils	came	drawing	nearer	and	nearer,	and	at	 last	 they	almost	 trod	on
his	face	with	their	misshapen	feet.
"Be	quiet,"	said	he,	but	they	behaved	still	worse.
At	 last	 he	got	 angry,	 and	 crying,	 "Holla!	 I'll	 soon	make	you	quiet,"	 he	 caught
hold	of	the	leg	of	a	stool	and	struck	about	him.
Nine	 devils	 against	 one	 soldier	 were,	 however,	 too	 much,	 and	 while	 he	 laid
about	lustily	on	those	before	him,	those	behind	pulled	his	hair	and	pinched	him
miserably.
"Ay,	ay,	you	pack	of	devils,	now	you	are	too	hard	for	me,"	said	he,	"but	wait	a
bit.	 I	 wish	 all	 the	 nine	 devils	 were	 in	my	 knapsack,"	 cried	 he,	 and	 it	 was	 no
sooner	said	than	done.
There	 they	were.	Then	Brother	Merry	 buckled	 it	 up	 close,	 and	 threw	 it	 into	 a
corner,	 and	 as	 all	was	 now	 still	 he	 lay	 down	 and	 slept	 till	morning,	when	 the
landlord	of	the	inn	and	the	nobleman	to	whom	the	castle	belonged	came	to	see
how	 it	 had	 fared	 with	 him.	When	 they	 saw	 him	 sound	 and	 lively,	 they	 were
astonished,	and	said,	"Did	the	ghosts,	then,	do	nothing	to	you?"
"Why,	not	exactly,"	said	Merry,	"but	I	have	got	 them	all	nine	in	my	knapsack.
You	may	dwell	quietly	enough	in	your	castle	now.	From	henceforth	they	won't
trouble	you."
The	nobleman	thanked	him	and	gave	him	great	rewards,	begging	him	to	remain
in	his	service,	saying	that	he	would	take	care	of	him	all	the	days	of	his	life.
"No,"	answered	he.	"I	am	used	to	wander	and	rove	about.	I	will	again	set	forth."
He	 went	 on	 until	 he	 came	 to	 a	 smithy,	 into	 which	 he	 went,	 and	 laying	 his
knapsack	on	the	anvil,	bade	the	smith	and	all	his	men	hammer	away	upon	it	as
hard	as	 they	could.	They	did	as	 they	were	directed,	with	 their	 largest	hammers
and	all	their	might,	and	the	poor	devils	set	up	a	piteous	howling.	When	the	men
opened	the	knapsack	there	were	eight	of	them	dead,	but	one	who	had	been	snug
in	 a	 fold	 was	 still	 alive,	 and	 he	 slipped	 out	 and	 ran	 away	 to	 his	 home	 in	 a
twinkling.
After	this	Brother	Merry	wandered	about	the	world	for	a	long	time,	but	at	last	he
grew	old,	and	began	to	think	about	his	latter	end,	so	he	went	to	a	hermit	who	was
held	 to	 be	 a	 very	 pious	 man	 and	 said,	 "I	 am	 tired	 of	 roving,	 and	 will	 now



endeavour	to	go	to	heaven."
"There	stand	two	ways,"	said	the	hermit,	"the	one,	broad	and	pleasant,	 leads	to
hell.	The	other	is	rough	and	narrow,	and	that	leads	to	heaven."
"I	must	be	a	fool	indeed,"	thought	Brother	Merry,	"if	I	go	the	rough	and	narrow
road",	so	he	went	the	broad	and	pleasant	way	till	he	came	at	last	to	a	great	black
door,	and	that	was	the	door	of	hell.
He	knocked,	and	the	door-keeper	opened	it,	and	when	he	saw	that	it	was	Merry
he	was	sadly	frightened,	for	who	should	he	be	but	the	ninth	devil	who	had	been
in	 the	 knapsack,	 and	 he	 had	 thought	 himself	 lucky,	 for	 he	 had	 escaped	 with
nothing	worse	than	a	black	eye.	He	bolted	the	door	again	directly,	and	running	to
the	chief	of	 the	devils,	 said,	"There	 is	a	 fellow	outside	with	a	knapsack	on	his
back,	 but	 pray	 don't	 let	 him	 in,	 for	 he	 can	 get	 all	 hell	 into	 his	 knapsack	 by
wishing	it.	He	once	got	me	a	terribly	ugly	hammering	in	it."
So	they	called	out	to	Brother	Merry,	and	told	him	that	he	must	go	away,	for	they
should	not	let	him	in.
"Well,	if	they	will	not	have	me	here,"	thought	Merry,	"I'll		try	if	I	can	get	a	
lodging	in	heaven.	Somewhere	or	other	I	must	rest."
So	he	turned	about	and	went	on	till	he	came	to	the	door	of	heaven,	and	there	he
knocked.	Now	the	saint	who	had	journeyed	with	Merry	sat	at	the	door,	and	had
charge	of	the	entrance.	Brother	Merry	recognised	him,	and	said,	"Are	you	here,
old	acquaintance?	Then	things	will	go	better	with	me."
The	saint	replied,	"I	suppose	you	want	to	get	into	heaven?"
"Ay,	ay,	brother,	let	me	in.	I	must	put	up	somewhere."
"No,"	said	the	saint,	"you	don't	come	in	here."
"Well,	 if	you	won't	 let	me	in,	 take	your	dirty	knapsack	again.	I'll	have	nothing
that	can	put	me	in	mind	of	you,"	said	Merry	carelessly.
"Give	it	me,	then,"	said	the	saint.
Brother	Merry	handed	 it	 through	 the	grating	 into	heaven,	 and	 the	 saint	 took	 it
and	hung	it	up	behind	his	chair.
"Now,"	said	Brother	Merry,	"I	wish	I	was	in	my	own	knapsack."
Instantly	 he	was	 there,	 and	 thus,	 being	 once	 actually	 in	 heaven,	 the	 saint	was
obliged	to	let	him	stay	there.
	



FUNDEVOGEL

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	FORESTER	WHO	went	into	the	forest	to	hunt,	and	as
he	 entered	 it	 he	 heard	 a	 sound	 of	 screaming	 as	 if	 a	 little	 child	was	 there.	He
followed	the	sound,	and	at	last	came	to	a	high	tree,	and	at	the	top	of	this	a	little
child	was	sitting,	for	the	mother	had	fallen	asleep	under	the	tree	with	the	child,
and	a	bird	of	prey	had	seen	it	in	her	arms,	had	flown	down,	snatched	it	away,	and
set	it	on	the	high	tree.
The	forester	climbed	up,	brought	the	child	down,	and	thought	to	himself,	"You
will	 take	him	home	with	you,	 and	bring	him	up	with	your	Lina."	He	 took	 the
child	 home,	 therefore,	 and	 the	 two	 children	 grew	 up	 together.	 And	 the	 one,
which	he	had	found	on	a	tree	was	called	Fundevogel,	because	a	bird	had	carried
it	away.	Fundevogel	and	Lina	loved	each	other	so	dearly	that	when	they	did	not
see	each	other	they	were	sad.
Now	the	forester	had	an	old	cook,	who	one	evening	took	two	pails	and	began	to
fetch	water,	and	did	not	go	once	only,	but	many	 times,	out	 to	 the	spring.	Lina
saw	this	and	said,	"Listen,	old	Sanna,	why	are	you	fetching	so	much	water?"
"If	you	will	never	repeat	it	to	anyone,	I	will	tell	you	why."	So	Lina	said,	no,	she
would	 never	 repeat	 it	 to	 anyone,	 and	 then	 the	 cook	 said:	 "Early	 tomorrow
morning,	when	the	forester	 is	out	hunting,	I	will	heat	 the	water,	and	when	it	 is
boiling	in	the	kettle,	I	will	throw	in	Fundevogel,	and	will	boil	him	in	it."
Early	next	morning	the	forester	got	up	and	went	out	hunting,	and	when	he	was
gone	the	children	were	still	 in	bed.	Then	Lina	said	to	Fundevogel:	"If	you	will
never	leave	me,	I	too	will	never	leave	you."
Fundevogel	said:	"Neither	now,	nor	ever	will	I	leave	you."
Then	 said	 Lina:	 "Then	will	 I	 tell	 you.	 Last	 night,	 old	 Sanna	 carried	 so	many
buckets	of	water	into	the	house	that	I	asked	her	why	she	was	doing	that.	She	said



that	if	I	would	promise	not	to	tell	anyone	she	would	tell	me.	She	said	that	early
tomorrow	morning	when	father	was	out	hunting,	she	would	set	the	kettle	full	of
water,	throw	you	into	it	and	boil	you,	but	we	will	get	up	quickly,	dress	ourselves,
and	go	away	together."
The	two	children	therefore	got	up,	dressed	themselves	quickly,	and	went	away.
When	 the	water	 in	 the	 kettle	was	 boiling,	 the	 cook	went	 into	 the	 bedroom	 to
fetch	Fundevogel	 to	 throw	him	into	 it.	But	when	she	came	 in,	and	went	 to	 the
beds,	both	the	children	were	gone.	Then	she	was	terribly	alarmed,	and	she	said
to	herself,	"What	shall	I	say	now	when	the	forester	comes	home	and	sees	that	the
children	are	gone?	They	must	be	followed	instantly	to	get	them	back	again."
Then	the	cook	sent	three	servants	after	them,	who	were	to	run	and	overtake	the
children.	The	children,	however,	were	sitting	outside	the	forest,	and	when	they
saw	from	afar	the	three	servants	running,	Lina	said	to	Fundevogel,	"Never	leave
me,	and	I	will	never	leave	you."
Fundevogel	said:	"Neither	now,	nor	ever."
Then	said	Lina,	"You	become	a	rose-tree,	and	I	the	rose	upon	it."
When	the	three	servants	came	to	the	forest,	nothing	was	there	but	a	rose-tree	and
one	rose	on	it,	but	the	children	were	nowhere.	Then	said	they,	"There	is	nothing
to	 be	 done	 here,"	 and	 they	 went	 home	 and	 told	 the	 cook	 that	 they	 had	 seen
nothing	in	the	forest	but	a	little	rose-bush	with	one	rose	on	it.
Then	the	old	cook	scolded	them	and	said,	"You	simpletons,	you	should	have	cut
the	rose-bush	in	two,	and	have	broken	off	the	rose	and	brought	it	home	with	you.
Go,	and	do	it	at	once."
They	 had	 therefore	 to	 go	 out	 and	 look	 for	 the	 second	 time.	 The	 children,
however,	saw	them	coming	from	a	distance.	Then	Lina	said,	"Fundevogel,	never
leave	me,	and	I	will	never	leave	you."
Fundevogel	said,	"Neither	now,	nor	ever."
Said	Lina,	"Then	you	become	a	church,	and	I’ll	be	the	chandelier	in	it."
So	 when	 the	 three	 servants	 came,	 nothing	 was	 there	 but	 a	 church,	 with	 a
chandelier	in	it.	They	said	therefore	to	each	other,	"What	can	we	do	here,	let	us
go	home."
When	they	got	home,	the	cook	asked	if	they	had	not	found	them,	so	they	said	no,
they	had	found	nothing	but	a	church,	and	there	was	a	chandelier	in	it.
And	 the	 cook	 scolded	 them	 and	 said:	 "You	 fools!	Why	 did	 you	 not	 pull	 the
church	to	pieces,	and	bring	the	chandelier	home	with	you?"
And	now	the	old	cook	herself	got	on	her	legs,	and	went	with	the	three	servants	in
pursuit	 of	 the	 children.	 The	 children,	 however,	 saw	 from	 afar	 that	 the	 three



servants	 were	 coming,	 and	 the	 cook	 waddling	 after	 them.	 Then	 said	 Lina,
"Fundevogel,	never	leave	me,	and	I	will	never	leave	you."
Then	said	Fundevogel:	"Neither	now,	nor	ever."
Said	Lina:	"Be	a	fishpond,	and	I	will	be	the	duck	upon	it."
The	cook,	however,	came	up	to	them,	and	when	she	saw	the	pond	she	lay	down
by	it,	and	was	about	to	drink	it	up.	But	the	duck	swam	quickly	to	her,	seized	her
head	 in	 its	 beak	 and	 drew	 her	 into	 the	 water,	 and	 there	 the	 old	 witch	 had	 to
drown.	Then	the	children	went	home	together,	and	were	heartily	delighted,	and
if	they	have	not	died,	they	are	living	still.
	



LOHENGRIN	AND	ELSA	THE	BEAUTIFUL

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 translation	 by	 Logan	Marshall	 in	Myths	 And
Legends	Of	 All	 Nations,	 the	 original	 being	 attributed	 to	 Robert	 Hertwig.	 The
book	was	published	by	The	John	C.	Winston	Company,	Philadelphia,	in	1914.
	

	

THE	YOUNG	DUCHESS	OF	BRABANT,	ELSA	The	Beautiful,	had	gone	into
the	woods	hunting,	and	becoming	separated	from	her	attendants,	sat	down	to	rest
under	a	wide-branching	linden-tree.
She	was	sorely	troubled,	for	many	lords	and	princes	were	asking	for	her	hand	in
marriage.	 More	 urgent	 than	 all	 the	 others	 was	 the	 invincible	 hero,	 Count
Telramund,	 her	 former	 guardian,	 who	 since	 the	 death	 of	 her	 father	 had	 ruled
over	the	land	with	a	masterly	hand.	Now	the	duke,	her	father,	on	his	death-bed
had	 promised	 Telramund	 that	 he	might	 have	 Elsa	 for	 his	wife,	 should	 she	 be
willing,	and	Telramund	was	continually	reminding	her	of	this.	But	Elsa	blushed
with	 shame	 at	 the	mere	 thought	 of	 such	 a	 union,	 for	 Telramund	was	 a	 rough
warrior,	as	much	hated	for	his	cruelty	as	he	was	feared	for	his	strength.	To	make
matters	worse	 he	was	 now	 at	 the	 court	 of	 the	 chosen	King	Henry	 of	 Saxony,
threatening	her	with	war	and	even	worse	calamities.
In	the	shade	of	the	linden	Elsa	thought	of	all	this,	and	pitied	her	own	loneliness
in	that	no	brother	or	friend	stood	at	her	side	to	help	her.	Then	the	sweet	singing
of	 birds	 seemed	 to	 comfort	 her,	 and	 she	 dropped	 into	 a	 gentle	 sleep.	 As	 she
dreamed	 it	 seemed	 to	her	 that	a	young	knight	 stepped	out	of	 the	depths	of	 the
forest.	Holding	up	a	small	silver	bell,	he	spoke	in	friendly	tones,	"If	you	should
need	my	help,	just	ring	this."
Elsa	tried	to	take	the	trinket,	but	she	could	neither	rise	nor	reach	the	outstretched
hand.	Then	she	awoke.
Thinking	over	the	apparition	Elsa	noted	a	falcon	circling	over	her	head.	It	came
nearer	and	finally	settled	on	her	shoulder.	Around	his	neck	hung	a	bell	exactly
like	that	she	had	seen	in	the	dream.	She	loosened	it,	and	as	she	did	so	the	bird
rose	and	flew	away.	But	she	still	held	the	little	bell	in	her	hand,	and	in	her	soul
was	fresh	hope	and	peace.
When	she	returned	to	the	castle	she	found	there	a	message,	bidding	her	appear



before	the	king	in	Cologne	on	the	Rhine.	Filled	with	confidence	in	the	protection
of	higher	powers,	she	did	not	hesitate	to	obey.	In	gorgeous	costume,	with	many
followers,	she	set	out.
King	Henry	was	a	man	who	loved	justice	and	exercised	it,	but	his	kingdom	was
in	constant	danger	from	inroads	by	wild	Huns,	and	for	this	reason	he	wished	to
do	 whatever	 would	 win	 the	 favour	 of	 the	 powerful	 Count	 Telramund.	When,
however,	he	saw	Elsa	in	all	her	beauty	and	innocence	he	hesitated	in	his	purpose.
The	 plaintiff	 brought	 forward	 three	 men	 who	 testified	 that	 the	 duchess	 had
entered	into	a	secret	union	with	one	of	her	vassals.	Only	two	of	these	men	were
shown	to	be	perfidious,	for	the	testimony	of	the	third	seemed	valid,	though	this
was	not	enough	to	condemn	her.
Then	Telramund	 seized	 his	 sword,	 crying	 out	 that	God	Himself	 should	 be	 the
judge,	and	that	a	duel	should	decide	the	matter.	So	a	duel	was	arranged	to	take
place	three	days	later.
Elsa	cast	her	eyes	around	the	circle	of	nobles,	but	saw	no	one	grasp	his	sword	in
defence	of	her	innocence.	Fear	of	the	mighty	warrior	Telramund	filled	them	all.
Remembering	the	little	bell,	she	drew	it	forth	from	her	pocket	and	rang	it.	The
clear	 tones	broke	 the	 stillness,	grew	 louder	and	 louder	until	 they	 reached	even
the	distant	mountains.
"My	 champion	will	 appear	 in	 the	 contest,"	 she	 said,	 whereupon	 the	 count	 let
forth	such	a	mocking	laugh	that	the	hearts	of	all	were	filled	with	intense	fear.
The	day	of	the	contest	was	at	hand.	The	king	sat	on	his	high	throne	and	watched
the	 majestic	 river	 that	 sent	 its	 mighty	 waters	 through	 the	 valley.	 Princes	 and
brave	 knights	 were	 gathered	 together.	 Before	 them	 stood	 Telramund,	 clad	 in
armour,	and	at	his	side	the	accused	Elsa,	adorned	with	every	grace	that	Nature
can	bestow.
Three	 times	 the	 mighty	 hero	 challenged	 someone	 to	 come	 forward	 as	 a
champion	for	the	accused	girl,	but	no	one	stirred.	Then	arose	from	the	Rhine	the
sound	of	sweet	music.	Something	silvery	gleamed	in	the	distance,	and	as	it	came
nearer	it	was	plain	that	it	was	a	swan	with	silver	feathers.	With	a	silver	chain	he
was	pulling	a	small	ship,	in	which	lay	sleeping	a	knight	clad	in	bright	armour.
When	the	bark	landed,	the	knight	awoke,	rose,	and	blew	three	times	on	a	golden
horn.	This	was	the	signal	 that	he	took	up	the	challenge.	Quickly	he	strode	into
the	lists.
"Your	name	and	descent?"	cried	the	herald.
"My	name	is	Lohengrin,"	answered	the	stranger,	"my	origin	royal.	More	it	is	not
necessary	to	tell."
"Enough,"	broke	in	the	king,	"nobility	is	written	on	your	brow."



Trumpets	gave	the	signal	for	the	fight	to	begin.	Telramund's	strokes	fell	thick	as
hail,	but	suddenly	the	stranger	knight	rose	and	with	one	fearful	stroke	split	 the
count's	helmet	and	cut	his	head.
"God	has	decided,"	cried	the	king.	"His	judgment	is	right,	but	you,	noble	knight,
will	help	us	in	the	campaign	against	the	barbarian	hordes	and	will	be	the	leader
of	the	detachment	which	the	fair	duchess	will	send	from	Brabant."
Gladly	 Lohengrin	 consented,	 and	 amid	 cries	 of	 delight	 from	 the	 assembled
people	he	rode	over	to	Elsa,	who	greeted	him	as	her	deliverer.
Lohengrin	 escorted	Elsa	 back	 to	Brabant,	 and	on	 the	way	 love	 awoke	 in	 their
hearts,	 and	 they	 knew	 that	 they	were	 destined	 for	 each	 other.	 In	 the	 castle	 of
Antwerp	they	were	pledged,	and	a	few	weeks	later	the	marriage	took	place.	As
the	bridal	couple	were	leaving	the	cathedral,	Lohengrin	said	to	Elsa,	"One	thing	I
must	ask	of	you,	and	that	is	that	you	never	inquire	concerning	my	origin,	for	in
the	hour	that	you	put	that	question	must	I	surely	part	from	you."
It	was	not	long	after	the	ceremony	that	the	cry	to	arms	came	from	King	Henry,
and	 Elsa	 accompanied	 her	 husband	 and	 his	 troops	 to	 Cologne,	 where	 all	 the
counts	 of	 the	 kingdom	 were	 assembled.	 Here	 there	 were	 many	 inquiries
concerning	 Lohengrin,	 and	 when	 none	 seemed	 to	 know	 of	 his	 origin,	 some
jealously	claimed	that	he	was	the	son	of	a	heathen	magician,	and	that	he	gained
his	victories	by	the	power	of	black	arts.
Elsa,	who	had	heard	rumours	of	these	charges,	was	deeply	grieved,	for	she	knew
the	noble	heart	of	her	husband.	He	had	even	relieved	her	fears	for	his	safety	by
the	assurance	that	he	was	under	the	protection	of	powers	higher	than	human.
But	 she	 could	 not	 banish	 the	 evil	 rumours	 from	 her	mind,	 and	 forgetting	 the
warning	her	husband	had	given	her	on	the	day	of	her	marriage,	she	dropped	to
her	knees	and	asked	him	concerning	his	birth.
"Dear	wife,"	he	cried	in	great	distress,	"now	will	I	tell	to	you	and	to	the	king	and
to	all	 the	assembled	princes,	what	up	 to	 this	 time	I	have	kept	secret,	but	know
that	the	time	of	our	parting	is	at	hand."
Then	 the	hero	 led	his	 trembling	wife	before	 the	king	and	his	nobles	who	were
assembled	on	the	banks	of	the	Rhine.
"The	son	of	Parsifal	am	I,"	he	said,	"the	son	of	Parsifal,	the	keeper	of	the	Holy
Grail.	 Gladly	 would	 I	 have	 helped	 you,	 O	 King,	 in	 your	 fight	 against	 the
barbarians,	 but	 an	 unavoidable	 fate	 calls	 me	 away.	 You	 will,	 however,	 be
victorious,	 and	 under	 your	 descendants	 will	 Germany	 become	 a	 powerful
nation."
When	 he	 finished	 speaking	 there	 was	 a	 deep	 silence,	 and	 then,	 as	 upon	 his
arrival,	 there	 rose	 the	 sound	 of	music,	 not	 joyful	 this	 time,	 but	 solemn,	 like	 a
chant	at	 the	grave	of	 the	dead.	It	came	nearer	and	again	the	swan	and	the	boat



appeared.
"Farewell,	dear	one,"	Lohengrin	cried,	folding	his	wife	in	his	arms.	"Too	dearly
did	I	hold	you	and	your	pleasant	land	of	earth,	but	now	a	higher	duty	calls	me."
Weeping,	Elsa	clung	to	him,	but	the	swan	song	sounded	louder,	like	a	warning.
He	 tore	 himself	 free	 and	 stepped	 into	 the	 boat.	Was	 it	 the	 ship	 of	 death	 and
destruction,	or	only	 the	 ship	 that	 carried	 the	blessed	 to	 the	 sacred	place	of	 the
Grail?	No	one	knew.
Elsa,	 lonely	and	sad,	did	not	 live	 long	after	 the	separation.	Her	only	hope	was
that	she	would	be	reunited	to	her	dear	husband,	and	she	parted	willingly	with	her
own	life,	as	other	children	of	earth	have	done	when	they	have	lost	all	that	they
held	most	precious.
	



THE	DANCERS

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

THE	SABBATH-DAY	DREW	TO	A	CLOSE	in	the	summer-tide	of	the	year	of
grace	one	 thousand	and	one,	and	 the	rustics	of	Ramersdorf	amused	themselves
with	a	dance,	as	was	their	wont	to	do,	in	the	courtyard	of	the	monastery.	It	was	a
privilege	that	they	had	enjoyed	time	immemorial,	and	it	had	never	been	gainsaid
by	 the	 abbots	who	were	dead	and	gone,	but	Anselm	von	Lowenberg,	 the	 then
superior	of	 the	 convent,	 an	 austere,	 ascetic	man,	who	 looked	with	disdain	 and
dislike	 on	 all	 popular	 recreations,	 had	 long	 set	 his	 face	 against	 it,	 and	 had,
moreover,	 tried	 every	 means	 short	 of	 actual	 prohibition	 to	 put	 an	 end	 to	 the
profane	 amusement.	 The	 rustics,	 however,	 were	 not	 to	 be	 debarred	 by	 his
displeasure	 from	 pursuing,	 perhaps,	 their	 only	 pleasure,	 and	 though	 the	 pious
abbot	discountenanced	their	proceedings,	they	acquiesced	not	in	his	views,	and
their	enjoyment	was	not	one	atom	the	less.
The	 day	 had	 been	 very	 beautiful,	 and	 the	 evening	 was,	 if	 possible,	 more	 so.
Gaily	garbed	maidens	of	 the	village	and	stalwart	 rustics	 filled	 the	courtyard	of
the	convent.	A	blind	fiddler,	who	had	fiddled	three	generations	off	the	stage,	sat
in	front	of	a	group	of	elders	of	either	sex,	who,	 though	too	old	and	too	stiff	 to
partake	in	the	active	and	exciting	amusement,	were	still	young	enough	to	enjoy
looking	 on.	 A	 few	 shaven	 crowns	 peered	 from	 the	 latticed	 casements	 which
looked	 out	 on	 to	 the	merry	 scene.	 The	music	 struck	 up	 and	 the	 dance	 began.
Who	approaches?	Why	are	so	many	anxious	glances	cast	in	yonder	direction?	It
is	the	Abbot.
"Cease	your	fooling,"	he	said	to	them,	in	a	solemn	tone,	"profane	not	the	place
nor	the	day	with	your	idle	mirth.	Go	home,	and	pray	in	your	own	homes	for	the
grace	of	the	Lord	to	govern	you,	for	you	are	wicked	and	wilful	and	hard	of	heart
as	the	stones!"
He	waved	 his	 hand	 as	 if	 to	 disperse	 them,	 but	 his	words	 and	 his	 action	were
equally	unheeded	by	the	dancers	and	the	spectators.
"Forth,	 vile	 sinners!"	 he	 pursued.	 "Forth	 from	 these	walls,	 or	 I	will	 curse	 you
with	the	curse."



Still	 they	regarded	him	not	 to	obey	his	behest,	although	they	so	far	noticed	his
words	as	to	return	menacing	look	for	look,	and	muttered	threats	for	threat	with
him.	 The	 music	 played	 on	 with	 the	 same	 liveliness,	 the	 dancers	 danced	 as
merrily	as	ever,	and	the	spectators	applauded	each	display	of	agility.
"Well,	then,"	said	the	Abbot,	bursting	with	rage,	"as	you	cease	not,	be	my	curse
on	your	head.	There	may	you	dance	for	a	year	and	a	day!"
He	 banned	 them	 bitterly.	 With	 uplifted	 hands	 and	 eyes	 he	 imprecated	 the
vengeance	 of	Heaven	 on	 their	 disobedience.	He	 prayed	 to	 the	 Lord	 to	 punish
them	 for	 the	 slight	of	his	directions.	Then	he	 sought	his	 cell	 to	vent	his	 ire	 in
solitude.
From	that	hour	they	continued	to	dance	until	a	year	and	a	day	had	fully	expired.
Night	fell,	and	they	ceased	not.	Day	dawned	and	they	danced	still.	In	the	heat	of
noon,	in	the	cool	of	the	evening,	day	after	day	there	was	no	rest	for	them,	their
saltation	was	without	end.	The	seasons	rolled	over	them.	Summer	gave	place	to
autumn,	 winter	 succeeded	 summer,	 and	 spring	 decked	 the	 fields	 with	 early
flowers,	as	winter	slowly	disappeared,	yet	still	they	danced	on,	through	coursing
time	and	changing	seasons,	with	unabated	strength	and	unimpaired	energy.	Rain
nor	hail,	snow	nor	storm,	sunshine	nor	shade,	seemed	to	affect	them.	Round	and
round	 and	 round	 they	danced,	 in	 heat	 and	 cold,	 in	 damp	and	dry,	 in	 light	 and
darkness.	What	were	 the	seasons,	what	 the	 times	or	 the	hour	or	 the	weather	 to
them?
In	 vain	 did	 their	 neighbours	 and	 friends	 try	 to	 arrest	 them	 in	 their	 wild
evolutions,	in	vain	were	attempts	made	to	stop	them	in	their	whirling	career,	in
vain	did	even	the	Abbot	himself	interpose	to	relieve	them	from	the	curse	he	had
laid	on	 them,	and	 to	put	a	period	 to	 the	punishment	of	which	he	had	been	 the
cause.	 The	 strongest	man	 in	 the	 vicinity	 held	 out	 his	 hand	 and	 caught	 one	 of
them,	 with	 the	 intention	 of	 arresting	 his	 rotation,	 and	 tearing	 him	 from	 the
charmed	circle,	but	his	arm	was	torn	from	him	in	the	attempt,	and	clung	to	the
dancer	with	 the	grip	of	 life	 till	his	day	was	done.	The	man	paid	his	 life	as	 the
forfeit	of	his	temerity.	No	effort	was	left	untried	to	relieve	the	dancers,	but	every
one	failed.
The	 sufferers	 themselves,	 however,	 appeared	 quite	 unconscious	 of	 what	 was
passing.	 They	 seemed	 to	 be	 in	 a	 state	 of	 perfect	 somnambulism,	 and	 to	 be
altogether	unaware	of	the	presence	of	any	persons,	as	well	as	insensible	to	pain
or	fatigue.	When	the	expiration	of	their	punishment	arrived,	they	were	all	found
huddled	together	in	the	deep	cavity	which	their	increasing	gyrations	had	worn	in
the	 earth	 beneath	 them.	 It	 was	 a	 considerable	 time	 before	 sense	 and
consciousness	 returned	 to	 them,	 and	 indeed	 they	 never	 after	 could	 be	 said	 to
enjoy	them	completely,	 for,	 though	they	 lived	 long,	 they	were	 little	better	 than
idiots	during	the	remainder	of	their	lives.



	



RUBEZAHL

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	a	 story	 collected	by	Andrew	Lang	 in	 his	Brown
Fairy	 Book,	 published	 in	 1904.	 The	 original	 is	 taken	 from	 Volksmärchen	 der
Deutschen	by	Johann	Karl	August	Musaus,	published	in	1845.
	

	

OVER	ALL	 THE	 VAST	 UNDER-WORLD	 THE	mountain	 Gnome	 Rubezahl
was	lord,	and	busy	enough	the	care	of	his	dominions	kept	him.	There	were	the
endless	 treasure	 chambers	 to	 be	 gone	 through,	 and	 the	 hosts	 of	 gnomes	 to	 be
kept	to	their	tasks.	Some	built	strong	barriers	to	hold	back	the	fiery	vapours	that
change	 dull	 stones	 to	 precious	 metal,	 while	 others	 were	 hard	 at	 work	 filling
every	cranny	of	the	rocks	with	diamonds	and	rubies,	for	Rubezahl	loved	all	the
pretty	things.
Sometimes	the	fancy	would	take	him	to	leave	those	gloomy	regions,	and	come
out	upon	the	green	earth	for	a	while,	and	bask	in	the	sunshine	and	hear	the	birds
sing.	And	as	gnomes	live	many	hundreds	of	years	he	saw	strange	things.	For,	the
first	 time	he	came	up,	 the	great	hills	were	covered	with	 thick	forests,	 in	which
wild	animals	roamed,	and	Rubezahl	watched	the	fierce	fights	between	bear	and
bison,	or	chased	the	grey	wolves,	or	amused	himself	by	rolling	great	rocks	down
into	the	desolate	valleys,	to	hear	the	thunder	of	their	fall	echoing	among	the	hills.
But	 the	 next	 time	 he	 ventured	 above	 ground,	 what	 was	 his	 surprise	 to	 find
everything	 changed!	 The	 dark	 woods	 were	 hewn	 down,	 and	 in	 their	 place
appeared	blossoming	orchards	surrounding	cosy-looking	 thatched	cottages.	For
every	chimney	the	blue	smoke	curled	peacefully	into	the	air,	and	sheep	and	oxen
fed	in	the	flowery	meadows,	while	from	the	shade	of	the	hedges	came	the	music
of	the	shepherd's	pipe.	The	strangeness	and	pleasantness	of	the	sight	so	delighted
the	gnome	that	he	never	 thought	of	resenting	the	intrusion	of	 these	unexpected
guests,	 who,	 without	 saying	 "by	 your	 leave"	 or	 "with	 your	 leave,"	 had	 made
themselves	 so	 very	much	 at	 home	 upon	 his	 hills,	 nor	 did	 he	wish	 to	 interfere
with	 their	 doings,	 but	 left	 them	 in	 quiet	 possession	 of	 their	 homes,	 as	 a	 good
householder	 leaves	 in	peace	 the	 swallows	who	have	built	 their	nests	under	his
eaves.
He	was	indeed	greatly	minded	to	make	friends	with	this	being	called	"man,"	so,
taking	 the	 form	 of	 an	 old	 field	 labourer,	 he	 entered	 the	 service	 of	 a	 farmer.



Under	his	care	all	the	crops	flourished	exceedingly,	but	the	master	proved	to	be
wasteful	and	ungrateful,	and	Rubezahl	soon	left	him,	and	went	to	be	a	shepherd
to	his	next	neighbour.	He	tended	the	flock	so	diligently,	and	knew	so	well	where
to	lead	the	sheep	to	the	sweetest	pastures,	and	where	among	the	hills	to	look	for
any	who	strayed	away,	that	they	too	prospered	under	his	care,	and	not	one	was
lost	or	torn	by	wolves.	But	this	new	master	was	a	hard	man,	and	begrudged	him
his	well-earned	wages.
So	he	ran	away	and	went	to	serve	the	judge.	Here	he	upheld	the	law	with	might
and	main,	and	was	a	terror	to	thieves	and	evildoers,	but	the	judge	was	a	bad	man,
who	 took	 bribes,	 and	 despised	 the	 law.	Rubezahl	would	 not	 be	 the	 tool	 of	 an
unjust	man,	and	so	he	told	his	master,	who	thereupon	ordered	him	to	be	thrown
in	 prison.	 Of	 course	 that	 did	 not	 trouble	 the	 gnome	 at	 all,	 he	 simply	 got	 out
through	the	keyhole,	and	went	away	down	to	his	underground	palace,	very	much
disappointed	by	his	first	experience	of	mankind.	But,	as	time	went	on,	he	forgot
the	 disagreeable	 things	 that	 had	 happened	 to	 him,	 and	 thought	 he	would	 take
another	look	at	the	upper	world.
So	 he	 stole	 into	 the	 valley,	 keeping	 himself	 carefully	 hidden	 in	 copse	 or
hedgerow,	and	very	soon	met	with	an	adventure,	for,	peeping	through	a	screen	of
leaves,	he	saw	before	him	a	green	lawn	where	stood	a	charming	maiden,	fresh	as
the	spring,	and	beautiful	to	look	upon.	Around	her	upon	the	grass	lay	her	young
companions,	 as	 if	 they	 had	 thrown	 themselves	 down	 to	 rest	 after	 some	merry
game.	Beyond	 them	 flowed	 a	 little	 brook,	 into	which	 a	waterfall	 leapt	 from	 a
high	rock,	filling	the	air	with	its	pleasant	sound,	and	making	a	coolness	even	in
the	sultry	noontide.
The	sight	of	the	maiden	so	pleased	the	gnome	that,	for	the	first	time,	he	wished
himself	a	mortal,	and,	longing	for	a	better	view	of	the	gay	company,	he	changed
himself	 into	a	 raven	and	perched	upon	an	oak	 tree	which	overhung	 the	brook.
But	he	soon	found	that	this	was	not	at	all	a	good	plan.	He	could	only	see	with	a
raven's	eyes,	and	feel	as	a	raven	feels,	and	a	nest	of	field-mice	at	the	foot	of	the
tree	interested	him	far	more	than	the	sport	of	the	maidens.
When	he	understood	 this	he	 flew	down	again	 in	a	great	hurry	 into	 the	 thicket,
and	took	the	form	of	a	handsome	young	man,	for	that	was	the	best	way,	and	he
fell	in	love	with	the	girl	then	and	there.	The	fair	maiden	was	the	daughter	of	the
king	of	the	country,	and	she	often	wandered	in	the	forest	with	her	play	fellows
gathering	the	wild	flowers	and	fruits,	till	the	midday	heat	drove	the	merry	band
to	the	shady	lawn	by	the	brook	to	rest,	or	to	bathe	in	the	cool	waters.
On	 this	 particular	 morning	 the	 fancy	 took	 them	 to	 wander	 off	 again	 into	 the
wood.	This	was	Master	Rubezahl’s	opportunity.	Stepping	out	of	his	hiding-place
he	stood	in	the	midst	of	the	little	lawn,	weaving	his	magic	spells,	till	slowly	all
about	 him	 changed,	 and	when	 the	maidens	 returned	 at	 noon	 to	 their	 favourite



resting-place	they	stood	lost	in	amazement,	and	almost	fancied	that	they	must	be
dreaming.	The	red	rocks	had	become	white	marble	and	alabaster,	the	stream	that
murmured	 and	 struggled	 before	 in	 its	 rocky	 bed,	 flowed	 in	 silence	 now	 in	 its
smooth	channel,	 from	which	a	clear	 fountain	 leapt,	 to	 fall	 again	 in	 showers	of
diamond	drops,	now	on	this	side	now	on	that,	as	the	wandering	breeze	scattered
it.
Daisies	 and	 forget-me-nots	 fringed	 its	 brink,	 while	 tall	 hedges	 of	 roses	 and
jasmine	ringed	it	round,	making	the	sweetest	and	daintiest	bower	imaginable.	To
the	 right	 and	 left	 of	 the	waterfall	 opened	out	 a	wonderful	grotto,	 its	walls	 and
arches	 glittering	with	many-coloured	 rock-crystals,	 while	 in	 every	 niche	 were
spread	 out	 strange	 fruits	 and	 sweetmeats,	 the	 very	 sight	 of	 which	 made	 the
princess	 long	 to	 taste	 them.	 She	 hesitated	 a	 while,	 however,	 scarcely	 able	 to
believe	her	eyes,	and	not	knowing	if	she	should	enter	the	enchanted	spot	or	fly
from	it.	But	at	length	curiosity	prevailed,	and	she	and	her	companions	explored
to	 their	 heart's	 content,	 and	 tasted	 and	 examined	 everything,	 running	 here	 and
there	in	high	glee,	and	calling	merrily	to	each	other.
At	last,	when	they	were	quite	weary,	the	princess	cried	out	suddenly	that	nothing
would	content	her	but	to	bathe	in	the	marble	pool,	which	certainly	did	look	very
inviting,	and	they	all	went	gaily	to	this	new	amusement.	The	princess	was	ready
first,	but	 scarcely	had	she	 slipped	over	 the	 rim	of	 the	pool	when	down,	down,
down	she	sank,	and	vanished	in	its	depths	before	her	frightened	playmates	could
seize	her	by	so	much	as	a	lock	of	her	floating	golden	hair!
Loudly	 did	 they	 weep	 and	 wail,	 running	 about	 the	 brink	 of	 the	 pool,	 which
looked	 so	 shallow	 and	 so	 clear,	 but	 which	 had	 swallowed	 up	 their	 princess
before	their	eyes.	They	even	sprang	into	the	water	and	tried	to	dive	after	her,	but
in	 vain,	 for	 they	 only	 floated	 like	 corks	 in	 the	 enchanted	 pool,	 and	 could	 not
keep	under	water	for	a	second.
They	 saw	 at	 last	 that	 there	was	 nothing	 for	 it	 but	 to	 carry	 to	 the	 king	 the	 sad
tidings	 of	 his	 beloved	 daughter's	 disappearance.	 And	what	 great	 weeping	 and
lamentation	there	was	in	the	palace	when	the	dreadful	news	was	told!	The	king
tore	his	 robes,	dashed	his	golden	crown	 from	his	head,	 and	hid	his	 face	 in	his
purple	mantle	 for	 grief	 and	 anguish	 at	 the	 loss	 of	 the	 princess.	After	 the	 first
outburst	of	wailing,	however,	he	took	heart	and	hurried	off	to	see	for	himself	the
scene	 of	 this	 strange	 adventure,	 thinking,	 as	 people	 will	 in	 sorrow,	 that	 there
might	be	some	mistake	after	all.
But	 when	 he	 reached	 the	 spot,	 behold,	 all	 was	 changed	 again!	 The	 glittering
grotto	described	to	him	by	the	maidens	had	completely	vanished,	and	so	had	the
marble	bath,	the	bower	of	jasmine,	and	instead,	all	was	a	tangle	of	flowers,	as	it
had	 been	 of	 old.	 The	 king	 was	 so	 much	 perplexed	 that	 he	 threatened	 the
princess's	 playfellows	with	 all	 sorts	 of	 punishments	 if	 they	would	 not	 confess



something	about	her	disappearance,	but	as	they	only	repeated	the	same	story	he
presently	put	down	 the	whole	 affair	 to	 the	work	of	 some	 sprite	 or	goblin,	 and
tried	to	console	himself	for	his	 loss	by	ordering	a	grand	hunt,	 for	kings	cannot
bear	to	be	troubled	about	anything	long.
Meanwhile	the	princess	was	not	at	all	unhappy	in	the	palace	of	her	elfish	lover.
When	 the	 water-nymphs,	 who	 were	 hiding	 in	 readiness,	 had	 caught	 her	 and
dragged	her	out	of	the	sight	of	her	terrified	maidens,	she	herself	had	not	had	time
to	be	frightened.	They	swam	with	her	quickly	by	strange	underground	ways	to	a
palace	so	splendid	that	her	father's	seemed	but	a	poor	cottage	in	comparison	with
it,	and	when	she	recovered	from	her	astonishment	she	found	herself	seated	upon
a	 couch,	 wrapped	 in	 a	 wonderful	 robe	 of	 satin	 fastened	 with	 a	 silken	 girdle,
while	 beside	 her	 knelt	 a	 young	 man	 who	 whispered	 the	 sweetest	 speeches
imaginable	in	her	ear.	The	gnome,	for	he	it	was,	told	her	all	about	himself	and
his	great	underground	kingdom,	and	presently	 led	her	 through	the	many	rooms
and	halls	of	the	palace,	and	showed	her	the	rare	and	wonderful	things	displayed
in	them	till	she	was	fairly	dazzled	at	the	sight	of	so	much	splendour.
On	 three	 sides	 of	 the	 castle	 lay	 a	 lovely	 garden	 with	 masses	 of	 gay,	 sweet
flowers,	 and	 velvet	 lawns	 all	 cool	 and	 shady,	 which	 pleased	 the	 eye	 of	 the
princess.	The	fruit	trees	were	hung	with	golden	and	rosy	apples,	and	nightingales
sang	in	every	bush,	as	the	gnome	and	the	princess	wandered	in	the	leafy	alleys,
sometimes	gazing	at	 the	moon,	 sometimes	pausing	 to	gather	 the	 rarest	 flowers
for	her	adornment.	And	all	the	time	he	was	thinking	to	himself	that	never,	during
the	hundreds	of	years	he	had	lived,	had	he	seen	so	charming	a	maiden.
But	 the	 princess	 felt	 no	 such	 happiness,	 for,	 in	 spite	 of	 all	 the	magic	 delights
around	her,	she	was	sad,	though	she	tried	to	seem	content	for	fear	of	displeasing
the	gnome.	However,	he	soon	perceived	her	melancholy,	and	in	a	thousand	ways
strove	 to	 dispel	 the	 cloud,	 but	 in	 vain.	 At	 last	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 "Men	 are
sociable	 creatures,	 like	bees	or	 ants.	Doubtless	 this	 lovely	mortal	 is	 pining	 for
company.	Who	is	there	I	can	find	for	her	to	talk	to?"
Thereupon	he	hastened	into	the	nearest	field	and	dug	up	a	dozen	or	so	different
roots,	 such	 as	 carrots,	 turnips,	 and	 radishes,	 and	 laying	 them	 carefully	 in	 an
elegant	basket	brought	them	to	the	princess,	who	sat	pensive	in	the	shade	of	the
rose-bower.
"Loveliest	daughter	of	earth,"	said	the	gnome,	"banish	all	sorrow,	no	more	shall
you	be	 lonely	 in	my	dwelling.	 In	 this	basket	 is	 all	you	need	 to	make	 this	 spot
delightful	to	you.	Take	this	little	many-coloured	wand,	and	with	a	touch	give	to
each	root	the	form	you	desire	to	see."
With	 this	 he	 left	 her,	 and	 the	 princess,	 without	 an	 instant's	 delay,	 opened	 the
basket,	 and	 touching	 a	 turnip,	 cried	 eagerly,	 "Brunhilda,	 my	 dear	 Brunhilda!
Come	to	me	quickly!"	And	sure	enough	there	was	Brunhilda,	 joyfully	hugging



and	kissing	her	beloved	princess,	and	chattering	as	gaily	as	in	the	old	days.
This	sudden	appearance	was	so	delightful	that	the	princess	could	hardly	believe
her	 own	 eyes,	 and	 was	 quite	 beside	 herself	 with	 the	 joy	 of	 having	 her	 dear
playfellow	 with	 her	 once	 more.	 Hand	 in	 hand	 they	 wandered	 about	 the
enchanted	garden,	and	gathered	the	golden	apples	from	the	trees,	and	when	they
were	 tired	 of	 this	 amusement	 the	 princess	 led	 her	 friend	 through	 all	 the
wonderful	rooms	of	the	palace,	until	at	last	they	came	to	the	one	in	which	were
kept	all	the	marvellous	dresses	and	ornaments	the	gnome	had	given	to	his	hoped-
for	bride.	There	 they	 found	 so	much	 to	amuse	 them	 that	 the	hours	passed	 like
minutes.	Veils,	girdles,	and	necklaces	were	 tried	on	and	admired,	 the	 imitation
Brunhilda	knew	so	well	how	to	behave	herself,	and	showed	so	much	taste	 that
nobody	would	ever	have	suspected	that	she	was	nothing	but	a	turnip	after	all.
The	gnome,	who	had	secretly	been	keeping	an	eye	upon	them,	was	very	pleased
with	 himself	 for	 having	 so	 well	 understood	 the	 heart	 of	 a	 woman,	 and	 the
princess	seemed	to	him	even	more	charming	than	before.	She	did	not	forget	 to
touch	 the	rest	of	 the	roots	with	her	magic	wand,	and	soon	had	all	her	maidens
about	her,	and	even,	as	she	had	two	tiny	radishes	to	spare,	her	favourite	cat,	and
her	little	dog	whose	name	was	Beni.
And	 now	 all	 went	 cheerfully	 in	 the	 castle.	 The	 princess	 gave	 to	 each	 of	 the
maidens	her	 task,	and	never	was	mistress	better	 served.	For	a	whole	week	she
enjoyed	 the	 delight	 of	 her	 pleasant	 company	 undisturbed.	 They	 all	 sang,	 they
danced,	they	played	from	morning	to	night,	but	the	princess	noticed	that	day	by
day	the	fresh	young	faces	of	her	maidens	grew	pale	and	wan,	and	the	mirror	in
the	great	marble	hall	showed	her	that	she	alone	still	kept	her	rosy	bloom,	while
Brunhilda	 and	 the	 rest	 faded	 visibly.	 They	 assured	 her	 that	 all	 was	well	 with
them,	but,	nevertheless,	they	continued	to	waste	away,	and	day	by	day	it	became
harder	 for	 them	 to	 take	 part	 in	 the	 games	 of	 the	 princess,	 till	 at	 last,	 one	 fine
morning,	when	 the	princess	 started	 from	bed	 and	hastened	out	 to	 join	her	 gay
playfellows,	she	shuddered	and	started	back	at	the	sight	of	a	group	of	shrivelled
crones,	with	bent	backs	and	trembling	limbs,	who	supported	their	tottering	steps
with	staves	and	crutches,	and	coughed	dismally.	A	little	nearer	to	the	hearth	lay
the	once	frolicsome	Beni,	with	all	four	feet	stretched	stiffly	out,	while	the	sleek
cat	seemed	too	weak	to	raise	his	head	from	his	velvet	cushion.
The	horrified	princess	fled	to	the	door	to	escape	from	the	sight	of	this	mournful
company,	 and	 called	 loudly	 for	 the	 gnome,	 who	 appeared	 at	 once,	 humbly
anxious	to	do	her	bidding.
"Malicious	 Sprite,"	 she	 cried,	 "why	 do	 you	 begrudge	 me	 my	 playmates.,	 the
greatest	delight	of	my	 lonely	hours?	 Isn't	 this	 solitary	 life	 in	 such	a	desert	bad
enough	without	 your	 turning	 the	 castle	 into	 a	 hospital	 for	 the	 aged?	Give	my
maidens	back	their	youth	and	health	this	very	minute,	or	I	will	never	love	you!"



"Sweetest	and	fairest	of	damsels,"	cried	the	gnome,	"do	not	be	angry.	Everything
that	is	in	my	power	I	will	do,	but	do	not	ask	the	impossible.	So	long	as	the	sap
was	fresh	in	the	roots	the	magic	staff	could	keep	them	in	the	forms	you	desired,
but	as	the	sap	dried	up	and	they	withered	away.	But	never	trouble	yourself	about
that,	dearest	one,	a	basket	of	 fresh	 turnips	will	 soon	set	matters	 right,	and	you
can	speedily	call	up	again	every	form	you	wish	to	see.	The	great	green	patch	in
the	garden	will	provide	you	with	a	more	lively	company."
So	 saying	 the	gnome	 took	himself	off.	And	 the	princess	with	her	magic	wand
touched	 the	wrinkled	 old	women,	 and	 left	 them	 the	withered	 roots	 they	 really
were,	to	be	thrown	upon	the	rubbish	heap,	and	with	light	feet	skipped	off	across
to	the	meadow	to	take	possession	of	the	freshly	filled	basket.	But	to	her	surprise
she	could	not	 find	 it	 anywhere.	Up	and	down	 the	garden	 she	 searched,	 spying
into	every	corner,	but	not	 a	 sign	of	 it	was	 to	be	 found.	By	 the	 trellis	of	grape
vines	she	met	the	gnome,	who	was	so	much	embarrassed	at	the	sight	of	her	that
she	became	aware	of	his	confusion	while	he	was	still	quite	a	long	way	off.
"You	are	 trying	 to	 tease	me,"	she	cried,	as	soon	as	she	saw	him.	"Where	have
you	hidden	the	basket?	I	have	been	looking	for	it	at	least	an	hour."
"Dear	queen	of	my	heart,"	answered	he,	"I	pray	you	to	forgive	my	carelessness.	I
promised	more	than	I	could	perform.	I	have	sought	all	over	the	land	for	the	roots
you	 desire,	 but	 they	 are	 gathered	 in,	 and	 lie	 drying	 in	 musty	 cellars,	 and	 the
fields	are	bare	and	desolate,	for	below	in	the	valley	winter	reigns.	Only	here	in
your	presence	spring	is	held	fast,	and	wherever	your	foot	is	set	the	gay	flowers
bloom.	 Have	 patience	 for	 a	 little,	 and	 then	 without	 fail	 you	 shall	 have	 your
puppets	to	play	with."
Almost	before	 the	gnome	had	 finished,	 the	disappointed	princess	 turned	away,
and	marched	off	to	her	own	apartments,	without	deigning	to	answer	him.
The	 gnome,	 however,	 set	 off	 above	 ground	 as	 speedily	 as	 possible,	 and
disguising	 himself	 as	 a	 farmer,	 bought	 an	 ass	 in	 the	 nearest	market-town,	 and
brought	it	back	loaded	with	sacks	of	turnip,	carrot,	and	radish	seed.	With	this	he
sowed	a	great	field,	and	sent	a	vast	army	of	his	goblins	to	watch	and	tend	it,	and
to	bring	up	the	fiery	rivers	from	the	heart	of	the	earth	near	enough	to	warm	and
encourage	 the	 sprouting	 seeds.	 Thus	 fostered	 they	 grew	 and	 flourished
marvellously,	and	promised	a	goodly	crop.
The	princess	wandered	about	the	field	day	by	day.	No	other	plants	or	fruits	in	all
her	wonderful	garden	pleased	her	as	much	as	these	roots,	but	still	her	eyes	were
full	of	discontent.	And,	best	of	all,	she	loved	to	while	away	the	hours	in	a	shady
fir-wood,	seated	upon	the	bank	of	a	little	stream,	into	which	she	would	cast	the
flowers	she	had	gathered	and	watch	them	float	away.
The	gnome	 tried	hard	by	every	means	 in	his	power	 to	please	 the	princess	 and
win	her	 love,	 but	 little	 did	he	guess	 the	 real	 reason	of	his	 lack	of	 success.	He



imagined	that	she	was	too	young	and	inexperienced	to	care	for	him,	but	that	was
a	 mistake,	 for	 the	 truth	 was	 that	 another	 image	 already	 filled	 her	 heart.	 The
young	Prince	Ratibor,	whose	lands	joined	her	father’s,	had	won	the	heart	of	the
princess,	 and	 the	 lovers	 had	 been	 looking	 forward	 to	 the	 coming	 of	 their
wedding-day	when	the	bride's	mysterious	disappearance	took	place.
The	 sad	 news	 drove	Ratibor	 distracted,	 and	 as	 the	 days	went	 on,	 and	 nothing
could	be	heard	of	the	princess,	he	forsook	his	castle	and	the	society	of	men,	and
spent	his	days	in	the	wild	forests,	roaming	about	and	crying	her	name	aloud	to
the	 trees	 and	 rocks.	Meanwhile,	 the	maiden,	 in	 her	 gorgeous	prison,	 sighed	 in
secret	over	her	grief,	not	wishing	to	arouse	the	gnome's	suspicions.	In	her	own
mind	she	was	wondering	if	by	any	means	she	might	escape	from	her	captivity,
and	at	last	she	hit	upon	a	plan.
By	this	time	spring	once	more	reigned	in	the	valley,	and	the	gnome	sent	the	fires
back	to	their	places	in	the	deeps	of	the	earth,	for	the	roots	which	they	had	kept
warm	through	all	 the	cruel	winter	had	now	come	to	their	full	size.	Day	by	day
the	 princess	 pulled	 up	 some	 of	 them,	 and	 made	 experiments	 with	 them,
conjuring	up	now	this	 longed-for	person,	and	now	that,	 just	for	 the	pleasure	of
seeing	them	as	they	appeared,	but	she	really	had	another	purpose	in	view.
One	day	she	changed	a	tiny	turnip	into	a	bee,	and	sent	him	off	to	bring	her	some
news	of	her	lover.
"Fly,	 dear	 little	 bee,	 towards	 the	 east,"	 said	 she,	 "to	my	 beloved	Ratibor,	 and
softly	 hum	 into	 his	 ear	 that	 I	 love	 him	 only,	 but	 that	 I	 am	 a	 captive	 in	 the
gnome's	palace	under	the	mountains.	Do	not	forget	a	single	word	of	my	greeting,
and	bring	me	back	a	message	from	my	beloved."
So	the	bee	spread	his	shining	wings	and	flew	away	to	do	as	he	was	bidden,	but
before	he	was	out	of	 sight	a	greedy	swallow	made	a	 snatch	at	him,	and	 to	 the
great	grief	of	the	princess	her	messenger	was	eaten	up	then	and	there.
After	 that,	 by	 the	 power	 of	 the	wonderful	wand	 she	 summoned	 a	 cricket,	 and
taught	him	this	greeting:
"Hop,	little	cricket,	to	Ratibor,	and	chirp	in	his	ear	that	I	love	him	only,	but	that	I
am	held	captive	by	the	gnome	in	his	palace	under	the	mountains."
So	the	cricket	hopped	off	gaily,	determined	to	do	his	best	to	deliver	his	message,
but,	alas!	A	long-legged	stork	who	was	prancing	along	the	same	road	caught	him
in	her	cruel	beak,	and	before	he	could	say	a	word	he	had	disappeared	down	her
throat.
These	two	unlucky	ventures	did	not	prevent	the	princess	from	trying	once	more.
This	time	she	changed	the	turnip	into	a	magpie.
"Flutter	from	tree	to	tree,	chattering	bird,"	said	she,	"till	you	come	to	Ratibor,	my
love.	Tell	him	that	I	am	a	captive,	and	bid	him	come	with	horses	and	men,	the



third	day	from	this,	to	the	hill	that	rises	from	the	Thorny	Valley."
The	 magpie	 listened,	 hopped	 awhile	 from	 branch	 to	 branch,	 and	 then	 darted
away.	The	princess	watching	him	anxiously	as	far	as	she	could	see.
Now	Prince	Ratibor	was	 still	 spending	his	 life	 in	wandering	 about	 the	woods,
and	not	even	the	beauty	of	the	spring	could	soothe	his	grief.	One	day,	as	he	sat	in
the	shade	of	an	oak	tree,	dreaming	of	his	lost	princess,	and	sometimes	crying	her
name	aloud,	he	 seemed	 to	hear	another	voice	 reply	 to	his,	 and,	 starting	up,	he
gazed	around	him,	but	he	could	see	no	one.	He	had	just	made	up	his	mind	that	he
must	be	mistaken,	when	the	same	voice	called	again,	and,	looking	up	sharply,	he
saw	 a	magpie	which	 hopped	 to	 and	 fro	 among	 the	 twigs.	 Then	Ratibor	 heard
with	surprise	that	the	bird	was	indeed	calling	him	by	name.
"Poor	chatterpie,"	said	he,	"who	taught	you	to	say	that	name,	which	belongs	to
an	unlucky	mortal	who	wishes	the	earth	would	open	and	swallow	up	him	and	his
memory	for	ever?"
Thereupon	he	caught	up	a	great	stone,	and	would	have	hurled	it	at	the	magpie,	if
it	 had	 not	 at	 that	 moment	 uttered	 the	 name	 of	 the	 princess.	 This	 was	 so
unexpected	that	 the	prince's	arm	fell	helplessly	to	his	side	at	 the	sound,	and	he
stood	motionless.
But	 the	magpie	 in	 the	 tree,	who,	 like	all	 the	 rest	of	his	 family,	was	not	happy
unless	he	could	be	for	ever	chattering,	began	to	repeat	the	message	the	princess
had	taught	him,	and	as	soon	as	he	understood	it,	Prince	Ratibor's	heart	was	filed
with	 joy.	 All	 his	 gloom	 and	misery	 vanished	 in	 a	 moment,	 and	 he	 anxiously
questioned	the	welcome	messenger	as	to	the	fate	of	the	princess.
But	the	magpie	knew	no	more	than	the	lesson	he	had	learnt,	so	he	soon	fluttered
away,	while	 the	prince	hurried	back	 to	 his	 castle	 to	 gather	 together	 a	 troop	of
horsemen,	full	of	courage	for	whatever	might	befall.
The	 princess	meanwhile	was	 craftily	 pursuing	 her	 plan	 of	 escape.	 She	 left	 off
treating	 the	gnome	with	coldness	and	 indifference,	 indeed,	 there	was	a	 look	 in
her	eyes	which	encouraged	him	to	hope	that	she	might	someday	return	his	love,
and	 the	 idea	pleased	him	mightily.	The	next	day,	 as	 soon	as	 the	 sun	 rose,	 she
made	her	appearance	decked	as	a	bride,	in	the	wonderful	robes	and	jewels	which
the	fond	gnome	had	prepared	for	her.	Her	golden	hair	was	braided	and	crowned
with	 myrtle	 blossoms,	 and	 her	 flowing	 veil	 sparkled	 with	 gems.	 In	 these
magnificent	garments	she	went	to	meet	the	gnome	upon	the	great	terrace.
"Loveliest	of	maidens,"	he	stammered,	bowing	low	before	her,	"let	me	gaze	into
your	dear	eyes,	and	read	in	them	that	you	will	no	longer	refuse	my	love,	but	will
make	me	the	happiest	being	the	sun	shines	upon."
So	saying	he	would	have	drawn	aside	her	veil,	but	the	princess	only	held	it	more
closely	about	her.



"Your	 constancy	 has	 overcome	 me,"	 she	 said,	 "I	 can	 no	 longer	 oppose	 your
wishes.	But	believe	my	words,	and	suffer	 this	veil	still	 to	hide	my	blushes	and
tears."
"Why	tears,	beloved	one?"	cried	the	gnome	anxiously,	"every	tear	of	yours	falls
upon	my	heart	like	a	drop	of	molten	gold.	Greatly	as	I	desire	your	love,	I	do	not
ask	a	sacrifice."
"Ah!"	cried	the	false	princess,	"why	do	you	misunderstand	my	tears?	My	heart
answers	to	your	tenderness,	and	yet	I	am	fearful.	A	wife	cannot	always	charm,
and	though	YOU	will	never	alter,	the	beauty	of	mortals	is	as	a	flower	that	fades.
How	can	 I	be	 sure	 that	you	will	 always	be	as	 loving	and	charming	as	you	are
now?"
"Ask	some	proof,	 sweetheart,"	 said	he.	 "Put	my	obedience	and	my	patience	 to
some	test	by	which	you	can	judge	of	my	unalterable	love."
"Be	 it	 so,"	 answered	 the	 crafty	maiden.	 "Then	give	me	 just	 one	proof	of	 your
goodness.	Go!	Count	the	turnips	in	yonder	meadow.	My	wedding	feast	must	not
lack	guests.	They	shall	provide	me	with	bride-maidens	too.	But	beware	lest	you
deceive	me,	 and	do	not	miss	 a	 single	 one.	That	 shall	 be	 the	 test	 of	 your	 truth
towards	me."
Unwilling	as	the	gnome	was	to	lose	sight	of	his	beautiful	bride	for	a	moment,	he
obeyed	 her	 commands	 without	 delay,	 and	 hurried	 off	 to	 begin	 his	 task.	 He
skipped	 along	 among	 the	 turnips	 as	 nimble	 as	 a	 grasshopper,	 and	 had	 soon
counted	 them	 all,	 but,	 to	 be	 quite	 certain	 that	 he	 had	 made	 no	 mistake,	 he
thought	he	would	just	run	over	them	again.	This	time,	to	his	great	annoyance,	the
number	 was	 different,	 so	 he	 reckoned	 them	 for	 the	 third	 time,	 but	 now	 the
number	was	not	the	same	as	either	of	the	previous	ones!	And	this	was	hardly	to
be	wondered	at,	as	his	mind	was	full	of	the	princess's	pretty	looks	and	words.
As	for	the	maiden,	no	sooner	was	her	deluded	lover	fairly	out	of	sight	than	she
began	 to	 prepare	 for	 flight.	 She	 had	 a	 fine	 fresh	 turnip	 hidden	 close	 at	 hand,
which	she	changed	into	a	spirited	horse,	all	saddled	and	bridled,	and,	springing
upon	its	back,	she	galloped	away	over	hill	and	dale	till	she	reached	the	Thorny
Valley,	and	flung	herself	into	the	arms	of	her	beloved	Prince	Ratibor.
Meanwhile	the	toiling	gnome	went	through	his	task	over	and	over	again	till	his
back	ached	and	his	head	swam,	and	he	could	no	longer	put	two	and	two	together,
but	as	he	felt	tolerably	certain	of	the	exact	number	of	turnips	in	the	field,	big	and
little	 together,	 he	 hurried	 back	 eager	 to	 prove	 to	 his	 beloved	 one	 what	 a
delightful	and	submissive	husband	he	would	be.	He	felt	very	well	satisfied	with
himself	 as	 he	 crossed	 the	mossy	 lawn	 to	 the	 place	where	 he	 had	 left	 her,	 but,
alas!	She	was	no	longer	there.
He	searched	every	thicket	and	path,	he	looked	behind	every	tree,	and	gazed	into



every	 pond,	 but	without	 success,	 then	 he	 hastened	 into	 the	 palace	 and	 rushed
from	room	to	room,	peering	into	every	hole	and	corner	and	calling	her	by	name,
but	 only	 echo	 answered	 in	 the	 marble	 halls,	 for	 there	 was	 neither	 voice	 nor
footstep.
Then	 he	 began	 to	 perceive	 that	 something	 was	 amiss,	 and,	 throwing	 off	 the
mortal	form	that	encumbered	him,	he	flew	out	of	the	palace,	and	soared	high	into
the	air,	and	saw	 the	 fugitive	princess	 in	 the	 far	distance	 just	as	 the	swift	horse
carried	her	across	the	boundary	of	his	dominions.
Furiously	 did	 the	 enraged	 gnome	 fling	 two	 great	 clouds	 together,	 and	 hurl	 a
thunderbolt	 after	 the	 flying	 maiden,	 splintering	 the	 rocky	 barriers	 which	 had
stood	a	 thousand	years.	But	his	 fury	was	vain,	 the	 thunderclouds	melted	away
into	 a	 soft	 mist,	 and	 the	 gnome,	 after	 flying	 about	 for	 a	 while	 in	 despair,
bewailing	 to	 the	 four	 winds	 his	 unhappy	 fate,	 went	 sorrowfully	 back	 to	 the
palace,	 and	 stole	 once	 more	 through	 every	 room,	 with	 many	 sighs	 and
lamentations.	He	passed	through	the	gardens	which	for	him	had	lost	their	charm,
and	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 princess's	 footprints	 on	 the	 golden	 sand	 of	 the	 pathway
renewed	 his	 grief.	 All	 was	 lonely,	 empty,	 sorrowful,	 and	 the	 forsaken	 gnome
resolved	that	he	would	have	no	more	dealings	with	such	false	creatures	as	he	had
found	men	to	be.
Thereupon	he	stamped	three	times	upon	the	earth,	and	the	magic	palace,	with	all
its	 treasures,	vanished	away	into	the	nothingness	out	of	which	he	had	called	it,
and	the	gnome	fled	once	more	to	the	depths	of	his	underground	kingdom.
While	all	this	was	happening,	Prince	Ratibor	was	hurrying	away	with	his	prize	to
a	place	of	safety.	With	great	pomp	and	triumph	he	restored	the	lovely	princess	to
her	father,	and	was	then	and	there	married	to	her,	and	took	her	back	with	him	to
his	own	castle.
But	long	after	she	was	dead,	and	her	children	too,	the	villagers	would	tell	the	tale
of	her	imprisonment	underground,	as	they	sat	carving	wood	in	the	winter	nights.
	



THE	FOX	AND	THE	CAT

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

IT	HAPPENED	THAT	THE	CAT	MET	the	fox	in	a	forest,	and	as	she	thought	to
herself,	"He	is	clever	and	full	of	experience,	and	much	esteemed	in	the	world,"
she	spoke	to	him	in	a	friendly	way.
"Good	 day,	 dear	 Mr	 Fox,	 how	 are	 you?	 How	 is	 all	 with	 you?	 How	 are	 you
getting	on	in	these	hard	times?"
The	fox,	full	of	all	kinds	of	arrogance,	looked	at	the	cat	from	head	to	foot,	and
for	a	long	time	did	not	know	whether	he	would	give	any	answer	or	not.	At	last
he	said:	"Oh,	you	wretched	beard-cleaner,	you	piebald	fool,	you	hungry	mouse-
hunter,	 what	 can	 you	 be	 thinking	 of?	 Have	 you	 the	 cheek	 to	 ask	 how	 I	 am
getting	on?	What	have	you	learnt?	How	many	arts	do	you	understand?"
"I	understand	but	one,"	replied	the	cat,	modestly.
"What	art	is	that?"	asked	the	fox.
"When	the	hounds	are	following	me,	I	can	spring	into	a	tree	and	save	myself."
"Is	 that	 all?"	 said	 the	 fox.	 "I	 am	master	 of	 a	 hundred	 arts,	 and	 have	 into	 the
bargain	a	sackful	of	cunning.	You	make	me	sorry	for	you.	Come	with	me,	I	will
teach	you	how	people	get	away	from	the	hounds."
Just	then	came	a	hunter	with	four	dogs.	The	cat	sprang	nimbly	up	a	tree,	and	sat
down	at	the	top	of	it,	where	the	branches	and	foliage	quite	concealed	her.
"Open	your	sack,	Mr	Fox,	open	your	sack,"	cried	the	cat	to	him,	but	the	dogs	had
already	seized	him,	and	were	holding	him	fast.
"Ah,	Mr	Fox,"	cried	the	cat.	"You	with	your	hundred	arts	are	 left	 in	 the	 lurch!
Had	you	been	able	to	climb	like	me,	you	would	not	have	lost	your	life."
	



THE	GREAT	KNIGHT	SIEGFRIED

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 translation	 by	 Logan	Marshall	 in	Myths	 And
Legends	Of	 All	 Nations,	 the	 original	 being	 attributed	 to	 Robert	 Hertwig.	 The
book	was	published	by	The	John	C.	Winston	Company,	Philadelphia,	in	1914.
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 in	 the	 Netherlands,	 in	 Xante,	 a
wonderful	 castle	 on	 the	 river	Rhine,	 a	mighty	 king	 and	 queen.	 Siegmund	 and
Sieglinde	were	 their	names,	and	 far	and	wide	were	 they	known.	Yet	 their	 son,
the	glorious	hero	Siegfried,	was	still	more	widely	celebrated.	Even	as	a	boy	he
performed	 so	many	 daring	 feats	 that	 his	 bravery	was	 talked	 of	 in	 all	 German
lands.
The	two	most	remarkable	of	these	feats	were	the	slaying	of	a	frightful	monster
known	as	the	"Dragon	of	the	Linden-tree"	and	the	capture	of	the	rich	treasure	of
the	Nibelungs.	The	hoard	was	an	ancient	one	and	had	 this	wonderful	property,
that	no	matter	how	much	was	taken	from	it	the	quantity	was	never	less.
All	 this	 happened	 before	 Siegfried	 reached	 the	 age	 of	manhood.	When	 it	was
time	for	the	youth	to	be	knighted,	King	Siegmund	sent	invitations	far	and	wide
throughout	 the	 country,	 and	 a	 great	 celebration	 took	 place.	 Siegfried	 was
solemnly	girded	with	a	sword	and	permitted	to	take	his	place	among	the	warriors
of	 the	 kingdom.	Then	 there	was	 a	 great	 tournament,	 a	wonderful	 occasion	 for
Siegfried,	who	came	off	victor	in	every	encounter,	although	many	tried	warriors
matched	their	skill	against	his.	Altogether	the	festivities	lasted	seven	whole	days.
After	the	guests	had	departed,	Siegfried	asked	permission	of	his	parents	to	travel
into	Burgundy	to	seek	as	bride	for	himself	Kriemhild,	the	maiden	of	whose	great
beauty	and	loveliness	he	had	heard.
Gunther,	 the	king	of	Burgundy,	 recognizing	 the	young	hero,	went	out	 to	meet
him	 and	 politely	 inquired	 the	 cause	 of	 his	 visit.	 Imagine	 his	 dismay	 when
Siegfried	proposed	a	single	combat,	in	which	the	victor	might	claim	the	land	and
allegiance	 of	 the	 vanquished.	 Neither	 Gunther	 nor	 any	 of	 his	 knights	 would
accept	the	challenge,	but	Gunther	and	his	brother	hastened	forward	with	proffers
of	unbounded	hospitality.
Siegfried	 lingered	 a	 year	 in	 Gunther's	 palace,	 and	 though	 he	 never	 caught	 a



glimpse	of	 the	 fair	maid	Kriemhild,	 she	often	 admired	his	 strength	 and	manly
beauty	from	behind	the	palace	windows.
One	day	a	herald	arrived	from	King	Ludeger	of	Saxony	and	King	Ludegast	of
Denmark,	 announcing	 an	 invasion.	 Gunther	 was	 dismayed,	 but	 the	 brave
Siegfried	 came	 to	 the	 rescue,	 saying	 that	 if	Gunther	would	give	 him	only	one
thousand	brave	men	he	would	repel	the	enemy.	This	was	done	and	the	little	army
marched	 into	 Saxony	 and	 routed	 the	 twenty	 thousand	 valiant	 soldiers	 of	 the
enemy's	force.	All	the	men	did	brave	work,	but	Siegfried	was	the	bravest	of	them
all.
When	 the	 hero	 returned,	 a	 great	 celebration	 was	 held	 in	 his	 honour,	 and
Kriemhild,	Ute	and	all	 the	 ladies	of	 the	court	were	 invited	 to	be	present	at	 the
tournament.	It	was	there	that	Siegfried	first	saw	the	fair	maiden.	Her	beauty	was
more	wonderful	 than	he	had	ever	been	able	 to	 imagine.	What	was	his	delight,
then,	to	learn	that	he	had	been	appointed	her	escort.
On	 the	 way	 to	 the	 tournament	 Kriemhild	 murmured	 her	 thanks	 for	 the	 good
work	 Siegfried	 had	 done	 for	 her,	 and	 Siegfried	 vowed	 that	 he	 would	 always
serve	her	brothers	because	of	his	great	love	for	her.
Soon	after	 the	 tournament	Gunther	 announced	his	 intention	of	winning	 for	his
wife,	Brunhild,	the	princess	of	Issland,	who	had	vowed	to	marry	no	man	but	the
one	who	 could	 surpass	 her	 in	 jumping,	 throwing	 a	 stone	 and	 casting	 a	 spear.
Gunther	proposed	 that	Siegfried	go	with	him,	promising	him,	 in	 return	 for	his
services,	 the	 hand	 of	 Kriemhild.	 Such	 an	 offer	 was	 not	 to	 be	 despised,	 and
Siegfried	 immediately	 consented,	 advising	 Gunther	 to	 take	 only	 Hagen	 and
Dankwart	with	him.
Gunther	 and	 the	 three	 knights	 set	 out	 in	 a	 small	 vessel.	 Siegfried	 bade	 his
companions	 represent	 him	 as	 Gunther's	 vassal	 only,	 but	 Brunhild,	 seeing	 his
giant	 figure	 and	 guessing	 its	 strength,	 imagined	 that	 he	 had	 come	 to	woo	her.
She	was	 dismayed,	 therefore,	when	 she	 heard	 that	 he	 had	 held	 the	 stirrup	 for
Gunther	to	dismount.	When	he	entered	her	hall,	she	advanced	to	meet	him,	but
he	drew	aside,	saying	that	honour	was	due	to	his	master	Gunther.
Brunhild	ordered	preparations	for	the	evening	contest,	and	Gunther,	Hagen	and
Dankwart	 trembled	 when	 they	 saw	 four	 men	 staggering	 under	 the	 weight	 of
Brunhild's	 shield	 and	 three	 more	 staggering	 under	 the	 weight	 of	 her	 spear.
Siegfried,	meantime,	had	donned	his	magic	cloud	cloak	and	bade	Gunther	 rely
upon	his	aid.
The	combat	opened.	Brunhild	poised	her	spear	and	flung	it	with	such	force	that
both	 heroes	 staggered,	 but	 before	 she	 could	 cry	 out	 her	 victory	 Siegfried	 had
caught	the	spear	and	flung	it	back	with	such	violence	that	the	princess	fell	and
was	obliged	to	acknowledge	defeat.



Undaunted,	she	caught	up	a	huge	stone,	 flung	 it	 far	 into	 the	distance,	and	 then
leaping,	alighted	beside	it.	No	sooner	had	she	done	this	than	Siegfried	seized	the
stone,	 flung	 it	 still	 farther,	 and	 lifting	 Gunther	 by	 his	 broad	 girdle	 bounded
through	the	air	with	him	and	alighted	beyond	the	stone.	Then	Brunhild	knew	that
she	had	found	her	master.
"Come	 here	 all	 my	 kinsmen	 and	 followers,"	 she	 said,	 "and	 acknowledge	 my
superior.	I	am	no	longer	your	mistress.	Gunther	is	your	lord."
The	wedding	was	fitly	celebrated	and	then	Gunther	and	his	bride	were	escorted
back	 to	 Issland	by	a	 thousand	Nibelung	warriors	whom	Siegfried	had	gathered
for	 the	 purpose.	 A	 great	 banquet	 was	 given	 upon	 their	 return,	 at	 which	 the
impatient	 Siegfried	 ventured	 to	 remind	 Gunther	 of	 his	 promise.	 Brunhild
protested	 that	Gunther	should	not	give	his	only	sister	 to	a	menial,	but	Gunther
gave	 his	 consent	 and	 the	 marriage	 took	 place	 immediately.	 The	 two	 bridal
couples	 then	sat	side	by	side.	Kriemhild's	face	was	very	happy,	Brunhild's	was
dark	and	frowning.
You	 see,	 Brunhild	 was	 not	 pleased	 with	 the	 husband	 she	 had	 gained	 and
preferred	Siegfried.	Alone	with	her	husband	the	first	night	she	bound	him	with
her	girdle	and	suspended	him	from	a	corner	of	her	apartment.	There	she	let	him
hang	 till	morning.	Released,	Gunther	 sought	out	Siegfried	 and	 told	him	of	 the
disgraceful	affair.
The	 following	evening	Siegfried	again	donned	his	cloud	cloak	and	entered	 the
apartments	 of	 Gunther	 and	 Brunhild.	 As	 he	 entered	 he	 blew	 out	 the	 lights,
caught	Brunhild's	hands	and	wrestled	with	her	until	she	pleaded	for	mercy.
"Great	king,	forbear,"	she	said.	"I	will	henceforth	be	your	dutiful	wife.	I	will	do
nothing	to	anger	you.	You	are	my	lord	and	master."
Having	 accomplished	 his	 purpose,	 Siegfried	 left	 the	 room,	 but	 first	 he	 took
Brunhild's	 girdle	 and	 her	 ring.	 These	 he	 carried	 with	 him	 when	 after	 the
festivities	he	and	Kriemhild	returned	to	Xante	on	the	Rhine.
Siegmund	 and	 Sieglinde	 abdicated	 in	 favour	 of	 their	 son,	 and	 for	 ten	 years
Siegfried	and	Kriemhild	reigned	happily.	Then	they	were	invited	to	pay	a	visit	to
Gunther	and	Brunhild.	They	accepted,	leaving	their	little	son	Gunther	in	the	care
of	the	Nibelungs.
Brunhild	received	Kriemhild	graciously,	but	at	heart	she	was	jealous	and	wanted
Kriemhild	 to	 acknowledge	 her	 as	 superior.	 One	 day	 they	 had	 a	 hot	 dispute,
Kriemhild	 declaring	 that	 her	 husband	 was	 without	 peer	 in	 the	 world,	 and
Brunhild	 retorting	 that	 since	 he	was	Gunther's	 vassal	 he	must	 be	 his	 inferior.
Kriemhild	made	an	angry	avowal	that	she	would	publicly	assert	her	rank.
Both	 queens	 parted	 in	 a	 rage	 and	 proceeded	 to	 attire	 themselves	 in	 the	 most
gorgeous	costumes	they	possessed.	Accompanied	by	their	ladies-in-waiting	they



met	at	the	church	door.	Brunhild	bade	Kriemhild	stand	aside	while	she	entered,
and	 Kriemhild	 would	 not.	 A	 storm	 of	 words	 followed.	 Finally	 Kriemhild
insulted	the	other	queen	by	declaring	that	Brunhild	was	not	a	faithful	wife.
"You	 loved	Siegfried	better	 than	Gunther,"	she	declared.	"Here	are	your	girdle
and	ring	which	my	husband	gave	to	me."	So	saying,	she	displayed	the	girdle	and
ring	which	Siegfried	had	unwisely	given	her	when	he	confided	to	her	the	story	of
Gunther's	wooing.
Brunhild	summoned	Gunther	to	defend	her,	and	he	sent	for	Siegfried.	The	latter
publicly	swore	 that	his	wife	had	not	 told	 the	 truth	and	 that	Brunhild	had	never
loved	him	or	he	her.
"This	quarrel	 is	disgraceful,"	he	said.	"I	will	 teach	my	wife	better	manners	 for
the	future."	Gunther	promised	to	do	likewise.
The	guests	 departed,	 but	Brunhild	 still	 smarted	 from	 the	 insult	 and	 longed	 for
revenge.	Hagen,	 finding	 her	 in	 tears,	 undertook	 to	 avenge	 her.	He	 continually
reminded	Gunther	of	 the	insult	his	wife	had	received.	The	king	at	first	paid	no
attention	to	the	insinuations,	but	at	last	he	consented	to	an	assault	on	Siegfried.
He	asked	the	great	hero	to	help	him	in	a	war	which	he	pretended	his	old	enemy
Ludeger	 was	 about	 to	 bring	 upon	 him.	 Siegfried	 consented,	 and	 Kriemhild,
because	she	loved	her	husband	very	deeply,	was	much	troubled.	In	her	distress
she	 confided	 to	 Hagen	 that	 Siegfried	 was	 invulnerable	 except	 in	 one	 spot,
between	the	shoulder	blades,	where	a	lime	leaf	had	rested	and	the	dragon's	blood
had	not	touched	him.
"Never	 fear,"	 said	Hagen,	 "I	myself	will	 help	 to	 protect	 him.	You	 sew	 a	 tiny
cross	 on	 Siegfried's	 doublet,	 just	 over	 the	 vulnerable	 spot,	 that	 I	 may	 be	 the
better	able	to	shield	him."
Kriemhild	promised	to	obey	his	instructions,	and	Hagen	departed,	well	pleased,
to	carry	the	news	to	Gunther.
At	 last	 the	 day	 came	 for	 Siegfried	 to	 leave	 his	 queen.	 He	 talked	 to	 her	 and
comforted	her	and	kissed	her	rosy	lips.
"Dear	heart,"	he	said,	"why	all	these	tears?	I	shall	not	be	gone	long."
But	she	was	thinking	of	what	she	had	told	Hagen,	and	wept	and	wept	and	would
not	be	comforted.
When	 Siegfried	 joined	 Gunther's	 party	 he	 was	 surprised	 to	 learn	 that	 the
rebellion	had	been	quelled	and	that	he	was	invited	to	join	in	a	hunt	instead	of	a
fray.
So	he	joined	the	hunting	party.	Now	Siegfried	was	as	great	a	hunter	as	he	was	a
warrior,	and	while	the	noonday	meal	was	being	prepared	he	scoured	the	forest,
slew	several	wild	boars,	caught	a	bear	alive	and	in	a	spirit	of	mischief	turned	him



loose	among	the	guests.	Then,	tired	and	thirsty,	he	sat	down,	calling	for	a	drink.
Not	a	bit	of	wine	was	at	hand,	it	had	all	been	carried	to	another	part	of	the	forest.
Hagen	pointed	out	a	spring	nearby	and	Siegfried	proposed	a	race,	offering	to	run
in	 full	armour	while	 the	others	 ran	without	armour	or	weapons.	 In	spite	of	 the
handicap,	Siegfried	reached	the	spring	first.
Always	 polite,	 Siegfried	 bade	 his	 host,	 Gunther,	 drink	 first,	 while	 he	 himself
disarmed.	 Siegfried	 then	 stooped	 over	 the	 spring	 to	 drink,	 and	 as	 he	 stooped,
Hagen,	gliding	behind	him,	drove	his	spear	into	his	body	at	the	exact	spot	where
Kriemhild	had	embroidered	the	fatal	mark.
Siegfried	 struggled	 to	 avenge	 himself,	 but	 found	 nothing	 but	 his	 shield	within
reach.	This	he	flung	with	such	force	at	his	murderer	that	it	knocked	him	down.
Exhausted	by	the	effort,	the	hero	fell	back	upon	the	grass,	cursing	the	treachery
of	Gunther	and	Hagen.
Curses	soon	gave	way	to	 thoughts	of	Kriemhild,	however,	and	overcoming	his
anger	 he	 recommended	her	 to	 the	 care	 of	 her	 brother	Gunther.	Then	 the	 great
hero	died.
The	hunting	party	agreed	to	carry	the	body	back	to	Worms	and	say	that	they	had
found	 it	 in	 the	 forest.	 But	Hagen,	 bolder	 than	 the	 rest,	 ordered	 the	 bearers	 to
deposit	 the	corpse	at	Kriemhild's	door,	where	 she	would	 see	 it	when	 she	went
out	for	early	mass	the	next	morning.	As	he	expected,	Kriemhild	discovered	her
dead	lord	and	fell	senseless	upon	him.	Recovering,	she	cried	out	that	he	had	been
murdered,	for	no	foeman	in	a	fair	fight	could	have	killed	the	glorious	knight.
A	great	funeral	took	place	and	Siegfried's	body	was	laid	in	state	in	the	cathedral
at	Worms.	There	many	 came	 to	 view	 it	 and	 to	 express	 their	 sympathy	 for	 the
widow	Kriemhild.	The	latter,	suspecting	treachery,	refused	to	listen	to	Gunther
until	he	promised	that	all	of	those	present	at	the	hunt	should	touch	the	body.
"Blood	will	flow	afresh	at	the	murderer's	touch,"	he	said.
One	by	one	the	hunters	advanced,	and	when	Hagen	touched	the	great	warrior's
form,	lo,	the	blood	flowed	again	from	his	wounds.	At	this	the	Nibelung	warriors
wanted	to	avenge	the	dead,	but	Kriemhild	would	not	permit	them	to	interrupt	the
funeral.	So	the	ceremonies	were	concluded	and	Siegfried's	body	was	laid	to	rest.
	



KÄTHCHEN	AND	THE	KOBOLD

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 an	 original	 by	 Margaret	 Arndt	 in	 Fairy	 Tales
From	 The	 German	 Forests,	 published	 by	 Everett	 &	 Co	 Ltd,	 42	 Essex	 Street,
London,	in	1913.	The	author’s	real	name	was	Margaret	Heaton,	who	published
under	 the	 name	Margaret	 Arndt	 or	 Frau	 Arndt,	 her	 husband	 being	 German,
Paul	Arndt.
	

	

HALF-WAY	 UP	 THE	 LONG	 STEEP	 HILL	 that	 leads	 from	 Soden	 to
Königstein,	 a	 rough	 road	 branches	 off	 to	 the	 left,	 plunging	 suddenly	 into	 a
valley,	 and	 passing	 through	 the	 little	 village	 of	Altenhain.	As	 you	walk	 down
this	steep	rocky	incline,	 the	Taunus	Mountains	rise	up	grand	and	high	 in	ever-
changing	panorama.
At	the	bottom	of	the	hill	lies	Altenhain,	an	ordinary	enough	Taunus	village,	save
for	 the	 beautiful	 shrine	 that	 stands	 on	 the	 high	 road.	 There	 a	 Crucifix	 hangs
between	 two	enormous	poplar	 trees,	one	of	 the	most	beautiful	natural	altars	 in
the	world.	The	trees	are	tall	and	pointed	like	church	spires,	the	trunks	venerable
with	 age.	 May	 the	 lightning	 spare	 these	 grand	 old	 trees,	 and	 the	 winds	 play
gently	through	their	boughs!
In	 this	 village	 lived	 a	 schoolmaster	 with	 his	 wife	 and	 family	 consisting	 of	 a
daughter,	 twelve	 years	 old,	 and	 a	 baby	 boy.	 They	 were	 not	 really	 poor,	 for,
besides	their	income,	they	had	a	piece	of	land	to	grow	potatoes	and	vegetables,
also	a	strip	of	vineyard	and	fine	strawberry	fields	on	the	Dachberg,	the	produce
of	which	they	sold	in	Frankfurt	for	a	good	price.	Moreover,	they	kept	pigs	and
chickens	and	geese,	and	two	dear	little	goats	that	gave	them	milk.
On	a	 fine	September	day	Käthchen	 (that	was	 the	daughter's	name)	was	on	 the
Dachberg,	 helping	 her	 parents	 to	 gather	 up	 the	 potatoes	 for	 the	 winter.	 Two
sacks	stood	already	full,	looking	from	a	distance	like	funny	old	peasants.	Käthe
liked	 to	 watch	 the	 potato	 fires	 that	 are	 lit	 to	 burn	 the	 refuse	 of	 the	 plants,
smouldering	and	crackling	in	the	dry	autumn	air,	and	the	smoke	curling	up	in	the
clear	sky.
It	was	now	about	five	o'clock,	and	as	she	had	worked	all	day,	she	was	tired	and
began	to	groan	and	grumble.	So	her	mother	said,	"Hurry	up	and	go	home	now,
child,	before	it	gets	dark.	Fetch	the	baby	(the	neighbours	had	taken	charge	of	it



for	 the	day),	 light	 the	fire,	put	on	 the	kettle,	and	peel	and	boil	 the	potatoes	 for
supper."
Käthe	was	 only	 too	 glad	 to	 be	 let	 off,	 and	 her	 tiredness	 soon	 vanished	 as	 she
flew	down	the	steep,	grassy	slope	of	the	Dachberg,	slipping	and	tumbling	every
minute.	The	sun	was	low,	and	glowed	through	the	pines	and	larches,	which	stand
here	together,	making	a	wonderful	contrast.
Käthe	 found	 her	 way	 across	 the	 wet	 emerald	 field	 coloured	 with	 patches	 of
exquisite	 lilac	 from	 the	 autumn	 crocuses	 growing	 there	 in	 thousands,	 hanging
out	 their	 cheeky	 little	 orange	 tongues.	 She	 sang	 and	 shouted	 for	 joy,	 and	 a
feeling	 half	 sadness,	 half	 exhilaration,	 that	 comes	 to	 us	 often	 at	 the	 twilight,
came	 over	 her.	 She	wore	 a	 little	 red	 skirt	 and	 loose	 cotton	 blouse,	 and	 a	 tidy
pinafore	put	on	in	order	to	cover	her	soiled	frock	on	the	way	home.	Her	hair	was
ash	blonde,	 and	braided	 in	 two	plaits	 round	her	head.	Her	eyes	were	dark	and
deep-set,	and	were	a	strange	contrast	to	her	hair.	She	passed	over	the	tiny	bridge
where	 the	 brook	 crosses	 the	 field,	 and	 gathered	 a	 bunch	 of	 wild	 flowers,
meadowsweet	and	harebells,	water	forget-me-nots	and	ragged	robin,	and	made	a
pretty	 nosegay.	 She	 also	 picked	 a	 graceful	 spray	 of	 hops,	 the	 leaves	 slightly
tinged	with	red,	and	wound	it	in	and	out	of	her	hair.	She	had	forgotten	the	baby
and	the	supper	and	all	the	things	for	which	she	was	responsible,	and	was	just	a
little	maiden	living	in	her	own	enchanted	land.
Now	 the	 path	 wound	 close	 by	 the	 pine	 woods,	 and	 the	 air	 seemed	 to	 grow
chillier	and	more	solemn.	She	saw	great	white	clouds	 resting	on	 the	Dachberg
above	her.	She	seemed	so	 far	away,	down	 in	 this	valley	and	so	alone.	But	she
knew	that	her	father	and	mother	were	near,	probably	watching	her	from	the	hill-
top,	so	it	was	silly	to	be	frightened,	and	she	knew	the	way	so	well.
Suddenly	something	sprang	out	of	the	bushes	on	to	the	path	in	front	of	her.	She
gave	a	great	jump,	but	then	so	did	he	and	she	saw	that	it	was	only	an	old	green
frog.	He	cheered	her	up	at	once,	and	she	began	to	poke	at	him	with	a	stick	and	to
sing:
	

"The	frog	sits	in	the	rushes,
The	funny	fat	old	man,
And	sings	his	evening	ditties
As	sweetly	as	he	can,
Quark,Quark,Quark."
	

But	as	suddenly	as	he	had	appeared	on	the	scene,	the	frog	vanished	again	with	a
leap	and	a	bound	 into	 the	dark	waters	of	 the	 little	brook	 that	 ran	along	by	 the



side	of	the	way.
Then	she	heard	a	rustling	of	the	bushes	and	saw	a	little	red	squirrel	peering	at	her
with	 his	 bright,	 inquisitive	 eyes.	 Round	 and	 round	 the	 tree-trunk	 he	 went,
enjoying	himself	thoroughly,	and	making	fun	of	Käthchen,	playing	peep-bo	like
a	baby.
The	 sun	 glowed	 through	 the	 tree	 trunks.	 It	must	 be	 about	 six	 o'clock.	 "I	must
hurry	up	or	supper	will	not	be	ready	when	my	father	and	mother	come	home,"
she	thought.
She	then	became	aware	of	the	sound	of	footsteps	coming	towards	her	along	the
path.
"Probably	a	peasant	 from	Altenhain,"	she	 thought,	and	was	pleased	 to	 think	of
meeting	 a	 friend.	 But	 the	 footsteps	 sounded	 strange	 and	 light,	 more	 like	 the
pattering	of	raindrops	through	leaves,	and	then	for	a	moment,	she	turned	giddy.
It	seemed	to	her	as	if	the	trees	were	really	rushing	past	her,	as	they	seem	to	do
when	we	 look	 at	 them	 out	 of	 a	 railway	 carriage.	 One	 of	 the	 young	 oak	 trees
seemed	to	be	running	towards	her	down	the	path,	but	as	she	looked	more	closely,
and	her	head	became	steadier,	she	saw	that	it	was	a	boy	a	little	older	than	herself,
who	came	running	towards	her,	and	very	queer	he	looked.
He	had	a	great	mass	of	brown	curly	hair	tumbling	about	his	head,	green	ears,	it
seemed	to	her,	could	it	be	possible?	No,	it	must	be	that	he	had	stuck	oak	leaves
into	 his	 curly	 locks	 for	 ornament,	 pretty	 oak	 leaves	 tinged	 with	 soft	 red.
Moreover	he	had	 the	bluest	 and	 strangest	 eyes	 she	had	 ever	 seen.	They	 shone
like	 wonderful	 jewels	 at	 one	 moment,	 and	 then	 turned	 dull	 and	 opaque	 and
looked	 almost	 dead.	 He	 had	 on	 rough	 green	 trousers,	 and	 a	 white	 shirt	 with
yellow	 embroidered	 braces,	 his	 feet	were	 bare	 and	 very	 brown.	When	 he	 saw
Käthe,	he	gave	a	wild	kind	of	Indian	whoop,	and	danced	round	and	round	her,
much	to	the	poor	child's	dismay,	his	eyes	flashing	all	sorts	of	colours.	Her	heart
beat	fast,	but	not	a	word	or	sound	would	come	out	of	her	mouth.
The	boy	then	made	a	deep	bow,	and	took	her	by	the	hand.	Soon	he	had	his	long
arms	round	her	waist	and	was	trying	to	kiss	her.
Käthe	began	to	cry	with	fear	and	indignation,	"You	rude,	naughty	boy,"	she	said,
"I	will	tell	my	mother	of	you."
The	imp	seemed	much	surprised,	caught	one	of	her	tears	on	his	finger,	held	it	up
to	the	light	and	then	sucked	it,	making	funny	faces	all	the	time.	Käthe	could	not
help	 laughing,	and	 then	she	dried	her	 tears	with	a	corner	of	her	apron.	She	sat
down	on	a	tree-trunk	for	a	moment	and	tried	to	think.
Immediately	 the	boy	sat	by	her,	and	begged	her	 to	give	him	a	kiss.	He	 looked
quite	nice	and	pretty	for	the	moment,	and	Käthe	thought	she	had	better	do	as	he
wished,	or	he	might	begin	his	antics	again.	So	she	gave	him	a	motherly	kiss,	just



as	 she	 would	 give	 to	 her	 baby	 brother,	 smack	 on	 the	 cheek.	 Immediately	 the
queer	look	went	out	of	his	eyes,	and	a	more	human	expression	took	its	place.
"Käthe,"	he	said,	"Käthe,	I	am	but	a	lonely	little	imp	of	the	forest,	but	I	love	you,
Käthe,	and	I	want	you	 to	marry	me,	and	 live	with	me	always,	and	be	my	own
little	wife.	Will	you,	O	will	you?	O	do,	do,	do!"	he	said,	dancing	up	and	down	in
wild	excitement.
"O	goodness	gracious	me,	you	are	certainly	quite	crazy,"	said	Käthe,	"I	will	tell
my	mother	of	you!"	She	began	to	cry	again,	and	smacked	him	whenever	he	tried
to	come	near	her.
Then	he	seized	her	by	the	hand	and	dragged	her	after	him	into	the	wild	woods,
till	they	were	lost	in	the	forest.
"O	dear,	O	dear,	whatever	shall	I	do?	What	will	mother	say	when	she	finds	no
Käthe,	no	supper,	and	no	baby.	Boo-o-o-o!"
"Never	mind,"	 said	our	 imp	consolingly,	 "you	can't	 help	 it	 now,	you	have	 run
away	with	me	you	see."
"I	didn't,	indeed	I	didn't,"	interrupted	Käthe	indignantly.
"I	will	 send	 a	moonshine	Käthchen	 to	 take	 your	 place	 for	 the	 night.	You	are
fond	of	dreaming,	aren't	you?"
"O	yes,	mother	often	calls	me	'Träum	Lies'	(Dreaming	Liese)."
"Well	then,	it's	all	right,	for	she	will	not	notice	anything,	and	you	and	I	will	have
fine	 times	 together.	 If	 you	won't	marry	me,	 at	 least,	we	 can	 get	 engaged	 you
know,	that	will	be	fine	fun."
"Hum,	"	said	Käthe,	"that	would	be	amusing.	We	might	play	at	being	engaged!
That	would	not	matter.	Have	you	a	gold	ring	for	me?"
"Oh	we	will	go	and	buy	one	at	the	flower	shop,"	said	he.
"At	the	flower	shop?	That	is	a	funny	place	to	buy	rings	at,"	said	Käthe.
"Buttercups	and	dandelions	melted	to	a	yellow	heat	make	splendid	fairy	gold,"
he	replied.
"Ah,	then	you	really	are	a	fairy!"	said	the	little	girl.
"Why	 of	 course,	 did	 you	 think	 I	was	 a	 human	 child	 like	 you?	What	did	 they
teach	you	at	school?"
"Reading,	 writing	 and	 arithmetic,	 history	 and	 geography	 and	 scripture	 and
sewing,"	said	Käthe.
"But	not	how	to	know	a	fairy	when	you	see	one,	O	my	stars!"	said	our	hero.
	



“What	is	the	good	of	learning
To	read	and	write	and	sew,
To	count	and	do	addition,
]If	fairies	you	don't	know?
How	do	you	know	a	fairy?
O	by	his	glittering	eye,
And	by	his	light,	light	footsteps
You	know	when	he	goes	by.
O	what	are	school	and	lessons,
My	little	maiden,	pray,
If	to	the	land	of	fairy
They	do	not	show	the	way?"
	

So	he	sang,	and	Käthchen	thought	to	herself:	"I've	always	suspected	that	we	did
not	learn	everything	at	school."
By	this	time	her	little	head	was	completely	turned,	and	she	thought	no	more	of
supper	 or	 mother	 or	 baby,	 but	 only	 wondered	 with	 round	 eyes	 what	 would
happen	next.
The	moon	shone	brilliantly	through	the	branches,	and	she	noticed	that	the	trees
began	to	move,	and	some	of	them	quickly	changed	places.
"Have	you	 ever	 seen	 the	 trees	 dance?"	 said	 our	 hero.	We	will	 call	 him	Green
Ears,	for	I	had	forgotten	to	say	that	being	a	tree-imp,	his	ears	were	shaped	like
oak	leaves,	and	were	green	tinged	with	pinky	red.	It	was	peculiar	of	course,	but
not	so	very	noticeable	on	account	of	his	 thick	curly	hair.	He	was	able	to	move
them	if	anything	startled	him,	to	prick	up	his	ears	in	very	truth,	then	you	saw	that
they	really	belonged	to	him.
The	 trees	 did	 not	 wait	 for	 Käthe	 to	 reply.	 They	 formed	 themselves	 in	 long
avenues	and	began	a	stately	dance,	something	like	a	quadrille.	A	soft	fairy	music
was	played	by	an	 invisible	band.	Squirrels	sprang	at	 intervals	 from	one	 tree	 to
another,	spreading	out	their	bushy	tails	and	uttering	strange	cries	like	new-born
babies.	Birds	flew	in	and	out	singing	and	keeping	time	to	the	music	and	rhythm
of	the	dance.
It	was	a	strange	sight,	grotesque	yet	beautiful,	 the	trees	took	half	human	forms
and	faces,	and	it	was	funny	to	see	how	they	joined	hands	(or	branches)	from	time
to	 time	 in	 the	dance.	After	 they	had	watched	 for	 some	 time	 and	 the	 sport	 had



become	monotonous,	Green	Ears	took	Käthe	to	the	top	of	the	hill,	and	there	they
saw	the	beautiful	peaked	mountain	called	the	Rossert,	bathed	in	the	moonlight.
"Well,	children,	enjoying	yourselves	on	this	fine	night,	I	hope?"	said	a	woman	of
tall	and	commanding	presence.	"Will	you	come	home	and	have	supper	with	me?
I	 am	 sure	 Green	 Ears	 has	 forgotten	 to	 offer	 you	 anything	 to	 eat."	 Here	 she
chucked	him	under	his	pointed	chin.
The	 two	children,	 fairy	 and	human,	 turned	and	 followed	her,	 for	 they	 felt	 that
she	was	a	person	of	authority	and	must	be	obeyed.	Her	fair	hair	fell	 in	waving
masses	almost	to	her	feet,	it	was	covered	with	soft	feathers,	as	if	she	had	recently
been	filling	feather	beds.
The	children	saw	a	lighted	cottage	before	them,	with	red	roof	and	black-beamed
walls	 like	 so	many	 in	 the	 Taunus.	A	 strong	 smell	 of	 honeysuckle	was	wafted
towards	them.
"This	 is	 my	 wood	 cottage.	 It	 is	 quite	 close	 to	 the	 Rossert,	 as	 you	 see.	 Some
people	call	me	 the	wood-woman,	others	Frau	Holle,"	 she	 said.	 "The	Old	King
(the	mountain	called	Altkönig)	is	my	brother,	Olle	(slang	in	German	for	old)	or
Holle,	it	is	all	the	same,	we	are	all	relations	in	the	Taunus,	you	must	know!"
In	front	of	the	house	was	a	dear	little	garden.	The	moonlight	shone	brightly	on
the	flower-beds.	The	fairies	were	awake	and	peeped	out	with	the	greatest	interest
as	the	children	entered.
Over	 the	 door	 was	 written	 in	 letters	 made	 of	 light,	 like	 those	 beautiful
advertisements	 of	 beer	 and	 chocolate	 which	 so	 adorn	 the	 city	 of	 London	 by
night:
THIS	WAY	TO	FAIRYLAND.
Käthe	felt	that	she	was	learning	more	in	one	night	than	in	all	her	life	before	of
that	strange	dream-world	on	the	borders	of	which	we	live.
The	 house	 was	 so	 neat	 and	 tidy,	 that	 it	 looked	 as	 if	 it	 had	 just	 been	 spring-
cleaned,	 the	windows	stood	wide	open,	and	the	moonlight	streamed	in.	A	little
table	was	laid	for	supper.
Frau	 Holle	 invited	 them	 to	 sit	 down	 and	 they	 did	 so	 at	 once.	 Green	 Ears	 sat
opposite	to	Käthe	staring	at	her	with	a	wistful	expression	of	adoration	and	love
in	his	eyes.
A	 chocolate	 pudding	 with	 cream	 and	 sugar	 and	 a	 bilberry	 jelly	 stood	 on	 the
table,	 also	 rolls	which	were	 thickly	 buttered	 and	 spread	with	 various	 kinds	 of
fairy	 sausage	 purely	 vegetarian	 in	 character.	 Mugs	 of	 delicious-looking	 milk
were	ready	for	each	child.
But	 the	 supper	 reminded	 Käthe	 of	 her	 home	 and	 she	 felt	 a	 little	 uneasy.
However,	at	the	bottom	of	it	all	she	had	a	comfortable	feeling	that	all	was	right.



This	is	the	way	with	many	of	our	self-imposed	troubles,	big	people's	as	well	as
little	people's.	We	groan	and	grumble,	and	express	our	views	that	everything	is
very	wrong,	and	the	world	is	soon	going	to	the	dogs,	but,	at	the	bottom	of	it	all,
we	know	that	it	is	all	right,	and	that	all	things	work	together	for	good.
Green	Ears	began	to	fidget,	for	he	was	like	a	little	girl	I	know,	and	could	not	sit
still	 for	 more	 than	 one	 minute.	 "Frau	 Holle,"	 he	 said,	 "Frau	 Holle,	 Gracious
Lady,	we	want	to	get	engaged."
Frau	 Holle	 burst	 out	 laughing:	 "A	 mortal	 child	 and	 a	 Kobold	 of	 the	 forest!
Nonsense,	it's	impossible!"
Käthchen	lifted	up	her	brown	eyes.	"We	might	play	at	it,"	she	said.	"It	would	be
a	beautiful	game."
Frau	Holle	chuckled	so	much	at	this	that	she	nearly	upset	the	milk	jug.
"How	do	people	get	engaged?"	said	Käthe.	"I	have	often	thought	about	it,	but	I
never	could	imagine	how	they	do	it?"
"Didn't	they	teach	you	that	at	school	either?"	said	Green	Ears.	"My	stars!	What
did	they	teach	you	at	school?"
"Children,"	said	the	wood-woman,	"children,	do	you	mean	it?"
"Certainly,"	said	Green	Ears.
"I	think	so,"	said	Käthe.
"Do	you	wish	to	buy	rings?"
"O	yes,"	decidedly	from	both	children.
"Now	 listen,	 there	 is	 a	 passage	 from	 my	 house	 leading	 to	 the	 shops,	 most
convenient	I	assure	you,"	said	Frau	Holle.	"Everything	delivered	punctually	on
the	 premises	 within	 one	 minute	 of	 purchasing	 it.	 No	 lifts	 or	 motor-cars
necessary.	You	 see	 I	 know	 the	ways	 of	 the	world."	 So	 saying	 she	 opened	 the
back	door,	and	they	passed	into	a	lane	lighted	by	many	lamp-posts.	These	lamp-
posts	 gave	 a	 very	 bright	 light	 and	 had	 queer	 faces	 like	 the	man	 in	 the	moon.
They	grinned	and	winked	as	Green	Ears	and	Käthchen	went	by.	It	was	a	lovely
fair,	a	fair	in	fairyland	you	may	imagine	how	gorgeous	that	must	be!
There	 were	 stalls	 on	 which	 lay	 all	 sorts	 of	 tempting	 things,	 cakes,	 sweet	 and
toys.	Käthe	felt	sorry	that	she	had	no	money.	At	the	flower	stall	they	paused,	for
the	flowers	were	exquisitely	arranged,	and	out	of	each	peeped	a	little	Fee.	In	big
gold	letters	was	written:
CONDENSED	FLOWERS	FOR	SALE.
As	Green	Ears	asked	boldly	for	engagement	rings,	a	fairy	who	stood	behind	the
stall,	handed	him	two	little	gold	rings	made	to	fit	any	finger.	They	were	a	new
patent	and	self-adapting,	the	fairy	said.



Green	Ears	was	 so	pleased	 that	he	 turned	head	over	heels	 again	 and	again	 for
joy,	a	funny	proceeding	for	a	would-be	husband.
"Do	you	know	how	to	get	engaged,"	he	said	to	the	fairy.
"Why	 no,	 not	 exactly,	 but	 I	 have	 heard	 it	 is	 very	 simple,"	 said	 she.	 "Mother
Holle	(here	she	made	a	deep	curtsy),	Mother	Holle	knows	all	about	it."
Käthe	 looked	out	 of	 the	 corner	 of	 her	 eyes	 at	 her	 lover,	 and	wished	he	would
behave	with	more	dignity.	Now	he	was	cramming	his	mouth	with	sweeties.
"Aren't	you	going	to	give	me	any?"	she	said.
"O	my	stars!"	he	said	again,	surprised,	it	had	never	struck	him.	Imps	are	usually
egoists,	 that	 is	 to	 say	 they	 think	 first	 of	 themselves.	There	 are	 exceptions,	 but
this	is	the	rule.
He	went	rapidly	from	stall	to	stall	and	returned	with	his	arms	full	of	parcels	done
up	in	pink	paper	which	he	presented	to	Käthchen	with	a	low	bow.	She	accepted
them	with	much	delight	and	they	fell	 to	munching	chocolate	 together.	It	was	a
real	bond	of	union,	and	they	were	not	the	first	sweethearts	who	discovered	it.
They	 reached	 the	 end	 of	 the	 street	 and	 suddenly	 found	 themselves	 alone	 once
more	on	the	slopes	of	 the	Altenhainer	Thal	or	Valley.	Green	Ears	sat	down	by
Käthchen,	and	squeezed	himself	up	closely	to	her.
"Give	 me	 your	 pretty	 little	 hand,"	 he	 said.	 "Do	 you	 know	 which	 is	 the	 right
finger?"
"O	yes!"	Käthchen	knew	that	quite	well,	though	I	have	heard	that	it	is	a	disputed
point	in	Germany.
She	stuck	out	her	little	hard-worked	fingers,	and	he	put	the	gold	ring	on	the	third
finger	of	 the	 left	hand.	 It	 fitted	exactly	and	with	a	cry	of	 joy	Käthchen	put	 the
other	on	his	long	brown	finger.
Then	 both	 the	 children	 laughed	 and	 clapped	 their	 hands,	 and	 danced	 merrily
about.	"Now	we	are	engaged,"	they	cried,	"really	engaged	to	be	married!"
They	made	such	a	noise	that	the	squirrels	were	cross	and	threw	sticks	at	them	for
disturbing	their	early-morning	sleep.
Then,	goodness	knows	why,	 let	us	call	 it	a	 reaction,	Käthe	began	 to	cry	again,
great,	big	drops.
Green	Ears	was	much	puzzled.	 "You	are	 clever,	 now	 I	 can't	 do	 that,"	 he	 said.
"You	must	stay	with	me	always,	and	live	with	me	in	the	woods,	and	be	my	own
little	sweetheart."
"O	no,"	said	Käthe,	"I	should	never	be	allowed	to	do	that,	 I	must	go	to	school
every	 day,	 and	 then	 I	 have	 my	 exercises	 to	 do,	 and	 to	 help	 mother	 with	 the
housework.	There’s	the	baby	to	mind,	and,	O	I	am	always	so	busy."



"I	will	come	and	help	you,"	said	Green	Ears.
"But	 you	 can't,	 you	 are	 not	 real,	 you	 know,"	 said	Käthe	 and	 she	 began	 to	 cry
again.
"Käthchen,"	said	Green	Ears,	and	he	looked	quite	serious	and	thinky	all	at	once.
"Listen	to	me.	I	will	go	to	the	Old	King,	for	he	is	the	ruler	of	all	the	fairies	here,
and	I	will	beg	him	to	teach	me	how	to	become	human.	It	may	be	years	before	we
meet	 again,	 for	 the	way	 into	your	world	 is	 very	hard	 for	me	 to	 find.	Yes	 it	 is
easier	for	you	to	find	the	way	into	our	world,	than	for	us	to	enter	yours,	but	cheer
up,	I	will	dare	it	and	do	it	for	your	sake!”
	

“But	O	sweetheart	wait	for	me,
O	wait	for	me!	Wait	for	me,	my	little	sweetheart,
Till	I	come	to	you	again,
Win	the	world	for	you,	my	sweetheart,
With	its	joy	and	with	its	pain.
	

Wait	for	me,	my	little	sweetheart,
For	when	falling	on	the	ground
I	beheld	those	curious	dewdrops
To	your	heart	my	heart	was	bound.
	

All	my	fairy	life	is	nothing,
All	my	fairy	joy	I	give,
Just	to	hold	your	hands,	my	sweetheart,
In	your	world	with	you	to	live.
	

Wait	for	me,	my	little	sweetheart,
I	will	find	the	way	to	you,
As	a	grown	man	I	will	seek	you,
Seek	and	find	you	ever	true."
	

So	 singing	 they	 walked	 arm	 in	 arm	 through	 the	 long	 winding	 valley,	 till	 the
dawn	approached	like	a	golden	bird	opening	its	great	wings	to	fly.



Käthchen	reached	her	cottage	door.	All	was	silent	within.	"Good-bye,"	she	said,
and	their	eyes	met	in	one	last	farewell.
"Auf	 Wiedersehen!"	 said	 Green	 Ears	 (that	 pretty	 German	 farewell	 greeting
which	means	 so	much	more	 than	good-bye),	 and	 then	he	 stole	 back	down	 the
stony	street,	kissing	his	hands	again	and	again	to	the	little	girl.
In	some	strange	way	Käthchen	passed	through	the	door	of	her	little	cottage,	for
she	had	become	for	the	time	incorporeal.	Through	the	touch	of	a	fairy	her	body
and	soul	had	become	loose,	that	is	to	say,	and	she	was	able	to	enter	the	house	as
silently	as	a	person	 in	a	dream.	She	went	 through	the	kitchen	and	up	 the	steep
wooden	 stairs.	 It	 seemed	 to	 her	 as	 if	 her	 feet	 did	 not	 touch	 the	 ground,	 she
floated	rather	than	walked.	She	reached	her	own	little	attic,	and	saw	the	room	as
if	it	were	a	picture,	the	square	window-frame,	the	branches	of	the	trees	outside,
the	old	pictures	on	the	walls	that	she	was	so	fond	of.
But	what	was	her	surprise	to	see	herself	curled	up	asleep	in	her	big	wooden	bed!
The	horror	of	 it	made	her	 faint,	 and	 she	 remembered	no	more	until	 she	 found
herself	in	her	own	bed	under	her	own	big	feather	sack.	In	order	that	she	should
not	forget	her	night's	adventures,	or	think	it	was	all	merely	a	dream,	she	found	a
ring	of	yellow	grass	wound	tightly	round	her	third	finger.	From	that	hour,	though
the	ring	fell	to	pieces,	the	mark	of	it	was	clearly	to	be	seen	on	her	finger.	It	was	a
fairy	ring,	you	see.
Her	mother	apparently	had	not	missed	her,	and	the	baby	was	as	jolly	as	ever.
"What	was	 the	matter	with	you	last	night,	Käthe?"	said	her	mother.	"You	were
dreamier	 than	 ever,	 not	 a	word	could	we	get	out	of	you.	You	must	have	been
tired	out,	you	poor	child!"
"But	everything	was	all	right,	wasn't	it,	mother,	the	potatoes	were	boiled	and	the
supper	ready?"
"Why	 of	 course	 you	 managed	 very	 nicely.	 Now	 hurry	 up	 and	 let	 us	 have
breakfast."
Now	I	feel	sure	that	all	the	children	who	read	this	story	will	want	to	know	what
happened	to	Käthchen	and	Green	Ears	later	on.	Did	he	really	come	back	to	visit
her	as	a	grown	man?	Did	 they	marry	and	 live	happy	ever	after?	Had	he	green
ears	as	a	mortal?
But	alas	the	fairies	who	told	me	this	story,	have	left	these	questions	unanswered,
at	all	events	for	the	present,	so	I	can	only	guess	at	the	conclusion.	I	think	myself
that	Green	Ears	was	pretty	sure	 to	succeed	 in	his	quest,	because	 if	you	want	a
thing	intensely	enough,	you	can	usually	get	it.
They	would	make	a	rather	funny	married	couple,	that	is	true,	and	we	will	hope
that	Green	Ears	did	not	turn	head	over	heels	on	his	marriage	day.	But	the	fairies



assure	me	that	the	trials	necessary	to	pass	through	in	order	to	become	a	mortal,
have	a	very	sobering	effect	on	the	character,	and	so	we	can	think	of	Green	Ears
as	quite	different,	though	still	fascinating	and	charming.
I	would	have	liked	to	be	present	at	their	wedding,	wouldn't	you?
	

"O	joy	when	on	this	solid	earth
Is	heard	the	sound	of	fairy	mirth!
O	joy,	when	under	earthly	things
Is	heard	the	sound	of	fairy	wings,
When	the	impossible	is	true,
When	I	come	back	and	marry	you!"
	



THE	STURGEON

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

THE	CONVENT	OF	SCHWARTZ-RHEINDORF	WAS	founded	in	the	year	of
our	 Lord	 1152	 by	 the	 Bishop	 of	 Cologne,	 Arnold	 Graf	 von	 Wied,	 for	 the
reception	of	noble	ladies	alone,	and	was	placed	by	him	under	the	strict	rule	of	St.
Benedict.	The	prelate,	who	died	 in	 the	year	1159,	 lies	buried	beneath	 the	high
altar	of	the	church.
Among	 the	many	 other	 rights	 and	 privileges	 conferred	 on	 the	 convent	 by	 the
Bishop	 was	 the	 right	 of	 fishing	 in	 the	 river,	 within	 certain	 limits	 above	 and
below	the	convent's	 territorial	boundaries.	This	was	a	most	valuable	right	for	a
long	period.
The	certainty	of	a	profitable	fishing	was	always	heralded	by	 the	appearance	of
two	 immense	 sturgeon.	 They	 came	 at	 the	 commencement	 of	 each	 year,
harbingers	of	good	luck,	and	they	were	ever	succeeded	by	shoals	of	river	fish,	in
such	numbers	as	to	be	absolutely	inexhaustible	until	the	expiration	of	the	season.
Of	these	sturgeon	the	one,	a	huge	male,	always	allowed	himself	to	be	taken	by
the	 fishermen,	 but	 the	 female	was	 never	 captured.	 It	was	 understood	 by	 those
who	 knew	 all	 about	 these	 matters	 that	 on	 her	 freedom	 depended	 the	 fisher's
success.	This	good	fortune	lasted	for	centuries.
It	was,	however,	remarked	that	as	the	discipline	of	the	convent	became	more	and
more	relaxed,	and	grace	grew	to	be	less	and	less	among	its	inmates,	the	fishing
became	more	 and	more	 unprofitable.	 The	 sturgeon,	 it	 is	 true,	 still	 made	 their
appearance,	but	they	were	spent	and	thin,	and	altogether	unlike	those	which	had
been	wont	of	yore	to	visit	the	fishing-ground	of	the	sisterhood.	The	abbess	and
the	nuns,	however,	either	could	not	or	they	would	not	perceive	the	cause	of	the
falling	off	 in	 the	 take,	or	 the	change	in	 the	appearance	of	 the	sturgeon,	but	 the
common	people	who	dwelt	 in	 the	vicinity	of	 the	convent,	and	especially	 those
poor	 persons	 to	 whom	 the	 river	 had	 been	 hitherto	 a	 source	 of	 support,	 were
neither	slow	in	seeing	the	cause	nor	in	publishing	the	consequences	to	the	world.
Thus	stood	matters.	Dissoluteness	of	life	on	the	one	hand,	distress	on	the	other,
profligacy	and	poverty,	extravagance	and	starvation,	linked	inseparably	together.



It	was	midwinter.	On	 the	bank	of	 the	 river	 stood	 the	purveyor	of	 the	 convent,
accompanied	by	 the	 lady	abbess	herself	 and	a	great	number	of	 the	nuns.	They
waited	 to	 watch	 the	 first	 haul	 made	 by	 the	 fishermen	 on	 the	 New	 Year's
morning,	 according	 to	 the	 custom	 which	 had	 prevailed	 in	 the	 convent	 for
centuries.	It	was	not	usual	for	the	river	to	be	open	at	that	time,	but	this	year	there
was	not	a	piece	of	 ice	on	its	surface.	The	fishermen	put	out	 in	 their	boats,	and
cast	their	nets	into	the	current,	then,	making	the	circuit	of	the	spot,	they	returned
to	 the	 bank	 and	 commenced	 to	 haul	 them	 in.	 Little	 difficulty	 was	 at	 first
experienced	by	them	in	this	operation.	For	several	years	preceding	the	supply	of
fish	 had	 scarcely	 sufficed	 to	 defray	 the	 expense	 of	 catching.	 It	 would	 seem,
however,	as	if	fortune	were	inclined	to	smile	on	the	sisterhood	once	more.	The
nets	had	not	been	more	than	half	drawn	in	when	the	fishermen	began	to	perceive
that	they	contained	something	heavier	than	usual.	The	lady	abbess	and	the	nuns
were	 made	 acquainted	 with	 the	 circumstance,	 and	 they	 watched,	 in	 eager
expectancy,	 the	 landing	of	 the	fish.	The	nets	were	at	 length	with	much	 trouble
hauled	on	shore.
"Hello!"	 said	 the	 principal	 fisherman,	 an	 aged	 man,	 to	 the	 purveyor	 of	 the
convent,	 "Have	 you	 ever	 seen	 such	 monsters	 before?	 My	 soul,	 but	 this	 will
gladden	the	hearts	of	the	whole	convent,	and	make	many	poor	folk	happy,	and	it
be	but	the	harbinger	of	a	return	to	the	old	times."
While	 he	 spoke	 two	 immense	 sturgeon	were	 landed.	The	 abbess	 and	 her	 train
approached	the	landing-place,	and	admired	the	strength	and	superior	size	of	the
fish.
"It	would	 be	 but	 folly	 to	 set	 one	 of	 them	 free,"	 she	 partially	 soliloquised	 and
partially	spoke	to	the	purveyor.	"The	convent	has	not	had	such	a	treat	for	years
past,	 and	 we	 absolutely	 require	 some	 change.	 I'll	 warrant	 me	 they	 will	 eat
delightfully."
The	purveyor,	a	wily-looking	fellow,	who	passed	for	an	Italian,	at	once	assented
to	 the	 observations	 of	 his	 mistress,	 and	 added	 a	 few	 remarks	 of	 his	 own	 in
support	 of	 them.	 Not	 so,	 however,	 the	 old	 fisherman,	 who	 overheard	 the
conversation,	having	approached	the	abbess	with	the	purveyor	to	learn	her	will
and	pleasure	as	to	the	disposal	of	the	fish.
"Nay,	nay,	master,"	he	interposed,	in	his	rough	way,	"not	so	fast,	not	so	fast.	My
father	fished	on	this	river	for	full	fifty	years,	and	my	father's	father	did	the	same,
and	fifty	years	have	I	drawn	net	here	too,	all	in	the	service	of	the	noble	ladies	of
Schwartz-Rheindorf.	Never,	in	that	time,	knew	I	other	than	this	done	with	these
fish,	with	always	 the	one	 to	be	 let	 free,	 the	other	 to	be	given	away	among	 the
poor.	I'll	do	nought	else	with	them."
The	abbess	and	the	purveyor	were	but	ill-pleased	to	hear	what	the	old	man	said.
"You	must	do	as	I	bid	you,	Herman,"	said	the	former.



"You	must	obey	my	lady,	your	mistress,"	echoed	the	latter.	"She	is	too	good	and
gracious	to	you."
"Not	I,"	said	the	old	man	bluntly,	"not	I.	For	all	the	broad	lands	on	the	Rhine	I
would	not	have	a	hand,	act,	nor	part	in	such	a	matter.	Do	as	you	wish,	but	I'll	not
be	your	servant	in	the	matter."
The	old	man	walked	away	as	he	said	these	words,	and	neither	the	entreaties	of
the	abbess,	the	threats	of	the	purveyor,	nor	the	interposition	of	some	of	the	nuns
present	could	bring	him	back.
Others,	 however,	 were	 soon	 found	 among	 his	 companions	 who	 were	 less
scrupulous,	 and	 the	 two	 fish	 were	 accordingly	 removed	 to	 the	 convent,	 and
consigned	to	the	care	of	the	cook,	to	be	served	up	for	dinner	that	day.
The	dinner-hour	arrived,	the	sisterhood	were	all	seated	at	table,	and	the	servitors,
marshalled	by	the	supple	purveyor,	made	their	appearance,	bearing	the	expected
banquet	in	large	covered	dishes.	A	hasty	grace	was	muttered,	and	then	every	eye
was	turned	to	 the	covers.	The	abbess	had	ordered	the	sturgeon	to	be	served	up
first.
"And	 now,	 sisters,"	 she	 said,	 with	 a	 complacent	 look	 of	 benignant
condescension,	"I	hope	soon	to	know	how	you	approve	of	our	dinner.	 It	 is	my
constant	study	 to	make	you	happy,	and	my	efforts	are	unceasing	 to	afford	you
every	gratification	in	my	power.	Let	us	begin."
The	covers	were	 removed	 in	a	 twinkling	by	 the	 servitors,	 the	carvers	clattered
their	knives	and	forks	impatiently,	but	what	was	the	surprise	of	all,	when	every
dish	as	it	was	uncovered	was	found	to	be	empty.	The	wrath	of	the	abbess	rose	at
the	sight,	and	the	zeal	of	the	nuns	knew	no	bounds	in	seconding	her	indignation.
The	 cook	 was	 hurriedly	 sent	 for.	 He	 stood	 before	 the	 excited	 sisterhood	 an
abject,	trembling	wretch,	far	more	like	one	who	expected	to	be	made	a	victim	of
himself,	than	one	who	would	voluntarily	make	victims	of	others.
"How	is	this,	villain?"	exclaimed	the	abbess,	her	face	reddening	with	rage.
"How's	 this,	 villain?"	 echoed	 threescore	 female	 voices,	 some	 of	 them	 not
musical.
"Ay,	how	is	this,	hound?"	growled	the	purveyor.
"Do	you	mock	us?"	continued	the	abbess,	as	the	cook	stood	trembling	and	silent.
"Do	 you	 mock	 us?"	 echoed	 the	 purveyor,	 with	 as	 much	 dignity	 as	 he	 could
impart	into	his	thin,	meagre	figure.
"Speak!"	said	the	abbess	in	a	loud	voice,	while	the	cook	cast	his	eyes	around	as
if	seeking	aid	against	the	excited	throng	the	room	contained,	"Speak!"
Thus	urged,	 the	cook	proceeded	 to	explain,	as	 far,	at	 least,	as	he	was	able.	He



declared	that	he	had	cut	up	and	cooked	the	sturgeon,	according	to	the	directions
he	had	received	from	the	purveyor,	and	that,	when	dinner	was	served	up,	he	had
sent	them	up	dressed	in	the	manner	that	official	had	directed.
The	abbess	and	her	nuns	were	much	puzzled	how	to	explain	this	extraordinary
occurrence,	and	each	busied	herself	in	conjectures	which,	as	usual	in	such	cases,
never	approached	the	fact.	At	this	juncture	the	aged	fisherman	entered	the	room.
"My	 lady,"	he	 said	 to	 the	abbess,	when	he	 learnt	what	had	occurred,	 "it	 is	 the
judgment	of	Heaven.	Even	now	I	saw	the	fish	in	the	river.	I	knew	them	well,	and
I'll	swear	to	them	if	necessary.	They	floated	away,	swimming	down	the	stream,
and	I	am	a	much	mistaken	man	if	ever	you	see	them	anymore."
The	 pleasurable	 anticipations	 of	 the	 day	 that	 the	 sisters	 had	 entertained	 were
completely	annihilated,	but	it	would	have	been	well	for	them	if	the	consequences
of	 their	 avarice	 and	 gluttony	 had	 ended	 with	 that	 hour.	 Never	 more	 did	 the
sturgeon	make	 their	 appearance,	 and	 the	part	of	 the	 stream	which	pertained	 to
the	convent	thenceforth	ceased	to	produce	fish	of	any	kind	whatsoever.
People	say	that	the	Reformation	had	the	effect	of	wooing	the	finny	tribe	back	to
their	old	haunts.	At	all	events,	whatever	may	have	been	the	cause,	it	is	the	fact
that	there	is	not	at	present	a	less	plentiful	supply	in	this	spot	than	there	is	in	any
other	part	of	that	rich	river.
	



THE	HEADLESS	DWARFS

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Violet
Fairy	Book,	published	in	1901.	The	original	is	taken	from	Ehstnische	Märchen
by	Friedrich	Reinhold	Kreutzwald,	published	in	1869.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MINISTER	WHO	spent	his	whole	time	in	trying	to	find
a	servant	who	would	undertake	to	ring	the	church	bells	at	midnight,	in	addition
to	all	his	other	duties.
Of	course	 it	was	not	everyone	who	cared	 to	get	up	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	night,
when	he	had	been	working	hard	all	day,	but	still,	a	good	many	had	agreed	to	do
it.	But	the	strange	thing	was	that	no	sooner	had	the	servant	set	forth	to	perform
his	task	than	he	disappeared,	as	if	the	earth	had	swallowed	him	up.	No	bells	were
rung,	and	no	ringer	ever	came	back.	The	minister	did	his	best	to	keep	the	matter
secret,	but	it	leaked	out	for	all	that,	and	the	end	of	it	was	that	no	one	would	enter
his	 service.	 Indeed,	 there	 were	 even	 those	 who	 whispered	 that	 the	 minister
himself	had	murdered	the	missing	men!
It	was	 to	 no	purpose	 that	Sunday	 after	Sunday	 the	minister	 gave	out	 from	his
pulpit	 that	 double	wages	would	be	paid	 to	 anyone	 that	would	 fulfil	 the	 sacred
duty	of	ringing	 the	bells	 in	 the	church.	No	one	 took	 the	slightest	notice	of	any
offer	he	might	make,	and	the	poor	man	was	in	despair,	when	one	day,	as	he	was
standing	at	his	house	door,	a	youth	known	in	the	village	as	Clever	Hans	came	up
to	him.	"I	am	tired	of	living	with	a	miser	who	will	not	give	me	enough	to	eat	and
drink,"	said	he,	"and	I	am	ready	to	do	all	you	want."
"Very	good,	my	son,"	replied	the	minister,	"you	shall	have	the	chance	of	proving
your	courage	 this	very	night.	Tomorrow	we	will	 settle	what	your	wages	are	 to
be."
Hans	was	quite	content	with	this	proposal,	and	went	straight	into	the	kitchen	to
begin	his	work,	not	knowing	that	his	new	master	was	quite	as	stingy	as	his	old
one.	 In	 the	hope	 that	his	presence	might	be	a	 restraint	upon	 them,	 the	minister
used	 to	 sit	 at	 the	 table	 during	 his	 servants"	meals,	 and	would	 exhort	 them	 to
drink	much	and	often,	 thinking	 that	 they	would	not	be	able	 to	eat	as	well,	and
beef	was	dearer	than	beer.	But	in	Hans	he	had	met	his	match,	and	the	minister
soon	 found	 to	 his	 cost	 that	 in	 his	 case	 at	 any	 rate	 a	 full	 cup	 did	 not	mean	 an



empty	plate.
About	 an	 hour	 before	midnight,	Hans	 entered	 the	 church	 and	 locked	 the	 door
behind	him,	but	what	was	his	surprise	when,	in	place	of	the	darkness	and	silence
he	 expected,	 he	 found	 the	 church	 brilliantly	 lighted,	 and	 a	 crowd	 of	 people
sitting	round	a	table	playing	cards.	Hans	felt	no	fear	at	this	strange	sight,	or	was
prudent	enough	to	hide	it	if	he	did,	and,	going	up	to	the	table,	sat	down	amongst
the	players.
One	of	them	looked	up	and	asked,	"My	friend,	what	are	you	doing	here?"
Hans	gazed	at	him	for	a	moment,	then	laughed	and	answered,	"Well,	if	anybody
has	a	right	to	put	that	question,	it	is	I!	And	if	I	do	not	put	it,	it	will	certainly	be
wiser	for	you	not	to	do	so!"
Then	he	picked	up	some	cards,	and	played	with	the	unknown	men	as	if	he	had
known	them	all	his	life.	Luck	was	on	his	side,	and	soon	the	money	of	the	other
gamblers	found	its	way	from	their	pockets	into	his.	On	the	stroke	of	midnight	the
cock	crew,	and	in	an	instant	lights,	table,	cards,	and	people	all	had	vanished,	and
Hans	was	left	alone.
He	groped	about	for	some	time,	till	he	found	the	staircase	in	the	tower,	and	then
began	to	feel	his	way	up	the	steps.
On	 the	 first	 landing	a	glimmer	of	 light	came	 through	a	slit	 in	 the	wall,	and	he
saw	a	tiny	man	sitting	there,	without	a	head.	"Ho!	ho!	my	little	fellow,	what	are
you	doing	there?"	asked	Hans,	and,	without	waiting	for	an	answer,	gave	him	a
kick	which	 sent	 him	 flying	 down	 the	 stairs.	 Then	 he	 climbed	 higher	 still,	 and
finding	as	he	went	dumb	watchers	sitting	on	every	 landing,	 treated	 them	as	he
had	done	the	first.
At	last	he	reached	the	top,	and	as	he	paused	for	a	moment	to	look	around	he	saw
another	headless	man	cowering	 in	 the	very	bell	 itself,	waiting	 till	Hans	should
seize	 the	bell-pull	 in	order	 to	strike	him	a	blow	with	 the	clapper,	which	would
soon	have	made	an	end	of	him.
"Stop,	my	little	friend!"	cried	Hans.	"That	is	not	part	of	the	bargain!	Perhaps	you
saw	how	your	comrades	walked	down	stairs,	and	you	are	going	after	them.	But
as	you	are	in	the	highest	place	you	shall	make	a	more	dignified	exit,	and	follow
them	through	the	window!"
With	 these	words	he	began	 to	 climb	 the	 ladder,	 in	order	 to	 take	 the	 little	man
from	the	bell	and	carry	out	his	threat.
At	 this	 the	 dwarf	 cried	 out	 imploringly,	 "Oh,	 brother!	 Spare	 my	 life,	 and	 I
promise	 that	 neither	 I	 nor	my	 comrades	will	 ever	 trouble	 you	 anymore.	 I	 am
small	and	weak,	but	who	knows	whether	someday	I	shall	not	be	able	to	reward
you."



"You	wretched	little	shrimp,"	replied	Hans,	"a	great	deal	of	good	your	gratitude
is	likely	to	do	me!	But	as	I	happen	to	be	feeling	in	a	cheerful	mood	tonight	I	will
let	you	have	your	life.	But	take	care	how	you	come	across	me	again,	or	you	may
not	escape	so	easily!"
The	headless	man	thanked	him	humbly,	slid	hastily	down	the	bell	rope,	and	ran
down	the	steps	of	the	tower	as	if	he	had	left	a	fire	behind	him.	Then	Hans	began
to	ring	lustily.
When	 the	minister	heard	 the	sound	of	 the	midnight	bells	he	wondered	greatly,
but	rejoiced	that	he	had	at	last	found	someone	to	whom	he	could	trust	this	duty.
Hans	rang	the	bells	for	some	time,	then	went	to	the	hay-loft,	and	fell	fast	asleep.
Now	it	was	the	custom	of	the	minister	to	get	up	very	early,	and	to	go	round	to
make	sure	that	the	men	were	all	at	their	work.	This	morning	everyone	was	in	his
place	 except	Hans,	 and	 no	 one	 knew	 anything	 about	 him.	Nine	 o’clock	 came,
and	 no	 Hans,	 but	 when	 eleven	 struck	 the	 minister	 began	 to	 fear	 that	 he	 had
vanished	like	the	ringers	who	had	gone	before	him.	When,	however,	the	servants
all	 gathered	 round	 the	 table	 for	 dinner,	 Hans	 at	 last	 made	 his	 appearance
stretching	himself	and	yawning.
"Where	have	you	been	all	this	time?"	asked	the	minister.
"Asleep,"	said	Hans.
"Asleep!"	 exclaimed	 the	minister	 in	 astonishment.	 "You	don't	mean	 to	 tell	me
that	you	can	go	on	sleeping	till	mid-day?"
"That	is	exactly	what	I	do	mean,"	replied	Hans.	"If	one	works	in	the	night	one
must	sleep	in	the	day,	just	as	if	one	works	in	the	day	one	sleeps	in	the	night.	If
you	 can	 find	 somebody	 else	 to	 ring	 the	 bells	 at	midnight	 I	 am	 ready	 to	 begin
work	at	dawn,	but	if	you	want	me	to	ring	them	I	must	go	on	sleeping	till	noon	at
the	very	earliest."
The	 minister	 tried	 to	 argue	 the	 point	 with	 him,	 but	 at	 length	 the	 following
agreement	was	come	to.	Hans	was	to	give	up	the	ringing,	and	was	to	work	like
the	rest	from	sunrise	to	sunset,	with	the	exception	of	an	hour	after	breakfast	and
an	 hour	 after	 dinner,	 when	 he	might	 go	 to	 sleep.	 "But,	 of	 course,"	 added	 the
minister	carelessly,	"it	may	happen	now	and	then,	especially	in	winter,	when	the
days	 are	 short,	 that	 you	 will	 have	 to	 work	 a	 little	 longer,	 to	 get	 something
finished."
"Not	at	all!"	answered	Hans.	"Unless	I	were	to	leave	off	work	earlier	in	summer,
I	will	not	do	a	stroke	more	than	I	have	promised,	and	that	is	from	dawn	to	dark,
so	you	know	what	you	have	to	expect."
A	 few	 weeks	 later	 the	 minister	 was	 asked	 to	 attend	 a	 christening	 in	 the
neighbouring	town.	He	bade	Hans	come	with	him,	but,	as	the	town	was	only	a
few	 hours’	 ride	 from	where	 he	 lived,	 the	minister	 was	much	 surprised	 to	 see



Hans	come	forth	laden	with	a	bag	containing	food.
"What	 are	 you	 taking	 that	 for?"	 asked	 the	minister.	 "We	 shall	 be	 there	 before
dark."
"Who	knows?"	 replied	Hans.	 "Many	 things	may	 happen	 to	 delay	 our	 journey,
and	I	need	not	remind	you	of	our	contract	that	the	moment	the	sun	sets	I	cease	to
be	your	servant.	If	we	don't	reach	the	town	while	it	is	still	daylight	I	shall	leave
you	to	shift	for	yourself."
The	minister	thought	he	was	joking,	and	made	no	further	remark.	But	when	they
had	 left	 the	 village	 behind	 them,	 and	 had	 ridden	 a	 few	miles,	 they	 found	 that
snow	had	 fallen	during	 the	night,	 and	had	been	blown	by	 the	wind	 into	drifts.
This	hindered	 their	progress,	 and	by	 the	 time	 they	had	entered	 the	 thick	wood
which	lay	between	them	and	their	destination	the	sun	was	already	touching	the
tops	 of	 the	 trees.	The	horses	 ploughed	 their	way	 slowly	 through	 the	 deep	 soft
snow	and	as	they	went	Hans	kept	turning	to	look	at	 the	sun,	which	lay	at	 their
backs.
"Is	there	anything	behind	you?"	asked	the	minister.	"Or	what	is	it	you	are	always
turning	round	for?"
"I	turn	round	because	I	have	no	eyes	in	the	back	of	my	neck,"	said	Hans.
"Cease	talking	nonsense,"	replied	the	minister,	"and	give	all	your	mind	to	getting
us	to	the	town	before	nightfall."
Hans	did	not	answer,	but	rode	on	steadily,	though	every	now	and	then	he	cast	a
glance	over	his	shoulder.
When	they	arrived	in	the	middle	of	the	wood	the	sun	sank	altogether.	Then	Hans
reined	up	his	horse,	took	his	knapsack,	and	jumped	out	of	the	sledge.
"What	 are	 you	 doing?	Are	 you	mad?"	 asked	 the	minister,	 but	Hans	 answered
quietly,	"The	sun	is	set	and	my	work	is	over,	and	I	am	going	to	camp	here	for	the
night."
In	vain	the	master	prayed	and	threatened,	and	promised	Hans	a	large	reward	if
he	would	only	drive	him	on.	The	young	man	was	not	to	be	moved.
"Are	you	not	ashamed	to	urge	me	to	break	my	word?"	said	he.	"If	you	want	to
reach	the	town	tonight	you	must	go	alone.	The	hour	of	my	freedom	has	struck,
and	I	cannot	go	with	you."
"My	good	Hans,"	entreated	 the	minister,	 "I	 really	ought	not	 to	 leave	you	here.
Consider	what	danger	you	would	be	in!	Yonder,	as	you	see,	a	gallows	is	set	up,
and	 two	 evil-doers	 are	 hanging	 on	 it.	You	 could	 not	 possibly	 sleep	with	 such
ghastly	neighbours."
"Why	not?"	asked	Hans.	"Those	gallows	birds	hang	high	in	the	air,	and	my	camp



will	 be	 on	 the	 ground,	 we	 shall	 have	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 each	 other."	 As	 he
spoke,	he	turned	his	back	on	the	minister,	and	went	his	way.
There	 was	 no	 help	 for	 it,	 and	 the	 minister	 had	 to	 push	 on	 by	 himself,	 if	 he
expected	to	arrive	in	time	for	the	christening.	His	friends	were	much	surprised	to
see	him	drive	up	without	a	coachman,	and	thought	some	accident	had	happened.
But	when	he	told	them	of	his	conversation	with	Hans	they	did	not	know	which
was	the	most	foolish,	master	or	man.
It	would	have	mattered	 little	 to	Hans	had	he	known	what	 they	were	 saying	or
thinking	of	him.	He	satisfied	his	hunger	with	the	food	he	had	in	his	knapsack,	lit
his	pipe,	pitched	his	tent	under	the	boughs	of	a	tree,	wrapped	himself	in	his	furs,
and	went	sound	asleep.	After	some	hours,	he	was	awakened	by	a	sudden	noise,
and	sat	up	and	looked	about	him.	The	moon	was	shining	brightly	above	his	head,
and	close	by	stood	two	headless	dwarfs,	talking	angrily.	At	the	sight	of	Hans	the
little	dwarfs	cried	out:
"It	 is	 he!	 It	 is	 he!"	 and	 one	 of	 them	 stepping	 nearer	 exclaimed,	 "Ah,	my	 old
friend!	 It	 is	a	 lucky	chance	 that	has	brought	us	here.	My	bones	still	ache	from
my	fall	down	the	steps	of	the	tower.	I	dare	say	you	have	not	forgotten	that	night!
Now	it	is	the	turn	of	your	bones.	Hi,	comrades,	make	haste!	Make	haste!"
Like	 a	 swarm	 of	 midges,	 a	 host	 of	 tiny	 headless	 creatures	 seemed	 to	 spring
straight	out	of	the	ground,	and	everyone	was	armed	with	a	club.	Although	they
were	so	small,	yet	there	were	such	numbers	of	them	and	they	struck	so	hard	that
even	a	strong	man	could	do	nothing	against	them.	Hans	thought	his	last	hour	was
come,	when	just	as	the	fight	was	at	the	hottest	another	little	dwarf	arrived	on	the
scene.
"Hold,	comrades!"	he	shouted,	turning	to	the	attacking	party.	"This	man	once	did
me	a	service,	and	I	am	his	debtor.	When	I	was	in	his	power	he	granted	me	my
life.	And	 even	 if	 he	 did	 throw	 you	 downstairs,	well,	 a	warm	 bath	 soon	 cured
your	bruises,	so	you	must	just	forgive	him	and	go	quietly	home."
The	headless	dwarfs	 listened	to	his	words	and	disappeared	as	suddenly	as	 they
had	come.	As	soon	as	Hans	recovered	himself	a	 little	he	 looked	at	his	 rescuer,
and	saw	he	was	the	dwarf	he	had	found	seated	in	the	church	bell.
"Ah!"	said	the	dwarf,	seating	himself	quietly	under	the	tree.	"You	laughed	at	me
when	I	 told	you	that	someday	I	might	do	you	a	good	turn.	Now	you	see	I	was
right,	 and	 perhaps	 you	 will	 learn	 for	 the	 future	 not	 to	 despise	 any	 creature,
however	small."
"I	thank	you	from	my	heart,"	answered	Hans.	"My	bones	are	still	sore	from	their
blows,	and	had	it	not	been	for	you	I	should	indeed	have	fared	badly."
"I	have	almost	paid	my	debt,"	went	on	the	little	man,	"but	as	you	have	suffered
already,	 I	 will	 do	 more,	 and	 give	 you	 a	 piece	 of	 information.	 You	 need	 not



remain	any	longer	in	the	service	of	that	stingy	minister,	but	when	you	get	home
tomorrow	go	at	once	to	the	north	corner	of	the	church,	and	there	you	will	find	a
large	 stone	 built	 into	 the	 wall,	 but	 not	 cemented	 like	 the	 rest.	 The	 day	 after
tomorrow	the	moon	is	full,	and	at	midnight	you	must	go	to	the	spot	and	get	the
stone	out	of	the	wall	with	a	pickaxe.	Under	the	stone	lies	a	great	treasure,	which
has	been	hidden	there	in	time	of	war.	Besides	church	plate,	you	will	find	bags	of
money,	which	have	been	lying	in	this	place	for	over	a	hundred	years,	and	no	one
knows	to	whom	it	all	belongs.	A	third	of	this	money	you	must	give	to	the	poor,
but	the	rest	you	may	keep	for	yourself."	As	he	finished,	the	cocks	in	the	village
crowed,	and	the	little	man	was	nowhere	to	be	seen.	Hans	found	that	his	limbs	no
longer	 pained	 him,	 and	 lay	 for	 some	 time	 thinking	 of	 the	 hidden	 treasure.
Towards	morning	he	fell	asleep.
The	sun	was	high	in	the	heavens	when	his	master	returned	from	the	town.
"Hans,"	 said	he,	 "what	a	 fool	you	were	not	 to	come	with	me	yesterday!	 I	was
well	feasted	and	entertained,	and	I	have	money	in	my	pocket	into	the	bargain,"
he	went	on,	rattling	some	coins	while	he	spoke,	 to	make	Hans	understand	how
much	he	had	lost.
"Ah,	 sir,"	 replied	Hans	 calmly,	 "in	 order	 to	 have	 gained	 so	much	money	 you
must	have	lain	awake	all	night,	but	I	have	earned	a	hundred	times	that	amount
while	I	was	sleeping	soundly."
"How	did	you	manage	that?"	asked	the	minister	eagerly,	but	Hans	answered,	"It
is	 only	 fools	 who	 boast	 of	 their	 farthings,	 wise	 men	 take	 care	 to	 hide	 their
crowns."
They	drove	home,	and	Hans	neglected	none	of	his	duties,	but	put	up	the	horses
and	gave	them	their	food	before	going	to	the	church	corner,	where	he	found	the
loose	stone,	exactly	in	the	place	described	by	the	dwarf.	Then	he	returned	to	his
work.
The	first	night	of	the	full	moon,	when	the	whole	village	was	asleep,	he	stole	out,
armed	 with	 a	 pickaxe,	 and	 with	 much	 difficulty	 succeeded	 in	 dislodging	 the
stone	 from	 its	 place.	 Sure	 enough,	 there	was	 the	 hole,	 and	 in	 the	 hole	 lay	 the
treasure,	exactly	as	the	little	man	had	said.
The	 following	 Sunday	 he	 handed	 over	 the	 third	 part	 to	 the	 village	 poor,	 and
informed	the	minister	that	he	wished	to	break	his	bond	of	service.	As,	however,
he	did	not	claim	any	wages,	the	minister	made	no	objections,	but	allowed	him	to
do	 as	 he	 wished.	 So	 Hans	 went	 his	 way,	 bought	 himself	 a	 large	 house,	 and
married	a	young	wife,	and	lived	happily	and	prosperously	to	the	end	of	his	days.
	



THE	SEVEN	RAVENS

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	 WAS	 ONCE	 A	 MAN	 WHO	 had	 seven	 sons,	 and	 last	 of	 all	 one
daughter.	Although	the	little	girl	was	very	pretty,	she	was	so	weak	and	small	that
they	thought	she	could	not	live,	but	they	said	she	should	at	once	be	christened.
So	the	father	sent	one	of	his	sons	in	haste	to	the	spring	to	get	some	water,	but	the
other	six	ran	with	him.	Each	wanted	to	be	first	at	drawing	the	water,	and	so	they
were	in	such	a	hurry	that	all	 let	 their	pitchers	fall	 into	the	well,	and	they	stood
very	 foolishly	 looking	 at	 one	 another,	 and	 did	 not	 know	what	 to	 do,	 for	 none
dared	go	home.	In	the	meantime	the	father	was	uneasy,	and	could	not	tell	what
made	the	young	men	stay	so	long.	"Surely,"	said	he,	"the	whole	seven	must	have
forgotten	 themselves	 over	 some	 game	 of	 play",	 and	 when	 he	 had	 waited	 still
longer	and	they	yet	did	not	come,	he	flew	into	a	rage	and	wished	them	all	turned
into	ravens.	Scarcely	had	he	spoken	these	words	when	he	heard	a	croaking	over
his	head,	and	looked	up	and	saw	seven	ravens	as	black	as	coal	flying	round	and
round.	Sorry	as	he	was	 to	see	his	wish	so	fulfilled,	he	did	not	know	how	what
was	done	could	be	undone,	 and	comforted	himself	 as	well	 as	he	 could	 for	 the
loss	of	his	 seven	sons	with	his	dear	 little	daughter,	who	soon	became	stronger
and	every	day	more	beautiful.
For	 a	 long	 time	 she	 did	 not	 know	 that	 she	 had	 ever	 had	 any	 brothers,	 for	 her
father	 and	mother	 took	 care	 not	 to	 speak	 of	 them	 before	 her,	 but	 one	 day	 by
chance	she	heard	the	people	about	her	speak	of	 them.	"Yes,"	said	 they,	"she	is
beautiful	 indeed,	but	still	 ‘tis	a	pity	 that	her	brothers	should	have	been	 lost	 for
her	sake."
Then	she	was	much	grieved,	and	went	to	her	father	and	mother,	and	asked	if	she
had	any	brothers,	and	what	had	become	of	them.	So	they	dared	no	longer	hide
the	truth	from	her,	but	said	it	was	the	will	of	Heaven,	and	that	her	birth	was	only
the	innocent	cause	of	it,	but	the	little	girl	mourned	sadly	about	it	every	day,	and



thought	herself	bound	to	do	all	she	could	to	bring	her	brothers	back,	and	she	had
neither	rest	nor	ease,	 till	at	 length	one	day	she	stole	away,	and	set	out	 into	 the
wide	 world	 to	 find	 her	 brothers,	 wherever	 they	 might	 be,	 and	 free	 them,
whatever	it	might	cost	her.
She	took	nothing	with	her	but	a	little	ring	which	her	father	and	mother	had	given
her,	a	loaf	of	bread	in	case	she	should	be	hungry,	a	little	pitcher	of	water	in	case
she	should	be	thirsty,	and	a	little	stool	to	rest	upon	when	she	should	be	weary.
Thus	she	went	on	and	on,	and	journeyed	till	she	came	to	the	world’s	end.	Then
she	came	to	the	sun,	but	the	sun	looked	much	too	hot	and	fiery,	so	she	ran	away
quickly	to	the	moon,	but	the	moon	was	cold	and	chilly,	and	said,	"I	smell	flesh
and	blood	this	way!"
She	 took	 herself	 away	 in	 a	 hurry	 and	 came	 to	 the	 stars,	 and	 the	 stars	 were
friendly	 and	 kind	 to	 her,	 and	 each	 star	 sat	 upon	 his	 own	 little	 stool,	 but	 the
morning	star	rose	up	and	gave	her	a	little	piece	of	wood,	and	said,	"If	you	have
not	 this	 little	 piece	 of	 wood,	 you	 cannot	 unlock	 the	 castle	 that	 stands	 on	 the
glass-mountain,	and	there	your	brothers	live."
The	little	girl	 took	the	piece	of	wood,	rolled	it	up	in	a	little	cloth,	and	went	on
again	until	 she	came	 to	 the	glass-mountain,	and	found	 the	door	shut.	Then	she
felt	 for	 the	 little	 piece	 of	wood,	 but	when	 she	 unwrapped	 the	 cloth	 it	was	 not
there,	and	she	saw	she	had	lost	the	gift	of	the	good	stars.	What	was	to	be	done?
She	 wanted	 to	 save	 her	 brothers,	 and	 had	 no	 key	 of	 the	 castle	 of	 the	 glass-
mountain,	so	this	faithful	 little	sister	 took	a	knife	out	of	her	pocket	and	cut	off
her	little	finger,	that	was	just	the	size	of	the	piece	of	wood	she	had	lost,	and	put	it
in	the	door	and	opened	it.
As	she	went	in,	a	little	dwarf	came	up	to	her,	and	said,	"What	are	you	seeking
for?"
"I	seek	for	my	brothers,	the	seven	ravens,"	answered	she.
Then	the	dwarf	said,	"My	masters	are	not	at	home,	but	if	you	will	wait	till	they
come,	pray	step	in."
Now	 the	 little	dwarf	was	getting	 their	 dinner	 ready,	 and	he	brought	 their	 food
upon	seven	little	plates,	and	their	drink	in	seven	little	glasses,	and	set	them	upon
the	table,	and	out	of	each	little	plate	their	sister	ate	a	small	piece,	and	out	of	each
little	glass	she	drank	a	small	drop,	but	she	let	the	ring	that	she	had	brought	with
her	fall	into	the	last	glass.
On	a	sudden	she	heard	a	fluttering	and	croaking	in	 the	air,	and	the	dwarf	said,
"Here	come	my	masters."	When	they	came	in,	they	wanted	to	eat	and	drink,	and
looked	for	their	little	plates	and	glasses.	Then	said	one	after	the	other,
"Who	has	eaten	from	my	little	plate?	And	who	has	been	drinking	out	of	my	little
glass?"



	

"Caw!	Caw!	well	I	ween
Mortal	lips	have	this	way	been."
	

When	the	seventh	came	to	the	bottom	of	his	glass,	and	found	there	the	ring,	he
looked	at	it,	and	knew	that	it	was	his	father's	and	mother’s,	and	said,	"O	that	our
little	sister	would	but	come!	Then	we	should	be	free."
When	 the	 little	 girl	 heard	 this	 (for	 she	 stood	 behind	 the	 door	 all	 the	 time	 and
listened),	she	ran	forward,	and	in	an	instant	all	the	ravens	took	their	right	form
again,	and	all	hugged	and	kissed	each	other,	and	went	merrily	home.
	



WAYLAND	THE	SMITH

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 translation	 by	 Logan	Marshall	 in	Myths	 And
Legends	Of	 All	 Nations,	 the	 original	 being	 attributed	 to	 Robert	 Hertwig.	 The
book	was	published	by	The	John	C.	Winston	Company,	Philadelphia,	in	1914.
	

	

KING	 NIDUNG	 HAD	 ONE	 DAUGHTER	 AND	 three	 sons.	 The	 oldest	 son,
Otvin,	 was	 away	 from	 court,	 guarding	 the	 outposts	 of	 the	 country,	 while	 the
other	two	sons	were	still	children.
One	day	the	two	boys	came	with	their	bows	to	the	great	smith	Wayland,	asking
him	to	make	arrows	for	them.
"Not	today,"	the	smith	answered.	"I	have	not	time,	and	besides,	even	though	you
are	the	sons	of	the	king,	I	may	not	work	for	you	without	the	wish	and	consent	of
your	father.	 If	he	 is	willing,	you	may	come	again,	but	you	must	promise	 to	do
exactly	as	I	tell	you."
"What	is	that?"	one	of	the	boys	ventured.
"You	must,"	said	Wayland,	"come	on	a	day	when	snow	has	freshly	fallen,	and
you	must	walk	facing	backward	all	the	way."
The	children	cared	 little	whether	 they	walked	backward	or	 forward,	as	 long	as
they	got	their	arrows,	and	so	they	promised.	To	their	delight	next	morning	they
found	 that	 snow	 had	 fallen.	 Quickly	 they	 set	 out	 for	 the	 smithy,	 walking
backward	all	the	way.
"O	Wayland,	make	us	the	arrows,"	they	cried.	"The	king,	our	father,	has	said	that
we	might	have	them."
But	Wayland	had	no	intention	of	making	the	arrows,	for	the	king	had	treated	him
unjustly	 and	cruelly,	 and	he	 saw	 the	opportunity	 for	 revenge.	With	his	mighty
hammer	he	struck	the	two	children	on	the	head	and	killed	them.	Then	he	threw
their	bodies	into	a	cave	adjoining	the	smithy.
When	 the	 children	 did	 not	 return	 the	 castle	messengers	 were	 sent	 out	 to	 find
them.	They	inquired	at	the	smithy.
"The	boys	 have	gone,"	 said	Wayland.	 "I	made	 arrows	 for	 them,	 and	no	doubt
they	have	gone	into	the	woods	to	shoot	birds."



Returning	to	the	castle	the	messengers	saw	the	footprints	in	the	snow,	and	since
they	pointed	toward	home,	decided	that	 the	children	must	have	gone	back.	But
they	were	not	there.	Then	Nidung	sent	his	servants	far	and	wide	throughout	the
country,	and	when	the	boys	were	nowhere	 to	be	found,	he	concluded	that	 they
must	have	been	devoured	by	wild	animals.
When	all	 the	searches	were	over,	Wayland	brought	forth	 the	bodies	of	 the	 two
children,	stripped	the	bones	of	flesh,	whitened	them,	and	made	them	into	goblets
and	vessels	 for	 the	king's	 table,	mounting	 them	with	silver	and	gold.	The	king
was	delighted	with	 them,	and	had	 them	placed	upon	his	board	whenever	 there
were	guests	of	honour	present.
A	 long	 time	 later,	 Badhild,	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 while	 playing	 with	 her
companions	 in	 the	 garden	one	day,	 broke	 a	 costly	 ring	 that	Nidung	had	given
her.	She	was	greatly	vexed	and	feared	to	tell	her	father.
"Why	not	take	it	to	Wayland	to	mend?"	suggested	one	of	her	trusted	maidens.
So	 Badhild	 gave	 the	 trinket	 to	 the	 girl	 and	 bade	 her	 take	 it	 to	Wayland.	 She
brought	it	back	with	her.
"Without	 the	 command	of	 the	king	he	will	 not	mend	 it,"	 she	 said,	 "unless	 the
king's	daughter	herself	will	come	to	him."
Badhild	set	out	 immediately	for	 the	smithy.	There	Wayland	substituted	for	her
ring	his	own,	which	had	 the	 curious	magic	power	of	making	 its	wearer	 fall	 in
love	with	the	smith.
The	 smith	 slipped	 the	 jewel	on	her	 finger,	gazed	 into	her	 eyes	and	 said,	 "This
ring	you	shall	keep	as	well	as	your	own,	if	you	will	be	my	bride."
The	maiden	could	not	refuse,	and	so	the	two	were	married,	agreeing	to	keep	their
union	a	secret.
About	this	time	Eigil,	the	brother	of	Wayland,	came	to	the	court	of	Nidung.	He
was	 a	 celebrated	 man	 and	 the	 most	 skilful	 master	 of	 the	 bow	 to	 be	 found
anywhere	in	the	world.	The	king	welcomed	him,	and	he	remained	a	long	time	at
the	court.	One	day	Nidung	proposed	that,	since	he	was	such	a	skilful	bowman,
he	should	try	shooting	an	apple	from	the	head	of	his	own	son.	Eigil	agreed.
"You	may	have	only	one	trial,"	the	king	said.
So	 an	 apple	 was	 placed	 on	 the	 head	 of	 Eigil's	 three-year-old	 son,	 and	 Eigil,
taking	his	bow,	aimed,	and	with	the	first	arrow	struck	the	apple	in	the	centre,	so
that	it	fell	from	the	child's	head.
"Why	did	you	have	three	arrows?"	the	king	asked.
"Sire,"	replied	Eigil,	"I	will	not	lie	to	you.	If	I	had	pierced	my	son	with	the	first
arrow,	the	other	two	would	have	pierced	you."



The	king,	strange	to	say,	did	not	take	offense	at	this	speech,	but	on	the	contrary
showed	Eigil	still	greater	favour	than	he	had	in	the	past.
The	archer	frequently	visited	his	brother	Wayland,	but	Badhild	came	but	seldom
to	 her	 husband's	 house.	 One	 day	 the	 two	 came	 together	 at	Wayland's	 special
request.	When	 they	were	 leaving	Wayland	 embraced	Badhild	 and	 said	 to	 her,
"You	will	be	the	mother	of	a	boy,	your	child	and	mine.	It	may	be	that	I	shall	go
away	from	here	and	never	see	his	face,	but	you	must	tell	him	that	I	have	made
for	him	worthy	weapons	and	stowed	them	in	safety	in	the	place	where	the	water
enters	and	the	wind	goes	out	of	the	forge."
The	next	time	Wayland	saw	Eigil	he	bade	him	bring	to	him	all	kinds	of	feathers,
large	and	small.	"I	wish	to	make	for	myself	a	doublet	of	feathers,"	he	explained.
Then	Eigil	shot	many	birds	of	prey	and	brought	their	feathers	to	Wayland.	From
them	he	made	a	flying	shirt,	clad	in	which	he	looked	more	like	an	eagle	than	a
man.
Eigil	admired	the	workmanship	and	Wayland	asked	him	to	try	it.
"How	shall	I	rise,	how	fly,	and	how	alight?"	asked	Eigil.
"You	must	rise	against	 the	wind,	and	fly	first	 low	and	then	high,	but	you	must
alight	with	the	wind."
Eigil	did	as	he	was	told,	and	had	a	good	deal	of	trouble	in	alighting.	Finally	he
knocked	 his	 head	 with	 such	 force	 on	 the	 ground	 that	 he	 lost	 consciousness.
When	he	came	to	himself	Wayland	spoke,	"Tell	me,	brother	Eigil,	do	you	 like
the	shirt?"
"If	 it	were	as	easy	to	alight	as	 it	 is	 to	fly,"	was	the	answer,	"I	should	fly	away
and	you	would	never	see	me	again."
"I	will	alter	what	is	wrong,"	said	the	smith,	making	a	slight	change	in	the	shirt.
Then	with	Eigil's	help	he	put	on	the	feathers,	flapped	his	wings	and	rose	into	the
air.	He	lighted	on	a	turret	of	the	castle	and	called	down	to	Eigil.
"I	did	not	tell	you	the	truth	when	I	said	that	you	should	alight	with	the	wind,	for	I
knew	that	if	you	found	out	how	easy	it	was	to	fly	you	would	never	give	me	the
shirt	back	again.	You	can	see	for	yourself	that	all	birds	rise	against	the	wind	and
alight	 in	 the	 same	way.	 I	 am	going	home	 to	my	own	country,	 but	 first	 I	must
have	a	few	words	with	Nidung.	And,	remember,	if	he	bids	you	shoot	me,	shoot
under	the	left	wing,	for	there	I	have	fastened	a	bladder	filled	with	blood."
With	 these	words	Wayland	 flew	 to	 the	 highest	 tower	 of	 the	 king's	 castle	 and
called	to	the	king	as	he	passed	with	his	courtiers.
"Are	you	a	bird,	Wayland?"	asked	the	king.
"Sometimes	 I	 am	a	bird	and	 sometimes	a	man,"	was	 the	 reply,	 "but	now	 I	am



going	away	from	here	and	never	again	will	you	have	me	in	your	power.	Listen
while	I	speak.	You	promised	once	to	give	me	your	daughter	and	the	half	of	your
kingdom,	but	you	made	of	me	instead	an	outcast,	because	I	defended	myself	and
killed	the	wretches	who	would	have	taken	my	life.
"You	 surprised	me	while	 I	 slept	 and	 stole	my	arms	 and	my	 treasures,	 and	not
satisfied	with	 that	 you	 laid	 a	 net	 for	my	 feet	 and	made	of	me	 a	 cripple.	But	 I
have	had	my	revenge.	Do	you	know	where	your	sons	are?"
"My	sons!"	cried	Nidung.	"Oh,	tell	me	what	you	know	of	them."
"I	will	 tell	you,	but	first	you	must	swear	to	me	by	the	deck	of	the	ship	and	the
edge	of	the	shield,	by	the	back	of	the	horse	and	the	blade	of	the	sword,	that	you
will	do	no	harm	to	my	wife	and	child."
Nidung	swore	and	Wayland	began	his	speech,	“Go	 to	my	smithy,	and	 there	 in
the	cave	you	will	find	the	remains	of	your	sons.	I	killed	them,	and	of	their	bones
made	vessels	for	your	table.	Your	daughter	Badhild	is	my	wife.	So	have	I	repaid
evil	with	evil,	and	our	connection	is	ended."
With	these	words	he	flew	away,	while	Nidung	in	great	anger	cried:	"Eigil,	shoot
at	Wayland."
"I	cannot	harm	my	own	brother,"	replied	Eigil.
"Shoot,"	cried	the	king,	"or	I	will	kill	you."
Then	Eigil	laid	an	arrow	in	his	bow	and	shot	Wayland	as	he	had	been	instructed,
under	 his	 left	 arm,	 until	 the	 blood	 flowed	 and	 everyone	 thought	 that	 the	 great
smith	had	received	his	death	wound.
But	Wayland,	unharmed,	flew	away	to	Zealand	and	made	his	home	there	in	his
father's	land.
Nidung,	meantime,	was	sad	and	unhappy,	and	it	was	not	long	before	he	died	and
Otvin,	his	son,	succeeded	to	the	throne.
Otvin	was	soon	loved	and	honoured	throughout	the	kingdom	because	of	his	great
justice	and	kindness.	His	sister	lived	with	him	at	court,	and	there	her	son,	Widge,
was	born.
One	day	Wayland	sent	messengers	 to	Otvin,	asking	 for	peace	and	pardon,	and
when	 these	were	 granted	 he	 travelled	 again	 to	 Jutland	 and	was	 received	with
great	honour.
The	mighty	 smith	was	 very	 glad	 to	 see	 his	 wife	 again	 and	 very	 proud	 of	 his
three-year-old	 son,	but	he	would	not	yield	 to	Otvin's	 request	 that	he	 remain	 in
Jutland.	Instead	he	returned	to	Zealand	with	Badhild	and	Widge,	and	there	they
lived	happily	for	many	years.
Wayland	was	known	throughout	all	 the	world	for	his	knowledge	and	skill,	and



his	 son	Widge	 was	 a	 powerful	 hero,	 whose	 praises	 were	 much	 celebrated	 in
song.
So	ends	the	story	of	Wayland,	the	great	smith	of	the	northern	countries.
	



THE	NIXY	LAKE

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 an	 original	 by	 Margaret	 Arndt	 in	 Fairy	 Tales
From	 The	 German	 Forests,	 published	 by	 Everett	 &	 Co	 Ltd,	 42	 Essex	 Street,
London,	in	1913.	The	author’s	real	name	was	Margaret	Heaton,	who	published
under	 the	 name	Margaret	 Arndt	 or	 Frau	 Arndt,	 her	 husband	 being	 German,
Paul	Arndt.
	

	

IN	ONE	OF	THE	WILDEST	AND	most	romantic	parts	of	Germany,	there	is	a
high	mountain	which	is	as	renowned	for	the	strange	stories	that	are	told	about	it,
as	for	its	many	natural	peculiarities.	It	is	flat	on	the	top,	falling	off	precipitously
on	every	side.	In	recent	times	a	high	tower	has	been	built	on	the	very	edge	of	the
rock.	 Curious	 to	 say,	 the	 ground	 on	 the	 summit	 of	 this	mountain	 is	 a	 bog	 or
morass,	 so	 flat	 slabs	of	 stone	have	been	placed	on	 it	 to	enable	bold	 tourists	 to
reach	the	tower	without	sinking	in	unawares.	There	is	a	bronze	ring	on	a	balcony
surrounding	the	tower,	with	darts	pointing	in	different	directions,	showing	where
London,	 Paris,	 and	 St	 Petersburg,	 for	 instance,	 are	 situated.	 I	 need	 hardly	 say
that	 these	 towns	are	not	visible,	but	 that	 if	a	straight	 line	could	be	drawn	from
this	spot,	it	would	reach	them.
Not	far	below	the	summit	there	is	a	mysterious-looking	lake,	which	it	is	strange
indeed	to	find	at	so	high	a	level.	A	huge	cliff	formed	of	boulders	of	rock	rises	on
the	 one	 side	 of	 the	 lake,	 it	 falls	 like	 a	 great	wall	 straight	 into	 the	water,	 only
daring	 little	 ferns	and	plants	have	a	 foothold	on	 it,	and	 the	 lake	 is	 inaccessible
from	 this	 direction.	 A	 narrow	 pathway	winding	 in	 and	 out	 edged	with	water-
reeds	 leads	 by	 it	 on	 the	 other	 side.	 This	 lake	 is	 said	 to	 be	 so	 deep	 that	 it	 is
unfathomable.	It	is	dark	brown	in	colour,	bitter	and	brackish	to	the	taste.	No	fish
can	live	in	it.	Learned	men,	called	geologists,	who	study	the	crust	of	the	earth,
have	decided	that	this	region	is	not	volcanic	in	origin	as	it	would	appear	at	first
sight,	but	that	the	lake	is	fed	by	water	from	the	morass.
This	mountain	is	constantly	visited	by	sudden	violent	atmospheric	disturbances,
great	 winds	 and	 heavy	 thunderstorms,	 that	 spring	 up	 at	 a	 moment's	 notice,
striking	terror	into	the	hearts	of	any	travellers	who	may	be	caught	in	them.
Now	several	centuries	ago,	before	the	time	of	railways	and	steamboats,	a	mighty
king	of	the	water-sprites	lived	in	this	lake	with	his	three	beautiful	daughters,	the



famed	nixies	of	the	lake.
The	King	was	a	majestic	old	man	with	long	white	beard	and	hair,	his	eyes	were
black	 and	 sinister,	 and	when	 he	 drew	 his	 eyebrows	 together	 in	 a	 straight	 line
over	 his	 eyes,	 his	 frown	 was	 terrible	 to	 behold.	 The	 thunderstorms	 which
devastated	 the	 country	 round,	 were	 attributed	 to	 him.	 In	 his	 fits	 of	 rage,	 the
village	 folk	 declared,	 he	 would	 hurl	 stones	 and	 thunderbolts	 down	 from	 the
mountain,	heedless	of	what	or	whom	he	might	destroy.
The	day	would	be	fine,	the	sky	blue,	and	in	a	moment	a	storm	wind	would	arise,
clouds	would	 cover	 the	heavens,	 and	 lightning	 shoot	 forth.	How	could	 this	 be
accounted	for	by	natural	agency?
The	nixies	were	much	to	be	pitied,	if	the	truth	were	known,	for	their	father	was	a
stern	old	tyrant,	and	interfered	constantly	with	their	harmless	amusements,	also
prohibiting	 their	 leaving	 the	 lake	 to	 frolic	 at	 midnight	 with	 the	 wood-spirits,
whom	he	considered	as	beneath	them	in	rank.
On	a	warm	day	in	the	lovely	month	of	June	(which	is	the	favourite	month	of	all
the	 year	 for	 the	water-nixies,	 for	 then	 the	white	 and	yellow	water	 lilies	 are	 in
flower,	and	the	yellow	irises	shine	among	the	water-reeds)	the	three	sisters	were
swimming	lazily	to	and	fro,	plunging	under	the	water	like	seals,	to	reappear	like
seals	on	the	look-out	for	something	to	happen.	But	nothing	ever	did	happen	but
one	of	 their	 father's	 tempers,	 and	of	 these	 they	were	 tired	 enough	 as	 you	may
imagine.	They	had	not	fishes'	 tails	 like	 their	cousins	 the	mermaids,	but	slender
limbs	 of	 dazzling	 whiteness.	 Their	 hair	 resembled	 beautiful	 seaweed	 as	 they
dived	under	the	water,	or	when	it	spread	out	like	a	fan	on	the	surface.
The	eldest,	Clothilde,	was	dark	and	she	was	beautiful,	but	haughty,	and	looked
as	if	she	had	inherited	her	father's	temper.
The	youngest	was	very	 fair.	She	had	 the	golden	hair	of	 a	 fairy,	her	 eyes	were
blue,	but	meaningless,	 for	 there	was	 little	 sense	 in	 their	depths.	Her	name	was
Elfrida.
The	second	sister,	Lenore,	was	of	a	different	type,	and	might	have	been	mistaken
for	a	mortal	maiden.	Her	hair	was	neither	dark	nor	fair,	neither	red	nor	brown,
for	it	was	of	a	pale	hazel	colour	and	fell	in	straight	masses	nearly	to	her	feet.	Her
eyes	were	of	a	deep	grey	fringed	with	dark	lashes,	and	they	had	a	mysterious	and
pathetic	 look,	 a	 look	 caused	 by	 longing	 after	 something	 indefinite	 and	 yet
desired,	or	by	a	prescience	perhaps	of	coming	disaster.
Lenore	 rose	 to	 the	 surface	of	 the	water.	 "Sisters,"	 she	called,	 "sisters,	 listen	 to
me,"	and	she	swam	towards	the	shade	of	the	rock,	and	seated	herself	on	a	stony
seat,	half	in	half	out	of	the	water.	"I	can	bear	the	monotony	of	our	existence	no
longer.	I	tire	of	this	life	of	ceaseless	dancing,	swimming,	drifting.	I	want	to	visit
the	homes	of	men	who	 live	 in	 the	village	 that	 lies	 below	us	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the



mountain,	to	hear	stories	of	the	world	from	which	we	are	shut	out,	to	share	as	far
as	it	is	possible	for	us	in	the	simple	and	homely	amusements	of	mortals."
"I	 am	willing	 to	 go	with	 you,"	 said	Clothilde,	 frowning	 discontentedly.	 "I	 am
tired	too	of	 this	melancholy	lake.	The	eternal	nothingness	of	our	 life	oppresses
me	too."	She	tore	a	water-lily	to	pieces	as	she	spoke.
"O	do	not	do	that!"	said	Lenore,	almost	as	if	in	pain,	"The	flowers	can	feel	too!"
"What	 if	 they	 can!"	 said	 Clothilde	 scornfully,	 for	 the	 cruelty	 of	 the	 nixies
coursed	through	her	veins.
"And	you	Elfrida,"	said	Lenore,	turning	to	her	fairer	sister,	"will	you	come	with
us?"
"Ah!"	 said	 Elfrida,	 "I	 prefer	 to	 stay	 here	 among	 the	 water-lilies.	 I	 have	 no
aspirations.	 I	 could	 live	 here	 for	 ever	 sleeping	 through	 the	 winter	 months,
dreaming	 through	 the	 summer	 ones,	 yet	 if	 you	 go,	 I	will	 go	 too,	 for	we	 three
have	never	been	separated,	and	I	 should	be	afraid	 if	 I	were	 left	alone	with	my
father."	As	she	spoke	she	placed	a	water-lily	in	her	golden	hair.	Sunbeams	struck
through	 the	 fir-trees	 by	 the	 lake	 and	 fell	 on	 her,	 till	 she	 looked	 like	 some
wonderful	fairy	princess,	too	exquisite	to	be	real.
A	young	man	happened	to	be	passing	the	lake	just	at	this	moment,	and	he	caught
the	entrancing	picture	as	 if	 it	were	a	vision	from	Heaven.	His	brain	reeled,	his
breath	failed	him,	and	he	would	have	fallen	in	a	swoon,	but	then	he	met	Lenore's
eyes,	 grave,	 calm,	 and	 searching.	A	wild	 longing	 and	 deep	melancholy	 seized
him.	He	rushed	towards	the	lake,	and	clutched	hold	of	the	branches	of	a	young
willow,	only	just	 in	 time	to	prevent	himself	from	falling	into	those	treacherous
depths.
With	 a	 weird	 cry	 and	 their	 white	 arms	 raised	 over	 their	 heads,	 the	 nixies
disappeared	in	the	lake.	The	young	man	gazed	as	one	bewitched,	crossed	himself
in	 fear,	 and	 gazed	 again.	 All	 was	 silent.	 No	 living	 creature	 stirred.	 Only	 the
sunbeams	fell	athwart	the	lake,	and	little	cascades	of	water	fell	over	the	surface
of	the	rock.
"I	have	seen	the	nixies	of	the	pool,"	thought	the	young	man,	who	was	the	son	of
a	 rich	 peasant	 farmer	 in	 the	 village.	 "Surely	 that	means	 that	 I	 shall	 die	 before
long.	 I	 should	 not	 fear	 death,"	 he	 continued,	 "if	 I	 were	 to	 die	 in	 battle	 in
honourable	 and	 open	 conflict,	 but	 to	 die	 young,	 stricken	 by	 some	 awful	 and
unaccountable	fate,	that	would	be	terrible."
As	he	turned	homewards,	a	wind	arose	that	nearly	hurled	him	into	the	lake,	so
violent	was	 the	 gust,	 and	 a	 storm	 burst	 forth,	 the	 like	 of	which	 he	 had	 never
experienced	before.	Branches	were	 torn	 from	 the	 trees,	 and	hurled	 in	his	path,
and	 the	 lightning	 was	 continuous	 and	 nearly	 blinded	 him.	 Glancing	 fearfully
back	at	the	lake,	the	waters	seemed	to	have	arisen	in	great	waves,	and	he	thought



he	saw	the	nixy	King	himself	raging	and	roaring	like	a	wild	creature,	casting	the
storm	winds	 forth	 from	 their	 fortresses	 in	 the	 rocks,	 holding	 the	 lightning	 like
fireworks	in	his	long	fingers,	and	hurling	it	across	the	land.
Terrified,	half-stunned	by	the	thunder,	and	stupefied	by	the	hail	and	rain,	he	at
last	reached	home,	where	his	mother	awaited	him	in	great	anxiety.	However	he
soon	 had	 off	 his	 wet,	 torn	 clothes,	 and	 casting	 himself	 on	 his	 bed	 fell	 into	 a
profound	slumber.	He	slept	for	nearly	a	night	and	a	day,	and	when	he	awoke	his
adventures	 seemed	 to	him	a	wild	dream,	 and	 like	 a	dream	were	half-forgotten
although	 they	 exerted	 a	 subtle	 influence	 on	 his	 waking	 thoughts	 that	 he	 was
unaware	of.
Meanwhile	 the	 nixies,	 and	 especially	Lenore,	 had	 been	 anxious	 as	 to	 his	 fate.
Not	until	she	had	sent	their	dwarf	messenger	into	the	village	to	make	inquiries	as
to	his	welfare,	could	she	be	at	rest.	Her	wish	to	visit	the	homes	of	men	became	a
passion,	 a	 burning	desire	 that	 could	 not	 be	 quenched.	She	 called	 on	her	 dread
father.	Three	times	she	cried	out	to	him,	and	her	sisters	echoed	the	call.	Then	he
arose	from	the	depths,	majestic	and	so	terrible	to	behold	that	Lenore	almost	lost
the	courage	to	address	him.	But	he	listened	to	her	request	 in	silence,	brooding,
while	great	ravens	whirled	and	swooped	in	the	sky	above	their	heads.
At	last,	he	spoke,	"It	is	decreed	that	no	one	can	alter	the	path	of	fate,	or	avoid	the
doom	that	 is	written	 in	 the	stars.	The	hour	has	come.	 I	have	foreseen	 this	day.
Go,	 my	 daughters,	 go.	 But	 remember	 there	 is	 one	 condition	 which	 you	must
strictly	obey.	One	night	in	the	week	you	may	be	absent	from	the	lake,	but	as	the
hour	 strikes	 twelve,	 you	 must	 be	 back	 again	 in	 these	 waters.	 I	 shall	 send	 a
messenger	 to	 fetch	 you,	 the	 dwarf	 Hunold,	 and	 beware	 lest	 you	 keep	 him
waiting!	If	you	disobey,	destruction	will	overtake	you,	and	your	home	will	know
you	no	more."	He	sank	gloomily	into	the	lake,	and	the	day	became	oppressive.
No	 rain	 fell	 and	 the	 evening	 brought	 no	 relief.	 Strange	 and	 uneasy	 were	 the
dreams	of	many	that	night	in	the	little	village.
Some	young	people	returning	late	from	a	social	gathering,	reported	that	they	had
seen	 a	bright,	 uncanny	 light	 in	 the	 sky,	 like	 a	 fire,	 or	 some	 said	 like	 a	golden
hand,	at	midnight	over	the	ill-omened	mountain.
In	those	days	when	it	was	so	difficult	to	travel	from	place	to	place,	the	villagers
were	obliged	to	depend	on	themselves	for	amusement	and	entertainment.	In	the
villages	 round	 about	 the	mountain	 it	 was	 the	 custom	 for	 the	 young	 people	 to
meet	 together	 at	 each	 other's	 houses	 on	 Saturday	 evenings.	 Those	 who	 had
rooms	large	enough,	took	it	in	turns	to	invite	all	the	rest.	The	girls	brought	their
spinning-wheels,	 and	 the	 room	where	 they	met	was	 called	 the	 spinning-room.
The	girls	were	busy	 and	merry	 at	 the	 same	 time.	Stories	were	 told,	 and	 songs
were	 sung.	 The	 young	men	 smoked	 and	 drank	wine,	 and	 not	 infrequently	 the
spinning-wheels	 were	 cleared	 away	 and	 there	 was	 dancing.	 Strangers	 were



welcome,	for	the	peasants	were	renowned	for	their	hospitality,	but	seldom	did	it
happen	that	travellers	passed	that	way.	Some	young	fellow	perhaps	might	drop
in	who	was	wandering	about	for	a	year	or	so	before	settling	down	to	the	work	of
his	life	as	the	German	custom	is,	but	tourists	were	few	when	roads	were	bad	and
money	scarce.
One	lovely	summer's	evening	at	the	end	of	June	the	full	moon	was	shining	in	the
sky,	 the	 latticed	 windows	 of	 the	 peasant's	 house	 where	 the	 young	 folk	 were
assembled,	were	wide	open,	 and	 the	 air	was	 laden	with	 the	 scent	 of	 the	white
lilies	and	roses	that	grew	in	the	garden	at	the	back	of	the	cottage.	There	was	no
light	 as	 yet	 but	 that	 of	 the	moon	 in	 the	 parlour,	 the	 spinning-wheels	 too	were
silent,	for	stories	were	being	told,	one	more	marvellous	than	the	other,	of	ghosts
and	goblins,	of	dwarfs	and	mountain-spirits,	and	naturally	enough	awful	tales	of
the	 neighbouring	 nixy	 King,	 and	 of	 his	 three	 daughters	 who	 lived	 in	 the
enchanted	lake.
Hermann,	 the	 young	 man	 who	 had	 been	 overtaken	 by	 the	 thunderstorm,	 was
present	 this	 evening,	 but	 he	 was	 silent	 and	 glum,	 though	 the	 most	 charming
village	maidens	chaffed	him	and	tried	to	captivate	him,	and	the	peasant	girls	in
this	 part	 of	 Germany	 are	 renowned	 for	 their	 beauty	 and	 their	 grace.	 The
melancholy	which	was	not	so	much	part	of	his	natural	disposition	as	due	to	the
adventures	 of	 that	 evening,	 fell	 on	him	again	 like	 a	 dark	 cloud	oppressing	his
brain.	The	girls	who	had	been	listening	to	the	stories,	were	by	this	time	worked
up	 to	 a	 state	 of	 feeling	which	 can	 only	 be	 described	 by	 the	words	 creepy,	 or
eerie.	Most	 of	 them	 experienced	 that	 unaccountable	 sensation	which	Germans
call	Gänsehaut	(goose-flesh).	So	that	a	sudden	knock	at	the	door	caused	them	to
cry	out	in	fear	and	clutch	hold	of	their	sweethearts.
The	 knock	 was	 repeated	 three	 times	 before	 anyone	 summoned	 up	 courage	 to
open	the	door.	Then	the	assembled	company	fell	back	in	astonishment	as	three
beautiful	young	girls	entered	the	room,	each	holding	a	spinning-wheel	under	her
arm.	They	walked	erect	like	princesses,	and	everyone	was	sure	they	must	be	of
high	rank.	They	wore	dresses	of	some	shimmering	material	such	as	 the	village
folk	had	never	seen	before,	and	necklaces	of	pearls,	silken	hose	and	silver	shoes.
Hermann's	 heart	 beat	 to	 bursting	 as	 he	 beheld	 them.	Where	 had	 he	 seen	 them
before?	Surely	they	were	the	nixies	of	the	magic	pool,	and	his	doom	had	fallen
upon	 him.	 Never,	 never,	 had	 he	 been	 able	 to	 forget	 Lenore's	 eyes.	 Their
mournful	beauty	haunted	his	dreams.	He	met	them	now,	as	his	breath	came	and
went	in	great	gasps,	and	there	was	a	flash	of	recognition	between	them.	"What
heavenly	 beauty,	 what	 a	 noble	 air	 she	 has,"	 he	 thought,	 hardly	 regarding	 her
sisters	who	were	strictly	speaking	far	more	beautiful.
The	three	nixies,	for	of	course	it	was	they,	put	forth	all	their	fascinating	arts	to
ingratiate	themselves	with	the	young	people	assembled	there.



"You	are	pleased	to	see	us,	are	you	not?"	they	said.	"We	have	heard	of	the	fame
of	 your	 spinning-evenings,	 and	 have	 come	 from	 a	 far	 country	 to	 take	 part	 in
them.	You	shall	see	how	we	can	spin."
"Very	 gratifying	 for	 us,	 I	 am	 sure,"	murmured	 the	 officiating	 president	 of	 the
club.
"Now	do	not	let	us	disturb	you,	you	were	telling	stories	I	believe	as	we	entered,"
said	Lenore,	who,	being	the	most	human,	took	the	lead	in	the	conversation.
But	no	one	dared	to	open	his	mouth,	for	even	those	who	had	been	the	most	eager
to	narrate	wild	tales	before,	seemed	stricken	with	dumbness	now.
"You	 could	 tell	 us	 a	 story,	 I	 believe,"	 said	 Lenore,	 turning	 to	 Hermann,	 who
could	only	shake	his	head.	"Then	I	must	tell	one	myself,"	she	said	with	a	little
sigh.	 She	 poured	 forth	 an	 extraordinary	 story	 to	 which	 the	 peasants	 listened
open-mouthed.	It	was	a	tale	of	a	terrible	doom	that	overtook	a	faithless	lover.
"A	 mortal	 man,"	 she	 said,	 "had	 made	 love	 to	 a	 beautiful	 nixy,	 and	 won	 her
affection	in	return.	But	because	she	was	not	human,	he	did	not	think	of	marrying
her,	but	became	engaged	to	a	village	maiden	who	was	good	and	sweet,	if	not	so
beautiful	as	the	nixy.	But	the	nixy	had	her	revenge.	She	swam	under	the	bridge
where	the	little	river	ran	through	the	fields,	and	one	day	as	the	two	were	walking
in	 the	dewy	meadows,	 she	caused	 the	waters	 to	 rise	 suddenly	 in	a	great	 flood,
and	tore	her	lover	away	from	his	human	bride,	taking	him	down	with	her	in	the
stream,	and	choking	him	under	the	water	till	he	was	dead.	Then	she	sat	with	his
head	 on	 her	 lap,	 and	 stroked	 his	 beautiful	 dark	 curls,	 and	 wept	 until	 she
dissolved	 in	 tears,	 and	 became	 part	 of	 the	water,	which	 has	 been	 slightly	 salt
from	 that	 day.	The	 village	maiden	was	married	 to	 a	 rich	 old	 peasant	 not	 long
afterwards.	 So	much	 for	 human	 fidelity,"	 said	 Lenore,	 fixing	 her	 sad	 eyes	 on
Hermann.
"He	well-deserved	his	fate,"	said	Hermann,	"who	chose	the	lesser	when	he	might
have	had	the	greater	love."
"I	 think	the	nixy	was	a	mean,	wicked	thing,"	said	a	young	girl,	almost	a	child,
called	Brigitte,	with	 soft,	 dark	 eyes,	 and	 a	 sweet	 expression	on	her	 face.	 "She
could	not	 really	have	cared	for	her	 lover,	or	she	would	have	wanted	him	to	be
happy	with	the	village	girl,	as	she	knew	she	could	not	marry	him	herself."
"Never,"	 said	 Hermann,	 excitedly,	 whose	 blood	 was	 coursing	 like	 fire	 in	 his
veins,	"better	death	in	the	arms	of	the	beloved,	than	a	contented	life	with	lower
aims!"
The	 men	 laughed.	 "Now	 who	 would	 have	 thought	 that	 Hermann	 was	 so
romantic!"	they	said.	"And	he	has	the	fattest	pigs	and	the	biggest	casks	of	wine
in	the	village!"
Songs	 were	 proposed,	 everyone	 joined	 in,	 and	 the	 voices	 of	 the	 nixies	 were



heard	above	all,	clear	and	beautiful	as	a	bell.	They	began	with	one	of	the	best-
known	songs	in	the	German	language	which	is	always	sung	on	especially	jovial
occasions,	it	begins:
	

"I	cannot	tell	why	or	wherefore
A	legend	of	olden	times
Deep	in	my	heart	is	singing,
In	mournful	rhythmic	rhymes."
	

After	 several	 songs	had	been	sung	 in	unison,	Hermann	begged	 the	young	man
who	was	the	host	that	evening	to	ask	the	beautiful	strangers	to	sing	a	song	alone
and	of	their	own	choosing,	for	he	longed	to	hear	their	voices,	unspoilt	by	those
of	others.
The	nixy	maidens	readily	complied.	Was	not	singing	their	most	natural	mode	of
expressing	themselves?	They	sang	these	verses	to	a	weird,	haunting	melody:
	

"The	wild-fowl	are	calling:	come	back	to	the	lake!
O	nixies	come	back,	or	your	proud	hearts	must	break,
The	moonbeams	are	glancing,	the	fairies	are	dancing,
Come	back.
	

The	grey	mists	are	rising!	Beware,	O	beware!
For	though	you	are	slender	and	though	you	are	fair,
Your	treacherous	waters,	O	nixy	king's	daughters,
Can	slay.
	

Beware	the	king's	anger,	O	tempt	not	your	fate,
The	white	water-lilies	your	coming	still	wait,
Wide	open	each	flower	until	the	twelfth	hour,
Beware!"
	

The	old	pendulum	clock	on	the	wall	struck	eleven.	How	fast	the	time	had	flown!
The	 three	beautiful	maidens	 rose	up	hastily	 and	departed,	wishing	 a	 courteous



"good	night"	and	"good	luck	to	you"	to	the	company.
As	 Hermann	 opened	 the	 door	 for	 them,	 he	 saw	 a	 little	 dwarf	 with	 a	 lighted
lantern	waiting	for	them	outside	the	door,	and	much	as	he	wished	to	accompany
them	home,	he	did	not	dare	to	do	so.
When	 they	 had	 left	 the	 room,	 a	 storm	 of	 conjecture	 burst	 forth,	 until	 at	 last
everyone	agreed	that	they	must	be	the	nixies	of	the	lake.
"We	did	not	like	the	look	of	their	eyes,	they	were	so	cold	and	treacherous,"	said
some	of	 the	girls	who	were	 jealous	of	a	beauty	 that	 they	 felt	 they	could	never
attain.
"You	 are	 ill-natured	 things,	 not	 fit	 to	 sweep	 the	 floor	 for	 such	 exquisite
creatures,"	said	Hermann	angrily,	and	 the	whole	company	began	to	 jeer	and	 to
laugh	at	him,	saying,	"Hermann	has	fallen	in	 love	with	 the	nixies.	Many	a	wet
kiss	will	he	have	from	them,	ha,	ha,	but	cold	water	will	be	his	bridal	bed,	and
death	the	groomsman,	ha,	ha!"
"Do	not	be	 so	cruel,"	 said	kind	 little	Brigitte,	who	had	blamed	 the	nixy	 in	 the
story.	 "See	 how	pale	Hermann	 looks.	He	will	 faint	 in	 another	minute.	He	 has
never	been	strong	since	he	was	out	in	that	awful	storm."
Hermann	could	bear	 the	conversation	no	 longer,	and	hastily	saying	good	night
he	went	home	with	wild	thoughts	in	his	head,	and,	alas,	wild,	ungovernable	love
in	his	heart.
For	 the	next	 few	weeks	on	Saturday	evenings	 the	same	 thing	happened.	There
was	 the	 usual	 social	 gathering,	 no	 one	 was	 absent,	 and	 the	 little	 room	 could
hardly	hold	the	thronging	guests.	Then	there	was	the	eagerly	looked	for	knock	at
the	door,	and	 the	 three	 lovely	maidens	entered	and	shared	so	naturally	 in	what
was	 going	 on	 that	 the	 young	 people	 gradually	 lost	 somewhat	 of	 their	 awe	 of
them.	Who	could	 spin	 so	 fast	 and	 so	 finely	 as	 the	 three	 strangers?	Who	could
sing	such	entrancing	songs?	Who	could	tell	more	wonderful	stories?
Hermann	generally	managed	to	sit	by	Lenore,	and	to	hold	her	hand,	and	he	knew
his	love	was	returned.
Naturally	 the	 exquisite	Elfrida,	 and	 the	 stately	Clothilde	 had	 their	 admirers	 as
well.
"Soon	 they	 will	 have	 taken	 all	 our	 sweethearts	 away	 from	 us,	 the	 nasty
creatures,"	 whispered	 some	 of	 the	 village	 girls	 under	 their	 breath,	 "and	 they
cannot	marry	all	 the	 lads	 in	 the	country	 round.	The	men	are	bewitched,	 that	 is
certain,	 and	no	good	can	come	of	 it.	Most	of	 the	men	 realise	 it,	 however,	 and
will	 come	back	 to	us	 in	 time,	 all	 except	Hermann.	He	 is	 so	 far	 gone	 that	 it	 is
quite	hopeless	to	try	and	influence	him."
"I	am	sorry	for	Lenore,"	said	little	Brigitte,	"I	would	do	anything	I	could	to	help



her,	for	she	looks	so	very	unhappy!"
On	 the	 night	 of	 the	 9th	 of	 September	 the	 spinning	 evening	 was	 to	 be	 at
Hermann's	house,	which	was	a	splendid	building	in	its	way,	like	a	great	wooden
castle.	He	was	feverish	with	excitement.	He	bought	and	gathered	all	the	flowers
he	could	get	together,	and	decked	the	house	as	for	a	wedding-feast.	His	mother
could	not	bake	cakes	that	were	fine	enough	to	suit	his	taste,	while	the	furniture
seemed	 to	 him	 clumsy	 and	 old-fashioned.	He	would	 gladly	 have	 strewn	 rose-
leaves,	instead	of	rushes,	on	the	floor	for	his	lady-love	to	tread	on.	All	the	time	a
voice	was	telling	him	to	desist,	and	that	such	love	could	never	be	hallowed,	that
his	 bride	 was	 but	 a	 myth,	 a	 dream	 that	 would	 vanish	 away.	 His	 mother	 was
terribly	 troubled	 about	 him,	 and	 feared	 that	 the	 boy	 had	 lost	 his	 wits	 in	 the
thunderstorm.
"You	shall	see	my	bride	tonight,	mother."	he	said.	"Ah,	there	is	no	one	like	her!"
But	the	old	woman	trembled	and	shook	and	crossed	herself,	she	knew	not	why.
She	felt	a	presentiment	of	coming	evil.
"She	shall	not	escape	from	me	so	soon	tonight,"	thought	Hermann	to	himself.	"I
know	what	I	will	do.	I	shall	put	 the	clock	back	by	one	hour,	so	that	when	it	 is
really	 twelve	 o'clock,	 they	will	 think	 it	 is	 only	 eleven.	One	 hour,	 one	 blessed
hour	more	in	her	company,	snatched	in	defiance	of	fate!"
Never	had	Hermann	been	more	charming	as	a	host	than	he	was	tonight.	He	bade
his	guests	heartily	welcome	and	shook	them	warmly	by	the	hand.	True,	he	was
somewhat	distracted	and	gave	strange	answers	to	questions	that	were	put	to	him.
His	eyes	were	constantly	on	the	door.
It	opened	at	last,	and	the	three	entered,	they	looked	lovelier	than	ever.	They	had
on	golden	shoes	and	wore	golden	girdles.	Their	dresses	were	white	edged	with
pale	 green	 like	 water-lilies	 with	 a	 green	 calyx.	 There	 was	 to	 be	 no	 spinning
tonight.	Hermann	had	provided	for	music	and	dancing,	and	he	became	giddy	and
his	senses	failed	him	almost	at	the	thought	of	dancing	with	the	lovely	Lenore.
Ah,	what	light	little	feet!	They	hardly	seemed	to	touch	the	ground	as	they	flew
round,	but	the	time	too	sped	by	with	great	rushing	wings,	though	Hermann	had
striven	 to	 check	 its	 headlong	 course.	 They	 paid	 no	 heed	 to	 the	 dwarf	 and	 his
constant	warning	 taps	on	 the	door.	The	 three	 sisters	were	 too	engrossed	 in	 the
delights	of	the	dance.	But	suddenly	Lenore	glanced	at	the	clock,	where	it	pointed
to	eleven.
"A	few	moments	more,	my	belovèd,"	she	said,	"and	then	we	must	part.	But	why
are	you	so	pale?"	she	asked	of	Hermann,	whose	heart	was	beating	fast	enough	to
suffocate	him,	for	he	was	afraid	now	of	the	consequences	of	his	deed.
"Lenore,"	he	said	chokingly,	"it	is	midnight,	I	hope	I	have	not	done	wrong.	I	put
back	the	clock.	I	wanted	to	keep	you	all	longer	at	my	house."



Lenore	 turned	 deadly	 pale.	 Then	 she	 told	 her	 sisters	 of	 the	 fatal	 trick	 that
Hermann	 had	 played	 on	 them,	 and	 they	 too	 turned	white	 as	 the	 chalk	 on	 the
walls.	Well	they	knew	their	father	and	what	his	revenge	might	be!
Murmuring	a	sad	farewell	Lenore	gazed	for	the	last	time	in	Hermann's	eyes,	and
then	the	dark	night	swallowed	her	up	for	ever.
The	dwarf's	lantern	could	be	seen	from	time	to	time	among	the	forest	trees	like	a
will-o'-the-wisp,	but	then	that	too	vanished.
The	dancing	and	feasting	went	on	for	some	time,	but	Hermann's	heart	was	sick
within	him,	and	he	had	no	spirit	left	for	the	revelry.	An	indescribable	feeling	of
terror	 and	 anxiety	 possessed	 him.	 The	 clock	 struck	 twelve	 and	 the	 guests
dispersed.	 They	 had	 hardly	 left	 the	 house	 when	 a	 terrific	 storm	 broke	 forth,
appalling	 in	 its	 awful	 violence.	 The	 house	 shook,	 trees	 were	 uprooted,	 and
lightning	 blazed	 continually.	 The	 tempest	was	 nothing,	 however,	 compared	 to
the	 storm	 in	 Hermann's	 breast.	 He	 could	 not	 rest	 or	 sleep,	 for	 fearful	 visions
assailed	him.	He	seemed	to	hear	his	beloved	Lenore	calling	him,	or	begging	for
mercy	from	her	cruel	father.
Towards	morning	 the	 storm	had	 somewhat	 abated	 though	 it	was	 by	 no	means
over.	Hermann	rushed	out	of	 the	house,	 taking	a	wild	pleasure	 in	battling	with
the	 fierce	 elements.	 Up	 and	 up	with	 a	 certain	 step	 he	 went	 towards	 that	 lake
where	all	his	anguish	had	begun,	and	yet	where	all	his	hopes	and	desires	were
centred.	As	he	approached	the	lake	through	the	fir-wood,	the	sky	over	the	great
cliff	was	rosy	in	the	early	dawn,	the	birds	were	singing,	and	the	harebells	raised
their	dew-drenched	heads	and	looked	at	him.	No	motion,	no	sound.	The	lake	was
cruel	it	seemed	to	him	in	its	indifference	to	his	grief.
"Lenore,"	he	cried,	"Lenore!"
Then	the	waters	of	the	lake	stirred	and	three	waves	arose,	each	one	greater	than
the	last,	and	in	the	third	was	the	nixy	king	with	a	cruel	expression	on	his	face.
"Ah,	 call	 for	 Lenore,"	 he	 said	mockingly,	 "but	 you	 will	 never	 see	 her	 again!
Behold,	the	doom	of	the	disobedient	daughters	is	fulfilled."
As	he	spoke	the	lake	stirred	again,	the	waters	whirled	round,	and	three	exquisite
rose-leaves	 rose	 from	 the	 depths	 of	 the	 lake	 and	 floated	 on	 the	 surface	 of	 the
water.
"Never	again	will	you	or	any	mortal	man	behold	the	nixies	of	the	pool.	They	are
changed	 into	 rose-leaves.	 This	 was	 their	 punishment."	 he	 said,	 "A	 poetical
punishment,	ha,	ha!"	and	he	vanished	with	a	tremendous	clap	of	thunder.
More	 than	 half-mad	 Hermann	 stumbled	 home,	 where	 for	 weeks	 he	 lingered
between	 life	and	death.	The	kind	 little	Brigitte	would	have	 liked	 to	have	 taken
care	 of	 him,	 and	 would	 have	 made	 him	 a	 good	 wife,	 but	 because	 of	 his
consuming	love	for	Lenore,	he	slowly	pined	away,	until	one	day	he	was	found



lying	dead	beside	the	fatal	lake.
	



DOCTOR	ALL-WISE

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	POOR	PEASANT,	NAMED	Crab,	who	once	drove	two	oxen,
with	a	load	of	wood,	into	the	city,	and	there	sold	it	for	two	crowns	to	a	doctor.
The	doctor	counted	out	 the	money	 to	him	as	he	sat	at	dinner,	and	 the	peasant,
seeing	how	well	he	fared,	yearned	to	live	like	him,	and	would	needs	be	a	doctor
too.	He	stood	a	little	while	in	thought,	and	at	last	asked	if	he	could	not	become	a
doctor.
"Oh	yes,"	 said	 the	doctor,	 "that	may	be	 easily	managed.	 In	 the	 first	 place	you
must	purchase	an	A,	B,	C	book,	only	taking	care	that	it	is	one	that	has	got	in	the
front	of	 it	 a	picture	of	 a	 cock	crowing.	Then	 sell	 your	 cart	 and	oxen,	 and	buy
with	the	money	clothes,	and	all	the	other	things	needful.	Thirdly,	and	lastly,	have
a	 sign	 painted	 with	 the	 words,	 'I	 am	Doctor	 All-Wise,'	 and	 have	 it	 nailed	 up
before	the	door	of	your	house."
The	peasant	did	exactly	as	he	had	been	 told,	and	after	he	had	doctored	a	 little
while,	it	chanced	that	a	certain	nobleman	was	robbed	of	a	large	sum	of	money.
Someone	told	him	that	there	lived	in	the	village	hard	by	a	Doctor	All-Wise,	who
was	sure	to	be	able	to	tell	him	where	his	money	had	gone.	The	nobleman	at	once
ordered	his	carriage	to	be	got	ready	and	rode	into	the	city,	and	having	come	to
the	doctor,	asked	him	if	he	was	Dr.	All-Wise.
"Oh	yes,"	answered	he,	"I	am	Doctor	All-Wise,	sure	enough."
"Will	you	go	with	me,	then,"	said	the	nobleman,	"and	get	me	back	my	money?"
"To	be	sure	I	will,"	said	the	doctor,	"but	my	wife	Grethel	must	go	with	me."
The	 nobleman	was	 pleased	 to	 hear	 this,	made	 them	 both	 get	 into	 the	 carriage
with	him,	and	away	they	all	rode	together.	When	they	arrived	at	the	nobleman's
house	dinner	was	already	prepared,	and	he	desired	 the	doctor	 to	sit	down	with
him.
"My	wife	Grethel,	too,"	said	the	doctor.
As	 soon	 as	 the	 first	 servant	 brought	 in	 the	 first	 dish,	 which	 was	 some	 great



delicacy,	 the	 doctor	 nudged	 his	 wife,	 and	 said,	 "Grethel,	 that	 is	 the	 first,"
meaning	the	first	dish.
The	servant	overheard	his	remark,	and	thought	he	meant	to	say	he	was	the	first
thief,	 which	 was	 actually	 the	 case,	 so	 he	 was	 sore	 troubled,	 and	 said	 to	 his
comrades,	"The	doctor	knows	everything.	Things	will	certainly	fall	out	ill,	for	he
said	I	was	the	first	thief."
The	second	servant	would	not	believe	what	he	said,	but	at	 last	he	was	obliged,
for	when	he	carried	 the	 second	dish	 into	 the	 room,	 the	doctor	 remarked	 to	his
wife,	"Grethel,	that	is	the	second."
The	second	servant	was	now	as	much	frightened	as	the	first,	and	was	pleased	to
leave	the	apartment.	The	third	served	no	better,	for	the	doctor	said,	"Grethel,	that
is	the	third."
Now	 the	 fourth	 carried	 in	 a	 dish	 which	 had	 a	 cover	 on	 it,	 and	 the	 nobleman
desired	the	doctor	to	show	his	skill	by	guessing	what	was	under	the	cover.	Now
it	was	a	crab.	The	doctor	looked	at	the	dish,	and	then	at	the	cover,	and	could	not
at	all	divine	what	they	contained,	nor	how	to	get	out	of	the	scrape.	At	length	he
said,	half	to	himself	and	half	aloud,
"Alas!	Poor	crab!"
When	the	nobleman	heard	this,	he	cried	out,	"You	have	guessed	it,	and	now	I	am
sure	you	will	know	where	my	money	is."
The	servant	was	greatly	troubled	at	 this,	and	he	winked	to	the	doctor	to	follow
him	out	of	 the	room,	and	no	sooner	did	he	do	so	than	the	whole	four	who	had
stolen	the	gold	stood	before	him,	and	said	 that	 they	would	give	it	up	instantly,
and	give	him	a	good	sum	to	boot,	provided	he	would	not	betray	them,	for	if	he
did	their	necks	would	pay	for	it.	The	doctor	promised,	and	they	conducted	him	to
the	place	where	 the	gold	 lay	concealed.	The	doctor	was	well	pleased	 to	see	 it,
and	went	 back	 to	 the	 nobleman,	 and	 said,	 "My	 lord,	 I	will	 now	 search	 in	my
book	and	discover	where	the	money	is."
Now	the	fifth	servant	had	crept	into	an	oven	to	hear	what	the	doctor	said.	He	sat
for	some	time	turning	over	the	leaves	of	his	A,	B,	C	book,	looking	for	the	picture
of	the	crowing	cock,	and	as	he	did	not	find	it	readily,	he	exclaimed,	"I	know	you
are	in	here,	and	you	must	come	out."
Then	 the	man	 in	 the	 oven,	 thinking	 the	 doctor	 spoke	 of	 him,	 jumped	out	 in	 a
great	fright,	saying,	"The	man	knows	everything."
Then	Doctor	All-Wise	showed	the	nobleman	where	the	gold	was	hidden,	but	he
said	nothing	as	 to	who	stole	 it.	So	he	 received	a	great	 reward	 from	all	parties,
and	became	a	very	famous	man.
	



THE	YOUNG	MAN	WHO	WOULD	HAVE	HIS	EYES
OPENED

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Violet
Fairy	Book,	published	in	1901.	The	original	is	taken	from	Ehstnische	Märchen
by	Friedrich	Reinhold	Kreutzwald,	published	in	1869.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	youth	who	was	never	happy	unless	he
was	prying	 into	something	 that	other	people	knew	nothing	about.	After	he	had
learned	 to	 understand	 the	 language	 of	 birds	 and	 beasts,	 he	 discovered
accidentally	that	a	great	deal	took	place	under	cover	of	night	which	mortal	eyes
never	saw.	From	that	moment	he	felt	he	could	not	rest	 till	 these	hidden	secrets
were	laid	bare	to	him,	and	he	spent	his	whole	time	wandering	from	one	wizard	to
another,	begging	them	to	open	his	eyes,	but	found	none	to	help	him.	At	length	he
reached	an	old	magician	called	Mana,	whose	 learning	was	greater	 than	 that	of
the	rest,	and	who	could	tell	him	all	he	wanted	to	know.
But	when	the	old	man	had	listened	attentively	to	him,	he	said,	warningly,	"My
son,	do	not	follow	after	empty	knowledge,	which	will	not	bring	you	happiness,
but	 rather	 evil.	Much	 is	 hidden	 from	 the	 eyes	of	men,	 because	did	 they	know
everything	 their	 hearts	 would	 no	 longer	 be	 at	 peace.	 Knowledge	 kills	 joy,
therefore	think	well	what	you	are	doing,	or	someday	you	will	repent.	But	if	you
will	not	take	my	advice,	then	truly	I	can	show	you	the	secrets	of	the	night.	Only
you	will	need	more	than	a	man's	courage	to	bear	the	sight."
He	 stopped	 and	 looked	 at	 the	young	man,	who	nodded	his	 head,	 and	 then	 the
wizard	 continued,	 "Tomorrow	 night	 you	must	 go	 to	 the	 place	where,	 once	 in
seven	years,	 the	serpent-king	gives	a	great	 feast	 to	his	whole	court.	 In	 front	of
him	stands	a	golden	bowl	filled	with	goats’	milk,	and	if	you	can	manage	to	dip	a
piece	 of	 bread	 in	 this	milk,	 and	 eat	 it	 before	 you	 are	 obliged	 to	 fly,	 you	will
understand	all	the	secrets	of	the	night	that	are	hidden	from	other	men.	It	is	lucky
for	 you	 that	 the	 serpent-king's	 feast	 happens	 to	 fall	 this	 year,	 otherwise	 you
would	have	had	long	to	wait	for	it.	But	take	care	to	be	quick	and	bold,	or	it	will
be	the	worse	for	you."
The	 young	man	 thanked	 the	wizard	 for	 his	 counsel,	 and	went	 his	way	 firmly



resolved	to	carry	out	his	purpose,	even	if	he	paid	for	it	with	his	life,	and	when
night	came	he	set	out	for	a	wide,	 lonely	moor,	where	the	serpent-king	held	his
feast.	 With	 sharpened	 eyes,	 he	 looked	 eagerly	 all	 round	 him,	 but	 could	 see
nothing	 but	 a	 multitude	 of	 small	 hillocks,	 that	 lay	 motionless	 under	 the
moonlight.	He	crouched	behind	a	bush	for	some	time,	 till	he	felt	 that	midnight
could	 not	 be	 far	 off,	 when	 suddenly	 there	 arose	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	moor	 a
brilliant	 glow,	 as	 if	 a	 star	 was	 shining	 over	 one	 of	 the	 hillocks.	 At	 the	 same
moment	all	the	hillocks	began	to	writhe	and	to	crawl,	and	from	each	one	came
hundreds	of	serpents.	They	all	made	straight	for	the	glow,	where	they	knew	they
should	find	their	king.	When	they	reached	the	hillock	where	he	dwelt,	which	was
higher	and	broader	than	the	rest,	and	had	a	bright	light	hanging	over	the	top,	they
coiled	themselves	up	and	waited.	The	whirr	and	confusion	from	all	the	serpent-
houses	 were	 so	 great	 that	 the	 youth	 did	 not	 dare	 to	 advance	 one	 step,	 but
remained	where	he	was,	watching	intently	all	that	went	on,	but	at	last	he	began
to	take	courage,	and	moved	on	softly	step	by	step.
What	he	saw	was	creepier	than	creepy,	and	surpassed	all	he	had	ever	dreamt	of.
Thousands	of	snakes,	big	and	little	and	of	every	colour,	were	gathered	together
in	one	great	cluster	round	a	huge	serpent,	whose	body	was	as	thick	as	a	beam,
and	which	had	on	 its	head	a	golden	crown,	 from	which	 the	 light	sprang.	Their
hissings	and	darting	tongues	so	terrified	the	young	man	that	his	heart	sank,	and
he	felt	he	should	never	have	courage	to	push	on	to	certain	death,	when	suddenly
he	caught	sight	of	the	golden	bowl	in	front	of	the	serpent-king,	and	knew	that	if
he	lost	this	chance	it	would	never	come	back.
So,	 with	 his	 hair	 standing	 on	 end	 and	 his	 blood	 frozen	 in	 his	 veins,	 he	 crept
forwards.	 Oh!	 what	 a	 noise	 and	 a	 whirr	 rose	 afresh	 among	 the	 serpents.
Thousands	 of	 heads	 were	 reared,	 and	 tongues	 were	 stretched	 out	 to	 sting	 the
intruder	to	death,	but	happily	for	him	their	bodies	were	so	closely	entwined	one
in	the	other	that	they	could	not	disentangle	themselves	quickly.	Like	lightning	he
seized	a	bit	of	bread,	dipped	it	in	the	bowl,	and	put	it	in	his	mouth,	then	dashed
away	as	if	fire	was	pursuing	him.	On	he	flew	as	if	a	whole	army	of	foes	were	at
his	heels,	and	he	seemed	to	hear	the	noise	of	their	approach	growing	nearer	and
nearer.	At	length	his	breath	failed	him,	and	he	threw	himself	almost	senseless	on
the	turf.
While	 he	 lay	 there	 dreadful	 dreams	haunted	him.	He	 thought	 that	 the	 serpent-
king	with	the	fiery	crown	had	twined	himself	round	him,	and	was	crushing	out
his	 life.	With	a	 loud	shriek	he	sprang	up	to	do	battle	with	his	enemy,	when	he
saw	that	it	was	rays	of	the	sun	which	had	wakened	him.	He	rubbed	his	eyes	and
looked	all	round,	but	nothing	could	he	see	of	the	foes	of	the	past	night,	and	the
moor	where	he	had	run	into	such	danger	must	be	at	least	a	mile	away.	But	it	was
no	dream	that	he	had	run	hard	and	far,	or	that	he	had	drunk	of	the	magic	goats’
milk.	And	when	he	felt	his	limbs,	and	found	them	whole,	his	joy	was	great	that



he	had	come	through	such	perils	with	a	sound	skin.
After	the	fatigues	and	terrors	of	the	night,	he	lay	still	till	mid-day,	but	he	made
up	his	mind	he	would	go	that	very	evening	into	the	forest	to	try	what	the	goats’
milk	could	really	do	for	him,	and	if	he	would	now	be	able	to	understand	all	that
had	been	a	mystery	to	him.	And	once	in	the	forest	his	doubts	were	set	at	rest,	for
he	saw	what	no	mortal	eyes	had	ever	seen	before.	Beneath	the	trees	were	golden
pavilions,	with	flags	of	silver	all	brightly	lighted	up.	He	was	still	wondering	why
the	pavilions	were	there,	when	a	noise	was	heard	among	the	trees,	as	if	the	wind
had	suddenly	got	up,	and	on	all	sides	beautiful	maidens	stepped	from	the	trees
into	the	bright	light	of	the	moon.	These	were	the	wood-nymphs,	daughters	of	the
earth-mother,	 who	 came	 every	 night	 to	 hold	 their	 dances,	 in	 the	 forest.	 The
young	man,	watching	from	his	hiding	place,	wished	he	had	a	hundred	eyes	in	his
head,	for	two	were	not	nearly	enough	for	the	sight	before	him,	the	dances	lasting
till	 the	 first	 streaks	of	 dawn.	Then	 a	 silvery	veil	 seemed	 to	be	drawn	over	 the
ladies,	and	they	vanished	from	sight.	But	the	young	man	remained	where	he	was
till	the	sun	was	high	in	the	heavens,	and	then	went	home.
He	felt	 that	day	 to	be	endless,	and	counted	 the	minutes	 till	night	should	come,
and	he	might	return	to	the	forest.	But	when	at	last	he	got	there	he	found	neither
pavilions	nor	nymphs,	and	though	he	went	back	many	nights	after	he	never	saw
them	again.	Still,	he	thought	about	them	night	and	day,	and	ceased	to	care	about
anything	else	in	 the	world,	and	was	sick	to	the	end	of	his	 life	with	longing	for
that	 beautiful	 vision.	 And	 that	 was	 the	 way	 he	 learned	 that	 the	 wizard	 had
spoken	truly	when	he	said,	"Blindness	is	man's	highest	good."
	



FASTRADA

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

BY	THE	SIDE	OF	THE	"BEAUTIFUL	Doorway,"	leading	into	the	cloisters	of
the	cathedral	at	Mainz,	stands,	worked	into	the	wall,	a	fragment	of	the	tomb	of
Fastrada,	the	fourth	wife	of	the	mighty	monarch	Charlemagne	according	to	some
authorities,	 the	 third	 according	 to	 others.	 Fastrada	 figures	 in	 the	 following
tradition	related	by	the	author	of	the	Rhyming	Chronicle.
When	the	Kaiser,	Karl,	abode	at	Zurich,	he	dwelt	in	a	house	called	"The	Hole,"
in	front	of	which	he	caused	a	pillar	to	be	erected	with	a	bell	on	the	top	of	it,	to
the	 end	 that	whoever	 demanded	 justice	 should	 have	 the	means	 of	 announcing
himself.	One	day,	as	he	sat	at	dinner	in	his	house,	he	heard	the	bell	ring,	and	sent
out	his	servants	to	bring	the	claimant	before	him,	but	they	could	find	no	one.	A
second	and	a	third	time	the	bell	rang,	but	no	human	being	was	still	to	be	seen.	At
length	 the	Kaiser	 himself	went	 forth,	 and	he	 found	 a	 large	 serpent,	which	had
twined	itself	round	the	shaft	of	the	pillar,	and	was	then	in	the	very	act	of	pulling
the	bell	rope.
"This	 is	God's	will,"	 said	 the	monarch.	 "Let	 the	brute	be	brought	before	me.	 I
may	deny	justice	to	none	of	God's	creatures,	man	or	beast."
The	serpent	was	accordingly	ushered	into	the	imperial	presence,	and	the	Kaiser
spoke	to	it	as	he	would	to	one	of	his	own	kind,	gravely	asking	what	it	required.
The	reptile	made	a	most	courteous	reverence	to	Charlemagne,	and	signed	in	its
dumb	way	for	him	to	follow.	He	did	so	accordingly,	accompanied	by	his	court,
and	the	creature	led	them	on	to	the	water's	edge,	to	the	shores	of	the	lake,	where
it	 had	 its	 nest.	 Arrived	 there,	 the	 Kaiser	 soon	 saw	 the	 cause	 of	 the	 serpent's
seeking	him,	for	its	nest,	which	was	full	of	eggs,	was	occupied	by	a	hideous	toad
of	monstrous	proportions.
"Let	 the	 toad	 be	 flung	 into	 the	 fire,"	 said	 the	monarch	 solemnly,	 "and	 let	 the
serpent	have	possession	of	its	nest	restored	to	it."
This	 sentence	was	carried	at	once	 into	execution.	The	 toad	was	burnt,	 and	 the
serpent	 placed	 in	 possession.	 Charlemagne	 and	 his	 court	 then	 returned	 to	 the



palace.
Three	days	afterwards,	as	the	Kaiser	again	sat	at	dinner,	he	was	surprised	at	the
appearance	 of	 the	 serpent,	 which	 this	 time	 glided	 into	 the	 hall	 unnoticed	 and
unannounced.
"What	does	this	mean?"	thought	the	king.
The	reptile	approached	 the	 table,	and	raising	 itself	on	 its	 tail,	dropped	from	its
mouth,	into	an	empty	plate	which	stood	beside	the	monarch,	a	precious	diamond.
Then,	again	abasing	itself	before	him,	the	crawling	creature	glided	out	of	the	hall
as	 it	 had	 entered,	 and	 was	 speedily	 lost	 to	 view.	 This	 diamond	 the	 monarch
caused	to	be	set	in	a	costly	chased	ring	of	the	richest	gold,	and	he	then	presented
the	trinket	to	his	fair	wife,	the	much-beloved	Fastrada.
Now	this	stone	had	the	virtue	of	attraction,	and	whoso	received	it	from	another,
so	long	as	they	wore	it,	received	also	the	intensest	love	of	that	individual.	It	was
thus	with	Fastrada,	 for	no	sooner	did	 she	place	 the	 ring	on	her	 finger	 than	 the
attachment	of	Charlemagne,	great	before,	no	longer	knew	any	bounds.	In	fact	his
love	was	more	like	madness	than	any	sane	passion.	But	though	this	talisman	had
full	power	over	love,	it	had	no	power	over	death,	and	the	mighty	monarch	was
soon	to	experience	that	nothing	may	avert	the	fiat	of	destiny.
Charlemagne	 and	 his	 beloved	 bride	 returned	 to	 Germany,	 and,	 at	 Ingelheim
palace,	Fastrada	died.	The	Kaiser	was	 inconsolable.	He	would	not	 listen	 to	 the
voice	of	friendship,	and	he	sorrowed	in	silence	over	the	dead	body	of	his	once
beautiful	 bride.	 Even	when	 decay	 had	 commenced,	when	 the	 remains,	 late	 so
lovely,	were	 now	 loathsome	 to	 look	 on,	 he	 could	 not	 be	 induced	 to	 leave	 the
corpse	for	a	moment,	or	to	quit	the	chamber	of	death	in	which	it	lay.	The	court
were	all	astounded.	They	knew	not	what	to	make	of	the	matter.
At	 length	 Turpin,	 Archbishop	 of	 Rheims,	 approached	 the	 corpse,	 and	 being
made	 aware	 of	 the	 cause,	 by	 some	 supernatural	 communication	 contrived	 to
engage	the	emperor's	attention	while	he	removed	the	charm.	The	magic	ring	was
found	by	him	in	the	mouth	of	the	dead	empress,	concealed	beneath	her	tongue.
Immediately	 that	 the	 talisman	 was	 removed	 the	 spell	 was	 broken,	 and
Charlemagne	 now	 looked	 on	 the	 putrid	 corpse	with	 all	 the	 natural	 horror	 and
loathing	of	an	ordinary	man.	He	gave	orders	for	its	immediate	interment,	which
were	at	once	carried	into	execution,	and	he	then	departed	from	Ingelheim	for	the
forest	of	the	Ardennes.	Arrived	at	Aix-la-Chapelle,	he	took	up	his	abode	in	the
ancient	castle	of	Frankenstein,	close	by	that	famous	city.	The	esteem,	however,
that	 he	 had	 felt	 for	 Fastrada	was	 now	 transferred	 to	 the	 possessor	 of	 the	 ring,
Archbishop	 Turpin,	 and	 the	 pious	 ecclesiastic	 was	 so	 persecuted	 by	 the
emperor's	affection	that	he	finally	cast	the	talisman	into	the	lake	which	surrounds
the	castle.



An	 immediate	 transference	 of	 the	 royal	 liking	 took	 place,	 and	 the	 monarch,
thenceforth	 and	 for	 ever	 after	 during	 his	 lifetime,	 loved	 Aix-la-Chapelle	 as	 a
man	might	love	his	wife.	So	much	did	he	become	attached	to	it,	that	he	directed
that	he	should	be	buried	there,	and	there	accordingly	his	remains	rest	unto	this
day.
	



THE	OLD	KING

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 an	 original	 by	 Margaret	 Arndt	 in	 Fairy	 Tales
From	 The	 German	 Forests,	 published	 by	 Everett	 &	 Co	 Ltd,	 42	 Essex	 Street,
London,	in	1913.	The	author’s	real	name	was	Margaret	Heaton,	who	published
under	 the	 name	Margaret	 Arndt	 or	 Frau	 Arndt,	 her	 husband	 being	 German,
Paul	Arndt.
	

	

WALTER	HAD	BEEN	PLAYING	WITH	HIS	kite	in	the	garden.	Somehow	or
other	it	would	never	mount	properly,	unless	his	father	was	there	to	help	him.	It
was	apt	to	fly	up	a	little	way,	and	then	to	fall	into	a	bush	or	fence,	and	there	to
perch	like	a	big	bird,	until	Walter	and	his	friends	rescued	it	with	difficulty.	But
on	 a	windy	 day	when	 his	 father	 took	 him	 into	 the	 open	 fields,	 away	 the	 kite
would	 sail,	 until	 Walter	 grew	 anxious	 lest	 it	 should	 disappear	 altogether	 in
cloudland.
It	was	a	fine	afternoon,	about	three	o'clock,	a	lazy,	sleepy	time	of	day.	A	queer
jumble	of	all	the	fairy	stories	that	the	boy	knew,	passed	through	his	head	as	he
sat	 on	 the	 lawn,	 day-dreaming,	while	 his	 kite	 flapped	 its	wings	 on	 the	 ground
beside	him.
Now	you	must	know	 that	 it	happened	 to	be	Midsummer	Eve,	 the	summer	 fête
day	of	 the	 fairies.	Walter	 stared	at	 the	mountains	whose	great	purple	heads	he
could	 see	 in	 the	 far	 distance	 across	 the	 green	 plain.	 How	 they	 changed	 from
moment	to	moment,	as	the	clouds	cast	their	shadows	on	them,	till	the	sun	shone
out	bright	again	and	chased	away	the	shadows.	As	Walter	looked	intently	at	his
favourite	peak,	a	mountain	called	 the	Old	King,	he	saw	a	shining	cloud	on	 the
summit	against	the	sky,	that	he	had	never	noticed	there	before.	As	he	gazed	and
gazed,	 the	cloud	seemed	to	form	itself	 into	a	wonderful	castle.	Each	 turret	and
tower	was	 of	 an	 exquisite	 hue	 like	 the	 clouds	 at	 sunset.	 Grey	mists	wreathed
round	it,	and	made	a	soft,	mysterious	background,	and	the	castle	became	more
vivid	and	shone	like	gold.
How	should	Walter	reach	this	fairy	palace?	For	reach	it	he	felt	that	he	must!	His
kite	had	an	answer	ready.	It	jumped	up	from	the	ground,	and	looked	at	him	with
a	queerly	human	expression,	and	seemed	to	say,	"Sail	me!"
Walter	gave	but	one	touch	to	unwind	the	string,	and	up,	up	it	mounted	like	the



Parzival	airship,	bearing	 the	 little	boy	with	 it,	who	held	 tight	 to	 the	end	of	 the
cord.	 He	 felt	 rather	 giddy	 and	 frightened	 at	 first,	 but	 soon	 found	 out	 that	 by
holding	the	cord	in	his	hands	to	give	him	confidence,	and	making	movements	in
the	air,	similar	to	those	of	swimming,	he	could	fly	quite	easily.
Most	of	us	have	experienced	this	delightful	sensation	in	our	dreams,	and	I	have
heard	 children	 declare	 that	when	 they	were	 small,	 they	 used	 to	 fly	 downstairs
without	 even	 touching	 the	 banisters.	 Perhaps	 flying	may	be	 a	 forgotten	 art,	 or
perhaps	we	have	not	yet	learned	to	discover,	and	to	use	our	wings.
To	Walter	it	came	quite	naturally.	On,	on	they	flew	over	the	trees,	and	over	the
houses,	and	over	the	windings	of	the	Nidda.	Walter	could	hear	the	tinkle-tinkle
of	sheep	bells	below,	or	was	 it	possible	 that	he	could	already	hear	 the	bells	of
fairyland	ringing?	Over	the	church	spire	of	a	little	village	they	soared,	and	all	the
children	 shouted,	 "Zeppelin!	 Zeppelin!"	 because	 you	 see	 all	 this	 happened	 in
modern	times,	when	even	the	children	no	longer	believe	in	the	supernatural.
As	the	kite	flew	nearer	to	the	mountains	Walter	could	see	the	well-known	tower
of	the	Feldberg,	and	the	inns	kept	by	the	landlords	Storm	and	Monster,	he	could
see	the	castle	of	Cronberg,	and	the	interesting	village	of	Falkenstein.
But	where	was	 the	 beautiful	 palace	 on	 the	Altkönig?	Here	was	 nothing	 to	 be
seen	but	trees,	trees,	trees.	He	would	have	thought	it	all	a	dream,	were	it	not	for
his	wonderful	 flight	 through	 the	 air.	 The	 kite	 now	 dropped	 gradually,	 and	 set
Walter	 on	 the	 ground.	 Then	 it	 began	 to	 flap	 about	 undecidedly,	 and	 behave
queerly,	 like	a	dog	seeking	for	a	 trail.	At	 last	 it	set	off	again	up	a	narrow	path
leading	straight	into	the	green	woods.
Walter	 followed,	 still	holding	 tight	by	 its	 tail,	no	 longer	 soaring	but	 skimming
the	 ground.	 Once	 or	 twice	 the	 poor	 kite	 was	 entangled	 in	 the	 branches,	 but
Walter	freed	it,	and	off	it	set	again	at	a	fine	pace	up	the	mountain-side.
Walter	 began	 to	 feel	 hungry,	 for	 there	 is	 nothing	 like	 flying	 to	 give	 you	 an
appetite,	 as	Mr	Euler	would	 surely	 tell	 you,	 but	 the	 kite	 allowed	 him	no	 time
even	to	gather	a	few	raspberries	on	the	way.	At	last	they	came	to	a	place	where
several	paths	crossed,	and	here	the	woods	took	another	character.	Dark	firs	grew
in	 the	place	of	beeches	 and	oaks.	These	 firs	were	 covered	with	 a	 silver	 lichen
that	looked	like	hoar	frost.
A	little	hut	made	of	rough	logs	of	woods	stood	at	this	crossing.	At	the	door	stood
a	 little	 old	 woman.	 She	 had	 neither	 red	 eyes	 nor	 a	 hooked	 nose,	 so	 Walter
thought	to	himself,	"She	cannot	be	a	wicked	old	witch	like	the	one	who	caught
Hänsel	and	Gretel."	She	had	a	friendly,	grandmotherly	face,	and	invited	Walter
to	come	into	her	hut.
"You	must	be	so	hungry,	you	poor	little	man,"	she	said.	"Come	in,	come	in,	the
coffee	 is	 all	 hot	 and	waiting	 for	 you!"	Then	 she	 turned	 to	 the	 kite	which	was



turning	head	over	heels,	and	making	grimaces	on	the	ground.	"Be	off	with	you,"
she	said,	"we	shall	not	need	you	anymore!"
"Good-bye,	 good-bye,	 dear	 kite,"	 said	 Walter,	 "thank	 you	 very	 much	 for
bringing	me	here."
The	kite	grinned	and	made	a	funny	bow,	then	he	mounted	up	of	his	own	accord,
and	sailed	away	home	over	the	tree-tops.
On	a	rough	wooden	table	was	spread	a	delicious	repast.	Rolls	and	butter,	coffee
and	milk,	Streuselkuchen	and	Butterkuchen	such	as	German	children	 love,	and
also	cakes	called	Bubenschenkel,	or	little	boy's	legs.	Walter	did	not	quite	like	the
name	of	 these	cakes,	 it	made	him	 think	of	witches	again,	but	 they	 tasted	quite
harmless.
Whilst	he	was	eating	his	cake,	there	was	a	knock	at	the	door	of	the	hut,	and	in
came	a	smart	 fox,	wearing	a	 red	cap	with	green	feather,	and	a	 jaunty	coat	and
waistcoat.
"Heigho!	How	fine	you	are,	Mr	Fox,"	said	 the	old	woman,	"I	suppose	you	are
going	to	the	ball	tonight?"
"O	yes,	of	course,	I	am	going	to	be	there	early.	Miss	Bushy	Tail	has	promised	to
be	my	partner	for	the	Polonaise,"	he	said.	"I	hope	you	have	a	cup	of	coffee	ready
for	me."	He	then	sat	down,	and	peered	at	Walter	with	his	bright,	inquisitive	eyes.
Now	everyone	knows	that	the	foxes	dance	on	the	Feldberg	on	May	Day.	On	one
of	 the	 biggest	 fir-trees	 there	 hangs	 a	 picture	 of	 two	 foxes	 dancing,	 and	 these
cross-roads	 have	 thence	 derived	 their	 name	 Fuchstanz.	 But	 they	 do	 not	 only
dance	on	May	Day,	but	on	many	other	occasions	such	as	the	present.	Walter	had
often	wished	that	he	could	see	them	at	their	sports.
Presently	there	was	a	scratching	at	the	window,	and	in	came	a	squirrel	in	a	great
hurry	with	a	bag	of	nuts	slung	over	his	shoulder.	He	disturbed	the	great	black	cat
who	was	asleep	on	the	window-sill,	and	she	bristled	with	rage,	and	swore	at	him,
but	he	took	no	notice,	and	was	off	again	in	a	jiffy,	after	having	drunk	a	tiny	little
glass	of	milk	which	stood	all	ready	for	him	on	the	table.	The	squirrels	were	very
busy,	 for	 a	 great	 many	 nuts	 were	 required	 for	 the	 feast,	 and	 they	 had	 been
turning	out	their	store	cupboards.
A	 little	hare	peeped	shyly	 in	at	 the	door.	 "Hullo!"	he	 said.	 "Fine	doings	at	 the
castle	tonight.	I	am	carrying	up	a	basket	or	so	of	Easter	Eggs.	They	are	sure	to
please	the	Old	King,"	and	off	he	went.
"Is	he	really	the	Easter	Hare?"	asked	Walter,	but	no	one	answered	his	question.
The	old	woman	smiled	mysteriously.	When	Walter	had	finished	his	coffee,	she
said,	 "Now	my	 little	 dear,	 you	must	 be	 off	 as	well,	 or	 you	will	 be	 late	 at	 the
castle.	It	is	a	great	privilege	for	you	to	be	invited,	it	is	long	since	the	Old	King
has	sent	for	a	mortal	child."



"But	did	he	send	for	me?"	said	Walter,	astonished.
"Why	of	course,	or	how	could	you	have	got	here	alone,"	said	the	fairy.	"But	be
very	polite	and	answer	nicely	when	spoken	to,	or	the	Old	King	might	be	angry,
and	when	he	 is	angry	 the	whole	mountain	shakes,	and	I	crouch	and	tremble	 in
my	 little	hut.	But	now	 let	us	see	 if	 I	have	not	got	 something	 fine	 for	you."	So
speaking	 she	 pulled	 out	 a	 sack	 of	 toys	 that	 stood	 in	 a	 dark	 corner	 and	 gave
Walter	a	cart	 and	horse.	At	 first	 it	was	quite	 small,	but	when	she	 set	 it	on	 the
floor,	 it	grew	and	grew	until	 it	was	 large	enough	for	a	seven	year's	old	boy	 to
ride	in.	And	O	marvel,	the	wooden	horse	began	to	prance	as	if	it	were	alive!
Walter	 sprang	 into	 the	 cart,	 the	 door	 of	 the	 hut	 stood	 wide	 open,	 and	 out	 he
drove.
"Good-bye,	 good-bye,"	 said	 the	 fairy	 of	 Fuchstanz.	 She	 gave	 him	 a	 bag	 of
gingerbread	nuts,	beautifully	ornamented,	as	the	peasants	in	the	Odenwald	know
how	to	make	them.	One	had	on	it,	"For	a	good	boy."
It	was	an	invitation	from	the	Old	King	and	was	worded	as	follows:
AUDIENCE	 WITH	 HIS	 MAJESTY,	 10-11.	 AMUSEMENTS	 VARIED.
SUPPER	AND	DANCING,	12.	CRYING	FORBIDDEN.	OLD	KING
"Good-bye,	I	will	come	to	see	you	again	very	soon,"	said	Walter,	and	he	drove
up	the	mountain	in	fine	style.
It	was	now	getting	quite	dark,	for	he	had	stayed	longer	than	he	was	aware	of	in
the	little	hut.	The	firs	stood	black	and	deep	on	either	hand,	and	he	would	have
been	frightened	perhaps,	but	he	was	tired.	He	closed	his	eyes	and	played	at	being
asleep	in	his	 little	bed	at	home.	When	he	opened	his	eyes	again,	he	saw	bright
lights	 flitting	 through	 the	 gloomy	 fir-trees	 like	 so	 many	 luminous	 butterflies.
One	flew	towards	him,	and	settled	on	the	side	of	his	cart,	and	he	saw	that	it	was
a	lovely	elf	with	a	crown	of	gold	on	his	head.	"King	Oberon	himself,"	 thought
Walter.
The	elf	answered,	as	all	fairies	do,	to	his	thoughts.	"Yes	I	am	Oberon,	King	of
the	fairies,"	he	said	in	a	voice	in	a	high	key	like	the	hum	of	insects.	"I	have	come
to	 look	at	you,	 for	 it	 is	 so	 long	since	 I	have	spoken	 to	a	mortal	child.	Mortals
care	no	longer	for	us.	They	like	true	stories,	that	is	stories	about	their	own	stupid
little	lives.	 'Fairies	do	not	exist,'	they	say.	Ha,	ha,	ha!	We	pinch	their	silly	little
toes,	and	send	them	bad	dreams,	and	hide	their	toys,	and	blot	their	copy-books,
but	then	we	do	not	exist!	Ha,	ha,	ha!"
"But	I	care	very	much,"	said	Walter	eagerly.	"O	won't	you	come	home	with	me
and	live	with	me	always	and	sleep	in	my	bed,	you	beautiful	little	Elf-man."	And
he	put	out	his	hand	to	catch	the	fairy	as	a	child	might	grasp	at	a	butterfly.	But,
puff!	 He	 was	 off	 like	 a	 seed	 of	 the	 thistledown,	 and	 a	 peal	 of	 fairy	 laughter
sounded	in	his	ears.	Then	all	was	still	and	dark	again.



Suddenly	 a	 sound	of	 bells	 broke	 the	 stillness	 ling-lang-ding-dong.	These	were
the	foxgloves,	and	the	balsams	popped	like	tiny	pistols,	and	from	the	tall	mosses
came	 sudden	 explosions	 and	 the	 scattering	 of	 illuminated	 spores.	 All	 this	 in
honour	of	the	night.
Suddenly	Walter	 became	 aware	 of	 a	 huge	 rock	 in	 front	 of	 him.	 Towering	 up
black	and	high	on	its	summit	was	the	wonderful	castle	that	he	had	seen	from	the
distant	plain.	White	and	grey	were	its	cloudy	walls,	rose	and	lemon	and	emerald
its	 towers	 and	 turrets.	 Its	 roof	was	 the	 sky	 studded	with	 a	 thousand	 diamond-
rayed	stars.
The	horse	could	go	no	farther,	for	his	mission	was	accomplished.	The	boy	bade
his	dear	steed	farewell	with	many	fond	regrets,	and	set	out	with	a	brave	heart	to
scale	the	rock	alone.	It	was	a	difficult	and	dangerous	climb	in	the	dark	night,	but,
however,	he	managed	with	the	help	of	bushes	and	shrubs	to	reach	nearly	to	the
top.	 But	 alas	 the	 last	 step	 was	 too	 steep	 for	 the	 little	 boy,	 it	 was	 a	 sheer,
perpendicular	wall.	Our	hero	looked	round	in	despair,	big	drops	gathered	in	his
eyes,	but	he	would	not	let	them	fall.	He	stood	quite	still,	clinging	to	the	rock	and
unable	to	move	either	forward	or	backward.	It	seemed	like	the	climax	of	a	bad
dream.	Suddenly	he	saw	a	bright	cloud	approaching	him,	and	the	air	was	full	of
a	multitude	of	tiny	elves.	They	seized	hold	of	him	by	his	coat	and	knickers	and
boots	and	even	by	his	curly	hair,	and	bore	him	upwards	singing:
	

"Fairies	seek	and	fairies	save
Children	who	are	bold	and	brave."
	

So	 they	 supported	him	up	 the	 last	 step	and	 they	 floated	off	 as	 they	had	come,
looking	in	the	distance	like	a	cloud	of	bright	fireflies.
Walter	 now	 found	himself	 in	 a	 dark,	mysterious	garden.	The	bushes	 and	 trees
took	strange	forms	and	seemed	alive.	One	shrub	that	looked	like	a	big	black	bear
gave	a	low	growl,	as	he	passed	by.	He	was	really	frightened	and	his	little	heart
beat	fast,	in	spite	of	all	the	fairies	had	said	in	praise	of	his	bravery.	But	he	soon
reached	a	lovely	lighted	avenue	leading	straight	up	to	the	entrance	of	the	castle.
The	 doors	 were	 open	 wide.	 Two	 large	 white	 owls	 stood	 on	 either	 side	 as
sentinels.	A	stream	of	light	poured	out	of	the	hall	and	dazzled	Walter's	eyes,	so
that	he	could	not	see	distinctly	at	first.	Graceful	wood	nymphs	stood	chatting	in
groups.	A	 statue	of	Siegfried	 slaying	 the	dragon	was	 in	 the	 centre	 of	 the	hall.
Small	fountains	played	round	it.
It	seemed	as	if	he	were	expected	at	the	castle	as	his	arrival	created	no	surprise.
Two	fairies	advanced	and	took	him	by	the	hand.	Walter	 thought	 they	were	 the
loveliest	 ladies	 he	 had	 ever	 seen.	 One	 was	 fair	 and	 dressed	 in	 cloudy	 gauze



which	changed	in	colour	from	blue	to	green	and	mauve	like	opalescent	waters,
the	other	was	dark	and	wore	a	dress	of	rose	colour	that	changed	into	orange	and
red	like	leaping	flames	of	fire.	These	were	the	geniuses	of	water	and	fire.	Walter
did	not	know	this	at	 the	time,	at	 least	he	only	guessed	it,	but	he	was	really	too
young	 to	 speculate	 as	 to	 the	 nature	 of	 the	 strange	 sights	 he	 saw.	 He	 found
himself	 suddenly	 in	 a	 Court	 suit	 of	 white	 woollen	 material,	 beautifully
embroidered	and	lined	with	silver.
"Now	you	are	a	cloud	with	a	silver	lining,"	his	fairy	friends	said	to	him	smiling.
"You	are	sure	to	please	the	Old	King."
Wonderful	fairy	creatures,	nixies	and	gnomes	and	goblins	arrived	every	minute
as	guests	for	the	castle.	The	hare	came	in	quite	breathless	with	a	basket	which	he
delivered	up	to	an	attendant,	saying:	"Eggs	for	His	Majesty."
The	 fox	 from	 Fuchstanz	 seemed	 to	 feel	 himself	 very	 important,	 and	 he
swaggered	 about,	 knocking	 people	 with	 his	 bushy	 tail.	 He	 stuck	 out	 a	 paw
condescendingly	 for	Walter	 to	 shake	 as	 he	 went	 by,	 and	 stared	 at	 him	 more
inquisitively	than	ever.
An	elderly	woman	who	would	have	been	very	neat	and	tidy,	save	that	her	hair
was	white	with	snowflakes	(no,	it	could	not	be	snow,	it	was	little	feathers	as	soft
as	 down)	 came	 in	 smiling	with	 a	 pot	 of	 bilberry	 jam	 under	 her	 arm.	 She	 had
come	 from	 the	 Rossert	 Mountain,	 and	 the	 jam	 had	 been	 cooked	 as	 was	 her
custom	on	the	Holle	Stone,	that	mysterious	stone	on	the	slopes	of	the	Rossert,	so
neatly	marked	on	 the	Taunus	map,	but	 so	 impossible	 for	 the	curious	mortal	 to
find.
Gradually	all	 these	strange	guests	began	to	form	into	a	long	procession,	and	to
march	round	the	hall	to	the	sound	of	fairy	music.
One	side	of	the	wall	was	draped	with	a	green	curtain,	and	this	began	to	sway	and
draw	itself	aside.	A	fresh,	invigorating	mountain	air	blew	in	their	faces	as	they
marched	on	to	a	larger	and	loftier	room.	The	ceiling	was	the	sky,	and	the	light
was	the	light	of	thousands	of	stars,	the	same	stars	that	we	know,	but	shining	with
greater	brilliancy	for	the	fairies	on	Midsummer	Eve.	The	floor	was	carpeted	with
the	softest	moss.	Walter's	feet	sank	into	it.	They	marched	through	green	arches
made	by	skilfully	interlaced	trees.	Pines	and	larches	were	arranged	as	pillars,	and
were	adorned	by	festoons	of	wild	roses,	forming	garlands	from	one	to	the	other.
At	the	far	end	of	the	room	stood	two	tall	poplar	trees,	and	between	them	seated
on	a	cloudy	throne	was	a	majestic	being	with	flowing	white	beard,	and	a	crown
of	gold	on	his	head.	As	Walter	approached	the	throne,	 the	poplar	 leaves	shook
and	shivered	as	before	a	thunderstorm.	Then	a	great	wind	arose,	a	mist	rose	up,
and	 the	 fairy	 procession	 bowed	 down	 before	 the	 Old	 King,	 the	 Ruler	 of	 the
Mountain.	 Then	 there	was	 a	 sound	 like	 the	 rumbling	 of	 thunder,	 and	 the	Old
King	 spoke.	Walter	 had	 some	 difficulty	 at	 first	 in	 catching	 the	words,	 but	 by



nudges,	pinches,	and	pokes,	the	company	gave	him	to	understand	that	they	were
addressed	to	him.
"What	is	your	name,	mortal	child?"	said	the	Old	King.
"Walter,	please	Your	Majesty,"	said	Walter	with	a	deep	bow,	feeling	his	courage
going	into	his	boots.
"Walter.	A	good	old	German	name,"	 said	 the	Old	King.	 "Doubtless	 you	 are	 a
poet?"
"Oh!"	said	our	hero	valiantly,	"When	I	am	a	man	I	mean	to	write	story	poems
like	Schiller	and	Uhland."
"That	is	right,"	said	the	Old	King.	"Real	poets	are	rare	in	these	days.	Even	if	I
appear	 to	 them	in	all	my	splendour	 the	stupid	people	merely	remark	 'a	curious
cloud	formation,'	and	think	they	know	all	about	it.	You	are	young",	he	went	on,
"and	you	will	forget	all	that	you	have	seen	here,	but	the	feeling	will	remain	that
the	heavens	are	near	you.	Who	knows	but	you	may	become	a	 real	poet	 in	 the
future,	a	poet	who	shall	open	men's	eyes	once	more	to	the	invisible	world	which
lies	so	near	them.	Remember	your	beautiful	costume	and	show	always	the	cloud
with	the	silver	lining	in	your	poems."
"Which	do	you	like	best,	work	or	play?"	continued	His	Majesty	in	a	voice	like
distant	rolls	of	thunder.
"Play,	please	Your	Majesty,"	said	Walter,	tremulously.
"Quite	right,	quite	right.	Play,	play	all	the	day,	good	folk	say,	good	folk	say!	Do
you	cry	much?	My	children	are	all	such	cry-babies,	and	though	I	scold	them	and
lecture	them	every	day,	they	will	not	learn	to	behave	better."
Walter	 had	no	 time	 to	 answer,	 for	 clouds	 came	 rolling	up	 and	 almost	hid	him
from	view.
"These	are	my	troublesome	children,"	said	the	Old	King.
Some	of	the	clouds	were	dear	little	cuddly	babies,	others	looked	like	great	white
poodles,	others	like	huge	black	bears	or	crocodiles.	With	outstretched	arms	and
wingèd	 helmets	 strange	 forms	 rode	 by	 on	 swift	 horses	 with	 floating	 manes
resembling	 the	Walküre	 of	 old,	 while	 lightning	 played	 across	 the	 sky	 as	 they
passed.	Truly	they	were	a	strange	family	with	much	originality.
"Now,	children,	be	off	with	you,	and	whatever	you	do,	don't	cry,"	said	the	Old
King.	But	even	as	he	spoke,	one	 little	cloud	dissolved	 in	 raindrops	and	wetted
the	fine	clothes	of	the	company.
Presently	a	push	and	a	bustle	began.	Long,	narrow	tables	were	brought	into	the
hall,	 and	 in	 a	 short	 space	 of	 time	 they	were	 covered	with	 the	most	wonderful
dainties	in	the	way	of	sweets	and	cakes,	jellies,	puddings	and	fruit.



Walter	sat	down	hastily,	for	a	fine	plate	of	Easter	eggs	and	nuts	was	before	him.
He	helped	himself	plentifully,	and	even	filled	his	pockets,	which	was	not	quite
good	manners	you	know,	but	seemed	to	excite	no	notice.
A	venerable	water-sprite	rose	presently	and	proposed	the	health	of	the	Old	King.
Wine-glasses	were	 filled	 to	 the	 brim	with	 golden	 or	 crimson	wine,	 and	 as	 the
glasses	 clinked	 together,	 the	 vibrations	 sounded	 sweet	 yet	 sad,	 like	 some	high
violin	 note	 as	 it	 dies	 on	 the	 string.	 Then	 a	 wind	 arose	 and	 summer	 lightning
played	round	the	room,	illuminating	vividly	the	faces	of	that	strange	company.	A
roar	of	thunder	shook	the	castle.	Brunhilde's	fire	sprang	up	suddenly	round	the
outer	walls,	so	that	the	scene	was	brighter	than	daylight.	The	tables	were	cleared
away,	and	the	wildest	revels	began.	The	Old	King	faded	into	the	distance	like	a
mountain-peak.	 A	 goblin	 seized	 hold	 of	 Walter	 and	 tore	 him	 round	 in	 the
maddest	fashion.
The	 foxes	 had	 a	 corner	 to	 themselves,	 for	 their	 dancing	 was	 evidently	 much
admired.	 Our	 friend	 and	 his	 sweetheart,	 Miss	 Bushy	 Tail,	 especially
distinguished	themselves	by	the	elegance	of	their	steps.
Mother	Holle	seemed	to	keep	a	certain	amount	of	order,	but	the	revels	became
wilder	and	wilder	and	Walter	grew	strangely	sleepy	and	tired.	He	felt	himself	a
part	of	some	mad	dream.	As	he	dreamed,	great	clouds	came	rolling	up,	and	all
was	 lost	 in	 mist.	 When	 the	 mist	 cleared,	Walter	 stood	 once	 more	 before	 the
throne	of	the	Old	King.
"Come	my	little	fleecy,"	the	Old	King	was	saying	to	a	little	girl	cloud	who	came
tumbling	 down	 before	 him.	 "Be	 the	 best	 of	 daughters	 and	 take	 this	 little	 boy
home.	You	know	the	way.	But	mind,	no	tears!"
"Adieu,"	he	said	to	Walter.	Walter	murmured	adieu,	and,	in	another	moment,	he
was	flying	with	his	arm	round	the	neck	of	the	baby	cloud,	flying,	flying,	flying.
He	 knew	 no	more	 till	 he	 found	 himself	 in	 his	 garden	 at	 home,	 feeling	 rather
queer	and	sleepy.	He	got	up,	and	stretched	himself,	and	found	that	he	was	quite
wet,	for	the	little	cloud	had	dissolved	in	tears	at	parting	from	him.	On	the	ground
lay	his	kite	looking	quite	innocent.	He	went	indoors,	and	found	it	was	tea-time,
and	everything	was	just	as	usual.
"Why,	child,	you	are	quite	wet!	Why	did	you	not	come	in	during	the	shower?"
he	heard	his	mother's	voice	saying	to	him.
He	 found	 a	 huge	walnut	 in	 his	 pocket	 and	when	 he	 cracked	 it	 out	 crawled	 a
wonderful	 beetle	with	 a	 green	body	 streaked	with	gold.	As	Walter	 put	 out	 his
hand	to	secure	his	treasure,	it	flew	away	from	him	looking	very	much	like	King
Oberon	 himself.	Walter	 thought	 that	 he	 heard	 a	 peal	 of	 fairy	 laughter,	 but	 it
might	have	been	only	his	fancy.
The	next	day	was	his	birthday,	and	what	do	you	think	he	had	as	a	present?	Why



the	very	 same	cart	 and	horse	 that	had	carried	him	 to	 the	 castle,	big	enough	 to
ride	 in.	But	he	never	 told	anyone,	not	 even	his	mother,	 the	whole	 story	of	his
adventures.	 Perhaps	 he	 did	 not	 remember	 them	 clearly	 himself,	 for	 the	 fairies
protect	their	secrets	well,	and	draw	in	sleep	the	veil	of	forgetfulness	over	much
that	we	have	seen	in	our	dreams.
And	did	Walter	become	a	great	poet?	He	is	a	friend	of	mine,	so	I	can	tell	you.
The	world	has	not	heard	of	him	as	yet.	He	 tells	me	 that	he	often	hears	a	 little
voice	 near	 him,	 singing,	 singing.	Sometimes	 he	 can	distinguish	 the	words	 and
the	melodies.	They	make	him	feel	sad	at	times,	he	says,	with	longing	for	a	world
that	is	more	beautiful	than	ours,	but	more	often	they	make	him	feel	exhilarated
and	happy.
He	thinks	that	he	knows	many	secret	things	that	would	make	the	world	happier	if
he	could	only	get	people	 to	believe	 them.	But	 these	secrets	are	not	about	high
explosives	 or	 torpedoes	 or	 aeroplanes,	 or	 motor-cars	 that	 can	 do	 the	 distance
between	Paris	and	Berlin	at	 the	very	 shortest	 record.	They	are	 secrets	 that	 can
only	be	breathed	in	music	and	poetry.
Be	 on	 the	 look-out	 for	 him,	 children,	 for	 the	 songs	 he	 sings	 will	 be	 full	 of
wonder,	like	Kubla	Khan,	and	the	melodies	will	be	those	of	fairyland.	Did	he	not
hear	 them	 himself	 on	 the	 Old	 King's	 Mountain,	 when	 he	 attended	 the
Midsummer	fête	of	the	fairies?
	



THE	BLUE	LIGHT

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	soldier	who	for	many	years	had	served
the	 king	 faithfully,	 but	 when	 the	 war	 came	 to	 an	 end	 could	 serve	 no	 longer
because	of	the	many	wounds	which	he	had	received.	The	king	said	to	him:	"You
may	 return	 to	 your	 home,	 I	 need	you	no	 longer,	 and	you	will	 not	 receive	 any
more	money,	for	he	only	receives	wages	who	renders	me	service	for	them."
Then	the	soldier	not	knowing	how	to	earn	a	living,	went	away	greatly	troubled,
and	 walked	 the	 whole	 day,	 until	 in	 the	 evening	 he	 entered	 a	 forest.	 When
darkness	 came	 on,	 he	 saw	 a	 light,	which	 he	went	 up	 to,	 and	 came	 to	 a	 house
wherein	 lived	 a	 witch.	 "Give	 me	 one	 night's	 lodging,	 and	 a	 little	 to	 eat	 and
drink,"	said	he	to	her,	"or	I	shall	starve."
"Oh!"	she	answered,	"Who	gives	anything	to	a	run-away	soldier?	Yet	will	I	be
compassionate,	and	take	you	in,	if	you	will	do	what	I	wish."
"What	do	you	wish?"	said	the	soldier.
"That	you	should	dig	all	round	my	garden	for	me,	tomorrow."
The	soldier	consented,	and	next	day	laboured	with	all	his	strength,	but	could	not
finish	it	by	the	evening.
"I	see	well	enough,"	said	the	witch,	"that	you	can	do	no	more	today,	but	I	will
keep	you	yet	another	night,	in	payment	for	which	you	must	tomorrow	chop	me	a
load	of	wood,	and	chop	it	small."
The	 soldier	 spent	 the	 whole	 day	 in	 doing	 it,	 and	 in	 the	 evening	 the	 witch
proposed	that	he	should	stay	one	night	more.
"Tomorrow,	 you	 shall	 only	 do	 me	 a	 very	 trifling	 piece	 of	 work.	 Behind	 my
house,	there	is	an	old	dry	well,	into	which	my	light	has	fallen.	It	burns	blue,	and
never	goes	out,	and	you	shall	bring	it	up	again."



Next	day	the	old	woman	took	him	to	the	well,	and	let	him	down	in	a	basket.	He
found	the	blue	light,	and	made	her	a	signal	to	draw	him	up	again.	She	did	draw
him	 up,	 but	 when	 he	 came	 near	 the	 edge,	 she	 stretched	 down	 her	 hand	 and
wanted	to	take	the	blue	light	away	from	him.
"No,"	said	he,	perceiving	her	evil	intention,	"I	will	not	give	you	the	light	until	I
am	standing	with	both	feet	upon	the	ground."
The	witch	fell	into	a	passion,	and	let	him	fall	again	into	the	well,	and	went	away.
The	poor	soldier	fell	without	injury	on	the	moist	ground,	and	the	blue	light	went
on	burning,	but	of	what	use	was	that	to	him?	He	saw	very	well	that	he	could	not
escape	death.	He	sat	 for	a	while	very	 sorrowfully,	 then	suddenly	he	 felt	 in	his
pocket	and	found	his	 tobacco	pipe,	which	was	still	half	full.	"This	shall	be	my
last	pleasure,"	thought	he,	as	he	pulled	it	out,	lit	it	at	the	blue	light	and	began	to
smoke.	When	 the	 smoke	 had	 circled	 about	 the	 cavern,	 suddenly	 a	 little	 black
dwarf	stood	before	him,	and	said:	"Lord,	what	are	your	commands?"
"What	my	commands	are?"	replied	the	soldier,	quite	astonished.
"I	must	do	everything	you	bid	me,"	said	the	little	man.
"Good,"	said	the	soldier,	"then	in	the	first	place	help	me	out	of	this	well."
The	 little	 man	 took	 him	 by	 the	 hand,	 and	 led	 him	 through	 an	 underground
passage,	but	he	did	not	 forget	 to	 take	 the	blue	 light	with	him.	On	 the	way	 the
dwarf	showed	him	the	treasures	which	the	witch	had	collected	and	hidden	there,
and	the	soldier	took	as	much	gold	as	he	could	carry.	When	he	was	above,	he	said
to	 the	 little	 man:	 "Now	 go	 and	 bind	 the	 old	 witch,	 and	 carry	 her	 before	 the
judge."
In	 a	 short	 time	 she	 came	 by	 like	 the	 wind,	 riding	 on	 a	 wild	 tom-cat	 and
screaming	frightfully.	Nor	was	it	long	before	the	little	man	reappeared.	"It	is	all
done,"	said	he,	"and	 the	witch	 is	already	hanging	on	 the	gallows.	What	further
commands	has	my	lord?"	inquired	the	dwarf.
"At	this	moment,	none,"	answered	the	soldier,	"you	can	return	home,	only	be	at
hand	immediately,	if	I	summon	you."
"Nothing	more	is	needed	than	that	you	should	light	your	pipe	at	 the	blue	light,
and	I	will	appear	before	you	at	once."	Thereupon	he	vanished	from	his	sight.
The	soldier	returned	to	the	town	from	which	he	came.	He	went	to	the	best	inn,
ordered	 himself	 handsome	 clothes,	 and	 then	 bade	 the	 landlord	 furnish	 him	 a
room	 as	 handsome	 as	 possible.	When	 it	 was	 ready	 and	 the	 soldier	 had	 taken
possession	 of	 it,	 he	 summoned	 the	 little	manikin	 and	 said:	 "I	 have	 served	 the
king	faithfully,	but	he	has	dismissed	me,	and	left	me	to	hunger,	and	now	I	want
to	take	my	revenge."
"What	am	I	to	do?"	asked	the	little	man.



"Late	at	night,	when	 the	king's	daughter	 is	 in	bed,	bring	her	here	 in	her	 sleep.
She	shall	do	servant's	work	for	me."
The	manikin	said:	"That	is	an	easy	thing	for	me	to	do,	but	a	very	dangerous	thing
for	you,	for	if	it	is	discovered,	you	will	fare	ill."
When	twelve	o’clock	had	struck,	the	door	sprang	open,	and	the	manikin	carried
in	the	princess.
"Ah!	Are	 you	 there?"	 cried	 the	 soldier,	 "Get	 to	 your	work	 at	 once!	 Fetch	 the
broom	and	sweep	the	chamber."
When	 she	 had	 done	 this,	 he	 ordered	 her	 to	 come	 to	 his	 chair,	 and	 then	 he
stretched	out	his	feet	and	said:	"Pull	off	my	boots,"	and	then	he	 threw	them	in
her	 face,	and	made	her	pick	 them	up	again,	and	clean	and	brighten	 them.	She,
however,	did	everything	he	bade	her,	without	opposition,	silently	and	with	half-
shut	eyes.	When	the	first	cock	crowed,	the	manikin	carried	her	back	to	the	royal
palace,	and	laid	her	in	her	bed.
Next	morning	when	the	princess	arose	she	went	to	her	father,	and	told	him	that
she	 had	 had	 a	 very	 strange	 dream.	 "I	was	 carried	 through	 the	 streets	with	 the
rapidity	 of	 lightning,"	 said	 she,	 "and	 taken	 into	 a	 soldier's	 room,	 and	 I	 had	 to
wait	upon	him	like	a	servant,	sweep	his	room,	clean	his	boots,	and	do	all	kinds
of	menial	work.	It	was	only	a	dream,	and	yet	I	am	just	as	tired	as	if	I	really	had
done	everything."
"The	 dream	 may	 have	 been	 true,"	 said	 the	 king.	 "I	 will	 give	 you	 a	 piece	 of
advice.	Fill	your	pocket	full	of	peas,	and	make	a	small	hole	 in	 the	pocket,	and
then	 if	 you	 are	 carried	 away	 again,	 they	will	 fall	 out	 and	 leave	 a	 track	 in	 the
streets."
But	unseen	by	the	king,	the	manikin	was	standing	beside	him	when	he	said	that,
and	heard	all.	At	night	when	the	sleeping	princess	was	again	carried	through	the
streets,	some	peas	certainly	did	fall	out	of	her	pocket,	but	they	made	no	track,	for
the	crafty	manikin	had	just	before	scattered	peas	in	every	street	there	was.	And
again	the	princess	was	compelled	to	do	servant's	work	until	cock-crow.
Next	morning	the	king	sent	his	people	out	to	seek	the	track,	but	it	was	all	in	vain,
for	 in	 every	 street	 poor	 children	were	 sitting,	 picking	 up	 peas,	 and	 saying:	 "It
must	have	rained	peas,	last	night."
"We	must	think	of	something	else,"	said	the	king,	"keep	your	shoes	on	when	you
go	to	bed,	and	before	you	come	back	from	the	place	where	you	are	taken,	hide
one	of	them	there,	I	will	soon	contrive	to	find	it."
The	manikin	heard	this	plot,	and	at	night	when	the	soldier	again	ordered	him	to
bring	the	princess,	revealed	it	to	him,	and	told	him	that	he	knew	of	no	expedient
to	 counteract	 this	 stratagem,	 and	 that	 if	 the	 shoe	 were	 found	 in	 the	 soldier's
house	it	would	go	badly	with	him.



"Do	what	I	bid	you,"	replied	the	soldier,	and	again	this	third	night	the	princess
was	obliged	to	work	like	a	servant,	but	before	she	went	away,	she	hid	her	shoe
under	the	bed.
Next	morning	 the	king	had	 the	entire	 town	searched	for	his	daughter's	 shoe.	 It
was	found	in	the	soldier’s	room,	and	the	soldier	himself,	who	at	the	entreaty	of
the	 dwarf	 had	 gone	 outside	 the	 gate,	was	 soon	 brought	 back,	 and	 thrown	 into
prison.	 In	his	 flight	he	had	 forgotten	 the	most	valuable	 things	he	had,	 the	blue
light	and	the	gold,	and	had	only	one	ducat	in	his	pocket.	And	now	loaded	with
chains,	he	was	standing	at	the	window	of	his	dungeon,	when	he	chanced	to	see
one	of	his	comrades	passing	by.
The	soldier	tapped	at	the	pane	of	glass,	and	when	this	man	came	up,	said	to	him:
"Be	so	kind	as	to	fetch	me	the	small	bundle	I	have	left	lying	in	the	inn,	and	I	will
give	you	a	ducat	for	doing	it."
His	comrade	ran	there	and	brought	him	what	he	wanted.	As	soon	as	the	soldier
was	alone	again,	he	lighted	his	pipe	and	summoned	the	manikin.
"Have	no	fear,"	said	the	latter	to	his	master.	"Go	wheresoever	they	take	you,	and
let	them	do	what	they	will,	only	take	the	blue	light	with	you."
Next	 day	 the	 soldier	 was	 tried,	 and	 though	 he	 had	 done	 nothing	 wicked,	 the
judge	condemned	him	to	death.	When	he	was	led	forth	to	die,	he	begged	a	last
favour	of	the	king.
"What	is	it?"	asked	the	king.
"That	I	may	smoke	one	more	pipe	on	my	way."
"You	may	smoke	three,"	answered	the	king,	"but	do	not	imagine	that	I	will	spare
your	life."
Then	the	soldier	pulled	out	his	pipe	and	lighted	it	at	the	blue	light,	and	as	soon	as
a	few	wreaths	of	smoke	had	ascended,	the	manikin	was	there	with	a	small	cudgel
in	his	hand,	and	said,	"What	does	my	lord	command?"
"Strike	down	to	earth	that	false	judge	there,	and	his	constable,	and	spare	not	the
king	who	has	 treated	me	so	 ill."	Then	 the	manikin	 fell	on	 them	 like	 lightning,
darting	 this	way	and	 that	way,	and	whosoever	was	 so	much	as	 touched	by	his
cudgel	fell	to	earth,	and	did	not	venture	to	stir	again.	The	king	was	terrified.	He
threw	 himself	 on	 the	 soldier's	mercy,	 and	merely	 to	 be	 allowed	 to	 live	 at	 all,
gave	him	his	kingdom	for	his	own,	and	his	daughter	for	a	wife.
	



THE	LITTLE	GREY	MAN

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Grey
Fairy	Book,	 published	 in	 1900.	 The	 original	 is	 taken	 from	Fairy	 Tales	 by	 the
Fireplace	by	Hermann	Kletke.
	

	

A	NUN,	A	COUNTRYMAN,	AND	A	blacksmith	were	once	wandering	through
the	world	together.	One	day	they	lost	their	way	in	a	thick,	dark	forest,	and	were
thankful	when	they	saw,	in	the	distance,	the	walls	of	a	house,	where	they	hoped
they	might	obtain	 refuge	 for	 the	night.	When	 they	got	 close	 to	 the	house	 they
found	that	it	was	an	old	deserted	castle,	fast	falling	into	ruins,	but	with	some	of
the	rooms	in	it	still	habitable.	As	they	were	homeless	they	determined	to	take	up
their	abode	in	the	castle,	and	they	arranged	that	one	of	them	should	always	stay
at	 home	 and	 keep	 house,	while	 the	 other	 two	went	 out	 into	 the	world	 to	 seek
their	fortunes.
The	lot	of	remaining	at	home	fell	first	to	the	nun,	and	when	the	countryman	and
the	blacksmith	had	gone	out	into	the	wood,	she	set	to	work,	tidied	up	the	house,
and	prepared	all	the	food	for	the	day.	As	her	companions	did	not	come	home	for
their	mid-day	meal,	 she	ate	up	her	own	portion	and	put	 the	 rest	 in	 the	oven	 to
keep	warm.	Just	as	she	was	sitting	down	to	sew,	the	door	opened	and	a	little	grey
man	came	in,	and,	standing	before	her,	said:	"Oh!	How	cold	I	am!"
The	 nun	was	 very	 sorry	 for	 him,	 and	 said	 at	 once:	 "Sit	 down	 by	 the	 fire	 and
warm	yourself."
The	little	man	did	as	he	was	told,	and	soon	called	out:	"Oh!	How	hungry	I	am!"
The	nun	answered:	"There	is	food	in	the	oven,	help	yourself."
The	 little	 man	 did	 not	 need	 to	 be	 told	 twice,	 for	 he	 set	 to	 work	 and	 ate	 up
everything	with	the	greatest	possible	despatch.	When	the	nun	saw	this	she	was
very	 angry,	 and	 scolded	 the	 dwarf	 because	 he	 had	 left	 nothing	 for	 her
companions.
The	little	man	resented	her	words,	and	flew	into	such	a	passion	that	he	seized	the
nun,	 beat	 her,	 and	 threw	her	 first	 against	 one	wall	 and	 then	 against	 the	 other.
When	he	had	nearly	killed	her	he	left	her	lying	on	the	floor,	and	hastily	walked
out	of	the	house.



In	the	evening	the	countryman	and	the	blacksmith	returned	home,	and	when	they
found,	 on	 demanding	 their	 dinner,	 that	 there	 was	 nothing	 left	 for	 them,	 they
reproached	 the	 nun	 bitterly,	 and	 refused	 to	 believe	 her	 when	 she	 tried	 to	 tell
them	what	had	happened.
The	 next	 day	 the	 countryman	 asked	 to	 be	 left	 in	 charge	 of	 the	 house,	 and
promised	that,	if	he	remained	at	home,	no	one	should	go	hungry	to	bed.	So	the
other	two	went	out	into	the	forest,	and	the	countryman	having	prepared	the	food
for	the	day,	ate	up	his	own	portion,	and	put	the	rest	in	the	oven.	Just	as	he	had
finished	clearing	away,	the	door	opened	and	the	little	grey	man	walked	in,	and
this	 time	he	had	 two	heads.	He	 shook	 and	 trembled	 as	before,	 and	 exclaimed:
"Oh!	How	cold	I	am."
The	countryman,	who	was	frightened	out	of	his	wits,	begged	him	to	draw	near
the	fire	and	warm	himself.
Soon	after	the	dwarf	looked	greedily	round,	and	said:	"Oh!	How	hungry	I	am!"
"There	is	food	in	the	oven,	so	you	can	eat,"	replied	the	countryman.
Then	the	little	man	fell	to	with	both	his	heads,	and	soon	finished	the	last	morsel.
When	the	countryman	scolded	him	for	this	proceeding	he	treated	him	exactly	as
he	had	done	the	nun,	and	left	the	poor	fellow	more	dead	than	alive.
Now	when	 the	blacksmith	came	home	with	 the	nun	 in	 the	evening,	 and	 found
nothing	for	supper,	he	flew	into	a	passion,	and	swore	that	he	would	stay	at	home
the	following	day,	and	that	no	one	should	go	supperless	to	bed.
When	day	dawned	 the	countryman	and	 the	nun	set	out	 into	 the	wood,	and	 the
blacksmith	prepared	all	 the	 food	for	 the	day	as	 the	others	had	done.	Again	 the
grey	dwarf	entered	the	house	without	knocking,	and	this	time	he	had	three	heads.
When	he	 complained	of	 cold,	 the	blacksmith	 told	him	 to	 sit	 near	 the	 fire,	 and
when	he	said	he	was	hungry,	the	blacksmith	put	some	food	on	a	plate	and	gave	it
to	 him.	 The	 dwarf	made	 short	work	 of	what	was	 provided	 for	 him,	 and	 then,
looking	 greedily	 round	 with	 his	 six	 eyes,	 he	 demanded	 more.	 When	 the
blacksmith	refused	to	give	him	another	morsel,	he	flew	into	a	terrible	rage,	and
proceeded	to	treat	him	in	the	same	way	as	he	had	treated	his	companions.
But	the	blacksmith	was	a	match	for	him,	for	he	seized	a	huge	hammer	and	struck
off	two	of	the	dwarf's	heads	with	it.	The	little	man	yelled	with	pain	and	rage,	and
hastily	fled	from	the	house.	The	blacksmith	ran	after	him,	and	pursued	him	for	a
long	way,	but	at	last	they	came	to	an	iron	door,	and	through	it	the	little	creature
vanished.	 The	 door	 shut	 behind	 him,	 and	 the	 blacksmith	 had	 to	 give	 up	 the
pursuit	and	 return	home.	He	 found	 that	 the	nun	and	 the	countryman	had	come
back	in	the	meantime,	and	they	were	much	delighted	when	he	placed	some	food
before	them,	and	showed	them	the	two	heads	he	had	struck	off	with	his	hammer.
The	 three	 companions	 determined	 there	 and	 then	 to	 free	 themselves	 from	 the



power	of	the	grey	dwarf,	and	the	very	next	day	they	set	to	work	to	find	him.
They	had	to	walk	a	long	way,	and	to	search	for	many	hours,	before	they	found
the	 iron	 door	 through	 which	 the	 dwarf	 had	 disappeared,	 and	 when	 they	 had
found	 it	 they	 had	 the	 greatest	 difficulty	 in	 opening	 it.	 When	 at	 last	 they
succeeded	in	forcing	the	lock,	they	entered	a	large	hall,	in	which	sat	a	young	and
lovely	girl,	working	at	a	table.	The	moment	she	saw	the	nun,	the	blacksmith,	and
the	countryman,	 she	 fell	 at	 their	 feet,	 thanking	 them	with	 tears	 in	her	 eyes	 for
having	set	her	free.	She	told	them	that	she	was	a	king's	daughter,	who	had	been
shut	up	in	the	castle	by	a	mighty	magician.	The	day	before,	just	about	noon,	she
had	 suddenly	 felt	 the	 magic	 power	 over	 her	 disappear,	 and	 ever	 since	 that
moment	she	had	eagerly	awaited	the	arrival	of	her	deliverers.	She	went	on	to	say
that	 there	was	 yet	 another	 princess	 shut	 up	 in	 the	 castle,	 who	 had	 also	 fallen
under	the	might	of	the	magician.
They	wandered	through	many	halls	and	rooms	till	at	last	they	found	the	second
princess,	 who	 was	 quite	 as	 grateful	 as	 the	 first,	 and	 thanked	 the	 three
companions	most	warmly	for	having	set	her	free.
Then	 the	 princesses	 told	 their	 rescuers	 that	 a	 great	 treasure	 lay	 hidden	 in	 the
cellars	of	the	castle,	but	that	it	was	carefully	guarded	by	a	fierce	and	terrible	dog.
Nothing	daunted,	they	all	went	down	below	at	once,	and	found	the	fierce	animal
mounting	guard	over	the	treasure	as	the	princesses	had	said.	But	one	blow	from
the	 blacksmith's	 hammer	 soon	 made	 an	 end	 of	 the	 monster,	 and	 they	 found
themselves	 in	 a	 vaulted	 chamber	 full	 of	 gold	 and	 silver	 and	 precious	 stones.
Beside	 the	 treasure	 stood	a	young	and	handsome	man,	who	advanced	 to	meet,
them,	and	thanked	the	nun,	the	blacksmith,	and	the	countryman,	for	having	freed
him	from	the	magic	spell	he	was	under.	He	told	them	that	he	was	a	king's	son,
who	had	been	banished	to	this	castle	by	a	wicked	magician,	and	that	he	had	been
changed	 into	 the	 three-headed	 dwarf.	When	 he	 had	 lost	 two	 of	 his	 heads	 the
magic	 power	 over	 the	 two	 princesses	 had	 been	 removed,	 and	 when	 the
blacksmith	had	killed	the	horrible	dog,	then	he	too	had	been	set	free.
To	 show	 his	 gratitude	 he	 begged	 the	 three	 companions	 to	 divide	 the	 treasure
between	 them,	which	 they	did,	but	 there	was	 so	much	of	 it	 that	 it	 took	a	very
long	time.
The	 princesses,	 too,	 were	 so	 grateful	 to	 their	 rescuers,	 that	 one	 married	 the
blacksmith,	and	the	other	the	countryman.
Then	the	prince	claimed	the	nun	as	his	bride,	and	they	all	lived	happily	together
till	they	died.
	



THE	MONKS	AT	THE	FERRY

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

FROM	TIME	IMMEMORIAL	A	FERRY	HAS	existed	from	Andernach	to	 the
opposite	 side	of	 the	Rhine.	Formerly	 it	was	more	 in	use	 than	 at	 present,	 there
being	 then	 a	 greater	 intercourse	 between	 the	 two	 shores	 of	 the	 river,	much	 of
which	might	be	 traced	 to	 the	Convent	of	St.	Thomas,	once	 the	most	 important
and	flourishing	nunnery	on	the	river.
Close	by	this	ferry,	on	the	margin	of	the	Rhine,	but	elevated	somewhat	above	the
level	of	 the	water,	 stands	a	 long,	 roofless,	 ruinous	building,	 the	 remains	of	 the
castle	 of	 Friedrichstein,	 better	 known,	 however,	 to	 the	 peasantry,	 and	 to	 all
passengers	 on	 the	 river,	 as	 the	Devil's	House.	How	 it	 came	by	 this	 suspicious
appellative	 there	 are	 many	 traditions	 to	 explain.	 Some	 say	 that	 the	 Prince	 of
Neuwied,	who	erected	it,	so	ground	down	his	subjects	for	 its	construction,	 that
they	unanimously	gave	it	that	name.	Others	derive	its	popular	sobriquet	from	the
godless	revelries	of	 the	same	prince	within	 its	walls,	and	 the	wild	deeds	of	his
companions	 in	wickedness,	while	a	 third	class	of	 local	historians	 insist	upon	 it
that	 the	 ruin	 takes	 its	 name	 from	 the	 congregation	 of	 fiendish	 shapes	 which
resort	there	on	special	occasions,	and	the	riot	and	rout	which	they	create	in	the
roofless	 chambers,	 reeking	 vaults,	 and	 crumbling	 corridors	 of	 the	 desolate
edifice.	 It	 is	 to	 this	 ruin,	 and	 of	 the	 adjacent	 ferry,	 that	 the	 following	 legend
belongs.
It	was	in	the	time	when	the	celebrated	Convent	of	St.	Thomas	over	Andernach
existed	in	its	pristine	magnificence,	that	late	on	an	autumnal	night	the	ferryman
from	that	city	to	the	Devil's	House	on	the	other	side	of	the	river,	who	lived	on
the	 edge	 of	 the	 bank	 below	 the	 ruins	 of	 the	 ancient	 palace	 of	 the	 kings	 of
Austrasia,	was	accosted	by	a	stranger,	who	desired	 to	be	put	across	 just	as	 the
man	was	 about	 to	 haul	 up	 his	 boat	 for	 the	 day.	 The	 stranger	 seemed	 to	 be	 a
monk,	 for	 he	was	 closely	 cowled,	 and	 gowned	 from	 head	 to	 foot	 in	 the	 long,
dark,	flowing	garb	of	some	ascetic	order.
"Hello!	 Ferry!"	 he	 shouted	 aloud	 as	 he	 approached	 the	 shore	 of	 the	 river,
"Hello!"



"Here,	ahoy!	Here,	most	 reverend	 father!"	answered	 the	poor	 ferryman.	 "What
would	you	have	with	me?"
"I	would	that	you	ferry	me	across	the	Rhine	to	yonder	shore	of	the	river,"	replied
the	monk.	"I	come	from	the	Convent	of	St.	Thomas,	and	I	go	afar	on	a	weighty
mission.	Now,	be	quick,	my	good	friend,	and	run	me	over."
"Most	willingly,	reverend	father,"	said	the	ferryman.	"Most	willingly.	Step	into
my	boat,	and	I'll	put	you	across	the	current	in	a	twinkling."
The	dark-looking	monk	entered	the	boat,	and	the	ferryman	shoved	off	from	the
bank.	They	soon	reached	the	opposite	shore.	The	ferryman,	however,	had	scarce
time	to	give	his	fare	a	good-evening	before	he	disappeared	from	his	sight,	in	the
direction	of	 the	Devil's	House.	Pondering	a	 little	on	 this	 strange	circumstance,
and	inwardly	thinking	that	the	dark	monk	might	as	well	have	paid	him	his	fare,
or,	at	 least,	bade	him	good-night	before	he	 took	such	unceremonious	 leave,	he
rowed	slowly	back	across	the	stream	to	his	abode	at	Andernach.
"Hello!	 Ferry!"	 once	 more	 resounded	 from	 the	 margin	 of	 the	 river	 as	 he
approached,	"Hello!"
"Here,	ahoy!"	responded	the	ferryman,	but	with	some	strange	sensation	of	fear.
"What	would	you?"
He	rowed	to	the	shore,	but	he	could	see	no	one	for	a	while,	for	it	was	now	dark.
As	he	neared	 the	 landing-place,	however,	he	became	aware	of	 the	presence	of
two	monks,	garbed	exactly	like	his	late	passenger,	standing	together,	concealed
by	the	shadow	of	the	massive	ruins.
"Here!	Here!"	they	cried.
"We	 would	 like	 you	 to	 ferry	 us	 over	 to	 yonder	 shore	 of	 the	 river,"	 said	 the
foremost	of	 the	two.	"We	go	afar	on	a	weighty	errand	from	the	Convent	of	St.
Thomas,	and	we	must	travel	onwards	this	night.	So	be	up	quick,	friend,	and	run
us	over	soon."
"Step	in,	then,"	said	the	ferryman,	not	over	courteously,	for	he	remembered	the
trick	played	on	him	by	their	predecessor.
They	 entered	 the	 boat,	 and	 the	 ferryman	 put	 off.	 Just	 as	 the	 prow	 of	 the	 boat
touched	 the	opposite	bank	of	 the	 river,	both	 sprang	ashore,	 and	disappeared	at
once	from	his	view,	like	him	who	had	gone	before	them.
"Ah!"	 said	 the	 ferryman,	 "If	 they	 call	 that	 doing	 good,	 or	 acting	 honestly,	 to
cheat	a	hard-working	poor	fellow	out	of	the	reward	of	his	labour,	I	do	not	know
what	bad	means,	or	what	it	is	to	act	knavishly."
He	waited	a	little	while	to	see	if	they	would	return	to	pay	him,	but	finding	that
they	failed	to	do	so,	he	put	across	once	more	to	his	home	at	Andernach.



"Hello!	 Ferry!"	 again	 hailed	 a	 voice	 from	 the	 shore	 to	which	 he	was	making,
"Hello!"
The	ferryman	made	no	reply	to	this	suspicious	hail,	but	pushed	off	his	boat	from
the	landing-place,	fully	resolved	in	his	own	mind	to	have	nothing	to	do	with	any
more	such	black	cattle	that	night.
"Hello!	Ferry!"	was	again	repeated	in	a	sterner	voice.	"Are	you	dead	or	asleep?"
"Here,	ahoy!"	cried	the	ferryman.	"What	would	you?"
He	had	 thought	of	passing	downwards	 to	 the	other	 extremity	of	 the	 town,	 and
there	 mooring	 his	 barque	 below	 the	 place	 she	 usually	 lay	 in,	 lest	 any	 other
monks	 might	 feel	 disposed	 to	 make	 him	 their	 slave	 without	 offering	 any
recompense.	He	had,	however,	scarcely	entertained	the	idea,	when	three	black-
robed	men,	clothed	as	 the	 former,	 in	 long,	 flowing	garments,	but	more	closely
cowled,	 if	 possible,	 than	 they,	 stood	 on	 the	 very	 edge	 of	 the	 stream,	 and
beckoned	him	to	them.	It	was	in	vain	for	him	to	try	to	evade	them,	and	as	if	to
render	 any	 effort	 to	 that	 effect	more	 nugatory,	 the	moon	broke	 forth	 from	 the
thick	clouds,	and	lit	up	the	scene	all	around	with	a	radiance	like	day.
"Step	in,	holy	fathers!	Step	in!	Quick!"	said	he,	in	a	gruff	voice,	after	they	had
told	him	the	same	tale	in	the	very	same	words	as	the	three	others	had	used	who
had	passed	previously.
They	entered	the	boat,	and	again	the	ferryman	pushed	off.	They	had	reached	the
centre	of	the	stream,	when	he	bethought	him	that	it	was	then	a	good	time	to	talk
of	his	fee,	and	he	resolved	to	have	it,	if	possible,	before	they	could	escape	him.
"But	what	do	you	mean	 to	give	me	for	my	 trouble,	holy	fathers?"	he	 inquired.
"Nothing	for	nothing,	you	know."
"We	shall	give	you	all	that	we	have	to	bestow,"	replied	one	of	the	monks.	"Won't
that	suffice?"
"What	is	that?"	asked	the	ferryman.
"Nothing,"	said	the	monk	who	had	answered	him	first.
"But	our	blessing,"	interposed	the	second	monk.
"Blessing!	Bah!	That	won't	do.	 I	can't	eat	blessings!"	 responded	 the	grumbling
ferryman.
"Heaven	will	pay	you,"	said	the	third	monk.
"That	won't	 do	 either,"	 answered	 the	 enraged	 ferryman.	 "I'll	 put	back	 again	 to
Andernach!"
"Be	it	so,"	said	the	monks.
The	 ferryman	 put	 about	 the	 head	 of	 his	 boat,	 and	 began	 to	 row	 back	 towards



Andernach,	as	he	had	threatened.	He	had,	however,	scarcely	made	three	strokes
of	his	oars,	when	a	high	wind	sprang	up	and	the	waters	began	to	rise	and	rage
and	 foam,	 like	 the	billows	of	a	 storm-vexed	sea.	Soon	a	hurricane	of	 the	most
fearful	kind	followed,	and	swept	over	the	chafing	face	of	the	stream.	In	his	forty
years'	 experience	 of	 the	 river,	 the	 ferryman	 had	 never	 before	 beheld	 such	 a
tempest,	so	dreadful	and	so	sudden.	He	gave	himself	up	for	lost,	threw	down	his
oars,	 and	 flung	 himself	 on	 his	 knees,	 praying	 to	 Heaven	 for	 mercy.	 At	 that
moment	two	of	the	dark-robed	monks	seized	the	oars	which	he	had	abandoned,
while	 the	 third	wrenched	 one	 of	 the	 thwarts	 of	 the	 boat	 from	 its	 place	 in	 the
centre.	All	 three	 then	began	 to	belabour	 the	wretched	man	with	all	 their	might
and	main,	until	at	length	he	lay	senseless	and	without	motion	at	the	bottom	of	the
boat.
The	 barque,	 which	 was	 now	 veered	 about,	 bore	 them	 rapidly	 towards	 their
original	 destination.	 The	 only	 words	 that	 passed	 on	 the	 occasion	 were	 an
exclamation	of	the	first	monk	who	struck	the	ferryman	down.
"Steer	your	boat	aright,	 friend,"	he	cried,	"if	you	value	your	 life,	and	 leave	off
your	prating.	What	have	you	to	do	with	Heaven,	or	Heaven	with	you?"
When	the	poor	ferryman	recovered	his	senses,	day	had	long	dawned,	and	he	was
lying	 alone	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 his	 boat.	 He	 found	 that	 he	 had	 drifted	 below
Hammerstein,	close	to	the	shore	of	the	right	bank	of	the	river.	He	could	discover
no	 trace	 of	 his	 companions.	With	much	 difficulty	 he	 rowed	 up	 the	 river,	 and
reached	the	shore.
He	 learned	 afterwards	 from	 a	 gossiping	 neighbour,	 that,	 as	 the	 man	 returned
from	 Neuwied	 late	 that	 night,	 or	 rather	 early	 the	 next	 morning,	 he	 met,	 just
emerging	 from	 the	Devil's	House,	 a	 large	black	 chariot	 running	on	 three	huge
wheels,	drawn	by	four	horses	without	heads.	 In	 that	vehicle	he	saw	six	monks
seated	and	apparently	enjoying	their	morning	ride.	The	driver,	a	curious-looking
carl,	with	a	 singularly	 long	nose,	 took,	he	 said,	 the	 road	along	 the	edge	of	 the
river,	and	continued	lashing	his	three	coal-black,	headless	steeds	at	a	tremendous
rate,	until	a	sharp	turn	hid	them	from	the	man's	view.
	



FRITHIOF	THE	BOLD

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 translation	 by	 Logan	Marshall	 in	Myths	 And
Legends	Of	 All	 Nations,	 the	 original	 being	 attributed	 to	 Robert	 Hertwig.	 The
book	was	published	by	The	John	C.	Winston	Company,	Philadelphia,	in	1914.
	

	

FRITHIOF	WAS	A	NORWEGIAN	HERO,	GRANDSON	of	Viking,	who	was
the	largest	and	strongest	man	of	his	time.	Viking	had	sailed	the	sea	in	a	dragon
ship,	meeting	with	many	adventures,	and	Thorsten,	Frithiof's	father,	had	likewise
sailed	abroad,	capturing	many	priceless	 treasures	and	making	a	great	name	for
himself.
Frithiof	was	entrusted	 to	 the	care	of	Hilding,	his	 foster	 father,	 and	 in	his	 care,
also,	were	Halfdan	and	Helgé,	King	Bélé's	sons,	and,	some	years	later,	their	little
sister,	 Ingeborg.	 Frithiof	 and	 Ingeborg	 became	 firm	 friends,	 and	 as	 the	 lad
increased	in	bravery	and	strength,	the	girl	increased	in	beauty	and	loveliness	of
soul.	Hilding,	noticing	how	each	day	 they	became	fonder	of	each	other,	called
Frithiof	to	him	and	bade	him	remember	that	he	was	only	a	humble	subject	and
could	never	hope	to	wed	Ingeborg,	the	king's	only	daughter,	descended	from	the
great	god	Odin.	The	warning,	however,	came	too	late,	for	Frithiof	already	loved
the	fair	maiden,	and	vowed	that	he	would	have	her	for	his	bride	at	any	cost.
Soon	 after	 this	 the	 king	died,	 leaving	 his	 kingdom	 to	 his	 two	 sons	 and	giving
instructions	that	his	funeral	mound	should	be	erected	in	sight	of	that	of	his	dear
friend	Thorsten,	so	that	their	spirits	might	not	be	separated	even	in	death.	Then
Ingeborg	went	to	live	with	her	brothers,	the	Kings	of	Sogn,	while	Frithiof	retired
to	his	own	home	at	Framnas,	closed	in	by	the	mountains	and	the	sea.
Frithiof	 was	 now	 one	 of	 the	 wealthiest	 and	 most	 envied	 of	 land-owners.	 His
treasures	were	richer	by	far	than	those	of	any	king.
In	the	spring	he	held	a	great	celebration,	which	the	kings	of	Sogn	and	their	sister
Ingeborg,	among	many	other	guests,	attended.	Frithiof	and	Ingeborg	were	much
together,	 and	 Frithiof	 was	 very	 happy	 to	 learn	 that	 Ingeborg	 returned	 his
affection.
Great	was	his	grief	when	the	time	came	for	her	to	sail	away.	Not	long	had	she
been	 gone,	 however,	 when	 he	 vowed	 to	 Björn,	 his	 chief	 companion,	 that	 he



would	follow	after	her	and	ask	for	her	hand.	His	ship	was	prepared	and	soon	he
touched	the	shore	near	the	temple	of	the	god	Balder.
His	request	was	not	granted	and	Helgé	dismissed	him	contemptuously.	In	a	rage
at	 the	 insult	 Frithiof	 lifted	 his	 sword,	 but	 remembering	 that	 he	 stood	 on
consecrated	ground	near	Bélé's	tomb,	he	spared	the	king,	only	cutting	his	heavy
shield	in	two	to	show	the	strength	of	his	blade.
Soon	after	his	departure	another	 suitor,	 the	aged	King	Ring	of	Norway	sought
the	 hand	 of	 Ingeborg	 in	 marriage,	 and	 being	 refused,	 collected	 an	 army	 and
prepared	to	make	war	on	Helgé	and	Halfdan.
Then	 the	 two	brothers	were	glad	 to	send	a	messenger	after	Frithiof,	asking	his
aid.	The	hero,	still	angry,	refused,	but	he	hastened	at	once	to	Ingeborg.	He	found
her	 in	 tears	at	 the	 shrine	of	Balder,	 and	although	 it	was	considered	a	 sin	 for	a
man	and	woman	to	exchange	words	in	the	sacred	temple,	he	spoke	to	her,	again
making	known	his	love.
The	kings,	her	brothers,	were	away	at	war,	but	Frithiof	stayed	near	Ingeborg,	and
when	they	returned,	promised	to	free	them	from	the	oppression	of	Sigurd	Ring	if
in	 return	 they	 would	 promise	 him	 the	 hand	 of	 their	 sister.	 But	 the	 kings	 had
heard	of	how	Frithiof	had	spoken	to	Ingeborg	in	the	temple,	and	although	they
feared	 Sigurd	 they	would	 not	 grant	 the	 request.	 Instead	 he	was	 condemned	 in
punishment	 to	 sail	 away	 to	 the	Orkney	 Islands	 to	 claim	 tribute	 from	 the	 king
Angantyr.
Frithiof	 departed	 in	 his	 ship	 Ellida,	 and	 Ingeborg	 stayed	 behind,	 weeping
bitterly.	And	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 vessel	was	 out	 of	 sight	 the	 brothers	 sent	 for	 two
witches,	Heid	and	Ham,	bidding	them	stir	up	such	a	tempest	on	the	sea	that	even
the	God-given	ship	Ellida	could	not	withstand	its	fury.
But	no	tempest	could	frighten	the	brave	Frithiof.	Singing	a	cheery	song	he	stood
at	the	helm,	caring	nothing	for	the	waves	that	raged	about	the	ship.	He	comforted
his	crew,	and	then	climbed	the	mast	to	keep	a	sharp	lookout	for	danger.
From	 there	 he	 spied	 a	 huge	 whale,	 upon	which	 the	 two	witches	 were	 seated,
delighted	at	 the	 tempest	 they	had	stirred	up.	Speaking	 to	his	good	ship,	which
could	both	hear	and	obey,	he	bade	it	run	down	the	whale	and	the	witches.
This	Ellida	did.	Whale	and	witches	sank,	the	sea	grew	red	with	their	blood,	and
the	waves	were	calmed.	Again	the	sun	smiled	over	the	hardy	sailors.	But	many
of	the	crew	were	worn	out	by	the	battle	with	the	elements	and	had	to	be	carried
ashore	by	Frithiof	and	Björn	when	they	reached	the	Orkney	Islands.
Now	the	watchman	at	Angantyr's	castle	had	reported	the	ship	and	the	gale,	and
Angantyr	had	declared	that	only	Frithiof	and	Ellida	could	weather	such	a	storm.
One	of	his	vassals,	Atlé,	caught	up	his	weapons	and	hurried	forth	 to	challenge
the	great	hero.



Frithiof	had	no	weapons,	but	with	a	turn	of	his	wrist	he	threw	his	opponent.
"Go	 and	 get	 your	weapons,"	Atlé	 said,	when	 he	 saw	 that	 Frithiof	would	 have
killed	him.
Knowing	that	Atlé	was	a	true	soldier	and	would	not	run	away,	Frithiof	left	him
in	 search	 of	 his	 sword,	 but	 when	 he	 returned	 and	 found	 his	 opponent	 calmly
awaiting	death,	he	was	generous,	and	bade	him	rise	and	live.
Angantyr	vowed	that	he	owed	no	tribute	to	Helgé,	and	would	pay	him	none,	but
to	Frithiof	he	gave	a	vast	treasure,	telling	him	that	he	might	dispose	of	it	as	he
would.
So	 Frithiof	 sailed	 back	 to	 the	 kings	 of	 Sogn,	 confident	 that	 he	 could	 win
Ingeborg.	What	was	his	dismay,	therefore,	to	learn	that	Helgé	and	Halfdan	had
already	given	their	sister	in	marriage	to	Sigurd	Ring.	In	a	rage	he	bade	his	men
destroy	 all	 the	 vessels	 in	 the	 harbour,	 while	 he	 strode	 toward	 the	 temple	 of
Balder	where	Helgé	 and	 his	wife	were.	 He	 flung	Angantyr's	 purse	 of	 gold	 in
Helgé's	face,	and	seeing	the	ring	he	had	given	to	Ingeborg	on	the	hand	of	Helgé's
wife	snatched	it	roughly	from	her.	In	trying	to	get	it	back	she	dropped	the	image
of	 the	 god,	 which	 she	 had	 just	 been	 anointing,	 into	 the	 fire.	 It	 was	 quickly
consumed,	while	the	rising	flames	set	fire	to	the	temple.
Horror-stricken,	Frithiof	tried	to	stop	the	blaze,	and	when	he	could	not,	hurried
away	to	his	ship.
So	Frithiof	became	an	exile,	and	a	wanderer	on	the	face	of	the	earth.	For	many
years	he	lived	the	life	of	a	pirate	or	viking,	exacting	tribute	from	other	ships	or
sacking	 them	 if	 they	would	 not	 pay	 tribute,	 for	 this	 occupation	 in	 the	 days	 of
Frithiof	was	considered	wholly	respectable.	It	was	followed	again	and	again	by
the	brave	men	of	the	North.
But	Frithiof	was	often	homesick,	and	longed	to	enter	a	harbour,	and	lead	again	a
life	of	peace.
At	 last	 he	 decided	 to	 visit	 the	 court	 of	 Sigurd	 Ring	 and	 find	 out	 whether
Ingeborg	was	 really	 happy.	 Landing,	 he	wrapped	 himself	 in	 an	 old	 cloak	 and
approached	 the	 court.	 He	 found	 a	 seat	 on	 a	 bench	 near	 the	 door,	 as	 beggars
usually	did,	but	when	one	insulting	courtier	mocked	him	he	lifted	the	offender	in
his	mighty	hand	and	swung	him	high	over	his	head.
At	 this	Sigurd	Ring	 invited	 the	 old	man	 to	 remove	his	mantle	 and	 take	 a	 seat
near	 him.	 With	 surprise	 Sigurd	 and	 his	 courtiers	 saw	 step	 from	 the	 tattered
mantle	a	handsome	warrior,	richly	clad,	but	only	Ingeborg	knew	who	he	was.
"Who	are	you	who	comes	to	us	thus?"	asked	Sigurd	Ring.
"I	 am	Thiolf,	 a	 thief,"	was	 the	 answer,	 "and	 I	 have	 grown	 to	manhood	 in	 the
Land	of	Sorrow."



Sigurd	 invited	 him	 to	 remain,	 and	 he	 soon	 became	 the	 almost	 constant
companion	of	the	king	and	queen.
One	 spring	 day	 Sigurd	 and	Frithiof	 had	 ridden	 away	 on	 a	 hunting	 expedition,
and	 the	 old	 king	 being	 tired	 from	 the	 chase	 lay	 down	 on	 the	 ground	 to	 rest,
feigning	 sleep.	The	 birds	 and	 beasts	 of	 the	 forest	 drew	near	 and	whispered	 to
Frithiof	 that	 he	 should	 slay	 the	king	 and	have	 Ingeborg	 for	 his	 own	wife.	But
Frithiof	was	too	fine	and	loyal	to	listen	to	such	suggestions.
Awaking,	Sigurd	Ring	called	Frithiof	to	him.
"You	are	Frithiof	the	Bold,"	he	said,	"and	from	the	first	I	knew	you.	Be	patient
now	a	little	longer	and	you	shall	have	Ingeborg,	for	my	end	is	near."
Soon	 after	 this	 Sigurd	 died,	 commending	 his	 wife	 to	 the	 young	 hero's	 loving
care.	And	at	his	own	request	the	funeral	feast	was	closed	by	the	public	betrothal
of	Ingeborg	and	Frithiof.
The	people,	admiring	his	bravery,	wanted	 to	make	Frithiof	king,	but	he	would
not	 listen	 to	 their	 pleadings.	 Instead	 he	 lifted	 the	 little	 son	 of	Sigurd	 upon	his
shield.
"Behold	 your	 king,"	 he	 cried,	 "and	 until	 he	 is	 grown	 to	manhood	 I	will	 stand
beside	him."
So	Frithiof	married	his	beloved	Ingeborg,	and	later,	so	the	story	runs,	he	returned
to	his	own	country	and	built	again	 the	 temple	of	Balder,	more	beautiful	by	far
than	any	before.
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Part	I
IN	A	GREEN	VALLEY	BETWEEN	TWO	mountain-slopes	 lay	a	 little	village
crowned	by	 the	Castle	of	Eppenhain,	 that	 stood	on	 the	mountain-side,	built	on
projecting	slabs	of	rock.
The	 quaint	 old	 houses	 of	 the	 village	with	 their	 red,	 slanting	 roofs,	 and	 black-
beamed	 walls,	 made	 a	 pretty	 picture	 in	 the	 May	 sunshine	 as	 Count	 Karl	 of
Eppenhain	 rode	 through	 the	 stone-paved	highway,	mounted	on	his	white	 steed
decked	with	scarlet	 fringes.	The	 lilac	bushes	were	 in	 flower,	 the	air	was	sweet
with	 their	 scent,	 the	 laburnums	hung	out	 their	 "gold	 rain"	between	 the	houses,
and	the	cherry-trees	in	the	little	gardens	shed	their	blossoms	like	snow.
At	the	farther	end	of	the	village	was	a	house	somewhat	larger	than	the	peasant's
cottages,	with	many	gables	and	corners.	This	house	was	surrounded	on	all	sides
by	a	 thick	briar	hedge.	The	Count	knew	that	 it	had	belonged	 to	an	old	woman
who	was	 said	 to	be	 a	witch.	There	 she	had	 lived	 all	 alone,	 save	 for	her	 seven
cats,	her	seven	ravens,	her	poultry,	famous	for	the	remarkable	size	of	the	eggs,
and	her	little	granddaughter,	Babette.
Count	Karl	had	heard	that	the	old	woman	was	dead,	for	there	had	been	a	great
fuss	about	her	burial.	The	villagers	had	said	that	as	she	was	a	notorious	witch,	so
she	ought	 not	 to	 be	 buried	 in	 consecrated	 ground,	 but	 as	 the	 old	 lady	had	 left
money	to	the	church,	her	tombstone	was	erected	after	all	in	the	little	churchyard.
The	village	boys	declared	that	they	had	seen	her	riding	on	a	broomstick	over	the
church	 spire,	but	 the	Count	did	not	believe	 such	 tales.	He	wondered	what	had
become	of	the	child,	she	was	the	prettiest,	as	well	as	the	most	mischievous	and
ill-behaved	child	in	the	village.
As	the	Count	came	up	to	the	house,	he	heard	voices	shouting	and	scolding.	Then



he	 saw	 a	 strange	 hunting	 scene.	 The	 hunters	 were	 not	 men,	 but	 women	 with
sticks	and	brooms,	and	the	creature	pursued	was	neither	a	hare	nor	a	fox,	but	just
a	little	girl.
Yes,	 it	 was	 little	 Babette,	 the	 witch's	 granddaughter.	 She	 was	 leading	 the	 fat
peasant	 women	 a	 fine	 dance.	 They	 were	 quite	 unused	 to	 running,	 and	 were
obliged	to	stop	every	few	minutes	to	pant,	then	Babette	danced	just	before	them,
made	naughty	faces,	and	(oh,	fie!)	stuck	out	her	little	red	tongue.	Her	hair	blew
over	 her	 head	 in	 the	 fresh	 breeze,	 till	 she	 looked	 like	 some	 tall	 flower	 with
curling	petals.	Sometimes	 she	 stopped	and	shook	her	 little	 fist	 at	her	pursuers,
then	off	she	flew	again.	She	knew	every	nook	and	corner	of	the	garden,	and	that
was	to	her	advantage.
The	Count	paused,	laughed,	then	blew	a	blast	from	his	horn.	Instantly	everyone
stood	still	 as	 if	 they	were	 living	pictures.	 "Hi!	Ho!	Come	here,	good	 folk!"	he
cried.
The	women	came	at	once,	wiping	their	hot	faces	with	the	corner	of	their	aprons,
puffing	and	blowing	like	so	many	fat	seals.	Babette	stood	at	a	safe	distance,	but
near	enough	to	hear	all	that	went	on.
"Please	sir,"	said	one	of	the	women	with	a	curtsy,	"as	your	Lordship	knows,	the
child's	granny	 is	dead	and	buried.	Four	days	has	 the	child	 lived	here	all	alone,
and	never	 a	 bite	 or	 sup	has	 she	 had.	She	will	 die	 of	 starvation.	 (Here	Babette
laughed.)	She	hides	in	the	bushes	like	the	wild	cat	that	she	is!"
"Babette,	 little	 Babette,	 come	 here,	 child,"	 he	 called,	 interrupting	 the	 old
woman's	narrative.
She	came	at	once	in	obedience	to	his	gentle	command.	She	gave	him	one	glance
out	of	her	deep	brown	eyes,	 lifting	up	her	 long	black	lashes,	and	his	heart	was
captured	 at	 once.	He	was	 very	 fond	 of	 children,	 but	 he	 had	 none	 of	 his	 own.
Here	 was	 a	 beautiful	 child	 that	 seemed	 ready	 made	 for	 him.	 Not	 one	 of	 the
women	 before	 him	 really	 wished	 to	 keep	 her,	 for	 they	 feared	 her,	 and	 the
supposed	power	of	her	dead	grandmother.
Meanwhile	 the	 child	 stood	 by	 the	 Count,	 and	 began	 to	 stroke	 his	 fine
embroidered	sleeve,	 finally	she	slipped	her	 little	hand	 into	his.	This	settled	 the
matter.
"Well,	well,	we	must	see	what	is	to	be	done	for	the	child.	Meanwhile	I	shall	take
her	 up	with	me	 to	 the	Castle.	She	 seems	 to	 have	made	you	 all	 rather	 hot,"	 he
remarked	mischievously	to	the	reddest	and	stoutest	of	the	women.
"A	devil's	brat,	I	call	her!"	she	muttered	in	return,	between	her	teeth.
"Hush,"	 said	 my	 Lord	 indignantly,	 "she	 looks	 more	 like	 a	 little	 angel,"	 and,
indeed,	at	his	kind	words	her	small	face	had	become	very	sweet.



As	he	mounted	his	horse	again	and	 lifted	Babette	 to	place	her	before	him,	she
began	to	cry	bitterly.
"Why,	little	one,	what	ails	you?"	he	said.	"Are	you	frightened?"
"No-o-o-o-o-o,"	 said	Babette,	 "but	 I	 don't	want	 to	 go	 away	 from	my	beautiful
home!"
"You	shall	have	a	 far	more	beautiful	home,	and	everything	 that	you	can	want,
shall	 be	yours,"	 he	 said.	 "Why,	 you	would	have	 starved	 there	 alone,	 you	poor
little	thing!"
"Oh	no!"	said	Babette,	"For	Lucky,	she	is	my	pet	hen	you	know,	always	laid	the
biggest	 eggs	 for	me.	 Then	 I	make	 a	 little	 hole	 and	 suck	 them	 so.	 (She	 tossed
back	 her	 curly	 head.)	 Then	 I	 am	 never	 hungry	 or	 thirsty.	 O,	 who	 will	 feed
Lucky,	and	all	the	baby	chickens,	and	my	cats?"	she	continued,	and	began	to	cry
again.
"We	will	fetch	them	all	up	to	the	Castle,"	said	his	Lordship	consolingly.
The	road	wound	upwards	and	upwards,	until	they	reached	at	length	the	gateway
of	 the	Castle.	The	heavy	gates	 stood	open	 to	 receive	 them.	There	was	a	pretty
terraced	garden	in	the	front,	where	peacocks	strutted	up	and	down,	who	nodded
their	heads	as	if	they	knew	Babette.
A	dog	sprang	out	barking	to	meet	his	master.	Count	Karl	patted	his	head,	then	he
lifted	Babette	from	his	horse,	and	led	her	by	the	hand	into	the	Castle.	"Welcome
to	Eppenhain,	my	little	maid,"	he	said,	formally,	but	kindly.
Her	little	heart	beat	fast,	for	she	was	timid,	like	all	wild,	untamed	creatures,	and
did	not	know	what	might	happen	 to	her	next.	The	Count	drew	back	 the	heavy
curtain	 that	 hung	 before	 the	 entrance	 to	 a	 room,	 and	 there	 in	 a	 deep	window
niche	sat	a	 lady	dressed	in	a	rich	green	velvet	dress	with	puffed	sleeves,	and	a
gold	 chain	 round	 her	 neck.	 She	 was	 working	 at	 embroidery	 on	 a	 frame.	 She
sprang	up	at	once,	as	her	husband	(for	 it	was	 the	Countess	herself)	entered	the
room,	and	uttered	a	cry	of	surprise	as	she	saw	the	child.
"Why,	what	dirty	little	thing	have	you	picked	up?	Send	her	away	again	at	once,"
she	said	imperiously.	"Don't	touch	me,	child,"	as	Babette	attempted	to	stroke	her
grand	dress.
Now	the	Count	had	not	noticed	that	Babette	was	very	dirty,	that	her	red	pinafore
hung	 in	 rags,	 and	 her	 hair	 had	 not	 been	 combed	 for	 many	 a	 day.	 He	 was
somewhat	taken	aback,	and	saw	that	he	had	been	rash.
"She	shall	be	washed	and	properly	dressed,	and	then	you	will	see,"	he	said.	He
dared	not	tell	her	his	plans	at	once.	He	sent	for	his	old	nurse,	who	had	brought
him	up	as	a	boy,	and	gave	the	child	into	her	care.
The	poor	woman	soon	had	her	hands	full,	I	can	tell	you!	You	might	as	well	have



tried	to	dress	a	hare	as	Babette!	She	would	not	stand	still	for	a	second,	and	as	for
a	bath,	she	seemed	to	be	quite	afraid	of	it.	However,	several	maids	were	called,
and	Babette	was	bathed	in	spite	of	kicks	and	screams.	She	was	no	sooner	in	the
water	than	she	began	to	splash	about	like	a	baby,	and	to	enjoy	herself	finely.	It
was	almost	as	difficult	to	get	her	out	as	to	put	her	in!	Some	old	clothes	that	had
belonged	 to	 the	Count's	sister,	were	produced.	Babette	 thought	 them	very	fine,
and	seemed	quite	pleased,	she	stroked	the	old	nurse's	cheek,	chucked	her	under
the	chin,	and	sprang	up	and	down	violently	on	her	knee,	"nearly	cracking	my	old
bones,"	 as	 nurse	 related	 afterwards.	Her	 curls	were	 the	most	 trouble,	 it	would
take	more	than	one	day's	brushing	to	set	them	in	order.
Meanwhile	Count	Karl	had	been	explaining	 to	his	wife	 that	he	meant	 to	adopt
Babette,	and	bring	her	up	as	his	own	daughter.
"A	witch's	offspring	without	a	family	pedigree,"	exclaimed	his	wife,	"must	I	be
mother	to	a	witch's	brat?"
Just	then	the	"witch's	brat"	entered	the	room,	making	a	funny	bobbing	curtsy,	as
nurse	had	taught	her	to	do,	just	outside	the	door.	Very	pretty	she	looked	in	her
low-necked,	 white-embroidered	 frock,	 with	 the	 cherry-coloured	 sash,	 her	 face
flushed	 after	 the	bath.	Even	her	Ladyship	was	bound	 to	 acknowledge	 that	 she
was	quite	a	lovely	child.
"What	is	your	name,	child?"	she	said	condescendingly.
"I	don't	love	you,"	said	Babette,	and	stuck	out	her	tongue.
"Babette,"	said	the	Count	sternly,	"if	you	are	a	good	little	girl,	and	do	as	you	are
told,	you	may	stay	here	with	us,	and	 this	 lady	will	be	your	mother,	and	I	your
father.	Then	you	will	be	brought	up	as	a	lady	instead	of	becoming	a	little	heathen
and	wild	girl	of	the	woods."
Babette	 stood	 still	 a	moment,	 as	 if	 she	 were	 considering	 the	matter,	 then	 she
gravely	 kissed	 his	 Lordship's	 hand.	 The	 Countess	 extended	 her	 lily-white
fingers,	and	Babette	kissed	them	as	well,	but	timidly,	for	she	feared	a	rebuff.	Just
at	this	moment	a	noise	of	scratching	and	mewing	was	heard	at	the	window.
Babette	flew	to	open	it,	and	in	walked,	what	do	you	think?	Seven	cats	with	their
tails	in	the	air	rubbing	themselves	comfortably	against	the	window-pane.
"O	my	 dear	 Fotchen,	 dear	 Silverpaws,	 how	 glad	 I	 am	 to	 see	 you!"	 exclaimed
Babette,	and	she	kissed	them	all.
"What	next?"	said	the	poor	Countess,	holding	up	her	hands	in	horror!
In	a	few	minutes	 there	came	a	rap	at	 the	window,	seven	 times	repeated.	These
were	 the	 ravens.	 However,	 they	 did	 not	 venture	 into	 the	 room,	 for	 they	were
afraid	of	the	big	gun	that	stood	in	the	corner.	They	flew	straight	up	into	a	tall	fir-
tree,	and	there	they	chattered	away	as	usual,	hidden	by	the	dark	branches.



The	 funniest	 sight	of	all	was	 the	arrival	of	 the	poultry.	The	cocks	walked	 first
with	an	air	of	importance	and	authority,	the	baby	bantams	sat	on	their	mothers'
backs,	and	 the	whole	procession	 toiled	up	 the	hill	 to	 the	Castle	and	entered	by
the	yard	gate.	The	servants	watched	them	with	astonishment,	and	they	too	said,
"What	next?"	However,	no	one	grumbled,	not	even	the	Countess	when	she	heard
of	it,	for	such	guests	were	welcome.	The	old	witch's	hens	were	renowned	for	the
size	of	their	eggs,	and	they	had	often	been	bought	for	use	at	the	Castle.
Now	the	clock	struck	seven.	“High	time	for	little	girls	to	have	their	supper	and
go	 to	 bed,"	 said	 her	 Ladyship,	 and	 nurse	 was	 called,	 and	 carried	 Babette	 off
again.
A	 beautiful	 wooden	 cot,	 painted	 white	 and	 gold,	 stood	 in	 the	 room	 where
Babette	was	to	sleep.	It	was	still	called	the	nursery,	for	the	Count	and	his	sister
had	slept	there	as	children.
Nurse	 persuaded	 her	 to	 let	 five	 of	 the	 cats	 sleep	 outside	 in	 the	 barn,	 but	 she
begged	so	hard	to	have	Fotchen	and	Silverpaws	that	nurse	sent	for	a	bundle	of
hay,	and	the	two	pussies	slept	in	a	corner	of	the	room	to	keep	her	from	feeling
homesick.
Babette	stole	out	of	her	bed	at	six	o'clock	the	next	morning.	She	dressed	herself
in	haste,	she	was	so	anxious	to	see	her	new	surroundings.	It	seemed	to	her	like	a
wonderful	dream,	or	like	one	of	the	fairy	stories	that	her	old	grandmother	had	so
often	narrated	to	her.
Yesterday,	 little,	wild	Babette,	whom	no	 one	 cared	 for,	 and	 everyone	 scorned
was,	today,	the	Count's	own	daughter.	She	would	try	and	be	so	good,	and	never
naughty	 any	 more.	 She	 smoothed	 her	 hair	 a	 little	 with	 her	 fingers,	 although
washing	again	so	soon	she	did	not	think	necessary.	Then	she	went	down	the	big
oak	 staircase	 followed	 by	 her	 two	 pussies.	When	 the	 young	 servants	 saw	 her,
they	began	to	tease	her	unmercifully	and	to	pull	the	cats'	tails.
Then	Babette	grew	very	angry.	"Leave	my	cats	alone,	will	you?"	she	said.	She
stamped	 her	 little	 foot,	 made	 ugly	 faces,	 and	 used	 bad	 words.	 Finally	 she
escaped	from	her	persecutors	into	the	garden.	Here	she	was	alone.	She	sat	down
and	cried	with	 rage	and	sorrow.	She	had	meant	 to	be	so	good,	but	 it	was	very
hard	when	people	were	so	horrid!
However	 she	heard	 a	 cock-a-doodle-do	 from	 the	hen-house,	 and	 ran	off	 there,
forgetting	her	troubles.	She	was	greeted	by	a	chorus	of	melodious	voices.	They
made	such	a	noise	that	they	woke	my	Lady	out	of	her	comfortable	early-morning
doze.	Lucky	had	laid	an	immense	egg.	She	rolled	it	with	pride	to	the	feet	of	her
young	mistress,	who	promptly	began	to	suck	its	contents.	The	ravens	flew	down
to	greet	her,	and	she	stroked	their	glossy	plumage.
The	five	cats	were	still	shut	up	and	mewed	bitterly.	Babette	luckily	met	one	of



the	 gardeners	 who	 opened	 the	 door	 of	 the	 barn	 and	 freed	 the	 captives.	 They
followed	 her	 into	 the	 big	 kitchen	 with	 the	 shining	 copper	 pans,	 purring	 and
rubbing	 themselves	 against	 her	 legs.	Babette	 coaxed	 the	 cook	 till	 he	 gave	 her
seven	saucers	of	milk,	then	there	was	a	great	smacking	of	lips.
When	nurse	awoke	as	usual	at	seven	o'clock,	she	was	frightened	to	find	that	her
little	 charge	 had	 vanished.	 "What	 a	 child	 to	 look	 after	 in	 my	 old	 age!"	 she
groaned.	"And	yet	she	is	taking	too!	How	sweet	she	looked	curled	up	in	the	old
cot."	She	soon	found	out	from	the	servants	what	Babette	had	been	doing,	so	the
child	was	 seized	upon,	washed	and	brushed	again,	 and	dressed	 in	a	 stiff	 frock
with	white	frills.
Quite	sober	and	respectable	our	little	wild	girl	looked	when	she	went	downstairs
after	breakfast	to	see	my	Lord	and	Lady	in	the	dining-room.
She	 sat	 on	 the	 high,	 straight-backed	 sofa,	 and	 played	 with	 the	 carved	 lions'
heads,	and	had	never	a	word	to	say	for	herself	until	 the	Count	produced	a	doll
that	he	had	rummaged	out	from	among	some	old	treasures.	It	was	yellow	from
age,	but	its	frock	was	of	satin,	and	it	had	on	little	gold	shoes.	To	Babette,	who
had	never	had	a	doll	of	her	own,	it	seemed	very	lovely	indeed.	"Is	it	really	for
me?"	she	asked	in	tones	of	ecstasy.
She	 was	 perfectly	 good	 all	 the	 morning,	 playing	 with	 it,	 washing	 its	 face,
dressing	and	undressing	it,	and	putting	it	to	bed	as	little	girls	love	to	do.
At	dinner	 she	 shocked	 the	polite	 company	by	putting	her	 food	 into	her	mouth
with	her	fingers,	forks	and	spoons	she	did	not	know	how	to	manage.	So	she	was
sent	 to	 have	dinner	with	 the	 servants	who	made	 fine	 fun	of	 her	 again,	 till	 she
flew	into	a	passion	and	declared	with	many	tears	that	she	would	run	away.	Then
they	were	frightened	lest	my	Lord	should	hear	the	noise,	and	soothed	and	petted
her	 till	 she	was	 quiet	 again.	 They	 did	 not	mean	 to	 be	 unkind,	 they	were	 only
stupid,	and	thought	her	tempers	amusing.
Well,	the	days	went	on,	and	Babette	became	more	gentle	and	docile,	and	gave	up
many	 of	 her	 wild	 ways.	 She	 saw	 but	 little	 of	 the	 Countess,	 but	 she	 grew	 to
admire	the	grave,	silent	lady,	and	to	long	for	some	response	to	her	affection.	My
Lord	 was	 Babette's	 best	 friend	 and	 protector	 in	 all	 her	 childish	 troubles.
Everyone	 said	 that	 he	was	 quite	 infatuated	with	 the	 child.	He	would	play	ball
with	her	in	the	garden,	"regardless	of	his	knightly	dignity,"	as	his	wife	remarked.
Babette	knew	all	 the	animals	about	 the	Castle	and	ruled	over	 them	like	a	 little
queen.	She	would	go	up	to	the	proud	peacocks	and	say	imperiously:	"Spread	out
your	tails,	or	I	will	smack	your	silly	heads!"	and	they	obeyed	her	meekly	at	once.
She	had	a	pet	frog	in	the	pond,	and	once	when	the	gardener	was	scolding	her	for
breaking	some	of	his	beautiful	lilies,	she	popped	it	down	his	neck,	to	his	horror
and	disgust!	For	this	she	was	whipped	and	put	to	bed.	I	think	she	richly	deserved



it,	don't	you?
The	 garden	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 Castle	 led	 into	 the	 dense	 forest	 by	 which	 the
mountains	were	covered.	Babette	would	sit	on	the	stone	wall	and	gaze	into	the
deep	 shades,	 as	 if	 she	could	 see	 things	 there	 that	were	 invisible	 to	others.	She
knew	how	to	call	the	deer.	One	day	she	enticed	a	fine	stag	into	the	garden.	She
made	a	garland	of	cornflowers	and	ox-eye	daisies,	and	threw	it	over	his	antlers,
then	she	sprang	on	his	back,	holding	a	red	foxglove	in	her	hand	for	a	whip,	and
galloped	round	the	garden,	singing	and	shouting:	"Look	at	me,	look	at	me!	I	am
the	Queen	of	the	fairies!"
The	Countess	herself	owned	that	she	had	never	seen	a	prettier	sight,	but	then	she
sighed	 deeply,	 and	 said	 to	 her	 husband	 she	 feared	 all	 was	 not	 right	 with	 the
child.
The	Count	shared	her	fears	to	some	extent,	and	nurse	had	orders	never	to	let	her
out	of	her	sight.
Nurse	had	several	times	seen	a	strange	man	watching	Babette	from	over	the	wall
as	 she	played	 alone	 in	 the	garden.	She	 too	 felt	 nervous	 and	 anxious	 about	her
little	charge.

Part	II
Years	passed	by,	and	Babette	grew	into	a	tall	and	charming	maiden.	She	learned
to	read	and	write,	and	to	play	on	the	harp.	She	could	even	speak	a	little	French,
which	 was	 the	 fashionable	 language	 of	 the	 Court	 in	 those	 days.	 With	 these
accomplishments	she	was	considered	a	fine	lady,	far	above	the	village	children,
who	had	formerly	despised	her.
One	fine	evening	(she	was	then	about	sixteen	years	of	age)	she	was	walking	with
her	old	nurse	in	the	forest,	not	far	from	the	Castle,	picking	bilberries,	and	singing
to	herself	songs	of	her	own	composing.	The	wood	was	very	still,	and	not	a	leaf
stirred.	The	setting	sun	shone	out	behind	a	beech-tree,	making	a	brilliant	star	of
iridescent	colours	that	dazzled	her	eyes.	She	heard	a	sudden	noise	as	of	a	cough.
The	bushes	near	her	rustled.	She	felt	frightened	and	called	out:	"Nurse,	nurse,"	in
trembling	tones.
As	she	spoke,	a	man	sprang	out	of	 the	wood	and	seized	her	by	the	arm.	Nurse
began	to	scream,	but	the	man	raised	the	stick	he	had	in	his	hand,	and	she	stood
as	if	turned	to	stone.
Babette's	 courage	 always	 rose	 to	 emergencies.	 She	 looked	 the	man	 over	 from
head	to	foot.	He	was	dressed	in	green,	with	a	red	feather	in	his	cap.	His	hair	was
dark	and	curly,	and	his	eyes	were	large	and	would	have	been	beautiful,	but	they
had	a	wild	and	sinister	look	that	Babette	did	not	like,	and	squinted	slightly.	She
seemed	to	remember	his	face,	but	where	or	when	she	had	seen	him	before,	she
did	not	know.	Her	first	 thought	was	that	he	must	be	a	wizard	like	one	of	those



her	grandmother	had	told	her	stories	about.
"Who	are	you?"	he	said,	shaking	her	slightly.
"I	am	Babette,	daughter	of	Count	Karl	of	Eppenhain,"	said	Babette	proudly.
"A	Count's	daughter!	A	fine	tale!	The	witch's	granddaughter	you	mean,"	he	said
with	 emphasis,	 and	 Babette	 shuddered.	 "Come	 along	 with	 me,	 child!"	 he
continued,	"you	must	follow	me	now,	and	serve	me	well	and	cook	my	dinners.	I
knew	your	old	grandmother	and	have	often	seen	you	as	a	child.	A	little	imp	you
were,"	he	 said.	 "Now	 it	 is	high	 time	you	 learn	 to	be	useful,	 for	 they	will	only
turn	 your	 head,	 and	 teach	 you	 rubbish	 up	 there	 at	 the	Castle.	You	must	 come
along	with	me	now."
Then	he	turned	to	the	poor	nurse,	and	said,	"In	half	an	hour	you	will	be	free	to
return	 to	 the	 Castle.	 Adieu!"	 He	 fixed	 his	 strange	 eyes	 on	 the	 nurse,	 who
swooned	away,	and	 thus	she	was	 found	exactly	half	an	hour	afterwards	by	 the
housemaid,	who	had	followed	her	to	say	that	supper	was	ready.
You	may	 imagine	 the	consternation	at	 the	Castle.	The	poor	Countess	who	had
been	so	cold	to	Babette,	seemed	to	feel	 it	most.	She	sat	and	cried:	"O	Babette,
come	back,	 come	back,	my	dear,	 and	 I	will	 be	 a	 real	mother	 to	 you,	 indeed	 I
will."
The	 Count	 immediately	 took	 steps	 to	 recover	 her.	 The	 forests	 were	 searched
through	and	through	by	his	men,	but	not	the	slightest	trace	could	they	discover.
The	seven	ravens	said:	"Caw,	caw,"	and	set	off	at	once	in	search	of	her.
The	next	day	Fotchen	and	Silverpaws	and	the	other	cats	disappeared.	Lucky	and
several	of	the	old	witch's	hens	were	also	missed.
It	 was	 evident	 that	 they	 had	 all	 followed	 Babette,	 and	 that	 she	must	 be	 alive
somewhere,	but	where,	that	was	the	question.	Where	there	is	magic	at	work,	it	is
always	a	difficult	matter.
One	clever	youth	remarked	that	if	one	could	find	her	pets,	why,	then	one	might
find	Babette.	But	this	brilliant	idea	was	not	of	much	use,	as	they	were	all	lost.
Meanwhile	Babette	 followed	 her	 strange	 guide	with	many	misgivings	 and	 sad
sinkings	of	the	heart.	They	had	not	gone	far	when	they	came	to	a	cottage	in	the
forest,	surrounded,	like	her	granny's	garden,	by	a	briar	hedge.
Now	I	must	tell	you	that	Babette	had	fallen	into	the	power	of	a	reputed	wizard,
and	he	had	the	power	of	making	everything	within	this	briar	hedge	invisible	and
intangible	to	those	outside.	That	meant	that	poor	Babette	would	be	more	safely
imprisoned	there	than	in	an	iron-barred	fortress.	She	did	not	realise	this	at	first,
but	she	grew	to	understand	it	later,	when	she	became	more	acquainted	with	the
wizard	(or	Mr	Squint-eyes,	as	Babette	called	him)	and	his	ways.	The	hedge	was
so	 thick	 and	 high,	 and	 the	 thorns	 were	 so	 huge,	 that	 it	 would	 have	 been



impossible	 for	 Babette	 to	 think	 of	 squeezing	 herself	 through	 it,	 and	 running
away.	The	wizard	simply	parted	this	hedge	with	his	wand,	and	then	it	closed	up
thick	and	close	behind	them	as	they	entered.
The	cottage	garden	was	laid	out	in	patches	of	vegetables.	Not	a	flower	was	to	be
seen	 in	 it,	 but	 there	 were	 fruit-trees	 with	 ripe	 apples,	 and	 pears,	 plums	 and
medlars,	for	 it	was	the	early	autumn.	They	entered	into	the	little	parlour	which
seemed	dark	and	gloomy	 to	Babette.	Mr	Squint-eyes	 tossed	off	 a	mug	of	beer
that	stood	on	the	table,	and	told	her	to	be	off	to	bed.	The	poor	girl	was	hungry,
for	bilberries	are	not	very	satisfying	and	it	was	supper	time,	but	she	crept	up	the
narrow	stairs,	too	much	frightened	to	say	a	word.	She	found	a	tiny	room	with	a
white	 bed	 in	 it,	 a	 looking-glass,	 very	 dim	 and	 old	 and	 uncanny-looking,	 with
candlesticks	on	either	side,	and	also	a	primitive	washing-stand.
As	 she	 began	 to	 undress,	 a	 sense	 of	 fear	 and	 loneliness	 came	 over	 her.	 She
thought	of	her	happy	home	at	Eppenhain,	and	of	the	Count,	and	hot	tears	began
to	 fall.	 However,	 she	 was	 accustomed	 to	 look	 at	 the	 cheerful	 side	 of	 things.
"They	are	sure	to	find	me	tomorrow,"	she	said	to	herself,	she	knew	she	could	not
be	far	away.
The	next	morning	she	was	awakened	by	a	loud	knocking	at	the	door.	The	horrid
man	who	had	stolen	her,	poked	his	head	in.	"Get	up,	get	up,	you	lazy	bones,"	he
said,	"and	see	about	my	breakfast."
Babette	hurried	downstairs	and	found	a	small	kitchen,	with	a	door	 leading	into
the	 garden.	 There	 was	 a	 heap	 of	 dried	 wood	 just	 outside	 the	 door,	 and,	 after
many	attempts,	she	succeeded	in	making	the	fire.
She	 filled	 the	 heavy	 iron	 kettle	 from	 the	 pump	 in	 the	 yard,	making	 her	 pretty
frock	quite	black.
"That's	right,	that's	the	way	that	women	should	work,"	said	the	wizard	coolly.
Babette	felt	indignant	and	thought	that	he	might	offer	to	help	her,	but	not	a	bit	of
it.	There	he	stood,	leaning	against	the	door,	smoking	his	long	pipe,	the	picture	of
laziness.
"Please	where	is	the	coffee?"	said	Babette.
"Use	your	eyes	and	you	will	find	it,"	said	her	polite	host.
Then	 she	 saw	 a	 jar	 on	 a	 shelf	 labelled	 "Coffee,"	 and	 near	 it	 the	 coffee-mill.
Babette	ground	 the	beans	 till	 she	was	 red	 in	 the	 face.	Then	 she	waited	 for	 the
water	to	boil.	Whilst	she	was	attending	to	the	coffee,	rolls	and	butter	appeared	on
the	 table	 and	a	blue	 and	white	 china	coffee	 service.	The	 table	 seemed	 to	have
laid	 itself,	 for	Babette	was	 sure	 that	 the	man	had	never	moved	 from	 the	door.
Now	 breakfast	was	 ready.	 They	 sat	 down	 together,	 the	wizard	 saying	 never	 a
word,	but	lifting	one	eyebrow	at	times	in	a	peculiar	way	that	made	Babette	feel
very	uncomfortable.



After	 breakfast	 he	 went	 out	 of	 the	 house	 saying:	 "Clean	 the	 house,	 make	 the
beds,	cook	the	dinner."
"But	there	is	no	dinner	to	cook,"	said	poor	Babette.
"Find	it,"	was	all	the	reply	she	could	get	out	of	him.
Now	Babette	had	not	been	remarkable	for	obedience	and	docility,	and	if	anyone
had	spoken	to	her	like	that	at	home,	she	would	have	rebelled	at	once,	but	she	felt
instinctively	that	her	safety	here	lay	in	doing	exactly	as	she	was	told.	The	man
was	half-mad	she	 feared,	and	 if	 she	aroused	his	wrath,	he	might	do	her	bodily
harm.	Tears	came	into	her	eyes,	and	she	felt	quite	in	despair,	but	she	was	a	brave
girl	and	determined	to	make	the	best	of	things.
The	vegetables	in	the	garden	occurred	to	her.	She	would	cook	some	carrots,	that
was	easy.	Stewed	plums	would	do	for	pudding,	but	what	about	the	soup	and	the
joint?	At	this	point	of	her	deliberations	a	hare	was	thrown	over	the	hedge.	This
settled	the	question.	Evidently	the	man	did	not	wish	to	starve.
"But	how	shall	I	get	its	fur	off?"	thought	Babette.	"Bah!	I	shall	never	be	able	to
skin	the	creature!"
Just	then	she	heard	to	her	joy	a	"caw,	caw,"	seven	times	repeated,	and	there	she
saw	her	dear	ravens	sitting	on	a	tree	just	outside	the	garden.
Now	the	limit	of	invisibility	did	not	exist	for	the	witch's	favourites.	They	flew	at
once	to	Babette,	she	told	them	her	troubles,	and	showed	them	the	hare.
"That	is	an	easy	matter,"	said	the	ravens,	"the	hare	has	seven	skins,	we	are	seven
ravens,	each	of	us	will	 take	off	one	skin,	and	may	we	have	the	pickings?"	said
the	greedy	fellows.
"Anything,	 anything	 you	 like!	 Please	 take	 it	 away	 and	 bring	 it	 back	 again	 all
ready	to	pop	in	the	pot!"	said	Babette.
"Potted	or	jugged	hare	famous!"	said	the	ravens,	and	they	laughed	hoarsely.
"Be	quiet,	be	quiet,	or	the	wizard	will	catch	you!"	she	said	in	a	warning	tone.
Now	the	dinner	was	ready	on	the	stove.	Potatoes	she	had	dug	out	of	the	garden.
"Hare	and	carrots	and	stewed	plums,	what	can	anyone	want	more?"	she	thought,
and	 felt	 very	 proud.	But	 suddenly	 soup	 occurred	 to	 her.	How	 could	 she	make
soup?	She	 had	 heard	 that	 soup	was	made	 of	 bones	 and	water,	 but	 she	 had	 no
bones,	 and	 those	 nice	 little	 halfpenny	 packets	 for	making	 soup	 out	 of	 nothing
were	not	invented	in	those	days.
She	put	on	some	hot	water	with	a	few	carrots	and	a	little	chopped	parsley	in	it
and	plenty	of	pepper	and	salt.	She	tasted	it,	as	a	good	cook	should,	and	said	to
herself:	"Not	bad,	I	have	tasted	worse."
She	 laid	 the	 table,	 and	 punctually	 at	 one	 o'clock	 the	 man	 came	 in.	 Babette



trembled.	He	proceeded	at	once	to	business,	that	is,	he	sat	down	to	dinner.
Soup	came	first,	which	was	unfortunate.	"Bah!"	he	said,	making	a	horribly	wry
face,	"what	stuff,	child,	do	you	want	to	make	me	sick?"
"No-o-o,"	said	poor	Babette.
"Never	make	such	soup	again,	or	I	shall	fetch	my	sister,	and	she	will	cook	you,"
he	said	with	a	terrible	look.
However	 the	 hare	 was	 tender,	 and	 when	 a	 pot	 of	 red-currant	 jelly	 produced
itself,	seemingly	from	nowhere,	it	was	quite	a	fine	dinner.
The	carrots	were	hard,	and	"not	scraped,"	as	the	wizard	said	severely.	"Plums	too
much	sugar."
But	 in	 spite	 of	 all	 this	 grumbling	 she	 felt	 immensely	 proud	 of	 her	 morning's
work.	The	house	was	not	cleaned,	neither	were	the	beds	made,	but	this	he	did	not
seem	 to	notice.	He	 lay	on	 the	 sofa	by	 the	window,	 covered	himself	 up	with	 a
bear	skin,	and	snored	loudly	with	his	mouth	open.
Babette	made	up	the	fire,	and	put	the	kettle	on	to	boil	for	tea.	Then	she	strolled
out	 into	 the	 garden.	 She	 climbed	 up	 into	 a	 pear-tree.	 From	 her	 perch	 in	 its
branches	 she	 could	 see	 far	 into	 the	 woods.	 She	 wondered	 when	 her	 friends
would	come	and	rescue	her.
Then	 she	 saw	 to	 her	 delight	Lucky	 and	 some	of	 her	 favourite	 cocks	 and	 hens
wandering	about	in	search	of	her.	They	came	scuttling	up	at	once.	She	held	up
one	finger	to	enjoin	silence.	She	feared	that	her	capturer	might	take	a	fancy	for
roast	fowl	if	he	should	see	them.	So	they	hid	under	the	hedge.
"Now	I	can	make	scrambled	eggs	for	supper,"	thought	Babette	joyfully.
Fotchen	and	Silverpaws	had	likewise	no	rest	when	their	mistress	was	gone,	and
they	too	set	out	in	search	of	her.	When	they	reached	the	briar	hedge,	Babette	was
indoors	making	tea.	They	began	to	mew	and	made	a	great	noise.
"The	old	woman's	cats,	by	Thor!"	said	the	wizard.	"They	know	a	thing	or	two.
I'll	go	and	let	them	in."	So	saying	he	again	parted	the	hedge	with	his	wand,	and
let	them	through.	Although	Babette	was	very	pleased	to	see	them,	she	felt	a	little
anxious	as	to	their	welfare.	However	the	wizard	scratched	their	heads,	and	was
quite	affectionate	to	them.	He	had,	it	seemed,	a	partiality	for	cats.
Babette	 felt	 a	 little	happier	now	 that	her	pets	were	with	her,	yet	her	heart	was
sore.	She	thought	of	her	lovely	house,	of	her	kind,	good	foster-father,	and	of	all
her	friends,	and	the	tears	stood	in	her	eyes.
Several	weeks	passed	away,	and	Babette	cooked	and	scrubbed	every	day	in	fear
and	 trembling,	 like	 a	 regular	 little	Cinderella.	Being	German,	 she	was	 used	 to
helping	 in	 the	household,	 and	was	not	 so	 inexperienced	as	many	English	girls



would	 have	 been.	 But	 never	 a	 word	 of	 praise	 did	 she	 get	 from	 her	 queer
companion,	but	 if	anything	were	amiss,	 then	he	opened	his	mouth	and	scolded
the	poor	girl	roughly.

Part	III
A	young	man	was	returning	home	after	a	day's	hunting.	He	was	the	son	of	 the
knight	of	a	neighbouring	castle,	and	his	name	was	Sir	Rudolf	of	Ruppertshain.	It
was	 a	 hot	 afternoon,	 and	 the	 sunlight	 made	 a	 chequered	 pattern	 through	 the
forest	trees.	His	bag	was	heavy	with	game,	and	he	whistled	merrily	as	he	strode
between	 the	 oak-trees	 and	 bracken	 fern.	 He	 had	 a	 light	 heart	 and	 an	 easy
conscience,	few	enemies	and	many	friends,	and	added	to	these	advantages	was
the	exhilarating	feeling	of	youth	and	perfect	health.
Suddenly	he	 stopped	and	 looked	around	him,	 startled.	He	heard	 a	 sweet	voice
singing.	The	notes	were	clear	and	as	distinct	as	those	of	a	bird,	and	yet	it	was	no
bird.	Who	could	it	be	in	this	lonely	spot?	He	could	distinguish	the	words	of	the
song	as	he	held	his	breath	to	listen:
	

"A	lonely	maiden,	I,
Sit	here	and	sob	and	sigh,
No	man	my	face	can	see,
Ah,	who	will	rescue	me?
O	lack-a-daisy-me!
	

O	wasted	life	of	mine!
Here	must	I	sadly	pine,
My	young	life	hid	must	be
From	all	humanity.
O	lack-a-daisy	me!
	

O	were	a	knight	so	bold,
As	in	the	time	of	old,
In	days	of	chivalry,
He	would	deliver	me!
O	lack-a-daisy-me!"
	



Rudolf's	eyes	were	 trained	by	hunting.	He	searched	 the	woods	carefully	 round
that	place,	and	peered	behind	every	bush	and	 tree,	but	nothing	was	 to	be	seen.
His	 heart	 beat	 fast,	 for	 this	was	 a	 real	 adventure.	 Surely	 if	 a	wood-nymph	 or
fairy	 were	 to	 appear	 to	 him	 here	 in	 this	 lonely	 forest,	 it	 would	 hardly	 seem
strange.
So	he	 summoned	up	his	 courage	 and	addressed	 the	wood-spirit	 as	he	 thought.
"Who	are	you?	Where	are	you?"	he	said.	"Be	you	wood-sprite	or	fairy,	I	fear	you
not.	I	am	ready	to	do	your	bidding,	for	your	sweet	voice	and	your	distress	have
touched	my	heart.	Appear,	O,	appear!"
Babette	 (for	of	course	 it	was	 she)	 trembled	with	excitement.	This	was	 really	a
chance	of	escape.	She	had	seen	the	young	huntsman	from	her	perch	in	the	pear-
tree,	 and	 had	 made	 up	 the	 impromptu	 song.	 She	 thought	 it	 was	 even	 more
original	than	her	cooking.	Now	she	answered	eagerly,	"Alas	it	is	impossible	for
me	 to	 appear	 unto	 you,	 for	 I	 am	 as	 invisible	 as	 if	 I	 had	 on	 Siegfried's	 cap	 of
darkness.	I	was	stolen	by	a	horrid	wizard	when	I	was	walking	in	the	forest	with
my	nurse.	Surely	you	have	heard	of	me?"
Now	of	course	Sir	Rudolf	had	heard	of	Babette,	the	story	of	whose	kidnapping
was	 told	 all	 over	 the	 country,	 and	 became	more	wonderful	with	 every	 telling.
Some	people	said	that	 the	devil	himself	had	carried	her	off,	but	 this	was	really
unkind,	for	Babette,	though	lively,	was	not	a	bad	girl,	as	we	know.
"Are	you	Babette,	the	witch's	granddaughter?"	said	the	young	man	hesitatingly.
"O	don't,	don't	say	that,	I	want	to	forget	that!"	said	Babette,	and	he	heard	a	slight
sob.	"I	am	the	adopted	daughter	of	Count	Karl	of	Eppenhain,	and	O,	a	wicked
wizard	holds	me	here	invisible	under	a	powerful	spell.	Just	think,"	said	Babette
crying	again,	"I	slave	for	him	all	day	and	cook	and	do	all	 the	house-work,	and
never	a	kind	word	or	look	do	I	get	from	him	in	return.	It	is	a	shame.	O	dear!	O
dear!"
"Please	don't	cry,	I	really	cannot	bear	it,	when	I	cannot	even	see	you	to	comfort
you,"	said	Rudolf	tenderly.	"Tell	me	what	to	do!	Shall	I	shoot	the	wizard?"
"No,	of	course	not,	besides,	he	is	invisible,	too.	You	might	walk	through	us	all,
and	notice	no	difference,	so	subtle	is	the	spell,"	said	Babette.
Rudolf	was	 one	 of	 those	 specially	 gifted	mortals	 in	whom	 the	 sense	 of	 things
unseen	 is	 as	 clearly	 developed	 as	 the	 senses	 of	 sight	 and	 hearing.	 He	 never
doubted	Babette's	reality,	though	I	think	a	more	up-to-date	youth	would	certainly
have	done	so,	and	have	thought	that	his	imagination	was	playing	tricks	with	him.
He	 felt	much	 distressed	 and	 perplexed,	 but	 could	 think	 of	 no	way	 out	 of	 this
strange	dilemma.
But	 an	 inspiration	 came	 to	 Babette.	 "Go	 to	 Mother	 Holle,"	 she	 said,	 "if	 you
really	wish	to	help	me.	She	was	an	intimate	friend	of	my	grandmother's,	and	she



is	a	powerful	fairy	and	can	perhaps	help	us.	What	is	your	name,	brave	youth?"
she	continued.
"Sir	Rudolf	of	Ruppertshain,"	he	answered.
"Why,	then,	I	know	your	mother	quite	well,	but	you	were	away	travelling	with
your	father,	when	I	visited	your	castle.	But	quick,	we	must	not	delay	matters	by
conversation,	 though	 it	 is	dreadfully	nice	 to	 talk	 to	a	 real	human	being	again."
Her	voice	sounded	near	and	yet	far	away.
"A	 curious	 kind	 of	 conversation,"	 Rudolf	 thought	 it	 was.	 "Where	 can	 I	 find
Mother	Holle?"	said	Rudolf.	"And	will	she	not	drop	pitch	on	my	head?	I	should
be	no	good	at	shaking	feather	beds,	you	see!"
"Nonsense,	she	won't	expect	you	to	do	anything	of	the	sort.	She	is	very	kind	and
friendly.	 She	 lives	 on	 the	 Rossert	Mountain,	 quite	 near	 to	 your	 Castle.	 Hush,
hush,	go	now!	My	tyrant	is	waking	up,	and	I	fear	if	he	were	to	suspect	us!	Go!
Go!"
A	 complete	 and	 somewhat	 unnatural	 silence	 followed,	 like	 one	 of	 those
awkward	pauses	in	the	conversation	when	we	entertain	stiff	callers	for	the	first
time.	Then	Rudolf	took	the	precaution	of	marking	the	position	of	the	trees	in	that
part	of	the	woods.
Three	tall	fir-trees	raised	their	heads	among	the	beech	and	oaks.	He	cut	a	cross,
on	each	one	of	them,	because	trees	are	so	deceptive.	This	mark	is	the	old	symbol
of	the	Mithras	cult,	two	axes	placed	sideways	signifying	the	striking	of	fire.	It	is
an	old	sign	known	and	respected	by	the	fairies,	so	he	hoped	that	the	good	folk
would	see	it	and	further	his	quest.
On	one	of	 the	firs	 the	ravens	were	assembled.	They	caw-cawed	seven	times	to
indicate	their	willingness	to	lend	Rudolf	their	aid.
The	wizard	looked	at	Babette	closely	that	evening.	The	new-born	hope,	perhaps,
too,	the	sight	of	the	handsome	stranger	had	given	an	extra	colour	to	her	cheeks.
"I	may	have	trouble	with	her	yet!"	he	said	to	himself,	and	cleared	his	throat	with
a	rumbling	sound.
I	 must	 tell	 you	 that	 the	 cocks	 and	 hens	 had	 betrayed	 themselves.	 They	 were
silent	all	through	the	night,	but	when	the	dawn	broke,	they	could	not	resist	one
cock-a-doodle-doo!	Then	the	wizard	chuckled	and	brought	them	in,	but	nothing
had	happened	to	them	as	yet.
Babette	lived	during	the	next	days	in	a	state	of	suppressed	excitement.	She	felt
that	something	must	happen	for	good	or	evil,	but	she	did	not	know	what.	Patient
waiting	 is	 a	 hard	 lesson	 for	 all	 of	 us	 to	 learn,	 but	 harder	 still	 for	 a	maiden	 of
seventeen	years	who	had	been	kept	so	long	in	that	dull	hole.	She	had	passed	her
birthday	in	that	horrid	place!	Just	think	of	it,	and	not	one	birthday	present	did	she
get.	She	made	up	for	 it	afterwards	by	having	 two	birthdays	at	once,	but	 it	was



not	quite	so	nice.
Meanwhile	 Sir	 Rudolf	 had	 turned	 homewards	 pondering	 on	 his	 strange
adventure,	and	fully	determined	to	seek	Mother	Holle's	aid.	Should	he	go	first	to
the	Castle	of	Eppenhain	and	 tell	Babette's	 foster-parents	 that	he	had	 found	out
where	Babette	was	imprisoned?	He	felt	that,	credulous	though	they	were	in	those
days,	they	would	only	laugh	at	him,	and	consider	the	story	as	outside	the	range
of	possibility.	They	might	even	suggest	 that	a	cask	of	Rhine	wine	had	clouded
his	intelligence.	No,	he	would	go	home	to	Ruppertshain	Castle	and	have	supper,
and	 think	 it	over.	So	he	returned	home,	and	was	so	silent	and	dreamy,	and	his
appetite,	which	was	usually	of	heroic	proportions,	was	so	small	that	his	mother
felt	quite	anxious	about	him.
"You	 are	 not	 bewitched,	 Rudie	 dear?"	 she	 asked	 anxiously,	 just	 as	 we	might
inquire	if	he	were	a	little	upset.
"I	am	not	sure,	mother,	maybe	I	am!"	he	answered	to	the	good	lady's	dismay.
After	sprinkling	him	with	various	herbs,	she	insisted	on	his	drinking	some	nasty
aromatic	tea	when	he	went	to	bed.	As	she	had	put	some	spider's	legs	in	it	and	a
few	choice	things	of	that	sort,	Rudolf	asked	to	be	allowed	to	take	it	upstairs	with
him.	 Then	 I	 regret	 to	 say	 he	 deceived	 the	 good	 lady	 by	 pouring	 it	 out	 of	 the
window.	I	rather	 think	that	you	or	I	might	have	done	the	same	thing	under	 the
circumstances,	though	it	was	undoubtedly	wrong.
The	full	moon	was	shining	into	 the	 little	window	in	 the	gable	of	 the	 turret.	He
shook	 off	 the	 very	 natural	 sleepiness	 and	 fatigue	 consequent	 on	 his	 night's
hunting,	took	off	his	soiled	clothes,	and	dressed	himself	in	his	fine	velvet	Court
suit	with	the	beautiful	lace	on	the	collar.
He	opened	the	little	window,	squeezed	himself	(it	was	lucky	that	he	was	slight
for	 a	 German	 knight)	 through	 the	 iron	 bars,	 and	 climbed	 on	 to	 the	 roof	 with
some	difficulty,	not	to	say	danger.	Then	he	crawled	noiselessly	along	the	Castle
walls,	fearing	to	be	challenged	by	the	warder	of	the	Castle	on	his	nightly	rounds.
But	 the	warder	was	 just	 enjoying	his	 seventh	glass	 of	 lager	 beer,	 and	was	not
very	keen	on	the	look-out.
As	he	dropped	outside	the	walls,	his	favourite	dog	began	to	bark	and	beg	to	go
with	 him,	 but	 Rudolf	 did	 not	 dare	 to	 let	 him	 out	 for	 fear	 of	 creating	 a
disturbance.
He	 soon	gained	 the	 little	path	which	 led	 through	Eppenhain,	 and	 then	 through
fields	 to	 the	 woods	 that	 clothed	 the	 Rossert.	 Great	 clouds	 had	 obscured	 the
moon,	 but	 he	 was	 not	 afraid,	 for	 he	 was	 so	 used	 to	 the	 woods	 and	 could
distinguish	one	creature	from	another	simply	by	its	movements.
In	his	hand	he	carried	a	dark	lantern.	A	rough	path	covered	with	rocks	and	stones
led	to	the	summit	of	the	mountain.	As	he	walked	cautiously	along,	a	bat	hit	him



in	the	face	as	it	blundered	along.	"Hi,	ho,	steady	there,	old	fellow!"	said	Rudolf.
He	 now	 entered	 the	 part	 of	 the	 woods	 where	 the	 beeches	 and	 oaks	 grow	 so
closely	together	that	at	midday	the	sky	seems	green,	rather	than	blue.	The	moon
shone	out	suddenly,	and	he	saw	by	its	light	a	gruesome-looking	head	without	a
body	that	seemed	to	grin	at	him	from	among	the	undergrowth.	His	heart	stood
still	for	a	moment,	and	then	he	laughed	at	his	fears,	for	he	saw	that	it	was	only	a
grotesque	old	tree-stump,	such	as	one	so	often	sees	in	the	woods.
Suddenly	he	saw	a	bright	light	through	the	trees,	as	if	one	of	the	bushes	were	on
fire,	or	was	it	merely	the	brilliant	moonbeams	shining	on	a	wet	clearing?	For	a
moment	 all	 was	 still,	 then	 lightning	 played	 across	 his	 path,	 revealing	 a	 huge
clumsy-looking	giant	who	stood	with	club	uplifted	in	the	way,	looking	as	if	he
would	dash	his	brains	out.	Brave	 though	Rudolf	was,	he	did	not	wish	 to	court
danger,	 so	 he	 turned	 aside	 into	 the	woods	 hoping	 to	 find	 another	 path	 before
long	that	was	not	thus	barricaded.	Then	voices	seemed	to	mock	him	and	to	laugh
at	 him,	 and	 he	 had	 the	 unpleasant	 sensation	 of	 dark	 shadows,	 moving	 as	 he
moved,	shadows	unaccompanied	by	substance.
The	rain	came	down,	pouring,	drenching	rain,	such	as	the	forests	love.	In	a	few
minutes	he	was	wet	to	the	skin,	as	wet	as	if	he	had	plunged	into	the	river	with	his
clothes	on.	Naturally	his	vanity	was	to	blame	for	this,	in	his	stout	hunting	clothes
and	thick	leather	boots	even	a	deluge	could	not	have	wetted	him	through.	To	add
to	 this,	 the	air	was	close	and	stifling,	 and	he	had	 lost	his	way.	All	 this	 for	 the
sake	 of	 an	 unseen	 maiden.	 What	 if	 she	 were	 as	 old	 and	 ugly	 as	 Fräulein
Kunigunde	of	whom	Heinrich	von	Kleist	has	written?	Somehow	he	felt	that	was
impossible,	 but	 even	 if	 it	 had	 been	 so,	 his	 natural	 gallantry	 would	 not	 have
deserted	him,	and	we	will	hope	that	he	would	still	have	sought	to	deliver	her.	A
Christian	knight	is	ready	to	help	all	women,	be	they	young	or	old,	rich	or	poor,
plain	or	pretty.
The	 rain	 had	 ceased,	 but	 there	 was	 a	 sense	 of	 something	 oppressive	 in	 the
atmosphere.	An	owl	with	eyes	that	looked	like	live	coals	glared	at	him	from	the
branch	of	an	oak-tree,	vanishing	as	he	approached.	A	fox?	No,	it	was	too	large
for	a	fox.	It	was	a	wolf	(there	were	really	wolves	in	the	Taunus	woods	in	those
days!)	that	came	up	to	him	snarling.	Rudolf	had	his	gun	ready,	but	the	creature
moved	 away	 into	 the	 darkest	 shades,	 snarling	 and	 growling	 as	 it	 went.
Altogether	 I	 cannot	 say	 it	 was	 a	 pleasant	 walk.	 I	 do	 not	 think	 any	 one	 of	 us
would	have	enjoyed	it	all	alone	at	the	dead	of	night,	do	you?
At	 this	moment	 came	 a	 flash	 of	 lightning	 that	 struck	 down	 a	 tree	 just	 before
Rudolf's	eyes.	He	crossed	himself	involuntarily	and	muttered	a	paternoster.
A	lull	followed	the	storm,	and	the	heavens	were	clear	again.	Rudolf	made	out	by
the	light	of	his	lantern	a	triangular	spot	made	by	three	footpaths	crossing.	It	was
bare	of	all	vegetation,	and	black	ashes	were	heaped	up	in	the	middle	as	if	gipsies



had	 lately	 lit	 a	 fire	 there.	An	 irresistible	 impulse	made	him	enter	 this	 triangle,
though	he	felt	as	if	long	ghostly	arms	were	trying	to	hold	him	back.
No	sooner	had	he	stepped	on	to	this	spot	than	he	fell	into	a	deep	sleep	or	faint.
When	he	awoke,	he	saw	a	wonderful	light	near	him,	and	in	the	midst	of	the	light,
which	 seemed	 to	 radiate	 from	 her	 presence,	 was	 a	 beautiful	 lady,	 with	 long
rippling	fair	hair.
"You	are	 safe	now	 in	my	kingdom,"	she	said.	 "You	have	passed	 the	boundary
between	the	good	and	evil	powers,	and	have	left	the	dangers	of	the	night	behind
you."
"O	can	you	tell	me	where	to	find	Mother	Holle,	beautiful	fairy?"	he	said.
"Easily	enough,	for	I	am	Mother	Holle!"	she	answered.	"I	know	why	you	have
come	here,	and	I	am	ready	to	help	you."
She	 took	 him	by	 the	 hand,	 and	 he	 leapt	 to	 his	 feet,	making	 a	 low	bow	 to	 the
lovely	lady.	All	the	evil	dreams	that	had	perplexed	him,	fled	as	the	night	before
the	 day,	 and	 he	 could	 have	 shouted	 hurrah	 for	 joy	 and	 gladness.	 He	 had	 the
unshaken	confidence	in	the	final	victory	of	good	over	evil,	that	is	so	necessary	to
help	us	to	any	measure	of	success	in	this	world	with	its	chequered	lights.
He	walked	with	Mother	Holle	a	little	way,	till	 they	came	to	an	arbour	made	of
honeysuckle	and	wild	 roses,	 surrounded	by	banks	of	evening	primroses,	 round
which	luminous	moths	were	fluttering.	Into	this	they	entered,	and	she	sat	down
and	 gazed	 at	 him,	 till	 he	 was	 quite	 overwhelmed	 with	 her	 beauty.	 He	 had
expected	to	see	an	old	witch	hobbling	along	with	a	stick	and	to	have	feather	beds
to	make!	Feather	pillows,	indeed,	there	were	in	the	arbour,	very	cosy	and	soft.	It
was	delightful	to	have	a	chat	with	such	a	woman	in	such	a	place,	even	if	there
were	no	Babette	in	the	world.
Mother	Holle	began	to	speak,	and	her	voice	sounded	like	the	murmur	of	the	fir-
trees.	"I	have	heard	 that	pretty	 little	Babette	has	fallen	 into	 the	power	of	a	bad
man.	He	stole	the	magic	book	from	her	grandmother's	house	at	a	time	when	the
old	 lady	was	 ill	 and	 feeble,	 shortly	before	her	death.	He	has	only	been	able	 to
make	 out	 a	 few	 of	 the	 spells	 so	 far	 including	 the	 one	 for	 rendering	 things
invisible.	He	is	not	a	real	wizard,	so	that	if	you	obtain	the	book,	the	power	will
be	yours.	But	I	strongly	advise	you	to	have	nothing	to	do	with	magic,	it	is	very
dangerous,	but	to	return	the	book	to	me,	to	whom,	in	fact,	it	rightfully	belongs."
"Have	no	fear	of	that,"	laughed	Rudolf.	"I	don't	want	it,	I	would	not	touch	it	with
the	tongs	if	I	could	help	it."
"Now	 listen	 carefully	 to	 my	 instructions!	 At	 the	 foot	 of	 one	 of	 the	 fir-trees,
grows	a	red	toadstool,	spotted	with	white.	On	it	sits	an	ugly	old	toad.	Take	this
handkerchief	(she	gave	him	a	lovely	gauze	scarf),	wrap	the	toad	in	it,	and	cast	it
to	the	ground.	Pull	up	the	toadstool.	Then	the	whole	place	will	become	visible,



and	you	will	be	able	to	consult	with	Babette	as	to	how	to	overcome	old	Squint-
eyes,	as	she	calls	him.
"Then	hold	this	candle	alight	in	your	hand",	and	she	gave	him	the	young	pointed
top	of	a	fir-tree.	"It	will	keep	off	evil	spells.	When	you	have	overcome	the	man,
bind	him	with	this	grass."	So	saying,	she	gave	him	a	bundle	of	silvery	woodland
grass.	"Then	 tie	him	up	 to	 the	 tallest	of	 the	 three	fir-trees	and	 leave	him	to	us.
We	will	punish	him	according	to	his	deserts,	and	teach	him	to	behave	better	in
the	future."
"Can	you	 tell	me	anything	 about	 the	 fair	 young	 lady	herself?	 Is	 she	 really	 the
granddaughter	of	a	witch?	I	could	well	believe	 it,	 for	verily	she	has	bewitched
me,	but	who	were	her	parents?	I	wish	to	know	for	her	own	sake,"	asked	Rudolf
anxiously.
"The	 old	woman	was	 really	 her	 nurse,"	 said	Mother	Holle.	 "It	 is	 true	 that	 the
woman	 had	 fairy	 blood	 in	 her	 veins	 and	was	 learned	 in	magic,	 but	 she	 never
used	her	powers	 for	 any	 evil	 purposes,	 and	 as	 for	 riding	on	 a	broomstick,	 she
abhorred	 such	 practices.	 Babette	 is	 the	 granddaughter	 of	 the	 great	 Baron	 of
Siebenbergen.	The	Baron	brought	his	children	up	strictly	as	became	their	rank,
but	his	youngest	son	ran	away	from	home,	and	married	a	village	maiden	much
beneath	him	in	rank.
"His	father	was	exceedingly	angry	and	refused	to	acknowledge	her.	The	young
wife	died	when	Babette	was	born.	The	father	went	off	in	despair	to	the	wars.	He
entrusted	the	tiny	baby	to	the	care	of	an	old	woman	who	had	formerly	been	his
own	nurse.	This	old	woman,	who	was	spoken	of	later	as	Babette's	grandmother,
had	been	nurse	 to	 the	children	 in	Siebenbergen	Castle	 for	many	years,	but	 she
had	been	dismissed	suddenly	in	her	old	age,	because	evil	tongues	had	denounced
her	as	a	witch.	The	Baron	did	not	believe	in	the	charge,	but,	nevertheless,	he	was
obliged	to	send	her	away.	He	had	his	own	reputation	in	the	country	to	think	of,
and	the	charge	of	witchcraft	was	no	light	one	in	those	days,	and	not	so	easy	to
disprove.	 He	 gave	 her	 a	 handsome	 pension,	 and	 a	 comfortable	 house	 and
troubled	himself	no	more	about	her.
"Babette's	 father	 lost	 interest	 in	 life	on	 the	death	of	his	dearly	beloved	peasant
wife.	He	fought	recklessly	in	the	front	of	the	battle,	and	fell,	covered	with	many
wounds.	His	body	was	brought	home	for	burial	and	there	was	a	grand	funeral	in
Siebenbergen.	Everyone	praised	his	heroism,	and	lamented	his	early	death,	but
no	 one	 inquired	 after	 his	 peasant	 wife,	 or	 knew	 of	 the	 existence	 of	 his	 baby
daughter.
"The	notice	of	the	marriage	and	the	certificate	of	Babette's	birth	are	to	be	found
in	the	church	of	Eppenhain,	all	duly	registered	and	complete.
"The	old	nurse	became	very	feeble	and	was	hardly	fitted	to	bring	up	such	a	wild,
high-spirited	 child	 as	 Babette.	 That	 is	 all	 I	 can	 tell	 you.	 You	 must	 find	 the



papers,	and	test	the	accuracy	of	the	story	for	yourself."
Rudolf	was	deeply	interested,	and	his	heart	beat	fast.	Babette	became	more	and
more	 interesting,	wrapped	round	 in	a	web	of	 romance.	He	wanted	 to	ask	more
questions	of	Mother	Holle,	but	she	faded	slowly	away.	As	she	vanished,	a	voice
said:	"Adieu.	Follow	the	light	path,	and	nothing	can	molest	you."
A	 long	 stream	of	 light	 shone	out	 from	where	 she	had	 stood	 and	 illumined	 the
way	 through	 the	woods.	 It	 shone	 on	 and	 on	 in	 one	 great	 bright	 path,	 like	 the
moon	shining	over	 the	sea.	Rudolf	 reached	home	walking	 like	one	 in	a	dream,
his	head	full	of	strange	and	marvellous	fancies.

Part	IV
Rudolf	awoke	rather	later	than	usual,	for	he	was	thoroughly	tired	out.	His	mother
did	not	 feel	 so	concerned	about	him	when	she	saw	 the	amount	of	breakfast	he
consumed,	but	he	was	still	silent	and	abstracted.	His	adventures	seemed	to	him
like	a	wild	dream.	It	seemed	almost	absurd	to	seek	for	the	three	firs,	but	yet	an
irresistible	longing	led	him	there.
On	 the	 stroke	 of	 twelve	 at	midday	 he	 stood	 beneath	 them,	 and	 recognised	 his
own	sign,	and	O	joy!	He	saw	the	toadstool	with	the	toad	sitting	on	it.	Without	a
moment's	hesitation	he	took	the	handkerchief	("which	was	in	itself	a	proof	of	the
reality	of	the	story,"	he	said	to	himself)	and	seized	the	horrid	shiny	toad	(how	it
wriggled	and	squirmed	like	some	evil	thing!)	and	cast	it	to	the	ground	where	it
sprang	into	a	thousand	pieces.	These	pieces	took	root	 in	the	earth,	so	to	speak,
and	 came	 up	 again	 as	 a	 multitude	 of	 toadstools	 quite	 wonderful	 to	 behold.
Perhaps	you	may	see	them	if	you	ever	come	across	this	spot	in	your	excursions
to	the	Taunus	Mountains.
Then	Rudolf	took	hold	of	the	red	and	white	toadstool	on	which	the	toad	had	sat.
Surely	never	before	had	a	fungus	been	so	firmly	planted	in	the	earth!	The	whole
ground	seemed	to	shake	and	tremble	as	he	tugged	at	it.	Trees	were	uprooted	in
the	forest,	and	the	earth	moved	up	and	down	like	the	waves	of	the	sea.	At	last	it
was	 out,	 and	 bump	 down	 fell	 Rudolf.	 One	 of	 the	 great	 fir-trees	 fell	 as	 well,
luckily	in	another	direction,	or	he	might	have	been	crushed	beneath	it.	When	he
got	 up	 again,	 he	 saw	 to	 his	 joy	 a	 little	 red-roofed	 house	 and	 a	 pretty	maiden
sitting	in	a	pear-tree.
Babette	had	been	watching	him	all	the	time,	but	she	could	not	make	out	what	he
was	doing.	She	had	nearly	fallen	off	the	tree	as	he	pulled	up	the	toadstool.	Now
she	climbed	carefully	down	and	came	 to	 the	hedge	and	 their	eyes	met.	Need	I
say	 that	 they	 fell	 in	 love,	 or,	 at	 any	 rate,	Rudolf	 did,	 at	 first	 sight.	The	 hedge
parted	to	let	him	through.	Perhaps	this	was	caused	by	the	fairy	candle,	or	perhaps
it	was	Mother	Holle's	doing,	who	knows?
"Hush,	he	is	asleep,	you	have	come	just	at	the	right	moment,"	said	Babette.



"We	must	secure	the	magic	book	first	of	all,"	said	Rudolf,	holding	the	fir-branch
firmly	in	his	hand,	"and	would	you	kindly	light	this	candle	for	me?"
Babette	laughed.	"A	funny	candle,"	she	said.
"A	 fairy	 candle,"	 he	 whispered,	 "to	 keep	 off	 evil	 spells.	 Mother	 Holle
recommended	it."
Babette	felt	inclined	to	dance	for	joy.	"Can	you	really	see	me?"	she	whispered.
"O	how	untidy	and	ragged	I	am,	you	must	think	me	a	perfect	fright!"
"I	think	you	are	the	most	beautiful	lady	I	have	ever	seen,"	said	Rudolf	sincerely,
and	Babette	blushed	at	the	compliment,	and	felt	very	grown-up	and	important.
"I	will	 light	 the	 candle	 for	 you	 at	 the	 kitchen	 fire.	Come,	we	will	 go	 together
softly	and	 try	and	get	 the	magic	book.	 I	know	where	 it	 is.	 It	 is	under	 the	 sofa
where	Old	 Squint-eyes	 is	 asleep.	 Follow	me.	 Throw	 all	 that	 grass	 away,"	 she
said	in	her	old	imperious	way.
"Let	me	give	it	to	you	to	hold,"	said	Rudolf.	"It	is	also	a	gift	from	Mother	Holle,
and	may	come	in	useful."
They	walked	 together	 towards	 the	house,	Babette	holding	 the	bunch	of	 silvery
grass,	and	entered	the	kitchen.	Here	Babette	lit	the	fir-branch.
"It	 smells	 just	 like	Christmas,	 there	must	be	good	 times	 coming	 for	poor	 little
me,"	she	said.
Then	they	peeped	into	the	parlour,	and	there	was	Mr	Wizard	fast	asleep	in	spite
of	 the	 earthquake.	Rudolf	 could	hardly	help	 laughing,	 he	 looked	 such	 a	 funny
sight	with	his	mouth	wide	open,	his	nose	very	red,	and	his	hair	hanging	over	his
face.
Babette	lifted	up	the	bear-skin	rug	and	pulled	out	the	heavy	book,	but,	as	soon	as
she	touched	the	book,	the	wizard	awoke	and	seized	her	by	the	arm	and	sprang	to
his	feet	with	many	curses.
When	 he	 saw	Rudolf,	 he	 let	 go	 of	Babette's	 arm	 and	 tried	 to	 seize	 the	 young
man.	Rudolf	was	fully	prepared	and	threw	him	off	with	all	his	force.	A	wrestling
match	began,	and	 it	might	have	ended	badly	 for	Rudolf,	 for	his	adversary	was
tremendously	 strong	 and	 agile,	 but	 Rudolph	 had	 unexpected	 assistance.	 The
ravens	 flew	 in	 at	 the	window,	 and	 beat	 themselves	 against	Rudolf's	 opponent,
nearly	blinding	him.	The	cats	stood	on	the	cupboard,	with	their	backs	up	and	hair
bristling	 ready	 to	 spring	 if	 necessary.	 The	 cocks	 and	 hens	 crowded	 on	 the
window-sill	in	war-like	attitudes.
Meanwhile	 the	 fumes	 of	 the	 fir-candle	which	Babette	 had	 lit,	 filled	 the	 room,
and	Mr	Squint-eyes	 could	not	 abide	 the	 smell	 of	 burning	 fir.	He	grew	weaker
and	weaker,	and	more	and	more	confused,	and	at	 last	Rudolf	 threw	him	down
with	such	force	that	he	was	partially	stunned.



Rudolf	 then	 took	 the	 woodland	 grass	 from	 Babette,	 and	 as	 he	 touched	 it,	 it
wound	itself	in	his	hands	into	strong	cord.	He	bound	the	man	up	with	Babette's
assistance,	and	gagged	him	with	Mother	Holle's	handkerchief.
The	two	of	them	then	lugged	him	into	the	wood,	and	tied	him	up	to	the	biggest
of	the	fir-trees	as	Mother	Holle	had	directed.	Then	they	fetched	the	magic	book
and	 placed	 it	 under	 the	 uprooted	 fir-tree,	which	 instantly	 stood	 up	 again	 as	 if
nothing	had	happened,	burying	the	book	beneath	its	roots.
They	 looked	 at	 the	man	 they	 had	 tied	 up,	 bound	 like	 a	martyr	 to	 the	 tree.	He
could	not	curse	and	swear	as	his	mouth	was	stopped	up,	but	he	rolled	his	eyes
and	squinted	so	violently	that	he	was	horrible	to	look	at.
Then	Rudolf	and	Babette	ran	off	together.	Breathlessly	they	ran	and	ran.	Babette
was	afraid	Old	Squint-eyes	might	wriggle	out	after	all,	he	was	so	thin	and	wiry,
and	she	had	no	fancy	for	serving	him	anymore.	Not	until	 they	came	 to	a	main
road	through	the	woods	leading	to	Eppenhain	Castle,	did	 they	pause	to	 look	at
one	another.
Then	impetuous	Babette	(she	was	half	a	child	still,	you	must	remember)	flew	at
Sir	 Rudolf	 and	 gave	 him	 a	 kiss.	 She	 turned	 red	 and	white	when	 she	 realised,
what	she	had	done.
"I	couldn't	help	it,"	she	said.	"You	are	such	a	dear.	I	am	so	very,	very	grateful	to
you	for	all	you	have	done	for	me,	an	unknown	and	even	unseen	maiden."
"Please,	don't	apologise,	dearest	lady,"	he	said.	"I	liked	it	very,	very	much.	Won't
you	give	me	another?"
"Never,"	said	Babette	 firmly.	Subsequent	events	however	caused	her	 to	 revoke
this	determination.
Rudolf	did	not	answer,	but	offered	her	his	arm,	which	she	took	shyly,	glancing	at
him	 from	 time	 to	 time	 out	 of	 her	 deer-like	 eyes	with	 the	 long-fringed	 lashes.
Ragged	 and	 untidy	 as	 she	was,	 she	 looked	 like	 a	 princess,	 and	 he	 in	 his	 fine
clothes,	 soiled	 and	 torn	 as	 they	were,	 looked	nevertheless	 like	 a	 real	 fairy-tale
prince!
He	 took	 her	 straight	 home	 to	 Eppenhain	 Castle,	 and	 you	 may	 imagine	 the
excitement	there!	The	Count	clasped	Babette	in	his	arms	and	could	hardly	speak
for	emotion.	Then	he	turned	to	Rudolf	saying:	"We	shall	never	be	able	to	reward
you	enough."
"I	shall	only	want	one	reward,	and	that	is	the	little	maiden	herself,"	said	Rudolf.
The	Countess	wept	and	cried	over	her	darling	child,	and	said	she	would	never
scold	her	any	more.
Nurse	said,	"Well,	Miss	Babette,	you	do	look	a	fine	sight	to	be	sure,	and	to	come
home	with	 such	 a	 pretty	 young	man,	 too!	Come	 upstairs	with	me,	 and	 let	me



make	you	clean	and	tidy."	And	this	Babette	was	only	too	glad	to	do.
A	great	company	of	retainers	were	sent	out	by	the	Count	to	capture	the	so-called
wizard,	but	they	were	unable	to	find	either	the	fir-trees	with	the	mark	on	them	or
the	man,	or	the	wood	cottage.	Neither	Babette	nor	Rudolf	have	set	eyes	on	them
since	that	day.	I	cannot	say	that	they	were	altogether	sorry.
The	 papers	 proving	 Babette's	 parentage	 were	 found	 to	 be	 in	 order,	 and	 her
father's	 name	 and	 fortune	 became	 hers,	 so	 that	 she	 was	 not	 poor,	 despised
Babette	 any	more,	 the	witch's	 granddaughter,	 but	 a	maiden	 of	 good	 rank	 and
birth	with	pin-money	of	her	own.
A	 short	 time	 afterwards	 there	 was	 a	 grand	 wedding	 in	 Eppenhain,	 and	 two
happier	 mortals	 never	 lived	 than	 Rudolf	 and	 Babette	 on	 that	 day,	 and,	 let	 us
hope,	for	ever	afterwards!
	



THE	MOUSE,	THE	BIRD,	AND	THE	SAUSAGE

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME,	 A	 MOUSE,	 a	 bird,	 and	 a	 sausage,	 entered	 into
partnership	and	set	up	house	together.	For	a	long	time	all	went	well,	they	lived	in
great	 comfort,	 and	 prospered	 so	 far	 as	 to	 be	 able	 to	 add	 considerably	 to	 their
stores.	The	bird's	duty	was	to	fly	daily	to	the	wood	and	bring	in	fuel,	the	mouse
fetched	the	water,	and	the	sausage	saw	to	the	cooking.
When	people	are	too	well	off	they	always	begin	to	long	for	something	new.	And
so	it	came	to	pass,	that	the	bird,	while	out	one	day,	met	a	fellow	bird,	to	whom
he	boastfully	 expatiated	 on	 the	 excellence	 of	 his	 household	 arrangements.	But
the	other	bird	 sneered	at	him	for	being	a	poor	 simpleton,	who	did	all	 the	hard
work,	while	the	other	two	stayed	at	home	and	had	a	good	time	of	it.	For,	when
the	mouse	had	made	the	fire	and	fetched	in	the	water,	she	could	retire	 into	her
little	 room	and	 rest	 until	 it	was	 time	 to	 set	 the	 table.	The	 sausage	had	only	 to
watch	 the	pot	 to	 see	 that	 the	 food	was	properly	cooked,	 and	when	 it	was	near
dinner-time,	he	just	threw	himself	into	the	broth,	or	rolled	in	and	out	among	the
vegetables	 three	 or	 four	 times,	 and	 there	 they	 were,	 buttered,	 and	 salted,	 and
ready	 to	 be	 served.	 Then,	 when	 the	 bird	 came	 home	 and	 had	 laid	 aside	 his
burden,	 they	 sat	 down	 to	 table,	 and	 when	 they	 had	 finished	 their	 meal,	 they
could	 sleep	 their	 fill	 till	 the	 following	 morning:	 and	 that	 was	 really	 a	 very
delightful	life.
Influenced	by	those	remarks,	the	bird	next	morning	refused	to	bring	in	the	wood,
telling	the	others	that	he	had	been	their	servant	long	enough,	and	had	been	a	fool
into	the	bargain,	and	it	was	now	time	to	make	a	change,	and	try	some	other	way
of	arranging	the	work.	Beg	and	pray	as	the	mouse	and	the	sausage	might,	it	was
no	 use.	 The	 bird	 remained	master	 of	 the	 situation,	 and	 the	 venture	 had	 to	 be
made.	 They	 drew	 lots,	 and	 it	 fell	 to	 the	 sausage	 to	 bring	 in	 the	wood,	 to	 the
mouse	to	cook,	and	to	the	bird	to	fetch	the	water.



And	now	what	happened?	The	sausage	started	in	search	of	wood,	the	bird	made
the	fire,	and	the	mouse	put	on	the	pot,	and	then	these	two	waited	till	the	sausage
returned	with	 the	fuel	for	 the	following	day.	But	 the	sausage	remained	so	long
away,	 that	 they	became	uneasy,	and	the	bird	flew	out	 to	meet	him.	He	had	not
flown	far,	however,	when	he	came	across	a	dog	who,	having	met	 the	sausage,
had	regarded	him	as	his	legitimate	booty,	and	so	seized	and	swallowed	him.	The
bird	complained	to	the	dog	of	this	bare-faced	robbery,	but	nothing	he	said	was	of
any	avail,	 for	 the	dog	answered	 that	he	 found	false	credentials	on	 the	sausage,
and	that	was	the	reason	his	life	had	been	forfeited.
The	bird	picked	up	 the	wood,	and	 flew	sadly	home,	and	 told	 the	mouse	all	he
had	seen	and	heard.	They	were	both	very	unhappy,	but	agreed	to	make	the	best
of	things	and	to	remain	with	one	another.
So	now	the	bird	set	the	table,	and	the	mouse	looked	after	the	food	and,	wishing
to	prepare	 it	 in	 the	 same	way	as	 the	 sausage,	by	 rolling	 in	 and	out	 among	 the
vegetables	to	salt	and	butter	them,	she	jumped	into	the	pot,	but	she	stopped	short
long	before	she	reached	the	bottom,	having	already	parted	not	only	with	her	skin
and	hair,	but	also	with	life.
Presently	 the	 bird	 came	 in	 and	 wanted	 to	 serve	 up	 the	 dinner,	 but	 he	 could
nowhere	see	the	cook.	In	his	alarm	and	flurry,	he	threw	the	wood	here	and	there
about	the	floor,	called	and	searched,	but	no	cook	was	to	be	found.	Then	some	of
the	wood	that	had	been	carelessly	thrown	down,	caught	fire	and	began	to	blaze.
The	bird	hastened	to	fetch	some	water,	but	his	pail	fell	into	the	well,	and	he	after
it,	and	as	he	was	unable	to	recover	himself,	he	was	drowned.
	



HERR	LAZARUS	AND	THE	DRAKEN

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Grey
Fairy	Book,	published	in	1900.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	cobbler	called	Lazarus,	who	was	very
fond	of	honey.	One	day,	as	he	ate	some	while	he	sat	at	work,	the	flies	collected
in	such	numbers	that	with	one	blow	he	killed	forty.	Then	he	went	and	ordered	a
sword	to	be	made	for	him,	on	which	he	had	written	these	words:	"With	one	blow
I	have	slain	forty."	When	the	sword	was	ready	he	took	it	and	went	out	into	the
world,	and	when	he	was	two	days’	journey	from	home	he	came	to	a	spring,	by
which	he	laid	himself	down	and	slept.
Now	 in	 that	 country	 there	 dwelt	 Draken,	 one	 of	whom	 came	 to	 the	 spring	 to
draw	water,	and	there	he	found	Lazarus	sleeping,	and	he	read	what	was	written
on	his	sword.	Then	he	went	back	to	his	people	and	told	them	what	he	had	seen,
and	they	all	advised	him	to	make	fellowship	with	this	powerful	stranger.	So	the
Draken	returned	to	the	spring,	awoke	Lazarus,	and	said	that	if	it	was	agreeable	to
him	they	should	make	fellowship	together.
Lazarus	 answered	 that	 he	 was	 willing,	 and	 after	 a	 priest	 had	 blessed	 the
fellowship,	they	returned	together	to	the	other	Draken,	and	Lazarus	dwelt	among
them.	After	some	days	they	told	him	that	it	was	their	custom	to	take	it	in	turns	to
bring	wood	and	water,	 and	as	he	was	now	of	 their	 company,	he	must	 take	his
turn.	They	went	first	for	water	and	wood,	but	at	last	it	came	to	be	Lazarus's	turn
to	 go	 for	 water.	 The	 Draken	 had	 a	 great	 leathern	 bag,	 holding	 two	 hundred
measures	of	water.	This	Lazarus	could	only,	with	great	difficulty,	drag	empty	to
the	spring,	and	because	he	could	not	carry	it	back	full,	he	did	not	fill	it	at	all,	but,
instead,	he	dug	up	the	ground	all	around	the	spring.
As	Lazarus	remained	so	long	away,	the	Draken	sent	one	of	their	number	to	see
what	had	become	of	him,	and	when	this	one	came	to	the	spring,	Lazarus	said	to
him:	 "We	 will	 no	 more	 plague	 ourselves	 by	 carrying	 water	 every	 day.	 I	 will
bring	the	entire	spring	home	at	once,	and	so	we	shall	be	freed	from	this	burden."
But	the	Draken	called	out,	"On	no	account,	Herr	Lazarus,	else	we	shall	all	die	of
thirst.	Rather	will	we	carry	the	water	ourselves	in	turns,	and	you	alone	shall	be
exempt."



Next	it	came	to	be	Lazarus's	turn	to	bring	the	wood.	Now	the	Draken,	when	they
fetched	the	wood,	always	took	an	entire	tree	on	their	shoulder,	and	so	carried	it
home.	Because	Lazarus	could	not	imitate	them	in	this,	he	went	to	the	forest,	tied
all	 the	 trees	 together	with	a	 thick	rope,	and	remained	 in	 the	forest	 till	evening.
Again	 the	Draken	sent	one	of	 them	after	him	 to	 see	what	had	become	of	him,
and	when	this	one	asked	what	he	was	about,	Lazarus	answered,	"I	will	bring	the
entire	forest	home	at	once,	so	that	after	that	we	may	have	rest."
But	the	Draken	called	out,	"By	no	means,	Herr	Lazarus,	else	we	shall	all	die	of
cold,	rather	will	we	go	ourselves	to	bring	wood,	and	let	you	be	free."	And	then
the	Draken	tore	up	one	tree,	threw	it	over	his	shoulder,	and	so	carried	it	home.
When	they	had	lived	together	some	time,	the	Draken	became	weary	of	Lazarus,
and	 agreed	 among	 themselves	 to	 kill	 him.	 Each	 Draken,	 in	 the	 night	 while
Lazarus	slept,	should	strike	him	a	blow	with	a	hatchet.	But	Lazarus	heard	of	this
scheme,	and	when	the	evening	came,	he	took	a	log	of	wood,	covered	it	with	his
cloak,	 laid	 it	 in	 the	 place	where	 he	 usually	 slept,	 and	 then	 hid	 himself.	 In	 the
night	 the	Draken	came,	and	each	one	hit	 the	log	a	blow	with	his	hatchet,	 till	 it
flew	 in	pieces.	Then	 they	believed	 their	object	was	gained,	and	 they	 lay	down
again.
Thereupon	 Lazarus	 took	 the	 log,	 threw	 it	 away,	 and	 laid	 himself	 down	 in	 its
stead.	Towards	dawn,	he	began	to	groan,	and	when	the	Draken	heard	that,	they
asked	 what	 ailed	 him,	 to	 which	 he	 made	 answer,	 "The	 gnats	 have	 stung	 me
horribly."
This	 terrified	 the	 Draken,	 for	 they	 believed	 that	 Lazarus	 took	 their	 blows	 for
gnat-stings,	 and	 they	determined	at	 any	price	 to	get	 rid	of	him.	Next	morning,
therefore,	they	asked	him	if	he	had	not	wife	or	child,	and	said	that	if	he	would
like	to	go	and	visit	 them	they	would	give	him	a	bag	of	gold	to	take	away	with
him.	He	agreed	willingly	to	this,	but	asked	further	that	one	of	the	Draken	should
go	with	 him	 to	 carry	 the	 bag	of	 gold.	They	 consented,	 and	one	was	 sent	with
him.
When	they	had	come	to	within	a	short	distance	of	Lazarus's	house,	he	said	to	the
Draken:	 "Stop	here,	 in	 the	meantime,	 for	 I	must	 go	on	 in	 front	 and	 tie	 up	my
children,	lest	they	eat	you."
So	he	went	and	tied	his	children	with	strong	ropes,	and	said	to	them,	"As	soon	as
the	 Draken	 comes	 in	 sight,	 call	 out	 as	 loud	 as	 you	 can,	 “Drakenflesh!
Drakenflesh!”"
So,	 when	 the	 Draken	 appeared,	 the	 children	 cried	 out,	 "Drakenflesh!
Drakenflesh!"	and	this	so	terrified	the	Draken	that	he	let	the	bag	fall	and	fled.
On	 the	 road	he	met	a	 fox,	which	asked	him	why	he	 seemed	so	 frightened.	He
answered	 that	 he	 was	 afraid	 of	 the	 children	 of	 Herr	 Lazarus,	 who	 had	 been



within	 a	 hair-breadth	of	 eating	him	up.	But	 the	 fox	 laughed,	 and	 said:	 "What!
You	 were	 afraid	 of	 the	 children	 of	 Herr	 Lazarus?	 He	 had	 two	 fowls,	 one	 of
which	I	ate	yesterday,	 the	other	I	will	go	and	fetch	now.	If	you	do	not	believe
me,	come	and	see	for	yourself,	but	you	must	first	tie	yourself	on	to	my	tail."
The	Draken	then	tied	himself	on	to	the	fox's	tail,	and	went	back	thus	with	it	to
Lazarus's	house,	in	order	to	see	what	it	would	arrange.	There	stood	Lazarus	with
his	gun	 raised	 ready	 to	 fire,	who,	when	he	 saw	 the	 fox	coming	along	with	 the
Draken,	called	out	to	the	fox,	"Did	I	not	tell	you	to	bring	me	all	the	Draken,	and
you	bring	me	only	one?"
When	the	Draken	heard	that	he	made	off	to	the	right	about	at	once,	and	ran	so
fast	that	the	fox	was	dashed	in	pieces	against	the	stones.
When	Lazarus	 had	 got	 quit	 of	 the	Draken	 he	 built	 himself,	with	 their	 gold,	 a
magnificent	house,	in	which	he	spent	the	rest	of	his	days	in	great	enjoyment.
	



THE	GREY	MARE	IN	THE	GARRET

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

IN	THE	PORTAL	OF	THE	CHURCH	of	the	Apostles,	near	the	new	market	in
Cologne,	hung	a	picture,	 the	portraits	of	a	certain	Frau	Richmodis	von	Aducht
and	 her	 two	 children,	 of	 whom	 the	 following	 singular	 story	 is	 related.	 The
picture	was	covered	with	a	curtain	which	she	worked	with	her	own	hands.
Her	 husband,	 Richmuth	 von	 Aducht,	 was,	 in	 the	 year	 of	 grace	 1400,	 a	 rich
burgomaster	 of	 Cologne,	 and	 lived	 at	 the	 sign	 of	 the	 Parroquet	 in	 the	 Neu
Marckt.	 In	 that	 year	 a	 fearful	 plague	 desolated	 all	 quarters	 of	 the	 city.	 Frau
Aducht	fell	sick	of	the	pest,	and,	to	all	appearance,	died.	After	the	usual	period
had	 elapsed	 she	 was	 buried	 in	 the	 vaults	 of	 the	 Apostles'	 Church.	 She	 was
buried,	as	the	custom	then	was,	with	her	jewelled	rings	on	her	fingers,	and	most
of	her	rich	ornaments	on	her	person.	These	tempted	the	cupidity	of	the	sexton	of
the	church.	He	argued	with	himself	that	they	were	no	use	to	the	corpse,	and	he
determined	to	possess	them.
Accordingly	 he	 proceeded	 in	 the	 dead	 of	 night	 to	 the	 vault	 where	 she	 lay
interred,	and	commenced	the	work	of	sacrilegious	spoliation.	He	first	unscrewed
the	 coffin	 lid.	He	 then	 removed	 it	 altogether,	 and	 proceeded	 to	 tear	 away	 the
shroud	which	interposed	between	him	and	his	prey.	But	what	was	his	horror	to
perceive	 the	 corpse	 clasp	 her	 hands	 slowly	 together,	 then	 rise,	 and	 finally	 sit
erect	 in	 the	 coffin.	He	was	 rooted	 to	 the	 earth.	 The	 corpse	made	 as	 though	 it
would	 step	 from	 its	 narrow	 bed,	 and	 the	 sexton	 fled,	 shrieking,	 through	 the
vaults.	The	corpse	followed,	its	 long	white	shroud	floating	like	a	meteor	in	the
dim	light	of	the	lamp,	which,	in	his	haste,	he	had	forgotten.	It	was	not	until	he
reached	 his	 own	 door	 that	 he	 had	 sufficient	 courage	 to	 look	 behind	 him,	 and
then,	 when	 he	 perceived	 no	 trace	 of	 his	 pursuer,	 the	 excitement	 which	 had
sustained	him	so	far	subsided,	and	he	sank	senseless	to	the	earth.
In	the	meantime	Richmuth	von	Aducht,	who	had	slept	scarcely	a	moment	since
the	death	of	his	dear	wife,	was	surprised	by	the	voice	of	his	old	manservant,	who
rapped	loudly	at	his	chamber	door,	and	told	him	to	awake	and	come	forth,	for	his
mistress	had	arisen	from	the	dead,	and	was	then	at	the	gate	of	the	courtyard.



"Bah!"	said	he,	rather	pettishly,	"Go	your	ways,	Hans,	you	dream,	or	are	mad,	or
drunk.	What	you	see	is	quite	impossible.	I	should	as	soon	believe	my	old	grey
mare	had	got	into	the	garret	as	that	my	wife	was	at	the	courtyard	gate."	Trot,	trot,
trot,	trot,	suddenly	resounded	high	over	his	head.
"What's	that?"	asked	he	of	his	servant.
"I	know	not,"	replied	the	man,	"an'	it	be	not	your	old	grey	mare	in	the	garret."
They	descended	 in	haste	 to	 the	courtyard,	and	 looked	up	 to	 the	window	of	 the
attic.	Lo	and	behold!	There	was	indeed	the	grey	mare	with	her	head	poked	out	of
the	window,	gazing	down	with	her	great	 eyes	on	her	master	 and	his	man,	 and
seeming	to	enjoy	very	much	her	exalted	station,	and	their	surprise	at	it.
Knock,	knock,	knock	went	the	rapper	of	the	street	gate.
"It	 is	 my	 wife!"	 "It	 is	 my	 mistress!"	 exclaimed	 master	 and	 man	 in	 the	 same
breath.
The	 door	 was	 quickly	 unfastened,	 and	 there,	 truly,	 stood	 the	 mistress	 of	 the
mansion,	enveloped	in	her	shroud.
"Are	you	alive	or	dead?"	exclaimed	the	astonished	husband.
"Alive,	my	dear,	but	very	cold,"	she	murmured	faintly,	her	 teeth	chattering	 the
while,	as	those	of	one	in	a	fever	chill,	"help	me	to	my	chamber."
He	caught	her	in	his	arms	and	covered	her	with	kisses.	Then	he	bore	her	to	her
chamber,	and	called	up	the	whole	house	to	welcome	and	assist	her.	She	suffered
a	little	from	fatigue	and	fright,	but	in	a	few	days	was	very	much	recovered.
The	 thing	became	 the	 talk	of	 the	 town,	and	hundreds	 flocked	daily	 to	 see,	not
alone	the	lady	that	was	rescued	from	the	grave	in	so	remarkable	a	manner,	but
also	the	grey	mare	which	had	so	strangely	contrived	to	get	into	the	garret.
The	excellent	lady	lived	long	and	happily	with	her	husband,	and	at	her	death	was
laid	once	more	in	her	old	resting-place.	The	grey	mare,	after	resting	in	the	garret
three	days,	was	got	down	by	means	of	scaffolding,	safe	and	sound.	She	survived
her	mistress	for	some	time,	and	was	a	general	favourite	in	the	city,	and	when	she
died	her	 skin	was	 stuffed,	 and	placed	 in	 the	 arsenal	 as	 a	 curiosity.	The	 sexton
went	mad	with	the	fright	he	had	sustained,	and	in	a	short	time	entered	that	bourn
from	where	he	had	so	unintentionally	recovered	the	burgomaster's	wife.
Not	only	was	this	memorable	circumstance	commemorated	in	the	Church	of	the
Apostles,	but	 it	was	also	celebrated	 in	bassi	relievi	 figures	on	 the	walls	of	 the
burgomaster's	 residence,	 the	 sign	 of	 the	 Parroquet	 in	 the	 Neu	 Marckt.	 The
searcher	after	antiquities	will,	however,	look	in	vain	for	either.	They	are	not	now
to	 be	 found.	 Modern	 taste	 has	 defaced	 the	 porch	 where	 stood	 the	 one,	 and
erected	a	shapeless	structure	on	the	site	of	the	other.



	



THE	WATER	SPIRIT

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

ABOUT	THE	MIDDLE	OF	THE	SIXTEENTH	century,	when	Zündorf	was	no
larger	 than	 it	 is	 at	 present,	 there	 lived	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 village,	 hard	 by	 the
church,	one	of	that	useful	class	of	women	termed	midwives.	She	was	an	honest,
industrious	 creature,	 and	 what	 with	 ushering	 the	 new-born	 into	 life,	 and	 then
assisting	in	making	garments	for	them,	she	contrived	to	creep	through	the	world
in	comfort,	if	not	in	complete	happiness.
The	summer	had	been	one	of	unusual	drought,	and	the	winter,	of	a	necessity,	one
of	uncommon	scarcity,	so	that	when	the	spring	arrived	the	good	woman	had	less
to	 do	 than	 at	 any	 period	 in	 the	 preceding	 seven	 years.	 In	 fact	 she	was	 totally
unemployed.	As	she	mused	one	night,	lying	abed,	on	the	matter,	she	was	startled
by	a	sharp,	quick	knock	at	the	door	of	her	cottage.	She	hesitated	for	a	moment	to
answer	the	call,	but	the	knocking	was	repeated	with	more	violence	than	before.
This	caused	her	to	spring	out	of	bed	without	more	delay,	and	hasten	to	ascertain
the	wish	of	her	impatient	visitor.	She	opened	the	door	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye,
and	a	man,	tall	of	stature,	enveloped	in	a	large	dark	cloak,	stood	before	her.
"My	wife	is	in	need	of	you,"	he	said	to	her	abruptly,	"her	time	is	come.	Follow
me."
"Nay,	 but	 the	 night	 is	 dark,	 sir,"	 replied	 she.	 "Where	 do	 you	 desire	 me	 to
follow?"
"Close	at	hand,"	he	answered,	as	abruptly	as	before.	"Be	quick	and	follow	me."
"I	will	but	light	my	lamp	and	place	it	in	the	lantern,"	said	the	woman.	"It	will	not
cost	me	more	than	a	moment's	delay."
"It	needs	not,	it	needs	not,"	repeated	the	stranger,	"the	spot	is	close	by.	I	know
every	foot	of	ground.	Follow,	follow!"
There	was	something	so	imperative,	and	at	 the	same	time	so	irresistible,	 in	 the
manner	of	the	man	that	she	said	not	another	word,	but	drawing	her	warm	cloak
about	her	head	followed	him	at	once.	before	she	was	aware	of	the	course	he	had



taken,	so	dark	was	the	night,	and	so	wrapped	up	was	she	in	the	cloak	and	in	her
meditations,	she	found	herself	on	the	bank	of	the	Rhine,	just	opposite	to	the	low
fertile	islet	which	bears	the	same	name	as	the	village,	and	lies	at	a	little	distance
from	the	shore.
"How	 is	 this,	 good	 sir?"	 she	 exclaimed,	 in	 a	 tone	of	 surprise	 and	 alarm.	 "You
have	missed	the	way.	You	have	left	your	road.	Here	is	no	further	path."
"Silence,	 and	 follow,"	 were	 the	 only	 words	 he	 spoke	 in	 reply,	 but	 they	 were
uttered	 in	 such	 a	 manner	 as	 to	 show	 her	 at	 once	 that	 her	 best	 course	 was
obedience.
They	were	 now	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	mighty	 stream,	 the	 rushing	waters	 washed
their	feet.	The	poor	woman	would	fain	have	drawn	back,	but	she	could	not,	such
was	the	preternatural	power	exercised	over	her	by	her	companion.
"Fear	 not,	 follow!"	 he	 spoke	 again,	 in	 a	 kinder	 tone,	 as	 the	 current	 kissed	 the
hem	of	her	garments.
He	 took	 the	 lead	 of	 her.	 The	waters	 opened	 to	 receive	 him.	A	wall	 of	 crystal
seemed	built	up	on	either	side	of	the	vista.	He	plunged	into	its	depths,	and	she
followed.	 The	wild	wave	 gurgled	 over	 them,	 and	 they	were	walking	 over	 the
shiny	pebbles	and	glittering	sands	which	strewed	the	bed	of	the	river.
And	now	a	change	came	over	her	indeed.	She	had	left	all	on	earth	in	the	thick
darkness	 of	 a	 starless	 spring	 night,	 yet	 all	 around	 her	 was	 lighted	 up	 like	 a
mellow	 harvest	 eve,	 when	 the	 sun	 shines	 refulgent	 through	masses	 of	 golden
clouds	on	the	smiling	pastures	and	emerald	meadows	of	the	west.	She	looked	up,
but	 she	 could	 see	 no	 cause	 for	 this	 illumination.	 She	 looked	 down,	 and	 her
search	was	equally	unsuccessful.	She	seemed	to	herself	to	traverse	a	great	hall	of
surpassing	 transparency,	 lighted	 up	 by	 a	 light	 resembling	 that	 given	 out	 by	 a
huge	globe	of	ground	glass.	Her	conductor	still	preceded	her.	They	approached	a
little	door.	The	chamber	within	it	contained	the	object	of	 their	solicitude.	On	a
couch	of	mother-of-pearl,	surrounded	by	sleeping	fishes	and	drowsy	syrens,	who
could	evidently	afford	her	no	assistance,	lay	the	sick	lady.
"Here	is	my	wife,"	said	the	stranger,	as	they	entered	this	chamber.	"Take	her	in
hand	 at	 once,	 and	 hark	 you,	mother,	 heed	 that	 she	 has	 no	 injury	 through	you,
or…"
With	these	words	he	waved	his	hand,	and,	preceded	by	the	obedient	inhabitants
of	the	river,	who	had	until	then	occupied	the	chamber,	left	the	apartment.
The	midwife	approached	her	patient	with	fear	and	 trembling,	for	she	knew	not
what	to	anticipate.	What	was	her	surprise	to	perceive	that	the	stranger	was	like
any	other	lady.	The	business	in	hand	was	soon	finished,	and	midwife	and	patient
began	to	talk	together,	as	women	will	when	an	opportunity	is	afforded	them.
"It	surprises	me	much,"	said	the	former,	"to	see	such	a	handsome	young	lady	as



you	are	buried	down	here	in	the	bottom	of	the	river.	Do	you	never	visit	the	land?
What	a	loss	it	is	to	you!"
"Hush,	 hush!"	 interposed	 the	Triton's	 lady,	 placing	 her	 forefinger	 significantly
on	her	 lips,	"You	peril	your	 life	by	 talking	 thus	without	guard.	Go	 to	 the	door
and	look	out,	that	you	may	see	if	there	be	any	listeners,	then	I	will	tell	something
to	surprise	you."
The	midwife	did	as	she	was	directed.	There	was	no	living	being	within	earshot.
"Now,	listen,"	said	the	lady.
The	midwife	was	all	ear.
"I	am	a	woman,	a	Christian	woman,	like	yourself,"	she	continued,	"though	I	am
here	now	in	the	home	of	my	husband,	who	is	the	spirit	of	these	mighty	waters."
"God	be	praised!"	ejaculated	her	auditor.
"My	father	was	 the	 lord	of	 the	hamlet	of	Rheidt,	a	 little	above	Lülsdorf,	and	 I
lived	 there	 in	 peace	 and	 happiness	 during	 my	 girlish	 days.	 I	 had	 nothing	 to
desire,	as	every	wish	was	gratified	by	him	as	soon	as	it	was	formed.	However,	as
I	grew	to	womanhood	I	felt	that	my	happiness	had	departed.	I	knew	not	where	it
had	 gone,	 or	 why,	 but	 gone	 it	 was.	 I	 felt	 restless,	 melancholy,	 wretched.	 I
wanted,	in	short,	something	to	love,	but	that	I	found	out	since.	Well,	one	day	a
merry-making	 took	 place	 in	 the	 village,	 and	 everyone	 was	 present	 at	 it.	 We
danced	on	the	green	sward	which	stretches	to	the	margin	of	the	river,	and	for	that
day	I	forgot	my	secret	grief,	and	was	among	the	gayest	of	the	gay.	They	made
me	the	queen	of	the	feast,	and	I	had	the	homage	of	all.
As	the	sun	was	going	down	in	glory	in	the	far	west,	melting	the	masses	of	clouds
into	liquid	gold,	a	stranger	of	a	noble	mien	appeared	in	the	midst	of	our	merry
circle.	He	was	garbed	 in	green	 from	head	 to	heel,	and	seemed	 to	have	crossed
the	 river,	 for	 the	 hem	 of	 his	 rich	 riding-cloak	was	 dripping	with	wet.	No	 one
knew	him,	 no	one	 cared	 to	 inquire	who	he	was,	 and	his	 presence	 rather	 awed
than	rejoiced	us.	He	was,	however,	a	stranger,	and	he	was	welcome.	When	I	tell
you	that	stranger	is	my	husband,	you	may	imagine	the	rest.	When	the	dance	then
on	 foot	was	 ended,	 he	 asked	my	 hand.	 I	 could	 not	 refuse	 it	 if	 I	 would,	 but	 I
would	not	if	I	could.	He	was	irresistible.	We	danced	and	danced	until	the	earth
seemed	 to	 reel	 around	 us.	 I	 could	 perceive,	 however,	 even	 in	 the	 whirl	 of
tumultuous	delight	which	forced	me	onward,	that	we	neared	the	water's	edge	in
every	 successive	 figure.	We	 stood	 at	 length	 on	 the	 verge	 of	 the	 stream.	 The
current	caught	my	dress,	 the	villagers	shrieked	aloud,	and	rushed	 to	 rescue	me
from	the	river.
"'Follow!'	said	my	partner,	plunging	as	he	spoke	into	the	foaming	flood.
"I	followed.	Since	then	I	have	lived	with	him	here.	It	is	now	a	century	since,	but
he	has	communicated	 to	me	a	portion	of	his	own	 immortality,	and	 I	know	not



age,	 neither	 do	 I	 dread	 death	 any	 longer.	He	 is	 good	 and	 kind	 to	me,	 though
fearful	to	others.	The	only	cause	of	complaint	I	have	is	his	invariable	custom	of
destroying	every	babe	to	which	I	give	birth	on	the	 third	day	after	my	delivery.
He	 says	 it	 is	 for	my	 sake,	 and	 for	 their	 sakes,	 that	 he	 does	 so,	 and	 he	 knows
best."	She	sighed	heavily	as	she	said	this.
"And	now,"	 resumed	 the	 lady,	"I	must	give	you	one	piece	of	advice,	which,	 if
you	would	keep	your	life,	you	must	implicitly	adopt.	My	husband	will	return.	Be
on	your	guard,	I	bid	you.	He	will	offer	you	gold,	he	will	pour	out	the	countless
treasures	he	possesses	before	you,	he	will	proffer	you	diamonds	and	pearls	and
priceless	gems,	but,	heed	well	what	I	say	to	you.	Take	nothing	more	from	him
than	 you	 would	 from	 any	 other	 person.	 Take	 the	 exact	 sum	 you	 are	 wont	 to
receive	 on	 earth,	 and	 take	 not	 a	 kreutzer	 more,	 or	 your	 life	 is	 not	 worth	 a
moment's	purchase.	It	is	forfeit."
"He	must	 be	 a	 cruel	 being,	 indeed,"	 ejaculated	 the	midwife.	 "God	 deliver	me
from	this	dread	and	great	danger."
"See	you	yon	sealed	vessels?"	said	the	lady,	without	seeming	to	heed	her	fright,
or	hear	her	ejaculations.
The	midwife	looked,	and	saw	ranged	on	an	upper	shelf	of	the	apartment	about	a
dozen	 small	 pots,	 like	 pipkins,	 all	 fast	 sealed,	 and	 labelled	 in	 unknown
characters.
"These	pots,"	pursued	she,	"contain	the	souls	of	those	who	have	been,	like	you,
my	attendants	 in	childbirth,	but	who,	for	slighting	 the	advice	I	gave	 them,	as	I
now	give	you,	and	permitting	a	spirit	of	unjust	gain	 to	 take	possession	of	 their
hearts,	were	deprived	of	life	by	my	husband.	Heed	well	what	I	say.	He	comes.
Be	silent	and	discreet."
As	she	said	the	water	spirit	entered.	He	first	asked	his	wife	how	she	did,	and	his
tones	were	like	the	rushing	sound	of	a	current	heard	far	off.	Learning	from	her
own	 lips	 that	 all	was	well	with	her,	he	 turned	 to	 the	midwife	 and	 thanked	her
most	graciously.
"Now,	come	with	me,"	he	said,	"I	must	pay	you	for	your	services."
She	followed	him	from	the	sick-chamber	to	the	treasury	of	the	palace.	It	was	a
spacious	crystal	vault,	 lighted	up,	 like	 the	rest	of	 the	palace,	 from	without,	but
within	it	was	resplendent	with	treasures	of	all	kinds.	He	led	her	to	a	huge	heap	of
shining	gold	which	ran	the	whole	length	of	the	chamber.
"Here,"	said	he,	"take	what	you	will.	I	put	no	stint	upon	you."
The	 trembling	woman	picked	up	 a	 single	 piece	 of	 the	 smallest	 coin	 she	 could
find	upon	the	heap.
"This	 is	 my	 fee,"	 she	 said.	 "I	 ask	 no	 more	 than	 a	 fair	 remuneration	 for	 my



labour."
The	water	spirit's	brow	blackened	like	a	 tempestuous	night,	and	he	showed	his
green	 teeth	 for	 a	 moment	 as	 if	 in	 great	 ire,	 but	 the	 feeling,	 whatever	 it	 was,
appeared	 to	pass	away	as	quickly	as	 it	came,	and	he	 led	her	 to	a	huge	heap	of
pearls.
"Here,"	he	said,	"take	what	you	will.	Perhaps	you	like	these	better?	They	are	all
pearls	of	great	price,	or	maybe	you	would	wish	for	some	memento	of	me.	Take
what	you	will."
But	she	still	declined	to	take	anything	more,	although	he	tempted	her	with	all	his
treasures.	She	had	not	forgotten	the	advice	of	her	patient.
"I	desire	nothing	more	from	you,	great	prince	as	you	are,	than	I	receive	from	one
of	my	own	condition."	This	was	her	uniform	answer	to	his	entreaties,
"I	thank	you,	but	I	may	not	take	aught	beside	my	due."
"If,"	said	he,	after	a	short	pause,	"you	had	taken	more	than	your	due,	you	would
have	perished	at	my	hands.	And	now,"	proceeded	the	spirit,	"you	shall	go	home,
but	first	take	this.	Fear	not."
As	he	said	he	dipped	his	hand	in	the	heap	of	gold	and	poured	forth	a	handful	into
her	lap.
"Use	that,"	he	continued,	"use	it	without	fear.	It	is	my	gift.	No	evil	will	come	of
it,	I	give	you	my	royal	word."
He	beckoned	her	onward	without	waiting	for	her	reply,	and	they	were	walking
once	again	through	the	corridors	of	the	palace.
"Adieu!"	he	said,	waving	his	hand	to	her,	"Adieu!"
Darkness	fell	around	her	in	a	moment.	In	a	moment	more	she	awoke,	as	from	a
dream,	in	her	warm	bed.
	



MOGARZEA	AND	HIS	SON

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Violet
Fairy	 Book,	 published	 in	 1901.	 The	 original	 is	 taken	 from	 Olumanische
Märchen.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	 LITTLE	 BOY,	 whose	 father	 and	mother,	 when	 they
were	dying,	left	him	to	the	care	of	a	guardian.	But	the	guardian	whom	they	chose
turned	out	to	be	a	wicked	man,	and	spent	all	the	money,	so	the	boy	determined	to
go	away	and	strike	out	a	path	for	himself.
So	one	day	he	set	off,	and	walked	and	walked	through	woods	and	meadows	till
when	 evening	 came	 he	was	 very	 tired,	 and	 did	 not	 know	where	 to	 sleep.	 He
climbed	a	hill	and	looked	about	him	to	see	if	there	was	any	light	shining	from	a
window.	At	 first	all	 seemed	dark,	but	at	 length	he	noticed	a	 tiny	spark	 far,	 far
off,	and,	plucking	up	his	spirits,	he	at	once	went	in	search	of	it.
The	night	was	nearly	half	over	before	he	reached	the	spark,	which	turned	out	to
be	a	big	fire,	and	by	the	fire	a	man	was	sleeping	who	was	so	tall	he	might	have
been	a	giant.	The	boy	hesitated	for	a	moment	not	knowing	what	he	should	do,
but	then	he	crept	close	up	to	the	man,	and	lay	down	by	his	legs.
When	 the	man	 awoke	 in	 the	morning	 he	was	much	 surprised	 to	 find	 the	 boy
nestling	up	close	to	him.
"Dear	me!	where	do	you	come	from?"	said	he.
"I	am	your	son,	born	in	the	night,"	replied	the	boy.
"If	that	is	true,"	said	the	man,	"you	shall	take	care	of	my	sheep,	and	I	will	give
you	food.	But	take	care	you	never	cross	the	border	of	my	land,	or	you	will	repent
it."	Then	he	pointed	out	where	the	border	of	his	land	lay,	and	bade	the	boy	begin
his	work	at	once.
The	young	 shepherd	 led	his	 flock	out	 to	 the	 richest	meadows	 and	 stayed	with
them	till	evening,	when	he	brought	them	back,	and	helped	the	man	to	milk	them.
When	this	was	done,	they	both	sat	down	to	supper,	and	while	they	were	eating
the	boy	asked	the	big	man:	"What	is	your	name,	father?"
"Mogarzea,"	answered	he.



"I	wonder	you	are	not	tired	of	living	by	yourself	in	this	lonely	place."
"There	is	no	reason	you	should	wonder!	Don't	you	know	that	there	was	never	a
bear	yet	who	danced	of	his	own	free	will?"
"Yes,	that	is	true,"	replied	the	boy.	"But	why	is	it	you	are	always	so	sad?	Tell	me
your	history,	father."
"What	is	the	use	of	my	telling	you	things	that	would	only	make	you	sad	too?"
"Oh,	never	mind	that!	I	should	like	to	hear.	Are	you	not	my	father,	and	am	I	not
your	son?"
"Well,	if	you	really	want	to	know	my	story,	this	is	it:	As	I	told	you,	my	name	is
Mogarzea,	 and	my	 father	 is	 an	 emperor.	 I	was	 on	my	way	 to	 the	Sweet	Milk
Lake,	which	 lies	not	 far	 from	here,	 to	marry	one	of	 the	 three	 fairies	who	have
made	 the	 lake	 their	home.	But	on	 the	 road	 three	wicked	elves	 fell	on	me,	 and
robbed	me	of	my	soul,	so	that	ever	since	I	have	stayed	in	this	spot	watching	my
sheep	without	wishing	for	anything	different,	without	having	felt	one	moment's
joy,	or	ever	once	being	able	 to	 laugh.	And	 the	horrible	elves	are	so	 ill-natured
that	if	anyone	sets	one	foot	on	their	land	he	is	instantly	punished.	That	is	why	I
warn	you	to	be	careful,	lest	you	should	share	my	fate."
"All	 right,	 I	 will	 take	 great	 care.	Do	 let	me	 go,	 father,"	 said	 the	 boy,	 as	 they
stretched	themselves	out	to	sleep.
At	sunrise	the	boy	got	up	and	led	his	sheep	out	to	feed,	and	for	some	reason	he
did	not	feel	tempted	to	cross	into	the	grassy	meadows	belonging	to	the	elves,	but
let	his	flock	pick	up	what	pasture	they	could	on	Mogarzea's	dry	ground.
On	the	third	day	he	was	sitting	under	the	shadow	of	a	tree,	playing	on	his	flute,
and	there	was	nobody	in	the	world	who	could	play	a	flute	better,	when	one	of	his
sheep	strayed	across	 the	fence	 into	 the	flowery	fields	of	 the	elves,	and	another
and	another	followed	it.	But	the	boy	was	so	absorbed	in	his	flute	that	he	noticed
nothing	till	half	the	flock	were	on	the	other	side.
He	 jumped	up,	 still	 playing	on	his	 flute,	 and	went	 after	 the	 sheep,	meaning	 to
drive	 them	back	 to	 their	own	side	of	 the	border,	when	suddenly	he	saw	before
him	 three	beautiful	maidens	who	stopped	 in	 front	of	him,	and	began	 to	dance.
The	 boy	 understood	what	 he	must	 do,	 and	 played	with	 all	 his	might,	 but	 the
maidens	danced	on	till	evening.
"Now	let	me	go,"	he	cried	at	last,	"for	poor	Mogarzea	must	be	dying	of	hunger.	I
will	come	and	play	for	you	tomorrow."
"Well,	 you	 may	 go!"	 they	 said,	 "but	 remember	 that	 even	 if	 you	 break	 your
promise	you	will	not	escape	us."
So	 they	 both	 agreed	 that	 the	 next	 day	 he	 should	 come	 straight	 there	with	 the
sheep,	 and	 play	 to	 them	 till	 the	 sun	went	 down.	This	 being	 settled,	 they	 each



returned	home.
Mogarzea	 was	 surprised	 to	 find	 that	 his	 sheep	 gave	 so	much	more	milk	 than
usual,	but	as	the	boy	declared	he	had	never	crossed	the	border	the	big	man	did
not	trouble	his	head	further,	and	ate	his	supper	heartily.
With	 the	 earliest	 gleams	 of	 light,	 the	 boy	was	 off	 with	 his	 sheep	 to	 the	 elfin
meadow,	and	at	the	first	notes	of	his	flute	the	maidens	appeared	before	him	and
danced	and	danced	and	danced	till	evening	came.	Then	the	boy	let	the	flute	slip
through	his	fingers,	and	trod	on	it,	as	if	by	accident.
If	you	had	heard	the	noise	he	made,	and	how	he	wrung	his	hands	and	wept	and
cried	that	he	had	lost	his	only	companion,	you	would	have	been	sorry	for	him.
The	hearts	of	the	elves	were	quite	melted,	and	they	did	all	they	could	to	comfort
him.
"I	 shall	never	 find	another	 flute	 like	 that,	moaned	he.	 "I	have	never	heard	one
whose	tone	was	as	sweet	as	mine!	It	was	cut	from	the	centre	of	a	seven-year-old
cherry	tree!"
"There	is	a	cherry	tree	in	our	garden	that	is	exactly	seven	years	old,"	said	they.
"Come	with	us,	and	you	shall	make	yourself	another	flute."
So	 they	 all	went	 to	 the	 cherry	 tree,	 and	when	 they	were	 standing	 round	 it	 the
youth	explained	that	if	he	tried	to	cut	it	down	with	an	axe	he	might	very	likely
split	 open	 the	 heart	 of	 the	 tree,	 which	 was	 needed	 for	 the	 flute.	 In	 order	 to
prevent	this,	he	would	make	a	little	cut	in	the	bark,	just	large	enough	for	them	to
put	their	fingers	in,	and	with	this	help	he	could	manage	to	tear	the	tree	in	two,	so
that	 the	 heart	 should	 run	 no	 risk	 of	 damage.	 The	 elves	 did	 as	 he	 told	 them
without	 a	 thought,	 then	 he	 quickly	 drew	out	 the	 axe,	which	 had	 been	 sticking
into	the	cleft,	and	behold!	All	their	fingers	were	imprisoned	tight	in	the	tree.
It	was	 in	 vain	 that	 they	 shrieked	with	 pain	 and	 tried	 to	 free	 themselves.	They
could	 do	 nothing,	 and	 the	 young	man	 remained	 as	 cold	 as	marble	 to	 all	 their
entreaties.	Then	he	demanded	of	them	Mogarzea's	soul.
"Oh,	well,	 if	 you	must	have	 it,	 it	 is	 in	 a	bottle	on	 the	window	sill,"	 said	 they,
hoping	that	they	might	obtain	their	freedom	at	once.	But	they	were	mistaken.
"You	have	made	so	many	men	suffer,"	answered	he	sternly,	"that	 it	 is	but	 just
you	 should	 suffer	 yourselves,	 but	 tomorrow	 I	will	 let	 you	 go."	And	he	 turned
towards	home,	taking	his	sheep	and	the	soul	of	Mogarzea	with	him.
Mogarzea	was	waiting	at	the	door,	and	as	the	boy	drew	near	he	began	scolding
him	for	being	so	late.	But	at	the	first	word	of	explanation	the	man	became	beside
himself	with	joy,	and	he	sprang	so	high	into	the	air	that	the	false	soul	which	the
elves	had	given	him	flew	out	of	his	mouth,	and	his	own,	which	had	been	shut
tightly	into	the	flask	of	water,	took	its	place.



When	his	excitement	had	somewhat	calmed	down,	he	cried	to	the	boy,	"Whether
you	are	really	my	son	matters	nothing	to	me.	Tell	me,	how	can	I	repay	you	for
what	you	have	done	for	me?"
"By	 showing	me	where	 the	Milk	Lake	 is,	 and	 how	 I	 can	 get	 one	 of	 the	 three
fairies	who	lives	there	to	wife,	and	by	letting	me	remain	your	son	for	ever."
The	night	was	passed	by	Mogarzea	and	his	son	in	songs	and	feasting,	for	both
were	too	happy	to	sleep,	and	when	day	dawned	they	set	out	together	to	free	the
elves	 from	 the	 tree.	 When	 they	 reached	 the	 place	 of	 their	 imprisonment,
Mogarzea	took	the	cherry	tree	and	all	the	elves	with	it	on	his	back,	and	carried
them	 off	 to	 his	 father's	 kingdom,	 where	 everyone	 rejoiced	 to	 see	 him	 home
again.	 But	 all	 he	 did	 was	 to	 point	 to	 the	 boy	 who	 had	 saved	 him,	 and	 had
followed	him	with	his	flock.
For	three	days	the	boy	stayed	in	the	palace,	receiving	the	thanks	and	praises	of
the	whole	court.	Then	he	 said	 to	Mogarzea,	 "The	 time	has	come	 for	me	 to	go
hence,	 but	 tell	 me,	 I	 pray	 you,	 how	 to	 find	 the	 Sweet	Milk	 Lake,	 and	 I	 will
return,	and	will	bring	my	wife	back	with	me."
Mogarzea	tried	in	vain	to	make	him	stay,	but,	finding	it	was	useless,	he	told	him
all	he	knew,	for	he	himself	had	never	seen	the	lake.
For	 three	summer	days	 the	boy	and	his	 flute	 journeyed	on,	 till	one	evening	he
reached	 the	 lake,	 which	 lay	 in	 the	 kingdom	 of	 a	 powerful	 fairy.	 The	 next
morning	 had	 scarcely	 dawned	 when	 the	 youth	 went	 down	 to	 the	 shore,	 and
began	to	play	on	his	flute,	and	the	first	notes	had	hardly	sounded	when	he	saw	a
beautiful	fairy	standing	before	him,	with	hair	and	robes	that	shone	like	gold.	He
gazed	 at	 her	 in	 wonder,	 when	 suddenly	 she	 began	 to	 dance.	 Her	 movements
were	 so	 graceful	 that	 he	 forgot	 to	 play,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 notes	 of	 his	 flute
ceased	she	vanished	from	his	sight.	The	next	day	the	same	thing	happened,	but
on	the	third	he	took	courage,	and	drew	a	little	nearer,	playing	on	his	flute	all	the
while.	Suddenly	he	sprang	 forward,	 seized	her	 in	his	arms	and	kissed	her,	and
plucked	a	rose	from	her	hair.
The	 fairy	gave	a	cry,	and	begged	him	 to	give	her	back	her	 rose,	but	he	would
not.	He	only	stuck	the	rose	in	his	hat,	and	turned	a	deaf	ear	to	all	her	prayers.
At	 last	 she	 saw	 that	 her	 entreaties	were	 vain,	 and	 agreed	 to	marry	 him,	 as	 he
wished.	And	they	went	together	to	the	palace,	where	Mogarzea	was	still	waiting
for	him,	and	the	marriage	was	celebrated	by	the	emperor	himself.	But	every	May
they	returned	to	the	Milk	Lake,	they	and	their	children,	and	bathed	in	its	waters.
	



THE	LEGEND	OF	RHEINECK

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

GRAF	 ULRIC	 VON	 RHEINECK	 WAS	 A	 very	 wild	 youth.	 Recklessly	 and
without	 consideration	 did	 he	 plunge	 into	 every	 excess.	Dissipation	 grew	 to	 be
the	habit	of	his	life,	and	no	sensual	indulgence	did	he	deny	himself	which	could
be	 procured	 by	 any	 means	 whatever.	 Amply	 provided	 for	 as	 he	 was,	 the
revenues	of	his	wide	possessions,	which	comprehended	Thal	Rheineck,	and	the
adjacent	country,	to	the	shore	of	the	Rhine,	and	as	far	as	the	mouth	of	the	Aar,
were	soon	discovered	to	be	insufficient	for	all	his	absorbing	necessities.	One	by
one	his	broad	lands	were	alienated	from	him,	and	piece	after	piece	of	that	noble
possession	 fell	 from	his	 house,	 until	 finally	 he	 found	himself	without	 a	 single
inch	 of	 ground	which	 he	 could	 call	 his	 own,	 save	 the	 small	 and	 unproductive
spot	on	which	Rheineck	stood.	This	he	had	no	power	 to	 transfer,	or	perhaps	 it
would	have	gone	with	the	remainder.
The	 castle	 had	 fallen	 sadly	 into	disrepair,	 through	his	 protracted	 absence	 from
home,	and	his	continual	neglect	of	it.	Indeed	there	was	scarcely	a	habitable	room
within	its	precincts,	and	he	now	had	no	means	to	make	it	the	fitting	abode	of	any
one,	still	less	of	a	nobleman	of	his	rank	and	consequence.	All	without,	as	well	as
all	within	 it,	was	 desolate	 and	 dreary	 to	 the	 last	 degree.	 The	 splendid	 garden,
previously	the	pride	of	his	ancestors,	was	overrun	with	weeds,	and	tangled	with
parasites	and	creepers.	The	stately	trees,	which	once	afforded	shelter	and	shade,
as	well	as	fruits	of	the	finest	quality	and	rarest	kinds,	were	all	dying	or	withered,
or	had	 their	growth	obstructed	by	destroying	plants.	The	outer	walls	were	 in	a
ruinous	condition,	 the	fortifications	were	everywhere	fallen	into	decay,	and	the
alcoves	and	summer-houses	had	dropped	down,	or	were	roofless,	and	exposed	to
the	weather.	 It	was	 a	 cheerless	 prospect	 to	 contemplate,	 but	 he	 could	not	 now
help	himself,	even	if	he	had	the	will	to	do	so.	Day	after	day	the	same	scene	of
desolation	presented	 itself	 to	his	eyes.	Night	after	night	did	 the	same	cheerless
chamber	present	itself	to	his	view.	It	was	his	own	doing.	That	he	could	not	deny,
and	 bitterly	 he	 rued	 it.	 To	 crown	 his	 helplessness	 and	misery,	 his	 vassals	 and
domestic	 servants	 abandoned	him	by	degrees,	one	after	 another,	 and	at	 last	he
was	left	entirely	alone	in	the	house	of	his	fathers,	a	hermit	in	that	most	dismal	of



all	solitudes,	the	desolate	scene	of	one's	childish,	one's	happiest	recollections.
One	 evening	 about	 twilight,	 as	 he	 sat	 at	 the	 outer	 gate,	 looking	 sadly	 on	 the
broad,	 bright	 river	 which	 flowed	 calmly	 beneath,	 he	 became	 aware	 of	 the
presence	of	a	stranger,	who	seemed	to	toil	wearily	up	the	steep	acclivity	on	the
summit	of	which	the	castle	is	situated.	The	stranger,	a	now	unusual	sight	within
those	walls,	soon	reached	the	spot	where	Ulric	sat,	and,	greeting	the	youth	in	the
fashion	 of	 the	 times,	 prayed	 him	 for	 shelter	 during	 the	 night,	 and	 refreshment
after	his	most	painful	journey.
"I	am,"	said	the	stranger,	"a	poor	pilgrim	on	my	way	to	Cologne,	where,	by	the
merits	of	the	three	wise	kings,	to	whose	shrine	I	am	bound,	I	hope	to	succeed	in
the	object	of	my	journey."
Graf	Ulric	von	Rheineck	at	once	accorded	him	 the	hospitality	he	 required,	 for
though	he	had	but	scant	cheer	for	himself,	and	nought	of	comfort	to	bestow,	he
had	still	some	of	the	feeling	of	a	gentleman	left	in	him.
"I	am	alone	here	now,"	said	he	to	the	pilgrim,	with	a	deep	sigh.	"I	am	myself	as
poor	 as	 Job.	Would	 it	 were	 not	 so!	 My	 menials	 have	 left	 me	 to	 provide	 for
themselves,	 as	 I	 can	 no	 longer	 provide	 for	 them.	 'Twas	 ever	 the	 way	 of	 the
world,	and	I	blame	them	not	for	it.	The	last	departed	yesterday.	He	was	an	old
favourite	of	my	father's,	and	he	once	thought	that	he	would	not	leave	my	service
but	with	his	 life.	We	must	now	look	to	ourselves,	however,	at	 least	so	he	said.
But	that	has	nothing	to	do	with	the	matter,	so	enter,	my	friend."
They	 entered.	 By	 their	 joint	 exertions	 a	 simple	 evening	meal	 was	 soon	made
ready,	and	speedily	spread	forth	on	a	half-rotten	plank,	their	only	table.
"I	have	no	better	to	offer	you,"	observed	the	young	Count,	"but	I	offer	you	what
I	have	with	right	goodwill.	Eat,	if	you	can,	and	be	merry."
They	ate	in	silence,	neither	speaking	during	the	meal.
"Surely,"	 said	 the	 pilgrim,	 when	 it	 was	 over,	 "surely	 it	 may	 not	 be	 that	 the
extensive	 cellars	 of	 this	 great	 castle	 contain	 not	 a	 single	 cup	 of	 wine	 for	 the
weary	wayfarer."
The	Count	was	at	once	struck	by	the	idea.	It	seemed	to	him	as	if	he	had	never
thought	 of	 it	 before,	 though	 in	 reality	 he	 had	 ransacked	 every	 corner	 of	 the
cellars	more	than	once.
"Come,	let	us	go	together	and	try,"	continued	the	pilgrim,	"it	will	go	hard	with	us
if	we	find	nought	to	wash	down	our	homely	fare."
Accompanied	by	his	persuasive	guest,	the	Count	descended	to	the	vaults,	where
the	wines	of	Rheineck	had	been	stored	for	ages.	Dark	and	dreary	did	they	seem
to	him.	A	chill	fell	on	his	soul	as	he	strode	over	the	mouldy	floor.
"Here,"	said	the	pilgrim,	with	great	glee,	"here,	here!	Look	you,	my	master,	look



you!	See!	I	have	found	a	cup	of	the	best."
The	 Count	 passed	 into	 a	 narrow	 cellar	 where	 the	 pilgrim	 had	 preceded	 him.
There	stood	his	companion	beside	a	full	butt	of	burgundy,	holding	in	his	hand	a
massive	silver	cup,	foaming	over	with	the	generous	beverage,	and	with	the	other
he	pointed	exultingly	to	his	prize.	The	scene	seemed	like	a	dream	to	Ulric.	The
place	was	wholly	unknown	to	him.	The	circumstances	were	most	extraordinary.
He	mused	a	moment,	but	he	knew	not	what	to	do	in	the	emergency.
"We	will	enjoy	ourselves	here,"	said	the	pilgrim.	"Here,	on	this	very	spot,	shall
we	make	us	merry!	Ay,	here,	beside	this	noble	butt	of	burgundy.	See,	'tis	the	best
vintage!	Let	us	be	of	good	cheer!"
The	Count	and	his	boon	companion	sat	down	on	 two	empty	casks,	and	a	 third
served	 them	for	a	 table.	They	plied	 the	brimming	beakers	with	 right	goodwill,
and	 they	 drank	 with	 all	 their	 might	 and	 main.	 The	 Count	 became
communicative,	and	 talked	about	his	private	affairs,	as	men	in	 liquor	will.	The
pilgrim,	 however,	 preserved	 a	 very	 discreet	 silence,	 only	 interrupting	 by	 an
occasional	interjection	of	delight,	or	an	opportune	word	of	encouragement	to	his
garrulous	friend.
"I'll	 tell	you	what,"	began	 the	pilgrim,	when	 the	Count	had	concluded	his	 tale.
"I'll	tell	you	what.	Listen.	I	know	a	way	to	get	you	out	of	your	difficulties,	and	to
rid	you	of	all	your	embarrassments."
The	Count	 looked	at	him	 incredulously	 for	 a	moment.	His	 eye	could	not	keep
itself	 steady	 for	 a	 longer	 space	 of	 time.	 There	was	 something	 in	 the	 pilgrim's
glance	as	it	met	his	 that	greatly	dissipated	his	unbelief,	and	he	inquired	of	him
how	these	things	could	be	brought	about.
"But,	 mayhap,"	 continued	 the	 pilgrim,	 apparently	 disregarding	 the	 manifest
change	 in	his	 companion's	 impressions	 regarding	him.	 "Mayhap	you	would	be
too	faint-hearted	to	follow	my	advice	if	I	gave	it	you."
The	Count	sprang	on	his	feet	in	a	trice,	and	half-unsheathed	his	sword	to	avenge
this	taunt	on	his	manhood,	but	the	pilgrim	looked	so	unconcerned,	and	evinced
so	little	emotion	at	this	burst	of	anger,	that	the	action	and	its	result	were	merely
momentary.	Ulric	resumed	his	seat,	and	the	pilgrim	proceeded,
"You	tell	me	that	you	once	heard	from	your	father,	who	had	it	from	his	father,
that	your	great-grandfather,	in	the	time	when	this	castle	was	beleaguered	by	the
Emperor	Conrad,	 buried	 a	 vast	 treasure	 in	 some	 part	 of	 it,	 but	which	 part	 his
sudden	death	prevented	him	from	communicating	to	his	successor?"
The	Count	nodded	acquiescence.	"It	is	even	so,"	he	said.
"In	 Eastern	 lands	 have	 I	 learned	 to	 discover	 where	 concealed	 treasures	 are
hidden,"	pursued	the	pilgrim,	"and…"



The	Count	grasped	him	by	the	hand.	"Find	them,"	he	cried,	"find	them	for	me,
and	a	full	half	is	yours!	Oh,	there	is	gold,	and	there	are	diamonds	and	precious
stones	of	all	kinds.	They	are	there	in	abundance.	My	father	said	so!	'Tis	true,	'tis
true!	Find	them,	find	them,	and	then	shall	this	old	hall	ring	once	more	with	the
voice	of	merriment.	Then	shall	we	live!	Aye,	we	shall	live,	that	we	shall!"
The	 pilgrim	 did	 not	 attempt	 to	 interrupt	 his	 ecstasies,	 or	 to	 interpose	 between
him	and	 the	 excess	 of	 his	 glee,	 but	 let	 him	excite	 himself	 to	 the	 highest	 pitch
with	 pictures	 of	 the	 pleasing	 future,	 until	 they	 had	 acquired	 almost	 the
complexion	of	fact	and	the	truth	of	reality	for	his	distracted	imagination.	When
he	had	 exhausted	himself,	 the	wily	 tempter	 resumed,	 "Oh	yes,	 I	 know	 it	 all.	 I
know	where	 the	 treasure	 is.	 I	 can	put	your	 finger	on	 it	 if	 I	 like.	 I	was	present
when	the	old	man	buried	it	in	the…"
"You	present!"	exclaimed	Ulric,	his	hair	standing	on	end	with	horror,	for	he	had
no	doubts	of	the	truth	of	the	mysterious	stranger's	statements.	"You	present!"
"Yes,"	resumed	the	pilgrim,	"I	was	present."
"But	he	is	full	a	hundred	years	dead	and	buried,"	continued	the	Count.
"No	matter	 for	 that,	no	matter	 for	 that,"	 replied	 the	guest	abruptly.	 "Many	and
many	a	time	have	we	drunk	and	feasted	and	revelled	together	in	this	vault,	aye,
in	this	very	vault."
The	Count	knew	not	what	to	think,	still	less	what	to	reply	to	this	information.	He
could	not	 fail	 to	perceive	 its	 improbability,	drunk	as	he	was,	but	 still	he	could
not,	for	the	life	of	him,	discredit	it.
"But,"	 added	 the	 pilgrim,	 "trouble	 not	 yourself	with	 that	 at	 present	which	 you
have	 not	 the	 power	 to	 comprehend,	 and	 speculate	 not	 on	my	proceedings,	 but
listen	to	my	words,	and	follow	my	advice,	if	you	will	that	I	should	serve	you	in
the	matter."
The	Count	was	silent	when	the	stranger	proceeded.
"This	is	Walpurgis	night,"	he	said.	"All	the	spirits	of	earth	and	sea	and	sky	are
now	abroad	on	their	way	to	the	Brocken.	Hell	is	broke	loose,	you	know,	for	its
annual	orgies	on	 that	mountain.	When	 the	castle	clock	 tolls	 twelve	go	 into	 the
chapel,	 and	 proceed	 to	 the	 graves	 of	 your	 grandfather,	 your	 great-grandfather,
and	your	great-great-grandfather,	and	take	from	their	coffins	 the	bones	of	 their
skeletons.	Take	them	all,	mind	you.	One	by	one	you	must	then	remove	them	into
the	moonlight,	outside	the	walls	of	the	building,	and	there	lay	them	softly	on	the
bit	of	green	sward	which	faces	to	the	south.	This	done,	you	must	next	place	them
in	 the	 order	 in	 which	 they	 lay	 in	 their	 last	 resting-place.	 When	 you	 have
completed	that	task,	you	must	return	to	the	chapel,	and	in	their	coffins	you	will
find	the	treasures	of	your	forefathers.	No	one	has	power	over	an	atom	of	them,
until	the	bones	of	those	who	in	spirit	keep	watch	and	ward	over	them	shall	have



been	removed	from	their	guardianship.	So	long	as	they	rest	on	them,	or	oversee
them,	to	the	dead	they	belong.	It	is	a	glorious	prize.	'Twill	be	the	making	of	you,
man,	for	ever!"
Ulric	was	shocked	at	the	proposal.	To	desecrate	the	graves	of	his	fathers	was	a
deed	which	made	him	shudder,	and,	bad	as	he	was,	the	thought	filled	him	with
the	greatest	horror,	but	the	temptation	was	irresistible.
At	the	solemn	hour	of	midnight	he	proceeded	to	the	chapel,	accompanied	by	the
pilgrim.	He	 entered	 the	 holy	 place	with	 trembling,	 for	 his	 heart	misgave	 him.
The	pilgrim	stayed	without,	apparently	anxious	and	uneasy	as	to	the	result	of	the
experiment	about	to	be	made.	To	all	the	solicitations	of	the	Count	for	assistance
in	his	task	he	turned	a	deaf	ear,	and	nothing	that	he	could	say	could	induce	him
to	set	foot	within	the	chapel	walls.
Ulric	opened	the	graves	in	the	order	in	which	they	were	situated,	beginning	with
the	 one	 first	 from	 the	 door	 of	 the	 chapel.	He	 proceeded	 to	 remove	 the	 rotting
remains	 from	 their	mouldering	 coffins.	One	by	one	did	he	bear	 their	 bleached
bones	into	the	open	air,	as	he	had	been	instructed,	and	placed	them	as	they	had
lain	in	their	narrow	beds,	under	the	pale	moonbeams,	on	the	plot	of	green	sward
facing	the	south,	outside	the	chapel	walls.	The	coffins	were	all	cleared	of	 their
tenants,	except	one	which	stood	next	 to	 the	altar,	at	 the	upper	end	of	 the	aisle.
Ulric	approached	this	also	to	perform	the	wretched	task	he	had	set	himself.	The
thoughts	of	 the	 treasure	he	 should	 soon	become	possessed	of	 faintly	 sustained
his	 sinking	 soul	 in	 the	 fearful	 operation.	Removing	 the	 lid	of	 this	 last	 resting-
place	 of	 mortality,	 his	 heart	 failed	 him	 at	 the	 sight	 he	 beheld.	 There	 lay
extended,	as	if	in	deep	sleep,	the	corpse	of	a	fair	child,	fresh	and	comely,	as	if	it
still	 felt	 and	 breathed	 and	 had	 lusty	 being.	 The	 weakness	 Ulric	 felt	 was	 but
momentary.	His	companion	called	aloud	to	him	to	finish	his	task	quickly,	or	the
hour	would	 have	 passed	when	 his	 labour	would	 avail	 him.	As	 he	 touched	 the
corpse	 of	 the	 infant	 the	 body	 stirred	 as	 if	 it	 had	 sensation.	He	 shrank	 back	 in
horror	as	the	fair	boy	rose	gently	in	his	coffin,	and	at	length	stood	upright	within
it.
"Bring	back	yon	bones,"	said	the	phantom	babe,	"bring	back	yon	bones,	and	let
them	rest	in	peace	in	the	last	home	of	their	fathers.	The	curse	of	the	dead	will	be
on	you	otherwise.	Back!	Back!	Bring	them	back	before	it	be	too	late."
The	corpse	sank	down	in	the	coffin	again	as	it	uttered	these	words,	and	Ulric	saw
a	 skeleton	 lying	 in	 its	 place.	 Shuddering,	 he	 averted	 his	 gaze,	 and	 turned	 it
towards	 the	 chapel	 door,	 where	 he	 had	 left	 his	 companion.	 But,	 horror	 upon
horror!	As	he	 looked	he	 saw	 the	 long,	 loose,	dark	outer	garment	 fall	 from	 the
limbs	of	the	pilgrim.	He	saw	his	form	dilate	and	expand	in	height	and	in	breadth,
until	 his	 head	 seemed	 to	 touch	 the	 pale	 crescent	moon,	 and	 his	 bulk	 shut	 out
from	view	all	beyond	 itself.	He	saw	his	eyes	 firing	and	 flaming	 like	globes	of



lurid	 light,	 and	 he	 saw	 his	 hair	 and	 beard	 converted	 into	 one	 mass	 of	 living
flame.	The	fiend	stood	revealed	in	all	his	hideous	deformity.
His	 hands	 were	 stretched	 forth	 to	 fasten	 on	 the	 hapless	 Count,	 who,	 with
vacillating	step,	like	the	bird	under	the	eye	of	the	basilisk,	involuntarily,	though
with	 a	 perfect	 consciousness	 of	 his	 awful	 situation,	 and	 the	 fearful	 fate	which
awaited	him,	every	moment	drew	nearer	and	nearer	to	him.	The	victim	reached
the	 chapel	 door,	 where	 he	 felt	 all	 the	 power	 of	 that	 diabolical	 fascination.
Another	 step	and	he	would	be	 in	 the	grasp	of	 the	 fiend	who	grinned	 to	 clutch
him.	But	the	fair	boy	who	spoke	from	the	grave	suddenly	appeared	once	more,
and,	 flinging	himself	between	 the	wretched	Count	and	 the	door,	obstructed	his
further	progress.
"Avaunt,	 foul	 fiend!"	 said	 the	 child,	 and	 his	 voice	 was	 like	 a	 trumpet-note,
"avaunt	 to	 hell!	 He	 is	 no	 longer	 yours.	 You	 have	 no	 power	 over	 him.	 Your
hellish	plot	has	failed.	He	is	free,	and	shall	live	and	repent."
As	 he	 said	 this	 he	 threw	 his	 arms	 around	Ulric,	 and	 the	 Count	 became,	 as	 it
were,	at	once	surrounded	by	a	beatific	halo,	which	lighted	up	the	chapel	like	day.
The	fiend	fled	howling	like	a	wild	beast	disappointed	of	its	prey.
The	remains	of	his	ancestors	were	again	replaced	in	their	coffins	by	the	Count,
long	before	the	morning	broke,	and	on	their	desecrated	graves	he	poured	forth	a
flood	of	repentant	tears.	With	the	dawn	of	day	he	quitted	the	castle	of	Rheineck.
It	is	said	that	he	traversed	the	land	in	the	garb	of	a	lowly	mendicant,	subsisting
on	the	alms	of	the	charitable,	and	it	is	likewise	told	that	he	did	penance	at	every
holy	shrine	from	Cologne	to	Rome,	where	he	was	bound	to	obtain	absolution	for
his	sins.	Years	afterwards	he	was	found	dead	at	 the	foot	of	 the	ancient	altar	 in
the	ruined	chapel.	The	castle	went	 to	ruin,	and	for	centuries	no	one	ever	dwelt
within	its	walls	save	the	night-birds	and	the	beasts	of	prey.
Of	the	original	structure	the	ruins	of	one	old	tower	are	all	that	now	remain.	It	is
still	 firmly	believed	by	 the	peasants	of	 the	neighbourhood,	 that	 in	 the	 first	and
the	 last	 quarter	 of	 the	 moon	 the	 spirit	 of	 Ulric,	 the	 last	 of	 the	 old	 lords	 of
Rheineck,	 still	 sweeps	 around	 the	 ruin	 at	 the	 hour	 of	 midnight,	 and	 is
occasionally	visible	to	belated	wanderers.
	



JACK	MY	HEDGEHOG

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	FARMER	WHO	 lived	 in	 great	 comfort.	He	had	both
lands	 and	 money,	 but,	 though	 he	 was	 so	 well	 off,	 one	 thing	 was	 wanting	 to
complete	his	happiness,	for	he	had	no	children.	Many	and	many	a	time,	when	he
met	other	farmers	at	the	nearest	market	town,	they	would	tease	him,	asking	how
it	 came	 about	 that	 he	 was	 childless.	 At	 length	 he	 grew	 so	 angry	 that	 he
exclaimed:	 "I	must	 and	will	 have	 a	 child	 of	 some	 sort	 or	 kind,	 even	 should	 it
only	be	a	hedgehog!"
Not	long	after	this	his	wife	gave	birth	to	a	child,	but	though	the	lower	half	of	the
little	creature	was	a	fine	boy,	from	the	waist	upwards	it	was	a	hedgehog,	so	that
when	his	mother	first	saw	him	she	was	quite	frightened,	and	said	to	her	husband,
"There	now,	you	have	cursed	the	child	yourself."
The	farmer	said,	"What's	the	use	of	making	a	fuss?	I	suppose	the	creature	must
be	christened,	but	I	don't	see	how	we	are	to	ask	anyone	to	be	sponsor	to	him,	and
what	are	we	to	call	him?"
"There	is	nothing	we	can	possibly	call	him	but	Jack	my	Hedgehog,"	replied	the
wife.
So	they	took	him	to	be	christened,	and	the	parson	said,	"You’ll	never	be	able	to
put	 that	child	 in	a	decent	bed	on	account	of	his	prickles."	Which	was	 true,	but
they	shook	down	some	straw	for	him	behind	the	stove,	and	there	he	lay	for	eight
years.	His	father	grew	very	tired	of	him	and	often	wished	him	dead,	but	he	did
not	die,	but	lay	on	there	year	after	year.
Now	one	day	there	was	a	big	fair	at	the	market	town	to	which	the	farmer	meant
to	go,	so	he	asked	his	wife	what	he	should	bring	her	from	it.	"Some	meat	and	a
couple	of	big	loaves	for	the	house,"	said	she.	Then	he	asked	the	maid	what	she
wanted,	and	she	said	a	pair	of	slippers	and	some	stockings.	Lastly	he	said,	"Well,



Jack	my	Hedgehog,	and	what	shall	I	bring	you?"
"Daddy,"	said	he,	"do	bring	me	a	bagpipe."	When	the	farmer	came	home	he	gave
his	wife	and	the	maid	the	things	they	had	asked	for,	and	then	he	went	behind	the
stove	and	gave	Jack	my	Hedgehog	the	bagpipes.
When	Jack	had	got	his	bagpipes	he	said,	"Daddy,	do	go	to	the	smithy	and	have
the	 house	 cock	 shod	 for	me,	 then	 I’ll	 ride	 off	 and	 trouble	 you	 no	more."	His
father,	 who	was	 delighted	 at	 the	 prospect	 of	 getting	 rid	 of	 him,	 had	 the	 cock
shod,	and	when	it	was	ready	Jack	my	Hedgehog	mounted	on	its	back	and	rode
off	 to	 the	 forest,	 followed	by	all	 the	pigs	 and	asses	which	he	had	promised	 to
look	after.
Having	reached	the	forest	he	made	the	cock	fly	up	to	the	top	of	a	very	tall	tree
with	him,	and	there	he	sat	looking	after	his	pigs	and	donkeys,	and	he	sat	on	and
on	for	several	years	till	he	had	quite	a	big	herd,	but	all	this	time	his	father	knew
nothing	about	him.
As	he	sat	up	in	his	tree	he	played	away	on	his	pipes	and	drew	the	loveliest	music
from	them.	As	he	was	playing	one	day	a	King,	who	had	lost	his	way,	happened
to	pass	close	by,	and	hearing	the	music	he	was	much	surprised,	and	sent	one	of
his	servants	to	find	out	where	it	came	from.	The	man	peered	about,	but	he	could
see	nothing	but	a	little	creature	which	looked	like	a	cock	with	a	hedgehog	sitting
on	 it,	 perched	 up	 in	 a	 tree.	 The	 King	 desired	 the	 servant	 to	 ask	 the	 strange
creature	why	it	sat	there,	and	if	it	knew	the	shortest	way	to	his	kingdom.
On	 this	 Jack	 my	 Hedgehog	 stepped	 down	 from	 his	 tree	 and	 said	 he	 would
undertake	to	show	the	King	his	way	home	if	the	King	on	his	part	would	give	him
his	written	promise	to	let	him	have	whatever	first	met	him	on	his	return.
The	King	thought	to	himself,	"That's	easy	enough	to	promise.	The	creature	won't
understand	a	word	about	it,	so	I	can	just	write	what	I	choose."
So	he	 took	pen	and	 ink	and	wrote	 something,	and	when	he	had	done	Jack	my
Hedgehog	pointed	out	the	way	and	the	King	got	safely	home.
Now	when	the	King's	daughter	saw	her	father	returning	in	the	distance	she	was
so	delighted	that	she	ran	to	meet	him	and	threw	herself	into	his	arms.	Then	the
King	remembered	Jack	my	Hedgehog,	and	he	told	his	daughter	how	he	had	been
obliged	to	give	a	written	promise	to	bestow	whatever	he	first	met	when	he	got
home	on	an	extraordinary	creature	which	had	shown	him	the	way.	The	creature,
said	he,	rode	on	a	cock	as	though	it	had	been	a	horse,	and	it	made	lovely	music,
but	 as	 it	 certainly	 could	not	 read	he	had	 just	written	 that	 he	would	not	 give	 it
anything	at	all.	At	this	the	Princess	was	quite	pleased,	and	said	how	cleverly	her
father	had	managed,	for,	of	course,	nothing	would	induce	her	 to	have	gone	off
with	Jack	my	Hedgehog.
Meantime	 Jack	 minded	 his	 asses	 and	 pigs,	 sat	 aloft	 in	 his	 tree,	 played	 his



bagpipes,	 and	was	 always	merry	 and	 cheery.	After	 a	 time	 it	 so	 happened	 that
another	 King,	 having	 lost	 his	 way,	 passed	 by	 with	 his	 servants	 and	 escort,
wondering	how	he	could	find	his	way	home,	for	the	forest	was	very	vast.	He	too
heard	 the	music,	and	 told	one	of	his	men	 to	 find	out	 from	where	 it	came.	The
man	 came	 under	 the	 tree,	 and	 looking	 up	 to	 the	 top	 there	 he	 saw	 Jack	 my
Hedgehog	astride	on	the	cock.
The	servant	asked	Jack	what	he	was	doing	up	there.	"I’m	minding	my	pigs	and
donkeys,	but	what	do	you	want?"	was	the	reply.	Then	the	servant	told	him	they
had	lost	their	way,	and	wanted	someone	to	show	it	them.	Down	came	Jack	my
Hedgehog	with	his	cock,	and	told	the	old	King	he	would	show	him	the	right	way
if	he	would	solemnly	promise	to	give	him	the	first	 thing	he	met	 in	front	of	his
royal	castle.
The	King	said	"Yes,"	and	gave	Jack	a	written	promise	to	that	effect.
Then	Jack	rode	on	in	front	pointing	out	the	way,	and	the	King	reached	his	own
country	in	safety.
Now	he	had	an	only	daughter	who	was	extremely	beautiful,	and	who,	delighted
at	her	father's	return,	ran	to	meet	him,	threw	her	arms	round	his	neck	and	kissed
him	heartily.	Then	she	asked	where	he	had	been	wandering	so	long,	and	he	told
her	how	he	had	lost	his	way	and	might	never	have	reached	home	at	all	but	for	a
strange	creature,	half-man,	half-hedgehog,	which	rode	a	cock	and	sat	up	in	a	tree
making	lovely	music,	and	which	had	shown	him	the	right	way.	He	also	told	her
how	he	had	been	obliged	to	pledge	his	word	to	give	the	creature	the	first	thing
which	met	him	outside	his	castle	gate,	and	he	felt	very	sad	at	the	thought	that	she
had	been	the	first	thing	to	meet	him.
But	the	Princess	comforted	him,	and	said	she	should	be	quite	willing	to	go	with
Jack	my	Hedgehog	whenever	he	came	to	fetch	her,	because	of	the	great	love	she
bore	to	her	dear	old	father.
Jack	my	Hedgehog	continued	to	herd	his	pigs,	and	they	increased	in	number	till
there	were	so	many	that	the	forest	seemed	full	of	them.	So	he	made	up	his	mind
to	live	there	no	longer,	and	sent	a	message	to	his	father	telling	him	to	have	all	the
stables	 and	outhouses	 in	 the	village	 cleared,	 as	he	was	going	 to	bring	 such	 an
enormous	herd	 that	 all	who	would	might	 kill	what	 they	 chose.	His	 father	was
much	 vexed	 at	 this	 news,	 for	 he	 thought	 Jack	 had	 died	 long	 ago.	 Jack	 my
Hedgehog	mounted	his	cock,	and	driving	his	pigs	before	him	into	the	village,	he
let	everyone	kill	as	many	as	they	chose,	and	such	a	hacking	and	hewing	of	pork
went	on	as	you	might	have	heard	for	miles	off.
Then	 said	 Jack,	 "Daddy,	 let	 the	blacksmith	 shoe	my	cock	once	more,	 then	 I’ll
ride	off,	and	I	promise	you	I’ll	never	come	back	again	as	long	as	I	live."	So	the
father	had	the	cock	shod,	and	rejoiced	at	the	idea	of	getting	rid	of	his	son.



Then	Jack	my	Hedgehog	 set	off	 for	 the	 first	kingdom,	and	 there	 the	King	had
given	 strict	 orders	 that	 if	 anyone	 should	 be	 seen	 riding	 a	 cock	 and	 carrying	 a
bagpipe	he	was	to	be	chased	away	and	shot	at,	and	on	no	account	to	be	allowed
to	enter	the	palace.	So	when	Jack	my	Hedgehog	rode	up	the	guards	charged	him
with	their	bayonets,	but	he	put	spurs	to	his	cock,	flew	up	over	the	gate	right	to
the	King's	windows,	 let	himself	down	on	 the	sill,	and	called	out	 that	 if	he	was
not	given	what	had	been	promised	him,	both	the	King	and	his	daughter	should
pay	for	it	with	their	lives.	Then	the	King	coaxed	and	entreated	his	daughter	to	go
with	Jack	and	so	save	both	their	lives.
The	Princess	dressed	herself	all	 in	white,	and	her	father	gave	her	a	coach	with
six	 horses	 and	 servants	 in	 gorgeous	 liveries	 and	 quantities	 of	 money.	 She
stepped	into	the	coach,	and	Jack	my	Hedgehog	with	his	cock	and	pipes	took	his
place	beside	her.	They	both	took	leave,	and	the	King	fully	expected	never	to	set
eyes	on	 them	again.	But	matters	 turned	out	very	differently	 from	what	he	had
expected,	for	when	they	had	got	a	certain	distance	from	the	town	Jack	tore	all	the
Princess's	smart	clothes	off	her,	and	pricked	her	all	over	with	his	bristles,	saying:
"That's	what	 you	 get	 for	 treachery.	Now	go	 back,	 I’ll	 have	 no	more	 to	 say	 to
you."	And	with	that	he	hunted	her	home,	and	she	felt	she	had	been	disgraced	and
put	to	shame	till	her	life's	end.
Then	Jack	my	Hedgehog	rode	on	with	his	cock	and	bagpipes	to	the	country	of
the	 second	 King	 to	 whom	 he	 had	 shown	 the	 way.	 Now	 this	 King	 had	 given
orders	 that,	 in	 the	event	of	 Jack's	coming	 the	guards	were	 to	present	arms,	 the
people	to	cheer,	and	he	was	to	be	conducted	in	triumph	to	the	royal	palace.
When	the	King's	daughter	saw	Jack	my	Hedgehog,	she	was	a	good	deal	startled,
for	he	certainly	was	very	peculiar	 looking,	but	after	all	she	considered	that	she
had	given	her	word	and	 it	 couldn't	be	helped.	So	she	made	Jack	welcome	and
they	were	betrothed	to	each	other,	and	at	dinner	he	sat	next	her	at	the	royal	table,
and	they	ate	and	drank	together.
When	they	retired	to	rest	the	Princess	feared	lest	Jack	should	kiss	her	because	of
his	prickles,	but	he	told	her	not	to	be	alarmed	as	no	harm	should	befall	her.	Then
he	begged	the	old	King	to	place	a	watch	of	four	men	just	outside	his	bedroom
door,	and	to	desire	them	to	make	a	big	fire.	When	he	was	about	to	lie	down	in
bed	he	would	creep	out	of	his	hedgehog	skin,	and	leave	it	lying	at	the	bedside,
then	the	men	must	rush	in,	 throw	the	skin	into	the	fire,	and	stand	by	till	 it	was
entirely	burnt	up.
And	so	it	was,	for	when	it	struck	eleven,	Jack	my	Hedgehog	went	to	his	room,
took	off	his	 skin	and	 left	 it	 at	 the	 foot	of	 the	bed.	The	men	 rushed	 in,	quickly
seized	 the	 skin	 and	 threw	 it	 on	 the	 fire,	 and	directly	 it	was	 all	 burnt	 Jack	was
released	from	his	enchantment	and	lay	in	his	bed	a	man	from	head	to	foot,	but
quite	charred	as	though	he	had	been	severely	scorched.



The	King	sent	off	for	his	physician	in	ordinary,	who	washed	Jack	all	over	with
various	essences	and	salves,	so	that	he	recovered	his	natural	skin	tone	and	was	a
remarkably	handsome	young	man.	When	the	King's	daughter	saw	him	she	was
greatly	pleased,	and	next	day	the	marriage	ceremony	was	performed,	and	the	old
King	bestowed	his	kingdom	on	Jack	my	Hedgehog.
After	some	years	Jack	and	his	wife	went	to	visit	his	father,	but	the	farmer	did	not
recognize	him,	and	declared	he	had	no	son.	He	had	had	one,	but	 that	one	was
born	with	bristles	like	a	hedgehog,	and	had	gone	off	into	the	wide	world.	Then
Jack	told	his	story,	and	his	old	father	rejoiced	and	returned	to	 live	with	him	in
his	kingdom.
	



THE	CELLAR	OF	THE	OLD	KNIGHTS	IN	THE
KYFFHAUSER

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

There	was	a	poor,	but	worthy,	and	withal	very	merry,	fellow	at	Tilleda,	who	was
once	put	to	the	expense	of	a	christening,	and,	as	luck	would	have	it,	 it	was	the
eighth.	According	to	the	custom	of	the	time,	he	was	obliged	to	give	a	plain	feast
to	the	child's	sponsors.	The	wine	of	the	country	which	he	put	before	his	guests
was	soon	exhausted,	and	they	began	to	call	for	more.
"Go,"	said	the	merry	father	of	the	newly	baptized	child	to	his	eldest	daughter,	a
handsome	girl	of	sixteen,	"go,	and	get	us	better	wine	than	this	out	of	the	cellar."
"Out	of	what	cellar?"
"Why,	out	of	 the	great	wine-cellar	of	 the	old	Knights	 in	 the	Kyffhauser,	 to	be
sure,"	said	her	father	jokingly.
The	simple-minded	girl	did	as	he	told	her,	and	taking	a	small	pitcher	in	her	hand
went	 to	 the	 mountain.	 In	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 mountain	 she	 found	 an	 aged
housekeeper,	dressed	in	a	very	old-fashioned	style,	with	a	large	bundle	of	keys	at
her	 girdle,	 sitting	 at	 the	 ruined	 entrance	 of	 an	 immense	 cellar.	 The	 girl	 was
struck	dumb	with	amazement,	but	the	old	woman	said	very	kindly,	"Of	a	surety
you	want	to	draw	wine	out	of	the	Knights'	cellar?"
"Yes,"	said	the	girl	timidly,	"but	I	have	no	money."
"Never	mind	that,"	said	the	old	woman,	"come	with	me,	and	you	shall	have	wine
for	nothing,	and	better	wine	too	than	your	father	ever	tasted."
So	the	two	went	together	through	the	half-blocked-up	entrance,	and	as	they	went
along	the	old	woman	made	the	girl	tell	her	how	affairs	were	going	on	at	that	time
in	Tilleda.
"For	 once,"	 said	 she,	 "when	 I	 was	 young,	 and	 good-looking	 as	 you	 are,	 the
Knights	stole	me	away	in	the	night-time,	and	brought	me	through	a	hole	in	the
ground	from	the	very	house	in	Tilleda	which	now	belongs	to	your	father.	Shortly
before	 that	 they	had	carried	away	by	 force	 from	Kelbra,	 in	broad	daylight,	 the



four	 beautiful	 damsels	who	 occasionally	 still	 ride	 about	 here	 on	 horses	 richly
caparisoned,	 and	 then	disappear	 again.	As	 for	me,	 as	 soon	as	 I	grew	old,	 they
made	me	their	butler,	and	I	have	been	so	ever	since."
They	had	now	reached	 the	cellar	door,	which	 the	old	woman	opened.	 It	was	a
very	 large	 roomy	cellar,	with	barrels	 ranged	along	both	 sides.	The	old	woman
rapped	against	 the	barrels.	Some	were	quite	full,	and	some	were	only	half	full.
She	took	the	little	pitcher,	drew	it	full	of	wine,	and	said,	"There,	take	that	to	your
father,	and	as	often	as	you	have	a	feast	in	your	house	you	may	come	here	again,
but,	mind,	tell	nobody	but	your	father	where	you	get	the	wine	from.	Mind,	too,
you	must	never	sell	any	of	it.	It	costs	nothing,	and	for	nothing	you	must	give	it
away.	 Let	 anyone	 but	 come	 here	 for	wine	 to	make	 a	 profit	 off	 it	 and	 his	 last
bread	is	baked."
The	girl	took	the	wine	to	her	father,	whose	guests	were	highly	delighted	with	it,
and	sadly	puzzled	to	think	where	it	came	from,	and	ever	afterwards,	when	there
was	 a	 little	 merry-making	 in	 the	 house,	 the	 girl	 would	 fetch	 wine	 from	 the
Kyffhauser	in	her	little	pitcher.	But	this	state	of	things	did	not	continue	long.	The
neighbours	wondered	where	so	poor	a	man	contrived	to	get	such	delicious	wine
for	there	was	none	like	it	in	the	whole	country	round.	The	father	said	not	a	word
to	any	one,	and	neither	did	his	daughter.
Opposite	 to	 them,	 however,	 lived	 the	 publican	who	 sold	 adulterated	wine.	He
had	 once	 tasted	 the	Old	Knights'	wine,	 and	 thought	 to	 himself	 that	 one	might
mix	it	with	ten	times	the	quantity	of	water	and	sell	it	for	a	good	price	after	all.
Accordingly,	when	the	girl	went	for	the	fourth	time	with	her	little	pitcher	to	the
Kyffhauser,	he	crept	after	her,	and	concealed	himself	among	the	bushes,	where
he	watched	until	 he	 saw	her	 come	out	 of	 the	 entrance	which	 led	 to	 the	 cellar,
with	her	pitcher	filled	with	wine.
On	the	following	evening	he	himself	went	to	the	mountain,	pushing	before	him
in	a	wheelbarrow	the	largest	empty	barrel	he	could	procure.	This	he	thought	of
filling	with	 the	choicest	wine	 in	 the	cellar,	and	 in	 the	night	rolling	 it	down	the
mountain,	and	in	this	way	he	intended	to	come	every	day,	as	long	as	there	was
any	wine	left	in	the	cellar.
When,	 however,	 he	 came	 to	 the	 place	 where	 he	 had	 the	 day	 before	 seen	 the
entrance	 to	 the	 cellar,	 it	 grew	all	 of	 a	 sudden	 totally	 dark.	The	wind	began	 to
howl	fearfully,	and	a	monster	threw	him,	his	barrow,	and	empty	butt,	from	one
ridge	of	rocks	to	another,	and	he	kept	falling	lower	and	lower,	until	at	last	he	fell
into	a	cemetery.
There	he	saw	before	him	a	coffin	covered	with	black,	and	his	wife	and	four	of
her	 gossips,	whom	he	 knew	well	 by	 their	 dress	 and	 figures,	were	 following	 a
bier.	His	fright	was	so	great	that	he	swooned	away.
After	some	hours	he	came	to	himself	again,	and	saw,	to	his	horror,	that	he	was



still	 in	 the	dimly	 lighted	vaults,	 and	heard	 just	 above	his	head	 the	well-known
town	clock	of	Tilleda	strike	 twelve,	and	 thereby	he	knew	that	 it	was	midnight,
and	that	he	was	then	under	the	church,	in	the	burying-place	of	the	town.	He	was
more	dead	than	alive,	and	scarcely	dared	to	breathe.
Presently	there	came	a	monk,	who	led	him	up	a	long,	long	flight	of	steps,	opened
a	door,	placed,	without	speaking,	a	piece	of	gold	in	his	hand,	and	deposited	him
at	the	foot	of	the	mountain.	It	was	a	cold	frosty	night.	By	degrees	the	publican
recovered	himself,	and	crept,	without	barrel	or	wine,	back	to	his	own	home.	The
clock	struck	one	as	he	reached	the	door.	He	immediately	took	to	his	bed,	and	in
three	days	was	a	dead	man,	and	 the	piece	of	gold	which	 the	wizard	monk	had
given	him	was	expended	on	his	funeral.
	



PRINCE	FICKLE	AND	FAIR	HELENA

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	Andrew	Lang	 in	 his	Green
Fairy	Book,	published	in	1892.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	beautiful	girl	 called	Helena.	Her	own
mother	had	died	when	she	was	quite	a	child,	and	her	stepmother	was	as	cruel	and
unkind	 to	 her	 as	 she	 could	 be.	Helena	 did	 all	 she	 could	 to	 gain	 her	 love,	 and
performed	 the	 heavy	 work	 given	 her	 to	 do	 cheerfully	 and	 well,	 but	 her
stepmother's	heart	wasn't	in	the	least	touched,	and	the	more	the	poor	girl	did	the
more	she	asked	her	to	do.
One	day	she	gave	Helena	twelve	pounds	of	mixed	feathers	and	bade	her	separate
them	all	before	evening,	threatening	her	with	heavy	punishment	if	she	failed	to
do	so.
The	poor	child	sat	down	to	her	task	with	her	eyes	so	full	of	tears	that	she	could
hardly	 see	 to	 begin.	 And	 when	 she	 had	made	 one	 little	 heap	 of	 feathers,	 she
sighed	so	deeply	that	they	all	blew	apart	again.	And	so	it	went	on,	and	the	poor
girl	grew	more	and	more	miserable.	She	bowed	her	head	in	her	hands	and	cried,
"Is	there	no	one	under	heaven	who	will	take	pity	on	me?"
Suddenly	 a	 soft	 voice	 replied,	 "Be	 comforted,	my	 child:	 I	 have	 come	 to	 help
you."
Terrified	 to	death,	Helena	 looked	up	and	 saw	a	Fairy	 standing	 in	 front	of	her,
who	asked	in	the	kindest	way	possible,	"Why	are	you	crying,	my	dear?"
Helena,	who	for	long	had	heard	no	friendly	voice,	confided	her	sad	tale	of	woe
to	the	Fairy,	and	told	her	what	the	new	task	she	had	been	given	to	do	was,	and
how	she	despaired	of	ever	accomplishing	it.
"Don't	worry	yourself	about	it	anymore,"	said	the	kind	Fairy,	"lie	down	and	go	to
sleep,	 and	 I’ll	 see	 that	 your	work	 is	 done	 all	 right."	So	Helena	 lay	down,	 and
when	 she	 awoke	 all	 the	 feathers	were	 sorted	 into	 little	 bundles,	 but	when	 she
turned	to	thank	the	good	Fairy	she	had	vanished.
In	 the	 evening	 her	 stepmother	 returned	 and	was	much	 amazed	 to	 find	Helena
sitting	quietly	with	her	work	all	finished	before	her.



She	praised	her	diligence,	but	at	the	same	time	racked	her	brain	as	to	what	harder
task	she	could	set	her	to	do.
The	next	day	she	told	Helena	to	empty	a	pond	near	the	house	with	a	spoon	which
was	full	of	holes.	Helena	set	to	work	at	once,	but	she	very	soon	found	that	what
her	 stepmother	 had	 told	 her	 to	 do	 was	 an	 impossibility.	 Full	 of	 despair	 and
misery,	she	was	in	the	act	of	throwing	the	spoon	away,	when	suddenly	the	kind
Fairy	stood	before	her	again,	and	asked	her	why	she	was	so	unhappy?
When	Helena	 told	her	of	her	 stepmother's	new	demand	 she	 said,	 "Trust	 to	me
and	I	will	do	your	task	for	you.	Lie	down	and	have	a	sleep	in	the	meantime."
Helena	 was	 comforted	 and	 lay	 down,	 and	 before	 you	 would	 have	 believed	 it
possible	the	Fairy	roused	her	gently	and	told	her	the	pond	was	empty.	Full	of	joy
and	gratitude,	Helena	hurried	to	her	stepmother,	hoping	that	now	at	last	her	heart
would	 be	 softened	 towards	 her.	 But	 the	 wicked	 woman	 was	 furious	 at	 the
frustration	of	her	own	evil	designs,	 and	only	 thought	of	what	harder	 thing	 she
could	set	the	girl	to	do.
Next	morning	she	ordered	her	to	build	before	evening	a	beautiful	castle,	and	to
furnish	it	all	from	garret	to	basement.	Helena	sat	down	on	the	rocks	which	had
been	pointed	out	to	her	as	the	site	of	the	castle,	feeling	very	depressed,	but	at	the
same	time	with	 the	 lurking	hope	 that	 the	kind	Fairy	would	come	once	more	 to
her	aid.
And	so	it	turned	out.	The	Fairy	appeared,	promised	to	build	the	castle,	and	told
Helena	to	lie	down	and	go	to	sleep	in	the	meantime.	At	the	word	of	the	Fairy	the
rocks	 and	 stones	 rose	 and	 built	 themselves	 into	 a	 beautiful	 castle,	 and	 before
sunset	it	was	all	furnished	inside,	and	left	nothing	to	be	desired.	You	may	think
how	grateful	Helena	was	when	she	awoke	and	found	her	task	all	finished.
But	her	stepmother	was	anything	but	pleased,	and	went	through	the	whole	castle
from	 top	 to	bottom,	 to	 see	 if	 she	couldn't	 find	 some	 fault	 for	which	 she	could
punish	Helena.	At	last	she	went	down	into	one	of	the	cellars,	but	it	was	so	dark
that	she	fell	down	the	steep	stairs	and	was	killed	on	the	spot.
So	Helena	was	now	mistress	of	the	beautiful	castle,	and	lived	there	in	peace	and
happiness.	And	 soon	 the	news	of	 her	 beauty	 spread	 abroad,	 and	many	wooers
came	to	try	and	gain	her	hand.
Among	them	came	one	Prince	Fickle	by	name,	who	very	quickly	won	the	love
of	fair	Helena.	One	day,	as	they	were	sitting	happily	together	under	a	lime-tree
in	front	of	 the	castle,	Prince	Fickle	broke	 the	sad	news	 to	Helena	 that	he	must
return	to	his	parents	to	get	their	consent	to	his	marriage.	He	promised	faithfully
to	come	back	to	her	as	soon	as	he	could	and	begged	her	to	await	his	return	under
the	lime-tree	where	they	had	spent	so	many	happy	hours.
Helena	kissed	him	tenderly	at	parting	on	his	left	cheek,	and	begged	him	not	to	let



anyone	else	kiss	him	there	while	they	were	parted,	and	she	promised	to	sit	and
wait	for	him	under	the	lime-tree,	for	she	never	doubted	that	the	Prince	would	be
faithful	to	her	and	would	return	as	quickly	as	he	could.
And	so	she	sat	for	three	days	and	three	nights	under	the	tree	without	moving.	But
when	her	lover	never	returned,	she	grew	very	unhappy,	and	determined	to	set	out
to	look	for	him.	She	took	as	many	of	her	jewels	as	she	could	carry,	and	three	of
her	most	beautiful	dresses,	one	embroidered	with	stars,	one	with	moons,	and	the
third	with	suns,	all	of	pure	gold.	Far	and	wide	she	wandered	through	the	world,
but	nowhere	did	she	 find	any	 trace	of	her	bridegroom.	At	 last	 she	gave	up	 the
search	in	despair.	She	could	not	bear	to	return	to	her	own	castle	where	she	had
been	so	happy	with	her	lover,	but	determined	rather	to	endure	her	loneliness	and
desolation	 in	 a	 strange	 land.	She	 took	 a	place	 as	herd-girl	with	 a	peasant,	 and
buried	her	jewels	and	beautiful	dresses	in	a	safe	and	hidden	spot.
Every	day	she	drove	the	cattle	to	pasture,	and	all	the	time	she	thought	of	nothing
but	her	faithless	bridegroom.	She	was	very	devoted	to	a	certain	little	calf	in	the
herd,	and	made	a	great	pet	of	it,	feeding	it	out	of	her	own	hands.	She	taught	it	to
kneel	before	her,	and	then	she	whispered	in	its	ear:
	

"Kneel,	little	calf,	kneel,
Be	faithful	and	loyal,
Not	like	Prince	Fickle,
Who	once	on	a	time
Left	his	fair	Helena
Under	the	lime."
	

After	some	years	passed	in	this	way,	she	heard	that	the	daughter	of	the	king	of
the	 country	 she	 was	 living	 in	 was	 going	 to	 marry	 a	 Prince	 called	 "Fickle."
Everybody	 rejoiced	 at	 the	news	 except	 poor	Helena,	 to	whom	 it	was	 a	 fearful
blow,	for	at	the	bottom	of	her	heart	she	had	always	believed	her	lover	to	be	true.
Now	 it	 chanced	 that	 the	 way	 to	 the	 capital	 led	 right	 past	 the	 village	 where
Helena	was,	 and	 often	when	 she	was	 leading	 her	 cattle	 forth	 to	 the	meadows
Prince	 Fickle	 rode	 past	 her,	 without	 ever	 noticing	 the	 poor	 herd-girl,	 so
engrossed	was	he	in	thoughts	of	his	new	bride.	Then	it	occurred	to	Helena	to	put
his	heart	 to	the	test	and	to	see	if	 it	weren't	possible	to	recall	herself	 to	him.	So
one	day	as	Prince	Fickle	rode	by	she	said	to	her	little	calf:
	

"Kneel,	little	calf,	kneel,



Be	faithful	and	loyal,
Not	like	Prince	Fickle,
Who	once	on	a	time
Left	his	poor	Helena
Under	the	lime."
	

When	 Prince	 Fickle	 heard	 her	 voice	 it	 seemed	 to	 him	 to	 remind	 him	 of
something,	 but	 of	 what	 he	 couldn't	 remember,	 for	 he	 hadn't	 heard	 the	 words
distinctly,	 as	Helena	 had	 only	 spoken	 them	 very	 low	 and	with	 a	 shaky	 voice.
Helena	 herself	 had	 been	 far	 too	moved	 to	 let	 anyone	 see	what	 impression	 her
words	had	made	on	 the	Prince,	and	when	she	 looked	round	he	was	already	far
away.	But	she	noticed	how	slowly	he	was	riding,	and	how	deeply	sunk	he	was	in
thought,	so	she	didn't	quite	give	herself	up	as	lost.
In	 honour	 of	 the	 approaching	 wedding	 a	 feast	 lasting	 many	 nights	 was	 to	 be
given	in	the	capital.	Helena	placed	all	her	hopes	on	this,	and	determined	to	go	to
the	feast	and	there	to	seek	out	her	bridegroom.
When	 evening	 drew	 near	 she	 stole	 out	 of	 the	 peasant's	 cottage	 secretly,	 and,
going	to	her	hiding-place,	she	put	on	her	dress	embroidered	with	the	gold	suns,
and	all	her	jewels,	and	loosed	her	beautiful	golden	hair,	which	up	to	now	she	had
always	worn	under	a	kerchief,	and,	adorned	thus,	she	set	out	for	the	town.
When	 she	 entered	 the	 ball-room	 all	 eyes	 were	 turned	 on	 her,	 and	 everyone
marvelled	at	her	beauty,	but	no	one	knew	who	she	was.	Prince	Fickle,	too,	was
quite	dazzled	by	the	charms	of	the	beautiful	maiden,	and	never	guessed	that	she
had	once	been	his	own	ladylove.	He	never	left	her	side	all	night,	and	it	was	with
great	difficulty	that	Helena	escaped	from	him	in	the	crowd	when	it	was	time	to
return	home.	Prince	Fickle	searched	for	her	everywhere,	and	longed	eagerly	for
the	next	night,	when	the	beautiful	lady	had	promised	to	come	again.
The	following	evening	the	fair	Helena	started	early	for	the	feast.
This	time	she	wore	her	dress	embroidered	with	silver	moons,	and	in	her	hair	she
placed	a	silver	crescent.	Prince	Fickle	was	enchanted	 to	see	her	again,	and	she
seemed	to	him	even	more	beautiful	than	she	had	been	the	night	before.	He	never
left	her	side,	and	refused	to	dance	with	anyone	else.	He	begged	her	 to	tell	him
who	she	was,	but	 this	 she	 refused	 to	do.	Then	he	 implored	her	 to	 return	again
next	evening,	and	this	she	promised	him	she	would.
On	the	third	evening	Prince	Fickle	was	so	impatient	 to	see	his	fair	enchantress
again,	that	he	arrived	at	the	feast	hours	before	it	began,	and	never	took	his	eyes
from	the	door.	At	last	Helena	arrived	in	a	dress	all	covered	with	gold	and	silver
stars,	and	with	a	girdle	of	stars	round	her	waist,	and	a	band	of	stars	in	her	hair.



Prince	Fickle	was	more	in	love	with	her	than	ever,	and	begged	her	once	again	to
tell	him	her	name.
Then	Helena	 kissed	 him	 silently	 on	 the	 left	 cheek,	 and	 in	 one	moment	Prince
Fickle	 recognized	his	old	 love.	Full	of	 remorse	and	 sorrow,	he	begged	 for	her
forgiveness,	and	Helena,	only	too	pleased	to	have	got	him	back	again,	did	not,
you	may	be	sure,	keep	him	waiting	very	long	for	her	pardon,	and	so	they	were
married	 and	 returned	 to	 Helena's	 castle,	 where	 they	 are	 no	 doubt	 still	 sitting
happily	together	under	the	lime-tree.
	



THE	MOUSE	TOWER

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

TO	THE	TRAVELLER	WHO	HAS	TRAVERSED	the	delightful	environs	of	the
Rhine,	from	the	city	of	Mentz	as	far	as	Coblentz,	or	from	the	clear	waves	of	this
old	 Germanic	 stream	 gazed	 upon	 the	 grand	 creations	 of	 Nature,	 all	 upon	 so
magnificent	 a	 scale,	 the	appearance	of	 the	old	decayed	 tower	which	 forms	 the
subject	of	the	ensuing	tradition	forms	no	uninteresting	object.	It	rises	before	him
as	 he	 mounts	 the	 Rhine	 from	 the	 little	 island	 below	 Bingen,	 toward	 the	 left
shore.	 He	 listens	 to	 the	 old	 shipmaster	 as	 he	 relates	 with	 earnest	 tone	 the
wonderful	story	of	the	tower,	and,	shuddering	at	the	description	of	the	frightful
punishment	of	priestly	pride	and	cruelty,	exclaims	in	strong	emotion,	"The	Lord
be	with	us!"
For,	as	the	saying	runs,	it	was	about	the	year	of	Our	Lord	968,	when	Hatto	II.,
Duke	of	the	Ostro-franks,	surnamed	Bonosus,	Abbot	of	Fulda,	a	man	of	singular
skill	and	great	spiritual	endowments,	was	elected	Archbishop	of	Mentz.	He	was
also	a	harsh	man,	and	being	extremely	avaricious,	heaped	up	treasure	which	he
guarded	with	the	utmost	care.
It	so	happened,	under	his	spiritual	sway,	that	a	cruel	famine	began	to	prevail	in
the	city	of	Mentz	and	its	adjacent	parts,	insomuch	that	in	a	short	time	numbers	of
the	poorer	people	fell	victims	to	utter	want.	Crowds	of	wretches	were	to	be	seen
assembled	before	the	Archbishop's	palace	in	the	act	of	beseeching	with	cries	and
prayers	for	some	mitigation	of	their	heavy	lot.
But	their	harsh	lord	refused	to	afford	relief	out	of	his	own	substance,	reproaching
them	at	 the	 same	 time	as	 the	 authors	of	 their	own	calamity	by	 their	 indolence
and	want	of	economy.	But	the	poor	souls	were	mad	for	food,	and	in	frightful	and
threatening	accents	cried	out,	"Bread,	bread!"
Fearing	the	result,	Bishop	Hatto	ordered	a	vast	number	of	hungry	souls	to	range
themselves	 in	order	 in	one	of	his	empty	barns	under	 the	pretence	of	supplying
them	with	provisions.	Then,	having	closed	the	doors,	he	commanded	his	minions
to	fire	the	place,	in	which	all	fell	victims	to	the	flames.	When	he	heard	the	death
shouts	 and	 shrieks	 of	 the	 unhappy	 poor,	 turning	 towards	 the	menial	 parasites



who	abetted	his	crime	he	said,	"Hark	you!	How	the	mice	squeak!"
But	 Heaven	witnessed	 the	 deed	 and	 did	 not	 permit	 its	 vengeance	 to	 sleep.	 A
strange	 and	 unheard	 of	 death	 was	 preparing	 to	 loose	 its	 terrors	 upon	 the
sacrilegious	 prelate.	 For	 behold,	 there	 arose	 out	 of	 the	 yet	warm	 ashes	 of	 the
dead	an	 innumerable	 throng	of	mice	which	were	 seen	 to	approach	 the	Bishop,
and	 to	 follow	 him	 wheresoever	 he	 went.	 At	 length	 he	 flew	 into	 one	 of	 his
steepest	 and	 highest	 towers,	 but	 the	 mice	 climbed	 over	 the	 walls.	 He	 closed
every	door	and	window,	yet	after	him	they	came,	piercing	their	way	through	the
smallest	 nooks	 and	 crannies	 of	 the	 building.	 They	 poured	 in	 upon	 him,	 and
covered	him	 from	head	 to	 foot,	 in	numberless	heaps.	They	bit,	 they	 scratched,
and	they	tortured	his	flesh,	till	they	nearly	devoured	him.	So	great	was	the	throng
that	the	more	his	domestics	sought	to	beat	them	off,	the	more	keen	and	savagely,
with	increased	numbers,	did	they	return	to	the	charge.	Even	where	his	name	was
found	placed	upon	the	walls	and	tapestries	they	gnawed	it	away	in	their	rage.
In	this	frightful	predicament	the	Bishop,	finding	that	he	could	obtain	no	help	on
land,	bethought	of	taking	himself	to	the	water.	A	tower	was	hastily	erected	upon
the	Rhine.	He	took	ship	and	shut	himself	up	there.	Enclosed	within	double	walls,
and	 surrounded	 by	 water,	 he	 flattered	 himself	 that	 the	 rushing	 stream	 would
effectually	check	the	rage	of	his	enemies.	Here	too,	however,	the	vengeance	of
offended	Heaven	gave	them	entrance.	Myriads	of	mice	took	to	 the	stream,	and
swam	and	swam,	and	though	myriads	of	them	were	swept	away,	an	innumerable
throng	still	reached	the	spot.	Again	they	climbed	and	clattered	up	the	walls.	The
Bishop	 heard	 their	 approach.	 It	was	 his	 last	 retreat.	 They	 rushed	 in	 upon	 him
with	more	 irresistible	 fury	 than	 before,	 and,	 amidst	 stifled	 cries	 of	 protracted
suffering,	Bishop	Hatto	at	length	rendered	up	his	cruel	and	avaricious	soul.
	



SWEETHEART	ROLAND

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	woman	who	was	a	real	witch	and	had
two	daughters,	one	ugly	and	wicked,	and	this	one	she	loved	because	she	was	her
own	daughter,	and	one	beautiful	and	good,	and	this	one	she	hated,	because	she
was	her	stepdaughter.	The	stepdaughter	once	had	a	pretty	apron,	which	the	other
fancied	so	much	that	she	became	envious,	and	told	her	mother	that	she	must	and
would	have	that	apron.
"Be	quiet,	my	child,"	said	the	old	woman,	"and	you	shall	have	it.	Your	stepsister
has	 long	 deserved	 death.	 Tonight	when	 she	 is	 asleep	 I	will	 come	 and	 cut	 her
head	off.	Only	be	careful	that	you	are	at	the	far	side	of	the	bed,	and	push	her	well
to	the	front."
It	 would	 have	 been	 all	 over	 with	 the	 poor	 girl	 if	 she	 had	 not	 just	 then	 been
standing	in	a	corner,	and	heard	everything.	All	day	long	she	dared	not	go	out	of
doors,	and	when	bedtime	had	come,	the	witch's	daughter	got	into	bed	first,	so	as
to	lie	at	the	far	side,	but	when	she	was	asleep,	the	other	pushed	her	gently	to	the
front,	and	took	for	herself	the	place	at	the	back,	close	by	the	wall.	In	the	night,
the	old	woman	came	creeping	in.	She	held	an	axe	in	her	right	hand,	and	felt	with
her	left	to	see	if	anyone	were	lying	at	the	outside,	and	then	she	grasped	the	axe
with	both	hands,	and	cut	her	own	child's	head	off.
When	she	had	gone	away,	the	girl	got	up	and	went	to	her	sweetheart,	who	was
called	 Roland,	 and	 knocked	 at	 his	 door.	When	 he	 came	 out,	 she	 said	 to	 him:
"Listen,	dearest	Roland,	we	must	fly	in	all	haste.	My	stepmother	wanted	to	kill
me,	but	has	struck	her	own	child.	When	daylight	comes,	and	she	sees	what	she
has	done,	we	shall	be	lost."
"But,"	 said	 Roland,	 "I	 counsel	 you	 first	 to	 take	 away	 her	magic	wand,	 or	we
cannot	escape	if	she	pursues	us."



The	 maiden	 fetched	 the	 magic	 wand,	 and	 she	 took	 the	 dead	 girl's	 head	 and
dropped	three	drops	of	blood	on	the	ground,	one	in	front	of	the	bed,	one	in	the
kitchen,	and	one	on	the	stairs.	Then	she	hurried	away	with	her	lover.
When	the	old	witch	got	up	next	morning,	she	called	her	daughter,	and	wanted	to
give	her	the	apron,	but	she	did	not	come.	Then	the	witch	cried:	"Where	are	you?"
"Here,	on	the	stairs,	I	am	sweeping,"	answered	the	first	drop	of	blood.
The	old	woman	went	out,	but	saw	no	one	on	the	stairs,	and	cried	again:	"Where
are	you?"
"Here	in	the	kitchen,	I	am	warming	myself,"	cried	the	second	drop	of	blood.
She	went	into	the	kitchen,	but	found	no	one.	Then	she	cried	again:	"Where	are
you?"
"Ah,	here	in	the	bed,	I	am	sleeping,"	cried	the	third	drop	of	blood.
She	 went	 into	 the	 room	 to	 the	 bed.	What	 did	 she	 see	 there?	 Her	 own	 child,
whose	head	she	had	cut	off,	bathed	in	her	blood.	The	witch	fell	into	a	passion,
sprang	to	the	window,	and	as	she	could	look	forth	quite	far	into	the	world,	she
perceived	her	stepdaughter	hurrying	away	with	her	sweetheart	Roland.
"That	shall	not	help	you,"	cried	she,	"even	if	you	have	got	a	long	way	off,	you
shall	still	not	escape	me."
She	put	on	her	many-league	boots,	in	which	she	covered	an	hour's	walk	at	every
step,	and	it	was	not	long	before	she	overtook	them.	The	girl,	however,	when	she
saw	 the	 old	 woman	 striding	 towards	 her,	 changed,	 with	 her	magic	 wand,	 her
sweetheart	Roland	into	a	lake,	and	herself	into	a	duck	swimming	in	the	middle
of	it.	The	witch	placed	herself	on	the	shore,	threw	breadcrumbs	in,	and	went	to
endless	trouble	to	entice	the	duck,	but	the	duck	did	not	let	herself	be	enticed,	and
the	old	woman	had	to	go	home	at	night	as	she	had	come.
At	 this	 the	girl	 and	her	 sweetheart	Roland	 resumed	 their	 natural	 shapes	 again,
and	 they	walked	on	 the	whole	night	until	 daybreak.	Then	 the	maiden	changed
herself	into	a	beautiful	flower	which	stood	in	the	midst	of	a	briar	hedge,	and	her
sweetheart	Roland	into	a	fiddler.	It	was	not	long	before	the	witch	came	striding
up	 towards	 them,	 and	 said	 to	 the	musician,	 "Dear	musician,	may	 I	 pluck	 that
beautiful	flower	for	myself?"
"Oh,	yes,"	he	replied,	"I	will	play	to	you	while	you	do	it."
As	 she	 was	 hastily	 creeping	 into	 the	 hedge	 and	 was	 just	 going	 to	 pluck	 the
flower,	 knowing	 perfectly	 well	 who	 the	 flower	 was,	 he	 began	 to	 play,	 and
whether	she	would	or	not,	she	was	forced	to	dance,	for	it	was	a	magical	dance.
The	faster	he	played,	the	more	violent	springs	was	she	forced	to	make,	and	the
thorns	tore	her	clothes	from	her	body,	and	pricked	her	and	wounded	her	till	she
bled,	and	as	he	did	not	stop,	she	had	to	dance	till	she	lay	dead	on	the	ground.



As	they	were	now	set	free,	Roland	said,	"Now	I	will	go	to	my	father	and	arrange
for	the	wedding."
"Then	in	the	meantime	I	will	stay	here	and	wait	for	you,"	said	the	girl,	"and	that
no	one	may	recognize	me,	I	will	change	myself	into	a	red	stone	landmark."
Then	Roland	went	away,	and	the	girl	stood	like	a	red	landmark	in	the	field	and
waited	 for	 her	 beloved.	But	when	Roland	 got	 home,	 he	 fell	 into	 the	 snares	 of
another,	 who	 so	 fascinated	 him	 that	 he	 forgot	 the	 maiden.	 The	 poor	 girl
remained	there	a	long	time,	but	at	length,	as	he	did	not	return	at	all,	she	was	sad,
and	changed	herself	into	a	flower,	and	thought,	"Someone	will	surely	come	this
way,	and	trample	me	down."
It	befell,	however,	that	a	shepherd	kept	his	sheep	in	the	field	and	saw	the	flower,
and	as	it	was	so	pretty,	plucked	it,	took	it	with	him,	and	laid	it	away	in	his	chest.
From	that	time	forth,	strange	things	happened	in	the	shepherd's	house.	When	he
arose	 in	 the	morning,	 all	 the	work	was	already	done,	 the	 room	was	 swept,	 the
table	and	benches	cleaned,	the	fire	in	the	hearth	was	lighted,	and	the	water	was
fetched.	At	 noon,	when	 he	 came	 home,	 the	 table	was	 laid,	 and	 a	 good	 dinner
served.	He	could	not	conceive	how	this	came	to	pass,	for	he	never	saw	a	human
being	 in	 his	 house,	 and	 no	 one	 could	 have	 concealed	 himself	 in	 it.	 He	 was
certainly	pleased	with	this	good	attendance,	but	still	at	last	he	was	so	afraid	that
he	went	to	a	wise	woman	and	asked	for	her	advice.
The	wise	woman	said,	"There	is	some	enchantment	behind	it.	Listen	very	early
some	morning	 if	 anything	 is	moving	 in	 the	 room,	 and	 if	 you	 see	 anything,	 no
matter	 what	 it	 is,	 throw	 a	 white	 cloth	 over	 it,	 and	 then	 the	 magic	 will	 be
stopped."
The	shepherd	did	as	she	bade	him,	and	next	morning	just	as	day	dawned,	he	saw
the	chest	open,	and	the	flower	come	out.	Swiftly	he	sprang	towards	it,	and	threw
a	white	cloth	over	it.	Instantly	the	transformation	came	to	an	end,	and	a	beautiful
girl	stood	before	him,	who	admitted	to	him	that	she	had	been	the	flower,	and	that
up	 to	 this	 time	 she	had	attended	 to	his	house-keeping.	She	 told	him	her	 story,
and	as	she	pleased	him	he	asked	her	if	she	would	marry	him,	but	she	answered,
"No,"	 for	 she	wanted	 to	 remain	 faithful	 to	her	 sweetheart	Roland,	 although	he
had	 deserted	 her.	Nevertheless,	 she	 promised	 not	 to	 go	 away,	 but	 to	 continue
keeping	house	for	the	shepherd.
And	now	the	time	drew	near	when	Roland's	wedding	was	to	be	celebrated,	and
then,	 according	 to	 an	old	 custom	 in	 the	 country,	 it	was	 announced	 that	 all	 the
girls	were	 to	 be	 present	 at	 it,	 and	 sing	 in	 honour	 of	 the	 bridal	 pair.	When	 the
faithful	maiden	heard	of	this,	she	grew	so	sad	that	she	thought	her	heart	would
break,	and	she	did	not	want	to	go	there,	but	the	other	girls	came	and	took	her.
When	it	came	to	her	turn	to	sing,	she	stepped	back,	until	at	last	she	was	the	only
one	 left,	 and	 then	 she	 could	 not	 refuse.	 But	when	 she	 began	 her	 song,	 and	 it



reached	Roland's	ears,	he	sprang	up	and	cried,	"I	know	the	voice.	That	is	my	true
bride.	I	will	have	no	other!"
Everything	 he	 had	 forgotten,	 and	 which	 had	 vanished	 from	 his	 mind,	 had
suddenly	 come	 home	 again	 to	 his	 heart.	 Then	 the	 faithful	 maiden	 held	 her
wedding	with	her	sweetheart	Roland,	and	grief	came	to	an	end	and	joy	began.
	



THE	LITTLE	SHROUD

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	WOMAN	WHO	had	a	 little	 son	of	about	 seven	years
old,	who	was	so	lovely	and	beautiful	 that	no	one	could	look	upon	him	without
being	 kind	 to	 him,	 and	 he	 was	 dearer	 to	 her	 than	 all	 the	 world	 beside.	 It
happened	 that	 he	 suddenly	 fell	 ill	 and	 died,	 and	 his	 mother	 would	 not	 be
comforted,	but	wept	for	him	day	and	night.
Shortly	after	he	was	buried	he	showed	himself	at	night	 in	 the	places	where	he
had	been	used	 in	 his	 lifetime	 to	 sit	 and	play,	 and	 if	 his	mother	wept,	 he	wept
also,	 and	when	 the	morning	 came	he	 departed.	 Since	 his	mother	 never	 ceased
weeping,	the	child	came	one	night	in	the	little	white	shroud	in	which	he	had	been
laid	in	his	coffin,	and	with	the	chaplet	upon	his	head,	and	seating	himself	at	her
feet,	upon	the	bed,	he	cried,	"O	mother,	mother,	give	over	crying,	else	I	cannot
stop	in	my	coffin,	for	my	shroud	is	never	dry	because	of	your	tears,	for	they	fall
upon	it."
When	his	mother	heard	this	she	was	sore	afraid,	and	wept	no	more.	And	the	babe
came	upon	another	night,	holding	in	his	hand	a	little	taper,	and	he	said,	"Look,
mother,	my	shroud	is	now	quite	dry,	and	I	can	rest	in	my	grave."
Then	she	bowed	to	the	will	of	Providence,	and	bore	her	sorrow	with	silence	and
patience,	and	the	little	child	returned	not	again,	but	slept	in	his	underground	bed.
	



THE	ARCH	ROGUE

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

THERE	ONCE	LIVED,	YEARS	AGO,	A	man	known	only	by	the	name	of	the
Arch	Rogue.	By	dint	of	skill	in	the	black	art,	and	all	arts	of	imposition,	he	drove
a	more	flourishing	 trade	 than	all	 the	rest	of	 the	sorcerers	of	 the	age.	 It	was	his
delight	to	travel	from	one	country	to	another	merely	to	play	upon	mankind,	and
no	living	soul	was	secure,	either	in	house	or	field,	nor	could	properly	call	them
his	own.
Now	 his	 great	 reputation	 for	 these	 speedy	 methods	 of	 possessing	 himself	 of
others'	 property	 excited	 the	 envy	 of	 a	 certain	 king	 of	 a	 certain	 country,	 who
considered	 them	as	no	 less	 than	an	 invasion	of	his	royal	prerogative.	He	could
not	sleep	a	wink	for	thinking	about	it,	and	he	despatched	troops	of	soldiers,	one
after	another,	with	strict	orders	to	arrest	him,	but	all	their	search	was	in	vain.
At	length,	after	long	meditation,	the	king	said	to	himself,	"Only	wait	a	little,	you
villain	cutpurse,	and	yet	I	will	have	you."
Forthwith	he	issued	a	manifesto,	stating	that	the	royal	mercy	would	be	extended
to	so	light-fingered	a	genius,	upon	condition	that	he	consented	to	appear	at	court
and	give	specimens	of	his	dexterity	for	his	majesty's	amusement.
One	afternoon,	as	the	king	was	standing	at	his	palace	window	enjoying	the	fine
prospect	 of	 woods	 and	 dales,	 over	 which	 a	 tempest	 appeared	 to	 be	 then	 just
gathering,	 someone	 suddenly	 clapped	 him	 upon	 the	 shoulder,	 and	 on	 looking
round	 he	 discovered	 a	 very	 tall,	 stout,	 dark-whiskered	man	 close	 behind	 him,
who	said,	"Here	I	am."
"Who	are	you?"	inquired	the	king.
"He	whom	you	look	for."
The	 king	 uttered	 an	 exclamation	 of	 surprise,	 not	 unmixed	 with	 fear,	 at	 such
amazing	assurance.	The	stranger	continued,	"Don't	be	alarmed.	Only	keep	your
word	with	me,	and	I	will	prove	myself	quite	obedient	to	your	orders."
This	being	agreed	on,	the	king	acquainted	his	royal	consort	and	the	whole	court



that	the	great	sleight-of-hand	genius	had	discovered	himself,	and	soon,	in	a	full
assembly,	his	majesty	proceeded	to	question	him,	and	lay	on	him	his	commands.
"Mark	what	I	say,"	he	said,	"nor	venture	to	dispute	my	orders.	To	begin,	do	you
see	yon	rustic,	not	far	from	the	wood,	busy	ploughing?"
The	conjurer	nodded	assent.
"Then	go,"	continued	the	king,	"go	and	rob	him	of	his	plough	and	oxen	without
his	knowing	anything	about	it."
The	king	flattered	himself	that	this	was	impossible,	for	he	did	not	conceive	how
the	conjurer	could	perform	such	a	task	in	the	face	of	open	day,	and	if	he	failed,
thought	he,	I	have	him	in	my	power,	and	will	make	him	smart.
The	conjurer	proceeded	 to	 the	spot,	and	as	 the	storm	appeared	 to	 increase,	 the
rain	beginning	 to	pour	down	 in	 torrents,	 the	countryman,	 letting	his	oxen	 rest,
ran	under	a	tree	for	shelter,	until	the	rain	should	have	ceased.	Just	then	he	heard
someone	singing	in	the	wood.	Such	a	glorious	song	he	had	never	heard	before	in
all	his	life.	He	felt	wonderfully	enlivened,	and,	as	the	weather	continued	dull,	he
said	to	himself,	"Well,	there's	no	harm	in	taking	a	look.	Yes,	I'll	see	what	sport	is
stirring,"	and	away	he	slipped	into	the	wood,	still	further	and	further,	in	search	of
the	songster.
In	 the	meanwhile	 the	conjurer	was	not	 idle.	He	changed	places	with	 the	rustic,
taking	 care	 of	 the	 oxen	 while	 their	 master	 went	 searching	 through	 the	 wood.
Darting	out	of	the	thicket,	in	a	few	moments	he	had	slashed	off	the	oxen's	horns
and	tails,	and	stuck	them,	half	hid,	in	the	ploughman's	last	furrow.	He	then	drove
off	the	beasts	pretty	sharply	towards	the	palace.	In	a	short	time	the	rustic	found
his	way	back,	 and	 looking	 towards	 the	 spot	 for	 his	 oxen	 could	 see	 nothing	 of
them.	Searching	on	all	sides,	he	came	at	last	to	examine	the	furrow,	and	beheld,
to	his	horror,	 the	horns	and	 tails	of	his	poor	beasts	 sticking	out	of	 the	ground.
Imagining	 that	 a	 thunderbolt	 must	 have	 struck	 the	 beasts,	 and	 the	 earth
swallowed	 them	 up,	 he	 poured	 forth	 a	 most	 dismal	 lamentation	 over	 his	 lot,
roaring	aloud	until	the	woods	echoed	to	the	sound.	When	he	was	tired	of	this,	he
bethought	him	of	 running	home	 to	 find	 a	pick	 and	 a	 spade	 to	dig	his	 unlucky
oxen	out	of	the	earth	as	soon	as	possible.
As	he	went	he	was	met	by	the	king	and	the	conjurer,	who	inquired	the	occasion
of	his	piteous	lamentation.
"My	 oxen!	 my	 poor	 oxen!"	 cried	 the	 boor,	 and	 then	 he	 related	 all	 that	 had
happened	to	him,	entreating	them	to	go	with	him	to	the	place.	The	conjurer	said,
"Why	don't	you	see	if	you	cannot	pull	the	oxen	out	again	by	the	horns	or	by	the
tail?"
With	 this	 the	rustic,	 running	back,	seized	one	of	 the	 tails,	and,	pulling	with	all
his	might,	it	gave	way	and	he	fell	backward.



"You	have	pulled	your	beast's	tail	off,"	said	the	conjurer.	"See	if	you	can	succeed
better	with	his	horns.	If	not,	you	must	even	dig	them	out."
Again	the	rustic	tried	with	the	same	result,	while	the	king	laughed	very	heartily
at	 the	 sight.	 As	 the	 worthy	 man	 now	 appeared	 excessively	 troubled	 at	 his
misfortunes,	 the	 king	 promised	 him	 another	 pair	 of	 oxen,	 and	 the	 rustic	 was
content.
"You	have	made	good	your	boast,"	said	the	king	to	the	conjurer,	as	they	returned
to	 the	 palace,	 "but	 now	you	will	 have	 to	 deal	with	 a	more	 difficult	matter,	 so
muster	your	wit	and	courage.	Tonight	you	must	steal	my	favourite	charger	out	of
his	stable,	and	let	nobody	know	who	does	it."
Now,	 thought	 the	king,	 I	have	 trapped	him	at	 last,	 for	he	will	never	be	able	 to
outwit	my	master	of	the	horse,	and	all	my	grooms	to	boot.	To	make	the	matter
sure,	 he	 ordered	 a	 strong	 guard	 under	 one	 of	 his	 most	 careful	 officers	 to	 be
placed	round	the	stable	court.	They	were	armed	with	stout	battle-axes,	and	were
enjoined	 every	 half-hour	 to	 give	 the	 word,	 and	 pace	 alternately	 through	 the
court.	In	the	royal	stables	others	had	the	like	duty	to	perform,	while	the	master	of
the	 horse	 himself	was	 to	 ride	 the	 favourite	 steed	 the	whole	 time,	 having	 been
presented	by	the	king	with	a	gold	snuff-box,	from	which	he	was	to	take	ample
pinches	 in	order	 to	keep	himself	 awake,	 and	give	 signal	 by	 a	 loud	 sneeze.	He
was	also	armed	with	a	heavy	sword,	with	which	he	was	to	knock	the	thief	on	the
head	if	he	approached.
The	 rogue	 first	 arrayed	 himself	 in	 the	 master	 of	 the	 bedchamber's	 clothes,
without	 his	 leave.	 About	midnight	 he	 proceeded	 to	 join	 the	 guards,	 furnished
with	different	kinds	of	wine,	and	told	them	that	the	king	had	sent	him	to	thank
them	for	so	cheerfully	complying	with	his	orders.	He	also	informed	them	that	the
impostor	had	been	already	caught	and	secured,	and	added	that	the	king	had	given
permission	for	the	guards	to	have	a	glass	or	two,	and	requested	that	they	would
not	give	the	word	quite	so	loudly,	as	her	majesty	had	not	been	able	to	close	her
eyes.
He	then	marched	into	the	stables,	where	he	found	the	master	of	the	horse	astride
the	royal	charger,	busily	taking	snuff	and	sneezing	at	intervals.	The	master	of	the
bedchamber	 poured	 him	 out	 a	 sparkling	 glass	 to	 drink	 to	 the	 health	 of	 his
majesty,	who	had	sent	 it,	and	it	 looked	too	excellent	 to	resist.	Both	master	and
guards	then	began	to	jest	over	the	Arch	Rogue's	fate,	taking,	like	good	subjects,
repeated	draughts,	all	to	his	majesty's	health.	At	length	they	began	to	experience
their	effects.	They	gaped	and	stretched,	sank	gradually	upon	the	ground,	and	fell
asleep.	 The	master,	 by	 dint	 of	 fresh	 pinches,	was	 the	 last	 to	 yield,	 but	 he	 too
blinked,	 stopped	 the	 horse,	 which	 he	 had	 kept	 at	 a	 walk,	 and	 said,	 "I	 am	 so
confoundedly	sleepy	I	can	hold	it	no	longer.	Take	you	care	of	the	charger	for	a
moment.	Bind	him	fast	to	the	stall,	and	just	keep	watch."



Having	uttered	these	words,	he	fell	like	a	heavy	sack	upon	the	floor	and	snored
aloud.	The	conjurer	 took	his	place	upon	 the	horse,	gave	 it	whip	and	 spur,	 and
galloped	away	through	the	sleeping	guards,	through	the	court	gates,	and	whistled
as	he	went.
Early	 in	 the	morning	 the	 king,	 eager	 to	 learn	 the	 result,	 hastened	 to	 his	 royal
mews,	and	was	not	a	little	surprised	to	find	the	whole	of	his	guards	fast	asleep
upon	the	ground,	but	he	saw	nothing	of	his	charger.
"What	is	to	do	here?"	he	cried	in	a	loud	voice.	"Get	up,	rouse,	you	idle	varlets!"
At	last	one	of	them,	opening	his	eyes,	cried	out,	"The	king!	The	king!"
"Ay,	true	enough,	I	am	here,"	replied	his	majesty,	"but	my	favourite	horse	is	not.
Speak,	answer	on	the	instant."
While	 the	affrighted	wretches,	calling	one	 to	another,	 rubbed	 their	heavy	eyes,
the	king	was	examining	the	stalls	once	more,	and,	stumbling	over	his	master	of
the	horse,	turned	and	gave	him	some	hearty	cuffs	about	the	ears.	But	the	master
only	turned	upon	the	other	side,	and	grumbled,
"Let	me	alone,	you	rascal,	my	royal	master's	horse	is	not	for	the	like	of	you."
"Rascal!"	exclaimed	the	king,	"do	you	know	who	it	is?"	and	he	was	just	about	to
call	his	attendants,	when	he	heard	hasty	footsteps,	and	the	conjurer	stood	before
him.
"My	liege,"	he	said,	"I	have	just	returned	from	an	airing	on	your	noble	horse.	He
is,	indeed,	a	fine	animal,	but	once	or	so	I	was	obliged	to	give	him	the	switch."
The	 king	 felt	 excessively	 vexed	 at	 the	 rogue's	 success,	 but	 he	 was	 the	 more
resolved	 to	 hit	 upon	 something	 that	 should	 bring	his	 fox	 skin	 into	 jeopardy	 at
last.	So	he	thought,	and	the	next	day	he	addressed	the	conjurer	thus,	"Your	third
trial	is	now	about	to	take	place,	and	if	you	are	clever	enough	to	carry	it	through,
you	shall	not	only	have	your	life	and	liberty,	but	a	handsome	allowance	to	boot.
In	 the	other	case	you	know	your	 fate.	Now	 listen.	This	very	night	 I	 command
you	to	rob	my	queen	consort	of	her	bridal	ring,	to	steal	it	from	her	finger,	and	let
no	one	know	the	thief	or	the	way	of	thieving."
When	night	approached,	his	majesty	caused	all	the	doors	in	the	palace	to	be	fast
closed,	and	a	guard	to	be	set	at	each.	He	himself,	instead	of	retiring	to	rest,	took
his	station,	well-armed,	in	an	easy	chair	close	to	the	queen's	couch.
It	was	a	moonlight	night,	and	about	two	in	the	morning	the	king	plainly	heard	a
ladder	 reared	 up	 against	 the	window,	 and	 the	 soft	 step	 of	 a	man	mounting	 it.
When	 the	 king	 thought	 the	 conjurer	must	 have	 reached	 the	 top,	 he	 called	 out
from	the	window,	"Let	fall."
The	next	moment	the	ladder	was	dashed	away,	and	something	fell	with	a	terrible
crash	to	the	ground.	The	king	uttered	an	exclamation	of	alarm,	and	ran	down	into



the	court,	telling	the	queen,	who	was	half	asleep,	that	he	was	going	to	see	if	the
conjurer	were	dead.	But	the	rogue	had	borrowed	a	dead	body	from	the	gallows,
and	having	dressed	it	in	his	own	clothes,	had	placed	it	on	the	ladder.	Hardly	had
the	king	left	the	chamber	before	the	conjurer	entered	it	and	said	to	the	queen	in
the	 king's	 voice,	 "Yes,	 he	 is	 stone	 dead,	 so	 you	may	 now	go	 quietly	 to	 sleep,
only	hand	me	here	your	ring.	It	is	too	costly	and	precious	to	trust	it	in	bed	while
you	sleep."
The	queen,	imagining	it	was	her	royal	consort,	instantly	gave	him	the	ring,	and
in	a	moment	 the	conjurer	was	off	with	 it	on	his	finger.	Directly	afterwards	 the
king	came	back.
"At	last,"	he	said,	"I	have	indeed	carried	the	joke	too	far.	I	have	repaid	him.	He
is	lying	there	as	dead	as	a	door	nail.	He	will	plague	us	no	more."
"I	 know	 that	 already,"	 replied	 the	queen.	 "You	have	 told	me	exactly	 the	 same
thing	twice	over."
"How	came	you	to	know	anything	about	it?"	inquired	his	majesty.
"How?	From	yourself	to	be	sure,"	replied	his	consort.	"You	informed	me	that	the
conjurer	was	dead,	and	then	you	asked	me	for	my	ring."
"I	asked	for	the	ring!"	exclaimed	the	king.	"Then	I	suppose	you	must	have	given
it	to	him,"	continued	his	majesty,	in	a	tone	of	great	indignation,	"and	is	it	even	so
at	 last?	 By	 all	 the	 saints,	 this	 is	 one	 of	 the	 most	 confounded,	 unmanageable
knaves	in	existence.	I	never	knew	anything	to	equal	it."
Then	he	informed	the	queen	of	the	whole	affair,	though	before	he	arrived	at	the
conclusion	of	his	tale	she	was	fast	asleep.
Soon	after	it	was	light	in	the	morning	the	wily	conjurer	made	his	appearance.	He
bowed	 to	 the	 earth	 three	 times	 before	 the	 queen	 and	 presented	 her	 with	 the
treasure	he	had	stolen.	The	king,	though	excessively	chagrined,	could	not	forbear
laughing	at	the	sight.
"Now	hear,"	said	he,	"you	king	of	arch	rogues.	Had	I	only	caught	a	sight	of	you
through	my	fingers	as	you	were	coming,	you	would	never	have	come	off	so	well.
As	it	is,	let	what	is	past	be	forgiven	and	forgotten.	Take	up	your	residence	at	my
court,	and	take	care	that	you	do	not	carry	your	jokes	too	far,	for	in	such	a	case	I
may	 find	myself	 compelled	 to	withdraw	my	 favour	 from	you	 if	nothing	worse
ensue."
	



THE	WAR	OF	THE	WOLF	AND	THE	FOX

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	man	and	his	wife	who	had	an	old	cat
and	 an	 old	 dog.	One	 day	 the	man,	whose	 name	was	 Simon,	 said	 to	 his	wife,
whose	name	was	Susan,	"Why	should	we	keep	our	old	cat	any	longer?	She	never
catches	any	mice	now-a-days,	and	is	so	useless	that	I	have	made	up	my	mind	to
drown	her."
But	his	wife	replied,	"Don't	do	that,	for	I’m	sure	she	could	still	catch	mice."
"Rubbish,"	 said	 Simon.	 "The	 mice	 might	 dance	 on	 her	 and	 she	 would	 never
catch	one.	I’ve	quite	made	up	my	mind	that	the	next	time	I	see	her,	I	shall	put
her	in	the	water."
Susan	was	very	unhappy	when	she	heard	this,	and	so	was	the	cat,	who	had	been
listening	to	the	conversation	behind	the	stove.	When	Simon	went	off	to	his	work,
the	poor	cat	meowed	so	pitifully,	and	looked	up	so	pathetically	into	Susan's	face,
that	 the	woman	quickly	opened	 the	door	 and	 said,	 "Fly	 for	your	 life,	my	poor
little	beast,	and	get	well	away	from	here	before	your	master	returns."
The	cat	took	her	advice,	and	ran	as	quickly	as	her	poor	old	legs	would	carry	her
into	the	wood,	and	when	Simon	came	home,	his	wife	told	him	that	the	cat	had
vanished.
"So	much	the	better	for	her,"	said	Simon.	"And	now	we	have	got	rid	of	her,	we
must	consider	what	we	are	to	do	with	the	old	dog.	He	is	quite	deaf	and	blind,	and
invariably	 barks	when	 there	 is	 no	 need,	 and	makes	 no	 sound	when	 there	 is.	 I
think	the	best	thing	I	can	do	with	him	is	to	hang	him."
But	soft-hearted	Susan	replied,	"Please	don't	do	so,	he's	surely	not	so	useless	as
all	that."
"Don't	be	foolish,"	said	her	husband.	"The	courtyard	might	be	full	of	thieves	and



he’d	never	discover	it.	No,	the	first	time	I	see	him,	it's	all	up	with	him,	I	can	tell
you."
Susan	was	very	unhappy	at	his	words,	and	so	was	the	dog,	who	was	lying	in	the
corner	of	the	room	and	had	heard	everything.	As	soon	as	Simon	had	gone	to	his
work,	he	stood	up	and	howled	so	touchingly	that	Susan	quickly	opened	the	door,
and	said	"Fly	for	your	life,	poor	beast,	before	your	master	gets	home."	And	the
dog	ran	into	the	wood	with	his	tail	between	his	legs.
When	her	husband	returned,	his	wife	told	him	that	the	dog	had	disappeared.
"That's	lucky	for	him,"	said	Simon,	but	Susan	sighed,	for	she	had	been	very	fond
of	the	poor	creature.
Now	it	happened	that	the	cat	and	dog	met	each	other	on	their	travels,	and	though
they	 had	 not	 been	 the	 best	 of	 friends	 at	 home,	 they	 were	 quite	 glad	 to	 meet
among	strangers.	They	sat	down	under	a	holly	 tree	and	both	poured	forth	 their
woes.
Presently	a	fox	passed	by,	and	seeing	the	pair	sitting	together	in	a	disconsolate
fashion,	he	asked	them	why	they	sat	there,	and	what	they	were	grumbling	about.
The	cat	replied,	"I	have	caught	many	a	mouse	in	my	day,	but	now	that	I	am	old
and	past	work,	my	master	wants	to	drown	me."
And	the	dog	said,	"Many	a	night	have	I	watched	and	guarded	my	master's	house,
and	now	that	I	am	old	and	deaf,	he	wants	to	hang	me."
The	 fox	answered,	 "That's	 the	way	of	 the	world.	But	 I’ll	help	you	 to	get	back
into	your	master's	favour,	only	you	must	first	help	me	in	my	own	troubles."
They	promised	 to	do	 their	best,	and	 the	fox	continued,	"The	wolf	has	declared
war	against	me,	and	is	at	this	moment	marching	to	meet	me	in	company	with	the
bear	and	the	wild	boar,	and	tomorrow	there	will	be	a	fierce	battle	between	us."
"All	right,"	said	the	dog	and	the	cat,	"we	will	stand	by	you,	and	if	we	are	killed,
it	is	at	any	rate	better	to	die	on	the	field	of	battle	than	to	perish	ignobly	at	home,"
and	they	shook	paws	and	concluded	the	bargain.	The	fox	sent	word	to	the	wolf
to	meet	him	at	a	certain	place,	and	the	three	set	forth	to	encounter	him	and	his
friends.
The	wolf,	the	bear,	and	the	wild	boar	arrived	on	the	spot	first,	and	when	they	had
waited	some	time	for	the	fox,	the	dog,	and	the	cat,	the	bear	said,	"I’ll	climb	up
into	the	oak	tree,	and	look	if	I	can	see	them	coming."
The	first	time	he	looked	round	he	said,	"I	can	see	nothing,"	and	the	second	time
he	looked	round	he	said,	"I	can	still	see	nothing."	But	the	third	time	he	said,	"I
see	a	mighty	army	in	the	distance,	and	one	of	the	warriors	has	the	biggest	lance
you	ever	saw!"



This	was	the	cat,	who	was	marching	along	with	her	tail	erect.
And	so	they	laughed	and	jeered,	and	it	was	so	hot	that	the	bear	said,	"The	enemy
won't	be	here	at	this	rate	for	many	hours	to	come,	so	I’ll	just	curl	myself	up	in
the	fork	of	the	tree	and	have	a	little	sleep."
And	the	wolf	lay	down	under	the	oak,	and	the	wild	boar	buried	himself	in	some
straw,	so	that	nothing	was	seen	of	him	but	one	ear.
And	while	they	were	lying	there,	the	fox,	the	cat	and	the	dog	arrived.	When	the
cat	saw	the	wild	boar's	ear,	she	pounced	upon	it,	thinking	it	was	a	mouse	in	the
straw.
The	wild	boar	got	up	in	a	dreadful	fright,	gave	one	loud	grunt	and	disappeared
into	 the	wood.	But	 the	 cat	was	 even	more	 startled	 than	 the	 boar,	 and,	 spitting
with	terror,	she	scrambled	up	into	the	fork	of	the	tree,	and	as	it	happened	right
into	the	bear's	face.	Now	it	was	the	bear's	turn	to	be	alarmed,	and	with	a	mighty
growl	he	 jumped	down	 from	 the	oak	and	 fell	 right	on	 the	 top	of	 the	wolf	 and
killed	him	as	dead	as	a	stone.
On	their	way	home	from	the	war	the	fox	caught	a	score	of	mice,	and	when	they
reached	Simon's	cottage	he	put	them	all	on	the	stove	and	said	to	the	cat,	"Now
go	and	fetch	one	mouse	after	the	other,	and	lay	them	down	before	your	master."
"All	right,"	said	the	cat,	and	did	exactly	as	the	fox	told	her.
When	Susan	saw	this	she	said	to	her	husband,	"Just	look,	here	is	our	old	cat	back
again,	and	see	what	a	lot	of	mice	she	has	caught."
"Wonders	will	never	cease,"	cried	Simon.	"I	certainly	never	thought	the	old	cat
would	ever	catch	another	mouse."
But	Susan	answered,	"There,	you	see,	I	always	said	our	cat	was	a	most	excellent
creature—but	you	men	always	think	you	know	best."
In	the	meantime	the	fox	said	to	the	dog,	"Our	friend	Simon	has	just	killed	a	pig,
when	it	gets	a	little	darker,	you	must	go	into	the	courtyard	and	bark	with	all	your
might."
"All	right,"	said	the	dog,	and	as	soon	as	it	grew	dusk	he	began	to	bark	loudly.
Susan,	who	heard	him	first,	said	to	her	husband,	"Our	dog	must	have	come	back,
for	 I	 hear	 him	 barking	 lustily.	 Do	 go	 out	 and	 see	 what's	 the	 matter,	 perhaps
thieves	may	be	stealing	our	sausages."
But	 Simon	 answered,	 "The	 foolish	 brute	 is	 as	 deaf	 as	 a	 post	 and	 is	 always
barking	at	nothing,"	and	he	refused	to	get	up.
The	next	morning	Susan	got	up	early	to	go	to	church	at	the	neighbouring	town,
and	she	thought	she	would	take	some	sausages	to	her	aunt	who	lived	there.	But
when	she	went	to	her	larder,	she	found	all	the	sausages	gone,	and	a	great	hole	in



the	 floor.	 She	 called	 out	 to	 her	 husband,	 "I	 was	 perfectly	 right.	 Thieves	 have
been	here	last	night,	and	they	have	not	left	a	single	sausage.	Oh!	if	you	had	only
got	up	when	I	asked	you	to!"
Then	Simon	scratched	his	head	and	said,	"I	can't	understand	it	at	all.	I	certainly
never	believed	the	old	dog	was	so	quick	at	hearing."
But	Susan	replied,	"I	always	told	you	our	old	dog	was	the	best	dog	in	the	world,
but	 as	 usual	 you	 thought	 you	 knew	 so	much	 better.	Men	 are	 the	 same	 all	 the
world	over."
And	the	fox	scored	a	point	too,	for	he	had	carried	away	the	sausages	himself!
	



THE	HUNTER	HACKELNBERG	AND	THE	TUT-OSEL

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

THE	WILD	 HUNTSMAN,	 HACKELNBERG,	 traverses	 the	 Hartz	 mountains
and	the	Thuringian	forest,	but	he	seems	mostly	to	prefer	the	Hakel,	from	which
place	 he	 derives	 his	 name,	 and	 especially	 the	 neighbourhood	 of	 Dummburg.
Ofttimes	is	he	heard	at	night,	in	rain	and	storm,	when	the	moonlight	is	breaking
by	 fits	 and	 starts	 through	 the	 troubled	 sky,	 following	 the	 shadows	 of	 the	wild
beasts	 he	 slew	 in	 days	 of	 yore	with	 his	 hounds.	His	 retinue	generally	 proceed
from	 the	 Dummburg,	 straight	 over	 the	 Hakel	 to	 the	 now	 desolate	 village	 of
Ammendorf.
He	has	only	been	seen	by	a	few	children,	who,	having	been	born	on	a	Sunday,
had	the	power	of	seeing	spirits.	Sometimes	he	met	 them	as	a	 lonely	huntsman,
accompanied	by	one	solitary	hound.	Sometimes	he	was	seen	in	a	carriage	drawn
by	four	horses,	and	followed	by	six	dogs	of	the	chase.	But	many	have	heard	the
low	bellowing	of	his	hounds,	and	the	splashing	of	his	horse's	feet	in	the	swamps
of	the	moor.	Many	have	heard	his	cry	of	"Hu!	Hu!"	and	seen	his	associate	and
forerunner,	the	Tut-Osel,	or	Tooting	Ursula.
Once	upon	a	time	three	wanderers	seated	themselves	in	the	neighbourhood	of	the
Dummburg.	 The	 night	 was	 already	 far	 advanced.	 The	 moon	 gleamed	 faintly
through	the	chasing	clouds.	All	around	was	still.	Suddenly	they	heard	something
rush	along	over	their	heads.	They	looked	up,	and	an	immense	screech-owl	flew
before	them.
"Ha!"	 cried	 one	 of	 them,	 "There	 is	 the	 Tut-Osel!	 Hackelnberg,	 the	 Wild
Huntsman,	is	not	far	off."
"Let	us	fly,"	exclaimed	the	second,	"before	the	spirits	overtake	us."
"We	 cannot	 fly,"	 said	 the	 third,	 "but	 you	 have	 nothing	 to	 fear	 if	 you	 do	 not
irritate	him.	Lay	yourselves	down	upon	your	faces	when	he	passes	over	us.	But,
remember,	you	must	not	think	of	addressing	Hackelnberg,	lest	he	treat	you	as	he
treated	the	shepherd."
The	wanderers	 laid	 themselves	 under	 the	 bushes.	 Presently	 they	 heard	 around



them	the	rushing	by,	as	it	were,	of	a	whole	pack	of	hounds,	and	high	in	the	air
above	them	they	heard	a	hollow	sound	like	that	of	a	hunted	beast	of	the	forest,
and	ever	and	anon	they	trembled	at	hearing	the	fearful-toned	voice	of	the	Wild
Huntsman	uttering	his	well-known	"Hu!	Hu!"
Two	of	the	wanderers	pressed	close	to	the	earth,	but	the	third	could	not	resist	his
inclination	to	have	a	peep	at	what	was	going	on.	He	looked	up	slantingly	through
the	 branches,	 and	 saw	 the	 shadow	 of	 a	 huntsman	 pass	 directly	 over	 him.
Suddenly	 all	 around	was	 hushed.	The	wanderers	 rose	 slowly	 and	 timidly,	 and
looked	after	Hackelnberg,	but	he	had	vanished,	and	did	not	return.
"But	who	is	the	Tut-Osel?"	inquired	the	second	wanderer,	after	a	long	pause.
"In	 a	 distant	 nunnery	 in	 Thuringia,"	 replied	 the	 first,	 "there	 once	 lived	 a	 nun
named	Ursula,	who,	even	during	her	lifetime,	tormented	all	the	sisterhood	by	her
discordant	voice,	and	oftentimes	interrupted	the	service	of	the	church,	for	which
reason	 they	 called	 her	Tut-Osel,	 or	Tooting	Ursula.	 If	matters	were	 bad	while
she	lived,	 they	became	far	worse	when	she	died.	At	eleven	o'clock	every	night
she	 now	 thrust	 her	 head	 through	 a	 hole	 in	 the	 convent	 tower	 and	 tooted	most
miserably,	 and	 every	morning	 at	 about	 four	 o'clock	 she	 joined	 unasked	 in	 the
matin	song.
"For	a	few	days	the	sisterhood	endured	this	with	beating	hearts,	and	on	bended
knees,	but	on	the	fourth	morning	one	of	the	nuns	whispered	tremblingly	to	her
neighbour,	‘Ha!	It	is	surely	our	Tut-Osel!'	the	song	ceased,	the	hair	of	the	nuns
stood	on	end,	 and	 they	all	 rushed	 from	 the	church,	 exclaiming,	 'Ha!	Tut-Osel!
Tut-Osel!'
"Despite	 the	penances	and	chastisements	with	which	 they	were	 threatened,	not
one	of	 the	nuns	would	enter	 the	church	again	until	 the	Tut-Osel	was	banished
from	 the	 walls	 of	 the	 nunnery.	 To	 effect	 this,	 one	 of	 the	 most	 celebrated
exorcists	 of	 the	 day,	 a	 Capuchin	 friar,	 from	 a	 cloister	 on	 the	 banks	 of	 the
Danube,	 was	 sent	 for,	 and	 he	 succeeded,	 by	 prayer	 and	 fasting,	 in	 banishing
Ursula	in	the	shape	of	a	screech-owl	to	the	far-distant	Dummburg.
"Here	 she	met	 Hackelnberg,	 the	Wild	 Huntsman,	 and	 found	 in	 his	 wood-cry,
'Hu!	Hu!'	as	great	a	delight	as	he	did	 in	her	 'U!	Hu!'	So	they	now	always	hunt
together,	 he	 glad	 to	 have	 a	 spirit	 after	 his	 own	 kind,	 and	 she	 rejoiced	 in	 the
extreme	to	be	no	 longer	compelled	 to	reside	within	 the	walls	of	a	cloister,	and
there	listen	to	the	echo	of	her	own	song."
"So	much	 for	 the	 Tut-Osel.	 Now	 tell	 us	 how	 it	 fared	 with	 the	 shepherd	 who
spoke	to	Hackelnberg."
"Listen	to	the	marvellous	adventure,"	said	the	third	wanderer.	"A	shepherd	once
hearing	the	Wild	Huntsman	journeying	through	the	forest,	encouraged	the	spirit
hounds,	and	called	out,	'Good	sport	to	you,	Hackelnberg.'



"Hackelnberg	 instantly	 turned	 round	 and	 roared	 out	 to	 him,	 in	 a	 voice	 like
thunder,	'Since	you	have	helped	me	to	set	on	the	hounds,	you	shall	have	part	of
the	spoil.'
"The	trembling	shepherd	tried	to	hide	himself,	but	Hackelnberg	hurled	the	half-
consumed	haunch	of	a	horse	 into	 the	shepherd's	cart	with	such	violence	 that	 it
could	scarcely	be	removed."
	



THE	STREET	MUSICIANS

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 a	 story	 collected	 by	 Andrew	 Lang	 in	 his	 Grey
Fairy	Book,	 published	 in	 1900.	 The	 original	 is	 taken	 from	Fairy	 Tales	 by	 the
Fireplace	by	Hermann	Kletke.	This	tale	also	exists	under	the	title,	The	Waits	of
Bremen.
	

	

A	MAN	ONCE	POSSESSED	A	DONKEY	which	had	served	him	faithfully	for
many	years,	 but	 at	 last	 the	 poor	 beast	 grew	old	 and	 feeble,	 and	 every	 day	 his
work	became	more	of	a	burden.	As	he	was	no	longer	of	any	use,	his	master	made
up	his	mind	to	shoot	him,	but	when	the	donkey	learnt	the	fate	that	was	in	store
for	him,	he	determined	not	to	die,	but	to	run	away	to	the	nearest	town	and	there
to	become	a	street	musician.
When	he	had	trotted	along	for	some	distance	he	came	upon	a	greyhound	lying	on
the	road,	and	panting	for	dear	life.	"Well,	brother,"	said	the	donkey,	"what's	the
matter	with	you?	You	look	rather	tired."
"So	 I	 am,"	 replied	 the	 dog,	 "but	 because	 I	 am	 getting	 old	 and	 am	 growing
weaker	every	day,	and	cannot	go	out	hunting	any	longer,	my	master	wanted	to
poison	me,	and,	as	life	is	still	sweet,	I	have	taken	leave	of	him.	But	how	I	am	to
earn	my	own	livelihood	I	haven't	a	notion."
"Well,"	said	the	donkey,	"I	am	on	my	way	to	the	nearest	big	town,	where	I	mean
to	become	a	street	musician.	Why	don't	you	take	up	music	as	a	profession	and
come	along	with	me?	I'll	play	the	flute	and	you	can	play	the	kettle-drum."
The	greyhound	was	quite	pleased	at	the	idea,	and	the	two	set	off	together.	When
they	had	gone	a	short	distance	they	met	a	cat	with	a	face	as	long	as	three	rainy
days.	"Now,	what	has	happened	to	upset	your	happiness,	friend	puss?"	inquired
the	donkey.
"It's	impossible	to	look	cheerful	when	one	feels	depressed,"	answered	the	cat.	"I
am	well	up	in	years	now,	and	have	lost	most	of	my	teeth.	Consequently	I	prefer
sitting	 in	 front	 of	 the	 fire	 to	 catching	mice,	 and	 so	my	old	mistress	wanted	 to
drown	me.	I	have	no	wish	to	die	yet,	so	I	ran	away	from	her,	but	good	advice	is
expensive,	and	I	don't	know	where	I	am	to	go	to,	or	what	I	am	to	do."
"Come	to	the	nearest	big	town	with	us,"	said	the	donkey,	"and	try	your	fortune



as	a	street	musician.	I	know	what	sweet	music	you	make	at	night,	so	you	are	sure
to	be	a	success."
The	cat	was	delighted	with	 the	donkey's	proposal,	 and	 they	all	 continued	 their
journey	 together.	 In	 a	 short	 time	 they	 came	 to	 the	 courtyard	 of	 an	 inn,	where
they	found	a	cock	crowing	lustily.	"What	in	the	world	is	the	matter	with	you?"
asked	the	donkey.	"The	noise	you	are	making	 is	enough	to	break	 the	drums	of
our	ears."
"I	am	only	prophesying	good	weather,"	said	 the	cock,	"for	 tomorrow	is	a	feast
day,	and	just	because	it	is	a	holiday	and	a	number	of	people	are	expected	at	the
inn,	the	landlady	has	given	orders	for	my	neck	to	be	wrung	tonight,	so	that	I	may
be	made	into	soup	for	tomorrow's	dinner."
"I'll	tell	you	what,	redcap,"	said	the	donkey,	"you	had	much	better	come	with	us
to	the	nearest	town.	You	have	got	a	good	voice,	and	could	join	a	street	band	we
are	 getting	 up."	 The	 cock	 was	 much	 pleased	 with	 the	 idea,	 and	 the	 party
proceeded	on	their	way.
But	the	nearest	big	town	was	a	long	way	off,	and	it	took	them	more	than	a	day	to
reach	it.	In	the	evening	they	came	to	a	wood,	and	they	made	up	their	minds	to	go
no	further,	but	to	spend	the	night	there.	The	donkey	and	the	greyhound	lay	down
under	 a	 big	 tree,	 and	 the	 cat	 and	 the	 cock	 got	 up	 into	 the	 branches,	 the	 cock
flying	right	up	to	the	topmost	twig,	where	he	thought	he	would	be	safe	from	all
danger.	Before	he	went	to	sleep	he	looked	round	the	four	points	of	the	compass,
and	saw	a	 little	spark	burning	in	 the	distance.	He	called	out	 to	his	companions
that	 he	 was	 sure	 there	 must	 be	 a	 house	 not	 far	 off,	 for	 he	 could	 see	 a	 light
shining.
When	he	heard	this,	the	donkey	said	at,	once:	"Then	we	must	get	up,	and	go	and
look	 for	 the	 house,	 for	 this	 is	 very	 poor	 shelter."	 And	 the	 greyhound	 added:
"Yes,	I	feel	I’d	be	all	the	better	for	a	few	bones	and	a	scrap	or	two	of	meat."
So	they	set	out	for	the	spot	where	the	light	was	to	be	seen	shining	faintly	in	the
distance,	but	 the	nearer	 they	approached	 it	 the	brighter	 it	grew,	 till	at	 last	 they
came	 to	a	brilliantly	 lighted	house.	The	donkey	being	 the	biggest	of	 the	party,
went	to	the	window	and	looked	in.
"Well,	greyhead,	what	do	you	see?"	asked	the	cock.
"I	see	a	well-covered	table,"	replied	the	donkey,	"with	excellent	food	and	drink,
and	several	robbers	are	sitting	round	it,	enjoying	themselves	highly."
"I	wish	we	were	doing	the	same,"	said	the	cock.
"So	do	I,"	answered	the	donkey.	"Can't	we	think	of	some	plan	for	turning	out	the
robbers,	and	taking	possession	of	the	house	ourselves?"
So	they	consulted	together	what	they	were	to	do,	and	at	last	 they	arranged	that



the	 donkey	 should	 stand	 at	 the	window	with	 his	 fore-feet	 on	 the	 sill,	 that	 the
greyhound	should	get	on	his	back,	the	cat	on	the	dog's	shoulder,	and	the	cock	on
the	cat's	head.	When	they	had	grouped	themselves	in	this	way,	at	a	given	signal,
they	all	began	their	different	forms	of	music.	The	donkey	brayed,	the	greyhound
barked,	the	cat	meowed,	and	the	cock	crew.	Then	they	all	scrambled	through	the
window	into	the	room,	breaking	the	glass	into	a	thousand	pieces	as	they	did	so.
The	robbers	were	all	startled	by	the	dreadful	noise,	and	thinking	that	some	evil
spirits	at	the	least	were	entering	the	house,	they	rushed	out	into	the	wood,	their
hair	 standing	 on	 end	 with	 terror.	 The	 four	 companions,	 delighted	 with	 the
success	of	 their	 trick,	sat	down	at	 the	table,	and	ate	and	drank	all	 the	food	and
wine	that	the	robbers	had	left	behind	them.
When	they	had	finished	their	meal	they	put	out	the	lights,	and	each	animal	chose
a	 suitable	 sleeping-place.	 The	 donkey	 lay	 down	 in	 the	 courtyard	 outside	 the
house,	the	dog	behind	the	door,	the	cat	in	front	of	the	fire,	and	the	cock	flew	up
on	to	a	high	shelf,	and,	as	they	were	all	tired	after	their	long	day,	they	soon	went
to	sleep.
Shortly	 after	midnight,	when	 the	 robbers	 saw	 that	 no	 light	was	 burning	 in	 the
house	and	that	all	seemed	quiet,	the	captain	of	the	band	said,	"We	were	fools	to
let	ourselves	be	so	easily	 frightened	away;"	and,	 turning	 to	one	of	his	men,	he
ordered	him	to	go	and	see	if	all	was	safe.
The	man	found	everything	in	silence	and	darkness,	and	going	into	the	kitchen	he
thought	 he	 had	 better	 strike	 a	 light.	He	 took	 a	match,	 and	mistaking	 the	 fiery
eyes	of	the	cat	for	two	glowing	coals,	he	tried	to	light	his	match	with	them.	But
the	cat	didn't	see	the	joke,	and	sprang	at	his	face,	spitting	and	scratching	him	in
the	most	vigorous	manner.	The	man	was	terrified	out	of	his	life,	and	tried	to	run
out	by	the	back	door,	but	he	stumbled	over	the	greyhound,	which	bit	him	in	the
leg.	Yelling	with	pain	he	ran	across	the	courtyard	only	to	receive	a	kick	from	the
donkey's	hind	leg	as	he	passed	him.	In	the	meantime	the	cock	had	been	roused
from	his	slumbers,	and	feeling	very	cheerful	he	called	out,	from	the	shelf	where
he	was	perched,	"Kikeriki!"
Then	the	robber	hastened	back	to	his	captain	and	said:	"Sir,	 there	 is	a	dreadful
witch	in	the	house,	who	spat	at	me	and	scratched	my	face	with	her	long	fingers,
and	 before	 the	 door	 there	 stands	 a	 man	 with	 a	 long	 knife,	 who	 cut	 my	 leg
severely.	In	the	courtyard	outside	lies	a	black	monster,	who	fell	upon	me	with	a
huge	wooden	club,	 and	 that	 is	not	 all,	 for,	 sitting	on	 the	 roof,	 is	 a	 judge,	who
called	out,	‘Bring	the	rascal	to	me.’	So	I	fled	for	dear	life."
After	 this	 the	 robbers	 dared	 not	 venture	 into	 the	 house	 again,	 and	 they
abandoned	it	for	ever.	But	the	four	street	musicians	were	so	delighted	with	their
lodgings	that	they	determined	to	take	up	their	abode	in	the	robbers’	house,	and,
for	all	I	know	to	the	contrary,	they	may	be	living	there	to	this	day.



	



THE	ALRUAN

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

IT	 IS	 A	WELL-KNOWN	TRADITION	NEAR	Magdeburg,	 that	 when	 a	man
who	 is	 a	 thief	 by	 inheritance,	 that	 is	 to	 say,	whose	 father	 and	grandfather	 and
great-grandfather	before	him,	three	generations	of	his	family,	have	been	thieves,
or	 whose	 mother	 has	 committed	 a	 theft,	 or	 been	 possessed	 with	 an	 intense
longing	to	steal	something	at	the	time	immediately	preceding	his	birth,	it	is	the
tradition	that	if	such	a	man	should	be	hanged,	at	the	foot	of	the	gallows	whereon
his	last	breath	was	exhaled	will	spring	up	a	plant	of	hideous	form	known	as	the
Alruan	or	Gallows	Mannikin.	It	is	an	unsightly	object	to	look	at,	and	has	broad,
dark	 green	 leaves,	with	 a	 single	 yellow	 flower.	 The	 plant,	 however,	 has	 great
power,	 and	 whosoever	 is	 its	 possessor	 never	 more	 knows	 what	 it	 is	 to	 want
money.
It	is	a	feat	full	of	the	greatest	danger	to	obtain	it.	If	not	taken	up	from	the	root,
clean	out	of	the	soil,	it	is	altogether	valueless,	and	he	who	makes	the	experiment
wantonly	 risks	 his	 life.	 The	 moment	 the	 earth	 is	 struck	 with	 the	 spade,	 the
bitterest	cries	and	shrieks	burst	forth	from	it,	and	while	the	roots	are	being	laid
bare	demons	are	heard	to	howl	in	horrid	concert.	When	the	preparatory	work	is
done,	and	when	the	hand	of	the	daring	man	is	laid	on	the	stem	to	pluck	forth	his
prize,	 then	 it	 is	 as	 if	 all	 the	 fiends	 of	 hell	 were	 let	 loose	 upon	 him,	 such
shrieking,	such	howling,	such	clanging	of	chains,	such	crashing	of	thunder,	and
such	flashing	of	forked	lightning	assail	him	on	every	side.	If	his	heart	fail	him
but	for	one	moment	his	life	is	forfeit.	Many	a	bold	heart	engaged	in	this	trial	has
ceased	to	beat	under	the	fatal	tree,	and	many	a	brave	man's	body	has	been	found
mangled	and	torn	to	pieces	on	that	accursed	spot.
There	is,	however,	happily,	only	one	day	in	the	month,	the	first	Friday,	on	which
this	plant	appears,	and	on	the	night	of	that	day	only	may	it	be	plucked	from	its
hiding-place.	The	way	it	is	done	is	this.	Whoso	seeks	to	win	it	fasts	all	day.	At
sundown	 he	 sets	 forth	 on	 his	 fearful	 adventure,	 taking	 with	 him	 a	 coal-black
hound,	which	has	not	a	single	fleck	of	white	on	its	whole	body,	and	which	he	has
compelled	 likewise	 too	 fast	 for	 four-and-twenty	hours	previously.	At	midnight



he	takes	his	stand	under	the	gallows,	and	there	stuffs	his	ears	with	wool	or	wax,
so	 that	 he	 may	 hear	 nothing.	 As	 the	 dread	 hour	 arrives,	 he	 stoops	 down	 and
makes	three	crosses	over	the	Alruan,	and	then	commences	to	dig	for	the	roots	in
a	perfect	circle	around	it.	When	he	has	laid	it	entirely	bare,	so	that	it	only	holds
to	the	ground	by	the	points	of	 its	roots,	he	calls	 the	hound	to	him,	and	ties	 the
plant	 to	 its	 tail.	He	 then	 shows	 the	dog	 some	meat,	which	he	 flings	 to	 a	 short
distance	 from	 the	 spot.	 Ravenous	 with	 hunger,	 the	 hound	 springs	 after	 it,
dragging	the	plant	up	by	the	root,	but	before	he	can	reach	the	tempting	morsel	he
is	struck	dead	as	by	some	invisible	hand.
The	 adventurer,	 who	 all	 the	 while	 stood	 by	 the	 plant	 to	 aid	 in	 its	 uprooting
should	 the	 strength	 of	 the	 animal	 prove	 insufficient,	 then	 rushes	 forward,	 and,
detaching	it	from	the	body	of	the	dead	hound,	grasps	it	firmly	in	both	hands.	He
then	wraps	it	up	carefully	in	a	silken	cloth,	first,	however,	washing	it	well	in	red
wine,	and	then	bears	it	homeward.	The	hound	is	buried	in	the	spot	from	where
the	Alruan	has	been	extracted.
On	 reaching	 home	 the	man	 deposits	 his	 treasure	 in	 a	 strong	 chest,	 with	 three
locks,	and	only	visits	it	every	first	Friday	in	the	month,	or,	rather,	after	the	new
moon.	On	these	occasions	he	again	washes	it	with	red	wine,	and	enfolds	it	afresh
in	a	clean	silken	cloth	of	white	and	red	colours.
If	he	has	any	question	 to	ask,	or	any	 request	 to	make,	he	 then	puts	 the	one	or
proffers	the	other.	If	he	wishes	to	know	of	things	in	the	future,	the	Alruan	will
tell	him	truly,	but	he	will	only	get	one	answer	in	the	moon,	and	nothing	else	will
be	done	for	him	by	the	plant.	If	he	desires	to	obtain	some	substantial	favour,	he
has	it	performed	for	him	on	making	his	request,	but	then	the	Alruan	will	answer
no	inquiries	as	to	the	future	until	the	next	day	of	visitation	shall	arrive.
Whoso	has	this	wonder	of	the	world	in	his	possession	can	never	take	harm	from
his	foes,	and	never	sustain	any	loss.	If	he	be	poor,	he	at	once	becomes	rich.	If	his
marriage	be	unblessed	by	offspring,	he	at	once	has	children.
If	a	piece	of	gold	be	laid	beside	the	Alruan	at	night,	it	is	found	to	be	doubled	in
the	morning,	and	so	on	for	any	sum	whatsoever,	but	never	has	it	been	known	to
be	increased	more	than	two	pieces	for	each	one.
On	 the	 demise	 of	 the	 owner	 only	 a	 youngest	 son	 can	 inherit	 the	 Alruan.	 To
inherit	it	effectually	he	must	place	a	loaf	of	white	bread	and	a	piece	of	money	in
the	coffin	of	his	 father,	 to	be	buried	along	with	his	corpse.	 If	he	 fail	 to	do	 so,
then	is	the	possession,	like	many	others	of	great	name	in	the	world,	of	no	value
to	him.	Should,	however,	the	youngest	son	fail	before	the	father,	then	the	Alruan
rightfully	belongs	to	the	eldest,	but	he	must	also	place	bread	and	money	in	the
coffin	of	his	brother,	as	well	as	in	that	of	his	father,	to	inherit	it	to	any	purpose.
	



THE	RAVEN

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Jakob	 &	Wilhelm	 Grimm	 and	 their	 collection,
Grimm's	Fairy	Tales,	originally	known	as	 the	Children's	and	Household	Tales
(German:	Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),						first	published	in	1812.	Seven	versions
were	 published	 between	 1812	 and	 1857,	with	 the	 number	 of	 tales	 rising	 from
eighty-six	in	the	first	version	to	two-hundred	and	eleven	in	the	final	version.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	QUEEN	WHO	had	a	little	daughter,	still	too	young	to
run	 alone.	One	day	 the	 child	was	 very	 troublesome,	 and	 the	mother	 could	 not
quiet	 it,	 do	what	 she	would.	She	grew	 impatient,	 and	 seeing	 the	 ravens	 flying
round	the	castle,	she	opened	the	window,	and	said,	"I	wish	you	were	a	raven	and
would	fly	away,	then	I	should	have	a	little	peace."
Scarcely	were	the	words	out	of	her	mouth,	when	the	child	in	her	arms	was	turned
into	a	raven,	and	flew	away	from	her	through	the	open	window.	The	bird	took	its
flight	 to	 a	 dark	wood	 and	 remained	 there	 for	 a	 long	 time,	 and	meanwhile	 the
parents	could	hear	nothing	of	their	child.
Long	after	this,	a	man	was	making	his	way	through	the	wood	when	he	heard	a
raven	calling,	and	he	followed	the	sound	of	the	voice.	As	he	drew	near,	the	raven
said,	 "I	 am	 by	 birth	 a	 king's	 daughter,	 but	 am	 now	 under	 the	 spell	 of	 some
enchantment.	You	can,	however,	set	me	free."
"What	am	I	to	do?"	he	asked.
She	replied,	"Go	farther	into	the	wood	until	you	come	to	a	house,	wherein	lives
an	 old	 woman.	 She	 will	 offer	 you	 food	 and	 drink,	 but	 you	 must	 not	 take	 of
either.	If	you	do,	you	will	fall	into	a	deep	sleep,	and	will	not	be	able	to	help	me.
In	 the	garden	behind	the	house	is	a	 large	 tan-heap,	and	on	that	you	must	stand
and	 watch	 for	 me.	 I	 shall	 drive	 there	 in	 my	 carriage	 at	 two	 o’clock	 in	 the
afternoon	for	three	successive	days.	The	first	day	it	will	be	drawn	by	four	white,
the	second	by	four	chestnut,	and	the	last	by	four	black	horses,	but	if	you	fail	to
keep	awake	and	I	find	you	sleeping,	I	shall	not	be	set	free."
The	man	promised	to	do	all	 that	she	wished,	but	 the	raven	said,	"Alas!	I	know
even	now	that	you	will	 take	something	from	the	woman	and	be	unable	to	save
me."	The	man	assured	her	again	that	he	would	on	no	account	touch	a	thing	to	eat



or	drink.
When	he	came	to	the	house	and	went	inside,	the	old	woman	met	him,	and	said,
"Poor	man!	how	tired	you	are!	Come	in	and	rest	and	let	me	give	you	something
to	eat	and	drink."
"No,"	answered	the	man,	"I	will	neither	eat	not	drink."
But	she	would	not	 leave	him	alone,	and	urged	him	saying,	"If	you	will	not	eat
anything,	 at	 least	 you	 might	 take	 a	 draught	 of	 wine,	 one	 drink	 counts	 for
nothing,"	and	at	last	he	allowed	himself	to	be	persuaded,	and	drank.
As	 it	 drew	 towards	 the	 appointed	 hour,	 he	 went	 outside	 into	 the	 garden	 and
mounted	 the	 tan-heap	 to	 await	 the	 raven.	 Suddenly	 a	 feeling	 of	 fatigue	 came
over	him,	and	unable	to	resist	it,	he	lay	down	for	a	little	while,	fully	determined,
however,	 to	 keep	 awake,	 but	 in	 another	 minute	 his	 eyes	 closed	 of	 their	 own
accord,	and	he	fell	into	such	a	deep	sleep,	that	all	the	noises	in	the	world	would
not	have	awakened	him.
At	 two	o’clock	 the	 raven	came	driving	along,	drawn	by	her	 four	white	horses,
but	even	before	she	reached	the	spot,	she	said	to	herself,	sighing,	"I	know	he	has
fallen	 asleep."	When	 she	 entered	 the	 garden,	 there	 she	 found	 him	 as	 she	 had
feared,	lying	on	the	tan-heap,	fast	asleep.	She	got	out	of	her	carriage	and	went	to
him,	 she	 called	 him	 and	 shook	 him,	 but	 it	 was	 all	 in	 vain,	 he	 still	 continued
sleeping.
The	next	 day	 at	 noon,	 the	old	woman	came	 to	him	again	with	 food	 and	drink
which	he	at	 first	 refused.	At	 last,	overcome	by	her	persistent	entreaties	 that	he
would	take	something,	he	lifted	the	glass	and	drank	again.
Towards	two	o’clock	he	went	into	the	garden	and	on	to	the	tan-heap	to	watch	for
the	 raven.	He	had	not	been	 there	 long	before	he	began	 to	 feel	 so	 tired	 that	his
limbs	 seemed	 hardly	 able	 to	 support	 him,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 stand	 upright	 any
longer,	so	again	he	lay	down	and	fell	fast	asleep.	As	the	raven	drove	along	her
four	 chestnut	 horses,	 she	 said	 sorrowfully	 to	 herself,	 "I	 know	 he	 has	 fallen
asleep."	She	went	as	before	to	look	for	him,	but	he	slept,	and	it	was	impossible
to	awaken	him.
The	following	day	the	old	woman	said	to	him,	"What	is	this?	You	are	not	eating
or	drinking	anything.	Do	you	want	to	kill	yourself?"
He	answered,	"I	may	not	and	will	not	either	eat	or	drink."
But	 she	 put	 down	 the	 dish	 of	 food	 and	 the	 glass	 of	wine	 in	 front	 of	 him,	 and
when	he	smelt	the	wine,	he	was	unable	to	resist	the	temptation,	and	took	a	deep
draught.
When	 the	 hour	 came	 round	 again	 he	 went	 as	 usual	 on	 to	 the	 tan-heap	 in	 the
garden	 to	 await	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 but	 he	 felt	 even	 more	 overcome	 with



weariness	 than	on	 the	 two	previous	days,	and	 throwing	himself	down,	he	slept
like	a	log.	At	two	o’clock	the	raven	could	be	seen	approaching,	and	this	time	her
coachman	and	everything	about	her,	as	well	as	her	horses,	were	black.
She	was	sadder	than	ever	as	she	drove	along,	and	said	mournfully,	"I	know	he
has	fallen	asleep,	and	will	not	be	able	 to	set	me	free."	She	found	him	sleeping
heavily,	 and	 all	 her	 efforts	 to	 awaken	 him	were	 of	 no	 avail.	 Then	 she	 placed
beside	 him	 a	 loaf,	 and	 some	 meat,	 and	 a	 flask	 of	 wine,	 of	 such	 a	 kind,	 that
however	much	he	took	of	them,	they	would	never	grow	less.	After	that	she	drew
a	gold	ring,	on	which	her	name	was	engraved,	off	her	finger,	and	put	it	upon	one
of	his.	Finally,	she	laid	a	letter	near	him,	in	which,	after	giving	him	particulars	of
the	food	and	drink	she	had	left	for	him,	she	finished	with	the	following	words:	"I
see	 that	 as	 long	 as	 you	 remain	 here	 you	will	 never	 be	 able	 to	 set	me	 free,	 if,
however,	you	still	wish	to	do	so,	come	to	the	golden	castle	of	Stromberg,	this	is
well	within	 your	 power	 to	 accomplish."	 She	 then	 returned	 to	 her	 carriage	 and
drove	to	the	golden	castle	of	Stromberg.
When	 the	man	awoke	and	 found	 that	 he	had	been	 sleeping,	 he	was	grieved	 at
heart,	 and	 said,	 "She	has	no	doubt	 been	here	 and	driven	 away	 again,	 and	 it	 is
now	too	late	for	me	to	save	her."
Then	his	eyes	fell	on	the	things	which	were	lying	beside	him.	He	read	the	letter,
and	knew	from	it	all	that	had	happened.	He	rose	up	without	delay,	eager	to	start
on	his	way	and	 to	 reach	 the	 castle	of	Stromberg,	but	he	had	no	 idea	 in	which
direction	he	ought	to	go.	He	travelled	about	a	long	time	in	search	of	it	and	came
at	last	to	a	dark	forest,	through	which	he	went	on	walking	for	fourteen	days	and
still	could	not	find	a	way	out.	Once	more	the	night	came	on,	and	worn	out	he	lay
down	 under	 a	 bush	 and	 fell	 asleep.	 Again	 the	 next	 day	 he	 pursued	 his	 way
through	 the	 forest,	 and	 that	 evening,	 thinking	 to	 rest	 again,	 he	 lay	 down	 as
before,	but	he	heard	such	a	howling	and	wailing	that	he	found	it	 impossible	 to
sleep.	He	waited	till	it	was	darker	and	people	had	begun	to	light	up	their	houses,
and	then	seeing	a	little	glimmer	ahead	of	him,	he	went	towards	it.
He	found	 that	 the	 light	came	from	a	house	which	 looked	smaller	 than	 it	 really
was,	from	the	contrast	of	its	height	with	that	of	an	immense	giant	who	stood	in
front	of	it.	He	thought	to	himself,	"If	the	giant	sees	me	going	in,	my	life	will	not
be	 worth	 much."	 However,	 after	 a	 while	 he	 summoned	 up	 courage	 and	 went
forward.
When	the	giant	saw	him,	he	called	out,	"It	is	lucky	for	that	you	have	come,	for	I
have	not	had	anything	to	eat	for	a	long	time.	I	can	have	you	now	for	my	supper."
"I	would	 rather	 you	 let	 that	 alone,"	 said	 the	man,	 "for	 I	 do	 not	willingly	 give
myself	 up	 to	 be	 eaten,	 if	 you	 are	wanting	 food	 I	 have	 enough	 to	 satisfy	 your
hunger."
"If	 that	 is	 so,"	 replied	 the	 giant,	 "I	will	 leave	 you	 in	 peace,	 I	 only	 thought	 of



eating	you	because	I	had	nothing	else."
So	they	went	indoors	together	and	sat	down,	and	the	man	brought	out	the	bread,
meat,	 and	 wine,	 which	 although	 he	 had	 eaten	 and	 drunk	 of	 them,	 were	 still
unconsumed.	The	giant	was	pleased	with	 the	good	cheer,	and	ate	and	drank	 to
his	 heart's	 content.	When	 he	 had	 finished	 his	 supper	 the	man	 asked	 him	 if	 he
could	direct	him	to	the	castle	of	Stromberg.
The	 giant	 said,	 "I	 will	 look	 on	 my	 map,	 for	 on	 it	 are	 marked	 all	 the	 towns,
villages,	and	houses."	So	he	fetched	his	map,	and	looked	for	the	castle,	but	could
not	find	it.	"Never	mind,"	he	said,	"I	have	larger	maps	upstairs	in	the	cupboard,
we	will	look	on	those,"	but	they	searched	in	vain,	for	the	castle	was	not	marked
even	on	these.	The	man	now	thought	he	should	like	to	continue	his	journey,	but
the	giant	begged	him	 to	 remain	 for	 a	day	or	 two	 longer	until	 the	 return	of	his
brother,	who	was	away	in	search	of	provisions.
When	the	brother	came	home,	they	asked	him	about	the	castle	of	Stromberg,	and
he	 told	 them	 he	 would	 look	 on	 his	 own	 maps	 as	 soon	 as	 he	 had	 eaten	 and
appeased	 his	 hunger.	 Accordingly,	 when	 he	 had	 finished	 his	 supper,	 they	 all
went	up	together	to	his	room	and	looked	through	his	maps,	but	the	castle	was	not
to	be	found.	Then	he	fetched	other	older	maps,	and	they	went	on	looking	for	the
castle	until	at	last	they	found	it,	but	it	was	many	thousand	miles	away.
"How	shall	I	be	able	to	get	there?"	asked	the	man.	"I	have	two	hours	to	spare,"
said	the	giant,	"and	I	will	carry	you	into	the	neighbourhood	of	the	castle,	I	must
then	return	to	look	after	the	child	who	is	in	our	care."
The	giant,	 thereupon,	carried	the	man	to	within	about	a	hundred	leagues	of	the
castle,	where	he	left	him,	saying,	"You	will	be	able	to	walk	the	remainder	of	the
way	yourself."
The	 man	 journeyed	 on	 day	 and	 night	 till	 he	 reached	 the	 golden	 castle	 of
Stromberg.	He	found	it	situated,	however,	on	a	glass	mountain,	and	looking	up
from	the	foot	he	saw	the	enchanted	maiden	drive	round	her	castle	and	 then	go
inside.	He	was	overjoyed	to	see	her,	and	longed	to	get	to	the	top	of	the	mountain,
but	the	sides	were	so	slippery	that	every	time	he	attempted	to	climb	he	fell	back
again.	When	he	saw	that	it	was	impossible	to	reach	her,	he	was	greatly	grieved,
and	said	to	himself,	"I	will	remain	here	and	wait	for	her,"	so	he	built	himself	a
little	hut,	and	there	he	sat	and	watched	for	a	whole	year,	and	every	day	he	saw
the	king's	daughter	driving	round	her	castle,	but	still	was	unable	to	get	nearer	to
her.
Looking	out	from	his	hut	one	day	he	saw	three	robbers	fighting	and	he	called	out
to	them,	"God	be	with	you."
They	 stopped	when	 they	heard	 the	call,	 but	 looking	 round	and	 seeing	nobody,
they	went	on	again	with	their	fighting,	which	now	became	more	furious.



"God	be	with	you,"	he	cried	again,	and	again	they	paused	and	looked	about,	but
seeing	no	one	went	back	to	their	fighting.
A	third	time	he	called	out,	"God	be	with	you,"	and	then	thinking	he	should	like
to	know	the	cause	of	dispute	between	the	three	men,	he	went	out	and	asked	them
why	they	were	fighting	so	angrily	with	one	another.	One	of	them	said	that	he	had
found	a	stick,	and	that	he	had	but	to	strike	it	against	any	door	through	which	he
wished	 to	 pass,	 and	 it	 immediately	 flew	 open.	 Another	 told	 him	 that	 he	 had
found	 a	 cloak	which	 rendered	 its	wearer	 invisible,	 and	 the	 third	 had	 caught	 a
horse	 which	 would	 carry	 its	 rider	 over	 any	 obstacle,	 and	 even	 up	 the	 glass
mountain.	 They	 had	 been	 unable	 to	 decide	whether	 they	would	 keep	 together
and	have	the	things	in	common,	or	whether	they	would	separate.
On	hearing	this,	the	man	said,	"I	will	give	you	something	in	exchange	for	those
three	things,	not	money,	for	that	I	have	not	got,	but	something	that	is	of	far	more
value.	I	must	first,	however,	prove	whether	all	you	have	told	me	about	your	three
things	is	true."
The	robbers,	therefore,	made	him	get	on	the	horse,	and	handed	him	the	stick	and
the	cloak,	and	when	he	had	put	this	round	him	he	was	no	longer	visible.	Then	he
fell	 upon	 them	with	 the	 stick	 and	beat	 them	one	 after	 another,	 crying,	 "There,
you	idle	vagabonds,	you	have	got	what	you	deserve,	are	you	satisfied	now!"
After	this	he	rode	up	the	glass	mountain.	When	he	reached	the	gate	of	the	castle,
he	found	it	closed,	but	he	gave	it	a	blow	with	his	stick,	and	it	flew	wide	open	at
once	and	he	passed	through.	He	mounted	the	steps	and	entered	the	room	where
the	maiden	was	 sitting,	with	 a	 golden	 goblet	 full	 of	wine	 in	 front	 of	 her.	 She
could	not	 see	him	 for	he	 still	wore	his	 cloak.	He	 took	 the	 ring	which	 she	had
given	him	off	his	finger,	and	threw	it	into	the	goblet,	so	that	it	rang	as	it	touched
the	bottom.
"That	 is	my	own	ring,"	she	exclaimed,	"and	 if	 that	 is	 so	 the	man	must	also	be
here	who	is	coming	to	set	me	free."
She	sought	for	him	about	the	castle,	but	could	find	him	nowhere.	Meanwhile	he
had	gone	outside	again	and	mounted	his	horse	and	thrown	off	the	cloak.	When
therefore	she	came	to	the	castle	gate	she	saw	him,	and	cried	aloud	for	joy.	Then
he	dismounted	and	took	her	in	his	arms,	and	she	kissed	him,	and	said,	"Now	you
have	indeed	set	me	free,	and	tomorrow	we	will	celebrate	our	marriage."
	



HANS	JAGENTEUFEL

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

IT	IS	COMMONLY	BELIEVED	THAT	IF	any	person	is	guilty	of	a	crime	for
which	he	deserves	to	lose	his	head,	he	will,	if	he	escapes	punishment	during	his
lifetime,	be	condemned	after	his	death	to	wander	about	with	his	head	under	his
arm.
In	the	year	1644	a	woman	of	Dresden	went	out	early	one	Sunday	morning	into	a
neighbouring	wood	for	the	purpose	of	collecting	acorns.	In	an	open	space,	at	a
spot	 not	 very	 far	 from	 the	 place	 which	 is	 called	 the	 Lost	 Water,	 she	 heard
somebody	 blow	 a	 very	 strong	 blast	 upon	 a	 hunting-horn,	 and	 immediately
afterwards	a	heavy	fall	followed,	as	though	a	large	tree	had	fallen	to	the	ground.
The	woman	was	greatly	alarmed,	and	concealed	her	little	bag	of	acorns	among
the	grass.	Shortly	afterwards	the	horn	was	blown	a	second	time,	and	on	looking
round	she	 saw	a	man	without	a	head,	dressed	 in	a	 long	grey	cloak,	 and	 riding
upon	a	grey	horse.	He	was	booted	and	spurred,	and	had	a	bugle-horn	hanging	at
his	 back.	As	 he	 rode	 past	 her	 very	 quietly	 she	 regained	 her	 courage,	went	 on
gathering	the	acorns,	and	when	evening	came	returned	home	undisturbed.
Nine	days	afterwards,	the	woman	returned	to	that	spot	for	the	purpose	of	again
collecting	the	acorns,	and	as	she	sat	down	by	the	Forsterberg,	peeling	an	apple,
she	heard	behind	her	a	voice	calling	out	to	her,
"Have	 you	 taken	 a	 whole	 sack	 of	 acorns	 and	 nobody	 tried	 to	 punish	 you	 for
doing	so?"
"No,"	 said	 she.	 "The	 foresters	 are	 very	 kind	 to	 the	 poor,	 and	 they	 have	 done
nothing	to	me,	the	Lord	have	mercy	on	my	sins!"
With	these	words	she	turned	about,	and	there	stood	he	of	the	grey	cloak,	but	this
time	he	was	without	his	horse,	and	he	carried	his	head,	which	was	covered	with
curling	brown	hair,	under	his	arm.
The	woman	shrank	from	him	in	alarm,	but	the	spirit	said,	"You	do	well	to	pray
to	God	to	forgive	you	your	sins,	it	was	never	my	good	lot	to	do	so."



Thereupon	he	related	to	her	how	that	he	had	lived	about	one	hundred	and	thirty
years	before,	and	was	called	Hans	Jagenteufel,	as	his	father	had	been	before	him,
and	how	his	father	had	often	besought	him	not	to	be	too	hard	upon	poor	people,
and	how	he	had	paid	no	regard	to	the	advice	his	father	had	given	him,	but	had
passed	his	time	in	drinking	and	carousing,	and	in	all	manner	of	wickedness,	for
which	he	was	now	condemned	to	wander	about	the	world	as	an	evil	spirit.
	



THE	SNOW-QUEEN

This	adaptation	is	taken	from	a	story	collected	by	Andrew	Lang	in	his	Pink	Fairy
Book,	 published	 in	 1897.	The	 original	 is	 translated	 from	 the	German	of	Hans
Andersen	by	Miss	Alma	Alleyne.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	DREADFULLY	WICKED	hobgoblin.	One	day	he	was
in	capital	spirits	because	he	had	made	a	looking-glass	which	reflected	everything
that	was	good	and	beautiful	in	such	a	way	that	it	dwindled	almost	to	nothing,	but
anything	that	was	bad	and	ugly	stood	out	very	clearly	and	looked	much	worse.
The	most	 beautiful	 landscapes	 looked	 like	 boiled	 spinach,	 and	 the	 best	 people
looked	 repulsive	 or	 seemed	 to	 stand	 on	 their	 heads	 with	 no	 bodies,	 and	 their
faces	were	 so	 changed	 that	 they	 could	not	be	 recognised,	 and	 if	 anyone	had	 a
freckle	you	might	be	sure	it	would	be	spread	over	the	nose	and	mouth.
That	was	the	best	part	of	it,	said	the	hobgoblin.
But	one	day	 the	 looking-glass	was	dropped,	and	 it	broke	 into	a	million-billion
and	more	pieces.	And	now	came	 the	greatest	misfortune	of	all,	 for	each	of	 the
pieces	was	hardly	 as	 large	 as	 a	grain	of	 sand	and	 they	 flew	about	 all	 over	 the
world,	and	if	anyone	had	a	bit	in	his	eye	there	it	stayed,	and	then	he	would	see
everything	awry,	or	else	could	only	see	 the	bad	sides	of	a	case.	For	every	 tiny
splinter	of	 the	glass	possessed	 the	same	power	 that	 the	whole	glass	had.	Some
people	 even	got	 a	 splinter	 in	 their	hearts,	 and	 that	was	dreadful,	 for	 then	 their
hearts	began	to	turn	into	a	lump	of	ice.
The	hobgoblin	 laughed	 till	 his	 sides	 ached,	 but	 still	 the	 tiny	bits	 of	 glass	 flew
about.	And	now	we	will	hear	all	about	it.
In	a	large	town,	where	there	were	so	many	people	and	houses	that	there	was	not
room	enough	for	everybody	to	have	gardens,	there	lived	two	poor	children.	They
were	 not	 brother	 and	 sister,	 but	 they	 loved	 each	 other	 just	 as	much	 as	 if	 they
were.	Their	parents	lived	opposite	one	another	in	two	attics,	and	out	on	the	leads
they	had	put	two	boxes	filled	with	flowers.	There	were	sweet	peas	in	it,	and	two
rose	trees,	which	grew	beautifully,	and	in	summer	the	two	children	were	allowed
to	 take	 their	 little	 chairs	 and	 sit	 out	 under	 the	 roses.	 Then	 they	 had	 splendid
games.



In	 the	winter	 they	 could	not	do	 this,	 but	 then	 they	put	hot	pennies	 against	 the
frozen	window-panes,	and	made	round	holes	to	look	at	each	other	through.	The
little	boy’s	name	was	Kay,	and	the	little	girl’s	name	was	Gerda.
Outside	it	was	snowing	fast.
"Those	are	the	white	bees	swarming,"	said	the	old	grandmother.
"Have	they	also	a	queen	bee?"	asked	the	little	boy,	for	he	knew	that	the	real	bees
have	one.
"To	be	sure,"	said	the	grandmother.	"She	flies	wherever	they	swarm	the	thickest.
She	is	larger	than	any	of	them,	and	never	stays	upon	the	earth,	but	flies	again	up
into	the	black	clouds.	Often	at	midnight	she	flies	through	the	streets,	and	peeps
in	at	all	the	windows,	and	then	they	freeze	in	such	pretty	patterns	and	look	like
flowers."
"Yes,	we	have	seen	that,"	said	both	children,	and	they	knew	that	it	was	true.
"Can	the	Snow-queen	come	in	here?"	asked	the	little	girl.
"Just	let	her!"	cried	the	boy,	"I	would	put	her	on	the	stove,	and	melt	her!"
But	the	grandmother	stroked	his	hair,	and	told	some	more	stories.
In	the	evening,	when	little	Kay	was	going	to	bed,	he	jumped	on	the	chair	by	the
window,	and	looked	through	the	little	hot-penny	hole.	A	few	snow-flakes	were
falling	outside,	and	one	of	the,	the	largest,	lay	on	the	edge	of	one	of	the	window-
boxes.	The	snow-flake	grew	larger	and	larger	till	 it	 took	the	form	of	a	maiden,
dressed	in	finest	white	gauze.	She	was	so	beautiful	and	dainty,	but	made	all	of
ice,	hard	bright	ice.
Still	she	was	alive,	and	her	eyes	glittered	like	two	clear	stars,	but	there	was	no
rest	or	peace	in	them.	She	nodded	at	the	window,	and	beckoned	with	her	hand.
The	little	boy	was	frightened,	and	sprang	down	from	the	chair.	It	seemed	as	if	a
great	white	bird	had	flown	past	the	window.
The	next	day	there	was	a	harder	frost	than	before.
Then	 came	 the	 spring,	 then	 the	 summer,	when	 the	 roses	grew	and	 smelt	more
beautifully	than	ever.
Kay	and	Gerda	were	looking	at	one	of	their	picture-books,	and	the	clock	in	the
great	church-tower	had	 just	 struck	 five,	when	Kay	exclaimed,	"Oh!	Something
has	stung	my	heart,	and	I've	got	something	in	my	eye!"
The	little	girl	threw	her	arms	round	his	neck.	He	winked	hard	with	both	his	eyes,
but	no,	she	could	see	nothing	in	them.
"I	 think	 it	 is	 gone	 now,"	 said	 he,	 but	 it	 had	 not	 gone.	 It	 was	 one	 of	 the	 tiny
splinters	of	the	glass	of	the	magic	mirror	which	we	have	heard	about,	that	turned
everything	great	and	good	reflected	in	it	small	and	ugly.	And	poor	Kay	had	also



a	splinter	in	his	heart,	and	it	began	to	change	into	a	lump	of	ice.	It	did	not	hurt
him	at	all,	but	the	splinter	was	there	all	the	same.
"Why	are	you	crying?"	he	asked,	"it	makes	you	look	so	ugly!	There's	nothing	the
matter	with	me.	 Just	 look!	That	 rose	 is	 all	 slug-eaten,	 and	 this	 one	 is	 stunted!
What	ugly	roses	they	are!"
And	he	began	to	pull	them	to	pieces.
"Kay,	what	are	you	doing?"	cried	the	little	girl.
And	when	he	saw	how	frightened	she	was,	he	pulled	off	another	rose,	and	ran	in
at	his	window	away	from	dear	little	Gerda.
When	 she	came	 later	on	with	 the	picture	book,	he	 said	 that	 it	was	only	 fit	 for
babies,	and	when	his	grandmother	told	them	stories,	he	was	always	interrupting
with,	"But…"	and	then	he	would	get	behind	her	and	put	on	her	spectacles,	and
speak	just	as	she	did.	This	he	did	very	well,	and	everybody	laughed.	Very	soon
he	could	imitate	the	way	all	the	people	in	the	street	walked	and	talked.
His	games	were	now	quite	different.	On	a	winter's	day	he	would	take	a	burning
glass	and	hold	it	out	on	his	blue	coat	and	let	the	snow-flakes	fall	on	it.
"Look	in	the	glass,	Gerda!	Just	see	how	regular	 they	are!	They	are	much	more
interesting	than	real	flowers.	Each	is	perfect,	they	are	all	made	according	to	rule.
If	only	they	did	not	melt!"
One	morning	Kay	came	out	with	his	warm	gloves	on,	and	his	little	sledge	hung
over	his	shoulder.	He	shouted	to	Gerda,	"I	am	going	to	the	market-place	to	play
with	the	other	boys,"	and	away	he	went.
In	the	market-place	the	boldest	boys	used	often	to	fasten	their	sledges	to	the	carts
of	the	farmers,	and	then	they	got	a	good	ride.
When	they	were	in	the	middle	of	their	games	there	drove	into	the	square	a	large
sledge,	all	white,	and	in	it	sat	a	figure	dressed	in	a	rough	white	fur	pelisse	with	a
white	fur	cap	on.
The	 sledge	 drove	 twice	 round	 the	 square,	 and	 Kay	 fastened	 his	 little	 sledge
behind	 it	 and	 drove	 off.	 It	 went	 quicker	 and	 quicker	 into	 the	 next	 street.	 The
driver	turned	round,	and	nodded	to	Kay	in	a	friendly	way	as	if	they	had	known
each	 other	 before.	 Every	 time	 that	Kay	 tried	 to	 unfasten	 his	 sledge	 the	 driver
nodded	again,	and	Kay	sat	still	once	more.	Then	they	drove	out	of	the	town,	and
the	snow	began	to	fall	so	thickly	that	the	little	boy	could	not	see	his	hand	before
him,	and	on	and	on	they	went.	He	quickly	unfastened	the	cord	to	get	loose	from
the	big	sledge,	but	it	was	of	no	use,	his	little	sledge	hung	on	fast,	and	it	went	on
like	the	wind.
Then	he	cried	out,	but	nobody	heard	him.	He	was	dreadfully	frightened.



The	snowflakes	grew	larger	and	larger	till	they	looked	like	great	white	birds.	All
at	 once	 they	 flew	 aside,	 the	 large	 sledge	 stood	 still,	 and	 the	 figure	 who	 was
driving	stood	up.	The	fur	cloak	and	cap	were	all	of	snow.	It	was	a	lady,	tall	and
slim,	and	glittering.	It	was	the	Snow-queen.
"We	have	come	at	a	good	rate,"	she	said,	"but	you	are	almost	frozen.	Creep	in
under	my	cloak."
And	she	set	him	close	to	her	in	the	sledge	and	drew	the	cloak	over	him.	He	felt
as	though	he	were	sinking	into	a	snow-drift.
"Are	you	cold	now?"	she	asked,	and	kissed	his	forehead.	The	kiss	was	cold	as
ice	and	reached	down	to	his	heart,	which	was	already	half	a	lump	of	ice.
"My	 sledge!	 Don't	 forget	 my	 sledge!"	 He	 thought	 of	 that	 first,	 and	 it	 was
fastened	to	one	of	the	great	white	birds	who	flew	behind	with	the	sledge	on	its
back.
The	Snow-queen	kissed	Kay	again,	and	then	he	forgot	all	about	little	Gerda,	his
grandmother,	and	everybody	at	home.
"Now	 I	 must	 not	 kiss	 you	 anymore,"	 she	 said,	 "or	 else	 I	 should	 kiss	 you	 to
death."
Then	 away	 they	 flew	 over	 forests	 and	 lakes,	 over	 sea	 and	 land.	 Round	 them
whistled	 the	 cold	 wind,	 the	 wolves	 howled,	 and	 the	 snow	 hissed,	 while	 over
them	flew	the	black	shrieking	crows.	But	high	up	in	the	dark	sky	the	moon	shone
large	and	bright,	and	thus	Kay	passed	the	long	winter	night.	In	the	day	he	slept	at
the	Snow-queen's	feet.
But	 what	 happened	 to	 little	 Gerda	 when	 Kay	 did	 not	 come	 back?	What	 had
become	 of	 him?	 Nobody	 knew.	 The	 other	 boys	 told	 how	 they	 had	 seen	 him
fasten	his	sledge	on	to	a	large	one	which	had	driven	out	of	the	town	gate.
Gerda	cried	a	great	deal.	The	winter	was	long	and	dark	to	her.
Then	 the	 spring	 came	with	warm	sunshine.	 "I	will	 go	 and	 look	 for	Kay,"	 said
Gerda.
So	she	went	down	to	the	river	and	got	into	a	little	boat	that	was	there.	Presently
the	stream	began	to	carry	it	away.
"Perhaps	the	river	will	 take	me	to	Kay,"	 thought	Gerda.	She	glided	down,	past
trees	 and	 fields,	 till	 she	 came	 to	 a	 large	 cherry	 garden,	 in	which	 stood	 a	 little
house	with	strange	red	and	blue	windows	and	a	straw	roof.	Before	the	door	stood
two	wooden	soldiers,	who	were	shouldering	arms.
Gerda	 called	 to	 them,	 but	 they	 naturally	 did	 not	 answer.	The	 river	 carried	 the
boat	on	to	the	land.	Gerda	called	out	still	louder,	and	there	came	out	of	the	house
a	very	old	woman.	She	leant	upon	a	crutch,	and	she	wore	a	large	sun-hat	which



was	painted	with	the	most	beautiful	flowers.
"You	poor	little	girl!"	said	the	old	woman.
And	then	she	stepped	into	the	water,	brought	the	boat	in	close	with	her	crutch,
and	lifted	little	Gerda	out.
"And	now	come	and	tell	me	who	you	are,	and	how	you	came	here,"	she	said.
Then	Gerda	told	her	everything,	and	asked	her	if	she	had	seen	Kay.	But	she	said
he	had	not	passed	that	way	yet,	but	he	would	soon	come.
She	told	Gerda	not	to	be	sad,	and	that	she	should	stay	with	her	and	take	of	the
cherry	trees	and	flowers,	which	were	better	than	any	picture-book,	as	they	could
each	tell	a	story.
She	then	took	Gerda's	hand	and	led	her	into	the	little	house	and	shut	the	door.
The	windows	were	very	high,	and	the	panes	were	red,	blue,	and	yellow,	so	that
the	light	came	through	in	curious	colours.	On	the	table	were	the	most	delicious
cherries,	 and	 the	 old	 woman	 let	 Gerda	 eat	 as	 many	 as	 she	 liked,	 while	 she
combed	her	hair	with	a	gold	comb	as	she	ate.
Gerda’s	beautiful	sunny	hair	rippled	and	shone	round	her	dear	little	face,	which
was	so	soft	and	sweet.	"I	have	always	longed	to	have	a	dear	 little	girl	 just	 like
you,	and	you	shall	see	how	happy	we	will	be	together."
And	as	she	combed	Gerda's	hair,	Gerda	thought	less	and	less	about	Kay,	for	the
old	woman	was	a	witch,	but	not	a	wicked	witch,	for	she	only	enchanted	now	and
then	to	amuse	herself,	and	she	did	want	to	keep	little	Gerda	very	much.
So	 she	went	 into	 the	garden	 and	waved	her	 stick	over	 all	 the	 rose	bushes	 and
blossoms	 and	 all,	 they	 sank	 down	 into	 the	 black	 earth,	 and	 no	 one	 could	 see
where	they	had	been.	The	old	woman	was	afraid	that	if	Gerda	saw	the	roses	she
would	 begin	 to	 think	 about	 her	 own,	 and	 then	would	 remember	Kay	 and	 run
away.
Then	she	 led	Gerda	out	 into	 the	garden.	How	glorious	 it	was,	and	what	 lovely
scents	filled	the	air!	All	the	flowers	you	can	think	of	blossomed	there	all	the	year
round.	 Gerda	 jumped	 for	 joy	 and	 played	 there	 till	 the	 sun	 set	 behind	 the	 tall
cherry	trees,	and	then	she	slept	in	a	beautiful	bed	with	red	silk	pillows	filled	with
violets,	and	she	slept	soundly	and	dreamed	as	a	queen	does	on	her	wedding	day.
The	next	 day	 she	played	 again	with	 the	 flowers	 in	 the	warm	 sunshine,	 and	 so
many	 days	 passed	 by.	 Gerda	 knew	 every	 flower,	 but	 although	 there	 were	 so
many,	it	seemed	to	her	as	if	one	were	not	there,	though	she	could	not	remember
which.
She	 was	 looking	 one	 day	 at	 the	 old	 woman's	 sun-hat	 which	 had	 the	 painted
flowers	 on	 it,	 and	 there	 she	 saw	a	 rose.	The	witch	had	 forgotten	 to	make	 that



vanish	when	she	had	made	the	other	roses	disappear	under	the	earth.	It	was,	after
all,	so	difficult	to	think	of	everything.
"Why,	 there	 are	 no	 roses	 here!"	 cried	 Gerda,	 and	 she	 hunted	 amongst	 all	 the
flowers,	but	not	one	was	to	be	found.	Then	she	sat	down	and	cried,	but	her	tears
fell	 just	 on	 the	 spot	 where	 a	 rose	 bush	 had	 sunk,	 and	 when	 her	 warm	 tears
watered	 the	 earth,	 the	 bush	 came	 up	 in	 full	 bloom	 just	 as	 it	 had	 been	 before.
Gerda	kissed	the	roses	and	thought	of	 the	lovely	roses	at	home,	and	with	them
came	the	thought	of	little	Kay.
"Oh,	what	have	I	been	doing!"	said	the	little	girl.	"I	wanted	to	look	for	Kay."
She	ran	to	the	end	of	the	garden.	The	gate	was	shut,	but	she	pushed	against	the
rusty	lock	so	that	it	came	open.	She	ran	out	with	her	little	bare	feet.	No	one	came
after	her.	At	last	she	could	not	run	any	longer,	and	she	sat	down	on	a	large	stone.
When	she	looked	round	she	saw	that	the	summer	was	over,	and	it	was	really	late
autumn.	 It	 had	 not	 changed	 in	 the	 beautiful	 garden,	where	were	 sunshine	 and
flowers	all	the	year	round.
"Oh,	 dear,	 how	 late	 I	 have	made	myself!"	 said	Gerda.	 "It's	 autumn	 already!	 I
cannot	rest!"	And	she	sprang	up	to	run	on.
Oh,	how	tired	and	sore	her	little	feet	grew,	and	it	became	colder	and	colder.	She
had	to	rest	again,	and	there	on	the	snow	in	front	of	her	was	a	large	crow.
It	had	been	looking	at	her	for	some	time,	and	it	nodded	its	head	and	said,	"Caw!
Caw!	Good	day."	Then	 it	asked	 the	 little	girl	why	she	was	alone	 in	 the	world.
She	told	the	crow	her	story,	and	asked	if	he	had	seen	Kay.
The	crow	nodded	very	thoughtfully	and	said,	"It	might	be!	It	might	be!"
"What!	Do	you	think	you	have?"	cried	the	little	girl,	and	she	almost	squeezed	the
crow	to	death	as	she	kissed	him.
"Gently,	gently!"	said	the	crow.	"I	think…I	know	I	think…it	might	be	little	Kay,
but	now	he	has	forgotten	you	for	the	princess!"
"Does	he	live	with	a	princess?"	asked	Gerda.
"Yes,	listen,"	said	the	crow.	Then	he	told	her	all	he	knew.
"In	the	kingdom	in	which	we	are	now	sitting	lives	a	princess	who	is	dreadfully
clever.	 She	 has	 read	 all	 the	 newspapers	 in	 the	 world	 and	 has	 forgotten	 them
again.	She	is	as	clever	as	that.	The	other	day	she	came	to	the	throne,	and	that	is
not	 so	 pleasant	 as	 people	 think.	 Then	 she	 began	 to	 say,	 ‘Why	 should	 I	 not
marry?’	But	she	wanted	a	husband	who	could	answer	when	he	was	spoken	 to,
not	one	who	would	stand	up	stiffly	and	look	respectable,	for	that	would	be	too
dull.
"When	she	told	all	the	Court	ladies,	they	were	delighted.	You	can	believe	every



word	I	say,"	said	the	crow,	"I	have	a	tame	sweetheart	in	the	palace,	and	she	tells
me	everything."
Of	course	his	sweetheart	was	a	crow.
"The	newspapers	came	out	next	morning	with	a	border	of	hearts	round	it,	and	the
princess's	monogram	on	 it,	 and	 inside	you	 could	 read	 that	 every	good-looking
young	man	might	come	into	the	palace	and	speak	to	the	princess,	and	whoever
should	speak	loud	enough	to	be	heard	would	be	well	fed	and	looked	after,	and
the	one	who	spoke	best	should	become	the	princess's	husband.	Indeed,"	said	the
crow,	"you	can	quite	believe	me.	It	is	as	true	as	that	I	am	sitting	here.
"Young	 men	 came	 in	 streams,	 and	 there	 was	 such	 a	 crowding	 and	 a	 mixing
together!	But	nothing	came	of	it	on	the	first	nor	on	the	second	day.	They	could
all	speak	quite	well	when	they	were	in	the	street,	but	as	soon	as	they	came	inside
the	palace	door,	and	saw	the	guards	in	silver,	and	upstairs	the	footmen	in	gold,
and	the	great	hall	all	lighted	up,	then	their	wits	left	them!	And	when	they	stood
in	front	of	the	throne	where	the	princess	was	sitting,	then	they	could	not	think	of
anything	 to	say	except	 to	repeat	 the	 last	word	she	had	spoken,	and	she	did	not
much	 care	 to	hear	 that	 again.	 It	 seemed	as	 if	 they	were	walking	 in	 their	 sleep
until	 they	 came	 out	 into	 the	 street	 again,	 when	 they	 could	 speak	 once	 more.
There	was	a	row	stretching	from	the	gate	of	the	town	up	to	the	castle.
"They	were	hungry	and	thirsty,	but	in	the	palace	they	did	not	even	get	a	glass	of
water.
"A	few	of	the	cleverest	had	brought	some	slices	of	bread	and	butter	with	them,
but	they	did	not	share	them	with	their	neighbour,	for	they	thought,	‘If	he	looks
hungry,	the	princess	will	not	take	him!’"
"But	 what	 about	 Kay?"	 asked	 Gerda.	 "When	 did	 he	 come?	 Was	 he	 in	 the
crowd?"
"Wait	a	bit,	we	are	coming	to	him!	On	the	third	day	a	little	figure	came	without
horse	or	carriage	and	walked	jauntily	up	to	the	palace.	His	eyes	shone	as	yours
do.	He	had	lovely	curling	hair,	but	quite	poor	clothes."
"That	was	Kay!"	cried	Gerda	with	delight.	"Oh,	then	I	have	found	him!"	and	she
clapped	her	hands.
"He	had	a	little	bundle	on	his	back,"	said	the	crow.
"No,	it	must	have	been	his	skates,	for	he	went	away	with	his	skates!"
“Very	likely,"	said	the	crow.	"I	did	not	see	for	certain.	But	I	know	this	from	my
sweetheart,	 that	when	he	came	 to	 the	palace	door	 and	 saw	 the	 royal	guards	 in
silver,	and	on	the	stairs	the	footmen	in	gold,	he	was	not	the	least	bit	put	out.	He
nodded	 to	 them,	 saying,	 ‘It	must	be	 rather	dull	 standing	on	 the	 stairs,	 I	would
rather	go	inside!’



"The	halls	blazed	with	lights.	Councillors	and	ambassadors	were	walking	about
in	noiseless	shoes	carrying	gold	dishes.	It	was	enough	to	make	one	nervous!	His
boots	creaked	dreadfully	loud,	but	he	was	not	frightened."
"That	must	 be	Kay!"	 said	Gerda.	 "I	 know	he	 had	 new	boots	 on.	 I	 have	 heard
them	creaking	in	his	grandmother's	room!"
"They	did	creak,	certainly!"	said	the	crow.	"And,	not	one	bit	afraid,	up	he	went
to	 the	princess,	who	was	sitting	on	a	 large	pearl	as	round	as	a	spinning	wheel.
All	the	ladies-in-waiting	were	standing	round,	each	with	their	attendants,	and	the
lords-in-waiting	 with	 their	 attendants.	 The	 nearer	 they	 stood	 to	 the	 door	 the
prouder	they	were."
"It	must	have	been	dreadful!"	said	little	Gerda.	"And	Kay	did	win	the	princess?"
"I	heard	 from	my	 tame	sweetheart	 that	he	was	merry	and	quick-witted,	but	he
had	not	come	to	woo,	he	said,	but	to	listen	to	the	princess's	wisdom.	And	the	end
of	it	was	that	they	fell	in	love	with	each	other."
"Oh,	yes,	that	was	Kay!"	said	Gerda.	"He	was	so	clever,	he	could	do	sums	with
fractions.	Oh,	do	lead	me	to	the	palace!"
"That's	easily	said",	answered	the	crow,	"but	how	are	we	to	manage	that?	I	must
talk	it	over	with	my	tame	sweetheart.	She	may	be	able	to	advise	us,	for	I	must
tell	you	that	a	little	girl	like	you	could	never	get	permission	to	enter	the	palace."
"Yes,	I	will	get	it!"	said	Gerda.	"When	Kay	hears	that	I	am	there	he	will	come
out	at	once	and	fetch	me!"
"Wait	 for	me	by	 the	railings,"	said	 the	crow,	and	he	nodded	his	head	and	flew
away.
It	was	late	in	the	evening	when	he	came	back.
"Caw,	caw!"	he	said,	"I	am	to	give	you	her	love,	and	here	is	a	little	roll	for	you.
She	took	it	out	of	the	kitchen.	There's	plenty	there,	and	you	must	be	hungry.	You
cannot	come	into	the	palace.	The	guards	in	silver	and	the	footmen	in	gold	would
not	 allow	 it.	But	 don't	 cry!	You	 shall	 get	 in	 all	 right.	My	 sweetheart	 knows	 a
little	back-stairs	which	leads	to	the	sleeping-room,	and	she	knows	where	to	find
the	key."
They	went	 into	 the	garden,	and	when	the	 lights	 in	 the	palace	were	put	out	one
after	the	other,	the	crow	led	Gerda	to	a	back-door.
Oh,	how	Gerda's	heart	beat	with	anxiety	and	longing!	It	seemed	as	if	she	were
going	to	do	something	wrong,	but	she	only	wanted	to	know	if	it	were	little	Kay.
Yes,	it	must	be	he!	She	remembered	so	well	his	clever	eyes,	his	curly	hair.	She
could	see	him	smiling	as	he	did	when	they	were	at	home	under	the	rose	trees!	He
would	be	so	pleased	to	see	her,	and	to	hear	how	they	all	were	at	home.



Now	they	were	on	the	stairs,	a	little	lamp	was	burning,	and	on	the	landing	stood
the	tame	crow.	She	put	her	head	on	one	side	and	looked	at	Gerda,	who	bowed	as
her	grandmother	had	taught	her.
"My	betrothed	has	 told	me	many	nice	 things	about	you,	my	dear	young	 lady,"
she	said.	"Will	you	take	the	lamp	while	I	go	in	front?	We	go	this	way	so	as	to
meet	no	one."
Through	 beautiful	 rooms	 they	 came	 to	 the	 sleeping-room.	 In	 the	middle	 of	 it,
hung	on	a	thick	rod	of	gold,	were	two	beds,	shaped	like	lilies,	one	all	white,	in
which	lay	the	princess,	and	the	other	red,	in	which	Gerda	hoped	to	find	Kay.	She
pushed	aside	the	curtain,	and	saw	a	brown	neck.	Oh,	it	was	Kay!	She	called	his
name	out	loud,	holding	the	lamp	towards	him.
He	woke	up,	turned	his	head	and…it	was	not	Kay!
It	was	only	his	neck	that	was	like	Kay’s,	but	he	was	young	and	handsome.	The
princess	sat	up	in	her	lily-bed	and	asked	who	was	there.
Then	Gerda	cried,	and	told	her	story	and	all	that	the	crows	had	done.
"You	poor	child!"	said	the	prince	and	princess,	and	they	praised	the	crows,	and
said	that	they	were	not	angry	with	them,	but	that	they	must	not	do	it	again.	Now
they	should	have	a	reward.
"Would	 you	 like	 to	 fly	 away	 free?"	 said	 the	 princess,	 "or	 will	 you	 have	 a
permanent	place	as	court	crows	with	what	you	can	get	in	the	kitchen?"
And	both	crows	bowed	and	asked	for	a	permanent	appointment,	for	they	thought
of	their	old	age.
And	they	put	Gerda	to	bed,	and	she	folded	her	hands,	thinking,	as	she	fell	asleep,
"How	good	people	and	animals	are	to	me!"
The	next	day	she	was	dressed	from	head	to	foot	in	silk	and	satin.	They	wanted
her	to	stay	on	in	the	palace,	but	she	begged	for	a	little	carriage	and	a	horse,	and	a
pair	of	shoes	so	that	she	might	go	out	again	into	the	world	to	look	for	Kay.
They	gave	her	a	muff	as	well	as	some	shoes.	She	was	warmly	dressed,	and	when
she	 was	 ready,	 there	 in	 front	 of	 the	 door	 stood	 a	 coach	 of	 pure	 gold,	 with	 a
coachman,	footmen	and	postilions	with	gold	crowns	on.
The	prince	and	princess	helped	her	into	the	carriage	and	wished	her	good	luck.
The	wild	crow	who	was	now	married	drove	with	her	for	the	first	three	miles,	but
the	other	crow	could	not	come	because	she	had	a	bad	headache.
"Good-bye,	good-bye!"	called	the	prince	and	princess,	and	little	Gerda	cried,	and
the	crow	cried.
When	he	said	good-bye,	he	flew	on	to	a	tree	and	waved	with	his	black	wings	as
long	as	the	carriage,	which	shone	like	the	sun,	was	in	sight.



They	came	at	last	to	a	dark	wood,	but	the	coach	lit	it	up	like	a	torch.	When	the
robbers	 saw	 it,	 they	 rushed	 out,	 exclaiming,	 "Gold!	 gold!"	 They	 seized	 the
horses,	killed	the	coachman,	footmen	and	postilions,	and	dragged	Gerda	out	of
the	carriage.
"She	 is	 plump	 and	 tender!	 I	will	 eat	 her!"	 said	 the	 old	 robber-queen,	 and	 she
drew	her	long	knife,	which	glittered	horribly.
"You	shall	not	kill	her!"	cried	her	little	daughter.	"She	shall	play	with	me.	She
shall	give	me	her	muff	and	her	beautiful	dress,	and	she	shall	sleep	in	my	bed."
The	 little	 robber-girl	was	 as	 big	 as	Gerda,	 but	was	 stronger	 and	 broader,	with
dark	hair	and	black	eyes.	She	threw	her	arms	round	Gerda	and	said,	"They	shall
not	kill	you,	so	long	as	you	are	not	naughty.	Aren't	you	a	princess?"
"No,"	said	Gerda,	and	she	told	all	that	had	happened	to	her,	and	how	dearly	she
loved	little	Kay.
The	robber-girl	looked	at	her	very	seriously,	and	nodded	her	head,	saying,	"They
shall	not	kill	you,	even	if	you	are	naughty,	for	then	I	will	kill	you	myself!"	And
she	dried	Gerda's	eyes,	and	stuck	both	her	hands	in	the	beautiful	warm	muff.
The	 little	 robber-girl	 took	Gerda	 to	 a	 corner	 of	 the	 robbers"	 camp	where	 she
slept.	All	 round	were	more	 than	 a	hundred	wood-pigeons	which	 seemed	 to	be
asleep,	 but	 they	 moved	 a	 little	 when	 the	 two	 girls	 came	 up.	 There	 was	 also,
nearby,	a	reindeer	which	the	robber-girl	teased	by	tickling	it	with	her	long	sharp
knife.
Gerda	lay	awake	for	some	time.
"Coo,	 coo!"	 said	 the	 wood-pigeons.	 "We	 have	 seen	 little	 Kay.	 A	 white	 bird
carried	his	sledge.	He	was	sitting	in	the	Snow-queen's	carriage	which	drove	over
the	 forest	when	our	 little	ones	were	 in	 the	nest.	She	breathed	on	 them,	and	all
except	we	two	died.	Coo,	coo!"
"What	 are	 you	 saying	 over	 there?"	 cried	Gerda.	 "Where	was	 the	 Snow-queen
going	to?	Do	you	know	at	all?"
"She	was	probably	 travelling	 to	Lapland,	where	 there	 is	 always	 ice	 and	 snow.
Ask	the	reindeer."
"There	 is	 capital	 ice	 and	 snow	 there!"	 said	 the	 reindeer.	 "One	 can	 jump	about
there	 in	 the	 great	 sparkling	 valleys.	 There	 the	 Snow-queen	 has	 her	 summer
palace,	 but	 her	 best	 palace	 is	 up	 by	 the	 North	 Pole,	 on	 the	 island	 called
Spitzbergen."
"O	Kay,	my	little	Kay!"	sobbed	Gerda.
"You	must	lie	still,"	said	the	little	robber-girl,	"or	else	I	shall	stick	my	knife	into
you!"



In	the	morning	Gerda	told	her	all	 that	 the	wood-pigeons	had	said.	She	nodded.
"Do	you	know	where	Lapland	is?"	she	asked	the	reindeer.
"Who	should	know	better	than	I?"	said	the	beast,	and	his	eyes	sparkled.	"I	was
born	and	bred	there	on	the	snow-fields."
"Listen!"	said	the	robber-girl	to	Gerda,	"You	see	that	all	the	robbers	have	gone.
Only	my	mother	is	left,	and	she	will	fall	asleep	in	the	afternoon.	Then	I	will	do
something	for	you!"
When	her	mother	had	fallen	asleep,	the	robber-girl	went	up	to	the	reindeer	and
said,	"I	am	going	to	set	you	free	so	that	you	can	run	to	Lapland.	But	you	must	go
quickly	 and	 carry	 this	 little	 girl	 to	 the	 Snow-queen's	 palace,	 where	 her
playfellow	is.	You	must	have	heard	all	that	she	told	about	it,	for	she	spoke	loud
enough!"
The	reindeer	sprang	high	for	joy.	The	robber-girl	lifted	little	Gerda	up,	and	had
the	foresight	to	tie	her	on	firmly,	and	even	gave	her	a	little	pillow	for	a	saddle.
"You	must	have	your	fur	boots,"	she	said,	"for	 it	will	be	cold,	but	I	shall	keep
your	 muff,	 for	 it	 is	 so	 cosy!	 But,	 so	 that	 you	 may	 not	 freeze,	 here	 are	 my
mother's	great	fur	gloves,	they	will	come	up	to	your	elbows.	Creep	into	them!"
And	Gerda	cried	for	joy.
"Don't	make	such	faces!"	said	the	little	robber-girl.	"You	must	look	very	happy.
And	here	are	two	loaves	and	a	sausage,	now	you	won't	be	hungry!"
They	 too	were	 tied	 to	 the	reindeer.	Then	 the	 little	 robber-girl	opened	 the	door,
made	all	 the	big	dogs	come	away,	cut	 through	 the	halter	with	her	 sharp	knife,
and	said	to	the	reindeer,	"Run	now!	But	take	great	care	of	the	little	girl."
And	Gerda	 stretched	out	 her	 hands	with	 the	 large	 fur	 gloves	 towards	 the	 little
robber-girl	and	said,	"Good-bye!"
Then	 the	 reindeer	 flew	over	 the	ground,	 through	 the	great	 forest,	 as	 fast	 as	he
could.	The	wolves	howled,	the	ravens	screamed,	the	sky	seemed	on	fire.
"Those	are	my	dear	old	northern	lights,"	said	the	reindeer,	"see	how	they	shine!"
And	 then	 he	 ran	 faster	 still,	 day	 and	 night.	 The	 loaves	 were	 eaten,	 and	 the
sausage	also,	and	then	they	came	to	Lapland.
They	stopped	by	a	wretched	little	house,	the	roof	almost	touched	the	ground,	and
the	door	was	so	low	that	you	had	to	creep	in	and	out.
There	was	no	one	in	the	house	except	an	old	Lapland	woman	who	was	cooking
fish	over	an	oil-lamp.	The	 reindeer	 told	her	Gerda's	whole	history,	but	 first	he
told	his	own,	 for	 that	 seemed	 to	him	much	more	 important,	 and	Gerda	was	 so
cold	that	she	could	not	speak.
"Ah,	you	poor	creatures!"	said	the	Lapland	woman,	"You	have	still	further	to	go!



You	must	go	over	a	hundred	miles	into	Finland,	for	there	the	Snow-queen	lives,
and	 every	 night	 she	 burns	 Bengal	 lights.	 I	 will	 write	 some	 words	 on	 a	 dried
stock-fish,	for	I	have	no	paper,	and	you	must	give	it	to	the	Finland	woman,	for
she	can	give	you	better	advice	than	I	can."
And	 when	 Gerda	 was	 warmed	 and	 had	 had	 something	 to	 eat	 and	 drink,	 the
Lapland	woman	wrote	on	a	dried	stock-fish,	and	begged	Gerda	to	take	care	of	it,
tied	Gerda	securely	on	the	reindeer's	back,	and	away	they	went	again.
The	whole	night	was	ablaze	with	northern	lights,	and	then	they	came	to	Finland
and	knocked	at	the	Finland	woman's	chimney,	for	door	she	had	none.
Inside	it	was	so	hot	that	the	Finland	woman	wore	very	few	clothes,	she	loosened
Gerda's	clothes	and	drew	off	her	fur	gloves	and	boots.	She	laid	a	piece	of	ice	on
the	reindeer's	head,	and	then	read	what	was	written	on	the	stock-fish.	She	read	it
over	three	times	till	she	knew	it	by	heart,	and	then	put	the	fish	in	the	saucepan,
for	she	never	wasted	anything.
Then	 the	 reindeer	 told	 his	 story,	 and	 afterwards	 little	Gerda's	 and	 the	 Finland
woman	blinked	her	eyes	but	said	nothing.
"You	are	very	clever,"	said	the	reindeer.	"I	know.	Cannot	you	give	the	little	girl
a	 drink	 so	 that	 she	 may	 have	 the	 strength	 of	 twelve	 men	 and	 overcome	 the
Snow-queen?"
"The	 strength	of	 twelve	men!"	 said	 the	Finland	woman,	 "That	would	not	 help
much.	 Little	 Kay	 is	 with	 the	 Snow-queen	 and	 he	 likes	 everything	 there	 very
much	 and	 thinks	 it	 the	 best	 place	 in	 the	 world.	 But	 that	 is	 because	 he	 has	 a
splinter	of	glass	in	his	heart	and	a	bit	in	his	eye.	If	these	do	not	come	out,	he	will
never	be	free,	and	the	Snow-queen	will	keep	her	power	over	him."
"But	 cannot	 you	 give	 little	Gerda	 something	 so	 that	 she	 can	 have	 power	 over
her?"
"I	can	give	her	no	greater	power	than	she	has	already.	Don't	you	see	how	great	it
is?	Don't	you	see	how	men	and	beasts	must	help	her	when	she	wanders	into	the
wide	world	with	her	bare	 feet?	She	 is	 powerful	 already,	 because	 she	 is	 a	 dear
little	innocent	child.	If	she	cannot	by	herself	conquer	the	Snow-queen	and	take
away	the	glass	splinters	from	little	Kay,	we	cannot	help	her!	The	Snow-queen's
garden	begins	two	miles	from	here.	You	can	carry	the	little	maiden	so	far,	then
put	her	down	by	the	large	bush	with	red	berries	growing	in	the	snow.	Then	you
must	come	back	here	as	fast	as	you	can."
Then	the	Finland	woman	lifted	little	Gerda	on	the	reindeer	and	away	he	sped.
"Oh,	I	have	left	my	gloves	and	boots	behind!"	cried	Gerda.	She	missed	them	in
the	piercing	cold,	but	the	reindeer	did	not	dare	to	stop.	On	he	ran	till	he	came	to
the	bush	with	 red	berries.	Then	he	 set	Gerda	down	and	kissed	her	mouth,	 and
great	 big	 tears	 ran	 down	 his	 cheeks,	 and	 then	 he	 ran	 back.	 There	 stood	 poor



Gerda,	without	shoes	or	gloves	in	the	middle	of	the	bitter	cold	of	Finland.
She	ran	on	as	fast	as	she	could.	A	regiment	of	gigantic	snowflakes	came	against
her,	but	they	melted	when	they	touched	her,	and	she	went	on	with	fresh	courage.
	

And	now	we	must	see	what	Kay	was	doing.	He	was	not	thinking	of	Gerda,	and
never	dreamt	that	she	was	standing	outside	the	palace.
The	walls	of	the	palace	were	built	of	driven	snow,	and	the	doors	and	windows	of
piercing	winds.	There	were	more	 than	a	hundred	halls	 in	 it	all	of	 frozen	snow.
The	 largest	was	 several	miles	 long,	 the	bright	Northern	 lights	 lit	 them	up,	and
very	 large	 and	 empty	 and	 cold	 and	 glittering	 they	were!	 In	 the	middle	 of	 the
great	hall	was	a	frozen	lake	which	had	cracked	in	a	thousand	pieces,	each	piece
was	 exactly	 like	 the	 other.	Here	 the	 Snow-queen	 used	 to	 sit	when	 she	was	 at
home.
Little	Kay	was	almost	blue	and	black	with	cold,	but	he	did	not	feel	it,	for	she	had
kissed	away	his	feelings	and	his	heart	was	a	lump	of	ice.
He	was	pulling	about	some	sharp,	flat	pieces	of	ice,	and	trying	to	fit	one	into	the
other.	He	thought	each	was	most	beautiful,	but	that	was	because	of	the	splinter
of	glass	 in	his	eye.	He	 fitted	 them	 into	a	great	many	shapes,	but	he	wanted	 to
make	them	spell	the	word	"Love."	The	Snow-queen	had	said,	"If	you	can	spell
out	that	word	you	shall	be	your	own	master.	I	will	give	you	the	whole	world	and
a	new	pair	of	skates."
But	he	could	not	do	it.
"Now	 I	 must	 fly	 to	 warmer	 countries,"	 said	 the	 Snow-queen.	 "I	 must	 go	 and
powder	my	 black	 kettles!"	 (This	was	what	 she	 called	Mount	 Etna	 and	Mount
Vesuvius.)	"It	does	the	lemons	and	grapes	good."
And	off	she	flew,	and	Kay	sat	alone	in	the	great	hall	trying	to	do	his	puzzle.	He
sat	so	still	that	you	would	have	thought	he	was	frozen.
Then	 it	happened	 that	 little	Gerda	 stepped	 into	 the	hall.	The	biting	cold	winds
became	quiet	as	if	they	had	fallen	asleep	when	she	appeared	in	the	great,	empty,
freezing	hall.
She	caught	sight	of	Kay.	She	recognised	him,	and	ran	and	put	her	arms	round	his
neck,	crying,	"Kay!	Dear	little	Kay!	I	have	found	you	at	last!"
But	he	sat	quite	still	and	cold.	Then	Gerda	wept	hot	tears	which	fell	on	his	neck
and	thawed	his	heart	and	swept	away	the	bit	of	the	looking-glass.	He	looked	at
her	and	then	he	burst	 into	tears.	He	cried	so	much	that	 the	glass	splinter	swam
out	of	his	eye.
Then	 he	 knew	 her,	 and	 cried	 out,	 "Gerda!	Dear	 little	Gerda!	Where	 have	 you



been	so	long?	And	where	have	I	been?"	And	he	looked	round	him.
"How	cold	it	is	here!	How	wide	and	empty!"	and	he	threw	himself	on	Gerda,	and
she	 laughed	 and	wept	 for	 joy.	 It	was	 such	 a	 happy	 time	 that	 the	pieces	 of	 ice
even	danced	round	them	for	joy,	and	when	they	were	tired	and	lay	down	again
they	 formed	 themselves	 into	 the	 letters	 that	 the	Snow-queen	 had	 said	 he	must
spell	 in	order	 to	become	his	own	master	and	have	 the	whole	world	and	a	new
pair	of	skates.
And	Gerda	kissed	his	cheeks	and	they	grew	rosy.	She	kissed	his	eyes	and	they
sparkled	 like	 hers.	 She	 kissed	 his	 hands	 and	 feet	 and	 he	 became	 warm	 and
glowing.	 The	 Snow-queen	 might	 come	 home	 now,	 and	 his	 release,	 the	 word
"Love",	stood	written	in	sparkling	ice.
They	took	each	other's	hands	and	wandered	out	of	the	great	palace.	They	talked
about	the	grandmother	and	the	roses	on	the	leads,	and	wherever	they	walked	the
winds	 hushed	 and	 the	 sun	 came	 out.	 When	 they	 reached	 the	 bush	 with	 red
berries	there	stood	the	reindeer	waiting	for	them.
He	carried	Kay	and	Gerda	first	to	the	Finland	woman,	who	warmed	them	in	her
hot	room	and	gave	them	advice	for	their	journey	home.
Then	they	went	to	the	Lapland	woman,	who	gave	them	new	clothes	and	mended
their	sleigh.	The	reindeer	ran	with	them	until	they	came	to	the	green	fields	fresh
with	the	spring	green.	Here	he	said	good-bye.
They	next	came	to	the	forest,	which	was	bursting	into	bud,	and	out	of	it	came	a
splendid	horse	which	Gerda	knew,	for	it	was	the	one	which	had	drawn	the	gold
coach	ridden	by	a	young	girl	with	a	red	cap	on	and	pistols	in	her	belt.	It	was	the
little	robber	girl	who	was	tired	of	being	at	home	and	wanted	to	go	out	into	the
world.	She	and	Gerda	knew	each	other	at	once.
"You	are	a	nice	fellow!"	she	said	to	Kay.	"I	should	like	to	know	if	you	deserve	to
be	run	all	over	the	world!"
But	Gerda	patted	her	cheeks	and	asked	after	the	prince	and	princess.
"They	are	travelling	about,"	said	the	robber	girl.
"And	the	crow?"	asked	Gerda.
"Oh,	 the	 crow	 is	 dead!"	 answered	 the	 robber-girl.	 "His	 tame	 sweetheart	 is	 a
widow	and	hops	about	with	a	bit	of	black	crape	round	her	leg.	She	makes	a	great
fuss,	 but	 that's	 all	 nonsense.	But	 tell	me	what	 happened	 to	 you,	 and	 how	 you
caught	him."
And	Kay	and	Gerda	told	her	all.
"Dear,	dear!"	said	the	robber-girl.	She	shook	both	their	hands,	and	promised	that
if	she	came	to	their	town	she	would	come	and	see	them.	Then	she	rode	on.



But	Gerda	and	Kay	went	home	hand	in	hand.	There	they	found	the	grandmother
and	everything	just	as	it	had	been,	but	when	they	went	through	the	doorway	they
found	they	were	grown-up.
There	 were	 the	 roses	 on	 the	 leads,	 and	 it	 was	 summer,	 warm	 and	 glorious
summer.
	



THE	FLAMING	CASTLE

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

UPON	A	HIGH	MOUNTAIN	IN	THE	Tyrol	there	stands	an	old	castle,	in	which
there	burns	a	fire	every	night,	and	the	flashes	of	that	fire	are	so	large	that	 they
rise	up	over	the	walls,	and	may	be	seen	far	and	wide.
It	happened	once	that	an	old	woman	in	want	of	firewood	was	gathering	the	fallen
twigs	and	branches	upon	this	castle-crowned	mountain,	and	at	length	arrived	at
the	castle	door.	To	indulge	her	curiosity	she	began	peering	about	her,	and	at	last
entered,	not	without	difficulty,	 for	 it	was	all	 in	 ruins	and	not	easily	accessible.
When	she	reached	the	courtyard,	there	she	beheld	a	goodly	company	of	nobles
and	 ladies	 seated	 and	 feasting	 at	 a	 huge	 table.	There	were,	 likewise,	 plenty	of
servants,	 who	 waited	 upon	 them,	 changing	 their	 plates,	 handing	 round	 the
viands,	and	pouring	out	wine	for	the	party.
As	she	thus	stood	gazing	upon	them,	there	came	one	of	the	servants,	who	drew
her	 on	 one	 side,	 and	 placed	 a	 piece	 of	 gold	 in	 the	 pocket	 of	 her	 apron,	 upon
which	 the	 whole	 scene	 vanished	 in	 an	 instant,	 and	 the	 poor	 frightened	 old
woman	was	 left	 to	 find	 her	way	back	 as	well	 as	 she	 could.	However,	 she	 got
outside	the	courtyard,	and	there	stood	before	her	a	soldier	with	a	lighted	match,
whose	head	was	not	placed	upon	his	neck,	but	held	by	him	under	his	arm.	He
immediately	addressed	 the	old	woman,	and	commanded	her	not	 to	 tell	 anyone
what	she	had	seen	and	heard	upon	peril	of	evil	befalling	her.
At	length	the	woman	reached	home,	full	of	anguish,	still	keeping	possession	of
the	 gold,	 but	 telling	 no	 one	 from	 where	 she	 had	 obtained	 it.	 When	 the
magistrates,	 however,	 got	wind	of	 the	 affair,	 she	was	 summoned	before	 them,
but	she	would	not	speak	one	word	upon	the	subject,	excusing	herself	by	saying
that	 if	she	uttered	one	word	respecting	 it	great	evil	would	ensue	 to	her.	When,
however,	 they	 pressed	 her	 more	 strictly,	 she	 discovered	 to	 them	 all	 that	 had
happened	to	her	in	the	Fiery	Castle,	even	to	the	smallest	particular.	In	an	instant,
almost	 before	 her	 relation	was	 fully	 ended,	 she	was	 carried	 away,	 and	 no	 one
could	ever	learn	where	she	fled.
A	year	or	two	afterwards,	a	young	nobleman,	a	knight,	and	one	well	experienced



in	all	things,	took	up	his	abode	in	those	parts.	In	order	that	he	might	ascertain	the
issue	of	this	affair,	he	set	out	on	foot	with	his	servant	in	the	middle	of	the	night
on	the	road	to	the	mountain.	With	great	difficulty	they	made	the	ascent,	and	were
on	their	way	warned	six	times	by	an	unknown	voice	to	desist	from	their	attempt.
They	kept	on,	however,	heedless	of	this	caution,	and	at	length	reached	the	door
of	 the	 castle.	There	 again	 stood	 the	 soldier	 as	 a	 sentinel,	 and	 he	 called	 out	 as
usual,	"Who	goes	there?"
The	nobleman,	who	was	bold	of	heart,	gave	for	answer,	"It	is	I."
Upon	this	the	spirit	inquired	further,	"Who	are	you?"
This	time	the	nobleman	made	no	answer,	but	desired	his	servant	to	hand	him	his
sword.	When	 this	 was	 done,	 a	 black	 horseman	 came	 riding	 out	 of	 the	 castle,
against	whom	the	nobleman	would	have	waged	battle.	The	horseman,	however,
dragged	him	up	upon	his	horse	and	rode	with	him	into	the	courtyard,	while	the
soldier	 chased	 the	 servant	 down	 the	mountain.	The	nobleman	was	 never	more
seen.
	



THE	WHITE	MAIDEN

This	 adaptation	 is	 taken	 from	 Folk-lore	 and	 Legends:	 German,	 published	 by
W.W.	Gibbings	in	London	in	1892	from	an	unknown	original	set	of	sources.
	

	

IT	 IS	 NOW	 CENTURIES	 SINCE	 A	 young	 noble	 of	 the	 neighbourhood	 was
hunting	in	the	valleys	which	lie	behind	the	hills	that	skirt	the	Rhine	opposite	the
ancient	town	of	St.	Goar.	In	the	heat	of	the	pursuit	he	followed	the	game	to	the
foot	of	 the	acclivity	on	which	are	 seated	 the	 ruins	of	Thurnberg,	 and	 there	his
prey	disappeared	all	at	once	from	his	view.
It	was	the	noon	of	a	midsummer	day,	and	the	sun	shone	down	on	him	with	all	its
strength.	Despairing	of	being	able	to	find	the	object	of	his	pursuit,	he	determined
to	clamber	up	the	steep	hillside,	and	seek	shelter	and	repose	in	the	shadow	of	the
old	 castle,	 or,	 mayhap,	 in	 one	 of	 its	 many	 crumbling	 chambers.	 With	 much
labour	he	succeeded	in	reaching	the	summit,	and	there,	fatigued	with	his	toil,	and
parched	with	a	burning	thirst,	he	flung	himself	on	the	ground	beneath	one	of	the
huge	towers,	some	of	whose	remains	still	rear	their	heads	on	high,	and	stretched
out	his	tired	limbs	in	the	full	enjoyment	of	rest.
"Now,"	 said	 he,	 as	 he	wiped	 the	 perspiration	 from	his	 brow,	 "now	 could	 I	 be
happy	 indeed,	 if	 some	 kind	 being	would	 bring	me	 a	 beaker	 of	 the	 cool	wine,
which,	they	say,	is	ages	old,	down	there	in	the	cellars	of	this	castle."
He	 had	 scarce	 spoken	 the	words	when	 a	most	 beautiful	maiden	 stepped	 forth
from	a	cleft	in	the	ivy-covered	ruin,	bearing	in	one	hand	a	huge	silver	beaker	of
an	 antique	 form,	 full	 to	 the	very	brim	of	 foaming	wine.	 In	her	other	hand	 she
held	a	large	bunch	of	keys	of	all	sizes.	She	was	clad	in	white	from	head	to	foot,
her	hair	was	flaxen,	her	skin	was	like	a	 lily,	and	she	had	such	loving	eyes	that
they	at	once	won	the	heart	of	the	young	noble.
"Here,"	said	she,	handing	him	 the	beaker,	"your	wish	 is	granted.	Drink	and	be
satisfied."
His	heart	 leaped	within	him	with	joy	at	her	condescension,	and	he	emptied	the
contents	of	the	goblet	at	a	single	draught.	All	the	while	she	looked	at	him	in	such
a	 manner	 as	 to	 intoxicate	 his	 very	 soul,	 so	 kindly	 and	 confidential	 were	 her
glances.	 The	 wine	 coursed	 through	 his	 veins	 like	 liquid	 fire,	 his	 heart	 soon



burned	with	 love	 for	 the	maiden,	 and	 the	 fever	of	his	blood	was	by	no	means
appeased	 by	 the	 furtive	 looks	 which	 ever	 and	 anon	 she	 cast	 upon	 him.	 She
apparently	read	his	state	of	mind,	and	when	his	passion	was	at	its	highest	pitch,
and	all	restraint	seemed	put	an	end	to	by	the	potent	effects	of	love	and	wine,	she
disappeared	in	a	moment	by	the	way	she	came.	The	noble	rushed	after	her	in	the
hope	of	detaining	the	fugitive,	or,	at	 least,	of	catching	a	parting	glimpse	of	her
retreating	 form,	but	 the	 ivy-encircled	 cleft,	 through	which	 she	 seemed	 to	have
flitted,	looked	as	though	it	had	not	been	disturbed	for	centuries,	and	as	he	tried	to
force	his	way	to	the	gloomy	cavern	below,	a	crowd	of	bats	and	owls	and	other
foul	 birds	 of	 evil	 omen,	 aroused	 from	 their	 repose,	 rose	 upwards,	 and,	 amidst
dismal	hootings	and	fearful	cries,	almost	flung	him	backward	with	the	violence
of	their	flight.	He	spent	the	remainder	of	the	afternoon	in	search	of	the	lost	one,
but	 without	 success.	 At	 the	 coming	 of	 night	 he	 wended	 his	 way	 homeward,
weary,	heart-sick,	and	overwhelmed	with	an	indefinable	sensation	of	sadness.
From	that	day	forth	he	was	an	altered	man,	altered	in	appearance	as	well	as	 in
mind	and	in	manners.	Pleasure	was	a	stranger	to	his	soul,	and	he	knew	no	longer
what	it	was	to	enjoy	peace.	Wherever	he	went,	whatever	pursuit	he	was	engaged
in,	whether	in	the	chase,	in	the	hall,	in	a	lady's	bower,	or	in	chapel,	his	eye	only
saw	 one	 object,	 she	 being	 the	 White	 Maiden.	 At	 the	 board	 she	 stood	 in
imagination	always	before	him,	offering	 to	his	 fevered	 lips	 the	cool,	brimming
beaker,	 and	 in	 the	 long-drawn	 aisles	 of	 the	 chapel	 she	 was	 ever	 present,
beckoning	him	from	his	devotions	to	partake	of	the	generous	beverage	which	she
still	 bore	 in	 her	 right	 hand.	 Every	matron	 or	maiden	 he	met	 seemed	 by	 some
wondrous	 process	 to	 take	 her	 shape,	 and	 even	 the	 very	 trees	 of	 the	 forest	 all
looked	to	his	thought	like	her.
Thenceforward	he	commenced	to	haunt	the	ruins	in	which	she	had	appeared	to
him,	 still	 hoping	 to	 see,	 once	 again,	 her	 for	 whom	 he	 felt	 he	was	 dying,	 and
living	alone	in	that	hope.	The	sun	scorched	him,	but	it	was	nothing	to	the	fever
that	burned	within	him.	The	rain	drenched	him,	but	he	cared	not	for	it.	Time	and
change	and	circumstance	seemed	all	forgotten	by	him,	as	everything	passed	by
him	 unheeded.	 His	 whole	 existence	 was	 completely	 swallowed	 up	 in	 one
thought,	the	White	Maiden	of	the	ruined	castle,	and	that,	alas,	was	only	vexation
of	spirit.
A	 deadly	 fever	 seized	 him.	 It	 was	 a	 mortal	 disease.	 Still	 he	 raved,	 in	 his
delirium,	but	of	her.	One	morning	a	woodman,	who	occasionally	provided	him
with	 food,	 found	 him	 a	 corpse	 at	 the	 entrance	 of	 the	 crevice	 in	 the	wall	 from
where	the	maiden	had	seemed	to	come,	and	where	she	had	disappeared.	It	was
long	rumoured	that	he	had	struggled	bravely	with	death,	or	rather	that	he	could
not	die,	because	 the	curse	was	upon	him,	until	 the	maiden,	garbed	 in	white	as
usual,	appeared	to	him	once	more.	It	is	said	that	then	he	stretched	forth	his	hands
as	she	stooped	over	him.	He	raised	his	head,	she	kissed	his	lips,	and	he	died.



The	 White	 Maiden,	 tradition	 says,	 has	 not	 since	 been	 seen	 in	 the	 ruins	 of
Thurnberg.
	



HISTORICAL	NOTES

This	section	contains	some	brief	biographical	notes	about	the	original	collectors
and	their	books	featured	in	this	collection.	These	notes	have	been	adapted	from
those	primarily	on	Wikipedia	along	with	other	supporting	sources	and	notes.

	

Andrew	Lang
Andrew	Lang	FBA	was	a	Scottish	poet,	novelist,	literary	critic,	and	contributor
to	 the	 field	of	 anthropology.	He	 is	best	known	as	 a	 collector	of	 folk	and	 fairy
tales.	The	Andrew	Lang	lectures	at	the	University	of	St	Andrews	are	named	after
him.

Lang	was	born	on	31st	March	1844	 in	Selkirk.	He	was	 the	 eldest	 of	 the	 eight
children	 born	 to	 John	 Lang,	 the	 town	 clerk,	 and	 his	 wife	 Jane	 Plenderleath
Sellar,	 who	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 Patrick	 Sellar,	 factor	 to	 the	 first	 duke	 of
Sutherland.	On	17th	April	1875,	he	married	Leonora	Blanche	Alleyne,	youngest
daughter	 of	 C.	 T.	 Alleyne	 of	 Clifton	 and	 Barbados.	 She	was	 (or	 should	 have
been)	variously	credited	as	author,	collaborator,	or	translator	of	Lang's	Colour	/
Rainbow	Fairy	Books,	which	he	edited.
He	was	educated	at	Selkirk	Grammar	School,	Loretto	School,	and	the	Edinburgh
Academy,	as	well	as	the	University	of	St	Andrews	and	Balliol	College,	Oxford,
where	 he	 took	 a	 first	 class	 in	 the	 final	 classical	 schools	 in	 1868,	 becoming	 a
fellow	 and	 subsequently	 honorary	 fellow	 of	Merton	College.	He	 soon	made	 a
reputation	as	one	of	the	most	able	and	versatile	writers	of	the	day	as	a	journalist,
poet,	critic,	and	historian.	In	1906,	he	was	elected	FBA.

He	 died	 of	 angina	 pectoris	 on	 20th	 July	 1912	 at	 the	 Tor-na-Coille	 Hotel	 in
Banchory,	survived	by	his	wife.	He	was	buried	 in	 the	cathedral	precincts	at	St
Andrews,	where	a	monument	can	be	visited	in	the	south-east	corner	of	the	19th
century	section.
Lang	 is	 now	 chiefly	 known	 for	 his	 publications	 on	 folklore,	 mythology,	 and
religion.	The	 earliest	 of	 his	 publications	 is	Custom	and	Myth	 (1884).	 In	Myth,
Ritual	and	Religion	(1887)	he	explained	the	"irrational"	elements	of	mythology
as	survivals	from	more	primitive	forms.	Lang's	Making	of	Religion	was	heavily
influenced	by	 the	18th	century	 idea	of	 the	"noble	savage",	 in	 it,	he	maintained
the	 existence	 of	 high	 spiritual	 ideas	 among	 so-called	 "savage"	 races,	 drawing



parallels	with	the	contemporary	interest	in	occult	phenomena	in	England.
His	Blue	Fairy	Book	(1889)	was	a	beautifully	produced	and	illustrated	edition	of
fairy	 tales	 that	 has	 become	 a	 classic.	 This	 was	 followed	 by	 many	 other
collections	of	fairy	tales,	collectively	known	as	Andrew	Lang's	Fairy	Books.	In
the	 preface	 of	 the	 Lilac	 Fairy	 Book	 he	 credits	 his	 wife	 with	 translating	 and
transcribing	most	of	the	stories	in	the	collections.
Lang	was	one	of	the	founders	of	"psychical	research"	and	his	other	writings	on
anthropology	 include	 The	 Book	 of	 Dreams	 and	 Ghosts	 (1897),	 Magic	 and
Religion	(1901)	and	The	Secret	of	 the	Totem	 (1905).	He	served	as	President	of
the	Society	for	Psychical	Research	in	1911.
He	 collaborated	 with	 S.	 H.	 Butcher	 in	 a	 prose	 translation	 (1879)	 of	 Homer's
Odyssey,	 and	with	E.	Myers	 and	Walter	Leaf	 in	 a	prose	version	 (1883)	of	 the
Iliad,	both	still	noted	for	their	archaic	but	attractive	style.
Lang's	 writings	 on	 Scottish	 history	 are	 characterised	 by	 a	 scholarly	 care	 for
detail,	a	piquant	literary	style,	and	a	gift	for	disentangling	complicated	questions.
The	Mystery	of	Mary	Stuart	(1901)	was	a	consideration	of	the	fresh	light	thrown
on	Mary,	Queen	of	Scots,	by	the	Lennox	manuscripts	in	the	University	Library,
Cambridge,	approving	of	her	and	criticising	her	accusers.
Lang	was	active	as	a	journalist	in	various	ways,	ranging	from	sparkling	"leaders"
for	the	Daily	News	to	miscellaneous	articles	for	the	Morning	Post,	and	for	many
years	he	was	literary	editor	of	Longman's	Magazine.
	

Jakob	&	Wilhelm	Grimm
The	 Brothers	 Grimm,	 Jacob	 Ludwig	 Karl	 and	 Wilhelm	 Carl,	 were	 German
academics,	 philologists,	 cultural	 researchers,	 lexicographers	 and	 authors	 who
together	 collected	 and	 published	 folklore	 during	 the	 19th	 century.	 They	 were
among	 the	 first	and	best-known	collectors	of	German	and	European	 folk	 tales,
and	 popularized	 traditional	 oral	 tale	 types	 such	 as	 Aschenputtel,	 Der
Froschkönig	 and	 the	Die	 Gänsemagd.	 Their	 classic	 collection	 Children's	 and
Household	Tales	(Kinder-	und	Hausmärchen),	was	published	in	two	volumes	–
the	first	in	1812	and	the	second	in	1815.
The	brothers	were	born	in	the	town	of	Hanau	in	Hesse-Cassel	and	spent	most	of
their	 childhood	 in	 the	 nearby	 town	 of	 Steinau.	 Their	 father's	 death	 in	 1796
impoverished	the	family	and	affected	the	brothers	for	many	years	after.
They	attended	the	University	of	Marburg	where	they	began	a	lifelong	dedication
to	 researching	 the	 early	 history	 of	 German	 language	 and	 literature,	 including
German	folktales.	The	rise	of	Romanticism	during	the	18th	century	had	revived
interest	 in	 traditional	 folk	 stories,	 which	 to	 the	 Grimms	 and	 their	 colleagues
represented	a	pure	form	of	national	literature	and	culture.



The	 Brothers	 Grimm	 established	 a	 methodology	 for	 collecting	 and	 recording
folk	stories	that	became	the	basis	for	folklore	studies.	Between	the	first	edition
of	 1812–1815	 and	 the	 seventh	 edition	 of	 1857,	 they	 revised	 their	 collection
many	 times,	 so	 that	 it	 grew	 to	 more	 than	 200.	 In	 addition	 to	 collecting	 and
editing	 folk	 tales,	 the	 brothers	 compiled	 German	 legends.	 Individually,	 they
published	a	large	body	of	linguistic	and	literary	scholarship.	Together,	in	1838,
they	 began	 work	 on	 a	 massive	 historical	 German	 dictionary,	 Deutsches
Wörterbuch,	which,	 in	 their	 lifetimes,	 they	 completed	 only	 as	 far	 as	 the	word
Frucht	('fruit').
Many	 of	 Grimms'	 folk	 tales	 have	 enjoyed	 enduring	 popularity.	 The	 tales	 are
available	 in	 more	 than	 100	 languages	 and	 have	 been	 adapted	 by	 filmmakers
including	Lotte	Reiniger	and	Walt	Disney,	with	films	such	as	Snow	White	and
the	Seven	Dwarfs	and	Sleeping	Beauty.
During	the	1930s	and	40s,	the	tales	were	used	as	propaganda	by	the	Third	Reich,
although	 later	 in	 the	 20th	 century,	 psychologists	 such	 as	 Bruno	 Bettelheim
reaffirmed	 the	 value	 of	 the	 work,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 cruelty	 and	 violence	 in	 the
original	versions	of	some	of	the.
	

Logan	Marshall
Logan	Howard-Smith	was	born	1884,	the	son	of	Robert	Spurrier	and	Elizabeth
(nee	 McKinney)	 Howard-Smith.	 He	 wrote	 under	 the	 pen	 name	 of	 Logan
Marshall.	He	lived	in	Germantown,	Philadelphia,	Pennsylvania.
Howard-Smith	attended	 the	University	of	Pennsylvania	and	graduated	 in	1905.
Upon	graduation	he	took	a	position	as	assistant	editor	at	publishers	The	John	C.
Winston	Co	Winston	was	later	acquired	by	Henry	Holt	and	became	part	of	Holt,
Rinehart	&	Winston.
At	 Winston,	 Howard-Smith	 both	 edited	 and	 wrote	 a	 large	 number	 of	 books,
mainly	under	the	pen	name	Logan	Marshall.	These	were	often	quickly	produced
and	designed	to	satisfy	public	curiosity	concerning	a	current	event.	As	a	result,
Howard-Smith	has	been	characterized	as	a	"hack",	and	his	language	criticized	as
"strained,	 excessive,	 or	 melodramatic."	 Howard-Smith's	 The	 Sinking	 of	 the
Titanic,	however,	achieved	a	great	deal	of	fame	as	a	result	of	arriving	quickly	on
the	market,	and	continues	to	be	cited	in	bibliographies	about	the	incident.

	

Margaret	Arndt
Margaret	 Arndt	 was	 the	 author	 of	 Fairy	 Tales	 From	 The	 German	 Forests,
published	by	Everett	&	Co	Ltd,	42	Essex	Street,	London,	in	1913.	The	author’s
maiden	name	was	Margaret	Heaton,	publishing	under	the	name	Margaret	Arndt



or	Frau	Arndt,	her	husband	being	German,	Paul	Arndt.
We	don’t	 have	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 biographical	 information	 about	 her	 life,	 but	we
know	she	was	of	English	descent.	Her	cousin	was	 the	wife	of	English	novelist
G.K.	Chesterton.	Not	only	did	Chesterton	write	the	introduction	to	her	work,	he
also	 illustrated	 the	 cover	 of	 her	 collection	 of	 German	 fairy	 tales,	Fairy	 Tales
from	the	German	Forests.
	



ABOUT	THE	EDITOR

I	was	born	in	1962	into	a	predominantly	sporting	household	–	Dad	being	a	good
footballer,	 playing	 senior	 amateur	 and	 lower	 league	 professional	 football	 in
England,	 as	well	 as	 running	 a	 series	 of	 private	 businesses	 in	 partnership	with
mum,	herself	an	accomplished	and	medal	winning	dancer.
I	 obtained	 a	 degree	 in	History	 from	Leeds	University	 before	wandering	 rather
haphazardly	into	the	emerging	world	of	business	computing	in	the	late	nineteen-
eighties.
A	little	like	my	sporting	father,	I	followed	a	succession	of	amateur	writing	paths
alongside	my	career	 in	 technology,	 including	working	as	a	 freelance	 journalist
and	 book	 reviewer,	 my	 one	 claim	 to	 fame	 being	 a	 by-line	 in	 a	 national
newspaper	in	the	UK,	The	Sunday	People.
I	also	spent	10	years	treading	the	boards,	appearing	all	over	the	south	of	the	UK
in	 pantos	 and	 plays,	 in	 village	 halls	 and	 occasionally	 on	 the	 stage	 of	 a
professional	theatre	or	two.
Following	 the	 sporting	 theme,	 and	 a	 while	 after	 I	 hung	 up	 my	 own	 boots,	 I
worked	on	live	TV	broadcasts	for	the	BBC,	ITV,	TVNZ,	EuroSport	and	others
as	 a	 rugby	 "Stato",	 covering	Heineken	Cups,	 Six	Nations,	 IRB	World	 Sevens
and	IRB	World	Cups	in	the	late	'90's	and	early	'00's.
I	 try	 to	 combine	 my	 love	 of	 storytelling	 with	 a	 passion	 for	 information
technology,	 and	 am	 currently	 Vice	 President	 -	 Technology	 with	 a	 major	 UK
FinTech	company.
You	can	find	out	more	about	me	on	the	Bio	page	or	at:	You	can	find	out	more
about	Clive’s	work	and	contact	him	at.	www.boyonabench.com
	

http://www.boyonabench.com
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