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PREFACE

ITALIAN	LITERATURE	ARGUABLY	BEGAN	AFTER	the	founding	of	Rome
in	753	BC.	Latin	literature	was,	and	still	is,	highly	influential	in	the	world,	with
numerous	writers,	 poets,	 philosophers,	 and	 historians,	 such	 as	Pliny	 the	Elder,
Pliny	the	Younger,	Virgil,	Horace,	Propertius,	Ovid	and	Livy.
Much	later,	following	in	the	footsteps	of	Petrarch	and	Giovanni	Boccaccio’s	The
Decameron,	Italian	Renaissance	authors	produced	a	number	of	important	works
such	 as	 Ludovico	 Ariosto’s	Orlando	 Furioso.	 Giovanni	 Francesco	 Straparola
and	Giambattista	Basile,	who	wrote	The	Facetious	Nights	of	Straparola	 (1550–
1555)	and	the	Pentamerone	(1634)	respectively,	printed	some	of	the	first	known
versions	of	fairy	tales	in	Europe,	examples	of	which	appear	in	this	collection.
Later	still	the	Italian	Romantic	movement	coincided	with	the	Risorgimento,	the
patriotic	movement	 that	brought	 Italy	political	unity	and	 freedom	from	foreign
domination.	Italian	writers	embraced	Romanticism	in	the	early	19th	century.	The
time	of	Italy’s	rebirth	was	heralded	by	the	poets	Vittorio	Alfieri,	Ugo	Foscolo,
and	Giacomo	Leopardi.	The	works	by	Alessandro	Manzoni,	 the	 leading	Italian
Romantic,	are	a	symbol	of	the	Italian	political	struggle.
As	 ever	 it’s	 been	 a	 delightful	 journey	 through	 Italy’s	 famous	 cities	 and	 grand
histories.	I	hope	that	you	enjoy	these	stories	too.
	

Clive
Bath	2019
	



A	TUSCAN	SNOW-WHITE

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	 a	 king	who	 had	 one	 little	 girl	 called
Elisa.	She	was	a	dear	little	girl,	and	her	father	and	mother	loved	her	very	much.
But	presently	her	mother	died,	and	the	step-mother	got	quite	angry	with	jealousy
of	 the	poor	 little	 thing.	She	 thought	and	she	 thought	what	she	could	do	 to	her,
and	at	last	she	called	a	witch	and	said,	“Get	rid	of	Elisa	for	me.”
The	witch	spirited	her	away	into	some	meadows	a	long,	 long	way	off,	 in	quite
another	 country,	 and	 left	 her	 there	 all	 alone,	 so	 that	 poor	 little	Elisa	was	 very
frightened.	Presently	there	came	by	three	fairies	who	loved	her	because	she	was
so	pretty	and	asked	her	who	she	was.	She	said	she	was	a	king’s	daughter,	but	she
did	not	know	where	her	home	was	or	how	she	had	come	 to	be	where	she	was
now,	and	that	she	was	very	unhappy.
“Come	with	us,”	said	the	fairies,	“and	we	will	take	care	of	you.”
So,	they	led	her	into	another	field	where	was	a	big	hole.	They	took	her	down	into
the	hole,	and	there	was	the	most	beautiful	palace	that	Elisa	had	ever	seen	in	her
life.
“This	palace	is	yours,”	said	the	fairies,	“live	here,	and	do	just	as	you	like.”
Well,	 time	went	by	and	Elisa	forgot	her	home,	and	was	very	happy,	when	one
night	her	step-mother	had	a	dream.	She	dreamt	that	Elisa	was	not	dead,	but	alive
and	happy.	She	called	the	witch	again,	and	said,	“Elisa	is	not	dead,	she	is	alive
and	well.	Take	some	schiacciata	(a	kind	of	cake),	put	poison	in	it,	and	take	it	to
her.	She	is	very	fond	of	schiacciata	and	will	be	sure	to	eat	it.”
So,	the	witch	went	to	the	hole	and	called	“Elisa.”
“What	do	you	want?”	said	Elisa.
“Here’s	some	schiacciata	for	you.”
“I	don’t	want	schiacciata,”	said	Elisa,	“I	have	plenty.”
“Well,	 I’ll	put	 it	here,	and	you	can	 take	 it	 if	you	 like”,	so	she	put	 it	down	and



went	away.
Presently	 there	 came	 by	 a	 dog,	 who	 ate	 the	 schiacciata	 and	 immediately	 fell
down	dead.	In	the	evening	the	fairies	came	home,	took	up	the	dog	and	showed
him	to	Elisa.
“See	you	never	 take	anything	 that	 anyone	brings	you,”	 said	 they,	 “or	 this	will
happen	to	you,	too.”
Then	they	put	the	dog	into	their	garden.
After	 a	 time,	 the	 queen	 dreamt	 again	 that	 Elisa	 was	 alive	 and	 happy,	 so	 she
called	the	witch	and	said,	“Elisa	is	very	fond	of	flowers.	Pick	a	bunch	and	cast	a
spell	upon	them,	so	that	whoever	smells	them	shall	be	bewitched.”
The	witch	did	as	she	was	told	and	took	the	flowers	to	the	hole.
“Elisa,”	she	called	down.
“What	is	it?”	said	Elisa.
“Here	are	some	flowers	for	you.”
“Well,	you	can	put	them	down	and	go	away.	I	don’t	want	them.”
So,	the	witch	put	them	down	and	went	home.	Soon	some	sheep	and	a	shepherd
came	by,	 the	 sheep	 saw	 the	 flowers,	 smelt	 them	and	became	spell-bound.	The
shepherd	 went	 to	 drive	 off	 the	 sheep	 and	 became	 spell-bound	 too.	When	 the
fairies	 came	 home	 that	 night,	 they	 found	 the	 sheep	 and	 the	 shepherd,	 showed
them	to	Elisa	as	a	warning,	and	put	them	too	into	their	garden.
But	the	queen	dreamt	a	third	time,	and	a	third	time	she	called	the	witch,	saying,
“Elisa	is	well	and	happy.	Take	a	pair	of	golden	pianelle	(slippers	with	a	covering
for	the	toe	only)	this	time,	bewitch	them,	and	take	them	to	Elisa.	These	she	will
certainly	put	on.”
And	 the	queen	was	 right.	When	 the	witch	had	gone	 away	 from	 the	hole	Elisa
came	up	to	look	at	the	pretty	golden	pianelle.	First,	she	took	them	in	her	hands,
and	then	she	put	one	on,	and	afterwards	the	other.	As	soon	as	she	had	done	it,
she	was	quite	 spell-bound,	 and	 could	not	move.	When	 the	 fairies	 came	home,
they	were	very	sad.	They	took	her	up	and	put	her	into	the	garden,	with	the	dog,
the	sheep,	and	the	shepherd,	because	they	did	not	know	what	else	to	do	with	her.
There	she	stayed	a	long	time,	till	one	day	the	king’s	son	rode	by	as	he	went	out
hunting.	He	looked	through	the	garden	gate	and	saw	Elisa.
“Oh,	look,”	said	he	to	the	hunters,	“look	at	that	lovely	girl	who	does	not	move.	I
never	saw	anyone	so	beautiful.	I	must	have	her.”
So,	he	went	into	the	garden,	took	Elisa,	carried	her	home,	and	put	her	into	a	glass
case	in	his	room.	Now	he	spent	all	of	his	time	in	his	room,	and	he	would	never
come	out,	and	would	not	even	let	the	servants	in	to	make	his	bed,	for	he	loved



Elisa	more	and	more	every	day,	and	could	not	bear	to	leave	her,	or	to	let	anyone
else	see	her.
“What	can	be	in	there?”	said	the	servants,	“we	can’t	keep	his	room	clean	if	we’re
not	allowed	to	go	into	it.”
So,	they	watched	for	their	opportunity,	and	one	day	when	the	prince	had	gone	to
take	the	holy	water,	they	made	their	way	in	to	dust.
“Oh!	oh!”	said	they,	“the	prince	was	quite	wise	to	keep	his	room	shut	up.	What	a
beautiful	woman,	and	what	lovely	slippers!”
With	that	one	went	up,	and	said,	“This	slipper’s	a	little	dusty.	I’ll	dust	it.”
While	he	was	doing	so,	it	moved,	so	he	pushed	it	a	little	more,	and	it	came	off
altogether.	Then	he	took	off	the	other	too,	and	immediately	Elisa	came	back	to
life.	When	the	prince	came	home,	he	wanted	to	marry	her	at	once,	but	his	father
said,	“How	do	you	know	who	she	is?	She	may	be	a	beggar’s	daughter.”
“Oh,	no,”	said	Elisa,	“I’m	a	princess,”	and	she	told	them	her	father’s	name.
Then	a	grand	wedding	feast	was	prepared,	to	which	her	father	and	step-mother
were	invited,	and	they	came,	not	knowing	who	the	bride	was	to	be.	When	they
saw	Elisa,	 the	 father	was	very	glad,	but	 the	step-mother	was	so	angry	 that	 she
went	and	hanged	herself.	Nevertheless,	the	marriage	feast	went	off	merrily.	Elisa
and	 the	prince	were	very	happy,	and	presently	united	 the	 two	kingdoms	under
their	single	rule.	If	they’re	not	alive	now,	they	must	be	dead,	and	if	they’re	not
dead,	they	must	still	be	alive.
	



HOW	THE	ASS	BECAME	A	MAN	AGAIN

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Ludovico	 Ariosto’s	 Orlando	 Furioso,
published	in	1516	–	this	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book
published	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	 a	 young	man	who	would	 do	 nothing
from	morning	 till	night	but	amuse	himself.	His	parents	were	dead	and	had	 left
him	 plenty	 of	money,	 but	 this	was	 fast	 vanishing,	 and	 his	 friends	 shook	 their
heads	sadly,	for	when	the	money	was	gone,	they	did	not	see	where	more	was	to
come	 from.	 It	was	not	 that	Apuleius	 (for	 that	was	 the	name	of	 the	youth)	was
stupid.	He	might	have	been	a	good	soldier,	or	a	scholar,	or	a	worker	in	gold,	if
so,	it	had	pleased	him,	but	from	a	child	he	had	refused	to	do	anything	useful	and
roamed	 about	 the	 city	 all	 day	 long	 in	 search	 of	 adventures.	 The	 only	 kind	 of
learning	to	which	he	paid	any	heed	was	magic,	and	when	he	was	in	the	house,	he
would	spend	hours	poring	over	great	books	of	spells.
Fond	 though	 he	 was	 of	 sorcery,	 he	 was	 too	 lazy	 to	 leave	 the	 town	 and	 its
pleasures—the	 chariot-racing,	 the	 theatre,	 and	 the	 wrestling,	 and	 to	 travel	 in
search	of	the	wizards	who	were	renowned	for	their	skill	in	the	art.	However,	the
time	 came	 when,	 very	 unwillingly,	 he	 was	 forced	 to	 take	 a	 journey	 into
Thessaly,	 to	see	to	the	proper	working	of	some	silver	mines	in	which	he	had	a
share,	 and	Thessaly,	 as	 everybody	knows,	 is	 the	home	of	 all	magic.	So,	when
Apuleius	arrived	at	the	town	of	Hypatia,	where	dwelt	the	man	Milo,	overseer	of
his	mines,	he	was	prepared	to	believe	that	all	he	saw	was	enchanted.
Now,	if	Thessaly	is	the	country	of	magic,	it	 is	also	the	country	of	robbers,	and
Apuleius	soon	noticed	that	everybody	he	met	was	in	fear	of	them.	Indeed,	they
made	 this	 fear	 the	excuse	for	all	 sorts	of	mean	and	foolish	ways.	For	 instance,
Milo,	who	loved	money	and	could	not	bear	to	spend	a	farthing,	refused	to	have
any	 seats	 in	 his	 house	 that	 could	 be	 removed,	 and	 in	 consequence	 there	 was
nothing	to	sit	upon	except	two	marble	chairs	fixed	to	the	wall.	As	there	was	only
room	in	these	for	one	person,	the	wife	of	Milo	had	to	retire	to	her	own	chamber
when	the	young	man	entered.
"It	was	no	use,"	explained	Milo,	"in	laying	out	money	on	moveable	seats,	with
robbers	about.	They	would	be	sure	to	hear	of	it	and	to	break	into	the	house."



Unlike	his	guest,	Milo	was	always	occupied	in	adding	to	his	wealth	in	one	form
or	 another.	 Sometimes	 he	 sent	 down	 a	 train	 of	 mules	 to	 the	 sea	 and	 bought
merchandise	which	the	ships	had	carried	from	Babylon	or	Egypt,	to	sell	it	again
at	a	high	price.	Then	he	dealt	in	sheep	and	cattle,	and	when	he	thought	he	might
do	so	with	safety	made	false	returns	of	the	silver	that	was	dug	up	from	the	mines
and	kept	 the	difference	 for	himself.	But	most	often	he	 lent	 large	 sums	at	 high
interest	 to	 the	 young	men	 of	 the	 neighbourhood,	 and	 so	 cunning	was	 he	 that,
whoever	else	might	be	ruined,	Milo	managed	to	make	large	profits.
Apuleius	knew	very	well	that	his	steward	was	in	his	way	as	great	a	robber	as	any
in	Thessaly,	but,	as	usual,	he	found	it	too	much	trouble	to	look	into	the	matter.
So,	 he	 laughed	 and	 jested	 with	 the	 miser,	 and	 next	 morning	 went	 out	 to	 the
public	baths	and	then	took	a	stroll	through	the	city.	It	was	full	of	statues	of	the
famous	men	to	whom	Hypatia	had	given	birth;	but	as	Apuleius	had	made	up	his
mind	 that	nothing	 in	Thessaly	could	be	what	 it	 seemed,	he	 supposed	 that	 they
were	living	people	who	had	fallen	under	enchantment,	and	that	the	oxen	whom
he	met	driven	through	the	streets	had	once	been	men	and	women.
One	evening	he	was	returning	as	usual	from	a	walk	when	he	saw	from	afar	three
figures	 before	Milo’s	 house,	 who	 he	 at	 once	 guessed	were	 trying	 to	 force	 an
entrance.	"Here	is	an	adventure	at	last,"	thought	he,	and,	keeping	in	the	shadow,
he	stole	softly	up	behind	them,	and	drawing	his	short	sword	he	stabbed	each	one
to	the	heart.	Then,	without	waiting	to	see	what	more	would	befall,	he	left	them
where	they	were	and	entered	the	house	by	a	door	at	the	back.
He	said	nothing	of	what	had	happened	to	Milo	his	host,	but	the	next	day,	before
he	had	left	his	bed,	a	summons	was	brought	to	him	by	one	of	the	slaves	to	appear
before	the	court	at	noon	on	a	charge	of	murder.	As	has	been	seen,	Apuleius	was
a	brave	man	and	did	not	fear	to	face	three	times	his	number,	but	his	heart	quailed
at	the	thought	of	a	public	trial.	Still,	he	was	wise	enough	to	know	that	there	was
no	help	for	it,	and	at	the	hour	appointed	he	was	in	his	place.
The	first	witnesses	against	him	were	two	women	with	black	veils	covering	them
from	head	to	foot.	At	the	sound	of	the	herald’s	trumpet,	one	of	the	two	stepped
forward	and	accused	him	of	compassing	the	death	of	her	husband.	When	she	had
ended	her	plaint,	the	herald	blew	another	blast,	and	another	veiled	woman	came
forward	 and	 charged	 him	 with	 her	 son’s	 murder.	 Then	 the	 herald	 inquired	 if
there	was	not	yet	a	third	victim,	but	was	answered	that	his	wound	was	slight,	and
that	he	was	able	to	roam	through	the	city.
After	 the	witnesses	 had	 been	 called,	 the	 judge	 pronounced	 sentence.	Apuleius
the	murderer	was	condemned	to	death,	but	he	must	first	of	all	be	tortured,	so	that
he	might	 reveal	 the	 names	 of	 the	men	who	 had	 abetted	 him.	 By	 order	 of	 the
court,	 horrible	 instruments	 were	 brought	 forward	 which	 chilled	 the	 blood	 of
Apuleius	in	his	veins.	But	to	his	surprise,	when	he	looked	round	to	see	if	none



would	be	his	friend,	he	noticed	that	everyone,	from	the	judge	to	the	herald,	was
shaking	 with	 laughter.	 His	 amazement	 was	 increased	 when	 with	 a	 trembling
voice	one	of	 the	women	demanded	that	 the	bodies	should	be	produced,	so	 that
the	 judge	might	 be	 induced	 to	 feel	more	 pity	 and	 to	 order	more	 tortures.	 The
judge	 assented	 to	 this,	 and	 two	 bodies	 were	 carried	 into	 court	 shrouded	 in
wrappings,	 and	 the	 order	 was	 given	 that	 Apuleius	 himself	 should	 remove	 the
wrappings.
The	face	of	the	young	man	grew	white	as	he	heard	the	words	of	the	judge,	for
even	a	hardened	criminal	cares	but	little	to	touch	the	corpse	of	a	man	whom	he
has	murdered.	But	he	dared	not	disobey	and	walked	slowly	 to	 the	place	where
the	dead	bodies	lay.	He	shrank	for	a	moment	as	he	took	the	cloth	in	his	hand,	but
his	 guards	were	 behind	 him,	 and	 calling	 up	 all	 his	 courage	 he	withdrew	 it.	A
shout	of	laughter	pealed	out	behind	him,	and	to	his	amazement	he	saw	that	his
victims	of	the	previous	night	had	been	three	huge	leather	bottles	and	not	men	at
all!
As	soon	as	Apuleius	found	out	the	trick	that	had	been	played	on	him,	he	was	no
less	amused	than	the	rest,	but	in	the	midst	of	his	mirth	a	sudden	thought	struck
him.
"How	was	it	you	managed	to	make	them	alive?"	asked	he,	"for	alive	they	were,
and	battering	themselves	against	the	door	of	the	house."
"Oh,	that	is	simple	enough	when	one	has	a	sorceress	for	a	mistress,"	answered	a
damsel,	who	was	 standing	 by.	 "She	 burned	 the	 hairs	 of	 some	goats	 and	wove
spells	 over	 them,	 so	 that	 the	 animals	 to	 whom	 the	 hairs	 and	 skins	 had	 once
belonged	became	endowed	with	life	and	tried	to	enter	their	former	dwelling."
"They	may	well	say	that	Thessaly	is	the	home	of	wonders,"	cried	the	young	man.
"But	do	you	think	that	your	mistress	would	let	me	see	her	at	work?	I	would	pay
her	well—and	you	also,"	he	added.
"It	might	be	managed	perhaps,	without	her	knowledge,"	answered	Fotis,	for	such
was	the	girl’s	name;	"but	you	must	hold	yourself	in	readiness	after	nightfall,	for	I
cannot	tell	what	evening	she	may	choose	to	cast	off	her	own	shape."
Apuleius	promised	readily	that	he	would	not	stir	out	after	sunset,	and	the	damsel
went	her	way.
That	 very	 evening,	 Hesperus	 had	 scarcely	 risen	 from	 his	 bed	 when	 Fotis
knocked	 at	 the	 door	 of	 the	 house.	 "Come	 here,	 and	 quickly,"	 she	 said,	 and
without	stopping	to	question	her	Apuleius	hastened	by	her	side	to	the	dwelling
of	 the	witch	Pamphile.	Entering	softly,	 they	crept	along	a	dark	passage,	where
they	could	peep	through	a	crack	in	the	wall	and	see	Pamphile	at	work.	She	was
in	 the	act	of	rubbing	her	body	with	essences	from	a	 long	row	of	bottles	which
stood	in	a	cupboard	in	the	wall,	chanting	to	herself	spells	as	she	did	so.	Slowly,



feathers	began	to	sprout	from	her	head	to	her	feet.	Her	arms	vanished,	her	nails
became	claws,	her	eyes	grew	round,	and	her	nose	hooked,	and	a	little	brown	owl
flew	out	of	the	window.
"Well,	are	you	satisfied?"	asked	Fotis;	but	Apuleius	shook	his	head.
"Not	 yet,"	 he	 answered.	 "I	 want	 to	 know	 how	 she	 transforms	 herself	 into	 a
woman	again."
"That	is	quite	easy,	you	may	be	sure,"	replied	Fotis.	"My	mistress	never	runs	any
risks.	A	cup	of	water	from	a	spring,	with	some	laurel	leaves	and	anise	floating	in
it,	is	all	that	she	needs.	I	have	seen	her	do	it	a	thousand	times."
"Turn	me	 into	a	nightingale,	 then,	and	 I	will	give	you	five	hundred	sesterces,"
cried	Apuleius	 eagerly;	 and	Fotis,	 tempted	 by	 the	 thought	 of	 so	much	money,
agreed	to	do	what	he	wished.
But	 either	 Fotis	was	 not	 so	 skilful	 as	 she	 thought	 herself,	 or	 in	 her	 hurry	 she
neglected	 to	 observe	 that	 the	 bird	 bottles	were	 all	 on	 one	 shelf,	 and	 the	 beast
bottles	on	another,	for	when	she	had	rubbed	the	ointment	over	the	young	man’s
chest	 something	 fearful	 happened.	 Instead	 of	 his	 arms	 disappearing,	 they
stretched	downwards;	his	back	became	bent,	his	face	long	and	narrow,	while	a
browny-grey	 fur	 covered	 his	 body.	 Apuleius	 had	 been	 changed,	 not	 into	 a
nightingale,	but	into	an	ass!
A	loud	scream	broke	from	Fotis	when	she	saw	what	she	had	done,	and	Apuleius,
glancing	at	a	polished	mirror	from	Corinth	which	hung	on	the	walls,	beheld	with
horror	the	fate	that	had	overtaken	him.
"Quick,	 quick!	 fetch	 the	 water,	 and	 I	 will	 seek	 for	 the	 laurels	 and	 anise,"	 he
cried.	"I	do	not	want	to	be	an	ass	at	all;	my	arms	and	back	are	aching	already,
and	if	I	am	not	swiftly	restored	to	my	own	shape,	I	shall	not	be	able	to	overthrow
the	champion	in	the	wrestling	match	tomorrow."
So,	Fotis	ran	out	to	draw	the	water	from	the	spring,	while	Apuleius	opened	some
boxes	with	his	 teeth,	and	soon	found	 the	anise	and	 laurels.	But	alas!	Fotis	had
deceived	herself.	The	charm	which	was	meant	for	a	bird	would	not	work	with	a
beast,	and,	what	was	worse,	when	Apuleius	tried	to	speak	to	her	and	beg	her	to
try	something	else,	he	found	he	could	only	bray!
In	despair	the	girl	took	down	the	book	of	spells	and	began	to	turn	over	the	pages;
while	the	ass,	who	was	still	a	man	in	all	but	his	outward	form,	glanced	eagerly
down	 them	also.	At	 length	 he	 gave	 a	 loud	bray	 of	 satisfaction	 and	 rubbed	his
nose	on	a	part	of	the	long	scroll.
"Of	 course,	 I	 remember	 now,"	 cried	 Fotis	 with	 delight.	 "What	 a	 comfort	 that
nothing	more	 is	 needed	 to	 restore	 you	 to	 your	 proper	 shape	 than	 a	 handful	 of
rose	leaves!



The	mind	of	Apuleius	was	now	quite	easy,	but	his	spirits	fell	again	when	Fotis
reminded	him	that	he	could	no	longer	expect	 to	be	received	by	his	friends,	but
must	 lie	 in	 the	 stable	 of	Milo,	 with	 his	 own	 horse,	 and	 be	 tended,	 if	 he	 was
tended	at	all,	by	his	own	servant.
"However,	it	will	not	be	for	long,"	she	added	consolingly.	"In	the	corner	of	the
stable	 is	 a	 little	 shrine	 to	 the	goddess	of	horses,	 and	every	day	 fresh	 roses	 are
placed	before	it.	Before	the	sun	sets	tomorrow	you	will	be	yourself	again."
Slowly	and	shyly	Apuleius	slunk	along	lonely	paths	till	he	came	to	the	stable	of
Milo.	The	door	was	open,	but,	as	he	entered,	his	horse,	who	was	fastened	with	a
sliding	 cord,	 kicked	wildly	 at	 him,	 and	 caught	 him	 right	 on	 the	 shoulder.	But
before	 the	 horse	 could	 deal	 another	 blow	Apuleius	 had	 sprung	 hastily	 on	 one
side,	and	had	hidden	himself	in	a	dark	corner,	where	he	slept	soundly.
The	moon	was	shining	brightly	when	he	awoke,	and	 looking	 round	he	saw,	as
Fotis	had	told	him,	the	shrine	of	Hippone,	with	a	branch	of	sweet-smelling	pink
roses	 lying	 before	 it.	 It	 was	 rather	 high	 up,	 he	 thought,	 but,	 when	 he	 reared
himself	on	his	hind	 legs,	he	would	surely	be	 tall	enough	 to	 reach	 it.	So,	up	he
got,	 and	 trod	 softly	 over	 the	 straw,	 till	 he	 drew	 near	 the	 shrine,	 when	with	 a
violent	effort	he	threw	up	his	forelegs	into	the	air.	Yes!	it	was	all	right,	his	nose
was	quite	near	the	roses;	but	just	as	he	opened	his	mouth	his	balance	gave	way,
and	his	front	feet	came	heavily	on	the	floor.
The	noise	brought	the	man,	who	was	sleeping	in	another	part	of	the	stable.	"Oh,
I	see	what	you	are	at,	you	ugly	beast,"	cried	he;	"would	you	eat	roses	that	I	put
there	 for	 the	goddess?	 I	don’t	know	who	your	master	may	be,	or	how	you	got
here,	but	I	will	take	care	that	you	do	no	more	mischief."	So,	saying,	he	struck	the
ass	several	times	with	his	fists,	and	then,	putting	a	rope	round	his	neck,	tied	him
up	in	another	part	of	the	stable.
Now	it	happened	that	an	hour	or	two	later	some	of	the	most	desperate	robbers	in
all	Thessaly	broke	into	the	house	of	Milo,	and,	unheard	by	anyone,	took	all	the
bags	 of	 money	 that	 the	 miser	 had	 concealed	 under	 some	 loose	 stones	 in	 his
cellar.	 It	was	clear	 that	 they	could	not	carry	away	such	heavy	plunder	without
risk	of	 the	crime	being	discovered,	but	 they	managed	to	get	 it	quietly	as	far	as
the	 stable,	where	 they	 gave	 the	 horse	 some	 apples	 to	 put	 it	 in	 a	 good	 temper,
while	they	thrust	a	turnip	into	the	mouth	of	Apuleius,	who	did	not	like	it	at	all.
Then	 they	 led	 out	 both	 the	 animals,	 and	 placed	 the	 sacks	 of	 money	 on	 their
backs,	 after	 which	 they	 all	 set	 out	 for	 the	 robbers"	 cave	 in	 the	 side	 of	 the
mountain.	As	this,	however,	was	some	distance	off,	it	took	them	many	hours	to
reach	it,	and	on	the	way	they	passed	through	a	large	deserted	garden,	where	rose
bushes	of	all	sorts	grew	like	weeds.	The	pulse	of	Apuleius	bounded	at	the	sight,
and	 he	 had	 already	 stretched	 out	 his	 nose	 towards	 them,	 when	 he	 suddenly
remembered	that	if	he	should	turn	into	a	man	in	his	present	company	he	would



probably	be	murdered	by	the	robbers.	With	a	great	effort,	he	left	the	roses	alone,
and	tramped	steadily	on	his	way.
It	were	long	indeed	to	tell	the	adventures	of	Apuleius	and	the	number	of	masters
whom	he	served.	After	some	time	he	was	captured	by	a	soldier,	and	by	him	sold
to	two	brothers,	one	a	cook	and	the	other	a	maker	of	pastry,	who	were	attached
to	the	service	of	a	rich	man	who	lived	in	the	country.	This	man	did	not	allow	any
of	his	slaves	to	dwell	in	his	house,	except	those	who	attended	on	him	personally,
and	these	two	brothers	lived	in	a	tent	on	the	other	side	of	the	garden,	and	the	ass
was	given	to	them	to	send	to	and	fro	with	savoury	dishes	in	his	panniers.
The	cook	and	his	brother	were	both	careful	men,	and	always	had	a	great	store	of
pastry	and	sweet	 things	on	 their	shelves,	so	 that	none	might	be	 lacking	 if	 their
lord	should	command	them.	When	they	had	done	their	work,	they	placed	water
and	 food	 for	 their	 donkey	 in	 a	 little	 shed	 which	 opened	 on	 to	 the	 tent,	 then,
fastening	the	door	so	that	no	one	could	enter,	they	went	out	to	enjoy	the	evening
air.
On	their	return,	it	struck	them	that	the	tent	looked	unusually	bare,	and	at	length
they	perceived	 that	 this	was	because	every	morsel	of	pastry	and	sweets	on	 the
shelves	had	disappeared,	and	nothing	was	left	of	them,	not	so	much	as	a	crumb.
There	 was	 no	 room	 for	 a	 thief	 to	 hide,	 so	 the	 two	 brothers	 supposed	 that,
impossible	though	it	seemed,	he	must	not	only	have	got	in	but	out	by	the	door,
and,	as	their	master	might	send	for	a	tray	of	cakes	at	any	moment,	there	was	no
help	for	it	but	 to	make	a	fresh	supply.	And	so	they	did,	and	it	 took	them	more
than	half	the	night	to	do	it.
The	next	evening	the	same	thing	happened	again;	and	the	next,	and	the	next,	and
the	next.
Then,	by	accident,	the	cook	went	into	the	shed	where	the	ass	lay	and	discovered
a	heap	of	corn	and	hay	that	reached	nearly	to	the	roof.
"Ah,	you	rascal!"	he	exclaimed,	bursting	out	laughing	as	he	spoke.	"So,	it	is	you
who	have	cost	us	our	sleep!	Well,	well,	I	dare	say	I	should	have	done	the	same
myself,	 for	 cakes	 and	 sweets	 are	 certainly	 nicer	 than	 corn	 and	 hay."	 And	 the
donkey	 brayed	 in	 answer,	 and	winked	 an	 eye	 at	 him,	 and,	more	 amused	 than
before,	the	man	went	away	to	tell	his	brother.
Of	course,	it	was	not	long	before	the	story	reached	the	ears	of	their	master,	who
instantly	sent	to	buy	the	donkey,	and	bade	one	of	his	servants,	who	had	a	taste
for	such	things,	teach	him	fresh	tricks.	This	the	man	was	ready	enough	to	do,	for
the	fame	of	this	wonderful	creature	soon	spread	far	and	wide,	and	the	citizens	of
the	 town	 thronged	 the	doors	of	his	 stable.	And	while	 the	 servant	 reaped	much
gold	 by	making	 the	 ass	 display	 his	 accomplishments,	 the	master	 gained	many
friends	among	the	people,	and	was	soon	made	chief	ruler.



For	five	years	Apuleius	stayed	 in	 the	house	of	Thyasus	and	ate	as	many	sweet
cakes	 as	 he	 chose;	 and	 if	 he	wanted	more	 than	were	 given	 him,	 he	wandered
down	to	the	tent	of	his	old	masters,	and	swept	the	shelves	bare	as	of	yore.	At	the
end	of	the	five	years	Thyasus	proclaimed	that	a	great	feast	would	be	held	in	his
garden,	after	which	plays	would	be	acted,	and	in	one	of	them	his	donkey	should
appear.
Now,	though	Apuleius	loved	eating	and	drinking,	he	was	not	at	all	fond	of	doing
tricks	in	public,	and	as	the	day	drew	near,	he	grew	more	and	more	resolved	that
he	would	 take	 no	 part	 in	 the	 entertainment.	 So,	 one	warm	moonlight	 night	 he
stole	out	of	his	 stable	 and	galloped	as	 fast	 as	he	 could	 for	 ten	miles,	when	he
reached	the	sea.	He	was	hot	and	tired	with	his	long	run,	and	the	sea	looked	cool
and	pleasant.
"It	is	years	since	I	have	had	a	bath,"	thought	he,	"or	wetted	anything	but	my	feet.
I	will	take	one	now;	it	will	make	me	feel	like	a	man	again";	and	into	the	water	he
went,	 and	 splashed	 about	with	 joy,	which	would	much	 have	 surprised	 anyone
who	had	seen	him,	for	asses	do	not	in	general	care	about	washing.
When	he	came	back	to	dry	land	once	more,	he	shook	himself	all	over,	and	held
his	head	first	on	one	side	and	then	on	the	other,	so	that	the	water	might	run	out
of	his	long	ears.	After	that	he	felt	quite	comfortable	and	lay	down	to	sleep	under
a	tree.
He	was	awakened	some	hours	later	by	the	sound	of	voices	singing	a	hymn,	and,
raising	his	head,	he	saw	a	vast	crowd	of	people	 trooping	down	 to	 the	shore	 to
hold	 the	 festival	 of	 their	 goddess,	 and	 in	 their	 midst	 walked	 the	 high	 priest
crowned	with	a	wreath	of	roses.
At	this	sight	hope	was	born	afresh	in	the	heart	of	Apuleius.	It	was	long	indeed
since	he	had	beheld	any	roses,	for	Thyasus	fancied	they	made	him	ill,	and	would
not	suffer	anyone	to	grow	them	in	the	city.	So,	he	drew	near	to	the	priest	as	he
passed	by,	and	gazed	at	him	so	wistfully	that,	moved	by	some	sudden	impulse,
the	 pontiff	 lifted	 the	 wreath	 from	 his	 head,	 and	 held	 it	 out	 to	 him,	 while	 the
people	drew	on	one	side,	feeling	that	something	was	happening	which	they	did
not	understand.
Scarcely	had	Apuleius	swallowed	one	of	the	roses,	when	the	ass’s	skin	fell	from
him,	his	back	straightened,	and	his	face	once	more	became	fair	and	rosy.	Then
he	turned	and	joined	in	the	hymn,	and	there	was	not	a	man	among	them	all	with
a	sweeter	voice	or	more	thankful	spirit	than	that	of	Apuleius.
	



FILAGRANATA

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	woman	who	had	a	great	fancy	for
eating	parsley.	To	her	it	was	the	greatest	luxury,	and	as	she	had	no	garden	of	her
own,	and	no	money	to	spend	on	anything	not	an	absolute	necessity	of	 life,	she
had	to	go	about	poaching	in	other	people’s	gardens	to	satisfy	her	fancy.
Near	her	cottage	was	the	garden	of	a	great	palace,	and	in	this	garden	grew	plenty
of	fine	parsley,	but	the	garden	was	surrounded	by	a	wall,	and	to	get	at	it	she	had
to	carry	a	ladder	with	her	to	get	up	by,	and,	as	soon	as	she	had	reached	the	top	of
the	wall,	 to	let	 it	down	on	the	other	side	to	get	down	to	the	parsley-bed.	There
was	such	a	quantity	of	parsley	growing	here	that	she	thought	it	would	never	be
missed,	 and	 this	made	 her	 bold,	 so	 that	 she	went	 over	 every	 day	 and	 took	 as
much	as	ever	she	liked.
But	the	garden	belonged	to	a	witch,	who	lived	in	the	palace,	and,	though	she	did
not	often	walk	in	 this	part	of	 the	garden,	she	knew	by	her	supernatural	powers
that	someone	was	eating	her	parsley.	So,	she	came	near	the	place	one	day,	and
lay	in	wait	till	the	poor	woman	came.	As	soon,	therefore,	as	she	came,	and	began
eating	the	parsley,	the	witch	at	once	pounced	down,	and	asked	her,	in	her	gruff
voice,	what	she	was	doing	there.	Though	dreadfully	frightened,	the	poor	woman
thought	it	best	to	own	the	whole	truth,	so	she	confessed	that	she	came	down	by
the	ladder,	adding	that	she	had	not	taken	anything	except	the	parsley,	and	begged
forgiveness.
“I	 know	 nothing	 about	 forgiveness,”	 replied	 the	 witch.	 “You	 have	 eaten	 my
parsley,	and	must	take	the	consequences,	and	the	consequences	are	these.	I	must
be	godmother	to	your	first	child,	be	it	boy	or	girl,	and	as	soon	as	it	is	grown	to	be
of	an	age	to	dress	itself	without	help,	it	must	belong	to	me.”
When,	accordingly,	 the	poor	woman’s	 first	child	was	born,	 the	witch	came,	as
she	had	declared	she	would,	to	be	its	godmother.	It	was	a	fine	little	girl,	and	she
gave	 it	 the	name	of	Filagranata.	After	 that	 she	went	 away	again,	 and	 the	poor
woman	 saw	 her	 no	more	 till	 her	 little	 girl	was	 grown	 up	 old	 enough	 to	 dress



herself,	and	then	she	came	and	fetched	her	away	inexorably,	nor	could	the	poor
mother,	with	all	her	tears	and	entreaties,	prevail	on	her	to	make	any	exchange	for
her	child.
So,	Filagranata	was	taken	to	the	witch’s	palace	to	live	and	was	put	in	a	room	in	a
little	tower	by	herself,	where	she	had	to	feed	the	pigeons.	Filagranata	grew	fond
of	her	pigeons,	 and	did	not	 at	 all	 complain	of	her	work,	yet,	without	knowing
why,	 she	 began	 to	 grow	 quite	 sad	 and	 melancholy	 as	 time	 went	 by.	 It	 was
because	she	had	no	one	to	play	with,	no	one	to	talk	to,	except	the	witch,	who	was
no	very	delightful	companion.	The	witch	came	every	day,	once	in	the	day,	to	see
that	 she	 was	 attending	 properly	 to	 her	 work,	 and	 as	 there	 was	 no	 door	 or
staircase	to	the	tower,	which	was	on	purpose	that	she	might	not	escape,	the	witch
used	to	say	when	she	came	under	the	tower:
	

Filagranata,	so	fair,	so	fair,
Unloose	your	tresses	of	golden	hair,
I,	your	old	grandmother,	am	here…
	

As	 she	 said	 these	 words,	 Filagranata	 had	 to	 let	 down	 her	 beautiful	 long	 hair
through	 the	window,	 and	 by	 it	 the	witch	 climbed	 up	 into	 her	 chamber	 to	 her.
This	she	did	every	day.
Now,	 it	 happened	 that	 about	 this	 time	 a	 king’s	 son	 was	 travelling	 that	 way
searching	 for	a	beautiful	wife,	 for	you	know	 it	 is	 the	custom	for	princes	 to	go
searching	all	over	the	world	to	find	a	maiden	fit	to	be	a	prince’s	wife.
Well,	this	prince,	travelling	along,	came	by	the	witch’s	palace	where	Filagranata
was	lodged.	And	it	happened	that	he	came	that	way	just	as	the	witch	was	singing
her	 ditty.	 If	 he	 was	 horrified	 at	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 witch,	 he	 was	 in	 proportion
enchanted	 when	 Filagranata	 came	 to	 the	 window.	 So,	 struck	 was	 he	 with	 the
sight	of	her	beauty,	and	modesty,	and	gentleness,	that	he	stopped	his	horse	that
he	might	 watch	 her	 as	 long	 as	 she	 stayed	 at	 the	 window,	 and	 thus	 became	 a
spectator	of	the	witch’s	wonderful	way	of	getting	into	the	tower.
The	prince’s	mind	was	soon	made	up	to	gain	a	nearer	view	of	Filagranata,	and
with	 this	 purpose	 he	 rode	 round	 and	 round	 the	 tower	 seeking	 some	 mode	 of
ingress	 in	vain,	 till	 at	 last,	driven	 to	desperation,	he	made	up	his	mind	 that	he
must	enter	by	the	same	strange	means	as	the	witch	herself.	Thinking	that	the	old
creature	 had	 her	 abode	 there,	 and	 that	 she	 would	 probably	 go	 out	 for	 some
business	 in	 the	 morning	 and	 return	 at	 about	 the	 same	 hour	 as	 on	 the	 present
occasion,	 he	 rode	 away,	 commanding	 his	 impatience	 as	well	 as	 he	 could,	 and
came	back	the	next	day	a	little	earlier.



Though	 he	 could	 hardly	 hope	 quite	 to	 imitate	 the	 hag’s	 rough	 and	 tremulous
voice	 so	 as	 to	deceive	Filagranata	 into	 thinking	 it	was	 really	 the	witch,	he	yet
made	the	attempt	and	repeated	the	words	he	had	heard:
	

Filagranata,	you	maiden	fair,
Loose	your	tresses	of	golden	hair,
I,	your	old	grandmother,	am	here.
	

Filagranata,	 surprised	 at	 the	 soft	 modulation	 of	 voice,	 such	 as	 she	 had	 never
heard	 before,	 ran	 quickly	 to	 the	 window	 with	 a	 look	 of	 pleasure	 and
astonishment	which	gave	her	face	a	more	winning	expression	than	ever.
The	prince	 looked	up,	 all	 admiration	 and	 expectation,	 and	 the	 thought	 quickly
ran	through	Filagranata’s	head,	“I	have	been	taught	 to	 loose	my	hair	whenever
those	words	 are	 said.	Why	 should	 not	 I	 loosen	 it	 to	 draw	 up	 such	 a	 pleasant-
looking	cavalier,	as	well	as	for	the	ugly	old	hag?”	Without	waiting	for	a	second
thought,	she	untied	the	ribbon	that	bound	her	tresses	and	let	them	fall	upon	the
prince.	The	prince	was	equally	quick	 in	 taking	advantage	of	 the	occasion,	and,
pressing	 his	 knees	 firmly	 into	 his	 horse’s	 flanks,	 so	 that	 it	 might	 not	 remain
below	to	betray	him,	drew	himself	up,	together	with	his	steed,	just	as	he	had	seen
the	witch	do.
Filagranata,	 half	 frightened	 at	 what	 she	 had	 done	 the	 moment	 the	 deed	 was
accomplished,	had	not	a	word	to	say,	but	blushed	and	hung	her	head.	The	prince,
on	the	other	hand,	had	so	many	words	to	pour	out,	expressive	of	his	admiration
for	her,	his	 indignation	at	her	captivity,	 and	his	desire	 to	be	allowed	 to	be	her
deliverer,	 that	 the	moments	 flew	quickly	by,	and	 it	was	only	when	Filagranata
found	herself	drawn	to	the	window	by	the	power	of	the	witch’s	magic	words	that
they	remembered	the	dangerous	situation	in	which	they	stood.
Another	might	have	increased	the	peril	by	cries	of	despair,	or	lost	precious	time
in	useless	lamentations,	but	Filagranata	showed	a	presence	of	mind	worthy	of	a
prince’s	wife	by	catching	up	a	wand	of	the	witch,	with	which	she	had	seen	her
do	 wonderful	 things.	 With	 this	 she	 gave	 the	 prince	 a	 little	 tap,	 which
immediately	 changed	 him	 into	 a	 pomegranate,	 and	 then	 another	 to	 the	 horse,
which	transformed	him	into	an	orange.	These	she	set	by	on	the	shelf,	and	then
proceeded	to	draw	up	the	witch	after	the	usual	manner.
The	 old	 hag	 was	 not	 slow	 in	 perceiving	 there	 was	 something	 unusual	 in
Filagranata’s	room.
“What	a	stink	of	Christians!	What	a	stink	of	Christians!”	she	kept	exclaiming,	as
she	poked	her	nose	into	every	hole	and	corner.	Yet	she	failed	to	find	anything	to



reprehend,	for	as	for	the	beautiful	ripe	pomegranate	and	the	golden	orange	on	the
shelf,	the	Devil	himself	could	not	have	thought	there	was	anything	wrong	with
them.	Thus	baffled,	she	was	obliged	 to	 finish	her	 inspection	of	 the	state	of	 the
pigeons	and	end	her	visit	in	the	usual	way.
As	soon	as	she	was	gone	Filagranata	knew	she	was	free	till	the	next	day,	and	so
once	 more,	 with	 a	 tap	 of	 the	 wand,	 restored	 the	 horse	 and	 his	 rider	 to	 their
natural	shapes.
“And	 this	 is	 how	 your	 life	 passes	 every	 day!	 Is	 it	 possible?”	 exclaimed	 the
prince.	“No,	 I	cannot	 leave	you	here.	You	may	be	sure	my	good	horse	will	be
proud	to	bear	your	little	weight,	you	have	only	to	mount	behind	me,	and	I	will
take	you	home	to	my	kingdom,	and	you	shall	live	in	the	palace	with	my	mother
and	be	my	queen.”
It	 is	 not	 to	 be	 supposed	 but	 that	 Filagranata	 very	much	 preferred	 the	 idea	 of
going	 with	 the	 handsome	 young	 prince	 who	 had	 shown	 so	 devoted	 an
appreciation	of	 her,	 and	being	his	 queen,	 to	 remaining	 shut	 up	 in	 the	 doorless
tower	and	being	the	witch’s	menial,	so	she	offered	no	opposition,	and	the	prince
put	her	on	to	his	good	horse	behind	him,	and	away	they	rode.
On,	on,	on,	they	rode	for	a	long,	long	way,	until	they	came	at	last	to	a	wood,	but
for	all	 the	good	horse’s	speed,	 the	witch,	who	was	not	 long	 in	perceiving	 their
escape	and	setting	out	in	pursuit,	was	well-nigh	overtaking	them.	Just	then	they
saw	a	little	old	woman	standing	by	the	way,	making	signs	and	calling	to	them	to
arrest	 their	 course.	No	matter	how	great	 their	anxiety	was	 to	get	on,	 so	urgent
was	 her	 appeal	 to	 them	 to	 stop	 and	 listen	 to	 her	 that	 they	 yielded	 to	 her
entreaties.	Nor	were	they	losers	by	their	kindness,	for	the	little	old	woman	was	a
fairy,	and	she	had	stopped	them,	not	on	her	own	account,	but	 to	give	 them	the
means	of	escaping	from	the	witch.
To	the	prince	she	said,	“Take	these	three	gifts,	and	when	the	witch	comes	very
near	 throw	down	 first	 the	mason’s	 trowel.	 and	when	 she	nearly	overtakes	you
again	 throw	down	 the	comb,	and	when	she	nearly	comes	upon	you	again	after
that,	throw	down	this	jar	of	oil.	After	that	she	won’t	trouble	you	anymore.”
And	 to	 Filagranata	 she	whispered	 some	words,	 and	 then	 let	 them	 go.	But	 the
witch	 was	 now	 close	 behind,	 and	 the	 prince	 made	 haste	 to	 throw	 down	 the
mason’s	trowel.	Instantly	there	rose	up	a	high	stone	wall	between	them,	which	it
took	 the	 witch	 some	 time	 to	 climb	 over.	 Nevertheless,	 by	 her	 supernatural
powers	she	was	not	long	in	making	up	for	the	lost	time	and	had	soon	overtaken
the	 best	 speed	 of	 the	 good	 horse.	 Then	 the	 prince	 threw	 down	 the	 comb,	 and
immediately	there	rose	up	between	them	a	strong	hedge	of	thorns,	which	it	took
the	 witch	 some	 time	 to	 make	 her	 way	 through,	 and	 that	 only	 with	 her	 body
bleeding	all	over	from	the	thorns.	Nevertheless,	by	her	supernatural	powers	she
was	 not	 long	 in	making	 up	 for	 the	 lost	 time	 and	 had	 soon	 overtaken	 the	 best



speed	of	the	good	horse.	Then	the	prince	threw	down	the	jar	of	oil,	and	the	oil
spread	and	spread	till	it	had	overflowed	the	whole	country	side,	and	as	wherever
you	step	in	a	pool	of	oil	the	foot	only	slides	back,	the	witch	could	never	get	out
of	 that,	so	 the	prince	and	Filagranata	rode	on	in	all	safety	 towards	 the	prince’s
palace.
“And	now	tell	me	what	 it	was	 the	old	woman	 in	 the	wood	whispered	 to	you,”
said	 the	prince,	as	soon	as	 they	saw	their	safety	sufficiently	secured	 to	breathe
freely.
“It	was	this,”	answered	Filagranata,	“that	I	was	to	tell	you	that	when	you	arrive
at	 your	 own	 home	 you	 must	 kiss	 no	 one	 -	 no	 one	 at	 all,	 not	 your	 father,	 or
mother,	or	sisters,	or	anyone	-	till	after	our	marriage.	Because	if	you	do	you	will
forget	all	about	your	love	for	me,	and	all	you	have	told	me	you	think	of	me,	and
all	 the	 faithfulness	 you	 have	 promised	me,	 and	 we	 shall	 become	 as	 strangers
again	to	each	other.”
“How	dreadful!”	said	the	prince.	“Oh,	you	may	be	sure	I	will	kiss	no	one	if	that
is	 to	be	 the	consequence,	 so	be	quite	easy.	 It	will	be	 rather	odd,	 to	be	sure,	 to
return	 from	 such	 a	 long	 journey	 and	kiss	 none	of	 them	at	 home,	 not	 even	my
own	mother,	but	I	suppose	if	I	tell	them	how	it	is,	they	won’t	mind.	So,	be	quite
easy	about	that.”
Thus,	 they	 rode	 on	 in	 love	 and	 confidence,	 and	 the	 good	 horse	 soon	 brought
them	home.
On	the	steps	of	the	palace	the	chancellor	of	the	kingdom	came	out	to	meet	them,
and	 saluted	Filagranata	 as	 the	 chosen	 bride	 the	 prince	was	 to	 bring	 home.	He
informed	him	 that	 the	king	his	 father	had	died	during	his	absence,	and	 that	he
was	 now	 sovereign	 of	 the	 realm.	 Then	 he	 led	 him	 in	 to	 the	 queen-mother,	 to
whom	he	told	all	his	adventures,	and	explained	why	he	must	not	kiss	her	till	after
his	marriage.	The	queen-mother	was	so	pleased	with	 the	beauty,	and	modesty,
and	gentleness	of	Filagranata,	that	she	gave	up	her	son’s	kiss	without	repining,
and	before	they	retired	to	rest	that	night	it	was	announced	to	the	people	that	the
prince	had	returned	home	to	be	their	king,	and	the	day	was	proclaimed	when	the
feast	for	his	marriage	was	to	take	place.
Then	all	in	the	palace	went	to	their	sleeping-chambers.	But	the	prince,	as	it	had
been	his	wont	from	his	childhood	upwards,	went	into	his	mother’s	room	to	kiss
her	after	she	was	asleep,	and	when	he	saw	her	placid	brow	on	the	pillow,	with
the	soft	white	hair	parted	on	either	side	of	it,	and	the	eyes	which	were	wont	to
gaze	 on	 him	 with	 so	 much	 love,	 resting	 in	 sleep,	 he	 could	 not	 forbear	 from
pressing	his	lips	on	her	forehead	and	giving	the	wonted	kiss.
Instantly	there	passed	from	his	mind	all	that	had	taken	place	since	he	last	stood
there	to	take	leave	of	the	queen-mother	before	he	started	on	his	journey.	His	visit
to	the	witch’s	palace,	his	flight	from	it,	 the	life-perils	by	the	way,	and,	what	 is



more,	the	image	of	Filagranata	herself,	all	passed	from	his	mind	like	a	vision	of
the	night,	and	when	he	woke	up	and	they	told	him	he	was	king,	it	was	as	if	he
heard	 it	 for	 the	 first	 time,	 and	when	 they	brought	Filagranata	 to	him	 it	was	as
though	he	knew	her	not	nor	saw	her.
“But,”	he	said,	“if	I	am	king	there	must	be	a	queen	to	share	my	throne;”	and	as	a
reigning	 sovereign	 could	 not	 go	 over	 the	 world	 to	 seek	 a	 wife,	 he	 sent	 and
fetched	him	a	princess	worthy	to	be	the	king’s	wife	and	appointed	the	betrothal.
The	 queen-mother,	 who	 loved	 Filagranata,	 was	 sad,	 and	 yet	 nothing	 that	 she
could	 say	 could	 bring	 back	 to	 his	 mind	 the	 least	 remembrance	 of	 all	 he	 had
promised	her	and	felt	towards	her.
But	Filagranata	knew	that	the	prince	had	kissed	his	mother,	and	this	was	why	the
spell	was	on	him,	so	she	said	to	her	mother-in-law,	“You	get	me	some	fine-sifted
flour	and	a	large	bag	of	sweetmeats,	and	I	will	try	if	I	cannot	yet	set	this	matter
straight.”	So,	the	queen-mother	ordered	that	there	should	be	placed	in	her	room
much	sifted	flour	and	a	large	bag	of	sweetmeats.	And	Filagranata,	when	she	had
shut	close	the	door,	set	to	work	and	made	paste	of	the	flour,	and	of	the	paste	she
moulded	 two	 pigeons,	 and	 filled	 them	 inside	 with	 the	 comfits.	 Then	 at	 the
banquet	 of	 the	 betrothal	 she	 asked	 the	 queen-mother	 to	 have	 her	 two	 pigeons
placed	 on	 the	 table,	 and	 she	 did	 so,	 one	 at	 each	 end.	 But	 as	 soon	 as	 all	 the
company	 were	 seated,	 before	 any	 one	 was	 helped,	 the	 two	 pigeons	 which
Filagranata	had	made	began	to	talk	to	each	other	across	the	whole	length	of	the
table,	 and	 everybody	 stood	 still	 with	 wonder	 to	 listen	 to	 what	 the	 pigeons	 of
paste	said	to	each	other.
“Do	you	remember,”	said	the	first	pigeon,	“or	is	it	possible	that	you	have	really
forgotten,	when	I	was	in	that	doorless	tower	of	the	witch’s	palace,	and	you	came
under	the	window	and	imitated	her	voice,	saying:
	

Filagranata,	you	maiden	fair,
Loose	your	tresses	of	golden	hair:
I,	your	old	grandmother,	am	here,
	

Then	I	drew	you	up?”
And	the	other	pigeon	answered,	“Si,	signora,	I	remember	it	now.”
And	as	the	young	king	heard	the	second	pigeon	say	“Si,	signora,	I	remember	it
now,”	 he,	 too,	 remembered	 having	 been	 in	 a	 doorless	 tower,	 and	 having	 sung
such	a	verse.
“Do	you	remember,”	continued	 the	first	pigeon,	“how	happy	we	were	 together
after	I	drew	you	up	into	that	little	room	where	I	was	confined,	and	you	swore	if	I



would	 come	 with	 you,	 we	 should	 always	 be	 together	 and	 never	 be	 separated
from	each	other	anymore	at	all?”
And	the	second	pigeon	replied,	“Ah	yes!	I	remember	it	now.”
And	as	the	second	pigeon	said	“Ah	yes!	I	remember	it	now,”	there	rose	up	in	the
young	king’s	mind	the	memory	of	a	fair	sweet	face	on	which	he	had	once	gazed
with	loving	eyes,	and	of	a	maiden	to	whom	he	had	sworn	lifelong	devotion.
But	the	first	pigeon	continued,	“Do	you	remember,	or	have	you	quite	forgotten,
how	we	fled	away	together,	and	how	frightened	we	were	when	the	witch	pursued
us,	and	how	we	clung	to	each	other,	and	vowed,	if	she	overtook	us	to	kill	us,	we
would	 die	 in	 each	 other’s	 arms,	 till	 a	 fairy	met	 us	 and	 gave	 us	 the	means	 to
escape,	 and	 forbad	 you	 to	 kiss	 anyone,	 even	 your	 own	 mother,	 till	 after	 our
marriage?”
And	the	second	pigeon	answered,	“Yes,	ah	yes!	I	remember	it	now.”
And	when	the	second	pigeon	said,	“Yes,	ah	yes!	I	remember	it	now,”	the	whole
of	the	past	came	back	to	his	mind,	and	with	it	all	his	love	for	Filagranata.	So,	he
rose	up	and	would	have	stroked	the	pigeons	which	had	brought	it	all	to	his	mind,
but	when	he	touched	them	they	melted	away,	and	the	sweetmeats	were	scattered
all	over	the	table,	and	the	guests	picked	them	up.	But	the	prince	ran	in	haste	to
fetch	Filagranata,	and	he	brought	her	and	placed	her	by	his	side	in	the	banquet-
hall.	But	the	second	bride	was	sent	back,	with	presents,	to	her	own	people.
“And	so	it	all	came	right	at	last,”	pursued	the	narrator.	“Lackaday!	There	are	no
fairies	now	to	make	things	all	happen	right.	There	are	plenty	of	people	who	seem
to	have	the	devil	in	them	for	doing	you	a	mischief,	but	there	are	no	fairies	to	set
things	straight	again,	alas!”
	



THE	STORY	OF	CICCU

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Laura	 Gonzenbach’s	 Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Pink
Fairy	Book	published	in	1897.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	man	who	had	three	sons.	The	eldest
was	called	Peppe,	the	second	Alfin,	and	the	youngest	Ciccu.	They	were	all	very
poor,	and	at	last	things	got	so	bad	that	they	really	had	not	enough	to	eat.	So,	the
father	called	his	sons,	and	said	 to	 them,	"	My	dear	boys,	 I	am	too	old	 to	work
anymore,	and	there	is	nothing	left	for	me	but	to	beg	in	the	streets."
"No,	 no!"	 exclaimed	 his	 sons;	 "that	 you	 shall	 never	 do.	 Rather,	 if	 it	must	 be,
would	we	do	it	ourselves.	But	we	have	thought	of	a	better	plan	than	that."
"What	is	it?"	asked	the	father.
"Well,	we	will	take	you	in	the	forest,	where	you	shall	cut	wood,	and	then	we	will
bind	it	up	in	bundles	and	sell	it	in	the	town."	So,	their	father	let	them	do	as	they
said,	and	they	all	made	their	way	into	the	forest;	and	as	the	old	man	was	weak
from	lack	of	food	his	sons	took	it	in	turns	to	carry	him	on	their	backs.	Then	they
built	a	 little	hut	where	 they	might	 take	shelter	and	set	 to	work.	Every	morning
early	the	father	cut	his	sticks,	and	the	sons	bound	them	in	bundles,	and	carried
them	to	the	town,	bringing	back	the	food	the	old	man	so	much	needed.
Some	months	passed	in	this	way,	and	then	the	father	suddenly	fell	ill,	and	knew
that	 the	 time	had	come	when	he	must	die.	He	bade	his	sons	fetch	a	 lawyer,	so
that	he	might	make	his	will,	and	when	the	man	arrived,	he	explained	his	wishes.
"I	have,"	said	he,	"a	little	house	in	the	village,	and	over	it	grows	a	fig-tree.	The
house	I	leave	to	my	sons,	who	are	to	live	in	it	 together;	the	fig-tree	I	divide	as
follows.	 To	my	 son	 Peppe	 I	 leave	 the	 branches.	 To	my	 son	Alfin	 I	 leave	 the
trunk.	To	my	son	Ciccu	I	leave	the	fruit.	Besides	the	house	and	tree,	I	have	an
old	coverlet,	which	I	leave	to	my	eldest	son.	And	an	old	purse,	which	I	leave	to
my	 second	 son.	 And	 a	 horn,	 which	 I	 leave	 to	 my	 youngest	 son.	 And	 now
farewell."
Thus	 speaking,	 he	 laid	 himself	 down,	 and	 died	 quietly.	 The	 brothers	 wept
bitterly	for	 their	father,	whom	they	loved,	and	when	they	had	buried	him,	 they



began	to	talk	over	their	future	lives.	"What	shall	we	do	now?"	said	they.	"Shall
we	live	in	the	wood,	or	go	back	to	the	village?"	And	they	made	up	their	minds	to
stay	where	they	were	and	continue	to	earn	their	living	by	selling	firewood.
One	very	hot	evening,	after	they	had	been	working	hard	all	day,	they	fell	asleep
under	 a	 tree	 in	 front	 of	 the	hut.	And	as	 they	 slept	 there	 came	by	 three	 fairies,
who	stopped	to	look	at	them.
"What	fine	fellows!"	said	one.	"Let	us	give	them	a	present."
"Yes,	what	shall	it	be?"	asked	another.
"This	 youth	 has	 a	 coverlet	 over	 him,"	 said	 the	 first	 fairy.	 "When	 he	 wraps	 it
round	 him,	 and	wishes	 himself	 in	 any	 place,	 he	 will	 find	 himself	 there	 in	 an
instant."
Then	said	the	second	fairy,	"This	youth	has	a	purse	in	his	hand.	I	will	promise
that	it	shall	always	give	him	as	much	gold	as	he	asks	for."
Last	 came	 the	 turn	 of	 the	 third	 fairy.	 "This	 one	 has	 a	 horn	 slung	 round	 him.
When	he	blows	at	the	small	end	the	seas	shall	be	covered	with	ships.	And	if	he
blows	at	 the	wide	end,	 they	shall	all	be	sunk	in	the	waves."	So,	 they	vanished,
without	knowing	that	Ciccu	had	been	awake	and	heard	all	they	said.
The	next	day,	when	they	were	all	cutting	wood,	he	said	to	his	brothers,	"That	old
coverlet	and	the	purse	are	no	use	to	you;	I	wish	you	would	give	them	to	me.	I
have	 a	 fancy	 for	 them,	 for	 the	 sake	of	old	 times."	Now	Peppe	and	Alfin	were
very	 fond	of	Ciccu,	 and	never	 refused	him	anything,	 so	 they	 let	 him	have	 the
coverlet	and	the	purse	without	a	word.	When	he	had	got	them	safely	Ciccu	went
on,	"Dear	brothers,	I	am	tired	of	the	forest.	I	want	to	live	in	the	town,	and	work
at	some	trade."
"O	Ciccu!	stay	with	us,"	 they	cried.	"We	are	very	happy	here;	and	who	knows
how	we	shall	get	on	elsewhere?"
"We	can	always	try,"	answered	Ciccu;	"and	if	times	are	bad,	we	can	come	back
here	 and	 take	 up	wood-cutting."	So,	 saying	he	 picked	up	his	 bundle	 of	 sticks,
and	his	brothers	did	the	same.
But	 when	 they	 reached	 the	 town	 they	 found	 that	 the	market	 was	 overstocked
with	firewood,	and	they	did	not	sell	enough	to	buy	themselves	a	dinner,	far	less
to	get	any	food	to	carry	home.	They	were	wondering	sadly	what	they	should	do
when	Ciccu	said,	"Come	with	me	to	the	inn	and	let	us	have	something	to	eat."
They	were	so	hungry	by	this	time	that	they	did	not	care	much	whether	they	paid
for	it	or	not,	so	they	followed	Ciccu,	who	gave	his	orders	to	the	host.	"Bring	us
three	dishes,	the	nicest	that	you	have,	and	a	good	bottle	of	wine."
"Ciccu!	Ciccu!"	whispered	his	brothers,	horrified	at	this	extravagance,	"are	you
mad?	How	do	you	ever	mean	to	pay	for	it?"



"Let	me	alone,"	 replied	Ciccu;	"I	know	what	 I	am	about."	And	when	 they	had
finished	their	dinner	Ciccu	told	the	others	to	go	on,	and	he	would	wait	to	pay	the
bill.
The	brothers	hurried	on,	without	needing	 to	be	 told	 twice,	 "for,"	 thought	 they,
"he	has	no	money,	and	of	course	there	will	be	a	row."
When	they	were	out	of	sight	Ciccu	asked	the	landlord	how	much	he	owed,	and
then	 said	 to	 his	 purse,	 "Dear	 purse,	 give	 me,	 I	 pray	 you,	 six	 florins,"	 and
instantly	 six	 florins	 were	 in	 the	 purse.	 Then	 he	 paid	 the	 bill	 and	 joined	 his
brothers.
"How	did	you	manage?"	they	asked.
"Never	you	mind,"	answered	he.	"I	have	paid	every	penny,"	and	no	more	would
he	say.	But	the	other	two	were	very	uneasy,	for	they	felt	sure	something	must	be
wrong,	 and	 the	 sooner	 they	 parted	 company	 with	 Ciccu	 the	 better.	 Ciccu
understood	 what	 they	 were	 thinking,	 and,	 drawing	 forty	 gold	 pieces	 from	 his
pocket,	he	held	out	 twenty	 to	each,	saying,	"Take	 these	and	 turn	 them	to	good
account.	I	am	going	away	to	seek	my	own	fortune."	Then	he	embraced	them	and
struck	down	another	road.
He	wandered	on	for	many	days,	till	at	length	he	came	to	the	town	where	the	king
had	his	court.	The	first	thing	Ciccu	did	was	to	order	himself	some	fine	clothes,
and	then	buy	a	grand	house,	just	opposite	the	palace.
Next,	he	 locked	his	door,	 and	ordered	a	 shower	of	gold	 to	cover	 the	 staircase,
and	when	this	was	done,	the	door	was	flung	wide	open,	and	everyone	came	and
peeped	at	the	shining	golden	stairs.	Lastly	the	rumour	of	these	wonders	reached
the	ears	of	the	king,	who	left	his	palace	to	behold	these	splendours	with	his	own
eyes.	And	Ciccu	received	him	with	all	respect	and	showed	him	over	the	house.
When	the	king	went	home,	he	told	such	stories	of	what	he	had	seen	that	his	wife
and	daughter	declared	that	they	must	go	and	see	them	too.	So,	the	king	sent	to
ask	Ciccu’s	leave,	and	Ciccu	answered	that	if	the	queen	and	the	princess	would
be	 pleased	 to	 do	 him	 such	 great	 honour,	 he	 would	 show	 them	 anything	 they
wished.	Now	 the	princess	was	as	beautiful	as	 the	sun,	and	when	Ciccu	 looked
upon	 her	 his	 heart	 went	 out	 to	 her,	 and	 he	 longed	 to	 have	 her	 to	 wife.	 The
princess	saw	what	was	passing	in	his	mind,	and	how	she	could	make	use	of	it	to
satisfy	her	curiosity	as	to	the	golden	stairs;	so,	she	praised	him	and	flattered	him,
and	put	cunning	questions,	 till	at	 length	Ciccu’s	head	was	quite	 turned,	and	he
told	her	 the	whole	 story	of	 the	 fairies	 and	 their	gifts.	Then	 she	begged	him	 to
lend	her	the	purse	for	a	few	days,	so	that	she	could	have	one	made	like	it,	and	so
great	was	the	love	he	had	for	her	that	he	gave	it	to	her	at	once.
The	princess	returned	to	the	palace,	taking	with	her	the	purse,	which	she	had	not
the	smallest	intention	of	ever	restoring	to	Ciccu.	Very	soon	Ciccu	had	spent	all



the	money	he	had	by	him	and	could	get	no	more	without	the	help	of	his	purse.
Of	course,	he	went	at	once	to	the	king’s	daughter,	and	asked	her	if	she	had	done
with	it,	but	she	put	him	off	with	some	excuse,	and	told	him	to	come	back	next
day.	 The	 next	 day	 it	was	 the	 same	 thing,	 and	 the	 next,	 till	 a	 great	 rage	 filled
Ciccu’s	heart	instead	of	the	love	that	had	been	there.	And	when	night	came,	he
took	 in	 his	 hand	 a	 thick	 stick,	 wrapped	 himself	 in	 the	 coverlet,	 and	 wished
himself	 in	 the	 chamber	 of	 the	 princess.	 The	 princess	 was	 asleep,	 but	 Ciccu
seized	 her	 arm	 and	 pulled	 her	 out	 of	 bed	 and	 beat	 her	 till	 she	 gave	 back	 the
purse.	Then	he	took	up	the	coverlet,	and	wished	he	was	safe	in	his	own	house.
No	sooner	had	he	gone	than	the	princess	hastened	to	her	father	and	complained
of	her	sufferings.	Then	the	king	rose	up	in	a	fury,	and	commanded	Ciccu	to	be
brought	before	him.	"You	richly	deserve	death,"	said	he,	"but	I	will	allow	you	to
live	if	you	will	instantly	hand	over	to	me	the	coverlet,	the	purse,	and	the	horn."
What	could	Ciccu	do?	Life	was	sweet,	and	he	was	in	the	power	of	the	king;	so,
he	gave	up	silently	his	ill-gotten	goods,	and	was	as	poor	as	when	he	was	a	boy.
While	he	was	wondering	how	he	was	to	live	it	suddenly	came	into	his	mind	that
this	was	the	season	for	the	figs	to	ripen,	and	he	said	to	himself,	"I	will	go	and	see
if	the	tree	has	borne	well."	So,	he	set	off	home,	where	his	brothers	still	lived,	and
found	 them	living	very	uncomfortably,	 for	 they	had	spent	all	 their	money,	and
did	not	know	how	to	make	any	more.	However,	he	was	pleased	to	see	that	 the
fig-tree	looked	in	splendid	condition	and	was	full	of	fruit.	He	ran	and	fetched	a
basket,	 and	 was	 just	 feeling	 the	 figs,	 to	 make	 sure	 which	 of	 them	were	 ripe,
when	his	brother	Peppe	called	to	him,	"Stop!	The	figs	of	course	are	yours,	but
the	branches	they	grow	on	are	mine,	and	I	forbid	you	to	touch	them."
Ciccu	did	not	answer,	but	set	a	ladder	against	the	tree,	so	that	he	could	reach	the
topmost	branches,	and	had	his	foot	already	on	the	first	rung	when	he	heard	the
voice	of	his	brother	Alfin,	"Stop!	 the	 trunk	belongs	 to	me,	and	I	 forbid	you	 to
touch	it!"
Then	 they	 began	 to	 quarrel	 violently,	 and	 there	 seemed	 no	 chance	 that	 they
would	ever	cease,	 till	one	of	 them	said,	"Let	us	go	before	a	 judge."	The	others
agreed,	and	when	they	had	found	a	man	whom	they	could	trust	Ciccu	told	him
the	whole	story.
"This	 is	my	verdict,"	 said	 the	 judge.	 "The	 figs	 in	 truth	belong	 to	you,	but	you
cannot	pluck	them	without	touching	both	the	trunk	and	the	branches.	Therefore,
you	must	give	your	first	basketful	to	your	brother	Peppe,	as	the	price	of	his	leave
to	 put	 your	 ladder	 against	 the	 tree;	 and	 the	 second	 basketful	 to	 your	 brother
Alfin,	for	leave	to	shake	his	boughs.	The	rest	you	can	keep	for	yourself."
And	 the	 brothers	were	 contented,	 and	 returned	 home,	 saying	 one	 to	 the	 other,
"We	will	each	of	us	 send	a	basket	of	 figs	 to	 the	king.	Perhaps	he	will	give	us
something	in	return,	and	if	he	does,	we	will	divide	it	faithfully	between	us."	So,



the	best	figs	were	carefully	packed	in	a	basket,	and	Peppe	set	out	with	it	to	the
castle.
On	 the	road	he	met	a	 little	old	man	who	stopped	and	said	 to	him,	"What	have
you	got	there,	my	fine	fellow?"
"What	is	that	to	you?"	was	the	answer;	"mind	your	own	business."	But	the	old
man	only	repeated	his	question,	and	Peppe,	to	get	rid	of	him,	exclaimed	in	anger,
"Dirt."
"Good,"	replied	the	old	man;	"dirt	you	have	said,	and	dirt	let	it	be."
Peppe	only	tossed	his	head	and	went	on	his	way	till	he	got	to	the	castle,	where	he
knocked	at	the	door.	"I	have	a	basket	of	lovely	figs	for	the	king,"	he	said	to	the
servant	who	opened	it,	"if	his	majesty	will	be	graciously	pleased	to	accept	them
with	my	humble	duty."
The	 king	 loved	 figs,	 and	 ordered	 Peppe	 to	 be	 admitted	 to	 his	 presence,	 and	 a
silver	dish	 to	be	brought	on	which	 to	put	 the	 figs.	When	Peppe	uncovered	his
basket	 sure	 enough	 a	 layer	 of	 beautiful	 purple	 figs	 met	 the	 king’s	 eyes,	 but
underneath	 there	was	 nothing	 but	 dirt.	 "How	dare	 you	 play	me	 such	 a	 trick?"
shrieked	the	king	in	a	rage.	"Take	him	away	and	give	him	fifty	lashes."	This	was
done,	and	Peppe	returned	home,	sore	and	angry,	but	determined	to	say	nothing
about	 his	 adventure.	And	when	his	 brothers	 asked	him	what	 had	 happened	he
only	answered,	"When	we	have	all	three	been	there,	I	will	tell	you."
A	few	days	after	this	more	figs	were	ready	for	plucking,	and	Alfin	in	his	turn	set
out	for	the	palace.	He	had	not	gone	far	down	the	road	before	he	met	the	old	man,
who	asked	him	what	he	had	in	his	basket.
"Horns,"	answered	Alfin,	shortly.
"Good,"	replied	the	old	man;	"horns	you	have	said,	and	horns	let	it	be."
When	Alfin	 reached	 the	castle	he	knocked	at	 the	door	and	 said	 to	 the	 servant,
"Here	 is	 a	 basket	 of	 lovely	 figs,	 if	 his	majesty	will	 be	 good	 enough	 to	 accept
them	with	my	humble	duty."
The	king	commanded	that	Alfin	should	be	admitted	to	his	presence,	and	a	silver
dish	 to	 be	 brought	 on	which	 to	 lay	 the	 figs.	When	 the	 basket	 was	 uncovered
some	beautiful	purple	figs	lay	on	the	top,	but	underneath	there	was	nothing	but
horns.	Then	the	king	was	beside	himself	with	passion,	and	screamed	out,	"Is	this
a	plot	to	mock	me?	Take	him	away	and	give	him	a	hundred	and	fifty	lashes!"	So,
Alfin	went	sadly	home,	but	would	not	 tell	anything	about	his	adventures,	only
saying	grimly,	"Now	it	is	Ciccu’s	turn."
Ciccu	had	to	wait	a	little	before	he	gathered	the	last	figs	on	the	tree,	and	these
were	not	nearly	so	good	as	the	first	set.	However,	he	plucked	them,	as	they	had
agreed,	and	set	out	for	the	king’s	palace.	The	old	man	was	still	on	the	road,	and



he	came	up	and	said	to	Ciccu,	"What	have	you	got	in	that	basket?"
"Figs	for	the	king,"	answered	he.
"Let	me	have	a	peep,"	 and	Ciccu	 lifted	 the	 lid.	 "Oh,	do	give	me	one,	 I	 am	so
fond	of	figs,"	begged	the	little	man.
"I	am	afraid	if	I	do	that	 the	hole	will	show,"	replied	Ciccu,	but	as	he	was	very
good-natured,	he	gave	him	one.	The	old	man	ate	it	greedily	and	kept	the	stalk	in
his	hand,	and	 then	asked	 for	another	and	another	and	another	 till	he	had	eaten
half	the	basketful.	"But	there	are	not	enough	left	to	take	to	the	king,"	murmured
Ciccu.
"Don’t	be	anxious,"	said	the	old	man,	throwing	the	stalks	back	into	the	basket;
"just	go	on	and	carry	the	basket	to	the	castle,	and	it	will	bring	you	luck."
Ciccu	did	not	much	like	it;	however,	he	went	on	his	way,	and	with	a	trembling
heart	rang	the	castle	bell.	"Here	are	some	lovely	figs	for	 the	king,"	said	he,	"if
his	majesty	will	graciously	accept	them	with	my	humble	duty."
When	the	king	was	told	that	there	was	another	man	with	a	basket	of	figs	he	cried
out,	 "Oh,	 have	 him	 in,	 have	 him	 in!	 I	 suppose	 it	 is	 a	 wager!"	 But	 Ciccu
uncovered	 the	basket,	 and	 there	 lay	 a	 pile	 of	 beautiful	 ripe	 figs.	And	 the	king
was	delighted,	and	emptied	them	himself	on	the	silver	dish,	and	gave	five	florins
to	 Ciccu,	 and	 offered	 besides	 to	 take	 him	 into	 his	 service.	 Ciccu	 accepted
gratefully	 but	 said	 he	 must	 first	 return	 home	 and	 give	 the	 five	 florins	 to	 his
brothers.
When	he	got	home	Peppe	spoke,	"Now	we	will	see	what	we	each	have	got	from
the	king.	I	myself	received	from	him	fifty	lashes."
"And	I	a	hundred	and	fifty,"	added	Alfin.
"And	I	five	florins	and	some	sweets,	which	you	can	divide	between	you,	for	the
king	 has	 taken	me	 into	 his	 service."	 Then	 Ciccu	 went	 back	 to	 the	 Court	 and
served	the	king,	and	the	king	loved	him.
The	other	two	brothers	heard	that	Ciccu	had	become	quite	an	important	person,
and	 they	grew	envious,	and	 thought	how	 they	could	put	him	 to	shame.	At	 last
they	came	to	the	king	and	said	to	him,	"O	king!	your	palace	is	beautiful	indeed,
but	to	be	worthy	of	you	it	lacks	one	thing—the	sword	of	the	Man-eater."
"How	can	I	get	it?"	asked	the	king.
"Oh,	Ciccu	can	get	it	for	you;	ask	him."
So,	 the	 king	 sent	 for	 Ciccu	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 "Ciccu,	 you	 must	 at	 any	 price
manage	to	get	the	sword	of	the	Man-eater."
Ciccu	 was	 very	 much	 surprised	 at	 this	 sudden	 command,	 and	 he	 walked
thoughtfully	away	to	the	stables	and	began	to	stroke	his	favourite	horse,	saying



to	himself,	"Ah,	my	pet,	we	must	bid	each	other	good-bye,	for	the	king	has	sent
me	away	to	get	the	sword	of	the	Maneater."	Now	this	horse	was	not	like	other
horses,	for	it	was	a	talking	horse,	and	knew	a	great	deal	about	many	things,	so	it
answered,	"Fear	nothing,	and	do	as	I	tell	you.	Beg	the	king	to	give	you	fifty	gold
pieces	and	leave	to	ride	me,	and	the	rest	will	be	easy."	Ciccu	believed	what	the
horse	said	and	prayed	the	king	to	grant	him	what	he	asked.	Then	the	two	friends
set	 out,	 but	 the	 horse	 chose	 what	 roads	 he	 pleased,	 and	 directed	 Ciccu	 in
everything.
It	took	them	many	days"	hard	riding	before	they	reached	the	country	where	the
Man-eater	 lived,	 and	 then	 the	 horse	 told	Ciccu	 to	 stop	 a	 group	 of	 old	women
who	were	coming	chattering	through	the	wood	and	offer	them	each	a	shilling	if
they	would	collect	a	number	of	mosquitos	and	 tie	 them	up	 in	a	bag.	When	the
bag	was	 full	Ciccu	put	 it	on	his	shoulder	and	stole	 into	 the	house	of	 the	Man-
eater	(who	had	gone	to	look	for	his	dinner)	and	let	them	all	out	in	his	bedroom.
He	himself	hid	carefully	under	the	bed	and	waited.	The	Man-eater	came	in	late,
very	 tired	with	his	 long	walk,	and	 flung	himself	on	 the	bed,	placing	his	sword
with	its	shining	blade	by	his	side.	Scarcely	had	he	lain	down	than	the	mosquitos
began	to	buzz	about	and	bite	him,	and	he	rolled	from	side	to	side	trying	to	catch
them,	which	he	never	 could	do,	 though	 they	always	 seemed	 to	be	 close	 to	his
nose.	He	was	so	busy	over	the	mosquitos	that	he	did	not	hear	Ciccu	steal	softly
out	or	 see	him	catch	up	 the	sword.	But	 the	horse	heard	and	stood	 ready	at	 the
door,	and	as	Ciccu	came	flying	down	the	stairs	and	jumped	on	his	back	he	sped
away	like	the	wind,	and	never	stopped	till	they	arrived	at	the	king’s	palace.
The	king	had	suffered	much	pain	in	his	absence,	thinking	that	if	 the	Man-eater
ate	Ciccu,	 it	would	be	all	his	 fault.	And	he	was	so	overjoyed	 to	have	him	safe
that	 he	 almost	 forgot	 the	 sword	which	 he	 had	 sent	 him	 to	 bring.	 But	 the	 two
brothers	 did	 not	 love	 Ciccu	 any	 better	 because	 he	 had	 succeeded	 when	 they
hoped	he	would	have	failed,	and	one	day	they	spoke	to	the	king.	"It	is	all	very
well	for	Ciccu	to	have	got	possession	of	 the	sword,	but	 it	would	have	been	far
more	 to	your	majesty’s	honour	 if	he	had	captured	 the	Man-eater	himself."	The
king	thought	upon	these	words,	and	at	last	he	said	to	Ciccu,	"Ciccu,	I	shall	never
rest	until	you	bring	me	back	the	Man-eater	himself.	You	may	have	any	help	you
like,	 but	 somehow	 or	 other	 you	must	manage	 to	 do	 it."	 Ciccu	 felt	 very	much
cast,	down	at	these	words,	and	went	to	the	stable	to	ask	advice	of	his	friend	the
horse.	"Fear	nothing,"	said	the	horse;	"just	say	you	want	me	and	fifty	pieces	of
gold."	Ciccu	did	as	he	was	bid,	and	the	two	set	out	together.
When	they	reached	the	country	of	the	Man-eater,	Ciccu	made	all	the	church	bells
toll	and	a	proclamation	to	be	made.	"Ciccu,	the	servant	of	the	king,	is	dead."	The
Man-eater	soon	heard	what	everyone	was	saying,	and	was	glad	in	his	heart,	for
he	 thought,	"Well,	 it	 is	good	news	 that	 the	 thief	who	stole	my	sword	 is	dead."
But	Ciccu	bought	an	axe	and	a	saw	and	cut	down	a	pine	tree	in	the	nearest	wood



and	began	to	hew	it	into	planks.
"What	are	you	doing	in	my	wood?"	asked	the	Maneater,	coming	up.
"Noble	lord,"	answered	Ciccu,	"I	am	making	a	coffin	for	the	body	of	Ciccu,	who
is	dead."
"Don’t	 be	 in	 a	 hurry,"	 answered	 the	Man-eater,	 who	 of	 course	 did	 not	 know
whom	 he	was	 talking	 to,	 "and	 perhaps	 I	 can	 help	 you;"	 and	 they	 set	 to	work
sawing	and	fitting,	and	very	soon	the	coffin	was	finished.
Then	Ciccu	 scratched	his	 ear	 thoughtfully,	 and	cried,	 "Idiot	 that	 I	 am!	 I	 never
took	any	measures.	How	am	I	 to	know	if	 it	 is	big	enough?	But	now	I	come	to
think	of	it,	Ciccu	was	about	your	size.	I	wonder	if	you	would	be	so	good	as	just
to	put	yourself	in	the	coffin	and	see	if	there	is	enough	room."
"Oh,	delighted!"	said	the	Man-eater,	and	laid	himself	at	full	length	in	the	coffin.
Ciccu	clapped	on	the	lid,	put	a	strong	cord	round	it,	tied	it	fast	on	his	horse,	and
rode	back	 to	 the	king.	And	when	the	king	saw	that	he	really	had	brought	back
the	Man-eater,	he	commanded	a	huge	 iron	chest	 to	be	brought,	and	 locked	 the
coffin	up	inside.
Just	about	 this	 time	 the	queen	died,	and	soon	after	 the	king	 thought	he	 should
like	to	marry	again.	He	sought	everywhere,	but	he	could	not	hear	of	any	princess
that	 took	 his	 fancy.	 Then	 the	 two	 envious	 brothers	 came	 to	 him	 and	 said,	 "O
king!	there	is	but	one	woman	that	is	worthy	of	being	your	wife,	and	that	is	she
who	is	the	fairest	in	the	whole	world."
"But	where	can	I	find	her?"	asked	the	king
"Oh,	Ciccu	will	know,	and	he	will	bring	her	to	you."
Now	the	king	had	got	so	used	to	depending	on	Ciccu,	that	he	really	believed	he
could	do	everything.	So,	he	 sent	 for	him	and	 said,	 "Ciccu,	unless	within	 eight
days	you	bring	me	 the	 fairest	 in	 the	whole	world,	 I	will	have	you	hewn	 into	a
thousand	 pieces."	 This	 mission	 seemed	 to	 Ciccu	 a	 hundred	 times	 worse	 than
either	of	the	others,	and	with	tears	in	his	eyes	he	took	his	way	to	the	stables.
"Cheer	 up,"	 laughed	 the	 horse;	 "tell	 the	 king	 you	must	 have	 some	 bread	 and
honey,	and	a	purse	of	gold,	and	leave	the	rest	to	me."
Ciccu	did	as	he	was	bid,	and	they	started	at	a	gallop.
After	they	had	ridden	some	way,	they	saw	a	swarm	of	bees	lying	on	the	ground,
so	hungry	and	weak	that	they	were	unable	to	fly.	"Get	down,	and	give	the	poor
things	 some	 honey,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 and	 Ciccu	 dismounted.	 By-and-bye	 they
came	to	a	stream,	on	the	bank	of	which	was	a	fish,	flapping	feebly	about	in	its
efforts	to	reach	the	water.	"Jump	down	and	throw	the	fish	into	the	water;	he	will
be	useful	to	us,"	and	Ciccu	did	so.	Farther	along	the	hillside	they	saw	an	eagle
whose	leg	was	caught	in	a	snare.	"Go	and	free	that	eagle	from	the	snare;	he	will



be	useful	to	us;	"	and	in	a	moment	the	eagle	was	soaring	up	into	the	sky.
At	 length	 they	came	 to	 the	castle	where	 the	 fairest	 in	 the	world	 lived	with	her
parents.	Then	said	the	horse,	"You	must	get	down	and	sit	upon	that	stone,	for	I
must	 enter	 the	 castle	 alone.	 Directly	 you	 see	 me	 come	 tearing	 by	 with	 the
princess	on	my	back,	 jump	up	behind,	and	hold	her	 tight,	 so	 that	 she	does	not
escape	you.	If	you	fail	to	do	this,	we	are	both	lost."	Ciccu	seated	himself	on	the
stone,	and	the	horse	went	on	to	the	courtyard	of	the	castle,	where	he	began	to	trot
round	 in	a	graceful	and	elegant	manner.	Soon	a	crowd	collected	 first	 to	watch
him	and	then	to	pat	him,	and	the	king	and	queen	and	princess	came	with	the	rest.
The	eyes	of	the	fairest	in	the	world	brightened	as	she	looked,	and	she	sprang	on
the	 horse’s	 saddle,	 crying,	 "Oh,	 I	 really	must	 ride	 him	 a	 little!"	But	 the	 horse
made	one	bound	forward,	and	the	princess	was	forced	to	hold	tight	by	his	mane,
lest	 she	 should	 fall	 off.	 And	 as	 they	 dashed	 past	 the	 stone	 where	 Ciccu	 was
waiting	for	them,	he	swung	himself	up	and	held	her	round	the	waist.	As	he	put
his	arms	round	her	waist,	the	fairest	in	the	world	unwound	the	veil	from	her	head
and	cast	it	to	the	ground,	and	then	she	drew	a	ring	from	her	finger	and	flung	it
into	the	stream.	But	she	said	nothing,	and	they	rode	on	fast,	fast.
The	king	of	Ciccu’s	country	was	watching	for	them	from	the	top	of	a	tower,	and
when	he	saw	in	the	distance	a	cloud	of	dust,	he	ran	down	to	the	steps	so	as	to	be
ready	 to	 receive	 them.	 Bowing	 low	 before	 the	 fairest	 in	 the	world,	 he	 spoke,
"Noble	lady,	will	you	do	me	the	honour	to	become	my	wife?"
But	she	answered,	"That	can	only	be	when	Ciccu	brings	me	the	veil	that	I	let	fall
on	my	way	here."
And	 the	 king	 turned	 to	Ciccu	 and	 said,	 "Ciccu,	 if	 you	 do	 not	 find	 the	 veil	 at
once,	you	shall	lose	your	head."
Ciccu,	who	by	 this	 time	had	hoped	 for	a	 little	peace,	 felt	his	heart	 sink	at	 this
fresh	errand,	and	he	went	into	the	stable	to	complain	to	the	faithful	horse.
"It	will	be	all	right,"	answered	the	horse	when	he	had	heard	his	 tale;	"just	 take
enough	food	for	the	day	for	both	of	us,	and	then	get	on	my	back."
They	rode	back	all	the	way	they	had	come	till	they	reached	the	place	where	they
had	found	the	eagle	caught	in	the	snare;	then	the	horse	bade	Ciccu	to	call	three
times	on	the	king	of	the	birds,	and	when	he	replied,	to	beg	him	to	fetch	the	veil
which	the	fairest	in	the	world	had	let	fall.
"Wait	a	moment,"	answered	a	voice	that	seemed	to	come	from	somewhere	very
high	up	indeed.	"An	eagle	is	playing	with	it	just	now,	but	he	will	be	here	with	it
in	an	instant;"	and	a	few	minutes	after	there	was	a	sound	of	wings,	and	an	eagle
came	fluttering	towards	them	with	the	veil	in	his	beak.	And	Ciccu	saw	it	was	the
very	same	eagle	that	he	had	freed	from	the	snare.	So,	he	took	the	veil	and	rode
back	to	the	king.



Now	the	king	was	enchanted	 to	see	him	so	soon	and	 took	 the	veil	 from	Ciccu
and	flung	it	over	the	princess,	crying,	"Here	is	the	veil	you	asked	for,	so	I	claim
you	for	my	wife."
"Not	 so	 fast,"	 answered	 she.	 "I	 can	 never	 be	 your	wife	 till	 Ciccu	 puts	 on	my
finger	 the	 ring	 I	 threw	 into	 the	 stream.	Ciccu,	who	was	 standing	by	 expecting
something	 of	 the	 sort,	 bowed	 his	 head	 when	 he	 heard	 her	 words,	 and	 went
straight	to	the	horse.
"Mount	 at	 once,"	 said	 the	 horse;	 "this	 time	 it	 is	 very	 simple,"	 and	 he	 carried
Ciccu	to	the	banks	of	the	little	stream.	"Now,	call	three	times	on	the	emperor	of
the	fishes,	and	beg	him	to	restore	you	the	ring	that	the	princess	dropped.
Ciccu	did	as	the	horse	told	him,	and	a	voice	was	heard	in	answer	that	seemed	to
come	from	a	very	long	way	off.
"What	is	your	will?"	it	asked;	and	Ciccu	replied	that	he	had	been	commanded	to
bring	back	the	ring	that	the	princess	had	flung	away,	as	she	rode	past.
"A	fish	is	playing	with	it	just	now,"	replied	the	voice;	"however,	you	shall	have
it	without	delay."
And	sure	enough,	very	soon	a	little	fish	was	seen	rising	to	the	surface	with	the
lost	ring	in	his	mouth.	And	Ciccu	knew	him	to	be	the	fish	that	he	had	saved	from
death,	and	he	took	the	ring	and	rode	back	with	it	to	the	king.
"That	is	not	enough,"	exclaimed	the	princess	when	she	saw	the	ring;	"before	we
can	be	man	and	wife,	 the	oven	must	be	heated	for	 three	days	and	three	nights,
and	Ciccu	must	 jump	 in."	And	 the	king	 forgot	how	Ciccu	had	served	him	and
desired	him	to	do	as	the	princess	had	said.
This	 time	Ciccu	felt	 that	no	escape	was	possible,	and	he	went	 to	the	horse	and
laid	his	hand	on	his	neck.	"Now	it	is	indeed	good-bye,	and	there	is	no	help	to	be
got	even	from	you,"	and	he	told	him	what	fate	awaited	him.
But	the	horse	said,	"Oh,	never	lose	heart,	but	jump	on	my	back,	and	make	me	go
till	the	foam	flies	in	flecks	all	about	me.	Then	get	down	and	scrape	off	the	foam
with	a	knife.	This	you	must	rub	all	over	you,	and	when	you	are	quite	covered,
you	may	suffer	yourself	 to	be	cast	 into	the	oven,	for	 the	fire	will	not	hurt	you,
nor	anything	else."	And	Ciccu	did	exactly	as	the	horse	bade	him,	and	went	back
to	 the	 king,	 and	 before	 the	 eyes	 of	 the	 fairest	 in	 the	world	 he	 sprang	 into	 the
oven.
And	when	the	fairest	in	the	world	saw	what	he	had	done,	love	entered	into	her
heart,	and	she	said	to	the	king,	"One	thing	more,	before	I	can	be	your	wife,	you
must	jump	into	the	oven	as	Ciccu	has	done."
"Willingly,"	replied	the	king,	stooping	over	the	oven.	But	on	the	brink	he	paused
a	moment	and	called	to	Ciccu,	"Tell	me,	Ciccu,	how	did	you	manage	to	prevent



the	fire	burning	you?"
Now	Ciccu	could	not	forgive	his	master,	whom	he	had	served	so	faithfully,	for
sending	him	 to	his	death	without	 a	 thought,	 so	he	 answered,	 "I	 rubbed	myself
over	with	fat,	and	I	am	not	even	singed."
When	he	heard	these	words,	the	king,	whose	head	was	full	of	the	princess,	never
stopped	to	inquire	if	they	could	be	true,	and	smeared	himself	over	with	fat,	and
sprang	into	the	oven.	And	in	a	moment	the	fire	caught	him,	and	he	was	burned
up.
Then	 the	 fairest	 in	 the	 world	 held	 out	 her	 hand	 to	 Ciccu	 and	 smiled,	 saying,
"Now	we	will	be	man	and	wife."	So,	Ciccu	married	the	fairest	in	the	world	and
became	king	of	the	country.
	



MONTE	ROCHETTINO

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 WAS	 a	 widow	 with	 three	 daughters.	 This
widow	was	very	poor,	so	that	when	a	famine	came	over	the	country	she	and	her
children	were	almost	dying	with	hunger	and	had	to	go	out	into	the	fields	and	get
grass	to	eat.	Once,	as	they	were	looking	for	food,	they	found	a	beautiful	golden
cabbage.	The	eldest	girl	took	a	zappa	(a	sort	of	pickaxe	with	only	one	arm	to	it)
and	 tried	 to	 root	up	 the	cabbage.	This	 she	could	not	 succeed	 in	doing,	but	 she
broke	off	a	leaf	which	she	took	to	the	market	and	sold	for	a	hundred	gold	scudi.
The	 next	 day	 the	 second	 daughter	 went,	 worked	 all	 day	 at	 the	 cabbage,	 and
broke	 off	 two	 leaves.	 Away	 she	 went	 with	 them	 to	 the	 market	 and	 got	 two
hundred	gold	scudi.
The	third	morning	the	youngest	daughter	took	the	zappa	and	went	into	the	field.
At	the	very	first	stroke	the	whole	cabbage	came	up,	and	a	little	man	jumped	out
of	the	earth.	A	very	tiny	little	man	he	was,	but	beautifully	dressed.	He	took	the
maiden	by	the	hand	and	led	her	down	a	flight	of	stairs	underground.	There	she
found	herself	in	a	beautiful	palace,	such	as	she	had	never	dreamt	of,	all	golden
and	shining.	The	little	man	gave	her	a	bunch	of	keys,	and	said,	“This	palace	is
yours,	 you	 may	 do	 what	 you	 like,	 and	 go	 where	 you	 like	 in	 it.	 You	 are	 the
mistress	of	it.	The	master	of	it,	your	husband,	you	will	not	see,	he	will	only	come
to	you	at	night.	Be	happy,	and	make	no	effort	 to	 look	at	him,	or	you	will	 lose
everything.	If	you	want	anything	in	the	daytime	call	Monte	Rochettino.”
With	 that	 the	 little	 man	 vanished.	 The	 maiden	 wandered	 all	 over	 the	 new
dwelling,	 and	 when	 it	 was	 dark,	 she	 laid	 herself	 down	 and	 waited	 for	 her
husband,	 the	master	 of	 the	 palace.	 So,	 time	went	 on.	 She	 loved	 her	 husband,
although	she	had	never	seen	him,	and	felt	that	she	would	be	very	happy	if	only
she	could	know	something	about	her	mother	and	sisters.
At	 last	 she	 could	 bear	 the	 suspense	 no	 longer,	 and	 one	 morning	 she	 called
“Monte	Rochettino!”
In	an	instant	the	little	man	stood	before	her.



“Oh,	Monte	 Rochettino,”	 said	 she,	 “let	 me	 go	 home	 and	 see	 my	mother	 and
sisters.	Poor	things,	they	must	be	so	sad	at	losing	me.	They’ll	think	I	am	dead.”
“You’ll	betray	me,”	said	Monte	Rochettino.
“No,	no,	I	won’t.	I	promise	you.	Only	let	me	just	go	and	see	them.”
“Well,	go,	but	be	sure	you	don’t	betray	me,	and	be	back	in	three	days.”
So,	 the	girl	went	home,	and	her	mother	and	sisters	did	all	 they	could	 to	prove
their	joy	at	seeing	her,	poor	things.	Then	they	asked	her	where	she	lived,	and	she
told	them	she	lived	with	her	husband	in	a	beautiful	palace	underground,	but	that
her	husband	came	to	her	at	night,	and	she	had	never	seen	him.	Then	her	mother
said	 to	her,	“I	will	give	you	 these	matches	and	 this	candle.	When	he	 is	asleep,
light	the	candle,	and	see	what	he	has	round	his	neck.”
So,	the	girl	took	the	matches	and	the	candle	and	went	back	to	the	palace.
“Well,	have	you	betrayed	me?”	said	Monte	Rochettino.
“No,”	said	she.
“The	better	for	you,”	answered	the	little	man.
That	 night	 while	 her	 husband	 was	 asleep,	 the	 girl	 got	 up	 softly,	 lighted	 the
candle,	and	saw	a	box	round	her	husband’s	neck.	The	key	was	in	the	lock,	she
turned	 it,	 and	 found	herself	able	 to	enter	 the	box.	She	 found	herself	 in	a	 room
where	was	a	woman	weaving.
“What	are	you	doing?”	she	asked.
“I	am	weaving	swaddling	clothes	for	the	king’s	son,	who	is	about	to	be	born.”
Then	she	went	into	another	room	and	found	a	woman	sewing.
“What	are	you	doing?”	she	asked.
“I	am	making	robes	for	the	king’s	son,	who	is	about	to	be	born.”
In	the	next	room	she	found	a	shoemaker.
“What	are	you	doing?”	she	asked	again.
“Making	shoes	for	the	king’s	son,	who	is	about	to	be	born.”
Then	she	went	back,	locked	the	box	again,	and	held	the	candle	low	down	to	look
at	her	husband.	As	she	did	so	a	drop	of	wax	fell	on	his	neck,	and	he	woke.
“You	have	betrayed	me,”	said	he,	“and	must	lose	me.”
In	 an	 instant	 she	 found	 herself	 standing	 above-ground,	 her	 zappa	 over	 her
shoulder,	and	clad	only	in	her	nightdress,	poor	thing.	She	went	a	little	way	and
found	the	king’s	washerwomen	at	work.	They	gave	her	some	clothes	and	said,
“You	see	 that	hill	yonder?	Walk	all	day	till	you	come	to	 it,	and	there	you	will
find	 a	 shepherd,	who	will	 take	 you	 in	 for	 tonight.”	 (But	 really,	 they	 had	 been



sent	by	her	husband,	and	so	had	the	shepherd.)
The	 poor	 girl	 walked	 all	 day,	 and	 in	 the	 evening	 came	 to	 the	 shepherd.	 He
received	 her	 kindly,	 gave	 her	 supper	 and	 a	 bed,	 and	 in	 the	morning	made	 her
some	coffee	and	gave	her	breakfast.	Then	he	said,	“You	see	that	other	hill,	over
there?	Walk	 all	 day	 till	 you	 come	 to	 it,	 there	 you	 will	 find	my	 brother”	 (but
really	it	was	himself)	“who	will	be	kind	to	you.	And	now	take	this	chestnut	but
be	sure	you	don’t	open	it	unless	you	are	in	great	need.”
So,	the	poor	thing	walked	all	day	until	she	reached	the	second	hill	and	found	the
second	shepherd.	He	gave	her	supper,	a	bed,	and	coffee	in	the	morning,	and	then
said,	“Go	on	to	the	next	hill,	where	you	will	find	a	third	shepherd,	my	brother.
Ask	him	to	take	you	in.	Now	take	this	nut	but	be	sure	you	don’t	crack	it	unless
you	are	in	great	need.”
That	evening	she	reached	the	third	shepherd,	who	treated	her	as	the	others	had
done.	In	the	morning	he	said	to	her,	“You	must	pass	this	first	hill,	and	then	you
will	find	another.	Go	up	that,	and	you	will	come	to	a	palace.	In	the	palace	lives	a
queen,	who	lost	her	little	son,	and	who	now	receives	poor	women,	and	has	them
taken	care	of	for	forty	days.	She	will	be	kind	to	you.”	Then	he	gave	her	a	walnut,
saying,	“Mind	you	don’t	crack	it,	unless	you	are	in	great	need.”
So,	the	poor	creature	walked	and	walked	and	walked,	and	in	the	evening	reached
the	palace.
The	queen	received	her	kindly	and	had	her	taken	care	of	for	forty	days.	Then	she
sent	a	servant,	who	said,	“The	queen	says	you	must	be	off,	she	can’t	keep	you
any	longer.”
“Oh	dear,	oh	dear,”	said	the	poor	woman,	“whatever	shall	I	do?	I	have	nowhere
to	go.	I’ll	crack	the	chestnut.”
She	did	so,	and	out	jumped	a	lovely	little	golden	dog,	which	capered	about	and
caressed	her	and	fawned	on	her.	She	sent	it	as	a	present	to	the	queen,	who	said,
“Why,	this	woman	is	richer	than	I	am.	Let	her	stay	forty	days	more.”
So,	the	poor	thing	remained	forty	days	longer,	and	then	the	servant	came	again
to	 send	 her	 away.	 This	 time	 she	 cracked	 the	 nut,	 and	 out	 came	 two	 beautiful
golden	capons.	These,	too,	she	sent	to	the	queen,	who	said,	“This	is	certainly	a
wonderful	woman,	let	her	stay	another	forty	days.”
At	the	end	of	the	forty	days	the	queen	sent	the	servant	again,	saying,	“You’ll	eat
up	all	my	kingdom.	Be	off	with	you.”
Then	the	woman	cracked	the	walnut,	and	found	a	beautiful	golden	wool-winder,
which	she	sent	to	the	queen.
“I	never	had	such	things,”	said	the	queen,	“this	woman	is	richer	than	I	am.	Let
her	stop	as	long	as	she	likes.”



Then	 the	poor	woman	was	glad	 indeed	and	stayed	 there	quietly	until	 she	gave
birth	to	a	little	daughter.	The	servant	took	the	baby	into	the	kitchen	to	put	on	the
swaddling-bands,	and	while	she	was	doing	so	a	beautiful	white	dove	alighted	on
the	window-sill,	and	sang:
	

“If	the	cocks	no	longer	sang,
If	the	bells	no	longer	rang,
If	you	knew	this,	oh	mother	mine,
Lovely	you”d	be,	oh	daughter	mine.”
	

Then	the	servant	went	to	the	queen	and	told	her	what	had	happened.
“Tomorrow	 I’ll	 come	myself,”	 said	 she,	 “and	 see	 the	 dove,	 and	 hear	 what	 it
says.”
As	soon	as	she	had	heard	it,	she	had	all	the	cocks	in	the	town	killed,	and	all	the
bells	 tied	 up.	 Next	 morning	 she	 carried	 the	 babe	 into	 the	 kitchen	 herself.	 No
sooner	had	she	sat	down	than	the	dove	alighted	on	her	shoulder.	She	unswaddled
the	baby,	 and	 the	 little	 thing	 stretched	out	 its	 tiny	 arms	 in	 joy	 at	 feeling	 itself
free.	 As	 it	 did	 so,	 it	 touched	 the	 dove,	 who	 was	 instantly	 changed	 into	 a
handsome	young	man.	The	queen	knew	him	for	her	son,	the	poor	woman	for	her
husband,	 and	 there	was	 great	 feasting	 and	 joy	 in	 all	 the	 palace.	 If	 they’re	 not
alive,	they	must	be	dead.	if	they’re	not	dead,	they’re	still	living.
	



THE	THREE	LOVE-ORANGES

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	 SAY	 THERE	 WAS	 A	 KING’S	 son	 who	 went	 out	 to	 hunt.	 It	 was	 a
winter’s	day,	and	 the	ground	was	covered	with	snow,	so	 that	when	he	brought
down	the	birds	with	his	arquebuse	the	red	blood	made	beautiful	bright	marks	on
the	dazzling	white	snow.
“How	beautiful!”	exclaimed	the	prince.	“Never	will	I	marry	till	I	find	one	with	a
complexion	fair	as	this	snow	and	tinted	like	this	rosy	blood.”
When	his	day’s	sport	was	at	an	end,	he	went	home	and	told	his	parents	that	he
was	going	 to	wander	over	 the	world	 till	he	 found	one	 fair	as	 snow,	 tinted	 like
rosy	blood.	The	parents	approved	his	design	and	sent	him	forth.
On,	on,	on	he	went,	 till	one	day	he	met	a	 little	old	woman,	who	stopped	him,
saying,	“Where	so	fast,	fair	prince?”
He	replied,	“I	walk	the	earth	till	I	find	one	who	is	fair	as	snow,	tinted	like	rosy
blood,	to	make	her	my	wife.”
“That	can	I	help	you	to,	and	I	alone,”	said	the	little	old	woman,	who	was	a	fairy,
and	then	she	gave	him	the	three	love-oranges,	telling	him	that	when	he	opened
one	such	a	maiden	as	he	was	in	search	of	would	appear,	but	he	must	immediately
look	for	water	and	sprinkle	her,	or	she	would	disappear	again.
The	prince	took	the	oranges	and	wandered	on.	On,	on,	on	he	went,	till	at	last	the
fancy	 took	 him	 to	 break	 open	 one	 of	 the	 oranges.	 Immediately	 a	 beautiful
maiden	 appeared,	whose	 complexion	was	 indeed	 fair	 as	 snow,	 and	 tinted	 like
rosy	blood,	but	it	was	only	when	she	had	already	disappeared	that	he	recollected
about	the	water.	It	was	too	late,	so	on	he	wandered	again	till	the	fancy	took	him
to	open	another	orange.	Instantly	another	maiden	appeared,	fairer	than	the	other,
and	he	lost	no	time	in	looking	for	water	to	sprinkle	her,	but	there	was	none,	and
before	he	came	back	from	the	search	she	was	gone.
On	 he	 wandered	 again	 till	 he	 was	 nearly	 home,	 when	 one	 day	 he	 noticed	 a
handsome	fountain	standing	by	 the	road,	and	over	against	 it	a	 fine	palace.	The



sight	of	the	fountain	made	him	think	of	his	third	orange,	and	he	took	it	out	and
broke	it	open.
Instantly	 a	 third	maiden	 appeared,	 far	 fairer	 than	 either	 of	 the	others,	with	 the
water	 of	 the	 fountain	 he	 sprinkled	 her	 the	 moment	 she	 appeared,	 and	 she
vanished	not,	but	stayed	with	him	and	loved	him.
Then	he	said,	“You	must	stay	here	in	this	bower	while	I	go	on	home	and	fetch	a
retinue	worthy	to	escort	you.”
In	a	palace	opposite	the	fountain	lived	a	black	Saracen	woman,	and	just	then	she
went	down	to	the	fountain	to	draw	water,	and	as	she	looked	into	the	water	she
said,	“My	mistress	says	that	I	am	so	ugly,	but	I	am	so	fair,	therefore	I	break	the
pitcher	and	the	little	pitcher.”
Then	she	looked	up	in	the	bower,	and	seeing	the	beautiful	maiden,	she	called	her
down,	and	caressed	her,	and	stroked	her	hair,	and	praised	her	beauty,	but	as	she
stroked	 her	 hair	 she	 took	 out	 a	 magic	 pin,	 and	 stuck	 it	 into	 her	 head,	 and
instantly	the	maiden	became	a	dove	and	perched	on	the	side	of	the	fountain.
Then	she	broke	the	pitcher	and	the	little	pitcher,	and	the	prince	came	back.
When	the	prince	saw	the	ugly	black	woman	standing	in	the	bower	where	he	had
left	his	beautiful	maiden,	he	was	quite	bewildered,	and	looked	all	about	for	her.
“I	am	she	whom	you	seek,	prince,”	said	the	woman.	“It	is	the	sun	has	changed
me	thus	while	standing	here	waiting	for	you,	but	all	will	come	right	when	I	get
away	from	the	sun.”
The	prince	did	not	know	what	to	make	of	it,	but	there	was	no	help	for	it	but	to
take	her	and	trust	to	her	coming	right	when	she	got	away	from	the	sun.	He	took
her	 home,	 therefore,	 and	 right	 grand	 preparations	 were	 made	 for	 the	 royal
marriage.	 Tapestries	 were	 hung	 on	 the	 walls,	 and	 flowers	 strewed	 the	 floor,
while	 in	 the	kitchen	was	 the	cook	as	busy	as	a	bee,	preparing	I	know	not	how
many	dishes	for	the	royal	banquet.
Then,	lo,	there	came	and	perched	on	the	kitchen	window	a	little	dove,	and	sang,
“Cook,	cook,	for	whom	are	you	cooking,	for	the	son	of	the	king,	or	the	Saracen
Moor?	May	the	cook	fall	asleep	and	may	all	the	viands	be	burnt!”
After	 this	 nothing	would	 go	 right	 in	 the	 kitchen,	 every	 day	 all	 the	 dishes	 got
burnt,	 and	 it	 was	 impossible	 to	 give	 the	 wedding	 banquet,	 because	 there	 was
nothing	fit	to	send	up	to	the	table.	Then	the	king’s	son	came	into	the	kitchen	to
learn	what	 had	 happened,	 and	 they	 showed	 him	 the	 dove	which	 had	 done	 all.
“Sweet	little	dove!”	said	the	prince,	and,	catching	it	in	his	hand,	began	to	caress
it,	thus	he	felt	the	pin	in	its	head,	and	pulled	it	out.	Instantly	his	own	fair	maiden
stood	before	him,	white	as	snow,	rosy	as	blood.	Then	the	mystery	was	cleared
up,	and	there	was	great	rejoicing,	and	the	old	witch	was	burnt.



	



HOW	THE	BEGGAR	BOY	BECAME	COUNT	PIRO

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Laura	 Gonzenbach’s	 Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	published	in	1870	–	this	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Crimson
Fairy	Book	published	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	man	who	had	only	one	 son,	 a	 lazy,
stupid	 boy,	 who	 would	 never	 do	 anything	 he	 was	 told.	When	 the	 father	 was
dying,	he	sent	for	his	son	and	told	him	that	he	would	soon	be	 left	alone	in	 the
world,	with	 no	possessions	 but	 the	 small	 cottage	 they	 lived	 in	 and	 a	 pear	 tree
which	 grew	 behind	 it,	 and	 that,	 whether	 he	 liked	 it	 or	 not,	 he	 would	 have	 to
work,	or	else	he	would	starve.	Then	the	old	man	died.
But	the	boy	did	not	work;	instead,	he	idled	about	as	before,	contenting	himself
with	eating	the	pears	off	his	tree,	which,	unlike	other	pear	trees	before	or	since,
bore	fruit	the	whole	year	round.	Indeed,	the	pears	were	so	much	finer	than	any
you	could	get	even	in	the	autumn,	that	one	day,	in	the	middle	of	the	winter,	they
attracted	the	notice	of	a	fox	who	was	creeping	by.
"Dear	me;	what	 lovely	 pears!"	 he	 said	 to	 the	 youth.	 "Do	 give	me	 a	 basket	 of
them.	It	will	bring	you	luck!"
"Ah,	little	fox,	but	if	I	give	you	a	basketful,	what	am	I	to	eat?"	asked	the	boy.
"Oh,	 trust	me,	and	do	what	 I	 tell	you,"	said	 the	 fox;	"I	know	 it	will	bring	you
luck."	So,	the	boy	got	up	and	picked	some	of	the	ripest	pears	and	put	them	into	a
rush	basket.	The	fox	thanked	him,	and,	taking	the	basket	in	his	mouth,	trotted	off
to	the	king’s	palace	and	made	his	way	straight	to	the	king.
"Your	Majesty,	my	master	sends	you	a	few	of	his	best	pears,	and	begs	you	will
graciously	accept	them,"	he	said,	laying	the	basket	at	the	feet	of	the	king.
"Pears!	at	this	season?"	cried	the	king,	peering	down	to	look	at	them;	"and,	pray,
who	is	your	master?"
"The	Count	Piro,"	answered	the	fox.
"But	how	does	he	manage	to	get	pears	in	midwinter?"	asked	the	king.
"Oh,	he	has	everything	he	wants,"	 replied	 the	 fox;	 "he	 is	 richer	even	 than	you
are,	your	Majesty."



"Then	what	can	I	send	him	in	return	for	his	pears?"	said	the	king.
"Nothing,	your	Majesty,	or	you	would	hurt	his	feelings,"	answered	the	fox.
"Well,	 tell	 him	 how	 heartily	 I	 thank	 him,	 and	 how	much	 I	 shall	 enjoy	 them."
And	the	fox	went	away.
He	 trotted	back	 to	 the	 cottage	with	his	 empty	basket	 and	 told	his	 tale,	 but	 the
youth	did	not	seem	as	pleased	to	hear	as	the	fox	was	to	tell.
"But,	my	dear	little	fox,"	said	he,	"you	have	brought	me	nothing	in	return,	and	I
am	so	hungry!"
"Let	me	alone,"	replied	the	fox;	"I	know	what	I	am	doing.	You	will	see,	it	will
bring	you	luck."
A	few	days	after	this	the	fox	came	back	again.
"I	must	have	another	basket	of	pears,"	said	he.
"Ah,	 little	 fox,	what	 shall	 I	 eat	 if	 you	 take	 away	 all	my	 pears?"	 answered	 the
youth.
"Be	quiet,	it	will	be	alright,"	said	the	fox;	and	taking	a	bigger	basket	than	before,
he	filled	it	quite	full	of	pears.	Then	he	picked	it	up	in	his	mouth	and	trotted	off	to
the	palace.
"Your	Majesty,	 as	you	seemed	 to	 like	 the	 first	basket	of	pears,	 I	have	brought
you	some	more,"	said	he,	"with	my	master,	the	Count	Piro’s	humble	respects."
"Now,	 surely	 it	 is	 not	 possible	 to	 grow	 such	 pears	 with	 deep	 snow	 on	 the
ground?"	cried	the	king.
"Oh,	that	never	affects	them,"	answered	the	fox	lightly;	"he	is	rich	enough	to	do
anything.	But	 today	he	 sends	me	 to	 ask	 if	you	will	give	him	your	daughter	 in
marriage?"
"If	he	is	so	much	richer	than	I	am,"	said	the	king,	"I	shall	be	obliged	to	refuse.
My	honour	would	not	permit	me	to	accept	his	offer."
"Oh,	your	Majesty,	you	must	not	think	that,"	replied	the	fox;	"and	do	not	let	the
question	 of	 a	 dowry	 trouble	 you.	 The	 Count	 Piro	would	 not	 dream	 of	 asking
anything	but	the	hand	of	the	princess."
"Is	he	really	so	rich	that	he	can	do	without	a	dowry?"	asked	the	king.
"Did	 I	 not	 tell	 your	Majesty	 that	 he	 was	 richer	 than	 you?"	 answered	 the	 fox
reproachfully.
"Well,	beg	him	to	come	here,	that	we	may	talk	together,"	said	the	king.
So,	the	fox	went	back	to	the	young	man	and	said,	"I	have	told	the	king	that	you
are	Count	Piro	and	have	asked	his	daughter	in	marriage."



"Oh,	little	fox,	what	have	you	done?"	cried	the	youth	in	dismay;	"when	the	king
sees	me,	he	will	order	my	head	to	be	cut	off."
"Oh,	no,	he	won’t!"	replied	the	fox;	"just	do	as	I	tell	you."	And	he	went	off	to	the
town	and	stopped	at	the	house	of	the	best	tailor.
"My	master,	the	Count	Piro,	begs	that	you	will	send	him	at	once	the	finest	coat
that	you	have	in	your	shop,"	said	the	fox,	putting	on	his	grandest	air,	"and	if	it
fits	him,	 I	will	 call	 and	pay	 for	 it	 tomorrow!	 Indeed,	as	he	 is	 in	a	great	hurry,
perhaps	 it	 might	 be	 as	 well	 if	 I	 took	 it	 round	 myself."	 The	 tailor	 was	 not
accustomed	 to	serve	counts,	and	he	at	once	got	out	all	 the	coats	he	had	 ready.
The	fox	chose	out	a	beautiful	one	of	white	and	silver,	bade	the	tailor	tie	it	up	in	a
parcel,	and	carrying	the	string	in	his	teeth,	he	left	the	shop,	and	went	to	a	horse-
dealer’s,	whom	he	persuaded	to	send	his	finest	horse	round	to	the	cottage,	saying
that	the	king	had	bidden	his	master	to	the	palace.
Very	 unwillingly	 the	 young	man	 put	 on	 the	 coat	 and	mounted	 the	 horse,	 and
rode	up	to	meet	the	king,	with	the	fox	running	before	him.
"What	am	I	to	say	to	his	Majesty,	little	fox?"	he	asked	anxiously;	"you	know	that
I	have	never	spoken	to	a	king	before."
"Say	nothing,"	answered	the	fox,	"but	leave	the	talking	to	me.	“Good	morning,
your	Majesty,”	will	be	all	that	is	necessary	for	you."
By	 this	 time	 they	 had	 reached	 the	 palace,	 and	 the	 king	 came	 to	 the	 door	 to
receive	Count	Piro,	and	led	him	to	the	great	hall,	where	a	feast	was	spread.	The
princess	was	already	seated	at	the	table	but	was	as	dumb	as	Count	Piro	himself.
"The	 Count	 speaks	 very	 little,"	 the	 king	 said	 at	 last	 to	 the	 fox,	 and	 the	 fox
answered,	 "He	has	 so	much	 to	 think	 about	 in	 the	management	 of	 his	 property
that	he	cannot	afford	to	talk	like	ordinary	people."	The	king	was	quite	satisfied,
and	they	finished	dinner,	after	which	Count	Piro	and	the	fox	took	leave.
The	next	morning	the	fox	came	round	again.
"Give	me	another	basket	of	pears,"	he	said.
"Very	 well,	 little	 fox;	 but	 remember	 it	 may	 cost	 me	 my	 life,"	 answered	 the
youth.
"Oh,	leave	it	to	me,	and	do	as	I	tell	you,	and	you	will	see	that	in	the	end	it	will
bring	you	luck,"	answered	the	fox;	and	plucking	the	pears	he	took	them	up	to	the
king.
"My	master,	Count	Piro,	sends	you	these	pears,"	he	said,	"and	asks	for	an	answer
to	his	proposal."
"Tell	the	count	that	the	wedding	can	take	place	whenever	he	pleases,"	answered
the	king,	and,	filled	with	pride,	the	fox	trotted	back	to	deliver	his	message.



"But	I	can't	bring	the	princess	here,	little	fox?"	cried	the	young	man	in	dismay.
"You	 leave	everything	 to	me,"	answered	 the	 fox;	"have	 I	not	managed	well	 so
far?"
And	up	at	the	palace	preparations	were	made	for	a	grand	wedding,	and	the	youth
was	married	to	the	princess.
After	a	week	of	feasting,	the	fox	said	to	the	king,	"My	master	wishes	to	take	his
young	bride	home	to	his	own	castle."
"Very	 well,	 I	 will	 accompany	 them,"	 replied	 the	 king;	 and	 he	 ordered	 his
courtiers	 and	 attendants	 to	 get	 ready,	 and	 the	 best	 horses	 in	 his	 stable	 to	 be
brought	 out	 for	 himself,	Count	Piro	 and	 the	princess.	So,	 they	 all	 set	 out,	 and
rode	across	the	plain,	the	little	fox	running	before	them.
He	stopped	at	the	sight	of	a	great	flock	of	sheep,	which	was	feeding	peacefully
on	the	rich	grass.	"To	whom	do	these	sheep	belong?"	asked	he	of	the	shepherd.
"To	an	ogre,"	replied	the	shepherd.
"Hush,"	said	the	fox	in	a	mysterious	manner.	"Do	you	see	that	crowd	of	armed
men	riding	along?	If	you	were	to	tell	them	that	those	sheep	belonged	to	an	ogre,
they	would	kill	them,	and	then	the	ogre	would	kill	you!	If	they	ask,	just	say	the
sheep	 belong	 to	Count	 Piro;	 it	will	 be	 better	 for	 everybody."	And	 the	 fox	 ran
hastily	on,	as	he	did	not	wish	to	be	seen	talking	to	the	shepherd.
Very	soon	the	king	came	up.
"What	beautiful	sheep!"	he	said,	drawing	up	his	horse.	"I	have	none	so	fine	 in
my	pastures.	Whose	are	they?"
"Count	Piro’s,"	answered	the	shepherd,	who	did	not	know	the	king.
"Well,	 he	must	be	 a	very	 rich	man,"	 thought	 the	king	 to	himself,	 and	 rejoiced
that	he	had	such	a	wealthy	son-in-law.
Meanwhile	the	fox	had	met	with	a	huge	herd	of	pigs,	snuffling	about	the	roots	of
some	trees.
"To	whom	do	these	pigs	belong?"	he	asked	of	the	swineherd.
"To	an	ogre,"	replied	he.
"Hush!"	 whispered	 the	 fox,	 though	 nobody	 could	 hear	 him;	 "do	 you	 see	 that
troop	of	armed	men	riding	towards	us?	If	you	tell	 them	that	 the	pigs	belong	to
the	ogre,	they	will	kill	them,	and	then	the	ogre	will	kill	you!	If	they	ask,	just	say
that	the	pigs	belong	to	Count	Piro;	it	will	be	better	for	everybody."	And	he	ran
hastily	on.
Soon	after	the	king	rode	up.
"What	fine	pigs!"	he	said,	reining	in	his	horse.	"They	are	fatter	than	any	I	have



got	on	my	farms.	Whose	are	they?"
"Count	Piro’s,"	answered	the	swineherd,	who	did	not	know	the	king;	and	again,
the	king	felt	he	was	lucky	to	have	such	a	rich	son-in-law.
This	 time	 the	 fox	 ran	 faster	 than	before,	 and	 in	a	 flowery	meadow	he	 found	a
troop	of	horses	feeding.	"Whose	horses	are	these?"	he	asked	of	the	man	who	was
watching	them.
"An	ogre’s,"	replied	he.
"Hush!"	 whispered	 the	 fox,	 "do	 you	 see	 that	 crowd	 of	 armed	 men	 coming
towards	us?	If	you	tell	them	the	horses	belong	to	an	ogre,	they	will	drive	them
off,	and	then	the	ogre	will	kill	you!	If	they	ask,	just	say	they	are	Count	Piro’s;	it
will	be	better	for	everybody."	And	he	ran	on	again.
In	a	few	minutes	the	king	rode	up.
"Oh,	what	lovely	creatures!	how	I	wish	they	were	mine!"	he	exclaimed.	"Whose
are	they?"
Count	 Piro’s,"	 answered	 the	man,	who	 did	 not	 know	 the	 king;	 and	 the	 king’s
heart	leapt	as	he	thought	that	if	they	belonged	to	his	rich	son-in-law	they	were	as
good	as	his.
At	last	the	fox	came	to	the	castle	of	the	ogre	himself.	He	ran	up	the	steps,	with
tears	falling	from	his	eyes,	and	crying,	"Oh,	you	poor,	poor	people,	what	a	sad
fate	is	yours!"
"What	has	happened?"	asked	the	ogre,	trembling	with	fright.
"Do	you	see	that	troop	of	horsemen	who	are	riding	along	the	road?	They	are	sent
by	the	king	to	kill	you!"
"Oh,	dear	little	fox,	help	us,	we	implore	you!"	cried	the	ogre	and	his	wife.
"Well,	I	will	do	what	I	can,"	answered	the	fox.	"The	best	place	is	for	you	both	to
hide	in	the	big	oven,	and	when	the	soldiers	have	gone	by,	I	will	let	you	out."
The	ogre	 and	ogress	 scrambled	 into	 the	oven	as	quick	as	 thought,	 and	 the	 fox
banged	the	door	on	them;	just	as	he	did	so	the	king	came	up.
"Do	us	the	honour	to	dismount,	your	Majesty,"	said	the	fox,	bowing	low.	"This
is	the	palace	of	Count	Piro!"
"Why	it	is	more	splendid	than	my	own!"	exclaimed	the	king,	looking	round	on
all	the	beautiful	things	that	filled	the	hall.	But	why	are	there	no	servants?"
"His	Excellency	the	Count	Piro	wished	the	princess	to	choose	them	for	herself,"
answered	the	fox,	and	the	king	nodded	his	approval.	He	then	rode	on,	leaving	the
bridal	 pair	 in	 the	 castle.	But	when	 it	was	 dark	 and	 all	was	 still,	 the	 fox	 crept
downstairs	 and	 lit	 the	 kitchen	 fire,	 and	 the	 ogre	 and	 his	 wife	 were	 burned	 to



death.	The	next	morning	the	fox	said	to	Count	Piro:
"Now	that	you	are	rich	and	happy,	you	have	no	more	need	of	me;	but,	before	I
go,	 there	 is	one	thing	I	must	ask	of	you	in	return,	when	I	die,	promise	me	that
you	will	give	me	a	magnificent	coffin,	and	bury	me	with	due	honours."
"Oh,	little,	little	fox,	don’t	talk	of	dying,"	cried	the	princess,	nearly	weeping,	for
she	had	taken	a	great	liking	to	the	fox.
After	 some	 time	 the	 fox	 thought	 he	 would	 see	 if	 the	 Count	 Piro	 was	 really
grateful	 to	him	 for	 all	 he	had	done,	 and	went	back	 to	 the	 castle,	where	he	 lay
down	on	the	doorstep,	and	pretended	to	be	dead.	The	princess	was	just	going	out
for	a	walk,	and	directly	she	saw	him	lying	there,	she	burst	into	tears	and	fell	on
her	knees	beside	him.
"My	dear	little	fox,	you	are	not	dead,"	she	wailed;	"you	poor,	poor	little	creature,
you	shall	have	the	finest	coffin	in	the	world!"
"A	coffin	for	an	animal?"	said	Count	Piro.	"What	nonsense!	just	take	him	by	the
leg	and	throw	him	into	the	ditch."
Then	 the	 fox	 sprang	up	and	cried,	 "You	wretched,	 thankless	beggar;	have	you
forgotten	that	you	owe	all	your	riches	to	me?"
Count	 Piro	 was	 frightened	 when	 he	 heard	 these	 words,	 as	 he	 thought	 that
perhaps	the	fox	might	have	power	to	take	away	the	castle	and	leave	him	as	poor
as	when	he	had	nothing	to	eat	but	the	pears	off	his	tree.	So,	he	tried	to	soften	the
fox’s	anger,	saying	that	he	had	only	spoken	in	joke,	as	he	had	known	quite	well
that	he	was	not	really	dead.	For	the	sake	of	the	princess,	the	fox	let	himself	be
softened,	and	he	lived	in	the	castle	for	many	years,	and	played	with	Count	Piro’s
children.	And	when	he	actually	did	die,	his	coffin	was	made	of	silver,	and	Count
Piro	and	his	wife	followed	him	to	the	grave.
	



TERESINA,	LUISA,	AND	THE	BEAR

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	THERE	WAS	A	WOMAN	WHO	had	two	daughters.	At	least,	one	was	a
daughter,	 and	 the	 other	 a	 step-daughter.	Now	 the	 daughter,	 named	Luisa,	was
ugly	and	wicked,	but	the	step-daughter,	Teresina,	was	so	good	and	beautiful	that
everybody	loved	her.	This	made	Luisa	very	jealous,	and	she	began	to	think	what
she	might	do	to	get	rid	of	Teresina.
One	evening	she	said	to	her	mother,	“Mother,	send	Teresina	into	the	woodhouse
tonight,	so	that	the	bear	may	come	and	eat	her	while	she’s	alone	in	the	forest.”
So,	 the	mother	gave	Teresina	a	piece	of	dry	bread	and	said	 to	her,	“Take	your
distaff	and	go	and	spin	wool	in	the	woodhouse	tonight.”
“Very	well,”	said	Teresina,	and	went	out	into	the	forest,	and	the	dog	and	the	cat
went	with	her.
When	 she	 got	 into	 the	woodhouse,	 she	 shut	 the	 door,	 pulled	 out	 her	 piece	 of
bread,	and	began	to	eat	her	supper.
“Miaou,	miaou,”	said	pussy,	and	patted	her	arm.
“Ah,	poor	little	pussy,	are	you	hungry	too?	Here’s	a	piece	of	bread	for	you.”
“Bow-wow,”	said	the	dog,	and	put	his	front	paws	on	her	knee.
“Yes,	little	one,	here’s	a	piece	for	you	too,	you	must	be	hungry,	I’m	sure.”
When	she	had	finished	her	bread	she	began	to	spin,	but	she	had	not	been	at	work
long	when	she	heard	a	knock	at	the	door.
“Who’s	there?”
“The	bear,”	was	the	answer.
“Oh	dear,	what	shall	I	do?”	said	Teresina.
“Tell	 him	you’ll	 let	 him	 in	when	he	brings	you	a	dress	 like	 the	 sun,”	 said	 the
dog.
So,	Teresina	did	as	she	was	advised,	and	 the	bear	went	 in	a	very	short	 time	to



Paris	and	came	back	with	a	dress	as	beautiful	as	the	sun.
“Tell	him	he	must	bring	one	like	the	moon,”	said	the	cat.
	

The	bear	brought	that	too.
“Now	ask	 for	one	 like	 the	 sky	with	 the	 stars	 in	 it,”	 said	 the	dog,	 and	 the	bear
soon	came	back	with	that	as	well.
“What	shall	I	do	now?”	asked	Teresina.
“You	must	ask	for	a	nice	silk	handkerchief	for	your	head.”
So,	the	bear	brought	the	most	beautiful	that	ever	was	seen.
“What	can	I	say	next?”	said	Teresina,	“I	shall	have	to	let	him	in.”
“No,	no,	ask	for	a	fan.”
The	bear	brought	a	fan	such	as	Teresina	had	never	imagined.
“One	thing	more,”	said	the	dog,	“ask	for	a	chest	of	linen.”
Again,	Teresina	followed	the	animal’s	advice,	and	almost	immediately	the	bear
appeared	at	the	door	with	the	chest	of	linen.	But	just	as	he	arrived	the	sun	rose,
and	he	was	obliged	to	go	away.	Then	Teresina	put	the	chest	on	her	head,	took	up
her	dresses,	her	handkerchief	and	her	fan,	and	went	away	home	with	the	cat	and
the	dog.
When	she	appeared	among	the	trees	before	the	house,	Luisa	was	first	of	all	very
much	disappointed,	 for	she	 thought	 that	 the	bear	had	certainly	eaten	her	sister,
but	when	Teresina	showed	all	her	beautiful	 things,	 then	Luisa	fairly	cried	with
spite.
“Give	them	to	me,	Teresina,”	she	said,	“you	must	and	shall	give	them	to	me!”
“No,	no,”	said	Teresina,	“they’re	mine	and	I	shall	keep	them.”
“Then,	mother,”	exclaimed	Luisa,	“let	me	go	to	the	woodhouse	tonight.	I	will	go
to	the	woodhouse	tonight	and	see	the	bear.	I	will,	I	will!”
So,	the	mother	gave	her	a	nice	slice	of	polenta	with	plenty	of	cheese,	and	in	the
evening	Luisa	went	off,	followed	by	the	cat	and	dog.
“Miaou,	miaou,”	said	the	cat,	when	Luisa	began	to	eat.
“Bow-wow,”	said	the	dog.
“Get	away,	ugly	beasts,”	said	Luisa,	and	kicked	at	 them	with	her	heavy	nailed
boots.	Then	came	a	knock	at	the	door.
“What	shall	I	do?”	asked	Luisa.
“Open,”	said	the	cat	and	the	dog,	“it’s	the	bear	with	the	dresses.”



So,	Luisa	opened	the	door,	and	the	bear	came	and	ate	her	all	up.
But	Teresina	put	on	her	beautiful	dresses	when	she	went	out	walking,	and	one
day	 the	 king’s	 son	 saw	 her,	 and	 loved	 her	 because	 she	 looked	 so	 good	 and
beautiful.	So,	Teresina	married	the	prince,	and	afterwards	became	queen	of	the
land.
	



PALOMBELLETTA

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	A	PEASANT	whose	wife	had	died	and	left	him	one
little	 girl,	who	was	 the	most	 beautiful	 creature	 that	 ever	was	 seen.	No	 one	 on
earth	 could	 compare	 with	 her	 for	 beauty.	 After	 a	 while	 the	 peasant	 married
again,	 this	 time	he	married	a	peasant-woman	who	had	a	daughter	who	was	the
most	deformed	object	that	ever	was	seen.	No	one	on	earth	could	compare	with
her	 for	deformity,	 and,	moreover,	her	 skin	was	quite	black	and	shrivelled,	 and
altogether	no	one	could	bear	to	look	at	her,	she	was	so	hideous.
One	day	when	everyone	was	out,	and	only	 the	 fair	daughter	at	home,	 the	king
came	by	from	hunting	 thirsty,	and	he	stopped	at	 the	cottage	and	asked	 the	fair
maid	for	a	glass	of	water.	When	he	saw	how	fair	she	was	and	with	what	grace
she	waited	on	him,	he	said,	“Fair	maiden,	if	you	will,	I	will	come	back	in	eight
days	 and	 make	 you	 my	 wife.”	 The	 maiden	 answered,	 “Indeed	 I	 will	 it,	 your
Majesty!”	and	the	king	rode	away.
When	 the	 stepmother	 came	 home	 the	 simple	 maiden	 told	 her	 all	 that	 had
happened,	 and	 she	 answered	 her	 deceitfully,	 congratulating	 her	 on	 her	 good
fortune.	Before	 the	 day	 came	 round,	 however,	 she	 shut	 the	 fair	maiden	 in	 the
cellar.	 When	 the	 king	 came,	 she	 went	 out	 to	 meet	 him	 with	 a	 smiling	 face,
saying,	“Good	day,	Sire!	What	is	your	royal	pleasure?”	And	the	king	answered,
“To	marry	your	daughter	am	I	come.”	Then	the	stepmother	brought	out	her	own
daughter	to	him,	all	wrapped	up	in	a	wide	mantle,	and	her	face	covered	with	a
thick	veil,	and	a	hood	over	that.
“Rest	assured,	good	woman,	that	your	daughter	will	be	my	tenderest	care,”	said
the	king,	“but	you	must	take	those	wrappers	off.”
“By	no	means,	Sire!”	exclaimed	the	stepmother.	“And	beware	you	do	it	not.	You
have	 seen	 how	 fair	 she	 is	 above	 all	 the	 children	 of	 earth.	 But	 this	 exceeding
beauty	she	has	on	one	condition.	 If	one	breath	of	air	strike	her	she	 loses	 it	all.
Therefore,	Oh,	king!	Let	not	the	veil	be	removed.”
When	 the	 king	 heard	 that	 he	 called	 for	 another	 veil,	 and	 another	 hood,	 and



wrapping	 her	 still	 more	 carefully	 round,	 handed	 her	 into	 the	 carriage	 he	 had
brought	for	her,	shut	the	door	close,	and	rode	away	on	horseback	by	her	side.
When	 they	 arrived	 at	 the	 palace	 the	 hideous	 daughter	 of	 the	 stepmother	 was
married	to	the	king	all	wrapped	up	in	her	veils.
The	stepmother,	however,	went	 into	her	 room,	 full	of	 triumph	at	what	she	had
done.	“But	what	am	I	to	do	with	the	other	girl!”	she	said	to	herself,	“somehow	or
other	someday	she	will	get	out	of	the	cellar,	and	the	king	will	see	her,	and	it	will
be	worse	 for	my	daughter	 than	before.”	And	as	 she	knew	not	what	 to	do,	 she
went	to	a	witch	to	help	her.
“This	is	what	you	must	do,”	said	the	witch.	“Take	this	pin	(and	she	gave	her	a
long	pin	with	a	gold	head)	and	put	it	 into	the	head	of	the	maiden,	and	she	will
become	a	dove.	Then	have	ready	a	cage,	and	keep	her	in	it,	and	no	one	will	ever
see	her	for	a	maiden	more.”
The	stepmother	went	therefore,	and	bought	a	cage,	and	taking	the	large	pin	down
into	 the	cellar,	 she	drove	 the	pin	 into	 the	 fair	maiden’s	head,	holding	open	 the
cage	as	she	did	so.
As	soon	as	the	pin	entered	the	maiden’s	head	she	became	a	dove,	but	instead	of
flying	into	the	cage	she	flew	over	the	stepmother’s	head,	far	away	out	of	sight.
On	she	flew	till	she	came	to	the	king’s	palace,	right	against	 the	window	of	the
kitchen	where	 the	 cook	was	 ready	 preparing	 a	 great	 dinner	 for	 the	 king.	 The
cook	looked	round	as	he	heard	the	poor	little	dove	beating	its	frightened	breast
against	the	window,	and,	fearful	lest	it	should	hurt	itself,	he	opened	the	window.
In	flew	the	dove	as	soon	as	he	opened	the	window,	and	flew	three	times	round
his	head,	singing	each	time	as	she	did	so,
	

Oh	cook!	Oh,	cook	of	the	royal	kitchen,
What	shall	we	do	with	the	Queen?
Sleep	you	all	soundly,	and	burnt	be	the	meal
Which	on	the	King’s	board	should	have	been.
	

As	soon	as	she	had	sung	this	the	third	time	the	cook	sank	into	a	deep	sleep.	The
dinner	from	want	of	attention	was	all	burnt	up,	and	when	the	king	sat	down	to
table,	there	was	nothing	to	set	before	him.
“Where	is	the	dinner?”	exclaimed	the	king,	as	he	looked	over	the	empty	table	to
which	he	had	brought	his	bride,	still	wrapped	up	in	her	thick	veils.
“Please	your	Majesty,	 the	dinner	 is	all	burnt	up	as	black	as	charcoal,”	said	 the



chamberlain,	 “and	 the	 cook	 sits	 in	 the	 kitchen	 so	 fast	 asleep	 that	 no	 one	 can
wake	him.”
“Go	and	fetch	me	a	dinner	from	the	inn,”	said	the	king,	“and	the	cook,	when	he
comes	to	himself,	let	him	be	brought	before	me.”
After	a	time	the	cook	came	to	himself,	and	the	chamberlain	brought	him	before
the	king.
“Tell	me	 how	 this	 happened,”	 said	 the	 king	 to	 the	 cook.	 “All	 these	 years	 you
have	served	me	well	and	faithfully.	How	is	it	that	today,
when	the	dinner	should	have	been	of	the	best	in	honour	of	my	bride,	everything
is	burnt	up,	and	the	king’s	table	is	left	empty?”
“Indeed,	 the	dinner	had	been	of	 the	best,	Sire,”	answered	 the	cook.	“So,	had	 I
prepared	it.	Only,	when	all	was	nearly	ready,	there	came	a	dove	flying	in	at	the
window,	and	flew	three	times	round	my	head,	singing	each	time:
	

Cook	of	the	royal	kitchen,
What	shall	we	do	with	the	Queen?
Sleep	you	all	soundly,	and	burnt	be	the	meal
Which	on	the	King’s	board	should	have	been.
	

After	that	a	deep	sleep	fell	on	me	and	I	know	nothing	more	of	what	happened.”
“That	must	have	been	a	singular	dove,”	said	the	king,	“bring	her	to	me	and	you
shall	be	forgiven.”
The	cook	went	down	to	look	for	the	dove,	and	found	her	midway,	flying	to	meet
him.
“There	is	the	dove,	Sire,”	said	the	cook,	handing	the	dove	to	the	king.
“So,	 you	 spoilt	 my	 dinner,	 did	 you	 palombelletta,”	 said	 the	 king.	 “But	 never
mind.	You	are	a	dear	little	dove,	and	I	forgive	you,”	and	he	put	her	in	his	breast
and	 stroked	 her.	 Thus,	 as	 he	 went	 on	 stroking	 and	 fondling	 her,	 calling	 her
“palombelletta	bella!”	he	felt	the	gold	head	of	the	stepmother’s	big	pin	through
the	feathers.	“What	have	you	got	in	your	head,	palombelletta	dear?”	he	said,	and
pulled	the	pin	out.
Instantly	the	fair	maiden	stood	before	him	in	all	her	surpassing	beauty	as	he	had
seen	her	at	the	first.	“Are	you	not	my	fair	maiden	who	promised	to	marry	me?”
exclaimed	the	king.
“The	very	same,	and	no	other,”	replied	the	maiden.



“Then	 who	 is	 this	 one?”	 said	 the	 king,	 and	 he	 turned	 to	 the	 stepmother’s
daughter	 beside	 him,	 and	 tore	 off	 her	 veil.	Then	he	understood	 the	 deceit	 that
had	been	played	on	him,	and	he	sent	for	the	stepmother,	and	ordered	that	she	and
her	daughter	should	be	punished	with	death.
	



THE	STORY	OF	BENSURDATU

Adapted	 from	a	Sicilian	original	 taken	 from	Laura	Gonzenbach’s	Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Grey
Fairy	Book	published	in	1900.
	

	

THERE	 WAS	 ONCE	 A	 KING	 AND	 a	 queen	 who	 had	 three	 wonderfully
beautiful	daughters,	and	their	one	thought,	from	morning	till	night,	was	how	they
could	make	the	girls	happy.
One	day	the	princesses	said	to	the	king,	"Dear	father,	we	want	so	much	to	have	a
picnic,	and	eat	our	dinner	in	the	country."
"Very	well,	dear	children,	let	us	have	a	picnic	by	all	means,"	answered	he,	and
gave	orders	that	everything	should	be	got	ready.
When	luncheon	was	prepared	it	was	put	into	a	cart,	and	the	royal	family	stepped
into	 a	 carriage	 and	 drove	 right	 away	 into	 the	 country.	After	 a	 few	miles	 they
reached	 a	 house	 and	 garden	 belonging	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 close	 by	 was	 their
favourite	place	 for	 lunch.	The	drive	had	made	 them	very	hungry,	and	 they	ate
with	a	hearty	appetite,	till	almost	all	the	food	had	disappeared.
When	 they	had	quite	done,	 they	 said	 to	 their	 parents,	 "Now	we	 should	 like	 to
wander	about	the	garden	a	little,	but	when	you	want	to	go	home,	just	call	to	us."
And	they	ran	off,	laughing,	down	a	green	glade,	which	led	to	the	garden.
But	no	sooner	had	they	stepped	across	the	fence,	than	a	dark	cloud	came	down
and	covered	them,	and	prevented	them	seeing	where	they	were	going.
Meanwhile	the	king	and	queen	sat	lazily	among	the	heather,	and	an	hour	or	two
slipped	 away.	 The	 sun	 was	 dropping	 towards	 the	 horizon,	 and	 they	 began	 to
think	it	was	time	to	go	home.	So,	they	called	to	their	daughters	and	called	again,
but	no	one	answered	them.
Frightened	at	 the	 silence,	 they	 searched	every	corner	of	 the	garden,	 the	house,
and	the	neighbouring	wood,	but	no	trace	of	the	girls	was	to	be	found	anywhere.
The	earth	seemed	to	have	swallowed	them	up.	The	poor	parents	were	in	despair.
The	queen	wept	all	the	way	home,	and	for	many	days	after,	and	the	king	issued	a
proclamation	that	whoever	should	bring	back	his	lost	daughters	should	have	one



of	them	to	wife,	and	should,	after	his	death,	reign	in	his	stead.
Now	 two	young	 generals	were	 at	 that	 time	 living	 at	 the	 court,	 and	when	 they
heard	the	king’s	declaration,	they	said	one	to	the	other,	"Let	us	go	in	search	of
them;	perhaps	we	shall	be	the	lucky	persons."
And	they	set	out,	each	mounted	on	a	strong	horse,	taking	with	them	a	change	of
raiment	and	some	money.
But	 though	 they	 inquired	 at	 every	 village	 they	 rode	 through,	 they	 could	 hear
nothing	 of	 the	 princesses,	 and	 by-and-by	 their	money	was	 all	 spent,	 and	 they
were	 forced	 to	 sell	 their	 horses,	 or	 give	 up	 the	 search.	 Even	 this	money	 only
lasted	a	little	while	longer,	and	nothing	but	their	clothes	lay	between	them	and
starvation.	They	 sold	 the	 spare	garments	 that	were	bound	on	 their	 saddles	 and
went	in	the	coats	they	stood	up	in	to	the	inn,	to	beg	for	some	food,	as	they	were
really	 starving.	When,	 however,	 they	 had	 to	 pay	 for	what	 they	 had	 eaten	 and
drank,	they	said	to	the	host,	"We	have	no	money,	and	naught	but	the	clothes	we
stand	up	in.	Take	these,	and	give	us	instead	some	old	rags,	and	let	us	stay	here
and	 serve	 you."	 And	 the	 innkeeper	 was	 content	 with	 the	 bargain,	 and	 the
generals	remained,	and	were	his	servants.
All	 this	 time	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 remained	 in	 their	 palace	 hungering	 for	 their
children,	but	not	a	word	was	heard	of	either	of	them	or	of	the	generals	who	had
gone	to	seek	for	them.
Now	 there	 was	 living	 in	 the	 palace	 a	 faithful	 servant	 of	 the	 king’s	 called
Bensurdatu,	who	had	served	him	for	many	years,	and	when	Bensurdatu	saw	how
grieved	the	king	was,	he	lifted	up	his	voice	and	said	to	him,	"Your	majesty,	let
me	go	and	seek	your	daughters."
"No,	 no,	Bensurdatu,"	 replied	 the	 king.	 "Three	 daughters	 have	 I	 lost,	 and	 two
generals,	and	shall	I	lose	you	also?"
But	Bensurdatu	said	again,	"Let	me	now	go,	your	majesty;	trust	me,	and	I	will
bring	you	back	your	daughters."
Then	the	king	gave	way,	and	Bensurdatu	set	forth,	and	rode	on	till	he	came	to
the	 inn,	 where	 he	 dismounted	 and	 asked	 for	 food.	 It	 was	 brought	 by	 the	 two
generals,	whom	he	knew	at	once	in	spite	of	 their	miserable	clothes,	and,	much
astonished,	asked	them	how	in	the	world	they	came	there.
They	 told	 him	 all	 their	 adventures,	 and	 he	 sent	 for	 the	 innkeeper,	 and	 said	 to
him,	 "Give	 them	back	 their	garments,	 and	 I	will	pay	everything	 that	 they	owe
you."
And	the	innkeeper	did	as	he	was	bid,	and	when	the	two	generals	were	dressed	in
their	 proper	 clothes,	 they	 declared	 they	would	 join	 Bensurdatu,	 and	with	 him
seek	for	the	king’s	daughters.



The	three	companions	rode	on	for	many	miles,	and	at	length	they	came	to	a	wild
place,	without	sign	of	a	human	being.	It	was	getting	dark	and	fearing	to	be	lost
on	this	desolate	spot	 they	pushed	on	their	horses,	and	at	 last	saw	a	 light	 in	 the
window	of	a	tiny	hut.
"Who	comes	there?"	asked	a	voice,	as	they	knocked	at	the	door.
"Oh!	have	pity	on	us,	and	give	us	a	night’s	shelter,"	replied	Bensurdatu;	"we	are
three	tired	travellers	who	have	lost	our	way."
Then	the	door	was	opened	by	a	very	old	woman	who	stood	back	and	beckoned
them	to	enter.	"Whence	do	you	come,	and	where	do	you	go?"	said	she.
"Ah,	good	woman,	we	have	a	heavy	task	before	us,"	answered	Bensurdatu,	"we
are	bound	to	carry	the	king’s	daughters	back	to	the	palace!"
"Oh,	 unhappy	 creatures,"	 cried	 she,	 "you	 know	 not	 what	 you	 are	 doing!	 The
king’s	daughters	were	covered	by	a	thick	cloud,	and	no	one	knows	where	they
may	now	be."
"Oh,	 tell	 us,	 if	 you	 know,	my	 good	woman,"	 entreated	 Bensurdatu,	 "for	 with
them	lies	all	our	happiness."
"Even	 if	 I	were	 to	 tell	you,"	answered	she,	"you	could	not	 rescue	 them.	To	do
that	 you	 would	 have	 to	 go	 to	 the	 very	 bottom	 of	 a	 deep	 river,	 and	 though
certainly	 you	 would	 find	 the	 king’s	 daughters	 there,	 yet	 the	 two	 eldest	 are
guarded	 by	 two	 giants,	 and	 the	 youngest	 is	 watched	 by	 a	 serpent	 with	 seven
heads."
The	 two	generals,	who	stood	by	 listening,	were	filled	with	 terror	at	her	words,
and	wished	to	return	immediately;	but	Bensurdatu	stood	firm	and	said,	"Now	we
have	got	so	 far	we	must	carry	 the	 thing	 through.	Tell	us	where	 the	 river	 is,	 so
that	we	may	get	there	as	soon	as	possible."	And	the	old	woman	told	them,	and
gave	 them	 some	 cheese,	 wine,	 and	 bread,	 so	 that	 they	 should	 not	 set	 forth
starving;	 and	 when	 they	 had	 eaten	 and	 drunk,	 they	 laid	 themselves	 down	 to
sleep.
The	sun	had	only	just	risen	above	the	hills	next	morning	before	 they	all	woke,
and,	taking	leave	of	the	wise	woman	who	had	helped	them,	they	rode	on	till	they
came	to	the	river.
"I	am	the	eldest,"	said	one	of	the	generals,	"and	it	is	my	right	to	go	down	first."
So,	the	others	fastened	a	cord	round	him,	and	gave	him	a	little	bell,	and	let	him
down	into	the	water.	But	scarcely	had	the	river	closed	above	his	head	when	such
dreadful	 rushing	 sounds	 and	 peals	 of	 thunder	 came	 crashing	 round	 about	 him
that	 he	 lost	 all	 his	 courage,	 and	 rang	 his	 bell,	 if	 perchance	 it	 might	 be	 heard
amidst	all	this	clamour.	Great	was	his	relief	when	the	rope	began	slowly	to	pull
him	upwards.



Then	the	other	general	plunged	in;	but	he	fared	no	better	than	the	first	and	was
soon	on	dry	ground	again.
"Well,	you	are	a	brave	pair!"	said	Bensurdatu,	as	he	tied	the	rope	round	his	own
waist;	"let	us	see	what	will	happen	to	me."	And	when	he	heard	the	thunder	and
clamour	 round	about	him,	he	 thought	 to	himself,	 "Oh,	make	as	much	noise	 as
you	like,	it	won’t	hurt	me!"	When	his	feet	touched	the	bottom	he	found	himself
in	a	large,	brilliantly	lighted	hall,	and	in	the	middle	sat	the	eldest	princess,	and	in
front	 of	 her	 lay	 a	 huge	 giant,	 fast	 asleep.	 Directly	 she	 saw	 Bensurdatu	 she
nodded	to	him	and	asked	with	her	eyes	how	he	had	come	there.
For	answer	he	drew	his	sword,	and	was	about	to	cut	off	the	giant’s	head,	when
she	stopped	him	quickly,	and	made	signs	to	hide	himself,	as	 the	giant	was	just
beginning	 to	wake.	 "I	 smell	 the	 flesh	 of	 a	man!"	murmured	 he,	 stretching	 his
great	arms.
"Why,	how	in	the	world	could	any	man	get	down	here?"	replied	she;	"you	had
better	go	to	sleep	again."
So,	he	 turned	over	and	went	 to	 sleep.	Then	 the	princess	 signed	 to	Bensurdatu,
who	drew	his	sword	and	cut	off	 the	giant’s	head	with	such	a	blow	that	 it	 flew
into	the	corner.	And	the	heart	of	the	princess	leapt	within	her,	and	she	placed	a
golden	crown	on	the	head	of	Bensurdatu	and	called	him	her	deliverer.
"Now	show	me	where	your	sisters	are,"	he	said,	"that	I	may	free	them	also."
So,	 the	princess	opened	a	door,	 and	 led	him	 into	 another	hall,	wherein	 sat	her
next	sister,	guarded	by	a	giant	who	was	 fast	asleep.	When	 the	second	princess
saw	them,	she	made	a	sign	to	them	to	hide	themselves,	for	the	giant	was	showing
symptoms	of	waking.
"I	smell	man’s	flesh!"	murmured	he,	sleepily.
"Now,	how	could	any	man	get	down	here?"	asked	she;	"go	to	sleep	again."	And
as	soon	as	he	closed	his	eyes,	Bensurdatu	stole	out	from	his	corner,	and	struck
such	a	blow	at	his	head	 that	 it	 flew	 far,	 far	 away.	The	princess	 could	not	 find
words	to	thank	Bensurdatu	for	what	he	had	done,	and	she	too	placed	in	his	hand
a	golden	crown.
"Now	 show	me	 where	 your	 youngest	 sister	 is,"	 said	 he,	 "that	 I	 may	 free	 her
also."
"Ah!	 that	 I	 fear	 you	will	 never	 be	 able	 to	 do,"	 sighed	 they,	 "for	 she	 is	 in	 the
power	of	a	serpent	with	seven	heads."
"Take	me	to	him,"	replied	Bensurdatu.	"It	will	be	a	splendid	fight."
Then	 the	 princess	 opened	 a	 door,	 and	 Bensurdatu	 passed	 through,	 and	 found
himself	 in	 a	 hall	 that	was	 even	 larger	 than	 the	 other	 two.	And	 there	 stood	 the
youngest	sister,	chained	fast	to	the	wall,	and	before	her	was	stretched	a	serpent



with	seven	heads,	horrible	to	see.	As	Bensurdatu	came	forward	it	twisted	all	its
seven	heads	in	his	direction,	and	then	made	a	quick	dart	to	snatch	him	within	its
grasp.	But	Bensurdatu	drew	his	sword	and	 laid	about	him,	 till	 the	seven	heads
were	rolling	on	the	floor.	Flinging	down	his	sword	he	rushed	to	the	princess	and
broke	her	chains,	and	she	wept	for	joy,	and	embraced	him,	and	took	the	golden
crown	from	off	her	head,	and	placed	it	in	his	hand.
"Now	we	must	go	back	to	the	upper	world,"	said	Bensurdatu,	and	led	her	to	the
bottom	of	the	river.	The	other	princesses	were	waiting	there,	and	he	tied	the	rope
round	the	eldest,	and	rung	his	bell.	And	the	generals	above	heard	and	drew	her
gently	up.	They	then	unfastened	the	cord	and	threw	it	back	into	the	river,	and	in
a	few	moments	the	second	princess	stood	beside	her	sister.
So,	 now	 there	 were	 left	 only	 Bensurdatu	 and	 the	 youngest	 princess.	 "Dear
Bensurdatu,"	said	she,	"do	me	a	kindness,	and	let	them	draw	you	up	before	me.	I
dread	the	treachery	of	the	generals.
"No,	no,"	replied	Bensurdatu,	"I	certainly	will	not	leave	you	down	here.	There	is
nothing	to	fear	from	my	comrades."
"If	it	is	your	wish,	I	will	go	up	then;	but	first	I	swear	that	if	you	do	not	follow	to
marry	me,	 I	 shall	 stay	 single	 for	 the	 rest	 of	my	 life."	Then	he	bound	 the	 rope
round	her,	and	the	generals	drew	her	up.
But	 instead	of	 lowering	 the	 rope	 again	 into	 the	 river,	 envy	 at	 the	 courage	 and
success	of	Bensurdatu	so	 filled	 the	hearts	of	 the	 two	generals,	 that	 they	 turned
away	and	left	him	to	perish.	And,	more	than	that,	they	threatened	the	princesses,
and	forced	them	to	promise	to	tell	their	parents	that	it	was	the	two	generals	who
had	set	them	free.	"And	if	they	should	ask	you	about	Bensurdatu,	you	must	say
you	have	never	seen	him,"	they	added;	and	the	princesses,	fearing	for	their	lives,
promised	everything,	and	they	rode	back	to	court	together.
The	king	and	queen	were	beside	themselves	with	joy	when	they	saw	their	dear
children	once	more.	But	when	the	generals	had	told	their	story,	and	the	dangers
they	had	 run,	 the	king	declared	 that	 they	had	gained	 their	 reward,	and	 that	 the
two	eldest	princesses	should	become	their	wives.
And	now	we	must	see	what	poor	Bensurdatu	was	doing.
He	waited	patiently	 a	 long,	 long	 time,	 but	when	 the	 rope	never	 came	back	he
knew	he	 had	 been	 right,	 and	 that	 his	 comrades	 had	 betrayed	 him.	 "Ah,	 now	 I
shall	 never	 reach	 the	world	 again,"	murmured	he;	 but	 being	 a	brave	man,	 and
knowing	that	moaning	his	fate	would	profit	him	nothing,	he	rose	and	began	 to
search	through	the	three	halls,	where,	perhaps,	he	might	find	something	to	help
him.	In	the	last	one	stood	a	dish,	covered	with	food,	which	reminded	him	that	he
was	hungry,	and	he	sat	down	and	ate	and	drank.
Months	passed	away,	when,	one	morning,	as	he	was	walking	through	the	halls,



he	noticed	a	purse	hanging	on	the	wall,	which	had	never	been	there	before.	He
took	it	down	to	examine	it,	and	nearly	let	it	fall	with	surprise	when	a	voice	came
from	the	purse	saying,	"What	commands	have	you?"
"Oh,	 take	me	out	of	 this	horrible	place,	and	up	 into	 the	world	again;	"and	 in	a
moment	he	was	standing	by	the	river	bank,	with	the	purse	tightly	grasped	in	his
hand.
"Now	 let	me	have	 the	most	beautiful	 ship	 that	 ever	was	built,	 all	manned	and
ready	 for	 sea."	 And	 there	was	 the	 ship,	 with	 a	 flag	 floating	 from	 its	mast	 on
which	were	the	words,	"King	with	the	three	crowns."	Then	Bensurdatu	climbed
on	board,	and	sailed	away	to	the	city	where	the	three	princesses	dwelt;	and	when
he	reached	the	harbour	he	blew	trumpets	and	beat	drums,	so	that	everyone	ran	to
the	doors	 and	windows.	And	 the	king	heard	 too,	 and	 saw	 the	beautiful	vessel,
and	 said	 to	himself,	 "That	must	 indeed	be	a	mighty	monarch,	 for	he	has	 three
crowns	while	I	have	only	one."	So,	he	hastened	to	greet	the	stranger,	and	invited
him	to	his	castle,	for,	 thought	he,	"this	will	be	a	fine	husband	for	my	youngest
daughter."	Now,	the	youngest	princess	had	never	married,	and	had	turned	a	deaf
ear	to	all	her	wooers.
Such	a	long	time	had	passed	since	Bensurdatu	had	left	the	palace,	that	the	king
never	guessed	for	a	moment	that	the	splendidly	clad	stranger	before	him	was	the
man	whom	 he	 had	 so	 deeply	mourned	 as	 dead.	 "Noble	 lord,"	 said	 he,	 "let	 us
feast	 and	make	merry	 together,	 and	 then,	 if	 it	 seems	 good	 to	 you,	 do	me	 the
honour	to	take	my	youngest	daughter	to	wife."
And	Bensurdatu	was	glad,	and	they	all	sat	down	to	a	great	feast,	and	there	were
great	rejoicings.	But	only	the	youngest	daughter	was	sad,	for	her	thoughts	were
with	 Bensurdatu.	 After	 they	 arose	 from	 the	 table	 the	 king	 said	 to	 her,	 "Dear
child,	this	mighty	lord	does	you	the	honour	to	ask	your	hand	in	marriage."
"Oh,	father,"	answered	she,	"spare	me,	I	pray	you,	for	I	desire	to	remain	single."
Then	Bensurdatu	turned	to	her,	and	said,	"And	if	I	were	Bensurdatu,	would	you
give	the	same	answer	to	me?"
And	as	she	stood	silently	gazing	at	him,	he	added,	"Yes,	I	am	Bensurdatu;	and
this	is	my	story."
The	 king	 and	 queen	 had	 their	 hearts	 stirred	 within	 them	 at	 the	 tale	 of	 his
adventures,	 and	when	 he	 had	 ended	 the	 king	 stretched	 out	 his	 hand,	 and	 said,
"Dear	Bensurdatu,	my	youngest	daughter	shall	indeed	be	your	wife;	and	when	I
die	my	crown	shall	be	yours.	As	for	the	men	who	have	betrayed	you,	they	shall
leave	the	country	and	you	shall	see	them	no	more."
And	the	wedding	feast	was	ordered,	and	rejoicings	were	held	for	three	days	over
the	marriage	of	Bensurdatu	and	the	youngest	princess.



	



A	TUSCAN	BLUEBEARD

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	woman	who	had	three	daughters.	One
day	 a	 sexton	 knocked	 at	 her	 door	 and	 said,	 “Good	 wife,	 give	 me	 a	 piece	 of
bread.”
The	woman	said	to	the	eldest	daughter,	“Take	the	poor	man	a	piece	of	bread.	He
looks	very	wretched.”
But	when	the	girl	got	outside	the	door	with	the	bread,	the	sexton	said,	“It’s	you	I
want,”	and	he	caught	her	up	and	carried	her	away.
After	a	while	they	reached	a	field	where	there	was	a	hole	in	the	ground.	In	the
hole	 the	 girl	 saw	 steps,	 and	when	 they	 got	 to	 the	 bottom	 of	 these,	 she	 found
herself	in	the	most	beautiful	palace	she	had	ever	seen.
“Now,”	said	the	man,	“this	palace	shall	belong	to	you.	I	shall	be	away	all	day,
but	shall	come	back	every	evening,	so	you	need	not	be	lonely.	While	I	am	away
you	may	 amuse	 yourself	 as	 you	 like.	Here	 are	 the	 keys.	You	 can	 explore	 the
whole	palace	except	the	room	which	this	key	opens,	there	you	are	never	to	go.”
“Very	well,”	said	the	girl,	“I	won’t.”
“Take	this	ring,”	continued	the	man,	putting	one	on	her	finger.	“So,	long	as	the
gold	remains	bright,	I	shall	know	you	have	been	obedient.	When	it	is	cloudy,	I
shall	know	you	have	opened	the	door.”
For	 some	 days	 the	 girl	 was	 quite	 happy	 exploring	 the	 wonders	 of	 this
underground	palace,	but	little	by	little	she	began	to	want	to	see	what	was	in	the
room	which	was	 forbidden	 her,	 and	 at	 last	 the	 desire	 to	 open	 that	 door	 quite
overcame	her	dread	of	punishment.	She	put	in	the	key,	turned	it,	pushed	open	the
door,	and	went	in.
She	found	herself	in	a	marble	courtyard	opening	on	to	a	beautiful	garden.	In	the
middle	of	the	courtyard	was	a	pond,	in	which	was	swimming	a	lovely	gold-red
fish.
“Oh,	I	must	catch	you,”	said	the	girl,	and	plunged	her	hand	into	the	water.	But



the	fish	bit	her	so	sharply	that	she	withdrew	her	hand	immediately,	and	then	she
saw	that	the	ring	was	covered	with	blood.	She	rubbed	and	rubbed,	but	the	blood
would	not	come	off.	The	ring	was	stained	and	cloudy,	and	sadly	she	went	out,
locking	the	door	behind	her.
When	the	man	came	home	that	night	he	found	her	sad	and	dejected.
“Ah,”	said	he,	“you	have	disobeyed	me.	Let	me	see	the	ring.”
She	tried	to	hide	her	hand,	but	it	was	no	good.	He	looked	at	the	ring,	and	then
cut	off	her	head,	and	put	head	and	body	against	one	of	the	columns	in	the	marble
courtyard.
After	that	he	went	back	to	the	girl’s	home,	and	again	asked	for	bread.
“Go,”	said	the	mother	to	the	second	daughter,	“carry	the	poor	man	something	to
eat.”
But	when	 the	 second	daughter	 came	 to	him	he	 treated	her	 as	 he	had	done	 the
first.	He	carried	her	off	to	the	underground	palace,	gave	her	the	keys,	and	a	ring,
and	told	her,	too,	that	she	might	do	anything	she	liked,	except	open	that	door.
It	happened	to	the	second	as	it	had	done	to	the	first.	She	got	tired	of	wandering
about	the	palace	with	nothing	to	do,	opened	the	door,	and	went	into	the	marble
courtyard.	She,	too,	tried	to	catch	the	fish.	She,	too,	was	bitten,	her	ring	became
cloudy,	and	she	was	beheaded	and	put	beside	her	sister.
Then	the	man	returned	and	carried	away	the	youngest	girl.	Now	the	youngest	is
always	cleverer	than	her	elder	sisters,	and	so	it	happened	in	this	case.	After	she
had	 spent	 some	 time	 in	 the	palace,	 she,	 too,	determined	 to	open	 the	 forbidden
door.	So,	she	took	off	her	ring,	put	it	in	her	work-basket,	and	went	in.	She	tried
to	catch	the	fish,	as	her	sisters	had	done,	and	then	began	to	wander	about.	She
soon	saw	her	sisters”	heads	and	bodies,	and	that	made	her	sad.	When	it	was	near
evening	she	left	the	courtyard,	put	on	her	ring,	and	went	to	meet	her	husband	as
brightly	and	cheerfully	as	ever.
“Ah,”	said	the	man,	“I	can	see	that	you	have	not	disobeyed	me.	You’re	a	dear,
good	little	wife.”
Every	 day,	 as	 soon	 as	 her	 husband	was	 gone,	 the	 girl	 took	 her	work	 into	 the
garden	 and	 sat	 there,	 knitting	 or	 playing	 with	 the	 fish,	 but	 she	 was	 unhappy
because	of	her	sisters.
One	morning	as	she	was	at	work	she	saw	a	 little	 lizard	without	a	 tail.	The	 tail
was	lying	on	the	ground	beside	it.	She	watched	the	creature	and	saw	it	bite	a	leaf
off	a	certain	plant,	turn	its	head	over	its	back,	and	touch	its	body	and	its	tail	with
the	 leaf.	 Instantly	 tail	 and	 body	 grew	 together,	 and	 the	 lizard	 ran	 off	 quite
merrily.
“Aha,”	thought	the	girl,	“now	I	know	what	to	do!”	So,	she	picked	the	plant,	went



into	 the	courtyard,	put	her	sisters”	heads	on	 to	 their	 respective	bodies,	 touched
the	necks	with	the	plants,	and	there	were	her	sisters	quite	well	again.	Then	she
took	them	upstairs	and	hid	them.
That	 evening	 she	 said	 to	 her	 husband,	 “I	 am	 afraid	my	mother	must	 be	 very
unhappy.	She	is	old	and	poor,	and	now	there	is	no	one	to	work	for	her	or	 take
care	of	her.	Let	me	go	and	see	her.”
“No,”	said	the	man,	“I	can’t	spare	you.”
“Well,	then,	let	me	fill	a	chest	with	clothes	and	money,	and	you	shall	carry	it	to
her.”
“Very	well,”	said	the	man,	“have	it	ready	by	tomorrow	morning.”
So,	the	girl	put	linen	and	gold	into	a	chest.	Then	she	made	her	eldest	sister	get	in,
and	shut	down	the	lid.
“Now,”	 she	 said	 to	 her	 husband,	 “you	 must	 not	 set	 down	 the	 chest	 at	 all.
Remember,	 I	 can	 see	 you	 all	 the	way.	Go	 straight	 there	 and	 back	 again,	 for	 I
want	you	at	home.”
The	man	put	the	chest	on	his	head	and	set	off.	After	a	time	he	began	to	want	to
put	down	his	burden	for	a	little,	and	said	to	himself,	“My	wife	can’t	possibly	see
me.	There’s	this	hill	between	me	and	her”,	and	he	began	to	set	down	the	chest.
“Do	 you	 think	 I	 can’t	 see	 you?”	 a	 voice	 said.	 “Silly	 man,	 I	 can	 see	 you
everywhere.”
“Oh	dear,	oh	dear,”	said	 the	man	 to	himself,	“what	a	clever	wife	mine	 is!	She
can	see	me	even	through	a	hill.	And	how	fond	of	me	she	is!	She	knows	what	I
am	 doing	 wherever	 I	 am.”	 So,	 he	 staggered	 on	 to	 his	 mother-in-law’s,	 threw
down	the	box,	and	went	home	again.
A	little	while	after	the	second	sister	was	sent	home	in	the	same	way,	and	now	the
girl	began	to	think	how	she	could	get	away	herself.	One	evening	she	said	to	her
husband,	 “I	 want	 you	 to	 take	 some	 more	 things	 to	 my	 mother.	 I	 shall	 get
everything	ready	tonight.	Don’t	wake	me	in	the	morning	before	you	go,	as	I	shall
come	to	bed	very	late.	I	have	to	make	the	bread.”
The	man	went	 off	 to	 bed,	 and	 the	 girl	 set	 to	work.	 She	made	 a	 great	 doll	 of
dough	and	put	it	in	her	bed,	then	she	put	clothes	and	money	into	the	chest,	crept
in	herself,	and	pulled	down	the	lid.
The	next	morning	the	man	got	up	early.	“Wife,	wife,”	he	shouted,	“good-bye!”
No	answer.	“Ah,	I	forgot,	she	was	up	late	making	bread.	She’s	a	dear	little	wife
and	works	very	hard.”
So,	he	crept	on	tiptoe	to	her	bedside,	saw	the	figure	under	the	clothes,	and	went
out	as	quietly	as	he	had	gone	in.



Then	he	 took	 the	 chest	 and	 started.	Again,	 he	wanted	 to	 set	 down	his	 burden,
again	 the	warning	voice	stopped	him,	and	at	 last	he	 flung	down	 the	box	at	his
mother-in-law’s	door,	declaring	that	this	was	the	last	he	would	bring	her.
When	he	got	home	he	called,	“Wife!	wife!”
Still	no	answer.	“What,	 is	 she	 still	 asleep?	She	must	be	 tired”,	and	he	went	 to
shake	 her.	 Then	 he	 found	 that	 there	 was	 no	 wife	 there,	 but	 only	 a	 figure	 of
dough,	and	that	he	was	alone	once	more	in	his	underground	palace.
	



LA	CENORIENTOLA

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	A	MERCHANT	who	had	three	daughters.	When	he
went	out	into	foreign	countries	to	buy	wares	he	told	them	he	would	bring	them
rare	presents	whatever	they	might	ask	for.	The	eldest	asked	for	precious	jewels,
the	second	for	rich	shawls,	but	the	youngest	who	was	always	kept	out	of	sight	in
the	kitchen	by	the	others	and	made	to	do	the	dirty	work	of	the	house,	asked	only
for	a	little	bird.
“So,	you	want	a	little	bird,	do	you!	What	is	the	use	of	a	little	bird	to	you!”	said
the	 sisters	mocking	 her,	 and	 “Papa	will	 have	 something	 else	 to	 think	 of	 than
minding	little	birds	on	a	long	journey.”
“But	 you	will	 bring	me	 a	 little	 bird,	won’t	 you,	 papa?”	 pleaded	 the	 little	 girl,
“and	I	can	tell	you	that	if	you	don’t	the	boat	you	are	on	will	stand	still,	and	will
neither	move	backwards	nor	forwards.”
The	merchant	went	away	 into	a	 far	country	and	bought	precious	wares,	but	he
forgot	all	about	the	little	bird.	It	was	only	when	he	had	got	on	board	a	boat	to	go
down	 a	 mighty	 river	 on	 his	 homeward	 way,	 and	 the	 captain	 found	 the	 boat
would	not	move	by	any	means,	that	he	remembered	what	his	daughter	had	said
to	him.	Then	while	 the	 captain	was	wondering	how	 it	was	 the	boat	would	not
move,	he	went	to	him	and	told	him	what	he	had	done.	But	the	captain	said,	“That
is	easily	set	right.	Here	close	by	is	a	garden	full	of	thousands	of	birds.	You	can
easily	 creep	 in	 and	 carry	 off	 one.	 One	 will	 never	 be	 missed	 among	 so	many
thousands.”
The	merchant	followed	his	directions	and	went	into	the	garden	where	there	were
so	many	thousand	birds	that	he	easily	caught	one.	The	captain	gave	him	a	cage,
and	he	brought	it	safely	home	and	gave	it	to	his	daughter.
That	night	the	elder	sisters	said	as	usual,	“We	are	going	to	the	ball.	You	will	stay
at	home	and	sweep	up	the	place	and	mind	the	fire.”
Now	 all	 the	 birds	 in	 the	 garden	 which	 the	 captain	 had	 pointed	 out	 to	 the
merchant	were	fairies,	so	when	the	others	were	gone	to	the	ball	and	the	youngest



daughter	went	into	her	room	to	her	bird,	she	sang	to	it:
“Give	me	splendid	raiment,
And	I	will	give	you	my	rags.”
	

Immediately,	the	bird	gave	her	the	most	beautiful	suit	of	clothes,	with	jewels	and
golden	 slippers,	 and	 a	 splendid	 carriage	 and	 prancing	 horses.	 With	 these	 the
maiden	went	 to	 the	ball	which	was	at	 the	king’s	palace.	The	moment	 the	king
saw	her	he	fell	 in	 love	with	her	and	would	dance	with	no	one	else.	The	sisters
were	furious	with	the	stranger	because	the	king	danced	all	night	with	her	and	not
with	them,	but	they	had	no	idea	it	was	their	sister.
The	second	night	she	did	the	same,	only	the	bird	gave	her	a	yet	more	beautiful
dress,	and	the	king	did	all	he	could	to	find	out	who	she	was,	but	she	would	not
tell	him.	Then	he	asked	her	name	and	she	said,	“They	call	me	Cenorientola.”
“Cenorientola,”	said	the	king,	“what	a	pretty	name!	I	never	heard	it	before.”
He	had	also	told	the	servants	that	they	must	run	after	her	carriage	and	see	where
it	went,	 but	 though	 they	 ran	 as	 fast	 as	 the	wind	 they	 could	not	 come	near	 the
pace	of	her	horses.
The	third	night	the	sisters	went	to	the	ball	and	left	her	at	home,	and	she	stayed	at
home	with	her	little	bird	and	sang	to	it:
	

“Give	me	splendid	raiment,
And	I	will	give	you	my	rags.”
	

Then	the	bird	gave	her	a	more	splendid	suit	still,	and	the	king	paid	her	as	much
attention	 as	 ever.	 But	 to	 the	 servants	 he	 had	 said,	 “If	 you	 don’t	 follow	 fast
enough	tonight	to	see	where	she	lives	I	will	have	all	your	heads	cut	off.”	So,	they
used	such	extra	diligence	that	she	 in	her	hurry	 to	get	away	dropped	one	of	her
golden	slippers.	This	the	servants	picked	up	and	brought	to	the	king.
The	next	day	the	king	sent	a	servant	 into	every	house	 in	 the	city	 till	he	should
find	 her	whom	 the	 golden	 slipper	 fitted,	 but	 there	was	 not	 one.	Last	 of	 all	 he
came	to	the	merchant’s	house,	and	he	tried	it	on	the	two	elder	daughters	and	it
would	 fit	 neither.	 Then	 he	 said,	 “There	 must	 be	 some	 other	 maiden	 in	 this
house”,	 but	 they	 only	 shrugged	 their	 shoulders.	 “It	 is	 impossible.	 Another
maiden	there	must	be,	for	every	maiden	in	the	city	we	have	seen	and	the	slipper
fits	none,	therefore	one	there	must	be	here.”
Then	they	said,	“In	truth	we	have	a	little	sister	who	sits	in	the	kitchen	and	does
the	work.	She	is	called	Cenorientola,	because	she	is	always	smutty.	We	are	sure



she	never	went	to	a	ball,	and	it	would	only	soil	the	beautiful	gold	slipper	to	let
her	put	her	smutty	feet	into	it.”
“It	may	be	so,”	replied	the	king’s	servant,	“but	we	must	try,
nevertheless.”
So,	 they	 fetched	her,	and	 the	king’s	servant	 found	 that	 the	shoe	 fitted	her,	and
they	went	and	told	the	king	everything.
The	moment	the	king	heard	them	say	Cenorientola	he	said,	“That	is	she!	It	is	the
name	she	gave	me.”
So,	he	sent	a	carriage	to	fetch	her	in	all	haste.	The	bird	meantime	had	given	her	a
more	beautiful	dress	 than	any	she	had	had	before,	and	priceless	 jewels,	so	 that
when	 they	came	 to	 fetch	her	she	 looked	quite	 fit	 to	be	a	queen.	Then	 the	king
married	her,	and	though	her	sisters	had	behaved	so	ill	to	her	she	gave	them	two
fine	estates,	so	that	all	were	content.
	



HOW	THE	HERMIT	HELPED	TO	WIN	THE	KING’S
DAUGHTER

Adapted	 from	a	Sicilian	original	 taken	 from	Laura	Gonzenbach’s	Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Pink
Fairy	Book	published	in	1897.
	

	

LONG	AGO	THERE	LIVED	A	VERY	rich	man	who	had	three	sons.	When	he
felt	 himself	 to	 be	 dying	 he	 divided	 his	 property	 between	 them,	 making	 them
share	 alike,	 both	 in	money	 and	 lands.	 Soon	 after	 he	 died	 the	 king	 set	 forth	 a
proclamation	 through	 the	 whole	 country	 that	 whoever	 could	 build	 a	 ship	 that
should	float	both	on	land	and	sea	should	have	his	daughter	to	wife.
The	eldest	brother,	when	he	heard	it,	said	to	the	other,	"I	think	I	will	spend	some
of	my	money	in	trying	to	build	that	ship,	as	I	should	like	to	have	the	king	for	my
father-in-law."	So,	he	called	 together	all	 the	shipbuilders	 in	 the	 land,	and	gave
them	orders	to	begin	the	ship	without	delay.	And	trees	were	cut	down,	and	great
preparations	made,	and	in	a	few	days	everybody	knew	what	 it	was	all	 for;	and
there	was	a	crowd	of	old	people	pressing	round	the	gates	of	the	yard,	where	the
young	man	spent	the	most	of	his	day.
"Ah,	master,	give	us	work,"	they	said,	"so	that	we	may	earn	our	bread."
But	he	only	gave	them	hard	words	and	spoke	roughly	to	them.	"You	are	old,	and
have	lost	your	strength;	of	what	use	are	you?"	And	he	drove	them	away.	Then
came	some	boys	and	prayed	him,	“master,	give	us	work,"	but	he	answered	them,
"Of	 what	 use	 can	 you	 be,	 weaklings	 as	 you	 are!	 Get	 you	 gone!"	 And	 if	 any
presented	 themselves	 that	 were	 not	 skilled	 workmen,	 he	 would	 have	 none	 of
them.
At	 last	 there	knocked	at	 the	gate	a	 little	old	man	with	a	 long	white	beard,	and
said,	"Will	you	give	me	work,	so	that	I	may	earn	my	bread?"	But	he	was	only
driven	away	like	the	rest.
The	ship	took	a	long	while	to	build,	and	cost	a	great	deal	of	money,	and	when	it
was	launched	a	sudden	squall	rose,	and	it	fell	to	pieces,	and	with	it	all	the	young
man's	hopes	of	winning	the	princess.	By	this	time	he	had	not	a	penny	left,	so	he
went	back	to	his	 two	brothers	and	told	his	 tale.	And	the	second	brother	said	to



himself	as	he	listened,	"Certainly	he	has	managed	very	badly,	but	I	should	like	to
see	 if	 I	 can't	 do	 better	 and	 win	 the	 princess	 for	 my	 own	 self."	 So,	 he	 called
together	 all	 the	 shipbuilders	 throughout	 the	 country,	 and	 gave	 them	 orders	 to
build	a	ship	which	should	float	on	the	land	as	well	as	on	the	sea.	But	his	heart
was	no	softer	than	his	brother’s,	and	every	man	that	was	not	a	skilled	workman
was	 chased	 away	with	 hard	words.	 Last	 came	 the	white-bearded	man,	 but	 he
fared	no	better	than	the	rest.
When	the	ship	was	finished	the	launch	took	place,	and	everything	seemed	going
smoothly	when	 a	 gale	 sprang	 up,	 and	 the	 vessel	 was	 dashed	 to	 pieces	 on	 the
rocks.	 The	 young	man	 had	 spent	 his	 whole	 fortune	 on	 it,	 and	 now	 it	 was	 all
swallowed	 up,	was	 forced	 to	 beg	 shelter	 from	 his	 youngest	 brother.	When	 he
told	his	story	the	youngest	said	to	himself,	"I	am	not	rich	enough	to	support	us
all	three.	I	had	better	take	my	turn,	and	if	I	manage	to	win	the	princess	there	will
be	her	fortune	as	well	as	my	own	for	us	to	live	on."	So,	he	called	together	all	the
shipbuilders	 in	 the	 kingdom,	 and	 gave	 orders	 that	 a	 new	 ship	 should	 be	 built.
Then	all	 the	old	people	came	and	asked	for	work,	and	he	answered	cheerfully,
"Oh,	 yes,	 there	 is	 plenty	 for	 everybody;"	 and	 when	 the	 boys	 begged	 to	 be
allowed	to	help	he	found	something	that	they	could	do.	And	when	the	old	man
with	the	long	white	beard	stood	before	him,	praying	that	he	might	earn	his	bread,
he	replied,	"Oh,	father,	I	could	not	suffer	you	to	work,	but	you	shall	be	overseer,
and	look	after	the	rest."
Now	 the	 old	man	was	 a	 holy	 hermit,	 and	when	 he	 saw	 how	 kind-hearted	 the
youth	was	he	determined	to	do	all	he	could	for	him	to	gain	the	wish	of	his	heart.
By-and-bye,	 when	 the	 ship	was	 finished,	 the	 hermit	 said	 to	 his	 young	 friend,
"Now	you	can	go	and	claim	the	king's	daughter,	for	the	ship	will	float	both	by
land	and	sea."
"Oh,	good	father,"	cried	the	young	man,	"you	will	not	forsake	me?	Stay	with	me,
I	pray	you,	and	lead	me	to	the	king!"
"If	you	wish	it,	I	will,"	said	the	hermit,	"on	condition	that	you	will	give	me	half
of	anything	you	get."
"Oh,	 if	 that	 is	 all,"	 answered	 he,	 "it	 is	 easily	 promised!"	 And	 they	 set	 out
together	on	the	ship.
After	they	had	gone	some	distance	they	saw	a	man	standing	in	a	thick	fog,	which
he	was	trying	to	put	into	a	sack.
"Oh,	good	father,"	exclaimed	the	youth,	"what	can	he	be	doing?"
"Ask	him,"	said	the	old	man.
"What	are	you	doing,	my	fine	fellow?"
"I	am	putting	the	fog	into	my	sack.	That	is	my	business."



"Ask	him	if	he	will	come	with	us,"	whispered	the	hermit.
And	 the	man	 answered,	 "If	 you	will	 give	me	 enough	 to	 eat	 and	 drink,	 I	 will
gladly	stay	with	you."
So,	 they	 took	 him	on	 their	 ship,	 and	 the	 youth	 said,	 as	 they	 started	 off	 again,
"Good	father,	before	we	were	two,	and	now	we	are	three!"
After	they	had	travelled	a	little	further	they	met	a	man	who	had	torn	up	half	the
forest,	and	was	carrying	all	the	trees	on	his	shoulders.
"Good	 father,"	 exclaimed	 the	 youth,	 "only	 look!	What	 can	 he	 have	 done	 that
for?"
"Ask	him	why	he	has	torn	up	all	those	trees."
And	 the	 man	 replied,	 "Why,	 I’ve	 merely	 been	 gathering	 a	 handful	 of
brushwood."
"Beg	him	to	come	with	us,"	whispered	the	hermit.
And	the	strong	man	answered,	"Willingly,	as	long	as	you	give	me	enough	to	eat
and	drink."	And	he	came	on	the	ship.
And	the	youth	said	to	the	hermit,	"Good	father,	before	we	were	three,	and	now
we	are	four."
The	ship	travelled	on	again,	and	some	miles	further	on	they	saw	a	man	drinking
out	of	a	stream	till	he	had	nearly	drunk	it	dry.
"Good	father,"	said	the	youth,	"just	look	at	that	man!	Did	you	ever	see	anybody
drink	like	that?"
"Ask	him	why	he	does	it,"	answered	the	hermit.
"Why,	there	is	nothing	very	odd	in	taking	a	mouthful	of	water!"	replied	the	man,
standing	up.
"Beg	him	to	come	with	us."	And	the	youth	did	so.
"With	pleasure,	as	long	as	you	give	me	enough	to	eat	and	drink."
And	the	youth	whispered	to	the	hermit,	"Good	father,	before	we	were	four,	and
now	we	are	five."
A	little	way	along	they	noticed	another	man	in	the	middle	of	a	stream,	who	was
shooting	into	the	water.
"Good	father,"	said	the	youth,	"what	can	he	be	shooting	at?"
"Ask	him,"	answered	the	hermit.
"Hush,	 hush!"	 cried	 the	 man;	 "now	 you	 have	 frightened	 it	 away.	 In	 the
Underworld	sits	a	quail	on	a	tree,	and	I	wanted	to	shoot	it.	That	is	my	business.	I
hit	everything	I	aim	at."



"Ask	him	if	he	will	come	with	us."
And	 the	man	 replied,	 "With	 all	 my	 heart,	 as	 long	 as	 I	 get	 enough	 to	 eat	 and
drink."
So,	 they	 took	 him	 into	 the	 ship,	 and	 the	 young	man	whispered,	 "Good	 father,
before	we	were	five,	and	now	we	are	six."
Off	 they	 went	 again,	 and	 before	 they	 had	 gone	 far	 they	 met	 a	 man	 striding
towards	them	whose	steps	were	so	long	that	while	one	foot	was	on	the	north	of
the	island	the	other	was	right	down	in	the	south.
"Good	father,	look	at	him!	What	long	steps	he	takes!"
"Ask	him	why	he	does	it,"	replied	the	hermit.
"Oh,	I	am	only	going	out	for	a	little	walk,"	answered	he.
"Ask	him	if	he	will	come	with	us."
"Gladly,	 if	 you	 will	 give	 me	 as	 much	 as	 I	 want	 to	 eat	 and	 drink,"	 said	 he,
climbing	up	into	the	ship.
And	the	young	man	whispered,	"Good	father,	before	we	were	six,	and	now	we
are	seven."	But	the	hermit	knew	what	he	was	about,	and	why	he	gathered	these
strange	people	into	the	ship.
After	 many	 days,	 at	 last	 they	 reached	 the	 town	 where	 lived	 the	 king	 and	 his
daughter.	They	stopped	the	vessel	right	in	front	of	the	palace,	and	the	young	man
went	in	and	bowed	low	before	the	king.
"O	Majesty,	I	have	done	your	bidding,	and	now	is	the	ship	built	that	can	travel
over	land	and	sea.	Give	me	my	reward,	and	let	me	have	your	daughter	to	wife."
But	the	king	said	to	himself,	"What!	am	I	to	wed	my	daughter	to	a	man	of	whom
I	know	nothing.	Not	even	whether	he	be	rich	or	poor—a	knight	or	a	beggar."
And	aloud	he	spoke,	It	 is	not	enough	that	you	have	managed	to	build	the	ship.
You	must	find	a	runner	who	shall	take	this	letter	to	the	ruler	of	the	Underworld,
and	bring	me	the	answer	back	in	an	hour."
"That	is	not	in	the	bond,"	answered	the	young	man.
"Well,	do	as	you	like,"	replied	the	king,	"only	you	will	not	get	my	daughter."
The	 young	 man	 went	 out,	 sorely	 troubled,	 to	 tell	 his	 old	 friend	 what	 had
happened.
"Silly	boy!"	cried	the	hermit,	"Accept	his	terms	at	once.	And	send	off	the	long-
legged	man	with	the	letter.	He	will	take	it	in	no	time	at	all."
So,	the	youth's	heard	leapt	for	joy,	and	he	returned	to	the	king.	"Majesty,	I	accept
your	terms.	Here	is	the	messenger	who	will	do	what	you	wish."



The	king	had	no	choice	but	to	give	the	man	the	letter,	and	he	strode	off,	making
short	work	of	the	distance	that	lay	between	the	palace	and	the	Underworld.	He
soon	 found	 the	 ruler,	who	 looked	 at	 the	 letter,	 and	 said	 to	 him,	 "Wait	 a	 little
while	I	write	the	answer;"	but	the	man	was	so	tired	with	his	quick	walk	that	he
went	sound	asleep	and	forgot	all	about	his	errand.
All	this	time	the	youth	was	anxiously	counting	the	minutes	till	he	could	get	back,
and	stood	with	his	eyes	fixed	on	the	road	down	which	his	messenger	must	come.
"What	can	be	keeping	him,"	he	said	to	the	hermit	when	the	hour	was	nearly	up.
Then	the	hermit	sent	for	the	man	who	could	hit	everything	he	aimed	at,	and	said
to	him,	"Just	see	why	the	messenger	stays	so	long."
"Oh,	he	is	sound	asleep	in	the	palace	of	the	Underworld.	However,	I	can	wake
him."
Then	 he	 drew	 his	 bow,	 and	 shot	 an	 arrow	 straight	 into	 the	 man's	 knee.	 The
messenger	awoke	with	such	a	start,	and	when	he	saw	that	 the	hour	had	almost
run	 out	 he	 snatched	 up	 the	 answer	 and	 rushed	 back	with	 such	 speed	 that	 the
clock	had	not	yet	struck	when	he	entered	the	palace.
Now	the	young	man	 thought	he	was	sure	of	his	bride,	but	 the	king	said,	“Still
you	have	not	done	enough.	Before	I	give	you	my	daughter	you	must	find	a	man
who	can	drink	half	the	contents	of	my	cellar	in	one	day."
"That	is	not	in	the	bond,"	complained	the	poor	youth.
"Well,	do	as	you	like,	only	you	will	not	get	my	daughter."
The	young	man	went	sadly	out,	and	asked	the	hermit	what	he	was	to	do.
"Silly	boy!"	said	he.	"Why,	tell	the	man	to	do	it	who	drinks	up	everything."
So,	they	sent	for	the	man	and	said,	"Do	you	think	you	are	able	to	drink	half	the
royal	cellar	in	one	day?"
"Dear	 me,	 yes,	 and	 as	 much	 more	 as	 you	 want,"	 answered	 he.	 "I	 am	 never
satisfied."
The	king	was	not	pleased	at	 the	young	man	agreeing	so	readily,	but	he	had	no
choice,	 and	 ordered	 the	 servant	 to	 be	 taken	 downstairs.	 Oh,	 how	 he	 enjoyed
himself!	 All	 day	 long	 he	 drank,	 and	 drank,	 and	 drank,	 till	 instead	 of	 half	 the
cellar,	he	had	drunk	the	whole,	and	there	was	not	a	cask	but	what	stood	empty.
And	when	 the	king	saw	 this	he	said	 to	 the	youth,	"You	have	conquered,	and	 I
can	 no	 longer	 withhold	my	 daughter.	 But,	 as	 her	 dowry,	 I	 shall	 only	 give	 so
much	as	one	man	can	carry	away."
"But,"	answered	he,	"let	a	man	be	ever	so	strong,	he	cannot	carry	more	 than	a
hundredweight,	and	what	is	that	for	a	king's	daughter?"
"Well,	do	as	you	like;	I	have	said	my	say.	It	is	your	affair—not	mine."



The	 young	man	was	 puzzled,	 and	 did	 not	 know	what	 to	 reply,	 for,	 though	 he
would	gladly	have	married	the	princess	without	a	sixpence,	he	had	spent	all	his
money	in	building	the	ship,	and	knew	he	could	not	give	her	all	she	wanted.	So,
he	went	to	the	hermit	and	said	to	him,	"The	king	will	only	give	for	her	dowry	as
much	as	a	man	can	carry.	I	have	no	money	of	my	own	left,	and	my	brothers	have
none	either."
"Silly	boy!	Why,	you	have	only	got	to	fetch	the	man	who	carried	half	the	forest
on	his	shoulders."
And	the	youth	was	glad,	and	called	the	strong	man,	and	told	him	what	he	must
do.	"Take	everything	you	can,	till	you	are	bent	double.	Never	mind	if	you	leave
the	palace	bare."
The	strong	man	promised,	and	nobly	kept	his	word.	He	piled	all	he	could	see	on
his	 back—chairs,	 tables,	 wardrobes,	 chests	 of	 gold	 and	 silver—till	 there	 was
nothing	 left	 to	pile.	At	 last	he	 took	 the	king's	crown,	and	put	 it	on	 the	 top.	He
carried	 his	 burden	 to	 the	 ship	 and	 stowed	 his	 treasures	 away,	 and	 the	 youth
followed,	leading	the	king's	daughter.	But	the	king	was	left	raging	in	his	empty
palace,	and	he	called	together	his	army,	and	got	ready	his	ships	of	war,	in	order
that	he	might	go	after	the	vessel	and	bring	back	what	had	been	taken	away.
And	the	king's	ships	sailed	very	fast,	and	soon	caught	up	the	little	vessel,	and	the
sailors	all	 shouted	 for	 joy.	Then	 the	hermit	 looked	out	and	saw	how	near	 they
were,	and	he	said	to	the	youth,	"Do	you	see	that?"
The	youth	shrieked	and	cried,	"Ah,	good	father,	it	is	a	fleet	of	ships,	and	they	are
chasing	us,	and	in	a	few	moments	they	will	be	upon	us."
But	the	hermit	bade	him	call	the	man	who	had	the	fog	in	his	sack,	and	the	sack
was	opened	and	the	fog	flew	out,	and	hung	right	round	the	king's	ships,	so	that
they	could	see	nothing.	So,	they	sailed	back	to	the	palace,	and	told	the	king	what
strange	things	had	happened.	Meanwhile	the	young	man's	vessel	reached	home
in	safety.
"Well,	 here	 you	 are	 once	more"	 said	 the	 hermit;	 "and	 now	 you	 can	 fulfil	 the
promise	you	made	me	to	give	me	the	half	of	all	you	had."
"That	will	I	do	with	all	my	heart,"	answered	the	youth,	and	began	to	divide	all
his	treasures,	putting	part	on	one	side	for	himself	and	setting	aside	the	other	for
his	friend.	"Good	father,	it	is	finished,"	said	he	at	length;	"there	is	nothing	more
left	to	divide."
"Nothing	more	left!"	cried	the	hermit.	"Why,	you	have	forgotten	the	best	 thing
of	all!"
"What	can	that	be?"	asked	he.	"We	have	divided	everything."
"And	the	king's	daughter?"	said	the	hermit.



Then	the	young	man's	heart	stood	still,	for	he	loved	her	dearly.	But	he	answered,
"It	is	well;	I	have	sworn,	and	I	will	keep	my	word,"	and	drew	his	sword	to	cut
her	in	pieces.	When	the	hermit	saw	that	he	held	his	honour	dearer	than	his	wife
he	lifted	his	hand	and	cried,	"Hold!	she	is	yours,	and	all	the	treasures	too.	I	gave
you	my	help	because	you	had	pity	on	those	that	were	in	need.	And	when	you	are
in	need	yourself,	call	upon	me,	and	I	will	come	to	you."
As	he	spoke	he	softly	touched	their	heads	and	vanished.
The	next	day	 the	wedding	 took	place,	and	 the	 two	brothers	came	to	 the	house,
and	they	all	lived	happily	together,	but	they	never	forgot	the	holy	man	who	had
been	such	a	good	friend.
	



TASSA

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	 a	 poor	woman	who	 had	 one	 daughter.
One	day,	as	 this	daughter	was	out	 in	 the	forest	getting	firewood	she	struck	her
axe	into	a	hollow	tree.	As	soon	as	she	had	done	so,	a	beautiful	lady	appeared	and
said	to	her,	“Will	you	come	with	me,	little	girl?	I	will	take	care	of	you,	and	give
you	everything	you	want.”
So,	 the	 little	girl	 said	yes,	 she	would	go,	and	 the	 lady,	who	was	 really	a	 fairy,
took	her	to	a	beautiful	palace.
“Now,”	 said	 this	 fairy,	 “when	 you’re	 alone,	 and	 want	 me,	 you	 must	 call	 me
Tassa,	 but	when	 anyone	 else	 is	with	 you,	 you	must	 call	me	Aunt.	You	won’t
always	see	me,	but	as	soon	as	you	call	me	I	shall	come	to	you.	You	may	do	what
you	like	and	go	where	you	like	in	this	palace.”
So,	 the	girl	 lived	for	some	time	in	 the	palace	 in	 the	forest,	and	grew	more	and
more	beautiful	every	day.	At	last	it	happened	that	the	king’s	son,	out	hunting	in
that	 forest,	 came	 to	 the	palace	and	 saw	 the	girl	 at	 the	window.	He	 rode	 round
trying	to	find	a	door,	but	there	was	none.
“Let	me	come	in	and	talk	to	you,”	he	said	to	the	girl.	So,	she	went	into	the	next
room,	and	called	out	“Tassa.”
“What	do	you	want,	pretty	maiden?”
“The	king’s	son	asks	to	come	and	talk	to	me.”
“Let	him	come.”
And	immediately	the	prince	saw	a	door	and	went	in.	After	a	little	while	he	said,
“I	should	like	to	marry	you.	You	are	the	most	beautiful	woman	I	have	seen.”
So,	the	girl	went	into	the	next	room	and	called	“Tassa.”
“What	is	it,	pretty	maiden?”
“The	prince	wants	to	marry	me.”



“Let	him	come	in	a	week	with	all	his	court	and	fetch	you.”
Then	 the	 prince	went	 away,	 and	 the	 fairy	 gave	 the	 girl	 a	 box,	 saying,	 “If	 you
want	to	remain	beautiful,	take	this	box	with	you,	and	don’t	forget	to	say	good-
bye	to	me	before	you	go.”
At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 week	 the	 prince	 came	 with	 a	 great	 train	 of	 carriages	 and
courtiers	 to	 fetch	 his	 bride,	 and	 the	 girl	was	 so	 dazzled	 by	 the	 splendour,	 and
excited	at	the	thought	of	marrying	the	prince,	that	she	forgot	to	say	good-bye	to
the	 fairy,	 and	 forgot	 her	 box	 till	 she	 was	 in	 the	 carriage.	 Then	 she	 suddenly
remembered	it,	jumped	out,	and	ran	upstairs	to	the	cupboard	where	she	had	put
it.	Now	 this	was	 a	 cupboard	 in	 the	wall,	 and	 the	 door	 pushed	 up	 as	 a	 shutter
might	do.	The	girl	raised	the	door	and	put	her	head	in	to	look	for	the	box,	when
bang!	down	came	the	shutter	on	her	neck.
“Tassa,	Tassa,”	she	shouted.
“What	do	you	want,	ugly	wench?”
“I	forgot	to	say	good-bye	to	you.	And	oh,	please	let	me	out.”
Then	the	cupboard	door	was	raised,	and	the	girl	went	downstairs.	But	when	she
appeared	everyone	began	to	laugh,	for	she	had	a	sheep’s	head!
The	prince	made	her	get	into	the	carriage,	and	then	pulled	down	all	the	blinds,	so
that	no	one	might	see	his	ugly	bride,	and	when	he	got	home	he	had	her	put	into
the	sheep	stable.
Now	 there	were	 three	beautiful	women	at	 the	king’s	palace	who	all	wanted	 to
marry	the	prince,	and	the	prince	did	not	know	which	to	choose.	So,	he	brought
some	wool	 and	 said,	 “The	 one	who	 spins	 this	 best	 shall	 be	my	wife”,	 and	 he
gave	some	wool	to	the	girl	with	the	sheep’s	head	as	well.
The	 three	 women	 set	 to	 work	 immediately	 and	 span	 and	 span	 with	 all	 their
might,	but	the	poor	girl	in	the	stable	threw	hers	into	the	gutter	and	sat	down	to
cry,	while	the	others	came	and	mocked	her.	At	last	it	was	the	eve	of	the	day	on
which	 they	were	 to	go	before	 the	prince,	 and	 the	girl	 sobbed	 and	 sobbed,	 and
began	to	call	out	“Tassa,	Tassa!”
“What	do	you	want,	ugly	wench?”
“I’ve	thrown	my	wool	away,	and	I	don’t	know	what	to	do.”
“Take	this	filbert,	and	when	you	come	before	the	prince	crack	it.	But	you	don’t
deserve	to	be	helped.”
The	 next	 day	 the	whole	 court	was	 assembled	 and	 the	 three	women	 gave	 their
skeins	of	wool,	and	then	the	prince	turned	to	the	girl	and	said,	“What	have	you
done?”
“Baa,	baa,”	said	she,	and	cracked	the	filbert.	There	was	a	skein	of	the	finest	wool



that	could	be	imagined,	and	all	said	that	the	sheep	had	done	best.
Then	the	prince	gave	each	one	a	puppy,	and	said,	“The	one	whose	puppy	grows
into	the	most	beautiful	dog	shall	be	my	bride.”
So,	the	three	women	took	their	puppies,	and	brushed	them	and	combed	them	and
washed	them	and	fed	them,	till	they	were	so	fat	they	could	hardly	move,	but	the
poor	girl	let	hers	run	away.
The	women	 came	 and	mocked	 her	 as	 before,	 but	 all	 she	 could	 say	was	 “Baa,
baa!”
Again	it	was	the	eve	of	the	day	when	they	were	to	appear	before	the	prince,	and
again	the	girl	sat	sobbing	in	her	stable	and	calling	“Tassa,	Tassa!”
“What	do	you	want,	ugly	wench?”
“My	dog	has	run	away,	and	tomorrow	we	go	before	the	king.”
“Take	this	walnut,	and	crack	it	as	you	did	the	filbert.	But	you	don’t	deserve	to	be
helped.”
The	next	day	the	whole	court	was	assembled	again.	The	three	women	presented
their	dogs,	which	waddled	about	and	behaved	very	dirtily	and	badly.
“And	what	have	you	done?”	said	the	prince	to	the	girl.
“Baa,	baa,”	said	she,	and	cracked	the	walnut.	Out	 jumped	the	most	 lovely	 tiny
dog,	with	a	golden	collar	and	golden	tinkling	bells.	He	fawned	upon	the	king	and
the	prince,	and	quite	won	their	hearts	by	his	pretty	manners.
“One	more	trial,”	said	the	prince.	“All	appear	before	me	again	in	a	week’s	time,
and	I	will	marry	the	most	beautiful.”
All	that	week	the	three	women	washed	themselves,	and	scented	themselves,	and
rubbed	 themselves	 till	 they	 rubbed	 the	 skin	 off,	 and	 pomaded	 their	 hair	 till	 it
shone	like	a	looking-glass,	but	the	girl	sat	among	the	sheep	and	wept.
On	 the	 last	day	of	 the	week	 the	women	began	 to	put	on	 their	 fine	dresses	and
ornaments,	and	the	unhappy	girl	sobbed	more	bitterly	than	ever,	and	called	out,
“Tassa,	Tassa!”
“What	do	you	want,	pretty	maiden?”
“Tomorrow	we	go	before	the	prince.	What	shall	I	do?”
“Go	with	the	others,	and	if	he	marries	you	don’t	forget	to	say	good-bye	to	me.”
The	next	morning	the	three	women	with	their	grand	dresses,	and	their	pomade,
and	their	scent,	strutted	boldly	in	before	the	court	and	the	prince.
“Go	to	the	stable	and	bring	the	fourth,”	commanded	the	prince,	and	one	of	 the
courtiers	went	down.



Soon	 the	 door	 opened	 and	 the	 room	 was	 filled	 with	 a	 blaze	 of	 light,	 as	 the
beautiful	maiden,	sheep	no	longer,	entered	and	knelt	humbly	before	the	king.
“That	is	my	bride,”	said	the	prince,	as	he	raised	her	and	kissed	her,	“You	others
may	go.”
So,	a	grand	wedding-feast	was	prepared,	and	this	time	the	girl	did	not	forget	to
say	good-bye	to	the	fairy	who	had	been	so	kind	to	her.
	



THE	KING	WHO	GOES	OUT	TO	DINNER

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	A	WELL-TO-DO	peasant	whose	wife	died	 leaving
him	 two	children	 -	 a	boy	and	a	girl.	Both	were	beautiful	 children,	but	 the	girl
was	of	the	most	inconceivable	beauty.
As	both	were	still	young,	and	the	father	did	not	know	how	to	supply	a	mother’s
place	to	them,	he	sent	them	to	a	woman,	who	was	to	teach	them	and	train	them,
and	do	all	that	a	mother	would	have	done	for	them.	So,	to	her	they	went	every
day.	The	woman,	however,	was	bent	on	marrying	their	father,	and	used	to	send	a
message	every	day	to	ask	why	he	did	not	marry	her.	The	father	sent	 in	answer
that	 he	 did	 not	 want	 to	 marry,	 but	 the	 woman	 continued	 to	 repeat	 the	 same
message	so	frequently	that,	wearied	by	her	importunity,	he	sent	an	answer	to	the
effect	 that	 when	 a	 pair	 of	 strong	 woollen	 stockings,	 which	 he	 also	 gave	 the
children	to	take	to	her,	were	rotted	away	he	would	marry	her,	and	not	before.
The	woman	took	the	pair	of	stockings	and	hung	them	up	in	a	 loft	and	damped
them	with	water	 twice	a	day	 till	 they	were	 soon	quite	 rotted,	 then	 she	 showed
them	to	the	children,	and	told	them	to	tell	their	father	what	they	had	seen.	When
the	children	went	home	they	said,	“Papa!	We	saw	your	pair	of	stockings	today.
They	are	all	rotted	away.”
But	 the	 father	said,	“Nonsense!	Those	 thick	stockings	could	not	have	 rotted	 in
this	time,	there	must	be	some	unfair	play.”
The	next	morning	he	gave	the	children	a	large	pitcher	of	water,	and	told	them	to
take	 it	 to	 their	 teacher,	 saying	 that	when	 all	 the	water	 had	 dried	 up	 he	would
marry	her,	and	not	before.	The	teacher	took	the	children	up	every	day	to	see	how
rapidly	the	water	diminished	in	the	jug,	but	the	fact	was	she	used	to	go	first	and
pour	out	a	little	every	day.
At	 last	 she	 showed	 them	 the	 pitcher	 empty,	 and	 bid	 them	 tell	 their	 father	 that
they	had	seen	it	so.
“Impossible!”	 said	 their	 father,	 but	 when	 they	 assured	 him	 they	 had	 seen	 the
water	in	it	gradually	diminish	day	by	day,	he	saw	there	was	no	way	of	disputing



the	fact,	and	that	he	was	bound	by	the	condition	he	himself	had	fixed.
Accordingly	he	married	the	teacher.	No	sooner,	however,	was	she	in	possession
of	the	house	than	she	told	the	father	she	would	not	have	the	children	about	the
place.	They	were	not	her	children,	and	she	could	not	bear	the	sight	of	them.	The
father	expostulated,	saying	he	had	no	place	to	send	them	to,	but	the	stepmother
continued	 so	 persistently	 in	 her	 representations	 that,	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 peace,	 he
ceased	to	oppose	her,	and	she	took	upon	herself	the	task	of	disposing	of	them.
One	day,	therefore,	she	made	them	a	large	cake,	and	putting	it	in	a	basket	with	a
bottle	of	wine,	she	took	them	for	a	walk	outside	the	gates.	When	they	had	gone	a
long,	long	way,	she	proposed	that	they	should	sit	down	and	lunch	off	their	cake
and	wine.	The	children	were	happy	 to	oblige,	but,	while	 they	were	eating,	 the
stepmother	 slipped	 away	 unperceived,	 and	 left	 them	 alone,	 thinking	 that	 they
would	be	lost.
But	 the	 fact	was	 the	 boy	 had	 overheard	 their	 father	 and	mother	 talking	 about
getting	 rid	of	 them,	and	he	had	provided	himself	with	a	paper	parcel	of	ashes,
and	had	strewn	them	all	along	the	road	they	had	come	along,	unperceived	by	his
stepmother,	and	so	now	by	this	track	they	found	their	way	home	again.
The	stepmother	was	furious	at	seeing	them	come	back,	but	she	said	nothing	in
order	not	to	rouse	their	suspicions.	A	few	days	after,	however,	she	made	another
cake	and	proposed	to	take	them	on	another	walk.	The	children	accompanied	her
willingly,	but	the	little	boy	provided	himself	with	a	parcel	of	millet,	and	strewed
the	grain	on	the	ground	as	they	walked	along.	They	were	in	no	haste,	therefore,
to	finish	their	cake.	But,	alas,	when	they	came	to	trace	the	track	by	which	they
were	 to	 return,	 there	 was	 no	 means	 of	 finding	 it,	 for	 the	 birds	 had	 come
meanwhile	and	eaten	up	all	the	grain.	The	little	girl	was	appalled	when	she	saw
they	were	 lost,	 and	 sat	 down	 to	 cry,	 but	 the	 little	 boy	 said,	 “Never	mind.	Our
stepmother	 was	 very	 cross	 and	 unkind	 to	 us.	 Perhaps	 we	 shall	 meet	 with
someone	who	will	behave	better	to	us.	Come,	let	us	look	for	shelter	before	night
comes	on.”
The	 little	 girl	 took	 courage	 at	 her	 brother’s	 words,	 and,	 joining	 hands,	 they
walked	on	together.
Before	night	they	came	to	a	little	cottage,	the	only	one	in	sight,	so	they	knocked
at	 the	 door.	 “Who’s	 there?”	 said	 a	 voice	 within,	 and	 when	 they	 answered
“Friends,”	an	old	man	opened	the	door.
“Will	you	please	take	us	in	and	give	us	shelter	for	the	night,	for	our	stepmother
has	turned	us	out	of	our	home?”	said	the	little	boy.
“Come	 in,	 and	 welcome,”	 answered	 the	 old	 man,	 “and	 you	 shall	 be	 my
children.”
So,	they	went	in	and	lived	with	him	as	his	children.



When	they	had	been	living	there	some	time,	it	happened	that	one	day	when	the
old	man	and	her	brother	were	both	out,	the	king	came	by	hunting,	and	he	came
to	 the	hut	 and	 asked	 for	 some	water	 to	drink.	The	 extraordinary	beauty	of	 the
maiden	 astonished	 the	 king,	 and	 he	 asked	 her	 where	 she	 came	 from,	 and	 so
learnt	all	her	story.	When	he	went	home	he	told	his	mother,	saying,	“When	I	was
out	today	I	saw	the	most	beautiful	maiden	that	ever	was	created.	You	must	come
and	see	her.”
The	queen-mother	did	not	like	going	to	the	poor	hut,	but	the	prince	urged	her	so
much	 that	 at	 last	 she	 consented	 to	 accompany	 him.	 The	 king	 drove	 out
beforehand	to	the	cottage	and	gave	notice	that	he	would	like	to	dine	there,	and,
giving	the	maiden	plenty	of	money,	told	her	to	prepare	the	best	dinner	that	ever
she	 could	 for	 him	 and	 the	 queen-mother.	The	maiden	 tidied	 up	 the	 cottage	 so
neatly,	and	prepared	the	dinner	so	well,	and	did	the	honours	of	it	so	gracefully,
that	the	queen-mother	was	won	to	admire	her	as	much	as	her	son	had	been,	and
when	 the	king	 told	her	of	his	 intention	 to	make	 the	girl	his	wife	 she	was	well
pleased.	 So,	 Albina	 (such	 was	 her	 name)	 was	 married	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 her
brother	was	made	viceroy.
In	the	meantime,	the	stepmother	had	begun	to	wonder	what	had	become	of	the
children.	 But	 she	was	 a	witch,	 and	 had	 a	 divining	 rod,	which	 she	 struck,	 and
asked	it	where	the	children	were.	The	answer	came,	“The	girl	is	married	to	the
king,	and	the	lad	is	made	viceroy.”
When	she	heard	this	she	went	to	her	husband	and	said,	“Do	you	know	a	sort	of
remorse	has	taken	me	that	we	let	those	poor	children	go	we	know	not	where.	I
am	resolved	to	put	on	a	pilgrim’s	dress	and	go	and	seek	them	that	I	may	bring
them	home	to	us	again.”
The	 father	was	 very	 glad	 to	 hear	 her	 speak	 thus,	 and	 gave	 his	 consent	 to	 her
taking	 the	 journey.	 The	 next	 day,	 therefore,	 she	 put	 on	 a	 pilgrim’s	 dress	 and
went	forth.
On,	on,	on	she	went	 till	 she	came	 to	 the	city	where	Albina	was	married	 to	 the
king.	 Here	 she	 took	 up	 her	 stand	 opposite	 the	 palace	 windows,	 and	 with	 her
divining	 rod	she	called	up	a	golden	hen	with	golden	chickens,	and	made	 them
strut	about	under	 the	palace	window.	When	Queen	Albina	 looked	out	and	saw
the	wonderful	brood,	she	sent	down	at	once	to	call	the	pilgrim-woman	to	her	and
offered	to	buy	them	of	her.
“My	 hen	 and	 chickens	 I	 neither	 sell	 nor	 pledge,”	 answered	 the	 pretended
pilgrim.	“I	only	part	with	them	at	one	price.”
“And	what	is	the	price,	good	pilgrim,	say?”	answered	the	queen.
“My	price	is	that	the	queen	herself	take	me	down	to	the	palace	garden	and	show
me	the	whale	which	I	know	there	is	in	the	fish-pond.”



“That	is	a	condition	easily	accepted,”	answered	Albina.	“I	will	take	you	there	at
once,	good	woman.”
The	queen	and	the	pretended	pilgrim	then	went	down	together	to	the	pond.	The
pretended	 pilgrim	 no	 sooner	 came	 in	 sight	 of	 the	whale	 than	 she	 touched	 the
water	with	her	rod	and	bade	the	whale	swallow	the	queen.	The	whale	obeyed	the
stroke	of	the	wand	imparted	through	the	water,	and	the	stepmother	went	up	and
threw	 herself	 on	 the	 queen’s	 bed.	When	 she	 had	 well	 wrapped	 herself	 in	 the
coverlets	 so	as	 to	be	hidden,	 she	called	 the	maids	 to	her	 and	bid	 them	 tell	 the
king	that	the	queen	was	sick.	The	king	immediately	came	in	all	haste	to	assure
himself	of	the	state	of	the	queen.
“I	am	ill	indeed,	very	ill!”	cried	the	pretended	queen,	groaning	between	whiles,
“and	there	is	no	hope	for	me,	for	there	is	only	one	remedy	for	my	malady,	and
that	I	cannot	take.”
“Tell	me	the	one	remedy	at	least,”	said	the	king.
“The	one	only	 remedy	for	me	 is	 the	blood	of	 the	viceroy,	and	 that	 I	could	not
take.”
“It	is	a	dreadful	remedy	indeed,”	said	the	king,	“but	if	it	is	the	only	thing	to	save
your	life,	I	must	make	you	take	it.”
“Oh,	 no!	 I	 could	 not	 take	 it!”	 exclaimed	 the	 pretended	 queen,	 for	 the	 sake	 of
appearing	genuine.
But	the	king,	bent	on	saving	her	life	at	any	price,	sent	and	had	the	viceroy	taken
possession	of	and	secured,	ready	to	be	slain,	in	one	of	the	lower	chambers	of	the
palace.	The	windows	of	this	chamber	looked	out	upon	the	fish-pond.
The	viceroy	looked	out	of	the	window	on	to	the	fishpond,	and	immediately	there
came	a	voice	up	 to	him,	speaking	out	of	 the	whale,	and	saying,	“Save	me,	my
brother,	for	here	am	I	imprisoned	in	the	whale,	and	behold	two	children	are	born
to	me.”
But	her	brother	could	only	answer,	“I	can	give	help	to	none,	for	I	also	am	in	peril
of	death,	being	bound	and	shut	up	ready	to	be	slain!”
Then	a	voice	of	lamentation	came	up	from	within	the	whale	saying,	“Woe	is	me
that	my	brother	is	to	be	slain,	and	I	and	my	children	are	shut	up	in	this	horrible
place!	Woe	is	me!”
Presently,	 the	 gardener	 hearing	 these	 lamentations,	 went	 to	 the	 king,	 saying,
“Oh,	king!	come	down	and	hear	the	voice	of	one	that	wails,	and	the	voice	comes
from	within	the	whale.”
The	king	went	 down,	 and	 at	 once	 recognised	 the	voice	of	 the	queen.	Then	he
commanded	that	the	whale	should	be	ripped	open,	and	no	sooner	was	this	done
than	 the	queen	and	her	 two	children	were	brought	 to	 light.	The	king	embraced



them	 all,	 and	 said,	 “Who	 then	 is	 she	 that	 is	 in	 the	 queen’s	 bed?”	 and	 he
commanded	that	the	stranger	should	be	brought	before	him.	When	the	queen	had
seen	her	she	said,	“This	is	my	stepmother.”
When	the	pilgrim’s	weeds,	which	she	had	taken	off,	were	also	found,	and	it	was
shown	 that	 it	was	 she	who	had	worked	 all	 this	mischief,	 the	 king	pronounced
that	she	was	a	witch,	and	she	was	put	to	death,	and	the	viceroy	was	set	at	liberty.
	



THE	KING	WHO	WOULD	HAVE	A	BEAUTIFUL	WIFE

Adapted	 from	a	Sicilian	original	 taken	 from	Laura	Gonzenbach’s	Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Pink
Fairy	Book	published	in	1897.
	

	

FIFTY	 YEARS	 AGO	 THERE	 LIVED	 A	 king	 who	 was	 very	 anxious	 to	 get
married;	but,	as	he	was	quite	determined	that	his	wife	should	be	as	beautiful	as
the	sun,	 the	 thing	was	not	 so	easy	as	 it	 seemed,	 for	no	maiden	came	up	 to	his
standard.	Then	he	commanded	a	trusty	servant	to	search	through	the	length	and
breadth	of	the	land	till	he	found	a	girl	fair	enough	to	be	queen,	and	if	he	had	the
good	luck	to	discover	one	he	was	to	bring	her	back	with	him.
The	servant	set	out	at	once	on	his	 journey,	and	sought	high	and	 low-in	castles
and	 cottages;	 but	 though	 pretty	maidens	were	 plentiful	 as	 blackberries,	 he	 felt
sure	that	none	of	them	would	please	the	king.
One	day	he	had	wandered	far	and	wide,	and	was	feeling	very	tired	and	thirsty.
By	 the	 roadside	stood	a	 tiny	 little	house,	and	here	he	knocked	and	asked	for	a
cup	of	water.	Now	in	 this	house	dwelt	 two	sisters,	and	one	was	eighty	and	the
other	ninety	years	old.	They	were	very	poor,	and	earned	their	living	by	spinning.
This	had	kept	their	hands	very	soft	and	white,	like	the	hands	of	a	girl,	and	when
the	water	was	passed	through	the	lattice,	and	the	servant	saw	the	small,	delicate
fingers,	he	said	to	himself,	"A	maiden	must	 indeed	be	lovely	if	she	has	a	hand
like	that."	And	he	made	haste	back,	and	told	the	king.
"Go	back	at	once,"	said	his	majesty,	"and	try	to	get	a	sight	of	her."
The	faithful	servant	departed	on	his	errand	without	losing	any	time,	and	again	he
knocked	at	the	door	of	the	little	house	and	begged	for	some	water.	As	before,	the
old	woman	did	not	open	the	door,	but	passed	the	water	through	the	lattice.
"Do	you	live	here	alone?"	asked	the	man.
"No,"	replied	she,	"my	sister	lives	with	me.	We	are	poor	girls,	and	have	to	work
for	our	bread."
"How	old	are	you?"
"I	am	fifteen,	and	she	is	twenty."



Then	 the	 servant	 went	 back	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 told	 him	 all	 he	 knew.	 And	 his
majesty	answered,	"I	will	have	the	fifteen-year-old	one.	Go	and	bring	her	here."
The	servant	returned	a	third	time	to	the	little	house	and	knocked	at	the	door.	In
reply	 to	 his	 knock	 the	 lattice	window	was	 pushed	 open,	 and	 a	 voice	 inquired
what	it	was	he	wanted.
"The	 king	 has	 desired	 me	 to	 bring	 back	 the	 youngest	 of	 you	 to	 become	 his
queen,"	he	replied.
"Tell	his	majesty	I	am	ready	to	do	his	bidding,	but	since	my	birth	no	ray	of	light
has	 fallen	 upon	my	 face.	 If	 it	 should	 ever	 do	 so	 I	 shall	 instantly	 grow	 black.
Therefore	beg,	I	pray	you,	his	most	gracious	majesty	to	send	this	evening	a	shut
carriage,	and	I	will	return	in	it	to	the	castle.
When	 the	king	heard	 this	 he	ordered	his	 great	 golden	 carriage	 to	be	prepared,
and	 in	 it	 to	 be	 placed	 some	 magnificent	 robes;	 and	 the	 old	 woman	 wrapped
herself	in	a	thick	veil,	and	was	driven	to	the	castle.
The	king	was	eagerly	awaiting	her,	and	when	she	arrived	he	begged	her	politely
to	raise	her	veil	and	let	him	see	her	face.
But	she	answered,	"Here	the	tapers	are	too	bright	and	the	light	too	strong.	Would
you	have	me	turn	black	under	your	very	eyes?"
And	the	king	believed	her	words,	and	 the	marriage	 took	place	without	 the	veil
being	once	 lifted.	Afterwards,	when	 they	were	alone,	he	raised	 the	corner,	and
knew	 for	 the	 first	 time	 that	 he	 had	wedded	 a	wrinkled	 old	woman.	And,	 in	 a
furious	 burst	 of	 anger,	 he	 dashed	 open	 the	 window	 and	 flung	 her	 out.	 But,
luckily	 for	 her,	 her	 clothes	 caught	 on	 a	 nail	 in	 the	wall,	 and	kept	 her	 hanging
between	heaven	and	earth.
While	 she	 was	 thus	 suspended,	 expecting	 every	 moment	 to	 be	 dashed	 to	 the
ground,	four	fairies	happened	to	pass	by.
"Look,	sisters,"	cried	one,	"surely	 that	 is	 the	old	woman	 that	 the	king	sent	 for.
Shall	we	wish	that	her	clothes	may	give	way,	and	that	she	should	be	dashed	to
the	ground?"
"Oh	no!	no!"	exclaimed	another.	"Let	us	wish	her	something	good.	I	myself	will
wish	her	youth."
"And	I	beauty."
"And	I	wisdom."
"And	I	a	tender	heart."
So,	spoke	the	fairies,	and	went	their	way,	leaving	the	most	beautiful	maiden	in
the	world	behind	them.
The	 next	morning	when	 the	 king	 looked	 from	 his	window	 he	 saw	 this	 lovely



creature	hanging	on	 the	nail.	"Ah!	what	have	I	done?	Surely	I	must	have	been
blind	last	night!"
And	he	ordered	long	ladders	to	be	brought	and	the	maiden	to	be	rescued.	Then
he	fell	on	his	knees	before	her,	and	prayed	her	to	forgive	him,	and	a	great	feast
was	made	in	her	honour.
Some	days	after	came	the	ninety-year-old	sister	to	the	palace	and	asked	for	the
queen.
"Who	is	that	hideous	old	witch?"	said	the	king.
"Oh,	an	old	neighbour	of	mine,	who	is	half	silly,"	she	replied.
But	the	old	woman	looked	at	her	steadily,	and	knew	her	again,	and	said,	"How
have	you	managed	 to	grow	so	young	and	beautiful?	 I	 should	 like	 to	be	young
and	beautiful	too."
This	 question	 she	 repeated	 the	 whole	 day	 long,	 till	 at	 length	 the	 queen	 lost
patience	 and	 said,	 "I	 had	my	 old	 head	 cut	 off,	 and	 this	 new	 head	 grew	 in	 its
place."
Then	the	old	woman	went	to	a	barber,	and	spoke	to	him,	saying,	"I	will	give	you
all	you	ask	 if	you	will	only	cut	off	my	head,	so	 that	 I	may	become	young	and
lovely."
"But,	my	good	woman,	if	I	do	that	you	will	die!"
But	 the	old	woman	would	 listen	 to	nothing;	and	at	 last	 the	barber	 took	out	his
knife	and	struck	the	first	blow	at	her	neck.
"Ah!"	she	shrieked	as	she	felt	the	pain.
"Il	faut	souffrir	pour	etre	belle,"	said	the	barber,	who	had	been	in	France.
And	 at	 the	 second	blow	her	 head	 rolled	 off,	 and	 the	 old	woman	was	dead	 for
good	and	all.
	



PADRE	ULIVO

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man	called	Padre	Ulivo.	He	was	always
cheerful,	 always	 singing,	 and	 very	 fond	 of	 good	 company.	He	 had	 a	 barrel	 of
wine	in	the	cellar,	and	every	evening	his	friends	used	to	come	and	see	him,	sit
round	the	fire,	eat,	drink,	sing,	and	lead	a	merry	life.	But	at	 last	 the	barrel	was
empty,	 and	 all	 his	 provisions	 run	 out,	 so	 that	 he	 had	 nothing	more	 to	 offer	 to
those	who	 came,	 and	 all	 his	 pleasant	 evenings	were	 at	 an	 end.	Now	everyone
avoided	him,	and	his	cottage	grew	dull	and	lonely.	One	night	he	had	just	enough
flour	left	for	one	small	cake.
“Well,”	said	he,	“I’ll	make	a	little	schiacciata	this	evening,	bake	it	in	the	ashes,
and	tomorrow	I	must	take	what	God	sends.”
So,	 he	made	 the	 schiacciata,	 ate	 half	 of	 it,	 and	 got	 into	 bed.	He	 had	 not	 been
there	long	before	he	heard	a	knock	at	the	door.
“Who’s	there?”	he	called	out.
“Padre	 Ulivo,”	 said	 a	 voice	 from	 outside,	 “we	 want	 to	 come	 in	 and	 warm
ourselves	at	your	fire.	Open	the	door	to	us.”
So,	Padre	Ulivo	jumped	out	of	bed,	opened	the	door,	and	there	were	twelve	men
outside.
“Wait	a	minute	while	I	put	on	my	trousers,”	said	he,	for	he	was	in	his	shirt.
“Now,	Padre	Ulivo,”	said	one	of	the	men,	“we	want	something	to	eat.”
“Something	to	eat!	How	can	I	give	you	that	when	I	have	nothing	in	the	house!	I
made	a	little	schiacciata	of	my	last	flour	this	evening.	Look,	here’s	the	bit	I’ve
not	eaten.”
“No,	no!	You	must	give	us	something	to	eat	-	we’re	hungry.”
“But,	indeed,	I	don’t	do	it	to	deceive	you.	I	have	nothing,	absolutely	nothing.”
“Go	and	look	again	in	the	cupboard.”



“But	what’s	the	good?	It’s	empty.	Do	you	believe	that	I	want	to	deceive	you?”
“Go	and	look,	at	all	events.”
So,	Padre	Ulivo	opened	the	cupboard,	and	found	it	quite	full	of	meat	and	bread,
and	everything	nice.	Quite	full!	And	of	such	good	things	as	he	had	never	hoped
to	have.
“Oh!”	said	he,	“don’t	think	I	was	deceiving	you.	There	really	was	nothing	there
last	time	I	went	to	it.”
So,	he	laid	the	table	and	they	began	to	eat.
“But	we	want	wine,”	said	the	man,	“go	to	the	cellar	and	get	some.”
“I	have	none,”	said	Padre	Ulivo,	“I	used	up	all	mine	some	time	ago.”
“Go	and	see.”
“But	it’s	no	good,	my	barrel	is	quite	empty.	Indeed	it	is	not	because	I	am	greedy.
I	have	none	left.”
“Go	and	see.	We’ll	come	too.”
So,	they	all	went	down	to	the	cellar.
“You	see,”	said	Padre	Ulivo,	tapping	the	barrel.	“Listen	how	hollow	it	sounds!”
“Draw	out	the	spigot.”
He	did	so,	and	immediately	there	spurted	out	such	a	stream	of	wine	as	knocked
him	right	against	the	opposite	wall.
“Oh,	oh!”	said	he.	“I	swear	it	was	empty	last	time	I	came	here.”
Then	he	filled	a	big	jug,	and	they	all	went	upstairs	and	made	a	good	supper.
“Now	we	want	to	sleep	here,”	said	the	men.
“But	I	have	only	one	bed,”	answered	Padre	Ulivo,	“and	there	are	thirteen	of	us!	I
know	 what	 I’ll	 do,	 though,	 I’ll	 put	 the	 mattress	 on	 the	 floor,	 and	 we	 must
manage	the	best	way	we	can.”
So,	 he	 put	 the	 mattress	 on	 the	 floor,	 spread	 sheets	 on	 it,	 and	 they	 slept
comfortably,	some	on	the	mattress	and	some	on	the	bed.
The	next	morning	 the	men	went	away,	and	Padre	Ulivo	accompanied	 them	for
some	 little	 distance	 on	 their	 journey,	 walking	 behind	 with	 one	 who	 was
especially	friendly.
“The	one	in	front,”	said	this	man,	“the	most	important	of	us	all,	 is	Dominiddio
(God	Almighty)	himself.	Go	and	ask	him	a	favour.”
So,	Padre	Ulivo	ran	on,	and	threw	himself	on	his	knees	in	the	road.
“What	do	you	want?”	said	Dominiddio.	“I	will	grant	you	whatever	you	ask	for.”



“I	want	 that	anyone	who	sits	down	on	my	chair	may	be	unable	 to	rise	without
my	permission.”
“Be	it	so.”
And	Padre	Ulivo	returned	to	his	companion.
“Have	you	asked	a	favour?”
“Yes,	and	it’s	granted.”
“What	did	you	ask?”
Padre	Ulivo	told	him.
“Oh,	 you	 stupid	 man!	 But	 go	 and	 ask	 another	 favour	 quickly.	 And	mind	 it’s
something	great,	and	something	really	for	yourself.	Remember	you	are	speaking
to	Dominiddio.”
Padre	Ulivo	ran	on	again	and	knelt	down.
“What	do	you	want	this	time?	You	shall	have	it.”
“Let	anyone	who	gets	up	into	my	fig-tree	be	unable	to	come	down	without	my
permission.”
“Very	well.	It	shall	be	so.”
And	Padre	Ulivo	came	back	leaping	for	joy.
“Well,	and	what	did	you	ask	for?”
Padre	Ulivo	told	him.
“Oh,	you	 fool!	Go	again,	you	will	get	one	more	 favour,	but	mind	you	ask	 for
something	really	good	for	yourself.”
He	wanted	him	to	ask	to	go	to	Paradise.
“Again!”	 said	 Dominiddio,	 when	 he	 saw	 Padre	Ulivo	 in	 the	 dust	 before	 him.
“Well,	this	is	the	last	time.	What	do	you	want?”
“Let	me	always	win	at	cards,	no	matter	whom	I	may	be	playing	with.”
“Be	it	so.	And	now	no	more.”
Padre	Ulivo	came	back	to	his	companion	singing	for	joy.
“What	have	you	asked	for	this	time?	Something	really	great?”
“Oh,	yes,”	said	Padre	Ulivo,	and	told	him.
“Well,	you’ve	lost	your	chance	now.	Good-bye.”
With	that	he	left	him	and	Padre	Ulivo	went	home.
Now	 his	 jolly	 times	 began	 again.	 His	 barrel	 of	 wine	 never	 ran	 dry,	 and	 his
cupboard	never	grew	empty.	Everybody	came	to	see	him.	They	ate,	drank,	and



led	a	merry	life.
But	Padre	Ulivo	grew	old	and	one	day	Death	came	to	him.
“Oh,	how	do	you	do?”	said	Padre	Ulivo.	“You	want	me,	do	you?	Well,	I	was	just
beginning	to	fear	you	had	forgotten	me,	and	to	wonder	where	you	could	be.	Sit
down	and	take	a	rest,	and	then	I’ll	come	with	you.”
So,	Death	sat	down	on	the	chair	in	the	chimney-corner,	while	Padre	Ulivo	piled
on	wood	and	made	a	splendid	blaze.
“Now	we	must	go,”	said	Death,	when	he	was	warm.	“Oh,	oh!	What’s	this?”	For
when	he	tried	to	get	up	the	chair	stuck	to	him	and	he	could	not	move.	“Oh,	oh!”
And	he	pulled	at	the	chair	that	seemed	glued	firmly	to	him.	“Padre	Ulivo,	let	me
go!	I	have	to	go	for	the	carpenter’s	daughter	before	sundown.	Oh,	oh!	I	can’t	get
up.	You’ve	bewitched	me.”
“Promise	not	to	come	back	for	a	hundred	years,	and	you	shall	go	free.”
“A	hundred!	A	hundred	and	one,	if	you	like!	Only	take	the	spell	off.”
So,	Padre	Ulivo	gave	him	permission	to	rise,	and	Death	went	away.
Things	went	on	as	usual	for	the	hundred	years,	with	feasting	and	merry-making.
But	at	last,	as	Padre	Ulivo	was	among	his	friends,	Death	appeared	again.
“Yes,	yes,	I’m	ready.	But	let	us	have	a	feast	of	figs	first.	See	what	splendid	fruit
there!	 I	 and	 my	 friends	 had	 as	 much	 as	 we	 wanted	 yesterday,	 it’s	 your	 turn
today.	Go	up	and	help	yourself,	I	am	too	old	to	climb.”
So,	Death	went	up	the	tree	and	picked	and	ate	to	his	heart’s	content.
“Now	we	must	go,”	said	he.	“Hullo!	I	can’t	get	down.	Oh,	Padre	Ulivo,	you’ve
bewitched	me	again!”	And	he	stretched	out	now	an	arm,	now	a	leg,	and	twisted
and	turned,	but	it	was	all	of	no	good,	and	the	others	stood	below	laughing	at	him.
“Oh,	Padre	Ulivo!	I’ll	leave	you	another	hundred	years,	if	you’ll	only	let	me	get
down.”
“Very	well.	Then	you	may	come.”
So,	Death	climbed	down	and	went	away.
When	the	hundred	years	were	passed,	he	came	and	stood	outside	the	cottage.
“Padre	Ulivo,	Padre	Ulivo,	come	out!	I	shan’t	come	near	your	house	this	time.	I
don’t	want	to	be	tricked	again.”
“Oh,	no,	I’m	coming.	Wait	till	I	get	my	jacket.”
So,	he	put	on	his	coat	and	went	with	Death.
On	the	way	they	met	the	Devil.
“Ah,	good	morning,	Padre	Ulivo”	(one	can	see	they	knew	each	other	very	well),



“so	you’re	coming	my	way,	are	you?”
“To	be	sure	I	am.	But	let’s	have	a	game	at	cards	first.”
“By	all	means!	What	shall	we	play	for?”
“For	souls.	A	soul	for	every	game.”
“Good!	I’m	not	afraid.	Nobody	ever	beat	the	Devil	yet	at	cards.”
So,	they	began,	and	Padre	Ulivo	won	game	after	game.
The	Devil	got	very	angry	and	spit	flames	of	fire	from	sheer	rage,	as	he	saw	the
crowd	of	souls	collecting	round	Padre	Ulivo.
“This	will	never	do,”	he	said	at	last.	“I	shall	have	no	fire	left	to	warm	myself	at	if
I	go	on	losing	my	fuel	at	this	rate.	Padre	Ulivo,	take	your	souls	and	be	off.	I	have
had	enough	of	you.”
They	left	the	Devil	boiling	over	with	fury,	and	went	and	knocked	at	the	gate	of
Heaven.
“Who’s	there?”
“Padre	Ulivo.”
“I’ll	go	and	ask	if	you	may	come	in.”	Then,	after	a	little	time,	“Dominiddio	says
you	may	come	in,	if	you’re	alone,	but	you	must	not	bring	anyone	else.”
“Go	 and	 tell	 Dominiddio	 that	 when	 he	 came	 to	 me	 I	 let	 him	 in	 with	 all	 his
friends.	He	ought	to	do	the	same	by	me.”
The	porter	took	the	message,	and	then	came	and	opened	the	gates.
“Dominiddio	says	you	may	all	come	in	together.”
So,	 they	 threw	 themselves	 down	 in	 the	 armchairs	 of	 Paradise,	 and	 enjoyed
themselves	for	ever.
	



THE	POT	OF	MARJORAM

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	father	who	was	a	rich,	very	rich,	merchant,
and	 his	 daughters	 had	 been	 used	 all	 their	 lives	 to	 have	 everything	 that	money
could	buy	them,	so	that	one	day	when	the	father	was	going	to	a	distant	market
where	 he	 expected	 to	 find	 the	 choicest	 wares,	 he	 asked	 them	what	 he	 should
bring	home.	They	scarcely	knew	what	to	ask.	But	when	he	told	them	he	expected
to	 find	shawls	of	 such	brilliant	hues	as	 they	had	never	 seen,	with	gold	 threads
interwoven,	the	eldest	instantly	begged	him	to	bring	her	one	of	these.	When	he
said	 he	 expected	 to	 find	 coverlets	 of	 bird	 plumage	 vying	with	 the	 rainbow	 in
brilliancy,	the	second	entreated	him	to	bring	her	one	of	these.
The	third	daughter,	however,	who	was	distinguished	by	stay-at-home	habits,	and
by	 her	 distaste	 for	 vanity	 of	 every	 kind,	 would	 not	 have	 any	 of	 these	 gay
ornaments,	 though	 he	 not	 only	 offered	 her	 shawls	 and	 coverlets	 such	 as	 her
sisters	 revelled	 in	 the	 idea	 of	 possessing,	 but	 precious	 jewellery,	 sparkling
rubies,	and	rarest	pearls.	She	would	have	none	of	 these,	but	asked	him	only	 to
bring	her	a	pot	of	marjoram,	which	she	wanted	for	household	uses	as	none	was
to	be	got	in	the	country	where	they	were	living.
The	father	soon	after	set	out	on	his	 travels,	and	having	 reached	his	destination
did	 not	 fail,	while	 laying	 in	 his	 rare	 and	 precious	 stock,	 to	 select	 the	 choicest
specimens	to	bestow	on	his	two	eldest	daughters.
But	 the	 homely	 pot	 of	marjoram	 quite	 went	 out	 of	 his	 head,	 and	 he	 returned
homewards	without	having	so	much	as	thought	of	it.
He	was	nearly	home	when	he	was	accosted	on	the	way	by	a	strange-looking	man
one	evening,	who	asked	him	if	he	would	not	buy	of	him	a	pot	of	marjoram.
"A	pot	of	marjoram!"	The	words	brought	back	his	youngest	daughter’s	request
whom	he	would	not	have	disappointed	for	all	the	world.
"A	pot	of	marjoram,	say	you?	Yes,	it’s	just	what	I	want.	Give	it	here,	and	there’s
something	extra	because	it	is	just	what	I	want,"	and	throwing	him	money	to	three
or	four	times	the	ordinary	value	of	the	article,	he	called	to	an	attendant	to	stow



the	pot	on	to	the	pack-saddle	of	one	of	the	mules.
But	the	stranger	held	back	the	pot	and	laughed	in	his	face.
"I	 had	 thought	 you	were	 a	 trader,"	 he	 said,	 "and	 knew	 enough	 of	 the	 rules	 of
trade	to	let	a	man	fix	his	own	price	on	his	own	wares."
The	merchant	laughed	in	his	turn	at	what	seemed	to	him	an	insolent	comparison.
"When	a	trader	goes	thousands	of	miles,	through	a	thousand	perils	to	bring	home
precious	wares	 from	afar	which	 those	 at	 home	 scarcely	know	 the	use	of,	 true,
then,	he	alone	can	fix	the	price.	But	a	pot	of	marjoram,	everyone	knows	the	price
of	that."
"Perhaps	 not,"	 replied	 the	 stranger,	 binding	 his	 cloak	 about	 him	 with	 the	 pot
tightly	held	under	his	arm.	"At	all	events	it	is	clear	you	don’t,"	and	he	took	a	step
forward	as	if	he	considered	the	negotiation	at	an	end.
The	merchant	was	vexed.	He	would	not	on	any	account	miss	taking	back	a	pot	of
marjoram,	and	he	knew	he	was	now	so	near	home	that	no	other	chance	would
there	be	of	procuring	one.	Swallowing	down	his	annoyance	as	well	as	he	could,
therefore,	 he	 led	his	horse	nearer	 to	 the	 strange	man	and	 said,	 "You	make	me
quite	 curious	 to	 hear	 your	 price	 named,	 friend,	 as	 till	 this	 moment	 I	 had	 not
thought	there	could	be	two	ideas	on	the	subject."
"My	price	 is	 three	hundred	 thousand	scudi,"	 replied	 the	strange	man,	who	was
really	a	magician,	"and	if	you	knew	its	powers	you	would	know,	too,	it	is	cheap
at	that."
And	again	he	made	as	if	he	would	have	gone	on	his	way,	indifferent	whether	the
bargain	were	concluded	or	not.
	

The	merchant	was	quite	puzzled	how	to	act.	The	pot	of	marjoram	he	must	have,
and	his	knowledge	of	the	art	of	bargaining	convinced	him	that	the	man’s	manner
meant	he	would	not	rebate	an	iota	of	his	price.	Whatever	awkwardness	he	felt	in
suddenly	giving	three	hundred	thousand	scudi	for	an	article	he	had	just	appraised
at	 much,	 much	 less	 than	 that	 was	 now	 made	 worse	 and	 it	 was	 even	 more
apparent	 to	 him	 that	 any	 attempt	 at	 haggling	 would	 only	 have	 added	 to	 the
absurdity	of	the	situation	by	its	futility.	Therefore,	assuming	a	magnificent	air,	as
if	the	vast	price	were	after	all	no	matter	to	him,	he	called	to	his	steward	to	count
out	the	sum	demanded	and	rode	on.
Arrived	 at	 home,	 his	 showy	 presents	 were	 received	 with	 raptures	 by	 his	 two
eldest	daughters,	while	 the	youngest	 received	her	modest-seeming	 share	of	his
generosity	with	an	expression	of	surprise	and	admiration,	which	gave	the	good
merchant	a	secret	satisfaction	in	imagining	that	she	was	not	altogether	ignorant
of	its	immense	value.



As	days	went	by,	however,	everything	fell	back	into	the	usual	routine.	The	elder
sisters	 continued	 the	 same	 round	 of	 gaiety	 in	 which	 they	 had	 ever	 been
immersed,	 the	 younger	 remained	 as	 of	 old,	 quietly	 absorbed	 in	 her	 household
duties.	 If	 she	 had	 any	 pastime	 it	 was	 that	 of	 diligently	 cultivating	 her	 pot	 of
marjoram.
By	 degrees,	 however,	 through	 the	 steward’s	 gossip	with	 the	 servants,	 it	 came
round	 to	 the	 knowledge	 of	 the	 sisters	 that,	 though	 their	 younger	 sister	 had
seemed	 to	 frame	 so	 humble	 a	 request,	 its	 satisfaction	 had	 cost	 their	 father’s
treasury	 a	 fabulous	 sum.	 The	 discovery	 excited	 their	 utmost	 indignation,	 and
their	jealousy	being	roused,	they	determined	to	inflict	a	condign	and	appropriate
punishment	for	what	they	deemed	her	presumption,	by	destroying	the	ill-starred
pot	of	marjoram.
To	get	at	it,	however,	was	no	easy	matter,	as	its	guardian	seldom	left	the	house,
and	was	always	watching	over	it	with	jealous	care.	At	last	they	resolved,	by	way
of	 pretext	 for	 securing	 her	 absence,	 to	 represent	 to	 their	 father	 that	 it	was	 not
good	for	a	young	girl	to	remain	so	shut	up,	and	that	whether	she	had	a	taste	for	it
or	not,	she	ought	to	see	the	world.	They	urged	their	arguments	so	efficaciously
that	 he	 quite	 admitted	 their	 cogency,	 and	 one	 evening,	 calling	 his	 youngest
daughter	 to	 him,	 imperatively	 required	 that	 she	 should	 accompany	 him	 to	 an
evening	engagement.
The	poor	child	dared	not	disobey	her	father,	but	parted	from	her	pot	of	marjoram
with	a	heavy	heart,	as	if	some	foreboding	of	evil	possessed	her.	No	sooner	had
she	left	 the	house	than	the	sisters	went	up	into	her	room,	and	taking	the	pot	of
marjoram,	flung	it	out	of	the	window,	so	that	it	all	lay	broken	and	shattered	on
the	 highroad,	 where	 it	 was	 soon	 trampled	 underfoot	 and	 every	 vestige	 of	 it
dispersed.
When	 she	 came	 in	 and	 saw	what	was	 done	 her	 grief	was	 unbounded,	 and	 no
sooner	was	the	house	sunk	in	slumber	than,	determining	to	live	no	longer	under
the	 same	 roof	 with	 those	 who	 had	 treated	 her	 so	 unfeelingly,	 she	 set	 out	 to
wander	forth	absorbed	in	sorrow,	and	not	caring	where	she	went.
On,	on,	on	she	went,	taking	no	heed	of	the	way,	all	through	the	night,	and	when
the	morning	 dawned	 she	 found	 herself	 in	 the	midst	 of	 a	 vast	 plain,	 at	 a	 place
where	 many	 roads	 met.	 As	 she	 hesitated	 for	 a	 moment	 deciding	 which	 she
should	take,	there	suddenly	appeared	before	her	a	fairy,	though	the	last	time	she
looked	up	she	had	not	seen	a	speck	anywhere	between	herself	and	the	horizon.
"Where	are	you	going	so	early,	my	pretty	maiden,	and	why	weep	you?"	said	the
fairy,	in	a	soothing	voice	that	seemed	made	to	charm	an	answer	out	of	the	most
reluctant.
Nevertheless,	 it	was	no	easy	question	 to	answer,	 for	 the	maiden	had	no	sort	of
idea	where	she	was	going,	so	she	took	the	second	question	first	and	poured	out



the	whole	tale	of	her	sisters”	harshness	and	her	late	terrible	disappointment.
"That	is	not	so	very	bad	after	all,"	replied	the	fairy,	when	she
had	finished	her	tale.	"I	see	you	have	been	trying	to	be	a	sensible	girl,	but	you
must	be	brave	as	well	as	sensible.	Men	say	of	us	women,	“Women	always	look
at	the	dark	side	of	things,”	but	there	is	always	a	bright	side	which	you	must	try	to
look	out	for,	even	when,	as	in	this	instance,	you	couldn’t	possibly	see	it.	All	the
evil	that	befalls	us	does	not	work	evil	in	the	end.	Now	it	happens	that	there	is	a
particularly	bright	side	to	this	case	of	yours,	and	the	evil	that	was	done	you	will
bring	you	no	ultimate	harm.	But	you	must	exercise	fortitude	and	steadfastness	in
what	you	will	have	to	do.	For	this	I	will	give	you	a	man’s	clothing,	as	it	would
not	be	seemly	for	a	young	girl	like	you	to	be	going	about	the	world	alone,	and	it
will	save	you	from	many	dangers."
So,	 saying,	 though	 she	 had	 no	 bundle	 of	 any	 sort	 about	 her,	 she	 produced	 a
complete	 suit	 of	 male	 attire,	 travelling	 cloak	 and	 all,	 and	 in	 the	 girdle	 were
bound	weapons,	and	many	articles	of	which	the	maiden	did	not	even	know	the
use	or	 the	name,	but	 the	fairy	assured	her	she	would	want	 them	all	by	and	by.
Then,	having	pointed	out	which	was	the	road	she	should	take,	she	again	bid	her
be	of	good	heart,	and	disappeared	almost	before	the	maiden	had	time	to	utter	her
heartfelt	thanks.
The	 fairy	 had	 no	 sooner	 vanished	 than	 the	 whole	 face	 of	 the	 country	 wore	 a
different	aspect.	Instead	of	being	surrounded	by	a	vast	plain,	mighty	mountains
rose	on	the	right	hand	and	on	the	left,	while	before	her,	straight	along	her	path,
was	 a	 dense	 forest.	 The	 maiden’s	 heart	 misgave	 her	 at	 the	 sight,	 but	 she
remembered	 the	 fairy’s	advice	and	walked	steadily	along.	Notwithstanding	her
conversation	had	not	seemed	to	last	many	minutes	too,	the	sun	was	already	high
in	the	heavens,	and	its	rays	beat	so	fiercely	upon	her	that	she	was	glad	even	of
the	gloomy	forests	shade.	Arrived	at	 the	first	 trees	she	was	pleased	 to	hear	 the
trickling	of	a	little	brook	over	the	stones,	and	to	find	that	the	good	fairy	had	not
failed	to	give	her	a	supply	of	provisions	of	which	she	now	gladly	availed	herself.
As	 the	 afternoon	 grew	 cooler	 she	 rose	 and	 walked	 on	 till	 nightfall	 without
further	adventure,	and	then	disposed	herself	 to	rest	for	 the	night,	climbing	first
into	the	spreading	boughs	of	a	large	tree,	that	she	might	be	out	of	the	way	of	any
wild	beasts	which	the	forest	might	harbour.
In	 the	middle	of	 the	night	her	 sleep	was	disturbed	by	a	horrible	growling,	and
what	was	her	surprise	when	she	fully	woke	to	find	that	though	it	proceeded	from
a	common	he-,	and	she-bear	stretched	out	under	the	very	tree	she	had	chosen	for
her	 resting-place,	 she	 could	 understand	 all	 the	meaning	 it	 contained	 just	 as	 if
they	had	spoken	in	words,	and	she	recognised	the	new	power	as	another	gift	of
the	good	fairy.
"Where	 have	 you	 been	 all	 this	 long	 time?"	 growled	 the	 she-bear,	 "it	 is	 quite



abominable	 what	 a	 long	 time	 you	 stay	 away	 now	 continually.	 I	 have	 been
hunting	through	the	whole	forest	for	you."
"That	was	quite	a	waste	of	trouble,"	replied	the	he-bear	testily,	"for	I	have	been	a
long	way	from	the	forest."
"Where	were	you,	 then?"	growled	 the	 she-bear	again,	with	a	 tone	 that	 showed
she	was	determined	to	know	all	about	it.
"If	you	must	know,	I	went	twenty	miles	along	the	side	of	the	river,	then	over	the
back	of	the	rocky	mountains,	and	then	skirting	round	the	forest	till	I	came	to	the
kingdom	of	Persia.	And	out	of	the	kingdom	of	Persia	there	went	up	a	great	wail,
for	 last	 night,	 from	 his	 high	 tower,	 the	 king	 of	 Persia	 fell	 out	 of	window	 and
broke	 all	 his	 bones,	 moreover	 his	 flesh	 is	 all	 cut	 with	 the	 glass,	 which	 has
entered	into	his	wounds.	Therefore	the	land	of	Persia	bewails	her	king."
"Then	let	them	get	another	king,"	growled	the	she-bear.
"That	is	not	so	easy,"	replied	the	he-bear.	"For	over	all	the	face	of	the	earth	was
no	king	so	comely	in	person	as	the	king	of	Persia.	But	that	is	not	the	worst,	for
the	matter	concerns	us	more	nearly	than	you	have	any	idea	of."
"How	can	it	concern	us?"	retorted	the	she-bear.
"It	concerns	us	so	much	that	if	anyone	only	knew	of	us	we	should	both	be	killed.
For	the	only	remedy	for	his	wounds	is	that	we	should	both	be	killed,	the	fat	of
our	bodies	be	melted	together,	an	ointment	made	of	it	with	honey	and	wax,	and
be	smeared	over	the	king’s	body,	and	then	bathe	him	in	warm	baths,	doing	this
alternately	for	the	space	of	three	days	he	will	be	made	well	again.	And	now	he
has	sent	a	proclamation	into	all	lands	inviting	any	physician	to	come	to	heal	him
by	his	art,	and	if	any	of	them	by	their	books	and	their	divination	should	discover
this	we	both	shall	certainly	be	put	to	death."
"Nonsense!	Do	come	and	go	to	sleep,"	replied	the	she-bear	testily.	"How	should
anyone	find	us	out	in	the	midst	of	this	forest?"
"It’s	not	very	likely	certainly,"	growled	the	he-bear.
And	in	consequence	of	this	happy	feeling	of	security	both	brutes	were	soon	fast
asleep.
How	 gladly	 the	 maiden	 listened	 to	 their	 snoring,	 when	 she	 found	 she	 could
understand	it	just	as	well	as	their	growling.
"I’m	sound	asleep,"	snored	the	she-bear.
"I’m	so	tired	I	don’t	want	ever	to	wake	again,"	snored	her	mate.
"Neither	shall	you,"	said	the	maiden	as	she	noiselessly	let	herself	down	from	the
tree.
"Only	think	of	that	old	king	of	Persia	wanting	our	fat,	long	may	he	wish	for	it!"



snored	the	she-bear.
"Now	it	would	be	a	fine	thing	to	give	back	all	his	strength	and	his	beauty	to	the
king	of	Persia,	but	the	price	of	one’s	life	is	too	much	for	the	honour,"	snored	the
he-bear.
"Nevertheless,	you	shall	have	that	honour,"	whispered	the	maiden,	as	she	drew
two	sharp	two-edged	knives	with	which	her	girdle	was	furnished,	and,	taking	her
stand	firmly,	plunged	one	with	each	hand	deep	into	the	throat	of	each	beast.	A
mingled	 stream	 of	 blood	 gushed	 forth,	 and	 the	 two	 huge	 carcases	 rolled	 over
without	so	much	as	a	grunt,	so	neatly	had	the	execution	been	performed.
By	 the	 first	 morning’s	 light	 she	 once	 more	 called	 all	 her	 courage	 to	 her
assistance,	 and	 cut	 up	 the	 carcasses,	 extracting	 the	 fat.	Then	 she	 lit	 a	 fire	 and
melted	 it	down	together,	nor	was	she	without	 the	requisite	wax	and	honey,	 for
the	good	fairy	had	provided	her	with	enough	of	each.	The	ointment	made,	she	set
out	to	follow	the	line	of	travel	the	bear	had	indicated,	and	not	without	much	toil
and	weariness	at	last	found	herself	in	the	kingdom	of	Persia.	Strong	in	belief	in
the	efficacy	of	her	remedy,	she	presented	herself	at	once	at	the	palace	gate	and
demanded	admission	on	the	score	of	her	ability	to	effect	the	desired	cure	of	the
ailing	king.
"Though	I	may	not	have	the	high-sounding	fame	of	which	I	daresay	many	can
boast	who	have	come	at	 the	summons	of	your	king,	yet	 so	certain	am	I	of	 the
powers	of	my	treatment	that	I	put	my	life	in	your	hands,	and	give	you	leave	to
torture	me	to	death	if	I	succeed	not."
"Fear	 not,	 fair	 sir,"	 replied	 the	 chamberlain,	 "no	 difficulty	 will	 be	 made	 in
admitting	 you,	 for	 you	 alone	 have	 applied	 to	 heal	 the	 king.	 Every	 other
mediciner	throughout	the	whole	world,	on	reading	the	description	of	the	king’s
ailments	given	in	the	proclamation,	has	pronounced	his	health	past	recovery,	and
not	one	will	even	make	the	attempt."
Pale,	emaciated,	and	agonised	as	he	was,	the	maiden	at	once	recognised	on	her
admission	 to	 the	 presence	 of	 the	 king	 the	 justice	 of	 the	 bear’s	 account	 of	 his
personal	attractions,	and	now	more	earnestly	than	ever	desired	her	success.
The	king	very	willingly	submitted	 to	her	medicaments,	and	at	 the	end	of	 three
days	was,	as	the	bear	had	predicted,	was	quite	sound	in	limb	and	restored	to	all
his	beauty	of	person.	If	his	personal	attractions	had	been	an	object	of	admiration
to	the	maiden,	those	of	his	supposed	physician	had	not	been	lost	on	the	king,	and
when	she	came	on	the	fourth	day	to	take	her	leave	of	him,	he	told	her	at	once	he
could	not	think	of	parting	with	her,	she	must	remain	attached	to	his	court,	and	be
always	his	physician	in	attendance.	The	flush	of	joy	which	she	could	not	conceal
at	the	proposal	sufficed	to	convince	the	king	of	the	justice	of	certain	suspicions
he	had	already	entertained,	that	his	supposed	physician	was	no	physician,	but	a
maiden	worthy	to	be	his	queen.



For	 the	 moment	 he	 said	 nothing	 further,	 but	 only	 assigned	 to	 the	 stranger
apartments	in	the	palace,	and	a	suite	of	his	own,	and	a	yearly	stipend	on	the	most
liberal	scale.	As	days	went	by,	being	continually	in	each	other’s	presence,	with
that	 familiarity	which	 their	new	relations	allowed,	each	had	 the	opportunity	of
growing	more	and	more	fond	of	the	other.	At	last	the	king	called	his	chamberlain
to	 him	 one	 day	 and	 told	 him	 it	was	 his	 desire	 that	 the	 state	 physician	 should
appear	before	him	dressed	in	queenly	robes,	and	attended	by	a	train	of	ladies	of
the	court,	and	damsels	and	pages	of	honour.
The	chamberlain	fancied	that	the	life-peril	through	which	the	prince	had	so	lately
passed	had	injured	his	brain,	and	only	undertook	the	commission	with	a	visible
reluctance.	Nevertheless,	as	he	durst	not	disobey	any	command	of	his	sovereign,
how	strange	 soever,	 all	was	done	as	he	had	directed,	 though	what	puzzled	 the
chamberlain	the	more	was	that	the	physician	seemed	as	nearly	demented	as	the
king,	for,	instead	of	testifying	any	reluctance	in	submitting	to	such	a	travesty,	his
countenance	 had	 betrayed	 the	 most	 unmistakable	 joy	 at	 hearing	 the	 king’s
pleasure.
The	king	had	further	given	orders	for	the	attendance	of	all	the	great	officers	of
state	and	all	the	nobles	of	the	land,	as	well	as	his	guards	of	various	degrees,	all	in
brilliant	 gala	 dress.	 Before	 going	 into	 the	 state	 hall	 to	 receive	 their	 homage,
however,	 he	 entered	 alone	 into	 his	 private	 cabinet,	 where	 he	 commanded	 the
attendance	of	his	physician.
Both	 meeting	 thus,	 each	 dressed	 to	 the	 greatest	 advantage	 in	 their	 own
appropriate	 dress,	 each	was	more	 than	 ever	 smitten	with	 the	 attractions	 of	 the
other.	The	king	was	not	very	 long	 in	winning	 from	 the	maiden	 the	 confession
that	 the	 robes	she	now	wore	were	 those	of	her	sex,	or	 that	she	shared	his	own
desire	 that	 they	 should	 be	 united	 by	 that	 tie	which	would	 bind	 them	 together
inseparably	for	ever.	No	sooner	had	he	thus	obtained	her	consent	than	he	led	her
into	the	midst	of	the	assembled	court	and	required	the	homage	of	all	his	people
to	her	as	their	queen.
As	 for	 the	 wicked	 sisters,	 his	 first	 act	 was	 to	 send	 for	 them	 and	 have	 them
burned	to	death.
	



THE	FROG

Adapted	 from	a	Sicilian	original	 taken	 from	Laura	Gonzenbach’s	Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	Andrew	Lang’s	Violet
Fairy	Book	published	in	1901.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	 a	woman	who	 had	 three	 sons.	 Though
they	 were	 peasants	 they	 were	 well	 off,	 for	 the	 soil	 on	 which	 they	 lived	 was
fruitful,	 and	 yielded	 rich	 crops.	 One	 day	 they	 all	 three	 told	 their	mother	 they
meant	 to	get	married.	To	which	 their	mother	 replied,	 "Do	as	you	 like,	but	 see
that	you	choose	good	housewives,	who	will	look	carefully	after	your	affairs;	and,
to	make	certain	of	 this,	 take	with	you	 these	 three	skeins	of	 flax,	and	give	 it	 to
them	to	spin.	Whoever	spins	the	best	will	be	my	favourite	daughter-in-law."
Now	the	 two	eldest	 sons	had	already	chosen	 their	wives;	so	 they	 took	 the	 flax
from	their	mother,	and	carried	it	off	with	them,	to	have	it	spun	as	she	had	said.
But	the	youngest	son	was	puzzled	what	to	do	with	his	skein,	as	he	knew	no	girl
(never	having	spoken	to	any)	to	whom	he	could	give	it	to	be	spun.	He	wandered
here	and	there,	asking	the	girls	that	he	met	if	they	would	undertake	the	task	for
him,	 but	 at	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 flax	 they	 laughed	 in	 his	 face	 and	mocked	 at	 him.
Then	in	despair	he	left	their	villages,	and	went	out	into	the	country,	and,	seating
himself	on	the	bank	of	a	pond	began	to	cry	bitterly.
Suddenly	there	was	a	noise	close	beside	him,	and	a	frog	jumped	out	of	the	water
on	 to	 the	 bank	 and	 asked	 him	why	 he	was	 crying.	 The	 youth	 told	 her	 of	 his
trouble,	 and	 how	 his	 brothers	would	 bring	 home	 linen	 spun	 for	 them	by	 their
promised	wives,	but	that	no	one	would	spin	his	thread.
Then	the	frog	answered,	"Do	not	weep	on	that	account;	give	me	the	thread,	and	I
will	 spin	 it	 for	 you."	 And,	 having	 said	 this,	 she	 took	 it	 out	 of	 his	 hand,	 and
flopped	back	into	the	water,	and	the	youth	went	back,	not	knowing	what	would
happen	next.
In	a	short	time	the	two	elder	brothers	came	home,	and	their	mother	asked	to	see
the	 linen	which	had	been	woven	out	of	 the	skeins	of	 flax	she	had	given	 them.
They	 all	 three	 left	 the	 room;	 and	 in	 a	 few	 minutes	 the	 two	 eldest	 returned,
bringing	with	them	the	linen	that	had	been	spun	by	their	chosen	wives.	But	the



youngest	brother	was	greatly	troubled,	for	he	had	nothing	to	show	for	the	skein
of	 flax	 that	 had	 been	 given	 to	 him.	 Sadly	 he	 betook	 himself	 to	 the	 pond,	 and
sitting	down	on	the	bank,	began	to	weep.
Flop!	and	the	frog	appeared	out	of	the	water	close	beside	him.
"Take	this,"	she	said,	"here	is	the	linen	that	I	have	spun	for	you."
You	may	imagine	how	delighted	the	youth	was.	She	put	the	linen	into	his	hands,
and	he	 took	it	straight	back	to	his	mother,	who	was	so	pleased	with	 it	 that	she
declared	she	had	never	seen	 linen	so	beautifully	spun,	and	 that	 it	was	far	 finer
and	whiter	than	the	webs	that	the	two	elder	brothers	had	brought	home.
Then	she	turned	to	her	sons	and	said,	"But	this	is	not	enough,	my	sons,	I	must
have	another	proof	as	to	what	sort	of	wives	you	have	chosen.	In	the	house	there
are	 three	puppies.	Each	of	you	 take	one,	 and	give	 it	 to	 the	woman	whom	you
mean	to	bring	home	as	your	wife.	She	must	train	it	and	bring	it	up.	Whichever
dog	turns	out	the	best,	its	mistress	will	be	my	favourite	daughter-in-law."
So,	the	young	men	set	out	on	their	different	ways,	each	taking	a	puppy	with	him.
The	 youngest,	 not	 knowing	where	 to	 go,	 returned	 to	 the	 pond,	 sat	 down	 once
more	on	the	bank,	and	began	to	weep.
Flop!	and	close	beside	him,	he	saw	the	frog.	"Why	are	you	weeping?"	she	said.
Then	he	told	her	his	difficulty,	and	that	he	did	not	know	to	whom	he	should	take
the	puppy.
"Give	it	 to	me,"	she	said,	"and	I	will	bring	it	up	for	you."	And,	seeing	that	 the
youth	hesitated,	she	took	the	little	creature	out	of	his	arms,	and	disappeared	with
it	into	the	pond.
The	weeks	and	months	passed,	till	one	day	the	mother	said	she	would	like	to	see
how	 the	dogs	had	been	 trained	by	her	 future	daughters-in-law.	The	 two	eldest
sons	departed,	and	returned	shortly,	 leading	with	 them	two	great	mastiffs,	who
growled	so	fiercely,	and	looked	so	savage,	that	the	mere	sight	of	them	made	the
mother	tremble	with	fear.
The	youngest	son,	as	was	his	custom,	went	to	the	pond,	and	called	on	the	frog	to
come	to	his	rescue.
In	 a	minute	 she	was	 at	 his	 side,	 bringing	with	 her	 the	most	 lovely	 little	 dog,
which	 she	 put	 into	 his	 arms.	 It	 sat	 up	 and	 begged	 with	 its	 paws,	 and	 went
through	the	prettiest	tricks,	and	was	almost	human	in	the	way	it	understood	and
did	what	it	was	told.
In	high	spirits	the	youth	carried	it	off	to	his	mother.	As	soon	as	she	saw	it,	she
exclaimed,	"This	is	the	most	beautiful	little	dog	I	have	ever	seen.	You	are	indeed
fortunate,	my	son;	you	have	won	a	pearl	of	a	wife."
Then,	 turning	 to	 the	others,	 she	 said,	 "Here	are	 three	 shirts;	 take	 them	 to	your



chosen	wives.	Whoever	sews	the	best	will	be	my	favourite	daughter-in-law."
So,	the	young	men	set	out	once	more;	and	again,	this	time,	the	work	of	the	frog
was	much	the	best	and	the	neatest.
This	time	the	mother	said,	"Now	that	I	am	content	with	the	tests	I	gave,	I	want
you	to	go	and	fetch	home	your	brides,	and	I	will	prepare	the	wedding-feast."
You	 may	 imagine	 what	 the	 youngest	 brother	 felt	 on	 hearing	 these	 words.
Whence	was	he	to	fetch	a	bride?	Would	the	frog	be	able	to	help	him	in	this	new
difficulty?	With	bowed	head,	and	feeling	very	sad,	he	sat	down	on	the	edge	of
the	pond.
Flop!	and	once	more	the	faithful	frog	was	beside	him.
"What	 is	 troubling	you	 so	much?"	 she	 asked	him,	 and	 then	 the	youth	 told	her
everything.
"Will	you	take	me	for	a	wife?"	she	asked.
"What	 should	 I	 do	 with	 you	 as	 a	 wife,"	 he	 replied,	 wondering	 at	 her	 strange
proposal.
"Once	more,	will	you	have	me	or	will	you	not?"	she	said.
"I	will	neither	have	you,	nor	will	I	refuse	you,"	said	he.
At	this	the	frog	disappeared;	and	the	next	minute	the	youth	beheld	a	lovely	little
chariot,	drawn	by	 two	 tiny	ponies,	standing	on	 the	road.	The	frog	was	holding
the	carriage	door	open	for	him	to	step	in.
"Come	with	me,"	she	said.	And	he	got	up	and	followed	her	into	the	chariot.
As	they	drove	along	the	road	they	met	three	witches;	the	first	of	them	was	blind,
the	second	was	hunchbacked,	and	the	third	had	a	large	thorn	in	her	throat.	When
the	three	witches	beheld	the	chariot,	with	the	frog	seated	pompously	among	the
cushions,	 they	broke	 into	such	fits	of	 laughter	 that	 the	eyelids	of	 the	blind	one
burst	 open,	 and	 she	 recovered	 her	 sight;	 the	 hunchback	 rolled	 about	 on	 the
ground	in	merriment	till	her	back	became	straight,	and	in	a	roar	of	laughter	the
thorn	fell	out	of	the	throat	of	the	third	witch.	Their	first	thought	was	to	reward
the	 frog,	 who	 had	 unconsciously	 been	 the	 means	 of	 curing	 them	 of	 their
misfortunes.
The	first	witch	waved	her	magic	wand	over	 the	frog,	and	changed	her	 into	 the
loveliest	girl	that	had	ever	been	seen.	The	second	witch	waved	the	wand	over	the
tiny	chariot	and	ponies,	and	they	were	turned	into	a	beautiful	large	carriage	with
prancing	 horses,	 and	 a	 coachman	 on	 the	 seat.	 The	 third	witch	 gave	 the	 girl	 a
magic	purse,	filled	with	money.	Having	done	this,	the	witches	disappeared,	and
the	youth	with	his	lovely	bride	drove	to	his	mother's	home.	Great	was	the	delight
of	the	mother	at	her	youngest	son's	good	fortune.	A	beautiful	house	was	built	for



them;	 she	was	 the	 favourite	 daughter-in-law;	 everything	went	well	with	 them,
and	they	lived	happily	ever	after.
	



THE	SOUND	AND	SONG	OF	THE	LOVELY	SIBYL

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 WAS	 a	 knight	 who	 had	 three	 beautiful
daughters.	Now	 this	knight	determined	 to	go	 to	 the	Holy	Land	 to	 fight	 for	 the
tomb	of	our	Lord,	but	he	did	not	know	what	to	do	with	his	three	daughters.	At
length	a	friend	said,	“Build	a	tower	for	them,”	and	the	idea	was	such	a	good	one
that	he	adopted	it.	He	had	a	tall	tower	built,	with	three	bedrooms	and	a	sitting-
room	at	the	top	of	it.	He	locked	the	door	at	the	foot	and	provided	his	daughters
with	a	basket	and	a	 long	rope	with	which	to	draw	up	their	food.	Then	he	gave
each	girl	a	diamond	ring,	and	said,	“So,	long	as	you	are	good,	the	diamonds	will
be	 bright	 and	 victorious,	 but	 if	 you	 do	 wrong	 I	 shall	 find	 them	 dull	 on	 my
return.”
So,	he	went	away	to	fight	the	Saracens.
A	little	while	after	he	had	gone,	the	eldest	daughter	going	to	draw	up	the	basket
one	morning,	saw	a	poor	man	down	below	shivering	with	cold.
“Oh,	sisters,”	she	said,	“look	at	that	poor	man.	Shall	we	draw	him	up	and	feed
him	and	warm	him?”
“Do	as	you	like,”	said	they.	“We	won’t	be	answerable	for	the	results.”
So,	the	girl	bade	the	man	get	into	the	basket,	drew	him	up,	made	a	blazing	fire,
warmed	him	thoroughly,	and	gave	him	some	dinner.
“Now	you	must	go,”	she	said	after	a	 time,	“you	are	warm,	you	have	been	fed,
you	have	rested.	What	more	do	you	want?”
“I	must	have	supper	with	you.”	To	that	the	girl	agreed,	and	then	again	told	him
to	go	away.
“I	must	sleep	with	you	tonight,”	said	he.
Well,	the	girl	did	not	know	what	to	do,	so	she	submitted.
The	next	morning	after	breakfast,	the	second	daughter	said	to	the	man,	“Now	be
off,	we’ve	had	enough	of	you.”



“No,	I	am	going	to	stay	to	dinner”,	and	after	dinner	it	was,	“No,	I	am	going	to
stay	to	supper,”	and	after	supper	the	same	thing	as	before.
The	next	day	 it	was	 the	 third	sister’s	 turn.	Now	the	younger	sisters	are	always
more	cunning	than	the	elder	ones,	and	this	was	no	exception	to	the	rule.
As	before,	the	man	stopped	to	breakfast,	dinner	and	supper,	but	after	supper	the
girl	went	to	her	room,	saying	to	him,	“Wait	till	I	call	you.”
Now	the	tower	had	been	built	in	a	hurry	and	the	floors	were	of	plank	only,	not	of
brick	or	stone.	Of	this	the	maiden	took	advantage.	She	raised	three	or	four	planks
just	inside	the	door	and	then	called,	“My	light’s	out,	come	and	light	it.”
The	man	ran	to	do	so,	but	fell	down	the	hole	to	the	bottom	of	the	tower,	and	as	it
was	a	high	one	he	was	killed	by	the	fall.
The	 next	 morning	 the	 three	 sisters	 looked	 at	 their	 rings,	 but	 only	 that	 of	 the
youngest	was	bright,	the	others	were	dull	and	clouded.
“What	shall	we	do?”	said	the	girls.
“I’ll	tell	you,”	said	the	youngest,	“we’ll	sit	all	in	a	row,	and	pass	my	ring	from
one	to	another	so	cleverly	that	nobody	shall	notice.”
Presently	 their	 father	 came	 back.	They	 did	 as	 their	 sister	 advised,	 and	 he	was
quite	 satisfied.	 Then	 they	 all	 went	 home	 to	 live	 in	 their	 old	 house	 and	 had	 a
merry	time	of	it.
One	day,	as	the	eldest	was	looking	out	of	the	window	she	saw	the	king’s	baker.
“Ah,	what	a	handsome	man,”	said	she.	“If	he	were	to	marry	me	I	would	make,	in
one	day,	enough	bread	to	last	the	court	for	a	year.”
These	words	were	repeated	to	the	baker	and	he	married	her	and	she	managed	to
keep	her	promise.
A	little	while	afterwards	the	second	daughter	was	looking	out	of	window	when
she	spied	the	king’s	pastry-cook.
“How	 I	 should	 like	 to	marry	 that	 fine-looking	man,”	 said	 she.	 “I	would	make
enough	cakes	in	a	day	to	last	a	year.”
As	before,	 the	words	were	repeated	and	 the	girl	had	her	wish,	and	managed	 to
keep	her	promise.
But	 the	 third	daughter	saw	the	king’s	son,	and	said,	“If	 the	king’s	son	were	 to
marry	me	I	would	bring	him	three	children,	 two	boys	and	a	girl,	each	with	the
red	cross	of	a	knight	on	his	chest.”
This	 saying	 was	 repeated	 to	 the	 prince	 who	 married	 the	 girl	 and	 almost
immediately	 afterwards	 became	 king.	But	 he	 had	 not	 been	 king	 long	 before	 a
terrible	war	broke	out,	and	he	had	to	leave	his	bride	and	go	far	away	to	fight.	He



put	 her	 under	 the	 charge	 of	 his	mother,	 with	 strict	 injunctions	 that	 he	 should
receive	information	as	to	whether	his	wife	had	kept	her	promise	or	not.	Now	the
queen-mother	was	a	wicked	woman,	who	hated	her	daughter-in-law	because	she
was	not	a	princess	by	birth,	but	only	the	daughter	of	a	poor	knight.	The	two	elder
sisters	also	hated	the	queen,	being	jealous	of	her,	because	they	had	to	bow	before
her	and	do	her	homage.	So,	these	three	women	consulted	together,	and	sent	for	a
wicked	witch	to	help	them	injure	the	poor	queen.	The	queen	had	three	children
as	she	had	promised,	two	boys	and	a	girl,	each	with	the	red	cross	of	a	knight	on
his	chest.	As	soon	as	they	were	born,	the	witch	let	three	black	puppies	run	about
the	 room,	 and	 took	 away	 the	 children	 and	 put	 them	 on	 the	 river-bank	 in	 the
forest	hard	by.	Then	she	sent	word	to	the	king,	“Your	wife	has	brought	you	three
black	dogs.”
“Let	her	and	them	be	well	taken	care	of,”	wrote	he.	But	the	witch	and	the	queen-
mother	changed	the	letter	into,	“Let	her	be	walled	in	at	the	foot	of	the	stairs,	and
let	everyone	who	goes	by	spit	on	her”,	and	this	was	done.

*
Now	we	will	go	back	to	the	children.
In	the	forest	there	lived	a	hermit.	He	heard	small	voices	crying,	went	and	looked,
and	 found	 the	 little	 ones.	He	 took	 them	 to	 his	 hut,	 and	 tended	 them,	 and	 they
grew	up	like	flowers,	fine	and	strong,	with	the	red	cross	always	in	front.
After	a	time	the	king	returned	from	the	wars,	and,	when	he	reached	his	palace,
saw	his	wife	at	the	foot	of	the	stairs	and	heard	all	that	had	been	done	to	her.	At
first	he	was	angry,	but	they	persuaded	him	that	it	was	all	as	it	should	be,	and	he
left	 his	 queen	 there,	 thin	 and	 ill.	 Still	 he	 was	 very	 unhappy,	 and	 to	 console
himself	 he	 went	 out	 hunting.	 In	 the	 forest	 there	 lived	 a	 fairy,	 a	 friend	 of	 the
hermit’s.	She	it	was	who	had	led	the	hermit	to	the	children,	and	now	she	guided
the	king	to	the	hermit’s	hut.	There	were	the	children,	beautiful	as	flowers,	each
with	the	red	cross.
“That	 reminds	me	 of	 what	my	wife	 once	 said,”	 said	 he.	 “All	 come	 and	 have
dinner	with	me	tomorrow.”
With	 that	 he	 went	 home	 and	 told	 what	 had	 happened.	 So,	 the	 queen-mother
called	the	witch,	and	said,	“What	shall	we	do?	We	shall	be	found	out.”
“No,	no,”	said	the	witch,	“you	leave	all	to	me,	it	will	be	all	right.”
Meanwhile	the	hermit	had	gone	to	ask	advice	from	the	fairy.
“You	 must	 all	 go,”	 said	 she.	 “When	 you	 come	 to	 the	 palace	 you	 will	 see	 a
beautiful	pale	woman	walled	in	at	the	foot	of	the	stairs,	and	you	will	be	told	to
spit	on	her,	but	you	must	refuse	to	do	it.	That	is	the	children’s	mother.”
The	three	children	and	the	hermit	went	to	the	palace.



“Spit	on	that	woman,”	commanded	the	guard.
“No,”	said	they	all.	“Such	a	thing	would	be	very	improper.”
“Then	you	 can’t	 go	 in,”	 said	 the	 soldier.	And	 so	 loud	 a	 dispute	 arose	 that	 the
king	came	himself,	and	when	he	heard	what	was	the	matter,	he	brought	them	in
gladly,	and	made	 them	sit	down	at	 table.	Then	 the	witch	who	was	 there	 told	a
wicked	lie.
“These	children,”	said	she,	“have	said	that	they	can	bring	the	Sound	and	Song	of
the	Lovely	Sibyl.”	But	they	had	not	promised	anything	of	the	kind.
“Very	well,”	said	the	king,	“let	them	come	back	with	it	here.”
So,	the	hermit	and	the	children	went	away,	and	the	eldest	boy	set	out.
“If	 I	 am	not	back	 in	 seven	days,”	 said	he,	“you	may	know	 that	 something	has
happened	to	me.”
He	rode	on	till	he	came	to	a	hermit	with	a	white	beard	sitting	by	the	roadside.
“Where	are	you	going?”	asked	this	hermit.
“Well-bred	 people	 don’t	 put	 questions	 of	 that	 sort,”	 answered	 the	 prince	 and
passed	on.
After	the	seven	days	were	gone	the	second	brother	determined	to	try	his	luck,	as
the	 first	 had	 not	 yet	 returned.	 He,	 too,	 met	 the	 hermit,	 received	 the	 same
question,	gave	the	same	answer,	and	rode	away.
Now	another	seven	days	had	elapsed,	and	the	sister	resolved	to	set	out,	but	first
she	asked	the	advice	of	the	fairy.
“After	 some	 time	you	will	 find	a	white-bearded	hermit,”	 said	 the	 fairy,	 “don’t
answer	him	as	your	brothers	have	done.	 tell	 him	where	you	are	going,	 and	he
will	help	you.”
So,	when	 she	 reached	 the	 old	man	 she	 told	 him	about	 the	 quest	 on	which	her
brothers	and	herself	had	set	out.
“Just	look	among	my	hair,”	said	the	hermit,	“and	comb	it.	Will	you?”	And	when
she	had	done	so	he	gave	her	a	small	rod	and	a	couple	of	cakes,	saying,	“Ride	on
till	 you	come	 to	 a	palace	with	 two	 lions	 in	 front	of	 it.	Throw	 the	cakes	 to	 the
lions	and	strike	the	door	with	the	rod.	It	will	open	and	in	the	hall	you	will	see	a
beautiful	girl.	She	will	tell	you	what	you	want	to	know.”
So,	 the	maiden	 thanked	 the	hermit	 and	 rode	off.	When	 she	 reached	 the	palace
she	followed	the	hermit’s	directions	and	found	the	girl.
“Take	this	rod,”	said	she,	“and	go	into	yonder	garden.	There	you	will	find	a	bird
which	 will	 come	 fluttering	 round	 your	 head	 and	 shoulders.	 Don’t	 attempt	 to
catch	 it,	however,	 till	 it	 reaches	your	 lap.	Then	put	both	hands	over	 it	quickly,



hold	 it	 tightly,	 and	 it	will	 tell	 you	 how	 to	 free	 your	 brothers.	 That	 bird	 is	 the
Sound	and	Song	of	the	Lovely	Sibyl.”
The	maiden	went	into	the	garden	and	sure	enough	the	bird	came	fluttering	round
her	as	though	asking	to	be	caught.	But	she	did	not	attempt	to	touch	it	till	it	had
settled	 in	her	 lap,	 then	she	held	 it	 fast	with	both	hands,	and	 the	bird	said,	“All
these	 statues	 you	 see	 round	 you	 were	 once	 men.	 Those	 two	 there	 are	 your
brothers.	Go	and	touch	them	with	the	rod	you	hold	in	your	hand.”
The	maiden	did	as	she	was	bid	and	her	brothers	returned	to	life	and	they	all	went
away	together,	carrying	the	bird	with	 them.	When	they	reached	home	the	fairy
said,	“Tomorrow	you	must	go	 to	court.	Put	 the	bird	 in	a	box	and	carry	 it	with
you,	 and	when	 the	king	 asks	 for	 it,	 put	 it	 on	 the	 table,	 that	 it	may	declare	 the
wickedness	of	the	dowager-queen,	and	the	innocence	of	your	mother.”
So,	the	next	day	the	three	went	to	the	palace	and	were	invited	to	dine	with	the
king.	There	were	the	queen-mother	and	the	witch	also	present.
“Ah,”	said	the	latter	sneeringly,	“you’ve	kept	your	promise	finely,	haven’t	you?”
“Certainly	we	have,”	they	answered.
“Why,”	said	the	king,	“where	is	the	bird?”
They	opened	the	box,	and	the	Sound	and	Song	of	the	Lovely	Sibyl	flew	on	to	the
table	and	told	the	whole	black	tale	of	deceit.
Then	the	queen-mother	was	burnt	in	the	great	public	square,	and	the	witch	in	a
smaller	 square,	 but	 the	 children’s	 mother	 was	 crowned	 queen	 again	 amid	 the
shouts	of	the	people,	and	her	husband	and	her	children	loved	her	dearly.
	



MARIA	WOOD

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	 a	 king	who	 had	 just	 the	 one	 daughter,
Maria,	the	apple	of	his	eye	and	the	pride	of	his	heart.	The	one	concern	of	his	life
was	to	marry	her	well	and	happily	before	he	died.
The	queen,	whom	he	believed	to	be	wise	above	mortal	women,	had	left	to	him	a
ring	 when	 she	 died,	 with	 the	 advice	 to	 listen	 to	 the	 addresses	 of	 no	 one	 on
Maria’s	behalf	but	 the	man	on	whose	finger	 the	gold	ring	which	she	gave	him
should	 fit,	 for	 he	whom	 it	 should	 fit	would	 be	 a	 noble	 and	 a	worthy	 husband
indeed.
Maria’s	teacher	was	very	different	from	those	we	have	had	to	do	with	hereto,	she
was	a	beneficent	fairy,	whose	services	her	good	and	clever	mother	had	obtained
for	her	under	this	disguise,	and	all	her	lessons	and	actions	were	directed	entirely
for	Maria’s	benefit,	and	she	was	able	to	advise	and	look	out	for	her	better	than
her	father	himself.
Time	went	by,	and	no	one	who	came	to	court	Maria	had	a	finger	which	the	ring
would	 fit.	 It	was	 not	 that	Maria	was	 not	 quite	 young	 enough	 to	wait,	 but	 her
father	was	growing	old	and	feeble,	and	 full	of	ailments,	and	he	yearned	 to	see
her	settled	in	life	before	death	called	him	away.
At	 last	 there	came	 to	sue	 for	Maria’s	hand	a	most	accomplished	cavalier,	who
declared	 himself	 to	 be	 a	 prince	 of	 a	 distant	 region,	 and	 he	 certainly	 brought
costly	presents,	and	was	attended	by	a	brilliant	retinue	well	calculated	to	sustain
the	alleged	character.
The	 father,	 who	 had	 had	 so	 much	 trouble	 with	 fitting	 the	 ring,	 was	 much
disposed	not	to	attend	any	more	to	this	circumstance	when	the	prince	objected	to
be	subjected	to	so	trivial	a	trial.	After	some	days,	however,	just	as	the	king	was
ready	 to	 bestow	Maria	 on	 him	 without	 his	 having	 fulfilled	 the	 condition,	 the
cavalier	suddenly	consented	to	submit	to	it,	when,	lo	and	behold,	the	ring	could
not	be	found!
“If	you	have	not	got	the	ring,”	said	the	cavalier	prince,	“it	really	is	not	my	fault



if	it	is	not	tried	on.	You	see	I	am	perfectly	willing	to	accept	the	test,	but	if	you
cannot	apply	it	you	must	not	visit	it	on	me.”
“What	 you	 say	 is	 most	 reasonable,”	 said	 the	 father.	 “But	 what	 can	 I	 do?	 I
promised	 her	 mother	 I	 would	 not	 let	 the	 girl	 marry	 anyone	 but	 him	 the	 ring
fitted.”
“Do	you	mean	then	that	the	girl	is	never	to	marry	at	all,	since	you	have	lost	the
ring!	That	would	be	monstrous	indeed.	You	may	be	sure,	however,	in	my	case,
the	ring	would	have	fitted	if	you	had	it	here,	because	I	am	so	exactly	the	kind	of
husband	your	wife	promised	the	ring	should	fit.	So,	what	more	reasonable	than
to	give	her	to	me?	However,	to	meet	your	wishes	and	prejudices	to	the	utmost,	I
am	willing	to	submit	to	any	other	test,	however	difficult,	the	young	lady	herself
likes	to	name.	Nay,	I	will	say	three	tests.	Will	that	satisfy	you?”
All	this	was	so	perfectly	reasonable	that	the	father	felt	he	could	not	but	agree	to
it,	 and	Maria	was	 told	 to	 be	 ready	 the	 next	 day	 to	 name	 the	 first	 of	 the	 tests
which	she	would	substitute	for	that	of	the	ring.
Though	 the	 prince	 was	 so	 handsome,	 so	 accomplished,	 so	 rich,	 and	 so
persevering	 with	 his	 suit,	 Maria	 felt	 an	 instinctive	 dislike	 to	 him,	 which
embarrassed	 her	 the	 more	 that	 she	 had	 no	 fault	 of	 any	 sort	 to	 find	 with	 him
which	she	could	make	patent	to	her	father.
To	the	compassionate	and	appreciative	bosom	of	her	teacher	she	poured	out	all
her	grief,	and	found	there	a	ready	response.
The	teacher,	who	by	her	fairy	powers	knew	what	mortals	could	not	know,	knew
that	 the	 prince	 was	 no	 other	 than	 the	 devil,	 and	 that	 the	 marriage	 must	 be
prevented	at	any	price,	but	that	it	would	be	vain	for	her	to	give	this	information
to	the	father,	as	he	would	have	laughed	in	her	face,	and	told	her	to	go	and	rule
copy-books	 and	 knit	 stockings.	 She	must,	 therefore,	 set	 to	work	 in	 a	 different
way	to	protect	her	charge	from	the	impending	evil.
In	the	first	instance,	however,	and	without	mentioning	the	alarming	disclosure	of
who	her	suitor	 really	was,	she	merely	bid	Maria	 to	be	of	good	courage	and	all
would	 come	 right,	 and	 for	 the	 test	 she	had	 to	propose,	 she	bid	her	 ask	him	 to
produce	a	dress	woven	of	the	stars	of	heaven.
The	next	morning,	accordingly,	when	the	prince	came	to	inquire	what	her	good
pleasure	was,	she	asked	him	to	bring	her	a	dress	woven	of	the	stars	of	heaven.
The	prince	bit	his	 lip,	and	a	 look	of	 fierceness	he	had	never	worn	before	stole
over	 his	 face	 at	 hearing	 this	 request.	And	 though	 he	 instantly	 put	 on	 a	 smile,
there	 was	 much	 suppressed	 anger	 perceptible	 in	 the	 tone	 with	 which	 he
answered,
“This	is	not	your	own	idea.	Someone	who	has	no	good	will	towards	me	has	told
you	this.”



“It	was	no	part	 of	 the	 condition,	 I	 think,	 that	 I	 should	 act	without	 advice,	 and
certainly	 no	 part	 of	 it	 that	 I	 should	 say	whether	 I	 took	 advice	 or	 not,”	 replied
Maria	discreetly,	and	then	her	desire	to	break	from	the	engagement	making	her
bold,	she	added,	“But,	you	know,	if	you	do	not	like	the	test,	or	consider	it	in	any
way	unfair,	I	do	not	press	you	to	accept	it.	You	will	meet	with	no	reproach	from
me	if	you	renounce	it.”
“Oh	 dear	 no!	 I	 have	 no	 such	wish,”	 the	 prince	 hastened	 to	 reply.	 “The	 dress
woven	of	the	stars	of	heaven	will	be	here	by	tomorrow	morning,	and	you	have
only	to	be	ready	by	the	same	time	to	name	what	is	the	second	test	you	propose.”
Maria	hastened	back	to	her	teacher	to	recount	the	story	of	the	morning’s	work,	to
tell	 of	 the	 moment	 of	 hope	 she	 had	 had	 that	 the	 prince	 would	 renounce	 the
attempt,	 and	 then	his	 final	 acceptance	of	 the	undertaking.	 “Dear	 teacher	mine!
Cannot	you	think	of	something	else	so	very,	very	difficult	I	can	give	him	to	do
tomorrow	that	he	may	be	obliged	to	refuse	it?”
“Tomorrow	 I	 would	 have	 you	 ask	 him	 for	 a	 dress	 woven	 of	 moonbeams,”
replied	the	teacher,	“which	will	be	very	difficult	to	supply,	but	I	fear	he	will	yet
find	the	means	of	accomplishing	it.”
The	next	morning	the	dress	woven	of	the	stars	of	heaven	was	brought	in	by	six
pages,	and	it	was	all	they	could	do	to	carry	it,	for	the	dazzling	of	the	rays	of	the
stars	 in	 their	 eyes.	 When	 the	 dress	 of	 moonbeams	 was	 asked	 for,	 the	 prince
showed	little	less	impatience	than	at	the	first	request,	but	yet	undertook	to	supply
it,	and	reminded	Maria	that	the	next	day	she	must	be	ready	with	her	third	test.
Once	more	Maria	had	recourse	to	her	sage	teacher’s	counsels,	and	this	time	was
advised	to	ask	for	a	dress	woven	of	sunbeams.
The	 next	 day	 the	 dress	 woven	 of	 moonbeams	 was	 produced,	 but	 it	 required
twelve	pages	to	bring	it	in,	for	it	was	so	dazzling	they	could	only	hold	it	for	ten
minutes	at	a	stretch,	and	they	had	to	carry	it	in	relays,	six	at	a	time.	When	Maria
now	asked	for	the	dress	woven	of	sunbeams,	the	prince	grew	so	angry	that	she
was	quite	frightened,	and	at	the	same	time	entertained	for	a	moment	a	confident
hope	that	now,	at	last,	he	would	own	himself	baffled.	Nevertheless,	at	the	end	of
a	few	moments”	hesitation,	he	pronounced	his	intention	of	complying,	but	added
in	 almost	 a	 threatening	 tone,	 “And	 remember	 that	 when	 it	 comes	 tomorrow
morning	 you	 will	 not	 then	 have	 any	 more	 ridiculous	 tests	 to	 prefer,	 but	 will
belong	to	me	for	ever,	and	must	be	prepared	to	go	away	with	me	in	the	carriage
that	will	be	at	 the	door.”	He	 turned	on	his	heel	as	he	spoke	and	stalked	away,
without	saying	good-bye,	or	so	much	as	turning	to	look	at	her,	or	he	would	have
seen	she	had	sunk	down	on	the	ground	in	an	agony	of	despair.
Her	father	came	in	and	found	her	thus,	and	asked	her	what	could	possibly	put	her
into	such	a	state	on	the	eve	of	such	a	brilliant	marriage.	Maria	threw	herself	in



his	arms	and	told	him	all	her	distress,	but	when	it	was	 told	 it	sounded	childish
and	unreasonable.
“Can	anything	be	more	absurd?”	replied	the	old	man.	“Tomorrow	I	may	be	dead,
and	what	will	become	of	you?	What	can	you	desire	more	than	a	husband	suited
to	you	 in	age	and	person,	with	every	advantage	 the	world	can	offer?	And	you
would	 throw	 all	 this	 away	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 a	 foolish	 fancy	 you	 cannot	 even
explain!	Dry	 your	 tears	 and	 do	 not	 listen	 to	 such	 fancies	 any	more,	 and	 keep
your	 pretty	 little	 face	 in	 good	 order	 for	 looking	 as	 smiling	 and	 as	 pleasing	 as
such	a	devoted	husband	deserves	you	should	look	on	your	wedding	morning.	It
is	 I	who	have	 to	 lament,	 I	who	shall	be	 left	 alone	 in	my	old	age,	but	 I	do	not
repine,	 I	 shall	be	quite	happy	 for	my	few	remaining	days	 in	knowing	 that	you
have	 all	 the	 happiness	 life	 can	 afford	 you;”	 and	 as	 he	 spoke	 he	 clasped	 her
fondly	in	his	arms.
Maria,	reassured	by	his	words,	began	to	think	he	was	in	the	right,	and	she	was
thus	as	cheerful	as	he	could	wish	that	last	night	they	were	to	spend	together.
But	when	 night	 came	 and	 she	 found	 the	 teacher	who	 understood	 her	 so	well,
waiting	to	put	her	to	bed	for	the	last	time,	all	her	own	true	feelings	came	back,
and,	bursting	into	tears,	she	entreated	her	to	find	some	way	of	delivering	her.
“The	 time	 has	 come,”	 replied	 the	 teacher,	 “that	 I	 should	 tell	 you	 all.	 The
innocence	and	 truthfulness	of	your	heart	guided	you	right	 in	believing	 that	 the
prince	was	no	husband	for	you.	You	did	not,	and	could	not,	know	who	he	was,
but	now	I	must	tell	you	he	is	the	devil	himself.	Nay,	do	not	shudder	and	tremble
so,	it	remains	entirely	with	yourself	to	decide	whether	you	shall	be	his	or	not,	he
can	have	no	sort	of	power	over	any	against	their	will.”
“But,	of	course,	I	will	have	nothing	to	do	with	him,”	replied	the	child,	simply.
“Why	don’t	you	tell	papa,	and	make	him	send	him	away?”
“Because,	 for	 one	 thing,	 he	would	 not	 believe	me.	As	 I	 have	 said,	 the	 prince
being	 what	 he	 is	 can	 have	 no	 power	 over	 you	 against	 your	 own	 will.	 Your
breaking	 from	 him	 must	 be	 your	 own	 act.	 Further,	 you	 must	 understand	 the
terms	of	the	struggle.	Power	is	given	him	to	deceive,	and	thus	he	has	deceived
your	father.	I	have	been	set	by	your	mother	to	watch	over	you,	and	I	can	tell	you
what	he	is,	but	I	have	no	power	to	undeceive	your	father.	If	I	were	to	attempt	it,
it	would	do	no	good,	he	would	not	believe	me,	and	it	would	break	his	heart	 to
see	 you	 renounce	 so	 promising	 an	 union.	 On	 the	 other	 hand,	 you	 must
understand	that	when	the	devil	woos	a	maiden	in	this	form	he	does	not	suddenly
after	appear	with	horns	and	hoofs	and	carry	her	off	to	brimstone	and	fire.	For	the
term	of	your	life	he	will	behave	with	average	kindness	and	affection,	and	he	will
abundantly	supply	you	with	the	good	things	of	this	world.	After	that	I	need	not
say	what	the	effect	of	his	power	over	you	will	be.	On	the	other	hand,	if	you	give
him	 up	 you	must	 be	 prepared	 to	 undergo	many	 trials	 and	 privations.	 It	 is	 not



merely	 going	on	with	 your	 present	 life	 such	 as	 it	 has	 been	up	 till	 now.	Those
peaceful	days	are	allowed	for	youthful	strength	to	mature,	but	now	the	time	has
come	that	you	have	to	make	a	life-choice.	What	do	you	say?	Have	you	courage
to	renounce	the	ease	and	enjoyment	the	prince	has	to	offer	you	and	face	poverty,
with	the	want	and	the	insults	which	come	in	its	train?”
Poor	little	Maria	looked	very	serious.	She	had	never	felt	any	great	attraction	for
the	prince,	it	is	true,	but	now	the	question	was	placed	upon	a	new	issue.	She	had
learnt	enough	about	duty	and	sacrifice,	and	she	had	always	intended	to	do	right
at	all	costs,	but	now	that	 the	day	of	 trial	had	come	it	seemed	so	different	from
what	she	had	expected,	she	knew	not	what	to	say.
“You	are	tired	tonight,	my	child,	and	it	is	late,”	said	the	teacher.	“We	will	say	no
more	till	the	morning.	I	will	wake	you	betimes	and	you	shall	tell	me	your	mind
then.”
In	 the	morning	Maria’s	mind	was	made	up.	She	had	chosen	 the	good	part,	but
how	was	she	to	be	delivered	from	the	prince?
“This	 is	what	you	will	 have	 to	do,”	 replied	 the	 teacher,	 after	 commending	her
good	 resolution.	 “I	 have	 had	 made	 ready	 for	 you	 a	 wooden	 figure	 of	 an	 old
woman,	inside	which	I	will	stow	away	all	that	you	have	valuable,	for	it	may	be
of	use	some	day,	but	especially	I	will	bestow	there	the	dresses	woven	of	the	stars
of	heaven,	of	moonbeams,	and	that	of	sunbeams,	which,	I	doubt	not,	the	prince
will	 bring	 you,	 according	 to	 promise,	 in	 the	morning.	When	 you	 have	 driven
with	him	in	his	carriage	all	day,	towards	evening	you	will	find	yourself	in	a	thick
wood.	Say	to	him	you	are	tired	with	sitting	in	the	carriage	all	day,	and	ask	to	be
allowed	to	walk	a	little	way	in	the	wood	before	sundown.	I,	meantime,	will	place
ready	 my	 wooden	 figure	 of	 an	 old	 woman,	 which	 you	 will	 find	 there,	 and,
watching	 for	a	moment	when	he	has	his	head	 turned,	place	yourself	 inside	 the
figure	and	walk	away.	There	is	another	thing	which	you	must	do,	which	is	very
important.	When	the	ring	was	 lost,	you	must	know	it	was	he	who	took	it,	and,
though	 he	 kept	 it	 studiously	 concealed	 all	 the	 while	 he	 was	 in	 your	 father’s
palace,	he	will	now	carry	it	boldly	slung	on	the	feather	in	his	cap,	this	you	must
find	means	of	possessing	yourself	of	during	the	journey,	because	it	is	essential	to
you	 that	 you	 should	 have	 it	 in	 your	 own	 hands.	 And	 fear	 nothing	 either,	 in
making	 your	 escape,	 for	 the	 ring	 is	 your	 own	 property,	 which	 he	 has	 falsely
taken,	 and,	 in	 leaving	 him,	 remember	 he	 can	 have	 no	 power	 over	 you	 against
your	will.	 I	may	not	 inform	you	what	may	befall	you	in	your	new	character	as
poor	Maria	Wood,	but	be	good	and	courageous,	always,	as	now,	choose	the	right
bravely	in	all	questions	and	doubts,	and	you	shall	not	go	unrewarded.”
There	 was	 little	 time	 for	 leave-taking	 between	 the	 good	 teacher	 and	 her
affectionate	 pupil,	 for	 the	 prince	 almost	 immediately	 after	 came	 to	 claim	 his
bride,	and	all	the	neighbours	and	friends	came,	too,	to	the	festivities.	The	dress



woven	 of	 sunbeams	 was	 brought	 by	 four-and-twenty	 pages,	 for	 it	 was	 so
dazzling	they	could	not	hold	it	for	more	than	five	minutes	at	a	time,	and	they	had
to	carry	it	by	relays.
At	 last	 leave-takings	 and	 festivities	were	over,	 and,	 amid	 the	good-wishes	 and
blessings	 of	 all,	Maria	 drove	 away	 in	 the	 prince’s	 carriage.	On	 they	 drove	 all
day,	and	towards	the	end	of	it,	as	it	was	getting	dark,	Maria	contrived	to	twitch
the	ring	from	the	prince’s	cap	without	his	being	aware	of	it,	presently	after	she
exclaimed,	 “Oh	dear!	 how	cramped	 I	 feel	 from	 sitting	 all	 day	 in	 this	 carriage,
cannot	I	walk	a	little	way	in	this	wood	before	it	gets	dark?”
“Most	 certainly	 you	 can,	 if	 you	 wish,”	 replied	 the	 prince,	 who,	 having
everything	his	own	way,	was	in	a	very	accommodating	humour.
When	 they	 had	 walked	 a	 little	 way	 down	 the	 forest-path,	 Maria	 espied	 the
wooden	form	she	was	to	assume,	placed	ready	under	a	tree.
“That	old	woman	will	have	a	longish	way	to	go	to	get	a	night’s	shelter,	I	fancy,”
exclaimed	 the	 prince,	 with	 a	 laugh	which	made	Maria	 shudder,	 both	 from	 its
heartlessness	and	also	because	it	reminded	her	that	she	would	soon	find	herself
alone,	far	from	shelter,	in	that	dark	wood.	But	was	it	not	better	to	be	alone	in	the
dark	 than	 in	 such	company	as	 that	 she	was	about	 to	 leave,	 she	 said	 to	herself.
Then	she	turned	once	more	to	look	at	it.	The	figure	looked	so	natural	she	could
not	 forbear	 saying	 mechanically,	 “Poor	 old	 woman!	 give	 me	 a	 little	 coin	 to
bestow	on	her	that	she	may	wish	us	Godspeed	on	our	night-journey.”
“Nonsense!”	replied	the	prince.	“Never	let	me	hear	you	talk	such	idle	stuff.	And,
come,	it	is	time	to	go	back	into	the	carriage,	it	is	getting	quite	dark.”
“Oh!	 what	 a	 beautiful	 firefly!”	 exclaimed	 Maria,	 reminded	 by	 the	 speech	 to
hasten	her	separation	from	her	uncongenial	companion,	“Oh,	do	catch	it	for	me!”
The	prince	lifted	his	cap,	and	ran	a	few	steps	after	the	insect.	“Oh,	I	see	another,
and	 I	 shall	catch	 it	before	you	catch	yours--you’ll	 see!”	So,	 saying,	 she	darted
towards	the	tree	where	the	wooden	figure	stood	ready,	and	placing	herself	inside,
walked	 slowly	 and	 freely	 along,	 counterfeiting	 the	 gait	 of	 an	 aged	 and	weary
woman.
The	 prince	 had	 soon	 caught	 the	 firefly	 and	 was	 bringing	 it	 back	 in	 triumph,
when,	 to	his	dismay,	Maria	was	nowhere	to	be	seen.	He	ran	this	way	and	that,
called	 and	 shouted	 in	 vain.	 The	 servants	with	 the	 carriage	were	 too	 far	 off	 to
have	seen	anything,	there	was	no	witness	to	appeal	to	but	the	old	woman.
“Which	way	did	 the	young	 lady	 run	who	was	walking	with	me	 just	now?”	he
eagerly	inquired.
“Down	that	path	there	to	the	right,	as	fast	as	the	firefly	itself	could	fly,	and	if	she
comes	back	 as	quickly	 as	 she	went	 she	will	 be	back	presently,”	 replied	Maria
Wood,	feigning	the	voice	of	an	old	woman.



The	prince	ran	in	the	direction	indicated,	and	was	soon	himself	lost	in	the	mazes
of	 the	 forest,	 where	 he	 wandered	 hopelessly	 all	 night,	 and	 only	 when	 the
morning	light	came	was	he	able	to	make	his	way	back	to	his	carriage,	and	drive
home	 ashamed	 and	 crestfallen,	 giving	 up	 his	 conquest	 in	 despair,	 and	 vowing
useless	 vengeance	 against	 the	 fairy	 godmother,	 whose	 intervention	 he	 now
recognised	it	was	had	baffled	him.
Maria	meantime	walked	steadily	and	fearlessly	along,	guided	by	the	stars	which
peeped	 here	 and	 there	 through	 the	 tall	 trees.	Nor	was	 shelter	 so	 far	 off	 as	 the
prince	 had	 said.	 Before	 very	 long	 a	 party	 of	 charcoal-burners	 hailed	 her,	 and
offered	 a	 share	 of	 such	 poor	 hospitality	 as	 they	 could	 command.	 It	 was	 very
different	 from	the	comforts	of	her	 father’s	house,	but	Maria	 took	 it	as	 the	first
instalment	of	the	hardships	she	had	accepted.
Maria’s	 wooden	 form	 was	 very	 skilfully	 made,	 the	 limbs	 had	 supple	 joints,
which	could	be	moved	by	the	person	inside	just	like	those	of	a	living	being,	and
the	clothes	the	teacher	had	provided	being	just	like	those	of	the	country	people
about,	no	one	entertained	the	least	suspicion	that	Maria	Wood,	as	she	had	now
become,	was	anything	different	from	themselves.
The	 charcoal-burners	 were	 kind,	 simple	 people,	 and,	 finding	Maria	 willing	 to
assist	them	in	their	labours	to	the	extent	of	her	powers,	proposed	to	her	to	stay
and	cast	in	her	lot	with	them	as	long	as	the	season	for	their	work	lasted,	and	she
did	their	hard	work	and	shared	their	poor	fare	with	never	a	word	of	complaint.
At	last,	one	day,	when	she	was	on	I	know	not	what	errand,	at	some	distance	from
the	encampment,	 the	young	king	of	 the	country,	who	had	 lately	been	called	 to
the	 throne,	 came	 through	 the	 forest	 hunting,	with	 a	 large	 retinue	 of	 followers.
Crash,	 crash,	 like	 thunder,	 went	 the	 brushwood	 as	 the	 wild	 boar	 trampled	 it
down,	and	the	eager	dogs	bounded	after	him	with	lightning	speed.	They	passed
close	 to	 Maria,	 who	 was	 as	 much	 alarmed	 as	 if	 she	 had	 really	 been	 the	 old
woman	she	seemed	to	be,	but	when	she	saw	the	riders	bearing	down	upon	her,
their	horses”	hoofs	tearing	up	the	soil,	and	the	branches	everywhere	giving	way
before	 their	 impetuosity,	 her	 heart	 failed	 her	 entirely,	 and	 she	 swooned	 away
upon	the	grass.	The	king,	however,	was	the	only	one	whose	course	passed	over
the	spot	where	she	was,	and	he	only	perceived	her	in	time	to	rein	up	his	mount
just	before	it	might	have	trampled	on	her.
“See	here	to	this	old	body,	whom	we	have	nearly	frightened	to	death,”	he	cried,
and	the	huntsmen	came	and	lifted	her	up.
“Some	of	you	carry	her	home	to	the	palace,	 that	she	may	be	attended	to,”	said
the	king	further,	and	they	carried	her	home	to	the	palace,	and	laid	her	on	a	bed,
and	restored	her	senses.
When	the	king	came	home	from	the	hunt,	he	would	go	himself	to	see	how	it	had



fared	with	her,	and	when	he	found	her	almost	restored	he	asked	her	where	she
would	wish	to	be	sent.
“Little	it	matters	to	me	where	I	go,”	replied	Maria	Wood,	in	the	saddened	voice
of	grief-stricken	age,	“for	home	and	kindred	have	I	none.	Little	it	matters	where
I	lay	my	weary	bones	to	rest.”
When	the	king	heard	her	speak	thus	he	compassionated	her,	and	inquired	if	there
was	any	service	in	the	household	that	could	be	offered	her.
“Please	your	Majesty,	 there	 is	 not	much	 strength	 in	her	 for	work,”	 replied	 the
steward,	“but,	if	such	is	your	royal	will,	she	can	be	set	to	help	the	scullions	in	the
kitchen.”
“Will	that	suit	you,	old	dame?”	inquired	the	king.	“They	shall	not	ask	too	much
of	you,	and	a	good	table	and	warm	shelter	shall	never	be	wanting.”
“All	thanks	to	your	Majesty’s	bounty.	My	heart	could	desire	nothing	more	than
to	live	thus	under	the	shadow	of	your	Majesty,”	replied	Maria,	making	a	humble
obeisance.
And	thus	Maria,	from	a	princess,	became	a	servant	of	servants.
“What’s	the	use	of	giving	us	such	a	cranky	old	piece	as	that	for	a	help?”	said	the
scullion	to	the	turnspit,	as	Maria	was	introduced	to	her	new	quarters.
“Why,	 as	 to	 that,	 as	 she	 has	 taken	 the	 service	 she	 must	 do	 it,	 cranky	 or	 not
cranky,”	answered	the	turnspit.
“Aye,	I	dare	say	we	shall	be	able	to	get	it	out	of	her	one	way	or	another,”	replied
the	scullion.
And	they	did	get	it	out	of	her,	and	Maria	had	more	put	upon	her,	and	less	of	kind
words	and	scarcely	better	food	than	with	the	charcoal-burners.	But	she	took	it	all
in	 silence	 and	 patience,	 and	 no	 complaint	 passed	 her	 lips.	 She	 had	 no	 fixed
duties,	but	one	called	her	here	and	another	there,	she	was	at	everyone’s	bidding,
but	she	did	her	best	to	content	them	all.
Then	came	the	Carneval,	and	on	the	last	three	days	every	servant	had	license	to
don	 a	 domino	 and	 dance	 at	 the	 king’s	 ball.	 What	 an	 opportunity	 for	 Maria
Wood!	After	 serving	 in	her	unbecoming	disguise	with	 so	much	endurance	and
perseverance	for	now	a	full	year,	here	was	one	day	on	which	she	might	wear	a
becoming	dress,	and	enjoy	herself	according	to	the	measure	of	her	age	and	sex,
and	due	position	in	the	world.
All	the	household,	all	royal	as	it	was,	was	in	a	hubbub	of	confusion.	No	one	was
at	work--no	one	at	his	post,	and	there	was	no	one	to	notice	that	Maria	Wood	was
absent,	like	the	rest.
Locking	 herself	 into	 the	 loft	which	 served	 her	 for	 a	 sleeping-place,	Maria	 not



only	came	out	of	her	wooden	disguise,	but	took	out	of	it	the	garment	woven	of
the	stars	of	heaven--a	most	convenient	dress	for	the	occasion.	At	a	masqued	ball
no	 one	 can	 recognise	 anybody	 else,	 except	 by	 a	 guess	 suggested	 by	 familiar
characteristics	which	the	domino	fails	to	disguise.	But	no	one	at	the	king’s	court
was	 familiar	with	 the	characteristics	of	Maria	Wood,	and	wherever	 she	passed
the	whole	company	was	in	an	excitement	to	know	whose	was	the	elegant	figure
shrouded	in	such	a	marvellous	costume.	But	 there	was	so	much	majesty	 in	her
air,	that	no	one	durst	ask	her	to	dance	or	so	much	as	approach	her.
Only	the	king	himself	felt	conscious	of	the	right	to	offer	to	lead	her	to	the	dance,
and	 she,	who	 had	 not	 forgotten	 how	 handsome	 he	was,	 and	 how	 kind	 he	 had
been	 on	 the	 night	 that	 his	 huntsmen	 had	 nearly	 frightened	 her	 to	 death	 in	 the
forest,	right	willingly	accepted	the	favour.	But	even	he	was	so	awed	by	her	grace
and	dignity,	that,	charmed	as	he	was	with	her	conversation,	and	burning	to	know
her	 style	 and	 title,	 he	 yet	 could	 not	 frame	 the	 question	 that	 would	 ascertain
where	she	had	come.
Very	 early	 in	 the	 evening,	while	 the	 other	masquers	 reckoned	 the	 amusement
was	only	beginning,	Maria,	with	characteristic	moderation,	chose	an	opportunity
for	withdrawing	unperceived	from	the	ballroom.
It	will	readily	be	imagined	that	the	next	night	everyone	was	full	of	curiosity,	and
the	king	most	of	all,	to	know	whether	the	lady	in	the	starry	dress	would	appear
again,	 and	 the	 more	 that,	 though	 everybody	 had	 been	 talking	 of	 her	 to	 the
exclusion	 of	 everyone	 else	 the	 whole	 intervening	 day	 through,	 no	 one	 could
offer	a	satisfactory	conjecture	as	to	who	she	could	possibly	be.
While	 all	 eyes	 were	 full	 of	 expectation,	 accordingly,	 the	 second	 evening,
suddenly	 and	 unannounced	 there	 appeared	 in	 their	midst	 a	 form,	 graceful	 and
mobile	like	hers	they	had	so	much	admired,	but	draped	in	a	still	more	dazzling
dress	(for	Maria	this	night	wore	her	garment	woven	of	moonbeams),	and	it	was
only	the	king	who	had	the	certainty	that	it	was	really	the	same	person.
“Why	did	you	take	away	all	the	light	of	our	ball	so	early	last	night?”	inquired	the
king,	as	they	were	dancing	together.
“I	have	to	be	up	early,	and	so	I	must	go	to	bed	early,”	replied	Maria.
“And	what	can	a	sylph-like	creature	like	you	have	to	get	up	early	in	the	morning
for?	You	are	only	fit	to	lie	on	a	bed	of	roses,	with	nightingales	to	sing	to	you,”
pursued	the	king.
“My	occupations	are	very	different,	I	can	assure	your	Majesty,”	said	Maria,	with
a	hearty	laugh.
“What	 can	 those	 occupations	 possibly	 be?”	 inquired	 the	 king	 eagerly,	 “I	 am
dying	to	know.”
“Oh,	fie!	You	must	not	ask	a	domino	such	a	direct	question	as	that,	it	is	as	bad	as



asking	her	 name,	 and	 that	 is	 against	 all	 rules.	But	 see,	 the	 dancers	 await	 your
Majesty,	we	are	putting	them	all	out.”
Thus	 she	 put	 him	 off,	 and	 she	 fenced	 so	 well	 that	 he	 succeeded	 no	 better	 in
searching	 out	 the	 mystery	 in	 all	 his	 subsequent	 attempts.	 Though	 he	 had
determined,	too,	never	to	leave	her	side	all	the	evening,	that	he	might	certainly
observe	which	way	she	went,	she	was	so	alert	that	she	defeated	his	plans.	Kings
have	 a	 certain	 etiquette	 to	 observe,	 even	 at	 a	 Carneval	 ball,	 and	 while	 social
exigencies	demanded	that	he	should	bestow	a	salute	on	one	and	another	of	 the
distinguished	personages	present,	Maria	contrived	to	gather	her	shining	raiment
round	her	so	as	to	invert	its	dazzling	folds,	and	glide	away	unperceived.
The	 king	was	 beside	 himself	with	 vexation	when	 he	 found	 she	was	 gone,	 nor
could	 he	 sleep	 all	 the	 succeeding	 night,	 or	 rather	 those	 hours	 which	must	 be
stolen	out	of	 the	day	 to	make	a	night	of	when	 the	 real	night	has	been	spent	 in
revels.	One	thought	occupied	him,	which	was	that	the	succeeding	night	was	the
last	 in	which	 he	 could	 expect	 to	 have	 the	 chance	 of	 obtaining	 an	 explanation
from	his	 fair	partner	of	 the	dance.	The	next	day	began	 the	gloom	of	Lent,	and
she	would	 disappear	 from	 his	 sight	 forever.	 He	 arranged	 in	 his	 head	 a	 dozen
forms	of	conversation	by	which	to	entrap	her	into	some	admission	by	which	he
could	find	out	who	she	could	possibly	be,	he	determined	to	be	more	vigilant	than
ever	in	observing	her	movements,	and,	to	provide	against	every	possible	chance
of	failure,	he	stationed	guards	at	every	exit	of	the	ballroom,	with	strict	orders	to
follow	her	when	she	passed.
In	the	midst	of	the	ball	on	the	third	night	Maria	entered	more	radiant	than	ever,
having	 on	 her	 dress	woven	 of	 sunbeams.	 The	masquers	 put	 their	 hands	 up	 to
shade	their	eyes	as	she	passed,	and	the	chandeliers	and	torches	were	paled	by	its
brilliance.	The	king	was	at	her	side	immediately,	but	though	he	put	in	requisition
all	 the	devices	he	had	prepared,	Maria	 succeeded	 in	 evading	 them	all,	 and	 the
evening	passed	away	without	his	being	a	bit	wiser	about	how	to	see	more	of	her
than	he	had	been	at	the	beginning.	The	only	thing	that	gave	him	a	little	hope	that
she	 did	 not	 mean	 absolutely	 to	 abandon	 him,	 was	 that	 in	 the	 course	 of	 the
evening	she	took	out	a	ring,	which	she	told	him	had	never	fitted	anyone	yet,	and
begged	 him,	 as	 a	 matter	 of	 curiosity,	 to	 try	 it	 on	 his	 hand,	 and	 then	 when	 it
strangely	happened	that	it	fitted	him	perfectly,	she	could	not	altogether	conceal
the	pleasure	it	seemed	to	give	her.	Nevertheless,	she	put	up	the	ring	again,	and
would	give	no	further	explanation	about	it	anymore	than	about	herself.
By-and-by,	choosing	her	moment	as	dexterously	as	before,	she	made	her	escape
without	exciting	the	king’s	attention.	The	guards,	however,	were	all	expectation,
and	notwithstanding	 that	she	had	 taken	 the	precaution	of	 turning	 the	sunbeams
inwards,	 they	 recognised	 her,	 and	 followed	 softly	 after	 her	 as	 they	 had	 been
bidden.	Maria,	however,	did	not	fail	to	perceive	they	were	following	her,	and,	to
divert	 their	 attention,	 took	 off	 a	 string	 of	 precious	 pearls	 she	 wore	 round	 her



throat,	and,	unthreading	them	on	the	ground,	escaped	swiftly	to	her	loft	while	the
guards	were	occupied	in	gathering	up	the	treasure.
The	king	was	disconsolate	beyond	measure	when	he	found	that	all	his	schemes
were	foiled,	and	that	his	radiant	maiden	had	passed	away	like	the	rays	in	which
she	was	clothed,	leaving	only	darkness	and	weariness	for	him.	So,	disconsolate
he	grew	that	nothing	could	distract	him.	He	would	no	more	occupy	himself	with
the	affairs	of	the	state,	still	less	with	any	minor	occupations.	He	could	not	bear
the	light	of	the	sun	because	its	beams	reminded	him	of	his	loss,	and	he	dreaded
similarly	the	sight	of	the	moon	or	the	stars,	but,	shut	up	in	a	dark	room	almost
hopeless,	he	wept	the	weary	days	away.
So,	remarkable	a	change	in	the	habits	of	 the	young	king	became	the	subject	of
general	comment,	and	could	not	fail	to	reach	the	ears	of	even	so	insignificant	a
menial	as	Maria.	She,	indeed,	had	every	reason	to	hear	of	it,	for	scarcely	could
the	afflicted	king	be	induced	to	take	the	simplest	food,	and	the	attendants	of	the
kitchen	were	 reduced	 to	 complete	 inactivity.	Maria	was	 no	 longer	 called	 here
and	there	at	everyone’s	pleasure,	and	as	long	as	this	 inactivity	lasted	she	knew
the	 king	 was	 still	 of	 the	 same	mind	 about	 herself.	 But	 at	 last	 the	 talk	 of	 the
kitchen	took	a	more	alarming	character,	it	was	reported	that	physicians	had	been
called	in,	and	had	pronounced	that	unless	means	were	found	to	distract	him	his
state	of	despondency	would	prove	 fatal,	but	 that	nothing	which	had	been	 tried
had	the	least	effect	in	rousing	him	from	his	melancholy.
Meantime	Lent	was	passing	away	and	Easter	was	close	at	hand.	Maria	thought
she	might	now	be	satisfied	with	his	constancy,	and	determined	to	take	the	step
which	she	had	good	reason	to	believe	would	restore	all	his	vigour.
Accordingly,	while	 the	cooks	and	 scullions	were	all	dispersed	about	one	 thing
and	another,	she	went	into	the	kitchen	and	made	a	cake,	into	which	she	put	the
ring,	and	took	it	up	herself	to	the	queen-mother.	It	was	not	very	easy	for	such	a
haggard	old	woman	to	obtain	admission	to	the	private	apartments,	but	when	she
declared	 she	 had	 come	 about	 a	 remedy	 for	 the	 king,	 she	was	made	welcome.
Having	 thus	obtained	 the	ear	of	 the	queen-mother,	 she	assured	her,	with	many
protestations,	that	if	the	king	could	he	made	to	eat	the	whole	of	the	cake,	without
giving	the	least	piece	of	it	to	anyone,	he	would	be	immediately	cured.	But	that	if
he	gave	away	 the	 least	piece	 the	virtue	might	be	 lost.	This	was	 lest	he	 should
thus	give	away	the	ring	 to	anyone.	The	 ladies	waiting	on	 the	queen	 laughed	at
the	old	woman’s	pretensions,	and	would	have	driven	her	away	with	contumely,
but	the	queen	said,	“Nay,	who	knows	but	there	may	be	healing	in	it.	Experience
often	teaches	the	old	remedies	which	science	has	failed	to	discover.”
Then	she	dismissed	Maria	with	a	present,	and	took	the	cake	in	to	the	king,	trying
to	amuse	him	with	 the	old	woman’s	 story,	but	 the	king	 refused	 to	be	amused,
and	let	the	cake	be.	Only	as	he	took	no	notice	of	what	food	he	ate,	and	they	gave



him	this	cake	for	all	his	meals,	he	took	it	as	he	would	have	taken	anything	else
that	had	been	set	before	him.	When	he	cut	it,	his	knife	struck	against	something
hard,	and	when	he	had	pulled	this	out,	he	found	it	was	the	very	ring	his	sylphlike
partner	had	given	him	the	night	she	wore	the	dress	woven	of	sunbeams.
At	the	sight	he	started	like	one	waking	from	a	trance.
“How	came	this	ring	here?”	he	exclaimed,	and	the	queen-mother,	who	had	stood
by	to	see	the	effect	of	the	remedy,	replied,
“A	certain	old	woman,	whom	you	befriended	in	the	forest	and	told	the	servants
to	shelter	in	the	palace,	brought	me	the	cake,	saying	it	would	prove	a	remedy	for
your	melancholy,	which	she	had	prepared	out	of	gratitude.”
“Let	 her	 be	 called	 instantly	 here,”	 then	 said	 the	 king,	 and	 they	 went	 to	 fetch
Maria	Wood,	but	Maria	could	nowhere	be	found.
The	 king	 was	 at	 this	 announcement	 very	 nearly	 relapsing	 into	 his	 former
condition,	but	the	idea	came	to	his	mind	to	find	something	out	by	means	of	the
ring	itself.	Therefore	he	summoned	together	all	the	goldsmiths,	and	refiners,	and
alchemists	of	his	kingdom,	and	bid	them	tell	him	the	history	of	the	ring.
At	the	end	of	seven	days”	trial	the	oldest	of	the	alchemists	brought	it	back	to	the
king	and	said,
“We	 find,	 O	 King,	 that	 this	 ring	 is	 made	 of	 gold	 which	 comes	 from	 afar.
Moreover,	that	the	workmanship	is	such	as	is	only	produced	in	the	kingdoms	of
the	West,	and	the	characters	on	it	pronounce	that	its	owner	is	a	princess	of	high
degree,	 whose	 dominions	 exceed	 greatly	 those	 of	 the	 King’s	 Majesty	 in
magnitude.”
The	king	now	ordered	a	more	urgent	search	to	be	made	for	Maria	Wood,	as	the
only	clue	by	which	to	reach	the	fair	owner	of	the	ring,	and	Maria,	having	heard
by	report	of	the	alchemists”	announcement,	thought	it	was	time	to	let	herself	be
known.	Habiting	herself,	therefore,	in	becoming	attire,	with	jewels	befitting	her
rank,	with	all	of	which	the	fairy	had	amply	provided	her,	she	entered	for	the	last
time	her	wooden	covering,	and	went	up	to	the	king	in	answer	to	his	summons.
“Come	here,	good	woman,”	said	the	king	encouragingly,	“you	have	indeed	done
me	good	service	in	sending	me	this	ring,	and	have	repaid	a	hundredfold	the	little
favour	I	bestowed	on	you	in	taking	you	into	the	palace.	If,	now,	you	will	further
bring	me	here	her	to	whom	this	ring	belongs,	or	take	me	where	I	may	find	her,
you	shall	not	only	live	in	the	palace,	but	shall	live	there	in	royal	state	and	luxury,
and	whatsoever	more	you	may	desire.”
At	these	words	Maria	stepped	out	of	her	wooden	case,	and	stood	before	the	king
in	all	her	youthful	beauty,	telling	him	all	her	story.
The	proofs	that	supported	it	were	sufficient	to	silence	every	doubt,	and	when	the



people	were	called	 together	 to	celebrate	her	marriage	with	 the	king,	 the	whole
nation	hailed	her	accession	as	their	queen	with	the	greatest	delight.
Soon	 after,	 the	 royal	 pair	 went	 to	 visit	 Maria’s	 father,	 who	 had	 the	 joy	 of
knowing	that	his	child	was	really	well	established	in	life.	They	stayed	with	him
till	 he	 died,	 and	 then	 his	 dominions	were	 added	 to	 those	 of	 the	 king,	Maria’s
husband.	Maria	did	not	forget	to	inquire	for	her	good	mistress,	but	she	had	long
ago	gone	back	to	Fairyland.
	



THE	CUNNING	SHOEMAKER

Adapted	 from	a	Sicilian	original	 taken	 from	Laura	Gonzenbach’s	Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Pink
Fairy	Book	published	in	1897.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	shoemaker	who	could	get	no	work	to
do,	and	was	so	poor	that	he	and	his	wife	nearly	died	of	hunger.	At	last	he	said	to
her,	 "It	 is	 no	 use	waiting	 on	 here—I	 can	 find	 nothing;	 so	 I	 shall	 go	 down	 to
Mascalucia,	and	perhaps	there	I	shall	be	more	lucky."
So,	down	he	went	 to	Mascalucia,	and	walked	through	the	streets	crying,	"Who
wants	 some	 shoes?"	And	very	 soon	 a	window	was	pushed	up,	 and	 a	woman's
head	was	thrust	out	of	it.
"Here	are	a	pair	for	you	to	patch,"	she	said.	And	he	sat	down	on	her	doorstep	and
set	about	patching	them.
"How	much	do	I	owe	you?"	she	asked	when	they	were	done.
"A	shilling."
"Here	is	eighteen	pence,	and	good	luck	to	you."	And	he	went	his	way.	He	turned
into	the	next	street	and	set	up	his	cry	again,	and	it	was	not	long	before	another
window	was	pushed	up	and	another	head	appeared.
"Here	are	some	shoes	for	you	to	patch."
And	the	shoemaker	sat	down	on	the	doorstep	and	patched	them.
"How	much	do	I	owe	you?"	asked	the	woman	when	the	shoes	were	finished.
"A	florin."
"Here	is	a	crown	piece,	and	good	luck	to	you."	And	she	shut	the	window.
"Well,"	thought	the	shoemaker,	"I	have	done	finely.	But	I	will	not	go	back	to	my
wife	just	yet,	as,	if	I	only	go	on	at	this	rate,	I	shall	soon	have	enough	money	to
buy	a	donkey."
Having	made	up	his	mind	what	was	best	to	do,	he	stayed	in	the	town	a	few	days
longer	till	he	had	four	gold	pieces	safe	in	his	purse.	Then	he	went	to	the	market



and	for	two	of	them	he	bought	a	good	strong	donkey,	and,	mounting	on	its	back,
he	rode	home	to	Catania.	But	as	he	entered	a	thick	wood	he	saw	in	the	distance	a
band	of	robbers	who	were	coming	quickly	towards	him.
"I	am	lost,"	thought	he;	"they	are	sure	to	take	from	me	all	the	money	that	I	have
earned,	and	I	shall	be	as	poor	as	ever	I	was.	What	can	I	do?"	However,	being	a
clever	little	man	and	full	of	spirit,	he	did	not	lose	heart,	but,	taking	five	florins,
he	fastened	them	out	of	sight	under	the	donkey's	thick	mane.	Then	he	rode	on.
Directly	 the	robber	came	up	 to	him	they	seized	him	exactly	as	he	had	foretold
and	took	away	all	his	money.
"Oh,	dear	friends!"	he	cried,	wringing	his	hands,	"I	am	only	a	poor	shoemaker,
and	have	nothing	but	this	donkey	left	in	the	world."
As	he	spoke	the	donkey	gave	himself	a	shake,	and	down	fell	the	five	florins.
"Where	did	that	come	from?"	asked	the	robbers.
"Ah,"	 replied	 the	 shoemaker,	 "you	 have	 guessed	 my	 secret.	 The	 donkey	 is	 a
golden	donkey,	and	supplies	me	with	all	my	money."
"Sell	him	to	us,"	said	the	robbers.	"We	will	give	you	any	price	you	like."
The	shoemaker	at	first	declared	that	nothing	would	induce	him	to	sell	him,	but	at
last	he	agreed	to	hand	him	over	to	the	robbers	for	fifty	gold	pieces.	"But	listen	to
what	I	tell	you,"	said	he.	"You	must	each	take	it	in	turn	to	own	him	for	a	night
and	a	day,	or	else	you	will	all	be	fighting	over	the	money."
With	these	words	they	parted,	the	robbers	driving	the	donkey	to	their	cave	in	the
forest	and	 the	shoemaker	 returning	home,	very	pleased	with	 the	success	of	his
trick.	He	 just	 stopped	 on	 the	way	 to	 pick	 up	 a	 good	 dinner,	 and	 the	 next	 day
spent	most	of	his	gains	in	buying	a	small	vineyard.
Meanwhile	the	robbers	had	arrived	at	the	cave	where	they	lived,	and	the	captain,
calling	them	all	round	him,	announced	that	it	as	his	right	to	have	the	donkey	for
the	first	night.	His	companions	agreed,	and	then	he	told	his	wife	to	put	a	mattress
in	the	stable.	She	asked	if	he	had	gone	out	of	his	mind,	but	he	answered	crossly,
"What	is	 that	 to	you?	Do	as	you	are	bid,	and	to-morrow	I	will	bring	you	some
treasures."
Very	 early	 the	 captain	 awoke	 and	 searched	 the	 stable,	 but	 could	 find	 nothing,
and	guessed	that	Master	Joseph	had	been	making	fun	of	them.	"Well,"	he	said	to
himself,	"if	I	have	been	taken	in,	the	others	shall	not	come	off	any	better."
So,	when	one	of	his	men	arrived	and	asked	him	eagerly	how	much	money	he	had
got,	he	answered	gaily,	"Oh,	comrade,	if	you	only	knew!	But	I	shall	say	nothing
about	it	till	everyone	has	had	his	turn!"
One	after	another	they	all	 took	the	donkey,	but	no	money	was	forthcoming	for



anybody.	At	length,	when	all	the	band	had	been	tricked,	they	held	a	council,	and
resolved	to	march	to	the	shoemaker's	house	and	punish	him	well	for	his	cunning.
Just	as	before,	the	shoemaker	saw	them	a	long	way	off,	and	began	to	think	how
he	could	outwit	them	again.	When	he	had	hit	upon	a	plan	he	called	his	wife,	and
said	to	her,	"Take	a	bladder	and	fill	it	with	blood,	and	bind	it	round	your	neck.
When	the	robbers	come	and	demand	the	money	they	gave	me	for	the	donkey	I
shall	shout	 to	you	and	 tell	you	 to	get	 it	quickly.	You	must	argue	with	me,	and
decline	to	obey	me,	and	then	I	shall	plunge	my	knife	into	the	bladder,	and	you
must	fall	to	the	ground	as	if	you	were	dead.	There	you	must	lie	till	I	play	on	my
guitar;	then	get	up	and	begin	to	dance."
The	wife	made	haste	to	do	as	she	was	bid,	and	there	was	no	time	to	lose,	for	the
robbers	were	drawing	very	near	the	house.	They	entered	with	a	great	noise,	and
overwhelmed	the	shoemaker	with	reproaches	for	having	deceived	them	about	the
donkey.
"The	poor	beast	must	have	lost	its	power	owing	to	the	change	of	masters,"	said
he;	"but	we	will	not	quarrel	about	 it.	You	shall	have	back	the	fifty	gold	pieces
that	 you	 gave	 for	 him.	 "Aite,"	 he	 cried	 to	 his	 wife,	 "go	 quickly	 to	 the	 chest
upstairs,	and	bring	down	the	money	for	these	gentlemen."
"Wait	 a	 little,"	 answered	 she;	 "I	must	 first	 bake	 this	 fish.	 It	will	 be	 spoilt	 if	 I
leave	it	now."
"Go	this	instant,	as	you	are	bid,"	shouted	the	shoemaker,	stamping	as	if	he	was
in	a	great	passion;	but,	as	she	did	not	stir,	he	drew	his	knife,	and	stabbed	her	in
the	neck.	The	blood	spurted	out	freely,	and	she	fell	to	the	ground	as	if	she	was
dead.
"What	have	you	done?"	asked	the	robbers,	looking	at	him	in	dismay.	"The	poor
woman	was	doing	nothing."
"Perhaps	 I	was	 hasty,	 but	 it	 is	 easily	 set	 right,"	 replied	 the	 shoemaker,	 taking
down	his	guitar	and	beginning	to	play.	Hardly	had	he	struck	the	first	notes	than
his	wife	sat	up;	then	got	on	her	feet	and	danced.
The	robbers	stared	with	open	mouths,	and	at	last	they	said,	"Master	Joseph,	you
may	keep	the	fifty	gold	pieces.	But	tell	us	what	you	will	take	for	your	guitar,	for
you	must	sell	it	to	us?"
"Oh,	that	is	impossible!"	replied	the	shoemaker,	"for	every	time	I	have	a	quarrel
with	 my	 wife	 I	 just	 strike	 her	 dead,	 and	 so	 give	 vent	 to	 my	 anger.	 This	 has
become	such	a	habit	with	me	that	I	don't	think	I	could	break	myself	of	it;	and,	of
course,	if	I	got	rid	of	the	guitar	I	could	never	bring	her	back	to	life	again."
However,	 the	robbers	would	not	 listen	 to	him,	and	at	 last	he	consented	 to	 take
forty	gold	pieces	for	the	guitar.
Then	 they	 all	 returned	 to	 their	 cave	 in	 the	 forest,	 delighted	 with	 their	 new



purchase,	and	longing	for	a	chance	of	trying	its	powers.	But	the	captain	declared
that	the	first	trial	belonged	to	him,	and	after	that	the	others	might	have	their	turn.
That	evening	he	called	to	his	wife	and	said,	"What	have	you	got	for	supper?"
"Macaroni,"	answered	she.
"Why	have	you	not	boiled	a	fish?"	he	cried,	and	stabber	in	the	neck	so	that	she
fell	 dead.	 The	 captain,	 who	 was	 not	 in	 the	 least	 angry,	 seized	 the	 guitar	 and
began	 to	 play;	 but,	 let	 him	 play	 as	 loud	 as	 he	would,	 the	 dead	woman	 never
stirred.	 "Oh,	 lying	 shoemaker!	 Oh,	 abominable	 knave!	 Twice	 has	 he	 got	 the
better	of	me.	But	I	will	pay	him	out!"
So,	he	raged	and	swore,	but	it	did	him	no	good.	The	fact	remained	that	he	had
killed	his	wife	and	could	not	bring	her	back	again.
The	next	morning	came	one	of	the	robbers	to	fetch	the	guitar,	and	to	hear	what
had	happened.
"Well,	how	have	you	got	on?"
"Oh,	splendidly!	I	stabbed	my	wife,	and	then	began	to	play,	and	now	she	is	as
well	as	ever."
"Did	you	really?	Then	this	evening	I	will	try	for	myself."
Of	course	the	same	thing	happened	over	again,	till	all	the	wives	had	been	killed
secretly,	 and	 when	 there	 were	 no	more	 left	 they	 whispered	 to	 each	 other	 the
dreadful	tale,	and	swore	to	be	avenged	on	the	shoemaker.
The	band	lost	no	time	in	setting	out	for	his	house,	and,	as	before,	the	shoemaker
saw	 them	 coming	 from	 afar.	 He	 called	 to	 his	 wife,	 who	 was	 washing	 in	 the
kitchen,	"Listen,	Aita,	when	the	robbers	come	and	ask	for	me	say	I	have	gone	to
the	vineyard.	Then	tell	the	dog	to	call	me,	and	chase	him	from	the	house."
When	he	had	given	these	directions	he	ran	out	of	the	back	door	and	hid	behind	a
barrel.	 A	 few	 minutes	 later	 the	 robbers	 arrived,	 and	 called	 loudly	 for	 the
shoemaker.
"Alas!	good	gentlemen,	he	is	up	in	the	vineyard,	but	I	will	send	the	dog	after	him
at	once.	Here!	now	quickly	to	the	vineyard,	and	tell	your	master	some	gentlemen
are	here	who	wish	to	speak	to	him.	Go	as	fast	as	you	can."	And	she	opened	the
door	and	let	the	dog	out.
"You	can	really	trust	the	dog	to	call	your	husband?"	asked	the	robbers.
"Dear	me,	yes!	He	understands	everything,	and	will	always	carry	any	message	I
give	him."
By-and-bye	 the	 shoemaker	 came	 in	 and	 said,	 "Good	morning,	 gentlemen;	 the
dog	tells	me	you	wish	to	speak	to	me."



"Yes,	 we	 do,"	 replied	 the	 robber;	 "we	 have	 come	 to	 speak	 to	 you	 about	 that
guitar.	 It	 is	 your	 fault	 that	 we	 have	 murdered	 all	 our	 wives;	 and,	 though	 we
played	as	you	told	us,	none	of	them	ever	came	back	to	life."
"You	 could	 not	 have	 played	 properly,"	 said	 the	 shoemaker.	 "It	was	 your	 own
fault."
"Well,	we	will	forget	all	about	it,"	answered	the	robbers,	"if	you	will	only	sell	us
your	dog."
"Oh,	that	is	impossible!	I	should	never	get	on	without	him."
But	the	robbers	offered	him	forty	gold	pieces,	and	at	last	he	agreed	to	let	them
have	the	dog.
So,	 they	 departed,	 taking	 the	 dog	with	 them,	 and	when	 they	 got	 back	 to	 their
cave	the	captain	declared	that	it	was	his	right	to	have	the	first	trial.
He	then	called	his	daughter,	and	said	to	her,	"I	am	going	to	the	inn;	if	anybody
wants	me,	loose	the	dog,	and	send	him	to	call	me."
About	an	hour	after	someone	arrived	on	business,	and	the	girl	untied	the	dog	and
said,	"Go	to	the	inn	and	call	my	father!"	The	dog	bounded	off,	but	ran	straight	to
the	shoemaker.
When	 the	 robber	got	home	and	 found	no	dog	he	 thought	 "He	must	have	gone
back	to	his	old	master,"	and,	 though	night	had	already	fallen,	he	went	off	after
him.
"Master	Joseph,	is	the	dog	here?"	asked	he.
"Ah!	 yes,	 the	 poor	 beast	 is	 so	 fond	 of	 me!	 You	 must	 give	 him	 time	 to	 get
accustomed	to	new	ways."
So,	 the	 captain	 brought	 the	 dog	 back,	 and	 the	 following	morning	 handed	 him
over	to	another	of	the	band,	just	saying	that	the	animal	really	could	do	what	the
shoemaker	had	said.
The	second	robber	carefully	kept	his	own	counsel,	and	fetched	the	dog	secretly
back	 from	 the	shoemaker,	and	so	on	 through	 the	whole	band.	At	 length,	when
everybody	had	suffered,	they	met	and	told	the	whole	story,	and	next	day	they	all
marched	off	in	fury	to	the	man	who	had	made	game	of	them.	After	reproaching
him	with	having	deceived	 them,	 they	 tied	him	up	 in	a	 sack,	and	 told	him	 they
were	going	to	throw	him	into	the	sea.	The	shoemaker	lay	quite	still,	and	let	them
do	as	they	would.
They	went	on	 till	 they	came	to	a	church,	and	 the	robbers	said,	"The	sun	 is	hot
and	the	sack	is	heavy;	 let	us	 leave	it	here	and	go	in	and	rest."	So,	 they	put	 the
sack	down	by	the	roadside,	and	went	into	the	church.
Now,	on	a	hill	nearby	there	was	a	swineherd	looking	after	a	great	herd	of	pigs



and	whistling	merrily.
When	Master	 Joseph	 heard	 him	 he	 cried	 out	 as	 loud	 as	 he	 could,	 "I	 won’t;	 I
won’t,	I	say."
"What	won't	you	do?"	asked	the	swineherd.
"Oh,"	replied	the	shoemaker.	"They	want	me	to	marry	the	king's	daughter,	and	I
won't	do	it."
"How	lucky	you	are!"	sighed	the	swineherd.	"Now,	if	it	were	only	me!"
"Oh,	if	that's	all!"	replied	the	cunning	shoemaker,	"get	you	into	this	sack,	and	let
me	out."
Then	the	swineherd	opened	the	sack	and	took	the	place	of	the	shoemaker,	who
went	gaily	off,	driving	the	pigs	before	him.
When	the	robbers	were	rested	they	came	out	of	the	church,	took	up	the	sack,	and
carried	 it	 to	 the	sea,	where	 they	 threw	it	 in,	and	 it	sank	directly.	As	 they	came
back	they	met	the	shoemaker,	and	stared	at	him	with	open	mouths.
"Oh,	if	you	only	knew	how	many	pigs	live	in	the	sea,"	he	cried.	"And	the	deeper
you	go	the	more	there	are.	I	have	just	brought	up	these,	and	mean	to	return	for
some	more."
"There	are	still	some	left	there?"
"Oh,	more	 than	 I	 could	 count,"	 replied	 the	 shoemaker.	 "I	will	 show	you	what
you	must	do."	Then	he	led	the	robbers	back	to	the	shore.	"Now,"	said	he,	"you
must	each	of	you	tie	a	stone	to	your	necks,	so	that	you	may	be	sure	to	go	deep
enough,	for	I	found	the	pigs	that	you	saw	very	deep	down	indeed."
Then	 the	 robbers	 all	 tied	 stones	 round	 their	 necks,	 and	 jumped	 in,	 and	 were
drowned,	and	Master	Joseph	drove	his	pigs	home,	and	was	a	rich	man	to	the	end
of	his	days.
	



THE	SNAKE’S	BOUDOIR

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

NOT	FAR	FROM	A	VILLA	WHERE	the	women	go	to	do	their	washing	there	is
a	pool.	The	pool	is	surrounded	by	stones	and	rocks,	and	once	when	the	women
were	washing	 they	 noticed	 a	 very	 large	 snake	 gliding	 among	 the	 rocks.	 They
watched	 him	 and	 saw	 that	 at	 a	 certain	 place	 he	 stopped,	 put	 something	 down
behind	a	stone,	and	went	away.	The	women	went	to	look,	and	found	his	poison
like	 two	 little	horns.	 In	 the	evening	he	came	back,	went	 to	 the	place	where	he
had	 hidden	 his	 fangs,	 found	 them,	 and	 fixed	 them	 in	 position	 again.	 This
happened	several	days	in	succession,	until	one	of	the	women	suggested	that	they
should	steal	the	poison-fangs,	and	see	what	happened.
So,	 the	 next	 day	 they	 took	 them	 into	 the	 house	 with	 them,	 and	 stood	 at	 the
window	to	watch	the	snake.	When	he	came	back	and	could	not	find	his	poison
fangs,	 he	 gave	 every	 sign	 of	 the	 utmost	 surprise.	 He	 looked	 again	 and	 again
behind	the	stone	where	he	had	left	 them,	as	though	to	say,	“This	was	certainly
the	place!”	He	examined	all	the	stones	round	the	pool,	and	at	last,	hissing	with
rage,	began	to	dash	his	head	against	the	stones.	And	the	women	were	watching
him	 all	 the	 time	 from	 the	 window.	 After	 a	 while	 he	 was	 so	 overcome	 with
despair	that	he	broke	his	head
	



THE	TWO	HUNCHBACKED	BROTHERS

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN	WHO	had	one	son,	who	married	a	widow	who
also	had	one	son,	and	both	were	hunchbacks.	The	wife	 took	very	good	care	of
her	own	son,	but	the	son	of	her	husband	she	used	to	put	to	hard	work	and	gave
him	scarcely	anything	to	eat.	Her	son,	too,	used	to	imitate	his	mother,	and	sadly
ill-treat	his	stepbrother.
After	treating	him	ill	for	a	long	time,	she	at	last	sent	him	away	from	the	house
altogether.
The	poor	little	boy	wandered	away	without	knowing	where	to	go.
On,	on,	on	he	went,	 till	at	 last	he	came	to	a	 lonely	hut	on	a	wide	moor.	At	his
approach	 a	 whole	 host	 of	 little	 hunchbacks	 came	 out	 and	 danced	 round	 him,
chanting	plaintively,	“Sabbato!	Domenica!”,	a	great	number	of	times.	At	last	our
little	hunchback	 felt	his	courage	stirred,	and,	 taking	up	 the	note	of	 their	chant,
chimed	in	with,	“Lunedì!”
Instantly	the	dancing	ceased,	all	the	little	hunchback	dwarfs	became	full-grown,
well-formed	men,	and,	what	was	better	still,	his	own	hump	was	gone	too,	and	he
felt	that	he,	too,	was	a	well-grown	lad.
“Good	people,”	 said	 our	 hunchback,	 now	hunchbacked	no	more,	 ”I	 thank	you
much	 for	 ridding	me	of	my	hump	and	making	me	 a	well-grown	 lad.	Give	me
now	some	work	to	do	among	you,	and	let	me	live	with	you.”
But	the	chief	of	the	strange	people	answered	him	and	said,	“This	favour	we	owe
to	you,	not	you	to	us,	for	it	was	your	chiming	in	with	the	right	word	on	the	right
note	which	destroyed	the	spell	that	held	us	all.	And	in	testimony	of	our	gratitude
we	give	you	further	this	little	wand,	and	you	will	not	need	to	work	with	us.	Go
back	and	live	at	home,	and	if	ever	anyone	beats	you,	you	have	only	to	say	to	it,
"At	“em,	good	stick!"	and	you	will	see	what	it	will	do	for	you.”
Then	all	disappeared,	and	the	boy	went	home.
“So,	 you’ve	 come	 back,	 have	 you?”	 said	 the	 stepmother.	 “What,	 and	without



your	hump,	too!	Where	have	you	left	that?”
Then	the	good	boy	told	her	all	that	had	happened,	without	hiding	anything.
“Do	you	hear	that?”	said	the	stepmother	to	her	own	son.	“Now	go	you	and	get
rid	of	your	hump	in	the	same	way.”
So,	the	second	hunchback	went	forth,	and	journeyed	on	till	he	came	to	the	lonely
hut	on	the	moor.
A	tribe	of	hunchbacks	came	out	and	danced	round	him,	and	chanted,	“Sabbato!
Domenica!	Lunedì!”,	to	which	the	bad	son	of	the	stepmother	added	in	his	rough
voice,	all	out	of	tune,	“Martedì!”
Immediately	all	the	hunchbacks	came	round	him	and	gave	him	a	drubbing,	and
the	chief	of	them	stuck	on	him	a	hump	in	front	as	well	as	behind.
Thus	they	sent	him	home	to	his	mother.
When	his	mother	saw	him	come	home	in	this	plight,	she	turned	upon	the	stepson
and	abused	him	for	having	misled	her	 son	 to	 injure	him,	and	both	mother	and
son	set	upon	him	and	belaboured	him	after	their	wont.	But	he	had	only	told	the
truth,	 without	 intention	 to	 deceive,	 and	 the	 stepmother’s	 son	 had	 incurred	 the
anger	of	 the	dwarfs	by	his	discordant	addition	 to	 their	chant.	So,	 the	 first	hero
took	out	his	wand	and	said,	“At	“em,	good	stick!”	and	the	wand	flew	out	of	his
hand	and	administered	on	mother	and	son	a	sounder	drubbing	than	that	they	had
themselves	 been	 administering.	 Ever	 after	 that	 he	was	 able	 to	 live	 at	 home	 in
peace,	for	everyone	was	afraid	to	injure	him	because	of	the	power	of	his	stick.
	



POMO	AND	THE	GOBLIN	HORSE

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

THERE	WAS	IN	AN	ITALIAN	VILLAGE	named	Pomo,	who	was	so	lazy	that
he	did	not	like	to	work,	so	he	said,	“I’ll	become	a	doctor.”
So,	he	went	into	other	districts	where	no	one	knew	him,	and	said	that	he	could
heal	people.	But	instead	he	only	made	them	die	all	the	more.	At	last	he	died	too.
One	evening	soon	after	his	death,	his	relations	were	sitting	quietly	in	their	house
when	they	heard	a	great	noise,	and	looking	out,	saw	all	the	air	full	of	crows.	This
went	on	for	several	evenings.	The	house	was	surrounded	by	these	birds,	which
flew	here	and	there	cawing	loudly,	and	then	vanished.
At	last	one	evening	there	were	no	crows,	but	the	family	suddenly	heard	a	great
clattering	of	hoofs	 in	 the	 street.	They	went	 to	 the	window	and	 looked	out	 and
saw	 a	 terrible	 black	 horse	 with	 a	 man	 riding	 on	 him.	 The	 horse	 came	 to	 the
doorsteps,	put	his	nose	down	to	the	ground,	and	stood	there	some	time,	while	the
man	looked	imploringly	at	the	terrified	people,	but	did	not	speak.
The	next	evening	the	horse	came	again.	This	time	he	stood	on	the	threshold,	with
his	nose	against	the	door,	but	the	man	did	not	speak.	In	the	morning	the	people
went	to	tell	the	parroco	and	beg	him	to	save	them	from	the	devil,	for	they	were
sure	the	black	horse	could	be	no	other.	The	parroco	lived	some	way	off,	but	he
said,	 “If	 the	horse	 comes	 tonight,	 call	me	at	 once,	 and	 I	will	 see	 if	 I	 can	help
you.”
That	night	as	soon	as	the	hoofs	were	heard	someone	ran	off	to	the	parroco,	and
the	rest	huddled	into	the	kitchen	so	that	they	might	not	see	the	dreadful	sight.
But	 the	horse	came	upstairs,	and	stood	there	close	by	the	fire	with	his	nose	on
the	ground	and	the	man	hid	his	face	on	the	horse.
As	 soon	as	 they	heard	him	coming	up	 the	people	were	 so	 frightened	 that	 they
jumped	 out	 of	window,	 all	 but	 one	 very	 old	woman	who	 feared	 the	 fall	more
than	the	horse.
Just	 then	 the	 priest	 came	 and	 asked	 the	 man,	 in	 the	 name	 of	 God,	 what	 he



wanted.	The	man	answered,	“I	want	mass	said	for	me,	that	I	may	have	rest	in	the
lowest	part	of	hell.”
“Well,”	said	the	priest,	“I	will	say	it	tomorrow.”
“You	must	say	 it	at	midnight,	with	your	back	 to	 the	altar,”	answered	 the	man,
“and	if	you	make	a	single	mistake	you	will	have	to	go	to	hell	along	with	me.”
“I’ll	 do	 it	 for	 you,”	 said	 the	priest,	 for	 he	was	 a	 brave	man,	 and	with	 that	 the
horse	and	man	went	away.	But	when	they	got	among	the	chestnut	trees	there	was
a	great	noise,	and	flames	of	fire,	and	so	the	horse	and	rider	vanished.	Well,	the
next	 day	 the	 parroco	 tried	 to	 get	 someone	 to	 serve	 the	mass,	 but	 he	 had	great
difficulty,	as	everyone	was	afraid	of	making	a	mistake	and	getting	carried	off	to
hell.	but	at	last	he	persuaded	a	priest	to	help	him,	and	towards	midnight	the	two
went	to	the	church.
The	horse	and	rider	stood	in	 the	entrance	of	 the	west	door,	and	the	 two	priests
read	mass,	with	 their	backs	 to	 the	altar.	They	got	 through	without	mistake	and
the	Devil	and	 the	condemned	soul	disappeared	and	were	never	seen	again,	but
the	priest	who	had	served	the	mass	was	taken	up	stiff	and	dumb	with	terror,	and
it	was	many	weeks	before	he	could	speak	again.	The	parroco	was	less	affected,
but	there	was	a	strange	glitter	in	his	eyes	for	some	days,	and	it	was	long	before
he	could	trust	himself	to	talk	of	that	night.
	



THE	DARK	KING

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	poor	chicory-gatherer	who	went	out	every
day	 with	 his	 wife	 and	 his	 three	 daughters	 to	 gather	 chicory	 to	 sell	 for	 salad.
Once,	 at	Carneval	 time,	 he	 said,	 “We	must	 gather	 a	 fine	good	 lot	 today,”	 and
they	 all	 dispersed	 themselves	 about	 trying	 to	 do	 their	 best.	 The	 youngest
daughter	 thus	 came	 to	 a	 place	 apart	 where	 the	 chicory	 was	 of	 a	 much	 finer
growth	 than	 any	 she	 had	 ever	 seen	 before.	 “This	 will	 be	 grand!”	 she	 said	 to
herself,	as	she	prepared	to	pull	up	the	finest	plant	of	it.	But	what	was	her	surprise
when	 with	 the	 plant,	 up	 came	 all	 the	 earth	 round	 it	 and	 a	 great	 hole	 only
remained!
When	she	peeped	down	into	it	timidly	she	was	further	surprised	to	find	it	was	no
dark	 cave	 below	 as	 she	 had	 supposed,	 but	 a	 bright	 apartment	 handsomely
furnished,	 and	 a	 most	 appetising	 meal	 spread	 out	 on	 the	 table,	 there	 was,
moreover,	 a	 commodious	 staircase	 reaching	 to	 the	 soil	 on	which	 she	 stood,	 to
descend	by.
All	 fear	 was	 quickly	 overcome	 by	 the	 pleasant	 sight,	 and	 the	 girl	 at	 once
prepared	 to	 descend,	 and,	 as	 no	 one	 appeared,	 to	 raise	 any	 objection,	 she	 sat
down	quite	 boldly	 and	partook	of	 the	good	 food.	As	 soon	 as	 she	had	 finished
eating,	the	tables	were	cleared	away	by	invisible	hands,	and,	as	she	had	nothing
else	 to	 do	 she	wandered	 about	 the	 place	 looking	 at	 everything.	After	 she	 had
passed	through	several	brilliant	rooms	she	came	to	a	passage,	out	of	which	led
several	 store-chambers,	 where	 was	 laid	 up	 a	 good	 supply	 of	 everything	 that
could	serve	in	a	house.	In	some	there	were	provisions	of	all	sorts,	in	some	stuffs
both	for	clothes	and	furniture.
“There	seems	to	be	no	one	to	own	all	 these	fine	things,”	said	the	girl.	“What	a
boon	they	would	be	at	home!”	and	she	put	together	all	that	would	be	most	useful
to	her	mother.	But	what	was	her	dismay	when	she	went	back	to	the	dining-hall	to
find	that	the	staircase	by	which	she	had	descended	was	no	longer	there!
At	this	sight	she	sat	down	and	had	a	good	cry,	but	by-and-by,	supper-time	came,



and	with	it	an	excellent	supper,	served	in	the	same	mysterious	way	as	the	dinner,
and	as	a	good	supper	was	a	rare	enjoyment	for	her,	she	almost	forgot	her	grief
while	discussing	it.	After	that,	invisible	hands	led	her	into	a	bedroom,	where	she
was	gently	undressed	and	put	to	bed	without	seeing	anyone.	In	the	morning	she
was	put	in	a	bath	and	dressed	by	invisible	hands,	but	dressed	like	a	princess	all
in	beautiful	clothes.
So,	 it	 all	went	 on	 for	 at	 least	 three	months.	Every	 luxury	 she	 could	wish	was
provided	without	stint,	but	as	she	never	saw	anyone	she	began	to	get	weary,	and
at	 last	 so	weary	 that	 she	could	do	nothing	but	 cry.	At	 the	 sound	of	her	 crying
there	came	into	the	room	a	great	dark	King.	Though	he	was	so	dark	and	so	big
that	she	was	frightened	at	the	sight	of	him,	he	spoke	very	kindly,	and	asked	her
why	she	cried	so	bitterly,	and	whether	she	was	not	provided	with	everything	she
could	desire.	As	she	hardly	knew	herself	why	she	cried,	she	did	not	know	what
to	answer	him,	but	only	went	on	whimpering.	Then	he	said,	“You	have	not	seen
half	the	extent	of	this	palace	yet	or	you	would	not	be	so	weary,	here	are	the	keys
of	 all	 the	 locked	 rooms	which	 you	have	 not	 been	 into	 yet.	Amuse	 yourself	 as
much	as	you	like	in	going	through	them,	they	are	all	just	like	your	own.	Only	do
not	try	to	enter	into	the	room	for	which	there	is	no	key	among	these.	In	all	the
rest	do	what	you	like.”
The	next	morning	she	took	the	keys	and	went	into	one	of	the	locked	rooms,	and
there	 she	 found	 so	 many	 things	 to	 surprise	 and	 amuse	 her	 that	 she	 spent	 the
whole	 day	 there,	 and	 the	 next	 day	 she	 examined	 another,	 and	 so	 on	 for	 quite
three	months	 together,	 and	 the	 locked	 room	of	which	 she	had	not	 the	key	 she
never	thought	of	trying	to	enter.	But	all	amusements	tire	at	last,	and	at	the	end	of
this	 time	 she	was	 so	melancholy	 that	 she	 could	 do	 nothing	 but	 cry.	 Then	 the
Dark	King	came	again	and	asked	her	tenderly	what	she	wanted.
“I	want	nothing	you	can	give	me,”	she	replied	this	time.	“I	am	tired	of	being	so
long	away	from	home.	I	want	to	go	back	home.”
“But	remember	how	badly	you	were	clothed,	and	how	poorly	you	fared,”	replied
the	Dark	King.
“Ah,	I	know	it	is	much	pleasanter	here,”	said	the	girl,	“for	all	those	matters,	but
one	cannot	do	without	seeing	one’s	relations,	now	and	then	at	least.”
“If	you	make	such	a	point	of	it,”	answered	the	Dark	King,	“you	shall	go	home
and	see	papa	and	mamma,	but	you	will	come	back	here.	I	only	let	you	go	on	that
condition.”
The	 arrangement	 was	 accepted,	 and	 next	 day	 she	 was	 driven	 home	 in	 a	 fine
coach	with	prancing	horses	and	bright	harness.	Her	appearance	at	home	caused
so	much	astonishment	that	there	was	hardly	room	for	pleasure,	and	even	her	own
mother	would	hardly	acknowledge	her.	As	for	her	sisters,	they	were	so	changed
by	her	altered	circumstances	and	so	filled	with	jealousy	they	too	would	scarcely



speak	to	her.	But	when	she	gave	her	mother	a	large	pot	of	gold	which	the	Dark
King	had	given	her	for	the	purpose,	their	hearts	were	somewhat	won	back	to	her,
and	they	began	to	ask	all	manner	of	questions	concerning	what	had	befallen	her
during	her	absence.	So,	much	time	had	been	lost	at	first,	however,	that	none	was
left	for	answering	them,	and,	promising	to	try	and	come	back	to	them	soon,	she
drove	away	in	her	splendid	coach.
Another	three	months	passed	away	after	this,	and	at	the	end	of	it	she	was	once
more	so	weary,	her	tears	and	cries	again	called	the	Dark	King	to	her	side.
Again	she	confided	to	him	that	her	great	grief	was	the	wish	to	see	her	friends	at
home.	She	could	not	bear	being	so	long	without	them.	To	content	her	once	more
he	promised	to	let	her	drive	home	the	next	day,	and	the	next	day	accordingly	she
went	home.
This	time	she	met	with	a	better	reception,	and	having	brought	out	her	pot	of	gold
at	her	 first	 arrival,	 everyone	was	 full	of	 anxiety	 to	know	how	 it	 came	she	had
such	riches	at	her	disposal.
“What	that	pot	of	money!”	replied	the	girl,	in	a	tone	of	disparagement.	“That’s
nothing.	You	should	see	the	beautiful	things	that	are	scattered	about	in	my	new
home,	 just	 like	 nothing	 at	 all;”	 and	 then	 she	 went	 on	 to	 describe	 the
magnificence	of	the	place,	till	nothing	would	satisfy	them	but	that	they	should	go
there	too.
“That’s	impossible,”	she	replied.	“I	promised	him	not	even	to	mention	it.”
“But	if	he	were	got	rid	of,	then	we	might	come,”	replied	the	elder	sisters.
“What	do	you	mean	by	"got	rid	of"?”	asked	the	youngest.
“Why,	it	is	evident	he	is	some	bad	sort	of	enchanter,	whom	it	would	be	well	to
rid	the	earth	of.	If	you	were	to	take	this	stiletto	and	put	it	into	his	breast	when	he
is	asleep,	we	might	all	come	down	there	and	be	happy	together.”
“Oh,	I	could	never	do	that!”
“Ah,	you	are	so	selfish	you	want	to	keep	all	for	yourself.	If	you	had	any	spirit	in
you,	you	would	burst	open	that	locked	door	where,	you	may	depend	the	best	of
the	treasure	is	concealed,	and	then	put	this	stiletto	into	the	old	enchanter,	and	call
us	all	down	to	live	with	you.”
It	was	 in	vain	she	protested	she	could	not	be	so	ungrateful	and	cruel,	and	 they
persuaded	her	with	their	arguments,	and	frightened	her	so	with	their	reproaches
that	she	went	back	resolved	to	do	their	bidding.
The	next	morning	she	called	up	all	her	courage	and	pushed	open	the	closed	door.
Inside	were	a	number	of	beautiful	maidens	weaving	glittering	raiment.
“What	are	you	doing?”	asked	the	chicory-gatherer.



“Making	raiment	for	the	bride	of	the	Dark	King	against	her	espousals,”	replied
the	maidens.
A	 little	 further	 on	 was	 a	 goldsmith	 and	 all	 his	 men	 working	 at	 all	 sorts	 of
splendid	ornaments	filled	with	pearls	and	diamonds	and	rubies.
“What	are	you	doing?”	asked	the	girl.
“Making	 ornaments	 for	 the	 bride	 of	 the	 Dark	 King	 against	 her	 espousals,”
replied	the	goldsmiths.
A	little	further	on	was	a	 little	old	hunchback	sitting	cross-legged,	and	patching
an	old	torn	coat	with	a	heap	of	other	worn-out	clothes	lying	about	him.
“What	are	you	doing?”	asked	the	maiden.
“Mending	the	rags	for	the	girl	to	go	away	in	who	was	to	have	been	the	bride	of
the	Dark	King,”	replied	the	little	old	hunchback.
Beyond	the	room	where	this	was	going	on	was	a	passage,	and	at	the	end	of	this	a
door,	which	she	also	pushed	open.	It	gave	entrance	to	a	room	where,	on	a	bed,
the	Dark	King	lay	asleep.
“This	is	the	time	to	apply	the	stiletto	my	sisters	gave	me,”	thought	the	maiden.	“I
shall	 never	 have	 so	 good	 a	 chance	 again.	 They	 said	 he	 was	 a	 horrid	 old
enchanter,	let	me	see	if	he	looks	like	one.”
So,	saying	she	took	one	of	the	tapers	from	a	golden	bracket	and	held	it	near	his
face.	It	was	true	enough,	his	skin	was	blackened,	his	hair	was	grizzly	and	rough,
his	features	crabbed	and	forbidding.
“They’re	right,	there’s	no	doubt.	It	were	better	the	earth	were	rid	of	him,	as	they
say,”	 she	 said	 within	 herself,	 and,	 steeling	 herself	 with	 this	 reflection,	 she
plunged	the	knife	into	his	breast.
But	as	she	wielded	the	weapon	with	the	right	hand,	the	left,	in	which	she	held	the
lighted	taper,	wavered,	and	some	of	the	scalding	wax	fell	on	the	forehead	of	the
Dark	King.	 The	 dropping	 of	 the	 wax	woke	 him,	 and	when	 he	 saw	 the	 blood
flowing	from	his	breast,	and	perceived	what	she	had	done,	he	said	sadly,	“Why
have	you	done	this?	I	meant	well	by	you	and	really	loved	you,	and	I	thought	if	I
fulfilled	 all	 you	desire,	 you	would	 in	 time	have	 loved	me.	But	 it	 is	 over	 now.
You	must	leave	this	place,	and	go	back	to	be	again	what	you	were	before.”
Then	 he	 called	 servants,	 and	 bade	 them	 dress	 her	 again	 in	 her	 poor	 chicory-
gatherer’s	 dress,	 and	 send	 her	 up	 to	 earth	 again,	 and	 it	was	 done.	But	 as	 they
were	about	to	lead	her	away,	he	said	again,	“Yet	one	thing	I	will	do.	Take	these
three	hairs,	and	if	ever	you	are	in	dire	distress	and	peril	of	life	with	none	to	help,
burn	them,	and	I	will	come	to	deliver	you.”
Then	they	took	her	back	to	the	dining-hall,	where	the	staircase	was	seen	as	at	the



first,	and	when	they	touched	the	ceiling,	it	opened,	and	they	pushed	her	through
the	 opening,	 and	 she	 found	 herself	 in	 the	 place	 where	 she	 had	 been	 picking
chicory	on	the	day	that	she	first	found	the	Dark	King’s	palace.
As	they	were	leading	her	along,	she	had	considered	that	 it	might	be	dangerous
for	her,	a	young	girl,	 to	be	wandering	about	 the	face	of	 the	country	alone,	and
she	had,	therefore,	begged	the	servants	to	give	her	a	man’s	clothes	instead	of	her
own,	 and	 they	 gave	 her	 the	 worn-out	 clothes	 that	 she	 had	 seen	 the	 little	 old
hunchback	sitting	cross-legged	to	mend.
When	 she	 found	 herself	 on	 the	 chicory-bed	 it	 was	 in	 the	 cold	 of	 the	 early
morning,	 and	 she	 set	 off	 walking	 towards	 her	 parents”	 cottage.	 It	 was	 about
midday	when	she	arrived,	and	all	 the	 family	were	 taking	 their	meal.	Poor	as	 it
was,	it	looked	very	tempting	to	her	who	had	tasted	nothing	all	the	morning.
“Who	are	you?”	cried	the	mother,	as	she	came	up	to	the	door.
“I’m	your	own	child,	your	youngest	daughter.	Don’t	you	know	me?”	cried	 the
forlorn	girl	in	alarm.
“A	 likely	 joke!”	 laughed	 out	 the	mother,	 “my	 daughter	 comes	 to	 see	me	 in	 a
gilded	coach	with	prancing	horses!”
“Had	you	asked	for	a	bit	of	bread	in	the	honest	character	of	a	beggar,”	pursued
the	 father,	 “poor	 as	 I	 am,	 I	would	never	have	 refused	your	weary,	woebegone
looks,	but	to	attempt	to	deceive	with	such	a	falsehood	is	not	to	be	tolerated;”	and
he	rose	up,	and	drove	the	poor	child	away.
Protests	were	vain,	for	no	one	recognised	her	under	her	disguise.
Mournful	and	hopeless,	she	wandered	away.	On,	on,	on,	she	went,	till	at	last	she
came	to	a	palace	in	a	great	city,	and	in	the	stables	were	a	number	of	grooms	and
their	helpers	rubbing	down	horses.
“Wouldn’t	 there	 be	 a	 place	 for	 me	 among	 all	 these	 boys?”	 asked	 the	 little
chicory-gatherer,	 plaintively.	 “I,	 too,	 could	 learn	 to	 rub	 down	 a	 horse	 if	 you
taught	me.”
“Well,	 you	 don’t	 look	 hardly	 strong	 enough	 to	 rub	 down	 a	 horse,	 my	 lad,”
answered	 the	 head-groom,	 “but	 you	 seem	 a	 civil-spoken	 sort	 of	 chap,	 so	 you
may	come	in,	I	dare	say	we	can	find	some	sort	of	work	for	you.”
So,	she	went	into	the	stable-yard,	and	helped	the	grooms	of	the	palace.
But	every	day	the	queen	stood	at	a	window	of	the	palace	where	she	could	watch
the	 fair	 stable-boy,	and	at	 last	 she	sent	and	called	 the	head-groom,	and	said	 to
him,	“What	are	you	doing	with	that	new	boy	in	the	stable-yard?”
The	head-groom	said,	“Please	your	Majesty	he	came	and	begged	for	work,	and
we	took	him	to	help.”



Then	the	queen	said,	“He	is	not	fit	for	that	sort	of	work,	send	him	to	me.”
So,	 the	chicory-gatherer	was	 sent	up	 to	 the	queen,	 and	 the	queen	gave	her	 the
post	of	master	of	the	palace,	and	appointed	a	fine	suite	of	apartments	and	a	dress
becoming	the	rank,	and	was	never	happy	unless	she	had	this	new	master	of	the
palace	with	her.
Now	the	king	was	gone	to	the	wars,	and	had	been	a	long	time	absent.	One	day
the	queen	 said	 to	 the	master	 of	 the	 palace	 that	 very	 likely	 the	 king	would	not
come	back,	so	that	it	would	be	better	they	should	marry.
Then	the	poor	chicory-gatherer	was	sadly	afraid	that	if	the	queen	discovered	that
she	was	a	woman	she	would	lose	her	fine	place	at	the	palace,	and	become	a	poor
beggar	again	without	a	home,	so	she	said	nothing	of	this,	but	only	reasoned	with
the	queen	that	it	was	better	to	wait	and	see	if	the	king	did	not	come	home.	But	as
she	continued	saying	this,	and	at	the	same	time	never	showed	any	wish	that	the
king	might	not	come	back,	or	that	the	marriage	might	take	place,	the	queen	grew
sorely	offended,	and	swore	she	would	be	avenged.
Not	long	after,	the	king	really	did	come	back,	covered	with	glory,	from	the	wars.
Now	was	the	time	for	the	queen	to	take	her	revenge.
Choosing	her	opportunity,	therefore,	at	the	moment	when	the	king	was	rejoicing
that	he	had	been	permitted	to	come	back	to	her	again,	with	hypocritical	tears	she
said,	“It	is	no	small	mercy,	indeed,	that	your	Majesty	has	found	me	again	here	as
I	am,	for	it	had	well-nigh	been	a	very	different	case.”
The	 king	 was	 instantly	 filled	 with	 burning	 indignation,	 and	 asked	 her	 further
what	her	words	meant.
“They	mean,”	replied	the	queen,	“that	the	master	of	the	palace,	on	whom	I	had
bestowed	the	office	only	because	he	seemed	so	simple,	as	you	too	must	say	he
looks,	 presumed	 on	 my	 favour,	 and	 would	 have	 me	 marry	 him,	 urging	 that
peradventure	 the	 king,	who	 had	 been	 so	 long	 absent	 at	 the	wars,	might	 never
return.”
The	 king	 started	 to	 his	 feet	 at	 the	words,	 placing	 his	 hand	 upon	 his	 sword	 in
token	of	his	wrath,	but	the	queen	went	on:
“And	when	he	found	that	I	would	not	listen	to	his	suit,	he	dared	to	assume	a	tone
of	command,	and	would	have	compelled	me	to	consent,	so	that	I	had	to	call	forth
all	my	courage,	and	determination,	and	dignity,	 to	keep	him	back,	and	had	 the
King’s	Majesty	 not	 been	 directed	 back	 to	 the	 palace	 as	 soon	 as	 he	was,	 who
knows	where	it	might	have	ended!”
It	 needed	 no	more.	 The	 king	 ordered	 the	master	 of	 the	 palace	 to	 be	 instantly
thrown	into	prison,	and	appointed	the	next	day	for	him	to	be	beheaded.
The	chicory-gatherer	was	 ready	enough	now	 to	protest	 that	 she	was	a	woman.



But	it	helped	nothing,	they	only	laughed.	And	who	could	stand	against	the	word
of	the	queen?
Next	day,	accordingly,	the	scaffold	was	raised,	and	the	master	of	the	palace	was
brought	 forth	 to	be	beheaded,	 the	king	 and	 the	queen,	 and	 all	 the	 court,	 being
present.
When	the	chicory-gatherer,	therefore,	found	herself	in	dire	need	and	peril	of	life,
she	 took	out	one	of	 the	hairs	 the	Dark	King	had	given	her,	 and	burnt	 it	 in	 the
flame	 of	 a	 torch.	 Instantly	 there	was	 a	 distant	 roaring	 sound	 as	 of	 a	 tramp	 of
troops	and	the	roll	of	drums.	Everyone	started	at	the	sound,	and	the	executioner
stayed	his	hand.
Then	the	maiden	burnt	the	second	hair,	and	instantly	a	vast	army	surrounded	the
whole	place.	Round	the	palace	they	marched	and	up	to	the	scaffold,	and	so	to	the
very	throne	of	the	king.	The	king	had	now	something	to	think	of	besides	giving
the	signal	for	the	execution,	and	the	headsman	stayed	his	hand.
Then	 the	 maiden	 burnt	 the	 third	 hair,	 and	 instantly	 the	 Dark	 King	 himself
appeared	upon	the	scene,	clothed	in	shining	armour,	and	fearful	in	majesty	and
might.	And	he	said	to	the	king,	“Who	are	you	that	you	have	given	over	my	wife
to	the	executioner?”
And	the	king	said,	“Who	is	your	wife	that	I	should	give	her	to	the	executioner?”
The	Dark	King,	 taking	 the	master	of	 the	palace	by	 the	hand,	said,	“This	 is	my
wife.	Touch	her	who	dares!”
Then	 the	 king	 knew	 that	 it	 had	 been	 true	 when	 the	master	 of	 the	 palace	 had
alleged	that	she	was	not	guilty	of	the	charge	the	queen	had	brought	against	her,
being	a	woman,	and	 seeing	clearly	what	had	been	 the	malice	of	 the	queen,	he
ordered	the	executioner	to	behead	her	instead,	but	the	chicory-gatherer	he	gave
up	to	the	Dark	King.
Then	 the	 Dark	 King	 said	 to	 the	 chicory-gatherer,	 “I	 came	 at	 your	 bidding	 to
defend	you,	and	I	said	you	were	my	wife	to	save	your	life,	but	whether	you	will
be	my	wife	or	not	depends	on	you.	It	is	for	you	to	say	whether	you	will	or	not.”
Then	 the	 maiden	 answered,	 “You	 have	 been	 all	 goodness	 to	 me,	 ungrateful
indeed	should	I	be	did	I	not,	as	I	now	do,	say	"yes."“
As	soon	as	she	said	“yes,”	the	earth	shook,	and	she	was	no	longer	standing	on	a
scaffold,	but	before	an	altar	 in	a	 splendid	cathedral,	 surrounded	by	a	populous
and	 flourishing	 city.	By	her	 side	 stood	 the	Dark	King,	 but	dark	no	 longer.	He
was	 now	a	most	 beautiful	 prince,	 for	with	 all	 his	 kingdom	he	 had	 been	under
enchantment,	and	the	condition	of	his	release	had	been	that	a	fair	maiden	should
give	her	free	consent	to	marry	him.
	



A	TALE	FROM	THE	BORDERLAND

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

WELL,	IT	IS	A	STORY	TO	take	or	to	leave.	I	tell	it	you	as	it	happened	to	me.
Think	what	you	like	about	it.
The	 speaker	 was	 a	 spare	 man	 of	 middle	 height.	 He	 was	 an	 Anglican	 priest,
whose	long	black	coat	and	white	band	set	off	a	face	that	might	have	belonged	to
a	 seer	 of	 old,	 pallid	 yet	 not	 bloodless,	with	 delicately	 cut	mobile	 nostrils	 and
grey	eyes	now	piercingly	bright,	now	losing	themselves	in	far-off	mystery.	The
few	 grey	 hairs	 combed	 across	 the	 ample	 brow	 seemed	 instinct	 with	 the	 life
beneath	them.	In	moments	of	great	spiritual	excitement,	when	the	eyes	kindled
and	 the	 nostrils	 worked,	 they	 would	 appear	 to	 rise	 as	 into	 a	 halo	 above	 the
inspired	pallor	of	the	face.	And	the	cypresses	were	around	us,	gloomily	aspiring,
while	 the	 ground	 on	which	we	 sat	was	 alive	 and	 gay	with	 the	most	 delicious
little	 pink	 cyclamens,	 like	 sweet,	 everyday	 human	 thoughts	 that	 come	 like	 a
smile	across	the	over-strained	soul.
I	was	 in	England	then,	working	 in	a	 large	Northern	parish	 in	 the	midst	of	dirt,
misery	and	ignorance,	and	would	often	come	home	exhausted	by	the	sufferings	I
had	 seen	 and	 could	 do	 so	 little	 to	 alleviate.	One	 pouring	wet	 evening	 I	 got	 in
very	late,	soaked	to	the	skin,	faint	with	hunger,	oppressed	by	the	thought	of	the
preparation	 needed	 for	 an	 early	 communion	 service	 I	 was	 to	 celebrate	 on	 the
morrow.	I	told	Janet	to	admit	no	one	and	that	for	no	reason	would	I	go	out	again
that	night.	I	sat	down	to	dinner.
I	had	hardly	begun	when	the	doorbell	rang,	and	voices	reached	me	from	the	hall
-	that	of	a	woman,	evidently	a	lady,	pleading,	and	Janet	repeating	my	order.
“But,”	the	strange	voice	insisted,	“he	would	surely	come	if	he	knew.	It	is	to	see	a
dying	man.	Tell	him	it	is	to	see	a	dying	man.	To	save	a	passing	soul.”
The	woman’s	distress	and	anxiety	were	so	evident	that	I	could	remain	passive	no
longer.	 I	 called	 Janet	 and	 told	 her	 to	 show	 the	 lady	 in.	She	was	 tall,	 graceful,
dressed	in	black,	with	a	long	veil	which	she	kept	lowered,	so	that	I	could	see	the
features	but	 indistinctly.	With	every	 sign	of	 agitation	 she	 repeated	 to	me	what



she	had	said	 in	 the	hall.	 “Would	 I	 come	with	her?	 It	was	 to	 see	a	person	who
must	die	this	night,	and	all	unprepared.”
I	had	no	heart	to	refuse,	and	we	sallied	forth	together,	she	leading,	I	following.
After	some	time	I	found	myself	in	a	better	part	of	the	town,	where	the	rows	of
squalid	houses	had	given	place	to	detached	residences,	each	in	its	garden.	At	one
of	these	we	stopped,	ascended	the	steps,	and	I	rang.
The	door	was	opened	by	a	butler,	who	had	the	air	of	being	an	old,	confidential
servant.	I	asked	to	see	the	person	who	was	dying.
The	man	looked	at	me	in	amazement.	“No	one	is	even	ill	here,	much	less	dying.
You	must	have	the	wrong	address.”
I	looked	around	for	my	mysterious	guide.	I	was	alone.
“But,”	 said	 I	 to	 the	butler,	 “I	 assure	you	 that	 a	 lady	 came	 to	me	 this	 evening,
asked	me	to	follow	her	to	a	house	where	a	man	must	die	this	night,	and	led	me
here.	Are	you	certain	there	is	no	one	ill?”
“Not	only	my	master,	but	all	the	servants	are	perfectly	well,”	was	the	reply.
Just	 then	a	door	opened	and	 the	master	of	 the	house	appeared,	a	young,	 florid
man,	 easy	 and	 good-natured,	 with	 a	 certain	 air	 of	 distinction	 about	 him.	 I
introduced	myself	and	repeated	my	story.
“Well,	come	in	out	of	the	rain	now,	at	any	rate,”	said	he.	“I	am	just	sitting	down
to	dinner.	You	will	not	refuse	to	join	me?”
I	accepted	 the	 invitation	and	 found	my	host	bright,	well-read,	well-travelled,	a
most	agreeable	companion.
As	we	were	smoking	after	the	meal,	he	said,	hesitatingly,	“Do	you	know	I	have
been	wanting	 to	make	 your	 acquaintance	 for	 a	 long	 time	 past?	 I	 have	 had	 an
instinctive	 feeling	 that	 I	 could	 confide	 in	 you	 as	 in	 no	 one	 else,	 a	 strange
sympathy	going	out	to	you	while	you	were	personally	unknown	to	me.	And	now
I	feel	it	stronger	than	ever.	I	cannot	shake	it	off.	May	I	make	a	father	confessor
of	you?	I	am	sick	of	this	life.	I	want	to	be	at	something	real.”
I	encouraged	him	to	speak,	and	promised	him	all	the	help	my	experience	should
enable	me	to	give	him.
“Well,	I	will	leave	you	for	a	little	to	collect	my	thoughts,”	said	he.	“Be	so	kind
as	to	remain	here.”
While	he	was	 away	 I	 looked	about	 the	 room,	 and	 found	myself	 attracted	by	 a
picture,	evidently	a	portrait,	of	a	lady.	I	considered	it	attentively,	and	to	my	utter
surprise	recognised	my	mysterious	visitor	and	guide.
“Who	is	that?”	I	asked	my	host	on	his	return.
“That?	My	mother.	She	died	when	I	was	a	child.	Yet”	-	with	a	hesitancy	that	was



almost	shamefacedness	–	“yet,	I	feel	somehow	as	though	she	were	still	caring	for
me.”
We	had	a	 long	 talk	 in	which	he	 recounted	his	 life,	 that	of	 a	young	man	about
town,	 and	 the	 upshot	 of	 it	 was	 that	 he	 promised	 to	 come	 to	 the	 communion
service	on	the	following	morning.
I	was	at	the	church	very	early,	waiting	anxiously	for	his	appearance.
“Do	 you	 really	 suppose	 he	 will	 come?”	 said	 the	 friend	 who	 was	 to	 help	 me
celebrate,	 and	 to	whom	 I	 had	 related	 the	 strange	 experience.	 “You	 had	 better
give	 up	 any	 hope	 of	 seeing	 him.	 It	 was	 probably	 nothing	 but	 a	 fit	 of	 the
sentimentality	 that	follows	a	comfortable	dinner.	It	 took	that	form	because	you
happened	to	be	with	him.	I	have	seen	dozens	of	such	cases.”
Still	I	had	faith	in	my	convert,	and	as	the	service	went	on	and	he	did	not	appear,
I	felt	my	heart	grow	big	with	sorrowful	disappointment.
I	walked	home	sadly	enough.
In	 the	 hall	 I	 found	 the	 butler	 of	 the	 previous	 evening.	 He	 looked	 white	 and
scared.	He	was	trembling.
“Sir,	 sir,”	he	stammered,	“come	with	me.	Come	quickly.	My	master	 is	dead.	 I
found	him	dead	this	morning.”
“A	 mother’s	 love,”	 I	 murmured.	 “Why	 should	 it	 not	 compel	 the	 forces	 of
material	being?	A	mother’s	love,	it	is.
	



SCIOCCOLONE

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	WERE	 three	 brothers,	 who	 were	 woodmen,
their	employment	was	not	one	which	required	great	skill,	and	they	were	none	of
them	very	clever,	but	the	youngest	was	the	least	brilliant	of	all.	So,	simple	was
he	 that	 all	 the	 neighbours,	 and	 his	 very	 brothers--albeit	 they	were	 not	 so	 very
superior	 in	 intelligence	 themselves--gave	 him	 the	 nickname	 of	 “Scioccolone,”
the	 great	 simpleton,	 and	 accordingly	 Scioccolone	 he	 was	 called	 wherever	 he
went.
Every	day	these	three	brothers	went	out	into	the	woods	to	their	work,	and	every
evening	they	all	came	home,	each	staggering	under	his	load	of	wood,	which	he
carried	to	the	dealer	who	paid	them	for	their	toil.	thus	one	day	of	labour	passed
away	just	like	another	in	all	respects.	So,	it	went	on	for	years.
Nevertheless,	one	day	came	at	last	which	was	not	at	all	like	the	others,	and	if	all
days	were	 like	 it	 the	world	would	be	quite	 upside	down,	 or	 be	 at	 least	 a	 very
different	world	 from	what	 it	 is.	Oimè!	 that	 such	 days	 never	 occur	 now	 at	 all!
Basta,	this	is	what	happened.	It	was	in	the	noontide	heat	of	a	very	hot	day,	the
three	 simple	brothers	 committed	 the	 imprudence	of	going	out	of	 the	 shelter	of
the	woods	 into	 the	wold	 beyond,	 and	 there,	 lying	 on	 the	 grass	 in	 the	 severest
blaze	of	the	burning	sun,	they	saw	three	beautiful	peasant	girls	lying	fast	asleep.
“Only	 look	 at	 those	 silly	 girls	 sleeping	 in	 the	 full	 blaze	 of	 the	 sun!”	 cried	 the
eldest	brother.
“They’ll	get	bad	in	their	heads	in	this	heat,”	said	the	second.
But	 Scioccolone	 said,	 “Shall	we	 not	 get	 some	 sticks	 and	 boughs,	 and	make	 a
little	shed	to	shelter	them?”
“Just	like	one	of	Scioccolone’s	fine	ideas!”	laughed	the	eldest	brother	scornfully.
“Well	 done,	 Scioccolone!	 That’s	 the	 best	 thing	 you’ve	 thought	 of	 this	 long
while.	And	who	will	 build	 a	 shed	over	us	while	we’re	building	a	 shed	 for	 the
girls,	I	should	like	to	know?”	said	the	second.



But	Scioccolone	said,	“We	can’t	leave	them	there	like	that,	they	will	be	burnt	to
death.	If	you	won’t	help	me	I	must	build	the	shed	alone.”
“A	wise	resolve,	and	worthy	of	Scioccolone!”	scoffed	the	eldest	brother.
“Good-bye,	 Scioccolone!”	 cried	 the	 second,	 as	 the	 two	 elder	 brothers	 walked
away	together.	“Good-bye	for	ever!	I	don’t	expect	ever	to	see	you	alive	again,	of
course.”
And	 they	 never	 did	 see	 him	 again,	 but	what	 it	was	 that	 happened	 to	 him	 you
shall	hear.
Without	waiting	to	find	a	retort	to	his	brothers”	gibes,	Scioccolone	set	to	work	to
fell	four	stout	young	saplings,	and	to	set	them	up	as	supports	of	his	shed	in	four
holes	he	had	previously	scooped	with	the	aid	of	his	bill-hook,	 then	he	rammed
them	in	with	wedges,	which	he	also	had	to	cut	and	shape.	After	this	he	cut	four
large	 bushy	 branches,	which	 he	 tied	 to	 the	 uprights	with	 the	 cord	 he	 used	 for
tying	up	his	faggots	of	logs,	and	as	the	shade	of	these	was	scarcely	close	enough
to	keep	out	all	the	fierce	rays	of	the	sun,	he	went	back	to	the	wood	and	collected
all	the	large	broad	leaves	he	could	find,	and	came	back	and	spread	them	out	over
his	 leafy	roof.	All	 this	was	very	hard	 labour	 indeed	when	performed	under	 the
dreaded	sun,	and	just	in	the	hours	when	men	do	no	work,	yet	so	beautiful	were
the	three	maidens	that,	when	at	last	he	had	completed	his	task,	he	could	not	tear
himself	away	from	them	to	go	and	seek	repose	in	the	shade	of	the	wood,	but	he
must	needs	continue	standing	in	the	full	sun	gazing	at	them	open-mouthed.
At	 last	 the	 three	beautiful	maidens	awoke,	and	when	 they	saw	what	a	 fragrant
shade	had	refreshed	their	slumbers	they	began	pouring	out	their	gratitude	to	their
devoted	benefactor.
Do	not	run	at	hasty	conclusions,	however,	and	imagine	that	of	course	the	three
beautiful	maidens	fell	in	love	on	the	spot	with	Scioccolone,	and	he	had	only	to
pick	and	choose	which	of	them	he	would	have	to	make	him	happy	as	his	wife.	A
very	proper	ending,	you	say,	for	a	fairy	tale.	It	was	not	so,	however.	Scioccolone
looked	anything	but	attractive	 just	 then.	His	meaningless	features	and	uncouth,
clownish	 gait	 were	 never	 at	 any	 time	 likely	 to	 inspire	 the	 fair	 maidens	 with
sudden	 affection,	 but	 just	 then,	 after	 his	 running	 here	 and	 there,	 his	 felling,
digging,	and	hammering	in	the	heat	of	the	day,	his	face	had	acquired	a	tint	which
made	 it	 look	 rougher	 and	 redder	 and	 more	 repulsive	 than	 anyone	 ever	 wore
before.
Besides	this,	the	three	maidens	were	fairies,	who	had	taken	the	form	of	beautiful
peasant	girls	for	some	reason	of	their	own.
But	neither	did	they	leave	his	good	deed	unrewarded.	By	no	means.	Each	of	the
three	declared	she	would	give	him	such	a	precious	gift	that	he	should	own	to	his
last	hour	that	they	were	not	ungrateful.	So,	they	sat	and	thought	what	great	gift



they	could	think	of	which	should	be	calculated	to	make	him	very	happy	indeed.
At	last	the	first	of	the	three	got	up	and	exclaimed	that	she	had	thought	of	her	gift,
and	 she	 did	 not	 think	 anyone	 could	 give	 him	 a	 greater	 one,	 for	 she	 would
promise	him	he	should	one	day	be	a	king.
Wasn’t	that	a	fine	gift!
Scioccolone,	however,	did	not	think	so.	The	idea	of	his	being	a	king!	Simple	as
he	was,	he	could	see	the	incongruity	of	the	idea,	and	the	embarrassment	of	the
situation.	How	should	he	the	poor	clown,	everybody’s	laughingstock,	become	a
king?	and	if	he	did,	kingship	had	no	attractions	for	him.
He	was	too	kind-hearted,	however,	to	say	anything	in	disparagement	of	the	well-
meant	promise,	and	too	straightforward	to	assume	a	show	of	gratitude	he	did	not
feel,	so	after	the	first	little	burst	of	hilarity	which	he	was	not	sufficiently	master
of	himself	 to	 suppress,	 he	 remained	 standing	open-mouthed	after	his	 awkward
manner.
Then	 the	 second	 fairy	 addressed	him	 and	 said,	 “I	 see	 you	don’t	 quite	 like	my
sister’s	gift,	but	you	may	be	sure	 she	would	not	have	promised	 it	 if	 it	had	not
been	a	good	gift,	after	you	have	been	so	kind	to	us,	and	when	it	comes	true,	 it
will	somehow	all	turn	out	very	nice	and	right.	But	now,	meantime,	that	I	may	not
similarly	 disappoint	 you	 with	 my	 gift	 by	 choosing	 it	 for	 you,	 I	 shall	 let	 you
choose	it	for	yourself,	so	say,	what	shall	it	be?”
Scioccolone	was	almost	as	much	embarrassed	with	the	second	fairy’s	permission
of	choosing	for	himself	as	he	had	been	with	the	first	fairy’s	choice	for	him.	First
he	 grinned,	 and	 then	 he	 twisted	 his	 great	 awkward	mouth	 about,	 and	 then	 he
grinned	again,	till,	at	last,	ashamed	of	keeping	the	fairies	waiting	so	long	for	his
answer,	he	said,	with	another	grin,	“Well,	to	tell	you	what	I	should	really	like,	it
would	be	that	when	I	have	finished	making	up	my	faggot	of	 logs	this	evening,
instead	of	having	to	stagger	home	carrying	it,	it	should	roll	along	by	itself,	and
then	I	get	astride	of	it,	and	that	it	should	carry	me.”
“That	would	be	fine!”	he	added,	and	he	grinned	again	as	he	thought	of	the	fun	it
would	be	to	be	carried	home	by	the	load	of	logs	instead	of	carrying	the	load	as
he	had	been	wont.
“Certainly!	 That	 wish	 is	 granted,”	 replied	 the	 second	 fairy	 readily.	 “You	will
find	it	all	happen	just	as	you	have	described.”
Then	 the	 third	 fairy	 came	 forward	 and	 said,	 “And	now	choose,	what	 shall	my
gift	be?	You	have	only	to	ask	for	whatever	you	like	and	you	shall	have	it.”
Such	 a	 heap	 of	 wishes	 rose	 up	 in	 Scioccolone’s	 imagination	 at	 this
announcement,	that	he	could	not	make	up	his	mind	which	to	select,	as	fast	as	he
fixed	on	one	thing,	he	remembered	it	would	be	incomplete	without	some	other
gift,	 and	 as	 he	 went	 on	 trying	 to	 find	 someone	 wish	 that	 should	 be	 as



comprehensive	as	possible,	he	suddenly	blurted	out,	“Promise	me	that	whatever
I	 wish	 may	 come	 true,	 that’ll	 be	 the	 best	 gift,	 and	 so	 if	 I	 forget	 a	 thing	 one
moment	I	can	wish	for	it	the	next.	That’ll	be	the	best	gift	to	be	sure!”
“Granted!”	said	the	third	fairy.	“You	have	only	to	wish	for	anything	and	you	will
find	you	get	it	immediately,	whatever	it	is.”
The	fairies	then	took	leave	and	went	their	way,	and	Scioccolone	was	reminded
by	 the	 lengthening	 shades	 that	 it	 was	 time	 he	 betook	 himself	 to	 complete	 his
day’s	 work.	 Scarcely	 succeeding	 in	 collecting	 his	 thoughts,	 so	 dazzled	 and
bewildered	was	he	by	 the	 late	supernatural	conversation,	he	yet	 found	his	way
back	to	the	spot	where	he	had	been	felling	wood.
“Oh,	dear!	how	tired	I	am!”	he	said	within	himself	as	he	walked	along.	“How	I
wish	 the	wood	was	all	 felled	and	 the	faggots	 tied	up!”	and	 though	he	said	 this
mechanically	as	he	might	have	said	it	any	other	day	of	his	life,	without	thinking
of	the	fairy’s	promise,	which	was,	indeed,	too	vast	for	him	to	put	it	consciously
to	such	a	practical	test	then,	full	of	astonishment	as	he	was,	yet	when	he	got	back
to	his	working-place	the	wood	was	felled	and	laid	in	order,	and	tied	into	a	faggot
in	the	best	manner.
“Well	to	be	sure!”	soliloquised	Scioccolone.	“The	girls	have	kept	their	promise
indeed!	This	 is	 just	 exactly	what	 I	wished.	And	now,	 let’s	 see	what	 else	did	 I
wish?	Oh,	yes,	that	if	I	got	astride	on	the	faggot	it	should	roll	along	by	itself	and
carry	me	with	it,	let’s	see	if	that’ll	come	true	too!”
With	that	he	got	astride	on	the	faggot,	and	sure	enough	the	faggot	moved	on	all
by	itself,	and	carried	Scioccolone	along	with	it	pleasantly	enough.
Only	 there	 was	 one	 thing	 Scioccolone	 had	 forgotten	 to	 ask	 for,	 and	 that	 was
power	to	guide	the	faggot,	and	now,	though	it	took	a	direction	quite	contrary	to
that	of	his	homeward	way,	he	had	no	means	of	 inducing	 it	 to	 change	 its	 tack.
After	 some	 time	 spent	 in	 fruitless	 efforts	 in	 schooling	 his	 unruly	 mount,
Scioccolone	began	to	reason	with	himself.
“After	all,	it	does	not	much	matter	about	going	home.	I	only	get	laughed	at	and
called	"Scioccolone."	Maybe	in	some	other	place	they	may	be	better,	and	as	the
faggot	is	acting	under	the	orders	of	my	benefactress,	it	will	doubtless	all	be	for
the	best.”
So,	he	committed	himself	to	the	faggot	to	take	him	wherever	it	would.	On	went
the	faggot	surely	and	steadily,	as	if	quite	conscious	where	it	had	to	go,	and	thus,
before	nightfall,	it	came	to	a	great	city	where	were	many	people,	who	all	came
out	 to	see	 the	wonder	of	 the	 faggot	of	 logs	moving	along	by	 itself,	and	a	man
riding	on	it.
In	 this	city	was	a	king,	who	lived	 in	a	palace	with	an	only	daughter.	Now	this
daughter	had	never	been	known	to	laugh.	What	pains	soever	the	king	her	father



took	to	divert	her	were	all	unavailing,	nothing	brought	a	smile	to	her	lips.
Now,	however,	when	all	the	people	ran	to	the	windows	to	see	a	man	riding	on	a
faggot,	 the	 king’s	 daughter	 ran	 to	 look	 out	 too,	 and	when	 she	 saw	 the	 faggot
moving	by	itself,	and	the	uncouth	figure	of	Scioccolone	sitting	on	it,	and	heard
all	 the	 people	 laughing	 at	 the	 sight,	 then	 the	 king’s	 daughter	 laughed	 too,
laughed	for	the	first	time	in	her	life.
But	 Scioccolone	 passing	 under	 the	 palace,	 heard	 her	 clear	 and	 merry	 laugh
resounding	above	the	laughter	of	all	the	people,	he	looked	up	and	saw	her,	and
when	he	saw	her	looking	so	bright	and	fair	he	said	within	himself,	“Now,	if	ever
the	fairy’s	power	of	wishing	is	to	be	of	use	to	me,	I	wish	that	I	might	have	a	little
son,	and	that	the	beautiful	princess	should	be	the	mother.”	But	he	did	not	think
of	wishing	to	stop	there	that	he	might	look	at	her,	so	the	faggot	carried	him	past
the	palace	and	past	all	 the	houses	 into	 the	outskirts	of	 the	city,	 till	he	got	 tired
and	weary,	and	just	then	passing	a	wood	merchant’s	yard,	the	thought	rose	to	his
lips,	“I	wish	that	wood	merchant	would	buy	this	faggot	of	me!”
Immediately	the	wood	merchant	came	out	and	offered	to	buy	the	faggot,	and	as
it	was	such	a	wonderful	faggot,	that	he	thought	Scioccolone	would	never	consent
to	sell	it,	he	offered	him	such	a	high	price	that	Scioccolone	had	enough	to	live	on
like	a	prince	for	a	year.
After	a	time	there	was	again	a	great	stir	in	the	city,	everyone	was	abroad	in	the
streets	whispering	and	consulting.	To	the	king’s	daughter	was	born	a	little	son,
and	 no	 one	 knew	who	 the	 father	was,	 not	 even	 the	 princess	 herself.	 Then	 the
king	sent	for	all	the	men	in	the	city,	and	brought	them	to	the	infant,	and	said,	“Is
this	your	father?”	but	the	babe	said	“No!”	to	them	all.
Last	of	all,	Scioccolone	was	brought,	and	when	the	king	took	him	up	to	the	babe
and	said,	“Is	 this	your	 father?”	 the	babe	 rose	 joyfully	 from	its	cradle	and	said,
“Yes,	 that	 is	my	father!”	When	the	king	heard	 this	and	saw	what	a	rough	ugly
clown	Scioccolone	was,	he	was	very	angry	with	his	daughter,	and	said	she	must
marry	 him	 and	 go	 away	 for	 ever	 from	 the	 palace.	 It	 was	 all	 in	 vain	 that	 the
princess	protested	she	had	never	seen	him	but	for	one	moment	from	the	top	of
the	palace.	The	babe	protested	quite	positively	that	he	was	his	father,	so	the	king
had	 them	married,	 and	 sent	 them	away	 from	 the	palace	 for	 ever,	 and	 the	babe
was	right,	for	though	Scioccolone	and	the	princess	had	never	met,	Scioccolone
had	wished	that	he	might	have	a	son,	of	whom	she	should	be	the	mother,	and	by
the	power	of	the	spell	the	child	was	born.
Scioccolone	was	only	 too	delighted	with	 the	king’s	angry	decree.	He	felt	quite
out	of	place	in	the	palace,	and	was	glad	enough	to	be	sent	away	from	it.	All	he
wanted	was	 to	 have	 such	 a	 beautiful	wife,	 and	he	willingly	 obeyed	 the	 king’s
command	to	take	her	away,	a	long,	long	way	off.
The	princess,	however,	was	quite	of	a	different	mind.	She	could	not	cease	from



crying,	because	she	was	given	to	such	an	uncouth,	clownish	husband	that	no	tidy
peasant	wench	would	have	married.
When,	therefore,	Scioccolone	saw	his	beautiful	bride	so	unhappy	and	distressed,
he	 grew	 distressed	 himself,	 and	 in	 his	 distress	 he	 remembered	 once	more	 the
promise	 of	 the	 fairy,	 that	 whatever	 he	 wished	 he	 might	 have,	 and	 he	 began
wishing	away	at	once.	First	he	wished	for	a	pleasant	villa,	prettily	laid-out,	and
planted,	 and	 walled,	 then,	 a	 casino	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 it,	 prettily	 furnished,	 and
having	 plenty	 of	 pastimes	 and	 diversions,	 then,	 for	 a	 farm,	 well-stocked	with
beasts	for	all	kinds	of	uses,	for	carriages	and	servants,	for	fruits	and	flowers,	and
all	that	can	make	life	pleasant.	And	when	he	found	that	with	all	these	things	the
princess	 did	 not	 seem	 much	 happier	 than	 before,	 he	 bethought	 himself	 of
wishing	that	he	might	be	furnished	with	a	handsome	person,	polished	manners,
and	 an	 educated	mind,	 altogether	 such	 as	 the	 princess	wished.	All	 his	wishes
were	fulfilled,	and	the	princess	now	loved	him	very	much,	and	they	lived	very
happily	together.
After	 they	had	been	 living	 thus	 some	 time,	 it	 happened	one	day	 that	 the	king,
going	out	hunting,	observed	this	pleasant	villa	on	the	wold,	where	heretofore	all
had	been	bare,	unplanted,	and	unbuilt.
“How	is	this!”	cried	the	king,	and	he	drew	rein,	and	went	into	the	villa	intending
to	inquire	how	the	change	had	come	about.
Scioccolone	came	out	to	meet	him,	not	only	so	transformed	that	the	king	never
recognised	 him,	 but	 so	 distinguished	 by	 courtesy	 and	 urbanity,	 that	 the	 king
himself	 felt	 ashamed	 to	 question	 him	 as	 to	 how	 the	 villa	 had	 grown	 up	 so
suddenly.	He	 accepted	 his	 invitation	 to	 come	 and	 rest	 in	 the	 casino,	 however,
and	 there	 they	 fell	 to	 conversing	 on	 a	 variety	 of	 subjects,	 till	 the	 king	was	 so
struck	with	the	sagacity	and	prudence	of	Scioccolone’s	talk,	that	when	he	rose	to
take	leave,	he	said,
“Such	a	man	as	you	I	have	long	sought	to	succeed	me	in	the	government	of	the
kingdom.	I	am	growing	old	and	have	no	children,	and	you	are	worthy	in	all	ways
to	wear	the	crown.	Come	up,	 therefore,	 if	you	will,	 to	 the	palace	and	live	with
me,	and	when	I	die	you	shall	be	king.”
Scioccolone,	 now	 no	 longer	 feeling	 himself	 so	 ill-adapted	 to	 live	 in	 a	 palace,
willingly	 consented,	 and	 a	 few	 days	 after,	 with	 his	wife	 and	 his	 little	 son,	 he
went	up	to	the	palace	to	live	with	the	king.
But	the	king’s	delight	can	scarcely	be	imagined	when	he	found	that	the	wife	of
the	polished	stranger	was	indeed	his	very	own	daughter.
After	a	few	years	 the	old	king	died,	and	Scioccolone	reigned	in	his	stead.	And
thus	the	promises	of	all	the	three	fairies	were	fulfilled.
	



THE	PHANTOM	BRIDE

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

THERE	WERE	THREE	OF	US,	MEN	between	youth	and	middle	age	who	had
gone	through	school	and	college	together,	had	walked	the	hospitals	and	worked
in	 the	 dissecting	 room	 without	 a	 break	 in	 our	 friendship.	 Separated	 by	 the
exigencies	of	our	practice,	we	had	still,	as	though	by	some	occult	sympathy,	kept
in	touch	with	each	other	across	long	stretches	of	absence	and	silence.	We	were
sitting	with	our	coffee	and	cigarettes	on	the	public	walk	above	Florence.	Before
us	lay	the	great	square	with	the	colossal	David,	the	bronze	giant	that	looks	ever
to	 the	 hills	 beyond	 the	 town,	with	 his	 sling	 ready	 to	 defend	 her	 from	 assault,
while	behind	us	rose	the	church	from	which	the	creator	of	that	giant	really	had
protected	the	city	against	the	strange-speaking	North-men	who	had	poured	over
those	very	hills	for	her	destruction.	The	last	gleam	of	sunshine	was,	as	we	knew,
making	the	gold	of	the	mosaic	glitter	over	the	church-door	there	above	us.	It	lay
too	on	 the	 town	at	our	feet,	 lighting	up	 the	captivating	grace	of	 the	bell-tower,
the	chastened	glow	of	whose	marbles	seemed	actually	before	our	eyes,	bringing
out	the	unsurpassable	curves	of	the	cathedral	dome,	and	the	squatter	lines	of	that
of	 St.	 Lorenzo,	 where	 the	 Medici	 moulder	 in	 their	 marble	 tombs.	 The	 light
lingered	on	the	graceful	sturdiness	of	the	Palazzo	Vecchio,	touching	the	spires	of
the	church	of	St.	Croce	and	of	the	Bargello	where	prisoners	once	pined.	It	was
that	 hour	 before	 the	 actual	 sunset	 when	 the	 city,	 lying	 languidly	 amid	 the
encircling	 hills,	 seems	 consciously	 to	 breathe	 out	 the	 suavity	 by	 which	 she
captures	her	 lovers	and	holds	them	to	her	in	life-long	thraldom.	And	two	of	us
had	been	long	away	from	our	mistress,	the	spirit	of	the	time	and	the	place	was
upon	us,	and	confidences	of	loves	and	sorrows	rose	naturally	to	our	lips.
Conti	flung	away	his	cigarette	and	threw	himself	back	in	his	chair.	I	glanced	at
his	 small	 nervous	 hands	 as	 he	 folded	 his	 arms,	 remembering	 their	 quick,	 sure
movements	in	the	most	delicate	operations,	and	then	I	looked	into	his	blue	eyes,
whose	bright	sparkle	the	deadly	habit	of	morphine-taking,	the	future	ruin	of	that
bright	career,	was	already	changing	into	dreaminess.
“Decidedly,	Neri,”	exclaimed	he,	“you	are	the	most	changed	of	the	three.	There



you	sit	smoking	your	cigarette	as	quietly	as	though	we	came	here	every	day	of
our	 lives.	With	a	 line	between	your	brows,	 too!	You	 look	as	 though	you	were
obliged	 to	 take	 a	 wife	 tomorrow.	 What	 has	 happened?	 Has	 someone	 got
drowned	 in	 such	 a	 way	 that	 you	 cannot	 tell	 whether	 it	 was	 a	 homicide	 or	 a
suicide,	and	are	afraid	of	misleading	justice?	Has	a	supposed	corpse	come	to	life
again	and	objected	to	being	dissected?”
A	smile	 flickered	across	Neri’s	grave	 looking	 face.	He	was	 the	handsomest	of
the	three,	one	of	the	best	made	men	in	the	town.	He	wore	a	thick,	pointed	beard,
and	 the	 mouth	 under	 the	 moustache	 was	 of	 quite	 exceptional	 firmness	 and
delicacy.	 In	 fact	 he	 was	 what	 the	 women	 call	 a	 bell”uomo,	 and	 but	 for	 his
thorough-going	 solidity	 of	 character	 and	 immense	 variety	 of	 interests,	 would
infallibly	have	had	his	head	turned	by	their	admiration.	As	it	was	he	simply	had
no	time	to	give	them	very	much	attention.	And	lately,	so	we	were	told,	he	had
taken	 less	notice	of	 them	than	ever,	but	had	gone	about	his	work	with	 the	 line
between	his	brows,	and	lips	that	rarely	relaxed	except	to	smile	encouragement	to
some	poor	patient	on	whom	he	had	operated.
He	breathed	out	the	smoke	slowly,	luxuriously,	from	his	mouth	and	nostrils	-	he
was	 a	 confirmed	 cigarette	 smoker	 -	 and	 answered,	 “No,	 I	 am	 not	 going	 to	 be
married	tomorrow,	and	I	was	thinking	of	a	post-mortem,	but	not	of	such	a	one	as
Conti	 imagines.	 I	 will	 tell	 you	 the	 story,	 but	 keep	 it	 to	 yourselves.	 There’s	 a
woman	 in	 the	case,	of	course,”	he	added,	with	a	 short	nervous	 laugh.	Then	he
hesitated	again,	and	at	last	began.
“Just	a	year	ago	today	I	had	to	make	a	post-mortem,	and	a	report	to	the	police,
on	the	body	of	the	one	woman	who	has	entered	profoundly	into	my	life.	She	was
a	rising	operatic	singer	with	a	singular	power	of	vivid	dramatic	intensity,	though
I	do	not	 think	her	 impersonations	were	ever	a	 full	expression	of	her	 innermost
powers.	Her	interests	were	extremely	varied,	her	mind	exceptionally	mobile.	Her
occupation	fostered	this	mobility,	and	increased	that	power	of	quick	sympathy,
of	 putting	 herself	 in	 touch	with	 the	 people	with	whom	 she	 came	 into	 contact,
which	was	one	of	her	distinguishing	features.	She	was	not	beautiful,	but	she	had
fine	large	dark	eyes	that	looked	straight	at	you,	and	she	was	so	lithe	and	girl-like
in	all	her	movements	(she	was	rather	older	 than	myself	 in	reality)	 that	you	felt
inclined	just	to	take	her	in	your	arms	and	hold	her	fast	against	all	the	troubles	of
the	world	-	and	she	had	her	share,	I	warrant	you.”
“H'm,”	said	Conti.	“And	you	did	it,	I	suppose.	You	seem	to	have	been	hard	hit.”
“No,	 I	 did	 not	 do	 it,	 although	 I	was	more	 than	 hard	 hit.	 Her	 position	was	 so
difficult	that	I	had	no	heart	to	make	it	worse,	and	she	had	a	certain	dignity	about
her,	 even	 in	 her	 moments	 of	 most	 childlike	 abandon	 in	 talking	 with	me,	 that
prevented	any	light	advances.	You	felt	as	though	you	must	help	her	even	against
herself,	for	her	nature	was	evidently	passionate,	and	that	made	your	feeling	for



her	 all	 the	 more	 profound.	 She	 had	 married	 a	 man	 who	 had	 ill-treated	 and
neglected	her	 in	every	possible	way.	After	a	couple	of	years	she	fled	from	her
husband,	left	the	stage,	and	changing	her	name,	lived	by	giving	singing	lessons.
When	 I	 first	 knew	 her,	 she	 was	making	 a	 brave	 struggle	 not	 only	 to	 support
herself	and	her	boy,	but	to	obtain	and	hold	such	a	position	in	the	world	as	should
enable	her	to	launch	him	in	his	career.	Then	she	fell	ill,	more	from	exhaustion	of
vital	force	than	anything	else,	and	I	never	saw	anything	like	the	spirit	with	which
she	bore	up.	She	was	almost	too	weak	to	teach,	and	held	her	pupils	together	with
the	greatest	difficulty,	yet	she	managed	always	 to	wear	a	bright	smile,	and	she
refused	 absolutely	 to	 give	 up	 hope.	 “Why,	 it	 is	 the	 most	 stimulating	 of
medicines,”	 she	 would	 say.	 “If	 I	 give	 up	 that,	 I	 shall	 collapse	 immediately.	 I
consider	 that,	 given	 the	conditions	 in	which	 I	 live,	 self-deception,	on	 the	 right
side	of	course,	is	a	distinct	duty.”
“Towards	the	end	of	the	summer	she	left	town	for	a	fortnight,	and	I	went	out	to
see	her.	She	insisted	on	our	having	a	little	picnic	together,	and	took	me	to	the	top
of	a	hill	hard	by.	There	was	a	small	pine	wood	up	there,	with	a	stretch	of	grass
and	ling.	Opposite	rose	Castel	di	Poggio.	The	hills	were	round	us	ridge	on	ridge,
and	fold	on	fold.	Their	bosoms	were	veiled	by	draperies	of	mist,	for	it	was	still
early.	We	might	have	been	hundreds	of	miles	away	from	any	town,	yet	Florence
was	close	at	our	feet.	I	had	left	it	only	a	couple	of	hours	ago,	and	should	be	down
there	again	breathing	the	phenic	acid	of	the	hospital	that	same	afternoon.	Never
shall	I	forget	the	morning	of	chat	and	reading	(I	had	taken	up	a	volume	of	poems
-	 her	 gift),	with	 the	 bees	 booming	 in	 the	 ling,	 the	 gorgeous	 green	 of	 the	 pine
needles,	 intense	unchangeable,	against	 the	brilliant	sky,	and	the	mingled	scents
of	pine,	cypress,	honey-flowers,	and	aromatic	herbs.	As	we	were	starting	to	go
down	 she	 stopped.	 “We	must	 keep	 vivid	 the	 remembrance	 of	 this,	 Neri,”	 she
said,	and	caught	my	hand.	I	turned	and	looked	into	her	eyes,	whose	deep	earnest
gaze	remains	with	me	yet.	We	clasped	hands,	and	so	parted.
“Well,	 when	 she	 came	 back	 to	 Florence	 she	 began	 to	 lose	 her	 spirit.	 Money
matters	 worried	 her,	 I	 fancy,	 though	 she	 would	 never	 trouble	 me	 with	 them.
Then	her	husband	accidentally	found	and	began	to	trouble	her,	 threatening	that
unless	she	went	back	to	live	with	him	he	would	take	the	boy	(now	nearly	seven
years	old)	from	her.	She	sent	the	child	to	her	people	in	Switzerland.	“It	would	so
much	simplify	matters	if	I	were	to	die,”	she	wrote	me	once.	“My	people	would
never	let	him	go	then,	and	my	husband	could	urge	me	no	longer.	The	struggle	is
too	great.	Only	I	do	not	want	you	to	have	to	make	the	post	mortem	on	me	when	I
have	said	good-bye	to	this	life.	It	would	be	too	painful	for	you.”	Still	I	did	not
think	 she	 would	 ever	 really	 commit	 suicide,	 not	 because	 she	 had	 any	 fear	 of
death,	but	because	I	knew	she	 looked	on	 the	proceeding	as	cowardly,	and	also
because	 she	had	a	power	of	 the	most	 intense	 enjoyment	 and	 interest	 in	 all	 the
beauties	of	life,	whether	physical	or	intellectual.	Hers	was	the	most	elastic	nature
I	 have	 known.	 I	 said	 what	 one	 could	 say,	 and	 it’s	 precious	 little,	 in	 such



circumstances,	and	she	seemed	to	recover	tone.
“Then	I	left	Florence	for	nearly	a	month.	I	was	obliged	to	return	unexpectedly	to
the	hospital,	and	was	just	leaving	it	to	call	upon	her	when	I	was	told	there	was	a
post-mortem	waiting	for	me.	I	went	into	the	room.	It	was	she	lying	there	on	the
table....
“Well,	 I	 got	 through	 somehow.	 It	 did	 not	 take	 very	 long,	 for	 I	 knew	her	well
enough	 to	 guess	what	 she	 had	 used,	 and	 had	 only	 to	 verify	 a	 suspicion.	 And
while	I	was	working	it	seemed	as	though	she	were	looking	at	me,	looking	at	me
with	a	pitifully	pleading	look	as	though	supplicating	forgiveness	for	the	horror	of
my	 position.	 I	 remember	 I	 kept	 her	 covered	 as	 religiously	 as	 though	 she	 had
been	alive,	and	I	remember	I	arranged	everything	when	all	was	over	and	carried
her	 in	my	own	 arms	 to	 the	 bier	which	was	 to	 take	 her	 away.	Then,	 I	 believe,
Paoletti	found	me,	got	me	into	a	cab,	and	drove	me	home	in	a	high	fever.	The
second	 evening	 I	 came	 to	myself.	 I	was	without	 fever	 and	 fell	 quietly	 asleep.
Towards	morning	 I	 awoke.	 She	was	 there	 standing	 by	my	 bed	with	 the	 same
pitifully	pleading	expression	 I	had	 felt	 in	 the	hospital.	She	caressed	my	cheek,
then	bent	over	me	and	touched	my	lips.
“Oh	yes,	I	know.	Optical	hallucination,	subjective	sensation,	and	all	the	rest	of	it.
Hallucination	-	subjective	as	much	as	you	like	-	but	I	saw	her.	I	feel	her	about
me	now	just	as	plainly	as	I	felt	her	 then.	I	suppose	the	impression	will	fade	as
time	goes	on.	I	may	take	a	wife	and	have	children	as	other	men	do.	Still	(with	a
repetition	of	the	little	nervous	laugh)	it	has	not	begun	to	fade	yet,	and	I	feel	as
though	I	should	see	her	once	more	on	my	death	bed.”
“Decidedly,”	said	Conti,	breaking	the	silence.	“Nature’s	irony	is	more	scathing
than	 man’s.	 It	 is	 just	 Neri…	 Neri	 who	 never	 philandered,	 who	 never
sentimentalised,	who	would	 have	 nothing	 to	 do	with	what	was	 not	 downright
brutally	real.	It	is	just	Neri	whom	the	Fates	have	wedded	to	a	phantom	bride.”
“Come,”	said	Neri,	shaking	himself,	“it’s	nearly	dark.	We	can	see	neither	dome
nor	bell-tower	any	longer.	Shall	we	go	to	the	Arena?	Tina	di	Lorenzo	is	acting.
And	then	we	will	finish	up	at	the	Gambrinus	Halle.”
	



SIGNOR	LATTANZIO

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	A	DUKE	who	wandered	over	 the	world	 seeking	 a
beautiful	maiden	 to	make	his	wife.	After	many	years	he	came	 to	an	 inn	where
was	a	lady,	who	asked	him	what	he	sought.
“I	have	journeyed	half	the	earth	over,”	answered	the	duke,	“to	find	a	wife	to	my
fancy,	and	have	not	found	one,	and	now	I	go	back	to	my	native	city	as	I	came.”
“How	 sad!”	 answered	 the	 lady.	 “I	 have	 a	 daughter	 who	 is	 the	most	 beautiful
maiden	that	ever	was	made,	but	 three	fairies	have	taken	possession	of	her,	and
locked	her	up	in	a	casino	in	the	Campagna,	and	no	one	can	get	to	see	her.”
“Only	tell	me	where	she	is,”	replied	the	duke,	“and	I	promise	you	I’ll	get	to	see
her,	in	spite	of	all	the	fairies	in	the	world.”
“It	is	useless!”	replied	the	lady.	“So,	many	have	tried	and	failed.	So,	will	you.”
“Not	I!”	answered	the	duke.	“Tell	me	how	they	failed,	and	I	will	do	otherwise.”
“I	have	 told	so	many,	and	all	 say	 the	same	as	you,	and	all	go	 to	 seek	her,	but
none	ever	come	back.”
“Never	mind!	Tell	it	once	again,	and	I	promise	you	it	shall	be	the	last	time,	for	I
will	surely	come	back.”
“If	you	are	bent	on	sacrificing	yourself	uselessly,”	proceeded	 the	 lady,	“this	 is
the	story.	You	must	go	to	the	mountain	of	Russia,	and	at	the	foot	of	it	there	will
meet	 you	 three	most	 beautiful	maidens,	who	will	 come	 round	 you,	 and	 praise
you,	and	flatter	you,	and	pour	out	all	manner	of	blandishments,	and	will	ask	you
to	go	into	their	palace	with	them,	and	will	entreat	you	so	much	that	you	will	not
be	able	to	resist,	then	you	will	go	into	their	palace	with	them,	and	they	will	turn
you	into	a	cat,	for	they	are	three	fairies.	But,	on	the	other	hand,	if	you	can	resist
only	 for	 the	 space	of	 one	hour	 to	 all	 they	will	 say	 to	 you,	 then	you	will	 have
conquered	them,	and	they	will	be	turned	into	cats,	and	you	will	have	free	access
to	my	daughter	to	release	her.”
“I	 will	 go,”	 said	 the	 duke	 firmly,	 and	 he	 rose	 up	 and	 went	 his	 way	 to	 the



mountain	of	Russia.
“Now,	if	all	these	other	men	have	failed	in	this	same	attempt,”	he	mused	within
himself	as	he	went	along,	“it	behoves	me	to	be	prudent.	I	know	what	I	will	do,	I
will	 put	 a	 bandage	 over	 my	 eyes,	 and	 then	 I	 shan’t	 see	 the	 fairies,	 and	 their
blandishments	will	have	no	power	over	me.”	And	so	he	did.
Then	 the	 fairies	 came	 out	 to	 him	 and	 said,	 “Signor	 Lattanzio!	 Welcome,
welcome!	How	 fair	 you	 are,	 do	 take	 the	 bandage	 off	 and	 let	 us	 see	 you,	 how
noble	you	look.	Do	let	us	see	your	face?	We	are	dying	to	have	you	with	us!”
But	 the	 duke	 remained	 firm,	 and	 seemed	 to	 take	 no	 heed,	 though	 their	 voices
were	so	soft	and	persuasive	that	he	longed	to	look	at	them,	or	even	to	lift	up	one
corner	of	the	bandage	and	take	a	peep.	But	he	remained	firm.
“Signor	Lattanzio!	Signor	Lattanzio!	Don’t	be	so	ungallant,”	pursued	the	fairies.
“Here	are	we	at	your	feet,	as	it	were,	begging	you	to	give	us	your	company,	and
you	will	not	so	much	as	speak	to	us,	or	even	look	at	us!”
But	the	duke	remained	firm,	and	seemed	to	take	no	heed,	 though	his	head	was
turned	by	 their	 accents,	 and	he	 felt	 that	 if	he	could	only	go	with	 them	as	 they
wished	he	should	want	no	more.	But	he	remained	firm.
“Signor	 Lattanzio!	 Signor	 Lattanzio!	 Signor	 Lattanzio!”	 cried	 the	 three	 fairies
disdainfully,	for	now	they	began	to	suspect	in	right	good	earnest	that	at	last	one
had	come	who	was	too	strong	for	them.	“The	fact	is	you	are	afraid	of	us.	If	you
are	a	man,	show	you	have	no	fear,	and	come	and	talk	with	us.”
But	 the	 duke	 remained	 firm,	 though	 a	 vanity,	 which	 had	 nearly	 lost	 him,
whispered	 that	 it	would	be	a	grander	 triumph	 to	 look	 them	 in	 the	 face	and	yet
resist	 them,	 than	 to	 conquer	 without	 having	 ventured	 to	 look	 at	 them,	 yet
prudence	prevailed,	and	he	remained	firm.
So,	they	went	on,	and	the	duke	felt	that	the	hour	was	drawing	to	a	close.	He	took
out	his	repeater	and	struck	it,	and	the	hour	of	trial	was	over.
“Traitor!”	cried	 the	 three	 fairies,	and	 in	 the	same	 instant	 they	were	 turned	 into
cats.	Then	the	duke	went	 into	 their	palace,	and	took	their	wand,	and	with	 it	he
could	open	the	gates	of	the	casino	where	the	lady’s	daughter	was	imprisoned.
When	he	saw	her,	he	found	her	indeed	fairer	than	the	fairest,	fairer	even	than	his
conception.
When,	 therefore,	with	 the	wand	he	had	restored	all	 the	cats	 that	were	upon	the
mountain	 to	 their	natural	 shapes	as	 those	 that	had	 failed	 in	 their	 enterprise,	he
took	her	home	with	him	to	be	his	wife.
	



CYPRESSES	AND	OLIVES,	AN	INTERLUDE

Adapted	 from	an	original	 taken	 from	Isabella	M.	Anderton’s	Tuscan	Folk-lore
and	Sketches,	published	by	Arnold	Fairbairns	in	1905.
	

	

Amice,	quisquis	es,	dummodo	honestum,	vitae	taedet.
	

THE	 ROAD	 WAS	 PARCHED	 AND	 BURNING.	 I	 was	 sad,	 so	 sad,	 at	 my
heart’s	heart.	The	sun	seemed	to	laugh	me	to	scorn,	and	the	passers	to	sneer	as
they	went	by.	My	soul	was	sore,	sore	to	 its	 inmost	fibres,	and	I	hated	the	very
beauty	of	Nature.
So,	 I	 turned	 aside	 among	 the	 cypresses.	 They	 will	 calm	me,	 I	 thought.	 Their
whisperings	are	so	grave.	They	flaunt	not	 their	 joy	at	 the	sun’s	kisses,	 like	 the
shameless	trees	along	the	roadside.	They	keep	their	hearts	unmoved	in	sun	and
in	 storm.	They	 are	 the	 true	 stoics	 of	Nature.	And	 their	 calm	 is	 sympathetic,	 it
comes	not	of	a	soul	immovable,	it	comes	of	strength	in	trial.
And	 the	 cypresses	 wrapped	 me	 round	 in	 their	 scent	 -	 the	 grave,	 penetrating
odour	in	which	the	battered	spirit	folds	its	wings	to	rest,	and	the	heart-beats	grow
quieter,	 and	 the	 brow	 smooths	 itself	 out	 in	 peace.	 In	 long,	 long	 lines	 they
stretched	away	before	me,	and	 I	walked	under	 their	guidance,	conversing	with
them	familiarly,	searching	the	height	and	depth	of	their	thoughts.	And	I	was	no
longer	 sore	with	my	 fellow-men.	 I	 could	 tolerate	 the	 thought	 of	 the	 flaunting
trees	and	flowers,	of	the	exuberant	life	evermore	renewing	itself	away	out	there
along	the	road	I	had	left.	But	still	I	walked	among	the	cypresses,	and	with	them	I
held	communion.
And	lo!	They	took	leave	of	me.	At	the	edge	of	a	grassy	path	they	left	me.	And
beyond	the	path	I	saw	freshly-ploughed	brown	earth,	and	the	quiver	and	strain	of
a	yoke	of	white	oxen	as	 they	pulled	 the	plough	 through	some	harder	spot,	and
two	workers	with	brown	aprons,	 arms	and	 faces	 like	glowing	bronze,	 and	 soft
felt	hats	weather-stained	into	harmony	with	 the	earth	and	the	 tree-trunks.	They
bent	to	their	labour,	and	the	soil	laid	bare	its	breast,	rich	in	promise,	before	their
eyes,	 and	 the	 vines	 around	whose	 roots	 the	 plough	 passed	 encompassed	 them
with	 luxuriant	 clusters,	 purple	 and	 white.	 The	 olives	 bent	 close	 down	 around



their	heads,	embowering	 them	under	a	 low	roof	of	silver.	So,	 I	passed	 through
the	 toil	of	 those	workers,	 toil	 calm	and	 regular,	blest	 in	 its	 fulfilling	and	 in	 its
ending.	I	carried	in	my	heart	the	picture	of	those	bending	men,	the	slow-moving
oxen,	the	rich	soil	and	the	embracing	trees.
Suddenly	 a	 spell	 was	 woven	 round	me,	 a	 spell	 as	 of	moonbeams.	 I	 was	 in	 a
wood	of	 olive	 trees.	Their	 sharp,	 narrow	 leaves,	 of	 a	 sheen	 like	 frosted	 silver,
pointed	with	rigid	grace	into	the	luminous	grey	of	the	sky.	No	shadow,	no	darker
spot	 of	 black	 or	 green	 fruit	 broke	 the	wondrous	 diffused	 splendour.	 The	 very
branches,	 as	 they	 spread	 and	bent	outwards	 from	 the	 low	 trunks,	 had	 softened
the	harshness	of	their	scaly	bark	and	were	as	softly	radiant	as	the	foliage	and	the
sky	 above	 them.	Only	 the	 trunks	 and	 the	 under-sides	 of	 the	 branches	were	 in
shadow,	 rugged	and	brown,	 they	were	 like	a	 rough	 shell	which	had	opened	 to
give	 life	 to	an	Aphrodite	of	new	and	chastened	beauty.	No	flowers	 jarred	with
bright	 tints	 the	 harmonious	 hush	 of	 colour.	 Here	 and	 there	 delicate	 campions
raised	 slender	 stems	 that	 bent	with	 the	weight	 of	 grey-green	 calyx	 and	 pallid,
wide-eyed	blossom.
And	 I	 walked,	 in	 the	 exquisite	 suavity	 of	 the	 wood.	 Surely,	 I	 thought,	 the
moonbeams	have	become	tangible.	Surely	I	am	in	an	enchanted	land	and	should
meet	 its	mistress,	 a	maiden	 slim	 and	 grave,	with	 a	wealth	 of	 olive-black	 hair,
with	 deep	 dark	 eyes,	 with	 clinging	 gown	 of	 grey	 girdled	with	 a	 zone	 of	 cold
blue-green.	How	sweet	to	stay	here	for	ever	with	soul	attuned	to	the	melody	that
mutely	breathes	from	the	living	silver	of	boughs	and	leaves,	and	falls	graciously
from	the	pearl-like	sky.
But	onward	and	ever	onward	must	I	go,	and	the	olives	left	me	as	the	cypresses
had	done.
They	left	me	at	the	edge	of	the	highway,	and	I	passed	out	again	into	the	glare	of
the	sunshine,	the	gaze	of	the	passers,	the	laughter,	the	bustle,	the	pushing,	on	the
parched	and	burning	road.
And	behold!	A	change	had	come	over	my	soul.	The	stoicism	of	 the	cypresses,
the	calm	of	the	toilers,	the	suave	quiet	strength	of	that	harmonious	olive	wood	-
these	 things	 had	 permeated	 the	 fibres	 of	 my	 being.	 The	 indifference	 of	 the
passers-by	 found	 no	 way	 open	 to	 my	 heart.	 The	 unheeding	 joy	 of	 trees	 and
flowers	no	longer	jarred	me.	I	was	clothed	with	a	vesture	woven	of	the	enduring
calm	 that	 broods	 ever	 at	 the	 unchanging	 heart	 of	 Nature,	 like	 armour	 it
encompassed	me	about,	and	I	possessed	my	soul	in	peace.
	



HOW	CAJUSSE	WAS	MARRIED

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	POOR	TAILOR	STARVING	for	poverty	because	he	could	get
no	work.	One	day	there	knocked	at	his	door	a	good-natured-looking	old	man,	the
tailor’s	 son	 opened	 the	 door,	 and	 he	 won	 the	 boy’s	 confidence	 immediately,
saying	he	was	his	uncle.	He	also	gave	him	a	piastre	to	buy	a	good	dinner.	When
the	father	came	home	and	found	him	installed,	and	heard	that	he	called	himself
his	 son’s	 uncle,	 and	 would,	 therefore,	 be	 his	 own	 brother,	 he	 was	 much
surprised,	but	as	he	found	he	was	so	rich	and	so	generous,	he	 thought	 it	better
not	 to	 dispute	 his	 word.	 The	 visitor	 stayed	 a	 whole	 month,	 providing	 all
expenses	so	freely	all	the	time	that	everyone	was	delighted	with	him,	and	when
at	last	he	came	to	take	leave,	and	proposed	that	the	tailor’s	boy	should	go	with
him	and	learn	some	business	at	his	expense,	the	son	himself	was	all	eagerness	to
go,	and	the	father,	too,	willingly	gave	his	consent.
As	soon	as	they	had	gone	a	good	way	outside	the	gates	the	stranger	said	to	the
boy,	“It	is	all	a	dodge	about	my	calling	myself	your	uncle.	I	am	not	your	uncle	a
bit,	only	I	want	a	strong	daring	sort	of	boy	to	do	something	for	me	which	I	am
too	old	to	do	myself.	I	am	a	wizard,	and	if	you	do	what	I	tell	you	I	will	reward
you	well,	but	if	you	attempt	to	resist	or	escape	you	may	be	sure	you	will	suffer
for	it.”
“Tell	me	what	I	have	to	do,	before	we	talk	about	resisting	and	escaping,”	replied
the	boy,	“maybe	I	shan’t	mind	doing	it.”
They	were	walking	on	as	 they	 talked,	and	 the	boy	observed	 that	 they	got	over
much	 more	 ground	 than	 by	 ordinary	 walking,	 and	 they	 were	 now	 in	 a	 wild
desolate	 country.	The	wizard	 said	nothing	 till	 they	 reached	a	 spot	where	 there
was	a	flat	stone	in	the	ground.	Here	he	stopped,	and	as	he	lifted	up	the	stone,	he
said,	“This	is	what	you	have	to	do.	I	will	let	you	down	with	this	rope,	and	you
must	 go	 all	 along	 through	 the	 dark	 till	 you	 come	 to	 a	 place	where	 there	 is	 a
beautiful	garden.	At	the	gate	of	the	garden	sits	a	fierce	dog,	which	will	fly	out	at
you,	and	bark	fearfully.	I	will	give	you	some	bread	and	cheese	to	throw	to	him,
and,	while	 he	 is	 devouring	 the	 bread	 and	 cheese,	 you	must	 pass	 on.	 Then	 all



manner	of	terrible	noises	will	cry	after	you,	calling	you	back,	but	take	no	heed	of
them,	and,	above	all,	do	not	look	back,	if	you	look	back	you	are	lost.	As	soon	as
you	are	out	of	sound	of	 the	voices	you	will	see	on	a	stone	an	old	 lantern,	 take
that	and	bring	it	back	to	me.”
The	boy	showed	no	unwillingness	to	try	his	fortune,	and	the	magician	gave	him
the	bread	and	cheese	he	had	promised,	and	let	him	down	by	a	rope.	He	gave	him
also	 a	 ring,	 saying,	 “If	 anything	 else	 should	 happen,	 after	 you	 have	 got	 the
lantern,	to	prevent	your	bringing	it	away,	rub	this	ring	and	wish	at	the	same	time
for	deliverance,	and	you	will	be	delivered.”
The	boy	did	all	the	wizard	had	told	him,	and	something	more	besides,	for	when
he	got	into	the	garden	he	found	the	trees	all	covered	with	beautiful	fruits,	which
were	 all	 so	many	 precious	 stones,	 and	with	 these	 he	 filled	 his	 pockets	 till	 he
could	hardly	move	for	the	weight	of	them,	then	he	came	back	to	the	opening	of
the	cave,	and	called	to	the	wizard	to	pull	him	up.
“Send	up	the	lantern	first,”	said	the	magician,	“and	I’ll	see	about	pulling	you	up
afterwards.”
But	the	boy	was	afraid	lest	he	should	be	left	behind,	so	he	refused	to	send	up	the
lantern	unless	 the	wizard	hauled	him	up	with	 it.	This	 the	wizard	would	by	no
means	do.
“Ah!	The	youngster	will	be	frightened	if	I	shut	him	up	in	the	dark	cave	a	bit,”
said	he,	and	closed	the	stone,	meaning	to	call	to	him	by-and-by	to	see	if	he	had
come	round	to	a	more	submissive	mind.	The	boy,	however,	finding	himself	shut
up	alone	in	the	cave,	bethought	him	of	the	ring,	and	rubbed	it,	wishing	the	while
to	be	at	home.	Instantly	he	found	himself	there,	lantern	in	hand.	His	parents	were
very	much	 astonished	 at	 all	 he	 told	 them	of	 his	 adventures,	 and,	 poor	 as	 they
were,	were	very	glad	to	have	him	safe	back.
“I	wonder	what	 the	magician	wanted	this	ugly	old	lantern	for,”	said	the	boy	to
himself	one	day.	“It	must	be	good	for	something	or	he	would	not	have	been	so
anxious	 to	 have	 it,	 let	 me	 try	 rubbing	 it,	 and	 see	 if	 that	 answers	 as	 well	 as
rubbing	 the	 ring.”	 He	 no	 sooner	 did	 so	 than	 a	 djinn	 appeared,	 and	 asked	 his
pleasure.	“A	 table	well	 laid	 for	dinner!”	said	 the	boy,	and	 immediately	a	 table
appeared	covered	with	all	sorts	of	good	things,	with	real	silver	spoons	and	forks.
Then	he	called	on	his	mother	and	father,	and	they	made	a	good	meal,	and	after
that	they	lived	for	a	month	on	the	price	of	the	silver	which	the	mother	took	out
and	pawned.
One	day	she	found	the	town	all	illuminated.	What	is	going	on?”	she	asked	of	the
neighbours.
“The	daughter	of	the	Sultan	is	going	to	marry	the	son	of	the	Grand	Vizier,	and
there	 is	 a	 distribution	 of	 alms	 to	 the	 people	 on	 the	 occasion,	 that	 is	why	 they



rejoice.”	Such	was	the	answer.
When	she	came	home	she	told	her	son	what	she	had	heard.	He	said,	“That	will
not	be,	because	the	daughter	of	the	Sultan	will	have	to	marry	me!”	but	she	only
laughed	at	him.	The	next	day	he	brought	her	three	neat	little	baskets	filled	with
the	precious	stones	which	he	had	gathered	 in	 the	under-ground	garden,	and	he
said,	“These	you	must	take	to	the	Sultan,	and	say	I	want	to	marry	his	daughter.”
But	she	was	afraid	and	would	not	go,	and	when	at	last	he	made	her	go,	she	stood
in	a	corner	apart	behind	all	the	people,	for	there	was	a	public	audience,	and	came
back	and	said	she	could	not	get	at	the	Sultan,	but	he	made	her	go	again	the	next
two	 days	 following,	 and	 she	 always	 did	 the	 same.	 The	 last	 day,	 however,	 the
Sultan	sent	for	her,	saying,	“Who	is	that	old	woman	standing	in	the	corner	quite
apart?	Bring	her	to	me.”	So,	they	brought	her	to	him	all	trembling.
“Don’t	be	afraid,	old	woman,”	said	the	Sultan.	“What	have	you	to	say?”
“My	son,	who	must	have	lost	his	senses,	sent	me	to	say	he	wanted	to	marry	the
daughter	of	the	Sultan,”	said	the	old	woman,	crying	for	very	fear,	“and	he	sends
these	baskets	as	a	present.”
When	the	Sultan	took	the	baskets	and	saw	of	what	great	value	were	the	contents,
he	said,	“Don’t	be	afraid,	old	woman,	go	back	and	tell	your	son	I	will	give	him
an	answer	in	a	month.”
She	 went	 back	 and	 told	 her	 son,	 but	 at	 the	 end	 of	 a	 week	 the	 princess	 was
married,	nevertheless,	to	the	son	of	the	Grand	Vizier.
“There!”	 said	 the	mother,	when	 she	heard	 it,	 “I	 thought	 the	Grand	Sultan	was
only	making	game	of	you.	Was	 it	 likely	 that	 the	daughter	of	 the	Sultan	should
marry	a	beggar,	like	you?”
“Don’t	be	in	too	great	a	hurry,	mother,”	replied	the	lad,	“leave	it	to	me,	leave	it
to	me.”
With	 that	 he	 went	 and	 took	 out	 the	 old	 lantern,	 and	 rubbed	 it	 till	 the	 djinn
appeared	asking	his	pleasure.
“Go	tonight,	at	three	hours	of	night,”	was	his	reply,	“and	take	the	daughter	of	the
Sultan	and	lay	her	in	a	poor	wallet	in	the	out-house	here.”
At	three	hours	of	night	he	went	into	the	out-house	and	found	the	princess	on	the
poor	wallet	 as	he	had	commanded.	Then	he	 laid	his	 sabre	on	 the	bed	between
them,	and	sat	down	and	talked	to	her,	but	she	was	too	frightened	to	answer	him.
This	 he	 did	 three	 nights	 running.	 The	 princess,	 however,	 went	 crying	 to	 her
mother,	and	told	her	all	that	had	happened.	The	Sultana	could	not	imagine	how	it
was.	“But,”	she	said,	“something	wrong	there	must	be;”	and	she	went	and	told
the	 Sultan,	 and	 he,	 too,	 said	 it	 was	 all	 wrong,	 and	 that	 the	marriage	must	 be
annulled.	Also	 the	son	of	 the	Grand	Vizier	went	 to	his	 father	and	complained,
saying,	“Every	night	my	wife	disappears	just	at	bed-time,	and,	though	the	door	is



locked,	I	see	nothing	of	her	till	the	next	morning.”
His	father	too	said,	“There	must	be	something	wrong,”	and	when	the	Sultan	said
the	 marriage	 must	 be	 annulled,	 the	 Grand	 Vizier	 was	 quite	 willing.	 So,	 the
marriage	was	annulled.
At	the	end	of	the	month,	the	lad	made	his	mother	go	back	to	the	Sultan	for	his
answer,	and	he	gave	her	three	other	baskets	of	precious	stones	to	take	with	her.
The	Sultan,	when	he	 saw	 the	man	had	 so	many	precious	 stones	 to	give	 away,
thought	he	must	be	in	truth	a	prince	in	disguise,	and	he	answered,	“He	may	come
and	see	us.”	He	also	said,	“What	is	his	name	that	I	may	know	him?”
And	his	mother	said,	“His	name	is	Cajusse.”
So,	she	went	home	and	told	her	son	what	the	sultan	had	said.	Then	he	rubbed	the
lantern	 and	 asked	 for	 a	 suit	 to	 wear,	 all	 dazzling	 with	 gold	 and	 silver,	 and	 a
richly	caparisoned	horse,	and	six	pages	in	velvet	dresses,	four	to	ride	behind,	and
one	 to	 go	 before	 with	 a	 purse	 scattering	 alms	 to	 the	 people,	 and	 one	 to	 cry,
“Make	place	for	the	Signor	Cajusse!”	Thus	he	came	to	the	sultan,	and	the	sultan
received	him	well,	 and	gave	him	his	 daughter	 to	 be	his	wife,	 but	Cajusse	had
brought	 the	 lantern	with	 him,	 and	 he	 rubbed	 it,	 and	 ordered	 that	 there	 should
stand	 by	 the	 side	 of	 the	 sultan’s	 palace	 a	 palace	 a	 great	 deal	 handsomer,
furnished	with	every	luxury,	and	that	all	the	windows	should	be	encrusted	round
with	precious	stones,	all	but	one.	This	was	all	done	as	he	had	said,	and	he	took
the	 princess	 home	 with	 him	 to	 live	 there.	 Then	 he	 showed	 her	 all	 over	 the
beautiful	palace,	and	showed	her	the	windows	all	encrusted	with	gems,	“and	in
this	vacant	one,”	said	he,	“we	will	put	those	in	the	six	baskets	I	sent	you	before
the	sultan	consented	to	our	marriage,	“and	they	did	so,	but	they	did	not	suffice.
But	 the	magician	meantime	had	 learnt	by	his	 incantations	what	had	happened,
and	in	order	to	get	possession	of	the	lantern	he	watched	till	Cajusse	was	gone	out
hunting,	 then	 he	 came	 by	 dressed	 as	 a	 pedlar	 of	 metal	 work,	 and	 offered	 to
exchange	 old	 lanterns	 for	 new	 ones.	 The	 princess	 thought	 to	 make	 a	 capital
bargain	by	 exchanging	Cajusse’s	 shabby	old	 lantern	 for	 a	brand	new	one,	 and
thus	 fell	 into	 his	 snare.	 The	magician	 no	 sooner	 had	 possession	 of	 it	 than	 he
rubbed	it,	and	ordered	that	the	palace	and	all	that	was	in	it	should	be	transported
on	to	the	high	seas.
The	 sultan	 happened	 to	 look	 out	 of	window	 just	 as	 the	 palace	 of	Cajusse	 had
disappeared.	“What	is	this?”	he	cried.	And	when	he	found	the	palace	was	really
gone,	he	uttered	so	many	furious	threats	that	the	people,	who	loved	Cajusse	well,
ran	out	to	meet	him	as	he	came	home	from	hunting,	and	told	him	of	all	that	had
happened,	and	warned	him	of	the	sultan’s	wrath.	Instead	of	going	back	to	be	put
in	prison	by	the	sultan	therefore,	he	rubbed	his	ring	and	desired	to	be	taken	to	the
place	wherever	the	princess	was.	Instantly	he	found	himself	on	a	floating	rock	in
mid	ocean,	at	the	foot	of	the	palace.	Then	he	went	to	the	gate	and	sounded	the



horn.	The	princess	knew	her	husband’s	note	of	sounding	and	ran	to	the	window.
Great	was	her	delight	when	she	saw	that	it	was	really	he,	and	she	told	him	that
there	was	a	horrid	old	man	who	had	possession	of	the	palace,	and	persecuted	her
every	day	to	marry	him,	saying	her	husband	was	dead.	And	she,	to	keep	him	at	a
distance,	yet	without	offending	him	lest	he	should	kill	her,	had	said,	“No,	I	have
always	resolved	never	to	marry	an	old	man,	because	then	if	he	dies	I	should	be
left	alone,	and	that	would	be	too	sad.”
“But	when	I	say	that,”	she	continued,	“he	always	says,	"You	need	not	be	afraid
of	that,	for	I	shall	never	die!"	so	I	don’t	know	what	to	say	next.”
Then	the	prince	said,	“Make	a	great	feast	tonight,	and	say	you	will	marry	him	if
he	tells	you	one	thing,	say	it	is	impossible	that	he	should	never	die,	for	all	people
die	some	day	or	other,	it	is	impossible	but	that	there	should	be	some	one	thing	or
other	that	 is	fatal	 to	him,	ask	him	what	that	one	fatal	 thing	is,	and	he,	 thinking
you	want	to	know	it	that	you	may	guard	him	against	it,	will	tell,	then	come	and
tell	me	what	he	says.”
The	princess	did	all	her	husband	had	told	her,	and	then	came	back	and	repeated
what	the	magician	had	said,	“One	must	go	into	the	wood,”	she	repeated,	“where
is	the	beast	called	hydra,	and	cut	off	all	his	seven	heads.	In	the	head	which	is	in
the	middle	 of	 the	 other	 six,	 if	 it	 is	 split	 open,	will	 be	 found	 a	 leveret.	 If	 this
leveret	is	caught	and	his	head	split	open	there	is	a	bird,	if	this	bird	is	caught	and
his	head	split	open,	there	is	in	it	a	precious	stone.	If	that	stone	is	put	under	my
pillow	I	must	die.”
The	prince	did	not	wait	for	anything	more.	He	rubbed	the	ring,	and	desired	to	be
carried	 to	 the	wood	where	 the	 hydra	 lived.	 Instantly	 he	 found	 himself	 face	 to
face	with	the	hydra,	who	came	forward	spewing	fire.	But	Cajusse	had	also	asked
for	a	coat	of	mail	and	a	mighty	sword,	and	with	one	blow	he	cut	off	the	seven
heads.	Then	he	called	to	his	servant	to	take	notice	which	was	the	head	which	was
in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 other	 six,	 and	 the	 servant	 pointed	 it	 out.	 Then	 he	 said,
“Watch	when	I	split	it	open,	for	a	leveret	will	jump	out.	Beware	lest	it	escapes.”
The	 servant	 stood	 to	 catch	 it,	 but	 it	 was	 so	 swift	 it	 ran	 past	 the	 servant.	 The
prince,	however,	was	swifter	than	it,	and	overtook	it	and	killed	it.	Then	he	said,
“Beware	when	I	split	open	the	head	of	the	leveret.	A	little	bird	will	fly	out,	mind
that	it	escapes	not,	for	we	are	undone	if	it	escapes.”	So,	the	servant	stood	ready
to	catch	the	bird,	but	the	bird	was	so	swift	it	flew	past	the	servant.	The	prince,
however,	was	 swifter	 than	 the	 bird,	 and	 he	 overtook	 it	 and	 killed	 it,	 and	 split
open	its	head	and	took	out	the	precious	stone.	Then	he	rubbed	the	ring	and	bid	it
take	him	back	to	the	princess.	The	princess	was	waiting	for	him	at	the	window.
“Here	is	the	stone,”	said	the	prince,	and	he	gave	it	to	her,	and	with	it	a	bottle	of
opium.	 “Tonight,”	 he	 said,	 “you	must	 say	 you	 are	 ready	 to	marry	 the	wizard,
make	a	great	feast	again,	and	have	ready	some	of	this	opium	in	his	wine.	He	will



sleep	heavily,	and	not	see	what	you	are	doing,	then	you	can	put	the	stone	under
his	pillow	and	when	he	is	dead	call	me.”
All	this	the	princess	did.	She	told	the	wizard	that	she	was	now	ready	to	do	as	he
wished.	The	magician	was	so	delighted	that	he	ordered	a	great	banquet.
“Here,”	said	the	princess	at	the	banquet,	“is	a	little	of	my	father’s	choicest	wine,
which	I	had	with	me	in	the	palace	when	it	was	brought	here,”	and	she	poured	out
to	him	to	drink	of	the	wine	mixed	with	opium.
After	this,	when	the	wizard	went	to	bed,	he	was	heavy	and	took	no	notice	what
she	did,	and	thus	she	put	the	stone	under	his	pillow.	No	sooner	did	he,	therefore,
lay	his	head	on	the	pillow	than	he	gave	three	terrible	yells,	turned	himself	round
and	round	three	times,	and	was	dead.
There	 was	 no	 need	 to	 call	 the	 prince,	 for	 he	 had	 heard	 the	 death	 yells,	 and
immediately	came	up.	They	found	the	lantern,	after	they	had	hunted	everywhere
in	vain,	 tied	on	 to	 the	magician’s	body	under	 all	 his	 clothes,	 for	 he	had	hid	 it
there	that	he	might	never	part	with	it.	By	its	power	Cajusse	ordered	the	palace	to
be	removed	back	to	its	place,	and	there	they	lived	happily	for	ever	afterwards.
	



THE	THREE	HORNS	OF	MESSER	GUICCIARDINI

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Charles	 Godfrey	 Leland’s	 Legends	 of
Florence,	 Collected	 from	 the	 People,	 published	 by	David	Nutt	 and	 printed	 by
Ballantyne,	Hanson	&	Co	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	AN	ELDERLY	MAN,	A	very	good,	kind-hearted,	wise	person,
who	 was	 gentle	 and	 gay	 with	 every	 one,	 and	 much	 beloved	 by	 his	 servants,
because	 they	always	 found	him	pleasant	 and	 jolly.	And	often	when	with	 them
while	 they	 were	 at	 their	 work,	 he	 would	 say,	 “Oh,	 how	 lucky	 you	 are	 to	 be
poor!”	And	they	would	reply	to	him,	singing	in	the	old	Tuscan	fashion,	because
they	knew	it	pleased	him:
	

“With	all	to	divert	yourself;
Your	bees	make	honey,	you’ve	plenty	of	money,
And	victuals	upon	the	shelf:
A	palace	you	have,	and	rich	attire,
And	everything	to	your	heart’s	desire.”
	

Then	he	would	reply	merrily:
	

“My	dear	good	folk,	because	you	are	poor
You	are	my	friends,	and	all	the	more,
For	the	poor	are	polite	to	all	they	see,
And	therefore	blessed	be	Poverty!”
	

Then	a	second	servant	sang:
	



“Oh	bello	gentile	mio	Signor’,
Your	praise	of	poverty	“d	soon	be	o’er
If	you	yourself	for	a	time	were	poor;
For	nothing	to	eat,	and	water	to	drink,
Isn’t	so	nice	as	you	seem	to	think,
And	a	lord	who	lives	in	luxury
Don’t	know	the	pressure	of	poverty.”
	

Then	all	would	laugh,	and	the	jolly	old	lord	would	sing	in	his	turn:
	

“My	boy,	you	answer	well,
But	with	false	implication;
For	what	to	me	you	tell
Has	no	true	application;
How	oft	I	heard	you	say
(You	know	“tis	true,	you	sinner!)
‘I	am	half-starved	today,
How	I’ll	enjoy	my	dinner!’
Your	hunger	gives	you	health
And	causes	great	delight,
While	I	with	all	my	wealth
Have	not	an	appetite.”
	

Then	another	servant	sang,	laughing:
	

“Dear	master,	proverbs	say,
I	have	heard	them	from	my	birth,
That	of	all	frightful	beasts
Which	walk	upon	the	earth,
Until	we	reach	the	bier,
Wherever	man	may	be,



There’s	nothing	which	we	fear
So,	much	as	poverty.”
	

And	so	one	evening	as	they	were	merrily	improvising	and	throwing	verses	at	one
another	 in	 this	 fashion,	 the	 Signore	 went	 to	 his	 street-door,	 and	 there	 beheld
three	 ladies	 of	 stately	 form,	 for	 though	 they	 were	 veiled	 and	 dressed	 in	 the
plainest	long	black	robes,	it	was	evident	that	they	were	of	high	rank.	Therefore
the	old	lord	saluted	them	courteously,	and	seeing	that	they	were	strangers,	asked
them	where	they	were	going.	But	he	had	first	of	all	had	them	politely	escorted	by
his	servants	into	his	best	reception-room.
And	 the	 one	who	 appeared	 to	 be	 the	 their	 chief	 replied,	 “Truly	we	 know	 not
where	 we	 shall	 lodge,	 for	 in	 all	 Florence	 there	 is,	 I	 believe,	 not	 a	 soul	 who,
knowing	who	we	are	would	receive	us.”
“And	who	are	you,	lady?”	asked	the	Signore.
She	replied:
	

“I	am	one	whom	all	throw	curse	on.
I	am	Poverty	in	person;
Of	these	ladies	here,	the	younger
Is	my	sister,	known	as	Hunger,
And	the	third,	who’s	not	the	worst,
Is	dreaded	still	by	all	as	Thirst.”
	

“Blessed	 be	 the	 hour	 in	 which	 you	 entered	 my	 house!”	 cried	 the	 Signore,
delighted.	“Make	yourselves	at	home,	rest	and	be	at	ease	as	long	as	you	like.”
“And	why	are	you	so	well	disposed	towards	me?”	inquired	Poverty.
“Because,	lady,	I	am,	I	trust,	sufficiently	wise	with	years	and	experience	to	know
that	 everything	must	 not	 be	 judged	 from	 the	 surface.	Great	 and	good	 are	 you,
since	but	for	you	the	devil	would	ever	move	fingers	to	do	the	least	work,	and	we
should	all	be	 in	mouldy	green	misery.	Well	has	 it	been	said	 that	“Need	makes
the	old	woman	trot,”	and	likewise	that	“Poverty	does	not	degrade	true	nobility,”
as	I	can	perceive	by	your	manner,	Oh	noble	lady.	You,	Poverty,	are	the	mother
of	 Industry,	 and	 grandmother	 of	Wealth,	 Health,	 and	 Art.	 You	make	 all	 men
work.	But	for	you	there	would	be	no	harvests.	All	the	fine	things	in	the	world	are
due	to	Want.”



“And	I?”	said	Dame	Hunger.	“Do	you	also	love	me?”
“Si,	Dio	ti	benedicha!”,	replied	the	Signore.	“Hunger	corrects	gluttony.”
“Hunger	causes	our	delight,
For	it	gives	us	appetite;
For	dainties	without	hunger	sent
Form	a	double	punishment.”
	

“Hunger	is	the	best	sauce.	You	make	men	bold,	for	a	hungry	dog	fears	no	stick.
You	make	the	happiness	of	every	feast.”
And	me,	Signore?”	said	Thirst.	“Have	you	also	a	good	word	for	me?’
“A	Dio,	grazie!	God	be	praised	that	you	exist.	For	without	you	I	should	have	no
wine.	Nor	do	men	speak	in	pity	of	any	one	when	they	say	in	a	wine-shop,	“He	is
thirsty	 enough	 to	 drink	 up	 the	Arno.”	 I	 remember	 a	Venetian	who	 once	 said,
coming	to	a	feast,	“I	would	not	take	five	gold	zecchini	for	this	thirst	which	I	now
have.”	And	to	sum	it	all	up,	I	find	that	poverty	with	want	to	urge	it	is	better	than
wealth	without	power	to	enjoy,	and,	taking	one	with	another,	the	poor	are	more
honest	and	have	better	hearts	than	the	rich.’
“Truly	you	are	great,”	replied	Poverty.	“Gentle,	good,	and	noble	in	your	speech.
In	 such	 wise	 you	 will	 ever	 be	 rich,	 for	 as	 you	 are	 rich	 you	 are	 good	 and
charitable.	And	you	have	well	said	that	Plenty	comes	from	us,	and	it	is	we	who
truly	 own	 the	 horn	 of	 plenty.	 Therefore	 take	 from	me	 this	 horn	 as	 a	 gift,	 and
while	you	live	be	as	rich	as	you	are	good	and	wise!”
	

“And	I,”	said	Hunger,	“give	you	another,	and	while	 it	 is	yours	you	shall	never
want	 either	 a	good	appetite	nor	 the	means	 to	gratify	 it.	For	you	have	 seen	 the
truth	 that	 I	 was	 not	 created	 to	 starve	 men	 to	 death,	 but	 to	 keep	 them	 from
starving.”
“And	I,”	said	Thirst,	“give	you	a	third	horn	of	plenty,	that	is	plenty	of	wine	and
temperate	desire.	Much	good	may	it	do	you!”
Saying	this	they	vanished,	and	he	would	have	thought	it	all	a	dream	but	for	the
three	horns	which	they	left	behind	them.	So,	he	had	a	long	life	and	a	happy	life,
and	in	gratitude	to	his	benefactresses	he	placed	on	his	shield	three	horns,	as	men
may	see	them	to	this	day.
	



DON	GIOVANNI

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THIS	 IS	A	STORY	ABOUT	A	man	who	did	very	bad	 things,	 and	who	never
became	a	penitent	at	all.	Giovanni	he	was	called.	Everybody	in	Rome	knew	him
by	the	name	of	Don	Giovanni.
Among	 the	many	bad	 things	he	did,	he	killed	a	great	man	who	was	called	 the
Commendatore,	 and	 though	 he	 had	 the	 crime	 of	murder	 on	 his	 conscience	 he
took	no	account	of	it,	but	swaggered	about	with	an	air	of	bravado	as	if	he	cared
for	no	one.
One	 day	 when	 he	 was	 walking	 out	 in	 the	 Campagna	 he	 saw	 a	 great	 white
skeleton	coming	to	meet	him.	It	was	the	skeleton	of	the	Commendatore	whom	he
had	killed.
“How	 d’ye	 do?”	 said	 Don	 Giovanni,	 with	 effrontery.	 “There’s	 an	 Accademia
tonight	at	my	house,	I	shall	be	very	happy	to	see	you	at	it;”	and	he	took	off	his
hat	with	mock	gravity.
“I	 will	 certainly	 come,”	 replied	 the	 Commendatore	 in	 a	 sepulchral	 voice,	 but
Don	Giovanni	burst	out	laughing.
Later,	 in	 the	midst	 of	 the	Accademia,	 someone	 knocked	 at	 the	 door.	 “All	 the
guests	are	arrived,”	said	the	servant,	“yet	some	one	knocks.”
“Never	mind,	open!”	replied	Don	Giovanni,	carelessly.	“Let	him	in	whoever	 it
is.”
The	servant	went	to	open	the	door,	and	came	running	back	to	say	he	could	not
let	the	new	guest	in	because	he	was	only	the	miller,	who	had	come	in	his	white
coat	dusted	all	over	with	flour.
All	 soon	saw,	however,	 that	 the	guest	was	not	 the	miller,	 though	he	 looked	so
white.	For	 it	was	 the	white	skeleton	of	 the	Commendatore,	and	 it	 followed	the
servant	 into	 the	 room.	 Then	 fear	 seized	 everyone	 and	 they	 ran	 away	 to	 hide
themselves,	some	behind	the	door,	some	behind	the	curtains,	and	some	under	the
table.



Don	Giovanni	stood	alone	in	 the	middle	of	 the	room	with	his	usual	effrontery,
and	held	out	his	hand	to	the	skeleton.
“Repent	you!”	said	the	White	Skeleton,	solemnly.
“A	 cavalier	 like	 me	 doesn’t	 repent	 like	 common	 beggars!”	 replied	 Don
Giovanni,	scornfully.
“Repent!”	again	repeated	the	White	Skeleton,	with	more	awful	emphasis.
“I	 have	 something	much	more	 amusing	 to	 do!”	 replied	Don	Giovanni,	with	 a
laugh.
“Don	Giovanni!”	 cried	 the	White	 Skeleton,	 the	 third	 time	 yet	more	 solemnly.
“Though	you	took	away	my	life	yet	am	I	come	to	save	your	soul,	if	I	may,	and
therefore	I	say	again,	Repent!	Or	beware	of	what	is	to	follow.”
“Well	 done,	 old	 fellow!	 very	 generous	 of	 you!”	 said	 Don	 Giovanni,	 with	 a
mocking	laugh,	and	again	holding	out	his	hand.
They	were	his	 last	words.	The	next	minute	he	gave	an	awful	yell	which	might
have	been	heard	 all	 over	Rome.	The	White	Skeleton	had	disappeared,	 and	 the
Devil	had	come	in	his	place,	and	had	taken	Don	Giovanni	by	his	extended	hand
and	dragged	him	off.
	



LEGEND	OF	THE	LANTERNS

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Charles	 Godfrey	 Leland’s	 Legends	 of
Florence,	 Collected	 from	 the	 People,	 published	 by	David	Nutt	 and	 printed	 by
Ballantyne,	Hanson	&	Co	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	IN	THE	OLD	MARKET	of	Florence	an	old	house	with	a	small
shop	in	it,	and	over	the	door	was	the	figure	or	bas-relief	of	a	pretty	hen,	to	show
that	eggs	were	sold	there.
All	 the	neighbours	were	puzzled	 to	know	how	 the	woman	who	kept	 this	 shop
could	 sell	 so	many	 eggs	 as	 she	 did,	 or	where	 she	 obtained	 them,	 for	 she	was
never	 seen	 in	 the	market	 buying	 any,	 nor	were	 they	brought	 to	her.	From	 this
they	 concluded	 that	 she	was	 a	witch	 and	 an	 egg-maker,	 and	 this	 scandal	was
especially	 spread	 by	 her	 rivals	 in	 business.	 But	 others	 found	 her	 a	 very	 good
person,	of	kindly	manner,	and	it	was	noted	in	time	that	she	not	only	did	a	great
deal	of	good	in	charity,	and	that	her	eggs	were	not	only	always	fresh	and	warm,
but	that	many	persons	who	had	drunk	them	when	ill	had	been	at	once	relieved,
and	recovered	in	consequence.	And	the	name	of	this	egg-wife	was	Furicchia.
Now	there	was	an	old	 lady	who	had	gone	down	 in	 the	world	or	become	poor,
and	she	too	had	set	up	a	shop	to	sell	eggs,	but	did	not	succeed,	chiefly	because
everybody	went	to	Furicchia.	And	this	made	the	former	more	intent	than	ever	to
discover	the	secret,	and	she	at	once	went	to	work	to	find	it	out.
Every	morning	early,	when	Furicchia	rose,	she	went	out	of	doors,	and	then	the
hen	carved	over	the	door	came	down	as	a	beautiful	white	fowl,	who	told	her	all
the	 slanders	 and	 gossip	 which	 people	 spread	 about	 her,	 and	 what	 effort	 was
being	made	 to	 discover	 her	 secret.	And	one	day	 it	 said,	 “There	 is	 the	Signora
who	was	 once	 rich	 and	who	 is	 now	 poor,	 and	who	 has	 sworn	 to	 find	 out	 the
secret	of	how	you	can	have	so	many	eggs	to	sell,	since	no	one	sees	you	buy	any,
and	how	it	comes	that	invalids	and	bewitched	children	are	at	once	cured	by	the
virtue	 of	 those	 eggs.	 So,	 she	 hopes	 to	 bring	 you	 to	 death,	 and	 to	 get	 all	 your
trade.
“But,	 dear	 Furicchia,	 this	 shall	 never	 be,	 because	 I	 will	 save	 you.	 I	 well
remember	how,	when	I	was	a	 little	chicken,	and	 the	poultry	dealer	had	bought



me,	and	was	about	to	wring	my	neck.	I	shudder	when	I	think	of	it,	but	you	saved
my	life,	and	I	will	ever	be	grateful	to	you,	and	care	for	your	fortune.
“Now	I	will	tell	you	what	to	do.	You	shall	tomorrow	take	a	pot	and	fill	it	with
good	wine	 and	 certain	 drugs,	 and	 boil	 them	well,	 and	 leave	 it	 all	 hot	 in	 your
room,	 and	 then	go	 forth,	 and	 for	 the	 rest	 I	will	 provide.	Goodbye,	Furicchia!”
And	saying	this,	the	hen	went	back	into	her	accustomed	place.
So,	 the	next	morning,	Furicchia,	having	left	 the	wine	boiling,	went	forth	at	 ten
o’clock,	and	she	was	hardly	gone	before	the	Signora,	her	rival,	entered	the	place
and	called	for	the	mistress,	but	got	no	answer.	Then	she	went	into	the	house,	but
saw	nothing	more	 than	a	vast	quantity	of	eggs,	and	all	 the	while	she	heard	 the
hen	singing	or	clucking	a	song:
	

“Coccodé!	Dear	me!
Where	can	Furicchia	be?
Coccodé!	Furicchia	mine!
Bring	me	quick	some	warm	red	wine!
Coccodé!	Three	eggs	I	have	laid!
Coccodé!	Now	six	for	your	trade.
Coccodé!	Now	there	are	nine,
Bring	me	quickly	the	warm	red	wine!
Coccodé!	Take	them	away;
Many	more	for	you	will	I	lay,
And	you	will	be	a	lady	grand,
As	fine	as	any	in	all	the	land;
And	should	it	happen	that	any	one
Drinks	of	this	wine	as	I	have	done,
Eggs	like	me	she	will	surely	lay;
That	is	the	secret,	that	is	the	way.
Coccodé!	Coccodé!”
	

Now	the	Signora	heard	all	this,	and	knew	not	where	the	song	came	from,	but	she
found	the	pot	of	hot	wine	and	drank	it	nearly	all,	but	had	not	time	to	finish	it	nor
to	escape	before	Furicchia	returned.	And	the	latter	began	to	scold	her	visitor	for
taking	such	 liberty,	 to	which	 the	Signora	replied,	“Furicchia,	 I	came	 in	here	 to



buy	an	egg,	and	being	shivering	with	cold,	and	seeing	this	hot	wine,	I	drank	it,
meaning	indeed	to	pay	for	it.”
But	Furicchia	replied,	“Get	you	gone.	You	have	only	come	here	to	spy	out	my
secret,	and	much	good	may	it	do	you!’
The	Signora	went	home,	when	she	begun	to	feel	great	pain,	and	also,	in	spite	of
herself,	to	cluck	like	a	hen.	Then,	to	the	amazement	of	everybody,	she	started	to
sing:
	

“Coccodé!	What	a	pain	in	my	leg!
Coccodé!	I	must	lay	an	egg!
And	if	my	eggs	I	cannot	lay,
I	shall	surely	die	today.”
	

Then	she	began	to	lay	eggs	indeed	until	they	nearly	filled	all	the	room,	and	truly
her	 friends	 were	 aghast	 at	 such	 a	 sight,	 never	 having	 heard	 of	 such	 a	 thing
before;	 but	 she	 replied,	 “Keep	 quiet;	 it	 is	 a	 secret.	 I	 have	 found	 out	 how
Furicchia	gets	her	eggs,	and	we	shall	be	as	rich	as	she.”
And	having	laid	her	eggs,	nothing	would	do	but	she	must	needs	hatch	them,	and
all	 the	 time	 for	 many	 days	 she	 sat	 and	 sat,	 clucking	 like	 a	 hen	 “Coccodé!
Coccodé!”.	She	pecked	at	crusts	 like	a	hen,	 for	she	would	not	eat	 in	any	other
way.	And	so	she	sat	and	shrivelled	up	until	she	became	a	hen	indeed,	and	was
never	anything	else,	and	died	one.	But	when	the	eggs	hatched,	there	came	from
them	not	chicks,	but	mice,	which	ran	away	into	the	cellar,	and	so	ends	the	story.
	



THE	DEAD	MAN	IN	THE	OAK	TREE

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	PARCEL	OF	YOUNG	fellows	once	who	were	a	nuisance	 to
everybody	in	Rome,	for	they	were	always	at	some	mischievous	tricks	or	worse.
But	 there	was	one	of	 them	who	was	not	altogether	 so	bad	as	 the	 rest.	For	one
thing,	 there	was	one	practice	of	devotion	he	had	never	forgotten	from	the	days
when	his	mother	 taught	him,	and	 that	was,	 to	say	a	De	Profundis	whenever	he
saw	a	dead	body	carried	to	burial.	But	what	concerned	his	companions,	was	the
fear	lest	he	should	someday	perhaps	take	it	into	his	head	to	reform,	and	in	that
case	it	was	not	impossible	he	might	be	led	to	give	information	against	them.
At	 last	 they	agreed	 that	 the	best	 thing	 they	could	do	was	 to	put	him	out	of	 the
way.	As	quietly	as	their	conspiracy	was	conducted,	nonetheless	he	saw	there	was
something	 plotting.	 He	 determined	 to	 get	 out	 of	 reach	 of	 their	 murderous
intentions,	so	he	got	up	early	one	morning,	and	rode	out	of	Rome.
On,	on,	on,	he	went	till	he	had	left	Rome	many	miles	behind,	and	then	he	saw
hanging	in	an	oak-tree	the	body	of	a	man	all	in	pieces,	among	the	branches.
For	a	moment	he	was	overcome	with	horror	at	the	sight,	but,	nevertheless,	he	did
not	forget	his	good	practice	of	saying	a	De	Profundis.
No	sooner	had	he	completed	the	psalm,	than	one	by	one	the	pieces	came	down
from	the	tree	and	put	themselves	together,	till	a	dead	man	stood	before	him,	all
complete.	Gladly	would	 he	 have	 spurred	 his	 horse	 on	 and	 got	 away	 from	 the
horrible	sight,	but	he	was	riveted	to	the	spot,	and	dare	not	move,	or	scarcely	take
breath.	But	worse	was	in	store,	for	now	the	dreadful	apparition	took	hold	of	his
bridle.
“Fear	nothing,	young	man!”	said	the	corpse,	 in	a	tone,	which,	 though	meant	to
be	kind,	was	so	sepulchral	that	it	thrilled	the	ear.	“Only	change	places	with	me
for	a	little	space?	You	get	up	in	the	oak-tree,	and	lend	your	horse	to	me.”
The	youth	mechanically	got	off	his	horse,	and	climbed	up	into	the	tree,	while	the
mangled	corpse	got	on	to	the	horse,	and	rode	away	back	towards	Rome.	He	had
not	been	gone	five	minutes	when	the	lad	in	the	tree	heard	four	shots	fired.



Looking	 from	his	 elevation	 in	 the	direction	of	 the	 sound,	 he	 saw	his	 four	 evil
companions,	who	had	just	fired	their	pieces	into	the	corpse	which	rode	his	horse,
without	making	it	sit	a	bit	less	erect	than	before.	Then	he	saw	them	go	stealthily
up	to	the	figure	and	look	at	it,	and	then	run	away,	wild	with	terror.
As	soon	as	they	had	turned	their	backs,	the	corpse	turned	the	horse’s	head	round,
and	trotted	back	to	the	oak-tree.
“Now,	my	son,”	said	the	corpse,	alighting	from	the	horse,	“I	have	done	you	this
good	turn	because	you	said	a	De	Profundis	for	me,	but	such	interpositions	don’t
befall	a	man	every	day.	Turn	over	a	new	leaf,	before	a	worse	thing	happens.”
Having	said	this,	the	dead	body,	piece	by	piece,	replaced	itself	amid	the	branches
of	the	oak-tree,	where	it	had	hung	before.
The	young	man	got	on	his	horse	 again,	penitent	 and	 thoughtful,	 and	 rode	 to	 a
friary,	where,	after	spending	an	edifying	life,	he	died	a	holy	death.
	



THE	GOBLIN	OF	LA	VIA	DEL	CORNO

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Charles	 Godfrey	 Leland’s	 Legends	 of
Florence,	 Collected	 from	 the	 People,	 published	 by	David	Nutt	 and	 printed	 by
Ballantyne,	Hanson	&	Co	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	 IN	 WHAT	 IS	 NOW	 known	 as	 the	 Via	 del	 Corno	 an	 ancient
palace,	which	a	long	time	ago	was	inhabited	only	by	a	certain	gentleman	and	a
goblin.
Nor	had	he	any	servants,	because	of	all	who	came,	none	remained	more	than	one
day	 for	 fear	 of	 the	 goblin.	And	 as	 this	 news	 spread	 far	 and	wide,	 people	 kept
away	from	the	Via	del	Corno	after	dark;	but	as	this	also	kept	away	thieves,	and
the	goblin	did	all	the	house-work,	the	master	was	all	the	better	pleased.	Only	on
one	point	did	the	two	differ,	and	that	was	the	point	of	morality.	Here	the	goblin
was	 extremely	 strict,	 and	 drew	 the	 line	 distinctly.	 Several	 times,	 as	 was	 the
custom	in	those	wicked	days,	the	Signore	attempted	to	introduce	a	lady-friend	to
the	palazzo,	but	the	goblin	all	night	long,	when	not	busied	in	pulling	the	sheets
from	 the	 fair	 sinner,	 was	 industriously	 occupied	 in	 strewing	 nettles	 or	 burrs
under	her,	or	tickling	the	soles	of	her	feet	with	a	pen.	Then	anon,	when,	sinking
to	 sleep,	 she	 hoped	 for	 some	 remission	 of	 the	 tease,	 he	 would	 begin	 to	 play
interminable	airs	on	a	horn.	It	is	true	that	he	played	beautifully,	like	no	earthly
musician,	but	even	enchanting	airs	may	be	annoying	when	they	prevent	sleep.
Nor	 did	 the	 lord	 fare	 the	 better,	 even	 when,	 inspired	 by	 higher	 motives,	 he
“would	a-wooing	go.”	For	one	lady	or	another	had	heard	of	the	goblin,	and	when
they	 had	 not,	 it	 always	 happened	 that	 by	 some	mysterious	means	 or	 other	 the
match	was	broken	off.
Meantime	the	 life	 led	by	the	Signore	was	rather	peculiar,	as	he	slept	nearly	all
day,	sallied	forth	for	an	hour	or	two	to	exercise,	go	to	a	barber’s,	make	his	small
purchases,	 or	 hear	 the	 news.	 He	 would	 sup	 at	 a	 trattoria,	 and	 then	 returning
home,	sit	all	night	 listening	to	 the	goblin	as	he	played	divinely	on	the	horn,	or
blew	 it	 himself,	 which	 he	 did	 extremely	 well.	 He	 and	 the	 goblin	 toped	 and
hobnobbed,	 his	 familiar	 being	 a	 great	 critic	 of	wine,	 and,	 as	 the	 proverb	 says,
“Good	wine,	long	tales”	they	told	one	another	no	end	of	merry	and	marvellous
stories.	As	wine	makes	man	 sing,	 they	 also	 sang	 duets,	 solos,	 and	 glees.	And



when	 the	 weather	 was	 ill,	 or	 chilly,	 or	 rainy,	 or	 too	 hot,	 they	 cured	 it	 with
Chianti,	according	to	a	medical	prescription	laid	down	in	sundry	rare	old	works:
	

“Cloudy	sky	in	the	morning	early,
What	will	make	you	vanish	fairly?
Ah!	this	goblet	of	good	wine,
Essence	of	the	blessed	vine,
Shall	be	for	you	a	medicine!”
	

Then	 they	 played	 chess,	 cards,	 cribbage,	 drole,	 écarté,	 Pope	 Joan,	 brag,	 snip-
snap-snorem,	 lift-em-up,	 tear-the-rag,	 smoke,	 blind-hookey,	 bless-your-grand-
mother,	 seven-up,	 beggar-my-neighbour,	 patience,	 old-maid,	 fright,	 baccarat,
belle-en-chemise,	 bang-up,	 howling-Moses,	 bluff,	 swindle-Dick,	 ombre,
morelles,	go-bang,	goose,	dominoes,	loto,	and	sometimes	even	morra.	And	when
extra	 hands	were	wanted	 they	 came,	 but	 all	 that	 came	were	 only	 fairy	 hands,
short	at	 the	wrist,	 the	goblin	 remarking	 that	 it	 saved	wine	not	 to	have	mouths.
Then	they	had	long	and	curious	and	exceedingly	weighty	debates	as	to	the	laws
of	 the	games	and	 fair	play,	not	 forgetting	meanwhile	 to	 sample	all	 the	various
wines	ever	sung	by	Francesco	Redi.	So,	 they	got	on,	 the	Signore	realising	 that
one	near	friend	is	worth	a	hundred	distant	relations.
Now	it	befell	one	night	that	the	goblin,	having	seen	the	Signore	take	off	a	pint	of
good	 old	 strong	 Barolo	 very	 neatly	 and	 carefully,	 without	 taking	 breath	 or
winking,	 exclaimed	with	a	 long,	deep	 sigh,	 “‘You	are	a	gallant	 fellow,	a	 right
true	boon	companion,	and	it	grieves	me	to	the	heart	to	think	that	you	are	doomed
to	be	drowned	tomorrow.”
“Oh	 you	 be	 doctored!”	 replied	 the	 Signore.	 “There	 isn’t	 water	 enough	 in	 the
Arno	 now	 to	 drown	 a	 duck,	 unless	 she	 held	 her	 head	 under	 in	 a	 half-pint
puddle.”
The	goblin	went	to	the	window,	took	a	look	at	the	stars,	whistled	and	said,	“As	I
expected,	it	is	written	that	you	are	to	be	drowned	tomorrow,	unless	you	carry	this
horn	of	mine	hung	to	your	neck	all	day.”	Then	he	sang	a	short	refrain:
	

“If	you	find	yourself	forlorn,
Blow	aloud	this	little	horn,
And	you	will	be	safe	and	sound,
For	with	it	you	will	not	be	drowned.”



	

Saying	 this,	he	solemnly	handed	 the	horn	 to	 the	cavalier,	drank	off	a	goblet	of
Moscato,	wiped	his	lips,	bowed	a	ceremonious	good-night,	and,	as	was	his	wont,
vanished	with	dignity	up	the	chimney.
The	 gentleman	was	more	 troubled	 by	 this	 prediction	 than	 he	 liked	 to	 admit.	 I
need	not	say	that	the	next	day	he	did	not	go	near	the	Arno,	though	it	was	as	dry
as	a	bone.	No,	he	kept	out	of	a	bath,	and	was	almost	afraid	to	wash	his	face.
At	last	he	got	the	fancy	that	some	enemies	or	villains	would	burst	into	his	lonely
house,	bind	him	hand	and	 foot	 and	carry	him	 far	 away	 to	drown	him	 in	 some
lonely	 stream,	 or	 perhaps	 in	 the	 sea.	He	 remembered	 just	 such	 a	 case.	We	 all
remember	just	such	cases	when	we	don’t	want	to.	That	was	it,	decidedly.
Then	he	had	a	happy	thought.	There	was	a	little	hiding-chamber,	centuries	old,
in	the	palazzo,	known	only	to	himself,	with	a	concealed	door.	He	would	go	and
hide	there.	He	shouted	for	joy,	and	when	he	entered	the	room,	he	leaped	with	a
great	bound	from	the	threshold	of	 the	door,	down	and	over	three	or	four	steps,
into	the	middle	of	the	little	room.
Now	 he	 did	 not	 know	 that	 in	 the	 cellar	 below	 this	 hiding-place	 there	was	 an
immense	vat,	containing	hundreds	of	barrels	of	wine,	 such	as	are	used	 to	hold
the	 rough	 wine	 before	 it	 is	 drawn	 off	 and	 “made;”	 nor	 that	 the	 floor	 was
extremely	decayed,	so	that	when	he	came	down	on	it	with	a	bounce,	it	gave	way,
and	he	found	himself	in	the	cellar	with	wine	up	and	over	his	head	and	his	ears.
And,	 truly,	 for	 a	minute	 he	 deemed	 that	 he	was	 drowning	 in	 earnest.	And	 the
sides	of	the	vat	were	so	high	that	he	could	not	climb	out.	But	while	swimming
and	struggling	for	 life,	he	caught	between	his	 thumb	and	finger	at	a	nail	 in	 the
side,	 and	 to	 this	he	held,	 crying	as	 loud	as	he	could	 shout	 for	 aid.	But	no	one
came,	and	he	was	just	beginning	to	despair,	when	he	thought	of	the	horn!
It	 still	hung	 from	his	neck,	and	pouring	out	 the	wine,	he	blew	on	 it,	 and	 there
came	forth	such	a	tremendous,	appalling,	and	unearthly	blast	as	he	himself	could
never	have	blown.	 It	 rang	far	and	wide	all	over	Florence.	 It	was	heard	beyond
Fiesole.	It	wakened	the	dead	in	old	Etrurian	graves,	for	an	instant,	to	think	they
had	been	called	by	Tinia	to	meet	the	eleven	gods.	It	caused	all	the	folletti,	fate,
diavoli,	strege,	and	maliardi	to	stop	for	an	instant	their	deviltries	or	delights.	For
it	was	the	Great	Blast	of	the	Horn	of	the	Fairies,	which	only	plays	second	fiddle
to	the	last	trump.
And	 at	 that	 sound	 all	 Florence	 came	 running	 to	 see	what	was	 the	matter.	The
Grand	Duke	and	his	household	came.	The	Council	of	the	Eight	burst	their	bonds,
and	left	the	Palazzo	Vecchio.	Everybody	came,	and	they	fished	out	the	Signore,
and	 listened	 with	 awe	 to	 his	 tale.	 The	 priests	 said	 that	 the	 goblin	 was	 San
Zenobio.	 The	more	 liberal	 swore	 it	 was	 Crescenzio,	 while	 the	 people	 held	 to



plain	San	Antonino.	The	Signore	became	a	great	man.
“My	son,”	said	the	goblin	to	him	in	confidence	the	following	evening,	as	they	sat
over	 their	 wine,	 “this	 is	 our	 last	 night	 together.	 You	 are	 saved,	 and	 I	 have
fulfilled	my	duty	 to	you.	Once	I,	 too,	was	a	man	 like	you,	and	 in	 that	 life	you
saved	mine	by	rescuing	me	from	assassins.	I	swore	to	watch	over	you	in	every
peril,	and	bring	you	to	a	happy	end.”
	

“The	final	hour	has	come	for	me;
Street	of	the	Horn,	farewell	to	you!
Farewell,	O	palace,	farewell,	O	street!
My	lord,	in	another	world	we’ll	meet.”
	

Then	 the	 goblin	 told	 the	 Signore	 that	 he	 would	 before	 long	 contract	 a	 happy
marriage,	 and	 that	 it	 was	 for	 this	 that	 he	 had	 hereto	 kept	 him	 from	 forming
alliances	which	would	have	prevented	it,	and	that	if	in	future	he	should	ever	be
in	great	need	of	assistance,	 to	 sound	 the	horn,	and	he	would	come	 to	him,	but
that	this	must	always	be	in	the	palace	alone	after	midnight.	And	having	said	this
he	vanished.
The	 Signore	 grieved	 for	 a	 long	 time	 at	 the	 loss	 of	 his	 goblin	 friend,	 but	 he
married	happily,	as	had	been	predicted,	and	his	life	was	long	and	prosperous.	So,
he	put	 the	horn	 in	his	 shield,	and	you	may	see	 it	 to	 this	day	on	 the	Church	of
Santa	Maria	Novella.	And	so	it	was	that	the	Via	del	Corno	got	its	name.
	



THE	DEAD	MAN’S	LETTER

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	RICH	MAN,	I	cannot	tell	you	how	rich	he	was,	who	died	and
left	all	his	great	fortune	to	his	son;	palaces	and	houses,	and	farms	and	vineyards.
The	 son	 entered	 into	 possession	 of	 all,	 and	 became	 a	 great	man,	 but	 he	 never
thought	 of	 having	 a	 mass	 said	 for	 the	 soul	 of	 his	 father,	 from	 whom	 he	 had
received	all.
There	was	 also,	 about	 the	 same	 time,	 a	 poor	man,	who	 had	 hardly	 enough	 to
keep	body	 and	 soul	 together,	 and	he	went	 into	 a	 church	 to	pray	 that	 he	might
have	 wherewithal	 to	 feed	 his	 children.	 So,	 poor	 was	 he,	 that	 he	 said	 within
himself,	“None	poorer	than	I	can	there	be.”
As	 he	 said	 that,	 his	 eye	 lighted	 on	 the	 box	 where	 alms	 were	 gathered,	 that
masses	might	be	offered	for	the	souls	in	Purgatory.	“Yes,”	he	said,	then,	“these
are	poorer	than	I,”	and	he	felt	in	his	pocket	for	his	single	baiocco,	and	he	put	it	in
the	alms	box	for	the	holy	souls.
As	he	came	out,	he	saw	a	painone	standing	before	the	door,	as	if	in	waiting	for
him,	but	as	he	was	well-dressed,	and	looked	rich,	the	poor	man	knew	he	could
have	no	acquaintance	with	him,	and	was	about	to	pass	on.
“You	have	done	me	so	much	good,	and	now	you	don’t	 speak	 to	me,”	said	 the
stranger.
“When	did	I	you	much	good?”	said	the	poor	man	bewildered.
“Even	now,”	said	the	stranger,	for	 in	reality	he	was	no	painone,	but	one	of	 the
holy	souls	who	had	taken	that	form,	and	he	alluded	to	the	poor	man’s	last	coin,
of	which	he	had	deprived	himself	in	charity.
“I	cannot	think	to	what	your	Excellency	alludes,”	replied	the	poor	man.
“Nevertheless	it	is	true,”	returned	the	painone,	“and	now	I	will	ask	you	to	do	me
another	favour.	Will	you	take	this	letter	to	such	and	such	a	palace?”	and	he	gave
him	the	exact	address.	“When	you	get	there,	you	must	insist	on	giving	it	into	the
hands	of	the	master	of	the	house	himself.	Never	mind	how	many	times	you	are



refused,	do	not	go	away	till	you	have	given	it	to	the	master	himself.”
“Never	fear,	your	Excellency,”	answered	the	poor	man,	“I’ll	deliver	it	right.”
When	he	reached	the	palace,	it	was	just	as	the	painone	had	seemed	to	expect	it
would	be.	First	the	porter	came	forward	with	his	cocked	hat	and	his	gilt	knobbed
stick,	with	 the	 coloured	 cord	 twisted	over	 it	 all	 the	way	down,	 and	 asked	him
where	he	was	going.
“To	Count	so-and-so,”	answered	the	poor	man.
“All	right!	give	it	here,”	said	the	splendid	porter.
“By	no	means,	my	orders	were	to	consign	it	to	the	Count	himself.”
“Go	 in	 and	 try,”	 answered	 the	porter.	 “But	you	may	as	well	 save	yourself	 the
stairs,	they	won’t	let	such	as	you	in	to	the	court.”
“I	must	follow	orders,”	said	the	poor	man,	and	passed	on.
At	the	door	of	the	apartment	a	liveried	servant	came	to	open.
“What	do	you	want	up	here?	if	you	have	brought	anything,	why	didn’t	you	leave
it	with	the	porter?”
“Because	my	orders	are	to	give	this	letter	into	the	Count’s	own	hands,”	answered
the	poor	man.
“It	 is	 impossible	 that	I	should	call	 the	"Signor	Conte"	out,	and	to	such	as	you!
Give	it	here,	and	don’t	talk	nonsense.”
“No!	into	the	Count’s	own	hands	must	I	give	it.”
“Don’t	 be	 afraid,	 I’ve	 lived	 here	 these	 thirty	 years,	 and	 no	 message	 for	 the
"Signor	Conte"	ever	went	wrong	that	passed	through	my	hands.	Yours	isn’t	more
precious	than	the	rest,	I	suppose.”
“I	know	nothing	about	that,	but	I	must	follow	orders.”
“And	so	must	I,	and	I	know	my	place	too	well	to	call	out	the	"Signor	Conte"	to
the	like	of	you.”
The	altercation	brought	out	the	valet.
“This	fellow	expects	the	"Signor	Conte"	to	come	to	the	door	to	take	in	his	letters
himself,”	 said	 the	 lackey,	 laughing	 disdainfully.	 “What’s	 to	 be	 done	 with	 the
poor	animal?”
“Give	it	here,	good	man,”	said	the	valet,	patronisingly	not	paying	much	heed	to
the	 remarks	 of	 the	 servant,	 “I	 am	 the	 "Signor	Conte’s	 own	 body	 servant,	 and
giving	it	to	me	is	the	same	as	giving	it	to	himself.”
“Maybe,”	answered	 the	poor	man,	“but	 I’m	 too	 simple	 to	understand	how	one
man	can	be	the	same	as	another.	My	orders	are	to	give	it	to	the	Count	alone,	and



to	the	Count	alone	I	must	give	it.”
“Take	it	from	him,	and	turn	him	out,”	said	the	valet,	with	supreme	disdain,	and
the	 lackey	 was	 not	 slow	 to	 take	 advantage	 of	 the	 permission.	 The	 poor	man,
however,	would	not	yield	his	trust,	and	the	scuffle	that	ensued	brought	the	Count
himself	out	to	learn	the	reason	of	so	much	noise.
The	 letter	 was	 now	 soon	 delivered.	 The	 Count	 started	 when	 he	 saw	 the
handwriting,	 and	was	 impelled	 to	 tear	 the	 letter	 open	 at	 once,	 so	much	did	 its
appearance	seem	to	surprise	him.
“Who	gave	you	 the	 letter?”	he	exclaimed,	 in	an	excited	manner,	as	soon	as	he
had	rapidly	devoured	its	contents.
“I	cannot	tell,	I	never	saw	the	person	before,”	replied	the	poor	man.
“Would	you	know	him	again?”	inquired	the	Count.
“Oh,	most	undoubtedly!”	answered	the	poor	man,	“he	said	such	strange	things	to
me	that	I	looked	hard	at	him.”
“Then	come	this	way,”	said	 the	Count,	and	he	 led	him	into	a	 large	hall,	 round
which	 were	 hung	 many	 portraits	 in	 frames.	 “Do	 you	 see	 one	 among	 these
portraits	 that	 resembles	 him?”	 he	 said,	 when	 he	 had	 given	 him	 time	 to	 look
round	the	walls.
“Yes,	 that	 is	he!”	 said	 the	poor	man,	unhesitatingly,	pointing	 to	 the	portrait	of
the	Count’s	father,	from	whom	he	had	inherited	such	great	wealth,	and	for	whom
he	had	never	given	the	alms	of	a	single	mass.
“Then	there	is	no	doubt	it	was	himself,”	said	the	Count.	“In	this	letter	he	tells	me
that	you	of	your	poverty	have	done	for	him	what	I	with	all	my	wealth	have	never
done,”	 he	 added	 in	 a	 tone	 of	 compunction.	 “For	 you	 have	 given	 alms	 for	 the
repose	of	his	soul,	which	I	never	have,	therefore	he	bids	me	now	take	you	and	all
your	family	into	the	palace	to	live	with	me,	and	to	share	all	I	have	with	you.”
After	that	he	made	the	man	and	all	his	family	come	to	live	in	the	palace,	as	his
father	directed,	and	he	was	abundantly	provided	for	the	rest	of	his	life.
	



THE	TWO	FAIRIES	OF	THE	WELL	-	A	LEGEND	OF
THE	VIA	CALZAIOLI

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Charles	 Godfrey	 Leland’s	 Legends	 of
Florence,	 Collected	 from	 the	 People,	 published	 by	David	Nutt	 and	 printed	 by
Ballantyne,	Hanson	&	Co	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	ONCE	LIVED	IN	FLORENCE	A	young	nobleman,	who	had	grown	up
putting	 great	 faith	 in	 fate,	 ninfe,	 and	 similar	 spirits,	 believing	 that	 they	 were
friendly,	 and	 brought	 good	 fortune	 to	 those	 who	 showed	 them	 respect.	 Now
there	was	 in	 his	 palazzo	 in	 the	Via	Calzaioli,	 at	 the	 corner	 of	 the	Condotta,	 a
very	old	well	or	fountain,	on	which	were	ancient	and	worn	images,	and	in	which
there	was	a	marvellous	echo,	and	it	was	said	that	two	nymphs	had	their	home	in
it.	And	the	Signore,	believing	in	them,	often	cast	into	the	spring	wine	or	flowers,
uttering	 a	 prayer	 to	 them,	 and	 at	 table	 he	would	 always	 cast	 a	 little	wine	 into
water,	or	sprinkle	water	on	the	ground	to	do	them	honour.
One	day	he	had	with	him	at	 table	 two	friends,	who	ridiculed	him	when	he	did
this,	and	still	more	when	he	sang	a	song	praising	nymphs	and	fairies,	in	answer
to	their	remarks.	Whereupon	one	said	to	him:
	

“Truly,	I	would	like	to	see
An	example,	if	‘t	may	be,
How	a	fairy	in	a	fountain,
Or	a	goblin	of	the	mountain,
Or	a	nymph	of	stream	or	wood,
Ever	did	one	any	good;
For	such	fays	of	air	or	river,
One	might	wait,	I	ween,	for	ever,
And	if	even	such	things	be,
They	are	devils	all	to	me.”



	

Then	the	young	Signore,	being	somewhat	angered,	replied:
	

“In	the	wood	and	by	the	stream,
Not	in	reverie	or	dream,
Where	the	ancient	oak-trees	blow,
And	the	murmuring	torrents	flow,
Men	whose	wisdom	none	condemn
Oft	have	met	and	talked	with	them.
Demons	for	you	they	may	be,
But	are	angels	unto	me.”
	

To	which	his	friend	sang	in	reply,	laughing:
	

“Only	prove	that	they	exist,
And	we	will	no	more	resist;
Let	them	come	before	we	go,
With	ha	ha	ha	and	ho	ho	ho!”
	

And	 as	 they	 sang	 this,	 they	 heard	 a	 peal	 of	 silvery	 laughter	without,	 or,	 as	 it
seemed,	actually	singing	in	the	hall	and	making	a	chorus	with	their	voices.	And
at	the	instant	a	servant	came	and	said	that	two	very	beautiful	ladies	were	outside,
who	begged	the	young	Signore	to	come	to	them	immediately,	and	that	it	was	on
a	matter	of	life	and	death.
So,	he	rose	and	stepped	outside,	but	he	had	hardly	crossed	the	threshold	before
the	stone	ceiling	of	the	hall	fell	in	with	a	tremendous	crash,	and	just	where	the
young	Signore	had	sat	was	a	great	stone	weighing	many	hundredweights,	so	that
it	was	 plain	 that	 if	 he	 had	 not	 been	 called	 away,	 in	 an	 instant	more	 he	would
have	been	crushed	like	a	fly	under	a	hammer.	As	for	his	 two	friends,	 they	had
broken	arms	and	cut	 faces,	bearing	marks	 in	memory	of	 the	day	 to	 the	end	of
their	lives.
When	 the	young	Signore	was	without	 the	door	and	 looked	 for	 the	 ladies,	 they
were	gone,	and	a	 little	boy,	who	was	 the	only	person	present,	declared	 that	he
had	seen	them,	that	they	were	wonderfully	beautiful,	and	that,	merrily	laughing,



they	had	jumped	or	gone	down	into	the	well.
Therefore	 it	 was	 generally	 believed	 by	 all	 who	 heard	 the	 tale	 that	 it	 was	 the
Fairies	of	the	Well	who	thus	saved	the	life	of	the	young	Signore,	who	from	that
day	 honoured	 them	 more	 devoutly	 than	 ever.	 Nor	 did	 his	 friends	 any	 longer
doubt	 that	 there	 are	 spirits	 of	 air	 or	 earth,	 who,	 when	 treated	 with	 pious
reverence,	can	confer	benefits	on	their	worshippers.
	

“For	there	are	fairies	all	around
Everywhere,	and	elves	abound
Even	in	our	homes	unseen:
They	go	wherever	we	have	been,
And	often	by	the	fireside	sit,
A-laughing	gaily	at	our	wit;
And	when	the	ringing	echo	falls
Back	from	the	ceiling	or	the	walls,
’Tis	not	our	voices	to	us	thrown
In	a	reflection,	but	their	own;
For	they	are	near	at	every	turn,
As	he	who	watches	soon	may	learn.”
	

And	the	young	Signore,	to	do	honour	to	the	fairies,	because	they	had	saved	his
life,	put	them	one	on	either	side	of	his	coat-of-arms,	as	you	may	see	by	the	shield
which	is	on	the	house	at	the	corner	of	the	Via	Calzaioli.”
	



THE	WHITE	SOUL

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WERE	 ONCE	 A	 HUSBAND	 AND	 wife,	 shopkeepers,	 with	 a	 good
business.	They	had	taken	in	a	woman,	a	widow,	as	they	thought,	to	board	with
them	for	life.
The	first	night	after	she	came	 the	wife	suddenly	woke	up	 the	husband,	saying,
“What	is	it	that	kneels	at	the	foot	of	the	bed?	Surely	it	is	a	white	soul.”
“I	see	nothing,”	said	the	husband,	“go	to	sleep!”
The	wife	said	no	more,	but	 the	next	night	 it	was	 the	same	 thing,	and	 the	next,
and	 the	 next,	 and	 she	 described	 so	 sincerely	what	 she	 saw,	 and	with	 so	much
earnestness,	 that	 the	husband	could	have	no	doubt	 that	what	she	said	was	 true.
And	as	he	saw	it	disturbed	her	rest,	and	made	her	ill,	he	said,	“If	it	comes	again,
tonight,	we	will	conjure	it.”
It	had	been	going	on	almost	a	month,	and	it	was	just	the	night	of	All	Souls”	day
that	he	happened	to	say	this.
That	night,	 again,	 the	wife	woke	him	with	a	 start.	 “There	 it	 is,”	 she	 said,	 “the
white	soul,	it	kneels	at	the	foot	of	the	bed.”
The	 husband	 said	 nothing,	 but	 following	 the	 direction	 of	 his	 wife’s	 hand,	 he
solemnly	bid	the	apparition	depart,	in	the	name	of	the	Most	Holy	Trinity	and	the
Madonna.
Though	he	had	seen	nothing,	he,	too,	now	heard	a	voice,	and	the	voice	said	that
it	was	her	father	whom	the	wife	had	seen,	that	it	was	not	well	that	they	should
have	in	the	house	the	woman	whom	they	had	taken	in	to	board,	for	that	it	was	on
her	account	he	was	now	suffering	penance.	“Think	of	this,”	he	said,	finally,	“for
I	cannot	stay	to	tell	you	more,	for	it	is	the	hour	of	prayer.”
The	lighting	up	of	a	masked	ball	could	not	be	compared	to	the	brightness	which
filled	the	room	as	the	spirit	disappeared.	And	this	the	husband	saw	well,	though
he	had	not	seen	the	soul.
The	husband	 and	wife	 thought	 a	 good	deal	 of	what	 they	 had	heard.	They	had



never	known	before	of	the	father’s	intimacy	with	this	woman,	but	they	inquired,
and	found	it	was	even	so.
Then	the	man	took	into	his	head	to	go	to	one	of	these	new	people,	what	do	they
call	 it?	 Spiritismo,	 magnetismo,	 or	 whatever	 it	 is.	 He	 made	 them	 call	 up	 the
spirit	of	his	wife’s	father,	and	he	asked	if	it	was	he	who	had	appeared	at	night	in
the	bedroom	all	the	month	through,	and	the	spirit	said,	“yes,	that	it	was.”	And	he
asked	him	about	all	the	particulars,	and	he	confirmed	them	all.	“Then,”	he	said,
“if	indeed	it	was	you,	give	me	some	sign	tonight;”	and	he	said	he	would.
There	was	 a	 ruler	 in	 the	 chest	 of	 drawers	 in	 the	 bedroom,	 and	 all	 through	 the
night	there	were	knocks,	now	on	the	ceiling,	now	on	the	floor,	now	on	the	walls,
as	if	given	with	that	ruler,	and	we	know	those	“spiritismo”	people	say	the	spirits
make	themselves	understood	by	knocking.
After	that,	they	sent	away	their	boarder,	though	at	considerable	pecuniary	loss.
	



THE	ENCHANTED	COW	OF	LA	VIA	VACCHERECCIA

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Charles	 Godfrey	 Leland’s	 Legends	 of
Florence,	 Collected	 from	 the	 People,	 published	 by	David	Nutt	 and	 printed	 by
Ballantyne,	Hanson	&	Co	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	LIVED	LONG	AGO	IN	THE	Via	Vacchereccia	a	poor	girl,	who	was,
however,	so	beautiful	and	graceful,	and	sweet	in	her	manner,	that	it	seemed	to	be
a	marvel	that	she	belonged	to	the	people,	and	still	more	that	she	was	the	daughter
of	the	woman	who	was	believed	to	be	her	mother,	for	the	latter	was	as	ugly	as
she	was	wicked,	brutal,	and	cruel	before	all	 the	world,	and	a	witch	in	secret,	a
creature	without	heart	or	humanity.
Nor	was	the	beautiful	Artemisia,	such	being	the	name	of	the	girl,	 in	reality	her
daughter,	 for	 the	old	woman	had	 stolen	her	 from	her	parents,	who	were	noble
and	wealthy,	when	she	was	a	babe,	and	had	brought	her	up,	hoping	 that	when
grown	she	could	make	money	out	of	her	 in	some	evil	way,	and	 live	upon	her.
But,	as	sometimes	happens,	it	seemed	as	if	some	benevolent	power	watched	over
the	 poor	 child,	 for	 all	 the	 evil	words	 and	worse	 example	 of	 the	witch	 had	 no
effect	on	her	whatever.
Now	 it	 happened	 that	 Artemisia	 in	 time	 attracted	 the	 attention	 and	 love	 of	 a
young	gentleman,	who,	while	of	moderate	estate,	was	by	no	means	rich;	and	he
had	learned	to	know	her	through	his	mother,	an	admirable	lady,	who	had	often
employed	 Artemisia,	 and	 been	 impressed	 by	 her	 beauty	 and	 goodness.	 So,	 it
happened	 that	 the	mother	 favoured	 the	 son’s	 suit,	 and	 as	Artemisia	 loved	 the
young	man,	 it	 seemed	 as	 if	 her	 sufferings	would	 soon	 be	 at	 an	 end,	 for	 be	 it
observed	that	the	witch	treated	the	maid	at	all	times	with	extraordinary	cruelty.
But	it	did	not	suit	the	views	of	the	old	woman	at	all	 that	the	girl	on	whom	she
reckoned	 to	 bring	 in	 much	 money	 from	 great	 protectors,	 and	 whom	 she	 was
wont	to	call	the	cow	from	whom	she	would	yet	draw	support,	should	settle	down
into	 the	wife	of	 a	 small	noble	of	moderate	means.	So,	 she	not	only	 scornfully
rejected	 the	 suit,	but	 scolded	and	beat	Artemisia	with	even	greater	wickedness
than	ever.
But	 there	 are	 times	 when	 the	 gentlest	 natures	 will	 not	 give	 way	 to	 any



oppression,	however	cruel,	and	Artemisia,	feeling	keenly	that	the	marriage	was
most	 advantageous	 for	 her,	 and	 a	 great	 honour,	 and	 that	 her	 whole	 heart	 had
been	wisely	given,	for	once	turned	on	the	old	woman	and	defied	her,	threatening
to	appeal	to	the	law,	and	showing	that	she	knew	so	much	that	was	wicked	in	her
life	that	the	witch	became	as	much	frightened	as	she	was	enraged,	well	knowing
that	an	investigation	by	justice	would	bring	her	to	the	bonfire.	So,	inspired	by	the
devil,	she	turned	the	girl	into	a	cow,	and	shut	her	up	in	a	stable	in	the	courtyard
of	the	house,	where	she	went	every	day	two	or	three	times	to	beat	and	torture	her
victim	in	the	most	fiendish	manner.
Meanwhile	the	disappearance	of	Artemisia	had	excited	much	talk	and	suspicion,
as	 it	 followed	 immediately	 after	 the	 refusal	 of	 the	 old	 woman	 to	 give	 her
daughter	 to	 the	 young	 gentleman.	 And	 he	 indeed	 was	 in	 sad	 case	 and	 great
suffering,	but	after	a	while,	recovering	himself,	he	began	to	wonder	whether	the
maid	was	not	after	all	confined	in	the	Via	Vacchereccia.	And	as	love	doubles	all
our	senses	and	makes	the	deaf	hear,	and,	according	to	the	proverb,	“he	who	finds
it	 in	his	heart	will	feel	spurs	 in	his	flanks,”	so	this	young	man,	hearing	the	old
woman	spoken	of	as	a	witch,	began	to	wonder	whether	she	might	not	be	one	in
truth,	and	whether	Artemisia	might	not	have	been	enchanted	into	some	form	of
an	animal,	and	so	imprisoned.
And,	 full	 of	 this	 thought,	 he	went	 by	 night	 to	 the	 house,	 where	 there	was	 an
opening	like	a	window	or	portal	in	the	courtyard,	and	began	to	sing:
	

“Midnight	is	striking,	I	hear	it	afar,
High	in	the	heaven	shines	many	a	star.
And	oh	that	the	voice	of	the	one	I	could	hear,
Who	suffers	so	sadly	-	the	love	I	hold	dear.
Oh	stars,	if	you’re	looking	with	pity	on	me,
I	pray	you	the	maid	from	affliction	to	free!”
	

As	he	sang	this,	he	heard	a	cow	lowing	in	the	courtyard,	and	as	his	mind	was	full
of	the	idea	of	enchantment,	his	attention	was	attracted	to	it.	Then	he	sang:
	

“If	enchanted	here	you	be,
Low,	but	gently,	one,	two,	three!
Low	in	answer	unto	me,
And	a	rescue	soon	you’ll	see.”



	

Then	the	cow	lowed	three	times,	very	softly,	and	the	young	man,	delighted,	put
to	 her	 other	 questions,	 and	 being	 very	 shrewd,	 he	 so	managed	 it	 as	 to	 extract
with	only	yea	and	nay	all	the	story.	Having	learned	all	this,	he	reflected	that	to
beat	a	terrier	 it	 is	well	 to	take	a	bulldog,	and	after	much	inquiry,	he	found	that
there	dwelt	 in	Arezzo	a	great	 sorcerer,	but	a	man	of	noble	character,	 and	was,
moreover,	 astonished	 to	 learn	 from	his	mother	 that	 this	gran	mago	had	been	a
friend	of	his	father.
And	being	well	 received	by	 the	wise	man,	 and	having	 told	his	 story,	 the	 sage
replied,	“Evil	indeed	is	the	woman	of	whom	you	speak.	She	is	a	black	witch	of
low	 degree,	 who	 has	 been	 allowed,	 as	 all	 of	 her	 kind	 are,	 to	 complete	 her
measure	of	 sin,	 in	 order	 that	 she	may	 receive	her	 full	measure	of	 punishment.
For	 all	 things	 may	 be	 forgiven,	 but	 not	 cruelty,	 and	 she	 has	 lived	 on	 the
sufferings	of	others.	Yet	her	power	is	of	a	petty	kind,	and	such	as	any	priest	can
crush.
“Go	to	the	stable	when	she	shall	be	absent,	and	I	will	provide	that	she	shall	be
away	all	tomorrow.	Then	bind	verbena	on	the	cow’s	horns,	and	hang	a	crucifix
over	the	door,	and	sprinkle	all	the	floor	with	holy	water	and	incense,	and	sing	to
the	cow:
	

“The	witch	is	not	your	mother	in	truth,
She	stole	you	in	your	early	youth,
She	has	deserved	your	bitterest	hate,
Then	fear	not	to	retaliate;
And	when	she	comes	to	you	again,
Then	rush	at	her	with	might	and	main;
She	has	heaped	on	you	many	a	scorn,
Repay	it	with	your	pointed	horn.”
	

“And	note	that	there	is	a	halter	on	the	cow’s	neck,	and	this	is	the	charm	which
gives	her	the	form	of	a	cow,	but	it	cannot	be	removed	except	in	a	church	by	the
priest.”
And	to	this	he	added	other	advice,	which	was	duly	followed.
Then	 the	next	day	 the	young	man	went	 to	 the	 stable,	 and	did	all	 that	 the	wise
man	had	bid,	and	hiding	near,	awaited	the	return	of	the	witch.	Nor	had	he	indeed
long	to	wait,	for	the	witch,	who	was	evidently	in	a	great	rage	at	something,	and



bore	a	cruel-looking	stick	with	an	iron	goad	on	the	end,	rushed	to	the	courtyard
and	into	the	stable,	but	fell	flat	on	the	floor,	being	overcome	by	the	holy	water.
And	 the	 cow,	whose	halter	 had	been	untied	 from	 the	post,	 turned	on	her	with
fury,	and	tossed	and	gored	her,	and	trampled	on	her	till	she	was	senseless,	and
then	ran	full	speed,	guided	by	the	young	man,	to	the	Baptistery,	into	which	she
entered,	and	where	there	was	a	priest	awaiting	her.	And	the	priest	sprinkled	her
with	holy	water,	and	 took	 the	halter	 from	her	neck,	and	she	was	disenchanted,
and	became	once	more	the	beautiful	Artemisia.
And	this	done,	 the	young	man	took	the	halter,	and	hurrying	back	to	 the	stable,
put	it	about	the	neck	of	the	witch,	who	at	once	became	a	cow	without	horns,	or
such	as	 are	 called	“the	devil’s	own.”	And	as	 she,	maddened	with	 rage,	 rushed
forth,	 attacking	 everybody,	 all	 the	 town	was	 soon	 after	 her	with	 staves,	 pikes,
and	 all	 their	 dogs,	 and	 so	 they	 hunted	 her	 down	 through	 the	Uffizi	 and	 along
Lung”	Arno,	all	roaring	and	screaming	and	barking,	out	into	the	country,	for	she
gave	them	a	long	run	and	a	good	chase,	till	they	came	to	a	gate	over	which	was	a
Saint	Antony,	who,	indignant	that	she	dared	pass	under	him,	descended	from	his
niche,	 and	 gave	 her	 a	 tremendous	 blow	 with	 his	 staff	 between	 the	 horns,	 or
where	 they	would	 have	 been	 if	 she	 had	 possessed	 them.	Whereupon	 the	 earth
opened	and	swallowed	her	up,	amid	a	fearful	flashing	of	fire,	and	a	smell	which
was	even	worse	than	that	of	the	streets	of	Siena	in	summer-time,	which	is	often
so	 fearful	 that	 the	poorer	natives	commonly	carry	 fennel	 to	sniff	at,	as	a	 relief
from	the	horrible	odour.
And	when	all	 this	was	done,	the	mago	revealed	to	the	maiden	that	her	parents,
who	were	still	living,	were	very	great	and	wealthy	people,	so	that	there	was	soon
a	grand	reunion,	a	general	recognition,	and	a	happy	marriage.
	

“Maidens,	beware	lest	witches	catch	you;
Think	of	the	Via	Vacchereccia;
And	tourists	dining	in	the	same,
Note	how	the	street	once	got	its	name.”
	



THE	WHITE	SERPENT

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

This	story	 is	also	about	a	husband	and	wife,	but	 they	were	peasants,	and	 lived
outside	the	city	gates.
“It	 is	 so	cold	 tonight,”	 said	 the	husband	 to	 the	wife,	 as	 they	went	 to	bed,	 “we
shall	freeze	if	we	have	another	night	like	it.	We	must	contrive	to	wake	before	it
is	light,	and	go	and	get	some	wood	somewhere	before	we	go	to	work,	to	make	a
fire	tomorrow	night.”
So,	 they	woke	 very	 early,	 before	 it	was	 light,	 and	went	 out	 to	 get	wood.	 The
husband	stood	up	in	the	tree,	and	the	wife	down	below	in	a	ditch,	or	hole.	As	she
stood	there	she	saw	a	great	white	serpent	glide	past	her.	“Look,	look!”	she	cried
to	her	husband,	“see	that	great	white	serpent,	surely	there	is	something	unnatural
about	it!”
“A	white	serpent!”	answered	her	husband,	“What	nonsense!	Who	ever	heard	of
such	a	thing	as	a	white	serpent!”
“There	it	goes,	then,”	said	the	wife,	“you	can	see	it	for	yourself.”
“I	see	nothing	of	the	kind,”	said	the	husband.	“There	are	no	serpents	about	Rome
this	many	a	long	year,	and	as	for	a	white	one,	such	a	thing	doesn’t	exist.”
While	he	spoke	the	serpent	went	through	a	hole	in	the	ground.	As	the	husband
was	so	positive,	the	wife	said	no	more,	but	they	gathered	up	the	wood	and	went
home.
In	the	night,	however,	the	wife	had	a	dream.	She	saw	an	Augustinian	friar,	long
since	dead,	standing	before	her,	who	said	“Angela!	If	you	would	do	me	a	favour
listen	to	me.	Did	you	see	a	white	serpent	this	morning?”
“Yes,”	 she	 answered,	 “that	 I	 did,	 though	my	 husband	 said	 there	was	 no	 such
thing	as	a	white	serpent	in	existence.”
“Well,	if	you	would	do	me	a	pleasure,	go	back	to	the	place	where	you	saw	the
white	serpent.	Go	in,	but	not	where	he	came	out,	but	where	you	saw	him	go	into
the	earth.	Dig	about	 that	place,	 and,	when	you	have	dug	a	pretty	good	hole,	 a



dead	man	will	start	up,	but	don’t	be	afraid,	he	can’t	hurt	you,	and	won’t	want	to
hurt	you.	Take	no	notice	of	him,	and	go	on	digging,	and	no	harm	will	come	to
you,	you	have	nothing	to	be	afraid	of.	If	you	dig	on	you	will	come	to	a	heap	of
money.	Take	some	of	 the	biggest	pieces	of	gold	and	carry	 them	to	St.	Peter’s,
and	 take	 some	 of	 the	 smaller	 pieces	 and	 carry	 them	 to	 San	Agostino,	 and	 let
masses	be	said	for	that	dead	man.	But	you	must	tell	no	one	alive	anything	about
it.”
The	 woman	 was	 much	 too	 frightened	 to	 do	 what	 the	 friar	 had	 said,	 but	 she
managed	 to	 keep	 the	 story	 to	 herself,	 though	 it	made	 her	 look	 so	 anxious	 her
husband	could	not	help	noticing	something.
The	next	night	the	friar	came	again,	and	said	the	same	words,	only	he	added,	“If
you	are	so	frightened,	Angela,	you	may	take	with	you	for	company	a	little	boy,
but	he	must	not	be	over	seven,	nor	under	six,	and	what	you	do	you	must	tell	no
one.	But	you	have	nothing	to	fear,	for	if	you	do	as	I	have	said	no	one	can	harm
you.”
For	all	his	assurances,	however,	she	could	not	make	up	her	mind	to	go,	nor	this
day	 could	 she	 even	keep	 the	 story	 from	her	 husband,	 for	 it	weighed	upon	her
mind.	When	he	heard	the	story	he	said,	“I’ll	go	with	you.”
“Ah!	 if	you’ll	go,	 then	 I	don’t	mind,”	 she	said.	“But	how	will	 it	be?	The	 friar
was	so	particular	that	I	should	tell	no	one,	evil	may	happen	if	I	take	another	with
me.”
“If	there	is	nothing	in	the	story,	there’s	nothing	to	fear,”	said	the	husband,	“and,
if	the	story	is	true,	there	is	a	heap	of	money	to	reward	one	for	a	little	fear,	so	let’s
go.	Besides,	if	you	think	any	harm	will	happen	to	you	for	taking	me,	I	can	stand
on	 the	 top	 of	 the	 bank	 while	 you	 go	 down	 to	 the	 hole,	 and	 it	 can’t	 be	 said
properly	that	I’m	there,	while	I	shall	yet	be	by	to	give	you	courage	and	help	you
if	anything	happens.”
“That	way,	I	don’t	mind	it,”	answered	the	wife,	and	they	went	out	together	to	the
place.	The	husband,	as	he	had	said,	stood	by	on	a	bank,	and	the	wife	crept	down
into	a	hole.	They	took	also	two	donkeys	with	them	to	bring	away	the	treasure.
At	 the	 first	 stroke	of	 the	woman’s	spade	 there	came	such	 lugubrious	cries	 that
she	was	frightened	into	running	away.
“Don’t	 be	 afraid,”	 said	 the	 husband,	 “cries	 don’t	 hurt!”	 So,	 the	woman	 began
digging	 again,	 and	 then	 there	 came	out	 cries	 again	worse	 than	before,	 and	 the
noise	of	rattling	of	chains,	dreadful	to	hear.	So,	terrified	was	the	woman	that	she
swooned	away.
The	 husband	 then	went	 down	 into	 the	 hole	 with	what	 water	 he	 could	 find	 to
bring	her	to	herself,	but	the	moment	he	got	into	the	hole	the	spirits	set	upon	him
and	beat	him	so	that	he	had	great	livid	marks	all	over.



After	that	neither	of	them	had	the	heart	to	go	back	to	try	it	again.
But	the	woman	was	in	the	habit	of	going	to	confession	to	one	of	the	Augustinian
fathers,	and	she	told	him	all.	The	fathers	sent	and	had	the	place	dug	up	all	about,
and	thought	they	had	proved	there	was	nothing	there,	but	for	all	that,	it	generally
happens	that	when	a	thing	like	that	has	to	be	done,	it	must	be	done	by	the	person
who	is	sent,	and	anybody	else	but	that	person	trying	it	proves	nothing	at	all.
One	thing	is	certain,	that	when	those	horrid	assassins	hide	a	heap	of	money	they
put	a	dead	man’s	body	at	the	entrance	of	the	hole	where	they	hide	it,	and	say	to
it,	 “You	be	on	guard	 till	 one	of	 such	a	name,	be	 it	Teresa,	 be	 it	Angela,	 be	 it
Pietro,	comes;”	and	no	one	else	going	can	be	of	any	use,	for	it	may	be	a	hundred
years	 before	 the	 coincidence	 can	 happen	 of	 a	 person	 just	 of	 the	 right	 name
lighting	 on	 the	 spot	 -perhaps	 never.	 Yes!	 That’s	 a	 fact,	 and	 not	 old	 wives”
nonsense.
	



LA	VIA	DELLE	BELLE	DONNE

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Charles	 Godfrey	 Leland’s	 Legends	 of
Florence,	 Collected	 from	 the	 People,	 published	 by	David	Nutt	 and	 printed	 by
Ballantyne,	Hanson	&	Co	in	1877.
	

	

In	 the	Via	 delle	Belle	Donne	 there	was	 a	 very	 large	 old	 house	 in	which	were
many	lodgers,	male	and	female,	who,	according	to	their	slender	means,	had	two
rooms	 for	 a	 family.	Among	 these	were	many	 very	 pretty	 girls,	 some	 of	 them
seamstresses,	others	corset-makers,	some	milliners,	all	employed	in	shops,	who
worked	 all	 day	 and	 then	went	 out	 in	 the	 evening	 to	 carry	 their	 sewing	 to	 the
maggazini.	And	it	was	from	them	that	 the	street	got	 its	name,	for	 it	became	so
much	the	fashion	to	go	and	look	at	them	that	young	men	would	say,	“Let	us	go
to	the	Street	of	the	Pretty	Women;”	and	so	it	has	been	so-called	to	this	day.
And	when	 they	sallied	 forth	 they	were	at	once	 surrounded	or	 joined	by	young
men,	who	sought	their	company	with	views	more	or	less	honourable,	as	is	usual.
Among	 these	 there	was	 a	 very	 handsome	 and	wealthy	Signore	 named	Adolfo,
who	was	so	much	admired	that	he	might	have	had	his	choice	of	all	these	belles,
but	 he	 had	 fixed	 his	 mind	 on	 one,	 a	 beautiful	 blonde,	 who	 was,	 indeed,	 the
fairest	among	them	all.	She	had	large	black	eyes,	with	quick	glances,	beautiful
light	hair	in	masses,	and	was	always	dressed	simply,	yet	with	natural	elegance.
She	had	 long	avoided	making	acquaintance	among	men,	and	she	now	shunned
Adolfo;	but	at	last	he	succeeded,	after	many	difficulties,	in	becoming	acquainted,
and	 finally	won	 her	 heart,	 the	 end	 of	 it	 all	 being	 the	 old	 story	 of	 a	 poor	 girl
ruined	by	a	gay	and	great	Signore,	left	a	mother,	and	then	abandoned.
For	four	years	she	lived	alone,	by	her	work,	with	her	child,	who	grew	up	to	be	a
very	 beautiful	 boy.	Then	 he,	 noting	 that	 other	 children	 had	 parents,	 asked	 her
continually,	“Mamma,	where	is	my	papa?”
He	gave	her	no	rest,	and	at	last	she	went	to	Adolfo	and	asked	him	what	he	would
do	for	their	child.
He	laughed	at	her,	and	said,	“Nothing.	That	folly	is	all	over.	Begone!”
Then,	 in	 a	 wild	 passion	 of	 rage	 at	 seeing	 her	 child	 so	 despised,	 she	 stabbed
Adolfo	to	the	heart,	and	escaped	unseen	and	undiscovered.



Then,	when	the	boy	asked	her	again,	“Mother	dear,	tell	me	where	may	my	father
be?”
She	replied:
	

“Darling	son,	your	sire	is	dead,
Lying	in	an	earthen	bed;
Dead	he	ever	will	remain,
By	my	dagger	he	was	slain.
Had	he	but	been	kind	to	you,
Living	still	he	yet	would	be;
Other	sorrows	I	forgave,
With	my	dirk	I	dug	his	grave.”
	

	



THE	PROCESSION	OF	VELLETRI

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

MARIA	GRAZIA	LIVED	 IN	A	CONVENT	of	 nuns	 at	Velletri,	 and	did	 their
errands	for	them.	One	night	one	of	the	nuns	who	was	ill	got	much	worse,	and	the
factor	 not	 being	 there,	 the	 Superior	 called	 up	 Maria	 Grazia	 and	 said	 to	 her,
”Maria	Grazia,	Sister	Maria	is	so	very	bad	that	I	must	get	you	to	go	and	call	the
provost	 to	 her.	 I’m	 sorry	 to	 send	you	out	 so	 late,	 but	 I	 fear	 she	won’t	 last	 till
morning.”
Maria	 Grazia	 couldn’t	 say	 no	 to	 such	 an	 errand,	 and	 off	 she	 set	 by	 a	 clear
moonlight	to	go	to	the	house	of	the	provost,	which	was	a	good	step	off	and	out
of	the	town.	All	went	well	till	Maria	Grazia	had	left	the	houses	behind	her,	but
she	was	no	sooner	in	the	open	country	than	she	saw	a	great	procession	of	white-
robed	 priests	 and	 acolytes	 bearing	 torches	 coming	 towards	 her,	 chanting
solemnly.	“What	a	fine	procession!”	thought	Maria	Grazia,	“I	must	hasten	on	to
see	it.	But	what	can	it	be	for	at	this	time	of	night?”
Still	she	never	doubted	it	was	a	real	procession	till	she	got	quite	close,	and	then,
to	 her	 surprise,	 the	 procession	 parted	 in	 two	 to	 let	 her	 go	 through	 the	 midst,
which	a	real	procession	would	never	have	done.
You	may	believe	that	she	was	frightened	as	she	passed	right	through	the	midst	of
those	beings	who	must	have	belonged	to	the	other	world.	She	was	dazed	by	the
unearthly	 light	of	 the	 flaring	 torches,	and	 it	 seemed	as	 if	 the	procession	would
last	for	ever,	but	it	did	come	to	an	end	at	last,	and	then	she	was	so	frightened	she
didn’t	know	what	to	do.	Her	legs	trembled	too	much	to	carry	her	on	further	from
home,	 and	 if	 she	 turned	 back	 there	 would	 be	 that	 dreadful	 procession	 again.
Curiosity	prompted	her	to	turn	her	head,	in	spite	of	her	fears,	and	what	gave	her
almost	more	alarm	than	seeing	the	procession	was	the	fact	that	it	was	no	longer
to	be	seen.	What	could	have	become	of	it	 in	the	midst	of	the	open	field?	Then
the	 fear	 of	 the	 good	 nun	 dying	 without	 the	 sacraments	 through	 her	 faint-
heartedness	 stirred	 her,	 but	 in	 vain	 she	 tried	 to	 pluck	 up	 courage.	 “Oh!”	 she
thought,	 “if	 there	 were	 only	 someone	 going	 the	 same	 road,	 then	 I	 shouldn’t
mind!”



She	had	hardly	formed	the	wish	when	she	saw	a	peasant	coming	along	over	the
very	spot	where	the	procession	had	passed	out	of	sight.	“Now	it’s	all	right,”	she
said,	for	by	the	light	of	 the	moon	he	seemed	a	very	respectable	steady-looking
peasant.
“What	did	you	 think	of	 that	procession,	good	man,”	 said	Maria	Grazia,	 “for	 it
must	have	passed	close	by	you,	too?”
The	peasant	continued	coming	towards	her,	but	said	nothing.
“Didn’t	it	frighten	you?	It	did	me,	and	I	don’t	think	I	could	have	moved	from	the
spot	if	you	hadn’t	come	up.	I’ve	got	to	go	to	the	provost’s	house,	to	fetch	him	to
a	dying	nun,	it’s	only	a	step	off	this	road,	will	you	mind	walking	with	me	till	I
get	there?”
The	peasant	continued	walking	towards	her,	but	answered	nothing.
“Maybe	you’re	 afraid	of	me,	 as	 I	was	of	 the	procession,	 so	you	don’t	 speak,”
continued	Maria	Grazia,	“but	I	am	not	a	spirit.	I	am	Maria	Grazia,	servant	in	the
convent	at	Velletri.”
But	still	the	peasant	said	nothing.
“What	a	very	odd	man!”	thought	Maria	Grazia.	“But	as	he	seems	to	be	going	my
way	he’ll	answer	 the	purpose	of	company	whether	he	speaks	or	not.”	And	she
walked	on	without	fear	till	she	came	to	the	provost’s	house,	the	peasant	always
keeping	beside	her	but	never	speaking.	Arrived	at	the	provost’s	gate	she	turned
round	 to	 salute	 and	 thank	 him,	 and	 he	 was	 nowhere	 to	 be	 seen.	 He	 too	 had
disappeared!	He	too	was	a	spirit!
When	the	archpriest	came	he	had	his	nephew	and	his	servant	to	go	with	him,	and
they	 carried	 torches	 of	 straw,	 for	 it	 seems	 in	 that	 part	 of	 the	 country	 they	 use
straw	torches,	so	she	went	back	in	good	company.
And	we	know	this	to	be	a	true	story	because	Maria	Grazia	told	us	that	herself.
	



CANNETELLA

Adapted	 from	an	 original	 taken	 from	Giambattista	Basile’s	 The	Pentamerone,
published	 in	 1634	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	Andrew	Lang’s	Grey	Fairy	 Book
published	in	1900.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	king	who	reigned	over	a	country	called
"Bello	Puojo."	He	was	very	rich	and	powerful,	and	had	everything	in	the	world
he	could	desire	except	a	child.	But	at	 last,	after	he	had	been	married	for	many
years,	 and	was	quite	 an	old	man,	 his	wife	Renzolla	 presented	him	with	 a	 fine
daughter,	whom	they	called	Cannetella.
She	grew	up	into	a	beautiful	girl,	and	was	as	tall	and	straight	as	a	young	fir-tree.
When	she	was	eighteen	years	old	her	father	called	her	to	him	and	said,	"You	are
of	an	age	now,	my	daughter,	 to	marry	and	settle	down;	but	as	I	 love	you	more
than	 anything	 else	 in	 the	 world,	 and	 desire	 nothing	 but	 your	 happiness,	 I	 am
determined	to	leave	the	choice	of	a	husband	to	yourself.	Choose	a	man	after	your
own	heart,	and	you	are	sure	 to	satisfy	me."	Cannetella	 thanked	her	 father	very
much	 for	 his	 kindness	 and	 consideration,	 but	 told	 him	 that	 she	 had	 not	 the
slightest	wish	to	marry,	and	was	quite	determined	to	remain	single.
The	king,	who	felt	himself	growing	old	and	feeble,	and	longed	to	see	an	heir	to
the	 throne	 before	 he	 died,	 was	 very	 unhappy	 at	 her	 words,	 and	 begged	 her
earnestly	not	to	disappoint	him.
When	Cannetella	saw	that	 the	king	had	set	his	heart	on	her	marriage,	she	said,
"Very	well,	dear	father,	I	will	marry	to	please	you,	for	I	do	not	wish	to	appear
ungrateful	 for	 all	 your	 love	 and	 kindness;	 but	 you	 must	 find	 me	 a	 husband
handsomer,	cleverer,	and	more	charming	than	anyone	else	in	the	world."
The	king	was	overjoyed	by	her	words,	and	from	early	in	the	morning	till	late	at
night	he	sat	at	the	window	and	looked	carefully	at	all	the	passers-by,	in	the	hopes
of	finding	a	son-in-law	among	them.
One	day,	seeing	a	very	good-looking	man	crossing	the	street,	the	king	called	his
daughter	and	said,	"Come	quickly,	dear	Cannetella,	and	 look	at	 this	man,	 for	 I
think	he	might	suit	you	as	a	husband."
They	 called	 the	 young	man	 into	 the	 palace,	 and	 set	 a	 sumptuous	 feast	 before



him,	with	every	sort	of	delicacy	you	can	imagine.	In	the	middle	of	the	meal	the
youth	let	an	almond	fall	out	of	his	mouth,	which,	however,	he	picked	up	again
very	quickly	and	hid	under	the	table-cloth.
When	the	feast	was	over	the	stranger	went	away,	and	the	king	asked	Cannetella,
"Well,	what	did	you	think	of	the	youth?"
"I	 think	he	was	a	clumsy	wretch,"	replied	Cannetella.	"Fancy	a	man	of	his	age
letting	an	almond	fall	out	of	his	mouth!"
When	 the	 king	heard	 her	 answer	 he	 returned	 to	 his	watch	 at	 the	window,	 and
shortly	 afterwards	 a	 very	 handsome	 young	man	 passed	 by.	 The	 king	 instantly
called	his	daughter	to	come	and	see	what	she	thought	of	the	new	comer.
"Call	him	in,"	said	Cannetella,	"that	we	may	see	him	close."
Another	splendid	feast	was	prepared,	and	when	the	stranger	had	eaten	and	drunk
as	much	as	he	was	able,	and	had	taken	his	departure,	the	king	asked	Cannetella
how	she	liked	him.
"Not	at	all,"	replied	his	daughter;	"what	could	you	do	with	a	man	who	requires	at
least	two	servants	to	help	him	on	with	his	cloak,	because	he	is	too	awkward	to
put	it	on	properly	himself?"
"If	that’s	all	you	have	against	him,"	said	the	king,	"I	see	how	the	land	lies.	You
are	determined	not	to	have	a	husband	at	all;	but	marry	someone	you	shall,	for	I
do	not	mean	my	name	and	house	to	die	out."
"Well,	then,	my	dear	parent,"	said	Cannetella,	"I	must	tell	you	at	once	that	you
had	better	not	count	upon	me,	for	I	never	mean	to	marry	unless	I	can	find	a	man
with	a	gold	head	and	gold	teeth."
The	king	was	very	angry	at	finding	his	daughter	so	obstinate;	but	as	he	always
gave	the	girl	her	own	way	in	everything,	he	issued	a	proclamation	to	the	effect
that	any	man	with	a	gold	head	and	gold	teeth	might	come	forward	and	claim	the
princess	as	his	bride,	and	the	kingdom	of	Bello	Puojo	as	a	wedding	gift.
Now	the	king	had	a	deadly	enemy	called	Scioravante,	who	was	a	very	powerful
magician.	No	sooner	had	this	man	heard	of	the	proclamation	than	he	summoned
his	attendant	spirits	and	commanded	them	to	gild	his	head	and	teeth.	The	spirits
said,	at	first,	that	the	task	was	beyond	their	powers,	and	suggested	that	a	pair	of
golden	horns	attached	 to	his	 forehead	would	both	be	easier	 to	make	and	more
comfortable	to	wear;	but	Scioravante	would	allow	no	compromise,	and	insisted
on	having	a	head	and	 teeth	made	of	 the	 finest	gold.	When	 it	was	 fixed	on	his
shoulders	he	went	for	a	stroll	in	front	of	the	palace.	And	the	king,	seeing	the	very
man	 he	was	 in	 search	 of,	 called	 his	 daughter,	 and	 said,	 "Just	 look	 out	 of	 the
window,	and	you	will	find	exactly	what	you	want."
Then,	as	Scioravante	was	hurrying	past,	the	king	shouted	out	to	him,	"Just	stop	a



minute,	brother,	and	don’t	be	in	such	desperate	haste.	If	you	will	step	in	here	you
shall	have	my	daughter	 for	 a	wife,	 and	 I	will	 send	attendants	with	her,	 and	as
many	horses	and	servants	as	you	wish."
"A	thousand	 thanks,"	 returned	Scioravante;	"I	shall	be	delighted	 to	marry	your
daughter,	but	it	is	quite	unnecessary	to	send	anyone	to	accompany	her.	Give	me
a	horse	and	I	will	carry	off	the	princess	in	front	of	my	saddle,	and	will	bring	her
to	my	own	kingdom,	where	there	is	no	lack	of	courtiers	or	servants,	or,	indeed,
of	anything	your	daughter	can	desire."
At	 first	 the	king	was	very	much	against	Cannetella’s	departing	 in	 this	 fashion;
but	finally	Scioravante	got	his	way,	and	placing	the	princess	before	him	on	his
horse,	he	set	out	for	his	own	country.
Towards	evening	he	dismounted,	and	entering	a	stable	he	placed	Cannetella	 in
the	same	stall	as	his	horse,	and	said	to	her,	"Now	listen	to	what	I	have	to	say.	I
am	going	 to	my	home	now,	and	 that	 is	a	 seven	years"	 journey	 from	here;	you
must	wait	for	me	in	this	stable,	and	never	move	from	the	spot,	or	let	yourself	be
seen	 by	 a	 living	 soul.	 If	 you	 disobey	my	 commands,	 it	 will	 be	 the	worse	 for
you."
The	princess	answered	meekly,	"Sir,	 I	am	your	servant,	and	will	do	exactly	as
you	bid	me;	but	I	should	like	to	know	what	I	am	to	live	on	till	you	come	back?"
"You	can	take	what	the	horses	leave,"	was	Scioravante’s	reply.
When	 the	 magician	 had	 left	 her	 Cannetella	 felt	 very	 miserable,	 and	 bitterly
cursed	the	day	she	was	born.	She	spent	all	her	time	weeping	and	bemoaning	the
cruel	 fate	 that	 had	 driven	 her	 from	 a	 palace	 into	 a	 stable,	 from	 soft	 down
cushions	to	a	bed	of	straw,	and	from	the	dainties	of	her	father’s	table	to	the	food
that	the	horses	left.
She	led	this	wretched	life	for	a	few	months,	and	during	that	time	she	never	saw
who	fed	and	watered	the	horses,	for	it	was	all	done	by	invisible	hands.
One	day,	when	she	was	more	than	usually	unhappy,	she	perceived	a	little	crack
in	the	wall,	through	which	she	could	see	a	beautiful	garden,	with	all	manner	of
delicious	fruits	and	flowers	growing	in	it.	The	sight	and	smell	of	such	delicacies
were	 too	much	for	poor	Cannetella,	and	she	said	 to	herself,	"I	will	slip	quietly
out,	and	pick	a	few	oranges	and	grapes,	and	I	don’t	care	what	happens.	Who	is
there	 to	 tell	 my	 husband	 what	 I	 do?	 and	 even	 if	 he	 should	 hear	 of	 my
disobedience,	he	cannot	make	my	life	more	miserable	than	it	is	already."
So,	 she	 slipped	 out	 and	 refreshed	 her	 poor,	 starved	 body	 with	 the	 fruit	 she
plucked	in	the	garden.
But	a	short	 time	afterwards	her	husband	returned	unexpectedly,	and	one	of	 the
horses	 instantly	 told	 him	 that	 Cannetella	 had	 gone	 into	 the	 garden,	 in	 his
absence,	and	had	stolen	some	oranges	and	grapes.



Scioravante	was	furious	when	he	heard	 this,	and	seizing	a	huge	knife	from	his
pocket	he	threatened	to	kill	his	wife	for	her	disobedience.	But	Cannetella	threw
herself	at	his	 feet	and	 implored	him	to	spare	her	 life,	saying	 that	hunger	drove
even	 the	 wolf	 from	 the	 wood.	 At	 last	 she	 succeeded	 in	 so	 far	 softening	 her
husband’s	heart	 that	he	said,	 "I	will	 forgive	you	 this	 time,	and	spare	your	 life;
but	if	you	disobey	me	again,	and	I	hear,	on	my	return,	that	you	have	as	much	as
moved	out	of	the	stall,	I	will	certainly	kill	you.	So,	beware;	for	I	am	going	away
once	more,	and	shall	be	absent	for	seven	years."
With	 these	 words	 he	 took	 his	 departure,	 and	 Cannetella	 burst	 into	 a	 flood	 of
tears,	and,	wringing	her	hands,	she	moaned,	"Why	was	I	ever	born	to	such	a	hard
fate?	Oh!	 father,	how	miserable	you	have	made	your	poor	daughter!	But,	why
should	I	blame	my	father?	for	I	have	only	myself	to	thank	for	all	my	sufferings.	I
got	the	cursed	head	of	gold,	and	it	has	brought	all	this	misery	on	me.	I	am	indeed
punished	for	not	doing	as	my	father	wished!"
When	a	year	had	gone	by,	it	chanced,	one	day,	that	the	king’s	cooper	passed	the
stables	where	Cannetella	was	kept	prisoner.	She	recognised	the	man,	and	called
him	to	come	in.	At	first	he	did	not	know	the	poor	princess,	and	could	not	make
out	who	it	was	that	called	him	by	name.	But	when	he	heard	Cannetella’s	tale	of
woe,	he	hid	her	 in	a	big	empty	barrel	he	had	with	him,	partly	because	he	was
sorry	 for	 the	 poor	 girl,	 and,	 even	more,	 because	 he	wished	 to	 gain	 the	 king’s
favour.	Then	he	slung	the	barrel	on	a	mule’s	back,	and	in	this	way	the	princess
was	carried	 to	her	own	home.	They	arrived	at	 the	palace	about	four	o’clock	 in
the	morning,	and	the	cooper	knocked	loudly	at	the	door.	When	the	servants	came
in	haste	and	saw	only	the	cooper	standing	at	the	gate,	they	were	very	indignant,
and	scolded	him	soundly	for	coming	at	such	an	hour	and	waking	them	all	out	of
their	sleep.
The	king	hearing	 the	noise	 and	 the	 cause	of	 it,	 sent	 for	 the	 cooper,	 for	he	 felt
certain	the	man	must	have	some	important	business,	to	have	come	and	disturbed
the	whole	palace	at	such	an	early	hour.
The	cooper	asked	permission	to	unload	his	mule,	and	Cannetella	crept	out	of	the
barrel.	At	first	the	king	refused	to	believe	that	it	was	really	his	daughter,	for	she
had	changed	so	 terribly	 in	a	few	years,	and	had	grown	so	thin	and	pale,	 that	 it
was	pitiful	to	see	her.	At	last	the	princess	showed	her	father	a	mole	she	had	on
her	 right	 arm,	 and	 then	 he	 saw	 that	 the	 poor	 girl	 was	 indeed	 his	 long-lost
Cannetella.	He	kissed	her	a	thousand	times,	and	instantly	had	the	choicest	food
and	drink	set	before	her.
After	 she	 had	 satisfied	 her	 hunger,	 the	 king	 said	 to	 her,	 "Who	 would	 have
thought,	my	dear	daughter,	to	have	found	you	in	such	a	state?	What,	may	I	ask,
has	brought	you	to	this	pass?"
Cannetella	 replied,	 "That	wicked	man	with	 the	gold	head	and	 teeth	 treated	me



worse	than	a	dog,	and	many	a	time,	since	I	left	you,	have	I	longed	to	die.	But	I
couldn’t	 tell	you	all	 that	I	have	suffered,	for	you	would	never	believe	me.	It	 is
enough	 that	 I	am	once	more	with	you,	and	I	shall	never	 leave	you	again,	 for	 I
would	rather	be	a	slave	in	your	house	than	queen	in	any	other."
In	 the	meantime	Scioravante	had	returned	 to	 the	stables,	and	one	of	 the	horses
told	him	that	Cannetella	had	been	taken	away	by	a	cooper	in	a	barrel.
When	 the	 wicked	 magician	 heard	 this	 he	 was	 beside	 himself	 with	 rage,	 and,
hastening	to	the	kingdom	of	Bello	Puojo,	he	went	straight	to	an	old	woman	who
lived	exactly	opposite	 the	royal	palace,	and	said	 to	her,	"If	you	will	 let	me	see
the	king’s	daughter,	I	will	give	you	whatever	reward	you	like	to	ask	for."
The	woman	demanded	a	hundred	ducats	of	gold,	and	Scioravante	counted	them
out	of	his	purse	and	gave	 them	to	her	without	a	murmur.	Then	 the	old	woman
led	him	to	the	roof	of	the	house,	where	he	could	see	Cannetella	combing	out	her
long	hair	in	a	room	in	the	top	story	of	the	palace.
The	 princess	 happened	 to	 look	 out	 of	 the	 window,	 and	 when	 she	 saw	 her
husband	gazing	at	her,	she	got	such	a	fright	that	she	flew	downstairs	to	the	king,
and	said,	"My	 lord	and	father,	unless	you	shut	me	up	 instantly	 in	a	 room	with
seven	iron	doors,	I	am	lost."
"If	 that’s	all,"	said	the	king,	"it	shall	be	done	at	once."	And	he	gave	orders	for
the	doors	to	be	closed	on	the	spot.
When	Scioravante	saw	this	he	returned	to	the	old	woman,	and	said,	"I	will	give
you	whatever	you	 like	 if	you	will	go	 into	 the	palace,	hide	under	 the	princess’s
bed,	and	slip	this	little	piece	of	paper	beneath	her	pillow,	saying,	as	you	do	so,
“May	everyone	in	the	palace,	except	the	princess,	fall	into	a	sound	sleep.”"
The	old	woman	demanded	another	hundred	golden	ducats,	and	then	proceeded	to
carry	out	 the	magician’s	wishes.	No	sooner	had	she	slipped	 the	piece	of	paper
under	Cannetella’s	pillow,	than	all	the	people	in	the	palace	fell	fast	asleep,	and
only	the	princess	remained	awake.
Then	 Scioravante	 hurried	 to	 the	 seven	 doors	 and	 opened	 them	 one	 after	 the
other.	Cannetella	 screamed	with	 terror	when	 she	 saw	her	 husband,	 but	 no	one
came	 to	her	help,	 for	 all	 in	 the	palace	 lay	 as	 if	 they	were	dead.	The	magician
seized	her	in	the	bed	on	which	she	lay,	and	was	going	to	carry	her	off	with	him,
when	the	little	piece	of	paper	which	the	old	woman	had	placed	under	her	pillow
fell	on	the	floor.
In	 an	 instant	 all	 the	people	 in	 the	palace	woke	up,	 and	 as	Cannetella	was	 still
screaming	for	help,	they	rushed	to	her	rescue.	They	seized	Scioravante	and	put
him	to	death;	so	he	was	caught	in	the	trap	which	he	had	laid	for	the	princess	-
and,	as	is	so	often	the	case	in	this	world,	the	biter	himself	was	bit.



	



THE	MUNIFICENCE	OF	PRINCE	BORGHESE

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

LIBERALITY	IS	A	DISTINGUISHING	characteristic	of	the	Borghese	family.	It
was	always	a	matter	of	some	competition	to	see	who	should	get	taken	into	their
service,	 and	 no	 one	who	was	 once	 placed	 there	 ever	 let	 himself	 be	 sent	 away
again,	it	was	too	good	a	thing	to	lose.
There	was	only	the	one	man-servant,	however,	who	once	gave	the	Prince,	I	think
it	was	the	father	of	this	one,	an	insolent	answer,	and	he	turned	him	off,	and	no
one	would	 take	 that	man.	Wherever	he	applied,	when	 they	asked	him,	“Where
have	you	lived?”	and	he	answered,	“In	casa	Borghese,”,	then	everyone	sent	him
packing.
They	answered,	“Oh,	if	you	couldn’t	live	with	Borghese,	I’m	sure	I’ve	nothing
better	to	offer	you!”	and	the	door	was	shut	in	his	face.	It	wasn’t	in	one	place	or
two,	but	everywhere,	Borghese’s	character	is	so	well-known	in	Rome.
As	the	man-servant	couldn’t	get	a	place,	he	was	reduced	to	near	starvation,	and
he	had	a	wife	and	six	children,	all	with	nothing	to	eat.	Every	article	of	furniture
went	to	the	Monte	di	Pietà,	and	almost	every	article	of	clothing,	and	yet	hunger
stared	them	in	the	face.
Then	the	man	got	desperate,	and	he	went	out	one	night	and	waited	for	Borghese
in	a	lonely	street	in	the	dark,	with	a	knife	in	his	hand,	and	said,	“Your	purse!”
Borghese	thought	he	had	a	gang	behind	him,	round	the	corner,	and	handed	him
his	purse.	But	the	man	only	took	out	three	coins	and	gave	it	back,	and	he	looked
so	thin	and	haggard	that	Borghese	could	not	but	notice	it,	dark	as	it	was,	though
he	had	forgotten	his	face.
“That	is	not	a	thief,	he	is	some	poor	fellow	who	wants	relief,”	said	Borghese	to
his	servant.	“Go	after	him	and	see	what	he	does,	but	take	care	not	to	be	seen,”
and	he	walked	home	alone.	In	less	than	half	an	hour	the	servant	came	back.	He
had	seen	him	spend	 the	 three	coins	on	 food,	had	 seen	him	 take	 it	home	 to	his
family,	had	seen	them	scarcely	covered	with	rags,	had	seen	the	room	denuded	of
furniture,	 had	 heard	 the	 man	 say,	 as	 he	 put	 the	 food	 on	 the	 table,	 “Here	 is



wherewith	to	keep	you	alive	another	day,	and	tomorrow	I	die	in	sin,	for	I	had	to
steal	it.”
Then	Borghese	called	up	the	steward,	his	Maestro	di	Casa,	and	told	him	to	go	to
the	house	and	find	out	who	the	man	was,	and	leave	them	what	was	wanted	for
the	night.
The	steward	did	as	he	was	told,	and	left	a	scudo	that	the	man	might	get	a	supper
without	eating	stolen	food,	but	without	saying	who	sent	him,	for	he	had	learnt	by
his	inquiries	that	this	man	was	the	servant	whom	Borghese	had	sent	away.
The	 next	 day	 Borghese	 sent	 and	 clothed	 all	 the	 family,	 furnished	 their	 place
again	 for	 them,	 put	 the	 children	 to	 schools,	 and	 gave	 the	 parents	 ten	 scudi	 a
month.	He	wouldn’t	take	the	man	back,	having	once	had	to	send	him	away,	for
that	was	his	rule,	but	he	gave	him	a	pension	for	the	rest	of	his	life.
	



CATHERINE	AND	HER	DESTINY

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Laura	 Gonzenbach’s	 Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Pink
Fairy	Book	published	in	1897.
	

	

LONG	AGO	THERE	LIVED	A	RICH	merchant	who,	besides	possessing	more
treasures	 than	 any	king	 in	 the	world,	 had	 in	his	 great	 hall	 three	 chairs,	 one	of
silver,	one	of	gold,	and	one	of	diamonds.	But	his	greatest	treasure	of	all	was	his
only	daughter,	who	was	called	Catherine.
One	 day	Catherine	was	 sitting	 in	 her	 own	 room	when	 suddenly	 the	 door	 flew
open,	and	in	came	a	tall	and	beautiful	woman	holding	in	her	hands	a	little	wheel.
"Catherine,"	 she	 said,	 going	 up	 to	 the	 girl,	 "which	 would	 you	 rather	 have-a
happy	youth	or	a	happy	old	age?"
Catherine	was	so	taken	by	surprise	that	she	did	not	know	what	to	answer,	and	the
lady	 repeated	 again,	 "Which	would	you	 rather	have-a	happy	youth	or	 a	happy
old	age?"
Then	Catherine	thought	to	herself,	"If	I	say	a	happy	youth,	then	I	shall	have	to
suffer	all	the	rest	of	my	life.	No,	I	would	bear	trouble	now,	and	have	something
better	to	look	forward	to."	So,	she	looked	up	and	replied,	"Give	me	a	happy	old
age."
"So,	be	it,"	said	the	lady,	and	turned	her	wheel	as	she	spoke,	vanishing	the	next
moment	as	suddenly	as	she	had	come.
Now	this	beautiful	lady	was	the	Destiny	of	poor	Catherine.
Only	a	few	days	after	this	the	merchant	heard	the	news	that	all	his	finest	ships,
laden	with	the	richest	merchandise,	had	been	sunk	in	a	storm,	and	he	was	left	a
beggar.	The	shock	was	too	much	for	him.	He	took	to	his	bed,	and	in	a	short	time
he	was	dead	of	his	disappointment.
So,	poor	Catherine	was	left	alone	in	the	world	without	a	penny	or	a	creature	to
help	her.	But	she	was	a	brave	girl	and	full	of	spirit,	and	soon	made	up	her	mind
that	 the	 best	 thing	 she	 could	 do	was	 to	 go	 to	 the	 nearest	 town	 and	 become	 a
servant.	She	lost	no	time	in	getting	herself	ready,	and	did	not	take	long	over	her



journey;	and	as	she	was	passing	down	the	chief	street	of	the	town	a	noble	lady
saw	her	out	of	the	window,	and,	struck	by	her	sad	face,	said	to	her,	"Where	are
you	going	all	alone,	my	pretty	girl?"
"Ah,	my	lady,	I	am	very	poor,	and	must	go	to	service	to	earn	my	bread."
"I	will	take	you	into	my	service,"	said	she;	and	Catherine	served	her	well.
Sometime	after	her	mistress	said	to	Catherine,	"I	am	obliged	to	go	out	for	a	long
while,	and	must	lock	the	house	door,	so	that	no	thieves	shall	get	in."
So,	she	went	away,	and	Catherine	 took	her	work	and	sat	down	at	 the	window.
Suddenly	the	door	burst	open,	and	in	came	her	Destiny.
"Oh!	so	here	you	are,	Catherine!	Did	you	really	think	I	was	going	to	leave	you	in
peace?"	 And	 as	 she	 spoke	 she	 walked	 to	 the	 linen	 press	 where	 Catherine’s
mistress	 kept	 all	 her	 finest	 sheets	 and	 underclothes,	 tore	 everything	 in	 pieces,
and	flung	them	on	the	floor.	Poor	Catherine	wrung	her	hands	and	wept,	for	she
thought	 to	 herself,	 "When	my	 lady	 comes	 back	 and	 sees	 all	 this	 ruin	 she	will
think	 it	 is	 my	 fault,"	 and	 starting	 up,	 she	 fled	 through	 the	 open	 door.	 Then
Destiny	took	all	the	pieces	and	made	them	whole	again,	and	put	them	back	in	the
press,	and	when	everything	was	tidy	she	too	left	the	house.
When	 the	 mistress	 reached	 home	 she	 called	 Catherine,	 but	 no	 Catherine	 was
there.	"Can	she	have	robbed	me?"	thought	the	old	lady,	and	looked	hastily	round
the	house;	but	nothing	was	missing.	She	wondered	why	Catherine	should	have
disappeared	like	this,	but	she	heard	no	more	of	her,	and	in	a	few	days	she	filled
her	place.
Meanwhile	 Catherine	wandered	 on	 and	 on,	without	 knowing	 very	well	where
she	was	going,	till	at	last	she	came	to	another	town.	Just	as	before,	a	noble	lady
happened	to	see	her	passing	her	window,	and	called	out	to	her,	"Where	are	you
going	all	alone,	my	pretty	girl?"
And	Catherine	answered,	"Ah,	my	lady,	I	am	very	poor,	and	must	go	to	service
to	earn	my	bread."
"I	will	 take	you	into	my	service,"	said	the	lady;	and	Catherine	served	her	well,
and	hoped	she	might	now	be	left	in	peace.	But,	exactly	as	before,	one	day	that
Catherine	was	left	 in	the	house	alone	her	Destiny	came	again	and	spoke	to	her
with	 hard	 words,	 "What!	 are	 you	 here	 now?"	 And	 in	 a	 passion	 she	 tore	 up
everything	she	saw,	till	in	sheer	misery	poor	Catherine	rushed	out	of	the	house.
And	so	it	befell	for	seven	years,	and	directly	Catherine	found	a	fresh	place	her
Destiny	came	and	forced	her	to	leave	it.
After	seven	years,	however,	Destiny	seemed	to	get	tired	of	persecuting	her,	and	a
time	of	peace	set	in	for	Catherine.	When	she	had	been	chased	away	from	her	last
house	by	Destiny’s	wicked	pranks	she	had	taken	service	with	another	lady,	who
told	 her	 that	 it	 would	 be	 part	 of	 her	 daily	 work	 to	 walk	 to	 a	 mountain	 that



overshadowed	 the	 town,	 and,	 climbing	 up	 to	 the	 top,	 she	 was	 to	 lay	 on	 the
ground	 some	 loaves	 of	 freshly	 baked	 bread,	 and	 cry	 with	 a	 loud	 voice,	 "O
Destiny,	my	mistress,"	 three	 times.	 Then	 her	 lady’s	 Destiny	would	 come	 and
take	away	the	offering.	"That	will	I	gladly	do,"	said	Catherine.
So,	the	years	went	by,	and	Catherine	was	still	there,	and	every	day	she	climbed
the	mountain	with	her	basket	of	bread	on	her	arm.	She	was	happier	than	she	had
been,	but	sometimes,	when	no	one	saw	her,	she	would	weep	as	she	thought	over
her	old	life,	and	how	different	it	was	to	the	one	she	was	now	leading.	One	day
her	 lady	 saw	 her,	 and	 said,	 "Catherine,	 what	 is	 it?	 Why	 are	 you	 always
weeping?"	And	then	Catherine	told	her	story.
"I	have	got	an	idea,"	exclaimed	the	lady.	"To-morrow,	when	you	take	the	bread
to	the	mountain,	you	shall	pray	my	Destiny	to	speak	to	yours,	and	entreat	her	to
leave	you	in	peace.	Perhaps	something	may	come	of	it!"
At	 these	words	Catherine	dried	her	eyes,	and	next	morning,	when	she	climbed
the	mountain,	she	told	all	she	had	suffered,	and	cried,	"O	Destiny,	my	mistress,
pray,	I	entreat	you,	of	my	Destiny	that	she	may	leave	me	in	peace."
And	 Destiny	 answered,	 "Oh,	 my	 poor	 girl,	 know	 you	 not	 your	 Destiny	 lies
buried	 under	 seven	 coverlids,	 and	 can	 hear	 nothing?	 But	 if	 you	 will	 come
tomorrow	I	will	bring	her	with	me."
And	after	Catherine	had	gone	her	way	her	lady’s	Destiny	went	to	find	her	sister,
and	said	to	her,	"Dear	sister,	has	not	Catherine	suffered	enough?	It	is	surely	time
for	her	good	days	to	begin?"
And	the	sister	answered,	"To-morrow	you	shall	bring	her	to	me,	and	I	will	give
her	something	that	may	help	her	out	of	her	need."
The	next	morning	Catherine	set	out	earlier	than	usual	for	the	mountain,	and	her
lady’s	Destiny	took	the	girl	by	the	hand	and	led	her	to	her	sister,	who	lay	under
the	seven	coverlids.	And	her	Destiny	held	out	to	Catherine	a	ball	of	silk,	saying,
"Keep	this—it	may	be	useful	some	day;"	then	pulled	the	coverings	over	her	head
again.
But	 Catherine	 walked	 sadly	 down	 the	 hill,	 and	 went	 straight	 to	 her	 lady	 and
showed	her	the	silken	ball,	which	was	the	end	of	all	her	high	hopes.
"What	shall	I	do	with	it?"	she	asked.	"It	is	not	worth	sixpence,	and	it	is	no	good
to	me!"
"Take	care	of	it,"	replied	her	mistress.	"Who	can	tell	how	useful	it	may	be?"
A	 little	while	 after	 this	grand	preparations	were	made	 for	 the	king’s	marriage,
and	all	the	tailors	in	the	town	were	busy	embroidering	fine	clothes.	The	wedding
garment	was	so	beautiful	nothing	like	it	had	ever	been	seen	before,	but	when	it
was	almost	 finished	 the	 tailor	 found	 that	he	had	no	more	 silk.	The	colour	was



very	rare,	and	none	could	be	found	like	it,	and	the	king	made	a	proclamation	that
if	 anyone	 happened	 to	 possess	 any	 they	 should	 bring	 it	 to	 the	 court,	 and	 he
would	give	them	a	large	sum.
"Catherine!"	 exclaimed	 the	 lady,	 who	 had	 been	 to	 the	 tailors	 and	 seen	 the
wedding	garment,	 "your	ball	 of	 silk	 is	 exactly	 the	 right	 colour.	Bring	 it	 to	 the
king,	and	you	can	ask	what	you	like	for	it."
Then	Catherine	put	on	her	best	clothes	and	went	to	the	court,	and	looked	more
beautiful	than	any	woman	there.
"May	it	please	your	majesty,"	she	said,	"I	have	brought	you	a	ball	of	silk	of	the
colour	you	asked	for,	as	no	one	else	has	any	in	the	town."
"Your	majesty,"	asked	one	of	the	courtiers,	"shall	I	give	the	maiden	its	weight	in
gold?"
The	king	agreed,	and	a	pair	of	scales	were	brought;	and	a	handful	of	gold	was
placed	in	one	scale	and	the	silken	ball	in	the	other.	But	lo!	let	the	king	lay	in	the
scales	as	many	gold	pieces	as	he	would,	the	silk	was	always	heavier	still.	Then
the	king	took	some	larger	scales,	and	heaped	up	all	his	treasures	on	one	side,	but
the	silk	on	the	other	outweighed	them	all.	At	 last	 there	was	only	one	thing	left
that	had	not	been	put	in,	and	that	was	his	golden	crown.	And	he	took	it	from	his
head	and	set	it	on	top	of	all,	and	at	last	the	scale	moved	and	the	ball	had	founds
its	balance.
"Where	got	you	this	silk?"	asked	the	king.
"It	was	given	me,	royal	majesty,	by	my	mistress,"	replied	Catherine.
"That	is	not	true,"	said	the	king,	"and	if	you	do	not	tell	me	the	truth	I	will	have
your	head	cut	off	this	instant."
So,	Catherine	told	him	the	whole	story,	and	how	she	had	once	been	as	rich	as	he.
Now	there	lived	at	the	court	a	wise	woman,	and	she	said	to	Catherine,	"You	have
suffered	much,	my	poor	girl,	but	at	length	your	luck	has	turned,	and	I	know	by
the	weighing	of	the	scales	through	the	crown	that	you	will	die	a	queen."
"So,	 she	 shall,"	 cried	 the	 king,	who	 overheard	 these	words;	 "she	 shall	 die	my
queen,	for	she	is	more	beautiful	than	all	the	ladies	of	the	court,	and	I	will	marry
no	one	else."
And	so	it	fell	out.	The	king	sent	back	the	bride	he	had	promised	to	wed	to	her
own	country,	 and	 the	 same	Catherine	was	queen	 at	 the	marriage	 feast	 instead,
and	lived	happy	and	contented	to	the	end	of	her	life.
	



THE	BEAUTIFUL	ENGLISHWOMAN

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	 BEAUTIFUL	 ENGLISHWOMAN	 IN	 Rome	 once,	 beautiful
and	 rich	as	 the	 sun.	Heads	without	number	were	 turned	by	her,	but	 she	would
have	nothing	to	say	to	anyone	who	wanted	to	marry	her.	Some	defect	she	found
in	all.	She	was	very	accomplished,	as	well	as	rich	and	beautiful,	and	she	drew	a
picture,	and	said	“When	one	comes	who	is	like	this	I	will	marry	him,	but	no	one
else.”
Sometime	after	a	friend	came	to	her,	and	said,	“There	 is	a	man	who	is	exactly
like	the	portrait	you	have	drawn,	and	he	is	dying	to	see	you.”
“Is	he	really	like	it?”	she	inquired.
“To	me	he	seems	exactly	like	it,	and	I	don’t	see	he	has	any	defect	at	all,	except
that	he	has	one	tooth	a	little	green.”
“Then	I	won’t	have	anything	to	say	to	him.”
“But,	if	he	is	exactly	like	the	portrait	you	have	drawn?”
“He	can’t	be,	or	he	wouldn’t	have	any	defect.”
“But	he	is	exactly	like	it,	and	so	you	must	see	him,	if	it’s	only	for	curiosity.”
“Well,	 for	curiosity,	 then,	 I’ll	 see	him,	but	don’t	 let	him	build	any	hopes	upon
it.”
The	 friend	 arranged	 that	 they	 should	meet	 at	 a	 ball,	 and	 the	 one	was	 as	 well
pleased	 as	 the	 other,	 but	 not	 wishing	 to	 seem	 to	 yield	 too	 soon,	 the
Englishwoman	said,	“Do	you	know,	I	don’t	like	that	green	tooth	you’ve	got.”
And	he,	not	to	appear	too	easy	either,	answered,	“And,	do	you	know,	I	don’t	like
that	patch	you	have	on	your	face.”
The	next	 time	they	met,	neither	he	had	a	green	tooth,	nor	had	she	a	patch,	for,
you	know,	a	patch	can	be	put	on	and	taken	off	at	pleasure,	and	this	happened	a
long,	long	while	ago,	in	the	days	when	they	wore	such	things.



She	then	said,	“If	you’ve	put	in	a	false	tooth	I’ll	have	nothing	to	say	to	you.”
“No,”	answered	he,	“you	have	taken	off	your	patch,	and	I’ve	taken	off	my	green
tooth.”
“How	could	you	do	that?”	she	asked.
“Oh!	 it	was	only	 a	 leaf	 I	 put	on	 to	 see	 if	 you	were	 really	 as	particular	 as	you
seemed	to	be.”
As	they	were	desperately	in	love	with	each	other,	the	next	thing	was	to	arrange
the	 marriage	 secretly.	 His	 father	 had	 a	 great	 title,	 and	 would	 never	 have
consented	to	his	marrying	her,	because	she	had	none.	But	she	had	money	enough
for	both,	so	they	contrived	a	secret	marriage.	And	then	they	bought	a	villa	some
way	off,	and	lived	there.
For	 thirteen	years	 they	 lived	devoted	 to	 each	other,	 and	 full	 of	 happiness,	 and
two	children	were	born	to	them,	a	boy	and	a	girl.	It	was	only	after	thirteen	years
that	 the	 father	discovered	where	 the	 son	was,	 and	when	he	did,	he	 sent	 for	 an
assassin,	and	giving	him	plenty	of	money,	told	him	to	go	and	by	some	device	or
other	to	bring	him	to	him	and	get	through	the	affair.	The	assassin	took	a	carriage
and	 dressed	 like	 a	man	 of	 some	 importance,	 and	 said	 that	 some	 chief	man	 or
other	 in	 the	 Government	 had	 sent	 for	 him	 to	 speak	 to	 him.	 The	 husband
suspected	nothing,	and	went	with	him.	As	 it	was	night	he	could	not	see	which
way	they	drove,	and	thus	the	assassin	delivered	the	son	to	his	father,	who	kept
him	shut	up	in	his	palace.
The	assassin	went	back	to	the	villa,	and	by	giving	each	of	the	servants	fifty	scudi
apiece,	got	access	 to	 the	wife,	and	murdered	her,	and	then	took	the	children	to
the	grandfather’s	palace.
“Papa,	that	man	killed	mama,”	said	the	little	boy,	as	soon	as	he	saw	his	father.
The	husband	seized	the	man,	and	made	him	confess	it.
“Then	now	you	must	kill	him	who	hired	you	 to	do	 it,”	he	exclaimed.	“As	you
have	done	the	one,	you	must	do	the	other.	He	who	ordered	my	wife	to	be	killed
is	no	father	to	me.”
So,	the	assassin	went	in	and	killed	the	father,	but	when	he	came	out	the	husband
was	 ready	 for	 him,	 and	 he	 said,	 “Now	your	 turn	 has	 come,”	 and	 he	 shot	 him
dead.
	



CUPID	AND	PSYCHE

Adapted	 from	 the	 original	 story	 in	 Metamorphoses	 by	 Lucius	 Apuleius
Madaurensis,	 published	 during	 the	 2nd	 century	 AD	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from
Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book	published	in	1905.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	 king	who	 had	 three	 daughters.	The
two	elder	girls	were	very	fair,	and	many	were	their	suitors,	but	the	youngest	was
so	beautiful	that	it	was	whispered	in	the	city	that	the	goddess	Aphrodite	was	not
her	equal	in	loveliness,	and	as	she	walked	through	the	streets	men	touched	their
foreheads,	and	bowed	low	to	the	ground,	as	if	Aphrodite	herself	had	passed	by.
Now	it	was	not	long	since	the	shepherd	Paris	had	given	the	goddess	the	golden
apple,	in	token	that	neither	on	the	earth	nor	even	on	Olympus	was	a	woman	to	be
found	as	fair	as	she.	And	when	she	heard	of	the	honours	paid	to	Psyche,	she	rose
up	in	her	wrath	and	sent	a	winged	messenger	for	Cupid,	her	son.
"Come	with	me,"	she	said,	when	Cupid	appeared	before	her,	"I	have	somewhat
to	show	you";	and	without	further	speech	the	two	flew	through	the	air	together,
till	they	reached	the	palace	where	Psyche	was	sleeping.
"That	 is	 the	 maiden	 to	 whom	 men	 pay	 the	 homage	 due	 to	 me	 alone,"	 she
whispered,	while	her	grey	eyes	darted	gleams	like	fire.	"I	have	brought	you	here
that	you	may	avenge	me	by	pricking	her	with	 an	 arrow	 that	will	 fill	 her	heart
with	love	for	one	of	the	basest	of	mortals.	And	now	I	must	depart	in	haste,	for
Oceanos	awaits	me."
Aphrodite	vanished,	but	Cupid	remained	where	he	was,	gazing	on	the	sleeping
maiden	and	confessing	 in	his	heart	 that	 those	who	paid	her	 the	honours	due	 to
his	mother	were	not	much	to	blame.
"Never	will	 I	 do	 you	 such	wrong,"	 he	murmured,	 "as	 to	mate	 you	with	 some
base	wretch,	who	has	no	thought	beyond	the	wine-cup.	From	me	and	my	darts
you	are	safe.	But	am	I	safe	from	yours?"	Then,	fearing	to	stay	any	longer,	 lest
his	mother	 should	wax	wroth	with	 him,	 he	 also	 took	 his	way	 to	 the	 palace	 of
Oceanos.
If	 Aphrodite	 had	 not	 been	 a	 goddess,	 and	 had	 known	 a	 little	 more	 about	 the



hearts	of	men,	she	might	not	have	envied	Psyche	so	bitterly;	for,	though	all	men
bowed	down	before	her	and	worshipped	her	beauty,	each	felt	that	she	was	too	far
above	 him	 to	 woo	 for	 his	 bride.	 So,	 that,	 while	 her	 sisters	 had	 homes	 and
children	 of	 their	 own,	 Psyche	 remained	 unasked	 and	 unsought	 in	 her	 father’s
palace.
At	length	the	king	grew	frightened	as	months	and	years	slipped	by,	and	Psyche
was	past	the	age	when	Greek	maidens	left	the	hearth	where	they	had	grown	into
girlhood.	 He	 summoned	 some	wise	men	 to	 give	 him	 counsel,	 but	 they	 shook
their	heads,	and	bade	him	consult	the	oracle	of	his	fathers.	It	was	a	three	days"
journey	to	his	shrine,	and	then	no	man	knew	when	the	oracle	would	speak,	so	the
king	 took	 with	 him	 sheep	 and	 oxen,	 and	 skins	 of	 wine	 for	 himself	 and	 his
followers.
Ten	 days	 later	 he	 returned	 to	 the	 city	 with	 bowed	 head	 and	 white	 face.	 The
queen,	with	 anxious	 heart,	 had	 been	watching	 his	 arrival	 from	 the	 roof	 of	 the
palace,	and	awaited	him	at	the	door	of	the	women’s	apartments.
"What	has	happened?"	she	said,	as	she	greeted	him;	but	he	drew	her	on	one	side,
where	none	might	hear	them.
"The	 oracle	 has	 spoken,"	 answered	 he,	 "and	 decrees	 that	 Psyche	 shall	 be	 left
upon	a	barren	rock	till	a	hideous	monster	shall	come	and	devour	her.	And	it	 is
for	this	that	men	have	paid	her	honours	which	were	the	portion	only	of	the	gods!
Far	 better	 had	 she	 been	 born	 with	 the	 hair	 of	 Medusa	 and	 the	 hump	 of
Hephæstos."
At	 these	 dreadful	 tidings	 the	 queen	 and	 her	maidens	 broke	 into	weeping,	 and
when	 the	 news	 spread	 through	 the	 city	 no	 sounds	 but	 those	 of	 wailing	 were
heard.	Only	the	voice	of	Psyche	was	silent	among	them.	She	moved	about	as	one
that	was	sleeping,	and	indeed	she	felt	as	if	the	boat,	with	its	grim	ferryman,	had
already	 borne	 her	 across	 the	 Styx.	 So,	 the	 days	 passed	 on,	 and	 one	 evening	 a
white-clad	priest	arrived	from	the	shrine	to	bid	the	king	tarry	no	longer.
That	 night	 a	 sad	 procession	 left	 the	 gates	 of	 the	 city,	 and	 in	 the	 midst	 was
Psyche,	 clad	 in	 garments	 of	 black,	 and	 led	 by	 her	 father,	 while	 her	 mother
followed	weeping	behind.	Singers	wailed	out	a	dirge,	which	was	scarcely	heard
above	the	sobs	of	the	mourners,	and	the	torches	burned	dimly	and	soon	went	out.
The	sun	was	rising	when	they	reached	the	bare	rock	on	top	of	a	high	mountain
where	the	oracle	had	directed	that	Psyche	should	be	left	to	perish.	She	made	no
sign	when	her	 father	 and	mother	 took	her	 in	 their	 arms	 for	 the	 last	 time,	 and,
though	they	cried	bitterly,	she	never	shed	a	 tear.	What	was	 the	use?	It	was	 the
will	of	the	gods,	and	so	it	had	to	be!
Not	 daring	 to	 look	 back,	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 took	 their	 way	 home	 to	 their
desolate	 palace,	 and	 Psyche	 leaned	 against	 the	 rock	 trembling	 with	 fear	 lest



every	moment	 the	monster	 should	 appear	 in	 sight.	 She	was	 very	 tired,	 for	 the
road	to	the	mountain	had	been	long	and	stony,	and	she	was	likewise	exhausted
by	 her	 grief,	 so	 that	 slowly	 a	 deep	 sleep	 crept	 over	 her,	 and	 for	 a	 while	 her
sorrows	were	forgotten.
While	she	thus	slumbered,	Cupid,	unknown	to	herself,	had	been	watching	over
her,	and	at	his	bidding	Zephyr	approached	and	played	 round	her	garments	and
among	her	hair.	Then,	 lifting	her	gently	up,	he	carried	her	down	 the	mountain
side,	and	laid	her	upon	a	bed	of	lilies	in	the	valley.
While	she	slept,	pleasant	dreams	floated	 through	her	mind,	and	her	 terrors	and
grief	were	forgotten.	She	awoke	feeling	happy,	 though	she	could	not	have	told
why,	 for	 she	was	 in	 a	 strange	 place	 and	 alone.	 In	 the	 distance,	 through	 some
trees,	the	spray	of	a	fountain	glimmered	white,	and	she	rose	and	walked	slowly
towards	 it.	 By	 the	 fountain	 was	 a	 palace,	 finer	 by	 far	 than	 the	 one	 in	 which
Psyche	had	lived,	for	that	was	built	of	stone,	while	this	was	all	of	ivory	and	gold.
Vast	 it	was,	and	full	of	precious	 things,	as	Psyche	saw	for	herself	when,	 filled
with	wonder	mixed	with	a	little	fear,	she	stepped	across	the	threshold.
"This	 palace	 is	 as	 large	 as	 a	 city,"	 the	maiden	 said	 aloud,	 as	 she	 passed	 from
room	to	room	without	coming	to	an	end	of	the	marvels;	"but	how	strange	to	find
that	there	is	no	one	here	to	enjoy	these	treasures,	or	to	guard	them!"	She	started,
as	out	of	the	silence	a	voice	answered	her:
"The	palace	with	all	it	contains	is	yours,	lady.	Therefore,	bathe	yourself,	if	you
will,	or	 rest	your	 limbs	upon	silken	cushions,	 till	 the	 feast	 is	prepared,	and	we
your	handmaids	clothe	you	in	fine	raiment.	You	have	only	to	command,	and	we
obey	you."
By	 this	 time	 all	 fear	 had	 departed	 from	Psyche,	 and	with	 gladness	 she	 bathed
herself	and	slept.	When	she	opened	her	eyes	she	beheld	 in	 front	of	her	a	 table
covered	with	dishes	of	every	kind,	and	with	wines	of	purple	and	amber	hues.	As
before,	 she	could	see	no	one,	 though	she	heard	 the	sound	of	voices,	and	when
she	had	finished,	and	lay	back	on	her	cushions,	unseen	fingers	struck	a	lyre,	and
sang	the	songs	that	she	loved.
So,	the	hours	flew	by,	and	the	sun	was	sinking,	when	suddenly	a	veil	of	golden
tissue	was	 placed	 on	 her	 head,	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 a	 voice	 that	 she	 had	 not
heard	spoke	thus:
"Dip	your	hands	 in	 this	 sacred	water";	 and	Psyche	obeyed,	 and,	 as	her	 fingers
sank	into	the	basin	she	felt	a	light	touch,	as	if	other	fingers	were	there	also.
"Break	this	cake	and	eat	half,"	said	the	voice	again;	and	Psyche	did	so,	and	she
saw	that	the	rest	of	the	cake	vanished	bit	by	bit,	as	if	someone	else	were	eating	it
also.
"Now	you	are	my	wife,	Psyche,"	whispered	 the	voice	softly;	"but	 take	heed	 to



what	I	say,	if	you	would	not	bring	ruin	on	yourself,	and	cause	me	to	leave	you
for	ever.	Your	sisters,	I	well	know,	will	soon	seek	you	out,	for	 they	think	they
love	you,	 though	their	 love	 is	of	 the	kind	 that	quickly	 turns	 to	hate.	Even	now
they	are	with	your	parents	weeping	over	your	 fate,	 but	 a	 few	days	hence	 they
will	go	to	the	rock,	hoping	to	gather	tidings	of	your	last	moments.	It	may	chance
that	 at	 last	 they	 may	 wander	 to	 this	 enchanted	 place,	 but	 as	 you	 value	 your
happiness	and	your	life	do	not	answer	their	questions,	or	lift	your	eyes	towards
them."
Psyche	 promised	 she	would	 do	 her	 unseen	 husband’s	 bidding,	 and	 the	 weeks
slipped	 swiftly	 by,	 but	 one	 morning	 she	 felt	 suddenly	 lonely	 and	 broke	 into
wailing	that	she	might	never	look	on	her	sisters"	faces	again,	or	even	tell	them
that	she	was	alive.	All	the	long	bright	hours	she	sat	in	her	palace	weeping,	and
when	darkness	fell,	and	she	heard	her	husband’s	voice,	she	put	out	her	arms	and
drew	him	to	her.
"What	is	it?"	he	asked	gently,	and	she	felt	soft	fingers	stroking	her	hair.
Then	 Psyche	 poured	 out	 all	 her	 woe.	 How	 could	 she	 be	 happy,	 even	 in	 this
lovely	place,	when	her	sisters	were	grieving	for	her	loss?	If	she	might	only	see
them	once,	if	she	might	only	tell	them	that	she	was	safe,	then	she	would	ask	for
nothing	more.	If	not—why,	it	was	a	pity	the	monster	had	not	devoured	her.
There	was	 a	 silence	 after	Psyche	had	poured	 forth	her	 entreaties,	 and	 then	 the
bridegroom	 spoke,	 but	 his	 voice	 seemed	 somehow	 changed	 from	what	 it	 had
been	before.
"You	shall	do	as	you	wish,"	he	said,	"though	I	fear	that	ill	will	come	of	it.	Send
for	your	sisters	 if	you	please,	and	give	 them	anything	 that	 the	palace	contains.
But	once	again	 let	me	beseech	you	to	answer	nothing	to	 their	questions,	or	we
shall	be	parted	for	ever."
"Never,	never,	shall	that	be,"	cried	Psyche,	embracing	her	husband	with	delight.
And,	whoever	and	whatever	you	may	be,	I	would	not	give	you	up,	even	for	the
god	Cupid.	I	will	tell	them	nothing,	but	bid,	I	pray	you,	Zephyr,	your	servant,	to
carry	them	here	tomorrow,	as	he	carried	me."
Next	morning	Zephyr	found	the	two	sisters	seated	on	the	rock,	tearing	their	hair
and	 beating	 their	 breasts	 with	 sorrow.	 "Psyche!	 Psyche,"	 they	 cried,	 and	 the
mountains	 echoed	 "Psyche!	 Psyche,"	 but	 no	 other	 sound	 answered	 them.
Suddenly	 they	 felt	 themselves	gently	 lifted	 from	the	earth,	and	wafted	 through
the	air	to	the	door	of	the	palace,	where	stood	Psyche	herself.
"Psyche!	Psyche!"	they	cried	again,	but	this	time	with	joy	and	wonder,	and	for	a
while	they	forgot	everything	else	in	the	world.	Then	Psyche	bade	them	tell	her	of
her	father	and	mother,	and	how	the	days	had	passed	since	she	had	left	them,	and
she	pictured	 to	 herself	 their	 gladness	when	 they	heard	how	different	 had	been



her	fate	from	that	which	the	oracle	had	foretold.
After	 her	 sisters	 had	 made	 known	 to	 her	 everything	 they	 had	 to	 tell,	 Psyche
invited	them	to	see	the	palace,	and,	calling	to	the	voices,	ordered	them	to	prepare
baths	with	 sweet-smelling	 spices,	 and	 to	 set	 forth	a	banquet	 for	her	guests.	At
these	 tokens	 of	 riches	 and	 splendour,	 envy	 began	 to	 arise	 in	 their	 hearts,	 and
curiosity	also.	They	looked	at	each	other,	and	the	glances	of	their	eyes	promised
no	good	to	Psyche.
"But	where	is	your	husband?"	asked	the	eldest.	"Are	we	not	to	see	him	also?"
"Yes,"	said	the	other,	"you	have	not	even	told	us	what	he	is	like,	and	our	mother
will	assuredly	wish	to	know	that."
Their	questions	recalled	to	Psyche’s	mind	the	danger	against	which	she	had	been
warned,	and	she	answered	hastily:
"Oh,	he	 is	young	and	very	handsome—the	handsomest	man	 in	all	 the	world,	 I
think.	But	he	spends	much	of	his	time	in	hunting,	and	has	now	gone	far	into	the
mountains	 to	 chase	 the	 boar.	 It	 was	 thus	 that,	 feeling	myself	 lonely,	 I	 sent	 a
messenger	 for	 you.	 And	 now,	 come	 and	 choose	 what	 you	 will	 out	 of	 the
treasure-chamber,	for	the	hour	of	your	departure	draws	nigh!"
The	 sight	 of	 gold	 and	precious	 stones	heaped	up	 in	 the	 treasure-chamber	only
made	the	sisters	more	jealous	than	before;	but	their	jealousy	did	not	prevent	their
carrying	 off	 the	 most	 splendid	 necklaces	 they	 could	 find	 before	 Psyche
summoned	Zephyr	to	bear	them	unseen	back	to	their	own	homes.
"Why	has	Fortune	 treated	 her	 so	 differently	 from	us?"	 cried	 the	 eldest,	 before
they	were	out	of	sight	of	the	palace.	"Why	should	she	have	boundless	riches,	and
be	 married	 to	 a	 man	 who	 is	 young	 and	 handsome,	 and	 own	 slaves	 who	 fly
through	the	air	as	if	they	were	birds?	Far	indeed	are	the	days	when	she	sat	in	our
father’s	 house,	 and	 no	 suitor	 came	 to	 woo!	 But,	 though	 she	 was	 lonely	 and
forlorn	enough	in	the	city,	here	she	is	 treated	as	if	she	were	a	goddess,	while	I
am	linked	to	a	husband	whose	head	is	bald,	and	whose	back	is	a	hump!"
"My	plight	 is	worse	 than	yours,"	groaned	 the	other	sister,	 "for	 I	have	 to	spend
my	time	nursing	a	man	who	is	always	ill	and	rarely	suffers	me	to	leave	his	side.
But	do	not	let	us	flatter	her	pride	by	telling	our	father	and	mother	of	the	honours
Fate	has	heaped	on	her.	Rather	let	us	consider	how	best	to	humble	her	and	bring
her	low."
Meanwhile	night	had	fallen,	and	Psyche’s	husband	came	to	her	side.
"Did	 you	 take	 heed	 to	 my	 warnings,"	 asked	 he,	 "and	 refuse	 to	 answer	 the
questions	of	your	sisters?"
"Oh	yes,"	 cried	Psyche;	 "I	 told	 them	nothing	 that	 they	wished	 to	know.	 I	 said
that	you	were	young	and	handsome,	and	gave	me	the	most	beautiful	things	in	the



world,	 but	 that	 they	 could	 not	 see	 you	 today,	 for	 you	 were	 hunting	 in	 the
mountains."
"So,	far	it	is	well,	then,"	sighed	he;	"but	remember	that	even	at	this	moment	they
are	plotting	how	they	may	destroy	you,	by	filling	your	heart	with	their	own	evil
curiosity,	so	that	one	day	you	may	ask	to	see	my	face.	But	recollect,	the	moment
you	do	this	I	vanish	for	ever."
"Ah,	you	do	not	trust	me,"	sobbed	Psyche;	"yet	I	have	shown	you	that	I	can	be
silent!	Let	me	prove	it	again	by	suffering	Zephyr	to	bring	my	sisters	once	more,
and	then	never,	never	will	I	crave	another	boon	from	you."
For	long	her	husband	refused	to	grant	her	what	she	asked,	but	at	last,	wearied	by
her	tears	and	prayers,	he	told	her	that	this	once	she	might	bid	Zephyr	bring	her
sisters	 to	her.	Eagerly	 they	ran	 through	 the	garden	 into	 the	palace,	and	greeted
Psyche	 with	 warm	 embraces	 and	 gentle	 words,	 while	 she	 on	 her	 part	 did
everything	she	could	 think	of	 to	give	 them	pleasure.	As	before,	she	bade	 them
choose	 whatever	 they	 most	 desired,	 and	 when	 they	 had	 returned	 from	 the
treasure-chamber	and	were	eating	fruit	under	the	trees	by	the	fountain	the	elder
sister	spoke:
"How	it	grieves	me	to	see	you	the	victim	of	such	deceit,	and	how	I	 long	to	be
able	to	ward	off	the	danger!"
"What	 do	 you	mean	 by	 such	words?"	 asked	 Psyche,	 turning	 pale.	 "No	 one	 is
deceiving	me,	and	no	goddess	could	be	happier	than	I."
"Ah!	you	do	not	know—I	dare	not	tell	you,"	gasped	the	other	in	broken	accents.
"Sister,	you	try;	I	cannot	shape	the	words."
"It	is	hard,	but	my	duty	demands	it	of	me,"	said	the	second	sister.	It	is—oh,	how
shall	I	tell	it?—your	husband	is	not	such	as	you	think,	but	a	huge	serpent	whose
neck	swells	with	venom,	and	whose	tongue	darts	poison.	The	men	who	work	in
the	fields	have	watched	him	swimming	across	the	river	as	darkness	falls,	at	the
moment	that	he	goes	to	seek	you!"
Their	 groans	 and	 sobs,	 no	 less	 than	 their	 words,	 convinced	 Psyche,	 who	 fell
straightway	into	the	pit	they	had	dug	for	her.
"It	 is	 true,"	 she	 said	with	 a	 trembling	voice,	 "that	 never	 yet	 have	 I	 beheld	my
husband’s	face,	and	that	many	times	he	has	warned	me	that	the	moment	my	eyes
light	upon	him	he	will	abandon	me	for	ever.	His	words	were	always	sweet	and
gentle,	 and	 his	 touch	 hardly	 resembles	 the	 skin	 of	 a	 serpent.	 It	 is	 not	 easy	 to
believe;	but	yet,	if	you	know,	I	pray	you,	of	your	love	for	me,	to	come	to	my	aid
in	this	deadly	peril."
"Ah,	hapless	one,	it	is	for	that	we	are	here,"	answered	the	elder;	"and	this	is	what
you	must	 do.	 This	 very	 night,	 fill	 a	 lamp	 full	 of	 oil,	 and	 cover	 it	with	 a	 dark
cloth,	so	that	not	a	ray	of	light	can	be	seen;	then	take	a	sharp	knife	and	hide	it	in



your	bosom.	After	the	serpent	is	sound	asleep,	steal	softly	across	the	room,	and
snatch	the	cloth	from	the	lamp,	so	that	you	may	see	where	to	strike	home,	for	if
he	should	wake	before	you	have	cut	off	his	head	your	life	will	be	forfeit."
Having	 said	 this,	 they	 both	 hurriedly	 embraced	 their	 sister,	 and	 were	 wafted
home	on	the	wings	of	Zephyr.
Left	alone,	Psyche	flung	herself	on	the	ground,	and	for	many	hours	lay	trying	to
subdue	her	misery.	At	one	moment	she	thought	that	she	could	not	do	it—that	her
sisters	might	be	wrong	after	all.	But	her	faith	in	them	was	strong,	and	as	night
approached	she	rose	up	to	do	their	bidding.
So,	well	did	she	feign	happiness	that	her	husband	heard	no	change	in	her	voice
as	 she	 bade	 him	 welcome,	 and,	 having	 travelled	 far	 that	 day,	 he	 soon	 laid
himself	down	on	the	couch	and	fell	sound	asleep.	Then	Psyche	seized	the	lamp
and	snatched	off	the	covering,	but	by	its	light	she	saw	stretched	on	the	cushions,
not	 a	 huge	 and	 hideous	 serpent,	 but	 the	most	 beautiful	 of	 all	 the	 gods,	Cupid
himself.
At	 this	 sight	 her	 knees	 knocked	 together	 with	 surprise,	 and	 she	 gave	 a	 step
backwards,	and	the	lamp,	trembling	in	her	hand,	let	fall	a	drop	of	burning	oil	on
Cupid’s	shoulder.	He	sprang	to	his	feet,	and	with	one	reproachful	look	he	turned,
and	would	have	flown	away	had	not	Psyche	grasped	his	leg,	and	was	borne	up
with	 him	 into	 the	 air,	 till	 at	 length	 her	 strength	 gave	 way	 and	 she	 fell	 to	 the
ground,	where	for	some	time	she	remained	unconscious.
When	 her	 senses	 came	 back,	 she	 was	 so	 miserable	 that	 she	 sought	 eternal
forgetfulness	in	a	neighbouring	stream,	but	the	river,	in	pity,	carried	her	gently
along	 and	 placed	 her	 on	 a	 bank	 of	 flowers.	 Finding	 that	 even	 the	 river	would
have	none	of	her,	she	rose	up,	and	resolved	to	wander	night	and	day	through	the
world	till	she	should	find	her	husband.
The	first	spot	at	which	she	halted	was	a	temple	on	the	top	of	a	high	mountain,
where,	to	her	surprise,	she	saw	blades	of	wheat,	ears	of	barley,	sheaves	of	oats,
scythes	and	ploughs,	all	scattered	about	in	wild	confusion.	Never	before	had	she
seen	 such	disorder	 about	 a	 temple,	 and,	 stooping	down,	 she	 began	 to	 separate
one	thing	from	another	and	to	place	them	in	heaps.
While	she	was	busy	with	this,	a	voice	cried	to	her	from	afar:
"Unhappy	girl,	my	heart	bleeds	for	you!	Yet	even	while	you	are	pursued	by	the
wrath	of	Aphrodite,	you	can	labour	in	my	service.	May	you	find	some	day	the
rest	that	you	deserve!	But	now,	quit	this	temple,	lest	you	draw	down	on	me	the
anger	of	the	goddess."
With	 despair	 in	 her	 soul,	 Psyche	 wandered	 from	 one	 place	 to	 another,	 not
knowing	and	not	caring	where	her	feet	might	lead	her.	At	length	she	was	tracked
and	seized	by	one	of	Aphrodite’s	attendants,	who	dragged	her	by	 the	hair	 into



the	presence	of	the	goddess	herself.	Here	she	was	beaten	and	scourged,	both	by
whips	and	by	cruel	words,	and,	when	every	kind	of	suffering	had	been	heaped	on
her,	Aphrodite	took	a	number	of	bags	containing	wheat,	barley,	millet,	and	many
other	seeds,	and,	 tumbling	 them	all	 into	one	heap,	bade	her	separate	and	place
them	each	in	its	own	bag	by	the	evening.
Psyche	 stood	 staring	where	Aphrodite	 had	 left	 her,	 not	 even	 trying	 to	 begin	 a
task	that	she	knew	to	be	hopeless.
She	 would	 certainly	 be	 killed,	 thought	 she,	 but,	 after	 all,	 death	 would	 be
welcome;	 and	 she	 laid	 her	weary	 body	 on	 the	 floor	 and	 sought	 sleep.	At	 that
moment	a	tiny	ant,	which	had	been	passing	through	the	storehouse	on	his	way	to
the	fields,	and	saw	her	terrible	straits,	went	and	fetched	all	his	brothers,	and	bade
them	take	pity	on	the	damsel,	and	do	the	work	that	had	been	given	to	her.
By	sunset	every	grain	was	sorted	and	placed	in	its	own	bag,	but	Psyche	waited
with	 trembling	 the	 return	 of	 Aphrodite,	 as	 she	 felt	 that	 nothing	 she	 could	 do
would	content	her.
And	so	it	happened,	when	Aphrodite	entered,	and	thirsting	for	vengeance,	cried
with	 glee,	 "Well,	where	 are	my	 seeds?"	 Psyche	 pointed	 silently	 to	 the	 row	 of
bags	against	the	wall,	each	with	its	mouth	open,	so	that	at	the	first	glance	it	could
be	seen	what	kind	of	seed	it	contained.	The	goddess	grew	white	with	rage,	and
screamed	 loudly,	 "Wretched	creature,	 it	 is	not	your	hands	 that	have	done	 this!
you	will	not	escape	my	anger	so	easily";	and,	tossing	her	a	piece	of	bread,	went
away,	locking	the	door	behind	her.
Next	morning	the	goddess	bade	one	of	her	slaves	bring	Psyche	before	her.
"In	yonder	grove,"	she	said,	on	the	banks	of	a	river,	 feed	sheep	whose	wool	 is
soft	as	silk	and	as	bright	as	gold.	Before	night	I	shall	expect	you	to	return	with	as
much	of	this	wool	as	will	make	me	a	robe.	And	I	do	not	think	that	you	will	find
anyone	to	perform	your	task	this	time!"
So,	 Psyche	 went	 towards	 the	 river,	 which	 looked	 so	 clear	 and	 cool	 that	 she
stepped	down	to	the	brink,	meaning	to	lay	herself	to	rest	in	its	waters.	But	a	reed
sang	to	her,	and	its	song	said:	"O	Psyche,	do	my	bidding	and	fear	nothing!	Hide
yourself	 till	 evening,	 for	 the	 sheep	are	driven	mad	by	 the	heat	of	 the	 sun,	 and
rush	wildly	through	the	bushes	and	thickets.	But	when	the	air	grows	fresh	they
sink	 exhausted	 to	 sleep,	 and	 you	 can	 gather	 all	 the	 wool	 you	 want	 from	 the
branches."
Then	Psyche	thanked	the	reed	for	its	counsel	and	brought	the	wool	safely	back	to
the	goddess;	but	she	was	received	as	before	with	scornful	looks	and	words,	and
ordered	to	go	to	the	top	of	a	lofty	mountain	and	fill	a	crystal	urn	from	a	fountain
of	black	water	which	spouted	from	between	walls	of	smooth	rock.	And	Psyche
went	willingly,	thinking	that	this	time	surely	she	must	die.



But	an	eagle	which	was	hovering	over	this	dark	and	awful	place	came	to	her	aid,
and	 taking	 the	 urn	 from	her	 he	 bore	 it	 in	 his	 beak	 to	 the	 fountain,	which	was
guarded	by	two	horrible	dragons.	It	needed	all	his	strength	and	skill	 to	pass	by
them,	and	indeed	it	was	only	when	he	told	them	that	Aphrodite	needed	it	to	give
fresh	lustre	to	her	beauty	that	they	ceased	to	snap	at	him	with	their	long	fangs.
Joyfully	the	eagle	bore	back	the	urn	to	Psyche,	who	carried	it	back	carefully	in
her	breast.	But	Aphrodite	was	still	unsatisfied.	Again	and	again	she	found	new
errands	for	Psyche,	and	hoped	that	each	one	might	lead	her	to	her	death,	though
every	time	birds	or	beasts	had	pity	on	her.
If	Cupid	had	only	known	his	mother’s	wicked	schemes,	he	would	have	contrived
to	 stop	 them	and	 to	 deliver	Psyche.	But	 the	wound	on	his	 shoulder	where	 the
burning	oil	had	fallen	took	long	to	heal,	and	for	some	time	he	was	in	ignorance
of	all	that	Psyche	was	suffering.	At	last,	however,	the	pain	ceased,	and	his	first
thought	was	 to	 visit	 Psyche,	who,	 nearly	 fainting	with	 joy	 at	 the	 sound	of	 his
voice,	 poured	 forth	 all	 that	 had	 happened	 since	 that	 dreadful	 night	which	 had
destroyed	her	happiness.
"Your	 punishment	 has	 been	 sore,"	 said	 he,	 "and	 I	 have	 no	 power	 to	 save	 you
from	 the	 task	 my	 mother	 has	 set	 you.	 But	 while	 you	 fulfil	 this	 I	 will	 fly	 to
Olympus,	 and	 beseech	 the	 gods	 to	 grant	 you	 forgiveness,	 and,	 more,	 a	 place
among	the	immortals."
And	so	the	envy	and	malice	of	Aphrodite	and	the	wicked	sisters	were	brought	to
nought,	and	Psyche	left	the	earth,	to	sit	enthroned	on	Olympus.
	



BELLACUCCIA

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	 WAS	 ONCE	 A	 PLEADER	 WHO	 sat	 writing	 in	 his	 room	 all	 day
whenever	he	was	not	in	court.
One	 day	 as	 he	 so	 sat	 working	 there	 came	 in	 at	 the	 window	 a	 large	 monkey,
which	began	whisking	about	the	room.	The	lawyer,	pleased	with	the	antics	of	the
monkey,	 called	 it	 scimmia	 bellacuccia,	 and	 caressed	 and	 fed	 it.	 By-and-by	 he
had	to	go	out	on	his	business,	and	though	he	was	in	some	fear	of	the	pranks	the
monkey	might	be	up	to	in	his	absence,	he	had	taken	such	a	fancy	to	it	that	he	did
not	like	to	send	it	away,	and	at	last	left	it	alone	in	his	apartment.
When	 he	 came	 home,	 instead	 of	 the	monkey	 having	 been	 at	 any	mischievous
pranks,	 the	 whole	 suite	 of	 rooms	was	 put	 in	 beautiful	 order,	 and	 out	 of	 very
scanty	materials	in	the	cupboard	an	excellent	dinner	was	cooked	and	laid	ready.
“Scimmia	 bellacuccia!	 is	 this	 your	 doing!”	 said	 the	 lawyer,	 and	 the	 monkey
nodded	assent.
“Then	you	are	a	precious	monkey,	indeed,”	he	replied,	and	he	called	the	monkey
to	him	and	fed	it,	and	gave	it	part	of	the	dinner.
The	next	day	the	monkey	did	the	work	of	the	house,	and	the	lawyer	sent	away
his	servant	because	he	had	no	further	need	for	one.	The	monkey	did	everything
much	better	and	in	a	more	intelligent	way.
All	went	well	for	a	time,	when	one	day	the	lawyer	had	occasion	to	visit	a	friar	he
knew	at	St.	Nicolò	da	Tolentino,	for	in	those	days	there	were	friars	there	instead
of	nuns	as	now.	He	did	not	 fail	 to	 tell	him	of	 the	 treasure	he	had	 found	 in	his
bellacuccia,	as	he	called	his	monkey.
“Don’t	 let	 yourself	 be	 deceived,	 friend!”	 exclaimed	 the	 friar.	 “This	 is	 no
monkey,	it	is	not	in	the	nature	of	a	monkey	to	do	this.”
“Come	and	see	 it	yourself,”	said	 the	 lawyer.	“You	will	 find	 I	have	over-stated
nothing	of	what	it	can	do	and	does	every	day.”
Some	days	after	 this	 the	 friar	came,	having	 taken	care	 to	provide	himself	with



his	stole	and	a	stoup	of	holy	water.	Directly	he	came	into	the	lawyer’s	apartment
he	put	on	his	stole	and	sprinkled	the	holy	water.
The	monkey	no	sooner	saw	the	shadow	of	his	habit	 than	 it	 took	 to	 flight,	and,
after	scrambling	around	the	room	to	get	away	from	the	sight	of	him,	finally	hid
itself	under	the	bed.
“You	see!”	said	the	friar	to	the	lawyer.
But	the	lawyer	cried,	“Here	bellacuccia,	come	here!”	and	as	the	monkey	was	by
habit	 very	 docile	 and	 obedient,	 when	 he	 had	 said	 “bellacuccia”	 a	 great	many
times,	 it	at	 last	forced	itself	 to	come	to	him,	but	stealthily	and	warily,	showing
great	fear	of	the	monk.
When	it	had	got	quite	close	to	the	lawyer,	and	he	was	holding	it,	the	friar	once
more	put	on	his	stole,	sprinkled	it	with	holy	water	and	exorcised	it.
Instantly	 bellacuccia	 burst	 away	 from	 the	 lawyer,	 and,	 clambering	 up	 to	 the
window,	broke	away	through	the	upper	panes	and	disappeared,	leaving	a	smoke
and	a	smell	of	brimstone	behind.	But	it	was	really	a	man	who	had	been	put	under
a	spell	by	evil	arts,	and	when	thus	released	by	the	monk’s	exorcism	he	went	and
became	a	monk,	I	forget	in	what	order,	but	I	know	it	was	one	of	those	who	dress
in	white.
	



VIRGILIUS	THE	SORCERER

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Andrew	Lang’s	Violet	Fairy	Book	published
in	1901.
	

	

LONG,	 LONG	 AGO	 THERE	WAS	 BORN	 to	 a	 Roman	 knight	 and	 his	 wife
Maja	a	little	boy	called	Virgilius.	While	he	was	still	quite	little,	his	father	died,
and	 the	 kinsmen,	 instead	 of	 being	 a	 help	 and	 protection	 to	 the	 child	 and	 his
mother,	robbed	them	of	their	lands	and	money,	and	the	widow,	fearing	that	they
might	take	the	boy’s	life	also,	sent	him	away	to	Spain,	that	he	might	study	in	the
great	University	of	Toledo.
Virgilius	 was	 fond	 of	 books,	 and	 pored	 over	 them	 all	 day	 long.	 But	 one
afternoon,	when	the	boys	were	given	a	holiday,	he	took	a	long	walk,	and	found
himself	in	a	place	where	he	had	never	been	before.	In	front	of	him	was	a	cave,
and,	as	no	boy	ever	sees	a	cave	without	entering	it,	he	went	in.	The	cave	was	so
deep	 that	 it	 seemed	 to	 Virgilius	 as	 if	 it	 must	 run	 far	 into	 the	 heart	 of	 the
mountain,	and	he	 thought	he	would	 like	 to	see	 if	 it	came	out	anywhere	on	 the
other	side.	For	some	time	he	walked	on	in	pitch	darkness,	but	he	went	steadily
on,	and	by-and-by	a	glimmer	of	light	shot	across	the	floor,	and	he	heard	a	voice
calling,	"Virgilius!	Virgilius!"
"Who	calls?"	he	asked,	stopping	and	looking	round.
"Virgilius!"	answered	 the	voice,	"do	you	mark	upon	 the	ground	where	you	are
standing	a	slide	or	bolt?"
"I	do,"	replied	Virgilius.
"Then,"	said	the	voice,	"draw	back	that	bolt,	and	set	me	free."
"But	who	are	you?"	asked	Virgilius,	who	never	did	anything	in	a	hurry.
"I	am	an	evil	spirit,"	said	the	voice,	"shut	up	here	till	Doomsday,	unless	a	man
sets	me	free.	If	you	will	let	me	out	I	will	give	you	some	magic	books,	which	will
make	you	wiser	than	any	other	man."
Now	Virgilius	loved	wisdom,	and	was	tempted	by	these	promises,	but	again	his
prudence	 came	 to	 his	 aid,	 and	 he	 demanded	 that	 the	 books	 should	 be	 handed
over	 to	 him	 first,	 and	 that	 he	 should	be	 told	how	 to	use	 them.	The	 evil	 spirit,



unable	 to	 help	 itself,	 did	 as	 Virgilius	 bade	 him,	 and	 then	 the	 bolt	 was	 drawn
back.	 Underneath	 was	 a	 small	 hole,	 and	 out	 of	 this	 the	 evil	 spirit	 gradually
wriggled	 himself;	 but	 it	 took	 some	 time,	 for	 when	 at	 last	 he	 stood	 upon	 the
ground	he	proved	to	be	about	three	times	as	large	as	Virgilius	himself,	and	coal
black	besides.
"Why,	 you	 can’t	 have	 been	 as	 big	 as	 that	 when	 you	were	 in	 the	 hole!"	 cried
Virgilius.
"But	I	was!"	replied	the	spirit.
"I	don't	believe	it!"	answered	Virgilius.
"Well,	 I’ll	 just	 get	 in	 and	 show	 you,"	 said	 the	 spirit,	 and	 after	 turning	 and
twisting,	and	curling	himself	up,	 then	he	 lay	neatly	packed	into	 the	hole.	Then
Virgilius	drew	the	bolt,	and,	picking	the	books	up	under	his	arm,	he	left	the	cave.
For	the	next	few	weeks	Virgilius	hardly	ate	or	slept,	so	busy	was	he	in	learning
the	magic	the	books	contained.	But	at	the	end	of	that	time	a	messenger	from	his
mother	 arrived	 in	 Toledo,	 begging	 him	 to	 come	 at	 once	 to	 Rome,	 as	 she	 had
been	ill,	and	could	look	after	their	affairs	no	longer.
Though	 sorry	 to	 leave	 Toledo,	 where	 he	 was	 much	 thought	 of	 as	 showing
promise	 of	 great	 learning,	 Virgilius	would	willingly	 have	 set	 out	 at	 once,	 but
there	were	many	things	he	had	first	to	see	to.	So,	he	entrusted	to	the	messenger
four	pack-horses	 laden	with	precious	 things,	and	a	white	palfrey	on	which	she
was	to	ride	out	every	day.	Then	he	set	about	his	own	preparations,	and,	followed
by	a	 large	 train	of	 scholars,	he	at	 length	 started	 for	Rome,	 from	which	he	had
been	absent	twelve	years.
His	mother	welcomed	 him	 back	with	 tears	 in	 her	 eyes,	 and	 his	 poor	 kinsmen
pressed	round	him,	but	the	rich	ones	kept	away,	for	they	feared	that	they	would
no	longer	be	able	to	rob	their	kinsman	as	they	had	done	for	many	years	past.	Of
course,	 Virgilius	 paid	 no	 attention	 to	 this	 behaviour,	 though	 he	 noticed	 they
looked	with	envy	on	the	rich	presents	he	bestowed	on	the	poorer	relations	and	on
anyone	who	had	been	kind	to	his	mother.
Soon	 after	 this	 had	 happened	 the	 season	 of	 tax-gathering	 came	 round,	 and
everyone	 who	 owned	 land	 was	 bound	 to	 present	 himself	 before	 the	 emperor.
Like	 the	 rest,	Virgilius	went	 to	 court,	 and	demanded	 justice	 from	 the	 emperor
against	the	men	who	had	robbed	him.	But	as	these	were	kinsmen	to	the	emperor
he	gained	nothing,	as	 the	emperor	 told	him	he	would	 think	over	 the	matter	 for
the	next	four	years,	and	then	give	judgment.	This	reply	naturally	did	not	satisfy
Virgilius,	and,	turning	on	his	heel,	he	went	back	to	his	own	home,	and,	gathering
in	his	harvest,	he	stored	it	up	in	his	various	houses.
When	 the	enemies	of	Virgilius	heard	of	 this,	 they	assembled	 together	and	 laid
siege	to	his	castle.	But	Virgilius	was	a	match	for	 them.	Coming	forth	from	the



castle	so	as	to	meet	them	face	to	face,	he	cast	a	spell	over	them	of	such	power
that	they	could	not	move,	and	then	bade	them	defiance.	After	which	he	lifted	the
spell,	 and	 the	 invading	army	slunk	back	 to	Rome,	 and	 reported	what	Virgilius
had	said	to	the	emperor.
Now	 the	 emperor	 was	 accustomed	 to	 have	 his	 lightest	 word	 obeyed,	 almost
before	 it	was	uttered,	 and	he	hardly	knew	how	 to	believe	his	 ears.	But	 he	got
together	another	army,	and	marched	straight	off	 to	 the	castle.	But	directly	 they
took	up	their	position	Virgilius	girded	them	about	with	a	great	river,	so	that	they
could	 neither	 move	 hand	 nor	 foot,	 then,	 hailing	 the	 emperor,	 he	 offered	 him
peace,	 and	 asked	 for	 his	 friendship.	 The	 emperor,	 however,	 was	 too	 angry	 to
listen	to	anything,	so	Virgilius,	whose	patience	was	exhausted,	feasted	his	own
followers	in	the	presence	of	the	starving	host,	who	could	not	stir	hand	or	foot.
Things	 seemed	 getting	 desperate,	 when	 a	 magician	 arrived	 in	 the	 camp	 and
offered	to	sell	his	services	to	the	emperor.	His	proposals	were	gladly	accepted,
and	in	a	moment	the	whole	of	the	garrison	sank	down	as	if	they	were	dead,	and
Virgilius	himself	had	much	ado	to	keep	awake.	He	did	not	know	how	to	fight	the
magician,	but	with	a	great	effort	struggled	 to	open	his	Black	Book,	which	 told
him	what	 spells	 to	 use.	 In	 an	 instant	 all	 his	 foes	 seemed	 turned	 to	 stone,	 and
where	each	man	was	there	he	stayed.	Some	were	half	way	up	the	ladders,	some
had	one	 foot	 over	 the	wall,	 but	wherever	 they	might	 chance	 to	 be	 there	 every
man	remained,	even	the	emperor	and	his	sorcerer.	All	day	they	stayed	there	like
flies	upon	the	wall,	but	during	the	night	Virgilius	stole	softly	to	the	emperor,	and
offered	him	his	freedom,	as	long	as	he	would	do	him	justice.	The	emperor,	who
by	 this	 time	 was	 thoroughly	 frightened,	 said	 he	 would	 agree	 to	 anything
Virgilius	desired.	So,	Virgilius	 took	off	his	 spells,	 and,	 after	 feasting	 the	army
and	bestowing	on	every	man	a	gift,	bade	them	return	to	Rome.	And	more	than
that,	he	built	a	square	tower	for	the	emperor,	and	in	each	corner	all	that	was	said
in	that	quarter	of	the	city	might	be	heard,	while	if	you	stood	in	the	centre	every
whisper	throughout	Rome	would	reach	your	ears.
Having	settled	his	affairs	with	the	emperor	and	his	enemies,	Virgilius	had	time
to	think	of	other	things,	and	his	first	act	was	to	fall	in	love!	The	lady’s	name	was
Febilla,	and	her	family	was	noble,	and	her	face	fairer	than	any	in	Rome,	but	she
only	mocked	Virgilius,	and	was	always	playing	tricks	upon	him.	To	this	end,	she
bade	him	one	day	come	to	visit	her	in	the	tower	where	she	lived,	promising	to	let
down	a	basket	to	draw	him	up	as	far	as	the	roof.	Virgilius	was	enchanted	at	this
quite	unexpected	favour,	and	stepped	with	glee	into	the	basket.	It	was	drawn	up
very	 slowly,	 and	 by-and-by	 came	 altogether	 to	 a	 standstill,	 while	 from	 above
rang	 the	 voice	 of	 Febilla	 crying,	 "Rogue	 of	 a	 sorcerer,	 there	 shall	 you	 hang!"
And	there	he	hung	over	the	market-place,	which	was	soon	thronged	with	people,
who	made	fun	of	him	till	he	was	mad	with	rage.	At	last	the	emperor,	hearing	of
his	plight,	commanded	Febilla	to	release	him,	and	Virgilius	went	home	vowing



vengeance.
The	next	morning	every	fire	in	Rome	went	out,	and	as	there	were	no	matches	in
those	days	 this	was	a	very	serious	matter.	The	emperor,	guessing	 that	 this	was
the	work	of	Virgilius,	besought	him	to	break	the	spell.	Then	Virgilius	ordered	a
scaffold	to	be	erected	in	the	market-place,	and	Febilla	to	be	brought	clothed	in	a
single	 white	 garment.	 And	 further,	 he	 bade	 everyone	 to	 snatch	 fire	 from	 the
maiden,	and	to	suffer	no	neighbour	to	kindle	it.	And	when	the	maiden	appeared,
clad	in	her	white	smock,	flames	of	fire	curled	about	her,	and	the	Romans	brought
some	 torches,	 and	 some	 straw,	 and	 some	 shavings,	 and	 fires	 were	 kindled	 in
Rome	again.
For	three	days	she	stood	there,	till	every	hearth	in	Rome	was	alight,	and	then	she
was	suffered	to	go	where	she	would.
But	 the	 emperor	was	wroth	 at	 the	 vengeance	 of	Virgilius,	 and	 threw	him	 into
prison,	vowing	that	he	should	be	put	to	death.	And	when	everything	was	ready
he	was	led	out	to	the	Viminal	Hill,	where	he	was	to	die.
He	went	quietly	with	his	guards,	but	the	day	was	hot,	and	on	reaching	his	place
of	 execution	 he	 begged	 for	 some	 water.	 A	 pail	 was	 brought,	 and	 he,	 crying
"Emperor,	 all	 hail!	 seek	 for	me	 in	Sicily,"	 jumped	headlong	 into	 the	 pail,	 and
vanished	from	their	sight.
For	some	time	we	hear	no	more	of	Virgilius,	or	how	he	made	his	peace	with	the
emperor,	but	the	next	event	in	his	history	was	his	being	sent	for	to	the	palace	to
give	 the	 emperor	 advice	how	 to	guard	Rome	 from	 foes	within	 as	well	 as	 foes
without.	 Virgilius	 spent	many	 days	 in	 deep	 thought,	 and	 at	 length	 invented	 a
plan	which	was	known	to	all	as	the	"Preservation	of	Rome."
On	 the	 roof	of	 the	Capitol,	which	was	 the	most	 famous	public	building	 in	 the
city,	he	set	up	statues	representing	the	gods	worshipped	by	every	nation	subject
to	 Rome,	 and	 in	 the	 middle	 stood	 the	 god	 of	 Rome	 herself.	 Each	 of	 the
conquered	gods	held	in	its	hand	a	bell,	and	if	there	was	even	a	thought	of	treason
in	any	of	the	countries	its	god	turned	its	back	upon	the	god	of	Rome	and	rang	its
bell	furiously,	and	the	senators	came	hurrying	to	see	who	was	rebelling	against
the	 majesty	 of	 the	 empire.	 Then	 they	 made	 ready	 their	 armies,	 and	 marched
against	the	foe.
Now	there	was	a	country	which	had	long	felt	bitter	jealousy	of	Rome,	and	was
anxious	 for	 some	way	 of	 bringing	 about	 its	 destruction.	 So,	 the	 people	 chose
three	men	who	 could	 be	 trusted,	 and,	 loading	 them	with	money,	 sent	 them	 to
Rome,	bidding	them	to	pretend	that	they	were	diviners	of	dreams.	No	sooner	had
the	messengers	reached	the	city	than	they	stole	out	at	night	and	buried	a	pot	of
gold	far	down	in	the	earth,	and	let	down	another	into	the	bed	of	the	Tiber,	 just
where	a	bridge	spans	the	river.



Next	day	they	went	to	the	senate	house,	where	the	laws	were	made,	and,	bowing
low,	they	said,	"Oh,	noble	lords,	last	night	we	dreamed	that	beneath	the	foot	of	a
hill	there	lies	buried	a	pot	of	gold.	Have	we	your	leave	to	dig	for	it?"	And	leave
having	been	given,	the	messengers	took	workmen	and	dug	up	the	gold	and	made
merry	with	it.
A	 few	days	 later	 the	diviners	 again	appeared	before	 the	 senate,	 and	 said,	 "Oh,
noble	lords,	grant	us	leave	to	seek	out	another	treasure,	which	has	been	revealed
to	us	in	a	dream	as	lying	under	the	bridge	over	the	river."
And	 the	 senators	gave	 leave,	and	 the	messengers	hired	boats	and	men,	and	 let
down	ropes	with	hooks,	and	at	 length	drew	up	 the	pot	of	gold,	some	of	which
they	gave	as	presents	to	the	senators.
A	week	or	two	passed	by,	and	once	more	they	appeared	in	the	senate	house.
"O,	noble	lords!"	said	they,	"last	night	in	a	vision	we	beheld	twelve	casks	of	gold
lying	under	the	foundation	stone	of	the	Capitol,	on	which	stands	the	statue	of	the
Preservation	of	Rome.	Now,	seeing	that	by	your	goodness	we	have	been	greatly
enriched	 by	 our	 former	 dreams,	 we	 wish,	 in	 gratitude,	 to	 bestow	 this	 third
treasure	on	you	for	your	own	profit;	so	give	us	workers,	and	we	will	begin	to	dig
without	delay."
And	 receiving	 permission	 they	 began	 to	 dig,	 and	 when	 the	 messengers	 had
almost	undermined	the	Capitol	they	stole	away	as	secretly	as	they	had	come.
And	next	morning	the	stone	gave	way,	and	the	sacred	statue	fell	on	its	face	and
was	broken.	And	the	senators	knew	that	their	greed	had	been	their	ruin.
From	 that	 day	 things	 went	 from	 bad	 to	 worse,	 and	 every	 morning	 crowds
presented	themselves	before	the	emperor,	complaining	of	the	robberies,	murders,
and	other	crimes	that	were	committed	nightly	in	the	streets.
The	 emperor,	 desiring	 nothing	 so	 much	 as	 the	 safety	 of	 his	 subjects,	 took
counsel	with	Virgilius	how	this	violence	could	be	put	down.
Virgilius	thought	hard	for	a	long	time,	and	then	he	spoke:
"Great	 prince,"	 said	 he,	 "cause	 a	 copper	 horse	 and	 rider	 to	 be	 made,	 and
stationed	in	front	of	the	Capitol.	Then	make	a	proclamation	that	at	ten	o’clock	a
bell	will	toll,	and	every	man	is	to	enter	his	house,	and	not	leave	it	again."
The	emperor	did	as	Virgilius	advised,	but	thieves	and	murderers	laughed	at	the
horse,	and	went	about	their	misdeeds	as	usual.
But	at	the	last	stroke	of	the	bell	the	horse	set	off	at	full	gallop	through	the	streets
of	 Rome,	 and	 by	 daylight	men	 counted	 over	 two	 hundred	 corpses	 that	 it	 had
trodden	down.	The	 rest	of	 the	 thieves—and	 there	were	still	many	remaining—
instead	of	being	frightened	into	honesty,	as	Virgilius	had	hoped,	prepared	rope
ladders	with	hooks	to	them,	and	when	they	heard	the	sound	of	the	horse’s	hoofs



they	 stuck	 their	 ladders	 into	 the	walls,	 and	 climbed	up	 above	 the	 reach	 of	 the
horse	and	its	rider.
Then	the	emperor	commanded	two	copper	dogs	to	be	made	that	would	run	after
the	horse,	and	when	the	thieves,	hanging	from	the	walls,	mocked	and	jeered	at
Virgilius	and	 the	emperor,	 the	dogs	 leaped	high	after	 them	and	pulled	 them	 to
the	ground,	and	bit	them	to	death.
Thus	did	Virgilius	restore	peace	and	order	to	the	city.
Now	about	this	time	there	came	to	be	noised	abroad	the	fame	of	the	daughter	of
the	sultan	who	ruled	over	the	province	of	Babylon,	and	indeed	she	was	said	to	be
the	most	beautiful	princess	in	the	world.
Virgilius,	 like	 the	 rest,	 listened	 to	 the	 stories	 that	were	 told	of	her,	 and	 fell	 so
violently	 in	 love	 with	 all	 he	 heard	 that	 he	 built	 a	 bridge	 in	 the	 air,	 which
stretched	all	the	way	between	Rome	and	Babylon.	He	then	passed	over	it	to	visit
the	princess,	who,	 though	 somewhat	 surprised	 to	 see	him,	gave	him	welcome,
and	 after	 some	 conversation	 became	 in	 her	 turn	 anxious	 to	 see	 the	 distant
country	where	this	stranger	lived,	and	he	promised	that	he	would	carry	her	there
himself,	without	wetting	the	soles	of	his	feet.
The	princess	spent	some	days	in	the	palace	of	Virgilius,	 looking	at	wonders	of
which	 she	 had	 never	 dreamed,	 though	 she	 declined	 to	 accept	 the	 presents	 he
longed	to	heap	on	her.	The	hours	passed	as	if	they	were	minutes,	till	the	princess
said	that	she	could	be	no	longer	absent	from	her	father.	Then	Virgilius	conducted
her	himself	over	the	airy	bridge,	and	laid	her	gently	down	on	her	own	bed,	where
she	was	found	next	morning	by	her	father.
She	 told	 him	 all	 that	 had	 happened	 to	 her,	 and	 he	 pretended	 to	 be	 very	much
interested,	and	begged	that	the	next	time	Virgilius	came	he	might	be	introduced
to	him.
Soon	after,	the	sultan	received	a	message	from	his	daughter	that	the	stranger	was
there,	and	he	commanded	that	a	feast	should	be	made	ready,	and,	sending	for	the
princess	 delivered	 into	 her	 hands	 a	 cup,	 which	 he	 said	 she	 was	 to	 present	 to
Virgilius	herself,	in	order	to	do	him	honour.
When	they	were	all	seated	at	the	feast	the	princess	rose	and	presented	the	cup	to
Virgilius,	who	directly	he	had	drunk	fell	into	a	deep	sleep.
Then	 the	 sultan	 ordered	 his	 guards	 to	 bind	 him,	 and	 left	 him	 there	 till	 the
following	day.
Directly	the	sultan	was	up	he	summoned	his	lords	and	nobles	into	his	great	hall,
and	commanded	that	 the	cords	which	bound	Virgilius	should	be	 taken	off,	and
the	prisoner	brought	before	him.	The	moment	he	appeared	 the	sultan’s	passion
broke	forth,	and	he	accused	his	captive	of	 the	crime	of	conveying	 the	princess
into	distant	lands	without	his	leave.



Virgilius	 replied	 that	 if	 he	 had	 taken	 her	 away	 he	 had	 also	 brought	 her	 back,
when	he	might	have	kept	her,	and	that	if	they	would	set	him	free	to	return	to	his
own	land	he	would	come	here	no	more.
"Not	so!"	cried	the	sultan,	"but	a	shameful	death	you	shall	die!"	And	the	princess
fell	on	her	knees,	and	begged	she	might	die	with	him.
"You	are	out	in	your	reckoning,	Sir	Sultan!"	said	Virgilius,	whose	patience	was
at	an	end,	and	he	cast	a	spell	over	the	sultan	and	his	lords,	so	that	they	believed
that	the	great	river	of	Babylon	was	flowing	through	the	hall,	and	that	they	must
swim	for	their	 lives.	So,	 leaving	them	to	plunge	and	leap	like	frogs	and	fishes,
Virgilius	took	the	princess	in	his	arms,	and	carried	her	over	the	airy	bridge	back
to	Rome.
Now	Virgilius	did	not	think	that	either	his	palace,	or	even	Rome	itself,	was	good
enough	 to	 contain	 such	 a	 pearl	 as	 the	 princess,	 so	 he	 built	 her	 a	 city	 whose
foundations	stood	upon	eggs,	buried	far	away	down	in	the	depths	of	the	sea.	And
in	the	city	was	a	square	 tower,	and	on	the	roof	of	 the	tower	was	a	rod	of	 iron,
and	across	the	rod	he	laid	a	bottle,	and	on	the	bottle	he	placed	an	egg,	and	from
the	egg	there	hung	chained	an	apple,	which	hangs	there	to	this	day.	And	when
the	egg	shakes	the	city	quakes,	and	when	the	egg	shall	be	broken	the	city	shall
be	destroyed.	And	 the	city	Virgilius	 filled	 full	of	wonders,	 such	as	never	were
seen	before,	and	he	called	its	name	Naples.
	



ASS	OR	PIG

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

A	COUNTRYMAN	WAS	GOING	ALONG	DRIVING	a	pig	before	him.	“Let’s
have	a	bit	of	fun	with	that	fellow,”	said	the	brother	porter	of	a	monastery	to	the
father	guardian,	as	they	saw	him	coming	along	the	road.	“I’ll	call	his	pig	an	ass,
and	of	course	he’ll	say	it’s	a	pig,	then	I	shall	laugh	at	him	for	not	knowing	better,
and	he	will	grow	angry.	Then	I’ll	say,	"Well,	will	you	have	the	father	guardian	to
settle	the	dispute?	and	if	he	decides	I’m	right	I	shall	keep	the	beast	for	myself."
Then	you	come	and	say	it	is	an	ass,	and	we’ll	keep	it.”
The	father	guardian	agreed,	with	a	hearty	laugh,	and	as	soon	as	the	countryman
came	up	the	brother	porter	did	all	as	he	had	arranged.
The	 countryman	 was	 so	 sure	 of	 his	 case	 that	 he	 willingly	 submitted	 to	 the
arbitration	 of	 the	 father	 guardian,	 but	 great	 was	 his	 dismay	 when	 the	 father
guardian	decided	against	him,	and	he	had	to	go	home	without	his	pig.
But	what	did	the	countryman	do?	He	dressed	himself	up	as	a	poor	girl,	and	about
nightfall,	 and	 a	 storm	 coming	 on,	 he	 rang	 at	 the	 bell	 of	 the	 monastery	 and
entreated	the	charity	of	shelter	for	the	night.
“Impossible!”	said	the	brother	porter,	“we	can’t	have	any	womenkind	in	here.”
“But	the	dark,	and	the	storm!”	clamoured	the	pretended	girl,	“think	of	that.	You
can’t	leave	me	out	here	all	alone.”
“I’m	very	sorry,”	said	the	porter,	“but	the	thing’s	impossible.	I	can’t	do	it.”
The	good	father	guardian,	hearing	the	dispute	at	that	unusual	hour,	put	his	head
out	of	the	window	and	asked	what	it	was	all	about.
“It	 is	 a	 difficult	 case,	 brother	 porter,”	 he	 said	 when	 he	 had	 heard	 the	 girl’s
request.	 “If	 we	 take	 her	 in	 we	 infringe	 our	 rule	 in	 one	 way,	 if	 we	 leave	 her
exposed	to	every	kind	of	peril	we	sin	against	its	spirit	in	another	direction.	I	only
see	one	way	out	of	 it.	 I	can’t	send	her	 into	any	of	your	cells,	but	I	will	 let	her
pass	the	night	in	mine,	provided	she	is	content	not	to	undress,	and	will	consent	to
sit	up	in	a	chair.”



This	was	exactly	what	the	countryman	wanted,	therefore	he	gave	a	ready	assent,
and	the	father	guardian	took	him	up	into	his	cell.	The	pretended	girl	sat	up	in	a
chair	quietly	enough	through	the	dark	of	the	night,	but	when	morning	began	to
dawn,	 out	 came	 a	 stick	 that	 had	been	hidden	under	 the	 petticoats,	 and	whack,
whack,	 a	 fine	 drubbing	 the	 poor	 father	 guardian	 got,	 while	 the	 peasant	 cried,
”So,	you	think	I	don’t	know	a	pig	from	an	ass,	do	you?”
When	he	had	well	bruised	him	all	over,	the	countryman	made	the	best	of	his	way
downstairs,	and	off	and	away	he	was	before	anyone	could	catch	him.
The	 next	 day	 what	 did	 he	 do?	 He	 dressed	 up	 like	 a	 doctor,	 and	 came	 round
asking	if	anyone	had	any	ailments	to	cure.
“That’s	 just	 the	 thing	for	us,”	said	 the	brother	porter	 to	himself	as	he	saw	him
come	by.	“The	father	guardian	was	afraid	to	let	the	doctor	of	the	neighbourhood
attend	him,	for	fear	of	the	scandal	of	all	the	story	coming	out,	the	strange	doctor
will	do,	as	there	is	no	need	to	tell	him	anything.”
The	 countryman	 in	 his	 new	 disguise,	 therefore,	 was	 taken	 up	 to	 the	 father
guardian’s	cell.
“There’s	 nothing	 very	 much	 the	 matter,”	 he	 said	 when	 he	 had	 examined	 the
wounds	and	bruises,	“it	might	all	be	set	right	in	a	day	by	a	certain	herb,”	which
he	named.
The	herb	was	a	difficult	one	to	find,	but	as	it	was	so	important	to	get	the	father
guardian	cured	immediately,	before	any	inquiry	should	be	raised	as	to	the	cause
of	his	sufferings,	the	whole	community	set	out	to	wander	over	the	Campagna	in
search	of	it.
As	soon	as	they	were	a	good	way	off,	the	pretended	doctor	took	out	a	thick	stick
which	he	held	concealed	under	his	long	robe,	and	whack,	whack,	he	belaboured
the	poor	father	guardian	more	terribly	even	than	before,	crying,	”So,	you	think	I
don’t	know	an	ass	from	a	pig,	do	you?”
How	far	soever	the	brothers	were	gone,	his	cries	were	so	piteous	that	they	heard
them	and	came	running	back,	but	not	before	the	countryman	had	made	good	his
escape.
“We	 have	 sinned,	 my	 brethren,”	 said	 the	 father	 guardian	 when	 they	 were	 all
gathered	round	him,	“and	I	have	suffered	justly	for	 it.	We	had	no	right	 to	 take
the	man’s	pig,	even	for	a	joke.	Let	it	now,	therefore,	be	restored	to	him,	and	in
amends	let	there	be	given	him	along	with	it	an	ass	also.”
So,	the	countryman	got	his	pig	back,	and	a	donkey	into	the	bargain.
	



THE	GOAT	FACED	GIRL

Adapted	 from	an	 original	 taken	 from	Giambattista	Basile’s	 The	Pentamerone,
published	 in	 1634	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	Andrew	Lang’s	Grey	Fairy	 Book
published	in	1900.
	

	

THERE	WAS	 ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 a	 peasant	 called	 Masaniello	 who	 had
twelve	daughters.	They	were	exactly	like	the	steps	of	a	staircase,	for	 there	was
just	a	year	between	each	sister.	It	was	all	the	poor	man	could	do	to	bring	up	such
a	large	family,	and	in	order	to	provide	food	for	them	he	used	to	dig	in	the	fields
all	day	long.	In	spite	of	his	hard	work	he	only	just	succeeded	in	keeping	the	wolf
from	the	door,	and	the	poor	little	girls	often	went	hungry	to	bed.
One	day,	when	Masaniello	was	working	at	the	foot	of	a	high	mountain,	he	came
upon	 the	 mouth	 of	 a	 cave	 which	 was	 so	 dark	 and	 gloomy	 that	 even	 the	 sun
seemed	afraid	to	enter	it.	Suddenly	a	huge	green	lizard	appeared	from	the	inside
and	stood	before	Masaniello,	who	nearly	went	out	of	his	mind	with	terror,	for	the
beast	was	as	big	as	a	crocodile	and	quite	as	fierce	looking.
But	the	lizard	sat	down	beside	him	in	the	most	friendly	manner,	and	said,	"Don’t
be	afraid,	my	good	man,	I	am	not	going	to	hurt	you;	on	the	contrary,	I	am	most
anxious	to	help	you."
When	the	peasant	heard	 these	words	he	knelt	before	 the	 lizard	and	said,	"Dear
lady,	for	I	know	not	what	to	call	you,	I	am	in	your	power;	but	I	beg	of	you	to	be
merciful,	for	I	have	twelve	wretched	little	daughters	at	home	who	are	dependent
on	me."
"That's	the	very	reason	why	I	have	come	to	you,"	replied	the	lizard.	"Bring	me
your	youngest	daughter	 tomorrow	morning.	I	promise	 to	bring	her	up	as	 if	she
were	my	own	child,	and	to	look	upon	her	as	the	apple	of	my	eye."
When	Masaniello	heard	her	words	he	was	very	unhappy,	because	he	 felt	 sure,
from	the	lizard’s	wanting	one	of	his	daughters,	 the	youngest	and	tenderest	 too,
that	 the	 poor	 little	 girl	 would	 only	 serve	 as	 dessert	 for	 the	 terrible	 creature’s
supper.	At	 the	 same	 time	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 "If	 I	 refuse	 her	 request,	 she	will
certainly	eat	me	up	on	the	spot.	If	I	give	her	what	she	asks	she	does	indeed	take
part	of	myself,	but	if	I	refuse	she	will	take	the	whole	of	me.	What	am	I	to	do,	and



how	in	the	world	am	I	to	get	out	of	the	difficulty?"
As	he	kept	muttering	to	himself	the	lizard	said,	"Make	up	your	mind	to	do	as	I
tell	 you	 at	 once.	 I	 desire	 to	 have	 your	 youngest	 daughter,	 and	 if	 you	 won’t
comply	with	my	wish,	I	can	only	say	it	will	be	the	worse	for	you."
Seeing	that	there	was	nothing	else	to	be	done,	Masaniello	set	off	for	his	home,
and	arrived	there	looking	so	white	and	wretched	that	his	wife	asked	him	at	once,
"What	 has	 happened	 to	 you,	 my	 dear	 husband?	 Have	 you	 quarrelled	 with
anyone,	or	has	the	poor	donkey	fallen	down?"
"Neither	the	one	nor	the	other,"	answered	her	husband,"	but	something	far	worse
than	either.	A	terrible	lizard	has	nearly	frightened	me	out	of	my	senses,	for	she
threatened	that	if	I	did	not	give	her	our	youngest	daughter,	she	would	make	me
repent	it.	My	head	is	going	round	like	a	mill-wheel,	and	I	don’t	know	what	to	do.
I	am	indeed	between	the	Devil	and	the	Deep	Sea.	You	know	how	dearly	I	love
Renzolla,	and	yet,	 if	 I	 fail	 to	bring	her	 to	 the	 lizard	 tomorrow	morning,	 I	must
say	farewell	to	life.	Do	advise	me	what	to	do."
When	his	wife	had	heard	all	he	had	to	say,	she	said	to	him,	"How	do	you	know,
my	dear	husband,	that	the	lizard	is	really	our	enemy?	May	she	not	be	a	friend	in
disguise?	And	your	meeting	with	her	may	be	the	beginning	of	better	things	and
the	end	of	all	our	misery.	Therefore	go	and	 take	 the	child	 to	her,	 for	my	heart
tells	me	that	you	will	never	repent	doing	so."
Masaniello	was	much	comforted	by	her	words,	and	next	morning	as	soon	as	 it
was	light	he	took	his	little	daughter	by	the	hand	and	led	her	to	the	cave.
The	lizard,	who	was	awaiting	the	peasant’s	arrival,	came	forward	to	meet	him,
and	taking	the	girl	by	the	hand,	she	gave	the	father	a	sack	full	of	gold,	and	said,
"Go	and	marry	your	other	daughters,	and	give	them	dowries	with	this	gold,	and
be	of	good	cheer,	 for	Renzolla	will	have	both	 father	and	mother	 in	me;	 it	 is	 a
great	piece	of	luck	for	her	that	she	has	fallen	into	my	hands."
Masaniello,	 quite	 overcome	 with	 gratitude,	 thanked	 the	 lizard,	 and	 returned
home	to	his	wife.
As	soon	as	it	was	known	how	rich	the	peasant	had	become,	suitors	for	the	hands
of	his	daughters	were	not	wanting,	and	very	soon	he	married	 them	all	off;	and
even	then	there	was	enough	gold	left	to	keep	himself	and	his	wife	in	comfort	and
plenty	all	their	days.
As	soon	as	the	lizard	was	left	alone	with	Renzolla,	she	changed	the	cave	into	a
beautiful	 palace,	 and	 led	 the	 girl	 inside.	 Here	 she	 brought	 her	 up	 like	 a	 little
princess,	and	the	child	wanted	for	nothing.	She	gave	her	sumptuous	food	to	eat,
beautiful	clothes	to	wear,	and	a	thousand	servants	to	wait	on	her.
Now,	it	happened,	one	day,	that	the	king	of	the	country	was	hunting	in	a	wood
close	to	the	palace,	and	was	overtaken	by	the	dark.	Seeing	a	light	shining	in	the



palace	he	sent	one	of	his	servants	to	ask	if	he	could	get	a	night’s	lodging	there.
When	 the	page	knocked	at	 the	door	 the	 lizard	changed	herself	 into	a	beautiful
woman,	and	opened	it	herself.	When	she	heard	the	king’s	request	she	sent	him	a
message	 to	 say	 that	 she	 would	 be	 delighted	 to	 see	 him,	 and	 give	 him	 all	 he
wanted.
The	king,	on	hearing	this	kind	invitation,	instantly	betook	himself	to	the	palace,
where	 he	was	 received	 in	 the	most	 hospitable	manner.	A	 hundred	 pages	with
torches	came	to	meet	him,	a	hundred	more	waited	on	him	at	table,	and	another
hundred	waved	big	 fans	 in	 the	air	 to	keep	 the	 flies	 from	him.	Renzolla	herself
poured	out	 the	wine	 for	him,	and,	 so	gracefully	did	she	do	 it,	 that	his	Majesty
could	not	take	his	eyes	off	her.
When	the	meal	was	finished	and	the	table	cleared,	the	king	retired	to	sleep,	and
Renzolla	drew	the	shoes	from	his	feet,	at	the	same	time	drawing	his	heart	from
his	breast.	So,	desperately	had	he	fallen	in	love	with	her,	that	he	called	the	fairy
to	 him,	 and	 asked	 her	 for	Renzolla’s	 hand	 in	marriage.	As	 the	 kind	 fairy	 had
only	 the	 girl’s	 welfare	 at	 heart,	 she	 willingly	 gave	 her	 consent,	 and	 not	 her
consent	only,	but	a	wedding	portion	of	seven	thousand	golden	guineas.
The	king,	 full	of	delight	over	his	good	 fortune,	prepared	 to	 take	his	departure,
accompanied	by	Renzolla,	who	never	 so	much	as	 thanked	 the	 fairy	 for	 all	 she
had	 done	 for	 her.	 When	 the	 fairy	 saw	 such	 a	 base	 want	 of	 gratitude	 she
determined	to	punish	the	girl,	and,	cursing	her,	she	turned	her	face	into	a	goat’s
head.	 In	 a	moment	Renzolla’s	 pretty	mouth	 stretched	 out	 into	 a	 snout,	with	 a
beard	a	yard	long	at	the	end	of	it,	her	cheeks	sank	in,	and	her	shining	plaits	of
hair	changed	into	two	sharp	horns.	When	the	king	turned	round	and	saw	her	he
thought	he	must	have	taken	leave	of	his	senses.	He	burst	into	tears,	and	cried	out,
"Where	 is	 the	 hair	 that	 bound	me	 so	 tightly,	 where	 are	 the	 eyes	 that	 pierced
through	my	heart,	and	where	are	the	lips	I	kissed?	Am	I	to	be	tied	to	a	goat	all
my	 life?	No,	 no!	 nothing	will	 induce	me	 to	 become	 the	 laughing-stock	 of	my
subjects	for	the	sake	of	a	goat-faced	girl!"
When	they	reached	his	own	country	he	shut	Renzolla	up	in	a	little	turret	chamber
of	his	palace,	with	a	waiting-maid,	and	gave	each	of	them	ten	bundles	of	flax	to
spin,	telling	them	that	their	task	must	be	finished	by	the	end	of	the	week.
The	maid,	obedient	to	the	king’s	commands,	set	at	once	to	work	and	combed	out
the	flax,	wound	it	round	the	spindle,	and	sat	spinning	at	her	wheel	so	diligently
that	her	work	was	quite	done	by	Saturday	evening.	But	Renzolla,	who	had	been
spoilt	and	petted	in	the	fairy’s	house,	and	was	quite	unaware	of	the	change	that
had	 taken	place	 in	her	appearance,	 threw	 the	 flax	out	of	 the	window	and	said,
"What	is	the	king	thinking	of	that	he	should	give	me	this	work	to	do?	If	he	wants
shirts	he	can	buy	them.	It	isn’t	even	as	if	he	had	picked	me	out	of	the	gutter,	for
he	ought	to	remember	that	I	brought	him	seven	thousand	golden	guineas	as	my



wedding	portion,	and	 that	 I	am	his	wife	and	not	his	 slave.	He	must	be	mad	 to
treat	me	like	this."
All	 the	same,	when	Saturday	evening	came,	and	she	saw	that	 the	waiting-maid
had	finished	her	task,	she	took	fright	lest	she	should	be	punished	for	her	idleness.
So,	she	hurried	off	 to	 the	palace	of	 the	fairy,	and	confided	all	her	woes	to	her.
The	fairy	embraced	her	tenderly,	and	gave	her	a	sack	full	of	spun	flax,	in	order
that	she	might	show	it	to	the	king,	and	let	him	see	what	a	good	worker	she	was.
Renzolla	took	the	sack	without	one	word	of	thanks,	and	returned	to	the	palace,
leaving	the	kind	fairy	very	indignant	over	her	want	of	gratitude.
When	 the	 king	 saw	 the	 flax	 all	 spun,	 he	 gave	 Renzolla	 and	 the	waiting-maid
each	a	little	dog,	and	told	them	to	look	after	the	animals	and	train	them	carefully.
The	waiting-maid	brought	hers	up	with	the	greatest	possible	care,	and	treated	it
almost	as	if	it	were	her	son.	But	Renzolla	said,	"I	don't	know	what	to	think.	Have
I	come	among	a	lot	of	lunatics?	Does	the	king	imagine	that	I	am	going	to	comb
and	feed	a	dog	with	my	own	hands?"	With	these	words	she	opened	the	window
and	threw	the	poor	little	beast	out,	and	he	fell	on	the	ground	as	dead	as	a	stone.
When	a	few	months	had	passed	the	king	sent	a	message	to	say	he	would	like	to
see	how	the	dogs	were	getting	on.	Renzolla,	who	felt	very	uncomfortable	in	her
mind	at	this	request,	hurried	off	once	more	to	the	fairy.	This	time	she	found	an
old	man	at	 the	door	of	 the	 fairy’s	palace,	who	 said	 to	her,	 "Who	are	you,	 and
what	do	you	want?"
When	Renzolla	heard	his	question	she	answered	angrily,	"Don’t	you	know	me,
old	Goat-beard?	And	how	dare	you	address	me	in	such	a	way?"
"The	pot	can't	call	 the	kettle	black,"	answered	the	old	man,	"for	 it	 is	not	I,	but
you	who	have	a	goat’s	head.	Just	wait	a	moment,	you	ungrateful	wretch,	and	I
will	show	you	to	what	a	pass	your	want	of	gratitude	has	brought	you."
With	these	words	he	hurried	away,	and	returned	with	a	mirror,	which	he	held	up
before	Renzolla.	At	the	sight	of	her	ugly,	hairy	face,	the	girl	nearly	fainted	with
horror,	and	she	broke	into	loud	sobs	at	seeing	her	countenance	so	changed.
Then	the	old	man	said,	"You	must	remember,	Renzolla,	that	you	are	a	peasant’s
daughter,	 and	 that	 the	 fairy	 turned	you	 into	 a	 queen;	 but	 you	were	 ungrateful,
and	never	as	much	as	thanked	her	for	all	she	had	done	for	you.	Therefore	she	has
determined	to	punish	you.	But	if	you	wish	to	lose	your	long	white	beard,	throw
yourself	at	the	fairy’s	feet	and	implore	her	to	forgive	you.	She	has	a	tender	heart,
and	will,	perhaps,	take	pity	on	you."
Renzolla,	who	was	really	sorry	for	her	conduct,	took	the	old	man’s	advice,	and
the	fairy	not	only	gave	her	back	her	former	face,	but	she	dressed	her	 in	a	gold
embroidered	dress,	presented	her	with	a	beautiful	carriage,	and	brought	her	back,
accompanied	 by	 a	 host	 of	 servants,	 to	 her	 husband.	 When	 the	 king	 saw	 her



looking	 as	 beautiful	 as	 ever,	 he	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 her	 once	 more,	 and	 bitterly
repented	having	caused	her	so	much	suffering.
So,	Renzolla	lived	happily	ever	afterwards,	for	she	loved	her	husband,	honoured
the	fairy,	and	was	grateful	to	the	old	man	for	having	told	her	the	truth.
	



THE	BAD	TEMPERED	QUEEN

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	A	QUEEN	who	was	 so	 bad-tempered	 that	 no	 one
who	 could	 help	 it	 would	 come	 near	 her.	 All	 the	 servants	 ran	 away	when	 she
came	out	of	her	apartment,	for	fear	she	should	scold	and	maltreat	them,	all	 the
people	 ran	away	when	 she	drove	out,	 for	 fear	 she	 should	vex	 them	with	 some
tyrannical	order.
As	she	was	rich	and	beautiful,	and	ruled	over	vast	dominions,	many	princes,	who
in	 their	distant	kingdoms	had	heard	nothing	of	her	 failing,	came	 to	sue	for	her
hand,	but	she	sent	them	all	away	and	would	have	nothing	to	say	to	any	of	them.
She	used	to	say	she	did	not	want	to	have	anyone	to	be	her	master,	she	had	rather
live	and	govern	by	herself,	and	have	everything	her	own	way.
As	 time	 went	 on,	 however,	 the	 council	 of	 state	 grew	 dissatisfied	 with	 this
resolution.	 They	 insisted	 that	 she	must	marry,	 that	 there	might	 be	 a	 family	 of
princes	to	carry	on	the	succession	to	the	throne	without	dispute.	When	the	queen
found	 that	 she	 could	 not	 help	 it	 she	 agreed	 she	 would	 marry,	 but	 she	 was
determined	she	would	not	marry	any	of	the	princes	who	had	come	to	court	her,
because,	as	they	were	equal	to	herself	in	birth	and	state,	they	would	want	to	rule
over	her	and	expect	obedience	from	her.	She	declared	she	would	marry	no	one
but	 a	 certain	 duke,	 who,	 as	 she	 had	 observed	 in	 the	 council	 and	 in	 the	 state
banquets	 and	 balls,	 was	 always	 very	 quiet	 and	 hardly	 ever	 spoke	 at	 all.	 She
thought	he	would	make	a	nice	quiet	manageable	sort	of	husband,	and	she	would
have	him	if	she	must	have	one	at	all.
The	duke	was	as	silent	as	usual	when	he	was	spoken	to	about	it,	but	as	he	made
no	 objection	 he	 was	 reckoned	 to	 have	 consented,	 and	 the	 marriage	 was	 duly
solemnised.
As	soon	as	the	marriage	was	over	the	queen	went	on	making	her	arrangements
and	ordering	matters	in	the	palace	just	as	if	nothing	had	happened,	and	she	were
still	 her	own	mistress.	 In	particular	 she	 issued	 invitations	 for	 the	grandest	 ball
she	had	ever	given,	asking	 to	 it	all	 the	ministers	and	 their	 families,	and	all	 the



nobility	of	the	kingdom.
The	husband	said	nothing	to	all	this,	only	a	few	hours	before	the	time	appointed
for	the	banquet	he	called	to	the	queen,	saying,	“Put	on	your	travelling	dress,	and
make	haste,	the	carriage	will	be	round	directly.”
“I’m	not	going	to	put	on	my	travelling	dress,”	answered	the	queen	scornfully,	“I
am	just	seeing	about	my	evening	dress	for	the	banquet	this	evening.”
“If	you	are	not	ready	in	your	travelling	dress	in	five	minutes,	when	the	carriage
comes	round,	it	will	be	worse	for	you.	Mind	I	have	warned	you.”
And	he	looked	so	determined	that	she	quailed	before	him.
“How	can	we	be	going	into	the	country,	when	I	have	invited	half	the	kingdom	to
a	banquet?”	exclaimed	the	queen.
“I	have	invited	no	one,”	answered	the	husband	quietly.	“Don’t	stand	hesitating
when	I	 tell	you	 to	do	a	 thing,	go	and	get	 ready	directly!	we	are	going	 into	 the
country!”	he	added	in	his	most	positive	voice,	and,	though	she	shed	many	secret
tears	over	 the	 loss	of	 the	banquet,	 she	ventured	 to	oppose	nothing	more	 to	his
orders,	 but	 went	 up	 and	 dressed,	 and	 when	 the	 carriage	 came	 round	 she	 was
nearly	ready.	In	about	five	minutes	she	came	down.
“I	won’t	say	anything	this	 time	about	your	keeping	me	waiting,”	he	said	when
she	appeared,	“but	mind	it	does	not	happen	again,	or	you	will	be	sorry	for	it.”
The	queen	had	a	favourite	little	dog,	which	she	fondled	and	talked	to	all	the	way,
to	show	she	was	offended	with	her	husband	and	independent	of	his	conversation.
Watching	an	opportunity	when	she	was	silent,	the	husband	said	to	the	little	dog,
“Jump	on	to	my	lap.”
“He’s	not	going	to	obey	you,”	said	the	queen	contemptuously,	“he’s	my	dog!”
“I	keep	no	one	about	me	who	does	not	obey	me,”	said	her	husband	quietly,	and
he	took	out	his	pistol	and	shot	the	dog	through	the	head.
The	 queen	 began	 to	 understand	 that	 the	 husband	 she	 had	 chosen	 was	 not	 a
person	to	be	trifled	with,	nor	did	she	venture	even	to	utter	a	complaint.
When	 they	 arrived	 at	 the	 villa,	 as	 the	 queen	 was	 going	 to	 her	 apartment	 to
undress,	her	husband	called	her	 to	him	into	his	 room	and	bade	her	pull	off	his
boots.
The	queen’s	first	impulse	was	to	utter	a	haughty	refusal,	but	by	this	time	she	had
learnt	that,	as	she	would	certainly	have	to	give	in	to	him	in	the	end,	it	was	better
to	do	his	bidding	with	a	good	grace	at	 the	first.	So,	she	said	nothing,	but	knelt
down	and	pulled	off	his	boots.
When	she	had	done	this	he	got	up	and	said,	“Now	sit	down	in	this	armchair	and	I
will	 take	off	 your	 shoes,	 for	my	way	 is	 that	 one	 should	help	 the	other.	 If	 you



behave	to	me	as	a	wife	should,	you	need	never	fear	but	that	I	shall	behave	to	you
as	a	husband	should.”
By	the	time	their	visit	 to	the	country	was	at	an	end,	and	when	they	returned	to
the	capital,	everybody	found	their	naughty	queen	had	become	the	most	angelic
being	imaginable.
	



DON	GIOVANNI	DE	LA	FORTUNA

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Laura	 Gonzenbach’s	 Sicilianische
Mahrchen,	 published	 in	 1870	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from	 Andrew	 Lang’s	 Pink
Fairy	Book	published	in	1897.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN	WHOSE	name	was	Don	Giovanni	de	la	Fortuna,
and	he	lived	in	a	beautiful	house	that	his	father	had	built,	and	spent	a	great	deal
of	money.	Indeed,	he	spent	so	much	that	very	soon	there	was	none	left,	and	Don
Giovanni,	 instead	of	 being	 a	 rich	man	with	 everything	he	 could	wish	 for,	was
forced	 to	 put	 on	 the	 dress	 of	 a	 pilgrim,	 and	 to	 wander	 from	 place	 to	 place
begging	his	bread.
One	 day	 he	 was	 walking	 down	 a	 broad	 road	 when	 he	 was	 stopped	 by	 a
handsome	man	he	had	never	seen	before,	who,	 little	as	Don	Giovanni	knew	it,
was	the	devil	himself.
"Would	you	like	to	be	rich,"	asked	the	devil,	"and	to	lead	a	pleasant	life?"
"Yes,	of	course	I	should,"	replied	the	Don.
"Well,	here	is	a	purse;	take	it	and	say	to	it,	“Dear	purse,	give	me	some	money,”
and	you	will	get	as	much	as	you	can	want	But	the	charm	will	only	work	if	you
promise	to	remain	three	years,	three	months,	and	three	days	without	washing	and
without	 combing	 and	without	 shaving	 your	 beard	 or	 changing	 your	 clothes.	 If
you	 do	 all	 this	 faithfully,	 when	 the	 time	 is	 up	 you	 shall	 keep	 the	 purse	 for
yourself,	and	I	will	let	you	off	any	other	conditions."
Now	Don	Giovanni	was	a	man	who	never	troubled	his	head	about	the	future.	He
did	not	once	 think	how	very	uncomfortable	he	should	be	all	 those	 three	years,
but	only	that	he	should	be	able,	by	means	of	the	purse,	to	have	all	sorts	of	things
he	had	been	obliged	to	do	without;	so	he	joyfully	put	the	purse	in	his	pocket	and
went	on	his	way.	He	soon	began	 to	ask	 for	money	for	 the	mere	pleasure	of	 it,
and	there	was	always	as	much	as	he	needed.	For	a	little	while	he	even	forgot	to
notice	how	dirty	he	was	getting,	but	 this	did	not	 last	 long,	 for	his	hair	became
matted	with	dirt	and	hung	over	his	eyes,	and	his	pilgrim’s	dress	was	a	mass	of
horrible	rags	and	tatters.
He	was	in	this	state	when,	one	morning,	he	happened	to	be	passing	a	fine	palace;



and,	as	the	sun	was	shining	bright	and	warm,	he	sat	down	on	the	steps	and	tried
to	shake	off	some	of	the	dust	which	he	had	picked	up	on	the	road.	But	in	a	few
minutes	a	maid	saw	him,	and	said	to	her	master,	"I	pray	you,	sir,	to	drive	away
that	beggar	who	is	sitting	on	the	steps,	or	he	will	fill	 the	whole	house	with	his
dirt."
So,	 the	master	went	 out	 and	 called	 from	 some	 distance	 off,	 for	 he	was	 really
afraid	to	go	near	the	man,	"You	filthy	beggar,	leave	my	house	at	once!"
"You	need	not	be	so	rude,"	said	Don	Giovanni;	"I	am	not	a	beggar,	and	if	I	chose
I	could	force	you	and	your	wife	to	leave	your	house."
"What	is	that	you	can	do?"	laughed	the	gentleman.
"Will	you	sell	me	your	house?"	asked	Don	Giovanni.	"I	will	buy	it	from	you	on
the	spot."
"Oh,	the	dirty	creature	is	quite	mad!"	thought	the	gentleman.	"I	shall	just	accept
his	offer	for	a	joke."	And	aloud	he	said,	"	All	right;	follow	me,	and	we	will	go	to
a	lawyer	and	get	him	to	make	a	contract."	And	Don	Giovanni	followed	him,	and
an	agreement	was	drawn	up	by	which	 the	house	was	 to	be	sold	at	once,	and	a
large	 sum	 of	 money	 paid	 down	 in	 eight	 days.	 Then	 the	 Don	 went	 to	 an	 inn,
where	he	hired	two	rooms,	and,	standing	in	one	of	them,	said	to	his	purse,	"	Dear
purse,	fill	this	room	with	gold;"	and	when	the	eight	days	were	up	it	was	so	full
you	could	not	have	put	in	another	sovereign.
When	the	owner	of	 the	house	came	to	take	away	his	money	Don	Giovanni	led
him	into	the	room	and	said,	"There,	just	pocket	what	you	want."	The	gentleman
stared	with	open	mouth	at	the	astonishing	sight;	but	he	had	given	his	word	to	sell
the	house,	so	he	took	his	money,	as	he	was	told,	and	went	away	with	his	wife	to
look	for	some	place	to	live	in.	And	Don	Giovanni	left	 the	inn	and	dwelt	in	the
beautiful	 rooms,	where	his	 rags	 and	dirt	 looked	 sadly	out	 of	 place.	And	 every
day	these	got	worse	and	worse.
By-and-bye	 the	 fame	 of	 his	 riches	 reached	 the	 ears	 of	 the	 king,	 and,	 as	 he
himself	was	always	in	need	of	money,	he	sent	for	Don	Giovanni,	as	he	wished	to
borrow	a	large	sum.	Don	Giovanni	readily	agreed	to	lend	him	what	he	wanted,
and	sent	next	day	a	huge	waggon	laden	with	sacks	of	gold.
"Who	can	he	be?"	thought	the	king	to	himself.	"Why,	he	is	much	richer	than	I!"
The	king	took	as	much	as	he	had	need	of;	then	ordered	the	rest	to	be	returned	to
Don	Giovanni,	who	 refused	 to	 receive	 it,	 saying,	 "Tell	his	majesty	 I	 am	much
hurt	at	his	proposal.	I	shall	certainly	not	take	back	that	handful	of	gold,	and,	if	he
declines	to	accept	it,	keep	it	yourself."
The	 servant	 departed	 and	delivered	 the	message,	 and	 the	 king	wondered	more
than	 ever	 how	 anyone	 could	 be	 so	 rich.	At	 last	 he	 spoke	 to	 the	 queen,	 "Dear
wife,	 this	man	 has	 done	me	 a	 great	 service,	 and	 has,	 besides,	 behaved	 like	 a



gentleman	 in	not	allowing	me	 to	send	back	 the	money.	 I	wish	 to	give	him	 the
hand	of	our	eldest	daughter."
The	queen	was	quite	pleased	at	this	idea,	and	again	messenger	was	sent	to	Don
Giovanni,	offering	him	the	hand	of	the	eldest	princess.
"His	majesty	is	too	good,"	he	replied.	"I	can	only	humbly	accept	the	honour."
The	 messenger	 took	 back	 this	 answer,	 but	 a	 second	 time	 returned	 with	 the
request	 that	 Don	 Giovanni	 would	 present	 them	 with	 his	 picture,	 so	 that	 they
might	know	what	sort	of	a	person	to	expect.	But	when	it	came,	and	the	princess
saw	 the	 horrible	 figure,	 she	 screamed	 out,	 "What!	 marry	 this	 dirty	 beggar?
Never,	never!"
"Ah,	 child,"	 answered	 the	 king,	 "how	 could	 I	 ever	 guess	 that	 the	 rich	 Don
Giovanni	would	 ever	 look	 like	 that?	 But	 I	 have	 passed	my	 royal	word,	 and	 I
cannot	break	it,	so	there	is	no	help	for	you."
"No,	 father;	 you	may	 cut	 off	my	 head,	 if	 you	 choose,	 but	marry	 that	 horrible
beggar—I	never	will!"
And	the	queen	took	her	part,	and	reproached	her	husband	bitterly	for	wishing	his
daughter	to	marry	a	creature	like	that.
Then	the	youngest	daughter	spoke,	"Dear	father,	do	not	look	so	sad.	As	you	have
given	your	word,	 I	will	marry	Don	Giovanni."	The	king	 fell	 on	her	neck,	 and
thanked	her	and	kissed	her,	but	the	queen	and	the	elder	girl	had	nothing	for	her
but	laughs	and	jeers.
So,	 it	was	settled,	and	then	the	king	bade	one	of	his	 lords	go	to	Don	Giovanni
and	ask	him	when	the	wedding	day	was	to	be,	so	that	the	princess	might	make
ready.
"Let	it	be	in	two	months,"	answered	Don	Giovanni,	for	the	time	was	nearly	up
that	the	devil	had	fixed,	and	he	wanted	a	whole	month	to	himself	to	wash	off	the
dirt	of	the	past	three	years.
The	very	minute	that	 the	compact	with	the	devil	had	come	to	an	end	his	beard
was	shaved,	his	hair	was	cut,	and	his	rags	were	burned,	and	day	and	night	he	lay
in	a	bath	of	clear	warm	water.	At	length	he	felt	he	was	clean	again,	and	he	put	on
splendid	 clothes,	 and	 hired	 a	 beautiful	 ship,	 and	 arrived	 in	 state	 at	 the	 king’s
palace.
The	whole	 of	 the	 royal	 family	 came	down	 to	 the	 ship	 to	 receive	 him,	 and	 the
whole	 way	 the	 queen	 and	 the	 elder	 princess	 teased	 the	 sister	 about	 the	 dirty
husband	she	was	going	to	have.	But	when	they	saw	how	handsome	he	really	was
their	hearts	were	filled	with	envy	and	anger,	so	that	their	eyes	were	blinded,	and
they	 fell	 over	 into	 the	 sea	 and	 were	 drowned.	 And	 the	 youngest	 daughter
rejoiced	in	the	good	luck	that	had	come	to	her,	and	they	had	a	splendid	wedding



when	the	days	of	mourning	for	her	mother	and	sister	were	ended.
Soon	after	the	old	king	died,	and	Don	Giovanni	became	king.	And	he	was	rich
and	happy	 to	 the	 end	of	 his	 days,	 for	 he	 loved	his	wife,	 and	his	 purse	 always
gave	him	money.
	



THE	BOOBY

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THEY	SAY	THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	widow	woman	who	had	a	very	simple	son.
Whatever	she	set	him	to	do	he	muddled	in	some	way	or	other.
“What	am	I	to	do?”	said	the	poor	mother	to	a	neighbour	one	day.	“The	boy	eats
and	drinks,	and	has	to	be	clothed,	what	am	I	to	do	if	I	am	to	make	no	profit	of
him?”
“You	 have	 kept	 him	 at	 home	 long	 enough;”	 answered	 the	 neighbour.	 “Try
sending	him	out,	now,	maybe	that	will	answer	better.”
The	mother	took	the	advice,	and	the	next	time	she	had	got	a	piece	of	linen	spun
she	called	her	boy,	and	said	to	him,	“If	I	send	you	out	to	sell	this	piece	of	linen,
do	you	think	you	can	manage	to	do	it	without	committing	any	folly?”
“Yes,	mama,”	answered	the	booby.
“You	always	say	"yes	mama,"	but	you	do	contrive	to	muddle	everything	all	the
same,”	 replied	 the	mother.	 “Now,	 listen	 attentively	 to	 all	 I	 say.	Walk	 straight
along	the	road	without	turning	to	right	or	left,	don’t	take	less	than	such	and	such
a	price	 for	 it.	Don’t	have	anything	 to	 say	 to	women	who	chatter,	whether	you
sell	it	to	anyone	you	meet	by	the	way,	or	carry	it	into	the	market,	offer	it	only	to
some	quiet	 sort	 of	 body	whom	you	may	 see	 standing	 apart,	 and	not	 gossiping
and	prating,	for	such	as	they	will	persuade	you	to	take	some	sort	of	a	price	that
won’t	suit	me	at	all.”
The	booby	promised	 to	follow	these	directions	very	exactly,	and	started	on	his
way.
On	he	walked,	turning	neither	to	the	right	hand	nor	to	the	left,	thus	passing	the
turnings	which	 led	 to	 the	 villages,	 to	 one	 or	 other	 of	which	 he	 ought	 to	 have
gone.	But	his	mother	had	only	meant	that	he	was	not	to	turn	off	the	pathway	and
lose	himself.
Presently	he	met	 the	wife	of	 the	syndic	of	 the	next	 town,	who	was	driving	out
with	her	maids,	but	had	got	out	to	walk	a	little	stretch	of	the	way,	as	the	day	was



fine.	The	syndic’s	wife	was	talking	cheerfully	with	her	maids,	and	when	one	of
them	caught	sight	of	the	simpleton,	she	said	to	her	mistress,	“Here	is	the	simple
son	of	the	poor	widow	by	the	brook.”
“What	are	you	going	to	do,	my	good	lad?”	said	the	syndic’s	wife	kindly.
“Not	going	to	tell	you,	because	you	were	chattering	and	gossiping,”	replied	the
booby	boorishly,	and	tried	to	pass	on.
The	 syndic’s	wife	 forgave	his	 boorishness,	 and	 added,	 “I	 see	your	mother	 has
sent	you	 to	sell	 this	piece	of	 linen.	 I	will	buy	 it	of	you,	and	 that	will	save	you
walking	further,	put	it	in	the	carriage,	and	I’ll	give	you	so	much	for	it.”
Though	she	had	offered	him	twice	as	much	as	his	mother	had	told	him	to	get	for
it,	he	would	only	answer,	“Can’t	sell	it	to	you,	because	you	were	chattering	and
gossiping.”
Nor	could	they	prevail	on	him	to	stop	a	moment	longer.
Further	along	he	came	to	a	statue	by	the	roadside.
“Here’s	 one	who	 stands	 apart	 and	 doesn’t	 chatter,”	 said	 the	 booby	 to	 himself.
“This	is	the	one	to	sell	the	linen	to.”	Then	aloud	to	the	statue,	“Will	you	buy	my
linen,	good	friend?”	Then	to	himself.	“She	doesn’t	speak,	so	it’s	all	right.”	Then
to	the	statue,	“The	price	is	so-and-so,	have	the	money	ready	against	I	come	back,
as	I	have	to	go	on	and	buy	some	yarn	for	mother.”
On	 he	went	 and	 bought	 the	 yarn,	 and	 then	 came	 back	 to	 the	 statue.	 Someone
passing	by	meanwhile,	and	seeing	the	linen	lie	there	had	picked	it	up	and	walked
off	with	it.
Finding	it	gone,	the	booby	said	to	himself,	“It’s	all	right,	she’s	taken	it.”	Then	to
the	 statue,	 “Where’s	 the	 money	 I	 told	 you	 to	 have	 ready	 against	 my	 coming
back?”	 As	 the	 statue	 remained	 silent,	 the	 booby	 began	 to	 get	 uneasy.	 “My
mother	will	be	finely	angry	if	I	go	back	without	the	linen	or	the	money,”	he	said
to	himself.	Then	to	the	statue,	“If	you	don’t	give	me	the	money	directly	I’ll	hit
you	on	the	head.”
The	 booby	was	 as	 good	 as	 his	word,	 lifting	 his	 thick	 rough	walking-stick,	 he
gave	the	statue	such	a	blow	that	he	knocked	the	head	off.
But	the	statue	was	hollow,	and	filled	with	gold	coin.
“That’s	where	you	keep	your	money,	is	it?”	said	the	booby,	“all	right,	I	can	pay
myself.”	So,	he	filled	his	pockets	with	money	and	went	back	to	his	mother.
“Look,	mama!	here’s	the	price	of	the	piece	of	linen.”
“All	right!”	said	the	mother	out	loud,	but	to	herself	she	said,	“where	can	I	ever
hide	all	this	lot	of	money?	I	have	got	no	place	to	hide	it	but	in	this	earthen	jar,
and	if	he	knows	how	much	it	is	worth,	he	will	be	letting	out	the	secret	to	other



people,	and	I	shall	be	robbed.”
So,	she	put	the	money	in	the	earthen	jar,	and	said	to	the	boy,	“They’ve	cheated
you	in	making	you	think	that	was	coin,	it’s	nothing	but	a	lot	of	rusty	nails,	but
never	mind,	you’ll	know	better	next	time.”	And	she	went	out	to	her	work.
While	she	was	gone	out	to	her	work	there	came	by	an	old	rag-merchant.
“Ho!	Here,	rag-merchant!”	said	the	booby,	who	had	acquired	a	taste	for	trading.
“What	will	you	give	me	for	this	lot	of	rusty	nails?”	and	he	showed	him	the	jar
full	of	gold	coin.
The	rag-merchant	saw	that	he	had	to	do	with	an	idiot,	so	he	said,	“Well,	old	nails
are	 not	 worth	 very	 much,	 but	 as	 I’m	 a	 good-natured	 old	 chap,	 I’ll	 give	 you
twelve	pauls	for	them,”	because	he	knew	he	must	offer	enough	to	seem	a	prize	to
the	idiot.
“You	may	have	them	at	that,”	said	the	booby.	And	the	rag-merchant	poured	the
coin	out	into	his	sack,	and	gave	the	fool	the	twelve	pauls.
“Look	 mama,	 look!	 I’ve	 sold	 that	 lot	 of	 old	 rusty	 worthless	 nails	 for	 twelve
pauls.	Isn’t	that	a	good	bargain?”
“Sold	them	for	twelve	pauls!”	cried	the	widow,	tearing	her	hair,	“Why,	it	was	a
fortune	all	in	gold	coin.”
“Can’t	help	it,	mama,”	replied	the	booby,	“you	told	me	they	were	rusty	nails.”
Another	day	she	told	him	to	shut	the	door	of	the	cottage,	but	as	he	went	to	do	it
he	lifted	the	door	off	its	hinges.	His	mother	called	after	him	in	an	angry	voice,
which	so	frightened	him	that	he	ran	away,	carrying	the	door	on	his	back.
As	he	went	along,	someone	to	tease	him,	said,	“Where	did	you	steal	that	door?”
which	frightened	him	still	more,	and	he	climbed	up	in	a	tree	with	it	to	hide	it.
At	night	 there	came	a	band	of	robbers	under	 the	 tree,	and	counted	out	all	 their
gains	 in	 large	 bags	 of	money.	The	 booby	was	 so	 frightened	 at	 the	 sight	 of	 so
many	fierce-looking	robbers,	that	he	began	to	tremble	and	let	go	of	the	door.
The	door	 fell	with	a	bang	 in	 the	midst	of	 the	robbers,	who	 thinking	 it	must	be
that	the	police	were	upon	them,	decamped,	leaving	all	their	money	behind.
The	booby	came	down	from	the	tree	and	carried	the	money	home	to	his	mother,
and	they	became	so	rich	that	she	was	able	to	appoint	a	servant	to	attend	to	him,
and	keep	him	from	doing	any	more	mischief.
	



HOW	BRADAMANTE	CONQUERED	THE	WIZARD

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 taken	 from	 Ludovico	 Ariosto’s	 Orlando	 Furioso,
published	in	1516	–	this	version	taken	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book
published	in	1905.
	

	

FROM	CHILDHOOD,	BRADAMANTE	HAD	LOVED	 all	 feats	 of	 arms,	 and
her	 chiefest	 joy	was	 to	mount	 the	most	 fiery	horses	 in	her	 father’s	 stable.	She
grew	 up	 very	 tall	 and	 strong,	 as	 well	 as	 fair	 to	 see,	 and	 soon	 put	 on	 man’s
armour,	and	began	 to	 take	her	part	 in	 tournaments,	and	 it	was	 rare	 indeed	 that
she	failed	to	carry	off	the	prize.	In	truth,	it	was	not	long	before	her	skill	was	said
to	be	equal	to	that	of	Roland’s	cousin,	the	renowned	Rinaldo.
Of	course	so	wise	and	beautiful	a	maiden	had	no	lack	of	wooers,	but	Bradamante
listened	 to	 none,	 save	 only	 to	 the	 brave	 Roger,	 who	 had	 quitted	 the	Moorish
court	to	seek	adventures	in	the	lands	of	Charlemagne	the	emperor.	But	she	kept
silence	 as	 to	 her	 love,	 and	was	 content	 to	wait	 till	 such	 time	 as	Roger	 should
think	fit	to	claim	her	as	his	bride.
Suddenly	the	tidings	came	to	her	that	Roger	had	vanished	from	among	men,	no
one	knew	where.	As	was	her	wont,	Bradamante	heard,	and	said	nothing,	but	the
next	 morning	 she	 sharpened	 her	 sword,	 and	 looked	 to	 the	 fastenings	 of	 her
helmet,	and	rode	off	to	seek	him	if	perchance	some	ill	had	befallen	him.
In	this	quest	she	met	with	some	adventures	of	her	own,	but	of	these	we	have	no
time	to	tell.	Bradamante,	we	may	be	sure,	did	not	linger	over	them,	but	pushed
on	 till	 she	 crossed	 a	mountain,	 and	 reached	 a	 valley	watered	 by	 a	 stream	 and
shaded	by	large	trees.
On	the	bank	lay	a	young	man	with	his	head	buried	in	his	hands	and	seemingly	in
a	state	of	deepest	misery.	He	had	flung	his	horse’s	bridle	over	 the	branch	of	a
beech,	and	on	the	same	bough	he	had	hung	his	shield	and	sword.	His	looks	and
posture	were	so	forlorn	that	Bradamante	was	moved	to	pity,	and	he	himself	was
nothing	 loth	 to	 confess	 his	woes,	 pretending	 the	while	 to	 take	 her	 for	 a	man,
though	he	knew	well	she	was	a	maiden.	He	was	journeying,	such	was	his	tale,	to
the	court	of	Charlemagne	with	a	company	of	spearmen	to	aid	the	emperor	in	the
war	he	was	waging	with	the	Moorish	king	of	Spain.	In	the	company	was	riding	a



damsel	whom	the	knight	had	but	 lately	freed	from	the	power	of	a	dragon.	The
beauty	of	this	damsel	had	fired	his	heart,	and	as	soon	as	the	Infidel	was	crushed
he	hoped	to	wed	her.	But	as	they	rode	along	by	the	side	of	a	rapid	river	a	winged
horse	guided	by	 a	man	 in	black	was	 seen	hovering	 in	 the	 air	 above	 the	 troop.
Swifter	than	lightning	he	swooped	down	upon	the	maiden;	the	rider	bent	low	and
snatched	her	off	her	palfrey,	and	was	out	of	sight	in	the	heavens	almost	before	he
knew	that	she	was	gone.
"Since	 that	 day,"	 continued	 he,	 "I	 have	 sought	 her	 through	 forests	 and	 over
mountains,	wherever	I	heard	that	a	wizard’s	den	was	to	be	found.	But	each	time
it	was	a	false	hope	that	lured	me	on,	and	now	my	horse	is	spent	and	not	another
step	can	he	go,	though	at	length	I	know	that	hidden	among	yonder	rocks	is	my
captive	maiden."
"If	it	is	there	she	lies,	I	will	free	her,"	cried	Bradamante;	but	the	knight	shook	his
head	more	grievously	than	before.
"I	 have	 visited	 that	 dark	 and	 dreadful	 place,"	 he	 said,	 "which	 indeed	 I	 think
seems	more	 like	 the	 valley	 of	 death	 than	 aught	 on	 this	 fair	 and	 lovely	 earth.
Amidst	 black	 and	 pathless	 precipices	 stands	 a	 rock,	 and	 on	 its	 top	 is	 a	 castle
whose	walls	are	of	steel.	It	was	built,	so	I	have	since	learned,	by	a	magician,	and
none	can	capture	it."
"But	did	you	see	no	man	who	would	take	pity	on	you,	and	tell	you	what	to	do?"
asked	Bradamante.
"As	 I	 lingered,	 unable	 to	 tear	 myself	 away	 from	 that	 loathly	 prison,	 there
appeared	 a	 dwarf	 guiding	 two	 knights	whose	 faces	 I	 had	 often	 seen	 upon	 the
battlefield	and	at	court.	One	was	Gradasso	king	of	Sericane,	the	other	and	more
valiant	was	the	young	Roger."
"And	what	did	they	there?"	asked	Bradamante,	casting	down	her	eyes.
"They	had	come	to	fight	the	wizard	who	dwells	in	the	castle,	so	said	the	dwarf,"
replied	the	knight,	"and	I	told	them	my	sad	tale,	and	they	answered	in	knightly
fashion,	that	as	long	as	their	lives	should	last	they	would	fight	for	the	freedom	of
my	 lady.	 Little	 need	 have	 I	 to	 tell	 how	my	 bosom	was	 rent	 as	 I	 stood	 aside
waiting	for	the	combat	to	begin.
"Each	 good	 knight	was	 eager	 that	 the	 first	 blow	might	 fall	 to	 him,	 but	 it	was
Gradasso	who	seized	the	horn	and	blew	a	blast	which	rang	through	the	castle.
"In	a	moment	there	shot	into	the	sky	the	winged	horse	bearing	his	master,	clad	as
before	in	black	armour.	He	hovered	for	a	little	space	so	high	that	even	the	eagle
could	scarcely	have	followed	him,	then	darted	straight	downwards,	and	Gradasso
felt	a	spear-thrust	in	his	side.	The	knight	struck	sharply	back,	but	his	sword	cleft
the	empty	air,	for	the	horse	was	already	far	out	of	reach.	Roger	ran	to	staunch	the
blood	and	bind	up	the	wound,	never	thinking	of	what	might	befall	himself.	But,



in	truth,	how	could	mortal	men	fight	with	a	wizard	who	had	studied	all	the	magic
of	the	East,	and	had	a	winged	horse	to	help	him?	His	movements	were	so	swift
that	they	knew	not	where	to	smite,	and	both	Gradasso	and	Roger	were	covered
with	wounds	and	bruises,	while	their	enemy	had	never	once	been	touched.
"Their	strength	as	well	as	their	courage	began	to	fail	in	the	stress	of	this	strange
warfare.	The	blows	they	dealt	grew	ever	wilder	and	more	feeble,	when	from	off
his	shield	which	hung	upon	his	arm	the	wizard	drew	a	silken	covering,	and	held
the	 shield	 towards	 them	 as	 a	 mirror.	 As	 I	 looked	 and	 wondered,	 behold	 the
knights	fell	upon	their	faces,	and	I	also,	and	when	next	I	opened	my	eyes	I	was
alone	upon	the	mountain."
"And	Roger?"	said	Bradamante.
"Roger	and	Gradasso	had	doubtless	been	carried	by	the	wizard	to	the	dark	cells
of	 the	 prison,	 where	 my	 fair	 lady	 lies,"	 answered	 the	 knight,	 and	 he	 again
dropped	his	head	upon	his	hands.
Now	the	knight	was	count	Pinabello,	the	false	son	of	a	false	race,	and	woe	betide
the	man	or	maid	who	trusted	him.	But	this	Bradamante	knew	not,	and	thinking
that	the	end	of	her	quest	was	come	cried	joyfully:
"Oh,	take	me	to	the	castle,	sir	knight,	with	all	the	speed	you	may,	and	I	shall	be
beholden	to	you	for	ever!
"If	you	so	desire	 it	 I	will	 lead	you	there,"	answered	the	knight;	"but	remember
that	I	have	warned	you	that	 the	danger	is	great!	When	you	have	climbed	those
walls	of	steel,	you	will	find	yourself	a	prisoner	like	the	rest."
"I	care	nothing	for	that,"	said	Bradamante.
So,	they	set	forth,	but	it	was	not	by	the	road	to	the	castle	that	Pinabello	led	the
maiden.	Wrapped	in	his	gloom	begotten	of	treachery	and	hate,	he	wandered	from
the	path	into	a	wood,	where	the	trees	grew	so	thickly	that	the	sky	was	scarcely
visible.	Then	a	dark	thought	entered	his	mind.	"She	shall	trouble	me	no	more,"
he	murmured	as	he	went;	and	aloud,	"The	night	is	at	hand,	and	before	it	comes	it
were	well	that	we	found	a	shelter.	Rest,	I	pray	you,	here	a	short	while,	and	I	will
climb	that	hill	and	see	if,	as	I	expect,	there	is	a	tower	not	far	off	where	we	can
lie.	To-morrow	we	will	proceed	on	our	way."
"Let	me	 go	with	 you,"	 answered	Bradamante,	 "lest	 you	 should	 never	 find	me
again,	or	I	the	wizard’s	castle,"	and,	so	saying,	she	guided	her	horse	after	his.
Thus	they	rode	for	some	way,	when	Pinabello,	who	was	in	front,	espied	among
the	rocks	a	deep	cavern	with	sides	so	steep	and	smooth	that	no	mortal	could	have
climbed	them.	He	jumped	off	his	horse	and	peered	to	the	bottom,	but	no	bottom
could	he	see.	Then	his	heart	leaped	at	the	thought	that	now,	once	and	for	all,	he
would	be	rid	of	Bradamante.



"Ah,	good	knight,	you	did	well	to	follow	me,"	turning	to	greet	her,	as	her	horse
came	panting	up	the	steep	hill.
"A	damsel	lies	imprisoned	in	that	dark	place,	and	it	is	foretold	that	only	a	knight
with	a	white	mantle	and	a	white	plume	in	his	helm	can	deliver	her.	Now	I	think
that	you	must	be	that	knight,	and	if	you	have	the	courage	to	go	down	into	that
cavern	as	I	went,	you	will	get	speech	of	her,	as	I	did."
"I	will	go	right	willingly,"	answered	Bradamante,	and	looked	about	her	for	some
means	 of	 descending	 into	 the	 cavern.	 Near	 the	 mouth	 was	 a	 stout	 oak,	 and
Bradamante	cut	off	a	branch	with	her	sword	and	plunged	it	down	the	mouth	of
the	cave.	She	gave	Pinabello	one	end	to	hold	fast,	and	lowered	herself	carefully
into	the	darkness.
"Can	you	jump?"	asked	the	count	suddenly,	with	a	laugh,	and,	giving	the	bough
a	push,	it	fell	with	Bradamante	into	the	pit.
But	the	traitor	triumphed	without	a	cause.	In	the	swift	passage	down	the	cave	the
branch	struck	 the	bottom	first,	and,	 though	 it	broke	 in	pieces,	Bradamante	was
saved	from	being	dashed	against	the	floor,	where	she	lay	for	a	while	bruised	and
shaken.
When	 she	 became	 used	 to	 the	 darkness,	 she	 stood	 up	 and	 looked	 around	 her.
"There	may	be	some	way	out,	after	all,"	 thought	 she,	noting	 that	 the	cave	was
less	gloomy	 than	she	had	fancied,	and	 felt	 round	 the	walls	with	her	hands.	On
one	side	there	seemed	to	be	a	passage,	and	going	cautiously	down	it	she	found
that	it	ended	in	a	sort	of	church,	with	a	lamp	hanging	over	the	altar.
At	 this	 moment	 there	 opened	 a	 little	 gate,	 and	 through	 it	 came	 a	 lady,	 bare-
footed,	with	streaming	hair.
"O	Bradamante,"	she	said,	"long	have	I	awaited	you,	for	Merlin,	who	lies	here,
prophesied	 before	 he	 entered	 this	 living	 tomb	 that	 ages	 hence	 you	would	 find
your	way	here.	He	bade	me	come	from	a	far-distant	land,	and	be	with	you	at	the
hour	when	his	spirit,	though	dead,	should	tell	of	the	glories	of	the	race	that	will
spring	from	you	and	Roger."
"I	am	not	worthy	of	such	honour,"	answered	Bradamante,	casting	down	her	eyes,
though	her	heart	beat	with	joy	at	the	thought	that	though	she	and	Roger	might	be
parted	now,	yet	in	the	end	they	would	be	united.	"Let	my	lord	speak,	and	I	will
hearken	to	him."
At	that	a	voice	rose	from	the	sepulchre	where	Merlin	had	lain	buried	for	many
hundreds	of	years.
"Since	it	is	decreed	that	you	shall	be	the	wife	of	Roger,	take	courage,	and	follow
the	 path	 that	 leads	 you	 to	 him.	 Let	 nothing	 turn	 you	 aside,	 and	 suffer	 no
adventure	 to	 ensnare	 you	 till	 you	 have	 overthrown	 the	wizard	who	 holds	 him
captive."



The	voice	ceased,	and	Melissa,	 the	kind	magician	who	went	through	the	world
seeking	 to	 set	wrongs	 right,	 showed	 from	a	book	 the	glories	 that	would	attend
the	children	of	Bradamante.
"To-morrow	at	dawn,"	she	said	when	she	had	finished	and	put	away	the	magic
scroll—"tomorrow	 at	 dawn	 I	myself	 will	 lead	 you	 to	 the	wizard’s	 castle.	 Till
then	 it	 would	 be	 well	 for	 you	 to	 seek	 of	 the	 wisdom	 of	 Merlin	 guidance	 to
overcome	the	dangers	bestrewing	your	path."
Next	 morning	Melissa	 and	 Bradamante	 rode	 out	 from	 the	 cavern	 by	 a	 secret
way,	 and	passed	over	 rushing	 rivers,	 and	climbed	high	precipices,	 and	as	 they
went	Melissa	held	discourse	with	Bradamante	how	best	to	set	Roger	free.
"No	man,	however	brave,	could	withstand	the	wizard,	who	has	his	magic	mirror
as	well	as	his	flying	horse	to	aid	him.	If	you	would	reach	Roger,	you	must	first
get	possession	of	the	ring	stolen	from	Angelica	by	Agramante,	the	African	king,
and	given	by	him	to	Brunello,	who	is	riding	only	a	few	miles	in	front	of	us.	In
the	 presence	 of	 this	 ring	 all	 charms	 and	 sorceries	 lose	 their	 power;	 but,	 take
heed,	for	to	outwit	Brunello	is	no	easy	task."
"It	 is	 good	 fortune	 indeed	 that	 Brunello	 should	 be	 so	 near	 us,"	 answered
Bradamante	joyfully;	"but	how	shall	I	know	him	from	other	men?"
"He	 is	of	 low	stature,	and	covered	with	black	hair,"	 replied	Melissa;	 "his	nose
lies	flat	upon	his	face,	and	his	skin	is	yellow,	as	the	skin	of	those	who	come	from
the	far	lands	beyond	Scythia.	You	must	fall	to	talking	with	him	upon	magic	and
enchantments,	but	beware	lest	he	guess	who	you	are	or	what	your	business,	and
lead	him	on	 till	he	offer	himself	your	guide	 to	 the	wizard’s	castle.	As	you	go,
strike	him	dead,	before	he	has	time	to	spy	into	your	heart,	and,	above	all,	before
he	can	slip	the	ring	into	his	mouth.	Once	he	does	that,	you	lose	Roger	for	ever."
Having	thus	said,	Melissa	bade	Bradamante	farewell,	and	they	parted	with	tears
and	promises	of	speedy	meeting.	Forthwith	Bradamante	entered	an	inn	hard	by,
where	Brunello	was	already	seated,	and	if	she	at	once	marked	him	amongst	other
men	he	no	less	knew	her,	for	many	a	time	he	had	seen	her	at	jousts	and	tourneys.
Thus,	both	 feigning,	 they	 fell	 into	 talk,	and	held	discourse	upon	 the	castle	and
the	knights	who	lay	imprisoned	therein.	"Many	an	adventure	as	perilous	have	I
dared,"	at	length	said	Bradamante,	"and	never	have	I	failed	to	trample	under	foot
my	foe.	So,	if	our	worthy	host	will	but	give	me	a	guide,	I	myself	will	challenge
this	wizard	to	deadly	combat."
But	Brunello	would	 suffer	 no	man	 to	 be	 her	 guide	 save	 himself,	 and	 together
they	climbed	the	mountain	till	they	stood	at	the	foot	of	the	castle.	"Look	at	those
walls	of	steel	that	crown	the	precipice,"	began	Brunello;	but	before	he	could	say
more	a	strong	girdle	was	passed	round	his	arms,	which	were	fastened	tightly	to
his	side;	and	in	spite	of	his	cries	and	struggles	Bradamante	drew	the	ring	off	his



finger	and	placed	it	on	her	own,	though	kill	him	she	would	not.
Then	 she	 seized	 the	 horn	which	 hung	 from	 a	 cord,	 and,	 blowing	 a	 loud	 blast,
waited	calmly	for	the	magician	to	answer.
Out	 he	 came	 on	 his	 flying	 steed,	 bearing	 on	 his	 left	 arm	 his	 silken-covered
shield,	 while	 he	 uttered	 spells	 that	 had	 laid	 low	 many	 a	 knight	 and	 lady.
Bradamante	heard	them	all,	and	was	no	whit	the	worse	for	the	blackest	of	them.
Furious	 at	 his	 defeat,	 the	 wizard	 snatched	 the	 cover	 from	 the	 shield,	 and
Bradamante,	 knowing	 full	well	what	was	wont	 to	 follow,	 sank	 heavily	 on	 the
ground.	At	 this	 the	wizard	covered	his	 shield	once	more,	 and	guided	his	 steed
swiftly	to	where	the	maiden	lay.	After	that,	unclasping	a	chain	from	his	body,	he
bent	down	to	find	her.	It	was	then	that	she	lifted	her	ringed	hand,	and	there	stood
before	her	an	old	man	with	white	hair	and	a	face	scarred	with	sorrow.
"Kill	me,	I	pray	you,	gentle	lady,"	cried	he;	"yet	know	before	I	die	that	my	love
to	Roger	has	been	the	cause	of	these	heavy	woes	to	so	many	gallant	knights	and
fair	damsels.	I	am	that	Atlantes	who	watched	over	him	in	childhood,	and	as	he
grew	to	manhood	he	was	ever	the	first	in	all	deeds	of	chivalry.	So,	reckless	was
he,	 that	 many	 a	 time	 it	 needed	 all	 my	magic	 to	 bring	 him	 back	 to	 life	 when
seemingly	he	lay	dead.	At	length,	to	keep	him	from	harm,	I	built	this	castle,	and
filled	it	with	all	that	was	beautiful,	and,	as	you	know,	with	knights	and	ladies	to
be	his	companions.	When	everything	was	ready	I	captured	Roger	himself."
"Now,	take	my	horse	and	shield,	and	throw	open	wide	the	castle	doors—do	what
you	will,	but	leave	me	only	Roger."
The	heart	of	Bradamante	was	not	wont	to	be	deaf	to	the	sorrows	of	others,	but
this	 time	 it	 seemed	 turned	 to	 stone.	 "Your	 horse	 and	 shield	 I	 have	 won	 for
myself,"	she	said,	"and	have	you	lived	so	long	in	the	world	without	learning	that
it	is	idle	to	war	against	fate?	It	is	fate	which	has	given	you	into	my	hands,	and	it
is	 useless	 to	 strive	 against	 it.	 Therefore,	 lead	 the	 way	 to	 the	 gate,	 and	 I	 will
follow."
They	 climbed	 in	 silence	 the	 long	 flight	 of	 steps	 leading	 to	 the	 castle;	 then
Atlantes	 stooped	 and	 raised	 a	 stone	 on	 which	 was	 graven	 strange	 and	 magic
signs.	Beneath	 the	stone	was	a	 row	of	pots	 filled	with	undying	 flames,	and	on
these	 the	wizard	 let	 the	stone	fall.	 In	a	moment	 there	was	a	sound	as	 if	all	 the
rocks	on	the	earth	were	rent,	the	castle	vanished	into	the	air,	and	with	it	Atlantes.
Instead,	 a	 troop	 of	 knights	 and	 ladies	 stood	 before	Bradamante,	who	 saw	 and
heard	none	save	only	Roger.



DOCTOR	GRILLO

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

DOCTOR	GRILLO	WAS	A	PHYSICIAN	WHO	had	made	himself	a	great	name
throughout	his	whole	country,	so	that	he	was	sent	for	and	consulted	from	far	and
wide,	 and	 everybody	 looked	 up	 to	 him	 as	 a	 very	wise	man,	whose	word	was
final	on	any	question	of	medicine.	The	discovery	that	“no	man	is	a	hero	to	his
valet”	 was	made	 long	 before	 the	 idea	 so	 found	 expression	 in	 the	 seventeenth
century.	Doctor	Grillo	had	a	man-servant	who	chose	to	entertain	a	very	different
notion	of	his	merits	and	powers	from	that	of	the	rest	of	the	world,	and	in	time,
from	undervaluing	his	attainments,	he	came	to	conceive	the	belief	that	he	could
himself	do	just	as	well	as	his	master.
One	day,	when	the	Doctor	was	out,	this	serving-man	took	into	his	head	to	roll	up
into	a	great	bundle	his	doctor’s	gown	and	cap,	a	number	of	prescriptions,	and	a
quantity	 of	 bottles,	 and	with	 these	 he	 stole	 away	 and	 betook	 himself	 to	 a	 far
country,	where	he	gave	himself	out	for	the	famed	Doctor	Grillo.
Just	at	the	time	he	arrived,	the	queen	of	the	country	was	in	great	suffering,	nor
could	any	native	professor	of	medicine	succeed	in	benefiting	her.	Naturally	the
services	of	the	great	Doctor	Grillo	were	put	in	request	in	her	behalf,	as	soon	as
his	 cunning	 servant	 had	 given	 himself	 out	 as	 the	 owner	 of	 his	 world-wide
reputation,	 and	 fortune	 favoured	 him	 in	 his	 two	 earliest	 attempts.	 Suffice	 it	 to
say,	he	succeeded	in	satisfying	her	requirements	by	a	kind	of	luck	and	from	that
day	 forward	his	 fortune	was	made,	 justifying	 the	 Italian	 saying,	 “An	ounce	of
good	fortune	furthers	one	more	than	a	pound	of	knowledge.”	Everywhere	he	was
now	 called	 in,	 and	 though	 he	 prescribed	 his	 remedies	 all	 higgledy-piggledy,
without	science	or	experience,	not	more	of	his	patients	died	than	those	of	other
mediciners.	The	people	were,	 therefore,	quite	satisfied	that	when	Doctor	Grillo
had	prescribed	the	best	had	been	done	that	human	skill	could	afford.
By-and-by	it	came	to	the	ears	of	the	real	Doctor	Grillo	that	a	quack	and	impostor
was	 wearing	 his	 laurels,	 nor	 did	 he	 sooner	 hear	 the	 news	 than	 he	 set	 out	 to
confront	him.



“Beware	good	people!	What	are	you	doing?”	was	his	say.	“This	man	knows	no
more	of	medicine	than	one	of	yourselves,	you	will	all	die	if	you	trust	to	him.	He
is	not	Doctor	Grillo.	I	am	Doctor	Grillo.”
But	all	the	people	laughed	in	his	face,	filled	as	they	were	with	the	prepossession
of	their	first	impressions,	and	they	began	to	drive	him	out	of	their	midst,	but	he
protested	so	loudly,	“I	am	Doctor	Grillo,”	that	a	wiseacre	in	the	crowd	thought	to
win	for	himself	a	reputation	for	discernment	by	insisting	that	he	should	have	a
trial.
It	happened	that	the	daughter	of	the	Chief	Judge	was	at	that	time	stricken	with
fever,	and	as	he	had	observed	 in	 the	 language	and	manners	of	 the	new	Doctor
Grillo	 more	 traces	 of	 learning	 and	 refinement	 than	 in	 the	 first	 arrived	 of	 the
name,	he	willingly	agreed	that	the	case	should	be	submitted	to	him	for	treatment.
His	wife	had,	however,	just	before	sent	for	the	false	Doctor	Grillo,	so	that	both
arrived	in	the	sick-room	at	the	same	moment,	and	loud	and	long	was	the	dispute
between	husband	wife,	master	and	servant,	as	to	which	doctor	should	approach
the	patient.	By	the	time	the	husband	had	carried	his	point,	and	the	real	physician
entered	upon	his	 functions,	 the	 fever	had	got	 such	hold	of	 the	 sufferer	 that	no
medicine	more	availed,	and	the	girl	succumbed	to	the	consequences	of	the	delay
in	administering	the	most	ordinary	remedies.
Nevertheless,	it	was	in	the	hands	of	the	real	Doctor	Grillo	that	she	had	died.	The
one	proof	of	his	identity	which	had	been	granted	had	gone	against	him,	and	the
popular	 mind	 was	 quite	 satisfied	 that	 it	 was	 he	 was	 the	 impostor.	 As	 the
pompous	 funeral	 of	 the	 Judge’s	 daughter	 brought	 all	 the	 circumstances	 to	 the
minds	of	the	people,	the	feeling	against	him	gathered	and	grew,	and	when	at	last
one	 person	 more	 mischievous	 and	 malicious	 than	 the	 rest	 proposed	 that	 he
should	be	driven	out	of	the	community,	the	idea	met	with	such	a	ready	response
that	he	would	certainly	not	have	escaped	with	his	life	from	the	yells	and	stone-
throwing	 of	 the	 infuriated	 populace,	 had	 not	 his	 retreat	 been	 protected	 by	 the
more	peaceably	disposed	citizens.
But	the	false	Doctor	Grillo	remained	thenceforward	in	undisturbed	possession	of
the	fame	and	fortune	attaching	to	the	name	he	had	filched.
	



HOW	WILLIAM	OF	PALERMO	WAS	CARRIED	OFF	BY
THE	WEREWOLF

Adapted	from	an	original	by	Sir	Humphrey	de	Bohun,	c1350	–	this	version	taken
from	Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book	published	in	1905.
	

	

MANY	HUNDREDS	OF	YEARS	AGO	THERE	 lived	 in	 the	 beautiful	 city	 of
Palermo	a	little	prince	who	was	thought,	not	only	by	his	parents	but	by	everyone
who	saw	him,	to	be	the	handsomest	child	in	the	whole	world.	When	he	was	four
years	old,	his	mother,	the	queen,	made	up	her	mind	that	it	was	time	to	take	him
away	 from	his	 nurses,	 so	 she	 chose	 out	 two	 ladies	 of	 the	 court	who	had	 been
friends	of	her	own	youth,	and	to	them	she	entrusted	her	little	son.	He	was	to	be
taught	to	read	and	write,	and	to	talk	Greek,	the	language	of	his	mother's	country,
and	Latin,	which	all	princes	ought	to	know,	while	the	Great	Chamberlain	would
see	that	he	learned	to	ride	and	shoot,	and,	when	he	grew	bigger,	how	to	wield	a
sword.
For	a	while	everything	went	on	as	well	as	the	king	and	queen	could	wish.	Prince
William	was	quick,	and,	besides,	he	could	not	bear	to	be	beaten	in	anything	he
tried	to	do,	whether	it	was	making	out	the	sense	of	a	roll	of	parchment	written	in
strange	 black	 letters,	which	was	 his	 reading-book,	 or	mastering	 a	 pony	which
wanted	to	kick	him	off.	And	the	people	of	Palermo	looked	on,	and	whispered	to
each	other:
"Ah!	what	a	king	he	will	make!"
But	soon	a	terrible	end	came	to	all	these	hopes!
William's	father,	king	Embrons,	had	a	brother	who	would	have	been	the	heir	to
the	throne	but	for	the	little	prince.	He	was	a	wicked	man,	and	hated	his	nephew,
but	when	the	boy	was	born	he	was	away	at	the	wars,	and	did	not	return	till	five
years	later.	Then	he	lost	no	time	in	making	friends	with	the	two	ladies	who	took
care	 of	William,	 and	 slowly	managed	 to	 gain	 their	 confidence.	 By-and-by	 he
worked	upon	them	with	his	promises	and	gifts,	till	they	became	as	wicked	as	he
was,	and	even	agreed	to	kill	not	only	the	child,	but	the	king	his	father.
Now	adjoining	 the	palace	at	Palermo	was	a	 large	park,	planted	with	 flowering
trees	and	filled	with	wild	beasts.	The	royal	family	loved	to	roam	about	the	park,



and	often	held	jousts	and	sports	on	the	green	grass,	while	William	played	with
his	dogs	or	picked	flowers.
One	day—it	was	 a	 festival—the	whole	 court	went	 into	 the	park	 at	 noon,	 after
they	had	 finished	dining,	 and	 the	queen	and	her	 ladies	busied	 themselves	with
embroidering	a	quilt	for	the	royal	bed,	while	the	king	and	his	courtiers	shot	at	a
mark.	Suddenly	there	leapt	from	a	bush	a	huge	grey	wolf	with	his	mouth	open
and	his	tongue	hanging	out.	Before	anyone	had	time	to	recover	from	his	surprise,
the	great	beast	had	caught	up	the	child,	and	was	bounding	with	him	through	the
park,	and	over	the	wall	into	the	plain	by	the	sea.	When	the	courtiers	had	regained
their	senses,	both	the	wolf	and	boy	were	out	of	sight.
Oh!	what	weeping	and	wailing	burst	 forth	 from	the	king	and	queen	when	 they
understood	 that	 their	 little	 son	 was	 gone	 from	 them	 for	 ever,	 only,	 as	 they
supposed,	 to	 die	 a	 cruel	 death!	 For	 of	 course	 they	 did	 not	 know	 that	 one	 far
worse	had	awaited	him	at	home.
After	 the	 first	 shock,	William	did	not	very	much	mind	what	was	happening	 to
him.	The	wolf	jerked	him	on	to	his	back,	and	told	him	to	hold	fast	by	his	ears,
and	the	boy	sat	comfortably	among	the	thick	hair,	and	did	not	even	get	his	feet
wet	as	they	swam	across	the	Straits	of	Messina.	On	the	other	side,	not	far	from
Rome,	was	a	forest	of	tall	trees,	and	as	by	this	time	it	was	getting	dark,	the	wolf
placed	William	on	a	bed	of	soft	fern,	and	broke	off	a	branch	of	delicious	fruits,
which	he	gave	him	for	 supper.	Then	he	 scooped	out	a	deep	pit	with	his	paws,
and	 lined	 it	with	moss	and	feathery	grasses,	and	 there	 they	both	 lay	down	and
slept	till	morning;	in	spite	of	missing	his	mother,	in	all	his	life	William	had	never
been	so	happy.
For	eight	days	 they	stayed	 in	 the	 forest,	 and	 it	 seemed	 to	 the	boy	as	 if	he	had
never	dwelt	anywhere	else.	There	was	so	much	 to	see	and	 to	do,	and	when	he
was	tired	of	playing	the	wolf	told	him	stories.
But	one	morning,	before	he	was	properly	awake,	he	felt	himself	gently	shaken
by	a	paw,	and	he	sat	up,	and	looked	about	him.	"Listen	to	me,"	said	the	wolf.	"I
have	 to	 go	 right	 over	 to	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 wood,	 on	 some	 business	 of	 a
friend’s,	and	I	shall	not	be	back	till	sunset.	Be	careful	not	to	stray	out	of	sight	of
this	pit,	for	you	may	easily	lose	yourself.	You	will	find	plenty	of	fruit	and	nuts
piled	up	under	that	cherry	tree."
So,	 the	wolf	went	away,	and	the	child	curled	himself	up	for	another	sleep,	and
when	 the	 sun	 was	 high	 and	 its	 beams	 awakened	 him,	 he	 got	 up	 and	 had	 his
breakfast.	While	 he	 was	 eating,	 birds	 with	 blue	 and	 green	 feathers	 came	 and
hopped	on	his	 shoulder	 and	pecked	at	 the	 fruit	 he	was	putting	 into	his	mouth,
and	William	made	 friends	with	 them	all,	 and	 they	 suffered	him	 to	 stroke	 their
heads.
Now	 there	 dwelt	 in	 the	 forest	 an	 old	 cowherd,	who	happened	 that	morning	 to



have	work	to	do	not	far	from	the	pit	where	William	lived	with	the	wolf.	He	took
with	him	a	big	dog,	which	helped	him	to	collect	the	cows	when	they	wandered,
and	 to	 keep	 off	 any	 strange	 beasts	 that	 threatened	 to	 attack	 them.	 On	 this
particular	 morning	 there	 were	 no	 cows,	 so	 the	 dog	 ran	 here	 and	 there	 as	 he
would,	enjoying	himself	mightily,	when	suddenly	he	set	up	a	loud	barking,	as	if
he	had	found	a	prey,	and	the	noise	caused	the	old	man	to	hasten	his	steps.
When	he	reached	the	spot	from	which	the	noise	came,	the	dog	was	standing	at
the	edge	of	a	pit,	out	of	which	came	a	frightened	cry.	The	old	man	looked	in,	and
there	he	saw	a	child	clad	in	garments	that	shone	like	gold,	shrinking	timidly	into
the	farthest	corner.
"Fear	nothing,	my	boy,"	said	the	cowherd;	"he	will	never	hurt	you,	and	even	if
he	wished	 I	would	not	 let	him;"	and	as	he	spoke	he	held	out	his	hand.	At	 this
William	 took	 courage.	 He	 was	 not	 really	 a	 coward,	 but	 he	 felt	 lonely	 and	 it
seemed	a	 long	time	since	the	wolf	had	gone	away.	Would	he	really	ever	come
back?	This	old	man	looked	kind,	and	there	could	be	no	harm	in	speaking	to	him.
So,	he	took	the	outstretched	hand	and	scrambled	out	of	the	pit,	and	the	cowherd
gathered	apples	for	him,	and	other	fruits	that	grew	on	the	tops	of	trees	too	high
for	the	wolf	to	reach.	And	all	the	day	they	wandered	on	and	on,	till	they	came	to
the	cowherd's	cottage,	before	which	an	old	woman	was	standing.
"I	have	brought	you	a	little	boy,"	he	said,	"whom	I	found	in	the	forest."
"Ah,	a	lucky	star	was	shining	when	you	got	up	today,"	answered	she.	"And	what
is	your	name,	my	little	man?	And	will	you	stay	and	live	with	me?"
"My	name	is	William,	and	you	look	kind	like	my	grandmother,	and	I	will	stay
with	you,"	said	 the	boy;	and	 the	old	people	were	very	glad,	and	 they	milked	a
cow,	and	gave	him	warm	milk	for	his	supper.
When	 the	wolf	 returned—he	was	 not	 a	wolf	 at	 all,	 but	 the	 son	 of	 the	 king	 of
Spain,	 who	 had	 been	 enchanted	 by	 his	 stepmother—he	 was	 very	 unhappy	 at
finding	the	pit	empty.	Indeed,	his	first	thought	was	that	a	lion	must	have	carried
off	the	boy	and	eaten	him,	or	that	an	eagle	must	have	pounced	on	him	from	the
sky,	and	borne	him	away	to	his	young	ones	for	supper.	But	after	he	had	cried	till
he	could	cry	no	more,	it	occurred	to	him	that	before	he	gave	up	the	boy	for	dead
it	would	be	well	to	make	a	search,	as	perchance	there	might	be	some	sign	of	his
whereabouts.	So,	he	dried	his	eyes	with	his	tail	and	jumped	up	quite	cheerfully.
He	began	by	looking	to	see	if	the	bushes	round	and	about	were	broken	and	torn
as	if	some	great	beast	had	crashed	through	them.	But	they	were	all	just	as	he	had
left	them	in	the	morning,	with	the	creepers	still	knotting	tree	to	tree.	No,	it	was
clear	that	no	lion	had	been	near	the	spot.	Then	he	examined	the	ground	carefully
for	a	bird's	feather	or	a	shred	of	a	child's	dress;	he	did	not	find	these	either,	but
the	marks	of	a	man's	foot	were	quite	plain,	and	these	he	followed.



The	 track	 turned	 and	 twisted	 for	 about	 two	miles,	 and	 then	 stopped	 at	 a	 little
cottage	with	roses	climbing	up	the	walls.	The	wolf	did	not	want	to	show	himself,
so	he	crept	quietly	round	to	the	back,	where	there	was	a	hole	in	the	door	just	big
enough	for	the	cats	to	come	in	and	out	of.	The	wolf	peeped	through	this	hole	and
saw	William	eating	his	supper,	and	chattering	away	 to	 the	old	woman	as	 if	he
had	 known	 her	 all	 his	 life,	 for	 he	was	 a	 friendly	 little	 boy,	 and	 purred	 like	 a
pussy-cat	when	he	was	pleased.	And	when	the	wolf	saw	that	all	was	well	with
the	child,	he	was	glad	and	went	his	way.
"William	will	be	safer	with	them	than	with	me,"	he	said	to	himself.
Many	years	went	by,	and	William	had	grown	a	big	boy,	and	was	very	useful	to
the	 cowherd	 and	 his	 wife.	 He	 could	 shoot	 now	with	 his	 bow	 and	 arrow	 in	 a
manner	which	would	have	pleased	his	first	teacher,	and	he	and	his	playfellows—
the	 sons	 of	 charcoal-burners	 and	 woodmen—were	 wont	 to	 keep	 the	 pots
supplied	at	home	with	the	game	they	found	in	the	forest.	Besides	this,	he	filled
the	 pails	 full	 of	 water	 from	 the	 stream,	 and	 chopped	 wood	 for	 the	 fire,	 and,
sometimes,	 was	 even	 trusted	 to	 cook	 the	 dinner.	 And	 when	 this	 happened
William	was	a	very	proud	boy	indeed.
One	day	the	emperor	planned	a	great	hunt	to	take	place	in	the	forest,	and,	while
following	a	wild	boar,	he	outstripped	all	his	courtiers	and	lost	his	way.	Turning
first	down	one	path	and	then	the	other,	he	came	upon	a	boy	gathering	fruit,	and
so	beautiful	was	he	that	the	emperor	thought	that	he	must	be	of	a	fairy	race.
"What	is	your	name,	my	child?"	asked	the	emperor;	"and	where	do	you	live?"
The	boy	looked	round	at	the	sound	of	his	voice,	and,	taking	off	his	cap,	bowed
low.
"I	am	called	William,	noble	sir,"	he	answered,	"and	I	 live	with	a	cowherd,	my
father,	in	a	cottage	nearby.	Other	kindred	have	I	none	that	ever	I	heard	of;"	for
the	gardens	of	Palermo	and	the	life	of	the	palace	had	now	faded	into	dreams	in
the	memory	of	the	child.
"Bid	your	father	come	here	and	speak	to	me,"	said	the	emperor,	but	William	did
not	move.
"I	 fear	 lest	 harm	 should	 befall	 him	 through	me,"	 he	 answered,	 "and	 that	 shall
never	be."	But	the	emperor	smiled	as	he	heard	him.
"Not	harm,	but	good,"	he	said,	and	William	took	courage	and	hastened	down	the
path	to	the	cottage.
"I	am	 the	emperor,"	 said	 the	 stranger,	when	 the	boy	and	 the	cowherd	 returned
together.	"Tell	me	truly,	is	this	your	son?"
Then	 the	 cowherd,	 trembling	 all	 over,	 told	 the	whole	 story,	 and	when	 he	 had
finished	the	emperor	said	quietly:



"You	have	done	well,	but	from	today	the	boy	shall	be	mine,	and	shall	grow	up
with	my	daughter."
The	heart	of	the	cowherd	sank	as	he	thought	how	sorely	he	and	his	wife	would
miss	William,	 but	 he	 kept	 silence.	 Not	 so	William,	 who	 broke	 into	 sobs	 and
wails.
"I	 should	 have	 fared	 ill	 if	 this	 good	man	 and	 his	 wife	 had	 not	 taken	me	 and
nourished	me.	I	know	not	whence	I	came	or	where	I	shall	go!	None	can	be	so
kind	as	they	have	been."
"Cease	weeping,	 fair	 child,"	 said	 the	 emperor,	 "someday	 you	 shall	 be	 able	 to
reward	the	good	that	they	have	done	you;"	and	then	the	cowherd	spoke	and	gave
him	wise	counsel	how	to	behave	himself	at	court.
"Be	no	teller	of	tales,	and	let	your	words	be	few.	Be	true	to	your	lord,	and	fair	of
speech	to	all	men;	and	seek	to	help	the	poor	when	you	may."
"Set	him	on	my	horse,"	said	the	emperor,	and,	 though	William	wept	still	as	he
bade	farewell	to	the	cowherd,	and	sent	a	sorrowful	greeting	to	his	wife	and	to	his
playfellows	Hugonet,	and	Abelot,	and	Akarin,	yet	he	was	pleased	to	be	riding	in
such	royal	fashion,	and	soon	dried	his	tears.
They	reached	the	palace	at	 last,	and	the	emperor	led	William	into	the	hall,	and
sent	a	messenger	for	Melior,	his	daughter.
"I	have	brought	home	a	present	for	you,"	he	cried,	as	she	entered;	"and	be	sure	to
treat	him	as	you	would	your	brother,	for	he	has	come	of	goodly	kindred,	though
now	he	does	not	know	where	he	was	born,	or	who	was	his	father."	And	with	that
he	told	her	the	tale	of	how	he	had	found	the	boy	in	the	wood.
"I	shall	care	 for	him	willingly,"	answered	Melior,	and	she	 took	him	away,	and
saw	that	supper	was	set	before	him,	and	clothes	provided	for	him,	and	made	him
ready	for	his	duties	as	page	to	the	emperor.
So,	 the	 boy	 and	 girl	 grew	up	 together,	 and	 everyone	 loved	William,	who	was
gentle	 and	 pleasant	 to	 all,	 and	was	 skilled	 in	what	 a	 gentleman	 should	 know.
Wise	he	was	 too,	beyond	his	years,	and	 the	emperor	kept	him	ever	at	his	side,
and	took	counsel	with	him	on	many	subjects	touching	his	honour	and	the	welfare
of	his	people.
And	 if	 the	people	 loved	him,	how	much	more	Melior,	who	saw	him	about	 the
court	 all	 day	 long,	 and	 knew	 the	 store	 her	 father	 set	 on	 him?	 Yet	 she
remembered	with	 sadness	 certain	whispers	 she	 had	 heard	 of	 a	match	 between
herself	 and	 a	 foreign	 prince,	 and	 if	 her	 father	 had	 promised	 her	 hand	 nought
would	make	him	break	his	word.
So,	she	sighed	and	bewailed	herself	in	secret,	till	her	cousin	Alexandrine	marked
that	something	was	amiss.



"Tell	me	all	your	sickness,"	said	Alexandrine	one	day,	"and	what	grieves	you	so
sorely.	You	know	that	you	can	trust	me,	for	I	have	served	you	truly,	and	perhaps
I	may	be	able	to	help	you	in	this	strait!"
Then	Melior	 told	 her,	 and	Alexandrine	 listened	 in	 amaze.	 From	his	 childhood
William	and	the	two	girls	had	played	together,	and	well	Alexandrine	knew	that
the	 emperor	 had	 cast	 his	 eyes	 upon	 another	 son-in-law.	 Still,	 she	 loved	 her
cousin,	and	she	loved	William	too,	so	she	said.
"Mourn	no	longer,	madam;	I	am	skilled	in	magic,	and	can	heal	you.	So,	weep	no
more."	And	Melior	took	heart	and	was	comforted.
That	 night	Alexandrine	 caused	William	 to	 dream	a	 dream	 in	which	 the	whole
world	vanished	away,	and	only	he	and	Melior	were	left.	In	a	moment	he	felt	that
as	long	as	she	was	there	the	rest	might	go,	and	that	she	was	the	princess	that	was
waiting	 for	 every	 prince.	 But	 who	 was	 he	 that	 he	 should	 dare	 to	 ask	 for	 the
emperor's	daughter?	and	what	chance	had	he	amongst	the	noble	suitors	who	now
began	 to	 throng	 the	 palace?	 These	 thoughts	made	 him	 very	 sad,	 and	 he	went
about	his	duties	with	a	face	as	long	as	Melior's	was	now.
Alexandrine	paid	no	heed	to	his	gloomy	looks.	She	was	very	wise,	and	for	some
days	left	her	magic	to	work.	At	last	one	morning	she	thought	the	time	had	come
to	heal	the	wounds	she	had	caused,	and	planned	a	meeting	between	them.	After
this	they	had	no	more	need	of	her,	neither	did	Melior	weep	any	longer.
For	a	while	 they	were	content,	 and	asked	nothing	more	 than	 to	 see	each	other
every	day,	as	 they	had	always	done.	But	 soon	a	 fresh	source	of	grief	came.	A
war	broke	out,	in	which	William,	now	a	knight,	had	to	follow	the	emperor,	and
more	than	once	saved	the	life	of	his	master.	On	their	return,	when	the	enemy	was
put	to	flight,	the	expected	ambassadors	from	Greece	arrived	at	court,	to	seek	the
hand	 of	 Melior,	 which	 was	 readily	 granted	 by	 her	 father.	 This	 news	 made
William	sick	almost	unto	death,	and	Melior,	who	was	resolved	not	to	marry	the
stranger,	hastened	to	Alexandrine	in	order	to	implore	her	help.
But	Alexandrine	only	shook	her	head.
"It	 is	 true,"	said	she,	"that,	unless	you	manage	to	escape,	you	will	be	forced	to
wed	the	prince;	but	how	are	you	to	get	away	when	there	are	guards	before	every
door	of	the	palace,	except	by	the	little	gate,	and	to	reach	that	you	will	have	first
to	pass	by	the	sentries,	who	know	you?"
"O	 dear	Alexandrine,"	 cried	Melior,	 clasping	 her	 hands	 in	 despair.	 "Do	 try	 to
think	of	 some	way	 to	 save	us!	 I	 am	 sure	you	 can;	 you	 are	 always	 clever,	 and
there	is	nobody	else."
And	Alexandrine	did	 think	of	a	way,	but	what	 it	was	must	be	 told	 in	 the	next
chapter.



	



NINA

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	MILLER	WHO	GOT	 into	difficulties,	 and	 could	not	pay	his
rent.	The	landlord	sent	to	him	a	great	many	times	to	say	that	if	he	could	not	pay
his	 rent	he	must	go	out,	but	 as	he	paid	no	attention	 to	 the	notice,	 the	 landlord
went	 himself	 at	 last,	 and	 told	 him	 he	 must	 go.	 The	 miller	 pleaded	 that	 his
difficulties	were	only	temporary,	and	that	if	he	would	give	him	but	a	little	time
he	would	make	 it	all	 straight.	The	 landlord,	however,	was	pitiless,	and	said	he
had	 waited	 long	 enough,	 and	 now	 he	 had	 come	 to	 put	 an	 end	 to	 it,	 adding,
“Mind,	this	is	my	last	word.	If	you	do	not	go	out	tonight	peaceably,	I	shall	send
someone	tomorrow	to	turn	you	out	by	force.”
As	 he	 turned	 to	 leave,	 after	 pronouncing	 this	 sentence,	 he	 met	 the	 miller’s
daughter	 coming	back	 from	 the	 stream	where	 she	had	been	washing.	 “Who	 is
this	buxom	lass?”	inquired	the	landlord.
“That	is	my	daughter	Nina,”	answered	the	miller.
“A	fine	girl	she	is	too,”	replied	the	landlord.	“And	I	tell	you	what,	miller,	listen
to	me,	give	Nina	to	me,	and	I	will	not	only	forgive	you	the	debt,	but	will	make
over	the	mill	and	the	homestead	to	you,	to	be	your	own	property	for	ever.”
“Give	 me	 a	 proper	 document	 to	 that	 effect,	 duly	 signed	 by	 your	 own	 hand,”
replied	the	miller,	with	a	twinkle	in	his	eye,	“and	I	will	give	you	"Nina."“
The	landlord	went	back	into	the	house,	and	taking	two	sheets	of	paper	drew	up
first	a	formal	quittance	of	the	back	rent,	and	then	a	conveyance	of	the	mill	and
homestead	absolutely	to	the	miller	and	to	his	heirs	for	ever.	These	he	handed	to
the	miller,	and	then	he	said,	“Tonight,	an	hour	before	sundown,	I	will	send	for
"Nina."“
“All	right,”	said	the	miller,	“you	shall	have	"Nina,"“	and	so	they	parted.
“An	hour	before	sundown	a	servant	came	with	a	carriage	to	fetch	"Nina"“
“Where’s	"Nina"?”	said	the	servant.	“Master	has	sent	me	to	fetch	"Nina."“
“In	the	stable.	Take	her!”	answered	the	miller.



In	the	stable	was	nothing	to	be	seen	but	a	very	lean	old	donkey.
“There’s	nothing	here	but	an	old	donkey,”	exclaimed	the	servant.
“All	right,	that’s	Nina,	so	take	her,”	replied	the	miller.
“But	this	can’t	be	what	master	meant	me	to	fetch!”	expostulated	the	servant.
“What	have	you	got	 to	say	 to	 it?”	 replied	 the	miller.	“Your	master	 told	you	 to
fetch	"Nina;"	we	always	call	our	donkey	Nina,	so	take	her,	and	be	off.”
The	 servant	 saw	 there	was	 nothing	 to	 be	 gained	 by	 disputing,	 so	 he	 took	 the
donkey	 and	went	 home.	When	he	 got	 back,	 his	master	 had	 got	 company	with
him,	so	he	did	not	know	what	to	say	about	the	donkey.	But	his	master	seeing	he
was	 come	back,	 took	 it	 for	 granted	 the	business	was	done,	 and	 calling	him	 to
him	privately	 said,	 “Take	Nina	upstairs	 into	 the	best	bedroom	and	 light	a	 fire,
and	give	her	some	supper.”
“Take	her	upstairs	into	the	best	bedroom!”	exclaimed	the	man.
“Yes!	Do	what	you’re	told,	and	don’t	repeat	my	words.”
The	servant	could	not	venture	to	say	any	more,	so	he	took	the	donkey	up	into	the
best	bedroom,	and	lit	a	fire,	and	put	some	supper	there.	As	soon	as	his	company
was	gone,	the	master	called	out	to	the	servant,	“Is	Nina	upstairs?”	asked	he.
“Si,	Signore,	she’s	lying	before	the	fire,”	answered	the	servant.
“Did	you	take	some	supper	up?	I’ll	have	my	supper	up	there	with	"Nina."“
“Si,	Signore,”	 replied	 the	servant,	and	he	 turned	away	 to	 laugh,	 for	he	 thought
his	master	had	gone	mad.
The	landlord	went	upstairs,	but	it	had	now	grown	dark,	so	he	groped	his	way	to
the	fireplace,	and	there	sure	enough	was	Nina,	the	donkey,	lying	down,	and	as	he
stroked	her	he	said,	“What	fine	soft	hair	you’ve	got,	Nina!”
Presently	the	servant	brought	the	lights,	and	when	he	saw	the	dirty	old	worn-out
donkey,	and	understood	what	a	trick	the	miller	had	played	off	on	him,	it	may	be
imagined	how	furious	he	was.
The	next	day,	as	soon	as	the	courts	were	opened,	he	went	before	the	judge,	and
told	all	the	tale.	Then	the	miller	came	too,	and	told	his,	but	the	judge	examined
the	documents,	and	pronounced	that	the	miller	was	in	the	right,	for	his	part	of	the
contract	was	that	he	was	to	deliver	over	Nina,	and	he	had	delivered	over	Nina.
There	was	no	evidence	that	any	other	Nina	was	intended	but	Nina	the	donkey,
and	so	the	miller	remained	in	undisputed	possession	of	the	mill.
And	that	is	the	truth,	for	it	actually	happened	as	I	have	told	you.
	



THE	DISENCHANTMENT	OF	THE	WERWOLF

Adapted	 from	 an	 original	 by	 William	 of	 Palermo	 –	 this	 version	 taken	 from
Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book	published	in	1905.
	

	

EVERYBODY	WILL	 REMEMBER	 THAT	WILLIAM	 and	Melior	 trusted	 to
Alexandrine	 to	help	 them	to	escape	 from	the	palace,	before	Melior	was	 forced
into	 marriage	 by	 her	 father	 with	 the	 prince	 of	 Greece.	 At	 first	 Alexandrine
declared	that	it	was	quite	impossible	to	get	them	away	unseen,	but	at	length	she
thought	of	something	which	might	succeed,	though,	if	it	failed,	all	 three	would
pay	a	heavy	penalty.
And	this	was	her	plan,	and	a	very	good	one	too.
She	would	borrow	some	boy’s	clothes,	and	put	 them	on,	hiding	her	hair	under
one	 of	 those	 tight	 caps	 that	 kitchen	 varlets	wore	 covering	 all	 their	 heads;	 she
would	then	go	down	into	the	big	kitchens	underneath	the	palace,	where	the	wild
beasts	 shot	 by	 the	 emperor	 were	 skinned	 and	made	 into	 coats	 for	 the	 winter.
Here	she	would	have	a	chance	of	slipping	out	unnoticed	with	 the	skins	of	 two
white	bears,	and	in	these	she	would	sew	up	William	and	Melior,	and	would	let
them	through	the	little	back	gate,	from	which	they	could	easily	escape	into	the
forest.
"Oh,	 I	 knew	 you	would	 find	 a	way!"	 said	Melior,	 throwing	 her	 arms	 joyfully
round	her	cousin’s	neck.	"I	am	quite	 sure	 it	will	all	go	 right,	only	 let	us	make
haste,	for	my	father	may	find	us	out,	or	perhaps	I	may	lose	my	courage."
"I	will	 set	 about	 it	 at	 once,"	 said	Alexandrine,	 "and	you	 and	William	must	 be
ready	tonight."
So,	she	got	her	boy’s	clothes,	which	her	maid	stole	 for	her	out	of	 the	 room	of
one	of	 the	scullions,	and	dressed	herself	 in	 them,	smearing	her	 face	and	hands
with	walnut-juice,	 that	 their	whiteness	might	not	betray	her.	She	slipped	down
by	 some	dark	 stairs	 into	 the	kitchen,	 and	 joined	 a	 company	of	men	who	were
hard	at	work	on	a	pile	of	dead	animals.	The	sun	had	set,	and	in	the	corner	of	the
great	 hall	 where	 the	 flaying	 was	 going	 on,	 there	 was	 very	 little	 light,	 but
Alexandrine	marked	that	close	to	an	open	door	was	a	heap	of	bearskins,	and	she
took	up	her	position	as	near	 them	as	she	could.	But	 the	girl	was	careful	not	 to



stand	too	long	in	one	place;	she	moved	about	from	one	group	of	men	to	another,
lending	a	hand	here	 and	 there	 and	passing	a	merry	 jest,	 and	as	 she	did	 so	 she
gave	the	topmost	skins	a	little	shove	with	her	foot,	getting	them	each	time	closer
to	the	open	door,	and	always	watching	her	chance	to	pick	them	up	and	run	off
with	them.
It	came	at	last.	The	torch	which	lighted	that	end	of	the	hall	flared	up	and	went
out,	leaving	the	men	in	darkness.	One	of	them	rose	to	fetch	another,	and,	quick
as	thought,	Alexandrine	caught	up	the	bearskins	and	was	outside	in	the	garden.
From	that	it	was	easy	to	make	her	way	upstairs	unseen.
"See	how	I	have	sped!"	she	said,	 throwing	the	skins	on	the	floor.	"But	night	is
coming	on	apace,	 and	we	have	no	 time	 to	 lose;	 I	must	 sew	you	up	 in	 them	at
once."
The	skins	were	both	so	large	that	Melior	and	William	wore	all	their	own	clothes
beneath,	and	did	not	feel	at	all	hot,	as	they	expected	to	do.
"Am	I	not	a	bold	beast?"	asked	Melior	in	glee,	as	she	caught	sight	of	herself	in	a
polished	shield	on	the	wall.	"Methinks	no	handsomer	bear	was	ever	seen!"
"Yes,	verily,	madam,"	answered	her	maiden,	"you	are	indeed	a	grisly	ghost,	and
no	man	will	 dare	 to	 come	 near	 you.	 But	 now	 stand	 aside,	 for	 it	 is	William’s
turn."
"How	do	you	like	me,	sweetheart?"	asked	he,	when	the	last	stitches	had	been	put
in.
"You	have	so	fierce	an	air,	and	are	so	hideous	a	sight,	that	I	fear	to	look	on	you!"
said	she.	And	William	laughed	and	begged	Alexandrine	to	guide	them	through
the	garden,	as	they	were	not	yet	used	to	going	on	all	fours,	and	might	stumble.
As	they	passed	through	the	bushes,	galloping	madly—for	in	spite	of	the	danger
they	felt	as	 though	 they	were	children	again—a	Greek	who	was	walking	up	 to
the	palace	saw	them	afar,	and,	seized	with	dread,	took	shelter	in	the	nearest	hut,
where	 he	 told	 his	 tale.	 The	men	who	 heard	 it	 paid	 but	 little	 heed	 at	 the	 time,
though	 they	 remembered	 it	 after;	 but	 bears	were	 common	 in	 that	 country,	 and
often	came	out	of	the	forest	at	night.
Not	knowing	what	a	narrow	escape	they	had	had,	the	two	runaways	travelled	till
sunrise,	 when	 they	 hid	 themselves	 in	 a	 cave	 on	 the	 side	 of	 a	 hill.	 They	 had
nothing	to	eat,	but	were	too	tired	to	think	of	that	till	they	had	had	a	good	sleep,
though	when	they	woke	up	they	began	to	wonder	how	they	should	get	any	food.
"Oh,	 it	 will	 be	 all	 right!"	 said	 Melior;	 "there	 are	 blackberries	 in	 plenty	 and
acorns	 and	 hazel-nuts,	 and	 there	 is	 a	 stream	 just	 below	 the	 cave—do	 you	 not
hear	it?	It	will	all	be	much	nicer	than	anything	in	the	palace."
But	William	did	not	seem	to	agree	with	her,	and	wished	to	seek	out	some	man



who	 would	 give	 him	 something	 he	 liked	 better	 than	 nuts	 and	 acorns.	 This,
however,	 Melior	 would	 not	 hear	 of;	 they	 would	 certainly	 be	 followed	 and
betrayed,	 she	 said,	 and,	 to	 please	 her,	William	 ate	 the	 fruit	 and	 stayed	 in	 the
cave,	wondering	what	would	happen	on	the	morrow.
Luckily	for	themselves,	they	did	not	have	to	wait	so	long	before	they	got	a	good
supper.	Their	 friend	 the	werewolf	had	spied	 them	from	afar,	 and	was	 ready	 to
come	 to	 their	 rescue.	During	 that	day	he	had	hidden	himself	under	a	clump	of
bushes	close	to	the	highway,	and	by-and-by	he	saw	a	man	approaching,	carrying
a	very	fat	wallet	over	his	shoulder.	The	wolf	bounded	out	of	his	cover,	growling
fiercely,	which	so	frightened	the	man	that	he	dropped	the	wallet	and	ran	into	the
wood.	Then	the	wolf	picked	up	the	wallet,	which	contained	a	loaf	of	bread	and
some	meat	ready	cooked,	and	galloped	away	with	it	to	William.
They	felt	quite	strong	and	hearty	again	when	they	had	finished	their	supper,	and
quite	ready	to	continue	their	journey.	As	it	was	night,	and	the	country	was	very
lonely,	they	walked	on	two	feet,	but	when	morning	came,	or	they	saw	signs	that
men	 were	 about,	 they	 speedily	 dropped	 on	 all	 fours.	 And	 all	 the	 way	 the
werewolf	followed	them,	and	saw	that	they	never	lacked	for	food.
Meanwhile	the	preparations	for	Melior’s	marriage	to	the	prince	of	Greece	were
going	on	blithely	in	the	palace,	and	none	thought	of	asking	for	the	bride.	At	last,
when	everything	was	finished,	the	emperor	bade	the	high	chamberlain	fetch	the
princess.
"She	is	not	in	her	room,	your	Majesty,"	said	the	chamberlain,	when	he	re-entered
the	hall;	but	the	emperor	only	thought	that	his	daughter	was	timid,	and	answered
that	he	would	go	and	bring	her	himself.
Like	the	chamberlain,	he	found	the	outer	room	empty	and	passed	on	to	the	door
of	 the	 inner	 one,	 which	 was	 locked.	 He	 shook	 and	 thumped	 and	 yelled	 with
anger,	 till	Alexandrine	 heard	 him	 from	her	 distant	 turret,	 and,	 terrified	 though
she	was,	hastened	to	find	out	what	was	the	matter.
"My	daughter!	Where	is	my	daughter?"	he	cried,	stammering	with	rage.
"Asleep,	sire,"	answered	Alexandrine.
"Asleep	still!"	said	the	emperor;	"then	wake	her	instantly,	for	the	bridegroom	is
ready	and	I	am	waiting	to	lead	her	to	him."
"Alas!	sire,	Melior	has	heard	that	in	Greece	royal	brides	pass	their	lives	shut	in	a
tower,	and	she	has	sworn	that	she	will	never	wed	one	of	that	race.	But,	indeed,
for	my	part,	I	think	that	is	not	her	true	reason,	and	that	she	has	pledged	her	faith
to	another,	whom	you	also	know	and	love."
"And	who	may	that	be?"	asked	the	emperor.
"The	man	who	saved	your	life	in	battle,	William	himself,"	answered	Alexandrine



boldly,	though	her	limbs	shook	with	fear.
At	this	news	the	emperor	was	half	beside	himself	with	grief	and	rage.
"Where	is	she?"	he	cried,	"speak,	girl,	or	I	will	shut	you	up	in	the	tower."
"Where	is	William?"	asked	Alexandrine.	"If	Melior	is	not	here,	and	William	is
not	here,	then	of	a	surety	they	have	gone	away	together."
The	emperor	looked	at	her	in	silence	for	a	moment.
"The	Greeks	will	make	war	on	me	for	this	insult,"	he	said,	"and,	as	for	William,
a	body	of	soldiers	shall	go	in	search	of	him	this	moment,	and	when	he	is	found	I
will	have	his	head	cut	off,	and	stuck	on	my	palace	gate	as	a	warning	to	traitors."
But	the	soldiers	could	not	find	him.	Perhaps	they	did	not	look	very	carefully,	for,
like	 everyone	 else,	 they	 loved	William.	 Party	 after	 party	 was	 sent	 out	 by	 the
emperor,	but	they	all	returned	without	finding	a	trace	of	the	runaways.	Then	at
last	 the	Greek	who	had	seen	 the	 two	white	bears	galloping	 through	 the	garden
came	to	the	high	chamberlain	and	told	his	tale.
"Send	to	the	kitchen	at	once	and	ask	if	any	bearskins	are	missing,"	ordered	the
chamberlain;	and	the	page	returned	with	the	tidings	that	the	skins	of	two	white
bears	could	not	be	found.
Now	the	werewolf	had	been	lurking	round	the	palace	seeking	for	news,	and	as
soon	 as	 he	 heard	 that	 the	 emperor	 had	 ordered	 out	 his	 dogs	 to	 hunt	 the	white
bears,	he	made	a	plan	in	his	head	to	save	William	and	Melior.	He	hid	in	some
bushes	 that	 lay	 in	 the	path	of	 the	hounds,	 and	 let	 them	get	quite	near	him.	As
soon	as	they	were	close,	he	sprang	out	in	front	of	their	noses	and	they	gave	chase
at	once.	And	a	fine	dance	he	led	them!—over	mountains	and	through	swamps,
under	 ferns	 that	were	 thickly	matted	 together,	 and	past	wide	 lakes.	And	 every
step	they	took	brought	them	further	away	from	the	bears,	who	were	lying	snugly
in	their	den.
At	 last	 even	 the	patience	of	 the	 emperor	was	exhausted.	He	gave	up	 the	hunt,
and	bade	his	men	call	off	the	dogs	and	go	home.
"They	have	escaped	me	this	time,"	said	he,	"but	I	will	have	them	by-and-by.	Let
a	reward	be	offered,	and	posted	up	on	the	gate	of	every	city.	After	all,	that	is	the
surest	way	of	capturing	them."
And	 the	emperor	was	 right,	 the	shepherds	and	goatherds	were	 told	 that	 if	 they
could	bring	the	two	white	bears	to	the	gates	of	the	palace	they	would	not	need	to
work	for	the	rest	of	their	lives,	and	they	kept	a	sharp	look-out	as	they	followed
their	flocks.	Once	a	man	actually	saw	them,	and	gave	notice	to	one	of	the	royal
officials,	who	brought	a	company	of	spearmen	and	surrounded	the	cave.	Another
moment,	and	they	would	have	been	seized,	had	not	the	wolf	again	come	to	their
rescue.	He	leapt	out	from	behind	a	rock,	and	snatched	up	the	officer’s	son,	who



had	followed	his	father.	The	poor	man	shrieked	in	horror,	and	cried	out	to	save
the	boy,	so	they	all	turned	and	went	after	the	wolf	as	before.
"We	are	safer	now	in	our	own	clothes,"	said	William;	and	they	hastily	stripped
off	the	bearskins,	and	stole	away,	but	they	would	not	leave	the	skins	behind,	for
they	had	learnt	to	love	them.
For	a	long	while	they	wandered	through	the	forest,	the	werewolf	ever	watching
over	 them,	and	bringing	 them	 food.	At	 length	 the	news	 spread	abroad,	no	one
knew	how,	that	William	and	Melior	were	running	about	as	bears	no	more,	but	in
the	garments	 they	always	wore.	So,	men	began	 to	 look	out	for	 them,	and	once
they	were	very	nearly	caught	by	some	charcoal-burners.	Then	the	wolf	killed	a
hart	and	a	hind,	and	sewed	them	in	their	skins	and	guided	them	across	the	Straits
of	Messina	into	the	kingdom	of	Sicily.
Very	 dimly,	 and	 one	 by	 one,	 little	 things	 that	 had	 happened	 in	 his	 childhood
began	 to	 come	 back	 to	William;	 but	 he	 wondered	 greatly	 how	 he	 seemed	 to
know	this	 land,	where	he	had	never	been	before.	The	king	his	 father	had	been
long	dead,	but	the	queen	(his	mother)	and	his	sister	were	besieged	in	the	city	of
Palermo	by	 the	king	of	Spain,	who	was	full	of	wrath	because	 the	princess	had
refused	 to	marry	 his	 son.	 The	 queen	was	 in	 great	 straits,	 when	 one	 night	 she
dreamed	that	a	wolf	and	two	harts	had	come	to	help	her,	and	one	bore	the	face	of
her	son,	while	both	had	crowns	on	their	heads.
She	could	sleep	no	more	that	night,	so	she	rose	and	looked	out	of	the	window	on
the	park	which	lay	below,	and	there,	under	the	trees,	were	the	hart	and	the	hind!
Panting	for	joy,	the	queen	summoned	a	priest,	and	told	him	her	dream,	and,	as
she	told	it,	behold	the	skins	cracked,	and	shining	clothes	appeared	beneath.
"Your	dream	has	been	fulfilled,"	said	the	priest.	"The	hind	is	the	daughter	of	the
emperor	of	Rome,	who	fled	away	with	yonder	knight	dressed	in	a	hart	skin!"
Joyfully	the	queen	made	herself	ready,	and	she	soon	joined	the	animals,	who	had
wandered	off	to	a	part	of	the	park	that	was	full	of	rocks	and	caves.	She	greeted
them	with	fair	words,	and	begged	William	to	 take	service	under	her,	which	he
did	gladly.
"Sweet	sir,	what	 token	will	you	wear	on	your	shield?"	asked	she;	and	William
answered,	"Good	madam,	I	will	have	a	werewolf	on	a	shield	of	gold,	and	let	him
be	made	hideous	and	huge."
"That	shall	be	done,"	said	she.
When	the	shield	was	painted,	William	prayed	her	to	give	him	a	horse,	and	she
led	him	into	the	stable,	and	bade	him	choose	one	for	himself.	And	he	chose	one
that	had	been	ridden	by	the	late	king	his	father.	And	the	horse	knew	him,	though
his	mother	did	not,	and	it	neighed	from	pure	delight.	After	that	William	called	to
the	 soldiers	 to	 rally	 round	 him,	 and	 there	 was	 fought	 a	 great	 battle,	 and	 the



Spaniards	 were	 put	 to	 flight,	 and	 throughout	 Palermo	 the	 people	 rejoiced
mightily.
When	 the	 enemy	 had	 retreated	 far	 away,	 and	William	 returned	 to	 the	 palace,
where	 the	 queen	 and	Melior	 were	 awaiting	 him;	 suddenly,	 from	 the	 window,
they	beheld	 the	werewolf	go	by,	and	as	he	passed	he	held	up	his	 foot	as	 if	he
craved	mercy.
"What	does	he	mean	by	that?"	asked	the	queen.
"It	betokens	great	good	to	us,"	answered	William.
"That	 is	 well,"	 said	 the	 queen;	 "but	 the	 sight	 of	 that	 beast	 causes	 me	 much
sorrow.	For	my	fair	son	was	stolen	away	from	me	by	such	a	one,	when	he	was
four	years	old,	and	never	more	have	I	heard	of	him."	But	 in	her	heart	she	felt,
though	she	said	nothing,	that	she	had	found	him	again.
By-and-by	the	king	of	Spain	came	back	with	another	army,	and	there	was	more
fighting.	 In	 the	 end	 the	 Spanish	 king	 was	 forced	 to	 yield	 up	 his	 sword	 to
William,	who	carried	him	captor	to	his	mother	Felice.	The	queen	received	him
with	great	courtesy,	and	placed	him	next	her	at	dinner,	and	 the	peers	who	had
likewise	been	taken	prisoners	sat	down	to	feast.
The	next	day	a	council	was	held	in	the	hall	of	the	palace	to	consider	the	terms	of
peace.	The	 king	 of	 Spain	 and	 his	 son	were	 present	 also,	 and	 everyone	 said	 in
turn	what	penalty	the	enemy	should	pay	for	having	besieged	their	city	and	laid
waste	their	cornfields.	In	the	midst	of	this	grave	discussion	a	werewolf	entered
through	 the	open	door,	and,	 trotting	up	 to	 the	Spanish	king,	he	kissed	his	 feet.
Then	he	bowed	to	the	queen	and	to	William,	and	went	away	as	he	came.
The	sight	of	his	 tail	disappearing	 through	 the	door	 restored	 to	 the	guards	 their
courage,	which	had	vanished	 in	 the	presence	of	 anything	 so	unexpected.	They
sprang	up	to	pursue	him,	but	 like	a	flash	of	 lightning	William	flung	himself	 in
their	path,	crying,	"If	any	man	dare	to	hurt	that	beast,	I	will	do	him	to	death	with
my	own	hands;"	 and,	 as	 they	 all	 knew	 that	William	meant	what	 he	 said,	 they
slunk	back	to	their	places.
"Tell	me,	gracious	king,"	asked	William	when	they	were	all	seated	afresh	round
the	council	table,	"why	did	the	wolf	bow	to	you	more	than	to	other	men?"
Then	 the	king	made	 answer	 that	 long	 ago	his	 first	wife	 had	died,	 leaving	him
with	a	son,	and	 that	 in	a	 little	while	he	had	married	again,	and	 that	his	second
wife	had	had	a	son	also.	One	day	when	he	came	back	from	the	wars	she	told	him
that	his	eldest	son	had	been	drowned,	but	he	found	out	afterwards	that	she	had
changed	him	into	a	werewolf,	so	that	her	own	child	might	succeed	to	the	crown.
"And	I	think,"	he	added,	"that	this	werewolf	may	be	indeed	the	son	I	lost."
"It	may	right	well	be	thus,"	cried	William,	"for	he	has	the	mind	of	a	man,	and	of



a	wise	man	too.	Often	has	he	succoured	me	in	my	great	need,	and	if	your	wife
had	 skill	 to	 turn	 him	 into	 a	werewolf	 her	 charms	 can	make	 him	 a	man	 again.
Therefore,	sire,	neither	you	nor	your	people	shall	go	hence	out	of	prison	till	he
has	left	his	beast’s	shape	behind	him.	So,	bid	your	queen	come	here,	and	if	she
says	you	nay	I	will	fetch	her	myself!"
Then	the	king	called	one	of	his	great	lords,	and	he	bade	him	haste	to	Spain	and
tell	the	queen	what	had	befallen	him,	and	to	bring	her	with	all	speed	to	Palermo.
Little	as	she	liked	the	summons,	the	Spanish	queen	dared	not	refuse,	and	on	her
arrival	 she	 was	 led	 at	 once	 into	 the	 great	 hall,	 which	 was	 filled	 with	 a	 vast
company,	 both	 of	 Spaniards	 and	 Sicilians.	When	 all	 were	 assembled	William
fetched	the	werewolf	from	his	chamber,	where	he	had	lain	for	nights	and	days,
waiting	till	his	stepmother	should	come.
Together	 they	entered	 the	hall,	but	at	 the	sight	of	 the	wicked	woman	who	had
done	him	such	ill	the	wolf’s	bristles	stood	up	on	his	back,	and	with	a	snarl	that
chilled	 the	 blood	 of	 all	 that	 heard	 it	 he	 sprang	 towards	 the	 dais.	 But,	 luckily,
William	was	on	the	watch,	and,	flinging	his	arms	round	the	wolf’s	neck,	he	held
him	back,	saying	in	a	whisper:
"My	dear,	sweet	beast,	trust	to	me	as	truly	as	to	your	own	brother.	I	sent	for	her
for	 your	 sake,	 and	 if	 she	 does	 not	 undo	 her	 evil	 spells	 I	 will	 have	 her	 body
burned	to	coals,	and	her	ashes	scattered	to	the	winds."
The	wicked	queen	knew	well	what	doom	awaited	her,	and	that	she	could	resist
no	 longer.	Sinking	on	her	knees	before	 the	wolf,	 she	confessed	 the	 ill	 she	had
wrought,	and	added:
"Sweet	Alfonso,	soon	shall	the	people	see	your	seemly	face,	and	your	body	as	it
would	have	been	but	 for	me!"	At	 that	she	 led	 the	wolf	 into	a	private	chamber,
and,	drawing	from	her	wallet	a	thread	of	red	silk,	she	bound	it	round	a	ring	she
wore,	which	no	witchcraft	 could	prevail	 against.	This	 ring	 she	hung	 round	 the
wolf’s	 neck,	 and	 afterwards	 read	 him	 some	 rhymes	 out	 of	 a	 book.	 Then	 the
werewolf	looked	at	his	body,	and,	behold,	he	was	a	man	again!
There	were	great	rejoicings	at	 the	court	of	Palermo	when	prince	Alfonso	came
among	them	once	more.	He	forgave	the	queen	for	her	wickedness,	and	rebuked
his	father	for	having	stirred	up	such	a	wanton	and	bloody	war.
"Plague	and	 famine	would	have	preyed	upon	 this	 land,"	he	 said,	 "had	not	 this
knight,	whose	real	name	is	unknown	to	you,	come	to	your	aid.	He	is	the	rightful
lord	of	this	country,	for	he	is	 the	son	of	king	Embrons	and	queen	Felice,	and	I
am	the	werewolf	who	carried	him	away,	to	save	him	from	a	cruel	death	that	was
planned	for	him	by	his	own	uncle!"
So,	 the	 tale	 ends	 and	 everyone	 was	 made	 happy.	 The	 werewolf,	 now	 prince
Alfonso,	married	William’s	sister,	and	in	due	time	ruled	the	kingdom	of	Spain,



and	William	and	Melior	lived	at	Palermo	till	the	emperor	her	father	died,	when
the	Romans	offered	him	the	crown	in	his	stead.
And	 if	 you	 want	 to	 know	 any	more	 about	 them,	 you	must	 read	 the	 story	 for
yourselves.
	



THE	COUNTESS’S	CAT

Adapted	from	an	original	 taken	from	Rachel	Harriette	Busk’s	Roman	Legends,
published	by	Estes	&	Lauriat	in	1877.
	

	

THERE	WAS	 A	 VERY	 RICH	 COUNTESS	 who	 was	 a	 widow	 and	 lived	 all
alone,	with	no	 companion	but	 only	 a	 cat,	 after	 her	 husband	died.	The	greatest
care	was	 taken	of	 this	cat,	and	every	day	a	chicken	was	boiled	on	purpose	 for
him.
One	 day	 the	 Countess	 went	 out	 to	 spend	 the	 day	 at	 a	 friend’s	 villa	 in	 the
Campagna,	 and	 she	 said	 to	 the	waiting	woman,	 “Mind	 the	cat	has	his	 chicken
just	the	same	as	if	I	were	at	home.”
“Yes!	 Signora	 Contessa,	 leave	 that	 to	 me,”	 answered	 the	 woman,	 but	 the
Countess	was	no	sooner	gone	out	than	she	said	to	the	man-servant,	“The	cat	has
the	chicken	every	day,	suppose	we	have	it	today?”
The	man	said,	“To	be	sure!”,	and	they	ate	the	chicken	themselves,	giving	the	cat
only	 the	 inside,	but	 they	 threw	 the	bones	down	 in	 the	usual	corner,	 to	make	 it
appear	as	if	he	had	eaten	the	whole	chicken.
The	cat	said	nothing,	but	looked	on	with	great	eyes,	full	of	meaning.
When	the	Countess	came	back	that	evening	the	cat,	instead	of	going	out	to	meet
her	as	he	always	did,	remained	still	in	his	place	and	said	nothing.
“What’s	 the	 matter	 with	 the	 cat?	 Hasn’t	 he	 had	 his	 chicken?”	 asked	 the
Countess,	immediately.
“Yes!	Signora	Contessa,”	answered	the	cameriera.	“See,	there	are	the	bones	on
the	floor,	where	he	always	leaves	them.”
The	Countess	could	not	deny	the	testimony	of	her	eyes,	so	she	said	nothing	more
but	went	up	to	bed.
The	cat	followed	her	as	he	always	did,	for	he	slept	on	her	bed,	but	he	followed	at
a	 distance,	 without	 purring	 or	 rubbing	 himself	 against	 her.	 The	 Countess	 saw
something	was	wrong,	but	she	didn’t	know	what	to	make	of	it,	and	went	to	bed
as	usual.



That	night	the	cat	throttled	the	Countess,	and	killed	her.
The	cat	is	very	intelligent	in	his	own	interest,	but	he	is	a	traitor.
“It	would	have	been	more	intelligent,”	people	observed,	“if	he	had	throttled	the
waiting	woman	in	this	instance.”
Not	at	all,	the	cat’s	reasoning	was	this.	If	the	Countess	had	not	gone	out	and	left
the	cat	to	the	mercy	of	menials,	this	would	not	have	happened,	therefore	it	was
the	Countess’s	fault	and	she	had	to	die.
This	is	quite	true,	for	cats	are	always	traitors.	Dogs	are	faithful.	Cats	are	traitors.
	



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.
	

Isabella	M.	Anderton
Biographical	note	by	her	brothers,	H.	Orsmond	Anderton	and	Basil	Anderton

Isabella	M.	Anderton	was	born	at	Lower	Clapton,	then	almost	a	country	village,
near	London,	in	October,	1858.	She	was	educated	at	Priory	House	School,	kept
by	her	 father,	where	boys	and	girls	were	 taught	 together	after	 the	manner	now
followed	by	many	American	schools;	for	Mr.	Anderton,	who	had	thought	much
about	the	theories	of	his	work,	believed	strongly	in	such	co-education.	Many	of
his	pupils,	it	may	be	said	in	passing	(for	he	has	now	been	dead	some	years),	have
justified	his	belief,	having	achieved	a	good	measure	of	distinction	and	fame.
After	matriculating	at	London	in	1877,	she	went	to	study	German	for	a	year	at
Cannstadt,	where	she	contracted	a	close	friendship	with	Frau	Freiligrath,	wife	of
the	German	patriot-poet,	whose	children	had	also	formerly	been	at	Priory	House
School.
Returning	to	Clapton	in	1878,	she	taught	for	four	years	in	her	father’s	school,	till
the	weakness	of	her	health,	which	she	had	overtaxed	by	the	strenuousness	of	her
work,	made	it	imperative	for	her	to	take	a	rest.	She	therefore	remained	at	home
for	a	year,	quietly	attending	lectures	from	Professors	Burdon	Sanderson	and	Ray
Lankester,	at	University	College.
In	 1883	 she	went	 to	 Italy	 and	 lived	 for	 some	 years	with	 a	 family	 at	Genova,
teaching	the	children	and	writing.	Here	she	began	those	Italian	studies	which	she
pursued	with	such	unfailing	delight	during	the	remainder	of	her	life.
In	 1887	 she	 had	 another	 break-down,	 and	 with	 a	 friend,	 went	 up	 to	 the
Apennines	 above	 Pistoia	 to	 recruit.	 Here,	 however,	 at	 Prunetta,	 her	 illness
became	so	serious	that,	in	response	to	a	telegram,	a	brother	and	sister	hurried	out
to	 her	 assistance.	On	 their	 arrival	 a	move	was	made	 to	Cutigliano,	where	 she
slowly	recovered	strength.	During	this	visit	to	the	Pistoiese	she	came	closely	into
touch	with	the	peasants	of	the	neighbourhood,	studying	their	folk-lore	and	their
ways	of	thought	with	keen	and	sympathetic	interest.	Her	exceptional	knowledge



of	Italian,	and	her	instinct	for	the	genius	of	the	race,	enabled	her	to	go	with	a	rare
directness	home	to	 the	minds	and	affections	of	her	peasant-friends;	and,	of	 the
literary	 results—The	 Tuscan	 Stories	 and	 Sketches	 here	 given—a	 considerable
number	were	contributed	to	“Good	Words.”
After	 this	 she	 left	 the	 family	with	whom	she	had	been	 living,	but	 remained	 in
Genova,	 teaching	 and	 writing,	 till	 her	 marriage	 in	 October,	 1890,	 to	 Rodolfo
Debarbieri,	 when	 they	 removed	 to	 Florence,	 in	 which	 fascinating	 city	 the
remainder	of	her	life	was	spent,	in	the	heart	of	its	literary	and	artistic	life.	Here
their	only	child,	a	son,	was	born	in	1891;	and	in	course	of	time	it	was	arranged
that	this	son	should	be	sent	to	receive	his	education	in	England.
In	1899	she	was	appointed	 to	 the	English	Chair	 in	 the	Istituto	SS.	Annunziata,
where	her	work	and	influence	over	the	pupils	were	highly	valued	by	all,	not	only
for	their	intellectual	but	also	for	their	stimulating	moral	qualities.
In	 1900	 she	 had	 to	 undergo	 a	 serious	 operation,	 most	 skilfully	 performed	 by
Professor	Colzi	of	Florence.	This,	though	successful	for	the	time,	seems	to	have
left	 a	 legacy	 of	 evil,	 and	 in	 1902	 a	 further	 operation	 became	 necessary.	 She
continued	her	work,	however,	bravely	once	more,	writing	on	literary	and	artistic
subjects	with	 unfailing	 zest,	 and	 in	 June,	 1904,	 seemed	 to	 her	 friends	 to	 have
completely	recovered	her	health	and	strength.	But	the	final	blow	fell	swiftly.	In
July	illness	seized	her	again,	and	carried	her	off	in	the	December	following,	after
terrible	 sufferings	 borne	with	 a	 fortitude	which	 one	 can	 hardly	 call	 other	 than
heroic.	No	 thanks	 can	be	 adequate	 for	 the	 care	 and	kindness	of	 her	 friend	Dr.
Oscar	Marchetti,	who	could	not	have	done	more	for	her	had	she	been	his	own
sister;	nor	for	the	whole-hearted	devotion	of	her	maid	Paolina.
She	was	followed	by	a	distinguished	company	of	friends,	fellow-professors,	and
artists,	 to	the	Protestant	cemetery	of	the	Allori,	about	a	mile	and	a	half	outside
the	Porta	Romana,	a	peaceful	enclosure,	with	its	solemn	cypresses	and	weeping
ashes,	set	like	an	island	amid	the	sunny	olive-clad	hills	she	loved	so	well.	Here,
at	the	foot	of	an	avenue	of	cypresses,	she	was	laid	to	rest;	and	thus	the	sentiment
of	the	prose-poem	given	in	this	volume	seems	to	cling	about	her	to	the	end.
Her	command	of	Italian	and	knowledge	of	the	literature	were	extraordinary;	and
in	 fact	 she	 was	 often	 taken	 during	 later	 years	 for	 an	 Italian,	 on	 one	 occasion
asking	 a	 friend	 rather	 ruefully	 if	 it	 were	 true	 that	 she	 spoke	 English	 with	 an
accent:	and,	by	living	with	Italians	of	all	classes,	she	obtained	an	understanding
of	 their	 habits	 of	 thought	 and	 more	 intimate	 life	 that	 few	 foreigners	 possess.
French	and	German,	too,	were	at	command,	as	well	as	Latin,	and	to	a	less	extent
Greek;	one	of	her	most	valuable	works	being	a	study	of	the	character	of	Virgil’s
Dido,	especially	interesting	as	being	from	a	woman’s	point	of	view.	It	is	much	to
be	regretted	that	this	cannot	now	be	traced,	or	it	would	have	been	included	here.
She	undertook	for	Senatore	Domenico	Comparetti	the	translation	into	English	of



his	 Traditional	 Poetry	 of	 the	 Finns	 (1898),	 and	 had	 many	 an	 interesting
discussion	with	him	as	to	the	manner	of	its	English	presentment.	At	first	he	was
rather	inclined	to	resent	her	vigorous	pruning	of	his	elaborate	periods,	though	in
the	 end	 he	 saw	 that,	 though	 admissible	 in	 Italian,	 they	 were	 impossible	 in
English.	Indeed	a	few	months	ago	he	said	with	picturesque	Italian	politeness	that
he	 had	 come	 to	 prefer	 the	 translation	 to	 the	 original.	 This	 translation,	 with	 a
preface	by	Mr.	Andrew	Lang,	was	published	by	Messrs.	Longmans	in	1898.	For
about	 ten	 years	 she	 was	 Florence	 correspondent	 to	 The	 Studio,	 her	 chief
contributions	 being	 Pietro	 Fragiacomo	 (Oct.	 1899):	 and	 Domenico	 Morelli
(Nov.	 1901).	 These	 articles	 she	 wrote,	 as	 was	 always	 her	 custom,	 under	 her
maiden	name.
Her	work	on	literature	and	art	gave	her	the	keenest	delight,	as	also	did	the	beauty
of	 the	 city	 of	 Florence	 and	 her	 friendship	 with	 some	 of	 its	 most	 interesting
residents.	The	fascination	too	of	the	Tuscan	hills	and	plains	appealed	deeply	to
her,	as	did	the	romance	of	Elba	where	she	once	went	for	a	long	holiday	with	her
brother.	Rome,	Venice,	 Siena,	 and	 the	 varied	 beauties	 of	 Italy	 -	 perhaps	 these
appealed	 to	 her	 the	 more	 poignantly	 that	 her	 physical	 wellbeing	 seemed
gradually	more	precarious	and	elusive.	Latterly	 it	was	a	 long	war	between	her
will	 and	 her	 weakness;	 between	 the	 vivida	 vis	 animi,	 the	 living	 force	 of	 her
indomitable	 spirit,	 and	 the	 ineluctabile	 fatum,	 the	 fate	 whose	 grip	 none	 may
escape.	Yet	with	unquenched	hope	 she	 struggled	on,	 keeping	 for	her	 friends	 a
cheerful	 sunniness,	 and	 for	 those	 in	need	of	help	and	comfort	 a	well-spring	of
encouragement.	If	the	motto	she	once	adopted:
Ad	Augusta	per	Angusta
was	not	realised	in	a	material	sense,	it	may	stand,	as	inscribed	on	the	marble	in
the	Allori,	as	symbolical	of	a	spiritual	struggle	and	attainment.
The	singular	combination	 in	her	nature	of	English	and	 Italian	characteristics	 is
well	 expressed	 in	 the	 beautiful	words	 of	 her	 friend	 the	 poet	Angiolo	Orvieto,
writing	just	after	her	death	in	the	Florentine	literary	paper	Il	Marzocco:
“There	has	passed	away	at	Florence,	where	she	had	 lived	many	years,	 Isabella
M.	 Anderton,	 an	 elegant	 and	 learned	 writer	 on	 Italian	 art	 in	 several	 English
reviews,	among	them	THE	STUDIO.	Well	skilled	in	our	language	and	literature,
she	 turned	 both	 prose	 and	 verse	 into	 strong	 and	 faithful	 English:	 worthy	 of
special	mention	being	her	versions	of	Pascoli,	of	whom	she	was	an	admirer	and
friend,	and	her	translation	of	the	KALEVALA	of	Domenico	Comparetti.
An	 Englishwoman	 settled	 in	 Italy,	 she	 blended	 in	 an	 enchanting	 harmony	 the
nervous	 energy	 of	 her	 race	 and	 the	 grace	 of	 ours.	 She	 was	 English	 in	 her
energetic	tenacity	of	will,	finely	tempered	as	a	blade	of	steel;	Italian	in	her	agile
grace	of	spirit,	 in	her	vivid	and	ready	sensibility,	 in	the	glowing	colours	of	her
imagination.	She	was	a	woman	in	the	truest	and	highest	sense	of	the	word;	and



knew	how	to	meet	adversity	with	a	smiling	face.	A	most	excellent	teacher,	she
held	 the	 Chair	 of	 English	 Letters	 at	 the	 Collegio	 dell’Annunziata,	 where	 she
fairly	 captivated	 the	 affections	 and	 esteem	 of	 her	 pupils	 who	 went	 to	 her	 for
counsel	and	advice	after	having	left	the	school.	The	MARZOCCO,	to	which	she
was	a	contributor,	 joins	with	many	 in	Florence	and	elsewhere	 in	mourning	her
loss.”
	

Rachel	Harriette	Busk
Rachel	 Harriette	 Busk,1831—1907,	 was	 a	 British	 traveller	 and	 folklorist.	 She
was	born	in	1831,	in	London,	the	youngest	of	five	daughters	of	Hans	Busk	the
elder	 and	 his	 wife	 Maria.	 She	 was	 the	 sister-in-law	 of	 Sir	 Robert	 Loder,	 1st
Baronet	through	her	sister	Maria	Georgiana.
She	 collected	 tales	 from	 Italy,	 Spain,	Mongolia	 and	 elsewhere.	Her	 collection
included	 folklore,	 supernatural	 events,	 legends	 of	 saints,	 and	 humorous
anecdotal	material.	Her	work	on	Italian	folklore	was	strongly	influenced	by	the
work	of	Giuseppe	Pitrè
She	converted	to	Catholicism	in	1858	and	lived	in	Rome	after	1862.
She	died	at	Members'	Mansions,	Westminster,	on	1	March	1907,	and	was	buried
in	the	family	vault	at	Frant,	near	Tunbridge	Wells.
	

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.
	

Charles	Godfrey	Leland
Charles	Godfrey	Leland,	1824	–	1903,	was	an	American	humourist,	writer,	and
folklorist,	 born	 in	 Philadelphia,	 Pennsylvania.	 He	 was	 educated	 at	 Princeton
University	and	in	Europe.
Leland	 worked	 in	 journalism,	 travelled	 extensively,	 and	 became	 interested	 in
folklore	and	folk	linguistics.	He	published	books	and	articles	on	American	and



European	languages	and	folk	traditions.	He	worked	in	a	wide	variety	of	trades,
achieved	recognition	as	the	author	of	the	comic	Hans	Breitmann’s	Ballads,	and
fought	 in	 two	conflicts.	He	wrote	Aradia,	or	 the	Gospel	of	 the	Witches,	 which
became	a	primary	source	text	for	Neopaganism	half	a	century	later.
Leland	 was	 born	 to	 Charles	 Leland,	 a	 commission	 merchant,	 and	 Charlotte
Godfrey,	 on	 15	August	 1824	 in	Philadelphia,	 Pennsylvania.	His	mother	was	 a
protegee	of	Hannah	Adams,	 the	 first	American	woman	 to	write	professionally.
Leland	 believed	 he	 was	 descended	 from	 John	 Leland	 and	 other	 illustrious
antiquaries.
Leland	claimed	to	have	been	influenced	as	a	baby	by	the	presence	of	Lafayette,
Nicolas	Gouïn	Dufief,	and	a	Swedish	count	who	inspired	Fredrika	Bremer's	best
seller	The	Neighbours.	Leland	told	a	story	 that	shortly	after	his	birth,	his	nurse
took	him	 to	 the	 family	attic	and	performed	a	 ritual	 involving	a	Bible,	 a	key,	a
knife,	 lighted	 candles,	money	 and	 salt	 to	 ensure	 a	 long	 life	 as	 a	 scholar	 and	 a
wizard.	 His	 biographers	 refer	 to	 this	 account	 as	 foreshadowing	 his	 interest	 in
folk	 traditions	 and	 magic.	 A	 lifelong	 friend	 was	 George	 Henry	 Boker,	 a
neighbour	in	childhood.	A	schoolmate	was	George	B.	McClellan.
After	college,	Leland	went	to	Europe	to	continue	his	studies,	first	in	Germany,	at
Heidelberg	and	Munich,	and	in	1848	at	the	Sorbonne	in	Paris.	He	got	involved	in
the	 French	 revolution	 that	 year,	 fighting	 at	 constructed	 barricades	 against	 the
King's	soldiers	as	a	captain	in	the	revolution.
Leland	returned	to	America	after	the	money	given	to	him	by	his	father	for	travel
had	 run	out,	 and	passed	 the	bar	 in	Pennsylvania.	 Instead	of	 practicing	 law,	he
instead	 began	 a	 career	 in	 journalism.	 As	 a	 journalist,	 Leland	 wrote	 for	 The
Illustrated	 News	 in	 New	 York,	 the	 Evening	 Bulletin	 in	 Philadelphia	 and
eventually	took	on	editorial	duties	for	Graham's	Magazine,	and	the	Philadelphia
Press.	In	1856	Leland	married	Eliza	Bella	"Isabel"	Fisher.
Leland	 was	 also	 an	 editor	 for	 the	 Continental	 Monthly,	 a	 pro-Union	 Army
publication.	He	enlisted	in	the	Union	Army	in	1863,	and	fought	at	the	Battle	of
Gettysburg.	 Leland	 coined	 the	 term	 "emancipation"	 as	 an	 alternative	 to
"abolition"	to	refer	to	the	anti-slavery	position.
Leland	returned	 to	Europe	 in	1869,	and	 travelled	widely,	eventually	settling	 in
London.	 His	 fame	 during	 his	 lifetime	 rested	 chiefly	 on	 his	 comic	 Hans
Breitmann’s	 Ballads	 (1871),	 written	 in	 a	 combination	 of	 broken	 English	 and
German.	 In	 recent	 times	 his	 writings	 on	 pagan	 and	 Aryan	 traditions	 have
eclipsed	 the	 now	 largely	 forgotten	 Breitmann	 ballads,	 influencing	 the
development	of	Wicca	and	modern	paganism.
In	his	travels,	he	made	a	study	of	the	Gypsies,	on	whom	he	wrote	more	than	one
book.	Leland	began	to	publish	a	number	of	books	on	ethnography,	folklore	and
language.	 His	 writings	 on	 Algonquian	 and	 gypsy	 culture	 were	 part	 of	 the



contemporary	 interest	 in	 pagan	 and	 Aryan	 traditions.	 Scholars	 have	 found
Leland	 had	 taken	 significant	 liberties	 with	 his	 research.	 In	 his	 book	 The
Algonquin	 Legends	 of	 New	 England	 Leland	 attempts	 to	 link	Wabanki	 culture
and	history	 to	 the	Norse.	 It	has	also	come	 to	 light	 that	Leland	altered	some	of
those	folk	tales	in	order	to	lend	credence	to	his	theory.	He	erroneously	claimed
to	 have	 discovered	 "the	 fifth	Celtic	 tongue":	 the	 form	 of	Cant,	 spoken	 among
Irish	Travellers,	which	he	named	Shelta.	Leland	became	president	of	the	English
Gypsy	Lore	Society	in	1888.
Eleven	 years	 later	 Godfrey	 produced	 Aradia,	 or	 the	 Gospel	 of	 the	 Witches,
reportedly	containing	the	traditional	beliefs	of	Italian	witchcraft	as	conveyed	to
him	in	a	manuscript	provided	by	a	woman	named	Maddalena,	whom	he	refers	to
as	his	"witch	informant."	This	remains	his	most	influential	book.
Leland	was	also	a	pioneer	of	art	and	design	education,	becoming	an	 important
influence	on	the	Arts	and	Crafts	movement.	In	his	memoirs	he	wrote,	"The	story
of	 what	 is	 to	 me	 by	 far	 the	most	 interesting	 period	 of	 my	 life	 remains	 to	 be
written.	This	embraces	an	account	of	my	 labour	 for	many	years	 in	 introducing
Industrial	Art	as	a	branch	of	education	in	schools".
He	was	 involved	 in	 a	 series	of	 books	on	 industrial	 arts	 and	 crafts,	 including	 a
title	he	co-authored	in	1876	with	Thomas	Bolas,	entitled	Pyrography	or	burnt-
wood	etching.	He	was,	more	significantly,	 the	 founder	and	 first	director	of	 the
Public	 School	 of	 Industrial	Art	 in	 Philadelphia.	 This	 originated	 as	 a	 school	 to
teach	 crafts	 to	 disadvantaged	 children	 and	became	widely	 known	when	 it	was
praised	 by	 Oscar	 Wilde,	 who	 predicted	 his	 friend	 would	 be	 "recognised	 and
honoured	as	one	of	the	great	pioneers	and	leaders	of	the	art	of	the	future."	The
Home	Arts	and	Industries	Association	was	founded	in	imitation	of	this	initiative.
Leland	 translated	 the	 collective	 works	 of	 the	 German	 Romanticist	 Heinrich
Heine,	 and	 poems	 by	 Joseph	 Victor	 von	 Scheffel	 into	 English.	 He	 translated
Eichendorff's	novella	Aus	dem	Leben	eines	Taugenichts	 to	English	as	Memoirs
of	a	Good-for-Nothing,	published	in	New	York	in	1866	by	Leypohlt	&	Holt.
His	biography	was	written	by	his	niece	Elizabeth	Robins	Pennell,	an	American
who	also	settled	in	London	and	made	her	living	in	part	by	writing	about	travels
in	Europe.	Leland	had	encouraged	her	as	a	young	woman	to	consider	writing	as
a	career,	which	she	did	with	some	success.
	

Ludovico	Ariosto
Ludovico	Ariosto,	 1474	 –	 1533,	was	 an	 Italian	 poet.	He	 is	 best	 known	 as	 the
author	of	the	romance	epic	Orlando	Furioso	(1516).	The	poem,	a	continuation	of
Matteo	 Maria	 Boiardo's	 Orlando	 Innamorato,	 describes	 the	 adventures	 of
Charlemagne,	Orlando,	and	 the	Franks	as	 they	battle	against	 the	Saracens	with



diversions	into	many	side	plots.	Ariosto	composed	the	poem	in	the	ottava	rima
rhyme	scheme	and	introduced	narrative	commentary	throughout	the	work.
Ariosto	also	coined	the	term	"humanism	for	choosing	to	focus	upon	the	strengths
and	potential	of	humanity,	rather	than	only	upon	its	role	as	subordinate	to	God.
Ariosto	was	born	 in	Reggio	nell’Emilia,	where	his	 father	Niccolò	Ariosto	was
commander	of	the	citadel.	He	was	the	oldest	of	10	children	and	was	seen	as	the
successor	 to	 the	 patriarchal	 position	 of	 his	 family.	 From	 his	 earliest	 years,
Ludovico	was	very	interested	in	poetry,	but	he	was	obliged	by	his	father	to	study
law.
After	five	years	of	law,	Ariosto	was	allowed	to	read	classics	under	Gregorio	da
Spoleto.	 Ariosto's	 studies	 of	 Greek	 and	 Latin	 literature	 were	 cut	 short	 by
Spoleto's	move	to	France	to	tutor	Francesco	Sforza.	Shortly	after	this,	Ariosto's
father	died.
After	 the	 death	 of	 his	 father,	 Ludovico	 Ariosto	 was	 compelled	 to	 forgo	 his
literary	occupations	and	take	care	of	his	family,	whose	affairs	were	in	disarray.
Despite	 his	 family	 obligations,	 Ariosto	 managed	 to	 write	 some	 comedies	 in
prose	 as	well	 as	 lyrical	 pieces.	 Some	 of	 these	 attracted	 the	 notice	 of	Cardinal
Ippolito	d'Este,	who	took	the	young	poet	under	his	patronage	and	appointed	him
one	of	the	gentlemen	of	his	household.	Este	compensated	Ariosto	poorly	for	his
efforts.	The	only	reward	he	gave	the	poet	for	Orlando	Furioso,	dedicated	to	him,
was	 the	 question,	 "Where	 did	 you	 find	 so	 many	 stories,	 Master	 Ludovico?"
Ariosto	 later	 said	 that	 the	 cardinal	 was	 ungrateful,	 that	 he	 deplored	 the	 time
which	he	 spent	 under	 his	 yoke,	 and	 that	 if	 he	 received	 some	 small	 pension,	 it
was	not	to	reward	him	for	his	poetry,	which	the	prelate	despised,	but	for	acting
as	a	messenger.
Ludovico	Ariosto	 and	Leonardo	 da	Vinci	 shared	 a	 patron	 in	Cardinal	 Ippolito
d'Este's	 older	 sister	 the	 Marchioness	 Isabella	 d’Este,	 the	 "First	 Lady	 of	 the
Renaissance."	 Isabella	 d’Este	 appears	 in	 Ludovico's	 masterpiece,	 Orlando
Furioso.	She	also	appears	in	Leonardo's,	Sketch	for	a	Portrait	of	Isabella	d’Este,
at	the	Louvre.
The	 cardinal's	 brother,	 Alfonso,	 duke	 of	 Ferrara,	 now	 took	 Ariosto	 under	 his
patronage.	 By	 then,	 Ariosto	 had	 already	 distinguished	 himself	 as	 a	 diplomat,
chiefly	on	the	occasion	of	 two	visits	 to	Rome	as	ambassador	 to	Pope	Julius	II.
The	fatigue	of	one	of	these	journeys	brought	on	an	illness	from	which	he	never
recovered,	and	on	his	second	mission	he	was	nearly	killed	by	order	of	the	Pope,
who	happened	at	the	time	to	be	in	conflict	with	Alfonso.
In	1508	Ariosto's	play	Cassaria	appeared,	and	the	next	year	I	suppositi	was	first
acted	in	Ferrara	and	ten	years	later	in	the	Vatican.	A	prose	edition	was	published
in	Rome	 in	1524,	 and	 the	 first	verse	edition	was	published	at	Venice	 in	1551.
The	play	was	translated	by	George	Gascoigne	and	acted	at	Grays	Inn	in	London



in	1566	and	published	in	1573,	which	was	later	used	by	Shakespeare	as	a	source
for	The	Taming	of	the	Shrew.
In	1516,	the	first	version	of	the	Orlando	Furioso	in	40	cantos,	was	published	at
Ferrara.
The	third	and	final	version	of	the	Orlando	Furioso,	in	46	cantos,	appeared	on	8
September	1532.
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I	 obtained	 a	 degree	 in	History	 from	Leeds	University	 before	wandering	 rather
haphazardly	into	the	emerging	world	of	business	computing	in	the	late	nineteen-
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