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PREFACE

And	so	we	reach	the	final	volume	in	this	small	collection	of	tales	from	the	north.
Originally	I	intended	to	complete	the	series	with	the	Finnish	volume,	but	as	ever,
there	 were	 just	 too	 many	 fabulous	 stories	 in	 my	 archive	 to	 call	 such	 an
immediate	halt.
In	 this	 volume	we	have	work	 collected	 by	 Jørgen	Engebretsen	Moe	 and	Peter
Christen	 Asbjørnsen	 taken	 from	 East	 o'	 the	 Sun	 and	 West	 o'	 the	 Moon	 and
Norske	 Folkeeventyr,	 much	 of	 which	 I	 have	 adapted	 from	 George	 Webbe
Dasent’s	translations	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse	and	from	Andrew	Lang’s
Red	Romance	Book.
Norse	mythology	is	generally	considered	to	be	 the	body	of	myths	of	 the	North
Germanic	 peoples	 ,	 stemming	 from	 Norse	 paganism	 and	 continuing	 after	 the
Christianization	of	Scandinavia	and	into	the	Scandinavian	folklore	of	the	modern
period.	The	northernmost	extension	of	Germanic	mythology,	Norse	mythology
consists	 of	 tales	 of	 various	 deities,	 beings,	 and	 heroes	 derived	 from	numerous
sources	 from	 both	 before	 and	 after	 the	 pagan	 period,	 including	 medieval
manuscripts,	archaeological	representations,	and	folk	tradition.
The	collecting	of	generic	Scandinavian	folklore	began	when	Gustavus	Adolphus
of	Sweden,	in	the	1630’s,	sent	out	instructions	to	all	of	the	priests	to	collect	the
folklore	of	 their	area.	They	collected	customs,	beliefs	 that	were	not	sanctioned
by	the	church,	and	other	traditional	material.
As	 a	 result	 of	 their	 common	Germanic	 origin,	 Scandinavian	 folklore	 shows	 a
large	correspondence	with	 folklores	elsewhere,	 such	as	England	and	Germany,
among	others.
So,	for	the	final	time	from	the	winter	lands	of	the	north,	I	hope	you	enjoy	these
stories	as	much	as	I	do.
	

Clive
Bath,	2018
	



TRUE	AND	UNTRUE

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the

Moon,	1888

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WERE	TWO	brothers;	one	was	called	True,	and
the	other	Untrue.	True	was	always	upright	and	good	towards	all,	but	Untrue	was
bad	and	full	of	lies,	so	that	no	one	could	believe	what	he	said.	Their	mother	was
a	widow,	and	hadn’t	much	to	live	on;	so	when	her	sons	had	grown	up,	she	was
forced	to	send	them	away,	that	they	might	earn	their	bread	in	the	world.	Each	got
a	little	scrip	with	some	food	in	it,	and	then	they	went	their	way.
Now,	when	 they	 had	walked	 till	 evening,	 they	 sat	 down	 on	 a	windfall	 in	 the
wood,	and	 took	out	 their	scraps,	 for	 they	were	hungry	after	walking	 the	whole
day,	and	thought	a	morsel	of	food	would	be	sweet	enough.
“If	you’re	of	my	mind”,	said	Untrue,	“I	think	we	had	better	eat	out	of	your	scrip,
so	long	as	there	is	anything	in	it,	and	after	that	we	can	take	to	mine.”
Yes!	True	was	well	pleased	with	this,	so	they	fell	to	eating,	but	Untrue	got	all	the
best	bits,	and	stuffed	himself	with	them,	while	True	got	only	the	burnt	crusts	and
scraps.
Next	morning	they	broke	their	fast	off	True’s	food,	and	they	dined	off	it	too,	and
then	 there	 was	 nothing	 left	 in	 his	 scrip.	 So	when	 they	 had	walked	 till	 late	 at
night,	and	were	ready	to	eats	again,	True	wanted	to	eat	out	of	his	brother’s	scrip,
but	Untrue	said	“No”,	the	food	was	his,	and	he	had	only	enough	for	himself.
“Nay!	but	you	know	you	ate	out	of	my	scrip	so	long	as	there	was	anything	in	it”,
said	True.
“All	very	fine,	I	daresay”,	answered	Untrue;	“but	if	you	are	such	a	fool	as	to	let
others	eat	up	your	food	before	your	face,	you	must	make	the	best	of	it;	for	now
all	you	have	to	do	is	to	sit	here	and	starve.”
“Very	well!”	 said	True,	“you’re	Untrue	by	name	and	untrue	by	nature;	 so	you



have	been,	and	so	you	will	be	all	your	life	long.”
Now	when	Untrue	heard	this,	he	flew	into	a	rage,	and	rushed	at	his	brother,	and
plucked	out	both	his	eyes.	“Now,	try	if	you	can	see	whether	folk	are	untrue	or
not,	you	blind	buzzard!”	and	so	saying,	he	ran	away	and	left	him.
Poor	True!	 there	he	went	walking	along	and	 feeling	his	way	 through	 the	 thick
wood.	Blind	and	alone,	he	scarce	knew	which	way	to	turn,	when	all	at	once	he
caught	hold	of	the	trunk	of	a	great	bushy	lime-tree,	so	he	thought	he	would	climb
up	into	it,	and	sit	there	till	the	night	was	over	for	fear	of	the	wild	beasts.
“When	the	birds	begin	to	sing”,	he	said	to	himself,	“then	I	shall	know	it	is	day,
and	I	can	try	to	grope	my	way	farther	on.”	So	he	climbed	up	into	the	lime-tree.
After	he	had	sat	 there	a	 little	 time,	he	heard	how	someone	came	and	began	 to
make	a	stir	and	clatter	under	the	tree,	and	soon	after	others	came;	and	when	they
began	to	greet	one	another,	he	found	out	it	was	Bruin	the	bear,	and	Greylegs	the
wolf,	 and	 Slyboots	 the	 fox,	 and	Longears	 the	 hare	who	 had	 come	 to	 keep	 St.
John’s	 eve	 under	 the	 tree.	 So	 they	 began	 to	 eat	 and	 drink,	 and	 be	merry;	 and
when	they	had	done	eating,	they	fell	to	gossiping	together.	At	last	the	Fox	said,
“Shan’t	we,	each	of	us,	tell	a	little	story	while	we	sit	here?”	Well!	the	others	had
nothing	against	that.	It	would	be	good	fun,	they	said,	and	the	Bear	began;	for	you
may	fancy	he	was	king	of	the	company.
“The	king	of	England”,	said	Bruin,	“has	such	bad	eyesight,	he	can	scarce	see	a
yard	before	him;	but	if	he	only	came	to	this	lime-tree	in	the	morning,	while	the
dew	is	still	on	the	leaves,	and	took	and	rubbed	his	eyes	with	the	dew,	he	would
get	back	his	sight	as	good	as	ever.”
“Very	true!”	said	Greylegs.	“The	king	of	England	has	a	deaf	and	dumb	daughter
too;	 but	 if	 he	 only	 knew	what	 I	 know,	 he	would	 soon	 cure	 her.	Last	 year	 she
went	to	the	communion.	She	let	a	crumb	of	the	bread	fall	out	of	her	mouth,	and	a
great	 toad	 came	 and	 swallowed	 it	 down;	 but	 if	 they	 only	 dug	 up	 the	 chancel
floor,	they	would	find	the	toad	sitting	right	under	the	altar	rails,	with	the	bread
still	sticking	in	his	throat.	If	they	were	to	cut	the	toad	open	and	take	and	give	the
bread	 to	 the	princess,	 she	would	be	 like	other	 folk	 again	 as	 to	her	 speech	 and
hearing.”
“That’s	 all	 very	well”,	 said	 the	Fox;	 “but	 if	 the	 king	 of	England	 knew	what	 I
know,	he	would	not	be	so	badly	off	for	water	in	his	palace;	for	under	the	great
stone,	in	his	palace-yard,	is	a	spring	of	the	clearest	water	one	could	wish	for,	if
he	only	knew	to	dig	for	it	there.”
“Ah!”	said	the	Hare	in	a	small	voice;	“the	king	of	England	has	the	finest	orchard
in	the	whole	land,	but	it	does	not	bear	so	much	as	a	crab,	for	there	lies	a	heavy
gold	chain	in	three	turns	round	the	orchard.	If	he	got	that	dug	up,	there	would	not
be	a	garden	like	it	for	bearing	in	all	his	kingdom.”



“Very	true,	I	dare	say”,	said	the	Fox;	“but	now	it’s	getting	very	late,	and	we	may
as	well	go	home.”
So	they	all	went	away	together.
After	they	were	gone,	True	fell	asleep	as	he	sat	up	in	the	tree;	but	when	the	birds
began	 to	 sing	 at	 dawn,	 he	 woke	 up,	 and	 took	 the	 dew	 from	 the	 leaves,	 and
rubbed	his	eyes	with	it,	and	so	got	his	sight	back	as	good	as	it	was	before	Untrue
plucked	his	eyes	out.
Then	he	went	straight	to	the	king	of	England’s	palace,	and	begged	for	work,	and
got	it	on	the	spot.	So	one	day	the	king	came	out	into	the	palace-yard,	and	when
he	had	walked	 about	 a	 bit,	 he	wanted	 to	 drink	 out	 of	 his	 pump;	 for	 you	must
know	the	day	was	hot,	and	the	king	very	thirsty;	but	when	they	poured	him	out	a
glass,	it	was	so	muddy,	and	nasty,	and	foul,	that	the	king	got	quite	vexed.
“I	don’t	think	there’s	ever	a	man	in	my	whole	kingdom	who	has	such	bad	water
in	his	yard	as	I,	and	yet	I	bring	it	in	pipes	from	far,	over	hill	and	dale”,	cried	out
the	king.	“Like	enough,	your	Majesty”,	said	True;	“but	if	you	would	let	me	have
some	men	to	help	me	to	dig	up	this	great	stone	which	lies	here	in	the	middle	of
your	yard,	you	would	soon	see	good	water,	and	plenty	of	it.”
Well!	the	king	was	willing	enough;	and	they	had	scarcely	got	the	stone	well	out,
and	dug	under	it	a	while,	before	a	jet	of	water	sprang	out	high	up	into	the	air,	as
clear	and	full	as	if	it	came	out	of	a	conduit,	and	clearer	water	was	not	to	be	found
in	all	England.
A	little	while	after	the	king	was	out	in	his	palace-yard	again,	and	there	came	a
great	hawk	flying	after	his	chicken,	and	all	 the	king’s	men	began	 to	clap	 their
hands	and	bawl	out,	“There	he	flies!”	“There	he	flies!”	The	king	caught	up	his
gun	and	tried	to	shoot	the	hawk,	but	he	couldn’t	see	so	far,	so	he	fell	into	great
grief.
“Would	to	Heaven”,	he	said,	“there	was	any	one	who	could	tell	me	a	cure	for	my
eyes;	for	I	think	I	shall	soon	go	quite	blind!”
“I	can	tell	you	one	soon	enough”,	said	True;	and	then	he	told	the	king	what	he
had	done	 to	cure	his	own	eyes,	 and	 the	king	 set	off	 that	very	afternoon	 to	 the
lime-tree,	as	you	may	fancy,	and	his	eyes	were	quite	cured	as	soon	as	he	rubbed
them	with	the	dew	which	was	on	the	leaves	in	the	morning.	From	that	time	forth
there	was	no	one	whom	the	king	held	so	dear	as	True,	and	he	had	to	be	with	him
wherever	he	went,	both	at	home	and	abroad.
So	one	day,	as	they	were	walking	together	in	the	orchard,	the	king	said,	“I	can’t
tell	how	it	is	that	I	can’t!	there	isn’t	a,	man	in	England	who	spends	so	much	on
his	orchard	as	I,	and	yet	I	can’t	get	one	of	the	trees	to	bear	so	much	as	a	crab.”
“Well!	well!”	said	True;	“if	I	may	have	what	lies	three	times	twisted	round	your
orchard,	and	men	to	dig	it	up,	your	orchard	will	bear	well	enough.”



Yes!	the	king	was	quite	willing,	so	True	got	men	and	began	to	dig,	and	at	last	he
dug	up	the	whole	gold	chain.	Now	True	was	a	rich	man;	far	richer	indeed	than
the	king	himself,	but	still	the	king	was	well	pleased,	for	his	orchard	bore	so	that
the	 boughs	 of	 the	 trees	 hung	 down	 to	 the	 ground,	 and	 such	 sweet	 apples	 and
pears	nobody	had	ever	tasted.
Another	 day	 too,	 the	king	 and	True	were	walking	 about,	 and	 talking	 together,
when	the	princess	passed	them,	and	the	king	was	quite	downcast	when	he	saw
her.
“Isn’t	 it	a	pity,	now,	 that	so	 lovely	a	princess	as	mine	should	want	speech	and
hearing”,	he	said	to	True.
“Ay,	but	there	is	a	cure	for	that”,	said	True.
When	the	king	heard	that,	he	was	so	glad	that	he	promised	him	the	princess	to
wife,	and	half	his	kingdom	into	the	bargain,	 if	he	could	get	her	right	again.	So
True	took	a	few	men,	and	went	into	the	church,	and	dug	up	the	toad	which	sat
under	the	altar-rails.	Then	he	cut	open	the	toad,	and	took	out	the	bread	and	gave
it	to	the	king’s	daughter;	and	from	that	hour	she	got	back	her	speech,	and	could
talk	like	other	people.
Now	True	was	to	have	the	princess,	and	they	got	ready	for	the	bridal	feast,	and
such	a	feast	had	never	been	seen	before;	it	was	the	talk	of	the	whole	land.	Just	as
they	were	 in	 the	midst	 of	 dancing	 the	 bridal-dance	 in	 came	 a	 beggar	 lad,	 and
begged	for	a	morsel	of	food,	and	he	was	so	ragged	and	wretched	that	everyone
crossed	 themselves	when	 they	 looked	at	him;	but	True	knew	him	at	once,	 and
saw	that	it	was	Untrue,	his	brother.
“Do	you	know	me	again?”	said	True.
“Oh!	where	should	such	a	one	as	I	ever	have	seen	so	great	a	lord”,	said	Untrue.
“Still	you	have	seen	me	before”,	said	True.	“It	was	I	whose	eyes	you	plucked	out
a	year	ago	this	very	day.	Untrue	by	name,	and	untrue	by	nature;	so	I	said	before,
and	so	I	say	now;	but	you	are	still	my	brother,	and	so	you	shall	have	some	food.
After	that,	you	may	go	to	the	lime-tree	where	I	sat	last	year;	if	you	hear	anything
that	ca	do	you	good,	you	will	be	lucky.”
So	Untrue	did	not	wait	to	be	told	twice.	“If	True	has	got	so	much	good	by	sitting
in	the	lime-tree,	that	in	one	year	he	has	come	to	be	king	over	half	England,	what
good	may	not	I	get”,	he	thought.	So	he	set	off	and	climbed	up	into	the	lime-tree.
He	 had	 not	 sat	 there	 long,	 before	 all	 the	 beasts	 came	 as	 before,	 and	 ate	 and
drank,	and	kept	St.	John’s	eve	under	the	tree.	When	they	had	left	off	eating,	the
Fox	wished	that	they	should	begin	to	tell	stories,	and	Untrue	got	ready	to	listen
with	all	his	might,	till	his	ears	were	almost	fit	to	fall	off.	But	Bruin	the	bear	was
surly,	and	growled	and	said,	“Someone	has	been	chattering	about	what	we	said
last	year,	and	so	now	we	will	hold	our	tongues	about	what	we	know”;	and	with



that	the	beasts	bade	one	another	“Good-night”,	and	parted,	and	Untrue	was	just
as	wise	as	he	was	before,	and	the	reason	was,	that	his	name	was	Untrue,	and	his
nature	untrue	too.
	



VIGGO	AND	BEATE

Adapted	from	the	original	by	Jørgen	Engebretsen	Moe	in	East	o’	the	Sun	and
West	o’	the	Moon	–	Old	Tales	from	the	North

	

	

Part	One	-	The	Doll	under	the	Briar	Rosebush
THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	LITTLE	GIRL,	and	her	name	was	Beate.	She	was	only
five	years	old,	but	a	bright	and	good	little	girl	she	was.
On	her	birthday	her	 father	had	given	her	a	beautiful	straw	hat.	There	were	red
ribbons	around	it,	I	can't	tell	you	how	pretty	it	was.	Her	mother	had	given	her	a
pair	of	yellow	shoes	and	the	daintiest	white	dress.	But	her	old	aunt	had	given	her
the	very	best	present	of	all;	it	was	a	doll,	with	a	sweet	pretty	face	and	dark	brown
curls.	She	was	a	perfect	beauty	 in	every	respect.	There	was	nothing	 the	matter
with	her	except	that	the	left	eyebrow	was	painted	a	tiny	bit	too	high	up.
"It	looks	as	if	she	were	frowning	a	little.	I	wonder	if	she	is	not	quite	pleased?"
asked	Beate,	when	she	held	her	in	her	arms.
"Oh,	yes,"	answered	her	aunt,	"but	she	doesn't	know	you	yet.	It	is	a	habit	she	has
of	always	lifting	her	eyebrow	a	little	when	she	looks	closely	at	anyone.	She	only
wants	to	find	out	if	you	are	a	good	little	girl."
"Yes,	yes,	and	now	she	knows,	for	now	that	eyebrow	is	just	like	the	other	one,"
said	Beate.
Oh,	 how	Beate	 grew	 to	 love	 that	 doll,	 almost	more	 than	 she	 loved	Marie	 and
Louise,	and	they	were	her	best	friends.
One	day	Beate	was	walking	in	the	yard	with	her	doll	in	her	arms.	The	doll	had	a
name	now,	and	they	had	become	fast	friends.	She	had	called	her	Beate,	her	own
name,	and	the	name	of	her	old	aunt	who	had	given	her	the	doll.
It	was	in	the	early	spring.	There	was	a	beautiful	green	spot,	with	fine,	soft	grass
in	one	corner	of	the	yard	around	the	old	well.	There	stood	a	big	willow	tree	with
a	low	trunk,	and	it	was	covered	with	the	little	yellow	blossoms	that	children	call
goslings.



They	look	like	goslings	too,	for	each	little	tassel	has	soft,	soft	yellow	down,	and
they	can	swim	in	the	water,	but	walk?	-	no,	that	they	cannot	do.
Now	Big	Beate	-	she	wasn't	more	than	five	years	old,	but	she	was	ever	so	much
bigger	 than	 the	other	one	 -	and	Little	Beate,	 soon	agreed	 that	 they	would	pick
goslings	from	the	tree	and	throw	them	into	the	well,	so	that	they	might	have	just
as	good	a	 time	as	 the	big	geese	and	goslings	 that	were	swimming	about	 in	 the
pond.	It	was	really	Big	Beate	who	thought	of	 this	first,	but	Little	Beate	agreed
immediately;	you	can't	imagine	how	good	she	always	was.
Now	 Big	 Beate	 climbed	 up	 into	 the	 willow	 and	 picked	 many	 pretty	 yellow
goslings	 into	her	white	apron,	and	when	she	counted	 them	and	had	counted	 to
twenty,	 twice,	 she	 said	 that	now	 they	had	enough,	 and	Little	Beate	 thought	 so
too.
So	she	began	to	climb	down,	but	that	was	not	easy	for	she	had	to	hold	her	apron
together	with	one	hand	and	climb	with	the	other.	She	thought	Little	Beate	called
up	to	her	to	throw	the	goslings	down	first,	but	she	didn't	dare	to	do	that;	she	was
afraid	they	might	fall	and	hurt	themselves.
Now	both	of	them	ran	over	to	the	well,	and	Big	Beate	helped	her	little	friend	to
get	her	legs	firmly	fixed	between	the	logs	that	were	around	the	well,	so	that	she
might	sit	in	comfort	and	watch	the	little	goslings	swim	about	on	the	water.	Then
gosling	 after	 gosling	was	dropped	down,	 and	 as	 soon	 as	 each	one	 reached	 the
water	 it	 seemed	 to	become	alive	and	 it	moved	about.	Oh,	what	 fun!	Big	Beate
clapped	her	 hands	 to	 the	pretty	 little	 downy	birds,	 and	when	 she	helped	Little
Beate	a	bit,	she	too	could	clap	her	hands.
But	after	a	while	the	little	goslings	would	not	swim	any	longer	but	lay	quite	still.
That	was	no	fun	at	all,	so	Big	Beate	asked	her	namesake	if	she	didn't	think	she
might	 lean	 a	 little	 over	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 well	 and	 blow	 on	 them,	 for	 then	 she
thought	they	might	come	to	life	again.	Little	Beate	didn't	answer,	but	she	raised
her	left	eyebrow	a	good	deal	and	moved	her	right	arm	in	the	air	as	if	she	were
saying,	"Please	don't	do	 that,	dear	Big	Beate!	Don't	you	remember	Mother	has
told	us	how	dark	it	is	down	there	in	the	well?	Think,	if	you	should	fall	in!"
"Oh,	 nonsense;	 just	 see	 how	 easy	 it	 is,"	 said	 Big	 Beate,	 for	 she	 thought	 the
goslings	were	stupid	when	they	didn't	want	to	swim	about.	She	leaned	out	over
the	well	 and	blew	on	 the	nearest	ones	 -	Yes,	 it	 helped	 -	 the	goslings	began	 to
swim	again.	But	those	that	were	farthest	away	didn't	move	at	all.
"What	stupid	little	things!"	said	Beate,	and	she	leaned	far,	far	out	over	the	edge
of	the	well.	Then	her	little	hands	slipped	on	the	smooth	log	and	-	splash!	in	she
fell	deep	down	into	the	water.	It	was	so	cold,	so	icy	cold,	and	it	closed	over	her
head	and	took	the	straw	hat,	which	she	had	got	on	her	birthday,	off	her	hair.	She
hadn't	time	to	hear	if	Little	Beate	screamed,	but	I'm	sure	she	did.



When	Beate's	 head	came	over	 the	water	 again	 she	grasped	 the	 round	 log	with
both	her	hands	but	the	hands	were	too	small	and	the	log	too	wide	and	slippery,
she	couldn't	hold	on.	Then	she	 saw	her	dear	 friend,	Little	Beate,	 standing	stiff
and	dumb	with	fright,	staring	at	her	and	with	her	right	arm	stretched	out	to	her.
Big	Beate	hurriedly	caught	hold	of	her	and	Little	Beate	made	herself	as	stiff	as
she	 could,	 and	 stiffer	 still,	 and	 stood	 there	 between	 the	 logs	 holding	 her	 dear
friend	out	of	the	water.
Now	Beate	screamed	so	 loudly	 that	her	 father	and	mother	heard	her	and	came
running	as	fast	as	 they	could,	pale	and	frightened,	and	pulled	her	out.	She	was
dripping	wet	and	so	scared	and	cold	that	her	teeth	chattered.
The	father	ran	to	the	house	with	her,	but	she	begged	him	for	heaven's	sake	not	to
leave	Little	Beate,	for	she	might	fall	into	the	well,	"And	it's	she	who	has	saved
me."
Now	they	put	Beate	to	bed	and	Little	Beate	had	to	sleep	with	her.	When	she	had
said	her	prayers	she	hugged	her	little	friend	and	said,	"Never,	never	can	I	thank
you	 enough,	 because	 you	 saved	 me	 from	 that	 horrible	 deep	 well,	 dear	 Little
Beate.	Of	 course,	 I	 know	 that	 our	Lord	 helped	 you	 to	 stand	 firm	 between	 the
logs,	and	 to	make	yourself	 so	strong	and	stiff,	but	 it	was	you,	and	no	one	else
who	 stretched	your	hand	out	 to	me,	 so	 that	 I	was	not	 drowned.	And	 therefore
you	shall	be	my	very	best	friend,	always,	and	when	I	grow	up	you	shall	be	the
godmother	to	my	first	daughter,	and	I	shall	call	her	Little	Beate	for	you."	Then
she	kissed	the	little	one	and	slept.

Part	Two	-	Viggo
Now	Big	Beate	had	a	brother	who	was	bigger	still	than	she.	He	was	eight	years
old,	and	he	was	a	wild,	mischievous	boy.	His	name	was	really	only	Viggo,	but
he	had	read	an	old	story	about	a	terrible,	bearded	viking	by	the	same	name,	who
sailed	from	land	to	land	killing	and	robbing	and	bringing	with	him	on	his	ship	all
the	 gold	 and	 silver	 which	 he	 found	 and	 all	 the	 pretty	 girls.	 So	 Viggo	 got	 a
hatchet,	just	such	a	one	as	he	had	read	that	the	old	Viking	had,	and	he	told	his
sister	that	after	this	she	must	call	him	Viggo	the	Viking,	for	a	Viking	he	would
be	when	 he	 grew	 up.	 In	 the	 yard	 he	 ran	 after	 the	 chickens	 and	 the	 ducks;	 he
wanted	to	try	his	strength	and	the	axe	on	their	heads.	They	cackled	and	screamed
and	 flew	 away	 from	 him	 and	 this	 only	made	 the	 little	 viking	 the	 braver.	 But
when	he	came	to	the	geese,	with	uplifted	axe,	shouting	his	wild	war	cry,	the	old
gander	got	angry,	bent	his	long	neck	and	pinched	Viggo	the	Viking's	leg	so	that
he	 threw	his	 axe	 down	 and	 ran	 screaming	 and	 howling	 away.	The	 old	 gander
knew	well	 enough	 the	code	of	 the	vikings,	 that	vikings	are	not	 allowed	 to	 rob
and	kill	in	their	own	country,	no	not	even	on	the	other	side	of	the	goose	pond.
One	 day	Viggo	 the	Viking	 came	 up	 to	 his	 sister.	He	 looked	wild,	wore	 a	 big
paper	helmet	on	his	head	and	frowned	angrily.



"Now	I	am	going	to	carry	away	the	pretty	girls	in	this	land,	that	is	what	I	have
come	for,"	said	he.	"You	are	too	big,	but	Little	Beate	is	surely	going	to	be	mine.
I'll	 carry	her	 far,	 far	 away,	 at	 least	 to	 the	pine	woods	 and	perhaps	 even	 to	 the
pasture,	and	you	shall	never	see	her	any	more,	in	all	your	life."
"You	are	 a	naughty	boy,	 and	give	us	nothing	but	 trouble,	 that	 is	what	Mother
said	 too,	 the	 other	 day,"	 said	Beate.	 "Little	Beate	 has	 done	 you	 no	 harm,	 she
hasn't	even	said	a	word	to	you."
"Has	not	done	anything	to	me?"	said	the	viking.	"Didn't	she	stand	on	the	flower
pot	 yesterday	 under	 the	 big	 geranium,	 when	 I	 came	 and	 put	my	 horse	 there?
Don't	you	think	I	saw	that	she	pushed	my	horse	so	that	he	fell	down	and	broke
his	left	hind	leg?	If	I	did	what	she	deserves,	I	should	cut	her	head	off,"	said	the
viking,	and	he	tried	the	edge	of	his	little	axe	with	his	fingers.
"Oh!	 you	 are	 a	 terrible	 boy,"	 said	Beate,	 "but	 I	 know	well	 how	 to	 hide	Little
Beate,	so	that	you	shall	never	touch	her."
Then	 she	 went	 straight	 to	 her	 little	 friend	 and	 told	 her	 sorrowfully	 what	 a
naughty	 boy	Viggo	was,	 that	 he	 intended	 to	 kill	 her,	 and	 that	 she,	Big	Beate,
didn't	dare	to	have	her	inside	the	house.	"But	I	know	a	place	where	I	shall	hide
you	well	so	that	he	shall	never	find	you,"	said	she.
Then	she	took	her	little	friend	and	went	with	her	behind	the	barn	to	a	high	stone
fence.	Close	up	against	it	stood	a	briar	rose	bush	laden	with	blossoms,	the	pale
pink	roses	hanging	down	on	all	sides.	It	made	a	 little	fragrant	bower	and	there
Little	Beate	should	stay	in	its	shade	and	shelter	and	sit	on	a	grass	bench.	When
night	came,	and	it	grew	damp	and	cold,	she	should	not	be	uncomfortable	for	she
had	her	warm	cape	there,	and	raisin	cookies	she	had	on	a	platter	by	her	side,	and
all	about	her	the	roses	bloomed	so	prettily.
Then	 Big	 Beate	 kissed	 her	 good-bye	 and	 good-night,	 and	 begged	 her	 to	 be
patient,	and	by	no	means	to	go	out	so	that	Viggo	the	Viking	should	see	her.	Big
Beate	 promised	 surely	 to	 see	 her	 the	 next	morning	 and	 find	 out	 how	 she	 had
slept,	and	then	she	went	quietly	away.
Beate	had	hardly	time	to	wash	her	face	the	next	morning	before	she	ran	to	her
little	friend.	She	was	afraid	that	Little	Beate	might	have	been	scared	in	the	dark,
because	she	was	all	alone	in	the	little	bower	during	the	night.	Beate	ran	as	fast	as
she	could	and	came	out	of	breath	to	the	briar	rose	bush.	But	you	can't	 imagine
her	sorrow.	Little	Beate	was	not	 there,	her	cape	and	hat	 lay	on	the	ground,	but
her	 little	 friend	was	 gone.	Nowhere	was	 she	 to	 be	 found.	Beate	 searched	 and
called	her	name,	but	no	answer	came.	It	was	Viggo	the	Viking	who	had	carried
her	 away,	 she	knew.	As	 sorrowful	 as	 she	now	was,	Big	Beate	had	never	been
before	in	all	her	life.	She	burst	into	tears	and	turned	home	slowly	with	a	broken
heart.



Who	should	after	this	be	her	best	friend,	who	always	was	willing	to	do	what	she
wanted?	And	who	should	be	godmother	to	her	first	daughter	when	she	grew	up?

Part	Three	-	The	Floating	Island
Beate	 was	 now	 a	 year	 older.	 During	 that	 year	 she	 had	 never	 forgotten	 Little
Beate.	She	had	looked	for	her	in	the	orchard	and	far	away	in	the	pasture.
When	Mother	had	asked	Viggo	about	Little	Beate	he	answered	that	the	country
was	full	of	vikings	and	wild	beasts,	and	that	he	did	not	know	anything	about	the
doll.
Big	Beate	had	many	dolls	given	to	her,	but	not	one	was	like	Little	Beate.	No	one
was	so	sweet	and	good	natured,	no	one	so	pretty	and	graceful.
Either	the	dolls	had	cheeks	that	were	too	red	or	they	could	not	be	dressed	right	-
stiff	and	clumsy	they	all	were	when	they	tried	to	move	their	arms	and	legs,	and	it
was	no	use	at	all	to	talk	to	them.
Beate	 had	 a	 beautiful	 play	 house	with	 a	 table	 and	 chairs	 and	 a	 bureau	 in	 one
corner.
It	was	a	Saturday,	and	the	next	day,	Sunday,	she	expected	her	friends,	Marie	and
Louise,	on	a	visit,	for	it	was	her	birthday;	therefore	she	wanted	to	decorate	her
doll	house	as	prettily	as	 she	could.	All	 the	 furniture	was	placed	 just	 right,	 and
she	 had	 strewn	 fresh	 leaves	 on	 the	 floor,	 but	 she	 needed	 some	 pretty	 little
ornaments	for	her	bureau.
Beate	knew	what	to	do.	On	the	hillside	by	the	Black	Pond	she	remembered	that
she	 had	 seen	 the	 prettiest	 little	 snail	 shells	 anyone	might	wish	 for,	 round	 and
fluted	with	 yellow	 and	 brown	markings.	 They	would	 be	 just	 the	 thing	 for	 the
bureau,	 if	 she	 could	 only	 find	 empty	 ones.	 She	 ran	 off	 to	 search	 for	 them,
slipping	in	and	out	through	the	hazel	bushes,	and	creeping	in	under	the	mountain
ashes	 and	 junipers	on	 the	 steep	hillside,	 and	picking	 empty	 snail	 shells	 by	 the
dozen.
But	 all	 of	 a	 sudden	 she	 heard	 a	 bird	 cry	 such	 a	weird	 cry	 from	 the	 lake.	 She
peeped	out	between	the	green	branches	and	saw	a	big,	big	bird	swimming	about
down	there;	it	had	a	long	blue	neck	and	a	white	breast,	but	its	back	was	shining
black.	 It	 swam	 over	 the	 lake	 so	 fast	 that	 you	 could	 see	 a	 streak	 in	 the	 water
behind	it,	and	then	suddenly	it	dived	and	was	gone.
Beate	stood	there	and	stared	at	the	water,	waiting	to	see	it	come	up	again,	but	she
waited	and	she	waited	and	no	bird	came.	She	began	 to	be	 frightened,	 thinking
the	poor	bird	was	drowned,	when	she	saw	it	shoot	up	again	far	away	almost	in
the	middle	of	the	lake.
It	 flapped	 its	wings,	making	 round	 rings	about	 itself,	which	 spread	 farther	and
farther	 over	 the	 dark	 surface	 of	 the	 water.	 Then	 it	 began	 to	 swim	 again	 very



slowly	towards	a	tiny	green	island	which	lay	there.	When	it	came	to	the	island	it
stretched	its	neck	and	looked	carefully	around	to	all	sides.	Then	it	crept	up	into
the	high	weeds	and	grasses	which	hung	out	over	the	water.
Beate	could	not	get	tired	of	looking	at	the	pretty	little	island.	It	was	so	pretty	and
so	little,	not	bigger	than	one-quarter	of	the	parlour	floor,	and	oblong,	with	here
and	 there	 tiny	 bays	 and	 points.	Willow	 bushes	 grew	 out	 of	 the	 grass	 in	 some
places	 and	 in	one	 end	grew	a	 little	white-barked	birch	 tree.	Beate	 thought	 she
had	 never	 seen	 anything	 half	 so	 lovely	 as	 the	 little	 green	 island	 on	 the	 black
water.	It	seemed	just	like	a	strange	little	land,	all	by	itself.	She	kept	watching	it
through	the	bushes	hoping	all	the	time	the	bird	would	come	again,	but	it	stayed
on	the	island.
At	 last	 the	 evening	breeze	began	 to	 ruffle	 the	 surface	of	 the	water	 a	 little	 and
Beate	remembered	that	she	must	hurry	home.	She	bent	down	to	pick	a	few	more
snail	shells	which	she	might	give	to	Marie	and	Louise.	Again	she	looked	up	and
peeped	through	the	leaves	and	branches	to	say	good-night	to	the	island,	when	-
think	of	it!	The	little	green	island	was	gone.
Beate	wouldn't	believe	her	own	eyes,	she	thought	she	must	have	moved	without
knowing	 it,	 so	 that	 the	bushes	hid	 the	 island	 from	her,	 but	no,	 she	was	 sitting
exactly	in	the	same	spot.
She	thought	of	goblins	and	fairies	and	ran	up	the	path	to	the	top	of	the	hill	as	fast
as	 she	 could.	But	when	 she	 got	 there	 she	 had	 to	 look	 again.	And	 she	 became
more	astonished	than	ever	for	now	she	saw	the	little	green	island	again	but	far
from	the	place	where	she	first	saw	it.	It	was	sailing	slowly	towards	the	southern
end	of	the	lake	and	the	silver	birch	was	its	sail.
As	soon	as	Beate	reached	home	she	found	Anne,	the	nurse,	and	told	her	what	she
had	seen.
Anne	knew	all	about	the	floating	island,	it	had	been	on	the	lake	for	many	years,
she	said.	But	there	were	many	strange	things	about	it.	Every	time	there	was	to	be
a	fine	year	for	the	farmers	the	island	was	green	all	summer,	but	if	there	was	to	be
a	bad	year	the	grass	on	it	grew	yellow	and	brown	and	there	were	but	few	leaves
on	the	little	birch.	Yes,	old	Anne	would	not	be	surprised	if	there	appeared	blood
red	spots	on	the	island	in	years	of	warfare	and	trouble.
Every	year	there	was	a	loon's	nest	there,	and	Anne	had	her	own	opinions	both	of
the	 loon	and	 the	 island;	but	when	Beate	wanted	 to	know	more,	old	Anne	only
shook	her	head,	for	she	was	not	the	kind	that	told	everything	she	knew.
But	one	 thing	she	would	 tell	and	 that	was,	 that	 if	anyone	stood	on	 the	floating
island	and	took	a	loon's	egg	out	of	the	nest	and	wished	for	something,	that	wish
would	 come	 true,	 if	 the	 egg	 was	 put	 safely	 back	 into	 the	 nest	 again.	 If	 you
wished	to	become	the	Princess	of	England	your	wish	would	indeed	be	fulfilled,



said	old	Anne.	But	there	was	one	more	thing	to	notice;	you	must	not	talk	about	it
to	a	living	soul.
"Not	even	to	Father	and	Mother?"	asked	Beate.
"No,"	said	Anne,	"not	to	a	living	soul."
Beate	could	 think	of	nothing	but	 the	 island	all	 that	evening,	and	when	she	had
closed	her	eyes	she	could	dream	of	nothing	else	all	night.	Now	it	was	covered
with	blood-red	spots	-	now	it	was	green;	then	she	thought	that	the	loon	cried	"I
am	the	Princess	of	England,	but	I	have	been	bewitched	and	must	stay	a	loon."
Just	as	soon	as	Beate	got	up	in	the	morning	she	begged	her	father	to	row	her	and
Marie	and	Louise	out	 to	 the	floating	island,	when	they	came	to	visit	her	 in	 the
afternoon,	and	that	he	promised.
But	he	also	asked	how	she	had	happened	to	think	of	 that	and	what	she	wanted
there.	 Beate	 thought	 first	 that	 she	 would	 tell	 him	 everything,	 but	 then	 she
remembered	Anne's	words	and	only	said	that	she	wished	to	go	out	there	because
the	little	green	island	was	so	pretty,	and	she	wished	to	look	at	it	more	closely.
"Yes,	 indeed,	 it	 is	 pretty	 and	 you	 shall	 see	 a	 loon's	 nest	 too,"	 said	 the	 father
stroking	Beate's	brown	hair.
Then	Beate's	 face	grew	 red	and	 the	 tears	 came	 to	her	 eyes,	 for	 she	knew	well
enough	about	the	loon's	nest	and	about	the	eggs.
In	the	afternoon	the	father	took	the	three	little	girls	down	to	the	lake.	Viggo	was
along	 too,	 but	 there	was	 no	 boat,	 only	 a	 raft,	 not	 large	 enough	 to	 carry	 all	 of
them,	 so	he	had	 to	 stay	behind.	And	he	was	perfectly	willing	 for	 he	was	now
older	and	had	grown	more	thoughtful	than	when	we	last	heard	of	him.	Now	he
helped	the	little	girls	on	the	raft.
The	water	was	like	a	mirror,	black	and	shining.	The	big	pine	forest	on	one	shore
and	the	green	hillside	on	the	other	stood	on	their	heads	and	looked	at	themselves
in	the	smooth	surface.	Round	and	about,	close	to	the	water's	edge,	stood	the	tall
grasses	high	and	straight,	like	regiments	of	soldiers	guarding	the	quiet	little	lake.
And	 here	 and	 there	 lay	 broad	 green	 leaves	 and	 large	 snowy	 water-lilies
swimming	on	the	dark	water.	Beate's	friends	thought	this	was	the	loveliest	thing
they	had	ever	seen,	and	they	begged	the	father	to	stop	and	get	some	of	the	pretty
water-lilies	for	them.	But	Beate	alone	was	longing	for	the	floating	island.
It	 lay	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	 lake,	and	when	they	drew	near,	 it	 looked	as	 if	 there
were	two	little	islands,	one	on	top	of	the	water	and	one	below	its	surface,	and	the
latter	was	almost	prettier	than	the	former.	The	father	rowed	close	up	to	the	island
and	around	 it,	and	when	he	came	 to	 the	other	side	 the	 loon	plunged	out	of	 the
reeds	into	the	water	and	was	gone.
"There	is	the	loon's	nest,"	said	the	father	and	landed	the	raft.



The	little	girls	leaned	over	the	edge	while	the	father	held	them,	first	one,	then	the
other.	What	 joy!	 The	 loon's	 nest	 lay	 on	 the	 very	 edge	 of	 the	 little	 tiny	 island
hidden	among	the	grasses,	and	in	the	nest	lay	two	big	greyish-brown	eggs,	with
black	spots,	larger	than	any	goose	eggs.
Marie	and	Louise	shouted	and	 laughed,	but	Beate	 felt	strangely	frightened	and
was	 very	 quiet.	 She	 begged	 her	 father	 to	 let	 her	 stand	 on	 the	 island,	 only	 a
minute,	and	would	he	let	her	take	one	of	the	eggs	in	her	hand?
The	father	would	not	deny	her	that,	but	lifted	her	up	onto	the	floating	island.	But
he	 told	 her	 she	must	 be	 very	 careful,	 just	 lift	 the	 egg	 gently	 between	 her	 two
fingers	for	if	the	bird	noticed	that	the	egg	had	been	touched	she	would	not	hatch
it.
And	now	Beate	stood	on	the	green	floating	island.	She	grew	quite	pale,	she	was
so	excited	when	she	bent	down	to	pick	up	 the	greyish-brown	egg.	She	 lifted	 it
carefully	between	her	two	fingers.	Now	she	might	wish	for	anything	in	the	wide,
wide	world.	And	what	do	you	think	she	wished	for?	To	become	the	Princess	of
England?	Oh,	no,	she	knew	something	far	better	than	that.	Then	her	lips	moved
softly	and	she	whispered	to	herself,	"And	now	I	wish	that	Little	Beate	was	with
me	once	more	and	would	never,	never	leave	me."
Carefully	and	with	trembling	hand,	she	put	the	egg	back	into	the	nest.	What	was
the	pink	something	her	eye	caught	sight	of	among	the	tall	reeds	close	to	the	nest?
It	 was	 her	 doll.	 Beate	 gave	 one	 shriek	 of	 joy	 -	 "Little	 Beate,	 my	 own	 Little
Beate,"	she	sobbed	when	she	had	her	own	dearest	friend	in	her	arms	again.	She
covered	her	with	tears	and	kisses,	she	held	her	tight	in	her	arms	as	if	she	would
never	in	the	world	let	her	go.
Her	father,	Marie,	and	Louise	stood	by	without	saying	a	word.	At	last	the	father
stroked	Beate's	hair,	kissed	his	little	girl,	and	lifted	her	on	to	the	raft	again.
Such	a	birthday	party	as	Beate	had	now	she	never	had	before	nor	since.	What	did
it	matter	that	a	year's	rains	and	snows	had	faded	the	pink	of	Little	Beate's	cheeks
and	 bleached	 her	 brown	 curls?	 She	 was	 the	 guest	 of	 honour	 and	 sat	 on	 the
prettiest	chair.	She	had	all	 the	cookies	and	chocolate	 that	she	wanted.	She	was
petted	 and	 loved,	 and	 at	 night,	 tired	 and	 happy	Big	Beate	 slept	with	 her	 little
friend	in	her	arms.

Part	Four	-	Hans,	the	Old	Soldier
Viggo	was	ten	years	old	now.	He	no	longer	cared	to	become	a	viking	when	he
grew	up.	To	be	an	officer	in	the	army	was	his	one	thought	now;	he	would	prefer
to	become	a	general	of	course,	but	 if	he	couldn't	be	 that	 at	once,	he	would	be
satisfied	 to	be	a	captain;	he	might	become	a	general	 later.	From	whom	do	you
suppose	he	had	learned	such	things?	From	Hans,	the	old	Grenadier.
Hans	was	Viggo's	dearest	friend,	though	he	was	cross	and	curt	to	other	people.



The	servants	on	 the	farm	often	called	 the	old	Grenadier	"Hans	 the	Watchdog,"
for	 they	 said	when	 he	 talked	 to	 anyone	 it	 sounded	 like	 a	 dog	 barking,	 and	 he
looked	 as	 though	 he	 were	 ready	 to	 bite.	 But	 Viggo	 had	 once	 said	 that	 the
Grenadier's	voice	sounded	like	the	rattle	of	a	drum,	and	the	old	soldier	thought
that	was	well	 said.	 It	was	 really	 from	 that	 time	 on	 that	Viggo	 and	Hans	were
such	good	friends.
Hans	the	Grenadier	was	six	feet-two,	and	a	little	more.	He	was	broad	shouldered
and	straight	as	a	stick.	His	hair	was	long	and	snowy	white,	and	it	hung	in	a	braid
down	his	red	soldier's	coat.
When	he	came	walking	up	to	the	farm	from	his	little	cottage	he	always	carried
the	axe	on	the	left	shoulder,	like	a	gun,	and	marched	stiff	and	straight	turning	the
toes	well	out,	 and	kept	 step	as	 if	 the	 sergeant	was	marching	 right	 at	his	heels,
commanding	"Left,	right!	Left,	right!"
Hans	wore	yellow	leather	 trousers,	but	suspenders	he	never	used,	so	 there	was
always	a	gap	of	three	or	four	inches	between	the	coat	and	the	trousers	where	his
shirt	showed	through,	winter	as	well	as	summer.	His	hat	was	worn	to	a	reddish-
brown.	It	was	wide	at	 the	crown	and	narrow	at	 the	brim,	and	there	was	a	deep
hollow	in	the	top	which	filled	with	water	when	it	rained.	He	always	wore	his	hat
a	little	on	one	ear.	When	Hans	turned	his	toes	out	more	than	usual	and	put	his	hat
too	much	on	one	side,	the	servants	would	say,	"Both	Hans	the	Watchdog	and	his
goose	pond	are	pretty	well	filled	up	to-day."	And	however	much	he	disliked	to,
Viggo	 had	 to	 admit	 that	 this	 was	 a	 bad	 sign,	 for	 Hans	 had	 the	 sad	 fault	 of
sometimes	drinking	a	drop	too	much.	But	Viggo	always	knew	that	at	such	times
Old	Hans	was	most	willing	to	tell	about	the	time	he	served	in	the	army,	both	in
'88	and	'89.	Then	he	told	of	the	battles	at	Kvistrum	and	at	Lier,	and	first	and	last
about	 the	"Prince	of	Gustenberg"	-	 it	was	Prince	Christian	of	Augustenburg	he
meant.
"That	was	a	man!"	said	Hans.	"Such	a	face	you	never	saw	on	any	man.	When	he
looked	at	you	it	was	as	if	he	would	eat	you	in	one	bite.	And	such	a	nose	between
the	 eyes!	 You	 are	 looking	 at	 me,	 well,	 for	 a	 common	 soldier	 I	 have	 been
specially	well	favoured.	But	the	Prince	of	Gustenberg	he	had	a	nose	that	shouted
'Get	out	of	my	way.'	And	therefore	they	did	get	out	of	his	way	too,	wherever	he
showed	himself.	Such	another	man	we've	never	had	 in	Norway,	neither	before
nor	since	his	time.	God	bless	him	where	he	lies,	and	God	punish	those	who	laid
him	there!"
"Aren't	you	ashamed?	The	Prince	of	Augustenburg	never	swore,	I'm	sure,"	said
Viggo.
"You	think	so,	you	little	cub?	But	it	is	true,	he	never	did,"	said	Hans.	"But	that	is
because	a	general	does	not	need	to,	it	does	not	become	him,	but	for	the	common
man	it	is	just	as	necessary	as	to	drink	whiskey."



This	did	not	prove	anything	to	Viggo,	on	the	contrary	he	said	it	was	a	shame	to
do	either.
"A	shame?"	 said	 the	Grenadier.	 "Do	you	know	what	 the	Prince	of	Gustenberg
said	when	he	spoke	in	front	of	the	troops?	 'One	thing	is	a	shame,'	said	he,	 'and
that	 is	 to	turn	your	back	before	retreat	 is	called.'	And	now	you	know	what	is	a
shame,	my	boy!"
Viggo	understood	well	enough	that	it	was	no	use	to	discuss	such	a	matter	with
the	old	Grenadier,	so	he	sat	silent	a	little	while.
"Have	you	never	known	a	little	boy	to	become	a	general?"	he	asked	at	last.	"No,
I	haven't	but	I	have	known	a	drummer	boy	who	became	a	sergeant.	He	was	not
much	bigger	than	you;	but	that	was	a	lively	youngster!	He	could	do	everything
you	can	think	of.	He	could	beat	the	drum	equally	well	standing	on	his	head	or	on
his	legs.	There	was	one	thing	though	that	was	very	hard	for	him	to	do	and	that
was	to	beat	'Retreat.'	On	the	drill	ground	he	knew	it	as	well	as	his	A-B-C's,	but
when	 he	 smelled	 the	 enemy's	 powder	 he	 seemed	 to	 forget	 all	 about	 it.	 The
captain	 had	 to	 give	 him	 a	 rap	 or	 two	 before	 he	 could	 remember	 it	 again.	But
'Forward	March'	he	knew	how	to	drum,	he	never	forgot	that,	and	sometimes	he
beat	that	instead	of	'Retreat,'	and	when	the	captain	got	angry	he	made	the	excuse
that	he	did	not	hear,	the	guns	made	so	much	noise	about	him,	he	said.	Usually	he
wasn't	 punished	 either,	 because	 he	 had	 once	 saved	 the	 captain's	 life	 with	 a
snowball."
"With	a	snowball?"	said	Viggo.
"Yes,	 I	 said	 snowball,	 you	 little	 cub,	 he	 did	 not	 use	 greater	means.	We	were
rushing	up	a	hill	with	the	enemy	in	front	of	us.	It	was	in	winter,	with	deep	snow
and	thawing	too.	The	captain	and	the	drummer	boy	led	the	march,	eight	or	 ten
steps	in	front	of	us.	But	as	soon	as	they	came	to	the	top	of	the	hill	there	stood	the
enemy	 in	 line.	 'Aim!'	commanded	 the	enemy's	officer	and	all	 the	guns	pointed
right	at	 the	captain.	Quick	as	 lightning	 the	drummer	boy	grabbed	a	handful	of
snow	 and	 made	 a	 snowball	 and,	 just	 as	 the	 blue-jacketed	 donkey	 opened	 his
mouth	to	say	 'Fire!'	the	drummer	boy	threw	the	snowball	straight	into	the	open
mouth.	He	was	speechless	for	a	moment	and	stood	there	mouth	wide	open.	Well
then	the	rest	of	us	arrived	and	we	had	a	hot	fight."
"Then	was	he	made	a	sergeant?"	asked	Viggo.
"Yes,	a	while	afterwards,	when	the	Prince	had	heard	of	it.	He	was	given	the	rank
of	 a	 sergeant,	 and	 something	better	 even	 than	 that.	The	Prince	 called	him	 'my
son.'	 The	 Prince	 rode	 to	 the	 front.	 'My	 son,'	 he	 said	 to	 the	 drummer	 boy,	 'I
understand	you	know	how	to	stop	the	mouth	of	the	enemy	when	he	is	about	to
talk	 too	 loudly.	 We	 will	 try	 what	 more	 you	 can	 do,'	 said	 he,	 and	 then	 the
drummer	became	sergeant."



"It	was	too	bad	that	they	didn't	make	him	a	general,"	said	Viggo.	He	stood	there
polishing	 his	 coat	 button,	 then	 he	 added	 half	 aloud,	 "Do	 you	 think	 I	 might
become	a	general,	Hans?"
"Well,	well,	listen	to	the	spring	chicken!"	said	Hans.	"So	it	is	general	you	want
to	be,	cub	that	you	are?	Never	mind,	don't	blush	for	that,	it	wasn't	a	bad	question.
But	it	is	very	difficult,	for	then	you	must	learn	much,	oh	very	much."
"Mathematics,	you	mean?"	said	Viggo.	"I	have	learned	some	of	that	already,	and
languages	too."
"Yes,	 that	 is	well	 enough,	 but	 you	must	 learn	much	more,	 you	must	 learn	 the
commands	and	what	is	more,	boy!	you	must	learn	to	drill	so	that	you	don't	make
a	mistake	 in	a	 single	movement;	 the	gun	must	dance	 in	your	hands,	and	when
you	strike	it	must	sing	like	the	dean	in	church	when	he	sings	 'Amen.'	And	you
must	march	so	stiff	and	straight	 that	 the	balls	fly	past	you,	as	soon	as	 they	see
you."
Viggo	did	not	know	when	he	should	learn	all	this,	but	Old	Hans	said	that	those
things	one	learned	in	war.
"But	if	only	war	broke	out	again,"	said	Viggo.
"Yes,	you	are	right,	my	boy,	if	only	war	broke	out!	that	was	well	said,"	agreed
the	Grenadier.
"Then	do	you	think	I	might	become	a	general?"	continued	Viggo.
"Who	 knows?	 But	 it	 is	 difficult.	 The	 eyes	 are	 not	 bad,	 you	 have	 the	 right
expression.	But	 the	nose,	no	 it	has	not	 the	correct	 shape.	But	of	course	 it	may
grow	and	curve	in	time,"	said	Old	Hans.
And	that	Viggo	hoped	too,	and	in	that	hope	he	learned	to	drill	and	march	from
his	old	friend,	but	he	often	looked	in	the	mirror	and	wished	with	all	his	heart	that
the	nose	would	curve	a	little	more.

Part	Five	-	Allarm
One	afternoon	Viggo	was	walking	home	from	school	with	a	bag	of	books	on	his
back.	He	marched	straight	as	a	stick	with	a	soldierly	step,	for	he	was	thinking	of
the	time	when	he	should	change	this	bag	for	one	full	of	cartridges.	Old	Hans	was
standing	outside	the	cottage	waiting	for	him,	and	when	Viggo	halted	and	saluted,
the	old	man	asked	if	he	could	guess	what	present	there	was	for	him	at	the	house.
"How	does	it	look?"	asked	Viggo.
"It	is	brown,"	said	Hans.	"Now	guess."
"Oh,	 I	 suppose	 it	 is	nothing	but	 a	 lump	of	brown	sugar	 from	Aunt	Beate.	She
never	remembers	that	I	have	outgrown	such	sweet	stuff,"	said	Viggo.
"Try	again!"	said	Hans,	and	grinned.	"It	is	dark	brown,	man,	it	walks	on	four	feet



and	laps	milk."
"Are	you	mad?	Is	it	the	puppy	the	Captain	has	promised	me?	Is	it?"	cried	Viggo,
and	forgot	all	about	standing	straight	and	stiff	before	the	Grenadier.
"Right	about,	you	cheater!	Of	course	that's	what	it	is,"	said	Hans	the	Grenadier.
But	Viggo	turned	a	somersault	instead	of	"Right	about"	and	ran	to	the	house.	On
a	piece	of	carpet	close	by	the	fireplace	lay	the	little	puppy,	and	he	was	beautiful.
Viggo	could	not	get	tired	of	looking	at	him.	The	body	was	dark	brown,	but	the
nose	and	paws	were	light	brown,	and	he	had	a	light	brown	spot	over	each	eye.
He	was	almost	as	broad	as	he	was	long,	and	when	Viggo	sat	down	on	the	floor
beside	him	and	stroked	and	patted	the	soft	fur	he	bent	his	short,	stubby	neck	and
smelled,	 and	 then	 licked	Viggo's	 hand.	Soon	 they	had	become	 acquainted	 and
from	that	 time	on	Viggo	watched	carefully	to	see	if	 the	puppy	grew,	almost	as
carefully	as	he	watched	his	own	nose,	to	see	if	it	had	the	proper	curve	so	that	he
might	become	a	general.
But	it	went	much	faster	with	the	puppy.	And	as	he	grew	Viggo	loved	him	more
and	more;	they	were	inseparable.	In	the	night	Allarm	lay	by	his	bed,	and	in	the
daytime	 he	 sat	 beside	 Viggo	 when	 he	 was	 studying	 his	 lessons.	 The	 puppy
looked	 at	 him	with	his	 big	brown	eyes,	 just	 as	 if	 he	would	help	him	when	he
came	 to	difficult	passages,	 and	 then	he	 followed	him	wherever	Viggo	went	or
stood.	He	was	not	allowed	to	go	along	to	school,	but	he	met	him	every	afternoon
more	than	half	way	and	barked	with	joy	and	wagged	his	tail	when	he	saw	Viggo.
	

One	winter	morning	Hans	the	Grenadier	and	some	of	the	farm	hands	were	going
to	the	woods	to	haul	lumber.	Viggo	had	a	holiday	that	day	so	he	was	allowed	to
go	along.	He	put	his	rubber	boots	on	and	whistled	for	Allarm.	The	puppy	jumped
and	barked	when	he	noticed	that	they	were	off	for	the	woods,	for	Allarm's	father
was	a	hound,	so	Allarm	wanted	to	hunt	too.	But	Viggo's	father	said	it	would	be
best	to	leave	Allarm	at	home,	for	there	were	packs	of	wolves	in	the	woods	and
their	tracks	had	been	seen	even	in	the	field	close	to	the	farm.	Viggo	did	not	like
to	leave	Allarm	behind,	but	when	his	father	said	so	of	course	he	must	do	it.	He
took	the	strap	and	tied	Allarm	to	the	leg	of	the	sofa.	Then	he	put	his	old	coat	on
the	floor	beside	 the	dog,	so	 that	he	might	 rest	more	softly	and	be	comfortable.
But	you	can't	imagine	how	Allarm	whined	and	howled	when	he	understood	that
he	was	to	be	left	tied	up	instead	of	being	allowed	to	go	along	to	the	woods.
He	lay	flat	on	the	floor	and	dragged	his	body	to	Viggo's	feet	as	far	as	the	strap
reached	-	just	as	if	he	begged	for	freedom	and	permission	to	go	with	him,	and	he
looked	at	Viggo	with	sad	eyes	which	seemed	to	say,	"Have	you	really	the	heart
to	 go	 to	 the	woods	 to	 have	 a	 good	 time,	 and	 to	 leave	me	 behind,	 tied	 up	 and
alone?"	No,	Viggo	had	not	the	heart	to	do	that.	He	told	his	father	that	he	could
not	 stand	 to	 have	 Allarm	 so	 sad,	 happen	 what	 would,	 and	 he	 begged	 that	 he



might	take	him	along.
The	father	smiled	and	said	he	was	afraid	it	might	be	the	death	of	his	dog,	but	if
Viggo	wanted	to	risk	it	and	take	him	along	he	must	take	good	care	of	him	and
not	let	him	out	of	his	sight.	Then	they	untied	him,	and	you	may	imagine	Allarm's
joy;	he	jumped	and	barked	so	that	the	mother	had	to	put	her	fingers	in	her	ears.
How	beautiful	the	forest	was!	First	 they	drove	for	a	while	along	the	main	road
where	 there	was	 good	 driving.	 The	 seven	 horses	went	 in	 a	 line,	 one	 after	 the
other	and	Hans	the	Grenadier	and	Viggo	and	Allarm	walked	behind	the	first	one.
On	both	sides	of	the	road	stood	tall	pines	with	their	yellow	trunks	reaching	out
of	 the	 snow.	 Here	 and	 there	 between	 them	 stood	 an	 old	 fir	 with	 its	 branches
hanging	down	to	the	ground.	The	needles	couldn't	be	seen	at	all	as	it	was	white
with	snow	from	top	to	bottom	-	there	you	could	see	its	dark	brown	leg.	And	all
the	young	trees	on	both	sides	stood	bent	 to	the	ground	under	the	weight	of	 the
snow.	It	looked	as	if	they	had	dressed	in	heavy	white	robes	against	the	cold	and
stood	there	bowing	to	all	who	went	past.	But	they	made	no	loud	greetings.	No,
the	 forest	 was	 so	 still,	 so	 still	 you	 could	 not	 hear	 the	 least	 sound	 except	 the
horses'	hoofs	crunching	in	the	snow.	Here	and	there	Viggo	saw	the	foot-prints	of
a	wolf	beside	 the	road.	Then	he	always	 told	Allarm	to	keep	close	by	him,	and
that	he	did.
But	 after	 a	while	 they	 left	 the	 road	 and	 turned	 into	 the	 thick	 forest.	Hans	 the
Grenadier	waded	in	front	and	the	snow	came	to	his	knees,	then	came	the	horses
and	 the	 boys,	 one	 after	 the	 other,	 and	 at	 last	Viggo.	 It	was	 a	 fine	 tramp.	 The
snow	 came	 sifting	 down	 from	 twigs	 and	 boughs,	 so	 the	men	were	white	 like
snowmen,	and	the	steam	rose	in	clouds	from	the	horses	because	the	snow	melted
on	them.
After	a	while	they	came	to	the	logs	and	began	to	hitch	them	to	the	horses.	Then
suddenly	Viggo	 remembered	Allarm;	 he	 had	 forgotten	 all	 about	 the	 dog	 since
they	turned	away	from	the	road.	He	looked	around	him,	and	just	then	he	heard
Allarm	whine	and	howl	somewhere	in	the	depths	of	the	forest.
As	 quick	 as	 lightning	 he	 grabbed	 an	 axe	which	Old	Hans	 had	 hewed	 into	 the
stump	of	a	tree	and	rushed	in	through	the	trees	in	the	direction	from	which	the
howling	came.	It	was	not	easy,	he	ran	over	the	wild	fields,	and	the	snow	reached
far	above	his	knees,	but	he	noticed	nothing,	he	only	feared	he	would	be	too	late.
Once	he	had	to	stop	a	little	to	draw	breath,	then	again	he	heard	the	pitiful	wail	of
the	dog,	but	now	it	sounded	fainter.	Off	Viggo	rushed	again,	and	at	last	he	spied
something	between	the	trees.	He	did	not	see	his	dog,	but	three	wolves	stood	in	a
circle,	heads	turned	toward	the	centre,	the	fourth	one	lay	inside	the	ring	and	bit
something	in	the	snow.
Viggo	shouted	so	that	 it	 thundered	in	the	forest,	and	rushed	against	 the	wolves
with	lifted	axe.	When	he	came	within	seven	or	eight	feet	distance	from	them,	the



greylegs	 got	 frightened	 and	 sneaked,	 tail	 between	 the	 legs,	 far	 into	 the	 dark
forest,	but	the	fourth	one,	who	lay	on	top	of	Allarm,	hated	to	give	up	his	prey.	It
was	a	 large	yellow	wolf.	He	 looked	up	at	Viggo	and	showed	his	bloody	 teeth.
But	Viggo	only	thought	of	the	dog's	danger.	"Let	go	of	Allarm.	Let	go	of	my	dog
or	 I'll	 teach	 you!"	 he	 cried	 and	 swung	 the	 axe	 high	 above	 his	 head.	 Then
greylegs	thought	he	had	better	not	try	the	game	and	sneaked	slowly	away	after
the	 others.	 He	 turned	 once	 and	 howled	 and	 showed	 his	 teeth,	 and	 then	 he
disappeared	between	the	white	bushes.
Far	down	in	a	hole	in	the	snow	lay	Allarm.	He	was	so	bitten	that	he	could	not
jump	 to	 his	 feet	 and,	 when	Viggo	 lifted	 him,	 the	 blood	 dripped	 down	 on	 the
white	snow.	His	whole	body	shivered	and	shook	like	an	aspen	leaf,	but	he	licked
Viggo's	hand.
Just	then	Old	Hans	the	Grenadier	stood	by	Viggo's	side.	When	he	had	gained	his
breath	after	his	hurried	 run,	 the	old	man	cried	very	angrily,	"If	 I	did	what	you
deserve	I	should	have	to	whip	you,	you	little	cub.	Shame	on	you!	Do	you	think	it
fit	for	a	youngster	like	you	to	rush	against	a	pack	of	wolves?	If	they	had	eaten
you	up	alive	before	you	had	a	chance	 to	make	a	 sound,	what	would	you	have
said	then?"
"Then	 I	would	have	 said,	 'One	 thing	 is	 a	 shame,	 and	 that	 is	 to	 turn	your	back
before	"retreat"	is	called,'"	said	Viggo,	and	looked	sharply	at	the	Grenadier.
"Well	said,	my	boy!	The	nose	has	not	quite	the	right	curve	yet,	but	the	eyes	are
there,	 and	 I	 do	 believe	 the	 heart	 too,"	 said	 Old	 Hans.	 He	 took	 the	 dog	 from
Viggo	and	went	home	with	both	of	them.

Part	Six	-	The	Black	Pond
"Hurrah,	the	Black	Pond	is	frozen.	The	ice	is	more	than	an	inch	thick,	and	there's
a	 crowd	 of	 boys	 down	 there!"	 shouted	 one	 of	Viggo's	 classmates	 one	 Sunday
morning,	 as	 he	 thrust	 his	 frost	 covered	 head	 through	 the	 door	 and	 swung	 his
skates.	I	dare	say	it	didn't	 take	Viggo	long	before	he	got	his	skates	down	from
the	nail,	and	as	soon	as	he	had	got	permission	from	his	father,	he	ran	off	with	his
friend.	And	what	do	you	think,	he	was	so	anxious	to	get	down	to	the	lake,	that	he
forgot	to	whistle	for	Allarm.
But	Allarm	had	a	fine	nose.	Just	as	soon	as	he	had	swallowed	his	breakfast	he
understood	that	Viggo	was	gone.	Then	he	ran	out	switching	his	tail	and	hunting
through	the	yard	for	Viggo's	trail,	and	when	he	noticed	that	it	didn't	lead	to	the
school	he	knew	he	might	follow.	Then	he	rushed	madly	after	him	over	the	fields,
and	had	caught	up	with	him	long	before	Viggo	had	reached	the	cottage	of	Hans
the	Grenadier,	which	lay	close	by	the	lake.
One	 thing	Viggo	 had	 promised	 his	 father	 before	 he	 got	 permission	 to	 go,	 and
that	was	that	he	should	be	very	careful	and	not	skate	far	out	from	the	shore.	His



father	knew	that	the	ice	was	safe	along	the	shore,	but	that	near	the	middle	of	the
lake	there	was	an	air	hole	through	which	warm	air	rose	to	the	surface,	and	there
the	ice	was	never	thick.
And	Viggo	meant	honestly	to	do	what	his	father	had	told	him,	but	now	you	shall
hear	what	happened.
When	he	came	to	 the	 lake	 there	was	a	crowd	of	boys	 there,	big	ones	and	little
ones,	from	all	the	farms	and	cottages	round	about.	There	must	have	been	twenty
or	more.	Most	of	them	had	skates	on	but	some	only	slid	on	the	ice.	And	Viggo
could	see	that	they	had	been	in	just	as	great	hurry	as	he	to	get	down	on	the	ice,
for	 some	had	 run	off	without	caps	and	some	without	mittens,	but	 they	did	not
notice	 the	cold.	They	shouted	and	 laughed	so	 that	you	could	not	hear	yourself
think.
As	soon	as	Viggo	had	put	on	his	skates	he	began	to	look	around	in	the	crowd.
Most	of	the	boys	he	knew,	for	he	had	raced	with	them	before	and	knew	he	could
beat	every	one	of	them.	But	there	was	one	boy	who	skated	about	by	himself	and
seemed	 not	 to	 care	 about	 the	 others.	He	was	much	 bigger	 than	Viggo,	 almost
half	grown,	and	Viggo	saw	immediately	that	it	would	not	be	easy	to	beat	him	in
a	 race.	 The	 boys	 called	 him	 Peter	 Lightfoot	 and	 the	 name	 fitted	 him.	 Peter
crossed	his	arms	and	swung	around	on	one	leg.	He	could	do	the	corkscrew,	skate
backwards	as	easily	as	 forwards,	and	 lie	so	 low	and	near	 the	 ice	 that	he	might
have	kissed	 it.	And	this	he	did	as	easily	and	neatly	as	one	 turns	around	on	 the
parlour	floor.	But	all	this	Viggo	could	do	too.
"Can	you	write	your	 initials?"	asked	Viggo.	Yes,	Peter	Lightfoot	stood	on	one
leg	and	wrote	PL	in	the	ice,	but	the	letters	hung	together.	Then	Viggo	started.	He
ran,	turned	himself	around	backwards	and	wrote	P	L	and	between	the	P	and	the
L	he	made	a	short	jump	so	that	the	letters	stood	apart.
"Hurrah	for	Viggo!	He	wrote	Peter	Lightfoot	backwards,"	shouted	the	boys	and
threw	up	their	caps.	Then	the	big	boy	blushed	crimson,	but	he	said	nothing	and
tried	to	laugh.
Now	they	began	 to	play	"Fox	and	Geese,"	and	everybody	wanted	Viggo	 to	be
the	 fox.	 Peter	wanted	 to	 play	 too,	 for	 he	was	 sure	 that	Viggo	 could	 not	 catch
him;	he	was	indeed	much	bigger	and	stronger.	The	race	course	was	scratched	in
the	 ice	 and	 Viggo	 called,	 "Out,	 out,	 my	 geese,"	 and	 off	 they	 ran.	 But	 Viggo
didn't	care	to	run	after	the	little	goslings,	it	was	the	big	gander,	Peter	Lightfoot,
he	 wished	 to	 catch.	 And	 that	 was	 a	 game!	 Off	 they	 went,	 Peter	 in	 front	 and
Viggo	 after	 him,	 so	 that	 the	 wind	 whistled	 around	 them,	 back	 and	 forth	 in
corners	 and	 circles,	 and	 all	 the	 other	 boys	 stopped	 and	 looked	 on.	Every	 time
Viggo	was	right	at	his	heels,	Peter	jumped	and	was	far	ahead	of	the	fox	again.
But	at	last	Viggo	had	him	cornered,	but	just	as	he	would	have	caught	the	goose,
Peter	stretched	out	his	left	leg	and	meant	to	trip	Viggo,	but	his	skate	caught	in	a



frozen	 twig	and	-	 thump!	 there	 lay	Peter	Lightfoot,	 the	 ice	cracking	all	around
him.
"A	good	thing	he	wasn't	made	of	glass,"	laughed	the	boys	and	crowded	around
Peter.	He	got	up	and	looked	angrily	around	the	circle	of	boys.
"Now	stand	in	a	row,	we'll	jump,"	said	he,	and	the	boys	did.	They	piled	hats	and
caps	on	top	of	each	other,	first	only	three	high.	The	whole	row	jumped	that,	then
four,	then	five,	then	six,	but	each	time	fewer	got	over	and	those	who	pushed	the
top	cap	off	with	their	skates	had	to	stop	playing	and	must	stand	aside	and	look
on.	At	 last	 there	were	 eight	hats	 and	caps	on	 top	of	 each	other,	 and	now	only
Peter	and	Viggo	were	left	to	jump.
"Put	 your	 cap	 on	 top!"	 said	Peter,	 and	Viggo	 did.	But	 all	 the	 boys	 called	 and
shouted,	one	louder	than	the	other,	that	no	one	could	ever	make	that	jump.
Now	Peter	came	so	fast	that	the	air	whistled	about	him,	jumped	-	and	whiff!	he
was	over!	He	 touched	Viggo's	cap	 the	 least	 little	bit,	but	 it	did	not	 fall	off	 the
pile.
"Hurrah	 for	 Peter!	 That	was	 a	masterly	 jump!"	 shouted	 the	 boys.	 "Viggo	 can
never	 do	 that,	 he	 is	 too	 small,"	 said	 one.	 Allarm	 seemed	 to	 be	 of	 the	 same
opinion;	he	whined	and	cried	and	ran	in	front	of	Viggo's	legs	as	if	he	wanted	to
hinder	him.	Viggo	knew	this	was	the	test,	and	his	heart	beat	fast.	He	chased	the
dog	away	roughly	and	ran	with	all	his	might.	Just	as	he	came	running	fast	as	the
wind	ready	for	the	jump	Peter	called	suddenly	"Stop,	Stop,"	but	Viggo	was	not
the	one	to	be	confused	at	that;	he	flew	over	like	a	bird	and	there	was	at	least	four
inches	between	his	skates	and	the	topmost	cap.	Then	the	boys	crowded	around
him	 and	 shouted	 that	Viggo	was	 the	 champion;	 there	wasn't	 a	 boy	who	 could
come	up	to	him.	But	Peter	Lightfoot	looked	at	him	with	a	sly	and	evil	eye,	and
you	could	see	he	was	planning	to	play	a	trick	on	him.	And	indeed,	that's	what	he
did.
	

After	a	little	while	Peter	took	an	apple	out	of	his	pocket	and	rolled	it	over	the	ice
toward	the	airhole.	"The	one	who	dares	go	for	the	apple	may	keep	it!"	he	called.
And	many	 dared	 to	 try	 that,	 for	 the	 apple	 had	 not	 rolled	 far	 and	 the	 ice	 was
strong	enough.	Now	Peter	threw	an	apple	farther	out,	someone	got	that	too.	But
at	 last	he	rolled	one	that	stopped	right	on	the	edge	of	the	open	water.	One	boy
after	 the	 other	 ran	 out	 toward	 it,	 but	when	 the	 ice	 began	 to	 crack	 they	 slowly
turned	around	again.
"Don't	do	it,	it	is	dangerous!"	shouted	Viggo.
"Oh,	yes,	Viggo	is	great	when	things	are	easy,	but	if	there	is	danger	he	turns	pale
as	a	ghost,"	said	Peter	and	laughed	aloud.
This	 was	 more	 than	 Viggo	 could	 bear.	 He	 thought	 of	 what	 the	 Prince	 of



Augustenburg	had	said	before	the	front,	and	he	thought	he	must	fetch	the	apple,
come	what	might.	But	he	forgot	that	"retreat"	had	been	called,	for	his	father	had
forbidden	him	 to	 go	 near	 the	 hole.	Allarm	 looked	 at	 him	with	 grave	 eyes	 and
wagged	his	 tail	slowly,	he	did	not	dare	 to	whine,	for	he	had	just	been	scolded.
But	 that	 did	not	help.	Viggo	 ran	 so	 that	 the	wind	whistled	 about	his	 ears,	 and
when	he	had	gotten	out	over	the	ice	some	distance	he	made	himself	light	and	let
the	 skates	glide	of	 themselves	 so	 that	he	 should	not	 fall	 through.	The	 ice	bent
under	his	feet	and	cracked,	but	he	glided	on	and	on,	and	the	ice	did	not	break.
Now	he	was	close	by	the	apple,	he	bent	down	to	pick	it	up	-	crash!	the	ice	broke,
and	Viggo,	head	first,	fell	in.
In	a	minute	Viggo's	cap	floated	up	by	the	edge	of	the	ice.	Viggo	seemed	to	have
lost	consciousness	in	the	icy	water,	but	it	was	not	long	before	his	head	appeared
above	the	hole.	He	swam	for	the	ice	and	seized	the	edge,	but	a	piece	broke	off
every	time	he	tried	to	climb	up.
At	first	the	boys	stood	there	dumb	with	fright.	Then	they	all	called	to	him	that	he
must	try	to	hold	on,	but	no	one	dared	to	help	him	and	no	one	thought	of	running
for	help.	Peter	Lightfoot	had	sneaked	away	when	Viggo	fell	in.
The	best	one	of	 them	all	was	Allarm.	First	he	ran	yelping	around	the	hole,	but
when	he	saw	Viggo	appear	again	he	snatched	his	wet	cap	between	his	teeth	and
as	fast	as	an	arrow	he	ran	towards	home.	When	he	reached	the	cottage	of	Hans
the	Grenadier	the	old	soldier	was	just	standing	in	the	open	doorway.	The	dog	put
Viggo's	stiff	frozen	cap	at	his	feet,	whined	and	cried,	jumped	up	on	the	old	man,
held	on	to	his	coat	and	dragged	him	towards	the	ice.	Hans	understood	right	away
what	was	the	matter,	snatched	a	rope	and	ran	towards	the	lake,	and	in	no	time	he
stood	by	the	hole.	He	threw	the	rope	to	Viggo,	who	had	begun	to	grow	stiff	from
the	icy	bath,	and	pulled	him	out.
Viggo	ran	as	fast	as	he	could	 to	 the	cottage	of	Hans,	and	when	he	reached	the
door	he	had	an	armour	of	shining	ice	over	his	whole	body.	When	the	Grenadier
pulled	off	 his	 trousers	 they	 could	 stand	by	 themselves	 on	 the	 floor;	 they	were
frozen	stiff.
Viggo,	 of	 course,	 had	 to	 change	 from	 top	 to	 toe,	 and	what	 should	 he	 put	 on?
Hans	went	to	his	old	chest	and	came	back	with	his	uniform.	Viggo	looked	rather
queer,	 the	 yellow	 knee	 trousers	 reached	 to	 his	 ankles,	 and	 the	 red	 coat	 with
yellow	 cuffs	 and	 lapels	 hung	 on	 him	 like	 a	 bag.	 But	 he	 was	 wearing	 a	 real
uniform!	Hans	looked	at	him.	"Well,"	he	said,	"I	won't	say	much	about	the	fit	of
the	 clothes,	 but	who	 knows	 you	may	wear	 a	 better	 looking	 uniform	 someday.
The	heart	is	of	the	right	kind,	and	the	nose	-	well	it	is	doing	better."
	



THE	OLD	DAME	AND	HER	HEN
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	an	old	widow	who	lived	far	away	from	the
rest	of	the	world,	up	under	a	hillside,	with	her	three	daughters.	She	was	so	poor
that	 she	had	no	stock	but	one	single	hen,	which	she	prized	as	 the	apple	of	her
eye;	in	short,	it	was	always	cackling	at	her	heels,	and	she	was	always	running	to
look	after	it.	Well!	one	day,	all	at	once,	the	hen	was	missing.	The	old	wife	went
out,	and	round	and	round	the	cottage,	looking	and	calling	for	her	hen,	but	it	was
gone,	and	there	was	no	getting	it	back.
So	the	woman	said	to	her	eldest	daughter,	“You	must	just	go	out	and	see	if	you
can	find	our	hen,	for	have	it	back	we	must,	even	if	we	have	to	fetch	it	out	of	the
hill.”
Well!	 the	daughter	was	 ready	enough	 to	go,	 so	 she	 set	off	 and	walked	up	and
down,	and	looked	and	called,	but	no	hen	could	she	find.	But	all	at	once,	just	as
she	was	about	to	give	up	the	hunt,	she	heard	someone	calling	out	in	a	cleft	in	the
rock:
	

Your	hen	trips	inside	the	hill!
Your	hen	trips	inside	the	hill!
	

So	 she	went	 into	 the	 cleft	 to	 see	what	 it	was,	 but	 she	 had	 scarce	 set	 her	 foot
inside	the	cleft,	before	she	fell	through	a	trap-door,	deep,	deep	down,	into	a	vault
underground.	When	she	got	 to	 the	bottom	she	went	 through	many	rooms,	each
finer	 than	 the	other;	but	 in	 the	 innermost	 room	of	 all,	 a	great	ugly	man	of	 the
hill-folk	came	up	to	her	and	asked,	“Will	you	be	my	sweetheart?”
“No!	I	will	not”,	she	said.	She	wouldn’t	have	him	at	any	price!	not	she;	all	she



wanted	was	to	get	above	ground	again	as	fast	as	ever	she	could,	and	to	look	after
her	hen	which	was	lost.	Then	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	got	so	angry	that	he	took	her
up	and	wrung	her	head	off,	and	threw	both	head	and	trunk	down	into	the	cellar.
While	 this	was	 going	 on,	 her	mother	 sat	 at	 home	waiting	 and	waiting,	 but	 no
daughter	came.	So	after	she	had	waited	a	bit	longer,	and	neither	heard	nor	saw
anything	of	her	daughter,	she	said	to	her	midmost	daughter,	that	she	must	go	out
and	see	after	her	sister,	and	she	added:
“You	can	just	give	our	hen	a	call	at	the	same	time.”
Well!	 the	 second	 sister	had	 to	get	off,	 and	 the	very	 same	 thing	befell	her;	 she
went	about	looking	and	calling,	and	all	at	once	she	too	heard	a	voice	away	in	the
cleft	of	the	rock	saying:
	

Your	hen	trips	inside	the	hill!
Your	hen	trips	inside	the	hill!
	

She	 thought	 this	 strange,	and	went	 to	see	what	 it	could	be;	and	so	she	 too	 fell
through	 the	 trap-door,	 deep,	 deep	 down,	 into	 the	 vault.	 There	 she	 went	 from
room	 to	 room,	 and	 in	 the	 innermost	 one	 the	Man	o’	 the	Hill	 came	 to	 her	 and
asked	if	she	would	be	his	sweetheart?	No!	that	she	wouldn’t;	all	she	wanted	was
to	get	above	ground	again,	and	hunt	for	her	hen	which	was	lost.	So	the	Man	o’
the	Hill	got	angry,	and	took	her	up	and	wrung	her	head	off,	and	threw	both	head
and	trunk	down	into	the	cellar.
Now,	when	the	old	dame	had	sat	and	waited	seven	 lengths	and	seven	breadths
for	her	second	daughter,	and	could	neither	see	nor	hear	anything	of	her,	she	said
to	the	youngest:
“Now,	you	really	must	set	off	and	see	after	your	sisters.	“Twas	silly	to	lose	the
hen,	but	“twill	be	sillier	still	 if	we	lose	both	your	sisters;	and	you	can	give	the
hen	a	call	at	the	same	time”	-	for	the	old	dame’s	heart	was	still	set	on	her	hen.
Yes!	the	youngest	was	ready	enough	to	go;	so	she	walked	up	and	down,	Wanting
for	her	sisters	and	calling	the	hen,	but	she	could	neither	see	nor	hear	anything	of
them.	 So	 at	 last	 she	 too	 came	 up	 to	 the	 cleft	 in	 the	 rock,	 and	 heard	 how
something	said:
	

Your	hen	trips	inside	the	hill!
Your	hen	trips	inside	the	hill!
	



She	thought	this	strange,	so	she	too	went	to	see	what	it	was,	and	fell	through	the
trap-door	too,	deep,	deep	down,	into	a	vault.	When	she	reached	the	bottom	she
went	from	one	room	to	another,	each	grander	than	the	other;	but	she	wasn’t	at	all
afraid,	and	 took	good	 time	 to	 look	about	her.	So,	as	 she	was	peeping	 into	 this
and	 that,	 she	cast	her	eye	on	 the	 trap-door	 into	 the	cellar,	and	 looked	down	 it,
and	what	should	she	see	there	but	her	sisters,	who	lay	dead.	She	had	scarce	time
to	slam	to	the	trap-door	before	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	came	to	her	and	asked,	“Will
you	be	my	sweetheart?”
“With	all	my	heart”,	answered	 the	girl,	 for	she	saw	very	well	how	it	had	gone
with	her	sisters.	So,	when	 the	Man	o’	 the	Hill	heard	 that,	he	got	her	 the	 finest
clothes	in	the	world;	she	had	only	to	ask	for	them,	or	for	anything	else	she	had	a
mind	 to,	 and	 she	 got	 what	 she	 wanted,	 so	 glad	 was	 the	Man	 o’	 the	 Hill	 that
anyone	would	be	his	sweetheart.
But	when	she	had	been	there	a	little	while,	she	was	one	day	even	more	doleful
and	downcast	than	was	her	wont.	So	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	asked	her	what	was	the
matter,	and	why	she	was	in	such	dumps.
“Ah!”	 said	 the	 girl,	 “it’s	 because	 I	 can’t	 get	 home	 to	my	mother.	 She’s	 hard
pinched,	I	know,	for	meat	and	drink,	and	has	no	one	with	her.”
“Well!”	 said	 the	Man	o’	 the	Hill,	 “I	 can’t	 let	 you	go	 to	 see	her;	 but	 just	 stuff
some	meat	and	drink	into	a	sack,	and	I’ll	carry	it	to	her.”
Yes!	she	would	do	so,	she	said,	with	many	thanks;	but	at	the	bottom	of	the	sack
she	stuffed	a	lot	of	gold	and	silver,	and	afterwards	she	laid	a	little	food	on	the	top
of	the	gold	and	silver.	Then	she	told	the	ogre	the	sack	was	ready,	but	he	must	be
sure	not	to	look	into	it.	So	he	gave	his	word	he	wouldn’t,	and	set	off.	Now,	as	the
Man	o’	the	Hill	walked	off,	she	peeped	out	after	him	through	a	chink	in	the	trap-
door;	but	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	on	the	way,	he	said,	“This	sack	is	so	heavy,	I’ll
just	see	what	there	is	inside	it.”
And	so	he	was	about	 to	untie	 the	mouth	of	 the	 sack,	but	 the	girl	 called	out	 to
him:
	

I	see	what	you’re	at!
I	see	what	you’re	at!
	

“The	deuce	you	do!”	said	the	Man	o’	the	Hill;	“then	you	must	have	plaguy	sharp
eyes	in	your	head,	that’s	all!”
So	he	threw	the	sack	over	his	shoulder,	and	dared	not	 try	to	 look	into	it	again.
When	he	reached	the	widow’s	cottage,	he	threw	the	sack	in	through	the	cottage
door,	and	said,	“Here	you	have	meat	and	drink	from	your	daughter;	she	doesn’t



want	for	anything.”
So,	when	the	girl	had	been	in	the	hill	a	good	bit	longer,	one	day	a	billy-goat	fell
down	the	trap-door.
“Who	 sent	 for	 you,	 I	 should	 like	 to	 know?	 you	 long-bearded	 beast!”	 said	 the
Man	o’	the	Hill,	who	was	in	an	awful	rage,	and	with	that	he	whipped	up	the	goat,
and	wrung	his	head	off,	and	threw	him	down	into	the	cellar.
“Oh!”	said	the	girl,	“why	did	you	do	that?	I	might	have	had	the	goat	to	play	with
down	here.”
“Well!”	said	the	Man	o’	the	Hill,	“you	needn’t	be	so	down	in	the	mouth	about	it,
I	should	think,	for	I	can	soon	put	life	into	the	billy-goat	again.”
So	saying,	he	 took	a	 flask	which	hung	up	against	 the	wall,	put	 the	billy-goat’s
head	on	his	body	again,	and	smeared	it	with	some	ointment	out	of	the	flask,	and
he	was	as	well	and	as	lively	as	ever	again.
“Ho!	ho!”	said	the	girl	to	herself;	“that	flask	is	worth	something	-	that	it	is.”
So	when	she	had	been	some	time	longer	in	the	hill,	she	watched	for	a	day	when
the	Man	o’	the	Hill	was	away,	took	her	eldest	sister,	and	putting	her	head	on	her
shoulders,	 smeared	her	with	 some	of	 the	ointment	out	of	 the	 flask,	 just	 as	 she
had	seen	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	do	with	the	billy-goat,	and	in	a	trice	her	sister	came
to	life	again.	Then	the	girl	stuffed	her	into	a	sack,	laid	a	little	food	over	her,	and
as	soon	as	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	came	home,	she	said	to	him,	“Dear	friend!	Now
do	go	home	to	my	mother	with	a	morsel	of	 food	again;	poor	 thing!	she’s	both
hungry	and	thirsty,	I’ll	be	bound;	and	besides	that,	she’s	all	alone	in	the	world.
But	you	must	mind	and	not	look	into	the	sack.”
Well!	he	said	he	would	carry	the	sack;	and	he	said,	too,	that	he	would	not	look
into	it;	but	when	he	had	gone	a	little	way,	he	thought	the	sack	got	awfully	heavy;
and	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	farther	he	said	to	himself,	“Come	what	will,	I	must
see	what’s	inside	this	sack,	for	however	sharp	her	eyes	may	be,	she	can’t	see	me
all	this	way	off”
But	just	as	he	was	about	to	untie	the	sack,	the	girl	who	sat	inside	the	sack	called
out:
	

I	see	what	you’re	at!
I	see	what	you’re	at!
	

“The	deuce	you	do!”	said	the	ogre;	“then	you	must	have	plaguey	sharp	eyes”;	for
he	thought	all	the	while	it	was	the	girl	inside	the	hill	who	was	speaking.	So	he
didn’t	care	so	much	as	to	peep	into	the	sack	again,	but	carried	it	straight	to	her



mother	as	 fast	as	he	could,	and	when	he	got	 to	 the	cottage	door	he	 threw	 it	 in
through	the	door,	and	bawled	out:
“Here	you	have	meat	and	drink	from	your	daughter;	she	wants	for	nothing.”
Now,	when	 the	girl	had	been	 in	 the	hill	a	while	 longer,	 she	did	 the	very	same
thing	with	her	other	sister.	She	put	her	head	on	her	shoulders,	smeared	her	with
ointment	out	of	the	flask,	brought	her	to	life,	and	stuffed	her	into	the	sack;	but
this	time	she	crammed	in	also	as	much	gold	and	silver	as	the	sack	would	hold,
and	over	all	laid	a	very	little	food.
“Dear	friend”,	she	said	to	the	Man	o’	the	Hill,	“you	really	must	run	home	to	my
mother	with	a	little	food	again;	and	mind	you	don’t	look	into	the	sack.”
Yes!	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	was	ready	enough	to	do	as	she	wished,	and	he	gave	his
word	too	that	he	wouldn’t	look	into	the	sack;	but	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	of	the
way	he	began	to	think	the	sack	got	awfully	heavy,	and	when	he	had	gone	a	bit
further,	he	could	scarce	stagger	along	under	 it,	 so	he	set	 it	down,	and	was	 just
about	 to	untie	 the	string	and	 look	 into	 it,	when	 the	girl	 inside	 the	sack	bawled
out:
	

I	see	what	you’re	at!
I	see	what	you’re	at!
	

“The	 deuce	 you	 do”,	 said	 the	Man	 o’	 the	 Hill,	 “then	 you	must	 have	 plaguey
sharp	eyes	of	your	own.”
Well,	he	dared	not	try	to	look	into	the	sack,	but	made	all	the	haste	he	could,	and
carried	the	sack	straight	to	the	girl’s	mother.	When	he	got	to	the	cottage	door	he
threw	 the	sack	 in	 through	 the	door,	and	roared	out,	“Here	you	have	 food	from
your	daughter;	she	wants	for	nothing.”
So	when	the	girl	had	been	there	a	good	while	longer,	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	made
up	his	mind	to	go	out	for	 the	day;	 then	the	girl	shammed	to	be	sick	and	sorry,
and	pouted	and	fretted.
“It’s	no	use	your	coming	home	before	twelve	o’clock	at	night”,	she	said,	“for	I
shan’t	be	able	to	have	supper	ready	before	-	I’m	so	sick	and	poorly.”
But	when	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	was	well	out	of	the	house,	she	stuffed	some	of	her
clothes	with	straw,	and	stuck	up	this	lass	of	straw	in	the	corner	by	the	chimney,
with	a	besom	in	her	hand,	so	that	 it	 looked	just	as	 if	she	herself	were	standing
there.	After	that	she	stole	off	home,	and	got	a	sharp-shooter	to	stay	in	the	cottage
with	her	mother.
So	when	 the	 clock	 struck	 twelve,	 or	 just	 about	 it,	 home	 came	 the	Man	 o’	 the



Hill,	 and	 the	 first	 thing	 he	 said	 to	 the	 straw-girl	was,	 “Give	me	 something	 to
eat.”
But	she	answered	him	never	a	word.
“Give	me	 something	 to	 eat,	 I	 say!”	 called	 out	 the	Man	 o’	 the	Hill,	 “for	 I	 am
almost	starved.”
No!	she	hadn’t	a	word	to	throw	at	him.
“Give	me	something	 to	eat!”	roared	out	 the	ogre	 the	 third	 time.”	I	 think	you’d
better	open	your	ears	and	hear	what	I	say,	or	else	I’ll	wake	you	up,	that	I	will!”
No!	the	girl	stood	just	as	still	as	ever;	so	he	flew	into	a	rage,	and	gave	her	such	a
slap	in	the	face,	that	the	straw	flew	all	about	the	room;	but	when	he	saw	that,	he
knew	he	had	been	tricked,	and	began	to	hunt	everywhere;	and	at	 last,	when	he
came	to	the	cellar,	and	found	both	the	girl’s	sisters	missing,	he	soon	saw	how	the
cat	jumped,	and	ran	off	to	the	cottage,	saying,	“I’ll	soon	pay	her	off!”
But	when	he	reached	the	cottage,	the	sharp-shooter	fired	off	his	piece,	and	then
the	Man	o’	the	Hill	dared	not	go	into	the	house,	for	he	thought	it	was	thunder.	So
he	set	off	home	again	as	fast	as	he	could	lay	legs	to	the	ground;	but	what	do	you
think,	just	as	he	got	to	the	trap-door,	the	sun	rose	and	the	Man	o’	the	Hill	burst.
Oh!	 if	 one	 only	 knew	where	 the	 trap-door	was,	 I’ll	 be	 bound	 there’s	 a	whole
heap	of	gold	and	silver	down	there	still!
	



HACON	GRIZZLEBEARD
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	princess	who	was	so	proud	and	pert	that	no
suitor	was	good	enough	for	her.	She	made	game	of	them	all,	and	sent	them	about
their	business,	one	after	the	other;	but	though	she	was	so	proud,	still	new	suitors
kept	on	coming	to	the	palace,	for	she	was	a	beauty,	the	wicked	hussy!
So	 one	 day	 there	 came	 a	 prince	 to	 woo	 her,	 and	 his	 name	 was	 Hacon
Grizzlebeard;	but	the	first	night	he	was	there,	the	Princess	bade	the	king’s	fool
cut	off	the	ears	of	one	of	the	prince’s	horses,	and	slit	the	jaws	of	the	other	up	to
the	ears.	When	the	prince	went	out	 to	drive	next	day,	 the	Princess	stood	in	the
porch	and	looked	at	him.
“Well!”	she	cried,	“I	never	saw	the	like	of	this	in	all	my	life;	the	keen	north	wind
that	blows	here	has	taken	the	ears	off	one	of	your	horses,	and	the	other	has	stood
by	and	gaped	at	what	was	going	on	till	his	jaws	have	split	right	up	to	his	ears.”
And	with	that	she	burst	out	into	a	roar	of	laughter,	ran	in,	slammed	to	the	door,
and	let	him	drive	off.
So	he	drove	home;	but	as	he	went,	he	thought	to	himself	that	he	would	pay	her
off	one	day.	After	a	bit,	he	put	on	a	great	beard	of	moss,	threw	a	great	fur	cloak
over	 his	 clothes,	 and	 dressed	 himself	 up	 just	 like	 any	 beggar.	 He	 went	 to	 a
goldsmith	and	bought	a	golden	spinning	wheel,	and	sat	down	with	it	under	the
Princess”	window,	and	began	to	file	away	at	his	spinning	wheel,	and	 to	 turn	 it
this	way	and	that,	for	it	wasn’t	quite	in	order,	and,	besides,	it	wanted	a	stand.
So	when	the	Princess	rose	up	in	the	morning,	she	came	to	the	window	and	threw
it	up,	and	called	out	to	the	beggar	if	he	would	sell	his	golden	spinning-wheel?
“No;	it	isn’t	for	sale”,	said	Hacon	Grizzlebeard;	“but	if	I	may	have	leave	to	sleep
outside	your	bedroom	door	to-night,	I’ll	give	it	you.”



Well,	the	Princess	thought	it	a	good	bargain;	there	could	be	no	danger	in	letting
him	sleep	outside	her	door.
So	 she	 got	 the	 wheel,	 and	 at	 night	 Hacon	Grizzlebeard	 lay	 down	 outside	 her
bedroom.	But	as	the	night	wore	on	he	began	to	freeze.
“Hutetutetutetu!	it	is	so	cold;	do	let	me	in”,	he	cried.
“You’ve	lost	your	wits	outright,	I	think”,	said	the	Princess.
“Oh,	 Hutetutetutetu!	 it	 is	 so	 bitter	 cold,	 pray	 do	 let	 me	 in”,	 said	 Hacon
Grizzlebeard	again.
“Hush!	hush!	hold	your	tongue!”	said	the	Princess;	“if	my	father	were	to	know
that	there	was	a	man	in	the	house,	I	should	be	in	a	fine	scrape.”
“Oh,	Hutetutetutetu!	I’m	almost	frozen	to	death;	only	let	me	come	inside	and	lie
on	the	floor”,	said	Hacon	Grizzlebeard.
Yes!	there	was	no	help	for	it.	She	had	to	let	him	in,	and	when	he	was,	he	lay	on
the	ground	and	slept	like	a	top.
Sometime	after,	Hacon	came	again	with	the	stand	to	the	spinning-	wheel,	and	sat
down	under	the	Princess”	window,	and	began	to	file	at	it,	for	it	was	not	quite	fit
for	use.	When	she	heard	him	filing,	she	threw	up	the	window	and	began	to	talk
to	him,	and	to	ask	what	he	had	there.
“Oh!	only	 the	 stand	 to	 that	 spinning-wheel	which	your	 royal	highness	bought;
for	I	thought,	as	you	had	the	wheel,	you	might	like	to	have	the	stand	too.”
“What	do	you	want	for	it?”	asked	the	Princess;	but	it	was	not	for	sale	any	more
than	the	wheel,	but	she	might	have	them	if	she	would	give	him	leave	to	sleep	on
the	floor	of	her	bedroom	next	night.
Well!	she	gave	him	leave,	only	he	was	to	be	sure	to	lie	still,	and	not	to	shiver	and
call	out	“hutetu”,	or	any	such	stuff.	Hacon	Grizzlebeard	promised	fair	enough,
but	 as	 the	night	wore	on	he	began	 to	 shiver	 and	 shake,	 and	 to	ask	whether	he
might	not	come	nearer,	and	lie	on	the	floor	alongside	the	Princess”	bed.
There	was	no	help	for	it;	she	had	to	give	him	leave,	lest	the	king	should	hear	the
noise	he	made.	So	Hacon	Grizzlebeard	lay	alongside	the	Princess”	bed,	and	slept
like	a	top.
It	was	a	long	while	before	Hacon	Grizzlebeard	came	again;	but	when	he	came	he
had	with	him	a	golden	wool-winder,	and	he	sat	down	and	began	to	file	away	at	it
under	 the	 Princess”	 window.	 Then	 came	 the	 old	 story	 over	 again.	 When	 the
Princess	heard	what	was	going	on,	she	came	to	the	window,	and	asked	him	how
he	did,	and	whether	he	would	sell	the	golden	wool-winder?
“It	 is	not	 to	be	had	 for	money;	but	 if	you’ll	give	me	 leave	 to	sleep	 to-night	 in
your	bedroom,	with	my	head	on	your	bedstead,	you	shall	have	 it	 for	nothing”,



said	Hacon	Grizzlebeard.
Well!	she	would	give	him	leave,	if	he	only	gave	his	word	to	be	quiet,	and	make
no	noise.	So	he	said	he	would	do	his	best	to	be	still;	but	as	the	night	wore	on,	he
began	to	shiver	and	shake	so,	that	his	teeth	chattered	again.
“Hutetutetutetu!	it	is	so	bitter	cold!	Oh,	do	let	me	get	into	bed	and	warm	myself
a	little”,	said	Hacon	Grizzlebeard.
“Get	into	bed!”	said	the	Princess;	“why,	you	must	have	lost	your	wits.”
“Hutetutetutetu!”	said	Hacon;	“do	let	me	get	into	bed.	Hutetutetutetu.”
“Hush!	hush!	be	still	for	God’s	sake”,	said	the	Princess;	“if	father	knows	there	is
a	man	in	here,	I	shall	be	in	a	sad	plight.	I’m	sure	he’ll	kill	me	on	the	spot.”
“Hutetutetutetu!	 let	 me	 get	 into	 bed”,	 said	 Hacon	 Grizzlebeard,	 who	 kept	 on
shivering	so	that	the	whole	room	shook.
Well!	 there	was	no	help	 for	 it;	 she	had	 to	 let	him	get	 into	bed,	where	he	slept
both	sound	and	soft;	but	a	little	while	after	the	Princess	had	a	child,	at	which	the
king	grew	so	wild	with	rage,	that	he	was	near	making	an	end	of	both	mother	and
babe.	Just	after	this	happened,	came	Hacon	Grizzlebeard	tramping	that	way	once
more,	 as	 if	 by	 chance,	 and	 took	 his	 seat	 down	 in	 the	 kitchen,	 like	 any	 other
beggar.
So	when	the	Princess	came	out	and	saw	him,	she	cried,	“Ah,	God	have	mercy	on
me,	for	the	ill-luck	you	have	brought	on	me;	father	is	ready	to	burst	with	rage;
do	let	me	follow	you	to	your	home.”
“Oh!	I’ll	be	bound	you’re	too	well	bred	to	follow	me”,	said	Hacon,	“for	I	have
nothing	but	a	log	but	to	live	in;	and	how	I	shall	ever	get	food	for	you	I	can’t	tell,
for	it’s	just	as	much	as	I	can	do	to	get	food	for	myself.”
“Oh	yes!	it’s	all	the	same	to	me	how	you	get	it,	or	whether	you	get	it	at	all”,	she
said,	“only	 let	me	be	with	you,	 for	 if	 I	stay	here	any	 longer,	my	father	will	be
sure	to	take	my	life.”
So	 she	 got	 leave	 to	 be	with	 the	 beggar,	 as	 she	 called	 him,	 and	 they	walked	 a
long,	long	way,	though	she	was	but	a	poor	hand	at	tramping.	When	she	passed
out	of	her	father’s	land	into	another,	she	asked	whose	it	was?
“Oh!	this	is	Hacon	Grizzlebeard’s,	if	you	must	know”,	said	he.
“Indeed!”	 said	 the	 Princess;	 “I	might	 have	married	 him	 if	 I	 chose,	 and	 then	 I
should	not	have	had	to	walk	about	like	a	beggar’s	wife.”
So,	whenever	they	came	to	grand	castles,	and	woods,	and	parks,	and	she	asked
whose	they	were?	the	beggar’s	answer	was	still	the	same:	“Oh:	they	are	Hacon
Grizzlebeard’s.”	And	the	Princess	was	in	a	sad	way	that	she	had	not	chosen	the
man	who	had	such	broad	lands.	Last	of	all,	they	came	to	a	palace,	where	he	said



he	was	known,	and	where	he	thought	he	could	get	her	work,	so	that	they	might
have	something	to	live	on;	so	he	built	up	a	cabin	by	the	wood	side	for	them	to
dwell	 in;	and	every	day	he	went	 to	 the	king’s	palace,	as	he	said,	 to	hew	wood
and	draw	water	for	the	cook,	and	when	he	came	back	he	brought	a	few	scraps	of
meat;	 but	 they	 did	 not	 go	 very	 far.	 One	 day,	 when	 he	 came	 home	 from	 the
palace,	he	said,	“To-morrow	I	will	stay	at	home	and	look	after	the	baby,	but	you
must	get	ready	to	go	to	the	palace,	do	you	hear!	for	the	Prince	said	you	were	to
come	and	try	your	hand	at	baking.”
“I	bake!”	said	the	Princess;	“I	can’t	bake,	for	I	never	did	such	a	thing	in	my	life.”
“Well,	you	must	go”,	said	Hacon,	‘since	the	Prince	has	said	it.	If	you	can’t	bake,
you	can	learn;	you	have	only	got	to	look	how	the	rest	bake;	and	mind,	when	you
leave,	you	must	steal	me	some	bread.”
“I	can’t	steal”,	said	the	Princess.
“You	can	learn	that	too”,	said	Hacon;	“you	know	we	live	on	short	commons.	But
take	care	that	the	Prince	doesn’t	see	you,	for	he	has	eyes	at	the	back	of	his	head.”
So	when	 she	was	well	 on	 her	way,	Hacon	 ran	 by	 a	 short	 cut	 and	 reached	 the
palace	long	before	her,	and	threw	off	his	rags	and	beard,	and	put	on	his	princely
robes.
The	Princess	took	her	turn	in	the	bakehouse,	and	did	as	Hacon	bade	her,	for	she
stole	 bread	 till	 her	 pockets	were	 crammed	 full.	 So	when	 she	was	 about	 to	 go
home	at	even,	the	Prince	said,	“We	don’t	know	much	of	this	old	wife	of	Hacon
Grizzlebeard’s,	I	think	we’d	best	see	if	she	has	taken	anything	away	with	her.”
So	 he	 thrust	 his	 hand	 into	 all	 her	 pockets,	 and	 felt	 her	 all	 over,	 and	when	 he
found	the	bread,	he	was	in	a	great	rage,	and	led	them	all	a	sad	life.	She	began	to
weep	and	bewail,	and	said,	“The	beggar	made	me	do	it,	and	I	couldn’t	help	it.”
“Well”,	said	the	Prince	at	last,	“it	ought	to	have	gone	hard	with	you;	but	all	the
same,	for	the	sake	of	the	beggar	you	shall	be	forgiven	this	once.”
When	she	was	well	on	her	way,	he	threw	off	his	robes,	put	on	his	skin	cloak,	and
his	false	beard,	and	reached	the	cabin	before	her.	When	she	came	home,	he	was
busy	nursing	the	baby.
“Well,	you	have	made	me	do	what	 it	went	 against	my	heart	 to	do.	This	 is	 the
first	time	I	ever	stole,	and	this	shall	be	the	last”;	and	with	that	she	told	him	how
it	had	gone	with	her,	and	what	the	Prince	had	said.
A	few	days	after	Hacon	Grizzlebeard	came	home	at	even	and	said,	“To-morrow
I	must	 stay	 at	 home	and	mind	 the	babe,	 for	 they	are	going	 to	kill	 a	pig	 at	 the
palace,	and	you	must	help	to	make	the	sausages.”
“I	make	 sausages!”	 said	 the	Princess;	 “I	 can’t	do	any	 such	 thing.	 I	 have	eaten
sausages	often	enough;	but	as	to	making	them,	I	never	made	one	in	my	life.”



Well,	there	was	no	help	for	it;	the	Prince	had	said	it,	and	go	she	must.	As	for	not
knowing	 how,	 she	 was	 only	 to	 do	 what	 the	 others	 did,	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time
Hacon	bade	her	steal	some	sausages	for	him.
“Nay,	but	I	can’t	steal	them”,	she	said,	“you	know	how	it	went	last	time.”
“Well,	 you	 can	 learn	 to	 steal;	 who	 knows	 but	 you	may	 have	 better	 luck	 next
time”,	said	Hacon	Grizzlebeard.
When	 she	was	well	 on	her	way,	Hacon	 ran	by	 a	 short	 cut,	 reached	 the	palace
long	before	her,	threw	off	his	skin	cloak	and	false	beard,	and	stood	in	the	kitchen
with	his	royal	robes	before	she	came	in.	So	the	Princess	stood	by	when	the	pig
was	 killed,	 and	made	 sausages	with	 the	 rest,	 and	 did	 as	Hacon	 bade	 her,	 and
stuffed	her	pockets	full	of	sausages.	But	when	she	was	about	to	go	home	at	even,
the	Prince	said,	“This	beggar’s	wife	was	long-fingered	last	time;	we	may	as	well
just	see	if	she	hasn’t	carried	anything	off.”
So	he	began	to	thrust	his	hands	into	her	pockets,	and	when	he	found	the	sausages
he	was	in	a	great	rage	again,	and	made	a	great	to	do,	threatening	to	send	for	the
constable	and	put	her	into	the	cage.
“Oh,	God	bless	your	royal	highness;	do	let	me	off!	The	beggar	made	me	do	it”,
she	said,	and	wept	bitterly.
“Well”,	 said	Hacon,	 “you	 ought	 to	 smart	 for	 it;	 but	 for	 the	 beggar’s	 sake	 you
shall	be	forgiven.”
When	she	was	gone,	he	changed	his	clothes	again,	ran	by	the	short	cut,	and	when
she	 reached	 the	 cabin,	 there	 he	was	 before	 her.	 Then	 she	 told	 him	 the	whole
story,	and	swore,	through	thick	and	thin,	it	should	be	the	last	time	he	got	her	to
do	such	a	thing.
Now,	it	fell	out	a	little	time	after,	when	the	man	came	back	from	the	palace,	he
said,	“Our	Prince	is	going	to	be	married,	but	the	bride	is	sick,	so	the	tailor	can’t
measure	her	for	her	wedding	gown.	And	the	Prince’s	will	is,	that	you	should	go
up	to	the	palace	and	be	measured	instead	of	the	bride;	for	he	says	you	are	just	the
same	height	and	shape.	But	after	you	have	been	measured,	mind	you	don’t	go
away;	you	can	 stand	about,	 you	know,	 and	when	 the	 tailor	 cuts	out	 the	gown,
you	can	snap	up	the	largest	pieces,	and	bring	them	home	for	a	waistcoat	for	me.”
“Nay,	but	I	can’t	steal”,	she	said,	“besides,	you	know	how	it	went	last	time.”
“You	can	learn	then”,	said	Hacon,	“and	you	may	have	better	luck,	perhaps.”
She	thought	it	bad,	but	still	she	went	and	did	as	she	was	told.	She	stood	by	while
the	tailor	was	cutting	out	the	gown,	and	she	swept	down	all	the	biggest	scraps,
and	 stuffed	 them	 into	 her	 pockets;	 and	when	 she	was	 going	 away,	 the	 Prince
said,	“We	may	as	well	 see	 if	 this	old	girl	has	not	been	 long-fingered	 this	 time
too.”



So	he	began	to	feel	and	search	her	pockets,	and	when	he	found	the	pieces	he	was
in	a	rage,	and	began	to	stamp	and	scold	at	a	great	rate,	while	she	wept	and	said,
“Ah,	pray	forgive	me;	the	beggar	bade	me	do	it,	and	I	couldn’t	help	it.”
“Well,	you	ought	to	smart	for	it”,	said	Hacon;	“but	for	the	beggar’s	sake	it	shall
be	forgiven	you.”
So	it	went	now	just	as	it	had	gone	before,	and	when	she	got	back	to	the	cabin,
the	beggar	was	there	before	her.
“Oh,	Heaven	help	me”,	she	said,	“you	will	be	the	death	of	me	at	last,	by	making
me	nothing	but	what	is	wicked.	The	Prince	was	in	such	a	towering	rage	that	he
threatened	me	both	with	the	constable	and	cage.”
Sometime	 after,	 Hacon	 came	 home	 to	 the	 cabin	 at	 even	 and	 said,	 “Now,	 the
Prince’s	will	is,	that	you	should	go	up	to	the	palace	and	stand	for	the	bride,	old
lass!	 for	 the	 bride	 is	 still	 sick,	 and	 keeps	 her	 bed;	 but	 he	 won’t	 put	 off	 the
wedding;	and	he	says,	you	are	so	 like	her,	 that	no	one	could	 tell	one	 from	 the
other;	so	to-morrow	you	must	get	ready	to	go	to	the	palace.”
“I	think	you’ve	lost	your	wits,	both	the	Prince	and	you”,	said	she.
“Do	you	think	I	look	fit	to	stand	in	the	bride’s	place?	look	at	me!
Can	any	beggar’s	trull	look	worse	than	I?”
“Well,	 the	 Prince	 said	 you	 were	 to	 go,	 and	 so	 go	 you	 must”,	 said	 Hacon
Grizzlebeard.
There	was	no	help	 for	 it,	 go	 she	must;	 and	when	 she	 reached	 the	palace,	 they
dressed	her	out	so	finely	that	no	princess	ever	looked	so	smart.
The	bridal	 train	went	 to	church,	where	 she	 stood	 for	 the	bride,	 and	when	 they
came	back,	there	was	dancing	and	merriment	in	the	palace.	But	just	as	she	was
in	 the	midst	 of	 dancing	with	 the	Prince,	 she	 saw	 a	 gleam	of	 light	 through	 the
window,	and	lo!	the	cabin	by	the	wood-	side	was	all	one	bright	flame.
“Oh!	 the	beggar,	and	 the	babe,	and	 the	cabin”,	she	screamed	out,	and	was	 just
going	to	swoon	away.
“Here	is	the	beggar,	and	there	is	the	babe,	and	so	let	the	cabin	burn	away”,	said
Hacon	Grizzlebeard.
Then	she	knew	him	again,	and	after	that	the	mirth	and	merriment	began	in	right
earnest;	but	since	that	I	have	never	heard	tell	anything	more	about	them.
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IF	ANY	TRAVELLER	HAD	VISITED	ICELAND	nearly	a	thousand	years	ago,
he	would	have	found	the	island	full	of	busy,	 industrious	people,	who	made	the
most	 of	 their	 short	 summer,	 and	 tilled	 the	 ground	 so	well	 that	 they	 generally
reaped	a	golden	harvest.	Many	of	the	families	were	akin,	and	had	fled	some	sixty
years	 earlier	 from	Norway	and	 the	 islands	of	 the	 sea	because	 the	king,	Harald
Fairhair,	 had	 introduced	 new	 laws,	 which	 displeased	 them.	 They	 were	 soon
joined,	for	one	reason	and	another,	by	dwellers	in	Orkney	and	Shetland	and	the
Faroe	Islands	and	the	Hebrides,	and,	being	men	of	one	race,	they	easily	adopted
the	same	customs	and	obeyed	the	same	laws.
Now	the	Northmen	had	many	good	qualities	and	many	very	troublesome	ones.
The	father	of	every	household	had	absolute	power	over	all	his	children;	he	fixed
the	 amount	 of	money	 that	 should	 be	 paid	 in	 exchange	 for	 his	 daughter	 at	 her
marriage,	and	the	sum	that	was	due	for	the	wounded	slave	or	"thrall"	as	he	was
called,	or	even	for	his	murdered	son;	or,	if	he	thought	better,	he	could	refuse	to
take	any	money	at	all	as	the	price	of	his	injuries,	and	could	then	avenge	blood	by
blood.
But	once	he	had	declared	his	purpose	he	was	bound	to	abide	by	his	word.
Fond	though	they	were	of	fighting,	the	Northmen	had	their	own	notions	of	fair
dealing.	If	you	had	killed	a	man,	you	had	to	confess	it;	if	you	slew	him	at	night,
or	when	he	was	sleeping,	you	were	guilty	of	murder,	and	if	you	refused	to	throw
gravel	or	sand	over	his	body,	thus	denying	your	enemy	the	rights	of	burial,	you
were	considered	a	dastard	even	by	your	friends.
Now	in	the	valley	or	dale	of	the	river	Laxa	dwelt	two	brothers,	each	in	his	own
house.	 One	 was	 named	 Hauskuld,	 and	 the	 other	 Hrut.	 This	 Hrut	 was	 much
younger	 than	 Hauskuld,	 and	 was	 handsome,	 brave,	 and,	 like	 so	 many	 of	 the
Northmen,	very	gentle	when	not	engaged	 in	war.	Like	many	of	 them	also,	 the
gift	was	given	him	of	reading	the	future.



One	day	Hauskuld	made	a	feast,	and	Hrut	came	with	many	of	his	kinsmen,	and
took	his	place	next	his	brother	Hauskuld.	They	were	all	seated	in	the	great	hall	of
the	 house	 and	 near	 the	 fire	Hauskuld’s	 little	 daughter,	Hallgerda,	was	 playing
with	some	other	children.	Fair	and	blue	eyed	were	 they	all,	but	Hallgerda	was
taller	and	more	beautiful	than	any,	and	her	hair	fell	in	long	bright	curls	far	below
her	waist.	"Come	here,"	said	Hauskuld,	holding	out	his	hand,	and,	taking	her	by
the	chin,	he	kissed	her	and	bade	her	go	back	to	her	companions.	Then,	turning	to
his	brother	he	asked:
"Well,	 is	 she	not	 fair	 to	 look	upon?"	but	Hrut	held	his	peace.	Again	Hauskuld
would	know	what	was	in	the	thoughts	of	Hrut	concerning	the	maiden,	and	this
time	Hrut	made	answer,	"Of	a	truth	fair	is	the	maid,	and	great	will	be	the	havoc
wrought	by	her	among	men.	But	one	thing	I	would	know,	which	of	our	race	has
given	her	those	thief’s	eyes?"
At	that	Hauskuld	waxed	wroth,	and	bade	Hrut	begone	to	his	own	house.
After	this	some	years	went	by.	Hrut	left	Iceland	and	spent	some	time	at	the	Court
of	Norway,	and	then	he	came	back	and	married,	and	had	much	trouble	with	his
wife,	Unna.	But	after	they	had	parted	and	she	had	gone	back	to	her	father,	Hrut
was	a	free	man	again,	and	he	went	to	visit	his	brother	Hauskuld,	whose	daughter
Hallgerda	had	now	become	a	woman.	Tall	and	stately	she	was,	and	fair,	but	sly
and	 greedy	 of	 gain,	 as	 in	 the	 days	 of	 her	 childhood,	 and	 more	 she	 loved
Thiostolf,	whose	wife	had	brought	her	up,	than	Hauskuld	her	father,	or	Hrut	her
uncle.
When	 Hallgerda	 went	 back	 to	 Hauskuld	 her	 father,	 he	 saw	 that	 he	 must	 be
looking	out	for	a	husband	for	her,	as	the	fame	of	her	beauty	would	go	far.	It	was
indeed	not	long	before	one	came	to	her,	Thorwald,	son	of	Oswif,	who,	besides
the	broad	lands	which	he	possessed	on	the	island,	owned	the	Bear	Isles	out	in	the
sea,	where	fish	were	to	be	had	in	abundance.
Oswif,	Thorwald’s	father,	knew	more	about	the	maiden	than	did	Thorwald,	who
had	 been	 on	 a	 journey,	 and	 he	 tried	 to	 turn	 his	 son’s	 thought	 to	 some	 other
damsel,	but	Thorwald	only	answered,	 "Whatever	you	may	say,	 she	 is	 the	only
woman	I	will	marry;"	and	Oswif	made	reply,	"Well,	after	all,	 the	 risk	 is	yours
and	not	mine."
So	 they	 two	set	out	 for	Hauskuld’s	house	and	he	bade	 them	welcome	heartily.
They	wasted	no	time	before	telling	him	their	business,	and	Hauskuld	answered
that	for	his	part	he	could	desire	no	more	honourable	match	for	his	daughter,	but
he	would	not	hide	from	them	that	her	temper	was	hard	and	cruel.
"That	shall	not	stand	between	us,"	said	Thorwald,	"so	tell	me	what	I	shall	pay	for
her."
And	 the	 bargain	 was	 made,	 and	 Thorwald	 rode	 home	 with	 his	 father,	 but



Hallgerda	was	never	asked	if	she	wished	to	wed	Thorwald	or	not.
When	Hauskuld	 told	his	daughter	 that	 she	was	 to	be	married	 to	Thorwald,	 she
was	 not	 pleased,	 and	 said	 that	 if	 her	 father	 had	 loved	 her	 as	 much	 as	 he
pretended	to	do	he	would	have	consulted	her	in	such	a	matter.	Besides,	she	did
not	think	that	the	match	was	in	any	way	worthy	of	her.
But,	 grumble	 as	 she	 might,	 there	 was	 no	 getting	 out	 of	 it,	 and,	 as	 Hauskuld
would	 listen	 to	 nothing,	 she	 sought	 for	 her	 foster-father,	 Thiostolf,	who	 never
had	been	known	to	say	her	nay.	When	she	had	told	her	story,	he	bade	her	be	of
good	cheer,	prophesying	that	Thorwald	should	not	be	her	only	husband,	and	that
if	she	was	not	happy	she	had	only	to	come	to	him	and	he	would	do	her	bidding,
be	it	what	it	might,	save	as	regarded	Hauskuld	and	Hrut.
Then	Hallgerda	was	 comforted,	 and	went	 home	 to	 prepare	 the	 bridal	 feast,	 to
which	 all	 their	 friends	 and	 kinsfolk	were	 bidden.	And	when	 the	marriage	was
over,	she	rode	home	with	her	husband	Thorwald,	and	Thiostolf	her	foster-father
was	ever	at	her	side,	and	she	talked	more	to	him	than	to	Thorwald.	And	there	he
stayed	all	the	winter.
Now,	as	 time	went	on,	Thorwald	began	 to	 repent	 that	he	had	not	hearkened	 to
the	words	of	 his	 father.	His	wife	 paid	him	 scant	 attention,	 and	 she	wasted	his
goods,	and	was	noted	among	all	the	women	of	the	dales	for	her	skill	in	driving	a
hard	bargain.	And,	beyond	all	that,	folk	whispered	that	she	was	not	careful	to	ask
whether	 the	 things	 she	 took	 were	 her	 own	 or	 someone	 else’s.	 This	 irked
Thorwald	 sore;	 but	worse	was	 to	 follow.	 The	 spring	 came	 late	 that	 year,	 and
Hallgerda	told	Thorwald	that	the	storehouse	was	empty	of	meat	and	fish,	and	he
must	go	out	to	the	Bear	Isles	and	fetch	some	more.	At	this	Thorwald	reproached
her,	saying	that	it	was	her	fault	if	garners	were	not	yet	full,	and	on	Hallgerda’s
taunting	him	with	being	a	miser,	 struck	her	such	a	blow	in	 the	 face	 that	blood
spouted,	and	when	he	left	her	to	row	with	his	men	to	the	islands,	Hallgerda	sat
still,	vowing	vengeance.
It	was	not	long	in	coming.	Soon	after,	Thiostolf	chanced	to	pass	that	way,	and,
seeing	the	blood	on	her	face,	asked	whence	it	sprang.
"From	 the	 hand	 of	 my	 husband	 Thorwald,"	 answered	 she,	 and	 reproached
Thiostolf	for	suffering	such	dealings.
"I	knew	not	of	it,"	said	Thiostolf,	"but	I	will	avenge	it	speedily;"	and	he	went	to
the	 shore,	 and	 put	 off	 in	 a	 boat,	 taking	 nothing	 but	 a	 great	 axe	with	 him.	He
found	 Thorwald	 and	 his	 men	 on	 the	 beach	 of	 the	 biggest	 island,	 loading	 his
vessel	with	meat	and	fish	from	the	storehouses.	Then	he	began	to	pick	a	quarrel
with	Thorwald	and	spoke	words	 that	vexed	him	more	and	more,	 till	Thorwald
bent	 forward	 to	 seize	 a	 knife	 which	 lay	 near	 him.	 This	 was	 the	 moment	 for
which	 the	 other	 had	 been	 waiting.	 He	 lifted	 his	 axe	 and	 gave	 a	 blow	 at
Hallgerda’s	 husband,	 and,	 though	 Thorwald	 tried	 to	 defend	 himself,	 a	 second



stroke	clove	his	skull.
"Your	axe	is	bloody,"	said	Hallgerda,	who	was	standing	outside	the	door.
"Yes;	and	this	time	you	can	choose	your	own	husband,"	answered	Thiostolf;	but
Hallgerda	only	asked	calmly,	"So	Thorwald	 is	dead?"	and	as	Thiostolf	nodded
she	went	on:	"You	must	go	northward,	 to	Swan	my	kinsman;	he	will	hide	you
from	your	enemies."
After	that	she	unlocked	her	chests	and	dismissed	her	maidens	with	gifts;	then	she
mounted	her	horse	and	rode	home	to	her	father.
"Where	is	Thorwald?"	asked	Hrut,	who	had	heard	nothing.
"He	is	dead,"	answered	Hallgerda.
"By	the	hand	of	Thiostolf?"	said	her	father.
"By	 his	 hand,	 and	 by	 that	 of	 no	 other;"	 and	 Hallgerda	 passed	 by	 them	 and
entered	the	house.
As	 soon	 as	 Oswif,	 Thorwald’s	 father,	 had	 heard	 the	 tidings,	 he	 guessed	 that
Thiostolf	must	 have	 gone	 northward	 to	 Swan,	 and	 calling	 his	men	 round	 him
they	 all	 rode	 to	 the	 Bearfirth.	 But	 before	 they	 were	 in	 sight	 Swan	 cried	 to
Thiostolf,	"Oswif	is	coming,	but	we	need	fear	nothing,	they	will	never	see	us,"
and	he	 took	a	goatskin	and	wrapped	 it	 round	his	head,	and	said	 to	 it:	 "Be	you
darkness	 and	 fog,	 and	 fright	 and	 wonder,	 to	 those	 who	 seek	 us."	 And
immediately	a	 thick	fog	and	black	darkness	fell	over	all	 things,	and	Oswif	and
his	 men	 lost	 their	 way,	 and	 tumbled	 off	 their	 horses	 and	 tripped	 over	 large
stones,	 till	 Oswif	 resolved	 to	 give	 up	 seeking	 Thiostolf	 and	 Swan,	 and	 to	 go
himself	to	Hauskuld.
Now	Hauskuld	was	abiding	at	home,	and	with	him	was	Hrut	his	brother.	Oswif
got	off	his	horse,	and,	throwing	its	bridle	over	a	stake	driven	into	the	ground,	he
said	to	Hauskuld:	"I	have	come	to	ask	atonement	for	my	son’s	life."
"It	was	not	I	who	slew	your	son,"	answered	Hauskuld;	"but	as	he	 is	slain,	 it	 is
just	that	you	should	seek	atonement	from	somebody."
"You	have	much	need	 to	give	him	what	he	asks,"	said	Hrut,	"for	 it	 is	not	well
that	evil	tongues	should	be	busy	with	your	daughter’s	name."
"Then	give	the	judgment	yourself,"	replied	Hauskuld.
"That	will	I	do,	in	truth,"	said	Hrut;	"and	be	sure	that	I	will	not	spare	you,	as	I
know	it	was	Hallgerda	wrought	his	death;"	so	he	offered	his	hand	to	Oswif,	as	a
token	 that	 his	 award	would	 be	 accepted,	 and	 that	 at	 the	Great	 Council	 of	 the
nation	he	would	not	summon	Hauskuld	for	Thorwald’s	murder.	And	Oswif	took
his	 hand,	 and	 Hauskuld’s,	 and	 Hrut	 bade	 his	 brother	 pay	 down	 two	 hundred
pounds	in	silver	to	Oswif,	while	he	himself	gave	him	a	stout	cloak.	And	Oswif



went	away	well	pleased	with	the	award.
For	some	time	Hallgerda	dwelt	in	her	father’s	house,	and	she	brought	with	her	a
share	 of	 Thorwald’s	 goods,	 and	was	 very	 rich.	 But	men	 kept	 away	 from	 her,
having	heard	 tales	of	her	evil	ways.	At	 length	Glum,	 the	youngest	son	of	Olaf
the	Lame,	told	his	brother	that	he	would	go	no	more	trading	in	strange	lands,	but
would	remain	at	home,	and	meant	to	take	to	himself	a	wife,	if	the	one	on	whom
he	had	set	his	heart	would	come	to	him.
So	one	day	a	company	of	the	men,	with	Glum	and	Thorarin	his	brother	at	their
head,	rode	into	the	Dales	to	the	door	of	Hauskuld’s	dwelling.	Hauskuld	greeted
them	heartily	and	begged	them	to	stay	all	night,	sending	secretly	for	Hrut,	whose
counsel	he	always	asked	when	any	matter	of	importance	was	talked	over.
"Do	you	know	what	they	want?"	said	Hrut	next	morning,	when	his	brother	met
him	on	the	road.
"No,"	replied	Hauskuld,	"they	have	not	spoken	to	me	of	any	business."
"Then	 I	 will	 tell	 you,"	 answered	 Hrut.	 "They	 have	 come	 to	 ask	 Hallgerda	 in
marriage."
"And	what	shall	I	do?"	said	Hauskuld.
"Tell	them	you	would	like	the	match,"	replied	Hrut,	"but	hide	nothing.	Let	them
know	all	there	is	of	good	and	evil	concerning	her."
They	 reached	 the	 house	 as	 he	 spoke,	 and	 the	 guests	 came	 out,	 and	 Thorarin
opened	 his	 business	 by	 entreating	Hauskuld	 to	 give	 his	 daughter	Hallgerda	 to
Glum	his	brother.	"You	know,"	he	added,	"that	he	is	rich	and	strong,	and	thought
well	of	by	all	men."
"Yes,	I	know	that,"	answered	Hauskuld;	"but	once	before	I	chose	a	husband	for
my	daughter,	and	matters	turned	out	ill	for	all	of	us."
"That	will	be	no	hindrance,"	replied	Thorarin,	"for	the	lot	of	one	man	is	not	the
lot	 of	 all	 men.	 And	 things	 might	 have	 fared	 better	 had	 it	 not	 been	 for	 the
meddling	of	Thiostolf."
"You	speak	truth,"	said	Hrut,	who	had	listened	to	their	talk	in	silence;	"and	the
marriage	may	yet	 turn	out	well	 if	you	will	do	as	I	 tell	you.	See	that	you	suffer
not	Thiostolf	 to	 ride	with	her	 to	Glum’s	house,	and	 that	he	never	sleeps	 in	 the
house	 for	 more	 than	 three	 nights	 running,	 without	 Glum’s	 leave,	 on	 pain	 of
outlawry	and	death	by	Glum	himself.	And	if	Glum	will	hearken	to	my	counsel,
leave	 to	 stay	 he	 will	 never	 give.	 But	 it	 is	 time	 to	 let	 Hallgerda	 know	 of	 the
matter,	and	she	shall	say	whether	Glum	is	to	her	mind."
And	Thorarin	agreed,	and	Hauskuld	sent	to	summon	his	daughter.
Now,	 though	 nothing	 had	 been	 said	 to	 Hallgerda	 as	 to	 the	 business	 which



brought	 all	 these	 men	 to	 her	 father’s	 house,	 perhaps	 she	 may	 have	 guessed
something,	for	when	she	appeared	she	was	attended	by	her	two	women,	and	clad
in	her	festal	garments.	She	wore	a	dress	of	scarlet,	girdled	by	a	silver	belt,	and
over	it	a	mantle	of	soft	dark	blue,	while	her	thick	yellow	hair	was	unbound,	and
fell	 almost	 to	 her	 knees.	 She	 smiled	 and	 spoke	 kindly	 to	 the	 visitors,	 then	 sat
herself	down	between	her	father	and	uncle.	After	that	Glum	spoke.
"Your	 father	 and	Thorarin	my	brother	 have	 had	 talk	 about	 a	marriage	 betwixt
you	and	me,	Hallgerda.	Is	it	your	will,	as	it	is	theirs?	Tell	me	all	that	is	in	your
heart.	For,	if	you	like	me	not,	I	will	straightway	ride	back	again."
"The	 match	 is	 to	 my	 liking,"	 answered	 Hallgerda,	 "and	 better	 suited	 to	 my
condition	 than	what	my	 father	made	 for	me	before.	And	you	 are	 to	my	 liking
also,	if	our	tempers	do	not	fall	out."
"Let	Hallgerda	 betroth	 herself,"	 said	Hrut,	when	 they	 had	 told	 her	what	 terms
had	 been	 arranged,	 and	 that	 Glum	 should	 bring	 goods	 or	 money	 to	 an	 equal
value	to	Hallgerda’s,	and	that	they	two	should	divide	the	whole.
After	that	the	betrothal	ceremony	took	place,	and	Glum	went	away,	and	returned
no	more	till	his	wedding.
There	was	a	great	company	in	Hauskuld’s	hall	to	witness	Hallgerda’s	marriage,
and	when	the	feast	began	Thiostolf	might	have	been	seen	stalking	about	holding
his	 axe	 aloft;	 but,	 as	 the	 guests	 pretended	 not	 to	 know	he	was	 there,	 no	 harm
came	of	it.
For	 some	 time	 Glum	 and	 his	 wife	 lived	 happily	 together,	 though	 Hallgerda
proved	herself	the	same	greedy	yet	wasteful	woman	she	had	been	before.	At	the
end	of	a	year	a	daughter	was	born	to	her,	whom	she	named	Thorgerda,	and	the
child	grew	up	 to	be	as	beautiful	as	her	mother.	But	by-and-by	 trouble	came	 to
them	through	Thiostolf,	who	had	been	driven	away	by	Hauskuld	for	beating	one
of	his	thralls.	Thiostolf	vowed	vengeance	in	his	heart,	and	rode	south	to	Glum’s
house.
Hallgerda	was	pleased	to	see	him,	but	when	she	heard	his	tale	she	said	she	could
not	give	him	shelter	without	the	consent	of	Glum.	So	when	her	husband	came	in
she	ran	quickly	to	greet	him,	and,	putting	her	arms	round	his	neck,	she	asked	if
he	would	agree	to	something	she	wished	very	much.
"If	it	is	anything	I	can	do	in	honour,"	answered	Glum,	"do	it	I	will	of	a	surety."
Then	she	told	him	how	her	father	had	cast	out	Thiostolf,	and	that	he	had	come	to
her	for	shelter,	and	she	wished	him	to	remain,	if	it	was	Glum’s	will.	And	Glum
answered	that,	if	she	wished	it	greatly,	Thiostolf	should	remain,	unless	he	betook
himself	to	evil	courses.
For	a	while	Thiostolf	went	warily,	and	no	fault	did	Glum	find	with	him;	then	he
fell	 to	marring	 everything,	 as	 he	 had	 done	 in	Thorwald’s	 time,	 and	 to	 no	 one



would	 he	 listen	 save	 to	 Hallgerda	 only.	 In	 vain	 Thorarin	 warned	 Glum	 that
things	would	have	an	ill	ending,	but	Glum	only	smiled,	and	let	Hallgerda	have
her	way.
When	autumn	came,	and	 the	days	grew	short	and	cold,	 the	men	went	 to	bring
their	flocks	home	from	the	pastures	where	they	had	been	feeding	all	the	summer.
It	was	 hard	work,	 for	 the	 sheep	 often	 strayed	 far,	 and,	 besides,	 the	 flocks	 got
mixed	up,	 and	needed	 to	 be	 separated	 one	 from	 the	 other.	One	day,	when	 the
shepherds	had	brought	 tidings	 that	many	of	Glum’s	sheep	were	missing,	Glum
bade	Thiostolf	go	into	the	hills	and	see	if	he	could	find	those	that	were	lost.
But	Thiostolf	grew	angry,	and	answered	rudely,	"I	am	not	your	slave,	and	it	 is
not	my	work	to	bring	in	sheep.	If	you	mean	to	go	yourself,	perhaps	I	will	consent
to	go	with	you."
At	this	Glum	was	greatly	angered,	and,	seeking	Hallgerda,	he	told	her	what	had
happened,	adding	as	he	did	so,	"I	will	not	have	Thiostolf	here	any	longer."
Then	Hallgerda	waxed	very	wrathful,	and	she	upheld	Thiostolf	in	his	ill	doing.
At	last	the	patience	of	Glum	gave	way,	and	he	struck	her	a	blow	in	the	face,	and
crying,	 "Words	 are	wasted	 on	 you,"	went	 off	 to	 his	 own	 business.	 Hallgerda,
who	loved	him	much	in	spite	of	her	unruly	tongue,	wept	bitterly	at	the	thought	of
what	had	happened,	and,	as	evil	fate	would	have	it,	Thiostolf	heard	her,	and	saw
the	red	mark	across	her	cheek.
"It	shall	not	be	there	again,"	he	said,	but	Hallgerda	answered:
"It	is	not	for	you	to	come	between	Glum	and	me."
When	he	heard	this,	Thiostolf	only	smiled	and	said	nothing,	but	got	ready	to	go
with	Glum	and	his	men,	to	seek	after	the	sheep.	After	long	searching	they	found
many	of	those	that	were	missing,	and	he	sent	some	of	his	men	one	way	and	some
another,	 till	 at	 length	 by	 chance	 he	 and	 Thiostolf	 were	 left	 alone.	 They	 soon
came	upon	a	flock	of	wild	sheep,	and	tried	to	drive	them	down	the	steep	side	of	a
hill	 towards	Glum’s	house,	but	 it	was	of	no	use,	and	as	 fast	as	 the	sheep	were
collected	together	they	all	scattered	again.	Very	soon,	Glum	and	Thiostolf	grew
tired	and	ill-tempered,	and	each	told	the	other	he	was	stupid	and	lazy.	At	length,
Glum	 taunted	 Thiostolf	 with	 being	 a	 thrall,	 and	 from	 that	 blows	 quickly
followed.	Both	men	drew	their	axes,	but	Thiostolf	struck	so	hard	at	Glum	that	he
rolled	dead	upon	the	ground.
At	the	sight	of	Glum	lying	dead	at	his	feet,	Thiostolf’s	wrath	cooled	somewhat.
He	stooped	and	covered	Glum’s	body	with	stones,	and	took	a	gold	ring	from	his
finger.	After	that	he	took	the	road	back	to	Varmalek,	and	found	Hallgerda	sitting
in	front	of	the	door.	Her	eyes	fell	instantly	on	the	bloody	axe,	and	Thiostolf	saw
this	and	said	hastily,	"Glum,	your	husband,	is	slain."
"Then	it	is	by	your	hand,"	she	answered.



"Yes,	it	is,"	said	Thiostolf,	and	added	after	a	moment’s	pause:	"What	is	best	to
be	done	now?"
"Go	to	Hrut,	and	ask	him,"	replied	Hallgerda,	and	Thiostolf	went.
"Glum	 is	 slain"	 said	 Thiostolf	 to	 Hrut,	 who	 had	 come	 down	 to	 the	 door	 in
answer	to	Thiostolf’s	knock.
"Who	slew	him?"	asked	Hrut.
"I	slew	him,"	answered	Thiostolf.
"Why	did	you	come	here?"	asked	Hrut	again.
"Because	Hallgerda	sent	me,"	answered	Thiostolf.
"Then	Hallgerda	had	no	part	in	his	slaying,"	said	Hrut,	with	a	sound	of	relief	in
his	voice;	but	as	he	spoke	he	drew	his	sword,	which	Thiostolf	saw,	and	thrust	at
Hrut	with	his	axe.	Hrut,	 too,	saw,	and	sprang	quickly	aside,	knocking	up	as	he
did	so	 the	handle	of	 the	axe,	so	 that	 it	 fell	 full	on	 the	ground.	Turning	himself
swiftly,	Hrut	dealt	Thiostolf	a	blow	which	brought	him	to	his	knees,	and	a	stab
in	the	heart	finished	the	work.
After	that	Hrut’s	house-carles	laid	stones	on	Thiostolf’s	body,	while	he	himself
rode	 away	 to	 tell	 Hauskuld	 all	 that	 had	 befallen.	 And	 soon	 after	 Thorarin,
Glum’s	brother,	came	there	too,	with	eleven	men	at	his	back.	He	asked	Hauskuld
what	 atonement	 he	would	make	 for	Glum,	 but	Hauskuld	 answered	 that	 it	was
neither	 he	 nor	 his	 daughter	 who	 had	 slain	 Glum,	 and	 that	 Hrut	 had	 avenged
himself	on	Thiostolf.	To	this	Thorarin	said	nothing,	but	Hrut	offered	to	give	him
gifts,	and	so	peace	lay	between	them.
Now,	Hrut’s	wife,	Unna,	was	of	kin	to	two	brothers,	Gunnar	and	Kolskegg.	Both
were	tall,	brave	men,	but	there	was	not	Gunnar’s	like	in	all	the	country	round	for
beauty,	and	for	skill	in	shooting,	jumping,	and	swimming.	And,	besides	this,	he
was	beautiful	and	gentle,	 faithful	 to	 the	 friends	he	made,	but	not	making	 them
readily.	His	chief	friend	was	Njal,	from	whom	he	ever	sought	counsel,	for	Njal
was	a	wise	man	and	could	see	far	into	the	future.
Having	a	mind	to	see	something	of	the	world,	Gunnar	set	sail	for	Norway,	where
he	stayed	some	time,	and	had	many	adventures.	It	was	early	in	the	summer	when
he	 and	Kolskegg	 sailed	 home	 to	 Iceland,	where	men	were	 assembling	 for	 the
great	Council,	or	Thing.
Gunnar’s	first	act	was	to	ride	off	to	Njal’s	house,	and	Gunnar	asked	if	he	would
be	present	 at	 the	Thing.	 "No,	 truly,"	 answered	Njal;	 "stay	you	at	home	or	bad
will	come	of	it."
And	Gunnar!	What	 evil	was	 likely	 to	 befall	 him,	who	wished	 to	 live	 at	 peace
with	everyone?	But	Njal	only	shook	his	head	and	said	slowly,	"I	remain	in	my



own	house,	and	if	I	had	my	way	you	should	do	so	also."
But	Gunnar	would	not	listen,	and	rode	straight	off	to	the	Thing.
	



THE	TWELVE	WILD	DUCKS

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	Norske	Folkeeventyr.

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	Queen	who	was	out	driving,	when	 there
had	been	a	new	fall	of	snow	in	the	winter;	but	when	she	had	gone	a	little	way,
she	began	to	bleed	at	the	nose,	and	had	to	get	out	of	her	sledge.	And	so,	as	she
stood	there,	leaning	against	the	fence,	and	saw	the	red	blood	on	the	white	snow,
she	 fell	 a-thinking	 how	 she	 had	 twelve	 sons	 and	 no	 daughter,	 and	 she	 said	 to
herself,	 “If	 I	 only	 had	 a	 daughter	 as	 white	 as	 snow	 and	 as	 red	 as	 blood,	 I
shouldn’t	care	what	became	of	all	my	sons.”
But	 the	words	were	 scarce	out	of	her	mouth	before	 an	old	witch	of	 the	Trolls
came	up	to	her.
“A	daughter	you	shall	have”,	she	said,	“and	she	shall	be	as	white	as	snow,	and	as
red	as	blood;	and	your	sons	shall	be	mine,	but	you	may	keep	them	till	the	babe	is
christened.”
So	when	the	time	came	the	Queen	had	a	daughter,	and	she	was	as	white	as	snow,
and	 as	 red	 as	 blood,	 just	 as	 the	 Troll	 had	 promised,	 and	 so	 they	 called	 her
“Snow-white	and	Rosy-red.”	Well,	there	was	great	joy	at	the	King’s	court,	and
the	Queen	was	as	glad	as	glad	could	be;	but	when	what	she	had	promised	to	the
old	witch	 came	 into	 her	mind,	 she	 sent	 for	 a	 silversmith,	 and	 bade	 him	make
twelve	silver	spoons,	one	for	each	prince,	and	after	that	she	bade	him	make	one
more,	 and	 that	 she	gave	 to	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red.	But	as	 soon	as	ever	 the
Princess	 was	 christened,	 the	 Princes	 were	 turned	 into	 twelve	 wild	 ducks,	 and
flew	away.	They	never	saw	them	again	-	away	they	went,	and	away	they	stayed.
So	 the	Princess	 grew	up,	 and	 she	was	 both	 tall	 and	 fair,	 but	 she	was	 often	 so
strange	and	sorrowful,	and	no	one	could	understand	what	it	was	that	failed	her.
But	 one	 evening	 the	 Queen	 was	 also	 sorrowful,	 for	 she	 had	 many	 strange
thoughts	when	she	 thought	of	her	sons.	She	said	 to	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red,
“Why	are	you	so	sorrowful,	my	daughter?	Is	there	anything	you	want?	if	so,	only



say	the	word,	and	you	shall	have	it.”
“Oh,	 it	 seems	 so	 dull	 and	 lonely	 here”,	 said	 Snow-white	 and	 Rosy-red;
“everyone	 else	 has	 brothers	 and	 sisters,	 but	 I	 am	 all	 alone;	 I	 have	 none;	 and
that’s	why	I’m	so	sorrowful.”
“But	you	had	brothers,	my	daughter”,	said	 the	Queen;	“I	had	 twelve	sons	who
were	your	brothers,	but	I	gave	them	all	away	to	get	you”;	and	so	she	told	her	the
whole	story.
So	when	the	Princess	heard	 that,	she	had	no	rest;	 for,	 in	spite	of	all	 the	Queen
could	say	or	do,	and	all	she	wept	and	prayed,	the	lassie	would	set	off	to	seek	her
brothers,	for	she	thought	it	was	all	her	fault;	and	at	last	she	got	leave	to	go	away
from	the	palace.	On	and	on	she	walked	into	the	wide	world,	so	far,	you	would
never	have	thought	a	young	lady	could	have	strength	to	walk	so	far.
So,	once,	when	she	was	walking	 through	a	great,	great	wood,	one	day	she	 felt
tired,	 and	 sat	 down	on	 a	mossy	 tuft	 and	 fell	 asleep.	Then	 she	 dreamt	 that	 she
went	deeper	and	deeper	into	the	wood,	till	she	came	to	a	little	wooden	hut,	and
there	she	found	her	brothers;	just	then	she	woke,	and	straight	before	her	she	saw
a	worn	path	in	the	green	moss,	and	this	path	went	deeper	into	the	wood;	so	she
followed	it,	and	after	a	long	time	she	came	to	just	such	a	little	wooden	house	as
that	she	had	seen	in	her	dream.
Now,	when	she	went	 into	 the	 room	there	was	no	one	at	home,	but	 there	stood
twelve	beds,	 and	 twelve	 chairs,	 and	 twelve	 spoons	 -	 a	dozen	of	 everything,	 in
short.	So	when	she	saw	that	she	was	so	glad,	she	hadn’t	been	so	glad	for	many	a
long	year,	for	she	could	guess	at	once	that	her	brothers	lived	here,	and	that	they
owned	the	beds,	and	chairs,	and	spoons.	So	she	began	to	make	up	the	fire,	and
sweep	the	room,	and	make	the	beds,	and	cook	the	dinner,	and	to	make	the	house
as	tidy	as	she	could;	and	when	she	had	done	all	 the	cooking	and	work,	she	ate
her	own	dinner,	and	crept	under	her	youngest	brother’s	bed,	and	lay	down	there,
but	she	forgot	her	spoon	upon	the	table.
So	she	had	scarcely	laid	herself	down	before	she	heard	something	flapping	and
whirring	 in	 the	air,	and	so	all	 the	 twelve	wild	ducks	came	sweeping	 in;	but	as
soon	as	ever	they	crossed	the	threshold	they	became	Princes.
“Oh,	how	nice	and	warm	it	is	in	here”,	they	said.	“Heaven	bless	him	who	made
up	the	fire,	and	cooked	such	a	good	dinner	for	us.”
And	so	each	took	up	his	silver	spoon	and	was	going	to	eat.	But	when	each	had
taken	his	own,	there	was	one	still	 left	 lying	on	the	table,	and	it	was	so	like	the
rest	that	they	couldn’t	tell	it	from	them.
“This	 is	our	 sister’s	 spoon”,	 they	said,	“and	 if	her	 spoon	be	here,	 she	can’t	be
very	far	off	herself.”
“If	 this	 be	 our	 sister’s	 spoon,	 and	 she	 be	 here”,	 said	 the	 eldest,	 ‘she	 shall	 be



killed,	for	she	is	to	blame	for	all	the	ill	we	suffer.”
And	this	she	lay	under	the	bed	and	listened	to.
“No”,	 said	 the	 youngest,	 “it	 would	 be	 a	 shame	 to	 kill	 her	 for	 that.	 She	 has
nothing	 to	 do	 with	 our	 suffering	 ill;	 for	 if	 any	 one’s	 to	 blame,	 it’s	 our	 own
mother.”
So	they	set	 to	work	hunting	for	her	both	high	and	low,	and	at	 last	 they	looked
under	 all	 the	 beds,	 and	 so	when	 they	 came	 to	 the	youngest	Prince’s	 bed,	 they
found	her,	and	dragged	her	out.	Then	the	eldest	Prince	wished	again	to	have	her
killed,	but	she	begged	and	prayed	so	prettily	for	herself.
“Oh!	 gracious	 goodness!	 don’t	 kill	me,	 for	 I’ve	 gone	 about	 seeking	 you	 these
three	years,	and	if	I	could	only	set	you	free,	I’d	willingly	lose	my	life.”
“Well!”	said	they,	“if	you	will	set	us	free,	you	may	keep	your	life;	for	you	can	if
you	choose.”
“Yes;	 only	 tell	 me”,	 said	 the	 Princess,	 “how	 it	 can	 be	 done,	 and	 I’ll	 do	 it,
whatever	it	be.”
“You	must	pick	thistle-down”,	said	the	Princes,	“and	you	must	card	it,	and	spin
it,	and	weave	it;	and	after	you	have	done	that,	you	must	cut	out	and	make	twelve
coats,	and	twelve	shirts,	and	twelve	neckerchiefs,	one	for	each	of	us,	and	while
you	do	that,	you	must	neither	talk,	nor	laugh,	nor	weep.	If	you	can	do	that,	we
are	free.”
“But	where	shall	I	ever	get	thistle-down	enough	for	so	many	neckerchiefs,	and
shirts,	and	coats?”	asked	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red.
“We’ll	 soon	show	you”,	 said	 the	Princes;	and	so	 they	 took	her	with	 them	 to	a
great	 wide	 moor,	 where	 there	 stood	 such	 a	 crop	 of	 thistles,	 all	 nodding	 and
nodding	 in	 the	breeze,	and	 the	down	all	 floating	and	glistening	 like	gossamers
through	the	air	in	the	sunbeams.	The	Princess	had	never	seen	such	a	quantity	of
thistledown	in	her	life,	and	she	began	to	pluck	and	gather	it	as	fast	and	as	well	as
she	could;	and	when	she	got	home	at	night	she	set	to	work	carding	and	spinning
yarn	from	the	down.	So	she	went	on	a	long,	long	time,	picking,	and	carding,	and
spinning,	 and	 all	 the	 while	 keeping	 the	 Princes”	 house,	 cooking,	 and	 making
their	beds.	At	evening	home	they	came,	flapping	and	whirring	like	wild	ducks,
and	all	night	they	were	Princes,	but	in	the	morning	off	they	flew	again,	and	were
wild	ducks	the	whole	day.
But	now	it	happened	once,	when	she	was	out	on	the	moor	to	pick	thistle-down	-
and	if	I	don’t	mistake,	it	was	the	very	last	time	she	was	to	go	there	-	it	happened
that	the	young	King	who	ruled	that	land	was	out	hunting,	and	came	riding	across
the	moor,	and	saw	her.	So	he	stopped	there	and	wondered	who	the	lovely	lady
could	 be	 that	 walked	 along	 the	 moor	 picking	 thistle-down,	 and	 he	 asked	 her
name,	and	when	he	could	get	no	answer,	he	was	still	more	astonished;	and	at	last



he	 liked	her	so	much,	 that	nothing	would	do	but	he	must	 take	her	home	to	his
castle	and	marry	her.	So	he	ordered	his	servants	to	take	her	and	put	her	up	on	his
horse.	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red,	she	wrung	her	hands,	and	made	signs	to	them,
and	 pointed	 to	 the	 bags	 in	 which	 her	 work	was,	 and	when	 the	 King	 saw	 she
wished	to	have	them	with	her,	he	told	his	men	to	take	up	the	bags	behind	them.
When	they	had	done	that	the	Princess	came	to	herself,	little	by	little,	for	the	King
was	both	a	wise	man	and	a	handsome	man	too,	and	he	was	as	soft	and	kind	to
her	as	a	doctor.	But	when	they	got	home	to	the	palace,	and	the	old	Queen,	who
was	his	stepmother,	set	eyes	on	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red,	she	got	so	cross	and
jealous	of	her	because	she	was	so	lovely,	that	she	said	to	the	king:
“Can’t	you	see	now,	 that	 this	 thing	whom	you	have	picked	up,	and	whom	you
are	going	to	marry,	is	a	witch.	Why?	she	can’t	either	talk,	or	laugh,	or	weep!”
But	the	King	didn’t	care	a	pin	for	what	she	said,	but	held	on	with	the	wedding,
and	married	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red	and	they	lived	in	great	joy	and	glory;	but
she	didn’t	forget	to	go	on	sewing	at	her	shirts.
So	when	 the	year	was	 almost	 out,	Snow-white	 and	Rosy-red	brought	 a	Prince
into	the	world;	and	then	the	old	Queen	was	more	spiteful	and	jealous	than	ever,
and	at	dead	of	night,	she	stole	in	to	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red,	while	she	slept,
and	took	away	her	babe,	and	threw	it	into	a	pit	full	of	snakes.	After	that	she	cut
Snow-white	and	Rosy-red	in	her	finger,	and	smeared	the	blood	over	her	mouth,
and	went	straight	to	the	King.
“Now	come	and	 see”,	 she	 said,	 “what	 sort	 of	 a	 thing	you	have	 taken	 for	your
Queen;	here	she	has	eaten	up	her	own	babe.”
Then	 the	King	was	 so	 downcast,	 he	 almost	 burst	 into	 tears,	 and	 said,	 “Yes,	 it
must	be	true,	since	I	see	it	with	my	own	eyes;	but	she’ll	not	do	it	again,	I’m	sure,
and	so	this	time	I’ll	spare	her	life.”
So	 before	 the	 next	 year	 was	 out	 she	 had	 another	 son,	 and	 the	 same	 thing
happened.	The	King’s	stepmother	got	more	and	more	 jealous	and	spiteful.	She
stole	 into	 the	 young	Queen	 at	 night	while	 she	 slept,	 took	 away	 the	 babe,	 and
threw	it	into	a	pit	full	of	snakes,	cut	the	young	Queen’s	finger,	and	smeared	the
blood	over	her	mouth,	and	then	went	and	told	the	King	she	had	eaten	up	her	own
child.	Then	the	King	was	so	sorrowful,	you	can’t	think	how	sorry	he	was,	and	he
said,	“Yes,	it	must	be	true,	since	I	see	it	with	my	own	eyes;	but	she’ll	not	do	it
again,	I’m	sure,	and	so	this	time	too	I’ll	spare	her	life.”
Well,	before	the	next	year	was	out,	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red	brought	a	daughter
into	 the	world,	 and	her,	 too,	 the	old	Queen	 took	 and	 threw	 into	 the	pit	 full	 of
snakes,	while	the	young	Queen	slept.	Then	she	cut	her	finger,	smeared	the	blood
over	her	mouth,	and	went	again	to	the	King	and	said,	“Now	you	may	come	and
see	if	it	isn’t	as	I	say;	she’s	a	wicked,	wicked	witch,	for	here	she	has	gone	and
eaten	up	her	third	babe,	too.”



Then	the	King	was	so	sad,	there	was	no	end	to	it,	for	now	he	couldn’t	spare	her
any	 longer,	 but	 had	 to	 order	 her	 to	 be	 burnt	 alive	 on	 a	 pile	 of	wood.	But	 just
when	 the	pile	was	 all	 a-blaze,	 and	 they	were	going	 to	put	her	on	 it,	 she	made
signs	to	them	to	take	twelve	boards	and	lay	them	round	the	pile,	and	on	these	she
laid	 the	 neckerchiefs,	 and	 the	 shirts,	 and	 the	 coats	 for	 her	 brothers,	 but	 the
youngest	brother’s	shirt	wanted	its	left	arm,	for	she	hadn’t	had	time	to	finish	it.
And	as	soon	as	ever	she	had	done	that,	they	heard	such	a	flapping	and	whirring
in	the	air,	and	down	came	twelve	wild	ducks	flying	over	the	forest,	and	each	of
them	snapped	up	his	clothes	in	his	bill	and	flew	off	with	them.
“See	now!”	said	the	old	Queen	to	the	King,	“wasn’t	I	right	when	I	told	you	she
was	a	witch,	but	make	haste	and	burn	her	before	the	pile	burns	low.”
“Oh!”	said	the	King,	“we’ve	wood	enough	and	to	spare,	and	so	I’ll	wait	a	bit,	for
I	have	a	mind	to	see	what	the	end	of	all	this	will	be.”
As	he	spoke,	up	came	the	twelve	princes	riding	along,	as	handsome	well-grown
lads	 as	 you’d	 wish	 to	 see;	 but	 the	 youngest	 prince	 had	 a	 wild	 duck’s	 wing
instead	of	his	left	arm.
“What’s	all	this	about?”	asked	the	Princes.
“My	Queen	is	to	be	burnt,”	said	the	King,	“because	she’s	a	witch,	and	because
she	has	eaten	up	her	own	babes.”
“She	hasn’t	eaten	them	at	all”,	said	the	Princes.	“Speak	now,	sister;	you	have	set
us	free	and	saved	us,	now	save	yourself.”
Then	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red	spoke,	and	told	the	whole	story;	how	every	time
she	was	brought	 to	bed,	 the	old	Queen,	 the	King’s	 stepmother,	had	stolen	 into
her	at	night,	had	taken	her	babes	away,	and	cut	her	little	finger,	and	smeared	the
blood	over	her	mouth;	and	then	the	Princes	took	the	King,	and	shewed	him	the
snake-pit	 where	 three	 babes	 lay	 playing	 with	 adders	 and	 toads,	 and	 lovelier
children	you	never	saw.
So	the	King	had	them	taken	out	at	once,	and	went	to	his	stepmother,	and	asked
her	what	punishment	she	thought	that	woman	deserved	who	could	find	it	in	her
heart	to	betray	a	guiltless	Queen	and	three	such	blessed	little	babes.
“She	 deserves	 to	 be	 fast	 bound	 between	 twelve	 unbroken	 steeds,	 so	 that	 each
may	take	his	share	of	her”,	said	the	old	Queen.
“You	have	 spoken	your	own	doom”,	 said	 the	King,	 “and	you	 shall	 suffer	 it	 at
once.”
So	the	wicked	old	Queen	was	fast	bound	between	twelve	unbroken	steeds,	and
each	got	his	share	of	her.	But	the	King	took	Snow-white	and	Rosy-red,	and	their
three	children,	and	the	twelve	Princes;	and	so	they	all	went	home	to	their	father
and	mother,	and	told	all	that	had	befallen	them,	and	there	was	joy	and	gladness



over	 the	 whole	 kingdom,	 because	 the	 Princess	 was	 saved	 and	 set	 free,	 and
because	she	had	set	free	her	twelve	brothers.
	



THE	FOX	AS	HERDSMAN

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the

Moon,	1888.

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	woman	who	went	out	to	hire	a	herdsman,
and	she	met	a	bear.
“Where	are	you	going,	Goody?”	said	Bruin.
“Oh,	I’m	going	out	to	hire	a	herdsman”,	answered	the	woman.
“Why	not	have	me	for	a	herdsman?”	said	Bruin.
“Well,	why	not?”	said	the	woman.	“If	you	only	knew	how	to	call	the	flock;	just
let	me	hear?”
“OW,	OW!”	growled	the	bear.
“No,	no!	I	won’t	have	you”,	said	the	woman,	as	soon	as	she	heard	him	say	that,
and	off	she	went	on	her	way.
So,	when	she	had	gone	a	bit	further,	she	met	a	wolf.
“Where	are	you	going,	Goody?”	asked	the	Wolf.
“Oh!”	said	she,	“I’m	going	out	to	hire	a	herdsman.”
“Why	not	have	me	for	a	herdsman?”	said	the	Wolf.
“Well,	why	not?	if	you	can	only	call	the	flock;	let	me	hear?”	said	she.
“UH,	UH!”	said	the	Wolf.
“No,	no!”	said	the	woman;	“you’ll	never	do	for	me.”
Well,	after	she	had	gone	a	while	longer,	she	met	a	fox.
“Where	are	you	going,	Goody?”	asked	the	Fox.
“Oh,	I’m	just	going	out	to	hire	a	herdsman”,	said	the	woman.



“Why	not	have	me	for	your	herdsman?”	asked	the	Fox.
“Well,	 why	 not?”	 said	 she;	 “if	 you	 only	 knew	 how	 to	 call	 the	 flock;	 let	 me
hear?”
“DIL-DAL-HOLOM”,	sung	out	the	Fox,	in	such	a	fine	clear	voice.
“Yes;	I’ll	have	you	for	my	herdsman”,	said	the	woman;	and	so	she	set	the	Fox	to
herd	her	flock.
The	 first	day	 the	Fox	was	herdsman	he	ate	up	all	 the	woman’s	goats;	 the	next
day	he	made	an	end	of	all	her	sheep;	and	the	third	day	he	ate	up	all	her	kine.	So,
when	he	came	home	at	even,	 the	woman	asked	what	he	had	done	with	all	her
flocks?
“Oh!”	said	the	Fox,	“their	skulls	are	in	the	stream,	and	their	bodies	in	the	holt.”
Now,	the	Goody	stood	and	churned	when	the	fox	said	this,	but	she	thought	she
might	as	well	step	out	and	see	after	her	flock;	and	while	she	was	away	the	Fox
crept	 into	 the	churn	and	ate	up	 the	cream.	So	when	 the	Goody	came	back	and
saw	that,	she	fell	 into	such	a	rage,	 that	she	snatched	up	 the	 little	morsel	of	 the
cream	that	was	left,	and	threw	it	at	the	fox	as	he	ran	off,	so	that	he	got	a	dab	of	it
on	 the	end	of	his	 tail,	 and	 that’s	 the	 reason	why	 the	 fox	has	a	white	 tip	 to	his
brush.
	



PRINCESS	ON	THE	GLASS	HILL

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	Norske	Folkeeventyr

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man	who	had	a	meadow,	which	lay	high	up
on	the	hill-side,	and	in	the	meadow	was	a	barn,	which	he	had	built	 to	keep	his
hay	in.	Now,	I	must	tell	you,	there	hadn’t	been	much	in	the	barn	for	the	last	year
or	two,	for	every	St	John’s	night,	when	the	grass	stood	greenest	and	deepest,	the
meadow	was	eaten	down	to	the	very	ground	the	next	morning,	just	as	if	a	whole
drove	of	sheep	had	been	there	feeding	on	it	overnight.	This	happened	once,	and
it	happened	twice;	so	at	last	the	man	grew	weary	of	losing	his	crop	of	hay,	and
said	 to	 his	 sons	 -	 for	 he	 had	 three	 of	 them,	 and	 the	 youngest	was	 nicknamed
Boots,	of	course	-	that	now	one	of	them	must	just	go	and	sleep	in	the	barn	in	the
outlying	 field	when	 St	 John’s	 night	 came,	 for	 it	was	 too	 good	 a	 joke	 that	 his
grass	should	be	eaten,	root	and	blade,	this	year,	as	it	had	been	the	last	two	years.
So	 whichever	 of	 them	 went	 must	 keep	 a	 sharp	 look-out;	 that	 was	 what	 their
father	said
Well,	 the	 eldest	 son	 was	 ready	 to	 go	 and	 watch	 the	 meadow;	 trust	 him	 for
looking	 after	 the	 grass!	 It	 shouldn’t	 be	 his	 fault	 if	man	 or	 beast,	 or	 the	 fiend
himself,	got	a	blade	of	grass.	So,	when	evening	came,	he	set	off	to	the	barn,	and
lay	down	to	sleep;	but	a	 little	on	 in	 the	night	came	such	a	clatter,	and	such	an
earthquake,	that	walls	and	roof	shook,	and	groaned,	and	creaked;	then	up	jumped
the	 lad,	 and	 took	 to	his	heels	as	 fast	 as	ever	he	could;	nor	dared	he	once	 look
round	till	he	reached	home;	and	as	for	the	hay,	why	it	was	eaten	up	this	year	just
as	it	had	been	twice	before.
The	next	St	John’s	night,	 the	man	said	again,	 it	would	never	do	 to	 lose	all	 the
grass	in	the	outlying	field	year	after	year	in	this	way,	so	one	of	his	sons	must	just
trudge	off	to	watch	it,	and	watch	it	well	too.	Well,	the	next	oldest	son	was	ready
to	try	his	luck,	so	he	set	off,	and	lay	down	to	sleep	in	the	barn	as	his	brother	had
done	 before	 him;	 but	 as	 the	 night	 wore	 on,	 there	 came	 on	 a	 rumbling	 and
quaking	of	the	earth,	worse	even	than	on	the	last	St	John’s	night,	and	when	the



lad	heard	it,	he	got	frightened,	and	took	to	his	heels	as	though	he	were	running	a
race.
Next	year	the	turn	came	to	Boots;	but	when	he	made	ready	to	go,	the	other	two
began	to	laugh	and	to	make	game	of	him,	saying,
“You’re	just	the	man	to	watch	the	hay,	that	you	are;	you,	who	have	done	nothing
all	your	life	but	sit	in	the	ashes	and	toast	yourself	by	the	fire.”
But	Boots	did	not	care	a	pin	for	their	chattering,	and	stumped	away	as	evening
drew	on,	up	the	hill-side	to	the	outlying	field.	There	he	went	inside	the	barn	and
lay	down;	but	in	about	an	hour’s	time	the	barn	began	to	groan	and	creak,	so	that
it	was	dreadful	to	hear.
“Well”,	 said	 Boots	 to	 himself,	 “if	 it	 isn’t	 worse	 than	 this,	 I	 can	 stand	 it	 well
enough.”
A	little	while	after	came	another	creak	and	an	earthquake,	so	that	the	litter	in	the
barn	flew	about	the	lad’s	ears.
“Oh!”	said	Boots	to	himself,	“if	it	isn’t	worse	than	this,	I	daresay	I	can	stand	it
out.”
But	 just	 then	 came	 a	 third	 rumbling,	 and	 a	 third	 earthquake,	 so	 that	 the	 lad
thought	walls	and	roof	were	coming	down	on	his	head;	but	it	passed	off,	and	all
was	still	as	death	about	him.
“It’ll	 come	again,	 I’ll	 be	bound”,	 thought	Boots;	 but	 no,	 it	 didn’t	 come	again;
still	it	was,	and	still	it	stayed;	but	after	he	had	lain	a	little	while,	he	heard	a	noise
as	if	a	horse	were	standing	just	outside	the	barn-door,	and	cropping	the	grass.	He
stole	 to	 the	door,	and	peeped	 through	a	chink,	and	 there	stood	a	horse	 feeding
away.	So	big,	and	fat,	and	grand	a	horse,	Boots	had	never	set	eyes	on;	by	his	side
on	the	grass	lay	a	saddle	and	bridle,	and	a	full	set	of	armour	for	a	knight,	all	of
brass,	so	bright	that	the	light	gleamed	from	it.
“Ho,	ho!”	 thought	 the	 lad;	“it’s	you,	 is	 it,	 that	eats	up	our	hay?	I’ll	 soon	put	a
spoke	in	your	wheel,	just	see	if	I	don’t.”
So	he	lost	no	time,	but	took	the	steel	out	of	his	tinder-box,	and	threw	it	over	the
horse;	then	it	had	no	power	to	stir	from	the	spot,	and	became	so	tame	that	the	lad
could	do	what	he	liked	with	 it.	So	he	got	on	its	back,	and	rode	off	with	 it	 to	a
place	which	no	one	knew	of,	and	there	he	put	up	the	horse.	When	he	got	home,
his	brothers	laughed	and	asked	how	he	had	fared?
“You	didn’t	 lie	 long	 in	 the	barn,	 even	 if	 you	had	 the	heart	 to	go	 so	 far	 as	 the
field.”
“Well”,	said	Boots,	“all	I	can	say	is,	I	lay	in	the	barn	till	the	sun	rose,	and	neither
saw	nor	heard	anything;	 I	 can’t	 think	what	 there	was	 in	 the	barn	 to	make	you
both	so	afraid.”



“A	pretty	story”,	 said	his	brothers;	“but	we’ll	 soon	see	how	you	have	watched
the	meadow”;	so	they	set	off;	but	when	they	reached	it,	there	stood	the	grass	as
deep	and	thick	as	it	had	been	over	night.
Well,	the	next	St	John’s	eve	it	was	the	same	story	over	again;	neither	of	the	elder
brothers	dared	to	go	out	to	the	outlying	field	to	watch	the	crop;	but	Boots,	he	had
the	heart	to	go,	and	everything	happened	just	as	it	had	happened	the	year	before.
First	a	clatter	and	an	earthquake,	 then	a	greater	clatter	and	another	earthquake,
and	 so	on	a	 third	 time;	only	 this	year	 the	earthquakes	were	 far	worse	 than	 the
year	before.	Then	all	at	once	everything	was	as	still	as	death,	and	the	lad	heard
how	something	was	cropping	the	grass	outside	the	barn-door,	so	he	stole	to	the
door,	and	peeped	through	a	chink;	and	what	do	you	think	he	saw?	why,	another
horse	standing	right	up	against	the	wall,	and	chewing	and	champing	with	might
and	main.	It	was	far	finer	and	fatter	than	that	which	came	the	year	before,	and	it
had	a	saddle	on	 its	back,	and	a	bridle	on	 its	neck,	and	a	 full	 suit	of	mail	 for	a
knight	lay	by	its	side,	all	of	silver,	and	as	grand	as	you	would	wish	to	see.
“Ho	ho!”	said	Boots	to	himself;	“it’s	you	that	gobbles	up	our	hay,	is	it?	I’ll	soon
put	a	spoke	in	your	wheel”;	and	with	that	he	took	the	steel	out	of	his	tinder-box,
and	threw	it	over	the	horse’s	crest,	which	stood	as	still	as	a	lamb.	Well,	the	lad
rode	 this	horse,	 too,	 to	 the	hiding-place	where	he	kept	 the	other	one,	and	after
that	he	went	home.
“I	suppose	you’ll	tell	us”,	said	one	of	his	brothers,	“there’s	a	fine	crop	this	year
too,	up	in	the	hayfield.”
“Well,	so	there	is”,	said	Boots;	and	off	ran	the	others	to	see,	and	there	stood	the
grass	thick	and	deep,	as	it	was	the	year	before;	but	they	didn’t	give	Boots	softer
words	for	all	that.
Now,	when	the	third	St	John’s	eve	came,	the	two	elder	still	hadn’t	the	heart	to	lie
out	in	the	barn	and	watch	the	grass,	for	they	had	got	so	scared	at	heart	the	night
they	lay	there	before,	that	they	couldn’t	get	over	the	fright;	but	Boots,	he	dared
to	go;	and,	to	make	a	long	story	short,	the	very	same	thing	happened	this	time	as
had	happened	 twice	 before.	Three	 earthquakes	 came,	 one	 after	 the	 other,	 each
worse	than	the	one	which	went	before,	and	when	the	last	came,	the	lad	danced
about	with	the	shock	from	one	barn	wall	to	the	other;	and	after	that,	all	at	once,	it
was	 still	 as	 death.	 Now	 when	 he	 had	 lain	 a	 little	 while,	 he	 heard	 something
tugging	away	at	the	grass	outside	the	barn,	so	he	stole	again	to	the	door-chink,
and	peeped	out,	and	there	stood	a	horse	close	outside	-	far,	far	bigger	and	fatter
than	the	two	he	had	taken	before.
“Ho,	ho!”	said	the	lad	to	himself,	“it’s	you,	is	it,	that	comes	here	eating	up	our
hay?	I’ll	soon	stop	that	-	I’ll	soon	put	a	spoke	in	your	wheel.”	So	he	caught	up
his	steel	and	threw	it	over	the	horse’s	neck,	and	in	a	trice	it	stood	as	if	 it	were
nailed	to	the	ground,	and	Boots	could	do	as	he	pleased	with	it.	Then	he	rode	off



with	 it	 to	 the	 hiding-place	where	 he	 kept	 the	 other	 two,	 and	 then	went	 home.
When	he	got	home,	his	two	brothers	made	game	of	him	as	they	had	done	before,
saying,	 they	could	see	he	had	watched	 the	grass	well,	 for	he	 looked	for	all	 the
world	 as	 if	 he	were	walking	 in	 his	 sleep,	 and	many	 other	 spiteful	 things	 they
said,	 but	 Boots	 gave	 no	 heed	 to	 them,	 only	 asking	 them	 to	 go	 and	 see	 for
themselves;	and	when	they	went,	there	stood	the	grass	as	fine	and	deep	this	time
as	it	had	been	twice	before.
Now,	 you	 must	 know	 that	 the	 king	 of	 the	 country	 where	 Boots	 lived	 had	 a
daughter,	whom	he	would	only	give	to	the	man	who	could	ride	up	over	the	hill
of	glass,	 for	 there	was	a	high,	high	hill,	all	of	glass,	as	smooth	and	slippery	as
ice,	close	by	the	king’s	palace.	Upon	the	tip	top	of	 the	hill	 the	king’s	daughter
was	 to	sit,	with	 three	golden	apples	 in	her	 lap,	and	the	man	who	could	ride	up
and	 carry	 off	 the	 three	 golden	 apples,	was	 to	 have	 half	 the	 kingdom,	 and	 the
Princess	to	wife.	This	the	king	had	stuck	up	on	all	the	church-doors	in	his	realm,
and	had	given	it	out	in	many	other	kingdoms	besides.	Now,	this	Princess	was	so
lovely,	 that	 all	 who	 set	 eyes	 on	 her,	 fell	 over	 head	 and	 ears	 in	 love	with	 her
whether	they	would	or	no.	So	I	needn’t	tell	you	how	all	the	princes	and	knights
who	heard	of	her	were	eager	 to	win	her	 to	wife,	and	half	 the	kingdom	beside;
and	how	they	came	riding	from	all	parts	of	 the	world	on	high	prancing	horses,
and	clad	in	the	grandest	clothes,	for	there	wasn’t	one	of	them	who	hadn’t	made
up	his	mind	that	he,	and	he	alone,	was	to	win	the	Princess.
So	when	the	day	of	trial	came,	which	the	king	had	fixed,	there	was	such	a	crowd
of	princes	and	knights	under	the	glass	hill,	that	it	made	one’s	head	whirl	to	look
at	them;	and	everyone	in	the	country	who	could	even	crawl	along	was	off	to	the
hill,	for	they	all	were	eager	to	see	the	man	who	was	to	win	the	Princess.	So	the
two	elder	brothers	 set	off	with	 the	 rest;	but	as	 for	Boots,	 they	said	outright	he
shouldn’t	go	with	them,	for	if	they	were	seen	with	such	a	dirty,	changeling,	all
begrimed	with	 smut	 from	 cleaning	 their	 shoes	 and	 sifting	 cinders	 in	 the	 dust-
hole,	they	said	folk	would	make	game	of	them.
“Very	well”,	said	Boots,	“it’s	all	one	to	me.	I	can	go	alone,	and	stand	or	fall	by
myself.”
Now	when	 the	 two	 brothers	 came	 to	 the	 hill	 of	 glass,	 the	 knights	 and	 princes
were	all	hard	at	it,	riding	their	horses	till	they	were	all	in	a	foam;	but	it	was	no
good,	by	my	troth;	for	as	soon	as	ever	the	horses	set	foot	on	the	hill,	down	they
slipped,	and	there	wasn’t	one	who	could	get	a	yard	or	 two	up;	and	no	wonder,
for	the	hill	was	as	smooth	as	a	sheet	of	glass,	and	as	steep	as	a	house-wall.	But
all	 were	 eager	 to	 have	 the	 Princess	 and	 half	 the	 kingdom.	 So	 they	 rode	 and
slipped,	and	slipped	and	rode,	and	still	it	was	the	same	story	over	again.	At	last
all	 their	 horses	were	 so	weary	 that	 they	 could	 scarce	 lift	 a	 leg,	 and	 in	 such	 a
sweat	that	the	lather	dripped	from	them,	and	so	the	knights	had	to	give	up	trying
any	more.	So	the	king	was	just	thinking	that	he	would	proclaim	a	new	trial	for



the	 next	 day,	 to	 see	 if	 they	would	 have	 better	 luck,	when	 all	 at	 once	 a	 knight
came	riding	up	on	so	brave	a	steed,	that	no	one	had	ever	seen	the	like	of	it	in	his
born	 days,	 and	 the	 knight	 had	mail	 of	 brass,	 and	 the	 horse	 a	 brass	 bit	 in	 his
mouth,	so	bright	that	the	sunbeams	shone	from	it.	Then	all	the	others	called	out
to	him	he	might	just	as	well	spare	himself	the	trouble	of	riding	at	the	hill,	for	it
would	lead	to	no	good;	but	he	gave	no	heed	to	them,	and	put	his	horse	at	the	hill,
and	went	up	it	like	nothing	for	a	good	way,	about	a	third	of	the	height;	and	when
he	had	got	so	far,	he	 turned	his	horse	round	and	rode	down	again.	So	 lovely	a
knight	the	Princess	thought	she	had	never	yet	seen;	and	while	he	was	riding,	she
sat	and	thought	to	herself:	“Would	to	heaven	he	might	only	come	up	and	down
the	other	side.”
And	when	she	saw	him	turning	back,	she	threw	down	one	of	the	golden	apples
after	him,	and	it	rolled	down	into	his	shoe.	But	when	he	got	to	the	bottom	of	the
hill	 he	 rode	 off	 so	 fast	 that	 no	 one	 could	 tell	 what	 had	 become	 of	 him.	 That
evening	all	the	knights	and	princes	were	to	go	before	the	king,	that	he	who	had
ridden	so	far	up	the	hill	might	show	the	apple	which	the	princess	had	thrown,	but
there	was	no	one	who	had	anything	to	show.	One	after	the	other	they	all	came,
but	not	a	man	of	them	could	show	the	apple.
At	even	the	brothers	of	Boots	came	home	too,	and	had	such	a	long	story	to	tell
about	the	riding	up	the	hill.
“First	of	all”,	 they	said,	“there	was	not	one	of	 the	whole	 lot	who	could	get	 so
much	as	 a	 stride	up;	 but	 at	 last	 came	one	who	had	 a	 suit	 of	 brass	mail,	 and	 a
brass	bridle	and	saddle,	all	so	bright	that	the	sun	shone	from	them	a	mile	off.	He
was	a	chap	to	ride,	just!	He	rode	a	third	of	the	way	up	the	hill	of	glass,	and	he
could	easily	have	ridden	the	whole	way	up,	if	he	chose;	but	he	turned	round	and
rode	down,	thinking,	maybe,	that	was	enough	for	once.”
“Oh!	I	should	so	like	to	have	seen	him,	that	I	should”,	said	Boots,	who	sat	by	the
fireside,	and	stuck	his	feet	into	the	cinders,	as	was	his	wont.
“Oh!”	said	his	brothers,	“you	would,	would	you?	You;	look	fit	to	keep	company
with	such	high	lords,	nasty	beast	that	you	are,	sitting	there	amongst	the	ashes.”
Next	day	the	brothers	were	all	for	setting	off	again,	and	Boots	begged	them	this
time,	too,	to	let	him	go	with	them	and	see	the	riding;	but	no,	they	wouldn’t	have
him	at	any	price,	he	was	too	ugly	and	nasty,	they	said.
“Well,	well!”	said	Boots;”	if	I	go	at	all,	I	must	go	by	myself.	I’m	not	afraid.”
So	when	the	brothers	got	to	the	hill	of	glass,	all	the	princes	and	knights	began	to
ride	again,	and	you	may	fancy	they	had	taken	care	to	shoe	their	horses	sharp;	but
it	was	no	good	 -	 they	 rode	and	slipped,	and	slipped	and	 rode,	 just	as	 they	had
done	the	day	before,	and	there	was	not	one	who	could	get	so	far	as	a	yard	up	the
hill.	And	when	they	had	worn	out	their	horses,	so	that	they	could	not	stir	a	leg,



they	were	all	forced	to	give	it	up	as	a	bad	job.	So	the	king	thought	he	might	as
well	proclaim	that	the	riding	should	take	place	the	day	after	for	the	last	time,	just
to	give	 them	one	chance	more;	but	all	at	once	 it	came	across	his	mind	 that	he
might	as	well	wait	a	little	longer,	to	see	if	the	knight	in	brass	mail	would	come
this	day	too.	Well!	they	saw	nothing	of	him;	but	all	at	once	came	one	riding	on	a
steed,	far,	far,	braver	and	finer	than	that	on	which	the	knight	in	brass	had	ridden,
and	he	had	silver	mail,	and	a	silver	saddle	and	bridle,	all	so	bright	that	the	sun-
beams	gleamed	and	glanced	from	them	far	away.	Then	the	others	shouted	out	to
him	again,	saying,	he	might	as	well	hold	hard,	and	not	try	to	ride	up	the	hill,	for
all	his	trouble	would	be	thrown	away;	but	the	knight	paid	no	heed	to	them,	and
rode	straight	at	the	hill,	and	right	up	it,	till	he	had	gone	two-	thirds	of	the	way,
and	then	he	wheeled	his	horse	round	and	rode	down	again.	To	tell	the	truth,	the
Princess	liked	him	still	better	than	the	knight	in	brass,	and	she	sat	and	wished	he
might	 only	 be	 able	 to	 come	 right	 up	 to	 the	 top,	 and	 down	 the	 other	 side;	 but
when	 she	 saw	 him	 turning	 back,	 she	 threw	 the	 second	 apple	 after	 him,	 and	 it
rolled	down	and	fell	into	his	shoe.	But,	as	soon	as	ever	he	had	come	down	from
the	hill	of	glass,	he	rode	off	so	fast	that	no	one	could	see	what	became	of	him.
At	even,	when	all	were	to	go	in	before	the	king	and	the	Princess,	that	he	who	had
the	golden	apple	might	show	it,	in	they	went,	one	after	the	other,	but	there	was
no	one	who	had	any	apple	to	show,	and	the	two	brothers,	as	they	had	done	on	the
former	day,	went	home	and	told	how	things	had	gone,	and	how	all	had	ridden	at
the	hill,	and	none	got	up.
“But,	last	of	all”,	they	said,	“came	one	in	a	silver	suit,	and	his	horse	had	a	silver
saddle	and	a	silver	bridle.	He	was	just	a	chap	to	ride;	and	he	got	two-thirds	up
the	 hill,	 and	 then	 turned	 back.	He	was	 a	 fine	 fellow,	 and	 no	mistake;	 and	 the
Princess	threw	the	second	gold	apple	to	him.”
“Oh!”	said	Boots,	“I	should	so	like	to	have	seen	him	too,	that	I	should.”
“A	pretty	story”,	they	said.	“Perhaps	you	think	his	coat	of	mail	was	as	bright	as
the	ashes	you	are	always	poking	about,	and	sifting,	you	nasty	dirty	beast.”
The	 third	 day	 everything	 happened	 as	 it	 had	 happened	 the	 two	 days	 before.
Boots	 begged	 to	 go	 and	 see	 the	 sight,	 but	 the	 two	wouldn’t	 hear	 of	 his	 going
with	them.	When	they	got	to	the	hill	there	was	no	one	who	could	get	so	much	as
a	yard	up	it;	and	now	all	waited	for	the	knight	in	silver	mail,	but	they	neither	saw
nor	heard	of	him.	At	last	came	one	riding	on	a	steed,	so	brave	that	no	one	had
ever	 seen	 his	 match;	 and	 the	 knight	 had	 a	 suit	 of	 golden	 mail,	 and	 a	 golden
saddle	and	bridle,	 so	wondrous	bright	 that	 the	sunbeams	gleamed	from	them	a
mile	off.	The	other	knights	and	princes	could	not	find	time	to	call	out	to	him	not
to	try	his	luck,	for	they	were	amazed	to	see	how	grand	he	was.	So	he	rode	right
at	 the	hill,	and	 tore	up	 it	 like	nothing,	so	 that	 the	Princess	hadn’t	even	 time	 to
wish	that	he	might	get	up	the	whole	way.	As	soon	as	ever	he	reached	the	top,	he



took	the	third	golden	apple	from	the	Princess”	lap,	and	then	turned	his	horse	and
rode	down	again.	As	soon	as	he	got	down,	he	rode	off	at	full	speed,	and	was	out
of	sight	in	no	time.
Now,	when	the	brothers	got	home	at	even,	you	may	fancy	what	long	stories	they
told,	how	the	riding	had	gone	off	that	day;	and	amongst	other	things,	they	had	a
deal	to	say	about	the	knight	in	golden	mail.
“He	just	was	a	chap	to	ride!”	they	said,	‘so	grand	a	knight	isn’t	to	be	found	in	the
wide	world.”
“Oh!”	said	Boots,	“I	should	so	like	to	have	seen	him,	that	I	should.”
“Ah!	 ‘said	his	brothers,	“his	mail	 shone	a	deal	brighter	 than	 the	glowing	coals
which	you	are	always	poking	and	digging	at;	nasty	dirty	beast	that	you	are.”
Next	 day	 all	 the	 knights	 and	 princes	 were	 to	 pass	 before	 the	 king	 and	 the
Princess	-	it	was	too	late	to	do	so	the	night	before,	I	suppose	-	hat	he	who	had	the
gold	apple	might	bring	it	forth;	but	one	came	after	another,	first	the	princes,	and
then	the	knights,	and	still	no	one	could	show	the	gold	apple.
“Well”,	said	 the	king,	 ‘someone	must	have	 it,	 for	 it	was	something	 that	we	all
saw	with	our	own	eyes,	how	a	man	came	and	rode	up	and	bore	it	off.”
So	he	commanded	that	everyone	who	was	in	the	kingdom	should	come	up	to	the
palace	 and	 see	 if	 they	 could	 show	 the	 apple.	 Well,	 they	 all	 came	 one	 after
another,	but	no	one	had	the	golden	apple,	and	after	a	long	time	the	two	brothers
of	Boots	came.	They	were	the	last	of	all,	so	the	king	asked	them	if	there	was	no
one	else	in	the	kingdom	who	hadn’t	come.
“Oh,	 yes”,	 said	 they;	 “we	 have	 a	 brother,	 but	 he	 never	 carried	 off	 the	 golden
apple.	He	hasn’t	stirred	out	of	the	dust	hole	on	any	of	the	three	days.”
“Never	mind	that”,	said	the	king;	“he	may	as	well	come	up	to	the	palace	like	the
rest.”
So	Boots	had	to	go	up	to	the	palace.
“How,	now”,	said	the	king;	“have	you	got	the	golden	apple?	Speak	out!”
“Yes,	I	have”,	said	Boots;	“here	is	the	first,	and	here	is	the	second,	and	here	is
the	third	too”;	and	with	that	he	pulled	all	three	golden	apples	out	of	his	pocket,
and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 threw	 off	 his	 sooty	 rags,	 and	 stood	 before	 them	 in	 his
gleaming	golden	mail.
“Yes!”	 said	 the	king;	 “you	 shall	 have	my	daughter,	 and	half	my	kingdom,	 for
you	well	deserve	both	her	and	it.”
So	they	got	ready	for	the	wedding,	and	Boots	got	the	Princess	to	wife,	and	there
was	great	merry-making	at	the	bridal-feast,	you	may	fancy,	for	they	could	all	be
merry	though	they	couldn’t	ride	up	the	hill	of	glass;	and	all	I	can	say	is,	if	they



haven’t	left	off	their	merry-making	yet,	why,	they’re	still	at	it.
	



THE	DEATH	OF	GUNNAR

Adapted	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book,	published	in	1905

	

	

NOW	OF	ALL	THE	MEN	GATHERED	together	at	the	Thing	of	the	year	974,
no	man	was	handsomer	or	more	splendidly	clad	than	Gunnar.	He	was	arrayed	in
the	 scarlet	 raiment	 given	 him	by	King	Harald,	 and	 he	 bore	 on	 his	 arm	 a	 gold
ring,	given	him	by	Hacon	 the	Earl,	 and	 the	horse	he	 rode	had	a	 shining	black
skin.
A	brave	figure	he	made	one	morning	as	he	left	the	Hill	of	Laws	and	passed	out
beyond	the	tents	of	the	men	of	Mossfell.	And	as	he	went	there	came	to	meet	him
a	woman	whose	dress	was	no	 less	 rich	 than	his.	She	stopped	as	he	drew	near,
and	 told	 him	 that	 she	was	Hallgerda,	Hauskuld’s	 daughter,	 and	 that	 she	 knew
well	 that	 he	 was	 Gunnar	 the	 traveller,	 and	 she	 wished	 to	 hear	 some	 of	 the
wonders	 of	 the	 lands	 beyond	 the	 seas.	 So	 he	 sat	 down,	 and	 they	 two	 talked
together	 for	 long,	 and	 they	 agreed	well,	 and	 became	 friends.	After	 a	while	 he
asked	her	if	she	had	a	husband.
"No,"	she	replied;	men	feared	her,	for	they	held	that	she	brought	them	ill-luck;
but	at	that	Gunnar	laughed,	and	said,	"What	would	you	answer	if	I	asked	you	to
marry	me?"
"Are	you	jesting?"	said	Hallgerda.
"No,	truly,"	replied	Gunnar.
"Then	 go	 and	 see	 what	 my	 father	 has	 to	 say	 to	 it,"	 answered	 Hallgerda,	 and
Gunnar	went.
Hauskuld	was	 inside	his	booth	when	Gunnar	 arrived.	Hrut	was	 there	 likewise,
and	bade	him	welcome.	For	a	while	the	talk	ran	upon	the	business	of	the	Thing,
and	 then	 Gunnar	 turned	 and	 asked	 what	 answer	 Hauskuld	 would	 give	 if	 he
offered	to	lay	down	money	for	Hallgerda.
"What	do	you	say,	Hrut?"	inquired	Hauskuld.
"It	ought	not	to	be,"	replied	Hrut.	"No	man	has	anything	but	good	to	say	of	you;



no	man	has	anything	but	ill	to	say	of	her.	And	this	I	must	not	hide	from	you."
"I	 thank	 you	 for	 your	 plain	 speech,"	 said	Gunnar;	 "but	my	 soul	 is	 still	 set	 on
wedding	 Hallgerda.	 And	 we	 have	 spoken	 together,	 and	 are	 agreed	 in	 this
matter."
But	 though	Hrut	 knew	 that	 his	 words	 were	 vain,	 he	 told	 Gunnar	 all	 that	 had
happened	in	respect	of	Hallgerda	and	her	two	husbands.	And	Gunnar	weighed	it
for	a	while,	and	then	he	said,	"You	know	the	saying,	“Forewarned	is	forearmed.”
Doubtless	it	is	true,	all	that	you	have	told	of	Hallgerda,	but	I	am	strong,	and	have
travelled	far,	and	if	we	can	make	a	bargain,	so	shall	it	be."
So	 a	messenger	was	 sent	 for	Hallgerda,	 and	 she	 betrothed	 herself,	 as	 she	 had
done	to	Glum,	and	after	that	Gunnar	rode	over	to	Njal,	and	told	him	what	things
had	happened.
"Evil	will	come	of	it	betwixt	you	and	me,"	said	Njal	sadly.
"No	woman,	or	man	either,	shall	ever	work	 ill	between	us,"	answered	Gunnar,
who	loved	Njal	more	than	his	own	father.
"She	 works	 ill	 wherever	 she	 goes,"	 replied	 Njal,	 "and	 you	 will	 never	 cease
making	atonements	 for	her;"	but	he	 said	no	more,	 for	he	was	 a	wise	man	and
wasted	no	words,	and	when	Gunnar	asked	him	to	come	to	the	wedding	feast	he
gave	his	promise	that	he	would	be	there.
The	winter	 after	 Gunnar’s	 wedding,	 he	 and	Hallgerda	were	 bidden	 to	 a	 great
feast	 at	 Njal’s	 house.	 Njal	 and	 his	 wife	 greeted	 them	 heartily,	 and	 by-and-by
Helgi,	 Njal’s	 son,	 came,	 and	 with	 him	 Thorhalla	 his	 wife.	 Then	 Bergthora,
Njal’s	 wife,	 went	 up	 to	 Hallgerda,	 and	 said,	 "Give	 place	 to	 Thorhalla,"	 but
Hallgerda	 would	 not,	 and	 she	 fell	 to	 quarrelling	 with	 Bergthora,	 and	 at	 last
Bergthora	taunted	Hallgerda	with	having	plotted	to	do	Thorwald	her	husband	to
death.	At	that	Hallgerda	turned	and	said	to	Gunnar:	"It	is	nothing	to	be	married
to	the	strongest	man	in	Iceland,	if	you	avenge	not	these	insults,	Gunnar."
But	Gunnar	cried	that	he	would	take	no	part	in	women’s	quarrels,	least	of	all	in
Njal’s	house,	and	bade	Hallgerda	come	home	with	him.
"We	 shall	 meet	 again,	 Bergthora,"	 said	 Hallgerda	 as	 she	 mounted	 the	 sleigh.
Then	they	rode	back	to	Lithend	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	winter	there.
When	the	spring	came,	Gunnar	went	to	the	Thing,	bidding	Hallgerda	take	heed,
and	to	give	no	cause	of	offence	to	his	friends.	But	she	would	give	no	promise,
and	he	set	forth	with	a	heavy	heart.
By	 ill-fortune,	Njal	 and	Gunnar	 owned	 a	wood	 between	 them,	 and	when	Njal
and	 his	 sons	 departed	 to	 the	Thing,	Bergthora,	Njal’s	wife,	 ordered	 Swart	 her
servant	to	cut	her	some	branches	for	kindling	fires	from	this	very	forest.	These
tidings	reached	the	ears	of	Hallgerda,	and	she	muttered	with	a	grim	face,	"It	 is



the	 last	 time	 that	 Swart	 shall	 steal	my	wood,"	 and	 bade	Kol,	 her	 bailiff,	 start
early	next	morning	and	seek	Swart.
"And	when	I	find	him?"	asked	Kol;	but	Hallgerda	only	turned	away	angrily.
"You,	the	worst	of	men,	ask	that?"	said	she.	"Why,	you	shall	kill	him,	of	course."
So	Kol	took	his	axe,	though	he	was	ill	at	ease,	for	he	knew	that	evil	would	come
of	it,	and	he	mounted	one	of	Gunnar’s	horses	and	fared	to	the	wood.
He	 soon	 saw	Swart	 and	 his	men	 piling	 up	 bundles	 of	 firewood,	 so	 he	 left	 his
horse	in	a	hollow,	and	crouched	down	behind	some	bushes,	till	he	heard	Swart
bid	the	men	carry	the	wood	to	Njal’s	house,	as	he	himself	had	more	work	to	do.
He	 began	 to	 look	 about	 for	 a	 tall	 straight	 young	 stem	 with	 which	 to	 make
himself	a	bow,	when	Kol	sprang	out	of	the	bushes	and	dealt	Swart	such	a	stroke
with	his	axe	that	he	fell	dead	without	a	word.	After	that	Kol	went	back	and	told
Hallgerda.
And	Hallgerda	spoke	cheering	words,	and	said	he	need	have	no	fear,	for	that	she
would	protect	him;	but	Kol’s	heart	was	heavy.
Now	Hallgerda	had	forced	Kol	to	slay	Swart,	 to	bring	about	a	quarrel	between
her	husband	and	Njal,	so	she	straightway	sent	a	messenger	to	seek	Gunnar	at	the
Thing,	and	 tell	him	what	had	befallen	Swart.	Gunnar	 listened	 in	 silence	 to	 the
messenger’s	tale;	then	he	called	his	men	around	him,	and	they	all	went	to	Njal’s
tent,	and	begged	him	to	come	out	and	speak	to	Gunnar.
"Swart,	your	house	servant	has	been	killed	by	Hallgerda	and	Kol	her	man,"	said
Gunnar	gravely	when	Njal	stood	before	him;	and	he	told	the	tale	as	he	had	heard
it	from	the	messenger.
"It	is	for	you,	Njal,	to	fix	the	atonement,"	he	said	at	the	end.
"You	will	 have	 work	 to	 atone	 for	 all	 Hallgerda’s	misdoings,"	 answered	 Njal,
"and	 it	will	 take	 all	 our	old	 friendship	 to	keep	us	 from	quarrelling	now.	But	 I
have	it	in	mind	that	at	the	last	you	shall	win	through,	but	after	hard	fighting.	As
to	the	atonement,	as	you	are	my	friend	and	have	no	hand	in	this,	I	will	fix	it	at
twelve	ounces	of	silver.	And	if	it	should	come	to	be	your	turn	to	settle	an	award,
I	shall	not	expect	to	pay	more	than	that."
So	Gunnar	laid	down	the	money	and	gave	it	to	Bergthora	his	wife	when	he	came
home	with	his	sons	from	the	Thing.	And	Bergthora	was	content,	but	said	to	her
husband	that	it	should	not	be	spent,	as	it	would	someday	do	to	make	atonement
for	Kol.
Although	Hallgerda	met	her	husband	bravely	and	answered	him	boldly,	in	secret
she	trembled	a	little	at	his	stern	face	and	sharp	words,	as	he	told	her	that	she	was
to	 remember	 that	whatever	 quarrels	 she	might	 choose	 to	 begin,	 the	 ending	 of
them	would	 always	 lie	with	him.	But	 she	pretended	not	 to	 care,	 and	went	 out



among	her	neighbours	as	usual,	telling	all	who	would	listen	the	tale	of	the	killing
of	Swart.	At	length	this	reached	the	ears	of	Bergthora,	and	she	was	sore	angered,
but	bided	her	time	in	silence.
When	Njal	and	his	sons	went	up	 to	 the	pastures	 to	see	after	 the	cattle,	and	 the
thralls	were	busy	working	in	the	fields,	Bergthora	the	mistress	was	left	alone	in
the	house.	On	this	day	a	man	mounted	on	a	black	horse	and	armed	with	a	spear
and	a	short	sword	rode	up	to	the	door	and	asked	her	if	she	could	find	something
for	him	to	do.	He	was	skilled	 in	many	things,	he	said,	but	his	 temper	was	hot,
and	had	oftentimes	been	his	bane.
"I	will	 give	you	work,"	 answered	Bergthora,	 "but	you	must	do	whatever	 I	 bid
you,	even	though	it	should	be	to	slay	a	man."
"You	 have	 plenty	 of	 other	men	whom	you	 can	 better	 trust	 on	 such	 business,"
replied	the	man,	as	if	he	repented	of	his	bargain;	but	Bergthora	only	told	him	that
she	 expected	her	 servants	 to	 do	 as	 they	were	bid,	 and	 sent	 the	man	 to	 put	 his
horse	in	the	stable.
During	that	summer	another	Thing	was	held	and	Njal	and	his	sons	went	to	it,	and
likewise	Gunnar.	But	Bergthora	was	left	alone	in	the	house	with	her	servants.
Then	 she	 called	Atli,	 the	new	man,	 and	bade	him	 seek	out	Kol,	 that	 he	might
slay	him,	so	Atli	took	his	horse	and	his	sword	and	spear	and	departed.
He	found	Kol	in	the	place	where	some	men	had	shown	him,	and	he	spoke	to	Kol
civilly,	but	only	received	rude	tones	in	answer.	So,	without	more	ado,	Atli	thrust
at	him,	and	Kol,	 though	wounded,	swung	his	axe	above	his	head;	but	his	eyes
had	grown	dim,	and	he	could	not	see	to	aim,	and	he	fell	to	the	ground	and	rolled
over.
Atli	 left	 the	body	where	 it	was,	and	 rode	on	 till	he	came	 to	 some	of	Gunnar’s
men,	and	bade	them	go	and	tell	Hallgerda	that	Kol	was	dead.
"Did	you	kill	him?"	asked	the	man.
"Well,	 I	 don’t	 expect	Hallgerda	will	 think	 that	 he	 dealt	 his	 own	 death-blow,"
answered	Atli;	and	with	that	he	rode	back	to	Bergthora,	who	praised	him	for	the
swiftness	with	which	he	had	done	her	bidding.	But	Atli	 did	not	 seem	content,
and	at	last	he	said,	"What	will	Njal	think?"
"Oh,	never	fear	him,"	replied	Bergthora,	"for	he	took	with	him	the	money	of	the
atonement	for	the	slaying	of	Swart,	and	now	he	can	pay	it	over	for	Kol.	But	in
spite	of	the	atonement,	beware	of	Hallgerda,	who	knows	nought	of	promises."
When	Hallgerda	heard	of	Kol’s	slaying,	she	bade	a	messenger	ride	to	Gunnar	at
the	Thing,	and	Gunnar	sent	to	seek	out	Njal	and	Skarphedinn	his	son.	They	came
to	his	tent,	and	he	greeted	them,	and	then	Njal	said	that	Bergthora	his	wife	had
done	great	wrong	in	breaking	the	atonement,	and	that	Gunnar	must	now	fix	the



award	for	Kol.
"Let	 it	be	the	same	as	 that	which	I	paid	for	Swart,"	said	Gunnar;	and	Njal	 laid
down	 the	money	 and	 they	 parted,	 and	 no	 ill	 blood	was	 between	 them,	 though
their	wives	were	still	resolved	to	do	each	other	all	the	ill	they	could.
Njal	was	too	wise	a	man	not	to	know	that	Hallgerda	would	seek	revenge	on	Atli
for	 the	 slaying	of	Kol,	 and	he	begged	Atli	would	 take	 service	 far	 away	 to	 the
east,	 so	 that	Hallgerda	might	 not	 reach	 him.	But	Atli	 told	Njal	 that	 he	would
sooner	be	slain	in	his	service	than	live	free	in	the	service	of	another	master,	and
he	would	gladly	stay	where	he	was	if	Njal	would	grant	him	the	atonement	due	to
a	free	man.
This	Njal	granted,	and	Atli	remained	in	his	house.
Hallgerda	soon	came	to	know	what	had	happened,	and	she	sent	messengers	both
to	Bergthora	and	to	Gunnar	at	the	Thing	to	tell	them	about	it.
"Hallgerda	my	wife	 has	 caused	 Atli	 to	 be	 slain!"	 said	 Gunnar	 to	 Njal	 and	 to
Skarphedinn	his	son.	"What	atonement	must	I	make	for	him?"
"The	atonement	will	be	heavy,	for	he	was	no	thrall,	but	a	freeman,	and	I	fear	it
may	 cause	 strife	 between	us,"	 replied	Njal;	 but	Gunnar	 stretched	out	 his	 hand
and	said	that	no	woman	should	sow	strife	betwixt	him	and	Njal.	Then	Njal	fixed
a	hundred	ounces	of	silver,	and	Gunnar	laid	it	down	before	him.
"Hallgerda	does	not	 let	our	servants	die	of	old	age,"	said	Skarphedinn,	as	 they
rode	home	from	the	Thing.
Now	the	words	came	true,	that	Gunnar	had	spoken,	and	"blow	for	blow"	grew	to
be	 the	 rule	 between	 Hallgerda	 and	 Bergthora;	 but	 for	 all	 that	 there	 was	 no
quarrel	between	Njal	and	Gunnar.
So	the	years	went	by,	and	many	Things	had	been	held,	and	much	blood-money
had	been	paid,	when	one	spring	 there	was	a	great	dearth	of	hay	 throughout	all
Iceland,	and	much	cattle	died.	Gunnar,	who	was	wise	as	well	as	rich,	had	seen
what	was	coming	and	had	laid	up	stores	of	both	dried	meat	and	of	hay.	As	long
as	 they	 lasted,	 he	 shared	 them	with	 his	 neighbours,	 but	 when	 his	 barns	 were
empty	he	called	Kolskegg	his	brother	and	two	of	his	friends,	and	they	all	fared	to
Kirkby,	where	dwelt	Otkell	the	son	of	Skarf.
This	Otkell	owned	many	flocks	and	herds	and	wide	pastures,	and	Gunnar	hoped
that	his	barns	might	yet	be	full.
"I	have	come	to	buy	meat	and	hay,	if	there	is	any	in	your	storehouses,	for	mine
are	empty!"	said	Gunnar.
"I	have	yet	many	storehouses	untouched,"	answered	Otkell,	"but	I	will	sell	you
nothing."



"Will	you	give	me	them,	 then?"	asked	Gunnar,	"and	I	will	pay	you	back	some
time	in	what	you	will."
"I	will	neither	give	nor	sell,"	said	Otkell.
"Let	us	 take	what	we	want	and	 leave	 the	money,"	 said	Thrain,	who	had	come
with	Gunnar,	 but	Gunnar	 answered:	 "I	 am	 no	 robber!"	 and	was	 turning	 to	 go
when	Otkell	stopped	him.
"Will	you	buy	a	thrall	from	me?	He	is	a	good	thrall,"	said	Otkell,	"but	I	have	no
need	of	him."
And	Gunnar	bought	the	thrall,	and	they	all	went	home	to	Lithend	together.
When	Njal	heard	 that	Otkell	would	not	sell	 to	Gunnar,	he	was	very	wroth	and
rode	up	into	the	hills	with	all	his	sons,	and	took	meat	from	his	storehouses	and
bound	it	upon	five	horses,	and	hay	from	his	barns	and	bound	it	upon	ten	horses,
and	they	drove	them	all	to	Lithend,	which	was	Gunnar’s	house.
"Never	 ask	 another	 man	 for	 anything	 when	 you	 can	 ask	 me,"	 said	 Njal,	 and
Gunnar	answered,	"Your	gifts	are	great,	but	truly	your	love	is	greater."
In	a	few	weeks	the	summer	began,	and,	as	was	his	custom,	Gunnar	rode	to	the
Thing,	leaving	Hallgerda	in	the	house	at	Lithend.
The	day	after	he	had	ridden	away	with	his	men	Hallgerda	sent	for	Malcolm	the
thrall,	and	said	to	him:
"I	have	somewhat	for	you	to	do!	Take	with	you	two	horses	besides	the	one	you
ride,	and	go	to	Kirkby	and	steal	meat	enough	to	load	the	two	horses,	and	butter
and	cheese	as	well.	But	 take	heed,	when	all	 is	done,	 to	 set	 the	 storehouses	on
fire,	so	that	none	can	trace	that	the	goods	have	vanished."
Malcolm	the	thrall	lifted	his	head	and	looked	at	her.
"I	have	never	been	a	thief,	in	spite	of	all	my	ill-deeds,"	said	he.
But	Hallgerda	only	laughed	and	made	sport	of	him.
"Do	 you	 think	 men	 have	 kept	 silent	 about	 your	 misdeeds?"	 she	 asked.	 "Hie
hence	when	I	bid	you,	or	you	shall	not	see	the	new	moon	rise!"
And	Malcolm	 the	 thrall	 knew	 that	 she	 spoke	no	 jesting	words,	 and	he	did	her
bidding;	and	none	would	have	known	of	the	thing	had	he	not	dropped	his	knife
when	he	was	trying	to	mend	the	thong	of	his	shoe,	and	his	belt	also.
A	few	days	after	that	Gunnar	and	his	men	returned	home,	and	many	guests	with
him.	The	 table	was	 set	by	Hallgerda	herself,	 and	besides	meat	 there	were	also
great	cheeses	and	jars	of	butter.	Well	Gunnar	knew	that	Njal	had	not	sent	these,
and	he	asked	Hallgerda	whence	they	came.
"It	beseems	a	man	to	eat	what	is	before	him	and	not	to	trouble	himself	further,"



answered	Hallgerda;	but	Gunnar	cried	out:
"I	will	 have	 no	 part	 in	 food	 that	 is	 ill	 come	 by,"	 and	with	 that	 he	 gave	 her	 a
buffet	on	the	cheek.
"I	shall	remember	that,"	said	Hallgerda,	and	she	got	up	and	went	out.
	

The	next	morning,	Skamkell,	Otkell’s	friend,	was	riding	to	bring	in	some	sheep,
when	he	saw	something	bright	on	the	side	of	the	path.	He	got	off	his	horse	to	see
what	it	was,	and	found	the	belt	and	knife	which	Malcolm	had	dropped,	and	he
took	them	straight	to	Kirkby.
"Did	you	ever	see	these	things	before?"	asked	Skamkell.
"Yes,	often,"	answered	Otkell;	"they	are	the	knife	and	belt	of	Malcolm	the	thrall.
And	they	asked	many	men	the	same	question,	and	they	all	knew	them	likewise.
Then	they	went	toward	Mord	the	son	of	Valgard	and	took	counsel	with	him,	how
to	charge	Gunnar’s	thrall	with	the	theft	and	the	burning;	for	they	feared	Gunnar,
the	mighty	man	of	war.	At	last,	for	three	silver	marks	Mord	agreed	to	give	them
his	help,	and	bade	them	follow	out	his	plan.
It	 was	 this.	 That	 they	 should	 send	 women	 over	 the	 country	 with	 goods	 of
housekeeping	use,	and	mark	what	was	given	them	in	exchange.	"Take	heed	that
you	 note	 carefully,"	 said	 Mord,	 "because	 no	 man	 will	 keep	 in	 his	 house	 the
things	that	he	has	stolen,	if	he	has	a	chance	of	getting	rid	of	them.	Set	therefore
apart	whatever	you	get	from	each	house,	and	bring	it	to	me."
And	it	was	done	exactly	as	Mord	commanded,	and	in	fourteen	days	the	women
came	back,	all	bearing	large	bundles.
"Who	gave	you	the	most?"	asked	Mord,	and	one	woman	answered:
"Hallgerda,	the	wife	of	Gunnar;	she	gave	us	a	cheese	cut	into	great	slices."
"I	will	keep	that	cheese,"	said	Mord.
When	 the	women	 had	 gone,	Mord	 rode	 away	 to	Otkell’s	 farm,	 and	 bade	 him
fetch	the	cheese-mould	of	Thorgerda	his	wife.	And	when	it	was	brought,	Mord
took	the	slices	and	laid	them	in	it,	and	they	filled	up	the	mould.
After	this	they	all	saw	that	Hallgerda	had	stolen	the	cheese,	and,	now	that	Mord
had	found	the	thief,	he	went	back	to	his	own	house.
The	 tidings	 soon	 spread	 far	 and	wide,	 and	 reached	 the	 ears	 of	Kolskegg,	who
rode	over	to	Lithend,	so	that	he	might	speak	with	Gunnar.
"Know	you	that	it	is	said	by	every	man	that	it	was	Hallgerda	who	caused	the	fire
at	Kirkby,	that	she	might	steal	the	cheese	and	butter?"	asked	he.
"I	have	thought	before	that	it	must	be	so,	but	how	can	I	set	it	right?"	answered



Gunnar.
"You	must	make	atonement	to	Otkell,	and	it	is	better	there	should	be	no	delay,"
replied	Kolskegg.
"I	will	do	your	bidding,"	said	Gunnar;	and,	mounting	his	horse,	he	took	eleven
with	 him,	 beside	 Thrain	 and	 Lambi	 his	 friends,	 and	 they	 all	 fared	 to	 Kirkby.
There,	Otkell	came	out	to	greet	them,	and	with	him	were	Skamkell	and	two	other
men,	Hallkell	and	Hallbjorm.
"I	am	here,"	said	Gunnar,	"to	offer	atonement	 for	 the	misdeed	of	my	wife	and
the	thrall	you	sold	me,	for	it	was	they	who	caused	the	fire	and	stole	the	cheeses.
And,	if	it	pleases	you,	let	the	award	be	fixed	by	the	best	of	the	men	round!"
"That	sounds	fairer	 than	it	 is,	Gunnar,"	put	 in	Skamkell,	"for	you	are	a	man	of
many	things,	whereas	Otkell	has	few."
"Well,"	said	Gunnar,	"then	I	will	offer	atonement	of	 twice	 the	value	of	all	 that
Otkell	lost;"	but	again	it	was	Skamkell	and	not	Otkell	who	replied:
"Beware,	Otkell,	of	giving	him	the	right	of	making	the	award	when	it	belongs	to
you."
And	Otkell	answered:	"I	will	fix	the	award	myself,	Gunnar."
"Then	fix	it,"	said	Gunnar,	who	was	waxing	wroth	at	this	delay;	but	once	more
Otkell	turned	to	Skamkell,	and	asked	what	he	should	answer.
"Let	the	award	be	made	by	Gizur	the	white	and	Geir	the	priest,"	and	this	saying
pleased	Otkell.
"Do	you	as	you	will,"	replied	Gunnar,	"but	do	not	think	that	men	will	speak	well
of	your	refusing	the	choices	that	I	gave	you."
And	after	that	he	rode	home	with	his	men.
Then	 Hallbjorm	 spoke	 to	 Otkell,	 saying:	 "Ill	 was	 it	 to	 refuse	 the	 offers	 of
Gunnar,	which	were	 good	 offers,	 as	 you	 know	well.	 Can	 it	 be	 that	 you	 think
yourself	a	match	for	Gunnar	in	fight,	when	he	has	proved	himself	better	than	any
man	in	 the	 island?	But	go	and	see	Gizur	 the	white	and	Geir	 the	priest	at	once,
and	see	if	the	offers	of	Gunnar	do	not	seem	good	to	them!	For	he	is	a	just	and
gentle-hearted	man,	 and	 perchance	 he	 will	 still	 hearken	 to	 you,	 if	 you	 accept
them."
So	Otkell,	who	ever	listened	to	the	last	speaker,	bade,	them	bring	out	his	horse
and	set	forth,	Skamkell	walking	by	his	side.	In	a	little	while,	when	they	had	gone
a	mile	or	two,	Skamkell	said,	"You	have	much	to	look	to	at	Kirkby,	and	no	one
but	yourself	can	see	after	the	men.	Get	home,	therefore,	and	let	me	ride	to	Gizur
the	white	and	Geir	the	priest	instead	of	you.
"Go,	 then,"	answered	Otkell,	who	was	lazy	and	never	 took	the	trouble	 to	 think



for	himself;	"but	see	you	do	not	tell	them	lies,	as	you	are	wont	to	do."
"I	will	 lie	 no	more	 than	 I	 can	 help,	master,"	 answered	 Skamkell,	 jumping	 on
Otkell’s	horse.
Otkell	fared	home	and	found	Hallbjorm	in	front	of	the	house.
"Has	 anything	 befallen	 you	 that	 you	 have	 returned	 on	 foot?"	 asked	 he;	 and
Otkell,	who	feared	him,	said	hurriedly:
"I	had	many	men	to	look	over,	and	much	work	to	do,	so	I	sent	Skamkell	in	my
stead,"	But	Hallbjorm	held	his	peace	and	eyed	him	scornfully.
"He	who	makes	a	thrall	his	friend	rues	it	ever	more,"	he	answered	at	last.	"And	it
is	 ill	done	when	men’s	 lives	are	at	 stake	 to	 send	 the	biggest	 liar	 in	 Iceland	on
such	an	errand."
"If	you	are	afraid	now,	what	would	you	be	if	Gunnar’s	bill	were	singing,"	asked
Otkell,	who	was	always	brave	when	there	were	none	to	slay,	and	whose	courage
always	waxed	great	when	there	were	none	to	fight.
Hallbjorm	laughed	as	he	heard	him.
"Who	can	tell	who	will	fear	most	at	the	sound	of	that	singing?	But	this	you	know
well,	that	when	the	fight	has	begun	Gunnar	does	not	give	his	bill	much	time	to
sing!"
Now	when	Skamkell	reached	Mossfell,	he	told	truly	to	Gizur	the	white	the	offers
Gunnar	had	made.
"Why	did	not	Otkell	accept	them?"	asked	Gizur,	"they	were	generous	and	noble,
as	Gunnar’s	offers	are."
"Otkell	wished	 to	 do	 you	 honour,"	 replied	Skamkell;	 but	Gizur	 for	 all	 answer
bade	Geir	the	priest	be	sent	for,	and	next	morning,	as	soon	as	he	arrived,	Gizur
told	him	the	story,	and	after	he	had	finished	he	said,	"Let	Skamkell	tell	it	again,
for	I	misdoubt	him	greatly."
So	Skamkell	was	called	in,	but	he	was	wary,	and	he	told	his	tale	the	second	time
as	he	had	done	the	first,	and	though	Gizur	still	misdoubted	him	he	could	find	no
fault.
"Mayhap	 you	 speak	 the	 truth,"	 he	 said,	 "but	 I	 know	 the	 wickedness	 of	 your
deeds,	and	if	you	die	in	your	bed	your	face	belies	you."
And	after	a	little	more	talking	Skamkell	rode	home	to	Kirkby.
"Gizur	 and	 Geir	 greet	 you,"	 said	 Skamkell,	 "and	 they	 wish	 that	 this	 matter
should	 have	 a	 peaceful	 ending.	 They	will	 that	 Gunnar	 shall	 be	 summoned	 as
having	received	and	eaten	the	goods,	likewise	Hallgerda	for	stealing	them!"
So	Otkell	followed	this	counsel,	and	five	days	before	the	opening	of	the	Althing



he	rode	with	his	brother	and	Skamkell	and	a	great	following	to	Lithend.
When	Gunnar	 heard	 what	 errand	 they	were	 on,	 he	 was	 very	 wroth,	 and	 after
Otkell	had	read	the	summons,	and	departed	with	his	men,	he	went	away	to	seek
Njal.
But	Njal	told	him	not	to	trouble,	as	before	the	Thing	was	over	he	should	be	held
in	greater	honour	than	before.
Gizur	the	white	rode	to	the	Thing	also,	and	he	spoke	to	Otkell,	and	asked	why	he
had	summoned	Gunnar	to	the	Thing.	Otkell	listened	in	amaze	and	then	answered
that	he	had	done	so	because	of	the	counsel	that	Gizur	himself	and	Geir	the	priest
had	told	Skamkell.
"He	lied,	then,"	replied	Gizur;	"we	gave	no	such	counsel;"	and	Gunnar	and	his
friends	 were	 called,	 and	 Gizur	 stood	 forth	 and	 bade	 Gunnar	 make	 his	 own
award.	 At	 first	 Gunnar	 refused,	 but	 at	 length,	 after	 Gizur	 and	 Geir	 the	 priest
swore	that	what	Skamkell	had	said	was	false,	he	agreed	to	do	it.	And	his	award
was	this:	that	atonement	in	full	should	be	made	for	the	burnt	storehouses	and	for
the	stolen	 food.	"But	 for	 the	 thrall,"	 said	Gunnar,	"I	will	give	nothing,	 for	you
knew	what	he	was	when	you	sold	him	to	me.	Therefore	I	will	restore	him	to	you.
On	the	other	hand,	the	ill-words	which	you	have	spoken	of	me,	and	the	way	in
which	 you	 sought	 to	 put	 me	 to	 shame,	 I	 count	 to	 be	 worth	 full	 as	 great	 an
atonement	as	the	burning	of	a	few	sheds,	of	the	stealing	of	a	few	cheeses.	So	that
for	money	we	stand	equal.	One	 thing	more	 I	would	say,	Beware	 lest	you	seek
again	to	do	me	evil."
So	spake	Gunnar,	and	no	man	said	him	nay.	But	after	a	 little	Gizur	asked	 that
Gunnar	might	forgive	the	wrongs	Otkell	had	done	him,	and	hold	him	his	friend.
At	this	Gunnar	laughed	out	in	scorn	and	answered,	"Let	Skamkell	be	his	friend.
It	 is	 to	 him	Otkell	 looks	 for	 counsel.	They	 are	 fitting	mates.	But	 one	piece	of
counsel	 I	will	 give	 him,	 and	 that	 is	 to	 take	 shelter	with	 his	 kinsfolk,	 for	 if	 he
stays	in	this	country	his	end	will	be	speedy."
For	a	while	Gunnar	rested	in	peace	at	home	and	there	was	no	more	quarrelling.
He	gathered	in	his	harvest	and	tended	his	cattle,	ploughed	his	fields,	and	so	the
autumn	and	winter	passed	away	and	the	spring	came.
One	day	when	the	sun	was	shining	Gunnar	took	his	small	axe,	and	a	bag	of	corn,
and	set	out	to	sow	seed.	And	while	he	was	stooping	to	do	this,	Otkell	galloped
past,	on	a	wild	horse	 that	carried	him	faster	 than	he	would,	and	he	did	not	see
Gunnar.	As	ill-chance	would	have	it,	Gunnar	raised	himself	at	that	moment	from
stooping	over	the	furrow,	and	Otkell’s	spur	tore	his	ear,	and	he	was	very	wroth.
"You	 summon	me	 first,	 and	 then	 you	 ride	 over	me,"	 he	 said,	 and,	 as	was	 his
wont,	Skamkell	made	answer	"The	wound	might	have	been	far	sorer,	but	your
anger	was	 greater	 at	 the	Thing,	when	 you	 judged	 the	 atonement	 and	 clenched



your	bill	in	your	fist."
"When	we	next	meet	my	bill	shall	have	something	to	say	to	you,"	said	Gunnar,
and	went	on	sowing	his	corn.
The	corn	was	all	sown,	and	Gunnar	was	beginning	to	think	of	other	work,	when
one	morning	his	shepherd	came	riding	fast.
"I	passed	eight	men	 in	Markfleet,"	 said	he;	 "their	 faces	were	set	 this	way,	and
Skamkell	was	with	 them.	He	ever	 speaks	 ill	of	you,	 and	 I	have	heard	him	 tell
how	you	shed	tears	when	Otkell	rode	over	you."
"It	does	not	do	to	mind	words,"	answered	Gunnar;	"but	for	the	warning	you	have
given	me	you	shall	henceforth	do	the	work	that	pleases	you.	Now	go	to	sleep."
So	the	shepherd	slept,	and	Gunnar	took	the	saddle	off	his	horse,	and	laid	his	own
saddle	on	it;	he	fetched	his	shield,	and	buckled	on	his	sword,	and	then	he	took
his	 bill,	 and	 as	 his	 hand	 touched	 it	 his	 bill	 sang	 loudly.	 Rannveig	 his	mother
heard	 the	 sound,	 and	 came	 out	 from	 the	 door	 to	 the	 place	where	Gunnar	was
fastening	on	his	helmet.
"Never	 have	 I	 seen	 you	 so	 full	 of	wrath,"	 said	 she.	But	Gunnar	 answered	 her
nothing	and	rode	quickly	away.
Rannveig	 went	 back	 to	 the	 sitting-room,	 where	 many	men	 were	 talking,	 and,
looking	 at	 them,	 she	 said,	 "Loud	 is	 your	 talk,	 but	 the	 bill	 sang	 louder	 when
Gunnar	rode	away."
When	Kolskegg	heard	that,	he	saddled	his	horse	and	hasted	after	Gunnar.
	

Gunnar’s	horse	was	swift	and	steady,	and	he	never	drew	rein	till	he	reached	the
ford	which	 he	 knew	Otkell’s	men	must	 pass.	 There	 he	 tied	 up	 his	 horse,	 and
awaited	 them	 on	 foot.	 When	 Otkell’s	 men	 came	 up,	 they,	 too,	 sprang	 to	 the
ground,	and	Hallbjorm	strode	towards	Gunnar.
"Keep	 back,"	 said	 Gunnar,	 "I	 have	 no	 quarrel	 with	 brave	 men	 like	 you,"	 but
Hallbjorm	answered:
"I	cannot	for	shame	stand	by	while	you	kill	my	brother;"	and	he	smote	with	his
spear	 at	Gunnar.	While	 they	were	 fighting,	 Skamkell	 struck	 at	Gunnar’s	 back
with	 his	 axe,	 but	Gunnar	 turned	 round,	 and,	with	 his	 bill	 caught	 the	 axe	 from
beneath,	 so	 that	 it	 fell	 out	 of	 Skamkell’s	 hands.	A	 second	 thrust	with	 the	 bill
stretched	Skamkell	on	 the	ground,	and	after	him	Otkell	and	 three	others.	They
slew	eight	men	in	all,	Kolskegg	aiding.
After	that	they	rode	home,	and	as	they	went	Gunnar	said,	"I	wonder	if	I	am	less
base	than	others	because	I	kill	men	less	willingly	than	they."
The	first	 thing	Gunnar	did	was	to	seek	counsel	of	Njal,	who	bid	him	take	care



never	to	break	the	peace	which	was	made	between	him	and	his	foes,	and	never	to
slay	more	than	one	man	of	the	same	race,	"else	your	life	will	be	but	short."
"Do	you	know	the	death	you	yourself	will	die?"	he	asked.
"Yes,	I	know	it,"	answered	Njal.
"And	what	is	it?"	asked	Gunnar	once	more.
"One	that	none	could	guess,"	replied	Njal,	and	Gunnar	went	away.
Now	at	the	next	Thing	there	was	great	dispute	over	this	suit,	but	in	the	end	it	was
settled	to	Gunnar’s	honour,	and	Gizur	the	white	and	Geir	the	priest	gave	pledges
that	they	would	keep	the	peace.	But	there	were	other	men	who	thought	they	had
been	 wronged	 by	 Gunnar,	 and	 laid	 plots	 to	 anger	 him,	 so	 that	 he	 might	 be
outlawed	and	forced	to	leave	the	country.
By	ill-fortune	the	words	which	Njal	had	spoken	when	he	bade	Gunnar	never	to
slay	more	than	one	man	of	the	same	race	were	noised	abroad,	and	his	enemies
made	a	plan	by	which	Gunnar	should	be	forced	to	fight	Thorgeir,	son	of
Thus	matters	stood	for	a	while,	and	 then	Gunnar	 rode	down	 to	 the	 isles	 to	see
what	his	thralls	were	doing,	and	his	foes	heard	of	it,	and	resolved	to	lie	in	wait
for	him	at	the	Rang	river.
But	when	Gunnar	returned	he	was	not	alone,	as	they	expected	he	would	be,	for
Kolskegg	his	brother	was	at	his	side,	and	carried	the	short	sword	which	some	of
them	knew	well,	while	Gunnar	was	armed	with	his	sword	and	his	bill.
The	two	were	yet	far	from	the	Rang	river	when	the	bill	which	Gunnar	bore	in	his
hand	sweated	with	blood,	and	Kolskegg,	who	had	not	yet	seen	this	sight,	grew
cold	with	terror.
"This	has	some	dreadful	meaning,"	said	he;	and	Gunnar	nodded.
"It	only	happens	before	a	great	fight,"	he	answered,	"and	they	are	called	“wound
drops”	 in	 other	 lands.	 So	 beware.	 Let	 us	 not	 be	 taken	 unawares;"	 and	 they
looked	well	about	them,	till	they	saw	some	men	lying	hidden	on	the	banks	on	the
other	side	of	the	ford.
Long	 it	 were	 to	 tell	 of	 that	 fierce	 fight,	 and	 of	 the	 men	 that	 were	 slain	 by
Kolskegg	and	Gunnar.	At	last	Thorgeir,	Otkell’s	son,	forced	his	way	to	the	front
and	swung	his	sword	at	Gunnar.	The	blow	would	have	been	deadly	had	it	fallen,
but,	leaping	aside,	he	thrust	his	bill	through	Thorgeir’s	body,	and	flung	him	far
into	the	river.
At	that	the	other	men	turned	and	fled	away.
"Our	money-chests	will	be	emptied	for	atonement	for	 these	men,"	said	Gunnar
as	they	drew	near	Lithend,	and	when	they	told	their	mother,	Rannveig	shook	her
head.



"I	fear	lest	ill	should	come	of	it,"	said	she.
And	ill	did	come	of	it.
Njal’s	heart	was	sore	when	Gunnar	told	him	of	the	fight	by	the	Rang	river,	for	he
said,	"You	have	gone	against	my	counsel,	and	have	slain	two	men	of	the	same
race.	 So	 take	 heed,	 if	 you	 break	 the	 award,	 your	 life	 will	 pay	 forfeit.	 But
whatever	befalls	I	am	always	your	friend."
Soon	the	Thing	was	held,	and	upon	the	Hill	of	Laws	Gizur	the	white	summoned
Gunnar,	 for	 manslaughter	 of	 Thorgeir,	 Otkell’s	 son,	 and	 demanded	 that	 his
goods	should	be	forfeited	and	his	body	outlawed,	and	that	no	man	should	help	or
harbour	him.
After	 this	 there	was	much	 talking,	 but	 at	 last	 the	 award	was	 given	 by	 twelve
men.
And	this	was	it.
Money	was	to	be	paid	down	for	the	men	slain,	and	Gunnar	and	Kolskegg	were	to
depart	from	Iceland	and	not	return	for	three	winters.	But	if	Gunnar	should	break
the	settlement	and	stay	at	home,	any	man	might	slay	him	as	he	would.
Gunnar	promised	to	keep	the	award,	but	he	did	not	hold	it	a	just	one.
Then	Kolskegg	 began	 to	 inquire	 of	 the	 vessels	 that	were	 sailing	 that	 summer,
and	 he	 settled	 that	 he	would	 go	 on	 board	 the	 ship	 of	Armfin	 of	 the	Bay,	 and
Gunnar	his	brother	would	go	with	him.
They	sent	down	to	the	shore	those	things	that	they	might	need	in	foreign	lands,
and	then	Gunnar	bade	farewell	to	Njal	and	his	men,	and	thanked	his	friends	for
the	help	they	had	given	him.
At	 the	 last	 he	 took	 leave	of	 the	 thralls	 at	Lithend,	 and	of	his	mother,	 and	 told
them	that,	since	his	own	country	had	outlawed	him,	he	would	never	return	to	it.
Then	he	threw	his	arms	round	every	man,	and	without	looking	back	sprang	into
the	saddle.
As	 they	 rode	 along	 the	Mark	 fleet,	 his	 horse	 stumbled,	 and	Gunnar	 fell	 to	 the
ground.	When	he	got	up	he	did	not	mount	at	once,	but	stood	and	looked	round
him	for	a	while.	Suddenly	he	turned	and	said	to	Kolskegg:	"Never	has	my	home
seemed	to	me	so	fair	as	now	when	the	corn	is	ripe	and	ready	for	cutting.	Come
what	may,	I	will	not	leave	it."
"Do	not	let	your	foes	triumph	over	you,"	answered	Kolskegg.	"For	if	you	should
break	your	atonement,	any	man	may	deal	with	you	as	he	will."
"I	will	 go	 nowhere,"	 repeated	Gunnar,	 "and	 I	would	 that	 you	would	 stay	with
me."
"I	cannot	do	this	thing,"	answered	Kolskegg;	"but	if	you	go	back,	tell	my	mother



and	my	kindred	that	I	bid	them	farewell	for	ever,	for	you	will	soon	be	dead,	and
I	shall	have	naught	to	bind	me	to	Iceland."
Hallgerda’s	heart	was	filled	with	joy	when	Gunnar	came	under	the	doorway,	but
Rannveig	said	nothing,	for	her	heart	was	sad.
All	that	winter	Gunnar	sat	fast	at	Lithend	and	would	not	be	prevailed	on	to	leave
it,	 and	 when	 the	 winter	 had	 gone	 and	 the	 Thing	 had	 met,	 Gizur	 the	 white
proclaimed	Gunnar	an	outlaw	for	having	broken	his	atonement.	Then	he	called
together	 all	 his	 foes,	 and	 they	 planned	 together	 how	 that	 they	 should	 ride	 to
Lithend	and	slay	him.	But	Njal	heard	what	they	had	been	saying,	and	he	warned
Gunnar.
"You	have	always	dealt	truly	and	kindly	with	me,"	said	Gunnar,	when	Njal	had
finished	 speaking,	 "and	 if	 ill	 befall	me,	 take	 heed,	 I	 pray	 you,	 of	my	 son	 and
Hogni.	As	for	Grani,	he	has	an	evil	nature,	and	there	is	no	turning	him	from	bad
deeds."
It	was	in	the	autumn	that	Mord,	the	son	of	Valgard,	sent	word	to	Gunnar’s	foes
that	the	time	had	come	to	make	the	attack	upon	Lithend,	as	all	his	men	had	gone
to	the	haymaking	on	the	isles	of	the	sea.	So	they	set	forth	secretly,	but	stopped
first	 at	 the	 farm	nearest	 to	Lithend,	where	 they	 seized	 the	 farmer,	 and	warned
him	that	unless	he	came	with	them	and	put	to	death	the	hound	Sam	which	had
guarded	Gunnar	ever	since	Olaf	the	Peacock	had	bestowed	him	as	a	gift,	his	own
life	should	be	forfeit.	Thorkell	the	farmer	was	sore	at	heart	when	he	heard	what
was	required	of	him,	but	he	took	his	axe	and	went	with	the	rest.	It	was	easy	to
entice	 Sam	 the	 hound	 into	 a	 hollow	 dell;	 but	when	 he	 saw	 the	 crowd	 of	men
behind	Thorkell	 he	knew	 that	 evil	was	 afoot,	 and	 sprang	on	Thorkell	 and	 tore
open	his	 throat.	Then	Aumond	of	Witchwood	smote	him	on	 the	head	with	his
axe,	and	Sam	gave	a	howl	which	was	not	the	utterance	of	any	mortal	dog,	and
rolled	over.
Gunnar,	 who	 was	 sleeping	 in	 the	 narrow	 space	 above	 his	 great	 wooden	 hall,
heard	the	awful	sound,	and	said	to	himself:	"So	they	have	killed	you,	Sam,	my
fosterling.	Well,	I	will	follow	you	soon;"	and,	taking	his	bill	in	his	hand,	he	went
up	into	the	roof	of	the	hall,	where	among	the	beams	were	slits	for	windows.	In
the	winter	there	were	shutters	fastened	over	these	little	slits,	but	now	they	were
left	open.
From	the	beam	on	which	he	was	crouching	Gunnar	saw	a	red	tunic	slipping	by
the	window,	 and	he	 thrust	 swiftly	out	his	bill.	 In	 a	moment	 a	man’s	body	 fell
upon	the	ground	below.
"Well,	 is	Gunnar	at	home?"	said	Gizur,	and	Thorgrim	the	Easterling	answered:
"Go	and	see	for	yourselves;	but	if	Gunnar	is	not	at	home,	his	bill	is,"	and	those
were	his	last	words,	for	the	thrust	had	been	mortal.



It	 hardly	 seemed	 possible	 that	 one	 man	 could	 keep	 such	 a	 force	 at	 bay,	 but
wherever	they	went	Gunnar’s	arrows	followed	them.	Three	times	they	came	on,
and	three	times	they	fell	back,	and	Gunnar’s	heart	beat	high,	for	he	thought	that
perchance	 their	 courage	might	 fail,	 and	 that	 they	would	 return	where	 they	had
come	from.
"One	of	their	own	arrows	sticks	outside	the	window,"	he	said,	laughing	loud	in
his	glee;	"I	will	send	it	to	kill	its	master."	But	his	mother	answered:	"It	is	ill	to
waken	a	sleeping	dog,	my	son."
Her	words	were	wise,	but	Gunnar	would	not	 listen	 to	 them.	He	shot	 the	arrow
into	the	midst	of	the	men	gathered	beneath	him,	and	knew	not	that	it	had	dealt	a
death-blow,	or	that	Gizur	the	white	had	been	watching	its	course.
"The	arm	 that	drew	 in	 that	 shaft	had	a	 ring	on	 it—a	gold	 ring	such	as	Gunnar
wears,"	said	he,	"and	if	they	had	not	shot	away	their	own	arrows	they	would	not
be	needing	ours;"	and	with	that	he	urged	them	to	make	a	fresh	attack.
"Let	 us	 set	 the	 house	 on	 fire,"	 said	Mord,	 but	Gizur	 answered	 him	 hotly,	 and
bade	him	find	out	some	other	plan.
Now	 Mord	 was	 a	 man	 of	 many	 thoughts,	 and	 great	 skill	 in	 planning,	 so	 he
looked	about	him	to	see	if	there	was	anything	else	he	could	do.	Lying	near	were
some	ropes,	and	as	soon	as	he	saw	them	he	cried	out,	"If	we	can	twist	one	end	of
the	 ropes	 round	 the	 beams,	 and	 the	 other	 round	 this	 rock,	 we	 can	 twist	 them
tight,	and	pull	the	roof	off	the	hall."
And	this	was	done;	and	when	the	roof	fell	down	they	beheld	Gunnar	standing	on
the	beam,	shooting	arrows	at	his	enemies.
At	this	Mord	cried	once	more	that	the	house	should	be	burned,	but	the	rest	called
shame	 on	 him,	 and	 then	 Thorbrand	 crept	 up	 on	 one	 side	 and	 cut	 Gunnar’s
bowstring	with	his	axe.	But	before	he	could	reach	the	ground	again	Gunnar	had
seized	his	bill,	and	driven	it	through	his	body.
Then,	without	 looking	 round,	Gunnar	 said	 swiftly	 to	Hallgerda	 his	wife:	 "Let
you	and	my	mother	cut	off	 two	 locks	of	hair	 from	your	heads,	and	 twist	 them
into	my	bowstring,	so	that	I	may	shoot	at	them	once	more."
"Does	 anything	 depend	 on	 it?"	 she	 asked.	 "My	 life,"	 he	 said,	 and	 Hallgerda
made	 answer:	 "Do	you	 remember	 that	 time	when	you	 struck	me	 in	 the	 face?"
said	she;	"well,	now	you	shall	die	for	it."
For	many	a	day	men	sang	of	 the	fight	which	Gunnar	made	for	his	 life	and	 the
numbers	that	he	slew	before	he	himself	was	struck	down	and	slain.
"We	 have	 laid	 low	 a	 great	 chief,"	 said	 Gizur,	 "and	 many	 hearts	 will	 be	 sore
because	 of	 his	 slaying.	 But,	 though	 his	 body	 is	 dead,	 his	 name	 shall	 live	 for
ever."



	



THE	COCK	AND	HEN

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the

Moon,	1888.

	

	

HEN	-	YOU	PROMISE	ME	SHOES	YEAR	after	year,	year	after	year,	and	yet	I
get	no	shoes!
Cock	-	You	shall	have	them,	never	fear!	Henny	penny!
Hen	-	I	lay	egg	after	egg,	egg	after	egg,	and	yet	I	go	about	barefoot!
Cock	-	Well,	take	your	eggs,	and	be	off	to	the	tryst,	and	buy	yourself	shoes,	and
don’t	go	any	longer	barefoot!
	



HOW	ONE	WENT	OUT	TO	WOO

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the
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ONCE	 ON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	WAS	 a	 lad	 who	 went	 out	 to	 woo	 him	 a	 wife.
Amongst	other	places,	he	came	to	a	farm-house,	where	the	household	were	little
better	than	beggars;	but	when	the	wooer	came	in,	they	wanted	to	make	out	that
they	were	well	to	do,	as	you	may	guess.	Now	the	husband	had	got	a	new	arm	to
his	coat.
“Pray,	 take	 a	 seat”,	 he	 said	 to	 the	wooer;	 “but	 there’s	 a	 shocking	 dust	 in	 the
house.”
So	he	went	 about	 rubbing	and	wiping	all	 the	benches	 and	 tables	with	his	new
arm,	but	he	kept	the	other	all	the	while	behind	his	back.
The	wife	she	had	got	one	new	shoe,	and	she	went	stamping	and	sliding	with	it	up
against	the	stools	and	chairs,	saying,	“How	untidy	it	is	here!	Everything	is	out	of
its	place!”
Then	they	called	out	to	their	daughter	to	come	down	and	put	things	to	rights;	but
the	daughter,	she	had	got	a	new	cap;	so	she	put	her	head	in	at	the	door,	and	kept
nodding	and	nodding,	first	to	this	side,	and	then	to	that.
“Well!	for	my	part”,	she	said,	“I	can’t	be	everywhere	at	once.”
Aye!	aye!	that	was	a	well-to-do	household	the	wooer	had	come	to.
	



THE	TWO	STEP	SISTERS

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the

Moon,	1888.

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	couple,	and	each	of	them	had	a	daughter	by
a	 former	marriage.	The	woman’s	daughter	was	dull	 and	 lazy,	 and	 could	never
turn	 her	 hand	 to	 anything,	 and	 the	 man’s	 daughter	 was	 brisk	 and	 ready;	 but
somehow	or	other	she	could	never	do	anything	 to	her	stepmother’s	 liking,	and
both	the	woman	and	her	daughter	would	have	been	glad	to	be	rid	of	her.
So	it	fell	one	day	the	two	girls	were	to	go	out	and	spin	by	the	side	of	the	well,
and	the	woman’s	daughter	had	flax	to	spin,	but	the	man’s	daughter	got	nothing
to	spin	but	bristles.
“I	don’t	know	how	it	 is”,	said	 the	woman’s	daughter,	“you’re	always	so	quick
and	sharp,	but	still	I’m	not	afraid	to	spin	a	match	with	you.”
Well,	they	agreed	that	she	whose	thread	first	snapped,	should	go	down	the	well.
So	they	span	away;	but	just	as	they	were	hard	at	it,	the	man’s	daughter’s	thread
broke,	and	she	had	to	go	down	the	well.	But	when	she	got	to	the	bottom	she	saw
far	and	wide	around	her	a	fair	green	mead,	and	she	hadn’t	hurt	herself	at	all.
So	she	walked	on	a	bit,	till	she	came	to	a	hedge	which	she	had	to	cross.
“Ah!	don’t	 tread	hard	on	me,	pray	don’t,	and	I’ll	help	you	another	 time,	 that	 I
will”,	said	the	Hedge.
Then	 the	 lassie	 made	 herself	 as	 light	 as	 she	 could,	 and	 trod	 so	 carefully	 she
scarce	touched	a	twig.
So	she	went	on	a	bit	further,	till	she	came	to	a	brindled	cow,	which	walked	there
with	a	milking-pail	on	her	horns.	“Twas	a	large	pretty	cow,	and	her	udder	was	so
full	and	round.
“Ah!	be	so	good	as	to	milk	me,	pray”,	said	the	Cow;	“I’m	so	full	of	milk.	Drink
as	much	as	you	please,	and	throw	the	rest	over	my	hoofs,	and	see	if	I	don’t	help



you	some	day.”
So	the	man’s	daughter	did	as	the	cow	begged.	As	soon	as	she	touched	the	teats,
the	milk	spouted	out	into	the	pail.	Then	she	drank	till	her	thirst	was	slaked;	and
the	 rest	 she	 threw	over	 the	 cow’s	hoofs,	 and	 the	milking-pail	 she	hung	on	her
horns	again.
So	when	she	had	gone	a	bit	further,	a	big	wether	met	her,	which	had	such	thick
long	wool,	it	hung	down	and	draggled	after	him	on	the	ground,	and	on	one	of	his
horns	hung	a	great	pair	of	shears.
“Ah,	please	clip	off	my	wool”,	said	the	Sheep,	“for	here	I	go	about	with	all	this
wool,	 and	 catch	 up	 everything	 I	 meet,	 and	 besides,	 it’s	 so	 warm,	 I’m	 almost
choked.	Take	as	much	of	 the	fleece	as	you	please,	and	twist	 the	rest	round	my
neck,	and	see	if	I	don’t	help	you	some	day.”
Yes!	she	was	willing	enough,	and	the	sheep	lay	down	of	himself	on	her	lap,	and
kept	quite	still,	and	she	clipped	him	so	neatly,	there	wasn’t	a	scratch	on	his	skin.
Then	she	took	as	much	of	the	wool	as	she	chose,	and	the	rest	she	twisted	round
the	neck	of	the	sheep.
A	little	further	on,	she	came	to	an	apple	tree,	which	was	loaded	with	apples;	all
its	 branches	 were	 bowed	 to	 the	 ground,	 and	 leaning	 against	 the	 stem	 was	 a
slender	pole.
“Ah!	do	be	so	good	as	 to	pluck	my	apples	off	me”,	said	 the	Tree,	 ‘so	 that	my
branches	may	straighten	themselves	again,	for	it’s	bad	work	to	stand	so	crooked;
but	when	you	beat	 them	down,	don’t	 strike	me	 too	hard.	Then	eat	 as	many	as
you	please,	lay	the	rest	round	my	root,	and	see	if	I	don’t	help	you	some	day	or
other.”
Yes,	she	plucked	all	she	could	reach	with	her	hands,	and	then	she	took	the	pole
and	knocked	down	the	rest,	and	afterwards	she	ate	her	fill,	and	the	rest	she	laid
neatly	round	the	root.
So	she	walked	on	a	long,	long	way,	and	then	she	came	to	a	great	farm-	house,
where	an	old	hag	of	the	Trolls	lived	with	her	daughter.	There	she	turned	in	to	ask
if	she	could	get	a	place.
“Oh!”	said	the	old	hag;	“it’s	no	use	your	trying.	We’ve	had	ever	so	many	maids,
but	none	of	them	was	worth	her	salt.”
But	she	begged	so	prettily	that	they	would	just	take	her	on	trial,	that	at	last	they
let	her	stay.	So	the	old	hag	gave	her	a	sieve,	and	bade	her	go	and	fetch	water	in
it.	She	thought	it	strange	to	fetch	water	in	a	sieve,	but	still	she	went,	and	when
she	came	to	the	well,	the	little	birds	began	to	sing,
	

Daub	in	clay,



Stuff	in	straw!
Daub	in	clay,
Stuff	in	straw.
	

Yes,	 she	 did	 so,	 and	 found	 she	 could	 carry	water	 in	 a	 sieve	well	 enough;	 but
when	she	got	home	with	 the	water,	 and	 the	old	witch	 saw	 the	 sieve,	 she	cried
out,	“THIS	YOU	HAVEN”T	SUCKED	OUT	OF	YOUR	OWN	BREAST.”
So	the	old	witch	said,	now	she	might	go	into	the	byre	to	pitch	out	dung	and	milk
kine;	 but	 when	 she	 got	 there,	 she	 found	 a	 pitchfork	 so	 long	 and	 heavy,	 she
couldn’t	 stir	 it,	much	 less	work	with	 it.	 She	 didn’t	 know	 at	 all	what	 to	 do,	 or
what	to	make	of	it;	but	the	little	birds	sang	again	that	she	should	take	the	broom-
stick	and	toss	out	a	little	with	that,	and	all	the	rest	of	the	dung	would	fly	after	it.
So	she	did	that,	and	as	soon	as	ever	she	began	with	the	broom-stick,	the	byre	was
as	clean	as	if	it	had	been	swept	and	washed.
Now	 she	 had	 to	milk	 the	 kine,	 but	 they	were	 so	 restless	 that	 they	 kicked	 and
frisked;	there	was	no	getting	near	them	to	milk	them.
But	the	little	birds	sang	outside:
	

A	little	drop,	a	tiny	sup,
For	the	little	birds	to	drink	it	up.
	

Yes,	she	did	that;	she	just	milked	a	tiny	drop,	“twas	as	much	as	she	could,	for	the
little	birds	outside;	and	then	all	the	cows	stood	still	and	let	her	milk	them.	They
neither	kicked	nor	frisked;	they	didn’t	even	lift	a	leg.
So	when	 the	old	witch	saw	her	coming	 in	with	 the	milk,	 she	cried	out,	“THIS
YOU	 HAVEN”T	 SUCKED	 OUT	 OF	 YOUR	 OWN	 BREAST.	 BUT	 NOW
JUST	TAKE	THIS	BLACK	WOOL	AND	WASH	IT	WHITE.”
The	lassie	was	at	her	wits’	end	to	know	how	to	do	this,	for	she	had	never	seen	or
heard	of	anyone	who	could	wash	black	wool	white.	Still	 she	 said	nothing,	but
took	the	wool	and	went	down	with	it	to	the	well.	There	the	little	birds	sang	again
and	told	her	to	take	the	wool	and	dip	it	into	the	great	butt	that	stood	there;	and
she	did	so,	and	out	it	came	as	white	as	snow.
“Well!	 I	never!”	 said	 the	old	witch,	when	 she	came	 in	with	 the	wool,	 “it’s	no
good	keeping	you.	You	can	do	everything,	and	at	last	you’ll	be	the	plague	of	my
life.	We’d	best	part,	so	take	your	wages	and	be	off.”
Then	the	old	hag	drew	out	three	caskets,	one	red,	one	green,	and	one	blue,	and	of



these	 the	 lassie	 was	 to	 choose	 one	 as	 wages	 for	 her	 service.	 Now	 she	 didn’t
know	at	all	which	to	choose,	but	the	little	birds	sang:
	

Don”t	take	the	red,	don’t	take	the	green,
But	take	the	blue,	where	may	be	seen
Three	little	crosses	all	in	a	row;
We	saw	the	marks,	and	so	we	know.
	

So	she	took	the	blue	casket,	as	the	birds	sang.
“Bad	 luck	 to	 you,	 then”,	 said	 the	 old	witch;	 ‘see	 if	 I	 don’t	make	 you	 pay	 for
this!”
So	when	the	man’s	daughter	was	just	setting	off,	the	old	witch	shot	a	red-hot	bar
of	iron	after	her,	but	she	sprang	behind	the	door	and	hid	herself,	so	that	it	missed
her,	for	her	friends,	the	little	birds,	had	told	her	beforehand	how	to	behave.	Then
she	walked	on	and	on	as	 fast	as	ever	she	could;	but	when	she	got	 to	 the	apple
tree,	she	heard	an	awful	clatter	behind	her	on	the	road,	and	that	was	the	old	witch
and	her	daughter	coming	after	her.
So	the	lassie	was	so	frightened	and	scared,	she	didn’t	know	what	to	do.
“Come	here	to	me,	lassie,	do	you	hear”,	said	the	Apple	tree,	“I’ll	help	you;	get
under	my	branches	and	hide,	for	if	they	catch	you,	they’ll	tear	you	to	death,	and
take	the	casket	from	you.”
Yes!	she	did	so,	and	she	had	hardly	hidden	herself	before	up	came	the	old	witch
and	her	daughter.
“Have	you	seen	any	lassie	pass	this	way,	you	apple	tree”,	said	the	old	hag.
“Yes,	yes”,	said	the	Apple	tree;	“one	ran	by	here	an	hour	ago;	but	now	she’s	got
so	far	ahead,	you’ll	never	catch	her	up.”
So	the	old	witch	turned	back	and	went	home	again.	Then	the	lassie	walked	on	a
bit,	 but	 when	 she	 came	 just	 about	 where	 the	 sheep	 was,	 she	 heard	 an	 awful
clatter	beginning	on	 the	 road	behind	her,	 and	she	didn’t	know	what	 to	do,	 she
was	 so	 scared	 and	 frightened;	 for	 she	knew	well	 enough	 it	was	 the	old	witch,
who	had	thought	better	of	it.
“Come	here	 to	me,	 lassie”,	 said	 the	Wether,	 “and	 I’ll	 help	 you.	Hide	 yourself
under	my	fleece,	and	then	they’ll	not	see	you;	else	they’ll	take	away	the	casket,
and	tear	you	to	death.”
Just	then	up	came	the	old	witch,	tearing	along.



“Have	you	seen	any	lassie	pass	here,	you	sheep?”	she	cried	to	the	wether.
“Oh	yes”,	 said	 the	Wether,	“I	saw	one	an	hour	ago,	but	she	 ran	so	 fast,	you’ll
never	catch	her.”
So	the	old	witch	turned	round	and	went	home.
But	when	the	lassie	had	come	to	where	she	met	the	cow,	she	heard	another	awful
clatter	behind	her.
“Come	 here	 to	me,	 lassie”,	 said	 the	 Cow,	 “and	 I’ll	 help	 you	 to	 hide	 yourself
under	my	udder,	else	the	old	hag	will	come	and	take	away	your	casket,	and	tear
you	to	death.”
True	enough,	it	wasn’t	long	before	she	came	up.
“Have	you	seen	any	lassie	pass	here,	you	cow?”	said	the	old	hag.
“Yes,	I	saw	one	an	hour	ago”,	said	the	Cow,	“but	she’s	far	away	now,	for	she	ran
so	fast	I	don’t	think	you’ll	ever	catch	her	up!”
So	the	old	hag	turned	round,	and	went	back	home	again.
When	the	 lassie	had	walked	a	 long,	 long	way	farther	on,	and	was	not	far	from
the	hedge,	she	heard	again	that	awful	clatter	on	the	road	behind	her,	and	she	got
scared	 and	 frightened,	 for	 she	 knew	 well	 enough	 it	 was	 the	 old	 hag	 and	 her
daughter,	who	had	changed	their	minds.
“Come	here	to	me,	lassie”,	said	the	Hedge,	“and	I’ll	help	you.	Creep	under	my
twigs,	so	that	they	can’t	see	you;	else	they’ll	take	the	casket	from	you,	and	tear
you	to	death.”
Yes!	she	made	all	the	haste	she	could	to	get	under	the	twigs	of	the	hedge.
“Have	you	 seen	any	 lassie	pass	 this	way,	you	hedge?”	 said	 the	old	hag	 to	 the
hedge.
“No,	 I	 haven’t	 seen	 any	 lassie”,	 answered	 the	 Hedge,	 and	 was	 as	 smooth-
tongued	as	if	he	had	got	melted	butter	in	his	mouth;	but	all	the	while	he	spread
himself	 out,	 and	made	 himself	 so	 big	 and	 tall,	 one	 had	 to	 think	 twice	 before
crossing	him.	And	so	the	old	witch	had	no	help	for	it	but	to	turn	round	and	go
home	again.
So	when	the	man’s	daughter	got	home,	her	step-mother	and	her	step-	sister	were
more	spiteful	against	her	than	ever;	for	now	she	was	much	neater,	and	so	smart,
it	was	a	joy	to	look	at	her.	Still	she	couldn’t	get	leave	to	live	with	them,	but	they
drove	her	out	into	a	pigsty.	That	was	to	be	her	house.	So	she	scrubbed	it	out	so
neat	and	clean,	and	then	she	opened	her	casket,	just	to	see	what	she	had	got	for
her	wages.	But	as	soon	as	ever	she	unlocked	it,	she	saw	inside	so	much	gold	and
silver,	and	lovely	things,	which	came	streaming	out	till	all	the	walls	were	hung
with	them,	and	at	last	the	pigsty	was	far	grander	than	the	grandest	king’s	palace.



And	 when	 the	 step-mother	 and	 her	 daughter	 came	 to	 see	 this,	 they	 almost
jumped	out	of	 their	skin,	and	began	 to	ask	what	kind	of	a	place	she	had	down
there?
“Oh”,	said	the	lassie,	“can’t	you	see,	when	I	have	got	such	good	wages.	“Twas
such	 a	 family,	 and	 such	 a	 mistress	 to	 serve,	 you	 couldn’t	 find	 their	 like
anywhere.”
Yes!	 the	woman’s	daughter	made	up	her	mind	 to	go	out	 to	 serve	 too,	 that	 she
might	get	just	such	another	gold	casket.	So	they	sat	down	to	spin	again,	and	now
the	woman’s	daughter	was	to	spin	bristles,	and	the	man’s	daughter	flax,	and	she
whose	thread	first	snapped,	was	to	go	down	the	well.	It	wasn’t	long,	as	you	may
fancy,	 before	 the	 woman’s	 daughter’s	 thread	 snapped,	 and	 so	 they	 threw	 her
down	the	well.
So	the	same	thing	happened.	She	fell	to	the	bottom,	but	met	with	no	harm,	and
found	herself	on	a	lovely	green	meadow.	When	she	had	walked	a	bit	she	came	to
the	hedge.	“Don”t	tread	hard	on	me,	pray,	lassie,	and	I’ll	help	you	again”,	said
the	Hedge.
“Oh!”	 said	 she,	 “what	 should	 I	 care	 for	 a	 bundle	 of	 twigs?”	 and	 tramped	 and
stamped	over	the	hedge	till	it	cracked	and	groaned	again.
A	little	 farther	on	she	came	to	 the	cow,	which	walked	about	ready	 to	burst	 for
want	of	milking.
“Be	so	good	as	to	milk	me,	lassie”,	said	the	Cow,	“and	I’ll	help	you	again.	Drink
as	much	as	you	please,	but	throw	the	rest	over	my	hoofs.”
Yes!	she	did	 that;	she	milked	the	cow,	and	drank	till	she	could	drink	no	more;
but	when	she	left	off,	there	was	none	left	to	throw	over	the	cow’s	hoofs,	and	as
for	the	pail,	she	tossed	it	down	the	hill	and	walked	on.
When	she	had	gone	a	bit	further,	she	came	to	the	sheep	which	walked	along	with
his	wool	dragging	after	him.
“Oh,	be	so	good	as	to	clip	me,	lassie”,	said	the	Sheep,	“and	I’ll	serve	you	again.
Take	as	much	of	the	wool	as	you	will,	but	twist	the	rest	round	my	neck.”
Well!	she	did	that;	but	she	went	so	carelessly	to	work,	that	she	cut	great	pieces
out	of	the	poor	sheep,	and	as	for	the	wool,	she	carried	it	all	away	with	her.
A	little	while	after	she	came	to	the	apple	tree,	which	stood	there	quite	crooked
with	fruit	again.
“Be	so	good	as	to	pluck	the	apples	off	me,	that	my	limbs	may	grow	straight,	for
it’s	weary	work	to	stand	all	awry”,	said	the	Apple	tree.	“But	please	take	care	not
to	beat	me	too	hard.	Eat	as	many	as	you	will,	but	 lay	the	rest	neatly	round	my
root,	and	I’ll	help	you	again.”



Well,	 she	 plucked	 those	 nearest	 to	 her,	 and	 thrashed	 down	 those	 she	 couldn’t
reach	with	 the	pole,	but	she	didn’t	care	how	she	did	 it,	and	broke	off	and	 tore
down	great	 boughs,	 and	 ate	 till	 she	was	 as	 full	 as	 full	 could	 be,	 and	 then	 she
threw	down	the	rest	under	the	tree.
So	when	she	had	gone	a	good	bit	 further,	 she	came	 to	 the	 farm	where	 the	old
witch	lived.	There	she	asked	for	a	place,	but	the	old	hag	said	she	wouldn’t	have
any	more	maids,	 for	 they	 were	 either	 worth	 nothing,	 or	 were	 too	 clever,	 and
cheated	her	out	of	her	goods.	But	the	woman’s	daughter	was	not	to	be	put	off,
she	would	have	a	place,	so	the	old	witch	said	she’d	give	her	a	trial,	if	she	was	fit
for	anything.
The	first	thing	she	had	to	do	was	to	fetch	water	in	a	sieve.	Well,	off	she	went	to
the	well,	and	drew	water	in	a	sieve,	but	as	fast	as	she	got	it	in	it	ran	out	again.	So
the	little	birds	sung:
	

Daub	in	clay,
Put	in	straw!
Daub	in	clay,
Put	in	straw!
	

But	 she	didn’t	 care	 to	 listen	 to	 the	birds”	 song,	 and	pelted	 them	with	clay,	 till
they	flew	off	far	away.	And	so	she	had	to	go	home	with	the	empty	sieve,	and	got
well	scolded	by	the	old	witch.
Then	she	was	to	go	into	the	byre	to	clean	it,	and	milk	the	kine.	But	she	was	too
good	for	such	dirty	work,	she	thought.	Still,	she	went	out	into	the	byre,	but	when
she	got	 there,	 she	 couldn’t	 get	 on	 at	 all	with	 the	pitchfork,	 it	was	 so	big.	The
birds	said	the	same	to	her	as	they	had	said	to	her	step-sister,	and	told	her	to	take
the	broomstick,	and	toss	out	a	little	dung,	and	then	all	the	rest	would	fly	after	it;
but	all	she	did	with	the	broomstick	was	to	throw	it	at	the	birds.	When	she	came
to	milk,	the	kine	were	so	unruly,	they	kicked	and	pushed,	and	every	time	she	got
a	little	milk	in	the	pail,	over	they	kicked	it.	Then	the	birds	sang	again:
	

A	little	drop	and	a	tiny	sup
For	the	little	birds	to	drink	it	up.
	

But	 she	 beat	 and	 banged	 the	 cows	 about,	 and	 threw	 and	 pelted	 at	 the	 birds
everything	she	could	lay	hold	of,	and	made	such	a	to	do,	“twas	awful	to	see.	So
she	 didn’t	make	much	 either	 of	 her	 pitching,	 or	milking,	 and	when	 she	 came



indoors	she	got	blows	as	well	as	hard	words	from	the	old	witch,	who	sent	her	off
to	wash	the	black	wool	white;	but	that,	too,	she	did	no	better.
Then	the	old	witch	thought	this	really	too	bad,	so	she	set	out	the	three	caskets,
one	 red,	 one	 green,	 and	 one	 blue,	 and	 said	 she’d	 no	 longer	 any	 need	 of	 her
services,	for	she	wasn’t	worth	keeping,	but	for	wages	she	should	have	leave	to
choose	whichever	casket	she	pleased.
	

Then	sung	the	little	birds:
	

Don”t	take	the	red,	don’t	take	the	green,
But	choose	the	blue,	where	may	be	seen
Three	little	crosses	all	in	a	row;
We	saw	the	marks,	and	so	we	know.
	

She	didn’t	care	a	pin	for	what	the	birds	sang,	but	took	the	red,	which	caught	her
eye	most.	And	so	she	set	out	on	her	road	home,	and	she	went	along	quietly	and
easily	enough;	there	was	no	one	who	came	after	her.
So	when	she	got	home,	her	mother	was	ready	to	jump	with	joy,	and	the	two	went
at	once	into	the	ingle,	and	put	the	casket	up	there,	for	they	made	up	their	minds
there	could	be	nothing	in	it	but	pure	silver	and	gold,	and	they	thought	to	have	all
the	walls	 and	 roof	gilded	 like	 the	pigsty.	But	 lo!	when	 they	opened	 the	casket
there	 came	 tumbling	 out	 nothing	 but	 toads,	 and	 frogs,	 and	 snakes;	 and	worse
than	that,	whenever	the	woman’s	daughter	opened	her	mouth,	out	popped	a	toad
or	a	snake,	and	all	 the	vermin	one	ever	 thought	of,	so	 that	at	 last	 there	was	no
living	in	the	house	with	her.
That	was	all	the	wages	she	got	for	going	out	to	service	with	the	old	witch.
	



BUTTERCUP

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the

Moon,	1888.

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	an	old	wife	who	sat	 and	baked.	Now,	you
must	know	that	this	old	wife	had	a	little	son,	who	was	so	plump	and	fat,	and	so
fond	of	good	things,	that	they	called	him	Buttercup;	she	had	a	dog,	too,	whose
name	 was	 Goldtooth,	 and	 as	 she	 was	 baking,	 all	 at	 once	 Goldtooth	 began	 to
bark.
“Run	out,	Buttercup,	there’s	a	dear!”	said	the	old	wife,	“and	see	what	Goldtooth
is	barking	at.”
So	the	boy	ran	out,	and	came	back	crying	out:
“Oh,	Heaven	help	us!	here	comes	a	great	big	witch,	with	her	head	under	her	arm,
and	a	bag	at	her	back.”
“Jump	under	the	kneading-trough	and	hide	yourself”,	said	his	mother.
So	in	came	the	old	hag!
“Good	day”,	said	she!
“God	bless	you!”	said	Buttercup’s	mother.
“Isn’t	your	Buttercup	at	home	to-day?”	asked	the	hag.
“No,	that	he	isn’t.	He’s	out	in	the	wood	with	his	father,	shooting	ptarmigan.”
“Plague	take	it”,	said	the	hag,	“for	I	had	such	a	nice	little	silver	knife	I	wanted	to
give	him.”
“Pip,	 pip!	 here	 I	 am”,	 said	 Buttercup	 under	 the	 kneading-trough,	 and	 out	 he
came.
“I’m	so	old,	and	stiff	in	the	back”,	said	the	hag,	“you	must	creep	into	the	bag	and
fetch	it	out	for	yourself.”



But	when	Buttercup	was	well	 into	 the	bag,	 the	hag	 threw	 it	over	her	back	and
strode	off,	and	when	they	had	gone	a	good	bit	of	the	way,	the	old	hag	got	tired,
and	asked,	“How	far	is	it	off	to	Snoring?”
“Half	a	mile”,	answered	Buttercup.
So	 the	 hag	put	 down	 the	 sack	on	 the	 road,	 and	went	 aside	 by	herself	 into	 the
wood,	and	lay	down	to	sleep.	Meantime	Buttercup	set	to	work	and	cut	a	hole	in
the	sack	with	his	knife;	then	he	crept	out	and	put	a	great	root	of	a	fir-tree	into	the
sack,	and	ran	home	to	his	mother.
When	the	hag	got	home	and	saw	what	there	was	in	the	sack,	you	may	fancy	she
was	in	a	fine	rage.
Next	day	the	old	wife	sat	and	baked	again,	and	her	dog	began	to	bark	just	as	he
did	the	day	before.
“Run	out,	Buttercup,	my	boy”,	said	she,	“and	see	what	Goldtooth	is	barking	at.”
“Well,	I	never!”	cried	Buttercup,	as	soon	as	he	got	out;	“if	there	isn’t	that	ugly
old	 beast	 coming	 again	with	 her	 head	 under	 her	 arm,	 and	 a	 great	 sack	 at	 her
back.”
“Under	the	kneading-trough	with	you	and	hide”,	said	his	mother.
“Good	day!”	said	the	hag,	“is	your	Buttercup	at	home	to-day?”
“I’m	sorry	to	say	he	isn’t”,	said	his	mother;	“he’s	out	in	the	wood	with	his	father,
shooting	ptarmigan.”
“What	a	bore”,	said	the	hag;	“here	I	have	a	beautiful	little	silver	spoon	I	want	to
give	him.”
“Pip,	pip!	here	I	am”,	said	Buttercup,	and	crept	out.
“I’m	so	stiff	in	the	back”,	said	the	old	witch,	“you	must	creep	into	the	sack	and
fetch	it	out	for	yourself.”
So	when	Buttercup	was	well	into	the	sack,	the	hag	swung	it	over	her	shoulders
and	set	off	home	as	fast	as	her	legs	could	carry	her.	But	when	they	had	gone	a
good	bit,	she	grew	weary,	and	asked,	“How	far	is	it	off	to	Snoring?”
“A	mile	and	a	half”,	answered	Buttercup.
So	 the	hag	set	down	the	sack,	and	went	aside	 into	 the	wood	to	sleep	a	bit,	but
while	she	slept,	Buttercup	made	a	hole	in	the	sack	and	got	out,	and	put	a	great
stone	 into	 it.	Now,	when	 the	old	witch	got	home,	she	made	a	great	 fire	on	 the
hearth,	and	put	a	big	pot	on	it,	and	got	everything	ready	to	boil	Buttercup;	but
when	she	took	the	sack,	and	thought	she	was	going	to	turn	out	Buttercup	into	the
pot,	down	plumped	the	stone	and	made	a	hole	in	the	bottom	of	the	pot,	so	that
the	water	ran	out	and	quenched	the	fire.	Then	the	old	hag	was	in	a	dreadful	rage,
and	 said,	 “If	 he	makes	 himself	 ever	 so	 heavy	 next	 time,	 he	 shan’t	 take	me	 in



again.”	The	third	day	everything	went	just	as	it	had	gone	twice	before;	Goldtooth
began	to	bark,	and	Buttercup’s	mother	said	to	him,	“Do	run	out	and	see	what	our
dog	is	barking	at.”
So	out	he	went,	but	he	soon	came	back	crying	out,	“Heaven	save	us!	Here	comes
the	old	hag	again	with	her	head	under	her	arm,	and	a	sack	at	her	back.”
“Jump	under	the	kneading-trough	and	hide”,	said	his	mother.
“Good	day!”	said	the	hag,	as	she	came	in	at	the	door;	“is	your
Buttercup	at	home	to-day?”
“You’re	very	kind	to	ask	after	him”,	said	his	mother;	“but	he’s	out	in	the	wood
with	his	father,	shooting	ptarmigan.”
“What	 a	 bore	 now”,	 said	 the	 old	 hag;	 “here	 have	 I	 got	 such	 a	 beautiful	 little
silver	fork	for	him.”
“Pip,	pip!	here	I	am”,	said	Buttercup,	as	he	came	out	from	under	the	kneading-
trough.
“I’m	so	stiff	in	the	back”,	said	the	hag,	“you	must	creep	into	the	sack	and	fetch	it
out	for	yourself.”
But	when	Buttercup	was	well	 inside	 the	 sack,	 the	old	hag	 swung	 it	 across	her
shoulders,	 and	 set	off	 as	 fast	 as	 she	 could.	This	 time	 she	did	not	 turn	 aside	 to
sleep	by	the	way,	but	went	straight	home	with	Buttercup	in	the	sack,	and	when
she	reached	her	house	it	was	Sunday.
So	the	old	hag	said	to	her	daughter,	“Now	you	must	take	Buttercup	and	kill	him,
and	boil	him	nicely	 till	 I	come	back,	for	I’m	off	 to	church	to	bid	my	guests	 to
dinner.”
So,	 when	 all	 in	 the	 house	 were	 gone	 to	 church	 the	 daughter	 was	 to	 take
Buttercup	and	kill	him,	but	then	she	didn’t	know	how	to	set	about	it	at	all.
“Stop	a	bit”,	said	Buttercup;	“I’ll	soon	show	you	how	to	do	it;	just	lay	your	head
on	the	chopping-block,	and	you’ll	soon	see.”
So	 the	 poor	 silly	 thing	 laid	 her	 head	 down,	 and	 Buttercup	 took	 an	 axe	 and
chopped	her	head	off,	just	as	if	she	had	been	a	chicken.	Then	he	laid	her	head	in
the	bed,	and	popped	her	body	into	the	pot,	and	boiled	it	so	nicely;	and	when	he
had	done	that,	he	climbed	up	on	the	roof,	and	dragged	up	with	him	the	fir-tree
root	and	the	stone,	and	put	the	one	over	the	door,	and	the	other	at	the	top	of	the
chimney.
So	when	 the	household	came	back	 from	church,	and	saw	 the	head	on	 the	bed,
they	thought	it	was	the	daughter	who	lay	there	asleep;	and	then	they	thought	they
would	just	taste	the	broth.
“Good,	by	my	troth!	Buttercup	broth”,	said	the	old	hag.



“Good,	by	my	troth!	Daughter	broth”,	said	Buttercup	down	the	chimney,	but	no
one	heeded	him.	So	the	old	hag’s	husband,	who	was	every	bit	as	bad	as	she,	took
the	spoon	to	have	a	taste.
“Good,	by	my	troth!	Buttercup	broth”,	said	he.
Good,	by	my	troth!	Daughter	broth”,	said	Buttercup	down	the	chimney	pipe.
Then	they	all	began	to	wonder	who	it	could	be	that	chattered	so,	and	ran	out	to
see.	But	when	they	came	out	at	the	door,	Buttercup	threw	down	on	them	the	fir-
tree	root	and	the	stone,	and	broke	all	their	heads	to	bits.	After	that	he	took	all	the
gold	and	silver	that	lay	in	the	house,	and	went	home	to	his	mother,	and	became	a
rich	man.
	



NJAL’S	BURNING

Adapted	from	Andrew	Lang’s	Red	Romance	Book,	published	in	1905.

	

	

NOW,	 VALGARD	 THE	 CUNNING	WAS	 DYING.	 And	 he	 sent	 for	 his	 son
Mord	and	bade	him	stir	up	strife	between	Njal’s	sons	and	their	brother	Hauskuld
the	priest,	 for	he	ever	hated	Njal,	 and	 longed	 to	be	avenged	on	him.	So	Mord
fared	to	Hauskuld,	and	told	him	tales	of	what	his	brothers	had	said	of	him,	but
Hauskuld	 bade	 him	 begone,	 for	 he	 would	 listen	 to	 none	 of	 his	 stories.	 Then
Mord	left	Hauskuld	the	priest,	and	had	ready	a	long	tale,	how	that	Hauskuld	had
meant	 to	 burn	 them	 while	 they	 sat	 at	 a	 feast	 in	 Whiteness,	 had	 not	 Hogni,
Gunnar’s	son,	come	by.	And	as	 this	plan	had	failed,	he	set	about	gathering	his
men	 together	 to	 slay	his	brothers	as	 they	 rode	home,	but	neither	Grani,	 son	of
Gunnar,	nor	Gunnar,	son	of	Lambi,	had	the	heart	to	do	it.
At	first,	neither	Njal’s	sons,	nor	Kari,	who	had	married	their	sister,	would	give
ear	to	Mord’s	false	words,	but	in	spite	of	themselves	ill-feelings	began	to	spring
up	in	their	breasts	towards	Hauskuld.
Thus	 things	went	on	 for	many	months,	 and	whenever	Mord	met	one	of	Njal’s
sons,	or	Kari,	who	had	married	their	sister,	he	had	new	stories	to	tell	them,	till	at
length	their	hearts	grew	hot,	and	they	determined	that	they	would	slay	Hauskuld,
lest	perchance	he	might	first	slay	them.
Hauskuld	 was	 sowing	 his	 corn	 when	 his	 brothers,	 and	 with	 them	 Mord,
Valgard’s	 son,	 came	up	 to	kill	 him.	Skarphedinn,	Njal’s	 son,	was	 their	 leader,
and	had	bidden	the	rest	each	to	give	Hauskuld	a	wound.	But	the	first	blow	dealt
by	Skarphedinn	brought	him	on	his	knees,	and	he	died	praying	that	they	might
be	forgiven	for	the	ill	they	had	brought	on	him,	guiltless.
When	he	was	dead	they	went	home	and	told	Njal	what	they	had	done.
"It	had	been	well	if	two	of	you	had	died	and	Hauskuld	had	lived,"	said	Njal	after
he	 had	 heard	 the	 tidings,	 "for	 I	 know	better	 than	 you	what	will	 be	 the	 end	 of
this."
"And	what	will	be	the	end?"	asked	Skarphedinn.



"My	death,	and	yours,	and	your	mother’s,"	answered	Njal.
"Shall	I	die	also?"	he	asked;	but	Njal	shook	his	head.
"Good	fortune	will	ever	be	with	you!"	he	answered,	and	turned	away	and	wept.
Now	all	men	knew	that	at	the	next	Thing	a	suit	would	be	brought	for	the	slaying
of	 Hauskuld,	 and	Njal	 and	 his	 sons	made	 ready	 to	 fare	 to	 it,	 and	 to	 hear	 the
award	which	should	be	given.	But	first	sundry	of	Njal’s	friends	came	to	see	him
and	offered	to	stand	by	him,	and	to	set	up	their	tents	beside	his,	and	among	them
were	Gizur	the	white	and	Asgrim.	And	at	the	Thing	an	award	was	made,	but	was
made	 void	 by	 a	 quarrel	 between	 Flosi,	 the	 friend	 of	 Hauskuld	 the	 slain,	 and
Skarphedinn,	and	Njal	and	his	sons	returned	home,	and	Njal’s	heart	was	heavy.
"Are	you	riding	back	to	your	wife?"	asked	he	of	Kari,	his	son-in-law;	and	Kari
made	answer,	"Whatever	happens	to	you,	happens	to	me!"	and	they	all	stayed	at
Bergthorasknoll.
In	 the	 house	 dwelt	 an	 old,	 old	woman,	 so	 old	 that	 she	 had	 nursed	Bergthora,
Njal’s	wife,	and	she	was	wise	and	could	see	into	the	future.	Njal’s	sons	laughed
at	her	warnings,	and	took	no	heed	to	them,	but	for	all	that	they	knew	well	that	it
was	often	the	truth	she	told	them.	One	day	Skarphedinn	was	standing	outside	the
door,	 and	 the	 old	 woman	 came	 out	 with	 a	 stick	 in	 her	 hand,	 and	 she	 passed
silently	by	him,	and	walked	up	the	path	to	where	a	pile	of	dried	shrubs	lay	above
the	house.
"May	 a	 curse	 be	 upon	 you!"	 she	 cried,	 shaking	 her	 stick	 over	 it;	 and
Skarphedinn,	who	had	followed	after	her,	asked	wherefore	she	was	wroth	with
the	pile.
"Because	with	the	fire	lighted	from	this	pile	there	will	be	a	great	burning,"	said
she.	 "And	Njal	 and	his	 sons	will	 be	 burnt,	 and	Bergthora,	my	 foster-child.	So
carry	it	away	and	scatter	it	in	the	water,	or	else	set	fire	to	it	before	your	enemies
can	get	here!"
"What	is	the	use	of	doing	anything?"	answered	Skarphedinn,	"for	if	it	is	written
that	we	should	be	burned,	our	foes	will	 find	some	other	fuel,	 though	I	were	 to
scatter	this	stack	to	the	four	winds;"	and	he	went	away	laughing.
All	through	the	summer	the	old	nurse	was	ever	begging	Njal	to	do	away	with	the
stack	of	vetch,	but	 the	harvest	was	plentiful	 in	 the	pastures	and	 the	men	never
came	home	save	to	sleep.
"We	can	bring	in	that	vetch	stack	any	time,"	they	said.
The	harvest	was	stored	in	the	barns,	and	a	good	harvest	it	was.	There	had	been
none	such	since	the	day	that	Gunnar	had	fared	from	Lithend	with	Kolskegg,	and
had	returned	to	his	ruin.	One	day,	when	Grim	and	Helgi,	Njal’s	sons,	had	ridden
away	to	Holar	to	see	their	children,	who	were	at	nurse	there,	they	heard	strange



tidings	from	some	poor	woman,	that	the	country	side	was	stirring	and	that	bands
of	men	were	gathering	together,	and	were	seen	riding	along	the	same	road.
At	this	news	Grim	and	Helgi	looked	at	each	other.
"Let	us	go	home	to	Bergthorasknoll,"	said	they.
Now	they	had	told	their	mother	they	would	sleep	that	night	at	Holar,	with	their
children,	so	she	gave	no	thought	to	them;	but	in	the	evening,	when	the	hour	had
come	 to	 prepare	 supper,	 Bergthora	 bade	 every	 man	 choose	 whatever	 dish	 he
liked	best,	"for,"	said	she,	"this	is	the	last	food	you	will	eat	in	this	house!"
"Of	a	truth	you	must	be	ill	to	speak	such	words,"	cried	they.
"They	are	true	words,"	she	said	again;	"and	that	you	may	know	them	to	be	true,	I
will	give	you	a	sign.	Before	the	meat	that	is	on	the	board	to-night	is	eaten,	Grim
and	Helgi	will	be	in	the	house!"	and	she	held	her	peace	and	went	out.
When	 the	 food	was	 prepared,	 Bergthora	 called	 to	 them,	 and	 all	 sat	 down	 but
Njal,	who	lingered	in	the	doorway.
"What	 hinders	 you	 eating	 with	 the	 rest?"	 asked	 Bergthora;	 and	 Njal,	 as	 he
answered,	put	his	hand	before	his	eyes.
"A	vision	has	come	to	me,"	he	said	slowly—"the	wall	is	thrown	down,	and	the
board	is	wet	with	blood."
At	this	the	men’s	faces	grew	pale,	and	a	strange	look	came	into	their	eyes,	but
Skarphedinn	bade	them	be	of	good	cheer,	and	to	remember	that,	whatever	might
befall,	all	men	would	look	to	them	to	bear	themselves	bravely.
Then	Grim	and	Helgi	entered	with	their	tidings,	and	every	one	had	in	his	mind
what	Bergthora	had	said,	and	knew	that	ill	was	in	store.
"Let	no	man	sleep	to-night,"	said	Njal,	"but	take	heed	to	his	arms."
The	 band	 of	 Njal’s	 foes,	 headed	 by	 Flosi,	 had	 ridden	 to	 a	 valley	 behind	 the
house,	and	had	fastened	their	horses	there.	After	that	they	walked	slowly	up	the
path,	to	the	front	of	the	house,	where	Njal	and	his	sons,	and	Kari,	his-son-in-law,
and	his	thralls,	thirty	in	all,	stood	up	to	meet	them.
Then	both	sides	halted	and	spoke	together.	Flosi’s	counsel	was	to	fall	on	them
where	they	stood,	though	he	knew	that	few	would	there	be	left	to	tell	the	tale	to
their	children.
Njal,	for	his	part,	desired	that	his	men	might	return	inside	the	hall,	for	the	house
was	strong;	"and	if	Gunnar	alone	could	keep	them	at	bay	they	will	never	prevail
against	us,"	he	said.
"Ah,	 but	 these	 chiefs	 are	 not	 of	 the	 kind	 that	 slew	 Gunnar,"	 answered
Skarphedinn,	 "for	 they	 turned	 a	 deaf	 ear	 to	Mord’s	 evil	 counsel	 to	 set	 fire	 to
Lithend,	so	 that	Gunnar	and	his	wife	and	mother	should	be	burnt	up	 in	 it.	But



this	band	care	nothing	for	what	is	fair	and	honourable,	so	long	as	we	leave	our
bones	behind	us."
Then	Helgi	spoke,	"Let	us	do	as	our	father	wills.	He	knows	best.”
Then	 Skarphedinn	 said,	 "If	 he	wishes	 us	 to	 enter	 the	 hall,	 and	 all	 to	 be	 burnt
together,	I	am	ready	to	do	it.	I	care	little	what	death	I	shall	die,	and	if	the	time	of
my	doom	is	come,	 it	matters	nothing	 that	we	 try	 to	escape."	And	so	saying	he
turned	to	Kari,	and	bade	him	stand	by	his	side.
"They	are	all	mad,"	cried	Flosi,	as	he	saw	Njal	and	his	sons	and	Kari,	his	son-in-
law,	take	their	place	on	the	inside	of	the	door.	"Surely	none	of	them	can	escape
us	now;"	and	the	fight	began	with	a	spear	which	was	thrown	at	Skarphedinn.
But	victory	was	not	so	near	as	Flosi	thought.	Man	after	man	fell	back	wounded
or	dead,	yet	Skarphedinn	and	his	brethren	remained	without	a	wound.
"We	shall	 never	put	 them	 to	 flight	with	our	 spears,"	 said	Flosi,	 "and	 there	 are
only	two	ways	open.	Either	we	give	up	our	vengeance,	and	await	the	death	that
will	surely	befall	us	at	their	hands;	or	else	we	must	set	fire	to	the	house,	and	burn
them	in	it.	And	I	know	not	what	else	we	can	do;	yet	that	is	a	mean	and	cowardly
deed,	which	will	lie	heavily	on	our	souls."
So	they	gathered	wood	and	made	a	great	stack	before	the	door,	and	Skarphedinn
laughed,	and	asked	if	they	were	turning	cooks.
It	 was	 Grani,	 the	 son	 of	 Gunnar,	 whose	 soul	 was	 black	 like	 his	 mother
Hallgerda’s,	who	answered	him.
"You	will	 not	wish	 better	 cooking	when	 you	 are	 put	 on	 the	 spit;"	 but	 he	 had
better	 have	 left	 Skarphedinn	 alone,	 for	 the	 men	 around	 heard	 his	 reply,	 and
looked	curiously	on	Grani.
"Your	 deeds	 become	 your	 mother’s	 son,"	 said	 Skarphedinn.	 "It	 was	 I	 who
avenged	your	father,	 therefore	 it	 is	natural	 to	one	of	your	kind	that	you	should
wish	to	slay	me,"	and	he	stepped	back	to	pick	up	some	fresh	arrows.
In	spite	of	Grani’s	boastful	words,	the	pile	of	wood	was	slow	in	catching,	for	the
women	threw	whey	and	water	upon	it	from	the	little	windows	in	the	roof,	so	that
the	 flames	were	quenched	as	 fast	 as	 they	 sprang	up.	The	men	grew	angry	and
impatient,	and	at	last	Kol,	Thorstein’s	son,	said	to	Flosi:
"It	 avails	 nought	 to	kindle	 the	 fire	here;	 but	 there	 is	 a	pile	of	dry	vetch	 at	 the
back,	just	above	the	house,	and	we	can	light	it,	and	put	the	burning	wood	on	the
beams	under	the	roof."
So	he	crept	round	unseen,	and	did	as	he	had	said,	and	the	other	men	heaped	up
wood	before	the	doors	of	the	house,	so	that	none	could	escape,	and	those	within
the	hall	knew	nothing	that	was	doing,	till	a	great	light	filled	the	place,	and	they
saw	that	the	roof	was	burning.



Then	horrible	dread	overwhelmed	the	souls	of	the	women,	and	they	broke	forth
into	weeping	 and	wailing,	 till	Njal	 spoke	words	 of	 comfort	 to	 them,	 and	bade
them	keep	up	 their	hearts,	 for	God	would	not	 suffer	 them	 to	burn	both	 in	 this
world	and	in	the	next.	And	when	he	had	stilled	their	fears	he	went	near	the	door,
and	asked,	"Is	Flosi	nigh	at	hand?"
"Yes,"	answered	Flosi.
"Will	you	suffer	my	sons	to	atone?"	asked	Njal	once	more,	"or	let	them	leave	the
house?"	but	Flosi	said,	"The	women	and	children	and	thralls	may	go	out,	but,	as
for	your	 sons,	 the	 time	 for	 atonement	 is	 past,	 and	 I	will	 not	 leave	 this	 spot	 as
long	as	one	of	them	remains	alive."
When	Njal	heard	 that,	he	went	back	 into	 the	house	and	called	 the	women	and
children	 and	 thralls	 round	 him,	 and	 bade	Thorhalla,	 the	wife	 of	Helgi,	 go	 out
first,	for	she	was	a	brave	woman.	And	Thorhalla	went,	after	bidding	farewell	to
Helgi	her	husband.
But	Astrid	whispered	softly	to	Helgi,	"I	will	tie	a	woman’s	kerchief	about	your
head,	 and	wrap	you	 in	a	cloak,	 and	 the	women	 folk	will	 stand	about	you,	 and
none	shall	know	that	you	are	not	a	woman	also."
Helgi	did	not	like	this	plan,	for	he	thought	it	shame	to	steal	away	in	his	sister’s
garments;	but	they	prayed	him	not	to	be	stiff-necked,	and	at	length	he	suffered
the	cloak	to	be	put	round	him.
Now	 the	 children	 of	Njal	were	 all	 tall,	 but	Helgi	was	 tallest	 of	 all,	 except	 his
brother	Skarphedinn.	And	Flosi	marked	him,	and	said	to	his	men:
"I	 like	 not	 the	 height	 of	 the	woman	who	went	 yonder,	 nor	 the	 breadth	 of	 her
shoulders.	Seize	her	and	hold	her	fast."
As	soon	as	Helgi	heard	that	he	threw	his	cloak	aside	and	thrust	at	a	man	with	his
sword,	and	cut	off	his	leg.	But	Flosi	was	close	behind,	and	stretched	Helgi	dead
in	front	of	him.
After	 that	 he	 went	 back	 to	 the	 house,	 and	 offered	 Njal	 that	 he	 should	 come
outside,	but	Njal	answered	 that	he	was	 too	old	 to	avenge	his	sons,	and	 that	he
would	not	outlive	them,	for	that	would	be	a	shame	and	disgrace	to	him.
"Come	 out,	 then,	 Bergthora,"	 said	 Flosi,	 "for	 I	 will	 not	 suffer	 you	 to	 burn
inside."
But	Bergthora	made	answer,	"Long	years	from	my	youth	have	I	lived	with	Njal,
and	I	vowed	on	the	day	of	betrothal	that	his	death	should	be	mine;"	and	without
more	words	they	went	into	the	house.
"I	am	weary,"	said	Njal	to	his	wife,	"let	us	lay	down	on	our	bed	and	rest;"	and
Bergthora	bowed	her	head,	and	spoke	to	the	boy	Thord,	the	son	of	Kari:



"Come	to	the	door	with	me	and	go	forth	with	your	kinsmen.	I	will	not	have	you
stay	here	to	burn."	But	the	boy	shook	off	the	hand	she	had	laid	on	his	shoulder.
"You	promised	me	when	I	was	little,	grandmother,	that	I	should	never	go	from
you	 till	 I	wished	 it	 of	myself.	And	 I	would	 rather	die	with	you	 than	 live	 after
you."
Bergthora	was	silent,	but	she	led	the	boy	to	the	bed,	and	he	climbed	in,	and	laid
himself	down.	Then	Njal	said	to	his	head	man:
"Bring	here	the	ox	hide	and	put	it	on	the	bed,	and	watch	how	we	lay	ourselves
down,	so	that	you	may	know	where	to	find	our	bones.	For	not	one	inch	will	we
stir,	whatever	befall."
And	he	laid	himself	down,	and	bade	the	boy	lie	between	himself	and	Bergthora.
So	they	waited.
At	the	doors	and	in	the	windows	of	the	roof	Skarphedinn	and	Grim	were	casting
away	burning	brands,	and	hurling	spears	as	if	they	had	had	twenty	hands	instead
of	two.	At	last	Flosi	called	to	his	men	to	let	be,	till	the	fire	had	its	way,	for	many
had	been	killed	and	wounded	already.
And	now	a	beam	which	held	up	 the	oak	 fell	 in,	 and	 then	another	and	another.
"Surely	my	father	must	be	dead,"	said	Skarphedinn,	"that	he	makes	no	sound,"
and,	 followed	by	Grim	and	Kari,	he	went	 to	 the	end	of	 the	hall	where	a	 cross
beam	had	fallen.
"The	smoke	is	thick	here,"	said	Kari,	"thick	enough	to	hide	a	man;	let	us	leap	out
one	by	one,	and	we	shall	be	away	before	 they	have	seen	us.	Skarphedinn,	you
jump	first!"
"No!"	answered	Skarphedinn,	"you	go	first	and	I	will	follow;	or,	if	I	follow	not,
you	will	avenge	me."
"I	have	a	chance	of	my	life,"	said	Kari,	"and	I	will	take	it.	We	must	each	do	as
seems	best	to	him,	but	I	fear	me	that	we	see	each	other	no	more;"	and	catching
up	a	huge	blazing	beam,	he	threw	it	over	 the	edge	of	 the	roof,	among	the	men
who	were	gathered	below.
They	scattered	at	once	 like	 leaves	 in	a	storm,	and	at	 that	 instant	Kari,	with	his
tunic	 and	 hair	 already	 burning,	 leaped	 from	 the	 roof	 and	 crept	 away	 in	 the
smoke.	 The	man	who	 stood	 nearest	 on	 the	 ground	 thought	 he	 saw	 something
dark	moving,	and	he	asked	his	neighbour:
"Think	 you	 that	 was	 one	 of	 them	 jumping	 from	 the	 beam?"	 but	 the	 man
answered:	 "Nay,	 but	 it	 may	 have	 been	 Skarphedinn	 hurling	 a	 firebrand;"	 and
then	 they	went	 to	 their	own	work,	and	paid	no	more	heed	 to	 the	 figure	on	 the
roof.



So	Kari	was	left	free	to	escape,	and	he	put	out	the	fire	that	was	burning	him,	and
rested	in	a	safe	place	till	he	could	seek	shelter	with	his	friends.
Thrice	Skarphedinn	tried	to	leap	after	Kari,	and	thrice	the	beam	broke	under	his
weight,	and	he	was	forced	to	climb	back	again.	Then	part	of	the	wall	fell	in,	and
Skarphedinn	fell	down	with	it	on	to	the	floor	of	the	hall.
In	a	moment	the	face	of	Gunnar,	son	of	Lambi,	was	seen	on	top	of	the	wall,	and
he	cried	out,	 "Are	 those	 tears	on	your	cheeks,	Skarphedinn?"	and	Skarphedinn
made	answer:
"Now	am	I	finding	out	in	truth	how	smoke	can	force	tears	from	one’s	eyes.	But
methinks	I	see	laughter	in	yours,	Gunnar."
"Of	 a	 surety,"	 said	Gunnar,	 "never	 have	 I	 laughed	 so	much	 since	 the	day	you
slew	Thrain	in	Markfleet."
"Here	 is	 a	 remembrance	 of	 that	 day	 for	 you,"	 said	 Skarphedinn,	 and	 he	 took
from	 his	 pouch	 Thrain’s	 tooth,	 and	 flung	 it	 at	 Gunnar.	 And	 it	 knocked	 out
Gunnar’s	eye,	and	he	fell	from	the	roof.
Then	Skarphedinn	went	to	Grim,	and	hand	in	hand	they	two	tried	to	stamp	out
the	burning	beams,	but	before	they	had	crossed	the	hall	Grim	dropped	dead,	and
the	roof	fell	in,	and	shut	Skarphedinn	in	a	corner,	so	that	he	could	not	move.
At	 daylight	 a	man	 rode	 up	who	 had	met	Kari,	 and	 had	 learned	 from	him	 that
when	he	had	jumped	from	the	roof	both	Skarphedinn	and	Grim	were	still	alive,
but	that	was	many	hours	before,	and	both	must	long	since	be	dead.
Then	Flosi	and	some	of	his	men	drew	nearer	and	climbed	up	the	gable,	for	the
fire	 had	 burned	 low,	 and	 only	 threw	 out	 a	 flame	 here	 and	 there.	And	 as	 they
looked	into	the	hall	beneath	them,	which	was	a	mass	of	charred	and	fallen	wood,
there	seemed	to	rise	up	from	the	red	ashes	a	song	of	triumph,	and	they	held	their
breath	and	looked	into	each	other’s	faces.
"Is	it	Skarphedinn’s	song?"	asked	Glum,	"and	is	it	a	token	that	he	is	dead?	or	a
sign	that	he	is	alive?	Let	us	look	for	him."
"That	shall	not	be,"	said	Flosi	quickly.	"Fool	that	you	are,	do	you	not	know	that
even	now	Kari	is	gathering	together	a	band	to	avenge	his	kinsmen?	Therefore	let
every	man	take	his	horse	and	ride	up	to	the	Three-corner	Fell,	and	there	we	can
hide	and	take	counsel	how	we	can	escape	from	our	enemies."
So	it	was	done,	and	not	a	whit	too	soon,	for	a	very	great	company	scattered	over
the	 country,	 seeking	Flosi	 and	his	Band	of	Burners—for	by	 this	 ill	 name	men
knew	them.
As	 for	 Kari	 himself,	 he	 begged	 Hjallti,	 Njal’s	 cousin,	 to	 go	 with	 him	 to
Bergthorasknoll	and	 find	Njal’s	bones	and	bury	 them.	And,	as	 they	went,	men
joined	 them,	 till	 they	 numbered	 nigh	 on	 a	 hundred	 when	 they	 reached



Bergthorasknoll.
Kari	entered	the	hall	first	and	led	them	up	to	the	spot	where	the	bed	had	stood,
and	where	 a	 great	 heap	of	 ashes	now	covered	 it.	The	 ashes	 took	 long	 to	 clear
away,	and	underneath	was	the	ox	hide,	charred	and	shrivelled.	But	when	the	ox
hide	was	pulled	away	they	saw	the	three	bodies	fresh	and	whole,	as	they	had	laid
them	 down.	 Only	 one	 finger	 of	 the	 boy	 was	 burned,	 where	 he	 had	 thrust	 it
outside	the	hide.
When	they	saw	this	a	great	joy	fell	on	the	hearts	of	all,	and	Hjallti	said,	"Never
have	I	 seen	a	dead	man	with	a	 face	as	bright	as	 this!"	And	 the	other	men	said
likewise.
After	 that	 they	 sought	 for	 Skarphedinn,	 and	 then	 found	 him,	 fastened	 by	 the
beam	into	the	corner,	and	he	had	driven	his	axe	into	the	wall	of	the	gable,	so	that
it	 had	 to	 be	 broken	 out.	And	 they	 sought	 the	 bones	 of	Grim,	 and	 found	 them
lying	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 hall,	 where	 he	 had	 dropped	 down	 dead.	 And	 they
sought	 the	 bones	 of	 other	 men,	 and	 found	 them,	 and	 nine	 bodies	 in	 all	 were
carried	into	the	church	and	buried	there.
And	that	is	Burnt	Njal’s	story.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	king,	and	he	had	a	daughter	who	was	such
a	scold,	and	whose	tongue	went	so	fast,	there	was	no	stopping	it.	So	he	gave	out
that	 the	man	who	could	 stop	her	 tongue	should	have	 the	Princess	 to	wife,	 and
half	his	kingdom	into	the	bargain.	Now,	three	brothers,	who	heard	this,	made	up
their	minds	to	go	and	try	their	luck;	and	first	of	all	the	two	elder	went,	for	they
thought	they	were	the	cleverest;	but	 they	couldn’t	cope	with	her	at	all,	and	got
well	thrashed	besides.
Then	Boots,	the	youngest,	set	off,	and	when	he	had	gone	a	little	way	he	found	an
ozier	 band	 lying	 on	 the	 road,	 and	 he	 picked	 it	 up.	When	 he	 had	 gone	 a	 little
farther	 he	 found	 a	 piece	 of	 a	 broken	 plate,	 and	 he	 picked	 that	 up	 too.	A	 little
farther	on	he	found	a	dead	magpie,	and	a	little	farther	on	still,	a	crooked	ram’s
horn;	so	he	went	on	a	bit	and	found	the	fellow	to	the	horn;	and	at	last,	just	as	he
was	crossing	the	fields	by	the	king’s	palace,	where	they	were	pitching	out	dung,
he	found	a	worn-out	shoe-sole.	All	these	things	he	took	with	him	into	the	palace,
and	went	before	the	Princess.
“Good	day”,	said	he.
“Good	day”,	said	she,	and	made	a	wry	face.
“Can	I	get	my	magpie	cooked	here?”	he	asked.
“I’m	afraid	it	will	burst”,	answered	the	Princess.
“Oh!	 never	 fear!	 for	 I’ll	 just	 tie	 this	 ozier	 band	 round	 it”,	 said	 the	 lad,	 as	 he
pulled	it	out.
“The	fat	will	run	out	of	it”,	said	the	Princess.
“Then	I’ll	hold	this	under	it”,	said	the	lad,	and	showed	her	the	piece	of	broken
plate.



“You	 are	 so	 crooked	 in	 your	 words”,	 said	 the	 Princess,	 “there’s	 no	 knowing
where	to	have	you.”
“No,	I’m	not	crooked”,	said	the	lad;	“but	this	is”,	as	he	held	up	one	of	the	horns.
“Well!”	said	the	Princess,	“I	never	saw	the	match	of	this	in	all	my	days.”
“Why,	here	you	see	the	match	to	it”,	said	the	lad,	as	he	pulled	out	the	other	ram’s
horn.
“I	 think”,	said	 the	Princess,	“you	must	have	come	here	 to	wear	out	my	 tongue
with	your	nonsense.”
“No,	I	have	not”,	said	the	lad;	“but	this	is	worn	out”,	as	he	pulled	out	the	shoe-
sole.
To	this	the	Princess	hadn’t	a	word	to	say,	for	she	had	fairly	lost	her	voice	with
rage.
“Now	you	are	mine”,	said	the	lad;	and	so	he	got	 the	Princess	 to	wife,	and	half
the	kingdom.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME,	THERE	WAS	a	poor	couple	who	lived	in	a	tumble-down
hut,	in	which	there	was	nothing	but	black	want,	so	that	they	hadn’t	a	morsel	to
eat,	nor	a	stick	to	burn.	But	though	they	had	next	to	nothing	of	other	things,	they
had	God’s	blessing	in	the	way	of	children,	and	every	year	they	had	another	babe.
Now,	when	this	story	begins,	they	were	just	looking	out	for	a	new	child;	and,	to
tell	 the	 truth,	 the	 husband	 was	 rather	 cross,	 and	 he	 was	 always	 going	 about
grumbling	and	growling,	and	saying,	“For	his	part,	he	 thought	one	might	have
too	many	of	these	God’s	gifts.”	So	when	the	time	came	that	the	babe	was	to	be
born,	he	went	off	into	the	wood	to	fetch	fuel,	saying,	“he	didn’t	care	to	stop	and
see	 the	 young	 squealer;	 he’d	 be	 sure	 to	 hear	 him	 soon	 enough,	 screaming	 for
food.”
Now,	 when	 her	 husband	 was	 well	 out	 of	 the	 house,	 his	 wife	 gave	 birth	 to	 a
beautiful	boy,	who	began	to	look	about	the	room	as	soon	as	ever	he	came	into
the	world.
“Oh!	dear	mother”,	he	said,	“give	me	some	of	my	brother’s	cast-off	clothes,	and
a	 few	 days”	 food,	 and	 I’ll	 go	 out	 into	 the	 world	 and	 try	 my	 luck;	 you	 have
children	enough	as	it	is,	that	I	can	see.”
“God	help	you,	my	son!”	answered	his	mother;	“that	can	never	be,	you	are	far
too	young	yet.”
But	the	tiny	one	stuck	to	what	he	said,	and	begged	and	prayed	till	his	mother	was
forced	to	let	him	have	a	few	old	rags,	and	a	little	food	tied	up	in	a	bundle,	and
off	he	went	right	merrily	and	manfully	 into	 the	wide	world.	But	he	was	scarce
out	 of	 the	 house	 before	 his	mother	 had	 another	 boy,	 and	 he	 too	 looked	 about
him,	and	said,	“Oh,	dear	mother!	give	me	some	of	my	brother’s	old	clothes	and	a
few	days”	food,	and	I’ll	go	out	into	the	world	to	find	my	twin-brother;	you	have



children	enough	already	on	your	hands,	that	I	can	see.”
“God	help	you,	my	poor	 little	 fellow!”	 said	his	mother;	 “you	are	 far	 too	 little,
this	will	never	do.”
But	it	was	no	good;	the	tiny	one	begged	and	prayed	so	hard,	till	he	got	some	old
tattered	rags	and	a	bundle	of	food;	and	so	he	wandered	out	into	the	world	like	a
man,	 to	 find	his	 twin-brother.	Now,	when	 the	younger	had	walked	a	while,	he
saw	his	brother	a	good	bit	on	before	him,	so	he	called	out	to	him	to	stop.
“Holloa!	can’t	you	stop?	why,	you	lay	legs	to	the	ground	as	if	you	were	running
a	 race.	 But	 you	might	 just	 as	 well	 have	 stayed	 to	 see	 your	 youngest,	 brother
before	you	set	off	into	the	world	in	such	a	hurry.”
So	the	elder	stopped	and	looked	round;	and	when	the	younger	had	come	up	to
him	and	told	him	the	whole	story,	and	how	he	was	his	brother,	he	went	on	to	say,
“But	let’s	sit	down	here	and	see	what	our	mother	has	given	us	for	food.”	So	they
sat	down	together,	and	were	soon	great	friends.
Now	when	they	had	gone	a	bit	farther	on	their	way,	they	came	to	a	brook	which
ran	through	a	green	meadow,	and	the	youngest	said	now	the	time	was	come	to
give	one	another	names,	“Since	we	set	off	in	such	a	hurry	that	we	hadn’t	time	to
do	it	at	home,	we	may	as	well	do	it	here.”
“Well!”	said	the	elder,	“and	what	shall	your	name	be?”
“Oh!”	said	the	younger,	“my	name	shall	be	Shortshanks;	and	yours,	what	shall	it
be?”
“I	will	be	called	King	Sturdy”,	answered	the	eldest.
So	 they	 christened	 each	 other	 in	 the	 brook,	 and	 went	 on;	 but	 when	 they	 had
walked	a	while	they	came	to	a	cross	road,	and	agreed	they	should	part	there,	and
each	take	his	own	road.	So	they	parted,	but	they	hadn’t	gone	half	a	mile	before
their	roads	met	again.	So	they	parted	the	second	time,	and	took	each	a	road;	but
in	a	little	while	the	same	thing	happened,	and	they	met	again,	they	scarce	knew
how;	and	the	same	thing	happened	a	third	time	also.	Then	they	agreed	that	they
should	 each	 choose	 a	 quarter	 of	 the	 heavens,	 and	 one	was	 to	 go	 east	 and	 the
other	 west;	 but	 before	 they	 parted,	 the	 elder	 said,	 “If	 you	 ever	 fall	 into
misfortune	or	need,	call	 three	 times	on	me,	and	 I	will	 come	and	help	you;	but
mind	you	don’t	call	on	me	till	you	are	at	the	last	pinch.”
“Well!”	 said	Shortshanks,	“if	 that’s	 to	be	 the	 rule,	 I	don’t	 think	we	shall	meet
again	very	soon.”
After	that	they	bade	each	other	good-bye,	and	Shortshanks	went	east,	and	King
Sturdy	west.
Now,	you	must	know,	when	Shortshanks	had	gone	a	good	bit	alone,	he	met	an
old,	old	crook-backed	hag,	who	had	only	one	eye,	 and	Shortshanks	 snapped	 it



up.
“Oh!	oh!”	screamed	the	hag,	“what	has	become	of	my	eye?”
“What	will	you	give	me”,	asked	Shortshanks,	“if	you	get	your	eye	back?”
“I’ll	give	you	a	sword,	and	such	a	sword!	It	will	put	a	whole	army	to	flight,	be	it
ever	so	great”,	answered	the	old	woman.
“Out	with	it,	then!”	said	Shortshanks.
So	 the	 old	 hag	 gave	 him	 the	 sword,	 and	 got	 her	 eye	 back	 again.	 After	 that,
Shortshanks	wandered	on	a	while,	and	another	old,	old	crook-	backed	hag	met
him	who	 had	 only	 one	 eye,	which	Shortshanks	 stole	 before	 she	was	 aware	 of
him.
“Oh,	oh!	whatever	has	become	of	my	eye”,	screamed	the	hag.
“What	will	you	give	me	to	get	your	eye	back?”	asked	Shortshanks.
“I’ll	give	you	a	ship”,	said	the	woman,	“which	can	sail	over	fresh	water	and	salt
water,	and	over	high	hills	and	deep	dales.”
“Well!	out	with	it”,	said	Shortshanks.
So	the	old	woman	gave	him	a	little	tiny	ship,	no	bigger	than	he	could	put	in	his
pocket,	and	she	got	her	eye	back	again,	and	they	each	went	their	way.	But	when
he	 had	wandered	 on	 a	 long,	 long	way,	 he	met	 a	 third	 time	 an	 old,	 old	 crook-
backed	hag,	with	only	one	eye.	This	eye,	 too,	Shortshanks	stole;	and	when	the
hag	screamed	and	made	a	great	to-do,	bawling	out	what	had	become	of	her	eye,
Shortshanks	said,	“What	will	you	give	me	to	get	back	your	eye?”
Then	she	answered,	“I’ll	give	you	the	art	how	to	brew	a	hundred	lasts	of	malt	at
one	strike.”
Well!	for	teaching	that	art	the	old	hag	got	back	her	eye,	and	they	each	went	their
way.
But	 when	 Shortshanks	 had	 walked	 a	 little	 way,	 he	 thought	 it	 might	 be
worthwhile	to	try	his	ship;	so	he	took	it	out	of	his	pocket,	and	put	first	one	foot
into	it,	and	then	the	other;	and	as	soon	as	ever	he	set	one	foot	into	it,	it	began	to
grow	bigger	and	bigger,	and	by	the	time	he	set	the	other	foot	into	it,	it	was	as	big
as	other	ships	that	sail	on	the	sea.	Then	Shortshanks	said,	“Off	and	away,	over
fresh	water	and	salt	water,	over	high	hills	and	deep	dales,	and	don’t	stop	till	you
come	to	the	king’s	palace.”
And	lo!	away	went	the	ship	as	swiftly	as	a	bird	through	the	air,	till	it	came	down
a	little	below	the	king’s	palace,	and	there	it	stopped.	From	the	palace	windows
people	had	stood	and	seen	Shortshanks	come	sailing	along,	and	they	were	all	so
amazed	 that	 they	 ran	 down	 to	 see	who	 it	 could	 be	 that	 came	 sailing	 in	 a	 ship
through	the	air.	But	while	they	were	running	down,	Shortshanks	had	stepped	out



of	his	ship	and	put	it	into	his	pocket	again;	for	as	soon	as	he	stepped	out	of	it,	it
became	as	small	as	it	was	when	he	got	it	from	the	old	woman.	So	those	who	had
run	down	from	the	palace	saw	no	one	but	a	ragged	little	boy	standing	down	there
by	the	strand.	Then	the	king	asked	whence	he	came,	but	the	boy	said	he	didn’t
know,	nor	could	he	tell	them	how	he	had	got	there.	There	he	was,	and	that	was
all	they	could	get	out	of	him;	but	he	begged	and	prayed	so	prettily	to	get	a	place
in	 the	king’s	 palace;	 saying,	 if	 there	was	nothing	 else	 for	 him	 to	do,	 he	 could
carry	in	wood	and	water	for	the	kitchen-maid,	that	their	hearts	were	touched,	and
he	got	leave	to	stay	there.
Now	when	Shortshanks	came	up	to	the	palace,	he	saw	how	it	was	all	hung	with
black,	both	outside	and	in,	wall	and	roof;	so	he	asked	the	kitchen-maid	what	all
that	mourning	meant?
“Don”t	 you	 know?”	 said	 the	 kitchen-maid;	 “I’ll	 soon	 tell	 you:	 the	 king’s
daughter	was	promised	away	a	long	time	ago	to	three	ogres,	and	next	Thursday
evening	one	of	them	is	coming	to	fetch	her.	Ritter	Red,	it	is	true,	has	given	out
that	he	 is	man	enough	to	set	her	free,	but	God	knows	if	he	can	do	it;	and	now
you	know	why	we	are	all	in	grief	and	sorrow.”
So	when	Thursday	evening	came,	Ritter	Red	led	the	Princess	down	to	the	strand,
for	there	it	was	she	was	to	meet	 the	Ogre,	and	he	was	to	stay	by	her	there	and
watch;	but	he	wasn’t	likely	to	do	the	Ogre	much	harm,	I	reckon,	for	as	soon	as
ever	the	Princess	had	sat	down	on	the	strand,	Ritter	Red	climbed	up	into	a	great
tree	that	stood	there,	and	hid	himself	as	well	as	he	could	among	the	boughs.	The
Princess	begged	and	prayed	him	not	to	leave	her,	but	Ritter	Red	turned	a	deaf	ear
to	her,	and	all	he	said	was,	“Tis	better	for	one	to	lose	life	than	for	two.”
That	was	what	Ritter	Red	said.
Meantime	Shortshanks	went	to	the	kitchen-maid,	and	asked	her	so	prettily	if	he
mightn’t	go	down	to	the	strand	for	a	bit?
“And	what	should	take	you	down	to	the	strand?”	asked	the	kitchen-	maid.	“You
know	you’ve	no	business	there.”
“Oh,	dear	friend”,	said	Shortshanks,	“do	let	me	go?	I	should	so	like	to	run	down
there	and	play	a	while	with	the	other	children;	that	I	should.”
“Well,	well!”	said	 the	kitchen-maid,	“off	with	you;	but	don’t	 let	me	catch	you
staying	 there	a	bit	over	 the	 time	when	 the	brose	 for	 supper	must	be	set	on	 the
fire,	and	the	roast	put	on	the	spit;	and	let	me	see;	when	you	come	back,	mind	you
bring	a	good	armful	of	wood	with	you.”
Yes!	Shortshanks	would	mind	all	that;	so	off	he	ran	down	to	the	strand.
But	just	as	he	reached	the	spot	where	the	Princess	sat,	what	should	come	but	the
Ogre	tearing	along	in	his	ship,	so	that	the	wind	roared	and	howled	after	him.	He
was	so	tall	and	stout	it	was	awful	to	look	on	him,	and	he	had	five	heads	of	his



own.
“Fire	and	flame!”	screamed	the	Ogre.
“Fire	and	flame	yourself!”	said	Shortshanks.
“Can	you	fight?”	roared	the	Ogre.
“If	I	can’t,	I	can	learn”,	said	Shortshanks.
So	the	Ogre	struck	at	him	with	a	great	thick	iron	club	which	he	had	in	his	fist,
and	the	earth	and	stones	flew	up	five	yards	into	the	air	after	the	stroke.
“My!”	said	Shortshanks,	“that	was	something	like	a	blow,	but	now	you	shall	see
a	stroke	of	mine.”
Then	he	grasped	the	sword	he	had	got	from	the	old	crook-backed	hag,	and	cut	at
the	Ogre;	 and	 away	went	 all	 his	 five	heads	 flying	over	 the	 sand.	So	when	 the
Princess	saw	she	was	saved,	she	was	so	glad	 that	she	scarce	knew	what	 to	do,
and	she	 jumped	and	danced	 for	 joy.	“Come,	 lie	down,	and	sleep	a	 little	 in	my
lap”,	she	said	to	Shortshanks,	and	as	he	slept	she	threw	over	him	a	tinsel	robe.
Now	you	must	know,	it	wasn’t	long	before	Ritter	Red	crept	down	from	the	tree,
as	soon	as	he	saw	there	was	nothing	 to	fear	 in	 the	way,	and	he	went	up	 to	 the
Princess	and	threatened	her	until	she	promised	to	say	it	was	he	who	had	saved
her	life;	for	if	she	wouldn’t	say	so,	he	said	he	would	kill	her	on	the	spot.	After
that	 he	 cut	 out	 the	 Ogre’s	 lungs	 and	 tongue,	 and	 wrapped	 them	 up	 in	 his
handkerchief,	and	so	led	the	Princess	back	to	the	palace,	and	whatever	honours
he	had	not	 before,	 he	got	 then,	 for	 the	king	did	not	 know	how	 to	 find	honour
enough	for	him,	and	made	him	sit	every	day	on	his	right	hand	at	dinner.
As	 for	 Shortshanks,	 he	went	 first	 of	 all	 on	 board	 the	Ogre’s	 ship,	 and	 took	 a
whole	heap	of	gold	and	silver	rings,	as	large	as	hoops,	and	trotted	off	with	them
as	hard	as	he	could	to	the	palace.	When	the	kitchen-maid	set	her	eyes	on	all	that
gold	and	silver,	she	was	quite	scared,	and	asked	him:
“But	dear,	good,	Shortshanks,	wherever	did	you	get	all	this	from?”	for	she	was
rather	afraid	he	hadn’t	come	rightly	by	it.
“Oh!”	 answered	 Shortshanks,	 “I	went	 home	 for	 a	 bit,	 and	 there	 I	 found	 these
hoops,	which	had	fallen	off	some	old	pails	of	ours,	so	I	laid	hands	on	them	for
you,	if	you	must	know.”
Well!	 when	 the	 kitchen-maid	 heard	 they	were	 for	 her,	 she	 said	 nothing	more
about	the	matter,	but	thanked	Shortshanks,	and	they	were	good	friends	again.
The	next	Thursday	evening	 it	was	 the	 same	story	over	again;	all	were	 in	grief
and	trouble,	but	Ritter	Red	said,	as	he	had	saved	the	Princess	from	one	Ogre,	it
was	hard	if	he	couldn’t	save	her	from	another;	and	down	he	led	her	to	the	strand
as	brave	as	a	 lion.	But	he	didn’t	do	 this	Ogre	much	harm	either,	 for	when	 the



time	 came	 that	 they	 looked	 for	 the	Ogre,	 he	 said,	 as	 he	 had	 said	 before,	 “Tis
better	 one	 should	 lose	 life	 than	 two”,	 and	 crept	 up	 into	 his	 tree	 again.	 But
Shortshanks	begged	the	kitchen-maid	to	let	him	go	down	to	the	strand	for	a	little.
“Oh!”	asked	the	kitchen-maid,	“and	what	business	have	you	down	there?”
“Dear	friend”,	said	Shortshanks.	“do	pray	let	me	go.	I	long	so	to	run	down	and
play	a	while	with	the	other	children.”
Well!	the	kitchen-maid	gave	him	leave	to	go,	but	he	must	promise	to	be	back	by
the	 time	 the	 roast	was	 turned,	 and	 he	was	 to	mind	 and	 bring	 a	 big	 bundle	 of
wood	with	 him.	 So	 Shortshanks	 had	 scarce	 got	 down	 to	 the	 strand,	when	 the
Ogre	came	tearing	along	in	his	ship,	so	that	the	wind	howled	and	roared	around
him;	 he	 was	 twice	 as	 big	 as	 the	 other	 Ogre,	 and	 he	 had	 ten	 heads	 on	 his
shoulders.
“Fire	and	flame!”	screamed	the	Ogre.
Fire	and	flame	yourself!”	answered	Shortshanks.
“Can	you	fight?”	roared	the	Ogre.
“If	I	can’t,	I	can	learn”,	said	Shortshanks.
Then	 the	 Ogre	 struck	 at	 him	with	 his	 iron	 club;	 it	 was	 even	 bigger	 than	 that
which	the	first	Ogre	had,	and	the	earth	and	stones	flew	up	ten	yards	into	the	air.
My!”	 said	 Shortshanks,	 “that	was	 something	 like	 a	 blow	 now	 you	 shall	 see	 a
stroke	of	mine.”	Then	he	grasped	his	sword,	and	cut	off	all	the	Ogre’s	ten	heads
at	one	blow,	and	sent	them	dancing	away	over	the	sand.
Then	 the	Princess	said	again	 to	him,	“Lie	down	and	sleep	a	 little	while	on	my
lap”;	and	while	Shortshanks	lay	there,	she	threw	over	him	a	silver	robe.	But	as
soon	as	Ritter	Red	marked	 that	 there	was	no	more	danger	 in	 the	way,	he	crept
down	from	the	tree,	and	threatened	the	Princess,	till	she	was	forced	to	give	her
word,	 to	 say	 it	 was	 he	 who	 had	 set	 her	 free;	 after	 that,	 he	 cut	 the	 lungs	 and
tongue	 out	 of	 the	 Ogre,	 and	 wrapped	 them	 in	 his	 handkerchief,	 and	 led	 the
Princess	back	to	the	palace.	Then	you	may	fancy	what	mirth	and	joy	there	was,
and	the	king	was	at	his	wits”	end	to	know	how	to	show	Ritter	Red	honour	and
favour	enough.
This	time,	too,	Shortshanks	took	a	whole	armful	of	gold	and	silver	rings	from	the
Ogre’s	ship,	and	when	he	came	back	to	the	palace	the	kitchen-maid	clapped	her
hands	 in	 wonder,	 asking	 wherever	 he	 got	 all	 that	 gold	 and	 silver	 from.	 But
Shortshanks	 answered	 that	 he	 had	been	home	 a	while,	 and	 that	 the	 hoops	had
fallen	 off	 some	 old	 pails,	 so	 he	 had	 laid	 his	 hands	 on	 them	 for	 his	 friend	 the
kitchen-maid.	So	when	 the	 third	Thursday	evening	came,	everything	happened
as	it	had	happened	twice	before;	the	whole	palace	was	hung	with	black,	and	all
went	 about	mourning	 and	weeping.	 But	 Ritter	 Red	 said	 he	 couldn’t	 see	 what



need	they	had	to	be	so	afraid;	he	had	freed	the	Princess	from	two	Ogres,	and	he
could	very	well	free	her	from	a	third;	so	he	led	her	down	to	the	strand,	but	when
the	time	drew	near	for	the	Ogre	to	come	up,	he	crept	into	his	tree	again,	and	hid
himself.	The	Princess	begged	and	prayed,	but	it	was	no	good,	for	Ritter	Red	said
again,	“Tis	better	that	one	should	lose	life	than	two.”
That	evening,	too,	Shortshanks	begged	for	leave	to	go	down	to	the	strand.
“Oh!”	said	the	kitchen-maid,	“what	should	take	you	down	there?”
But	 he	 begged	 and	 prayed	 so,	 that	 at	 last	 he	 got	 leave	 to	 go,	 only	 he	 had	 to
promise	to	be	back	in	the	kitchen	again	when	the	roast	was	to	be	turned.	So	off
he	went,	but	he	had	scarce	reached	the	strand	when	the	Ogre	came	with	the	wind
howling	 and	 roaring	 after	 him.	He	was	much,	much	 bigger	 than	 either	 of	 the
other	two,	and	he	had	fifteen	heads	on	his	shoulders.
“Fire	and	flame!”	roared	out	the	Ogre.
“Fire	and	flame	yourself!”	said	Shortshanks.
“Can	you	fight?”	screamed	the	Ogre.
“If	I	can’t,	I	can	learn”,	said	Shortshanks.
“I’ll	soon	teach	you”,	screamed	the	Ogre,	and	struck	at	him	with	his	iron	club,	so
that	the	earth	and	stones	flew	up	fifteen	yards	into	the	air.
“My!”	said	Shortshanks,	“that	was	something	like	a	blow;	but	now	you	shall	see
a	stroke	of	mine.”
As	he	said	that,	he	grasped	his	sword,	and	cut	off	all	the	Ogre’s	fifteen	heads	at
one	blow,	and	sent	them	all	dancing	over	the	sand.
So	the	Princess	was	freed	from	all	the	Ogres,	and	she	both	blessed	and	thanked
Shortshanks	for	saving	her	life.
“Sleep	now	a	while	on	my	lap”,	she	said,	and	he	 laid	his	head	on	her	 lap,	and
while	he	slept,	she	threw	over	him	a	golden	robe.
“But	how	shall	we	let	it	be	known	that	it	is	you	that	have	saved	me?”	she	asked,
when	he	awoke.
“Oh,	 I’ll	 soon	 tell	you”,	answered	Shortshanks.	“When	Ritter	Red	has	 led	you
home	again,	and	given	himself	out	as	the	man	who	has	saved	you,	you	know	he
is	to	have	you	to	wife,	and	half	the	kingdom.	Now,	when	they	ask	you,	on	your
wedding-day,	whom	you	will	have	to	be	your	cup-bearer,	you	must	say,	"I	will
have	the	ragged	boy	who	does	odd	jobs	in	the	kitchen,	and	carries	in	wood	and
water	for	the	kitchen-	maid."	So	when	I	am	filling	your	cups,	I	will	spill	a	drop
on	his	plate,	but	none	on	yours;	then	he	will	be	angry,	and	give	me	a	blow,	and
the	same	 thing	will	happen	 three	 times.	But	 the	 third	 time	you	must	mind	and
say,	"Shame	on	you!	to	strike	my	heart’s	darling;	he	it	 is	who	set	me	free,	and



him	will	I	have!”
After	that	Shortshanks	ran	back	to	the	palace,	as	he	had	done	before;	but	he	went
first	 on	 board	 the	 Ogre’s	 ship,	 and	 took	 a	 whole	 heap	 of	 gold,	 silver,	 and
precious	stones,	and	out	of	them	he	gave	the	kitchen-maid	another	great	armful
of	gold	and	silver	rings.
Well!	as	for	Ritter	Red,	as	soon	as	ever	he	saw	that	all	risk	was	over,	he	crept
down	 from	his	 tree,	 and	 threatened	 the	Princess	 till	 she	was	 forced	 to	promise
she	would	say	 it	was	he	who	had	saved	her.	After	 that,	he	 led	her	back	 to	 the
palace,	and	all	the	honour	shown	him	before	was	nothing	to	what	he	got	now,	for
the	king	 thought	of	nothing	else	 than	how	he	might	best	honour	 the	man	who
had	saved	his	daughter	from	the	three	Ogres.	As	for	his	marrying	her,	and	having
half	the	kingdom,	that	was	a	settled	thing,	the	king	said.	But-when	the	wedding-
day	 came,	 the	Princess	 begged	 she	might	 have	 the	 ragged	 boy	who	 carried	 in
wood	and	water	for	the	cook	to	be	her	cup-bearer	at	the	bridal-feast.
“I	can’t	think	why	you	should	want	to	bring	that	filthy	beggar	boy	in	here”,	said
Ritter	Red;	but	the	Princess	had	a	will	of	her	own,	and	said	she	would	have	him,
and	 no	 one	 else,	 to	 pour	 out	 her	 wine;	 so	 she	 had	 her	 way	 at	 last.	 Now
everything	went	as	it	had	been	agreed	between	Shortshanks	and	the	Princess;	he
spilled	a	drop	on	Ritter	Red’s	plate,	but	none	on	hers,	and	each	time	Ritter	Red
got	angry	and	struck	him.	At	the	first	blow	Shortshank’s	rags	fell	off	which	he
had	worn	in	the	kitchen;	at	the	second	the	tinsel	robe	fell	off;	and	at	the	third	the
silver	robe;	and	then	he	stood	in	his	golden	robe,	all	gleaming	and	glittering	in
the	light.	Then	the	Princess	said,	“Shame	on	you!	to	strike	my	heart’s	darling!	he
has	saved	me,	and	him	will	I	have!”
Ritter	Red	cursed	and	swore	it	was	he	who	had	set	her	free;	but	the	king	put	in
his	word,	and	said,	“The	man	who	saved	my	daughter	must	have	some	token	to
show	for	it.”
Yes!	 Ritter	 Red	 had	 something	 to	 show,	 and	 he	 ran	 off	 at	 once	 after	 his
handkerchief	with	 the	 lungs	 and	 tongues	 in	 it,	 and	Shortshanks	 fetched	 all	 the
gold	 and	 silver,	 and	precious	 things,	 he	had	 taken	out	 of	 the	Ogres”	 ships.	So
each	laid	his	tokens	before	the	king,	and	the	king	said,	“The	man	who	has	such
precious	stores	of	gold,	and	silver,	and	diamonds,	must	have	slain	the	Ogre,	and
spoiled	his	goods,	for	such	things	are	not	to	be	had	elsewhere.”
So	Ritter	Red	was	thrown	into	a	pit	full	of	snakes,	and	Shortshanks	was	to	have
the	Princess	and	half	the	kingdom.
One	day	Shortshanks	and	the	king	were	out	walking,	and	Shortshanks	asked	the
king	if	he	hadn’t	any	more	children?
“Yes”,	said	the	king,	“I	had	another	daughter;	but	the	Ogre	has	taken	her	away,
because	there	was	no	one	who	could	save	her.	Now	you	are	going	to	have	one



daughter,	but	 if	you	can	set	 the	other	 free	whom	the	Ogre	has	carried	off,	you
shall	have	her	too	with	all	my	heart,	and	the	other	half	of	my	kingdom.”
“Well”,	said	Shortshanks,	“I	may	as	well	try;	but	I	must	have	an	iron	cable,	five
hundred	fathoms	long,	and	five	hundred	men,	and	food	for	 them	to	 last	 fifteen
weeks,	for	I	have	a	long	voyage	before	me.”
Yes!	the	king	said	he	should	have	them,	but	he	was	afraid	there	wasn’t	a	ship	in
his	kingdom	big	enough	to	carry	such	a	freight.
“Oh!	if	that’s	all”,	said	Shortshanks,	“I	have	a	ship	of	my	own.”
With	that	he	whipped	out	of	his	pocket	the	ship	he	had	got	from	the	old	hag.
The	 king	 laughed,	 and	 thought	 it	was	 all	 a	 joke;	 but	 Shortshanks	 begged	 him
only	to	give	him	what	he	asked,	and	he	should	soon	see	if	it	was	a	joke.	So	they
got	together	what	he	wanted,	and	Shortshanks	bade	him	put	the	cable	on	board
the	ship	first	of	all;	but	there	was	no	one	man	who	could	lift	it,	and	there	wasn’t
room	 for	more	 than	 one	 at	 a	 time	 round	 the	 tiny	 ship.	Then	Shortshanks	 took
hold	of	the	cable	by	one	end,	and	laid	a	link	or	two	into	the	ship;	and	as	he	threw
in	the	links,	the	ship	grew	bigger	and	bigger,	till	at	last	it	got	so	big,	that	there
was	room	enough	and	to	spare	in	it	for	the	cable,	and	the	five	hundred	men,	and
their	 food,	 and	Shortshanks,	 and	all.	Then	he	 said	 to	 the	 ship,	 “Off	 and	away,
over	fresh	water	and	salt	water,	over	high	hill	and	deep	dale,	and	don’t	stop	till
you	come	to	where	 the	king’s	daughter	 is.”	And	away	went	 the	ship	over	 land
and	sea,	till	the	wind	whistled	after	it.
So	when	they	had	sailed	far,	far	away,	the	ship	stood	stock	still	in	the	middle	of
the	sea.
“Ah!”	said	Shortshanks,	“now	we	have	got	so	far;	but	how	we	are	to	get	back	is
another	story.”
Then	he	took	the	cable	and	tied	one	end	of	it	round	his	waist,	and	said,	“Now,	I
must	go	to	the	bottom,	but	when	I	give	the	cable	a	good	tug,	and	want	to	come
up	again,	mind	you	all	hoist	away	with	a	will,	or	your	lives	will	be	lost	as	well	as
mine”;	 and	with	 these	words	 overboard	 he	 leapt,	 and	 dived	 down,	 so	 that	 the
yellow	waves	rose	round	him	in	an	eddy.
Well,	he	sank	and	sank,	and	at	 last	he	came	to	 the	bottom,	and	 there	he	saw	a
great	rock	rising	up	with	a	door	in	it,	so	he	opened	the	door	and	went	in.	When
he	got	 inside,	 he	 saw	another	Princess,	who	 sat	 and	 sewed,	but	when	 she	 saw
Shortshanks,	 she	 clasped	 her	 hands	 together	 and	 cried	 out,	 “Now,	 God	 be
thanked!	you	are	the	first	Christian	man	I’ve	set	eyes	on	since	I	came	here.”
“Very	good”,	said	Shortshanks;	“but	do	you	know	I’ve	come	to	fetch	you?”
“Oh!”	she	cried,	“you’ll	never	 fetch	me;	you’ll	never	have	 that	 luck,	 for	 if	 the
Ogre	sees	you,	he’ll	kill	you	on	the	spot.”



“I’m	glad	you	spoke	of	the	Ogre”,	said	Shortshanks;	“twould	be	fine	fun	to	see
him;	whereabouts	is	he?”
Then	 the	 Princess	 told	 him	 the	Ogre	was	 out	 looking	 for	 someone	who	 could
brew	a	hundred	lasts	of	malt	at	one	strike,	for	he	was	going	to	give	a	great	feast,
and	less	drink	wouldn’t	do.
“Well!	I	can	do	that”,	said	Shortshanks.
“Ah!”	said	the	Princess,	“if	only	the	Ogre	wasn’t	so	hasty,	I	might	tell	him	about
you;	but	he’s	so	cross;	I’m	afraid	he’ll	tear	you	to	pieces	as	soon	as	he	comes	in,
without	waiting	to	hear	my	story.	Let	me	see	what	is	to	be	done.	Oh!	I	have	it;
just	hide	yourself	in	the	side-room	yonder,	and	let	us	take	our	chance.”
Well!	 Shortshanks	 did	 as	 she	 told	 him,	 and	 he	 had	 scarce	 crept	 into	 the	 side-
room	before	the	Ogre	came	in.
“HUF!”	said	the	Ogre;	“what	a	horrid	smell	of	Christian	man’s	blood!”
“Yes!”	said	the	Princess,	“I	know	there	is,	for	a	bird	flew	over	the	house	with	a
Christian	man’s	bone	in	his	bill,	and	let	it	fall	down	the	chimney.	I	made	all	the
haste	I	could	to	get	it	out	again,	but	I	dare	say	it’s	that	you	smell.”
“Ah!”	said	the	Ogre,	“like	enough.”
Then	the	Princess	asked	the	Ogre	if	he	had	laid	hold	of	any	one	who	could	brew
a	hundred	lasts	of	malt	at	one	strike?
“No”,	said	the	Ogre,	“I	can’t	hear	of	any	one	who	can	do	it.”
“Well”,	she	said,	“a	while	ago,	there	was	a	chap	in	here	who	said	he	could	do	it.”
“Just	like	you,	with	your	wisdom!”	said	the	Ogre;	“why	did	you	let	him	go	away
then,	when	you	knew	he	was	the	very	man	I	wanted?”
“Well	then,	I	didn’t	let	him	go”,	said	the	Princess;	“but	father’s	temper	is	a	little
hot,	so	I	hid	him	away	in	the	side-room	yonder;	but	if	father	hasn’t	hit	upon	any
one,	here	he	is.”
“Well”,	said	the	Ogre,	“let	him	come	in	then.”
So	Shortshanks	 came	 in,	 and	 the	Ogre	 asked	him	 if	 it	were	 true	 that	 he	 could
brew	a	hundred	lasts	of	malt	at	a	strike?
“Yes	it	is”,	said	Shortshanks.
“Twas	good	luck	then	to	lay	hands	on	you”,	said	the	Ogre,	“and	now	fall	to	work
this	minute;	but	heaven	help	you	if	you	don’t	brew	the	ale	strong	enough.”
“Oh”,	said	Shortshanks,	“never	fear,	it	shall	be	stinging	stuff”;	and	with	that	he
began	to	brew	without	more	fuss,	but	all	at	once	he	cried	out,	“I	must	have	more
of	 you	 Ogres	 to	 help	 in	 the	 brewing,	 for	 these	 I	 have	 got	 ain’t	 half	 strong
enough.”



Well,	he	got	more	-	so	many,	that	there	was	a	whole	swarm	of	them,	and	then	the
brewing	went	 on	 bravely.	Now	when	 the	 sweet-wort	was	 ready,	 they	were	 all
eager	 to	 taste	 it,	you	may	guess;	 first	of	all	 the	Ogre,	and	 then	all	his	kith	and
kin.	But	Shortshanks	had	brewed	the	wort	so	strong	that	they	all	fell	down	dead,
one	after	another,	like	so	many	flies,	as	soon	as	they	had	tasted	it.	At	last	there
wasn’t	 one	 of	 them	 left	 alive	 but	 one	 vile	 old	 hag,	who	 lay	 bed-ridden	 in	 the
chimney-corner.
“Oh	you	poor	old	wretch”,	said	Shortshanks,	“you	may	just	as	well	taste	the	wort
along	with	the	rest.”
So,	he	went	and	scooped	up	a	little	from	the	bottom	of	the	copper	in	a	scoop,	and
gave	her	a	drink,	and	so	he	was	rid	of	the	whole	pack	of	them.
As	he	stood	there	and	looked	about	him,	he	cast	his	eye	on	a	great	chest,	so	he
took	it	and	filled	it	with	gold	and	silver;	then	he	tied	the	cable	round	himself	and
the	Princess	and	the	chest,	and	gave	it	a	good	tug,	and	his	men	pulled	them	all
up,	safe	and	sound.	As	soon	as	ever	Shortshanks	was	well	up,	he	said	to	the	ship,
“Off	 and	 away,	 over	 fresh	 water	 and	 salt	 water,	 high	 hill	 and	 deep	 dale,	 and
don’t	stop	till	you	come	to	the	king’s	palace”;	and	straightway	the	ship	held	on
her	course,	so	that	the	yellow	billows	foamed	round	her.	When	the	people	in	the
palace	saw	the	ship	sailing	up,	they	were	not	slow	in	meeting	them	with	songs
and	music,	welcoming	Shortshanks	with	great	joy;	but	the	gladdest	of	all	was	the
king,	who	had	now	got	his	other	daughter	back	again.
But	now	Shortshanks	was	rather	down-hearted,	for	you	must	know	that	both	the
princesses	wanted	to	have	him,	and	he	would	have	no	other	than	the	one	he	had
first	saved,	and	she	was	the	youngest.	So	he	walked	up	and	down,	and	thought
and	 thought	what	he	 should	do	 to	get	her,	 and	yet	do	 something	 to	please	her
sister.	Well,	one	day	as	he	was	turning	the	thing	over	in	his	mind,	it	struck	him	if
he	only	had	his	brother	King	Sturdy,	who	was	so	like	him	that	no	one	could	tell
the	one	from	the	other,	he	would	give	up	to	him	the	other	princess	and	half	the
kingdom,	for	he	thought	one-half	was	quite	enough.
Well,	 as	 soon	as	ever	 this	 came	 into	his	mind,	he	went	outside	 the	palace	and
called	 on	 King	 Sturdy,	 but	 no	 one	 came.	 So	 he	 called	 a	 second	 time	 a	 little
louder,	but	 still	no	one	came.	Then	he	called	out	 the	 third	 time	“King	Sturdy”
with	all	his	might,	and	there	stood	his	brother	before	him.	“Didn’t	I	say!”	he	said
to	 Shortshanks,	 “didn’t	 I	 say	 you	 were	 not	 to	 call	 me	 except	 in	 your	 utmost
need?	and	here	there	is	not	so	much	as	a	gnat	to	do	you	any	harm”,	and	with	that
he	gave	him	such	a	box	on	the	ear	that	Shortshanks	tumbled	head	over	heels	on
the	grass.
“Now	 shame	 on	 you	 to	 “hit	 so	 hard!”	 said	 Shortshanks.	 “First	 of	 all	 I	won	 a
princess	 and	 half	 the	 kingdom,	 and	 then	 I	won	 another	 princess	 and	 the	 other
half	of	the	kingdom;	and	now	I’m	thinking	to	give	you	one	of	the	princesses	and



half	the	kingdom.	Is	there	any	rhyme	or	reason	in	giving	me	such	a	box	on	the
ear?”
When	King	Sturdy	 heard	 that,	 he	 begged	 his	 brother	 to	 forgive	 him,	 and	 they
were	soon	as	good	friends	as	ever	again.
“Now”,	said	Shortshanks,	“you	know,	we	are	so	much	alike,	that	no	one	can	tell
the	one	from	the	other;	so	 just	change	clothes	with	me	and	go	 into	 the	palace;
then	the	princesses	will	 think	it	 is	 I	 that	am	coming	in,	and	the	one	that	kisses
you	first	you	shall	have	for	your	wife,	and	I	will	have	the	other	for	mine.”
And	he	said	this	because	he	knew	well	enough	that	the	elder	king’s	daughter	was
the	stronger,	and	so	he	could	very	well	guess	how	things	would	go.	As	for	King
Sturdy,	he	was	willing	enough,	so	he	changed	clothes	with	his	brother	and	went
into	 the	 palace.	But	when	 he	 came	 into	 the	 Princesses”	 bower	 they	 thought	 it
was	Shortshanks,	 and	 both	 ran	 up	 to	 him	 to	 kiss	 him;	 but	 the	 elder,	who	was
stronger	 and	 bigger,	 pushed	 her	 sister	 on	 one	 side,	 and	 threw	 her	 arms	 round
King	Sturdy’s	 neck,	 and	 gave	 him	 a	 kiss;	 and	 so	 he	 got	 her	 for	 his	wife,	 and
Shortshanks	got	 the	younger	Princess.	Then	 they	made	 ready	 for	 the	wedding,
and	you	may	fancy	what	a	grand	one	it	was,	when	I	tell	you,	that	the	fame	of	it
was	noised	abroad	over	seven	kingdoms.
	



GUDBRAND	ON	THE	HILL-SIDE

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man	whose	name	was	Gudbrand;	he	had	a
farm	which	lay	far,	far	away	upon	a	hill-side,	and	so	they	called	him	Gudbrand
on	the	Hill-side.
Now,	you	must	know	this	man	and	his	goodwife	lived	so	happily	together,	and
understood	one	another	so	well,	that	all	the	husband	did	the	wife	thought	so	well
done	there	was	nothing	like	it	in	the	world,	and	she	was	always	glad	whatever	he
turned	his	hand	to.	The	farm	was	their	own	land,	and	they	had	a	hundred	crowns
lying	 at	 the	bottom	of	 their	 chest,	 and	 two	cows	 tethered	up	 in	 a	 stall	 in	 their
farm-yard.
So	one	day	his	wife	said	to	Gudbrand,	“Do	you	know,	dear,	I	think	we	ought	to
take	one	of	our	cows	into	town,	and	sell	it;	that’s	what	I	think;	for	then	we	shall
have	some	money	in	hand,	and	such	well-to-do	people	as	we	ought	to	have	ready
money	like	the	rest	of	the	world.	As	for	the	hundred	crowns	at	the	bottom	of	the
chest	yonder,	we	can’t	make	a	hole	in	them,	and	I’m	sure	I	don’t	know	what	we
want	with	more	than	one	cow.	Besides,	we	shall	gain	a	little	in	another	way,	for
then	I	shall	get	off	with	only	looking	after	one	cow,	instead	of	having,	as	now,	to
feed	and	litter	and	water	two.”
Well,	Gudbrand	thought	his	wife	 talked	right	good	sense,	so	he	set	off	at	once
with	the	cow	on	his	way	to	town	to	sell	her;	but	when	he	got	to	the	town,	there
was	no	one	who	would	buy	his	cow.
“Well!	 well!	 never	 mind”,	 said	 Gudbrand,	 “at	 the	 worst,	 I	 can	 only	 go	 back
home	again	with	my	cow.	I’ve	both	stable	and	tether	for	her,	I	should	think,	and
the	road	is	no	farther	out	than	in”;	and	with	that	he	began	to	toddle	home	with
his	cow.
But	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	of	the	way,	a	man	met	him	who	had	a	horse	to	sell,
so	Gudbrand	 thought	 “twas	better	 to	 have	 a	 horse	 than	 a	 cow,	 so	he	 swopped



with	the	man.	A	little	farther	on	he	met	a	man	walking	along	and	driving	a	fat
pig	 before	 him,	 and	 he	 thought	 it	 better	 to	 have	 a	 fat	 pig	 than	 a	 horse,	 so	 he
swopped	with	 the	man.	After	 that	 he	went	 a	 little	 farther,	 and	 a	man	met	 him
with	a	goat;	 so	he	 thought	 it	better	 to	have	a	goat	 than	a	pig,	and	he	swopped
with	the	man	that	owned	the	goat.	Then	he	went	on	a	good	bit	till	he	met	a	man
who	had	a	sheep,	and	he	swopped	with	him	too,	for	he	thought	it	always	better	to
have	 a	 sheep	 than	 a	 goat.	 After	 a	 while	 he	 met	 a	 man	 with	 a	 goose,	 and	 he
swopped	away	 the	 sheep	 for	 the	goose;	 and	when	he	had	walked	 a	 long,	 long
time,	he	met	a	man	with	a	cock,	and	he	swopped	with	him,	for	he	thought	in	this
wise,	“Tis	surely	better	 to	have	a	cock	than	a	goose.”	Then	he	went	on	till	 the
day	was	 far	 spent,	 and	he	began	 to	get	very	hungry,	 so	he	 sold	 the	cock	 for	a
shilling,	 and	 bought	 food	with	 the	money,	 for,	 thought	Gudbrand	 on	 the	Hill-
side,	“Tis	always	better	to	save	one’s	life	than	to	have	a	cock.”
After	that	he	went	on	home	till	he	reached	his	nearest	neighbour’s	house,	where
he	turned	in.
“Well”,	said	the	owner	of	the	house,	“how	did	things	go	with	you	in	town?”
“Rather	so-so”,	said	Gudbrand,	“I	can’t	praise	my	luck,	nor	do	I	blame	it	either”,
and	with	that	he	told	the	whole	story	from	first	to	last.
“Ah!”	said	his	friend,	“you’ll	get	nicely	called	over	the	coals,	that	one	can	see,
when	 you	 get	 home	 to	 your	wife.	Heaven	 help	 you,	 I	wouldn’t	 stand	 in	 your
shoes	for	something.”
“Well!”	said	Gudbrand	on	the	Hill-side,	“I	 think	things	might	have	gone	much
worse	with	me;	but	 now,	whether	 I	 have	done	wrong	or	not,	 I	 have	 so	kind	 a
goodwife,	she	never	has	a	word	to	say	against	anything	that	I	do.”
“Oh!”	answered	his	neighbour,	“I	hear	what	you	say,	but	I	don’t	believe	it	for	all
that.”
	

“Shall	we	lay	a	bet	upon	it?”	asked	Gudbrand	on	the	Hill-side.	“I	have	a	hundred
crowns	at	the	bottom	of	my	chest	at	home;	will	you	lay	as	many	against	them?”
Yes!	the	friend	was	ready	to	bet;	so	Gudbrand	stayed	there	till	evening,	when	it
began	to	get	dark,	and	then	they	went	together	to	his	house,	and	the	neighbour
was	to	stand	outside	the	door	and	listen,	while	the	man	went	in	to	see	his	wife.
“Good	evening!”	said	Gudbrand	on	the	Hill-side.
“Good	evening!”	said	the	goodwife.	“Oh!	is	that	you?	now	God	be	praised.”
Yes!	it	was	he.	So	the	wife	asked	how	things	had	gone	with	him	in	town?
“Oh!	only	so-so”,	answered	Gudbrand;	“not	much	to	brag	of.	When	I	got	to	the
town	there	was	no	one	who	would	buy	the	cow,	so	you	must	know	I	swopped	it



away	for	a	horse.”
“For	a	horse”,	said	his	wife;	“well	that	is	good	of	you;	thanks	with	all	my	heart.
We	are	so	well	to	do	that	we	may	drive	to	church,	just	as	well	as	other	people;
and	if	we	choose	to	keep	a	horse	we	have	a	right	to	get	one,	I	should	think.	So
run	out,	child,	and	put	up	the	horse.”
“Ah!”	said	Gudbrand,	“but	you	see	I’ve	not	got	the	horse	after	all;	for	when	I	got
a	bit	farther	on	the	road,	I	swopped	it	away	for	a	pig.”
“Think	of	that,	now!”	said	the	wife;	“you	did	just	as	I	should	have	done	myself;
a	 thousand	 thanks!	Now	 I	 can	 have	 a	 bit	 of	 bacon	 in	 the	 house	 to	 set	 before
people	when	 they	come	 to	see	me,	 that	 I	can.	What	do	we	want	with	a	horse?
People	would	only	say	we	had	got	so	proud	that	we	couldn’t	walk	to	church.	Go
out,	child,	and	put	up	the	pig	in	the	sty.”
“But	I’ve	not	got	the	pig	either”,	said	Gudbrand;	“for	when	I	got	a	little	farther
on,	I	swopped	it	away	for	a	milch	goat.”
“Bless	 us!”	 cried	 his	wife,	 “how	well	 you	manage	 everything!	Now	 I	 think	 it
over,	 what	 should	 I	 do	 with	 a	 pig?	 People	 would	 only	 point	 at	 us	 and	 say,
"Yonder	they	eat	up	all	 they	have	got."	No!	now	I	have	got	a	goat,	and	I	shall
have	milk	 and	 cheese,	 and	 keep	 the	 goat	 too.	 Run	 out,	 child,	 and	 put	 up	 the
goat.”
“Nay,	but	I	haven’t	got	the	goat	either”,	said	Gudbrand,	“for	a	little	farther	on	I
swopped	it	away,	and	got	a	fine	sheep	instead.”
“You	don’t	say	so!”	cried	his	wife;	“why,	you	do	everything	to	please	me,	just	as
if	I	had	been	with	you;	what	do	we	want	with	a	goat?	If	I	had	it	I	should	lose	half
my	 time	 in	climbing	up	 the	hills	 to	get	 it	down.	No!	 if	 I	have	a	 sheep,	 I	 shall
have	both	wool	and	clothing,	and	 fresh	meat	 in	 the	house.	Run	out,	child,	and
put	up	the	sheep.”
“But	I	haven’t	got	the	sheep	any	more	than	the	rest”,	said	Gudbrand;	“for	when	I
had	gone	a	bit	farther,	I	swopped	it	away	for	a	goose.”
“Thank	you!	 thank	you!	with	 all	my	heart”,	 cried	his	wife;	 “what	 should	 I	 do
with	a	sheep?	I	have	no	spinning-wheel,	nor	carding-comb,	nor	should	I	care	to
worry	myself	with	cutting,	and	shaping,	and	sewing	clothes.	We	can	buy	clothes
now,	as	we	have	always	done;	and	now	I	shall	have	roast	goose,	which	I	have
longed	for	so	often;	and,	besides,	down	to	stuff	my	little	pillow	with.	Run	out,
child,	and	put	up	the	goose.”
“Ah!”	said	Gudbrand,	“but	I	haven’t	the	goose	either;	for	when	I	had	gone	a	bit
farther	I	swopped	it	away	for	a	cock.”
“Dear	me!”	cried	his	wife,	“how	you	think	of	everything!	just	as	I	should	have
done	myself.	A	cock!	think	of	that!	why	it’s	as	good	as	an	eight-day	clock,	for



every	morning	 the	cock	crows	at	 four	o’clock,	and	we	shall	be	able	 to	stir	our
stumps	 in	 good	 time.	What	 should	we	do	with	 a	 goose?	 I	 don’t	 know	how	 to
cook	it;	and	as	for	my	pillow,	I	can	stuff	it	with	cotton-grass.	Run	out,	child,	and
put	up	the	cock.”
“But,	after	all,	I	haven’t	got	the	cock”,	said	Gudbrand;	“for	when	I	had	gone	a
bit	 farther,	 I	 got	 as	 hungry	 as	 a	 hunter,	 so	 I	was	 forced	 to	 sell	 the	 cock	 for	 a
shilling,	for	fear	I	should	starve.”
“Now,	God	be	praised	that	you	did	so!”	cried	his	wife;	“whatever	you	do,	you	do
it	always	just	after	my	own	heart.	What	should	we	do	with	the	cock?	We	are	our
own	masters,	I	should	think,	and	can	lie	a-bed	in	the	morning	as	long	as	we	like.
Heaven	be	thanked	that	I	have	got	you	safe	back	again;	you	who	do	everything
so	well	that	I	want	neither	cock	nor	goose;	neither	pigs	nor	kine.”
Then	Gudbrand	opened	the	door	and	said,	“Well,	what	do	you	say	now?	Have	I
won	the	hundred	crowns?”	and	his	neighbour	was	forced	to	allow	that	he	had.
	



WHY	THE	BEAR	IS	STUMPY-TAILED
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ONE	DAY	THE	BEAR	MET	THE	Fox,	who	came	slinking	along	with	a	string
of	fish	he	had	stolen.
“Whence	did	you	get	those	from?”	asked	the	Bear.
“Oh!	my	Lord	Bruin,	I’ve	been	out	fishing	and	caught	them”,	said	the	Fox.
So	the	Bear	had	a	mind	to	 learn	 to	fish	 too,	and	bade	the	Fox	tell	him	how	he
was	to	set	about	it.
“Oh!	 it’s	 an	 easy	 craft	 for	 you”,	 answered	 the	 Fox,	 “and	 soon	 learnt.	 You’ve
only	got	to	go	upon	the	ice,	and	cut	a	hole	and	stick	your	tail	down	into	it;	and	so
you	must	go	on	holding	it	there	as	long	as	you	can.	You’re	not	to	mind	if	your
tail	 smarts	 a	 little;	 that’s	when	 the	 fish	 bite.	 The	 longer	 you	 hold	 it	 there	 the
more	fish	you’ll	get;	and	then	all	at	once	out	with	it,	with	a	cross	pull	sideways,
and	with	a	strong	pull	too.”
Yes;	the	Bear	did	as	the	Fox	had	said,	and	held	his	tail	a	long,	long	time	down	in
the	hole,	till	it	was	fast	frozen	in.	Then	he	pulled	it	out	with	a	cross	pull,	and	it
snapped	short	off.	That’s	why	Bruin	goes	about	with	a	stumpy	tail	this	very	day.
	



NOT	A	PIN	TO	CHOOSE	BETWEEN	THEM
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man,	and	he	had	a	wife.	Now	this	couple
wanted	 to	sow	their	 fields,	but	 they	had	neither	seed-corn	nor	money	 to	buy	 it
with.	But	they	had	a	cow,	and	the	man	was	to	drive	it	into	town	and	sell	it,	to	get
money	to	buy	corn	for	seed.	But	when	it	came	to	the	pinch,	the	wife	dared	not	let
her	 husband	 start	 for	 fear	 he	 should	 spend	 the	money	 in	 drink,	 so	 she	 set	 off
herself	with	the	cow,	and	took	besides	a	hen	with	her.
Close	 by	 the	 town	 she	 met	 a	 butcher,	 who	 asked,	 “Will	 you	 sell	 that	 cow,
Goody?”
“Yes,	that	I	will”,	she	answered.
“Well,	what	do	you	want	for	her?”
“Oh!	I	must	have	five	shillings	for	 the	cow,	but	you	shall	have	the	hen	for	 ten
pounds.”
“Very	good!”	said	the	man;	“I	don’t	want	the	hen,	and	you’ll	soon	get	it	off	your
hands	in	the	town,	but	I’ll	give	you	five	shillings	for	the	cow.”
Well,	she	sold	her	cow	for	five	shillings,	but	there	was	no	one	in	the	town	who
would	give	ten	pounds	for	a	lean	tough	old	hen,	so	she	went	back	to	the	butcher,
and	said,	“Do	all	I	can,	I	can’t	get	rid	of	this	hen,	master!	you	must	take	it	too,	as
you	took	the	cow.”
“Well”,	said	 the	butcher,	“come	along	and	we’ll	see	about	 it.”	Then	he	 treated
her	 both	with	meat	 and	 drink,	 and	 gave	 her	 so	much	 brandy	 that	 she	 lost	 her
head,	and	didn’t	know	what	 she	was	about,	and	 fell	 fast	asleep.	But	while	 she
slept,	the	butcher	took	and	dipped	her	into	a	tar-barrel,	and	then	laid	her	down	on
a	heap	of	feathers;	and	when	she	woke	up,	she	was	feathered	all	over,	and	began
to	wonder	what	had	befallen	her.



“Is	it	me,	or	is	it	not	me?	No,	it	can	never	be	me;	it	must	be	some	great	strange
bird.	But	what	shall	I	do	to	find	out	whether	it	is	me	or	not.	Oh!	I	know	how	I
shall	be	able	to	tell	whether	it	is	me;	if	the	calves	come	and	lick	me,	and	our	dog
Tray	doesn’t	bark	at	me	when	I	get	home,	then	it	must	be	me,	and	no	one	else.”
Now,	Tray,	her	dog,	had	scarce	set	his	eyes	on	the	strange	monster	which	came
through	the	gate,	than	he	set	up	such	a	barking,	one	would	have	thought	all	the
rogues	and	robbers	in	the	world	were	in	the	yard.
“Ah,	deary	me”,	said	she,	“I	thought	so;	it	can’t	be	me	surely.”	So	she	went	to
the	straw-yard,	and	the	calves	wouldn’t	lick	her,	when	they	snuffed	in	the	strong
smell	 of	 tar.	 “No,	 no!”	 she	 said,	 “it	 can’t	 be	 me;	 it	 must	 be	 some	 strange
outlandish	bird.”
So	she	crept	up	on	the	roof	of	the	safe	and	began	to	flap	her	arms,	as	if	they	had
been	wings,	and	was	just	going	to	fly	off.
When	her	husband	saw	all	this,	out	he	came	with	his	rifle,	and	began	to	take	aim
at	her.
“Oh!”	cried	his	wife,	“don’t	shoot,	don’t	shoot!	it	is	only	me.”
“If	it’s	you”,	said	her	husband,	“don’t	stand	up	there	like	a	goat	on	a	house-top,
but	come	down	and	let	me	hear	what	you	have	to	say	for	yourself.”
So	she	crawled	down	again,	but	she	hadn’t	a	shilling	to	shew,	for	the	crown	she
had	got	 from	 the	 butcher	 she	 had	 thrown	 away	 in	 her	 drunkenness.	When	her
husband	 heard	 her	 story,	 he	 said,	 “You’re	 only	 twice	 as	 silly	 as	 you	 were
before”,	 and	 he	 got	 so	 angry	 that	 he	made	 up	 his	mind	 to	 go	 away	 from	 her
altogether,	and	never	to	come	back	till	he	had	found	three	other	Goodies	as	silly
as	his	own.
So	he	 toddled	off,	and	when	he	had	walked	a	 little	way	he	saw	a	Goody,	who
was	 running	 in	 and	out	 of	 a	 newly-built	wooden	 cottage	with	 an	 empty	 sieve,
and	every	time	she	ran	in,	she	threw	her	apron	over	the	sieve	just	as	if	she	had
something	in	it,	and	when	she	got	in	she	turned	it	upside	down	on	the	floor.
“Why,	Goody!”	he	asked,	“what	are	you	doing?”
“Oh”,	she	answered,	“I’m	only	carrying	in	a	little	sun;	but	I	don’t	know	how	it
is,	when	I’m	outside,	I	have	the	sun	in	my	sieve,	but	when	I	get	inside,	somehow
or	other	I’ve	thrown	it	away.	But	in	my	old	cottage	I	had	plenty	of	sun,	though	I
never	carried	in	the	least	bit.	I	only	wish	I	knew	someone	who	would	bring	the
sun	inside;	I’d	give	him	three	hundred	crowns	and	welcome.”
“Have	 you	 got	 an	 axe?”	 asked	 the	man.	 “If	 you	 have,	 I’ll	 soon	 bring	 the	 sun
inside.”
So	he	got	an	axe	and	cut	windows	in	the	cottage,	for	the	carpenters	had	forgotten
them;	then	the	sun	shone	in,	and	he	got	his	three	hundred	crowns.



“That	was	one	of	them”,	said	the	man	to	himself,	as	he	went	on	his	way.
After	a	while	he	passed	by	a	house,	out	of	which	came	an	awful	screaming	and
bellowing;	so	he	turned	in	and	saw	a	Goody,	who	was	hard	at	work	banging	her
husband	across	the	head	with	a	beetle,	and	over	his	head	she	had	drawn	a	shirt
without	any	slit	for	the	neck.
“Why,	Goody!”	he	asked,	“will	you	beat	your	husband	to	death?”
“No”,	 she	 said,	 “I	 only	 must	 have	 a	 hole	 in	 this	 shirt	 for	 his	 neck	 to	 come
through.”
All	the	while	the	husband	kept	on	screaming	and	calling	out:
“Heaven	help	and	comfort	all	who	try	on	new	shirts.	If	anyone	would	teach	my
Goody	another	way	of	making	a	slit	for	the	neck	in	my	new	shirts,	I’d	give	him
three	hundred	crowns	down	and	welcome.”
“I’ll	do	it	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye”,	said	the	man,	“if	you’ll	only	give	me	a	pair
of	scissors.”
So	he	got	a	pair	of	scissors,	and	snipped	a	hole	in	the	neck,	and	went	off	with	his
three	hundred	crowns.
“That	was	another	of	them”,	he	said	to	himself,	as	he	walked	along.
Last	of	all,	he	came	to	a	farm,	where	he	made	up	his	mind	to	rest	a	bit.	So	when
he	went	in,	the	mistress	asked	him,	“Whence	do	you	come,	master?”
“Oh!”	said	he,	“I	come	from	Paradise	Place”,	for	that	was	the	name	of	his	farm.
“From	Paradise	Place!”	she	cried,	“you	don’t	say	so!	Why,	then,	you	must	know
my	second	husband	Peter,	who	is	dead	and	gone,	God	rest	his	soul.”
For	you	must	know	this	Goody	had	been	married	three	times,	and	as	her	first	and
last	husbands	had	been	bad,	she	had	made	up	her	mind	that	the	second	only	was
gone	to	heaven.
“Oh	yes”,	said	the	man;	“I	know	him	very	well.”
“Well”,	asked	the	Goody,	“how	do	things	go	with	him,	poor	dear	soul?”
“Only	middling”,	was	the	answer;	“he	goes	about	begging	from	house	to	house,
and	has	neither	food	nor	a	rag	to	his	back.	As	for	money,	he	hasn’t	a	sixpence	to
bless	himself	with.”
“Mercy	on	me”,	cried	out	the	Goody;	“he	never	ought	to	go	about	such	a	figure
when	 he	 left	 so	much	 behind	 him.	Why,	 there’s	 a	whole	 cupboard	 full	 of	 old
clothes	 up-stairs	 which	 belonged	 to	 him,	 besides	 a	 great	 chest	 full	 of	 money
yonder.	Now,	if	you	will	take	them	with	you,	you	shall	have	a	horse	and	cart	to
carry	them.	As	for	the	horse,	he	can	keep	it,	and	sit	on	the	cart,	and	drive	about
from	house	to	house,	and	then	he	needn’t	trudge	on	foot.”



So	the	man	got	a	whole	cart-load	of	clothes,	and	a	chest	full	of	shining	crowns,
and	as	much	meat	and	drink	as	he	would;	and	when	he	had	got	all	he	wanted,	he
jumped	into	the	cart	and	drove	off.
“That	was	 the	 third”,	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 as	 he	went	 along.	Now	 this	Goody’s
third	 husband	 was	 a	 little	 way	 off	 in	 a	 field	 ploughing,	 and	 when	 he	 saw	 a
strange	man	driving	off	from	the	farm	with	his	horse	and	cart,	he	went	home	and
asked	his	wife	who	that	was	that	had	just	started	with	the	black	horse.
“Oh,	do	you	mean	him?”	said	the	Goody;	“why,	that	was	a	man	from	Paradise,
who	said	that	Peter,	my	dear	second	husband,	who	is	dead	and	gone,	is	in	a	sad
plight,	and	that	he	goes	from	house	to	house	begging,	and	has	neither	clothes	nor
money;	 so	 I	 just	 sent	him	all	 those	old	clothes	he	 left	behind	him,	and	 the	old
money	box	with	the	crowns	in	it.”	The	man	saw	how	the	land	lay	in	a	trice,	so	he
saddled	his	horse	and	rode	off	from	the	farm	at	full	gallop.	It	wasn’t	long	before
he	was	close	behind	the	man	who	sat	and	drove	the	cart;	but	when	the	latter	saw
this	he	drove	the	cart	into	a	thicket	by	the	side	of	the	road,	pulled	out	a	handful
of	hair	from	the	horse’s	tail,	jumped	up	on	a	little	rise	in	the	wood,	where	he	tied
the	hair	fast	to	a	birch,	and	then	lay	down	under	it,	and	began	to	peer	and	stare
up	at	the	sky.
“Well,	well,	if	I	ever!”	he	said,	as	Peter	the	third	came	riding	up.
“No!	I	never	saw	the	like	of	this	in	all	my	born	days!”
Then	Peter	 stood	and	 looked	at	him	for	 some	 time,	wondering	what	had	come
over	him;	but	at	last	he	asked,	“What	do	you	lie	there	staring	at?”
“No”,	kept	on	the	man,	“I	never	did	see	anything	like	it!	-	here	is	a	man	going
straight	 up	 to	 heaven	 on	 a	 black	 horse,	 and	 here	 you	 see	 his	 horse’s	 tail	 still
hanging	in	this	birch;	and	yonder	up	in	the	sky	you	see	the	black	horse.”
Peter	looked	first	at	the	man,	and	then	at	the	sky,	and	said,
“I	see	nothing	but	the	horse	hair	in	the	birch;	that’s	all	I	see!”
“Of	 course	 you	 can’t	where	 you	 stand”,	 said	 the	man;	 “but	 just	 come	 and	 lie
down	here,	and	stare	straight	up,	and	mind	you	don’t	take	your	eyes	off	the	sky;
and	then	you	shall	see	what	you	shall	see.”
But	while	 Peter	 the	 third	 lay	 and	 stared	 up	 at	 the	 sky	 till	 his	 eyes	 filled	with
tears,	 the	man	 from	Paradise	Place	 took	his	horse	and	 jumped	on	 its	back	and
rode	off	both	with	it	and	the	cart	and	horse.
When	the	hoofs	thundered	along	the	road,	Peter	the	third	jumped	up;	but	he	was
so	taken	aback	when	he	found	the	man	had	gone	off	with	his	horse	that	he	hadn’t
the	sense	to	run	after	him	till	it	was	too	late.
He	was	rather	down	in	the	mouth	when	he	got	home	to	his	Goody;	but	when	she
asked	him	what	he	had	done	with	the	horse,	he	said,	“I	gave	it	to	the	man	too	for



Peter	 the	 second,	 for	 I	 thought	 it	 wasn’t	 right	 he	 should	 sit	 in	 a	 cart,	 and
scramble	about	from	house	to	house;	so	now	he	can	sell	the	cart	and	buy	himself
a	coach	to	drive	about	in.”
“Thank	you	heartily!”	said	his	wife;	“I	never	thought	you	could	be	so	kind.”
Well,	when	the	man	reached	home,	who	had	got	the	six	hundred	crowns	and	the
cart-load	 of	 clothes	 and	money,	 he	 saw	 that	 all	 his	 fields	 were	 ploughed	 and
sown,	and	the	first	thing	he	asked	his	wife	was,	where	she	had	got	the	seed-corn
from.
“Oh”,	she	said,	“I	have	always	heard	 that	what	a	man	sows	he	shall	 reap,	so	 I
sowed	the	salt	which	our	friends	the	north-country	men	laid	up	here	with	us,	and
if	we	only	have	rain	I	fancy	it	will	come	up	nicely.”
“Silly	you	are”,	said	her	husband,	“and	silly	you	will	be	so	long	as	you	live;	but
that	is	all	one	now,	for	the	rest	are	not	a	bit	wiser	than	you.	There	is	not	a	pin	to
choose	between	you.”
	



THE	THREE	AUNTS
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	man	who	lived	in	a	hut	far	away	in	the
wood,	 and	got	 his	 living	by	 shooting.	He	had	 an	only	daughter	who	was	very
pretty,	and	as	she	had	lost	her	mother	when	she	was	a	child,	and	was	now	half
grown	up,	she	said	she	would	go	out	into	the	world	and	earn	her	bread.
“Well,	 lassie!”	 said	 the	 father,	 “true	 enough	 you	 have	 learnt	 nothing	 here	 but
how	 to	 pluck	 birds	 and	 roast	 them,	 but	 still	 you	may	 as	well	 try	 to	 earn	 your
bread.”
So	 the	girl	went	off	 to	seek	a	place,	and	when	she	had	gone	a	 little	while,	she
came	to	a	palace.	There	she	stayed	and	got	a	place,	and	the	queen	liked	her	so
well,	that	all	the	other	maids	got	envious	of	her.	So	they	made	up	their	minds	to
tell	 the	queen	how	the	lassie	said	she	was	good	to	spin	a	pound	of	flax	in	four
and	 twenty	 hours,	 for	 you	 must	 know	 the	 queen	 was	 a	 great	 housewife,	 and
thought	much	of	good	work.
“Have	you	said	this?	then	you	shall	do	it”,	said	the	queen;	“but	you	may	have	a
little	longer	time	if	you	choose.”
Now,	the	poor	lassie	dared	not	say	she	had	never	spun	in	all	her	life,	but	she	only
begged	 for	 a	 room	 to	 herself.	 That	 she	 got,	 and	 the	 wheel	 and	 the	 flax	 were
brought	 up	 to	 her.	There	 she	 sat	 sad	 and	weeping,	 and	 knew	not	 how	 to	 help
herself.	She	pulled	the	wheel	this	way	and	that,	and	twisted	and	turned	it	about,
but	she	made	a	poor	hand	of	it,	for	she	had	never	even	seen	a	spinning-wheel	in
her	life.
But	all	at	once,	as	she	sat	there,	in	came	an	old	woman	to	her.
“What	ails	you,	child?”	she	said.
“Ah!”	said	the	lassie,	with	a	deep	sigh,	“it’s	no	good	to	tell	you,	for	you’ll	never
be	able	to	help	me.”



“Who	knows?”	said	the	old	wife.	“May	be	I	know	how	to	help	you	after	all.”
Well,	thought	the	lassie	to	herself,	I	may	as	well	tell	her,	and	so	she	told	her	how
her	fellow-servants	had	given	out	 that	she	was	good	to	spin	a	pound	of	flax	in
four	and	twenty	hours.
“And	here	am	I,	wretch	 that	 I	am,	shut	up	 to	spin	all	 that	heap	 in	a	day	and	a
night,	when	I	have	never	even	seen	a	spinning-wheel	in	all	my	born	days.”
“Well,	never	mind,	child”,	 said	 the	old	woman.	“If	you’ll	call	me	Aunt	on	 the
happiest	day	of	your	life,	I’ll	spin	this	flax	for	you,	and	so	you	may	just	go	away
and	lie	down	to	sleep.”
Yes,	the	lassie	was	willing	enough,	and	off	she	went	and	lay	down	to	sleep.
Next	morning	when	she	awoke,	there	lay	all	the	flax	spun	on	the	table,	and	that
so	clean	and	 fine,	no	one	had	ever	 seen	such	even	and	pretty	yarn.	The	queen
was	very	glad	to	get	such	nice	yarn,	and	she	set	greater	store	by	the	lassie	than
ever.	But	the	rest	were	still	more	envious,	and	agreed	to	tell	the	queen	how	the
lassie	had	said	she	was	good	to	weave	the	yarn	she	had	spun	in	four	and	twenty
hours.	 So	 the	 queen	 said	 again,	 as	 she	 had	 said	 it	 she	 must	 do	 it;	 but	 if	 she
couldn’t	quite	finish	it	in	four	and	twenty	hours,	she	wouldn’t	be	too	hard	upon
her,	 she	might	have	a	 little	more	 time.	This	 time,	 too,	 the	 lassie	dared	not	 say
No,	 but	 begged	 for	 a	 room	 to	 herself,	 and	 then	 she	 would	 try.	 There	 she	 sat
again,	sobbing	and	crying,	and	not	knowing	which	way	to	turn,	when	another	old
woman	came	in	and	asked:
“What	ails	you,	child?”
At	 first	 the	 lassie	wouldn’t	 say,	but	 at	 last	 she	 told	her	 the	whole	 story	of	her
grief.
“Well,	 well!”	 said	 the	 old	 wife,	 “never	 mind.	 If	 you’ll	 call	 me	 Aunt	 on	 the
happiest	day	of	your	 life,	 I’ll	weave	 this	yarn	for	you,	and	so	you	may	 just	be
off,	and	lie	down	to	sleep.”
Yes,	 the	 lassie	was	willing	 enough;	 so	 she	went	 away	 and	 lay	 down	 to	 sleep.
When	she	awoke,	 there	 lay	 the	piece	of	 linen	on	 the	 table,	woven	so	neat	 and
close,	no	woof	could	be	better.	So	the	lassie	took	the	piece	and	ran	down	to	the
queen,	who	was	very	glad	to	get	such	beautiful	linen,	and	set	greater	store	than
ever	by	the	lassie.	But	as	for	the	others,	they	grew	still	more	bitter	against	her,
and	thought	of	nothing	but	how	to	find	out	something	to	tell	about	her.
At	last	they	told	the	queen	the	lassie	had	said	she	was	good	to	make	up	the	piece
of	 linen	 into	shirts	 in	 four	and	 twenty	hours.	Well,	all	happened	as	before;	 the
lassie	 dared	not	 say	 she	 couldn’t	 sew;	 so	 she	was	 shut	 up	 again	 in	 a	 room	by
herself,	and	there	she	sat	in	tears	and	grief.	But	then	another	old	wife	came,	who
said	she	would	sew	the	shirts	for	her	if	she	would	call	her	Aunt	on	the	happiest
day	of	her	life.	The	lassie	was	only	too	glad	to	do	this,	and	then	she	did	as	the



old	wife	told	her,	and	went	and	lay	down	to	sleep.
Next	morning	when	she	woke	she	found	the	piece	of	linen	made	up	into	shirts,
which	 lay	on	 the	 table	 -	and	such	beautiful	work	no	one	had	ever	set	eyes	on;
and	more	than	that,	the	shirts	were	all	marked	and	ready	for	wear.	So,	when	the
queen	saw	the	work,	she	was	so	glad	at	the	way	in	which	it	was	sewn,	that	she
clapped	her	hands,	and	said,	“Such	sewing	I	never	had,	nor	even	saw	in	all	my
born	days”;	and	after	that	she	was	as	fond	of	the	lassie	as	of	her	own	children;
and	she	said	to	her,	“Now,	if	you	like	to	have	the	Prince	for	your	husband,	you
shall	have	him;	for	you	will	never	need	to	hire	work-women.	You	can	sew,	and
spin,	and	weave	all	yourself.”
So	 as	 the	 lassie	was	 pretty,	 and	 the	Prince	was	glad	 to	 have	her,	 the	wedding
soon	came	on.	But	just	as	the	Prince	was	going	to	sit	down	with	the	bride	to	the
bridal	feast,	in	came	an	ugly	old	hag	with	a	long	nose	-	I’m	sure	it	was	three	ells
long.
So	up	got	the	bride	and	made	a	curtsey,	and	said,	“Good-day,	Auntie.”
“That	Auntie	to	my	bride?”	said	the	Prince.
“Yes,	she	was!”
“Well,	 then,	she’d	better	sit	down	with	us	to	the	feast”,	said	the	Prince;	but,	 to
tell	you	 the	 truth,	both	he	and	 the	 rest	 thought	she	was	a	 loathsome	woman	 to
have	next	you.
But	 just	 then	 in	 came	 another	 ugly	 old	 hag.	 She	 had	 a	 back	 so	 humped	 and
broad,	she	had	hard	work	to	get	through	the	door.	Up	jumped	the	bride	in	a	trice,
and	greeted	her	with	“Good-day,	Auntie!”
And	the	Prince	asked	again	if	that	were	his	bride’s	aunt.	They	both	said	Yes;	so
the	Prince	said,	if	that	were	so,	she	too	had	better	sit	down	with	them	to	the	feast.
But	they	had	scarce	taken	their	seats	before	another	ugly	old	hag	came	in,	with
eyes	as	large	as	saucers,	and	so	red	and	bleared,	“twas	gruesome	to	look	at	her.
But	up	jumped	the	bride	again,	with	her	“Good-day,	Auntie”,	and	her,	 too,	 the
Prince	 asked	 to	 sit	 down;	 but	 I	 can’t	 say	 he	was	 very	 glad,	 for	 he	 thought	 to
himself:	 “Heaven	 shield	me	 from	such	Aunties	 as	my	bride	has!”	So	when	he
had	sat	awhile,	he	could	not	keep	his	thoughts	to	himself	any	longer,	but	asked,
	

“But	how,	in	all	the	world,	can	my	bride,	who	is	such	a	lovely	lassie,	have	such
loathsome,	misshapen	Aunts?”
“I’ll	soon	tell	you	how	it	 is”,	said	the	first.	“I	was	just	as	good-looking	when	I
was	her	age;	but	the	reason	I’ve	got	this	long	nose	is	because	I	was	always	kept
sitting,	and	poking	and	nodding	over	my	spinning,	and	so	my	nose	got	stretched
until	it	got	as	long	as	you	now	see	it.”



“And	 I”,	 said	 the	 second,	 “ever	 since	 I	 was	 young,	 I	 have	 sat	 and	 scuttled
backwards	and	forwards	over	my	loom,	and	that’s	how	my	back	has	got	so	broad
and	humped	as	you	now	see	it.”
“And	I”,	said	the	third,	“ever	since	I	was	little,	I	have	sat,	and	stared,	and	sewn,
and	sewn	and	stared,	night	and	day;	and	 that’s	why	my	eyes	have	got	 so	ugly
and	red,	and	now	there’s	no	help	for	them.”
“So!	so!	‘said	the	Prince,	“twas	lucky	I	came	to	know	this;	for	if	folk	can	get	so
ugly	and	loathsome	by	all	this,	then	my	bride	shall	neither	spin,	nor	weave,	nor
sew	all	her	life	long.”
	



RICH	PETER	THE	PEDLAR
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ONCE	 ON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	WAS	 a	 man	 whom	 they	 called	 Rich	 Peter	 the
Pedlar,	because	he	used	to	travel	about	with	a	pack,	and	got	so	much	money,	that
he	became	quite	rich.	This	Rich	Peter	had	a	daughter,	whom	he	held	so	dear	that
all	who	came	to	woo	her,	were	sent	about	 their	business,	 for	no	one	was	good
enough	for	her,	he	thought.	Well,	this	went	on	and	on,	and	at	last	no	one	came	to
woo	her,	and	as	years	rolled	on,	Peter	began	to	be	afraid	that	she	would	die	an
old	maid.
“I	wonder	now”,	he	 said	 to	his	wife,	 “why	suitors	no	 longer	come	 to	woo	our
lass,	who	is	so	rich.	“Twould	be	odd	if	nobody	cared	to	have	her,	for	money	she
has,	and	more	she	shall	have.	I	think	I’d	better	just	go	off	to	the	Stargazers,	and
ask	them	whom	she	shall	have,	for	not	a	soul	comes	to	us	now.”
“But	how”,	asked	the	wife,	“can	the	Stargazers	answer	that?”
“Can’t	they?”	said	Peter;	“why!	they	read	all	things	in	the	stars.”
So	 he	 took	with	 him	 a	 great	 bag	 of	money,	 and	 set	 off	 to	 the	Stargazers,	 and
asked	 them	 to	be	 so	good	as	 to	 look	at	 the	 stars,	 and	 tell	him	 the	husband	his
daughter	was	to	have.	Well!	the	Stargazers	looked	and	looked,	but	they	said	they
could	see	nothing	about	it.	But	Peter	begged	them	to	look	better,	and	to	tell	him
the	truth;	he	would	pay	them	well	for	it.	So	the	Stargazers	looked	better,	and	at
last	 they	said	 that	his	daughter’s	husband	was	 to	be	 the	miller’s	 son,	who	was
only	just	born,	down	at	the	mill	below	Rich	Peter’s	house.	Then	Peter	gave	the
Stargazers	a	hundred	crowns,	and	went	home	with	the	answer	he	had	got.	Now,
he	thought	 it	 too	good	a	 joke	that	his	daughter	should	wed	one	so	newly	born,
and	of	such	poor	estate.	He	said	 this	 to	his	wife,	and	added,	“I	wonder	now	if
they	would	sell	me	the	boy;	then	I’d	soon	put	him	out	of	the	way?”
“I	daresay	they	would”,	said	his	wife;	“you	know	they’re	very	poor.”



So	Peter	went	down	to	the	mill,	and	asked	the	miller’s	wife	whether	she	would
sell	him	her	son;	she	should	get	a	heap	of	money	for	him?
“No!”	that	she	wouldn’t.
“Well!”	said	Peter,	“I’m	sure	I	can’t	see	why	you	shouldn’t;	you’ve	hard	work
enough	as	it	is	to	keep	hunger	out	of	the	house,	and	the	boy	won’t	make	it	easier,
I	think.”
But	the	mother	was	so	proud	of	the	boy,	she	couldn’t	part	with	him.	So	when	the
miller	came	home,	Peter	said	the	same	thing	to	him,	and	gave	his	word	to	pay	six
hundred	crowns	for	 the	boy,	so	 that	 they	might	buy	themselves	a	farm	of	 their
own,	and	not	have	to	grind	other	folks”	corn,	and	to	starve	when	they	ran	short
of	water.	The	miller	thought	it	was	a	good	bargain,	and	he	talked	over	his	wife;
and	the	end	was,	that	Rich	Peter	got	the	boy.	The	mother	cried	and	sobbed,	but
Peter	comforted	her	by	saying	the	boy	should	be	well	cared	for;	only	they	had	to
promise	never	 to	 ask	 after	 him,	 for	 he	 said	he	meant	 to	 send	him	 far	 away	 to
other	lands,	so	that	he	might	learn	foreign	tongues.
So	when	Peter	the	Pedlar	got	home	with	the	boy,	he	sent	for	a	carpenter,	and	had
a	little	chest	made,	which	was	so	tidy	and	neat,	“twas	a	joy	to	see.	This	he	made
water-tight	with	pitch,	put	the	miller’s	boy	into	it,	locked	it	up,	and	threw	it	into
the	river,	where	the	stream	carried	it	away.
“Now,	I’m	rid	of	him”,	thought	Peter	the	Pedlar.
But	when	 the	 chest	 had	 floated	 ever	 so	 far	 down	 the	 stream,	 it	 came	 into	 the
mill-head	of	 another	mill,	 and	 ran	down	and	hampered	 the	 shaft	of	 the	wheel,
and	stopped	it.	Out	came	the	miller	to	see	what	stopped	the	mill,	found	the	chest
and	took	it	up.	So	when	he	came	home	to	dinner	to	his	wife,	he	said,	“I	wonder
now	whatever	there	can	be	inside	this	chest	which	came	floating	down	the	mill-
head,	and	stopped	our	mill	to-day?”
“That	we’ll	soon	know”,	said	his	wife;	‘see,	there’s	the	key	in	the	lock,	just	turn
it.”
So	they	turned	the	key	and	opened	the	chest,	and	lo!	there	lay	the	prettiest	child
you	ever	set	eyes	on.	So	they	were	both	glad,	and	were	ready	to	keep	the	child,
for	they	had	no	children	of	their	own,	and	were	so	old,	they	could	now	hope	for
none.
Now,	after	 a	 little	while,	Peter	 the	Pedlar	began	 to	wonder	how	 it	was	no	one
came	 to	 woo	 his	 daughter,	 who	 was	 so	 rich	 in	 land,	 and	 had	 so	much	 ready
money.	 At	 last,	 when	 no	 one	 came,	 off	 he	 went	 again	 to	 the	 Stargazers,	 and
offered	them	a	heap	of	money	if	they	could	tell	him	whom	his	daughter	was	to
have	for	a	husband.
“Why!	 we	 have	 told	 you	 already,	 that	 she	 is	 to	 have	 the	 miller’s	 son	 down
yonder”,	said	the	Stargazers.



“All	very	true,	I	daresay”,	said	Peter	the	Pedlar;	“but	it	so	happens	he’s	dead;	but
if	you	can	 tell	me	whom	she’s	 to	have,	 I’ll	give	you	two	hundred	crowns,	and
welcome.”	So	the	Stargazers	looked	at	the	stars	again,	but	they	got	quite	cross,
and	said,	“We	told	you	before,	and	we	tell	you	now,	she	is	to	have	the	miller’s
son,	whom	you	 threw	 into	 the	 river,	 and	wished	 to	make	 an	 end	 of;	 for	 he	 is
alive,	safe	and	sound,	in	such	and	such	a	mill,	far	down	the	stream.”
So	Peter	 the	Pedlar	gave	 them	 two	hundred	crowns	 for	 this	news,	and	 thought
how	he	could	best	be	rid	of	 the	miller’s	son.	The	first	 thing	Peter	did	when	he
got	home,	was	to	set	off	for	the	mill.	By	that	time	the	boy	was	so	big	that	he	had
been	confirmed,	and	went	about	the	mill	and	helped	the	miller.	Such	a	pretty	boy
you	never	saw.
“Can’t	you	spare	me	that	lad	yonder?”	said	Peter	the	Pedlar	to	the	miller.
“No!	that	I	can’t”,	he	answered;	“I’ve	brought	him	up	as	my	own	son,	and	he	has
turned	out	so	well,	that	now	he’s	a	great	help	and	aid	to	me	in	the	mill,	for	I’m
getting	old	and	past	work.”
“It’s	just	the	same	with	me”,	said	Peter	the	Pedlar;	“that’s	why	I’d	like	to	have
someone	to	learn	my	trade.	Now,	if	you’ll	give	him	up	to	me,	I’ll	give	you	six
hundred	 crowns,	 and	 then	you	 can	buy	yourself	 a	 farm,	 and	 live	 in	peace	 and
quiet	the	rest	of	your	days.”
Yes!	when	the	miller	heard	that,	he	let	Peter	the	Pedlar	have	the	lad.
Then	the	two	travelled	about	far	and	wide,	with	their	packs	and	wares,	till	they
came	 to	 an	 inn,	 which	 lay	 by	 the	 edge	 of	 a	 great	 wood.	 From	 this	 Peter	 the
Pedlar	sent	the	lad	home	with	a	letter	to	his	wife,	for	the	way	was	not	so	long	if
you	 took	 the	short	cut	across	 the	wood,	and	 told	him	 to	 tell	her	 she	was	 to	be
sure	 and	do	what	was	written	 in	 the	 letter	 as	quickly	 as	 she	 could.	But	 it	was
written	in	the	letter,	that	she	was	to	have	a	great	pile	made	there	and	then,	fire	it,
and	cast	the	miller’s	son	into	it.	If	she	didn’t	do	that,	he’d	burn	her	alive	himself
when	he	came	back.	So	the	lad	set	off	with	the	letter	across	the	wood,	and	when
evening	came	on	he	 reached	a	house	 far,	 far	away	 in	 the	wood,	 into	which	he
went;	but	inside	he	found	no	one.	In	one	of	the	rooms	was	a	bed	ready-made,	so
he	 threw	himself	across	 it	and	fell	asleep.	The	 letter	he	had	stuck	 into	his	hat-
band,	and	the	hat	he	pulled	over	his	face.	So	when	the	robbers	came	back	-	for	in
that	 house	 twelve	 robbers	 had	 their	 abode	 -	 and	 saw	 the	 lad	 lying	on	 the	bed,
they	began	to	wonder	who	he	could	be,	and	one	of	them	took	the	letter	and	broke
it	open,	and	read	it.
“Ho!	ho!”	said	he;	“this	comes	from	Peter	 the	Pedlar,	does	 it?	Now	we’ll	play
him	a	 trick.	 It	would	be	a	pity	 if	 the	old	niggard	made	an	end	of	such	a	pretty
lad.”
So	 the	 robbers	wrote	 another	 letter	 to	 Peter	 the	 Pedlar’s	wife,	 and	 fastened	 it



under	his	hat-band	while	he	slept;	and	in	that	they	wrote,	that	as	soon	as	ever	she
got	it	she	was	to	make	a	wedding	for	her	daughter	and	the	miller’s	boy,	and	give
them	horses	and	cattle,	and	household	stuff,	and	set	 them	up	for	 themselves	 in
the	farm	which	he	had	under	 the	hill;	and	if	he	didn’t	find	all	 this	done	by	the
time	he	came	back,	she’d	smart	for	it	-	that	was	all.
Next	day	the	robbers	let	the	lad	go,	and	when	he	came	home	and	delivered	the
letter,	he	said	he	was	to	greet	her	kindly	from	Peter	 the	Pedlar,	and	to	say	that
she	was	to	carry	out	what	was	written	in	the	letter	as	soon	as	ever	she	could.
“You	must	 have	 behaved	 very	well	 then”,	 said	 Peter,	 the	 Pedlar’s	wife	 to	 the
miller’s	boy,	“if	he	can	write	so	about	you	now,	for	when	you	set	off,	he	was	so
mad	against	you,	he	didn’t	know	how	to	put	you	out	of	the	way.”	So	she	married
them	on	 the	 spot,	 and	set	 them	up	 for	 themselves,	with	horses,	 and	cattle,	 and
household	stuff,	in	the	farm	up	under	the	hill.
No	long	time	after	Peter	the	Pedlar	came	home,	and	the	first	thing	he	asked	was,
if	she	had	done	what	he	had	written	in	his	letter.
“Aye!	aye!”	she	said,	“I	thought	it	rather	odd,	but	I	dared	not	do	anything	else”;
and	so	Peter	asked	where	his	daughter	was.
“Why,	you	know	well	enough	where	she	is”,	said	his	wife.	“Where	should	she
be	but	up	at	the	farm	under	the	hill,	as	you	wrote	in	the	letter.”
So	when	 Peter	 the	 Pedlar	 came	 to	 hear	 the	whole	 story,	 and	 came	 to	 see	 the
letter,	he	got	so	angry	he	was	ready	to	burst	with	rage,	and	off	he	ran	up	to	the
farm	to	the	young	couple.
“It’s	 all	 very	well,	my	 son,	 to	 say	 you	 have	 got	my	 daughter”,	 he	 said	 to	 the
miller’s	 lad;	 “but	 if	 you	 wish	 to	 keep	 her,	 you	 must	 go	 to	 the	 Dragon	 of
Deepferry,	and	get	me	three	feathers	out	of	his	tail;	for	he	who	has	them	may	get
anything	he	chooses.”
“But	where	shall	I	find	him?”	said	his	son-in-law.
“I’m	sure	I	can’t	tell”,	said	Peter	the	Pedlar;	“that’s	your	look-	out,	not	mine.”
So	the	lad	set	off	with	a	stout	heart,	and	after	he	had	walked	some	way,	he	came
to	a	king’s	palace.
“Here	 I’ll	 just	 step	 in	 and	 ask”,	 he	 said	 to	 himself;	 “for	 such	 great	 folk	 know
more	about	the	world	than	others,	and	perhaps	I	may	here	learn	the	way	to	the
Dragon.”
Then	the	King	asked	him	whence	he	came,	and	where	he	was	going?
“Oh!”	said	the	lad,	“I’m	going	to	the	Dragon	of	Deepferry	to	pluck	three	feathers
out	of	his	tail,	if	I	only	knew	where	to	find	him.”
“You	must	take	luck	with	you,	then”,	said	the	King,	“for	I	never	heard	of	anyone



who	came	back	from	that	search.	But	if	you	find	him,	just	ask	him	from	me	why
I	can’t	get	clear	water	in	my	well;	for	I’ve	dug	it	out	time	after	time,	and	still	I
can’t	get	a	drop	of	clear	water.”
“Yes,	I’ll	be	sure	to	ask	him”,	said	the	lad.	So	he	lived	on	the	fat	of	the	land	at
the	palace,	and	got	money	and	food	when	he	left	it.
At	even	he	came	to	another	king’s	palace;	and	when	he	went	into	the	kitchen,	the
King	came	out	of	the	parlour,	and	asked	whence	he	came,	and	on	what	errand	he
was	bound?
“Oh!”	said	the	lad,	“I’m	going	to	the	Dragon	of	Deepferry	to	pluck	three	feathers
out	of	his	tail.”
“Then	you	must	take	luck	with	you”,	said	the	King,	“for	I	never	yet	heard	that
any	one	came	back	who	went	to	look	for	him.	But	if	you	find	him,	be	so	good	as
to	ask	him	from	me	where	my	daughter	is,	who	has	been	lost	so	many	years.	I
have	hunted	for	her,	and	had	her	name	given	out	in	every	church	in	the	country,
but	no	one	can	tell	me	anything	about	her.”
“Yes,	I’ll	mind	and	do	that”,	said	the	lad;	and	in	that	palace	too	he	lived	on	the
best,	and	when	he	went	away	he	got	both	money	and	food.
So	when	evening	drew	on	again	he	came	at	 last	 to	another	king’s	palace.	Here
who	should	come	out	into	the	kitchen	but	the	Queen,	and	she	asked	him	whence
he	came,	and	on	what	errand	he	was	bound?
“I’m	going	 to	 the	Dragon	of	Deepferry	 to	pluck	 three	 feathers	out	of	his	 tail”,
said	the	lad.
“Then	you’d	better	take	a	good	piece	of	luck	with	you”,	said	the	Queen,	“for	I
never	heard	of	any	one	 that	came	back	 from	him.	But	 if	you	 find	him,	 just	be
good	enough	to	ask	him	from	me	where	I	shall	find	my	gold	keys	which	I	have
lost.”
“Yes!	I’ll	be	sure	to	ask	him”,	said	the	lad.
Well!	when	he	left	the	palace	he	came	to	a	great	broad	river;	and	while	he	stood
there	and	wondered	whether	he	should	cross	it,	or	go	down	along	the	bank,	an
old	hunchbacked	man	came	up,	and	asked	where	he	was	going?
“Oh,	I’m	going	 to	 the	Dragon	of	Deepferry,	 if	 I	could	only	find	anyone	 to	 tell
where	I	can	find	him.”
“I	can	tell	you	that”,	said	the	man;	“for	here	I	go	backwards	and	forwards,	and
carry	those	over	who	are	going	to	see	him.	He	lives	just	across,	and	when	you
climb	the	hill	you’ll	see	his	castle;	but	mind,	if	you	come	to	talk	with	him,	to	ask
him	from	me	how	long	I’m	to	stop	here	and	carry	folk	over.”
“I’ll	be	sure	to	ask	him”,	said	the	lad.



So	the	man	 took	him	on	his	back	and	carried	him	over	 the	river;	and	when	he
climbed	the	hill,	he	saw	the	castle,	and	went	in.
He	 found	 there	 a	 Princess	who	 lived	with	 the	Dragon	 all	 alone;	 and	 she	 said,
“But,	 dear	 friend,	 how	can	Christian	 folk	dare	 to	 come	here?	None	have	been
here	since	I	came,	and	you’d	best	be	off	as	 fast	as	you	can;	 for	as	soon	as	 the
Dragon	 comes	 home,	 he’ll	 smell	 you	 out,	 and	 gobble	 you	 up	 in	 a	 trice,	 and
that’ll	make	me	so	unhappy.”
“Nay!	 nay!”	 said	 the	 lad;	 “I	 can’t	 go	 before	 I’ve	 got	 three	 feathers	 out	 of	 his
tail.”
“You’ll	never	get	them”,	said,	the	Princess;	“you’d	best	be	off.”
But	the	lad	wouldn’t	go;	he	would	wait	for	the	Dragon,	and	get	the	feathers,	and
an	answer	to	all	his	questions.
“Well,	 since	 you’re	 so	 steadfast	 I’ll	 see	what	 I	 can	 do	 to	 help	 you”,	 said	 the
Princess;	“just	try	to	lift	that	sword	that	hangs	on	the	wall	yonder.”
No;	the	lad	could	not	even	stir	it.
“I	thought	so”,	said	the	Princess;	“but	just	take	a	drink	out	of	this	flask.”
So	when	the	lad	had	sat	a	while,	he	was	to	try	again;	and	then	he	could	just	stir
it.
“Well!	you	must	 take	another	drink”,	 said	 the	Princess,	 “and	 then	you	may	as
well	tell	me	your	errand	here.”
So	he	took	another	drink,	and	then	he	told	her	how	one	king	had	begged	him	to
ask	 the	 Dragon,	 how	 it	 was	 he	 couldn’t	 get	 clean	 water	 in	 his	 well?	 -	 how
another	 had	bidden	him	ask,	what	 had	become	of	 his	 daughter,	who	had	been
lost	many	years	 since?	 -	 and	how	a	 queen	had	begged	him	 to	 ask	 the	Dragon
what	 had	 become	 of	 her	 gold	 keys?	 -	 and,	 last	 of	 all,	 how	 the	 ferryman	 had
begged	 him	 to	 ask	 the	Dragon,	 how	 long	 he	was	 to	 stop	 there	 and	 carry	 folk
over??	When	he	had	done	his	story,	and	took	hold	of	the	sword,	he	could	lift	it;
and	when	he	had	taken	another	drink,	he	could	brandish	it.
“Now”,	said	the	Princess,	“if	you	don’t	want	the	Dragon	to	make	an	end	of	you,
you’d	best	creep	under	the	bed,	for	night	is	drawing	on,	and	he’ll	soon	be	home,
and	then	you	must	lie	as	still	as	you	can,	lest	he	should	find	you	out.	And	when
we	have	gone	to	bed,	I’ll	ask	him,	but	you	must	keep	your	ears	open,	and	snap
up	all	that	he	says;	and	under	the	bed	you	must	lie	till	all	is	still,	and	the	Dragon
falls	asleep;	 then	creep	out	softly	and	seize	 the	sword,	and	as	soon	as	he	rises,
look	out	 to	hew	off	his	head	at	one	stroke,	and	at	 the	same	 time	pluck	out	 the
three	feathers,	for	else	he’ll	tear	them	out	himself,	that	no	one	may	get	any	good
by	them.”
So	the	lad	crept	under	the	bed,	and	the	Dragon	came	home.



“What	a	smell	of	Christian	flesh”,	said	the	Dragon.
“Oh,	yes”,	said	the	Princess,	“a	raven	came	flying	with	a	man’s	bone	in	his	bill,
and	perched	on	the	roof.	No	doubt	it’s	that	you	smell.”
“So	it	is,	I	daresay”,	said	the	Dragon.
So	 the	Princess	served	supper;	and	after	 they	had	eaten,	 they	went	 to	bed.	But
after	they	had	lain	a	while,	the	Princess	began	to	toss	about,	and	all	at	once	she
started	up	and	said,	“Ah!	ah!”
“What’s	the	matter?”	said	the	Dragon.
“Oh”,	said	the	Princess,	“I	can’t	rest	at	all,	and	I’ve	had	such	a	strange	dream.”
“What	did	you	dream	about?	Let’s	hear?”	said	the	Dragon.
“I	thought	a	king	came	here,	and	asked	you	what	he	must	do	to	get	clear	water	in
his	well.”
“Oh”,	said	the	Dragon,	“he	might	just	as	well	have	found	that	out	for	himself.	If
he	dug	the	well	out,	and	took	out	the	old	rotten	stump	which	lies	at	the	bottom,
he’d	get	clean	water,	fast	enough.	But	be	still	now,	and	don’t	dream	anymore.”
When	 the	 Princess	 had	 lain	 a	 while,	 she	 began	 to	 toss	 about,	 and	 at	 last	 she
started	up	with	her,	“Ah!	ah!”
“What’s	the	matter	now?”	said	the	Dragon.
“Oh!	 I	 can’t	 get	 any	 rest	 at	 all,	 and	 I’ve	 had	 such	 a	 strange	 dream”,	 said	 the
Princess.
“Why,	you	seem	full	of	dreams	to-night”,	said	the	Dragon	what	was	your	dream
now?”
“I	 thought	 a	king	came	here,	 and	asked	you	what	had	become	of	his	daughter
who	had	been	lost	many	years	since”,	said	the	Princess.
“Why,	you	are	she”,	said	the	Dragon;	“but	he’ll	never	set	eyes	on	you	again.	But
now,	do	pray	be	still,	 and	 let	me	get	 some	rest,	and	don’t	 let’s	have	any	more
dreams,	else	I’ll	break	your	ribs.”
Well,	the	Princess	hadn’t	lain	much	longer	before	she	began	to	toss	about	again.
At	last	she	started	up	with	her,	“Ah!	ah!”
“What!	Are	you	at	it	again?”	said	the	Dragon.	“What’s	the	matter	now?”	for	he
was	wild	and	sleep-surly,	so	that	he	was	ready	to	fly	to	pieces.
“Oh,	don’t	be	angry”,	said	the	Princess;	“but	I’ve	had	such	a	strange	dream.”
“The	 deuce	 take	 your	 dreams”,	 roared	 the	Dragon;	 “what	 did	 you	 dream	 this
time?”
I	thought	a	queen	came	here,	who	asked	you	to	tell	her	where	she	would	find	her



gold	keys,	which	she	has	lost.”
“Oh”,	 said	 the	Dragon,	 ‘she’ll	 find	 them	 soon	 enough	 if	 she	 looks	 among	 the
bushes	where	 she	 lay	 that	 time	 she	wots	of.	But	do	now	 let	me	have	no	more
dreams,	but	sleep	in	peace.”
So	 they	slept	a	while;	but	 then	 the	Princess	was	 just	as	 restless	as	ever,	and	at
last	she	screamed	out,	“Ah!	ah!”
“You’ll	never	behave	till	I	break	your	neck”,	said	the	Dragon,	who	was	now	so
angry	that	sparks	of	fire	flew	out	of	his	eyes.	“What’s	the	matter	now?”
“Oh,	don’t	be	so	angry”,	said	the	Princess;	“I	can’t	bear	that;	but	I’ve	had	such	a
strange	dream.”
“Bless	me!”	said	the	Dragon,	“if	I	ever	heard	the	like	of	these	dreams	-	there’s
no	end	to	them.	And	pray,	what	did	you	dream	now?”
“I	thought	the	ferryman	down	at	 the	ferry	came	and	asked	how	long	he	was	to
stop	there	and	carry	folk	over”,	said	the	Princess.
“The	dull	fool!”	said	the	Dragon;	“he’d	soon	be	free,	if	he	chose.	When	any	one
comes	who	wants	to	go	across,	he	has	only	to	take	and	throw	him	into	the	river,
and	 say,	 "Now,	 carry	 folk	over	 yourself	 till	 someone	 sets	 you	 free."	But	 now,
pray	let’s	have	an	end	of	these	dreams,	else	I’ll	lead	you	a	pretty	dance.”
So	the	Princess	let	him	sleep	on.	But	as	soon	as	all	was	still,	and	the	miller’s	lad
heard	that	the	Dragon	snored,	he	crept	out.	Before	it	was	light	the	Dragon	rose;
but	he	had	scarce	set	both	his	 feet	on	 the	floor	before	 the	 lad	cut	off	his	head,
and	plucked	three	feathers	out	of	his	tail.	Then	came	great	joy,	and	both	the	lad
and	the	Princess	took	as	much	gold,	and	silver,	and	money,	and	precious	things
as	they	could	carry;	and	when	they	came	down	to	the	ford,	they	so	puzzled	the
ferryman	with	all	 they	had	 to	 tell,	 that	he	quite	 forgot	 to	ask	what	 the	Dragon
had	said	about	him	till	they	had	got	across.
“Halloa,	you	sir”,	he	said,	as	they	were	going	off,	“did	you	ask	the	Dragon	what
I	begged	you	to	ask?”
“Yes	I	did”,	said	the	lad,	“and	he	said,	"When	any	one	comes	and	wants	to	go
over,	you	must	throw	him	into	the	midst	of	the	river,	and	say,	“Now,	carry	folk
over	yourself	till	someone	comes	to	set	you	free,”	and	then	you’ll	be	free.”
“Ah,	 bad	 luck	 to	 you”,	 said	 the	 ferryman;	 “had	 you	 told	me	 that	 before,	 you
might	have	set	me	free	yourself.”
So,	when	 they	got	 to	 the	 first	palace,	 the	Queen	asked	 if	he	had	spoken	 to	 the
Dragon	about	her	gold	keys?	“Yes”,	said	the	lad,	and	whispered	in	the	Queen’s
ear,	“he	said	you	must	 look	among	 the	bushes	where	you	 lay	 the	day	you	wot
of.”



“Hush!	hush!	Don”t	 say	 a	word”,	 said	 the	Queen,	 and	gave	 the	 lad	 a	hundred
crowns.
When	 they	came	 to	 the	second	palace,	 the	King	asked	 if	he	had	spoken	 to	 the
Dragon	of	what	he	begged	him?
“Yes”,	said	the	lad,	“I	did;	and	see,	here	is	your	daughter.”
At	 that	 the	King	was	 so	 glad,	 he	would	 gladly	 have	 given	 the	Princess	 to	 the
miller’s	lad	to	wife,	and	half	the	kingdom	beside;	but	as	he	was	married	already,
he	gave	him	two	hundred	crowns,	and	coaches	and	horses,	and	as	much	gold	and
silver	as	he	could	carry	away.
When	he	came	to	the	third	King’s	palace,	out	came	the	King	and	asked	if	he	had
asked	the	Dragon	of	what	he	begged	him?
“Yes”,	 said	 the	 lad,	 “and	 he	 said	 you	must	 dig	 out	 the	well,	 and	 take	 out	 the
rotten	 old	 stump	which	 lies	 at	 the	 bottom,	 and	 then	 you’ll	 get	 plenty	 of	 clear
water.”
Then	the	King	gave	him	three	hundred	crowns,	and	he	set	out	home;	but	he	was
so	 loaded	 with	 gold	 and	 silver,	 and	 so	 grandly	 clothed,	 that	 it	 gleamed	 and
glistened	from	him,	and	he	was	now	far	richer	than	Peter	the	Pedlar.
When	Peter	got	the	feathers	he	hadn’t	a	word	more	to	say	against	the	wedding;
but	 when	 he	 saw	 all	 that	 wealth,	 he	 asked	 if	 there	 was	 much	 still	 left	 at	 the
Dragon’s	castle.
“Yes,	I	should	think	so”,	said	the	lad;	“there	was	much	more	than	I	could	carry
with	me	-	so	much,	that	you	might	load	many	horses	with	it;	and	if	you	choose	to
go,	you	may	be	sure	there’ll	be	enough	for	you.”
So	his	son-in-law	told	him	the	way	so	clearly,	that	he	hadn’t	to	ask	it	of	any	one.
“But	 the	horses”,	 said	 the	 lad	“you’d	best	 leave	 this	 side	 the	 river;	 for	 the	old
ferryman,	he’ll	carry	you	over	safe	enough.”
So	 Peter	 set	 off,	 and	 took	with	 him	 great	 store	 of	 food	 and	many	 horses;	 but
these	he	 left	 behind	him	on	 the	 river’s	brink,	 as	 the	 lad	had	 said.	And	 the	old
ferryman	 took	 him	 upon	 his	 back;	 but	when	 they	 had	 come	 a	 bit	 out	 into	 the
stream,	 he	 cast	 him	 into	 the	 midst	 of	 the	 river,	 and	 said,	 “Now	 you	 may	 go
backwards	and	forwards	here,	and	carry	folk	over	till	you	are	set	free.”
And	 unless	 someone	 has	 set	 him	 free,	 there	 goes	 Rich	 Peter	 the	 Pedlar
backwards	and	forwards,	and	carries	folk	across	this	very	day.
	



GERTRUDE”S	BIRD

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
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IN	THOSE	DAYS	WHEN	OUR	LORD	and	St	Peter	wandered	upon	earth,	they
came	once	to	an	old	wife’s	house,	who	sat	baking.	Her	name	was	Gertrude,	and
she	had	a	red	mutch	on	her	head.	They	had	walked	a	long	way,	and	were	both
hungry,	and	our	Lord	begged	hard	for	a	bannock	to	stay	their	hunger.	Yes,	they
should	have	it.	So	she	took	a	little	tiny	piece	of	dough	and	rolled	it	out,	but	as
she	rolled	it,	it	grew	and	grew	till	it	covered	the	whole	griddle.
Nay,	that	was	too	big;	they	couldn’t	have	that.	So	she	took	a	tinier	bit	still;	but
when	 that	was	 rolled	out,	 it	 covered	 the	whole	griddle	 just	 the	 same,	 and	 that
bannock	was	too	big,	she	said,	they	couldn’t	have	that	either.
The	third	time	she	took	a	still	 tinier	bit	-	so	tiny	you	could	scarce	see	it;	but	 it
was	the	same	story	over	again	-	the	bannock	was	too	big.
“Well”,	said	Gertrude,	“I	can’t	give	you	anything;	you	must	just	go	without,	for
all	these	bannocks	are	too	big.”
Then	our	Lord	waxed	angry,	and	said,	“Since	you	loved	me	so	little	as	to	grudge
me	a	morsel	of	food,	you	shall	have	this	punishment:	you	shall	become	a	bird,
and	seek	your	food	between	bark	and	bole;	and	never	get	a	drop	 to	drink	save
when	it	rains.”
He	 had	 scarce	 said	 the	 last	 word	 before	 she	 was	 turned	 into	 a	 great	 black
woodpecker,	or	Gertrude’s	bird,	and	flew	from	her	kneading-	trough	right	up	the
chimney;	and	till	this	very	day	you	may	see	her	flying	about,	with	her	red	mutch
on	her	head,	and	her	body	all	black,	because	of	the	soot	in	the	chimney;	and	so
she	 hacks	 and	 taps	 away	 at	 the	 trees	 for	 her	 food,	 and	 whistles	 when	 rain	 is
coming,	for	she	is	ever	athirst,	and	then	she	looks	for	a	drop	to	cool	her	tongue.
	



BOOTS	AND	THE	TROLL
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	man	who	had	 three	 sons.	When	he
died,	the	two	elder	set	off	into	the	world	to	try	their	luck,	but	the	youngest	they
wouldn’t	have	with	them	at	any	price.
“As	for	you”,	they	said,	“you’re	fit	for	nothing	but	to	sit	and	poke	about	in	the
ashes.”
So	the	two	went	off	and	got	places	at	a	palace	-	the	one	under	the	coachman,	and
the	other	under	the	gardener.	But	Boots,	he	set	off	too,	and	took	with	him	a	great
kneading-trough,	 which	 was	 the	 only	 thing	 his	 parents	 left	 behind	 them,	 but
which	the	other	two	would	not	bother	themselves	with.	It	was	heavy	to	carry,	but
he	did	not	like	to	leave	it	behind,	and	so,	after	he	had	trudged	a	bit,	he	too	came
to	the	palace,	and	asked	for	a	place.	So	they	told	him	they	did	not	want	him,	but
he	begged	so	prettily	that	at	 last	he	got	 leave	to	be	in	the	kitchen,	and	carry	in
wood	 and	water	 for	 the	 kitchen	maid.	He	was	quick	 and	 ready,	 and	 in	 a	 little
while	 everyone	 liked	him;	but	 the	 two	others	were	dull,	 and	 so	 they	got	more
kicks	 than	 halfpence,	 and	 grew	 quite	 envious	 of	 Boots,	 when	 they	 saw	 how
much	better	he	got	on.
Just	opposite	the	palace,	across	a	lake,	lived	a	Troll,	who	had	seven	silver	ducks
which	swam	on	the	lake,	so	that	they	could	be	seen	from	the	palace.	These	the
king	had	often	longed	for;	and	so	the	two	elder	brothers	told	the	coachman:
“If	our	brother	only	chose,	he	has	said	he	could	easily	get	the	king	those	seven
silver	ducks.”
You	may	fancy	it	wasn’t	long	before	the	coachman	told	this	to	the	king;	and	the
king	called	Boots	before	him,	and	said,	“Your	brothers	say	you	can	get	me	the
silver	ducks;	so	now	go	and	fetch	them.”
“I’m	sure	I	never	thought	or	said	anything	of	the	kind,”	said	the	lad.



“You	did	say	so,	and	you	shall	fetch	them”,	said	the	king,	who	would	hold	his
own.
“Well!	well!”	said	the	lad;	“needs	must,	I	suppose;	but	give	me	a	bushel	of	rye,
and	a	bushel	of	wheat,	and	I’ll	try	what	I	can	do.”
So	he	got	the	rye	and	the	wheat,	and	put	them	into	the	kneading-	trough	he	had
brought	 with	 him	 from	 home,	 got	 in,	 and	 rowed	 across	 the	 lake.	 When	 he
reached	 the	 other	 side	 he	 began	 to	walk	 along	 the	 shore,	 and	 to	 sprinkle	 and
strew	 the	 grain,	 and	 at	 last	 he	 coaxed	 the	 ducks	 into	 his	 kneading-trough,	 and
rowed	back	as	fast	as	ever	he	could.
When	he	got	half	over,	the	Troll	came	out	of	his	house,	and	set	eyes	on	him.
“HALLOA!”	 roared	 out	 the	Troll;	 “is	 it	 you	 that	 has	 gone	 off	with	my	 seven
silver	ducks.”
“AYE!	AYE!”	said	the	lad.
“Shall	you	be	back	soon?”	asked	the	Troll.
“Very	likely”,	said	the	lad.
So	when	he	got	back	to	the	king,	with	the	seven	silver	ducks,	he	was	more	liked
than	 ever,	 and	 even	 the	 king	was	pleased	 to	 say,	 “Well	 done!”	But	 at	 this	 his
brothers	grew	more	and	more	spiteful	and	envious;	and	so	they	went	and	told	the
coachman	that	their	brother	had	said,	if	he	chose,	he	was	man	enough	to	get	the
king	the	Troll’s	bed-quilt,	which	had	a	gold	patch	and	a	silver	patch,	and	a	silver
patch	and	a	gold	patch;	and	this	time,	too,	the	coachman	was	not	slow	in	telling
all	this	to	the	king.	So	the	king	said	to	the	lad,	how	his	brothers	had	said	he	was
good	to	steal	the	Troll’s	bed-quilt,	with	gold	and	silver	patches;	so	now	he	must
go	and	do	it,	or	lose	his	life.
Boots	answered,	he	had	never	thought	or	said	any	such	thing;	but	when	he	found
there	was	no	help	for	it,	he	begged	for	three	days	to	think	over	the	matter.
So	when	the	three	days	were	gone,	he	rowed	over	in	his	kneading-	trough,	and
went	spying	about.	At	last	he	saw	those	in	the	Troll’s	cave	come	out	and	hang
the	quilt	out	to	air,	and	as	soon	as	ever	they	had	gone	back	into	the	face	of	the
rock,	Boots	pulled	the	quilt	down,	and	rowed	away	with	it	as	fast	as	he	could.
And	when	he	was	half	across,	out	came	the	Troll	and	set	eyes	on	him,	and	roared
out,	“HALLOA!	Is	it	you	who	took	my	seven	silver	ducks?”
“AYE!	AYE!”	said	the	lad.
“And	now,	have	you	 taken	my	bed-quilt,	with	silver	patches	and	gold	patches,
and	gold	patches	and	silver	patches?”
“Aye!	aye!”	said	the	lad.
“Shall	you	come	back	again?”



“Very	likely”,	said	the	lad.
But	when	he	got	back	with	 the	gold	 and	 silver	patchwork	quilt,	 everyone	was
fonder	of	him	than	ever,	and	he	was	made	the	king’s	body-servant.
At	this,	the	other	two	were	still	more	vexed,	and,	to	be	revenged,	they	went	and
told	the	coachman,	“Now,	our	brother	has	said,	he	is	man	enough	to	get	the	king
the	gold	harp	which	the	Troll	has,	and	that	harp	is	of	such	a	kind,	that	all	who
listen	when	it	is	played	grow	glad,	however	sad	they	may	be.”
Yes!	the	coachman	went	and	told	the	king,	and	he	said	to	the	lad,	“If	you	have
said	 this,	you	shall	do	 it.	 If	you	do	 it,	you	shall	have	 the	Princess	and	half	 the
kingdom.	If	you	don’t,	you	shall	lose	your	life.”
“I’m	 sure	 I	 never	 thought	 or	 said	 anything	 of	 the	 kind”,	 said	 the	 lad;	 “but	 if
there’s	no	help	for	it,	I	may	as	well	try;	but	I	must	have	six	days	to	think	about
it.”
Yes!	he	might	have	six	days,	but	when	they	were	over,	he	must	set	out.
Then	he	took	a	tenpenny	nail,	a	birch-pin,	and	a	waxen	taper-end	in	his	pocket,
and	 rowed	 across,	 and	 walked	 up	 and	 down	 before	 the	 Troll’s	 cave,	 looking
stealthily	about	him.	So	when	the	Troll	came	out,	he	saw	him	at	once.
“HO,	HO!”	roared	the	Troll;	“is	it	you	who	took	my	seven	silver	ducks?”
“AYE!	AYE!”	said	the	lad.
“And	it	is	you	who	took	my	bed-quilt,	with	the	gold	and	silver	patches?”	asked
the	Troll.
“Aye!	aye!”	said	the	lad.
So	 the	Troll	caught	hold	of	him	at	once,	and	 took	him	off	 into	 the	cave	 in	 the
face	of	the	rock.
“Now,	daughter	dear”,	said	the	Troll,	“I’ve	caught	the	fellow	who	stole	the	silver
ducks	and	my	bed-quilt,	with	gold	and	silver	patches;	put	him	into	the	fattening
coop,	and	when	he’s	fat,	we’ll	kill	him,	and	make	a	feast	for	our	friends.”
She	was	willing	enough,	and	put	him	at	once	into	the	fattening	coop,	and	there
he	stayed	eight	days,	fed	on	the	best,	both	in	meat	and	drink,	and	as	much	as	he
could	cram.	So,	when	the	eight	days	were	over,	the	Troll	said	to	his	daughter	to
go	down	and	cut	him	in	his	little	finger,	that	they	might	see	if	he	were	fat.	Down
she	came	to	the	coop.
“Out	with	your	little	finger!”	she	said.
But	Boots	stuck	out	his	tenpenny	nail,	and	she	cut	at	it.
“Nay!	 nay!	 he’s	 as	 hard	 as	 iron	 still”,	 said	 the	Troll’s	 daughter,	when	 she	got
back	to	her	father;	“we	can’t	take	him	yet.”



After	another	eight	days	the	same	thing	happened,	and	this	time	Boots	stuck	out
his	birchen	pin.
“Well,	 he’s	 a	 little	 better”,	 she	 said,	when	 she	got	 back	 to	 the	Troll;	 “but	 still
he’ll	be	as	hard	as	wood	to	chew.”
But	when	another	eight	days	were	gone,	the	Troll	told	his	daughter	to	go	down
and	see	if	he	wasn’t	fat	now.
“Out	 with	 your	 little	 finger”,	 said	 the	 Troll’s	 daughter,	 when	 she	 reached	 the
coop,	 and	 this	 time	Boots	 stuck	 out	 the	 taper	 end.	 “Now	he’ll	 do	 nicely”,	 she
said.
“Will	 he?”	 said	 the	 Troll.	 “Well,	 then,	 I’ll	 just	 set	 off	 and	 ask	 the	 guests;
meantime	you	must	kill	him,	and	roast	half	and	boil	half.”
So	when	the	Troll	had	been	gone	a	little	while,	the	daughter	began	to	sharpen	a
great	long	knife.
“Is	that	what	you’re	going	to	kill	me	with?”	asked	the	lad.
“Yes	it	is,”	said	she.
“But	it	isn’t	sharp”,	said	the	lad.	“Just	let	me	sharpen	it	for	you,	and	then	you’ll
find	it	easier	work	to	kill	me.”
So	 she	 let	 him	 have	 the	 knife,	 and	 he	 began	 to	 rub	 and	 sharpen	 it	 on	 the
whetstone.
“Just	let	me	try	it	on	one	of	your	hair	plaits;	I	think	it’s	about	right	now.”
So	he	got	leave	to	do	that;	but	at	the	same	time	that	he	grasped	the	plait	of	hair,
he	pulled	back	her	head,	and	at	one	gash,	cut	off	the	Troll’s	daughter’s	head;	and
half	of	her	he	roasted	and	half	of	her	he	boiled,	and	served	it	all	up.
After	that	he	dressed	himself	in	her	clothes,	and	sat	away	in	the	corner.
So	when	the	Troll	came	home	with	his	guests,	he	called	out	to	his	daughter	-	for
he	thought	all	the	time	it	was	his	daughter	-	to	come	and	take	a	snack.
“No,	thank	you”,	said	the	lad,	“I	don’t	care	for	food,	I’m	so	sad	and	downcast.”
“Oh!”	said	the	Troll,	“if	that’s	all,	you	know	the	cure;	take	the	harp,	and	play	a
tune	on	it.”
“Yes!”	said	the	lad;	“but	where	has	it	got	to;	I	can’t	find	it.”
“Why,	you	know	well	enough”,	said	the	Troll;	“you	used	it	last;	where	should	it
be	but	over	the	door	yonder?
The	lad	did	not	wait	to	be	told	twice;	he	took	down	the	harp,	and	went	in	and	out
playing	tunes;	but,	all	at	once	he	shoved	off	the	kneading-trough,	jumped	into	it,
and	rowed	off,	so	that	the	foam	flew	around	the	trough.



After	a	while	the	Troll	thought	his	daughter	was	a	long	while	gone,	and	went	out
to	see	what	ailed	her;	and	then	he	saw	the	lad	in	the	trough,	far,	far	out	on	the
lake.
“HALLOA!	Is	it	you”,	he	roared,	“that	took	my	seven	silver	ducks?”
“AYE,	AYE!”	said	the	lad.
“Is	it	you	that	took	my	bed-quilt,	with	the	gold	and	silver	patches.”
“Yes!”	said	the	lad.
“And	now	you	have	taken	off	my	gold	harp?”	screamed	the	Troll.
“Yes!”	said	the	lad;	“I’ve	got	it,	sure	enough.”
“And	haven’t	I	eaten	you	up	after	all,	then?”
“No,	no!	“twas	your	own	daughter	you	ate”,	answered	the	lad.
But	when	the	Troll	heard	that,	he	was	so	sorry,	he	burst;	and	then	Boots	rowed
back,	and	took	a	whole	heap	of	gold	and	silver	with	him,	as	much	as	the	trough
could	carry.	And	so,	when	he	came	to	the	palace	with	the	gold	harp,	he	got	the
Princess	 and	 half	 the	 kingdom,	 as	 the	 king	 had	 promised	 him;	 and,	 as	 for	 his
brothers,	 he	 treated	 them	well,	 for	 he	 thought	 they	 had	 only	wished	 his	 good
when	they	said	what	they	had	said.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	widower,	who	had	a	housekeeper	named
Grizzel,	who	set	her	mutch	at	him	and	teased	him	early	and	late	to	marry	her.	At
last	the	man	got	so	weary	of	her,	he	was	at	his	wits”	end	to	know	how	to	get	rid
of	her.	So	it	fell	on	a	day,	between	hay	time	and	harvest,	the	two	went	out	to	pull
hemp.	 Grizzel’s	 head	 was	 full	 of	 her	 good	 looks	 and	 her	 handiness,	 and	 she
worked	away	at	 the	hemp	till	she	grew	giddy	from	the	strong	smell	of	the	ripe
seed,	and	at	last	down	she	fell	flat,	fast	asleep	among	the	hemp.	While	she	slept,
her	master	got	a	pair	of	scissors	and	cut	her	skirts	short	all	 round,	and	then	he
rubbed	 her	 all	 over,	 face	 and	 all,	 first	with	 tallow	 and	 then	with	 soot,	 till	 she
looked	worse	than	the	Devil	himself.	So,	when	Grizzel	woke	and	saw	how	ugly
she	was,	she	didn’t	know	herself.
“Can	 this	 be	me	 now?”	 said	Grizzel.	 “Nay,	 nay!	 it	 can	 never	 be	me.	 So	 ugly
have	I	never	been;	it’s	surely	the	Devil	himself?”
Well!	 that	 she	 might	 really	 know	 the	 truth,	 she	 went	 off	 and	 knocked	 at	 her
master’s	door,	and	asked,	“Is	your	Girzie	at	home	the	day,	father?”
“Aye,	aye,	our	Girzie	is	at	home	safe	enough”,	said	the	man,	who	wanted	to	be
rid	of	her.
“Well,	well!”	she	said	to	herself,	“then	I	can’t	be	his	Grizzel,”	and	stole	away;
and	right	glad	the	man	was,	I	can	tell	you.
So,	when	 she	had	walked	 a	bit	 she	 came	 to	 a	great	wood,	where	 she	met	 two
thieves.	“The	very	men	for	my	money,	 thought	Grizzel,	 ‘since	 I	am	 the	Devil,
thieves	are	just	fit	fellows	for	me.”
But	the	thieves	were	not	of	the	same	mind,	not	they.	As	soon	as	they	set	eyes	on
her,	they	took	to	their	heels	as	fast	as	they	could,	for	they	thought	the	Evil	One
was	come	 to	catch	 them.	But	 it	was	no	good,	 for	Grizzel	was	 long-legged	and
swift-footed,	and	she	came	up	with	them	before	they	knew	where	they	were.



“If	you’re	going	out	to	steal,	I’ll	go	with	you	and	help,”	said	Grizzel,	“for	I	know
the	whole	country	round.”	So,	when	the	thieves	heard	that,	they	thought	they	had
found	a	good	mate,	and	were	no	longer	afraid.
Then	they	said	they	were	off	to	steal	a	sheep,	only	they	didn’t	know	where	to	lay
hold	of	one.
“Oh!”	said	Grizzel,	“that’s	a	small	matter,	for	I	was	maid	with	a	farmer	ever	so
long	out	 in	 the	wood	yonder,	 and	 I	 could	 find	 the	 sheepfold,	 though	 the	night
were	dark	as	pitch.”
The	thieves	thought	that	grand;	and	when	they	came	to	the	place,	Grizzel	was	to
go	into	the	fold	and	turn	out	the	sheep,	and	they	were	to	lay	hold	on	it.	Now,	the
sheepfold	 lay	close	 to	 the	wall	of	 the	 room	where	 the	 farmer	 slept,	 so	Grizzel
crept	quite	softly	and	carefully	into	the	fold;	but,	as	soon	as	she	got	in,	she	began
to	scream	out	to	the	thieves,	“Will	you	have	a	wether	or	a	ewe?	here	are	lots	to
choose	from.”
“Hush,	hush!”	said	the	thieves,	“only	take	one	that	is	fine	and	fat.”
“Yes,	 yes!	 but	will	 you	 have	 a	wether	 or	 a	 ewe?	will	 you	 have	 a	wether	 or	 a
ewe?	for	here	are	lots	to	choose	from,”	screeched	Grizzel.
“Hush,	hush!”	said	the	thieves	again,	“only	take	one	that’s	fine	and	fat;	 it’s	all
the	same	to	us	whether	it’s	a	wether	or	a	ewe.”
“Yes!”	screeched	Grizzel,	who	stuck	to	her	own;	“but	will	you	have	a	wether	or
a	ewe	-	a	wether	or	a	ewe?	here	are	lots	to	choose	from.”
“Hold	your	jaw!”	said	the	thieves,	“and	take	a	fine	fat	one,	wether	or	ewe,	it’s	all
one	to	us.”
But	 just	 then	out	came	the	farmer	 in	his	shirt,	who	had	been	waked	by	all	 this
clatter,	and	wanted	to	see	what	was	going	on.	So	the	thieves	took	to	their	heels,
and	Grizzel	after	them,	upsetting	the	farmer	in	her	flight.
“Stop,	boys!	stop,	boys!”	she	screamed;	but	 the	farmer,	who	had	only	seen	the
black	monster,	grew	so	afraid	 that	he	could	scarce	stand,	 for	he	 thought	 it	was
the	Devil	himself	that	had	been	in	his	sheepfold.	The	only	help	he	knew	was,	to
go	indoors	and	wake	up	the	whole	house;	and	they	all	sat	down	to	read	and	pray,
for	he	had	heard	that	was	the	way	to	send	the	Devil	about	his	business.
Now	 the	 next	 night	 the	 thieves	 said	 they	 must	 go	 and	 steal	 a	 fat	 goose,	 and
Grizzel	was	to	shew	them	the	way.	So	when	they	came	to	the	goose	pen,	Grizzel
was	to	go	in	and	turn	one	out,	for	she	knew	the	ways	of	the	place,	and	the	thieves
were	to	stand	outside	and	catch	it.	But	as	soon	as	ever	she	got	 in	she	began	to
scream,
“Will	you	have	goose	or	gander?	you	may	pick	and	choose	here.”



“Hush	hush!	choose	only	a	fine	fat	one”,	said	the	thieves.	“Yes,	yes!	but	will	you
have	goose	or	gander	-	goose	or	gander?	you	may	pick	and	choose”,	screamed
Grizzel.
“Hush,	hush!	only	choose	one	that’s	fine	and	fat,	and	it’s	all	one	to	us	whether
it’s	goose	or	gander;	but	do	hold	your	jaw”,	said	they.
But	while	Grizzel	and	 the	 thieves	were	settling	 this,	one	of	 the	geese	began	 to
cackle,	and	then	another	cackled,	and	then	the	whole	flock	cackled	and	hissed,
and	out	came	the	farmer	to	see	what	all	the	noise	could	mean,	and	away	went	the
thieves,	and	Grizzel	after	them,	at	full	speed,	and	the	farmer	thought	again	it	was
the	black	Devil	 flying	away;	for	 long-legged	she	was,	and	she	had	no	skirts	 to
hamper	her.
“Stop	a	bit,	boys!”	she	kept	on	screaming,	“you	might	as	well	have	said	whether
you	would	have	goose	or	gander?”
But	they	had	no	time	to	stop,	 they	thought;	and,	as	for	the	farmer,	he	began	to
read	 and	 pray	with	 all	 his	 house,	 small	 and	 great,	 for	 they	 thought	 it	was	 the
Devil,	and	no	mistake.
Now,	 the	 third	day,	when	night	 came,	 the	 thieves	 and	Grizzel	were	 so	hungry
they	did	not	know	what	to	do;	so	they	made	up	their	minds	to	go	to	the	larder	of
a	rich	farmer,	who	lived	by	the	wood’s	side,	and	steal	some	food.	Well,	off	they
went,	but	the	thieves	did	not	dare	to	venture	themselves,	so	Grizzel	was	to	go	up
the	steps	which	led	to	the	larder,	and	hand	the	food	out,	and	the	others	were	to
stand	below	and	take	it	from	her.	So	when	Grizzel	got	inside,	she	saw	the	larder
was	 full	 of	 all	 sorts	 of	 things,	 fresh	meat	 and	 salt,	 and	 sausages	 and	oat-cake.
The	 thieves	begged	her	 to	be	 still,	 and	 just	 throw	out	 something	 to	eat,	 and	 to
bear	in	mind	how	badly	they	had	fated	for	two	nights.	But	Grizzel	stuck	to	her
own,	that	she	did.
“Will	you	have	 fresh	meat,	or	 salt,	or	 sausages,	or	oat-cake?	Just	 look,	what	a
lovely	oat-cake”,	she	bawled	out	enough	to	split	your	head.	“You	may	have	what
you	please,	for	here’s	plenty	to	choose	from.”
But	the	farmer	woke	with	all	this	noise,	and	ran	out	to	see	what	it	all	meant.	As
for	 the	 thieves,	 off	 they	 ran	 as	 fast	 as	 they	 could;	 but	 while	 the	 farmer	 was
looking	after	them,	down	came	Grizzel	so	black	and	ugly.
“Stop	a	bit!	stop	a	bit,	boys!”	she	bellowed;	“you	may	have	what	you	please,	for
there’s	plenty	to	choose	from.”
And	 when	 the	 farmer	 saw	 that	 ugly	 monster,	 he,	 too,	 thought	 the	 Devil	 was
loose,	 for	 he	 had	 heard	 what	 had	 happened	 to	 his	 neighbours	 the	 evenings
before;	 so	 he	 began	 both	 to	 read	 and	 pray,	 and	 everyone	 in	 the	whole	 parish
began	to	read	and	pray,	for	they	knew	that	you	could	read	the	Devil	away.
The	 next	 evening	was	Saturday	 evening,	 and	 the	 thieves	wanted	 to	 steal	 a	 fat



ram	for	their	Sunday	dinner;	and	well	they	might,	for	they	had	fasted	many	days.
But	 they	wouldn’t	 have	Grizzel	with	 them	at	 any	price.	She	brought	 bad	 luck
with	her	jaw,	they	said,	so	while	Grizzel	was	walking	about	waiting	for	them	on
Sunday	morning,	she	got	so	awfully	hungry	-	for	she	had	fasted	for	three	days	-
that	she	went	into	a	turnip-field	and	pulled	up	some	turnips	to	eat.	But	when	the
farmer	who	owned	the	turnips	rose,	he	felt	uneasy	in	his	mind,	and	thought	he
would	just	go	and	take	a	look	at	his	turnips	on	the	Sunday	morning.	So	he	pulled
on	 his	 trousers	 and	went	 across	 the	moss	which	 lay	 under	 the	 hill,	 where	 the
turnip-field	 lay.	But	when	he	got	 to	 the	bottom	of	 the	 field,	he	saw	something
black	walking	about	in	the	field	and	pulling	up	his	turnips,	and	he	soon	made	up
his	mind	that	it	was	the	Devil.	So	away	he	ran	home	as	fast	as	he	could,	and	said
the	Devil	was	among	 the	 turnips.	This	 frightened	 the	whole	house	out	of	 their
wits,	 and	 they	 agreed	 they’d	 best	 send	 for	 the	 priest,	 and	 get	 him	 to	 bind	 the
Devil.
“That	won’t	do”,	 said	 the	goodwife,	“this	 is	Sunday	morning,	you’ll	never	get
the	priest	to	come;	for	either	he’ll	be	in	bed;	or	if	he’s	up,	he’ll	be	learning	his
sermon	by	heart.”
“Oh!”	 said	 the	good	man,	 “never	 fear;	 I’ll	 promise	him	a	 fat	 loin	of	veal,	 and
then	he’ll	come	fast	enough.”
So	 off	 he	went	 to	 the	 priest’s	 house;	 but	when	 he	 got	 there,	 sure	 enough,	 the
priest	was	still	in	bed.	The	maid	begged	the	farmer	to	walk	into	the	parlour	while
she	 ran	 up	 to	 the	 priest,	 and	 said,	 “Farmer	 So-and-So	 was	 downstairs,	 and
wished	to	have	a	word	with	him.”
Well!	when	the	priest	heard	that	such	a	worthy	man	was	downstairs,	he	got	up	at
once,	and	came	down	just	as	he	was,	in	his	slippers	and	nightcap.
So	 the	good	man	 told	his	errand;	how	 the	Devil	was	 loose	 in	his	 turnip-	 field;
and	if	the	priest	would	only	come	and	bind	him,	he	would	send	him	a	fat	loin	of
veal.	Yes!	the	priest	was	willing	enough,	and	called	out	to	his	groom,	to	saddle
his	horse,	while	he	dressed	himself.
“Nay,	nay,	father!”	said	the	man;	“the	Devil	won’t	wait	for	us	long,	and	no	one
knows	where	we	shall	find	him	again	if	we	miss	him	now.	Your	reverence	must
come	at	once,	just	as	you	are.”
So	the	priest	followed	him	just	as	he	was,	with	the	clothes	he	stood	in,	and	went
off	in	his	nightcap	and	slippers.	But	when	they	got	to	the	moss,	it	was	so	moist
the	priest	couldn’t	cross	it	in	his	slippers.	So	the	good	man	took	him	on	his	back
to	carry	him	over.	On	they	went,	the	good	man	picking	his	way	from	one	clump
to	 the	other,	 till	 they	got	 to	 the	middle;	 then	Grizzel	caught	sight	of	 them,	and
thought	it	was	the	thieves	bringing	the	ram.
“Is	he	fat?”	she	screamed;	“is	he	fat?”	and	made	such	a	noise	that	the	wood	rang



again.
“The	Devil	knows	if	he’s	fat	or	lean;	I’m	sure	I	don’t”,	said	the	good	man,	when
he	heard	that;	“but,	if	you	want	to	know,	you	had	better	come	yourself	and	see.”
And	then	he	got	so	afraid,	he	threw	the	priest	head	over	heels	into	the	soft	wet
moss,	and	took	to	his	legs;	and	if	the	priest	hasn’t	got	out,	why	I	dare	say	he’s
lying	there	still.
	



THE	MASTER	THIEF
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ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	cottager	who	had	 three	sons.	He
had	nothing	to	leave	them	when	he	died,	and	no	money	with	which	to	put	them
to	any	trade,	so	that	he	did	not	know	what	to	make	of	them.	At	last	he	said	he
would	 give	 them	 leave	 to	 take	 to	 anything	 each	 liked	 best,	 and	 to	 go
wheresoever	they	pleased,	and	he	would	go	with	them	a	bit	of	the	way;	and	so	he
did.	He	went	with	them	till	they	came	to	a	place	where	three	roads	met,	and	there
each	of	them	chose	a	road,	and	their	father	bade	them	good-bye,	and	went	back
home.	 I	 have	 never	 heard	 tell	 what	 became	 of	 the	 two	 elder;	 but	 as	 for	 the
youngest,	he	went	both	far	and	long,	as	you	shall	hear.
So	 it	 fell	 out	 one	 night	 as	 he	 was	 going	 through	 a	 great	 wood	 that	 such	 bad
weather	 overtook	him.	 It	 blew,	 and	 sleeted,	 and	drove	 so	 that	 he	 could	 scarce
keep	his	eyes	open;	and	in	a	trice,	before	he	knew	how	it	was,	he	got	bewildered,
and	could	not	find	either	road	or	path.	But	as	he	went	on	and	on,	at	last	he	saw	a
glimmering	of	light	far,	far	off	in	the	wood.	So	he	thought	he	would	try	and	get
to	the	light;	and	after	a	time	he	did	reach	it.	There	it	was	in	a	large	house,	and	the
fire	was	blazing	so	brightly	inside,	that	he	could	tell	the	folk	had	not	yet	gone	to
bed;	so	he	went	in	and	saw	an	old	dame	bustling	about	and	minding	the	house.
“Good	evening!”	said	the	youth.
“Good	evening!”	said	the	old	dame.
“Hutetu!	it’s	such	foul	weather	out	of	doors	to-night”,	said	he.
“So	it	is”,	said	she.
“Can	I	get	leave	to	have	a	bed	and	shelter	here	to-night?”	asked	the	youth.
“You’ll	get	no	good	by	sleeping	here”,	said	the	old	dame;	“for	if	the	folk	come
home	and	find	you	here,	they’ll	kill	both	me	and	you.”



“What	sort	of	folk,	then,	are	they	who	live	here?”	asked	the	youth.
“Oh,	 robbers!	And	 a	 bad	 lot	 of	 them	 too”,	 said	 the	 old	 dame.	 “They	 stole	me
away	when	I	was	little,	and	have	kept	me	as	their	housekeeper	ever	since.”
“Well,	for	all	that,	I	think	I’ll	just	go	to	bed”,	said	the	youth.	“Come	what	may,
I’ll	not	stir	out	at	night	in	such	weather.”
“Very	well”,	said	the	old	dame;	“but	if	you	stay,	it	will	be	the	worse	for	you.”
With	 that	 the	 youth	 got	 into	 a	 bed	which	 stood	 there,	 but	 he	 dared	 not	 go	 to
sleep,	and	very	soon	after	in	came	the	robbers;	so	the	old	dame	told	them	how	a
stranger	fellow	had	come	in	whom	she	had	not	been	able	to	get	out	of	the	house
again.
“Did	you	see	if	he	had	any	money?”	said	the	robbers.
“Such	a	one	as	he	money!”	said	the	old	dame,	“the	tramp!	Why,	if	he	had	clothes
to	his	back,	it	was	as	much	as	he	had.”
Then	the	robbers	began	to	talk	among	themselves	what	they	should	do	with	him;
if	they	should	kill	him	outright,	or	what	else	they	should	do.	Meantime	the	youth
got	up	and	began	to	talk	to	them,	and	to	ask	if	they	didn’t	want	a	servant,	for	it
might	be	that	he	would	be	glad	to	enter	their	service.
“Oh”,	said	they,	“if	you	have	a	mind	to	follow	the	trade	that	we	follow,	you	can
very	well	get	a	place	here.”
“It’s	all	one	to	me	what	trade	I	follow”,	said	the	youth;	“for	when	I	 left	home,
father	gave	me	leave	to	take	to	any	trade	I	chose.”
“Well,	have	you	a	mind	to	steal?”	asked	the	robbers.
“I	don’t	care”,	said	the	youth,	for	he	thought	it	would	not	take	long	to	learn	that
trade.
Now	there	lived	a	man	a	little	way	off	who	had	three	oxen.	One	of	these	he	was
to	take	to	the	town	to	sell,	and	the	robbers	had	heard	what	he	was	going	to	do,	so
they	said	to	the	youth,	if	he	were	good	to	steal	the	ox	from	the	man	by	the	way
without	his	knowing	it,	and	without	doing	him	any	harm,	they	would	give	him
leave	to	be	their	serving-man.
Well!	the	youth	set	off,	and	took	with	him	a	pretty	shoe,	with	a	silver	buckle	on
it,	which	 lay	about	 the	house;	and	he	put	 the	shoe	 in	 the	road	along	which	 the
man	was	going	with	his	ox;	and	when	he	had	done	that,	he	went	into	the	wood
and	 hid	 himself	 under	 a	 bush.	 So	when	 the	man	 came	 by	 he	 saw	 the	 shoe	 at
once.
“That’s	a	nice	shoe”,	said	he.	“If	I	only	had	the	fellow	to	it,	I’d	take	it	home	with
me,	and	perhaps	I’d	put	my	old	dame	in	a	good	humour	for	once.”	For	you	must
know	he	had	an	old	wife,	so	cross	and	snappish,	 it	was	not	 long	between	each



time	that	she	boxed	his	ears.	But	then	he	bethought	him	that	he	could	do	nothing
with	the	odd	shoe	unless	he	had	the	fellow	to	it;	so	he	went	on	his	way	and	let
the	shoe	lie	on	the	road.
Then	the	youth	took	up	the	shoe,	and	made	all	the	haste	he	could	to	get	before
the	man	by	a	short	cut	through	the	wood,	and	laid	it	down	before	him	in	the	road
again.	When	the	man	came	along	with	his	ox,	he	got	quite	angry	with	himself	for
being	so	dull	as	to	leave	the	fellow	to	the	shoe	lying	in	the	road	instead	of	taking
it	with	him;	so	he	tied	the	ox	to	the	fence,	and	said	to	himself,	“I	may	just	as	well
run	back	and	pick	up	the	other,	and	then	I’ll	have	a	pair	of	good	shoes	for	my	old
dame,	and	so,	perhaps,	I’ll	get	a	kind	word	from	her	for	once.”
So	he	set	off,	and	hunted	and	hunted	up	and	down	for	the	shoe,	but	no	shoe	did
he	find;	and	at	length	he	had	to	go	back	with	the	one	he	had.	But,	meanwhile	the
youth	had	taken	the	ox	and	gone	off	with	it;	and	when	the	man	came	and	saw	his
ox	gone,	he	began	to	cry	and	bewail,	for	he	was	afraid	his	old	dame	would	kill
him	outright	when	she	came	to	know	that	the	ox	was	lost.	But	just	then	it	came
across	his	mind	that	he	would	go	home	and	take	the	second	ox,	and	drive	it	 to
the	 town,	and	not	 let	his	old	dame	know	anything	about	 the	matter.	So	he	did
this,	and	went	home	and	took	the	ox	without	his	dame’s	knowing	it,	and	set	off
with	it	to	the	town.	But	the	robbers	knew	all	about	it,	and	they	said	to	the	youth,
if	he	could	get	this	ox	too,	without	the	man’s	knowing	it,	and	without	his	doing
him	any	harm,	 he	 should	be	 as	 good	 as	 any	one	of	 them.	 If	 that	were	 all,	 the
youth	said,	he	did	not	think	it	a	very	hard	thing.
This	time	he	took	with	him	a	rope,	and	hung	himself	up	under	the	arm-	pits	to	a
tree	 right	 in	 the	man’s	way.	So	 the	man	came	along	with	his	ox,	and	when	he
saw	such	a	sight	hanging	there	he	began	to	feel	a	little	queer.
“Well”,	 said	he,	“whatever	heavy	 thoughts	you	had	who	have	hanged	yourself
up	 there,	 it	can’t	be	helped;	you	may	hang	for	what	 I	care!	 I	can’t	breathe	 life
into	you	again”;	and	with	that	he	went	on	his	way	with	his	ox.	Down	slipped	the
youth	 from	 the	 tree,	 and	 ran	by	 a	 footpath,	 and	got	 before	 the	man,	 and	hung
himself	up	right	in	his	way	again.
“Bless	me!”	said	 the	man,	“were	you	 really	 so	heavy	at	heart	 that	you	hanged
yourself	up	there	-	or	is	it	only	a	piece	of	witchcraft	that	I	see	before	me?	Aye,
aye!	you	may	hang	for	all	I	care,	whether	you	are	a	ghost	or	whatever	you	are.”
So	he	passed	on	with	his	ox.
Now	the	youth	did	just	as	he	had	done	twice	before;	he	jumped	down	from	the
tree,	ran	through	the	wood	by	a	footpath,	and	hung	himself	up	right	in	the	man’s
way	again.	But	when	the	man	saw	this	sight	for	the	third	time,	he	said	to	himself:
“Well!	 this	 is	an	ugly	business!	 Is	 it	 likely	now	 that	 they	should	have	been	so
heavy	 at	 heart	 as	 to	 hang	 themselves,	 all	 these	 three?	No!	 I	 cannot	 think	 it	 is
anything	else	 than	a	piece	of	witchcraft	 that	 I	see.	But	now	I’ll	 soon	know	for



certain;	 if	 the	other	two	are	still	hanging	there,	 it	must	be	really	so;	but	if	 they
are	not,	then	it	can	be	nothing	but	witchcraft	that	I	see.”
So	he	tied	up	his	ox,	and	ran	back	to	see	if	 the	others	were	still	really	hanging
there.	But	while	he	went	and	peered	up	into	all	the	trees,	the	youth	jumped	down
and	took	his	ox	and	ran	off	with	it.	When	the	man	came	back	and	found	his	ox
gone,	he	was	in	a	sad	plight,	and,	as	any	one	might	know	without	being	told,	he
began	to	cry	and	bemoan;	but	at	last	he	came	to	take	it	easier,	and	so	he	thought:
“There’s	no	other	help	for	it	than	to	go	home	and	take	the	third	ox	without	my
dame’s	knowing	it,	and	to	try	and	drive	a	good	bargain	with	it,	so	that	I	may	get
a	good	sum	of	money	for	it.”
So	he	went	home	and	set	off	with	the	ox,	and	his	old	dame	knew	never	a	word
about	 the	matter.	But	 the	 robbers,	 they	knew	all	 about	 it,	 and	 they	 said	 to	 the
youth,	that	if	he	could	steal	this	ox	as	he	had	stolen	the	other	two,	then	he	should
be	master	over	the	whole	band.	Well,	 the	youth	set	off,	and	ran	into	the	wood;
and	as	the	man	came	by	with	his	ox	he	set	up	a	dreadful	bellowing,	 just	 like	a
great	 ox	 in	 the	wood.	When	 the	man	 heard	 that,	 you	 can’t	 think	 how	glad	 he
was,	 for	 it	 seemed	 to	 him	 that	 he	 knew	 the	 voice	 of	 his	 big	 bullock,	 and	 he
thought	that	now	he	should	find	both	of	them	again;	so	he	tied	up	the	third	ox,
and	ran	off	from	the	road	to	look	for	them	in	the	wood;	but	meantime	the	youth
went	off	with	the	third	ox.	Now,	when	the	man	came	back	and	found	he	had	lost
this	ox	too,	he	was	so	wild	that	there	was	no	end	to	his	grief.	He	cried	and	roared
and	beat	his	breast,	and,	 to	 tell	 the	 truth,	 it	was	many	days	before	he	dared	go
home;	for	he	was	afraid	lest	his	old	dame	should	kill	him	outright	on	the	spot.
As	for	the	robbers,	they	were	not	very	well	pleased	either,	when	they	had	to	own
that	 the	youth	was	master	 over	 the	whole	band.	So	one	day	 they	 thought	 they
would	 try	 their	 hands	 at	 something	which	 he	was	 not	man	 enough	 to	 do;	 and
they	 set	off	 all	 together,	 every	man	Jack	of	 them,	and	 left	him	alone	at	home.
Now,	the	first	thing	that	he	did	when	they	were	all	well	clear	of	the	house,	was
to	drive	 the	oxen	out	 to	 the	road,	so	 that	 they	might	run	back	to	 the	man	from
whom	he	had	stolen	them;	and	right	glad	he	was	to	see	them,	as	you	may	fancy.
Next	he	took	all	the	horses	which	the	robbers	had,	and	loaded	them	with	the	best
things	 he	 could	 lay	 his	 hands	 on-gold	 and	 silver,	 and	 clothes	 and	 other	 fine
things;	and	then	he	bade	the	old	dame	to	greet	the	robbers	when	they	came	back,
and	to	thank	them	for	him,	and	to	say	that	now	he	was	setting	off	on	his	travels,
and	they	would	have	hard	work	to	find	him	again;	and	with	that,	off	he	started.
After	 a	 good	 bit	 he	 came	 to	 the	 road	 along	which	 he	was	 going	when	 he	 fell
among	 the	 robbers,	 and	 when	 he	 got	 near	 home,	 and	 could	 see	 his	 father’s
cottage,	he	put	on	a	uniform	which	he	had	found	among	the	clothes	he	had	taken
from	the	robbers,	and	which	was	made	just	 like	a	general’s.	So	he	drove	up	to
the	door	as	if	he	were	any	other	great	man.	After	that	he	went	in	and	asked	if	he



could	have	a	lodging?	No;	that	he	couldn’t	at	any	price.
“How	ever	should	I	be	able”,	said	the	man,	“to	make	room	in	my	house	for	such
a	fine	gentleman	-	I	who	scarce	have	a	rag	to	lie	upon,	and	miserable	rags	too?”
“You	 always	 were	 a	 stingy	 old	 hunks”,	 said	 the	 youth,	 “and	 so	 you	 are	 still,
when	you	won’t	take	your	own	son	in.”
“What,	you	my	son!”	said	the	man.
“Don”t	 you	 know	me	 again?”	 said	 the	 youth.	Well,	 after	 a	 little	while	 he	 did
know	him	again.
“But	what	have	you	been	turning	your	hand	to,	that	you	have	made	yourself	so
great	a	man	in	such	haste?”	asked	the	man.
“Oh!	 I’ll	 soon	 tell	 you”,	 said	 the	youth.	 “You	 said	 I	might	 take	 to	 any	 trade	 I
chose,	and	so	 I	bound	myself	apprentice	 to	a	pack	of	 thieves	and	 robbers,	and
now	I’ve	served	my	time	out,	and	am	become	a	Master	Thief.”
Now	there	lived	a	Squire	close	by	to	his	father’s	cottage,	and	he	had	such	a	great
house,	and	such	heaps	of	money,	he	could	not	tell	how	much	he	had.	He	had	a
daughter	 too,	 and	a	 smart	 and	pretty	girl	 she	was.	So	 the	Master	Thief	 set	 his
heart	upon	having	her	to	wife,	and	he	told	his	father	to	go	to	the	Squire	and	ask
for	his	daughter	for	him.
“If	he	asks	by	what	trade	I	get	my	living,	you	can	say	I’m	a	Master	Thief.”
“I	 think	 you’ve	 lost	 your	wits”,	 said	 the	man,	 “for	 you	 can’t	 be	 in	 your	 right
mind	when	you	think	of	such	stuff.”
No!	he	had	not	lost	his	wits,	his	father	must	and	should	go	to	the	Squire,	and	ask
for	his	daughter.
“Nay,	but	I	tell	you,	I	daren’t	go	to	the	Squire	and	be	your	spokesman;	he	who	is
so	rich,	and	has	so	much	money”,	said	the	man.
Yes,	 there	was	no	help	 for	 it,	 said	 the	Master	Thief;	 he	 should	go	whether	 he
would	or	no;	and	if	he	did	not	go	by	fair	means,	he	would	soon	make	him	go	by
foul.	But	the	man	was	still	loath	to	go;	so	he	stepped	after	him,	and	rubbed	him
down	 with	 a	 good	 birch	 cudgel,	 and	 kept	 on	 till	 the	 man	 came	 crying	 and
sobbing	inside	the	Squire’s	door.
“How	now,	my	man!	what	ails	you?”	said	the	Squire.	So	he	told	him	the	whole
story;	how	he	had	three	sons	who	set	off	one	day,	and	how	he	had	given	them
leave	to	go	wheresoever	they	would,	and	to	follow	whatever	calling	they	chose.
“And	here	now	is	the	youngest	come	home,	and	has	thrashed	me	till	he	has	made
me	come	to	you	and	ask	for	your	daughter	for	him	to	wife;	and	he	bids	me	say,
besides,	that	he’s	a	Master	Thief.”	And	so	he	fell	to	crying	and	sobbing	again.
“Never	mind,	my	man”,	 said	 the	 Squire,	 laughing;	 “just	 go	 back	 and	 tell	 him



from	me,	he	must	prove	his	skill	first.	If	he	can	steal	the	roast	from	the	spit	in	the
kitchen	on	Sunday,	while	all	the	household	are	looking	after	it,	he	shall	have	my
daughter.	Just	go	and	tell	him	that.”
So	he	went	back	and	told	the	youth,	who	thought	it	would	be	an	easy	job.	So	he
set	 about	 and	 caught	 three	 hares	 alive,	 and	 put	 them	 into	 a	 bag,	 and	 dressed
himself	 in	some	old	rags,	until	he	 looked	so	poor	and	filthy	 that	 it	made	one’s
heart	 bleed	 to	 see;	 and	 then	 he	 stole	 into	 the	 passage	 at	 the	 back-door	 of	 the
Squire’s	house	on	the	Sunday	forenoon,	with	his	bag,	just	like	any	other	beggar-
boy.	But	the	Squire	himself	and	all	his	household	were	in	the	kitchen	watching
the	roast.	Just	as	 they	were	doing	this,	 the	youth	 let	one	hare	go,	and	it	set	off
and	ran	round	and	round	the	yard	in	front	of	the	house.
“Oh,	just	look	at	that	hare!”	said	the	folk	in	the	kitchen,	and	were	all	for	running
out	to	catch	it.
Yes,	 the	Squire	saw	it	 running	too.	“Oh,	 let	 it	 run”,	said	he;	“there’s	no	use	 in
thinking	to	catch	a	hare	on	the	spring.”
A	 little	 while	 after,	 the	 youth	 let	 the	 second	 hare	 go,	 and	 they	 saw	 it	 in	 the
kitchen,	and	 thought	 it	was	 the	 same	 they	had	seen	before,	and	still	wanted	 to
run	 out	 and	 catch	 it;	 but	 the	 Squire	 said	 again	 it	was	 no	 use.	 It	was	 not	 long
before	the	youth	let	the	third	hare	go,	and	it	set	off	and	ran	round	and	round	the
yard	as	the	others	before	it.	Now,	they	saw	it	from	the	kitchen,	and	still	thought
it	was	 the	 same	hare	 that	 kept	 on	 running	 about,	 and	were	 all	 eager	 to	 be	out
after	it.
“Well,	 it	 is	 a	 fine	 hare”,	 said	 the	 Squire;	 “come	 let’s	 see	 if	 we	 can’t	 lay	 our
hands	on	it.”
So	out	he	ran,	and	the	rest	with	him	-	away	they	all	went,	 the	hare	before,	and
they	after;	so	that	it	was	rare	fun	to	see.	But	meantime	the	youth	took	the	roast
and	 ran	 off	with	 it;	 and	where	 the	Squire	 got	 a	 roast	 for	 his	 dinner	 that	 day	 I
don’t	know;	but	one	thing	I	know,	and	that	is,	that	he	had	no	roast	hare,	though
he	ran	after	it	till	he	was	both	warm	and	weary.
Now	it	chanced	that	the	Priest	came	to	dinner	that	day,	and	when	the	Squire	told
him	what	a	 trick	the	Master	Thief	had	played	him,	he	made	such	game	of	him
that	there	was	no	end	of	it.
“For	my	part”,	said	the	Priest,	“I	can’t	think	how	it	could	ever	happen	to	me	to
be	made	such	a	fool	of	by	a	fellow	like	that.”
“Very	well	-	only	keep	a	sharp	look-out”,	said	the	Squire;	“maybe	he’ll	come	to
see	you	before	you	know	a	word	of	it.”	But	the	Priest	stuck	to	his	text	-	that	he
did,	and	made	game	of	the	Squire	because	he	had	been	so	taken	in.
Later	 in	 the	afternoon	came	the	Master	Thief,	and	wanted	to	have	the	Squire’s
daughter,	as	he	had	given	his	word.	But	the	Squire	began	to	talk	him	over,	and



said,	“Oh,	you	must	first	prove	your	skill	a	little	more;	for	what	you	did	to-day
was	 no	 great	 thing,	 after	 all.	 Couldn’t	 you	 now	 play	 off	 a	 good	 trick	 on	 the
Priest,	who	is	sitting	in	there,	and	making	game	of	me	for	letting	such	a	fellow	as
you	twist	me	round	his	thumb.”
“Well,	 as	 for	 that,	 it	wouldn’t	 be	 hard”,	 said	 the	Master	 Thief.	 So	 he	 dressed
himself	up	like	a	bird,	threw	a	great	white	sheet	over	his	body,	took	the	wings	of
a	goose	and	tied	them	to	his	back,	and	so	climbed	up	into	a	great	maple	which
stood	in	the	Priest’s	garden.	And	when	the	Priest	came	home	in	the	evening,	the
youth	began	to	bawl	out,	“Father	Laurence!	Father	Laurence!”	-	for	that	was	the
Priest’s	name.
“Who	is	that	calling	me?”	said	the	Priest.
“I	am	an	angel”,	said	the	Master	Thief,	‘sent	from	God	to	let	you	know	that	you
shall	be	taken	up	alive	into	heaven	for	your	piety’s	sake.	Next	Monday	night	you
must	hold	yourself	ready	for	the	journey,	for	I	shall	come	then	to	fetch	you	in	a
sack;	 and	 all	 your	 gold	 and	 your	 silver,	 and	 all	 that	 you	 have	 of	 this	world’s
goods,	you	must	lay	together	in	a	heap	in	your	dining-room.”
Well,	Father	Laurence	fell	on	his	knees	before	the	angel,	and	thanked	him;	and
the	very	next	day	he	preached	a	farewell	sermon,	and	gave	it	out	how	there	had
come	down	an	angel	unto	the	big	maple	in	his	garden,	who	had	told	him	that	he
was	to	be	 taken	up	alive	 into	heaven	for	his	piety’s	sake;	and	he	preached	and
made	such	a	 touching	discourse,	 that	all	who	were	at	church	wept,	both	young
and	old.
So	 the	next	Monday	night	 came	 the	Master	Thief	 like	 an	angel	 again,	 and	 the
Priest	 fell	 on	 his	 knees	 and	 thanked	 him	 before	 he	was	 put	 into	 the	 sack;	 but
when	 he	 had	 got	 him	 well	 in,	 the	 Master	 Thief	 drew	 and	 dragged	 him	 over
stocks	and	stones.
“OW!	OW!”	groaned	the	Priest	inside	the	sack,	“wherever	are	we	going?”
“This	 is	 the	narrow	way	which	 leadeth	unto	 the	kingdom	of	heaven”,	 said	 the
Master	Thief,	who	went	on	dragging	him	along	till	he	had	nearly	broken	every
bone	in	his	body.	At	last	he	tumbled	him	into	a	goose-house	that	belonged	to	the
Squire,	and	the	geese	began	pecking	and	pinching	him	with	their	bills,	so	that	he
was	more	dead	than	alive.
“Now	you	 are	 in	 the	 flames	 of	 purgatory,	 to	 be	 cleansed	 and	 purified	 for	 life
everlasting”,	said	the	Master	Thief;	and	with	that	he	went	his	way,	and	took	all
the	 gold	 which	 the	 Priest	 had	 laid	 together	 in	 his	 dining-room.	 The	 next
morning,	when	the	goose-girl	came	to	let	the	geese	out,	she	heard	how	the	Priest
lay	in	the	sack,	and	bemoaned	himself	in	the	goose-house.
“In	heaven’s	name,	who’s	there,	and	what	ails	you?”	she	cried.
“Oh!”	said	the	Priest,	“if	you	are	an	angel	from	heaven,	do	let	me	out,	and	let	me



return	again	to	earth,	for	 it	 is	worse	here	than	in	hell.	The	little	fiends	keep	on
pinching	me	with	tongs.”
“Heaven	help	us,	I	am	no	angel	at	all”,	said	the	girl,	as	she	helped	the	Priest	out
of	 the	sack;	“I	only	 look	after	 the	Squire’s	geese,	and	like	enough	they	are	 the
little	fiends	which	have	pinched	your	reverence.”
“Oh!”	groaned	the	Priest,	“this	is	all	that	Master	Thief’s	doing.	Ah!	my	gold	and
my	 silver,	 and	my	 fine	 clothes.”	And	he	beat	 his	 breast,	 and	hobbled	home	at
such	a	rate	that	the	girl	thought	he	had	lost	his	wits	all	at	once.
Now	when	the	Squire	came	to	hear	how	it	had	gone	with	the	Priest,	and	how	he
had	been	along	the	narrow	way,	and	into	purgatory,	he	laughed	till	he	well-nigh
split	his	sides.	But	when	the	Master	Thief	came	and	asked	for	his	daughter	as	he
had	 promised,	 the	 Squire	 put	 him	 off	 again,	 and	 said,	 “You	 must	 do	 one
masterpiece	better	still,	that	I	may	see	plainly	what	you	are	fit	for.	Now,	I	have
twelve	horses	in	my	stable,	and	on	them	I	will	put	twelve	grooms,	one	on	each.
If	you	are	so	good	a	thief	as	to	steal	the	horses	from	under	them,	I’ll	see	what	I
can	do	for	you.”
“Very	well,	I	daresay	I	can	do	it”,	said	the	Master	Thief;	“but	shall	I	really	have
your	daughter	if	I	can?”
“Yes,	if	you	can,	I’ll	do	my	best	for	you”,	said	the	Squire.	So	the	Master	Thief
set	off	 to	a	shop,	and	bought	brandy	enough	 to	 fill	 two	pocket-flasks,	and	 into
one	of	them	he	put	a	sleepy	drink,	but	into	the	other	only	brandy.	After	that	he
hired	eleven	men	to	lie	in	wait	at	night,	behind	the	Squire’s	stable-yard;	and	last
of	all,	for	fair	words	and	a	good	bit	of	money,	he	borrowed	a	ragged	gown	and
cloak	from	an	old	woman;	and	so,	with	a	staff	in	his	hand,	and	a	bundle	at	his
back,	he	limped	off,	as	evening	drew	on,	towards	the	Squire’s	stable.	Just	as	he
got	there	they	were	watering	the	horses	for	the	night,	and	had	their	hands	full	of
work.	“What	the	devil	do	you	want?”	said	one	of	the	grooms	to	the	old	woman.
“Oh,	oh!	hutetu!	it	is	so	bitter	cold”,	said	she,	and	shivered	and	shook,	and	made
wry	faces.	“Hutetu!	it	is	so	cold,	a	poor	wretch	may	easily	freeze	to	death”;	and
with	that	she	fell	to	shivering	and	shaking	again.
“Oh!	for	the	love	of	heaven,	can	I	get	leave	to	stay	here	a	while,	and	sit	inside
the	stable	door?”
“To	 the	devil	with	your	 leave”,	said	one.	“Pack	yourself	off	 this	minute,	 for	 if
the	Squire	sets	his	eye	on	you,	he’ll	lead	us	a	pretty	dance.”
“Oh!	the	poor	old	bag-of-bones”,	said	another,	whose	heart	took	pity	on	her,	“the
old	hag	may	sit	inside	and	welcome;	such	a	one	as	she	can	do	no	harm.”
And	the	rest	said,	some	she	should	stay,	and	some	she	shouldn’t;	but	while	they
were	quarrelling	and	minding	 the	horses,	 she	crept	 further	and	 further	 into	 the
stable,	till	at	last	she	sat	herself	down	behind	the	door;	and	when	she	had	got	so



far,	no	one	gave	any	more	heed	to	her.
As	the	night	wore	on,	the	men	found	it	rather	cold	work	to	sit	so	still	and	quiet
on	horseback.
“Hutetu!	it	is	so	devilish	cold”,	said	one,	and	beat	his	arms	crosswise.
“That	it	is”,	said	another;	“I	freeze	so,	that	my	teeth	chatter.”
“If	one	only	had	a	quid	to	chew”,	said	a	third.
Well!	there	was	one	who	had	an	ounce	or	two;	so	they	shared	it	between	them,
though	it	wasn’t	much,	after	all,	that	each	got;	and	so	they	chewed	and	spat,	and
spat	and	chewed.	This	helped	them	somewhat;	but	in	a	little	while	they	were	just
as	bad	as	ever.
“Hutetu!”	said	one,	and	shivered	and	shook.
“Hutetu!”	 said	 the	 old	 woman,	 and	 shivered	 so,	 that	 every	 tooth	 in	 her	 head
chattered.	Then	she	pulled	out	the	flask	with	brandy	in	it,	and	her	hand	shook	so
that	the	spirit	splashed	about	in	the	flask,	and	then	she	took	such	a	gulp,	that	it
went	“bop”	in	her	throat.
“What’s	that	you’ve	got	in	your	flask,	old	girl?”	said	one	of	the	grooms.
“Oh!	it’s	only	a	drop	of	brandy,	old	man”,	said	she.
“Brandy!	Well,	I	never!	Do	let	me	have	a	drop”,	screamed	the	whole	twelve,	one
after	another.
“Oh!	but	it	is	such	a	little	drop”,	mumbled	the	old	woman,	“it	will	not	even	wet
your	mouths	round.”	But	they	must	and	would	have	it;	there	was	no	help	for	it;
and	so	she	pulled	out	the	flask	with	the	sleepy	drink	in	it,	and	put	it	to	the	first
man’s	lips;	then	she	shook	no	more,	but	guided	the	flask	so	that	each	of	them	got
what	he	wanted,	and	 the	 twelfth	had	not	done	drinking	before	 the	 first	 sat	and
snored.	Then	the	Master	Thief	threw	off	his	beggar’s	rags,	and	took	one	groom
after	 the	 other	 so	 softly	 off	 their	 horses,	 and	 set	 them	 astride	 on	 the	 beams
between	 the	 stalls;	 and	 so	 he	 called	 his	 eleven	 men,	 and	 rode	 off	 with	 the
Squire’s	twelve	horses.	But	when	the	Squire	got	up	in	the	morning,	and	went	to
look	after	his	grooms,	they	had	just	begun	to	come	to;	and	some	of	them	fell	to
spurring	 the	beams	with	 their	 spurs,	 till	 the	splinters	 flew	again,	and	some	fell
off,	and	some	still	hung	on	and	sat	there	looking	like	fools.
“Ho!	ho!”	said	the	Squire;	“I	see	very	well	who	has	been	here;	but	as	for	you,	a
pretty	set	of	blockheads	you	must	be	to	sit	here	and	let	the	Master	Thief	steal	the
horses	from	between	your	legs.”
So	they	all	got	a	good	leathering	because	they	had	not	kept	a	sharper	look-out.
Further	 on	 in	 the	 day	 came	 the	 Master	 Thief	 again,	 and	 told	 how	 he	 had
managed	 the	matter,	 and	 asked	 for	 the	Squire’s	daughter,	 as	he	had	promised;



but	 the	 Squire	 gave	 him	 one	 hundred	 crowns	 down,	 and	 said	 he	 must	 do
something	better	still.
“Do	you	think	now”,	said	he,	“you	can	steal	the	horse	from	under	me	while	I	am
out	riding	on	his	back?”	“O,	yes!	I	daresay	I	could”,	said	the	Master	Thief,	“if	I
were	really	sure	of	getting	your	daughter.”
Well,	well,	the	Squire	would	see	what	he	could	do;	and	he	told	the	Master	Thief
a	day	when	he	would	be	taking	a	ride	on	a	great	common	where	they	drilled	the
troops.	So	the	Master	Thief	soon	got	hold	of	an	old	worn-out	jade	of	a	mare,	and
set	to	work,	and	made	traces	and	collar	of	withies	and	broom-twigs,	and	bought
an	old	beggarly	cart	and	a	great	cask.	After	that	he	told	an	old	beggar	woman,	he
would	give	her	ten	crowns	if	she	would	get	inside	the	cask,	and	keep	her	mouth
agape	over	 the	 tap	hole,	 into	which	he	was	going	 to	 stick	his	 finger.	No	harm
should	happen	to	her;	she	should	only	be	driven	about	a	little;	and	if	he	took	his
finger	out	more	 than	once,	she	was	 to	have	 ten	crowns	more.	Then	he	 threw	a
few	rags	and	tatters	over	himself,	and	stuffed	himself	out,	and	put	on	a	wig	and	a
great	beard	of	goat’s	hair,	so	that	no	one	could	know	him	again,	and	set	off	for
the	common,	where	the	Squire	had	already	been	riding	about	a	good	bit.	When
he	reached	the	place,	he	went	along	so	softly	and	slowly	that	he	scarce	made	an
inch	of	way.	“Gee	up!	Gee	up!”	and	so	he	went	on	a	little;	then	he	stood	stock
still,	and	so	on	a	little	again;	and	altogether	the	pace	was	so	poor	it	never	once
came	into	the	Squire’s	head	that	this	could	be	the	Master	Thief.
At	last	the	Squire	rode	right	up	to	him,	and	asked	if	he	had	seen	any	one	lurking
about	in	the	wood	thereabouts.	“No”,	said	the	man,	“I	haven’t	seen	a	soul.”
“Hark,	 now”,	 said	 the	Squire,	 “if	 you	 have	 a	mind	 to	 ride	 into	 the	wood,	 and
hunt	about	and	see	 if	you	can	fall	upon	any	one	 lurking	about	 there,	you	shall
have	the	loan	of	my	horse,	and	a	shilling	into	the	bargain,	to	drink	my	health,	for
your	pains.”
“I	don’t	see	how	I	can	go”,	said	the	man,	“for	I	am	going	to	a	wedding	with	this
cask	of	mead,	which	I	have	been	to	town	to	fetch,	and	here	the	tap	has	fallen	out
by	the	way,	and	so	I	must	go	along,	holding	my	finger	in	the	tap	hole.”
“Ride	off”,	said	the	Squire;	“I’ll	look	after	your	horse	and	cask.”
Well,	on	these	terms	the	man	was	willing	to	go;	but	he	begged	the	Squire	to	be
quick	 in	putting	his	 finger	 into	 the	 tap	hole	when	he	 took	his	own	out,	 and	 to
mind	 and	 keep	 it	 there	 till	 he	 came	 back.	 At	 last	 the	 Squire	 grew	 weary	 of
standing	there	with	his	finger	in	the	tap	hole,	so	he	took	it	out.
“Now	I	shall	have	ten	crowns	more!”	screamed	the	old	woman	inside	the	cask;
and	then	the	Squire	saw	at	once	how	the	land	lay,	and	took	himself	off	home;	but
he	had	not	gone	far	before	they	met	him	with	a	fresh	horse,	for	the	Master	Thief
had	already	been	to	his	house,	and	told	them	to	send	one.	The	day	after,	he	came



to	 the	Squire	 and	would	 have	 his	 daughter,	 as	 he	 had	 given	 his	word;	 but	 the
Squire	 put	 him	off	 again	with	 fine	words,	 and	gave	him	 two	hundred	 crowns,
and	said	he	must	do	one	more	masterpiece.	If	he	could	do	that,	he	should	have
her.	Well,	well,	the	Master	Thief	thought	he	could	do	it,	if	he	only	knew	what	it
was	to	be.
“Do	you	think,	now”,	said	the	Squire,	“you	can	steal	the	sheet	off	our	bed,	and
the	shift	off	my	wife’s	back.	Do	you	think	you	could	do	that?”
“It	shall	be	done”,	said	 the	Master	Thief.	“I	only	wish	I	was	as	sure	of	getting
your	daughter.”
So	when	night	began	to	fall,	the	Master	Thief	went	out	and	cut	down	a	thief	who
hung	on	 the	gallows,	and	 threw	him	across	his	 shoulders,	 and	carried	him	off.
Then	he	got	a	 long	 ladder	and	set	 it	up	against	 the	Squire’s	bedroom	window,
and	so	climbed	up,	and	kept	bobbing	the	dead	man	up	and	down,	just	for	all	the
world	like	one	that	was	peeping	in	at	the	window.
“That’s	the	Master	Thief,	old	lass!”	said	the	Squire,	and	gave	his	wife	a	nudge
on	the	side.	“Now	see	if	I	don’t	shoot	him,	that’s	all.”
So	saying	he	took	up	a	rifle	which	he	had	laid	at	his	bedside.
“No!	no!	pray	don’t	shoot	him	after	telling	him	he	might	come	and	try”,	said	his
wife.
“Don”t	talk	to	me,	for	shoot	him	I	will”,	said	he;	and	so	he	lay	there	and	aimed
and	aimed;	but	as	soon	as	 the	head	came	up	before	 the	window,	and	he	saw	a
little	 of	 it,	 so	 soon	was	 it	 down	 again.	At	 last	 he	 thought	 he	 had	 a	 good	 aim;
“bang”	went	the	gun,	down	fell	the	dead	body	to	the	ground	with	a	heavy	thump,
and	down	went	the	Master	Thief	too	as	fast	as	he	could.
“Well”,	said	 the	Squire,	“it	 is	quite	 true	 that	 I	am	the	chief	magistrate	 in	 these
parts;	but	people	are	fond	of	talking,	and	it	would	be	a	bore	if	they	came	to	see
this	dead	man’s	body.	I	think	the	best	thing	to	be	done	is	that	I	should	go	down
and	bury	him.”
“You	must	do	as	you	 think	best,	dear”,	 said	his	wife.	So	 the	Squire	got	out	of
bed	and	went	downstairs,	and	he	had	scarce	put	his	foot	out	of	the	door	before
the	Master	Thief	stole	in,	and	went	straight	upstairs	to	his	wife.
“Why,	dear,	back	already!”	said	she,	for	she	thought	it	was	her	husband.
“O	yes,	 I	only	 just	put	him	 into	a	hole,	 and	 threw	a	 little	earth	over	him.	 It	 is
enough	that	he	is	out	of	sight,	for	it	is	such	a	bad	night	out	of	doors;	by-and-by
I’ll	do	it	better.	But	just	let	me	have	the	sheet	to	wipe	myself	with	-	he	was	so
bloody	-	and	I	have	made	myself	in	such	a	mess	with	him.”
So	he	got	the	sheet.



After	 a	while	 he	 said,	 “Do	 you	 know	 I	 am	 afraid	 you	must	 let	me	 have	 your
nightshift	too,	for	the	sheet	won’t	do	by	itself;	that	I	can	see.”
So	she	gave	him	the	shift	also.	But	just	then	it	came	across	his	mind	that	he	had
forgotten	to	lock	the	house-door,	so	he	must	step	down	and	look	to	that	before	he
came	back	to	bed,	and	away	he	went	with	both	shift	and	sheet.
A	little	while	after	came	the	true	Squire.
“Why!	what	 a	 time	 you’ve	 taken	 to	 lock	 the	 door,	 dear!”	 said	 his	wife;	 “and
what	have	you	done	with	the	sheet	and	shift?”
“What	do	you	say?”	said	the	Squire.
“Why,	I	am	asking	what	you	have	done	with	the	sheet	and	shift	that	you	had	to
wipe	off	the	blood”,	said	she.
“What,	in	the	Devil’s	name!”	said	the	Squire,	“has	he	taken	me	in	this	time	too?”
Next	day	came	the	Master	Thief	and	asked	for	the	Squire’s	daughter,	as	he	had
given	his	word;	and	then	the	Squire	dared	not	do	anything	else	than	give	her	to
him,	and	a	good	 lump	of	money	 into	 the	bargain;	 for,	 to	 tell	 the	 truth,	he	was
afraid	 lest	 the	Master	Thief	 should	 steal	 the	eyes	out	of	his	head,	 and	 that	 the
people	would	begin	 to	 say	 spiteful	 things	of	him	 if	 he	broke	his	word.	So	 the
Master	 Thief	 lived	 well	 and	 happily	 from	 that	 time	 forward.	 I	 don’t	 know
whether	he	stole	anymore;	but	if	he	did,	I	am	quite	sure	it	was	only	for	the	sake
of	a	bit	of	fun.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WERE	three	brothers;	 I	don’t	quite	know	how	it
happened,	 but	 each	 of	 them	 had	 got	 the	 right	 to	wish	 one	 thing,	whatever	 he
chose.	So	 the	 two	elder	were	not	 long	a-thinking;	 they	wished	 that	 every	 time
they	put	their	hands	in	their	pockets	they	might	pull	out	a	piece	of	money;	for,
said	they,	“The	man	who	has	as	much	money	as	he	wishes	for	is	always	sure	to
get	on	in	the	world.”
But	the	youngest	wished	something	better	still.	He	wished	that	every	woman	he
saw	might	fall	in	love	with	him	as	soon	as	she	saw	him;	and	you	shall	soon	hear
how	far	better	this	was	than	gold	and	goods.
So,	when	they	had	all	wished	their	wishes,	the	two	elder	were	for	setting	out	to
see	the	world;	and	Boots,	their	youngest	brother,	asked	if	he	mightn’t	go	along
with	them;	but	they	wouldn’t	hear	of	such	a	thing.
“Wherever	we	go”,	they	said,	“we	shall	be	treated	as	counts	and	kings;	but	you,
you	starveling	wretch,	who	haven’t	a	penny,	and	never	will	have	one,	who	do
you	think	will	care	a	bit	about	you?”
“Well,	but	in	spite	of	that,	I’d	like	to	go	with	you”,	said	Boots;	“perhaps	a	dainty
bit	may	fall	to	my	share	too	off	the	plates	of	such	high	and	mighty	lords.”
At	last,	after	begging	and	praying,	he	got	leave	to	go	with	them,	if	he	would	be
their	servant,	else	they	wouldn’t	hear	of	it.
So,	when	they	had	gone	a	day	or	so,	they	came	to	an	inn,	where	the	two	who	had
the	 money	 alighted,	 and	 called	 for	 fish	 and	 flesh,	 and	 fowl,	 and	 brandy	 and
mead,	and	everything	 that	was	good;	but	Boots,	poor	 fellow,	had	 to	 look	after
their	luggage	and	all	that	belonged	to	the	two	great	people.	Now,	as	he	went	to
and	fro	outside,	and	loitered	about	in	the	inn-yard,	the	innkeeper’s	wife	looked
out	of	window	and	saw	the	servant	of	 the	gentlemen	upstairs;	and,	all	at	once,



she	thought	she	had	never	set	eyes	on	such	a	handsome	chap.	So	she	stared	and
stared,	and	the	longer	she	looked	the	handsomer	he	seemed.
“Why	 what,	 by	 the	 Devil’s	 skin	 and	 bones,	 is	 it	 that	 you	 are	 standing	 there
gaping	at	out	of	the	window?”	said	her	husband.	“I	think	“twould	be	better	if	you
just	looked	how	the	sucking	pig	is	getting	on,	instead	of	hanging	out	of	window
in	that	way.	Don”t	you	know	what	grand	folk	we	have	in	the	house	to-day?”
“Oh!”	said	his	old	dame,	“I	don’t	care	a	farthing	about	such	a	pack	of	rubbish;	if
they	don’t	like	it	they	may	lump	it,	and	be	off;	but	just	do	come	and	look	at	this
lad	out	in	the	yard;	so	handsome	a	fellow	I	never	saw	in	all	my	born	days;	and,	if
you’ll	do	as	I	wish,	we’ll	ask	him	to	step	in	and	treat	him	a	little,	for,	poor	lad,
he	seems	to	have	a	hard	fight	of	it.”
“Have	you	lost	the	little	brains	you	had,	Goody?”	said	the	husband,	whose	eyes
glistened	with	rage;	“into	the	kitchen	with	you,	and	mind	the	fire;	but	don’t	stand
there	glowering	after	strange	men.”
So	the	wife	had	nothing	left	for	it	but	to	go	into	the	kitchen,	and	look	after	the
cooking;	as	for	the	lad	outside,	she	couldn’t	get	leave	to	ask	him	in,	or	to	treat
him	either;	but	just	as	she	was	about	spitting	the	pig	in	the	kitchen,	she	made	an
excuse	for	running	out	into	the	yard,	and	then	and	there	she	gave	Boots	a	pair	of
scissors,	of	 such	a	kind	 that	 they	cut	of	 themselves	out	of	 the	air	 the	 loveliest
clothes	any	one	ever	saw,	silk	and	satin,	and	all	that	was	fine.
“This	you	shall	have	because	you	are	so	handsome,”	said	the	innkeeper’s	wife.
So	when	the	two	elder	brothers	had	crammed	themselves	with	roast	and	boiled,
they	wished	to	be	off	again,	and	Boots	had	to	stand	behind	their	carriage,	and	be
their	 servant;	 and	 so	 they	 travelled	 a	 good	way,	 till	 they	 came	 to	 another	 inn.
There	the	two	brothers	again	alighted	and	went	indoors,	but	Boots,	who	had	no
money,	they	wouldn’t	have	inside	with	them;	no,	he	must	wait	outside	and	watch
the	luggage.	“And	mind”,	they	said,	“if	anyone	asks	whose	servant	you	are,	say
we	are	two	foreign	Princes.”
But	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 now	 as	 happened	 before;	 while	 Boots	 stood
hanging	about	out	in	the	yard,	the	innkeeper’s	wife	came	to	the	window	and	saw
him,	and	she	 too	fell	 in	 love	with	him,	 just	 like	 the	first	 innkeeper’s	wife;	and
there	 she	 stood	 and	 stared,	 for	 she	 thought	 she	 could	 never	 have	 her	 fill	 of
looking	 at	 him.	 Then	 her	 husband	 came	 running	 through	 the	 room	 with
something	the	two	Princes	had	ordered.
“Don”t	 stand	 there	 staring	 like	 a	 cow	 at	 a	 barn-door,	 but	 take	 this	 into	 the
kitchen,	 and	 look	 after	 your	 fish-kettle,	Goody”,	 said	 the	man;	 “don’t	 you	 see
what	grand	people	we	have	in	the	house	to-day?”
“I	don’t	care	a	farthing	for	such	a	pack	of	rubbish”,	said	the	wife;	“if	they	don’t
like	what	they	get	they	may	lump	it,	and	eat	what	they	brought	with	them.	But



just	do	come	here,	and	see	what	you	shall	see!	Such	a	handsome	fellow	as	walks
here,	out	in	the	yard,	I	never	saw	in	all	my	born	days.	Shan’t	we	ask	him	in	and
treat	him	a	little;	he	looks	as	if	he	needed	it,	poor	chap?”	and	then	she	went	on:
“Such	a	love!	such	a	love!”
“You	never	had	much	wit,	and	the	little	you	had	is	clean	gone,	I	can	see”,	said
the	man,	who	was	much	more	angry	than	the	first	innkeeper,	and	chased	his	wife
back,	neck	and	crop,	into	the	kitchen.
“Into	the	kitchen	with	you,	and	don’t	stand	glowering	after	lads”,	he	said.
So	she	had	to	go	in	and	mind	her	fish-kettle,	and	she	dared	not	treat	Boots,	for
she	was	 afraid	 of	 her	 old	man;	 but	 as	 she	 stood	 there	making	 up	 the	 fire,	 she
made	an	excuse	for	running	out	into	the	yard,	and	then	and	there	she	gave	Boots
a	table-cloth,	which	was	such	that	it	covered	itself	with	the	best	dishes	you	could
think	of,	as	soon	as	it	was	spread	out.
“This	you	shall	have”,	she	said,	“because	you’re	so	handsome.”
So	when	the	two	brothers	had	eaten	and	drank	of	all	that	was	in	the	house,	and
had	paid	the	bill	in	hard	cash,	they	set	off	again,	and	Boots	stood	up	behind	their
carriage.	But	when	they	had	gone	so	far	that	they	grew	hungry	again,	they	turned
into	a	third	inn,	and	called	for	the	best	and	dearest	they	could	think	of.
“For”,	 said	 they,	 “we	 are	 two	 kings	 on	 our	 travels,	 and	 as	 for	 our	 money,	 it
grows	like	grass.”
Well,	when	the	innkeeper	heard	that,	there	was	such	a	roasting,	and	baking,	and
boiling;	why!	you	might	smell	the	dinner	at	the	next	neighbour’s	house,	though
it	 wasn’t	 so	 very	 near;	 and	 the	 innkeeper	 was	 at	 his	 wits”	 end	 to	 find	 all	 he
wished	to	put	before	the	two	kings.	But	Boots,	he	had	to	stand	outside	here	too,
and	look	after	the	things	in	the	carriage.
So	it	was	the	same	story	over	again.	The	innkeeper’s	wife	came	to	the	window
and	peeped	out,	and	there	she	saw	the	servant	standing	by	the	carriage.	Such	a
handsome	chap	she	had	never	set	eyes	on	before;	so	she	looked	and	looked,	and
the	more	she	stared	the	handsomer	he	seemed	to	the	innkeeper’s	wife.	Then	out
came	the	innkeeper,	scampering	through	the	room,	with	some	dainty	which	the
travelling	kings	had	ordered,	and	he	wasn’t	very	soft-tongued	when	he	saw	his
old	dame	standing	and	glowering	out	of	the	window.
“Don”t	you	know	better	 than	 to	 stand	gaping	and	staring	 there,	when	we	have
such	 great	 folk	 in	 the	 house”,	 he	 said,	 “back	 into	 the	 kitchen	 with	 you	 this
minute,	to	your	custards.”
“Well!	well!”	she	said,	“as	for	them,	I	don’t	care	a	pin.	If	they	can’t	wait	till	the
custards	are	baked,	they	may	go	without	-	that’s	all.	But	do,	pray,	come	here,	and
you’ll	see	such	a	lovely	lad	standing	out	here	in	the	yard.	Why	I	never	saw	such



a	pretty	fellow	in	my	life.	Shan’t	we	ask	him	in	now,	and	treat	him	a	little,	for	he
looks	as	if	it	would	do	him	good.	Oh!	what	a	darling!	What	a	darling!”
“A	wanton	gadabout	you’ve	been	all	your	days,	and	so	you	are	still”,	 said	her
husband,	who	was	in	such	a	rage	he	scarce	knew	which	leg	to	stand	on;	“but	if
you	don’t	be	off	to	your	custards	this	minute,	I’ll	soon	find	out	how	to	make	you
stir	your	stumps;	see	if	I	don’t.”
So	 the	wife	had	off	 to	her	custards	as	 fast	 as	 she	could,	 for	 she	knew	 that	her
husband	would	stand	no	nonsense;	but	as	she	stood	there	over	the	fire	she	stole
out	into	the	yard,	and	gave	Boots	a	tap.
“If	you	only	turn	this	tap”,	she	said,	“you’ll	get	the	finest	drink	of	whatever	kind
you	choose,	both	mead,	and	wine,	and	brandy;	and	this	you	shall	have	because
you	are	so	handsome.”
So	when	the	two	brothers	had	eaten	and	drunk	all	they	could,	they	started	from
the	inn,	and	Boots	stood	up	behind	again	as	their	servant,	and	thus	they	drove	far
and	wide,	till	they	came	to	a	king’s	palace.	There	the	two	elder	gave	themselves
out	for	two	emperor’s	sons,	and	as	they	had	plenty	of	money,	and	were	so	fine
that	 their	clothes	shone	again	ever	so	far	off,	 they	were	well	 treated.	They	had
rooms	in	the	palace,	and	the	king	couldn’t	tell	how	to	make	enough	of	them.	But
Boots,	who	went	about	in	the	same	rags	he	stood	in	when	he	left	home,	and	who
had	never	a	penny	in	his	pocket,	he	was	taken	up	by	the	king’s	guard,	and	put
across	to	an	island,	where	they	used	to	row	over	all	the	beggars	and	rogues	that
came	 to	 the	 palace.	 This	 the	 king	 had	 ordered,	 because	 he	wouldn’t	 have	 the
mirth	at	the	palace	spoilt	by	those	dirty	blackguards;	and	there,	too,	only	just	as
much	food	as	would	keep	body	and	soul	together	was	sent	over	every	day.	Now
Boots”	brothers	saw	very	well	that	the	guard	was	rowing	him	over	to	the	island,
but	they	were	glad	to	be	rid	of	him,	and	didn’t	pay	the	least	heed	to	him.
But	when	Boots	got	over	there,	he	just	pulled	out	his	scissors	and	began	to	snip
and	cut	in	the	air;	so	the	scissors	cut	out	the	finest	clothes	any	one	would	wish	to
see;	silk	and	satin	both,	and	all	the	beggars	on	the	island	were	soon	dressed	far
finer	than	the	king	and	all	his	guests	in	the	palace.	After	that,	Boots	pulled	out
his	 table-	 cloth,	 and	 spread	 it	 out,	 and	 so	 they	got	 food	 too,	 the	poor	beggars.
Such	a	feast	had	never	been	seen	at	the	king’s	palace,	as	was	served	that	day	at
the	Beggars”	Isle.
“Thirsty,	too,	I’ll	be	bound	you	all	are”,	said	Boots,	and	out	with	his	tap,	gave	it
a	turn,	and	so	the	beggars	got	all	a	drop	to	drink;	and	such	ale	and	mead	the	king
himself	had	never	tasted	in	all	his	life.
So,	next	morning,	when	those	who	were	to	bring	the	beggars	their	food	on	the
island,	 came	 rowing	over	with	 the	 scrapings	of	 the	porridge-	pots	 and	 cheese-
parings	-	that	was	what	the	poor	wretches	had	-	the	beggars	wouldn’t	so	much	as
taste	 them,	and	 the	king’s	men	fell	 to	wondering	what	 it	could	mean;	but	 they



wondered	much	more	when	they	got	a	good	look	at	the	beggars,	for	they	were	so
fine	 the	guard	 thought	 they	must	be	Emperors	or	Popes	 at	 least,	 and	 that	 they
must	 have	 rowed	 to	 a	wrong	 island;	 but	when	 they	 looked	 better	 about	 them,
they	saw	they	were	come	to	the	old	place.
Then	they	soon	found	out	it	must	be	he	whom	they	had	rowed	out	the	day	before
who	had	brought	the	beggars	on	the	island	all	this	state	and	bravery;	and	as	soon
as	 they	got	back	 to	 the	palace,	 they	were	not	slow	 to	 tell	how	the	man,	whom
they	had	rowed	over	the	day	before,	had	dressed	out	all	the	beggars	so	fine	and
grand	that	precious	things	fell	from	their	clothes.
“And	as	for	the	porridge	and	cheese	we	took,	they	wouldn’t	even	taste	them,	so
proud	have	they	got”,	they	said.
One	of	them,	too,	had	smelt	out	that	the	lad	had	a	pair	of	scissors	which	he	cut
out	the	clothes	with.
“When	 he	 only	 snips	 with	 those	 scissors	 up	 in	 the	 air	 he	 snips	 and	 cuts	 out
nothing	but	silk	and	satin”,	said	he.
So,	when	the	Princess	heard	that,	she	had	neither	peace	nor	rest	till	she	saw	the
lad	and	his	scissors	that	cut	out	silk	and	satin	from	the	air;	such	a	pair	was	worth
having,	 she	 thought,	 for	 with	 its	 help	 she	 would	 soon	 get	 all	 the	 finery	 she
wished	for.	Well,	she	begged	the	king	so	long	and	hard,	he	was	forced	to	send	a
messenger	for	the	lad	who	owned	the	scissors;	and	when	he	came	to	the	palace,
the	Princess	asked	him	if	it	were	true	that	he	had	such	and	such	a	pair	of	scissors,
and	if	he	would	sell	it	to	her.	Yes,	it	was	all	true	he	had	such	a	pair,	said	Boots,
but	sell	it	he	wouldn’t;	and	with	that	he	took	the	scissors	out	of	his	pocket,	and
snipped	and	snipped	with	them	in	the	air	till	strips	of	silk	and	satin	flew	all	about
him.
“Nay,	 but	 you	must	 sell	me	 these	 scissors”,	 said	 the	 Princess.	 “You	may	 ask
what	you	please	for	them,	but	have	them	I	must.”
No!	Such	a	pair	of	scissors	he	wouldn’t	sell	at	any	price,	for	he	could	never	get
such	a	pair	again;	and	while	they	stood	and	haggled	for	the	scissors,	the	Princess
had	time	to	look	better	at	Boots,	and	she	too	thought	with	the	innkeepers”	wives
that	she	had	never	seen	such	a	handsome	fellow	before.	So	she	began	to	bargain
for	the	scissors	over	again,	and	begged	and	prayed	Boots	to	let	her	have	them;	he
might	ask	many,	many	hundred	crowns	for	 them,	“twas	all	 the	same	to	her,	so
she	got	them.
“No!	sell	them	I	won’t”,	said	Boots;	“but	all	the	same,	if	I	can	get	leave	to	sleep
one	night	on	the	floor	of	the	Princess”	bedroom,	close	by	the	door,	I’ll	give	her
the	scissors.	 I’ll	do	her	no	harm,	but	 if	 she’s	afraid,	 she	may	have	 two	men	 to
watch	inside	the	room.”
Yes!	the	Princess	was	glad	enough	to	give	him	leave,	for	she	was	ready	to	grant



him	anything	 if	 she	only	got	 the	 scissors.	So	Boots	 lay	on	 the	 floor	 inside	 the
Princess”	 bedroom	 that	 night,	 and	 two	 men	 stood	 watch	 there	 too;	 but	 the
Princess	didn’t	get	much	rest	after	all;	for	when	she	ought	to	have	been	asleep,
she	must	open	her	eyes	to	look	at	Boots,	and	so	it	went	on	the	whole	night.	If	she
shut	 her	 eyes	 for	 a	 minute,	 she	 peeped	 out	 at	 him	 again	 the	 next,	 such	 a
handsome	fellow	he	seemed	to	her	to	be.
Next	morning	Boots	was	rowed	over	to	the	Beggars”	isle	again;	but	when	they
came	with	the	porridge	scrapings	and	cheese	parings	from	the	palace,	there	was
no	one	who	would	taste	them	that	day	either,	and	so	those	who	brought	the	food
were	 more	 astonished	 than	 ever.	 But	 one	 of	 those	 who	 brought	 the	 food
contrived	 to	 smell	 out	 that	 the	 lad	who	 had	 owned	 the	 scissors	 owned	 also	 a
table-cloth,	which	he	only	needed	to	spread	out,	and	it	was	covered	with	all	the
good	things	he	could	wish	for.	So	when	he	got	back	to	the	palace,	he	wasn’t	long
before	he	said,	“Such	hot	joints	and	such	custards	I	never	saw	the	like	of	in	the
king’s	palace.”
And	when	the	Princess	heard	that,	she	told	it	to	the	king,	and	begged	and	prayed
so	long,	that	he	was	forced	to	send	a	messenger	out	to	the	island	to	fetch	the	lad
who	owned	the	table-cloth;	and	so	Boots	came	back	to	the	palace.	The	Princess
must	and	would	have	the	cloth	of	him,	and	offered	him	gold	and	green	woods	for
it,	but	Boots	wouldn’t	sell	it	at	any	price.
“But	if	I	may	have	leave	to	lie	on	the	bench	by	the	Princess”	bed-	side	to-night,
she	shall	have	 the	cloth;	but	 if	 she’s	afraid,	 she	 is	welcome	 to	set	 four	men	 to
watch	inside	the	room.”
Yes!	the	Princess	agreed	to	this,	so	Boots	lay	down	on	the	bench	by	the	bed-side,
and	 the	 four	 men	 watched;	 but	 if	 the	 Princess	 hadn’t	 much	 sleep	 the	 night
before,	she	had	much	less	this,	for	she	could	scarce	get	a	wink	of	sleep;	there	she
lay	wide	awake	looking	at	the	lovely	lad	the	whole	night	through,	and	after	all,
the	night	seemed	too	short.
Next	morning	Boots	was	rowed	off	again	to	the	Beggars”	island,	though	sorely
against	 the	 Princess”	 will,	 so	 happy	 was	 she	 to	 be	 near	 him;	 but	 it	 was	 past
praying	for;	to	the	island	he	must	go,	and	there	was	an	end	of	it.	But	when	those
who	 brought	 the	 food	 to	 the	 beggars	 came	 with	 the	 porridge	 scrapings	 and
cheese	parings,	there	wasn’t	one	of	them	who	would	even	look	at	what	the	king
sent,	and	 those	who	brought	 it	didn’t	wonder	either;	 though	 they	all	 thought	 it
strange	 that	 none	 of	 them	were	 thirsty.	But	 just	 then,	 one	 of	 the	 king’s	 guard
smelled	out	that	the	lad	who	had	owned	the	scissors	and	the	table-cloth	had	a	tap
besides,	which,	if	one	only	turned	it	a	little,	gave	out	the	rarest	drink,	both	ale,
and	mead,	and	wine.	So	when	he	came	back	to	the	palace,	he	couldn’t	keep	his
mouth	shut	this	time	any	more	than	before;	he	went	about	telling	high	and	low
about	the	tap,	and	how	easy	it	was	to	draw	all	sorts	of	drink	out	of	it.



“And	as	 for	 that	mead	and	ale,	 I’ve	never	 tasted	 the	 like	of	 them	in	 the	king’s
palace;	honey	and	syrup	are	nothing	to	them	for	sweetness.”
So	when	the	Princess	heard	that,	she	was	all	for	getting	the	tap,	and	was	nothing
loath	to	strike	a	bargain	with	the	owner	either.	So	she	went	again	to	the	king,	and
begged	 him	 to	 send	 a	 messenger	 to	 the	 Beggars”	 Isle	 after	 the	 lad	 who	 had
owned	 the	 scissors	 and	cloth,	 for	now	he	had	another	 thing	worth	having,	 she
said,	and	when	the	king	heard	it	was	a	tap,	that	was	good	to	give	the	best	ale	and
wine	any	one	could	drink,	when	one	gave	it	a	turn,	he	wasn’t	long	in	sending	the
messenger,	I	should	think.
So	when	Boots	came	up	to	the	palace,	the	Princess	asked	whether	it	were	true	he
had	a	tap	which	could	do	such	and	such	things?	“Yes!	he	had	such	a	tap	in	his
waistcoat	pocket”,	said	Boots;	but	when	the	Princess	wished	with	all	her	might
to	buy	it,	Boots	said,	as	he	had	said	twice	before,	he	wouldn’t	sell	it,	even	if	the
Princess	bade	half	the	kingdom	for	it.
“But	all	the	same”,	said	Boots;	“if	I	may	have	leave	to	sleep	on	the
Princess”	bed	to-night,	outside	the	quilt,	she	shall	have	my	tap.
I’ll	not	do	her	any	harm;	but,	if	she’s	afraid,	she	may	set	eight	men	to	watch	in
her	room.”
“Oh,	no!”	said	 the	Princess,	“there	was	no	need	of	 that,	 she	knew	him	now	so
well”;	 and	 so	Boots	 lay	outside	 the	Princess”	bed	 that	night.	But	 if	 she	hadn’t
slept	much	the	two	nights	before,	she	had	less	sleep	that	night;	for	she	couldn’t
shut	her	eyes	the	livelong	night,	but	lay	and	looked	at	Boots,	who	lay	alongside
her	outside	the	quilt.
So,	when	she	got	up	in	the	morning,	and	they	were	going	to	row	Boots	back	to
the	island,	she	begged	them	to	hold	hard	a	little	bit;	and	in	she	ran	to	the	king,
and	begged	him	so	prettily	to	let	her	have	Boots	for	a	husband,	she	was	so	fond
of	him,	and,	unless	she	had	him,	she	did	not	care	to	live.
“Well,	well!”	 said	 the	 king,	 “you	 shall	 have	 him	 if	 you	must;	 for	 he	who	has
such	things	is	just	as	rich	as	you	are.”
So	Boots	got	the	Princess	and	half	the	kingdom	-	the	other	half	he	was	to	have
when	 the	 king	 died;	 and	 so	 everything	 went	 smooth	 and	 well;	 but	 as	 for	 his
brothers,	 who	 had	 always	 been	 so	 bad	 to	 him,	 he	 packed	 them	 off	 to	 the
Beggars”	island.
“There”,	said	Boots,	“perhaps	they	may	find	out	which	is	best	off,	the	man	who
has	his	pockets	full	of	money,	or	the	man	whom	all	women	fall	in	love	with.”
Nor,	 to	 tell	you	the	truth,	do	I	 think	it	would	help	them	much	to	wander	about
upon	the	Beggars”	island	pulling	pieces	of	money	out	of	their	pockets;	and	so,	if
Boots	hasn’t	taken	them	off	the	island,	there	they	are	still	walking	about	to	this



very	day,	eating	cheese-	parings	and	the	scrapings	of	the	porridge-pots.
	



WELL	DONE	AND	ILL	PAID

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man,	who	had	 to	drive	his	 sledge	 to	 the
wood	for	fuel.	So	a	Bear	met	him.
“Out	 with	 your	 horse”,	 said	 the	 Bear,	 “or	 I’ll	 strike	 all	 your	 sheep	 dead	 by
summer.”
“Oh!	heaven	help	me	then”,	said	the	man;	“there’s	not	a	stick	of	firewood	in	the
house;	 you	must	 let	me	 drive	 home	 a	 load	 of	 fuel,	 else	we	 shall	 be	 frozen	 to
death.	I’ll	bring	the	horse	to	you	to-	morrow	morning.”
Yes!	 on	 those	 terms	 he	 might	 drive	 the	 wood	 home,	 that	 was	 a	 bargain;	 but
Bruin	said,	“if	he	didn’t	come	back,	he	should	lose	all	his	sheep	by	summer”.
So	 the	man	got	 the	wood	on	 the	 sledge	 and	 rattled	homewards,	 but	 he	wasn’t
over	pleased	at	the	bargain	you	may	fancy.	So	just	then	a	Fox	met	him.
“Why,	what’s	the	matter?”	said	the	Fox;	“why	are	you	so	down	in	the	mouth?”
“Oh,	if	you	want	to	know”,	said	the	man;	“I	met	a	Bear	up	yonder	in	the	wood,
and	I	had	to	give	my	word	to	him	to	bring	Dobbin	back	to-	morrow,	at	this	very
hour;	 for	 if	he	didn’t	get	him,	he	 said	he	would	 tear	 all	my	 sheep	 to	death	by
summer.”
“Stuff,	 nothing	worse	 than	 that”,	 said	 the	 Fox;	 “if	 you’ll	 give	me	 your	 fattest
wether,	I’ll	soon	set	you	free;	see	if	I	don’t.”
Yes!	the	man	gave	his	word,	and	swore	he	would	keep	it	too.
“Well,	when	you	come	with	Dobbin	to-morrow	for	the	bear”,	said	the	Fox,	“I’ll
make	a	clatter	up	in	that	heap	of	stones	yonder,	and	so	when	the	bear	asks	what
that	noise	is,	you	must	say	“tis	Peter	the	Marksman,	who	is	the	best	shot	in	the
world;	and	after	that	you	must	help	yourself.”



Next	day	off	set	the	man,	and	when	he	met	the	Bear,	something	began	to	make	a
clatter	up	in	the	heap	of	stones.
“Hist!	what’s	that?”	said	the	Bear.
“Oh!	that’s	Peter	the	Marksman,	to	be	sure”,	said	the	than;	“he’s	the	best	shot	in
the	world.	I	know	him	by	his	voice.”
“Have	you	seen	any	bears	about	here,	Eric?”	shouted	out	a	voice	in	the	wood.
“Say,	no!”	said	the	Bear.
“No,	I	haven’t	seen	any”,	said	Eric.
“What’s	 that	 then,	 that	 stands	alongside	your	sledge?”	bawled	out	 the	voice	 in
the	wood.
“Say	it’s	an	old	fir-stump”,	said	the	Bear.
“Oh,	it’s	only	an	old	fir-stump”,	said	the	man.
“Such	fir-stumps	we	take	in	our	country	and	roll	them	on	our	sledges”,	bawled
out	the	voice;	“if	you	can’t	do	it	yourself,	I’ll	come	and	help	you.”
“Say	you	can	help	yourself,	and	roll	me	up	on	the	sledge”,	said	the	Bear.
“No,	thank	ye,	I	can	help	myself	well	enough”,	said	the	man,	and	rolled	the	Bear
on	to	the	sledge.
“Such	fir-stumps	we	always	bind	fast	on	our	sledges	in	our	part	of	 the	world”,
bawled	out	the	voice;	‘shall	I	come	and	help	you?”
“Say	you	can	help	yourself,	and	bind	me	fast,	do”,	said	the	Bear.
“No,	thanks,	I	can	help	myself	well	enough”,	said	the	man,	who	set	to	binding
Bruin	fast	with	all	the	ropes	he	had,	so	that	at	last	the	bear	couldn’t	stir	a	paw.
“Such	 fir-stumps	 we	 always	 drive	 our	 axes	 into,	 in	 our	 part	 of	 the	 world”,
bawled	 out	 the	 voice;	 “for	 then	 we	 guide	 them	 better	 going	 down	 the	 steep
pitches.”
“Pretend	to	drive	your	axe	into	me,	do	now”,	said	the	bear.	Then	the	man	took
up	 his	 axe,	 and	 at	 one	 blow	 split	 the	 bear’s	 skull,	 so	 that	Bruin	 lay	 dead	 in	 a
trice,	and	so	the	man	and	the	Fox	were	great	friends,	and	on	the	best	terms.	But
when	they	came	near	the	farm,	the	Fox	said,	“I’ve	no	mind	to	go	right	home	with
you,	for	I	can’t	say	I	like	your	tykes;	so	I’ll	just	wait	here,	and	you	can	bring	the
wether	to	me,	but	mind	and	pick	out	one	nice	and	fat.”
Yes!	the	man	would	be	sure	to	do	that,	and	thanked	the	Fox	much	for	his	help.
So	when	he	had	put	up	Dobbin,	he	went	across	to	the	sheep-	stall.
“Where	are	you	going,	now?”	asked	his	old	dame.
“Oh!”	said	the	man,	“I’m	only	going	to	the	sheep-stall	to	fetch	a	fat	wether	for



that	cunning	Fox,	who	set	our	Dobbin	free.	I	gave	him	my	word	I	would.”
“Where,	 indeed”,	said	 the	old	dame;	“never	a	one	shall	 that	 thief	of	a	Fox	get.
Haven’t	we	got	Dobbin	safe,	and	the	bear	into	the	bargain;	and	as	for	the	Fox,
I’ll	be	bound	he’s	stolen	more	of	our	geese	than	the	weather	is	worth;	and	even	if
he	hasn’t	stolen	them,	he	will.	No,	no;	take	a	brace	of	your	swiftest	hounds	in	a
sack,	 and	 slip	 them	 loose	 after	 him;	 and	 then,	 perhaps,	we	 shall	 be	 rid	 of	 this
robbing	Reynard.”
Well,	 the	man	 thought	 that	 good	 advice;	 so	 he	 took	 two	 fleet	 red	 hounds,	 put
them	into	a	sack,	and	set	off	with	them.
“Have	you	brought	the	wether?”	said	the	Fox.
“Yes,	 come	 and	 take	 it”,	 said	 the	man,	 as	 he	 untied	 the	 sack	 and	 let	 slip	 the
hounds.
“HUF”,	said	the	Fox,	and	gave	a	great	spring;	“true	it	is	what	the	old	saw	says,
"Well	 done	 is	 often	 ill	 paid";	 and	 now,	 too,	 I	 see	 the	 truth	 of	 another	 saying,
"The	worst	foes	are	those	of	one’s	own	house.”	That	was	what	the	Fox	said	as	he
ran	off,	and	saw	the	red	foxy	hounds	at	his	heels.
	



DAPPLEGRIM
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	rich	couple	who	had	twelve	sons;	but	the
youngest	when	he	was	grown	up,	said	he	wouldn’t	stay	any	longer	at	home,	but
be	off	into	the	world	to	try	his	luck.	His	father	and	mother	said	he	did	very	well
at	 home,	 and	had	better	 stay	where	he	was.	But	 no,	 he	 couldn’t	 rest;	 away	he
must	and	would	go.	So	at	last	they	gave	him	leave.	And	when	he	had	walked	a
good	bit,	he	came	to	a	king’s	palace,	where	he	asked	for	a	place,	and	got	it.
Now	the	daughter	of	the	king	of	that	land	had	been	carried	off	into	the	hill	by	a
Troll,	 and	 the	king	had	no	other	 children;	 so	he	and	all	his	 land	were	 in	great
grief	and	sorrow,	and	the	king	gave	his	word	that	anyone	who	could	set	her	free
should	have	the	Princess	and	half	the	kingdom.	But	there	was	no	one	who	could
do	it,	though	many	tried.
So	when	the	lad	had	been	there	a	year	or	so,	he	longed	to	go	home	again	and	see
his	father	and	mother,	and	back	he	went,	but	when	he	got	home	his	father	and
mother	 were	 dead,	 and	 his	 brothers	 had	 shared	 all	 that	 the	 old	 people	 owned
between	them,	and	so	there	was	nothing	left	for	the	lad.
“Shan’t	I	have	anything	at	all,	then,	out	of	father’s	and	mother’s	goods?”	said	the
lad.
“Who	 could	 tell	 you	 were	 still	 alive,	 when	 you	went	 gadding	 and	wandering
about	so	long?”	said	his	brothers.	“But	all	 the	same;	there	are	twelve	mares	up
on	the	hill	which	we	haven’t	yet	shared	among	us;	if	you	choose	to	take	them	for
your	share,	you’re	quite	welcome.”
Yes!	the	lad	was	quite	content;	so	he	thanked	his	brothers,	and	went	at	once	up
on	the	hill,	where	the	twelve	mares	were	out	at	grass.	And	when	he	got	up	there
and	 found	 them,	 each	 of	 them	 had	 a	 foal	 at	 her	 side,	 and	 one	 of	 them	 had
besides,	along	with	her,	a	big	dapple-grey	foal,	which	was	so	sleek	that	the	sun
shone	from	its	coat.



“A	fine	fellow	you	are,	my	little	foal”,	said	the	lad.
“Yes”,	said	the	foal;	“but	if	you’ll	only	kill	all	the	other	foals,	so	that	I	may	run
and	suck	all	the	mares	one	year	more,	you’ll	see	how	big	and	sleek	I’ll	be	then.”
Yes!	the	lad	was	ready	to	do	that;	so	he	killed	all	 those	twelve	foals,	and	went
home	again.
So	when	he	came	back	 the	next	year	 to	 look	after	his	 foal	and	mares,	 the	 foal
was	so	fat	and	sleek,	that	the	sun	shone	from	its	coat,	and	it	had	grown	so	big,
the	 lad	 had	 hard	 work	 to	mount	 it.	 As	 for	 the	mares,	 they	 had	 each	 of	 them
another	foal.
“Well,	 it’s	quite	plain	I	 lost	nothing	by	 letting	you	suck	all	my	twelve	mares”,
said	the	lad	to	the	yearling,	“but	now	you’re	big	enough	to	come	along	with	me.”
“No”,	said	the	colt,	“I	must	bide	here	a	year	longer;	and	now	kill	all	the	twelve
foals,	 that	 I	may	 suck	 all	 the	mares	 this	 year	 too,	 and	you’ll	 see	 how	big	 and
sleek	I’ll	be	by	summer.”
Yes!	the	lad	did	that;	and	next	year	when	he	went	up	on	the	hill	to	look	after	his
colt	and	the	mares,	each	mare	had	her	foal,	but	the	dapple	colt	was	so	tall	the	lad
couldn’t	 reach	up	 to	 his	 crest	when	he	wanted	 to	 feel	 how	 fat	 he	was;	 and	 so
sleek	he	was	too,	that	his	coat	glistened	in	the	sunshine.
“Big	 and	 beautiful	 you	 were	 last	 year,	 my	 colt”,	 said	 the	 lad,	 “but	 this	 year
you’re	far	grander.	There’s	no	such	horse	in	the	king’s	stable.	But	now	you	must
come	along	with	me.”
“No”,	said	Dapple	again,	“I	must	stay	here	one	year	more.	Kill	the	twelve	foals
as	before,	that	I	may	suck	the	mares	the	whole	year,	and	then	just	come	and	look
at	me	when	the	summer	comes.”
Yes!	the	lad	did	that;	he	killed	the	foals,	and	went	away	home.
But	when	he	went	up	next	year	to	look	after	Dapple	and	the	mares,	he	was	quite
astonished.	So	tall,	and	stout,	and	sturdy,	he	never	thought	a	horse	could	be;	for
Dapple	had	to	lie	down	on	all	fours	before	the	lad	could	bestride	him,	and	it	was
hard	work	to	get	up	even	then,	although	he	lay	flat;	and	his	coat	was	so	smooth
and	sleek,	the	sunbeams	shone	from	it	as	from	a	looking-glass.
This	time	Dapple	was	willing	enough	to	follow	the	lad,	so	he	jumped	up	on	his
back,	and	when	he	came	riding	home	to	his	brothers,	they	all	clapped	their	hands
and	 crossed	 themselves,	 for	 such	 a	 horse	 they	 had	 never	 heard	 of	 nor	 seen
before.
“If	you	will	only	get	me	the	best	shoes	you	can	for	my	horse,	and	the	grandest
saddle	and	bridle	that	are	to	be	found”,	said	the	lad,	“you	may	have	my	twelve
mares	that	graze	up	on	the	hill	yonder,	and	their	twelve	foals	into	the	bargain.”
For	you	must	know	that	this	year	too	every	mare	had	her	foal.



Yes,	 his	 brothers	were	 ready	 to	 do	 that,	 and	 so	 the	 lad	 got	 such	 strong	 shoes
under	his	horse,	that	the	stones	flew	high	aloft	as	he	rode	away	across	the	hills;
and	he	had	a	golden	saddle	and	a	golden	bridle,	which	gleamed	and	glistened	a
long	way	off.
“Now	we’re	off	to	the	king’s	palace”,	said	Dapplegrim	-	that	was	his	name;	“but
mind	you	ask	the	king	for	a	good	stable	and	good	fodder	for	me.”
Yes!	the	lad	said	he	would	mind;	he’d	be	sure	not	to	forget;	and	when	he	rode
off	from	his	brothers”	house,	you	may	be	sure	it	wasn’t	long,	with	such	a	horse
under	him,	before	he	got	to	the	king’s	palace.
When	he	came	there	the	king	was	standing	on	the	steps,	and	stared	and	stared	at
the	man	who	came	riding	along.
“Nay,	nay!”,	 said	he,	 ‘such	a	man	and	 such	a	horse	 I	never	yet	 saw	 in	 all	my
life.”
But	when	the	lad	asked	if	he	could	get	a	place	in	the	king’s	household,	the	king
was	so	glad	he	was	ready	to	jump	and	dance	as	he	stood	on	the	steps.
Well,	they	said,	perhaps	he	might	get	a	place	there.
“Aye”,	said	the	lad,	“but	I	must	have	good	stable-room	for	my	horse,	and	fodder
that	one	can	trust.”
Yes!	he	should	have	meadow-hay	and	oats,	as	much	as	Dapple	could	cram,	and
all	 the	other	knights	had	 to	 lead	 their	horses	out	of	 the	 stable	 that	Dapplegrim
might	stand	alone,	and	have	it	all	to	himself.
But	 it	 wasn’t	 long	 before	 all	 the	 others	 in	 the	 king’s	 household	 began	 to	 be
jealous	of	the	lad,	and	there	was	no	end	to	the	bad	things	they	would	have	done
to	him,	if	they	had	only	dared.	At	last	they	thought	of	telling	the	king	he	had	said
he	was	man	enough	 to	 set	 the	king’s	daughter	 free	 -	whom	 the	Troll	had	 long
since	carried	away	into	the	hill	-	if	he	only	chose.	The	king	called	the	lad	before
him,	and	said	he	had	heard	the	lad	said	he	was	good	to	do	so	and	so;	so	now	he
must	go	and	do	it.	If	he	did	it,	he	knew	how	the	king	had	promised	his	daughter
and	half	the	kingdom,	and	that	promise	would	be	faithfully	kept;	if	he	didn’t,	he
should	be	killed.
The	 lad	kept	on	saying	he	never	said	any	such	 thing;	but	 it	was	no	good	 -	 the
king	wouldn’t	even	listen	to	him;	and	so	the	end	of	it	was	he	was	forced	to	say
he’d	go	and	try.
So	 he	 went	 into	 the	 stable,	 down	 in	 the	 mouth	 and	 heavy-hearted,	 and	 then
Dapplegrim	asked	him	at	once	why	he	was	in	such	dumps.
Then	the	lad	told	him	all,	and	how	he	couldn’t	tell	which	way	to	turn,	“For	as	for
setting	the	Princess	free,	that’s	downright	stuff.”



“Oh!	but	 it	might	be	done,	 perhaps”,	 said	Dapplegrim.	 “I’ll	 help	you	 through;
but	you	must	first	have	me	well	shod.	You	must	go	and	ask	for	ten	pound	of	iron
and	twelve	pound	of	steel	for	the	shoes,	and	one	smith	to	hammer	and	another	to
hold.”
Yes,	 the	 lad	did	 that,	 and	got	 for	 answer	 “Yes!”	He	got	 both	 the	 iron	 and	 the
steel,	and	the	smiths,	and	so	Dapplegrim	was	shod	both	strong	and	well,	and	off
went	the	lad	from	the	court-yard	in	a	cloud	of	dust.
But	when	he	came	to	the	hill	into	which	the	Princess	had	been	carried,	the	pinch
was	how	to	get	up	the	steep	wall	of	rock	where	the	Troll’s	cave	was,	in	which
the	 Princess	 had	 been	 hid.	 For	 you	must	 know	 the	 hill	 stood	 straight	 up	 and
down	right	on	end,	as	upright	as	a	house-wall,	and	as	smooth	as	a	sheet	of	glass.
The	first	time	the	lad	went	at	it	he	got	a	little	way	up;	but	then	Dapple’s	fore-legs
slipped,	and	down	they	went	again,	with	a	sound	like	thunder	on	the	hill.
The	second	time	he	rode	at	it	he	got	some	way	further	up;	but	then	one	fore-leg
slipped,	and	down	they	went	with	a	crash	like	a	landslip.
But	the	third	time	Dapple	said,	“Now	we	must	show	our	mettle”;	and	went	at	it
again	till	the	stones	flew	heaven-high	about	them,	and	so	they	got	up.
Then	the	 lad	rode	right	 into	 the	cave	at	full	speed,	and	caught	up	the	Princess,
and	threw	her	over	his	saddle-bow	and	out	and	down	again	before	the	Troll	had
time	even	to	get	on	his	legs;	and	so	the	Princess	was	freed.
When	the	lad	came	back	to	the	palace,	the	king	was	both	happy	and	glad	to	get
his	daughter	back;	 that	you	may	well	believe;	but	 somehow	or	other,	 though	 I
don’t	know	how,	the	others	about	the	court	had	so	brought	it	about	that	the	king
was	angry	with	the	lad	after	all.
“Thanks	 you	 shall	 have	 for	 freeing	my	Princess”,	 said	 he	 to	 the	 lad,	when	 he
brought	the	Princess	into	the	hall,	and	made	his	bow.
“She	ought	to	be	mine	as	well	as	yours;	for	you’re	a	word-fast	man,	I	hope”,	said
the	lad.
“Aye,	aye!”	said	the	king,	“have	her	you	shall,	since	I	said	it;	but	first	of	all,	you
must	make	the	sun	shine	into	my	palace	hall.”
Now,	 you	 must	 know	 there	 was	 a	 high	 steep	 ridge	 of	 rock	 close	 outside	 the
windows,	which	 threw	such	a	 shade	over	 the	hall	 that	never	 a	 sunbeam	shone
into	it.
“That	wasn’t	 in	our	bargain”,	 answered	 the	 lad;	 “but	 I	 see	 this	 is	past	praying
against;	I	must	even	go	and	try	my	luck,	for	the	Princess	I	must	and	will	have.”
So	down	he	went	to	Dapple,	and	told	him	what	the	king	wanted,	and	Dapplegrim
thought	it	might	easily	be	done,	but	first	of	all	he	must	be	new	shod;	and	for	that



ten	 pound	 of	 iron,	 and	 twelve	 pound	 of	 steel	 besides,	 were	 needed,	 and	 two
smiths,	one	to	hammer	and	the	other	to	hold,	and	then	they’d	soon	get	the	sun	to
shine	into	the	palace	hall.
So	 when	 the	 lad	 asked	 for	 all	 these	 things,	 he	 got	 them	 at	 once	 -	 the	 king
couldn’t	 say	nay	 for	very	 shame;	 and	 so	Dapplegrim	got	new	shoes,	 and	 such
shoes!	 Then	 the	 lad	 jumped	 upon	 his	 back,	 and	 off	 they	 went	 again;	 and	 for
every	leap	that	Dapplegrim	gave,	down	sank	the	ridge	fifteen	ells	into	the	earth,
and	so	they	went	on	till	there	was	nothing	left	of	the	ridge	for	the	king	to	see.
When	 the	 lad	 got	 back	 to	 the	 king’s	 palace,	 he	 asked	 the	 king	 if	 the	 Princess
were	not	his	now;	 for	now	no	one	could	 say	 that	 the	 sun	didn’t	 shine	 into	 the
hall.	But	 then	the	others	set	 the	king’s	back	up	again,	and	he	answered	the	 lad
should	have	her	of	course,	he	had	never	thought	of	anything	else;	but	first	of	all
he	must	get	as	grand	a	horse	for	the	bride	to	ride	on	to	church	as	the	bridegroom
had	himself.
The	lad	said	the	king	hadn’t	spoken	a	word	about	this	before,	and	that	he	thought
he	had	now	fairly	earned	the	Princess;	but	the	king	held	to	his	own;	and	more,	if
the	lad	couldn’t	do	that	he	should	lose	his	life;	that	was	what	the	king	said.	So
the	 lad	went	down	 to	 the	stable	 in	doleful	dumps,	as	you	may	well	 fancy,	and
there	he	told	Dapplegrim	all	about	it;	how	the	king	had	laid	that	task	on	him,	to
find	the	bride	as	good	a	horse	as	the	bridegroom	had	himself,	else	he	would	lose
his	life.
“But	that’s	not	so	easy”,	he	said,	“for	your	match	isn’t	to	be	found	in	the	wide
world.”
“Oh	yes,	I	have	a	match”,	said	Dapplegrim;	“but	‘tisn’t	so	easy	to	find	him,	for
he	abides	in	Hell.	Still	we’ll	try.	And	now	you	must	go	up	to	the	king	and	ask	for
new	shoes	for	me,	ten	pound	of	iron,	and	twelve	pound	of	steel;	and	two	smiths,
one	 to	hammer	and	one	 to	hold;	and	mind	you	see	 that	 the	points	and	ends	of
these	shoes	are	sharp;	and	twelve	sacks	of	rye,	and	twelve	sacks	of	barley,	and
twelve	 slaughtered	 oxen,	we	must	 have	with	 us;	 and	mind,	we	must	 have	 the
twelve	ox-hides,	with	twelve	hundred	spikes	driven	into	each;	and,	let	me	see,	a
big	tar-barrel	-	that’s	all	we	want.”
So	the	lad	went	up	to	the	king	and	asked	for	all	 that	Dapplegrim	had	said,	and
the	king	again	thought	he	couldn’t	say	nay,	for	shame’s	sake,	and	so	the	lad	got
all	he	wanted.
Well,	he	jumped	up	on	Dapplegrim’s	back,	and	rode	away	from	the	palace,	and
when	 he	 had	 ridden	 far,	 far	 over	 hill	 and	 heath,	 Dapple	 asked,	 “Do	 you	 hear
anything?”
“Yes,	I	hear	an	awful	hissing	and	rustling	up	in	the	air,”	said	the	lad;	“I	think	I’m
getting	afraid.”



“That’s	all	the	wild	birds	that	fly	through	the	wood.	They	are	sent	to	stop	us;	but
just	cut	a	hole	 in	 the	corn-sacks,	and	 then	 they’ll	have	so	much	 to	do	with	 the
corn,	they’ll	forget	us	quite.”
Yes!	 the	lad	did	that;	he	cut	holes	 in	 the	corn-sacks,	so	that	 the	rye	and	barley
ran	out	on	all	sides.	Then	all	 the	wild	birds	that	were	in	the	wood	came	flying
round	them	so	 thick	 that	 the	sunbeams	grew	dark;	but	as	soon	as	 they	saw	the
corn,	they	couldn’t	keep	to	their	purpose,	but	flew	down	and	began	to	pick	and
scratch	 at	 the	 rye	 and	 barley,	 and	 after	 that	 they	 began	 to	 fight	 among
themselves.	As	for	Dapplegrim	and	the	lad,	they	forgot	all	about	them,	and	did
them	no	harm.
So	the	lad	rode	on	and	on	–	far,	far	over	mountain	and	dale,	over	sand-	hills	and
moor.	Then	Dapplegrim	began	to	prick	up	his	ears	again,	and	at	last	he	asked	the
lad	if	he	heard	anything?
“Yes!	 now	 I	 hear	 such	 an	 ugly	 roaring	 and	 howling	 in	 the	wood	 all	 round,	 it
makes	me	quite	afraid.”
“Ah!”	said	Dapplegrim,	“that’s	all	the	wild	beasts	that	range	through	the	wood,
and	they’re	sent	out	to	stop	us.	But	just	cast	out	the	twelve	carcasses	of	the	oxen,
that	will	give	them	enough	to	do,	and	so	they’ll	forget	us	outright.”
Yes!	the	lad	cast	out	the	carcasses,	and	then	all	the	wild	beasts	in	the	wood,	both
bears,	and	wolves,	and	lions	-	all	fell	beasts	of	all	kinds	-	came	after	them.	But
when	they	saw	the	carcasses,	they	began	to	fight	for	them	among	themselves	till
blood	flowed	in	streams;	but	Dapplegrim	and	the	lad	they	quite	forgot.
So	the	lad	rode	far	away,	and	they	changed	the	landscape	many,	many	times,	for
Dapplegrim	 didn’t	 let	 the	 grass	 grow	 under	 him,	 as	 you	 may	 fancy.	 At	 last
Dapple	gave	a	great	neigh.
“Do	you	hear	anything?”	he	said.
“Yes,	I	hear	something	like	a	colt	neighing	loud,	a	long,	long	way	off”,	answered
the	lad.
“That’s	a	full-grown	colt	then”,	said	Dapplegrim,	“if	we	hear	him	neigh	so	loud
such	a	long	way	off.”
After	 that	 they	 travelled	 a	 good	 bit,	 changing	 the	 landscape	 once	 or	 twice,
maybe.	Then	Dapplegrim	gave	another	neigh.
“Now	listen,	and	tell	me	if	you	hear	anything”,	he	said.
“Yes,	now	I	hear	a	neigh	like	a	full-grown	horse”,	answered	the	lad.
“Aye!	aye!”	said	Dapplegrim,	“you’ll	hear	him	once	again	soon,	and	then	you’ll
hear	he’s	got	a	voice	of	his	own.”
So	they	travelled	on	and	on,	and	changed	the	landscape	once	or	twice,	perhaps,



and	then	Dapplegrim	neighed	the	third	time;	but	before	he	could	ask	the	lad	if	he
heard	anything,	something	gave	such	a	neigh	across	the	heathy	hill-side,	the	lad
thought	hill	and	rock	would	surely	be	rent	asunder.
“Now,	he’s	here!”	said	Dapplegrim;	“make	haste,	now,	and	throw	the	ox	hides,
with	 the	spikes	 in	 them,	over	me,	and	 throw	down	the	 tar-	barrel	on	 the	plain;
then	climb	up	into	that	great	spruce-fir	yonder.	When	it	comes	fire	will	flash	out
of	both	nostrils,	and	then	the	tar-	barrel	will	catch	fire.	Now,	mind	what	I	say.	If
the	flame	rises,	I	win;	if	it	falls,	I	lose;	but	if	you	see	me	winning	take	and	cast
the	 bridle	 -	 you	must	 take	 it	 off	me	 -	 over	 its	 head,	 and	 then	 it	 will	 be	 tame
enough.”
So	 just	 as	 the	 lad	 had	 done	 throwing	 the	 ox	 hides,	 with	 the	 spikes,	 over
Dapplegrim,	and	had	cast	down	the	tar-barrel	on	the	plain,	and	had	got	well	up
into	the	spruce-fir,	up	galloped	a	horse,	with	fire	flashing	out	of	his	nostrils,	and
the	flame	caught	the	tar-barrel	at	once.	Then	Dapplegrim	and	the	strange	horse
began	to	fight	till	the	stones	flew	heaven	high.	They	fought	and	bit,	and	kicked,
both	with	 fore-feet	 and	 hind-feet,	 and	 sometimes	 the	 lad	 could	 see	 them,	 and
sometimes	 he	 couldn’t;	 but	 at	 last	 the	 flame	 began	 to	 rise;	 for	 wherever	 the
strange	horse	kicked	or	bit,	he	met	the	spiked	hides,	and	at	last	he	had	to	yield.
When	 the	 lad	 saw	 that,	 he	wasn’t	 long	 in	 getting	 down	 from	 the	 tree,	 and	 in
throwing	the	bridle	over	its	head,	and	then	it	was	so	tame	you	could	hold	it	with
a	pack-thread.
And	what	do	you	think?	that	horse	was	dappled	too,	and	so	like	Dapplegrim,	you
couldn’t	 tell	which	was	which.	 Then	 the	 lad	 bestrode	 the	 new	Dapple	 he	 had
broken,	and	rode	home	to	the	palace,	and	old	Dapplegrim	ran	loose	by	his	side.
So	when	he	got	home,	there	stood	the	king	out	in	the	yard.
“Can	 you	 tell	 me	 now”,	 said	 the	 lad,	 “which	 is	 the	 horse	 I	 have	 caught	 and
broken,	and	which	is	the	one	I	had	before.	If	you	can’t,	I	think	your	daughter	is
fairly	mine.”
Then	 the	 king	 went	 and	 looked	 at	 both	 Dapples,	 high	 and	 low,	 before	 and
behind,	but	there	wasn’t	a	hair	on	one	which	wasn’t	on	the	other	as	well.	“No”,
said	the	king,	“that	I	can’t;	and	since	you’ve	got	my	daughter	such	a	grand	horse
for	her	wedding,	you	shall	have	her	with	all	my	heart.	But	still,	we’ll	have	one
trial	 more,	 just	 to	 see	 whether	 you’re	 fated	 to	 have	 her.	 First,	 she	 shall	 hide
herself	 twice,	 and	 then	 you	 shall	 hide	 yourself	 twice.	 If	 you	 can	 find	 out	 her
hiding-place,	 and	 she	 can’t	 find	out	 yours,	why	 then	you’re	 fated	 to	have	her,
and	so	you	shall	have	her.”
“That’s	 not	 in	 the	 bargain	 either”,	 said	 the	 lad;	 “but	we	must	 just	 try,	 since	 it
must	be	so”;	and	so	the	Princess	went	off	to	hide	herself	first.
So	she	turned	herself	into	a	duck,	and	lay	swimming	on	a	pond	that	was	close	to
the	palace.	But	the	lad	only	ran	down	to	the	stable,	and	asked	Dapplegrim	what



she	had	done	with	herself.
“Oh,	you	only	need	 to	 take	your	gun”,	 said	Dapplegrim,	 “and	go	down	 to	 the
brink	of	 the	pond,	 and	 aim	at	 the	duck	which	 lies	 swimming	 about	 there,	 and
she’ll	soon	show	herself.”
So	the	lad	snatched	up	his	gun	and	ran	off	to	the	pond.	“I’ll	just	take	a	pop	at	this
duck”,	he	said,	and	began	to	aim	at	it.
“Nay,	nay,	dear	friend,	don’t	shoot.	It’s	I”,	said	the	Princess.
So	he	had	found	her	once.
The	second	time	the	Princess	turned	herself	into	a	loaf	of	bread,	and	laid	herself
on	the	table	among	four	other	loaves;	and	so	like	was	she	to	the	others,	no	one
could	say	which	was	which.
But	 the	 lad	 went	 again	 down	 to	 the	 stable	 to	 Dapplegrim,	 and	 said	 how	 the
Princess	had	hidden	herself	again,	and	he	couldn’t	tell	at	all	what	had	become	of
her.
“Oh,	just	take	and	sharpen	a	good	bread-knife”,	said	Dapplegrim,”	and	do	as	if
you	were	going	to	cut	in	two	the	third	loaf	on	the	left	hand	of	those	four	loaves
which	 are	 lying	 on	 the	 dresser	 in	 the	 king’s	 kitchen,	 and	 you’ll	 find	 her	 soon
enough.”
Yes!	the	was	down	in	the	kitchen	in	no	time,	and	began	to	sharpen	the	biggest
bread-knife	he	could	lay	hands	on;	then	he	caught	hold	of	the	third	loaf	on	the
left	hand,	and	put	the	knife	to	it,	as	though	he	was	going	to	cut	it	in	two.	I’ll	just
have	a	slice	off	this	loaf”,	he	said,
Nay,	dear	friend”,	said	the	Princess,	“don’t	cut.	It’s	I”	So	he	had	found	her	twice.
Then	he	was	 to	 go	 and	hide;	 but	 he	 and	Dapplegrim	had	 settled	 it	 all	 so	well
beforehand,	it	wasn’t	easy	to	find	him.	First	he	turned	himself	into	a	tick,	and	hid
himself	 in	Dapplegrim’s	 left	 nostril;	 and	 the	 Princess	went	 about	 hunting	 him
everywhere,	high	and	low;	at	last	she	wanted	to	go	into	Dapplegrim’s	stall,	but
he	began	to	bite	and	kick,	so	that	she	daren’t	go	near	him,	and	so	she	couldn’t
find	the	lad.
“Well”,	 she	 said,	 ‘since	 I	 can’t	 find	 you,	 you	 must	 show	 where	 you	 are
yourself”;	and	in	a	trice	the	lad	stood	there	on	the	stable	floor.
The	 second	 time	 Dapplegrim	 told	 him	 again	 what	 to	 do;	 and	 then	 he	 turned
himself	into	a	clod	of	earth,	and	stuck	himself	between	Dapple’s	hoof	and	shoe
on	 the	 near	 forefoot.	 So	 the	 Princess	 hunted	 up	 and	 down,	 out	 and	 in,
everywhere;	at	last	she	came	into	the	stable,	and	wanted	to	go	into	Dapplegrim’s
loose-box.	This	time	he	let	her	come	up	to	him,	and	she	pried	high	and	low,	but
under	his	hoofs	she	couldn’t	come,	for	he	stood	firm	as	a	rock	on	his	feet,	and	so
she	couldn’t	find	the	lad.



“Well;	 you	 must	 just	 show	 yourself,	 for	 I’m	 sure	 I	 can’t	 find	 you”,	 said	 the
Princess,	and	as	she	spoke	the	lad	stood	by	her	side	on	the	stable	floor.
“Now	you	are	mine	indeed”,	said	the	lad;	“for	now	you	can	see	I’m	fated	to	have
you.”	This	he	said	both	to	the	father	and	daughter.
“Yes;	 it	 is	 so	 fated”,	 said	 the	 king;	 ‘so	 it	 must	 be.”	 Then	 they	 got	 ready	 the
wedding	 in	 right	 down	 earnest,	 and	 lost	 no	 time	 about	 it;	 and	 the	 lad	 got	 on
Dapplegrim,	and	the	Princess	on	Dapplegrim’s	match,	and	then	you	may	fancy
they	were	not	long	on	their	way	to	the	church.
	



FARMER	WEATHERSKY
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Once	on	a	time	there	was	a	man	and	his	wife,	who	had	an	only	son,	and	his	name
was	Jack.	The	old	dame	thought	it	high	time	for	her	son	to	go	out	into	the	world
to	learn	a	trade,	and	bade	her	husband	be	off	with	him.
“But	all	you	do”,	she	said,	“mind	you	bind	him	to	someone	who	can	teach	him	to
be	 master	 above	 all	 masters”;	 and	 with	 that	 she	 put	 some	 food	 and	 a	 roll	 of
tobacco	into	a	bag,	and	packed	them	off.
Well!	they	went	to	many	masters;	but	one	and	all	said	they	could	make	the	lad	as
good	as	themselves,	but	better	they	couldn’t	make	him.	So	when	the	man	came
home	again	to	his	wife	with	that	answer,	she	said,	“I	don’t	care	what	you	make
of	him;	but	this	I	say	and	stick	to,	you	must	bind	him	to	someone	where	he	can
learn	 to	be	master	 above	all	masters”;	 and	with	 that	 she	packed	up	more	 food
and	another	roll	of	tobacco,	and	father	and	son	had	to	be	off	again.
Now	when	they	had	walked	a	while	they	got	upon	the	ice,	and	there	they	met	a
man	who	came	whisking	along	in	a	sledge,	and	drove	a	black	horse.
“Where	are	you	going?”	said	the	man.
“Well!”	said	the	father,	“I’m	going	to	bind	my	son	to	someone	who	is	good	to
teach	him	a	trade;	but	my	old	dame	comes	of	such	fine	folk,	she	will	have	him
taught	to	be	master	above	all	masters.”
“Well	 met	 then”,	 said	 the	 driver;	 “I’m	 just	 the	 man	 for	 your	 money,	 for	 I’m
looking	out	 for	 such	an	apprentice.	Up	with	you	behind!”	he	added	 to	 the	 lad,
and	whisk!	off	they	went,	both	of	them,	and	sledge	and	horse,	right	up	into	the
air.
“Nay,	nay!”	cried	the	lad’s	father,	“you	haven’t	 told	me	your	name,	nor	where
you	live.”
“Oh!”	said	 the	master,	“I’m	at	home	alike	north	and	south,	and	east	and	west,



and	my	 name’s	 Farmer	Weathersky.	 In	 a	 year	 and	 a	 day	 you	may	 come	 here
again,	and	then	I’ll	tell	you	if	I	like	him.”	So	away	they	went	through	the	air,	and
were	soon	out	of	sight.
So	when	the	man	got	home,	his	old	dame	asked	what	had	become	of	her	son.
“Well”,	 said	 the	man,	 “Heaven	knows,	 I’m	 sure	 I	 don’t.	They	went	 up	 aloft”;
and	 so	he	 told	 her	what	 had	happened.	But	when	 the	 old	 dame	heard	 that	 her
husband	 couldn’t	 tell	 at	 all	 when	 her	 son’s	 apprenticeship	 would	 be	 out,	 nor
where	he	had	gone,	she	packed	him	off	again,	and	gave	him	another	bag	of	food
and	another	roll	of	tobacco.
So,	when	he	had	walked	a	bit,	he	came	to	a	great	wood,	which	stretched	on	and
on	all	day	as	he	walked	through	it.	When	it	got	dark	he	saw	a	great	light,	and	he
went	towards	it.	After	a	long,	long	time	he	came	to	a	little	but	under	a	rock,	and
outside	stood	an	old	hag	drawing	water	out	of	a	well	with	her	nose,	so	long	was
it.
“Good	evening,	mother!”	said	the	man.
“The	same	to	you”,	said	the	old	hag.	“It’s	hundreds	of	years	since	any	one	called
me	mother.”
“Can	I	have	lodging	here	to-night?”	asked	the	man.
“No!	that	you	can’t”,	said	she.
But	then	the	man	pulled	out	his	roll	of	tobacco,	lighted	his	pipe,	and	gave	the	old
dame	a	whiff,	and	a	pinch	of	snuff.	Then	she	was	so	happy	she	began	to	dance
for	joy,	and	the	end	was,	she	gave	the	man	leave	to	stop	the	night.
So	next	morning	he	began	to	ask	after	Farmer	Weathersky.	“No!	she	never	heard
tell	of	him,	but	she	ruled	over	all	the	four-footed	beasts;	perhaps	some	of	them
might	know	him.”	So	she	played	them	all	home	with	a	pipe	she	had,	and	asked
them	 all,	 but	 there	 wasn’t	 one	 of	 them	 who	 knew	 anything	 about	 Farmer
Weathersky.
“Well!”	said	 the	old	hag,	“there	are	 three	sisters	of	us;	maybe	one	of	 the	other
two	know	where	he	lives.	I’ll	lend	you	my	horse	and	sledge,	and	then	you’ll	be
at	her	house	by	night;	but	it’s	at	least	three	hundred	miles	off,	the	nearest	way.”
Then	 the	man	 started	 off,	 and	 at	 night	 reached	 the	 house,	 and	when	 he	 came
there,	there	stood	another	old	hag	before	the	door,	drawing	water	out	of	the	well
with	her	nose.
“Good	evening,	mother!”	said	the	man.
“The	 same	 to	 you”,	 said	 she;	 “it’s	 hundreds	 of	 years	 since	 any	 one	 called	me
mother.”
“Can	I	lodge	here	to-night?”	asked	the	man.



“No!”	said	the	old	hag.
But	he	 took	out	 his	 roll	 of	 tobacco,	 lighted	his	 pipe,	 and	gave	 the	old	dame	a
whiff,	and	a	good	pinch	of	snuff	besides,	on	the	back	of	her	hand.	Then	she	was
so	happy	that	she	began	to	jump	and	dance	for	joy,	and	so	the	man	got	leave	to
stay	 the	night.	When	 that	was	over,	he	began	 to	ask	after	Farmer	Weathersky.
“No!	she	had	never	heard	tell	of	him;	but	she	ruled	all	the	fish	in	the	sea;	perhaps
some	of	them	might	know	something	about	him.”	So	she	played	them	all	home
with	a	pipe	 she	had,	 and	asked	 them,	but	 there	wasn’t	one	of	 them	who	knew
anything	about	Farmer	Weathersky.
“Well,	well!”	said	 the	old	hag,	“there’s	one	sister	of	us	 left;	maybe	she	knows
something	about	him.	She	lives	six	hundred	miles	off,	but	I’ll	lend	you	my	horse
and	sledge,	and	then	you’ll	get	there	by	nightfall.”
Then	the	man	started	off,	and	reached	the	house	by	nightfall,	and	there	he	found
another	old	hag	who	stood	before	the	grate,	and	stirred	the	fire	with	her	nose,	so
long	and	tough	it	was.
“Good	evening,	mother!”	said	the	man.
“The	same	to	you”,	said	the	old	hag;	“it’s	hundreds	of	years	since	any	one	called
me	mother.”
“Can	I	lodge	here	to-night?”	asked	the	man.
“No”,	said	the	old	hag.
Then	the	man	pulled	out	his	roll	of	tobacco	again,	and	lighted	his	pipe,	and	gave
the	old	hag	such	a	pinch	of	snuff	 it	covered	the	whole	back	of	her	hand.	Then
she	got	so	happy	she	began	to	dance	for	joy,	and	so	the	man	got	leave	to	stay.
But	 when	 the	 night	 was	 over,	 he	 began	 to	 ask	 after	 Farmer	Weathersky.	 She
never	heard	tell	of	him	she	said,	but	she	ruled	over	all	the	birds	of	the	air,	and	so
she	played	them	all	home	with	a	pipe	she	had,	and	when	she	had	mustered	them
all,	 the	 Eagle	was	missing.	 But	 a	 little	 while	 after	 he	 came	 flying	 home,	 and
when	she	asked	him,	he	said	he	had	just	come	straight	from	Farmer	Weathersky.
Then	the	old	hag	said	he	must	guide	the	man	there;	but	 the	eagle	said	he	must
have	something	to	eat	first,	and	besides	he	must	rest	till	the	next	day;	he	was	so
tired	with	flying	that	long	way,	he	could	scarce	rise	from	the	earth.
So	when	he	had	eaten	his	fill	and	taken	a	good	rest,	the	old	hag	pulled	a	feather
out	of	the	Eagle’s	tail,	and	put	the	man	there	in	its	stead;	so	the	Eagle	flew	off
with	 the	man,	 and	 flew,	 and	 flew,	 but	 they	 didn’t	 reach	 Farmer	Weathersky’s
house	before	midnight.
So	when	they	got	there,	the	Eagle	said
“There	are	heaps	of	dead	bodies	lying	about	outside	but	you	mustn’t	mind	them.
Inside	 the	 house	 every	man	 Jack	 of	 them	 are	 so	 sound	 asleep,	 “t	will	 be	 hard



work	to	wake	them;	but	you	must	go	straight	to	the	table	drawer,	and	take	out	of
it	 three	crumbs	of	bread,	and	when	you	hear	 someone	snoring	 loud,	pull	 three
feathers	out	of	his	head;	he	won’t	wake	for	all	that.”
So	the	man	did	as	he	was	 told,	and	after	he	had	taken	the	crumbs	of	bread,	he
pulled	out	the	first	feather.
“OOF!”	growled	Farmer	Weathersky,	for	it	was	he	who	snored.
So	the	man	pulled	out	another	feather.
“OOF!”	he	growled	again.
But	when	he	pulled	out	the	third,	Farmer	Weathersky	roared	so,	the	man	thought
roof	and	wall	would	have	flown	asunder,	but	for	all	that	the	snorer	slept	on.
After	that	the	Eagle	told	him	what	he	was	to	do.	He	went	to	the	yard,	and	there	at
the	 stable-door	 he	 stumbled	 against	 a	 big	 grey	 stone,	 and	 that	 he	 lifted	 up;
underneath	 it	 lay	 three	 chips	 of	 wood,	 and	 those	 he	 picked	 up	 too;	 then	 he
knocked	at	the	stable-door,	and	it	opened	of	itself.	Then	he	threw	down	the	three
crumbs	of	bread,	and	a	hare	came	and	ate	them	up;	that	hare	he	caught	and	kept.
After	that	the	Eagle	bade	him	pull	three	feathers	out	of	his	tail,	and	put	the	hare,
the	stone,	the	chips,	and	himself	there	instead,	and	then	he	would	fly	away	home
with	them	all.
So	when	the	Eagle	had	flown	a	long	way,	he	lighted	on	a	rock	to	rest.
“Do	you	see	anything?”	it	asked.
“Yes”,	said	the	man,	“I	see	a	flock	of	crows	coming	flying	after	us.”
“We’d	better	be	off	again,	then”,	said	the	Eagle,	who	flew	away.
After	a	while	it	asked	again,	“Do	you	see	anything	now?”
“Yes”,	said	the	man;	“now	the	crows	are	close	behind	us.”
“Drop	now	the	three	feathers	you	pulled	out	of	his	head,	said	the	Eagle.
Well,	 the	man	dropped	the	feathers,	and	as	soon	as	ever	he	dropped	them	they
became	 a	 flock	 of	 ravens	which	 drove	 the	 crows	 home	 again.	Then	 the	Eagle
flew	on	far	away	with	the	man,	and	at	last	it	lighted	on	another	stone	to	rest.
“Do	you	see	anything?”	it	said.
“I’m	not	sure”,	said	the	man;	“I	fancy	I	see	something	coming	far,	far	away”.
“We’d	better	get	on	 then”,	 said	 the	Eagle;	and	after	a	while	 it	 said	again,	“Do
you	see	anything?”
“Yes”,	said	the	man,	“now	he’s	close	at	our	heels.”
“Now,	you	must	let	fall	the	chips	of	wood	which	you	took	from	under	the	grey
stone	at	the	stable	door”,	said	the	Eagle.



Yes!	the	man	let	them	fall,	and	they	grew	at	once	up	into	tall	thick	wood,	so	that
Farmer	Weathersky	had	to	go	back	home	to	fetch	an	axe	to	hew	his	way	through.
While	he	did	this,	the	Eagle	flew	ever	so	far,	but	when	it	got	tired,	it	lighted	on	a
fir	to	rest.
“Do	you	see	anything?”	it	said.
“Well!	I’m	not	sure”,	said	the	man;	“but	I	fancy	I	catch	a	glimpse	of	something
far	away.”
“We’d	best	be	off	then”,	said	the	Eagle;	and	off	it	flew	as	fast	as	it	could.	After	a
while	it	said,	“Do	you	see	anything	now?”
“Yes!	now	he’s	close	behind	us”,	said	the	man.
“Now,	 you	must	 drop	 the	 big	 stone	 you	 lifted	 up	 at	 the	 stable	 door”,	 said	 the
Eagle.
The	man	did	 so,	 and	as	 it	 fell	 it	became	a	great	high	mountain,	which	Farmer
Weathersky	 had	 to	 break	 his	way	 through.	When	 he	 had	 got	 half	 through	 the
mountain,	 he	 tripped	 and	 broke	 one	 of	 his	 legs,	 and	 so	 he	 had	 to	 limp	 home
again	and	patch	it	up.
But	while	he	was	doing	this,	the	Eagle	flew	away	to	the	man’s	house	with	him
and	the	hare,	and	as	soon	as	 they	got	home,	 the	man	went	 into	 the	churchyard
and	 sprinkled	Christian	mould	over	 the	hare,	 and	 lo!	 it	 turned	 into	 “Jack”,	 his
son.
Well,	you	may	fancy	 the	old	dame	was	glad	 to	get	her	 son	again,	but	 still	 she
wasn’t	easy	in	her	mind	about	his	trade,	and	she	wouldn’t	rest	till	he	gave	her	a
proof	that	he	was	“master	above	all	masters”.
So	when	the	fair	came	round,	the	lad	changed	himself	into	a	bay	horse,	and	told
his	father	to	lead	him	to	the	fair.	“Now,	when	any	one	comes”,	he	said,	“to	buy
me,	you	may	ask	a	hundred	crowns	for	me;	but	mind	you	don’t	forget	to	take	the
headstall	off	me;	if	you	do,	Farmer	Weathersky	will	keep	me	for	ever,	for	he	it	is
who	will	come	to	deal	with	you.”
So	it	 turned	out.	Up	came	a	horse-dealer,	who	had	a	great	wish	to	deal	for	 the
horse,	and	he	gave	a	hundred	crowns	down	for	him;	but	when	the	bargain	was
struck,	 and	 Jack’s	 father	 had	 pocketed	 the	money,	 the	 horse-dealer	 wanted	 to
have	the	headstall.	“Nay,	nay!”	said	the	man,	“there’s	nothing	about	that	in	the
bargain;	and	besides,	you	can’t	have	the	headstall,	for	I’ve	other	horses	at	home
to	bring	to	town	to-morrow.”
So	each	went	his	way;	but	they	hadn’t	gone	far	before	Jack	took	his	own	shape
and	ran	away,	and	when	his	father	got	home,	there	sat	Jack	in	the	ingle.
Next	day	he	turned	himself	into	a	brown	horse,	and	told	his	father	to	drive	him
to	the	fair.



“And	when	any	one	comes	to	buy	me,	you	may	ask	two	hundred	crowns	for	me	-
he’ll	give	 that	 and	 treat	you	besides;	but	whatever	you	do,	and	however	much
you	drink,	don’t	forget	to	take	the	headstall	off	me,	else	you’ll	never	set	eyes	on
me	again.”
So	all	happened	as	he	had	said,	 the	man	got	two	hundred	crowns	for	the	horse
and	 a	 glass	 of	 drink	 besides,	 and	when	 the	 buyer	 and	 seller	 parted,	 it	 was	 as
much	as	he	could	do	to	remember	to	take	off	the	headstall.	But	the	buyer	and	the
horse	hadn’t	got	far	on	the	road	before	Jack	took	his	own	shape,	and	when	the
man	got	home,	there	sat	Jack	in	the	ingle.
The	 third	 day,	 it	was	 the	 same	 story	 over	 again:	 the	 lad	 turned	 himself	 into	 a
black	 horse,	 and	 told	 his	 father	 someone	 would	 come	 and	 bid	 three	 hundred
crowns	for	him,	and	fill	his	skin	with	meat	and	drink	besides;	but	however	much
he	ate	or	drank,	he	was	to	mind	and	not	forget	to	take	the	headstall	off,	else	he’d
have	to	stay	with	Farmer	Weathersky	all	his	life	long.
“No,	no;	I’ll	not	forget,	never	fear”,	said	the	man.
So	when	he	came	to	the	fair,	he	got	three	hundred	crowns	for	the	horse,	and	as	it
wasn’t	to	be	a	dry	bargain,	Farmer	Weathersky	made	him	drink	so	much	that	he
quite	forgot	to	take	the	headstall	off,	and	away	went	Farmer	Weathersky	with	the
horse.	Now	when	he	had	gone	a	little	way,	Farmer	Weathersky	thought	he	would
just	 stop	 and	have	 another	 glass	 of	 brandy;	 so	 he	 put	 a	 barrel	 of	 red-hot	 nails
under	his	horse’s	nose,	and	a	sieve	of	oats	under	his	tail,	hung	the	halter,	upon	a
hook,	and	went	 into	 the	 inn.	So	 the	horse	stood	 there	and	stamped	and	pawed,
and	snorted	and	reared.	Just	 then	out	came	a	 lassie,	who	thought	 it	a	shame	to
treat	a	horse	so.
“Oh,	poor	beastie”,	 she	 said,	 “what	 a	 cruel	master	you	must	have	 to	 treat	 you
so”,	 and	 as	 she	 said	 this	 she	 pulled	 the	 halter	 off	 the	 hook,	 so	 that	 the	 horse
might	turn	round	and	taste	the	oats.
“I”M	AFTER	YOU”,	roared	Farmer	Weathersky,	who	came	rushing	out	of	the
door.
But	the	horse	had	already	shaken	off	the	headstall,	and	jumped	into	a	duck-pond,
where	he	turned	himself	into	a	tiny	fish.	In	went	Farmer	Weathersky	after	him,
and	turned	himself	into	a	great	pike.	Then	Jack	turned	himself	into	a	dove,	and
Farmer	Weathersky	 made	 himself	 into	 a	 hawk,	 and	 chased	 and	 struck	 at	 the
dove.	But	 just	 then	a	Princess	 stood	at	 the	window	of	 the	palace	and	 saw	 this
struggle.
“Ah!	 poor	 dove”,	 she	 cried,	 “if	 you	 only	 knew	what	 I	 know,	 you’d	 fly	 to	me
through	this	window.”
So	 the	 dove	 came	 flying	 in	 through	 the	 window,	 and	 turned	 itself	 into	 Jack
again,	who	told	his	own	tale.



“Turn	 yourself	 into	 a	 gold	 ring,	 and	 put	 yourself	 on	 my	 finger”,	 said	 the
Princess.
“Nay,	nay!”	said	Jack,	“that’ll	never	do,	for	then	Farmer	Weathersky	will	make
the	 king	 sick,	 and	 then	 there’ll	 be	 no	 one	 who	 can	 make	 him	 well	 again	 till
Farmer	Weathersky	comes	and	cures	him,	and	then,	for	his	fee,	he’ll	ask	for	that
gold	ring.”
“Then	I’ll	say	I	had	it	from	my	mother,	and	can’t	part	with	it”,	said	the	Princess.
Well,	 Jack	 turned	 himself	 into	 a	 gold	 ring,	 and	 put	 himself	 on	 the	 Princess”
finger,	and	so	Farmer	Weathersky	couldn’t	get	at	him.	But	 then	followed	what
the	lad	had	foretold;	the	king	fell	sick,	and	there	wasn’t	a	doctor	in	the	kingdom
who	could	cure	him	till	Farmer	Weathersky	came,	and	he	asked	for	the	ring	off
the	Princess”	finger	for	his	fee.	So	the	king	sent	a	messenger	to	the	Princess	for
the	 ring;	but	 the	Princess	 said	 she	wouldn’t	part	with	 it,	her	mother	had	 left	 it
her.	When	the	king	heard	that,	he	flew	into	a	rage,	and	said	he	would	have	the
ring,	whoever	left	it	to	her.
“Well”,	said	the	Princess,	“it’s	no	good	being	cross	about	it.	I	can’t	get	it	off,	and
if	you	must	have	the	ring,	you	must	take	my	finger	too.”
“If	you’ll	let	me	try,	I’ll	soon	get	the	ring	off”,	said	Farmer
Weathersky.
“No,	thanks,	I’ll	try	myself”,	said	the	Princess,	and	flew	off	to	the	grate	and	put
ashes	on	her	finger.	Then	the	ring	slipped	off	and	was	lost	among	the	ashes.	So
Farmer	Weathersky	turned	himself	into	a	cock,	who	scratched	and	pecked	after
the	ring	in	the	grate,	till	he	was	up	to	the	ears	in	ashes.	But	while	he	was	doing
this,	Jack	turned	himself	into	a	fox,	and	bit	off	the	cock’s	head;	and	so	if	the	Evil
One	was	in	Farmer	Weathersky,	it	is	all	over	with	him	now.
	



LORD	PETER
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	couple,	and	 they	had	nothing	 in	 the
world	 but	 three	 sons.	What	 the	 names	 the	 two	 elder	 had	 I	 can’t	 say,	 but	 the
youngest	 he	was	 called	 Peter.	 So	when	 their	 father	 and	mother	 died,	 the	 sons
were	to	share	what	was	left,	but	there	was	nothing	but	a	porridge-pot,	a	griddle,
and	a	cat.
The	 eldest,	 who	 was	 to	 have	 first	 choice,	 he	 took	 the	 pot;	 “for”,	 said	 he,
“whenever	 I	 lend	 the	pot	 to	anyone	 to	boil	porridge,	 I	can	always	get	 leave	 to
scrape	it”.
The	second	took	the	griddle;	“for”,	said	he,	“whenever	I	lend	it	to	any	one,	I’ll
always	get	a	morsel	of	dough	to	make	a	bannock.”
But	the	youngest,	he	had	no	choice	left	him;	if	he	was	to	choose	anything	it	must
be	the	cat.
“Well!”	 said	he,	 “if	 I	 lend	 the	cat	 to	 any	one	 I	 shan’t	get	much	by	 that;	 for	 if
pussy	gets	a	drop	of	milk,	she’ll	want	it	all	herself.	Still,	I’d	best	take	her	along
with	me;	I	shouldn’t	like	her	to	go	about	here	and	starve.”
So	the	brothers	went	out	into	the	world	to	try	their	luck,	and	each	took	his	own
way;	but	when	the	youngest	had	gorse	a	while,	the	cat	said,	“Now	you	shall	have
a	 good	 turn,	 because	 you	wouldn’t	 let	 me	 stay	 behind	 in	 the	 old	 cottage	 and
starve.	Now,	I’m	off	to	the	wood	to	lay	hold	of	a	fine	fat	head	of	game,	and	then
you	must	go	up	to	the	king’s	palace	that	you	see	yonder,	and	say	you	are	come
with	a	little	present	for	the	king;	and	when	he	asks	who	sends	it,	you	must	say,
"Why,	who	should	it	be	from	but	Lord	Peter.”
Well!	Peter	hadn’t	waited	long	before	back	came	the	cat	with	a	reindeer	from	the
wood;	she	had	 jumped	up	on	 the	reindeer’s	head,	between	his	horns,	and	said,
“If	you	don’t	go	straight	to	the	king’s	palace	I’ll	claw	your	eyes	out.”



So	the	reindeer	had	to	go	whether	he	liked	it	or	no.
And	when	Peter	 got	 to	 the	 palace	 he	went	 into	 the	 kitchen	with	 the	 deer,	 and
said,	“Here	I’m	come	with	a	little	present	for	the	king,	if	he	won’t	despise	it.”
Then	 the	 King	 went	 out	 into	 the	 kitchen,	 and	 when	 he	 saw	 the	 fine	 plump
reindeer,	he	was	very	glad.	“But,	my	dear	friend”,	he	said,	“who	in	the	world	is
it	that	sends	me	such	a	fine	gift?”
“Oh!”	said	Peter,	“who	should	send	it	but	Lord	Peter.”
“Lord	Peter!	Lord	Peter!”	said	 the	King.	“Pray	 tell	me	where	he	 lives”;	 for	he
thought	 it	a	shame	not	 to	know	so	great	a	man.	But	 that	was	 just	what	 the	 lad
wouldn’t	 tell	 him;	 he	 daren’t	 do	 it,	 he	 said,	 because	 his	master	 had	 forbidden
him.
So	the	King	gave	him	a	good	bit	of	money	to	drink	his	health,	and	bade	him	be
sure	 and	 say	 all	 kind	 of	 pretty	 things,	 and	many	 thanks	 for	 the	 present	 to	 his
master	when	he	got	home.
Next	day	the	Cat	went	again	into	the	wood,	and	jumped	up	on	a	red	deer’s	head,
and	sat	between	his	horns,	and	forced	him	to	go	to	the	palace.	Then	Peter	went
again	into	the	kitchen,	and	said	he	was	come	with	a	little	present	for	the	King,	if
he	would	be	pleased	to	take	it.	And	the	King	was	still	more	glad	to	get	the	red
deer	than	he	had	been	to	get	the	reindeer,	and	asked	again	who	it	was	that	sent	so
fine	a	present.
“Why,	 it’s	 Lord	 Peter,	 of	 course”,	 said	 the	 lad;	 but	when	 the	King	wanted	 to
know	where	Lord	Peter	lived,	he	got	the	same	answer	as	the	day	before;	and	this
day,	too,	he	gave	Peter	a	good	lump	of	money	to	drink	his	health	with.
The	third	day	the	Cat	came	with	an	elk.	And	so	when	Peter	got	into	the	palace
kitchen,	and	said	he	had	a	little	present	for	the	King,	if	he’d	be	pleased	to	take	it,
the	King	came	out	at	once	into	the	kitchen;	and	when	he	saw	the	grand	big	elk,
he	was	so	glad	he	scarce	knew	which	leg	to	stand	on;	and	this	day,	too,	he	gave
Peter	many,	many	more	crowns	-	at	 least	a	hundred.	He	wished	now,	once	for
all,	 to	know	where	 this	Lord	Peter	 lived,	and	asked	and	asked	about	 this	 thing
and	that,	but	the	lad	said	he	daren’t	say,	for	his	master’s	sake,	who	had	strictly
forbidden	him	to	tell.
“Well,	then”,	said	the	King,	“beg	Lord	Peter	to	come	and	see	me.”
Yes,	the	lad	would	take	that	message;	but	when	Peter	got	out	into	the	yard	again,
and	met	the	Cat,	he	said,
“A	pretty	scrape	you’ve	got	me	into	now,	for	here’s	the	King,	who	wants	me	to
come	and	see	him,	and	you	know	I’ve	nothing	to	go	in	but	these	rags	I	stand	and
walk	in.”
“Oh,	 don’t	 be	 afraid	 about	 that”,	 said	 the	 Cat;	 “in	 three	 days	 you	 shall	 have



coach	and	horses,	and	fine	clothes,	so	fine	that	the	gold	falls	from	them,	and	then
you	may	go	and	see	the	king	very	well.	But	mind,	whatever	you	see	in	the	king’s
palace,	you	must	say	you	have	far	finer	and	grander	things	of	your	own.	Don”t
forget	that.”
No,	no,	Peter	would	bear	that	in	mind,	never	fear.
So	 when	 three	 days	 were	 over,	 the	 Cat	 came	 with	 a	 coach	 and	 horses,	 and
clothes,	and	all	that	Peter	wanted,	and	altogether	it	was	as	grand	as	anything	you
ever	set	eyes	on;	 so	off	he	set,	and	 the	Cat	 ran	alongside	 the	coach.	The	King
met	him	well	and	graciously;	but	whatever	the	King	offered	him,	and	whatever
he	showed	him,	Peter	 said,	“twas	all	very	well,	but	he	had	 far	 finer	and	better
things	 in	 his	 own	house.	The	King	 seemed	not	 quite	 to	 believe	 this,	 but	Peter
stuck	to	what	he	said,	and	at	last	the	King	got	so	angry,	he	couldn’t	bear	it	any
longer.
“Now	I’ll	go	home	with	you”,	he	said,	“and	see	if	 it	be	true	what	you’ve	been
telling	me,	that	you	have	far	finer	and	better	things	of	your	own.	But	if	you’ve
been	telling	a	pack	of	lies,	Heaven	help	you,	that’s	all	I	say.”
“Now,	you’ve	got	me	into	a	fine	scrape”,	said	Peter	 to	 the	Cat,	“for	here’s	 the
King	coming	home	with	me;	but	my	home,	that’s	not	so	easy	to	find,	I	think.”
“Oh!	never	mind”,	said	the	Cat;	“only	do	you	drive	after	me	as	I	run	before.”
So	off	they	set;	first	Peter,	who	drove	after	his	Cat,	and	then	the	King	and	all	his
court.
But	when	they	had	driven	a	good	bit,	 they	came	to	a	great	flock	of	fine	sheep,
that	had	wool	so	long	it	almost	touched	the	ground.
“If	you’ll	only	say”,	said	the	Cat	to	the	Shepherd,	“this	flock	of	sheep	belongs	to
Lord	Peter,	when	the	King	asks	you,	I’ll	give	you	this	silver	spoon”,	which	she
had	taken	with	her	from	the	King’s	palace.
Yes!	he	was	willing	enough	to	do	that.	So	when	the	king	came	up,	he	said	to	the
lad	who	watched	the	sheep,	“Well,	I	never	saw	so	large	and	fine	a	flock	of	sheep
in	my	life!	Whose	is	it?	my	little	lad.”
“Why”,	said	the	lad,	“whose	should	it	be	but	Lord	Peter’s.”
A	 little	while	after	 they	came	 to	a	great,	great	herd	of	 fine	brindled	kine,	who
were	all	so	sleek	the	sun	shone	from	them.
“If	 you’ll	 only	 say”,	 said	 the	 Cat	 to	 the	 neat-herd,	 “this	 herd	 is	 Lord	 Peter’s,
when	the	King	asks	you,	I’ll	give	you	this	silver	ladle”;	and	the	ladle	too	she	had
taken	from	the	King’s	palace.
“Yes!	with	all	my	heart”,	said	the	neat-herd.
So	when	the	King	came	up,	he	was	quite	amazed	at	the	fine	fat	herd,	for	such	a



herd	he	had	never	seen	before,	and	so	he	asked	the	neat-	herd	who	owned	those
brindled	kine.
“Why!	who	should	own	them	but	Lord	Peter”,	said	the	neat-herd.
So	they	went	on	a	little	further,	and	came	to	a	great,	great	drove	of	horses,	the
finest	you	ever	saw,	six	of	each	colour,	bay,	and	black,	and	brown,	and	chestnut.
“If	you’ll	only	say	this	drove	of	horses	is	Lord	Peter’s	when	the	King	asks	you”,
said	 the	Cat,	 “I’ll	 give	you	 this	 silver	 stoop”;	 and	 the	 stoop	 too	 she	had	 taken
from	the	palace.
Yes!	the	lad	was	willing	enough;	and	so	when	the	King	came	up,	he	was	quite
amazed	at	the	grand	drove	of	horses,	for	the	matches	of	such	horses	he	had	never
yet	set	eyes	on,	he	said.
So	he	asked	 the	 lad	who	watched	 them,	whose	all	 these	blacks,	 and	bays,	 and
browns,	and	chestnuts	were?
“Whose	should	they	be”,	said	the	lad,	“but	Lord	Peter’s.”
So	when	they	had	gone	a	good	bit	farther,	they	came	to	a	castle;	first	there	was	a
gate	of	tin,	and	next	there	was	a	gate	of	silver,	and	next	a	gate	of	gold.	The	castle
itself	was	of	silver,	and	so	dazzling	white,	that	it	quite	hurt	one’s	eyes	to	look	at
in	the	sunbeams	which	fell	on	it	just	as	they	reached	it.
So	they	went	into	it,	and	the	Cat	told	Peter	to	say	this	was	his	house.	As	for	the
castle	inside,	it	was	far	finer	than	it	looked	outside,	for	everything	was	pure	gold
-	chairs,	and	tables,	and	benches,	and	all.	And	when	the	King	had	gone	all	over
it,	and	seen	everything	high	and	low,	he	got	quite	shameful	and	downcast.
“Yes”,	he	said	at	last;	“Lord	Peter	has	everything	far	finer	than	I	have,	there’s	no
gainsaying	that”,	and	so	he	wanted	to	be	off	home	again.
But	Peter	begged	him	to	stay	 to	supper,	and	 the	King	stayed,	but	he	was	sour,
and	surly	the	whole	time.
So	as	 they	 sat	 at	 supper,	back	came	 the	Troll	who	owned	 the	castle,	 and	gave
such	a	great	knock	at	the	door.
“WHO”S	 THIS	 EATING	 MY	 MEAT	 AND	 DRINKING	 MY	 MEAD	 LIKE
SWINE	IN	HERE”,	roared	out	the	Troll.
As	soon	as	the	Cat	heard	that,	she	ran	down	to	the	gate.
“Stop	a	bit”,	she	said,	“and	I’ll	tell	you	how	the	farmer	sets	to	work	to	get	in	his
winter	rye.”
And	so	she	told	him	such	a	long	story	about	the	winter	rye.
“First	 of	 all,	 you	 see,	 he	 ploughs	 his	 field,	 and	 then	 he	 dungs	 it,	 and	 then	 he
ploughs	it	again,	and	then	he	harrows	it”;	and	so	she	went	on	till	the	sun	rose.



“Oh,	do	look	behind	you,	and	there	you’ll	see	such	a	lovely	lady”,	said	the	Cat	to
the	Troll.
So	the	Troll	turned	round,	and,	of	course,	as	soon	as	he	saw	the	sun	he	burst.
“Now	all	this	is	yours”,	said	the	Cat	to	Lord	Peter.	“Now,	you	must	cut	off	my
head;	that’s	all	I	ask	for	what	I	have	done	for	you.”
“Nay,	nay”,	said	Lord	Peter,	“I’ll	never	do	any	such	thing,	that’s	flat.”
“If	you	don’t”,	said	the	Cat,”	see	if	I	don’t	claw	your	eyes	out.”
Well!	so	Lord	Peter	had	to	do	it,	though	it	was	sore	against	his	will.	He	cut	off
the	Cat’s	head,	but	there	and	then	she	became	the	loveliest	Princess	you	ever	set
eyes	on,	and	Lord	Peter	fell	in	love	with	her	at	once.
“Yes!	all	this	greatness	was	mine	first”,	said	the	Princess,	“but	a	Troll	bewitched
me	to	be	a	Cat	in	your	father’s	and	mother’s	cottage.	Now	you	may	do	as	you
please,	whether	you	take	me	as	your	queen	or	not,	for	you	are	now	king	over	all
this	realm.”
Well,	well;	 there	was	 little	doubt	Lord	Peter	would	be	willing	enough	 to	have
her	as	his	queen,	and	so	there	was	a	wedding	that	lasted	eight	whole	days,	and	a
feast	besides;	and	after	 it	was	over,	 I	stayed	no	longer	with	Lord	Peter	and	his
lovely	queen,	and	so	I	can’t	say	anything	more	about	them.
	



THE	SEVEN	FOALS
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	couple	who	lived	in	a	wretched	hut,
far,	far	away	in	the	wood.	How	they	lived	I	can’t	tell,	but	I’m	sure	it	was	from
hand	 to	 mouth,	 and	 hard	 work	 even	 then;	 but	 they	 had	 three	 sons,	 and	 the
youngest	of	 them	was	Boots,	of	course,	 for	he	did	 little	else	 than	 lie	 there	and
poke	about	in	the	ashes.
So	one	day	the	eldest	lad	said	he	would	go	out	to	earn	his	bread,	and	he	soon	got
leave,	and	wandered	out	into	the	world.	There	he	walked	and	walked	the	whole
day,	and	when	evening	drew	in,	he	came	to	a	king’s	palace,	and	there	stood	the
King	out	on	the	steps,	and	asked	where	he	was	bound.
“Oh,	I’m	going	about,	looking	after	a	place”,	said	the	lad.
“Will	 you	 serve	me?”	 asked	 the	King,	 “and	watch	my	 seven	 foals.	 If	 you	 can
watch	 them	 one	whole	 day,	 and	 tell	me	 at	 night	what	 they	 eat	 and	what	 they
drink,	you	shall	have	the	Princess	to	wife,	and	half	my	kingdom;	but	if	you	can’t,
I’ll	cut	three	red	stripes	out	of	your	back.	Do	you	hear?”
Yes!	that	was	an	easy	task,	the	lad	thought;	he’d	do	that	fast	enough,	never	fear.
So	next	morning,	as	soon	as	the	first	peep	of	dawn	came,	the	king’s	coachman
let	out	the	seven	foals.	Away	they	went,	and	the	lad	after	them.	You	may	fancy
how	they	tore	over	hill	and	dale,	through	bush	and	bog.	When	the	lad	had	run	so
a	long	time,	he	began	to	get	weary,	and	when	he	had	held	on	a	while	longer,	he
had	more	 than	 enough	of	 his	watching,	 and	 just	 there,	 he	 came	 to	 a	 cleft	 in	 a
rock,	where	an	old	hag	sat	and	spun	with	a	distaff.	As	soon	as	she	saw	the	lad
who	was	 running	after	 the	 foals	 till	 the	sweat	 ran	down	his	brow,	 this	old	hag
bawled	out:
“Come	here,	come	here,	my	pretty	son,	and	let	me	comb	your	hair.”



Yes!	the	lad	was	willing	enough;	so	he	sat	down	in	the	cleft	of	the	rock	with	the
old	hag,	and	laid	his	head	on	her	lap,	and	she	combed	his	hair	all	day	whilst	he
lay	there,	and	stretched	his	lazy	bones.
So,	when	evening	drew	on,	the	lad	wanted	to	go	away.	“I	may	just	as	well	toddle
straight	home	now”,	said	he,	“for	it’s	no	use	my	going	back	to	the	palace.”
“Stop	a	bit	till	it’s	dark”,	said	the	old	hag,	“and	then	the	king’s	foals	will	pass	by
here	again,	and	 then	you	can	run	home	with	 them,	and	 then	no	one	will	know
that	you	have	lain	here	all	day	long,	instead	of	watching	the	foals.”
So,	when	they	came,	she	gave	the	lad	a	flask	of	water	and	a	clod	of	turf.	Those
he	was	to	show	to	the	King,	and	say	that	was	what	his	seven	foals	ate	and	drank.
“Have	you	watched	true	and	well	 the	whole	day,	now?”	asked	 the	King,	when
the	lad	came	before	him	in	the	evening.
“Yes,	I	should	think	so”,	said	the	lad.
“Then	you	can	tell	me	what	my	seven	foals	eat	and	drink”,	said	the	King.
“Yes!”	and	so	the	lad	pulled	out	the	flask	of	water	and	the	clod	of	turf,	which	the
old	hag	had	given	him.
“Here	you	see	their	meat,	and	here	you	see	their	drink”,	said	the	lad.
But	then	the	King	saw	plain	enough	how	he	had	watched,	and	he	got	so	angry,
he	ordered	his	men	to	chase	him	away	home	on	the	spot;	but	first	they	were	to
cut	three	red	stripes	out	of	his	back,	and	rub	salt	into	them.	So	when	the	lad	got
home	again,	you	may	fancy	what	a	temper	he	was	in.	He’d	gone	out	once	to	get
a	place,	he	said,	but	he’d	never	do	so	again.
Next	day	the	second	sons	aid	he	would	go	out	into	the	world	to	try	his	luck.	His
father	and	mother	said	“No”,	and	bade	him	look	at	his	brother’s	back;	but	the	lad
wouldn’t	give	in;	he	held	to	his	own,	and	at	last	he	got	leave	to	go,	and	set	off.
So	when	he	had	walked	the	whole	day,	he,	too,	came	to	the	king’s	palace.	There
stood	the	King	out	on	the	steps,	and	asked	where	he	was	bound?	and	when	the
lad	said	he	was	looking	about	for	a	place,	the	King	said	he	might	have	a	place
there,	and	watch	his	seven	foals.	But	the	king	laid	down	the	same	punishment,
and	the	same	reward,	as	he	had	settled	for	his	brother.	Well,	the	lad	was	willing
enough;	he	took	the	place	at	once	with	the	King,	for	he	thought	he’d	soon	watch
the	 foals,	 and	 tell	 the	 King	 what	 they	 ate	 and	 drank.	 So,	 in	 the	 grey	 of	 the
morning,	the	coachman	let	out	the	seven	foals,	and	off	they	went	again	over	hill
and	 dale,	 and	 the	 lad	 after	 them.	But	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 to	 him	 as	 had
befallen	his	brother.	When	he	had	 run	after	 the	 foals	 a	 long,	 long	 time,	 till	 he
was	both	warm	and	weary,	he	passed	by	the	cleft	in	a	rock,	where	an	old	hag	sat
and	spun	with	a	distaff,	and	she	bawled	out	to	the	lad,	“Come	here,	come	here,
my	pretty	son,	and	let	me	comb	your	hair.”



That	 the	 lad	 thought	a	good	offer,	so	he	 let	 the	foals	 run	on	 their	way,	and	sat
down	in	the	cleft	with	the	old	hag.	There	he	sat,	and	there	he	lay,	taking	his	ease,
and	stretching	his	lazy	bones	the	whole	day.
When	 the	 foals	came	back	at	nightfall,	he	 too	got	a	 flask	of	water	and	clod	of
turf	from	the	old	hag	to	show	to	the	King.	But	when	the	King	asked	the	lad:
“Can	you	tell	me	now,	what	my	seven	foals	eat	and	drink?”	and	the	lad	pulled
out	the	flask	and	the	clod,	and	said,	“Here	you	see	their	meat,	and	here	you	see
their	drink.”
Then	the	King	got	angry	again,	and	ordered	them	to	cut	three	red	stripes	out	of
the	 lad’s	 back,	 and	 rub	 salt	 in,	 and	 chase	 him	home	 that	 very	minute.	And	 so
when	the	lad	got	home,	he	also	told	how	he	had	fared,	and	said,	he	had	gone	out
once	to	get	a	place,	but	he’d	never	do	so	any	more.
The	third	day	Boots	wanted	to	set	out;	he	had	a	great	mind	to	try	and	watch	the
seven	foals,	he	said.	The	others	laughed	at	him,	and	made	game	of	him,	saying:
“When	we	fared	so	ill,	you’ll	do	it	better	-	a	fine	joke;	you	look	like	it	-	you,	who
have	never	done	anything	but	lie	there	and	poke	about	in	the	ashes.”
“Yes!”	said	Boots,	“I	don’t	see	why	I	shouldn’t	go,	for	I’ve	got	it	into	my	head,
and	can’t	get	it	out	again.”
And	so,	in	spite	of	all	the	jeers	of	the	others	and	the	prayers	of	the	old	people,
there	was	no	help	for	it,	and	Boots	set	out.
So	after	he	had	walked	the	whole	day,	he	too	came	at	dusk	to	the	king’s	palace.
There	stood	the	King	out	on	the	steps,	and	asked	where	he	was	bound.
“Oh”,	said	Boots,	“I’m	going	about	seeing	if	I	can	hear	of	a	place.”
“Whence	do	you	come	then?”	said	the	King,	for	he	wanted	to	know	a	little	more
about	them	before	he	took	any	one	into	his	service.
So	Boots	said	whence	he	came,	and	how	he	was	brother	to	those	two	who	had
watched	 the	 king’s	 seven	 foals,	 and	 ended	 by	 asking	 if	 he	might	 try	 to	watch
them	next	day.
“Oh,	stuff!”	said	the	King,	for	he	got	quite	cross	if	he	even	thought	of	them;	“if
you’re	 brother	 to	 those	 two,	 you’re	 not	 worth	 much,	 I’ll	 be	 bound.	 I’ve	 had
enough	of	such	scamps.”
“Well”,	said	Boots;	but	since	I’ve	come	so	far,	I	may	just	as	well	get	leave	to	try,
I	too.”
“Oh,	very	well;	with	all	my	heart”,	said	 the	King,	“if	you	will	have	your	back
flayed,	you’re	quite	welcome.”
“I’d	much	rather	have	the	Princess”,	said	Boots.



So	next	morning,	at	grey	of	dawn,	 the	coachman	 let	out	 the	seven	foals	again,
and	away	they	went	over	hill	and	dale,	through	bush	and	bog,	and	Boots	behind
them.	And	so,	when	he	too	had	run	a	long	while,	he	came	to	the	cleft	in	the	rock,
where	the	old	hag	sat,	spinning	at	her	distaff.	So	she	bawled	out	to	Boots:
“Come	here,	come	here,	my	pretty	son,	and	let	me	comb	your	hair.”
“Don”t	 you	wish	 you	may	 catch	me”,	 said	 Boots.	 “Don”t	 you	wish	 you	may
catch	me”,	as	he	ran	along,	leaping	and	jumping,	and	holding	on	by	one	of	the
foal’s	tails.	And	when	he	had	got	well	past	the	cleft	in	the	rock,	the	youngest	foal
said,	“Jump	up	on	my	back,	my	lad,	for	we’ve	a	long	way	before	us	still.”
So	Boots	jumped	up	on	his	back.
So	they	went	on,	and	on,	a	long,	long	way.
“Do	you	see	anything	now”,	said	the	Foal.
“No”,	said	Boots.
So	they	went	on	a	good	bit	farther.
“Do	you	see	anything	now?”	asked	the	Foal.
“Oh	no”,	said	the	lad.
So	when	they	had	gone	a	great,	great	way	farther	-	I’m	sure	I	can’t	tell	how	far	-
the	Foal	asked	again,	“Do	you	see	anything	now?”
“Yes”,	said	Boots;	“now	I	see	something	 that	 looks	white	-	 just	 like	a	 tall,	big
birch	trunk.”
“Yes”,	 said	 the	 Foal;	 “we’re	 going	 into	 that	 trunk.”	 So	 when	 they	 got	 to	 the
trunk,	the	eldest	foal	 took	and	pushed	it	on	one	side,	and	then	they	saw	a	door
where	it	had	stood,	and	inside	the	door	was	a	little	room,	and	in	the	room	there
was	scarce	anything	but	a	little	fireplace	and	one	or	two	benches;	but	behind	the
door	hung	a	great	rusty	sword	and	a	little	pitcher.
“Can	 you	 brandish	 the	 sword?”	 said	 the	 Foals;	 “try.”	 So	 Boots	 tried,	 but	 he
couldn’t;	 then	 they	made	him	 take	a	pull	 at	 the	pitcher;	 first	 once,	 then	 twice,
and	then	thrice,	and	then	he	could	wield	it	like	anything.
“Yes”,	said	the	Foals,	“now	you	may	take	the	sword	with	you,	and	with	it	you
must	cut	off	all	our	seven	heads	on	your	wedding-day,	and	then	we’ll	be	princes
again	as	we	were	before.	For	we	are	brothers	of	that	Princess	whom	you	are	to
have	when	you	can	 tell	 the	King	what	we	eat	and	drink;	but	an	ugly	Troll	has
thrown	 this	 shape	over	 us.	Now	mind,	when	you	have	hewn	off	 our	 heads,	 to
take	care	to	lay	each	head	at	the	tail	of	the	trunk	which	it	belonged	to	before,	and
then	the	spell	will	have	no	more	power	over	us.”
Yes!	 Boots	 promised	 all	 that,	 and	 then	 on	 they	 went.	 And	 when	 they	 had
travelled	a	long,	long	way	the	Foal	asked,	“Do	you	see	anything?”



“No”,	said	Boots.
So	they	travelled	a	good	bit	still.
“And	now?”	asked	the	Foal.
“No,	I	see	nothing”,	said	Boots.
So	they	travelled	many,	many	miles	again,	over	hill	and	dale.
“Now	then”,	said	the	Foal,	“do	you	see	anything	now?”
“Yes”,	said	Boots,	“now	I	see	something	like	a	blue	stripe,	far,	far	away.”
“Yes”,	 said	 the	Foal,	 “that’s	 a	 river	we’ve	got	 to	 cross.”	Over	 the	 river	was	 a
long,	grand	bridge;	and	when	they	had	got	over	to	the	other	side,	they	travelled
on	a	long,	long	way.	At	last	the	Foal	asked	again,	“If	Boots	didn’t	see	anything?”
“Yes,	this	time	he	saw	something	that	looked	black	far,	far	away,	just	as	though
it	were	a	church	steeple.”
“Yes”,	said	the	Foal,	“that’s	where	we’re	going	to	turn	in.”
So	when	the	foals	got	into	the	churchyard,	they	became	men	again,	and	looked
like	Princes,	with	such	fine	clothes	that	it	glistened	from	them;	and	so	they	went
into	 the	church,	 and	 took	 the	bread	and	wine	 from	 the	priest	who	stood	at	 the
altar.	And	Boots	he	went	 in	 too;	but	when	 the	priest	had	 laid	his	hands	on	 the
Princes,	 and	 given	 them	 the	 blessing,	 they	went	 out	 of	 the	 church	 again,	 and
Boots	went	out	too;	but	he	took	with	him	a	flask	of	wine	and	a	wafer.	And	soon
as	 ever	 the	 seven	Princes	 came	out	 into	 the	 churchyard,	 they	were	 turned	 into
foals	 again,	 and	 so	Boots	 got	 up	 on	 the	 back	 of	 the	 youngest,	 and	 so	 they	 all
went	back	the	same	way	that	they	had	come;	only	they	went	much,	much	faster.
First	 they	crossed	 the	bridge,	next	 they	passed	 the	 trunk,	and	 then	 they	passed
the	 old	 hag,	who	 sat	 at	 the	 cleft	 and	 span,	 and	 they	went	 by	 her	 so	 fast,	 that
Boots	couldn’t	hear	what	the	old	hag	screeched	after	him;	but	he	heard	so	much
as	to	know	she	was	in	an	awful	rage.
It	was	almost	dark	when	they	got	back	to	the	palace,	and	the	King	himself	stood
out	 on	 the	 steps	 and	 waited	 for	 them.	 “Have	 you	 watched	 well	 and	 true	 the
whole	day?”	said	he	to	Boots.
“I’ve	done	my	best”,	answered	Boots.
“Then	you	can	tell	me	what	my	seven	foals	eat	and	drink”,	said	the	King.
Then	Boots	pulled	out	the	flask	of	wine	and	the	wafer,	and	showed	them	to	the
King.
“Here	you	see	their	meat,	and	here	you	see	their	drink”,	said	he.
“Yes”,	said	the	King,	“you	have	watched	true	and	well,	and	you	shall	have	the
Princess	and	half	the	kingdom.”



So	 they	made	 ready	 the	wedding-feast,	 and	 the	King	 said	 it	 should	 be	 such	 a
grand	one,	it	should	be	the	talk	far	and	near.
But	 when	 they	 sat	 down	 to	 the	 bridal-feast,	 the	 bridegroom	 got	 up	 and	 went
down	to	the	stable,	for	he	said	he	had	forgotten	something,	and	must	go	to	fetch
it.	And	when	he	got	down	there,	he	did	as	 the	Foals	had	said,	and	hewed	their
heads	 off,	 all	 seven,	 the	 eldest	 first,	 and	 the	 others	 after	 him;	 and	 at	 the	 same
time	he	took	care	to	lay	each	head	at	the	tail	of	the	foal	to	which	it	belonged;	and
as	he	did	this,	lo!	they	all	became	Princes	again.
So	when	he	went	 into	 the	 bridal	 hall	with	 the	 seven	 princes,	 the	King	was	 so
glad	 he	 both	 kissed	Boots	 and	 patted	 him	on	 the	 back,	 and	 his	 bride	was	 still
more	glad	of	him	than	she	had	been	before.
“Half	the	kingdom	you	have	got	already”,	said	the	King,	“and	the	other	half	you
shall	 have	 after	 my	 death;	 for	 my	 sons	 can	 easily	 get	 themselves	 lands	 and
wealth,	now	they	are	princes	again.”
And	so,	 like	enough,	 there	was	mirth	and	fun	at	 that	wedding.	I	was	there	too;
but	there	was	no	one	to	care	for	poor	me;	and	so	I	got	nothing	but	a	bit	of	bread
and	butter,	and	I	laid	it	down	on	the	stove,	and	the	bread	was	burnt	and	the	butter
ran,	and	so	I	didn’t	get	even	the	smallest	crumb.	Wasn’t	that	a	great	shame?
	



BUSHY	BRIDE

Translated	by	George	Webbe	Dasent	in	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse,	1912,
taken	from	an	original	in	Asbjørnsen	&	Moe’s	East	o’	the	Sun	and	West	o’	the

Moon,	1888.

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	widower,	who	had	a	son	and	a	daughter	by
his	 first	 marriage.	 Both	 were	 good	 children,	 and	 loved	 each	 other	 dearly.
Sometime	 after	 the	 man	 married	 a	 widow,	 who	 had	 a	 daughter	 by	 her	 first
husband,	and	she	was	both	ugly	and	bad,	 like	her	mother.	So	from	the	day	the
new	wife	 came	 into	 the	 house	 there	was	 no	 peace	 for	 her	 stepchildren	 in	 any
corner;	and	at	last	the	lad	thought	he’d	best	go	out	into	the	world,	and	try	to	earn
his	own	bread.	And	when	he	had	wandered	a	while	he	came	to	a	king’s	palace,
and	 got	 a	 place	 under	 the	 coachman,	 and	 quick	 and	 willing	 he	 was,	 and	 the
horses	he	looked	after	were	so	sleek	and	clean	that	their	coats	shone	again.
But	 the	 sister	 who	 stayed	 at	 home	 was	 treated	 worse	 than	 badly;	 both	 her
stepmother	 and	 stepsister	 were	 always	 at	 her,	 and	 wherever	 she	 went,	 and
whatever	she	did,	 they	scolded	and	snarled	so,	 the	poor	lassie	hadn’t	an	hour’s
peace.	All	the	hard	work	she	was	forced	to	do,	and	early	and	late	she	got	nothing
but	bad	words,	and	little	food	besides.
So	one	day	they	had	sent	her	to	the	burn	to	fetch	water:	and	what	do	you	think?
up	popped	an	ugly,	ugly	head	out	of	the	pool,	and	said,	“Wash	me,	you	lassie.”
“Yes,	with	all	my	heart	I’ll	wash	you”,	said	the	lassie.	So	she	began	to	wash	and
scrub	the	ugly	head;	but	truth	to	say,	she	thought	it	nasty	work.
Well,	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 had	 done	washing	 it,	 up	 popped	 another	 head	 out	 of	 the
pool,	and	this	was	uglier	still.
“Brush	me,	you	lassie”,	said	the	head.
“Yes,	with	all	my	heart	I’ll	brush	you.”
And	with	that	she	took	in	hand	the	matted	locks,	and	you	may	fancy	she	hadn’t
very	pleasant	work	with	 them.	But	when	she	had	got	over	 that,	 if	a	 third	head



didn’t	 pop	up	out	of	 the	pool,	 and	 this	was	 far	more	ugly	 and	 loathsome	 than
both	the	others	put	together.
“Kiss	me,	you	lassie!”
“Yes,	I’ll	kiss	you”,	said	the	lassie,	and	she	did	it	too,	though	she	thought	it	the
worst	work	she	had	ever	had	to	do	in	her	life.
Then	 the	heads	began	 to	chatter	 together,	and	each	asked	what	 they	should	do
for	the	lassie	who	was	so	kind	and	gentle.
“That	she	be	the	prettiest	lassie	in	the	world,	and	as	fair	as	the	bright	day”,	said
the	first	head.
“That	gold	shall	drop	from	her	hair,	every	time	she	brushes	it”,	said	the	second
head.
“That	gold	shall	fall	from	her	mouth	every	time	she	speaks”,	said	the	third	head.
So	when	the	lassie	came	home	looking	so	lovely,	and	beaming	as	the	bright	day
itself,	her	stepmother	and	her	stepsister	got	more	and	more	cross,	and	 they	got
worse	still	when	she	began	to	talk,	and	they	saw	how	golden	guineas	fell	from
her	mouth.	As	for	the	stepmother,	she	got	so	mad	with	rage,	she	chased	the	lassie
into	the	pigsty.	That	was	the	right	place	for	all	her	gold	stuff,	but	as	for	coming
into	the	house,	she	wouldn’t	hear	of	it.
Well,	it	wasn’t	long	before	the	stepmother	wished	her	own	daughter	to	go	to	the
burn	to	fetch	water.	So	when	she	came	to	the	water’s	edge	with	her	buckets,	up
popped	the	first	head.
“Wash	me,	you	lassie”,	it	said.
“The	Devil	wash	you”,	said	the	stepdaughter.
So	the	second	head	popped	up.
“Brush	me,	you	lassie”,	it	said.
“The	Devil	brush	you”,	said	the	stepdaughter.
So	down	it	went	to	the	bottom,	and	the	third	head	popped	up.
“Kiss	me,	you	lassie”,	said	the	head.
“The	Devil	kiss	you,	you	pig’s-snout”,	said	the	girl.
Then	the	heads	chattered	 together	again,	and	asked	what	 they	should	do	 to	 the
girl	who	was	so	spiteful	and	cross-grained;	and	they	all	agreed	she	should	have	a
nose	four	ells	long,	and	a	snout	three	ells	long,	and	a	pine	bush	right	in	the	midst
of	her	forehead,	and	every	time	she	spoke,	ashes	were	to	fall	out	of	her	mouth.
So	when	she	got	home	with	her	buckets,	she	bawled	out	to	her	mother	“Open	the
door.”



“Open	it	yourself,	my	darling	child”,	said	the	mother.
“I	can’t	reach	it	because	of	my	nose”,	said	the	daughter.
So,	when	the	mother	came	out	and	saw	her,	you	may	fancy	what	a	way	she	was
in,	and	how	she	screamed	and	groaned;	but,	for	all	that,	there	were	the	nose	and
the	snout	and	the	pine	bush,	and	they	got	no	smaller	for	all	her	grief.
Now	the	brother,	who	had	got	 the	place	 in	 the	King’s	stable,	had	 taken	a	 little
sketch	 of	 his	 sister,	 which	 he	 carried	 away	with	 him,	 and	 every	morning	 and
every	evening	he	knelt	down	before	the	picture	and	prayed	to	Our	Lord	for	his
sister,	whom	he	 loved	 so	dearly.	The	other	grooms	had	heard	him	praying,	 so
they	peeped	 through	 the	 key-hole	 of	 his	 room,	 and	 there	 they	 saw	him	on	his
knees	before	the	picture.	So	they	went	about	saying	how	the	lad	every	morning
and	every	evening	knelt	down	and	prayed	 to	an	 idol	which	he	had,	and	at	 last
they	went	to	the	king	himself	and	begged	him	only	to	peep	through	the	key-hole,
and	then	His	Majesty	would	see	the	lad,	and	what	things	he	did.	At	first	the	King
wouldn’t	believe	it,	but	at	last	they	talked	him	over,	and	he	crept	on	tiptoe	to	the
door	and	peeped	in.	Yes,	there	was	the	lad	on	his	knees	before	the	picture,	which
hung	on	the	wall,	praying	with	clasped	hands.
“Open	the	door!”	called	out	the	King;	but	the	lad	didn’t	hear	him.
So	the	King	called	out	in	a	louder	voice,	but	the	lad	was	so	deep	in	his	prayers
he	couldn’t	hear	him	this	time	either.	“OPEN	THE	DOOR,	I	SAY!”	roared	out
the	King;	“It’s	I,	the	King,	who	want	to	come	in.”
Well,	up	jumped	the	lad	and	ran	to	the	door,	and	unlocked	it,	but	in	his	hurry	he
forgot	 to	hide	 the	picture.	But	when	 the	King	came	 in	and	saw	 the	picture,	he
stood	there	as	 if	he	were	fettered,	and	couldn’t	stir	 from	the	spot,	so	 lovely	he
thought	the	picture.
“So	lovely	a	woman	there	isn’t	in	all	the	wide	world”,	said	the	King.
But	 the	 lad	 told	him	she	was	his	sister	whom	he	had	drawn,	and	 if	 she	wasn’t
prettier	than	that,	at	least	she	wasn’t	uglier.
“Well,	if	she’s	so	lovely”,	said	the	King,	“I’ll	have	her	for	my	queen”;	and	then
he	ordered	the	lad	to	set	off	home	that	minute,	and	not	be	long	on	the	road	either.
So	the	lad	promised	to	make	as	much	haste	as	he	could,	and	started	off	from	the
King’s	palace.
When	 the	brother	came	home	to	fetch	his	sister,	 the	step-mother	and	stepsister
said	 they	must	go	 too.	So	 they	all	 set	out,	 and	 the	good	 lassie	had	a	casket	 in
which	 she	kept	her	gold,	 and	a	 little	dog,	whose	name	was	“Little	Flo”;	 those
two	things	were	all	her	mother	left	her.	And	when	they	had	gone	a	while,	they
came	to	a	lake	which	they	had	to	cross;	so	the	brother	sat	down	at	the	helm,	and
the	 stepmother	 and	 the	 two	 girls	 sat	 in	 the	 bow	 forward,	 and	 so	 they	 sailed	 a
long,	long	way.



At	last	they	caught	sight	of	land.
“There”,	said	the	brother,	“where	you	see	the	white	strand	yonder,	there’s	where
we’re	to	land”;	and	as	he	said	this	he	pointed	across	the	water.
“What	is	it	my	brother	says?”	asked	the	good	lassie.
“He	says	you	must	throw	your	casket	overboard”,	said	the	stepmother.
“Well,	 when	my	 brother	 says	 it,	 I	must	 do	 it”,	 said	 the	 lassie,	 and	 overboard
went	the	casket.
When	they	had	sailed	a	bit	farther,	the	brother	pointed	again	across	the	lake.
“There	you	see	the	castle	we’re	going	to.”
“What	is	it	my	brother	says?”	asked	the	lassie.
“He	says	now	you	must	throw	your	little	dog	overboard”,	said	the	stepmother.
Then	the	 lassie	wept	and	was	sore	grieved,	for	Little	Flo	was	the	dearest	 thing
she	had	in	the	world,	but	at	last	she	threw	him	overboard.
“When	my	brother	 says	 it,	 I	must	do	 it,	 but	heaven	knows	how	 it	 hurts	me	 to
throw	you	over,	Little	Flo”,	she	said.
So	they	sailed	on	a	good	bit	still.
“There	you	see	the	King	coming	down	to	meet	us”,	said	the	brother,	and	pointed
towards	the	strand.
“What	is	it	my	brother	says”,	asked	the	lassie.
“Now	 he	 says	 you	 must	 make	 haste	 and	 throw	 yourself	 overboard”,	 said	 the
stepmother.
Well,	the	lassie	wept	and	moaned;	but	when	her	brother	told	her	to	do	that,	she
thought	she	ought	to	do	it,	and	so	she	leapt	down	into	the	lake.
But	when	 they	came	 to	 the	palace,	 and	 the	King	 saw	 the	 loathly	bride,	with	 a
nose	four	ells	long,	and	a	snout	three	ells	long,	and	a	pine-	bush	in	the	midst	of
her	 forehead,	 he	was	quite	 scared	out	 of	his	wits;	 but	 the	wedding	was	 ready,
both	in	brewing	and	baking,	and	there	sat	all	the	wedding	guests,	waiting	for	the
bride;	and	so	the	King	couldn’t	help	himself,	but	was	forced	to	take	her	for	better
for	worse.	But	 angry	 he	was,	 that	 anyone	 can	 forgive	 him,	 and	 so	 he	 had	 the
brother	thrown	into	a	pit	full	of	snakes.
Well,	 the	 first	Thursday	evening	after	 the	wedding,	 about	midnight,	 in	came	a
lovely	 lady	 into	 the	 palace-kitchen,	 and	 begged	 the	 kitchen-maid,	 who	 slept
there,	so	prettily,	to	lend	her	a	brush.	That	she	got,	and	then	she	brushed	her	hair,
and	as	she	brushed,	down	dropped	gold,	A	little	dog	was	at	her	heel,	and	to	him
she	said,	“Run	out,	Little	Flo,	and	see	if	it	will	soon	be	day.”



This	she	said	three	times,	and	the	third	time	she	sent	the	dog	it	was	just	about	the
time	the	dawn	begins	to	peep.	Then	she	had	to	go,	but	as	she	went	she	sung:
	

Out	on	you,	ugly	Bushy	Bride,
Lying	so	warm	by	the	King’s	left	side;
While	I	on	sand	and	gravel	sleep,
And	over	my	brother	adders	creep,
And	all	without	a	tear.
	

“Now	I	come	twice	more,	and	then	never	again.”
So	 next	morning	 the	 kitchen-maid	 told	what	 she	 had	 seen	 and	 heard,	 and	 the
King	 said	he’d	watch	himself	next	Thursday	night	 in	 the	kitchen,	 and	 see	 if	 it
were	true,	and	as	soon	as	it	got	dark,	out	he	went	into	the	kitchen	to	the	kitchen-
maid.	But	 all	 he	 could	do,	 and	however	much	he	 rubbed	his	 eyes	 and	 tried	 to
keep	himself	awake,	 it	was	no	good;	for	 the	Bushy	Bride	chanted	and	sang	till
his	 eyes	 closed,	 and	 so	when	 the	 lovely	 lady	 came,	 there	 he	 slept	 and	 snored.
This	time,	too,	as	before,	she	borrowed	a	brush,	and	brushed	her	hair	till	the	gold
dropped,	and	sent	her	dog	out	three	times,	and	as	soon	as	it	was	grey	dawn,	away
she	went	singing	the	same	words,	and	adding,	“Now	I	come	once	more,	and	then
never	again.”
The	third	Thursday	evening	the	King	said	he	would	watch	again;	and	he	set	two
men	to	hold	him,	one	under	each	arm,	who	were	to	shake	and	jog	him	every	time
he	wanted	to	fall	asleep;	and	two	men	he	set	to	watch	his	Bushy	Bride.	But	when
the	 night	wore	 on,	 the	Bushy	Bride	 began	 to	 chant	 and	 sing,	 so	 that	 his	 eyes
began	 to	 wink,	 and	 his	 head	 hung	 down	 on	 his	 shoulders.	 Then	 in	 came	 the
lovely	lady,	and	got	the	brush	and	brushed	her	hair,	till	the	gold	dropped	from	it;
after	that	she	sent	Little	Flo	out	again	to	see	if	it	would	soon	be	day,	and	this	she
did	three	times.	The	third	time	it	began,	to	get	grey	in	the	east;	then	she	sang:
	

Out	on	you,	ugly	Bushy	Bride,
Lying	so	warm	by	the	King’s	left	side;
While	I	on	sand	and	gravel	sleep,
And	over	my	brother	adders	creep,
And	all	without	a	tear.
	



“Now	I	come	back	never	more”,	 she	said,	and	went	 towards	 the	door.	But	 the
two	men	who	held	the	King	under	the	arms,	clenched	his	hands	together,	and	put
a	knife	into	his	grasp;	and	so,	somehow	or	other,	they	got	him	to	cut	her	in	her
little	finger,	and	drew	blood.	Then	the	true	bride	was	freed,	and	the	King	woke
up,	and	she	told	him	now	the	whole	story,	and	how	her	stepmother	and	sister	had
deceived	 her.	 So	 the	King	 sent	 at	 once	 and	 took	 her	 brother	 out	 of	 the	 pit	 of
snakes,	and	 the	adders	hadn’t	done	him	the	 least	harm,	but	 the	stepmother	and
her	daughter	were	thrown	into	it	in	his	stead.
And	now	no	one	can	 tell	how	glad	 the	King	was	 to	be	 rid	of	 that	ugly	Bushy
Bride,	and	to	get	a	Queen	who	was	as	lovely	and	bright	as	the	day	itself.	So	the
true	wedding	was	held,	and	everyone	talked	of	it	over	seven	kingdoms;	and	then
the	King	and	Queen	drove	 to	church	 in	 their	coach,	and	Little	Flo	went	 inside
with	them	too,	and	when	the	blessing	was	given	they	drove	back	again,	and	after
that	I	saw	nothing	more	of	them.
	



TATTERHOOD
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	king	and	a	queen	who	had	no	children,	and
that	gave	the	queen	much	grief;	she	scarce	had	one	happy	hour.	She	was	always
bewailing	and	bemoaning	herself,	and	saying	how	dull	and	 lonesome	it	was	 in
the	palace.
“If	we	had	children	there’d	be	life	enough”,	she	said.
Wherever	she	went	in	all	her	realm	she	found	God’s	blessing	in	children,	even	in
the	vilest	hut;	and	wherever	she	came	she	heard	the	Goodies	scolding	the	bairns,
and	saying	how	they	had	done	that	and	that	wrong.	All	this	the	queen	heard,	and
thought	it	would	be	so	nice	to	do	as	other	women	did.	At	last	the	king	and	queen
took	into	their	palace	a	stranger	lassie	to	rear	up,	that	they	might	have	her	always
with	them,	to	love	her	if	she	did	well,	and	scold	her	if	she	did	wrong,	like	their
own	child.
So	one	day	the	little	lassie	whom	they	had	taken	as	their	own,	ran	down	into	the
palace	 yard,	 and	was	 playing	with	 a	 gold	 apple.	 Just	 then	 an	 old	 beggar	wife
came	by,	who	had	a	little	girl	with	her,	and	it	wasn’t	long	before	the	little	lassie
and	the	beggar’s	bairn	were	great	friends,	and	began	to	play	together,	and	to	toss
the	gold	 apple	 about	 between	 them.	When	 the	Queen	 saw	 this,	 as	 she	 sat	 at	 a
window	in	the	palace,	she	tapped	on	the	pane	for	her	foster-daughter	to	come	up.
She	went	 at	 once,	 but	 the	 beggar-girl	went	 up	 too;	 and	 as	 they	went	 into	 the
Queen’s	bower,	each	held	the	other	by	the	hand.	Then	the	Queen	began	to	scold
the	 little	 lady,	 and	 to	 say,	 “You	ought	 to	 be	 above	 running	 about	 and	playing
with	a	tattered	beggar’s	brat.”
And	so	she	wanted	to	drive	the	lassie	downstairs.
“If	the	Queen	only	knew	my	mother’s	power,	she’d	not	drive	me	out”,	said	the
little	 lassie;	 and	when	 the	Queen	asked	what	 she	meant	more	plainly,	 she	 told



her	 how	 her	mother	 could	 get	 her	 children	 if	 she	 chose.	 The	Queen	wouldn’t
believe	 it,	but	 the	 lassie	held	her	own,	and	said	every	word	of	 it	was	 true,	and
bade	 the	Queen	only	 to	 try	and	make	her	mother	do	 it.	So	 the	Queen	 sent	 the
lassie	down	to	fetch	up	her	mother.
“Do	you	know	what	your	daughter	says?”	asked	the	Queen	of	the	old	woman,	as
soon	as	ever	she	came	into	the	room.
No;	the	beggar	wife	knew	nothing	about	it.
“Well,	she	says	you	can	get	me	children	if	you	will”,	answered	the	Queen.
“Queens	shouldn’t	listen	to	beggar	lassies”	silly	stories”,	said	the	old	wife,	and
strode	out	of	the	room.
Then	the	Queen	got	angry,	and	wanted	again	to	drive	out	the	little	lassie;	but	she
declared	it	was	true	every	word	that	she	had	said.
“Let	the	Queen	only	give	my	mother	a	drop	to	drink,”	said	the	lassie;	“when	she
gets	merry	she’ll	soon	find	out	a	way	to	help	you.”
The	Queen	was	ready	to	try	this;	so	the	beggar	wife	was	fetched	up	again	once
more,	and	treated	both	with	wine	and	mead	as	much	as	she	chose;	and	so	it	was
not	long	before	her	tongue	began	to	wag.	Then	the	Queen	came	out	again	with
the	same	question	she	had	asked	before.
“One	way	 to	 help	 you	 perhaps	 I	 know”,	 said	 the	 beggar	wife.	 “Your	Majesty
must	make	them	bring	in	two	pails	of	water	some	evening	before	you	go	to	bed.
In	each	of	them	you	must	wash	yourself,	and	afterwards	throw	away	the	water
under	 the	 bed.	When	 you	 look	 under	 the	 bed	 next	morning,	 two	 flowers	will
have	sprung	up,	one	fair	and	one	ugly.	The	fair	one	you	must	eat,	the	ugly	one
you	must	let	stand;	but	mind	you	don’t	forget	the	last.”
That	was	what	the	beggar	wife	said.
Yes;	 the	Queen	did	what	 the	beggar	wife	advised	her	 to	do;	she	had	 the	water
brought	 up	 in	 two	 pails,	washed	 herself	 in	 them,	 and	 emptied	 them	under	 the
bed;	 and	 lo!	 when	 she	 looked	 under	 the	 bed	 next	 morning,	 there	 stood	 two
flowers;	 one	 was	 ugly	 and	 foul,	 and	 had	 black	 leaves;	 but	 the	 other	 was	 so
bright,	and	fair,	and	lovely,	she	had	never	seen	its	like;	so	she	ate	it	up	at	once.
But	the	pretty	flower	tasted	so	sweet,	that	she	couldn’t	help	herself.	She	ate	the
other	up	too,	for,	she	thought,	“it	can’t	hurt	or	help	one	much	either	way,	I’ll	be
bound”.
Well,	sure	enough,	after	a	while	the	Queen	was	brought	to	bed.	First	of	all,	she
had	a	girl	who	had	a	wooden	spoon	in	her	hand,	and	rode	upon	a	goat;	loathly
and	ugly	she	was,	and	the	very	moment	she	came	into	the	world,	she	bawled	out
“Mamma”.
“If	I’m	your	mamma”,	said	the	Queen,	“God	give	me	grace	to	mend	my	ways.”



“Oh,	 don’t	 be	 sorry”,	 said	 the	 girl,	 who	 rode	 on	 the	 goat,	 “for	 one	will	 soon
come	after	me	who	is	better	looking.”
So,	after	a	while,	the	Queen	had	another	girl,	who	was	so	fair	and	sweet,	no	one
had	ever	set	eyes	on	such	a	lovely	child,	and	with	her	you	may	fancy	the	Queen
was	very	well	pleased.	The	elder	twin	they	called	“Tatterhood”,	because	she	was
always	so	ugly	and	ragged,	and	because	she	had	a	hood	which	hung	about	her
ears	in	tatters.	The	Queen	could	scarce	bear	to	look	at	her,	and	the	nurses	tried	to
shut	her	up	in	a	room	by	herself,	but	it	was	all	no	good;	where	the	younger	twin
was,	there	she	must	also	be,	and	no	one	could	ever	keep	them	apart.
Well,	 one	 Christmas	 eve,	 when	 they	 were	 half	 grown	 up,	 there	 rose	 such	 a
frightful	 noise	 and	 clatter	 in	 the	 gallery	 outside	 the	 Queen’s	 bower.	 So
Tatterhood	asked	what	it	was	that	dashed	and	crashed	so	out	in	the	passage.
“Oh!”	said	the	Queen,	“it	isn’t	worth	asking	about.”
But	 Tatterhood	 wouldn’t	 give	 over	 till	 she	 found	 out	 all	 about	 it	 and	 so	 the
Queen	told	her	it	was	a	pack	of	Trolls	and	witches	who	had	come	there	to	keep
Christmas.	 So	 Tatterhood	 said	 she’d	 just	 go	 out	 and	 drive	 them	 away;	 and	 in
spite	of	all	they	could	say,	and	however	much	they	begged	and	prayed	her	to	let
the	Trolls	 alone,	 she	must	 and	would	 go	 out	 to	 drive	 the	witches	 off;	 but	 she
begged	the	Queen	to	mind	and	keep	all	the	doors	close	shut,	so	that	not	one	of
them	came	so	much	as	the	least	bit	ajar.	Having	said	this,	off	she	went	with	her
wooden	spoon,	and	began	to	hunt	and	sweep	away	the	hags;	and	all	 this	while
there	was	 such	a	bother	out	 in	 the	gallery,	 the	 like	of	 it	was	never	heard.	The
whole	Palace	creaked	and	groaned	as	if	every	joint	and	beam	were	going	to	be
torn	 out	 of	 its	 place.	Now,	 how	 it	was,	 I’m	 sure	 I	 can’t	 tell;	 but	 somehow	 or
other	one	door	did	get	the	least	bit	ajar,	then	her	twin	sister	just	peeped	out	to	see
how	things	were	going	with	Tatterhood,	and	put	her	head	a	tiny	bit	through	the
opening.	But,	POP!	up	came	an	old	witch,	and	whipped	off	her	head,	and	stuck	a
calf’s	head	on	her	shoulders	instead;	and	so	the	Princess	ran	back	into	the	room
on	all-fours,	and	began	 to	“moo”	 like	a	calf.	When	Tatterhood	came	back	and
saw	 her	 sister,	 she	 scolded	 them	 all	 round,	 and	 was	 very	 angry	 because	 they
hadn’t	kept	better	watch,	and	asked	them	what	they	thought	of	their	heedlessness
now,	when	her	sister	was	turned	into	a	calf.
“But	still	I’ll	see	if	I	can’t	set	her	free”,	she	said.
Then	she	asked	the	King	for	a	ship	in	full	trim,	and	well	fitted	with	stores;	but
captain	and	sailors	she	wouldn’t	have.	No;	she	would	sail	away	with	her	sister
all	alone;	and	as	there	was	no	holding	her	back,	at	last	they	let	her	have	her	own
way.
Then	Tatterhood	sailed	off,	and	steered	her	ship	right	under	the	land	where	the
witches	dwelt,	and	when	she	came	to	the	landing-place,	she	told	her	sister	to	stay
quite	still	on	board	the	ship;	but	she	herself	rode	on	her	goat	up	to	the	witches”



castle.	When	 she	 got	 there,	 one	 of	 the	windows	 in	 the	 gallery	was	 open,	 and
there	she	saw	her	sister’s	head	hung	up	on	the	window	frame;	so	she	leapt	her
goat	through	the	window	into	the	gallery,	snapped	up	the	head,	and	set	off	with
it.	After	her	came	the	witches	to	try	to	get	the	head	again,	and	they	flocked	about
her	as	thick	as	a	swarm	of	bees	or	a	nest	of	ants;	but	the	goat	snorted,	and	puffed,
and	butted	with	his	horns,	and	Tatterhood	beat	and	banged	them	about	with	her
wooden	spoon;	and	so	the	pack	of	witches	had	to	give	it	up.	So	Tatterhood	got
back	 to	her	ship,	 took	 the	calf’s	head	off	her	sister,	and	put	her	own	on	again,
and	then	she	became	a	girl	as	she	had	been	before.	After	that	she	sailed	a	long,
long	way,	to	a	strange	king’s	realm.
Now	the	king	of	that	land	was	a	widower,	and	had	an	only	son.	So	when	he	saw
the	 strange	 sail,	 he	 sent	messengers	 down	 to	 the	 strand	 to	 find	 out	whence	 it
came,	and	who	owned	it;	but	when	the	king’s	men	came	down	there,	 they	saw
never	a	living	soul	on	board	but	Tatterhood,	and	there	she	was,	riding	round	and
round	the	deck	on	her	goat	at	full	speed,	till	her	elf	locks	streamed	again	in	the
wind.	The	 folk	 from	 the	palace	were	all	 amazed	at	 this	 sight,	 and	asked,	were
there	 not	 more	 on	 board?	 Yes,	 there	 were;	 she	 had	 a	 sister	 with	 her,	 said
Tatterhood.	Her,	too,	they	wanted	to	see,	but	Tatterhood	said	“No”:
“No	 one	 shall	 see	 her,	 unless	 the	 king	 comes	 himself”,	 she	 said,	 and	 so	 she
began	to	gallop	about	on	her	goat	till	the	deck	thundered	again.
So	when	 the	 servants	got	back	 to	 the	palace,	 and	 told	what	 they	had	 seen	and
heard	down	at	the	ship,	the	king	was	for	setting	out	at	once,	that	he	might	see	the
lassie	that	rode	on	the	goat.	When	he	got	down,	Tatterhood	led	out	her	sister,	and
she	was	so	fair	and	gentle,	the	king	fell	over	head	and	ears	in	love	with	her	as	he
stood.	He	brought	 them	both	back	with	him	 to	 the	Palace,	and	wanted	 to	have
the	sister	for	his	queen;	but	Tatterhood	said	“No”;	the	king	couldn’t	have	her	in
any	way,	unless	 the	king’s	 son	chose	 to	have	Tatterhood.	That	you	may	 fancy
the	prince	was	very	loath	to	do,	such	an	ugly	hussy	as	Tatterhood	was;	but	at	last
the	king	and	all	the	others	in	the	palace	talked	him	over,	and	he	yielded,	giving
his	word	to	take	her	for	his	queen;	but	it	went	sore	against	the	grain,	and	he	was
a	doleful	man.
Now	 they	set	 about	 the	wedding,	both	with	brewing	and	baking;	and	when	all
was	 ready,	 they	 were	 to	 go	 to	 church;	 but	 the	 prince	 thought	 it	 the	 weariest
churching	he	had	ever	had	in	all	his	life.	First,	the	king	drove	off	with	his	bride,
and	she	was	so	lovely	and	so	grand,	all	the	people	stopped	to	look	after	her	all
along	the	road,	and	they	stared	at	her	till	she	was	out	of	sight.	After	them	came
the	prince	on	horseback	by	the	side	of	Tatterhood,	who	trotted	along	on	her	goat
with	her	wooden	spoon	in	her	fist,	and	to	look	at	him,	it	was	more	like	going	to	a
burial	than	a	wedding,	and	that	his	own;	so	sorrowful	he	seemed,	and	with	never
a	word	to	say.



“Why	don’t	you	talk?”	asked	Tatterhood,	when	they	had	ridden	a	bit.
“Why,	what	should	I	talk	about?”	answered	the	prince.
“Well,	 you	 might	 at	 least	 ask	 me	 why	 I	 ride	 upon	 this	 ugly	 goat”,	 said
Tatterhood.
“Why	do	you	ride	on	that	ugly	goat?”	asked	the	prince.
“Is	 it	an	ugly	goat?	why,	 it’s	 the	grandest	horse	bride	ever	rode	on”,	answered
Tatterhood;	and	in	a	trice	the	goat	became	a	horse,	and	that	the	finest	the	prince
had	ever	set	eyes	on.
Then	they	rode	on	again	a	bit,	but	the	prince	was	just	as	woeful	as	before,	and
couldn’t	get	a	word	out.	So	Tatterhood	asked	him	again	why	he	didn’t	talk,	and
when	the	Prince	answered	he	didn’t	know	what	to	talk	about,	she	said,	“You	can
at	least	ask	me	why	I	ride	with	this	ugly	spoon	in	my	fist.”
“Why	do	you	ride	with	that	ugly	spoon?	“asked	the	prince.
“Is	 it	 an	ugly	 spoon?	why,	 it’s	 the	 loveliest	 silver	wand	bride	ever	bore”,	 said
Tatterhood;	 and	 in	 a	 trice	 it	 became	 a	 silver	 wand,	 so	 dazzling	 bright,	 the
sunbeams	glistened	from	it.
So	they	rode	on	another	bit,	but	the	Prince	was	just	as	sorrowful,	and	said	never
a	word.	 In	 a	 little	while,	 Tatterhood	 asked	 him	 again	why	 he	 didn’t	 talk,	 and
bade	him	ask	why	she	wore	that	ugly	grey	hood	on	her	head.
“Why	do	you	wear	that	ugly	grey	hood	on	your	head?”	asked	the	Prince.
“Is	 it	 an	 ugly	 hood?	 why,	 it’s	 the	 brightest	 golden	 crown	 bride	 ever	 wore”,
answered	Tatterhood,	and	it	became	a	crown	on	the	spot.
Now,	they	rode	on	a	long	while	again,	and	the	Prince	was	so	woeful,	that	he	sat
without	 sound	 or	 speech	 just	 as	 before.	 So	 his	 bride	 asked	 him	 again	why	 he
didn’t	talk,	and	bade	him	ask	now,	why	her	face	was	so	ugly	and	ashen-grey?
“Ah!”	asked	the	Prince,	“why	is	your	face	so	ugly	and	ashen-grey?”
“I	ugly”,	said	the	bride;	“you	think	my	sister	pretty,	but	I	am	ten	times	prettier”;
and	lo!	when	the	Prince	looked	at	her,	she	was	so	lovely,	he	thought	there	never
was	 so	 lovely	 a	woman	 in	 all	 the	world.	After	 that,	 I	 shouldn’t	wonder	 if	 the
Prince	found	his	tongue,	and	no	longer	rode	along	hanging	down	his	head.
So	they	drank	the	bridal	cup	both	deep	and	long,	and,	after	that,	both	Prince	and
King	set	out	with	their	brides	to	the	Princess’s	father’s	palace,	and	there	they	had
another	bridal	feast,	and	drank	anew,	both	deep	and	long.	There	was	no	end	to
the	fun;	and,	 if	you	make	haste	and	run	 to	 the	King’s	palace,	 I	dare	say	you’ll
find	there’s	still	a	drop	of	the	bridal	ale	left	for	you.
	



THE	COCK	AND	HEN	THAT	WENT	TO	THE
DOVREFELL
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	Hen	that	had	flown	up,	and	perched	on	an
oak-tree	for	the	night.	When	the	night	came,	she	dreamed	that	unless	she	got	to
the	Dovrefell,	the	world	would	come	to	an	end.	So	that	very	minute	she	jumped
down,	and	set	out	on	her	way.	When	she	had	walked	a	bit	she	met	a	Cock.
“Good	day,	Cocky-Locky”,	said	the	Hen.
“Good	day,	Henny-Penny”,	said	the	Cock,	“where	are	you	going	so	early.”
“Oh,	I’m	going	to	the	Dovrefell,	that	the	world	mayn’t	come	to	an	end”,	said	the
Hen.
“Who	told	you	that,	Henny-Penny”,	said	the	Cock.
“I	sat	in	the	oak	and	dreamt	it	last	night”,	said	the	Hen.
“I’ll	go	with	you”,	said	the	Cock.
Well!	they	walked	on	a	good	bit,	and	then	they	met	a	Duck.
“Good	day,	Ducky-Lucky”,	said	the	Cock.
“Good	day,	Cocky-Locky”,	said	the	Duck,	“where	are	you	going	so	early?”
“Oh,	I’m	going	to	the	Dovrefell,	that	the	world	mayn’t	come	to	an	end”,	said	the
Cock.
“Who	told	you	that,	Cocky-Locky?”
“Henny-Penny”,	said	the	Cock.
“Who	told	you	that,	Henny-Penny?”	said	the	Duck.
“I	sat	in	the	oak	and	dreamt	it	last	night”,	said	the	Hen.



“I’ll	go	with	you”,	said	the	Duck.
So	they	went	off	together,	and	after	a	bit	they	met	a	Goose.
“Good	day,	Goosey-Poosey”,	said	the	Duck.
“Good	day,	Ducky-Lucky”,	said	the	Goose,	“where	are	you	going	so	early?”
“I’m	 going	 to	 the	Dovrefell,	 that	 the	world	mayn’t	 come	 to	 an	 end”,	 said	 the
Duck.
“Who	told	you	that,	Ducky-Lucky?”	asked	the	Goose.
“Cocky-Locky.”
“Who	told	you	that,	Cocky-Locky?”
“Henny-Penny.”
“How	you	do	know	that,	Henny-Penny?”	said	the	Goose.
“I	sat	in	the	oak	and	dreamt	it	last	night,	Goosey-Poosey”,	said	the	Hen.
“I’ll	go	with	you”,	said	the	Goose.
Now	when	they	had	all	walked	along	for	a	bit,	a	Fox	met	them.
“Good	day,	Foxsy-Cocksy”,	said	the	Goose.
“Good	day,	Goosey-Poosey.”
“Where	are	you	going,	Foxsy-Cocksy?”
“Where	are	you	going	yourself,	Goosey-Poosey?”
“I’m	 going	 to	 the	 Dovrefell	 that	 the	 world	mayn’t	 come	 to	 an	 end”,	 said	 the
Goose.
“Who	told	you	that,	Goosey-Poosey?”	asked	the	Fox.
“Ducky-Lucky.”
“Who	told	you	that,	Ducky-Lucky?”
“Cocky-Locky.”
“Who	told	you	that,	Cocky-Locky?”
“Henny-Penny.”
“How	do	you	know	that,	Henny-Penny?”
“I	sat	in	the	oak	and	dreamt	last	night,	that	if	we	don’t	get	to	the	Dovrefell,	the
world	will	come	to	an	end”,	said	the	Hen.
“Stuff	 and	 nonsense”,	 said	 the	 Fox;	 “the	 world	 won’t	 come	 to	 an	 end	 if	 you
don’t	get	 there.	No!	come	home	with	me	to	my	earth.	That’s	far	better,	for	it’s
warm	and	jolly	there.”



Well,	they	went	home	with	the	Fox	to	his	earth,	and	when	they	got	in,	the	Fox
laid	on	lots	of	fuel,	so	that	they	all	got	very	sleepy.
The	Duck	and	the	Goose,	they	settled	themselves	down	in	a	corner,	but	the	Cock
and	Hen	flew	up	on	a	post.	So	when	the	Goose	and	Duck	were	well	asleep,	the
Fox,	took	the	Goose	and	laid	him	on	the	embers,	and	roasted	him.	The	Hen	smelt
the	 strong	 roast	 meat,	 and	 sprang	 up	 to	 a	 higher	 peg,	 and	 said,	 half	 asleep,
“Faugh,	what	a	nasty	smell!	What	a	nasty	smell!”
“Oh,	stuff”,	said	the	Fox;	“it’s	only	the	smoke	driven	down	the	chimney;	go	to
sleep	again,	and	hold	your	tongue.”	So	the	Hen	went	off	to	sleep	again.
Now	the	Fox	had	hardly	got	the	Goose	well	down	his	throat,	before	he	did	the
very	same	with	the	Duck.	He	took	and	laid	him	on	the	embers,	and	roasted	him
for	a	dainty	bit.	Then	the	hen	woke	up	again,	and	sprung	up	to	a	higher	peg	still,
saying,	“Faugh,	what	a	nasty	smell!	What	a	nasty	smell!”
Then	 she	got	her	 eyes	open,	 and	came	 to	 see	how	 the	Fox	had	eaten	both	 the
twain,	 goose	 and	 duck;	 so	 she	 flew	 up	 to	 the	 highest	 peg	 of	 all,	 and	 perched
there,	and	peeped	up	through	the	chimney.
“Nay,	nay;	just	see	what	a	lovely	lot	of	geese	flying	yonder”,	she	said	to	the	Fox.
Out	ran	Reynard	to	fetch	a	fat	roast.	But	while	he	was	gone,	 the	Hen	woke	up
the	Cock,	and	told	him	how	it	had	gone	with	Goosey-Poosey	and	Ducky-Lucky;
and	 so	 Cocky-Locky	 and	 Henny-Penny	 flew	 out	 through	 the	 chimney,	 and	 if
they	 hadn’t	 got	 to	 the	 Dovrefell,	 it	 surely	 would	 have	 been	 all	 over	 with	 the
world.
	



THUMBIKIN
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	woman	who	had	an	only	son,	and	he	was
no	taller	than	your	thumb;	and	so	they	called	him	Thumbikin.
Now,	when	he	had	come	to	be	old	enough	to	know	right	and	wrong,	his	mother
told	him	 to	go	out	and	woo	him	a	bride,	 for	now	she	said	 it	was	high	 time	he
thought	about	getting	a	wife.	When	Thumbikin	heard	that,	he	was	very	glad;	so
they	got	their	driving	gear	in	order	and	set	off,	and	his	mother	put	him	into	her
bosom.	 Now	 they	 were	 going	 to	 a	 palace	 where	 there	 was	 an	 awfully	 big
Princess,	but	when	they	had	gone	a	bit	of	the	way,	Thumbikin	was	lost	and	gone.
His	mother	hunted	for	him	everywhere,	and	bawled	to	him,	and	wept	because	he
was	lost,	and	she	couldn’t	find	him	again.
“Pip,	 Pip”,	 said	 Thumbikin,	 “here	 I	 am”;	 and	 he	 had	 hidden	 himself	 in	 the
horse’s	mane.
So	he	came	out,	and	had	to	give	his	word	to	his	mother	that	he	wouldn’t	do	so
any	more.	But	when	they	had	driven	a	bit	further	on,	Thumbikin	was	lost	again.
His	mother	hunted	for	him,	and	called	him,	and	wept;	but	gone	he	was,	and	gone
he	stayed.
“Pip,	 Pip”,	 said	 Thumbikin	 at	 last;	 and	 then	 she	 heard	 how	 he	 laughed	 and
tittered,	but	she	couldn’t	find	him	at	all	for	the	life	of	her.
“Pip,	Pip,	why,	here	 I	 am	now!”	said	Thumbikin,	and	came	out	of	 the	horse’s
ear.
So	he	 had	 to	 give	 his	word	 that	 he	wouldn’t	 hide	 himself	 again;	 but	 they	had
scarce	driven	a	bit	further	before	he	was	gone	again.	He	couldn’t	help	it.	As	for
his	mother,	she	hunted,	and	wept,	and	called	him	by	name;	but	gone	he	was,	and
gone	he	stayed;	and	the	more	she	hunted,	the	less	she	could	find	him	in	any	way.



“Pip,	Pip,	here	I	am	then”,	said	Thumbikin.
But	she	couldn’t	make	out	at	all	where	he	was,	his	voice	sounded	so	dull,	and
muffled.
So	 she	 hunted,	 and	 he	 kept	 on	 saying,	 “Pip,	 here	 I	 am”,	 and	 laughed	 and
chuckled,	 but	 she	 couldn’t	 find	 him;	 but	 all	 at	 once	 the	 horse	 snorted,	 and	 it
snorted	Thumbikin	out,	for	he	had	crept	up	one	of	his	nostrils.
Then	his	mother	 took	him	and	put	him	into	a	bag;	she	knew	no	other	way,	for
she	saw	well	enough	he	couldn’t	help	hiding	himself.
So,	when	 they	came	 to	 the	palace,	 the	match	was	 soon	made,	 for	 the	Princess
thought	him	a	pretty	little	chap,	and	it	wasn’t	long	before	the	wedding	came	on
too.
Now,	when	they	were	going	to	sit	down	to	the	wedding-feast,	Thumbikin	sat	at
the	table	by	the	Princess’s	side;	but	he	had	worse	than	no	seat,	for	when	he	was
to	eat	he	couldn’t	reach	up	to	the	table;	and	so	if	the	Princess	hadn’t	helped	him
up	on	to	it,	he	wouldn’t	have	got	a	bit	to	eat.
Now	it	went	good	and	well	so	 long	as	he	had	 to	eat	off	a	plate,	but	 then	 there
came	a	great	bowl	of	porridge	-	that	he	couldn’t	reach	up	to;	but	Thumbikin	soon
found	out	a	way	to	help	himself;	he	climbed	up	and	sat	on	the	lip	of	the	bowl.
But	 then	there	was	a	pat	of	melting	butter	right	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	bowl,	and
that	he	couldn’t	reach	to	dip	his	porridge	into	it,	and	so	he	went	on	and	took	his
seat	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	melting	 butter;	 but	 just	 then	who	 should	 come	 but	 the
Princess,	with	a	great	spoonful	of	porridge	to	dip	it	into	the	butter;	and,	alas!	she
went	too	near	to	Thumbikin,	and	tipped	him	over;	and	so	he	fell	over	head	and
ears,	and	was	drowned	in	the	melted	butter.
	



DOLL	I’	THE	GRASS
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ONCE	ON	A	 TIME	THERE	WAS	 a	King	who	 had	 twelve	 sons.	When	 they
were	grown	big	he	told	them	they	must	go	out	into	the	world	and	win	themselves
wives,	but	these	wives	must	each	be	able	to	spin,	and	weave,	and	sew	a	shirt	in
one	day,	else	he	wouldn’t	have	them	for	daughters-in-law.
To	each	he	gave	a	horse	and	a	new	suit	of	mail,	and	they	went	out	into	the	world
to	look	after	their	brides;	but	when	they	had	gone	a	bit	of	the	way,	they	said	they
wouldn’t	 have	 Boots,	 their	 youngest	 brother,	 with	 them	 -	 he	 wasn’t	 fit	 for
anything.
Well,	Boots	had	to	stay	behind,	and	he	didn’t	know	what	to	do	or	where	to	turn;
and	so	he	grew	so	downcast,	he	got	off	his	horse,	and	sat	down	in	the	tall	grass
to	weep.	But	when	he	had	sat	a	little	while,	one	of	the	tufts	in	the	grass	began	to
stir	and	move,	and	out	of	it	came	a	little	white	thing,	and	when	it	came	nearer,
Boots	saw	it	was	a	charming	little	lassie,	only	such	a	tiny	bit	of	a	thing.	So	the
lassie	went	up	to	him,	and	asked	if	he	would	come	down	below	and	see	“Doll	i”
the	Grass”.
Yes,	he’d	be	very	happy,	and	so	he	went.
Now,	when	he	got	down;	there	sat	Doll	i”	the	Grass	on	a	chair;	she	was	so	lovely
and	 so	 smart,	 and	 she	 asked	 Boots	 where	 he	 was	 going,	 and	 what	 was	 his
business.
So	he	told	her	how	there	were	 twelve	brothers	of	 them,	and	how	the	King	had
given	them	horses	and	mail,	and	said	they	must	each	go	out	into	the	world	and
find	them	a	wife	who	could	spin,	and	weave,	and	sew	a	shirt	in	a	day.
“But	if	you’ll	only	say	at	once	you’ll	be	my	wife,	I’ll	not	go	a	step	further”,	said
Boots	to	Doll	i”	the	Grass.
Well,	she	was	willing	enough,	and	so	she	made	haste	and	span,	and	wove,	and



sewed	the	shirt,	but	it	was	so	tiny,	tiny	little.	It	wasn’t	longer	than	so	-	-	-	-	long.
So	 Boots	 set	 off	 home	 with	 it,	 but	 when	 he	 brought	 it	 out	 he	 was	 almost
ashamed,	it	was	so	small.	Still	the	King	said	he	should	have	her,	and	so	Boots	set
off,	glad	and	happy	to	fetch	his	little	sweetheart.	So	when	he	got	to	Doll	i”	the
Grass,	he	wished	to	take	her	up	before	him	on	his	horse;	but	she	wouldn’t	have
that,	for	she	said	she	would	sit	and	drive	along	in	a	silver	spoon,	and	that	she	had
two	small	white	horses	to	draw	her.	So	off	they	set,	he	on	his	horse	and	she	on
her	silver	spoon,	and	the	two	horses	that	drew	her	were	two	tiny	white	mice;	but
Boots	always	kept	the	other	side	of	the	road,	he	was	so	afraid	lest	he	should	ride
over	her,	she	was	so	little.	So,	when	they	had	gone	a	bit	of	the	way,	they	came	to
a	great	 piece	of	water.	Here	Boots”	horse	got	 frightened,	 and	 shied	 across	 the
road	 and	upset	 the	 spoon,	 and	Doll	 i”	 the	Grass	 tumbled	 into	 the	water.	Then
Boots	got	so	sorrowful	because	he	didn’t	know	how	to	get	her	out	again;	but	in	a
little	while	up	came	a	merman	with	her,	and	now	she	was	as	well	and	full	grown
as	other	men	and	women,	and	far	lovelier	than	she	had	been	before.	So	he	took
her	up	before	him	on	his	horse,	and	rode	home.
When	Boots	got	home	all	his	brothers	had	come	back	each	with	his	sweetheart,
but	these	were	all	so	ugly,	and	foul,	and	wicked,	that	they	had	done	nothing	but
fight	with	one	another	on	the	way	home,	and	on	their	heads	they	had	a	kind	of
hat	that	was	daubed	over	with	tar	and	soot,	and	so	the	rain	had	run	down	off	the
hats	 on	 to	 their	 faces,	 till	 they	 got	 far	 uglier	 and	 nastier	 than	 they	 had	 been
before.	When	his	brothers	saw	Boots	and	his	sweetheart,	they	were	all	as	jealous
as	jealous	could	be	of	her;	but	the	King	was	so	overjoyed	with	them	both,	that	he
drove	all	the	others	away,	and	so	Boots	held	his	wedding-feast	with	Doll	i”	the
Grass,	and	after	that	they	lived	well	and	happily	together	a	long,	long	time,	and
if	they’re	not	dead,	why	they’re	alive	still.
	



THE	LAD	AND	THE	DEVIL
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Once	on	a	time	there	was	a	lad	who	was	walking	along	a	road	cracking	nuts,	so
he	 found	 one	 that	 was	 worm-eaten,	 and	 just	 at	 that	 very	moment	 he	 met	 the
Devil.
“Is	it	true,	now”,	said	the	lad,	“what	they	say,	that	the	Devil	can	make	himself	as
small	as	he	chooses,	and	thrust	himself	in	through	a	pinhole?”
“Yes	it	is”,	said	the	Devil.
“Oh!	it	is,	is	it?	then	let	me	see	you	do	it,	and	just	creep	into	this	nut”,	said	the
lad.
So	the	Devil	did	it.
Now,	when	he	had	crept	well	in	through	the	worm’s	hole,	the	lad	stopped	it	up
with	a	pin.
“Now,	I’ve	got	you	safe”,	he	said,	and	put	the	nut	into	his	pocket.
So	when	he	had	walked	on	a	bit,	he	came	to	a	smithy,	and	he	turned	in	and	asked
the	smith	if	he’d	be	good	enough	to	crack	that	nut	for	him.
“Aye,	that’ll	be	an	easy	job”,	said	the	smith,	and	took	his	smallest	hammer,	laid
the	nut	on	the	anvil,	and	gave	it	a	blow,	but	it	wouldn’t	break.
So	he	took	another	hammer	a	little	bigger,	but	that	wasn’t	heavy	enough	either.
Then	he	took	one	bigger	still,	but	it	was	still	the	same	story;	and	so	the	smith	got
angry,	and	grasped	his	great	sledge-hammer.
“Now,	I’ll	crack	you	to	bits”,	he	said,	and	let	drive	at	the	nut	with	all	his	might
and	main.	And	so	the	nut	flew	to	pieces	with	a	bang	that	blew	off	half	the	roof	of
the	smithy,	and	the	whole	house	creaked	and	groaned	as	though	it	were	ready	to
fall.



“Why!	if	I	don’t	think	the	Devil	must	have	been	in	that	nut”,	said	the	smith.
“So	he	was;	you’re	quite	right”,	said	the	lad,	as	he	went	away	laughing.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THE	COCK	and	 the	hen	went	out	 into	 the	hazel-wood	 to
pick	 nuts;	 and	 so	 the	 hen	 got	 a	 nutshell	 in	 her	 throat,	 and	 lay	 on	 her	 back,
flapping	her	wings.
Off	went	 the	 cock	 to	 fetch	water	 for	 her;	 so	 he	 came	 to	 the	 Spring	 and	 said,
“Dear	good	friend	Spring	give	me	a	drop	of	water,	 that	I	may	give	 it	 to	Dame
Partlet,	my	mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-	wood.”
But	the	Spring	answered,	“You’ll	get	no	water	from	me	until	I	get	leaves	from
you.”
So	 the	 Cock	 ran	 to	 the	 Linden,	 and	 said,	 “Dear	 good	 friend	 Linden,	 give	me
some	of	your	leaves,	the	leaves
I’ll	give	to	the	Spring,	and	the	Spring	will	give	me	water	to	give	to	Dame	Partlet
my	mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	get	no	leaves	from	me”,	said	the	Linden,	“until	I	get	a	red	ribbon	with	a
golden	edge	from	you.”
So	the	Cock	ran	to	the	Virgin	Mary.
“Dear	good	Virgin	Mary,	give	me	a	red	ribbon	with	a	golden	edge,	and	I’ll	give
the	red	ribbon	to	the	Linden,	the	Linden	will	give	me	leaves,	the	leaves	I’ll	give
to	 the	Spring,	 the	Spring	will	 give	me	water,	 and	 the	water	 I’ll	 give	 to	Dame
Partlet	my	mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door,	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	 get	 no	 red	 ribbon	 from	 me”,	 answered	 the	 Virgin	Mary,	 “until	 I	 get
shoes	from	you.”
So	the	Cock	ran	to	the	Shoemaker	and	said,	“Dear	good	friend	Shoemaker,	give
me	shoes,	and	I’ll	give	the	shoes	to	the	Virgin	Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give
me	a	red	ribbon,	the	red	ribbon	I’ll	give	to	the	Linden,	the	Linden	will	give	me
leaves,	the	leaves	I’ll	give	to	the	Spring,	the	Spring	will	give	me	water,	the	water



I’ll	give	to	Dame	Partlet	my	mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	 get	 no	 shoes	 from	me”,	 said	 the	Shoemaker,	 “until	 I	 get	 bristles	 from
you.”
So	the	Cock	ran	to	the	Sow	and	said,	“Dear	good	friend	Sow,	give	me	bristles,
the	bristles	 I’ll	 give	 to	 the	Shoemaker,	 the	Shoemaker	will	give	me	 shoes,	 the
shoes	I’ll	give	to	the	Virgin	Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give	me	a	red	ribbon,	the
red	ribbon	I’ll	give	to	the	Linden,	the	Linden	will	give	me	leaves,	the	leaves	I’ll
give	 to	 the	Spring,	 the	Spring	will	give	me	water,	 the	water	 I’ll	give	 to	Dame
Partlet	my	mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	get	no	bristles	from	me”,	said	the	Sow,	“until	I	get	corn	from	you.”
So	the	Cock	ran	to	the	Thresher	and	said,	“Dear	good	friend	Thresher,	give	me
corn,	the	corn	I’ll	give	to	the	Sow,	the	Sow	will	give	me	bristles,	the	bristles	I’ll
give	to	the	Shoemaker,	the	Shoemaker	will	give	me	shoes,	the	shoes	I’ll	give	to
the	Virgin	Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give	me	a	red	ribbon,	the	red	ribbon	I’ll
give	 to	 the	Linden,	 the	Linden	will	 give	me	 leaves,	 the	 leaves	 I’ll	 give	 to	 the
Spring,	 the	Spring	will	 give	me	water,	 the	water	 I’ll	 give	 to	Dame	Partlet	my
mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	 get	 no	 corn	 from	me”,	 said	 the	Thresher,	 “until	 I	 get	 a	 bannock	 from
you.”
So	 the	Cock	 ran	 to	 the	Baker’s	wife	 and	 said.	 “Dear	 good	 friend	Mrs.	Baker,
give	me	a	bannock,	the	bannock	I’ll	give	to	the	Thresher,	the	Thresher	will	give
me	corn,	the	corn	I’ll	give	to	the	Sow,	the	Sow	will	give	me	bristles,	the	bristles
I’ll	give	to	the	Shoemaker,	the	Shoemaker	will	give	me	shoes,	the	shoes	I’ll	give
to	the	Virgin	Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give	me	a	red	ribbon,	the	red	ribbon	I’ll
give	 to	 the	Linden,	 the	Linden	will	 give	me	 leaves,	 the	 leaves	 I’ll	 give	 to	 the
Spring,	 the	Spring	will	 give	me	water,	 the	water	 I’ll	 give	 to	Dame	Partlet	my
mate,	who	lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	get	no	bannock	from	me”,	said	the	Baker’s	wife,	until	I	get	wood	from
you.”
So	the	Cock	ran	to	the	Woodcutter	and	said,	“Dear	good	friend	Woodcutter,	give
me	wood,	the	wood	I’ll	give	to	the	Baker’s	wife,	the	Baker’s	wife	will	give	me	a
bannock,	the	bannock	I’ll	give	to	the	Thresher,	the	Thresher	will	give	me	corn,
the	corn	I’ll	give	to	the	Sow,	the	Sow	will	give	me	bristles,	the	bristles	I’ll	give
to	the	Shoemaker,	the	Shoemaker	will	give	me	shoes,	the	shoes	I’ll	give	to	the
Virgin	Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give	me	a	red	ribbon,	the	red	ribbon	I’ll	give
to	the	Linden,	the	Linden	will	give	me	leaves,	the	leaves	I’ll	give	to	the	Spring,
the	Spring	will	give	me	water,	the	water	I’ll	give	to	Dame	Partlet	my	mate,	who
lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	 get	 no	wood	 from	me”,	 answered	 the	Woodcutter,	 “until	 I	 get	 an	 axe



from	you.”
So	the	Cock	ran	to	the	Smith	and	said,	“Dear	good	friend	Smith,	give	me	an	axe,
the	axe	I’ll	give	to	the	Woodcutter,	the	Woodcutter	will	give	me	wood,	the	wood
I’ll	 give	 to	 the	 Baker’s	 wife,	 the	 Baker’s	 wife	 will	 give	 me	 a	 bannock,	 the
bannock	I’ll	give	 to	 the	Thresher,	 the	Thresher	will	give	me	corn,	 the	corn	I’ll
give	 to	 the	 Sow,	 the	 Sow	 will	 give	 me	 bristles,	 the	 bristles	 I’ll	 give	 to	 the
Shoemaker,	the	Shoemaker	will	give	me	shoes,	the	shoes	I’ll	give	to	the	Virgin
Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give	me	a	red	ribbon,	the	red	ribbon	I’ll	give	to	the
Linden,	 the	Linden	will	 give	me	 leaves,	 the	 leaves	 I’ll	 give	 to	 the	Spring,	 the
Spring	will	give	me	water,	the	water	I’ll	give	to	Dame	Partlet	my	mate,	who	lies
at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.”
“You’ll	get	no	axe	from	me”,	answered	the	Smith,	“until	I	get	charcoal	of	you.”
So	 the	Cock	ran	 to	 the	Charcoal-burner	and	said,	“Dear	good	friend	Charcoal-
burner,	give	me	charcoal,	the	charcoal	I’ll	give	to	the	Smith,	the	Smith	will	give
me	 an	 axe,	 the	 axe	 I’ll	 give	 to	 the	Woodcutter,	 the	Woodcutter	 will	 give	me
wood,	 the	wood	 I’ll	give	 to	 the	Baker’s	wife,	 the	Baker’s	wife	will	give	me	a
bannock,	the	bannock	I’ll	give	to	the	Thresher,	the	Thresher	will	give	me	corn,
the	corn	I’ll	give	to	the	Sow,	the	Sow	will	give	me	bristles,	the	bristles	I’ll	give
to	the	Shoemaker,	the	Shoemaker	will	give	me	shoes,	the	shoes	I’ll	give	to	the
Virgin	Mary,	the	Virgin	Mary	will	give	me	a	red	ribbon,	the	red	ribbon	I’ll	give
to	the	Linden,	the	Linden	will	give	me	leaves,	the	leaves	I’ll	give	to	the	Spring,
the	Spring	will	give	me	water,	the	water	I’ll	give	to	Dame	Partlet	my	mate,	who
lies	at	death’s	door	in	the	hazel-wood.
So	 the	Charcoal-burner	 took	pity	on	 the	Cock,	and	gave	him	a	bit	of	charcoal,
and	 then	 the	 Smith	 got	 his	 coal,	 and	 the	Woodcutter	 his	 axe,	 and	 the	Baker’s
wife	 her	wood,	 and	 the	 Thresher	 his	 bannock,	 and	 the	 Sow	 her	 corn,	 and	 the
Shoemaker	his	bristles,	 and	 the	Virgin	Mary	her	 shoes,	 and	 the	Linden	 its	 red
ribbon	with	a	golden	edge,	and	the	Spring	its	 leaves,	and	the	Cock	his	drop	of
water,	and	he	gave	it	to	Dame	Partlet,	his	mate,	who	lay	there	at	death’s	door	in
the	hazel-	wood,	and	so	she	got	all	right	again.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	king	who	had	twelve	daughters,	and	he	was
so	fond	of	them	they	must	always	be	at	his	side;	but	every	day	at	noon,	while	the
king	slept,	the	Princesses	went	out	to	take	a	walk.	So	once,	while	the	king	was
taking	his	noontide	nap,	 and	 the	Princesses	had	gone	 to	 take	 their	walk,	 all	 at
once	 they	were	missing,	 and	worse,	 they	 never	 came	 home	 again.	 Then	 there
was	great	grief	and	sorrow	all	over	 the	 land,	but	 the	most	 sorry	of	all	was	 the
king.	He	sent	messengers	out	throughout	his	own	and	other	realms,	and	gave	out
their	 names	 in	 all	 the	 churches,	 and	 had	 the	 bells	 tolled	 for	 them	 in	 all	 the
steeples;	but	gone	the	Princesses	were,	and	gone	they	stayed,	and	none	could	tell
what	was	become	of	 them.	So	 it	was	as	clear	as	day	 that	 they	must	have	been
carried	off	by	some	witchcraft.
Well,	 it	 wasn’t	 long	 before	 these	 tidings	 spread	 far	 and	 wide,	 over	 land	 and
town,	aye,	over	many	lands;	and	so	the	news	came	to	a	king	ever	so	many	lands
off,	 who	 had	 twelve	 sons.	 So	 when	 these	 Princes	 heard	 of	 the	 twelve	 king’s
daughters,	 they	 asked	 leave	of	 their	 father	 to	go	out	 and	 seek	 them.	They	had
hard	work	to	get	his	leave,	for	he	was	afraid	lest	he	should	never	see	them	again,
but	they	all	fell	down	on	their	knees	before	the	king,	and	begged	so	long,	at	last
he	was	forced	to	let	them	go	after	all.
He	fitted	out	a	ship	for	them,	and	gave	them	Ritter	Red,	who	was	quite	at	home
at	 sea,	 for	 a	 captain.	 So	 they	 sailed	 about	 a	 long,	 long	 time,	 landed	 on	 every
shore	 they	 came	 to,	 and	hunted	 and	 asked	 after	 the	Princesses,	 but	 they	 could
neither	hear	nor	see	anything	of	them.	And	now,	a	few	days	only	were	wanting
to	make	up	seven	years	since	they	set	sail,	when	one	day	a	strong	storm	rose,	and
such	 foul	weather,	 they	 thought	 they	 should	never	come	 to	 land	again,	 and	all
had	 to	 work	 so	 hard,	 they	 couldn’t	 get	 a	 wink	 of	 sleep	 so	 long	 as	 the	 storm
lasted.	But	when	the	third	day	was	nearly	over,	the	wind	fell,	and	all	at	once	it



got	 as	 still	 as	 still	 could	 be.	 Now,	 they	were	 all	 so	weary	with	work	 and	 the
rough	 weather,	 they	 fell	 fast	 asleep	 in	 the	 twinkling	 of	 an	 eye;	 all	 but	 the
youngest	Prince,	he	could	get	no	rest,	and	couldn’t	go	off	to	sleep	at	all.
So	as	he	was	pacing	up	and	down	the	deck,	the	ship	came	to	a	little	island,	and
on	the	island	ran	a	little	dog,	and	bayed	and	barked	at	the	ship	as	if	it	wanted	to
come	on	board.	So	the	Prince	went	to	that	side	of	the	deck,	and	tried	to	coax	the
dog,	and	whistled	and	whistled	to	him,	but	the	more	he	whistled	and	coaxed,	the
more	the	dog	barked	and	snarled.	Well,	he	thought	it	a	shame	the	dog	should	run
about	 there	 and	 starve,	 for	 he	made	up	his	mind	 that	 it	must	 have	 come	 there
from	a	ship	that	had	been	cast	away	in	the	storm;	but	still	he	thought	he	should
never	be	able	to	help	it	after	all,	for	he	couldn’t	put	out	the	boat	by	himself,	and
as	for	the	others,	they	all	slept	so	sound,	he	wouldn’t	wake	them	for	the	sake	of	a
dog.	But	then	the	weather	was	so	calm	and	still;	and	at	 last	he	said	to	himself:
“Come	what	may,	you	must	go	on	shore	and	save	that	dog”,	and	so	he	began	to
try	 to	 launch	 the	boat,	 and	he	 found	 it	 far	 easier	work	 than	he	 thought.	So	he
rowed	 ashore,	 and	 went	 up	 to	 the	 dog;	 but	 every	 time	 he	 tried	 to	 catch	 it,	 it
jumped	on	one	side,	and	so	it	went	on	till	he	found	himself	inside	a	great	grand
castle,	before	he	knew	where	he	was.	Then	the	dog,	all	at	once,	was	changed	into
a	lovely	Princess;	and	there,	on	the	bench,	sat	a	man	so	big	and	ugly,	the	Prince
almost	lost	his	wits	for	fear.
“YOU”VE	NO	NEED	TO	BE	AFRAID”,	said	the	man	-	but	the	Prince,	to	tell
you	 the	 truth,	got	 far	more	afraid	when	he	heard	his	gruff	voice	 -	“for	 I	know
well	 enough	 what	 you	 want.	 There	 are	 twelve	 Princes	 of	 you,	 and	 you	 are
looking	 for	 the	 twelve	 Princesses	 that	 are	 lost.	 I	 know,	 too,	 very	 well
whereabouts	they	are;	they’re	with	my	lord	and	master,	and	there	they	sit,	each
of	them	on	her	chair,	and	comb	his	hair;	for	he	has	twelve	heads.	And	now	you
have	sailed	seven	years,	but	you’ll	have	to	sail	seven	years	more	before	you	find
them.	As	for	you,	you	might	stay	here	and	welcome,	and	have	my	daughter;	but
you	must	first	slay	him,	for	he’s	a	hard	master	to	all	of	us,	and	we’re	all	weary	of
him,	 and	when	 he’s	 dead	 I	 shall	 be	King	 in	 his	 stead;	 but	 first	 try	 if	 you	 can
brandish	this	sword”.
Then	the	King’s	son	took	hold	of	a	rusty	old	sword	which	hung	on	the	wall,	but
he	could	scarce	stir	it.
“Now	you	must	take	a	pull	at	this	flask”,	said	the	Troll;	and	when	he	had	done
that	he	could	stir	it,	and	when	he	had	taken	another	he	could	lift	it,	and	when	he
had	taken	a	third	he	could	brandish	the	sword	as	easily	as	if	it	had	been	his	own.
“Now,	when	you	get	on	board”,	said	the	Troll	Prince,	“you	must	hide	the	sword
well	in	your	berth,	that	Ritter	Red	mayn’t	set	eyes	on	it;	he’s	not	man	enough	to
wield	 it,	but	he’ll	get	spiteful	against	you,	and	 try	 to	 take	your	 life.	And	when
seven	years	 are	 almost	out	 all	 but	 three	days”,	he	went	on	 to	 say,	 “everything



will	happen	just	as	now;	foul	weather	will	come	on	you,	with	a	great	storm,	and
when	 it	 is	 over	 you’ll	 all	 be	 sleepy.	 Then	 you	 must	 take	 the	 sword	 and	 row
ashore,	 and	 so	 you’ll	 come	 to	 a	 castle	 where	 all	 sorts	 of	 guards	 will	 stand	 -
wolves,	and	bears,	and	 lions;	but	you	needn’t	be	afraid	of	 them,	 for	 they’ll	all
come	and	crouch	at	your	feet.	But	when	you	come	inside	the	castle,	you’ll	soon
see	 the	 Troll;	 he	 sits	 in	 a	 splendid	 chamber	 in	 grand	 attire	 and	 array;	 twelve
heads	he	has	of	his	own,	and	 the	Princesses	sit	 round	 them,	each	on	her	chair,
and	 comb	 his	 heads,	 and	 that’s	 a	 work	 you	may	 guess	 they	 don’t	much	 like.
Then	you	must	make	haste,	and	hew	off	one	head	after	the	other	as	quick	as	you
can;	for	if	he	wakes	and	sets	his	eyes	on	you,	he’ll	swallow	you	alive”.
So	the	King’s	son	went	on	board	with	the	sword,	and	he	bore	in	mind	what	he
had	 come	 to	 know.	The	 others	 still	 lay	 fast	 asleep	 and	 snored,	 and	 he	 hid	 the
sword	in	his	berth,	so	that	neither	Ritter	Red	nor	any	of	the	rest	got	sight	of	it.
And	now	it	began	to	blow	again,	so	he	woke	up	the	others	and	said	he	thought
they	oughtn’t	 to	sleep	any	 longer	now	when	there	was	such	a	good	wind.	And
there	was	 none	 of	 them	 that	marked	 he	 had	 been	 away.	Well,	 after	 the	 seven
years	were	all	gone	but	 three	days,	all	happened	as	 the	Troll	had	said.	A	great
storm	and	foul	weather	came	on	 that	 lasted	 three	days,	and	when	it	had	blown
itself	out,	all	the	rest	grew	sleepy	and	went	to	rest;	but	the	youngest	King’s	son
rowed	ashore,	 and	 the	guards	 fell	 at	his	 feet,	 and	 so	he	came	 to	 the	castle.	So
when	he	got	inside	the	chamber,	there	sat	the	King	fast	asleep	as	the	Troll	Prince
had	said,	and	the	twelve	Princesses	sat	each	on	her	chair	and	combed	one	of	his
heads.	 The	 king’s	 son	 beckoned	 to	 the	 Princesses	 to	 get	 out	 of	 the	way;	 they
pointed	to	the	Troll,	and	beckoned	to	him	again	to	go	his	way	as	quick	as	ever	he
could,	but	he	kept	on	making	signs	to	them	to	get	out	of	the	way,	and	then	they
understood	that	he	wanted	to	set	 them	free,	and	stole	away	softly	one	after	 the
other,	and	as	fast	as	they	went,	he	hewed	off	the	Troll	King’s	heads,	till	at	last
the	blood	gushed	out	like	a	great	brook.	When	the	Troll	was	slain	he	rowed	on
board	 and	 hid	 his	 sword.	 He	 thought	 now	 he	 had	 done	 enough,	 and	 as	 he
couldn’t	get	rid	of	the	body	by	himself,	he	thought	it	only	fair	they	should	help
him	 a	 little.	 So	 he	woke	 them	 all	 up,	 and	 said	 it	was	 a	 shame	 they	 should	 be
snoring	 there,	 when	 he	 had	 found	 the	 Princesses,	 and	 set	 them	 free	 from	 the
Troll.	The	others	only	laughed	at	him,	and	said	he	had	been	just	as	sound	asleep
as	 they,	 and	 only	 dreamt	 that	 he	 was	 man	 enough	 to	 do	 what	 he	 said,	 for	 if
anyone	was	to	set	the	Princesses	free,	it	was	far	more	likely	it	would	be	one	of
them.	 But	 the	 youngest	 King’s	 son	 told	 them	 all	 about	 it,	 and	 when	 they
followed	him	 to	 the	 land	and	 saw	 first	 of	 all	 the	brook	of	blood,	 and	 then	 the
castle,	 and	 the	Troll,	 and	 the	 twelve	heads,	 and	 the	Princesses,	 they	 saw	plain
enough	that	he	had	spoken	the	truth,	and	now	the	whole	helped	him	to	throw	the
body	and	the	heads	into	the	sea.	So	all	were	glad	and	happy,	but	none	more	so
than	the	Princesses,	who	got	rid	of	having	to	sit	there	and	comb	the	Troll’s	hair
all	day.	Of	all	the	silver	and	gold	and	precious	things	that	were	there,	they	took



as	much	as	the	ship	could	hold,	and	so	they	went	on	board	altogether	Princes	and
Princesses	alike.
But	 when	 they	 had	 gone	 a	 bit	 out	 on	 the	 sea,	 the	 Princesses	 said	 they	 had
forgotten	 in	 their	 joy	 their	 gold	 crowns;	 they	 lay	 behind	 in	 a	 press,	 and	 they
would	be	so	glad	to	have	them.	So	when	none	of	the	others	was	willing	to	fetch
them,	the	youngest	King’s	son	said,	“I	have	already	dared	so	much,	I	can	very
well	go	back	for	the	gold	crowns	too,	if	you	will	only	strike	sail	and	wait	till	I
come	again.”
Yes,	that	they	would	do.	But	when	he	had	gone	back	so	far	that	they	couldn’t	see
him	any	longer,	Ritter	Red,	who	would	have	been	glad	enough	to	have	been	their
chief,	 and	 to	have	 the	youngest	Princess,	 said,	 “it	was	no	use	 their	 lying	 there
still	waiting	for	him,	for	they	might	know	very	well	he	would	never	come	back;
they	all	knew,	too,	how	the	king	had	given	him	all	power	and	authority	to	sail	or
not	 as	 he	 chose;	 and	 now	 they	 must	 all	 say	 “twas	 he	 that	 had	 saved	 the
Princesses,	and	if	any	one	said	anything	else,	he	should	lose	his	life”.
The	Princes	didn’t	dare	to	do	anything	else	than	what	Ritter	Red	willed,	and	so
they	sailed	away.
Meanwhile	the	youngest	King’s	son	rowed	to	land,	went	up	to	the	castle,	found
the	 press	 with	 gold	 crowns	 in	 it,	 and	 at	 last	 lugged	 it	 down	 to	 the	 boat,	 and
shoved	off;	but	when	he	came	where	he	ought	to	have	seen	the	ship,	lo!	it	was
gone.	Well,	as	he	couldn’t	catch	a	glimpse	of	 it	anywhere,	he	could	very	soon
tell	how	matters	stood.	To	row	after	them	was	no	good,	and	so	he	was	forced	to
turn	about	and	row	back	to	land.	He	was	rather	afraid	to	stay	alone	in	the	castle
all	night,	but	there	was	no	other	house	to	be	got,	so	he	plucked	up	a	heart,	locked
up	all	 the	doors	and	gates	fast,	and	lay	down	in	a	room	where	there	was	a	bed
ready-made.	But	fearful	and	woeful	he	was,	and	still	more	afraid	he	got	when	he
had	lain	a	while	and	something	began	to	creak	and	groan	and	quake	in	wall	and
roof,	 as	 if	 the	 whole	 castle	 were	 being	 torn	 asunder.	 Then	 all	 at	 once	 down
something	plunged	close	by	the	side	of	his	bed,	as	if	it	were	a	whole	cartload	of
hay.	Then	all	was	still	again;	but	after	a	while	he	heard	a	voice,	which	bade	him
not	to	be	afraid,	and	said:
	

Here	am	I	the	Big	Bird	Dan
Come	to	help	you	all	I	can.
	

“But	the	first	thing	you	must	do	when	you	wake	in	the	morning,	will	be	to	go	to
the	barn	and	fetch	four	barrels	of	rye	for	me.	I	must	fill	my	crop	with	them	for
breakfast,	else	I	can’t	do	anything”.
When	he	woke	up,	sure	enough	there	he	saw	an	awfully	big	bird,	which	had	a



feather	at	the	nape	of	his	neck,	as	thick	and	long	as	a	half-	grown	spruce	fir.	So
the	King’s	son	went	down	to	the	barn	to	fetch	four	barrels	of	rye	for	the	Big	Bird
Dan,	 and	when	 he	 had	 crammed	 them	 into	 his	 crop	 he	 told	 the	King’s	 son	 to
hang	the	press	with	the	gold	crowns	on	one	side	of	his	neck,	and	as	much	gold
and	silver	as	would	weigh	it	down	on	the	other	side,	and	after	that	to	get	on	his
back	and	hold	fast	by	the	feather	in	the	nape	of	his	neck.	So	away	they	went	till
the	wind	whistled	after	 them,	and	so	it	wasn’t	 long	before	 they	outstripped	the
ship.	The	King’s	son	wanted	to	go	on	board	for	his	sword,	for	he	was	afraid	lest
anyone	should	get	sight	of	it,	for	the	Troll	had	told	him	that	mustn’t	be;	but	Bird
Dan	said	that	mustn’t	be	either.
“Ritter	Red	will	never	see	it,	never	fear;	but	if	you	go	on	board,	he’ll	try	to	take
your	life,	for	he	has	set	his	heart	on	having	the	youngest	Princess;	but	make	your
mind	quite	easy	about	her,	for	she	lays	a	naked	sword	by	her	side	in	bed	every
night.”
So	after	a	long,	long	time,	they	came	to	the	island	where	the	Troll	Prince	was;
and	there	the	King’s	son	was	welcomed	so	heartily	there	was	no	end	to	it.	The
Troll	 Prince	 didn’t	 know	 how	 to	 be	 good	 enough	 to	 him	 for	 having	 slain	 his
Lord	and	Master,	and	so	made	him	King	of	the	Trolls,	and	if	the	King’s	son	had
been	willing	 he	might	 easily	 have	 got	 the	 Troll	King’s	 daughter,	 and	 half	 the
kingdom.	But	he	had	so	set	his	heart	on	the	youngest	of	the	twelve	Princesses,	he
could	take	no	rest,	but	was	all	for	going	after	 their	ship	time	after	 time.	So	the
Troll	King	begged	him	to	be	quiet	a	little	longer,	and	said	they	had	still	nearly
seven	years	to	sail	before	they	got	home.	As	for	the	Princess	the	Troll	said	the
same	thing	as	the	Big	Bird	Dan.
“You	 needn’t	 fret	 yourself	 about	 her,	 for	 she	 lays	 a	 naked	 sword	 by	 her	 side
every	 night	 in	 bed.	And	 now	 if	 you	 don’t	 believe	what	 I	 say”,	 said	 the	Troll,
“you	can	go	on	board	when	they	sail	by	here,	and	see	for	yourself,	and	fetch	the
sword	too,	for	I	may	just	as	well	have	it	again.”
So	when	they	sailed	by	another	great	storm	arose,	and	when	the	king’s	son	went
on	board	they	all	slept,	and	each	Princess	lay	beside	her	Prince;	but	the	youngest
lay	 alone	 with	 a	 naked	 sword	 beside	 her	 in	 the	 bed,	 and	 on	 the	 floor	 by	 the
bedside	 lay	Ritter	Red.	Then	 the	 king’s	 son	 took	 the	 sword	 and	 rowed	 ashore
again,	and	none	of	them	had	seen	that	he	had	been	on	board.	But	still	the	King’s
son	couldn’t	rest,	and	he	often	and	often	wanted	to	be	off,	and	so	at	last	when	it
got	 near	 the	 end	of	 the	 seven	years,	 and	only	 three	weeks	were	 left,	 the	Troll
King	said,	“Now	you	may	get	ready	to	go	since	you	won’t	stay	with	us;	and	you
shall	have	the	loan	of	my	iron	boat,	which	sails	of	itself,	if	you	only	say,	‘Boat,
boat,	go	on!’
“In	that	boat	there	is	an	iron	club,	and	that	club	you	must	lift	a	little	when	you
see	 the	 ship	 straight	 a-head	 of	 you,	 and	 then	 they’ll	 get	 such	 a	 rattling	 fair



breeze,	they’ll	forget	to	look	at	you;	but	when	you	get	alongside	them,	you	must
lift	the	club	a	little	again,	and	then	they’ll	get	such	a	foul	wind	and	storm,	they’ll
have	something	else	to	do	than	to	stare	at	you;	and	when	you	have	run	past	them,
you	must	lift	the	club	a	third	time,	but	you	must	always	be	sure	and	lay	it	down
carefully	again,	else	there’ll	be	such	a	storm	both	you	and	they	will	be	wrecked
and	lost.	Now,	when	you	have	got	to	land,	you’ve	no	need	to	bother	yourself	at
all	about	 the	boat;	 just	 turn	 it	about,	and	shove	 it	off,	and	say:	 ‘Boat,	boat,	go
back	home!’
When	 he	 set	 out	 they	 gave	 him	 so	much	 gold	 and	 silver,	 and	 so	many	 other
costly	 things,	 and	 clothes	 and	 linen	 which	 the	 Troll	 Princess	 had	 sewn	 and
woven	for	him	all	that	long	time,	that	he	was	far	richer	than	any	of	his	brothers.
Well,	he	had	no	sooner	seated	himself	in	the	boat,	and	said,	“Boat,	boat,	go	on!”
than	away	went	the	boat,	and	when	he	saw	the	ship	right	ahead	he	lifted	up	the
club,	and	then	they	got	such	a	fair	breeze,	they	forgot	to	look	at	him.	When	he
was	alongside	the	ship,	he	lifted	the	club	again,	and	then	such	a	storm	arose	and
such	foul	weather,	that	the	white	foam	flew	about	the	ship,	and	the	billows	rolled
over	the	deck,	and	they	had	something	else	to	do	than	to	stare	at	him;	and	when
he	had	run	past	them	he	lifted	the	club	the	third	time,	and	then	the	storm	and	the
wind	rose	so,	they	had	still	less	time	to	look	after	him,	and	to	make	him	out.
So	he	came	to	land	long,	long	before	the	ship;	and	when	he	had	got	all	his	goods
out	of	the	boat,	he	shoved	it	off	again,	and	turned	it	about	and	said,	“Boat,	boat,
go	back	home!”	And	off	went	the	boat.
Then	he	dressed	himself	up	as	a	sailor	-	whether	the	Troll	king	had	told	him	that,
or	 it	was	his	own	device,	I’m	sure	I	can’t	say	-	and	went	up	to	a	wretched	hut
where	an	old	wife	lived,	whom	he	got	to	believe	that	he	was	a	poor	sailor	who
had	been	on	board	a	great	ship	that	was	wrecked,	and	that	he	was	the	only	soul
that	 had	 got	 ashore.	After	 that	 he	 begged	 for	 house-room	 for	 himself	 and	 the
goods	he	had	saved.
“Heaven	mend	me!”	said	 the	old	wife,	“how	can	I	 lend	any	one	house-	 room?
look	 at	 me	 and	mine,	 why,	 I’ve	 no	 bed	 to	 sleep	 on	myself,	 still	 less	 one	 for
anyone	else	to	lie	on.”
Well,	well,	it	was	all	the	same,	said	the	sailor;	if	he	only	got	a	roof	over	his	head,
it	didn’t	matter	where	he	lay.	So	she	couldn’t	turn	him	out	of	the	house,	when	he
was	so	thankful	for	what	there	was.	That	afternoon	he	fetched	up	his	things,	and
the	 old	wife,	who	was	 very	 eager	 to	 hear	 a	 bit	 of	 news	 to	 run	 about	 and	 tell,
began	at	once	to	ask	who	he	was,	whence	he	came,	where	he	was	bound,	what	it
was	he	had	with	him,	what	his	business	was,	and	if	he	hadn’t	heard	anything	of
the	twelve	Princesses	who	had	been	away	the	Lord	knew	how	many	years.	All
this	she	asked	and	much	more,	which	it	would	be	waste	of	 time	to	tell.	But	he
said	he	was	so	poorly	and	had	such	a	bad	headache	after	 the	awful	weather	he



had	been	out	in,	that	he	couldn’t	answer	any	of	her	questions;	she	must	just	leave
him	alone	and	let	him	rest	a	few	days	till	he	came	to	himself	after	the	hard	work
he’d	had	in	the	gale,	and	then	she’d	know	all	she	wanted.
The	 very	 next	 day	 the	 old	 wife	 began	 to	 stir	 him	 up	 and	 ask	 again,	 but	 the
sailor’s	head	was	still	so	bad	he	hadn’t	got	his	wits	together,	but	somehow	he	let
drop	a	word	or	 two	 to	show	that	he	did	know	something	about	 the	Princesses.
Off	ran	the	old	wife	with	what	she	had	heard	to	all	the	gossips	and	chatterboxes
round	 about,	 and	 soon	 the	 one	 came	 running	 after	 the	 other	 to	 ask	 about	 the
Princesses,	“if	he	had	seen	them”,	“if	they	would	soon	be	there”,	“if	they	were
on	the	way”,	and	much	more	of	the	same	sort.	He	still	went	on	groaning	over	his
headache	after	the	storm,	so	that	he	couldn’t	tell	them	all	about	it,	but	so	much
he	told	them,	unless	they	had	been	lost	in	the	great	storm	they’d	make	the	land	in
about	 a	 fortnight	 or	 before	 perhaps;	 but	 he	 couldn’t	 say	 for	 sure	whether	 they
were	alive	or	no,	 for	 though	he	had	seen	 them,	 it	might	very	well	be	 that	 they
had	been	cast	away	in	the	storm	since.	So	what	did	one	of	these	old	gossips	do
but	run	up	to	the	Palace	with	this	story,	and	say	that	there	was	a	sailor	down	in
such	and	such	an	old	wife’s	hut,	who	had	seen	the	Princesses,	and	that	they	were
coming	home	 in	a	 fortnight	or	 in	a	week’s	 time.	When	 the	King	heard	 that	he
sent	a	messenger	down	to	the	sailor	to	come	up	to	him	and	tell	the	news	himself.
“I	don’t	see	how	it’s	to	be”,	said	the	sailor,	“for	I	haven’t	any	clothes	fit	to	stand
in	before	the	King.”
But	 the	King	 said	he	must	 come;	 for	 the	King	must	 and	would	 talk	with	him,
whether	he	were	richly	or	poorly	clad,	for	there	was	no	one	else	who	could	bring
him	any	tidings	of	the	Princesses.	So	he	went	up	at	last	to	the	Palace	and	went	in
before	the	King,	who	asked	him	if	it	were	true	that	he	had	seen	anything	of	the
Princesses.
“Aye,	 aye”,	 said	 the	 sailor,	 “I’ve	 seen	 them	 sure	 enough,	 but	 I	 don’t	 know
whether	they’re	still	alive,	for	when	I	last	caught	sight	of	them,	the	weather	was
so	foul	we	in	our	ship	were	cast	away;	but	if	they’re	still	alive	they’ll	come	safe
home	in	a	fortnight	or	perhaps	before.”
When	 the	King	heard	 that	he	was	almost	beside	himself	 for	 joy;	and	when	 the
time	came	that	the	sailor	had	said	they	would	come,	the	King	drove	down	to	the
strand	 to	meet	 them	 in	 a	 great	 state;	 and	 there	was	 joy	 and	 gladness	 over	 the
whole	 land,	when	the	ship	came	sailing	in	with	 the	Princes	and	Princesses	and
Ritter	Red.	But	no	one	was	gladder	than	the	old	King,	who	had	got	his	daughters
back	 again.	 The	 eleven	 eldest	 Princesses	 too,	 were	 glad	 and	 merry,	 but	 the
youngest	who	was	to	have	Ritter	Red,	who	said	that	he	had	set	them	all	free	and
slain	the	Troll,	she	wept	and	was	always	sorrowful.	The	King	took	this	ill,	and
asked	why	she	wasn’t	cheerful	and	merry	like	the	others;	she	hadn’t	anything	to
be	sorry	for	now	when	she	had	got	out	of	the	Troll’s	clutches,	and	was	to	have



such	a	husband	as	Ritter	Red.	But	she	daren’t	say	anything,	for	Ritter	Red	had
said	he	would	take	the	life	of	any	one	who	told	the	truth	how	things	had	gone.
But	now	one	day,	when	they	were	hard	at	work	sewing	and	stitching	the	bridal
array,	in	came	a	man	in	a	great	sailor’s	cloak	with	a	pedlar’s	pack	on	his	back,
and	asked	if	the	Princesses	wouldn’t	buy	something	fine	of	him	for	the	wedding;
he	had	so	many	wares	and	costly	things,	both	gold	and	silver.	Yes,	they	might	do
so	perhaps,	so	they	looked	at	his	wares	and	they	looked	at	him,	for	they	thought
they	had	seen	both	him	and	many	of	his	costly	things	before.
“He	who	has	so	many	fine	things”,	said	the	youngest	Princess,	“must	surely	have
something	still	more	precious,	and	which	suits	us	better	even	than	these.”
“Maybe	I	have”,	said	the	Pedlar.
But	now	all	the	others	cried	“Hush”,	and	bade	her	bear	in	mind	what	Ritter	Red
had	said	he	would	do.
Well,	sometime	after	the	Princesses	sat	and	looked	out	of	the	window,	and	then
the	King’s	son	came	again	with	 the	great	 sea-cloak	 thrown	about	him,	and	 the
press	with	the	gold	crowns	at	his	back;	and	when	he	got	into	the	palace	hall	he
unlocked	the	press	before	the	Princesses,	and	when	each	of	them	knew	her	own
gold	crown	again,	the	youngest	said,	“I	think	it	only	right	that	he	who	set	us	free
should	get	the	meed	that	is	his	due;	and	he	is	not	Ritter	Red,	but	this	man	who
has	brought	us	our	gold	crowns.	He	it	is	that	set	us	free.”
Then	 the	 King’s	 son	 cast	 off	 the	 sailor’s	 cloak,	 and	 stood	 there	 far	 finer	 and
grander	than	all	the	rest;	and	so	the	old	King	made	them	put	Ritter	Red	to	death.
And	now	there	was	real	right	down	joy	in	the	palace;	each	took	his	own	bride,
and	there	just	was	a	wedding!	Why,	it	was	heard	of	and	talked	about	over	twelve
kings”	realms.
	



LITTLE	ANNIE	THE	GOOSE-GIRL
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ONCE	 ON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	WAS	 a	 King	 who	 had	 so	 many	 geese	 he	 was
forced	to	have	a	lassie	to	tend	them	and	watch	them;	her	name	was	Annie,	and
so	 they	 called	 her	 “Annie	 the	 Goose-girl”.	 Now	 you	 must	 know	 there	 was	 a
King’s	son	from	England	who	went	out	to	woo;	and	as	he	came	along	Ann	sat
herself	down	in	his	way.
“Sitting	all	alone	there,	you	little	Annie?”	said	the	King’s	son.
“Yes”,	 said	 little	Annie,	“here	 I	 sit	and	put	 stitch	 to	stitch	and	patch	on	patch.
I’m	waiting	to-day	for	the	King’s	son	from	England.”
“Him	you	mustn’t	look	to	have”,	said	the	Prince.
“Nay,	but	if	I’m	to	have	him”,	said	little	Annie,	“have	him	I	shall,	after	all.”
And	now	limners	were	sent	out	into	all	lands	and	realms	to	take	the	likenesses	of
the	fairest	Princesses,	and	the	Prince	was	to	choose	between	them.	So	he	thought
so	much	of	one	of	them,	that	he	set	out	to	seek	her,	and	wanted	to	wed	her,	and
he	was	glad	and	happy	when	he	got	her	for	his	sweetheart.
But	now	I	must	 tell	you	 this	Prince	had	a	stone	with	him	which	he	 laid	by	his
bedside,	 and	 that	 stone	 knew	 everything,	 and	 when	 the	 Princess	 came	 little
Annie	told	her,	if	so	be	she’d	had	a	sweetheart	before,	or	didn’t	feel	herself	quite
free	 from	anything	which	 she	didn’t	wish	 the	Prince	 to	know,	 she’d	better	not
step	on	that	stone	which	lay	by	the	bedside.
“If	you	do,	it	will	tell	him	all	about	you”,	said	little	Annie.
So	when	the	Princess	heard	that	she	was	dreadfully	downcast,	and	she	fell	upon
the	thought	to	ask	Annie	if	she	would	get	into	bed	that	night	in	her	stead	and	lie
down	by	the	Prince’s	side;	and	then	when	he	was	sound	asleep,	Annie	should	get
out	and	the	Princess	should	get	in,	and	so	when	he	woke	up	in	the	morning	he
would	find	the	right	bride	by	his	side.



So	 they	 did	 that,	 and	 when	 Annie	 the	 goose-girl	 came	 and	 stepped	 upon	 the
stone	the	Prince	asked,	“Who	is	this	that	steps	into	my	bed?”
“A	maid	 pure	 and	 bright”,	 said	 the	 stone,	 and	 so	 they	 lay	 down	 to	 sleep;	 but
when	the	night	wore	on	the	Princess	came	and	lay	down	in	Annie’s	stead.
But	next	morning,	when	they	were	 to	get	up,	 the	Prince	asked	the	stone	again,
“Who	is	this	that	steps	out	of	my	bed?”
“One	 that	has	had	 three	bairns”,	 said	 the	stone.	When	 the	Prince	heard	 that	he
wouldn’t	 have	 her,	 you	may	 know	 very	well;	 and	 so	 he	 packed	 her	 off	 home
again,	and	took	another	sweetheart.
But	as	he	went	to	see	her,	little	Annie	went	and	sat	down	in	his	way	again.
“Sitting	all	alone	there,	little	Annie,	the	goose-girl”,	said	the	Prince.
“Yes,	here	I	sit,	and	put	stitch	to	stitch,	and	patch	on	patch;	for	I’m	waiting	to-
day	for	the	king’s	son	from	England”,	said	Annie.
“Oh!	you	mustn’t	look	to	have	him”,	said	the	king’s	son.
“Nay,	but	if	I’m	to	have	him,	have	him	I	shall,	after	all”;	 that	was	what	Annie
thought.
Well,	it	was	the	same	story	over	again	with	the	Prince;	only	this	time,	when	his
bride	got	up	in	the	morning,	the	stone	said	she’d	had	six	bairns.
So	the	Prince	wouldn’t	have	her	either,	but	sent	her	about	her	business;	but	still
he	thought	he’d	try	once	more	if	he	couldn’t	find	one	who	was	pure	and	spotless;
and	he	sought	far	and	wide	in	many	lands,	till	at	last	he	found	one	he	thought	he
might	 trust.	 But	 when	 he	 went	 to	 see	 her,	 little	 Annie	 the	 goose-girl	 had	 put
herself	in	his	way	again.
“Sitting	all	alone	there,	you	little	Annie,	the	goose-girl”,	said	the	Prince.
“Yes,	here	I	sit,	and	put	stitch	to	stitch,	and	patch	on	patch;	for	I’m	waiting	to-
day	for	the	king’s	son	from	England”,	said	Annie.
“Him	you	mustn’t	look	to	have”,	said	the	Prince.
“Nay,	but	if	I’m	to	have	him,	have	him	I	shall,	after	all”,	said	little	Annie.
So	when	the	Princess	came,	little	Annie	the	goose-girl	told	her	the	same	as	she
had	 told	 the	 other	 two,	 if	 she’d	 had	 any	 sweetheart	 before,	 or	 if	 there	 was
anything	else	she	didn’t	wish	the	Prince	to	know,	she	mustn’t	tread	on	the	stone
that	the	Prince	had	put	at	his	bedside;	for,	said	she,	“It	tells	him	everything.”
The	Princess	got	very	red	and	downcast	when	she	heard	that,	for	she	was	just	as
naughty	as	the	others,	and	asked	Annie	if	she	would	go	in	her	stead	and	lie	down
with	the	Prince	that	night;	and	when	he	was	sound	asleep,	she	would	come	and
take	her	place,	and	then	he	would	have	the	right	bride	by	his	side	when	it	was



light	next	morning.
Yes!	they	did	that.	And	when	little	Annie	the	goose-girl	came	and	stepped	upon
the	stone,	the	Prince	asked	“Who	is	this	that	steps	into	my	bed.”
“A	maid	pure	and	bright”,	said	the	stone;	and	so	they	lay	down	to	rest.
Farther	on	 in	 the	night	 the	Prince	put	a	 ring	on	Annie’s	 finger,	and	 it	 fitted	so
tight	 she	 couldn’t	 get	 it	 off	 again;	 for	 the	 Prince	 saw	 well	 enough	 there	 was
something	wrong,	and	so	he	wished	to	have	a	mark	by	which	he	might	know	the
right	woman	again.
Well,	when	the	Prince	had	gone	off	to	sleep,	the	Princess	came	and	drove	Annie
away	to	the	pigsty,	and	lay	down	in	her	place.	Next	morning,	when	they	were	to
get	up,	the	Prince	asked,	“Who	is	this	that	steps	out	of	my	bed?”
“One	that’s	had	nine	bairns”,	said	the	stone.
When	the	Prince	heard	that	he	drove	her	away	at	once,	for	he	was	in	an	awful
rage;	and	then	he	asked	the	stone	how	it	all	was	with	these	Princesses	who	had
stepped	on	it,	for	he	couldn’t	understand	it	at	all,	he	said.
So	the	stone	told	him	how	they	had	cheated	him,	and	sent	little	Annie	the	goose-
girl	to	him	in	their	stead.
But	as	the	Prince	wished	to	have	no	mistake	about	it,	he	went	down	to	her	where
she	sat	 tending	her	geese,	 for	he	wanted	 to	 see	 if	 she	had	 the	 ring	 too,	and	he
thought,	“if	she	has	it,	“it	would	be	best	to	take	her	at	once	for	my	queen”.
So	when	he	got	down	he	saw	in	a	moment	that	she	had	tied	a	bit	of	rag	round
one	of	her	fingers,	and	so	he	asked	her	why	it	was	tied	up.
“Oh!	I’ve	cut	myself	so	badly”,	said	little	Annie	the	goose-girl.
So	he	must	and	would	see	the	finger,	but	Annie	wouldn’t	take	the	rag	off.	Then
he	 caught	 hold	 of	 the	 finger;	 but	Annie,	 she	 tried	 to	 pull	 it	 from	 him,	 and	 so
between	them	the	rag	came	off,	and	then	he	knew	his	ring.
So	he	took	her	up	to	the	palace,	and	gave	her	much	fine	clothes	and	attire,	and
after	that	they	held	their	wedding	feast;	and	so	little	Annie	the	goose-girl	came	to
have	 the	 king	 of	 England’s	 son	 for	 her	 husband	 after	 all,	 just	 because	 it	 was
written	that	she	should	have	him.
	



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.

	

George	Webbe	Dasent
Sir	George	Webbe	Dasent,	D.C.L.,	1817–1896,	was	a	British	 translator	of	 folk
tales	and	a	regular	contributor	to	The	Times.
Dasent	was	born	22	May	1817	at	St.	Vincent,	British	West	Indies,	the	son	of	the
attorney	general,	John	Roche	Dasent.	His	mother,	his	father’s	second	wife,	was
Charlotte	Martha,	the	daughter	of	Captain	Alexander	Burrowes	Irwin.
He	was	 educated	 at	Westminster	 School,	 King's	 College	 London,	 and	Oxford
University,	 where	 he	 befriended	 classmate	 J.T.	 Delane,	 later	 to	 become	 his
brother-in-law.	 After	 graduating	 from	 university	 in	 1840	 with	 a	 degree	 in
Classical	 literature,	 he	 was	 appointed	 secretary	 to	 Thomas	 Cartwright	 on	 a
diplomatic	 post	 in	 Stockholm,	 Sweden.	There	 he	met	 Jakob	Grimm,	 at	whose
recommendation	 he	 first	 became	 interested	 in	 Scandinavian	 literature	 and
mythology.
He	published	the	first	result	of	his	studies,	an	English	translation	of	The	Prose	or
Younger	 Edda	 in	 1842,	 followed	 by	 a	 translation	 of	 Rask's	Grammar	 of	 the
Icelandic	or	Old-Norse	Tongue	in	1843.
Returning	to	England	in	1845	he	became	assistant	editor	of	The	Times	under	his
schoolmate	Delane,	whose	sister	he	married.	While	working	for	the	newspaper,
Dasent	 still	 continued	 his	 Scandinavian	 studies,	 publishing	 translations	 of
various	Norse	stories.	He	also	read	for	the	Bar	and	was	called	in	1852.
In	1853,	he	was	appointed	professor	of	English	literature	and	modern	history	at
King's	College	London	and	in	1859	he	translated	Popular	Tales	from	the	Norse
(Norske	Folkeeventyr)	by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen	and	Jørgen	Moe,	including
in	it	an	"Introductory	Essay	on	the	Origin	and	Diffusion	of	Popular	Tales."



Perhaps	his	most	well-known	work,	The	Story	of	Burnt	Njal,	a	translation	of	the
Icelandic	Njal's	Saga	that	he	had	first	attempted	while	in	Stockholm,	was	finally
published	 in	 1861.	 This	 work	 established	 sustained	 interest	 in	 Icelandic
literature,	 and	 many	 more	 translations	 would	 follow.	 Dasent	 made	 a	 visit	 to
Iceland	during	1861-1862,	where	he	was	hailed	in	Reykjavík	as	one	of	the	saga
lovers	who	had	strengthened	ties	between	the	English	and	Norse.	Subsequent	to
that	visit,	he	published	his	translation	of	Gisli	the	Outlaw	in	1866.
In	 1870,	 he	 was	 appointed	 a	 civil	 service	 commissioner	 and	 consequently
resigned	his	post	at	The	Times.	In	1876	he	was	knighted	in	England,	though	he
was	already	a	Danish	knight.
Dasent	retired	from	the	public	service	in	1892	and	died	at	Ascot	on	11	June	
1896.	He	was	survived	by	his	wife,	two	sons,	and	a	daughter,	Frances	Emily	
Mary.	The	younger	son	was	Arthur	Irwin	Dasent	and	the	elder	son	was	Sir	John	
Roche	Dasent.	Another	son,	George	William	Manuel	Dasent		drowned	near	
Sandford-on-Thames	in	the	early	1870’s.
J.	 R.	 R.	 Tolkien	 cites	 Dasent's	 story	 Soria	Moria	 Castle	 as	 a	 possible	 name-
source	for	the	Mines	of	Moria.	Tolkien	also	adapted	Dasent's	image	of	'the	bones
and	the	soup'	to	argue	against	neglecting	stories	for	source	studies:	"By	'the	soup'
I	mean	the	story	as	it	is	served	up	by	the	author	or	teller,	and	by	'the	bones'	its
sources	or	material".
	

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.
	

Jørgen	Engebretsen	Moe
Jørgen	Engebretsen	Moe,	1813	–	1882,	was	a	Norwegian	folklorist,	bishop,	poet,
and	 author.	 He	 is	 best	 known	 for	 the	 Norske	 Folkeeventyr,	 a	 collection	 of
Norwegian	 folk	 tales	 which	 he	 edited	 in	 collaboration	 with	 Peter	 Christen
Asbjørnsen.	He	also	served	as	the	Bishop	of	the	Diocese	of	Kristianssand	from
1874	until	his	death	in	1882.



Jørgen	Engebretsen	Moe	was	born	at	the	farm	of	Øvre	Moe	in	the	municipality
of	Hole	 in	 the	 traditional	district	of	Ringerike.	He	was	 the	 son	of	 local	 farmer
and	politician	Engebret	Olsen	Moe.	He	first	met	Asbjørnsen	while	the	two	were
preparing	 for	 exams	 at	 Norderhov	Rectory	 and	 soon	 found	 they	 had	 a	 shared
interest	in	folklore.
Starting	in	1841,	Moe	travelled	almost	every	summer	through	the	southern	parts
of	Norway,	 collecting	 folk	 traditions	 and	 stories	 from	 the	 people	 living	 in	 the
mountainous	 areas.	 In	 1845,	 he	 was	 appointed	 professor	 of	 theology	 in	 the
Norwegian	Military	Academy.	However,	Moe	 had	 long	 intended	 to	 take	 holy
orders,	and	in	1853	he	did	so.	He	became	a	resident	chaplain	in	Krødsherad	at
Olberg	Church	and	Holmen	Church	in	Sigdal,	positions	that	he	held	for	10	years.
At	his	first	parish	he	found	inspiration	for	many	of	his	most	famous	poems,	like
den	 gamle	Mester	 (The	Old	Master)	 and	 Sæterjentens	 Søndag	 (Sunday	 at	 the
Mountain	Pastures).
In	1863,	he	moved	to	Drammen	and	became	parish	priest	of	Bragernes	Church,
then	in	1870	he	moved	again	to	Vestre	Aker,	close	to	Christiania	(now	Oslo).	In
1874,	 he	 became	 bishop	 in	 the	 Diocese	 of	 Kristianssand	 based	 at	 the
Kristiansand	Cathedral,	a	position	he	held	from	1874	until	his	death	in	1882.
Moe’s	critically	acclaimed	lyrical	poems,	of	which	a	small	collection	appeared
in	1850,	encapsulated	his	strong	feeling	that	writing	should	be	"objective,"	in	the
sense	 that	 it	 removed	 the	 ego	 from	 the	 narrative,	 and	 he	 strove	 to	 build	 and
maintain	that	literary	aesthetic	in	his	work.
Moe	 also	 published	 a	 delightful	 collection	 of	 prose	 stories	 for	 children,	 I
Brønden	 og	 i	 Tjernet	 (In	 the	 Well	 and	 in	 the	 Tarn)	 in	 1851;	 and	 En	 liden
Julegave	(A	Little	Christmas	Present)	in	1860.
Working	 together,	 Asbjørnsen	 and	 Moe	 had	 ta	 complimentary	 style	 in	 their
narrative	 prose.	 Vigour	 usually	 came	 from	 Asbjørnsen,	 while	 the	 charm	 and
whimsy	came	from	Moe,	although,	over	time,	their	styles	seemed	to	coalesce.
Moe	 was	 appointed	 Knight	 of	 the	 Order	 of	 St.	 Olav	 in	 1873	 and	 was	 made
commander	of	the	1st	cross	class	in	1881.	During	January	1882,	he	resigned	his
diocese	due	to	failing	health,	and	he	died	the	following	March.	His	son,	Moltke
Moe,	continued	his	father's	work	in	folklore	and	fairy	tales	and	became	the	first
professor	of	the	subject	at	Christiania	University.
Together	 with	 Peter	 Christen	 Asbjørnsen,	 the	 impact	 of	 Jørgen	 Moe	 on
Norwegian	 culture	was	 enormous.	 To	Norwegians,	 the	 names	Asbjørnsen	 and
Moe	have	become	synonymous	with	traditional	folk	tales	in	the	same	way	that
Brothers	Grimm	are	associated	with	German	tales.
Even	 if	 other	 countries	 have	 a	 rich	 folk	 literature,	 Norwegians	 will	 normally
claim	that	 theirs,	 through	 the	work	of	Asbjørnsen	and	Moe,	 is	one	of	 the	most



original	 and	 rich.	 Their	 work	 constitutes	 a	 very	 important	 part	 of	 Norwegian
identity.	Askeladden	(Ash	Boy),	a	character	whose	creativity	and	resourcefulness
always	 wins	 him	 the	 Princess	 and	 half	 the	 Kingdom,	 is	 seen	 as	 something
typically	Norwegian.
	

Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen
Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen,	1812,	was	a	Norwegian	writer	and	scholar.	He	and
Jørgen	Engebretsen	Moe	were	collectors	of	Norwegian	 folklore.	They	were	 so
closely	united	 in	 their	 lives'	work	 that	 their	 folk	 tale	collections	are	commonly
referred	to	as	"Asbjørnsen	and	Moe".
Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen	was	born	in	Christiania	(now	Oslo),	Norway.	He	was
descended	 from	 a	 family	 originating	 at	 Otta	 in	 the	 traditional	 district	 of
Gudbrandsdal.	He	 became	 a	 student	 at	 the	University	 of	Oslo	 in	 1833,	 but	 as
early	as	1832,	in	his	twentieth	year,	he	had	begun	to	collect	and	write	down	fairy
tales	and	legends.	He	later	walked	throughout	Norway,	adding	to	his	stories.
Jørgen	 Moe,	 who	 was	 born	 in	 Ringerike,	 met	 Asbjørnsen	 first	 when	 he	 was
fourteen	 years	 old,	 while	 they	 were	 both	 attending	 high	 school	 at	 Norderhov
Rectory.	They	developed	 a	 lifelong	 friendship.	 In	1834	Asbjørnsen	discovered
that	Moe	had	started	independently	on	a	search	for	the	relics	of	national	folklore,
so	the	friends	eagerly	compared	their	results,	and	determined	to	work	together.
Asbjørnsen	became	by	profession	a	zoologist,	and	with	the	aid	of	the	University
of	 Oslo	 made	 a	 series	 of	 investigative	 voyages	 along	 the	 coasts	 of	 Norway,
particularly	 in	 the	 Hardangerfjord.	 He	 worked	 with	 two	 of	 the	 most	 famous
marine	 biologists	 of	 their	 time:	Michael	 Sars	 and	 his	 son	Georg	Ossian	 Sars.
Moe,	 meanwhile,	 having	 left	 the	 University	 of	 Oslo	 in	 1839,	 had	 devoted
himself	 to	 the	 study	 of	 theology,	 and	 was	 making	 a	 living	 as	 a	 tutor	 in
Christiania.	 In	 his	 holidays	 he	 wandered	 through	 the	 mountains,	 in	 the	 most
remote	districts,	collecting	stories.
In	 1842–1843	 the	 first	 instalment	 of	 their	 work	 appeared,	 under	 the	 title	 of
Norske	 Folkeeventyr	 (Norwegian	 Folk	 Tales),	 which	 was	 received	 at	 once	 all
over	Europe	as	a	most	valuable	contribution	to	comparative	mythology	as	well
as	 literature.	A	 second	volume	was	published	 in	1844	and	a	new	collection	 in
1871.	Many	of	the	Folkeeventyr	were	translated	into	English	by	George	Webbe
Dasent	in	1859.
In	 1845	 Asbjørnsen	 also	 published,	 without	 help	 from	 Moe,	 a	 collection	 of
Norwegian	fairy	tales	called	Huldre-Eventyr	og	Folkesagn.
In	 1856	 Asbjørnsen	 called	 attention	 to	 the	 deforestation	 of	 Norway,	 and	 he
induced	the	government	to	act	on	this	issue.	He	was	appointed	forest-master,	and
was	 sent	 through	Norway	 to	 examine	 in	 various	 countries	 in	 northern	 Europe



their	 methods	 for	 the	 preservation	 of	 timber.	 In	 1876,	 he	 retired	 from	 these
duties	 with	 a	 pension,	 and	 in	 1879	 he	 sold	 his	 large	 collection	 of	 zoological
specimens	to	 the	Natural	History	Museum	in	Ireland	for	£300.	He	was	made	a
member	 of	 the	 Royal	 Norwegian	 Society	 of	 Sciences	 in	 Trondheim	 and	 later
died	in	Christiania	in	1885.
It	was	usually	said	of	their	work	that	the	vigour	came	from	Asbjørnsen	and	the
charm	from	Moe,	but	the	fact	seems	to	be	that	from	the	long	habit	of	writing	in
unison	 they	 had	 come	 to	 adopt	 almost	 precisely	 identical	 modes	 of	 literary
expression.
In	the	20th	century,	Norwegian	filmmaker	Ivo	Caprino	made	a	series	of	puppet
films	based	on	the	fairy	tales	of	Asbjørnsen	and	Moe.	Asbjørnsen	is	featured	in
the	 introduction	 to	each	film.	Caprino	also	built	a	 theme	park	 in	Hunderfossen
Familiepark	near	Lillehammer	where	these	fairy	tales	play	a	central	role.
In	 2008	 Asbjørnsen	 first	 appeared	 on	 the	 reverse	 of	 the	 Norwegian	 50	 krone
banknote.
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