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PREFACE

It	is	said	that	a	particular	feature	of	Romanian	culture	is	the	relationship	between
folklore	 and	 classical	 education	 and	 the	 arts.	 This	 is,	 in	 part,	 attributed	 to	 the
rural	 character	 of	 Romanian	 life	 that	 has	 produced	 an	 exceptionally	 vital	 and
creative	traditional	culture.	Romanian	folklore	tales	were	the	main	literary	genre
until	the	18th	century,	being	both	a	source	of	inspiration	for	literary	writers	and	a
traditional	way	of	framing	storytelling.
Strong	folk	traditions	have	survived	to	this	day	due	to	that	same	rural	character
of	Romanian	communities.	Romania's	 rich	 folk	 traditions	have	been	nourished
by	many	sources,	some	of	which	predate	the	Roman	occupation.
The	 adaptations	 in	 this	 book	 come	 from	 the	 nineteenth	 century	 tradition	 of
translation	 and	 interpretation	 from	 a	 variety	 collectors	 and	 collections.	 These
include	 tales	 from	Andrew	 Lang’s	Fairy	 Books,	 translations	 of	 older	 tales	 by
Lucy	 Byng	 in	 Roumanian	 Stories,	 tales	 collected	 by	 Mite	 Kremnitz	 in
Roumanian	 Fairy	 Tales,	 and	 Carmen	 Sylva’s	 (the	 then	 Queen	 of	 Romania),
Legends	from	River	&	Mountain.
Truth	be	 told	 these	 are	 some	of	 the	most	 engaging	 stories	 that	 I’ve	 read	 for	 a
long	time.	That	 tradition,	 that	vitality,	 really	shines	 through	in	 these	 traditional
tales,	 and	 I’m	sure,	 like	me,	you	will	 fall	 just	 a	 little	bit	 in	 love	with	 some	of
these	wonderful	characters.
	

Clive
Bath	2019
	



THE	JIPI

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

THERE	IS	IN	ROUMANIA	A	GROUP	of	mountains	named	the	Bucegi-group.
Among	these	the	two	peaks	of	Jipi	tower	aloft,	close	together,	as	though	gazing
defiantly	at	one	another,	 and	between	 them	 the	Urlatoare,	or	“roaring	stream,”
dashes	down,	a	cloud-like	waterfall,	 into	 the	valley	below,	and	 storms	onward
over	every	barrier	towards	the	town	of	Prahova.
They	say	that	long,	long	ago	the	Jipi	were	twin-brothers,	who	loved	each	other
so	well	that	one	could	not	live	without	the	other,	or	eat	a	mouthful	of	bread	the
other	did	not	 share,	 nay,	more,	 that	when	one	was	 asked	 a	question,	 the	other
answered	it,	and	that	when	one	did	himself	some	hurt,	the	other	wept	and	would
not	 be	 comforted.	 They	 were	 as	 fair	 as	 morning	 and	 evening,	 as	 slender	 and
straight	as	lances,	as	swift	as	arrows,	as	strong	as	young	bears.	The	mother	who
had	 borne	 them	 looked	 upon	 them	with	 pride	 and	 joy,	 and	would	 say,	 as	 she
stroked	their	curly	heads,	“Andrei	and	Mirea,	my	beautiful	sons,	may	your	fame
become	so	great	that	even	the	stones	shall	talk	of	it.”
They	were	of	noble	blood,	and	dwelt	 in	a	castle	upon	a	 lofty	crag,	where	 they
lorded	 it	 as	 though	 the	 whole	 world	 belonged	 to	 them.	 They	 often	 jestingly
declared	 that	 they	should	have	 to	wed	one	wife	only	between	them,	since	 they
were	sure	never	to	find	two	quite	alike,	and	that	the	best	plan	would	be	for	them
never	 to	wed	at	all.	But	of	 this	 their	mother	would	not	hear,	 for	 she	 longed	 to
cradle	 her	 sons’	 sons	 upon	her	 knee	 and	 sing	 them	 lullabies.	 She	would	often
sing	 the	ancient	 lays	of	 their	country	 to	her	boys,	of	an	evening,	while	 she	sat
spinning	and	 the	noble	 lads	hung	 fondly	about	her.	Andrei	would	kneel	 at	her
feet,	while	Mirea	leant	upon	the	arm	of	her	chair,	and	drew	in	the	sweet	scent	of
the	heavy,	dark	braids	that	shone	lustrous	through	her	delicate	white	veil.
“Our	mother	is	still	quite	a	young	woman,”	said	Andrei.
“Yes,	indeed,”	cried	Mirea,	“she	has	not	yet	a	single	grey	hair.”



“Nor	a	wrinkle,”	rejoined	Andrei.
“We	 shall	 find	 no	 wife	 worth	 our	 mother,”	 continued	Mirea,	 kissing	 the	 veil
upon	her	head.
“You	do	 cast	 them	all	 into	 the	 shade,”	 laughed	Andrei,	 and	kissed	 the	 fingers
that	were	spinning	such	wondrous	fine	threads.
“Our	 father	 was	 a	 happy	 man,”	 cried	 the	 one.	 “And	 we	 are	 lucky	 children,”
rejoined	the	other.	Then	the	mother	would	smile	at	the	tender	dialogue,	and	tell
them	tales	of	their	grandmother,	and	of	the	rough	times	she	lived	in,	of	her	stern
father	and	yet	sterner	husband.
The	meals	that	the	three	partook	of	together	were	as	merry	as	though	the	house
had	 been	 full	 of	 company,	 and,	 indeed,	 when	 guests	 were	 really	 present	 they
grew	graver,	as	beseemed	the	dignity	of	their	house.	They	were	the	most	kindly
of	 hosts,	 and	 spent	 many	 a	 night	 upon	 the	 bare	 ground,	 that	 their	 soft	 couch
might	be	given	up	to	some	stranger	guest.	All	who	entered	there	felt	at	ease	in
that	happy	home,	wherein	love	made	its	dwelling.
One	 day	 the	 two	 brothers	were	 out	 hunting	 a	 bear	 that	 had	 been	making	 sore
havoc	in	the	district.	They	climbed	up	the	steepest	of	their	cliffs	to	find	him,	and
got	at	last	upon	his	track,	as	a	loud	growling	and	a	shower	of	dislodged	stones
betokened.	At	the	very	moment,	however,	that	Mirea	was	about	to	cast	his	spear,
another	flew	out	of	the	underbrush	hard	by	and	smote	the	beast	in	the	vitals.	A
peal	of	silvery	laughter	followed	the	stroke.	Then	the	bear,	growling	with	rage,
rose	upon	his	hinder	feet	and	made	for	the	patch	of	undergrowth.
Andrei	perceived	the	danger	in	which	the	bold	huntsman	stood,	and	while	Mirea
called	 out	 indignantly,	 “Let	 him	 end	 the	 chase	 he	 has	 begun!”	 his	 brother
exclaimed,	“Can	you	not	hear?	It	 is	a	boy’s	voice!”	and	casting	himself	before
the	bear,	which	towered	high	above	him,	he	plunged	his	knife	up	to	the	hilt	in	its
shoulder.	The	brute	clawed	the	air	for	a	moment	and	then	fell	dead.
“Oh,	what	a	pity!”	cried	a	clear	voice,	and	from	the	bushes	there	stepped	forth	a
wondrously	fair	maiden,	clad	in	short	garments	and	sandals,	and	having	a	white
fur	 cap	 set	 upon	 her	wild	 and	 abundant	 brown	 locks.	Her	 eyes	 shone	 beneath
dark,	 highly	 arched	 brows,	 they	 were	 green	 eyes,	 yet	 with	 a	 glint	 of	 gold	 in
them.	From	her	shoulders	hung	a	mantle	of	snow-white,	silky	goatskin,	and	like
Andrei,	 she	 held	 in	 her	 hand	 a	 broad	 hunting-knife,	 with	 which	 she	 had
unflinchingly	awaited	the	onslaught	of	the	bear.
“What	a	pity,”	she	cried	again,	“now	it	is	not	I	that	have	slain	him!”	and	her	eyes
filled	with	tears.
Andrei	stood	quite	shame-faced,	gazing	at	the	bear,	as	though	he	would	gladly,
to	please	the	lovely	maiden,	have	restored	him	to	life	again.	To	conceal	her	ill-
humour,	 she	 thoughtlessly	 thrust	 at	 the	 brute	with	 her	 foot,	 when,	 behold!	 he



turned	 in	 the	death-throe	and	clawed	at	her	once	again.	But	on	 the	 instant	 she
was	 caught	 back	by	Mirea,	who	 set	 her	 on	her	 feet	with	 the	 reproving	words,
“Foolish	child!”	She	gazed	upwards	 in	astonishment,	 for	 the	voice	was	 that	of
the	young	man	before	her,	and	the	face,	 too,	was	bewildering	in	 its	 likeness	 to
his.	Open-mouthed,	like	a	child	indeed,	she	looked	from	one	to	the	other	till	all
three	broke	out	into	a	storm	of	laughter.
“You	are	double!”	cried	the	girl,	“like	two	hazel-nuts	in	one	shell.”
“And	two	nuts	out	of	one	shell	we	are,”	replied	Andrei.	“But	who	are	you,	little
wood-fairy?	Perchance	some	witch	in	disguise,	who	will	work	our	undoing.”
“Who	can	say?”	answered	the	maiden.	“Perhaps	I	am	a	witch.	Grandfather	often
says	so,	and,	indeed,	I	have	only	been	with	him	a	week	yet,	and	he	has	had	no
more	of	his	old	pain	since	I	came.”
“We	would	straightway	treat	you	as	an	evil	witch,	then,”	said	Mirea,	“and	carry
you	a	prisoner	to	our	castle,	for	having	hunted	upon	our	hills	without	leave.”
“We	have	a	cruel	mother,	too,	at	our	castle,”	added	Andrei.
“Good,”	cried	the	maiden.	“Her	I	must	see.	I	am	your	prisoner!”
She	called	her	attendant	huntsman,	gave	him	messages	 to	her	grandfather,	 and
bade	him	bring	horses	to	fetch	her	home,	then	she	followed	the	brothers	with	a
light	step	by	the	giddiest	and	steepest	paths	to	the	castle.
The	 lads’	mother,	Dame	Roxana,	 stood	 looking	 from	 the	 castle	windows,	 and
wondering	what	strange	shepherd-boy	her	sons	were	bringing	home	with	them.
The	dead	bear	was	carried	behind	them,	slung	upon	green	boughs.	As	they	drew
near	 the	 castle	Dame	Roxana	 exclaimed	 in	 alarm,	 “It	 is	 a	 girl	 they	 have	with
them.	Where	can	they	have	found	her?”
The	next	moment	the	sound	of	youthful	voices	and	footsteps	re-echoed	through
courtyard	 and	 hall.	 “Mother,”	 cried	 Mirea,	 “here	 we	 bring	 you	 a	 prisoner,	 a
hunter	who	has	spoilt	our	chase!	What	shall	be	his	punishment?”
Dame	Roxana	gazed	at	the	young	girl	in	great	anxiety.	She	would	fain	have	sent
her	away	again	as	quickly	as	possible,	but	the	vision	was	so	entrancing	a	one	that
she	 could	 not	 restrain	 a	 kindly	 smile,	 and	 stretched	 out	 her	 hand,	 which	 the
maiden	 respectfully	 kissed.	 “I	 think,”	 said	 Dame	 Roxana,	 “that	 the	 worst
punishment	would	be	 to	make	 this	merry	 child	 spend	 a	 few	hours	 in	 spinning
with	an	old	woman	like	me!”
“Nay,	nay,”	the	girl	replied,	“I	can	spin	as	lightly	as	any	fairy.	The	spear	has	not
made	my	hand	heavy.	And	as	for	old	folks,	why,	I	spend	all	my	time	alone	with
grandfather,	who	sits	in	his	chair	all	day,	and	falls	asleep	whenever	I	would	tell
him	anything.”
She	was	about	to	lay	aside	her	mantle	as	she	spoke,	but	Andrei	stepped	forward



and	took	it	 from	her,	while	his	mother	herself	 lifted	the	fur	cap	from	her	brow
and	stroked	back	the	damp	curly	hair.	With	abundant	locks	falling	about	her	like
a	lion’s	mane,	she	seemed	fairer	than	ever,	and	mother	and	sons	gazed	at	her	in
delight.
“What	is	your	name,	dear	child?”	asked	Dame	Roxana.
“Urlanda.	 Is	 it	 not	 an	ugly	name?	They	would	have	 called	me	Rolanda,	 but	 it
turned	 into	 Urlanda,	 because	 I	 was	 always	 so	 wild	 and	 untutored.	 My
grandfather	 dwells	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 mountain.	 Oh!	 I	 have	 come	 far
today.”
“Then	you	will	be	all	the	gladder	of	the	meal	that	awaits	us.”
They	led	her	into	the	dining-hall,	sumptuously	decked	with	Eastern	carpets	and
hangings	and	massive	 silver-ware.	Here	 the	 talk	 flowed	merrily	on.	Wondrous
tales	were	 told	of	 the	 chase	 and	of	 adventures	with	 savage	bears,	 but	Rolanda
would	never	suffer	herself	to	be	outdone,	and	would	cap	each	tale	with	one	more
amazing	yet,	told	in	tones	as	earnest	as	though	she	were	swearing	an	oath	upon
it.
The	merriment	was	heightened	by	her	constant	mistaking	of	one	brother	for	the
other,	and	when	Andrei	gave	himself	out	as	having	saved	her	life,	Mirea	would
eagerly	affirm	that	it	was	he	who	had	warded	off	the	bear’s	last	embrace.
“It’s	a	good	thing,”	she	would	cry,	“that	I	have	to	thank	you	both	for	my	life,	for
else,	indeed,	I	should	never	be	able	to	recognise	my	preserver.”
When	the	meal	was	over	she	begged	for	distaff	and	spindle,	“for	she	wanted	to
show	that	her	spinning	was	no	hunter’s	tale.”	This	was	spoken	with	a	sly	glance
at	 the	brothers.	And,	 in	 truth,	 the	 threads	 she	 spun	were	as	 fine	and	even	as	 a
spider’s	web,	to	the	great	amazement	of	Dame	Roxana.
“I	can	embroider	beautifully	too,”	said	the	maiden.	“My	mother,	who	could	do
wonders	at	it,	taught	me	that,	for	she	hoped	to	tame	me	with	such	fair	work.	But
it	was	all	in	vain,	for	I	had	always	finished	before	she	expected	it,	and	was	out
and	 away	 again	 to	 the	 stables	 or	 the	 chase.”	She	 sighed	 a	 little.	 “But	 now	 the
stud	 is	 sold,	 and,	 indeed,	 who	 could	 ride	 among	 these	 wretched	 mountains,
where	there	is	no	room?	Ah,	there	are	the	horses!”	and	she	sprang	from	her	seat.
“I	 must	 go,	 or	 I	 shall	 not	 be	 home	 by	 nightfall,	 and	 surely	 grandfather	 must
know	how	to	chide	if	he	be	minded	to,	for	he	has	such	bushy	eyebrows!”
In	a	moment	she	had	kissed	the	hand	of	Dame	Roxana,	greeted	the	brothers	with
a	wave	of	her	furry	cap	as	she	cast	it	upon	her	curly	locks,	and	was	away	out	of
the	 hall	 and	 into	 her	 saddle	 like	 a	whirlwind.	 But	 the	 brothers,	 too,	 had	 their
horses	 ready,	 and	 were	 not	 to	 be	 hindered	 from	 bearing	 their	 young	 guest
company	to	the	outskirts	of	their	lands.	So,	greeting	Dame	Roxana	with	laughing
glances,	 they	 rode	away,	 and	 she	 looked	after	 them	with	grave	eyes,	 though	a



smile	was	on	her	lips.	Her	heart	was	heavy,	she	knew	not	why,	and	she	would
fain	have	called	her	sons	back	to	her.
It	was	with	difficulty	that	Rolanda	could	be	restrained	from	galloping	up	hill	and
down	 dale.	 Only	 when	 her	 pity	 for	 the	 horses	 was	 stirred	 did	 she	 draw	 rein,
saying	with	a	sigh,	“You	call	these	walking	chairs	horses!”
As	night	was	now	 falling,	 she	begged	 the	brothers	 to	 seek	 shelter	 beneath	her
grandfather’s	 roof.	 The	 old	man	was	 sitting	 by	 the	 hearth	when	 they	 entered,
stroking	the	white	beard	that	fell	down	far	over	his	breast.
“And	where	has	this	wild	creature	been	now?”	he	kindly	asked.
“In	a	dreadful	prison,	because	of	having	trespassed	on	another’s	hunting-ground!
And	here	are	my	persecutors,	whom	I	have	brought	with	me	to	prove	whether	I
speak	truly.”
The	 old	 man’s	 gaze	 was	 full	 of	 kindliness	 as	 it	 rested	 upon	 the	 two	 youths,
standing	ready	to	do	him	homage.	The	evening	meal	was	soon	ready,	nor	was	it
less	cheerful	than	that	which	they	had	shared	at	midday	at	Dame	Roxana’s	table.
At	 early	dawn	Andrei	 and	Mirea	 rode	 there	 again.	They	were	 startled,	 as	 they
passed	under	 the	 castle	windows,	 at	 finding	 themselves	 pelted	by	 a	 shower	of
blossoms.	But	as	 they	glanced	upwards	a	window	was	hastily	closed,	and	 they
saw	no	one.
This	was	the	first	of	many	mutual	visits,	of	many	riding	and	hunting	parties,	and
pleasant	hours	passed	in	merry	chatter	within	doors.	But	Rolanda	had	her	sadder
moments	also,	when	she	was	more	entrancing	than	ever,	then	she	would	speak	of
her	 dead	 parents,	 and	 of	 how	 lonely	 she	 was	 in	 the	 wide	 world,	 for	 her
grandfather	could	not	live	much	longer,	and	then	she	would	not	know	where	to
turn.
“Oh,	cruel	words!”	Andrei	would	exclaim.	“Are	we,	then,	not	your	brothers?	and
is	there	no	home	for	you	here?”
“Does	our	mother	not	love	you?”	Mirea	would	add.
Then	 would	 Dame	 Roxana’s	 heart	 quiver	 with	 pain	 once	 more,	 and	 yet	 the
untutored	child	had	become	very	dear	to	her.
Not	 long	 after	 this	 a	 clatter	 of	 hurrying	horse’s	 hoofs	 sounded	up	 the	hillside,
and	 then	upon	 the	 stones	of	 the	 courtyard.	 It	was	Rolanda,	 riding	bare-headed
and	with	fluttering	locks.	As	pale	as	death	she	burst	in	upon	Dame	Roxana.	“For
God’s	sake,	let	me	take	shelter	with	you!	Grandfather	is	dead!	I	closed	his	eyes
myself,	 I	made	him	ready	for	 the	grave,	and	 laid	him	 there	 to	 rest,	and	felt	no
fear	the	while.	But	now	all	the	kinsfolk	have	come	flocking	in,	quarrelling	over
the	inheritance,	and	giving	me	hard	and	cruel	words	because	some	of	it	is	to	be
mine.	And	one	bald-headed	fellow	would	straightway	have	taken	me	to	wife.	Ah
me!	Then	I	was	affrighted.	Such	a	wretch!	But	I	told	him	I	was	called	Urlanda,



and	was	so	bad	that	none	would	care	to	marry	me.	Nor	will	I	have	any	husband.
I	will	stay	here	with	you	until	I	am	turned	out.”
It	 was	 a	 hard	 matter	 for	 Dame	 Roxana	 to	 understand	 this	 flow	 of	 incoherent
words,	and	harder	still	for	her	to	soothe	the	agitated	girl.	She	folded	her	to	her
heart	 and	 stroked	 the	disordered	curls,	 then	 she	 led	her	 to	 the	 little	white	bed-
chamber,	where	she	had	often	dwelt	before,	and	told	her	this	should	be	her	home
as	long	as	there	was	a	roof	over	the	house.
Rolanda	threw	herself	into	her	arms,	kissed	her	hands,	and	promised	to	become
as	gentle	and	calm	as	a	deep,	calm	lake.
Dame	 Roxana	 smiled.	 “Methinks,”	 she	 replied,	 “that	 the	 calm	 and	 gentleness
will	come	all	in	good	time,	when	once	you	are	a	wife.”
“But	 I	would	never	become	a	wife.	 I	would	always	 remain	a	maiden	and	free,
free	as	a	bird.”
Dame	Roxana	sighed	quite	low,	and	listened	for	the	voices	of	her	sons,	who	had
just	come	home	and	were	asking	for	Rolanda,	whose	tumultuous	arrival	they	had
witnessed	from	afar.
A	wondrous	 change	 took	 place	 in	 the	 behaviour	 of	 the	 brothers	 after	Rolanda
came	to	sojourn	with	them.
They	 had	 greeted	 her	 as	 their	 “little	 sister,”	 but	 thereupon	 the	 young	 girl	 had
suddenly	 grown	 shy	 and	 constrained.	 They	 lived	 out	 of	 doors	more	 than	 ever
now,	 only	 they	 no	 longer	 went	 together,	 but	 by	 separate	 ways,	 and	 Rolanda
stayed	 much	 at	 home	 with	 the	 mother,	 and	 grew	 dreamy	 and	 absent,	 often
shedding	 tears	 in	secret.	When	she	 thought	herself	unnoticed,	her	quick	glance
would	travel	backwards	and	forwards	between	the	brothers,	as	though	she	would
fain	discover	something	 that	yet	 remained	dark	 to	her.	She	often	still	confused
the	two	together,	yet	now	she	no	longer	laughed	at	this,	but	gazed	anxiously	over
at	 the	mother.	 Dame	 Roxana	watched	with	 a	 heavy	 heart	 the	 dark	 cloud	 that
seemed	gathering	over	her	house,	 and	wept	 far	oftener	 and	more	 secretly	 than
Rolanda,	since	the	day	that	each	of	her	sons	had	confessed	to	her,	alone	at	 the
twilight	hour,	his	great,	undying,	unconquerable	love,	and	had	asked,	“Do	think
my	brother	loves	her	too,	he	is	so	changed?	And	to	which	of	us	will	she	give	her
heart?”
Dame	Roxana	offered	many	a	taper	in	the	little	mountain	chapel	at	Lespes,	and
hoped	that	this	painfully	made	pilgrimage	might	incline	Heaven’s	mercy	towards
them,	and	ward	off	a	great	disaster	from	her	home.
Rolanda	had	been	 in	 a	 state	 of	 indescribable	 agitation	 ever	 since	 the	 time	 that
Andrei	and	Mirea	had,	each	unknown	to	the	other,	confessed	their	love	to	her.	In
vain	 the	poor	child	questioned	her	heart,	 she	 loved	 them	both	 too	well,	 far	 too
well,	to	make	either	wretched,	nor	could	she	separate	the	one	from	the	other	in



her	heart,	any	more	than	she	could	with	her	eyes.	She	kept	silence	towards	Dame
Roxana,	for	she	could	not	bear	to	give	her	pain,	but	day	by	day	she	saw	how	the
brothers	no	longer	cherished	each	other,	and	even	how	sharp	words	sometimes
passed	between	them,	and	that	had	never	chanced	in	all	their	lives	before.
At	last	Dame	Roxana	called	the	three	to	her	side	and	spoke.	“I	have	watched	the
bitter	 struggle	 of	 your	 hearts	 too	 long.	 One	 of	 you	 must	 needs	 make	 a	 hard
sacrifice,	that	the	other	may	be	happy.”
“Yes,”	answered	Mirea	gloomily,	“one	of	us	must	quit	this	world.”
“For	God’s	sake!”	cried	Rolanda,	“you	would	not	fight	over	me?”
“Nay,”	 said	 Andrei,	 with	 a	 sad	 smile,	 “that	 were	 impossible.	 But	 one	 can	 go
there	alone.”
Then	said	Dame	Roxana	with	uplifted	hands,	“O	godless	children!	Have	I,	then,
borne	you	and	brought	you	up	so	feeble	 that	neither	of	you	has	 the	strength	to
bear	his	first	sorrow?	Rolanda,	till	tomorrow	shall	you	have	time	for	thought.	By
tomorrow	we	shall	all	have	won	strength	and	courage.”
So	they	parted.
Andrei	took	a	path	that	led	through	the	forest	to	Lespes,	and	there	he	knelt	in	the
little	rock-hewn	chapel	and	prayed,	“O	my	God!	You	knowest	my	heart	and	my
strength.	Grant	that	I	may	be	preserved	from	any	sin	towards	myself,	my	mother,
my	brother,	or	the	woman	that	I	love.	But	if	she	give	herself	not	to	me,	then	turn
me	to	stone,	that	I	may	feel	pain	no	more.”
But,	by	another	path,	Mirea	had	come,	 too,	 to	the	little	chapel,	and	had	prayed
the	same	prayer.	They	cast	a	sorrowful	look	at	one	another,	and	went	home,	each
by	himself,	for	each	thought	that	he	alone	had	offered	up	the	sacrifice.
Dame	Roxana	appeared	next	morning	as	white	as	the	veil	which	covered	the	first
silver	threads	in	her	hair.	The	two	brothers	wore	the	look	of	men	going	to	their
death.	Rolanda	alone	came	among	 them	with	 the	glow	of	 joy	on	her	 face.	She
was	as	though	transfigured	by	an	unearthly	beauty,	that	seemed	to	increase	her
very	height.	With	gentle	dignity	she	spoke,	“Come	out	yonder	with	me,	my	only
dear	ones,	let	the	decision	be	given	under	God’s	open	sky.”
She	 glided	 out	 before	 them,	 hardly	 seeming	 to	 tread	 on	 earth,	 her	 hands	were
transparent	as	wax,	and	her	eyes	full	of	tears	as	she	raised	them	to	heaven.	On
the	 edge	 of	 a	 steep	 and	 giddy	 precipice	 she	 paused,	 and	 knelt	 before	 Dame
Roxana.
“Give	me	your	blessing,	mother,”	she	said.
Dame	Roxana	laid	a	trembling	hand	upon	the	fair,	curly	head.
“And	now,”	continued	Rolanda	in	a	clear	voice,	“now	hearken	to	me.	I	love	you



both	so	well,	so	passing	well,	far	more	than	myself	or	my	own	life,	that	I	cannot
give	myself	to	either	of	you.	But	whichever	brings	me	back	from	the	abyss,	his
wife	will	I	be.”	And	before	one	of	them	could	stretch	out	a	hand	she	had	flown
like	a	bird	over	the	edge	of	the	cliff,	 into	the	immeasurable	depths	below.	But,
oh	wonder!,	as	she	fell,	she	was	changed	into	a	foaming	waterfall,	whose	spray
floated	in	the	air	like	a	bridal	veil.
The	two	brothers	would	have	cast	themselves	down	after	her,	but	they	could	not,
for	their	feet	turned	to	rock,	their	arms	to	rock,	their	hearts	to	stone,	and	so	they
towered	aloft	toward	heaven.
But	 the	 unhappy	mother	 spread	 out	 her	 arms,	 crying,	 “And	 I	 alone	must	 live!
Have	 You	 no	 pity,	 Heaven?”	 Then	 with	 arms	 outstretched	 she	 fell	 to	 earth,
embracing	her	children.	And,	behold!	where	she	lay	she	was	changed	into	thick,
soft	 moss,	 that	 grew	 and	 spread	 farther	 and	 farther,	 till	 the	 rocks	 were	 half
shrouded	 in	 it.	So	 they	 remain,	and	will	 remain	 for	ever,	 the	wild	white	bride,
Urlatoare,	the	self-sacrificing	sons,	the	Jipi,	and	their	loving,	tender	mother.
	



TELLERCHEN

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	SOMETHING	VERY	extraordinary	happened.	If	it	had
not	happened,	it	would	not	be	told.
There	 was	 once	 a	 husband	 and	 wife.	 The	 husband	 had	 a	 son	 by	 a	 former
marriage,	and	the	wife	had	a	daughter	by	her	first	husband.	This	wicked	woman
could	not	bear	 the	 sight	 of	her	husband's	 son.	One	day	 she	 said,	 "Husband!	 If
you	don't	send	that	boy	away,	I	can't	eat	at	the	same	table	with	you	any	longer."
"But	where	shall	I	send	him,	wife?	Let	him	stay	till	he	is	a	little	older,	then	he
will	set	up	housekeeping	for	himself."
"I	mean	just	what	I	told	you.	Choose!"
When	the	man	saw	that	he	could	do	nothing	with	his	wife,	he	said	 to	 the	boy:
"My	dear	 son,	 you	 see	 I	 am	growing	 old.	 I	 can	 no	 longer	 do	work	 enough	 to
need	no	assistance.	Your	mother	won't	have	you	here.	So	go	wherever	the	Lord
may	lead	you	to	earn	your	daily	bread,	and,	if	it	is	His	will,	I'll	come	to	see	you
now	and	then	if	I	can."
"I	 see,	 dear	 father,	 that	my	 step-mother	 can't	 bear	 the	 sight	 of	me,	 yet	 I	 don't
know	 why.	 I	 have	 never	 been	 disobedient	 to	 her,	 but	 have	 always	 done
everything	she	told	me,	still,	 it	 is	all	 in	vain,	she	can't	endure	me.	So	I	will	go
and	work	wherever	God	may	guide	me.	I	shall	be	able	to	earn	my	daily	bread,
for	I'm	a	stout,	capable	lad.	But	come	and	see	me	if	you	can,	father,	for	I	feel	as
if	I	should	die	of	longing	for	you."
"Go	and	prosper,	my	dear	son,	may	the	Lord	help	you."
"May	we	have	a	happy	meeting,	dear	father."
And	the	poor	boy,	with	tears	streaming	down	his	cheeks,	left	his	father's	house.
He	 walked	 on	 till	 at	 last	 he	 met	 a	 rich	 man,	 to	 whom	 he	 hired	 himself	 as	 a
servant.	He	remained	in	service	seven	years,	and	his	master	was	well	satisfied,
but	suddenly	such	a	longing	for	his	father	seized	upon	him	that	he	could	bear	it



no	 longer.	He	 told	 his	 employer	 that	 he	was	 going	 to	 see	 his	 parents,	 and	 his
master	 said,	 "Boy,	 you	 have	worked	 on	my	 farm	 seven	 years,	 and	 served	me
well.	Does	the	place	no	longer	suit	you,	or	have	you	been	offered	higher	wages
elsewhere,	that	you	want	to	leave	me?"
"No	indeed,	master.	But	I	long	to	go	home.	I	feel	as	if	I	wanted	to	see	my	father
again.	If	you	think	you	still	owe	me	anything,	please	settle	my	account."
"Well,	my	boy,	one	can't	keep	a	servant	by	force,	and	you	fixed	no	rate	of	wages
when	you	came	to	me.	As	a	reward	for	the	services	you	have	rendered,	you	may
choose	from	my	herds	two	head	of	horned	cattle	and	ten	smaller	ones."
When	the	boy	heard	this,	he	hardly	knew	what	to	do	with	himself	in	his	delight
at	the	thought	of	having	earned	so	much	by	his	labour.	He	went	among	the	herds
and	 flocks,	 looking	 up	 and	 down,	 and	 wondering	 which	 animals	 he	 should
choose.	He	did	not	want	 to	 take	 the	best	ones,	because	he	 thought	his	services
were	not	worth	so	much.	But	neither	did	he	want	to	select	 the	worst.	He	could
not	make	up	his	mind	to	that.	So	he	chose	from	those	of	medium	value.	He	did
the	same	with	the	horned	cattle.	But	in	searching	his	eyes	fell	upon	an	ox,	which
also	gazed	longingly	at	the	youth.	So	he	took	this	ox	and	a	cow.
Now	he	had	no	other	thought	in	his	mind	except	to	go	to	his	parents,	believing
that	his	step-mother	would	no	longer	look	askance	at	him.	So	he	bade	his	master
goodbye	and	went	away.	Just	 think,	 the	ox	was	bewitched,	but	 the	boy	did	not
know	it.	He	named	the	animal	Tellerchen.
He	reached	home.	His	father	died	of	joy	and	came	to	life	again	when	he	saw	his
son,	who	had	grown	tall	and	handsome,	and	so	sensible	too.	But	the	wicked	old
step-mother	behaved	 like	 seven	evil	demons,	nay,	 like	 the	witch	 she	was.	The
youth	stayed	in	his	father's	house,	helped	him	work	in	the	fields,	drove	the	cattle
to	pasture,	and	made	himself	very	useful.
Whenever	he	went	to	the	pasture	with	the	cattle	his	mother	gave	him	a	cake,	but
it	 was	made	 of	 ashes,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 eat	 it.	What	 was	 he	 to	 do?	At	 noon,
instead	of	having	something	to	eat	like	everybody	else,	he	sat	under	the	shade	of
a	tree	and	wept	over	his	lot,	but	he	could	not	bring	himself	to	tell	his	father,	lest
he	should	make	trouble	between	him	and	his	wife.	He	had	no	comfort	at	home,
no	companions	abroad,	 and	 so	he	grew	sad	and	 thoughtful.	One	day,	when	he
was	 crying	with	 hunger,	 and	 even	 the	 herdsmen	who	had	 left	 their	 oxen	were
eating,	Tellerchen	suddenly	began	to	speak	and	said,	"Master,	don't	grieve	any
longer,	 throw	 the	 ash-cake	 away,	 seize	my	 right	 horn,	 and	 eat	 and	drink	what
you	will	find	there."
"Why,	Tellerchen,"	 replied	 the	youth,	"there	must	be	witchcraft	about	you	 too.
Where	 was	 such	 a	 thing	 ever	 heard	 of,	 and	 how	 long	 have	 you	 been	 able	 to
talk?"



"Mind	what	I	tell	you.	I	see	you	are	an	excellent	lad,	and	I	am	sorry	you	should
weep	 your	 youth	 away.	 Just	 try	 my	 advice,	 and	 you'll	 see	 that	 it	 will	 be
profitable	to	you."
And	it	was.	The	youth	seized	Tellerchen's	right	horn.	Behold	what	happened!	He
drew	out	a	roll	as	white	as	snow,	and	a	glass	of	wine	which	would	have	made
anyone's	mouth	water.	The	lad	ate	and	drank.
The	 step-mother	noticed	 that	 the	youth's	 face	had	grown	 fuller,	 that	he	was	 in
good	spirits,	 and	did	all	his	work	cheerily.	 Instead	of	 seeing	him	grow	 thinner
day	by	day,	as	she	had	expected,	he	constantly	gained	flesh.	She	soon	discovered
that	Tellerchen	must	be	at	the	bottom	of	the	mystery,	for	she	perceived	that	the
boy	 took	 much	 better	 care	 of	 him	 than	 of	 the	 other	 cattle.	 How	 should	 she
manage	 to	 find	 out	 what	 he	 did	 and	 ate	 in	 the	 woods?	 She	 secretly	 sent	 her
daughter	after	him,	and	ordered	her	to	watch	what	the	youth	did	while	pasturing
the	 cattle.	 The	 girl	 followed	 her	 step-brother	without	 his	 knowledge,	 watched
him,	returned	to	her	mother	and	said,	"Mother,	what	I	have	seen	today	is	beyond
telling!"
"You	met	the	Wood	Witch?"
"A	wrong	guess,"	the	daughter	replied.
"You	have	seen	a	wizard,	a	dragon,	or	a	griffin?"
"No	indeed!	Heaven	forbid!"
"Or	did	a	handsomer,	richer,	and	more	sensible	youth	follow	you?"
"What	an	idea!	But	it's	useless	for	you	to	rack	your	brains,	for	you	can't	guess."
"Then	tell	me	what	you	saw,	and	don't	chatter	about	it	any	longer."
"Mother,	my	step-brother's	ox	is	enchanted."
"Didn't	 I	 always	 say	 that	 there	 was	 something	 the	 matter	 with	 the	 accursed
beast?"
"If	you	could	have	seen	how	he	hugged	and	kissed	him,	sometimes	on	the	right
and	sometimes	on	the	left	cheek,	mother.	I	really	felt	as	though	my	heart	would
stop	 beating.	Then	 directly	 after	 he	 seized	 his	 right	 horn	 and	 pulled	 out	 some
white	rolls	and	wine,	which	he	devoured	as	if	 the	wolves	were	after	him.	I	 tell
you	my	mouth	watered	when	 I	 saw	him	eat	 so	greedily.	Yet	what	 amazed	me
still	more	was	to	hear	the	ox	talk.	I	stood	with	my	mouth	wide	open,	staring	at
him."
"Never	mind,	I'll	get	even	with	him."
The	 step-mother	 did	 not	 like	 the	 ox,	 and	 urged	 her	 husband	 to	 have	 him
slaughtered,	neither	more	nor	 less.	All	night	 long	she	 teased	him	about	 it.	The
poor	old	man	told	her	that	the	animal	was	not	his,	but	his	son's,	that	he	was	a	fine



beast	and	might	yet	be	very	useful	to	them.	But	she	would	not	listen,	and	never
stopped	 talking	 until	 he	 had	 promised	 to	 kill	 the	 ox.	 Luckily	 the	 youth	 was
awake	and	heard	it	all.
As	soon	as	morning	dawned	he	went	to	Tellerchen	to	curry	and	clean	the	animal
as	he	always	did,	but	began	 to	weep,	and	 told	 the	ox	 the	fate	 in	store	 for	him.
Tellerchen	told	him	he	must	stand	outside	the	house	on	the	bench	by	the	door,
and	 when	 the	 people	 were	 chasing	 him,	 to	 catch	 him	 and	 take	 him	 to	 the
shambles,	he	must	jump	on	his	back	as	he	passed	by.	This	was	done,	and	after
the	ox	had	escaped	he	took	his	master	to	a	forest	far	more	beautiful	than	any	the
boy	had	ever	seen.	There	they	built	huts,	and	lived	as	if	they	were	in	clover,	for
the	 grass	 in	 the	 surrounding	meadows	was	 so	 tall	 that	 a	man	might	 have	 lost
himself	 in	 it,	 and	 was	 always	 so	 green	 and	 blooming	 that	 it	 made	 excellent
pasturage.
One	day,	when	the	youth	was	sitting	comfortably	before	his	hut,	playing	on	the
flute,	while	 the	ox	grazed	 at	 some	distance,	 up	 came	an	 enormous	bull,	 so	 fat
that	his	hide	seemed	ready	to	burst.
"Why	did	you	 come	here,	 youngster,	with	your	Tellerchen,	 to	 drink	my	water
and	feed	on	my	grass?"	he	asked.
"I	 didn't	 know	 that	 this	 was	 your	 property,"	 answered	 the	 youth,	 "Tellerchen
brought	me	here."
"Then	tell	him	he	must	come	to	the	Gold	Bridge	tomorrow	and	fight	with	me."
After	saying	this,	he	went	away.
When	the	ox	came	home	at	night	he	found	the	youth	more	sorrowful	than	ever
before.	"What	ails	you,	master,	 that	you	stand	 there	as	 if	you	were	stupefied?"
asked	the	ox.
"What	ails	me?"	replied	the	youth.	"Why,	I'm	in	a	fine	fix!"	And	he	repeated	all
that	the	bull	had	said.
"Never	mind,	master,	don't	worry	about	it,	leave	that	to	me."
Early	 the	 next	morning	 the	 ox	 left	 the	 lad	 in	 the	 hut	 and	 set	 off	 to	 the	 Gold
Bridge	 to	 fight	with	 the	 bull.	He	 fought	 till	 he	 had	 pushed	 the	 bull	 under	 the
bridge,	and	then	came	back	home	safe	and	sound.
Two	 days	 after	 another	 bull	 came,	 somewhat	 smaller	 than	 the	 first	 one.	After
saying	 the	same	 things	 the	other	had	said,	he	summoned	Tellerchen	 to	 fight	at
the	Silver	Bridge.	The	ox	again	found	his	master	weeping,	soothed	him	as	he	had
done	before,	and	went	to	fight	the	second	bull	and	hurl	him	under	the	bridge.
After	several	days	a	third	bull	appeared,	a	feeble,	unsightly,	ugly,	dirty	animal,
and	said	to	the	boy:	"Who	gave	you	leave	to	come	here	with	your	Tellerchen	to
drink	my	water	and	spoil	the	grass	in	my	meadows?"



"What	business	is	it	of	yours?"	replied	the	youth	pertly.
"If	it	isn't	my	business,	whose	affair	should	it	be?"	replied	the	bull.	"Whichever
of	 you	 two	 will	 dare	 to	 fight	 with	 me	 may	 come	 tomorrow	 to	 the	 Copper
Bridge."
"Don't	worry,"	replied	the	youth	carelessly,	"we	will	come."
When	Tellerchen	returned	from	the	pasture	in	the	evening,	his	master,	with	great
amusement,	told	him	everything	that	had	happened.
"Your	mirth	 is	out	of	place,"	 replied	 the	ox,	 "for	my	 time	has	now	come.	The
bull,	 sick	 and	 emaciated	 as	 he	 was,	 will	 overpower	 me.	 Watch	 our	 battle
tomorrow,	for	I	will	not	let	you	fight	with	him,	you	are	young	and	delicate,	and
still	 have	 a	 great	 deal	 to	 see	 in	 the	 world.	 When	 you	 perceive	 that	 he	 is
conquering	me	and	about	 to	push	me	under	 the	bridge,	 rush	 forward	and	seize
my	left	horn,	but	don't	open	it	till	you	have	reached	home."
When	the	youth	heard	this,	he	began	to	weep	so	that	he	could	not	be	quieted,	and
grieved	so	much	all	night	long	that	he	had	no	sleep.
Early	the	next	morning	he	went	with	Tellerchen	to	the	Copper	Bridge,	where	the
puny-looking	bull	awaited	them.	They	began	the	struggle,	and	fought	and	fought
until	 toward	 the	afternoon.	Sometimes	 the	ox	gored	 the	bull,	 at	others	 the	bull
the	 ox,	 and	 the	 victory	 still	 remained	 undecided.	But	when	 the	 afternoon	was
nearly	over	the	ox's	strength	failed,	and,	while	the	bull	was	carrying	him	off	and
in	the	very	act	of	hurling	him	under	the	bridge,	the	boy	rushed	up	and	wrenched
off	his	left	horn.
He	wept.	Heaven	knows	how	bitterly	the	poor	lad	wept	by	the	bridge.	But	seeing
that	 his	 Tellerchen	 did	 not	 come	 out	 again	 from	 under	 the	 bridge	 and	 it	 was
growing	dark,	he	set	off	with	his	horn,	and	a	heart	bleeding	with	grief.	He	spent
the	night	on	a	hill.	The	next	day	hunger	vexed	him,	and	thinking	he	should	find
something	to	eat	in	the	horn	Tellerchen	had	left	him,	he	opened	it.
What,	I	beg	to	ask	you,	do	you	suppose	happened	then!	There	came	a	countless
multitude	of	all	sorts	of	cattle.	How	could	he	drive	them	home?	And	to	get	them
back	into	the	horn	again	was	impossible.	He	owned	this	to	himself	and	began	to
weep	bitterly.	While	thus	lamenting,	lo	and	behold!	a	dragon	came	up	to	him	and
said,	"What	will	you	give	me,	boy,	if	I	put	all	these	beasts	back	into	the	horn	for
you?"
"Half	of	them,"	replied	the	lad.
"I've	no	fancy	for	that,"	said	the	dragon,	"I	want	something	else."
"Tell	me	what	it	is,	and	I'll	see."
"When	you	love	life	best	I	am	to	be	allowed	to	come	and	take	the	dearest	thing
you	have,	to	devour	it."



The	lad,	without	exactly	knowing	what	he	was	doing,	agreed.
The	dragon	rapped	three	times	with	its	tail	and	put	all	the	cattle	back	in	the	horn,
which	the	boy	then	took	and	went	to	his	father,	whom	he	found	alone.	No	one
knew	what	had	become	of	the	old	woman	and	her	daughter,	who	had	vanished
from	the	house.
When	the	peasant	saw	his	son	grown	into	a	youth	he	almost	lost	his	senses	with
joy,	 but	managed	 to	 calm	himself.	His	 son	 opened	 the	 horn,	 and	 instantly	 the
fields	 and	 surrounding	 country	 were	 so	 filled	 with	 cattle	 that	 everybody	 was
bewildered.
"Do	all	these	flocks	and	herds	belong	to	you?"	asked	the	old	man.
"All,	father.	What	shall	we	do	with	this	multitude	of	beasts."
"Relieve	the	sorrows	of	the	widows	and	the	poor,"	he	replied.
The	youth	followed	his	father's	advice.	There	was	no	day	the	Lord	bestowed	on
which	he	did	not	render	some	service	to	those	who	needed	aid.	So	it	happened
that	not	a	single	pauper	was	left	in	the	neighbourhood.	News	of	the	wealth	and
benevolence	of	the	old	man's	son	reached	the	imperial	court,	and	as	the	emperor
had	a	very	clever	and	beautiful	daughter,	so	he	sent	to	ask	the	youth	to	become
her	suitor.
When	the	young	man	heard	that	the	emperor	wanted	him	for	a	son-in-law	he	was
greatly	 astonished.	 But,	 on	 being	 summoned	 to	 the	 court,	 he	 went	 there	 and
behaved	with	so	much	good	sense	and	dignity	that	the	sovereign	was	not	at	all
sorry	 he	 had	 cast	 his	 eye	upon	him.	The	princess	 liked	him	because	 he	was	 a
handsome,	proud,	 spirited	Roumanian	youth.	Then,	after	having	agreed	among
themselves,	 a	 wedding	 was	 celebrated	 whose	 fame	 spread	 through	 the	 whole
country.	The	young	man's	father	was	there	too.
After	the	dances	and	amusements	of	the	marriage	were	over	and	everybody	had
gone	home,	the	old	man,	according	to	ancient	custom,	placed	in	the	room	where
the	emperor's	son-in-law	and	his	bride	were	to	sleep	a	roll	of	snow-white	bread.
Then	he,	too,	went	to	rest.
What	 happened	 during	 the	 night?	 The	 emperor's	 son-in-law	 suddenly	 saw	 the
dragon,	which,	with	one	jaw	on	the	upper	cornice	of	the	door	and	the	other	on
the	threshold	beneath,	told	the	young	fellow	it	had	come	to	settle	their	account
and	he	must	now	give	up	to	be	devoured	the	bride	sleeping	beside	him,	whom	he
loved	like	the	apple	of	his	eye.
The	old	man's	 son,	who	had	 long	since	 forgotten	 the	 settlement,	did	not	know
what	to	do.	He	dared	not	rush	upon	the	dragon	and	kill	it,	because	he	knew	that
they	had	made	this	bargain.	His	father	had	often	told	him	that,	when	a	man	has
given	 his	word,	 he	 has	 also	 pledged	his	 soul.	Yet	 his	 heart	would	 not	 let	 him
yield	 up	 his	 beloved	 wife	 for	 the	 dragon	 to	 devour.	 While	 he	 was	 torturing



himself	in	trying	to	think	what	he	could	do	to	neither	break	his	promise	nor	give
up	his	bride,	the	bread	on	the	table	began	to	jump	about	and	said,	"Hi,	dragon,
I've	been	sowed,	grew	up,	was	mowed	down	and	 fastened	 into	a	bundle,	yet	 I
bore	it.	Do	you	now	bear	your	trouble,	too,	and	go	into	the	depths	of	the	sea."
The	dragon	stood	waiting.	The	bread	went	on,	"Then	I	was	carried	to	the	barn,
horses	 trampled	 on	 me,	 I	 was	 winnowed	 and	 taken	 to	 the	 mill.	 Bear	 your
troubles	as	I've	borne	mine,	and	go,	that	we	may	hear	your	name	no	more."
The	dragon	still	waited,	and	its	tongue	darted	about	in	its	mouth	like	lightning.
The	 emperor's	 son-in-law	 and	 his	 bride	 remained	 perfectly	 quiet.	 The	 bread
spoke	again,	 "Then	 I	was	ground,	 taken	home,	 sifted,	kneaded	with	water,	put
into	the	oven,	and	baked	till	my	eyes	almost	started	out	of	my	head,	yet	I	bore	it.
Do	you	bear	it	too,	you	accursed	dragon,	and	may	you	burst."
The	 noise	 that	 echoed	 through	 the	 air,	 as	 the	 dragon	 burst,	 was	 so	 loud	 that
everybody	 in	 the	palace	awoke.	Men	came	 running	 to	 the	 spot.	What	did	 they
see?	A	monster	of	a	dragon,	burst	and	split	open.	It	was	so	huge	that	all	shrank
away	in	terror.
Afterward	they	took	the	carcass,	carried	it	out	of	 the	palace,	and	gave	it	 to	 the
ravens.	Then	the	emperor's	son-in-law	related	the	whole	affair.	When	the	people
in	 the	 palace	 heard	 it,	 they	 all	 thanked	God	 for	 having	worked	 a	miracle	 and
permitted	 the	 emperor's	 children	 to	 escape	 safe	 and	 sound.	Then	 they	 lived	 in
peace	and	happiness	and	did	good	everywhere.
	



THE	FAIRY	OF	THE	LAKE

Adapted	from	an	original	story	by	M.	Sadoveanu,	translated	by	Lucy	Byng	in
Roumanian	Stories,	published	in	1921	by	John	Lane,	The	Bodley	Head.

	

	

ONE	EVENING	OLD	COSTESCU	TOLD	US	about	an	adventure	of	his	youth.
The	old	mill	of	Zavu,	he	began,	stands	to	this	day	close	to	the	Popricani	lake.	A
black	 building	 leaning	 towards	 the	 dark	waters.	 The	 six	wheels	 are	 driven	 by
great	streams	of	water	which	come	rushing	through	the	mill-race,	and	surround
the	house,	washing	through	the	cracks.	Above	the	boiling	foam	which	encircles
it,	the	great	building	shakes	with	the	unceasing	roar	of	the	water.
So	it	 is	 today,	so	it	was	at	 the	period	when	Costescu	used	to	roam	about	 those
parts,	and	it	is	long,	long	time	since	then.	This	is	how	the	story	was	told…
I	remember	a	night	like	a	night	in	a	fairy	tale,	full	of	the	silver	light	of	the	moon,
a	night	when	only	youth	could	see,	when	only	youth	could	feel.
It	 was	 in	 July.	 I	 was	 descending	 the	 lake	 by	 myself	 with	 my	 gun	 over	 my
shoulder.	 Flights	 of	 duck	 passing	 above	 the	 forest	 of	 reeds	 lured	 me	 on.	 I
followed	 their	 rapid	 flight	 through	 the	 clear	 atmosphere,	 the	 black	 specks
became	gradually	smaller	until	they	were	lost	to	sight	in	the	rosy	clouds	of	the
setting	 sun.	 I	 passed	 above	 the	weir,	 where	 the	waterfall	 brawls,	 between	 the
bushy	willow-trees	which	guard	the	narrow	path,	and	approached	the	mill.	The
green	 stream	 swept	 through	 the	mill-race,	 the	 foaming	water	 boiled	 round	 the
black	building,	and	 in	 the	yard,	unyoked	and	ruminating,	 the	oxen	slept	beside
the	waggon.
The	old	man,	 the	miller,	 the	 great-grandson	of	Zavu,	 descended	 from	 the	mill
bridge	with	his	pipe	in	the	corner	of	his	mouth.	In	the	deafening	roar	of	the	water
and	the	creaking	of	 the	wheels	men	waited	 in	silence	amid	 the	 luminous	spray
that	filled	the	old	building.
"Good	health	to	you,	my	old	friend	Simione!"
"Thank	you,	sir.	How	goes	it	with	the	land?	Grinding	good	flour?"
This	was	the	old	man's	usual	question	-	was	the	country	grinding	good	flour?



"Good,	my	old	friend	Simione!"
"Praise	be	to	God!"	said	the	old	fellow.	"But	how	are	you,	sir?	You	never	come
to	see	us.	The	duck	give	you	no	peace!"
"No,	they	give	me	no	peace.	I	mean	to	lie	in	wait	on	the	bank	tonight.	Perhaps
luck	will	come	my	way."
"Good,	may	it	be	as	you	wish.	See,	Zamfira	will	show	you	the	way."
Just	at	that	moment	appeared	the	miller's	niece.	She	was	a	strange	girl	of	sixteen
years	of	age,	of	middle	height	and	 thin,	but	with	well-developed	muscles.	Her
cheeks	 were	 sunburnt,	 and	 she	 had	 two	 grey	 eyes,	 eyes	 so	 restless	 and	 so
strange,	and	of	such	beauty	and	such	brilliance	as	I	have	never	seen	since.	She
had	not	regular	features,	but	the	grey	eyes	beneath	the	heavy,	arched	brows	gave
her	an	unusual	and	radiant	beauty.
At	 the	old	man's	words	she	stopped	suddenly,	and	said	quickly	with	 twinkling
eyes,	“I	don't	want	to	show	him	the	way!"
"Why	not?"	I	asked	with	surprise,	while	the	old	man	smiled.
"Because	I	don't	want	to!"	said	Zamfira,	looking	at	me	askance.
"Very	well,"	said	the	old	man	quietly,	"don't	take	him!"
The	 girl	 looked	 at	me	 searchingly,	 through	 half-closed	 eyelids,	 and	 then	 cried
sharply,	"I'll	take	him,	after	all!"
Old	Simione	began	to	laugh	softly,	turned	round,	and	pursued	his	way	to	the	mill
bridge,	but	Zamfira	remained	in	front	of	me,	erect,	her	hands	by	her	sides.	Her
head	was	bent	down,	but	the	grey	eyes	flashed	at	me	from	beneath	her	eyebrows.
Her	head	was	bare,	her	chestnut	hair	was	drawn	smoothly	back	from	the	temples
into	a	 thick	plait,	 tied	at	 the	nape	of	 the	neck.	A	white	water-lily,	beautiful,	as
though	cut	out	of	silver,	was	 fastened	among	her	 rich	 tresses.	Beneath	a	white
chemise	her	bosom	rose	and	fell,	a	blue	skirt	fell	plainly	to	her	ankles.
Suddenly	she	 raised	her	head	and	 looked	shyly	at	me	as	 she	smiled.	Her	 teeth
shone	 between	 her	 thin	 lips.	 Then,	 with	 her	 eyes,	 she	 gave	 me	 the	 signal,
"Come!"
I	 followed	 her.	 She	 moved	 swiftly	 and	 her	 well-developed	 form	 was	 clearly
outlined	beneath	her	thin	garments.	From	time	to	time	she	turned	her	head,	and
her	teeth	flashed.	She	untied	the	boat,	jumped	in	and	said	curtly,	"Follow	me!"
After	I	was	seated,	she	braced	herself	for	the	effort,	thrust	in	the	long	pole,	and
set	the	boat	in	motion.	For	some	time	we	glided	through	reeds	and	rushes,	and
above	great	beds	of	weed.	When	we	reached	open	water	she	put	down	the	pole,
and	 took	 to	 the	oars.	The	boat	 cleft	 the	deep	water	which	glowed	with	 flames
from	the	fire	of	the	setting	sun.	The	oars	splashed	softly	with	a	musical	sound.



The	 girl's	 whole	 body	 moved	 with	 a	 rhythmic	 grace	 that	 was	 unspeakably
fascinating.	The	silver	lily	quivered	in	the	luxuriant	chestnut	hair.
Silence	reigned	over	the	lake.	Water-lilies	shone	in	the	golden	sunset,	the	reeds
rustled	softly,	the	dragon-flies	passed	like	blue	flashes	through	the	light.
Suddenly	the	girl	turned	her	strange	grey	eyes	upon	me.	"So	tonight	you	will	lie
in	wait	for	the	duck?"	she	asked.
"Yes,	I	shall	wait."
"Good."
Her	voice	had	a	melodious,	silvery	ring.	I	questioned	her,	"That	seems	strange	to
you?"
"No,"	she	said,	turning	her	head	away,	"but	aren't	you	afraid?"
"Of	what	should	I	be	afraid?"
"Of	the	fairy	of	the	lake,"	she	replied	with	conviction.
"Of	the	water	lady?	Who	is	this	fairy	of	the	lake?"
"What?	Do	you	not	know?	The	fairy	of	the	lake."
Her	eyes	scanned	my	face	intently.
The	sun	had	nearly	set,	the	water	of	the	lake	grew	dark,	a	heron	passed	above	us
scarcely	moving	its	wings,	its	cries	sent	a	shudder	of	sadness	through	the	silence
of	the	forest	of	reeds.	The	girl	looked	at	me,	and	her	teeth	shone	with	a	smile	of
almost	diabolical	beauty.	Her	clear-cut	 face	seemed	to	reflect	 the	colour	of	 the
green	water.	 I	 cannot	 describe	what	 I	 felt,	 only	 the	 charm	 of	 the	 speaker	was
astounding.	In	that	framework	of	reeds	and	creepers,	set	as	it	were	between	two
skies.	She	was	the	fairy	of	the	lake.
The	boat	struck	the	side	of	a	cave	and	remained	fast.
"Here	we	are,"	said	the	girl.
Slowly	 I	 stepped	ashore.	But	 the	charm	made	my	head	 reel.	 I	 turned	abruptly,
took	 her	 face	 between	my	 hands,	 and	would	 have	 kissed	 those	 eyes	 in	whose
depths	 the	 secret	 of	 the	 lake	 lay	 hid.	 She	 resisted	 gracefully	 with	 little
movements,	and	trills	of	laughter,	and	instead	of	kissing	her	eyes	I	touched	her
lips	which	burnt	like	fire.
I	felt	her	draw	herself	away,	I	felt	 those	strange	eyes	piercing	through	me,	and
the	boat	shot	away	into	the	reeds	and	creepers.	The	lake	remained	desolate,	and
in	 the	 silence	only	 the	gentle	 splash	of	distant	oars	 could	be	heard.	 I	 prepared
myself	 a	 little	 bed	of	 reeds	 in	 the	 cave.	 I	 spread	out	my	 serge	 cloak,	 tried	 the
triggers	of	my	gun,	 and	while	 I	waited	 for	 the	duck	 I	 fell	 into	 a	brown	 study.
How	strange!	 I	was	perfectly	conscious	of	my	position,	 I	knew	quite	well	 that



the	 fairy	 was	 none	 other	 than	 Zamfira,	 the	 miller's	 niece,	 the	 sunburnt,	 and
perhaps,	the	simple	maiden,	and	in	spite	of	this,	the	eyes,	and	the	laughter,	had
something	about	them	that	intoxicated	me	like	the	strong	perfume	of	some	wild
flower.
In	 the	 gradually	 deepening	 shadows	 of	 the	 twilight	 she	 remained	 like	 some
vision,	floating	on	the	bosom	of	the	lake,	among	the	blossoms	of	the	water-lilies.
I	was	roused	by	the	rapid	whirr	of	wings.	I	started	up.	A	flight	of	duck	passed
over	me.	 This	 event	 drove	 away	my	 preoccupation.	 I	 steadied	 the	 gun	 in	my
hands	and	put	 it	at	 full	cock.	 In	 the	reeds,	 torn	and	beaten	by	 the	wings	of	 the
duck,	 coot	 and	 moor-hens	 called	 to	 each	 other	 and	 a	 light	 breeze	 ruffled	 the
forest	of	reeds.	Small	flocks	of	birds	passed	through	the	darkness	of	the	night.	I
fired	a	few	shots.	The	gun	made	a	deep	sound	which	echoed	far	across	the	water.
One	 or	 two	 duck	 detached	 themselves	 from	 the	 group,	 and	 fell	 heavily	 to	 the
surface	 of	 the	 lake,	 troubling	 the	 water.	 The	 darkness	 increased,	 it	 was
impossible	to	distinguish	the	duck,	one	could	only	hear	the	rustle	of	their	flight,
like	a	brief	wind.	The	evening	breeze	dropped,	and	a	calm	spread	itself	over	the
lake.	Only	great	black	birds	flew	overhead,	noisily	crying:	"Chaw!	Chaw!"	From
time	 to	 time,	 in	 the	 silence	 of	 the	 night,	 could	 be	 heard	 the	 deep,	 lugubrious,
indistinct	note	of	the	bittern.
Stars	glowed	overhead,	and	in	the	depths	of	the	water	the	reflected	moon	would
not	 rise	 for	 nearly	 another	 hour.	 I	wrapped	myself	 in	my	 cloak,	 and	 began	 to
ponder	over	those	grey	eyes.	In	the	silence,	which	grew	ever	deeper,	the	noise	of
the	mill	and	of	the	weir	could	be	heard	afar	off.	Somewhere	a	dog	barked	in	its
kennel.	From	some	hill,	lighting	the	darkness,	one	caught	the	twinkle	of	a	bright
flame.	 The	 supple	 body,	 the	 eyes,	 and	 the	 laughter,	 the	 lily	 blossom	 which
harmonized	so	well	with	the	lake	and	with	the	green	lights	in	the	eyes,	tantalized
me.	Now	she	was	no	longer	the	simple	maiden,	kissed	by	the	sun	and	caressed
by	 the	 wind,	 every	 movement,	 every	 look,	 had	 something	 particular	 about	 it.
And	also	something	strange.
I	had	never	seen	her	when	I	visited	the	mill.	I	had	heard	of	the	old	man's	devilish
niece,	 but	 I	 had	 never	 set	 eyes	 upon	 her.	But	 now	 an	 incident	 recurred	 to	my
mind,	 to	which,	 at	 the	 time,	 I	had	paid	 scant	 attention.	On	one	occasion	 I	had
perceived	a	pair	of	restless	eyes	peeping	at	me	through	a	chink	in	the	mill	bridge.
Those	 eyes	 were	 surely	 hers,	 they	 sparkled	 so,	 and	 were	 so	 full	 of	 light	 and
mirth.	There,	in	the	dark	night,	that	ardent	kiss	seemed	to	burn	me	and	I	waited.	I
waited	for	something	that	I	could	not	explain	even	to	myself.
I	dozed,	dreaming	of	 those	grey	eyes.	 I	cannot	 tell,	but	perhaps	 I	 fell	asleep.	 I
awoke	 in	 the	 full	 light	 of	 the	moon	which	was	 flooding	 atmosphere	 and	 lake
with	its	silver	beams.	The	water	glittered,	the	night	was	still,	the	mill	was	silent.
In	the	distance	the	weir	was	murmuring	as	in	a	dream.



Here	and	there,	the	water	rippled	into	circles	the	colour	of	agate,	and	groups	of
duck	were	bathing	in	the	moonlight.	I	put	my	hand	to	my	gun.	I	raised	my	eyes,	I
was	ready	to	pull,	when	I	paused.	A	melodious	song,	scarcely	intelligible,	could
be	heard	coming	from	the	 lake.	 It	was	a	simple	song,	and	monotonous,	but	 its
remoteness,	 the	 echo	 across	 the	 water,	 the	 clear	 light	 of	 the	 moon,	 lent	 it	 a
profound	charm.	I	immediately	thought	of	the	lady	of	the	lake.
I	placed	my	gun	beside	me	and	listened.	It	was	a	simple	and	touching	melody.	It
had	ceased	for	some	time,	but	I	still	strained	my	ears,	I	could	only	catch	the	soft
murmur	of	 the	distant	weir.	Time	passed,	and	yet	 I	still	expected	something	 to
happen.
After	 a	while	 I	heard	distinctly	 the	 soft	 splash	of	oars.	 I	 looked	everywhere,	 I
could	not	make	out	from	where	it	came.	Then,	suddenly,	amid	the	obscurity	of
the	rushes,	the	gently	floating	boat	came	gliding	into	the	sea	of	light	with	the	girl
reclining	in	the	silvery	beams.	The	lily	shone	in	her	dark	hair.
I	 cannot	 tell	 you	what	 I	 felt,	 for	 the	 storm	of	 emotion	 cannot	 be	 expressed	 in
words,	and	besides	 that,	 I	was	young	then,	and	half	a	century	has	passed	since
my	youth.	I	know	I	stood	with	wondering	eyes	and	gazed	like	one	possessed.	In
very	truth	this	was	the	fairy	of	the	lake!
All	at	once	I	saw	a	movement.	The	boat	 turned,	and	 the	oars	struck	 the	water,
making	great	 ripples	of	 light.	 It	was	directed	 towards	my	cave.	She	came	with
wild	speed,	staring,	her	great	eyes	 like	phosphorescent	stars.	But	when	she	got
near,	she	once	more	let	the	boat	glide,	then	turned	abruptly,	and	laughing	passed
by	 the	cave.	She	cast	a	 silvery	 laugh,	which	 I	have	never	 forgotten,	no,	not	 to
this	day	although	it	is	so	long	ago.	She	passed	by	like	a	phantom,	laughing,	and
her	eyes	shining	like	two	stars	in	the	night	of	those	great	eyebrows.	To	the	right
of	me	she	rose,	and	threw	something	towards	me,	then,	sinking	down,	she	again
took	the	oars,	struck	the	water,	and	shot	out	into	the	open	lake.
She	disappeared.	One	could	only	hear	the	soft	stroke	of	the	oars,	then	that,	too,
ceased,	and	perfect	silence	fell	upon	the	silvery	lake.
By	my	side	I	found	a	bouquet	of	carnations	and	sweet	basil,	the	flowers	of	love.
At	daybreak	the	old	man	came	to	take	me	off.	When	I	turned	towards	the	yard	I
once	again	bent	my	head	in	the	direction	of	the	old	black	building.	Eyes	watched
me	through	the	chink	in	the	mill	bridge.
That	very	day	I	went	away.	Many	a	time	have	I	wanted	to	return	to	the	old	Zavu
mill,	but	fate	has	willed	it	otherwise.	At	last,	when	I	could	have	done	so,	other
loves	have	held	me	 in	other	places.	Years	have	passed,	but	 the	bunch	of	dried
carnations	and	basil	 reminds	me	of	 it	 all.	And	 from	 time	 to	 time,	my	 thoughts
wander	to	the	fairy	of	the	lake.
	



THE	SERPENT	ISLE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

THE	GREAT	LATIN	POET	OVID	WAS	banished	by	the	Emperor	of	Rome,	no
one	knew	why,	to	a	desolate	spot	near	the	mouth	of	the	Danube,	on	the	shores	of
the	Black	Sea.	That	land	has	had	many	masters,	and	last	of	all	the	Roumanians,
under	King	Charles,	took	it	from	the	Turks.	Where	Ovid	once	wandered	by	that
lonely	shore	there	is	now	a	grand	hotel,	where	fashionable	ladies	and	officers	sit
and	 listen	 to	 the	music	of	 the	band,	 a	 large	 town,	 too,	 lies	 hard	by,	 but	 in	 the
poet’s	 days	 only	 a	 small	 collection	 of	miserable	 huts	 stood	 there,	 which	men
called	the	city	of	Tomi.
On	one	side	there	was	nothing	to	be	seen,	as	far	as	the	eye	could	reach,	but	sand
and	marshes,	where	 at	 intervals	 a	 solitary	 tree	 stretched	 out	 its	 barren	 boughs
over	 some	 evil-smelling	 mere,	 while	 on	 the	 other	 the	 endless	 sea,	 black	 and
cheerless,	 rolled	 its	 monotonous	 waves	 towards	 the	 shore.	 Snowstorms,
unknown	to	an	inhabitant	of	Rome,	swept	over	the	land	in	winter,	and	in	summer
the	sun	beat	down	with	scorching	heat,	setting	the	brain	on	fire	and	parching	the
tongue.	Wells	were	scarce	here,	and	Ovid	learnt	to	prize	a	draught	of	pure	water
more	than	he	had	ever	prized	the	choicest	wines	in	his	Roman	cellars.
The	inhabitants	of	the	country	were	few,	dark-skinned	men,	whose	language	was
strange	to	him.	The	only	Romans	were	men	whom	he	would	in	former	days	have
thought	 unworthy	 of	 his	 slightest	 glance	 or	 word,	 thieves,	 galley-slaves,	 or
fraudulent	officials.	Surely	he	could	never	have	borne	such	a	life,	and	must	have
died	of	misery,	save	for	one	only	consolation.	Every	man	must	have	some	such,
be	 it	 only	 a	 dog,	 a	 flower,	 or	 a	 spider.	 Ovid	 had	 a	 snake,	 a	 tiny,	 bewitching
snake,	 that	always	 lay	curled	about	his	neck	or	his	arm,	and	 in	whose	eyes	he
read	 the	most	 wondrous	 tales.	 To	 his	mind	 she	was	 very	 likely	 the	 victim	 of
some	 spell,	 a	 banished	 princess	 in	 a	 serpent’s	 shape,	 for	 did	 he	 not	write	 the
Metamorphoses?	And	he	wove	 fancies	about	her	by	 the	hour	 together,	of	how
fair	 she	 was	 in	 reality,	 and	 how	 unfortunate,	 his	 shining	 little	 Colubra,	 as	 he



called	her.	And	as	his	 thoughts	wandered	 thus,	and	he	sat	gazing	out	upon	 the
sea,	his	eyes	would	close	and	he	would	sink	into	peaceful	sleep.
One	 day,	 as	 he	 thus	 slept,	 he	 dreamed	 a	 strange	 dream.	 His	 little	 snake	 had
suddenly	become	possessed	of	human	speech,	and	was	whispering	softly	in	his
ear,	“Come,	come	with	me	to	the	island	at	the	mouth	of	the	Danube,	that	which
they	call	the	Serpent-Isle.	There	you	shall	witness	transformations	indeed.”
He	 awoke	with	 a	 start	 of	 surprise,	 but	 his	 little	 snake	was	 lying	 quite	 quietly
about	his	neck,	as	though	she	had	never	spoken	a	word.	Again	he	fell	asleep,	and
again	 Colubra	 whispered,	 “Come	 to	 the	 Serpent-Isle.	 Come,	 trust	 your	 little
friend.”
The	 poet	 awoke	 once	 more	 and	 gazed	 at	 the	 little	 creature,	 that	 still	 clung
motionless	to	his	throat,	and	met	his	eyes	with	a	strange	look	of	comprehension.
He	 slept	 for	 the	 third	 time,	 and	 for	 the	 third	 time	Colubra	whispered,	 “Come
with	me,	you	will	not	repent	it.”	But	this	time	he	awoke	before	she	had	finished
speaking,	and	she	gave	him	so	expressive	a	glance	that	Ovid	thought	to	himself,
“Why	should	I	not	go	to	the	Serpent-Isle?	It	cannot	be	a	more	desolate	spot	than
this	is,	and	if	the	serpents	devour	me,	then	there	is	an	end	of	my	pain	for	ever.”
So	he	manned	a	sail-boat	with	stout	rowers,	took	provisions	with	him	for	several
days,	and	set	out	across	the	sea.	He	reached	the	island,	not	without	trouble,	for
the	Black	Sea	has	 its	evil	moods,	 far	worse	 than	 those	of	 the	ocean	 itself.	The
heart-sick	poet	was	in	danger	of	being	punished	for	his	desire	to	be	quit	of	life,
for	it	came	near	taking	him	at	his	word.	But	the	boatmen	were	less	weary	of	life
than	he,	and	fought	bravely	with	the	stormy	elements,	grumbling	all	the	while	at
the	enterprise.
“So	 much	 pain	 and	 danger	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 a	 desert	 island	 full	 of	 poisonous
reptiles,”	 they	would	mutter,	casting	dark	glances	upon	the	poet.	Several	 times
was	he	minded	to	put	back,	for	fear	of	a	mutiny	among	the	crew,	but	each	time	a
slight	 movement	 from	 the	 little	 creature	 about	 his	 throat	 admonished	 him	 to
pause.	Once	or	twice	he	was	even	aware	of	an	impatient	stroke	from	the	slender
tail,	and	the	tiny	head	would	be	raised	aloft,	ever	gazing	in	the	same	direction.
“There	is	the	island,”	muttered	the	sailors	at	last.
“Where?”	asked	Ovid,	for	he	could	see	nothing.
“That	strip	of	land	there,	at	the	river’s	mouth,	that	is	the	Isle	of	Serpents.”
As	he	saw	the	bank	of	sand	covered	with	stunted	bushes,	the	poet’s	heart	sank,
more	on	account	of	the	men’s	discontent	than	because	of	the	uninviting	aspect	of
the	place.	To	his	mind	 the	whole	country	was	equally	desolate,	and	whether	 it
were	somewhat	more	or	less	so	was	of	little	moment.	But	the	little	snake	about
his	 throat	 began	 fairly	 to	 dance	 for	 joy,	 and	 the	 lonely	 man	 felt	 glad	 of	 the
pleasure	he	could	give	to	the	only	creature	he	loved.



As	he	stepped	on	shore	he	felt	for	her	about	his	neck.	What	was	his	amazement
at	finding	nothing	there!	His	little	Colubra	was	gone!	Sore	at	heart,	he	thought	to
himself,	“So	that	was	why	you	were	so	fain	to	reach	the	island,	only	to	forsake
me!	You	are	not	a	human	being,	yet	your	deeds	are	even	as	theirs.”	And,	lost	in
bitter	 thought,	 he	 waded	 onward	 through	 the	 deep	 sand,	 having	 promised	 the
sailors	to	go	and	seek	water	for	them.	But	the	wine	to	be	found	on	board	was	far
more	acceptable	to	the	men,	and	soon	they	lay	wrapped	in	a	drunken	sleep.	Ovid
went	sorrowfully	on	his	way.	“Now	have	I	lost	my	all,”	he	sighed,	and	since	no
one	saw	him,	he	was	not	ashamed	of	the	tears	that	filled	his	eyes.
Was	it	the	gleam	of	those	tears	or	the	light	of	the	sun	that	blinded	him?	Was	a
midsummer	madness	 upon	 him?	He	 passed	 his	 hand	 over	 his	 brow	 again	 and
again	 and	 closed	 his	 eyes,	 but	 each	 time	 he	 reopened	 them	 his	 bewilderment
increased.	 For	 there	 appeared	 before	 him	 a	 magic	 garden,	 with	 shady	 trees,
undulating	 lawns,	 and	 plashing	 fountains.	 A	 carpet	 of	 forget-me-nots	 and
poppies	 spread	out	 on	 every	 side,	 and	 the	 tender	petals	 of	 the	 flowers	 seemed
transfused	with	 sunlight.	Marble	 steps	 led	 down	 to	 the	 sea,	 and	 smooth	 paths
wound	 in	 and	 out	 among	 hedges	 of	 rose	 and	myrtle.	Wondrous	 birds	 perched
among	the	planes	and	chestnut-trees,	and	poured	out	a	song	that	no	nightingale
could	rival.	Beneath	the	poet’s	feet,	violets	and	mignonette	gave	forth	well-nigh
too	unrestrained	a	perfume,	and	sprays	of	lilac	and	jessamine	caressed	his	brow.
The	 lonely	 exile	 fancied	 himself	 transported	 to	 one	 of	 the	 fairest	 gardens	 of
Rome,	 and	 his	 heart	 beat	 high	 with	 joy,	 till	 it	 seemed	 ready	 to	 burst	 in	 his
bosom.
But	 what	 was	 his	 delight	 when	 he	 suddenly	 became	 aware	 of	 a	 crowd	 of
beautiful	 maidens,	 gliding	 about	 among	 the	 trees	 and	 over	 the	 smooth	 turf
chasing	and	embracing	one	another	in	the	wildest	glee,	swinging	upon	the	thick,
tangled	 boughs	 of	 the	 hedge-roses,	 and	 tripping	 down	 the	marble	 stairs	 to	 the
sea,	 to	bathe,	 and	 splash	each	other	with	 the	 clear	water.	He	 saw,	 too,	Roman
matrons	clad	 in	 long	robes	and	snowy	veils,	whose	faces	seemed	familiar,	and
men	 wearing	 the	 toga	 and	 mantle,	 who	 paced	 to	 and	 fro,	 as	 though	 in	 eager
discussion	over	the	topics	of	the	day,	just	as	of	old	in	the	Roman	Forum.
But	before	he	could	draw	near	them,	a	lovely	maiden	hastened	up	to	him	with	a
gesture	 of	 familiar	 greeting	 and	 took	 his	 hand,	 saying,	 “I	 warrant	 you	 do	 not
know	me	 in	 this	shape,	yet	 I	am	your	 little	Colubra!	Come	with	me	and	I	will
show	you	all.”	And	she	drew	him	away,	through	the	undulating	crowd	of	people,
who	were	all	speaking	Latin	and	Greek,	so	that	he	could	understand	their	every
word.	He	seemed	to	recognise	them	too,	and	would	fain	have	accosted	many	a
one	by	name,	for	they	appeared	to	him	to	be	courtiers	of	the	Emperor,	whom	he
had	 been	 wont	 to	 see	 every	 day.	 But	 his	 little	 guide	 clung	 to	 his	 hand	 with
slender,	caressing	fingers	and	led	him	on.
He	heard	around	him	the	names	of	Greek	sculptors	or	philosophers	and	Roman



statesmen,	 and	 though	 these	 names	 might	 once	 have	 been	 indifferent	 to	 him,
they	now	made	his	heart	leap	and	brought	the	moisture	to	his	eyes,	only	because
it	 was	 so	 sweet	 to	 hear	 the	 familiar	 sounds	 once	 more.	 Several	 persons
approached	him	with	an	expression	of	delighted	surprise,	but	Colubra	motioned
them	all	aside	with	an	impatient	stamp	of	her	little	foot,	and	if	they	did	not	heed,
her	delicate	eyebrows	would	contract	and	her	dark	eyes	flash,	those	eyes	which
were	the	only	reminder	of	her	serpent	nature.	Once,	however,	it	is	true	that	she
thrust	 the	 tip	 of	 her	 rosy	 tongue	 between	 her	 lips,	 a	 little	 tongue	 as	 sharp	 as
though	it	could	prick.
There	were	very	few	children	to	be	seen	in	the	magic	garden,	and	those	few,	the
poet	 noticed,	 crept	 sadly	 about,	 holding	 one	 another	 by	 the	 hand,	 and	 gazing
with	wide-open	 eyes	 at	 this	 gay,	merry	world,	which	 seemed	 quite	 strange	 to
them.	No	one	spoke	to	them	or	took	any	notice	of	them,	for	here	each	seemed	to
think	of	nothing	but	his	own	pleasure.	Ovid	would	have	given	them	a	kind	word,
but	Colubra	drew	him	past	them	also,	and	led	him	to	an	arbour	hidden	among	the
thick	 bushes,	 hard	 by	 a	 bubbling	 spring.	 There	 she	 fed	 him	 with	 the	 most
luscious	 fruits,	and	making	a	cup	out	of	a	broad	 leaf,	 she	 fetched	a	draught	of
water	for	him.	Then,	swinging	herself	up	on	one	bough	and	clasping	her	white
arms	round	another,	she	began	in	triumphant	tones,	“Now,	what	do	think	of	your
little	friend?”
“I	think	you	are	lulling	me	with	a	faëry	dream.”
“Nay,	nay,	you	are	not	dreaming!	You	are	on	the	Serpent-Isle,	where	all	men	are
banished	who	have	lied	during	their	lifetime.	Once	in	every	thousand	years	the
island	grows	green,	and	we	can	take	our	own	shapes	again,	and	wander	in	this
magic	garden.	But	no	living	man	may	look	upon	us	save	a	poet,	and	he	must	be	a
sorrow-stricken	creature,	nor	must	he	speak	with	anyone,	for	should	he	utter	the
smallest	lie	he	would	be	changed	into	a	serpent	for	a	thousand	years.	And	it	will
no	longer	be	fair	here	tomorrow.”
“But	I	can	surely	speak	without	lying?”
“Yea,	with	your	little	Colubra,	or	on	the	mainland	yonder,	 in	Tomi,	where	you
do	need	 to	ask	for	naught	but	bread,	water,	and	wood,	and	where	 it	avails	you
nothing	to	be	gracious	or	witty,	since	none	would	understand	you,	but	amid	this
company	you	would	be	tempted	to	speak	as	they	do,	and	then	I	would	not	stand
warranty	for	you!”
“But	I	see	statesmen	here,	high	officials,	artists	and	philosophers,	matrons	who
are	held	in	esteem,	and	even	little	children.”
With	a	pitying	smile	she	replied,	“All	these	spoke	untruths	while	they	lived,	and
because	even	 in	 the	under-world	 they	and	their	 false	 tongues	are	dreaded,	 they
have	been	sent	here	on	to	this	island,	where	they	can	do	no	harm,	or	at	least	only
hiss,	and	strangle	one	another.	It	is	saddest	of	all	for	the	children,	because	they



are	such	strangers	here,	and	belong	to	no	one,	neither	are	 they	remembered	by
any	earthly	 friends.	Even	 this	 festive	day	 is	 sad	 for	 them,	 since	 it	makes	 them
feel	 lonelier	 than	 ever.	This	 evening	 the	 old	 boatman,	Charon,	will	 sail	 to	 the
shore	of	the	island,	and	those	who	have	spoken	nothing	but	the	truth	during	the
last	thousand	years	he	will	suffer	to	enter	his	boat,	and	to	journey	with	him	to	the
under-world.	But	you	must	not	await	 that	moment,	 for	 then	everything	will	be
changed.	I,	truly,	am	privileged,	for	I	may	stay	with	you,	and	you	are	safe	on	the
island,	because	you	are	doing	penance	enough	in	your	lifetime.”
“But	you,	what	have	you	done?”	asked	the	poet.
“I?”	The	maiden	blushed,	and	springing	from	the	bough,	answered	carelessly,	“I
suppose	I	lied	like	the	rest.”	And	she	drew	him	hastily	away	to	join	a	group	of
dancing	maidens.	Yet,	with	a	look	round	at	him,	she	laid	her	finger	on	her	lip.
It	was	high	time,	for	an	ancient	dame	approached	Ovid	with	a	friendly	grimace
and	began,	“Why,	see!	Our	great	poet!	Is	he	too,	like	us,	banished	from	the	earth
and	the	under-world	alike?	Poor	Ovid,	are	you	yourself	metamorphosed?	What	a
trick	 they	have	played	us	clever	people,	have	 they	not?	Were	we	 to	blame	 for
being	wiser	than	the	rest?	And	your	sweet	companion!	I	have	known	and	loved
her	this	long,	long	while.”
“You	lie!”	cried	Colubra,	beside	herself.
In	the	twinkling	of	an	eye	the	old	dame	was	changed	into	a	huge	snake,	which
darted	 hissing	 upon	 the	 young	 girl,	 coiled	 round	 her,	 and	 would	 surely	 have
throttled	 her,	 had	 not	 Ovid	 used	 all	 his	 strength	 to	 wrestle	 with	 the	 noxious
creature,	 and	 tearing	 it	 off,	 cast	 it	 far	 away	 from	 them.	The	maiden	kissed	his
hands	 in	 a	 passion	 of	 gratitude,	 and	 the	 dancers	 crowned	 him	with	 roses	 and
myrtle.	Presently	a	little	boy	ran	up	to	him	and	cried	in	pleading	tones,
“Take	me	 away	with	 you,	 oh!	Take	me	 away,	 and	 I	will	 be	 as	 truthful	 as	 the
sunbeams	and	as	transparent	as	the	clearest	brook.	Only	take	me	with	you.	I	have
seen	that	you	are	a	hero,	and	I,	I	was	once	a	hero	too,	I	was	so	strong	that	all	my
playmates	 feared	 to	 feel	 my	 fists!”	While	 he	 yet	 spoke	 a	 little	 sharp,	 forked
tongue	 shot	out	 between	his	 rosy	 lips,	 and	before	 the	poet’s	very	 eyes	he	was
changed	into	a	tiny	slow-worm,	that	wound	itself	about	his	feet.
“And	can	you	not	 speak	 truth	 for	 one	hour,	 you	miserable	 little	worm?”	 cried
Colubra	angrily.	Yet	Ovid	looked	compassionately	upon	the	tiny	snake,	and	did
not	move	for	a	long	time,	for	fear	of	hurting	it.
But	his	friend	was	in	haste	to	draw	him	from	the	spot,	“Do	you	not	see	the	sun	is
setting?	Methinks	I	already	hear	 the	keel	of	Charon’s	boat	 rushing	 through	the
smooth	water.	You	must	away	from	here.	The	reality	here	is	ugly,	terribly	ugly.
You	shall	only	keep	the	memory	of	the	beautiful	dream.”
Still	Ovid	lingered.	He	plucked	blossoms	and	threw	them	to	the	laughing	girls,



he	stood	gazing	out	over	the	sea,	that	was	now	bathed	in	a	flood	of	purple	and
golden	 light.	 But	 presently,	 like	 the	 very	 night	 itself,	 a	 ship	 with	 dusky	 sails
moved	silently	towards	the	shore,	spreading	darkness	around	it	as	it	came.	The
ship	 was	 large,	 but	 only	 one	 boatman	 stood	 therein,	 an	 old	 man	 with	 snowy
beard	and	sunken	eyes.	His	bony	hands	held	a	huge	pole,	with	which	he	steered
the	ship,	till	he	brought	its	keel	grating	upon	the	shore.	Now	he	raised	his	pole
aloft,	 so	 that	 the	 trickling	water-drops	 shone	 like	 pure	 gold	 in	 the	 last	 rays	 of
sunshine.
“Come,”	 whispered	 Colubra,	 growing	 pale.	 But	 Ovid	 stood	 as	 though	 spell-
bound.	Charon	raised	his	pole	again	and	smote	it	against	the	trees	with	a	sound
like	 thunder.	 Then,	 behold,	 all	 the	 forms	 that	 moved	 upon	 the	 island	 pressed
toward	the	ship	and	held	out	imploring	hands.	But	Charon	asked	in	deep,	dread
tones,	“Who	has	spoken	the	truth	these	thousand	years?”
“I!,	 I!”	 came	 the	 answer	 from	 every	 side,	 but	 all	 who	 spoke	 the	 word	 were
instantly	changed	into	serpents.
“I,”	cried	a	wondrously	beautiful	woman,	forcing	her	way	through	the	mass	of
writhing	reptiles,	her	white	veil	shining	as	it	floated	in	the	twilight	air,	“I	have
kept	silence	for	a	 thousand	years,	 that	I	might	re-join	my	seven	children	in	the
Elysian	 fields.	 I	will	 go	 to	my	 children!”	And	with	 this	 cry	 she	 sped	over	 the
sand	into	the	ship.
“I,”	said	Colubra	quite	low.
“You?”	asked	Ovid	sadly.	“Then	must	I	lose	you?”
Colubra	looked	at	the	poet	and	then	at	the	ship.
“If	I	could	but	remain	a	maiden,	I	would	love	you	only,	and	belong	to	no	other.”
“O	Colubra,	you	lie!	Keep	silence!”
But	 he	 had	 scarcely	 spoken	 the	words	 before	 she	was	 changed	 into	 the	 same
little	snake	as	of	old.
Now	 the	 keel	 grated	 on	 the	 sand	 once	 again	 and	Charon	 pushed	 off	 from	 the
shore.	And	lo!	The	trees	came	crashing	down,	the	flowers	turned	to	dust,	and	the
grass	 withered,	 while	 far,	 far	 away	 Charon’s	 white	 beard	 and	 the	 woman’s
waving	white	 veil	 shone	 out	 in	 the	moonlight.	 But	 upon	 the	 sandy	 shore	 and
among	 the	 stunted,	 thorny	 bushes	 only	 the	 smooth,	 gleaming	 serpent-forms
crawled	and	writhed.	Then	horror	 fell	upon	Ovid,	and	he	hastened	 towards	his
own	boat.
With	 the	 cry	 of	 “Serpents!”	 he	 awakened	 the	 sleeping	men,	who	 rubbed	 their
eyes,	muttering	discontentedly,	“For	this	we	came	here,	then,	to	see	serpents!”
“Away	 now,	 away!”	 cried	 Ovid,	 who,	 for	 the	 horror	 that	 was	 upon	 him,	 had
well-nigh	forgotten	his	little	friend.	But	as	they	were	pushing	off	he	remembered



her,	and	called	aloud,	“Colubra!	my	faithful	 little	Colubra!”	Then	a	 faint,	very
faint	 sound	 of	 laughter	 smote	 his	 ear,	 and	 something	wound	 itself	 caressingly
about	his	neck,	and	two	eyes	gazed	steadily	up	into	his	in	the	clear	moonlight.
The	 sailors	 thought	 their	master	 had	 taken	 leave	 of	 his	 wits,	 for	 he	 spoke	 no
more,	save	to	murmur	from	time	to	time,	“A	thousand	years!,	and	for	me!”	while
he	stroked	something	which	shone	round	his	throat,	and	which	they	took	to	be	a
jewel.
But,	 laughing	softly	once	more,	Colubra	hissed	into	his	ear,	“Be	not	over	vain,
my	soft-hearted	poet.	Not	for	you	alone	did	I	give	way	to	lying.	For	I	found	my
lost	lover	again,	yonder	among	the	serpents,	and	a	serpent	he	must	remain.	Yea,
and	I	will	remain	even	as	my	beloved	is,	until	we	can	belong	to	one	another.”
Since	that	day	the	Serpent-Isle	has	been	green	and	lovely	once	again,	and	only
once,	but	no	one	was	there	to	see	it.	Ah,	if	one	could	but	be	a	poet,	and	alive	in
the	year	3000!
	



MOTHER’S	DARLING	JACK

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN	WHO	had	a	child.	This	child	was	the	youngest	of
seven	 which	 the	 Lord	 had	 given	 him,	 so	 it	 was	 destined	 from	 its	 birth	 to	 be
lucky.	It	was	christened	John,	because	all	dunces	and	upstarts	are	named	John.
The	father	loved	little	Jack	like	the	very	apple	of	his	eye.	It	could	not	have	been
otherwise,	 since	 the	 boy	was	 the	 youngest	 of	 seven	 children	 and	 the	 smallest,
chubbiest,	and	fattest	of	them	all.	But	the	father	doesn't	count	for	everything.	He
comes	and	goes,	appears	and	vanishes,	and	the	house	is	only	a	sleeping-place	for
him.	The	mother	is	the	real	soul	of	the	household.	She	bathes	one,	feeds	another,
and	scrubs	for	a	third.	Jack	was	his	mother's	boy,	his	mother's	pet,	his	mother's
darling,	his	mother's	handsomest	and	brightest	child.
They	say	it	is	not	well	for	one	person	to	be	everything,	the	lowest	to	be	highest,
and	the	child	to	govern	the	house.	Jack	grew	larger	every	day,	and	the	larger	he
grew	the	more	quarrelsome,	obstinate,	and	consequently	self-willed	he	became.
So	there	was	often,	nay,	to	tell	the	whole	truth,	very	often,	anger	in	the	house	on
the	boy's	account.	Jack	daily	heard	some	harsh	word,	but	as	it	proved	that	words
made	no	impression,	punishment	frequently	followed.
Ah!	But	Jack	was	the	youngest	of	seven.	The	one	who	punished	suffered,	not	the
one	who	was	chastised.	If	 the	father	whipped	Jack,	 the	mother	wiped	away	his
tears,	if	the	mother	slapped	him,	she	took	care	not	to	let	her	husband	know	it.	It
is	a	bad	example,	when	a	child	breaks	a	pot,	for	the	mother	to	set	to	work	to	pick
up	the	pieces,	for	things	are	then	in	a	bad	way,	and	it	is	well	not	to	waste	another
word	about	them.
So	 it	 ended.	 Jack	 became	 a	 very	 disobedient	 child,	 and	 disobedience	 avenges
itself	 on	 the	disobedient.	 If	 his	 father	wanted	 to	 teach	him	anything,	 and	 said,
"My	dear	Jack,	look,	do	it	so,	this	is	right,	this	is	the	way	oxen	are	harnessed	in
front	of	 carts,	 this	 is	 the	way	 the	nail	 is	driven	 into	 the	wheel,	 this	 is	 the	way
sacks	 are	 carried,"	 and	 other	 useful	 lessons,	 Jack's	 mind	 was	 fixed	 on	 other
things,	 and	 he	 replied,	 "Oh!	 Let	 me	 alone."	 And	 so	 from	 one	 "Oh!	 Let	 me



alone,"	to	another	"Oh!	Let	me	alone,"	Jack	grew	into	a	big	boy	without	having
even	learned	so	much	as	that	a	plough	has	handles,	a	mill	is	not	a	mortar,	and	a
cow	is	not	an	ox.	And	he	couldn't	do	much	in	this	way.
One	day	his	father	was	preparing	to	go	to	the	fair.	Everything	was	ready	except
one	pin,	which	had	not	yet	been	put	through	the	yoke.
"Father,"	said	Jack,	"I'm	coming	with	you."
"It	will	be	better	for	you	to	stay	at	home,	that	you	may	not	be	lost	in	the	market,"
replied	his	father.
"I	want	to	go…"
"I	won't	take	you."
"I	will	go."
"I	won't	take	you."
Everybody	 knows	what	 forward	 children	 are.	 The	 instant	 they	 are	 told	 that	 a
thing	 can't	 be	 had,	 they	 want	 to	 seize	 it	 by	 force.	 His	 father	 could	 not	 help
himself,	so	he	set	Jack	in	the	wagon	and	drove	off	with	him	to	the	fair.
"Mind,"	he	said,	"you	must	keep	close	to	me."
"Yes,	 father,"	 said	 Jack,	 obediently,	 for	 the	 first	 time	 in	 the	 memory	 of	 the
family.	 And	 until	 they	 reached	 the	 end	 of	 the	 village,	 Jack	 sat	 as	 if	 he	 were
nailed	to	the	back	of	the	cart.	At	the	end	of	the	village	he	put	out	one	foot,	then
he	raised	his	head	and	began	to	look	around	him.	Finally	he	stood	up,	leaned	on
the	side	of	the	cart,	and	began	to	watch	the	wheels.	He	could	not	understand	how
one	 wheel	 moved	 of	 its	 own	 accord,	 how	 one	 spoke	 hurried	 after	 another,
constantly	 going	 forward	without	 stirring	 from	 the	 spot,	 nay,	 without	moving
from	under	his	own	nose.
They	 reached	 the	 woods.	 Jack	 perked	 up	 his	 nose	 and	 stared	 with	 his	 mouth
wide	open.	The	trees	on	the	right	and	left	set	out	and	ran	with	all	their	might,	one
after	 another.	 There	must	 be	witchcraft	 in	 it.	 Jack	 jumped	 out	 of	 the	 cart	 and
again	felt	the	solid	ground	under	his	feet.	But	he	once	more	stood	with	his	mouth
wide	open.	The	trees	now	stood	still,	but	the	cart	moved	on	further	and	further.
"Stop,	 father,	 stop,	 so	 I	 can	 see	 how	 the	 wheels	 turn,"	 the	 boy	 called	 after	 a
while.
But	now	his	hair	fairly	bristled	with	fear.	He	heard	his	shout	repeated	from	ten
different	directions,	while	his	father	drove	on	without	noticing	his	cry.
"Father!"	 he	 called	 again,	 and	 again	 he	 heard	 the	 word	 ten	 times.	 Jack	 was
terribly	frightened,	and	seeing	that	no	place	was	as	pleasant	as	home,	began	to
run	back	there.	Nothing	but	a	cloud	of	dust	could	be	seen	behind	him.	He	ran	on
and	on	toward	home	till	he	turned	into	the	wrong	road.



Now	you	can	see	how	unfortunate	it	is	for	inexperienced	people	not	to	listen	to
the	advice	of	wiser	ones!	Jack	had	done	wrong	in	 trying	to	run	home	when	he
did	not	know	the	way	through	the	forest.	He	ran	for	a	long	time,	then	gradually
slackened	 his	 pace	 and	 at	 last	 began	 to	walk,	 but	 kept	 on	 through	 forest	 after
forest,	 across	 a	 meadow,	 and	 through	 the	 woods	 again,	 then	 across	 another
meadow,	till	he	was	completely	tired	out,	and	weary	of	his	life.
"Lord,	have	mercy	on	me,	I	will	always	be	obedient	in	future,"	he	cried,	at	last,
and	his	heart	must	have	been	very	heavy	when	he	uttered	such	words.
After	that	he	did	not	walk	much	further.	A	short	distance	off,	on	the	edge	of	the
woods,	stood	a	village.	Jack	jumped	for	joy	when	he	saw	it,	and	did	not	stop	till
he	was	in	the	middle	of	it.	Then	he	went	from	house	to	house,	and	the	further	he
went	 the	more	 he	wondered	 that	 he	 found	 all	 kinds	 of	 houses	 except	 his	 own
home.	He	did	not	know	what	to	do,	and	began	to	cry.
"What	are	you	crying	about,	my	son?"	asked	a	man	who	was	coming	back	from
the	fields	in	front	of	a	cart	drawn	by	four	oxen.
Jack	 told	 his	 story,	 and	 the	man	 pitied	 him.	 "What	 is	 your	 name?"	 asked	 the
kind-hearted	peasant.	"Jack,"	replied	the	boy.
"But	your	father,	what	is	his	name?"
"His	name	is	father,"	the	lad	answered.
"What	is	the	village	where	you	belong	called?"
"Village!"	he	said.
So	Jack	could	answer	no	questions,	and	the	man	could	do	nothing	to	help	him.
He	therefore	took	him	into	his	service	as	plough-boy,	for	he	needed	just	such	a
lad	to	guide	the	oxen	while	he	held	the	handles	of	the	plough.	Thus	Jack	became
the	servant	of	a	worthy	man	in	the	village	on	the	edge	of	the	forest.	But	he	was
of	little	use,	because	he	had	not	paid	attention	when	good	instruction	was	given
him.	And	whoever	does	not	know	how	to	do	anything	well,	must	expect	a	great
deal	of	scolding.
One	 day	 Jack's	master	was	 preparing	 to	 go	 to	market.	 "Listen,	 Jack,"	 he	 said,
"grease	the	cart	thoroughly,	for	we're	going	to	market	tomorrow."
Jack	said	"Yes,"	took	the	grease,	and	began	to	scratch	his	head.	He	did	not	know
how	to	grease	a	cart.	He	had	never	listened	when	he	had	been	told,	nor	looked
when	he	might	have	seen	it,	so	now	he	did	not	know	what	to	do.	Finally,	from
what	he	had	hereto	learned,	he	recollected	that	the	beginning	of	a	cart	 is	at	 the
yoke,	that	is,	the	pole.	So	he	thought	he	must	commence	there	if	he	wanted	to	do
the	business	thoroughly.	He	greased	the	thills,	the	pole,	even	the	rack	of	the	cart.
Here	he	stopped,	for	there	was	no	grease	left.	So	he	went	to	ask	for	some.
"Master,"	he	said,	after	entering	the	room,	"give	me	some	more	grease."



"Why	in	the	world	do	you	want	more	grease?"	replied	his	master	angrily,	"I	gave
you	enough	to	grease	the	cart	three	times	over."
Jack	said	that	there	had	only	been	enough	for	the	thills,	pole,	and	rack.	When	his
master	 heard	 such	words,	 he	 took	 Jack	 by	 the	 ear,	 led	 him	out,	 and	 gave	 him
such	a	beating	that	never	again	in	his	whole	life	did	he	forget	that	only	the	axles
of	a	cart	are	to	be	greased.	Well,	what	was	the	mother's	darling	to	do?	He	was
obliged	 to	bear	 it,	 and	 then	pay	attention,	 that	 he	might	 learn	how	 to	grease	 a
cart.
After	 the	cart	was	 ready,	 the	oxen	were	put	 in	 and	 the	master	 took	his	 seat	 in
front,	 but	 Jack	 crouched	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 cart	 like	 a	 little	 heap	 of	 misery,
sobbing	now	and	then	from	having	wept	so	much.
"Silence,"	 said	his	master	 sternly,	 "don't	 let	me	hear	 another	word	 from	you!"
This	was	the	last	thing	before	they	drove	off.
Jack	 sat	 as	 still	 as	 a	mouse,	 and	 he	was	 almost	 afraid	 to	 breathe.	At	 last,	 this
grew	tiresome.	So	he	began	to	watch	the	wheels	again.	But	he	was	wiser	now,
and	did	not	wonder	at	the	wheels	or	the	trees.	Yet	he	saw	something	he	could	not
understand.	Often	as	he	had	seen	a	wheel	go	round,	he	had	never	noticed	the	pin
spring	from	it.	The	cart	passed	over	a	big	stone,	and,	"klirr,"	the	pin	bounced	out
of	 the	 axle	 and	 fell	 on	 the	 ground.	 It	was	 pretty	 to	 look	 at,	 but	 the	 lad	 didn't
understand	it.	He	would	have	liked	to	ask	his	master,	but	the	farmer	had	ordered
him	to	be	silent.
After	 some	 time	 the	 nut	 loosened.	 Jack	 thought	 he	 understood	 why.	 Directly
after	that	another	bump	dropped	the	nut,	too,	which	was	left	behind	the	cart.	Jack
started	 and	 was	 going	 to	 say	 something,	 but	 looked	 at	 his	 master	 and
remembered	 that	 he	 had	 been	 ordered	 to	 keep	 still.	 But	 one	 thing	 he	 did
understand.	If	the	nut	had	dropped	on	account	of	the	nail,	the	wheel	would	come
off	 for	want	 of	 the	 nut.	He	 had	 scarcely	 comprehended	 this,	when	 crack!	The
wheel	fell	into	the	dust	and	was	left	behind	the	cart.
The	cart	moved	on	awhile	upon	three	wheels,	then	it	upset,	breaking	the	pole	in
two.	Now	they	were	in	a	bad	fix.
"There	it	is,"	cried	Jack	in	terror,	"didn't	I	say	that	would	happen?"
The	farmer	was	 in	such	a	 rage!	To	be	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	road	with	a	broken
pole	is	no	joke.	The	farmer	seized	Jack,	gave	him	another	sound	thrashing,	and
then	told	him	to	be	off	that	he	might	cause	him	no	more	trouble.	He	was	really	in
the	wrong,	for	he	had	himself	forbidden	Jack	to	speak.	But	Jack	was	to	blame,
too.	 If	he	had	always	obeyed,	he	would	have	 learned	 long	before	 just	how	 far
such	 an	 order	went.	He	 had	 been	 too	 obedient,	 obstinately	 obedient.	And	 that
isn't	well	either.
The	farmer	continued	his	journey	as	best	he	could,	but	Jack	was	left	on	foot	in



the	middle	 of	 the	 road.	He	 turned	 into	 a	 path	 he	 did	 not	 know,	 and	 hoped	 to
reach	home.	Again	he	walked	over	meadows	and	through	forests,	walked	for	a
long,	 long	 time,	 till	 his	 feet	 would	 scarcely	 carry	 him.	 This	 time	 he	 found	 a
village	 in	 a	 beautiful	meadow,	 and	 outside	 the	 village	was	 a	man	watching	 a
flock	of	sheep	grazing.
"How	do	you	do,	good	sir!"
"Thank	you	kindly,	may	you	grow	tall,	my	son."
One	word	 led	 to	 another,	 and	 Jack	 briefly	 told	 the	man	 his	whole	 story,	 from
beginning	 to	 end,	 and	 the	 peasant	 was	 pleased,	 because,	 just	 at	 that	 time,	 he
needed	a	shepherd-boy	to	drive	the	little	flock	to	pasture,	lead	them	to	water,	and
watch	them	that	they	might	not	mingle	with	others.	They	were	a	particular	breed
of	sheep,	and	he	would	not	have	had	them	injured	on	any	account.	Such	sheep,	it
was	 reported,	 were	 owned	 only	 by	 one	 emperor,	 from	whom	 the	 peasant	 had
obtained	a	single	lamb.	So	they	were	sheep,	well,	we	can	imagine	how	beautiful
they	were,	since	they	had	descended	from	a	lamb	that	belonged	to	an	emperor!
Jack	 was	 glad,	 too,	 because	 he	 found	 himself	 in	 luck	 again.	 So	 they	 made	 a
bargain,	and	Jack	became	a	shepherd	boy.
"You	must	watch	 the	 sheep	 the	whole	 livelong	day,	 drive	 them	down	 into	 the
valley	to	drink,	and	when	it	grows	dark	bring	them	back	to	the	fold.	If	it	seems
cold,	make	a	fire	at	the	entrance	of	the	pen,	and	so	that	the	sheep	may	not	freeze,
drive	 them	 into	 the	 fold."	 These	 were	 the	 peasant's	 orders,	 and	 Jack	 said	 he
would	do	exactly	as	he	was	told.
During	the	day	Jack	watched	the	sheep,	when	he	was	thirsty	he	led	them	down	to
drink,	 and	 as	 it	 grew	 dark	 drove	 them	 to	 the	 fold.	 This	 fold	 was	 a	 strange
contrivance.	 Jack	 had	 never	 seen	 one	 before.	 It	 was	 enclosed	 by	 a	 fence	 of
woven	willow	branches,	and	roofed	with	rushes	that	the	rain	might	not	injure	it,
but	in	one	place	an	opening	had	been	left,	over	which	was	a	roof	made	of	reeds,
supported	 by	 posts.	 "That's	 the	 entrance	 to	 the	 fold,"	 said	 Jack	 to	 himself,
delighted	with	his	insight.
As	he	was	cold	he	made	a	fire	in	the	opening,	just	under	the	reed-roof.	A	fire	is	a
fine	thing,	and	Jack	warmed	himself	by	it.	Then	he	remembered	that	his	master
had	told	him	he	must	drive	the	sheep	into	the	fold,	to	keep	them	from	freezing.
True,	he	did	not	understand	why	they	should	be	any	warmer	inside	the	fold	than
outside,	but	he	did	as	he	was	ordered.	Seizing	the	finest	ram,	the	one	which	wore
the	big	bell	round	its	neck,	he	pushed	it	through	the	opening	into	the	fold.	But	lo
and	behold!	The	fire	was	burning	in	the	gap,	and	the	ram	was	so	scorched	that
not	a	thread	of	wool	was	left	on	its	body.
"Oho,	now	I	understand	it,"	cried	Jack,	still	more	pleased.	"The	sheep	must	go
through	the	fire	to	keep	them	from	freezing."



And,	as	he	felt	that	he	was	doing	right,	he	thrust	all	the	sheep	into	the	fold	one
after	the	other.
Suddenly	he	noticed	that	the	fence,	the	thatching,	and	the	roof	above	the	opening
had	 all	 taken	 fire	 and	were	 blazing	merrily.	 Jack	 stood	 perfectly	 still.	He	 had
never	seen	anything	of	the	sort	and	rejoiced	over	carrying	out	his	orders	so	well,
for	he	perceived	that	the	sheep	could	not	possibly	be	cold	in	the	midst	of	the	fire.
So	he	contentedly	watched	the	work	he	had	accomplished.	One	thing	he	did	wish
was	 that	 his	master	was	 there,	 so	 that	 Jack	might	 have	 said,	 "See	 how	well	 I
understand	tending	sheep."
And	the	wish	was	fulfilled.	His	master	was	just	sitting	at	the	table	eating	bread
and	onions,	because	it	was	a	fast	day.	He	looked	out	of	the	window	and	saw	a
great	fire	on	the	mountains,	and	gazing	more	attentively	at	it,	noticed	that	it	was
in	 the	direction	of	his	 fold.	This	seemed	queer.	With	his	mouth	full	he	 left	 the
house,	walked	faster	and	faster,	broke	into	a	run,	and	went	higher	and	higher	up
the	hill-side	till	at	last,	panting	for	breath,	he	reached	his	fold.
Alas!	Alas!	What	a	sight!	The	fold	burned	down,	the	sheep	of	the	imperial	breed
one	 and	 all	 roasted,	 so	 that	 one	 might	 have	 supposed	 they	 were	 nothing	 but
overripe	melons.	That	was	a	bad	job,	really	a	very	bad	job!	Jack	had	done	a	great
deal	 of	mischief,	 and	might	 be	 thankful	 to	 escape	with	 a	 flogging.	 And	 so	 it
happened.	The	farmer,	enraged,	nay,	fairly	furious,	seized	the	cunning	shepherd
and	 beat	 him,	 beat	 him	 so	 that	 he	would	 have	 nearly	 killed	 him	 had	 not	 Jack
luckily	escaped	from	his	hands.	But	after	he	got	away	Jack	took	to	his	heels	and
ran	with	all	his	might,	so	that	he	did	not	look	round	until	he	was	in	the	woods.
What	was	to	be	done	then?	That's	the	way	a	person	fares	when	he	has	no	sense!
If	he	had	behaved	himself,	he	would	have	been	sitting	quietly	in	the	house	eating
barley-sugar	and	milk.
Jack	walked	on	and	on	through	the	forest,	turning	to	the	right	and	left,	forward
and	backward,	here	and	there,	on	and	on	he	went,	poor	boy,	trying	to	find	some
path	that	 led	home.	He	was	so	hungry	and	thirsty	that	he	sucked	the	dew	from
the	 leaves	and	ate	 the	oak-apples	and	acorns	he	 found	on	 the	ground.	Then	he
grew	tired	and	cross	and	frightened.	Woe	betide	anyone	who	loses	the	way	in	a
forest!
Night	came	on,	and	darkness	surprised	him	in	the	terrible	woods.	His	hair	stood
on	end	and	he	was	so	terrified	that	a	chill	ran	through	every	vein	when	he	heard
the	wolves,	bears,	and	all	sorts	of	wild	beasts	howling	and	panting	in	the	forest.
There	was	no	escape	now.	Then	he	saw	a	large	tree	with	a	hole	in	its	trunk	big
enough	 to	 shelter	 him.	Nearing	 it	 he	 noticed	 that	 this	 hole	 had	been	hollowed
out.	That	was	all	right.	He	would	hide	in	it	to	keep	from	being	devoured	by	the
wild	 beasts,	 and	 was	 so	 delighted	 to	 find	 himself	 safe	 that	 he	 no	 longer	 felt
sorrowful	or	hungry.	When	we	have	escaped	a	great	danger,	we	no	longer	think



of	small	annoyances.	Jack	fell	asleep	from	fatigue,	and	was	just	dreaming	that	he
was	at	home	eating	millet	and	milk,	when	suddenly,	piff,	paff,	puff,	he	heard	a
shot	and	started	up	in	terror.
What	 had	 happened?	Only	 a	 few	paces	 from	him	 twelve	 big,	 horrible	 robbers
and	foot-pads,	had	assembled	with	their	captain,	made	a	fire,	roasted	an	ox,	and
were	just	tapping	a	cask	of	good	wine,	they	were	going	to	have	a	carouse.	When
Jack	saw	the	ox	on	the	spit	he	began	to	feel	almost	famished.	Dear	me!	He	was
so	hungry	that	he	would	gladly	have	turned	into	a	wood-worm	and	gnawed	the
tree.	The	poor	lad,	in	his	inexperience,	did	not	know	what	terrible	people	robbers
are,	 so	 he	 came	 out	 of	 the	 hole	 and	 approached	 them.	 This	 was	 not	 wise.
Robbers	are	not	to	be	trifled	with.
Jack	said	he	would	like	something	to	eat	too.	The	robbers	all	stared	at	him,	then
drew	their	knives	and	swords	and	began	to	whet	them	to	cut	him	in	pieces	and
kill	him	before	you	could	say	Jack	Robinson.	That's	the	way	with	robbers.	They
don't	stand	on	much	ceremony.
"Stop,"	said	one	of	them.	"Might	not	this	boy	be	useful	to	us?"
"How?"	asked	another.
"Perhaps	he's	the	seventh	child,	then	he	can	find	the	iron-wort	for	us,"	said	the
first	speaker.
"That's	true!"	they	all	shouted.
So	they	questioned	Jack,	and	were	wild	with	delight	when	they	learned	that	he
actually	was	the	seventh	of	seven	children.	The	point	in	question	was	this.	The
robbers	had	 learned	 that	 the	emperor	had	received	an	 immense	sum	of	money,
all	 in	 gold,	 from	 a	 merchant	 who	 had	 long	 been	 his	 debtor,	 the	 wicked	 men
wanted	 to	steal	 this	 treasure.	But	 the	emperor	had	put	 it	 in	a	room	closed	with
seven	iron-barred	doors,	and	on	each	door	were	seven	locks	wrought	with	great
skill,	so	that	no	one	could	open	them.	So	this	was	a	real	imperial	business,	which
required	careful	consideration.
Therefore,	the	robbers	had	gone	to	a	witch,	that	she	might	give	them	instruction
and	a	powerful	charm	by	means	of	which	they	could	force	their	way	through	the
royal	locks	and	iron-barred	doors.	The	witch	had	told	them	that	nothing	except
iron-wort	would	open	 the	 locks,	and	 that	 the	plant	could	be	 found	only	by	 the
seventh	of	seven	children	while	he	was	still	an	innocent	child,	in	the	grey	dawn
of	morning,	when	it	gleamed	in	the	meadows	among	the	other	herbs.	Moreover,
whoever	had	the	plant	must	then	make	a	gash	in	his	finger,	lay	it	in	the	cut,	and
leave	 it	 there	 till	 the	wound	 had	 healed,	 so	 that	 it	might	 remain	 in	 the	 finger.
After	that	any	piece	of	iron,	lock,	bolt,	or	chain,	no	matter	how	strong	it	might
be,	would	open	at	his	bidding.	Such	a	plant	would	be	to	the	robbers	not	merely	a
source	 of	 amusement,	 but	 a	 valuable	 possession.	So	 they	 entertained	 Jack	 and



made	him	a	soft	bed	where	he	could	sleep	soundly,	but	they	told	him	that	they
would	kill	him	if	he	didn't	 find	 the	plant.	All	night	 long	poor	Jack	dreamed	of
searching	for	the	stalk	of	the	herb.	At	the	first	grey	dawn	the	robbers	waked	the
boy	and	sent	him	to	look	for	it.
Jack	crept	along	on	all	fours,	and	while	in	this	position,	looking	over	the	stalks
of	 the	plants	 in	 the	meadow,	he	 instantly	 saw	one	 that	glistened.	That	was	 the
one	he	wanted!	That	was	iron-wort!
Among	the	robbers	was	a	one-eyed	man,	who	had	been	locked	up	in	the	imperial
dungeons	and	escaped	loaded	with	fetters.	The	chains	had	afterward	been	filed
off,	but	the	handcuffs	were	made	of	a	special	kind	of	iron	which	fire	did	not	melt
and	the	file	did	not	scratch.	Jack	touched	the	handcuff	with	the	plant,	and	"klirr!"
it	fell	rattling	to	the	ground.
"Aha,	may	you	be	lucky,	my	son,	you	have	freed	me	from	an	annoyance,"	said
the	delighted	robber.
But	 when	 the	 captain	 took	 the	 plant	 from	 Jack's	 hand	 to	 remove	 the	 second
handcuff,	he	laboured	in	vain,	the	iron	would	not	obey	him.	The	witch	had	not
told	them	that	the	herb	would	obey	no	one	except	the	person	appointed	by	fate	to
find	it.
So	 the	 robbers	 saw	 that	 the	 iron-wort	would	do	 them	no	good,	 and	perceiving
this	they	became	very	angry	and	sharpened	their	knives	and	swords	to	kill	Jack.
"Stop,"	cried	the	one-eyed	brigand.	"You	have	said	that	you	would	not	murder
him	if	he	could	find	the	plant	for	us.	He	has	found	it.	As	men	of	our	word,	we
must	not	kill	him."
And	they	did	not,	for	robbers	are	men	of	their	word.	Whether	it	is	good	or	evil,
what	they	have	promised	they	perform.	Yet,	fearing	Jack	might	give	them	up	to
justice,	they	found	another	way	to	get	rid	of	him.
What	did	they	do?	They	seized	Jack	and	put	him	in	an	open	cask,	then	closed	it,
drove	iron	bands	around	it,	and	went	away.	It	was	an	evil	deed.
So	Jack	went	from	good	to	bad,	and	from	bad	to	worse,	 till	at	 last	we	see	him
fastened	up	in	a	wine-cask.	What	was	to	become	of	him!	Just	think,	inside	of	a
cask	and	that's	the	end	of	everything!	Jack	began	to	cry,	howl,	and	shriek	till	the
hungry	wolves	heard	him	and	came	running	up,	thinking	they	could	devour	him.
But	they	could	do	nothing	but	lick	their	chops.	Jack	was	shut	up	in	the	cask.	As
soon	as	he	discovered	 that	 the	wolves	were	near,	he	 looked	 through	 the	bung-
hole	and	kept	perfectly	still.
The	wolves	 then	 fell	 upon	 the	 remains	of	 the	ox	 and	 fought	 greedily	 over	 the
bones.	One,	 the	 largest	 and	 fiercest,	 seized	 a	 bone	 and	 crouched	down	with	 it
close	by	Jack's	cask.	Jack	hardly	dared	to	breathe.



Suddenly	 he	 saw	 the	 wolf's	 hairy	 tail	 come	 through	 the	 bung-hole.	 Jack	 was
terribly	frightened.	The	tail	came	further	and	further	in,	and	Jack	grew	more	and
more	alarmed.	At	last	the	wolf	shook	itself	and	leaned	further	back,	so	that	the
whole	 tail	 entered	 and	 touched	 Jack's	 nose.	 This	 was	 a	 bad	 business!	 Jack
trembled	with	fear,	and	in	his	terror	clutched	the	wolf's	tail	with	both	hands	and
held	 on	 with	 all	 his	 might.	 The	 wolf	 was	 frightened,	 too,	 and	 took	 to	 flight,
dragging	 the	 cask	 after	 it.	 You	 ought	 to	 have	 seen	 the	wonder.	 Helter-skelter
went	the	brute,	banging	the	cask	against	the	trees,	up	hills	and	down	dales.	The
wolf	running,	the	cask	following,	Jack	holding	tight	to	the	tail.	That	was	worth
seeing!	Suddenly,	 helter-skelter	 the	 cask	 struck	 against	 a	wall	 and	 burst	 open.
The	wolf	 ran	 on,	 but	 Jack	 found	 himself	 at	 home	 again,	 holding	 fast	 in	 both
hands	the	wolf's	tail,	which	had	been	torn	off.
So	fared	mother's	darling	Jack.	Whoever	knows	anything	more	may	continue	his
story.
	



VÎRFUL	CU	DOR

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	ON	A	TIME	a	hora	(a	Romanian	circular	dance)	at	Sinaia,
the	 like	of	which	had	never	been	seen	before,	 for	 it	was	upon	a	great	holiday,
and	 the	 monks	 in	 the	 neighbouring	 cloister	 had	 distributed	 food	 to	 everyone,
heaping	 bowls	 of	 it,	 so	 that	 all	 the	 villagers	 had	 eaten	 their	 fill.	 The	 folk	 had
gathered	from	far	and	near,	from	Isvor	and	Poeana	Zapului,	from	Comarnic	and
Predeal,	and	from	the	other	side	of	the	mountains.	The	sun	shone	down	so	warm
into	the	valley	that	the	maidens	took	the	kerchiefs	from	their	heads,	and	the	lads
pushed	 their	 flower-bedecked	 hats	 from	 their	 brows,	 so	 hot	 had	 the	 dancing
made	 them.	 The	 mothers	 stood	 round	 about	 upon	 the	 green,	 suckling	 their
children,	 their	 shimmering	 veils	 showed	 afar	 off,	 as	 white	 and	 soft	 as	 spring
blossoms.
What	a	stamping	and	shouting	there	were	amid	the	merry	dancers!	The	maidens
seemed	 to	 hover	 in	 the	 air,	 as	 though	 their	 dainty	 feet,	 peeping	 out	 from	 the
narrow	petticoats,	never	 touched	 the	ground.	Their	shifts	were	gaily	and	richly
embroidered,	and	glittered	with	gold,	like	the	coins	that	hung	on	their	necklets.
The	dance	moved	on,	in	circles	both	great	and	small,	ceaselessly	it	moved,	to	the
ceaseless	music	of	the	lute-players,	like	the	pulsation	of	a	vein,	or	an	undulating
wave.
A	 little	 to	 one	 side,	 a	 handsome	 shepherd	 stood	 leaning	 upon	 his	 staff	 and
watched	the	hora	with	his	dark	eyes,	dark	as	blackberries.	His	form	was	slender,
like	a	young	pine-tree	and	his	hair	 fell	 in	black	 locks	upon	his	 shoulders	 from
under	his	cap	of	white	lambskin.	His	shirt	was	grey,	fastened	about	the	hips	with
a	broad	leather	girdle,	and	he	wore	sandals	upon	his	feet.	Only	for	a	moment	had
his	 eyes	 glanced	 uncertainly	 around,	 but	 now	 they	 had	 discovered	 what	 they
sought,	and	their	sparkling	gaze	was	fixed	upon	a	maiden,	who	did	not	seem	to
notice	him	at	all.
The	maiden	was	fair,	fair	as	the	most	beautiful	flower,	nay,	lovelier	far	than	the



gentian	or	the	Alpine	rose,	more	delicate	than	the	edelweiss.	In	each	of	her	eyes
shone	two	points	of	light,	one	in	the	black	pupil	and	the	other	in	the	brown	circle
surrounding	it.	Her	teeth	flashed	white	every	time	the	coral	lips	parted,	her	hair
was	as	black	as	the	abyss	from	whose	depths	a	gleam	of	water	shoots	up,	and	the
wreath	 of	 flowers	 upon	 her	 head	 did	 not	 fade,	 it	 was	 as	 though	 she	 gave	 it
freshness	and	life.	Such	a	slender	body	she	had,	one	might	have	thought	a	man
could	 break	 it	 with	 a	 turn	 of	 his	 hand,	 and	 yet	 the	 people	 told	 tales	 of	 her
wondrous	strength.	Yes,	Irina	was	fair,	very	fair,	and	Jonel,	the	young	shepherd,
gazed	upon	her	ceaselessly.
At	last	he	too	drew	near	the	circle	and	grasped	her	hand.	The	maidens	looked	at
one	 another	 and	 laughed,	 and	 Irina	 grew	 crimson.	Now	 of	 a	 sudden	 the	 lute-
players	stopped	upon	a	shrill,	high	note,	the	lads	each	turned	their	partners	round
under	 their	arms	and	once	about,	and	 then	Jonel	drew	Irina’s	hand	downwards
with	a	firm	grasp.	There	was	deep	significance	in	 this,	but	Irina	only	shrugged
her	shoulders	and	laughed.
“Irina,”	he	whispered,	“do	you	see	the	golden	leaves	on	yonder	beech?	It	is	time.
I	must	go	down	with	my	sheep	into	the	valley,	down	into	the	Baragan,	perhaps
as	far	as	the	Dobrudgea,	and	I	shall	see	you	no	more	till	spring-time.	Give	me	a
good	word,	 that	my	 heart	may	 have	 no	 cause	 to	 tremble	when	 I	 think	 of	 you
looking	upon	the	other	lads!”
“What	 would	 have	 me	 say?	 You	 do	 not	 love	 me	 truly,	 and	 I	 shall	 soon	 be
forgotten.”
“I	will	die	before	I	forget	you,	Irina.”
“These	be	but	words,	these	I	do	not	believe.”
“What	must	I	do,	then,	that	you	might	believe	me?”
Irina’s	 eyes	 sparkled	 as	 she	 gave	 him	 a	 sidelong	 glance	 and	 answered,	 “That
which	you	can	never	do.”
“I	 can	 do	 anything,”	 said	 Jonel	 slowly,	 as	 though	 he	 scarcely	 knew	 that	 he
spoke.
“Nay,	 you	 cannot	 bide	without	 your	 sheep,	 you	would	 sooner	 do	without	me
than	them.”
“Without	my	sheep,”	repeated	Jonel,	and	sighed.
“Do	see,”	laughed	Irina,	“the	only	thing	which	I	require	of	you,	that	you	should
stay	 on	 yonder	mountain-top	without	 your	 sheep,	 that	 you	 cannot	 do!	Words,
nought	but	words!”
“And	what	 if	 I	 do	 it?”	 said	 Jonel.	He	 grew	 pale	 and	 clenched	 his	 teeth	 as	 he
spoke.



The	youths	and	maidens	had	gathered	about	the	pair	and	were	listening.	“Do	it
not!”	“Do	it!”	cried	one	and	another.
Then	an	old	shepherd	with	silver	locks	and	overhanging	brows	laid	his	hand	on
Jonel’s	shoulder.
“Let	the	maidens	be,”	he	said	roughly,	“they	will	but	break	your	heart	and	then
laugh	you	to	scorn.	Do	you	not	know	that	the	shepherd	who	forsakes	his	sheep
must	die?”	He	shook	his	clenched	fist	at	Irina,	“And	you	do	think,	because	you
are	 fair,	 that	 you	 can	 dare	 all,	 and	 that	 nothing	 shall	 quell	 your	 mischievous
spirit?	But	the	evil	that	you	work,	you	only	work	upon	your	own	self!”
Irina	did	but	laugh	again.	“He	need	not	go,”	said	she,	“nor	do	I	need	him	either.”
And	turning,	she	ran	off	to	drink	from	the	spring	that	rises	beside	the	cloister.
Jonel	would	listen	to	no	one,	but	with	pale	cheeks	and	set	mouth	took	his	way
toward	the	mountain.	He	passed	Irina	by,	and	only	made	a	gesture	of	farewell	to
her	with	his	hand.
“Do	it	not!”	she	called	after	him,	and	laughed	with	the	other	maidens.	And	the
Pelesch	stream,	as	it	rushed	by,	re-echoed	the	words,	“Do	it	not!	do	it	not!”	But
Jonel	 did	 not	 hear	 it,	 and	went	 on	 climbing	higher	 and	higher	 in	 the	 noontide
sun,	over	the	smooth	uplands,	beneath	the	giant	pines,	whose	trunks	six	men	can
scarcely	 span,	 and	 through	 the	 shady	 beech-woods,	 up	 to	 the	 shepherd’s	 hut
round	 which	 his	 flock	 was	 lying,	 and	 where	 his	 dogs	 ran	 forth	 to	 meet	 him,
barking	for	joy.	He	passed	his	hand	caressingly	over	their	rough	coats,	and	then
called	his	“Mioritza,”	or	the	ewe	that	led	his	flock.
“Brr,	brr,	Oitza,”	he	called,	“brr,	come	here.”
She	came	trotting	up	with	her	little	lamb,	and	suffered	him	to	thrust	the	carnation
that	he	had	stolen	from	Irina	into	her	fleece.	Then	he	begged	the	other	shepherds
to	 take	 his	 flock	with	 them,	 saying	 that	 he	 would	 follow	 later,	 but	must	 first
accomplish	a	vow	that	he	had	taken.	They	all	looked	at	him	in	wonder.	“And	if	I
return	 no	more,”	 he	 ended,	 “ye	 shall	 say	 that	 Yearning	 has	 bidden	me	 to	 the
marriage-feast.”
He	took	his	Alp-horn	in	his	hand,	and	climbed	on	and	on	to	the	very	summit	of
the	 mountain,	 where	 he	 could	 look	 away	 across	 the	 Danube	 to	 the	 Balkans.
There	 he	 stood	 still,	 and	putting	his	 horn	 to	 his	 lips,	 sent	 forth	 a	wailing	note
whose	echoes	spread	far	around.	But	at	the	call	his	faithful	dog	rushed	in	pursuit,
and	was	 soon	springing	 round	him,	whining	 for	 joy,	 then,	 seizing	his	master’s
shirt	between	his	teeth,	he	tried	to	drag	him	away	toward	the	valley,	so	that	Jonel
scarce	 knew	 how	 to	 resist,	 and	 was	 obliged	 at	 last,	 with	 tears	 in	 his	 eyes,	 to
speak	 roughly	 to	 the	poor	beast	 and	drive	him	away	with	 stones.	And	now	he
had	turned	away	his	last	friend,	and	was	alone	in	those	desolate	mountain	wilds.
Two	eagles	circled	in	the	air	beneath	him,	save	for	this,	all	was	motionless	and



silent.
He	stretched	himself	upon	the	turf	and	sighed	so	deeply	that	his	breast	seemed
nigh	to	bursting.	At	last	he	fell	asleep,	from	sheer	heart-ache	and	longing.	When
he	 awoke	 the	 clouds	 were	 rolling	 above	 his	 head	 and	 gathering	 nearer	 and
nearer.	First	they	moved	rapidly,	then	a	sudden	calm	seemed	to	fall	upon	them,
and	finally	 they	closed	about	him	in	a	mist	so	dense	 that	he	could	not	see	one
step	before	his	 face.	All	at	once	 they	appeared	 to	 take	distinct	 form,	and	 to	be
gliding	 round	 him	 in	 the	 likeness	 of	 wondrously	 beautiful	 women,	 clad	 in
shimmering,	 snow-white	 garments,	 and	 holding	 one	 another	 by	 the	 hand.	 He
rubbed	his	eyes,	for	he	thought	he	still	dreamed,	but	presently	he	heard	that	they
were	singing,	a	song	so	soft	and	low	that	 it	sounded	as	from	afar	off,	and	now
they	stretched	lily-white	arms	towards	him,	while	from	every	side	came	the	cry,
“You	goodly	youth,	be	mine,	be	mine!	Come	with	me!”
But	he	shook	his	head.
“Do	not	despise	us,”	cried	one,	“we	will	give	you	such	happiness	as	shall	make
you	forget	the	valley	for	ever!”
She	parted	 the	mist	with	 her	 hand,	 and	 there	 appeared	before	 him	a	mountain
meadow,	carpeted	with	flowers	as	he	had	never	seen	one	before,	and	upon	 the
meadow	stood	a	shepherd’s	hut	built	of	rose-leaves,	and	beside	it	was	a	spring,
whose	pearly	drops	gushed	out	over	the	fresh	green	moss.
“Come,	we	will	dwell	there	together!”	called	the	fair	one	in	silvery	tones.
“Nay,	come	to	me!”	cried	another,	and	before	his	very	eyes	she	built	out	of	the
mist	a	house	that	shone	like	a	rainbow	when	the	sunbeams	fell	upon	it.	Inside	it
was	as	downy	as	though	floor	and	walls	alike	were	of	the	softest	wool,	and	from
the	roof	fell	rainbow	drops,	and	no	sooner	did	they	touch	the	earth	than	grass	and
flowers	sprang	up	there.	“We	will	dwell	here,”	cried	the	lovely	maiden.	“See,	I
will	adorn	you,	even	as	I	am	adorned,”	and	she	cast	wreaths	and	chains	of	 the
glittering	drops	about	his	head	and	his	neck.	But	he	shook	them	off	again.
“One	only	may	deck	me,”	he	said,	with	a	darkening	brow,	“only	my	bride.”
“Then	I	will	be	your	bride!”	exclaimed	a	third	maiden.	“See,	here	is	my	dower!”
And	rolling	the	mist	into	balls,	she	made	sheep	of	it,	ever	more	and	more	sheep,
till	 the	whole	mountain,	 nay,	 all	 the	mountains	 and	 the	 sky	 itself	were	 full	 of
them.	They	were	dazzling	white,	with	silver	and	gold	bells	about	their	necks,	and
everywhere	fresh	green	sprang	up	beneath	their	feet.	For	a	moment	the	face	of
the	lonely	shepherd	cleared,	but	anon	he	waved	the	tempting	picture	aside.
“I	have	but	one	flock,”	he	said,	“my	own,	and	I	desire	no	other.”
Then	the	mist	grew	thicker	and	darker	again,	he	was	soon	surrounded	by	black
clouds	 once	more,	 and	 from	 their	midst	 the	 lightning	 flashed	 and	 the	 thunder
rolled	dreadful	and	near.	And	in	the	thunder	a	voice	spoke,	“Rash	son	of	Earth,



you	 that	 have	dared	despise	us,	 to	destruction	 are	you	doomed!”	Then	 a	 fresh
peal	of	thunder	seemed	to	rend	the	very	mountain,	and	as	it	rolled	on	toward	the
valley,	 snowflakes	 began	 to	 fall	 around	 Jonel,	 first	 lightly,	 then	 thicker	 and
thicker,	 till	 all	 the	mountain-top	 was	 covered,	 and	 his	 cloak,	 his	 hair	 and	 his
eyebrows	were	frosted	over.
And,	 ’mid	 the	 soft	 patter	 of	 the	 descending	 snow,	 the	 sweet	 voices	 rang	 out
again	in	rich	harmony,	the	sound	of	shepherds”	pipes	and	Alpine	horns	mingled
with	their	song,	and	a	palace	built	by	unseen	hands	rose	before	him,	a	palace	of
snow	 so	dazzling	 in	 its	 radiance	 that	 now	and	 again	 he	 had	 to	 shield	 his	 eyes
from	it.	And	lo!	When	he	looked	up,	the	moon	and	the	stars	had	assembled	in	the
palace,	and	illuminated	it	so	that	the	walls	shone	quite	transparent.	The	moon	sat
enthroned	on	high	upon	a	downy	couch	and	watched	the	stars,	that	were	holding
one	another	by	 the	hand	and	dancing	a	hora.	The	blacker	 the	heavens	became,
the	 more	 stars	 flocked	 into	 the	 palace,	 and	 whenever	 the	 moon	 beckoned,
another	 little	 star	 left	 the	 sky	 and	 hurried	 in.	 There	were	 quite	 tiny	 stars,	 like
children,	that	rolled	about	with	one	another,	and	laughed	and	played	at	the	feet
of	the	moon.	Others	marched	in	majestically,	wearing	a	long	train,	a	train	as	long
as	the	whole	Bucegi,	that	swept	over	all	the	mountain-tops	and	was	borne	by	a
host	of	little	stars,	all	in	shining	dresses	and	decked	with	wreaths	and	crowns	of
wondrous	brightness.	The	gates	of	the	palace	opened	wider	of	their	own	accord
as	these	mighty	stars	appeared.	And	one	of	these	commanded	the	moon	to	come
down	from	her	seat	and	do	obeisance.	Then	that	star	beckoned	to	Jonel	and	said,
“Come,	 child	 of	 man,	 be	 you	 my	 consort,	 with	 me	 you	 shall	 range	 over	 the
universe,	my	 little	 stars	 shall	be	your	 servants,	 and	you	yourself	 shall	bathe,	 a
shining	star,	in	a	flood	of	radiance!”
Jonel,	without	knowing	it,	had	drawn	close	to	the	gateway,	and	was	listening	to
these	 entrancing	 tones,	 while	 the	 other	 stars	 all	 sang	 together	 in	 soft
accompaniment.	Then	the	moon	raised	her	head	and	looked	at	him,	and	she	was
so	like	Irina	that	Jonel	clutched	at	his	heart	and	cried	out,	“Nay,	were	the	whole
world	at	my	feet,	I	would	but	offer	it	to	Irina!”
Then	there	arose	a	rustling,	roaring	sound,	that	ended	in	a	fearful	crash,	and	the
stars	 swept	 by	 towards	 heaven.	 In	 an	 endless,	 mighty	 train,	 the	 palace	 fell,
burying	 Jonel	 in	 its	 ruins,	 and	 the	 moon	 gazed	 down	 pale	 and	 sad	 upon	 the
desolate	snow-drifts.
But	the	dwarfs,	who	had	heard	the	fearful	crash	overhead,	now	climbed	painfully
forth	from	the	recesses	of	the	mountain	to	see	whether	their	roof	was	in	danger.
And	so	they	discovered	the	vast	heap	of	precious	stones	of	which	the	palace	had
been	built,	and	began	in	great	glee	to	collect	this	costly	treasure,	and	to	drag	it
down	 into	 the	 fastnesses	 of	 the	 mountain,	 where	 they	 heaped	 it	 up	 in	 their
mighty	vaults.	Thus	they	came	upon	poor	Jonel,	and	since	there	was	still	some
life	left	in	him,	and	he	was	so	fair	to	look	upon,	far	more	so,	certainly,	than	any



of	 themselves,	 they	 dragged	 him	 down	 too,	 with	 much	 trouble,	 and	 laid	 him
upon	 a	 couch	 of	 their	 softest	moss.	 They	 drew	water	 from	 both	 hot	 and	 cold
springs,	washed	and	bathed	him,	and	then	carried	him	to	the	great	underground
lake	 that	 feeds	all	 earthly	 springs.	After	 they	had	plunged	him	once	 into	 those
waters	he	awoke	healed	of	all	pain,	and	looked	about	him	in	astonishment.
“Where	am	I?”	he	exclaimed	at	 last.	And	well	might	he	be	amazed.	For	above
him	vaults	of	shimmering	rock	rose	to	giddy	heights	and	were	lost	in	darkness,
and	at	his	 feet	a	 lake	stretched	forth,	 so	 far,	 so	 far,	 that	 it	 seemed	as	 though	 it
must	 fill	 up	 the	 whole	 earth	 within,	 and	 it	 too	 was	 lost	 in	 dark	 distance.	 All
around	 thousands	 of	 gnomes	 were	 standing,	 running,	 or	 climbing.	 They	 wore
long	 beards,	 and	 carried	 lights,	 some	 in	 their	 girdles,	 some	 upon	 their	 heads.
Countless	hosts	of	them	were	busy	carrying	jewels	to	the	lake,	washing	them	in
its	 water,	 whereby	 their	 radiance	 was	 greatly	 enhanced,	 and	 storing	 and
arranging	them	in	chambers	or	upon	heaps.	Many	of	the	gnomes	came	in	upon
rafts,	bringing	treasure	of	hereto	unknown	stones	with	them,	while	others	loaded
up	rafts	for	a	far	voyage	and	pushed	off	from	shore.
There	was	such	a	stir	and	din	of	 lights	and	voices	 in	 the	great	vault	 that	Jonel
was	fairly	bewildered.	Yet	all	seemed	to	understand	their	business	quite	clearly,
save	 those	 who	 surrounded	 him,	 and	 they	 did	 not	 appear	 to	 know	 what	 they
should	do	with	him.	But	a	sudden	longing	seized	him	to	journey	away	into	the
unknown,	dark	distance,	and	he	hurried	towards	a	raft	that	was	just	about	to	put
off.
Then	there	arose	from	the	waves	a	beautiful	woman,	she	was	as	like	to	Irina	as
though	 she	 had	 been	 her	 sister,	 and	 she	 stretched	 out	 her	 arms	 towards	 Jonel.
With	a	great	cry	of	“Irina!”	he	would	have	flung	himself	down	to	her,	but	twenty
strong	arms	held	him	back,	and	twenty	others	as	strong	began	to	rain	blows	upon
him.	He	made	resistance,	for	the	beautiful	woman	still	beckoned	to	him	from	the
water,	but	his	captors	would	not	let	go	their	hold,	and	even	began	to	stone	him	in
their	anger.
Then	on	a	sudden	there	appeared	before	him	a	dwarf	who	wore	a	crown	upon	his
head,	and	who,	commanding	the	others	to	desist,	said,	“You	are	mistaken,	Jonel,
your	 bride	 is	 not	 here,	 she	 waits	 for	 you	 in	 the	 valley.	 This	 is	 my	 appointed
bride,	and	for	her	I	have	tarried	many	a	long	year.”	At	this	an	angry	look,	that
yet	 only	 enhanced	 her	 charm,	 crossed	 the	 fair	 woman’s	 face,	 and	 with	 a
threatening	gesture	she	dived	beneath	the	waves.
The	little	king	sighed,	and	Jonel	sighed,	and	all	the	dwarfs,	being	good,	faithful
subjects,	sighed	 too,	yet	 they	still	held	 their	stones	 in	 readiness,	 lest	perchance
Jonel	 should	be	 condemned	 to	die.	But	 the	king	gazed	pityingly	 at	 the	goodly
shepherd-lad,	 and	 bade	 his	 people	 wash	 him	 once	 more	 in	 the	 waters	 of	 the
healing	 spring,	 since	 he	 was	 bleeding	 from	 many	 wounds.	 With	 youth	 and



beauty	thus	renewed,	he	was	escorted,	by	the	king’s	orders,	to	the	mountain-top
where	they	had	found	him,	and	as	the	little	monarch	bade	him	farewell	he	added,
“You	are	surely	to	blame,	Jonel.	You	have	forgotten	your	duty	for	the	sake	of	a
fair	 woman.	 Your	 faithfulness	 to	 her	 is	 beautiful	 and	 great,	 but	 your
unfaithfulness	 to	your	duty	is	greater,	and	though	I	may	understand	the	feeling
that	overmastered	you,	I	cannot	avert	the	punishment	that	awaits	you.”
With	 a	 heavy	 heart	 did	 Jonel	 take	 his	 stand	 once	more	 upon	 the	 lonely	 peak,
around	which	the	storm	was	still	raging.
Its	 violence	 increased	 with	 every	 moment,	 as	 though	 it	 would	 fain	 have	 cast
down	the	solitary	mortal	from	the	height	whereon	he	stood,	 to	dash	him	into	a
thousand	pieces.	 Jonel	 took	 firm	hold	of	 a	 projection	 in	 the	 rock,	 and	glanced
wildly	about	him,	expecting	to	see	new	enemies,	new	dangers	and	temptations,
rise	up	on	every	side.	He	felt	as	though	the	storm	were	crushing	him	to	the	earth,
as	though	it	were	tearing	and	dragging	at	his	heart,	as	though	he	were	dying	of
his	agony	and	grief.	He	clung	yet	more	closely	to	the	rock,	that	seemed	to	reel
beneath	the	pressure.
And	amid	the	raging	and	the	din	round	about	him	he	caught	sounds,	now	as	of
many	voices,	and	again	as	of	one	voice	alone,	calling,	enticing	and	threatening.
Then	 there	was	 a	 blare	 of	 trumpets,	 that	 seemed	 to	 cleave	 his	 very	 brain,	 and
suddenly	 his	 love	 for	 Irina	 changed	 into	 bitter,	 burning	 hate,	 since	 it	was	 she
who	with	 laughing	 lips	 had	 sent	 him	 to	his	 death.	Yea,	 he	would	wait	 out	 his
time	here,	unshaken	to	the	end,	but	in	spring	he	would	go	down	and	take	leave	of
her	with	scorn,	for	ever!	No	woman	should	possess	his	heart.	That	should	be	for
his	flock	alone,	the	flock	he	had	shamefully	forsaken.
Then	there	rang	forth	from	the	rock	a	deep	and	mighty	voice,	“Nay,	lad!	You	are
mine,	in	my	power,	irrevocably	and	for	ever!”	and	in	a	moment	the	rock	changed
into	a	giant	woman’s	form,	that	embraced	Jonel	with	stony	arms	and	kissed	him
with	lips	of	stone.	In	horror	he	strove	to	free	himself	from	her,	and	could	not.
“Who	are	you?”	he	cried.	“Have	all	the	powers	of	hell	conspired	together	against
me?	Who	are	you,	unless	you	be	Velva?”
But	 the	 woman	 had	 turned	 to	 rock	 again,	 and	 through	 the	 storm	 these	 words
echoed,	“I	am	the	Spirit	of	Yearning,	and	you	are	mine,	and	mine	are	the	last	lips
you	shall	ever	kiss.”
Then	a	great	silence	fell	upon	the	place,	and	the	sun	broke	forth	from	behind	the
clouds.	It	shone	upon	a	pale	man,	who	stood	leaning	upon	his	Alpine	horn	and
gazing	 into	 the	 valley,	 and	 far	 away	 to	 the	 Danube.	 He	 neither	 sighed	 nor
moved,	and	the	beating	of	his	heart	did	not	stir	his	arms,	which	were	folded	upon
his	breast.
Save	 for	 the	 languid	motion	of	his	 eyelids	no	one	could	have	 told	 that	he	 still



lived.	Anon	the	surrounding	world	began	to	awake	to	life.	Ice	and	snow	melted
and	ran	down	in	streams	 to	 the	valley,	while	young	green	crept	 forth	upon	 the
spots	 the	 snow	 had	 covered.	 But	 Jonel	 never	moved.	 The	 forest	 shook	 off	 its
withered	 leaves	 and	 the	 new	 buds	 began	 to	 swell.	 But	 Jonel	 never	 seemed	 to
heed	them.	Up	the	mountain	slopes	came	the	voices	of	twittering	birds,	and	the
sound	of	 the	woodland	streams	 rushing	on	under	 the	warm	rain.	But	 Jonel	did
not	hear.	 It	 seemed	as	 though	all	 things	 living	had	drawn	near	 to	awaken	him,
yet	in	vain.	He	only	gazed	forth	toward	the	Danube,	as	though	he	were	turned	to
stone.
Then	all	at	once	his	face	awoke	to	life,	his	eyes	shone,	a	faint	colour	came	upon
his	cheek,	and	with	open	arms	and	outstretched	neck,	he	stood	 listening	as	 the
sound	of	barking	dogs	and	tinkling	bells	drew	nearer.	Now	he	could	plainly	see
the	white	fleeces	of	his	flock,	and	he	put	his	horn	to	his	lips	to	sound	a	welcome.
But	 even	as	he	did	 so	he	 clutched	at	his	heart,	 and	wailing	 forth	 the	words	 “I
die!”	he	sank	upon	the	earth.
In	vain	did	his	dogs	lick	him	lovingly	on	hands	and	face,	in	vain	did	his	Mioritza
stand	 bleating	 beside	 him	 and	 his	 fellow-shepherds	 call	 him	 by	 name.	He	 lay
still,	with	a	happy	smile	upon	his	wan	face,	and	gave	answer	to	none.	The	Alpine
horn,	whose	voice	his	 breath	had	 so	 lately	 stirred,	 lay	broken	beside	him,	 and
nought	 around	 him	 bore	 witness	 to	 the	 battles	 the	 young	 warrior	 had	 fought.
They	buried	him	where	he	lay,	and	named	the	mountain	Vîrful	cu	Dor,	or	“The
Peak	of	Yearning.”	Often	have	I	been	up	there	and	seen	his	grave,	and	the	sheep
love	to	browse	upon	it	still.
	



THE	POOR	BOY

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	POOR	WIDOW,	so	poor	that	even	the	flies	would	not
stay	 in	her	house,	and	 this	widow	had	 two	children,	a	boy	and	a	girl.	The	boy
was	such	a	brave	fellow	that	he	would	have	torn	the	snakes'	tongues	out	of	their
mouths,	 and	 the	 girl	 was	 so	 beautiful	 that	 the	 emperor's	 sons	 and	 handsome
princes	 of	 every	 land	 were	 waiting	 impatiently	 for	 her	 to	 grow	 up,	 that	 they
might	 go	 and	 court	 her.	But	when	 the	girl	 had	 reached	her	 sixteenth	year,	 the
same	thing	befell	her	that	happens	to	all	beautiful	maidens.	A	dragon	came,	stole
her,	and	carried	her	far	away	to	the	shore	of	another	country.	From	that	day	the
widow	 loved	 her	 son	 hundreds	 and	 thousands	 of	 times	 better	 than	 before,
because	he	was	now	her	only	child	and	 the	sole	 joy	she	had	 in	 the	world.	She
watched	him	 like	 the	 apple	 of	 her	 eye	 and	would	not	 let	 him	go	 a	 single	 step
away	from	her.	But	much	as	she	loved	him	she	was	cheerless	and	sad,	for	a	boy
is	only	a	boy,	but	a	girl	is	a	girl,	especially	when	she	is	beautiful.
The	boy,	seeing	his	mother	so	melancholy,	tried	to	grow	stronger	and	stronger,
and	counted	the	days	before	he	should	be	large	enough	to	go	out	into	the	world
and	seek	his	sister,	little	Rosy	Cheeks,	along	untrodden	paths	filled	with	thorns.
When	 he	 had	 reached	 his	 eighteenth	 year	 he	made	 himself	 a	 pair	 of	 calf-skin
sandals	with	 steel	 soles,	went	 to	his	mother,	 and	 said,	 "Mother,	 I	 have	neither
rest	nor	peace	here	so	 long	as	I	see	you	so	sick	and	sorrowful	from	constantly
thinking	of	my	sister,	 I	have	determined	to	go	out	 into	 the	wide	world	and	not
return	till	I	can	bring	news	of	her.	I	don't	know	whether	I	shall	find	her,	but	at
least	I	hope	so,	and	that	hope	I	leave	with	you	for	your	consolation."
When	the	widow	heard	these	words	she	was	forced	to	struggle	with	her	feelings
before	she	answered:	"Well,	my	son,	my	child!	Do	what	you	cannot	help	doing.
When	you	 return	 I	 shall	 see	you	again,	and	 if	you	don't	 come	back	 I	 shall	not
weep	for	you,	because	the	journey	you	have	in	view	is	a	 long	one,	 therefore	if
you	are	absent	a	long	time	there	will	always	be	the	hope	of	your	return."
After	saying	this	she	mixed	three	loaves	for	him	with	her	own	milk,	one	of	meal,



the	second	of	bran,	and	the	third	of	ashes	from	the	hearth.	The	lad	put	the	loaves
into	his	knapsack,	bade	his	mother	farewell,	and	went	out	into	the	world	like	a
poor	boy	to	whom	all	roads	are	equally	long,	all	bridges	equally	wide,	and	who
does	not	know	what	direction	to	take.	At	the	gate	he	stood	still,	cast	one	glance
to	the	east,	one	to	the	west,	one	to	the	north,	and	one	to	the	south,	 then	took	a
handful	of	dust	 from	under	 the	 threshold	of	 the	door,	 scattered	 it	on	 the	wind,
and	turned	his	steps	in	the	direction	that	it	was	carried	by	the	breeze.
The	 Poor	 Boy	 walked	 and	 walked,	 further	 and	 further,	 through	 many	 a	 rich
country,	 till	 he	 came	 to	a	moor	on	which	no	grass	grew	and	no	water	 flowed.
Here	he	stopped	and	pulled	out	his	three	loaves.	He	began	with	the	one	made	of
meal,	because	it	was	the	handsomest,	and	as	he	ate	it	his	strength	increased	and
his	 thirst	was	quenched.	Again	 the	Poor	Boy	walked	on,	 journeying	across	 the
wide	moor	 a	 whole	 long	 summer	 day	 until	 nightfall,	 when	 he	 reached	 a	 vast
forest	as	extensive	as	the	heath	he	had	passed,	but	which	was	dense,	gloomy,	and
forsaken	even	by	the	winds.	When	he	entered	the	wood,	he	saw	by	the	trunk	of	a
tree	an	old	woman	with	a	bent	figure	and	a	wrinkled	face.	The	Poor	Boy,	who
for	so	long	a	time	had	seen	no	human	countenance	and	heard	no	human	speech,
was	 greatly	 delighted	 and	 said	merrily,	 "Good	 luck,	mother!	 But	 how	 do	 you
happen	to	come	here,	and	what	are	you	doing	in	this	wilderness	of	a	forest?"
"Your	words	are	kind!"	replied	the	old	woman	sighing.	"Alas,	age	has	brought
me	down	to	this,	I	wanted	to	walk	a	little	distance	and	can	go	no	further	because
my	feet	will	no	longer	carry	me."
When	 the	 Poor	 Boy	 heard	 this	 he	 pitied	 the	 old	woman,	went	 up	 to	 her,	 and
asked	where	she	came	from,	where	she	was	going,	and	on	what	business	she	was
bent.	The	luckless	fellow	did	not	know	that	this	person	was	none	other	than	the
Wood	Witch,	who	waits	on	the	edge	of	forests	and	meets	those	who	wander	in
these	 desolate	 regions,	 in	 order	 to	 delude	 them	with	 fair	words	 and	 then	 lead
them	to	destruction.	When	he	saw	her	so	feeble,	 the	boy	remembered	his	three
loaves,	and,	as	if	he	were	going	home	the	very	next	day,	thought	he	would	share
his	provisions	with	her	that	she	might	get	a	little	strength.
"I	thank	you,"	replied	the	Wood	Witch,	who	had	other	designs	upon	him	in	her
mind,	 "but	 see,	 I	 have	 no	 teeth	 to	 chew	 your	 dry	 bread.	 If	 you	 want	 to	 do
anything	to	help	me,	take	me	on	your	back	and	carry	me,	I	live	close	by."
"But	 just	 taste	 it,"	said	 the	boy,	who	 in	his	kindness	of	heart	wanted	 to	do	her
some	good.	"It	is	only	hunger	that	has	made	you	so	weak,	and	if	this	doesn't	help
you	I'll	carry	you	as	you	wish."
When	the	Wood	Witch	saw	the	loaf	made	of	meal	she	gazed	at	it	with	delight.
There	was	something	about	it	that	made	even	the	Wood	Witch	long	for	a	morsel.
And	as	she	bit	into	it	her	heart	grew	softer.	After	she	had	eaten	three	mouthfuls
she	felt	as	 if	she	were	a	human	being,	 like	 the	rest	of	us,	with	her	heart	 in	 the



right	place	and	a	gentle	temper.
"Learn,	my	son,"	 she	 said	 to	him,	"that	 I	 am	 the	Wood	Witch,	and	know	very
well	who	you	are,	where	you	come	from,	and	where	you	are	going.	It	is	a	great
task	you	have	before	you,	for	your	sister	is	in	the	other	world,	which	inhabitants
of	this	earth	can	reach	only	in	one	way."
"And	what	is	that?"	asked	the	Poor	Boy	impatiently.
The	Wood	Witch	looked	doubtfully	at	him.
"I	don't	advise	you	to	take	it,"	she	said,	"it	would	be	a	pity	to	lose	your	young
life.	But	who	knows,	perhaps	you'll	have	good	luck,	I	see	that	you	have	a	tender
heart,	and	whoever	has	that	can	bring	many	things	to	pass.	Besides,	I	know	you.
You	will	have	no	rest	till	you	have	found	her.	So	learn.	Far	away	from	here,	after
you	 have	 crossed	 six	moors	 and	 six	 forests,	 you	will	meet	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the
seventh	forest,	which	extends	to	the	frontiers	of	the	next	world,	an	old	witch,	this
witch	has	a	drove	of	horses,	and	among	them	is	an	enchanted	horse	which	can
carry	you	to	the	other	shore.	But	 this	steed	can	be	obtained	only	by	the	person
who	knows	how	to	choose	it	from	the	whole	drove,	after	he	has	served	the	old
witch	for	a	year."
This	was	what	the	Poor	Boy	had	wanted	to	know.	He	lost	no	more	time,	thanked
the	Wood	Witch	for	her	explanations,	and	set	off,	keeping	straight	 through	the
dense	 forest,	 because	his	 road	was	 long	and	he	was	 in	 a	hurry.	The	Poor	Boy
walked	like	one	who	goes	on	a	good	errand,	and	hurried	like	a	person	who	wants
to	 get	 home	 early.	 How	 far	 he	walked	 and	 how	much	 he	 hurried	 anyone	 can
imagine,	who	remembers	how	long	a	time	he	himself	required	to	cross	a	single
moor	and	a	single	forest.	But,	when	his	strength	failed,	he	bit	off	a	piece	of	his
loaf	and	instantly	revived	again.
As	he	came	out	of	the	sixth	forest	and	passed	near	the	clear	waves	of	a	brook,	he
saw	a	wasp	struggling	in	the	water	and	pitied	the	insect.	So	he	took	a	dry	branch
and	held	out	one	end	of	it	to	the	wasp,	that	it	might	crawl	up	on	it	and	then	use
its	wings.	But	this	wasp	happened	to	be	the	queen	of	all	the	wasps	in	the	woods,
and	 when	 she	 found	 herself	 saved	 by	 the	 boy's	 kindness	 she	 flew	 upon	 his
shoulder	and	said,	"Wherever	you	go,	may	good-luck	be	your	companion.	Please
pull	out	a	hair	from	under	my	right	wing	and	take	good	care	of	it,	for	who	knows
whether	it	will	not	prove	useful	to	you	some	day.	If	you	need	me,	shake	this	hair
and	I'll	come	to	you,	in	whatever	part	of	the	world	you	may	be."
The	Poor	Boy	pulled	out	the	hair,	put	it	carefully	away,	and	journeyed	on.	Who
knows	how	far	he	walked	before	he	came	to	a	great	lake,	on	whose	shore	he	saw
a	fish	flapping	on	the	dry	land.	He	pitied	the	poor	creature,	which	had	scarcely	a
breath	of	life	left,	so	he	picked	it	up	and	tossed	it	into	the	water.	But	this	fish	was
king	 of	 all	 the	 fishes,	 and	 had	 jewelled	 scales	 and	 golden	 fins.	 It	 swam	 once
around	 the	 lake,	 breathed	 two	 or	 three	 times	 to	 recover	 its	 strength,	 and	 then



came	 back	 to	 the	 boy	 and	 said,	 "Wherever	 you	 go,	 may	 good-luck	 be	 your
companion.	Please	pull	off	a	scale	from	under	my	right	fin	and	keep	it	carefully,
who	knows	whether	it	may	not	be	useful	to	you	some	day.	If	you	ever	need	me,
rub	 this	 scale	 and	 I'll	 come	 to	 you	wherever	 you	may	 be,	 as	 far	 as	 the	water
extends	around	the	earth."
The	 Poor	 Boy	 took	 the	 scale,	 put	 it	 carefully	 away,	 and	 journeyed	 on.	 Who
knows	how	far	he	walked	before	he	reached	the	seventh	moor,	where	no	grass
grew	and	no	water	 flowed.	There	he	 found	 in	his	path	a	mole	which	had	been
surprised	above	ground	by	the	daylight,	and	was	now	groping	piteously	about	in
its	blindness,	unable	to	find	its	burrow	where	its	children	were	starving,	though
it	was	only	one	jump	away.	The	youth	pitied	the	mole,	too,	took	it	and	carried	it
to	its	hill.
"Wherever	you	go,"	said	the	mole,	"may	good-luck	be	your	companion.	Please
take	a	claw	from	my	right	paw	and	keep	it	carefully,	who	knows	whether	it	may
not	be	useful	to	you	some	day.	But	if	you	need	me,	scratch	on	the	ground	with
this	claw	and	I	will	come	to	you	in	whatever	part	of	the	earth	you	may	be."
The	Poor	Boy	took	the	claw,	put	it	carefully	away,	and	went	on	again	over	the
endless	moor	 toward	 the	 invisible	 forest	 that	 lay	 on	 the	 frontiers	 of	 the	 other
world.	 How	many	 days	 and	 nights	 he	 journeyed	 over	 this	 moor	 heaven	 only
knows,	but	one	morning,	when	he	woke,	he	saw	in	the	distance,	as	far	off	as	if	it
were	 in	 the	 other	 world,	 a	 streak	 of	 light	 like	 the	 fire	 shepherds	 build	 at	 the
entrance	 of	 the	 fold.	 This	 was	 the	 home	 of	 the	witch	who	 had	 the	 enchanted
horse.
The	Poor	Boy	was	greatly	delighted	when	he	found	himself	so	near	the	end	of
the	world,	and	his	joy	increased	till,	on	the	evening	of	the	third	day,	he	reached
the	enchantress's	house.	Oh,	dear!	There	he	was,	in	the	midst	of	the	moor,	just	at
the	 edge	 of	 the	 forest,	 which	 stretched	 far	 beyond	 his	 sight	 in	 the	 dusk	 of
twilight,	 upon	 a	 wide	 plain	 covered	 with	 green	 grass,	 through	 which	 flowed
streams	of	clear	water,	but	in	the	middle	of	this	plain	rose	a	number	of	tall	poles,
on	each	of	which	was	a	human	skull.	The	witch's	hut	stood	in	the	midst	of	these
poles,	with	a	tall	poplar	in	front	of	it,	and	on	the	right	and	left	a	willow	tree.	This
proved	that	the	Wood	Witch	was	right.	Life	here	was	by	no	means	merry.	The
Poor	Boy	plucked	up	his	courage	and	approached	to	enter	the	hut,	which	stood
as	if	deserted	in	the	middle	of	the	moor.
The	old	witch	sat	on	a	high	three-legged	chair	in	the	entry,	but	before	her	stood	a
huge	kettle	on	a	big	tripod,	over	a	fire	that	burned	without	smoke.	In	one	hand
she	held	the	shin-bone	of	a	giant,	which	she	used	to	stir	the	herbs	stewing	in	the
caldron.	When	the	Poor	Boy	bade	her	good	evening,	she	eyed	him	from	top	to
toe.
"Welcome,	my	hero!	 I've	expected	you	a	 long	 time,	 for	 this	cauldron	has	 long



been	rattling	and	telling	me	continually	that	you	were	on	the	way."
The	lad	was	much	pleased	with	 this	kind	reception,	for	 the	old	woman	did	not
seem	 to	him	at	 all	 peevish,	 as	 she	 looked	kindly	 at	him	and	 spoke	 in	 a	gentle
voice.	She,	 too,	was	glad,	because	 she	had	again	 laid	hands	on	a	man,	 for	 the
poles	bearing	human	skulls	protected	her	 from	 the	malicious	elves,	who	could
not	pass	through	them,	and	there	was	still	one	piece	of	ground	large	enough	for
three	heads,	where	poles	had	not	yet	been	put.
They	now	agreed	that	the	Poor	Boy	should	watch	the	drove	a	whole	year,	and	in
payment	 receive	 the	horse	he	himself	 should	 choose,	but	 if	 he	 should	 lose	 the
drove	he	was	to	give	up	his	head	to	the	witch.	The	old	woman	instantly	stuck	a
pole	in	the	ground	and	put	the	hero's	hat	on	it.	Then	the	youth	ate	something,	that
he	might	not	go	with	the	drove	to	the	pasture	hungry.	While	the	boy	was	eating,
the	witch	led	 the	mares	behind	the	hut	and	began	to	beat	 them	with	 the	giant's
shin	 bone,	 telling	 them	not	 to	 drink	 any	water	 during	 the	 night,	 nor	 allow	 the
others	to	do	so,	because	the	water	from	the	springs	in	the	plain	would	put	them
to	sleep,	and	the	old	woman	wanted	the	herd	 to	graze	all	night.	The	boy	knew
nothing	about	this.
When	he	came	to	the	pasture	with	the	drove	he	was	attacked	by	so	great	a	thirst,
that	he	would	have	walked	from	morning	till	night	to	find	a	drop	of	water,	so	to
quench	 it	 he	 lay	down	by	a	 spring	and	drank,	 and	even	while	drinking	he	 fell
asleep.
When	in	the	first	grey	dawn	of	the	next	morning	he	woke	from	his	slumber,	the
drove	had	vanished,	leaving	no	trace	anywhere!	It	is	only	necessary	to	remember
that	the	lad's	cap	was	already	hanging	on	the	pole	to	understand	how	great	was
his	 despair.	 But	 he	 gazed	 around	 him	 in	 every	 direction	 without	 discovering
even	a	 sign	of	a	horse.	The	morning	 twilight	was	 fast	vanishing,	and	he	 stood
utterly	forsaken,	not	knowing	which	way	to	turn.
Then	he	recollected	the	service	he	had	once	rendered	the	wasp,	and	thought	that
a	wasp	flies	so	fast	that	it	might	discover	the	drove	and	bring	him	news	of	their
hiding-place,	so	he	took	the	hair	he	had	pulled	from	under	the	wasp's	right	wing
and	shook	it.	Quick	as	thought	a	buzzing	noise	was	heard	from	every	direction.
It	grew	 louder	and	 louder,	 till	one	might	have	 thought	 the	world	was	going	 to
ruin.	 Good	 gracious!	 There	 came	 one	 wasp	 after	 another,	 one	 swarm	 behind
another,	whole	 ranks,	great	clouds	of	wasps	of	all	 sizes,	all	 ready	 to	circle	 the
earth	and	obey	the	Poor	Boy's	commands.
"Have	no	anxiety,"	said	the	Wasp	Queen,	"if	the	drove	still	remains	on	the	earth,
we'll	bring	the	horses	back	to	you	before	sunrise."
Then	everything	became	quiet,	 because	 the	wasps	 flew	off	 to	 every	quarter	of
the	globe	and	scattered	all	over	the	world.	Before	long	a	cloud	of	dust	appeared
in	 the	 distance,	 swept	with	mad	 haste	 over	 the	wide	 plain	 in	 the	midst	 of	 the



moor,	and	the	drove	of	horses,	urged	by	the	wasps'	stings,	dashed	up	so	swiftly
that	the	earth	fairly	groaned	under	their	hoofs.	The	Poor	Boy	thanked	the	wasps
for	their	help,	and	then	went	to	the	hut	as	if	nothing	had	happened.
The	old	woman	looked	askance	at	him,	said	he	had	done	well,	and	then	beat	the
mares	again,	ordering	them	to	hide	carefully	at	night.	That	evening	the	lad	would
eat	nothing,	because	he	thought	the	witch's	food	had	caused	his	terrible	thirst	the
night	 before,	 but	 when	 he	 went	 with	 the	 drove	 to	 the	 pasture,	 a	 burning,
consuming	 thirst	 seized	 upon	 him	 as	 soon	 as	 he	 saw	 the	 clear	 water,	 and
wherever	he	went	springs	bubbled	from	under	his	feet.	At	last	he	could	no	longer
control	himself,	and	relying	upon	the	aid	of	the	wasps,	lay	down	beside	a	spring
and	had	 scarcely	 drunk	when	he	 instantly	 fell	 asleep.	This	 time	he	woke	 later
than	on	the	night	before,	because	he	had	gone	to	sleep	later,	so	he	was	later	 in
shaking	the	hair	he	had	pulled	out	from	under	the	wasp's	wing,	and	the	swarms
of	wasps	were	later	in	coming	to	seek	and	drive	the	horses	home.
But	what	did	the	youth	see?	Before	long	one	swarm	after	another	returned,	each
bringing	news	that	the	drove	could	not	be	found	on	the	surface	of	the	earth	and
must	have	hidden	somewhere	in	the	sea.
The	 sun	 was	 about	 to	 rise.	 The	 Poor	 Boy	 took	 the	 fish-scale,	 rubbed	 it,	 and
suddenly	there	appeared	in	the	springs	at	his	feet	a	school	of	tiny	fish,	that	filled
every	 channel,	 and	 asked	what	were	 his	wishes	 and	 commands.	He	 told	 them
what	he	desired	and	instantly	all	the	waters	on	the	earth,	rivers,	lakes,	and	seas,
began	to	swell	and	dash,	while	the	wasps	flew	off	to	be	ready	to	pounce	upon	the
drove	as	soon	as	the	fish	forced	the	horses	to	appear.
The	Poor	Boy	had	scarcely	time	to	collect	his	horses	and	take	them	home	when
the	sun	rose.
The	old	woman	looked	angrily	at	him,	but	said	again	that	he	had	done	well,	and
gave	the	mares	a	still	more	terrible	beating,	for	the	year	consisted	of	three	days,
and	if	they	did	not	hide	successfully	that	night	the	hero	might	demand	his	wages.
The	Poor	Boy	knew	this	too.	So	he	began	to	eat	his	meal-loaf	as	he	went	with
the	drove	to	the	pasture,	and	whenever	he	bit	off	a	piece	his	strength	increased
and	his	thirst	was	quenched.	Yet,	whenever	he	saw	the	springs	or	heard	the	water
rippling	over	 the	pebbles,	he	grew	thirsty	again,	and	so	devoured	 the	whole	of
the	meal-loaf.	He	ought	now	to	have	taken	the	bran	loaf,	but	did	not	venture	to
do	 so	because	he	 still	 had	a	 long	 journey	before	him,	 and	was	afraid	of	being
without	food.	Therefore	he	again	relied	on	 the	aid	of	 the	wasps	and	fishes,	 lay
down	by	a	spring,	and	as	soon	as	he	had	drunk	fell	asleep.
When	 he	 awoke	 it	 was	 broad	 daylight,	 though	 the	 sun	 had	 not	 yet	 risen.	 He
shook	the	hair,	but	the	wasps	came	with	the	tidings	that	the	drove	was	not	on	the
surface	of	the	earth,	he	rubbed	the	fish-scale,	but	the	fishes	said	the	horses	were
not	 under	 the	 water	 either,	 so,	 in	 his	 despair,	 he	 seized	 the	 mole's	 claw	 and



scratched	on	the	ground	with	it.
Then	you	should	have	seen	the	wonder!	The	wasps	buzzed,	the	fish	searched	all
the	water	in	the	world,	and	the	moles	began	to	rummage	the	earth,	furrowing	it
in	every	direction	as	if	they	meant	to	make	it	into	pap.	When	the	first	sunbeams
touched	the	top	of	the	poplar	before	the	hut,	the	drove	dashed	like	hunted	ghosts
to	 the	 Poor	Boy.	 If	 the	 horses	 tried	 to	 go	 into	 the	water	 the	 fish	 scared	 them
back,	if	they	tried	to	hide	themselves	in	the	ground	the	claws	of	the	moles	drove
them	out,	and	so	they	were	forced	to	go	wherever	the	wasps	guided	them.
The	Poor	Boy	thanked	his	friends	for	 their	help,	and	returned	home	just	as	 the
sun	shone	upon	the	hut.	The	old	woman	looked	angrily	at	him,	but	said	nothing.
But	now	trouble	came.	The	year	was	over,	and	the	Poor	Boy	began	to	rack	his
brains	 because	he	did	not	 know	which	horse	 in	 the	drove	he	ought	 to	 choose.
That's	 the	way	with	 over-hasty	 people.	The	Wood	Witch	 could	 probably	 have
told	him	this,	 too,	if	he	had	not	left	her	so	quickly.	Now	he	went	to	work	hap-
hazard.	Still,	he	 thought,	whatever	he	might	hit	upon	he	should	not	fare	badly,
for	on	a	long	journey	it	was	better	at	any	rate	to	be	on	horseback	than	on	foot.
Besides,	 he	 had	 seen	 the	 old	witch's	 horses	 run	 and	 knew	 that	 they	were	 fine
animals,	 no	worthless	 jades.	 So	 he	went	 through	 the	 drove,	 and	 as	 he	walked
noticed	a	 sick	 filly,	which	he	pitied	because	 it	 looked	so	neglected,	but	he	did
not	 think	 of	 choosing	 it.	 But,	 no	matter	 how	much	 he	 turned	 and	 twisted,	 he
always	stopped	beside	this	animal,	for	he	was	very	kind-hearted	and	told	himself
that,	 even	 if	 he	 could	 not	make	much	 use	 of	 it,	 he	 could	 at	 least	 do	 the	 poor
creature	some	service.
"Who	knows,"	he	said,	"if	I	should	comb,	brush,	and	curry	it,	perhaps	it	may	yet
make	a	good	horse!"
So	he	 chose	 it,	 and	 resolved	 to	 take	with	him	 the	pouch	 containing	 the	 comb,
brush,	and	curry-comb,	in	order	to	carefully	tend	his	horse.
The	old	witch	turned	green	with	spite	when	she	heard	that	the	youth	had	chosen
this	steed,	 for	 it	was	 the	very	one.	But	what	could	she	do?	She	was	obliged	 to
keep	 her	 promise.	 She	 merely	 advised	 him	 to	 select	 another,	 better	 animal,
telling	him	that	he	would	soon	be	without	a	horse,	and	that	good	work	deserved
good	wages,	but	at	last	she	gave	it	to	him.
Still,	 a	 witch	 always	 remains	 a	 witch,	 and	 when	 the	 Poor	 Boy	 had	mounted,
taken	leave	of	her,	and	ridden	off,	she	went	to	the	big	cauldron,	took	it	off	and
mounted	the	tripod,	then	she	changed	herself	in	face	and	figure	and	hurried	after
with	the	speed	of	curses,	to	catch	him,	kill	him,	and	get	her	horse	back.	The	Poor
Boy	felt	that	something	terrible	was	pursuing	him,	and	set	spurs	to	his	steed.
"It's	no	use	to	spur	me,"	said	the	horse,	"we	can't	outrun	her,	so	long	as	we	are	on
her	lands.	But	throw	the	comb	behind	you,	to	put	an	obstacle	in	her	way."



Now	the	Poor	Boy	knew	that	he	had	chosen	wisely	when	he	took	the	sick	filly.
So	he	drew	the	comb	out	of	the	bag,	flung	it	behind	him,	and	it	instantly	became
a	long,	high	fence,	which	the	witch	could	not	climb	over,	so	she	was	obliged	to
go	a	long	way	round,	and	he	thus	gained	a	start.
"Throw	down	the	brush,"	said	the	horse,	when	it	again	heard	the	trampling	of	the
tripod	near	them.
The	 rider	 threw	 the	brush,	which	 turned	 into	a	dense	growth	of	 reeds,	 through
which	the	old	hag	forced	her	way	with	much	difficulty	and	many	a	groan.
"Throw	the	curry-comb,"	cried	the	horse	for	the	third	time.	When	he	had	flung
that	 down,	 the	 Poor	 Boy	 looked	 back	 and	 saw	 a	 whole	 forest	 of	 knives	 and
swords,	 and	 among	 them	 the	 witch	 trying	 to	 get	 through	 and	 being	 cut	 into
mince-meat.
When	they	reached	the	seventh	forest,	where	the	witch's	kingdom	ended,	the	sick
horse	shook	itself	and	became	a	handsome,	winged	steed,	whose	like	was	never
seen	before	or	since.
"Now	hold	 fast,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 "I	 am	going	 to	 carry	 you	 as	 never	 hero	went
from	this	world	to	the	other,	for	I,	too,	have	a	sister	there	whom	I	seek."
The	Poor	Boy	was	dazed	by	 the	 swiftness	with	which	 the	horse	 flew	over	 the
forest	and	alighted	in	the	other	world	through	a	large	opening	in	another	part	of
the	woods.	When	he	recovered	his	senses,	he	found	himself	on	the	shore	of	the
other	world	with	the	horse,	which	now	shook	itself	a	second	time,	changed	into	a
handsome	 prince	 with	 long,	 curling	 locks,	 and	 said,	 "Wherever	 you	 go,	 may
good	luck	be	your	companion,	for	you	have	released	me	from	the	spell	the	Wood
Witch	laid	upon	me.	Learn	that	I	am	the	son	of	the	Red	Emperor	and	set	out	to
seek	 my	 sister,	 but	 on	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 forest	 I	 met	 the	 Wood	 Witch,	 who
complained	 that	 she	 could	walk	no	 further	 and	begged	me	 to	 carry	her	on	my
back,	but	when,	out	of	pity,	I	let	her	get	on	my	shoulders,	she	changed	me	into	a
horse	and	condemned	me	 to	 retain	 that	 form	until	 a	hero	 took	pity	on	me	and
mounted	me,	that	I	might	carry	him	to	the	other	world.	There	I	was	to	regain	my
human	form."
The	Poor	Boy	was	greatly	overjoyed	to	find	himself	no	longer	alone.	He	took	the
bran	loaf,	broke	it	in	halves,	and	gave	one	portion	to	the	prince,	that	they	might
be	brothers	till	death.	The	prince	tasted	the	bread,	and	as	he	ate	his	strength	and
his	love	increased.	They	told	each	other	their	experiences,	and	then	went	on	their
way.
Far,	far	off,	just	at	the	end	of	the	coast-line,	rose	shining	buildings,	which	must
be	the	dragons'	palaces.	The	country	here	was	so	beautiful,	that	one	would	have
gladly	travelled	through	it	forever,	it	was	so	radiant	with	light,	so	green,	so	rich
in	flowers,	birds	of	beautiful	plumage,	and	 tame,	sportive	animals.	And	 in	 this



country	men	never	grew	old,	but	 remained	exactly	 the	 same	age	as	when	 they
entered	it,	for	here	there	were	no	days,	the	sun	neither	rose	nor	set,	but	the	light
came	of	itself,	as	if	from	a	clear	sky.
The	dragons,	however,	were	nowhere	 to	be	 seen,	 and	 the	 two	brothers	 for	 life
continued	 their	way.	After	 they	had	walked	as	 far	as	a	 three-days'	march,	 they
reached	 the	 beautiful	 palaces	 and	 paused	 before	 them,	 because	 they	 were	 so
marvellously	lovely,	with	high	towers,	and	walls	built	of	stones	as	soft	as	velvet,
covered	with	 plates	 of	 snow	 that	 had	 been	 dried	 in	 the	 sun.	 But	 they	 seemed
empty	and	deserted.
The	 Poor	 Boy	 and	 the	 prince	 entered,	 went	 through	 all	 the	 rooms	 filled	 with
costly	ornaments,	and,	seeing	no	one,	thought	that	the	dragon	must	surely	have
gone	hunting	and	determined	to	wait	for	him.	But	they	were	surprised	that	they
did	 not	 find	 their	 sisters	 here.	 Each	 stretched	 himself	 on	 one	 of	 the	 beautiful
divans	and	was	going	 to	 rest,	when	suddenly	both	started	up,	amazed	by	what
they	heard.
Dear	me!	It	was	a	song,	so	touching	that	it	would	have	softened	the	very	stones,
and	it	made	those	who	listened	feel	as	if	they	were	in	heaven,	and	the	notes	were
in	a	woman's	voice.	The	two	companions	did	not	listen	long,	but	hurried	off	in
the	direction	from	which	the	sound	came.
This	 is	what	 they	saw.	 In	one	part	of	 the	palace	was	a	glass	 tower,	and	 in	 this
tower	 sat	 a	 girl	 spinning,	 singing,	 and	weeping,	 but	 her	 tears,	 in	 falling,	were
instantly	changed	to	pearls.	This	maiden	was	so	beautiful	that,	if	she	had	been	in
the	world,	two	men	would	have	killed	each	other	for	her	sake.	When	the	heroes
beheld	 her,	 they	 stood	 motionless	 and	 gazed	 longingly	 at	 her,	 but	 the	 girl
stopped	spinning,	and	neither	sang	nor	wept,	but	looked	at	them	in	amazement.
She	was	not	the	sister	of	either	youth,	but	as	usually	happens	in	such	cases,	the
Poor	Boy	supposed	she	was	 the	prince's	sister,	and	 the	prince	 thought	she	was
the	sister	of	the	Poor	Boy.
"I'll	 stay	here,"	 said	 the	Poor	Boy,	 "and	you	can	go	on,	deliver	my	 sister,	 and
marry	her."
"No,	I'll	stay	here,"	replied	the	prince,	"you	can	go	on	and	release	my	sister,	for
this	maiden	shall	be	my	wife."
Now	came	trouble!	When	they	understood	that	 the	lovely	girl	was	the	sister	of
neither,	 the	 handsome	 heroes	 seized	 their	 swords	 and	 were	 on	 the	 point	 of
fighting	as	men	do	fight	when	they	are	obliged	to	divide	anything.
"Stop,"	 said	 the	 fair	 girl,	 "don't	 attack	 each	 other.	 It	 is	 better	 first	 to	 discover
whether	 I	am	really	what	 I	 seem	to	you,	or,	after	all,	only	a	shadow!	I	am	the
Bodiless	Maiden,	who	will	 not	 obtain	 form	 in	 this	world	 until	 the	 dragon	 has
stolen	me	 from	 the	other	 shore.	 I	 shall	 then	be	as	you	see	me	now,	 shall	 spin,



sing,	and	weep,	because	I	shall	think	of	my	mother	who	is	spinning,	singing,	and
weeping,	 and	 your	 sisters,	 who	 were	 stolen	 by	 the	 two	 older	 brothers	 of	 the
dragon	who	rules	this	palace,	spin,	sing,	and	weep,	too."
On	 hearing	 this,	 the	 two	 heroes	wanted	 to	 set	 off	 at	 once,	 in	 order	 to	 lose	 no
more	time	on	the	way.
"Stop,	don't	be	over	hasty,"	said	the	Bodiless	Maiden.	"You	probably	think	that
you	will	conquer	the	dragons	by	mere	will?	Great	deeds	await	you.	The	old	she-
dragon	put	me	here,	that	I	might	constantly	spur	on	her	youngest	son,	because	it
is	written	that	all	three	brothers	are	to	be	married	at	the	same	time.	The	two	older
brothers	keep	your	sisters	prisoners,	but	cannot	wed	them	till	 the	youngest	son
has	stolen	me.	Whenever	he	comes	home	from	hunting,	he	stops	there	where	you
are	 standing,	 gazes	 longingly	 at	me,	 then	 arranges	 his	 weapons	 and	 feeds	 his
horse	with	red-hot	coals,	but	can't	set	out	yet	because	my	hour	has	not	come.	So
stay	and	conquer	him	here,	that	he	may	not	steal	me	while	you	are	on	your	way,
for	you	would	then	be	too	late	in	reaching	your	sisters.
“Yet	mind	one	thing,	you	cannot	conquer	him	outside	of	his	court-yard,	because
he	is	invisible.	So,	when	he	comes	home,	he	throws	his	club	at	the	gate	with	so
much	 force	 that	 the	 earth	 quakes,	 the	 walls	 fall	 down,	 and	 any	 mortals	 who
might	 be	 inside	 are	 buried	 alive.	 If	 you	 feel	 that	 you	 have	 strength	 enough	 to
hold	 the	gates	on	 their	hinges,	so	 that	 they	cannot	give	way	when	he	hurls	 the
club	against	 them,	stay.	Otherwise	go,	in	God's	name,	for	it	would	be	a	pity	to
lose	your	young	lives."
The	Poor	Boy	and	the	prince	looked	at	each	other,	understood	that	the	deed	must
be	 done,	 and	 resolved	 to	 stay.	While	 the	 Poor	 Boy	went	 to	 the	 gates	 to	 hold
them,	 the	 prince	 drew	 his	 sword	 and	 awaited	 the	 dragon	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the
court-yard.	You	can	perceive	that	this	was	no	joke.
Very	little	time	passed,	when	suddenly,	crash!	The	club	struck	against	the	iron-
barred	gates	so	that	one	might	have	believed	the	world	was	falling	to	pieces.	The
Poor	Boy	thought	the	muscles	of	his	heart	would	crack	in	two	under	the	terrible
strain,	and	the	walls	would	crumble	to	their	foundations,	but	he	held	the	gates	on
their	hinges.	When	 the	dragon	 saw	 that	 the	palace	did	not	 fall	down,	he	 stood
still	in	surprise.
"What	does	this	mean?"	he	said.	"I	must	have	grown	very	weak	since	yesterday."
He	did	not	suspect	what	awaited	him.
When,	with	some	difficulty,	he	opened	the	gate,	he	did	not	notice	the	Poor	Boy,
but	went	straight	toward	the	prince,	who	stood	in	mortal	terror	in	the	middle	of
the	court-yard,	for,	after	all,	what	would	you	expect?	A	dragon	is	a	dragon,	and
not	a	girl	in	woman's	clothes.
We	won't	linger	over	the	story	any	longer,	we	know	what	always	happens	when



dragons	and	princes	meet.	They	began	the	battle.	The	prince	was	a	hero,	but	the
dragon	was	 the	 youngest	 of	 three	 brothers!	 They	 fought	with	 swords	 for	who
knows	how	long?	Then,	when	they	saw	that	neither	could	conquer	the	other	in
that	way,	they	fought	hand	to	hand,	while	the	Poor	Boy	held	up	the	palace,	that	it
might	not	fall	down	on	their	heads.
When	the	Poor	Boy	saw	that	his	strength	was	failing	and	neither	was	conquering
the	other,	he	called	loudly:	"Seize	him	and	throw	him	on	the	ground,	I	can	hold
out	no	longer."
The	prince	grasped	the	dragon,	summoned	up	all	his	strength,	and	hurled	him	on
the	ground	so	that	his	bones	cracked	and	he	lay	senseless.	Then	he	hastily	took
to	flight,	ran	through	the	half-open	gate,	and	pulled	the	Poor	Boy	after	him.	The
walls	 fell,	 the	huge	 splendid	palaces	 toppled	down,	 and,	 as	 it	were,	buried	 the
dragon	alive.	Nothing	remained	standing	except	the	glass	tower,	now	empty	and
deserted.	The	Bodiless	Maiden	had	vanished	from	it	the	very	moment	that	there
was	no	longer	anyone	who	could	have	stolen	her	from	the	other	world.
The	two	comrades	thanked	the	Lord	that	they	had	been	able	to	accomplish	their
task	so	far,	and	journeyed	on,	walking	and	walking,	till	they	reached	the	palace
of	the	second	dragon.	Already	in	the	distance	they	saw	the	glass	tower	and	heard
the	wailing	 song,	 but	 the	 Poor	 Boy's	 heart	 beat	 higher,	 because	 the	 nearer	 he
approached	 the	 more	 distinctly	 he	 recognized	 his	 sister's	 voice.	 When	 they
reached	 the	 beautiful	 great	 palace	 and	 saw	 the	 girl	 in	 the	 glass	 tower,	 both
rushed	up	to	break	into	the	turret	and	clasp	her	in	their	arms.
But	affairs	could	not	be	managed	so	easily.	The	girl	in	the	glass	tower,	who	was
really	the	Poor	Boy's	sister,	looked	at	them	in	surprise,	but	when	he	told	her	that
he	had	come	to	rescue	her	from	the	dragon's	claws,	she	replied	that	she	did	not
know	him,	and	that	neither	in	face	nor	form	did	he	bear	any	resemblance	to	her
brother.	Great	was	 the	Poor	Boy's	 grief	when	he	 saw	 that	 his	 sister	wanted	 to
have	nothing	to	do	with	him,	though	for	her	sake	he	had	crossed	so	many	moors
and	encountered	so	many	dangers,	but	his	sorrow	became	still	greater	when	she
began	 to	 complain	 that	 she	was	 dying	 of	 love	 for	 the	 dragon.	 Every	 day,	 she
said,	he	came	and	gazed	ardently	at	her,	yet	day	after	day	kept	her	a	prisoner	and
did	 not	marry	 her.	 Still,	 this	was	 endurable	 to	 the	Poor	Boy,	 because	 she	was
only	his	sister,	but	when	the	prince	saw	the	girl,	heard	her	voice,	and	perceived
her	love	for	the	dragon,	he	became	perfectly	frantic.
"Well	 then,	 if	you	won't	come,	we'll	carry	you	off	by	force!"	he	said,	 ready	 to
take	the	whole	palace	on	his	back	and	fly	with	it	to	the	other	shore.
"Gently,	gently,"	said	the	girl.	"If	it	came	to	that,	I	need	only	pull	a	nail	out	of
this	glass	wall	to	bring	the	whole	palace	toppling	down	upon	your	heads.	But	I
pity	 your	 youth,	 and	 advise	 you	 not	 to	 stay	 here	 long,	 because	 my	 betrothed
husband	might	catch	you,	and	you	will	have	no	one	to	mourn	for	you."



The	Poor	Boy	now	 took	his	ash-cake	 from	his	knapsack	and	said,	 "Sister,	 just
taste	this	bread,	and	then	say	that	I	am	not	your	brother."
She	held	out	 her	 hand	 and	 the	glass	walls	 opened,	 but	 after	 she	had	 taken	 the
bread	and	tasted	it	she	felt	 that	 it	had	been	mixed	with	her	own	mother's	milk,
and	was	 seized	with	 such	 terrible	 homesickness	 that	 one	might	 have	wept	 for
pity.	"Forward!"	she	said	hastily,	"let	us	fly,	for	if	he	finds	us	here,	woe	betide
you."
The	Poor	Boy	took	her	in	his	arms	and	kissed	her,	because	she	was	his	sister,	but
the	 prince	 embraced	 and	 kissed	 her,	 too,	 because…	 because	 he	 was	 the	 Poor
Boy's	sworn	brother.
Then	 they	 agreed	 to	 serve	 this	 dragon	 as	 they	 had	 served	 his	 brother,	 so	 they
waited	 awhile,	 received	 the	 dragon	 as	 he	 deserved,	 conquered	 him,	 and	 after
thanking	 God	 that	 they	 had	 overcome	 this	 peril	 too,	 journeyed	 on	 again	 to
deliver	the	emperor's	daughter.
But	now	came	 fresh	 trouble.	The	princess	did	not	want	 to	be	 rescued,	 and	 the
prince	had	no	 token	with	him	by	which	she	might	have	 recognized	him	as	her
brother.	 In	 vain	 the	 Poor	 Boy	 told	 her	 that	 if	 she	 did	 not	 come	willingly,	 he
would	carry	her	off	by	force,	but	she	kept	her	hand	on	the	dangerous	nail	and	it
was	impossible	to	coax	her.
I	must	mention	that	it	would	go	hard	with	them	if	they	waited	for	the	dragon,	for
there	were	 only	 two	 champions,	 and	 if	 one	 held	 up	 the	 palace	 by	 keeping	 the
gates	on	 their	 hinges	 and	 the	other	waited	 for	 the	dragon	 in	 the	middle	of	 the
court-yard,	there	was	no	one	who	could	protect	them	from	the	nail.
"Let	me	attend	to	it,"	said	the	Poor	Boy,	who,	since	he	had	seen	the	princess,	had
grown	fairly	frantic.	"Either	his	life	or	mine!"
As	we	perceive,	he	had	determined	to	fight	the	dragon	in	the	open	ground,	where
he	 could	not	 see	him,	 a	 thing	never	heard	of	 since	 fairy	princes	 first	 began	 to
fight	 the	 dragon's	 brood,	 for	 if	 it	 is	 hard	 to	 conquer	 a	 dragon	 at	 all,	 and	 it	 is
doubly	 difficult	 to	 vanquish	 one	 when	 he	 is	 invisible,	 and	 no	 one	 had	 ever
thought	of	such	an	exploit.
The	prince	and	 the	Poor	Boy's	sister	hid	 themselves	 in	a	ditch	near	 the	palace,
that	 the	dragon	might	not	see	 them,	but	 the	Poor	Boy	stationed	himself	a	 little
behind	the	gate	and	waited	for	 the	dragon	to	hurl	his	club,	 in	order	 to	get	near
him,	for	when	he	no	longer	had	a	club	he	would	be	obliged	to	fight	either	with
his	sword	or	with	his	fists.
Before	 long,	crash!	 the	club	struck	 the	 iron-barred	gate,	but	 the	Poor	Boy	was
not	slow,	he	opened	the	other	gate	and	ran	out	with	it,	leaving	the	palace	to	fall
in	ruins	behind	him.
"Come	on,	if	you	have	the	courage	to	show	yourself,"	he	shouted,	believing	that



the	dragon	would	make	some	reply	and	thus	betray	himself.
But	the	dragon	felt	that	he	had	found	his	match,	and	did	not	think	of	speaking,
but,	invisible	to	the	youth,	approached,	drew	his	sword,	and	aimed	straight	at	his
enemy's	head	 to	hack	 it	off,	but	 the	blow	only	broke	 the	 lad's	 jaw.	The	wound
hurt	the	Poor	Boy,	but	it	pleased	him,	too,	because	he	now	knew	where	to	look
for	his	foe,	so	he	rushed	in	the	direction	from	which	the	blow	had	come,	struck
out,	and	felt	that	he	hit	flesh,	struck	again,	and	again	felt	that	he	had	hit,	and	so
continued	to	deal	short,	swift	thrusts,	with,	which	he	drove	the	dragon	before	the
point	of	his	sword.	Suddenly	he	perceived	that	he	no	longer	hit	anything	and	the
dragon	 had	 escaped,	 so	 he	 stood	 cowering,	 like	 a	 person	who	 does	 not	 know
from	where	the	next	blow	will	come.
The	dragon	again	aimed	straight	at	the	Poor	Boy's	head,	and	as	he	hacked,	struck
off	his	right	ear.
"I'll	 pay	 you	 for	 that,"	 shouted	 the	 youth,	 rushing	 upon	 him	 again.	 But	 his
strength	was	now	greatly	diminished,	and	he	only	hit	the	dragon	twice	before	he
lost	him	from	the	point	of	his	sabre.
The	 princess	 was	 watching	 their	 battle	 from	 her	 tower,	 which	 had	 remained
standing,	 and	 as	 she	watched	wondered	 at	 the	 Poor	Boy's	 heroic	 courage,	 but
when	 she	 saw	 the	 dragon	 aiming	 a	 third	 blow	 at	 the	 youth's	 head,	 she	 called:
"Dear	hero,	turn	to	the	right	and	spit	three	times,	then	you	can	see	your	foe."
When	the	Poor	Boy	heard	this,	he	felt	a	hundred	thousand	times	stronger	than	he
had	 been	 before,	 and	 as	 he	 turned	 to	 the	 right,	 spit,	 and	 saw	 the	 dragon,	 he
rushed	upon	him,	seized	him	in	his	arms,	and	squeezed	him	so	that	he	crushed
all	his	bones	and	flung	him	on	the	ground	as	dead	as	a	mouse.
The	prince	and	 the	Poor	Boy	 lost	no	 time,	but	prepared	 to	 journey	home.	The
princess	kissed	the	Poor	Boy	and	his	ear	and	his	chin	instantly	healed,	so	that	he
looked	even	handsomer	than	before.	Then	the	two	comrades	went	to	the	dragon's
stables,	which	were	hidden	under	the	foundations	of	the	fallen	palace.	Each	took
an	 enchanted	 horse,	 mounted,	 lifted	 his	 betrothed	 bride	 upon	 it,	 and	 hurried
homeward.
If	 the	Red	Emperor	had	been	only	an	ordinary	mortal	he	would	have	 rejoiced,
but	he	was	a	sovereign	to	boot!	He	divided	his	empire	between	his	son	and	his
daughter's	husband.	The	Poor	Boy	went	to	his	poor	mother's	house	to	bring	her
to	court	 and,	when	 she	had	arrived,	 a	wedding	was	celebrated,	 a	wedding	 that
will	be	talked	about	as	long	as	the	world	stands.
	



COZMA	RACOARE

Adapted	from	an	original	story	by	M.	Sadoveanu,	translated	by	Lucy	Byng	in
Roumanian	Stories,	published	in	1921	by	John	Lane,	The	Bodley	Head.

	

	

HE	WAS	A	TERRIBLE	MAN,	COZMA	Racoare!	When	I	say	Cozma,	I	seem	to
see,	do	you	know,	I	seem	to	see	before	me,	a	sinister-looking	man	riding	upon	a
bay	horse.	His	two	eyes	like	steel	pierce	through	me.	I	see	a	moustache	like	twin
sparrows.	Fierce	Rouman!	He	rode	with	a	gun	across	his	back,	and	with	a	knife
an	ell	long,	here,	in	his	belt,	on	the	left	side.	It	was	thus	I	always	saw	him.	I	am
old,	you	know,	nigh	on	a	hundred,	I	have	travelled	much	about	the	world,	I	have
met	 various	 characters,	 and	 many	 people,	 but	 I	 tell	 you,	 a	 man	 like	 Cozma
Racoare	I	have	never	seen!
Yet	he	was	not	physically	so	terrible.	He	was	a	man	of	middle	height,	lean,	with
a	brown	face,	a	man	like	many	another-.	But	all	the	same!	Only	to	have	seen	the
eyes	was	to	remember	him.	Terrible	Rouman!
There	was	grief	and	bitterness	 in	 the	 land	at	 that	 time.	Turks	and	Greeks	were
overrunning	 the	 country	 on	 all	 sides,	 and	 everywhere	 honest	 men	 were
complaining.	They	were	hard	 times!	Cozma	had	no	cares.	Today	he	was	here,
tomorrow	one	heard	of	him,	who	knows	where!	Every	one	fled	before	the	storm,
but	he,	good	Lord,	he	never	cared!	They	caught	him	and	put	him	in	chains.	What
need?	He	just	shook	himself,	wrenched	the	bars	with	one	hand,	whistled	to	his
horse,	and	there	he	was	on	the	road	again.	Who	did	not	know	that	Racoare	had	a
charmed	life?	Ah,	how	many	bullets	were	aimed	at	his	breast!	But	in	vain!	It	was
said	of	him	 that	only	a	silver	bullet	can	slay	him!	Where	do	you	see	men	 like
that	nowadays?	Those	times	are	gone	for	ever.
Have	you	heard	of	the	Feciorul	Romancei?	He	was	a	fire-eater	 too!	He	robbed
the	other	side	of	Muntenia,	while	Cozma	robbed	this	side,	and	one	night,	what	a
night!,	they	both	met	at	Milcov,	exchanged	booty,	and	were	back	in	their	homes
before	dawn.	Were	the	frontier	guards	on	the	watch?	Did	they	catch	them	as	they
rode?	Why!	Racoare's	horse	flew	like	a	phantom,	and	no	bullet	could	touch	him!
What	 a	 road	 that	 is	 from	here,	 across	 the	mountains	of	Bacau,	 to	 the	 frontier!
Eh?	To	do	it,	 there	and	back	in	one	night,	you	mark	my	words,	 that's	no	joke!



But	 that	horse!	That's	 the	 truth	of	 the	matter.	That	horse	of	Racoare's	was	not
like	any	other	horse.	That's	clear.
Voda-Calimbach	had	an	Arabian	mare,	which	his	servants	watched	as	the	apple
of	 his	 eye,	 and	 she	was	 due	 to	 foal.	 One	 night,	 it	 was	 in	 the	 seventh	month,
Cozma	got	 into	the	stall,	 ripped	open	the	mare	and	stole	 the	foal.	But	 that	was
not	all	he	did!	You	must	understand	that	the	foal	was	wrapped	in	a	caul.	Racoare
cut	the	caul,	but	he	cut	it	in	such	a	way	as	to	split	the	foal's	nostrils.	And	look,
the	 foal	 with	 the	 split	 nostrils	 grew	 up	 in	 the	 dark	 fed	 upon	 nut	 kernels,	 and
when	Cozma	mounted	it,	well,	that	was	a	horse!
Even	the	wind,	therefore,	could	not	out-distance	Cozma.	On	one	occasion,	I	was
a	volunteer	 then,	Cozma	woke	to	find	himself	within	 the	walls	of	Probot,	with
volunteers	inside	and	the	Turks	outside.	The	Turks	were	battering	the	walls	with
their	guns.	The	volunteers	decided	to	surrender	the	fortress.	Cozma	kept	his	own
counsel.	The	next	day	Cozma	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	But	from	the	walls,	up
to	the	forest	of	Probot,	was	a	line	of	corpses!	That	had	been	Racoare's	road!
That	 is	 how	 it	 always	was!	His	were	 the	woods	 and	 fields!	He	 recognized	 no
authority.	 He	 did	 not	 know	what	 fear	was,	 nor	 love,	 except	 on	 one	 occasion.
Terrible	Rouman!	It	seems	to	me	I	can	see	him	now,	riding	upon	his	bay	horse.
	

At	that	time	a	Greek	was	managing	the	Vulturesht	estate,	and	on	this	side,	on	our
estate,	within	 those	 ruined	walls,	 there	 ruled	such	a	minx	of	a	Roumanian	as	 I
had	 never	 seen	 before.	 The	 Greek	 was	 pining	 for	 the	 Roumanian.	 And	 no
wonder!	 The	 widow	 had	 eyebrows	 that	met,	 and	 the	 eyes	 of	 the	 devil.	 Lord!
Lord!	Such	eyes	would	have	tempted	a	saint.	She	had	been	married,	against	her
will,	 to	a	Greek,	to	Dimitru	Covas,	but	the	Greek	died,	and	now	the	lady	ruled
alone	over	our	estate.
As	I	tell	you,	now	Nicola	Zamfiridi,	another	Greek,	was	dying	for	the	lady.	What
did	that	man	not	do,	where	did	he	not	go,	what	soothsayers	did	he	not	visit,	all	in
vain!	The	 lady	would	not	hear	of	 it!	She	hated	 the	Greek.	And	yet	Nicola	was
not	 ill-favoured.	He	was	 a	proud	Greek,	 bronzed,	with	pointed	moustache	 and
curly	beard.	But	still	he	did	not	please	the	widow!
One	day,	Nicola	 sat	 pondering	 in	 his	 room	while	 he	 smoked.	What	was	 to	 be
done?	He	most	certainly	wanted	to	marry,	and	to	take	her	for	his	wife,	but	why
would	she	not	hear	of	it?
A	 few	 days	 before	 he	 had	 gone	 with	 Ciocirlie,	 the	 gipsy,	 and	 had	 sung
desperately	outside	the	walls.	Alas,	the	courtyard	remained	still	as	stone!	What
the	devil	was	to	be	done?
Boyar	Nicola	 thought	 to	himself,	"You	are	not	ugly,	you	are	not	stupid,	what's
the	reason	of	it?	Is	she,	perhaps,	in	love	with	someone	else?"	No.	He	watched	for



one	whole	night.	Nobody	entered,	and	nobody	left	the	courtyard.
The	boyar	was	angry.	He	rose,	picked	up	a	whip	and	went	out.	The	grooms	were
grooming	the	horses	in	the	yard.
"Is	that	horse	supposed	to	be	groomed?"	he	shouted,	and	slash!	Down	came	the
whip	on	one	of	the	grooms.
Farther	on	the	gardener	was	resting	from	the	heat.
"Is	this	how	you	look	after	the	garden?	Hey!"	and	swish!	Crack!
What	next?	Was	it	any	use	losing	one's	temper	with	the	people?	He	went	into	the
garden,	 and	 seated	 himself	 under	 a	 beautiful	 lime-tree.	 There,	 on	 the	 stone
bench,	he	pondered	again.	His	life	was	worthless	if	the	woman	he	loved	would
not	look	at	him!	He	watched	the	flight	of	the	withered	leaves	in	the	still	air,	and
he	heaved	a	sigh.
"Vasile!	 Vasile!"	 called	 the	 boyar.	 His	 voice	 rang	 sadly	 in	 the	 melancholy
garden.
A	sturdy	old	man	came	through	the	garden	door,	and	went	towards	his	master.
"Vasile,"	said	the	boyar,	"what	is	to	be	done?"
The	old	man	eyed	his	master,	then	he,	too,	sighed	and	scratched	his	head.
"What	is	to	be	done,	Vasile?"
"How	should	I	know,	master?"
"You	 must	 find	 something.	 Many	 people	 have	 advised	 me,	 now	 you	 suggest
something.	 I	 got	 nothing	 out	 of	 that	 old	 witch,	 and	 Ciocirlie	 was	 no	 good.
Cannot	you	propose	something?"
"H'm…"
"Do	not	desert	me,	Vasile!"
"H'm,	master,	I'll	tell	you	something	if	you	will	give	me	something."
"Take	a	ducat	of	mine,	Vasilica,	only	speak!"
Vasile	did	not	let	himself	be	put	off	by	the	mention	of	one	ducat.	He	scratched
his	head	again.
"If	I	knew	you	would	give	me	two	ducats,	master,	or	even	three,	or	many,	you
understand,	that's	how	it	is!	What	will	be,	will	be!	I	say	go	right	off	to	Frasini,	go
into	 the	courtyard,	 through	 the	courtyard	 into	 the	 lady's	boudoir	 and	 steal	her!
That's	what	I	say!"
"What	are	you	talking	about,	good	Vasile!	Is	it	possible?"
Vasile	said	no	more.	The	boyar	thought	deeply,	his	hand	on	his	forehead,	then	he
said,	"That's	what	I	must	do,	Vasile!	I	know	what	I	have	to	do!	Bravo	you,	good



Vasile!"
"If	only	 I	knew	I	was	 to	get	 two	ducats	 reward!"	sighed	Vasile,	 scratching	his
head.
And	that	evening	Boyar	Nicola	kept	his	word.	He	mounted	his	horse,	took	with
him	five	companions	from	among	the	grooms,	and	started	out	to	Frasini.
The	 forest	 shuddered	with	 the	whisper	of	 the	breeze	of	 the	 autumn	night.	The
men	rode	silently.	From	time	to	time	could	be	heard	the	trumpeting	of	the	cock,
coming	they	knew	not	where.	Beyond	lay	silence.	At	last	the	widow's	courtyard
came	into	sight,	black,	like	some	heap	of	coal.
Like	 ghosts	 Nicola	 and	 his	 companions	 approached	 the	 wall.	 In	 silence	 they
dismounted,	 they	 threw	 rope-ladders	 over	 the	 top	 of	 the	wall,	 and	 climbed	 up
and	over	to	the	other	side.	The	horses	remained	tied	to	the	trees.
Suddenly	they	heard	cries.	Boyar	Nicola	was	not	afraid.	He	hurried	to	the	door
and	found	that	the	doors	were	not	shut.	He	passed	along	the	corridor.
"Aha!"	murmured	the	Greek.	"Now	I	shall	have	my	darling	in	my	arms."
But	 suddenly	 a	 door	 was	 opened,	 and	 a	 bright	 sea	 of	 light	 illuminated	 the
passage.	Boyar	Nicola	was	not	frightened.	He	advanced	towards	the	room.	But
he	had	scarcely	gone	two	paces	when	there,	on	the	threshold,	stood	the	Sultana,
with	her	hair	undone,	in	a	thin	white	petticoat	and	a	white	dressing-jacket.	With
frowning	brows	she	stood	in	the	doorway	looking	at	the	boyar.
Nicola	 was	 beside	 himself.	 He	 would	 willingly	 have	 gone	 on	 his	 knees,	 and
kissed	 her	 feet,	 so	 beautiful	 was	 she.	 But	 he	 knew	 if	 he	 knelt	 before	 her	 she
would	only	mock	him.	He	approached	to	embrace	her.
"Hold!"	cried	the	Sultana.	"I	thought	there	were	thieves!	Ha,	ha!	It	is	you,	Boyar
Nicola?"
And	suddenly,	there	in	the	light,	she	raised	a	shining	scimitar	in	her	right	hand.
Nicola	felt	a	hard	blow	on	the	side	of	his	head.	He	stood	still.	His	grooms	started
to	run,	but	one	fell,	yelling,	and	covered	with	blood.	Just	then	a	great	noise	was
heard,	and	the	lady's	servants	came	in.
Nicola	fled	towards	the	exit	followed	by	his	four	companions.	Then	on	into	the
yard	with	scimitars	flashing	on	their	right	and	on	their	left.	And	once	more	they
are	on	horseback	fleeing	towards	Vulturesht.
There	he	dismounted,	feeling	very	bitter,	and	entered	the	garden	once	more,	and
once	more	sat	on	the	stone	bench,	and	hid	his	face	in	his	hands.
"Woe	is	me!"	he	murmured	miserably.	"How	wretched	is	my	life!	What	is	to	be
done?	What	is	to	be	done?"
He	 sat	 there	 in	 the	 October	 night	 tortured	 by	 his	 thoughts.	 Only	 the	 breeze



carrying	the	mist	from	the	fields	disturbed	him.
"Woe	 is	me!	How	wretched	 is	my	 life!"	 and	 he	 bent	 forward,	 his	 head	 in	 his
hands,	his	elbows	on	his	knees.	"What	a	terrible	woman!"	he	murmured	again	as
he	mused.	"What	eyes	she	has!	Oh,	Blessed	Virgin!	Oh,	Blessed	Virgin!	Do	not
abandon	me,	for	my	heart	is	breaking!"
For	 some	 time	 he	 stayed	 there	 dreaming.	 After	 a	 while	 he	 rose	 and	 moved
towards	the	house.
"What	a	terrible	woman,	and	what	eyes!"
In	the	house	he	once	more	called	for	Vasile.
"Good	Vasile,	I	am	undone!	A	terrible	woman,	good	Vasile.	She	has	burnt	my
heart	and	 turned	 it	 to	ashes!	What	 is	 to	be	done?	Do	not	 leave	me!	Look,	you
understand,	you	shall	have	two	of	my	ducats."
"I	know	what	you	have	been	 through,	master.	She	 is	 a	proud	 lady,	 there	 is	no
denying	it!	If	I	knew	you	would	give	me	five	ducats,	or	even	six…	but	there,	it's
only	an	idea…"
"Speak,	Vasile,	good	man,	I	will	give	you…	What	eyes!	Woe	is	me!"
"Then	 I	 understand,	master,"	 says	Vasile,	 "that	 you	give	me	 seven	ducats,	 but
you'll	have	to	give	seven	times	seven	if	you	get	her	here	at	your	hand.	Don't	be
afraid,	master,	 it	 is	not	much.	Only	seven	times	seven	to	have	her	here	at	your
hand!	 I'll	bring	Cozma	Racoare	 to	you!	As	sure	as	you	put	 the	ducats	 into	 the
palm	of	my	hand,	so	sure	will	he	put	the	Sultana	into	your	arms,	that's	that."
Boyar	 Nicola	 was	 rather	 alarmed	when	 he	 heard	 talk	 of	 Cozma	 Racoare,	 but
afterwards	he	sighed	and	said,	"Good!"
Three	 days	 later	 Racoare	 came.	 Nicola	 was	 sitting	 on	 the	 stone	 bench	 in	 the
garden	under	the	lime-tree,	smoking	a	pipe	of	fragrant	tobacco.	When	he	caught
sight	of	 the	highwayman	he	sat	gazing	at	him	with	startled	eyes.	Cozma	came
calmly	along	with	his	horse's	bridle	in	his	left	hand.	He	wore	top	boots	up	to	his
knees	with	long	steel	spurs.	A	long	gun	was	slung	across	his	back.	On	his	head
was	 a	 black	 sheepskin	 cap.	 He	 walked	 unconcernedly	 as	 usual	 with	 knitted
brows,	his	horse	followed	him	with	bent	head.
Vasile,	 the	 boyar's	 agent,	 came	 up	 to	 the	 stone	 seat,	 scratching	 his	 head,	 and
whispered	with	a	grin,	"What	do	you	say	to	this,	master?	Just	take	a	look	at	him.
He	could	bring	you	the	devil	himself!"
Boyar	Nicola	could	not	take	his	eyes	off	Cozma.	The	highwayman	stopped	and
said,	"God	be	with	you!"
"I	thank	you,"	replied	Vasile.	"God	grant	it!"
The	boyar	remained	persistently	silent.



"H'm!"	murmured	Vasile.	"You	have	come	to	see	us,	friend	Cozma?"
"I	have	come,"	responded	Racoare.
"On	our	business?"
"Yes."
Cozma	spoke	slowly,	frowning.	Wherever	he	might	be	no	smile	ever	 lit	up	his
face.
"Ah,	yes,	you	have	come,"	said	the	boyar,	as	if	awaking	from	sleep.	"Vasile,	go
and	tell	them	to	prepare	coffee,	but	bring	wine	at	once."
"Let	them	make	coffee	for	one,"	said	Cozma,	"I	never	drink."
Vasile	went	off	grinning,	after	a	side-glance	at	his	master.
"Ah,	you	never	drink!"	said	the	boyar	with	an	effort.	"So,	so,	you	have	come	on
our	business?	How	much?	Ah,	I	am	giving	fifty	ducats."
"Good!"	said	Racoare	quietly.
Vasile	returned,	smiling	knowingly.	The	boyar	was	silent.
"Eh,"	said	Vasile,	scratching	his	head,	"how	are	you	getting	on?"
"Good	Vasile,	go	and	fetch	the	purse	from	under	my	pillow."
"No,	there	is	no	need	to	give	me	a	purse,"	said	the	highwayman,	"I	have	no	need
of	money."
"What?"	murmured	the	boyar.	"Ah,	yes!	You	do	not	need?	Why?"
"The	 thing	 is	 to	put	 the	Sultana	of	Frasini	 into	your	arms.	 I	hand	you	over	 the
lady,	and	you	hand	me	the	money."
"Let's	be	brief!"	cried	Vasile,	passing	his	hand	through	his	hair.	"One	party	gives
the	lady,	the	other	the	money.	What	did	I	tell	you?	Cozma	would	fetch	you	the
devil	from	hell.	From	henceforth	the	lady	is	yours."
Racoare	turned	round,	strode	to	the	bottom	of	the	garden,	fastened	his	horse	to	a
tree,	drew	a	cloak	of	serge	from	his	saddle,	spread	it	out	and	wrapped	himself	in
it.
"Well!	Well!"	groaned	Boyar	Nicola,	breathing	heavily.	 "What	a	 terrible	man!
But	I	feel	as	though	he	had	taken	a	load	off	my	mind."
Vasile	 smiled	 but	 said	 nothing.	 Later,	 when	 he	 was	 by	 himself,	 he	 began	 to
laugh	and	whisper:	"Ha,	ha!	He	who	bears	a	charmed	life	is	a	lucky	man!"
The	boyar	started	up	as	from	sleep	and	looked	fearfully	at	Vasile,	then	he	shook
his	head	and	relapsed	into	thought.
"Ah,	yes!"	he	murmured,	without	understanding	what	he	was	talking	about.



	

When	night	had	fallen	Cozma	Racoare	tightened	his	horse's	girths	and	mounted.
Then	he	said,	"Boyar,	wait	for	me	in	the	glade	at	Vulturesht."
The	gates	were	opened,	the	horse	snorted	and	rushed	forth	like	a	dragon.
The	 full	 moon	 shone	 through	 the	 veil	 of	 an	 autumnal	mist,	 weaving	webs	 of
light,	lighting	up	the	silent	hills	and	the	dark	woods.	The	rapid	flight	of	the	bay
broke	the	deep	silence.	Racoare	rode	silently	under	the	overhanging	woods	with
their	sparse	foliage,	seeming	like	a	phantom	in	the	blue	light.
Then	he	reached	Frasini.	Everyone	was	asleep,	and	the	doors	were	shut.	Cozma
knocked	at	the	door:	Rat-a-tat!	Rat-a-tat!
"Who	is	there?"	cried	a	voice	from	within.
"Open!"	said	Racoare.
"Who	are	you?"
"Open!"	shouted	Cozma.
From	 within	 was	 heard	 a	 whispered,	 "Open!"	 "Do	 not	 open!"	 "Open,	 it	 is
Cozma!"
A	light	shone	through	a	niche	in	the	wall	above	the	door,	and	lighted	up	Cozma's
face.	Then	a	rustling	sound	became	audible,	the	light	was	extinguished,	and	the
bar	across	the	door	rattled.
Cozma	entered	the	empty	courtyard,	dismounted	by	the	steps,	and	pushed	open
the	door.
"The	door	is	open,"	he	murmured,	"the	lady	is	not	nervous."
In	 the	dark	corridor	his	 footsteps	and	his	spurs	echoed	as	 in	a	church.	A	noise
was	heard	 in	one	of	 the	 rooms,	 and	a	bright	 light	 shone	 into	 the	passage.	The
Sultana	appeared	in	the	doorway,	dressed	in	white	with	her	hair	unplaited,	with
frowning	brows	and	the	scimitar	in	her	right	hand.
"Who	are	you?	What	do	you	want?"	she	cried.
"I	 have	 come	 to	 fetch	 you,"	 said	 Racoare	 shortly,	 "and	 take	 you	 to	 Boyar
Nicola."
"Ah,	you	are	not	burglars?"	said	the	lady,	and	raised	her	scimitar.	"See	here,	you
will	meet	the	same	fate	as	your	Nicola!"
Racoare	took	a	step	forward,	calmly	seized	the	scimitar,	squeezed	the	lady's	fist,
and	the	steel	blade	flew	into	a	corner.	The	lady	sprang	quickly	back,	calling:
"Gavril!	Niculai!	Toader!	Help!"
Voices	were	heard,	and	the	servants	crowded	into	the	passage,	and	stood	by	the



door.	Racoare	approached	the	lady,	and	tried	to	seize	her.	She	avoided	him,	and
caught	up	a	knife	from	the	table.
"What	are	you	doing,	you	boobies?	Help!	Seize	him,	bind	him!"
"Don't	 talk	nonsense.	I	see	you	are	not	frightened,	but	I	cannot	do	other	 than	I
am	doing!"	said	Racoare.
Then	the	servants	murmured	again,	"How	can	we	bind	him?	It	is	Racoare.	He	is
here!	Cozma	Racoare,	lady!"
"Cowards!"	cried	the	lady,	and	threw	herself	upon	Cozma.
The	 highwayman	 took	 her	 arm,	 pressed	 her	 hands	 together,	 tied	 them	with	 a
leather	strap,	and	lifted	her	under	his	arm	like	a	bundle.	"Get	out	of	the	way!"	he
said	then,	and	the	people	fell	over	each	other	as	they	scattered	to	either	side.
"What	 a	 pearl	 among	 women!"	 thought	 Cozma,	 while	 he	 strode	 along	 the
corridor	with	the	lady	under	his	arm,	"He	has	not	bad	taste,	that	Boyar	Nicola!
Proud	woman!"
The	Sultana	looked	with	eyes	wide	with	horror	at	the	servants	who	gave	way	on
either	hand	in	their	terror.	She	felt	herself	held	as	in	a	vice.	At	last	she	raised	her
eyes	to	Racoare's	fierce	face.	The	light	from	the	room	was	reflected	in	the	man's
steely	eyes,	and	lit	up	his	weather-beaten	face.
"Who	are	you?"	she	gasped.
"I?	Cozma	Racoare."
The	lady	gave	another	glance	at	the	servants	huddled	in	the	corners,	and	she	said
not	another	word.	Now	she	understood.
Outside,	the	highwayman	mounted	the	bay,	placed	the	lady	in	front	of	him,	and
set	 spurs	 to	 his	 horse.	 Once	more	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 galloping	 horse	 broke	 the
silence	of	the	night.
"What	a	pearl	 among	women!"	 thought	Racoare,	 and	 the	horse	 sped	along	 the
road	like	a	phantom.
The	lady	turned	her	head,	and	studied	Racoare	by	the	light	of	the	moon.
"Why	do	you	 look	at	me	 like	 that,	 lady?"	And	 the	horse	 sped	along	under	 the
overhanging	woods.
The	black	hair	of	the	lady	shone	in	great	billows	of	light.	The	foliage	glistened
with	 hoar-frost,	 like	 silver-leaf.	 The	 lady	 looked	 at	 the	 highwayman	 and
shuddered,	 she	 felt	 herself	 squeezed	 in	 his	 powerful	 arms,	 and	 her	 eyes	 burnt
like	two	stars	beneath	the	heavy	knitted	brows.
"Why	do	you	look	at	me	like	that,	lady?	Why	do	you	shiver?	Are	you	cold?"
The	galloping	hooves	thundered	through	the	glades,	the	leaves	glittered	in	their



silver	sheen,	and	the	bay	passed	on	like	a	phantom	in	the	light.
A	shadow	suddenly	appeared	in	the	distance.
"What	is	that	yonder?"	questioned	the	lady.
"Boyar	Nicola	awaits	us	there,"	replied	Racoare.
The	lady	said	no	more.	But	Cozma	felt	her	stiffen	herself.	The	leather	strap	was
snapped,	and	two	white	hands	were	lifted	up.	The	highwayman	had	no	time	to
stop	her.	Like	 lightning	 she	 seized	 the	bridle	 in	her	 right	hand,	 and	 turned	 the
horse	 on	 the	 spot,	 but	 her	 left	 arm	 she	 twined	 round	 Racoare's	 neck.	 The
highwayman	felt	the	lady's	head	resting	against	his	breast,	and	a	voice	murmured
softly,	"Would	you	give	me	to	another?"
And	 the	 horse	 flew	 like	 a	 phantom	 through	 the	 blue	 light,	 the	meadows	 rang
with	the	sound	of	the	galloping	hooves,	the	silver	leaves	glistened,	and	tresses	of
black	hair	 floated	 in	 the	wind.	But	now	shadows	seemed	 to	be	pursuing	 them.
The	 hills	 on	 the	 horizon	 seemed	 peopled	 with	 strange	 figures,	 which	 hurried
through	the	light	mist.	But	the	black	phantom	sped	on,	and	ever	onwards,	till	it
was	lost	in	the	far	distance,	in	the	gloom	of	the	night.
	



	

FURNICA
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THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	BEAUTIFUL	MAIDEN,	Viorica	by	name,	she	had	hair
like	gold,	 and	 eyes	 like	 the	blue	 sky,	 and	 cheeks	 like	 carnations,	 and	 lips	 like
cherries,	and	her	body	was	as	lithe	as	the	rushes	that	sway	by	the	riverside.	All
men	rejoiced	when	they	beheld	this	fair	maiden,	yet	not	so	much	on	account	of
her	beauty	as	because	of	her	wondrous	diligence.	When	she	went	to	the	spring
with	her	 pitcher	 on	her	 head	 she	 carried	her	 distaff	 in	 her	 girdle	 and	 spun	 the
while.	She	could	weave	too,	and	embroider	like	a	fairy.	Her	shifts	were	the	finest
in	the	whole	village,	wrought	with	black	and	red	stitches,	and	with	wide	seams
of	 broidery	 on	 the	 shoulders.	 She	 had	 adorned	 her	 petticoat,	 and	 even	 her
Sunday	 hose,	 with	 flowers	 wrought	 in	 the	 same	 way.	 In	 short,	 it	 seemed	 as
though	 the	 little	hands	could	never	 rest,	 in	 field	and	meadow	she	did	as	much
work	as	in	the	house,	and	all	the	lads	turned	their	eyes	upon	the	fair	Viorica,	who
should	 one	 day	 be	 such	 a	 notable	 housewife.	 But	 she	 never	 turned	 her	 eyes
toward	them.	She	would	hear	no	talk	of	marriage.	There	was	plenty	of	time	for
that,	 she	 said,	 and	 she	 had	 to	 care	 for	 her	 old	mother.	 Thereupon	 the	mother
would	bend	her	brows,	and	say	that,	for	her	part,	she	thought	a	stalwart	son-in-
law	would	 be	 but	 a	 prop	 the	more.	 But	 this	 troubled	 the	 little	 daughter,	 who
would	ask	whether	she	were	of	no	more	use	at	all,	that	the	mother	should	be	so
set	upon	having	a	man	into	the	house.
“The	men	do	but	make	a	deal	more	work	for	us,”	said	she,	“for	we	must	spin	and
stitch	and	weave	for	them	as	well	as	ourselves,	and	then	we	never	find	time	to
get	the	field-labour	done.”
Then	the	mother	would	sigh,	and	think	of	her	dead	son,	for	whom	she	had	made
so	 many	 fine	 linen	 shirts,	 and	 washed	 them	 so	 dazzlingly	 white	 that	 all	 the
village	maidens	gazed	 their	 eyes	out,	 looking	 after	 him.	 It	 had	never	 been	 too
much	trouble	for	her,	but	then,	what	will	not	a	mother	do,	indeed,	and	never	be



weary!
The	hour	came	when	Viorica	had	to	own	that	her	mother	had	been	right	to	wish
for	a	son-in-law,	even	as	though	something	had	warned	her	mother	that	she	was
not	much	longer	for	this	world.	She	began	to	fail,	and	all	her	daughter’s	love	was
powerless	to	hold	her	upon	earth.	The	fair	maiden	had	to	close	the	beloved	eyes,
and	now	she	was	all	alone	in	the	little	house.	For	the	first	time,	her	hands	lay	idle
in	her	 lap.	For	whom,	 indeed,	should	she	work	now?	There	was	no	one	 left	 to
her.
One	day,	as	she	sat	upon	her	threshold	and	gazed	sadly	forth,	she	saw	something
long	 and	 black	moving	 across	 the	 ground	 towards	 her,	 and,	 behold!	 It	was	 an
endless	procession	of	ants.	No	one	could	have	told	from	where	the	creeping	host
had	travelled,	it	reached	so	far	into	the	distance.	But	now	it	halted,	forming	into
a	mighty	circle	round	about	Viorica,	and	one	or	two	of	the	ants	stepped	forth	and
spoke,	“Well	do	we	know	you,	Viorica,	and	oft	have	we	admired	your	industry,
which	we	may	 liken	 to	 our	 own,	 and	 that	 is	 a	 thing	we	 seldom	notice	 among
mortal	men.	We	know,	too,	that	you	are	now	alone	in	the	world,	and	so	we	pray
you	 to	come	with	us	and	be	our	Queen.	We	will	build	you	a	palace,	 finer	and
larger	 than	 the	 largest	 house	 you	 have	 ever	 seen.	 Only	 one	 thing	 you	 must
promise,	 that	 you	 will	 never	 return	 to	 dwell	 among	 men,	 but	 stay	 with	 us
faithfully	all	your	life	long.”
“I	will	stay	with	you	gladly,”	replied	Viorica,	“for	I	have	nothing	more	to	hold
me	here	except	my	mother’s	grave,	but	that	I	must	still	visit,	and	bring	flowers,
wine,	and	cake	to	it,	and	pray	there	for	her	soul.”
“You	shall	visit	your	mother’s	grave,	only	you	must	speak	with	no	man	on	the
way,	else	will	you	be	unfaithful	to	us,	and	our	revenge	shall	be	terrible.”
So	Viorica	went	forth	with	the	ants,	far,	far	way,	until	they	reached	the	spot	that
seemed	most	fitting	for	the	building	of	her	palace.	Then	Viorica	saw	how	far	the
ants	surpassed	her	in	skill.	How	could	she	have	raised	up	such	a	building	in	so
short	 a	 time?	 There	 were	 galleries,	 one	 above	 another,	 leading	 into	 spacious
halls,	and	farther	yet,	into	the	innermost	recesses	where	the	pupæ,	or	infant	ants,
dwelt,	that	were	carried	out	whenever	the	sun	shone,	and	brought	quickly	under
shelter	 again	 as	 often	 as	 there	 was	 a	 threatening	 of	 rain.	 The	 chambers	 were
daintily	 decked	with	 the	 petals	 of	 flowers,	 fastened	 on	 to	 the	walls	with	 pine
needles,	and	Viorica	learnt	to	spin	cobwebs,	out	of	which	canopies	and	coverlets
were	fashioned.
Higher	 and	 higher	 grew	 the	 building,	 but	 the	 apartment	 that	was	 prepared	 for
Viorica	was	more	beautiful	than	any	vision	of	her	dreams.	Many	galleries	led	to
it,	so	that	she	could	hold	communication	with	all	her	subjects	with	the	greatest
rapidity.	The	floors	of	these	galleries	were	laid	over	with	poppy-leaves,	so	that
the	feet	of	the	Queen	should	rest	on	nothing	but	purple.	The	doors	were	of	rose-



leaves,	 and	 the	hinges	were	 spiders’	 threads,	 so	 that	 they	 could	open	 and	 shut
noiselessly.	The	 floor	 of	 the	 room	was	 covered	with	 a	 thick	 velvety	 carpet	 of
edelweiss,	 into	which	Viorica’s	 rosy	 feet	 sank	 softly	 down,	 for	 she	 needed	 to
wear	 no	 shoes	 here,	 they	 would	 have	 been	 far	 too	 clumsy,	 and	 would	 have
trodden	 the	 flower-carpets	 to	 pieces.	 The	 walls	 were	 hung	 with	 a	 tapestry
cunningly	woven	of	carnations,	lilies	of	the	valley,	and	forget-me-nots,	and	these
flowers	 were	 constantly	 renewed,	 so	 that	 their	 freshness	 and	 perfume	 were
always	entrancing.	The	ceiling	had	a	 tent-like	covering	of	 lily-leaves	 stretched
across	it.	The	bed	had	taken	the	diligent	little	ants	many	weeks	to	prepare,	it	was
all	 made	 of	 pollen,	 the	 softest	 they	 could	 find,	 and	 a	 cobweb	 of	 Viorica’s
spinning	was	spread	over	it.	When	she	lay	there	asleep	she	was	so	lovely	that	the
stars	would	have	fallen	from	heaven,	could	they	have	seen	her.	But	the	ants	had
built	 her	 room	 in	 the	 most	 secret	 recesses	 of	 the	 palace,	 and	 guarded	 their
beloved	Queen	jealously	and	well.	Even	they	themselves	scarcely	dared	to	look
upon	her	in	her	sleep.
Life	 in	 the	 ant-hill	 could	 scarce	have	been	made	happier	 or	 fairer	 than	 it	was.
One	and	all,	they	took	a	pride	in	doing	the	most	they	could,	and	trying	to	surpass
each	other	in	pleasing	their	industrious	Queen.	They	were	as	quick	as	lightning
in	carrying	out	her	every	command,	for	she	never	gave	too	many	orders	at	once,
and	 never	 unreasonable	 ones,	 but	 her	 gentle	 voice	 sounded	 ever	 as	 though	 it
were	 but	 giving	 some	 friendly	 advice	 or	 opinion,	 and	 her	 eyes	 expressed	 her
thanks	 in	 a	 sunny	 glance.	 The	 ants	 often	 declared	 that	 they	 had	 the	 sunshine
dwelling	within	their	house,	and	exulted	over	their	good	fortune.
They	 had	 made	 a	 special	 terrace	 for	 Viorica,	 where	 she	 could	 enjoy	 air	 and
sunlight	when	her	room	grew	too	confined,	and	from	there	she	could	observe	the
progress	of	 the	building,	which	was	already	as	high	as	many	a	mountain.	One
day	 she	 sat	 in	 her	 room	 embroidering	 a	 dress,	 upon	 which	 she	 had	 sewn
butterflies’	wings	with	the	threads	from	a	silkworm	that	the	ants	had	brought	in
for	her.	None	but	her	dainty	fingers	could	have	accomplished	such	a	task.	All	on
a	sudden	there	was	a	tumult	round	about	her	mountain,	the	sound	of	voices	rang
forth,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 all	 her	 little	 kingdom	was	 thrown	 into	 alarm,	 and	 her
subjects	 came	 breathlessly	 crowding	 about	 their	Queen	 and	 crying,	 “They	 are
overthrowing	 our	 house,	 evil	 men	 are	 trampling	 it	 down.	 Two,	 nay,	 three
galleries	have	fallen	in,	and	the	next	is	threatened.	What	shall	we	do?”
“Is	 that	all?”	asked	Viorica	calmly.	“I	will	bid	them	stay	their	course,	and	in	a
few	days	the	galleries	will	be	built	up	again.”
She	hurried	through	the	labyrinth	of	galleries,	and	appeared	suddenly	upon	her
terrace.	Looking	down,	 she	beheld	a	 splendid	youth,	who	had	 just	dismounted
from	his	horse,	 and	was	engaged	with	 some	of	his	 followers	 in	 turning	up	 the
ant-hill	with	sword	and	lance.	But	when	she	appeared	they	all	stopped	short,	and
the	noble	youth	stood	shielding	his	dazzled	eyes	with	his	hand	as	he	gazed	upon



the	radiant	figure	in	its	shining	draperies.	Viorica’s	golden	hair	fell	in	waves	to
her	very	feet,	a	delicate	colour	flooded	her	cheeks,	and	her	eyes	shone	like	stars.
She	dropped	them,	indeed,	a	moment	before	the	young	man’s	glance,	but	soon
she	raised	them	again,	and	from	her	rosy	mouth	her	voice	came	ringing	forth.
“Who	are	you	that	have	laid	such	rude	hands	upon	my	kingdom?”
“Forgive,	 fairest	 lady!”	 cried	 the	youth,	 “and	as	 surely	 as	 I	 am	a	knight	 and	a
king’s	son,	I	will	henceforth	be	your	most	zealous	defender!	How	could	I	guess
that	a	fairy,	nay,	a	goddess,	reigned	over	this	kingdom?”
“I	 thank	 you,”	 answered	 Viorica.	 “I	 need	 no	 other	 service	 save	 that	 of	 my
faithful	subjects,	and	all	I	ask	is,	 that	no	foot	of	mortal	man	shall	 intrude	upon
my	kingdom.”
With	these	words	she	disappeared	as	though	the	mountain	had	swallowed	her	up,
and	 those	 outside	 could	 not	 see	 how	 hosts	 of	 ants	 were	 kissing	 her	 feet	 and
escorting	her	back	in	triumph	to	her	chamber,	where	she	took	up	her	work	once
more	as	calmly	as	though	nothing	had	happened.	And	outside,	there,	before	the
mountain,	the	king’s	son	stood	as	though	in	a	dream,	and	for	hours	could	not	be
prevailed	 upon	 to	 remount	 his	 horse.	 He	 still	 kept	 hoping	 that	 the	 beautiful
Queen	would	appear	again.	Even	though	it	were	with	angry	word	and	glance,	he
would	at	least	see	her	once	more!	But	he	only	saw	ants	and	yet	more	ants,	in	an
endless	stream,	busying	 themselves	with	all	diligence	 in	 repairing	 the	mischief
that	his	youthful	thoughtlessness	had	occasioned.
He	 could	 have	 crushed	 them	 under	 foot	 in	 his	 anger	 and	 impatience,	 for	 they
seemed	 not	 to	 understand,	 or	 perhaps	 not	 even	 to	 hear,	 his	 questions,	 and	 ran
quite	 boldly	 in	 front	 of	 him,	 in	 their	 new-found	 sense	 of	 security.	 At	 last	 he
dejectedly	mounted	his	steed,	and	so,	plotting	and	planning	how	he	might	win
the	 loveliest	maid	 his	 eyes	 had	 ever	 beheld,	 he	 rode	 on	 through	 the	 forest	 till
nightfall,	 to	 the	 great	 discontent	 of	 his	 followers,	who	 consigned	 both	 ant-hill
and	maiden	to	the	devil,	as	they	thought	of	the	supper-table	and	the	bumpers	of
wine	that	had	long	been	awaiting	them.
Viorica	had	gone	to	rest	 later	 than	any	of	her	subjects.	It	was	her	wont	to	visit
the	nurseries	herself,	 to	 see	 to	 the	 infants	and	 feel	 if	 their	 little	beds	were	 soft
enough,	so	she	glided	about,	lifting	one	flower-curtain	after	another,	with	a	fire-
fly	clinging	to	her	finger-tips,	and	looked	tenderly	after	the	little	brood.
Now	she	went	back	into	her	room,	and	dismissed	all	the	fire-flies,	who	had	been
lighting	her	about	her	work	for	many	hours.	She	only	kept	one	little	glow-worm
beside	her	while	she	undressed.	She	was	used	to	fall	at	once	into	the	deepest	and
quietest	sleep,	but	tonight	she	tossed	restlessly	to	and	fro,	twisting	her	hair	about
her	fingers,	sitting	up	and	then	lying	down	again,	and	all	the	time	feeling	so	hot,
oh,	so	hot!	Never	before	had	she	been	sensible	of	a	lack	of	air	in	her	kingdom,
but	now	she	would	gladly	have	hurried	 forth,	only	 that	 she	 feared	 to	be	heard



and	 to	 corrupt	 others	 by	 her	 bad	 example.	Had	 she	 not	 already,	 though	 under
much	pressure	from	the	others,	been	obliged	to	pass	many	a	harsh	sentence,	 to
banish	some	ants	from	her	jurisdiction,	because	they	had	indulged	in	forbidden
wanderings,	 nay,	 even	 to	 condemn	 some	 to	 capital	 punishment,	 and,	 with	 a
bleeding	heart,	to	see	them	ruthlessly	stung	to	death?
The	 next	 morning	 she	 was	 up	 earlier	 than	 any	 of	 the	 rest,	 and	 gave	 them	 a
surprise	by	showing	them	one	of	the	galleries	that	she	had	built	up	all	alone.
Doubtless	 she	 herself	 did	 not	 know	 that	 whilst	 doing	 so	 she	 had	 cast	 several
glances	towards	the	forest,	and	had	even	stood	listening	for	a	few	moments.
She	was	scarcely	back	in	her	chamber	again	before	some	of	the	ants	hurried	to
her	 in	 terror,	 crying,	 “The	 bad	man	who	 came	 yesterday	 has	 returned,	 and	 is
riding	round	our	hill!”
“Let	him	be,”	replied	Viorica,	the	Queen,	quite	calmly,	“he	will	do	us	no	more
harm.”	But	 the	heart	of	Viorica,	 the	 lovely	maiden,	beat	 so	 fast	 that	 she	could
scarce	draw	breath.
A	wondrous	unrest	had	come	over	her,	and	she	roamed	about	far	more	than	was
her	wont.	 She	was	 always	 thinking	 that	 the	 baby-ants	were	 not	 enough	 in	 the
sunshine,	and	carrying	them	out	herself,	only	to	bring	them	in	again	as	quickly,
and	 she	 often	 gave	 contradictory	 orders.	 The	 ants	 could	 not	 tell	 what	 had
befallen	her,	and	took	twice	the	pains	to	do	all	their	tasks	quickly	and	well.	They
surprised	her	with	a	splendid	new	vaulted	hall,	 too,	but	she	gazed	at	 it	with	an
abstracted	air	and	praised	it	but	scantily.
The	sound	of	horses’	hoofs	was	now	constantly	heard,	both	late	and	early,	round
about	 the	 mountain,	 but	 for	 many	 days	 Viorica	 never	 showed	 herself.	 A
desperate	yearning	for	the	companionship	of	human	beings,	which	she	had	never
yet	felt,	now	seized	upon	her.	She	thought	of	her	native	village,	of	the	Hora,	of
her	little	house,	of	her	mother,	and	of	her	mother’s	grave,	which	she	had	never
again	visited.
After	 a	 few	 days	 she	 announced	 to	 her	 subjects	 that	 she	 thought	 of	making	 a
pilgrimage	to	her	mother’s	grave,	and	at	this	the	ants	inquired,	in	alarm,	whether
she	were	no	longer	happy	with	them,	since	she	had	begun	to	think	of	her	home
again.
“Nay,”	 replied	Viorica,	“I	would	go	 for	a	 few	hours	only,	and	be	back	among
you	before	nightfall.”
She	refused	all	escort,	but	one	or	two	of	the	ants	followed	her,	unobserved,	afar
off.	Everything	 looked	greatly	 changed	 to	 her,	 and	 she	 thought	 she	must	 have
been	away	a	 long	 time.	She	began	 to	 reckon	how	long	 it	could	have	 taken	 the
ants	 to	build	 the	great	mountain	wherein	 they	dwelt,	and	said	 to	herself	 that	 it
must	have	been	years.	Her	mother’s	grave	was	no	 longer	 to	be	found,	 the	spot



was	 so	 overgrown	 with	 grass	 and	 weeds,	 and	 Viorica	 wandered	 about	 the
churchyard	weeping,	since	here	too	she	was	nought	but	a	stranger.
Evening	drew	on,	and	still	Viorica	was	seeking	for	the	grave	she	could	not	find.
Then	 close	 beside	 her	 she	 heard	 the	 voice	 of	 the	King’s	 son.	She	would	 have
fled,	but	he	held	her	fast	and	spoke	to	her	of	his	mighty	love,	with	such	gentle
and	moving	words	that	she	stood	still	with	bowed	head,	listening	to	him.	It	was
so	 sweet	 to	 hear	 a	 human	 voice	 once	more,	 and	 to	 hear	 it	 speak	 of	 love	 and
friendship.	Not	until	the	night	had	grown	quite	dark	did	she	remember	that	she
was	no	forlorn	orphan,	but	a	Queen	forgetful	of	her	duties,	and	that	the	ants	had
forbidden	her	to	hold	any	further	converse	with	mankind.	Then	she	broke	away
and	fled	in	haste	from	the	King’s	son,	but	he	pursued	her,	with	caressing	words,
to	the	very	foot	of	her	mountain.	Here	she	prayed	and	implored	him	to	leave	her,
but	he	would	only	consent	upon	her	promising	to	meet	him	again	the	following
evening.
She	 glided	 noiselessly	 in,	 feeling	 her	 way	 along	 the	 galleries,	 and	 looking
fearfully	 behind	her,	 for	 she	 fancied	 she	heard	 the	 sound	of	 hurriedly	 tripping
feet	and	whispering	voices	all	around.	No	doubt	it	was	but	the	anxious	beating	of
her	heart,	 for	as	soon	as	she	stood	still	all	was	silence.	At	 last	she	reached	her
chamber	and	sank	 in	exhaustion	upon	her	couch,	but	no	soothing	sleep	 fell	on
her	eyelids.	She	felt	that	she	had	broken	her	promise,	and	who	would	now	hold
her	in	respect,	since	her	word	was	no	longer	sacred?	She	tossed	uneasily	to	and
fro,	her	pride	revolted	against	any	secrecy,	and	yet	she	knew	the	ants	only	 too
well,	 their	 implacable	 hate,	 their	 cruel	 punishments.	 Many	 times	 she	 raised
herself	on	her	elbow	to	listen,	and	always	she	seemed	to	hear	the	hurried	tripping
of	thousands	of	little	feet,	as	though	the	whole	mountain	were	alive.
When	she	felt	that	morning	drew	near,	she	lifted	one	of	the	rose-leaf	curtains	to
hurry	 out	 into	 the	 open.	 But	 what	 was	 her	 amazement	 when	 she	 found	 the
doorway	 completely	 stopped	 up	 with	 pine-needles!	 She	 tried	 another,	 then	 a
third,	until	she	had	been	the	round	of	them	all.	In	vain,	they	were	all	filled	in	to
the	 very	 roof.	 Then	 she	 called	 aloud,	 and	 lo!	 The	 ants	 appeared	 in	 hosts,
creeping	in	through	countless	tiny,	invisible	openings.
“I	must	go	forth	into	the	air,”	said	Viorica	in	commanding	tones.
“Nay,”	replied	the	ants,	“we	cannot	let	you	forth,	or	we	shall	lose	you.”
“Do	you	then	obey	me	no	more?”
“Yea,	in	all	things,	save	this	one.	Crush	us	under	foot	in	punishment	if	you	will,
we	are	ready	to	die	for	the	good	of	our	community,	and	to	save	the	honour	of	our
Queen.”
Viorica	bowed	her	head,	and	tears	gushed	from	her	eyes.	She	implored	the	ants
to	give	her	back	her	freedom,	but	the	stern	little	creatures	held	their	peace,	and



all	at	once	she	found	herself	alone	in	those	dark	halls.
Oh,	how	Viorica	wept	and	wailed	and	tore	her	beautiful	hair!	Then	she	began	to
try	and	dig	an	opening	with	her	tender	fingers,	but	all	she	scooped	out	was	filled
in	again	as	quickly,	so	that	she	was	fain	at	last	to	throw	herself	upon	the	ground
in	despair.	The	ants	brought	her	the	sweetest	flowers,	and	nectar	and	dewdrops
to	quench	her	thirst,	but	all	her	prayers	for	freedom	remained	unanswered.
In	the	fear	that	her	wailing	might	be	heard	without,	the	ants	built	their	hill	higher
and	higher,	 till	 it	was	 as	high	as	 the	peak	Vîrful	 cu	Dor,	 and	 they	called	 their
mountain	 Furnica,	 or	 “the	 ant.”	 The	King’s	 son	 has	 long	 since	 left	 off	 riding
round	about	 the	mountain,	but	 in	 the	silence	of	 the	night	one	can	still	hear	 the
sound	of	Viorica’s	weeping.
	



ZIDRA

Adapted	from	an	original	story	by	M.	Beza,	translated	by	Lucy	Byng	in
Roumanian	Stories,	published	in	1921	by	John	Lane,	The	Bodley	Head.

	

	

We	 were	 talking	 in	 the	 inn	 at	 Grabova	 and	 passing	 round	 the	 wine	 without
troubling	ourselves	as	to	the	lateness	of	the	hour.	In	time	we	began	to	sing,	as	it
is	the	custom	to	sing	in	these	parts.	One	raises	his	voice,	while	the	others	subdue
theirs,	till	all	take	up	the	chorus:
Your	head	lies	in	my	pouch,	Zidra,	mighty	Zidra!
Only	our	 friend,	Mitu	Dola,	was	 silent,	 he	was	much	moved	 and	kept	 turning
first	to	one	side	and	then	to	the	other.
"Oh,	that	song!"	he	gasped	when	we	stopped.	Then	suddenly	to	me	he	said,	"Do
you	know	who	Zidra	was?	And	do	you	know	who	killed	Zidra?"
He	took	up	his	mug,	drank	from	it	several	times,	and	then,	with	a	brain	clouded
by	distant	memories	and	the	strong	wine,	he	began	to	tell	me	the	story…
It	 must	 be	 some	 thirty	 years	 ago.	 Zidra	 was	 then	 a	 haiduk	 in	 the	 Smolcu
mountains.	What	a	man!	There	was	a	heavy	price	upon	his	head.	His	very	name,
passed	 from	mouth	 to	mouth,	brought	 a	wave	of	 fear.	And	we	children	would
gather	 together	 in	 the	 evening	under	 the	 eaves	of	 the	 fountains,	 by	 the	 church
doors,	and	talk	of	Zidra.	This	much	we	knew.	At	one	time	he	had	lived	amongst
us	and	then	had	unexpectedly	disappeared	from	the	village	on	account	of	some
murder,	 everybody	 said.	 After	 a	 long	 time	 he	 appeared	 again,	 robbing	 a	 long
way	this	side	of	Smolcu:	“Zidra	is	at	Seven-Hills,	Zidra	is	in	the	Vigla	Forest.”
Whispering	thus	secretly,	we	would	glance	over	our	shoulders.	We	would	shiver
as	 though	we	could	 feel	 a	 cold	breath	 from	 the	dark	 thicket	 from	where	Zidra
might	 appear.	 I	 pictured	 him	 just	 like	my	 father,	 probably	 because	my	 father,
too,	was	a	 striking	 figure.	 In	 a	 coat	with	 long	 flowing	 sleeves,	his	 cap	on	one
side,	 and	 his	 belt	 loaded	 with	 pistols,	 my	 father,	 like	 all	 tax-gatherers	 at	 that
period,	 was	 on	 the	 road	 a	 great	 deal	 of	 his	 time,	 so	 that	 my	 mother	 and	 I
remained	alone	for	weeks	on	end.
We	had	a	house	just	on	the	outskirts	of	the	village	surrounded	by	a	beech	wood,



the	shadows	of	which	hung	darkly	above	our	heads.	How	it	would	begin	to	moan
at	night!	The	rustling	of	the	leaves,	the	prolonged	roar	of	the	rocking	trees	was
like	 some	 great	 waterfall.	 From	 our	 soft	 bed,	 clasped	 in	my	mother's	 arms,	 I
listened	to	the	fierce	din.	From	time	to	time	it	ceased,	then,	through	the	silence,
came	the	sound	of	whistling,	of	shots,	of	the	trampling	of	horses	and	of	men.
I	sighed	with	terror.	“Mother,	supposing	robbers	should	attack	us.”
“Hush!	It	is	unlucky	to	speak	of	such	things.”
“You	know,	mother,	Zidra	is	in	Vigla	Forest.”
When	 I	 first	 mentioned	 this	 name	 my	 mother	 trembled	 and	 started	 back,	 but
quickly	 coming	 forward	 she	 said	 hastily	 and	with	 unusual	 anxiety,	 “Who	 told
you	this?”
“Cousin	 Gushu,	 mother.	 Gushu's	 father,	 mother,	 saw	 a	 host	 of	 vultures	 over
Vigla	Forest	circling	round.”
My	mother	repeated	 in	a	puzzled	way,	“Vultures	circling	round…”	Then,	after
thinking	a	moment,	 she	said	 to	herself,	“That	 is	 it,	 that	 is	where	he	halted	and
had	his	food.	The	vultures	are	attracted	by	the	smell.”
My	 father,	 arriving	 a	 few	days	 later,	 said	 the	 same	 thing,	while	 he	 added	 that
some	shepherds	had	also	seen	Zidra.	My	mother	was	delicate,	her	features	bore
the	 melancholy	 expression	 of	 some	 hidden	 sorrow.	 She	 looked	 wan	 and
remained	staring	into	space.	“Eh?	What?”	said	my	father	sternly.	“Why	should	I
be	afraid	of	Zidra?”
He	 closed	 the	 conversation.	 But	 into	 our	 house	 there	 crept	 an	 unexplained
disquietude,	 something	 intangible,	 blowing	 like	 an	 icy	 breath	 that	 made	 my
mother	 shudder.	 How	 could	 I	 understand	 then?	 Time	 alone	 has	 given	me	 the
explanation	of	it	all.	And	today	when	I	think	of	the	spot	where	this	dark	mystery
unfolded	 itself	 old	 scenes	 and	 things	 emerge	 from	 oblivion	 and	 stand	 vividly
before	me.	I	see	the	yard	of	our	house	with	the	door	opening	into	the	wood,	the
staircase	leading	into	the	bedroom,	here	is	the	hearth	and	along	the	walls	are	the
great	wooden	cupboards.	Sitting	upon	the	corner-seat	by	the	fire	my	mother	spun
at	her	wheel.	Often	she	would	start	to	spin	but	seemed	as	though	she	could	not.
She	 would	 constantly	 stop.	 Her	 thoughts	 were	 elsewhere.	 And	 if	 I	 asked	 her
anything,	she	would	nod	her	head	without	listening	to	me.	Only	when,	amid	the
loud	rustle	of	the	trees,	I	would	mention	Zidra	she	would	turn	quickly,	her	eyes
wide	open,	and	say	with	a	shiver:	“Zidra?”
“Yes,	mother.”
And	when	night	fell	she	would	try	the	doors	one	after	the	other.	She	would	walk
up	and	down,	 a	pine-torch	 in	her	hand,	passing	 through	visions	of	horror,	 and
with	 her	went	 the	 smoking	 flame	which	 rose	 and	 fell	 as	 it	 struggled	with	 the
shadows,	 moving	 upon	 the	 ceilings	 and	 floors	 and	 on	 the	 walls	 of	 the	 room



where	 the	 sofa	was,	where	 it	 lit	 up	 for	 a	 second	 the	 hanging	weapons:	 an	 old
musket,	two	scimitars,	some	pistols.
Sometimes	 there	 was	 a	 pleasant	 silence	 over	 everything.	 The	 wood	 slept,	 the
country,	too,	was	asleep.	Then,	in	the	light	of	the	little	icon-lamp,	could	be	heard
the	gentle	hum	of	the	spinning-wheel,	murmuring	like	a	golden	beetle	in	a	fairy-
tale,	lulling	me	till	I	slept.
During	 one	 of	 these	 nights	 the	wheel	 stopped	 and	 I	 heard	my	mother	 saying,
“Tuesday	 at	Custur,	Wednesday	 at	Lehova,	Thursday,	Thursday…”	She	 knew
where	my	father	usually	stayed	and	was	calculating.
Becoming	 confused	 she	 began	 again	 from	 the	 beginning,	 “Tuesday	 at	 Custur,
Wednesday	 at	 Lehova,	 Thursday,	 Thursday	 on	 the	 road.”	 And	 she	 rose.	 She
went	 to	 the	 lamp	 to	 pour	 in	 oil	 that	 it	 might	 burn	 till	 the	 daylight.	 In	 the
meantime	a	noise	came	from	the	yard	and	was	repeated	more	loudly.
“Mother,	someone	is	knocking!”
“Who	could	be	knocking?”	she	murmured.
After	 a	 moment	 of	 indecision	 she	 went	 downstairs.	 Unintelligible	 words
followed.	 A	 man's	 voice.	 The	 door	 was	 shaken.	 My	 mother	 began	 to	 speak
gently,	inaudibly.	Soon	everything	was	silent	again.	By	my	side	I	could	hear	my
mother's	breath,	coming	short	and	with	difficulty,	but	her	tongue	remained	tied.
When	she	recovered	herself	she	said	suddenly,	“Can	I?	How	can	I	open?	I	am
married.	I	cannot.”
“To	whom,	mother?	To	whom	must	you	open?”
She	 took	 me	 tremblingly	 in	 her	 arms,	 squeezed	 me	 to	 her,	 and	 pressed	 her
burning	 cheek	 against	 mine.	 “You	 are	 too	 little.	 You	 do	 not	 understand,	 my
treasure!”
And,	after	a	while,	talking	more	to	herself,	while	the	tears	flowed	slowly	down
her	cheeks,	 she	said,	“At	 the	 fountain	 in	Plaiu.	 It	 is	 long	ago.	We	pledged	our
word,	at	dusk,	and	God	saw	us,	but	in	the	end	he	made	off	one	day,	and	I	waited
for	him.	Years	and	years	I	waited.	Now	what	does	he	want?	I	am	married.	What
does	he	expect?	Why	did	he	come?”
Thus	much	I	remember.	I	fell	asleep	close	to	my	mother.	The	next	day	she	might
just	 have	 got	 up	 after	 a	 long	 illness	 so	 white	 was	 she	 in	 the	 face,	 with	 fear
shining	in	her	eyes.	When	my	father	saw	her	he	raised	the	thick	bushy	eyebrows
which	 gave	 such	 a	 harsh	 appearance	 to	 his	 hairy	 face.	 “There	 is	 something
wrong,	something	has	happened.”
Could	she	deny	it?	They	went	into	the	room	where	the	sofa	stood,	and	soon	after
my	 father	 broke	 out	 with,	 “From	 henceforth	 either	 I	 or	 he!”	 And	 he	 stormed
about,	 taking	 long	 heavy	 strides	 while	 the	 weapons	 clattered	 on	 the	 wall.	 He



swore,	and	added	with	a	wild	burst	of	laughter:	“Ha,	ha!	And	the	head	and	two
hundred	ducats!”
From	now	on	he	no	longer	took	the	road,	he	remained	on	guard.	Spies	began	to
move	 about.	 Fierce-looking	 men	 knocked	 at	 the	 door.	 My	 father	 went	 out,
exchanged	 some	 rapid	 words	 with	 them,	 among	 which	 could	 be	 continually
heard	the	name	of	Zidra,	and	they	disappeared.	But	what	were	those	cries,	those
sharp	whistles	through	the	night?	Often,	too,	across	the	hillocks	came	the	sound
of	stones,	stones	striking	one	against	the	other,	and	my	father	replied	in	the	same
way.	And	 the	knocking	 sounds	 rose	 sonorous,	 ringing	 through	 the	darkness	 as
though	some	strange	birds	were	rattling	 their	beaks.	 I	heard	 it	 in	my	sleep	and
shuddered.
“Have	no	fear,”	whispered	my	mother,	“it	is	nothing,	my	dear	one.	Your	father	is
talking	with	some	sentries.”
A	few	weeks	passed	thus,	until	one	midnight	there	appeared	in	the	further	room
four	men	in	black	cloaks,	carrying	guns.	They	seemed	to	have	sprung	out	of	the
ground.	They	shook	hands	and	without	a	moment's	pause	began	moving	about	in
the	 ruddy,	 uncertain	 light	 of	 the	 pine-torch.	 In	 the	 silence	 outside,	 a	 silence
caused	by	the	fog	which	deadened	all	sound,	their	words	could	be	overheard.	As
my	father	slung	his	scimitar	over	his	shoulder,	one	of	them	said	in	a	loud	clear
voice:	“At	Sticótur,	in	the	monastery.”
“Since	when?”
“Since	dinner-time	today.	He	is	eating	and	drinking.”
“The	man	is	caught,”	said	another.	“He	can't	escape	this	time.”
They	went	out	quickly,	and	they	were	lost	in	the	black	darkness	which	began	to
vibrate	with	the	rising	of	the	wind.	The	bushes	rattled	and	bent	beneath	the	rain.
Storms	 of	 rain	 beat	 and	 splashed	 against	 the	 window-panes,	 a	 sea	 of	 sound,
storm	after	storm."
Here,	as	far	as	I	can	remember,	Mitu	Dola	brought	the	story	to	a	close.	I	asked,
"How	did	it	end?"
"Didn't	you	hear	the	song?	My	father	took	the	head	and	put	it	in	his	pouch.	As	he
said,	'and	the	head	and	two	hundred	ducats.’”
	



THE	TWO	STEP-SISTER

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	an	old	widower,	who	had	one	daughter.
He	married	again	and	took	for	his	wife	a	widow,	who	also	had	a	daughter.	The
widow's	 daughter	 was	 ugly,	 lazy,	 obstinate	 and	 spiteful,	 yet	 as	 she	 was	 her
mother's	 own	 child,	 the	 latter	 was	 delighted	 with	 her	 and	 pushed	 everything
upon	her	husband's	daughter.	But	the	old	man's	child	was	beautiful,	industrious,
obedient	and	good.	God	had	gifted	her	with	every	virtuous	and	lovable	quality,
yet	 she	was	persecuted	by	her	 spiteful	 sister,	 as	well	 as	by	her	 step-mother,	 it
was	 fortunate	 that	 she	 possessed	 endurance	 and	 patience,	 or	 she	 would	 have
fared	badly.
Whenever	 there	was	any	hard	work	 to	be	done,	 it	was	put	upon	 the	old	man's
daughter.	She	was	obliged	to	get	dry	wood	from	the	forest,	drag	the	heavy	sacks
of	grain	to	the	mill,	in	short,	every	task	always	fell	to	her	lot.	The	whole	livelong
day	she	had	no	rest,	but	was	kept	continually	going	up	stairs	and	down.	Still	the
old	 woman	 and	 her	 treasure	 of	 a	 daughter	 were	 constantly	 dissatisfied,	 and
always	had	something	to	find	fault	with.	The	step-daughter	was	a	heavy	cross	to
the	second	wife,	but	her	own	daughter	was	like	the	basil	plant,	which	is	placed
before	the	images	of	the	saints.
When	 the	 step-sisters	went	 to	 the	village	 in	 the	evening	 to	 spin,	 the	old	man's
daughter	did	not	allow	herself	to	be	interrupted	in	her	work,	but	finished	a	whole
sieve	full	of	spools,	while	the	old	woman's	daughter	with	difficulty	completed	a
single	 one.	 When	 they	 came	 home	 late	 at	 night,	 the	 old	 woman's	 daughter
jumped	 nimbly	 over	 the	 fence	 and	 asked	 to	 hold	 the	 sieve	 till	 the	 other	 had
leaped	 over	 it	 too.	 Meantime	 the	 spiteful	 girl	 hurried	 into	 the	 house	 to	 her
parents,	and	said	she	had	spun	all	the	spools.	The	step-sister	vainly	declared	that
they	were	 the	work	 of	 her	 own	 hands,	 and	mother	 and	 daughter	 jeered	 at	 her
words,	and	of	course	gained	their	cause.
When	 Sunday	 or	 Friday	 came	 the	 old	 woman's	 daughter	 was	 brushed	 and
bedizened	as	though	the	calves	had	licked	her.	There	was	no	dance,	no	feather-



plucking	 in	 the	village	 to	which	 the	old	woman's	 daughter	 did	not	 go,	 but	 the
step-daughter	 was	 sternly	 denied	 every	 pleasure	 of	 the	 kind.	 Yet	 when	 the
husband	came	home,	his	wife's	tongue	ran	like	a	mill-wheel.	Her	step-daughter
was	disobedient,	bold,	bad-tempered,	this,	that,	and	the	other,	and	he	must	send
her	 away	 from	 home,	 put	 her	 out	 at	 service,	 whichever	 he	 chose,	 but	 it	 was
impossible	to	keep	her	in	the	house	because	she	might	ruin	her	daughter	too.
The	 old	 man	 was	 a	 jackanapes,	 or,	 as	 the	 saying	 goes,	 under	 petticoat
government.	Everything	his	wife	 said	was	 sacred.	Had	he	obeyed	 the	voice	of
his	heart	the	poor	old	man	might	perhaps	have	said	something,	but	now	the	hen
had	begun	to	crow	in	the	house,	and	the	rooster	was	of	no	consequence,	and	if	he
had	thought	of	opposing	them,	his	wife	and	her	daughter	would	have	soon	made
him	repent	it.
One	 day,	when	 he	was	 unusually	 angry	 about	what	 his	wife	 had	 told	 him,	 he
called	 the	 young	 girl,	 and	 said,	 "My	dear	 child,	 your	mother	 is	 always	 saying
that	you	are	disobedient	to	her,	have	a	spiteful	tongue,	and	are	wicked,	so	that	it
is	not	possible	 for	you	 to	stay	any	 longer	 in	my	house.	Therefore	go	wherever
the	Lord	may	guide	you,	that	there	may	no	longer	be	so	much	quarrelling	here
on	 your	 account.	 But	 I	 advise	 you	 as	 a	 father,	 wherever	 you	 may	 go,	 to	 be
obedient,	 humble,	 and	 industrious,	 for	 here	with	me	 all	 your	 faults	 have	 been
overlooked,	 and	parental	 affection	has	aided	you,	but	 among	strangers	nobody
knows	what	sort	of	people	you	may	meet,	and	they	will	not	indulge	you	as	we
have	done."
When	 the	poor	girl	 saw	 that	her	step-mother	and	her	daughter	wanted	 to	drive
her	out	of	 the	house	at	 any	cost,	 she	kissed	her	 father's	hand	with	 tears	 in	her
eyes,	and	went	out	into	the	wide	world	without	any	hope	of	ever	returning	home.
She	walked	along	the	road	till	she	chanced	to	meet	a	little	sick	dog,	so	thin	that
one	could	count	its	ribs.
When	the	dog	saw	her,	it	said,	"You	beautiful,	industrious	girl,	have	pity	on	me
and	take	care	of	me,	I	will	reward	you	someday."
The	girl	did	pity	the	poor	animal,	and,	taking	it	in	her	arms,	washed	and	cleaned
it	thoroughly.	Then	she	left	it	and	went	on,	glad	that	she	had	been	able	to	do	a
good	action.	She	had	not	walked	 far	when	she	came	 to	a	 fine	pear-tree	 in	 full
bloom,	but	it	was	completely	covered	with	caterpillars.
When	 the	 pear-tree	 saw	 the	 girl,	 it	 said,	 "You	 beautiful,	 industrious	 girl,	 take
care	of	me	and	rid	me	of	these	caterpillars,	I	will	repay	you	for	it	someday."
The	girl,	with	her	usual	diligence,	cleared	the	pear-tree	from	its	dry	branches	and
most	carefully	removed	the	caterpillars,	then	she	walked	quietly	on	to	seek	some
place	where	she	might	enter	into	service.
On	her	way	she	came	 to	a	 ruined,	neglected	fountain,	which	said	 to	her:	"You



beautiful,	industrious	girl,	take	care	of	me,	I	will	reward	you	someday."
The	 little	 maid	 cleared	 the	 fountain,	 cleaned	 it	 thoroughly,	 and	 then	 went	 on
again.	As	she	walked	she	came	to	a	dilapidated	oven,	which	had	become	almost
entirely	useless.
As	 soon	 as	 the	oven	 saw	her,	 it	 said,	 "You	beautiful,	 industrious	girl,	 line	me
with	stones	and	clean	me,	I	will	repay	you	someday!"
The	 young	 girl	 knew	 that	 work	 harms	 no	 one,	 so	 she	 rolled	 up	 her	 sleeves,
moistened	some	clay,	stopped	the	holes	in	the	stove,	greased	it	and	cleaned	it	till
it	was	a	pleasure	to	see	it.	Then	she	washed	her	hands	and	continued	her	journey.
As	she	walked	on,	day	and	night,	it	happened,	I	don't	know	how,	that	she	missed
her	way,	yet	she	did	not	lose	her	trust	in	God,	but	walked	on	and	on	until	early
one	 morning,	 after	 passing	 through	 a	 dark	 forest,	 she	 reached	 a	 beautiful
meadow.	 In	 the	 meadow	 she	 saw	 a	 little	 house,	 completely	 overgrown	 with
vines,	and	when	she	approached	it	an	old	woman	came	out	kindly	to	meet	her,
and	said,	"What	are	you	seeking	here,	child,	and	who	are	you?"
"Who	should	I	be,	good	dame!	A	poor	girl,	motherless,	and	I	may	say	fatherless,
too,	 for	God	 alone	 knows	what	 I	 have	 suffered	 since	my	 own	mother's	 hands
were	folded	on	her	breast.	I	am	seeking	service,	and	as	I	know	nobody	and	am
wandering	from	place	to	place	I	have	lost	my	way.	But	the	Lord	guided	me,	so
that	I	have	reached	your	house	and	I	beg	you	to	give	me	a	shelter."
"Poor	child!"	replied	the	old	dame.	"Surely	God	himself	has	led	you	to	me	and
saved	 you	 from	 danger.	 I	 am	 the	 Goddess	 of	 Sunday.	 Serve	me	 today,	 and	 I
promise	that	you	shall	not	leave	my	house	empty-handed	tomorrow."
"Very	well,	but	I	don't	know	what	I	have	to	do."
"You	must	wash	and	feed	my	little	children,	who	are	now	asleep,	and	then	cook
my	dinner,	when	I	come	home	from	church	I	want	to	find	it	neither	hot	nor	cold,
but	just	right	to	eat."
When	she	had	said	this,	the	old	woman	set	off	for	church.	The	young	girl	rolled
up	her	sleeves	and	went	to	work.	First	of	all	she	prepared	the	water	for	the	bath,
then	went	 out-doors	 and	 began	 to	 call:	 "Children,	 children,	 children,	 come	 to
mother	and	let	her	wash	you."
When	 she	 looked	 up,	what	 did	 she	 behold?	The	 court-yard	was	 filled	 and	 the
woods	 were	 swarming	 with	 a	 host	 of	 dragons	 and	 all	 sorts	 of	 wild	 beasts	 of
every	size.	But,	firm	in	her	faith	and	trust	in	God,	the	young	girl	did	not	quail,
but	 taking	one	animal	 after	 another	washed	and	cleaned	 it	 in	 the	best	possible
way.	 Then	 she	 set	 about	 cooking	 the	 dinner,	 and	 when	 Sunday	 came	 out	 of
church	and	saw	her	children	so	nicely	washed	and	everything	so	well	done	she
was	greatly	delighted.	After	she	had	sat	down	to	the	table,	she	told	the	young	girl
that	she	might	go	up	into	the	attic,	choose	whichever	chest	she	wanted,	and	take



it	 away	with	her	 for	her	wages,	but	 she	must	not	open	 it	until	 she	 reached	her
father's	house.
The	maiden	went	to	the	garret,	where	there	were	a	number	of	chests,	some	old
and	ugly,	others	new	and	beautiful.	But	as	she	was	not	a	bit	covetous,	she	took
the	oldest	and	ugliest	of	them	all.	When	she	came	down	with	it,	the	Goddess	of
Sunday	 frowned	 slightly,	 but	 there	was	 no	 help	 for	 it,	 so	 she	 blessed	 the	 girl,
who	took	her	trunk	on	her	back	and	joyfully	returned	to	her	father's	house.
On	the	way,	lo	and	behold!	There	was	the	oven	full	of	beautifully	risen,	nicely
browned	cakes.	The	girl	ate	and	ate,	as	many	as	she	could,	then	took	some	with
her	for	her	journey	and	went	on.
Soon	she	came	to	the	fountain	she	had	cleaned,	and	which	was	now	filled	to	the
brim	with	water	as	clear	as	tears	and	as	sweet	and	cold	as	ice.	On	the	edge	stood
two	 silver	 goblets,	 from	 which	 she	 drank	 the	 water	 until	 she	 was	 entirely
refreshed.	Then,	taking	one	goblet	with	her,	she	walked	on.
As	she	went,	 lo	and	behold!	There	stood	 the	pear-tree	she	had	cleaned,	 full	of
pears	as	yellow	as	wax,	perfectly	 ripe,	and	as	sweet	as	honey.	When	 the	pear-
tree	saw	the	girl,	it	bent	its	branches	down	to	her,	and	she	ate	some	of	the	fruit
and	took	more	pears	to	eat	on	the	way,	just	as	many	of	them	as	she	wanted.
From	 there	 she	 journeyed	on	again,	 and	 lo	and	behold!	She	next	met	 the	 little
dog,	which	was	now	well	and	handsome,	and	around	its	neck	it	wore	a	collar	of
ducats	which	it	gave	the	old	man's	daughter	as	a	reward	for	taking	care	of	it	in	its
sickness.
So	the	young	girl	at	last	reached	her	father's	house.	When	the	old	man	saw	her
his	eyes	filled	with	tears	and	his	heart	 throbbed	with	joy.	The	girl	 took	out	 the
dog's	collar	and	the	silver	goblet	and	gave	them	to	her	father,	when	they	opened
the	chest	together,	out	came	countless	numbers	of	horses,	cattle,	and	sheep,	till
the	 sight	 of	 so	much	wealth	 instantly	made	 the	 old	man	 young	 again.	But	 his
wife	stood	as	if	she	were	dazed,	and	did	not	know	what	to	do	in	her	rage.	Her
daughter,	 however,	 plucked	 up	 courage	 and	 said,	 "Never	 mind,	 mother,	 the
world	isn't	emptied	yet.	I'll	go	and	fetch	you	still	greater	treasures."
After	saying	 this	she	angrily	set	off	at	once.	She	walked	and	walked	along	 the
same	path	her	step-sister	had	followed.	She,	too,	met	the	sick,	feeble	dog,	passed
the	 pear-tree	 covered	 with	 caterpillars,	 the	 dry,	 neglected	 fountain,	 and	 the
dilapidated	oven	which	had	become	almost	useless,	but	when	dog,	tree,	fountain
and	oven	begged	her	to	take	care	of	them,	she	answered	rudely	and	scornfully:
"Do	 you	 suppose	 I'll	 soil	 my	 delicate	 hands!	 Have	 you	 often	 been	 tended	 by
people	like	me?"
As	 they	 all	 knew	 that	 it	 is	 easier	 to	 get	milk	 from	 a	 dry	 cow	 than	 to	make	 a
spoiled,	lazy	girl	obliging,	they	let	her	go	her	way	in	peace,	and	no	longer	asked



her	 for	 help.	 As	 she	 walked	 on	 and	 on,	 she	 too	 at	 last	 reached	 the	 Goddess
Sunday.	But	here	also	she	behaved	sullenly,	saucily,	and	awkwardly.	Instead	of
cooking	 the	dinner	nicely	 and	washing	Sunday's	 children	 as	 thoroughly	 as	 her
step-sister	had	done,	she	burned	them	all	till	they	screamed	and	ran	off	as	though
crazed	by	the	burns	and	the	pain.	The	food	she	scorched,	charred,	and	let	curdle
so	 that	 no	 one	 could	 eat	 it,	 and	 when	 Sunday	 came	 home	 from	 church	 she
covered	 her	 eyes	 and	 ears	 in	 horror	 at	what	 she	 found	 in	 her	 house.	Even	 the
gentle,	indulgent	Goddess	could	not	get	along	with	such	an	obstinate,	lazy	girl	as
this	one,	so	she	told	her	to	go	up	into	the	garret,	choose	any	chest	she	wanted,
and	then	in	God's	name	continue	her	journey.
The	girl	went	up,	took	the	newest	and	handsomest	trunk,	for	she	liked	to	get	as
much	as	possible	of	the	best	and	finest	things,	but	was	not	willing	to	do	faithful
service.	When	she	came	down	she	did	not	go	to	the	Goddess	Sunday	to	receive
her	blessing,	but	hurried	off	as	if	she	were	quitting	an	evil	house.	She	nearly	ran
herself	 off	 her	 feet,	 in	 the	 fear	 that	 her	 mistress	 might	 change	 her	 mind	 and
follow	her	to	get	her	trunk	back.
When	 she	 reached	 the	 oven	 there	 were	 some	 nice	 cakes	 in	 it,	 but	 when	 she
approached	to	satisfy	her	hunger	the	fire	burned	her	and	she	could	take	none.
The	silver	goblets	were	again	at	the	fountain	and	the	fountain	was	full	of	water
to	the	brim,	but	when	the	girl	tried	to	seize	the	cup	to	drink,	the	goblets	instantly
vanished,	the	water	dried	up,	and	the	girl	almost	died	of	thirst.
When	 she	 came	 to	 the	pear	 tree	 it	 stood	 full	 of	pears,	 but	do	you	 suppose	 the
traveller	could	taste	even	one	of	them?	No!	The	tree	had	made	itself	a	thousand
times	as	tall	as	before,	so	that	its	boughs	touched	the	clouds!	So	the	old	woman's
daughter	might	pick	her	teeth,	she	obtained	nothing	else.
Going	further	on	she	met	the	dog,	which	again	had	a	collar	of	ducats	round	its
neck,	but	when	the	girl	tried	to	take	it	off	the	dog	bit	her	so	that	he	tore	off	her
fingers	and	would	not	let	her	touch	him.	The	girl,	in	rage	and	shame,	sucked	her
delicate	little	hands,	but	it	did	no	good.
At	last,	after	great	difficulty,	she	reached	her	mother's	house,	but	even	here	she
did	not	 find	herself	 rolling	 in	money,	 for	when	 the	old	man's	wife	opened	 the
chest,	out	came	a	host	of	dragons,	which	swallowed	her	and	her	daughter	as	if
they	had	never	been	in	the	world.	Then	dragons,	trunk,	and	all	vanished.
The	 old	 man	 could	 now	 live	 in	 peace,	 and	 possessed	 countless	 riches.	 His
daughter	 he	married	 to	 a	worthy,	 capable	man.	The	 cocks	 now	crowed	on	 the
gate-posts,	the	threshold,	and	everywhere,	but	the	hens	no	longer	crowed	as	an
evil	omen	in	the	house	of	the	old	man,	who	had	not	many	days	of	life	remaining.
He	was	bald	and	bent,	because	his	wife	had	quarrelled	with	him	too	often	and
looked	to	see	if	he	didn't	need	a	drubbing.



	



THE	CARAIMAN

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

LONG,	LONG	AGO,	WHEN	THE	SKY	was	nearer	to	the	earth	than	now,	and
there	 was	 more	 water	 than	 land,	 there	 dwelt	 a	 mighty	 sorcerer	 in	 the
Carpathians.	He	was	as	tall	as	the	tallest	pine-tree,	and	he	carried	upon	his	head
a	whole	tree	with	green	twigs	and	budding	branches.	His	beard	was	many	yards
long	and	was	made	of	moss,	and	so	were	his	eyebrows.	His	clothing	was	of	bark,
his	 voice	 was	 like	 rolling	 thunder,	 and	 beneath	 his	 arm	 he	 carried	 a	 set	 of
bagpipes,	 as	big	 as	 a	house.	He	could	do	anything	he	 liked	with	his	bagpipes.
When	he	played	softly,	young	green	sprang	up	all	round	about	him,	as	far	as	his
eye	could	 reach.	 If	he	blew	harder,	 he	 could	create	 living	 things,	but	when	he
blew	 fearfully	 loud,	 then	 such	a	 storm	arose	 that	 the	mountains	 shook	and	 the
sea	shrank	back	from	the	rocks,	so	that	more	land	was	left	uncovered.
Once	 he	 was	 attacked	 by	 some	 powerful	 enemies,	 but	 instead	 of	 having	 to
defend	himself,	he	merely	put	the	bagpipes	to	his	lips,	and	changed	his	foes	into
pines	 and	 beech-trees.	 He	 was	 never	 tired	 of	 playing,	 for	 it	 delighted	 his	 ear
when	the	echo	sent	back	 the	sound	of	his	music	 to	him,	but	still	more	was	his
eye	 delighted	 to	 see	 all	 grow	 into	 life	 around	 him.	 Then	 thousands	 of	 sheep
would	appear,	on	every	height	and	from	every	valley,	and	upon	the	forehead	of
each	grew	a	little	tree,	whereby	the	Caraiman	might	know	which	were	his.	From
the	stones	around,	too,	dogs	sprang	forth,	and	every	one	of	them	knew	his	voice.
Since	 he	 had	 not	 noticed	 much	 that	 was	 good	 in	 the	 inhabitants	 of	 other
countries,	 he	 hesitated	 a	 long	while	 before	making	 any	 human	 beings.	Yet	 he
came	 to	 the	 conclusion	 that	 children	were	good	and	 loving,	 and	he	decided	 to
people	his	land	with	children	only.	So	he	began	to	play	the	sweetest	tune	he	had
ever	yet	composed,	and	behold!	Children	sprang	up	on	every	side,	and	yet	more
children,	in	endless	crowds.
Now	 you	 can	 fancy	 how	wonderful	 the	Caraiman’s	 kingdom	 looked.	Nothing
but	 play	was	 ever	 carried	 on	 there,	 and	 the	 little	 creatures	 toddled	 and	 rolled



around	in	that	beautiful	world	and	were	very	happy.	They	crept	under	the	ewes
and	 sucked	 the	 milk	 from	 their	 udders,	 they	 plucked	 herbs	 and	 fruit	 and	 ate
them,	 they	 slept	 on	 beds	 of	 moss	 and	 under	 overhanging	 rocks,	 and	 were	 as
happy	as	the	day	was	long.	Their	happiness	crept	even	into	their	sleep,	for	then
the	Caraiman	played	 them	 the	 loveliest	 airs,	 so	 that	 they	 had	 always	 beautiful
dreams.
There	was	never	 any	 angry	word	 spoken	 in	 the	kingdom	of	 the	Caraiman,	 for
these	children	were	all	so	sweet	and	 joyful	 that	 they	never	quarrelled	with	one
another.	There	was	no	occasion	for	envy	or	jealousy	either,	since	each	one’s	lot
was	as	happy	as	his	neighbour’s.	And	the	Caraiman	took	care	that	there	should
be	plenty	of	sheep	to	feed	the	children,	and	with	his	music	he	always	provided
enough	of	grass	and	herbs,	that	the	sheep,	too,	might	be	well	nourished.
No	child	ever	hurt	itself,	either,	the	dogs	took	care	of	that,	for	they	carried	them
about	and	sought	out	the	softest,	mossiest	spots	for	their	playgrounds.	If	a	child
fell	 into	 the	water,	 the	dogs	 fetched	 it	out,	 and	 if	one	were	 tired,	 a	dog	would
take	it	upon	his	back	and	carry	it	into	the	cool	shade	to	rest.	In	short,	the	children
were	 as	 happy	 as	 though	 they	 had	 been	 in	 Paradise.	 They	 never	 wished	 for
anything	more,	since	they	had	never	seen	anything	outside	their	little	world.
There	were	not	yet	any	“smart”	or	“ugly”	clothes	then,	nor	any	fine	palaces	with
miserable	 huts	 beside	 them,	 so	 that	 no	 one	 could	 look	 enviously	 at	 his
neighbour’s	 belongings.	 Sickness	 and	 death	 were	 unknown,	 too,	 in	 the
Caraiman’s	country,	for	the	creatures	he	made	came	into	the	world	as	perfect	as
a	chick	from	its	shell,	and	there	was	no	need	for	any	to	die,	since	there	was	so
much	room	for	all.	All	the	land	which	he	had	redeemed	from	the	sea	had	to	be
populated,	and	for	nothing	but	sheep	and	children	there	was	room	on	it,	and	to
spare,	for	many	a	long	day.
The	 children	 knew	 nothing	 of	 reading	 or	 writing.	 It	 was	 not	 necessary	 they
should,	since	everything	came	to	them	of	itself,	and	they	had	to	take	no	trouble
about	 anything.	Neither	 did	 they	need	 any	 further	 knowledge,	 since	 they	were
exposed	to	no	dangers.
Yet,	as	they	grew	older,	they	learnt	to	dig	out	little	dwellings	for	themselves	in
the	ground,	and	 to	carpet	 them	with	moss,	and	 then	of	a	sudden	 they	began	 to
say,	“This	is	mine.”
But	when	once	a	child	had	begun	to	say,	“This	is	mine,”	all	the	others	wanted	to
say	 it	 too.	 Some	 built	 themselves	 huts	 like	 the	 first,	 but	 others	 found	 it	much
easier	 to	 nestle	 into	 those	 that	were	 already	made,	 and	 then,	when	 the	 owners
cried	 and	 complained,	 the	 unkind	 little	 conquerors	 laughed.	 Thereupon	 those
who	had	been	cheated	of	their	belongings	struck	out	with	their	fists,	and	so	the
first	 battle	 arose.	 Some	 ran	 and	 brought	 complaints	 to	 the	 Caraiman,	 who	 in
consequence	blew	a	mighty	thunder	upon	his	bagpipes,	which	frightened	all	the



children	terribly.
So	they	learnt	for	the	first	time	to	know	fear,	and	afterwards	they	showed	anger
against	 the	 tale-bearers.	 In	 this	 way	 even	 strife	 and	 division	 entered	 into	 the
Caraiman’s	beautiful,	peaceful	kingdom.
He	was	deeply	grieved	when	he	saw	how	the	tiny	folk	in	his	kingdom	behaved
in	just	the	same	way	as	the	grown	people	in	other	lands,	and	he	debated	how	he
might	cure	the	evil.	Should	he	blow	them	all	away	into	the	sea,	and	make	a	new
family?	But	the	new	ones	would	soon	be	as	bad	as	these,	and	then	he	was	really
too	fond	of	his	little	people.
Next	he	 thought	of	 taking	away	everything	over	which	 they	might	quarrel,	but
then	all	would	become	dry	and	barren,	for	it	was	but	over	a	handful	of	earth	and
moss	that	the	strife	had	arisen,	and,	in	truth,	only	because	some	of	the	children
had	been	industrious	and	others	lazy.
Then	he	bethought	himself	of	making	them	presents,	and	gave	to	each	sheep	and
dogs	 and	 a	garden	 for	his	particular	 use.	But	 this	 only	made	 things	 far	worse.
Some	planted	their	gardens,	but	others	let	them	run	wild,	and	then	perceived	that
the	cultivated	gardens	were	the	fairest,	and	that	the	sheep	that	had	good	pasture
gave	 the	most	milk.	 Then	 the	 trouble	 became	 great	 indeed.	 The	 lazy	 children
made	a	 league	against	 the	others,	 attacked	 them,	and	 took	away	many	of	 their
gardens.
Then	 the	 industrious	 ones	 moved	 to	 a	 fresh	 spot,	 which	 soon	 grew	 fair	 also
under	their	hands,	or	else	they	refused	to	be	driven	out,	and	long	conflicts	arose,
in	the	course	of	which	some	of	the	children	were	slain.	When	they	saw	death	for
the	first	time	they	were	greatly	frightened	and	grieved,	and	swore	to	keep	peace
with	one	another.	But	all	in	vain.	They	could	not	stay	quiet	for	long,	so,	as	they
were	now	loth	to	kill	one	another,	they	began	to	take	away	each	other’s	property
by	stealth	and	with	cunning.	And	this	was	far	sadder	to	see.
The	Caraiman,	indeed,	grew	so	heavy	of	heart	over	it	that	he	wept	rivers	of	tears.
They	flowed	down	through	the	valley	and	into	the	sea,	yet	the	wicked	children
never	 considered	 that	 these	were	 the	 tears	 their	 kind	 father	was	weeping	 over
them,	and	went	on	bickering	and	quarrelling.	Thereupon	the	Caraiman	wept	ever
more	and	more,	and	his	tears	turned	to	torrents	and	cataracts	that	devastated	the
land,	 and	 ended	 by	 changing	 it	 into	 one	 large	 lake,	 wherein	 countless	 living
creatures	came	to	their	death.
Then	he	ceased	weeping,	and	blew	a	mighty	wind,	which	left	the	land	dry	again,
but	now	all	the	green	growth	had	vanished,	houses	and	gardens	lay	buried	under
heaps	 of	 stones,	 and	 the	 sheep,	 for	 lack	 of	 pasture,	 no	 longer	 gave	 any	milk.
Then	 the	 children	 cut	 their	 throats	 open	 with	 sharp	 stones,	 to	 see	 if	 the	milk
would	not	flow	out	in	a	fresh	place,	but	instead	of	milk,	blood	gushed	out,	and
when	they	had	drunk	that	they	became	fierce,	and	were	always	craving	for	more



of	it.	So	they	slew	many	other	sheep,	stealing	those	of	their	brethren,	and	drank
blood	and	ate	meat.
Then	the	Caraiman	said,	“There	must	be	larger	animals	made,	or	there	will	soon
be	none	left!”	and	blew	again	upon	his	bagpipes.	And	behold!	Wild	bulls	came
into	 the	 world,	 and	 winged	 horses	 with	 long	 scaly	 tails,	 and	 elephants,	 and
serpents.	The	children	now	began	 to	 fight	with	all	 these	creatures,	and	 thereby
grew	very	tall	and	strong	themselves.
Many	 of	 the	 animals	 allowed	 themselves	 to	 be	 tamed	 and	 made	 useful,	 but
others	pursued	the	children	and	killed	them,	and	as	they	no	longer	dwelt	in	such
peace	 and	 safety,	 many	 grievous	 and	 dangerous	 sicknesses	 appeared	 among
them.	 Soon	 they	 became	 in	 all	 respects	 like	 the	 men	 of	 other	 lands,	 and	 the
Caraiman	grew	more	and	more	soured	and	gloomy,	since	all	that	which	he	had
intended	to	use	for	good,	had	but	turned	to	evil.	His	creatures,	too,	neither	loved
nor	trusted	him,	and	instead	of	perceiving	that	they	themselves	had	wrought	the
harm,	 thought	 that	 the	 Caraiman	 had	 sent	 sorrow	 upon	 them	 out	 of	 wanton
cruelty	 and	 sport.	 They	 would	 no	 longer	 listen	 to	 the	 bagpipes,	 whose	 sweet
strains	had	of	old	been	wont	to	delight	their	ears.
The	old	giant,	indeed,	did	not	often	care	to	play	on	his	pipes	now.	He	had	grown
weary	for	very	sorrow,	and	would	sleep	for	hours	together	under	the	shade	of	his
eyebrows,	which	had	grown	down	into	his	beard.	But	sometimes	he	would	start
up	out	of	 sleep,	put	 the	pipes	 to	his	mouth,	 and	blow	a	very	 trumpet-blast	out
into	the	wicked	world.	Hence	there	at	last	arose	such	a	raging	storm	that	the	trees
ground,	 creaking	and	groaning,	 against	one	another,	 and	caused	a	 fire	 to	burst
out,	 so	 that	 soon	 the	whole	 forest	was	 in	 flames.	Then	he	 reached	up	with	 the
tree	that	grew	upon	his	head,	till	he	touched	the	clouds,	and	shook	down	rain,	to
quench	the	fire.	But	all	this	while	the	human	beings	below	had	but	one	thought,
how	to	put	the	bagpipes	to	silence	for	ever	and	ever.
So	they	set	out	with	lances	and	spears,	and	slings	and	stones,	to	give	battle	to	the
giant,	but	at	the	sight	of	them	he	burst	into	such	laughter	that	an	earthquake	took
place,	which	swallowed	them	all	up,	with	their	dwellings	and	their	cattle.
Then	 another	 host	 set	 out	 against	 him	with	 pine-torches,	wherewith	 to	 set	 his
beard	on	fire.	He	did	but	sneeze,	however,	and	all	the	torches	were	extinguished
and	their	bearers	fell	backwards	to	the	earth.
A	 third	host	would	have	bound	him	while	he	slept,	but	he	stretched	his	 limbs,
and	the	bonds	burst,	and	all	the	men	about	him	were	crushed	to	atoms.	Then	they
would	have	set	upon	him	all	the	mighty	wild	beasts	he	had	created.	But	he	swept
the	air	together	and	made	thereof	an	endless	fall	of	snow,	that	covered	them	over
and	 over,	 and	 buried	 them	 deep,	 and	 turned	 to	 ice	 above	 them,	 so	 that	 after
thousands	of	years,	when	their	like	was	no	more	to	be	seen	on	earth,	those	beasts
still	lay,	with	fur	and	flesh	unchanged,	embedded	in	the	ice.



Then	they	bethought	themselves	of	getting	hold	of	the	bagpipes	by	stealth,	and
carrying	 them	off	while	 the	giant	was	asleep.	But	he	 laid	his	head	upon	 them,
and	it	was	so	heavy	that	men	and	beasts	together	could	not	drag	the	pipes	from
under	 it.	 So	 at	 last	 they	 crept	 up	 quite	 softly	 and	 bored	 a	 tiny	 hole	 in	 the
bagpipes,	and	lo!	There	arose	such	a	storm	that	one	could	not	tell	earth	or	sea	or
sky	apart,	and	scarcely	anything	survived	of	all	that	the	Caraiman	had	created.
But	 the	giant	awoke	no	more,	he	 is	still	slumbering,	and	under	his	arm	are	 the
bagpipes,	 which	 sometimes	 begin	 to	 sound,	 when	 the	 storm-wind	 catches	 in
them,	as	it	hurries	down	the	Prahova	valley.	If	only	someone	could	but	mend	the
bagpipes,	then	the	world	would	belong	to	the	children	once	more.
	



THE	MORNING	STAR	AND	THE	EVENING	STAR

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	 ONCE	 AN	 EMPEROR	AND	 empress	 who	 were	 childless.	 So
they	sought	out	all	the	wizards	and	witches,	all	the	old	women	and	astrologers,
but	their	skill	proved	vain,	for	no	one	knew	how	to	help	them.	At	last	the	royal
pair	devoted	themselves	to	almsgiving,	praying,	and	fasting,	until	one	night	the
empress	dreamed	that	the	Lord	had	taken	pity	on	her,	and	appearing	to	her,	said,
"I	have	heard	your	prayers,	and	will	give	you	a	child	whose	like	cannot	be	found
on	 earth.	 Your	 husband,	 the	 emperor,	 must	 go	 to	 the	 brook	 tomorrow	with	 a
hook	and	line.	Then	you	are	to	prepare	with	your	own	hands	the	fish	he	catches,
and	eat	it."
Before	 it	was	 fairly	daylight,	 the	empress	went	 to	 the	emperor	 and	woke	him,
saying:	"Rise,	my	royal	husband,	it	is	morning."
"Why,	 what	 ails	 you	 today,	 wife,	 that	 you	 wake	 me	 so	 early?"	 the	 emperor
replied.	"Has	any	foe	crossed	the	frontiers	of	my	country?"
"Heaven	forbid.	I've	heard	nothing	of	that	sort,	but	listen	to	my	dream."
And	she	told	him	about	it.
When	the	emperor	heard	her	story	he	jumped	out	of	bed,	dressed,	took	the	hook
and	line,	and,	gasping	for	breath,	went	 to	 the	brook.	He	threw	in	 the	hook	and
soon	saw	the	cork	on	the	line	bob.	He	pulled	it	out,	and	what	did	he	see?	A	big
fish,	made	entirely	of	gold.	It	was	a	wonder	that	he	did	not	die	of	joy.	But	what
did	the	empress	say	when	she	saw	it?	She	was	still	more	out	of	her	wits.
The	empress	cooked	the	fish	with	her	own	hands,	the	royal	couple	ate	it,	and	the
empress	instantly	felt	that	the	promise	would	be	fulfilled.
The	maid-servant	who	cleared	away	 the	 table	 saw	a	 fish-bone	on	 the	empress'
plate,	and	thought	she	would	suck	it,	to	know	how	food	tastes	when	prepared	by
royal	hands.
One	day	the	empress	received	the	gift	of	a	beautiful	boy,	as	handsome	as	a	little



angel.	That	same	night	the	maid-servant,	 too,	had	a	son	who	looked	so	exactly
like	the	prince	that	they	could	not	be	distinguished	from	each	other.	The	maid-
servant's	 child	 precisely	 resembled	 the	 royal	 boy.	 The	 prince	 was	 named
Busujok	(Basil),	while	the	maid-servant's	son	was	called	Siminok	(Cat’s	Foot)
They	grew	up	 together,	were	 taught	 their	 lessons,	 and	 learned	 as	much	 in	one
day	as	other	children	in	a	whole	year.	When	they	were	playing	in	the	garden,	the
empress	watched	them	from	her	window	with	great	delight.
They	became	tall	youths	and	looked	so	much	alike	that	people	could	never	tell
which	was	 the	prince	and	which	 the	maid-servant's	 son.	They	were	haughty	 in
bearing,	both	were	charming,	winning	in	speech,	and	brave,	brave	to	a	fault.
One	day	they	determined	to	go	hunting.	But	the	empress	was	constantly	fretting
herself	 to	 find	 some	way	 of	 recognizing	 her	 own	 son,	 for	 as	 their	 faces	were
alike	 and	 their	 clothes	 precisely	 the	 same,	 she	 often	 could	 not	 distinguish	 one
from	the	other.	She	therefore	thought	of	putting	some	mark	on	the	prince.	So	she
called	him,	and	while	pretending	to	be	playing	with	his	hair,	knotted	two	locks
together	without	his	knowledge.	Then	the	youths	went	off	to	hunt.
They	 hurried	 joyously	 through	 the	 green	 fields,	 skipped	 about	 like	 lambkins,
gathered	 flowers,	 sprinkled	 themselves	 with	 dew,	 watched	 the	 butterflies	 flit
from	 blossom	 to	 blossom,	 saw	 the	 bees	 gather	 wax	 and	 honey,	 and	 enjoyed
themselves	 to	 the	utmost.	Then	 they	went	 to	 the	 springs,	 drank	 some	water	 to
refresh	themselves,	and	gazed	unweariedly	at	the	sky,	which	met	the	earth	on	the
horizon.	They	would	 fain	have	gone	 to	 the	 end	of	 the	world	 to	 see	 it	 close	 at
hand,	 or	 at	 least	 far	 enough	 to	 reach	 the	 spot	 where	 the	 earth	 grows	 marshy
before	it	comes	to	an	end.
Next	they	went	into	the	woods.	When	they	saw	the	beauties	of	 the	forest,	 they
stood	still	with	mouths	wide	open	 in	astonishment.	Consider	 that	 they	had	not
beheld	any	of	these	things	in	their	whole	lives.	When	the	wind	blew	and	stirred
the	 leaves,	 they	 listened	 to	 their	 rustling,	 and	 it	 seemed	 as	 if	 the	 empress	was
passing	by,	 drawing	her	 silken	 train	 after	 her.	Then	 they	 sat	 down	on	 the	 soft
grass,	under	the	shade	of	a	big	tree.	Here	they	began	to	reflect	and	consult	each
other	about	how	 they	were	 to	commence	hunting.	They	wanted	 to	kill	nothing
but	wild	beasts.
They	 did	 not	 notice	 the	 birds	which	 hopped	 around	 them	 and	 perched	 on	 the
boughs	of	the	trees.	They	would	have	been	sorry	to	hurt	them,	for	they	liked	to
listen	 to	 their	 twitter.	 It	 seemed	 as	 if	 the	 birds	 knew	 this,	 for	 they	 showed	 no
fear,	 but	 sang	 as	 if	 they	 were	 going	 to	 split	 their	 throats.	 The	 nightingales,
however,	 trilled	 only	 from	 their	 craws,	 that	 their	 songs	might	 be	 the	 sweeter.
While	they	stood	there	consulting,	the	prince	suddenly	felt	so	overwhelmed	with
fatigue	 that	he	 could	hold	out	no	 longer,	but	 laying	his	head	 in	Siminok's	 lap,
asked	him	to	stroke	his	hair.



While	he	was	doing	so,	Siminok	stopped	and	said,	"What	is	the	matter	with	your
head,	Brother	Busujok?"
"What	should	be	the	matter?	How	do	I	know,	Brother	Siminok?"
"Just	see,"	replied	Siminok,	"two	locks	of	your	hair	are	tied	together."
"How	is	that	possible?"	said	Busujok.	This	discovery	vexed	the	prince	so	much
that	he	determined	to	go	out	into	the	wide	world.
"Brother	Siminok,"	he	said,	"I'm	going	out	into	the	wide	world,	because	I	can't
understand	why	my	mother	tied	my	hair	while	she	was	playing	with	it."
"Listen	to	reason,	Brother	Busujok,	and	do	nothing	of	the	sort,"	replied	Siminok,
"if	the	empress	tied	your	hair,	it	certainly	was	not	for	any	evil	purpose."
But	Busujok	remained	firm	in	his	resolve,	and	when	he	took	leave	of	Siminok,
he	 said	 to	him,	 "Take	 this	handkerchief,	Brother	Siminok,	 and	 if	 you	ever	 see
three	drops	of	blood	on	it,	you	will	know	that	I	am	dead."
"May	the	Lord	help	you,	Brother	Busujok,	that	you	may	prosper,	but	I	beg	you
once	more	by	my	love,	stay!"
"Impossible,"	replied	Busujok.
Then	 the	 youths	 embraced	 each	 other,	 and	 Busujok	 departed,	 while	 Siminok
remained	behind,	gazing	longingly	after	him	till	he	was	out	of	sight.
Siminok	then	returned	to	the	palace	and	related	all	that	had	happened.
The	 empress	was	 insane	with	 grief.	 She	wrung	 her	 hands	 and	wept	 till	 it	was
pitiful	to	see	her.	But	she	did	not	know	what	to	do,	and	at	last	comforted	herself
a	 little	 by	 gazing	 at	 Siminok.	After	 some	 time	 the	 latter	 took	 out	 the	 prince's
handkerchief,	looked	at	it,	and	saw	three	drops	of	blood	on	it.	Then	he	said,	"Oh!
My	royal	brother	is	dead.	I	shall	go	and	look	for	him."
Taking	 some	 provisions	 for	 the	 journey,	 he	 set	 out	 in	 search	 of	 Busujok.	 He
passed	through	cities	and	villages,	crossed	fields	and	forests,	wandering	on	and
on	till	he	reached	a	small	hut.	There	he	met	an	old	woman,	whom	he	asked	about
his	brother.	The	crone	told	him	that	Busujok	had	become	the	son	of	the	emperor
who	reigned	in	the	neighbourhood.
When	Siminok	reached	 this	emperor's	palace,	 the	princess,	as	soon	as	she	saw
him,	 thought	 that	 he	was	 her	 husband	 and	 came	 running	 to	meet	 him.	But	 he
said,	"I	am	your	husband's	brother.	I	have	heard	that	he	is	dead,	and	came	here	to
learn	something	about	him."
"I	 cannot	 believe	 it,"	 replied	 the	 princess.	 "You	 are	 my	 husband,	 and	 I	 don't
know	 why	 you	 deny	 it.	 Has	 my	 faith	 been	 put	 to	 any	 test,	 and	 have	 I	 ever
deceived	you?"
"Nothing	of	the	sort.	But	I	tell	you	truthfully	that	I	am	not	your	husband."



The	princess	would	not	believe	this,	so	Siminok	said,	"The	Lord	will	show	the
truth.	 Let	 the	 sword	 hanging	 on	 yonder	 nail	 scratch	 whichever	 of	 us	 two	 is
mistaken."
Instantly	the	sword	sprang	down	and	cut	the	princess'	finger.	Then	she	believed
Siminok,	and	gave	him	the	hospitality	which	was	his	due.
The	 next	 day	 he	 learned	 that	 Busujok	 had	 gone	 out	 hunting	 and	 had	 not	 yet
returned.	So	he,	too,	mounted	a	horse,	took	some	greyhounds,	and	rode	after	his
brother,	following	the	direction	in	which	he	had	gone.	He	rode	on	and	on	till	he
reached	a	forest,	where	he	met	the	Wood	Witch.	As	soon	as	he	saw	her,	he	set
off	after	her.	She	fled.	He	pursued,	until	perceiving	no	way	of	escape	she	swung
herself	up	into	a	tall	tree.
Siminok	dismounted,	tied	his	horse	to	a	tree,	made	a	fire,	took	out	his	provisions,
and	began	to	eat,	occasionally	tossing	the	greyhounds	something.
"Oh,	 dear!	 Oh,	 dear!	 I'm	 so	 cold,"	 said	 the	 Wood	 Witch,	 "my	 teeth	 are
chattering."
"Get	down	and	warm	yourself	by	the	fire,"	replied	Siminok.
"I'm	afraid	of	the	dogs,"	she	said.
"Don't	be	frightened,	they'll	do	you	no	harm."
"If	you	want	to	do	me	a	favour,"	the	Wood	Witch	answered,	"take	a	strand	of	my
hair	and	tie	your	dogs	with	it."
Siminok	put	the	hair	in	the	fire.
"Oh!	How	horribly	the	hair	I	gave	you	smells.	You	have	put	it	in	the	fire."
"Go	away	from	here	and	don't	talk	anymore	nonsense,"	replied	Siminok.	"One	of
the	hounds	put	its	tail	a	little	too	near	the	fire	and	scorched	it,	that's	what	smells
so	 badly.	 If	 you	 are	 cold,	 come	 down	 and	 warm	 yourself,	 if	 not,	 hold	 your
tongue	and	let	me	alone."
The	Wood	Witch	believed	him,	came	down,	approached	the	fire,	and	said,	"I	am
hungry."
"What	shall	I	give	you	to	eat?	Take	what	you	want	of	all	I	have."
"I	should	like	to	eat	you,"	said	the	Wood	Witch,	"prepare	for	it."
"And	I	will	devour	you,"	replied	Siminok.
He	set	the	hounds	upon	her	to	tear	her	to	pieces.
"Stop,"	cried	the	Wood	Witch,	"call	off	your	dogs	that	they	may	not	tear	me,	and
I'll	give	you	back	your	brother	with	his	horse,	hounds,	and	all."
Siminok	called	off	the	dogs.



The	Wood	Witch	swallowed	three	times	and	up	came	Busujok,	his	horse,	and	his
dogs.	Siminok	now	set	his	hounds	upon	her,	and	they	tore	her	into	mince-meat.
When	Busujok	recovered	his	senses,	he	wondered	at	seeing	Siminok	 there	and
said,	"Welcome,	I'm	glad	to	meet	you	so	well	and	gay,	Brother	Siminok,	but	I've
been	asleep	a	very	long	time."
"You	might	have	slept	soundly	till	the	end	of	the	world,	if	I	had	not	come?"	he
replied.
Then	 Siminok	 told	 him	 everything	 that	 had	 happened	 from	 their	 parting	 until
that	moment.	But	Busujok	suspected	him.	He	thought	that	Siminok	had	won	his
wife's	 love,	and	would	not	believe	him	when	he	told	him	the	simple	truth,	 that
such	an	idea	had	never	entered	his	head.
Now	 that	 Busujok	 had	 once	 begun	 to	 be	 jealous	 of	 his	 bride,	 he	 acted	 like	 a
lunatic!	 So,	 being	 overpowered	 by	 evil	 thoughts,	 he	made	 an	 agreement	 with
Siminok	 to	 bandage	 the	 eyes	 of	 their	 horses,	mount	 them,	 and	 let	 them	 carry
their	riders	wherever	they	would.
This	was	 done.	When	Busujok	 heard	 a	 groan	 he	 stopped	 his	 horse,	 untied	 the
bandage,	and	looked	around	him.	Siminok	was	nowhere	to	be	seen.	Just	 think!
He	had	fallen	into	a	spring,	been	drowned,	and	never	came	out	again!
Busujok	returned	home	and	questioned	his	wife,	she	told	just	the	same	story	as
Siminok.	Then,	to	be	still	more	certain	of	the	truth,	he,	too,	ordered	the	sword	to
jump	down	from	the	wall	and	scratch	the	one	who	was	wrong.	The	sword	leaped
down	and	wounded	his	middle	finger.
The	prince	pined	away,	lamenting	and	weeping	bitterly	for	the	loss	of	Siminok,
and	 sorely	 repenting	 his	 undue	 haste,	 but	 all	 was	 vain,	 for	 nothing	 could	 be
changed.	So,	in	his	grief	and	anguish,	he	resolved	not	to	live	any	longer	without
his	brother,	ordered	his	own	eyes	and	those	of	his	horse	to	be	bandaged.	Then	he
mounted	the	horse,	and	bade	it	hasten	to	the	forest	where	Siminok	had	perished.
The	 horse	went	 as	 fast	 as	 it	 could,	 and	 plump!	 It	 tumbled	 into	 the	 very	 same
spring	where	Siminok	had	fallen,	and	there	Busujok,	too,	ended	his	days.	But	at
the	same	time	the	morning	star,	the	emperor's	son	Busujok,	and	the	evening	star,
the	maid-servant's	son	Siminok,	appeared	in	the	sky.
	



THE	STAG’S	VALLEY

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

BETWEEN	THE	MOUNTAINS	CARAIMAN	AND	OMUL	lies	a	wide	valley
shaped	like	a	crescent.	It	is	called	Valea	Cerbului,	the	Stags’	Valley,	though	for
a	 long	 time	 past	 no	 stags	 have	 been	 seen	 there.	 But	 the	 valley	 contains
something	else	which	time	cannot	do	away.	All	along	the	foot	of	the	mountain,
and	 leaning	 up	 against	 it,	 stand	 a	 number	 of	 gigantic	 stone	 figures,	 with
unmistakable	hands	and	faces,	not	unlike	statues	of	the	ancient	Egyptian	gods.	A
strange	legend	is	told	about	these	figures.
In	days	gone	by	there	dwelt	among	these	mountains	a	race	of	men,	proud	and	of
mighty	 strength,	 who	were	 feared	 in	 all	 the	 region	 round	 about,	 for	whatever
they	undertook	was	sure	of	success.	From	the	hour	of	their	birth	they	lived	out
under	 the	 open	 sky,	 slept	 upon	 the	 snow,	 and	 bathed	 in	 the	 icy	 mountain-
streams.	They	were	so	tall	that	they	could	climb	the	highest	mountains	in	a	few
steps,	and	if	they	did	but	give	a	tree	one	single	stroke,	it	remained	crooked	for	all
time	to	come.	They	drank	the	milk	of	winged	hinds	and	rode	upon	winged	stags,
whose	wings,	 however,	 only	 increased	 their	 speed	 in	 covering	 the	 ground,	 for
they	could	not	rise	into	the	air	with	burdens	upon	their	backs.
An	 aged,	 very	 aged	 King	 ruled	 over	 these	 men.	 He	 was	 so	 wise	 that	 they
consulted	him	about	everything,	and	obeyed	him	like	children.	It	was	a	glorious
sight	when	the	old	man,	with	waving	white	locks	and	beard,	swept	by	upon	his
winged	 stag,	 all	 his	 men	 following	 after,	 like	 a	 storm-cloud,	 beneath	 whose
thunder	the	Carpathians	shook	again.
There	was	something,	however,	which	filled	them	all	with	deepest	concern.	King
Briar	had	no	son,	but	only	one	daughter,	a	glorious	maiden,	as	tall	as	a	fir-tree,
as	bold	as	a	boy,	and	so	strong	that	she	could	lead	the	wild	winged	stags	three
and	four	on	one	halter,	without	giving	way	a	step	when	they	reared	and	tore	at
the	bridle.
The	men	held	a	great	council,	and	came	to	lay	their	anxious	thoughts	before	the



King.	“May	the	Great	Spirit	send	you	yet	a	long,	long	life,”	said	they,	“but	when
he	shall	call	you	down	to	the	golden	caverns	below,	whom	are	we	to	choose	in
your	stead,	since	you	have	no	son?	We	would	gladly	choose	your	daughter,	and
gladly	would	we	serve	her,	but	how	can	we	submit	a	maiden	to	the	hard	test	our
kings	have	to	undergo?”
The	 King	 stroked	 his	 white	 beard	 and	 answered,	 “Who	 knows	 but	 my	 child
would	endure	the	ordeal	as	heroically	as	though	she	were	a	lad?	You	can	see	that
in	all	other	matters	she	is	brave	and	strong,	and	if	she	should	choose	a	good	and
a	wise	mate,	you	would	be	as	happy	then	as	you	are	now.	I	will	ask	her	if	she
will	make	the	trial.”
King	Briar	clapped	his	hands.	Then	the	Carpathians	trembled	from	end	to	end,
and	presently,	amid	a	trampling	of	hoofs	and	rustling	of	wings,	a	sound	like	the
rushing	of	the	storm-wind	drew	near.
The	 King’s	 daughter	 stood	 upright	 upon	 a	 stag’s	 back,	 clasping	 the	 golden
chains	that	held	his	bit	in	one	hand,	while	with	the	other	she	swung	a	whip,	as
long	as	a	huge	snake,	that	flashed	in	the	air	like	a	streak	of	fiery	lightning.	Her
form	seemed	to	reach	up	to	the	sky,	and	her	hair	fluttered	about	her	like	a	thick
cloud,	hiding	 the	 sun	at	 intervals.	But,	 instead	of	 the	 sun,	 the	 stars	 in	her	 face
shone	 forth,	 and	 the	 teeth	 that	 her	 laughing	mouth	 disclosed,	 as	 she	 sang	 and
shouted	for	glee.
The	King	glanced	at	his	men	with	a	smile,	as	though	he	would	have	said,	“Is	she
enough	of	a	lad	for	you?”
At	that	moment	she	sprang	to	the	ground,	and	throwing	the	chains	to	some	of	the
bystanders,	 she	cried,	“There,	 take	 them,	but	 there	 is	not	one	of	you	can	drive
them	all	at	once.”	Then	kneeling	before	the	King,	she	asked	in	gentle	tones,	“Did
you	call	me,	my	father?”
“Vijelia,	my	child,	arise	and	look	upon	these	men.	They	have	come	to	ask	who
shall	be	king	after	me.	Who	do	think	should	be	king.?”
The	maiden	gazed	earnestly	at	one	and	another,	and	when	she	had	scanned	every
face,	she	turned	again	and	examined	each	a	second	and	a	third	time.	Her	face	the
while	grew	ever	more	anxious	and	grave,	and	more	gloomy	was	the	frown	that
drew	her	heavy	brows	together,	till	the	flashing	eyes,	in	which	a	tear	glistened,
were	darkened	as	by	the	shades	of	night.
Then	 she	 spoke	 in	 a	 deep	 and	 hollow	voice,	 “None,	my	 father,	 for	 not	 one	 is
your	equal	in	my	eyes.	But	you,	in	your	wisdom,	have	surely	chosen	long	since,
and	chosen	the	best.”
“He	whom	I	choose	must	submit	to	the	test	of	which	I	still	bear	the	scars	on	my
body.	Do	you	know	the	test,	my	child?”
“Yea,	 surely	do	 I	 know	 it!	 It	 is	 a	pity	 that	 I	 am	not	 a	 lad.	The	 test	would	not



make	me	quail!”
“And	what	if	I	should	treat	you	as	a	lad?”
“Me!”	A	 crimson	 flush	 overspread	 the	 cheeks	 and	 forehead	 and	 throat	 of	 the
noble	maiden,	and	with	trembling	lips	she	spoke,	“I	have	not	deserved	so	great
an	 honour,	 and	 know	not	whether	 I	 have	 understanding	 enough,	 but	 the	 test	 I
will	gladly	endure,	if	my	father	will	make	the	first	throw	with	his	own	hand.	He
shall	himself	consecrate	me	as	his	successor,	but	he	must	yet	live	for	long	years
after,	and	grant	me	my	freedom	as	of	yore.”
This	 speech	 was	 greeted	 with	 a	 tempest	 of	 applause,	 that	 thundered	 and	 re-
echoed	 till	 the	 eagles	 felt	 the	 air	 quiver	 around	 them,	 and	 the	 trees	 swayed	 as
though	 beneath	 the	 northern	 storm-wind.	 The	 King’s	 daughter	 bent	 her	 head
with	 a	 smile	 of	 acknowledgment,	 and	 thrust	 back	 the	 golden	 locks	 from	 her
glowing	face.	The	day	upon	which	the	test	was	to	begin	was	now	fixed,	and	the
place	for	it	chosen.
First	of	all,	Vijelia	had	to	stand	through	a	whole	day,	without	meat	or	drink,	in
the	burning	sun.	If	she	showed	any	weakness	or	weariness,	or	ate	and	drank	too
greedily	when	evening	came,	she	could	not	be	king.
The	second	day	she	was	to	collect	a	mighty	heap	of	stones	from	a	certain	river	in
the	depths	of	the	valley,	and	would	have	to	perform	her	journey	countless	times
before	she	could	get	together	the	requisite	number	of	stones,	which,	on	the	third
day,	were	to	be	cast	at	her.	If	her	endurance	failed	beneath	the	stoning,	she	could
not	be	king.
The	oldest	man	of	the	tribe	explained	all	this	to	her,	and	she	listened	to	him	with
a	cheerful	face.
The	day	came,	a	burning	hot	 July	day,	 and	at	 sunrise	Vijelia,	 clad	 in	a	 snowy
woollen	 robe,	 took	 her	 stand	 upon	 a	 neighbouring	 hill-top.	 For	 the	 first	 few
hours	she	sang,	as	she	stood	there,	in	a	full	and	ringing	voice,	but	as	noon	drew
on,	her	 lips	and	 throat	grew	so	dry,	 she	was	 fain	 to	keep	silence.	The	sun	had
already	passed	over	the	highest	of	the	mountain-peaks	before	she	even	changed
her	weight	 from	one	 foot	 to	 the	other.	Suddenly	 she	heard	 the	 sound	of	hoofs
ascending	 towards	 her,	 and	 lo!	 Her	 stags	 appeared,	 and,	 flying	 around	 her,
fanned	 her	with	 a	 cool	 breeze	 from	 their	wings,	 then	 her	 favourite	 hind	 drew
near,	 offering	 her	 full	 udders	 for	 her	mistress	 to	 drink	 from.	But	Vijelia,	with
stern	voice,	bade	them	all	depart,	and	with	drooping	heads	the	faithful	creatures
slunk	away	to	their	pasture.
The	 hours	 crept	 slowly	 on,	 and	 the	 sun	 burnt	 so	 hot	 that	 the	 tips	 of	Vijelia’s
golden	locks	were	singed	by	it.	But	she	did	not	stir.
When	the	sun	was	setting	the	men	came	and	offered	her	a	drink	of	water,	but	she
only	moistened	 her	 lips	with	 it,	 and	 called,	 “Mititica!”	 Then	 the	winged	 hind



came	 flying	 up,	 and	 she	 took	 a	 little	 milk	 from	 her,	 refusing	 all	 other
nourishment.
King	Briar	gazed	with	anxious	eyes	at	his	beautiful	daughter,	but	she	gave	him	a
merry	laugh,	and	said	the	first	day	had	passed	quickly	and	easily	indeed.	When
the	darkness	fell	she	went	down	to	the	river,	and	plunged	as	many	as	ten	times
into	its	cool	depths.	Then	she	climbed	the	bank,	and	sitting	upon	a	mossy	stone,
began	to	shake	out	 the	coils	of	her	hair.	The	moon	rose	over	 the	mountain-top
and	 looked	 down	 upon	 the	 maiden	 sitting	 there	 in	 her	 heavenly	 beauty,	 and
tenderly	 did	 she	 shed	 her	 beams	 upon	 her,	 so	 that	 the	 drops	 that	were	wrung
from	 the	 golden	 coils	 glittered	 like	 silver.	 The	 moon	 did	 not	 know	 that	 that
perfect	body	was	to	endure	a	cruel	hail	of	stones,	or	she	would	have	veiled	her
face	for	very	sadness.
When	the	second	day	dawned,	there	stood	Vijelia	in	her	short	garment,	as	fresh
and	cheerful	as	though	no	fatigue	could	ever	touch	her.	When	the	men	came	to
fetch	her	down	for	this	day’s	work,	she	was	ranging	over	the	hill	upon	her	stag
Graur,	 casting	herself	 down	upon	his	 back,	 and	playing	with	his	wings,	 like	 a
child	in	the	cradle.	But	now	she	sprang	down	and	dismissed	the	creature	with	a
light	 touch	 of	 the	 hand,	 then,	 taking	 a	 broad,	 flat	 fragment	 of	 rock	 upon	 her
shoulder,	she	carried	it	down	into	the	valley,	laid	it	beside	the	river’s	edge,	and
wading	into	the	water,	began	to	seek	for	stones,	which	she	piled	upon	it	as	high
as	it	would	hold.
“Help	me	up	with	it	on	to	my	shoulder,”	said	she.	But	none	of	the	men	could	lift
the	weight.	Then	she	bent	down,	and,	laughing,	threw	it	on	to	her	left	shoulder.
Moreover,	she	made	the	men	pick	up	the	stones	that	had	slipped	off	the	while,
and	throw	them	on	to	the	heap	with	the	rest.	Then	she	set	off	so	fast	up	the	hill
that	no	one	could	follow	her,	put	down	her	load,	and	ran	back	to	the	valley	again
without	waiting	to	rest.
King	Briar	 sat	watching	 his	 daughter	 from	 the	 heights	 above,	 and	 stroked	 his
white	beard	in	silence.
Long	 before	 the	 day	 had	 begun	 to	 decline,	 Vijelia	 had	 already	 collected	 the
prescribed	number	of	stones.	She	crossed	her	arms	and	stood	and	looked	at	the
heap,	 without	 the	 smallest	 sign	 of	 flinching.	 King	 Briar’s	 heart	 sank	 as	 he
watched	his	child	standing	there,	and	he	slept	but	little	that	night.	Yet	she	slept,
quietly	 and	 soundly,	 beneath	 a	 giant	 pine,	 through	 the	 branches	 of	 which	 the
moonbeams	 stole	 to	 look	 at	 the	 beautiful	 sleeper,	 lying	with	 her	 head	 on	 her
arms,	her	lips	slightly	parted,	in	the	sweetest,	most	childlike	slumber.
When	 the	dawn	aroused	her,	she	sought	out	a	 linen	garment	 that	she	had	spun
and	woven	herself,	so	that	she	could	rely	upon	its	strength.
And	 thus	 she	appeared	before	her	people,	 so	 fair	 that	 the	heart	of	many	a	one
burnt	within	him	at	the	thought	of	misusing	her.



The	 heap	 of	 stones	 disappeared	 in	 a	 few	 minutes,	 for	 each	 man	 had	 armed
himself	with	one.	Now	they	formed	a	great	circle	round	the	maiden,	who	quietly
gathered	her	hair	up	and	fastened	it	in	a	knot.
“So	that	you	may	not	think	my	mantle	shields	me,”	she	explained,	with	a	smile.
The	 first	 stone	 sped	 from	 the	 hand	 of	 King	 Briar	 himself,	 who	 looked	 his
daughter	firmly	and	earnestly	in	the	face	as	he	cast	it.	She	kissed	the	place	on	her
arm	where	he	had	smitten	her,	and	threw	him	a	kiss	with	both	hands.	Then	she
stood	as	still	as	a	statue	beneath	the	hail	of	stones,	though	her	anguish	grew	with
every	moment.	Only	once	a	 sigh	escaped	her,	 and	she	crossed	her	hands	 for	a
moment	over	her	breast,	and	the	hands	were	so	white!	But	she	let	her	arms	drop
again	directly,	and	only	turned	her	head	aside,	looking	towards	the	sun,	that	was
slowly,	very	slowly,	sinking	nearer	to	the	mountain-top,	and	bathed	the	maiden’s
face	in	a	golden	glow.
On	 a	 sudden	 the	 rain	 of	 stones	 ceased,	 and	 all	 the	 men	 knelt,	 with	 lowered
swords	and	 lances,	at	her	 feet,	while	 in	 solemn	voices	 they	swore	 faith	 to	her,
eternal	faith,	and	never	to	be	broken.
But	she	raised	her	hand	and	spoke,	“And	I	swear	to	you	to	work,	to	fight,	and	to
endure,	with	 and	 for	 you,	 to	my	 life’s	 end!”	Then	 she	 turned	 to	 the	King	 and
whispered	low	to	him,	“Give	me	your	hand,	father,	I	am	weary.”
The	old	man	cast	his	mantle	round	her,	and	clasping	his	arm	about	her,	led	her
homewards.	 She	 leaned	 her	 head	 on	 his	 shoulder,	 but	 as	 she	 went	 she	 felt
something	snuffing	about	her	ear,	and	there	was	Graur,	her	faithful	stag.
“Ha,	do	you	carry	me!”	she	cried,	and	kissing	the	beast’s	warm,	downy	nose,	she
sprang	on	his	back	and	was	out	of	sight	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye.	Graur	bore
her	down	to	the	river,	in	which	she	bathed	for	a	long	time,	stretching	and	cooling
her	bruised	limbs.	She	drank	greedily,	too,	of	the	ice-cold	water,	and	then	came
dashing	homewards	as	merrily	as	though	she	had	endured	nothing.
For	a	while	 life	went	on	again	as	of	old,	 and	Vijelia	was	once	more	 the	 same
untamed	creature	that	she	had	ever	been,	wild	as	the	storm-wind,	and	refusing	to
hear	 aught	 that	 concerned	 the	 affairs	 of	 government.	 But	 King	 Briar	 aged
visibly,	and	his	people	besieged	him	with	requests	that	he	would	choose	a	mate
for	 his	 daughter,	 so	 that	 he	might	 soon	 hope	 to	 hold	 a	 fair	 grandson	upon	his
knee.
“Whom	 will	 you	 have	 for	 your	 husband,	 my	 child?”	 he	 one	 day	 asked	 his
daughter.	“Do	none	of	our	people	please	you?”
“Nay,”	answered	Vijelia,	“I	cannot	wed	any	of	 those	who	stoned	me,	 I	 should
always	 remember	 it,	 and	 could	 not	 give	myself	 to	 him	 in	 true	 love.	 The	man
whom	 I	 shall	 love	 must	 come	 down	 from	 the	 air	 above,	 into	 which	 none
belonging	to	us	can	rise	up,	none	save	our	winged	stags.”



She	 had	 scarcely	 ceased	 speaking,	 when	 there	 appeared	 as	 it	 were	 a	 mighty
cloud,	descending	from	the	heavens,	and	from	the	midst	of	the	cloud	the	sound
of	a	harp	rang	forth	unearthly	sweet.	Slowly	the	cloud	sank	earthwards,	and	now
it	 disclosed	 to	 view	a	 radiant	 youth,	 his	 head	 covered	with	waving	 curls,	who
held	 in	his	hand	a	harp,	 that	 towered	aloft	as	high	as	 the	 forest	 trees,	and	was
strung	 with	 golden	 strings	 that	 glittered,	 like	 a	 rainbow,	 with	 a	 thousand
changing	hues.	Now	he	would	smite	the	chords	with	a	powerful	hand,	and	again
he	would	only	blow	softly	upon	them,	and	 then	 they	sent	forth	such	sounds	as
melted	the	very	heart	in	one’s	breast.
Vijelia	stood	motionless,	gazing	up	at	him,	and	still	she	gazed	on,	as	he	sprang
boldly	to	the	ground,	and	with	a	thrust	of	his	hand	sent	back	the	cloud	that	had
brought	him	there,	away	into	the	blue	distance	above.	And	now	he	came	straight
toward	the	maiden,	and	stretching	out	his	hands	to	her,	spoke	thus,	“I	come	from
out	the	air,	I	am	Viscol.	Will	you	be	mine,	for	I	am	your	equal?”
“Yes,”	 answered	 the	 maiden,	 as	 though	 in	 a	 dream.	 “I	 will	 be	 yours,	 for	 all
time.”
But	 King	 Briar	 frowned,	 saying,	 “And	 do	 you,	 indeed,	 love	 him	 already,	my
child?	Have	a	care,	for	you	will	not	find	happiness	at	his	side,	and	he	is	not	fitted
for	our	people.	He	will	ever	be	ranging	far	away	over	the	skies	and	leaving	you
alone,	till	your	men	will	refuse	to	serve	you.	Child,	child,	it	will	come	to	a	bad
end,	and	you	will	not	be	happy!”
“Happy	or	not,	it	is	all	alike	to	me,	father.	I	cannot	live	without	him,	and	I	would
rather	be	miserable	with	him	than	happy	with	another!”
With	 a	 deep	 sigh,	 the	 old	 King	 consented	 to	 her	 wish,	 but	 he	 cut	 short	 the
promises	and	protestations	of	the	youth	with	an	impatient	gesture	of	the	hand.
“I	will	judge	you	by	your	actions,”	he	said	curtly.
At	 first	 all	went	merrily	 enough.	Now	Vijelia	would	 ride	 through	 the	heavens
upon	a	cloud,	and	again,	her	husband	would	go	forth	with	the	flying	stags.	But
the	King	often	heard	his	men	complain	that	there	was	much	unrest	in	the	land,
and	that	the	stranger	had	better	never	have	come.
Presently,	however,	Vijelia	began	 to	 stay	much	at	home	with	her	 father,	while
her	husband	went	rushing	over	the	world.	She	spoke	very	little,	and	looked	far
sadder	 than	 she	 had	 done	 upon	 the	 day	 of	 her	 stoning.	When	 she	 was	 asked
where	her	husband	was,	she	would	hang	her	head	and	answer,	“I	know	not.”	Or
again,	if	inquiry	were	made	when	he	was	coming	back,	or	when	he	would	carry
her	forth	with	him	upon	the	clouds,	still	the	answer	was,	“I	know	not.”
And	when	 he	 did	 return	 he	was	 rough	 and	 violent,	 and	 the	more	 humbly	 and
quietly	his	young	wife	behaved,	the	more	hardly	he	treated	her.
Often	did	old	King	Briar’s	beard	 tremble	and	his	head	droop	toward	 the	earth,



whereon,	 indeed,	 he	 soon	 laid	 him	 down,	 saying,	 “I	 shall	 never	 see	 my	 fair
grandson	now!	May	the	Great	Spirit	grant	you,	in	him,	the	happiness	you	have
not	found	for	yourself!”
When	he	was	dead,	his	men	mourned	night	and	day	with	lowered	spears	around
his	grave,	for	nine	times	nine	weeks.	And	Vijelia	did	not	cease	from	sighs	and
groans,	 until,	 in	 the	midst	 of	 her	 great	 sorrow,	 a	wondrous	 fair	 but	 exceeding
tender	little	son	was	laid	in	her	arms.	Her	tears	rained	down	upon	his	tiny	face	as
she	gave	him	 the	name	of	Zephyr.	Alas!	How	was	he	ever	 to	 rule	 this	mighty
people,	and	how	withstand	his	father’s	harsh	usage?
She	held	him	in	her	arms	night	and	day,	and	never	left	him	for	an	hour.	He	lay
upon	 her	 lap	 when	 she	 sat	 and	 pronounced	 sentence,	 or	 tried	 to	 smooth	 over
quarrels	with	all	justice	and	wisdom.
When	Viscol	returned	his	anger	knew	no	bounds.	She	had	to	defend	the	fragile
child	like	a	lioness,	for	he	would	fain	have	dashed	him	to	pieces	against	a	rock.
He	 threw	 the	 whole	 land	 into	 an	 uproar,	 giving	 unjust	 judgments,	 and	 was	 a
scourge	 indeed,	 until	 he	 dashed	 forth	 again	 upon	 his	 wanderings.	 His	 harp,
which	he	had	forgotten,	was,	however,	a	source	of	consolation	and	joy	both	to
mother	 and	 child.	 She	 learnt	 to	 play	 dirges	 upon	 it,	 to	 which	 all	 the	 people
listened,	but	 it	was	sweeter	yet	when	Zephyr	breathed	across	 the	strings.	Then
the	whole	 air	 seemed	 to	 be	 swelling	with	 song,	 and	 the	 heart	 in	 every	 bosom
melted	for	delight.
Zephyr	grew	dazzlingly	beautiful,	all	the	more	so	since	his	mother	thought	much
of	 training	 and	hardening	him	against	 the	 time	of	 the	 “King-choosing,”	which
she	dreaded	exceedingly	for	her	tender	boy.	She	would	trust	him	now	to	Graur,
now	 to	 Mititica,	 who	 had	 to	 carry	 him	 for	 hours,	 and	 get	 him	 used	 to	 their
quickest	pace.	But	 in	 the	midst	of	 these	rides	Mititica	would	often	kneel	down
and	suffer	him	to	suck	a	draught	of	her	milk.	Vijelia,	too,	would	run	races	with
the	boy,	and	teach	him	to	bend	the	bow	and	to	bear	heavy	burdens,	and,	that	he
might	become	used	 to	pain,	 she	would	 smite	him	with	 rods	 and	pelt	 him	with
stones,	and	 if	he	did	not	 laugh	over	 it,	but	began	 to	weep,	 she	would	call	him
coward,	and	after	bathing	him	in	the	coldest	streams,	would	strike	him	the	next
day	yet	harder,	till	he	learnt	to	clench	his	teeth	and	laugh.
The	people	had	such	a	hatred	of	Viscol	that	they	would	suffer	him	to	enter	the
land	no	more,	and	shot	at	him	as	soon	as	he	drew	near	upon	his	cloud.	Some	of
them	loved	the	boy	for	his	noble	mother’s	sake,	but	some	bore	a	grudge	against
him,	because	he	was	so	delicate	and	tender.	But	when	he	played	upon	his	harp
all	were	enchanted,	and,	indeed,	when	he	stood	beside	the	harp,	his	silky	golden
curls	falling	upon	his	shoulders,	he	looked	like	a	being	from	another	world.	He
could	not,	it	is	true,	drive	five	stags	at	once,	or	bear	such	burdens	as	his	mother
could,	but	he	was	far	stronger	than	she	had	ever	dared	to	hope,	when	he	reached



his	sixteenth	year,	and	the	men	judged	it	was	time	to	try	him	and	see	if	he	were
strong	enough	to	be	king.	If	it	should	chance	otherwise,	they	were	ready	to	force
upon	Vijelia	another	husband,	chosen	from	amongst	them,	whose	son	might	be
expected	to	prove	a	stalwart	king.
Zephyr	 bore	 the	 heat	 of	 the	 sun	 the	whole	 day	without	 flinching,	 and	 no	 one
knew	that	all	 through	the	ensuing	night	he	tossed	to	and	fro	in	fever,	while	his
mother	watched	beside	him	and	bathed	his	temples.	The	next	day	he	gathered	the
stones	together,	and	his	mother	went	beside	him	all	the	while,	and	secretly	lent	a
helping	 hand.	 When	 evening	 came	 and	 the	 darkness	 covered	 them,	 he	 sank
fainting	into	her	arms.
And	 now	dawned	 the	 day,	 of	which	 the	 unhappy	mother	 stood	 in	 such	 dread.
Every	stone	that	struck	her	boy’s	fair	body	smote	her	in	the	heart.	Once	she	saw
him	reel,	but	her	clear	voice,	ringing	out	in	cheery	encouragement,	brought	back
the	colour	to	his	cheeks	and	the	smile	to	his	white	lips.	There	were	only	a	few
more	stones	yet	to	come,	when	one,	cast	by	a	spiteful	hand,	sped	forth,	sharp	and
pointed,	and	struck	the	lad	upon	the	temple.	A	wild	cry	burst	from	his	mother,
who	flew	to	catch	her	fainting	child	in	her	arms,	and	kneeling	down,	pressed	his
blood-stained	locks	to	her	heart.
He	opened	his	eyes	once	more.	“My	harp,	bring	me	the	harp!”	he	whispered,	and
clasping	 it	 in	his	arms,	he	breathed	out	his	pure	soul	 into	 those	chords,	 till	 the
heavenly	sound	echoed	on	and	on,	vibrating	ever	further	upon	the	air.
But	the	poor	mother	rose	up	with	fixed	and	terrible	gaze,	and	lifting	her	arms	to
the	 clouds,	 she	 cried,	 “May	 you	 then	 turn	 to	 stone,	O	 you	men	 of	 stone!	The
Great	 Spirit	will	 hear	 a	mother’s	 voice,	 that	 cries	 aloud	 for	 vengeance!	 Stone
shall	you	become,	who	have	broken	faith	with	me!	Stone	shall	you	become,	who
have	cast	out	the	purest	spirit	among	you!”
And	behold!	Before	her	eyes	the	people,	as	they	stood	in	a	circle,	were	turned	to
stone.	But	she	sighed	so	deeply	that	the	sighs	burst	her	bosom,	and	went	forth	in
wails	of	sorrow	to	tell	the	world	of	a	mother’s	woe,	and	to	shake	the	foundations
of	the	world,	that	had	wrought	such	evil!
And	the	winged	stags	rose	up	into	the	air	and	disappeared	for	ever.
	



THE	PEA	EMPEROR

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	 ONCE	 A	 GOOD	 FOR	 nothing	 fellow,	 who	 was	 so	 poor	 and
needy	 that	 he	did	not	 have	 enough	 to	 eat	 or	 to	be	 able	 to	drink	water	 after	 it.
When	he	had	wandered	through	all	the	countries	in	the	world,	he	returned	home
somewhat	more	 sensible.	He	had	passed	 through	many	perils	 abroad,	knocked
his	head	against	the	top	of	the	door,	and	been	sifted	through	the	coarse	and	the
fine	sieve.	He	would	now	gladly	have	pursued	some	trade,	but	he	had	no	money.
One	day	he	 found	 three	peas.	After	 picking	 them	up	 from	 the	ground	he	 took
them	on	 the	palm	of	his	hand,	 looked	at	 them,	pondered	a	 long	 time,	and	 then
said	laughing:	"If	I	plant	these	seeds	in	the	ground,	I	shall	have	a	hundred	in	a
year,	if	I	afterward	plant	the	hundred,	I	shall	have	thousands,	and	if	I	put	these
thousands	in	the	earth	I	shall	reap	who	knows	how	many!	Then,	if	I	go	on	in	this
way,	 I	shall	 finally	become	a	rich	man.	But	I	wonder	 if	 I	could	help	wealth	 to
come	quicker.	Let	me	see!"
He	 went	 to	 the	 emperor	 and	 begged	 him	 to	 order	 through	 the	 whole	 empire
barrels	in	which	to	keep	his	peas.
When	the	emperor	heard	that	he	needed	such	a	quantity	of	barrels,	he	thought	he
must	 be	 stifling	 in	 money,	 and	 was	more	 and	more	 convinced	 of	 it	 when	 he
entered	into	conversation	with	him.	What	 is	 true	must	remain	true.	The	beggar
didn't	 keep	 his	mouth	 shut,	 but	 opened	 it	 and	 bragged	 till	 it	would	 have	 been
supposed	that	real	pearls	fell	from	his	lips.
He	told	the	emperor	what	he	had	seen	in	foreign	lands,	related	how	things	were
here	and	there,	spoke	of	this	and	that,	till	the	emperor	stood	before	him	with	his
mouth	wide	open.	When	he	saw	that	the	emperor	marvelled	at	his	statements,	he
bragged	more	and	more,	saying	that	he	had	palaces,	herds,	and	other	riches.
The	sovereign	believed	the	boaster's	stories,	and	said	to	him,	"I	see	that	you	have
travelled,	know	a	great	deal,	and	are	cunning	and	experienced.	If	you	wish,	I	will
gladly	give	you	my	daughter	in	marriage."



The	braggart	now	regretted	having	told	so	many	lies,	for	he	did	not	know	how	to
escape	 the	 monarch's	 proposal.	 After	 reflecting	 a	 short	 time,	 he	 plucked	 up
courage	and	said	"I	will	gladly	accept	the	position	of	son-in-law	you	offer,	and
will	try	to	show	you	that	I	am	worthy	of	it."
The	necessary	preparations	were	made,	and	after	some	time	an	imperial	wedding
was	celebrated	in	the	palace.	Then	the	man	remained	there.
One,	 two,	 several	 weeks	 elapsed,	 and	 no	 trace	 of	 peas	 and	 wealth	 appeared.
Finally	the	emperor	began	to	repent	what	he	had	done,	but	there	was	no	help	for
it	and	the	emperor's	son-in-law	perceived,	from	the	manner	of	the	courtiers	and
nobles,	that	they	had	very	little	respect	for	him.
His	cheeks	burned	with	shame.	He	made	useless	plans,	tortured	himself	to	find
some	means	of	getting	out	of	the	scrape,	and	could	not	even	sleep	at	night.	One
morning	without	anyone's	knowledge	he	left	the	palace	at	dawn,	walked	on	till
he	 came	 to	 a	 meadow,	 and	 wandered	 along	 absorbed	 in	 thought,	 without
knowing	where	he	was	going.	Suddenly	a	rosy-cheeked	man	stood	before	him,
and	asked,	"Where	are	you	going,	gossip,	you	look	as	sad	and	thoughtful	as	if	all
your	ships	had	sunk	in	the	sea."
The	emperor's	son-in-law	related	his	dilemma	and	what	he	was	seeking,	and	the
man	replied,	"If	I	deliver	you	from	your	difficulty,	what	will	you	give	me?"
"Whatever	you	ask,"	he	answered.
"There	are	nine	of	us	brothers,"	said	the	man,	"and	each	knows	a	riddle.	If	you
guess	them	our	whole	property	shall	be	yours,	but	if	not,	your	first	child	must	be
ours."
The	emperor's	son-in-law,	utterly	crushed	with	shame,	agreed,	hard	as	it	was	for
him,	hoping	that	before	the	child	was	born	he	might	find	somebody	who	could
tell	him	what	to	do.
So	they	set	out	together,	that	the	stranger	might	show	him	the	herds	of	cattle	he
owned	 and	 his	 palaces,	 which	 were	 not	 far	 off.	 They	 also	 instructed	 the
herdsmen,	 swineherds,	 shepherds,	 and	 labourers	 what	 they	 were	 to	 say,	 if
anybody	asked	to	whom	the	flocks	and	herds	belonged.
The	emperor's	son-in-law	returned	to	the	palace	and	said	that	he	would	take	his
wife	home	the	next	day.	On	his	way	back	he	met	an	old	man	in	the	fields,	and,
seeing	how	aged	and	feeble	he	was,	he	pitied	him	and	offered	him	alms.	The	old
man	would	accept	nothing,	but	asked	permission	to	enter	his	service,	telling	him
that	he	would	be	none	 the	worse	 for	 it,	 and	 the	other	 received	him.	When	 the
emperor	 heard	 that	 his	 son-in-law	wanted	 to	 go	 to	 his	 own	 palace,	 he	was	 so
delighted	that	he	commanded	everything	to	be	arranged	on	a	grand	scale	in	order
to	accompany	him	with	imperial	honours.
Therefore,	on	the	following	day,	the	whole	court	was	filled	with	nobles,	soldiers,



and	attendants	of	all	kinds.	All	the	directions	for	the	journey	had	been	given	by
the	old	man	who	had	taken	service	with	the	emperor's	son-in-law.	He	said	that
he	 was	 the	 Pea	 Emperor's	 steward,	 and	 all	 praised	 his	 energy,	 dignity,	 and
industry.
The	emperor	was	in	high	spirits	and	set	out	with	the	empress,	the	Pea	Emperor,
and	his	bride,	for	his	son-in-law's	possessions.	The	old	servant	went	before	and
had	 everything	 in	 good	 order.	 But	 the	 poor	 Pea	 Emperor	 was	 as	 pale	 and
dejected	as	if	somebody	had	showered	him	with	boiling	water.	He	was	thinking
of	the	riddles	and	how	he	could	guess	them.
They	drove	and	drove	till	they	reached	the	fields.	Here	was	a	beautiful	meadow,
and	 beyond	 it	 a	 grove	 like	 the	Garden	 of	 Paradise.	When	 the	 overseer	 of	 the
fields	saw	them,	he	came	up	cap	in	hand.
"To	whom	do	these	estates	belong,	my	friend?"	asked	the	emperor.
"To	the	Pea	Emperor,"	replied	the	man.
The	emperor	grew	 fat	with	 joy,	 for	he	now	believed	 that	his	 son-in-law	 really
was	no	beggar.	They	drove	on	some	distance	further	and	met	numerous	flocks
and	herds	of	all	sorts	of	animals.	The	emperor	asked	one	keeper	after	another	to
whom	they	belonged,	and	all	replied:	"To	the	Pea	Emperor."
But	when	they	reached	the	palace	of	the	nine	dragons	the	emperor	marvelled	at
its	magnificence.	Everything	was	in	order.	They	were	received	at	the	gate	by	a
band	of	musicians,	who	played	the	most	beautiful	tunes	ever	heard.	The	interior
of	 the	 palace	was	 adorned	with	 real	 gems.	A	magnificent	 banquet	was	 hastily
prepared,	and	they	drank	the	finest	wine.
After	the	emperor	had	wished	his	son-in-law	every	happiness,	he	returned	to	his
own	home	greatly	delighted	with	 the	 riches	he	had	seen.	But	 the	Pea	Emperor
was	almost	dead	with	anxiety.
Evening	came.	The	old	servant	said	to	his	master,	"Master,	what	you	have	seen
of	me	since	I	entered	your	service	must	have	convinced	you	of	my	fidelity.	Now
I	assure	you	that	I	can	help	you	still	more."
"Are	you	telling	the	truth?"	asked	the	Pea	Emperor.
"Do	not	doubt	me	 for	an	 instant,	master!	And	 I	ask	one	 thing	besides.	Let	me
spend	the	night	in	some	corner	of	the	chamber	where	you	are	sleeping,	even	if	it
is	 behind	 the	 door.	 Moreover,	 I	 advise	 you	 not	 to	 answer	 a	 single	 word,	 no
matter	who	calls	you	by	name	or	how	great	a	noise	is	made."
"Be	it	so!"	said	the	Pea	Emperor.	And	so	it	was.
After	they	had	lain	down	and	put	out	the	light,	they	heard	a	dull,	rumbling	noise
like	 an	 approaching	 thunder	 storm.	 Then	 a	 hoarse,	 rough	 voice	 said,	 "Pea
Emperor,	Pea	Emperor!"



"What	do	you	want?"	replied	the	old	man.
"I'm	not	calling	you,"	it	replied,	"I'm	calling	the	Pea	Emperor."
"That's	 just	 the	 same	 thing,"	 replied	 the	 old	 man,	 "my	 master	 is	 asleep,	 he's
tired."
Then	the	noise	of	many	voices	was	heard,	as	if	people	were	quarrelling!	Again
the	first	one	repeated:	"Pea	Emperor,	Pea	Emperor!"
"What	is	it?"	the	old	man	answered.
"What	is	one?"
"The	moon	is	one."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
Then	a	terrible	wailing	arose,	as	if	all	the	spirits	of	evil	were	abroad,	and	another
voice	said,	"What	is	two?"
"Two	eyes	in	the	head	see	well."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
"What	is	three?"
"Where	there	are	three	grown	daughters	in	a	house,	beware	of	putting	your	head
in."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
"What	is	four?"
"The	cart	with	four	wheels	runs	well."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
"What	is	five?"
"Five	fingers	on	the	hand	hold	well."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
Again	there	was	a	noise	like	a	thunder	storm,	and	the	palace	shook	as	if	the	earth
was	quaking.	And	again	 there	was	a	 shout	 for	 the	Pea	Emperor.	But	 the	 latter
became	more	 and	more	 quiet,	 and	 scarcely	 ventured	 to	 breathe,	 but	 remained
perfectly	still.	This	time,	too,	the	old	servant	answered.



Another	voice	asked,	"What	is	six?"
"The	flute	with	six	holes	blows	well."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
"What	is	seven?"
"Where	there	are	seven	brothers,	don't	meddle	with	their	affairs."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
"What	is	eight?"
"The	plough	with	eight	oxen	furrows	the	earth	well."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
"What	is	nine?"
"Where	there	are	nine	grown	daughters	in	a	house,	it	is	not	swept."
"Is	it	you,	master?"
"Burst,	dragon!"
The	Pea	Emperor,	who	heard	all	this,	could	not	sleep	all	night	long,	even	when	it
grew	so	still	 that	one	might	have	heard	a	fly	buzz,	he	waited	for	daylight	with
the	utmost	impatience.
When	he	rose	the	next	morning	the	old	servant	had	vanished.	He	went	out	of	the
palace,	and	what	did	he	behold?	The	scattered	corpses	of	nine	dragons,	which	he
gave	 to	 the	 ravens.	 While	 thanking	 God	 for	 having	 preserved	 his	 life	 and
delivered	him	from	disgrace,	he	heard	a	sweet	voice	say,	"Your	compassion	for
the	poor	man	saved	you.	Always	be	charitable."
	



THE	DEAD	POOL

Adapted	from	an	original	story	by	M.	Beza,	translated	by	Lucy	Byng	in
Roumanian	Stories,	published	in	1921	by	John	Lane,	The	Bodley	Head.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME,	WHEN	THE	trees	were	bursting	into	leaf,	 this	district
was	full	of	sheep.	Flock	after	flock	passed	through,	handled	by	sturdy	shepherds,
well	known	in	their	own	neighbourhood.	Then	one	spring-tide	a	stranger	showed
his	face,	beautiful	as	a	god,	wearing	upon	his	shoulders	a	cloak	as	white	as	snow.
Every	one	wondered,	“Who	may	he	be,	and	from	where	does	he	come?”
Many	tales	passed	round	until	the	mystery	began	to	unravel	itself.	In	the	valley
of	the	Tempe,	so	runs	the	story,	where	he	had	wandered	with	the	sheep,	he	fell	in
love	 with	 the	 beautiful	 Virghea.	 Mad	 with	 love,	 when	 the	 family	 made	 the
winter-move,	 he	 followed	her	 to	 the	mountains.	He	 came	with	 a	 comrade	 and
wandered	about	till	he	settled	his	sheep-fold	here,	in	these	parts.
Ah!	 Where	 had	 the	 fame	 of	 this	 Virghea	 of	 Gramuste	 not	 reached!	 All	 the
beauties	 of	 nature	 seemed	 to	 have	 bestowed	 some	 gift	 upon	 her.	 The	 blue	 of
heaven	was	the	colour	of	her	eyes.	The	shadow	of	the	woods	was	the	mystery	of
their	liquid	depths,	and	the	setting	sun	was	the	gold	of	her	soft	hair.	The	springs
were	the	tone	of	her	silvery	laugh.	Attracted	by	such	charms	every	youth	fell	at
the	feet	of	Virghea.	But	she	did	not	care,	and	only	when	her	eyes	rested	on	the
shepherd	did	her	youthful	being	fill	with	a	burning	desire.
Now	day	after	day	from	the	high	ground	about	the	sheep-fold	could	be	heard	the
sound	of	a	flute,	and	heard	in	the	stillness	of	the	dusk	it	roused	strange	longings
in	 the	 girl's	 breast.	 Then	 she	 would	 steal	 out	 of	 the	 house,	 and	 the	 shepherd
himself	would	come	down	towards	Gramuste.
About	this	time,	there	broke	loose	such	a	storm	as	had	never	been	seen	before.
The	peaks	began	to	rattle	as	though	the	mountains	were	changing	places,	striking
each	other	with	noise	like	thunder.	Thus	it	continued	for	three	days.	Only	on	the
fourth	day,	late	in	the	evening,	could	the	shepherd	leave	the	fold.	He	had	taken
only	a	few	steps	when	a	sight	met	his	eyes	by	the	side	of	 the	pool!	A	big	fire,
and	 round	 it	 a	 shadowy	 form.	And	 suddenly	 the	 phantom	 spoke	with	 its	 hand
pointing	to	the	spit	which	he	held	above	the	heap	of	burning	coals.	The	phantom



said,	“The	heart	of	the	Spirit	of	Deniscu.”
In	a	flash	the	shepherd	realized	the	meaning	of	the	hurricane	of	the	last	few	days.
The	 guardian	 Spirits	 of	 the	mountains	 had	 striven	 together,	 and	 one	 had	 been
overthrown.	The	 shadow	 continued	 to	 speak:	 “Turn	 this	 spit	 that	 I	may	 rest	 a
while.	Taste	not	of	the	heart,	for	if	you	touch	it	you	will	immediately	die.”
The	shadow	fell	into	a	profound	slumber.
By	the	side	of	the	fire	the	shepherd	looked	fearfully	on	all	sides.	Far	off,	in	the
pale	blue	sky,	a	star	broke	away	and	fell	with	a	long	tail	of	fire,	and	went	out.
“Someone	 will	 die,”	 sighed	 the	 shepherd.	 The	 words	 of	 the	 Spirit	 flashed
through	his	mind.	“H'm!”	he	said.	“If	I	 taste,	perhaps	 the	contrary	 is	 true,	who
knows?”	So	thinking,	he	put	his	finger	on	the	heart	on	the	spit	and	carried	it	to
his	mouth.	The	 sensation	was	 unspeakably	 pleasant.	He	 laughed,	 then	 quickly
ate	the	whole	heart.	Immediately	there	rose	within	him	a	cruel	passion	towards
the	sleeping	Spirit,	and	upon	the	spot	he	killed	it	and	took	the	creature’s	heart.
At	once	there	came	to	him	the	strength	of	a	giant.	The	ground	began	to	tremble
beneath	 his	 footsteps,	while	 aerial	 voices,	 and	voices	 from	 the	water,	 sounded
round	 him.	 Creatures	 never	 seen	 before	 emerged	 from	 the	 pool,	 and	 linked
together	 by	 their	 white	 hands	 they	 danced	 round	 in	 whirling	 circles.	 Thus
changed,	 he	 reached	 his	 comrade	 at	 the	 fold,	 and	 tried	 to	 explain,	 but	 his
thoughts	were	elsewhere,	and	his	voice	sounded	as	though	it	called	from	another
world.	He	 finished	with	broken	words,	 “The	water	 calls	me.	Tell	no	one	what
has	happened	to	me.	Take	my	flute,	and	if	danger	threatens	come	to	the	pool	and
sing	to	me.”
During	the	evenings	that	followed	Virghea	saw	naught	of	the	shepherd,	and	she
wondered	at	not	seeing	him,	expecting	him	from	day	to	day.	So,	days	passed	that
seemed	 like	weeks,	 and	weeks	 seemed	months,	 and	 they	went	 by	without	 any
news	of	him	till	the	poor	maiden	took	to	her	bed	from	grief.	Then	the	comrade	of
the	hills	remembered	the	shepherd's	words.	He	came	at	midnight	to	the	side	of
the	pool	and	sang.	A	long	time	he	sang.	Towards	dawn,	when	the	strains	of	the
flute	died	away,	 there	came	from	Gramuste	 the	sound	of	 two	strokes	of	a	bell,
then	 another	 two,	 and	 others	 in	 succession,	 mournful,	 prolonged.	 The	 echoes
answered	back,	 as	 though	other	 bells	were	 ringing	 in	 other	 places,	 resounding
from	hill	to	hill	until	they	reached	the	bottom	of	the	pool,	and	after	a	time,	to	the
voice	 of	 the	 bells	were	 joined	 real	words,	 sobbing	 to	 the	 rhythm:	 “Virghea	 is
dead…is	dead!”
And	 then	he	 rose	 from	 the	pool.	Like	 the	wind,	he	 raised	his	dead	 love	 in	his
arms	and	carried	her	deep	down	to	his	translucent	palace	where,	to	this	day,	little
fiery	points	of	light	burn	round	the	head	of	the	dead	woman.
To	this	day,	 if	you	stand	by	this	pool	you	can	catch	the	sound	of	 the	bells	and
their	metallic	words:	"Virghea	is	dead…is	dead!"



	



THE	WITCH’S	STRONGHOLD

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

GOING	UP	THE	PRAHOVA	VALLEY	ONE	cannot	see	“Cetatea	Babei,”	 the
Witch’s	Castle,	because	it	is	hidden	by	the	Bucegi	Mountain.	It	is	a	jagged	peak,
and	 looks	 as	 though	 it	 were	 covered	 with	 ruins.	 A	 field	 of	 eternal	 snow	 lies
between	 it	 and	 the	 Jipi.	 In	 far-off	 times,	when	wolves	guarded	 the	 flocks,	 and
eagles	 and	 doves	 made	 their	 nests	 together,	 a	 proud	 castle	 stood	 there,	 and
within	 the	 castle	 busy	 doings	 went	 on.	 From	 morning	 till	 night	 it	 rang	 with
pattering,	clanging,	bustling	sounds,	and	hundreds	of	hasty	footsteps	scurried	to
and	fro	therein.
But	 at	 night-time	 a	 light	 shone	 forth	 from	 the	 tower,	 and	 the	 humming	 of	 a
mighty	wheel	was	heard,	and	above	the	hum	of	the	wheel	a	wondrous,	soft	song
seemed	 to	hover,	keeping	 time	with	 it.	Then	people	would	glance	 fearfully	up
toward	 the	 castle	 and	 whisper,	 “She	 is	 spinning	 again!”	 And	 she	 who	 sat
spinning	 there	was	 the	mistress	 of	 the	 castle,	 a	 very	 evil	 witch,	 to	 whom	 the
mountain-dwarfs	brought	all	the	gold	that	they	found	in	the	depths	of	the	earth,
that	she	might	spin	threads	of	gold	for	all	the	brides	to	wear	upon	their	heads	on
their	wedding-day.
The	gold	was	unloaded	 in	heaps	 in	her	castle,	and	she	weighed	 it	and	chose	 it
out,	and	woe	to	the	dwarf	who	did	not	bring	the	required	weight,	he	was	thrust
between	the	stem	and	bark	of	a	huge	tree,	and	squeezed	until	he	gave	up	the	very
uttermost	grain	of	gold,	or	he	would	be	caught	by	the	beard	only	in	the	tree,	and
there	he	might	struggle	and	writhe	as	he	pleased,	and	cry	for	mercy,	but	the	old
witch	turned	a	deaf	ear	to	it	all.
The	name	of	Baba	Coaja	(“Mother	Bark”)	had	been	given	her,	perhaps	because
of	this	cruel	custom	of	hers,	or	perhaps	because	she	was	as	hard	as	a	stale	crust
of	bread,	and	as	wrinkled	as	 the	stem	of	an	old	oak.	She	alone	understood	 the
spinning	of	the	golden	threads,	and	she	went	on	preparing	them	for	hundreds	of
years	in	advance.



Baba	 Coaja	 had	 a	 wondrously	 beautiful	 daughter,	 named	 Alba	 (“The	 White
One”),	 for	 she	was	 as	white	 as	 the	 snow	 that	 covered	 the	mountain-tops.	Her
skin	was	like	velvet,	and	like	velvet,	too,	were	her	brown	eyes,	and	her	hair	was
like	the	gold-threads	that	her	mother	spun.
She	was	always	kept	shut	up,	for	Baba	Coaja	had	plenty	of	work	for	her	to	do,
and,	besides,	no	one	was	to	be	allowed	to	see	her,	still	less	to	woo	her.	She	had
to	wind	 all	 the	 golden	 thread	 on	 reels,	 and	 store	 it	 up	 in	 underground	 cellars,
ready	for	all	those	hundreds	and	hundreds	of	years	to	come.	This	work	was	very
burdensome	to	the	sweet	maiden,	because	her	mother	would	sing	and	mutter	all
sorts	 of	 evil	 spells	 and	 sayings	 as	 she	 spun,	 so	 that	 a	 portion	 of	 sorrow	 and
heartache	was	 already	 prepared	 for	 each	 bride,	 so	 soon	 as	 the	 golden	 threads
should	have	rested	upon	her	head,	and	Alba	thought	sadly	of	all	the	trouble	that
was	being	thus	determined	beforehand.	Indeed,	she	once	sat	down	herself	to	the
great	wheel,	while	her	mother	was	away,	and	spun	a	length	of	thread	into	which
she	worked	nothing	but	good	wishes.	But	when	Baba	Coaja	came	home	she	was
very	wroth,	and	beat	her	daughter	unmercifully,	saying,	as	she	threw	the	thread
upon	 a	 heap	with	 the	 rest,	 “You	 shall	 never	wed	 until	 you	 can	 tell	 your	 own
spinning	apart	again!”
In	her	heart	the	old	witch	was	glad	to	have	a	pretext	for	keeping	her	daughter	to
herself,	for	it	had	been	prophesied	that	Alba	would	be	very	unhappy,	and	would
die	young.	The	only	being	 that	 she	 loved	 in	 the	world	was	her	beautiful	child,
yet,	however	much	trouble	she	took	to	please	her	with	fine	clothes	and	all	sorts
of	pretty	trifles,	she	could	not	bring	a	shade	of	colour	to	her	cheek	or	a	smile	to
her	eyes,	for	the	only	thing	the	maiden	yearned	after	was	freedom,	and	that	was
never	hers.
How	she	longed	to	go	wandering	for	once	beneath	the	trees	that	clothed	the	foot
of	 the	mountain	whereon	 she	dwelt.	Up	 there	nothing	grew,	 save	 a	 little	 short
grass,	and	the	winter	lasted	far	longer	than	the	summer.	When	the	wind	howled
round	 the	 castle,	 raging	 as	 though	 he	 would	 tear	 it	 to	 pieces,	 then	 her	 heart
would	grow	heavy	indeed,	she	would	sit	for	hours	before	the	hearth,	staring	into
the	 fire,	watching	 the	 sparks	 fly,	 and	 thinking	 of	 nothing	 at	 all.	Or	 again,	 she
would	listen	to	her	mother’s	uncanny	singing,	while	the	humming	of	the	wheel
and	the	howling	of	the	storm	mingled	in	one	dreary	accompaniment.
And	then	she	would	wonder	why	she	spun	so	much	sorrow	for	the	brides	into	the
gold-threads,	and	why	men	were	not	suffered	to	be	happy	and	gay,	out	there	in
the	beautiful	 sunshine,	 for	 that	 always	 looked	bright	and	merry.	But	 she	could
never	make	out	the	reason	why,	and	would	fall	asleep	at	last	from	sheer	thinking.
The	great	reels	of	gold	in	the	cellars	all	had	one	and	the	same	face,	yet	she	would
play	with	them,	and	pretend	they	were	people,	and	make	up	their	histories,	and
try	 and	 fancy	 what	 would	 befall	 the	 brides	 that	 were	 to	 wear	 those	 golden
threads,	but	as	she	knew	nothing	of	the	world,	all	her	stories	were	very	unlikely



ones.
“Mother,”	she	asked	one	day,	resting	her	chin	upon	her	hand,	“are	the	people	in
the	 world	 just	 as	 we	 are,	 you	 and	 I,	 or	 have	 they	 other	 forms,	 and	 other
thoughts?”
“What	are	the	people	in	the	world	to	you?	They	are	all	very	bad,	and	would	only
do	you	harm	if	they	got	hold	of	you.”
“But	a	while	ago	a	beautiful	creature	came	up	our	mountain,	and	there	sat	one
upon	him,	 one	who	was	 fairer	 far	 to	 see	 than	 any	of	 the	 little	 dwarfs.	He	had
black	locks,	and	no	beard,	and	a	purple	mantle.	Was	not	that	a	man?”
The	old	witch	was	terror-stricken	at	 this	speech,	and	answered,	“If	he	does	but
ride	up	here	again,	 I	will	break	his	neck	 for	him,	and	 those	 in	 the	valley	shall
never	see	him	again!”
“Oh,	mother!	do	not	thus,	he	was	so	fair!”
“If	you	do	think	but	once	again	of	him,	I	 tell	you	I	will	 lock	you	in	 the	cellar,
and	make	you	weigh	gold	out	night	and	day.	As	it	is,	you	are	grown	so	idle	in
these	 latter	 times,	 and	do	nought	but	 sit	 there	and	ask	useless	questions!	Have
you	not	all	your	heart	can	desire?”
“Nay,	mother,	 I	 too	would	 fain	have	 a	beautiful	 creature,	 such	 as	 yonder	man
had,	and	sit	upon	it.	Up	here	there	are	but	sheep,	and	one	cannot	sit	upon	them.”
“Now	you	would	have	a	horse	indeed,	would	you,	foolish	child!	Do	you	not	see
that	 it	 isa	 dangerous	 to	 life	 to	 ride	 here	 abouts?	The	 grass	 is	 slippery	 and	 the
abyss	deep.	One	false	step,	and	you’d	be	lying	shattered	to	pieces	down	below.”
Alba	thought	over	this	for	a	long	while,	and	wondered	why	it	was	dangerous	for
horses	to	go	where	sheep	could	tread	in	safety,	but	to	this	question	also	she	got
no	reply,	for	she	did	not	dare	to	ask	it.	Only,	the	dwarfs	appeared	much	uglier	to
her	than	before,	and	the	gold	became	so	distasteful	to	her	that	she	could	not	bear
to	look	at	it.	She	constantly	thought	of	the	beautiful	horse,	and	of	the	youth	who
was	 to	 have	 his	 neck	 broken	 if	 he	 showed	 himself	 there	 again.	Why	 did	 her
mother	want	 to	break	his	neck?	This	 time,	 too,	 she	 found	no	answer,	however
much	she	puzzled	over	the	matter.
Sometime	 after,	 the	 handsome	 youth	 rode	 up	 to	 the	 mountain	 again.	 He	 was
tormented	by	curiosity	to	discover	who	lived	in	that	mighty	castle,	whose	walls
were	 hewn	 out	 of	 the	 living	 rock.	 He	 was	 a	 king’s	 son,	 and	 his	 name	 was
Porfirie.	He	was	 not	 used	 to	 being	 unable	 to	 do	 things,	 and	 any	 obstacle	was
welcome	to	his	impetuous	nature.	When	they	spoke	to	him	of	marriage,	he	was
wont	to	reply	that	he	should	win	his	bride	from	the	clutches	of	a	dragon,	or	pluck
her	down	from	a	cliff,	but	never	have	her	tamely	wooed	for	him	by	a	deputy,	and
end	up	with	a	commonplace	wedding!



Just	 at	 that	moment	Alba	was	 busy	 bedecking	 herself,	 by	way	 of	 passing	 the
time,	after	having	worked	at	reeling	off	gold	all	the	morning.	She	had	bathed	her
hands	and	 face,	and	combed	her	 long	hair	with	her	 ivory	comb,	and	about	her
brow	she	had	bound	a	double	row	of	pearls,	in	which	she	had	fastened	an	alpine
rose	 sideways.	Her	 robe	was	white,	with	a	golden	girdle,	 and	over	 it	 flowed	a
green	velvet	mantle,	held	on	either	shoulder	with	chains	of	pearls.	Around	her
snow-white	 throat	 she	 laid	 a	 string	 of	 emeralds,	 as	 large	 as	 pigeons’	 eggs,	 a
present	from	the	mountain-dwarfs,	and	then	she	looked	at	herself	in	the	glass,	in
which,	however,	she	could	not	see	how	her	golden	hair	gleamed	upon	the	green
velvet	mantle.
Indeed,	she	could	not	have	seen	aright	at	all,	or	the	glass	was	bad,	for	now	she
smote	her	face,	crying,	“How	ugly	I	am!,	Oh,	how	ugly!	That	is	why	my	mother
hides	me	from	all	men,	and	gives	me	fine	dresses,	and	jewels	like	a	queen’s,	that
it	may	be	forgotten	how	ugly	I	am!”
Just	 then	the	sound	of	horses’	hoofs	echoed	among	the	rocks,	and	with	horror-
stricken	gaze	she	beheld	 the	handsome	stranger,	who	was	 to	 lose	his	 life	 if	he
appeared	again	before	the	castle.	He	must	be	warned	at	any	cost.	She	sprang	like
a	wild	goat	down	the	mountain-side,	with	fluttering	mantle	and	waving	hair,	in
which	 the	 sunbeams	 seemed	 to	 catch	 as	 she	 went.	 The	 young	 King	 saw	 her
speeding	 towards	 him	 over	 the	 rocks,	 her	 feet	 scarcely	 seeming	 to	 touch	 the
stones	upon	 the	way,	 and	 reined	 in	 his	 horse	 in	wonder-struck	 admiration.	He
asked	 himself	what	 princess,	 or	mountain-fairy,	 this	might	 be,	 flying	 down	 to
him	thus.
And	 now	 she	waved	 both	 her	 arms,	 crying	 breathlessly,	 “Back,	 back!	Do	 not
come	up	here,	it	were	your	death!”
“And	though	it	should	be	my	death,”	he	exclaimed,	“I	would	die	gladly,	seeing	I
have	beheld	the	fairest	maid	that	ever	trod	this	earth!”
Alba	stood	still	before	him,	a	faint	blush	overspread	her	cheeks,	and	looking	at
him	with	wide-open	eyes,	she	said,	“Am	I	fair?”
“Yea,	verily,	wondrous	fair!	So	bewitching	are	you,	with	your	golden	hair	and
your	golden	eyes,	that	I	love	you	from	this	hour!”
“And	I	love	you,	too,”	replied	the	guileless	maiden,	unaware	of	the	fact	that	it	is
not	customary	among	men	 to	 say	what	one	 thinks.	“But	do	not	 say	my	hair	 is
golden,	for	gold	is	so	ugly!”
“Ugly!”	The	King’s	son	laughed.	“I	have	never	heard	that	of	it	before.	Have	you,
then,	seen	so	much	gold	that	it	has	grown	to	seem	ugly	to	you?”
“Ah,	yes!	I	see	nought	save	gold,	instead	of	green	trees,	gold,	instead	of	flowers,
gold,	instead	of	men,	gold,	heaps	of	it,	 like	that.”	And	she	spread	out	her	arms
and	turned	herself	about.	“Oh,	how	much	rather	would	I	sit	upon	yon	beautiful



creature!	I	have	never	seen	a	horse	before,	may	I	touch	it?”
“Yes,	indeed,	and	stroke	it	too,	and	climb	up	beside	me.	You	shall	ride	as	long	as
you	have	a	mind	to.”
Then	he	bade	her	 rest	her	 foot	on	his	 and	give	him	both	her	hands,	 and	 so	he
drew	her	up	before	him	on	the	saddle,	clasped	his	arm	about	her,	and	gave	his
horse	 the	 spur.	 He	 fancied	 she	 would	 be	 frightened,	 but	 no	 such	 thought
occurred	 to	 the	 gentle,	 innocent	 creature,	 for	 she	 knew	 nought	 of	 danger.	 As
soon	as	the	ground	was	soft	beneath	them	he	loosened	the	reins,	and	away	they
sped,	through	the	woodland	shade,	and	over	the	flowery	meadows.
Alba	shouted	and	clapped	her	hands	for	glee,	crying,	“Faster,	faster	yet!”	So	they
drew	near	 to	 the	 city,	 through	which	 they	 had	 to	 ride	 before	 reaching	 the	 hill
upon	which	the	royal	castle	stood.	Then	suddenly	fear	came	upon	the	maiden.
“Are	all	these	human	beings?”	she	asked,	as	they	rode	at	a	foot’s-pace	through
the	streets.	“And	does	not	the	wind	blow	down	these	tiny	houses?”
“Nay,”	 laughed	 Porfirie.	 “The	wind	 does	 not	 blow	 here	 as	 hard	 as	 it	 does	 up
yonder.”
“See,	 my	 people,”	 he	 cried	 to	 the	 folk	 as	 he	 passed,	 “here	 I	 bring	 you	 your
Queen.	She	is	a	fairy-blossom,	and	I	plucked	her	from	yonder	cliff!”
“But	I	am	no	Queen,”	said	Alba	in	affright.
“I	am	a	King,	and	since	you	are	to	be	my	wife,	you	will	become	Queen	also.”
“Your	wife?	But	I	was	to	have	no	husband,	my	mother	said.”
“She	only	said	that	because	she	knew	that	none	was	to	have	you,	save	I	alone.”
“Are	you	not	at	all	bad,	then?”
“No,	I	am	not	bad.”
“Then	are	you	not	a	human	being?”
“Nay,	but	I	am.”
“Yet	my	mother	 said	 that	 all	 human	 creatures	were	 bad,	 and	 that	 I	must	 have
nought	to	do	with	them.”
“Who	is	your	mother,	then?”
“That	I	do	not	know.	She	spins	gold.”
“Spins	gold?	And	for	what?”
“For	bridal	veils,	but	 I	will	have	no	gold	at	my	wedding!”	added	Alba	hastily,
and	she	clutched	at	her	head	as	though	she	would	defend	it	from	that	dangerous
contact.
“But	you	cannot	do	otherwise,”	said	Porfirie,	“or	everyone	would	wonder.	Here



we	are	 at	my	home,	we	are	 even	now	 riding	 into	 the	 courtyard,	 and	you	must
speak	pleasantly	to	my	mother.”
“Is	she	old	and	ugly?”
“Nay,	she	is	fair	and	proud.”
“What	does	‘proud”	mean?”	asked	Alba.
Porfirie	looked	into	her	eyes.	They	were	as	clear	and	unsullied	as	the	sun	itself.
He	pressed	the	maiden	to	his	heart,	then	throwing	the	reins	to	the	attendants	who
came	 forward,	he	 sprang	 from	his	horse,	 lifted	Alba	gently	 to	 the	ground,	 and
offered	his	hand	to	lead	her	up	the	broad	stone	steps.
They	entered	a	 lofty	hall,	and	 there	sat	a	 tall,	noble	 lady,	surrounded	by	many
maidens,	and	she	was	spinning	beautiful	gold-coloured	silk.	All	rose	from	their
work,	and	gazed	in	delighted	amazement	at	 the	beautiful	pair	standing	beneath
the	portal,	that	was	just	then	flooded	by	the	glory	of	the	setting	sun.
“Here,	mother,”	cried	Porfirie,	“is	your	dear	daughter,	my	sweet	bride,	whom	I
found	up	yonder,	quite	near	 the	sky,	and	I	am	not	yet	sure	whether	she	be	not
indeed	one	of	the	heavenly	inhabitants,	that	will	presently	spread	wings	and	flee
away	from	us!”
“Oh,	 you	 beauteous	 lady!”	 cried	Alba,	 and	 fell	 at	 the	 feet	 of	 the	Queen,	who
raised	her	up	and	kissed	her	with	great	kindness.
“And	you	are	spinning	too,”	she	went	on,	“only	far,	far	more	beautifully	than	my
mother,	for	what	you	do	spin	is	as	soft	and	fine	as	snowflakes,	or	the	petals	of
flowers.”
“What	does	your	mother	spin,	then?”
“Oh,	always	that	hard,	ugly	gold!”
“Gold!”	 echoed	 the	 bystanders,	 and	 many	 laughed,	 and	 did	 not	 believe	 the
maiden’s	words.
“Can	you,	too,	spin	gold?”
“I	can,	but	I	may	not.”
“Why	not?”
She	was	opening	her	lips	to	tell	what	her	mother	did	over	her	spinning,	but	all	at
once	she	felt	strangely	ill	at	ease,	and	realised	how	angrily	everyone	would	look
at	her	if	the	maidens	knew	that	all	kinds	of	sorrow	was	spun	for	them	into	their
bridal	 veils.	 And	 here	 they	were	 all	 looking	 so	 happy	 and	 so	 kind,	 these	 bad
people,	 against	 whom	 her	 mother	 had	 warned	 her!	 They	 seemed	 far	 better,
indeed,	than	that	mother	herself,	of	whom	the	mountain-dwarfs	were	always	so
horribly	afraid.



She	was	relieved	of	her	perplexity	by	hearing	one	of	the	maidens	whisper,	“Her
dress	is	velvet,	real	white	velvet!”
“And	the	jewels,	from	whom	did	she	get	her	jewels?”	said	another,	rather	louder.
“From	my	friends,”	answered	Alba.	“Would	you	like	them?	I	have	m	anymore
such	playthings	at	home.”	And	taking	the	emeralds	from	her	neck,	she	gave	each
of	the	girls	one.
She	would	 have	 done	 the	 same	with	 her	 strings	 of	 pearls,	 had	 not	 the	Queen
prevented	her.
“Are	your	friends	so	rich,	then?”	inquired	the	latter.
“I	do	not	know.	What	is	‘rich’?	They	bring	it	all	up	out	of	the	earth	in	sacks,	and
when	they	do	not	bring	enough,	they	are	punished.”
Then	the	Queen’s	face	darkened,	she	drew	her	son	aside	and	said,	“This	maiden
is	none	other	than	the	daughter	of	the	abominable	witch,	Baba	Coaja.	Take	her
back	as	quickly	as	possible	to	the	spot	where	you	found	her.	She	will	only	bring
trouble	upon	our	house.”
“Ask	anything	of	me	but	that,	mother,”	replied	the	young	King,	turning	pale.	“I
love	this	sweet	and	innocent	maid	with	my	every	thought,	with	my	every	breath,
with	all	the	blood	in	my	veins,	and	though	she	were	Baba	Coaja	her	very	self,	I
could	not	give	her	up!”
The	Queen	sighed.	But	she	gave	orders	that	an	apartment	should	be	made	ready
next	 to	 her	 own	 for	 the	maiden,	 and	 the	wedding	was	 fixed	 for	 the	 following
day.
The	Queen	desired	to	adorn	her	new	daughter	for	it	with	her	own	hands,	but	she
had	a	bitter	 struggle	with	her,	because	 the	maiden	would	on	no	account	 suffer
any	gold-threads	to	be	laid	upon	her	head.	She	fled	from	one	end	of	the	castle	to
the	other	 like	a	hunted	doe.	She	cast	herself	upon	 the	ground,	and	hid	beneath
the	coverings	of	the	divans.	She	begged	and	prayed	with	streaming	eyes	that	she
might	be	spared.	“Let	the	Queen	put	some	of	the	beautiful	silken	threads	of	her
own	spinning	upon	her	hair,	only	not	the	horrible	gold!”
But	as	she	knelt	wailing	and	praying	before	her,	the	Queen	gave	a	sign,	and	two
of	the	attendant	maidens	bound	her	hands,	while	a	third	fastened	on	the	golden
veil.	They	 all	 expected	 to	 see	 an	outbreak	of	 rage	 and	despair,	 but	Alba	grew
quite	quiet.	As	pale	as	death,	she	bowed	her	head	beneath	its	burden.	“You	are
harder	than	my	mother,”	she	said,	“for	she	would	not	give	me	a	husband,	lest	I
should	be	unhappy,	but	you	do	yourself	call	down	sorrow	upon	me!”
No	 one	 understood	 these	words.	Alba	 could	 not	 be	 prevailed	 upon	 to	 explain
them,	whereby	the	general	mistrust	of	her	was	yet	further	increased.	She	looked
so	sad	that	the	people	no	longer	even	recognised	in	her	the	beaming	maiden	of



yesterday,	and	all	her	young	husband’s	words	of	love	could	not	chase	the	clouds
from	her	brow.
At	court	there	was	presently	no	talk	of	anything	but	the	countless	treasures	of	the
young	 Queen,	 and	 many	 people	 urged	 the	 King	 to	 go	 up	 the	 mountain	 and
examine	them	for	himself.	He	cared	nothing	for	the	treasures.	He	only	thought	of
how	 he	 could	 bring	 back	 the	 smile	 to	 his	 young	wife’s	 face,	 and	 fancied	 that
perhaps,	if	he	fetched	her	the	ornaments	she	was	fond	of,	she	would	grow	merry
again.	For	she	smiled	pityingly	at	the	little	stones	other	people	called	jewels,	and
could	not	at	all	understand	that	such	trifles	should	be	costly.	But	as	soon	as	she
learnt	that	Porfirie	intended	to	ride	up	to	her	castle	again,	she	was	terror-stricken,
and	implored	and	conjured	him	not	to	do	so.	“It	will	surely	be	your	death,”	said
she.
He,	 however,	would	not	 be	 convinced,	 and	 the	more	 she	depicted	 the	dangers
that	awaited	him	there,	the	more	did	these	very	dangers	attract	him,	so	that	one
morning	he	set	off	secretly,	while	she	still	lay	in	a	deep	slumber.
With	only	a	few	followers,	he	dashed	up	towards	Baba	Coaja’s	castle.	But	she
spied	his	 coming	 from	afar,	 and	 cried	out	 to	him	as	he	drew	nearer,	 “A	curse
upon	you,	you	who	did	ravish	my	child,	only	to	bring	her	to	sorrow!	See	here,
then,	satisfy	the	greed	that	has	driven	you	back	here,	miserable	wretch!	I	never
desired	to	have	aught	to	do	with	you.	Why	did	you	seek	me	out?”
With	these	words	she	began	to	scatter	down	jewels	in	endless	quantities	upon	the
horsemen,	but	as	they	fell,	the	precious	stones	were	changed	into	ice	and	snow,
and	whirled	through	the	air	in	such	clouds	that	the	unhappy	men	were	unable	to
shield	themselves,	and	were,	moreover,	so	dazzled	that	they	could	no	longer	see
their	way.	The	greater	 number	 of	 them	 fell	 over	 the	 precipices,	 but	 the	 young
King,	 who,	 thirsting	 for	 vengeance,	 tried	 to	 reach	 the	 castle	 that	 he	 might
strangle	the	terrible	witch,	was	so	completely	caught	in	the	avalanche	that	before
a	moment	was	past	he	could	no	longer	move	a	limb,	and	before	he	had	time	to
utter	a	word	he	was	buried	deep	beneath	the	snow.
As	 he	 disappeared,	 Baba	 Coaja	 said,	 with	 a	 malicious	 laugh,	 “Now	 she	 will
come,	to	him,	not	to	me,	yet	it	will	be	to	me,	not	to	him,	that	she	comes.	I	shall
have	my	child	again,	 for	 she	may	not	 remain	 in	 the	wicked	world,	and	among
men,	whom	I	hate.”
And	indeed	it	was	not	long	before	Alba,	weary	with	her	long	journey	afoot,	her
white	velvet	dress	dusty	and	travel-stained,	came	hastening	up	the	mountain.
“Where,	where	is	he?”	she	asked,	with	blanched	lips.
“So!”	said	the	old	witch,	“you	have	run	away	from	me	with	a	strange	man,	and
now	come	back,	and	do	not	ask	after	me,	but	after	him?	He	is	not	here.”
“Yes,	yes,	he	is!	I	traced	him,	up	to	the	edge	of	yonder	snow!”



“He	came	no	further,	indeed!”	laughed	the	old	witch.	“He	is	smothered	beneath
your	jewels!”
With	a	terrible	cry,	Alba	cast	herself	down	upon	the	patch	of	snow	and	began	to
shovel	 it	 away	 with	 her	 hands.	 But	 in	 vain!	 The	 covering	 that	 lay	 upon	 her
beloved	 was	 too	 heavy,	 it	 was	 frozen	 too	 fast.	 With	 one	 cry,	 “Oh,	 mother,
mother!	What	have	you	done	to	me!”,	Alba	fell	dead	beside	the	ice	and	snow.
Then	Baba	Coaja	hurled	forth	so	terrible	a	curse,	that	the	very	mountain	reeled,
and	the	castle	fell	with	a	crash,	burying	her	and	her	gold	beneath	its	ruins.	But	on
the	spot	where	 the	beautiful	Alba	had	drawn	her	 last	breath,	 there	sprang	up	a
white	 flower,	 in	 a	white	 velvet	 dress,	which	 has	 ever	 since	 been	 called	 “Alba
Regina,”	or	Edelweiss.	This	flower	only	blooms	close	to	the	eternal	snow	which
covered	her	beloved,	and	is	as	white	and	pure	as	she	was	herself.
Perhaps	 the	 snow	 will	 turn	 to	 jewels	 again	 someday,	 if	 an	 innocent	 maiden
should	pass	over	it.
The	piece	of	gold-thread	that	Alba	spun	is	still	being	sought	for,	and	every	bride
hopes	that	it	is	she	who	has	found	it.	That	is	why	not	one	of	them	ever	fears	the
golden	threads	that	are	so	dangerous,	but	still	believes	that	happiness	will	be	her
portion.
	



THE	OLD	WOMAN	AND	THE	OLD	MAN

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	an	old	man	and	an	old	woman,	who	had
not	a	single	child	in	 their	old	age,	and	it	was	very	hard	for	 them,	because	they
had	no	help,	not	even	to	light	the	fire.	When	they	came	home	from	working	in
the	fields,	they	were	obliged	to	begin	with	lighting	the	fire	and	then	prepare	their
food.
One	day,	when	they	were	fretting	and	consulting	each	other,	they	determined	to
look	for	children	whatever	might	happen.
The	old	man	went	one	way,	the	old	woman	another,	to	find	a	child	somewhere.
The	old	man	met	a	dog,	the	old	woman	a	mouse.	When	they	met	again	the	old
woman	asked,	"Husband,	what	have	you	found?"
"A	little	dog.	And	you,	wife?"
"A	little	mouse."
They	now	agreed	to	adopt	the	mouse	for	a	child	and	drive	the	dog	away,	so	the
couple	returned	with	the	mouse,	greatly	delighted	because	they	had	found	what
they	sought,	that	is,	a	child.
On	reaching	home	the	old	woman	began	to	make	a	fire,	then	she	set	the	pot	of
sour	buttermilk	on	to	boil,	and	left	the	mouse	to	watch	that	it	did	not	fall	over,
while	she	went	to	work	with	the	old	man	in	the	fields.
After	she	had	gone,	the	porridge	boiled	and	splashed	over	the	top	of	the	pot.	The
mouse,	which	was	sitting	on	the	hearth,	said,	"Porridge,	don't	jump	on	me	or	I'll
jump	on	you."	But	the	buttermilk	did	not	stop	and	still	splashed	over	the	brim.
When	the	mouse	saw	this,	it	grew	angry	and	leaped	straight	into	the	pot.
When	the	old	people	returned	from	hoeing	and	called	their	child,	 there	was	no
child	 to	 be	 found.	After	 searching	 for	 it	 a	 long	 time	without	 success,	 they	 sat
sadly	down	to	eat	their	dinner.	Yet	they	ate	the	porridge	with	great	relish	until,
when	the	old	woman	emptied	the	dish	she	found	at	the	bottom	the	little	mouse,



their	child,	dead!
She	 began,	 "Husband,	 husband,	 here	 it	 is,	 our	 child	 is	 drowned	 in	 the
buttermilk."
"How	is	that	possible,	wife!"	replied	the	bearded	old	fellow.
When	they	saw	this	terrible	accident,	they	began	to	weep	and	lament	bitterly,	the
old	man	in	his	grief	tore	his	beard,	and	the	old	woman	pulled	the	hair	out	of	her
head.
The	old	man	left	the	house	with	tearful	eyes	and	tousled	beard.	On	the	bough	of
a	tree,	in	front	of	the	hut,	perched	a	magpie,	which	seeing	him	asked,	"Why	have
you	pulled	out	your	beard,	old	man?"
"Oh,	my	dear	bird,	how	can	 I	help	 tearing	my	beard,	when	my	 little	 child	has
drowned	itself	in	the	pot	of	porridge	and	is	dead?"
When	the	magpie	heard	this,	 it	 tore	out	all	 its	feathers,	 leaving	nothing	but	 the
tail.
The	old	woman	set	off	with	her	bald	head	 to	 the	well,	 to	get	a	 jug	of	water	 to
wash	the	dead	body	of	her	child.
By	the	well	stood	a	girl	with	a	pitcher,	who	had	come	to	draw	water,	when	she
saw	the	old	woman	she	asked,	"My,	old	woman,	why	have	you	torn	the	hair	out
of	your	head	till	you	are	perfectly	bald?"
"Alas,	my	darling,	how	can	I	help	tearing	my	hair	and	making	myself	bald,	when
my	little	mouse	is	dead?"
The	girl,	in	her	grief,	smashed	her	pitcher	in	two,	then	she	hurried	to	the	empress
to	tell	her	the	story.	The	royal	lady,	as	soon	as	she	heard	it,	fell	down	from	the
balcony,	broke	her	ankle,	and	died,	while	the	emperor,	out	of	love	for	his	wife,
went	away	and	became	a	monk	in	the	monastery	of	Lies,	beyond	the	Country	of
Truth,	while	I:
	

Acquaintance	made	with	grandsires	old,
To	whom	this	simple	tale	I	told,
It	seemed	to	them	such	perfect	chaff
That	its	bare	memory	raised	a	laugh.
	



PIATRA	ARSA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

THE	 BEAUTIFUL	 PAÙNA	 WAS	 PROUD,	 VERY	 proud.	 It	 was	 not	 for
nothing	 that	 she	 had	 those	 great	 dark	 eyes,	with	 black	brows	 rising	 to	 a	 point
above	them,	and	that	sharply-cut	aquiline	nose.	Her	mouth	was	somewhat	large,
but	well-shaped,	and	when	she	spoke	or	laughed	she	showed	two	gleaming	rows
of	 teeth.	 Her	 black	 tresses	were	 coiled	 like	 a	 crown	 above	 her	 brow,	 and	 the
people	 were	 wont	 to	 call	 her,	 in	 jest,	 Pui	 de	 Imparat_,	 or	 “Emperor’s	 child,”
when	she	went	by	with	her	long	stride	and	her	broad	shoulders,	holding	her	head
as	straight	as	though	she	were	carrying	something	upon	it.	But	she	was	not	too
proud	 to	 turn	 that	 head	when	Tannas	went	 by,	 or	 to	 give	 ear	 to	 him	when	 he
talked	 to	her	during	 the	Hora.	Only,	 if	 anyone	 teased	her	 about	him,	 an	angry
flush	would	rise	to	her	cheek,	and	she	was	quick	to	punish	the	daring	offender
with	a	sharp	retort.
Tannas	 was	 an	 object	 of	 envy	 to	 all	 the	 other	 village	 lads,	 especially	 as	 the
betrothal	was	looked	upon	as	a	certainty.	Then,	on	a	sudden,	war	broke	out	in	the
land,	 and	Tannas	had	 to	 join	 the	 army	and	march	down	 to	 the	Danube.	Paùna
swallowed	her	tears	before	people,	but	no	one	dared	ask	her	whether	she	did	not
shed	a	few	in	secret.
She	always	contrived	to	be	one	of	the	first	in	the	village	to	get	tidings	from	the
army,	and	when	tales	went	about	of	the	first	battles	that	had	taken	place,	she	was
obliged,	 as	 she	 listened,	 to	 lean	 against	 the	 great	 stone	 cross	 that	 stood	 at	 the
entrance	of	the	village,	so	weak	and	faint	did	the	strong	Paùna	turn.	At	night	all
sleep	forsook	her,	and	she	often	had	to	let	her	 light	burn	till	morning,	 to	chase
away	the	terrible	visions	that	arose	before	her	in	the	darkness,	of	Tannas	covered
with	wounds,	and	dead	or	dying.
One	dark	night	she	was	sitting	thus,	still	dressed,	upon	the	edge	of	her	bed,	and
never	knew	that,	outside,	someone	was	gliding	round	the	house,	and	peeping	in
at	her	little	window.	She	did	not	know,	either,	how	beautiful	she	looked,	gazing



before	 her	with	wide-open	 eyes,	 her	 hands	 folded	 upon	 her	 knee.	All	 at	 once
there	 was	 a	 knocking	 on	 the	 window,	 and	 she	 sprang	 up	 with	 a	 stifled	 cry,
turning	 her	 head	 and	 trying	 to	 pierce	 the	 darkness	 with	 her	 eyes.	 Then	 she
fancied	 she	 could	make	 out	 the	 face	 of	 Tannas	 at	 the	window,	 and	 presently,
indeed,	she	heard	him	call	her	in	low	tones,
“Paùna,	dear	Paùna,	I	pray	you	to	come	out	to	me.	Do	not	be	afraid,	it	is	only	I,
Tannas.”
Paùna’s	hand	was	already	upon	the	latch.	In	a	moment	she	was	outside,	and	felt
herself	enfolded	in	a	warm	embrace.	But	she	put	aside	the	arm	that	clasped	her,
and	said,	“Are	you	Tannas	indeed,	or	is	someone	making	sport	of	me?”
“Here,	feel	your	own	little	ring,	Paùna,	and	here	again,	the	coin	about	my	neck.	I
could	bear	it	no	longer,	without	coming	to	see	whether	you	were	true	to	me.”
“Who	gave	you	leave	to	come	away	from	the	army?”
“Me?	No	one.”
“No	one?,	and	you	are	here?	Is	the	war	over,	then?”
“Nay,	there	is	still	war.	But	I	came	secretly,	and	out	of	love	to	you,	Paùna!”
“Love	to	me!”	Paùna	gave	a	short,	bitter	laugh.	“Do	you	think,	then,	that	it	gives
me	pleasure	to	have	a	deserter	for	my	betrothed?	Go	out	of	my	sight!”
“Paùna!	Is	this	your	love?	You	are	sending	me	back	to	death	and	destruction!”
“Go	where	you	will.	This	only	I	tell	you,	I	will	never	be	your	wife,	I	could	not
endure	to	have	to	despise	my	husband.”
“You	do	love	some	other!”
“Nay,	Tannas,	you	I	love,	and	you	alone.	I	have	many	a	time	watched	through
the	livelong	night	for	love	of	you,	but	I	never	dreamed	that	I	had	a	coward	for
my	lover!”	Paùna	wept,	burying	her	face	in	her	hands.
“And	 I,	 who	 thought	 you	 would	 welcome	me	with	 joy,	 and	 hide	me	 in	 your
dwelling!”
“Oh,	shame!”	cried	the	maiden.	“Shame!	that	I	should	have	betrothed	myself	to
you.	But	this	I	swear,	that	the	Bucegi	Mountain	shall	burn	before	I	become	your
wife!”
“And	I	swear,”	cried	Tannas,	“that	you	shall	not	see	me	again	till	I	am	a	cripple,
or	dead!”
And	 as	 they	 spoke	 thus,	 the	 two	 lovers	 faced	 one	 another	 with	 such	 burning
glances	that	their	eyes	sparkled	in	the	darkness.
Just	then	a	red	light	shone	out	over	the	heights	above,	and	looking	up,	they	saw
that	 one	 of	 the	 rocky	 peaks	 of	 the	 Bucegi	 seemed	 all	 aglow.	 Brighter	 and



brighter	it	grew,	till	a	red	flame	appeared	to	break	out	and	send	up	a	shower	of
stars	 on	 high.	The	 two	 lovers	 stood	 as	 though	 turned	 to	 stone.	Then	windows
began	 to	 open	 in	 the	 neighbouring	 houses,	 and	 the	 people	 to	 call	 out	 to	 one
another	that	there	was	a	forest	fire,	nay,	that	the	mountain	was	burning!	All	the
village	was	in	an	uproar.	Dogs	began	to	bark	and	cocks	to	crow.
Thereupon	 Paùna	 took	 her	 lover	 by	 the	 shoulders,	 and	 thrusting	 him	 far	 from
her,	she	cried,	“Away,	away	from	here.	Hide	your	face,	or	I	shall	die	of	shame!”
Then	she	flung	the	door	to	behind	her,	and	extinguished	her	light.	With	a	beating
heart	she	watched	Tannas	slip	away	in	the	shadow	of	the	houses,	and	presently
she	turned	her	eyes	to	the	mountain	as	it	glowed	and	slowly	grew	dark	again,	but
never	an	answer	did	she	give	when	the	neighbours	called	her	to	come	and	look	at
the	miracle.
From	that	time	forth	people	began	to	notice	that	Paùna	looked	wonderfully	pale.
No	smile	was	ever	seen	now	upon	her	lips,	that	before	had	been	wont	so	often	to
curl	in	mockery,	and	quick	retorts	no	longer	cut	short	the	teasing	words	that	folk
called	out	 to	 her	 as	 she	passed.	She	did	her	work	 in	 silence,	 but	was	often	 so
tired	 that	she	was	obliged	 to	sit	down	to	rest	upon	 the	margin	of	 the	well,	and
bathe	her	forehead	with	the	fresh	water.	Sometimes	she	would	gaze	sadly	at	her
own	reflection	in	the	well,	or	glance	timidly	up	towards	the	Bucegi	Mountain.
All	at	once	it	began	to	be	bruited	about	that	Tannas	had	been	in	the	village,	this
person	and	that	felt	sure	of	having	seen	him	by	the	light	of	the	burning	mountain,
and	it	was	even	said	that	his	voice	had	been	heard	with	Paùna’s.	When	the	latter
was	questioned	about	it,	 the	drops	of	sweat	burst	out	upon	her	brow	and	round
her	lips,	that	trembled	slightly	as	she	replied,	“Was	not	all	still	and	dark	in	our
house,	the	night	that	the	mountain	was	on	fire?”
Paùna’s	mother	shook	her	head,	till	her	very	under	lip	quivered,	and	said	that	all
manner	of	strange	signs	were	to	be	seen	in	these	evil	days.
At	last	the	news	came	that	a	great	and	deadly	battle	had	been	fought.	This	time
Paùna	was	the	last	to	hear	of	it,	but	when	she	did,	she	hurried	home	and	made	a
little	bundle,	 tying	up	a	gourd	and	some	maize-bread	 in	a	cloth,	and	when	her
mother	 anxiously	 asked	her	where	 she	was	going,	 she	only	 said,	 “I	 shall	 soon
come	back	again,	mother,	do	not	fear	for	me.”
The	 battlefield	 lay	 wide	 and	 silent	 in	 the	 twilight.	 Thousands	 of	 dead	 bodies
were	scattered	upon	it,	horses	writhed	in	the	death-throes,	or	limped	about	with
drooping	heads.	The	army	was	encamped	around	huge	sentry-fires,	and	the	men
no	 longer	 gave	 any	 heed	 to	 the	 cries	 and	 wailings	 that	 echoed	 from	 the
battlefield.	A	stately	woman’s	form	moved	alone	amid	the	lines	of	bodies,	it	was
Paùna,	who	had	already	made	inquiry	after	Tannas	throughout	the	whole	camp.
She	drew	bravely	near	 to	both	 friend	and	 foe,	giving	many	a	one	a	drink,	 and
closely	scanning	the	features	of	the	dead.	Night	had	now	closed	in,	and	the	moon



lit	up	the	fearsome	scene.	Still	the	maiden	moved	to	and	fro,	anon	kneeling	down
and	resting	some	dying	man’s	head	upon	her	breast,	and	again	searching	some
terribly	disfigured	corpse	for	a	little	ring,	and	a	coin	about	the	throat.	Only	once
she	 staggered	 back,	 and	 that	was	when	 she	 beheld	 some	women	 plundering	 a
corpse,	and	heard	the	finger-joints	crack	as	they	dragged	the	rings	from	off	the
hand.	She	hastened	 away,	 but	 soon	 returned	 to	 scan	 the	 dead	man’s	 face	with
anxiety.
The	whole	camp	was	sunk	in	slumber,	but	still	Paùna	glided	about	the	battlefield
in	the	moonlight.	Sometimes	she	would	utter	a	low	cry,	“Tannasse!”,	and	often	a
groan	 would	 be	 heard	 in	 answer,	 but	 she	 always	 shook	 her	 head	 sadly,	 after
bending	to	give	the	sufferer	a	drink.	The	dawn	was	beginning	to	break,	and	the
moon	 to	 pale,	 when	 she	 suddenly	 saw	 something	 glitter	 on	 the	 ground,	 and
drawing	near,	found	a	half-stripped,	dead	man	lying	there,	on	whose	hand	shone
a	 little	 ring.	And	 the	hand	had	grasped	something	 that	 the	man	wore	about	his
neck,	 so	 firmly,	 that	 the	 plunderers	 had	 plainly	 given	 up	 trying	 to	 force	 the
fingers	 open.	 Paùna	 knew	 her	 own	 ring	 again,	 and	 with	 a	 loud	 cry	 of
“Tannasse!”	 she	 sank	down	beside	 the	body,	whose	 face	was	 so	 covered	with
blood	that	it	was	scarcely	recognisable.
In	a	few	moments	Paùna	came	to	herself	again,	and	began	to	wash	the	beloved
face.	 She	 saw,	 with	 fast-flowing	 tears,	 that	 both	 eyes	 and	 nose	 were	 gashed
through	by	a	terrible	stroke,	but	she	saw	also	that	the	blood	gushed	out	again	as
she	wiped	 it	 away.	Now	 she	was	 sure	 that	 her	 beloved	was	not	 dead,	 and	 she
hastened	to	moisten	his	lips,	and	to	bind	up	his	wound	with	her	kerchief.	Then
he	began	to	sigh,	and	when	he	heard	his	name	called,	to	feel	about	with	his	hand.
Presently	it	touched	Paùna’s	face,	and	lingered	long	upon	it.
“My	Paùna!”	he	murmured	almost	inaudibly.	“Let	me	die,	I	am	blind,	I	am	of	no
more	use	on	earth!”
“Nay,	nay!”	cried	Paùna,	 “you	are	my	beloved,	 and,	God	willing,	 shall	be	my
husband	soon.	Only	be	still	now,	be	still!”
Many	long	weeks	had	passed	since	that	morning,	weeks	during	which	Paùna	had
watched	 day	 and	 night	 by	Tannas’s	 bed	 and	 nursed	 him	untiringly.	And	 now,
one	day,	two	wanderers	were	seen	coming	along	the	road	into	the	village,	a	blind
man	in	a	soldier’s	cloak,	with	the	cross	of	honour	upon	his	breast,	and	a	maiden,
who	 led	 him	 carefully	 along,	 and	 said	 to	 the	 passers-by,	 with	 a	 joyful	 smile,
“This	is	my	bridegroom.	He	is	a	hero!	See	the	cross	upon	his	breast!”
“And	upon	his	face!”	rejoined	Tannas,	with	a	sigh.
Never	had	such	a	crowded	wedding	been	seen	before.	People	streamed	from	far
and	near,	to	pity	the	beautiful	Paùna	at	the	side	of	the	blind	man.	But	she	smiled
at	 every	 one,	 and	 said,	 “I	 am	proud	now.	 I	 have	 a	 hero	 for	my	husband,	 and,
thank	God,	I	am	strong	and	can	work	for	both.”



The	mountain	 that	had	been	 seen	on	 fire	was	 from	 that	day	called	Piatra	Arsa
(“the	burnt	rock”),	for	both	shepherds	and	hunters	bore	witness	that	on	that	spot
they	had	found	the	rock	all	blackened	and	charred.
	



THE	FLEDGLING

Adapted	from	an	original	story	by	I.	AL.	Bratescu-Voineshti,	translated	by	Lucy
Byng	in	Roumanian	Stories,	published	in	1921	by	John	Lane,	The	Bodley	Head.
	

	

ONE	SPRINGTIME	A	QUAIL	NEARLY	DEAD	with	fatigue	after	flying	from
far-away	Africa,	dropped	from	her	flight	into	a	green	corn-field	on	the	edge	of	a
plantation.	 After	 a	 few	 days	 of	 rest	 she	 began	 to	 collect	 twigs,	 dried	 leaves,
straw,	and	bits	of	hay,	and	made	herself	a	nest	on	a	mound	of	earth,	high	up,	so
that	 the	 rain	would	not	 spoil	 it.	Then	 for	 seven	days	 in	 succession	 she	 laid	 an
egg,	in	all	seven	eggs,	as	small	as	sugar	eggs,	and	she	began	to	sit	upon	them.
Have	you	seen	how	a	hen	sits	on	her	eggs?	Well,	that	is	how	the	quail	did,	but
instead	of	 sitting	 in	a	coop,	 she	sat	out	of	doors,	among	 the	grain,	 it	 rained,	 it
pelted	with	 rain,	but	 she	never	moved,	 and	not	 a	drop	 reached	 the	 eggs.	After
three	weeks	there	hatched	out	some	sweet	little	birds,	not	naked	like	the	young
of	 a	 sparrow,	 but	 covered	 with	 yellow	 fluff,	 like	 chickens,	 only	 smaller,	 like
seven	 little	balls	of	silk,	and	 they	began	 to	scramble	 through	 the	corn,	 looking
for	 food.	 Sometimes	 the	 quail	 caught	 an	 ant,	 sometimes	 a	 grasshopper,	which
she	broke	into	pieces	for	them,	and	with	their	little	beaks	they	went	pick,	pick,
pick,	and	ate	it	up	immediately.
They	were	pretty	and	prudent	and	obedient,	they	walked	about	near	their	mother,
and	when	she	called	to	them	"pitpalac!"	they	ran	quickly	back	to	her.	Once,	 in
the	month	of	 June,	when	 the	peasants	 came	 to	 reap	 the	 corn,	 the	 eldest	 of	 the
chicks	did	not	run	quickly	at	his	mother's	call,	and,	alas,	a	boy	caught	him	under
his	cap.	He	alone	could	tell	the	overwhelming	fear	he	felt	when	he	found	himself
clasped	in	the	boy's	hand.	His	heart	beat	like	the	watch	in	my	pocket.	Luckily	for
him	an	old	peasant	begged	him	off.
"Let	him	go,	Marin,	it's	a	pity	on	him,	he	will	die.	Don't	you	see	he	can	hardly
move,	he	is	quite	dazed."
When	he	found	himself	free,	he	fled	full	of	fear	to	the	quail	to	tell	her	what	had
befallen	him.	She	drew	him	to	her	and	comforted	him,	and	said	to	him,	"Do	you
see	what	will	happen	if	you	do	not	listen	to	me?	When	you	are	big	you	can	do
what	you	like,	but	while	you	are	little	you	must	follow	my	words	or	something



worse	may	overtake	you."
And	 thus	 they	 lived,	 contented	 and	 happy.	 The	 cutting	 of	 the	 corn	 and	 the
stacking	of	the	sheaves	shook	a	mass	of	seeds	on	to	the	stubble	which	gave	them
food,	 and,	 although	 there	 was	 no	 water	 near,	 they	 did	 not	 suffer	 from	 thirst
because	 in	 the	early	morning	 they	drank	 the	dew-drops	on	 the	blades	of	grass.
By	day,	when	it	was	very	hot,	they	stayed	in	the	shade	of	the	plantation.	In	the
afternoon,	when	the	heat	grew	less,	they	all	went	out	on	to	the	stubble,	but	on	the
cold	nights	they	would	gather	in	a	group	under	the	protecting	wings	of	the	quail
as	 under	 a	 tent.	 Gradually	 the	 fluff	 upon	 them	 had	 changed	 into	 down	 and
feathers,	and	with	 their	mother's	help	they	began	to	fly.	The	flying	lesson	took
place	in	the	early	morning	towards	sunrise,	when	night	was	turning	into	day,	and
in	the	evening	in	the	twilight,	for	during	the	daytime	there	was	danger	from	the
hawks	which	hovered	above	the	stubble-field.
Their	mother	sat	upon	the	edge	and	asked	them,	"Are	you	ready?"
"Yes,"	they	answered.
"One,	two,	three!"
And	when	she	said	"three,"	away	they	all	flew	from	the	side	of	the	plantation,	as
far	 as	 the	 sentry-box	 on	 the	 high	 road,	 and	 back	 again.	And	 their	mother	 told
them	they	were	learning	to	fly	in	preparation	for	a	long	journey	they	would	have
to	take	when	the	summer	was	over.
"We	shall	have	to	fly	high	up	above	the	earth	for	days	and	nights,	and	we	shall
see	below	us	great	towns	and	rivers	and	the	sea."
One	afternoon	towards	the	end	of	August,	while	the	chicks	were	playing	happily
near	 their	 mother	 in	 the	 stubble,	 a	 carriage	 was	 heard	 approaching,	 and	 it
stopped	 in	 the	 track	 by	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 plantation.	They	 all	 raised	 their	 heads
with	eyes	like	black	beads	and	listened.	A	voice	could	be	heard	calling:	"Nero!
to	heel!"
The	chicks	did	not	understand,	but	their	mother	knew	it	was	a	man	out	shooting,
and	 she	 stood	 petrified	with	 fear.	 The	 plantation	was	 their	 refuge,	 but	 exactly
from	 that	direction	came	 the	 sportsman.	After	a	moment's	 thought	 she	ordered
them	to	crouch	down	close	to	the	earth,	and	on	no	consideration	to	move.
"I	must	rise,	you	must	stay	motionless.	He	who	flies	is	lost.	Do	you	understand?"
The	chicks	blinked	their	eyes	to	show	they	understood,	and	remained	waiting	in
silence.	They	could	hear	 the	rustling	of	a	dog	moving	through	the	stubble,	and
from	 time	 to	 time	 could	 be	 heard	 a	 man's	 voice:	 "Where	 are	 you?	 To	 heel,
Nero!"
The	rustling	drew	near.	The	dog	saw	them.	He	remained	stationary,	one	paw	in
the	air,	his	eyes	fixed	upon	them.



"Do	not	move,"	whispered	 the	quail	 to	 them,	and	she	ran	quickly	farther	away
from	them.
The	dog	followed	slowly	after	her.	The	sportsman	hurried	up.	His	 foot	was	so
near	to	them	that	they	could	see	an	ant	crawling	up	the	leg	of	his	boot.	Oh,	how
their	 hearts	 beat!	 A	 few	 seconds	 later	 the	 quail	 rose,	 and	 flew	 low	 along	 the
ground	 a	 few	 inches	 in	 front	 of	 the	 dog's	 muzzle.	 It	 pursued	 her,	 and	 the
sportsman	followed,	shouting:	"To	heel!	To	heel!"	He	could	not	shoot	for	fear	of
hurting	 the	 dog.	The	 quail	 pretended	 to	 be	wounded	 so	well	 that	 the	 dog	was
determined	to	catch	her	at	all	cost,	but	when	she	thought	she	was	out	of	range	of
the	gun	she	quickly	flew	for	shelter	towards	the	plantation.
During	 this	 time,	 the	 eldest	 fledgling,	 instead	of	 remaining	motionless	 like	his
brothers,	as	their	mother	bade	them,	had	taken	to	his	wings.	The	sportsman	heard
the	 sound	 of	 his	 flight,	 turned	 and	 shot.	 He	was	 some	 distance	 away.	Only	 a
single	shot	 reached	his	wings.	He	did	not	 fall.	He	managed	 to	fly	as	far	as	 the
plantation,	but	there	the	movement	of	the	wings	caused	the	bone	which	had	only
been	cracked	at	first	to	give	way	altogether,	and	the	fledgling	fell	with	a	broken
wing.
The	 sportsman,	 knowing	 the	 plantation	 was	 very	 thick,	 and	 seeing	 it	 was	 a
question	 of	 a	 young	 bird	 only,	 decided	 it	 was	 not	 worthwhile	 to	 look	 for	 it
among	 the	 trees.	 The	 other	 little	 birds	 did	 not	move	 from	 the	 spot	 where	 the
quail	had	left	them.
They	listened	in	silence.	From	time	to	time	they	heard	the	report	of	a	gun	and	the
voice	of	the	sportsman	calling,	"Bring	it	here!"	After	a	time	the	carriage	left	the
cart-track	by	the	plantation	and	followed	the	sportsman,	gradually	the	shots	and
the	 shouting	 became	 fainter	 and	 died	 away,	 and	 in	 the	 silence	 of	 the	 evening
nothing	could	be	heard	but	 the	song	of	 the	crickets,	but	when	night	had	 fallen
and	the	moon	had	risen	above	Cornatzel,	they	clearly	heard	their	mother's	voice
calling	 to	 them	 from	 the	 end	 of	 the	 stubble,	 "Pitpalac!	 Pitpalac!"	 They	 flew
quickly	towards	her	and	found	her.	She	counted	them,	one	was	missing.
"Where	is	the	eldest	one?"
"We	do	not	know.	He	flew	off."
Then	the	heart-broken	quail	began	to	call	loudly,	and	yet	more	loudly,	listening
on	every	side.	A	faint	voice	from	the	plantation	answered:	"Piu!	Piu!"	When	she
found	him,	when	she	saw	the	broken	wing,	she	knew	his	fate	was	sealed,	but	she
hid	her	own	grief	in	order	not	to	discourage	him.
From	now	on,	 sad	days	began	 for	 the	poor	 fledgling.	He	could	 scarcely	move
with	 his	 wing	 trailing	 behind	 him,	 with	 tearful	 eyes	 he	 watched	 his	 brothers
learning	to	fly	in	the	early	morning	and	in	the	evening,	at	night	when	the	others
were	 asleep	under	his	mother's	wings,	 he	would	 ask	her	 anxiously,	 "Mother,	 I



shall	get	well,	 I	shall	be	able	 to	go	with	you,	shan't	 I?	And	you	will	show	me,
too,	the	big	cities	and	rivers	and	the	sea,	won't	you?"
"Yes,"	answered	the	quail,	forcing	herself	not	to	cry.
In	 this	way	 the	 summer	passed.	Peasants	 came	with	 ploughs	 to	 plough	up	 the
stubble.	The	quail	 and	her	 children	 removed	 to	 a	neighbouring	 field	of	maize,
after	a	time	men	came	to	gather	in	the	maize.	They	cut	the	straw	and	hoed	up	the
ground,	then	the	quails	retired	to	the	rough	grass	by	the	edge	of	the	plantation.
The	long,	beautiful	days	gave	place	to	short	and	gloomy	ones,	the	weather	began
to	grow	foggy	and	the	leaves	of	the	plantation	withered.	In	the	evening,	belated
swallows	could	be	seen	flying	low	along	the	ground.	Sometimes	other	flocks	of
birds	of	passage	passed	and,	 in	 the	stillness	of	 the	 frosty	nights,	 the	cry	of	 the
cranes	could	be	heard,	all	migrating	in	the	same	direction,	towards	the	south.
A	bitter	struggle	took	place	in	the	heart	of	the	poor	quail.	She	would	fain	have
torn	herself	in	two,	that	one	half	might	go	with	her	strong	children	who	began	to
suffer	from	the	cold	as	the	autumn	advanced,	and	the	other	half	remain	with	the
injured	chick	which	clung	to	her	so	desperately.	One	day,	without	any	warning,
the	north-east	wind	blew	a	dangerous	blast,	and	that	decided	her.	Better	that	one
of	the	fledglings	should	die	than	that	all	of	them	should.	Without	looking	back
lest	her	 resolution	should	weaken,	she	soared	away	with	 the	strong	 little	birds,
while	the	wounded	one	called	piteously,	"Do	not	desert	me!	Do	not	desert	me!"
He	 tried	 to	 rise	 after	 them,	 but	 could	 not,	 and	 remained	 on	 the	 same	 spot
following	 them	 with	 his	 eyes	 until	 they	 were	 lost	 to	 sight	 on	 the	 southern
horizon.
Three	days	later,	the	whole	region	was	clothed	in	winter's	white,	cold	garb.	The
violent	snowstorm	was	followed	by	a	calm	as	clear	as	crystal,	accompanied	by	a
severe	frost.
On	the	edge	of	the	plantation	lay	a	young	quail	with	a	broken	wing	and	stiff	with
cold.	After	a	period	of	great	suffering	he	had	fallen	into	a	pleasant	state	of	semi-
consciousness.	Through	his	mind	flashed	fragments	of	things	seen.	The	stubble-
field,	the	leg	of	a	boot	with	an	ant	crawling	upon	it,	his	mother's	warm	wings.	He
turned	over	from	one	side	to	the	other	and	lay	dead	with	his	little	claws	pressed
together	as	though	in	an	act	of	devotion.
	



THE	VOICE	OF	DEATH

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN	WHO	prayed	daily	 to	God	 to	grant	him	riches.
One	day	his	numerous	and	frequent	prayers	found	our	Lord	in	the	mood	to	listen
to	them.	When	the	man	had	grown	rich	he	did	not	want	to	die,	so	he	resolved	to
go	 from	country	 to	 country	 and	 settle	wherever	 he	heard	 that	 the	people	 lived
forever.	He	prepared	for	his	journey,	told	his	wife	his	plan,	and	set	off.
In	every	country	he	reached	he	asked	whether	people	ever	died	there,	and	went
on	 at	 once	 if	 he	was	 told	 that	 they	did.	At	 last	 he	 arrived	 in	 a	 land	where	 the
inhabitants	said	 they	did	not	know	what	dying	meant.	The	traveler,	 full	of	 joy,
asked,	"But	are	there	not	immense	crowds	of	people	here,	if	none	of	you	die?"
"No,	there	are	no	immense	crowds,"	was	the	reply,	"for	you	see,	every	now	and
then	 somebody	 comes	 and	 calls	 one	 after	 another,	 and	 whoever	 follows	 him,
never	returns."
"And	do	people	see	the	person	who	calls	them?"	asked	the	traveler.
"Why	shouldn't	they	see	him?"	he	was	answered.
The	man	 could	 not	wonder	 enough	 at	 the	 stupidity	 of	 those	who	 followed	 the
person	 that	 called	 them,	 though	 they	 knew	 that	 they	would	 be	 obliged	 to	 stay
where	he	took	them.	Returning	home,	he	collected	all	his	property,	and	with	his
wife	and	children,	went	to	settle	in	the	country	where	people	did	not	die	but	were
called	by	a	certain	person	and	never	came	back.	He	had	therefore	firmly	resolved
that	neither	he	nor	his	family	would	ever	follow	anybody	who	called	 them,	no
matter	who	it	might	be.
So,	 after	 he	 had	 established	 himself	 and	 arranged	 all	 his	 business	 affairs,	 he
advised	his	wife	and	all	his	 family	on	no	account	 to	follow	anyone	who	might
call	them,	if,	as	he	said,	they	did	not	want	to	die.
So	they	gave	themselves	up	to	pleasure,	and	in	this	way	spent	several	years.	One
day,	when	 they	were	 all	 sitting	 comfortably	 in	 their	 house,	 his	wife	 suddenly
began	to	call,	"I'm	coming,	I'm	coming!"



And	she	looked	around	the	room	for	her	fur	jacket.	Her	husband	instantly	started
up,	seized	her	by	the	hand,	and	began	to	reproach	her.
"So	you	don't	heed	my	advice?	Stay	here,	if	you	don't	want	to	die."
"Don't	you	hear	how	he	is	calling	me?	I'll	only	see	what	he	wants	and	come	back
at	once."
And	she	struggled	to	escape	from	her	husband's	grasp	and	go.	He	held	her	fast
and	managed	to	bolt	all	the	doors	in	the	room.	When	she	saw	that,	she	said,	"Let
me	alone,	husband,	I	don't	care	about	going	now."
The	man	 thought	she	had	come	 to	her	senses	and	given	up	her	crazy	 idea,	but
before	long	the	wife	rushed	to	the	nearest	door,	hurriedly	opened	it,	and	ran	out.
Her	husband	followed,	holding	her	by	her	fur	sack	and	entreating	her	not	to	go,
for	she	would	never	return.	She	let	her	hands	fall,	bent	backward,	then	leaned	a
little	forward	and	suddenly	threw	herself	back,	slipping	off	her	sack	and	leaving
it	in	her	husband's	grasp,	who	stood	stock	still	staring	after	her	as	she	rushed	on,
screaming	with	all	her	might,	"I'm	coming,	I'm	coming."
When	he	could	see	her	no	longer,	the	husband	collected	his	senses,	went	back	to
the	house,	and	said,	"If	you	are	mad	and	want	to	die,	go	in	God's	name,	I	can't
help	you,	I've	told	you	often	enough	that	you	must	follow	no	one,	no	matter	who
called	you."
Days	passed,	many	days,	weeks,	months,	years	 followed,	and	 the	peace	of	 the
man's	household	was	not	disturbed	again.
But	at	last	one	morning,	when	he	went	to	his	barber's	as	usual	to	be	shaved,	just
as	 he	 had	 the	 soap	 on	 his	 chin,	 and	 the	 shop	was	 full	 of	 people,	 he	 began	 to
shout,	"I	won't	come,	do	you	hear,	I	won't	come!"
The	barber	and	his	customers	all	stared	in	amazement.	The	man,	looking	toward
the	door,	said	again:	"Take	notice,	once	for	all,	that	I	won't	come,	and	go	away
from	there."
Afterward	he	cried,	"Go	away,	do	you	hear,	if	you	want	to	get	off	with	a	whole
skin,	for	I	tell	you	a	thousand	times	I	won't	come."
Then,	 as	 if	 someone	was	 standing	 at	 the	 door	 constantly	 calling	him,	 he	 grew
angry	and	raved	at	the	person	for	not	leaving	him	in	peace.	At	last	he	sprang	up
and	snatched	the	razor	from	the	barber's	hand,	crying,	"Give	it	to	me,	that	I	may
show	him	what	it	is	to	continually	annoy	people."
And	 he	 ran	 at	 full	 speed	 after	 the	 person	 who,	 he	 said,	 was	 calling	 him,	 but
whom	 nobody	 else	 could	 see.	 The	 poor	 barber,	 who	 did	 not	 want	 to	 lose	 his
razor,	 followed.	 The	man	 ran,	 the	 barber	 pursued,	 till	 they	 passed	 beyond	 the
city	limits,	and,	just	outside	of	the	town,	the	man	fell	into	a	chasm	from	which
he	did	not	come	out	again,	so	he	also,	 like	all	 the	 rest,	 followed	 the	voice	 that



called	him.
The	barber,	who	returned	home	panting	for	breath,	told	everybody	he	met	what
had	happened	and	so	the	belief	spread	through	the	country	that	the	people,	who
had	gone	away	and	not	returned,	had	fallen	into	that	gulf,	for	until	then	no	one
had	known	what	became	of	those	who	followed	the	person	that	summoned	them.
When	a	throng	set	out	to	visit	the	scene	of	misfortune,	to	see	the	insatiable	gulf
which	 swallowed	 up	 all	 the	 people	 and	 yet	 never	 had	 enough,	 nothing	 was
found.	It	looked	as	if,	since	the	beginning	of	the	world,	nothing	had	been	there
except	 a	 broad	 plain,	 and	 from	 that	 time	 the	 population	 of	 the	 neighbourhood
began	to	die	like	the	human	beings	in	the	rest	of	the	earth.
	



RÎUL	DOAMNEI

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

NOT	FAR	FROM	THE	PRETTY	LITTLE	mountain-town	of	Câmpa	Lungo,	a
clear,	cool	stream	winds	along,	called	Rîul	Doamnei,	“the	river	of	the	Princess.”
This	stream	washes	down	gold	along	its	bed,	sometimes	in	pieces	half	the	size	of
one’s	nail,	 and	 it	was	 a	 custom	 in	 times	gone	by	 that	 all	 the	gold	 found	 there
should	belong	to	 the	Princess,	 the	wife	of	 the	ruler	of	 the	 land.	And	this	 is	 the
reason	why…
There	was	once	a	great	 famine	 in	 the	 land	of	Roumania,	such	a	 famine	as	had
never	 been	 known	 in	 the	memory	of	man.	First	 the	 locusts	 had	 come	 into	 the
land,	in	such	swarms	that	the	sun	was	darkened,	and	wherever	they	settled	they
devastated	everything,	so	that	in	a	few	minutes	the	fairest	field	of	corn	would	be
left	bald	as	a	threshing-floor,	and	the	trees,	stripped	of	every	leaf,	stretched	out
their	 naked	boughs	 against	 the	 summer	 sky,	 beneath	whose	 cloudless	 blue	 the
heat	grew	ever	greater	and	greater,	so	 that	even	at	night	 there	was	no	 longer	a
breath	of	 coolness	 in	 the	 air.	As	 soon	as	 all	 things	 around	were	devoured,	 the
cloud	of	 locusts	would	arise,	only	 to	settle	 instantly	again	upon	 the	next	green
patch.	And	so	it	went	on	unceasingly,	and	in	those	days	folk	were	not	so	clever
as	 they	are	now,	when	 they	cover	 the	great	 stretches	of	 land	where	 the	 insects
have	 settled,	 with	 petroleum,	 and	 set	 it	 all	 on	 fire.	 Nor	 were	 there	 then	 any
cannon	with	which	they	could	shoot	into	the	swarm	of	flying	locusts,	as	they	do
now,	and	so	sometimes	contrive	to	scatter	them.
After	the	locusts	came	the	Poles	from	the	North,	the	Hungarians	from	the	West,
and	the	Turks	from	the	South,	and	fell	upon	the	land,	and	by	them	all	the	houses
were	burnt	and	the	cattle	stolen	away.	At	last	these	foes,	too,	quitted	the	country,
but	they	left	behind	them	fever	and	pestilence,	both	among	man	and	beast.
Men	went	 about	with	 blackened	 lips,	 and	 grievous	 sores	 on	 their	 bodies.	 The
cattle	perished	together	in	heaps	on	the	barren	fields,	where	not	a	single	blade	of
grass	was	standing.	Only	the	dogs	and	the	ravens	were	in	good	case,	as	they	tore



the	flesh	from	the	bones	of	the	dead	creatures,	and	for	miles	around	nothing	was
to	be	seen	but	white	bones	with	red	flesh	hanging	to	them,	and	millions	of	flies,
that	shone	with	gorgeous	prismatic	colours,	settling	upon	them.
The	air	quivered	with	heat,	and	pestilential	odours	spread	far	over	 the	 land,	so
that	men	were	stricken	as	with	a	plague,	and	died	in	a	few	hours.
Complaints	 were	 heard	 no	 longer,	 for	 dull	 despair	 had	 reduced	 all	 men	 to
silence,	 and	when	 the	 starving	people	 tore	 one	 another	 to	 pieces,	 no	one	 even
told	of	it.
The	bells	rang	no	more,	for	there	was	no	keeping	Sundays	or	holidays,	nor	was
there	any	work	done,	for	no	one	had	any	oxen	for	the	ploughing,	or	any	seeds	to
sow.
Men	crept	about	like	ghosts,	with	their	bones	staring	through	the	skin,	their	lips
drawn	 back	 so	 that	 the	 teeth	 lay	 bare,	 and	 only	 a	 few	 rags	 upon	 their	 bodies.
There	was	hardly	anyone	found	to	bury	the	dead,	and	many	remained	lying,	like
the	cattle,	upon	the	fields.
The	beautiful	Princess	Irina	felt	her	heart	breaking	for	pity.	She	had	given	away
all	her	jewels	for	the	poor,	and	she	had	spent	her	last	coin	to	buy	cattle	for	the
peasants,	but	they	had	all	been	slain	by	the	plague	as	soon	as	purchased.	She	had
fed	 the	 hungry,	 till	 she	 had	 scarcely	 enough	 left	 to	 feed	 her	 own	 four	 little
children.	 She	 stood	 at	 her	window	wringing	 her	 hands	 in	 despair,	 and	 prayed
thus,	“O	good	God!	have	You,	then,	quite	forsaken	me?	Will	You	bring	our	poor
land	 to	 destruction?	 Have	 we	 sinned	 yet	 more,	 that	 we	 must	 endure	 such
searchings-out	of	Your	wrath?”
Then	a	soft,	cool	breath	stole	in,	bearing	a	perfume	as	from	the	most	beautiful	of
gardens,	and	a	silvery	voice	spoke,	“Help	shall	arise	for	you	out	of	a	river.	Only
seek.”
Then	 she	went	 to	 the	Prince,	her	husband,	 and	 to	her	 children,	 and	bade	 them
farewell,	promising	soon	to	return,	and	saying	she	now	knew	where	to	seek	for
that	which	should	free	them	all	from	their	misery.	She	spoke	with	such	cheerful
assurance	 that	 it	brought	 trust	and	hope	 to	every	man,	 for	 she	never	 told	 them
that	she	did	not	even	know	what	she	was	to	seek.
Then,	 through	 the	burning	summer	heat,	 she	began	a	weary	pilgrimage	 toward
the	 rivers.	Sometimes	 she	would	 still	 chance	upon	 a	 poor,	 starved	 little	 horse,
that	would	carry	her	a	short	distance,	and	then	fall	down	dead,	even	beneath	her
light	weight.	She	went	up	the	Olto	river,	the	Gin,	the	Buzlu,	the	Sereth,	all	 the
rivers,	 both	 great	 and	 small.	 They	 flowed	 but	meagrely	 over	 their	 stony	 beds,
and	those	once	mighty	waters	scarcely	whispered	as	they	went,	they	that	of	old
were	wont	to	rush	and	roar.
“Merciful	God!”	prayed	the	Princess,	“let	but	a	little	cloud	appear	when	I	have



found	the	river	that	is	to	help	us!”	But	there	arose	no	cloud.	She	was	wandering
for	a	second	time	up	the	banks	of	the	Argesch,	and	was	just	about	to	turn	sadly
back,	 when	 she	 caught	 sight	 of	 the	 mouth	 of	 a	 little	 stream	 that	 she	 had	 not
noticed	 before.	 She	 turned	 her	 steps	 hesitatingly	 in	 that	 direction,	 her	 heart
growing	 heavier	 and	 heavier	 as	 she	 saw	 the	 stream	 grow	 smaller	 and	 more
insignificant.
Wearied	 by	 her	 hard	 journey	 over	 the	 stones,	 she	 stood	 still	 a	 moment	 and
sighed,	 “I	 can	 find	 nothing,	 nothing	 at	 all,	 and	 perchance	 my	 children	 are
starving	and	dying!	Perhaps	my	thought	was	but	a	foolish	one,	a	cobweb	of	the
brain,	a	lying	fancy!”
Even	as	 she	spoke	a	shadow	seemed	 to	 fall	upon	her.	She	 thought	 it	was	only
caused	by	the	tears	which	for	the	first	time	were	filling	her	large,	wan	eyes.	She
wiped	them	off.	Nay,	 there	was	indeed	a	shadow	lying	over	the	treeless	waste,
and	when	she	raised	her	eyes,	lo!	The	sun	had	hidden	itself	behind	a	tiny	cloud,
that	yet	was	growing	slowly	larger.
Irina	began	to	tremble	for	joy,	that	yet	was	mingled	with	dread.	Had	God	heard
her,	or	was	it	only	another	mistake?
“Dear	God,”	she	prayed	again,	“if	 this	be	the	river,	suffer	 the	cloud	to	become
larger	and	the	rain	to	fall,	for	rain	alone	would	be	a	blessing,	and	a	great	help	to
us	in	our	need.”	She	went	on	a	little,	and	yes,	the	cloud	was	growing	larger.	She
hurried	forward,	she	ran,	till	she	grew	too	weak	to	go	farther,	then	a	few	great,
heavy	drops	began	to	fall.	She	drank	them	in,	with	lips	and	eyes,	with	hands	and
hair.	Now	a	 light	patter	and	plashing	began	 round	about	her,	 and	all	 at	once	a
perfect	waterspout	broke	forth.	She	struggled	on	in	the	wet	loam	of	the	river-bed
as	well	as	she	could,	 till	 the	stream	began	to	swell,	and	dashed	by	in	a	brown,
foaming	 flood,	 like	a	broad	 river.	Sometimes	 she	was	 forced	 to	 stand	still	 and
seek	for	her	path,	but	yet	she	went	on	and	on,	for	fear	the	rain	should	leave	off.	It
rained	all	day	and	all	night.	The	Princess	was	so	wet	that	a	stream	flowed	from
her	garments.	But	she	wrung	them	out,	girt	them	up	higher,	and	still	went	on,	for
one	whole	day	and	night	longer.	Now	she	had	reached	the	mountains,	and	often
fell	 to	the	ground	from	exhaustion	after	her	long	journey.	At	last	she	lay	down
upon	the	river-bank	and	fell	asleep,	while	the	rain	streamed	down	upon	her,	and
the	river	rose	higher	and	higher,	as	though	it	would	have	snatched	her	down	and
floated	her	away.
She	awoke	trembling	with	cold.	There	stood	the	gleaming	sun,	looking	as	fresh
in	the	bright	morning	air	as	if	he	had	had	a	bath	himself.	And	behold!	The	river
was	no	longer	brown,	but	clear	and	blue	as	the	air,	and	at	the	bottom	of	the	water
something	shone	and	glittered	like	the	sunbeams	themselves.	Irina	again	girt	up
her	 garments	 and	 waded	 in,	 she	 must	 see	 what	 it	 was	 that	 shone	 with	 so
wondrous	a	gleam.



And	 lo!	 It	was	pure	gold.	She	 fell	on	her	knees,	 there	 in	 the	 stream,	and	gave
God	 thanks,	 aloud	 and	 earnestly.	Gold!	Gold!	Now	 she	 could	 help!	 She	went
carefully	 on	 through	 the	 water	 and	 gathered	 up	 the	 golden	 grains	 and	 little
fragments,	filling	her	mantle	with	them,	till	the	burden	was	almost	too	heavy	for
her.	And	now	she	hurried	home	with	her	treasure,	and	poured	it	out	before	her
husband.
Her	 children	 were	 yet	 alive,	 though	 weak	 and	 sorely	 exhausted,	 and	 they
scarcely	 knew	 her	 again,	 she	 was	 so	 emaciated	 and	 sunburnt.	 Yet	 now
messengers	went	forth	into	distant	lands	and	bought	corn,	maize	and	hay,	seeds
and	cattle,	and	the	river	never	grew	weary	of	giving	till	the	famine	was	at	an	end,
and	 laughing	 green,	 and	 sleek	 cattle,	 covered	 the	 Roumanian	 meadows	 once
more.	And	the	thankful	people	called	the	river	Rîul	Doamnei,	and	no	one	was	to
touch	any	of	the	gold	therein,	or	to	possess	it,	save	the	Princess	of	the	land.
But	 the	Princesses	who	came	after	 this	one,	no	doubt	made	a	 less	good	use	of
their	 riches,	 for	 the	 river	 has	 become	 more	 niggardly,	 and	 the	 gold	 that	 the
peasants	 still	 find	 in	 it	 now	 and	 then,	 is	 saved	 up	 for	 exhibition	 in	 the	 State
Museum.
	



LITTLE	WILD-ROSE

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN,	MY	dear	good	friends.	This	man	would	now,	I
am	telling	no	lie,	this	man	would	now	be	a	hundred	years	old,	if	not	twenty	more
to	boot.	His	wife,	too,	was	older	than	anybody	I	know.	She	was	like	the	Friday-
goddess	(Venus),	and	from	youth	to	age	had	never	had	a	single	child.	Only	those
who	know	what	children	are	in	a	house	can	understand	the	uncontrollable	grief
in	 the	 empty	 home	 of	 the	 old	man	 and	 his	wife.	 The	 poor	 old	man	 had	 done
everything	in	his	power	to	have	his	house	brightened	and	filled	with	joy	by	what
he	himself	so	greatly	desired.	He	had	given	alms	to	the	convents	and	churches,
he	had	 liturgies	 read	 in	seven	churches,	had	sent	 for	priests	with	white	beards,
because	they	are	the	holiest	men	and	have	more	earnestness	in	prayer,	and	had
masses	read	for	all	the	saints	and	prayers	for	the	last	unction.	But	everything	was
useless.	The	old	wife	had	clung	to	the	witches	and	magicians.	There	was	not	an
enchanter	 to	 whom	 she	 had	 not	 gone	 for	 advice,	 even	 if	 he	 lived	 a	 week's
journey	off.	As	I	said	before,	what	wouldn't	she	have	done!	But	it	was	vain,	all
was	useless.
One	day	the	old	man	said	sadly	and	thoughtfully,	"Old	wife!"
"What	do	you	want?"
"Give	me	some	provisions	to	take	with	me	on	my	journey,	for	I	intend	to	travel
through	 the	wide	world,	 looking	wherever	 I	go	 to	 try	and	 find	a	child,	 for	my
heart	aches	and	burns	when	I	think	that	the	end	of	my	life	is	drawing	near,	and
no	heir	will	have	my	house	after	me,	but	all	my	property	fall	 into	the	hands	of
strangers.	I	have	tried	all	other	ways,	and	now	I	will	take	this	one.	And	I'll	 tell
you	one	thing.	If	I	find	no	child,	I	won't	come	home	anymore."
With	 these	words	 the	old	man	 took	his	knapsack	on	his	back,	went	out	of	 the
house,	and	began	his	journey.	He	walked	on	and	on	and	on	through	the	kingdom
and	 the	world,	 as	God	willed.	 Listen,	 good	 friends,	 I	 am	 telling	 the	 truth.	He
walked	on	till	he	came	to	a	thick	forest,	so	dense	that	it	seemed	like	a	wall.	Tree
was	entwined	with	tree,	and	bush	with	bush,	so	that	the	sun	could	not	even	send



so	much	as	a	ray	of	light	through	the	foliage.	When	the	old	man	saw	these	vast
woods	he	 thrice	made	 the	 sign	of	 the	cross	 toward	 the	east,	prostrated	himself
three	times,	also	toward	the	east,	and	then	entered	with	great	sorrow.
How	long	a	time	he	spent	in	groping	about	the	forest	I	don't	know,	but	I	do	know
that	 one	 day	 he	 reached	 the	 entrance	 of	 a	 cave.	 This	 cave	 was	 hundreds	 and
thousands	of	times	darker	than	the	deep	forest,	as	dark	as	it	is	when	we	shut	our
eyes,	 as	 dark	 as	 it	 usually	 is	 in	 endless	 caverns.	The	 old	man	 crossed	 himself
three	 times,	 fell	 on	 his	 knees	 several	 times,	 and	 then,	 with	 God's	 assistance,
turned	around	a	projection	of	a	rock.	He	went	about	the	distance	of	a	gun-shot
and	saw	a	light	in	a	cranny.	Approaching	nearer	and	nearer	he	could	not	believe
his	eyes	when	he	saw	what	was	standing	beside	it.	An	old	hermit!	He	was	very
old,	as	ancient	as	the	world.	He	had	a	white	beard	that	reached	to	his	knees,	and
when	he	raised	his	eyebrows	and	then	lowered	them	again	they	shaded	the	whole
cave.
The	hermit	stood	like	a	pillar	of	stone,	his	eyes	fixed	on	a	psalm-book	on	which
his	elbow	rested,	and	which	was	sprinkled	with	big	red	characters.	It	was	very,
very	old,	so	old	that	God	alone	knew	to	what	period	it	belonged,	and	on	a	broad
stone	a	yellow	wax-candle	blazed	with	a	red	flame	and	a	blue	smoke	that	was	as
dense	as	a	cloud.	The	old	man	approached	the	praying	saint	and,	again	falling	on
his	knees,	said,	"Good-evening,	holy	father!"
The	hermit	was	so	absorbed	in	his	litany	that	he	heard	nothing.	So	our	old	man
spoke	 louder.	The	 hermit	 did	 not	 stir,	 but	made	 him	 a	 sign	with	 his	 crutch	 to
move	 aside.	 The	 old	 man	 stood	 aloof	 till	 the	 hermit	 had	 finished	 his	 prayer.
When	it	was	over,	he	raised	his	eyebrows	and	began,	"My	son,	what	do	you	seek
from	me	in	this	dark,	cheerless	abode?	For	many	centuries	my	eyes	have	seen	no
human	face,	and	now	I	wonder	what	has	led	your	footsteps	here?"
The	old	man	answered,	“I	kiss	your	right	hand.	My	unhappiness	has	brought	me
here.	 I	 have	 lived	 with	my	wife	 many	 years,	 but	 we	 have	 no	 children,	 and	 I
should	like	to	have	an	heir	when	I	behold	our	Lord's	glorious	face."
The	hermit	 took	 an	 apple,	 and,	 after	 having	blessed	 it,	 cut	 it	 in	 two,	 and	 said,
"Take	 these	 two	 halves	 of	 the	 apple,	 give	 this	 one	 to	 your	wife,	 eat	 the	 other
yourself,	and	in	God's	name	do	not	wander	over	the	world	so."
The	old	man	 took	 the	gift,	kissed	 the	hermit's	 right	hand	and	 feet,	and	 left	 the
cave.	 Entering	 the	 dense	 forest,	 he	walked	 a	 long	 time	 before	 he	 came	 to	 the
meadows.	There	a	terrible	thirst	and	burning	sensation	in	the	throat	seized	upon
him.	What	should	he	do,	for	he	found	no	water?	He	did	precisely	what	he	was
destined	to	do.	He	took	the	half	apple	and	ate	it.	But	instead	of	the	half	intended
for	him,	he	ate	his	wife's.
He	had	scarcely	 swallowed	 it	when	he	 felt	 as	 if	he	could	go	no	 further.	So	he
sank	down	on	 the	grass	where	 a	quantity	of	yellow	cheese-wort	was	growing,



and	fell	sound	asleep.	And	the	angel	of	the	Lord	came	down	from	Heaven,	and
watched	beside	him.	When	he	awoke,	what	did	his	eyes	behold?	The	wonder	of
wonders!	The	most	marvellous	of	marvels!	By	his	side,	among	the	herbs,	a	little
child	was	crying	and	moving	 its	 tiny	hands.	The	angel	brought	some	basil	and
some	 water	 that	 had	 been	 consecrated	 nine	 years,	 sprinkled	 the	 child,	 and
christened	 it,	 giving	 it	 the	 name	 of	 "Little	Wild-Rose."	 The	 old	man,	 happier
than	he	had	ever	been	at	 the	sight	of	 the	pretty	 little	girl,	 took	her	 in	his	arms,
kissed	her,	and	set	off	with	her	to	his	wife.	When	he	reached	the	house	he	took	a
kneading-trough,	put	the	little	thing	in	it,	set	it	on	the	roof,	and	then	crawled	into
the	cottage,	saying,	"Come	quick,	wife,	come	quick,	and	see	what	a	treasure	of	a
daughter,	with	golden	hair	and	eyes	like	stars,	our	Lord	has	given	me."
When	 they	 hurried	 out,	 to	 see	 the	 treasure	 of	 a	 girl	 and	 take	 the	 trough	 down
from	 the	 roof,	 they	 saw	nothing,	no	 trace	of	 the	 child	 anywhere.	The	old	man
crossed	himself	and	sighed	deeply.	He	searched	here	and	there,	right	and	left,	but
the	little	girl	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	He	hunted	through	the	straw	in	the	hut
and	on	the	ground	behind	it	to	see	if	she	had	fallen	down,	but	if	she	wasn't	there
she	 wasn't,	 and	 that	 ended	 the	 matter,	 for	 they	 couldn't	 stamp	 her	 out	 of	 the
earth.
Oh,	 heavens,	 how	 the	 old	man	 grieved	 and	wrung	 his	 hands	 in	 despair.	 How
could	he	help	being	startled	by	such	a	thing!	He	had	put	the	child	in	the	trough
and	seen	her	after	he	had	laid	her	in	it,	and	knew	exactly	where	he	had	left	her,
and	now	to	be	unable	to	find	her	just	a	moment	after	was	quite	too	bad.
"What	 could	have	happened	 to	 the	 little	 girl?	Has	 the	 angel	of	 the	Lord	 taken
her?	Have	 the	 elves	 and	wicked	 gnomes	 stolen	 her	 away?	What	 in	 the	world
could	have	occurred!"	said	the	man,	sighing.
Somebody	had	taken	her,	that	was	plain.	But	neither	angels	nor	elves	nor	wicked
gnomes	frequented	the	neighbourhood.	Now,	my	good	friends,	just	listen	to	the
amazing	event.	A	vulture	or	a	griffin,	whichever	it	was,	but	we'll	say	a	griffin,
was	passing	by,	and,	hearing	the	child's	cries,	swooped	swiftly	down,	seized	the
little	one,	 tucked	her	under	 its	right	wing,	soared	up	into	 the	sky	with	her,	and
took	her	 to	 its	 eyrie	 to	 feed	 its	 young.	After	 putting	her	 in	 its	 nest,	 the	griffin
flew	off	again.	But	the	young	birds,	instead	of	eating	the	little	girl,	looked	kindly
at	her,	gave	her	 some	soft	bread-crumbs,	made	a	bed	 for	her,	 and	covered	her
with	their	wings	to	protect	her	from	the	chill	of	the	morning	air.
I	must	now	 tell	you	 that	 in	 this	 terrible	 forest,	 at	 the	bottom	of	a	well	of	pure
poison,	lived	a	dragon	with	twelve	heads,	and	this	well	was	not	far	from	the	tree
in	whose	 top	 rested	 the	 griffin's	 nest.	 This	 horrible	 dragon	 never	 let	 the	 little
griffins	grow	up,	but	as	soon	as	 they	were	ready	to	fly	stretched	out	 two	of	 its
fiery	heads	and	put	an	end	to	 their	 lives,	so	 that	 the	poor	old	griffin	had	never
yet,	in	all	its	life,	been	able	to	see	even	one	of	its	children	fly	off.



The	 present	 brood	were	 now	 full-grown,	 and	were	waiting	 for	 daylight	 to	 fly
through	the	woods	and	mountains,	when	lo,	just	at	midnight	the	water	of	the	well
made	 a	 splashing	 noise,	 and	 what	 appeared	 in	 the	 moonlight	 that	 flickered
through	the	trees?	Two	fiery	heads,	which	approached	the	nest,	setting	up	such	a
howling	 and	 wailing	 that	 the	 mountains	 shook	 to	 their	 foundations	 and	 the
valleys	rocked	to	and	fro	like	cradles.	Suddenly,	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye,	the
joints	of	 the	earth	and	sky	 trembled	and	quaked,	and	 the	archangel,	grasping	a
sword	 in	 his	 hand,	 appeared	 on	 a	 golden	 cloud,	 darting	 downward	 like	 a
thunderbolt.	Just	as	the	dragon	was	going	to	seize	the	young	griffins,	the	angel
flashed	his	sword	from	east	to	west,	and	again	from	west	to	east,	cutting	off	both
heads	as	easily	as	one	drinks	a	spoonful	of	water.
Then	two	still	more	terrible	heads	came,	but	they	were	also	hacked	into	pieces.
Two	others	next	appeared,	they,	too,	were	destroyed,	and	so	fared	all	the	twelve.
Blood	 and	 poison	 flowed	 till	 the	 whole	 forest	 and	 valley	 were	 turned	 into	 a
marsh,	 and	 the	 heads	 dashed	 against	 the	 tree	which	 held	 the	 nest,	 so	 that	 the
leaves	 fell	 from	 the	 boughs	 for	 ten	 miles	 around.	 The	 angel	 took	 some	 basil
plant,	 and	 sprinkled	 the	 four	 quarters	 of	 the	 earth	 with	 water	 that	 had	 been
consecrated	 in	Paradise	nine	years	before.	The	pools	of	blood	all	gathered	 into
one	spot,	the	heads	lost	their	vitality,	and	the	ground	opened,	swallowing	them
up	with	 all	 the	 blood,	 so	 that	 the	wood	once	more	 became	pure	 and	 bright	 as
God	meant	it	to	be.
When	the	griffin	came	back	at	dawn,	found	its	children	safe	in	the	nest,	and	saw
that	 the	accursed	well	had	disappeared,	 it	uttered	such	a	cry	of	delight	 that	 the
earth	for	nine	miles	round	trembled	and	shook.
Then	it	waked	the	young	birds	and	said,	"Tell	me	quickly,	my	darlings,	who	has
done	me	this	great	favour?"
The	young	birds	shook	their	heads	and	replied:	"We	don't	know	anything	about
it,	we	have	been	asleep	all	night."
As	the	griffin	looked	about,	its	glance	fell	upon	the	little	girl,	whose	golden	hair
and	 starry	 eyes	 were	 glittering	 in	 the	 morning	 sunlight	 like	 the	 torches	 of
Paradise,	 and	 the	 thought	 instantly	 darted	 through	 its	 mind	 that	 this	 beautiful
light	must	have	rendered	the	unspeakable	benefit.
"Children,"	said	the	griffin,	angrily,	"you	haven't	eaten	the	little	girl,	what	does
this	mean?"	 The	 young	 birds	 kept	 as	 still	 as	mice,	 but	 the	 griffin	 straightway
swallowed	lovely	little	Wild-Rose,	yet	when	she	appeared	again	she	was	seven
times	as	beautiful	as	before.
The	griffin	now	set	about	a	great	task.	All	day	long	it	brought	flowers	and	soft
green	moss	 from	 the	woodland	meadows	 to	make	 the	 little	 girl	 a	 room	 like	 a
fairy's	nest,	and	 this	 tiny	chamber,	whenever	 the	wind	blew,	 rocked	 to	and	fro
like	 a	 cradle.	 From	 this	 time	 little	 Wild-Rose	 was	 as	 dear	 to	 it	 as	 its	 own



children.	Nay,	she	was	the	very	apple	of	the	griffin's	eye,	and	it	took	care	of	her
and	fed	her	with	the	very	best	things	a	griffin	could	find.
So	 the	 little	Wild-Rose	with	 the	golden	hair	began	 to	grow	and	 flourish	 like	a
stately	 lily.	 In	 the	morning	 the	merry	 dawn	 kissed	 and	woke	 her,	 at	 noon	 the
shadows	of	the	leafy	boughs	fanned	her,	and	in	the	evening	she	was	lulled	to	rest
by	 the	 gentle	 breezes	 and	 the	 tunes	 that	 echoed	 through	 the	 forest	 from	 the
shepherds'	pipes.
So	the	little	girl	grew	in	beauty	till	she	was	able	to	stand	alone,	and	one	day,	just
as	 the	 evening-star	was	 bathing	 in	 the	 rosy	 light	 left	 by	 the	 sun	when	 it	 sank
behind	the	mountains,	the	Lord	permitted	what	had	been	predestined	to	happen,
though	 it	was	 something	 that	 had	 never	 occurred	 before,	 since	 this	world	was
created	and	 the	sun	began	 its	course	 through	the	sky.	So	 it	happened	that	 little
Wild-Rose	stood	up,	came	out	of	her	little	room,	and	for	the	first	time	gazed	into
the	world.	But	when	she	 looked	at	 the	evening-sky	 the	air	quivered,	 the	 rising
stars	 trembled,	 and	 on	 the	 eastern	 horizon	 a	 second	 sun,	more	 beautiful	 and	 a
hundred	 times	brighter	 than	 the	one	which	had	 set	 behind	 the	mountains,	 rose
upward	in	majesty	and	splendour	as	if	mounting	from	a	sea	of	fire.	The	forests,
chasms	and	valleys	quaked,	while	 the	flowers	whispered	sweetly	 to	each	other
and	 turned	 their	 little	 heads	 toward	 the	 vivifying	 waves	 of	 light.	 And	 now
behold,	the	fairest	flowers	tried	to	drink	in	the	little	maid's	glances,	and	the	trees
around	 bowed	 their	 tops	 to	 rejoice	 in	 little	 Wild-Rose's	 beauty.	 In	 short,	 the
whole	of	God's	creation,	the	birds	in	the	sky	as	well	as	the	beasts	in	the	forest,
exulted	and	jumped	for	joy	over	the	divine	miracle.
After	that	evening's	festival,	twice	three	days	passed,	then	three	times	three,	and
finally	still	more	until	little	Wild-Rose	was	fourteen	years	old.
At	fourteen	little	Wild-Rose	was	beautiful,	so	beautiful	that	I	am	afraid	to	praise
her	and	describe	her	perfections,	lest	you	should	afterward	say	that	you	had	seen
someone	equally	handsome.	But	there	was	no	one	like	her	under	the	sun.	Lovely
as	she	was,	no	human	being	had	seen	her,	and	she	had	no	idea	of	empires	and
cities.	She	 lived	on	sisterly	 terms	with	 the	flowers,	danced	with	 the	butterflies,
was	lulled	by	the	murmur	of	the	brook,	and	vied	with	the	birds	in	singing.	Now,
my	 dear	 readers,	 forgive	 me	 for	 first	 telling	 you	 I	 would	 say	 nothing,	 and
afterward	adding	a	 few	words	 in	praise	of	 little	Wild-Rose.	Who	 that	has	ever
seen	her	can	help	talking	about	her?
So	the	days	passed	like	hours	and	the	hours	like	minutes,	until	one	day	a	great
hunt	took	place	in	the	beautiful	woods.	The	emperor's	son	went	to	the	chase	too.
Well,	 evidently	 this	 ought	 to	 have	 been.	The	 prince,	 in	 a	 good	 or	 evil	 hour,	 I
don't	know	which	I	ought	to	say,	saw	a	deer	bound	into	the	thicket,	and	hurried
after	 the	 animal	 faster	 and	 faster	 and	 faster,	 till	 the	 young	 hero	 found	 himself
where	 he	 had	 never	 been	 even	 in	 his	 dreams,	 in	 the	 very	 depths	 of	 the	 dense



forest,	which	was	still	untrodden	by	any	human	foot.
When	 the	 prince	 discovered	 his	 situation,	 he	 stood	 still	 and	 listened,	 to	 try	 to
hear	some	sound	in	this	solitude.	The	barking	of	a	dog,	the	blast	of	a	horn,	the
report	 of	 a	 gun,	 anything	 of	 the	 sort	 would	 have	 pleased	 the	 youth.	 But	 he
listened	in	vain.	Utter	silence	and	solitude	surrounded	him.
After	 gazing	 around	 him	 for	 some	 time	 a	 dazzling	 light	 gleamed	 through	 the
foliage.	He	glanced	that	way	again,	and	felt	that	he	must	know	what	was	there.
One,	 two,	 three,	and	he	reached	 the	spot	 to	see	what	 it	was.	And	he	found	 the
tree	with	 the	 dainty	 little	 swinging	 chamber,	 and	 the	 young	 griffins	 staring	 at
him.	Whatever	he	may	have	thought,	he	drew	his	bow	and	would	have	instantly
shot	off	the	heads	of	the	whole	brood,	when,	like	a	thunderbolt,	a	blaze	of	light
flashed	into	his	face,	dazzling	him	so	that	he	dropped	the	bow	and	covered	his
eyes	with	his	hands.
When	he	looked	that	way	again,	he	saw	for	half	a	minute	the	face	and	figure	of
little	Wild-Rose.	He	 felt	 as	 if	 he	were	 in	 the	 other	world,	 and	 could	 not	 help
falling	on	the	grass	in	a	fainting-fit.	When	he	recovered	his	senses	he	called	to
the	young	girl	to	come	down.	But	how	was	Wild-Rose	to	do	such	a	thing?	She
did	not	go	to	a	young	man,	but	staid	quietly	at	home	with	her	mamma.
When	the	prince	saw	this	he	went	away	as	he	had	come.	Yet	no,	not	exactly	as
he	had	come,	for	when	he	arrived	his	heart	had	not	been	full	of	love	and	longing.
Neither	had	he	come	 through	 the	bushes	without	any	 trace	of	path	or	opening.
But	 now	he	 tumbled	 about	wherever	 he	went,	 as	 though	he	 had	no	 eyes.	Yet,
however	he	returned,	he	did	return,	arriving	 just	as	 the	shepherds	were	driving
their	cattle	from	the	pasture	into	the	village,	and	there	he	luckily	met	two	of	his
hunting	companions.
Early	the	next	morning	heralds	from	the	imperial	court	went	through	the	whole
country,	 proclaiming	 that	whoever	would	 promise	 to	 bring	 a	wonder	 of	 a	 girl
from	the	forest	of	the	well	with	two	trees,	would	be	received	by	the	emperor	as
his	councillor	so	long	as	he	lived	and	the	whole	court	would	do	him	honour.	Lo,
and	behold!	There	came	an	old,	lame	woman,	with	a	hump	on	her	back	and	as
much	hair	on	her	head	as	there	is	on	the	palm	of	the	hand.	"I	am	the	person	who
can	bring	the	girl	from	the	forest	of	the	well	with	the	two	trees,"	she	said.	The
heralds	looked	at	the	old	woman	and	burst	out	laughing.
"Are	you	 from	Satan's	kingdom,	you	 scare-crow?"	 said	a	herald.	 "Who,	 in	 the
Wood	Witch's	name,	brought	you	 in	our	way,	 for	now	we	 shall	 have	no	 luck.
Begone	from	our	sight."
But	the	old	woman	insisted	that	she	could	bring	the	girl	from	the	forest.	And	she
stuck	to	the	heralds	like	a	bur	to	a	sheep.
Then	 the	oldest	herald	said,	"Comrades,	 take	her	with	us,	 for	 the	emperor	said



plainly	 that	 we	 were	 to	 bring	 to	 the	 court	 any	 person,	 no	 matter	 who,	 that
boasted	of	being	able	to	execute	his	command,	take	the	old	woman	and	put	her
in	the	carriage."
So	they	took	the	old	woman	and	carried	her	to	court.
"You	 have	 boasted	 that	 you	 could	 bring	 the	 girl	 from	 the	 forest?"	 asked	 the
emperor,	seated	on	his	throne.
"Long	life	to	your	majesty.	Yes,	I	promised	to	do	so."
"Then	set	to	work."
"Let	that	be	the	old	woman's	care,	but	give	me	a	kettle	and	a	tripod."
She	quickly	received	them	and	set	off	behind	the	emperor's	huntsmen,	her	mouth
chattering	and	the	kettle	rattling,	as	the	gipsies	do	when	they	bring	a	bride	to	her
wedding.	The	prince	had	not	remained	at	home	either.	How	could	he	have	stayed
behind	 and	 not	 known	 the	 why	 and	 wherefore!	 When	 the	 party	 reached	 the
forest,	 the	 hunters	 and	 the	 prince	 halted	 and	 the	 old	woman	went	 on,	 like	 the
Wood	Witch,	alone.
The	shrewd	and	cunning	old	woman	lighted	a	fire	under	the	tree	where	the	girl
was,	placed	the	tripod	over	the	flames,	and	hung	the	kettle	on	it.	But	the	kettle
stood	awry	and	upset	as	fast	as	she	put	it	on.	Little	Wild-Rose,	who	was	looking
down	from	her	 room	and	saw	 the	old	woman's	 stupidity,	 lost	her	patience	and
called,	"Not	that	way,	old	woman,	set	the	tripod	the	other	way."
"But	suppose	I	don't	know	how,	my	darling?"
And	she	vainly	set	it	up,	turned	it	round,	and	straightened	it,	the	kettle	would	not
stand.	Wild-Rose	grew	more	and	more	impatient	and	angry.
"Haven't	 I	already	 told	you	once	 that	 it	won't	stand	so?	Turn	 the	handle	of	 the
kettle	toward	the	trunk	of	the	tree."
The	old	woman	did	exactly	the	opposite,	and	then	said,	"Come	down	and	show
me,	dear	child."
And	Wild-Rose,	 absorbed	 by	 that	 one	 idea,	 climbed	 quickly	 down	 the	 tree	 to
teach	 the	 crone.	 But	 the	 old	woman	 taught	 her	 so	 that	 she	 needed	 no	 second
lesson.	Seizing	her	by	the	arm,	she	lifted	her	on	her	shoulder	and	ran	off	with	her
to	the	enamoured	prince.	When	the	prince	saw	Wild-Rose,	he	came	to	meet	her,
begged	 for	 her	 hand,	 and,	 trembling,	 kissed	 her.	 Then	 she	 was	 clothed	 in
magnificent	garments,	which	had	been	embroidered	with	gold	and	pearls	by	nine
princesses.
She	was	placed	in	the	imperial	carriage,	and	the	horses	stopped	only	once	on	the
way	home	to	take	breath,	for	they	had	no	equals	except	among	the	steeds	of	the
sun.	When	 they	 reached	 the	 palace,	 the	 prince	 lifted	 her	 out,	 led	 her	 in,	 and



seated	her	at	 the	 table	as	 if	 she	were	a	 real	princess.	The	young	hero's	parents
gazed	at	her	with	delight,	and	remembered	their	own	youth.	At	the	end	of	a	week
a	 magnificent	 wedding	 was	 celebrated,	 which	 lasted	 for	 three	 days	 and	 three
nights.	Then,	after	 twenty-four	hours'	 intermission,	 three	days	and	 three	nights
more	were	spent	in	splendid	festivities.
I	was	there,	too,	but	as	I	am	lame	in	one	foot,	I	did	not	arrive	until	the	wedding
was	over	and	had	great	trouble	in	finding	some	clear	broth,	which	I	searched	in
vain	for	a	crumb	of	meat	and	then	sipped	from	a	sieve,	so	you	can	imagine	how
much	I	had	and	how	I	spent	the	time.
	



THE	CAVE	OF	JALOMITZA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Carmen	Sylva	(at	the	time	H.M.	Queen	of
Roumania)	in	Legends	from	River	&	Mountain,	published	in	1896	by	George

Allen.
	

	

IN	 CROSSING	 THE	 PASS	 BETWEEN	 THE	 peaks	 of	 Vîrful	 cu	 Dor	 and
Furnica,	on	the	other	side	of	the	Bucegi,	you	come	upon	the	Jalomitza	river.	One
of	the	springs	which	feed	it	rises	hard	by,	in	a	vast	stalactite	cave,	at	the	entrance
of	which	stands	a	small	cloister.	From	time	immemorial	it	has	always	been	said
that	there	is	no	ending	to	this	cave,	and	that	a	man	who	once	went	in	there	has
never	been	seen	again	to	this	day.
The	cave	was	once	inhabited	by	a	terrible	enchanter,	of	whom	it	was	told	that	he
carried	off	all	the	fairest	maidens	round	about,	carried	them	off	out	of	the	fields,
from	their	parents’	cottages,	yes,	even	from	before	 the	marriage-altar.	They	all
followed	him,	without	resistance,	but	no	one	ever	saw	them	more.	Many	a	bold
youth	 had	 sworn	 to	 go	 and	 free	 them,	 and	had	 even	marched	bravely	 into	 the
cave	and	called	the	enchanter	by	name,	“Bucur!	Bucur!”,	but	not	one	had	ever
caught	a	glimpse	either	of	Bucur	or	of	the	maidens.
But	 in	 the	 pretty	 village	 of	 Rucar,	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 the	 Bucegi,	 there	 dwelt	 a
beautiful	maiden,	named	 Jalomitza,	who	had	been	 rash	enough	 to	 say	 that	 she
engaged	never	to	follow	the	enchanter,	no	matter	in	what	shape	he	might	appear
before	her,	or	with	what	promises	he	might	try	to	entice	her.
“And	though	he	should	even	drag	me	into	his	cave,”	she	said,	“I	would	still	get
forth	again.”
This	was	 a	 very	 daring	 speech,	 and	 the	 old	 folks	 shook	 their	 heads	 at	 it,	 and
shrugged	their	shoulders,	saying,	“If	he	were	really	 to	come,	she	would	yet	go
with	him	gladly,	just	like	all	the	others.”
A	short	time	passed,	during	which	no	one	appeared,	and	nothing	happened,	to	try
the	young	girl’s	courage.	She	was	a	 joy	for	all	men	to	look	upon,	with	her	red
cheeks,	her	fresh,	cool	lips,	her	waving	auburn	hair,	and	her	great	blue	eyes.	Her
nose	was	delicately	cut,	with	transparent	nostrils,	and	the	tip	of	her	nose	had	just



a	 little	 impudent,	 upward	 turn.	 Her	 throat	 rose	 snow-white	 from	 her	 richly
embroidered	shift,	and	upon	her	forehead,	 temples,	and	neck	the	pretty	reddish
locks	curled	in	wild	abundance,	escaping	from	the	plaits	and	rebelliously	defying
all	 the	 efforts	 of	 the	 comb.	 When	 Jalomitza	 loosened	 her	 plaits	 she	 was	 as
though	clothed	from	head	to	foot	in	a	golden	mantle,	of	which	she	could	not	see
the	half	 in	her	 little	mirror	when	 she	was	decking	herself	on	a	Sunday	 for	 the
Hora.
There	was	one	in	the	village	who	was	for	ever	running	after	her,	to	the	well,	in
the	fields,	and	at	the	dance.	But	she	did	not	care	to	have	much	to	do	with	poor
Coman,	 and	 yet	 he	was	 a	 fine	 lad,	 and	 rich.	He	 owned	 broad	meadows,	with
horses,	cows,	buffaloes,	and	sheep,	and	wore	a	fine,	embroidered	white	 leather
jerkin,	and	a	long	white	cloak	lined	with	red,	and	richly	adorned	with	gold	and
coloured	threads.	Many	a	maiden	looked	round	after	Coman,	but	Jalomitza	never
did.	She	thought	only	of	the	enchanter	Bucur,	and	of	how	she	would	strive	with
him	and	avenge	all	the	poor	maidens	who	had	fallen	into	his	clutches.
One	beautiful	Sunday	afternoon,	when	the	heated	dancers	were	standing	still	to
rest	for	a	moment,	there	was	heard	close	by	the	sweetest	sound	of	flute-playing,
so	 sweet	 that	 every	heart	 in	 that	 gay	young	 throng	beat	 high	with	delight.	All
turned	curiously	to	see	who	the	player	was,	and	there	stood	a	handsome	young
shepherd,	 leaning	against	 a	 tree,	with	his	 feet	 crossed,	 as	quietly	 as	 though	he
had	been	 there	 for	ever,	and	yet	no	one	had	seen	him	come,	and	no	one	knew
him.	He	played	on	and	on,	as	 if	he	were	alone	 in	 the	world.	Only	once	did	he
raise	 his	 eyes	 and	 looked	 at	 Jalomitza,	 who	 had	 drawn	 quite	 near,	 and	 was
listening	to	those	heavenly	melodies	with	parted	lips	and	quivering	nostrils.
After	a	while	he	looked	at	her	again,	and	presently	a	third	time.
Then	Coman	whispered	to	her	from	behind,	“Come	away,	Jalomitza,	yon	is	an
impudent	fellow!”
An	impatient	motion	of	the	girl’s	shoulders	and	elbows	was	the	only	reply.
“Jalomitza!”	whispered	the	jealous	lover	once	more,	“are	you	not	ashamed	to	let
yourself	be	stared	at	thus?”
Again	she	made	no	answer,	but	turned	her	back	upon	him.
“Jalomitza,	I	tell	you,	yon	shepherd	is	no	other	than	Bucur,	the	enchanter!”
Just	 at	 that	moment	 the	 shepherd,	without	 leaving	 off	 his	 playing,	 nodded	 his
head,	and	Jalomitza’s	heart	turned	cold	and	her	throat	dry.
“What	do	you	know	about	it?”	she	rejoined	defiantly,	yet	her	voice	trembled	a
little.
“I	know	it.	I	can	feel	it!	I	feel	it	because	I	love	you,	and	because	I	love	you	I	see,
too,	that	he	has	taken	your	fancy,	and	that	you	will	fall	a	prey	to	him,	as	all	the



others	have.”
“I!	Never,	I	swear	it!”	cried	Jalomitza,	and	turned	deadly	pale.
“Here	 is	my	 flute,	 do	 you	 play	 for	 us	 a	while,”	 the	 shepherd	 now	 called	 out,
handing	his	flute	to	Coman.
Without	knowing	what	he	did,	Coman	grasped	the	flute	and	began	to	play,	and
he	played	more	 beautifully	 than	he	 had	 ever	 done	 in	 his	 life,	 but	 he	 presently
perceived,	to	his	horror,	that	he	could	not	leave	off.	He	improvised	new	Horas,
such	as	he	had	never	heard	before.	Brius	and	Kindias,	he	played	 them	all,	and
could	 see,	 as	 he	 did	 so,	 that	 the	 stranger	was	 always	 dancing	with	 Jalomitza.
Then	he	began	to	play	a	Doina,	and	the	air	was	so	passing	sad	that	tears	stood	in
all	the	women’s	eyes,	and	Jalomitza	implored	him	to	stop.	But	he	played	on	and
on,	 looking	 round	with	 terror	 in	 his	 glance,	 for	 the	 flute	 would	 not	 be	 silent.
Evening	closed	in,	the	people,	in	twos	and	threes,	began	to	turn	homewards,	and
still	Coman	blew	upon	the	flute,	and	Jalomitza	stood	beside	him	as	though	spell-
bound.	The	strange	shepherd	had	disappeared.
“Leave	off,	Coman,”	said	she,	“you	are	breaking	my	heart.	You	know	I	do	not
love	 you,	 but	 I	 have	 sworn	 to	 you	 never	 to	 belong	 to	 that	 other.	 Leave	 off,
Coman,	be	sensible!”
But	Coman	played	on,	now	merrily,	as	though	he	would	have	laughed,	and	now
in	so	sad	and	melting	a	strain,	that	the	nightingale	made	answer	from	the	depths
of	the	dewy	valley.	Nearer	and	nearer	drew	the	nightingale.	Jalomitza	could	see
it	in	the	moonlight,	how	it	came	and	settled	above	Coman’s	head,	and	sang	with
the	flute.	Then	it	flew	off,	still	uttering	its	sweet,	entrancing	note,	and	Jalomitza
followed	 it	 the	whole	night	 through,	without	knowing	where	she	went.	Coman
too,	with	his	flute,	followed	the	wonderful	bird	through	the	dewy	valley,	along
by	the	edge	of	the	stream.
Morning	broke,	and	Jalomitza	smote	her	hands	upon	her	head	in	terror,	“Where
am	I?	I	am	far	away	from	home,	and	this	place	is	strange	to	me.	Coman,	where
are	we?	I	am	affrighted!	That	bird	was	Bucur!”
Coman	 gave	 no	 answer,	 but	 only	 played	 a	 merry	 dance.	 Then	 a	 horse	 came
galloping	towards	them	over	the	meadow,	and	circled	about	the	maiden,	offering
her	his	back	to	mount,	and	rubbing	his	head	against	her.
“Ah	me!”	she	cried,	“I	know	the	dread	one	again!	If	I	were	but	a	bird	and	could
flee	away!”
She	had	scarcely	said	this	before	she	was	flying	away	in	the	shape	of	a	dove,	far
away	into	the	dewy	morning.
But	thereupon	the	horse	was	changed	into	a	hawk,	that	shot	down	upon	her	from
a	giddy	height,	and	bore	her	away	in	his	talons	toward	the	mountains.



“Ah,	would	I	were	a	flower	down	in	the	meadow!”	thought	the	terrified	maiden,
and	the	next	instant	she	was	growing	beside	the	stream,	a	blue	forget-me-not,	but
then	the	hawk	became	a	butterfly,	and	circled	about	the	flower,	settling	upon	it,
and	swinging	with	it	to	and	fro.
“Oh,	were	I	rather	a	trout	in	the	stream!”	thought	Jalomitza,	and	in	a	moment	she
became	a	trout,	but	the	butterfly	turned	into	a	net,	caught	her,	and	lifted	her	up
into	the	air,	till	she	was	like	to	die.
“I	would	I	were	a	lizard!”	thought	the	poor	maid	as	she	lay	dying	in	the	net,	and
lo!	 In	 the	 twinkling	 of	 an	 eye	 she	was	 gliding	 as	 quick	 as	 thought	 among	 the
grass	 and	 flowers,	 and	 fancying	 she	was	 hidden	beneath	 every	 stone	 and	 leaf.
But	from	under	the	nearest	stone	a	snake	crawled	forth,	and	held	her	spell-bound
beneath	his	dreadful	eyes,	so	that	she	could	not	move.	They	tarried	a	long	while
thus,	and	the	little	lizard’s	heart	beat	to	bursting	against	her	sides.
“Would	 I	 had	 become	 a	 nun!	 I	 should	 have	 been	 safe	 in	 the	 cloister!”	 she
thought,	and	in	a	moment	the	lofty	dome	of	a	church	rose	above	her	head.	She
saw	tapers	burning,	and	heard	the	voices	of	many	hundreds	of	nuns	re-echoing	in
a	mighty	wave	of	song.	Jalomitza	knelt,	in	the	guise	of	a	nun,	before	the	picture
of	one	of	the	saints.	Her	heart	was	still	throbbing	with	fear,	and	she	rejoiced	to
think	that	she	was	hidden	in	this	sanctuary.	She	raised	her	eyes	in	thanksgiving
to	the	picture	above	her,	and	behold!	Bucur’s	eyes	were	gazing	at	her	from	out
its	 face,	 and	 cast	 such	 a	 spell	 upon	 her	 that	 she	 could	 not	 quit	 the	 spot,	 even
when	the	church	grew	empty.	Night	fell,	the	eyes	began	to	shine	and	glitter,	and
Jalomitza’s	tears	fell	ceaselessly	down	on	the	stones	where	she	knelt.
“Ah	me!”	she	cried,	“even	 in	 this	holy	place	I	 find	no	rest	 from	you!	Would	I
were	a	cloud!”	As	she	spoke	the	vaulted	roof	above	her	changed	to	the	blue	vault
of	heaven,	and	she	was	floating	as	a	cloud	through	its	boundless	heights.	But	her
persecutor	 turned	 into	 the	wind,	and	hunted	her	 from	south	 to	north,	and	 from
east	to	west,	over	the	whole	earth.
“I	had	better	have	been	a	grain	of	sand,”	said	the	little	cloud	to	itself	at	last.	Then
it	sank	to	earth,	and	fell,	in	the	form	of	a	tiny	grain	of	golden	sand,	into	the	Rîul
Doamnei.	But	Bucur	became	a	peasant,	wading	with	naked	 feet	 in	 the	 river	 to
seek	 for	 gold,	 and	 he	 fished	 up	 the	 little	 grain	 of	 sand	 out	 of	 the	 depths.	 It
slipped	hastily	through	his	fingers,	and	turned	into	a	doe,	that	fled	away	toward
the	woodland	thickets.	But	before	 the	doe	could	reach	the	shelter	of	 the	forest,
Bucur	became	an	eagle,	shot	down	upon	her	from	above,	and	once	more	bore	her
off	in	his	talons	toward	his	eyrie	in	the	Bucegi	Mountain.
Hardly	had	he	loosed	his	grasp	of	her	before	she	fell,	as	a	dewdrop,	into	the	cup
of	a	gentian	blossom.	But	he	became	a	sunbeam,	and	glanced	down	upon	her	to
drink	 her	 up.	 Then	 at	 last,	 in	 the	 shape	 of	 a	 wild	 goat,	 she	 dashed,	 without
knowing	where	she	went,	straight	towards	his	cave.	Laughing,	he	pursued	her	in



the	guise	of	a	hunter,	and	murmured,	“I	have	you	now.”	She	ran	into	the	cave,
ever	deeper	and	deeper,	and	on	a	sudden	perceived	that	all	the	stones	there	were
beautiful	maidens,	from	whose	eyes	tears	dropped	unceasingly	down.
“Oh,	flee,	flee	from	here!”,	a	hundred	voices	called	to	her.	“You	unhappy	maid!
If	once	he	kisses	you,	you	will	turn	to	stone	like	us!”
At	that	moment	an	arrow	flew	through	the	whole	length	of	the	cave,	and	struck
the	 little	 goat	 as	 she	 fled.	 In	 deadly	 anguish	 she	 cried,	 “Oh,	 would	 I	 were	 a
stream!	Then	I	could	flow	away	from	him.”	Instantly	she	felt	herself	rushing	out
of	the	cave	as	a	foaming	mountain	torrent,	the	enchanter	uttered	a	terrible	curse,
turned	into	rock,	and	caught	in	his	arms	the	little	stream,	that	still	kept	on	ever
escaping	him.
Just	then	Coman	reached	the	cave,	and	recognising	his	Jalomitza	by	her	voice,	as
she	 uttered	 a	 heartrending	 cry	 of	 “Coman,	 Coman!”	 he	 gathered	 up	 all	 his
remaining	strength,	and	hurled	his	flute	against	the	rock,	in	the	outlines	of	which
he	could	discern	Bucur’s	cruel	grin.	And	now	the	spell	was	broken.	Bucur	could
no	more	change	his	shape	again	than	Jalomitza	hers,	and	so	she	flows	on	to	this
day,	 away	 over	 his	 stony,	 immovable	 arms.	 But	 Coman	 built	 a	 little	 church
before	the	cave,	and	became	a	monk,	dwelling	there	in	holiness,	and	gazing	upon
his	fair	beloved,	unto	his	life’s	end.
	



STAN	BOLOVAN

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

AT	THE	EDGE	OF	THE	VILLAGE,	where	the	peasants'	oxen	break	through	the
hedges	 and	 the	neighbours'	 hogs	wallow	 in	 the	ground	under	 the	 fences,	 there
once	stood	a	house.	In	this	house	lived	a	man,	and	the	man	had	a	wife,	but	the
wife	grieved	all	day	long.
"What	troubles	you,	dear	wife,	that	you	sit	there	drooping	like	a	frost-bitten	bud
in	 the	 sunlight?"	 her	 husband	 asked	 one	 day.	 "You	 have	 all	 you	 need.	 So	 be
cheerful,	like	other	folks."
"Let	me	alone,	 and	ask	no	more	questions!"	 replied	 the	wife,	 and	became	still
more	melancholy	than	before.
Her	husband	questioned	her	the	second	time,	and	received	the	same	reply.	But,
when	he	asked	again,	she	answered	more	fully.
"Dear	me,"	she	said,	"why	do	you	trouble	your	head	about	it?	If	you	know,	you'll
be	just	sorrowful	as	I	am.	It's	better	for	me	not	to	tell	you."
But,	 to	this,	people	will	never	agree.	If	you	tell	a	person	he	must	sit	still,	he	is
more	anxious	to	move	than	ever.	Stan	was	now	determined	to	know	what	was	in
his	wife's	mind.
"If	you	are	determined	to	hear,	I'll	tell	you,"	said	the	wife.	"There's	no	luck	in	the
house,	husband,,	there's	no	luck	in	the	house!"
"Isn't	the	cow	a	good	one?	Are	not	the	fruit-trees	and	bee-hives	full?	Are	not	the
fields	fertile?"	asked	Stan.	"You	talk	nonsense,	if	you	complain	of	anything."
"But,	husband,	we	have	no	children."
Stan	understood,	and,	when	a	man	realizes	such	a	thing,	it	isn't	well.	From	this
time,	a	sorrowful	man	and	a	sorrowful	woman	lived	in	the	house	on	the	edge	of
the	 village.	 And	 they	 were	 sorrowful	 because	 the	 Lord	 had	 given	 them	 no
children.	When	the	wife	saw	her	husband	sad,	she	grew	still	more	melancholy,
and	the	more	melancholy	she	was,	the	greater	his	grief	became.



This	continued	for	a	long	time.
They	had	masses	repeated	and	prayers	read	in	all	the	churches.	They	questioned
all	the	witches,	but	God's	gift	did	not	come.
One	day,	 two	travellers	arrived	at	Stan's	house,	and	were	joyfully	received	and
entertained	 with	 the	 best	 food	 he	 had.	 They	 were	 angels	 in	 disguise,	 and,
perceiving	that	Stan	and	his	wife	were	good	people,	one	of	them,	while	throwing
his	knapsack	over	his	shoulder	 to	continue	his	 journey,	asked	his	host	what	he
most	desired,	and	said	that	any	three	of	his	wishes	should	be	fulfilled.
"Give	me	children,"	replied	Stan.
"What	else	shall	I	give	you?"
"Children,	sir,	give	me	children!"
"Take	 care,"	 said	 the	 angel,	 "or	 there	 will	 be	 too	 many	 of	 them.	 Have	 you
enough	to	support	them?"
"Never	mind	that,	sir,	only	give	them	to	me!"
The	travellers	departed,	but	Stan	accompanied	them	as	far	as	the	high-road,	that
they	might	not	lose	their	way	among	the	fields	and	woods.
When	Stan	reached	home	again,	he	found	the	house,	yard,	and	garden	filled	with
children,	 in	all	not	 less	 than	a	hundred.	Not	one	was	 larger	 than	 the	other,	but
each	was	more	quarrelsome,	bolder,	more	mischievous	and	noisier	than	the	rest.
And,	in	some	way,	God	made	Stan	feel	and	know	that	they	all	belonged	to	him
and	were	his.
"Good	 gracious!	What	 a	 lot	 of	 them!"	 he	 cried,	 standing	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 the
throng.
"But	not	too	many,	husband,"	replied	his	wife,	bringing	a	little	flock	with	her.
Then	followed	days	which	can	only	be	experienced	by	a	man	who	has	a	hundred
children.	 The	 house	 and	 village	 echoed	with	 shouts	 of	 "father"	 and	 "mother,"
and	the	world	was	full	of	happiness.
But	taking	care	of	children	isn't	so	simple	a	matter.	Many	pleasures	come	with
many	troubles,	and	many	troubles	with	many	joys.	When,	after	a	few	days,	the
children	began	 to	 shout,	 "Father,	 I'm	hungry!"	Stan	began	 to	 scratch	his	head.
There	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 him	 to	 be	 too	 many	 children,	 for	 God's	 gift	 is	 good,
however	large	it	may	be,	but	his	barns	were	too	small,	the	cow	was	growing	thin,
and	the	fields	did	not	produce	enough.
"I'll	tell	you	what,	wife,"	said	Stan	one	day,	"it	seems	to	me	that	there	isn't	much
harmony	in	our	affairs.	As	God	was	good	enough	to	give	us	so	many	children,
He	ought	to	have	filled	the	measure	of	His	goodness,	and	sent	us	food	for	them,
too."



"Search	 for	 it,	 husband,"	 the	 wife	 answered.	 "Who	 knows	 where	 it	 may	 be
concealed?	The	Lord	never	does	a	thing	by	halves."
Stan	went	out	into	the	wide	world	to	find	God's	gift.	He	was	firmly	resolved	to
return	home	laden	with	food.
The	 road	 of	 the	 hungry	 is	 always	 a	 long	 one.	 A	man	 doesn't	 earn	 food	 for	 a
hundred	greedy	children	 in	a	 trice.	Stan	wandered	on,	on,	on,	 till	he	had	fairly
run	himself	off	his	feet.	When	he	had	thus	arrived	nearly	at	the	end	of	the	world,
where	what	is	mixes	with	what	is	not,	he	saw	in	the	distance,	in	the	middle	of	a
field	 which	 lay	 spread	 out	 as	 flat	 as	 a	 cake,	 a	 sheep-fold.	 By	 it	 stood	 seven
shepherds,	and	in	the	shadow	within	lay	a	flock	of	sheep.
"Lord,	help	me,"	said	Stan,	and	went	up	to	the	fold	to	see	whether,	by	patience
and	 discretion,	 he	 might	 not	 find	 some	 employment	 there.	 But	 he	 soon
discovered	 that	 there	 was	 not	 much	 more	 hope	 here	 than	 in	 the	 other	 places
where	he	had	journeyed.	This	was	the	state	of	affairs.	Every	night,	at	precisely
twelve	o'clock,	a	furious	dragon	came	and	took	from	the	herd	a	ram,	a	sheep,	and
a	 lamb,	 three	 animals	 in	 all.	 He	 also	 carried	 milk	 enough	 for	 seventy-seven
lambkins	to	the	old	she-dragon,	that	she	might	bathe	in	it	and	grow	young.	The
shepherds	were	very	angry	about	it,	and	complained	bitterly.	So	Stan	saw	that	he
was	not	likely	to	return	home	from	here	richly	laden	with	food	for	his	children.
But	there	is	no	spur	more	powerful	than	for	a	man	to	see	his	children	starving.
An	idea	entered	Stan's	head,	and	he	said	boldly,	"What	would	you	give	me,	if	I
released	you	from	the	greedy	dragon?"
"One	of	each	three	rams	shall	be	yours,	one-third	of	the	sheep,	and	one-third	of
the	lambs,"	replied	the	shepherds.
"Agreed,"	said	Stan,	yet	he	felt	rather	anxious,	lest	he	might	find	it	 too	hard	to
drive	the	flock	home	alone.
But	 there	 was	 no	 hurry	 about	 that.	 It	 was	 some	 time	 before	 midnight.	 And
besides,	to	tell	the	truth,	Stan	did	not	exactly	know	how	he	was	to	get	rid	of	the
dragon.	"The	Lord	will	send	me	some	clever	plan,"	he	said	to	himself,	and	then
counted	the	flock	again	to	see	how	many	animals	he	would	have.
Just	at	midnight,	when	day	and	night,	weary	of	strife,	for	a	moment	stood	still,
Stan	felt	that	he	was	about	to	see	something	he	had	never	beheld	before.	It	was
something	that	cannot	be	described.	It	is	a	horrible	thing	to	have	a	dragon	come.
It	seemed	as	if	the	monster	was	hurling	huge	rocks	at	the	trees,	and	thus	forcing
a	way	through	primeval	forests.	Even	Stan	felt	that	he	should	be	wise	to	take	the
quickest	way	 off,	 and	 enter	 into	 no	 quarrel	with	 a	 dragon.	But	 his	 children	 at
home	were	starving.
"I'll	kill	you	or	you	shall	kill	me!"	Stan	said	to	himself,	and	remained	where	he
was,	close	by	the	sheep-fold.



"Stop!"	he	cried,	when	he	saw	the	dragon	near	the	fold,	and	he	shouted	as	though
he	was	a	person	of	importance.
"H'm,"	said	the	dragon:	"where	did	you	come	from,	that	you	screech	at	me	so?"
"I	am	Stan	Bolovan,	who	at	night	devours	rocks	and	by	day	grazes	on	the	trees
of	the	primeval	forests,	and	if	you	touch	the	flock,	I'll	cut	a	cross	on	your	back,
and	bathe	you	in	holy	water."
When	the	dragon	heard	these	words,	he	stopped	in	the	midst	of	his	career,	for	he
saw	that	he	had	found	his	match.
"But	you	must	first	fight	with	me,"	replied	the	dragon,	hesitatingly.
"I	fight	with	you?"	cried	Stan.	"Beware	of	the	words	that	have	escaped	your	lips.
My	breath	is	stronger	than	your	whole	body."	Then,	taking	from	his	knapsack	a
piece	of	white	cheese,	he	showed	it	 to	the	dragon.	"Do	you	see	this	stone?"	he
said.	"Pick	one	up	from	the	bank	of	yonder	stream,	and	we'll	try	our	strength."
The	dragon	took	a	stone	from	the	shore	of	the	brook.
"Can	you	squeeze	buttermilk	out	of	the	stone?"	asked	Stan.
The	dragon	crushed	 the	 stone	 in	his	hand,	 so	 that	he	crumbled	 it	 into	powder.
But	he	squeezed	no	buttermilk	from	it.
"It	can't	be	done,"	he	said	rather	angrily.
"I'll	show	you	whether	it	can	be	done,"	replied	Stan,	and	then	squeezed	the	soft
cheese	in	his	hand,	till	the	buttermilk	trickled	down	between	his	fingers.
When	the	dragon	saw	this,	he	began	to	look	about	him	to	find	the	shortest	road
to	 run	 away,	 but	 Stan	 placed	 himself	 before	 the	 forest.	 "Let	 us	 have	 a	 little
reckoning	about	what	you	have	taken	from	the	fold,"	he	said.	"Nothing	is	given
away	here."
The	poor	dragon	would	have	taken	flight,	if	he	hadn't	been	afraid	that	Stan	might
blow	behind	him,	and	bury	him	under	 the	 trees	 in	 the	 forest.	So	he	stood	still,
like	a	person	who	doesn't	know	what	else	to	do.
"Listen!"	he	said,	after	a	while.	"I	see	that	you	are	a	useful	man.	My	mother	has
long	been	looking	for	a	servant	like	you,	but	has	not	been	able	to	find	one.	Enter
our	 service.	 The	 year	 has	 three	 days,	 and	 each	 day's	wages	 is	 seven	 sacks	 of
ducats!"
Three	 times	 seven	 sacks	 of	 ducats!	 A	 fine	 business!	 That	was	 just	 what	 Stan
needed.	"And,"	he	thought,	"if	I've	outwitted	the	dragon,	I	can	probably	get	the
better	of	his	mother!"
So	he	didn't	waste	many	words	about	the	matter,	but	set	off	with	the	monster.	A
long,	rough	road,	but	still	it	was	too	short,	since	it	led	to	a	bad	end.	It	seemed	to
Stan	as	if	he	had	arrived	almost	before	he	started.



The	old	she-dragon,	old	as	Time	 itself,	was	waiting	 for	 them.	She	had	made	a
fire	under	the	huge	caldron,	in	which	she	meant	to	boil	the	milk	and	mix	it	with
the	blood	of	a	 lamb	and	 the	marrow	from	its	bones,	 that	 the	 liquid	might	have
healing	power.	Stan	saw	her	eyes	glistening	in	the	darkness	when	they	were	still
three	 gun-shots	 off.	 But,	 when	 they	 reached	 the	 spot	 and	 the	 she-dragon
perceived	 that	her	 son	had	brought	her	nothing,	 she	was	very	angry.	This	 she-
dragon	was	by	no	means	 lovable.	She	had	a	wrinkled	 face,	open	 jaws,	 tangled
hair,	sunken	eyes,	parched	lips,	and	a	breath	reeking	with	the	smell	of	onions.
"Stay	here,"	said	the	dragon.	"I'll	go	and	make	arrangements	with	my	mother."
Stan	would	willingly	have	stood	still	further	off,	but	he	had	no	choice	now	that
he	had	once	entered	upon	this	evil	business.	So	he	let	the	dragon	go	on.
"Listen,	mother!"	said	the	dragon,	when	he	had	entered	the	house.	"I've	brought
you	 a	 man	 to	 get	 rid	 of.	 He's	 a	 terrible	 fellow,	 who	 eats	 pieces	 of	 rock	 and
squeezes	buttermilk	out	of	stones."	Then	he	told	her	what	had	happened.
"Just	 leave	him	 to	me,"	 she	 said,	 after	 hearing	 the	whole	 story.	 "No	man	ever
slipped	through	my	fingers."
So	 the	matter	 remained	 as	 it	 had	 first	 been	 settled.	 Stan	 Bolovan	 became	 the
servant	of	this	monster	and	his	mother.	A	terrible	fix!	I	really	don't	know	what
will	come	of	it.
The	next	day,	the	she-dragon	gave	him	his	task.	They	were	to	give	a	signal	to	the
dragon	 world	 with	 a	 club	 sheathed	 in	 seven	 thicknesses	 of	 iron.	 The	 dragon
raised	the	club	and	hurled	it	three	miles,	then	he	set	off	with	Stan,	that	he	might
also	 throw	 it	 three	miles,	 or,	 if	 possible,	 further	 still.	When	 Stan	 reached	 the
club,	he	began	to	look	at	it	rather	anxiously.	He	saw	that	he	and	all	his	children
together	could	not	even	lift	it	from	the	ground.
"Why	are	you	standing	there?"	asked	the	dragon.
"Why,	you	see,	it's	such	a	handsome	club.	I'm	sorry,"	replied	Stan.
"Sorry?	Why?"	inquired	the	dragon.
"Because,"	 answered	 Stan,	 "I'm	 afraid	 you'll	 never	 see	 it	 again	 in	 your	whole
life,	if	I	throw	it,	for	I	know	my	own	strength."
"Don't	fear.	Just	throw	it,"	replied	the	dragon.
"If	you	really	mean	it,	we'll	first	go	and	get	provisions	enough	to	last	three	days,
for	we	shall	have	to	travel	at	least	three	days,	if	not	longer,	to	get	it."
These	words	frightened	the	dragon,	but	he	did	not	yet	believe	that	it	would	be	so
bad	as	Stan	said.	So	they	went	home	for	the	provisions,	though	he	wasn't	at	all
pleased	with	 the	 idea	 of	 having	 Stan	 serve	 his	 year	 in	merely	 going	 after	 the
club.	When	they	got	back	again	to	it,	Stan	sat	down	on	the	bag	of	provisions	and



became	absorbed	in	staring	at	the	moon.
"What	are	you	doing?"	asked	the	dragon.
"Only	waiting	for	the	moon	to	sail	by."
"Why?"
"Don't	you	see	that	the	moon	is	directly	in	my	way?"	said	Stan.	"Or	do	you	want
me	to	fling	the	club	into	the	moon?"
The	dragon	now	began	to	be	seriously	anxious.	It	was	a	club	that	had	descended
to	him	from	his	ancestors,	and	he	wouldn't	have	liked	to	lose	it	in	the	moon.
"I'll	tell	you	what,"	he	said.	"Don't	throw	the	club.	I'll	do	it	myself."
"Certainly	 not.	 Heaven	 forbid!"	 replied	 Stan.	 "Only	wait	 till	 the	moon	 passes
by."
Then	 a	 long	 conversation	 followed,	 for	 Stan	 would	 not	 consent	 to	 have	 the
dragon	throw	the	club	again,	except	on	the	promise	of	seven	sacks	of	ducats.
"Oh,	dear!	Mother,	he's	a	 tremendously	strong	man,"	said	 the	dragon.	"I	could
scarcely	prevent	him	from	throwing	the	club	into	the	moon."
The	she-dragon	began	to	be	anxious,	too.	Just	think	of	it!	Would	it	be	a	joke	to
have	a	person	able	 to	 throw	anything	 into	 the	moon?	She	was	a	she-dragon	of
true	dragon	blood,	however,	and	the	next	day	had	thought	of	a	still	harder	task.
"Bring	some	water,"	she	said	early	in	the	morning,	and	gave	each	twelve	buffalo
skins,	ordering	them	to	fill	them	by	evening,	and	fetch	them	all	home	at	once.
They	went	 to	 the	well,	 and,	 before	 one	 could	wink,	 the	 dragon	 had	 filled	 the
twelve	skins,	and	was	 in	 the	act	of	carrying	 them	back.	Stan	was	 tired,	he	had
scarcely	been	able	to	drag	the	empty	skins	along.	A	chill	ran	through	his	veins,
when	 he	 thought	 of	 the	 full	 ones.	What	 do	 you	 suppose	 he	 did?	 He	 pulled	 a
worn-out	 knife	 blade	 from	 his	 belt,	 and	 began	 to	 scratch	 the	 earth	 around	 the
well	with	it.
"What	are	you	doing?"	asked	the	dragon.
"I'm	 not	 a	 blockhead,	 that	 I	 should	 go	 to	 the	 labour	 of	 filling	 the	 skins	 with
water,"	replied	Stan.
"But	how	will	you	carry	the	water	to	the	house,	then?"
"How?	Just	as	you	see,"	said	Stan.	"I'm	going	to	take	the	well,	you	goose!"
The	dragon	 stood	with	 his	mouth	wide-open	 in	 amazement.	He	wouldn't	 have
had	 this	 done	 on	 any	 account,	 for	 the	 well	 was	 one	 that	 had	 belonged	 to	 his
ancestors.
"I'll	tell	you,"	he	said	anxiously,	"let	me	carry	your	skins	home,	too."



"Certainly	not.	Heaven	forbid!"	replied	Stan,	digging	on	around	the	well.
Now,	another	long	discussion	followed,	and	this	time,	too,	the	dragon	could	only
persuade	Stan	by	promising	him	seven	sacks	of	ducats.
On	the	third	day,	that	is	the	last	one,	the	she-dragon	sent	them	into	the	forest	for
wood.
Before	one	could	count	three,	the	dragon	tore	up	more	trees	than	Stan	had	ever
seen	 before	 in	 his	 whole	 life,	 and	 piled	 them	 up	 together.	 But	 Stan	 began	 to
examine	the	trees,	chose	the	very	finest,	climbed	up	into	one	and	tied	its	top	with
a	wild	grape-vine	to	the	next.	So,	without	saying	a	word,	he	continued	to	fasten
one	splendid	tree	to	another.
"What	are	you	doing	there?"	asked	the	dragon.
"You	see	what	I	am	doing,"	replied	Stan,	working	quietly	on.
"Why	are	you	tying	the	trees	together?"
"Why,	 to	 save	myself	 unnecessary	work	 in	 pulling	 them	up	one	by	one,"	 said
Stan.
"But	how	are	you	going	to	carry	them	home?"
"I	shall	take	the	whole	forest,	you	goose!	Can't	you	understand	that?"	said	Stan,
continuing	to	fasten	them	together.
The	dragon	now	felt	as	if	he	wanted	to	take	to	his	heels,	and	never	stop	until	he
reached	home.
But	 he	 was	 afraid	 that	 he	 should	 suddenly	 find	 Stan	 pulling	 the	 whole	 forest
down	on	his	head.
This	time,	as	it	was	the	end	of	the	three	years	of	service,	and	it	seemed	as	if	the
discussion	would	never	cease.	Stan	did	not	want	to	listen	at	all,	but	had	set	his
mind	upon	flinging	the	forest	on	his	back	at	any	rate.
"I'll	 tell	you	what,"	 said	 the	dragon,	 trembling	with	 fear,	 "your	wages	 shall	be
seven	times	seven	sacks	of	ducats.	Content	yourself	with	that."
"Well,	be	it	so,	as	I	see	you	are	a	good	fellow,"	replied	Stan,	and	agreed	that	the
dragon	should	carry	the	wood	for	him.
The	year	was	now	over.	Stan	was	anxious	only	about	one	things,	how	he	was	to
drag	so	many	ducats	home.
In	the	evening,	the	dragon	and	his	mother	sat	talking	together	in	their	room,	but
Stan	listened	in	the	entry.
"Woe	 betide	 us!"	 said	 the	 dragon:	 "this	 fellow	 upsets	 us	 terribly.	 Give	 him
money,	even	more	than	he	has,	only	let	us	get	rid	of	him."



Ah,	yes!	But	the	she-dragon	cared	for	money.
"Let	me	tell	you	one	thing,"	she	said.	"You	must	kill	this	man	tonight."
"I	am	afraid	of	him,	mother,"	he	answered	in	terror.
"Have	no	fear,"	replied	his	mother.	"When	you	see	 that	he	 is	asleep,	 take	your
club	and	strike	him	in	the	middle	of	the	forehead."
So	it	was	agreed.	But	Stan	always	had	a	bright	idea	at	the	right	time.	When	he
saw	that	the	dragon	and	his	mother	had	put	out	the	light,	he	took	the	pig's	trough,
and	laid	it	bottom	upward	in	his	place,	covered	it	carefully	with	a	shaggy	coat,
and	lay	down	himself	under	the	bed,	where	he	began	to	snore	like	a	person	who
is	sound	asleep.
The	dragon	went	out	softly,	approached	the	bed,	raised	his	club,	and	struck	one
blow	 on	 the	 spot	 where	 Stan's	 head	 ought	 to	 have	 been.	 The	 trough	 sounded
hollow,	Stan	groaned,	and	the	dragon	tiptoed	back	again.
Stan	then	crept	out	from	under	the	bed,	cleaned	it,	and	lay	down,	but	was	wise
enough	not	to	close	an	eye	all	night	long.
The	 dragon	 and	 his	 mother	 were	 rigid	 with	 amazement	 when	 they	 saw	 Stan
come	in	the	next	morning	as	sound	as	an	egg.
"Good	morning!"
"Good	morning,	but	how	did	you	sleep	last	night?"
"Very	well,"	 replied	Stan.	 "Only	 I	 dreamed	 that	 a	 flea	bit	me	 just	 here	on	 the
forehead,	and	it	seems	as	if	it	still	pained	me."
"Just	listen	to	that,	mother!"	cried	the	dragon.	"Did	you	hear?	He	talks	about	a
flea,	and	I	hit	him	with	my	club!"
This	was	too	much	for	the	she-dragon.	She	perceived	that	it	isn't	worthwhile	to
argue	with	such	people.	So	they	hastened	to	fill	his	sacks,	in	order	to	get	rid	of
him	as	quickly	as	possible.	But	poor	Stan	now	began	to	perspire.	When	he	stood
beside	 the	 bags,	 he	 trembled	 like	 an	 aspen	 leaf,	 because	 he	was	 unable	 to	 lift
even	one	of	them	from	the	ground.	So	he	stood	staring	at	them.
"Why	are	you	standing	there?"	asked	the	dragon.
"H'm!	I'm	waiting,"	replied	Stan,	"because	I	would	rather	stay	with	you	another
year.	I'm	ashamed	to	have	anybody	see	me	carry	away	so	little	at	one	time.	I'm
afraid	 people	will	 say,	 'Look	 at	 Stan	Bolovan,	who	 in	 one	 year	 has	 grown	 as
weak	as	a	dragon.'"
Now,	it	was	the	two	dragons'	turn	to	be	frightened.
They	vainly	told	him	that	they	would	give	him	seven,	nay,	three	times	seven	or
even	seven	times	seven,	sacks	of	ducats,	if	he	would	only	go	away.



"I'll	 tell	 you	what,"	 said	 Stan,	 at	 last.	 "As	 I	 see	 you	 don't	want	 to	 keep	me,	 I
won't	force	you	to	do	so.	Have	it	your	own	way.	I'll	go.	But,	that	I	need	not	be
ashamed	before	the	people,	you	must	carry	this	treasure	home	for	me."
The	words	were	scarcely	out	of	his	mouth,	when	the	dragon	picked	up	the	sacks
and	set	off	with	Stan.
Short	and	smooth,	yet	always	too	long,	 is	 the	road	that	 leads	home.	But,	when
Stan	found	himself	close	to	his	house,	and	heard	his	children's	shouts,	he	began
to	walk	 slower.	 It	 seemed	 too	near,	 for	he	was	afraid	 that,	 if	 the	dragon	knew
where	he	lived,	he	might	come	to	take	away	the	treasure.	Only	he	was	puzzled	to
find	any	way	of	carrying	his	money	home	alone.
"I	 really	 don't	 know	 what	 to	 do,"	 he	 said,	 turning	 to	 the	 dragon.	 "I	 have	 a
hundred	hungry	children,	and	fear	you	may	fare	badly	among	them,	because	they
are	very	fond	of	fighting.	But	just	behave	sensibly,	and	I'll	protect	you	as	well	as
I	can."
A	hundred	children!	That's	no	joke!	The	dragon,	though	a	dragon	of	dragon	race,
let	the	bags	fall	in	his	fright.	But,	from	sheer	terror,	he	picked	them	up	again.	Yet
his	 fear	 did	 not	 gain	 the	 mastery	 till	 they	 entered	 the	 court-yard.	 When	 the
hungry	 children	 saw	 their	 father	 coming	 with	 the	 loaded	 dragon,	 they	 rushed
toward	him,	each	one	with	a	knife	in	the	right	hand	and	a	fork	in	the	left.	Then
they	all	began	to	whet	the	knives	on	the	forks,	shrieking	at	the	top	of	their	lungs,
"We	want	dragon	meat!"
This	was	enough	to	scare	Satan	himself.	The	dragon	threw	down	the	sacks,	and
then	took	to	flight,	so	frightened	that	since	that	time	he	has	never	dared	to	come
back	to	the	world.
	



THE	WONDERFUL	BIRD

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	A	GOOD,	PIOUS	EMPEROR,	who	had	three	sons.	Among	many
other	 benefits	 bestowed	 upon	 the	 inhabitants	 of	 his	 empire	 he	 built	 a	 church,
about	which	marvellous	stories	were	told,	for	he	adorned	it	with	gold,	precious
stones	 and	 everything	 the	 workmen	 of	 that	 country	 regarded	 as	 beautiful	 and
valuable.	Within	and	 in	 front	of	 this	church	were	numbers	of	marble	columns,
and	 it	 was	 supplied	 with	 the	 finest	 paintings,	 silver	 chandeliers,	 huge	 silver
lamps,	 and	 the	 rarest	 books.	 The	more	 the	 emperor	 rejoiced	 in	 its	 beauty,	 the
more	sorrowful	he	felt	that	he	could	not	finish	it,	for	the	steeple	continually	fell
down.
"How	is	it	that	this	sacred	church	cannot	be	completed?"	he	asked.	"I	have	spent
all	my	property	and	it	is	not	yet	done."
So	he	ordered	a	proclamation	to	be	sent	throughout	the	empire,	stating	that	any
architect	 who	 could	 finish	 the	 church	 steeple	 would	 receive	 great	 gifts	 and
honours.	Besides	 this,	 a	 second	proclamation	was	 issued,	commanding	prayers
to	be	read	and	services	held	in	all	the	churches,	that	God	might	take	pity	on	him
and	 send	 him	 a	 good	 architect.	 The	 third	 night	 the	 monarch	 dreamed	 that	 if
anyone	would	fetch	a	wonderful	bird	from	the	other	shore	and	put	its	nest	in	the
steeple,	 the	church	could	be	 finished.	He	 told	 this	dream	 to	his	 sons,	 and	 they
vied	 with	 each	 other	 in	 offering	 to	 set	 out	 and	 devote	 themselves	 to	 their
imperial	father's	service.
The	emperor	 replied,	 "I	 see,	my	sons,	 that	you	all	desire	 to	 fulfil	your	duty	 to
God,	but	you	can't	 all	 three	go	at	once.	My	oldest	 son	 shall	 set	out	 first,	 if	he
does	not	succeed,	the	second	one,	and	so	on	until	the	Lord	takes	pity	upon	us."
The	younger	sons	silently	submitted.	The	oldest	one	made	his	preparations	 for
the	journey.	He	travelled	as	best	he	could,	and	when	he	had	passed	the	frontiers
of	his	father's	empire,	found	himself	in	a	beautiful	grove.	After	lighting	a	fire	he
stood	waiting	until	his	food	was	cooked.	Suddenly	he	saw	a	fox,	which	begged
him	to	tie	up	his	hound,	give	him	a	bit	of	bread	and	a	glass	of	wine,	and	let	him



rest	 by	 his	 fire.	 Instead	 of	 granting	 the	 request	 the	 prince	 released	 the	 hound,
which	 instantly	 pursued	 the	 animal,	 whereupon	 the	 fox,	 by	 a	 magic	 spell,
transformed	the	emperor's	son	into	a	block	of	stone.
When	 the	 sovereign	 saw	 that	 his	 oldest	 son	 did	 not	 return,	 he	 listened	 to	 the
entreaties	 of	 his	 second	 son,	 and	 gave	 him	 permission	 to	 set	 forth	 to	 find	 the
wonderful	bird.	After	making	his	preparations	and	taking	some	provisions	with
him,	this	prince	also	departed.	On	the	spot	where	his	brother	had	been	turned	to
stone,	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 to	 him,	 because	 he	 also	 refused	 the	 fox's
entreaties,	and	tried	to	catch	it,	to	get	its	skin.
The	 emperor	 grew	 very	 thoughtful,	 when	 after	 a	 long	 time	 his	 sons	 failed	 to
return,	either	with	or	without	the	wonderful	bird.
At	 last	 the	 youngest	 said,	 "You	 see,	 father,	 it	 is	 now	 a	 long	 time	 since	 my
brothers	 set	 out	 to	 find	 the	 wonderful	 bird,	 and	 they	 haven't	 come	 home	 yet.
Give	me	some	money	and	clothes	for	the	journey	that	I	may	try	my	luck	also.	If	I
succeed,	you	will	rejoice,	because	your	dream	will	be	fulfilled,	and	if	I	do	not,
you	will	suffer	no	mortification	from	it."
"Your	 older	 brothers	 have	 apparently	 been	 unable	 to	 get	 this	wonderful	 bird,"
replied	 the	 emperor.	 "Nay,	 perhaps	 they	 have	 even	 lost	 their	 lives,	 they	 have
been	absent	so	 long.	 I	am	old,	 if	you	go	 too,	who	will	help	me	 in	 the	cares	of
government.	If	I	die,	who	is	there	to	ascend	the	throne	except	you,	my	son?	Stay
here,	my	dear	child,	do	not	leave	me."
"You	 know,	my	 royal	 father,	 that	 I	 have	 never	 swerved	 a	 hair's	 breadth	 from
your	commands,	and	if	I	now	venture	to	urge	my	petition	it	 is	only	because,	 if
possible,	 I	 would	 fain	 fulfil	 a	 wish	 that	 gives	 you	 no	 rest,	 which	 you	 have
cherished	so	many	years	and	striven	to	realize	at	so	great	a	cost."
After	many	entreaties,	the	emperor	yielded.	The	prince	chose	from	the	imperial
stables	a	horse	 that	pleased	him,	 took	a	dog	for	a	companion,	supplied	himself
with	sufficient	food	and	departed.
After	some	time	had	passed,	the	emperor's	two	older	sons	suddenly	arrived	with
the	magic	bird	and	a	young	girl,	who	was	placed	in	charge	of	the	poultry-yard.
Everybody	wondered	at	 the	beauty	of	 the	bird,	whose	plumage	glittered	with	a
thousand	hues,	each	feather	shining	like	the	sun,	and	the	church-steeple	did	not
fall	 after	 the	 bird	 and	 its	 nest	 were	 placed	 within.	 One	 thing,	 however,	 was
noticed.	 The	 bird	 seemed	 dumb.	 It	 never	 uttered	 a	 note,	 and	 all	 who	 saw	 it
grieved	 that	 so	 beautiful	 a	 creature	 should	 have	 no	 song,	 even	 the	 emperor,
despite	 of	 all	 the	 pleasure	 he	 took	 in	 the	 church	 and	 steeple,	 was	 sorrowful
because	the	bird	did	not	sing.
People	began	to	forget	the	youngest	son,	so	great	was	the	rejoicing	over	the	bird
that	seemed	to	keep	 the	steeple	from	falling,	and	 thus	enabled	 the	workmen	to



finish	 the	church,	but	 the	emperor	grieved	because	 the	prince	was	not	 there	 to
share	his	subjects'	pleasure.
One	day	the	poultry-keeper	came	to	him	and	said,	"May	your	face	shine,	mighty
emperor,	 the	 whole	 city	 is	 marvelling	 at	 the	 singing	 of	 the	 magic	 bird.	 A
shepherd	entered	the	church	early	this	morning,	and	the	bird	instantly	began	to
sing	as	if	it	would	burst	its	throat,	and	is	so	happy	that	it	can	hardly	keep	in	its
nest.	This	has	happened	today	for	the	second	time.	While	the	shepherd	is	in	the
church	the	bird	never	stops	singing,	but	as	soon	as	he	goes	away,	it	is	silent."
"Let	the	shepherd	be	brought	before	me	at	once."
"Your	majesty,	 the	 shepherd	 seems	 to	 be	 a	 stranger,	 no	 one	 here	 knows	 him.
Your	majesty's	sons,	I	hear,	have	set	guards	to	arrest	him."
"Silence,"	said	the	emperor,	"do	not	mention	my	sons,	it	is	not	seemly	for	you	to
speak	against	them."
The	 sovereign	 sent	 some	 of	 his	most	 trusty	 servants	 to	 keep	watch,	 seize	 the
shepherd	as	soon	as	he	entered	the	church	and	the	bird	began	to	sing,	and	bring
him	before	him.	But,	not	content	with	this,	he	went	himself	the	next	holiday	to
hear	the	bird's	wonderful	singing	with	his	own	ears,	and	see	the	shepherd.	If	he
had	 not	 been	 present,	 a	 violent	 conflict	 would	 have	 arisen	 between	 his	 own
people	and	the	spies	sent	by	his	sons,	who	evidently	wished	to	lay	hands	on	the
shepherd.	 The	 emperor	 ordered	 that	 he	 should	 be	 brought	 to	 the	 palace,	 for	 a
strange	feeling	stirred	in	his	heart	when	he	saw	the	timid	youth	with	the	figure	of
a	hero.
When	he	came	out	of	church,	the	monarch	went	directly	home	to	his	palace,	for
his	heart	told	him	that	there	must	be	something	unusual	about	this	shepherd.	On
seeing	 him,	 he	 said,	 "Tell	me,	my	 son,	 from	what	 part	 of	 the	 country	 do	 you
come?	Have	you	any	parents,	and	how	did	you	get	here?"
"My	story	is	a	long	one,	most	noble	emperor.	I	have	parents	and	brothers.	I	shall
need	more	time	to	tell	you	how	I	came	here,	but	if	it	is	your	majesty's	will,	I	am
ready.	I	will	come	to	your	majesty	early	tomorrow	morning.	It	is	too	late	today."
"Very	well,	my	brave	fellow,	I	will	expect	you	at	dawn	tomorrow."
Early	the	next	morning	the	shepherd	came	to	await	the	emperor's	commands,	but
as	soon	as	the	emperor	heard	that	he	had	arrived,	he	summoned	him.
"Tell	me,	my	son,	what	is	the	reason	the	magic	bird	sings	as	soon	as	you	enter
the	church,	and	stops	when	you	go	out."
"To	understand	 that	 and	 other	 things,	 your	majesty,	 let	me	 tell	 you	my	whole
story."
"I	will	listen,	tell	me	anything	you	please."



The	shepherd	 then	began.	 "I	have	a	 father,	 and	brothers.	 I	 left	my	home	 to	do
something	 to	please	my	father,	who	was	sad	because	he	had	a	wish	 that	could
not	be	 fulfilled.	After	a	 journey	of	several	days	 I	 reached	a	beautiful	meadow,
from	which	branched	several	roads.	Intending	to	spend	the	night	there,	I	lighted
a	 fire,	 took	 out	 some	 of	 the	 provisions	 I	 had	 brought	 with	 me,	 and	 was	 just
sitting	down	to	eat	them,	when	I	suddenly	saw	a	fox	beside	me.	Where	it	came
from	I	did	not	know,	as	it	seemed	as	if	it	had	sprung	up	out	of	the	earth.
"'Please	let	me	warm	myself	by	your	fire,'	it	said.	'See,	I	am	so	cold	that	my	teeth
chatter.	Give	me	a	bit	of	bread	and	a	glass	of	wine,	that	I	may	satisfy	my	hunger
and	thirst,	and	tie	your	dog,	so	I	can	eat	in	peace	and	rest	without	fear.'
"'Very	well,’	 I	 replied,	 ‘come	and	warm	yourself.	Here	 are	my	provisions	 and
my	flask,	eat	and	drink	as	much	as	you	choose.’
"I	 tied	my	dog,	and	we	sat	down	by	 the	fire	and	 talked	 together.	Among	other
things,	I	told	the	fox	where	I	was	going,	and	even	asked	if	it	could	tell	me	what	I
should	do	to	accomplish	the	task	I	had	voluntarily	undertaken.
"'Have	 no	 anxiety	 about	 that,'	 replied	 the	 fox.	 'We'll	 set	 out	 together	 early
tomorrow	morning,	and	if	I	don't	help	you	to	the	goal,	never	trust	me	again.'
"We	sat	by	the	fire,	feasting	like	two	friends,	then	the	fox	bade	me	good-night,
and	vanished	like	a	shadow.	I	wondered	how	it	had	been	possible	that	I	did	not
see	what	direction	the	animal	took,	and	while	racking	my	brains	to	find	out	how
it	had	managed	to	go	and	come	unperceived,	I	fell	asleep.	When	the	fox	came	at
dawn	 next	 morning,	 it	 found	 me	 gazing	 in	 astonishment	 at	 several	 blocks	 of
stone,	which	resembled	two	men,	two	dogs,	and	two	horses.	As	soon	as	I	saw	the
animal,	we	prepared	to	set	out.
"The	fox	turned	three	somersaults	and	suddenly	changed	into	a	handsome	hero.
On	the	way	he	told	me	that	the	place	where	I	had	spent	the	night	was	part	of	his
property,	that	he	was	married	and	had	several	children,	but	had	been	condemned
to	wear	the	form	of	a	fox	until	some	human	being	would	take	pity	on	him	and
receive	him,	let	him	warm	himself	by	the	same	fire,	give	him	a	bit	of	bread	and
glass	of	wine.	As	I	was	this	man,	he	was	now	released	from	the	spell,	and	would
go	with	me	and	never	leave	me	until	I	had	accomplished	my	object.	This	event
pleased	me,	and	we	journeyed	on	and	on	all	through	the	long	summer	day	until
late	 at	 night	when	we	 reached	 a	mountain	meadow,	where	we	 encamped.	My
traveling	 companion	 told	 me	 that	 the	 next	 day	 we	 should	 be	 obliged	 to	 pass
through	the	lands	of	several	dragons,	and	he	thought	we	should	there	find	what
we	sought.
"The	 following	 morning	 we	 entered	 the	 dragons'	 country,	 though	 somewhat
timidly,	and	about	noon	reached	the	dragon-palace.	It	 is	 impossible	to	describe
the	magnificent	things	we	saw	there.	Gardens	with	all	sorts	of	flowers	and	fruits,
rooms	that	seemed	lined	with	silver,	so	that	they	shone	in	the	sun	like	mirrors,



walls	covered	with	paintings	and	carved	flowers.	Every	corner	of	the	palace	was
gilded,	and	fountains	cast	jets	of	water	into	the	air.
Luckily	for	us,	the	dragons	were	not	at	home	when	we	arrived.	On	the	threshold
we	met	a	beautiful	girl,	a	girl	who	looked	as	sweet	as	if	she	were	made	of	sugar,
and	who	advised	us	not	 to	 enter	 the	 court-yard	 in	 the	dragons'	 absence,	or	we
should	meet	with	some	misfortune.	Then	she	wept	for	joy	at	seeing	people	from
the	place	from	where	the	dragons	had	stolen	her.	When	we	asked	her	about	the
wonderful	bird,	she	said	it	was	in	the	possession	of	some	other	dragons,	relatives
of	those	on	whose	lands	we	were.
"'Go	there,'	she	added,	 'for	with	God's	help,	I	hope	you	will	succeed,	and	when
you	return,	take	me	with	you.'
"After	she	had	told	us	how	we	could	enter	the	dragons'	court-yard	and	what	we
must	do,	I	swore	by	what	was	dearest	to	me	in	the	world,	my	father,	that	I	would
not	leave	her	in	the	dragons'	power,	but	 take	her	away.	Then	we	continued	the
journey.	To	tell	the	truth,	I	loved	her	as	soon	as	I	saw	her.
"When	we	reached	the	borders	of	the	next	dragon-kingdom,	we	stopped	to	rest,
but	at	dawn	the	following	day	we	crossed	the	frontier	and	by	noon	reached	their
palace,	 which	 was	 even	 more	 beautiful	 than	 the	 first	 one.	 As	 soon	 as	 I	 had
dismounted	from	my	horse,	I	went	to	the	stable,	but	my	companion	turned	back,
for	this	was	what	the	girl	had	advised.	The	horses	were	at	their	cribs.	One	turned
its	head	and	looked	at	me.	I	patted	its	eyes,	pulled	its	ears,	threw	a	bridle	over	its
neck,	mounted	it,	and	in	riding	by,	took	the	cage	with	the	magic	bird	that	hung	in
the	entry."
"You	brought	 the	wonderful	 bird?"	 cried	 the	 emperor.	 "Then	you	 are	my	 son,
whom	all	believe	dead."
"Even	so,	father."	And	after	kissing	the	emperor's	hand,	he	begged	him	to	send
for	 the	 poultry-keeper.	When	 she	 came,	 the	 shepherd	 said,	 "This	 is	 the	 girl	 of
whom	I	told	you."
"How	 is	 that	 possible!"	 replied	 the	 emperor.	 "How	 did	 she	 become	 a	 poultry
maid?"
"She'll	 tell	 you	 that	 herself.	 I	 don't	 know.	 So,	 as	 I	was	 saying,"	 he	 continued,
"after	I	had	snatched	the	cage	I	fled	as	fast	as	I	could	on	the	horse	I	had	taken
from	the	dragons,	but	the	other	horses	began	to	neigh	and	make	such	a	noise	that
my	hair	fairly	bristled,	yet	I	held	firm.	The	dragons	chased	me	until	I	reached	my
comrade,	who	was	waiting	for	me	on	the	frontier.	If	it	had	not	been	for	him,	they
would	have	 seized	me,	 and	who	knows	what	would	 have	become	of	me	 then.
But	my	companion	stretched	out	his	hand,	shouting,	'Stop!'	The	dragons	seemed
to	be	suddenly	turned	to	stone,	for	not	another	step	forward	did	they	take.
After	embracing	and	kissing	me	he	admired	the	bird's	beauty.	The	dragons	did



everything	in	their	power	to	get	it	from	me,	and	made	all	sorts	of	promises,	but
when	they	saw	they	could	not	persuade	me,	begged	me	at	least	to	give	them	the
horse.	 I	perceived	 it	would	not	be	 right	 to	 leave	 them	 in	such	a	 sad	state,	 so	 I
returned	the	horse	and	went	on	with	my	companion	and	the	bird,	but	the	dragons
almost	stared	their	eyes	out	after	it.
"When	we	 reached	 the	 other	 dragon	 palace,	 the	 girl	was	waiting	 for	 us	 at	 the
gate.	Cracking	her	whip	 three	 times	 the	whole	building	changed	 into	an	apple,
which	she	put	in	her	pocket.	I	passed	my	arm	around	her,	and	we	set	out.	But	oh
dear!.	When	the	dragons	discovered	it!	How	they	chased	us,	roaring	so	that	our
blood	curdled	in	our	veins.	I	summoned	all	my	courage,	spurred	my	horse,	and
fled	like	the	wind	with	my	companion.	But	the	dragons	came	as	fast	as	thought.
When	 my	 comrade	 saw	 this,	 and	 perceived	 that	 there	 was	 no	 possibility	 of
escape,	he	stopped,	made	a	sign	and	turned	them	into	blocks	of	stone.	Then	we
continued	our	 journey	 till	we	 reached	 the	 field	 from	which	we	had	started	and
which	was	part	of	the	fox's	property.	After	we	had	rested	and	I	had	thanked	God
that	we	had	accomplished	our	task,	I	asked	my	comrade	what	those	stone	pillars
meant.
"He	answered:	 'If	you	know	you	will	regret	 it,	and	if	you	don't	know,	you	will
also	regret	it.'
"'Pray	tell	me.'
"'These	are	your	brothers,'	he	answered.	 'Instead	of	kindly	granting	my	request,
as	 you	 did,	 they	 set	 their	 hounds	 on	 me,	 which	 condemned	 me	 to	 wear	 the
loathsome	fox-skin	still	longer,	so	I	turned	them	to	stone.'
"'For	my	sake,'	I	entreated,	'for	the	sake	of	our	friendship,	make	them	men	again
as	they	were	before.'
"'I	prize	your	friendship	greatly,'	he	replied,	 'so	let	it	be	as	you	wish,	but	you'll
repent	it.'
"In	an	instant	he	made	a	sign	with	his	hand,	the	stones	suddenly	shook,	and	my
brothers	remained	motionless	with	amazement,	when	they	saw	us	before	 them.
We	took	leave	of	my	comrade	and	set	out	on	our	way	home.	But	see	what	a	fine
trick	my	brothers	played	me.
"'Brother,'	they	said,	after	we	had	ridden	about	a	mile,	'we	are	tired	by	the	long
distance,	and	it	is	very	warm.	Let	us	go	to	a	pond	we	know	here	and	each	drink	a
little	to	cool	ourselves.'	I	agreed,	and	we	went	there.	The	oldest	drank,	so	did	the
second	one,	but	when	I	was	going	to	drink	too,	lying	face	downward	at	the	edge
of	 the	pond,	 so	 that	 I	 could	 reach	 the	water	with	my	 lips,	 as	 they	had	done,	 I
suddenly	felt	a	terrible	burning	sensation	in	both	feet,	and	when	I	turned	to	see
the	 cause,	 could	 not	 get	 up.	My	 brothers	 had	 cut	 off	 both	 my	 feet,	 and	 then
hurried	off,	without	listening	to	my	complaints	and	entreaties.



"I	 spent	 three	 days	 and	 nights	 beside	 the	 pond.	When	 my	 good	 horse	 saw	 a
dragon	coming,	it	lifted	me	by	my	clothes	with	its	teeth,	ran	as	far	as	it	could	and
kicked	so	violently	that	no	wild	beast	could	approach	us.
"At	last,	on	the	fourth	day,	I	met	a	blind	man	groping	his	way	along.	 'Who	are
you?'	I	asked.
"'A	poor,	maimed	fellow,'	said	he.	Then,	after	he	had	told	me	that	his	brothers,
out	of	envy,	had	put	out	his	eyes,	I	told	him	that	my	brothers	had	cut	off	my	feet.
"'I'll	tell	you	what!'	he	exclaimed.	'We'll	take	an	oath	of	brotherhood.	I	have	feet,
you	have	eyes,	so	I'll	carry	you	on	my	back.	I'll	walk	for	you,	and	you	shall	see
for	me.	A	huge	scorpion	lives	close	by,	whose	blood	cures	all	kinds	of	diseases.'
"I	accepted	his	offer,	and	we	went	to	the	scorpion's	house.	He	was	not	at	home,
so	the	blind	man	put	me	behind	the	door,	telling	me	to	kill	him	with	my	sword	as
soon	as	he	came	in,	then	he	hid	himself	behind	the	stove.	We	did	not	wait	long
before	the	scorpion	entered	in	a	great	rage,	for	he	had	noticed	that	somebody	had
broken	into	his	house.	When	I	saw	him	my	heart	shrunk	till	it	was	no	bigger	than
a	flea,	but	as	he	came	in	I	waited	till	he	was	close	by	me,	then	struck	one	blow
that	chopped	all	three	of	his	heads	off	at	once.
"I	instantly	smeared	myself	with	the	hot	blood	and	as	soon	as	it	touched	my	feet
they	 stuck	 as	 fast	 as	 if	 they	 had	 never	 been	 cut	 off.	 I	 also	 smeared	 the	 blind
man's	eyes,	and	his	sight	returned.	After	thanking	God,	each	set	out	on	his	own
way.
"I	did	not	want	to	go	home	at	once,	but	thought	it	best	to	hire	out	as	a	shepherd
and	leave	God	to	arrange	things	so	that	the	criminals'	guilt	should	appear.	I	was
not	 disappointed	 in	 my	 confidence,	 for	 you	 see	 His	 power	 is	 great	 and	 His
judgment	just."
"Now	tell	me	how	you	became	a	servant	and	poultry-maid,"	said	the	emperor	to
the	maiden.
"After	 your	 imperial	majesty's	 oldest	 sons	 had	 cut	 off	 their	 youngest	 brother's
feet,	 one	 of	 them	 took	 me,	 the	 other	 the	 wonderful	 bird.	 I	 thought	 my	 heart
would	 dissolve	 with	 grief	 because	 I	 was	 obliged	 to	 part	 from	 your	 majesty's
youngest	son,	whom	I	loved	because	he	was	such	a	noble	man.	They	proposed
that	I	should	love	one	of	them,	and	promised	that	he	would	marry	me	as	soon	as
we	reached	the	emperor's	court.	After	refusing	all	their	offers,	I	preferred	to	take
service	as	your	majesty's	poultry	maid,	rather	than	go	anywhere	else,	for	I	knew
God	would	not	let	a	man	who	did	right	perish,	and	now	I	thank	Him	for	having
shown	me	that	a	good	deed	is	never	lost."
"Can	you	prove,"	asked	the	emperor,	"that	you	are	the	girl	and	no	one	else?"
"This	apple	will	show	everyone	that	I	am	she,"	replied	the	girl,	drawing	it	from
her	bosom.	"Your	older	sons	knew	nothing	about	it,	or	they	would	have	taken	it



from	me."
With	these	words	she	went	out	of	doors,	cracked	a	 little	whip	three	 times	over
the	 apple	 and	 a	 magnificent	 palace,	 more	 splendid	 than	 any	 in	 the	 kingdom,
instantly	arose.
The	emperor	himself	was	astonished.	He	wished	to	celebrate	his	youngest	son's
return,	but	the	latter	said,	"Father,	before	we	thank	God	that	I	have	come	home
alive,	let	us	three	brothers	submit	to	His	judgment."
The	emperor	could	make	no	objection.	The	brothers	were	led	before	him	and	he
ordered	 the	older	ones	 to	kneel	and	ask	 the	youngest	son's	 forgiveness.	But	he
replied:	"If	God	forgives	you,	I	will	also."
As	 they	could	not	 avoid	 it,	 they	went	 in	 front	of	 the	 church,	 and	 set	out	 three
bee-hives	at	equal	distances	apart.	Each	brother	stood	with	his	feet	 in	one,	and
hurled	a	stone	into	the	air	from	a	sling.	The	elder	brothers'	stones	in	falling	back
struck	them	so	hard	on	the	head	that	they	were	killed,	but	the	youngest	brother's
fell	in	front	of	him.
Many	had	assembled	 to	witness	 this	 trial.	After	 the	wedding	was	over	and	 the
emperor	had	married	his	son	to	the	poultry-maid,	he	came	down	from	the	throne
and	gave	it	to	the	prince,	who,	if	alive,	reigns	there	still.
	



THE	ENCHANTED	PIG

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Andrew	Lang	in	his	Red	Fairy	Book,
published	in	1890.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	King	who	had	three	daughters.	Now	it
happened	that	he	had	to	go	out	to	battle,	so	he	called	his	daughters	and	said	to
them,	 "My	 dear	 children,	 I	 am	 obliged	 to	 go	 to	 the	 wars.	 The	 enemy	 is
approaching	 us	 with	 a	 large	 army.	 It	 is	 a	 great	 grief	 to	 me	 to	 leave	 you	 all.
During	my	absence	take	care	of	yourselves	and	be	good	girls,	behave	well	and
look	after	everything	in	the	house.	You	may	walk	in	the	garden,	and	you	may	go
into	all	 the	 rooms	 in	 the	palace,	 except	 the	 room	at	 the	back	 in	 the	 right-hand
corner.	Into	that	you	must	not	enter,	for	harm	would	befall	you."
"You	 may	 keep	 your	 mind	 easy,	 father,"	 they	 replied.	 "We	 have	 never	 been
disobedient	to	you.	Go	in	peace,	and	may	heaven	give	you	a	glorious	victory!"
When	everything	was	ready	for	his	departure,	the	King	gave	them	the	keys	of	all
the	 rooms	 and	 reminded	 them	 once	more	 of	 what	 he	 had	 said.	 His	 daughters
kissed	his	hands	with	tears	in	their	eyes,	and	wished	him	prosperity,	and	he	gave
the	eldest	the	keys.
Now	when	 the	girls	 found	 themselves	alone	 they	felt	 so	sad	and	dull	 that	 they
did	not	know	what	to	do.	So,	to	pass	the	time,	they	decided	to	work	for	part	of
the	day,	to	read	for	part	of	the	day,	and	to	enjoy	themselves	in	the	garden	for	part
of	the	day.	As	long	as	they	did	this	all	went	well	with	them.	But	this	happy	state
of	things	did	not	last	long.	Every	day	they	grew	more	and	more	curious.
"Sisters,"	said	the	eldest	Princess,	"all	day	long	we	sew,	spin,	and	read.	We	have
been	several	days	quite	alone,	and	there	is	no	corner	of	the	garden	that	we	have
not	 explored.	We	 have	 been	 in	 all	 the	 rooms	 of	 our	 father's	 palace,	 and	 have
admired	 the	 rich	and	beautiful	 furniture.	Why	should	not	we	go	 into	 the	 room
that	our	father	forbade	us	to	enter?"
Sister,"	 said	 the	 youngest,	 "I	 cannot	 think	 how	you	 can	 tempt	 us	 to	 break	 our
father's	command.	When	he	told	us	not	to	go	into	that	room	he	must	have	known
what	he	was	saying,	and	have	had	a	good	reason	for	saying	it."



"Surely	 the	 sky	 won't	 fall	 about	 our	 heads	 if	 we	 do	 go	 in,"	 said	 the	 second
Princess.	 "Dragons	 and	 such	 like	 monsters	 that	 would	 devour	 us	 will	 not	 be
hidden	in	the	room.	And	how	will	our	father	ever	find	out	that	we	have	gone	in?"
While	 they	were	 speaking	 thus,	 encouraging	 each	 other,	 they	 had	 reached	 the
room,	the	eldest	fitted	the	key	into	the	lock,	and	snap,	the	door	stood	open.
The	three	girls	entered,	and	what	do	you	think	they	saw?
The	room	was	quite	empty,	and	without	any	ornament,	but	in	the	middle	stood	a
large	table,	with	a	gorgeous	cloth,	and	on	it	lay	a	big	open	book.
Now	 the	 Princesses	 were	 curious	 to	 know	 what	 was	 written	 in	 the	 book,
especially	the	eldest,	and	this	is	what	she	read:
"The	eldest	daughter	of	this	King	will	marry	a	prince	from	the	East."
Then	the	second	girl	stepped	forward,	and	turning	over	the	page	she	read:
"The	second	daughter	of	this	King	will	marry	a	prince	from	the	West."
The	girls	were	delighted,	and	laughed	and	teased	each	other.
But	the	youngest	Princess	did	not	want	to	go	near	the	table	or	to	open	the	book.
Her	 elder	 sisters	 however	 left	 her	 no	 peace,	 and	 whatever	 her	 wishes	 on	 the
matter,	 they	dragged	her	 up	 to	 the	 table,	 and	 in	 fear	 and	 trembling	 she	 turned
over	the	page	and	read,	"The	youngest	daughter	of	this	King	will	be	married	to	a
pig	from	the	North."
Now	 if	 a	 thunderbolt	 had	 fallen	 upon	 her	 from	 heaven	 it	 would	 not	 have
frightened	her	more.
She	almost	died	of	misery,	and	if	her	sisters	had	not	held	her	up,	she	would	have
sunk	to	the	ground	and	cut	her	head	open.
When	she	came	out	of	the	fainting	fit	into	which	she	had	fallen	in	her	terror,	her
sisters	tried	to	comfort	her,	saying,	"How	can	you	believe	such	nonsense?	When
did	it	ever	happen	that	a	king's	daughter	married	a	pig?"
"What	a	baby	you	are!"	said	the	other	sister,	"has	not	our	father	enough	soldiers
to	protect	you,	even	if	the	disgusting	creature	did	come	to	woo	you?"
The	youngest	Princess	would	fain	have	 let	herself	be	convinced	by	her	sisters’
words,	and	have	believed	what	they	said,	but	her	heart	was	heavy.	Her	thoughts
kept	turning	to	the	book,	in	which	stood	written	that	great	happiness	waited	her
sisters,	but	that	a	fate	was	in	store	for	her	such	as	had	never	before	been	known
in	the	world.
Besides,	the	thought	weighed	on	her	heart	that	she	had	been	guilty	of	disobeying
her	father.	She	began	to	get	quite	ill,	and	in	a	few	days	she	was	so	changed	that	it
was	difficult	to	recognise	her,	as	formerly	she	had	been	rosy	and	merry,	but	now
she	was	pale	and	nothing	gave	her	any	pleasure.	She	gave	up	playing	with	her



sisters	in	the	garden,	ceased	to	gather	flowers	to	put	in	her	hair,	and	never	sang
when	they	sat	together	at	their	spinning	and	sewing.
In	the	meantime	the	King	won	a	great	victory,	and	having	completely	defeated
and	 driven	 off	 the	 enemy,	 he	 hurried	 home	 to	 his	 daughters,	 to	 whom	 his
thoughts	 had	 constantly	 turned.	Everyone	went	 out	 to	meet	 him	with	 cymbals
and	fifes	and	drums,	and	there	was	great	rejoicing	over	his	victorious	return.	The
King's	 first	 act	 on	 reaching	home	was	 to	 thank	Heaven	 for	 the	victory	he	had
gained	over	the	enemies	who	had	risen	against	him.	He	then	entered	his	palace,
and	the	three	Princesses	stepped	forward	to	meet	him.	His	joy	was	great	when	he
saw	that	they	were	all	well,	for	the	youngest	did	her	best	not	to	appear	sad.
In	spite	of	 this,	however,	 it	was	not	 long	before	the	King	noticed	that	his	 third
daughter	was	getting	very	thin	and	sad-looking.	And	all	of	a	sudden	he	felt	as	if
a	 hot	 iron	were	 entering	his	 soul,	 for	 it	 flashed	 through	his	mind	 that	 she	 had
disobeyed	his	word.	He	felt	sure	he	was	right,	but	 to	be	quite	certain	he	called
his	daughters	to	him,	questioned	them,	and	ordered	them	to	speak	the	truth.	They
confessed	everything,	but	took	good	care	not	to	say	which	had	led	the	other	two
into	temptation.
The	King	was	 so	distressed	when	he	heard	 it	 that	he	was	almost	overcome	by
grief.	 But	 he	 took	 heart	 and	 tried	 to	 comfort	 his	 daughters,	 who	 looked
frightened	 to	death.	He	 saw	 that	what	 had	happened	had	happened,	 and	 that	 a
thousand	words	would	not	alter	matters	by	a	hair’s	breadth.
Well,	 these	events	had	almost	been	forgotten	when	one	fine	day	a	prince	from
the	 East	 appeared	 at	 the	 Court	 and	 asked	 the	King	 for	 the	 hand	 of	 his	 eldest
daughter.	 The	 King	 gladly	 gave	 his	 consent.	 A	 great	 wedding	 banquet	 was
prepared,	 and	after	 three	days	of	 feasting	 the	happy	pair	were	accompanied	 to
the	frontier	with	much	ceremony	and	rejoicing.
After	some	time	the	same	thing	befell	the	second	daughter,	who	was	wooed	and
won	by	a	prince	from	the	West.
Now	when	the	young	Princess	saw	that	everything	fell	out	exactly	as	had	been
written	in	the	book,	she	grew	very	sad.	She	refused	to	eat,	and	would	not	put	on
her	fine	clothes	nor	go	out	walking,	and	declared	that	she	would	rather	die	than
become	a	laughing-stock	to	the	world.	But	the	King	would	not	allow	her	to	do
anything	so	wrong,	and	he	comforted	her	in	all	possible	ways.
So	the	 time	passed,	 till	 lo	and	behold!	One	fine	day	an	enormous	pig	from	the
North	walked	into	the	palace,	and	going	straight	up	to	the	King	said,	"Hail,	oh
King!	May	your	life	be	as	prosperous	and	bright	as	sunrise	on	a	clear	day!"
"I	 am	 glad	 to	 see	 you	 well,	 friend,"	 answered	 the	 King,	 "but	 what	 wind	 has
brought	you	here?"
"I	come	a-wooing,"	replied	the	Pig.



Now	the	King	was	astonished	to	hear	so	fine	a	speech	from	a	Pig,	and	at	once	it
occurred	 to	him	 that	 something	 strange	was	 the	matter.	He	would	gladly	have
turned	the	Pig's	thoughts	in	another	direction,	as	he	did	not	wish	to	give	him	the
Princess	for	a	wife,	but	when	he	heard	that	the	Court	and	the	whole	street	were
full	of	all	the	pigs	in	the	world	he	saw	that	there	was	no	escape,	and	that	he	must
give	his	consent.	The	Pig	was	not	satisfied	with	mere	promises,	but	insisted	that
the	wedding	 should	 take	 place	within	 a	week,	 and	would	 not	 go	 away	 till	 the
King	had	sworn	a	royal	oath	upon	it.
The	King	then	sent	for	his	daughter,	and	advised	her	to	submit	to	fate,	as	there
was	 nothing	 else	 to	 be	 done.	And	 he	 added,	 "My	 child,	 the	words	 and	whole
behaviour	of	this	Pig	are	quite	unlike	those	of	other	pigs.	I	do	not	myself	believe
that	he	always	was	a	pig.	Depend	upon	it	some	magic	or	witchcraft	has	been	at
work.	Obey	him,	and	do	everything	that	he	wishes,	and	I	feel	sure	that	Heaven
will	shortly	send	you	release."
"If	you	wish	me	to	do	this,	dear	father,	I	will	do	it,"	replied	the	girl.
In	the	meantime	the	wedding-day	drew	near.	After	the	marriage,	the	Pig	and	his
bride	set	out	for	his	home	in	one	of	the	royal	carriages.	On	the	way	they	passed	a
great	bog,	and	the	Pig	ordered	the	carriage	to	stop,	and	got	out	and	rolled	about
in	the	mire	till	he	was	covered	with	mud	from	head	to	foot,	then	he	got	back	into
the	 carriage	 and	 told	 his	wife	 to	 kiss	 him.	What	was	 the	 poor	 girl	 to	 do?	She
bethought	herself	of	her	father's	words,	and,	pulling	out	her	pocket	handkerchief,
she	gently	wiped	the	Pig's	snout	and	kissed	it.
By	the	time	they	reached	the	Pig's	dwelling,	which	stood	in	a	thick	wood,	it	was
quite	dark.	They	sat	down	quietly	for	a	little,	as	they	were	tired	after	their	drive,
then	 they	 had	 supper	 together,	 and	 lay	 down	 to	 rest.	 During	 the	 night	 the
Princess	 noticed	 that	 the	 Pig	 had	 changed	 into	 a	 man.	 She	 was	 not	 a	 little
surprised,	but	remembering	her	father's	words,	she	took	courage,	determined	to
wait	and	see	what	would	happen.
And	now	she	noticed	that	every	night	the	Pig	became	a	man,	and	every	morning
he	 was	 changed	 into	 a	 Pig	 before	 she	 awoke.	 This	 happened	 several	 nights
running,	 and	 the	 Princess	 could	 not	 understand	 it	 at	 all.	 Clearly	 her	 husband
must	 be	 bewitched.	 In	 time	 she	 grew	 quite	 fond	 of	 him,	 he	 was	 so	 kind	 and
gentle.
One	fine	day	as	she	was	sitting	alone	she	saw	an	old	witch	go	past.	She	felt	quite
excited,	as	it	was	so	long	since	she	had	seen	a	human	being,	and	she	called	out	to
the	old	woman	to	come	and	talk	to	her.	Among	other	 things	the	witch	told	her
that	 she	 understood	 all	 magic	 arts,	 and	 that	 she	 could	 foretell	 the	 future,	 and
knew	the	healing	powers	of	herbs	and	plants.
"I	shall	be	grateful	to	you	all	my	life,	old	dame,"	said	the	Princess,	"if	you	will
tell	me	what	is	the	matter	with	my	husband.	Why	is	he	a	Pig	by	day	and	a	human



being	by	night?"
"I	was	just	going	to	tell	you	that	one	thing,	my	dear,	to	show	you	what	a	good
fortune-teller	I	am.	If	you	like,	I	will	give	you	a	herb	to	break	the	spell."
"If	you	will	only	give	it	to	me,"	said	the	Princess,	"I	will	give	you	anything	you
choose	to	ask	for,	for	I	cannot	bear	to	see	him	in	this	state."
"Here,	then,	my	dear	child,"	said	the	witch,	"take	this	thread,	but	do	not	let	him
know	about	it,	for	if	he	did	it	would	lose	its	healing	power.	At	night,	when	he	is
asleep,	you	must	get	up	very	quietly,	and	fasten	the	thread	round	his	left	foot	as
firmly	 as	 possible,	 and	 you	will	 see	 in	 the	morning	 he	will	 not	 have	 changed
back	 into	 a	 Pig,	 but	will	 still	 be	 a	man.	 I	 do	 not	want	 any	 reward.	 I	 shall	 be
sufficiently	repaid	by	knowing	that	you	are	happy.	It	almost	breaks	my	heart	to
think	of	all	you	have	suffered,	and	I	only	wish	I	had	known	it	sooner,	as	I	should
have	come	to	your	rescue	at	once."
When	 the	old	witch	had	gone	away	 the	Princess	hid	 the	 thread	very	carefully,
and	at	night	 she	got	up	quietly,	 and	with	a	beating	heart	 she	bound	 the	 thread
round	her	husband's	foot.	Just	as	she	was	pulling	the	knot	tight	there	was	a	crack,
and	the	thread	broke,	for	it	was	rotten.
Her	husband	awoke	with	a	start,	and	said	to	her,	"Unhappy	woman,	what	have
you	done?	Three	days	more	and	 this	unholy	 spell	would	have	 fallen	 from	me,
and	now,	who	knows	how	long	I	may	have	to	go	about	in	this	disgusting	shape?
I	must	leave	you	at	once,	and	we	shall	not	meet	again	until	you	have	worn	out
three	 pairs	 of	 iron	 shoes	 and	 blunted	 a	 steel	 staff	 in	 your	 search	 for	me."	 So
saying	he	disappeared.
Now,	when	 the	Princess	was	 left	alone	she	began	 to	weep	and	moan	 in	a	way
that	was	pitiful	 to	hear,	but	when	she	saw	that	her	 tears	and	groans	did	her	no
good,	she	got	up,	determined	to	go	wherever	fate	should	lead	her.
On	 reaching	 a	 town,	 the	 first	 thing	 she	 did	 was	 to	 order	 three	 pairs	 of	 iron
sandals	and	a	steel	staff,	and	having	made	these	preparations	for	her	journey,	she
set	out	 in	 search	of	her	husband.	On	and	on	 she	wandered	over	nine	 seas	 and
across	nine	continents,	through	forests	with	trees	whose	stems	were	as	thick	as
beer-barrels,	 stumbling	 and	 knocking	 herself	 against	 the	 fallen	 branches,	 then
picking	herself	up	and	going	on.	The	boughs	of	 the	 trees	hit	 her	 face,	 and	 the
shrubs	tore	her	hands,	but	on	she	went,	and	never	looked	back.	At	last,	wearied
with	 her	 long	 journey	 and	worn	 out	 and	 overcome	with	 sorrow,	 but	 still	with
hope	at	her	heart,	she	reached	a	house.
Now	who	do	you	think	lived	there?	The	Moon.
The	Princess	knocked	at	the	door,	and	begged	to	be	let	in	that	she	might	rest	a
little.	The	mother	of	the	Moon,	when	she	saw	her	sad	plight,	felt	a	great	pity	for
her,	 and	 took	 her	 in	 and	 nursed	 and	 tended	 her.	 And	while	 she	 was	 here	 the



Princess	had	a	little	baby.
One	 day	 the	mother	 of	 the	Moon	 asked	 her,	 "How	was	 it	 possible	 for	 you,	 a
mortal,	to	get	here	to	the	house	of	the	Moon?"
Then	 the	 poor	 Princess	 told	 her	 all	 that	 happened	 to	 her,	 and	 added	 "I	 shall
always	be	thankful	to	Heaven	for	leading	me	here,	and	grateful	to	you	that	you
took	pity	on	me	and	on	my	baby,	and	did	not	leave	us	to	die.	Now	I	beg	one	last
favour	of	you,	can	your	daughter,	the	Moon,	tell	me	where	my	husband	is?"
"She	cannot	tell	you	that,	my	child,"	replied	the	goddess,	"but,	if	you	will	travel
towards	the	East	until	you	reach	the	dwelling	of	the	Sun,	he	may	be	able	to	tell
you	something."
Then	 she	 gave	 the	 Princess	 a	 roast	 chicken	 to	 eat,	 and	warned	 her	 to	 be	 very
careful	not	to	lose	any	of	the	bones,	because	they	might	be	of	great	use	to	her.
When	 the	 Princess	 had	 thanked	 her	 once	more	 for	 her	 hospitality	 and	 for	 her
good	advice,	and	had	thrown	away	one	pair	of	shoes	that	were	worn	out,	and	had
put	on	a	second	pair,	she	tied	up	the	chicken	bones	in	a	bundle,	and	taking	her
baby	 in	 her	 arms	 and	 her	 staff	 in	 her	 hand,	 she	 set	 out	 once	 more	 on	 her
wanderings.
On	and	on	and	on	she	went	across	bare	sandy	deserts,	where	the	roads	were	so
heavy	that	for	every	two	steps	that	she	took	forwards	she	fell	back	one,	but	she
struggled	on	till	she	had	passed	these	dreary	plains.	Next	she	crossed	high	rocky
mountains,	 jumping	 from	 crag	 to	 crag	 and	 from	peak	 to	 peak.	 Sometimes	 she
would	 rest	 for	 a	 little	 on	 a	mountain,	 and	 then	 start	 afresh	 always	 farther	 and
farther	on.	She	had	to	cross	swamps	and	to	scale	mountain	peaks	covered	with
flints,	 so	 that	 her	 feet	 and	 knees	 and	 elbows	 were	 all	 torn	 and	 bleeding,	 and
sometimes	she	came	to	a	precipice	across	which	she	could	not	jump,	and	she	had
to	crawl	round	on	hands	and	knees,	helping	herself	along	with	her	staff.
At	length,	wearied	to	death,	she	reached	the	palace	in	which	the	Sun	lived.	She
knocked	and	begged	for	admission.	The	mother	of	the	Sun	opened	the	door,	and
was	astonished	at	beholding	a	mortal	 from	the	distant	earthly	shores,	and	wept
with	pity	when	she	heard	of	all	she	had	suffered.	Then,	having	promised	to	ask
her	son	about	 the	Princess's	husband,	 she	hid	her	 in	 the	cellar,	 so	 that	 the	Sun
might	 notice	 nothing	 on	 his	 return	 home,	 for	 he	 was	 always	 in	 a	 bad	 temper
when	he	came	in	at	night.
The	next	day	the	Princess	feared	that	things	would	not	go	well	with	her,	for	the
Sun	had	noticed	that	someone	from	the	other	world	had	been	in	the	palace.	But
his	mother	had	soothed	him	with	soft	words,	assuring	him	that	this	was	not	so.
So	the	Princess	took	heart	when	she	saw	how	kindly	she	was	treated,	and	asked,
"But	how	in	the	world	is	it	possible	for	the	Sun	to	be	angry?	He	is	so	beautiful
and	so	good	to	mortals."



"This	 is	 how	 it	 happens,"	 replied	 the	 Sun's	mother.	 "In	 the	morning	when	 he
stands	at	the	gates	of	paradise	he	is	happy,	and	smiles	on	the	whole	world,	but
during	the	day	he	gets	cross,	because	he	sees	all	the	evil	deeds	of	men,	and	that
is	 why	 his	 heat	 becomes	 so	 scorching,	 but	 in	 the	 evening	 he	 is	 both	 sad	 and
angry,	for	he	stands	at	the	gates	of	death.	That	is	his	usual	course.	From	there	he
comes	back	here."
She	then	told	the	Princess	that	she	had	asked	about	her	husband,	but	that	her	son
had	replied	 that	he	knew	nothing	about	him,	and	 that	her	only	hope	was	 to	go
and	inquire	of	the	Wind.
Before	 the	Princess	 left	 the	mother	of	 the	Sun	gave	her	a	 roast	chicken	 to	eat,
and	advised	her	to	take	great	care	of	the	bones,	which	she	did,	wrapping	them	up
in	 a	 bundle.	 She	 then	 threw	 away	 her	 second	 pair	 of	 shoes,	which	were	 quite
worn	out,	and	with	her	child	on	her	arm	and	her	staff	in	her	hand,	she	set	forth
on	her	way	to	the	Wind.
In	 these	wanderings	 she	met	with	even	greater	difficulties	 than	before,	 for	 she
came	 upon	 one	mountain	 of	 flints	 after	 another,	 out	 of	 which	 tongues	 of	 fire
would	 flame	 up,	 she	 passed	 through	woods	which	 had	 never	 been	 trodden	 by
human	 foot,	 and	 had	 to	 cross	 fields	 of	 ice	 and	 avalanches	 of	 snow.	 The	 poor
woman	nearly	died	of	these	hardships,	but	she	kept	a	brave	heart,	and	at	length
she	 reached	 an	 enormous	 cave	 in	 the	 side	 of	 a	mountain.	This	was	where	 the
Wind	lived.	There	was	a	little	door	in	the	railing	in	front	of	the	cave,	and	here
the	 Princess	 knocked	 and	 begged	 for	 admission.	 The	mother	 of	 the	Wind	 had
pity	on	her	and	took	her	in,	that	she	might	rest	a	little.	Here	too	she	was	hidden
away,	so	that	the	Wind	might	not	notice	her.
The	next	morning	the	mother	of	the	Wind	told	her	that	her	husband	was	living	in
a	thick	wood,	so	thick	that	no	axe	had	been	able	to	cut	a	way	through	it,	here	he
had	built	himself	a	sort	of	house	by	placing	trunks	of	trees	together	and	fastening
them	with	withes	and	here	he	lived	alone,	shunning	human	kind.
After	 the	mother	of	 the	Wind	had	given	 the	Princess	a	chicken	 to	eat,	and	had
warned	her	to	take	care	of	the	bones,	she	advised	her	to	go	by	the	Milky	Way,
which	at	night	lies	across	the	sky,	and	to	wander	on	till	she	reached	her	goal.
Having	thanked	the	old	woman	with	tears	in	her	eyes	for	her	hospitality,	and	for
the	good	news	she	had	given	her,	the	Princess	set	out	on	her	journey	and	rested
neither	night	nor	day,	so	great	was	her	longing	to	see	her	husband	again.	On	and
on	she	walked	until	her	last	pair	of	shoes	fell	in	pieces.	So	she	threw	them	away
and	went	on	with	bare	 feet,	not	heeding	 the	bogs	nor	 the	 thorns	 that	wounded
her,	nor	the	stones	that	bruised	her.	At	last	she	reached	a	beautiful	green	meadow
on	the	edge	of	a	wood.	Her	heart	was	cheered	by	the	sight	of	the	flowers	and	the
soft	 cool	 grass,	 and	 she	 sat	 down	 and	 rested	 for	 a	 little.	But	 hearing	 the	 birds
chirping	 to	 their	 mates	 among	 the	 trees	 made	 her	 think	 with	 longing	 of	 her



husband,	and	she	wept	bitterly,	and	taking	her	child	in	her	arms,	and	her	bundle
of	chicken	bones	on	her	shoulder,	she	entered	the	wood.
For	three	days	and	three	nights	she	struggled	through	it,	but	could	find	nothing.
She	was	quite	worn	out	with	weariness	and	hunger,	and	even	her	staff	was	no
further	help	to	her,	for	in	her	many	wanderings	it	had	become	quite	blunted.	She
almost	 gave	 up	 in	 despair,	 but	 made	 one	 last	 great	 effort,	 and	 suddenly	 in	 a
thicket	 she	 came	 upon	 the	 sort	 of	 house	 that	 the	 mother	 of	 the	 Wind	 had
described.	It	had	no	windows,	and	the	door	was	up	in	the	roof.	Round	the	house
she	went,	in	search	of	steps,	but	could	find	none.	What	was	she	to	do?	How	was
she	to	get	in?	She	thought	and	thought,	and	tried	in	vain	to	climb	up	to	the	door.
Then	suddenly	she	be-thought	her	of	the	chicken	bones	that	she	had	dragged	all
that	weary	way,	and	she	said	to	herself:	"They	would	not	all	have	told	me	to	take
such	good	care	of	 these	bones	if	 they	had	not	had	some	good	reason	for	doing
so.	Perhaps	now,	in	my	hour	of	need,	they	may	be	of	use	to	me."
So	she	took	the	bones	out	of	her	bundle,	and	having	thought	for	a	moment,	she
placed	the	two	ends	together.	To	her	surprise	they	stuck	tight,	then	she	added	the
other	bones,	till	she	had	two	long	poles	the	height	of	the	house,	these	she	placed
against	 the	 wall,	 at	 a	 distance	 of	 a	 yard	 from	 one	 another.	 Across	 them	 she
placed	the	other	bones,	piece	by	piece,	like	the	steps	of	a	ladder.	As	soon	as	one
step	was	finished	she	stood	upon	it	and	made	the	next	one,	and	then	the	next,	till
she	was	close	to	the	door.	But	just	as	she	got	near	the	top	she	noticed	that	there
were	no	bones	left	for	the	last	rung	of	the	ladder.	What	was	she	to	do?	Without
that	last	step	the	whole	ladder	was	useless.	She	must	have	lost	one	of	the	bones.
Then	 suddenly	 an	 idea	 came	 to	 her.	 Taking	 a	 knife	 she	 chopped	 off	 her	 little
finger,	and	placing	it	on	the	last	step,	it	stuck	as	the	bones	had	done.	The	ladder
was	complete,	and	with	her	child	on	her	arm	she	entered	the	door	of	the	house.
Here	she	found	everything	in	perfect	order.	Having	taken	some	food,	she	laid	the
child	down	 to	 sleep	 in	a	 trough	 that	was	on	 the	 floor,	 and	 sat	down	herself	 to
rest.
When	her	husband,	the	Pig,	came	back	to	his	house,	he	was	startled	by	what	he
saw.	At	first	he	could	not	believe	his	eyes,	and	stared	at	the	ladder	of	bones,	and
at	the	little	finger	on	the	top	of	it.	He	felt	that	some	fresh	magic	must	be	at	work,
and	 in	his	 terror	he	almost	 turned	away	 from	 the	house,	but	 then	a	better	 idea
came	 to	him,	 and	he	 changed	himself	 into	 a	dove,	 so	 that	 no	witchcraft	 could
have	power	over	him,	and	flew	into	the	room	without	touching	the	ladder.	Here
he	found	a	woman	rocking	a	child.	At	the	sight	of	her,	looking	so	changed	by	all
that	she	had	suffered	for	his	sake,	his	heart	was	moved	by	such	love	and	longing
and	by	so	great	a	pity	that	he	suddenly	became	a	man.
The	Princess	stood	up	when	she	saw	him,	and	her	heart	beat	with	fear,	for	she
did	not	know	him.	But	when	he	had	 told	her	who	he	was,	 in	her	great	 joy	she



forgot	 all	 her	 sufferings,	 and	 they	 seemed	 as	 nothing	 to	 her.	 He	 was	 a	 very
handsome	man,	as	straight	as	a	fir	tree.	They	sat	down	together	and	she	told	him
all	 her	 adventures,	 and	he	wept	with	pity	 at	 the	 tale.	And	 then	he	 told	her	his
own	history.
"I	 am	a	King's	 son.	Once	when	my	 father	was	 fighting	 against	 some	dragons,
who	were	 the	scourge	of	our	country,	 I	slew	the	youngest	dragon.	His	mother,
who	was	a	witch,	cast	a	spell	over	me	and	changed	me	into	a	Pig.	It	was	she	who
in	the	disguise	of	an	old	woman	gave	you	the	thread	to	bind	round	my	foot.	So
that	instead	of	the	three	days	that	had	to	run	before	the	spell	was	broken,	I	was
forced	to	remain	a	Pig	for	three	more	years.	Now	that	we	have	suffered	for	each
other,	and	have	found	each	other	again,	let	us	forget	the	past."
And	in	their	joy	they	kissed	one	another.
Next	morning	they	set	out	early	to	return	to	his	father's	kingdom.	Great	was	the
rejoicing	of	all	 the	people	when	 they	 saw	him	and	his	wife,	his	 father	and	his
mother	embraced	them	both,	and	there	was	feasting	in	the	palace	for	three	days
and	three	nights.
Then	 they	 set	out	 to	 see	her	 father.	The	old	King	nearly	went	out	of	his	mind
with	 joy	 at	 beholding	 his	 daughter	 again.	 When	 she	 had	 told	 him	 all	 her
adventures,	 he	 said	 to	 her,	 "Did	 not	 I	 tell	 you	 that	 I	 was	 quite	 sure	 that	 that
creature	who	wooed	and	won	you	as	his	wife	had	not	been	born	a	Pig?	You	see,
my	child,	how	wise	you	were	in	doing	what	I	told	you."
And	as	the	King	was	old	and	had	no	heirs,	he	put	them	on	the	throne	in	his	place.
And	they	ruled	as	only	kings	rule	who	have	suffered	many	things.	And	if	 they
are	not	dead	they	are	still	living	and	ruling	happily
	



	

THE	FAIRY	OF	THE	DAWN

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Andrew	Lang	in	his	Violet	Fairy	Book,
published	in	1901.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	AN	EMPEROR,	VERY	great	 and	mighty,	 and	 he	 ruled
over	an	empire	so	large	that	no	one	knew	where	it	began	and	where	it	ended.	But
if	nobody	could	tell	the	exact	extent	of	his	sovereignty	everybody	was	aware	that
the	 emperor's	 right	 eye	 laughed,	 while	 his	 left	 eye	 wept.	 One	 or	 two	men	 of
valour	had	the	courage	to	go	and	ask	him	the	reason	of	this	strange	fact,	but	he
only	laughed	and	said	nothing,	and	the	reason	of	the	deadly	enmity	between	his
two	eyes	was	a	secret	only	known	to	the	monarch	himself.
And	all	the	while	the	emperor's	sons	were	growing	up.	And	such	sons!	All	three
like	the	morning	stars	in	the	sky!
Florea,	the	eldest,	was	so	tall	and	broad-shouldered	that	no	man	in	the	kingdom
could	approach	him.
Costan,	 the	 second,	was	quite	different.	Small	of	 stature,	 and	 slightly	built,	 he
had	a	strong	arm	and	stronger	wrist.
Petru,	the	third	and	youngest,	was	tall	and	thin,	more	like	a	girl	than	a	boy.	He
spoke	 very	 little,	 but	 laughed	 and	 sang,	 sang	 and	 laughed,	 from	 morning	 till
night.	He	was	very	seldom	serious,	but	then	he	had	a	way	when	he	was	thinking
of	stroking	his	hair	over	his	forehead,	which	made	him	look	old	enough	to	sit	in
his	father's	council!
"You	are	grown	up,	Florea,"	said	Petru	one	day	to	his	eldest	brother,	"do	go	and
ask	father	why	one	eye	laughs	and	the	other	weeps."
But	Florea	would	not	go.	He	had	learnt	by	experience	that	this	question	always
put	the	emperor	in	a	rage.
Petru	next	went	to	Costan,	but	did	not	succeed	any	better	with	him.
"Well,	well,	as	everyone	else	is	afraid,	I	suppose	I	must	do	it	myself,"	observed
Petru	at	length.	No	sooner	said	than	done,	the	boy	went	straight	to	his	father	and



put	his	question.
"May	 you	 go	 blind!"	 exclaimed	 the	 emperor	 in	wrath,	 "what	 business	 is	 it	 of
yours?"	and	boxed	Petru's	ears	soundly.
Petru	returned	to	his	brothers,	and	told	them	what	had	befallen	him,	but	not	long
after	it	struck	him	that	his	father's	left	eye	seemed	to	weep	less,	and	the	right	to
laugh	more.
"I	wonder	if	it	has	anything	to	do	with	my	question,"	thought	he.
"I’ll	try	again!	After	all,	what	do	two	boxes	on	the	ear	matter?"
So	he	put	his	question	for	the	second	time,	and	had	the	same	answer,	but	the	left
eye	only	wept	now	and	then,	while	the	right	eye	looked	ten	years	younger.
"It	really	must	be	true,"	thought	Petru.	"Now	I	know	what	I	have	to	do.	I	shall
have	to	go	on	putting	that	question,	and	getting	boxes	on	the	ear,	till	both	eyes
laugh	together."
No	sooner	said	than	done.	Petru	never,	never	forswore	himself.
"Petru,	my	dear	boy,"	cried	the	emperor,	both	his	eyes	laughing	together,	"I	see
you	have	got	this	on	the	brain.	Well,	I	will	let	you	into	the	secret.	My	right	eye
laughs	when	I	look	at	my	three	sons,	and	see	how	strong	and	handsome	you	all
are,	and	the	other	eye	weeps	because	I	fear	that	after	I	die	you	will	not	be	able	to
keep	the	empire	together,	and	to	protect	it	from	its	enemies.	But	if	you	can	bring
me	water	from	the	spring	of	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn,	to	bathe	my	eyes,	then	they
will	 laugh	 for	 evermore,	 for	 I	 shall	 know	 that	 my	 sons	 are	 brave	 enough	 to
overcome	any	foe."
Thus	 spoke	 the	 emperor,	 and	 Petru	 picked	 up	 his	 hat	 and	 went	 to	 find	 his
brothers.
The	three	young	men	took	counsel	together,	and	talked	the	subject	well	over,	as
brothers	should	do.	And	the	end	of	it	was	that	Florea,	as	the	eldest,	went	to	the
stables,	chose	 the	best	and	handsomest	horse	 they	contained,	 saddled	him,	and
took	leave	of	the	court.
"I	am	starting	at	once,"	said	he	 to	his	brothers,	"and	if	after	a	year,	a	month,	a
week,	and	a	day	I	have	not	returned	with	the	water	from	the	spring	of	the	Fairy
of	the	Dawn,	you,	Costan,	had	better	come	after	me."	So	saying	he	disappeared
round	a	corner	of	the	palace.
For	three	days	and	three	nights	he	never	drew	rein.	Like	a	spirit	the	horse	flew
over	mountains	and	valleys	till	he	came	to	the	borders	of	the	empire.	Here	was	a
deep,	 deep	 trench	 that	 girdled	 it	 the	 whole	 way	 round,	 and	 there	 was	 only	 a
single	bridge	by	which	the	trench	could	be	crossed.	Florea	made	instantly	for	the
bridge,	and	there	pulled	up	to	look	around	him	once	more,	 to	take	leave	of	his
native	 land	Then	 he	 turned,	 but	 before	 him	was	 standing	 a	 dragon	 -	 oh!	 such



dragon!	 -	 a	 dragon	 with	 three	 heads	 and	 three	 horrible	 faces,	 all	 with	 their
mouths	wide	open,	one	jaw	reaching	to	heaven	and	the	other	to	earth.
At	this	awful	sight	Florea	did	not	wait	to	give	battle.	He	put	spurs	to	his	horse
and	dashed	off,	where	he	neither	knew	nor	cared.
The	dragon	heaved	a	sigh	and	vanished	without	leaving	a	trace	behind	him.
A	 week	 went	 by.	 Florea	 did	 not	 return	 home.	 Two	 passed,	 and	 nothing	 was
heard	of	him.	After	a	month	Costan	began	to	haunt	the	stables	and	to	look	out	a
horse	for	himself.	And	the	moment	the	year,	 the	month,	 the	week,	and	the	day
were	over	Costan	mounted	his	horse	and	took	leave	of	his	youngest	brother.
"If	I	fail,	then	you	come,"	said	he,	and	followed	the	path	that	Florea	had	taken.
The	dragon	on	the	bridge	was	more	fearful	and	his	three	heads	more	terrible	than
before,	and	the	young	hero	rode	away	still	faster	than	his	brother	had	done.
Nothing	more	was	heard	either	of	him	or	Florea,	and	Petru	remained	alone.
"I	must	go	after	my	brothers,"	said	Petru	one	day	to	his	father.
"Go,	 then,"	 said	 his	 father,	 "and	may	 you	 have	 better	 luck	 than	 they",	 and	 he
bade	farewell	to	Petru,	who	rode	straight	to	the	borders	of	the	kingdom.
The	dragon	on	the	bridge	was	yet	more	dreadful	than	the	one	Florea	and	Costan
had	seen,	for	this	one	had	seven	heads	instead	of	only	three.
Petru	stopped	for	a	moment	when	he	caught	sight	of	this	terrible	creature.	Then
he	found	his	voice.
"Get	out	of	the	way!"	cried	he.	"Get	out	of	the	way!"	he	repeated	again,	as	the
dragon	did	not	move.	"Get	out	of	the	way!"	and	with	this	last	summons	he	drew
his	 sword	 and	 rushed	 upon	 him.	 In	 an	 instant	 the	 heavens	 seemed	 to	 darken
round	him	and	he	was	surrounded	by	fire.	Fire	to	right	of	him,	fire	to	left	of	him,
fire	to	the	front	of	him,	fire	to	the	rear	of	him,	nothing	but	fire	whichever	way	he
looked,	for	the	dragon's	seven	heads	were	vomiting	flame.
The	horse	neighed	and	reared	at	 the	horrible	sight,	and	Petru	could	not	use	the
sword	he	had	in	readiness.
"Be	 quiet!	 this	won't	 do!"	 he	 said,	 dismounting	 hastily,	 but	 holding	 the	 bridle
firmly	in	his	left	hand	and	grasping	his	sword	in	his	right.
But	even	so	he	got	on	no	better,	for	he	could	see	nothing	but	fire	and	smoke.
"There	 is	 no	 help	 for	 it,	 I	must	 go	 back	 and	 get	 a	 better	 horse,"	 said	 he,	 and
mounted	again	and	rode	homewards.
At	the	gate	of	the	palace	his	nurse,	old	Birscha,	was	waiting	for	him	eagerly.
"Ah,	Petru,	my	son,	I	knew	you	would	have	to	come	back,"	she	cried.	"You	did
not	set	about	the	matter	properly."



"How	ought	I	to	have	set	about	it?"	asked	Petru,	half	angrily,	half	sadly.
"Look	here,	my	boy,"	replied	old	Birscha.	"You	can	never	reach	the	spring	of	the
Fairy	of	the	Dawn	unless	you	ride	the	horse	which	your	father,	the	emperor,	rode
in	his	youth.	Go	and	ask	where	 it	 is	 to	be	found,	and	then	mount	 it	and	be	off
with	you."
Petru	 thanked	 her	 heartily	 for	 her	 advice,	 and	went	 at	 once	 to	make	 inquiries
about	the	horse.
"By	 the	 light	 of	 my	 eyes!"	 exclaimed	 the	 emperor	 when	 Petru	 had	 put	 his
question.	 "Who	 has	 told	 you	 anything	 about	 that?	 It	 must	 have	 been	 that	 old
witch	of	a	Birscha?	Have	you	lost	your	wits?	Fifty	years	have	passed	since	I	was
young,	and	who	knows	where	the	bones	of	my	horse	may	be	rotting,	or	whether
a	scrap	of	his	reins	still	lie	in	his	stall?	I	have	forgotten	all	about	him	long	ago."
Petru	turned	away	in	anger,	and	went	back	to	his	old	nurse.
"Do	not	be	cast	down,"	she	said	with	a	smile,	"if	that	is	how	the	affair	stands	all
will	go	well.	Go	and	fetch	the	scrap	of	the	reins,	I	shall	soon	know	what	must	be
done."
The	place	was	full	of	saddles,	bridles,	and	bits	of	 leather.	Petru	picked	out	 the
oldest,	and	blackest,	and	most	decayed	pair	of	reins,	and	brought	them	to	the	old
woman,	who	murmured	something	over	them	and	sprinkled	them	with	incense,
and	held	them	out	to	the	young	man.
"Take	 the	 reins,"	 said	 she,	 "and	 strike	 them	violently	 against	 the	pillars	 of	 the
house."
Petru	did	what	he	was	told,	and	scarcely	had	the	reins	touched	the	pillars	when
something	happened	 that	made	Petru	 stare	with	 surprise.	A	horse	 stood	before
him,	a	horse	whose	equal	in	beauty	the	world	had	never	seen,	with	a	saddle	on
him	 of	 gold	 and	 precious	 stones,	 and	 with	 such	 a	 dazzling	 bridle	 you	 hardly
dared	to	look	at	it,	lest	you	should	lose	your	sight.	A	splendid	horse,	a	splendid
saddle,	and	a	splendid	bridle,	all	ready	for	the	splendid	young	prince!
"Jump	 on	 the	 back	 of	 the	 brown	 horse,"	 said	 the	 old	 woman,	 and	 she	 turned
round	and	went	into	the	house.
The	moment	Petru	was	seated	on	the	horse	he	felt	his	arm	three	times	as	strong
as	before,	and	even	his	heart	felt	braver.
"Sit	firmly	in	the	saddle,	my	lord,	for	we	have	a	long	way	to	go	and	no	time	to
waste,"	 said	 the	 brown	horse,	 and	Petru	 soon	 saw	 that	 they	were	 riding	 as	 no
man	and	horse	had	ever	ridden	before.
On	the	bridge	stood	a	dragon,	but	not	the	same	one	as	he	had	tried	to	fight	with,
for	 this	 dragon	 had	 twelve	 heads,	 each	more	 hideous	 and	 shooting	 forth	more
terrible	flames	than	the	other.	But,	horrible	though	he	was,	he	had	met	his	match.



Petru	showed	no	fear,	but	rolled	up	his	sleeves,	that	his	arms	might	be	free.
"Get	 out	 of	 the	way!"	 he	 said	when	he	 had	 done,	 but	 the	 dragon's	 heads	 only
breathed	forth	more	flames	and	smoke.	Petru	wasted	no	more	words,	but	drew
his	sword	and	prepared	to	throw	himself	on	the	bridge.
"Stop	a	moment,	be	careful,	my	lord,"	put	in	the	horse,	"and	be	sure	you	do	what
I	tell	you.	Dig	your	spurs	in	my	body	up	to	the	rowel,	draw	your	sword,	and	keep
yourself	ready,	for	we	shall	have	to	leap	over	both	bridge	and	dragon.	When	you
see	that	we	are	right	above	the	dragon	cut	off	his	biggest	head,	wipe	the	blood
off	the	sword,	and	put	it	back	clean	in	the	sheath	before	we	touch	earth	again."
So	Petru	dug	in	his	spurs,	drew	his	sword,	cut	off	the	head,	wiped	the	blood,	and
put	 the	 sword	 back	 in	 the	 sheath	 before	 the	 horse's	 hoofs	 touched	 the	 ground
again.
And	in	this	fashion	they	passed	the	bridge.
"But	we	have	got	 to	go	 further	 still,"	 said	Petru,	 after	he	had	 taken	a	 farewell
glance	at	his	native	land.
"Yes,	 forwards,"	 answered	 the	 horse,	 "but	 you	must	 tell	me,	my	 lord,	 at	what
speed	 you	 wish	 to	 go.	 Like	 the	 wind?	 Like	 thought?	 Like	 desire?	 or	 like	 a
curse?"
Petru	looked	about	him,	up	at	the	heavens	and	down	again	to	the	earth.	A	desert
lay	spread	out	before	him,	whose	aspect	made	his	hair	stand	on	end.
"We	will	 ride	at	different	speeds,"	said	he,	"not	so	fast	as	 to	grow	tired	nor	so
slow	as	to	waste	time."
And	 so	 they	 rode,	 one	 day	 like	 the	wind,	 the	 next	 like	 thought,	 the	 third	 and
fourth	like	desire	and	like	a	curse,	till	they	reached	the	borders	of	the	desert.
"Now	walk,	so	 that	I	may	look	about,	and	see	what	I	have	never	seen	before,"
said	 Petru,	 rubbing	 his	 eyes	 like	 one	who	wakes	 from	 sleep,	 or	 like	 him	who
beholds	something	so	strange	that	it	seems	as	if...	Before	Petru	lay	a	wood	made
of	 copper,	 with	 copper	 trees	 and	 copper	 leaves,	 with	 bushes	 and	 flowers	 of
copper	also.
Petru	stood	and	stared	as	a	man	does	when	he	sees	something	that	he	has	never
seen,	and	of	which	he	has	never	heard.
Then	he	rode	right	into	the	wood.	On	each	side	of	the	way	the	rows	of	flowers
began	 to	 praise	 Petru,	 and	 to	 try	 and	 persuade	 him	 to	 pick	 some	 of	 them	 and
make	himself	a	wreath.
"Take	me,	 for	 I	 am	 lovely,	and	can	give	 strength	 to	whoever	plucks	me,"	 said
one.
"No,	 take	 me,	 for	 whoever	 wears	 me	 in	 his	 hat	 will	 be	 loved	 by	 the	 most



beautiful	woman	 in	 the	world,"	pleaded	 the	second,	and	 then	one	after	another
bestirred	 itself,	 each	more	 charming	 than	 the	 last,	 all	 promising,	 in	 soft	 sweet
voices,	wonderful	things	to	Petru,	if	only	he	would	pick	them.
Petru	was	not	deaf	to	their	persuasion,	and	was	just	stooping	to	pick	one	when
the	horse	sprang	to	one	side.
"Why	don't	you	stay	still?"	asked	Petru	roughly.
"Do	not	pick	the	flowers,	it	will	bring	you	bad	luck,	answered	the	horse.
"Why	should	it	do	that?"
"These	 flowers	are	under	a	curse.	Whoever	plucks	 them	must	 fight	 the	Welwa
(goblin)	of	the	woods."
"What	kind	of	a	goblin	is	the	Welwa?"
"Oh,	do	leave	me	in	peace!	But	listen.	Look	at	the	flowers	as	much	as	you	like,
but	pick	none,"	and	the	horse	walked	on	slowly.
Petru	knew	by	experience	that	he	would	do	well	to	attend	to	the	horse's	advice,
so	he	made	a	great	effort	and	tore	his	mind	away	from	the	flowers.
But	in	vain!	If	a	man	is	fated	to	be	unlucky,	unlucky	he	will	be,	whatever	he	may
do!
The	 flowers	 went	 on	 beseeching	 him,	 and	 his	 heart	 grew	 ever	 weaker	 and
weaker.
"What	must	 come	will	 come,"	 said	Petru	at	 length,	 "at	 any	 rate	 I	 shall	 see	 the
Welwa	of	the	woods,	what	she	is	like,	and	which	way	I	had	best	fight	her.	If	she
is	ordained	to	be	the	cause	of	my	death,	well,	then	it	will	be	so,	but	if	not	I	shall
conquer	 her	 though	 she	 were	 twelve	 hundred	 Welwas,"	 and	 once	 more	 he
stooped	down	to	gather	the	flowers.
"You	have	done	very	wrong,"	said	the	horse	sadly.	"But	it	can't	be	helped	now.
Get	yourself	ready	for	battle,	for	here	is	the	Welwa!"
Hardly	had	he	done	speaking,	scarcely	had	Petru	twisted	his	wreath,	when	a	soft
breeze	arose	on	all	sides	at	once.	Out	of	the	breeze	came	a	storm	wind,	and	the
storm	 wind	 swelled	 and	 swelled	 till	 everything	 around	 was	 blotted	 out	 in
darkness,	 and	 darkness	 covered	 them	 as	 with	 a	 thick	 cloak,	 while	 the	 earth
swayed	and	shook	under	their	feet.
"Are	you	afraid?"	asked	the	horse,	shaking	his	mane.
"Not	 yet,"	 replied	 Petru	 stoutly,	 though	 cold	 shivers	 were	 running	 down	 his
back.	"What	must	come	will	come,	whatever	it	is."
"Don't	be	afraid,"	said	the	horse.	"I	will	help	you.	Take	the	bridle	from	my	neck,
and	try	to	catch	the	Welwa	with	it."



The	 words	 were	 hardly	 spoken,	 and	 Petru	 had	 no	 time	 even	 to	 unbuckle	 the
bridle,	when	 the	Welwa	herself	 stood	before	 him,	 and	Petru	 could	 not	 bear	 to
look	at	her,	so	horrible	was	she.
She	 had	 not	 exactly	 a	 head,	 yet	 neither	was	 she	without	 one.	 She	 did	 not	 fly
through	the	air,	but	neither	did	she	walk	upon	the	earth.	She	had	a	mane	like	a
horse,	horns	 like	a	deer,	a	 face	 like	a	bear,	eyes	 like	a	polecat,	while	her	body
had	something	of	each.	And	that	was	the	Welwa.
Petru	planted	himself	firmly	in	his	stirrups,	and	began	to	lay	about	him	with	his
sword,	but	could	feel	nothing.
A	 day	 and	 a	 night	 went	 by,	 and	 the	 fight	 was	 still	 undecided,	 but	 at	 last	 the
Welwa	began	to	pant	for	breath.
"Let	us	wait	a	little	and	rest,"	gasped	she.
Petru	stopped	and	lowered	his	sword.
"You	must	 not	 stop	 an	 instant,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 and	 Petru	 gathered	 up	 all	 his
strength,	and	laid	about	him	harder	than	ever.
The	Welwa	gave	a	neigh	like	a	horse	and	a	howl	like	a	wolf,	and	threw	herself
afresh	on	Petru.	For	another	day	and	night	the	battle	raged	more	furiously	than
before.	And	Petru	grew	so	exhausted	he	could	scarcely	move	his	arm.
"Let	us	wait	a	little	and	rest,"	cried	the	Welwa	for	the	second	time,	"for	I	see	you
are	as	weary	as	I	am."
"You	must	not	stop	an	instant,"	said	the	horse.
And	Petru	went	on	fighting,	though	he	barely	had	strength	to	move	his	arm.	But
the	Welwa	had	ceased	to	throw	herself	upon	him,	and	began	to	deliver	her	blows
cautiously,	as	if	she	had	no	longer	power	to	strike.
And	on	 the	 third	day	 they	were	still	 fighting,	but	as	 the	morning	sky	began	 to
redden	Petru	 somehow	managed—how	 I	 cannot	 tell—to	 throw	 the	bridle	 over
the	head	of	the	tired	Welwa.	In	a	moment,	from	the	Welwa	sprang	a	horse—the
most	beautiful	horse	in	the	world.
"Sweet	be	your	life,	for	you	have	delivered	me	from	my	enchantment,"	said	he,
and	began	to	rub	his	nose	against	his	brother’s.	And	he	told	Petru	all	his	story,
and	how	he	had	been	bewitched	for	many	years.
So	Petru	tied	the	Welwa	to	his	own	horse	and	rode	on.	Where	did	he	ride?	That	I
cannot	tell	you,	but	he	rode	on	fast	till	he	got	out	of	the	copper	wood.
"Stay	still,	and	let	me	look	about,	and	see	what	I	never	have	seen	before,"	said
Petru	again	to	his	horse.	For	in	front	of	him	stretched	a	forest	that	was	far	more
wonderful,	 as	 it	 was	made	 of	 glistening	 trees	 and	 shining	 flowers.	 It	 was	 the
silver	wood.



As	before,	the	flowers	began	to	beg	the	young	man	to	gather	them.
"Do	not	pluck	them,"	warned	the	Welwa,	trotting	beside	him,	"for	my	brother	is
seven	 times	 stronger	 than	 I",	 but	 though	 Petru	 knew	 by	 experience	 what	 this
meant,	 it	 was	 no	 use,	 and	 after	 a	 moment's	 hesitation	 he	 began	 to	 gather	 the
flowers,	and	to	twist	himself	a	wreath.
Then	the	storm	wind	howled	louder,	the	earth	trembled	more	violently,	and	the
night	grew	darker,	 than	 the	 first	 time,	and	 the	Welwa	of	 the	silver	wood	came
rushing	 on	with	 seven	 times	 the	 speed	 of	 the	 other.	 For	 three	 days	 and	 three
nights	 they	fought,	but	at	 last	Petru	cast	 the	bridle	over	 the	head	of	 the	second
Welwa.
"Sweet	 be	 your	 life,	 for	 you	 have	 delivered	 me	 from	 enchantment,"	 said	 the
second	Welwa,	and	they	all	journeyed	on	as	before.
But	soon	they	came	to	a	gold	wood	more	lovely	far	than	the	other	two,	and	again
Petru's	companions	pleaded	with	him	to	ride	through	it	quickly,	and	to	leave	the
flowers	 alone.	But	 Petru	 turned	 a	 deaf	 ear	 to	 all	 they	 said,	 and	 before	 he	 had
woven	his	 golden	 crown	he	 felt	 that	 something	 terrible,	 that	 he	 could	not	 see,
was	coming	near	him	right	out	of	the	earth.	He	drew	his	sword	and	made	himself
ready	 for	 the	 fight.	 "I	will	die!"	cried	he,	 "or	he	 shall	have	my	bridle	over	his
head."
He	had	hardly	said	the	words	when	a	thick	fog	wrapped	itself	around	him,	and	so
thick	was	it	that	he	could	not	see	his	own	hand,	or	hear	the	sound	of	his	voice.
For	 a	 day	 and	 a	 night	 he	 fought	with	 his	 sword,	without	 ever	 once	 seeing	 his
enemy,	then	suddenly	the	fog	began	to	lighten.	By	dawn	of	the	second	day	it	had
vanished	 altogether,	 and	 the	 sun	 shone	 brightly	 in	 the	 heavens.	 It	 seemed	 to
Petru	that	he	had	been	born	again.
And	the	Welwa?	She	had	vanished.
"You	had	better	take	breath	now	you	can,	for	the	fight	will	have	to	begin	all	over
again,"	said	the	horse.
"What	was	it?"	asked	Petru.
"It	 was	 the	 Welwa,"	 replied	 the	 horse,	 "changed	 into	 a	 fog	 "Listen!	 She	 is
coming!"
And	Petru	had	hardly	drawn	a	long	breath	when	he	felt	something	approaching
from	 the	 side,	 though	 what	 he	 could	 not	 tell.	 A	 river,	 yet	 not	 a	 river,	 for	 it
seemed	not	to	flow	over	the	earth,	but	to	go	where	it	liked,	and	to	leave	no	trace
of	its	passage.
"Woe	be	to	me!"	cried	Petru,	frightened	at	last.
"Beware,	and	never	stand	still,"	called	the	brown	horse,	and	more	he	could	not
say,	for	the	water	was	choking	him.



The	battle	began	anew.	For	a	day	and	a	night	Petru	fought	on,	without	knowing
at	whom	or	what	he	struck.	At	dawn	on	the	second,	he	felt	that	both	his	feet	were
lame.
"Now	 I	 am	done	 for,"	 thought	he,	 and	his	blows	 fell	 thicker	 and	harder	 in	his
desperation.	 And	 the	 sun	 came	 out	 and	 the	 water	 disappeared,	 without	 his
knowing	how	or	when.
"Take	 breath,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 "for	 you	 have	 no	 time	 to	 lose.	The	Welwa	will
return	in	a	moment."
Petru	made	no	reply,	only	wondered	how,	exhausted	as	he	was,	he	should	ever
be	 able	 to	 carry	 on	 the	 fight.	But	 he	 settled	 himself	 in	 his	 saddle,	 grasped	his
sword,	and	waited.
And	 then	 something	 came	 to	 him.	 Perhaps,	 in	 his	 dreams,	 a	 man	 may	 see	 a
creature	which	has	what	it	has	not	got,	and	has	not	got	what	it	has.	At	least,	that
was	what	 the	Welwa	seemed	 like	 to	Petru.	She	flew	with	her	 feet,	and	walked
with	her	wings,	her	head	was	in	her	back,	and	her	tail	was	on	top	of	her	body,
her	eyes	were	in	her	neck,	and	her	neck	in	her	forehead,	and	how	to	describe	her
further	I	do	not	know.
Petru	felt	for	a	moment	as	if	he	was	wrapped	in	a	garment	of	fear,	then	he	shook
himself	and	took	heart,	and	fought	as	he	had	never	yet	fought	before.
As	the	day	wore	on,	his	strength	began	to	fail,	and	when	darkness	fell	he	could
hardly	keep	his	eyes	open.	By	midnight	he	knew	he	was	no	longer	on	his	horse,
but	 standing	 on	 the	 ground,	 though	 he	 could	 not	 have	 told	 how	 he	 got	 there.
When	 the	 grey	 light	 of	 morning	 came,	 he	 was	 past	 standing	 on	 his	 feet,	 but
fought	now	upon	his	knees.
"Make	 one	 more	 struggle,	 it	 is	 nearly	 over	 now,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 seeing	 that
Petru's	strength	was	waning	fast.
Petru	 wiped	 the	 sweat	 from	 his	 brow	with	 his	 gauntlet,	 and	 with	 a	 desperate
effort	rose	to	his	feet.
"Strike	the	Welwa	on	the	mouth	with	the	bridle,"	said	the	horse,	and	Petru	did	it.
The	Welwa	uttered	a	neigh	so	loud	that	Petru	thought	he	would	be	deaf	for	life,
and	 then,	 though	 she	 too	was	 nearly	 spent,	 flung	 herself	 upon	 her	 enemy,	 but
Petru	was	on	the	watch	and	threw	the	bridle	over	her	head,	as	she	rushed	on,	so
that	when	the	day	broke	there	were	three	horses	trotting	beside	him.
"May	your	wife	be	the	most	beautiful	of	women,"	said	the	Welwa,	"for	you	have
delivered	me	 from	my	enchantment."	So	 the	 four	horses	galloped	 fast,	 and	by
nightfall	they	were	at	the	borders	of	the	golden	forest.
Then	Petru	began	 to	 think	of	 the	crowns	 that	he	wore,	and	what	 they	had	cost
him.



"After	all,	what	do	I	want	with	so	many?	I	will	keep	the	best,"	he	said	to	himself,
and	taking	off	first	the	copper	crown	and	then	the	silver,	he	threw	them	away.
"Stay!"	cried	the	horse.	"Do	not	throw	them	away!	Perhaps	we	shall	find	them	of
use.	Get	down	and	pick	them	up."	So	Petru	got	down	and	picked	them	up,	and
they	all	went	on.
In	the	evening,	when	the	sun	is	getting	low,	and	all	the	midges	are	beginning	to
bite,	Peter	saw	a	wide	heath	stretching	before	him.
At	the	same	instant	the	horse	stood	still	of	itself.
"What	is	the	matter?"	asked	Petru.
"I	am	afraid	that	something	evil	will	happen	to	us,"	answered	the	horse.
"But	why	should	it?"
"We	are	going	to	enter	the	kingdom	of	the	goddess	Mittwoch,	(Mercury)	and	the
further	we	 ride	 into	 it	 the	colder	we	shall	get.	But	all	 along	 the	 road	 there	are
huge	fires,	and	I	dread	lest	you	should	stop	and	warm	yourself	at	them."
"And	why	should	I	not	warm	myself?"
"Something	fearful	will	happen	to	you	if	you	do,"	replied	the	horse	sadly.
"Well,	forward!"	cried	Petru	lightly,	"and	if	I	have	to	bear	cold,	I	must	bear	it!"
With	 every	 step	 they	went	 into	 the	 kingdom	of	Mittwoch,	 the	 air	 grew	colder
and	more	icy,	till	even	the	marrow	in	their	bones	was	frozen.	But	Petru	was	no
coward,	 the	 fight	 he	 had	 gone	 through	 had	 strengthened	 his	 powers	 of
endurance,	and	he	stood	the	test	bravely.
Along	the	road	on	each	side	were	great	fires,	with	men	standing	by	them,	who
spoke	pleasantly	to	Petru	as	he	went	by,	and	invited	him	to	join	them.	The	breath
froze	in	his	mouth,	but	he	took	no	notice,	only	bade	his	horse	ride	on	the	faster.
How	long	Petru	may	have	waged	battle	silently	with	the	cold	one	cannot	tell,	for
everybody	knows	that	the	kingdom	of	Mittwoch	is	not	to	be	crossed	in	a	day,	but
he	 struggled	 on,	 though	 the	 frozen	 rocks	 burst	 around,	 and	 though	 his	 teeth
chattered,	and	even	his	eyelids	were	frozen.
At	length	they	reached	the	dwelling	of	Mittwoch	herself,	and,	jumping	from	his
horse,	Petru	threw	the	reins	over	his	horse's	neck	and	entered	the	hut.
"Good-day,	little	mother!"	said	he.
"Very	well,	thank	you,	my	frozen	friend!"
Petru	laughed,	and	waited	for	her	to	speak.
"You	 have	 borne	 yourself	 bravely,"	went	 on	 the	 goddess,	 tapping	 him	 on	 the
shoulder.	"Now	you	shall	have	your	reward,"	and	she	opened	an	iron	chest,	out



of	which	she	took	a	little	box.
"Look!"	 said	 she,	 "this	 little	 box	has	 been	 lying	here	 for	 ages,	waiting	 for	 the
man	who	could	win	his	way	through	the	Ice	Kingdom.	Take	it,	and	treasure	it,
for	some	day	it	may	help	you.
If	 you	 open	 it,	 it	will	 tell	 you	 anything	 you	want,	 and	 give	 you	 news	 of	 your
fatherland."
Petru	thanked	her	gratefully	for	her	gift,	mounted	his	horse,	and	rode	away.
When	he	was	some	distance	from	the	hut,	he	opened	the	casket.
"What	are	your	commands?"	asked	a	voice	inside.
"Give	me	news	of	my	father,"	he	replied,	rather	nervously.
"He	is	sitting	in	council	with	his	nobles,"	answered	the	casket.
"Is	he	well?"
"Not	particularly,	for	he	is	furiously	angry."
"What	has	angered	him?"
"Your	brothers	Costan	and	Florea,"	replied	the	casket.	"It	seems	to	me	they	are
trying	to	rule	him	and	the	kingdom	as	well,	and	the	old	man	says	they	are	not	fit
to	do	it."
"Push	on,	good	horse,	for	we	have	no	time	to	lose!"	cried	Petru,	then	he	shut	up
the	box,	and	put	it	in	his	pocket.
They	rushed	on	as	fast	as	ghosts,	as	whirlwinds,	as	vampires	when	they	hunt	at
midnight,	and	how	long	they	rode	no	man	can	tell,	for	the	way	is	far.
"Stop!	I	have	some	advice	to	give	you,"	said	the	horse	at	last.
"What	is	it?"	asked	Petru.
"You	have	known	what	 it	 is	 to	suffer	cold.	Now	you	will	have	 to	endure	heat,
such	as	you	have	never	dreamed	of.	Be	as	brave	now	as	you	were	then.	Let	no
one	tempt	you	to	try	to	cool	yourself,	or	evil	will	befall	you."
"Forwards!"	answered	Petru.	"Do	not	worry	yourself.	If	I	have	escaped	without
being	frozen,	there	is	no	chance	of	my	melting."
"Why	not?	This	is	a	heat	that	will	melt	the	marrow	in	your	bones,	a	heat	that	is
only	 to	 be	 felt	 in	 the	 kingdom	 of	 the	 Goddess	 of	 Donnerstag."	 (Thunder	 or
Jupiter)
And	it	was	hot.	The	very	iron	of	the	horse's	shoes	began	to	melt,	but	Petru	gave
no	heed.	The	 sweat	 ran	down	his	 face,	but	he	dried	 it	with	his	gauntlet.	What
heat	could	be	he	never	knew	before,	and	on	the	way,	not	a	stone's	throw	from	the
road,	 lay	 the	most	 delicious	 valleys,	 full	 of	 shady	 trees	 and	 bubbling	 streams.



When	Petru	 looked	 at	 them	 his	 heart	 burned	within	 him,	 and	 his	mouth	 grew
parched.	And	 standing	 among	 the	 flowers	were	 lovely	maidens	who	 called	 to
him	in	soft	voices,	till	he	had	to	shut	his	eyes	against	their	spells.
"Come,	my	hero,	come	and	rest,	the	heat	will	kill	you,"	said	they.
Petru	shook	his	head	and	said	nothing,	for	he	had	lost	the	power	of	speech.
Long	 he	 rode	 in	 this	 awful	 state.	 How	 long	 none	 can	 tell.	 Suddenly	 the	 heat
seemed	 to	become	 less,	 and,	 in	 the	distance,	he	 saw	a	 little	hut	on	a	hill.	This
was	the	dwelling	of	the	Goddess	Donnerstag,	and	when	he	drew	rein	at	her	door
the	goddess	herself	came	out	to	meet	him.
She	 welcomed	 him,	 and	 kindly	 invited	 him	 in,	 and	 bade	 him	 tell	 her	 all	 his
adventures.	 So	 Petru	 told	 her	 all	 that	 had	 happened	 to	 him,	 and	 why	 he	 was
there,	and	 then	 took	 farewell	of	her,	 as	he	had	no	 time	 to	 lose.	 "For,"	he	 said,
"who	knows	how	far	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn	may	yet	be?"
"Stay	for	one	moment,	for	I	have	a	word	of	advice	to	give	you.	You	are	about	to
enter	the	kingdom	of	Vineri	(Venus).	Go	and	tell	her,	as	a	message	from	me,	that
I	hope	she	will	not	 tempt	you	 to	delay.	On	your	way	back,	come	 to	me	again,
and	I	will	give	you	something	that	may	be	of	use	to	you."
So	Petru	mounted	his	horse,	 and	had	hardly	 ridden	 three	 steps	when	he	 found
himself	in	a	new	country.	Here	it	was	neither	hot	nor	cold,	but	the	air	was	warm
and	soft	like	spring,	though	the	way	ran	through	a	heath	covered	with	sand	and
thistles.
"What	can	that	be?"	asked	Petru,	when	he	saw	a	long,	long	way	off,	at	the	very
end	of	the	heath,	something	resembling	a	house.
"That	is	the	house	of	the	goddess	Vineri,"	replied	the	horse,	"and	if	we	ride	hard
we	may	reach	it	before	dark",	and	he	darted	off	like	an	arrow,	so	that	as	twilight
fell	they	found	themselves	nearing	the	house.	Petru's	heart	leaped	at	the	sight,	for
all	 the	way	 along	 he	 had	 been	 followed	 by	 a	 crowd	 of	 shadowy	 figures	 who
danced	about	him	from	right	to	left,	and	from	back	to	front,	and	Petru,	though	a
brave	man,	felt	now	and	then	a	thrill	of	fear.
"They	 won't	 hurt	 you,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 "they	 are	 just	 the	 daughters	 of	 the
whirlwind	amusing	themselves	while	they	are	waiting	for	the	ogre	of	the	moon."
Then	 he	 stopped	 in	 front	 of	 the	 house,	 and	 Petru	 jumped	 off	 and	went	 to	 the
door.
"Do	not	be	in	such	a	hurry,"	cried	the	horse.	"There	are	several	things	I	must	tell
you	 first.	 You	 cannot	 enter	 the	 house	 of	 the	 goddess	 Vineri	 like	 that.	 She	 is
always	watched	and	guarded	by	the	whirlwind."
"What	am	I	to	do	then?"



"Take	the	copper	wreath,	and	go	with	it	 to	that	 little	hill	over	there.	When	you
reach	 it,	 say	 to	 yourself,	 “Were	 there	 ever	 such	 lovely	maidens!	 Such	 angels!
Such	fairy	souls!”	Then	hold	the	wreath	high	in	the	air	and	cry,	“Oh!	If	I	knew
whether	anyone	would	accept	this	wreath	from	me...	If	I	knew!	If	I	knew!”	and
throw	the	wreath	from	you!"
"And	why	should	I	do	all	this?"	said	Petru.
"Ask	no	questions,	but	go	and	do	it,"	replied	the	horse.	And	Petru	did.
Scarcely	had	he	flung	away	the	copper	wreath	than	the	whirlwind	flung	himself
upon	it,	and	tore	it	in	pieces.
Then	Petru	turned	once	more	to	the	horse.
"Stop!"	 cried	 the	 horse	 again.	 "I	 have	 other	 things	 to	 tell	 you.	Take	 the	 silver
wreath	and	knock	at	the	windows	of	the	goddess	Vineri.	When	she	says,	‘Who	is
there?’	answer	that	you	have	come	on	foot	and	lost	your	way	on	the	heath.	She
will	 then	tell	you	to	go	your	way	back	again,	but	 take	care	not	 to	stir	from	the
spot.	Instead,	be	sure	you	say	to	her,	‘No,	indeed	I	shall	do	nothing	of	the	sort,	as
from	my	childhood	I	have	heard	stories	of	the	beauty	of	the	goddess	Vineri,	and
it	was	not	for	nothing	that	I	had	shoes	made	of	 leather	with	soles	of	steel,	and
have	travelled	for	nine	years	and	nine	months,	and	have	won	in	battle	the	silver
wreath,	which	I	hope	you	may	allow	me	to	give	you,	and	have	done	and	suffered
everything	 to	 be	where	 I	 now	am.’	This	 is	what	 you	must	 say.	What	 happens
after	is	your	affair."
Petru	asked	no	more,	but	went	towards	the	house.
By	this	time	it	was	pitch	dark,	and	there	was	only	the	ray	of	light	that	streamed
through	 the	windows	 to	guide	him,	and	at	 the	sound	of	his	 footsteps	 two	dogs
began	to	bark	loudly.
"Which	of	those	dogs	is	barking?	Is	he	tired	of	life?"	asked	the	goddess	Vineri.
"It	 is	 I,	O	goddess!"	 replied	Petru,	 rather	 timidly.	 "I	 have	 lost	my	way	on	 the
heath,	and	do	not	know	where	I	am	to	sleep	this	night."
"Where	did	you	leave	your	horse?"	asked	the	goddess	sharply.
Petru	did	not	answer.	He	was	not	sure	if	he	was	to	lie,	or	whether	he	had	better
tell	the	truth.
"Go	 away,	my	 son,	 there	 is	 no	place	 for	 you	here,"	 replied	 she,	 drawing	back
from	the	window.
Then	Petru	repeated	hastily	what	 the	horse	had	 told	him	to	say,	and	no	sooner
had	 he	 done	 so	 than	 the	 goddess	 opened	 the	window,	 and	 in	 gentle	 tones	 she
asked	him,	"Let	me	see	this	wreath,	my	son,"	and	Petru	held	it	out	to	her.
"Come	into	the	house,"	went	on	the	goddess,	"do	not	fear	the	dogs,	they	always



know	my	will."	And	so	they	did,	for	as	the	young	man	passed	they	wagged	their
tails	to	him.
"Good	evening,"	said	Petru	as	he	entered	the	house,	and,	seating	himself	near	the
fire,	 listened	 comfortably	 to	whatever	 the	goddess	might	 choose	 to	 talk	 about,
which	 was	 for	 the	 most	 part	 the	 wickedness	 of	 men,	 with	 whom	 she	 was
evidently	very	angry.	But	Petru	agreed	with	her	 in	 everything,	 as	he	had	been
taught	was	only	polite.
But	was	anybody	ever	so	old	as	she?	I	do	not	know	why	Petru	devoured	her	so
with	his	eyes,	unless	it	was	to	count	the	wrinkles	on	her	face,	but	if	so	he	would
have	had	to	live	seven	lives,	and	each	life	seven	times	the	length	of	an	ordinary
one,	before	he	could	have	reckoned	them	up.
But	Vineri	was	joyful	in	her	heart	when	she	saw	Petru's	eyes	fixed	upon	her.
"Nothing	was	that	is,	and	the	world	was	not	a	world	when	I	was	born,"	said	she.
"When	 I	 grew	up	 and	 the	world	 came	 into	 being,	 everyone	 thought	 I	was	 the
most	beautiful	girl	 that	ever	was	seen,	 though	many	hated	me	for	 it.	But	every
hundred	years	there	came	a	wrinkle	on	my	face.	And	now	I	am	old."	Then	she
went	on	to	tell	Petru	that	she	was	the	daughter	of	an	emperor,	and	their	nearest
neighbour	was	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn,	with	whom	she	had	a	violent	quarrel,	and
with	that	she	broke	out	into	loud	abuse	of	her.
Petru	did	not	know	what	to	do.	He	listened	in	silence	for	the	most	part,	but	now
and	 then	he	would	say,	 "Yes,	yes,	you	must	have	been	badly	 treated,"	 just	 for
politeness’	sake,	for	what	more	could	he	do?
"I	will	give	you	a	task	to	perform,	for	you	are	brave,	and	will	carry	it	through,"
continued	 Vineri,	 when	 she	 had	 talked	 a	 long	 time,	 and	 both	 of	 them	 were
getting	sleepy.	"Close	to	the	Fairy's	house	is	a	well,	and	whoever	drinks	from	it
will	blossom	again	like	a	rose.	Bring	me	a	flagon	of	it,	and	I	will	do	anything	to
prove	 my	 gratitude.	 It	 is	 not	 easy!	 No	 one	 knows	 that	 better	 than	 I	 do!	 The
kingdom	is	guarded	on	every	side	by	wild	beasts	and	horrible	dragons,	but	I	will
tell	you	more	about	that,	and	I	also	have	something	to	give	you."	Then	she	rose
and	lifted	the	lid	of	an	iron-bound	chest,	and	took	out	of	it	a	very	tiny	flute.
"Do	you	 see	 this?"	 she	 asked.	 "An	old	man	gave	 it	 to	me	when	 I	was	young:
whoever	 listens	 to	 this	 flute	goes	 to	 sleep,	 and	nothing	can	wake	him.	Take	 it
and	play	on	it	as	long	as	you	remain	in	the	kingdom	of	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn,
and	you	will	be	safe.
At	this,	Petru	told	her	that	he	had	another	task	to	fulfil	at	the	well	of	the	Fairy	of
the	Dawn,	and	Vineri	was	still	better	pleased	when	she	heard	his	tale.
So	Petru	bade	her	good-night,	put	the	flute	in	its	case,	and	laid	himself	down	in
the	lowest	chamber	to	sleep.
Before	the	dawn	he	was	awake	again,	and	his	first	care	was	to	give	to	each	of	his



horses	as	much	corn	as	he	could	eat,	and	then	to	lead	them	to	the	well	to	water.
Then	he	dressed	himself	and	made	ready	to	start.
"Stop,"	cried	Vineri	from	her	window,	"I	have	still	a	piece	of	advice	to	give	you.
Leave	one	of	your	horses	here,	and	only	take	three.	Ride	slowly	till	you	get	 to
the	fairy's	kingdom,	then	dismount	and	go	on	foot.	When	you	return,	see	that	all
your	 three	 horses	 remain	 on	 the	 road,	 while	 you	 walk.	 But	 above	 all	 beware
never	 to	 look	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the	 Dawn	 in	 the	 face,	 for	 she	 has	 eyes	 that	 will
bewitch	you,	and	glances	that	will	befool	you.
“She	is	hideous,	more	hideous	than	anything	you	can	imagine,	with	owl's	eyes,
foxy	face,	and	cat's	claws.	Do	you	hear?	Do	you	hear?	Be	sure	you	never	look	at
her."
Petru	thanked	her,	and	managed	to	get	off	at	last.
Far,	 far	 away,	 where	 the	 heavens	 touch	 the	 earth,	 where	 the	 stars	 kiss	 the
flowers,	a	soft	red	light	was	seen,	such	as	the	sky	sometimes	has	in	spring,	only
lovelier,	more	wonderful.
That	light	was	behind	the	palace	of	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn,	and	it	took	Petru	two
days	 and	 nights	 through	 flowery	 meadows	 to	 reach	 it.	 And	 besides,	 it	 was
neither	hot	nor	cold,	bright	nor	dark,	but	something	of	them	all,	and	Petru	did	not
find	the	way	a	step	too	long.
After	some	time	Petru	saw	something	white	rise	up	out	of	the	red	of	the	sky,	and
when	he	drew	nearer	he	saw	it	was	a	castle,	and	so	splendid	that	his	eyes	were
dazzled	 when	 they	 looked	 at	 it.	 He	 did	 not	 know	 there	 was	 such	 a	 beautiful
castle	in	the	world.
But	no	time	was	to	be	lost,	so	he	shook	himself,	 jumped	down	from	his	horse,
and,	 leaving	 him	 on	 the	 dewy	 grass,	 began	 to	 play	 on	 his	 flute	 as	 he	walked
along.
He	had	hardly	gone	many	steps	when	he	stumbled	over	a	huge	giant,	who	had
been	lulled	to	sleep	by	the	music.	This	was	one	of	the	guards	of	the	castle!	As	he
lay	there	on	his	back,	he	seemed	so	big	that	in	spite	of	Petru's	haste	he	stopped	to
measure	him.
The	further	Petru	went,	the	more	strange	and	terrible	were	the	sights	he	saw.	He
saw	 lions,	 tigers,	 dragons	 with	 seven	 heads,	 all	 stretched	 out	 in	 the	 sun	 fast
asleep.	It	is	needless	to	say	what	the	dragons	were	like,	for	nowadays	everyone
knows,	and	dragons	are	not	things	to	joke	about.	Petru	ran	through	them	like	the
wind.	Was	it	haste	or	fear	that	spurred	him	on?
At	last	he	came	to	a	river,	but	let	nobody	think	for	a	moment	that	this	river	was
like	 other	 rivers?	 Instead	 of	water,	 there	 flowed	milk,	 and	 the	 bottom	was	 of
precious	stones	and	pearls,	 instead	of	sand	and	pebbles.	And	it	 ran	neither	fast
nor	slow,	but	both	fast	and	slow	together.	And	the	river	flowed	round	the	castle,



and	on	its	banks	slept	lions	with	iron	teeth	and	claws,	and	beyond	were	gardens
such	as	only	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn	can	have,	and	on	the	flowers	slept	a	fairy!	All
this	saw	Petru	from	the	other	side.
But	how	was	he	to	get	over?	To	be	sure	there	was	a	bridge,	but,	even	if	it	had	not
been	 guarded	 by	 sleeping	 lions,	 it	was	 plainly	 not	meant	 for	man	 to	walk	 on.
Who	could	tell	what	it	was	made	of?	It	looked	like	soft	little	woolly	clouds!
So	he	stood	thinking	what	was	to	be	done,	for	get	across	he	must.
After	 a	while,	 he	 determined	 to	 take	 the	 risk,	 and	 strode	 back	 to	 the	 sleeping
giant.	"Wake	up,	my	brave	man!"	he	cried,	giving	him	a	shake.
The	giant	woke	and	stretched	out	his	hand	 to	pick	up	Petru,	 just	as	we	should
catch	 a	 fly.	But	Petru	 played	 on	 his	 flute,	 and	 the	 giant	 fell	 back	 again.	 Petru
tried	this	three	times,	and	when	he	was	satisfied	that	the	giant	was	really	in	his
power	 he	 took	 out	 a	 handkerchief,	 bound	 the	 two	 little	 fingers	 of	 the	 giant
together,	 drew	 his	 sword,	 and	 cried	 for	 the	 fourth	 time,	 "Wake	 up,	my	 brave
man."
When	 the	giant	 saw	 the	 trick	which	had	been	played	on	him	he	 said	 to	Petru.
"Do	you	call	this	a	fair	fight?	Fight	according	to	rules,	if	you	really	are	a	hero!"
"I	will	by-and-by,	but	first	I	want	to	ask	you	a	question!	Will	you	swear	that	you
will	 carry	 me	 over	 the	 river	 if	 I	 fight	 honourably	 with	 you?"	 And	 the	 giant
swore.
When	his	hands	were	freed,	the	giant	flung	himself	upon	Petru,	hoping	to	crush
him	by	his	weight.	But	he	had	met	his	match.	It	was	not	yesterday,	nor	the	day
before,	that	Petru	had	fought	his	first	battle,	and	he	bore	himself	bravely.
For	 three	 days	 and	 three	 nights	 the	 battle	 raged,	 and	 sometimes	 one	 had	 the
upper	hand,	and	sometimes	 the	other,	 till	 at	 length	 they	both	 lay	struggling	on
the	ground,	but	finally	Petru	was	on	top,	with	the	point	of	his	sword	at	the	giant's
throat.
"Let	me	go!	Let	me	go!"	shrieked	he.	"I	own	that	I	am	beaten!"
"Will	you	take	me	over	the	river?"	asked	Petru.
"I	will,"	gasped	the	giant.
"What	shall	I	do	to	you	if	you	break	your	word?"
"Kill	me,	any	way	you	like!	But	let	me	live	now."
"Very	well,"	said	Petru,	and	he	bound	the	giant's	left	hand	to	his	right	foot,	tied
one	handkerchief	round	his	mouth	to	prevent	him	crying	out,	and	another	round
his	eyes,	and	led	him	to	the	river.
Once	they	had	reached	the	bank	he	stretched	one	leg	over	to	the	other	side,	and,
catching	up	Petru	in	the	palm	of	his	hand,	set	him	down	on	the	further	shore.



"That	 is	all	right,"	said	Petru.	Then	he	played	a	few	notes	on	his	flute,	and	the
giant	went	 to	sleep	again.	Even	 the	fairies	who	had	been	bathing	a	 little	 lower
down	heard	the	music	and	fell	asleep	among	the	flowers	on	the	bank.	Petru	saw
them	as	he	passed,	and	thought,	"If	they	are	so	beautiful,	why	should	the	Fairy	of
the	Dawn	be	so	ugly?"	But	he	dared	not	linger,	and	pushed	on.
And	now	he	was	in	the	wonderful	gardens,	which	seemed	more	wonderful	still
than	 they	 had	 done	 from	 afar.	 But	 Petru	 could	 see	 no	 faded	 flowers,	 nor	 any
birds,	 as	 he	 hastened	 through	 them	 to	 the	 castle.	No	 one	was	 there	 to	 bar	 his
way,	for	all	were	asleep.	Even	the	leaves	had	ceased	to	move.	He	passed	through
the	courtyard,	and	entered	the	castle	itself.
What	he	beheld	there	need	not	be	told,	for	all	the	world	knows	that	the	palace	of
the	Fairy	of	 the	Dawn	 is	 no	ordinary	place.	Gold	 and	precious	 stones	were	 as
common	as	wood	with	us,	and	the	stables	where	the	horses	of	the	sun	were	kept
were	more	splendid	than	the	palace	of	the	greatest	emperor	in	the	world.
Petru	went	up	the	stairs	and	walked	quickly	through	eight-and-forty	rooms,	hung
with	 silken	 stuffs,	 and	 all	 empty.	 In	 the	 forty-ninth	 he	 found	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the
Dawn	herself.
In	 the	 middle	 of	 this	 room,	 which	 was	 as	 large	 as	 a	 church,	 Petru	 saw	 the
celebrated	well	 that	 he	 had	 come	 so	 far	 to	 seek.	 It	 was	 a	well	 just	 like	 other
wells,	and	it	seemed	strange	that	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn	should	have	it	in	her	own
chamber,	yet	anyone	could	tell	it	had	been	there	for	hundreds	of	years.	And	by
the	 well	 slept	 the	 Fairy	 of	 the	 Dawn	 herself!	 And	 as	 Petru	 looked	 at	 her	 the
magic	flute	dropped	by	his	side,	and	he	held	his	breath.
Near	 the	well	was	a	 table,	on	which	 stood	bread	made	with	does’	milk,	 and	a
flagon	of	wine.	 It	was	 the	 bread	 of	 strength	 and	 the	wine	 of	 youth,	 and	Petru
longed	for	them.	He	looked	once	at	the	bread	and	once	at	the	wine,	and	then	at
the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn,	still	sleeping	on	her	silken	cushions.
As	he	looked	a	mist	came	over	his	senses.	The	fairy	opened	her	eyes	slowly	and
looked	at	Petru,	who	lost	his	head	still	further,	but	he	just	managed	to	remember
his	 flute,	and	a	 few	notes	of	 it	 sent	 the	Fairy	 to	sleep	again,	and	he	kissed	her
thrice.	Then	he	stooped	and	laid	his	golden	wreath	upon	her	forehead,	ate	a	piece
of	the	bread	and	drank	a	cupful	of	the	wine	of	youth,	and	this	he	did	three	times
over.	Then	he	filled	a	flask	with	water	from	the	well,	and	vanished	swiftly.
As	 he	 passed	 through	 the	 garden	 it	 seemed	 quite	 different	 from	 what	 it	 was
before.	The	flowers	were	lovelier,	the	streams	ran	quicker,	the	sunbeams	shone
brighter,	and	the	fairies	seemed	gayer.	And	all	this	had	been	caused	by	the	three
kisses	Petru	had	given	the	Fairy	of	the	Dawn.
He	passed	everything	safely	by,	and	was	soon	seated	in	his	saddle	again.	Faster
than	 the	wind,	 faster	 than	 thought,	 faster	 than	 longing,	 faster	 than	 hatred	 rode



Petru.	At	length	he	dismounted,	and,	leaving	his	horses	at	the	roadside,	went	on
foot	to	the	house	of	Vineri.
The	goddess	Vineri	 knew	 that	 he	was	 coming,	 and	went	 to	meet	 him,	bearing
with	her	white	bread	and	red	wine.
"Welcome	back,	my	prince,"	said	she.
"Good	 day,	 and	 many	 thanks,"	 replied	 the	 young	 man,	 holding	 out	 the	 flask
containing	the	magic	water.	She	received	it	with	joy,	and	after	a	short	rest	Petru
set	forth,	for	he	had	no	time	to	lose.
He	stopped	a	 few	minutes,	 as	he	had	promised,	with	 the	Goddess	Donnerstag,
and	was	taking	a	hasty	farewell	of	her,	when	she	called	him	back.
"Stay,	 I	 have	 a	 warning	 to	 give	 you,"	 said	 she.	 "Beware	 of	 your	 life,	 make
friends	 with	 no	 man,	 do	 not	 ride	 fast,	 or	 let	 the	 water	 go	 out	 of	 your	 hand,
believe	 no	 one,	 and	 flee	 flattering	 tongues.	 Go,	 and	 take	 care,	 for	 the	way	 is
long,	 the	world	 is	 bad,	 and	you	hold	 something	very	precious.	But	 I	will	 give
you	 this	 cloth	 to	 help	 you.	 It	 is	 not	much	 to	 look	 at,	 but	 it	 is	 enchanted,	 and
whoever	 carries	 it	 will	 never	 be	 struck	 by	 lightning,	 pierced	 by	 a	 lance,	 or
smitten	with	a	sword,	and	the	arrows	will	glance	off	his	body."
Petru	 thanked	her	and	 rode	off,	 and,	 taking	out	his	 treasure	box,	 inquired	how
matters	were	going	at	home.	Not	well,	it	said.	The	emperor	was	blind	altogether
now,	 and	 Florea	 and	Costan	 had	 besought	 him	 to	 give	 the	 government	 of	 the
kingdom	 into	 their	 hands,	 but	 he	 would	 not,	 saying	 that	 he	 did	 not	 mean	 to
resign	the	government	till	he	had	washed	his	eyes	from	the	well	of	the	Fairy	of
the	Dawn.	Then	the	brothers	had	gone	to	consult	old	Birscha,	who	told	them	that
Petru	was	already	on	his	way	home	bearing	the	water.	They	had	set	out	to	meet
him,	 and	would	 try	 to	 take	 the	magic	water	 from	him,	 and	 then	claim	as	 their
reward	the	government	of	the	emperor.
"You	are	 lying!"	cried	Petru	angrily,	 throwing	the	box	on	 the	ground,	where	 it
broke	into	a	thousand	pieces.
It	was	not	long	before	he	began	to	catch	glimpses	of	his	native	land,	and	he	drew
rein	near	a	bridge,	the	better	to	look	at	it.	He	was	still	gazing,	when	he	heard	a
sound	in	the	distance	as	if	someone	was	calling	him	by	his	name.
"You,	Petru!"	it	said.
"On!	on!"	cried	the	horse,	"it	will	fare	ill	with	you	if	you	stop."
"No,	let	us	stop,	and	see	who	and	what	it	is!"	answered	Petru,	turning	his	horse
round,	 and	 coming	 face	 to	 face	 with	 his	 two	 brothers.	 He	 had	 forgotten	 the
warning	 given	 him	 by	 the	 Goddess	 Donnerstag,	 and	when	 Costan	 and	 Florea
drew	near	with	 soft	 and	 flattering	words	he	 jumped	 straight	off	his	horse,	 and
rushed	 to	 embrace	 them.	He	 had	 a	 thousand	 questions	 to	 ask,	 and	 a	 thousand



things	to	tell.	But	his	brown	horse	stood	sadly	hanging	his	head.
"Petru,	 my	 dear	 brother,"	 at	 length	 said	 Florea,	 "would	 it	 not	 be	 better	 if	 we
carried	 the	water	 for	you?	Someone	might	 try	 to	 take	 it	 from	you	on	 the	 road,
while	no	one	would	suspect	us."
"So	 it	would,"	 added	Costan.	 "Florea	 speaks	well."	But	 Petru	 shook	 his	 head,
and	 told	 them	what	 the	Goddess	Donnerstag	had	 said,	 and	about	 the	cloth	 she
had	given	him.	And	both	brothers	understood	there	was	only	one	way	in	which
they	could	kill	him.
At	a	stone's	throw	from	where	they	stood	ran	a	rushing	stream,	with	clear	deep
pools.
"Don't	you	feel	thirsty,	Costan?"	asked	Florea,	winking	at	him.
"Yes,"	 replied	Costan,	understanding	directly	what	was	wanted.	 "Come,	Petru,
let	us	drink	now	we	have	the	chance,	and	then	we	will	set	out	on	our	way	home.
It	is	a	good	thing	you	have	us	with	you,	to	protect	you	from	harm."
The	 horse	 neighed,	 and	 Petru	 knew	 what	 it	 meant,	 and	 did	 not	 go	 with	 his
brothers.
No,	he	went	home	to	his	father,	and	cured	his	blindness,	and	as	for	his	brothers,
they	never	returned	again.
	



YOUTH	WITHOUT	AGE	AND	LIFE	WITHOUT	DEATH

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MIGHTY	EMPEROR	and	empress.	Both	were	young
and	handsome,	and	as	they	desired	the	blessing	of	children	they	did	everything
that	was	necessary	to	secure	it,	that	is	they	went	to	the	witches	and	philosophers
and	asked	them	to	read	the	stars	to	find	out	whether	they	would	have	children	or
not.	But	 it	was	all	 in	vain.	Finally	 the	emperor	heard	 that	a	very	wise	old	man
lived	in	a	neighbouring	village,	and	sent	for	him.	The	messengers	returned	with
the	answer:	"Let	him	who	needs	me	come	to	me."	So	the	emperor	and	empress
set	 out	 for	 the	 wise	 man's	 house,	 taking	 with	 them	 several	 of	 their	 courtiers,
attendants,	 and	 soldiers.	When	 the	old	man	 saw	 them	 in	 the	distance,	 he	 rose,
went	to	meet	them,	and	said	at	once,	"Welcome!	But	what	do	you	want	to	know,
oh,	emperor!	Your	wish	will	bring	you	sorrow."
"I	 am	 not	 here	 to	 question	 you	 about	 that,"	 replied	 the	 emperor,	 "but	 to	 learn
whether	 you	have	 any	plants	 you	 can	 give	 us	 that	will	 bestow	 the	 blessing	 of
children."
"I	have,"	the	old	man	answered,	"but	you	will	possess	only	one	child.	He	will	be
a	handsome,	lovable	boy,	yet	you	will	not	be	able	to	keep	him	long."
After	the	emperor	and	empress	had	obtained	the	herbs	they	joyfully	returned	to
the	palace.	The	whole	empire,	the	courtiers,	and	all	the	attendants	rejoiced	too.
But	when	the	hour	of	its	birth	came,	the	child	began	to	scream	in	a	way	no	magic
arts	could	silence.	The	emperor	commenced	to	promise	it	all	the	good	things	the
world	contained,	but	it	was	impossible	to	quiet	it.
"Hush,	 father's	 pet,"	 said	 the	 emperor,	 "I	 will	 give	 you	 this	 or	 that	 kingdom,
hush,	my	son,	I	will	give	you	this	or	that	princess	for	your	wife."	At	last,	when
he	saw	the	child	would	not	stop,	he	added:	"Hush,	my	boy,	I	will	give	you	youth
without	age	and	life	without	death."
Then	the	prince	stopped	crying,	the	courtiers	beat	drums	and	blew	trumpets,	and
there	were	great	rejoicings	throughout	the	empire	for	a	whole	week.



The	older	the	boy	grew,	the	more	thoughtful	and	reflective	he	became.	He	went
to	the	schools	and	the	philosophers	and	gained	every	kind	of	learning,	so	that	the
emperor	 died	 of	 joy	 and	 came	 to	 life	 again.	 The	 whole	 realm	 was	 proud	 of
having	a	prince	so	wise	and	learned,	a	second	King	Solomon.	But	one	day,	when
the	lad	had	just	reached	his	fifteenth	year	and	the	emperor	sat	at	a	banquet	with
the	 nobles	 and	 grandees	 of	 the	 country,	 the	 handsome	 prince	 rose,	 saying:
"Father,	 the	 time	has	 come,	 you	must	 now	give	me	what	 you	promised	 at	my
birth!"
When	the	emperor	heard	this	he	grew	very	sorrowful	and	answered:	"Why,	my
son,	how	can	I	give	you	an	impossible	thing?	If	I	promised	it	to	you	then,	it	was
only	to	hush	you."
"If	you	can't	give	it	to	me,	father,	I	shall	be	obliged	to	wander	through	the	whole
world	till	I	find	what	was	promised	to	me,	and	for	which	I	was	born."
Then	all	the	nobles	and	the	emperor	fell	at	his	feet	and	besought	him	not	to	quit
the	country,	because,	as	the	courtiers	said,	his	father	was	growing	old,	and	they
would	place	him	on	 the	 throne	and	give	him	the	most	beautiful	princess	under
the	sun	for	his	wife.	But	it	was	impossible	to	shake	his	resolution.	He	remained
as	firm	as	a	rock.	After	his	father	had	seen	and	duly	considered	all	these	things,
he	 gave	 his	 consent	 and	 prepared	 to	 supply	 the	 prince	 with	 provisions	 and
whatever	else	he	might	need	for	his	journey.
The	young	hero	went	to	the	imperial	stables,	where	the	finest	steeds	in	the	whole
realm	were	standing,	 to	choose	one	of	 them,	but	when	he	 laid	his	hand	on	 the
horse's	 tail	he	knocked	 it	down,	and	so	 they	all	 fell,	one	after	another.	At	 last,
just	as	he	was	going	out,	he	let	his	eyes	wander	around	the	building	once	more
and	saw	in	one	corner	a	sick,	weak	horse,	covered	with	sores.	He	went	up	to	it,
and	when	he	grasped	it	by	the	tail,	the	animal	turned	its	head,	saying,	"What	do
you	command,	my	master?	I	 thank	God	that	He	has	permitted	a	hero's	hand	to
touch	me	once	more."
And,	planting	its	feet	firmly,	it	remained	standing.	The	young	prince	told	it	what
he	 intended	 to	 do,	 and	 the	 horse	 replied,	 "To	 obtain	 your	wish,	 you	must	 ask
your	father	for	 the	sword,	 lance,	bow,	quiver	of	arrows,	and	garments	he	wore
when	a	youth,	but	you	must	take	care	of	me	with	your	own	hands	for	six	weeks
and	give	me	oats	boiled	in	milk."
When	the	prince	begged	the	emperor	for	the	articles	the	horse	had	advised,	the
monarch	 called	 the	major-domo	of	 the	palace	 and	ordered	him	 to	open	 all	 the
chests	of	clothing,	that	his	son	might	choose	what	he	pleased.	The	young	hero,
after	rummaging	them	three	whole	days,	at	 last	found	in	the	very	bottom	of	an
old	 trunk	 the	weapons	 and	garments	 his	 father	 had	worn	 in	 his	 youth,	 but	 the
arms	were	covered	with	rust.	He	set	to	work	to	clean	them	with	his	own	hands
and	in	six	weeks,	during	the	time	he	was	taking	care	of	the	horse,	he	succeeded



in	making	the	weapons	as	bright	and	shining	as	a	mirror.	When	the	horse	heard
from	the	handsome	prince	that	the	clothes	and	arms	were	cleaned	and	ready,	it
shook	itself	once.	All	the	sores	instantly	fell	off	and	there	it	stood,	a	strong,	well-
formed	animal,	with	four	wings.
When	the	hero	saw	this,	he	said,	"We'll	go	in	three	days!"
"May	you	have	a	 long	 life,	master.	From	today	I	shall	be	at	your	service,"	 the
horse	answered.
On	the	morning	of	the	third	day	there	was	great	mourning	throughout	the	whole
court	and	empire.	The	handsome	prince,	clad	 like	a	hero,	holding	his	sword	 in
his	 hand	 and	 riding	 the	 horse	 he	 had	 chosen,	 took	 leave	 of	 the	 emperor,	 the
empress,	 the	great	nobles	and	lesser	grandees,	 the	army,	and	all	 the	attendants,
who,	with	tears	in	their	eyes,	 implored	him	to	give	up	the	journey	and	not	risk
his	life,	but	setting	spurs	to	his	steed,	he	dashed	through	the	gate	like	the	wind,
followed	by	 the	carts	 loaded	with	provisions	and	money,	and	 the	 two	hundred
horsemen	the	emperor	had	commanded	to	accompany	him.
After	 reaching	 the	 boundaries	 of	 his	 father's	 country	 and	 arriving	 at	 the
wilderness,	 the	prince	distributed	all	his	property	among	 the	escort,	bade	 them
farewell,	and	sent	them	back,	keeping	for	himself	only	as	much	food	as	the	horse
could	 carry.	Then	he	 turned	 toward	 the	 east	 and	 rode	 for	 three	days	 and	 three
nights,	till	he	came	to	a	wide	plain	where	lay	a	great	many	human	bones.
When	he	stopped	here	to	rest,	the	horse	said,	"You	must	know,	master,	that	we
are	on	the	land	of	a	Woodpecker	Fairy	who	is	so	wicked	that	nobody	can	enter
her	domain	without	being	murdered.	She	was	once	a	woman,	but	the	curse	of	her
parents,	whom	she	angered	by	her	disobedience,	turned	her	into	a	woodpecker.
She	is	with	her	children	now,	but	you	will	meet	her	tomorrow	in	yonder	forest.
She	will	come	to	kill	you.	She	is	terribly	big,	but	don't	be	frightened.	Hold	the
bow	ready	to	pierce	her	with	an	arrow,	and	keep	your	sword	and	lance	in	hand,
so	that	you	can	use	them	in	case	of	need."
Then	they	went	to	rest,	taking	turns	in	watching.
At	dawn	the	next	morning	they	prepared	to	pass	through	the	forest.	The	prince
saddled	and	bridled	 the	horse,	drew	the	girths	 tighter	 than	usual,	and	mounted.
Suddenly	he	heard	a	tremendous	crashing.
"Make	ready,	master,"	said	the	horse,	"the	Woodpecker	Fairy	is	coming."
As	she	approached,	she	moved	so	fast	that	she	tore	the	trees	down,	but	the	horse
leaped	upward	like	the	wind,	so	that	it	was	almost	over	her,	and	the	prince	shot
off	one	of	her	feet	with	an	arrow.
Just	as	he	was	about	to	discharge	the	second	arrow,	she	cried,	"Stop,	my	young
hero,	I'll	do	you	no	harm."	And	seeing	that	he	did	not	believe	her,	she	gave	him
the	promise	written	with	her	own	blood.



"Your	horse	cannot	be	killed,	my	young	hero,"	she	added,	"it	is	enchanted.	If	it
hadn't	been	for	that,	I	would	have	roasted	and	eaten	you.	Know	that	until	today
no	mortal	man	has	ventured	 to	cross	my	boundaries	as	 far	as	 this.	A	 few	bold
wights	who	dared	 to	make	 the	 trial,	 reached	 the	plain	where	you	saw	so	many
bones."
They	now	went	 to	 the	fairy's	house,	where	she	entertained	 them	as	guests.	But
while	 sitting	 at	 the	 table	 enjoying	 the	 banquet,	 the	Woodpecker	Fairy	moaned
with	pain,	so	the	prince	pulled	the	foot	he	had	shot	off	out	of	the	traveling	bag
where	he	had	put	 it,	 fastened	 it	on,	and	 it	 instantly	healed.	The	hostess,	 in	her
joy,	kept	open	house	for	three	days,	and	begged	the	emperor's	son	to	choose	one
of	 her	 daughters,	 all	 three	 of	whom	were	 beautiful	 as	 fairies,	 for	 his	wife.	He
would	not	do	that,	but	told	her	what	he	was	seeking,	and	she	replied,	"With	your
horse	and	your	heroic	courage,	I	believe	you	will	succeed."
After	 three	 days	 had	 passed,	 the	 prince	 prepared	 to	 continue	 his	 journey	 and
departed.	 He	 rode	 on,	 and	 on,	 and	 on.	 The	 road	 seemed	 to	 grow	 longer	 and
longer,	but	when	he	had	finally	crossed	the	frontiers	of	the	Woodpecker	Fairy's
kingdom,	he	entered	a	beautiful	meadow,	one	 side	of	which	was	covered	with
blooming	plants,	but	the	other	was	scorched.
The	prince	 asked	why	 the	grass	was	 singed,	 and	 the	horse	 answered,	 "We	are
now	in	the	domain	of	the	Scorpion	Witch.	She	is	the	Woodpecker	Fairy's	sister,
but	they	are	both	so	wicked	that	they	can't	live	together.	Their	parents'	curse	has
fallen	upon	them,	and	so,	as	you	see,	they	have	become	monsters.	Their	enmity
goes	 beyond	 all	 bounds,	 and	 they	 are	 always	 trying	 to	 get	 possession	 of	 each
other's	lands.	When	this	one	is	very	angry	she	spits	fire	and	pitch.	She	must	have
had	 some	 quarrel	 with	 her	 sister,	 and,	 to	 drive	 her	 out	 of	 her	 kingdom,	 has
burned	the	grass	on	which	she	was	standing.	She	is	even	worse	than	her	sister,
and	has	three	heads.	We	will	rest	awhile	now,	and	be	ready	at	the	first	peep	of
dawn	tomorrow."
The	next	day	 they	prepared	 themselves	 just	as	 they	did	when	 they	expected	 to
meet	the	Woodpecker	fairy,	and	set	out.	Soon	they	heard	a	howling	and	rustling
unlike	anything	ever	known	before.
"Make	ready,	master,	the	Scorpion	Witch	is	coming."
The	 Scorpion	 Witch,	 with	 one	 jaw	 in	 the	 sky	 and	 the	 other	 on	 the	 earth,
approached	like	the	wind,	spitting	fire	as	she	came,	but	the	horse	darted	upward
as	swiftly	as	an	arrow,	and	 then	 rushed	over	her	a	 little	on	one	side.	The	hero
shot	 an	 arrow	 and	 one	 of	 her	 heads	 fell,	 but	when	 he	was	 going	 to	 strike	 off
another,	the	Scorpion	Witch	entreated	him	to	forgive	her,	she	would	do	him	no
harm,	and	to	convince	him	of	this	she	gave	him	her	promise,	written	in	her	own
blood.



Like	the	Woodpecker	Fairy,	she	entertained	the	prince,	who	returned	her	head,
which	grew	on	again,	and	at	the	end	of	three	days	he	resumed	his	travels.
When	the	hero	and	his	horse	had	reached	the	boundaries	of	the	Scorpion	Witch's
kingdom	they	hurried	on	without	 resting	 till	 they	came	 to	a	 field	covered	with
flowers,	 where	 reigned	 perpetual	 spring.	 Every	 blossom	 was	 remarkably
beautiful	 and	 filled	 with	 a	 sweet,	 intoxicating	 fragrance,	 and	 a	 gentle	 breeze
fanned	them	all.
They	 remained	 here	 to	 rest,	 but	 the	 horse	 said,	 "We	 have	 arrived	 so	 far
successfully,	master,	but	we	still	have	one	great	peril	to	undergo	and,	if	the	Lord
helps	us	to	conquer	it,	we	shall	really	be	valiant	heroes.	A	short	distance	further
on	 is	 the	palace	where	dwell	Youth	without	Age	and	Life	without	Death.	 It	 is
surrounded	by	a	high,	dense	forest,	where	roam	all	the	wild	animals	in	the	world,
watching	it	day	and	night.	They	are	very	numerous,	and	it	is	almost	beyond	the
bounds	of	possibility	to	get	through	the	wood	by	fighting	them.	We	must	try,	if
we	can,	to	jump	over	them."
After	 resting	 about	 two	 days	 they	 prepared	 to	 continue	 their	 journey,	 and	 the
horse,	holding	its	breath,	said,	"Buckle	my	girth	as	 tight	as	you	can,	and	when
you	have	mounted	hold	fast	 to	my	mane	and	press	your	feet	close	to	my	neck,
that	you	may	not	hinder	me."	The	prince	mounted,	and	in	a	moment	they	were
close	to	the	forest.
"Master,"	said	the	horse,	"this	is	the	time	that	the	wild	beasts	are	fed.	They	are
all	collected	together,	so	now	we'll	jump	over."
"Forward,"	replied	the	handsome	prince,	"and	may	the	Lord	have	mercy	on	us."
They	flew	upward	and	saw	the	palace,	which	glittered	so	that	it	would	have	been
easier	 to	 look	 at	 the	 sun.	 They	 passed	 over	 the	 forest,	 and,	 just	 as	 they	were
descending	at	the	palace	steps,	one	of	the	horse's	hoofs	lightly	touched	the	top	of
a	 tree,	which	put	 the	whole	woods	 in	motion.	The	wild	animals	began	to	howl
till	 it	 was	 enough	 to	make	 one's	 hair	 bristle.	 They	 hastily	 alighted,	 and	 if	 the
mistress	of	the	palace	had	not	been	outside	feeding	her	chickens	(for	that	is	what
she	 called	 the	wild	 beasts),	 they	would	 certainly	 have	 been	 killed.	 She	 spared
their	 lives	out	of	pure	pleasure,	 for	 she	had	never	before	 seen	a	human	being.
Restraining	 the	 savage	 beasts,	 she	 soothed	 them,	 and	 sent	 them	 back	 to	 their
haunts.	She	was	a	tall,	slender,	lovely	fairy,	and	all	together	quite	too	beautiful.
When	the	young	hero	saw	her,	he	stood	still	as	though	turned	to	stone.	But	as	she
gazed	at	him	she	pitied	him	and	said,	"Welcome,	my	handsome	prince.	What	do
you	seek	here?"
"We	seek	Youth	without	Age	and	Life	without	Death."
Then	he	dismounted	from	his	horse	and	entered	the	palace,	where	he	found	two
other	ladies,	both	of	the	same	age,	the	elder	sisters	of	the	first	one.	He	began	to



thank	the	fairy	for	having	delivered	him	from	danger,	but	she	and	her	sisters,	to
show	their	joy,	had	a	handsome	banquet	served	in	golden	dishes.	They	gave	the
horse	liberty	to	graze	wherever	it	chose,	and	afterward	made	it	acquainted	with
all	 the	wild	 beasts,	 so	 that	 it	might	 rove	 about	 the	 forest	 in	 peace.	 The	 ladies
entreated	the	prince	to	stay	with	them,	saying	that	it	was	so	tiresome	to	be	alone.
He	 did	 not	 wait	 to	 be	 asked	 a	 second	 time,	 but	 accepted	 the	 offer	 with	 the
satisfaction	of	a	man	who	has	found	precisely	what	he	sought.
By	degrees	 they	became	accustomed	 to	 live	 together.	The	prince	 told	 them	his
story	and	related	what	he	had	suffered	before	meeting	them,	and	after	some	time
he	married	the	youngest	sister.	At	their	wedding	permission	was	granted	to	him
to	 go	 wherever	 he	 liked	 in	 the	 neighbourhood.	 They	 only	 begged	 him	 not	 to
enter	 one	 valley,	 which	 they	 pointed	 out,	 otherwise	 some	 misfortune	 would
befall	him.	The	valley	was	called,	they	said,	the	Valley	of	Lamentation.
The	prince	spent	a	very	long	time	at	the	palace	without	being	aware	of	it,	for	he
always	remained	just	as	young	as	he	was	when	he	arrived.	He	wandered	about
the	woods	without	 ever	 having	 a	 headache.	He	 amused	 himself	 in	 the	 golden
palace,	lived	in	peace	and	quiet	with	his	wife	and	her	sisters,	enjoyed	the	beauty
of	the	flowers,	and	drank	in	the	sweet,	pure	air.	He	often	went	hunting,	but	one
day,	while	pursuing	a	hare,	he	shot	two	arrows	at	it	without	hitting	the	animal.
Angrily	chasing	it	he	discharged	a	third	arrow,	which	struck	it,	but	in	his	haste
the	 luckless	 man	 had	 not	 noticed	 that	 he	 had	 passed	 through	 the	 Valley	 of
Lamentation	while	following	the	game.
He	picked	it	up	and	turned	toward	home,	but	was	suddenly	seized	with	a	longing
for	his	father	and	mother.	He	did	not	venture	to	speak	of	this	wish	to	his	wife,
yet	by	his	grief	and	restlessness	both	she	and	her	sisters	instantly	perceived	his
condition.
"Oh!	luckless	prince,	you	have	passed	through	the	Valley	of	Lamentation,"	they
said	in	terror.
"I	 did	 so,	 my	 dear	 ones,	 without	 meaning	 to	 be	 so	 imprudent,	 but	 now	 the
longing	to	see	my	parents	is	killing	me!	Yet	I	cannot	forsake	you.	I	have	already
spent	several	days	with	you	and	have	no	cause	to	complain.	So	I'll	go	and	see	my
parents	once	more,	and	then	come	back	to	you,	never	to	leave	you	again."
"Do	not	quit	us,	beloved	prince!	Your	parents	died	 two	or	 three	hundred	years
ago,	and	 if	you	go,	we	 fear	you	yourself	will	never	 return.	Stay	with	us,	 for	a
presentiment	of	evil	tells	us	that	you	will	perish!"
All	the	entreaties	of	the	three	ladies,	as	well	as	those	of	the	horse,	were	unable	to
quiet	the	young	hero's	longing	for	his	parents,	which	was	fairly	consuming	him
alive.
At	last	the	horse	said,	"If	you	don't	listen	to	me,	master,	whatever	happens	to	you



will	be	your	own	fault.	I'll	 tell	you	something,	and	if	you	accept	my	condition,
I'll	take	you	back."
"I'll	accept	it	with	many	thanks,"	replied	the	prince,	"let	me	hear	it."
"As	soon	as	you	reach	your	father's	palace	you	will	dismount,	but	I	am	to	return
alone	in	case	you	stay	even	an	hour."
"Be	it	so,"	the	prince	agreed.
They	made	 their	 preparations	 for	 the	 journey.	 The	 prince	 embraced	 the	 ladies
and	 after	 having	 bade	 them	 farewell	 he	 rode	 away,	 but	 they	 sobbed	 and	wept
bitterly	when	he	left	them.
They	 reached	 the	 country	 which	 had	 once	 been	 the	 kingdom	 of	 the	 Scorpion
Witch,	 but	 found	 cities	 there.	 The	 woods	 had	 become	 fields,	 and	 the	 prince
questioned	one	person	and	another	about	the	Scorpion	Witch	and	her	house,	but
they	 answered	 that	 their	 grandfathers	 had	 heard	 from	 their	 great,	 great
grandfathers	that	such	silly	tales	had	once	been	told.
"How	 is	 that	 possible!"	 replied	 the	prince,	 "I	 came	 through	 this	 region	myself
only	a	short	time	ago,"	and	he	told	them	all	he	knew.
The	people	laughed	at	him	as	if	he	were	a	lunatic	or	a	person	talking	in	his	sleep,
and	 the	 prince	 angrily	 rode	 on	 without	 noticing	 that	 his	 hair	 and	 beard	 were
growing	white.
When	he	 reached	 the	 realm	of	 the	Woodpecker	Fairy,	 the	 same	questions	 and
answers	were	exchanged.	The	prince	could	not	understand	how	these	places	had
altered	so	much	in	a	few	days,	and	again	rode	angrily	on.	He	now	had	a	white
beard	 that	 reached	 to	 his	 waist,	 and	 he	 felt	 as	 if	 his	 feet	 were	 beginning	 to
tremble.
Quitting	 this	 country	 he	 arrived	 in	 his	 father's	 empire.	 Here	 he	 found	 new
people,	new	towns,	and	everything	so	much	changed	that	he	could	not	recognize
it.	At	 last	he	came	to	 the	palace	where	he	was	born.	When	he	dismounted,	 the
horse	kissed	his	hand,	and	said,	"I	wish	you	good	health,	master,	I'm	going	back
to	the	place	from	which	I	came.	If	you	want	to	go	too,	mount	quickly,	and	we'll
be	off."
"Farewell,	I	too	hope	to	return	soon."
The	horse	darted	away	with	the	speed	of	an	arrow.
When	 the	 prince	 saw	 the	 ruined	 palace	 and	 the	 weeds	 growing	 around	 it,	 he
sighed	 deeply	 and	 with	 tears	 in	 his	 eyes	 tried	 to	 remember	 how	 magnificent
these	places	had	once	been.	He	walked	around	the	building	two	or	three	times,
tried	 to	 recollect	 how	 every	 room,	 every	 corner	 had	 looked,	 found	 the	 stable
where	he	had	discovered	 the	horse,	and	 then	went	down	into	 the	cellar,	whose
entrance	was	choked	up	with	fallen	rubbish.



He	groped	here	 and	 there,	 holding	up	his	 eyelids	with	his	 hands,	 and	 scarcely
able	 to	 totter	 along,	 while	 his	 snowy	 beard	 now	 fell	 to	 his	 knees,	 but	 found
nothing	except	a	dilapidated	old	chest,	which	he	opened.	It	seemed	empty,	but	as
he	 raised	 the	 lid	a	voice	 from	 the	bottom	said,	 "Welcome.	 If	you	had	kept	me
waiting	much	longer,	I	too	should	have	gone	to	decay."
Then	 his	 death,	 which	 had	 become	 completely	 shrivelled	 in	 the	 chest,	 seized
him,	and	the	prince	fell	lifeless	on	the	ground	and	instantly	crumbled	into	dust.
	



THE	LITTLE	PURSE	WITH	TWO	HALF-PENNIES

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	AN	OLD	MAN	and	an	old	woman.	The	old	woman	had	a
hen	and	the	old	man	had	a	rooster.	The	old	woman's	hen	laid	two	eggs	a	day	and
she	ate	a	great	many,	but	she	would	not	give	the	old	man	a	single	one.	One	day
the	old	man	lost	patience	and	said,	"Listen,	old	crony,	you	live	as	if	you	were	in
clover.	Give	me	a	couple	of	eggs	so	that	I	can	at	least	have	a	taste	of	them."
"No	 indeed!"	 replied	 the	 old	 woman,	 who	 was	 very	 avaricious.	 "If	 you	 want
eggs,	beat	your	rooster	that	he	may	lay	eggs	for	you,	and	then	eat	them.	I	flogged
my	hen,	and	just	see	how	she	lays	now."
The	old	man,	being	stingy	and	greedy,	listened	to	the	old	woman's	talk,	angrily
seized	his	rooster,	gave	him	a	sound	thrashing	and	said,	"There!	Now,	lay	some
eggs	for	me	or	else	go	out	of	the	house.	I	won't	feed	you	for	nothing	any	longer."
As	 soon	 as	 the	 rooster	 escaped	 from	 the	 old	man's	 hands	 it	 ran	 off	 down	 the
high-road.	While	 thus	 pursuing	 its	way,	 lo	 and	 behold!	 It	 found	 a	 little	 purse
with	 two	 half-pennies.	 Taking	 it	 in	 its	 beak,	 the	 bird	 turned	 and	 went	 back
toward	the	old	man's	house.	On	the	road	it	met	a	carriage	containing	a	gentleman
and	several	 ladies.	The	gentleman	looked	at	 the	rooster,	saw	a	purse	in	its	bill,
and	said	to	the	driver,	"Get	down	and	see	what	this	rooster	has	in	its	beak."
The	driver	hastily	 jumped	from	his	box,	 took	 the	 little	purse	from	the	rooster's
bill,	and	gave	it	to	his	master.	The	gentleman	put	it	in	his	pocket	and	drove	on.
The	 rooster	 was	 very	 angry	 and	 ran	 after	 the	 carriage,	 repeating	 continually,
"Kikeriki,	sir,	Kikerikak,	To	me	the	little	purse	give	back."
The	enraged	gentleman	said	to	the	coachman	as	they	passed	a	well,	"Take	that
impudent	rooster	and	throw	it	into	the	well."
The	driver	got	down	from	his	box	again,	 seized	 the	 rooster,	and	flung	 it	down
the	well.	When	the	rooster	saw	that	its	life	was	in	such	great	danger,	what	was	it
to	do?
It	began	to	swallow	the	water,	and	drank	and	drank	till	it	had	swallowed	all	the



water	 in	 the	 well.	 Then	 it	 flew	 out	 and	 again	 ran	 after	 the	 carriage,	 calling,
"Kikeriki,	sir,	Kikerikak,	To	me	the	little	purse	give	back."
When	the	gentleman	saw	this,	he	was	perfectly	amazed	and	said,	"Ho	ho!	This
rooster	 is	a	perfect	 imp	of	Satan!	Never	mind!	 I'll	wring	your	neck,	you	saucy
cockerel!"	When	he	reached	home	he	told	the	cook	to	take	the	rooster,	throw	it
on	 the	 coals	 burning	 upon	 the	 hearth,	 and	 push	 a	 big	 stone	 in	 front	 of	 the
opening	in	the	chimney.	The	old	woman	did	what	her	master	bade	her.
When	 the	 rooster	 saw	 this	 new	 injustice,	 it	 began	 to	 spit	 out	 the	water	 it	 had
swallowed	till	it	had	poured	all	the	water	from	the	well	upon	the	burning	coals.
This	put	out	 the	 fire,	 cooled	 the	hearth,	 and	made	 such	a	 flood	on	 the	kitchen
floor	that	the	cook	fainted	away	from	pure	rage.	Then	the	rooster	gave	the	stone
a	push,	came	out	safe	and	sound,	ran	to	the	gentleman's	window,	and	began	to
knock	on	the	panes	with	its	bill,	screaming,	"Kikeriki,	sir,	Kikerikak,	To	me	the
little	purse	give	back."
"Heaven	 knows	 that	 I've	 got	 a	 torment	 in	 this	monster	 of	 a	 rooster,"	 said	 the
gentleman.	"Driver,	rid	me	of	it,	toss	it	into	the	middle	of	the	herds	of	cows	and
oxen,	and	perhaps	some	bull	will	stick	its	horns	through	it	and	relieve	us."
The	 coachman	 seized	 the	 rooster	 and	 flung	 it	 among	 the	 herds.	You	 ought	 to
have	seen	the	rooster's	delight.	It	swallowed	bulls,	oxen,	cows,	and	calves,	till	it
had	devoured	the	whole	herd	and	its	stomach	had	grown	as	big	as	a	mountain.
Then	it	went	to	the	window	again,	spread	out	its	wings	before	the	sun	so	that	it
darkened	the	gentleman's	room,	and	once	more	began,	"Kikeriki,	sir,	Kikerikak,
To	me	the	little	purse	give	back."
When	the	gentleman	saw	this	he	was	ready	to	burst	with	rage	and	did	not	know
what	to	do	to	get	rid	of	the	rooster.	He	stood	thinking	till	at	last	an	idea	entered
his	head.	"I'll	lock	it	up	in	the	treasure-chamber.	Perhaps	if	it	tries	to	swallow	the
ducats	one	will	stick	in	its	throat,	and	I	shall	get	rid	of	the	bird."	No	sooner	said
than	 done.	He	 grasped	 the	 rooster	 and	 flung	 it	 into	 the	 treasure-chamber.	 The
rooster	swallowed	all	the	money	and	left	the	chests	empty.	Then	it	escaped	from
the	 room,	 went	 to	 the	 gentleman's	 window,	 and	 again	 began,	 "Kikeriki,	 sir,
Kikerikak,	To	me	the	little	purse	give	back."
As	the	gentleman	saw	that	there	was	nothing	else	to	be	done	he	tossed	the	purse
out.	The	rooster	picked	it	up,	went	about	its	own	business,	and	left	the	gentleman
in	 peace.	 All	 the	 poultry	 ran	 after	 the	 rooster	 so	 that	 it	 really	 looked	 like	 a
wedding,	 but	 the	 gentleman	 turned	 green	 with	 rage	 as	 he	 watched,	 and	 said
sighing,	"Let	them	all	run	off	to	the	last	chick.	I'm	glad	to	be	rid	of	the	torment,
for	there	was	witchcraft	in	that	rooster!"
But	the	puffed-up	rooster	stalked	proudly	along,	followed	by	all	the	fowls,	and
went	merrily	on	and	on	till	he	reached	the	old	man's	house	and	began	to	crow,
"Kikeriki!"



When	the	old	man	heard	the	rooster's	voice	he	ran	out	joyfully	to	meet	the	bird,
but	looking	through	the	door	what	did	he	see?	His	rooster	had	become	a	terrible
object.	 An	 elephant	 beside	 it	 would	 have	 seemed	 like	 a	 flea,	 and	 following
behind	came	countless	flocks	of	birds,	each	one	more	beautiful	and	brilliant	than
the	other.	When	the	old	man	saw	the	rooster	so	huge	and	fat,	he	opened	the	gate
for	it.
"Master,"	said	the	bird,	"spread	a	sheet	here	in	the	middle	of	the	yard."
The	old	man,	as	nimble	as	a	top,	laid	down	the	sheet.	The	rooster	took	its	stand
upon	it,	spread	its	wings,	and	instantly	the	whole	yard	was	filled	with	birds	and
herds	of	cattle.	Then	it	shook	out	on	the	sheet	a	pile	of	ducats	that	flashed	in	the
sun	till	they	dazzled	the	eyes.	When	the	old	man	beheld	this	vast	treasure	he	did
not	know	what	to	do	in	his	delight,	and	hugged	and	kissed	the	rooster.
But	all	at	once	the	old	woman	appeared	from	somewhere,	and	when	she	saw	this
marvellous	spectacle	her	eyes	glittered	in	her	head,	and	she	was	ready	to	burst
with	wrath.
"Dear	old	friend,"	she	said,	"give	me	a	few	ducats."
"Pine	 away	with	 longing	 for	 them,	 old	woman.	When	 I	 begged	 you	 for	 some
eggs,	you	know	what	you	answered.	Now	flog	your	hen,	 that	 it	may	bring	you
ducats.	I	beat	my	rooster,	and	you	see	what	it	has	fetched	me."
The	old	woman	went	to	the	hen-coop,	shook	the	hen,	took	it	by	the	tail,	and	gave
it	such	a	drubbing	that	it	was	enough	to	make	one	weep	for	pity.	When	the	poor
hen	escaped	from	the	old	woman's	hands	it	fled	to	the	highway.	While	walking
along	it	found	a	bead,	swallowed	it,	hurried	back	home	as	fast	as	possible,	and
began	to	cackle	at	 the	gate.	The	old	woman	welcomed	it	 joyfully.	The	hen	ran
quickly	in	at	the	gate,	passed	its	mistress,	and	went	to	its	nest.	At	the	end	of	an
hour	it	jumped	off,	cackling	loudly.	The	old	woman	hastened	to	see	what	the	hen
had	laid.	But	when	she	glanced	into	the	nest	what	did	she	perceive?	A	little	glass
bead.	The	hen	had	laid	a	glass	bead!	When	the	old	woman	saw	that	the	hen	had
fooled	her,	she	began	to	beat	it,	and	beat	till	she	flogged	it	to	death.	So	the	stupid
old	soul	remained	as	poor	as	a	church-mouse.	From	that	time	she	might	live	on
roast	nothing	and	golden	wait-a-while,	 instead	of	eggs,	for	she	had	abused	and
killed	the	poor	hen,	though	it	was	not	at	all	to	blame.
But	the	old	man	was	very	rich.	He	built	great	houses,	laid	out	beautiful	gardens,
and	lived	luxuriously.	He	made	the	old	woman	his	poultry-maid,	and	the	rooster
he	took	about	with	him	everywhere,	dressed	in	a	gold	collar,	yellow	boots,	and
spurs	on	its	heels,	so	that	one	might	have	thought	it	was	one	of	the	Three	Kings
from	the	Christmas	play	instead	of	a	mere	ordinary	rooster.
	



MOGARZEA	AND	HIS	SON

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	 WAS	 ONCE	 A	 YOUNG	 LAD	 who	 had	 neither	 father	 nor	 mother.
Everything	his	parents	had	left	him	was	in	the	care	of	guardians,	and	at	last	he
could	bear	their	unjust	reproaches	no	longer,	but	went	out	into	the	wide	world,
entered	a	path	leading	to	a	glade	in	the	forest,	and	followed	it	a	long	way.
When,	in	the	evening,	he	grew	tired	and	found	no	place	to	rest,	he	climbed	a	hill
and	gazed	around	him	in	every	direction	to	try	to	discover	a	light.	After	a	long
search	 he	 saw	 the	 flicker	 of	 a	 tiny	 spark	 and	went	 toward	 it.	 He	walked	 and
walked	half	the	night,	until	he	came	to	a	huge	fire,	by	which	a	man	as	big	as	a
giant	was	sleeping.	What	was	the	youth	to	do?	After	thinking	a	while,	he	crept
into	one	leg	of	the	man's	trousers	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	night	there.
When	 the	 man	 rose	 the	 next	 morning,	 to	 his	 great	 astonishment,	 he	 saw	 the
youngster	drop	out	of	his	breeches.
"Where	did	you	come	from?"	he	asked.
"I	was	sent	to	you	for	a	son	last	night,"	replied	the	lad.
"If	 that	 is	 true,"	 said	 the	 big	man,	 "you	may	 tend	my	 sheep,	 and	 I'll	 give	 you
something	to	eat,	but	beware	that	you	don't	cross	the	boundaries,	or	woe	betide
you!"
He	 pointed	 out	 to	 the	 boy	 the	 end	 of	 his	 land,	 and	 then	 added,	 "God	 be	with
you!"
The	lad	tended	the	flock	all	day,	and	when	he	returned	in	the	evening	found	the
fire	lighted,	and	helped	the	giant	milk	the	sheep.
After	their	work	was	done,	they	sat	down	to	supper,	and	while	they	were	eating
the	boy	asked,	"What	is	your	name,	father?"
"Mogarzea,"	replied	the	big	fellow.
"I	wonder	you	don't	get	tired	of	staying	here	alone	in	this	wilderness."



"Then	 you	wonder	without	 cause.	Don't	 you	 know	 that	 the	 bear	 never	 dances
willingly?"
"Yes,	you're	right	there,"	replied	the	boy.	"But	I	see	that	you	are	always	dull	and
sad.	Tell	me	your	story,	father."
"What	can	be	the	use	of	telling	you	things	that	would	make	you	sorrowful	too?"
"Never	 mind,	 I	 should	 like	 to	 know	 them.	 Are	 you	 not	 my	 father?	 Do	 you
suppose	you	have	me	as	a	son	for	nothing?"
"Well	then,	if	that's	true	and	you	wish	it,	listen	to	my	story.
"My	name,	as	I	have	already	told	you,	is	Mogarzea,	I	am	a	prince,	and	set	out	to
go	 to	 the	Sweet-milk	Lake,	which	 is	not	 far	 from	here,	 to	marry	a	 fairy.	 I	had
heard	 that	 three	 fairies	 lived	 there.	 But	 Fortune	 did	 not	 smile	 upon	 me,	 and
wicked	elves	attacked	me	and	took	away	my	soul.	Since	that	time	I	have	settled
here	 to	dwell	with	my	sheep	on	 this	 little	patch	of	 land,	without	being	able	 to
take	pleasure	 in	 anything,	without	 having	 a	moment's	 happiness,	 or	 even	once
enjoying	a	laugh.
"The	abominable	elves	are	so	quarrelsome	that	they	let	no	one	who	crosses	their
frontiers	 go	 unpunished.	 That's	 why	 I	 advise	 you	 to	 be	 on	 your	 guard,	 lest
something	should	happen	to	you	also."
"All	right,	all	right,	just	let	me	alone,	father,"	replied	the	youth,	and	they	went	to
rest.
When	day	dawned,	the	lad	rose	and	set	off	with	the	flock.	I	don't	know	how	or
why,	but	he	could	not	feel	content	to	gaze	at	the	elves'	beautiful	meadows,	while
the	sheep	were	grazing	on	Mogarzea's	barren	ground.
On	 the	 third	 day,	when	 he	was	 standing	 in	 the	 shade	 of	 a	 tree	 playing	 on	 the
flute,	for	he	was,	as	it	were,	a	master	of	the	art	of	flute	playing,	one	of	the	sheep
strayed	away	into	the	flowery	meadows,	others	followed,	then	others,	till,	when
the	youth	noticed	them,	a	number	of	the	animals	had	crossed	the	boundaries.
Still	 playing	 on	 his	 flute,	 he	went	 to	 drive	 back	 the	 sheep	which	 had	 left	 the
flock,	but	he	 suddenly	 saw	before	him	 three	merry	maidens,	who	stopped	him
and	began	to	dance	around	him.	When	the	lad	discovered	the	state	of	affairs,	he
summoned	up	his	 courage	 and	blew	with	 all	 his	might.	They	danced	until	 the
evening.
"Let	me	go	now,"	 he	 said,	 "poor	Mogarzea	will	 be	 hungry.	Tomorrow,	 if	 you
wish,	I'll	play	still	better."
"We	will	let	you	go,"	they	replied,	"but	you	know	that	if	you	don't	come	you	will
not	escape	our	punishment."
So	they	agreed	that	he	was	to	come	directly	to	them	the	next	morning,	sheep	and



all,	 then	 each	went	home.	Mogarzea	wondered	why	 the	milk	had	 increased	 so
much,	and	was	not	satisfied	until	the	lad	assured	him	that	he	had	not	crossed	the
boundaries.	They	ate	their	supper	and	went	to	rest.
The	youth	did	not	wait	till	it	had	become	perfectly	light,	but	at	the	first	streak	of
dawn	set	off	with	 the	sheep	straight	 to	 the	elves'	meadows.	When	he	began	 to
play	 on	 his	 flute,	 the	 elves	 instantly	 appeared	 and	 danced	 and	 danced	 till
evening.	 Then	 the	 youth	 pretended	 to	 drop	 the	 flute	 and,	 as	 if	 by	 accident,
stepped	upon	it	and	broke	it.
If	you	could	have	seen	how	he	bewailed	 it,	how	he	wrung	his	hands	and	wept
over	the	loss	of	his	companion,	you	would	surely	have	pitied	him.	Even	the	elves
were	touched	with	compassion	and	tried	to	comfort	him.
"I	wouldn't	care	so	much,"	he	said,	"only	I	shall	never	find	another	flute	that	will
sound	as	merry	as	this	one,	for	it	was	made	out	of	the	heart	of	a	seven-year-old
cherry	tree."
"We	have,	in	the	court-yard,	a	cherry	tree	that	is	just	seven	years	old,	if	you	want
it,	come,	we'll	cut	it	down	and	you	can	make	yourself	another	flute."
They	all	went	there,	felled	the	cherry	tree,	and	for	fear	of	touching	the	pith	while
stripping	off	the	bark,	the	youth	requested	all	the	elves	to	help.
After	having	made	a	cleft	in	the	trunk	with	his	axe,	large	enough	for	them	to	get
their	fingers	in,	he	told	them	to	take	hold	of	it	in	order	to	break	it	apart	solely	by
the	strength	of	their	arms,	that	 the	blade	of	the	axe	might	not	touch	the	pith	of
the	wood.	They	were	actually	stupid	enough	to	do	so	as	 they	stood	around	the
trunk,	and,	while	saying	"pull,"	he	drew	out	the	axe	and	caught	their	fingers	in
the	crack.
In	vain	 the	elves	begged	him	 to	 release	 them.	 In	vain	 they	said	 that	 they	were
almost	faint	with	pain,	but	the	lad	would	not	even	listen	to	the	fine	promises	they
made.	He	remained	as	cold	as	a	stone.
Finally	he	asked	them	for	Mogarzea's	soul.
"It	is	in	a	bottle	on	the	window-sill,"	they	said.
After	he	had	fetched	it,	he	inquired	how	he	could	restore	it	to	its	place,	and	the
elves	explained,	hoping	he	would	then	release	them	from	their	torture.
"You	have	tormented	many	people	so	that	they	suffered	terrible	agony	all	their
lives,	now	you	too	can	suffer	for	one	night.	It	won't	make	the	sky	fall."
With	these	words	he	took	the	sheep	and	Mogarzea's	soul	and	departed,	but	 the
elves	wailed	 so	 that	 anyone's	 heart	might	 have	 been	 torn	with	 pity.	When	 he
reached	home,	Mogarzea	scolded	him	for	being	late.	The	boy's	only	reply	was	to
ask	him	to	lie	down	on	his	back.	Then	he	climbed	upon	his	breast	and	jumped	up
and	 down	 several	 times,	 until	 the	 lazy	 soul	 the	 elves	 had	 conjured	 into	 him



darted	out	and	the	youngster	gave	him	his	own	to	swallow.	Holding	his	mouth
and	nose	with	his	hands	he	made	him	drink	the	water	that	had	been	in	the	bottle,
and	then	put	on	a	plaster	he	had	brought	from	the	elves.
He	 had	 scarcely	 got	 it	 on,	 when	 Mogarzea	 sprang	 up	 like	 a	 deer	 and	 said,
"Whether	you	are	my	son	or	not,	what	do	you	want	 as	 a	 reward	 for	what	you
have	done?"
"Tell	me	where	the	Milk	Lake	is,	and	what	I	am	to	do	to	obtain	one	of	the	three
fairies	who	are	there	for	my	wife,	and	let	me	be	your	son	forever."
Mogarzea	 granted	 the	 lad's	 wishes	 and	 they	 sat	 down	 to	 supper	 without	 his
wondering	 how	 the	 sheep	 gave	 so	 much	 milk.	 All	 night	 long	 they	 amused
themselves	by	shouting,	singing	and	dancing.
Noticing	that	dawn	was	approaching	before	they	had	gone	to	rest,	they	resolved
to	 set	 out	 together	 to	 pay	 a	 visit	 to	 the	 cheated	 elves,,	 and	 did	 so.	 When
Mogarzea	 saw	 them,	 he	 took	 them,	 log	 and	 all,	 on	 his	 back	 and	 went	 to	 his
father's	kingdom,	where	everybody	 rejoiced	when	he	came	home	as	brave	and
cheery	as	ever.	But	he	pointed	out	his	deliverer,	who	was	following	behind	with
the	sheep.
Then	 they	 all	 thanked	 the	 lad	 for	 his	 cleverness	 in	 rescuing	 Mogarzea	 from
misfortune,	and	the	festivities	at	the	palace	lasted	three	whole	days.
After	these	three	days	had	passed,	the	boy	took	Mogarzea	aside	and	said,	"I	want
to	go	now,	so	please	tell	me	where	the	Sweet-milk	Lake	is,	and,	God	willing,	I'll
come	back	again	with	my	wife."
At	 first	Mogarzea	 tried	 to	 detain	 him,	 but	 finding	 it	 no	 use	 to	 talk	 till	 he	was
tired,	 he	 told	 him	what	 he	 had	 heard.	He	 had	 seen	 nothing,	 on	 account	 of	 the
elves.
The	 boy	 took	 his	 flute	 and	 some	 food	 for	 the	 journey,	 and	 then,	 departing,
walked	 three	 long	 summer	days	until	 the	 evening,	 before	 he	 reached	 the	Milk
Lake,	which	was	in	a	fairy's	kingdom.	Early	the	next	morning	he	began	to	play
on	 his	 flute	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 lake,,	 and	 what	 did	 he	 see?	 A	 beautiful	 fairy,
whose	hair	was	exactly	like	gold,	and	whose	clothes	were	more	costly	than	any
he	had	ever	seen.	She	was	more	dazzling	than	the	sun	as	she	began	to	dance.	The
boy	stood	motionless	with	his	eyes	 fixed	upon	her,	but	when	 the	 fairy	noticed
that	he	was	no	longer	playing	she	vanished.	The	next	day	she	did	the	same	thing.
On	 the	 third,	 still	 playing,	 he	 approached,	 and	 wrapped	 in	 the	 pleasure	 of
dancing	she	did	not	notice	his	approach.	He	suddenly	rushed	upon	her,	clasped
her	in	his	arms,	kissed	her,	and	snatched	the	rose	from	her	head.
She	screamed	and	then	begged	him	to	give	her	back	the	flower,	but	he	refused.
Even	 wood	 and	 stone	 might	 have	 wept	 over	 her	 grief,	 as	 she	 lamented	 and
entreated.	But	when	he	fastened	the	rose	in	his	hat,	she	followed	him.



Finding	 that	 he	 could	 not	 be	 persuaded	 to	 restore	 the	 rose,	 they	 agreed	 to	 be
married.	So	they	went	to	Mogarzea,	to	be	wedded	by	the	emperor,	and	remained
there,	 but	 every	 year	 in	 the	month	 of	May	 they	 returned	 to	 the	Milk	 Lake	 to
bathe	their	children	in	its	waves.
After	the	emperor's	death	Mogarzea	divided	the	kingdom	with	his	preserver.
	



POPA	TANDA

Adapted	from	an	original	story	by	I.	Slavici,	translated	by	Lucy	Byng	in
Roumanian	Stories,	published	in	1921	by	John	Lane,	The	Bodley	Head.

	

	

GOD	HAVE	MERCY	ON	THE	SOUL	of	Schoolmaster	Pintilie!	He	was	a	good
man,	 and	 a	 well-known	 chorister.	 He	 was	 very	 fond	 of	 salad	 with	 vinegar.
Whenever	he	was	hoarse,	he	would	drink	 the	yolk	of	an	egg	with	 it.	When	he
raised	 his	 voice,	 the	windows	 rattled	while	 he	 sang,	 "Oh,	 Lord,	 preserve	 Thy
people."	He	was	schoolmaster	in	Butucani,	a	fine,	large	town	containing	men	of
position	and	sound	sense,	and	given	to	almsgiving	and	hospitality.	Schoolmaster
Pintilie	 had	 only	 two	 children:	 a	 daughter	 married	 to	 Petrea	 Tzapu,	 and
Trandafir,	Father	Trandafir,	priest	in	Saraceni.
God	keep	Father	Trandafir!	He	was	a	good	man,	he	had	studied	many	books,	and
he	sang	even	better	than	his	dead	father,	God	have	mercy	on	his	soul!	He	always
spoke	correctly	and	carefully	as	 though	he	were	 reading	out	of	 a	book.	Father
Trandafir	was	an	industrious,	careful	man.	He	gathered	from	many	sources,	and
made	 something	 out	 of	 nothing.	 He	 saved,	 he	 mended,	 he	 collected	 to	 get
enough	for	himself	and	for	others.
Father	Trandafir	went	 through	a	great	deal	 in	his	youth.	One	does	not	achieve
big	results	in	a	minute	or	two.	The	poor	man	has	to	go	without	a	great	deal	more
than	he	ever	gets.	He	worked	harder	with	his	brain	than	with	a	spade	and	fork.
But	what	he	did	was	not	work	thrown	away.	Young	Trandafir	became	priest	in
his	native	 town,	 in	Butucani,	a	 fine	 large	 town	containing	men	of	position	and
good	sense,	but	Trandafir	did	not	enjoy	the	almsgiving	and	hospitality.
Father	Trandafir	would	have	been	a	wonderful	man	had	not	one	thing	spoilt	him.
He	 was	 too	 severe	 in	 his	 speech,	 too	 harsh	 in	 his	 judgments.	 He	 was	 too
straightforward	 and	 outspoken.	He	 never	minded	 his	words,	 but	 said	 right	 out
what	he	had	in	his	mind.	It	is	not	good	to	be	a	man	like	that.	Men	take	offence	if
you	 speak	 too	plainly	 to	 them,	and	 it	 is	best	 to	 live	peaceably	with	 the	world.
This	was	evident	in	Father	Trandafir's	case.	A	man	like	him	could	not	stay	two
years	 in	 Butucani.	 It	 was	 first	 one	 thing,	 then	 another.	 At	 one	 time	 he
complained	to	the	townspeople,	the	next	time	to	the	archdeacon.



Now	it	is	well	known	that	priests	must	not	make	complaints	to	the	archdeacon.
The	archdeacon	understands	presents	much	better	than	complaints.	But	that	was
what	 Father	 Trandafir	 would	 not	 comprehend.	 There	 is	 no	 doubt	 that	 Father
Trandafir	was	in	the	right.
But	the	thing	is,	right	is	the	prerogative	of	the	mighty.	The	weak	can	only	assert
themselves	 gradually.	 The	 ant	 cannot	 overthrow	 the	mountain.	 It	 can,	 though,
change	its	position,	but	slowly,	slowly,	bit	by	bit.	Perhaps	the	Father	knew	that
this	was	so	in	the	world,	but	he	had	his	own	standard,	though.
"Even	 the	 devil	 cannot	 turn	 what	 is	 true	 and	 right	 into	 a	 lie!"	 This	 was	 his
remark,	and	with	 this	 remark	he	got	himself	 turned	out	of	Butucani.	That	 is	 to
say,	it	was	not	only	he	who	did	it,	it	was	the	townspeople	too.	One	word	and	a
little	something	besides	to	promote	a	good	understanding	with	the	archdeacon,	a
visit	to	the	bishop,	and	a	word	there	from	the	archdeacon.	Things	get	done	if	one
knows	how	 to	do	 them.	The	 long	and	 the	short	of	 it	was	 that	Father	Trandafir
was	sent	from	Butucani	to	Saraceni	to	promote	a	good	understanding	among	the
faithful.	Priest	in	Saraceni!	Who	knows	what	that	means	to	be	priest	in	Saraceni?
That	is	what	befell	Father	Trandafir!	Who	would	fain	leap	the	ditch	throws	his
bag	over	it	first.	Father	Trandafir	only	had	a	wife	and	two	children,	and	his	bag
was	empty.	That	was	why	he	leaped	so	unwillingly	from	Butucani	to	Saraceni.
In	the	"Dry	Valley"	there	was	a	village	which	they	called	"Saraceni."	A	village
called	"poor"	in	a	"dry"	valley!	Could	any	place	have	a	more	unpleasant	name?
The	 Dry	 Valley!	 "Valley"	 because	 the	 place	 was	 shut	 in	 between	 mountains.
"Dry,"	 because	 the	 stream,	 which	 had	 cut	 its	 way	 through	 the	 middle	 of	 the
valley,	was	dry	most	of	the	year.	This	was	how	the	valley	lay.
To	 the	 right	 stood	 a	 hill	 called	 "Rîpoasa."	 On	 the	 left	 were	 three	 other	 hills,
called	 "Fatza,"	 "Grofnitza,"	 and	 "Alunish."	 Rîpoasa	 was	 rocky.	 Fatza	 was
cultivated.	 The	 village	 stood	 on	 Grofnitza,	 while	 on	 Alunish	 lay	 the	 village
graveyard	among	hazel	and	birch	trees.	Thus	it	lay	to	right	and	left,	but	the	chief
feature	of	the	landscape	stood	at	the	bottom.	Here	rose	the	mountains	and	from
there,	came	what	did	come.
The	other	 side,	beyond	Rîpoasa	was	 the	Rapitza	Valley,	 a	much	deeper	valley
than	 the	Dry	Valley,	and	so	called	because	 the	Rapitza	 flowed	 through	 it.	The
Rapitza	was	a	 treacherous	 river,	especially	 in	 the	spring,	and	 the	stream	in	 the
Dry	Valley	was	a	branch	of	the	Rapitza.	In	the	spring,	when	the	snow	melted	on
the	mountains,	the	Rapitza	got	angry	and	poured	part	of	her	fury	into	the	branch
that	flowed	through	the	Dry	Valley,	and	the	latter	ceased	to	be	"dry."
In	 a	 few	 hours	 the	 inhabitants	 of	 Saraceni	were	 rather	 too	 rich	 in	water.	 This
occurred	nearly	 every	year.	When	 the	 crops	 in	 the	valley	 appeared	 to	be	most
favourable,	 the	Dry	Valley	belied	 its	name	and	washed	away	all	 that	 lay	 in	 its
path.



It	would	have	been	rather	better	if	this	invasion	had	lasted	only	a	short	time,	but
the	water	remained	in	the	valley,	and	in	many	places	formed	refuges	for	the	frog
family.	And	instead	of	corn,	osiers	and	interlacing	willows	grew	by	the	side	of
its	pools.
Was	 it	 any	 wonder	 that	 in	 consequence	 of	 this	 the	 people	 of	 Saraceni	 had
become	in	 time	the	most	 idle	of	men?	He	is	a	fool	who	sows	where	he	cannot
reap,	 or	where	 he	 does	 not	 know	whether	 he	will	 be	 able	 to	 reap	 or	 not.	 The
Fatza	was	a	sandy	spot,	the	corn	grew	a	few	inches	high	and	the	maize	a	yard,
while	on	Rîpoasa	one	 could	not	 grow	blackberries	 even,	 for	 at	 the	bottom	 the
water	spoilt	the	fruit.	Where	there	is	no	hope	of	reward	there	is	no	incentive	to
work.	Whoever	works	wants	to	earn,	but	the	people	of	Saraceni	had	given	up	all
thoughts	of	gain,	 and	 therefore	no	one	 felt	 inspired	 to	work.	Those	who	could
afford	 it	passed	 their	 time	 lying	out	of	doors,	 those	who	could	not,	 spent	 their
day	working	in	 the	neighbouring	villages.	When	the	winter	came	life	was	hard
and	bitter.
But	whoever	 has	 got	 used	 to	 the	 bad	 does	 not	 think	 of	 better	 things,	 and	 the
people	 of	 Saraceni	 appeared	 to	 think	 that	 things	 could	 not	 be	 better	 than	 they
were.	Fish	in	the	water,	birds	in	the	air,	moles	in	the	ground,	and	the	people	of
Saraceni	in	poverty!
Saraceni?	One	can	imagine	what	a	village	like	Saraceni	must	have	been.	Here	a
house,	 there	 a	 house,	 all	 alike.	 Hedges	 were	 superfluous,	 seeing	 there	 was
nothing	to	enclose.	The	street	was	the	whole	village.	It	would	have	been	absurd
to	put	a	chimney	on	the	house.	The	smoke	simply	found	its	way	out	through	the
roof.	There	would	have	been	no	sense	 in	putting	plaster	on	 the	walls	either,	as
that	 dropped	 off	 in	 time.	 Some	 of	 the	 buildings	 were	 made	 of	 bits	 of	 wood
knocked	 together,	 a	 roof	 of	 straw	 mixed	 with	 hay,	 an	 oven	 of	 clay,	 an	 old-
fashioned	 veranda	 outside,	 a	 bed	with	 four	 posts	 built	 into	 the	 ground,	 a	 door
made	out	of	three	boards	held	together	by	two	stakes	placed	crosswise.	All	was
quickly	made	and	well-made,	and	whoever	was	not	pleased	with	it,	let	him	make
something	he	liked	better.
At	the	top	of	the	village,	that	is	to	say	on	the	highest	point,	was	a	sort	of	building
which	the	Saracenese	called	the	"church."	It	was	a	heap	of	old	tree	trunks	piled
one	on	the	top	of	the	other	in	the	form	of	walls.	In	the	old	days	-	when,	one	does
not	know	-	 these	kind	of	walls	were	open	 to	 the	sky.	Later	 the	walls	had	been
made	to	converge	in	one	place,	 to	support	what	was	supposed	to	do	duty	for	a
tower.	 This,	 owing	 to	 the	 fact	 that	 the	 supports	 of	 the	 facade	 had	 perished
through	the	buffeting	of	a	very	strong	wind,	had	fallen	towards	the	patient	earth,
dragging	 the	entire	 structure	after	 it.	And	 there	 it	had	 remained	ever	 since,	 for
the	church	counted	for	little	in	Saraceni.	It	was	superfluous.
Priest?	They	say	there	is	no	village	without	a	priest.	Probably	whoever	said	this



did	not	know	about	Saraceni.	Saraceni	was	a	village	without	a	priest.	That	is	to
say,	it	was	a	village	with	a	priest,	only	this	priest	was	a	priest	without	a	village.
Saraceni	was	unique	in	one	way.	There	had	never	been	a	priest	who	stayed	more
than	 three	days	 in	Saraceni,	he	 came	one	day,	 stayed	 the	next,	 and	 left	on	 the
third.	 Many	 guilty	 priests	 passed	 through	 Saraceni,	 although	 whoever	 might
have	stayed	there	long	enough	would	have	expiated	all	his	sins.
Then	Father	Trandafir	reached	this	penitential	spot.	He	could	not	expect	to	do	as
the	others	had	done,	come	one	day,	stay	the	next,	and	depart	 the	third.	He	was
too	much	out	of	favour	with	the	archdeacon	to	imagine	that	he	would	send	him
to	 another	 village.	 He	 could	 not	 remain	 without	 a	 village.	 A	 priest	 without	 a
village	is	like	a	cart	without	a	wheel,	a	yoke	without	oxen,	a	hat	on	the	top	of	a
wig.	He	began	to	think	what	he	must	do.	He	must	take	things	as	they	were,	and
stay	gladly	in	Saraceni.	It	was	only	a	village	in	name,	but	no	one	could	say	he
was	a	priest	without	a	village.
But	really	a	more	suitable	priest	for	a	more	suitable	village	you	could	not	have
found.	The	poverty	of	the	priest	corresponded	to	the	poverty	in	the	homes	of	his
parishioners.	From	the	beginning	Trandafir	realized	one	thing.	It	was	much	nicer
in	Butucani	than	in	Saraceni.	There	the	people	all	had	something,	and	you	could
always	have	some	of	it.	In	Saraceni	all	the	latches	were	made	of	wood.	Then	the
Father	reflected	that	the	priest	did	all	the	business	of	the	town,	but	the	town	took
care	 of	 the	 priest's	 purse.	 Before	 long	 the	 Father	 began	 to	 feel	 sure	 that	 the
people	who	started	by	being	charitable	and	hospitable	were	not	born	fools.	"It	is
a	wise	thing	when	men	meet	together	to	comfort	and	cheer	each	other.	Even	our
Redeemer	 began	with	 almsgiving,	 and	 the	wedding	 at	Cana	 of	Galilee."	 Thus
thought	 Father	 Trandafir,	 but	 in	 Saraceni	 there	 was	 neither	 almsgiving	 nor
hospitality.
"There	is	one	thing,"	said	the	Father	to	himself	a	little	later	on,	"in	a	poor	village
there	 is	no	corn	 for	 the	priest	 to	gather.	As	 long	as	 the	people	of	Saraceni	are
lazy,	 so	 long	 shall	 I	 be	hungry!"	And	he	began	 to	 think	how	he	was	going	 to
make	his	 parishioners	 industrious.	The	 industrious	man	 eats	 the	 stones,	makes
soup	out	of	the	stagnant	water,	and	reaps	corn	where	the	hemlock	used	to	grow.
"Then",	concluded	the	priest,	"when	the	cow	has	fodder	she	is	no	longer	dry!"
Thus	he	spoke,	and	he	set	to	work	to	put	it	in	practice.	A	man	who	has	nothing	to
eat	 busies	 himself	with	 other	 people's	 affairs.	He	does	 no	good	 that	way!	The
blind	man	 cannot	 aid	 the	 cripple,	 and	 the	 hungry	 don't	 improve	 their	 village.
When	 the	 geese	 keep	 watch	 among	 the	 vegetables,	 little	 remains	 for	 the
gardener:	but	Father	Trandafir	was	obstinate,	when	he	started,	he	went	on,	and
he	got	there,	or	he	died	by	the	way.
The	 first	 Sunday	 Father	 Trandafir	 preached	 before	 the	 people,	 who	 had
assembled	in	considerable	numbers	to	see	the	new	priest.	There	is	nothing	more



agreeable	 to	 a	 man	 who	 desires	 the	 welfare	 of	 others	 than	 to	 see	 his	 words
making	an	impression.	A	good	thought	multiplies	itself,	penetrating	many	hearts,
and	 whoever	 possesses	 it	 and	 passes	 it	 on,	 if	 he	 values	 it,	 rejoices	 to	 see	 it
gaining	ground	in	the	world.	Father	Trandafir	felt	happy	that	day.	Never	before
had	 he	 been	 listened	 to	 with	 such	 attention	 as	 on	 this	 occasion.	 It	 seemed	 as
though	 these	 people	 were	 listening	 to	 something	 which	 they	 knew	 but	 which
they	did	not	understand	well.	They	drank	 in	his	words	with	 such	eagerness,	 it
was	 as	 though	 they	wanted	 to	 read	 his	 very	 soul	 the	 better	 to	 understand	 his
teaching.
That	 day	 he	 read	 the	 gospel	 of	 "The	 Prodigal	 Son."	 Father	 Trandafir	 showed
how	God,	 in	His	unending	love	for	man,	had	created	him	to	be	happy.	Having
placed	man	in	the	world,	God	wished	him	to	enjoy	all	the	innocent	pleasures	of
life,	for	only	so	will	he	learn	to	love	life	and	live	charitably	with	his	neighbours.
The	man	who,	 through	 his	 own	 fault	 or	 owing	 to	 other	 causes,	 only	 feels	 the
bitterness	 and	 sorrow	 of	 this	 world	 cannot	 love	 life,	 and,	 not	 loving	 it,	 he
despises	in	a	sinful	manner	the	great	gift	of	God.
What	kind	of	people	are	the	lazy	people,	the	people	who	make	no	effort,	who	do
not	stretch	out	a	hand	to	take	this	gift?	They	are	sinners!	They	have	no	desires,
only	 carnal	 appetites.	Man	 has	 been	 given	 pure	 desires	which	 he	may	 gratify
with	the	fruit	of	his	labours.	Longings	are	put	into	his	heart	that	he	may	conquer
the	world	while	God	Himself	contemplates	him	with	pleasure	from	on	high.	To
work	is	the	first	duty	of	man,	and	he	who	does	not	work	is	a	sinner.
After	 this,	 the	Father	sketched	 in	words	which	seemed	 to	give	 life	 to	his	 ideas
the	miserable	existence	of	a	man	perishing	from	hunger,	and	he	gave	his	faithful
hearers	the	thoughts	which	had	germinated	in	his	own	intelligent	brain.	He	told
them	how	they	must	work	in	the	spring	and	in	the	summer,	in	the	autumn	and	in
the	winter.
The	people	had	listened.	The	Father's	words	were	written	on	their	faces.	Going
home	they	could	only	talk	of	what	 they	had	heard	in	church,	and	each	one	felt
himself	more	of	a	man	than	before.	Maybe	 there	were	many	among	them	who
only	waited	for	Sunday	to	pass	that	they	might	begin	their	first	day	of	work.
"There	has	never	been	such	a	priest	in	Saraceni!"	said	Marcu	Flori	Cucu,	as	he
parted	from	his	neighbour,	Mitru.
"A	 priest	 that	 does	 honour	 to	 a	 village,"	 replied	 Mitru,	 as	 if	 he	 felt	 that	 his
village	was	not	exactly	honoured.
Other	 Sundays	 followed.	 Father	 Trandafir	 was	 ready	 with	 his	 sermon.	 The
second	 Sunday	 he	 had	 no	 one	 to	 address.	 The	 weather	 was	 wet,	 and	 people
stayed	at	home.	Other	Sundays,	when	 the	weather	was	 fine,	probably	 then	 the
people	did	not	 remember	 in	 time,	and	 they	were	 loath	 to	part	 from	God's	blue
sky.	And	so	the	Father	only	had	in	church	some	old	woman	or	some	aged	man



with	 failing	 sight	 and	 deaf	 ears.	 Sometimes	 there	was	 only	Cozonac,	 the	 bell-
ringer.	In	this	way	he	made	no	progress.	Had	he	been	a	different	kind	of	man	he
would	have	stopped	here.
But	Father	Trandafir	was	like	the	goat	among	cabbages	in	the	garden.	When	you
turn	it	out	at	the	door,	it	comes	in	through	the	fence.	When	you	mend	the	fence,
it	jumps	over	it,	and	does	a	lot	more	damage	by	destroying	the	top	of	the	hedge.
God	keep	him!	Father	Trandafir	still	remained	a	good	man.
"Wait!"	he	said.	"If	you	will	not	come	to	me,	I	will	go	to	you!"
Then	 the	 priest	 went	 from	 door	 to	 door.	 He	 never	 ceased	 talking	 from	 the
moment	 it	 was	 light.	 Whenever	 he	 came	 across	 anyone	 he	 gave	 him	 good
advice.	You	met	the	priest	in	the	fields.	You	found	him	on	the	hill.	If	you	went
down	 the	valley	you	encountered	 the	priest.	The	priest	was	 in	 the	woods.	The
priest	 was	 in	 church,	 the	 priest	 was	 at	 the	 death-bed,	 the	 priest	 was	 at	 the
wedding,	 the	 priest	 was	 with	 your	 next-door	 neighbour.	 You	 had	 to	 fly	 the
village	 if	you	wanted	 to	escape	 the	priest.	And	whenever	he	met	you,	he	gave
you	wise	counsel.
During	a	whole	year,	Father	Trandafir	gave	good	advice.	People	listened	gladly
because	 they	 liked	 to	stay	and	 talk	 to	 the	priest	even	 if	he	did	give	 them	good
advice.	All	the	same,	the	old	saying	holds	good.	“Men	know	what	they	ought	to
do,	but	 they	don't	do	 it.”	The	Father	was	disappointed.	After	a	certain	 time	he
ceased	to	give	advice.	There	was	not	a	man	in	the	village	upon	whom	he	had	not
poured	the	whole	weight	of	his	learning.	He	had	nothing	more	to	say.
"This	will	not	do,"	said	the	priest	once	more.	"Advice	does	not	pay.	I	must	start
something	more	severe."
He	began	to	chaff.
Wherever	 he	 found	 a	man,	 Father	Trandafir	 began	 to	make	 him	 ridiculous,	 to
make	fun	of	him	in	every	kind	of	way.	If	he	passed	a	house	that	had	not	been	re-
roofed	yesterday,	he	would	say	to	the	owner:	"Oh,	you	are	a	clever	man,	you	are!
You	have	windows	in	the	roof.	You	do	love	the	light	and	the	blessed	sun!"
If	he	 found	a	woman	 in	a	dirty	blouse	he	would	say	 things	 like,	"Look	at	me!
Since	when	have	you	taken	to	wearing	stuff	dresses?"
If	he	met	an	unwashed	child	he	would	say,	"Listen,	good	wife,	you	must	have	a
lot	of	plum	jam	if	you	can	plaster	your	children	with	it!"
And	if	he	came	across	a	man	lying	in	the	shade	he	would	say	to	him,	"Good	luck
with	your	work!	Good	luck	with	your	work!"	If	 the	man	got	up,	he	would	beg
him	not	to	stop	work,	for	his	children's	sake.
He	began	like	this,	but	he	carried	it	altogether	too	far.	It	got	to	such	a	pitch	that
the	people	did	 their	utmost	 to	get	out	of	 the	priest's	way.	He	became	a	perfect



pest.	The	worst	thing	about	it	was	that	the	people	nicknamed	him	"Popa	Tanda"
because	he	chaffed	them	so.	And	"Popa	Tanda"	he	has	remained	ever	since.
To	tell	the	truth,	it	was	only	in	one	way	the	people	did	not	like	the	priest.	Each
one	was	 ready	 to	 laugh	 at	 the	 others	 with	 the	 priest,	 but	 no	 one	was	 pleased
when	the	others	laughed	at	him.	That	is	human.	Everyone	is	ready	to	saddle	his
neighbour's	mare.	In	that	way,	Father	Trandafir	pleased	his	parishioners,	but	he
was	not	content	himself.	Before	the	year	was	out,	every	man	in	the	village	had
become	a	tease.	There	was	not	a	person	left	of	whom	to	make	fun,	and	in	the	end
the	wags	 began	 to	 laugh	 at	 themselves.	 That	 put	 an	 end	 to	 it.	Only	 one	 thing
remained	to	do,	so	the	village	started	to	make	fun	of	the	priest.
Two	whole	years	passed	without	Trandafir	being	able	to	stir	up	the	people,	even
when	he	had	passed	from	advising	them	to	annoying	them.	They	became	either
givers	of	advice	or	they	were	teasers.	All	day	they	stood	in	groups,	some	of	them
giving	 advice,	 others	 joking.	 It	was	 a	wonderful	 affair.	The	people	 recognized
the	right,	despised	the	bad,	but	nothing	altered	them.
Popa	 Tanda	 got	wild.	He	 began	 to	 abuse	 the	 people.	As	 he	 had	 proceeded	 to
advise	them,	and	to	chaff	them,	so	now	he	proceeded	to	abuse	them.	Whenever
he	got	hold	of	a	man,	he	abused	him.	But	he	did	not	get	far	with	this.	At	first	the
people	allowed	themselves	to	be	insulted.	Later	on,	they	began	to	answer	back,
on	the	sly,	as	it	were.	Finally,	thinking	it	was	going	too	far,	they	began	to	abuse
the	priest.
From	 now	 on,	 things	 got	 a	 little	 involved.	 Everything	 went	 criss-cross.	 The
people	began	to	tell	the	priest	that	if	he	did	not	leave	off	laughing	at	them,	and
insulting	 them,	 they	 would	 go	 to	 the	 bishop	 and	 get	 him	 removed	 from	 the
village.	That	is	what	the	priest	deserved.	The	people	had	hit	on	the	very	thing!
Throw	him	out	of	Saraceni!	The	priest	began	to	curse	in	earnest.	The	people	got
in	to	their	carts	to	go	to	the	archdeacon,	and	from	the	archdeacon	to	the	bishop.
In	 the	 Book	 of	 Wisdom,	 concerning	 the	 life	 of	 this	 world,	 there	 is	 a	 short
sentence	which	 says	 that	 our	well-wishers	 are	often	our	undoing	and	our	 evil-
wishers	are	useful	 to	us.	Father	Trandafir	was	not	 lucky	in	getting	good	out	of
his	 evil-wishers.	 The	 bishop	 was	 a	 good	 soul,	 worthy	 of	 being	 put	 in	 all	 the
calendars	all	over	the	face	of	the	earth.	He	took	pity	on	the	poor	priest,	said	he
was	in	the	right,	and	scolded	the	people.
And	so	Popa	Tanda	stayed	in	Saraceni.
	

Misfortunes	generally	heap	themselves	upon	mankind.	One	gives	rise	to	another,
or	are	they,	perhaps,	inseparable?	Anyhow,	they	are	always	like	light	and	shade,
one	alongside	the	other.
By	now	Father	Trandafir	had	three	children.	When	he	returned	from	the	bishop,



he	found	his	wife	in	bed.	There	was	a	fourth	little	blessing	in	the	house.	A	sick
wife,	three	little	children,	a	fourth	at	the	breast,	and	a	tumble-down	house.	The
snow	drifted	 through	 the	walls,	 the	 stove	 smoked,	 the	wind	 came	 through	 the
roof,	the	granary	was	bare,	his	purse	empty,	and	his	heart	heavy.
Father	Trandafir	was	not	the	man	to	find	a	way	out	of	this	embarrassing	state	of
things.	Had	it	been	someone	else	in	his	situation,	he	could	have	helped	himself,
but	he	could	not	comfort	himself.	For	a	long	time	he	stood	in	the	dim	light	of	the
little	lamp,	while	everyone	around	him	slept.	The	sick	woman	was	asleep.	Now
there	is	nothing	more	conducive	to	melancholy	than	the	sight	of	people	asleep.
He	 loved	 those	 sleeping	 forms,	 he	 loved	 them	 and	 was	 responsible	 for	 their
happiness.	He	lived	for	them,	and	their	love	made	life	precious	to	him.	Thoughts
crowded	into	his	brain.	His	mind	turned	to	the	past	and	to	the	future,	considering
the	state	in	which	he	found	himself.	The	future	could	only	appear	depicted	in	the
saddest	colours.	His	children!	His	wife!	What	would	become	of	them?	His	heart
was	heavy,	and	he	could	not	find	one	consoling	thought,	one	single	loop-hole	of
escape,	nowhere	in	the	world	was	there	anything	to	give	him	a	gleam	of	hope.
The	next	day	was	Sunday.	The	Father	went	to	church	with	bowed	head,	to	read
Matins.
Like	the	generality	of	mankind,	Father	Trandafir	had	never	given	much	thought
to	what	he	was	doing.	He	was	a	priest,	and	he	was	content	with	his	lot.	He	liked
to	 sing,	 to	 read	 the	 Gospel,	 to	 instruct	 the	 faithful,	 to	 comfort,	 and	 to	 give
spiritual	assistance	to	the	erring.	His	thoughts	did	not	go	much	beyond	that.	Had
he	been	asked	at	any	time	whether	he	realized	the	sanctity,	the	inner	meaning	of
his	calling,	maybe	he	would	have	laughed	to	himself	at	all	those	things	which	a
man	only	grasps	 in	moments	of	 intense	 suffering.	 It	 is	man's	nature,	when	his
mind	comprehends	a	series	of	more	or	less	deep	thoughts,	to	measure	the	whole
world	by	this	standard,	and	not	to	believe	what	he	does	not	understand.
But	man	does	not	always	 think	 in	 this	way.	There	are	events	during	which	his
brain	 becomes	 inactive.	 Such	 times	 include	 being	 in	 danger,	 when	 no	 escape
seems	possible,	or	in	moments	of	joy,	when	he	knows	not	from	what	source	his
happiness	is	derived,	or	at	times	when	his	train	of	thought	seems	to	have	lost	all
coherence.	 Then,	 when	 man	 has	 reached,	 in	 any	 way,	 the	 point	 where	 the
possible	becomes	indistinguishable	from	the	impossible,	he	ceases	to	reason,	and
instinct	asserts	itself.
Father	Trandafir	went	into	the	church.	How	many	times	had	he	not	entered	that
church!	Just	as	a	blacksmith	might	enter	his	forge.	But	this	time	he	was	seized
with	an	incomprehensible	fear.	He	took	a	few	steps	forward	and	then	hid	his	face
in	his	hands	and	began	to	sob	bitterly.	Why	did	he	cry?	Before	whom	did	he	cry?
His	lips	uttered	these	words	only,	"Almighty	God,	succour	me!"	Did	he	believe
that	this	prayer,	expressed	with	all	the	energy	of	despair,	could	bring	him	help?



He	believed	nothing,	he	thought	of	nothing,	he	was	in	a	state	of	exaltation.
	

The	Holy	Scriptures	teach	us	that	just	as	the	ploughman	lives	on	the	fruit	of	his
toil,	 so	does	 the	 spiritual	 pastor,	who	 serves	 the	 altar,	 live	by	 the	 result	 of	 his
service	at	that	altar.	Father	Trandafir	always	believed	in	the	Holy	Scriptures,	he
always	worked	 only	 for	 the	 spiritual	 welfare	 of	 his	 people,	 and	 expected	 that
they,	 in	 return,	 would	 furnish	 him	with	 his	 daily	 bread.	 But	 the	 world	 is	 not
always	 in	 agreement	 with	 what	 is	 written	 and	 commanded.	 Only	 the	 priest
agreed	with	it,	the	people	did	not.	The	Father	got	little	from	his	office,	anyhow
not	enough,	this	is	to	say,	four	pieces	of	ground	near	the	village,	a	poll-tax	on	the
population,	and	baptismal	and	burying	fees.
Taken	altogether,	it	amounted	to	nothing,	seeing	that	the	earth	produced	scarcely
anything,	 the	 poll-tax	 existed	 only	 in	 name,	 the	 new-born	 were	 baptized	 for
nothing,	and	the	dead	were	buried	gratis	by	the	priest.
Near	the	church	was	a	deserted	house,	a	house	in	name	only.	The	owner	of	the
house	could	have	kept	cattle,	but	he	had	no	beasts.	By	the	side	of	the	house	there
was	 room	 for	 a	 garden,	 but	 there	was	 no	 garden	 because,	 as	we	 have	 already
said,	there	were	no	fences	in	Saraceni.	Father	Trandafir	bought	the	whole	place
and	lived	in	it.	As	the	house	belonged	to	the	priest,	nothing	much	was	done	to
put	 it	 in	order,	and	 it	was	quite	dilapidated,	 the	walls	had	holes	 in	 them,	 there
were	 rents	 in	 the	 roof.	 The	 Father	 only	 troubled	 himself	 about	 other	 people's
houses.
The	priest's	table	was	no	better	than	the	house.	According	to	the	old	saying,	man
follows	 the	ways	 of	 other	men	 even	when	 he	wants	 to	make	 them	 follow	 his
own.	 The	 priest	 lived	 like	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 village.	 Happily	 he	 had	 his	 wife's
dowry,	but	often	one	does	not	try	to	get	help	from	just	the	place	where	it	is	to	be
had.	The	season	of	Lent	drew	near.
"It	will	not	do!"	said	Father	Trandafir.	"This	will	not	do!"	And	he	began	to	do	as
the	rest	of	the	world	does,	to	occupy	himself	first	and	foremost	with	the	care	of
his	own	house.
Directly	the	spring-time	came,	he	hired	a	gipsy,	and	set	him	to	work	to	plaster
the	 house	with	 clay.	 In	 a	 few	 days	 all	 four	walls	were	 firmly	 plastered.	After
that,	 the	priest	enjoyed	sitting	outside	more	than	inside	the	house,	because	you
could	not	see	the	walls	of	the	house	so	well	from	within.	A	plastered	house	was
a	 fine	 thing	 in	 Saraceni,	 especially	 when	 one	 could	 say	 to	 oneself,	 "That	 is
mine!"
There	 was	 one	 thing,	 though,	 which	 was	 not	 as	 it	 should	 be.	 Every	 time	 the
Father's	eyes	 fell	upon	 the	sides	of	 the	 roof	he	went	 indoors,	as	he	 felt	he	had
seen	enough.	He	did	not	want	to	see	the	defective	roof,	but	every	time	he	wanted



to	look	at	the	walls	he	had	to	see	the	roof.	That	damned	roof!	It	could	no	longer
be	left	like	that.
Down	in	the	valley	where	there	are	numerous	pools,	not	only	willows	and	osiers
grew,	 but	 here	 and	 there	were	 to	 be	 found	 sedges	 and	 rushes,	 cat's-tail	 and	 a
species	of	reed.	"That	is	what	I	will	do!"	thought	the	priest.	He	engaged	a	man,
and	sent	him	out	to	cut	sedges	and	rushes	and	cat's-tail	and	reeds.	One	Saturday
the	 house	 was	 surrounded	 by	 bundles	 tied	 with	 osiers,	 and	 the	 following
Saturday	the	roof	was	mended	and	edged	on	the	top	with	bundles	of	reeds	over
which	were	stretched	 two	strips	of	wood	fastened	with	cross	pieces.	The	work
was	good,	and	not	dear.	People	passed	by	the	priest's	house	nodding	their	heads
and	saying,	"The	priest	is	one	of	the	devil's	own	men."	Now	the	priest	could	stay
happily	outside.
But	this	happiness	did	not	last	long.	There	was	still	one	thing	that	was	not	quite
right.	The	priest	felt	that	he	was	too	much	in	the	open.	There	was	no	other	house
in	the	village	like	his,	and	it	would	have	been	better	a	 little	separated	from	the
village.	The	Father	hardly	liked	to	say	"At	my	place,"	when	"my	place"	was	"in
the	village."	There	must	be	a	fence,	and	a	gate	for	the	people	to	enter	by,	when
they	came	to	see	the	priest.	It	might	be	a	fence	in	name	only,	and	the	gate	only	a
hurdle,	 but	 it	must	 be	 an	 understood	 thing	 that	 before	 anyone	 could	 enter	 the
priest's	house	he	must	cross	the	priest's	yard.
Once	more	the	priest	hired	a	man	and	sent	him	to	cut	briars	and	stakes.	He	fixed
the	stakes	into	the	ground,	and	placed	the	briars	between	them,	and	there	was	the
fence,	 ready-made.	 In	 front	 of	 the	 house,	 in	 the	 direction	of	 the	 church,	 about
half	an	acre	of	ground	was	enclosed.	The	gate	was	formed	by	four	poles	fastened
by	 two	 others	 placed	 crosswise.	 The	 priest's	 wife	 especially	 rejoiced	 at	 being
thus	shut	in,	and	the	priest	rejoiced	when	he	saw	his	wife's	pleasure.	There	was
not	 a	 day	 on	 which	 either	 the	 priest	 or	 his	 wife	 did	 not	 say	 to	 the	 children,
"Listen!	You	are	not	to	go	outside	the	yard.	Play	quietly	at	home."
Once	 a	man	 starts,	 he	 never	 gets	 to	 the	 end.	One	 desire	 gives	 rise	 to	 another.
Now	the	priest's	wife	got	an	idea	in	her	head.
"Do	you	know,	Father,"	she	said	one	morning,	"I	think	it	would	be	a	good	plan
to	make	a	few	beds	for	vegetables	by	the	side	of	the	fence."
"Vegetable-beds?"
"Yes,	we	can	sow	onions,	carrots,	haricot	beans,	potatoes,	and	cabbages."
The	 Father	 was	 astonished.	 To	 him	 that	 seemed	 quite	 beyond	 their	 powers.
Vegetable-beds	in	Saraceni!
For	a	few	days	his	head	was	full	of	vegetable-beds,	of	potatoes,	cabbages,	and
haricot	beans,	and	a	few	days	after	that,	the	ground	was	already	dug	up	and	the
beds	were	ready.	Not	a	day	passed	on	which	the	priest	and	his	wife	did	not	go



about	ten	times	to	the	beds	to	see	if	the	seeds	were	growing.	Great	was	the	joy
one	day.	The	priest	had	risen	very	early.
"Wife,	get	up!"
"What's	the	matter?"
"They	have	sprouted."
The	priest	and	his	wife	and	all	the	children	spent	the	whole	day	squatting	by	the
beds.	The	more	seeds	they	saw	appear	above	the	ground,	the	happier	they	were.
And	 again	 the	 villagers	 passed	 by	 the	 priest's	 house	 and	 looked	 through	 the
thorns	at	the	priest's	vegetable-beds,	and	they	said	once	more,	"The	priest	is	one
of	the	devil's	own	men!"
"Listen,	wife,"	said	 the	priest.	"Wouldn't	 it	be	a	good	plan	 to	sow	maize	along
the	fence	and	round	the	beds?"
"Indeed	it	would!	I	like	fresh	maize!"
"So	do	I,	especially	when	it's	roasted	on	the	embers!"
Here	was	 a	 new	 task!	 The	 priest	 surrounded	 himself	 with	maize.	 He	 laughed
with	pleasure	when	he	thought	how	pretty	it	would	be	when	the	maize	grew	up
all	 round	 and	 shut	 out	 the	 briars	 on	 the	 fence	which	 had	 begun	 to	 offend	 his
eyes.	But	there	is	the	old	proverb,	"Much	wants	more."	At	the	back	of	the	house
was	 another	 strip	 of	 ground,	 about	 four	 times	 the	 size	 of	 the	 bit	 they	 had
cultivated.	The	priest	could	not	get	it	out	of	his	head.	Why	should	this	land	lie
fallow?	 Couldn't	 he	 plant	 maize	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 house	 too?	 In	 the	 fields
opposite,	men	were	ploughing	and	sowing,	the	ground	was	untouched	still	in	the
village	because	it	was	the	village.
Marcu	Flori	Cucu,	the	priest's	neighbour,	had	a	plough.	It	was	rather	dilapidated,
but	 it	 was	 a	 plough,	 and	Mitru	Catamush,	Marcu's	 neighbour,	 had	 two	 feeble
oxen	and	a	foundered	horse.	The	priest,	Marcu,	Mitru,	 the	oxen	and	the	horse,
worked	all	one	day	from	morn	till	eve.	The	ground	was	ploughed	up	and	sown
with	maize.	From	thenceforward,	the	priest	was	happier	when	he	was	at	the	back
of	the	house.
It	 was	 a	 wonderful	 and	 beautiful	 bit	 of	 work.	 And	 here	 and	 there	 among	 the
furrows	a	blade	of	maize	peeped	out.	In	spite	of	this,	the	priest	scratched	himself
once	 or	 twice,	 and	 then	 fairly	 often,	 behind	 the	 ear.	 It	 seemed	 as	 though
something	still	weighed	upon	his	mind.	It	was	a	difficult	matter,	which	he	hardly
dare	take	in	hand.	The	glebe	lands.	Up	to	now,	they	had	been	neglected,	and	at
present,	he	did	not	know	what	 to	do	with	 them.	He	would	have	 liked	 to	work
them	himself.	He	would	have	liked	to	see	his	own	men	sowing	them,	he	would
have	liked	to	take	his	wife	there	in	the	autumn.	It	was	very	tempting.	He	talked	a
great	deal	to	his	wife	about	the	matter.	They	would	need	horses,	a	cart,	a	plough,



a	labourer,	stables.	They	would	want	a	quantity	of	 things.	Moreover,	 the	priest
did	not	understand	agriculture.
However,	the	vegetable-beds	were	growing	green,	and	the	maize	was	springing
up.	The	priest	made	up	his	mind.	He	took	the	residue	of	his	wife's	dowry	and	set
to	work.	Marcu's	plough	was	good	enough	to	start	with.	The	priest	bought	one
horse	from	Mitru.	A	man	in	 the	Rapitza	Valley	had	another	one,	Stan	Schiopu
had	a	cart	with	three	wheels.	The	priest	bought	it	as	he	got	a	wheel	from	Mitru,
to	make	up	for	the	horse	being	foundered.
Cozonac,	the	bell-ringer,	engaged	himself	as	labourer	to	the	priest,	for	his	house
was	only	a	stone's	throw	away.	The	priest	drove	four	posts	into	the	ground	at	one
end	of	the	house,	two	long	ones	and	two	short,	and	he	made	three	sides	of	plaited
osiers	and	a	roof	of	rushes,	and	there	was	the	stable	all	ready.
During	 these	days,	Father	Trandafir	 had	 aged	by	 about	 ten	years,	 but	 he	grew
young	again	when	he	placed	his	wife	and	children	 in	 the	cart,	whipped	up	 the
horses,	and	drove	off	to	see	their	ploughed	land.
The	villagers	saw	him,	and	shook	their	heads,	and	said	once	more,	"The	priest	is
the	devil's	own	man."
The	priest's	wife	had	her	own	feminine	worries.	She	had	a	beautiful	Icon	which
had	been	given	to	her	by	the	son	of	the	priest	at	Vezura.	At	present	the	Icon	was
lying	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 a	 box	 wrapped	 up	 in	 paper.	 For	 a	 long	 time	 she	 had
wished	to	place	it	between	the	windows,	to	put	flowers	and	sweet	basil	round	it,
and	 look	 at	 it	 often,	 because	 this	 Icon	 represented	 the	 Holy	 Virgin,	 and	 the
priest's	daughter	was	called	Mary.	But	the	walls	were	dirty	and	the	Icon	had	no
case.	There	was	another	 thing	 that	annoyed	 the	priest's	wife.	One	window	was
filled	in	with	a	pig's	bladder,	and	in	the	other	were	three	broken	panes	mended
with	paper.	The	house	was	rather	dark.
Easter	drew	near.	There	were	only	five	days	to	Holy	Week.	If	the	priest	wanted
to	 spend	 Easter	 with	 his	 wife,	 he	 had	 still	 three	 important	 things	 to	 get	 -
whitewash	for	the	walls,	windows	for	the	house,	and	a	case	for	the	Icon	of	the
most	Blessed	Virgin.	These	were	all	objects	that	could	be	found	only	in	a	town.
To	the	market,	then!
The	priest	had	horses	and	a	cart.	He	was	vexed	about	 the	osier	baskets	 for	 the
maize,	as	only	the	backs	and	sides	of	them	still	remained.	He	was	ashamed	that	a
priest	 like	himself	 should	have	 to	go	 to	 the	market	without	any	maize-baskets.
He	could	not	borrow	any,	 seeing	as	he	was	at	Saraceni,	where	 even	 the	priest
had	no	proper	maize-baskets.
They	 say	 "Necessity	 is	 the	 best	 teacher."	 The	 Father	 sent	 Cozonac	 down	 the
valley	 to	 fetch	 osiers,	 planted	 two	 stakes	 in	 the	 ground	with	 thinner	 sticks	 set
between	them	about	a	hand's	breadth	apart,	and	then	the	priest	and	his	wife	and



children,	and	Cozonac	too,	began	to	plait	the	osiers	in.	Before	long	the	baskets
were	 ready.	The	work	was	 not	 very	 remarkable,	 but	 for	 all	 that	 they	were	 the
best	 baskets	 in	 Saraceni,	 and	 so	 good	 that	 Cozonac	 could	 not	 refrain	 from
saying,	"The	priest	is	one	of	the	devil's	own	men!"
To	 the	market-place	 and	 from	 the	market-place	home	 the	Father	went	proudly
with	his	baskets.	Other	people	had	some,	but	he	found	people	could	buy	worse
baskets	than	those	he	had	made	himself.
"What	is	the	priest	making?"
"Baskets	for	the	maize."
"But	he	has	got	some."
"He	is	making	them	for	those	who	have	not	got	any."
After	Easter,	Cozonac	began	to	clear	the	pools	of	osiers	which	the	priest	wove
into	 baskets.	 The	 longer	 the	 work	 continued,	 the	 better	 was	 it	 done,	 the	 last
basket	was	always	the	best.
Marcu	Flori	Cucu	was	 a	 sensible	man.	He	 liked	 to	 stay	 and	 talk	 to	 the	 priest.
Cozonac	 cleared	 the	 osiers,	 the	 priest	 plaited	 them,	while	Marcu	 lay	 upon	 his
stomach	with	his	head	in	his	hands	and	idly	watched.
"This	osier	is	a	little	too	long,"	said	the	priest,	measuring	the	osier	with	his	eye.
"Here,	Marcu!	Give	me	the	hatchet	to	make	it	shorter."
The	 hatchet	 was	 at	 Marcu's	 feet.	 Marcu	 raised	 the	 upper	 part	 of	 his	 body,
supported	himself	on	his	elbows,	stretched	out	his	legs,	and	began	feeling	about
for	the	hatchet,	trying	to	draw	it	up	by	his	feet.
"Make	haste!"	said	the	priest,	and	gave	him	a	cut	with	the	osier.
Marcu	jumped	up	and	assured	the	priest	that	he	was	much	more	nimble	than	he
thought.	In	the	end,	this	assurance	was	of	great	use	to	him.	By	Whitsuntide	the
priest	had	a	 cart-load	of	baskets	 ready	 to	 take	 to	 the	market,	 and	Marcu	knew
very	well	that	if	the	priest	sold	the	baskets	he	would	have	a	cheerful	holiday.
The	 priest	 had	 had	 help	 for	 some	 weeks,	 and	 the	 help	 had	 always	 brought	 a
reward	to	the	man	who	had	given	it.
Just	 before	Whitsuntide	 the	 rain	 began,	 and	 seemed	 as	 though	 it	would	 never
cease.
"I	do	not	know	what	I	shall	do,"	said	the	priest.	"It	seems	as	though	I	must	leave
the	market	until	after	Whitsuntide.	I	do	not	like	going	in	the	rain.	If	it	does	not
stop	raining	by	Thursday,	I	just	shall	not	go."
Marcu	scratched	himself	behind	his	ears	and	said	nothing.	He	could	see	 that	 it
did	not	suit	the	priest	to	get	soaked.



"Here,"	 he	 said	 a	 little	 later,	 ceasing	 to	 plait,	 "couldn't	 we	weave	 an	 awning?
There	are	reeds	and	rushes	and	osiers	in	the	valley."
"Perhaps	you	are	right,"	replied	the	priest.	"It	could	be	made	the	same	way	as	we
are	making	these."
Through	helping	him,	Marcu	had	 learnt	 to	make	better	baskets	 than	 the	priest.
The	awning	did	Marcu	great	credit,	and	the	priest	did	not	get	wet	and	came	back
from	the	market	with	a	full	purse.
This	 time	Whit-Sunday	was	 fine.	The	priest's	wife	had	 a	new	gown,	 the	 three
eldest	children	had	dolls	bought	in	the	town,	and	the	tiny	one,	Mary,	had	a	straw
hat	 with	 two	 pink	 flowers.	 The	 walls	 were	 white	 both	 inside	 and	 out,	 the
windows	were	whole,	the	house	was	light,	and	the	Icon	of	the	Holy	Virgin	could
be	seen	very	well	placed	high	up	between	the	windows,	decorated	with	flowers
grown	along	the	edge	of	the	vegetable-beds.	The	priest	had	brought	white	flour,
meat,	butter,	and	even	sugar,	from	the	town.
The	priest	 loved	his	wife,	but	 it	was	not	his	way	to	kiss	her	at	odd	times.	But,
this	morning,	the	first	thing	he	did	was	to	embrace	her.	His	wife	began	to	cry,	I
don't	know	why,	and	when	Father	Trandafir	entered	the	church	he	felt	inclined	to
cry.	He	 had	 seen	 people	 in	 front	 of	 the	 Icon	 and	 there	were	 tears	 in	 his	 eyes
when	he	went	up	to	the	altar.	The	people	say	he	had	never	sung	more	beautifully
than	 he	 did	 that	 day.	 The	 saying	 remained,	 "To	 sing	 like	 the	 priest	 at
Whitsuntide!"
The	parishioners	went	to	see	the	priest.	They	passed	through	the	gate	before	they
crossed	 the	 door-step.	 They	 wiped	 their	 boots,	 put	 their	 hats	 on	 their	 sticks,
leaned	their	sticks	against	the	wall,	smoothed	their	moustaches	and	their	beards,
and	 stepped	 inside.	When	 they	 came	out	 of	 the	 house	 again,	 they	 took	 a	 look
round,	nodded	their	heads,	and	said	nothing.
	

The	 years	 come,	 the	 years	 go,	 the	world	moves	 on,	 and	man	 is	 sometimes	 at
peace	 with	 the	 world,	 and	 sometimes	 at	 odds	 with	 it.	 The	 high	 road	 passed
through	 the	 town,	 passed	 by	 the	Dry	Valley	 and	 ran	 farther	 on	 to	 the	Rapitza
Valley.	Where	the	roads	met,	at	the	conjunction	of	the	two	valleys,	there	was	a
mill	on	the	Rapitza.	Near	Rapitza	was	a	cross,	close	to	the	cross	was	a	fountain,
and	by	the	fountain	were	eight	fine	sycamores.	This	spot	was	called	"The	Cross
of	Saraceni."	From	here	to	Saraceni	was	only	about	an	hour	by	road.	In	spite	of
this,	whenever	he	 came	 from	 the	 town,	 the	man	of	Saraceni	pulled	up	here	 to
water	his	horse,	and	waited	a	while,	hoping	that	some	wayfarer	might	come	and
ask,	"What	village	is	that	where	one	sees	that	beautiful	church	with	white	walls
and	the	glittering	tower?"	And	when	he	is	asked,	he	strokes	his	moustache,	and
looking	proudly	towards	the	place	replies:	"Up	there	on	the	Grofnitza?	That's	our
village,	Saraceni,	but	you	ought	to	hear	the	bells.	What	bells	that	tower	contains!



One	can	hear	them	a	three	hours'	journey	away!"
Where	the	road	divided	there	stood	a	sign-post	with	two	arms.	On	one	arm	was
written,	 "To	 the	 Rapitza	 Valley,"	 and	 on	 the	 other	 one,	 "Towards	 the	 Dry
Valley."	There	was	no	road	anywhere	round	about	like	the	one	that	ran	through
the	Dry	Valley	towards	Saraceni.
It	was	 as	 smooth	 as	 a	 table,	 and	 as	 solid	 as	 a	 cherry-stone.	One	 could	 see	 the
Saracenese	had	 constructed	 it	 lovingly.	To	 right	 and	 left,	 at	 intervals	 of	 ten	 to
fifteen	paces,	were	some	shady	nut-trees	which	were	a	pleasure	to	look	at.	The
river-bed	lay	on	the	right,	the	road	ran	along	its	bank,	but	higher	up,	so	that	the
water	could	not	disturb	it.	The	Saracenese	had	to	destroy	rock	in	their	progress,
but	that	they	did	cheerfully,	for	out	of	the	rock	they	built	the	road.
From	here	on,	the	Saracene	felt	at	home,	and	drove	at	a	foot's	pace.	But	he	was
not	bored	for	a	second.	At	every	step	almost	he	met	an	acquaintance	with	whom
he	exchanged	words,	"Where	do	you	come	from?"	and	"Where	are	you	going?"
One	man	 had	 a	 cart	 full	 of	 lime,	 another	 a	 load	 of	 apples,	 then	 came	 a	man
carrying	a	trellis-work,	and	another	with	a	wheelbarrow,	a	stave,	or	some	other
article	made	of	wood.
From	 time	 to	 time,	 along	 the	 side	 of	 the	 road,	 one	 found	 the	 stone-masons	 at
work,	their	trowels	ringing	from	daybreak	till	sunset.	This	road	was	not	a	dreary
one!
There	were	 lime-kilns	where	 the	 road	 ran	 along	 the	 valley.	 In	 one	place	 there
was	 a	whole	 village.	 Some	men	were	 loading	 up	 lime,	 others	 unloading	 stone
and	 wood,	 the	 masons	 were	 shaping	 the	 stones,	 the	 men	 at	 the	 kilns	 were
throwing	wood	on	to	 the	fires,	and	the	foremen	were	making	noise	enough	for
five.
From	 this	point	one	could	see	 the	village	well.	The	gardens	were	 full	of	 trees,
and	only	between	 the	bushes	or	beyond	 the	 trees	did	one	catch	a	glimpse	here
and	there	of	a	bit	of	the	walls	or	the	roofs	of	the	houses.	The	priest's	house	was
just	up	by	the	church.	One	could	only	see	five	windows	and	a	red	roof	with	two
chimney	stacks.	Opposite	the	church	stood	the	school.	The	house,	of	which	one
could	only	see	a	piece	of	wall	with	two	windows	and	a	roof,	belonged	to	Marcu
Flori	Cucu.
The	big	building	visible	lower	down	was	the	Town	Hall.	If	the	houses	had	lain
less	closely	together	the	village	would	have	looked	very	beautiful,	but,	as	it	was,
one	only	caught	a	glimpse	and	must	imagine	the	rest.
Everyone	 had	 changed,	 Father	 Trandafir	 only	 had	 remained	 the	 same	 -	 fresh,
gay,	and	busy.	If	his	grey	hair	and	grizzled	beard	had	not	betrayed	his	age,	we
might	have	thought	that	the	little	children	with	whom	he	played	in	the	evening,
on	the	seat	in	front	of	the	house,	were	his	own.	One	of	them,	whom	he	had	lifted



up	to	kiss,	stole	his	hat	from	off	his	head	and	ran	away	with	it.	Mariuca	opened
the	 window	 and	 called	 out,	 "My	 little	 Trandafir,	 don't	 leave	 grandfather
bareheaded."
Then	 she	 flew	 from	 the	 window	 to	 catch	 Ileana,	 who	 had	 stolen	 her
grandmother's	bonnet	and	adorned	herself	with	it,	and	was	now	proudly	showing
herself	to	her	grandfather.	The	old	grandfather	laughed	heartily.	He	loved	a	joke.
From	 close	 by	 came	 Father	 Costa,	 and	 caught	 first	 Ileana	 and	 then	Mariuca,
kissed	 them,	 and	 then	 seated	 himself	 by	 his	 father-in-law's	 side.	 Marcu,
neighbour	and	old	friend,	Mariuca's	father-in-law,	and	attached	to	the	house,	saw
the	group	and	came	to	join	in	the	conversation.
"Old	 man,	 take	 your	 hat.	 You	 must	 not	 sit	 there	 bare-headed,"	 said	 the
grandmother,	handing	his	hat	through	the	window.
One	of	the	villagers,	in	passing,	wished	him	"Good	night,"	and	added	to	himself,
"May	the	Lord	preserve	him	for	many	years,	for	he	is	one	of	God's	own	men."
	



CUNNING	ILEANE

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	AN	EMPEROR	WHO	had	three	daughters,	the	oldest	was
beautiful,	 the	middle	 one	more	beautiful,	 but	 the	youngest,	 Ileane,	was	 so	 fair
that	even	the	sun	stopped	to	gaze	at	her	and	admire	her	charms.
One	day	 the	emperor	received	 the	news	that	his	neighbour,	a	mighty	monarch,
was	 no	 longer	 friendly,	 but	 wanted	 to	 fight	 with	 him	 on	 account	 of	 a	 great
imperial	 feud.	The	 emperor	 consulted	 the	 old	men	 of	 the	 country,	 and,	 seeing
there	was	nothing	else	to	be	done,	he	commanded	his	valiant	soldiers	to	mount
their	horses,	take	their	weapons,	and	prepare	for	the	terrible	battle	which	was	to
be	fought.
Before	 mounting	 himself,	 the	 emperor	 called	 his	 daughters,	 addressed	 a	 few
fatherly,	touching	words	to	them,	and	gave	each	one	a	beautiful	flower,	a	merry
little	bird,	and	a	rosy-cheeked	apple.
"Whoever	has	her	flower	wither,	her	bird	mope	or	her	apple	rot,	I	shall	know	has
not	kept	her	 faith,"	said	 the	wise	emperor.	Then	mounting	his	steed	he	wished
them	"Good-health"	and	set	off	with	his	brave	soldiers	on	their	toilsome	way.
When	 the	 neighbouring	 emperor's	 three	 sons	 heard	 the	 news	 that	 the	 emperor
had	 quitted	 his	 home	 and	 gone	 to	 the	 war,	 they	 made	 an	 agreement	 among
themselves	and	sprang	on	their	horses	to	ride	to	the	palace	and	vex	the	monarch
by	making	his	 three	daughters	faithless	 to	his	 trust.	The	oldest	prince,	a	brave,
spirited,	handsome	fellow,	went	first	to	see	how	matters	stood	and	bring	tidings
afterward	to	the	others.
Three	days	and	three	nights	 the	champion	stood	under	 the	wall,	but	not	one	of
the	girls	had	appeared	at	the	windows.	In	the	grey	dawn	of	the	fourth	day	he	lost
patience,	plucked	up	his	courage,	and	tapped	on	the	oldest	princess's	window.
"What	 is	 it,	what	 is	 it?	What	 is	wanted?"	asked	 the	royal	maiden,	 roused	from
her	sleep.
"It	is	I,	little	sister,"	said	the	prince,	"I,	an	emperor's	son,	who	have	stood	under



your	window	three	days	for	love	of	you."
The	princess	did	not	even	approach	 the	window,	but	 replied	 in	a	prudent	 tone,
"Go	back	home	by	 the	way	you	came.	May	 flowers	 spring	up	before	you	and
thorns	remain	behind."
After	three	more	days	and	nights	the	prince	again	knocked	on	the	girl's	window.
This	time	the	princess	approached	it,	and	said	in	a	more	gentle	voice,	"I	told	you
to	go	back	home	by	 the	way	you	came.	May	 thorns	 spring	up	before	you	and
flowers	remain	behind."
Once	 more	 the	 prince	 waited	 three	 days	 and	 three	 nights	 under	 the	 maiden's
window.	 In	 the	 grey	 dawn	of	 the	 tenth	 day,	 that	 is	 after	 thrice	 three	 days	 and
thrice	three	nights	had	passed,	he	smoothed	his	hair	and	for	the	third	time	tapped
on	the	window.
"What	is	it?	Who	is	it?	What	is	wanted?"	asked	the	princess,	this	time	somewhat
more	sternly	than	before.
"It	is	I,	little	sister,"	said	the	prince.	"For	thrice	three	days	I	have	stood	longingly
under	 your	 window.	 I	 would	 like	 to	 see	 your	 face,	 gaze	 into	 your	 eyes,	 and
watch	the	words	flow	from	your	lips!"
The	princess	 opened	 the	window,	 glanced	 angrily	 at	 the	 handsome	youth,	 and
said	in	a	scarcely	audible	voice,	"I	would	willingly	look	into	your	face	and	say	a
word	or	two	to	you,	but	first	go	to	my	younger	sister,	then	come	to	me."
"I'll	send	my	younger	brother,"	replied	the	prince.	"But	give	me	one	kiss	to	make
my	way	home	pleasanter."
And	almost	before	he	had	spoken,	he	snatched	a	kiss	from	the	beautiful	girl.
"May	no	second	one	fall	to	your	lot,"	said	the	princess,	wiping	her	mouth	with
her	 embroidered	 sleeve.	 "Go	 back	 home	 by	 the	 way	 you	 came.	May	 flowers
spring	up	before	you	and	flowers	remain	behind."
The	prince	went	back	 to	his	brothers	and	 told	 them	all	 that	had	happened,	and
the	second	took	his	departure.
After	this	prince	had	stood	under	the	second	princess's	window	nine	times	nine
days	and	nine	times	nine	nights	and	tapped	for	the	ninth	time	at	her	window,	she
opened	it	and	said	to	him	kindly,	"I	would	like	to	look	at	you	and	say	a	word	or
two	to	you,	but	first	go	to	my	youngest	sister,	then	come	to	me."
"I'll	 send	my	youngest	 brother,"	 said	 the	 prince.	 "But	 give	me	one	 kiss,	 that	 I
may	hurry	the	faster."
He	had	scarcely	said	it,	when	he	stole	a	kiss.
"May	no	second	one	fall	to	your	lot,"	said	this	royal	maiden	too.	"Go	back	home
by	 the	way	 you	 came.	May	 flowers	 spring	 up	 before	 you	 and	 flowers	 remain



behind!"
The	prince	returned	to	his	brothers,	told	them	all	that	had	happened,	and,	for	the
third	time,	a	hero	departed,	the	youngest	son.	When	he	reached	the	palace	where
the	three	sisters	lived	Ileane	was	standing	at	the	window,	and	when	she	saw	him,
said	 merrily,	 "You	 handsome	 champion	 with	 the	 royal	 face,	 where	 are	 you
hurrying,	that	you	urge	on	your	steed	so	hotly?"
When	the	prince	saw	Ileane's	face	and	heard	Ileane's	words,	he	stopped,	gazed	at
her,	and	answered	boldly,	"I'm	hurrying	to	the	sun	to	steal	one	of	its	rays,	to	give
to	 its	 sister	 and	 take	 her	 home,	where	 she	 shall	 become	my	 bride.	Now,	 little
sister,	I	will	stop	on	my	way	to	look	at	you,	gaze	at	the	radiance	of	your	face,	say
a	word	to	you	and	steal	a	word	in	reply."
Ileane	cleverly	answered:	"If	your	nature	is	like	your	words,	if	your	soul	is	like
your	face,	proud	and	beautiful,	and	mild	and	gentle,	 I	will	gladly	call	you	 into
the	house,	seat	you	at	a	banquet,	give	you	food	and	drink	and	kisses."
The	prince	sprang	from	his	horse	as	he	heard	these	words,	and	answered	boldly,
"My	nature	will	be	like	my	speech,	and	my	heart	 like	my	face.	Let	me	in,	seat
me	at	the	banquet,	and	you	shall	never	repent	it	from	dawn	till	nightfall."
He	had	scarcely	uttered	the	words	when	he	leaped	upon	the	window-sill,	jumped
through	the	window	into	the	room,	went	through	the	room	to	the	table,	and	took
his	place	at	the	very	top,	where	the	emperor	had	sat	when	he	was	a	bridegroom.
"Stop,	stop!"	said	Ileane.	"First	let	me	see	whether	you	are	what	you	ought	to	be,
and	 then	we'll	 talk	 and	 begin	 our	 love-making.	 Can	 you	make	 roses	 grow	 on
burdocks?"
"No!"	said	the	prince.
"Then	the	thistle	is	your	flower,"	said	clever	Ileane.	"Can	you	make	the	bat	sing
in	a	sweet	voice?"
"No!"	said	the	prince.
"Then	 night	 is	 your	 day,"	 said	 clever	 Ileane.	 "Can	 you	make	 apples	 grow	 on
wolf's-bane?"
"That	I	can!"	said	the	prince.
"Then	 that	 shall	 be	 your	 fruit!"	 replied	 the	 beautiful	 and	 cunning	 Ileane.	 "Sit
down	at	the	table."
The	prince	 took	his	 place.	Ah!	But	 Ileane	was	 indeed	 cunning.	Before	 he	 had
fairly	 seated	himself,	 he	dropped,	 chair	 and	 all,	 into	 the	deep	 cellar	where	 the
emperor's	treasures	were	kept.
Ileane	now	began	to	scream:	"Help!"	and	when	all	the	servants	came	rushing	in
to	see	what	had	happened,	she	 told	 them	she	had	heard	a	noise	and	was	afraid



that	 someone	 had	 got	 into	 the	 cellar	 to	 rob	 the	 emperor	 of	 his	 treasures.	 The
servants	did	not	waste	many	words,	but	instantly	opened	the	iron	door	and	went
into	 the	cellar,	where	 they	 found	 the	prince	and	brought	him	 in	disgrace	 to	be
sentenced.
Ileane	pronounced	judgment.
Twelve	girls	 under	 punishment	 for	 some	offense	were	 to	 carry	 him	out	 of	 the
country,	and	when	they	had	reached	the	frontier	with	him,	each	one	was	to	give
him	a	kiss.
The	order	was	obeyed.	When	the	prince	reached	home	and	joined	his	brothers,
he	told	them	the	whole	story,	and	after	everything	had	been	related	their	hearts
were	 filled	with	 rage.	 So	 they	 sent	word	 to	 the	 two	 older	 princesses	 that	 they
must	 arrange	 to	 have	 Ileane	 go	 to	 the	 three	 princes'	 court,	 so	 that	 they	might
revenge	 themselves	 upon	 her	 for	 the	 insult	 she	 had	 offered	 them.	 When	 the
oldest	daughter	received	this	message	from	the	prince	she	pretended	to	be	sick,
called	Ileane	to	her	bedside,	and	told	her	that	she	could	not	get	well	unless	Ileane
brought	her	something	to	eat	from	the	princes'	kitchen.
Ileane	would	have	done	anything	for	her	sister's	sake,	so	she	took	a	little	jug	and
set	off	for	the	court	of	the	three	princes,	 to	beg	or	steal.	When	she	reached	the
palace,	she	rushed	breathlessly	into	the	kitchen	and	said	to	the	head-cook,	"For
heaven's	sake,	don't	you	hear	the	emperor	calling	you?	Make	haste,	and	see	what
is	the	matter."
The	cook	took	to	his	heels	and	ran	as	fast	as	he	could,	as	though	he	had	received
an	imperial	command.	Ileane,	left	alone	in	the	kitchen,	filled	her	jug	with	food,
emptied	all	the	dainty	dishes	that	were	on	the	fire	upon	the	floor,	and	went	away.
When	the	princes	heard	of	this	insult	 they	were	still	more	enraged	than	before.
They	sent	another	message	to	the	two	sisters	and	again	prepared	a	revenge.	As
soon	as	the	second	sister	received	the	news,	she,	too,	pretended	to	be	ill,	called
Ileane	to	her	bed,	and	told	her	that	she	could	not	get	well	unless	she	tasted	the
wine	in	the	princes'	cellar.	Ileane	would	have	done	anything	for	her	sister,	so	she
took	the	little	jug	and	prepared	to	go	again.
When	she	reached	the	court	she	rushed	 into	 the	cellar,	and,	panting	for	breath,
said	 to	 the	head-butler,	 "For	heaven's	 sake,	don't	you	hear	 the	emperor	 calling
you?	Make	haste	and	see	what	is	the	matter."
The	butler	took	to	his	heels	and	ran	as	if	he	had	received	an	imperial	command.
Ileane	filled	her	jug	with	wine,	poured	out	the	rest	on	the	cellar	floor,	and	then
hurried	home.
The	princes	sent	a	third	message	to	the	two	princesses	and	told	them	they	must
send	Ileane	in	a	different	way	from	what	they	had	done	before.	This	time	both
the	princesses	feigned	illness,	called	 their	sister	 to	 them,	and	 told	her	 that	 they



could	not	get	well	unless	Ileane	brought	them	two	of	the	princes'	apples.
"My	dear	sisters,"	replied	Ileane,	"I	would	go	through	fire	and	water	for	you,	so
how	much	more	willingly	to	the	princes."	Taking	the	little	jug	she	set	off	to	find,
seize,	and	bring	back	the	fruit	and	save	her	dear	sisters'	lives.
When	the	youngest	prince	learned	that	Ileane	was	coming	to	the	garden	to	steal
the	golden	apples,	he	gave	orders	that,	if	groans	were	heard	there,	nobody	must
dare	go	in,	but	let	the	person	who	was	wailing,	moan	in	peace.	Then	he	hid	huge
knives,	 swords,	 spears,	 and	many	 other	 things	 in	 the	 earth	 under	 the	 tree	 that
bore	the	golden	apples,	concealing	them	so	that	only	the	sharp	points	rose	out	of
the	 ground.	 After	 he	 had	 finished,	 he	 hid	 himself	 in	 a	 clump	 of	 bushes	 and
waited	for	Ileane.	She	came	to	the	gate,	and	seeing	the	two	huge	lions	that	kept
guard	there	flung	each	of	them	a	piece	of	meat,	the	lions	began	to	tear	it,	and	the
princess	went	to	the	apple	tree,	stepped	cautiously	between	the	knives,	swords,
spears,	and	other	things,	and	climbed	into	it.
"May	this	do	you	much	good,	little	sister,"	said	the	prince.	"I'm	glad	to	see	you
in	my	garden."
"The	pleasure	 is	mine,"	 replied	 Ileane,	 "since	 I	have	so	brave	and	handsome	a
prince	for	my	companion.	Come,	climb	the	 tree	and	help	me	pick	some	apples
for	my	dear	sisters,	who	are	dangerously	ill	and	have	asked	for	them."
The	prince	wanted	nothing	better.	He	meant	to	pull	Ileane	from	the	tree	among
the	knives.
"You	are	very	kind,	Ileane,"	he	replied.	"	Be	kinder	still	and	give	me	your	hand
to	help	me	up	into	the	tree."
"Your	plan	is	wicked,"	thought	Ileane,	"but	it	shall	work	your	own	misfortune."
She	gave	him	her	hand,	pulled	him	up	the	trunk	to	the	branches,	and	then	let	him
drop	among	 the	knives,	 swords,	 spears	 and	other	 such	 things,	which	had	been
put	there	for	her	own	destruction.
"There	you	are,"	she	said,	"now	you	will	know	what	you	meant	to	do."
The	hero	with	the	black	soul	began	to	shriek	and	groan,	but	nobody	came	to	help
him.	They	left	him,	according	to	his	own	orders,	to	moan	in	peace,	and	he	was
obliged	to	bear	his	terrible	sufferings	patiently.
Ileane	 took	 her	 apples,	 carried	 them	 home,	 gave	 them	 to	 her	 sisters,	 and	 then
went	 back	 to	 the	 imperial	 palace	 and	 told	 the	 servants	 to	 go	 and	 rescue	 their
master	from	his	great	danger.
The	prince,	who	had	been	so	abominably	treated,	sent	for	the	most	skilful	witch
in	the	whole	country	to	come	and	give	him	a	cure	for	his	wounds.	But	Ileane	had
gone	to	the	witch	first	and	offered	her	a	great	deal	of	money	to	let	her,	Ileane,	go
to	the	court	in	her	place.	So	Ileane	went	to	the	palace	disguised	as	the	witch.	She



ordered	a	buffalo	hide	to	be	soaked	in	vinegar	three	days	and	three	nights,	then
taken	 out	 and	wrapped	 around	 the	wounded	 youth.	 But	 the	 prince's	 cuts	 only
burned	the	more,	and	his	sufferings	became	still	more	unbearable.
When	he	saw	that	he	was	in	a	bad	way,	he	sent	for	a	priest	that	he	might	relieve
his	heart	before	he	died	and	give	him	the	sacrament.	But	Ileane	was	not	idle.	She
went	to	the	priest,	offered	him	a	large	sum	of	money,	and	induced	him	to	let	her
go	to	the	palace	instead.	So	Ileane	arrived	at	the	court	disguised	as	a	priest.
When	 she	 approached	 the	prince's	 bed	he	was	 at	 the	point	 of	 death,	 and	 there
were	scarcely	three	breaths	left	in	him.
"My	son,"	said	the	false	priest,	Ileane,	"you	have	summoned	me	to	confess	your
sins	to	me.	Think	of	the	hour	of	death,	and	tell	me	all	you	have	on	your	heart.
Are	you	at	variance	with	anyone?	Yes,	or	no?"
"With	no	one,"	replied	 the	prince,	"except	Ileane,	 the	youngest	daughter	of	 the
emperor,	our	neighbour.	And	I	hate	her	out	of	love	and	longing,"	he	continued.
"If	I	should	not	die,	but	recover,	I	will	ask	the	emperor	for	her	hand	in	marriage,
and	if	I	don't	kill	her	the	first	night	she	shall	be	my	faithful	wife	according	to	the
law."
Ileane	 heard	 these	words,	 said	 a	 few	 in	 reply,	 and	 then	went	 home.	Here	 she
soon	understood	why	her	sisters	were	wailing	and	lamenting,	for	they	had	heard
that	the	emperor	was	returning	home	from	the	great	war.
"You	 ought	 to	 rejoice,"	 said	 Ileane,	 "when	 you	 hear	 that	 our	 kind	 father	 is
coming	home	safe	and	well."
"We	 should	 rejoice,"	 replied	 the	 sisters,	 "if	 our	 flowers	 had	 not	withered,	 our
apples	had	not	rotted,	and	our	birds	had	not	stopped	singing,	but	now	we	have
reason	to	cry."
When	Ileane	heard	these	words	she	went	to	her	room,	saw	the	flower	sprinkled
with	dew,	the	bird	hungry,	and	the	apple	looking	as	if	it	wanted	to	say:	"Eat	me,
little	sister!"
So,	to	help	her	dear	sisters,	she	gave	the	flower	to	one	and	the	bird	to	the	other,
keeping	only	the	beautiful	apple	for	herself.	So	they	waited	for	the	arrival	of	the
emperor,	who	was	very	stern	in	his	commands.
When	the	monarch	reached	home,	he	approached	his	oldest	daughter	and	asked
for	the	flower,	the	bird,	and	the	apple.	She	showed	him	nothing	but	the	flower,
and	 even	 that	 was	 half	 withered.	 The	 emperor	 said	 nothing,	 but	 went	 to	 his
second	 daughter.	 She	 showed	 him	 only	 the	 little	 bird,	 and	 that,	 too,	 looked
drooping.	Again	the	emperor	did	not	speak,	but	silently	went	up	to	his	youngest
daughter,	clever	Ileane.
When	 the	emperor	 saw	 the	apple	on	 Ileane's	chest	of	drawers	he	could	almost



have	 devoured	 it	 with	 his	 eyes,	 it	 was	 so	 beautiful.	 "Where	 did	 you	 put	 the
flower,	and	what	have	you	done	with	the	bird?"	he	asked	Ileane.
Ileane	did	not	answer,	but	hurried	to	her	sisters	and	brought	back	a	fresh	flower
and	a	merry	little	bird.
"May	 you	 prosper,	my	 little	 daughter,"	 said	 the	 emperor,	 "I	 see	 now	 that	 you
have	kept	faith	with	me."
From	Ileane	the	emperor	went	to	his	second	daughter,	and	then	to	the	eldest	one.
When	he	questioned	them	about	the	three	things	he	had	trusted	to	their	care,	they
hastily	brought	Ileane's	flower,	bird,	and	apple.	But	as	God	permits	no	falsehood
to	 succeed,	 in	 their	 hands	 the	 flower	 withered,	 the	 bird	 moped,	 and	 only	 the
apple	remained	fresh,	rosy-cheeked,	and	eatable.
When	the	emperor	saw	this	he	understood	everything,	and	ordered	the	two	older
princesses	to	be	buried	to	their	breasts	in	the	earth,	and	left	there	that	they	might
be	an	example	of	the	severity	of	an	imperial	punishment.	But	Ileane	he	praised,
kissed,	 spoke	 to	 her	 in	 kind,	 fatherly	 words,	 and	 said,	 "May	 you	 have	 much
happiness,	my	child,	for	you	have	been	faithful	to	your	duty."
After	the	neighbouring	emperor's	son	had	recovered,	he	mounted	his	horse	and
set	off	to	ask	Ileane	to	be	his	wife.	The	old	emperor,	Ileane's	father,	after	hearing
for	what	purpose	the	prince	had	come,	said	 to	him	kindly,	"Go	and	ask	Ileane,
my	son	and	hero,	for	whatever	she	wishes	shall,	with	God's	help,	be	done."
Ileane	said	nothing,	but	permitted	the	prince	to	kiss	her.	The	emperor	 instantly
understood	the	whole	matter	and	said,	"My	dear	children,	I	see	that	you	ought	to
be	husband	and	wife,	and	may	it	prove	for	your	good."
It	 was	 not	 long	 before	 Ileane	 married	 the	 bold,	 handsome,	 heroic	 youth.	 Her
wedding	was	 so	magnificent	 that	 tidings	 of	 it	 spread	 through	 seven	 countries.
Yes	indeed!	But	Ileane	had	not	forgotten	the	evil	the	prince	had	in	his	mind.	She
knew	that	he	would	try	some	trick	upon	her	the	first	night	after	their	marriage.
So	she	ordered	a	sugar	doll	to	be	made	exactly	the	same	size	as	she	was	herself,
with	face,	eyes,	lips,	and	figure	precisely	like	Ileane's.	When	it	was	finished,	she
hid	it	in	the	bed	where	she	was	to	sleep	that	night.
In	the	evening,	when	the	relatives	and	friends	had	gone	to	rest	and	Ileane,	 too,
had	been	asleep,	the	prince	said	to	his	bride,	"Dear	Ileane,	wait	a	little	while,	for
I'll	come	back	directly."	Then	he	left	the	room.
Ileane	 did	 not	 hesitate	 long,	 but	 jumped	 out	 of	 bed,	 left	 the	 sugar	 doll	 in	 her
place,	and	hid	behind	a	curtain	at	the	head	of	the	bed.
She	 had	 scarcely	 concealed	 herself,	 when	 the	 prince	 returned	 to	 the	 chamber
with	a	sharp	sword	in	his	hand.
"Tell	me	now,	my	dear	Ileane,"	he	said,	"did	you	throw	me	into	the	cellar?"



"Yes,"	said	Ileane,	behind	the	curtain.	The	prince	dealt	one	blow	with	the	sword
on	the	doll's	breast.
"Did	you	drive	me	out	of	the	country	with	scorn	and	mockery?"	he	asked	again.
"Yes,"	said	Ileane.
The	prince	cut	the	doll	across	her	face.
"Did	you	empty	my	dishes	of	food?"	asked	the	prince	the	third	time.
"Yes,"	said	Ileane.
The	prince	slashed	the	doll	from	head	to	foot.
"Did	you	pour	out	my	wine?"	was	the	prince's	fourth	question.
"Yes,"	said	Ileane.
The	prince	cut	the	figure	once	across.	Ileane	began	to	breathe	heavily	as	if	in	the
agony	of	death.
"Did	you	throw	me	among	the	knives?"	he	asked	for	the	fifth	and	last	question.
"Yes,"	said	Ileane.
The	prince	now	thrust	his	sword	into	the	figure's	heart,	slashed,	and	hacked	it	in
all	 directions,	 and	with	 all	 his	 strength,	 till	 the	 tears	 ran	 down	 in	 streams.	As
dawn	approached	he	began	to	sob	bitterly.	Suddenly	a	bit	of	sugar	popped	into
his	mouth.
"Ah,	Ileane!	You	were	sweet	 in	life,	and	remain	sweet	even	in	death,"	he	said,
weeping	still	more	violently.
"Sweet	indeed,"	said	Ileane,	coming	out	from	behind	the	curtain,	"but	from	this
hour	forth	I	will	be	a	hundred	thousand	times	sweeter."
The	 prince	 seemed	 fairly	 petrified	with	 delight,	 when	 he	 saw	 Ileane	 safe	 and
well.	He	 clasped	 her	 in	 his	 arms,	 and	 for	many	 years	 they	 lived	 joyously	 and
ruled	the	land	in	peace	and	happiness.
	



THE	GIRL	WHO	PRETENDED	TO	BE	A	BOY

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Andrew	Lang	in	his	Violet	Fairy	Book,
published	in	1901.	The	original	was	taken	from	Sept	Contes	Roumains,	by	Jules

Brun	and	Leo	Bachelin.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	an	emperor	who	was	a	great	conqueror,
and	 reigned	 over	more	 countries	 than	 anyone	 in	 the	world.	And	whenever	 he
subdued	 a	 fresh	 kingdom,	 he	 only	 granted	 peace	 on	 condition	 that	 the	 king
should	deliver	him	one	of	his	sons	for	ten	years’	service.
Now	on	the	borders	of	his	kingdom	lay	a	country	whose	emperor	was	as	brave
as	his	neighbour,	and	as	 long	as	he	was	young	he	was	 the	victor	 in	every	war.
But	as	years	passed	away,	his	head	grew	weary	of	making	plans	of	campaign,
and	his	people	wanted	to	stay	at	home	and	till	their	fields,	and	at	last	he	too	felt
that	he	must	do	homage	to	the	other	emperor.
One	thing,	however,	held	him	back	from	this	step	which	day	by	day	he	saw	more
clearly	was	the	only	one	possible.	His	new	overlord	would	demand	the	service	of
one	of	his	sons.	And	the	old	emperor	had	no	son,	only	three	daughters.
Look	on	which	side	he	would,	nothing	but	ruin	seemed	to	lie	before	him,	and	he
became	so	gloomy,	that	his	daughters	were	frightened,	and	did	everything	they
could	think	of	to	cheer	him	up,	but	all	to	no	purpose.
At	length	one	day	when	they	were	at	dinner,	the	eldest	of	the	three	summoned	up
all	her	courage	and	said	to	her	father:
"What	secret	grief	is	troubling	you?	Are	your	subjects	discontented?	Or	have	we
given	 you	 cause	 for	 displeasure?	 To	 smooth	 away	 your	 wrinkles,	 we	 would
gladly	shed	our	blood,	for	our	lives	are	bound	up	in	yours,	and	this	you	know."
"My	daughter,"	 answered	 the	 emperor,	 "what	you	 say	 is	 true.	Never	have	you
given	me	one	moment's	pain.	Yet	now	you	cannot	help	me.	Ah!	Why	is	not	one
of	you	a	boy!"
"I	 don't	 understand,"	 she	 answered	 in	 surprise.	 "Tell	 us	 what	 is	 wrong,	 and
though	we	are	not	boys,	we	are	not	quite	useless!"



"But	what	can	you	do,	my	dear	children?	Spin,	sew,	and	weave.	That	is	all	your
learning.	Only	 a	warrior	 can	 deliver	me	 now,	 a	 young	 giant	who	 is	 strong	 to
wield	the	battle-axe	and	whose	sword	deals	deadly	blows."
"But	why	do	you	need	a	son	so	much	at	present?	Tell	us	all	about	it!	It	will	not
make	matters	worse	if	we	know!"
"Listen	then,	my	daughters,	and	learn	the	reason	of	my	sorrow.	You	have	heard
that	as	long	as	I	was	young	no	man	ever	brought	an	army	against	me	without	it
costing	him	dear.	But	 the	years	have	chilled	my	blood	and	drunk	my	strength.
And	now	the	deer	can	roam	the	forest	and	my	arrows	will	never	pierce	his	heart.
Strange	 soldiers	will	 set	 fire	 to	my	houses	and	water	 their	horses	at	my	wells,
and	my	 arm	 cannot	 hinder	 them.	No,	my	 day	 is	 past,	 and	 the	 time	 has	 come
when	I	too	must	bow	my	head	under	the	yoke	of	my	foe!	But	who	is	to	give	him
the	ten	years’	service	that	is	part	of	the	price	which	the	vanquished	must	pay?"
"I	will,"	cried	the	eldest	girl,	springing	to	her	feet.	But	her	father	only	shook	his
head	sadly.
"Never	will	 I	 bring	 shame	upon	you,"	 urged	 the	girl.	 "Let	me	go.	Am	 I	 not	 a
princess,	and	the	daughter	of	an	emperor?"
"Go	then!"	he	said.
The	 brave	 girl's	 heart	 almost	 stopped	 beating	 from	 joy,	 as	 she	 set	 about	 her
preparations.	She	was	not	still	for	a	single	moment,	but	danced	about	the	house,
turning	 chests	 and	wardrobes	 upside	 down.	 She	 set	 aside	 enough	 things	 for	 a
whole	year;	dresses	embroidered	with	gold	and	precious	stones,	and	a	great	store
of	provisions.	And	she	chose	the	most	spirited	horse	in	the	stable,	with	eyes	of
flame,	and	a	coat	of	shining	silver.
When	her	 father	 saw	her	mounted	and	curvetting	about	 the	 court,	 he	gave	her
much	wise	advice,	as	to	how	she	was	to	behave	like	the	young	man	she	appeared
to	be,	and	also	how	to	behave	as	 the	girl	she	really	was.	Then	he	gave	her	his
blessing,	and	she	touched	her	horse	with	the	spur.
Her	silver	armour	and	her	armoured	steed	dazzled	the	eyes	of	the	people	as	she
darted	past.	She	was	soon	out	of	sight,	and	if	after	a	few	miles	she	had	not	pulled
up	 to	 allow	 her	 escort	 to	 join	 her,	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 journey	 would	 have	 been
performed	alone.
But	though	none	of	his	daughters	were	aware	of	the	fact,	the	old	emperor	was	a
magician,	and	had	laid	his	plans	accordingly.	He	managed,	unseen,	to	overtake
his	daughter,	and	throw	a	bridge	of	copper	over	a	stream	which	she	would	have
to	 cross.	 Then,	 changing	 himself	 into	 a	 wolf,	 he	 lay	 down	 under	 one	 of	 the
arches,	and	waited.
He	had	chosen	his	 time	well,	 and	 in	about	half	 an	hour	 the	 sound	of	a	horse's
hoofs	was	heard.	His	feet	were	almost	on	the	bridge,	when	a	big	grey	wolf	with



grinning	 teeth	 appeared	 before	 the	 princess.	With	 a	 deep	 growl	 that	 froze	 the
blood,	he	drew	himself	up,	and	prepared	to	spring.
The	appearance	of	the	wolf	was	so	sudden	and	so	unexpected,	that	the	girl	was
almost	paralysed,	and	never	even	dreamt	of	flight,	till	the	horse	leaped	violently
to	 one	 side.	 Then	 she	 turned	 him	 round,	 and	 urging	 him	 to	 his	 fullest	 speed,
never	drew	rein	till	she	saw	the	gates	of	the	palace	rising	before	her.
The	old	emperor,	who	had	got	back	long	since,	came	to	the	door	to	meet	her,	and
touching	her	shining	armour,	he	said,	"Did	I	not	tell	you,	my	child,	that	flies	do
not	make	honey?"
The	days	passed	on,	and	one	morning	the	second	princess	implored	her	father	to
allow	her	 to	 try	 the	adventure	 in	which	her	 sister	had	made	such	a	 failure.	He
listened	unwillingly,	 feeling	sure	 it	was	no	use,	but	she	begged	so	hard	 that	 in
the	end	he	consented,	and	having	chosen	her	arms,	she	rode	away.
But	 though,	unlike	her	sister,	 she	was	quite	prepared	for	 the	appearance	of	 the
wolf	when	she	 reached	 the	copper	bridge,	 she	showed	no	greater	courage,	and
galloped	home	as	fast	as	her	horse	could	carry	her.	On	the	steps	of	the	castle	her
father	was	standing,	and	as	still	trembling	with	fright	she	knelt	at	his	feet,	he	said
gently,	"Did	I	not	tell	you,	my	child,	that	every	bird	is	not	caught	in	a	net?"
The	 three	 girls	 stayed	 quietly	 in	 the	 palace	 for	 a	 little	 while,	 embroidering,
spinning,	weaving,	and	tending	their	birds	and	flowers,	when	early	one	morning,
the	youngest	princess	entered	the	door	of	the	emperor's	private	apartments.	"My
father,	it	is	my	turn	now.	Perhaps	I	shall	get	the	better	of	that	wolf!"
"What,	do	you	think	you	are	braver	than	your	sisters,	vain	little	one?	You	who
have	hardly	left	your	long	clothes	behind	you!"
But	she	did	not	mind	being	laughed	at,	and	answered,	"For	your	sake,	father,	I
would	 cut	 the	 devil	 himself	 into	 small	 bits,	 or	 even	 become	 a	 devil	myself.	 I
think	I	shall	succeed,	but	if	I	fail,	I	shall	come	home	without	more	shame	than
my	sisters."
Still	the	emperor	hesitated,	but	the	girl	petted	and	coaxed	him	till	at	last	he	said,
“Well,	well,	if	you	must	go,	you	must.	It	remains	to	be	seen	what	I	shall	get	by
it,	except	perhaps	a	good	laugh	when	I	see	you	come	back	with	your	head	bent
and	your	eyes	on	the	ground."
"He	laughs	best	who	laughs	last,"	said	the	princess.
Happy	at	having	got	her	way,	the	princess	decided	that	the	first	thing	to	be	done
was	 to	 find	 some	 old	white-haired	 boyard,	 whose	 advice	 she	 could	 trust,	 and
then	to	be	very	careful	in	choosing	her	horse.	So	she	went	straight	to	the	stables
where	the	most	beautiful	horses	in	the	empire	were	feeding	in	the	stalls,	but	none
of	 them	seemed	quite	what	she	wanted.	Almost	 in	despair	 she	 reached	 the	 last
box	of	all,	which	was	occupied	by	her	father's	ancient	war-horse,	old	and	worn



like	himself,	stretched	sadly	out	on	the	straw.
The	girl's	eyes	filled	with	tears,	and	she	stood	gazing	at	him.	The	horse	lifted	his
head,	gave	a	little	neigh,	and	said	softly,	"You	look	gentle	and	pitiful,	but	I	know
it	is	your	love	for	your	father	which	makes	you	tender	to	me.	Ah,	what	a	warrior
he	was,	and	what	good	times	we	shared	together!	But	now	I	too	have	grown	old,
and	my	master	has	forgotten	me,	and	there	is	no	reason	to	care	whether	my	coat
is	dull	or	shining.	Yet,	it	is	not	too	late,	and	if	I	were	properly	tended,	in	a	week	I
could	vie	with	any	horse	in	the	stables!"
"And	how	should	you	be	tended?"	asked	the	girl.
"I	must	be	rubbed	down	morning	and	evening	with	rain	water,	my	barley	must
be	boiled	in	milk,	because	of	my	bad	teeth,	and	my	feet	must	be	washed	in	oil."
"I	 should	 like	 to	 try	 the	 treatment,	 as	 you	might	 help	me	 in	 carrying	 out	my
scheme."
"Try	it	then,	mistress,	and	I	promise	you	will	never	repent."
So	in	a	week's	time	the	horse	woke	up	one	morning	with	a	sudden	shiver	through
all	 his	 limbs,	 and	 when	 it	 had	 passed	 away,	 he	 found	 his	 skin	 shining	 like	 a
mirror,	his	body	as	fat	as	a	water	melon,	his	movement	light	as	a	chamois.
Then	looking	at	the	princess	who	had	come	early	to	the	stable,	he	said	joyfully,
"May	success	await	on	the	steps	of	my	master's	daughter,	for	she	has	given	me
back	my	life.	Tell	me	what	I	can	do	for	you,	princess,	and	I	will	do	it."
"I	want	to	go	to	the	emperor	who	is	our	over-lord,	and	I	have	no	one	to	advise
me.	Which	of	all	the	white-headed	boyards	shall	I	choose	as	counsellor?"
"If	you	have	me,	you	need	no	one	else.	I	will	serve	you	as	I	served	your	father,	if
you	will	only	listen	to	what	I	say."
"I	will	listen	to	everything.	Can	you	start	in	three	days?"
"This	moment,	if	you	like,"	said	the	horse.
The	 preparations	 of	 the	 emperor's	 youngest	 daughter	 were	 much	 fewer	 and
simpler	 than	 those	of	her	 sisters.	They	only	consisted	of	 some	boy's	clothes,	 a
small	quantity	of	 linen	and	food,	and	a	 little	money	 in	case	of	necessity.	Then
she	bade	farewell	to	her	father,	and	rode	away.
A	day's	journey	from	the	palace,	she	reached	the	copper	bridge,	but	before	they
came	in	sight	of	it,	the	horse,	who	was	a	magician,	had	warned	her	of	the	means
her	father	would	take	to	prove	her	courage.
Still	in	spite	of	his	warning	she	trembled	all	over	when	a	huge	wolf,	as	thin	as	if
he	had	fasted	for	a	month,	with	claws	like	saws,	and	mouth	as	wide	as	an	oven,
bounded	howling	towards	her.	For	a	moment	her	heart	failed	her,	but	 the	next,
touching	 the	 horse	 lightly	with	 her	 spur,	 she	 drew	 her	 sword	 from	 its	 sheath,



ready	to	separate	the	wolf's	head	from	its	body	at	a	single	blow.
The	beast	saw	the	sword,	and	shrank	back,	which	was	the	best	thing	it	could	do,
as	 now	 the	 girl's	 blood	was	 up,	 and	 the	 light	 of	 battle	was	 in	 her	 eyes.	 Then
without	looking	round,	she	rode	across	the	bridge.
The	emperor,	proud	of	 this	first	victory,	 took	a	short	cut,	and	waited	for	her	at
the	end	of	another	day's	journey,	close	to	a	river,	over	which	he	threw	a	bridge	of
silver.	And	this	time	he	took	the	shape	of	a	lion.
But	the	horse	guessed	this	new	danger	and	told	the	princess	how	to	escape	it.	But
it	 is	one	 thing	 to	 receive	advice	when	we	 feel	 safe	and	comfortable,	 and	quite
another	to	be	able	to	carry	it	out	when	some	awful	peril	is	threatening	us.	And	if
the	wolf	had	made	the	girl	quake	with	terror,	 it	seemed	like	a	 lamb	beside	this
dreadful	lion.
At	the	sound	of	his	roar	the	very	trees	quivered	and	his	claws	were	so	large	that
every	one	of	them	looked	like	a	cutlass.
The	 breath	 of	 the	 princess	 came	 and	went,	 and	 her	 feet	 rattled	 in	 the	 stirrups.
Suddenly	the	remembrance	flashed	across	her	of	the	wolf	whom	she	had	put	to
flight,	 and	waving	 her	 sword,	 she	 rushed	 so	 violently	 on	 the	 lion	 that	 he	 had
barely	time	to	spring	on	one	side,	so	as	to	avoid	the	blow.	Then,	like	a	flash,	she
crossed	this	bridge	also.
Now	during	her	whole	 life,	 the	princess	had	been	so	carefully	brought	up,	 that
she	 had	 never	 left	 the	 gardens	 of	 the	 palace,	 so	 that	 the	 sight	 of	 the	 hills	 and
valleys	and	tinkling	streams,	and	the	song	of	the	larks	and	blackbirds,	made	her
almost	beside	herself	with	wonder	and	delight.	She	longed	to	get	down	and	bathe
her	face	in	the	clear	pools,	and	pick	the	brilliant	flowers,	but	the	horse	said	"No,"
and	quickened	his	pace,	neither	turning	to	the	right	or	the	left.
"Warriors,"	he	 told	her,	 "only	 rest	when	 they	have	won	 the	victory.	You	have
still	another	battle	to	fight,	and	it	is	the	hardest	of	all."
This	time	it	was	neither	a	wolf	nor	a	lion	that	was	waiting	for	her	at	the	end	of
the	 third	 day's	 journey,	 but	 a	 dragon	 with	 twelve	 heads,	 and	 a	 golden	 bridge
behind	it.
The	 princess	 rode	 up	without	 seeing	 anything	 to	 frighten	 her,	 when	 a	 sudden
puff	of	 smoke	and	 flame	 from	beneath	her	 feet,	 caused	her	 to	 look	down,	and
there	was	the	horrible	creature	twisted	and	writhing,	its	twelve	heads	reared	up
as	if	to	seize	her	between	them.
The	 bridle	 fell	 from	 her	 hand:	 and	 the	 sword	which	 she	 had	 just	 grasped	 slid
back	into	its	sheath,	but	the	horse	bade	her	fear	nothing,	and	with	a	mighty	effort
she	sat	upright	and	spurred	straight	on	the	dragon.
The	fight	 lasted	an	hour	and	 the	dragon	pressed	her	hard.	But	 in	 the	end,	by	a



well-directed	side	blow,	she	cut	off	one	of	the	heads,	and	with	a	roar	that	seemed
to	rend	the	heavens	in	two,	the	dragon	fell	back	on	the	ground,	and	rose	as	a	man
before	her.
Although	the	horse	had	informed	the	princess	that	the	dragon	was	really	her	own
father,	 the	 girl	 had	 hardly	 believed	 him,	 and	 stared	 in	 amazement	 at	 the
transformation.	 But	 he	 flung	 his	 arms	 round	 her	 and	 pressed	 her	 to	 his	 heart
saying,	"Now	I	see	that	you	are	as	brave	as	the	bravest,	and	as	wise	as	the	wisest.
You	have	chosen	the	right	horse,	for	without	his	help	you	would	have	returned
with	a	bent	head	and	downcast	eyes.	You	have	filled	me	with	the	hope	that	you
may	carry	out	the	task	you	have	undertaken,	but	be	careful	to	forget	none	of	my
counsels,	and	above	all	to	listen	to	those	of	your	horse."
When	he	had	done	speaking,	the	princess	knelt	down	to	receive	his	blessing,	and
they	went	their	different	ways.
The	princess	rode	on	and	on,	till	at	last	she	came	to	the	mountains	which	hold	up
the	roof	of	 the	world.	There	she	met	 two	Genii	who	had	been	fighting	fiercely
for	two	years,	without	one	having	got	the	least	advantage	over	the	other.	Seeing
what	 they	 took	 to	 be	 a	 young	man	 seeking	 adventures,	 one	 of	 the	 combatants
called	 out,	 "Fet-Fruners!	Deliver	me	 from	my	 enemy,	 and	 I	will	 give	 you	 the
horn	 that	 can	 be	 heard	 the	 distance	 of	 a	 three	 days’	 journey;"	while	 the	 other
cried,	"Fet-Fruners!	Help	me	to	conquer	this	pagan	thief,	and	you	shall	have	my
horse,	Sunlight."
Before	 answering,	 the	 princess	 consulted	 her	 own	horse	 as	 to	which	 offer	 she
should	 accept,	 and	 he	 advised	 her	 to	 side	 with	 the	 geni	 who	 was	 master	 of
Sunlight,	his	own	younger	brother,	and	still	more	active	than	himself.
So	the	girl	at	once	attacked	the	other	geni,	and	soon	clove	his	skull.	Then	the	one
who	was	left	victor	begged	her	to	come	back	with	him	to	his	house	and	he	would
hand	her	over	Sunlight,	as	he	had	promised.
The	mother	of	 the	geni	was	 rejoiced	 to	see	her	son	return	safe	and	sound,	and
prepared	her	best	room	for	the	princess,	who,	after	so	much	fatigue,	needed	rest
badly.	But	the	girl	declared	that	she	must	first	make	her	horse	comfortable	in	his
stable,	 but	 this	was	 really	 only	 an	 excuse,	 as	 she	wanted	 to	 ask	 his	 advice	 on
several	matters.
But	the	old	woman	had	suspected	from	the	very	first	that	the	boy	who	had	come
to	 the	 rescue	of	 her	 son	was	 a	 girl	 in	 disguise,	 and	 told	 the	 geni	 that	 she	was
exactly	 the	wife	 he	 needed.	 The	 geni	 scoffed,	 and	 inquired	what	 female	 hand
could	ever	wield	a	sabre	like	that,	but,	in	spite	of	his	sneers,	his	mother	persisted,
and	as	a	proof	of	what	she	said,	laid	at	night	on	each	of	their	pillows	a	handful	of
magic	 flowers,	 that	 fade	at	 the	 touch	of	man,	but	 remain	eternally	 fresh	 in	 the
fingers	of	a	woman.



It	was	very	clever	of	her,	but	unluckily	the	horse	had	warned	the	princess	what
to	expect,	and	when	the	house	was	silent,	she	stole	very	softly	to	the	geni's	room,
and	exchanged	his	faded	flowers	for	those	she	held.	Then	she	crept	back	to	her
own	bed	and	fell	fast	asleep.
At	break	of	day,	the	old	woman	ran	to	see	her	son,	and	found,	as	she	knew	she
would,	a	bunch	of	dead	flowers	in	his	hand.	She	next	passed	on	to	the	bedside	of
the	princess,	who	still	lay	asleep	grasping	the	withered	flowers.	But	she	did	not
believe	any	the	more	that	her	guest	was	a	man,	and	so	she	told	her	son.	So	they
put	their	heads	together	and	laid	another	trap	for	her.
After	breakfast	the	genius	gave	his	arm	to	his	guest,	and	asked	her	to	come	with
him	into	the	garden.	For	some	time	they	walked	about	looking	at	the	flowers,	the
geni	 all	 the	 while	 pressing	 her	 to	 pick	 any	 she	 fancied.	 But	 the	 princess,
suspecting	a	trap,	inquired	roughly	why	they	were	wasting	the	precious	hours	in
the	garden,	when,	as	men,	they	should	be	in	the	stables	looking	after	their	horses.
Then	 the	geni	 told	his	mother	 that	 she	was	quite	wrong,	and	his	deliverer	was
certainly	a	man.	But	the	old	woman	was	not	convinced	for	all	that.
She	would	 try	 once	more	 she	 said,	 and	 her	 son	must	 lead	 his	 visitor	 into	 the
armoury,	where	hung	every	kind	of	weapon	used	all	over	the	world.	Some	were
plain	 and	 bare,	 others	 ornamented	 with	 precious	 stones.	 He	 must	 beg	 her	 to
make	choice	of	one	of	 them.	The	princess	 looked	at	 them	closely,	and	 felt	 the
edges	and	points	of	their	blades,	 then	she	hung	at	her	belt	an	old	sword	with	a
curved	blade,	 that	would	have	done	credit	 to	an	ancient	warrior.	After	 this	she
informed	the	geni	that	she	would	start	early	next	day	and	take	Sunlight	with	her.
And	there	was	nothing	for	the	mother	to	do	but	to	submit,	though	she	still	stuck
to	her	own	opinion.
The	 princess	mounted	 Sunlight,	 and	 touched	 him	with	 her	 spur,	when	 the	 old
horse,	who	was	galloping	at	her	side,	suddenly	said,	"Up	to	this	time,	mistress,
you	have	obeyed	my	counsels	 and	all	has	gone	well.	Listen	 to	me	once	more,
and	 do	what	 I	 tell	 you.	 I	 am	 old,	 and.	 now	 that	 there	 is	 someone	 to	 take	my
place,	I	will	confess	it,	I	am	afraid	that	my	strength	is	not	equal	to	the	task	that
lies	before	me.	Give	me	leave,	therefore,	to	return	home,	and	you	continue	your
journey	under	the	care	of	my	brother.	Put	your	faith	in	him	as	you	put	it	in	me,
and	you	will	never	repent.	Wisdom	has	come	early	to	Sunlight."
"Yes,	my	 old	 comrade,	 you	 have	 served	me	well,	 and	 it	 is	 only	 through	 your
help	 that	 up	 to	 now	 I	 have	 been	 victorious.	 So	 grieved	 though	 I	 am	 to	 say
farewell,	 I	 will	 obey	 you	 yet	 once	 more,	 and	 will	 listen	 to	 your	 brother	 as	 I
would	to	you.	Only,	I	must	have	a	proof	that	he	loves	me	as	well	as	you	do."
"How	should	I	not	love	you?"	answered	Sunlight.	"How	should	I	not	be	proud	to
serve	a	warrior	such	as	you?	Trust	me,	mistress,	and	you	shall	never	regret	the
absence	of	my	brother.	I	know	there	will	be	difficulties	in	our	path,	but	we	will



face	them	together."
Then,	 with	 tears	 in	 her	 eyes,	 the	 princess	 took	 leave	 of	 her	 old	 horse,	 who
galloped	back	to	her	father.
She	had	ridden	only	a	few	miles	further,	when	she	saw	a	golden	curl	lying	on	the
road	before	her.	Checking	her	horse,	she	asked	whether	it	would	be	better	to	take
it	or	let	it	lie.
"If	you	take	it,"	said	Sunlight,	"you	will	repent,	and	if	you	don’t,	you	will	repent
too,	so	 take	 it."	On	 this	 the	girl	dismounted,	and	picking	up	 the	curl,	wound	 it
round	her	neck	for	safety.
They	 passed	 by	 hills,	 they	 passed	 by	mountains,	 they	 passed	 through	 valleys,
leaving	behind	them	thick	forests,	and	fields	covered	with	flowers,	and	at	length
they	reached	the	court	of	the	over-lord.
He	was	sitting	on	his	throne,	surrounded	by	the	sons	of	the	other	emperors,	who
served	him	as	pages.	These	youths	came	forward	to	greet	their	new	companion,
and	wondered	why	they	felt	so	attracted	towards	him.
However,	there	was	no	time	for	talking	and	concealing	her	fright.
The	princess	was	led	straight	up	to	the	throne,	and	explained,	in	a	low	voice,	the
reason	 of	 her	 coming.	 The	 emperor	 received	 her	 kindly,	 and	 declared	 himself
fortunate	at	finding	a	vassal	so	brave	and	so	charming,	and	begged	the	princess
to	remain	in	attendance	on	his	person.
She	was,	however,	very	careful	in	her	behaviour	towards	the	other	pages,	whose
way	of	life	did	not	please	her.	One	day,	however,	she	had	been	amusing	herself
by	making	sweetmeats,	when	 two	of	 the	young	princes	 looked	 in	 to	pay	her	a
visit.	 She	 offered	 them	 some	of	 the	 food	which	was	 already	 on	 the	 table,	 and
they	thought	it	so	delicious	that	they	even	licked	their	fingers	so	as	not	to	lose	a
morsel.	Of	course	they	did	not	keep	the	news	of	their	discovery	to	themselves,
but	 told	 all	 their	 companions	 that	 they	 had	 just	 been	 enjoying	 the	 best	 supper
they	had	had	since	they	were	born.	And	from	that	moment	the	princess	was	left
no	peace,	till	she	had	promised	to	cook	them	all	a	dinner.
Now	it	happened	that,	on	the	very	day	fixed,	all	the	cooks	in	the	palace	became
intoxicated,	and	there	was	no	one	to	make	up	the	fire.
When	 the	 pages	 heard	 of	 this	 shocking	 state	 of	 things,	 they	 went	 to	 their
companion	and	implored	her	to	come	to	the	rescue.
The	princess	was	fond	of	cooking,	and	was,	besides,	very	good-natured,	so	she
put	on	an	apron	and	went	down	to	 the	kitchen	without	delay.	When	the	dinner
was	placed	before	 the	emperor	he	found	it	so	nice	 that	he	ate	much	more	 than
was	good	for	him.	The	next	morning,	as	soon	as	he	woke,	he	sent	for	his	head
cook,	and	told	him	to	send	up	the	same	dishes	as	before.	The	cook,	seized	with



fright	at	this	command,	which	he	knew	he	could	not	fulfil,	fell	on	his	knees,	and
confessed	the	truth.
The	 emperor	 was	 so	 astonished	 that	 he	 forgot	 to	 scold,	 and	 while	 he	 was
thinking	 over	 the	 matter,	 some	 of	 his	 pages	 came	 in	 and	 said	 that	 their	 new
companion	had	been	heard	to	boast	that	he	knew	where	Iliane	was	to	be	found,
the	celebrated	Iliane	of	the	song	which	begins:
	

"Golden	Hair
The	fields	are	green,”
	

and	that	to	their	certain	knowledge	he	had	a	curl	of	her	hair	in	his	possession.
When	he	heard	that,	the	emperor	desired	the	page	to	be	brought	before	him,	and,
as	 soon	 as	 the	 princess	 obeyed	 his	 summons,	 he	 said	 to	 her	 abruptly,	 "Fet-
Fruners,	 you	 have	 hidden	 from	 me	 the	 fact	 that	 you	 knew	 the	 golden-haired
Iliane!	Why	 did	 you	 do	 this?	 For	 I	 have	 treated	 you	more	 kindly	 than	 all	my
other	pages."
Then,	after	making	the	princess	show	him	the	golden	curl	which	she	wore	round
her	neck,	he	added,	"Listen	to	me.	Unless	by	some	means	or	other	you	bring	me
the	 owner	 of	 this	 lock,	 I	 will	 have	 your	 head	 cut	 off	 in	 the	 place	 where	 you
stand.	Now	go!"
In	 vain	 the	 poor	 girl	 tried	 to	 explain	 how	 the	 lock	 of	 hair	 came	 into	 her
possession,	but	 the	emperor	would	 listen	 to	nothing,	and,	bowing	 low,	she	 left
his	presence	and	went	to	consult	Sunlight	what	she	was	to	do.
At	his	first	words	she	brightened	up.	"Do	not	be	afraid,	mistress.	Only	last	night
my	brother	appeared	 to	me	 in	a	dream	and	 told	me	 that	a	geni	had	carried	off
Iliane,	whose	hair	you	picked	up	on	the	road.	But	Iliane	declares	that,	before	she
marries	 her	 captor,	 he	 must	 bring	 her,	 as	 a	 present,	 the	 whole	 stud	 of	 mares
which	belong	to	her.	The	geni,	half-crazy	with	love,	thinks	of	nothing	night	and
day	 but	 how	 this	 can	 be	 done,	 and	meanwhile	 she	 is	 quite	 safe	 in	 the	 island
swamps	of	the	sea.	Go	back	to	the	emperor	and	ask	him	for	twenty	ships	filled
with	precious	merchandise.	The	rest	you	shall	know	by-and-by."
On	hearing	this	advice,	the	princess	went	at	once	into	the	emperor's	presence.
"May	a	 long	life	be	yours,	O	Sovereign	all	mighty!"	said	she.	"I	have	come	to
tell	you	that	I	can	do	as	you	command	if	you	will	give	me	twenty	ships,	and	load
them	with	the	most	precious	wares	in	your	kingdom."
"You	shall	have	all	that	I	possess	if	you	will	bring	me	the	golden-haired	Iliane,"
said	the	emperor.



The	ships	were	soon	ready,	and	the	princess	entered	the	largest	and	finest,	with
Sunlight	at	her	side.	Then	the	sails	were	spread	and	the	voyage	began.
For	 seven	weeks	 the	wind	blew	 them	straight	 towards	 the	west,	 and	early	one
morning	they	caught	sight	of	the	island	swamps	of	the	sea.
They	cast	anchor	in	a	little	bay,	and	the	princess	made	haste	to	disembark	with
Sunlight,	 but,	 before	 leaving	 the	 ship,	 she	 tied	 to	 her	 belt	 a	 pair	 of	 tiny	 gold
slippers,	adorned	with	precious	stones.	Then	mounting	Sunlight,	she	rode	about
till	she	came	to	several	palaces,	built	on	hinges,	so	that	they	could	always	turn
towards	the	sun.
The	most	splendid	of	these	was	guarded	by	three	slaves,	whose	greedy	eyes	were
caught	by	the	glistening	gold	of	the	slippers.	They	hastened	up	to	the	owner	of
these	 treasures,	 and	 inquired	who	 he	was.	 "A	merchant,"	 replied	 the	 princess,
"who	had	somehow	missed	his	road,	and	lost	himself	among	the	island	swamps
of	the	sea."
Not	knowing	if	it	was	proper	to	receive	him	or	not,	the	slaves	returned	to	their
mistress	and	told	her	all	they	had	seen,	but	not	before	she	had	caught	sight	of	the
merchant	 from	 the	 roof	 of	 her	 palace.	 Luckily	 her	 gaoler	 was	 away,	 always
trying	to	catch	the	stud	of	mares,	so	for	the	moment	she	was	free	and	alone.
The	slaves	told	their	tale	so	well	that	their	mistress	insisted	on	going	down	to	the
shore	and	seeing	the	beautiful	slippers	for	herself.	They	were	even	lovelier	than
she	 expected,	 and	 when	 the	 merchant	 besought	 her	 to	 come	 on	 board,	 and
inspect	 some	 that	 he	 thought	 were	 finer	 still,	 her	 curiosity	 was	 too	 great	 to
refuse,	and	she	went.
Once	on	board	ship,	she	was	so	busy	turning	over	all	the	precious	things	stored
there,	that	she	never	knew	that	the	sails	were	spread,	and	that	they	were	flying
along	with	 the	wind	behind	 them,	and	when	she	did	know,	she	 rejoiced	 in	her
heart,	though	she	pretended	to	weep	and	lament	at	being	carried	captive	a	second
time.	Thus	they	arrived	at	the	court	of	the	emperor.
They	were	 just	 about	 to	 land,	when	 the	mother	of	 the	geni	 stood	before	 them.
She	had	learnt	that	Iliane	had	fled	from	her	prison	in	company	with	a	merchant,
and,	as	her	son	was	absent,	had	come	herself	 in	pursuit.	Striding	over	 the	blue
waters,	hopping	from	wave	to	wave,	one	foot	reaching	to	heaven,	and	the	other
planted	in	the	foam,	she	was	close	at	their	heels,	breathing	fire	and	flame,	when
they	stepped	on	shore	from	the	ship.	One	glance	told	Iliane	who	the	horrible	old
woman	 was,	 and	 she	 whispered	 hastily	 to	 her	 companion.	 Without	 saying	 a
word,	the	princess	swung	her	into	Sunlight's	saddle,	and	leaping	up	behind	her,
they	were	off	like	a	flash.
It	 was	 not	 till	 they	 drew	 near	 the	 town	 that	 the	 princess	 stooped	 and	 asked
Sunlight	what	 they	 should	 do.	 "Put	 your	 hand	 into	my	 left	 ear,"	 said	 he,	 "and



take	out	a	sharp	stone,	which	you	must	throw	behind	you."
The	princess	did	as	she	was	told,	and	a	huge	mountain	sprang	up	behind	them.
The	mother	of	the	geni	began	to	climb	up	it,	and	though	they	galloped	quickly,
she	was	quicker	still.
They	heard	her	coming,	faster,	faster,	and	again	the	princess	stooped	to	ask	what
was	 to	 be	 done	 now.	 "Put	 your	 hand	 into	my	 right	 ear,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 "and
throw	the	brush	you	will	find	there	behind	you."	The	princess	did	so,	and	a	great
forest	 sprang	 up	 behind	 them,	 and,	 so	 thick	were	 its	 leaves,	 that	 even	 a	wren
could	not	get	through.	But	the	old	woman	seized	hold	of	the	branches	and	flung
herself	 like	 a	 monkey	 from	 one	 to	 the	 others,	 and	 always	 she	 drew	 nearer,
always,	always,	till	their	hair	was	singed	by	the	flames	of	her	mouth.
Then,	 in	despair,	 the	princess	again	bent	down	and	asked	 if	 there	was	nothing
more	to	be	done,	and	Sunlight	replied	"Quick,	quick,	take	off	the	betrothal	ring
on	the	finger	of	Iliane	and	throw	it	behind	you."
This	time	there	sprang	up	a	great	tower	of	stone,	smooth	as	ivory,	hard	as	steel,
which	 reached	up	 to	heaven	 itself.	And	 the	mother	of	 the	geni	gave	a	howl	of
rage,	knowing	that	she	could	neither	climb	it	nor	get	through	it.	But	she	was	not
beaten	 yet,	 and	 gathering	 herself	 together,	 she	made	 a	 prodigious	 leap,	which
landed	her	on	the	top	of	the	tower,	right	in	the	middle	of	Iliane's	ring	which	lay
there,	and	held	her	tight.	Only	her	claws	could	be	seen	grasping	the	battlements.
All	that	could	be	done	the	old	witch	did,	but	the	fire	that	poured	from	her	mouth
never	 reached	 the	 fugitives,	 though	 it	 laid	 waste	 the	 country	 a	 hundred	miles
round	the	tower,	like	the	flames	of	a	volcano.	Then,	with	one	last	effort	to	free
herself,	her	hands	gave	way,	and,	 falling	down	to	 the	bottom	of	 the	 tower,	she
was	broken	in	pieces.
When	the	flying	princess	saw	what	had	happened	she	rode	back	to	the	spot,	as
Sunlight	counselled	her,	and	placed	her	finger	on	the	top	of	the	tower,	which	was
gradually	shrinking	 into	 the	earth.	 In	an	 instant	 the	 tower	had	vanished	as	 if	 it
had	never	been,	and	in	its	place	was	the	finger	of	the	princess	with	a	ring	round
it.
The	emperor	received	Iliane	with	all	the	respect	that	was	due	to	her,	and	fell	in
love	at	first	sight	besides.
But	this	did	not	seem	to	please	Iliane,	whose	face	was	sad	as	she	walked	about
the	palace	or	gardens,	wondering	how	it	was	that,	while	other	girls	did	as	they
liked,	she	was	always	in	the	power	of	someone	whom	she	hated.
So	 when	 the	 emperor	 asked	 her	 to	 share	 his	 throne	 Iliane	 answered,	 "Noble
Sovereign,	I	may	not	think	of	marriage	till	my	stud	of	horses	has	been	brought
me,	with	their	trappings	all	complete."
When	he	heard	this,	the	emperor	once	more	sent	for	Fet-Fruners,	and	said,	"Fet-



Fruners,	fetch	me	instantly	the	stud	of	mares,	with	their	trappings	all	complete.	If
not,	your	head	shall	pay	the	forfeit."
"Mighty	Emperor,	 I	kiss	your	hands!	 I	have	but	 just	 returned	 from	doing	your
bidding,	and,	behold,	you	send	me	on	another	mission,	and	stake	my	head	on	its
fulfilment,	 when	 your	 court	 is	 full	 of	 valiant	 young	men,	 pining	 to	 win	 their
spurs.	They	 say	 you	 are	 a	 just	man,	 then	why	not	 entrust	 this	 quest	 to	 one	 of
them?	Where	am	I	to	seek	these	mares	that	I	am	to	bring	you?"
"How	do	I	know?	They	may	be	anywhere	in	heaven	or	earth,	but,	wherever	they
are,	you	will	have	to	find	them."
The	princess	bowed	and	went	to	consult	Sunlight.	He	listened	while	she	told	her
tale,	and	then	said,	"Fetch	quickly	nine	buffalo	skins,	smear	them	well	with	tar,
and	lay	them	on	my	back.	Do	not	fear,	you	will	succeed	in	this	also,	but,	in	the
end,	the	emperor's	desires	will	be	his	undoing."
The	buffalo	skins	were	soon	got,	and	the	princess	started	off	with	Sunlight.	The
way	was	long	and	difficult,	but	at	length	they	reached	the	place	where	the	mares
were	 grazing.	Here	 the	 geni	who	 had	 carried	 off	 Iliane	was	wandering	 about,
trying	 to	discover	how	 to	capture	 them,	all	 the	while	believing	 that	 Iliane	was
safe	in	the	palace	where	he	had	left	her.
As	soon	as	she	caught	sight	of	him,	the	princess	went	up	and	told	him	that	Iliane
had	escaped,	and	that	his	mother,	in	her	efforts	to	recapture	her,	had	died	of	rage.
At	this	news	a	blind	fury	took	possession	of	the	geni,	and	he	rushed	madly	upon
the	princess,	who	awaited	his	onslaught	with	perfect	calmness.	As	he	came	on,
with	his	sabre	lifted	high	in	the	air,	Sunlight	bounded	right	over	his	head,	so	that
the	sword	fell	harmless.	And	when	in	her	turn	the	princess	prepared	to	strike,	the
horse	sank	upon	his	knees,	so	that	the	blade	pierced	the	geni's	thigh.
The	fight	was	so	fierce	that	it	seemed	as	if	the	earth	would	give	way	under	them,
and	for	twenty	miles	round	the	beasts	in	the	forests	fled	to	their	caves	for	shelter.
At	 last,	when	her	strength	was	almost	gone,	 the	geni	 lowered	his	sword	for	an
instant.	The	princess	saw	her	chance,	and,	with	one	swoop	of	her	arm,	severed
her	 enemy's	 head	 from	 his	 body.	 Still	 trembling	 from	 the	 long	 struggle,	 she
turned	away,	and	went	to	the	meadow	where	the	stud	were	feeding.
By	the	advice	of	Sunlight,	she	took	care	not	to	let	them	see	her,	and	climbed	a
thick	 tree,	 where	 she	 could	 see	 and	 hear	without	 being	 seen	 herself.	 Then	 he
neighed,	and	the	mares	came	galloping	up,	eager	to	see	the	new	comer	-	all	but
one	horse,	who	did	 not	 like	 strangers,	 and	 thought	 the	mares	were	 doing	very
well	as	they	were.	As	Sunlight	stood	his	ground,	well	pleased	with	the	attention
paid	 him,	 this	 sulky	 creature	 suddenly	 advanced	 to	 the	 charge,	 and	 bit	 so
violently	 that	had	 it	not	been	 for	 the	nine	buffalo	skins	Sunlight's	 last	moment
would	have	come.	When	the	fight	was	ended,	the	buffalo	skins	were	in	ribbons,
and	the	beaten	animal	was	writhing	with	pain	on	the	grass.



Nothing	now	remained	to	be	done	but	 to	drive	the	whole	stud	to	the	emperor's
court.	So	the	princess	came	down	from	the	tree	and	mounted	Sunlight,	while	the
stud	followed	meekly	after,	the	wounded	horse	bringing	up	the	rear.	On	reaching
the	palace,	she	drove	 them	into	a	yard,	and	went	 to	 inform	the	emperor	of	her
arrival.
The	news	was	told	at	once	to	Iliane,	who	ran	down	directly	and	called	them	to
her	one	by	one,	each	mare	by	its	name.	And	at	the	first	sight	of	her	the	wounded
animal	shook	itself	quickly,	and	in	a	moment	its	wounds	were	healed,	and	there
was	not	even	a	mark	on	its	glossy	skin.
By	this	time	the	emperor,	on	hearing	where	she	was,	joined	her	in	the	yard,	and
at	 her	 request	 ordered	 the	mares	 to	 be	milked,	 so	 that	 both	 he	 and	 she	might
bathe	in	the	milk	and	keep	young	for	ever.	But	they	would	suffer	no	one	to	come
near	them,	and	the	princess	was	commanded	to	perform	this	service	also.
At	 this,	 the	heart	of	 the	girl	swelled	within	her.	The	hardest	 tasks	were	always
given	to	her,	and	long	before	the	two	years	were	up,	she	would	be	worn	out	and
useless.	But	while	 these	 thoughts	 passed	 through	 her	mind,	 a	 fearful	 rain	 fell,
such	as	no	man	remembered	before,	and	rose	till	the	mares	were	standing	up	to
their	knees	 in	water.	Then	as	 suddenly	 it	 stopped,	and,	behold!	The	water	was
ice,	which	 held	 the	 animals	 firmly	 in	 its	 grasp.	And	 the	 princess's	 heart	 grew
light	 again,	 and	 she	 sat	 down	 gaily	 to	milk	 them,	 as	 if	 she	 had	 done	 it	 every
morning	of	her	life.
The	 love	of	 the	emperor	 for	 Iliane	waxed	greater	day	by	day,	but	 she	paid	no
heed	to	him,	and	always	had	an	excuse	ready	to	put	off	their	marriage.	At	length,
when	she	had	come	to	the	end	of	everything	she	could	think	of,	she	said	to	him
one	day,	"Grant	me,	Sire,	just	one	request	more,	and	then	I	will	really	marry	you,
for	you	have	waited	patiently	this	long	time."
"My	beautiful	dove,"	replied	the	emperor,	"both	I	and	all	I	possess	are	yours,	so
ask	your	will,	and	you	shall	have	it."
"Get	me,	then,"	she	said,	"a	flask	of	the	holy	water	that	is	kept	in	a	little	church
beyond	the	river	Jordan,	and	I	will	be	your	wife."
Then	the	emperor	ordered	Fet-Fruners	to	ride	without	delay	to	the	river	Jordan,
and	to	bring	back,	at	whatever	cost,	the	holy	water	for	Iliane.
"This,	my	mistress,"	said	Sunlight,	when	she	was	saddling	him,	"is	the	last	and
most	difficult	 of	your	 tasks.	But	 fear	nothing,	 for	 the	hour	of	 the	 emperor	has
struck."
So	 they	 started,	 and	 the	 horse,	 who	 was	 not	 a	 wizard	 for	 nothing,	 told	 the
princess	exactly	where	she	was	to	look	for	the	holy	water.
"It	stands,"	he	said,	"on	the	altar	of	a	little	church,	and	is	guarded	by	a	troop	of
nuns.	They	never	sleep,	night	or	day,	but	every	now	and	then	a	hermit	comes	to



visit	them,	and	from	him	they	learn	certain	things	it	is	needful	for	them	to	know.
When	this	happens,	only	one	of	the	nuns	remains	on	guard	at	a	time,	and	if	we
are	lucky	enough	to	hit	upon	this	moment,	we	may	get	hold	of	the	vase	at	once.
If	not,	we	shall	have	to	await	the	arrival	of	the	hermit,	however	long	it	may	be,
for	there	is	no	other	means	of	obtaining	the	holy	water."
They	 came	 in	 sight	 of	 the	 church	 beyond	 the	 Jordan,	 and,	 to	 their	 great	 joy,
beheld	the	hermit	just	arriving	at	the	door.	They	could	hear	him	calling	the	nuns
around	him,	and	saw	them	settle	themselves	under	a	tree,	with	the	hermit	in	their
midst;	all	but	one,	who	remained	on	guard,	as	was	the	custom.
The	hermit	had	a	great	deal	to	say,	and	the	day	was	very	hot,	so	the	nun,	tired	of
sitting	by	herself,	lay	down	right	across	the	threshold,	and	fell	sound	asleep.
Then	Sunlight	 told	the	princess	what	she	was	to	do,	and	the	girl	stepped	softly
over	the	sleeping	nun,	and	crept	like	a	cat	along	the	dark	aisle,	feeling	the	wall
with	her	 fingers,	 lest	 she	should	 fall	over	 something	and	 ruin	 it	all	by	a	noise.
But	she	reached	the	altar	in	safety,	and	found	the	vase	of	holy	water	standing	on
it.	This	she	thrust	into	her	dress,	and	went	back	with	the	same	care	as	she	came.
With	a	bound	she	was	in	the	saddle,	and	seizing	the	reins	bade	Sunlight	take	her
home	as	fast	as	his	legs	could	carry	him.
The	sound	of	the	flying	hoofs	aroused	the	nun,	who	understood	instantly	that	the
precious	treasure	was	stolen,	and	her	shrieks	were	so	loud	and	piercing	that	all
the	 rest	 came	 flying	 to	 see	what	was	 the	matter.	 The	 hermit	 followed	 at	 their
heels,	but	seeing	it	was	impossible	to	overtake	the	thief,	he	fell	on	his	knees	and
called	his	most	deadly	curse	down	on	her	head,	praying	 that	 if	 the	 thief	was	a
man,	 he	 might	 become	 a	 woman,	 and	 if	 she	 was	 a	 woman,	 that	 she	 might
become	a	man.	In	either	case	he	thought	that	the	punishment	would	be	severe.
But	punishments	are	things	about	which	people	do	not	always	agree,	and	when
the	princess	suddenly	felt	she	was	really	 the	man	she	had	pretended	 to	be,	she
was	 delighted,	 and	 if	 the	 hermit	 had	 only	 been	 within	 reach	 she	 would	 have
thanked	him	from	her	heart.
By	the	time	she	reached	the	emperor's	court,	Fet-Fruners	looked	a	young	man	all
over	in	the	eyes	of	everyone,	and	even	the	mother	of	the	geni	would	now	have
had	her	doubts	set	at	rest.	He	drew	forth	the	vase	from	his	tunic	and	held	it	up	to
the	emperor,	saying:	"Mighty	Sovereign,	all	hail!	I	have	fulfilled	this	task	also,
and	I	hope	it	is	the	last	you	have	for	me.	Let	another	now	take	his	turn."
"I	am	content,	Fet-Fruners,"	replied	the	emperor,	"and	when	I	am	dead	it	is	you
who	will	sit	upon	my	throne,	for	I	have	yet	no	son	to	come	after	me.	But	if	one	is
given	me,	and	my	dearest	wish	is	accomplished,	then	you	shall	be	his	right	hand,
and	guide	him	with	your	counsels."
But	 though	 the	 emperor	 was	 satisfied,	 Iliane	 was	 not,	 and	 she	 determined	 to



revenge	herself	on	the	emperor	for	the	dangers	which	he	had	caused	Fet-Fruners
to	 run.	 And	 as	 for	 the	 vase	 of	 holy	 water,	 she	 thought	 that,	 in	 common
politeness,	her	suitor	ought	to	have	fetched	it	himself,	which	he	could	have	done
without	any	risk	at	all.
So	she	ordered	the	great	bath	to	be	filled	with	the	milk	of	her	mares,	and	begged
the	 emperor	 to	 clothe	 himself	 in	white	 robes,	 and	 enter	 the	 bath	with	 her,	 an
invitation	he	 accepted	with	 joy.	Then,	when	both	were	 standing	with	 the	milk
reaching	 to	 their	 necks,	 she	 sent	 for	 the	horse	which	had	 fought	Sunlight,	 and
made	a	secret	sign	 to	him.	The	horse	understood	what	he	was	 to	do,	and	from
one	 nostril	 he	 breathed	 fresh	 air	 over	 Iliane,	 and	 from	 the	 other,	 he	 snorted	 a
burning	wind	which	 shrivelled	up	 the	 emperor	where	he	 stood,	 leaving	only	 a
little	heap	of	ashes.
His	 strange	 death,	 which	 no	 one	 could	 explain,	 made	 a	 great	 sensation
throughout	 the	 country,	 and	 the	 funeral	 his	 people	 gave	 him	 was	 the	 most
splendid	 ever	 known.	When	 it	 was	 over,	 Iliane	 summoned	 Fet-Fruners	 before
her,	and	addressed	him	thus,	"Fet-Fruners!	 It	 is	you	who	brought	me	and	have
saved	my	life,	and	obeyed	my	wishes.	It	is	you	who	gave	me	back	my	stud,	you
who	killed	the	geni,	and	the	old	witch	his	mother,	and	you	who	brought	me	the
holy	water.	You,	and	none	other,	shall	be	my	husband."
"Yes,	I	will	marry	you,"	said	the	young	man,	with	a	voice	almost	as	soft	as	when
he	was	a	princess.	"But	know	that	in	our	house,	it	will	be	the	cock	who	sings	and
not	the	hen!"
	



THE	PRINCESS	AND	THE	FISHERMAN

Adapted	from	a	story	collected	by	Mite	Kremnitz	in	Roumanian	Fairy	Tales,
published	in	1885	by	Henry	Holt	&	Company.

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	FISHERMAN,	NEITHER	very	well	off	nor	very	poor,
but	he	was	young,	with	a	moustache	that	curled	fiercely	at	the	ends,	you	know,
and	 a	 fine-looking	 fellow.	 Whenever	 he	 passed	 the	 imperial	 palace,	 the
emperor's	daughter	sent	for	him,	bought	his	fish,	and	gave	him	ten	times	as	much
money	as	they	were	worth.
Our	fisherman	was	spoiled	by	this	wealth,	and	whenever	he	had	nice	fresh	fish
he	took	them	to	the	palace.	Not	a	day	passed	that	the	princess	did	not	buy	fish	if
the	fisherman	went	by.
One	 day,	 while	 paying	 for	 the	 fish,	 the	 princess	 pressed	 his	 hand,	 and	 the
fisherman	blushed	as	red	as	a	beet,	and	cast	down	his	eyes,	but	first	gave	her	one
loving	glance,	for	he	had	understood	that	she	was	willing	he	should	do	so.	Then
he	 entered	 into	 conversation	with	her,	 and	 took	good	 care	not	 to	 say	 anything
stupid.
The	 next	 time	 the	 princess	 bought	 fish	 he	 began	 to	 talk	 about	 them	 at	 great
length,	and	made	her	comprehend	that	he	had	understood	her	feelings,	and	that
the	fire	of	love	which	was	consuming	her	burned	no	less	hotly	in	his	heart	than
in	her	own.
Another	 time	 he	 spoke	 still	more	 freely,	 and	 the	 princess	 learned	 that	 he	was
unmarried.	She	was,	besides,	much	pleased	with	his	clever	answers,	 and	as	he
was	very	attractive	the	royal	maiden	finally	fell	in	love	with	him.	She	gave	him	a
purse	 filled	with	money	 to	 purchase	 handsome	 clothes,	 and	 told	 him	 to	 come
back	afterward	and	show	himself	to	her.
After	he	had	bought	garments	like	those	worn	by	gentlemen,	he	put	them	on	and
returned	to	the	princess.	She	would	scarcely	have	recognized	him,	for	even	his
gait	and	bearing	had	become	as	stiff	as	a	noble's.
At	 last,	 unable	 to	 repress	 the	 love	 that	 glowed	 in	 her	 heart,	 the	 emperor's
daughter	told	him	that	she	would	marry	him.



The	fisherman	did	not	know	much,	but	he	was	aware	that	such	a	dainty	morsel
wasn't	meant	for	his	bill,	and	he	could	hardly	believe	what	he	heard	with	his	ears
and	saw	with	his	eyes,	but	when	the	princess	assured	him	that	she	wasn't	joking,
he	accepted	her	hand,	though	to	tell	the	truth	with	many	doubts	and	blushes.
The	marriage	did	not	exactly	suit	the	emperor,	but	as	he	loved	his	daughter	and
she	was	her	parents'	only	child,	he	yielded	to	her	wishes.	The	princess	gave	the
fisherman	 another	 purse	 filled	 with	 money,	 and	 told	 him	 to	 buy	 himself	 still
handsomer	clothes.	When	he	returned,	in	garments	that	fairly	glittered	with	gold,
the	royal	maiden	presented	him	to	the	emperor,	and	the	monarch	betrothed	them
to	each	other.
Before	long	a	magnificent	imperial	wedding	was	celebrated.	When	the	company
sat	 down	 to	 enjoy	 the	 banquet,	 a	 soft-boiled	 egg,	which,	 according	 to	 ancient
custom,	only	the	bride	and	bridegroom	were	permitted	to	eat,	was	brought	to	the
wedded	pair.	When	the	husband	was	about	to	dip	a	bit	of	bread	into	the	egg,	the
princess	stopped	him,	saying:	"I	must	dip	first,	because	I	am	the	daughter	of	an
emperor,	 and	 you	 are	 a	 fisherman."	 The	 bridegroom	made	 no	 reply,	 but	 rose
from	the	table	and	vanished.	The	guests,	who	did	not	know	what	had	happened,
looked	 at	 one	 another	 and	 asked	 in	 surprise	what	 this	meant,	 for	 they	had	not
heard	that	the	emperor's	son-in-law	had	formerly	been	a	fisherman.
The	bride	 repented	her	 imprudence,	bit	her	 lips,	and	wrung	her	hands.	She	ate
what	she	was	compelled	 to	swallow,	but	she	might	 just	as	well	have	 thrown	it
behind	her,	for	not	a	morsel	did	her	any	good.
After	the	feast	she	went	to	her	room,	but	all	night	long	she	could	not	once	close
her	eyes	or	fall	asleep,	she	was	so	sorrowful.	She	thought	of	her	bridegroom	so
constantly	that	she	was	afraid	she	would	fall	ill	from	longing.	Her	principal	grief
was	that	she	did	not	know	why	he	had	gone	away	without	saying	even	one	word.
The	next	day	she	went	to	the	emperor	and	told	him	she	was	seized	with	so	great
a	longing	for	her	husband	that	she	was	going	to	follow	him	till	she	found	him.
The	 emperor	 tried	 to	 detain	 her,	 but	 she	 would	 not	 listen	 and	 set	 out	 on	 her
journey.
She	searched	up	and	down	the	whole	city,	but	did	not	find	him	anywhere.	Then
she	wandered	from	place	to	place	till	she	met	him	serving	in	a	tavern.
As	soon	as	she	saw	him	she	went	up	and	spoke	to	him,	but	he	pretended	not	to
know	her,	turned	his	head	away,	made	no	answer,	and	went	about	his	business.
The	princess	followed	him	everywhere,	begging	him	to	say	just	one	word	to	her,
but	 in	 vain.	 When	 the	 landlord	 saw	 that	 the	 stranger	 was	 to	 blame	 for	 the
interruption	in	the	work,	he	said,	"Why	don't	you	let	my	servant	finish	his	work
in	peace?	Don't	you	see	he	is	dumb?	Be	kind	enough	to	go	away	from	here,	 if
you	are	a	respectable	woman."



"He	isn't	dumb,"	she	cried.	"This	is	my	husband,	who	deserted	and	fled	from	me
on	account	of	a	fault	of	mine."
All	 the	 people	 in	 the	 tavern	 stood	 still	 in	 astonishment	 when	 they	 heard	 her
words,	for	she	was	not	joking,	but	the	landlord	could	not	believe	it.	He	thought	it
would	be	 impossible	for	a	man	who	could	speak	 to	 live	a	whole	week	without
saying	 even	one	word,	 and	 everybody	 really	 knew	him	as	 a	 dumb	man,	made
him	understand	by	signs,	and	liked	him	for	his	industry.
The	princess	then	entered	into	an	agreement	with	them	all,	that	she	would	induce
him	to	speak	within	three	days	if	they	would	only	allow	her	to	stay	with	him,	but
if	she	did	not	succeed	she	would	be	hung.	This	agreement	was	put	in	writing	and
shown	 to	 the	magistrates	 for	 their	 sanction.	When	 the	contract	was	concluded,
the	three	days'	trial	was	arranged	to	begin	the	next	morning.
The	fisherman	at	first	knew	nothing	about	this	agreement,	though	he	heard	of	it
afterward,	but	the	emperor's	daughter	never	left	his	side.
"My	beloved	husband,"	she	said,	"you	know	I	am	to	blame.	I	chose	you	because
I	loved	you,	I	swear	that	I	will	never	commit	such	a	blunder	again,	so	have	pity
on	me,	speak	one	word	to	me,	and	save	me	from	the	disgrace	that	is	killing	me.	I
know	you	have	a	right	to	be	angry,	but	for	the	sake	of	my	love,	forgive	me."
The	 fisherman	 turned	 his	 head	 toward	 her,	 shrugged	 his	 shoulders,	 and
pretended	that	he	did	not	know	her,	and	did	not	understand	what	she	was	talking
about.	One	day,	two	days	passed,	and	he	did	not	even	say	boo.	When	the	third
came	the	princess	was	terribly	frightened,	and	wherever	the	dumb	man	went	she
followed,	beseeching	him	to	say	one	word	to	her.
But	the	fisherman,	feeling	that	she	was	softening	him	by	her	entreaties,	fled	like
a	savage	that	she	might	not	assail	him	with	tears,	and	pretended	his	heart	was	a
lump	of	ice,	but	she	did	not	cease	imploring	him	a	thousand	times,	so	tenderly
that	it	would	have	softened	even	a	wild	beast.
At	last	the	third	day	also	passed,	and	the	fisherman	had	not	even	said	baa.
Everybody	wondered	over	these	things.	Nothing	was	talked	of	in	the	whole	city,
except	 the	mute	 servant	 at	 the	 tavern	 and	 the	 beautiful,	 charming	girl,	who,	 it
was	 supposed,	 had	 mistaken	 the	 dumb	 man	 for	 someone	 else,	 and	 had	 now
brought	herself	into	trouble.
The	next	day	the	gallows	was	ready,	and	the	whole	population	gathered	around	it
to	witness	 the	 end	of	 the	 affair.	The	magistrates	were	 summoned	 to	 the	place,
and,	against	their	will,	compelled	to	execute	what	was	in	the	agreement.
The	 executioner	 came,	 and	 called	 upon	 the	 princess	 to	 submit	 to	 the	 penalty.
Since	she	had	not	succeeded	in	fulfilling	the	obligations	she	had	imposed	upon
herself,	the	girl	turned	once	more	to	the	fisherman,	and,	sobbing	bitterly,	tried	to
soften	his	heart,	but	in	vain.	When	she	saw	and	understood	that	no	escape	was



possible,	 she	 loosed	 her	 hair	 and	 let	 it	 fall	 over	 her	 shoulders,	 wailing	 so
piteously	that	it	was	enough	to	make	even	wood	and	stone	weep	for	her,	and	so
walked	 toward	 the	 place	 of	 execution.	 All	 the	 people,	 old	 and	 young,	 were
weeping	around	her,	yet	could	not	help	her.
On	reaching	the	gallows,	she	once	more	gazed	hopefully	at	the	dumb	man,	who
had	come	with	the	crowd,	but	stood	as	if	he	were	perfectly	unmoved,	and	said	to
him,	"My	dear	husband,	save	me	from	death.	You	know	my	love	for	you.	Do	not
let	me	perish	 so	 ignominiously.	Speak	but	one	word	and	 I	 shall	be	delivered."
But	the	man	only	shrugged	his	shoulders	and	glanced	backward	across	the	fields.
The	executioner	stood	with	the	noose	in	his	hand.	Two	assistants	led	her	up	the
ladder,	and	the	hangman	slipped	the	rope	around	her	neck.	One	moment	more,
and	the	princess	would	have	been	a	corpse!	But	just	at	the	instant	the	executioner
was	going	to	let	her	swing	out	into	the	empty	air,	the	fisherman	raised	his	hand,
shouting:	"Hi!	Hi!	Stop!"
The	 crowd	 stood	motionless	 and	 tears	 of	 joy	 streamed	 from	 every	 eye	 as	 the
hangman	took	the	noose	from	the	prisoner's	neck.	Then	the	fisherman,	looking	at
the	royal	maiden,	said	three	times,	"Will	you	say	fisherman	to	me	again?"
"Forgive	me,	my	dear	husband,"	the	princess	hastened	to	reply,	"I	have	only	said
it	once,	and	that	was	by	mistake.	I	promise	you	not	to	do	so	again."
"Let	her	come	down,	she	is	my	wife."
He	took	her	by	the	hand,	and	they	went	home	together.
Afterward	they	lived	in	peace	and	happiness,	and	if	 they	haven't	died,	 they	are
living	still.
	



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.
	

Lucy	Byng
As	yet	I’ve	not	found	any	detail	about	Lucy	Byng.
	

Mite	Kremnitz
Mite	Kremnitz.	1852	–	1916,	born	Marie	von	Bardeleben,	was	a	German	writer.
Kremnitz	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 the	 famous	 surgeon	 Heinrich	 Adolf	 von
Bardeleben.	She	grew	up	in	Greifswald,	London	and,	from	1868,	in	Berlin.	Later
she	married	the	doctor	Wilhelm	Kremnitz	and	moved	with	him	to	Bucharest	in
1875.	The	couple	had	2	children.
In	 Romania,	 Marie	 became	 good	 friends	 with	 Queen	 Elisabeth,	 who	 wrote
poems,	novels	and	short	stories	under	the	nom	de	plume	Carmen	Sylva,	and	in
1881	she	was	appointed	her	maid	of	honour.	They	published	several	novels	and
a	 drama	 in	 collaboration,	 Mite	 signing	 with	 the	 pseudonym	 Ditto	 and	 Idem.
From	1890	she	changed	her	pen	name	to	Mite	Kremnitz.
After	her	husband's	death	in	1897,	Kremnitz	returned	to	Berlin.	She	died	on	18
July	1916,	aged	64.
	

Carmen	Sylva
Pauline	 Elisabeth	 Ottilie	 Luise	 of	 Wied,	 1843	 –	 1916,	 was	 the	 Queen	 of
Romania	 as	 the	 wife	 of	 King	 Carol	 I,	 widely	 known	 by	 her	 literary	 name	 of
Carmen	Sylva.
Born	at	Schloss	Monrepos	in	Neuwied,	she	was	the	daughter	of	Hermann,	Prince
of	Wied,	and	his	wife	Princess	Marie	of	Nassau.
Elisabeth	had	artistic	 leanings	and	her	childhood	featured	seances	and	visits	 to
the	local	asylum	for	the	mentally	ill.



Elisabeth	first	met	Prince	Karl	of	Hohenzollern-Sigmaringen	in	Berlin	in	1861.
In	1869,	Karl,	who	was	now	Prince	Carol	of	Romania,	 traveled	to	Germany	in
search	of	a	suitable	consort.	He	was	reunited	with	Elisabeth,	and	 the	 two	were
married	on	15	November	1869	in	Neuwied.	Their	only	child,	a	daughter,	Maria,
died	 in	1874	at	age	 three,	an	event	from	which	Elisabeth	never	recovered.	She
was	 crowned	 Queen	 of	 Romania	 in	 1881	 after	 Romania	 was	 proclaimed	 a
kingdom.
In	 the	Russo-Turkish	War	of	1877–1878,	also	known	as	 the	Romanian	War	of
Independence,	she	devoted	herself	to	the	care	of	the	wounded,	and	founded	the
Decoration	of	 the	Cross	of	Queen	Elisabeth	 to	 reward	distinguished	 service	 in
such	 work.	 She	 fostered	 the	 higher	 education	 of	 women	 in	 Romania,	 and
established	societies	for	various	charitable	purposes.	She	was	the	835th	Dame	of
the	Order	of	Queen	Maria	Luisa.
She	founded	the	National	Society	for	the	Blind	and	was	the	first	royal	patron	of
the	Romanian	Red	Cross.
As	"Carmen	Sylva",	she	wrote	with	facility	 in	German,	Romanian,	French	and
English.	A	few	of	her	voluminous	writings,	which	include	poems,	plays,	novels,
short	 stories,	 essays,	 and	 collections	 of	 aphorisms,	 have	 been	 singled	 out	 for
critical	mention.
Her	 earliest	 publications	 were	 Sappho	 and	 Hammerstein,	 two	 poems	 which
appeared	in	Leipzig	in	1880.
In	1888	she	received	the	Prix	Botta,	a	prize	awarded	triennially	by	the	Académie
Français,	 for	 her	 volume	 of	 prose	 aphorisms	 Les	 Pensees	 d'une	 reine	 (Paris,
1882),	 a	 German	 version	 of	 which	 is	 entitled	 Vom	 Amboss	 (Bonn,	 1890).
Cuvinte	 Sufletesci,	 religious	 meditations	 in	 Romanian	 (Bucharest,	 1888),	 was
also	translated	into	German	(Bonn,	1890),	under	the	name	of	Seelen-Gespräche.
Several	of	 the	works	of	Carmen	Sylva	were	written	 in	collaboration	with	Mite
Kremnitz,	 one	 of	 her	maids	 of	 honour,	 published	 between	 1881	 and	 1888,	 in
some	cases	under	the	pseudonyms	Ditto	et	Idem.
	

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.
	



ABOUT	THE	EDITOR

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