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PREFACE

The	worlds	of	folklore	and	traditional	storytelling	are	fascinating	places	to	visit
wherever	 the	 land	or	 the	people	may	be	Tales	 from	different	 regions	are	often
shaped	 by	 geography	 and	 by	 cultural	 and	 historical	 factors	 that	 have
accumulated	 over	 the	 course	 of	 centuries.	 At	 their	 heart,	 though,	 is	 an	 ever
present	desire	to	explain	and	understand	the	world	and	the	experience	of	living
in	it	day	by	day.
The	Balkan	Peninsula	 is	 a	 region	 in	South-Eastern	Europe,	 and	has	 a	 full	 and
rich	 history	 and	 tradition	 where	 cultures	 have	 been	 mixing	 for	 at	 least	 2,000
years	and	Slavic	civilisation	has	had	an	especially	strong	influence.	The	result	is
diverse	 and	 fascinating	 folklore	 with	 its	 own	 set	 of	 mythical	 beings	 and
legendary	heroes.
One	of	the	more	common	characters	of	Slavic	mythology	is	the	Samodiva.	The
Samodiva	is	a	forest	spirit	in	the	shape	of	a	beautiful	woman	who	never	loses	her
youthful	 looks.	The	Samodivi	bathe	in	forest	springs	underneath	the	moonlight
and	sometimes	make	young	bachelors	from	the	nearby	villages	play	the	kaval	(a
wooden	 flute)	 for	 them.	 If	 a	 man	 steals	 a	 Samodiva's	 veil,	 she	 becomes	 an
ordinary	woman	and	has	 to	be	his	wife,	but	will	 spend	every	moment	 she	can
looking	for	her	veil	to	regain	her	freedom,	even	if	it	means	leaving	her	children
behind.	The	Samodivi	also	protect	forest	animals.
These	 tales	 are	 taken	 from	 collections	 such	 as	 Serbian	 Folk-lore	 by	Madame
Elodie	 L.	 Mijatovich,	 published	 by	 The	 Columbus	 Printing,	 Publishing	 &
Advertising	Company,	1899,	 from	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	 the	Serbians	 by
Woislav	 M.	 Petrovitch,	 published	 in	 1914,	 and	 from	 Andrew	 Lang's	 various
coloured	Fairy	Books	from	the	turn	of	the	nineteenth	and	twentieth	centuries.
As	 ever	 it's	 been	 a	 voyage	 of	 discovery,	 with	 common	 themes	 emerging
alongside	 some	 distinct	 regional	 variations	 and	 differences.	 I	 hope	 you	 enjoy
these	tales.
	

Clive
Bath	2019
	



THE	BEAR’S	SON

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	A	BEAR	married	a	woman,	and	they	had	one	son.	When
the	boy	was	yet	a	 little	 fellow	he	begged	very	hard	 to	be	allowed	 to	 leave	 the
bear's	 cave,	 and	 to	 go	 out	 into	 the	 world	 to	 see	 what	 was	 in	 it.	 His	 father,
however,	the	Bear,	would	not	consent	to	this,	saying,	You	are	too	young	yet,	and
not	 strong	 enough.	 In	 the	world	 there	 are	multitudes	 of	 wicked	 beasts,	 called
men,	who	will	kill	you.”	So	the	boy	was	quieted	for	a	while,	and	remained	in	the
cave.
But,	after	some	time,	the	boy	prayed	so	earnestly	that	the	Bear,	his	father,	would
let	him	go	into	the	world,	that	the	Bear	brought	him	into	the	wood,	and	showed
him	a	beech-tree,	saying,	“If	you	can	pull	up	that	beech	by	the	roots,	I	will	 let
you	go,	but	 if	you	cannot,	 then	 this	 is	 a	proof	 that	you	are	 still	 too	weak,	 and
must	remain	with	me.”	The	boy	tried	to	pull	up	the	tree,	but,	after	 long	trying,
had	to	give	it	up,	and	go	home	again	to	the	cave.
Again	some	time	passed,	and	he	then	begged	again	to	be	allowed	to	go	into	the
world,	and	his	 father	 told	him,	as	before,	 if	he	could	pull	up	 the	beech-tree	he
might	go	out	 into	 the	world.	This	 time	 the	boy	pulled	up	 the	 tree,	 so	 the	Bear
consented	to	let	him	go,	first,	however,	making	him	cut	away	the	branches	from
the	beech,	so	that	he	might	use	the	trunk	for	a	club.	The	boy	now	started	on	his
journey,	carrying	the	trunk	of	the	beech	over	his	shoulder.
One	day	as	 the	Bear's	 son	was	 journeying,	he	 came	 to	a	 field	where	he	 found
hundreds	 of	 ploughmen	working	 for	 their	master.	He	 asked	 them	 to	 give	 him
something	 to	 eat,	 and	 they	 told	 him	 to	wait	 a	 bit	 till	 their	 dinner	was	 brought
them,	when	he	should	have	some,	for,	they	said,	“Where	so	many	are	dining	one
mouth	more	or	less	matters	but	little.”
Whilst	 they	 were	 speaking	 there	 came	 carts,	 horses,	 mules,	 and	 asses,	 all
carrying	the	dinner.	But	when	the	meats	were	spread	out	the	Bear's	son	declared
he	could	eat	all	that	up	himself.	The	workmen	wondered	greatly	at	his	words,	not



believing	it	possible	that	one	man	could	consume	as	great	a	quantity	of	victuals
as	would	satisfy	several	hundred	men.	This,	however,	the	Bear's	son	persisted	in
affirming	he	could	do,	and	offered	 to	bet	with	 them	 that	he	would	do	 this.	He
proposed	 that	 the	 stakes	 should	be	all	 the	 iron	of	 their	ploughshares	and	other
agricultural	 implements.	 To	 this	 they	 assented.	 No	 sooner	 had	 they	made	 the
wager	than	he	fell	upon	the	provisions,	and	in	a	short	time	consumed	the	whole.
Not	a	fragment	was	left.	Hereupon	the	labourers,	in	accordance	with	their	wager,
gave	him	all	the	iron	which	they	possessed.
When	 the	Bear's	 son	 had	 collected	 all	 the	 iron,	 he	 tore	 up	 a	 young	birch-tree,
twisted	it	into	a	band	and	tied	up	the	iron	into	a	bundle,	which	he	hung	at	the	end
of	his	staff,	and	throwing	it	across	his	shoulder,	trudged	off	from	the	astonished
and	affrighted	labourers.
Going	on	a	short	distance,	he	arrived	at	a	forge	in	which	a	smith	was	employed
making	a	ploughshare.	This	man	he	requested	to	make	him	a	mace	with	the	iron
which	he	was	carrying.	This	the	smith	undertook	to	do,	but	putting	aside	half	the
iron,	he	made	of	the	rest	a	small,	coarsely-finished	mace.
Bear's	son	saw	at	a	glance	that	he	had	been	cheated	by	the	smith.	Moreover,	he
was	 disgusted	 at	 the	 roughness	 of	 the	workmanship.	He	 however	 took	 it,	 and
declared	his	 intention	of	 testing	 it.	Then	fastening	 it	 to	 the	end	of	his	club	and
throwing	it	into	the	air	high	above	the	clouds	he	stood	still	and	allowed	it	to	fall
on	 his	 shoulder.	 It	 had	 no	 sooner	 struck	 him	 than	 the	 mace	 shivered	 into
fragments,	 some	of	which	 fell	on	and	destroyed	 the	 forge.	Taking	up	his	staff,
Bear's	son	reproached	the	smith	for	his	dishonesty,	and	killed	him	on	the	spot.
Having	collected	 the	whole	of	 the	 iron,	 the	Bear's	 son	went	 to	another	smithy,
and	desired	the	smith	whom	he	found	there	to	make	him	a	mace,	saying	to	him,
“Please	play	no	tricks	on	me.	I	bring	you	these	fragments	of	iron	for	you	to	use
in	making	a	mace.	Beware	that	you	do	not	attempt	to	cheat	me	as	I	was	cheated
before!”	 As	 the	 smith	 had	 heard	 what	 had	 happened	 to	 the	 other	 one,	 he
collected	his	workpeople,	 threw	all	 the	 iron	on	his	 fire,	 and	welded	 the	whole
together	and	made	a	large	mace	of	perfect	workmanship.
When	it	was	fastened	on	the	head	of	his	club	the	Bear's	son,	to	prove	it,	threw	it
up	 high,	 and	 caught	 it	 on	 his	 back.	 This	 time	 the	 mace	 did	 not	 break,	 but
rebounded.	Then	the	Bear's	son	got	up	and	said,	“This	work	is	well	done!”	and,
putting	it	on	his	shoulder,	walked	away.
A	 little	 farther	 on	 he	 came	 to	 a	 field	wherein	 a	man	was	 ploughing	with	 two
oxen,	and	he	went	up	to	him	and	asked	for	something	to	eat.	The	man	said,	“I
expect	 every	moment	my	daughter	 to	 come	with	my	dinner,	 then	we	 shall	 see
what	God	has	given	us!”	The	Bear's	 son	 told	him	how	he	had	eaten	up	all	 the
dinner	 prepared	 for	many	 hundreds	 of	 ploughmen,	 and	 asked,	 “From	 a	 dinner
prepared	for	one	person	how	much	can	come	to	me	or	to	you?”	Meanwhile	the



girl	brought	the	dinner.	The	moment	she	put	it	down,	Bear's	son	stretched	out	his
hand	to	begin	to	eat,	but	the	man	stopped	him.	”No!”	said	he,	“you	must	first	say
grace,	 as	 I	 do!”	 The	 Bear's	 son,	 hungry	 as	 he	 was,	 obeyed,	 and,	 having	 said
grace,	they	both	began	to	eat.
The	Bear's	son,	looking	at	the	girl	who	brought	the	dinner	(she	was	a	tall,	strong,
beautiful	girl),	became	very	fond	of	her,	and	said	 to	 the	father,	“Will	you	give
me	your	daughter	for	a	wife?”
The	man	answered,	“I	would	give	her	to	you	very	gladly	but	I	have	promised	her
already	to	the	Moustached.”
The	Bear's	son	exclaimed,	“What	do	I	care	for	Moustachio?	I	have	my	mace	for
him!”
But	 the	man	 answered,	 “Hush!	 hush!	Moustachio	 is	 also	 somebody!	You	will
see	him	here	soon.”
Shortly	 after	 a	 noise	 was	 heard	 afar	 off,	 and	 lo,	 behind	 a	 hill	 a	 moustache
showed	 itself,	and	 in	 it	were	 three	hundred	and	sixty-five	birds”	nests.	Shortly
after	appeared	the	other	moustache,	and	then	came	Moustachio	himself.	Having
reached	them,	he	lay	down	on	the	ground	immediately,	to	rest.	He	put	his	head
on	the	girl's	knee	and	told	her	to	scratch	his	head	a	little.	The	girl	obeyed	him,
and	 the	 Bear's	 son,	 getting	 up,	 struck	 him	 with	 his	 club	 over	 the	 head.
Whereupon	Moustachio,	pointing	to	the	place	with	his	finger,	said,	“Something
bit	 me	 here!”	 The	 Bear's	 son	 struck	 with	 his	 mace	 on	 another	 spot,	 and
Moustachio	again	pointed	to	the	place,	saying	to	the	girl,	“Something	has	bitten
me	here!”	When	he	was	 struck	a	 third	 time,	he	 said	 to	 the	girl	 angrily,	 “Look
you!	 something	bites	me	here!”	Then	 the	girl	 said,	 “Nothing	has	bitten	you,	 a
man	struck	you!”
When	Moustachio	heard	that	he	jumped	up,	but	Bear's	son	had	thrown	away	his
mace	 and	 ran	 away.	Moustachio	 pursued	 him,	 and	 though	 the	Bear's	 son	was
lighter	than	he,	and	had	gotten	the	start	of	him	a	considerable	distance,	he	would
not	give	up	pursuing	him.
At	 length	 the	Bear's	 son,	 in	 the	course	of	his	 flight,	 came	 to	a	wide	 river,	 and
found,	near	it,	some	men	threshing	corn.	”Help	me,	my	brothers,	help,	for	God's
sake!”	he	cried.	”Help!	Moustachio	is	pursuing	me!	What	shall	I	do?	How	can	I
get	across	the	river?”	One	of	the	men	stretched	out	his	shovel,	saying,	“Here!	Sit
down	 on	 it,	 and	 I	 will	 throw	 you	 over	 the	 river!”	 The	 Bear's	 son	 sat	 on	 the
shovel,	and	the	man	threw	him	over	the	water	to	the	other	shore.
Soon	 after	Moustachio	 came	up,	 and	 asked,	 “Has	passed	here?”	The	 threshers
replied	 that	 a	man	 had	 passed.	Moustachio	 demanded,	 “How	 did	 he	 cross	 the
river?”	They	answered,	“He	sprang	over.”	Then	Moustachio	went	back	a	little	to
take	a	start,	and	with	a	hop	he	sprang	to	the	other	side,	and	continued	to	pursue



the	Bear's	son.
Meanwhile	this	last,	running	hastily	up	a	hill,	got	very	tired.	At	the	top	of	the	hill
he	found	a	man	sowing,	and	the	sack	with	seeds	was	hanging	on	his	neck.	After
every	handful	of	seed	sown	in	 the	ground,	 the	man	put	a	handful	 in	his	mouth
and	 ate	 them.	 The	 Bear's	 son	 shouted	 to	 him,	 “Help,	 brother,	 help	 for	 God's
sake!	 Moustachio	 is	 following	 me,	 and	 will	 soon	 catch	 me!	 Hide	 me
somewhere!”
Then	the	man	said,	“Indeed,	it	is	no	joke	to	have	Moustachio	pursuing	you.	But	I
have	nowhere	to	hide	you,	unless	in	this	sack	among	the	seeds.”	So	he	put	him	in
the	sack.	When	Moustachio	came	up	to	the	sower	he	asked	him	if	he	had	seen
the	Bear's	 son	 anywhere?	The	man	 replied,	 “Yes,	 he	 passed	 by	 long	 ago,	 and
God	knows	where	he	has	got	before	this!”
Then	Moustachio	went	back	again.	By-and-by	the	sower	forgot	 that	Bear's	son
was	in	his	sack,	and	he	took	him	out	with	a	handful	of	seeds,	and	put	him	in	his
mouth.	Then	Bear's	son	was	afraid	of	being	swallowed,	so	he	looked	round	the
mouth	quickly,	and,	seeing	a	hollow	tooth,	hid	himself	in	it.
When	 the	 sower	 returned	 home	 in	 the	 evening,	 he	 called	 to	 his	 sisters-in-law,
“Children,	give	me	my	toothpick!	There	is	something	in	my	broken	tooth.”	The
sisters-in-law	brought	him	two	iron	picks,	and,	standing	one	on	each	side,	they
poked	about	with	the	two	picks	in	his	tooth	till	the	Bear's	son	jumped	out.	Then
the	 man	 remembered	 him,	 and	 said,	 “What	 bad	 luck	 you	 have!	 I	 had	 nearly
swallowed	you.'
After	 they	had	taken	supper	they	talked	about	many	different	 things,	 till	at	 last
the	Bear's	son	asked	what	had	happened	to	break	that	one	tooth,	whilst	the	others
were	all	strong	and	healthy.
Then	the	man	told	him	in	these	words,	”Once	upon	a	time	ten	of	us	started	with
thirty	 horses	 to	 the	 sea-shore	 to	 buy	 some	 salt.	 We	 found	 a	 girl	 in	 a	 field
watching	sheep,	and	she	asked	us	where	we	were	going.	We	said	we	were	going
to	the	sea-shore	to	buy	salt.	She	said,	"Why	go	so	far?	I	have	in	the	bag	in	my
hand	here	some	salt	which	remained	over	after	feeding	the	sheep.	I	think	it	will
be	 enough	 for	 you.”	 So	we	 settled	 about	 the	 price,	 and	 then	 she	 took	 the	 salt
from	her	bag,	whilst	we	took	the	sacks	from	the	thirty	horses,	and	we	weighed
the	salt	and	filled	the	sacks	with	it	till	all	the	thirty	sacks	were	full.	We	then	paid
the	girl,	and	returned	home.
It	was	a	very	fine	autumn	day	but	as	we	were	crossing	a	high	mountain,	the	sky
became	very	cloudy	and	it	began	to	snow,	and	there	was	a	cold	north	wind,	so
that	we	could	not	 see	our	path	and	wandered	about	here	and	 there.	At	 last,	by
good	luck,	one	of	us	shouted,	"Here,	brothers!	Here	is	a	dry	place!"	So	we	went
in	one	after	the	other	till	we	were	all,	with	the	thirty	horses,	under	shelter.	Then
we	took	the	sacks	from	the	horses,	made	a	good	fire,	and	passed	the	night	there



as	if	it	were	a	house.
Next	morning,	just	think	what	we	saw!	We	were	all	in	one	man's	head,	which	lay
in	the	midst	of	some	vineyards,	and	whilst	we	were	yet	wondering	and	loading
our	horses,	the	keeper	of	the	vineyards	came	and	picked	the	head	up.	He	put	it	in
a	sling	and	slinging	it	about	several	times,	threw	it	over	his	head,	and	cast	it	far
away	over	the	vines	to	frighten	the	starlings	away	from	his	grapes.	So	we	rolled
down	a	hill,	and	it	was	then	that	I	broke	my	tooth.'
	



HE	WHO	ASKS	LITTLE	RECEIVES	MUCH

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	the	Serbians	by
Woislav	M.	Petrovitch,	published	in	1914.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 three	 brothers,	 who	 instead	 of	much
property	 had	 only	 a	 pear-tree.	 Each	 would	 watch	 that	 tree	 in	 turn,	 whilst	 the
other	two	went	away	from	home	to	work	for	hire.	One	night	God	sent	His	angel
to	 see	how	 the	brothers	 lived,	 and,	 should	 they	be	 in	misery,	 to	 improve	 their
position.	The	angel	came	disguised	as	a	beggar,	and	when	he	found	one	of	 the
brothers	watching	the	tree,	he	went	forward	and	asked	him	for	a	pear.	The	youth
plucked	 some	 of	 the	 fruit	 from	 his	 own	 part	 of	 the	 tree,	 handed	 them	 to	 the
beggar,	 and	 said,	 "Accept	 these	 pears	 from	my	 share	 of	 the	 tree,	 but	 I	 cannot
give	you	those	belonging	to	my	brothers."	The	angel	took	the	fruit,	thanked	the
youth,	and	disappeared.
The	 next	 day	 it	was	 the	 turn	 of	 the	 second	 brother	 to	watch	 the	 fruit,	 and	 the
angel,	 again	 in	 the	 semblance	 of	 a	 beggar,	 came	 and	 asked	 for	 a	 pear.	 This
brother	likewise	gave	from	his	own	part	of	the	tree,	saying,	"Take	these,	they	are
my	own,	but	of	those	belonging	to	my	brothers	I	dare	not	offer	you."	The	angel
took	the	fruit	gratefully	and	departed.
The	third	brother	had	a	similar	experience.
When	 the	 fourth	 day	 came,	 the	 angel	 disguised	 himself	 as	 a	monk,	 and	 came
very	 early	 so	 that	 he	 could	 find	 all	 three	 brothers	 at	 home,	 and	 he	 said	 to	 the
youths,	 "Come	 with	 me.	 I	 shall	 improve	 your	 state	 of	 life,"	 whereupon	 they
obeyed	without	question.
Soon	 they	 arrived	 at	 a	 river	where	 the	water	was	 flowing	 in	 torrents,	 and	 the
angel	asked	the	eldest	brother,	"What	would	you	like	to	have?"
He	answered,	"I	should	like	all	this	water	to	be	changed	into	wine	and	to	belong
to	me."
The	angel	made	the	sign	of	 the	cross	with	his	stick,	and	lo!	Wine	was	flowing
instead	 of	 water,	 and	 that	 very	 moment	 there	 appeared	 on	 the	 banks	 of	 the
streamlet	many	barrels,	and	men	filling	them	with	wine.	In	one	word,	there	was



a	whole	village.
Then	 the	 angel	 turned	 again	 to	 the	 young	 man	 and	 said,	 "Here	 is	 what	 you
wished,	farewell!"	and	he	continued	his	journey	with	the	others.
The	 three	went	on	 till	 they	came	 to	a	 field	where	 they	saw	numbers	of	doves,
and	the	angel	asked	the	second	brother,	"Now,	what	is	it	that	you	would	like?"
He	answered,	"I	should	like	all	these	doves	to	be	changed	into	sheep,	and	to	be
mine!"
The	angel	again	made	the	sign	of	 the	cross	 in	 the	air,	and	lo!	Sheep	instead	of
doves	 covered	 the	 field.	 Suddenly	 there	 appeared	many	 dairies,	maidens	were
busy	milking	the	sheep,	others	pouring	out	the	milk,	others	again	making	cream.
There	 was	 also	 a	 slaughter-house,	 and	 men	 busy,	 some	 cutting	 the	 meat	 into
joints,	others	weighing	it,	others	again	selling	the	meat	and	receiving	the	money
for	it.
Then	the	angel	said,	"Here	is	all	you	wished	for,	farewell!"
The	 angel	 now	 proceeded	 with	 the	 youngest	 brother,	 and	 having	 crossed	 the
field	 he	 asked	 him	what	 he	would	 like	 to	 have.	 The	 young	man	 answered,	 "I
should	consider	myself	 the	happiest	of	men	 if	God	were	graciously	pleased	 to
grant	me	a	wife	of	pure	Christian	blood!"
Thereupon	the	angel	replied,	"Oh,	such	a	person	is	rather	difficult	to	find,	in	the
whole	world	 there	 are	 but	 three	 such	women,	 two	 of	whom	 are	married.	 The
youngest	 is	 a	 maid,	 it	 is	 true,	 but	 she	 is	 already	 sought	 in	 marriage	 by	 two
wooers."
Journeying	on,	they	came	to	a	city	where	a	mighty	Tsar	dwelt	with	his	daughter.
She,	 indeed,	was	of	pure	Christian	blood.	The	travellers	entered	the	palace	and
found	 two	 princes	 already	 there	 with	 their	 wedding	 apples	 laid	 upon	 a	 table.
Then	the	young	man	also	placed	his	apple	on	the	table.	When	the	Tsar	saw	the
newcomers	 he	 said	 to	 those	 around	 him,	 "What	 shall	 we	 do	 now?	 Those	 are
imperial	princes,	and	these	men	look	like	beggars!"
Thereupon	 the	 angel	 said,	 "Let	 the	 contest	 be	 decided	 thus,	 the	 princess	 shall
plant	three	vines	in	the	garden,	dedicating	one	to	each	of	the	three	wooers,	and
he	 on	whose	 vine	 grapes	 are	 found	 next	morning,	 is	 to	 be	 the	 one	whom	 the
princess	 shall	 marry!"	 This	 plan	 was	 agreed	 to	 by	 all,	 and	 the	 princess
accordingly	planted	three	vines.
When	 the	 next	 morning	 dawned,	 lo!	 Grapes	 hung	 in	 clusters	 on	 the	 vine
dedicated	 to	 the	 poor	 man.	 So	 the	 Tsar	 could	 not	 refuse	 his	 daughter	 to	 the
youngest	 brother.	 After	 the	 marriage,	 the	 angel	 led	 the	 young	 couple	 to	 the
forest,	where	he	left	them	for	a	full	year.
Then	God	sent	 again	His	angel,	 saying,	 "Go	down	 to	earth	and	 see	how	 those



poor	ones	 are	 living	now,	 if	 they	 are	 in	misery,	 it	may	be	you	will	 be	 able	 to
improve	their	condition!"	The	angel	obeyed	immediately,	and	disguising	himself
again	as	a	beggar,	he	went	first	to	the	eldest	brother	and	asked	him	for	a	glass	of
wine.
But	 the	 rich	man	 refused,	 saying,	 "If	 I	were	 to	give	everyone	a	glass	of	wine,
there	would	be	none	left	for	myself!"
Upon	 this	 the	 angel	made	 the	 sign	 of	 the	 cross	with	 his	 stick,	 and	 the	 stream
began	instantly	to	flow	with	water	as	before.	Then	he	turned	to	the	man	and	said,
"This	was	not	for	you,	go	back	under	the	pear-tree	and	continue	to	guard	it!"
Then	the	angel	went	on	 to	 the	second	brother,	whose	fields	were	covered	with
sheep,	and	asked	him	for	a	slice	of	cheese,	but	the	rich	man	refused,	saying,	"If	I
were	to	give	everybody	a	slice	of	cheese,	there	would	be	none	left	for	myself!"
Again	the	angel	made	the	sign	of	the	cross	with	his	stick,	and	lo!	All	the	sheep
turned	instantly	into	doves,	who	flew	away.	Then	he	said	to	the	second	brother,
"Of	a	surety	that	was	not	for	you,	go	under	the	pear-tree	and	watch	it!"
Finally	the	angel	went	to	the	youngest	brother	in	order	to	see	how	he	was	living,
and	found	him	with	his	wife	in	the	forest,	dwelling	as	a	poor	man	in	a	hut.	He
begged	to	be	admitted	into	their	hut,	and	to	pass	the	night	there.	They	welcomed
him	very	cordially,	but	they	explained	that	they	could	not	entertain	him	as	well
as	they	would	like	to	do.
"We	are,"	they	added,	"very	poor	people."	To	which	the	angel	answered,	"Do	not
speak	so,	I	shall	be	quite	content	with	what	you	have!"
They	wondered	then	what	to	do,	for	there	was	no	corn	in	their	hut	to	make	real
bread.	 They	 usually	 ground	 the	 bark	 of	 certain	 trees	 and	made	 bread	 from	 it.
Such	bread	the	wife	now	made	for	their	guest,	and	placed	it	in	the	oven	to	bake.
When	she	came	later	to	inspect	her	baking,	she	was	pleasantly	surprised	to	find	a
fine	loaf	of	real	bread.
When	the	couple	saw	this	wonder	they	lifted	their	hands	toward	heaven	and	gave
thanks,	 "We	 thank	 you,	O	God,	 that	we	 are	 now	 able	 to	 entertain	 our	 guest!"
After	 they	 had	 placed	 the	 bread	 before	 their	 guest,	 they	 brought	 a	 vessel	 of
water,	and	lo!	When	they	came	to	drink,	they	found	it	was	wine.
Then	the	angel	once	more	made	the	sign	of	the	cross	with	his	stick	over	the	hut,
and	 on	 that	 spot	 instantly	 rose	 a	 beautiful	 palace,	 containing	 an	 abundance	 of
everything.	Then	the	angel	blessed	the	couple	and	disappeared.	The	modest	and
pious	man	and	woman	lived	there	happily	ever	after.
	



THE	WONDERFUL	KIOSK

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 a	 king,	 who	 had	 three	 sons	 and	 one
daughter.	The	daughter	was	kept	by	her	father	for	safety	in	a	cage,	since	he	cared
for	her	as	for	his	own	eyes.	When	the	girl	grew	up,	she	one	evening	asked	her
father	to	let	her	walk	a	little	with	her	brothers	in	the	front	of	the	palace,	and	her
father	 granted	 her	 request.	 She	 had	 hardly,	 however,	 taken	 a	 step	 outside	 the
door	 of	 the	 palace	 before	 a	 dragon	 came	 down,	 caught	 her	 away	 from	 her
brothers,	and	flew	up	with	her	into	the	clouds.
The	 three	brothers	 ran	as	quickly	as	 they	could,	and	 told	 their	 father	what	had
happened	to	their	sister,	and	asked	him	to	let	 them	go	in	search	of	her.	To	this
their	father	consented,	and	gave	each	of	them	a	horse,	and	other	needful	things
for	 their	 travelling,	 and	 they	 went	 away	 to	 find	 their	 sister.	 After	 they	 had
travelled	a	long	time,	they	came	in	sight	of	a	kiosk,	which	was	neither	in	the	sky
nor	yet	on	the	earth,	but	hung	mid-way	between	both.	On	coming	near	 it,	 they
began	 to	 think	 that	 their	 sister	might	be	 in	 it,	and	 they	consulted	 together	how
they	might	contrive	to	reach	it.	After	much	deliberation	they	settled	that	one	of
them	should	kill	his	horse,	make	a	thong	out	of	the	hide,	and	fastening	one	end
of	the	thong	to	an	arrow,	shoot	it	from	the	bow	so	that	it	should	strike	deep	in	the
side	of	the	kiosk,	and	that	thus	they	might	be	able	to	climb	up	to	it.	The	youngest
brother	proposed	to	the	eldest	that	he	should	kill	his	horse,	but	this	he	refused	to
do.	In	like	manner	the	second	brother	refused,	so	that	nothing	remained	but	that
the	youngest	should	kill	his	horse,	which	he	did	and	made	a	 long	 thong	out	of
the	hide.	To	this	he	tied	an	arrow,	which	he	shot	towards	the	kiosk.
The	question	was	then	asked,	who	would	climb	up	the	thong?	The	eldest	brother
declared	that	he	would	not,	the	second	also	refused,	and	thus	it	was	the	youngest
was	forced	to	climb	up.	When	he	had	reached	the	kiosk	he	went	from	room	to
room,	until	at	length	he	found	his	sister	sitting	with	the	dragon	sleeping	with	his
head	upon	her	knee,	while	she	passed	her	fingers	through	the	hair	of	his	head.



When	 she	 saw	her	 brother	 she	was	 very	much	 frightened,	 and	made	 signs	 for
him	to	go	away	before	the	dragon	woke	up.	But	this	her	brother	would	not	do,
and	 instead	of	going	away	 took	his	mace	and	 struck	with	 all	 his	might	on	 the
head	of	the	dragon.	The	dragon	moved	his	paw	a	little	towards	the	place	where
he	had	been	struck,	and	said	to	the	maiden,	“I	felt	something	bite	me	just	here.”
As	he	spoke	the	king's	son	gave	him	another	blow,	and	the	dragon	said	again,	“I
felt	something	bite	me	just	here.”	When	the	brother	lifted	his	mace	to	strike	the
third	 time,	 the	 sister	pointed	and	showed	him	where	 to	 strike	at	 the	 life	of	 the
dragon.	So	he	struck	at	the	life,	and	the	dragon	immediately	fell	down	dead,	and
the	king's	daughter	pushed	him	from	her	knee	and	ran	quickly	to	her	brother	and
kissed	him.	Then	she	took	him	by	the	hand	and	began	to	show	him	the	various
rooms	of	the	kiosk.
First,	she	took	him	into	a	room	where	a	black	horse	stood	ready	to	be	mounted,
with	all	his	riding-gear	on	him,	and	the	whole	of	the	harness	was	of	pure	silver.
She	then	led	him	to	a	second	room,	and	in	it	stood	a	white	horse,	also	saddled
and	bridled,	and	his	harness	was	entirely	of	pure	gold.
At	 last	 the	 sister	 took	 her	 brother	 into	 a	 third	 room,	 and	 there	 stood	 a	 cream-
coloured	horse,	and	the	reins	and	stirrups	and	saddle,	which	were	on	him,	were
all	thickly	studded	with	precious	stones.
After	passing	through	these	three	rooms,	she	led	him	to	a	room	where	a	young
maiden	 sat	 behind	 a	 golden	 tambourette,	 busily	 engaged	 in	 embroidering	with
golden	thread.
From	this	room	they	went	 into	another,	where	a	girl	was	spinning	gold	 thread,
and	again	into	another	room	where	a	girl	sat	threading	pearls,	and	before	her,	on
a	golden	plate,	was	a	golden	hen	with	her	chickens,	sorting	the	pearls.
Having	seen	all	these	things,	the	brother	went	back	to	the	room	where	the	dragon
lay	dead,	and	threw	him	down	to	the	earth.	The	two	brothers,	who	were	below,
were	almost	frightened	to	death	at	the	sight	of	the	dragon's	carcass.	The	young
prince	 then	 let	his	sister	slowly	down,	and,	after	her,	 the	 three	young	maidens,
each	of	them	with	the	work	on	which	she	was	employed.	As	he	let	them	down,
one	after	the	other,	he	shouted	to	his	brothers	and	told	them	to	whom	each	of	the
maidens	 should	 belong,	 reserving	 for	 himself	 the	 third	 one,	whom	 he	 also	 let
down	to	the	ground.	This	was	the	maiden	who	was	engaged	in	threading	pearls
with	 the	 help	 of	 the	 golden	 hen	 and	 chickens.	 His	 brothers,	 however,	 were
envious	 at	 the	 success	 of	 his	 courage,	 and	 at	 his	 having	 found	 his	 sister	 and
saved	her	from	the	dragon,	so	 they	cut	 the	 thong	in	order	 that	he	might	not	be
able	to	get	down	from	the	kiosk.
Then	they	found,	in	the	fields	near,	a	young	shepherd,	whom	they	disguised	and
took	 to	 their	 father,	 but	 forbad	 their	 sister	 and	 the	 three	 maidens,	 with	 many
threats,	 to	 tell	what	 they	had	done.	After	some	time	the	youngest	brother,	who



had	 been	 left	 in	 the	 kiosk,	 received	 the	 news	 that	 his	 two	 brothers	 and	 the
shepherd	were	 to	marry	 the	 three	maidens.	On	the	day	when	his	eldest	brother
was	 married,	 the	 youngest	 brother	 mounted	 his	 black	 horse,	 and	 just	 as	 the
wedding	party	came	back	 from	 the	church,	 the	young	prince	came	down	 from
the	kiosk,	rushed	into	the	midst,	and	struck	his	eldest	brother	slightly	in	the	back,
so	that	he	fell	down	from	his	horse.	He	then	immediately	flew	back	again	to	the
kiosk.
On	the	day	that	his	second	brother	was	married,	the	youngest	again	came	down
among	the	wedding	party,	as	they	left	the	church.	He	was	mounted	on	the	white
horse,	and	he	struck	his	second	brother	as	he	had	done	the	eldest,	so	that	he	also
fell	down,	and	then	he	returned	again	to	the	kiosk.
At	 last,	 on	 hearing	 that	 the	 young	 shepherd	 was	 going	 to	 be	 married	 to	 the
maiden	whom	 the	 prince	 had	 selected	 for	 himself,	 he	mounted	 on	 the	 cream-
coloured	 horse,	 descended	 again,	 and	 rode	 among	 the	wedding	 guests	 as	 they
came	out	of	the	church,	and	struck	the	bridegroom	with	his	mace	on	his	head	so
that	he	at	once	fell	down	dead.
When	the	guests	gathered	round	him	to	catch	him,	which	he	permitted	them	to
do,	making	 no	 attempt	 to	 escape	 from	 them,	 he	 soon	 proved	 to	 them	 that	 he
himself	was	the	third	son	of	the	king,	and	that	the	shepherd	was	an	imposter,	and
that	his	brothers,	out	of	envy,	had	left	him	in	the	kiosk,	when	he	had	found	his
sister	and	killed	the	dragon.	His	sister	and	the	three	young	maidens	confirmed	all
that	he	said,	so	that	the	king,	in	his	anger	at	the	two	elder	brothers,	drove	them
away	 from	 his	 court.	 However,	 he	 married	 the	 youngest	 brother	 to	 the	 third
maiden,	and,	at	his	death,	left	him	his	kingdom.
	



THE	MAIDEN	WISER	THAN	THE	TSAR

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	the	Serbians	by
Woislav	M.	Petrovitch,	published	in	1914.

	

	

LONG	AGO	THERE	LIVED	AN	OLD	man,	who	dwelt	 in	a	poor	cottage.	He
possessed	one	thing	only	in	the	world,	and	that	was	a	daughter	who	was	so	wise
that	she	could	teach	even	her	old	father.
One	 day	 the	 man	 went	 to	 the	 Tsar	 to	 beg,	 and	 the	 Tsar,	 astonished	 at	 his
cultivated	 speech,	 asked	him	where	he	 came	 from	and	who	had	 taught	 him	 to
converse	so	well.	He	told	the	Tsar	where	he	lived,	and	that	it	was	his	daughter
who	had	taught	him	to	speak	with	eloquence.
"And	where	was	your	daughter	taught?"	asked	the	Tsar.
"God	and	our	poverty	have	made	her	wise,"	answered	the	poor	man.
Thereupon	the	Tsar	gave	him	thirty	eggs	and	said,	"Take	these	to	your	daughter,
and	command	her	in	my	name	to	bring	forth	chickens	from	them.	If	she	does	this
successfully	I	will	give	her	rich	presents,	but	if	she	fails	you	shall	be	tortured."
The	poor	man,	weeping,	returned	to	his	cottage	and	told	all	this	to	his	daughter.
The	maiden	saw	at	once	that	the	eggs	which	the	Tsar	had	sent	were	boiled,	and
bade	her	father	rest	while	she	considered	what	was	to	be	done.	Then	while	the
old	man	was	sleeping	the	girl	filled	a	pot	with	water	and	boiled	some	beans.
Next	morning	 she	woke	her	 father	 and	begged	him	 to	 take	a	plough	and	oxen
and	 plough	 near	 the	 road	 where	 the	 Tsar	 would	 pass.	 "When	 you	 see	 him
coming,"	said	she,	"take	a	handful	of	beans,	and	while	you	are	sowing	them	you
must	shout,	'Go	on,	my	oxen,	and	may	God	grant	that	the	boiled	beans	may	bear
fruit!”	Then,"	she	went	on,	"when	the	Tsar	asks	you,	'How	can	you	expect	boiled
beans	to	bear	fruit?'	answer	him,	 'in	the	same	way	that	you	can	produce	chicks
from	boiled	eggs!”"
The	old	man	did	as	his	daughter	 told	him,	and	went	 forth	 to	plough.	When	he
saw	the	Tsar	he	took	out	a	handful	of	beans,	and	exclaimed,	"Go	on,	my	oxen!
And	may	God	grant	that	the	boiled	beans	may	bear	fruit!"



Upon	 hearing	 these	words	 the	Tsar	 stopped	 his	 carriage,	 and	 said	 to	 the	man,
"My	poor	fellow,	how	can	you	expect	boiled	beans	to	bear	fruit?"
"Just	 as	 from	 boiled	 eggs	 one	 can	 produce	 chicks!"	 answered	 the	 apparently
simple	old	man.
The	Tsar	laughed	and	passed	on,	but	he	had	recognized	the	old	man,	and	guessed
that	 his	 daughter	 had	 instructed	 him	 to	 say	 this.	 He	 therefore	 sent	 officers	 to
bring	the	peasant	into	his	presence.	When	the	old	man	came,	the	Tsar	gave	him	a
bunch	of	flax,	saying,	"Take	this,	and	make	out	of	it	all	the	sails	necessary	for	a
ship,	if	you	do	not,	you	shall	lose	your	life."
The	poor	man	 took	 the	 flax	with	great	 fear,	 and	went	home	 in	 tears	 to	 tell	his
daughter	 of	 his	 new	 task.	 The	 wise	 maiden	 soothed	 him,	 and	 said	 that	 if	 he
would	 rest	 she	would	contrive	 some	plan.	Next	morning	 she	gave	her	 father	 a
small	piece	of	wood,	and	bade	him	take	it	to	the	Tsar	with	the	demand	that	from
it	 should	 be	 made	 all	 the	 necessary	 tools	 for	 spinning	 and	 weaving,	 that	 he
should	thereby	be	able	to	execute	his	Majesty's	order.
The	old	man	obeyed,	and	when	the	Tsar	heard	the	extraordinary	request	he	was
greatly	astounded	at	the	astuteness	of	the	girl,	and,	not	to	be	outdone,	he	took	a
small	glass,	saying,	"Take	this	little	glass	to	your	daughter,	and	tell	her	she	must
empty	the	sea	with	it,	so	that	dry	land	shall	be	where	the	ocean	now	is."
The	old	man	went	home	heavily	 to	 tell	 this	 to	his	daughter.	But	 the	girl	 again
reassured	him,	 and	next	morning	 she	gave	him	a	pound	of	 tow,	 saying,	 "Take
this	to	the	Tsar	and	say,	that	when	with	this	tow	he	dams	the	sources	of	all	rivers
and	streams	I	will	dry	up	the	sea."
The	father	went	back	to	the	Tsar	and	told	him	what	his	daughter	had	said,	and
the	Tsar,	seeing	that	the	girl	was	wiser	than	himself,	ordered	that	she	should	be
brought	 before	 him.	When	 she	 appeared	 the	 Tsar	 asked	 her,	 "Can	 you	 guess
what	it	is	that	can	be	heard	at	the	greatest	distance?"
The	girl	answered,	"Your	Majesty,	there	are	two	things,	the	thunder	and	the	lie
can	be	heard	at	the	greatest	distance!"
The	astonished	Tsar	grasped	his	beard,	and,	turning	to	his	attendants,	exclaimed,
"Guess	what	my	beard	is	worth?"	Some	said	so	much,	others	again	so	much,	but
the	maiden	observed	to	the	Tsar	that	none	of	his	courtiers	had	guessed	right.
"His	Majesty's	beard	is	worth	as	much	as	three	summer	rains,"	she	said.
The	Tsar,	more	 astonished	 than	 ever,	 said,	 "The	maiden	 has	 guessed	 rightly!"
Then	he	asked	her	to	become	his	wife,	for	"I	love	you,"	said	he.
The	girl	too	had	become	enamoured	of	the	Tsar,	and	she	bowed	low	before	him
and	 said,	 "Your	glorious	Majesty!	Let	 it	 be	 as	 you	wish!	But	 I	 pray	 that	 your
Majesty	may	be	graciously	pleased	 to	write	with	your	own	hand	on	a	piece	of



parchment	that	should	you	or	any	of	your	courtiers	ever	be	displeased	with	me,
and	in	consequence	banish	me	from	the	palace,	I	shall	be	allowed	to	 take	with
me	the	thing	which	I	like	best."
The	Tsar	gladly	consented,	wrote	out	this	declaration	and	affixed	his	signature.
Some	years	passed	by	happily	but	 there	came	at	 last	a	day	when	 the	Tsar	was
offended	with	the	Tsarina	and	he	said	angrily,	"You	shall	be	no	longer	my	wife,
I	command	you	to	leave	my	palace!"
The	Tsarina	answered	dutifully,	"O	most	glorious	Tsar,	I	will	obey.	Permit	me	to
pass	but	one	night	in	the	palace,	and	tomorrow	I	will	depart."
To	this	the	Tsar	assented.
That	evening,	at	 supper,	 the	Tsarina	mixed	certain	herbs	 in	wine	and	gave	 the
cup	to	the	Tsar,	saying,	"Drink,	O	most	glorious	Tsar!	And	be	of	good	cheer!	I
am	to	go	away,	but,	believe	me,	I	shall	be	happier	than	when	I	first	met	you!"
The	Tsar,	having	drunk	the	potion	fell	asleep.	Then	the	Tsarina	who	had	a	coach
in	readiness,	placed	the	Tsar	in	it	and	carried	him	off	to	her	father's	cottage.
When	 his	Majesty	 awoke	 next	morning	 and	 saw	 that	 he	was	 in	 a	 cottage,	 he
exclaimed,	"Who	brought	me	here?"
"I	did,"	answered	the	Tsarina.
The	Tsar	protested,	saying,	"How	have	you	dared	do	so?	Did	I	not	tell	you	that
you	are	no	longer	my	wife?"
Instead	of	answering	 the	Tsarina	produced	 the	parchment	containing	 the	Tsar's
promise	and	he	could	not	find	a	word	to	say.
Then	the	Tsarina	said,	"As	you	see,	you	promised	that	should	I	be	banished	from
your	palace	I	should	be	at	liberty	to	take	with	me	that	which	I	liked	best!"
Hearing	this,	the	Tsar's	love	for	his	spouse	returned,	he	took	her	in	his	arms,	and
they	returned	to	the	palace	together.
	



THE	SNAKE’S	GIFT

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 a	 shepherd	 who	 served	 his	 master
faithfully	and	honestly.	One	day,	whilst	keeping	the	sheep	in	the	forest,	he	heard
a	 hissing,	 and	wondered	what	 the	 noise	 could	 be.	 So	 he	went	 farther	 into	 the
wood	to	try	and	find	out.	There	he	saw	that	the	forest	was	on	fire,	and	a	snake
was	hissing	 in	 the	midst	 of	 the	 flames.	The	 shepherd	watched	 to	 see	what	 the
snake	would	 do,	 for	 it	 was	 quite	 surrounded	 by	 the	 fire,	which	 approached	 it
nearer	 and	 nearer.	 Then	 the	 snake	 cried	 out,	 “For	God's	 sake,	 good	 shepherd,
save	me	 from	 the	 fire!”	So	 the	 shepherd	 stretched	his	 crook	 across	 the	 flames
and	the	snake	glided	rapidly	over	the	staff	and	up	his	arm	on	to	his	shoulder,	till
at	last	it	wound	itself	round	his	neck.
Then	 the	 shepherd	 was	 terrified	 and	 exclaimed,	 “What	 shall	 I	 do?	 What	 an
unlucky	wretch	I	am!	I	saved	you,	and	now	you	are	about	to	kill	me!”
The	snake	answered,	“Do	not	be	afraid,	only	take	me	to	the	house	of	my	father.
My	father	is	the	king	of	snakes.”	But	the	shepherd,	being	already	in	great	fear,
began	 to	 excuse	 himself,	 saying	 he	must	 not	 leave	 his	 sheep.	 Then	 the	 snake
said,	“Nothing	will	happen	to	your	sheep.	Do	not	be	anxious	about	them.	But	let
us	hurry	home.'
So	the	shepherd	went	on	with	the	snake	through	the	forest,	until	they	came	to	a
gate	made	entirely	of	snakes.	Then	the	snake	on	the	neck	of	the	shepherd	hissed,
and	 instantly	 the	 snakes	 untwined	 themselves,	 so	 that	 the	 man	 could	 pass
through.	As	soon	as	 they	had	gone	through,	 the	snake	said	 to	him,	“When	you
reach	my	father's	house	he	will	offer	to	give	you	whatever	you	like,	gold,	silver,
or	precious	stones.	Do	not,	however,	 take	any	of	these	things.	Choose,	 instead,
the	language	of	animals.	He	will	hesitate	at	first,	but	at	last	he	will	give	it	you.”
Meanwhile	they	arrived	at	the	palace,	and	the	king	of	snakes	said,	weeping,	“For
God's	sake,	my	child,	where	were	you?”	Thereupon	the	snake	told	him	all	 that
had	happened,	how	he	had	been	surrounded	by	fire,	and	how	the	shepherd	had



saved	him.	Then	the	snake	king	said	to	the	shepherd,	“What	do	you	wish	that	I
should	give	you	for	saving	my	son?'
The	shepherd	answered,	“I	desire	nothing	but	the	language	of	animals.”
The	snake	king,	however,	said,	“That	is	not	good	for	you,	for	if	I	give	it	you,	and
you	tell	anyone	about	it,	you	will	instantly	die.	Therefore	it	is	better	that	you	ask
me	for	something	else.”
“If	you	wish	to	give	me	anything,”	replied	the	shepherd,	“give	me	the	language
of	animals.	 If	you	will	not	give	me	 that,	 I	want	nothing,	so	good-bye,”	and	he
turned	to	go	away.
Then	 the	 snake	king	called	him	back,	 saying,	 “If	you	 indeed	wish	 it	 so	much,
take	it.	Open	your	mouth.”	The	shepherd	did	so,	and	the	snake	king	blew	into	his
mouth	and	said,	“Now	blow	once	yourself	in	my	mouth.”	The	shepherd	did	so,
and	then	the	snake	king	blew	again	into	his	mouth,	and	this	they	did	three	times.
After	 that	 the	 snake	 said,	 “Now,	 you	 possess	 the	 language	 of	 animals.	Go,	 in
God's	name,	but	do	not	for	the	world	tell	about	it.	If	you	tell	you	will	instantly
die.'
The	shepherd	returned	across	 the	forest,	and,	passing	through	it,	he	understood
everything	the	birds	and	animals,	and	even	the	plants,	were	saying	to	each	other.
When	he	came	to	his	sheep	he	found	them	all	there,	safe	and	sound,	so	he	laid
himself	down	to	rest	a	little.	Hardly	had	he	done	so	before	two	or	three	ravens
settled	 on	 a	 tree	 near	 him,	 and	 began	 to	 converse	 together,	 saying,	 “If	 that
shepherd	only	knew	that	just	on	the	spot	where	the	black	sheep	is	lying	there	is,
deep	in	the	earth,	a	cave	full	of	gold	and	silver!”
When	the	shepherd	heard	that	he	went	off	to	his	master	and	told	him.	The	master
brought	a	cart,	and	dug	down	to	the	cave,	and	carried	the	treasure	away	home.
But	 the	 master	 was	 honest,	 so	 he	 gave	 up	 the	 whole	 of	 the	 treasure	 to	 the
shepherd,	saying,	“Here	my	son,	all	this	wealth	belongs	to	you.	For	to	you	God
gave	it.	Build	a	house,	marry,	and	live	upon	the	treasure.”	So	the	shepherd	took
the	money,	built	a	house,	and	married,	and	by-and-by	he	became	the	richest	man
in	 the	whole	neighbourhood.	He	kept	 his	 own	 shepherd,	 and	 cattle-driver,	 and
swineherd.	In	short,	he	had	great	property	and	made	much	money.
Once,	 just	 at	Christmas,	 he	 said	 to	 his	wife,	 “Get	 ready	 some	wine	 and	 other
food,	 and	 tomorrow	we	will	 feast	 the	 shepherds.”	The	wife	 did	 so,	 and	 in	 the
morning	 they	 went	 to	 their	 farm.	 Towards	 evening	 the	 master	 said	 to	 the
shepherds,	 “Come	 here,	 all	 of	 you,	 you	 shall	 eat,	 drink,	 and	 make	 merry
together,	and	I	will	go	myself	this	night	to	watch	the	sheep.'
So	the	master	went	to	watch	his	sheep,	and,	about	midnight,	the	wolves	began	to
howl	and	the	dogs	to	bark.	The	wolves	spoke,	in	wolf	language,	“May	we	come
and	 take	 something?	 You,	 also,	 shall	 get	 a	 part	 of	 the	 prey.”	 And	 the	 dogs



answered,	in	dog	language,	“Come!	We	also	are	ready	to	eat	something.”
But	 there	 was	 one	 old	 dog	 there	 who	 had	 only	 two	 teeth	 left.	 This	 old	 dog
shouted	furiously,	“Come	on,	you	miserable	wretches,	if	you	dare.	So	long	as	I
have	these	two	teeth	left	you	shall	not	do	any	damage	to	my	master's	property.”
All	this	the	master	heard	and	understood.	Next	day	he	ordered	all	the	dogs	to	be
killed	except	that	old	one.
The	servants	began	to	remonstrate,	saying,	“For	God's	sake,	master,	it	is	a	pity	to
do	this.”
But	the	master	answered,	“Do	as	I	have	ordered	you,”	and	started	with	his	wife
to	 go	 home.	 They	 rode	 on	 horseback,	 he	 on	 a	 fine	 horse	 and	 his	 wife	 on	 a
handsome	mare.	 But	 the	master's	 horse	went	 so	 fast	 that	 the	wife	 remained	 a
little	behind.	Then	the	master's	horse	neighed,	and	said	to	the	mare,	“Come	on,
why	do	you	stay	behind?”	And	the	mare	answered,	“Ah,	 to	you	it	 is	easy,	you
are	carrying	only	one	weight,	and	I	am	carrying	three.”
Thereupon	 the	man	 turned	his	 head	 and	 laughed.	The	wife	 saw	him	 laughing,
and	urged	the	mare	on	quicker	till	she	came	up	to	her	husband,	and	asked	him,
“Why	were	you	laughing?”
He	said	merely,	“I	had	good	reason	to	laugh!”	But	the	wife	was	not	satisfied,	and
again	begged	he	would	tell	her	why	he	laughed.	He	excused	himself,	exclaiming,
“Give	up	questioning	me,	what	has	come	to	you,	my	wife?	I	forget	now	why	it
was	 I	 laughed.”	 But	 the	 more	 he	 refused	 to	 tell	 her,	 the	 more	 she	 wished	 to
know.	At	last	the	man	said,	“If	I	tell	you	I	shall	die	immediately!”
That,	however,	did	not	quiet	her,	and	she	kept	on	asking,	saying	 to	him,	“You
must	tell	me.”
In	 the	 meantime	 they	 reached	 their	 house.	 When	 they	 had	 done	 so	 the	 man
ordered	a	coffin	to	be	made,	and,	when	it	was	ready,	had	it	placed	in	front	of	the
house,	and	laid	himself	down	in	it.	Then	he	said	to	his	wife,	“Now	I	will	tell	you
why	I	laughed,	but	the	moment	I	tell	you	I	shall	die.”	So	he	looked	around	once
more,	and	saw	that	the	old	dog	had	come	from	the	field,	and	had	taken	his	stand
over	his	head,	and	was	howling.	When	the	man	noticed	this	he	said	to	his	wife,
“Bring	a	piece	of	bread	for	this	poor	dog.”	The	wife	brought	a	piece	and	threw	it
to	the	dog,	but	the	dog	did	not	even	look	at	it,	and	a	cock	came	near	and	began	to
peck	at	it.
Then	the	dog	said	to	the	cock,	“You	think	only	about	eating.	Do	you	know	that
our	master	is	going	to	die?”
And	 the	 cock	 answered,	 “Well,	 let	 him	 die,	 since	 he	 is	 such	 a	 fool.	 I	 have	 a
hundred	wives,	and	often	at	nights	I	gather	them	all	round	a	grain	of	corn,	and,
when	 they	 are	 all	 there,	 I	 pick	 it	 up	myself.	 If	 any	 of	 them	 are	 angry,	 I	 peck
them,	that	is	my	way	of	keeping	them	quiet.	Only	look	at	the	master,	however,



he	is	not	able	to	rule	one	single	wife!”
The	man,	hearing	that,	got	out	of	the	coffin,	took	a	stick,	and	called	his	wife	to
him,	saying,	“Come	now,	and	I	will	tell	you	what	you	want	to	know.”	The	wife,
seeing	she	was	in	danger	of	getting	a	beating,	left	him	in	peace,	and	never	asked
him	again	why	it	was	he	laughed.
	



THE	GOLDEN	APPLE-TREE,	AND	THE	NINE
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ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	king	who	had	three	sons.	Now,	before
the	 king's	 palace	 grew	 a	 golden	 apple-tree,	 which	 in	 one	 and	 the	 same	 night
blossomed,	bore	fruit,	and	lost	all	its	fruit,	though	no	one	could	tell	who	took	the
apples.	One	day	the	king,	speaking	to	his	eldest	son,	said,	“I	should	like	to	know
who	takes	the	fruit	from	our	apple-tree!”
And	 the	 son	 said,	 “I	 will	 keep	 guard	 to-night,	 and	 will	 see	 who	 gathers	 the
apples.”	So	when	 the	evening	came	he	went	and	 laid	himself	down,	under	 the
apple-tree,	 upon	 the	ground	 to	watch.	 Just,	 however,	 as	 the	 apples	 ripened,	 he
fell	asleep,	and	when	he	awoke	in	the	morning,	there	was	not	a	single	one	left	on
the	 tree.	Whereupon	he	went	and	 told	his	 father	what	had	happened.	Then	 the
second	son	offered	to	keep	watch	by	the	tree,	but	he	had	no	better	success	than
his	eldest	brother.
So	 the	 turn	 came	 for	 the	 king's	 youngest	 son	 to	 keep	 guard.	 He	 made	 his
preparations,	 brought	 his	 bed	 under	 the	 tree,	 and	 immediately	 went	 to	 sleep.
Before	midnight	 he	 awoke	 and	 looked	up	 at	 the	 tree,	 and	 saw	how	 the	 apples
ripened,	 and	how	 the	whole	palace	was	 lit	 up	by	 their	 shining.	At	 that	minute
nine	peahens	flew	towards	the	tree,	and	eight	of	them	settled	on	its	branches,	but
the	ninth	alighted	near	him	and	turned	instantly	into	a	beautiful	girl,	so	beautiful,
indeed,	 that	 the	whole	kingdom	could	not	 produce	one	who	could	 in	 any	way
compare	with	her.	She	 stayed,	 conversing	kindly	with	him,	 till	 after	midnight,
then	 thanking	 him	 for	 the	 golden	 apples,	 she	 prepared	 to	 depart,	 but,	 as	 he
begged	she	would	leave	him	one,	she	gave	him	two,	one	for	himself	and	one	for
the	king	his	father.	Then	the	girl	turned	again	into	a	peahen,	and	flew	away	with
the	other	eight.
Next	morning,	the	king's	son	took	the	two	apples	to	his	father,	and	the	king	was
much	pleased,	and	praised	his	son.	When	the	evening	came,	the	king's	youngest



son	 took	 his	 place	 again	 under	 the	 apple-tree	 to	 keep	 guard	 over	 it.	He	 again
conversed	as	he	had	done	the	night	before	with	the	beautiful	girl,	and	brought	to
his	father,	the	next	morning,	two	apples	as	before.
But,	 after	 he	 had	 succeeded	 so	well	 for	 several	 nights,	 his	 two	 elder	 brothers
grew	envious	because	he	had	been	able	to	do	what	they	could	not.	At	length	they
found	an	old	woman,	who	promised	 to	discover	how	 the	youngest	brother	had
succeeded	 in	 saving	 the	 two	 apples.	 So,	 as	 the	 evening	 came,	 the	 old	woman
stole	softly	under	the	bed	which	stood	under	the	apple-tree,	and	hid	herself.	And
after	a	while,	came	also	the	king's	son,	and	laid	himself	down	as	usual	to	sleep.
When	it	was	near	midnight	the	nine	peahens	flew	up	as	before,	and	eight	of	them
settled	on	the	branches,	and	the	ninth	stood	by	his	bed,	and	turned	into	a	most
beautiful	girl.
Then	 the	old	woman	slowly	 took	hold	of	one	of	 the	girl's	curls,	and	cut	 it	off,
and	 the	girl	 immediately	 rose	up,	changed	again	 into	a	peahen	and	flew	away,
and	the	other	peahens	followed	her,	and	so	they	all	disappeared.	Then	the	king's
son	jumped	up,	and	cried	out,	“What	is	that?”	and,	looking	under	the	bed,	he	saw
the	old	woman,	and	drew	her	out.
Next	morning	he	ordered	her	to	be	tied	to	a	horse's	tail,	and	so	torn	to	pieces.	But
the	peahens	never	came	back,	so	the	king's	son	was	very	sad	for	a	long	time,	and
wept	at	his	loss.	At	length	he	resolved	to	go	and	search	for	his	peahen,	and	never
to	come	back	again	unless	he	should	find	her.	When	he	told	the	king	his	father	of
his	intention,	the	king	begged	him	not	to	go	away,	and	said	that	he	would	find
him	another	beautiful	girl,	and	that	he	might	choose	out	of	the	whole	kingdom.
But	all	the	king's	persuasions	were	useless.	His	son	went	into	the	world	to	search
everywhere	 for	 his	 peahen,	 taking	 only	 one	 servant	 to	 serve	 him.	After	many
travels	he	came	one	day	to	a	lake.	Now	by	the	lake	stood	a	large	and	beautiful
palace.	In	 the	palace	 lived	an	old	woman	as	queen,	and	with	 the	queen	lived	a
girl,	her	daughter.
He	 said	 to	 the	 old	 woman,	 “For	 heaven's	 sake,	 grandmother,	 do	 you	 know
anything	about	nine	golden	peahens?”
The	old	woman	answered,	“Oh,	my	son,	I	know	all	about	them,	they	come	every
mid-day	 to	 bathe	 in	 the	 lake.	But	what	 do	 you	want	with	 them?	Let	 them	be,
think	nothing	about	them.	Here	is	my	daughter.	Such	a	beautiful	girl!	and	such
an	heiress!	All	my	wealth	will	remain	to	you	if	you	marry	her.”	But	he,	burning
with	desire	 to	 see	 the	peahens,	would	not	 listen	 to	what	 the	old	woman	 spoke
about	her	daughter.
Next	morning,	when	day	dawned,	the	prince	prepared	to	go	down	to	the	lake	to
wait	for	the	peahens.	Then	the	old	queen	bribed	the	servant	and	gave	him	a	little
pair	 of	 bellows,	 and	 said,	 “Do	you	 see	 these	 bellows?	When	 you	 come	 to	 the
lake	 you	must	 blow	 secretly	with	 them	 behind	 his	 neck,	 and	 then	 he	will	 fall



asleep,	and	not	be	able	to	speak	to	the	peahens.”	The	mischievous	servant	did	as
the	old	woman	told	him,	and	when	he	went	with	his	master	down	to	the	lake,	he
took	occasion	to	blow	with	the	bellows	behind	his	neck,	and	the	poor	prince	fell
asleep	just	as	though	he	were	dead.
Shortly	 after,	 the	nine	peahens	 came	 flying,	 and	 eight	 of	 them	alighted	by	 the
lake,	but	the	ninth	flew	towards	him,	as	he	sat	on	horseback,	and	caressed	him,
and	tried	to	awaken	him.
”Awake,	my	darling!	Awake,	my	heart!	Awake,	my	soul!”
But	for	all	that	he	knew	nothing,	just	as	if	he	were	dead.	After	they	had	bathed,
all	the	peahens	flew	away	together,	and	after	they	were	gone	the	prince	woke	up,
and	said	to	his	servant,	“What	has	happened?	Did	they	not	come?”
The	servant	told	him	they	had	been	there,	and	that	eight	of	them	had	bathed,	but
the	 ninth	 had	 sat	 by	 him	on	 his	 horse,	 and	 caressed	 and	 tried	 to	 awaken	 him.
Then	the	king's	son	was	so	angry	that	he	almost	killed	himself	in	his	rage.	Next
morning	he	went	down	again	to	the	shore	to	wait	for	the	peahens,	and	rode	about
a	 long	 time	 till	 the	 servant	 again	 found	 an	 opportunity	 of	 blowing	 with	 the
bellows	behind	his	neck,	so	that	he	again	fell	asleep	as	though	dead.	Hardly	had
he	fallen	asleep	when	the	nine	peahens	came	flying,	and	eight	of	them	alighted
by	 the	water,	 but	 the	ninth	 settled	down	by	 the	 side	of	 his	 horse	 and	 caressed
him,	and	cried	out	 to	awaken	him,	“Arise,	my	darling!	Arise,	my	heart!	Arise,
my	soul!”
But	it	was	of	no	use,	the	prince	slept	on	as	if	he	were	dead.	Then	she	said	to	the
servant,	“Tell	your	master	tomorrow	he	can	see	us	here	again,	but	never	more.”
With	these	words	the	peahens	flew	away.
Immediately	after	the	king's	son	woke	up,	and	asked	his	servant,	“Have	they	not
been	here?”	And	the	man	answered,	“Yes,	they	have	been,	and	say	that	you	can
see	them	again	tomorrow,	at	this	place,	but	after	that	they	will	not	return	again.”
When	the	unhappy	prince	heard	that,	he	knew	not	what	to	do	with	himself,	and
in	his	great	trouble	and	misery	tore	the	hair	from	his	head.
The	third	day	he	went	down	again	to	the	shore,	but,	fearing	to	fall	asleep,	instead
of	 riding	 slowly,	 galloped	 along	 the	 shore.	 His	 servant,	 however,	 found	 an
opportunity	of	blowing	with	 the	bellows	behind	his	neck,	and	again	 the	prince
fell	asleep.
A	moment	after	came	 the	nine	peahens,	and	 the	eight	alighted	on	 the	 lake	and
the	ninth	by	him,	on	his	horse,	and	sought	to	awaken	him,	caressing	him.
“Arise,	my	darling!	Arise,	my	heart!	Arise,	my	soul!”
But	it	was	of	no	use,	he	slept	on	as	if	dead.	Then	the	peahen	said	to	the	servant,
“When	your	master	awakens	tell	him	he	ought	to	strike	off	the	head	of	the	nail
from	the	lower	part,	and	then	he	will	find	me.”	Thereupon	all	 the	peahens	fled



away.
Immediately	 the	 king's	 son	 awoke,	 and	 said	 to	 his	 servant,	 “Have	 they	 been
here?”	And	the	servant	answered,	“They	have	been,	and	the	one	which	alighted
on	your	horse,	ordered	me	to	tell	you	to	strike	off	the	head	of	the	nail	from	the
lower	part,	and	then	you	will	find	her.”	When	the	prince	heard	that,	he	drew	his
sword	and	cut	off	his	servant's	head.
After	that	he	travelled	alone	about	the	world,	and,	after	long	travelling,	came	to	a
mountain	and	remained	all	night	there	with	a	hermit,	whom	he	asked	if	he	knew
anything	about	nine	golden	peahens.
The	hermit	said,	“Eh!	my	son,	you	are	lucky,	God	has	led	you	in	the	right	path.
From	this	place	 it	 is	only	half	a	day's	walk.	But	you	must	go	straight	on,	 then
you	will	come	to	a	large	gate,	which	you	must	pass	through,	and,	after	that,	you
must	keep	always	to	the	right	hand,	and	so	you	will	come	to	the	peahens’	city,
and	there	find	their	palace.”
So	next	morning	the	king's	son	arose,	and	prepared	to	go.	He	thanked	the	hermit,
and	went	as	he	had	told	him.	After	a	while	he	came	to	the	great	gate,	and,	having
passed	it,	turned	to	the	right,	so	that	at	mid-day	he	saw	the	city,	and	beholding
how	white	it	shone,	rejoiced	very	much.
When	 he	 came	 into	 the	 city	 he	 found	 the	 palace	where	 lived	 the	 nine	 golden
peahens.	But	at	 the	gate	he	was	 stopped	by	 the	guard,	who	demanded	who	he
was,	and	where	he	came	from.	After	he	had	answered	these	questions,	the	guards
went	 to	 announce	 him	 to	 the	 queen.	When	 the	 queen	 heard	who	 he	was,	 she
came	 running	 out	 to	 the	 gate	 and	 took	 him	 by	 the	 hand	 to	 lead	 him	 into	 the
palace.	She	was	a	young	and	beautiful	maiden,	and	so	there	was	a	great	rejoicing
when,	after	a	few	days,	he	married	her	and	remained	there	with	her.
One	 day,	 sometime	 after	 their	marriage,	 the	 queen	went	 out	 to	 walk,	 and	 the
king's	 son	 remained	 in	 the	palace.	Before	going	out,	 however,	 the	queen	gave
him	 the	 keys	 of	 twelve	 cellars,	 telling	 him,	 “You	 may	 go	 down	 into	 all	 the
cellars	except	the	twelfth.	That	you	must	on	no	account	open,	or	it	will	cost	you
your	head.”	She	then	went	away.	The	king's	son	whilst	remaining	in	the	palace
began	to	wonder	what	there	could	be	in	the	twelfth	cellar,	and	soon	commenced
opening	one	cellar	after	the	other.	When	he	came	to	the	twelfth	he	would	not	at
first	open	it,	but	again	began	to	wonder	very	much	why	he	was	forbidden	to	go
into	it.
”What	can	be	in	this	cellar?”	he	exclaimed	to	himself.	At	last	he	opened	it.	In	the
middle	 of	 the	 cellar	 lay	 a	 big	 barrel	 with	 an	 open	 bung-hole,	 but	 bound	 fast
round	with	three	iron	hoops.	Out	of	the	barrel	came	a	voice,	saying,	“For	God's
sake,	my	brother,	I	am	dying	with	thirst,	please	give	me	a	cup	of	water!”
Then	the	king's	son	took	a	cup	and	filled	it	with	water,	and	emptied	it	 into	the



barrel.	Immediately	he	had	done	so	one	of	the	hoops	burst	asunder.	Again	came
the	 voice	 from	 the	 barrel,	 “For	 God's	 sake,	 my	 brother,	 I	 am	 dying	 of	 thirst,
please	give	me	a	cup	of	water!”
The	king's	 son	again	 filled	 the	cup,	and	 took	 it,	 and	emptied	 it	 into	 the	barrel,
and	instantly	another	hoop	burst	asunder.
The	third	time	the	voice	came	out	of	the	barrel,	“For	God's	sake,	my	brother,	I
am	dying	of	thirst,	please	give	me	a	cup	of	water!”
The	 king's	 son	 again	 took	 the	 cup	 and	 filled	 it,	 and	 poured	 the	water	 into	 the
barrel,	and	the	third	hoop	burst.	Then	the	barrel	fell	to	pieces,	and	a	dragon	flew
out	of	the	cellar,	and	caught	the	queen	on	the	road	and	carried	her	away.
Then	the	servant,	who	went	out	with	the	queen,	came	back	quickly,	and	told	the
king's	 son	what	 had	 happened,	 and	 the	 poor	 prince	 knew	not	what	 to	 do	with
himself,	so	desperate	was	he,	and	full	of	self-reproaches.	At	length,	however,	he
resolved	 to	 set	 out	 and	 travel	 through	 the	 world	 in	 search	 of	 her.	 After	 long
journeying,	one	day	he	came	to	a	lake,	and	near	it,	in	a	little	hole,	he	saw	a	little
fish	jumping	about.
When	the	fish	saw	the	king's	son,	she	began	to	beg	pitifully,	“For	God's	sake,	be
my	brother,	and	throw	me	into	 the	water.	Someday	I	may	be	of	use	 to	you,	so
take	now	a	little	scale	from	me,	and	when	you	need	me,	rub	it	gently.”
Then	 the	 king's	 son	 lifted	 the	 little	 fish	 from	 the	 hole	 and	 threw	 her	 into	 the
water,	 after	he	had	 taken	one	 small	 scale,	which	he	wrapped	up	carefully	 in	 a
handkerchief.
Sometime	 afterwards,	 as	 he	 travelled	 about	 the	 world,	 he	 came	 upon	 a	 fox,
caught	in	an	iron	trap.	When	the	fox	saw	the	prince,	he	spoke,	”In	God's	name,
be	a	brother	 to	me,	and	help	me	to	get	out	of	 this	 trap.	One	day	you	will	need
me,	so	 take	 just	one	hair	 from	my	 tail,	and	when	you	want	me,	 rub	 it	gently.”
Then	the	king's	son	took	a	hair	from	the	tail	of	the	fox,	and	let	him	free.
Again,	as	he	crossed	a	mountain,	he	 found	a	wolf	 fast	 in	a	 trap,	and	when	 the
wolf	saw	him,	it	too	spoke.	”Be	a	brother	to	me,	in	God's	name,	set	me	free,	and
one	day	I	will	help	you.	Only	take	a	hair	from	me,	and	when	you	need	me,	rub	it
gently.”	So	he	took	a	hair,	and	let	the	wolf	free.
After	that,	the	king's	son	travelled	about	a	very	long	time,	till	one	day	he	met	a
man,	to	whom	he	said,	“For	God's	sake,	brother,	have	you	ever	heard	say	where
is	the	palace	of	the	dragon	king?”	The	man	gave	him	very	particular	directions
which	way	to	take,	and	in	what	length	of	time	he	could	get	there.	Then	the	king's
son	thanked	him	and	continued	his	journey	until	he	came	to	the	city	where	the
dragon	lived.
When	there,	he	went	into	the	palace	and	found	therein	his	wife,	and	both	of	them
were	 exceedingly	 pleased	 to	meet	 each	 other,	 and	 began	 to	 take	 counsel	 how



they	 could	 escape.	 They	 resolved	 to	 run	 away,	 and	 prepared	 hastily	 for	 the
journey.	When	all	was	ready	they	mounted	on	horseback	and	galloped	away.
As	 soon	 as	 they	 were	 gone	 the	 dragon	 came	 home,	 also	 on	 horseback,	 and,
entering	 his	 palace,	 found	 that	 the	 queen	 had	 gone	 away.	 Then	 he	 said	 to	 his
horse,	 “What	 shall	 we	 do	 now?	 Shall	 we	 eat	 and	 drink,	 or	 go	 at	 once	 after
them?”	The	horse	answered,	“Let	us	eat	and	drink	first,	we	shall	anyway	catch
them,	do	not	be	anxious.'
After	the	dragon	had	dined	he	mounted	his	horse,	and	in	a	few	moments	came	up
with	the	runaways.	Then	he	took	the	queen	from	the	king's	son	and	said	to	him,
“Go	now,	in	God's	name!	This	time	I	forgive	you	because	you	gave	me	water	in
the	cellar,	but	if	your	life	is	dear	to	you	do	not	come	back	here	anymore!”
The	unhappy	young	prince	went	on	his	way	a	little,	but	could	not	long	resist,	so
he	came	back	next	day	to	the	dragon's	palace,	and	found	the	queen	sitting	alone
and	weeping.	Then	they	began	again	to	consult	how	they	could	get	away.	And
the	prince	said,	“When	the	dragon	comes,	ask	him	where	he	got	that	horse,	and
then	you	will	tell	me	so	that	I	can	look	for	such	another	one,	perhaps	in	this	way
we	can	escape.”	He	then	went	away,	lest	the	dragon	should	come	and	find	him
with	the	queen.
By-and-by	 the	dragon	came	home,	and	 the	queen	began	 to	pet	him,	and	speak
lovingly	to	him	about	many	things,	 till	at	 last	she	said,	“Ah!	what	a	fine	horse
you	have!	Where	did	you	get	such	a	splendid	horse?”
And	he	answered,	“Eh!	Where	I	got	it	is	a	secret	and	no	one	else	can	get	one!	In
such	 and	 such	 a	mountain	 lives	 an	 old	 woman	who	 has	 twelve	 horses	 in	 her
stable,	and	no	one	can	say	which	 is	 the	 finest,	 they	are	all	 so	beautiful.	But	 in
one	corner	of	the	stable	stands	a	horse	which	looks	as	if	he	were	leprous,	but,	in
truth,	he	is	the	very	best	horse	in	the	whole	world.	He	is	the	brother	of	my	horse,
and	whoever	gets	him	may	ride	 to	 the	sky.	But	whoever	wishes	 to	get	a	horse
from	that	old	woman,	must	serve	her	three	days	and	three	nights.	She	has	a	mare
with	a	foal,	and	whoever	during	three	nights	guards	and	keeps	for	her	this	mare
and	this	foal,	has	a	right	to	claim	the	best	horse	from	the	old	woman's	stable.	But
whoever	engages	to	keep	watch	over	the	mare	and	does	not,	must	lose	his	head!”
Next	day,	when	the	dragon	went	out,	the	king's	son	came,	and	the	queen	told	him
all	 she	 had	 learned	 from	 the	 dragon.	 Then	 the	 king's	 son	 went	 away	 to	 the
mountain	 and	 found	 the	old	woman,	 and	 entered	her	 house	 saying,	 “God	help
you,	grandmother!”
And	she	answered,	“God	help	you,	too,	my	son!	What	do	you	wish?”
“I	should	like	to	serve	you,”	said	the	king's	son.
Then	 the	old	woman	 said,	 “Well,	my	 son,	 if	 you	keep	my	mare	 safe	 for	 three
days	 and	 three	 nights	 I	will	 give	 you	 the	 best	 horse,	 and	 you	 can	 choose	 him



yourself,	but	if	you	do	not	keep	the	mare	safe	you	shall	lose	your	head.'
Then	she	led	him	into	the	courtyard,	where	all	around	stakes	were	ranged.	Each
of	them	had	on	it	a	man's	head,	except	one	stake,	which	had	no	head	on	it,	and
shouted	incessantly,	“Oh,	grandmother,	give	me	a	head!”
The	old	woman	 showed	all	 this	 to	 the	prince,	 and	 said,	 “Look	here!	All	 these
were	heads	of	those	who	tried	to	keep	my	mare,	and	they	have	lost	their	heads
for	their	pains!”
But	the	prince	was	not	a	bit	afraid,	so	he	stayed	to	serve	the	old	woman.	When
the	evening	came	he	mounted	the	mare	and	rode	her	into	the	field,	and	the	foal
followed.	He	sat	still	on	her	back,	having	made	up	his	mind	not	to	dismount,	that
he	might	be	sure	of	her.	But	before	midnight	he	slumbered	a	little,	and	when	he
awoke	he	found	himself	sitting	on	a	rail	and	holding	the	bridle	in	his	hand.	Then
he	was	greatly	alarmed,	and	went	 instantly	 to	 look	about	 to	find	 the	mare,	and
whilst	looking	for	her,	he	came	to	a	piece	of	water.
When	he	saw	the	water	he	remembered	the	little	fish,	and	took	the	scale	from	the
handkerchief	and	rubbed	it	a	little.	Then	immediately	the	little	fish	appeared	and
said,	“What	is	the	matter,	my	half-brother?”
And	he	replied,	“The	mare	of	the	old	woman	ran	away	whilst	under	my	charge,
and	now	I	do	not	know	where	she	is!”
And	the	fish	answered,	“Here	she	is,	 turned	to	a	fish,	and	the	foal	 to	a	smaller
one.	But	strike	once	upon	the	water	with	the	bridle	and	cry	out,	‘Heigh!	Mare	of
the	old	woman!””
The	prince	did	as	he	was	told,	and	immediately	the	mare	came,	with	the	foal,	out
of	 the	water	 to	 the	shore.	Then	he	put	on	her	 the	bridle	and	mounted	and	rode
away	to	the	old	woman's	house,	and	the	foal	followed.	When	he	got	there	the	old
woman	gave	him	his	breakfast.	She,	however,	took	the	mare	into	the	stable	and
beat	her	with	a	poker,	saying,	“Why	did	you	not	go	down	among	the	fishes,	you
cursed	mare?”
And	 the	mare	 answered,	 “I	 have	 been	 down	 to	 the	 fishes,	 but	 the	 fish	 are	 his
friends	and	they	told	him	about	me.”	Then	the	old	woman	said,	“Then	go	among
the	foxes!”
When	evening	came	the	king's	son	mounted	the	mare	and	rode	to	the	field,	and
the	foal	followed	the	mare.	Again	he	sat	on	the	mare's	back	until	near	midnight,
when	he	fell	asleep	as	before.	When	he	awoke,	he	found	himself	 riding	on	 the
rail	and	holding	the	bridle	in	his	hand.	So	he	was	much	frightened,	and	went	to
look	after	 the	mare.	As	he	went	he	remembered	 the	words	 the	old	woman	had
said	to	the	mare,	and	he	took	from	the	handkerchief	the	fox's	hair	and	rubbed	it	a
little	between	his	fingers.
All	 at	 once	 the	 fox	 stood	 before	 him,	 and	 asked,	 “What	 is	 the	 matter,	 half-



brother?”
And	he	said,	“The	old	woman's	mare	has	run	away,	and	I	do	not	know	where	she
can	be.”
Then	the	fox	answered,	“Here	she	is	with	us,	she	has	turned	into	a	fox,	and	the
foal	into	a	cub,	but	strike	once	with	the	bridle	on	the	earth	and	cry	out,	‘Heigh!
You	old	woman's	mare!””
So	 the	 king's	 son	 struck	 with	 the	 bridle	 on	 the	 earth	 and	 cried,	 “Heigh!	 Old
woman's	mare!”	and	the	mare	came	and	stood,	with	her	foal,	near	him.	He	put	on
the	bridle,	and	mounted	and	rode	off	home,	and	the	foal	followed	the	mare.
When	he	arrived	the	old	woman	gave	him	his	breakfast,	but	took	the	mare	into
the	stable	and	beat	her	with	the	poker,	crying,	“To	the	foxes,	cursed	one!	To	the
foxes!”
And	 the	mare	 answered,	 “I	have	been	with	 the	 foxes,	but	 they	are	his	 friends,
and	told	him	I	was	there!”
Then	the	old	woman	cried,	“If	that	is	so,	you	must	go	among	the	wolves!”
When	 it	grew	dark	again	 the	king's	 son	mounted	 the	mare	and	 rode	out	 to	 the
field,	 and	 the	 foal	 galloped	 by	 the	 side	 of	 the	mare.	Again	 he	 sat	 still	 on	 the
mare's	 back	 till	 about	 midnight,	 when	 he	 grew	 very	 sleepy	 and	 fell	 into	 a
slumber,	as	on	the	former	evenings,	and	when	he	awoke	he	found	himself	riding
on	the	rail,	holding	the	bridle	in	his	hand,	just	as	before.	Then,	as	before,	he	went
in	a	hurry	to	look	after	the	mare.	As	he	went	he	remembered	the	words	the	old
woman	had	said	to	the	mare,	and	took	the	wolf's	hair	from	the	handkerchief	and
rubbed	it	a	little.
Then	the	wolf	came	up	to	him	and	asked,	“What	is	the	matter,	half-brother?”
And	he	answered,	“The	old	woman's	mare	has	run	away,	and	I	cannot	tell	where
she	is.”
The	wolf	said,	“Here	she	is	with	us.	She	has	turned	herself	into	a	wolf,	and	the
foal	 into	 a	 wolf's	 cub.	 Strike	 once	 with	 the	 bridle	 on	 the	 earth	 and	 cry	 out,
‘Heigh!	Old	woman's	mare!””
And	the	king's	son	did	so,	and	instantly	the	mare	came	again	and	stood	with	the
foal	 beside	him.	So	he	bridled	her,	 and	galloped	home,	 and	 the	 foal	 followed.
When	he	arrived	the	old	woman	gave	him	his	breakfast,	but	she	led	the	mare	into
the	stable	and	beat	her	with	the	poker,	crying,	“To	the	wolves,	I	said,	miserable
one!”
Then	 the	mare	 answered,	 “I	have	been	 to	 the	wolves,	but	 they	are	his	 friends,
and	told	him	all	about	me!”	Then	the	old	woman	came	out	of	the	stable,	and	the
king's	son	said	to	her,	“Eh!	Grandmother,	I	have	served	you	honestly,	now	give
me	what	you	promised	me.”



And	the	old	woman	answered,	“My	son,	what	is	promised	must	be	fulfilled.	So
look	here,	here	are	the	twelve	horses,	choose	which	you	like!”
And	the	prince	said,	“Why	should	I	be	too	particular?	Give	me	only	that	leprous
horse	in	the	corner!	Fine	horses	are	not	fitting	for	me!”
But	the	old	woman	tried	to	persuade	him	to	choose	another	horse,	saying,	“How
can	you	be	so	foolish	as	to	choose	that	leprous	thing	whilst	there	are	such	very
fine	horses	here?”
But	he	remained	firm	by	his	first	choice,	and	said	to	the	old	woman,	“You	ought
to	give	me	which	I	choose,	for	so	you	promised.”	So,	when	the	old	woman	found
she	could	not	make	him	change	his	mind,	she	gave	him	the	scabby	horse,	and	he
took	leave	of	her,	and	went	away,	leading	the	horse	by	the	halter.
When	 he	 came	 to	 a	 forest	 he	 curried	 and	 rubbed	 down	 the	 horse,	 and	 it	 soon
shone	 as	 bright	 as	 gold.	He	 then	mounted,	 and	 the	 horse	 flew	 as	 quickly	 as	 a
bird,	and	in	a	few	seconds	he	was	brought	to	the	dragon's	palace.	The	king's	son
went	in	and	said	to	the	queen,	“Get	ready	as	soon	as	possible!”
She	was	soon	ready,	when	they	both	mounted	the	horse,	and	began	their	journey
home.	 Soon	 after	 the	 dragon	 came	 home,	 and	 when	 he	 saw	 the	 queen	 had
disappeared,	said	to	his	horse,	“What	shall	we	do?	Shall	we	eat	and	drink	first,	or
shall	we	pursue	them	at	once?”
The	 horse	 answered,	 “Whether	we	 eat	 and	 drink	 or	 not	 it	 is	 all	 one,	we	 shall
never	reach	them.'
When	the	dragon	heard	that,	he	got	quickly	on	his	horse	and	galloped	after	them.
When	 they	 saw	 the	 dragon	 following	 them	 they	 pushed	 on	 quicker,	 but	 their
horse	said,	“Do	not	be	afraid!	There	is	no	need	to	run	away.”
In	a	very	few	moments	the	dragon	came	very	near	to	them,	and	his	horse	said	to
their	 horse,	 “For	 God's	 sake,	 my	 brother,	 wait	 a	 moment!	 I	 shall	 kill	 myself
running	after	you!”
Their	 horse	 answered,	 “Why	 are	 you	 so	 stupid	 as	 to	 carry	 that	monster.	 Fling
your	heels	up	and	throw	him	off,	and	come	along	with	me!”
When	the	dragon's	horse	heard	that	he	shook	his	head	angrily	and	flung	his	feet
high	in	the	air,	so	that	the	dragon	fell	off	and	broke	in	pieces,	and	his	horse	came
up	 to	 them.	 Then	 the	 queen	 mounted	 him	 and	 returned	 with	 the	 king's	 son
happily	to	her	kingdom,	where	they	reigned	together	in	great	prosperity	until	the
day	of	their	death.
	



GOOD	DEEDS	NEVER	PERISH

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	the	Serbians	by
Woislav	M.	Petrovitch,	published	in	1914.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	man	 and	woman	who	had	one	 son.
When	the	boy	grew	up	his	parents	endeavoured	to	give	him	a	suitable	education
which	would	be	useful	in	his	later	life.	He	was	a	good,	quiet	boy,	and	above	all
he	feared	God.	After	he	had	completed	his	studies,	his	father	intrusted	him	with
a	galley	laden	with	various	goods,	so	that	he	might	trade	with	distant	countries,
and	be	the	support	of	his	parents'	old	age.
On	 his	 first	 voyage	 he	 one	 day	 met	 with	 a	 Turkish	 ship,	 in	 which	 he	 heard
weeping.	So	he	called	to	the	sailors	on	the	Turkish	vessel,	"I	pray	you,	tell	me
why	there	is	such	sorrow	on	board	your	ship!"
And	they	answered,	"We	have	many	slaves	whom	we	have	captured	in	various
parts	of	the	world,	and	those	who	are	chained	are	weeping	and	lamenting."
Thereupon	 the	 young	man	 said,	 "Pray,	O	brethren,	 ask	 your	 captain	 if	 he	will
allow	me	 to	 ransom	the	slaves	 for	a	sum	of	money?"	The	sailors	gladly	called
their	captain,	who	was	willing	to	bargain,	and	in	the	end	the	young	man	gave	his
ship	 with	 all	 its	 cargo	 to	 the	 Turk,	 in	 exchange	 for	 his	 vessel	 containing	 the
slaves.
The	 young	man	 asked	 each	 slave	 where	 he	 came	 from,	 and	 gave	 to	 all	 their
freedom,	and	said	that	each	might	return	to	his	own	country.
Among	the	slaves	was	an	old	woman	who	held	a	most	beautiful	maiden	by	the
arm.	When	he	asked	where	 they	came	from,	 the	old	woman	answered	 through
her	 tears,	 "We	 come	 from	 a	 far-away	 country.	 This	 young	 girl	 is	 the	 only
daughter	of	 the	Tsar,	whom	I	have	brought	up	 from	her	 infancy.	One	unlucky
day	she	was	walking	in	the	palace	gardens,	and	wandered	to	a	lonely	spot,	where
those	accursed	Turks	saw	her	and	seized	her.	She	began	to	scream,	and	I,	who
happened	to	be	near,	ran	to	help	her,	but	alas!	I	could	not	save	her,	and	the	Turks
carried	us	both	on	board	this	galley."
Then	 the	good	nurse	 and	 the	beautiful	 girl,	 not	 knowing	 the	way	 to	 their	 own



country,	 and	 having	 no	means	 of	 returning	 there,	 implored	 the	 young	man	 to
take	 them	 with	 him.	 And	 this	 he	 was	 quite	 willing	 to	 do,	 indeed,	 he	 had
immediately	 fallen	 in	 love	 with	 the	 princess,	 and	 he	 now	 married	 the	 poor
homeless	maiden,	and,	together	with	her	and	the	old	woman,	returned	home.
On	their	arrival,	his	father	asked	where	his	galley	and	its	cargo	were,	and	he	told
him	how	he	had	ransomed	the	slaves	and	set	them	at	liberty.	"This	girl,"	said	he,
"is	 the	daughter	of	a	Tsar,	and	 this	old	woman	 is	her	nurse.	As	 they	could	not
return	to	their	country	I	took	them	with	me,	and	I	have	married	the	maiden."
Thereupon	his	father	grew	very	angry,	and	said,	"O	foolish	son,	what	have	you
done?	Why	did	you	dispose	so	stupidly	of	my	property	without	my	permission?"
and	he	drove	him	out	of	the	house.
Fortunately	 for	 the	young	man,	a	good	neighbour	offered	him	hospitality,	and,
with	his	wife	and	her	old	nurse,	he	resided	for	a	long	time	nearby,	endeavouring,
through	the	influence	of	his	mother	and	friends,	to	persuade	his	father	to	forgive
him.
After	 some	 time	 the	 father	 relented,	 and	 received	 his	 son	 again	 in	 his	 house,
together	with	his	young	wife	and	her	nurse.	Soon	after,	he	purchased	a	second
galley,	larger	and	finer	than	the	first,	and	loaded	it	with	merchandise	wherewith
his	son	might	trade	to	great	profit,	if	so	be	that	he	were	wise.
The	young	man	sailed	in	this	new	vessel,	 leaving	his	wife	and	her	nurse	in	the
house	 of	 his	 parents,	 and	 soon	 came	 to	 a	 certain	 city,	 where	 he	 beheld	 a
sorrowful	 sight.	He	 saw	soldiers	busied	 in	 seizing	poor	peasants	 and	 throwing
them	into	prison,	and	he	asked,	"Why,	brethren,	are	you	showing	such	cruelty	to
these	unfortunate	people?"
And	the	soldiers	replied,	"Because	they	have	not	paid	the	Tsar's	taxes."
The	young	man	at	once	went	 to	 the	officer	and	said,	 "I	pray	you,	 tell	me	how
much	 these	poor	people	must	pay."	The	officer	 told	him	 the	amount	due,	 and,
without	hesitation,	the	young	man	sold	his	galley	and	the	cargo,	and	discharged
the	debts	of	all	the	prisoners.
He	now	returned	home,	and,	falling	at	the	feet	of	his	father,	he	told	him	the	story
and	begged	that	he	might	be	forgiven.	But	his	father	grew	exceedingly	angry	this
time,	and	drove	him	away	from	his	house.
What	 could	 the	 unhappy	 son	 do	 in	 this	 fresh	 trouble?	 How	 could	 he	 beg,	 he
whose	 parents	were	 so	well-to-do?	Old	 friends	 of	 the	 family	 again	 used	 their
influence	with	his	father,	urging	that	he	should	take	pity	on	his	son	and	receive
him	back,	"for,"	said	they,	"it	is	certain	that	suffering	has	made	him	wiser,	and
that	he	will	never	again	act	so	foolishly."
At	length	his	father	yielded,	took	him	again	into	his	house,	and	prepared	a	third
galley	for	him,	much	larger	and	finer	than	the	two	former	ones.



The	young	man	was	overjoyed	at	his	good	fortune,	and	he	had	the	portrait	of	his
beloved	wife	painted	on	the	helm,	and	that	of	the	old	nurse	on	the	stern.	When
all	 the	 preparations	 for	 a	 new	 voyage	 were	 completed,	 he	 took	 leave	 of	 his
parents,	his	wife,	and	other	members	of	the	family,	and	weighed	anchor.
After	sailing	for	some	time	he	arrived	at	a	great	city,	in	which	there	lived	a	Tsar,
and,	dropping	anchor,	he	fired	his	guns	as	a	salute	to	the	city.	Toward	evening
the	Tsar	 sent	one	of	his	ministers	 to	 learn	who	 the	 stranger	was	and	where	he
came,	 and	 to	 inform	 him	 that	 his	 master	 would	 come	 at	 nine	 o'clock	 next
morning	to	visit	the	galley.
The	 minister	 was	 astounded	 to	 see	 on	 the	 helm	 the	 portrait	 of	 the	 imperial
princess,	whom	the	Tsar	had	promised	to	him	in	marriage	when	she	was	still	a
child,	and	on	the	stern	that	of	the	old	nurse,	but	he	did	not	make	any	remark,	nor
did	he	tell	anyone	at	the	palace	what	he	had	seen.
At	 nine	 o'clock	 next	 morning	 the	 Tsar	 came	 on	 board	 the	 galley	 with	 his
ministers,	and,	as	he	paced	the	deck,	conversing	with	the	captain,	he	also	saw	the
portrait	 of	 the	maiden	 painted	 on	 the	 helm	 and	 that	 of	 the	 old	woman	 on	 the
stern,	and	he	recognized	at	once	the	features	of	his	only	daughter	and	her	nurse,
whom	the	Turks	had	captured.	At	once	he	conceived	the	hope	that	his	beloved
child	was	alive	and	well,	but	he	could	not	trust	himself	to	speak,	so	great	was	his
emotion.	Composing	himself	as	best	he	could,	he	invited	the	captain	to	come	at
two	o'clock	that	afternoon	to	his	palace,	intending	to	question	him,	hoping	thus
to	confirm	the	hopes	of	his	heart.
Punctually	at	two	o'clock	the	captain	appeared	at	the	palace,	and	the	Tsar	at	once
began	to	question	him	in	a	roundabout	manner	as	to	the	maiden	whose	portrait
he	had	seen	on	the	helm	of	his	galley.	Was	she	one	of	his	relations,	and,	if	so,	in
what	 degree?	He	was	 also	 curious	 concerning	 the	 old	woman	whose	 likeness
was	painted	on	the	stern.
The	young	captain	guessed	at	once	that	the	Tsar	must	be	his	wife's	father,	and	he
related	to	him	word	by	word	all	his	adventures,	not	omitting	to	say	that,	having
found	that	the	young	maiden	and	her	nurse	had	forgotten	the	way	back	to	their
country,	he	had	taken	pity	on	them	and	later	had	espoused	the	maiden.
Hearing	this	the	Tsar	exclaimed,	"That	girl	is	my	only	child	and	the	old	woman
is	her	nurse,	hasten	and	bring	my	daughter	here	 that	 I	may	see	her	once	more
before	I	die.	Bring	here	also	your	parents	and	all	your	family,	your	father	will	be
my	brother	and	your	mother	my	sister,	 for	you	are	my	son	and	 the	heir	 to	my
crown.	Go	and	sell	all	your	property	and	come	that	we	may	live	together	in	my
palace!"	 Then	 he	 called	 the	 Tsarina,	 his	 wife,	 and	 all	 his	 ministers,	 that	 they
might	hear	the	joyful	news,	and	there	was	great	joy	in	the	court.
After	 this	 the	Tsar	gave	the	captain	a	magnificent	ship	requesting	him	to	 leave



his	own	galley	behind.	The	young	man	was,	of	course,	very	grateful,	but	he	said,
"O	glorious	Tsar!	My	parents	will	not	believe	me,	if	you	do	not	send	one	of	your
ministers	to	accompany	me."	Thereupon	the	Tsar	appointed	as	his	companion	for
the	voyage,	the	very	minister	to	whom	he	had	formerly	promised	his	daughter	in
marriage.
The	captain's	 father	was	greatly	 surprised	 to	 see	his	 son	 return	 so	 soon	and	 in
such	a	magnificent	ship.	Then	the	young	man	related	to	his	father	and	others	all
that	had	happened,	and	the	imperial	minister	confirmed	all	his	statements.
When	the	princess	saw	the	minister	she	exclaimed	joyfully,	"Yes,	indeed,	all	that
he	has	 said	 is	 true,	 this	 is	my	 father's	minister,	who	was	 to	be	my	betrothed."
Then	the	man	and	his	family	sold	all	their	property	and	went	on	board	the	ship.
Now	 the	minister	 was	 a	wicked	man,	 and	 he	 had	 formed	 a	 design	 to	 kill	 the
young	husband	of	 the	princess	 that	he	might	espouse	her	and	one	day	become
Tsar.	Accordingly	during	the	voyage	he	called	the	young	man	on	deck	one	night
to	confer	with	him.	The	captain	had	a	quiet	conscience	and	did	not	suspect	evil,
wherefore	he	was	entirely	unprepared	when	 the	minister	 seized	him	and	 threw
him	swiftly	overboard.	The	ship	was	sailing	fast,	it	was	impossible	that	he	could
reach	it,	so	he	fell	gradually	behind.	By	great	good	luck	he	was	very	near	to	land
and	soon	he	was	cast	ashore	by	the	waves.	But,	alas!	This	 land	was	but	a	bare
uninhabited	rock.
Meantime	 the	minister	 had	 stolen	back	 to	his	 cabin	 and	next	morning	when	 it
was	found	that	the	captain	had	disappeared,	all	began	to	weep	and	wail,	thinking
that	he	had	 fallen	overboard	 in	 the	night	and	been	drowned.	His	 family	would
not	be	consoled,	more	especially	his	wife,	who	loved	him	so	much.	When	they
arrived	 at	 the	 Tsar's	 palace	 and	 reported	 that	 the	 young	 man	 had	 been
accidentally	drowned,	the	entire	court	mourned	with	them.
For	 fifteen	 days	 the	 Tsar's	 unhappy	 son-in-law	 was	 condemned	 to	 a	 bare
subsistence	upon	the	scanty	grass	which	grew	upon	the	rocky	islet.	His	skin	was
tanned	by	the	hot	sun	and	his	garments	became	soiled	and	torn,	so	that	no	one
could	have	recognized	him.
On	the	morrow	of	the	fifteenth	day,	he	had	the	good	fortune	to	perceive	an	old
man	on	the	shore,	leaning	on	a	stick,	engaged	in	fishing.	He	began	at	once	to	hail
the	old	man	and	to	beseech	him	to	help	him	off	the	rock.
The	old	fisherman	said,	"I	will	save	you,	if	you	will	pay	me!"	"How	can	I	pay
you,"	 answered	 the	 castaway,	 "when,	 as	 you	 see,	 I	 have	 only	 these	 rags,	 and
nothing	more?"
"Oh,	as	for	that,"	replied	the	old	man,	"you	can	write	and	sign	a	promise	to	give
me	a	half	of	everything	that	you	may	ever	possess."
The	young	man	gladly	made	 this	promise.	Then	 the	old	man	produced	writing



materials	and	the	young	man	signed	the	agreement,	after	which	they	both	sailed
in	the	old	man's	fishing	boat	to	the	mainland.	After	that	the	young	man	wandered
from	 house	 to	 house	 and	 from	 village	 to	 village,	 a	 barefoot	 beggar,	 in	 rags,
sunburnt,	and	hungry.
After	thirty	days'	journeying,	good	luck	led	him	to	the	city	of	the	Tsar	and	he	sat
him	down,	staff	in	hand,	at	the	gates	of	the	palace,	still	wearing	on	his	finger	his
wedding-ring,	 on	 which	 was	 engraved	 his	 name	 and	 that	 of	 his	 wife.	 The
servants	of	 the	Tsar,	pitying	his	sad	plight,	offered	him	shelter	 for	 the	night	 in
the	palace	and	gave	him	to	eat	fragments	from	their	own	dinner.
Next	morning	he	went	 to	 the	garden	of	 the	palace,	but	 the	gardener	 came	and
drove	him	away,	saying	that	the	Tsar	and	his	family	were	soon	coming	by.	He
moved	from	that	spot	and	sat	down	in	a	corner	on	the	grass,	when	suddenly	he
saw	the	Tsar	walking	with	his	own	mother	and	father,	who	had	remained	at	the
court	 as	 the	 Tsar's	 guests,	 and	 his	 beloved	wife	walking	 arm	 in	 arm	with	 his
enemy,	the	minister.	He	did	not	yet	wish	to	reveal	himself,	but	as	the	Tsar	and
his	train	passed	by	and	gave	him	alms,	he	stretched	out	his	hand	to	receive	it	and
the	wedding-ring	upon	his	finger	caught	the	princess's	eye.
She	 recognized	 it	 at	 once,	 but	 it	 was	 incredible	 that	 the	 beggar	 could	 be	 her
husband,	 and	 she	 said	 to	 him,	 "Pray,	 give	me	 your	 hand	 that	 I	may	 see	 your
ring!"	The	minister	protested,	but	the	princess	did	not	pay	any	attention	to	him,
and	proceeded	to	examine	the	ring,	 to	find	there	her	own	name	and	that	of	her
husband.	Her	heart	was	greatly	agitated	at	 the	 sight,	but	 she	made	an	effort	 to
control	her	feelings	and	said	nothing.
Upon	her	return	to	the	palace	she	appeared	before	her	father	and	told	him	what
she	had	seen.	"Please	send	for	him,"	said	she,	"and	we	may	find	out	how	the	ring
came	into	his	possession!"	The	Tsar	 immediately	sent	an	attendant	 to	fetch	the
beggar.	 The	 order	was	 executed	 at	 once,	 and,	when	 the	 stranger	 appeared	 the
Tsar	asked	him	his	name,	where	he	came	from,	and	in	what	manner	he	obtained
the	ring.
The	unfortunate	young	man	could	no	longer	maintain	his	disguise,	so	telling	the
Tsar	 who	 he	 was,	 he	 went	 on	 to	 relate	 all	 his	 adventures	 since	 the	 minister
treacherously	 threw	 him	 into	 the	 sea.	 "Behold!"	 said	 he	 at	 last,	 "Our	 gracious
Lord	and	my	right-dealing	has	brought	me	back	to	my	parents	and	my	wife."
Almost	beside	 themselves	 for	 joy,	 the	Tsar	 called	 for	 the	young	man's	parents
and	 imparted	 to	 them	 the	 good	 news.	Who	 could	 express	 the	 joy	 of	 the	 aged
couple	when	 they	 identified	 their	 son?	Words	 fail,	also,	 to	describe	adequately
the	 rejoicing	which	 filled	 the	 hearts	 of	 the	 entire	 court.	 The	 servants	 prepared
perfumed	baths	 for	 the	young	man	and	brought	him	sumptuous	new	garments.
The	Tsar	gave	orders	 that	he	 should	be	crowned	as	Tsar,	 and	 for	 several	days
there	were	wonderful	festivities,	in	which	the	whole	city	joined,	everywhere	was



singing,	dancing	and	feasting.
The	old	Tsar	summoned	the	wicked	minister	to	appear	before	his	son-in-law,	to
be	dealt	with	according	to	his	will.	But	 the	young	Tsar	had	a	kind	heart,	so	he
forgave	him	upon	the	condition	that	he	should	leave	the	Tsardom	without	delay,
and	never	come	back	during	his	reign.
The	new	Tsar	had	hardly	began	to	rule,	when	the	old	fisherman	who	had	saved
him	from	the	rocky	isle	came	and	craved	audience.	The	Tsar	at	once	received	his
deliverer	who	produced	the	written	promise.
"Very	well,	old	man,"	said	the	Tsar,	"today	I	am	ruler,	but	I	will	as	readily	fulfil
my	word	as	if	I	were	a	beggar	with	little	to	share,	so	let	us	divide	my	possessions
in	two	equal	parts."	Then	the	Tsar	took	the	books	and	began	to	divide	the	cities,
saying,	"This	is	for	you	and	this	is	for	me."	So	he	marked	all	on	a	map,	till	the
whole	Tsardom	was	divided	between	them,	from	the	greatest	city	to	the	poorest
hut.
When	the	Tsar	had	finished	the	old	man	said,	"Take	all	back!	I	am	not	a	man	of
this	world,	I	am	an	angel	from	God,	who	sent	me	to	save	you	on	account	of	your
good	 deeds.	 Now	 reign	 and	 be	 happy,	 and	 may	 you	 live	 long	 in	 complete
prosperity!"	So	saying,	he	vanished	suddenly,	and	the	young	Tsar	ruled	in	great
happiness	ever	after.
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AS	SOME	VILLAGE	GIRLS	WERE	SPINNING	whilst	 they	 tended	 the	cattle
grazing	in	the	neighbourhood	of	a	ravine,	an	old	man	with	a	long	white	beard,	so
long	 a	 beard	 that	 it	 reached	 to	 his	 girdle,	 approached	 them,	 and	 said,	 “Girls,
girls,	 take	care	of	 that	 ravine!	 If	one	of	you	should	drop	her	 spindle	down	 the
cliff,	her	mother	will	be	turned	into	a	cow	that	very	moment!”
Having	warned	 them	thus,	 the	old	man	went	away	again.	The	girls,	wondering
very	much	at	what	he	had	told	them,	came	nearer	and	nearer	to	the	ravine,	and
leant	over	to	look	in.	Whilst	doing	so	one	of	the	girls,	and	she	the	most	beautiful
of	 them	all,	 let	 her	 spindle	 fall	 from	her	hand,	 and	 it	 fell	 to	 the	bottom	of	 the
ravine.
When	she	went	home	in	the	evening	she	found	her	mother,	changed	into	a	cow,
standing	before	the	house,	and	from	that	time	forth	she	had	to	drive	this	cow	to
the	pasture	with	the	other	cattle.
In	a	little	time	the	father	of	the	girl	married	a	widow,	who	brought	with	her	into
the	house	her	own	daughter.	The	stepmother	immediately	began	to	hate	the	step-
daughter,	 because	 the	 girl	 was	 incomparably	 more	 beautiful	 than	 her	 own
daughter.	 She	 forbade	 her	 to	wash	 herself,	 to	 comb	her	 hair,	 or	 to	 change	 her
clothes,	and	sought	by	every	possible	way	to	torment	and	scold	her.	One	day	she
gave	her	a	bag	full	of	hemp,	and	said,	“If	you	do	not	spin	all	this	well	and	wind
it,	you	need	not	return	home,	for	if	you	do	I	shall	kill	you.'
The	poor	girl	walked	behind	the	cattle	and	spun	as	fast	as	possible,	but	at	mid-
day,	seeing	how	very	little	she	had	been	able	to	spin,	she	began	to	weep.	When
the	cow,	her	mother,	saw	her	weeping,	she	asked	her	what	was	the	matter,	and
the	girl	 told	her	all	about	it.	Then	the	cow	consoled	her,	and	told	her	not	to	be
anxious.	”I	will	take	the	hemp	in	my	mouth	and	chew	it,”	she	said,	“and	it	will
come	out	of	my	ear	as	 thread,	 so	 that	you	can	draw	 it	out	and	wind	 it	at	once
upon	the	stick”.	And	so	it	happened.	The	cow	began	to	chew	the	hemp	and	the



girl	drew	the	thread	from	her	ear	and	wound	it,	so	that	very	soon	they	had	quite
finished	the	task.
When	the	girl	went	home	in	the	evening,	and	took	all	the	hemp,	worked	up,	to
her	stepmother,	the	older	woman	was	greatly	astonished,	and	next	morning	gave
her	yet	more	hemp	to	spin	and	wind.	When	at	night	she	brought	that	home	ready
the	stepmother	thought	she	must	be	helped	by	some	other	girls,	her	friends,	and
therefore	on	the	third	day	she	gave	her	much	more	hemp	than	before.
But	when	the	girl	had	gone	with	the	cow	to	the	pasture,	the	woman	sent	her	own
daughter	 after	 her	 to	 find	 out	 who	 was	 helping	 her.	 This	 girl	 went	 quietly
towards	her	step-sister	so	as	not	to	be	heard,	and	saw	the	cow	chewing	the	hemp
and	 the	 girl	 drawing	 the	 thread	 from	 her	 ear	 and	winding	 it,	 so	 she	 hastened
home	and	told	all	to	her	mother.
Then	the	stepmother	urged	the	husband	to	kill	the	cow.	At	first	he	resisted,	but,
seeing	 his	 wife	 would	 give	 him	 no	 peace,	 he	 at	 last	 consented	 to	 do	 as	 she
wished,	and	fixed	the	day	on	which	he	would	kill	it.
As	soon	as	 the	step-daughter	heard	 this	she	began	 to	weep,	and	when	 the	cow
asked	her	why	she	wept	she	told	her	all	about	it.	But	the	cow	said,	“Be	quiet!	Do
not	cry!	Only	when	they	kill	me	take	care	not	to	eat	any	of	the	meat,	and	be	sure
to	gather	all	my	bones	and	bury	them	behind	the	house,	and	whenever	you	need
anything	come	to	my	grave	and	you	will	find	help.”
So	when	they	killed	the	cow	the	girl	refused	to	eat	any	of	the	flesh,	saying	she
was	not	hungry,	and	afterwards	carefully	gathered	all	the	bones	and	buried	them
behind	the	house,	on	the	spot	the	cow	had	told	her.
The	 real	 name	 of	 this	 girl	 was	Mary,	 but	 as	 she	 had	 worked	 so	much	 in	 the
house,	carrying	water,	cooking,	washing	dishes,	sweeping	the	house,	and	doing
all	sorts	of	house-work,	and	had	very	much	to	do	about	the	fire	and	cinders,	her
stepmother	and	half-sister	called	her	”Papalluga”	(Cinderella).
One	day	 the	 stepmother	got	 ready	 to	go	with	her	own	daughter	 to	 church,	but
before	she	went	she	spread	over	the	house	a	basketful	of	millet,	and	said	to	her
step-daughter,	“You	Papalluga!	If	you	do	not	gather	up	all	this	millet	and	get	the
dinner	ready	before	we	come	back	from	church,	I	will	kill	you!”
When	they	had	gone	to	church	the	poor	girl	began	to	weep,	saying	to	herself,	”It
is	easy	to	see	after	the	dinner,	I	shall	soon	have	that	ready,	but	who	can	gather	up
all	 this	quantity	of	millet!”	At	 that	moment	she	remembered	what	 the	cow	had
told	her,	 that	 in	 case	of	need	 she	 should	go	 to	her	grave	and	would	 there	 find
help,	so	she	ran	quickly	to	the	spot,	and	what	do	you	think	she	saw	there?	On	the
grave	stood	a	large	box	full	of	valuable	clothes	of	different	kinds,	and	on	the	top
of	the	box	sat	two	white	doves,	who	said,	“Mary,	take	out	of	this	box	the	clothes
which	you	like	best	and	put	them	on,	and	then	go	to	church,	meanwhile	we	will



pick	up	the	millet	seeds	and	put	everything	in	order.”
The	 girl	 was	 greatly	 pleased,	 and	 took	 the	 first	 clothes	 which	 came	 to	 hand.
These	were	all	of	silk,	and	having	put	them	on	she	went	away	to	church.	In	the
church	 every	 one,	 men	 and	 women,	 wondered	 much	 at	 her	 beauty	 and	 her
splendid	clothes,	but	no	one	knew	who	she	was	or	where	 she	came	 from.	The
king's	son,	who	happened	to	be	there,	looked	at	her	all	the	time	and	admired	her
greatly.	Before	 the	service	was	ended	she	stood	up	and	quietly	 left	 the	church.
She	then	ran	away	home,	and	as	soon	as	she	got	there	took	off	her	fine	clothes
and	again	laid	them	in	the	box,	which	instantly	shut	itself	and	disappeared.
Then	 she	hurried	 to	 the	hearth	 and	 found	 the	dinner	quite	 ready,	 all	 the	millet
gathered	up,	and	everything	in	very	good	order.	Soon	after	the	stepmother	came
back	with	her	daughter	from	the	church,	and	was	extremely	surprised	to	find	all
the	millet	picked	up	and	everything	so	well	arranged.
Next	Sunday	the	stepmother	and	her	daughter	again	dressed	themselves	to	go	to
church,	 and,	 before	 she	 went	 away,	 the	 stepmother	 threw	 much	 more	 millet
about	 the	floor,	and	said	 to	her	step-daughter,	“If	you	do	not	gather	up	all	 this
millet,	 prepare	 the	 dinner,	 and	 get	 everything	 into	 the	 best	 order,	 I	 shall	 kill
you.”
When	 they	 were	 gone,	 the	 girl	 instantly	 ran	 to	 her	 mother's	 grave,	 and	 there
found	 the	box	open	as	before,	with	 the	 two	doves	 sitting	on	 its	 lid.	The	doves
said	 to	 her,	 “Dress	 yourself,	Mary,	 and	 go	 to	 church,	we	will	 pick	 up	 all	 the
millet	and	arrange	everything.”
Then	she	 took	from	the	box	silver	clothes,	and	having	dressed	herself,	went	 to
church.	In	the	church	everyone,	as	before,	admired	her	very	much,	and	the	king's
son	never	moved	his	eyes	 from	her.	 Just	before	 the	end	of	 the	 service	 the	girl
again	 got	 up	 very	 quietly	 and	 stole	 through	 the	 crowd.	When	 she	 got	 out	 of
church	she	ran	away	very	quickly,	took	off	the	clothes,	laid	them	in	the	box,	and
went	into	the	kitchen.	When	the	stepmother	and	her	daughter	came	home,	they
were	more	surprised	than	before,	the	millet	was	gathered	up,	dinner	was	ready,
and	everything	in	the	very	best	order.	They	wondered	very	much	how	it	was	all
done.
On	 the	 third	Sunday	 the	stepmother	dressed	herself	 to	go	with	her	daughter	 to
church,	 and	 again	 scattered	millet	 about	 on	 the	ground,	 but	 this	 time	 far	more
than	on	the	other	Sundays.	Before	she	went	out	she	said	to	her	step-daughter,	“If
you	do	not	gather	up	all	 this	millet,	prepare	the	dinner,	and	have	everything	in
order	when	I	come	from	church,	I	will	kill	you!”
The	instant	they	were	gone,	the	girl	ran	to	her	mother's	grave,	and	found	the	box
open	with	 the	 two	white	 doves	 sitting	 on	 the	 lid.	 The	 doves	 told	 her	 to	 dress
herself	and	go	to	church,	and	to	have	no	care	about	the	millet	or	dinner.



This	time	she	took	clothes	of	all	real	gold	out	of	the	box,	and,	having	put	them
on,	 went	 away	 to	 the	 church.	 In	 the	 church	 all	 the	 people	 looked	 at	 her	 and
admired	 her	 exceedingly.	 Now	 the	 king's	 son	 had	 resolved	 not	 to	 let	 her	 slip
away	as	before,	but	 to	watch	where	she	went.	So,	when	the	service	was	nearly
ended,	and	she	stood	up	to	leave	the	church,	the	king's	son	followed	her,	but	was
not	able	to	reach	her.
In	 pushing	 through	 the	 crowd,	 however,	Mary	 somehow	 in	 her	 hurry	 lost	 the
slipper	from	her	right	foot	and	had	no	time	to	look	for	it.	This	slipper	the	king's
son	found,	and	took	care	of	it.	When	the	girl	got	home	she	took	off	the	golden
clothes	and	laid	them	in	the	box,	and	went	immediately	to	the	fire	in	the	kitchen.
The	 king's	 son,	 having	 determined	 to	 find	 the	 maiden,	 went	 all	 over	 the
kingdom,	and	tried	the	slipper	on	every	girl,	but	in	some	cases	it	was	too	long,	in
others	 too	 short,	 and,	 in	 fact,	 it	 did	not	 fit	 any	of	 them.	As	he	was	 thus	going
about	from	one	house	to	the	other,	the	king's	son	came	at	last	to	the	house	of	the
girl's	 father,	 and	 the	 stepmother,	 seeing	 the	 king's	 son	 coming,	 hid	 her	 step-
daughter	in	a	wash-trough	before	the	house.
When	the	king's	son	came	in	with	the	slipper	and	asked	if	there	were	any	girl	in
the	house,	the	woman	answered,	”Yes,”	and	brought	out	her	own	daughter.	But
when	the	slipper	was	tried	it	was	found	it	would	not	go	even	over	the	girl's	toes.
Then	 the	 king's	 son	 asked	 if	 no	 other	 girl	was	 there,	 and	 the	 stepmother	 said,
“No,	there	is	no	other	in	the	house.”
At	that	moment	the	cock	sprung	upon	the	wash-trough,	and	crowed	out,	”Cock-
a-doodle-do!	Here	she	is	under	the	wash-trough!”
The	stepmother	shouted,	“Go	away!	May	the	eagle	fly	away	with	you!”
But	the	king's	son,	hearing	that,	hurried	to	the	wash-trough,	and	lifted	it	up,	and
what	did	he	see	 there!	The	same	girl	who	had	been	 in	 the	church,	 in	 the	same
golden	clothes	 in	which	she	had	appeared	 the	 third	 time	 there,	but	 lying	under
the	trough,	and	with	only	one	slipper	on.	When	the	king's	son	saw	her,	he	nearly
lost	 his	 senses	 for	 the	moment,	 he	was	 so	 very	glad.	Then	he	quickly	 tried	 to
place	 the	 slipper	he	 carried	on	her	 right	 foot,	 and	 it	 fitted	her	 exactly,	 besides
perfectly	matching	with	the	other	slipper	on	her	left	foot.	Then	he	took	her	away
with	him	to	his	palace	and	married	her.
	



HE	WHOM	GOD	HELPS	NO	ONE	CAN	HARM

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	the	Serbians	by
Woislav	M.	Petrovitch,	published	in	1914.

	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 a	 man	 and	 his	 wife,	 and	 they	 were
blessed	 with	 three	 sons.	 The	 youngest	 son	 was	 the	 most	 handsome,	 and	 he
possessed	 a	 better	 heart	 than	 his	 brothers,	who	 thought	 him	 a	 fool.	When	 the
three	brothers	had	arrived	at	the	man's	estate,	they	came	together	to	their	father,
each	of	them	asking	permission	to	marry.	The	father	was	embarrassed	with	this
sudden	wish	of	his	sons,	and	said	he	would	first	take	counsel	with	his	wife	as	to
his	answer.
A	 few	 days	 later	 the	man	 called	 his	 sons	 together	 and	 told	 them	 to	 go	 to	 the
neighbouring	town	and	seek	for	employment.	"He	who	brings	me	the	finest	rug
will	obtain	my	permission	to	marry	first,"	he	said.
The	brothers	started	off	to	the	neighbouring	town	together.	On	the	way	the	two
elder	brothers	began	 to	make	fun	of	 the	youngest,	mocking	his	simplicity,	and
finally	they	forced	him	to	take	a	different	road.
Abandoned	by	his	malicious	brothers,	the	young	man	prayed	God	to	grant	him
good	fortune.	At	length	he	came	to	a	lake,	on	the	further	shore	of	which	was	a
magnificent	castle.	The	castle	belonged	to	the	daughter	of	a	tyrannous	and	cruel
prince	who	had	died	long	ago.	The	young	princess	was	uncommonly	beautiful,
and	many	a	suitor	had	come	there	to	ask	for	her	hand.	The	suitors	were	always
made	very	welcome,	but	when	they	went	to	their	rooms	at	night	the	late	master
of	the	castle	would	invariably	come	as	a	vampire	and	suffocate	them.
As	the	youngest	brother	stood	upon	the	shore	wondering	how	to	cross	the	lake,
the	 princess	 noticed	 him	 from	 her	 window	 and	 at	 once	 gave	 an	 order	 to	 the
servants	to	take	a	boat	and	bring	the	young	man	before	her.	When	he	appeared
he	was	 a	 little	 confused,	 but	 the	 noble	maiden	 reassured	 him	with	 some	 kind
words,	for	he	had,	indeed,	made	a	good	impression	upon	her	and	she	liked	him	at
first	sight.	She	asked	him	where	he	came	from	and	where	he	intended	to	go,	and
the	young	man	told	her	all	about	his	father's	command.



When	the	princess	heard	that,	she	said	to	the	young	man,	"You	will	remain	here
for	 the	 night,	 and	 tomorrow	morning	we	will	 see	what	we	 can	 do	 about	 your
rug."
After	 they	had	 supped,	 the	 princess	 conducted	her	 guest	 to	 a	 green	 room,	 and
bidding	him	"good-night,"	said,	"This	is	your	room.	Do	not	be	alarmed	if	during
the	night	anything	unusual	should	appear	to	disturb	you."
Being	 a	 simple	 youth,	 he	 could	 not	 even	 close	 his	 eyes,	 so	 deep	 was	 the
impression	made	by	the	beautiful	things	which	surrounded	him,	when	suddenly,
toward	 midnight,	 there	 was	 a	 great	 noise.	 In	 the	 midst	 of	 the	 commotion	 he
heard	distinctly	a	mysterious	voice	whisper,	"This	youth	will	inherit	the	princely
crown,	no	one	can	do	him	harm!"	The	young	man	took	refuge	in	earnest	prayer,
and,	when	day	dawned,	he	arose	safe	and	sound.
When	the	princess	awoke,	she	sent	a	servant	 to	summon	the	young	man	to	her
presence,	who	was	greatly	astonished	to	find	the	young	man	alive,	so	also	was
the	princess	and	everyone	else	in	the	castle.
After	breakfast	the	princess	gave	her	guest	a	rich	rug,	saying,	"Take	this	rug	to
your	father,	and	if	he	desires	aught	else	you	have	only	to	come	back."	The	young
man	thanked	his	fair	hostess	and	with	a	deep	bow	took	his	leave	of	her.
When	 he	 arrived	 home	 he	 found	 his	 two	 brothers	 already	 there,	 they	 were
showing	their	father	the	rugs	they	had	brought.	When	the	youngest	exhibited	his
they	were	 astounded,	 and	 exclaimed,	 "How	 did	 you	 get	 hold	 of	 such	 a	 costly
rug?	You	must	have	stolen	it!"
At	 length	 the	 father,	 in	 order	 to	 quieten	 them,	 said,	 "Go	 once	 more	 into	 the
world,	and	he	who	brings	back	a	chain	long	enough	to	encircle	our	house	nine
times	 shall	 have	my	 permission	 to	marry	 first!"	 Thus	 the	 father	 succeeded	 in
pacifying	his	sons.
The	 two	 elder	 brothers	 went	 their	 way,	 and	 the	 youngest	 hurried	 back	 to	 the
princess.	When	he	appeared	she	asked	him,	"What	has	your	father	ordered	you
to	do	now?"
And	he	answered,	"That	each	of	us	should	bring	a	chain	long	enough	to	encircle
our	house	nine	times."
The	princess	again	made	him	welcome	and,	after	supper,	she	showed	him	into	a
yellow	 room,	 saying,	 "Somebody	 will	 come	 again	 to	 frighten	 you	 during	 the
night,	but	you	must	not	pay	any	attention	to	him,	and	tomorrow	we	will	see	what
we	can	do	about	your	chain."
And	sure	enough,	about	midnight	there	came	many	ghosts	dancing	round	his	bed
and	 making	 fearful	 noises,	 but	 he	 followed	 the	 advice	 of	 the	 princess	 and
remained	calm	and	quiet.	Next	morning	 a	 servant	 came	once	more	 to	 conduct
him	to	the	princess,	and,	after	breakfast,	she	gave	him	a	fine	box,	saying,	"Take



this	to	your	father,	and	if	he	should	desire	anything	more,	you	have	but	to	come
to	me."	The	young	man	thanked	her,	and	took	his	leave.
Again	he	 found	 that	his	brothers	had	 reached	home	 first	with	 their	 chains,	but
these	 were	 not	 long	 enough	 to	 encircle	 the	 house	 even	 once,	 and	 they	 were
greatly	 astonished	 when	 their	 youngest	 brother	 produced	 from	 the	 box	 the
princess	had	given	 an	 enormous	gold	 chain	of	 the	 required	 length.	Filled	with
envy,	they	exclaimed,	"You	will	ruin	the	reputation	of	our	house,	for	you	must
have	stolen	this	chain!"
At	length	the	father,	 tired	of	their	jangling,	sent	them	away,	saying,	"Go,	bring
each	of	you	his	sweetheart,	and	I	will	give	you	permission	to	marry."
Thereupon	the	two	elder	brothers	went	joyfully	to	fetch	the	girls	they	loved,	and
the	youngest	hurried	away	to	the	princess	to	tell	her	what	was	now	his	father's
desire.	When	she	heard,	the	princess	said,	"You	must	pass	a	third	night	here,	and
then	we	shall	see	what	we	can	do."
So,	 after	 supping	 together,	 she	 took	him	 into	 a	 red	 room.	During	 the	 night	 he
heard	 again	 a	 blood-curdling	 noise,	 and	 from	 the	 darkness	 a	mysterious	 voice
said,	"This	young	man	is	about	to	take	possession	of	my	estates	and	crown!"	He
was	 assaulted	 by	 ghosts	 and	 vampires,	 and	 was	 dragged	 from	 his	 bed,	 but
through	all	the	young	man	strove	earnestly	in	prayer,	and	God	saved	him.
Next	morning	when	he	appeared	before	 the	princess,	she	congratulated	him	on
his	 bravery,	 and	 declared	 that	 he	 had	 won	 her	 love.	 The	 young	 man	 was
overwhelmed	with	happiness,	for	although	he	would	never	have	dared	to	reveal
the	secret	of	his	heart,	he	also	loved	the	princess.	A	barber	was	now	summoned
to	attend	upon	the	young	man,	and	a	tailor	to	dress	him	like	a	prince.	This	done,
the	couple	went	together	to	the	castle	chapel	and	were	wedded.
A	 few	 days	 later	 they	 drove	 to	 the	 young	man's	 village,	 and	 as	 they	 stopped
outside	his	home	they	heard	great	rejoicing	and	music,	whereat	they	understood
that	his	two	elder	brothers	were	celebrating	their	marriage	feasts.	The	youngest
brother	knocked	on	the	gate,	and	when	his	father	came	he	did	not	recognize	his
son	in	the	richly	attired	prince	who	stood	before	him.	He	was	surprised	that	such
distinguished	guests	 should	pay	him	a	visit,	 and	 still	more	 so	when	 the	prince
said,	"Good	man,	will	you	give	us	your	hospitality	for	tonight?"
The	 father	 answered,	 "Most	gladly,	but	we	are	having	 festivities	 in	our	house,
and	 I	 fear	 that	 these	 common	 people	 will	 disturb	 you	 with	 their	 singing	 and
music."
To	 this	 the	young	prince	said,	"Oh,	no,	 it	would	please	me	 to	see	 the	peasants
feasting,	and	my	wife	would	like	it	even	more	than	I."
They	now	entered	the	house,	and	as	the	hostess	curtsied	deeply	before	them	the
prince	congratulated	her,	saying,	"How	happy	you	must	be	to	see	your	two	sons



wedded	on	the	same	day!"
The	woman	 sighed.	 "Ah,"	 said	 she,	 "on	 one	 hand	 I	 have	 joy	 but	 on	 the	 other
hand	 I	 am	mourning.	 I	 had	 a	 third	 son,	who	went	 out	 in	 the	world,	 and	who
knows	what	ill	fate	may	have	befallen	him?"
After	a	time	the	young	prince	found	an	opportunity	to	step	into	his	old	room,	and
put	on	one	of	his	old	suits	over	his	costly	attire.	He	 then	 returned	 to	 the	 room
where	the	feast	was	spread	and	stood	behind	the	door.	Soon	his	two	brothers	saw
him,	 and	 they	 called	 out,	 "Come	here,	 father,	 and	 see	 your	much-praised	 son,
who	went	and	stole	like	a	thief!"
The	 father	 turned,	 and	 seeing	 the	young	man,	he	exclaimed,	 "Where	have	you
been	for	so	long,	and	where	is	your	sweetheart?"
Then	the	youngest	son	said,	"Do	not	reproach	me,	all	is	well	with	me	and	with
you!"	 As	 he	 spoke	 he	 took	 off	 his	 old	 garments	 and	 stood	 revealed	 in	 his
princely	dress.	Then	he	told	his	story	and	introduced	his	wife	to	his	parents.
The	 brothers	 now	 expressed	 contrition	 for	 their	 conduct,	 and	 received	 the
prince's	pardon,	after	which	they	all	embraced,	the	feasting	was	renewed,	and	the
festivities	went	on	for	several	days.	Finally	the	young	prince	distributed	amongst
his	 father	and	brothers	 large	portions	of	his	new	 lands,	and	 they	all	 lived	 long
and	happily	together.
	



THE	GOLDEN-FLEECED	RAM

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	A	HUNTER	went	 to	 the	mountains	 to	 hunt,	 and	met
there	a	golden-fleeced	ram.	The	moment	he	saw	it	he	took	up	his	rifle	to	shoot	it.
Before,	however,	he	could	do	so,	the	ram	rushed	at	him	and	killed	him	with	its
horns.	His	 friends	 found	him	 lying	 dead,	 and	 took	 him	home	 and	 buried	 him,
without	knowing	how	he	had	been	killed.
The	hunter's	wife	hung	up	his	rifle	on	a	nail.	When	her	son	grew	old	enough,	he
one	day	 asked	his	mother	 for	 the	 rifle,	 that	 he	might	 go	 hunting.	The	mother,
however,	 refused	 to	 give	 it	 him.	 ”Nothing	 in	 the	 world,	 my	 son,”	 cried	 she,
“shall	induce	me	to	do	so.	Your	father	lost	his	life	through	that	gun,	and	do	you
wish,	also,	to	lose	your	life	because	of	it?'
However	 the	 youth	managed	 to	 steal	 the	 rifle	 one	 day,	 and	went	 away	 to	 the
mountains	to	hunt.	When	he	came	to	the	forest,	the	golden-fleeced	ram	appeared
also	to	him,	and	said,	“I	killed	your	father,	and	I	will	kill	you!”
The	son	was	shocked,	and	said,	“God	help	me!”	Then	he	levelled	at	the	ram	with
the	rifle	and	killed	it.
Greatly	 rejoiced	 that	 he	 had	 killed	 the	 golden-fleeced	 ram,	 (for	 there	was	 not
another	like	it	in	all	the	kingdom)	he	now	took	the	fleece	home.	In	a	very	short
time	 the	news	of	 this	 spread	 all	 over	 the	 country,	 and	 reached	 even	 the	king's
ears.	Then	the	king	ordered	the	young	lad	to	bring	the	ram's	fleece	to	him,	that
he	might	see	what	different	animals	lived	in	his	kingdom.	When	the	young	lad
took	it	to	the	king,	and	exhibited	it,	the	king	asked,	“How	much	money	do	you
want	for	that	fleece?”	To	which	the	young	man	answered,	“I	will	not	sell	it	for
any	money.'
Now	the	king's	first	minister	happened	to	be	the	uncle	of	the	young	man.	Instead,
however,	of	being	his	friend,	he	was	his	greatest	enemy.	So	the	minister	said	to
the	king,	“If	he	will	not	give	you	the	fleece,	set	him	something	to	do	which	will



cost	him	his	life.	The	best	plan	would	be	to	order	him	to	do	something	which	it
is	impossible	for	him	to	do.”
Accordingly	he	advised	the	king	to	order	the	young	man	to	plant	a	vineyard,	and
to	bring	him,	within	seven	days,	new	wine	from	it.	The	young	man	hearing	this,
began	to	weep,	and	begged	to	be	excused	from	such	a	task	as	he	could	not	work
a	miracle.	But	the	king	said,	“If	you	don't	do	that	in	seven	days,	you	shall	lose
your	life.'
Then	 the	youth	 returned	weeping	 to	his	mother,	and	 told	her	about	 it.	And	 the
mother	said,	“Did	I	not	tell	you,	my	son,	that	the	golden	fleece	would	cost	you
your	life	as	it	cost	your	father	his?”
Weeping	and	wondering	what	to	do,	since	he	got	no	rest	at	home,	he	thus	walked
out	of	the	village	a	good	distance,	when,	suddenly,	a	little	girl	appeared	before
him	and	said,	“Why	are	you	weeping,	my	brother?”
He	answered,	somewhat	angrily,	“Go	your	way,	in	God's	name!	You	cannot	help
me.”	He	then	went	on	his	way,	but	the	little	girl	followed	him,	and	begged	much
that	he	would	tell	her	why	he	wept,	“for,	perhaps,”	said	she,	“I	may	be	able	to
help	you.”
“Well,	then,	I	will	tell	you,”	said	he,	“though	I	am	sure	no	one	except	God	can
help	me.”	So	he	 told	her	 all	 that	had	happened	 to	him,	and	what	 the	king	had
ordered	him	to	do.
When	 she	 had	 heard	 all,	 she	 said,	 “Be	 not	 tearful,	 my	 brother,	 but	 go	 and
demand	from	the	king	that	he	should	appoint	the	place	where	the	vineyard	shall
be	planted,	and	order	it	to	be	dug	in	straight	lines,	then	go	yourself,	and	take	a
sack,	with	a	branch	of	basilicum	in	it,	and	lie	down	to	sleep	in	the	place	where
the	vineyard	has	been	marked	out.	Take	courage!	Don't	be	afraid!	In	seven	days
you	will	have	ripe	grapes.”
Thereupon	he	returned	home	and	told	his	mother	how	he	had	met	the	little	girl,
and	what	she	had	told	him,	not,	however,	as	having	any	belief	in	what	she	had
said.	The	mother,	however,	when	she	had	heard	his	words,	said,	“Go,	my	son,
and	try,	anyhow	you	are	a	lost	man.	You	can	but	try.”
He	went	then	to	the	king	and	demanded	land	for	the	vineyard,	and	begged	that	it
should	be	dug	 in	straight	 rows.	The	king	ordered	everything	 to	be	done	as	 the
young	man	demanded,	who	forthwith	took	a	sack	on	his	shoulder,	and	a	sprig	of
basilicum,	and	went	full	of	fear	and	sorrow	to	lie	down	in	the	appointed	place.
When	 he	 awoke	 next	 morning	 the	 vines	 were	 already	 planted,	 the	 second
morning	 the	 leaves	were	 on	 the	 vines,	 and,	 in	 short,	 on	 the	 seventh	 day	 there
were	 ripe	 grapes,	 and	 that,	 too,	 in	 a	 season	 when	 grapes	 were	 to	 be	 found
nowhere	else.
He	 gathered	 some	 grapes,	 and	 made	 sweet	 wine,	 and	 took	 also	 a	 cluster	 of



grapes	in	a	handkerchief,	and	went	to	the	king.
The	king	and	the	whole	court	were	exceedingly	surprised,	but	the	young	man's
uncle	said,	“Now	we	will	order	him	to	do	something	which	it	is	quite	impossible
that	he	should	do.”	He	 then	advised	 the	king	 to	call	 the	young	man,	and	order
him	to	make	a	palace	of	elephants”	tusks.
The	 young	man	 heard	 the	 king's	 order,	 and	 went	 home	weeping.	 He	 told	 his
mother	the	order	which	the	king	had	given	him,	and	said,	“Mother,	this	is	a	task
which	neither	I	nor	anyone	else	can	fulfil.”
Then	the	mother	advised	him	to	take	a	walk	beyond	the	village.	“Perhaps,”	said
she,	“you	will	again	meet	the	little	girl.”
Accordingly	he	went,	and	when	he	reached	the	place	where	he	had	before	seen
the	maiden,	she	again	appeared	to	him,	and	said,	“You	are	sad	and	troubled	as
before,	my	brother.”
Then	he	told	her	what	a	task	the	king	had	set	him	to	perform.	She,	however,	no
sooner	heard	this	than	she	said,	“This	will	also	be	easy,	but	first	go	to	the	king,
and	 demand	 from	 him	 a	 ship	 with	 three	 hundred	 barrels	 of	 wine,	 and	 three
hundred	 barrels	 of	 brandy,	 and	 twenty	 carpenters.	 Then,	when	 you	 arrive	 at	 a
place	which	you	will	 find	between	the	mountains,	dam	up	the	water	 there,	and
pour	into	it	the	wine	and	the	brandy.	The	elephants	will	soon	come	there	to	drink
water,	and	will	get	drunk	and	fall	down.	Then	your	twenty	carpenters	must	cut
off	 their	 tusks,	 and	 carry	 them	 to	 the	 spot	where	 the	 king	 desires	 to	 have	 the
palace	built.	Then	lie	down	there	to	sleep,	and	in	seven	days	the	palace	will	be
ready.”
The	young	man	returned	home	and	told	his	mother	what	the	young	maiden	had
said	to	him.	The	mother	advised	him	to	follow	the	girl's	counsel.	”Go,	my	son,”
she	said,	“perhaps	God	will	again	help	you.”
So	 the	 young	 man	 went	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 demanded	 the	 barrels	 of	 wine	 and
brandy,	and	 the	 twenty	carpenters.	The	king	furnished	him	with	all	he	desired,
and	 he	 went	 immediately	 where	 the	 girl	 had	 told	 him,	 and	 did	 as	 she	 had
ordered.	 And,	 even	 as	 she	 had	 foretold,	 the	 elephants	 came	 to	 drink,	 and	 got
tipsy,	and	 fell	down,	and	 the	carpenters	 sawed	 their	 tusks,	and	carried	 them	 to
the	spot	where	the	palace	was	to	be	built.	Then,	at	evening,	the	young	man	took
his	sack	and	a	branch	of	basilicum,	and	went	and	lay	down	to	sleep	in	the	place.
And	 on	 the	 seventh	 day	 the	 palace	 was	 ready.	 When	 the	 king	 saw	 it,	 he
marvelled,	and	said	to	his	first	minister,	the	uncle	of	the	young	man,	“Now	what
shall	we	do	with	him?	Indeed	he	is	not	a	man,	God	knows	only	what	he	is.'
To	this,	the	minister	answered,	“Yet	one	thing	you	ought	to	order	him	to	do,	and
if	he	fulfils	that,	also,	indeed	he	must	be	something	more	than	man.”
So,	in	accordance	with	the	advice	of	his	minister,	the	king	called	the	young	man



again,	and	said,	“Now,	go	and	bring	me	the	king's	daughter	from	such	and	such	a
kingdom,	and	out	of	 such	a	 city.	 If	you	 should	 fail	 to	bring	her,	you	will	 lose
your	head.”
The	young	man	went	home	and	told	his	mother	the	new	task	which	the	king	had
set	him	to	do,	and	the	mother	said,	“Go,	my	son,	and	look	for	that	young	maiden.
Perhaps	God	will	grant	that	she	may	save	you	a	third	time!”
So,	as	before,	he	went	outside	the	village,	and	met	the	young	maiden,	and	told
her	what	he	had	now	to	do.
The	girl	listened	to	him,	and	then	said,	“Go	and	demand	from	the	king	a	ship.	In
the	ship	must	be	made	twenty	shops,	and	in	each	shop	must	be	a	different	kind
of	ware,	each	one	better	than	the	other.	Then	demand	that	the	twenty	handsomest
young	men	should	be	chosen,	 and	 finely	dressed,	 and	put	one	 in	each	 shop	as
salesman.	Then	sail	yourself	with	 the	ship,	and	you	will	 first	meet	a	man	who
carries	a	large	eagle.	You	must	ask	him	if	he	will	sell	it	you,	and	he	will	answer
‘Yes.’	Then	give	him	anything	he	demands	in	return	for	the	eagle.	After	that	you
will	meet	a	man	carrying	in	his	fishing-net	a	carp	with	golden	scales,	you	must
buy	the	carp,	whatever	it	may	cost	you.	Thirdly,	you	will	meet	a	man	carrying	a
live	dove,	and	this	dove	you	must	also	buy,	whatever	the	price	may	be.
Then,	 take	 a	 feather	 from	 the	 eagle's	 tail,	 a	 scale	 from	 the	 carp,	 and	 a	 little
feather	from	the	left	wing	of	the	dove,	and	let	the	eagle,	carp,	and	dove	go	away
free.	When	you	arrive	in	the	kingdom,	and	at	the	city	where	the	princess	resides,
you	must	open	all	the	twenty	shops,	and	order	each	young	man	to	stand	before
his	 shop-door.	 Then	 the	 citizens	 will	 come	 and	 admire	 the	 wares,	 and	 the
maidens,	who	come	to	 fetch	water,	will	go	back	 into	 the	city	and	say,	 ‘Such	a
ship	and	 such	wares	were	never	before	 seen	 since	 this	was	a	city!”	This	news
will	reach	the	ears	of	the	king's	daughter,	and	she	will	beg	permission	from	her
father	 to	 go	 and	 see	 the	 ship	 herself.	 When	 she	 comes,	 with	 her	 friends,	 on
board,	you	must	lead	her	from	one	shop	to	the	other,	and	bring	out	and	show	her
the	finest	wares	which	you	have.	Thus	you	must	contrive	to	engage	her	attention
and	 to	 keep	 her	 on	 board	 till	 it	 gets	 dusk,	 and	 then	 let	 the	 ship	 sail.	 In	 that
moment	it	will	be	so	dark	that	nothing	can	be	seen.
The	girl	will	have	a	bird	on	her	shoulder,	and,	when	she	sees	the	ship	is	sailing
away,	she	will	let	the	bird	fly	to	take	tiding	to	the	palace	of	what	has	happened	to
her.	Then	you	must	burn	the	eagle's	plume,	and	the	old	eagle	will	instantly	come
to	you.	You	must	order	him	to	catch	the	bird,	and	he	will	quickly	do	so.
Then	the	girl	will	 throw	a	small	stone	into	the	water,	and	the	ship	will	at	once
stand	still,	but	you	will	immediately	burn	the	carp's	scale,	and	the	carp	will	come
to	 you.	You	must	 order	 him	 to	 find	 and	 swallow	 that	 little	water	 of	 life,	 and
when	he	does	so	the	ship	will	sail	on.
After	 sailing	some	 time	you	will	arrive	between	 two	mountains,	 there	 the	ship



will	turn	to	stone	and	you	will	be	greatly	terrified.	The	girl	will	urge	you	to	fetch
some	water	of	life,	and	you	must	then	burn	the	dove's	feather,	and	the	bird	will
immediately	appear.	You	will	give	him	a	little	bottle	that	he	may	bring	you	some
water	of	life,	and	when	he	does	so	the	ship	will	sail	on	again,	and	you	will	come
happily	home	with	the	king's	daughter.'
The	young	man	listened	to	the	advice	of	the	maiden,	and	then	returned	home	and
told	all	to	his	mother.	After	that	he	went	to	the	king	and	demanded	all	the	things
that	the	maiden	had	counselled	him	to	procure.	The	king	could	not	refuse,	so	all
that	he	asked	was	given	him,	and	he	sailed	away.
All	 things	happened	 exactly	 as	 the	young	maiden	had	 foretold,	 and	 the	young
man	came	back	with	the	king's	daughter	happily	to	his	own	country.
The	 king	 and	 his	 first	 minister,	 the	 uncle	 of	 the	 young	 man,	 saw,	 from	 the
windows	 of	 the	 palace,	 the	 ship	 whilst	 yet	 it	 was	 far	 from	 the	 city,	 and	 the
minister	said	to	the	king,	“Now	there	is	nothing	left	to	do	but	to	kill	him	as	he
comes	out	of	the	ship!”
When	 the	ship	reached	 the	port,	 the	king's	daughter	 first	came	ashore	with	her
companions,	 then	 the	 handsome	 young	 shopmen,	 and,	 lastly,	 the	 young	 man
alone.	But	the	king	had	had	the	headsman	placed	there,	and	when	the	young	man
stepped	on	the	shore	the	executioner	cut	his	head	off.
The	king	intended	to	marry	the	king's	daughter,	accordingly,	as	soon	as	she	came
on	land	he	ran	to	her,	and	began	to	caress	her,	but	she	turned	away	her	head	from
him,	and	said,	“Where	is	he	who	has	been	working	for	me?”	And	when	she	saw
that	his	head	was	cut	off	she	rushed	to	the	body,	took	out	some	water	of	life	and
poured	it	over	his	wounds,	so	he	arose	alive	and	well	as	ever.
When	the	king	and	his	minister	saw	this	wonder,	 the	minister	said	 to	 the	king,
“This	man	will	know	now	more	than	ever	he	did,	since	he	has	been	dead	and	is
come	back	to	life!”
Then	 the	 king	 began	 to	wonder	 if	 it	were	 true	 that	 a	man	who	has	 been	 dead
knows	more	 when	 he	 returns	 to	 life,	 and,	 in	 order	 to	 satisfy	 his	 curiosity,	 he
ordered	the	headsman	to	cut	off	his	own	head,	and	directed	that	the	girl	with	the
water	of	life	should	bring	him	again	to	life.
But,	 after	 the	 king's	 head	 was	 cut	 off,	 the	 girl	 refused	 to	 restore	 him	 to	 life.
Instead	 of	 doing	 so,	 she	 wrote	 a	 letter	 to	 her	 father,	 told	 him	 all	 that	 had
happened,	 and	 told	 him	 her	 wish	 to	 marry	 the	 young	 man.	 So	 the	 king,	 her
father,	sent	forth	a	proclamation	that	the	people	should	take	the	young	man	for
their	king,	and	 threatened	 to	declare	war	against	 them	if	 they	refused	 to	do	so.
The	people	recognised	immediately	the	merits	of	the	young	man,	and	owned	that
he	deserved	to	be	their	king,	and	to	marry	the	king's	daughter.
Accordingly	they	made	him	king,	and	he	married	the	king's	daughter.	Then	the



handsome	young	men,	who	had	sailed	with	him	in	the	ship	as	shopmen,	married
the	companions	of	the	king's	daughter	who	was	now	queen,	and	thus	all	of	them
became	great	dignitaries	in	the	kingdom.
	



THE	TRADE	THAT	NO	ONE	KNOWS

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	the	Serbians	by
Woislav	M.	Petrovitch,	published	in	1914.

	

	

A	LONG	WHILE	AGO	THERE	LIVED	a	 poor	 old	 couple,	who	 had	 an	 only
son.	The	old	man	and	his	wife	worked	very	hard	to	nourish	their	child	well	and
bring	him	up	properly,	hoping	that	he,	in	return,	would	take	care	of	them	in	their
old	age.
When,	however,	the	boy	had	grown	up,	he	said	to	his	parents,	"I	am	a	man	now,
and	I	intend	to	marry,	so	I	wish	you	to	go	at	once	to	the	king	and	ask	him	to	give
me	his	daughter	for	my	wife."
The	astonished	parents	rebuked	him,	saying,	"What	can	you	be	thinking	of?	We
have	only	this	poor	hut	to	shelter	us,	and	hardly	bread	enough	to	eat,	and	we	dare
not	presume	to	go	into	the	king's	presence,	much	less	can	we	venture	to	ask	for
his	daughter	to	be	your	wife."
The	son,	however,	insisted	that	they	should	do	as	he	said,	threatening	that	if	they
did	 not	 comply	 with	 his	 wishes	 he	 would	 leave	 them,	 and	 go	 away	 into	 the
world.	Seeing	that	he	was	really	in	earnest	in	what	he	said,	the	unhappy	parents
promised	 him	 they	 would	 go	 and	 ask	 for	 the	 king's	 daughter.	 Then	 the	 old
mother	made	a	wedding	cake	in	her	son's	presence,	and,	when	it	was	ready,	she
put	it	in	a	bag,	took	her	staff	in	her	hand,	and	went	straight	to	the	palace	where
the	king	lived.	There	the	king's	servants	bade	her	come	in,	and	led	her	into	the
hall	where	his	Majesty	was	accustomed	to	receive	the	poor	people	who	came	to
ask	alms	or	to	present	petitions.
The	poor	old	woman	stood	in	 the	hall,	confused	and	ashamed	at	her	worn-out,
shabby	clothes,	and	looking	as	if	she	were	made	of	stone,	until	the	king	said	to
her	kindly,	"What	do	you	want	from	me,	old	mother?"
She	dared	not,	however,	 tell	his	Majesty	why	she	had	come,	so	she	stammered
out	in	her	confusion,	"Nothing,	your	Majesty."
Then	the	king	smiled	a	little	and	said,	"Perhaps	you	come	to	ask	alms?"
Then	the	old	woman,	much	abashed,	replied,	"Yes,	your	Majesty,	if	you	please!"



Thereupon	the	king	called	his	servants	and	ordered	them	to	give	the	old	woman
ten	 crowns,	 which	 they	 did.	 Having	 received	 this	 money,	 she	 thanked	 his
Majesty,	and	returned	home,	saying	to	herself,	"I	dare	say	when	my	son	sees	all
this	money	he	will	not	think	any	more	of	going	away	from	us."
In	this	thought,	however,	she	was	quite	mistaken,	for	no	sooner	had	she	entered
the	hut	than	the	son	came	to	her	and	asked	impatiently,	"Well,	mother,	have	you
done	as	I	asked	you?"
At	 this	 she	exclaimed,	 "Do	give	up,	once	and	 for	all,	 this	 silly	 fancy,	my	son.
How	could	you	expect	me	to	ask	the	king	for	his	daughter	to	be	your	wife?	That
would	be	a	bold	enough	thing	for	a	rich	nobleman	to	do.	How	then	can	we	think
of	such	a	thing?	Anyhow,	I	dared	not	say	one	word	to	the	king	about	it.	But	only
look	what	 a	 lot	 of	money	 I	 have	 brought	 back.	Now	 you	 can	 look	 for	 a	wife
suitable	for	you,	and	then	you	will	forget	the	king's	daughter."
When	the	young	man	heard	his	mother	speak	thus,	he	grew	very	angry,	and	said
to	her,	"What	do	I	want	with	the	king's	money?	I	don't	want	his	money,	but	I	do
want	his	daughter!	I	see	you	are	only	playing	with	me,	so	I	shall	leave	you.	I	will
go	away	somewhere,	anywhere,	wherever	my	eyes	lead	me."
Then	the	poor	old	parents	prayed	and	begged	him	not	to	go	away	from	them,	and
leave	 them	alone	 in	 their	old	age,	but	 they	could	only	quiet	him	by	promising
faithfully	 that	 the	mother	 should	 go	 again	 next	 day	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 this	 time
really	ask	him	to	give	his	daughter	to	her	son	for	a	wife.
In	 the	 morning,	 therefore,	 the	 old	 woman	 went	 again	 to	 the	 palace,	 and	 the
servants	showed	her	into	the	same	hall	she	had	been	in	before.	The	king,	seeing
her	stand	there,	inquired,	"What	do	you	want	now,	my	old	woman?"
She	was,	however,	so	ashamed	that	she	could	hardly	stammer,	"Nothing,	please
your	Majesty."
The	king,	supposing	that	she	came	again	to	beg,	ordered	his	servants	to	give	this
time	also	ten	crowns.
With	 this	money	 the	poor	woman	 returned	 to	 her	 hut,	where	her	 son	met	 her,
asking,	"Well,	mother,	this	time	I	hope	you	have	done	what	I	asked	you?"
But	she	replied,	"Now,	my	dear	son,	do	leave	the	king's	daughter	in	peace.	How
can	you	really	think	of	such	a	thing?	Even	if	she	would	marry	you,	where	is	the
house	 to	bring	her	 to?	So	be	quiet,	 and	 take	 this	money	which	 I	have	brought
you."
At	these	words	the	son	was	more	angry	than	before,	and	said	sharply,	"As	I	see
you	will	not	let	me	marry	the	king's	daughter,	I	will	leave	you	this	moment	and
never	come	back	again;"	and,	 rushing	out	of	 the	hut,	he	 ran	away.	His	parents
hurried	after	him,	and	at	length	prevailed	on	him	to	return,	by	swearing	to	him
that	his	mother	should	go	again	to	the	king	next	morning,	and	really	and	in	truth



ask	his	Majesty	this	time	for	his	daughter.
So	the	young	man	agreed	to	go	back	home	and	wait	until	the	next	day.
On	the	morrow	the	old	woman,	with	a	heavy	heart,	went	to	the	palace,	and	was
shown	as	before	into	the	king's	presence.	Seeing	her	there	for	the	third	time,	his
Majesty	asked	her	impatiently,	"What	do	you	want	this	time,	old	woman?"
And	she,	trembling	all	over,	said,	"Please	your	Majesty,	nothing."
Then	the	king	exclaimed,	"But	it	cannot	be	nothing.	You	must	want	something,
so	tell	me	the	 truth	at	once,	 if	you	value	your	 life!"	Thereupon	the	old	woman
was	 forced	 to	 tell	 all	 the	 story	 to	 the	 king,	 how	 her	 son	 had	 a	 great	 desire	 to
marry	the	princess,	and	so	had	forced	her	to	come	and	ask	the	king	to	give	her
him	to	wife.
When	the	king	had	heard	everything,	he	said,	"Well,	after	all,	I	shall	say	nothing
against	it	if	my	daughter	will	consent	to	it."	He	then	told	his	servants	to	lead	the
princess	 into	his	presence.	When	she	came	he	 told	her	all	about	 the	affair,	and
asked	her,	"Are	you	willing	to	marry	the	son	of	this	old	woman?"
The	princess	answered,	 "Why	not?	 If	only	he	 learns	 first	 the	 trade	 that	no	one
knows!"	Thereupon	the	king	bade	his	attendants	give	money	to	the	poor	woman,
who	now	went	back	to	her	hut	with	a	light	heart.
The	moment	she	entered	her	son	asked	her,	"Have	you	engaged	her?"	And	she
returned,	 "Do	 let	me	get	my	breath	 a	 little!	Well,	 now	 I	have	 really	 asked	 the
king,	but	 it	 is	of	no	use,	 for	 the	princess	declares	she	will	not	marry	you	until
you	have	learnt	the	trade	that	no	one	knows!"
"Oh,	that	matters	nothing!"	exclaimed	the	son.	"Now	I	only	know	the	condition,
it's	all	right!"	The	next	morning	the	young	man	set	out	on	his	travels	through	the
world	in	search	of	a	man	who	could	teach	him	the	trade	that	no	one	knows.	He
wandered	about	a	long	time	without	being	able	to	find	out	where	he	could	learn
such	a	trade.	At	length	one	day,	being	quite	tired	out	with	walking	and	very	sad,
he	sat	down	on	a	fallen	log	by	the	wayside.
After	he	had	sat	 thus	a	 little	while,	an	old	woman	came	up	 to	him,	and	asked,
"Why	are	you	so	sad,	my	son?"
And	he	answered,	"What	is	the	use	of	your	asking,	when	you	cannot	help	me?"
But	she	continued,	"Only	tell	me	what	is	the	matter,	and	perhaps	I	can	help	you."
Then	he	said,	"Well,	if	you	must	know,	the	matter	is	this.	I	have	been	travelling
about	the	world	a	long	time	to	find	a	master	who	can	teach	me	the	trade	that	no
one	knows."
"Oh,	if	it	is	only	that,"	cried	the	old	woman,	"just	listen	to	me!	Don't	be	afraid,
but	go	straight	into	the	forest	which	lies	before	you,	and	there	you	will	find	what



you	want."
The	young	man	was	very	glad	to	hear	this,	and	got	up	at	once	and	went	to	the
forest.	When	 he	 had	 gone	 pretty	 far	 into	 the	wood	 he	 saw	 a	 large	 castle,	 and
whilst	he	stood	looking	at	it	and	wondering	what	it	was,	four	giants	came	out	of
it	 and	 ran	 up	 to	 him,	 shouting,	 "Do	 you	 wish	 to	 learn	 the	 trade	 that	 no	 one
knows?"
He	said,	 "Yes,	 that	 is	 just	 the	 reason	why	 I	come	here."	Whereupon	 they	 took
him	into	the	castle.
Next	morning	 the	giants	 prepared	 to	 go	out	 hunting,	 and,	 before	 leaving,	 they
said	to	him,	"You	must	on	no	account	go	into	the	first	room	by	the	dining-hall."
Hardly,	however,	were	the	giants	well	out	of	sight	before	the	young	man	began
to	reason	thus	with	himself,	"I	see	very	well	that	I	have	come	into	a	place	from
which	I	shall	never	go	out	alive	with	my	head,	so	I	may	as	well	see	what	is	in	the
room,	come	what	may	afterwards."	So	he	went	and	opened	the	door	a	little	and
peeped	in.
There	stood	a	golden	ass,	bound	to	a	golden	manger.	He	looked	at	it	a	little,	and
was	 just	 going	 to	 shut	 the	 door	when	 the	 ass	 said,	 "Come	 and	 take	 the	 halter
from	my	head,	and	keep	it	hidden	about	you.	It	will	serve	you	well	if	you	only
understand	how	 to	use	 it."	So	he	 took	 the	halter,	 and,	after	 fastening	 the	door,
quickly	concealed	the	halter	under	his	clothes.
He	had	not	sat	very	long	before	the	giants	came	home.	They	asked	him	at	once	if
he	had	been	in	the	first	room,	and	he,	much	frightened,	replied,	"No,	I	have	not
been	in."
"But	we	know	 that	you	have	been!"	said	 the	giants	 in	great	anger,	and	seizing
some	 large	 sticks	 they	 beat	 him	 so	 severely	 that	 he	 could	 hardly	 stand	 on	 his
feet.	 It	 was	 very	 lucky	 for	 him	 that	 he	 had	 the	 halter	 wound	 round	 his	 body
under	his	clothes,	or	else	he	would	certainly	have	been	killed.
The	next	day	the	giants	again	prepared	to	go	out	hunting,	but	before	leaving	him
they	ordered	him	on	no	account	to	enter	the	second	room.
Almost	as	soon	as	 the	giants	had	gone	away	he	became	so	very	curious	 to	see
what	might	be	in	the	second	room,	that	he	could	not	resist	going	to	the	door.	He
stood	there	a	little,	thinking	within	himself,	"Well,	I	am	already	more	dead	than
alive,	much	worse	cannot	happen	to	me!"	and	so	he	opened	the	door	and	looked
in.
There	he	was	surprised	to	see	a	very	beautiful	girl,	dressed	all	in	gold	and	silver,
who	sat	combing	her	hair,	and	setting	in	every	tress	a	large	diamond.	He	stood
admiring	her	a	little	while,	and	was	just	going	to	shut	the	door	again,	when	she
spoke,	"Wait	a	minute,	young	man.	Come	and	take	this	key,	and	mind	you	keep
it	 safely.	 It	will	 serve	you	 some	 time,	 if	you	only	know	how	 to	use	 it."	So	he



went	in	and	took	the	key	from	the	girl,	and	then,	going	out,	fastened	the	door	and
went	and	sat	down	in	the	same	place	he	had	sat	before.
He	had	not	remained	there	very	long	before	the	giants	came	home	from	hunting.
The	moment	they	entered	the	house	they	took	up	their	large	sticks	to	beat	him,
asking,	at	 the	same	time,	whether	he	had	been	in	the	second	room.	Shaking	all
over	with	fear,	he	answered	them,	"No,	I	have	not!"
"But	we	know	you	have	been,"	shouted	the	giants	in	great	anger,	and	they	then
beat	him	worse	than	on	the	first	day.
The	next	morning,	as	the	giants	went	out	as	usual	to	hunt,	they	said	to	him,	"Do
not	go	into	the	third	room,	for	anything	in	the	world,	for	if	you	do	go	in	we	shall
not	 forgive	 you	 as	 we	 did	 yesterday,	 and	 the	 day	 before!	 We	 shall	 kill	 you
outright!"
No	sooner,	however,	had	the	giants	gone	out	of	sight,	than	the	young	man	began
to	say	to	himself,	"Most	likely	they	will	kill	me,	whether	I	go	into	the	room	or
not.	Besides,	if	they	do	not	kill	me,	they	have	beaten	me	so	badly	already	that	I
am	 sure	 I	 cannot	 live	 long,	 so,	 anyhow,	 I	will	 go	 and	 see	what	 is	 in	 the	 third
room."	Then	he	got	up	and	went	and	opened	the	door.
He	was	quite	shocked,	however,	when	he	saw	that	the	room	was	full	of	human
heads!	These	heads	belonged	to	young	men	who	had	come,	like	himself,	to	learn
the	trade	that	no	one	knows,	and	who,	having	obeyed	faithfully	and	strictly	the
orders	of	the	giants,	had	been	killed	by	them.
The	young	man	was	 turning	quickly	 to	go	away	when	one	of	 the	heads	called
out,	"Don't	be	afraid,	but	come	in!"	Thereupon	he	went	into	the	room.	Then	the
head	gave	him	an	iron	chain,	and	said,	"Take	care	of	this	chain,	for	it	will	serve
you	sometime	if	you	know	how	to	use	it!"	So	he	took	the	chain,	and	going	out
fastened	the	door.
He	went	 and	 sat	 down	 in	 the	 usual	 place	 to	wait	 for	 the	 coming	 home	 of	 the
giants,	 and,	 as	 he	waited,	 he	 grew	 quite	 frightened,	 for	 he	 fully	 expected	 that
they	would	really	kill	him	this	time.
The	 instant	 the	giants	 came	home	 they	 took	up	 their	 thick	 sticks	and	began	 to
beat	him	without	stopping	to	ask	anything.	They	beat	him	so	terribly	that	he	was
all	 but	 dead,	 then	 they	 threw	 him	 out	 of	 the	 house,	 saying	 to	 him,	 "Go	 away
now,	since	you	have	learnt	the	trade	that	no	one	knows!"
When	he	had	lain	a	long	time	on	the	ground	where	they	had	thrown	him,	feeling
very	 sore	 and	miserable,	 at	 length	 he	 tried	 to	 move	 away,	 saying	 to	 himself,
"Well,	if	they	really	have	taught	me	the	trade	that	no	one	knows	for	the	sake	of
the	king's	daughter	I	can	suffer	gladly	all	this	pain,	if	I	can	only	win	her."
After	travelling	for	a	long	time,	the	young	man	came	at	last	to	the	palace	of	the
king	 whose	 daughter	 he	 wished	 to	 marry.	 When	 he	 saw	 the	 palace,	 he	 was



exceedingly	 sad,	 and	 remembered	 the	 words	 of	 the	 princess,	 for,	 after	 all	 his
wanderings	 and	 sufferings,	 he	had	 learnt	 no	 trade,	 and	had	never	been	 able	 to
find	what	trade	it	was	"that	no	one	knows."
Whilst	considering	what	he	had	better	do,	he	suddenly	recollected	the	halter,	the
key	and	the	iron	chain,	which	he	had	carried	concealed	about	him	ever	since	he
left	the	castle	of	the	four	giants.	He	then	said	to	himself,	"Let	me	see	what	these
things	 can	 do!"	 So	 he	 took	 the	 halter	 and	 struck	 the	 earth	 with	 it,	 and
immediately	a	handsome	horse,	beautifully	caparisoned,	stood	before	him.	Then
he	struck	the	ground	with	 the	 iron	chain,	and	instantly	a	hare	and	a	greyhound
appeared,	and	the	hare	began	to	run	quickly	and	the	greyhound	to	follow	her.	In
a	moment	 the	young	man	hardly	knew	himself,	 for	he	 found	himself	 in	 a	 fine
hunting-dress,	riding	on	the	horse	after	 the	hare,	which	took	a	path	that	passed
immediately	under	the	windows	of	the	king's	palace.
Now,	 it	 happened	 that	 the	king	 stood	at	 a	window	 looking	out,	 and	noticed	at
once	 the	 beautiful	 greyhound	 which	 was	 chasing	 the	 hare,	 and	 the	 very
handsome	 horse	 which	 a	 huntsman	 in	 a	 splendid	 dress	 was	mounted	 on.	 The
king	was	so	pleased	with	the	appearance	of	the	horse	and	the	greyhound	that	he
called	 instantly	some	of	his	servants,	and,	sending	 them	after	 the	strange	rider,
bade	them	invite	him	to	come	to	the	palace.
The	young	man,	however,	hearing	some	people	coming	behind	him	calling	and
shouting,	rode	quickly	behind	a	thick	bush,	and	shook	a	little	the	halter	and	the
iron	 chain.	 In	 a	moment	 the	 horse,	 the	 greyhound,	 and	 the	 hare	 had	vanished,
and	 he	 found	 himself	 sitting	 on	 the	 ground	 under	 the	 trees	 dressed	 in	 his	 old
shabby	clothes.	By	this	time	the	king's	servants	had	come	up,	and,	seeing	him	sit
there,	they	asked	him	whether	he	had	seen	a	fine	huntsman	on	a	beautiful	horse
pass	 that	way.	But	he	 answered	 them	 rudely,	 "No!	 I	have	not	 seen	 them	pass,
neither	do	I	care	to	look	to	see	who	passes!"
Then	the	king's	servants	went	on	and	searched	the	forest,	calling	and	shouting	as
loudly	 as	 they	could,	but	 it	was	 all	 in	vain,	 as	 they	could	neither	 see	nor	hear
anything	of	the	hunter.	At	length	they	went	back	to	the	king,	and	told	him	that
the	horse	the	huntsman	rode	was	so	exceedingly	quick	that	they	could	not	hear
anything	of	him	in	the	forest.
The	young	man	now	resolved	to	go	to	the	hut	where	his	old	parents	lived,	and
they	were	glad	to	see	that	he	had	come	back	to	them	once	more.
Next	morning,	 the	son	said	 to	his	 father,	"Now,	father,	 I	will	show	you	what	I
have	learned.	I	will	change	myself	into	a	beautiful	horse,	and	you	must	lead	me
into	the	city	and	sell	me,	but	be	very	careful	not	to	give	away	the	halter,	or	else	I
shall	remain	always	a	horse!"	Accordingly,	in	a	moment	he	changed	himself	into
a	horse	of	extraordinary	beauty,	and	the	father	took	him	to	the	market-place	to
sell	him.



Very	soon	a	great	number	of	people	gathered	round	the	horse,	wondering	at	his
unusual	 beauty,	 and	 very	 high	 prices	 were	 offered	 for	 him,	 the	 old	 man,
however,	 raised	 the	 price	 higher	 and	 higher	 at	 every	 offer.	 The	 news	 spread
quickly	 about	 the	 city	 that	 a	wonderfully	 handsome	 horse	was	 for	 sale	 in	 the
market-place,	and	at	length	the	king	himself	heard	of	it,	and	sent	some	servants
to	bring	the	horse,	that	he	might	see	it.	The	old	man	led	the	horse	at	once	before
the	palace,	and	the	king,	after	looking	at	it	for	some	time	with	great	admiration,
could	not	help	exclaiming,	"By	my	word,	though	I	am	a	king,	I	never	yet	saw,
much	less	rode,	so	handsome	a	horse!"	Then	he	asked	the	old	man	if	he	would
sell	it	him.
"I	will	sell	it	to	your	Majesty,	very	willingly,"	said	the	old	man,	"but	I	will	sell
only	the	horse,	and	not	the	halter."
Thereupon	the	king	laughed,	saying,	"What	should	I	want	with	your	dirty	halter?
For	such	a	horse	I	will	have	a	halter	of	gold	made!"	So	the	horse	was	sold	to	the
king	for	a	very	high	price,	and	the	old	man	returned	home	with	the	money.
Next	morning,	 however,	 there	 was	 a	 great	 stir	 and	much	 consternation	 in	 the
royal	 stables,	 for	 the	 beautiful	 horse	 had	 vanished	 somehow	 during	 the	 night.
And	 at	 the	 time	 when	 the	 horse	 disappeared,	 the	 young	 man	 returned	 to	 his
parents'	hut.
A	 day	 or	 two	 afterwards	 the	 young	 man	 said	 to	 his	 father,	 "Now	 I	 will	 turn
myself	into	a	fine	church	not	far	from	the	king's	palace,	and	if	the	king	wishes	to
buy	it	you	may	sell	it	him,	only	be	sure	not	to	part	with	the	key	or	else	I	must
remain	always	a	church!"
When	the	king	got	up	that	morning,	and	went	to	his	window	to	look	out,	he	saw
a	beautiful	church	which	he	had	never	noticed	before.	Then	he	sent	his	servants
out	 to	see	what	 it	was,	and	soon	after	 they	came	back	saying,	 that	"the	church
belonged	 to	 an	old	pilgrim,	who	 told	 them	 that	 he	was	willing	 to	 sell	 it	 if	 the
king	wished	to	buy	it."	Then	the	king	sent	to	ask	what	price	he	would	sell	it	for,
and	the	pilgrim	replied,	"It	is	worth	a	great	deal	of	money."
Whilst	the	servants	were	bargaining	with	the	father	an	old	woman	came	up.	Now
this	was	the	same	old	woman	who	had	sent	 the	young	man	to	the	castle	of	 the
four	giants,	and	she	herself	had	been	there	and	had	learnt	the	trade	that	no	one
knew.	As	she	understood	at	once	all	about	the	church,	and	had	no	mind	to	have	a
rival	in	the	trade,	she	resolved	to	put	an	end	to	the	young	man.	For	this	purpose
she	began	to	outbid	the	king,	and	offered,	at	 last,	so	very	large	a	sum	of	ready
money,	that	the	old	man	was	quite	astonished	and	confused	at	seeing	the	money
which	 she	 showed	 him.	He	 accordingly	 accepted	 her	 offer,	 but	whilst	 he	was
counting	the	money,	quite	forgot	about	the	key.
Before	 long,	 however,	 he	 recollected	what	 his	 son	 had	 said,	 and	 then,	 fearing
some	mischief,	 he	 ran	 after	 old	 woman	 and	 demanded	 the	 key	 back.	 But	 the



woman	could	not	be	persuaded	to	give	back	the	key,	and	said	it	belonged	to	the
church	which	 she	 had	 bought	 and	 paid	 for.	 Seeing	 she	would	 not	 give	 up	 the
key,	 the	old	man	grew	more	and	more	alarmed,	 lest	 some	 ill	 should	befall	his
son,	so	he	 took	hold	of	 the	old	woman	by	 the	neck	and	forced	her	 to	drop	 the
key.	She	struggled	very	hard	to	get	it	back	again,	and,	whilst	the	old	man	and	she
wrestled	 together,	 the	 key	 changed	 itself	 suddenly	 into	 a	 dove	 and	 flew	 away
high	in	the	air	over	the	palace	gardens.
When	the	old	woman	saw	this,	she	changed	herself	into	a	hawk,	and	chased	the
dove.	Just,	however,	as	the	hawk	was	about	to	pounce	upon	it,	the	dove	turned
itself	 into	 a	 beautiful	 bouquet,	 and	 dropped	 down	 into	 the	 hand	 of	 the	 king's
daughter,	who	happened	 to	 be	walking	 in	 the	garden.	Then	 the	hawk	changed
again	into	the	old	woman,	who	went	to	the	gate	of	the	palace	and	begged	very
hard	that	the	princess	would	give	her	that	bouquet,	or,	at	least,	one	single	flower
from	it.
But	the	princess	said,	"No!	Not	for	anything	in	the	world!	These	flowers	fell	to
me	from	heaven!"
The	old	woman,	however,	was	determined	to	get	one	flower	from	the	bouquet,
so,	 seeing	 the	 princess	would	 not	 hear	 her,	 she	went	 straight	 to	 the	 king,	 and
begged	piteously	that	he	would	order	his	daughter	to	give	her	one	of	the	flowers
from	her	bouquet.	The	king,	thinking	the	old	woman	wanted	one	of	the	flowers
to	cure	some	disease,	called	his	daughter	to	him,	and	told	her	to	give	one	to	the
beggar.
But	 just	as	 the	king	said	 this,	 the	bouquet	changed	 itself	 into	a	heap	of	millet-
seed	 and	 scattered	 itself	 all	 over	 the	 ground.	 Then	 the	 old	 woman	 quickly
changed	herself	into	a	hen	and	chickens,	and	began	greedily	to	pick	up	the	seeds.
Suddenly,	however,	 the	millet	vanished,	and	in	its	place	appeared	a	fox,	which
sprang	on	the	hen	and	killed	her.
Then	the	fox	changed	into	the	young	man,	who	explained	to	the	astonished	king
and	princess	that	he	it	was	who	had	demanded	the	hand	of	the	princess,	and	that,
in	order	 to	obtain	 it	he	had	wandered	all	over	 the	world	 in	 search	of	 someone
who	could	teach	him	"the	trade	that	no	one	knows."
When	the	king	and	his	daughter	heard	this,	they	gladly	fulfilled	their	part	of	the
bargain,	seeing	how	well	the	young	man	had	fulfilled	his.
Then,	 shortly	 afterwards,	 the	 king's	 daughter	 married	 the	 son	 of	 the	 poor	 old
couple,	and	the	king	built	for	the	princess	and	her	husband	a	palace	close	to	his
own.	There	they	lived	long	and	had	plenty	of	children,	and	people	say	that	some
of	their	descendants	are	living	at	present,	and	that	these	go	constantly	to	pray	in
the	church,	which	is	always	open	because	the	key	of	it	turned	itself	into	a	young
man	who	married	the	king's	daughter,	after	he	had	shown	to	her	that	he	had	done
as	she	wished,	and	learnt,	for	her	sake,	"the	trade	that	no	one	knows."



	



JUSTICE	OR	INJUSTICE,	WHICH	IS	BEST?

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

A	KING	HAD	TWO	SONS,	OF	these,	one	was	cunning	and	unjust,	 the	other,
just	and	gentle.	After	 the	death	of	 the	father	 the	elder	son	said	 to	 the	younger,
“Depart,	I	will	not	live	with	you	any	longer.	Here	are	three	hundred	zechins	and
a	 horse,	 this	 is	 your	 portion	 of	 our	 father's	 property.	 Take	 it,	 for	 I	 owe	 you
nothing	more	than	this.”
The	 younger	 son	 took	 the	money	 and	 the	 horse	which	were	 offered	 him,	 and
said,	“Thank	God!	See	only	how	much	of	the	kingdom	has	fallen	to	me!”
Sometime	afterwards	the	two	brothers,	both	of	whom	were	riding,	met	by	chance
on	 a	 road.	The	 younger	 brother	 greeted	 the	 elder	 one,	 saying,	 “God	help	 you,
brother!”	 and	 the	 elder	 answered,	 “Why	 do	 you	 speak	 always	 about	 God?
Nowadays,	injustice	is	better	than	justice.”
The	younger	brother,	however,	said	to	him,	“I	will	wager	with	you	that	injustice
is	not,	as	you	say,	better	than	justice.”
So	they	betted	one	hundred	golden	zechins,	and	it	was	arranged	that	they	should
leave	the	decision	to	the	first	man	they	met	on	the	road.	Riding	together	a	little
farther	 they	met	 with	 Satan,	 who	 had	 disguised	 himself	 as	 a	 monk,	 and	 they
asked	him	to	decide	which	was	better,	justice	or	injustice?
Satan	answered,	“Injustice!”	And	the	good	brother	paid	the	bad	one	the	hundred
golden	zechins	which	he	had	wagered.
Then	they	betted	for	another	hundred	zechins,	and	again	a	third	time	for	a	third
hundred,	 and	 each	 time	 Satan,	 who	 managed	 to	 disguise	 himself	 in	 different
ways	and	meet	them,	decided	that	injustice	was	better	than	justice.
Thus	the	younger	brother	lost	all	his	money,	and	his	horse	into	the	bargain.	Then
he	said,	“Thank	God!	I	have	no	more	money,	but	I	have	eyes,	and	I	wager	my
eyes	that	justice	is	better	than	injustice.'



Thereupon	 the	unjust	brother,	without	waiting	 for	any	one's	decision,	drew	his
knife	 and	 cut	 both	 his	 brother's	 eyes	 out,	 saying,	 “Now	you	 have	 no	 eyes,	 let
justice	help	you.”
But	 the	younger	brother	 in	his	 trouble	only	thanked	God	and	said,	“I	have	lost
my	eyes	for	the	sake	of	God's	justice,	but	I	pray	you,	my	brother,	give	me	a	little
water	in	some	vessel	to	wash	my	wounds	and	wet	my	mouth,	and	bring	me	away
from	this	place	to	the	pine-tree	just	about	the	spring,	before	you	leave	me.”	The
unjust	brother	did	so,	gave	him	water,	and	left	him	alone	under	the	pine-tree	near
the	spring	of	water.
There	 the	 unfortunate	 remained,	 sitting	 on	 the	 ground.	 Late,	 however,	 in	 the
night,	 some	 fairies	 came	 to	 the	 spring	 to	 bathe,	 and	 one	 of	 them	 said	 to	 the
others,	“Do	you	know,	my	sisters,	 that	the	king's	daughter	has	got	the	leprosy?
The	king	has	summoned	all	the	physicians,	but	no	one	can	possibly	help	her.	But
if	 the	 king	 only	 knew,	 he	 would	 take	 a	 little	 of	 this	 water	 in	 which	 we	 are
bathing,	 and	wash	 his	 daughter	 therewith!	And	 then	 in	 a	 day	 and	 a	 night	 she
would	 recover	 completely	 from	 her	 leprosy.	 Just	 as	 deaf,	 or	 dumb,	 or	 blind
person,	could	be	cured	by	this	same	water.'
Then,	as	the	cocks	began	to	crow,	the	fairies	hurried	away.	As	soon	as	they	were
gone,	the	unfortunate	man	felt	his	way	slowly	with	his	outstretched	hands	till	he
came	 to	 the	 spring	 of	 water.	 There	 he	 bathed	 his	 eyes,	 and	 in	 an	 instant
recovered	his	sight.	After	that	he	filled	the	vessel	with	water,	and	hurried	away
to	the	king,	whose	daughter	was	leprous,	and	said	to	the	servants,	“I	am	come	to
cure	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 if	 he	 will	 only	 let	 me	 try.	 I	 guarantee	 that	 she	 will
become	healthy	in	a	day	and	night.'
When	the	king	heard	that,	he	ordered	him	to	be	led	into	the	room	where	the	girl
was,	and	made	her	immediately	bathe	in	the	water.	After	a	day	and	a	night	the
girl	came	out	pure	and	healthy.
Then	 the	 king	was	 greatly	 pleased,	 and	 gave	 the	 young	 prince	 the	 half	 of	 his
kingdom,	and	also	his	daughter	for	a	wife,	so	that	he	became	the	king's	son-in-
law,	and	the	first	man	after	him	in	the	kingdom.
The	tidings	of	this	great	event	spread	all	over	the	world,	and	so	came	to	the	ears
of	 the	unjust	brother.	He	guessed	directly	 that	his	blind	brother	must	have	met
with	good	fortune	under	the	pine-tree,	so	he	went	himself	to	try	to	find	it	also.
He	carried	with	him	a	vessel	full	of	water,	and	then	carved	out	his	own	eyes	with
his	knife.	When	 it	was	dark	 the	 fairies	came	again,	and,	as	 they	bathed,	 spoke
about	 the	 recovery	 of	 the	 king's	 daughter.	 “It	 cannot	 be	 otherwise,”	 they	 said,
“someone	 must	 have	 been	 listening	 to	 our	 last	 conversation	 here.	 Perhaps
someone	is	listening	now.	Let	us	see.'
So	 they	 searched	 all	 around,	 and	when	 they	 came	 to	 the	 pine-tree	 they	 found
there	 the	 unjust	 brother	 who	 had	 come	 to	 seek	 after	 good	 fortune,	 and	 who



declared	always	that	injustice	was	better	than	justice.	They	immediately	caught
him,	and	tore	him	into	four	parts.
And	so,	at	the	last,	his	wickedness	did	not	help	him,	and	he	found	to	his	cost	that
justice	is	better	than	injustice.
	



THE	GOLDEN-HAIRED	TWINS

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Hero	Tales	and	Legends	of	the	Serbians	by
Woislav	M.	Petrovitch,	published	in	1914.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME,	A	LONG,	long	while	ago,	there	lived	a	young	king	who
wished	very	much	to	marry,	but	could	not	decide	where	he	had	better	look	for	a
wife.
One	evening	as	he	was	walking	disguised	through	the	streets	of	his	capital,	as	it
was	his	frequent	custom	to	do,	he	stopped	to	listen	near	an	open	window	where
he	heard	three	young	girls	chatting	gaily	together.
The	girls	were	talking	about	a	report	which	had	been	lately	spread	through	the
city,	that	the	king	intended	soon	to	marry.
One	of	the	girls	exclaimed,	"If	the	king	would	marry	me	I	would	give	him	a	son
who	should	be	the	greatest	hero	in	the	world."
The	second	girl	said,	"And	if	I	were	to	be	his	wife	I	would	present	him	with	two
sons	at	once,	the	twins	with	golden	hair."
And	the	third	girl	declared	that	were	the	king	to	marry	her,	she	would	give	him	a
daughter	so	beautiful	that	there	should	not	be	her	equal	in	the	whole	wide	world!
The	young	king	listened	to	all	this,	and	for	some	time	thought	over	their	words,
and	 tried	 to	make	up	his	mind	which	of	 the	 three	girls	he	 should	choose	 for	a
wife.	At	 last	he	decided	 that	he	would	marry	 the	one	who	had	said	 she	would
bring	him	twins	with	golden	hair.
Having	once	settled	this	in	his	own	mind,	he	ordered	that	all	preparations	for	his
marriage	 should	 be	made	 forthwith,	 and	 shortly	 after,	when	 all	was	 ready,	 he
married	the	second	girl	of	the	three.
Several	months	after	his	marriage	the	young	king,	who	was	at	war	with	one	of
the	neighbouring	princes,	 received	 tidings	of	 the	defeat	of	his	army,	and	heard
that	his	presence	was	immediately	required	in	the	camp.	He	accordingly	left	his
capital	and	went	to	his	army,	leaving	the	young	queen	in	his	palace	to	the	care	of
his	stepmother.



Now	the	king's	stepmother	hated	her	daughter-in-law	very	much	indeed,	so	when
the	young	queen	was	near	 her	 confinement,	 the	old	queen	 told	her	 that	 it	was
always	customary	in	the	royal	family	for	the	heirs	to	the	throne	to	be	born	in	a
garret.
The	young	queen	(who	knew	nothing	about	the	customs	in	royal	families	except
what	 she	 had	 learnt	 from	 hearing	 or	 seeing	 since	 her	 marriage	 to	 the	 king)
believed	 implicitly	what	 her	mother-in-law	 told	 her,	 although	 she	 thought	 it	 a
great	pity	to	leave	her	splendid	apartments	and	go	up	into	a	miserable	attic.
Now	when	the	golden-haired	 twins	were	born,	 the	old	queen	contrived	 to	steal
them	 out	 of	 their	 cradle,	 and	 put	 in	 their	 place	 two	 ugly	 little	 dogs.	 She	 then
caused	the	two	beautiful	golden-haired	boys	to	be	buried	alive	in	an	out-of-the-
way	spot	 in	 the	palace	gardens,	and	 then	sent	word	 to	 the	king	 that	 the	young
queen	had	given	him	two	little	dogs	instead	of	the	heirs	he	was	hoping	for.	The
wicked	stepmother	said	in	her	letter	to	the	king	that	she	herself	was	not	surprised
at	this,	though	she	was	very	sorry	for	his	disappointment.	As	to	herself,	she	had	a
long	time	suspected	the	young	queen	of	having	too	great	a	friendship	for	goblins
and	elves,	and	all	kinds	of	evil	spirits.
When	the	king	received	 this	 letter,	he	fell	 into	a	frightful	 rage,	because	he	had
only	married	 the	 young	 girl	 in	 order	 to	 have	 the	 golden-haired	 twins	 she	 had
promised	him	as	heirs	to	his	throne.
So	he	sent	word	back	to	the	old	queen	that	his	wife	should	be	put	at	once	into	the
dampest	 dungeon	 in	 the	 castle,	 an	 order	which	 the	wicked	woman	 took	 good
care	 to	 see	 carried	 out	without	 delay.	Accordingly	 the	 poor	 young	 queen	was
thrown	into	a	miserably	dark	dungeon	under	the	palace,	and	kept	on	bread	and
water.
Now	 there	was	only	 a	 very	 small	 hole	 in	 this	 prison	 -	 hardly	 enough	 to	 let	 in
light	and	air	-	yet	the	old	queen	managed	to	cause	a	great	many	people	to	pass	by
this	 hole,	 and	 whoever	 passed	 was	 ordered	 to	 spit	 at	 and	 abuse	 the	 unhappy
young	queen,	calling	out	to	her,	"Are	you	really	the	queen?	Are	you	the	girl	who
cheated	 the	king	 in	order	 to	be	a	queen?	Where	are	your	golden-haired	 twins?
You	cheated	the	king	and	your	friends,	and	now	the	witches	have	cheated	you!"
But	 the	 young	 king,	 though	 terribly	 angry	 and	 mortified	 at	 his	 great
disappointment,	 was,	 at	 the	 same	 time,	 too	 sad	 and	 troubled	 to	 be	 willing	 to
return	to	his	palace.	So	he	remained	away	for	fully	nine	years.	When	he	at	last
consented	to	return,	the	first	thing	he	noticed	in	the	palace	gardens	were	two	fine
young	trees,	exactly	the	same	size	and	the	same	shape.
These	trees	had	both	golden	leaves	and	golden	blossoms,	and	had	grown	up	of
themselves	from	the	very	spot	where	the	stepmother	of	the	king	had	buried	the
two	golden-haired	boys	she	had	stolen	from	their	cradle.



The	king	admired	these	two	trees	exceedingly,	and	was	never	weary	of	looking
at	them.	This,	however,	did	not	at	all	please	the	old	queen,	for	she	knew	that	the
two	young	princes	were	buried	just	where	the	trees	grew,	and	she	always	feared
that	 by	 some	 means	 what	 she	 had	 done	 would	 come	 to	 the	 king's	 ears.	 She
therefore	pretended	 that	 she	was	very	 sick,	 and	declared	 that	 she	was	 sure	 she
should	die	unless	her	stepson,	the	king,	ordered	the	two	golden-leaved	trees	to	be
cut	down,	and	a	bed	made	for	her	out	of	their	wood.
As	 the	 king	was	 not	willing	 to	 be	 the	 cause	 of	 her	 death,	 he	 ordered	 that	 her
wishes	should	be	attended	to,	notwithstanding	he	was	exceedingly	sorry	to	lose
his	favourite	trees.
A	bed	was	soon	made	from	the	two	trees,	and	the	seemingly	sick	old	queen	was
laid	on	it	as	she	desired.	She	was	quite	delighted	that	the	golden-leaved	trees	had
disappeared	from	the	garden,	but	when	midnight	came,	she	could	not	sleep	a	bit,
for	 it	 seemed	 to	 her	 that	 she	 heard	 the	 boards	 of	which	 her	 bed	was	made	 in
conversation	with	each	other!
At	 last	 it	 seemed	 to	her,	 that	 one	board	 said,	 quite	plainly,	 "How	are	you,	my
brother?"
And	the	other	board	answered,	"Thank	you,	I	am	very	well,	how	are	you?"
"Oh,	I	am	all	right,"	returned	the	first	board,	"but	I	wonder	how	our	poor	mother
is	in	her	dark	dungeon!	Perhaps	she	is	hungry	and	thirsty!"
The	 wicked	 old	 queen	 could	 not	 sleep	 a	 minute	 all	 night,	 after	 hearing	 this
conversation	 between	 the	 boards	 of	 her	 new	 bed,	 so	 next	morning	 she	 got	 up
very	early	and	went	to	see	the	king.	She	thanked	him	for	attending	to	her	wish,
and	 said	 she	 already	was	much	better,	 but	 she	 felt	 quite	 sure	 she	would	never
recover	thoroughly	unless	the	boards	of	her	new	bed	were	cut	up	and	thrown	into
a	fire.	The	king	was	sorry	to	lose	entirely	even	the	boards	made	out	of	his	two
favourite	trees,	nevertheless	he	could	not	refuse	to	use	the	means	pointed	out	for
his	step-mother's	perfect	recovery.
So	the	new	bed	was	cut	to	pieces	and	thrown	into	the	fire.	But	whilst	the	boards
were	blazing	and	crackling,	two	sparks	from	the	fire	flew	into	the	courtyard,	and
in	 the	next	moment	 two	beautiful	 lambs	with	golden	 fleeces	 and	golden	horns
were	seen	gambolling	about	the	yard.
The	 king	 admired	 them	 greatly,	 and	made	many	 inquiries	who	 had	 sent	 them
there,	 and	 to	whom	 they	 belonged.	He	 even	 sent	 the	 public	 crier	many	 times
through	the	city,	calling	on	the	owners	of	the	golden-fleeced	lambs	to	appear	and
claim	them,	but	no	one	came,	so	at	length	he	thought	he	might	fairly	take	them
as	his	own	property.
The	 king	 took	 very	 great	 care	 of	 these	 two	 beautiful	 lambs,	 and	 every	 day
directed	that	they	should	be	well	fed	and	attended	to,	this,	however,	did	not	at	all



please	his	stepmother.	She	could	not	endure	even	to	look	on	the	lambs	with	their
golden	 fleeces	 and	golden	horns,	 for	 they	 always	 reminded	her	 of	 the	golden-
haired	twins.	So,	in	a	little	while	she	pretended	again	to	be	dangerously	sick,	and
declared	she	felt	sure	that	she	should	soon	die	unless	the	two	lambs	were	killed
and	cooked	for	her.
The	king	was	even	fonder	of	his	golden-fleeced	lambs	than	he	had	been	of	the
golden-leaved	trees,	but	he	could	not	long	resist	the	tears	and	prayers	of	the	old
queen,	 especially	 as	 she	 seemed	 to	 be	 very	 ill.	 Accordingly,	 the	 lambs	 were
killed,	and	a	servant	was	ordered	to	carry	their	golden	fleeces	down	to	the	river
and	to	wash	the	blood	well	out	of	them.	But	whilst	the	servant	held	them	under
the	water,	 they	 slipped,	 in	 some	way	 or	 other,	 out	 of	 his	 fingers,	 and	 floated
down	the	stream,	which	just	at	that	place	flowed	very	rapidly.
Now	 it	 happened	 that	 a	 hunter	was	passing	near	 the	 river	 a	 little	 lower	down,
and,	as	he	chanced	 to	 look	 in	 the	water,	he	saw	something	strange	 in	 it.	So	he
stepped	into	the	stream,	and	soon	fished	out	a	small	box	which	he	carried	to	his
house,	 and	 there	opened	 it.	To	his	unspeakably	great	 surprise,	 he	 found	 in	 the
box	 two	 golden-haired	 boys.	 Now	 the	 hunter	 had	 no	 children	 of	 his	 own,	 he
therefore	adopted	the	twins	he	had	fished	out	of	the	river,	and	brought	them	up
just	as	if	they	had	been	his	own	sons.
When	the	twins	were	grown	up	into	handsome	young	men,	one	of	them	said	to
his	 foster-father,	 "Make	 us	 two	 suits	 of	 beggar's	 clothes,	 and	 let	 us	 go	 and
wander	a	little	about	the	world!"
The	hunter,	however,	replied	and	said,	"No,	I	will	have	a	fine	suit	made	for	each
of	you,	such	as	is	fitting	for	two	such	noble-looking	young	men."
But	 as	 the	 twins	begged	hard	 that	he	 should	not	 spend	his	money	uselessly	 in
buying	fine	clothes,	telling	him	that	they	wished	to	travel	about	as	beggars,	the
hunter,	who	always	liked	to	do	as	his	two	handsome	foster-sons	wished,	did	as
they	desired,	and	ordered	two	suit	of	clothes,	like	those	worn	by	beggars,	to	be
prepared	for	them.	The	two	sons	then	dressed	themselves	up	as	beggars,	and	as
well	as	 they	could	hid	 their	beautiful	golden	 locks,	and	 then	set	out	 to	 see	 the
world.	They	 took	with	 them	a	goussle	and	cymbal,	and	maintained	 themselves
with	their	singing	and	playing.
They	had	wandered	about	in	this	way	some	time	when	one	day	they	came	to	the
king's	 palace.	 As	 the	 afternoon	 was	 already	 pretty	 far	 advanced,	 the	 young
musicians	 begged	 to	 allowed	 to	 pass	 the	 night	 in	 one	 of	 the	 out-buildings
belonging	to	the	court,	as	they	were	poor	men,	and	quite	strangers	in	the	city.
The	 old	 queen,	 however,	 who	 happened	 to	 be	 just	 then	 in	 the	 courtyard,	 saw
them,	and	hearing	their	request	said	sharply	that	beggars	could	not	be	permitted
to	enter	any	part	of	the	king's	palace.	The	two	travellers	said	they	had	hoped	to
pay	for	their	night's	lodging	by	their	songs	and	music,	as	one	of	them	played	and



sung	to	the	goussle,	and	the	other	to	the	cymbal.
The	old	queen,	however,	was	not	moved	by	this,	but	insisted	on	their	going	away
at	 once.	 Happily	 for	 the	 two	 brothers,	 the	 king	 himself	 came	 out	 into	 the
courtyard	 just	 as	his	 stepmother	angrily	ordered	 them	 to	go	away,	and	at	once
directed	his	 servants	 to	 find	a	place	 for	 the	musicians	 to	 sleep	 in,	 and	ordered
them	to	provide	the	brothers	with	a	good	supper.	After	they	had	supped,	the	king
commanded	them	to	be	brought	before	him	that	he	might	judge	of	their	skill	as
musicians,	 and	 that	 their	 singing	 might	 help	 him	 to	 pass	 the	 time	 more
pleasantly.
Accordingly,	 after	 the	 two	young	men	had	 taken	 the	 refreshment	 provided	 for
them,	the	servants	took	them	into	the	king's	presence,	and	they	began	to	sing	this
ballad:
	

"The	pretty	bird,	the	swallow,
built	her	nest	with	care
in	the	palace	of	the	king.
In	the	nest	she	reared	up
happily	two	of	her	little	ones.
A	black,	ugly-looking	bird,
came	to	the	swallow's	nest
to	mar	her	happiness
and	to	kill	her	two	little	ones.
And	the	ugly	black	bird	succeeded
in	destroying	the	happiness
of	the	poor	little	swallow.
The	little	ones,	however,
although	yet	weak	and	unfledged
were	saved,	and,
when	they	were	grown	up
and	able	to	fly,
they	came	to	look	at	the	palace
where	their	mother,
the	pretty	swallow,



had	built	her	nest."
	

This	strange	song	the	two	minstrels	sung	so	very	sweetly	that	the	king	was	quite
charmed,	and	asked	them	the	meaning	of	the	words.
Whereupon	 the	 two	meanly	dressed	young	men	 took	off	 their	hats,	 so	 that	 the
rich	 tresses	 of	 their	 golden	 hair	 fell	 down	 over	 their	 shoulders,	 and	 the	 light
glanced	so	brightly	upon	 it	 that	 the	whole	hall	was	 illuminated	by	 the	shining.
They	then	stepped	forward	together,	and	told	the	king	all	 that	had	happened	to
them	and	to	their	mother,	and	convinced	him	that	they	were	really	his	own	sons.
The	 king	 was	 exceedingly	 angry	 when	 he	 heard	 all	 the	 cruel	 things	 his
stepmother	had	done,	and	he	gave	orders	that	she	should	be	burnt	to	death.	He
then	went	with	the	two	golden-haired	princes	to	the	miserable	dungeon	wherein
his	 unfortunate	 wife	 had	 been	 confined	 so	many	 years,	 and	 brought	 her	 once
more	 into	 her	 beautiful	 palace.	 There,	 looking	 on	 her	 golden-haired	 sons,	 and
seeing	how	much	the	king,	their	father,	loved	them,	she	soon	forgot	all	her	long
years	of	misery.
As	to	the	king,	he	felt	that	he	could	never	do	enough	to	make	amends	for	all	the
misfortunes	his	queen	had	lived	through,	and	all	 the	dangers	 to	which	his	 twin
sons	had	been	exposed.	He	felt	that	he	had	too	easily	believed	the	stories	of	the
old	queen,	because	he	would	not	trouble	himself	to	inquire	more	particularly	into
the	truth	or	falsehood	of	the	strange	things	she	had	told	him.
After	 all	 this	 mortification,	 and	 trouble,	 and	misery,	 everything	 came	 right	 at
last.	So	the	king	and	his	wife,	with	their	golden-haired	twins,	lived	together	long
and	happily.
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ONE	DAY	A	FATHER	SENT	HIS	son	to	the	mill	with	corn	to	grind,	but	before
he	went	 he	 recommended	 him	 not	 to	 grind	 it	 in	 any	mill	 in	which	 he	 should
happen	 to	 meet	 with	 a	 man	 named	 ”Beardless”	 (In	 Serbian	 national	 tales,
Beardless	is	the	personification	of	craft	and	sharpness).	The	boy,	of	course,	came
to	a	mill,	and	there	he	found	Beardless.
“God	bless	you,	Beardless,”	said	he.
“God	bless	you	too,	my	son,”	replied	the	man.
“Can	I	grind	my	corn	here?”	asked	the	boy.
“Why	 not?”	 responded	 Beardless,	 ”My	 corn	will	 be	 soon	 ready,	 and	 you	 can
grind	yours	as	long	as	you	like.'
But	the	boy	recollected	his	father's	advice,	and	left	the	mill	and	went	to	another.
But	Beardless	took	some	corn,	and	hurried	by	a	shorter	way,	to	the	mill	towards
which	the	boy	had	gone,	and	reached	there	before	him,	and	put	some	of	his	corn
into	the	mill	to	be	ground.	When	the	boy	arrived,	he	was	greatly	surprised	to	find
Beardless	there,	and	so	he	went	away	from	this	and	approached	a	third	mill.
But	Beardless	hurried	by	a	short	cut,	and	reached	this	mill	also	before	the	boy,
and	gave	some	of	his	corn	to	be	ground.	He	did	the	same	at	a	fourth	mill,	so	the
boy	got	tired,	and,	thinking	that	he	should	find	Beardless	in	every	mill,	put	down
his	sack,	and	resolved	to	grind	in	this	mill,	although	Beardless	was	there.
When	 the	boy's	corn	came	 to	be	ground,	Beardless	 said	 to	him,	“Hearken,	my
son.	Let	us	make	a	cake	of	your	flour.'
The	boy	was	 thinking	all	 the	 time	of	his	 father's	words,	but	he	could	not	help
himself.	So	he	said,	“Very	good,	we	will	make	one.'
Beardless	got	up	and	began	to	mix	the	flour	with	water,	which	the	boy	brought
him,	and	he	kept	mixing	till	all	the	corn	was	ground,	and	all	the	flour	made	into



a	very	large	loaf.	Then	they	made	a	fire,	put	the	bread	to	bake,	and,	when	it	was
baked,	took	it	and	placed	it	against	a	wall.
Then	 Beardless	 said,	 “My	 son,	 listen	 to	 me.	 If	 we	 were	 to	 divide	 the	 loaf
between	us,	it	would	not	be	enough	for	either	of	us,	so	let	us	tell	each	other	some
lies,	and	whoever	tells	the	greatest	lie	shall	have	the	whole	loaf	for	himself.'
The	boy	thought,	“I	cannot	now	draw	back,	so	I	may	as	well	do	my	best	and	go
on.”	So	he	said	aloud	to	Beardless,	“Very	well,	but	you	must	begin.'
Then	Beardless	told	many	different	lies,	and	when	he	got	quite	tired	of	lying,	the
boy	said	to	him,	“Eh!	My	dear	Beardless,	if	that	is	all	you	know,	it	is	not	much.
Only	 listen,	 and	 have	 patience	 a	 little,	 whilst	 I	 tell	 you	 a	 real	 truth.	 In	 my
younger	days,	when	I	was	an	old	man,	we	had	very	many	beehives,	and	it	was
my	business	every	morning	to	count	them.	Now	I	always	counted	the	bees	easily
enough,	but	I	never	could	count	the	beehives.	One	morning,	whilst	counting	the
bees,	 I	 saw	 that	 the	 best	 bee	was	missing,	 so	 I	 put	 a	 saddle	 on	 the	 cock	 and
mounted,	and	started	in	search	of	my	bee.
“I	traced	it	to	the	sea-shore,	and	saw	that	it	had	gone	over	the	sea,	so	I	followed
it.	When	I	got	over,	I	saw	that	a	man	had	caught	my	bee,	and	was	ploughing	a
field	with	 it	 in	which	he	was	about	 to	sow	millet.	 I	called	 to	him,	 ‘That	 is	my
bee!	How	did	you	get	her?’	And	the	man	said,	‘Well,	brother,	if	it	is	yours,	take
it.’	And	he	gave	me	back	my	bee,	and	also	a	sack	full	of	millet.	Then	I	put	the
sack	 on	 my	 back,	 and	 moved	 the	 saddle	 from	 the	 cock	 to	 the	 bee.	 Then	 I
mounted	it,	and	led	the	cock	behind	me,	that	he	might	rest	a	little.	Whilst	I	was
crossing	the	sea,	somehow	one	of	the	strings	of	the	sack	broke,	and	all	the	millet
fell	into	the	water.
“When	I	had	got	over	it	was	already	night,	so	I	dismounted	and	let	the	bee	loose
to	graze.	The	cock	I	fastened	near	me,	and	gave	him	some	hay.	After	that	I	lay
down	to	sleep.	When	I	awoke	in	the	morning,	I	found	the	wolves	had	killed	my
bee	and	eaten	it	up,	and	the	honey	was	lying	all	about	the	valley	ankle-deep,	and
on	the	hills	it	lay	knee-deep.
Then	I	began	to	 think	in	what	I	could	gather	up	all	 the	honey.	I	 remembered	I
had	a	little	axe	by	me,	so	I	went	into	the	forest	to	try	to	kill	some	beast,	in	order
to	make	a	sack	from	its	skin.	In	the	forest	I	saw	two	deer	dancing	on	one	leg,	so	I
broke	the	leg	with	my	little	axe	and	caught	them	both.	From	the	two	deer	I	drew
three	skins	and	made	three	bags,	wherein	I	gathered	up	all	the	honey.	I	put	the
sacks	full	of	honey	on	the	cock's	back,	and	hastened	home.
When	I	reached	home	I	found	that	my	father	had	just	been	born,	and	they	sent
me	to	heaven	to	bring	some	holy	water.	Whilst	I	was	thinking	how	I	should	go
up	 to	 heaven,	 I	 remembered	 the	millet	which	 had	 fallen	 into	 the	 sea.	When	 I
reached	the	sea	I	found	the	millet	had	grown	up	quite	to	heaven,	so	I	climbed	it
and	reached	the	sky.	And	on	getting	into	heaven	I	saw	the	millet	was	quite	ripe,



and	that	one	whom	I	met	there	had	reaped	it,	and	had	already	made	a	loaf	from
it,	and	had	broken	some	pieces	into	warm	milk,	which	he	was	eating.
I	greeted	him,	saying,	"God	help	you!"	and	he	answered,	"God	help	you	also!"
and	then	he	gave	me	holy	water	and	I	returned.	But	I	found	that	meanwhile	there
had	been	a	great	rain,	so	that	the	sea	had	risen	and	carried	away	my	millet.	Then
I	 grew	 very	 anxious	 as	 to	 how	 I	 should	 get	 down	 again	 to	 earth.	 At	 last	 I
remembered	 that	 I	have	 long	hair,	 so	 long	 that	when	I	 stand	upright	 it	 reaches
down	to	the	ground,	and	when	I	sit	it	reaches	to	my	ears,	so	I	took	my	knife	and
cut	 one	 hair	 after	 another,	 and	 tied	 them	 together	 as	 I	 went	 down	 them.
Meanwhile	it	grew	dark,	so	I	tied	a	knot	in	the	hair,	and	resolved	to	rest	on	that
knot	through	the	night.
But	how	should	I	do	without	a	 fire?	The	 tinder-box	I	had	by	me,	but	 I	had	no
wood!	Then	I	remembered	I	had	somewhere	in	my	overcoat	a	sewing-needle,	so
I	found	it,	cut	 it	 in	pieces	and	made	a	great	fire,	and	when	I	was	well	warmed
laid	myself	 down	 near	 the	 fire	 to	 sleep.	 I	 slept	 soundly,	 but,	 unfortunately,	 a
spark	of	fire	burnt	the	hair	through,	and	so	head	over	heels	I	fell	to	the	ground,
and	sank	 into	 the	earth	up	 to	my	girdle.	 I	 looked	about	 to	see	how	I	could	get
out,	and,	seeing	no	help	near,	I	hurried	home	for	a	spade	and	came	back	and	dug
myself	out.
Then	 I	 took	 the	 holy	water	 to	my	 father.	When	 I	 arrived	 at	 home	 I	 found	 the
reapers	working	 in	 the	corn-field.	The	corn	was	 so	high,	 that	 the	 reapers	were
almost	burnt	up.	Then	I	shouted	to	them,	"Why	do	you	not	bring	our	mare	here
which	 is	 two	days’	 long	and	a	day	and	a	half	broad,	and	on	whose	back	 large
trees	are	growing?	Bring	her	that	she	may	make	a	little	shadow	on	the	field!"
My	father	quickly	brought	the	mare,	and	the	reapers	worked	on	quite	pleasantly
in	 her	 shadow.	 Then	 I	 took	 a	 vessel	 to	 bring	 some	water.	 But	 the	 water	 was
frozen,	so	I	took	my	head	and	broke	the	ice	with	it.	Then	I	filled	the	vessel	with
water,	and	carried	it	to	the	reapers.
When	they	saw	me	they	all	shouted,	"But	where	is	your	head?"	I	put	up	my	hand
to	feel	for	my	head,	and	found,	alas,	that	I	had	no	head	on	my	shoulders.	I	had
forgotten	it,	and	had	left	it	by	the	water.	So	I	returned	quickly,	but	a	fox	had	got
there	 before	 me,	 and	 was	 drawing	 the	 brains	 from	 my	 head	 to	 eat.	 Then	 I
approached	 slowly	 and	 struck	 the	 fox	 furiously,	 and	 he	 began	 to	 run,	 and,	 in
running,	dropped	a	 little	book	 from	his	pocket.	 I	opened	 the	book,	and	 there	 I
read,	‘The	whole	loaf	is	for	me,	and	Beardless	is	to	get	nothing!””
So	the	boy	caught	up	the	loaf	and	ran	off	home,	and	Beardless	remained	looking
after	him.
	



THE	ENCHANTED	KNIFE

Adapted	from	the	story	in	The	Violet	Fairy	Book,	originally	compiled	by	Andrew
Lang	and	published	in	1901.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	young	man	who	vowed	that	he	would
never	marry	any	girl	who	had	not	royal	blood	in	her	veins.	One	day	he	plucked
up	all	his	 courage	and	went	 to	 the	palace	 to	ask	 the	emperor	 for	his	daughter.
The	emperor	was	not	much	pleased	at	the	thought	of	such	a	match	for	his	only
child,	but	being	very	polite,	he	only	said,	"Very	well,	my	son,	if	you	can	win	the
princess	you	shall	have	her,	and	the	conditions	are	these.	In	eight	days	you	must
manage	to	tame	and	bring	to	me	three	horses	that	have	never	felt	a	master.	The
first	is	pure	white,	the	second	a	foxy-red	with	a	black	head,	the	third	coal	black
with	a	white	head	and	feet.	And	besides	that,	you	must	also	bring	as	a	present	to
the	empress,	my	wife,	as	much	gold	as	the	three	horses	can	carry."
The	young	man	listened	in	dismay	to	these	words,	but	with	an	effort	he	thanked
the	emperor	for	his	kindness	and	left	the	palace,	wondering	how	he	was	to	fulfil
the	task	allotted	to	him.	Luckily	for	him,	the	emperor's	daughter	had	overheard
everything	her	father	had	said,	and	peeping	through	a	curtain	had	seen	the	youth,
and	thought	him	handsomer	than	anyone	she	had	ever	beheld.
So	returning	hastily	to	her	own	room,	she	wrote	him	a	letter	which	she	gave	to	a
trusty	servant	to	deliver,	begging	her	wooer	to	come	to	her	rooms	early	the	next
day,	and	to	undertake	nothing	without	her	advice,	if	he	ever	wished	her	to	be	his
wife.
That	 night,	when	 her	 father	was	 asleep,	 she	 crept	 softly	 into	 his	 chamber	 and
took	out	an	enchanted	knife	from	the	chest	where	he	kept	his	treasures,	and	hid	it
carefully	in	a	safe	place	before	she	went	to	bed.
The	 sun	 had	 hardly	 risen	 the	 following	 morning	 when	 the	 princess's	 nurse
brought	the	young	man	to	her	apartments.	Neither	spoke	for	some	minutes,	but
stood	 holding	 each	 other's	 hands	 for	 joy,	 till	 at	 last	 they	 both	 cried	 out	 that
nothing	but	death	should	part	them.
Then	 the	 maiden	 said,	 "Take	 my	 horse,	 and	 ride	 straight	 through	 the	 wood



towards	the	sunset	till	you	come	to	a	hill	with	three	peaks.	When	you	get	there,
turn	 first	 to	 the	 right	 and	 then	 to	 the	 left,	 and	 you	will	 find	 yourself	 in	 a	 sun
meadow,	where	many	 horses	 are	 feeding.	Out	 of	 these	 you	must	 pick	 out	 the
three	described	to	you	by	my	father.	If	they	prove	shy,	and	refuse	to	let	you	get
near	 them,	 draw	 out	 your	 knife,	 and	 let	 the	 sun	 shine	 on	 it	 so	 that	 the	whole
meadow	is	lit	up	by	its	rays,	and	the	horses	will	then	approach	you	of	their	own
accord,	and	will	let	you	lead	them	away.	When	you	have	them	safely,	look	about
till	you	see	a	cypress	tree,	whose	roots	are	of	brass,	whose	boughs	are	of	silver,
and	whose	leaves	are	of	gold.	Go	to	it,	and	cut	away	the	roots	with	your	knife,
and	you	will	come	to	countless	bags	of	gold.	Load	the	horses	with	all	they	can
carry,	and	return	to	my	father,	and	tell	him	that	you	have	done	your	task,	and	can
claim	me	for	your	wife."
The	princess	had	finished	all	she	had	to	say,	and	now	it	depended	on	the	young
man	to	do	his	part.	He	hid	the	knife	in	the	folds	of	his	girdle,	mounted	his	horse,
and	rode	off	in	search	of	the	meadow.	This	he	found	without	much	difficulty,	but
the	horses	were	all	so	shy	that	they	galloped	away	directly	he	approached	them.
Then	he	drew	his	knife,	and	held	it	up	towards	the	sun,	and	directly	there	shone
such	a	glory	that	the	whole	meadow	was	bathed	in	it.	From	all	sides	the	horses
rushed	pressing	round,	and	each	one	that	passed	him	fell	on	its	knees	to	do	him
honour.
But	he	only	chose	from	them	all	the	three	that	the	emperor	had	described.	These
he	 secured	 by	 a	 silken	 rope	 to	 his	 own	 horse,	 and	 then	 looked	 about	 for	 the
cypress	 tree.	 It	was	 standing	 by	 itself	 in	 one	 corner,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 he	was
beside	it,	tearing	away	the	earth	with	his	knife.	Deeper	and	deeper	he	dug,	till	far
down,	below	the	roots	of	brass,	his	knife	struck	upon	the	buried	treasure,	which
lay	heaped	up	 in	bags	all	around.	With	a	great	effort	he	 lifted	 them	from	their
hiding	 place,	 and	 laid	 them	 one	 by	 one	 on	 his	 horses’	 backs,	 and	 when	 they
could	carry	no	more	he	 led	 them	back	 to	 the	emperor.	And	when	 the	emperor
saw	him,	he	wondered,	but	never	guessed	how	it	was	the	young	man	had	been
too	clever	for	him,	till	the	betrothal	ceremony	was	over.	Then	he	asked	his	newly
made	 son-in-law	 what	 dowry	 he	 would	 require	 with	 his	 bride.	 To	 which	 the
bridegroom	made	answer,	"Noble	emperor!	All	I	desire	is	that	I	may	have	your
daughter	for	my	wife,	and	enjoy	for	ever	the	use	of	your	enchanted	knife."
	



THE	WICKED	STEPMOTHER

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	ON	A	TIME	a	 stepmother	who	 hated	 her	 step-daughter
exceedingly,	because	she	was	more	beautiful	 than	her	own	daughter	whom	she
had	brought	with	her	 into	 the	house.	By-and-by,	 the	father	 learned	also	to	hate
his	own	child,	he	scolded	her,	and	beat	her,	in	order	to	please	his	wife.
One	day	his	wife	said	to	him,	“Let	us	send	your	daughter	away!	Let	her	look	out
for	herself	in	the	world!”
Upon	this	the	man	asked,	“Where	can	we	send	her?	Where	can	the	poor	girl	go
alone?”
To	this	the	wife	answered,	“If	you	will	not	do	this,	husband,	I	will	no	longer	live
with	you.	You	had	better	take	her	tomorrow	out	of	the	house.	You	can	lead	her
into	the	forest,	and	then	steal	away	from	her	and	hurry	home!”
She	repeated	this	so	often	that	at	length	he	consented,	but	said,	“At	least	prepare
the	girl	something	for	her	journey,	that	she	may	not	die	the	first	day	of	hunger.'
The	stepmother	thereupon	made	a	cake,	and,	the	next	morning	early,	the	father
led	the	girl	far	away	into	the	very	heart	of	the	forest,	and	there	left	her	and	went
back	home.
The	 poor	 girl,	 thus	 left	 alone,	wandered	 all	 day	 about	 the	wood	 seeking	 for	 a
path,	but	could	find	no	way	out	of	it.	When	it	grew	dark	she	got	up	into	a	tree	to
pass	the	night,	fearing	lest	some	wild	beasts	would	eat	her	if	she	remained	on	the
ground.	And,	indeed,	all	night	long	the	wolves	were	howling	under	the	tree,	so
that	the	poor	girl	trembled	so	much	that	she	could	hardly	keep	her	herself	from
falling.
When	day	dawned	she	descended	from	the	tree	and	walked	on	again,	hoping	to
find	 some	way	 out	 of	 the	 forest.	 But	 the	wood	 grew	 thicker	 and	 thicker,	 and
seemed	to	have	no	end.	In	the	evening	whilst	she	was	looking	for	a	tree	in	which
she	might	remain	safely	over	the	night,	all	at	once	she	saw	something	shining	in



the	forest.	So	she	went	on,	hoping	to	find	some	shelter,	and	at	length	came	to	a
fine	 large	 house.	 The	 gates	were	 open,	 so	 she	went	 in,	 and	walked	 through	 a
great	many	rooms,	each	one	more	beautiful	than	the	other.
On	a	table	in	one	room	she	found	a	candle	burning.	She	thought	this	must	be	the
house	 of	 some	 robbers,	 but	 she	was	 not	 afraid,	 for	 she	 reasoned	with	 herself,
“Rich	men	have	 reason	 to	 fear	 robbers,	but	 I	have	none,	 I	will	 tell	 them	that	 I
will	serve	them	gladly	for	a	piece	of	bread.'
She	then	took	the	cake	from	her	bag,	said	grace,	and	began	to	eat.	Just	as	she	had
begun	to	eat	a	cock	came	into	the	room,	and	sprung	upon	the	table	to	reach	the
cake,	 so	 the	 girl	 crumbled	 some	 of	 it	 for	 him.	 Then	 a	 little	 dog	 came	 in	 and
jumped	quite	friendly	upon	her,	so	she	broke	a	piece	from	her	cake	for	the	little
dog,	and	took	him	on	her	knee,	and	petted	and	fed	him.	After	that	came	in	a	cat
also,	and	the	girl	fed	her	too.
At	length	the	girl	heard	a	loud	noise	as	if	some	great	beast	was	coming,	and	was
greatly	frightened	when	a	lion	came	into	the	room.	But	the	lion	moved	his	tail	in
such	a	friendly	way,	and	looked	so	very	kindly,	that	she	took	heart,	and	offered
him	a	piece	of	her	cake.	The	lion	took	it	and	began	to	lick	her	hand,	and	the	girl
no	longer	had	any	fear	of	him,	so	she	stroked	him	gently	and	fed	him	with	the
rest	of	the	cake.
Suddenly	she	heard	a	great	noise	of	weapons,	and	almost	swooned	as	a	creature
in	a	bear-skin	entered	the	room.	The	cock,	the	dog,	the	cat,	and	the	lion,	all	ran
to	it,	and	jumped	about	it	affectionately,	showing	in	all	possible	ways	their	great
joy.	The	poor	girl	 thought	 it	 a	very	 strange	beast,	 and	expected	 it	would	 jump
upon	her	and	kill	her.	But	the	fearful	thing	threw	the	bear-skin	from	its	head	and
shoulders,	 and	 all	 the	 room	 shone	 and	 glittered	with	 its	 golden	 garments.	The
poor	 girl	 almost	 lost	 her	 senses	 when	 she	 saw	 before	 her	 a	 handsome	 man,
beautifully	dressed.
But	he	came	up	to	her	and	said,	“Don't	be	afraid,	my	dear!	I	am	not	a	bad	man,	I
am	the	son	of	the	king,	and	when	I	wish	to	hunt	I	come	here	and	use	this	bear-
skin	 as	 a	 disguise	 lest	 the	 people	 should	 recognise	 me.	 Those	 who	 see	 me
believe	that	I	am	a	ghost	and	run	away	from	me.	No	one	dares	to	come	into	this
house,	 knowing	 that	 I	 often	 come	 here.	 You	 are	 the	 only	 person	 who	 has
ventured	in.	How	did	you	know	that	I	am	not	a	ghost?'
Then	 she	 told	 him	 she	 had	 never	 heard	 of	 him	 nor	 of	 the	 house,	 but	 that	 her
stepmother	 had	 driven	 her	 away	 from	 home,	 and	 she	 told	 him	 all	 that	 had
happened	to	her.
When	he	heard	 this,	he	was	very	sorry,	and	said,	“Your	stepmother	hated	you,
but	God	has	been	kind	to	you.	I	will	marry	you	if	you	are	willing	to	be	my	wife,
will	you	consent?'



“Yes!”	she	replied.
Next	day	he	took	her	to	his	father's	palace	and	married	her.	After	some	time	she
begged	to	be	allowed	to	go	to	see	her	father.	So	her	husband	allowed	her	to	go,
and	 she	 dressed	 herself	 all	 in	 gold	 and	went	 to	 her	 father's	 house.	 The	 father
happened	 to	be	away	 from	home,	 and	 the	 stepmother,	 seeing	her	 coming,	was
afraid	lest	she	had	come	to	revenge	herself.	So	she	hurried	to	meet	her	and	said,
“You	see	that	it	was	I	who	sent	you	on	the	road	to	happiness.”
The	 step-daughter	 kissed	 her,	 and	 embraced	 her	 step-sister.	 Then	 the	 girl	 said
she	was	very	sorry	that	she	had	not	found	her	father	at	home,	and,	on	her	going
away,	 she	 gave	 plenty	 of	 money	 to	 her	 stepmother.	When,	 however,	 she	 had
gone	away	the	stepmother	shook	her	fist	after	her	and	cried,	“Wait	a	little,	you
shall	not	be	the	only	one	so	dressed	out,	tomorrow	I	will	send	my	own	daughter
after	you	the	same	way!”
When	her	husband	came	home	at	night	she	told	him	all	that	had	happened,	and
said,	“What	do	you	think,	husband?	would	it	not	be	a	good	thing	to	send	my	girl
also	 into	 the	wood	to	 try	her	fortune,	 for	your	girl,	whom	we	sent	 there,	never
came	back	until	now,	and	now	she	has	come	glittering	in	gold?'
The	man	sighed	and	agreed	 to	 the	proposal.	Next	day	 the	stepmother	prepared
for	her	daughter	plenty	of	cakes	and	 roasted	meats,	and	 then	sent	her	with	 the
father	 into	 the	forest.	The	man	led	her	deep	 into	 the	forest,	as	he	had	done	his
own	daughter,	and	there	left	her.	Finding	the	father	did	not	return,	she	began	to
seek	a	way	to	get	home,	and	soon	came	in	sight	of	the	house	in	the	forest.
She	entered	it,	and	seeing	no	one,	fastened	the	door	inside,	saying	as	she	did	so,
“If	God	himself	comes	I	will	not	open	to	Him.”	Then	she	took	out	of	her	bag	the
baked	meats	 and	 cakes	 and	began	 to	 eat.	Whilst	 she	was	 eating,	 the	 cock,	 the
dog,	and	 the	cat	came	 in	suddenly,	and	began	 to	play	about	her	affectionately,
hoping	 she	 would	 give	 them	 something,	 but	 she	 became	 quite	 angry,	 and
exclaimed,	“The	devil	take	you!	I	have	hardly	enough	for	myself,	do	you	think	I
will	give	any	 to	you?”	Then	she	began	 to	beat	 them,	whereat	 the	dog	howled,
and	the	lion	hearing	it	rushed	in	furiously,	caught	the	girl	and	killed	her.
Next	day	the	king's	son	came	with	his	wife	to	hunt.	She	immediately	recognised
her	 sister's	 dress,	 and	 gathered	 together	 the	 fragments	 of	 the	 body,	which	 she
took	 to	 her	 stepmother.	 She	 found	 her	 father	 at	 home	 this	 time,	 and	 he	 was
greatly	pleased	 to	hear	 that	his	daughter	was	married	 to	 the	king's	 son.	When,
however,	he	heard	what	had	happened	with	the	daughter	of	his	wife,	he	was	very
sorry,	but	said,	“Her	mother	has	deserved	this	from	the	hand	of	God,	because	she
hated	you	without	a	cause.	There	she	is	at	the	well,	I	will	go	and	tell	her.'
When	the	stepmother	heard	what	had	happened	to	her	daughter,	she	said	to	her
husband,	“I	cannot	bear	your	daughter!	I	cannot	bear	to	look	at	her!	Let	us	kill
her	and	her	husband.	If	you	will	not	consent,	I	will	jump	down	into	this	well!”



“I	cannot	kill	my	own	child,”	returned	he.
”Well,	then,”	cried	she,	“if	you	will	not	kill	her,	I	cannot	endure	her!”	and	so	she
jumped	down	into	the	well.
	



BIRD	GIRL

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	LIVED	A	king,	who	had	only	one	son,	and	when	 this
son	grew	up,	his	father	sent	him	to	travel	about	the	world,	in	order	that	he	might
find	a	maiden	who	would	make	him	a	suitable	wife.
The	 king's	 son	 started	 on	 his	 journey,	 and	 travelled	 through	 the	 whole	 world
without	 finding	 anywhere	 a	 maiden	 whom	 he	 loved	 well	 enough	 to	 marry.
Seeing	then	that	he	had	taken	so	much	trouble,	and	had	spent	so	much	time	and
money,	and	all	to	no	purpose,	he	resolved	to	kill	himself.	With	this	intention,	he
climbed	 to	 the	 top	 of	 a	 high	 mountain,	 that	 he	 might	 throw	 himself	 from	 its
summit,	for	he	wished	that	even	his	bones	might	never	be	found.
Having	arrived	at	the	top	of	the	mountain,	he	saw	a	sharp	rock	jutting	out	from
one	side	of	 it,	and	was	climbing	up	 to	 throw	himself	 from	it,	when	he	heard	a
voice	 behind	 him	 calling,	 “Stop!	 Stop!	 O	 man!	 Stop	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 three
hundred	and	sixty-five	which	are	in	the	year!”
He	looked	back,	and	seeing	no	one,	asked,	“Who	are	you	that	speak	to	me?	Let
me	 see	 you?	When	 you	 know	 how	miserable	 I	 am,	 you	 will	 not	 prevent	 me
killing	myself!”
He	had	scarcely	said	these	words	when	there	appeared	to	him	an	old	man,	with
hair	as	white	as	wool,	who	said,	“I	know	all	about	you.	But	listen!	Do	you	see
that	high	hill?”
“Yes,	I	do,”	said	the	prince.
“And	do	you	see	the	multitude	of	marble	blocks	which	are	on	it?”	said	the	old
man.
“Yes,	I	do,”	rejoined	the	prince.
“Well,	then,”	continued	the	old	man,	“on	the	summit	of	that	hill	there	is	an	old
woman	with	golden	hair,	who	sits	night	and	day	on	that	very	spot,	and	holds	a



bird	in	her	bosom.	Whoever	can	get	this	bird	into	his	hands,	will	be	the	happiest
man	in	the	world.	But,	be	careful.	If	you	are	willing	to	try	and	get	the	bird,	you
must	take	the	old	woman	by	her	hair	before	she	sees	you.	If	she	sees	you	before
you	catch	her	by	her	hair,	you	will	be	changed	into	a	stone	on	the	spot.	Thus	it
happened	to	all	those	young	men	you	see	standing	there,	as	if	they	were	blocks
of	marble.”
When	the	king's	son	heard	this,	he	thought,	“It	is	all	one	to	me	whether	I	die	here
or	there.	If	I	succeed,	so	much	the	better	for	me.	If	I	fail,	I	can	but	die	as	I	had
resolved.”	 So	 he	 went	 up	 the	 hill.	 When	 he	 arrived	 near	 the	 old	 woman,	 he
walked	very	cautiously	towards	her,	hoping	to	reach	her	unseen,	for,	luckily,	the
old	woman	was	 lying	with	her	back	towards	him,	sunning	herself,	and	playing
with	the	bird.
When	near	enough,	he	sprang	suddenly	and	caught	her	by	the	hair.	Then	the	old
woman	cried	out,	so	that	the	whole	hill	shook	as	with	a	great	earthquake,	but	the
king's	son	held	fast	by	her	hair,	and	when	she	found	 that	she	could	not	escape
she	said,	“What	do	you	desire	from	me?”
He	replied,	“That	you	should	give	me	the	bird	in	your	bosom,	and	that	you	call
back	to	life	all	these	Christian	souls!”
The	 old	 woman	 consented,	 and	 gave	 him	 the	 bird.	 Then	 from	 her	mouth	 she
breathed	 a	 blue	 wind	 towards	 the	 men	 of	 stone,	 and	 immediately	 they	 again
became	alive.	The	king's	son,	having	the	bird	in	his	hands,	was	so	rejoiced,	that
he	 began	 to	 kiss	 it,	 and,	 as	 he	 kissed	 it,	 the	 bird	was	 transformed	 into	 a	most
beautiful	maiden.
This	girl	the	enchantress	had	turned	into	a	bird,	in	order	that	she	might	allure	the
young	men	to	her.	The	girl	pleased	the	king's	son	exceedingly,	and	he	took	her
with	him,	and	prepared	to	return	home.	As	he	was	going	down	the	hill,	the	girl
gave	him	a	stick,	and	told	him	the	stick	would	do	everything	that	he	desired	of	it.
So	the	king's	son	struck	with	it	once	upon	the	rock,	and	in	a	moment	there	came
out	a	mass	of	golden	coin,	of	which	they	took	plenty	for	use	on	their	journey.
As	 they	were	 travelling	 they	came	 to	a	great	 river,	and	could	 find	no	place	by
which	 they	 could	 pass	 over,	 so	 the	 king's	 son	 touched	 the	 surface	 of	 the	 river
with	his	stick,	and	the	water	divided,	so	that	a	dry	path	lay	before	them,	and	they
were	able	to	cross	over	the	river	dryshod.
A	little	farther	they	came	to	a	herd	of	wolves,	and	the	wolves	attacked	them,	and
seemed	about	to	tear	them	to	pieces,	but	the	prince	struck	at	them	with	his	stick,
and	one	by	one	the	wolves	were	turned	into	ants.
Thus,	at	 length,	 the	king's	son	reached	home	safely	with	his	beloved,	and	 they
were	shortly	after	married,	and	lived	long	and	happily	together.
	



THE	GOAT’S	EARS	OF	THE	EMPEROR	TROJAN

Adapted	from	the	story	in	The	Violet	Fairy	Book,	originally	compiled	by	Andrew
Lang	and	published	in	1901.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	an	 emperor	whose	 name	was	Trojan,
and	he	had	ears	like	a	goat.	Every	morning,	when	he	was	shaved,	he	asked	if	the
man	saw	anything	odd	about	him,	and	as	each	fresh	barber	always	replied	that
the	emperor	had	goat's	ears,	he	was	at	once	ordered	to	be	put	to	death.
Now	after	this	state	of	things	had	lasted	a	good	while,	there	was	hardly	a	barber
left	in	the	town	that	could	shave	the	emperor,	and	it	came	to	be	the	turn	of	the
Master	of	the	Company	of	Barbers	to	go	up	to	the	palace.	But,	unluckily,	at	the
very	moment	 that	he	should	have	set	out,	 the	master	 fell	 suddenly	 ill,	and	 told
one	of	his	apprentices	that	he	must	go	in	his	stead.
When	the	youth	was	taken	to	the	emperor's	bedroom,	he	was	asked	why	he	had
come	 and	 not	 his	master.	 The	 young	man	 replied	 that	 the	master	was	 ill,	 and
there	was	no	one	but	himself	who	could	be	trusted	with	the	honour.	The	emperor
was	satisfied	with	the	answer,	and	sat	down,	and	let	a	sheet	of	fine	linen	be	put
round	him.	Directly	the	young	barber	began	his	work,	he,	 like	the	rest,	noticed
the	goat's	ears	of	the	emperor,	but	when	he	had	finished	and	the	emperor	asked
his	usual	question	as	to	whether	the	youth	had	noticed	anything	odd	about	him,
the	young	man	replied	calmly,	"No,	nothing	at	all."	This	pleased	the	emperor	so
much	 that	 he	 gave	 him	 twelve	 ducats,	 and	 said,	 "Henceforth	 you	 shall	 come
every	day	to	shave	me."
So	when	the	apprentice	returned	home,	and	the	master	inquired	how	he	had	got
on	with	the	emperor,	the	young	man	answered,	"Oh,	very	well,	and	he	says	I	am
to	shave	him	every	day,	and	he	has	given	me	these	twelve	ducats",	but	he	said
nothing	about	the	goat's	ears	of	the	emperor.
From	 this	 time	 the	 apprentice	went	 regularly	 up	 to	 the	 palace,	 receiving	 each
morning	 twelve	ducats	 in	payment.	But	after	a	while,	his	 secret,	which	he	had
carefully	kept,	burnt	within	him,	and	he	longed	to	tell	it	to	somebody.	His	master
saw	there	was	something	on	his	mind,	and	asked	what	it	was.	The	youth	replied
that	he	had	been	tormenting	himself	for	some	months,	and	should	never	feel	easy



until	someone	shared	his	secret.
"Well,	trust	me,"	said	the	master,	"I	will	keep	it	to	myself,	or,	if	you	do	not	like
to	do	that,	confess	it	to	your	pastor,	or	go	into	some	field	outside	the	town	and
dig	a	hole,	and,	after	you	have	dug	it,	kneel	down	and	whisper	your	secret	three
times	into	the	hole.	Then	put	back	the	earth	and	come	away."
The	apprentice	 thought	 that	 this	 seemed	 the	best	plan,	 and	 that	very	afternoon
went	to	a	meadow	outside	the	town,	dug	a	deep	hole,	then	knelt	and	whispered
to	it	three	times	over,	"The	Emperor	Trojan	has	goat's	ears."	And	as	he	said	so	a
great	burden	seemed	 to	 roll	off	him,	and	he	 shovelled	 the	earth	carefully	back
and	ran	lightly	home.
Weeks	 passed	 away,	 and	 there	 sprang	 up	 in	 the	 hole	 an	 elder	 tree	which	 had
three	 stems,	 all	 as	 straight	 as	 poplars.	 Some	 shepherds,	 tending	 their	 flocks
nearby,	noticed	the	tree	growing	there,	and	one	of	them	cut	down	a	stem	to	make
flutes	of,	but,	directly	he	began	to	play,	the	flute	would	do	nothing	but	sing,	"The
Emperor	 Trojan	 has	 goat's	 ears."	Of	 course,	 it	was	 not	 long	 before	 the	whole
town	knew	of	this	wonderful	flute	and	what	it	said,	and,	at	last,	the	news	reached
the	emperor	in	his	palace.	He	instantly	sent	for	 the	apprentice	and	said	to	him,
"What	have	you	been	saying	about	me	to	all	my	people?"
The	culprit	tried	to	defend	himself	by	saying	that	he	had	never	told	anyone	what
he	had	noticed,	but	the	emperor,	instead	of	listening,	only	drew	his	sword	from
its	sheath,	which	so	frightened	the	poor	fellow	that	he	confessed	exactly	what	he
had	done,	and	how	he	had	whispered	the	truth	three	times	to	the	earth,	and	how
in	that	very	place	an	elder	 tree	had	sprung	up,	and	flutes	had	been	cut	from	it,
which	would	only	repeat	the	words	he	had	said.
Then	 the	 emperor	 commanded	 his	 coach	 to	 be	 made	 ready,	 and	 he	 took	 the
youth	with	 him,	 and	 they	 drove	 to	 the	 spot,	 for	 he	wished	 to	 see	 for	 himself
whether	the	young	man's	confession	was	true,	but	when	they	reached	the	place
only	one	stem	was	left.	So	the	emperor	desired	his	attendants	to	cut	him	a	flute
from	the	remaining	stem,	and,	when	it	was	ready,	he	ordered	his	chamberlain	to
play	on	it.	But	no	tune	could	the	chamberlain	play,	though	he	was	the	best	flute
player	about	 the	court.	Nothing	came	but	 the	words,	"The	Emperor	Trojan	has
goat's	ears."	Then	the	emperor	knew	that	even	the	earth	gave	up	its	secrets,	and
he	granted	the	young	man	his	life,	but	he	never	allowed	him	to	be	his	barber	any
more.
	



BASH-CHALEK

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	WAS	 a	 king	 who	 had	 three	 sons	 and	 three
daughters.	At	 length	old	 age	overtook	him,	 and	 the	hour	 came	 for	 him	 to	die.
While	 dying	 he	 called	 to	 him	 his	 three	 sons	 and	 three	 daughters,	 and	 told	 his
sons	 to	 let	 their	 sisters	 marry	 the	 very	 first	 men	 who	 came	 to	 ask	 them	 in
marriage.	”Do	this,	or	dread	my	curse!”	said	he,	and	soon	after	expired.
Sometime	after	his	death	there	came	one	night	a	great	knocking	at	the	gate,	the
whole	palace	shook,	and	outside	was	heard	a	great	noise	of	squeaking,	singing,
and	shouting,	whilst	lightnings	played	round	the	whole	court	of	the	palace.	The
people	 in	 the	 palace	 were	 very	 much	 frightened,	 so	 that	 they	 shook	 for	 fear,
when	all	at	once	someone	shouted	from	the	outside,	“O	princes!	Open	the	door!”
Thereupon	the	king's	eldest	son	said,	“Do	not	open!”
The	second	son	added,	“Do	not	open,	for	anything	in	the	world!”
But	the	youngest	son	said,	“I	will	open	the	door!”	and	he	jumped	up	and	opened
it.
The	moment	he	had	opened	the	door	something	came	in,	but	 the	brother	could
see	nothing	except	a	bright	light	in	one	part	of	the	room.	Out	of	this	light	came
these	words,	“I	have	come	to	demand	your	eldest	sister	for	wife,	and	I	shall	take
her	away	this	moment,	without	any	delay,	 for	 I	wait	 for	nothing,	neither	will	 I
come	a	second	time	to	ask	her!	Therefore	answer	me	quickly,	will	you	give	her
or	not?'
The	eldest	brother	said,	“I	will	not	give	her.	How	can	I	give	her	when	I	cannot
see	you,	and	do	not	know	who	you	are,	nor	where	you	come	from?	You	come
tonight	for	the	first	time,	and	wish	to	take	her	away	instantly!	Should	I	not	know
where	I	can	visit	my	sister	sometimes?'
The	second	said,	“I	will	not	give	my	sister	tonight	to	be	taken	away!”



But	the	youngest	said,	“I	will	give	her	if	you	will	not.	Have	you	forgotten	what
our	father	commanded	us?”	and,	with	these	words,	taking	his	sister	by	the	hand,
he	gave	her	away,	saying,	“May	she	be	to	you	a	happy	and	honest	wife!”
As	the	sister	passed	over	the	threshold	everyone	in	the	palace	fell	to	the	ground
from	fear,	so	vivid	was	the	lightning	and	loud	the	claps	of	thunder.	The	heavens
seemed	to	be	on	fire	and	the	whole	sky	rumbled,	so	that	the	whole	palace	shook
as	if	about	to	fall.
All	this	however	passed	over,	and	soon	after	the	day	dawned,	and	when	it	grew
light	enough,	the	brothers	went	to	see	if	any	trace	was	left	of	the	mighty	power,
to	whom	they	had	given	their	sister,	so	that	they	might	be	able	to	trace	the	road
by	which	it	had	gone.	There	was,	however,	nothing	which	they	could	either	see
or	hear.
The	second	night,	at	about	the	same	time,	there	was	heard	again	round	the	whole
palace	 a	 great	 noise,	 as	 if	 an	 army	 was	 whistling	 and	 hissing,	 and	 at	 length
someone	at	the	door	cried	out,	“Open	the	door,	O	princes!”	They	were	afraid	to
disobey,	and	opened	the	door,	and	some	dreadful	power	began	to	speak,	“Give
here	the	girl,	your	second	sister!	I	am	come	to	demand	her!”
The	eldest	brother	answered,	“I	will	not	give	her	away!”
The	second	brother	said,	“I	will	not	give	you	my	sister!”
But	the	youngest	said,	“I	will	give	her!	Have	you	forgotten	what	our	father	told
us	 to	do?”	So	he	 took	his	 sister	by	 the	hand	and	gave	her	over,	 saying,	“Take
her!	May	she	be	honest	and	bring	you	happiness!”
Then	the	unseen	noises	departed	with	the	girl.	Next	day,	as	soon	as	it	dawned,	all
three	brothers	walked	round	the	palace,	and	for	some	distance	beyond,	looking
everywhere	for	some	trace	of	where	the	power	had	gone,	but	nothing	could	be
seen	nor	heard.
The	third	night,	at	the	same	hour	as	before,	again	the	palace	rocked	from	its	very
foundations,	 and	 there	 was	 a	 mighty	 uproar	 outside.	 Then	 a	 voice	 shouted,
“Open	 the	door!”	The	sons	of	 the	king	arose	and	opened	 the	door,	and	a	great
power	passed	by	them	and	said,	“I	am	come	to	demand	your	youngest	sister!”
The	eldest	and	the	second	son	shouted,	“No!	we	will	not	give	our	sister	this	third
night!	At	any	rate,	we	will	know	before	our	youngest	sister	goes	away	from	our
house	to	whom	we	are	giving	her,	and	where	she	is	going,	so	that	we	can	come
to	visit	her	whenever	we	wish	to	do	so!”
Thereupon	the	youngest	brother	said,	“Then	I	will	give	her!	Have	you	forgotten
what	our	father	on	his	death-bed	recommended	us?	It	is	not	so	very	long	ago!”
Then	he	took	the	girl	by	the	hand	and	said,	“Here	she	is!	Take	her	and	may	she
bring	you	happiness	and	be	happy	herself!”



Then	instantly	 the	power	went	away	with	a	great	noise.	When	the	day	dawned
the	brothers	were	very	anxious	about	 the	 fate	of	 their	 sister,	but	 could	 find	no
trace	of	the	way	in	which	she	had	gone.
Sometime	 after	 the	 brothers,	 speaking	 together,	 said,	 “Good	 God!	 It	 is	 really
very	wonderful	what	has	happened	to	our	sisters!	We	have	no	news,	no	trace	of
them!	We	do	not	know	where	they	are	gone,	nor	whom	they	have	married!”	At
last	 they	 said	 to	 each	 other,	 “Let	 us	 go	 and	 try	 to	 find	 our	 sisters!”	 So	 they
prepared	immediately	for	their	journey,	took	money	for	their	travelling	expenses,
and	went	away	in	search	of	their	three	sisters.
They	had	travelled	some	time	when	they	lost	their	way	in	a	forest,	and	wandered
about	a	whole	day.	When	it	grew	dark	they	thought	they	would	stop	for	the	night
at	 some	 place	 where	 they	 could	 find	 water.	 So,	 having	 come	 to	 a	 lake,	 they
decided	to	sleep	near	it,	and	sat	down	to	take	some	supper.
When	the	time	for	sleep	came	the	eldest	brother	said,	“I	will	keep	watch	while
you	 sleep!”	 and	 so	 the	 two	 younger	 brothers	 went	 to	 sleep	 and	 the	 eldest
watched.	In	the	middle	of	the	night	the	lake	began	to	be	greatly	agitated,	and	the
brother	 who	 was	 watching	 grew	 quite	 frightened,	 especially	 when	 he	 saw
something	was	coming	towards	him	from	the	middle	of	the	lake.	When	it	came
near	he	saw	that	it	was	a	terrific	alligator	with	two	ears,	and	it	ran	at	him,	but	he
drew	his	knife	and	struck	it,	and	cut	off	its	head.	When	he	had	done	this	he	cut
off	the	ears	also,	and	put	them	in	his	pocket,	the	body	and	the	head,	however,	he
threw	back	into	the	lake.
Meanwhile	 the	 day	 began	 to	 dawn,	 but	 the	 two	 brothers	 slept	 on	 and	 knew
nothing	of	what	their	eldest	brother	had	done.	At	length	he	awakened	them,	but
told	them	nothing,	so	they	went	on	their	travels	together.	When	the	next	day	was
closing,	 and	 it	 began	 again	 to	 grow	 dark,	 they	 took	 counsel	 with	 each	 other
where	they	should	rest	for	the	night,	and	where	they	should	find	water.	They	felt
also	afraid,	because	they	were	approaching	some	dangerous	mountains.
Coming	to	a	small	lake	they	resolved	to	rest	there	that	night,	and	having	made	a
fire	 they	 placed	 their	 things	 near	 it,	 and	 prepared	 to	 sleep.	 Then	 the	 second
brother	said,	“This	night	I	will	keep	guard	whilst	you	sleep!”	So	the	two	others
fell	asleep,	and	the	second	brother	remained	watching.
All	at	once	the	lake	began	to	move,	and	lo!	An	alligator,	with	two	heads,	came
running	to	swallow	up	the	three.	But	the	brother	who	watched	grasped	his	knife,
felled	 the	 alligator	 to	 the	 ground	 with	 one	 blow,	 and	 cut	 off	 both	 the	 heads.
Having	done	 this	he	 cut	off	 the	 two	pairs	of	 ears,	 put	 them	 in	his	pocket,	 and
threw	 the	 body	 into	 the	water,	 and	 the	 two	 heads	 after	 it.	 The	 other	 brothers,
however,	knew	nothing	about	the	danger	which	they	had	escaped,	and	continued
to	sleep	very	soundly	till	the	morning	dawned.
Then	 the	 second	 brother	 awoke	 them,	 saying,	 “Arise,	my	 brothers!	 It	 is	 day!”



and	they	 instantly	 jumped	up,	and	prepared	 to	continue	 their	 journey.	But	 they
knew	not	 in	what	 country	 they	now	were,	 and	 as	 they	had	 eaten	up	nearly	 all
their	 food,	 they	 feared	 greatly	 lest	 they	 should	 die	 of	 hunger	 in	 that	 unknown
land.	So	they	prayed	God	to	give	them	sight	of	some	city	or	village	or,	at	least,
that	 they	 might	 meet	 someone	 to	 guide	 them,	 for	 they	 had	 already	 been
wandering	three	days	up	and	down	in	a	wilderness,	and	could	see	no	end	to	it.
Pretty	 early	 in	 the	 morning	 they	 came	 to	 a	 large	 lake	 and	 resolved	 to	 go	 no
further,	but	remain	there	all	the	day,	and	also	to	spend	the	night	there.	“For	if	we
go	on,”	said	they,	“we	are	not	sure	that	we	shall	find	any	more	water	near	which
we	can	rest.”	So	they	remained	there.
When	 evening	 came	 they	 made	 a	 great	 fire,	 took	 their	 frugal	 supper,	 and
prepared	to	sleep.	Then	the	youngest	brother	said,	“This	night	I	will	keep	guard
whilst	you	sleep;”	and	so	the	other	two	went	to	sleep,	and	the	youngest	brother
kept	awake,	looking	sharply	about	him,	his	eyes	being	turned	often	towards	the
lake.
Part	 of	 the	 night	 had	 already	 passed,	when	 suddenly	 the	whole	 lake	 began	 to
move,	and	the	waves	dashed	over	the	fire	and	half	quenched	it.	Then	he	drew	his
sword	and	placed	himself	near	the	fire,	as	there	appeared	a	great	alligator	with
three	 heads,	 which	 rushed	 upon	 the	 brothers	 as	 if	 about	 to	 swallow	 them	 all
three.
But	the	youngest	brother	had	a	brave	heart,	and	would	not	awaken	his	brothers,
so	he	met	the	alligator,	and	gave	him	three	blows	in	succession,	and	at	each	blow
he	cut	off	one	of	the	three	heads.	Then	he	cut	off	the	six	ears	and	put	them	in	his
pocket,	and	threw	the	body	and	the	three	heads	into	the	lake.
Whilst	he	was	thus	busy	the	fire	had	quite	gone	out,	so	he,	having	nothing	there
with	which	he	could	light	the	fire,	and	not	wishing	to	awaken	his	brothers	from
their	deep	slumbers,	stepped	a	little	way	into	the	forest,	with	the	hope	of	seeing
something	with	which	he	might	rekindle	the	fire.
There	was,	 however,	 no	 trace	 of	 any	 fire	 anywhere.	At	 last,	 in	 his	 search,	 he
climbed	up	 a	 very	 high	 tree,	 and,	 having	 reached	 the	 top,	 looked	 about	 on	 all
sides.	After	much	looking	he	thought	he	saw	the	glare	of	a	fire	not	very	far	off.
So	he	came	down	from	the	tree	and	went	in	the	direction	in	which	he	had	seen
the	fire,	in	order	to	get	some	brand	with	which	he	might	again	light	the	fire.	He
walked	very	far	on	this	errand,	and	though	the	glare	seemed	always	near	him,	it
was	a	very	long	time	before	he	reached	it.	Suddenly,	however,	he	came	upon	a
cave,	and	in	the	cave	a	great	fire	was	burning.	Round	it	sat	nine	giants,	and	two
men	were	being	roasted,	one	on	each	side	of	 the	fire.	Besides	 that,	 there	stood
upon	the	fire	a	great	kettle	full	of	the	limbs	of	men	ready	to	be	cooked.	When	the
king's	son	saw	that,	he	was	terrified	and	would	gladly	have	gone	back,	but	it	was
no	longer	possible.



Then	he	 shouted	 as	 loud	 and	 cheerfully	 as	 he	 could,	 “Good	 evening,	my	dear
comrades!	I	have	been	a	very	long	time	in	search	of	you!”
They	received	him	well,	saying,	“Welcome!	if	you	are	of	our	company!”
He	answered,	 “I	 shall	 remain	yours	 for	 ever,	 and	would	give	my	 life	 for	 your
sake!”
'Eh!”	 said	 they,	 “If	 you	 intend	 to	 be	 one	 of	 us,	 you	 know,	 you	must	 also	 eat
man's	flesh,	and	go	out	with	us	in	search	of	prey?'
The	king's	son	answered,	“Certainly,	I	shall	do	everything	that	you	do!”
'Then	 come	and	 sit	with	us!”	 cried	 the	giants,	 and	 the	whole	 company,	 sitting
round	 the	 fire,	 took	 meat	 out	 of	 the	 kettle	 and	 began	 to	 eat.	 The	 king's	 son
pretended	 to	 eat,	 also,	 but	 instead	 of	 eating	 he	 always	 threw	 the	meat	 behind
him,	and	thus	deceived	them.
When	 they	 had	 eaten	 up	 the	whole	 of	 the	 roasted	meat,	 the	 giants	 got	 up	 and
said,	 “Let	 us	 now	go	 to	 hunt,	 that	we	may	have	meat	 for	 tomorrow.”	So	 they
went	 away,	 all	 nine	 of	 them,	 the	 king's	 son	making	 the	 tenth.	 “Come	 along!”
they	said	to	him,	“there	is	a	city	near	in	which	a	great	king	lives.	We	have	been
supplying	ourselves	with	food	from	that	city	a	great	many	years.”
As	 they	came	near	 the	city	 they	pulled	 two	 tall	pine-trees	up	by	 the	roots,	and
carried	 them	 along	with	 them.	Having	 come	 to	 the	 city	wall,	 they	 reared	 one
pine-tree	up	against	it,	and	said	to	the	king's	son,	“Go	up,	now,	to	the	top	of	the
wall,	so	that	we	may	be	able	to	give	you	the	other	pine-tree,	which	you	must	take
by	 the	 top	 and	 throw	 down	 into	 the	 city.	 Take	 care,	 however,”	 they	 said,	 “to
keep	the	top	of	the	tree	in	your	hands,	so	that	we	can	go	down	the	stem	of	it	into
the	city.”
Thereupon	the	king's	son	climbed	up	on	the	wall	and	then	cried	out	to	them,	“I
don't	 know	 what	 to	 do,	 I	 am	 not	 acquainted	 with	 this	 place,	 and	 I	 don't
understand	how	to	throw	the	tree	over	the	wall,	please	one	of	you	come	up	and
show	me	what	I	must	do.”
Then	one	of	the	giants	climbed	up	the	tree	placed	against	the	wall,	caught	the	top
of	the	other	pine-tree,	and	threw	it	over	the	wall,	keeping	the	top	all	the	time	safe
in	his	hand.	Whilst	he	was	thus	standing,	the	king's	son	drew	his	sword,	struck
him	on	the	neck,	and	cut	his	head	off,	so	that	the	giant	fell	down	into	the	city.
Then	he	called	to	the	other	eight	giants,	“Your	brother	is	in	the	city,	come,	one
after	the	other,	so	that	I	can	let	you	also	down	into	the	city!”	And	the	giants,	not
knowing	what	had	happened	to	the	first	one,	climbed	up	one	after	the	other,	and
thus	the	king's	son	cut	off	their	heads	till	he	had	killed	all	the	nine.
After	 that,	 he	 himself	 slowly	 descended	 the	 pine-tree	 and	 went	 into	 the	 city,
walking	through	all	the	streets,	but	there	was	not	one	living	creature	to	be	seen.



The	 city	 seemed	 quite	 deserted.	 Then	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 “Surely	 those	 giants
have	made	this	great	devastation	and	carried	all	the	people	away.'
After	walking	about	a	very	long	time,	he	came	to	a	tall	tower,	and,	looking	up,
he	saw	a	light	in	one	of	the	rooms.	So	he	opened	the	door,	and	went	up	the	steps,
into	the	room.	And	what	a	beautiful	room	it	was	in	which	he	had	entered!	It	was
decorated	with	gold	and	silk	and	velvet,	and	there	was	no	one	there	except	a	girl
lying	on	a	couch,	sleeping.	As	soon	as	the	king's	son	entered,	his	eyes	fell	upon
the	girl,	who	was	exceedingly	beautiful.
Just	then	he	saw	a	large	serpent	coming	down	the	wall,	and	it	had	stretched	out
its	head	and	was	ready	to	strike	the	girl	on	the	forehead,	between	the	eyes.	So	he
drew	 his	 dagger	 very	 quickly,	 and	 nailed	 the	 snake's	 head	 to	 the	 wall,
exclaiming,	“God	grant	that	my	dagger	may	not	be	taken	out	of	the	wall	by	any
hand	 but	my	 own!”	 and	 thereupon	 he	 hurried	 away,	 and	 passed	 over	 the	 city
wall,	 climbing	 up	 and	 going	 down	 the	 pine-trees.	 When	 he	 got	 back	 to	 the
cavern	 where	 the	 giants	 had	 been,	 he	 plucked	 a	 brand	 from	 the	 fire,	 and	 ran
away	very	quickly	to	the	spot	where	he	had	left	his	two	brothers,	and	found	them
still	sleeping.
He	soon	lighted	 the	fire	again,	and	meanwhile	 the	sun	having	arisen	he	awoke
his	brothers,	and	they	arose	and	all	three	continued	their	journey.	The	same	day
they	came	to	the	road	leading	to	the	city.	In	that	city	lived	a	mighty	king,	who
used	to	walk	about	the	streets	every	morning,	weeping	over	the	great	destruction
of	 his	 people	 by	 the	 giants.	 The	 king	 feared	 greatly	 that	 one	 day	 his	 own
daughter	might	also	be	eaten	up	by	one	of	them.
That	morning	he	rose	very	early,	and	went	to	look	about	the	city,	the	streets	were
all	empty,	because	most	of	the	people	of	the	city	had	been	eaten	up	by	the	giants.
Walking	about,	at	last	he	observed	a	tall	pine-tree,	pulled	up	quite	by	the	roots,
and	leaning	against	 the	city	wall.	He	drew	near,	and	saw	a	great	wonder.	Nine
giants,	the	frightful	enemies	of	his	people,	were	lying	there	with	their	heads	off.
When	 the	king	 saw	 that	he	 rejoiced	exceedingly,	 and	all	 the	people	who	were
left,	gathered	round	and	praised	God,	and	prayed	for	good	health	and	good	luck
to	those	who	had	killed	the	giants.
At	that	moment	a	servant	came	running,	to	tell	the	king	that	a	serpent	had	very
nearly	 killed	 his	 daughter.	 So	 the	 king	 hurried	 back	 to	 the	 palace,	 and	 went
quickly	to	the	room	wherein	his	daughter	was,	and	there	he	saw	the	snake	pinned
to	the	wall,	with	a	dagger	through	its	head.	He	tried	to	draw	the	knife	out,	but	he
was	not	able	to	do	so.
Then	the	king	sent	a	proclamation	to	all	the	corners	of	the	kingdom,	announcing
that	whoever	had	killed	the	nine	giants	and	nailed	the	snake	to	the	wall,	should
come	to	the	king,	who	would	make	him	great	presents	and	give	him	his	daughter
for	 a	 wife.	 This	 was	 proclaimed	 throughout	 the	 whole	 kingdom.	 The	 king



ordered,	moreover,	that	large	inns	should	be	built	on	all	the	principal	roads,	and
that	every	traveller	who	passed	by	should	be	asked	if	he	had	ever	heard	of	 the
man	who	had	killed	the	nine	giants,	and	any	traveller	who	knew	anything	about
the	matter	 should	come	and	 tell	what	he	knew	 to	 the	king,	when	he	should	be
well	rewarded.
After	some	time	the	three	brothers,	travelling	in	search	of	their	sisters,	came	one
night	to	sleep	at	one	of	those	inns.	After	supper	the	master	of	the	inn	came	in	to
speak	 to	 them,	and,	after	boasting	very	much	what	great	 things	he	had	himself
done,	he	asked	them	if	they	themselves	had	ever	done	any	great	thing?
Then	 the	 eldest	 brother	 began	 to	 speak,	 and	 said,	 “After	 I	 started	 with	 my
brothers	on	this	journey,	one	night	we	stopped	to	sleep	by	a	lake	in	the	midst	of	a
great	forest,	whilst	my	two	brothers	slept	I	watched,	and,	suddenly,	an	alligator
came	out	of	the	lake	to	swallow	us,	but	I	took	my	knife	and	cut	off	its	head,	if
you	don't	believe	me,	see!	Here	are	the	two	ears	from	his	head!”	And	he	took	the
ears	from	his	pocket	and	threw	them	on	the	table.
When	the	second	brother	heard	that,	he	said,	“I	kept	guard	the	second	night,	and
I	killed	an	alligator	with	two	heads,	if	you	do	not	believe	me,	look!	Here	are	its
four	ears!”	and	he	took	the	ears	out	of	his	pocket	and	showed	them.
But	the	youngest	brother	kept	silence.	The	master	of	the	inn	began	then	to	speak,
to	him,	saying,	“Well,	my	boy,	your	brothers	are	brave	men,	 let	us	hear	 if	you
have	not	done	some	bold	deed.”
Then	 the	youngest	brother	began,	 “I	have	also	done	 something,	 though	 it	may
not	 be	 a	 great	 thing.	 When	 we	 stayed	 to	 rest	 the	 third	 night	 in	 the	 great
wilderness	on	the	shore	of	the	lake,	my	brothers	lay	down	to	sleep,	for	it	was	my
turn	 to	keep	guard.	 In	 the	middle	of	 the	night	 the	water	stirred	mightily,	and	a
three-headed	alligator	came	out	and	wished	to	swallow	us,	but	I	drew	my	sword
and	cut	off	all	the	three	heads.	If	you	do	not	believe,	see!	Here	are	the	six	ears	of
the	alligator!”
The	brothers	themselves	were	greatly	surprised,	and	he	continued,	“Meanwhile
the	fire	had	gone	out,	and	I	went	in	search	of	fire.	Wandering	about	the	mountain
I	met	nine	giants	in	one	cave”,	and	so	he	went	on,	telling	all	that	had	happened
and	what	he	had	done.
When	the	innkeeper	heard	the	full	story	he	hurried	off	and	told	everything	to	the
king.	The	king	gave	him	plenty	of	money,	and	sent	some	of	his	men	to	bring	the
three	brothers	to	him.	When	they	came	to	the	king,	he	asked	the	youngest,	“Have
you	 really	 done	 all	 these	wonders	 in	 this	 city,	 killed	 the	 giants	 and	 saved	my
daughter	from	death?”
“Yes,	your	majesty,”	answered	the	king's	son.
Then	the	king	gave	him	his	daughter	 to	wife,	and	allowed	him	to	take	the	first



place	after	him	in	the	kingdom.
After	that	he	said	to	the	two	elder	brothers,	“If	you	like	I	will	also	find	wives	for
you	two,	and	build	palaces	for	you.”
But	 they	 thanked	him,	saying	 they	were	already	married,	and	so	 told	him	how
they	had	left	home	to	search	for	their	sisters.	When	the	king	heard	that,	he	kept
by	him	only	the	youngest	brother,	his	son-in-law,	and	gave	the	other	two	each	a
mule	loaded	with	sacks	full	of	money,	and	so	the	two	elder	brothers	went	back	to
their	kingdom.
All	the	time,	however,	the	youngest	brother	was	thinking	of	his	three	sisters,	and
many	a	time	he	wished	to	go	in	search	of	them	again,	though	he	was	also	sorry
to	 leave	 his	 wife.	 The	 king	 would	 never	 consent	 to	 his	 going,	 so	 the	 prince
wasted	away	slowly	without	speaking	about	his	grief.
One	day	the	king	went	out	hunting,	and	said	to	his	son-in-law,	“Remain	here	in
the	 palace,	 and	 take	 these	 nine	 keys,	 and	 keep	 them	 carefully.	 If	 you	 wish,
however,”	added	he,	 “you	can	open	 three	or	 four	 rooms,	wherein	you	will	 see
plenty	of	gold	and	silver,	and	other	precious	things.	Indeed,	if	you	much	wish	to
do	so,	you	can	open	eight	of	the	rooms,	but	let	nothing	in	the	world	tempt	you	to
open	the	ninth.	If	you	open	that,	woe	to	you!”
The	 king	 went	 away,	 leaving	 his	 son-in-law	 in	 the	 palace,	 who	 immediately
began	to	open	one	room	after	another,	till	he	had	opened	the	whole	eight,	and	he
saw	in	all	masses	of	all	sorts	of	precious	things.	When	he	stood	before	the	door
of	the	ninth	room,	he	said	to	himself,	“I	have	passed	luckily	through	all	kinds	of
adventures,	and	now	I	must	not	dare	to	open	this	door!”	Thereupon	he	opened	it.
And	what	did	he	see?
In	the	room	was	a	man,	whose	legs	were	bound	in	iron	up	to	the	knees,	and	his
arms	to	the	elbows.	In	the	four	corners	of	the	chamber	there	were	four	columns,
and	 from	each	an	 iron	chain,	 and	all	 the	 chains	met	 in	 a	 ring	 round	 the	man's
neck.	So	fast	was	he	bound	that	he	could	not	move	at	all	any	way.	In	the	front	of
him	was	a	reservoir,	and	from	it	water	was	streaming	through	a	golden	pipe	into
a	golden	basin,	just	before	him.	Near	him	stood,	also,	a	golden	mug,	all	covered
with	precious	stones.	The	man	 looked	at	 the	water	and	 longed	 to	drink,	but	he
could	not	move	to	reach	the	cup.
When	the	king's	son	saw	that,	he	was	greatly	surprised,	and	stepped	back,	but	the
man	cried,	 “Come	 in,	 I	 conjure	you	 in	 the	name	of	 the	 living	God!”	Then	 the
prince	again	approached,	and	the	man	said,	“Do	a	good	deed	for	the	sake	of	the
life	hereafter.	Give	me	a	cup	of	water	to	drink,	and	be	assured	you	will	receive,
as	a	recompense	from	me,	another	life.”
The	king's	son	 thought,	“It	 is	well,	after	all,	 to	have	 two	lives,”	so	he	 took	 the
mug	and	filled	it,	and	gave	it	to	the	man,	who	emptied	it	at	once.	Then	the	prince



asked	him,	“Now	tell	me,	what	is	your	name?”
And	the	man	answered,	“My	name	is	True	Steel.”
The	king's	son	moved	to	go	away,	but	the	man	begged	again,	“Give	me	yet	one
cup	of	water,	and	I	will	give	you	in	addition	a	second	life.”
The	prince	said	to	himself,	“One	life	is	mine	already,	and	he	offers	to	give	me
another,	that	is,	indeed,	wonderful!”	So	he	took	the	mug	and	gave	it	to	him,	and
the	man	drank	it	up.
The	prince	began	already	to	fasten	the	door,	while	the	man	called	to	him,	“Oh,
my	brave	one,	come	back	a	moment!	You	have	done	two	good	deeds,	do	yet	a
third	one,	and	I	will	give	you	a	third	life.	Take	the	mug,	fill	 it	with	water,	and
pour	the	water	on	my	head,	and	for	that	I	will	give	you	a	third	life.”
When	 the	 king's	 son	 heard	 that,	 he	 turned,	 filled	 the	 beaker	 with	 water,	 and
poured	 it	 over	 the	 man's	 head.	 The	 moment	 the	 water	 met	 his	 head	 all	 the
fastenings	 around	 the	man's	 neck	 broke,	 and	 all	 the	 iron	 chains	 burst	 asunder.
True	Steel	jumped	up	like	lightning,	spread	his	wings,	and	started	to	fly,	taking
with	 him	 the	 king's	 daughter,	 the	 wife	 of	 his	 deliverer,	 with	 whom	 he
disappeared.	What	 was	 to	 be	 done	 now?	 The	 prince	 was	 afraid	 of	 the	 king's
anger.
When	 the	 king	 returned	 from	 the	 chase,	 his	 son-in-law	 told	 him	 all	 that	 had
happened,	and	the	king	was	very	sorry	and	said	to	him,	“Why	did	you	do	this?	I
told	you	not	to	open	the	ninth	room!”
The	king's	son	answered,	“Don't	be	angry	with	me!	I	will	go	and	find	True	Steel
and	bring	my	wife	back!”
Then	 the	 king	 attempted	 to	 persuade	 him	 not	 to	 go	 away,	 “Do	 not	 go,	 for
anything	in	the	world!”	he	said.	”You	do	not	know	True	Steel.	It	cost	me	very
many	soldiers	and	much	money	to	catch	him!	Better	remain	here,	and	I	will	find
you	some	other	maiden	for	a	wife,	do	not	 fear,	 for	 I	 love	you	as	my	own	son,
notwithstanding	all	that	has	happened!”
The	prince,	however,	would	not	hear	of	remaining	there,	so	taking	some	money
for	 his	 journey	 he	 saddled	 and	 bridled	 his	 horse,	 and	 started	 on	 his	 travels	 in
search	of	True	Steel.
After	 travelling	a	 long	 time,	he	one	day	entered	a	 strange	city,	 and,	as	he	was
looking	about,	a	girl	called	 to	him	from	a	kiosk,	“O	son	of	 the	king,	dismount
from	your	horse	and	come	into	the	forecourt.”	When	he	entered	the	courtyard	the
girl	met	him,	and	on	looking	at	her	he	recognised	his	eldest	sister.	They	greeted
each	other,	and	the	sister	said	to	him,	“Come,	my	brother,	come	with	me	into	the
kiosk.'
When	 they	 came	 into	 the	 kiosk,	 he	 asked	 her	who	 her	 husband	was,	 and	 she



answered,	“I	am	married	to	 the	King	of	Dragons,	who	is	also	a	dragon.	I	must
hide	you	well,	my	dear	brother,	for	my	husband	has	often	said	that	he	would	kill
his	brothers-in-law	if	he	could	only	meet	them.	I	will	try	him	first,	and	if	he	will
promise	not	 to	 injure	you,	I	will	 tell	him	you	are	here.”	So	she	hid	her	brother
and	his	horse	as	well	as	she	could.
At	night,	supper	was	prepared	in	readiness	for	her	husband,	and	at	last	he	came.
When	he	came	flying	 into	 the	courtyard,	 the	whole	palace	shone.	The	moment
he	came	in,	he	called	his	wife	and	said,	“Wife,	there	is	a	smell	of	human	bones
here!	Tell	me	directly	what	it	is!”
'There	is	no	one	here!”	said	she.
But	he	exclaimed,	“That	is	not	true!”
Then	his	wife	said,	“My	dear,	will	you	answer	me	truly	what	I	am	going	to	ask
you?	Would	you	do	any	harm	to	my	brothers,	 if	one	of	 them	came	here	to	see
me?”
And	the	dragon	answered,	“Your	eldest	and	your	second	brother	I	would	kill	and
roast,	but	I	would	do	no	harm	to	the	youngest.”
Then	 his	wife	 said,	 “Well,	 then,	 I	will	 tell	 you	 that	my	 youngest	 brother,	 and
your	brother-in-law,	is	here.”
When	the	Dragon	King	heard	that	he	said,	“Let	him	come	to	me!”
So	the	sister	led	the	brother	before	the	king,	her	husband,	and	he	embraced	him.
They	kissed	each	other,	and	the	king	exclaimed,	“Welcome,	brother-in-law!”
“I	hope	I	find	you	well?”	returned	the	prince	courteously,	and	he	told	the	Dragon
King	all	his	adventures	from	the	beginning	to	the	end.
Then	 the	Dragon	King	cried	out,	 “And	where	are	you	going,	my	poor	 fellow?
The	 day	 before	 yesterday	 True	 Steel	 passed	 here	 carrying	 away	 your	 wife.	 I
assailed	him	with	seven	thousand	dragons,	yet	could	do	him	no	harm.	Leave	the
devil	 in	 peace,	 I	will	 give	 you	 as	much	money	 as	 you	 like	 and	 then	go	home
quietly.”
But	the	king's	son	would	not	hear	of	going	back,	and	proposed	next	morning	to
continue	his	 journey.	When	the	Dragon	King	saw	that	he	could	not	change	his
intention,	 he	 took	 one	 of	 his	 feathers,	 and	 gave	 it	 into	 his	 hand,	 saying,
“Remember	what	 I	now	say	 to	you.	Here	you	have	one	of	my	 feathers,	 and	 if
you	find	True	Steel	and	are	greatly	pressed,	burn	this	feather,	and	I	will	come	in
an	instant	to	your	help	with	all	my	forces.”	The	king's	son	took	the	feather	and
continued	his	journey.
After	long	travelling	about	the	world	he	arrived	at	a	great	city,	and,	as	he	rode
through	 the	 streets,	 a	 girl	 called	 to	 him	 from	 a	 kiosk,	 “Here,	 son	 of	 the	 king!
Dismount	and	come	into	the	courtyard!”	The	prince	led	his	horse	into	the	yard,



and	 behold!	 The	 second	 sister	 came	 to	meet	 him.	 They	 embraced	 and	 kissed
each	 other,	 and	 the	 sister	 led	 the	 brother	 up	 into	 the	 kiosk,	 and	 had	 his	 horse
taken	to	a	stable.
When	they	were	in	the	kiosk,	the	sister	asked	her	brother	how	he	came	there,	and
he	told	her	all	his	adventures.	He	then	asked	her	who	her	husband	was.
“I	 am	married	 to	 the	King	of	 the	Falcons,”	 she	 said,	 “and	he	will	 come	home
tonight,	so	I	must	hide	you	somewhere,	for	he	often	threatens	my	brothers.'
Shortly	 after	 she	 had	 concealed	 her	 brother,	 the	 Falcon	King	 came	 home.	 As
soon	as	he	alighted	all	the	house	shook.	Immediately	his	supper	was	set	before
him,	but	he	said	to	his	wife,	“There	are	human	bones	somewhere!”
The	 wife	 answered,	 “No,	 my	 husband,	 there	 is	 nothing.”	 After	 long	 talking,
however,	she	asked	him,	“Would	you	harm	my	brothers	if	they	came	to	see	me?”
The	Falcon	King	answered,	“The	eldest	brother	and	the	second	I	would	delight
in	torturing,	but	to	the	youngest	I	would	do	no	harm.”
So	she	told	him	about	her	brother.	Then	he	ordered	that	 they	should	bring	him
immediately,	 and	when	he	 saw	him,	he	 rose	up	and	 they	embraced	and	kissed
each	other.	“Welcome,	brother-in-law!”	said	the	King	of	Falcons.
“I	hope	you	are	happy,	brother?”	returned	the	prince,	and	then	they	sat	down	to
sup	 together.	After	 supper,	 the	Falcon	King	asked	his	brother-in-law	where	he
was	travelling.	He	replied	that	he	was	going	in	search	of	True	Steel,	and	told	the
king	all	that	had	happened.
On	hearing	this	the	Falcon	King	began	to	advise	him	to	go	no	farther.	“It	is	no
use	going	on,”	said	he.	“I	will	tell	you	something	of	True	Steel.	The	day	he	stole
your	wife,	 I	assaulted	him	with	four	 thousand	falcons.	We	had	a	 terrible	battle
with	him,	and	blood	was	shed	till	it	reached	the	knees,	but	yet	we	could	do	him
no	harm!	Do	you	think	now,	that	you	alone	could	do	anything	with	him?	I	advise
you	to	return	home.	Here	is	my	treasure,	take	with	you	as	much	as	you	like.”
But	 the	 king's	 son	 answered,	 “I	 thank	 you	 for	 all	 your	 kindness,	 but	 I	 cannot
return.	I	shall	go	at	all	events	in	search	of	True	Steel!”	For	he	thought	to	himself,
“Why	should	I	not	go,	seeing	I	have	three	lives?”
When	the	Falcon	King	saw	that	he	could	not	persuade	him	to	go	back,	he	took	a
little	 feather	 and	 gave	 it	 him,	 saying,	 “Take	 this	 feather,	 and	 when	 you	 find
yourself	 in	great	need,	burn	 it	and	I	will	 instantly	come	with	all	my	powers	 to
help	you!”	So	the	king's	son	took	the	feather	and	continued	his	journey,	hoping
to	find	True	Steel.
After	 travelling	 for	a	 long	 time	about	 the	world	he	came	 to	a	 third	city.	As	he
entered,	 a	 girl	 called	 to	 him	 from	 a	 kiosk,	 “Dismount,	 and	 come	 into	 the
courtyard.”	 The	 king's	 son	 went	 into	 the	 yard,	 and	 was	 surprised	 to	 find	 his



youngest	 sister,	who	 came	 to	meet	 him.	When	 they	 had	 embraced	 and	 kissed
each	other,	the	sister	led	her	brother	to	the	kiosk	and	sent	his	horse	to	the	stables.
The	 brother	 asked	 her,	 “Dear	 sister,	 whom	 have	 you	 married?	 What	 is	 your
husband?”
She	answered,	“My	husband	is	the	King	of	Eagles.”
When	the	Eagle	King	returned	home	in	the	evening	his	wife	received	him,	but	he
exclaimed	immediately,	“What	man	has	come	into	my	palace?	Tell	me	the	truth
instantly!”
She	 answered,	 “No	 one	 is	 here;”	 and	 they	 began	 their	 supper.	 By-and-by	 the
wife	said,	“Tell	me	truly,	would	you	do	any	harm	to	my	brothers	 if	 they	came
here?”
The	Eagle	King	answered,	“The	eldest	and	second	brother	I	would	kill,	but	to	the
youngest	I	would	do	no	harm!	I	would	help	him	whenever	I	could!”
Then	the	wife	said,	“My	youngest	brother,	and	your	brother-in-law,	is	here.	He
came	to	see	me.”
The	Eagle	King	ordered	that	they	should	bring	the	prince	instantly,	received	him
standing,	kissed	him,	and	said,	“Welcome,	brother-in-law!”
The	king's	son	answered,	“I	hope	you	are	well?”
They	 then	 sat	 down	 to	 their	 supper.	 During	 the	 repast	 they	 conversed	 about
many	 things,	and	at	 last	 the	prince	 told	 the	king	he	was	 travelling	 in	search	of
True	Steel.	When	the	Eagle	King	heard	that,	he	tried	to	dissuade	him	from	going
on,	adding,	“Leave	 the	devil	 in	peace,	my	brother-in-law,	give	up	 that	 journey
and	stay	with	me!	I	will	do	everything	to	satisfy	you!”
The	king's	son	however,	would	not	hear	of	remaining,	but	next	day,	as	soon	as	it
dawned,	prepared	to	set	out	in	search	of	True	Steel.	Then	the	Eagle	King,	seeing
that	he	 could	not	persuade	him	 to	give	up	his	 journey,	plucked	out	one	of	his
feathers	 and	 gave	 it	 him,	 saying,	 “If	 you	 find	 yourself	 in	 great	 danger,	 my
brother,	 make	 a	 fire	 and	 burn	 this	 feather,	 I	 will	 then	 come	 to	 your	 help
immediately	with	all	my	eagles.”	So	the	prince	took	the	feather	and	went	away.
After	travelling	for	a	very	long	time	about	the	world,	roaming	from	one	city	to
another,	and	always	going	farther	and	farther	from	his	home,	he	found	his	wife
in	a	cavern.
When	the	wife	saw	him	she	was	greatly	astonished,	and	cried,	“In	God's	name,
my	husband,	how	did	you	come	here?”
]He	told	her	how	it	all	happened,	and	then	added,	“Now	let	us	fly!”
“How	 can	we	 fly,”	 she	 asked,	 “when	True	 Steel	will	 reach	 us	 instantly?	And
when	he	does	he	will	kill	you,	and	carry	me	back.”



But	 the	prince,	knowing	he	had	 three	other	 lives	 to	 live,	persuaded	his	wife	 to
flee,	and	so	they	did.	As	soon,	however,	as	they	started,	True	Steel	heard	it,	and
followed	immediately.	When	he	reached	them,	he	shouted	to	the	king's	son,	“So,
prince,	you	have	stolen	your	wife!”	Then,	after	taking	the	wife	back,	he	added,
“Now,	 I	 forgive	 you	 this	 life,	 because	 I	 recollect	 that	 I	 promised	 to	 give	 you
three	lives,	but	go	away	directly,	and	never	come	here	again	after	your	wife,	else
you	 will	 be	 lost!”	 Thus	 saying,	 he	 carried	 the	 wife	 away,	 and	 the	 prince
remained	alone	on	the	spot,	not	knowing	what	to	do.
At	length	the	prince	resolved	to	go	back	to	his	wife.	When	he	came	near	the	cave
he	 found	 an	opportunity	when	True	Steel	was	 absent,	 and	 took	his	wife	 again
and	tried	to	escape	with	her.
But	 True	 Steel	 learned	 of	 their	 flight	 directly,	 and	 ran	 after	 them.	 When	 he
reached	them,	he	fixed	an	arrow	to	his	bow,	and	cried	to	the	king's	son,	“Do	you
prefer	 to	die	by	the	arrow	or	by	the	sword?”	The	king's	son	asked	pardon,	and
True	Steel	said,	“I	pardon	you	also	the	second	life,	but	I	warn	you!	Never	come
here	again	after	your	wife,	for	I	will	not	pardon	you	anymore!	I	shall	kill	you	on
the	 spot!”	 Saying	 that,	 he	 carried	 the	 wife	 back	 to	 the	 cave,	 and	 the	 prince
remained	thinking	all	the	time	how	he	could	save	her.
At	last	he	said	to	himself,	“Why	should	I	fear	True	Steel,	when	I	have	yet	two
lives?	One	of	which	he	has	made	me	a	present,	and	one	which	is	my	own?”	So
he	decided	to	return	again	to	the	cave	next	morning,	when	True	Steel	was	absent.
He	saw	his	wife,	and	said	to	her,	“Let	us	fly!”	She	objected,	saying,	“It	is	of	no
use	to	fly,	when	True	Steel	would	certainly	overtake	us.”	However,	her	husband
forced	her	 to	go	with	him,	and	they	went	away.	True	Steel,	however,	overtook
them	quickly,	and	shouted,	“Wait	a	bit!	This	 time	I	will	not	pardon	you!”	The
prince	 became	 afraid,	 and	 begged	 him	 to	 pardon	 him	 also	 this	 time,	 and	True
Steel	said	to	him,	“You	know	I	promised	to	give	you	three	lives,	so	now	I	give
you	this	one,	but	it	is	the	third	and	last.	Now	you	have	only	one	life,	so	go	home,
and	do	not	risk	losing	the	one	life	God	gave	you!”
Then	 the	 prince,	 seeing	 he	 could	 do	 nothing	 against	 this	 great	 power,	 turned
back,	reflecting,	however,	all	the	time,	as	to	the	best	way	of	getting	his	wife	back
from	True	Steel.
At	last,	he	remembered	what	his	brothers-in-law	had	said	to	him	when	they	gave
him	their	feathers.	Then	he	said	to	himself,	“I	will	try	this	fourth	time	to	get	my
wife	 back,	 and	 if	 I	 come	 to	 trouble,	 I	 will	 burn	 the	 feathers,	 and	 see	 if	 my
brothers-in-law	will	come	to	help	me.'
Hereupon	 he	 went	 back	 once	 more	 towards	 the	 cavern	 wherein	 his	 wife	 was
kept,	and,	as	he	saw	from	a	distance	that	True	Steel	was	just	leaving	the	cave,	he
went	near	and	showed	himself	to	his	wife.	She	was	surprised	and	terrified,	and
exclaimed,	“Are	you	so	tired	of	your	life	that	you	come	back	again	to	me?”



Then	he	told	her	about	his	brothers-in-law,	and	how	each	of	them	had	given	him
one	of	their	feathers,	and	had	promised	to	come	to	help	him	whenever	he	needed
their	assistance.	“Therefore,”	added	he,	“I	am	come	once	more	to	take	you	away,
let	us	start	at	once.”
This	they	did.	The	same	moment,	however,	True	Steel	heard	of	it,	and	shouted
from	afar,	“Stop,	prince!	You	cannot	run	away!”	And	then	the	king's	son,	seeing
True	 Steel	 so	 near	 him,	 quickly	 took	 out	 a	 flint	 and	 tinder-box,	 struck	 some
sparks,	 and	burned	all	 three	 feathers.	Whilst	he	was	doing	 this,	however,	True
Steel	reached	him,	and,	with	his	sword,	cut	the	prince	in	two	parts.	That	moment
came	the	King	of	Dragons,	rushing	with	his	whole	army	of	dragons,	the	King	of
Falcons,	with	 all	 his	 falcons,	 and	 the	King	 of	Eagles,	with	 his	mighty	 host	 of
eagles,	and	they	all	attacked	True	Steel.	Torrents	of	blood	were	shed,	but	after
all	True	Steel	caught	up	the	woman	and	fled	away.
Then	 the	 three	 kings	 gave	 all	 their	 attention	 to	 their	 brother-in-law,	 and
determined	 to	 bring	 him	back	 to	 life.	Thereupon	 they	 asked	 three	 of	 the	most
active	dragons	which	of	them	could	bring	them,	in	the	shortest	time,	some	water
from	the	river	Jordan.
One	said,	“I	could	bring	it	in	half	an	hour.”
The	second	said,	“I	can	go	and	return	in	ten	minutes.”
The	third	dragon	said,	“I	can	bring	it	in	nine	seconds.”
Then	 the	 three	kings	said	 to	 the	 last	one,	“Go,	dragon,	and	make	haste!”	Then
this	 dragon	 exhibited	 all	 his	 fiery	 might,	 and	 in	 nine	 seconds,	 as	 he	 had
promised,	he	came	back	with	water	from	the	Jordan.
The	 kings	 took	 the	 water	 and	 poured	 it	 on	 the	 places	 where	 the	 prince	 was
wounded,	 and,	 as	 they	did	 so,	 the	wound	 closed	up,	 the	 body	 joined	 together,
and	the	king's	son	sprang	up	alive.
Then	 the	 three	kings	counselled	him,	“Now	 that	you	are	 saved	 from	death,	go
home!”
But	the	prince	answered,	he	would	at	all	events	yet	once	more	try	to	get	his	wife
back.
The	kings,	his	brothers-in-law,	again	spoke,	“Do	not	try	again!	Indeed,	you	will
be	lost	if	you	go,	for	now	you	have	only	one	life	which	God	gave	you!”
The	king's	son,	however,	would	not	listen	to	their	advice.	So	the	kings	told	him,
“Well	then,	if	you	are	still	determined	to	go,	at	least	do	not	take	your	wife	away
immediately,	but	tell	her	to	ask	True	Steel	where	his	strength	lies,	and	then	come
and	tell	us,	in	order	that	we	may	help	you	to	conquer	him!”
So	 the	 prince	 went	 secretly	 and	 saw	 his	 wife,	 and	 told	 her	 how	 she	 could
persuade	True	Steel	to	tell	her	where	his	strength	was.	He	then	left	her	and	went



away.
When	True	Steel	 came	home,	 the	wife	 of	 the	king's	 son	 asked	him,	 “Tell	me,
now,	where	is	your	great	strength?”
He	answered,	“My	wife,	my	strength	is	in	my	sword!”	Then	she	began	to	pray,
and	 turned	 to	his	sword.	When	True	Steel	saw	that,	he	burst	out	 laughing,	and
said,	 “O	 foolish	woman!	my	 strength	 is	 not	 in	my	 sword,	 but	 in	my	bow	and
arrows!”	Then	she	turned	towards	the	bow	and	arrows	and	prayed.
Then	True	Steel	said,	“I	see,	my	wife,	you	have	a	clever	teacher	who	has	taught
you	to	find	out	where	my	strength	lies!	I	could	almost	say	that	your	husband	is
living,	and	it	is	he	who	teaches	you!”
But	she	assured	him	that	no	one	taught	her,	for	she	had	no	longer	to	do	so.
After	some	days	her	husband	came,	and	when	she	told	him	she	could	not	learn
anything	from	True	Steel,	he	said,	“Try	again!”	and	went	away.
When	 True	 Steel	 came	 home	 she	 began	 again	 to	 ask	 him	 the	 secret	 of	 his
strength.	Then	he	answered	her,	“Since	you	think	so	much	of	my	strength,	I	will
tell	you	truly	where	it	is.”	And	he	continued,	“Far	away	from	this	place	there	is	a
very	high	mountain,	in	the	mountain	there	is	a	fox,	in	the	fox	there	is	a	heart,	in
the	 heart	 there	 is	 a	 bird,	 and	 in	 this	 bird	 is	 my	 strength.	 It	 is	 no	 easy	 task,
however,	 to	 catch	 that	 fox,	 for	 she	 can	 transform	 herself	 into	 a	 multitude	 of
creatures.'
Next	day,	as	soon	as	True	Steel	left	the	cave,	the	king's	son	came	to	his	wife,	and
she	told	him	all	she	had	learned.	Then	the	prince	hurried	away	to	his	brothers-in-
law,	 who	 waited,	 all	 three	 impatient	 to	 see	 him,	 and	 to	 hear	 where	 was	 the
strength	of	True	Steel.	When	 they	heard,	all	 three	went	away	at	once	with	 the
prince	 to	 find	 the	mountain.	Having	got	 there,	 they	 set	 the	eagles	 to	chase	 the
fox,	 but	 the	 fox	 ran	 to	 a	 lake,	 which	 was	 in	 the	 midst	 of	 the	 mountain,	 and
changed	herself	into	a	six-winged	golden	bird.	Then	the	falcons	pursued	her,	and
drove	 her	 out	 of	 the	 lake,	 and	 she	 flew	 into	 the	 clouds,	 but	 there	 the	 dragons
hurried	after	her.	So	she	changed	herself	again	into	a	fox,	and	began	to	run	along
the	earth,	but	the	rest	of	the	eagles	stopped	her,	surrounded,	and	caught	her.
The	three	kings	then	ordered	the	fox	to	be	killed,	and	her	heart	to	be	taken	out.	A
great	fire	was	made,	and	the	bird	was	taken	out	of	the	heart	and	burnt.	That	very
moment	True	Steel	 fell	 down	dead,	 and	 the	 prince	 took	 his	wife	 and	 returned
home	with	her.
	



THE	PRINCE	AND	THE	DRAGON

Adapted	from	the	story	in	The	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	originally	compiled	by
Andrew	Lang	and	published	in	1903.

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	an	emperor	who	had	 three	sons.	They
were	all	fine	young	men,	and	fond	of	hunting,	and	scarcely	a	day	passed	without
one	or	other	of	them	going	out	to	look	for	game.
One	morning	the	eldest	of	the	three	princes	mounted	his	horse	and	set	out	for	a
neighbouring	 forest,	where	wild	animals	of	all	 sorts	were	 to	be	 found.	He	had
not	long	left	the	castle,	when	a	hare	sprang	out	of	a	thicket	and	dashed	across	the
road	 in	 front.	The	young	man	gave	chase	at	once,	and	pursued	 it	over	hill	and
dale,	till	at	last	the	hare	took	refuge	in	a	mill	which	was	standing	by	the	side	of	a
river.	The	prince	followed	and	entered	the	mill,	but	stopped	in	terror	by	the	door,
for,	 instead	of	 a	hare,	before	him	stood	a	dragon,	breathing	 fire	and	 flame.	At
this	 fearful	 sight	 the	 prince	 turned	 to	 fly,	 but	 a	 fiery	 tongue	 coiled	 round	 his
waist,	and	drew	him	into	the	dragon's	mouth,	and	he	was	seen	no	more.
A	week	 passed	 away,	 and	 when	 the	 prince	 never	 came	 back	 everyone	 in	 the
town	 began	 to	 grow	 uneasy.	At	 last	 his	 next	 brother	 told	 the	 emperor	 that	 he
likewise	would	go	out	to	hunt,	and	that	perhaps	he	would	find	some	clue	as	to
his	brother's	disappearance.	But	hardly	had	the	castle	gates	closed	on	the	prince
than	 the	hare	sprang	out	of	 the	bushes	as	before,	and	 led	 the	huntsman	up	hill
and	down	dale,	till	they	reached	the	mill.	Into	this	the	hare	flew	with	the	prince
at	his	heels,	when,	lo!	Instead	of	the	hare,	there	stood	a	dragon	breathing	fire	and
flame,	 and	 out	 shot	 a	 fiery	 tongue	which	 coiled	 round	 the	 prince's	waist,	 and
lifted	him	straight	into	the	dragon's	mouth,	and	he	was	seen	no	more.
Days	went	by,	and	the	emperor	waited	and	waited	for	the	sons	who	never	came,
and	 could	 not	 sleep	 at	 night	 for	 wondering	 where	 they	 were	 and	 what	 had
become	of	them.	His	youngest	son	wished	to	go	in	search	of	his	brothers,	but	for
long	the	emperor	refused	to	listen	to	him,	lest	he	should	lose	him	also.	But	the
prince	prayed	so	hard	for	leave	to	make	the	search,	and	promised	so	often	that	he
would	 be	 very	 cautious	 and	 careful,	 that	 at	 length	 the	 emperor	 gave	 him
permission,	and	ordered	the	best	horse	in	the	stables	to	be	saddled	for	him.



Full	of	hope	the	young	prince	started	on	his	way,	but	no	sooner	was	he	outside
the	city	walls	than	a	hare	sprang	out	of	the	bushes	and	ran	before	him,	till	they
reached	the	mill.	As	before,	the	animal	dashed	in	through	the	open	door,	but	this
time	he	was	not	followed	by	the	prince.	Wiser	than	his	brothers,	the	young	man
turned	away,	saying	to	himself,	"There	are	as	good	hares	in	the	forest	as	any	that
have	come	out	of	it,	and	when	I	have	caught	them,	I	can	come	back	and	look	for
you."
For	many	hours	he	rode	up	and	down	the	mountain,	but	saw	nothing,	and	at	last,
tired	of	waiting,	he	went	back	to	the	mill.	Here	he	found	an	old	woman	sitting,
whom	he	greeted	pleasantly.
"Good	morning	 to	 you,	 little	mother,"	 he	 said,	 and	 the	 old	woman	 answered,
"Good	morning,	my	son."
"Tell	me,	little	mother,"	went	on	the	prince,	"where	shall	I	find	my	hare?"
"My	son,"	replied	the	old	woman,	"that	was	no	hare,	but	a	dragon	who	has	led
many	men	here,	and	then	has	eaten	them	all."
At	these	words	the	prince's	heart	grew	heavy,	and	he	cried,	"Then	my	brothers
must	have	come	here,	and	have	been	eaten	by	the	dragon!"
"You	 have	 guessed	 right,"	 answered	 the	 old	 woman,	 "and	 I	 can	 give	 you	 no
better	counsel	than	to	go	home	at	once,	before	the	same	fate	overtakes	you."
"Will	you	not	come	with	me	out	of	this	dreadful	place?"	said	the	young	man.
"He	took	me	prisoner,	too,"	answered	she,	"and	I	cannot	shake	off	his	chains."
"Then	 listen	 to	me,"	 cried	 the	prince.	 "When	 the	dragon	 comes	back,	 ask	him
where	he	always	goes	when	he	leaves	here,	and	what	makes	him	so	strong,	and
when	you	have	coaxed	the	secret	from	him,	tell	me	the	next	time	I	come."
So	the	prince	went	home,	and	the	old	woman	remained	in	the	mill,	and	as	soon
as	the	dragon	returned	she	said	to	him:
"Where	have	you	been	all	this	time?	You	must	have	travelled	far?"
"Yes,	little	mother,	I	have	indeed	travelled	far."	answered	he.
Then	the	old	woman	began	to	flatter	him,	and	to	praise	his	cleverness,	and	when
she	thought	she	had	got	him	into	a	good	temper,	she	said,	"I	have	wondered	so
often	 where	 you	 get	 your	 strength	 from,	 and	 I	 do	 wish	 you	 would	 tell	 me.	 I
would	stoop	and	kiss	the	place	out	of	pure	love!"
The	 dragon	 laughed	 at	 this,	 and	 answered,	 "In	 the	 hearthstone	 yonder	 lies	 the
secret	of	my	strength."
Then	 the	 old	 woman	 jumped	 up	 and	 kissed	 the	 hearth,	 whereat	 the	 dragon
laughed	the	more,	and	said,	"You	foolish	creature!	I	was	only	jesting.	It	is	not	in
the	hearthstone,	but	in	that	tall	tree	that	lies	the	secret	of	my	strength."



Then	 the	 old	 woman	 jumped	 up	 again	 and	 put	 her	 arms	 round	 the	 tree,	 and
kissed	it	heartily.	Loudly	laughed	the	dragon	when	he	saw	what	she	was	doing.
"Old	fool,"	he	cried,	as	soon	as	he	could	speak,	"did	you	really	believe	that	my
strength	came	from	that	tree?"
"Where	 is	 it	 then?"	 asked	 the	 old	woman,	 rather	 crossly,	 for	 she	 did	 not	 like
being	made	fun	of.
"My	 strength,"	 replied	 the	 dragon,	 "lies	 far	 away,	 so	 far	 that	 you	 could	 never
reach	it.	Far,	far	from	here	is	a	kingdom,	and	by	its	capital	city	is	a	lake,	and	in
the	 lake	 is	 a	dragon,	 and	 inside	 the	dragon	 is	 a	wild	boar,	 and	 inside	 the	wild
boar	is	a	pigeon,	and	inside	the	pigeon	a	sparrow,	and	inside	the	sparrow	is	my
strength."	 And	 when	 the	 old	 woman	 heard	 this,	 she	 thought	 it	 was	 no	 use
flattering	him	any	longer,	for	never,	never,	could	she	take	his	strength	from	him.
The	following	morning,	when	the	dragon	had	left	the	mill,	the	prince	came	back,
and	the	old	woman	told	him	all	that	the	creature	had	said.	He	listened	in	silence,
and	then	returned	to	the	castle,	where	he	put	on	a	suit	of	shepherd’s	clothes,	and
taking	a	staff	in	his	hand,	he	went	forth	to	seek	a	place	as	tender	of	sheep.
For	some	time	he	wandered	from	village	to	village	and	from	town	to	town,	till	he
came	at	length	to	a	large	city	in	a	distant	kingdom,	surrounded	on	three	sides	by
a	great	lake,	which	happened	to	be	the	very	lake	in	which	the	dragon	lived.	As
was	his	custom,	he	stopped	everybody	whom	he	met	 in	 the	streets	 that	 looked
likely	to	want	a	shepherd	and	begged	them	to	engage	him,	but	they	all	seemed	to
have	shepherds	of	their	own,	or	else	not	to	need	any.	The	prince	was	beginning
to	lose	heart,	when	a	man	who	had	overheard	his	question	turned	round	and	said
that	he	had	better	go	and	ask	the	emperor,	as	he	was	in	search	of	someone	to	see
after	his	flocks.
"Will	you	take	care	of	my	sheep?"	said	the	emperor,	when	the	young	man	knelt
before	him.
"Most	 willingly,	 your	 Majesty,"	 answered	 the	 young	 man,	 and	 he	 listened
obediently	while	the	emperor	told	him	what	he	was	to	do.
"Outside	the	city	walls,"	went	on	the	emperor,	"you	will	find	a	large	lake,	and	by
its	banks	lie	the	richest	meadows	in	my	kingdom.	When	you	are	leading	out	your
flocks	to	pasture,	they	will	all	run	straight	to	these	meadows,	and	none	that	have
gone	there	have	ever	been	known	to	come	back.	Take	heed,	therefore,	my	son,
not	 to	suffer	your	sheep	to	go	where	 they	will,	but	drive	 them	to	any	spot	 that
you	think	best."
With	a	low	bow	the	prince	thanked	the	emperor	for	his	warning,	and	promised	to
do	 his	 best	 to	 keep	 the	 sheep	 safe.	 Then	 he	 left	 the	 palace	 and	 went	 to	 the
market-place,	where	he	bought	two	greyhounds,	a	hawk,	and	a	set	of	pipes.	After
that	he	took	the	sheep	out	to	pasture.	The	instant	the	animals	caught	sight	of	the



lake	lying	before	them,	they	trotted	off	as	fast	as	their	legs	would	go	to	the	green
meadows	lying	round	it.	The	prince	did	not	try	to	stop	them,	he	only	placed	his
hawk	 on	 the	 branch	 of	 a	 tree,	 laid	 his	 pipes	 on	 the	 grass,	 and	 bade	 the
greyhounds	sit	still,	then,	rolling	up	his	sleeves	and	trousers,	he	waded	into	the
water	crying	as	he	did	so,	"Dragon!	Dragon!	If	you	are	not	a	coward,	come	out
and	fight	with	me!"
And	 a	 voice	 answered	 from	 the	 depths	 of	 the	 lake,	 "I	 am	waiting	 for	 you,	O
prince",	and	the	next	minute	the	dragon	reared	himself	out	of	the	water,	huge	and
horrible	to	see.	The	prince	sprang	upon	him	and	they	grappled	with	each	other
and	fought	together	till	the	sun	was	high,	and	it	was	noonday.
Then	 the	dragon	gasped,	 "O	prince,	 let	me	dip	my	burning	head	once	 into	 the
lake,	and	I	will	hurl	you	up	to	the	top	of	the	sky."
But	the	prince	answered,	"Oh,	ho,	my	good	dragon,	do	not	crow	too	soon!	If	the
emperor's	daughter	were	only	here,	and	would	kiss	me	on	the	forehead,	I	would
throw	you	up	higher	still!"
And	suddenly	the	dragon's	hold	loosened,	and	he	fell	back	into	the	lake.
As	soon	as	it	was	evening,	the	prince	washed	away	all	signs	of	the	fight,	took	his
hawk	upon	his	shoulder,	and	his	pipes	under	his	arm,	and	with	his	greyhounds	in
front	and	his	flock	following	after	him	he	set	out	for	the	city.	As	they	all	passed
through	the	streets	 the	people	stared	in	wonder,	for	never	before	had	any	flock
returned	from	the	lake.
The	 next	morning	 he	 rose	 early,	 and	 led	 his	 sheep	 down	 the	 road	 to	 the	 lake.
This	time,	however,	the	emperor	sent	two	men	on	horseback	to	ride	behind	him,
with	orders	to	watch	the	prince	all	day	long.	The	horsemen	kept	the	prince	and
his	 sheep	 in	 sight,	without	 being	 seen	 themselves.	As	 soon	 as	 they	beheld	 the
sheep	 running	 towards	 the	meadows,	 they	 turned	 aside	 up	 a	 steep	 hill,	 which
overhung	the	lake.	When	the	shepherd	reached	the	place	he	laid,	as	before,	his
pipes	on	the	grass	and	bade	the	greyhounds	sit	beside	them,	while	the	hawk	he
perched	on	the	branch	of	the	tree.
Then	he	rolled	up	his	trousers	and	his	sleeves,	and	waded	into	the	water	crying,
"Dragon!	Dragon!	If	you	are	not	a	coward,	come	out	and	fight	with	me!"
And	the	dragon	answered,	"I	am	waiting	for	you,	O	prince,"	and	the	next	minute
he	reared	himself	out	of	the	water,	huge	and	horrible	to	see.	Again	they	clasped
each	other	tight	round	the	body	and	fought	till	it	was	noon.
When	 the	 sun	was	 at	 its	 hottest,	 the	 dragon	gasped,	 "O	prince,	 let	me	dip	my
burning	head	once	in	the	lake,	and	I	will	hurl	you	up	to	the	top	of	the	sky."
But	the	prince	answered,	"Oh,	ho,	my	good	dragon,	do	not	crow	too	soon!	If	the
emperor's	daughter	were	only	here,	and	would	kiss	me	on	the	forehead,	I	would
throw	you	up	higher	still!"



And	suddenly	the	dragon's	hold	loosened,	and	he	fell	back	into	the	lake.
As	soon	as	it	was	evening	the	prince	again	collected	his	sheep,	and	playing	on
his	 pipes	 he	marched	 before	 them	 into	 the	 city.	When	 he	 passed	 through	 the
gates	all	the	people	came	out	of	their	houses	to	stare	in	wonder,	for	never	before
had	any	flock	returned	from	the	lake.
Meanwhile	the	two	horsemen	had	ridden	quickly	back,	and	told	the	emperor	all
that	 they	 had	 seen	 and	 heard.	 The	 emperor	 listened	 eagerly	 to	 their	 tale,	 then
called	his	daughter	to	him	and	repeated	it	to	her.
"Tomorrow,"	he	said,	when	he	had	finished,	"you	shall	go	with	the	shepherd	to
the	lake,	and	then	you	shall	kiss	him	on	the	forehead	as	he	wishes."
But	when	 the	princess	heard	 these	words,	she	burst	 into	 tears,	and	sobbed	out.
"Will	 you	 really	 send	me,	 your	 only	 child,	 to	 that	 dreadful	 place,	 from	which
most	likely	I	shall	never	come	back?"
"Fear	nothing,	my	little	daughter,	all	will	be	well.	Many	shepherds	have	gone	to
that	lake	and	none	have	ever	returned,	but	this	one	has	in	these	two	days	fought
twice	with	the	dragon	and	has	escaped	without	a	wound.	So	I	hope	tomorrow	he
will	kill	 the	dragon	altogether,	and	deliver	 this	 land	from	the	monster	who	has
slain	so	many	of	our	bravest	men."
Scarcely	 had	 the	 sun	 begun	 to	 peep	 over	 the	 hills	 next	 morning,	 when	 the
princess	stood	by	the	shepherd’s	side,	ready	to	go	to	the	lake.	The	shepherd	was
brimming	over	with	 joy,	but	 the	princess	only	wept	bitterly.	"Dry	your	 tears,	 I
implore	you,"	 said	he.	 "If	you	will	 just	do	what	 I	 ask	you,	 and	when	 the	 time
comes,	run	and	kiss	my	forehead,	you	have	nothing	to	fear."
Merrily	the	shepherd	blew	on	his	pipes	as	he	marched	at	the	head	of	his	flock,
only	stopping	every	now	and	then	to	say	to	the	weeping	girl	at	his	side,	"Do	not
cry	so,	Heart	of	Gold,	trust	me	and	fear	nothing."	And	so	they	reached	the	lake.
In	 an	 instant	 the	 sheep	 were	 scattered	 all	 over	 the	 meadows,	 and	 the	 prince
placed	 his	 hawk	 on	 the	 tree,	 and	 his	 pipes	 on	 the	 grass,	 while	 he	 bade	 his
greyhounds	lie	beside	them.	Then	he	rolled	up	his	trousers	and	his	sleeves,	and
waded	into	the	water,	calling,	"Dragon!	Dragon!	If	you	are	not	a	coward,	come
forth,	and	let	us	have	one	more	fight	together."
And	the	dragon	answered,	"I	am	waiting	for	you,	O	prince",	and	the	next	minute
he	reared	himself	out	of	the	water,	huge	and	horrible	to	see.	Swiftly	he	drew	near
to	 the	 bank,	 and	 the	 prince	 sprang	 to	meet	 him,	 and	 they	 grasped	 each	 other
round	the	body	and	fought	till	it	was	noon.
And	when	the	sun	was	at	its	hottest,	the	dragon	cried.	"O	prince,	let	me	dip	my
burning	head	in	the	lake,	and	I	will	hurl	you	to	the	top	of	the	sky."
But	the	prince	answered,	"Oh,	ho,	my	good	dragon,	do	not	crow	too	soon!	If	the



emperor's	 daughter	were	 only	 here,	 and	 she	would	 kiss	my	 forehead,	 I	would
throw	you	higher	still."
Hardly	had	he	 spoken,	when	 the	princess,	who	had	been	 listening,	 ran	up	 and
kissed	him	on	the	forehead.	Then	the	prince	swung	the	dragon	straight	up	 into
the	 clouds,	 and	 when	 he	 touched	 the	 earth	 again,	 he	 broke	 into	 a	 thousand
pieces.	Out	 of	 the	pieces	 there	 sprang	 a	wild	boar	 and	galloped	 away,	 but	 the
prince	called	his	hounds	 to	give	chase,	and	 they	caught	 the	boar	and	 tore	 it	 to
bits.	Out	of	the	pieces	there	sprang	a	hare,	and	in	a	moment	the	greyhounds	were
after	it,	and	they	caught	it	and	killed	it,	and	out	of	the	hare	there	came	a	pigeon.
Quickly	 the	 prince	 let	 loose	 his	 hawk,	which	 soared	 straight	 into	 the	 air,	 then
swooped	upon	the	bird	and	brought	it	to	his	master.	The	prince	cut	open	its	body
and	found	the	sparrow	inside,	as	the	old	woman	had	said.
"Now,"	cried	the	prince,	holding	the	sparrow	in	his	hand,	"now	you	shall	tell	me
where	I	can	find	my	brothers."
"Do	not	hurt	me,"	answered	the	sparrow,	"and	I	will	tell	you	with	all	my	heart."
Behind	your	father's	castle	stands	a	mill,	and	in	the	mill	are	three	slender	twigs.
Cut	off	these	twigs	and	strike	their	roots	with	them,	and	the	iron	door	of	a	cellar
will	open.	In	the	cellar	you	will	find	as	many	people,	young	and	old,	women	and
children,	as	would	fill	a	kingdom,	and	among	them	are	your	brothers."
By	this	time	twilight	had	fallen,	so	the	prince	washed	himself	in	the	lake,	took
the	hawk	on	his	shoulder	and	the	pipes	under	his	arm,	and	with	his	greyhounds
before	him	and	his	flock	behind	him,	marched	gaily	into	the	town,	the	princess
following	 them	all,	 still	 trembling	with	 fright.	And	 so	 they	passed	 through	 the
streets,	thronged	with	a	wondering	crowd,	till	they	reached	the	castle.
Unknown	to	anyone,	 the	emperor	had	stolen	out	on	horseback,	and	had	hidden
himself	on	the	hill,	where	he	could	see	all	that	happened.	When	all	was	over,	and
the	power	of	the	dragon	was	broken	for	ever,	he	rode	quickly	back	to	the	castle,
and	 was	 ready	 to	 receive	 the	 prince	 with	 open	 arms,	 and	 to	 promise	 him	 his
daughter	to	wife.	The	wedding	took	place	with	great	splendour,	and	for	a	whole
week	the	town	was	hung	with	coloured	lamps,	and	tables	were	spread	in	the	hall
of	the	castle	for	all	who	chose	to	come	and	eat.	And	when	the	feast	was	over,	the
prince	told	the	emperor	and	the	people	who	he	really	was,	and	at	this	everyone
rejoiced	 still	more,	 and	 preparations	were	made	 for	 the	 prince	 and	 princess	 to
return	to	their	own	kingdom,	for	the	prince	was	impatient	to	set	free	his	brothers.
The	first	 thing	he	did	when	he	reached	his	native	country	was	 to	hasten	 to	 the
mill,	where	he	found	the	three	twigs	as	the	sparrow	had	told	him.	The	moment
that	he	struck	the	root	 the	 iron	door	flew	open,	and	from	the	cellar	a	countless
multitude	 of	 men	 and	 women	 streamed	 forth.	 He	 bade	 them	 go	 one	 by	 one
wheresoever	 they	would,	while	 he	himself	waited	by	 the	door	 till	 his	 brothers
passed	through.	How	delighted	they	were	to	meet	again,	and	to	hear	all	that	the



prince	had	done	 to	deliver	 them	from	 their	enchantment.	And	 they	went	home
with	him	and	served	him	all	the	days	of	their	lives,	for	they	said	that	he	only	who
had	proved	himself	brave	and	faithful	was	fit	to	be	king.
	



THE	BITER	BIT

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising

Company,	1899
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	WAS	 an	 old	 man	 who,	 whenever	 he	 heard
anyone	complain	how	many	sons	he	had	to	care	for,	always	laughed	and	said,	“I
wish	that	it	would	please	God	to	give	me	a	hundred	sons!”
This	 he	 said	 in	 jest,	 but	 as	 time,	 however,	went	 on	 he	 had,	 in	 reality,	 neither
more	nor	less	than	a	hundred	sons.
He	had	trouble	enough	to	find	different	trades	for	his	sons,	but	when	they	were
once	all	started	in	life	they	worked	diligently	and	gained	plenty	of	money.	Now,
however,	 came	a	 fresh	difficulty.	One	day	 the	eldest	 son	came	 in	 to	his	 father
and	said,	“My	dear	father,	I	think	it	is	quite	time	that	I	should	marry.”
Hardly	 had	he	 said	 these	words	 before	 the	 second	 son	 came	 in,	 saying,	 “Dear
father,	I	think	it	is	already	time	that	you	were	looking	out	for	a	wife	for	me.”
A	moment	later	came	in	the	third	son,	asking,	“Dear	father,	don't	you	think	it	is
high	time	that	you	should	find	me	a	wife?”
In	 like	manner	 came	 the	 fourth	 and	 fifth,	until	 the	whole	hundred	had	made	a
similar	 request.	 All	 of	 them	wished	 to	marry,	 and	 desired	 their	 father	 to	 find
wives	for	them	as	soon	as	he	could.
The	old	man	was	not	a	little	troubled	at	these	requests.	He	said,	however,	to	his
sons,	“Very	well,	my	sons,	I	have	nothing	to	say	against	your	marrying.	There	is,
however,	I	foresee,	one	great	difficulty	in	the	way.	There	are	one	hundred	of	you
asking	for	wives,	and	I	hardly	think	we	can	find	one	hundred	marriageable	girls
in	all	the	fifteen	villages	which	are	in	our	neighbourhood.”
To	 this	 the	 sons,	 however,	 answered,	 “Don't	 be	 anxious	 about	 that,	 but	mount
your	horse	and	 take	 in	your	 sack	 sufficient	 engagement-cakes.	You	must	 take,
also,	a	stick	in	your	hand	so	that	you	can	cut	a	notch	in	it	for	every	girl	you	see.
It	does	not	signify	whether	she	be	handsome	or	ugly,	or	lame	or	blind,	just	cut	a
notch	in	your	stick	for	every	one	you	meet	with.”



The	old	man	said,	“Very	wisely	spoken,	my	sons!	I	will	do	exactly	as	you	tell
me.”
Accordingly	he	mounted	his	horse,	took	a	sack	full	of	cakes	on	his	shoulder	and
a	long	stick	in	his	hand,	and	started	off	at	once	to	beat	up	the	neighbourhood	for
girls	to	marry	his	sons.
The	 old	man	 had	 travelled	 from	 village	 to	 village	 during	 a	whole	month,	 and
whenever	he	had	seen	a	girl	he	cut	a	notch	in	his	stick.	But	he	was	getting	pretty
well	tired,	and	he	began	to	count	how	many	notches	he	had	already	made.	When
he	 had	 counted	 them	 carefully	 over	 and	 over	 again,	 to	 be	 certain	 that	 he	 had
counted	all,	he	could	only	make	out	 seventy-four,	 so	 that	 still	 twenty-six	were
wanting	to	complete	the	number	required.	He	was,	however,	so	weary	with	his
month's	ride,	that	he	determined	to	return	home.
As	he	rode	along,	he	saw	a	priest	driving	oxen	yoked	to	a	plough,	and	seemingly
very	 deep	 in	 anxious	 thought	 about	 something.	Now	 the	 old	man	wondered	 a
little	to	see	the	priest	ploughing	his	own	corn-fields	without	even	a	boy	to	help
him,	 so	 he	 shouted	 to	 ask	 him	 why	 he	 drove	 his	 oxen	 himself.	 The	 priest,
however,	did	not	even	turn	his	head	to	see	who	called	to	him,	so	intent	was	he	in
urging	on	his	oxen	and	in	guiding	his	plough.
The	old	man	thought	he	had	not	spoken	loud	enough,	so	he	shouted	out	again	as
loud	as	he	could,	 “Stop	your	oxen	a	 little,	 and	 tell	me	why	you	are	ploughing
yourself	without	even	a	lad	to	help	you,	and	this,	too,	on	a	holy-day?”
Now	the	priest,	who	was	in	a	perspiration	with	his	hard	work,	answered	testily,
“I	conjure	you	by	your	old	age,	leave	me	in	peace!	I	cannot	tell	you	my	ill-luck.”
At	this	answer,	however,	the	old	man	was	only	the	more	curious,	and	persisted
all	the	more	earnestly	in	asking	questions	to	find	out	why	the	priest	ploughed	on
a	 Saint's	 day.	At	 last	 the	 priest,	 tired	with	 his	 importunity,	 sighed	 deeply	 and
said,	“Well,	if	you	will	know,	I	am	the	only	man	in	my	household,	and	God	has
blessed	me	with	a	hundred	daughters!”
The	 old	man	was	 overjoyed	 at	 hearing	 this,	 and	 exclaimed	 cheerfully,	 “That's
very	good!	It	is	just	what	I	want,	for	I	have	a	hundred	sons,	and	so,	as	you	have	a
hundred	daughters,	we	can	be	friends!”
The	moment	the	priest	heard	this	he	became	pleasant	and	talkative,	and	invited
the	old	man	to	pass	the	night	in	his	house.	Then,	leaving	his	plough	in	the	field,
he	drove	the	oxen	back	to	the	village.	Just	before	reaching	his	house,	however,
he	said	to	the	old	man,	“Go	yourself	into	the	house	whilst	I	tie	up	my	oxen.”
No	sooner,	however,	had	the	old	man	entered	the	yard	than	the	wife	of	the	priest
rushed	at	him	with	a	big	stick,	crying	out,	“We	have	not	bread	enough	for	our
hundred	 daughters,	 and	we	want	 neither	 beggars	 nor	 visitors,”	 and	with	 these
words	she	drove	him	away.



Shortly	 afterwards	 the	 priest	 came	 out	 of	 the	 barn,	 and,	 finding	 the	 old	 man
sitting	on	the	road	before	the	gate,	asked	him	why	he	had	not	gone	into	the	house
as	he	had	told	him	to	do.	Whereupon	the	old	man	replied,	“I	went	in,	but	your
wife	drove	me	away!”
Then	the	priest	said,	“Only	wait	here	a	moment	till	I	come	back	to	fetch	you.”
He	 then	 went	 quickly	 into	 his	 house	 and	 scolded	 his	 wife	 right	 well,	 saying,
“What	 have	 you	 done?	What	 a	 fine	 chance	 you	 have	 spoiled!	 The	 man	 who
came	in	was	going	to	be	our	friend,	for	he	has	a	hundred	sons	who	would	gladly
have	married	our	hundred	daughters!”
When	 the	wife	heard	 this	 she	changed	her	dress	hastily,	 and	arranged	her	hair
and	 head-dress	 in	 a	 different	 fashion.	 Then	 she	 smiled	 very	 sweetly,	 and
welcomed	with	the	greatest	possible	politeness	 the	old	man,	when	her	husband
led	him	into	the	house.	In	fact,	she	pretended	that	she	knew	nothing	at	all	of	him
having	been	driven	away	from	their	door.	And	as	the	old	man	wanted	much	to
find	wives	for	his	sons,	he	also	pretended	that	he	did	not	know	that	the	smiling
house-mistress	and	the	woman	who	drove	him	away	with	a	stick	were	one	and
the	self-same	person.
So	the	old	man	passed	the	night	in	the	house,	and	next	morning	asked	the	priest
formally	 to	 give	 him	 his	 hundred	 daughters	 for	 wives	 for	 his	 hundred	 sons.
Thereupon	the	priest	answered	that	he	was	quite	willing,	and	had	already	spoken
to	his	daughters	about	the	matter,	and	that	they,	too,	were	all	quite	willing.	Then
the	 old	man	 took	 out	 his	 engagement-cakes	 and	 put	 them	 on	 the	 table	 beside
him,	and	gave	each	of	the	girls	a	piece	of	money	to	mark	them.
Then	each	of	the	engaged	girls	sent	a	small	present	by	him	to	that	one	of	his	sons
to	whom	she	was	thus	betrothed.	These	gifts	the	old	man	put	in	the	bag	wherein
he	had	carried	the	engagement-cakes.	He	then	mounted	his	horse,	and	rode	off
merrily	homewards.
There	were	great	rejoicings	in	his	household	when	he	told	how	successful	he	had
been	in	his	search,	and	that	he	really	had	found	a	hundred	girls	ready	and	willing
to	be	married,	and	these	hundred,	too,	a	priest's	daughters.
The	 sons	 insisted	 that	 they	 should	 begin	 to	 make	 the	 wedding	 preparations
without	delay	and	commenced	at	once	to	invite	the	guests	who	were	to	form	part
of	the	wedding	procession	to	go	to	the	priest's	house	and	bring	home	the	brides.
Here,	 however,	 another	 difficulty	 occurred.	 The	 old	 father	 must	 find	 two
hundred	 bride	 leaders_	 (two	 for	 each	 bride),	 one	 hundred	 kooms	 (first
witnesses),	 one	 hundred	 starisvats	 (second	 witnesses),	 one	 hundred	 chaious
(running	 footmen	who	 go	 before	 the	 processions)	 and	 three	 hundred	 vojvodes
(standard-bearers),	and,	besides	these,	a	respectable	number	of	other	non-official
guests.



To	find	all	these	persons	the	father	had	to	hunt	throughout	the	neighbourhood	for
three	years,	at	last,	however,	they	were	all	found,	and	a	day	was	appointed	when
they	were	 to	meet	 at	 his	 house	 and	 go	 then	 in	 procession	 to	 the	 house	 of	 the
priest.
On	the	appointed	day	all	the	invited	guests	gathered	at	the	old	man's	house.	With
great	 noise	 and	 confusion,	 after	 a	 fair	 amount	 of	 feasting,	 the	 wedding
procession	was	formed	properly,	and	set	out	for	the	house	of	the	priest	where	the
hundred	brides	were	already	prepared	for	their	departure	for	their	new	home.
So	great	was	 the	 confusion,	 indeed,	 that	 the	old	man	quite	 forgot	 to	 take	with
him	one	of	the	hundred	sons,	and	never	missed	him	in	the	greeting	and	talking
and	drinking	he	was	obliged,	as	father	of	the	bridegrooms,	to	go	through.	Now
the	young	man	had	worked	so	long	and	so	hard	in	preparing	for	the	wedding-day
that	he	never	woke	up	till	long	after	the	procession	had	started	and	every	one	had
had,	like	his	father,	too	much	to	do	and	too	many	things	to	think	of	to	miss	him.
The	wedding	procession	arrived	in	good	order	at	the	priest's	house,	where	a	feast
was	already	spread	out	for	them.	Having	done	honour	to	the	various	good	things,
and	 having	 gone	 through	 all	 the	 ceremonies	 usual	 on	 such	 occasions,	 the
hundred	brides	were	given	over	to	their	bride	leaders	and	the	procession	started
on	its	return	to	the	old	man's	house.	But,	as	they	did	not	set	off	until	pretty	late	in
the	afternoon,	 it	was	decided	 that	 the	night	 should	be	 spent	 somewhere	on	 the
road.
When	 they	 came,	 therefore,	 to	 a	 certain	 river	 named	 “Luckless”,	 as	 it	 was
already	dark,	some	of	the	men	proposed	that	the	party	should	pass	the	night	by
the	side	of	the	water	without	crossing	over.	However,	some	others	of	the	chief	of
the	party	so	warmly	advised	crossing	the	river	and	encamping	on	the	other	bank,
that	this	course	was	at	length,	after	a	very	lively	discussion,	determined	on,	and
accordingly	the	procession	began	to	move	over	the	bridge.
Just,	 however,	 as	 the	 wedding	 party	 were	 half-way	 across	 the	 bridge	 its	 two
sides	began	to	draw	nearer	each	other,	and	pressed	the	people	so	close	together
that	 they	had	hardly	 room	 to	 breathe,	much	 less	 could	 they	move	 forwards	 or
backwards.
They	 were	 kept	 for	 some	 time	 in	 this	 position,	 some	 shouting	 and	 scolding,
others	 quiet	 because	 frightened,	 until	 at	 length	 a	 black	 giant	 appeared,	 and
shouted	to	them	in	a	terribly	loud	voice,	“Who	are	you	all?	Where	do	you	come
from?	Where	are	you	going?”
Some	 of	 the	 bolder	 among	 them	 answered,	 “We	 are	 going	 to	 our	 old	 friend's
house,	 taking	home	 the	hundred	brides	 for	his	hundred	 sons,	but	unluckily	we
ventured	on	 this	bridge	after	nightfall,	and	 it	has	pressed	us	so	 tightly	 together
that	we	cannot	move	one	way	or	the	other.”



“And	where	is	your	old	friend?”	inquired	the	black	giant.
Now	all	the	wedding	guests	turned	their	eyes	towards	the	old	man.	Thereupon	he
turned	towards	the	giant,	who	instantly	said	to	him,	“Listen,	old	man!	Will	you
give	me	what	 you	 have	 forgotten	 at	 home,	 if	 I	 let	 your	 friends	 pass	 over	 the
bridge?”
The	 old	man	 considered	 some	 time	what	 it	might	 be	 that	 he	 had	 forgotten	 at
home,	but,	at	 last,	not	being	able	to	recollect	anything	in	particular	 that	he	had
left,	 and	 hearing	 on	 all	 sides	 the	 groans	 and	moans	 of	 his	 guests,	 he	 replied,
“Well,	I	will	give	it	you,	if	you	will	only	let	the	procession	pass	over.”
Then	the	black	giant	said	to	the	party,	“You	all	hear	what	he	has	promised,	and
are	all	my	witnesses	 to	 the	bargain.	 In	 three	days	 I	 shall	 come	 to	 fetch	what	 I
have	bargained	for.”
Having	said	 this,	 the	black	giant	widened	 the	bridge	and	 the	whole	procession
passed	on	to	the	other	bank	in	safety.	The	people,	however,	no	longer	wished	to
spend	the	night	on	the	way,	so	they	moved	on	as	fast	as	they	could,	and	early	in
the	morning	reached	the	old	man's	house.
As	everybody	talked	of	the	strange	adventure	they	had	met	with,	the	eldest	son,
who	had	been	left	at	home,	soon	began	to	understand	how	the	matter	stood,	and
went	to	his	father	saying,	“O	my	father!	you	have	sold	me	to	the	black	giant!”
Then	the	old	man	was	very	sorry,	and	troubled,	but	his	friends	comforted	him,
saying,	“Don't	be	frightened!	nothing	will	come	of	it.”
The	marriage	ceremonies	were	celebrated	with	great	 rejoicings.	 Just,	 however,
as	the	festivities	were	at	their	height,	on	the	third	day,	the	black	giant	appeared	at
the	gate	and	shouted,	“Now,	give	me	at	once	what	you	have	promised.”
The	 old	man,	 trembling	 all	 over,	went	 forward	 and	 asked	 him,	 “What	 do	 you
want?”
'Nothing	but	what	you	have	promised	me!”	returned	the	black	giant.
As	he	could	not	break	his	promise,	the	old	man,	very	much	distressed,	was	then
obliged	 to	 deliver	 up	 his	 eldest	 son	 to	 the	 giant,	who	 thereupon	 said,	 “Now	 I
shall	take	your	son	with	me,	but	after	three	years	have	passed	you	can	come	to
the	Luckless	River	and	take	him	away.”
Having	 said	 this	 the	 black	 giant	 disappeared,	 taking	with	 him	 the	 young	man,
whom	he	carried	off	to	his	workshop	as	an	apprentice	to	the	trade	of	witchcraft.
From	that	time	the	poor	old	man	had	not	a	single	moment	of	happiness.	He	was
always	sad	and	anxious,	and	counted	every	year,	and	month,	and	week,	and	even
every	day,	until	the	dawn	of	the	last	day	of	the	three	years.	Then	he	took	a	staff
in	 his	 hand	 and	 hurried	 off	 to	 the	 bank	 of	 the	 river	 Luckless.	 As	 soon	 as	 he
reached	the	river,	he	was	met	by	the	black	giant,	who	asked	him,	“Why	are	you



come?”
The	old	man	answered	that	he	had	come	to	take	home	his	son,	according	to	his
agreement.
Thereupon	the	giant	brought	out	a	tray	on	which	stood	a	sparrow,	a	turtle-dove,
and	a	quail,	and	said	to	the	old	man,	“Now,	if	you	can	tell	which	of	these	is	your
son,	you	may	take	him	away.”
The	poor	 old	 father	 looked	 intently	 at	 the	 three	birds,	 one	 after	 the	other,	 and
over	and	over	again,	but	at	last	he	was	forced	to	own	that	he	could	not	tell	which
of	them	was	his	son.	So	he	was	obliged	to	go	away	by	himself,	and	was	far	more
miserable	 than	 before.	 He	 had	 hardly,	 however,	 got	 half-way	 home	 when	 he
thought	 he	 would	 go	 back	 to	 the	 river	 and	 take	 one	 of	 the	 birds	 which	 he
remembered	had	looked	at	him	intently.
When	he	reached	 the	river	Luckless	he	was	again	met	by	 the	black	giant,	who
brought	out	the	tray	again,	and	placed	on	it	this	time	a	partridge,	a	tit-mouse,	and
a	thrush,	saying,	“Now,	my	old	man,	find	out	which	is	your	son!”
The	 anxious	 father	 again	 looked	 at	 one	 bird	 after	 the	 other,	 but	 he	 felt	 more
uncertain	than	before,	and	so,	crying	bitterly,	again	went	away.
Just	 as	 the	 old	man	was	 going	 through	 a	 forest,	which	was	 between	 the	 river
Luckless	 and	 his	 house,	 an	 old	 woman	 met	 him,	 and	 said,	 “Stop	 a	 moment!
Where	 are	 you	hurrying	 to?	And	why	 are	 you	 in	 such	 trouble?”	Now,	 the	old
man	was	 so	 deeply	musing	 over	 his	 great	 unhappiness	 that	 he	 did	 not	 at	 first
attend	to	the	old	woman,	but	she	followed	him,	calling	after	him,	and	repeating
her	questions	with	more	earnestness.	So	he	stopped	at	last,	and	told	her	what	a
terrible	misfortune	had	fallen	upon	him.
When	the	old	woman	had	listened	to	the	whole	story,	she	said	cheerfully,	“Don't
be	cast	down!	Don't	be	afraid!	Go	back	again	 to	 the	river,	and,	when	the	giant
brings	out	the	three	birds,	look	into	their	eyes	sharply.	When	you	see	that	one	of
the	birds	has	a	tear	in	one	of	its	eyes,	seize	that	bird	and	hold	it	fast,	for	it	has	a
human	soul.”
The	old	man	thanked	her	heartily	for	her	advice,	and	turned	back,	for	the	third
time,	 towards	 the	Luckless	River.	Again	 the	 black	 giant	 appeared,	 and	 looked
very	merry	whilst	he	brought	out	his	tray	and	put	upon	it	a	sparrow,	a	dove,	and
a	woodpecker,	saying,	“My	old	man!	Find	out	which	is	your	son!”
Then	the	father	looked	sharply	into	the	eyes	of	the	birds,	and	saw	that	from	the
right	eye	of	the	dove	a	tear	dropped	slowly	down.	In	a	moment	he	grasped	the
bird	 tightly,	 saying,	 “This	 is	 my	 son!”	 The	 next	 moment	 he	 found	 himself
holding	fast	his	eldest	son	by	the	shoulder,	and	so,	singing	and	shouting	in	his
great	joy,	took	him	quickly	home,	and	gave	him	over	to	his	eldest	daughter-in-
law,	the	wife	of	his	son.



Now,	for	some	time	they	all	lived	together	very	happily.	One	day,	however,	the
young	man	said	 to	his	 father,	“Whilst	 I	was	apprentice	 in	 the	workshop	of	 the
black	giant,	I	learned	a	great	many	tricks	of	witchcraft.	Now	I	intend	to	change
myself	into	a	fine	horse,	and	you	shall	take	me	to	market	and	sell	me	for	a	good
sum	of	money.	But	be	sure	not	to	give	up	the	halter.”
The	father	did	as	 the	son	had	said.	Next	market-day	he	went	 to	 the	city	with	a
fine	horse	which	he	offered	for	sale.	Many	buyers	came	round	him,	admiring	the
horse,	and	bidding	large	sums	for	it,	so	that	at	last	the	old	man	was	able	to	sell	it
for	two	thousand	ducats.	When	he	received	the	money,	he	took	good	care	not	to
let	go	the	halter,	and	he	returned	home	far	richer	than	he	ever	dreamt	of	being.
A	few	days	later,	 the	man	who	had	bought	the	horse	sent	his	servant	with	it	 to
the	river	to	bathe,	and,	whilst	in	the	water,	the	horse	got	loose	from	the	servant
and	 galloped	 off	 into	 the	 neighbouring	 forest.	 There	 he	 changed	 himself	 back
into	his	real	shape,	and	returned	to	his	father's	house.
After	some	time	had	passed,	the	young	man	said	one	day	to	his	father,	“Now	I
will	change	myself	into	an	ox,	and	you	can	take	me	to	market	to	sell	me,	but	take
care	not	to	give	up	the	rope	with	which	you	lead	me.”
So	next	market-day	the	old	man	went	to	the	city	leading	a	very	fine	ox,	and	soon
found	 a	 buyer,	who	offered	him	 ten	 times	 the	 usual	 price	 paid	 for	 an	ox.	The
buyer	 asked	 also	 for	 the	 rope	 to	 lead	 the	 animal	 home,	 but	 the	 old	man	 said,
“What	do	you	want	with	such	an	old	thing?	You	had	better	buy	a	new	one!”	and
he	went	off	taking	with	him	the	rope.
That	evening,	whilst	the	servants	of	the	buyer	were	driving	the	ox	to	the	field,	he
ran	away	 into	a	wood	near,	and,	having	 taken	 there	his	human	shape,	 returned
home	to	his	father's	house.
On	the	eve	of	the	next	market-day,	the	young	man	said	to	his	father,	“Now	I	will
change	myself	into	a	cow	with	golden	horns,	and	you	can	sell	me	as	before,	only
take	care	not	to	give	up	the	string.”
Accordingly	he	changed	himself	next	morning	into	a	cow,	and	the	old	man	took
it	to	the	market-place,	and	asked	for	it	three	hundred	crowns.
But	the	black	giant	had	learnt	that	his	former	apprentice	was	making	a	great	deal
of	money	by	practising	the	trade	he	had	taught	him,	and,	being	jealous	at	this,	he
determined	to	put	an	end	to	the	young	man's	gains.
Therefore,	on	 the	 third	day	he	came	 to	 the	market	himself	 as	a	buyer,	 and	 the
moment	he	saw	the	beautiful	cow	with	golden	horns	he	knew	that	it	could	be	no
other	 than	 his	 former	 apprentice.	 So	 he	 came	 up	 to	 the	 old	man,	 and,	 having
outbid	all	the	other	would-be	purchasers,	paid	at	once	the	price	he	had	agreed	on.
Having	done	this,	he	caught	 the	string	in	his	hand,	and	tried	to	wrench	it	 from
the	 terrified	 old	man,	who	 called	 out,	 “I	 have	 not	 sold	 you	 the	 string,	 but	 the



cow!”	and	held	the	string	as	fast	as	he	could	with	both	hands.
“Oh,	no!”	said	the	buyer,	“I	have	the	law	and	custom	on	my	side!	Whoever	buys
a	 cow,	 buys	 also	 the	 string	 with	 which	 it	 is	 led!”	 Some	 of	 the	 amused	 and
astonished	 lookers-on	 said	 that	 this	was	 quite	 true,	 therefore	 the	 old	man	was
obliged	to	give	up	the	string.
The	black	giant,	well	satisfied	with	his	purchase,	 took	the	cow	with	him	to	his
castle,	 and,	 after	 having	 put	 iron	 chains	 on	 her	 legs,	 fastened	 her	 in	 a	 cellar.
Every	 morning	 the	 giant	 gave	 the	 cow	 some	 water	 and	 hay,	 but	 he	 never
unchained	her.
One	 evening,	 however,	 the	 cow,	with	 incessant	 struggles,	managed	 to	get	 free
from	the	chains,	and	immediately	opened	the	cellar-door	with	her	horns	and	ran
away.
Next	morning	the	black	giant	went	as	usual	into	the	cellar,	carrying	the	hay	and
water	for	 the	cow,	but	seeing	she	had	got	free	and	run	away,	he	 threw	the	hay
down,	and	started	off	at	once	to	pursue	her.
When	he	came	within	sight	of	her,	he	turned	himself	into	a	wolf	and	ran	at	her
with	great	fury,	but	his	clever	apprentice	changed	himself	instantly	from	a	cow
into	a	bear,	whereupon	the	giant	turned	himself	from	a	wolf	into	a	lion,	the	bear
then	 turned	 into	 a	 tiger,	 and	 the	 lion	 changed	 into	 a	 crocodile,	whereupon	 the
tiger	 turned	 into	 a	 sparrow.	 Upon	 this	 the	 giant	 changed	 from	 the	 form	 of	 a
crocodile	 into	a	hawk,	and	 the	apprentice	 immediately	changed	 into	a	hare,	on
seeing	which,	the	hawk	became	a	greyhound.	Then	the	apprentice	changed	from
a	hare	into	a	falcon,	and	the	greyhound	into	an	eagle,	whereupon	the	apprentice
changed	 into	 a	 fish.	 The	 giant	 then	 turned	 from	 an	 eagle	 into	 a	 mouse,	 and
immediately	the	apprentice,	as	a	cat,	ran	after	him,	then	the	giant	turned	himself
into	 a	 heap	 of	 millet,	 and	 the	 apprentice	 transformed	 himself	 into	 a	 hen	 and
chickens,	which	very	greedily	picked	up	all	the	millet	except	one	single	seed,	in
which	the	master	was,	who	changed	himself	into	a	squirrel,	instantly,	however,
the	apprentice	became	a	hawk,	and,	pouncing	on	the	squirrel,	killed	it.
In	this	way	the	apprentice	beat	his	master,	the	black	giant,	and	revenged	himself
for	 all	 the	 sufferings	 he	 had	 endured	 whilst	 learning	 the	 trade	 of	 witchcraft.
Having	killed	the	squirrel,	the	hawk	took	his	proper	shape	again,	and	the	young
man	returned	joyfully	to	his	father,	whom	he	made	immensely	rich.
	



THE	STORY	OF	THREE	WONDERFUL	BEGGARS

Adapted	from	the	story	in	The	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	originally	compiled	by
Andrew	Lang	and	published	in	1903.

	

	

THERE	ONCE	LIVED	A	MERCHANT	WHOSE	name	was	Mark,	and	whom
people	called	"Mark	the	Rich."	He	was	a	very	hard-hearted	man,	for	he	could	not
bear	poor	people,	and	if	he	caught	sight	of	a	beggar	anywhere	near	his	house,	he
would	order	the	servants	to	drive	him	away,	or	would	set	the	dogs	at	him.
One	day	three	very	poor	old	men	came	begging	to	the	door,	and	just	as	he	was
going	 to	 let	 the	 fierce	dogs	 loose	on	 them,	his	 little	daughter,	Anastasia,	 crept
close	up	to	him	and	said,	"Dear	daddy,	let	the	poor	old	men	sleep	here	tonight,
do,	just	to	please	me."
Her	 father	could	not	bear	 to	 refuse	her,	 and	 the	 three	beggars	were	allowed	 to
sleep	 in	a	 loft,	 and	at	night,	when	everyone	 in	 the	house	was	 fast	asleep,	 little
Anastasia	got	up,	climbed	up	to	the	loft,	and	peeped	in.
The	 three	old	men	stood	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	 loft,	 leaning	on	 their	sticks,	with
their	long	grey	beards	flowing	down	over	their	hands,	and	were	talking	together
in	low	voices.
"What	news	is	there?"	asked	the	eldest.
"In	the	next	village	the	peasant	Ivan	has	just	had	his	seventh	son.	What	shall	we
name	him,	and	what	fortune	shall	we	give	him?"	said	the	second.
The	third	whispered,	"Call	him	Vassili,	and	give	him	all	the	property	of	the	hard-
hearted	man	in	whose	loft	we	stand,	and	who	wanted	to	drive	us	from	his	door."
After	a	little	more	talk	the	three	made	themselves	ready	and	crept	softly	away.
Anastasia,	who	had	heard	every	word,	ran	straight	to	her	father,	and	told	him	all.
Mark	was	very	much	surprised,	he	thought,	and	thought,	and	in	the	morning	he
drove	to	the	next	village	to	try	and	find	out	if	such	a	child	really	had	been	born.
He	went	first	to	the	priest,	and	asked	him	about	the	children	in	his	parish.
"Yesterday,"	said	the	priest,	"a	boy	was	born	in	the	poorest	house	in	the	village.	I



named	the	unlucky	little	thing	“Vassili”.	He	is	the	seventh	son,	and	the	eldest	is
only	seven	years	old,	and	 they	hardly	have	a	mouthful	amongst	 them	all.	Who
can	be	got	to	stand	godfather	to	such	a	little	beggar	boy?"
The	merchant's	heart	beat	fast,	and	his	mind	was	full	of	bad	thoughts	about	that
poor	little	baby.	He	would	be	godfather	himself,	he	said,	and	he	ordered	a	fine
christening	 feast,	 so	 the	child	was	brought	 and	christened,	 and	Mark	was	very
friendly	to	its	father.	After	the	ceremony	was	over	he	took	Ivan	aside	and	said,
"Look	here,	my	friend,	you	are	a	poor	man.	How	can	you	afford	to	bring	up	the
boy?	Give	him	to	me	and	I’ll	make	something	of	him,	and	I’ll	give	you	a	present
of	a	thousand	crowns.	Is	that	a	bargain?"
Ivan	 scratched	 his	 head,	 and	 thought,	 and	 thought,	 and	 then	 he	 agreed.	Mark
counted	out	the	money,	wrapped	the	baby	up	in	a	fox	skin,	laid	it	in	the	sledge
beside	him,	and	drove	back	towards	home.	When	he	had	driven	some	miles	he
drew	 up,	 carried	 the	 child	 to	 the	 edge	 of	 a	 steep	 precipice	 and	 threw	 it	 over,
muttering,	"There,	now	try	to	take	my	property!"
Very	soon	after	 this	some	foreign	merchants	 travelled	along	that	same	road	on
the	way	 to	see	Mark	and	 to	pay	 the	 twelve	 thousand	crowns	which	 they	owed
him.
As	 they	were	passing	near	 the	precipice	 they	heard	 a	 sound	of	 crying,	 and	on
looking	over	they	saw	a	little	green	meadow	wedged	in	between	two	great	heaps
of	snow,	and	on	the	meadow	lay	a	baby	amongst	the	flowers.
The	merchants	picked	up	the	child,	wrapped	it	up	carefully,	and	drove	on.	When
they	saw	Mark	they	told	him	what	a	strange	thing	they	had	found.	Mark	guessed
at	once	that	the	child	must	be	his	godson,	asked	to	see	him,	and	said,	"That's	a
nice	little	fellow,	I	should	like	to	keep	him.	If	you	will	make	him	over	to	me,	I
will	let	you	off	your	debt."
The	merchants	were	very	pleased	to	make	so	good	a	bargain,	and	left	the	child
with	Mark	and	drove	off.
At	night	Mark	took	the	child,	put	it	in	a	barrel,	fastened	the	lid	tight	down,	and
threw	 it	 into	 the	sea.	The	barrel	 floated	away	 to	a	great	distance,	and	at	 last	 it
floated	close	up	to	a	monastery.	The	monks	were	just	spreading	out	their	nets	to
dry	on	the	shore,	when	they	heard	the	sound	of	crying.	It	seemed	to	come	from
the	barrel	which	was	bobbing	about	near	the	water's	edge.	They	drew	it	to	land
and	opened	 it,	and	 there	was	a	 little	child!	When	the	abbot	heard	 the	news,	he
decided	to	bring	up	the	boy,	and	named	him	"Vassili".
The	 boy	 lived	 on	 with	 the	 monks,	 and	 grew	 up	 to	 be	 a	 clever,	 gentle,	 and
handsome	young	man.	No	one	could	read,	write,	or	sing	better	than	he,	and	he
did	everything	so	well	that	the	abbot	made	him	wardrobe	keeper.
Now,	 it	 happened	 about	 this	 time	 that	 the	 merchant,	 Mark,	 came	 to	 the



monastery	 in	 the	 course	of	 a	 journey.	The	monks	were	very	polite	 to	him	and
showed	 him	 their	 house	 and	 church	 and	 all	 they	 had.	When	 he	went	 into	 the
church	the	choir	was	singing,	and	one	voice	was	so	clear	and	beautiful,	that	he
asked	 who	 it	 belonged	 to.	 Then	 the	 abbot	 told	 him	 of	 the	 wonderful	 way	 in
which	Vassili	 had	 come	 to	 them,	 and	Mark	 saw	 clearly	 that	 this	must	 be	 his
godson	whom	he	had	twice	tried	to	kill.
He	 said	 to	 the	 abbot,	 "I	 can't	 tell	 you	 how	 much	 I	 enjoy	 that	 young	 man's
singing.	 If	 he	 could	 only	 come	 to	 me	 I	 would	 make	 him	 overseer	 of	 all	 my
business.	As	you	say,	he	is	so	good	and	clever.	Do	spare	him	to	me.	I	will	make
his	fortune,	and	will	present	your	monastery	with	twenty	thousand	crowns."
The	abbot	hesitated	a	good	deal,	but	he	consulted	all	the	other	monks,	and	at	last
they	decided	that	they	ought	not	to	stand	in	the	way	of	Vassili's	good	fortune.
Then	Mark	wrote	a	letter	to	his	wife	and	gave	it	to	Vassili	to	take	to	her,	and	this
was	what	was	 in	 the	 letter,	 "When	 the	bearer	of	 this	arrives,	 take	him	 into	 the
soap	factory,	and	when	you	pass	near	the	great	boiler,	push	him	in.	If	you	don't
obey	my	orders	I	shall	be	very	angry,	for	this	young	man	is	a	bad	fellow	who	is
sure	to	ruin	us	all	if	he	lives."
Vassili	had	a	good	voyage,	and	on	landing	set	off	on	foot	for	Mark's	home.	On
the	way	he	met	three	beggars,	who	asked	him,	"Where	are	you	going,	Vassili?"
"I	am	going	to	the	house	of	Mark	the	Merchant,	and	have	a	letter	for	his	wife,"
replied	Vassili.
"Show	us	the	letter."
Vassili	handed	them	the	letter.	They	blew	on	it	and	gave	it	back	to	him,	saying,
"Now	go	and	give	the	letter	to	Mark's	wife.	You	will	not	be	forsaken."
Vassili	reached	the	house	and	gave	over	the	letter.	When	the	mistress	read	it	she
could	 hardly	 believe	 her	 eyes	 and	 called	 for	 her	 daughter.	 In	 the	 letter	 was
written,	quite	plainly,	"When	you	receive	this	letter,	get	ready	for	a	wedding,	and
let	the	bearer	be	married	next	day	to	my	daughter,	Anastasia.	If	you	don't	obey
my	orders	I	shall	be	very	angry."
Anastasia	 saw	 the	 bearer	 of	 the	 letter	 and	 he	 pleased	 her	 very	 much.	 They
dressed	Vassili	in	fine	clothes	and	next	day	he	was	married	to	Anastasia.
In	due	time,	Mark	returned	from	his	travels.	His	wife,	daughter,	and	son-in-law
all	went	out	 to	meet	him.	When	Mark	 saw	Vassili	 he	 flew	 into	 a	 terrible	 rage
with	his	wife.	"How	dare	you	have	married	my	daughter	without	my	consent?"
he	asked.
"I	only	carried	out	your	orders,"	said	she.	"Here	is	your	letter."
Mark	read	it.	It	certainly	was	his	handwriting,	but	by	no	means	his	wishes.



"Well,"	 thought	he,	"you’ve	escaped	me	 three	 times,	but	 I	 think	I	shall	get	 the
better	of	you	now."	And	he	waited	a	month	and	was	very	kind	and	pleasant	 to
his	daughter	and	her	husband.
At	the	end	of	that	time	he	said	to	Vassili	one	day,	"I	want	you	to	go	for	me	to	my
friend	the	Serpent	King,	in	his	beautiful	country	at	the	world's	end.	Twelve	years
ago	he	built	 a	 castle	on	 some	 land	of	mine.	 I	want	you	 to	 ask	 for	 the	 rent	 for
those	twelve	years	and	also	to	find	out	from	him	what	has	become	of	my	twelve
ships	which	sailed	for	his	country	three	years	ago."
Vassili	 dared	 not	 disobey.	 He	 said	 good-bye	 to	 his	 young	 wife,	 who	 cried
bitterly	at	parting,	hung	a	bag	of	biscuits	over	his	shoulders,	and	set	out.
I	really	cannot	tell	you	whether	the	journey	was	long	or	short,	but	as	he	tramped
along	he	suddenly	heard	a	voice	saying,	"Vassili!	Where	are	you	going?"
Vassili	looked	about	him,	and,	seeing	no	one,	called	out,	"Who	spoke	to	me?"
"I	did.	This	old	wide-spreading	oak.	Tell	me	where	you	are	going."
"I	am	going	to	the	Serpent	King	to	receive	twelve	years’	rent	from	him."
"When	the	time	comes,	remember	me	and	ask	the	king	this;	‘Rotten	to	the	roots,
half	 dead	but	 still	 green,	 stands	 the	old	oak.	 Is	 it	 to	 stand	much	 longer	on	 the
earth?’"
Vassili	went	on	further.	He	came	to	a	river	and	got	 into	 the	ferryboat.	The	old
ferryman	asked,	"Are	you	going	far,	my	friend?"
"I	am	going	to	the	Serpent	King."
"Then	think	of	me	and	say	to	the	king,	‘For	thirty	years	the	ferryman	has	rowed
to	and	fro.	Will	the	tired	old	man	have	to	row	much	longer?’"
"Very	well,"	said	Vassili,	"I’ll	ask	him."
And	he	walked	on.	In	time	he	came	to	a	narrow	strait	of	the	sea	and	across	it	lay
a	 great	 whale	 over	 whose	 back	 people	 walked	 and	 drove	 as	 if	 it	 had	 been	 a
bridge	or	a	road.	As	he	stepped	on	it	the	whale	said,	"Do	tell	me	where	you	are
going."
"I	am	going	to	the	Serpent	King."
And	the	whale	begged,	"Think	of	me	and	say	to	the	king,	‘The	poor	whale	has
been	lying	three	years	across	the	strait,	and	men	and	horses	have	nearly	trampled
his	back	into	his	ribs.	Is	he	to	lie	there	much	longer?’"
"I	will	remember,"	said	Vassili,	and	he	went	on.
He	walked,	and	walked,	and	walked,	 till	he	came	 to	a	great	green	meadow.	 In
the	meadow	stood	a	large	and	splendid	castle.	Its	white	marble	walls	sparkled	in
the	light,	the	roof	was	covered	with	mother	of	pearl,	which	shone	like	a	rainbow,



and	the	sun	glowed	like	fire	on	the	crystal	windows.	Vassili	walked	in,	and	went
from	one	room	to	another	astonished	at	all	the	splendour	he	saw.
When	he	reached	the	last	room	of	all,	he	found	a	beautiful	girl	sitting	on	a	bed.
As	soon	as	she	saw	him	she	said,	"Oh,	Vassili,	what	brings	you	to	this	accursed
place?"
Vassili	told	her	why	he	had	come,	and	all	he	had	seen	and	heard	on	the	way.
The	girl	 said,	 "You	have	not	been	 sent	here	 to	 collect	 rents,	 but	 for	your	own
destruction,	and	that	the	serpent	may	devour	you."
She	 had	 not	 time	 to	 say	 more,	 when	 the	 whole	 castle	 shook,	 and	 a	 rustling,
hissing,	groaning	sound	was	heard.	The	girl	quickly	pushed	Vassili	into	a	chest
under	 the	bed,	 locked	 it	 and	whispered,	 "Listen	 to	what	 the	 serpent	 and	 I	 talk
about."
Then	she	rose	up	to	receive	the	Serpent	King.
The	monster	rushed	into	 the	room,	and	threw	itself	panting	on	the	bed,	crying,
"I’ve	 flown	 half	 over	 the	 world.	 I’m	 tired,	 VERY	 tired,	 and	 want	 to	 sleep.
Scratch	my	head."
The	beautiful	girl	 sat	down	near	him,	 stroking	his	hideous	head,	 and	 said	 in	 a
sweet	coaxing	voice,	"You	know	everything	in	 the	world.	After	you	left,	 I	had
such	a	wonderful	dream.	Will	you	tell	me	what	it	means?"
"Out	with	it	then,	quick!	What	was	it?"
"I	dreamt	 I	was	walking	on	a	wide	 road,	and	an	oak	 tree	 said	 to	me,	 ‘Ask	 the
king	this.	Rotten	at	the	roots,	half	dead,	and	yet	green	stands	the	old	oak.	Is	it	to
stand	much	longer	on	the	earth?’"
"It	must	stand	till	someone	comes	and	pushes	it	down	with	his	foot.	Then	it	will
fall,	and	under	its	roots	will	be	found	more	gold	and	silver	than	even	Mark	the
Rich	has	got."
"Then	 I	dreamt	 I	came	 to	a	 river,	 and	 the	old	 ferryman	said	 to	me,	 ‘For	 thirty
years	 the	 ferryman	 has	 rowed	 to	 and	 fro.	Will	 the	 tired	 old	man	 have	 to	 row
much	longer?’"
"That	depends	on	himself.	If	someone	gets	into	the	boat	to	be	ferried	across,	the
old	man	has	only	to	push	the	boat	off,	and	go	his	way	without	looking	back.	The
man	in	the	boat	will	then	have	to	take	his	place."
"And	at	last	I	dreamt	that	I	was	walking	over	a	bridge	made	of	a	whale's	back,
and	the	living	bridge	spoke	to	me	and	said,	‘Here	have	I	been	stretched	out	these
three	years,	and	men	and	horses	have	trampled	my	back	down	into	my	ribs.	Must
I	lie	here	much	longer?’"
"He	will	have	to	lie	there	till	he	has	thrown	up	the	twelve	ships	of	Mark	the	Rich



which	he	swallowed.	Then	he	may	plunge	back	into	the	sea	and	heal	his	back."
And	the	Serpent	King	closed	his	eyes,	turned	round	on	his	other	side,	and	began
to	snore	so	loud	that	the	windows	rattled.
In	all	haste	the	lovely	girl	helped	Vassili	out	of	the	chest,	and	showed	him	part
of	his	way	back.	He	thanked	her	very	politely,	and	hurried	off.
When	he	reached	the	strait	the	whale	asked,	"Have	you	thought	of	me?"
"Yes,	as	soon	as	I	am	on	the	other	side	I	will	tell	you	what	you	want	to	know."
When	he	was	on	the	other	side	Vassili	said	to	the	whale,	"Throw	up	those	twelve
ships	of	Mark's	which	you	swallowed	three	years	ago."
The	great	fish	heaved	itself	up	and	threw	up	all	the	twelve	ships	and	their	crews.
Then	he	shook	himself	for	joy,	and	plunged	into	the	sea.
Vassili	went	on	further	till	he	reached	the	ferry,	where	the	old	man	asked,	"Did
you	think	of	me?"
"Yes,	and	as	soon	as	you	have	ferried	me	across	I	will	tell	you	what	you	want	to
know."
When	they	had	crossed	over,	Vassili	said,	"Let	the	next	man	who	comes	stay	in
the	boat,	but	 if	you	step	on	shore	and	push	 the	boat	off,	 then	you	will	be	free,
and	the	other	man	must	take	your	place.”
Then	Vassili	went	on	further	still,	and	soon	came	to	the	old	oak	tree,	pushed	it
with	his	foot,	and	it	fell	over.	There,	at	the	roots,	was	more	gold	and	silver	than
even	Mark	the	Rich	had.
And	now	 the	 twelve	 ships	which	 the	whale	had	 thrown	up	came	sailing	along
and	 anchored	 close	 by.	 On	 the	 deck	 of	 the	 first	 ship	 stood	 the	 three	 beggars
whom	 Vassili	 had	 met	 formerly,	 and	 they	 said,	 "Heaven	 has	 blessed	 you,
Vassili."	Then	they	vanished	away	and	he	never	saw	them	again.
The	sailors	carried	all	the	gold	and	silver	into	the	ship,	and	then	they	set	sail	for
home	with	Vassili	on	board.
Mark	was	more	 furious	 than	 ever.	He	 had	 his	 horses	 harnessed	 and	 drove	 off
himself	to	see	the	Serpent	King	and	to	complain	of	the	way	in	which	he	had	been
betrayed.	When	he	reached	the	river	he	sprang	into	the	ferryboat.	The	ferryman,
however,	did	not	get	in	but	pushed	the	boat	off....
Vassili	led	a	good	and	happy	life	with	his	dear	wife,	and	his	kind	mother-in-law
lived	with	them.	He	helped	the	poor	and	fed	and	clothed	the	hungry	and	naked
and	all	Mark's	riches	became	his.
For	 many	 years	 Mark	 has	 been	 ferrying	 people	 across	 the	 river.	 His	 face	 is
wrinkled,	his	hair	and	beard	are	snow	white,	and	his	eyes	are	dim,	but	 still	he
rows	on.



	



THE	THREE	SUITORS

Adapted	from	the	original	story	in	Serbian	Folk-lore	by	Madame	Elodie	L.
Mijatovich,	published	by	The	Columbus	Printing,	Publishing	&	Advertising
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IN	A	VERY	REMOTE	COUNTRY	THERE	formerly	lived	a	king	who	had	only
one	child,	an	exceedingly	beautiful	daughter.	The	princess	had	a	great	number	of
suitors,	 and	 amongst	 them	were	 three	 young	 noblemen,	whom	 the	 king	 loved
much.	As,	however,	 the	king	 liked	 the	 three	nobles	 equally	well,	 he	could	not
decide	 to	which	 of	 the	 three	 he	 should	 give	 his	 daughter	 as	 a	wife.	One	 day,
therefore,	he	called	the	three	young	noblemen	to	him,	and	said,	“Go	all	of	you
and	 travel	 about	 the	 world.	 The	 one	 of	 you	 who	 brings	 home	 the	 most
remarkable	thing	shall	become	my	son-in-law!”
The	 three	 suitors	 started	at	once	on	 their	 travels,	 each	of	 them	 taking	opposite
ways,	 and	 going	 in	 search	 of	 remarkable	 things	 into	 distant	 and	 different
countries.
Not	 long	 afterwards	 one	 of	 the	 young	 nobles	 found	 a	wonderful	 carpet	which
would	carry	rapidly	through	the	air	whoever	sat	upon	it.
Another	 of	 them	 found	 a	 marvellous	 telescope,	 through	 which	 he	 could	 see
everybody	and	everything	in	the	world,	and	even	the	many-coloured	sands	at	the
bottom	of	the	great	deep	sea.
The	third	found	a	wonder-working	ointment,	which	could	cure	every	disease	in
the	world,	and	even	bring	dead	people	back	to	life	again.
Now	the	three	noble	travellers	were	far	distant	from	each	other	when	they	found
these	wonderful	 things.	But	when	the	young	man	who	had	found	the	 telescope
looked	 through	 it	 he	 saw	one	of	 his	 former	 friends	 and	present	 rivals	walking
with	a	carpet	on	his	shoulder,	and	so	he	set	out	to	join	him.	As	he	could	always
see,	 by	means	 of	 his	marvellous	 telescope,	where	 the	 other	 nobleman	was,	 he
had	no	great	difficulty	in	finding	him,	and	when	the	two	had	met,	they	sat	side
by	 side	on	 the	wonderful	 carpet,	 and	 it	 carried	 them	 through	 the	 air	until	 they
had	joined	the	third	traveller.



One	day,	when	each	of	 them	had	been	 telling	of	 the	 remarkable	 things	he	had
seen	 in	his	 travels,	one	of	 them	exclaimed	suddenly,	“Now	let	us	see	what	 the
beautiful	princess	is	doing,	and	where	she	is.”	Then	the	noble	who	had	found	the
telescope	 looked	 through	 it	 and	saw,	 to	his	great	 surprise	and	dismay,	 that	 the
king's	daughter	was	lying	very	sick,	and	at	the	point	of	death.	He	told	this	to	his
two	friends	and	rivals,	and	they,	too,	were	as	thunderstruck	at	the	bad	news,	until
the	one	who	had	found	the	wonder-working	ointment,	remembering	it	suddenly.
He	exclaimed,	“I	am	sure	I	could	cure	her,	if	I	could	only	reach	the	palace	soon
enough!”
On	hearing	this,	the	noble	who	had	found	the	wonderful	carpet,	cried	out,	“Let
us	sit	down	on	my	carpet,	and	it	will	quickly	carry	us	to	the	king's	palace!”
Thereupon	the	three	nobles	gently	placed	themselves	on	the	carpet,	which	rose
instantly	in	the	air,	and	carried	them	direct	to	the	king's	palace.
The	king	received	 them	immediately,	but	said	very	sadly,	“I	am	sorry	for	you,
for	 all	 your	 travels	 have	 been	 in	 vain.	My	 daughter	 is	 just	 dying,	 so	 she	 can
marry	none	of	you!”
But	 the	 nobleman	 who	 possessed	 the	 wonder-working	 ointment	 said
respectfully,	 “Do	 not	 fear,	 sire,	 the	 princess	 will	 not	 die!”	 And	 on	 being
permitted	 to	enter	 the	apartment	where	she	 lay	sick,	he	placed	 the	ointment	so
that	 she	 could	 smell	 it.	 In	 a	 few	moments	 the	 princess	 revived,	 and	when	 her
waiting-women	had	rubbed	a	little	of	the	ointment	in	her	skin	she	recovered	so
quickly	that	in	a	few	days	she	was	better	than	she	had	been	before	she	was	taken
ill.
The	 king	was	 so	 glad	 to	 have	 his	 daughter	 given	 back	 to	 him,	 as	 he	 thought,
from	 the	 grave,	 that	 he	 declared	 that	 she	 should	marry	 no	 one	 but	 the	 young
nobleman	whose	wonderful	ointment	had	cured	her.
But	 now	 a	 great	 dispute	 arose	 between	 the	 three	 young	 nobles,	 the	 one	 who
possessed	the	ointment	affirmed	that	had	he	not	found	it	the	princess	would	have
died,	and	could	not,	therefore,	have	married	any	one,	the	noble	who	owned	the
telescope	 declared	 that	 had	 he	 not	 found	 the	 wonderful	 telescope	 they	 would
never	have	known	that	the	princess	was	dying,	and	so	his	friend	would	not	have
brought	the	ointment	to	cure	her,	whilst	the	third	noble	proved	to	them	that	had
he	not	 found	 the	wonderful	 carpet,	 neither	 the	 finding	of	 the	ointment	 nor	 the
telescope	would	 have	 helped	 the	 princess,	 since	 they	 could	 not	 have	 travelled
such	a	great	distance	in	time	to	save	her.
The	king,	overhearing	this	dispute,	called	the	young	noblemen	to	him,	and	said
to	 them,	“My	lords,	 from	what	you	have	said,	 I	see	 that	 I	cannot,	with	 justice,
give	my	daughter	to	any	of	you.	Therefore,	I	pray	you	to	give	up	altogether	the
idea	of	marrying	her,	and	 that	you	continue	friends	as	you	always	were	before



you	became	rivals.'
The	three	young	nobles	saw	that	the	king	had	decided	justly,	so	they	all	left	their
native	country,	and	went	into	a	far-off	desert	to	live	like	hermits.	And	the	king
gave	the	princess	to	another	of	his	great	nobles.
Many,	many	years	had	passed	away	since	the	marriage	of	the	princess,	when	her
husband	was	 sent	 by	 her	 father	 to	 a	 distant	 country	with	which	 the	 king	was
waging	 war.	 The	 nobleman	 took	 his	 wife,	 the	 princess,	 with	 him,	 as	 he	 was
uncertain	how	long	he	might	be	forced	to	remain	abroad.	Now	it	happened	that	a
violent	 storm	 arose	 just	 as	 the	 vessel,	 in	 which	 the	 princess	 and	 her	 husband
were	 sailing,	 was	 approaching	 a	 strange	 coast,	 and	 in	 the	 height	 of	 the	 great
tempest	 the	 ship	 dashed	 on	 some	 rocks,	 and	went	 to	 pieces	 instantly.	 All	 the
people	on	board	perished	in	the	waves,	excepting	only	the	princess,	who	clung
very	fast	to	a	boat,	and	was	carried	by	the	wind	and	the	tide	to	the	sea-shore.
There	she	found	what	seemed	to	be	an	uninhabited	country,	and,	finding	a	small
cave	in	a	rock,	she	lived	in	it	alone	three	years,	feeding	on	wild	herbs	and	fruits.
She	searched	every	day	to	find	some	way	out	of	the	forest	which	surrounded	her
cave,	 but	 could	 find	 none.	One	 day,	 however,	when	 she	 had	wandered	 farther
than	usual	 from	the	cave	where	she	 lived,	she	came	suddenly	on	another	cave,
which	had,	to	her	great	astonishment,	a	small	door.	She	tried	over	and	over	again
to	open	the	door,	thinking	she	would	pass	the	night	in	the	cave,	but	all	her	efforts
were	 unavailing,	 it	 was	 shut	 so	 fast.	 At	 length,	 however,	 a	 deep	 voice	 from
within	the	cave	called	out,	“Who	is	at	the	door?'
At	 this	 the	 princess	 was	 so	 surprised	 that	 she	 could	 not	 answer	 for	 some
moments.	When,	however,	she	had	recovered	a	little,	she	said,	“Open	the	door!”
Immediately	the	door	was	opened	from	within,	and	she	saw,	with	sudden	terror,
an	old	man	with	a	thick	grey	beard	reaching	below	his	waist,	and	long	white	hair
flowing	over	his	shoulders.
What	frightened	the	princess	the	more	was	her	finding	a	man	living	here	in	the
same	desert	where	she	had	lived	herself	three	years	without	seeing	a	single	soul.
The	hermit	and	the	princess	looked	at	each	long	and	earnestly	without	saying	a
word.	At	 length,	 however,	 the	 old	man	 said,	 “Tell	me,	 are	 you	 an	 angel	 or	 a
daughter	of	this	world?'
Then	the	princess	answered,	“Old	man,	let	me	rest	a	moment,	and	then	I	will	tell
you	 all	 about	myself,	 and	what	 brought	me	 here!”	 So	 the	 hermit	 brought	 out
some	wild	pears,	and	when	the	princess	had	 taken	some	of	 them,	she	began	 to
tell	him	who	she	was,	and	how	she	came	in	that	desert.	She	said,	“I	am	a	king's
daughter,	 and	 once,	 many	 years	 ago,	 three	 young	 nobles	 of	my	 father's	 court
asked	 the	 king	 for	 my	 hand	 in	 marriage.	 Now	 the	 king	 had	 such	 an	 equal
affection	for	all	these	three	young	men	that	he	was	unwilling	to	give	pain	to	any
of	them,	so	he	sent	them	to	travel	into	distant	countries,	and	promised	to	decide



between	them	when	they	returned.
“The	 three	 noblemen	 remained	 a	 long	 time	 away,	 and	 whilst	 they	 were	 still
abroad	somewhere,	I	fell	dangerously	ill.	I	was	just	at	the	point	of	death,	when
they	 all	 three	 returned	 suddenly,	 one	 of	 them	 bringing	 a	 wonderful	 ointment
which	cured	me	at	once,	the	two	others	brought	each	equally	remarkable	things,
being	a	carpet	that	would	carry	whoever	sat	on	it	through	the	air,	and	a	telescope
with	which	one	 could	 see	 everybody	 and	 everything	 in	 the	world,	 even	 to	 the
sands	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea.”
The	 princess	 had	 gone	 on	 thus	 far	 with	 her	 story,	 when	 the	 hermit	 suddenly
interrupted	her,	saying,	“All	that	happened	afterwards	I	know	as	well	as	you	can
tell	me.	Look	at	me,	my	daughter!	 I	am	one	of	 those	noblemen	who	sought	 to
win	your	hand,	and	here	is	the	wonderful	telescope.”	And	the	hermit	brought	out
the	 instrument	 from	a	 recess	 in	 the	 side	of	his	 cave	before	he	 continued,	 “My
two	 friends	 and	 rivals	 came	 with	 me	 to	 this	 desert.	 We	 parted,	 however,
immediately,	 and	have	never	met	 since.	 I	know	not	whether	 they	are	 living	or
dead,	but	I	will	look	for	them.”
Then	 the	 hermit	 looked	 through	 his	 telescope,	 and	 saw	 that	 the	 other	 two
noblemen	 were	 living	 in	 caves	 like	 his,	 in	 different	 parts	 of	 the	 same	 desert.
Having	found	this	out,	he	took	the	princess	by	the	hand,	and	led	her	on	until	they
found	 the	 other	 hermits.	 When	 all	 were	 re-united,	 the	 princess	 related	 her
adventures	since	the	ship	had	gone	down,	and	she	alone	had	been	saved.
The	 three	 noble	 hermits	were	 pleased	 to	 see	 her	 alive	 once	 again,	 but	 at	 once
decided	that	they	ought	to	send	her	back	to	the	king,	her	father.
Then	 they	 made	 the	 princess	 a	 present	 of	 the	 wonderful	 telescope,	 and	 the
wonder-working	 ointment,	 and	 placed	 her	 on	 the	 wonderful	 carpet,	 which
carried	her	and	her	treasures	quickly	and	safely	to	her	father's	palace.	As	for	the
three	noblemen,	they	remained,	still	living	like	hermits,	in	the	desert,	only	they
visited	each	other	now	and	then,	so	that	the	years	seemed	no	longer	so	tedious	to
them.	For	they	had	many	adventures	to	relate	to	each	other.
The	 king	was	 exceedingly	 glad	 to	 receive	 his	 only	 child	 back	 safely,	 and	 the
princess	 lived	with	her	father	many	years	but	neither	 the	king	nor	his	daughter
could	entirely	forget	the	three	noble	friends	who,	for	her	sake,	lived	like	hermits
in	a	wild	desert	in	a	far-off	land.
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THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	KING	WHO	had	 three	 sons.	One	 evening,	when	 the
young	princes	were	going	to	sleep,	 the	king	ordered	them	to	take	good	note	of
their	dreams	and	come	and	tell	them	to	him	next	morning.
So,	the	next	day	the	princes	went	to	their	father	as	soon	as	they	awoke,	and	the
moment	 the	 king	 saw	 them	 he	 asked	 of	 the	 eldest,	 “Well,	 what	 have	 you
dreamt?”
The	prince	answered,	“I	dreamt	that	I	should	be	the	heir	to	your	throne.”
And	 the	 second	 said,	 “And	 I	 dreamt	 that	 I	 should	 be	 the	 first	 subject	 in	 the
kingdom.”
Then	the	youngest	said,	“I	dreamt	that	I	was	going	to	wash	my	hands,	and	that
the	princes,	my	brothers,	held	the	basin,	whilst	the	queen,	my	mother,	held	fine
towels	for	me	to	dry	my	hands	with,	and	you,	your	majesty,	poured	water	over
them	from	a	golden	ewer.”
The	king,	hearing	this	last	dream,	became	very	angry,	and	exclaimed,	“What!	I,
the	king,	pour	water	over	the	hands	of	my	own	son!	Go	away	this	instant	out	of
my	palace,	and	out	of	my	kingdom!	You	are	no	longer	my	son.”
The	poor	young	prince	tried	hard	to	make	his	peace	with	his	father,	saying	that
he	was	really	not	to	be	blamed	for	what	he	had	only	dreamed,	but	the	king	grew
more	and	more	furious,	and	at	last	actually	threw	the	prince	out	of	the	palace.
So	the	young	prince	was	obliged	to	wander	up	and	down	in	different	countries,
until	one	day,	being	in	a	large	forest,	he	saw	a	cave,	and	entered	it	to	rest.	There,
to	his	great	surprise	and	joy,	he	found	a	large	kettle	full	of	Indian	corn,	boiling
over	a	fire	and,	being	exceedingly	hungry,	began	to	help	himself	to	the	corn.	In
this	 way	 he	 went	 until	 he	 was	 shocked	 to	 see	 he	 had	 nearly	 eaten	 up	 all	 the
maize,	and	then,	being	afraid	some	mischief	would	come	of	it,	he	looked	about
for	a	place	in	which	to	hide	himself.	At	this	moment,	however,	a	great	noise	was



heard	at	the	cave-mouth,	and	he	had	only	time	to	hide	himself	in	a	dark	corner
before	a	blind	old	man	entered,	riding	on	a	great	goat	and	driving	a	number	of
goats	before	him.
The	old	man	rode	straight	up	to	the	kettle,	but	as	soon	as	he	found	that	the	corn
was	 nearly	 all	 gone,	 he	 began	 to	 suspect	 that	 someone	was	 there,	 and	 groped
about	the	cave	until	he	caught	hold	of	the	prince.
'Who	 are	 you?”	 asked	 he	 sharply,	 and	 the	 prince	 answered,	 “I	 am	 a	 poor,
homeless	wanderer	about	the	world,	and	have	come	now	to	beg	you	to	be	good
enough	to	receive	me.”
'Well,”	 said	 the	old	man,	“why	not?	 I	 shall	at	 least	have	someone	 to	mind	my
corn	whilst	I	am	out	with	my	goats	in	the	forest.'
So	they	lived	together	for	some	time,	the	prince	remaining	in	the	cave	to	boil	the
maize,	whilst	the	old	man	drove	out	his	goats	every	morning	into	the	forest.
One	day,	however,	the	old	man	said	to	the	prince,	“I	think	you	shall	take	out	the
goats	today,	and	I	will	stay	at	home	to	mind	the	corn.”
This	the	prince	consented	to	very	gladly,	as	he	was	tired	of	living	so	long	quietly
in	 the	 cave.	 But	 the	 old	 man	 added,	 “Mind	 only	 one	 thing!	 There	 are	 nine
different	mountains,	and	you	can	let	the	goats	go	freely	over	eight	of	them,	but
you	must	on	no	account	go	on	the	ninth.	The	Vilas	(fairies)	live	there,	and	they
will	certainly	put	out	your	eyes	as	they	have	put	out	mine,	if	you	venture	on	their
mountain.”
The	prince	 thanked	 the	old	man	 for	his	warning,	and	 then,	mounting	 the	great
goat,	drove	the	rest	of	the	goats	before	him	out	of	the	cave.
Following	 the	 goats,	 he	 had	 passed	 over	 all	 the	mountains	 to	 the	 eighth,	 and
from	this	he	could	see	the	ninth	mountain,	and	could	not	resist	the	temptation	he
felt	to	go	upon	it.	So	he	said	to	himself,	“I	will	venture	up,	whatever	happens!”
Hardly	had	he	stepped	on	the	ninth	mountain	before	the	Vilas	surrounded	him,
and	prepared	to	put	out	his	eyes.	But,	happily	a	thought	came	into	his	head,	and
he	exclaimed,	quickly,	“Dear	Vilas,	why	take	this	sin	on	your	heads?	Better	let
us	make	a	bargain,	that	if	you	spring	over	a	tree	that	I	will	place	ready	to	jump
over,	you	shall	put	out	my	eyes,	and	I	will	not	blame	you!”
So	 the	 Vilas	 consented	 to	 this,	 and	 the	 prince	 went	 and	 brought	 a	 large	 tree,
which	he	cleft	down	the	middle	almost	to	the	root,	this	done,	he	placed	a	wedge
to	keep	the	two	halves	of	the	trunk	open	a	little.
When	it	was	fixed	upright,	he	himself	first	 jumped	over	 it,	and	then	he	said	 to
the	Vilas,	“Now	it	is	your	turn.	Let	us	see	if	you	can	spring	over	the	tree!”
One	Vila	attempted	to	spring	over,	but	at	the	same	moment	the	prince	knocked
the	wedge	 out,	 and	 the	 trunk	 closing,	 at	 once	 held	 the	Vila	 fast.	 Then	 all	 the



other	Vilas	were	alarmed,	and	begged	him	to	open	the	trunk	and	let	their	sister
free,	promising,	in	return,	to	give	him	anything	he	might	ask.
The	 prince	 said,	 “I	want	 nothing	 except	 to	 keep	my	 own	 eyes,	 and	 to	 restore
eyesight	 to	 that	poor	old	man.”	So	 the	Vilas	gave	him	a	certain	herb,	and	 told
him	to	lay	it	over	the	old	man's	eyes,	and	then	he	would	recover	his	sight.	The
prince	took	the	herb,	opened	the	tree	a	little	so	as	to	let	the	Vila	free,	and	then
rode	back	on	the	goat	to	the	cave,	driving	the	other	goats	before	him.	When	he
arrived	there	he	placed	at	once	the	herb	on	the	old	man's	eyes,	and	in	a	moment
his	eyesight	came	back,	to	his	exceeding	surprise	and	joy.
Next	morning	 the	old	man,	 before	 he	drove	out	 his	 goats,	 gave	 the	prince	 the
keys	of	eight	closets	in	the	cave,	but	warned	him	on	no	account	to	open	the	ninth
closet,	although	 the	key	hung	directly	over	 the	door.	Then	he	went	out,	 telling
the	prince	to	take	good	care	that	the	corn	was	ready	for	their	suppers.
Left	 alone	 in	 the	 cave,	 the	 young	man	 began	 to	wonder	what	might	 be	 in	 the
ninth	closet,	and	at	last	he	could	not	resist	the	temptation	to	take	down	the	key
and	open	the	door	to	look	in.
What	 was	 his	 surprise	 to	 see	 there	 a	 golden	 horse,	 with	 a	 golden	 greyhound
beside	him,	and	near	them	a	golden	hen	and	golden	chickens	were	busy	picking
up	golden	millet-seeds.
The	young	prince	gazed	at	them	for	some	time,	admiring	their	beauty,	and	then
he	 spoke	 to	 the	 golden	 horse,	 “Friend,	 I	 think	 we	 had	 better	 leave	 this	 place
before	the	old	man	comes	back	again.”
'Very	well,”	answered	the	golden	horse,	“I	am	quite	willing	to	go	away,	only	you
must	take	heed	to	what	I	am	going	to	tell	you.	Go	and	find	linen	cloth	enough	to
spread	over	the	stones	at	the	mouth	of	the	cave,	for	if	the	old	man	hears	the	ring
of	my	hoofs	he	will	be	certain	to	kill	you.	Then	you	must	take	with	you	a	little
stone,	a	drop	of	water,	and	a	pair	of	scissors,	and	the	moment	I	tell	you	to	throw
them	down	you	must	obey	me	quickly,	or	you	are	lost.”
The	 prince	 did	 everything	 that	 the	 golden	 horse	 had	 ordered	 him,	 and	 then,
taking	up	the	golden	hen	with	her	chickens	in	a	bag,	he	placed	it	under	his	arm,
and	mounted	the	horse	and	rode	quickly	out	of	the	cave,	leading	with	him,	in	a
leash,	the	golden	greyhound.	But	the	moment	they	were	in	the	open	air	the	old
man,	although	he	was	very	far	off,	tending	his	goats	on	a	distant	mountain,	heard
the	clang	of	the	golden	hoofs,	and	cried	to	his	great	goat,	“They	have	run	away.
Let	us	follow	them	at	once.”
In	a	wonderfully	short	time	the	old	man	on	his	great	goat	came	so	near	the	prince
on	his	golden	horse,	that	the	horse	shouted,	“Throw	now	the	little	stone!”
The	 moment	 the	 prince	 had	 thrown	 it	 down,	 a	 high	 rocky	 mountain	 rose	 up
between	him	and	the	old	man	and	before	the	goat	had	climbed	over	it,	the	golden



horse	had	gained	much	ground.	Very	soon,	however,	the	old	man	was	so	nearly
catching	 them	 that	 the	 horse	 shouted,	 “Throw,	 now,	 the	 drop	 of	 water!”	 The
prince	obeyed	instantly,	and	immediately	saw	a	broad	river	flowing	between	him
and	his	pursuer.
It	took	the	old	man	on	his	goat	so	long	to	cross	the	river	that	the	prince	on	his
golden	 horse	 was	 far	 away	 before	 them,	 but	 for	 all	 that	 it	 was	 not	 very	 long
before	the	horse	heard	the	goat	so	near	behind	him	that	he	shouted,	“Throw	the
scissors.”	The	prince	threw	them,	and	the	goat,	running	over	them,	injured	one
of	his	forelegs	very	badly.
When	the	old	man	saw	this,	he	exclaimed,	“Now	I	see	I	cannot	catch	you,	so	you
may	keep	what	you	have	taken.	But	you	will	do	wisely	to	listen	to	my	counsel.
People	will	 be	 sure	 to	 kill	 you	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 your	 golden	 horse,	 so	 you	 had
better	buy	at	once	a	donkey,	and	take	the	hide	to	cover	your	horse.	And	do	the
same	with	your	golden	greyhound.'
Having	said	 this,	 the	old	man	turned	and	rode	back	to	his	cave,	and	the	prince
lost	no	time	in	attending	to	his	advice,	and	covered	with	donkey-hide	his	golden
horse	and	his	golden	hound.
After	 travelling	 a	 long	 time	 the	 prince	 came	 unawares	 to	 the	 kingdom	 of	 his
father.	There	he	heard	 that	 the	king	had	had	a	ditch,	 three	hundred	yards	wide
and	 four	 hundred	yards	 deep,	 dug,	 and	had	proclaimed	 that	whosoever	 should
leap	his	horse	over	it,	should	have	the	princess,	his	daughter,	for	wife.
Almost	a	whole	year	had	elapsed	since	the	proclamation	was	issued,	but	as	yet
no	one	had	dared	 to	 risk	 the	 leap.	When	 the	prince	heard	 this,	he	 said,	 “I	will
leap	over	it	with	my	donkey	and	my	dog!”	and	he	leapt	over	it.
But	 the	 king	was	 very	 angry	when	 he	 heard	 that	 a	 poorly	 dressed	man,	 on	 a
donkey,	 had	 dared	 to	 leap	 over	 the	 great	 ditch	which	 had	 frightened	 back	 his
bravest	knights,	 so	he	had	 the	disguised	prince	 thrown	 into	one	of	his	deepest
dungeons,	together	with	his	donkey	and	his	dog.
Next	 morning	 the	 king	 sent	 some	 of	 his	 servants	 to	 see	 if	 the	 man	 was	 still
living,	and	these	soon	ran	back	to	him,	full	of	wonder,	and	told	him	that	they	had
found	 in	 the	 dungeon,	 instead	 of	 a	 poor	 man	 and	 his	 donkey,	 a	 young	 man,
beautifully	 dressed,	 a	 golden	 horse,	 a	 golden	 greyhound,	 and	 a	 golden	 hen,
surrounded	by	golden	chickens,	which	were	picking	up	golden	millet-seeds	from
the	ground.
Then	 the	 king	 said,	 “That	must	 be	 some	 powerful	 prince.”	 So	 he	 ordered	 the
queen,	and	the	princes,	his	sons,	to	prepare	all	things	for	the	stranger	to	wash	his
hands.	Then	he	went	down	himself	into	the	dungeon,	and	led	the	prince	up	with
much	courtesy,	desiring	to	make	thus	amends	for	the	past	ill-treatment.
The	king	himself	 took	 a	 golden	 ewer	 full	 of	water,	 and	poured	 some	over	 the



prince's	hands,	whilst	the	two	princes	held	the	basin	under	them,	and	the	queen
held	out	fine	towels	to	dry	them	on.
This	done,	the	young	prince	exclaimed,	“Now,	my	dream	is	fulfilled”,	and	they
all	at	once	recognised	him,	and	were	very	glad	to	see	him	once	again	amongst
them.
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ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME,	 A	 LONG	 while	 ago,	 there	 lived	 in	 a	 very	 far-off
country,	 a	young	nobleman	who	was	 so	exceedingly	poor	 that	 all	 his	property
was	an	old	castle,	a	handsome	horse,	a	trusty	hound,	and	a	good	rifle.
This	nobleman	spent	all	his	time	in	hunting	and	shooting,	and	lived	entirely	on
the	produce	of	the	chase.
One	day	he	mounted	his	well-kept	horse	and	rode	off	to	the	neighbouring	forest,
accompanied,	 as	 usual,	 by	 his	 faithful	 hound.	When	 he	 came	 to	 the	 forest	 he
dismounted,	fastened	his	horse	securely	to	a	young	tree,	and	then	went	deep	into
the	thicket	in	search	of	game.	The	hound	ran	on	at	a	distance	before	his	master,
and	the	horse	remained	all	alone,	grazing	quietly.	Now	it	happened	that	a	hungry
fox	came	by	that	way,	and	seeing	how	well-fed	and	well-trimmed	the	horse	was,
stopped	 a	 while	 to	 admire	 him.	 By-and-by	 she	 was	 so	 charmed	 with	 the
handsome	horse,	that	she	lay	down	in	the	grass	near	him	to	bear	him	company.
Sometime	afterwards	the	young	nobleman	came	back	out	of	the	forest,	carrying
a	stag	that	he	had	killed,	and	was	extremely	surprised	to	see	the	fox	lying	so	near
his	horse.	So	he	raised	his	rifle	with	the	intention	of	shooting	her,	but	the	fox	ran
up	to	him	quickly	and	said,	“Do	not	kill	me!	Take	me	with	you,	and	I	will	serve
you	faithfully.	I	will	take	care	of	your	fine	horse	whilst	you	are	in	the	forest.”
The	fox	spoke	so	pitifully	that	the	nobleman	was	sorry	for	her,	and	agreed	to	her
proposal.	Thereupon	he	mounted	his	horse,	placed	 the	 stag	he	had	 shot	before
him,	and	rode	back	to	his	old	castle,	followed	closely	by	his	hound	and	his	new
servant,	the	fox.
When	the	young	nobleman	prepared	his	supper,	he	did	not	forget	to	give	the	fox
a	due	share,	and	she	congratulated	herself	that	she	was	never	likely	to	be	hungry
again,	at	least	so	long	as	she	served	so	skilful	a	hunter.
The	 next	 morning	 the	 nobleman	 went	 out	 again	 to	 the	 chase,	 the	 fox	 also



accompanied	 him.	When	 the	 young	man	 dismounted	 and	 bound	 his	 horse,	 as
usual,	to	a	tree,	the	fox	lay	down	near	it	to	bear	it	company.
Now,	whilst	the	hunter	was	far	off	in	the	depth	of	the	forest	looking	for	game,	a
hungry	 bear	 came	 by	 the	 place	 where	 the	 horse	 was	 tied,	 and,	 seeing	 how
invitingly	fat	it	looked,	ran	up	to	kill	it.	The	fox	hereupon	sprang	up	and	begged
the	bear	not	to	hurt	the	horse,	telling	him	if	he	was	hungry	he	had	only	to	wait
patiently	until	her	master	came	back	from	the	forest,	and	then	she	was	quite	sure
that	the	good	nobleman	would	take	him	also	to	his	castle	and	feed	him,	and	care
for	him,	as	he	did	for	his	horse,	his	hound,	and	herself.
The	bear	pondered	over	the	matter	very	wisely	and	deeply	for	some	time,	and	at
length	resolved	to	follow	the	fox's	advice.	Accordingly	he	lay	down	quietly	near
the	 horse,	 and	 waited	 for	 the	 return	 of	 the	 huntsman.	When	 the	 young	 noble
came	out	of	 the	 forest	he	was	greatly	 surprised	 to	 see	 so	 large	a	bear	near	his
horse,	and,	dropping	the	stag	he	had	shot	from	his	shoulders,	he	raised	his	trusty
rifle	and	was	about	to	shoot	the	beast.	The	fox,	however,	ran	up	to	the	huntsman
and	entreated	him	to	spare	the	bear's	life,	and	to	take	him,	also,	into	his	service.
This	the	nobleman	agreed	to	do,	and,	mounting	his	horse,	rode	back	to	his	castle,
followed	by	the	hound,	the	fox,	and	the	bear.
The	next	morning,	when	 the	young	man	had	gone	 again	with	his	 dog	 into	 the
forest,	and	the	fox	and	the	bear	lay	quietly	near	the	horse,	a	hungry	wolf,	seeing
the	 horse,	 sprang	 out	 of	 a	 thicket	 to	 kill	 it.	 The	 fox	 and	 the	 bear,	 however,
jumped	up	quickly	and	begged	him	not	to	hurt	the	horse,	telling	him	to	what	a
good	master	it	belonged,	and	that	they	were	sure,	if	he	would	only	wait,	he	also
would	be	taken	into	 the	same	service,	and	would	be	well	cared	for.	Thereupon
the	wolf,	hungry	though	he	was,	 thought	 it	best	 to	accept	 their	counsel,	and	he
also	lay	down	with	them	in	the	grass	until	their	master	came	out	of	the	forest.
You	can	imagine	how	surprised	the	young	nobleman	was	when	he	saw	a	great
gaunt	wolf	 lying	 so	 near	 his	 horse!	However,	when	 the	 fox	had	 explained	 the
matter	 to	 him,	 he	 consented	 to	 take	 the	 wolf,	 also,	 into	 his	 service.	 Thus	 it
happened	this	day	that	he	rode	home	followed	by	the	dog,	the	fox,	the	bear,	and
the	wolf.	As	 they	were	 all	 hungry,	 the	 stag	he	had	killed	was	not	 too	 large	 to
furnish	their	suppers	that	night,	and	their	breakfasts	next	morning.
Not	many	days	afterwards	a	mouse	was	added	to	the	company,	and	after	that	a
mole	begged	so	hard	for	admission	that	the	good	nobleman	could	not	find	it	in
his	heart	to	refuse	her.	Last	of	all	came	the	great	bird,	the	kumrekusha,	so	strong
a	bird	 that	she	can	carry	 in	her	claws	a	horse	with	his	 rider!	Soon	after	a	hare
was	added	to	the	company,	and	the	nobleman	took	great	care	of	all	his	animals
and	fed	them	regularly	and	well,	so	that	they	were	all	exceedingly	fond	of	him.
One	day	the	fox	said	to	the	bear,	“My	good	Bruin,	pray	run	into	the	forest	and
bring	me	a	nice	large	log,	on	which	I	can	sit	whilst	I	preside	at	a	very	important



council	we	are	going	to	hold.”
Bruin,	who	had	a	great	 respect	 for	 the	quick	wit	and	good	management	of	 the
fox,	went	out	at	once	to	seek	the	log,	and	soon	came	back	bringing	a	heavy	one,
with	 which	 the	 fox	 expressed	 herself	 quite	 satisfied.	 Then	 she	 called	 all	 the
animals	about	her,	and,	having	mounted	the	log,	addressed	them	in	these	words,
'You	know	all	of	you,	my	friends,	how	very	kind	and	good	a	master	we	have.
But,	though	he	is	very	kind,	he	is	also	very	lonely.	I	propose,	therefore,	that	we
find	a	fitting	wife	for	him.”
The	 assembly	 was	 evidently	 well	 pleased	 with	 this	 idea,	 and	 responded
unanimously,	 “Very	 good,	 indeed!	 If	we	 only	 knew	 any	 girl	worthy	 to	 be	 the
wife	of	our	master,	which,	however,	we	do	not.”
Then	 the	 fox	 said,	 “I	 know	 that	 the	 king	 has	 a	most	 beautiful	 daughter,	 and	 I
think	 it	will	 be	 a	 good	 thing	 to	 take	her	 for	 our	 lord,	 and	 therefore	 I	 propose,
further,	 that	our	 friend	 the	kumrekusha	should	 fly	at	once	 to	 the	king's	palace,
and	hover	about	 there	until	 the	princess	comes	out	 to	 take	her	walk.	Then	 she
must	catch	her	up	at	once,	and	bring	her	here.”
As	the	kumrekusha	was	glad	to	do	anything	for	her	kind	master,	she	flew	away
at	 once,	 without	 even	 waiting	 to	 hear	 the	 decision	 of	 the	 assembly	 on	 this
proposal.
Just	 before	 evening	 set	 in,	 the	 princess	 came	 out	 to	 walk	 before	 her	 father's
palace,	 whereupon	 the	 great	 bird	 seized	 her	 and	 placed	 her	 gently	 on	 her
outspread	wings,	and	thus	carried	her	off	swiftly	to	the	young	nobleman's	castle.
The	 king	 was	 exceedingly	 grieved	 when	 he	 heard	 that	 his	 daughter	 had	 been
carried	 off,	 and	 sent	 out	 everywhere	 proclamations	 promising	 rich	 rewards	 to
whoever	 should	bring	her	back,	or	 even	 tell	him	where	he	might	 look	 for	her.
For	a	 long	 time,	however,	 all	his	promises	were	of	no	avail,	 for	no	one	 in	 the
kingdom	knew	anything	at	all	about	the	princess.
At	last,	however,	when	the	king	was	well-nigh	in	despair,	an	old	gipsy	woman
came	to	the	palace	and	asked	the	king,	“What	will	you	give	me	if	I	bring	back	to
you	your	daughter,	the	princess?”
The	king	answered	quickly,	“I	will	gladly	give	you	whatever	you	like	to	ask,	if
only	you	bring	me	back	my	daughter!”
Then	the	old	gipsy	went	back	to	her	hut	in	the	forest,	and	tried	all	her	magical
spells	 to	 find	 out	where	 the	 princess	was.	 At	 last	 she	 found	 out	 that	 she	was
living	in	an	old	castle,	in	a	very	distant	country,	with	a	young	nobleman	who	had
married	her.
The	 gipsy	was	 greatly	 pleased	when	 she	 knew	 this,	 and	 taking	 a	whip	 in	 her
hand	seated	herself	at	once	in	the	middle	of	a	small	carpet,	and	lashed	it	with	her
whip.	Then	the	carpet	rose	up	from	the	ground	and	bore	her	swiftly	through	the



air,	 towards	 the	far	country	where	 the	young	nobleman	 lived,	 in	his	 lonely	old
castle,	with	his	beautiful	wife,	and	all	his	faithful	company	of	beasts.
When	the	gipsy	came	near	the	castle	she	made	the	carpet	descend	on	the	grass
among	some	trees,	and	leaving	it	there	went	to	look	about	until	she	could	meet
the	 princess	 walking	 about	 the	 grounds.	 By-and-by	 the	 beautiful	 young	 lady
came	out	of	the	castle,	and	immediately	the	ugly	old	woman	went	up	to	her,	and
began	to	fawn	on	her	and	to	tell	her	all	kinds	of	strange	stories.	Indeed,	she	was
such	a	good	story-teller	that	the	princess	grew	quite	tired	of	walking	before	she
was	tired	of	listening,	so,	seeing	the	soft	carpet	lying	nicely	on	the	green	grass,
she	sat	down	on	 it	 to	rest	awhile.	The	moment	she	was	seated	 the	cunning	old
gipsy	sat	down	by	her,	and,	seizing	her	whip,	lashed	the	carpet	furiously.	In	the
next	minute	the	princess	found	herself	borne	upon	the	carpet	far	away	from	her
husband's	castle,	and	before	 long	 the	gipsy	made	 it	descend	 into	 the	garden	of
the	king's	palace.
You	 can	 easily	 guess	 how	 glad	 he	 was	 to	 see	 his	 lost	 daughter,	 and	 how
generously	he	gave	 the	gipsy	even	more	 than	she	asked	as	a	 reward.	Then	 the
king	made	 the	princess	 live	 from	 that	 time	 in	a	very	secluded	 tower	with	only
two	waiting-women,	so	afraid	was	he	lest	she	would	again	be	stolen	from	him.
Meanwhile	 the	 fox,	 seeing	 how	 miserable	 and	 melancholy	 her	 young	 master
appeared	after	his	wife	had	so	strangely	been	taken	from	him,	and	having	heard
of	the	great	precautions	which	the	king	was	using	in	order	to	prevent	the	princess
being	 carried	 off	 again,	 summoned	 once	 more	 all	 the	 animals	 to	 a	 general
council.
When	all	of	them	were	gathered	about	her,	the	fox	thus	began,	“You	know	all	of
you,	my	dear	friends,	how	happily	our	kind	master	was	married,	but	you	know,
also,	 that	his	wife	has	been	unhappily	 stolen	 from	him,	and	 that	he	 is	now	 far
worse	off	than	he	was	before	we	found	the	princess	for	him.	Then	he	was	lonely,
now	he	is	more	than	lonely,	he	is	desolate!	This	being	the	case,	it	is	clearly	our
duty,	as	his	faithful	servants,	to	try	in	some	way	to	bring	her	back	to	him.
“This,	 however,	 is	 not	 a	 very	 easy	matter,	 seeing	 that	 the	 king	 has	 placed	 his
daughter	for	safety	in	a	strong	tower.	Nevertheless,	I	do	not	despair,	and	my	plan
is	 this,	 I	 will	 turn	 myself	 into	 a	 beautiful	 cat,	 and	 play	 about	 in	 the	 palace
gardens	under	the	windows	of	the	tower	in	which	the	princess	lives.	I	dare	say
she	will	long	for	me	greatly	the	moment	she	sees	me,	and	will	send	her	waiting-
women	down	to	catch	me	and	take	me	up	to	her.	But	I	will	take	good	care	that
the	maids	do	not	catch	me,	 so	 that,	 at	 last,	 the	princess	will	 forget	her	 father's
orders	not	to	leave	the	tower,	and	will	come	down	herself	into	the	gardens	to	see
if	she	may	not	be	more	successful.
“I	will	then	make	believe	to	let	her	catch	me,	and	at	this	moment	our	friend,	the
kumrekusha,	 who	 must	 be	 hovering	 over	 about	 the	 palace,	 must	 fly	 down



quickly,	 seize	 the	 princess,	 and	 carry	 her	 off	 as	 before.	 In	 this	 way,	my	 dear
friends,	 I	hope	we	shall	be	able	 to	bring	back	 to	our	kind	master	his	beautiful
wife.	Do	you	approve	of	my	plan?”
Of	course,	the	assembly	were	only	too	glad	to	have	such	a	wise	councillor,	and
to	be	able	to	prove	their	gratitude	to	their	considerate	master.	So	the	fox	ran	up
to	the	kumrekusha,	who	flew	away	with	her	under	her	wing,	both	being	equally
eager	to	carry	out	the	project,	and	thus	to	bring	back	the	old	cheerful	look	to	the
face	of	their	lord.
When	the	kumrekusha	came	to	the	tower	wherein	the	princess	dwelt	she	set	the
fox	down	quietly	among	the	trees,	where	it	at	once	changed	into	a	most	beautiful
cat,	 and	 commenced	 to	 play	 all	 sorts	 of	 graceful	 antics	 under	 the	 window	 at
which	the	princess	sat.	The	cat	was	striped	all	over	the	body	with	many	different
colours,	and	before	long	the	king's	daughter	noticed	her,	and	sent	down	her	two
women	to	catch	her	and	bring	her	up	in	the	tower.
The	two	waiting-women	came	down	into	the	garden,	and	called,	“Pussy!	Pussy!”
in	their	sweetest	voices.	They	offered	her	bread	and	milk,	but	they	offered	it	all
in	vain.	The	cat	sprang	merrily	about	the	garden,	and	ran	round	and	round	them,
but	would	on	no	account	consent	to	be	caught.
At	length	the	princess,	who	stood	watching	them	at	one	of	 the	windows	of	her
tower,	 became	 impatient,	 and	 descended	 herself	 into	 the	 garden,	 saying
petulantly,	 “You	 only	 frighten	 the	 cat,	 let	 me	 try	 to	 catch	 her!”	 As	 she
approached	 the	 cat,	 who	 seemed	 now	 willing	 to	 be	 caught,	 the	 kumrekusha
darted	down	quickly,	 seized	 the	princess	by	 the	waist,	 and	carried	her	high	up
into	the	air.
The	 frightened	waiting-women	 ran	 to	 report	 to	 the	king	what	had	happened	 to
the	 princess,	 whereupon	 the	 king	 immediately	 let	 loose	 all	 his	 greyhounds	 to
seize	the	cat	which	had	been	the	cause	of	his	daughter	being	carried	off	a	second
time.	The	dogs	followed	the	cat	closely,	and	were	on	the	point	of	catching	her,
when	she,	just	in	the	nick	of	time,	saw	a	cave,	with	a	very	narrow	entrance,	and
ran	into	it	for	shelter.	There	the	dogs	tried	to	follow	her,	or	to	widen	the	mouth
of	 the	cave	with	 their	claws,	but	all	 in	vain,	 so,	after	barking	a	 long	 time	very
furiously,	 they	at	 length	grew	weary,	and	stole	back	ashamed	and	afraid	 to	 the
king's	stables.
When	all	 the	greyhounds	were	out	of	sight	 the	cat	changed	herself	back	 into	a
fox,	and	ran	off	in	a	straight	line	towards	the	castle,	where	she	found	her	young
master	 very	 joyful,	 for	 the	 kumrekusha	 had	 already	 brought	 back	 to	 him	 his
beautiful	wife.
Now	the	king	was	exceedingly	angry	to	think	that	he	had	again	lost	his	daughter,
and	he	was	all	the	more	angry	to	think	that	such	poor	creatures	as	a	bird	and	a
cat	had	 succeeded	 in	carrying	her	off	 after	 all	his	precautions.	So,	 in	his	great



wrath,	 he	 resolved	 to	 make	 a	 general	 war	 on	 the	 animals,	 and	 entirely
exterminate	them.
To	this	end	he	gathered	together	a	very	large	army,	and	determined	to	be	himself
their	 leader.	 The	 news	 of	 the	 king's	 intention	 spread	 swiftly	 over	 the	 whole
kingdom,	whereupon	the	fox	called,	for	the	third	time,	all	her	friends,	the	bear,
the	 wolf,	 the	 kumrekusha,	 the	 mouse,	 the	 mole,	 and	 the	 hare,	 together,	 to	 a
general	council.
When	all	were	assembled	the	fox	addressed	them	thus,	“My	friends,	the	king	has
declared	 war	 against	 us,	 and	 intends	 to	 destroy	 us	 all.	 Now	 it	 is	 our	 duty	 to
defend	 ourselves	 in	 the	 best	 way	 we	 can.	 Let	 us	 each	 see	 what	 number	 of
animals	we	are	 able	 to	muster.	How	many	of	your	brother	bears	do	you	 think
you	can	bring	to	our	help,	my	good	Bruin?”
The	bear	got	up	as	quickly	as	he	could	on	his	hind	legs,	and	brummed	out,	“I	am
sure	I	can	bring	a	hundred.”
“And	how	many	of	your	friends	can	you	bring,	my	good	wolf?”	asked	 the	fox
anxiously.
“I	can	bring	at	least	five	hundred	wolves	with	me,”	said	the	wolf	with	an	air	of
importance.
The	 fox	nodded	her	 satisfaction	 and	 continued,	 “And	what	 can	you	do	 for	 us,
dear	master	hare?”
“Well,	I	think	I	can	bring	about	eight	hundred,”	said	the	hare	cautiously.
“And	what	can	you	do,	you	dear	little	mouse?”
“Oh,	I	can	certainly	bring	three	thousand	mice.”
“Very	well,	indeed!	And	you,	Mr.	Mole?”
“I	am	sure	I	can	gather	eight	thousand.”
“And	 now	 what	 number	 do	 you	 think	 you	 can	 bring	 us,	 my	 great	 friend,
kumrekusha?”
“I	 fear	 not	 more	 than	 two	 or	 three	 hundred,	 at	 the	 very	 best,”	 said	 the
kumrekusha	sadly.
“Very	good,	now	all	of	you	go	at	once	and	collect	your	friends.	When	you	have
brought	all	you	can,	we	will	decide	what	is	to	be	done,”	said	the	fox,	whereupon
the	 council	 broke	 up,	 and	 the	 animals	 dispersed	 in	 different	 directions
throughout	the	forest.
Not	very	long	after,	very	unusual	noises	were	heard	in	the	neighbourhood	of	the
castle.	 There	was	 a	 great	 shaking	 of	 trees,	 and	 the	 growling	 of	 bears	 and	 the
short	 sharp	barking	of	wolves	broke	 the	usual	quiet	of	 the	 forest.	The	army	of
animals	was	gathering	from	all	sides	at	the	appointed	place.



When	 all	were	 gathered	 together	 the	 fox	 explained	 to	 them	her	 plans	 in	 these
words:,	“When	the	king's	army	stops	on	its	march	to	rest	the	first	night,	then	you,
bears	 and	 wolves,	 must	 be	 prepared	 to	 attack	 and	 kill	 all	 the	 horses.	 If,
notwithstanding	this,	the	army	proceeds	further,	you	mice	must	be	ready	to	bite
and	 destroy	 all	 the	 saddle-straps	 and	 belts	 while	 the	 soldiers	 are	 resting	 the
second	night,	and	you	hares	must	gnaw	through	 the	ropes	with	which	 the	men
draw	the	cannon.	 If	 the	king	still	persists	 in	his	march,	you	moles	must	go	 the
third	night	and	dig	out	the	earth	under	the	road	they	will	take	the	next	day,	and
must	make	 a	 ditch	 full	 fifteen	 yards	 in	 breadth	 and	 twenty	 yards	 in	 depth	 all
round	 their	 camp.	 Next	 morning,	 when	 the	 army	 begins	 to	 march	 over	 this
ground	which	 has	 been	 hollowed	 out,	 you	 kumrekushas	must	 throw	 down	 on
them	from	above	heavy	stones	while	the	earth	will	give	way	under	them.'
The	plan	was	 approved,	 and	 all	 the	 animals	went	off	 briskly	 to	 attend	 to	 their
allotted	duties.
When	 the	 king's	 army	 awoke,	 after	 their	 first	 night's	 rest	 on	 their	march,	 they
beheld,	to	their	great	consternation,	that	all	the	horses	were	killed.	This	sad	news
was	 reported	 at	 once	 to	 the	 king,	 but	 he	 only	 sent	 back	 for	more	 horses,	 and,
when	they	came	late	in	the	day,	pursued	his	march.
The	second	night	the	mice	crept	quietly	into	the	camp,	and	nibbled	diligently	at
the	horses’	saddles	and	at	the	soldiers’	belts,	while	the	hares	as	busily	gnawed	at
the	ropes	with	which	the	men	drew	the	cannon.
Next	morning	 the	 soldiers	were	 terrified,	 seeing	 the	mischief	 the	 animals	 had
done.	 The	 king,	 however,	 reassured	 them,	 and	 sent	 back	 to	 the	 city	 for	 new
saddles	and	belts.	When	 they	were	at	 length	brought	he	 resolutely	pursued	his
march,	only	the	more	determined	to	revenge	himself	on	these	presumptuous	and
despised	enemies.
On	 the	 third	 night,	 while	 the	 soldiers	 were	 sleeping,	 the	 moles	 worked
incessantly	 in	 digging	 round	 the	 camp	 a	 wide	 and	 deep	 trench	 underground.
About	midnight	the	fox	sent	the	bears	to	help	the	moles,	and	to	carry	away	the
loads	of	earth.
Next	morning	the	king's	soldiers	were	delighted	to	find	that	no	harm	seemed	to
have	been	done	on	the	previous	night	to	their	horses	or	straps,	and	started	with
new	courage	on	their	march.	But	their	march	was	quickly	arrested,	for	soon	the
heavy	horsemen	and	artillery	began	 to	 fall	 through	 the	hollow	ground,	and	 the
king,	when	he	observed	that,	called	out,	“Let	us	turn	back.	I	see	God	himself	is
against	 us,	 since	we	have	declared	war	 against	 the	 animals.	 I	will	 give	up	my
daughter.”
Then	the	army	turned	back,	amidst	the	rejoicings	of	the	soldiers.	The	men	found,
however,	 to	 their	great	surprise	and	fear,	 that	whichever	way	 they	 turned,	 they
fell	 through	 the	 earth.	 To	 make	 their	 consternation	 yet	 more	 complete,	 the



kumrekushas	now	began	 to	 throw	down	heavy	 stones	on	 them,	which	crushed
them	completely.	In	this	way	the	king,	as	well	as	his	whole	army,	perished.
Very	soon	afterwards	the	young	nobleman,	who	had	married	the	king's	daughter,
went	to	the	enemy's	capital	and	took	possession	of	the	king's	palace,	taking	with
him	all	his	animals,	and	there	they	all	lived	long	and	happily	together.
	



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.
	

Madame	Elodie	Lawton	Mijatovich
Elodie	Lawton	Mijatović,	1825	–1908,	was	a	British	author	who	lived	in	Boston
in	the	1850s,	where	she	was	an	advocate	of	the	abolitionist	movement.
In	1864	she	married	Serbian	politician,	writer	and	diplomat,	Čedomilj	Mijatović
(1842–1932),	 and	 lived	 with	 him	 in	 Belgrade	 and	 then	 in	 London	 where	 she
died.	 She	 translated	 several	 works	 from	 English	 into	 Serbian,	 and	 published
several	 books	 on	 Serbia	 in	 English,	 including	 The	 History	 of	 Modern	 Serbia
(London:	William	Tweedie,	1872)	and	Serbian	Folk-lore	(London:	W.	Isbister	&
Co,	1874).
She	translated	Serbian	national	songs	of	the	Kosovo	cycle	into	English	and	tried
to	organise	them	into	one	national	ballad:	Kossovo:	an	Attempt	to	bring	Serbian
national	songs	about	the	fall	of	the	Serbian	Empire	at	the	Battle	of	Kosovo,	into
one	Poem	(London:	W.	Isbister,	1881).
	

Woislav	Maximus	Petrovitch
Woislav	Maximus	Petrovitch,	1885	–	1934,	was	a	librarian	and	attaché	to	Royal
Court	 of	 St	 James	 on	 behalf	 of	 Serbia.	 As	 of	 yet	 I’ve	 not	 sourced	 any	more
detail.
	

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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