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PREFACE

This	is	the	first	in	a	two	volume	collection	of	tales	from	Scandinavia.	There	is	a
clear	 and	 rich	 tradition	 of	 storytelling	 in	 the	 north,	 perhaps	 dictated	 by	 long
winter	nights	and	roaring	fires.	Whenever	you	read	the	sagas	or	pick	up	on	the
wandering	 collections	 of	 Hans	 Christien	 Andersen	 and	 Peter	 Christen
Asbjørnsen,	amongst	many	others,	you	tap	into	a	centuries	old	heritage	wrapped
in	wonder	and	magic	and	outlandish	heroism.
In	 this	 volume	 I’ve	 pulled	 together	 some	 of	 my	 favourite	 stories	 as	 told	 by
Andersen,	Asbjørnsen,	Zacharias	Topelius	and	Andrew	Lang.	The	stories	have
been	drawn	from	Lang’s	Coloured	Fairy	Books,	Andersen’s	Fairy	Tales,	 from
The	Birch	and	the	Star,	and	Other	Stories,	and	from	Asbjørnsen	collaboration	on
Tales	from	the	Fjeld.
As	with	 the	 collections	 from	 the	British	 Isles	published	 recently,	 It’s	 always	a
pleasure	and	never	a	chore	to	re-read	and	re-present	these	lovely	stories.
Clive
Bath,	January	2019
	



OSBORN’S	PIPE

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	tenant	farmer	who	had	to	give	up	his
farm	to	his	landlord;	but,	if	he	had	lost	his	farm,	he	had	three	sons	left,	and	their
names	were	Peter,	Paul,	and	Osborn	Boots.	They	stayed	at	home	and	sauntered
about,	and	wouldn't	do	a	stroke	of	work;	that	they	thought	was	the	right	thing	to
do.	They	thought,	too,	they	were	too	good	for	everything,	and	that	nothing	was
good	enough	for	them.
At	 last	 Peter	 had	 got	 to	 hear	 how	 the	 king	would	 have	 a	 keeper	 to	watch	 his
hares;	so	he	said	to	his	father	that	he	would	be	off	there:	the	place	would	just	suit
him,	for	he	would	serve	no	lower	man	than	the	king;	that	was	what	he	said.	The
old	father	thought	there	might	be	work	for	which	he	was	better	fitted	than	that;
for	he	 that	would	keep	 the	king’s	hares	must	be	 light	and	 lissom,	and	no	 lazy-
bones,	and	when	the	hares	began	to	skip	and	frisk	there	would	be	quite	another
dance	than	loitering	about	from	house	to	house.	Well,	it	was	all	no	good:	Peter
would	go,	and	must	go,	so	he	took	his	scrip	on	his	back,	and	toddled	away	down
the	hill;	and	when	he	had	gone	far,	and	farther	than	far,	he	came	to	an	old	wife,
who	stood	there	with	her	nose	stuck	fast	in	a	log	of	wood,	and	pulled	and	pulled
at	 it;	and	as	soon	as	he	saw	how	she	stood	dragging	and	pulling	 to	get	 free	he
burst	into	a	loud	fit	of	laughter.
"Don't	 stand	 there	 and	 grin,"	 said	 the	 old	 wife,	 "but	 come	 and	 help	 an	 old
cripple;	I	was	to	have	split	asunder	a	little	firewood,	and	I	got	my	nose	fast	down
here,	and	so	I	have	stood	and	tugged	and	torn	and	not	tasted	a	morsel	of	food	for
hundreds	of	years."	That's	what	she	said.
But	for	all	that	Peter	laughed	more	and	more.	He	thought	it	all	fine	fun.	All	he
said	 was,	 as	 she	 had	 stood	 so	 for	 hundreds	 of	 years	 she	 might	 hold	 out	 for
hundreds	of	years	still.
When	he	got	to	the	king’s	grange,	they	took	him	for	keeper	at	once.	It	was	not
bad	serving	there,	and	he	was	to	have	good	food	and	good	pay,	and	maybe	the
princess	into	the	bargain;	but	if	one	of	the	king’s	hares	got	lost,	they	were	to	cut
three	red	stripes	out	of	his	back	and	cast	him	into	a	pit	of	snakes.



So	 long	 as	 Peter	was	 in	 the	 byre	 and	 home-field	 he	 kept	 all	 the	 hares	 in	 one
flock:	but	as	the	day	wore	on,	and	they	got	up	into	the	wood,	all	the	hares	began
to	 frisk,	 and	 skip,	 and	 scuttle	 away	 up	 and	 down	 the	 hillocks.	 Peter	 ran	 after
them	 this	way	 and	 that,	 and	 nearly	 burst	 himself	 with	 running,	 so	 long	 as	 he
could	make	out	that	he	had	one	of	them	left,	and	when	the	last	was	gone	he	was
almost	broken-winded.	And	after	that	he	saw	nothing	more	of	them.
When	it	drew	towards	evening	he	sauntered	along	on	his	way	home,	and	stood
and	called	and	called	to	them	at	each	fence,	but	no	hares	came;	and	when	he	got
home	to	the	king’s	grange,	there	stood	the	king	ready	with	his	knife,	and	he	took
and	cut	three	red	stripes	out	of	Peter’s	back,	and	then	rubbed	pepper	and	salt	into
them,	and	cast	him	into	a	pit	of	snakes.
After	a	 time,	Paul	was	for	going	to	 the	king’s	grange	to	keep	the	king’s	hares.
The	old	gaffer	said	the	same	thing	to	him,	and	even	still	more;	but	he	must	and
would	set	off;	there	was	no	help	for	it,	and	things	went	neither	better	nor	worse
with	him	 than	with	Peter.	The	old	wife	 stood	 there	and	 tugged	and	 tore	at	her
nose	 to	 get	 it	 out	 of	 the	 log;	 he	 laughed,	 and	 thought	 it	 fine	 fun,	 and	 left	 her
standing	and	hacking	there.	He	got	the	place	at	once;	no	one	said	him	nay;	but
the	 hares	 hopped	 and	 skipped	 away	 from	him	down	 all	 the	 hillocks,	while	 he
rushed	about	till	he	blew	and	panted	like	a	collie-dog	in	the	dog-days,	and	when
he	got	home	at	night	to	the	king’s	grange,	without	a	hare,	the	king	stood	ready
with	his	knife	 in	 the	porch,	and	 took	and	cut	 three	broad	red	stripes	out	of	his
back,	and	rubbed	pepper	and	salt	into	them,	and	so	down	he	went	into	the	pit	of
snakes.
Now,	when	a	little	while	had	passed,	Osborn	Boots	was	all	for	setting	off	to	keep
the	king’s	hares,	and	he	told	his	mind	to	the	gaffer.	He	thought	it	would	be	just
the	 right	 work	 for	 him	 to	 go	 into	 the	 woods	 and	 fields,	 and	 along	 the	 wild
strawberry	brakes,	and	to	drag	a	flock	of	hares	with	him,	and	between	whiles	to
lie	and	sleep	and	warm	himself	on	the	sunny	hillsides.
The	gaffer	 thought	 there	might	be	work	which	suited	him	better;	 if	 it	didn't	go
worse,	it	was	sure	not	to	go	better	with	him	than	with	his	two	brothers.	The	man
to	 keep	 the	 king’s	 hares	must	 not	 dawdle	 about	 like	 a	 lazy-bones	with	 leaden
soles	to	his	stockings,	or	like	a	fly	in	a	tar-pot;	for	when	they	fell	to	frisking	and
skipping	on	the	sunny	slopes,	it	would	be	quite	another	dance	to	catching	fleas
with	gloves	on.	No;	he	 that	would	get	 rid	of	 that	work	with	a	whole	back	had
need	 to	 be	 more	 than	 lithe	 and	 lissom,	 and	 he	 must	 fly	 about	 faster	 than	 a
bladder	or	a	bird's-wing.
"Well,	well,	it	was	all	no	good,	however	bad	it	might	be,"	said	Osborn	Boots.	He
would	go	 to	 the	king’s	grange	and	serve	 the	king,	 for	no	 lesser	man	would	he
serve,	and	he	would	soon	keep	the	hares.	They	couldn't	well	be	worse	than	the
goat	and	the	calf	at	home.	So	Boots	 threw	his	scrip	on	his	shoulder,	and	down



the	hill	he	toddled.
So	when	he	had	gone	far,	and	farther	than	far,	and	had	begun	to	get	right	down
hungry,	he	too	came	to	the	old	wife,	who	stood	with	her	nose	fast	in	the	log,	who
tugged,	and	tore,	and	tried	to	get	loose.
"Good-day,	 grandmother,"	 said	 Boots.	 "Are	 you	 standing	 there	 whetting	 your
nose,	poor	old	cripple	that	you	are?"
"Now,	not	a	soul	has	called	me	mother	for	hundreds	of	years,"	said	the	old	wife.
"Do	 come	 and	 help	 me	 to	 get	 free,	 and	 give	 me	 something	 to	 live	 on;	 for	 I
haven't	had	meat	in	my	mouth	all	that	time.	See	if	I	don’t	do	you	a	motherly	turn
afterwards."
Yes;	he	thought	she	might	well	ask	for	a	bit	of	food	and	a	drop	of	drink.
So	he	cleft	 the	log	for	her,	 that	she	might	get	her	nose	out	of	 the	split,	and	sat
down	to	eat	and	drink	with	her;	and	as	the	old	wife	had	a	good	appetite,	you	may
fancy	she	got	the	lion's	share	of	the	meal.
When	they	were	done,	she	gave	Boots	a	pipe,	which	was	in	this	wise:	when	he
blew	into	one	end	of	it,	anything	that	he	wished	away	was	scattered	to	the	four
winds,	and	when	he	blew	into	the	other,	all	things	gathered	themselves	together
again;	and	if	the	pipe	were	lost	or	taken	from	him,	he	had	only	to	wish	for	it,	and
it	came	back	to	him.
"Something	like	a	pipe,	this,"	said	Osborn	Boots.
When	he	got	to	the	king’s	grange,	they	chose	him	for	keeper	on	the	spot.	It	was
no	bad	service	there,	and	food	and	wages	he	should	have,	and,	 if	he	were	man
enough	to	keep	the	king’s	hares,	he	might,	perhaps,	get	 the	princess	too;	but	 if
one	of	them	got	away,	if	it	were	only	a	leveret,	they	were	to	cut	three	red	stripes
out	of	his	back.	And	 the	king	was	so	sure	of	 this	 that	he	went	off	at	once	and
ground	his	knife.
It	would	be	a	small	 thing	to	keep	these	hares,	 thought	Osborn	Boots;	for	when
they	set	out	they	were	almost	as	tame	as	a	flock	of	sheep,	and	so	long	as	he	was
in	the	lane	and	in	the	home-field,	he	had	them	all	easily	in	a	flock	and	following;
but	when	they	got	upon	the	hill	by	the	wood,	and	it	looked	towards	mid-day,	and
the	sun	began	to	burn	and	shine	on	the	slopes	and	hillsides,	all	the	hares	fell	to
frisking	and	skipping	about,	and	away	over	the	hills.
"Ho,	ho!	stop!	will	you	all	go?	Go,	then!"	said	Boots;	and	he	blew	into	one	end
of	the	pipe,	so	that	they	ran	off	on	all	sides,	and	there	was	not	one	of	them	left.
But	as	he	went	on,	and	came	to	an	old	charcoal	pit,	he	blew	into	the	other	end	of
the	pipe;	and	before	he	knew	where	he	was,	the	hares	were	all	there,	and	stood	in
lines	and	rows,	so	that	he	could	take	them	all	in	at	a	glance,	just	like	a	troop	of
soldiers	on	parade.	 "Something	 like	a	pipe,	 this,"	 said	Osborn	Boots;	and	with
that	he	laid	him	down	to	sleep	away	under	a	sunny	slope,	and	the	hares	frisked



and	 frolicked	 about	 till	 eventide.	 Then	 he	 piped	 them	 all	 together	 again,	 and
came	down	to	the	king’s	grange	with	them,	like	a	flock	of	sheep.
The	 king	 and	 the	 queen,	 and	 the	 princess,	 too,	 all	 stood	 in	 the	 porch,	 and
wondered	what	 sort	 of	 fellow	 this	was	who	 so	 kept	 the	 hares	 that	 he	 brought
them	 home	 again;	 and	 the	 king	 told	 and	 reckoned	 them	 on	 his	 fingers,	 and
counted	them	over	and	over	again;	but	there	was	not	one	of	them	missing	-	no!
not	so	much	as	a	leveret.
"Something	like	a	lad,	this,"	said	the	princess.
Next	day	he	went	off	to	the	wood,	and	was	to	keep	the	hares	again;	but	as	he	lay
and	rested	himself	on	a	strawberry	brake,	they	sent	the	maid	after	him	from	the
grange	that	she	might	find	out	how	it	was	that	he	was	man	enough	to	keep	the
king’s	hares	so	well.
So	he	 took	out	 the	pipe	and	showed	 it	her,	and	 then	he	blew	into	one	end	and
made	them	fly	like	the	wind	over	all	 the	hills	and	dales;	and	then	he	blew	into
the	other	end,	and	they	all	came	scampering	back	to	the	brake,	and	all	stood	in
row	and	rank	again.
"What	a	pretty	pipe,"	said	the	maid.	She	would	willingly	give	a	hundred	dollars
for	it,	if	he	would	sell	it,	she	said.
"Yes!	it	is	something	like	a	pipe,"	said	Osborn	Boots;	"and	it	was	not	to	be	had
for	money	alone;	but	if	she	would	give	him	the	hundred	dollars,	and	a	kiss	for
each	dollar,	she	should	have	it,"	he	said.
Well!	why	not?	of	course	she	would;	she	would	willingly	give	him	two	for	each
dollar,	and	thanks	besides.
So	she	got	the	pipe;	but	when	she	had	got	as	far	as	the	king’s	grange,	the	pipe
was	 gone,	 for	 Osborn	 Boots	 had	 wished	 for	 it	 back,	 and	 so,	 when	 it	 drew
towards	 eventide,	 home	 he	 came	 with	 his	 hares	 just	 like	 any	 other	 flock	 of
sheep;	and	for	all	the	king's	counting	or	telling,	there	was	no	help,	-	not	a	hair	of
the	hares	was	missing.
The	third	day	that	he	kept	the	hares,	they	sent	the	princess	on	her	way	to	try	and
get	the	pipe	from	him.	She	made	herself	as	blithe	as	a	lark,	and	she	bade	him	two
hundred	dollars	if	he	would	sell	her	the	pipe	and	tell	her	how	she	was	to	behave
to	bring	it	safe	home	with	her.
"Yes!	yes!	 it	 is	something	 like	a	pipe,"	said	Osborn	Boots;	"and	 it	was	not	 for
sale,"	he	said,	"but	all	the	same,	he	would	do	it	for	her	sake,	if	she	would	give
him	 two	hundred	dollars,	 and	 a	 kiss	 into	 the	 bargain	 for	 each	dollar;	 then	 she
might	have	the	pipe.	If	she	wished	to	keep	it,	she	must	look	sharp	after	it.	That
was	her	look-out."
"This	 is	a	very	high	price	for	a	hare-pipe,"	 thought	 the	princess;	and	she	made



mouths	at	giving	him	 the	kisses;	"but,	after	all,"	 she	said,	"it’s	 far	away	 in	 the
wood,	no	one	can	see	it	or	hear	it	-	it	can’t	be	helped;	for	I	must	and	will	have
the	pipe."
So	when	Osborn	Boots	had	got	all	he	was	to	have,	she	got	the	pipe,	and	off	she
went,	and	held	it	fast	with	her	fingers	the	whole	way;	but	when	she	came	to	the
grange,	and	was	going	to	take	it	out,	it	slipped	through	her	fingers	and	was	gone!
Next	day	the	queen	would	go	herself	and	fetch	the	pipe	from	him.	She	made	sure
she	would	bring	the	pipe	back	with	her.
Now	she	was	more	stingy	about	the	money,	and	bade	no	more	than	fifty	dollars;
but	 she	 had	 to	 raise	 her	 price	 till	 it	 came	 to	 three	 hundred.	 Boots	 said	 it	was
something	like	a	pipe,	and	it	was	no	price	at	all;	still	for	her	sake	it	might	go,	if
she	would	give	him	three	hundred	dollars,	and	a	smacking	kiss	for	each	dollar
into	the	bargain;	then	she	might	have	it.	And	he	got	the	kisses	well	paid,	for	on
that	part	of	the	bargain	she	was	not	so	squeamish.
So	when	she	had	got	the	pipe,	she	both	bound	it	fast,	and	looked	after	it	well;	but
she	was	not	a	hair	better	off	than	the	others,	for	when	she	was	going	to	pull	it	out
at	home,	the	pipe	was	gone;	and	at	even	down	came	Osborn	Boots,	driving	the
king’s	hares	home	for	all	the	world	like	a	flock	of	tame	sheep.
"It	 is	all	stuff,"	said	the	king;	"I	see	I	must	set	off	myself,	 if	we	are	to	get	 this
wretched	 pipe	 from	 him;	 there’s	 no	 other	 help	 for	 it,	 I	 can	 see."	 And	 when
Osborn	Boots	had	got	well	into	the	woods	next	day	with	the	hares,	the	king	stole
after	him,	and	found	him	lying	on	the	same	sunny	hillside,	where	the	women	had
tried	their	hands	on	him.
Well!	they	were	good	friends	and	very	happy;	and	Osborn	Boots	showed	him	the
pipe,	and	blew	first	on	one	end	and	then	on	the	other,	and	the	king	thought	it	a
pretty	pipe,	and	wanted	at	last	to	buy	it,	even	though	he	gave	a	thousand	dollars
for	it.
"Yes!	it	is	something	like	a	pipe,"	said	Boots,	"and	it’s	not	to	be	had	for	money;
but	do	you	see	that	white	horse	yonder	down	there?"	and	he	pointed	away	into
the	wood.
"See	it!	of	course	I	see	it;	it’s	my	own	horse	Whitey,"	said	the	king.	No	one	had
need	to	tell	him	that.
"Well!	 if	you	will	give	me	a	 thousand	dollars,	and	 then	go	and	kiss	yon	white
horse	down	in	the	marsh	there,	behind	the	big	fir-tree,	you	shall	have	my	pipe."
"Isn’t	it	to	be	had	for	any	other	price?"	asked	the	king.
"No,	it	is	not,"	said	Osborn.
"Well!	but	I	may	put	my	silken	pocket	handkerchief	between	us?"	said	the	king.



Very	good;	he	might	have	leave	to	do	that.	And	so	he	got	the	pipe,	and	put	it	into
his	purse.	And	the	purse	he	put	into	his	pocket,	and	buttoned	it	up	tight;	and	so
off	he	strode	to	his	home.	But	when	he	reached	the	grange,	and	was	going	to	pull
out	his	pipe,	he	fared	no	better	than	the	women	folk;	he	hadn't	the	pipe	any	more
than	they,	and	there	came	Osborn	Boots	driving	home	the	flock	of	hares,	and	not
a	hair	was	missing.
The	king	was	both	spiteful	and	wroth,	to	think	that	he	had	fooled	them	all	round,
and	cheated	him	out	of	 the	pipe	as	well;	 and	now	he	said	Boots	must	 lose	his
life,	there	was	no	question	of	it,	and	the	queen	said	the	same:	it	was	best	to	put
such	a	rogue	out	of	the	way	red-handed.
Osborn	thought	 it	neither	fair	nor	right,	 for	he	had	done	nothing	but	what	 they
told	him	to	do;	and	so	he	had	guarded	his	back	and	life	as	best	he	might.
So	the	king	said	there	was	no	help	for	it;	but	if	he	could	lie	the	great	brewing-vat
so	full	of	lies	that	it	ran	over,	then	he	might	keep	his	life.
That	was	neither	a	long	nor	perilous	piece	of	work:	he	was	quite	game	to	do	that,
said	Osborn	Boots.	So	he	began	 to	 tell	how	 it	had	all	happened	 from	 the	very
first.	He	told	about	the	old	wife	and	her	nose	in	the	log,	and	then	he	went	on	to
say,	"Well,	but	I	must	lie	faster	if	the	vat	is	to	be	full."	So	he	went	on	to	tell	of
the	pipe	and	how	he	got	it;	and	of	the	maid,	how	she	came	to	him	and	wanted	to
buy	it	for	a	hundred	dollars,	and	of	all	the	kisses	she	had	to	give	besides,	away
there	in	the	wood.	Then	he	told	of	the	princess	how	she	came	and	kissed	him	so
sweetly	for	the	pipe	when	no	one	could	see	or	hear	it	all	away	there	in	the	wood.
Then	he	stopped	and	said,	"I	must	lie	faster	if	the	vat	is	ever	to	be	full."	So	he
told	of	the	queen,	how	close	she	was	about	the	money	and	how	overflowing	she
was	with	her	smacks.	"You	know	I	must	lie	hard	to	get	the	vat	full,"	said	Osborn.
"For	my	part,"	said	the	queen,	"I	think	it’s	pretty	full	already."
"No!	no!	it	isn’t,"	said	the	king.
So	he	fell	to	telling	how	the	king	came	to	him,	and	about	the	white	horse	down
on	the	marsh,	and	how	if	 the	king	was	to	have	the	pipe,	he	must…	"Yes,	your
majesty,	 if	 the	 vat	 is	 ever	 to	 be	 full	 I	must	 go	 on	 and	 lie	 hard,"	 said	Osborn
Boots.
"Hold!	hold,	lad!	It’s	full	to	the	brim,"	roared	out	the	king;	"don’t	you	see	how	it
is	foaming	over?"
So	both	 the	king	 and	 the	queen	 thought	 it	 best	 he	 should	have	 the	princess	 to
wife	and	half	the	kingdom.	There	was	no	help	for	it.
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ON	A	WOODED	HILLSIDE	STOOD	A	little	cabin.	It	had	but	one	window	and
this	was	so	small	that,	when	the	round,	fair,	curly	head	of	a	little	boy	appeared	in
it,	the	whole	window	was	filled.	Some	years	ago	there	had	been	a	brick	chimney
and	the	walls	had	been	painted	red.	At	that	time	the	cabin	and	a	little	potato	field
were	fenced	in	neatly.	But	now	it	all	looked	poor,	very	poor.	The	smoke	escaped
through	a	hole	in	the	turf	roof	and	the	fence	had	fallen	to	pieces	long	ago.	In	this
place	lived	an	old	blind	soldier	and	his	wife.	They	could	not	work	in	the	field	to
make	 their	 living;	but	 the	old	man	earned	a	 little	money	by	 tying	nets;	 the	old
woman	made	a	few	brooms;	the	church	gave	them	each	year	three	barrels	of	rye
for	bread,	and	thus	they	managed	to	live.
Four	 or	 five	 years	 ago	 a	 young	 and	 hard-working	 couple	 lived	 with	 the	 old
people.	 Then	 they	 all	 had	 enough	 and	 to	 spare.	But	 one	 Sunday	morning,	 the
large	church	boat	that	carried	the	people	of	the	parish	to	church	was	overturned
by	 a	 sudden	 squall,	 and	 both	 the	 young	man	 and	 his	wife,	with	many	 others,
were	lost	in	the	waves.	The	old	people	had	stayed	at	home	that	day,	the	old	man
because	he	was	blind	and	his	wife	in	order	to	take	care	of	a	little	baby.
So	 the	 old	 couple	 remained	 there	with	 their	 sorrow,	 their	 poverty	 and	 a	 little
grandchild.	For	 the	 young	 couple	 had	 left	 a	 little	 boy	whose	 name	was	Matti;
because	 he	 was	 so	 little	 they	 called	 him	 Bikku	 Matti.	 Those	 who	 don't
understand	Finnish	will	have	to	guess	what	the	name	means.
Bikku	 had	 cheeks	 as	 red	 and	 round	 as	 an	 apple,	 clear,	 blue	 eyes	 and	 hair	 as
yellow	as	gold,	the	only	gold	to	be	found	in	the	cabin.	It	was	Bikku's	round	face
which	often	filled	the	cottage	window	when	anything	passed	on	the	road.
If	you	happen	to	come	that	way	in	Summer,	you	will	see	a	gate	across	the	road
close	to	the	cottage.	You	will	have	to	stop	your	carriage,	unless	someone	comes
to	open	the	gate.
But	 just	wait	 a	 little,	Bikku	Matti	will	 soon	be	 there.	There	he	 is	 in	 the	 cabin
door.	How	he	runs	to	reach	the	gate	in	time,	with	his	golden	hair	streaming	in	the
wind.	 Now	 he	 is	 at	 the	 gate.	 If	 you	 have	 a	 penny,	 throw	 it	 to	 him,	 he	 rather



expects	it;	but	let	it	be	a	shiny	one	-	he	does	not	know	the	value	of	money	and	a
penny,	if	bright	and	new,	gives	him	as	much	pleasure	as	a	silver	coin.	But	take
care	 not	 to	 throw	 your	 coin	 on	 the	 road	 before	 the	 horse	 and	 carriage	 have
passed	 the	 gate;	Bikku	Matti	 has	 but	 little	 sense	 yet,	 and	 if	 he	 sees	 the	 bright
penny	in	the	road,	he	is	likely	to	throw	himself	over	it,	allowing	the	gate	to	shut
right	in	front	of	your	horse.
On	 week-days	 Bikku	Matti	 had	 only	 coarse	 bread	 and	 herring	 to	 eat,	 but	 on
Sundays	he	had	potatoes	and	sour	milk.	Still,	on	such	food	he	throve	and	grew
rounder	 and	 rounder	 as	 the	 years	 went	 by.	 He	 could	 not	 read	 much	 -	 some
prayers	and	the	ten	commandments	was	about	all.
But	 then	 Matti	 could	 do	 other	 things.	 He	 could	 stand	 on	 his	 head	 and	 turn
somersaults	where	the	grass	was	soft.	He	could	skip	stones	over	the	smooth	lake,
while	the	grandmother	was	washing	his	shirt.	He	could	drive	a	horse	on	the	main
road	and	ride	 the	neighbour’s	horse	 to	 the	watering	 trough,	 if	someone	walked
beside	him.	He	could	tell	the	tracks	of	the	blue-jay	from	those	of	the	crow	on	the
new-fallen	snow,	and	wolf	tracks	he	knew	well.	He	could	carve	a	boat	or	a	sled
out	of	chips	of	wood	and	could	make	horses	and	cows	of	pine	cones	with	small
twigs	 for	 legs.	But,	although	Bikku	possessed	all	 these	powers	 (and	 they	were
many	for	a	small	boy	like	Bikku),	there	were	some	necessary	things	he	did	not
possess	-	he	had	no	trousers.	This	may	seem	very	strange	to	you,	but	it	was	after
all	not	so	strange.	His	grandparents	were	very	poor,	and	then	it	was	customary	in
that	neighbourhood	for	little	boys	to	go	about	in	plain	cotton	slips	as	Bikku	did.
But	 this	 was	 only	 on	 week-days;	 on	 Sundays	 the	 other	 boys	 were	 dressed	 in
blouses	and	trousers.	It	was	only	Bikku	who	neither	Sunday	nor	Monday	wore
anything	but	the	little	slip.	But	for	a	long	time	he	did	not	know	that	trousers	were
a	necessary	piece	of	garment	for	a	little	boy.	But	see	what	happened.
One	Sunday	morning	when	the	whole	parish	were	to	meet	at	the	beach	to	go	to
church,	Bikku	declared	that	he	was	going	too.	"That	will	never	do,	dear	child,"
said	Grandmother.
"Why	not?"	asked	Bikku	Matti.
"You	have	no	trousers."	Bikku	became	very	serious.
"I	might	have	an	old	skirt	to	lend	you,"	said	Grandmother,	"but	then	everybody
would	take	you	for	a	girl."
"But	I	am	not	a	girl,	I	am	a	man,"	said	Bikku	Matti.
"Of	course	you	are,"	said	Grandmother.	"A	man	is	a	man,	be	he	no	larger	than	a
thumb.	 Stay	 nicely	 at	 home,	 Bikku	 dear."	 And	 Bikku	 remained	 at	 home	 that
time.
But	soon	after	that	there	was	to	be	a	Fair	in	the	valley,	a	Horse	Fair,	and	Bikku
loved	horses	better	than	anything	else	in	the	world.	He	knew	they	would	be	there



-	black,	white	and	brown	ones.	And	there	would	be	a	Punch	and	Judy	show,	a
merry-go-round,	 and	many	more	wonderful	 things.	Bikku	Matti	 had	 heard	 the
boys	tell	great	tales	about	all	these	things,	and	now	Bikku	said	that	he	must	go	to
the	Fair.
"It	won't	do,	dear	child,"	said	Grandmother	again.
"Why	not?"	asked	Bikku	Matti.
"There	will	be	many	people	there,	my	dear,	and	you	cannot	go	without	trousers."
Bikku	Matti	struggled	with	himself	a	while,	and	Punch	and	Judy	danced	before
his	eyes.	At	last	he	said,	"If	Grandmother	would	lend	me	her	skirt?"
"Here	 it	 is,"	 said	 Grandmother,	 and	 laughed	 to	 herself	 when	 the	 little	 boy
stumbled	on	the	kitchen	floor	in	the	skirt.	"But	you	look	like	a	girl,"	she	said.
"If	I	look	like	a	girl,	I	won't	go,"	said	Bikku	Matti.	"I	am	no	girl,	I	am	a	man."
"Well,	you	do	look	like	a	girl,"	said	Grandmother,	"but	you	might	tell	everybody
whom	you	meet	that	you	are	a	man."
"That's	what	I	will	do,"	thought	Bikku	Matti,	and	so	he	started	off.
On	the	road	he	met	a	strange	gentleman	who	stopped	and	said,	"Little	girl,	can
you	tell	me	the	way	to	the	Fair?"
"I	am	no	girl,	I	am	a	man,"	said	Bikku	Matti.
"You	don't	look	like	a	man,"	said	the	stranger.
Bikku	Matti	made	no	answer,	but	when	he	reached	the	Fair	he	called	out	so	that
all	could	hear	him,	"I	only	look	like	a	girl,	but	I	am	a	man."
Men	and	women	laughed	out	loud.	Boys	and	girls	gathered	about	Bikku	Matti,
clapped	their	hands	and	cried,	"Oh,	look	at	little	Mary,	where	did	you	get	your
pretty	clothes?"
"It's	Grandmother's	skirt,	and	not	mine,"	said	Bikku	Matti.	"I	am	no	Mary,	I	am
Matti,	don't	you	see?"
Then	the	largest	and	naughtiest	of	the	boys	took	Bikku	Matti	on	his	back,	carried
him	 to	 the	 Punch	 and	 Judy	 show	 and	 cried	 out,	 "Come	 and	 see	 a	 penny-lad!
Come	and	see	my	man	in	a	petticoat!"
Bikku	Matti	grew	angry	and	pulled	the	boy's	hair	with	all	his	might.	"It	is	not	my
skirt,	it	is	Grandmother's	skirt!"	he	cried	and	he	began	to	weep.
But	the	naughty	boy	kept	on.	"Come	and	see	this	man	in	a	skirt."
And	 in	 this	way	he	 ran	around	 the	whole	Fair	grounds,	 the	boy	calling,	Bikku
pulling	 his	 hair	 and	 crying.	 Never	 had	 Bikku	 had	 such	 a	 ride.	 He	 cried,	 he
screamed,	he	scratched,	he	bit,	and	when	at	last	he	got	loose,	he	ran	as	fast	as	he



could,	but	he	stumbled	in	the	skirt,	crawled	up	again,	stumbled,	got	up	again	and
ran	on	until	he	reached	Grandfather's	cabin	all	out	of	breath	and	sobbing.
"Take	off	the	skirt!"	he	cried.	"I	won't	have	any	skirt,	I	am	a	man!"
"Don't	cry,	Bikku	dear,"	said	his	grandmother,	trying	to	comfort	him.	"When	you
grow	old,	you	will	show	them	that	you	are	a	man	as	good	as	any."
"Yes,"	said	Grandfather,	"and	next	time	I	will	lend	you	my	trousers."
They	loved	Bikku	more	than	anything	else	in	the	world,	these	old	grandparents,
they	would	have	given	him	gold	embroidered	velvet	 trousers,	 if	 it	had	been	 in
their	power.	Now	Grandmother	gave	him	a	large	piece	of	bread	and	butter,	and
Bikku	Matti	sat	in	the	corner	eating	it	while	the	tears	dried	on	his	cheek.
Sometime	after	this	there	was	great	excitement	in	the	valley.	The	road	was	one
cloud	 of	 dust,	 from	 all	 the	 driving	 and	 running.	 A	 gentleman	 of	 much
importance	was	expected	 to	come	through	the	valley.	 It	was	even	said	 that	 the
gentleman	was	 next	 to	 the	King	 himself.	All	 the	 people	 came	 to	 see	 him	 and
strange	things	were	told	about	him.	"He	drives	in	a	golden	carriage,"	said	some.
"With	twelve	horses	before	it.	He	is	dressed	from	top	to	toe	in	silver	and	velvet,"
said	others.	But	the	children	had	their	own	thoughts	about	him.	They	imagined
that	the	high	gentleman	carried	a	big	sack	on	his	back	filled	with	silver	coins	and
candy	sticks,	which	he	threw	out	among	them.
Bikku	Matti	also	heard	about	it	and	this	time	he	had	to	be	by	the	roadside	with
the	other	children,	there	was	no	help	for	that.
"But	what	about	your	clothes?"	 said	Grandfather,	 smiling.	 "Perhaps	you	are	 to
borrow	Grandmother's	skirt?"
"I	won't	have	any	skirt!"	cried	Bikku	Matti,	and	turned	red	to	the	roots	of	his	hair
when	he	remembered	all	that	he	had	suffered	because	of	that	skirt.	"No,	never	in
the	world	will	I	wear	a	skirt	again.	I	want	Grandfather's	trousers."
"Well,	 little	 one,	 come	 with	 me	 to	 the	 garret	 and	 we	 will	 see	 how	 well	 the
trousers	 fit	 you,"	 said	 Grandfather.	 And	 now	 Bikku	 Matti	 was	 happy.	 He
climbed	up	the	garret	ladder	like	a	cat,	so	fast	that	Grandfather	could	not	keep	up
with	him.	Then	they	came	to	the	big	painted	chest	farthest	off	in	the	corner.
Of	this	chest	Bikku	stood	in	great	awe,	but	he	had	only	had	glimpses	into	it	once
or	 twice.	Now	it	was	opened,	and	the	first	 thing	that	 lay	 there	glittering	before
him	was	a	large	sword	in	its	gleaming	sheath.	"O,	Grandfather,	I	want	that,"	he
cried.
"Oh	you	do?"	said	Grandfather.	"Hold	the	sword	till	I	get	the	uniform	out	of	the
chest."
Bikku	Matti	 took	 the	 sword;	 it	 was	 so	 heavy	 that	 he	 could	 hardly	 lift	 it.	 Old
Grandfather	 stroked	 his	 cheek.	 "When	 you	 become	 a	man,"	 he	 said,	 "perhaps



you	may	carry	 a	 sword	 too,	 and	be	 allowed	 to	 fight	 for	your	 country.	Do	you
want	to	do	that	Bikku?"
"Yes,"	 answered	Bikku,	 straightening	 himself.	 "I	 shall	 cut	 the	 heads	 off	 all	 of
them!"
"Oh,	now,	that	depends	upon	whom	it	is	you	will	fight."
"Yes,"	 thought	Bikku,	"I	shall	cut	 the	heads	off	all	 the	wolves	and	hawks,	and
thistles	and	of	all	those	who	will	harm	Grandfather	and	Grandmother,	and	of	all
those	who	call	me	a	girl."
"Well,	well	Bikku,	take	care,	don't	be	too	cruel.	Here	are	the	trousers.	You	need
the	coat	too,	I	suppose."
"Yes,	Grandfather,	and	the	sword,	and	the	cap	too."
"Here	 you	have	 it	 all,	Bikku,	 but	 you	must	 promise	 not	 to	 go	 farther	 than	 the
gate."	And	Bikku	promised.
Just	as	they	came	down	from	the	garret	they	heard	the	sheriff	driving	on	the	road
calling	and	shouting	to	the	people	to	get	out	of	the	road,	that	the	high	gentleman
was	coming	soon.	There	was	a	great	deal	of	hurry	and	flurry	on	the	road	as	well
as	in	the	little	kitchen.
Grandfather's	trousers	were	put	on	Bikku	Matti.	They	were	grey	with	light	blue
stripes	along	the	sides	and	so	wide	and	long	that	Bikku	could	easily	have	hidden
himself	in	one	of	the	trouser	legs.	It	looked	very	discouraging,	but	on	they	must
go.	From	below	about	half	the	length	of	the	trousers	was	rolled	up	and	fastened
with	pins,	and	from	above	they	were	hitched	up	and	tied	with	a	kerchief	under
Bikku's	arms.
There	was	just	as	much	difficulty	with	the	coat.	When	it	was	on	the	little	fellow,
the	sleeves	and	coat	tails	swept	the	floor.
"No,	this	will	not	do,"	said	Grandmother,	and	she	rolled	up	the	sleeves	and	coat
tails	and	fastened	them	with	pins.	Bikku	was	waiting	impatiently.
The	tall	soldier	cap	was	then	placed	on	his	head,	but	it	would	have	fallen	down
over	his	little	head	and	neck	clear	to	the	shoulders,	if	it	had	not	been	filled	with
hay.	At	last	they	tied	the	heavy	sword	on	Bikku's	back	and	the	little	knight	was
ready.
There	never	was	a	hero	returning	from	a	victory	half	so	proud	as	was	Bikku	in
his	 first	 pair	 of	 trousers.	The	 little	 body	was	 lost	 in	 the	 big	 uniform,	 only	 the
blue,	honest	eyes,	the	red	cheeks	and	the	important	little	pug-nose	could	be	seen
between	 the	 collar	 and	 the	 cap.	 The	 brave	 knight	 started	 off	 with	 the	 sword
scraping	 the	ground.	But	 soon	 the	pins	began	 to	 fall	out,	 the	cap	nearly	upset,
and	 it	 looked	 as	 if	 our	 soldier	would	 surely	 fall	 at	 each	 step	he	 took.	The	old
people	had	not	laughed	so	heartily	for	a	long	time.



Grandfather,	who	could	hear	but	not	 see	 the	outfit,	 swung	 the	 little	boy	about,
kissed	the	little	nose	that	stuck	out	and	said,	"God	bless	you	little	Bikku,	may	no
lad	worse	than	you	wear	our	country's	uniform.	Now	take	care	to	salute	when	the
great	 gentleman	 comes	 -	 so."	And	 then	 he	 taught	Bikku	 to	 stand	 straight	 as	 a
stick	 with	 serious	 face,	 left	 arm	 stretched	 straight	 down,	 right	 hand	 at	 the
forehead.
"Yes,	Grandfather,"	said	Bikku,	who	was	always	willing	to	learn.	Bikku	had	just
arrived	 at	 the	 gate	 when	 a	 dust	 cloud	 was	 seen	 on	 the	 road	 and	 the	 great
gentleman	 came	 driving.	 Now	 he	 was	 quite	 near,	 oh,	 how	 fast	 he	 came!
Suddenly	the	driver	called,	"Whoa!"	and	again,	"Open	that	gate."
Now	this	is	what	happened.	The	sheriff	himself	was	standing	at	the	gate	to	see
that	 everything	 should	 go	 off	 right.	 He	 was	 to	 give	 the	 command	 and	 his
assistant	was	to	open	it.	But	when	the	carriage	approached	with	lightning	speed,
the	 sheriff	wanted	 to	make	 a	 deep	 bow.	 In	 doing	 so	 he	 fell,	 and	 there	 he	 lay
sprawling	 in	 the	 ditch	 by	 the	 road.	 His	 assistant	 waited	 for	 the	 word	 of
command,	and	when	he	saw	his	superior	officer	fall,	he	became	so	confused	that
he	could	not	 think	of	opening	 the	gate.	Therefore	 the	gate	 remained	shut	 right
before	 the	 nose	 of	 the	 high	gentleman.	The	 carriage	 had	 stopped	 and	now	 the
gentleman	looked	out	surprised	to	see	what	was	the	matter,	while	the	driver	kept
on	calling,	"Open	the	gate!"
Then	Bikku	Matti	stepped	up,	though	with	much	difficulty,	opened	the	gate	and
saluted	 exactly	 as	 Grandfather	 had	 taught	 him.	 The	 driver	 whipped	 up	 the
horses,	 the	 carriage	 started,	 but	 the	 gentleman	 called,	 "Stop!"	 and	 the	 carriage
stopped	a	second	time.
"Who	 are	 you,	 little	 one	 in	 my	 regiment's	 uniform?"	 called	 out	 the	 high
gentleman,	and	laughed	so	heartily	that	the	carriage	shook.
Bikku	Matti	did	not	understand	anything	of	this	and	did	only	what	Grandfather
had	told	him	to,	saluted	again	as	straight	and	serious	as	could	be.	This	amused
the	high	gentleman	still	more,	and	he	asked	the	people	who	stood	near	about	the
parents	of	the	little	boy.
The	sheriff,	who	by	this	time	had	crept	out	of	the	ditch,	came	hurriedly	forward
to	 tell	 that	 the	 little	 boy	was	 an	 orphan	 and	 lived	with	 his	 grandfather,	 an	 old
blind	soldier	named	Hugh.
What	was	 the	 surprise	 of	 all,	when	 the	 gentleman	 stepped	 out	 of	 his	 carriage,
took	Bikku	 by	 the	 hand	 and	walked	with	 him	 straight	 to	 the	 little	 cabin.	And
what	 excitement	 in	 the	 little	 hut!	 Grandmother	 could	 say	 nothing	 when	 the
stranger	 entered,	 but	 stood	 there	 open-mouthed.	 Grandfather,	 because	 he	 saw
nothing,	had	more	courage	and	pointed	politely	in	the	direction	where	he	knew
the	bench	was.



"God's	blessings	on	you	my	friends,"	said	the	stranger	and	shook	hands	with	the
old	people.	"It	seems	to	me	I	recognize	you,	old	comrade,"	he	continued,	while
he	 looked	 searchingly	 at	 Grandfather.	 "Are	 you	 not	 Hugh	 No.	 39	 of	 my	 old
regiment?"
"Yes,	 Captain,"	 answered	Grandfather	 in	 great	 surprise,	 for	 he	 recognized	 the
voice.
"God	be	praised,	that	at	last	I	have	found	you.	Do	you	think	I	could	forget	you,
who	saved	my	life?	You,	who	carried	me	on	your	back	across	the	stream	while
the	bullets	 sang	 about	 your	 ears,	 and	 the	 enemies	were	 all	 about?	 If	 you	have
forgotten	 it,	 do	 you	 think	 I	 ever	 should	 forget	 it?	 After	 the	 war	 was	 over,	 I
looked	for	you	and	inquired	for	you	everywhere,	but	without	success,	and	at	last
I	thought	you	were	dead.	But	now	I	have	found	you,	and	now	I	may	repay	you	a
little	by	looking	after	you	and	yours	in	your	old	age.	And	what	a	fine	boy	you
have!"
The	 gentleman	 caught	Bikku	Matti	 in	 his	 arms,	 lifted	 him	high	 up	 and	 kissed
him	 so	 heartily	 that	 the	 hat	 fell	 off,	 the	 sword	 rattled	 and	 the	 rest	 of
Grandmother's	pins	fell	out	of	the	coat	and	the	trousers.
"No,	no,	let	me	alone,"	said	Bikku.	"Now	you	have	made	me	drop	the	cap,	and
Grandfather	will	be	angry."
"Dear	 sir,"	 said	 Grandmother,	 quite	 ashamed	 of	 Bikku,	 "be	 so	 kind	 as	 not	 to
mind	how	the	boy	talks;	he	is	not	used	to	being	with	people."
"Don't	worry	about	the	boy's	talk,	he	is	right	in	guarding	the	soldier's	cap.	Listen,
Bikku,	 do	 you	 want	 to	 become	 a	 soldier	 like	 your	 Grandfather?"	 said	 the
gentleman.
"Grandfather	says	it	depends	upon	whom	I	am	to	fight,"	said	Bikku.
"That	is	right,"	said	the	gentleman,	"and	you	certainly	are	not	lacking	in	courage.
That,	 Captain,	 is	 because	 he	 wears	 trousers	 for	 the	 first	 time	 today,	 and	 that
gives	courage."
"Rather	say	it	is	the	old	uniform	which	gives	courage,"	said	the	General	(for	now
he	was	 a	general).	 "Much	gunpowder	 and	much	honour	 are	hidden	 in	 that	old
uniform	and	the	memories	of	it	pass	from	generation	to	generation.	But	this	is	a
new	age	and	the	boy	may	live	to	serve	his	country	in	many	ways.	Are	you	strong
little	man?"
Bikku	did	not	answer	but	held	out	his	arm	and	showed	his	muscles.
"Yes,"	said	 the	General,	"I	see	you	will	be	as	strong	as	a	bear	when	you	are	a
little	older.	Will	you	go	with	me	and	eat	soft	bread	and	drink	milk	every	day,	and
cakes	and	candy	you	may	have	too,	if	you	are	good?"
"And	shall	I	have	a	horse	to	ride	on?"	asked	Bikku.



"Yes,	of	course,"	said	the	General.
Bikku	 thought	 it	 over	 a	 while,	 his	 little	 blue	 eyes	 flew	 from	 the	 stranger	 to
Grandfather,	from	Grandfather	to	Grandmother,	and	back	to	the	stranger	again.
At	 last	 he	 crept	 upon	 the	 old	 woman's	 knee	 and	 said,	 "I	 will	 stay	 with
Grandfather	and	Grandmother."
"But	dear	Bikku,"	said	the	old	soldier,	with	tears	in	his	eyes,	"Grandfather	gives
you	only	hard	bread,	water	and	herring.	Don't	you	hear	that	gentleman	offers	you
soft	bread,	milk	and	other	good	things,	and	a	horse	to	ride?"
"I	want	to	stay	with	Grandfather,	I	won't	leave	Grandfather,"	cried	Bikku,	hardly
able	to	keep	the	tears	away.
"You	 are	 right,"	 said	 the	General	 and	 stroked	Bikku's	 round	 cheek,	 "stay	with
your	Grandfather,	and	none	of	you	shall	suffer	want,	and	when	you	grow	to	be	a
man,	come	to	me,	if	I	am	still	living.	You	shall	have	fields	to	plough	and	forests
to	hew.	But	whatever	work	you	do,	it	is	all	the	same,	you	will	be	an	honest	and
loyal	son	of	your	country.	Will	you	not,	Bikku?"
"Yes,"	said	the	boy	standing	straight	and	tall.
"God	bless	you	child,"	said	Grandfather	and	Grandmother,	moved	to	tears.	"And
God	bless	 our	 beloved	 country,	 and	may	he	 give	 it	many	 loyal	 sons	 like	 you,
little	Bikku.	Honour	 your	 father	 and	 your	mother	 that	 your	 days	may	 be	 long
upon	the	land	which	the	Lord	your	God	gives	you."
"That's	written	in	my	primer,"	said	Bikku	Matti	softly.
"Yes,	but	it	must	be	written	in	our	hearts	also,"	said	the	general,	and	once	more
he	kissed	the	boy.
	



THE	HAUNTED	MILL.

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME,	THERE	WAS	a	man	who	had	a	mill	by	the	side	of	a	force,
and	in	the	mill	there	was	a	brownie.	Whether	the	man,	as	is	the	custom	in	most
places,	 gave	 the	 brownie	 porridge	 and	 ale	 at	Yule	 to	 bring	 grist	 to	 the	mill,	 I
can’t	say,	but	I	don’t	think	he	did,	for	every	time	he	turned	the	water	on	the	mill,
the	brownie	 took	hold	of	 the	 spindle	 and	 stopped	 the	mill,	 so	 that	 he	 couldn’t
grind	a	sack.
The	 man	 know	 well	 enough	 it	 was	 all	 the	 brownie’s	 work,	 and	 at	 last	 one
evening,	when	he	went	into	the	mill,	he	took	a	pot	full	of	pitch	and	tar,	and	lit	a
fire	under	it.	Well!	when	he	turned	the	water	on	the	wheel,	it	went	round	awhile,
but	 soon	 after	 it	 made	 a	 dead	 stop.	 So	 he	 turned,	 and	 twisted,	 and	 put	 his
shoulder	to	the	top	of	the	wheel,	but	it	was	all	no	good.	By	this	time	the	pot	of
pitch	was	boiling	hot,	and	then	he	opened	the	trap-door	which	opened	on	to	the
ladder	that	went	down	into	the	wheel,	and	if	he	didn’t	see	the	brownie	standing
on	the	steps	of	the	ladder	with	his	jaws	all	a-gape,	and	he	gaped	so	wide	that	his
mouth	filled	up	the	whole	trap-door.
"Did	you	ever	see	such	a	wide	mouth?"	said	the	brownie.
But	the	man	was	handy	with	his	pitch.	He	caught	up	the	pot	and	threw	it,	pitch
and	all,	into	the	gaping	jaws.
"Did	you	ever	feel	such	hot	pitch?"
Then	the	brownie	let	the	wheel	go,	and	yelled	and	howled	frightfully.	Since	then
he	has	been	never	known	to	stop	the	wheel	in	that	mill,	and	there	they	ground	in
peace.
	



THE	HONEST	PENNY.

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	A	poor	woman	who	lived	in	a	tumble-down
hut	far	away	in	the	wood.	Little	had	she	to	eat,	and	nothing	at	all	to	burn,	and	so
she	sent	a	little	boy	she	had	out	into	the	wood	to	gather	fuel.	He	ran	and	jumped,
and	jumped	and	ran,	to	keep	himself	warm,	for	it	was	a	cold	grey	autumn	day,
and	every	time	he	found	a	bough	or	a	root	for	his	billet,	he	had	to	beat	his	arms
across	 his	 breast,	 for	 his	 fists	 were	 as	 red	 as	 the	 cranberries	 over	 which	 he
walked,	for	very	cold.	So	when	he	had	got	his	billet	of	wood	and	was	off	home,
he	 came	 upon	 a	 clearing	 of	 stumps	 on	 the	 hillside,	 and	 there	 he	 saw	 a	white
crooked	stone.
"Ah!	 you	 poor	 old	 stone,"	 said	 the	 boy;	 "how	white	 and	wan	 you	 are!	 I’ll	 be
bound	you	are	frozen	to	death;"	and	with	that	he	took	off	his	jacket,	and	laid	it
on	 the	 stone.	 So	when	 he	 got	 home	with	 his	 billet	 of	wood	 his	mother	 asked
what	it	all	meant	that	he	walked	about	in	wintry	weather	in	his	shirtsleeves.	Then
he	told	her	how	he	had	seen	an	old	crooked	stone	which	was	all	white	and	wan
for	frost,	and	how	he	had	given	it	his	jacket.
"What	a	 fool	you	are!"	said	his	mother;	"do	you	 think	a	stone	can	freeze?	But
even	if	it	froze	till	it	shook	again,	know	this	-	everyone	is	nearest	to	his	own	self.
It	costs	quite	enough	to	get	clothes	to	your	back,	without	your	going	and	hanging
them	on	stones	in	the	clearings,"	and	as	she	said	that,	she	hunted	the	boy	out	of
the	house	to	fetch	his	jacket.
So	when	he	came	where	the	stone	stood,	lo!	it	had	turned	itself	and	lifted	itself
up	on	one	side	from	the	ground.	"Yes!	yes!	this	is	since	you	got	the	jacket,	poor
old	thing,"	said	the	boy.
But,	when	 he	 looked	 a	 little	 closer	 at	 the	 stone,	 he	 saw	 a	money-box,	 full	 of
bright	silver,	under	it.
"This	is	stolen	money,	no	doubt,"	thought	the	boy;	"no	one	puts	money,	come	by
honestly,	under	a	stone	away	in	the	wood."
So	 he	 took	 the	money-box	 and	 bore	 it	 down	 to	 a	 tarn	 hard	 by	 and	 threw	 the
whole	hoard	 into	 the	 tarn;	but	one	silver	penny	piece	 floated	on	 the	 top	of	 the



water,	"Ah!	ah!	that	is	honest,"	said	the	lad;	"for	what	is	honest	never	sinks."
So	he	took	the	silver	penny	and	went	home	with	it	and	his	jacket.	Then	he	told
his	mother	how	it	had	all	happened,	how	the	stone	had	turned	itself,	and	how	he
had	found	a	money-box	full	of	silver	money,	which	he	had	thrown	out	into	the
tarn	because	it	was	stolen	money,	and	how	one	silver	penny	floated	on	the	top.
"That	I	took,"	said	the	boy,	"because	it	was	honest."
"You	 are	 a	 born	 fool,"	 said	his	mother,	 for	 she	was	very	 angry;	 "were	naught
else	 honest	 than	what	 floats	 on	water,	 there	wouldn’t	 be	much	 honesty	 in	 the
world.	 And	 even	 though	 the	money	 were	 stolen	 ten	 times	 over,	 still	 you	 had
found	it;	and	I	tell	you	again	what	I	told	you	before,	everyone	is	nearest	to	his
own	self.	Had	you	only	taken	that	money	we	might	have	lived	well	and	happily
all	our	days.	But	a	never-do-well	you	are,	and	a	never-do-well	you	will	be,	and
now	I	won’t	drag	on	any	longer	toiling	and	moiling	for	you.	Be	off	with	you	into
the	world	and	earn	yours	own	bread."
So	 the	 lad	 had	 to	 go	 out	 into	 the	wide	world,	 and	 he	went	 both	 far	 and	 long
seeking	a	place.	But	wherever	he	came,	folk	thought	him	too	little	and	weak,	and
said	they	could	put	him	to	no	use.	At	last	he	came	to	a	merchant,	and	there	he
got	 leave	to	be	 in	 the	kitchen	and	carry	 in	wood	and	water	for	 the	cook.	Well,
after	 he	 had	 been	 there	 a	 long	 time,	 the	merchant	 had	 to	make	 a	 journey	 into
foreign	 lands,	 and	 so	 he	 asked	 all	 his	 servants	what	 he	 should	 buy	 and	 bring
home	 for	 each	of	 them.	So,	when	all	had	 said	what	 they	would	have,	 the	 turn
came	to	the	scullion,	too,	who	brought	in	wood	and	water	for	the	cook.	Then	he
held	out	his	penny.
"Well,	what	 shall	 I	buy	with	 this?"	asked	 the	merchant;	 "there	won’t	be	much
time	lost	over	this	bargain."
"Buy	what	I	can	get	for	it.	It	is	honest,	that	I	know,"	said	the	lad.
That	his	master	gave	his	word	to	do,	and	so	he	sailed	away.
So	when	 the	merchant	 had	 unloaded	 his	 ship	 and	 loaded	 her	 again	 in	 foreign
lands,	and	bought	what	he	had	promised	his	servants	 to	buy,	he	came	down	to
his	ship,	and	was	just	going	to	shove	off	from	the	wharf.	Then	all	at	once	it	came
into	his	head	that	the	scullion	had	sent	out	a	silver	penny	with	him,	that	he	might
buy	something	for	him.
"Must	 I	 go	 all	 the	way	 back	 to	 the	 town	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 a	 silver	 penny?	One
would	then	have	small	gain	in	 taking	such	a	beggar	 into	one’s	house,"	 thought
the	merchant.
Just	then	an	old	wife	came	walking	by	with	a	bag	at	her	back.
"What	have	you	got	in	your	bag,	mother?"	asked	the	merchant.
"Oh!	nothing	else	than	a	cat.	I	can’t	afford	to	feed	it	any	longer,	so	I	thought	I



would	throw	it	into	the	sea,	and	make	away	with	it,"	answered	the	woman.
Then	the	merchant	said	to	himself,	"Didn’t	the	lad	say	I	was	to	buy	what	I	could
get	for	his	penny?"	So	he	asked	the	old	wife	if	she	would	take	four	farthings	for
her	cat.	Yes!	the	goody	was	not	slow	to	say	"done,"	and	so	the	bargain	was	soon
struck.
Now	when	the	merchant	had	sailed	a	bit,	fearful	weather	fell	on	him,	and	such	a
storm,	there	was	nothing	for	it	but	to	drive	and	drive	till	he	did	not	know	where
he	was	going.	At	last	he	came	to	a	land	on	which	he	had	never	set	foot	before,
and	so	up	he	went	into	the	town.
At	the	inn	where	he	turned	in,	the	board	was	laid	with	a	rod	for	each	man	who
sat	 at	 it.	The	merchant	 thought	 it	very	 strange,	 for	he	couldn’t	 at	 all	make	out
what	 they	were	to	do	with	all	 these	rods;	but	he	sat	him	down,	and	thought	he
would	watch	well	what	 the	others	did,	 and	do	 like	 them.	Well!	 as	 soon	as	 the
meat	was	 set	 on	 the	 board,	 he	 saw	well	 enough	what	 the	 rods	meant;	 for	 out
swarmed	mice	in	thousands,	and	each	one	who	sat	at	the	board	had	to	take	to	his
rod	and	flog	and	flap	about	him,	and	naught	else	could	be	heard	than	one	cut	of
the	rod	harder	than	the	one	which	went	before	it.	Sometimes	they	whipped	one
another	in	the	face,	and	just	gave	themselves	time	to	say,	"Beg	pardon,"	and	then
at	it	again.
"Hard	work	 to	dine	 in	 this	 land!"	said	 the	merchant.	 "But	don’t	 folk	keep	cats
here?"
"Cats?"	they	all	asked,	for	they	did	not	know	what	cats	were.
So	the	merchant	sent	and	fetched	the	cat	he	had	bought	for	the	scullion,	and	as
soon	as	 the	cat	got	on	 the	 table,	off	 ran	 the	mice	 to	 their	holes,	 and	 folks	had
never	in	the	memory	of	man	had	such	rest	at	their	meat.
Then	they	begged	and	prayed	the	merchant	to	sell	them	the	cat,	and	at	last,	after
a	long,	long	time,	he	promised	to	let	them	have	it;	but	he	would	have	a	hundred
dollars	for	it;	and	that	sum	they	gave	and	thanks	besides.
So	the	merchant	sailed	off	again;	but	he	had	scarce	got	good	sea-room	before	he
saw	 the	 cat	 sitting	 up	 at	 the	mainmast	 head,	 and	 all	 at	 once	 again	 came	 foul
weather	and	a	storm	worse	than	the	first,	and	he	drove	and	drove	till	he	got	to	a
country	where	he	had	never	been	before.	The	merchant	went	up	to	an	inn,	and
here,	too,	the	board	was	spread	with	rods;	but	they	were	much	bigger	and	longer
than	the	first.	And,	to	tell	the	truth,	they	had	need	to	be;	for	here	the	mice	were
many	more,	and	every	mouse	was	twice	as	big	as	those	he	had	before	seen.
So	he	sold	the	cat	again,	and	this	time	he	got	two	hundred	dollars	for	it,	and	that
without	any	haggling.
So	when	he	had	 sailed	 away	 from	 that	 land	 and	got	 a	 bit	 out	 at	 sea,	 there	 sat
Grimalkin	again	at	the	masthead;	and	the	bad	weather	began	at	once	again,	and



the	end	of	it	was,	he	was	again	driven	to	a	land	where	he	had	never	been	before.
He	went	ashore,	up	to	the	town,	and	turned	into	an	inn.	There,	too,	the	board	was
laid	with	rods,	but	every	rod	was	an	ell	and	a	half	long,	and	as	thick	as	a	small
broom;	 and	 the	 folk	 said	 that	 to	 sit	 at	meat	was	 the	hardest	 trial	 they	had,	 for
there	 were	 thousands	 of	 big	 ugly	 rats,	 so	 that	 it	 was	 only	 with	 sore	 toil	 and
trouble	one	could	get	a	morsel	into	one’s	mouth,	“Twas	such	hard	work	to	keep
off	the	rats.	So	the	cat	had	to	be	fetched	up	from	the	ship	once	more,	and	then
folks	got	their	food	in	peace.	Then	they	all	begged	and	prayed	the	merchant,	for
heaven’s	sake,	to	sell	them	his	cat.	For	a	long	time	he	said,	"No;"	but	at	last,	he
gave	his	word	to	take	three	hundred	dollars	for	 it.	That	sum	they	paid	down	at
once,	and	thanked	him	and	blessed	him	for	it	into	the	bargain.
Now,	when	the	merchant	got	out	to	sea,	he	fell	a-thinking	how	much	the	lad	had
made	out	of	the	penny	he	had	sent	out	with	him.
"Yes,	yes,	some	of	the	money	he	shall	have,"	said	the	merchant	to	himself;	"but
not	all.	Me	it	is	that	he	has	to	thank	for	the	cat	I	bought;	and,	besides,	every	man
is	nearest	to	his	own	self."
But	as	soon	as	ever	the	merchant	thought	this,	such	a	storm	and	gale	arose	that
everyone	thought	the	ship	must	founder.	So	the	merchant	saw	there	was	no	help
for	it,	and	he	had	to	vow	that	 the	lad	should	have	every	penny;	and,	no	sooner
had	 he	 vowed	 this	 vow,	 than	 the	 weather	 turned	 good,	 and	 he	 got	 a	 snoring
breeze	fair	for	home.
So,	when	he	got	to	land,	he	gave	the	lad	the	six	hundred	dollars,	and	his	daughter
besides;	for	now	the	little	scullion	was	just	as	rich	as	his	master,	the	merchant,
and	even	richer;	and,	after	that,	the	lad	lived	all	his	days	in	mirth	and	jollity;	and
he	sent	for	his	mother	and	treated	her	as	well	as	or	better	than	he	treated	himself;
for,	said	the	lad,	"I	don’t	think	that	everyone	is	nearest	to	his	own	self."
	



ESBEN	AND	THE	WTICH

Adapted	from	the	Danish	original
by	Andrew	Lang

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN	WHO	had	 twelve	 sons:	 the	 eleven	 eldest	were
both	big	and	 strong,	but	 the	 twelfth,	whose	name	was	Esben,	was	only	a	 little
fellow.	The	eleven	eldest	went	out	with	their	father	to	field	and	forest,	but	Esben
preferred	to	stay	at	home	with	his	mother,	and	so	he	was	never	reckoned	at	all	by
the	rest,	but	was	a	sort	of	outcast	among	them.
When	the	eleven	had	grown	up	to	be	men	they	decided	to	go	out	into	the	world
to	try	their	fortune,	and	they	plagued	their	father	to	give	them	what	they	required
for	the	journey.	The	father	was	not	much	in	favour	of	this,	for	he	was	now	old
and	weak,	and	could	not	well	spare	them	from	helping	him	with	his	work,	but	in
the	long	run	he	had	to	give	in.	Each	one	of	the	eleven	got	a	fine	white	horse	and
money	for	the	journey,	and	so	they	said	farewell	to	their	father	and	their	home,
and	rode	away.
As	for	Esben,	no	one	had	ever	thought	about	him;	his	brothers	had	not	even	said
farewell	to	him.
After	the	eleven	were	gone	Esben	went	to	his	father	and	said,	“Father,	give	me
also	a	horse	and	money;	I	should	also	like	to	see	round	about	me	in	the	world.”
“You	are	a	little	fool,”	said	his	father.	“If	I	could	have	let	you	go,	and	kept	your
eleven	brothers	at	home,	it	would	have	been	better	for	me	in	my	old	age.”
“Well,	you	will	soon	be	rid	of	me	at	any	rate,”	said	Esben.
As	 he	 could	 get	 no	 other	 horse,	 he	 went	 into	 the	 forest,	 broke	 off	 a	 branch,
stripped	 the	bark	off	 it,	 so	 that	 it	became	still	whiter	 than	his	brothers’	horses,
and,	mounted	on	this.	rode	off	after	his	eleven	brothers.
The	brothers	rode	on	the	whole	day,	and	towards	evening	they	came	to	a	great
forest,	which	they	entered.	Far	within	the	wood	they	came	to	a	little	house,	and
knocked	at	the	door.	There	came	an	old,	ugly,	bearded	hag,	and	opened	it,	and
they	asked	her	whether	all	of	them	could	get	quarters	for	the	night.
“Yes,”	said	the	old,	bearded	hag,	“you	shall	all	have	quarters	for	the	night,	and,
in	addition,	each	of	you	shall	have	one	of	my	daughters.”



The	eleven	brothers	thought	that	they	had	come	to	very	hospitable	people.	They
were	well	attended	to,	and	when	they	went	to	bed,	each	of	them	got	one	of	the
hag’s	daughters.
Esben	had	been	coming	along	behind	them,	and	had	followed	the	same	way,	and
had	also	found	the	same	house	in	the	forest.	He	slipped	into	this,	without	either
the	witch	or	her	daughters	noticing	him,	and	hid	himself	under	one	of	the	beds.
A	little	before	midnight	he	crept	quietly	out	and	wakened	his	brothers.	He	told
these	 to	 change	 night-caps	 with	 the	 witch’s	 daughters.	 The	 brothers	 saw	 no
reason	for	 this,	but,	 to	get	 rid	of	Esben’s	persistence,	 they	made	 the	exchange,
and	slept	soundly	again.
When	midnight	came	Esben	heard	the	old	witch	come	creeping	along.	She	had	a
broad-bladed	axe	in	her	hand,	and	went	over	all	the	eleven	beds.	It	was	so	dark
that	 she	 could	 not	 see	 a	 hand’s	 breadth	 before	 her,	 but	 she	 felt	 her	 way,	 and
hacked	 the	 heads	 off	 all	 the	 sleepers	 who	 had	 the	men’s	 night-caps	 on	 -	 and
these	were	her	own	daughters.	As	soon	as	she	had	gone	her	way	Esben	wakened
his	 brothers,	 and	 they	 hastily	 took	 their	 horses	 and	 rode	 off	 from	 the	witch’s
house,	glad	that	they	had	escaped	so	well.	They	quite	forgot	to	thank	Esben	for
what	he	had	done	for	them.
When	they	had	ridden	onwards	for	some	time	they	reached	a	king’s	palace,	and
inquired	there	whether	they	could	be	taken	into	service.	Quite	easily,	they	were
told,	if	they	would	be	stablemen,	otherwise	the	king	had	no	use	for	them.	They
were	quite	ready	for	this,	and	got	the	task	of	looking	after	all	the	king’s	horses.
Long	 after	 them	 came	Esben	 riding	 on	 his	 stick,	 and	 he	 also	wanted	 to	 get	 a
place	in	the	palace,	but	no	one	had	any	use	for	him,	and	he	was	told	that	he	could
just	 go	 back	 the	 way	 he	 had	 come.	 However,	 he	 stayed	 there	 and	 occupied
himself	as	best	he	could.	He	got	his	food,	but	nothing	more,	and	by	night	he	lay
just	where	he	could.
At	 this	 time	 there	was	 in	 the	palace	a	knight	who	was	called	Sir	Red.	He	was
very	well	liked	by	the	king,	but	hated	by	everyone	else,	for	he	was	wicked	both
in	will	and	deed.	This	Sir	Red	became	angry	with	the	eleven	brothers,	because
they	would	 not	 always	 stand	 at	 attention	 for	 him,	 so	 he	 determined	 to	 avenge
himself	on	them.
One	day,	 therefore,	he	went	 to	 the	king,	and	said	 that	 the	eleven	brothers	who
had	come	to	 the	palace	a	 little	while	ago,	and	served	as	stablemen,	could	do	a
great	deal	more	than	they	pretended.	One	day	he	had	heard	them	say	that	if	they
liked	they	could	get	for	the	king	a	wonderful	dove	which	had	a	feather	of	gold
and	a	feather	of	silver	time	about.	But	they	would	not	procure	it	unless	they	were
threatened	with	death.
The	king	then	had	the	eleven	brothers	called	before	him,	and	said	to	them,	“You
have	said	that	you	can	get	me	a	dove	which	has	feathers	of	gold	and	silver	time



about.”
All	 the	 eleven	 assured	 him	 that	 they	 had	never	 said	 anything	 of	 the	 kind,	 and
they	did	not	believe	that	such	a	dove	existed	in	the	whole	world.
“Take	your	own	mind	of	it,”	said	the	king;	“but	if	you	don’t	get	that	dove	within
three	days	you	shall	lose	your	heads,	the	whole	lot	of	you.”
With	that	the	king	let	them	go,	and	there	was	great	grief	among	them;	some	wept
and	others	lamented.
At	 that	moment	 Esben	 came	 along,	 and,	 seeing	 their	 sorrowful	 looks,	 said	 to
them,	“Hello,	what’s	the	matter	with	you?”
“What	good	would	it	do	to	tell	you,	you	little	fool?	You	can’t	help	us.”
“Oh,	you	don’t	know	that,”	answered	Esben.	“I	have	helped	you	before.”
In	the	end	they	told	him	how	unreasonable	the	king	was,	and	how	he	had	ordered
them	to	get	for	him	a	dove	with	feathers	of	gold	and	silver	time	about.
“Give	me	a	bag	of	peas”	said	Esben,	“and	I	shall	see	what	I	can	do	for	you.”
Esben	got	his	bag	of	peas;	then	he	took	his	white	stick,	and	said,	Fly	quick,	my
little	stick,	Carry	me	across	the	stream.
Straightway	 the	 stick	 carried	 him	 across	 the	 river	 and	 straight	 into	 the	 old
witch’s	 courtyard.	 Esben	 had	 noticed	 that	 she	 had	 such	 a	 dove;	 so	 when	 he
arrived	 in	 the	 courtyard	 he	 shook	 the	 peas	 out	 of	 the	 bag,	 and	 the	 dove	 came
fluttering	down	to	pick	them	up.	Esben	caught	it	at	once,	put	it	into	the	bag,	and
hurried	off	before	the	witch	caught	sight	of	him;	but	the	next	moment	she	came
running,	and	shouted	after	him,	“	I	Hey	is	that	you,	Esben.?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Is	it	you	that	has	taken	my	dove?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Was	it	you	that	made	me	kill	my	eleven	daughters?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Are	you	coming	back	again?”
“That	may	be,”	said	Esben.
“Then	you’ll	catch	it,”	shouted	the	witch.
The	stick	carried	Esben	with	the	dove	back	to	the	king’s	palace,	and	his	brothers
were	 greatly	 delighted.	 The	 king	 thanked	 them	many	 times	 for	 the	 dove,	 and
gave	 them	 in	 return	 both	 silver	 and	 gold.	 At	 this	 Sir	 Red	 became	 still	 more
embittered,	and	again	thought	of	how	to	avenge	himself	on	the	brothers.
One	day	he	went	to	the	king	and	told	him	that	the	dove	was	by	no	means	the	best



thing	that	the	brothers	could	get	for	him;	for	one	day	he	had	heard	them	talking
quietly	 among	 themselves,	 and	 they	 had	 said	 that	 they	 could	 procure	 a	 boar
whose	bristles	were	of	gold	and	silver	time	about.
The	 king	 again	 summoned	 the	 brothers	 before	 him,	 and	 asked	whether	 it	was
true	that	they	had	said	that	they	could	get	for	him	a	boar	whose	bristles	were	of
gold	and	silver	time	about.
“No,”	said	the	brothers;	they	had	never	said	nor	thought	such	a	thing,	and	they
did	not	believe	that	there	was	such	a	boar	in	the	whole	world.
“You	must	get	me	that	boar	within	three	days,”	said	the	king,	“or	it	will	cost	you
your	heads.”
With	that	they	had	to	go.	This	was	still	worse	than	before,	they	thought.	Where
could	they	get	such	a	marvellous	boar?	They	all	went	about	hanging	their	heads;
but	when	only	one	day	remained	of	the	three	Esben	came	along.	When	he	saw
his	brothers’	sorrowful	looks	he	cried,	“Hallo,	what’s	the	matter	now?”
“Oh,	what’s	the	use	of	telling	you?”	said	his	brothers.	“You	can’t	help	us,	at	any
rate.”
“Ah,	you	don’t	know	that,”	said	Esben;	“I’ve	helped	you	before.”
In	 the	end	 they	 told	him	how	Sir	Red	had	stirred	up	 the	king	against	 them,	so
that	he	had	ordered	 them	to	get	 for	him	a	boar	with	bristles	of	gold	and	silver
time	about.
“That’s	 all	 right,”	 said	 Esben;	 “give	 me	 a	 sack	 of	 malt,	 and	 it	 is	 not	 quite
impossible	that	I	may	be	able	to	help	you.”
Esben	got	his	sack	of	malt;	then	he	took	his	little	white	stick,	set	himself	upon	it,
and	said,	“Fly	quick,	my	little	stick,	Carry	me	across	the	stream.”
Off	 went	 the	 stick	 with	 him,	 and	 very	 soon	 he	 was	 again	 in	 the	 witch’s
courtyard.	 There	 he	 emptied	 out	 the	 malt,	 and	 next	 moment	 came	 the	 boar,
which	had	every	second	bristle	of	gold	and	of	silver.	Esben	at	once	put	it	into	his
sack	 and	 hurried	 off	 before	 the	witch	 should	 catch	 sight	 of	 him;	 but	 the	 next
moment	she	came	running,	and	shouted	after	him,	“Hey!	is	that	you,	Esben?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Is	it	you	that	has	taken	my	pretty	boar?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“It	was	also	you	that	took	my	dove?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“And	it	was	you	that	made	me	kill	my	eleven	daughters?”
“Ye–e-s!”



“Are	you	coming	back	again?”
“That	may	be,”	said	Esben.
“Then	you’ll	catch	it,”	said	the	witch.
Esben	was	soon	back	at	the	palace	with	the	boar,	and	his	brothers	scarcely	knew
which	leg	to	stand	on,	so	rejoiced	were	they	that	they	were	safe	again.	Not	one
of	 them,	 however,	 ever	 thought	 of	 thanking	 Esben	 for	 what	 he	 had	 done	 for
them.
The	king	was	still	more	rejoiced	over	the	boar	than	he	had	been	over	the	dove,
and	 did	 not	 know	what	 to	 give	 the	 brothers	 for	 it.	 At	 this	 Sir	 Red	was	 again
possessed	with	anger	and	envy,	and	again	he	went	about	and	planned	how	to	get
the	brothers	into	trouble.
One	day	he	went	again	 to	 the	king	and	said,	“These	eleven	brothers	have	now
procured	 the	dove	and	 the	boar,	but	 they	can	do	much	more	 than	 that;	 I	know
they	have	said	that	if	they	liked	they	could	get	for	the	king	a	lamp	that	can	shine
over	seven	kingdoms.”
“If	they	have	said	that,”	said	the	king,	“they	shall	also	be	made	to	bring	it	to	me.
That	would	be	a	glorious	lamp	for	me.”
Again	 the	king	 sent	 a	message	 to	 the	brothers	 to	 come	up	 to	 the	palace.	They
went	accordingly,	although	very	unwillingly,	for	they	suspected	that	Sir	Red	had
fallen	on	some	new	plan	to	bring	them	into	trouble.
As	soon	as	they	came	before	the	king	he	said	to	them,	“You	brothers	have	said
that	 you	 could,	 if	 you	 liked,	 get	 for	 me	 a	 lamp	 that	 can	 shine	 over	 seven
kingdoms.	That	 lamp	must	be	mine	within	 three	days,	or	 it	will	 cost	you	your
lives.”
The	brothers	assured	him	that	they	had	never	said	so,	and	they	were	sure	that	no
such	lamp	existed,	but	their	words	were	of	no	avail.
“The	lamp!”	said	the	king,	“or	it	will	cost	you	your	heads.”
The	brothers	were	now	in	greater	despair	than	ever.	They	did	not	know	what	to
do,	 for	 such	 a	 lamp	 no	 one	 had	 ever	 heard	 of.	But	 just	 as	 things	 looked	 their
worst	along	came	Esben.
“Something	wrong	again?”	said	he.	“What’s	the	matter	with	you	now?”
“Oh,	it’s	no	use	telling	you,”	said	they.	“You	can’t	help	us,	at	any	rate.”
“Oh,	you	might	at	least	tell	me,”	said	Esben;	“I	have	helped	you	before.”
In	 the	 end	 they	 told	 him	 that	 the	 king	 had	 ordered	 them	 to	 bring	 him	 a	 lamp
which	could	shine	over	seven	kingdoms,	but	such	a	lamp	no	one	had	ever	heard
tell	of.



“Give	me	a	bushel	of	salt,”	said	Esben,	“and	we	shall	see	how	matters	go.”
He	got	his	bushel	of	salt,	and	then	mounted	his	little	white	stick,	and	said,	“Fly
quick,	my	little	stick,	Carry	me	across	the	stream.”
With	that	both	he	and	his	bushel	of	salt	were	over	beside	the	witch’s	courtyard.
But	now	matters	were	 less	easy,	for	he	could	not	get	 inside	 the	yard,	as	 it	was
evening	and	 the	gate	was	 locked.	Finally	he	hit	upon	a	plan;	he	got	up	on	 the
roof	and	crept	down	the	chimney.
He	 searched	 all	 round	 for	 the	 lamp,	 but	 could	 find	 it	 nowhere,	 for	 the	 witch
always	had	it	safely	guarded,	as	it	was	one	of	her	most	precious	treasures.	When
he	became	tired	of	searching	for	it	he	crept	into	the	baking-	oven,	intending	to	lie
down	 there	 and	 sleep	 till	morning;	but	 just	 at	 that	moment	he	heard	 the	witch
calling	 from	 her	 bed	 to	 one	 of	 her	 daughters,	 and	 telling	 her	 to	 make	 some
porridge	 for	 her.	 She	 had	 grown	 hungry,	 and	 had	 taken	 such	 a	 fancy	 to	 some
porridge.	The	daughter	 got	 out	 of	 bed,	 kindled	 the	 fire,	 and	put	 on	 a	 pot	with
water	in	it.
“You	mustn’t	put	any	salt	in	the	porridge,	though,”	cried	the	witch.
“No,	neither	will	I,”	said	the	daughter;	but	while	she	was	away	getting	the	meal
Esben	slipped	out	of	the	oven	and	emptied	the	whole	bushel	of	salt	into	the	pot.
The	daughter	came	back	then	and	put	in	the	meal,	and	after	it	had	boiled	a	little
she	took	it	in	to	her	mother.	The	witch	took	a	spoonful	and	tasted	it.
“Uh!”	said	she;	“didn’t	I	tell	you	not	to	put	any	salt	in	it,	and	it’s	just	as	salt	as
the	sea.”
So	the	daughter	had	to	go	and	make	new	porridge,	and	her	mother	warned	her
strictly	not	to	put	any	salt	in	it.	But	now	there	was	no	water	in	the	house,	so	she
asked	her	mother	to	give	her	the	lamp,	so	that	she	could	go	to	the	well	for	more.
“There	you	have	it,	then,”	said	the	witch;	“but	take	good	care	of	it.”
The	daughter	took	the	lamp	which	shone	over	seven	kingdoms,	and	went	out	to
the	well	 for	water,	while	Esben	 slipped	 out	 after	 her.	When	 she	was	 going	 to
draw	the	water	from	the	well	she	set	the	lamp	down	on	a	stone	beside	her.	Esben
watched	his	chance,	seized	the	lamp,	and	gave	her	a	push	from	behind,	so	that
she	plumped	head	first	 into	 the	well.	Then	he	made	off	with	 the	 lamp.	But	 the
witch	 got	 out	 of	 her	 bed	 and	 ran	 after	 him,	 crying:	 “Hey!	 is	 that	 you	 again,
Esben?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Was	it	you	that	took	my	dove?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Was	it	also	you	that	took	my	boar?”



“Ye–e-s!”
“And	it	was	you	that	made	me	kill	my	eleven	daughters?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“And	now	you	 have	 taken	my	 lamp,	 and	 drowned	my	 twelfth	 daughter	 in	 the
well?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Are	you	coming	back	again?”
“That	may	be,”	said	Esben.
“Then	you’ll	catch	it,”	said	the	witch.
It	 was	 only	 a	 minute	 before	 the	 stick	 had	 again	 landed	 Esben	 at	 the	 king’s
palace,	and	the	brothers	were	then	freed	from	their	distress.	The	king	gave	them
many	fine	presents,	but	Esben	did	not	get	even	so	much	as	thanks	from	them.
Never	had	Sir	Red	been	so	eaten	up	with	envy	as	he	was	now,	and	he	racked	his
brain	 day	 and	 night	 to	 find	 something	 quite	 impossible	 to	 demand	 from	 the
brothers.
One	 day	 he	 went	 to	 the	 king	 and	 told	 him	 that	 the	 lamp	 the	 brothers	 had
procured	was	good	enough,	but	they	could	still	get	for	him	something	that	was
far	better.	The	king	asked	what	that	was.
“It	is,”	said	Sir	Red,	“the	most	beautiful	coverlet	that	any	mortal	ever	heard	tell
of.	It	also	has	the	property	that,	when	anyone	touches	it,	it	sounds	so	that	it	can
be	heard	over	eight	kingdoms.”
“That	must	 be	 a	 splendid	 coverlet,”	 said	 the	 king,	 and	 he	 at	 once	 sent	 for	 the
brothers.
“You	 have	 said	 that	 you	 know	 of	 a	 coverlet,	 the	most	 beautiful	 in	 the	whole
world,	and	which	sounds	over	eight	kingdoms	when	anyone	touches	it.	You	shall
procure	it	for	me,	or	else	lose	your	lives,”	said	he.
The	 brothers	 answered	 him	 that	 they	 had	 never	 said	 a	 word	 about	 such	 a
coverlet,	did	not	believe	it	existed,	and	that	it	was	quite	impossible	for	them	to
procure	it.	But	the	king	would	not	hear	a	word;	he	drove	them	away,	telling	them
that	if	they	did	not	get	it	very	soon	it	would	cost	them	their	heads.
Things	looked	very	black	again	for	the	brothers,	for	they	were	sure	there	was	no
escape	for	them.	The	youngest	of	them,	indeed,	asked	where	Esben	was,	but	the
others	said	that	that	little	fool	could	scarcely	keep	himself	in	clothes,	and	it	was
not	 to	 be	 expected	 that	 he	 could	 help	 them.	 Not	 one	 of	 them	 thought	 it
worthwhile	to	look	for	Esben,	but	he	soon	came	along	of	himself.
“Well,	what’s	the	matter	now?”	said	he.



“Oh,	what’s	the	use	of	telling	you?”	said	the	brothers.	“You	can’t	help	us,	at	any
rate.”
“Ah!	who	knows	that?”	said	Esben.	“I	have	helped	you	before.”
In	the	end	the	brothers	told	him	about	the	coverlet	which,	when	one	touched	it,
sounded	so	that	 it	could	be	heard	over	eight	kingdoms.	Esben	thought	that	 this
was	the	worst	errand	that	he	had	had	yet,	but	he	could	not	do	worse	than	fail,	and
so	he	would	make	the	attempt.
He	again	 took	his	 little	white	stick,	set	himself	on	 it,	and	said,	“Fly	quick,	my
little	stick,	Carry	me	across	the	stream.”
Next	 moment	 he	 was	 across	 the	 river	 and	 beside	 the	 witch’s	 house.	 It	 was
evening,	 and	 the	 door	 was	 locked,	 but	 he	 knew	 the	 way	 down	 the	 chimney.
When	he	had	got	into	the	house,	however,	the	worst	yet	remained	to	do,	for	the
coverlet	was	 on	 the	 bed	 in	which	 the	witch	 lay	 and	 slept.	He	 slipped	 into	 the
room	without	either	she	or	her	daughter	wakening;	but	as	soon	as	he	touched	the
coverlet	 to	 take	 it	 the	 coverlet	 sounded	 so	 that	 it	 could	 be	 heard	 over	 eight
kingdoms.	The	witch	awoke,	sprang	out	of	bed,	and	caught	hold	of	Esben.	He
struggled	 with	 her,	 but	 could	 not	 free	 himself,	 and	 the	 witch	 called	 to	 her
daughter,	“Come	and	help	me;	we	shall	put	him	into	 the	 little	dark	room	to	be
fattened.	Ho,	ho!	now	I	have	him!”
Esben	was	now	put	into	a	little	dark	hole,	where	he	neither	saw	sun	nor	moon,
and	there	he	was	fed	on	sweet	milk	and	nut-kernels.	The	daughter	had	enough	to
do	cracking	nuts	for	him,	and	at	the	end	of	fourteen	days	she	had	only	one	tooth
left	in	her	mouth;	she	had	broken	all	the	rest	with	the	nuts.	In	this	time	however,
she	had	taken	a	liking	to	Esben,	and	would	willingly	have	set	him	free,	but	could
not.
When	some	time	had	passed	the	witch	told	her	daughter	to	go	and	cut	a	finger
off	 Esben,	 so	 that	 she	 could	 see	 whether	 he	 was	 nearly	 fat	 enough	 yet.	 The
daughter	went	and	told	Esben,	and	asked	him	what	she	should	do.	Esben	told	her
to	 take	an	 iron	nail	and	wrap	a	piece	of	 skin	 round	 it:	 she	could	 then	give	her
mother	this	to	bite	at.
The	daughter	did	 so,	but	when	 the	witch	bit	 it	 she	 cried,	 “Uh!	no,	no!	This	 is
nothing	but	skin	and	bone;	he	must	be	fattened	much	longer	yet.”
So	Esben	was	fed	for	a	while	longer	on	sweet	milk	and	nut-kernels,	until	one	day
the	witch	thought	that	now	he	must	surely	be	fat	enough,	and	told	her	daughter
again	to	go	and	cut	a	finger	off	him.	By	this	time	Esben	was	tired	of	staying	in
the	dark	hole,	 so	he	 told	her	 to	go	and	cut	a	 teat	off	 a	cow,	and	give	 it	 to	 the
witch	to	bite	at.	This	the	daughter	did,	and	the	witch	cried,	“Ah!	now	he	is	fat	-
so	fat	that	one	can	scarcely	feel	the	bone	in	him.	Now	he	shall	be	killed.”
Now	this	was	just	the	very	time	that	the	witch	had	to	go	to	Troms	Church,	where



all	 the	witches	gather	once	every	year,	 so	 she	had	no	 time	 to	deal	with	Esben
herself.	She	 therefore	 told	her	daughter	 to	heat	up	 the	big	oven	while	 she	was
away,	take	Esben	out	of	his	prison,	and	roast	him	in	there	before	she	came	back.
The	daughter	promised	all	this,	and	the	witch	went	off	on	her	journey.
The	daughter	then	made	the	oven	as	hot	as	could	be,	and	took	Esben	out	of	his
prison	in	order	to	roast	him.	She	brought	the	oven	spade,	and	told	Esben	to	seat
himself	on	it,	so	that	she	could	shoot	him	into	the	oven.	Esben	accordingly	took
his	seat	on	it,	but	when	she	had	got	him	to	the	mouth	of	the	oven	he	spread	his
legs	out	wide,	so	that	she	could	not	get	him	pushed	in.
“You	mustn’t	sit	like	that,”	said	she.
“How	then?”	said	Esben.
“You	must	cross	your	legs,”	said	the	daughter;	but	Esben	could	not	understand
what	she	meant	by	this.
“Get	out	of	the	way,”	said	she,	“and	I	will	show	you	how	to	place	yourself.”
She	seated	herself	on	the	oven	spade,	but	no	sooner	had	she	done	so	than	Esben
laid	hold	of	 it,	shot	her	 into	 the	oven,	and	fastened	 the	door	of	 it.	Then	he	ran
and	seized	 the	coverlet,	but	as	soon	as	he	did	so	 it	sounded	so	 that	 it	could	be
heard	 over	 eight	 kingdoms,	 and	 the	 witch,	 who	 was	 at	 Troms	 Church,	 came
flying	home,	and	shouted,	“Hey!	is	that	you	again,	Esben?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“It	was	you	that	made	me	kill	my	eleven	daughters?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“And	took	my	dove?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“And	my	beautiful	boar?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“And	drowned	my	twelfth	daughter	in	the	well,	and	took	my	lamp?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“And	 now	 you	 have	 roasted	my	 thirteenth	 and	 last	 daughter	 in	 the	 oven,	 and
taken	my	coverlet?”
“Ye–e-s!”
“Are	you	coming	back	again?”
“No,	never	again,”	said	Esben.
At	 this	 the	witch	became	 so	 furious	 that	 she	 sprang	 into	 numberless	 pieces	 of
flint,	and	from	this	come	all	the	flint	stones	that	one	finds	about	the	country.



Esben	had	found	again	his	little	stick,	which	the	witch	had	taken	from	him,	so	he
said,	“Fly	quick,	my	little	stick,	Carry	me	across	the	stream.”
Next	moment	he	was	back	at	the	king’s	palace.	Here	things	were	in	a	bad	way,
for	the	king	had	thrown	all	the	eleven	brothers	into	prison,	and	they	were	to	be
executed	very	shortly	because	they	had	not	brought	him	the	coverlet.	Esben	now
went	up	to	the	king	and	gave	him	the	coverlet,	with	which	the	king	was	greatly
delighted.	When	he	touched	it,	it	could	be	heard	over	eight	kingdoms,	and	all	the
other	kings	sat	and	were	angry	because	they	had	not	one	like	it.
Esben	also	 told	how	everything	had	happened,	 and	how	Sir	Red	had	done	 the
brothers	all	the	ill	he	could	devise	because	he	was	envious	of	them.	The	brothers
were	at	once	set	at	liberty,	while	Sir	Red,	for	his	wickedness,	was	hanged	on	the
highest	tree	that	could	be	found,	and	so	he	got	the	reward	he	deserved.
Much	was	made	of	Esben	and	his	brothers,	and	 these	now	thanked	him	for	all
that	he	had	done	for	them.	The	twelve	of	them	received	as	much	gold	and	silver
as	 they	could	carry,	 and	betook	 themselves	home	 to	 their	old	 father.	When	he
saw	again	his	twelve	sons,	whom	he	had	never	expected	to	see	more,	he	was	so
glad	that	he	wept	for	joy.	The	brothers	told	him	how	much	Esben	had	done,	and
how	he	had	saved	their	lives,	and	from	that	time	forward	he	was	no	longer	the
butt	of	the	rest	at	home.
	



THE	DEATH	OF	CHANTICLEER

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WERE	a	Cock	and	a	Hen,	who	walked	out	into	the
field,	and	scratched,	and	scraped,	and	scrabbled.	All	at	once,	Chanticleer	found	a
burr	of	hop,	and	Partlet	found	a	barley-corn;	and	they	said	they	would	make	malt
and	brew	Yule	ale.
"Oh!	 I	 pluck	barley,	 and	 I	malt,	 and	 I	 brew	ale,	 and	 the	 ale	 is	 good,"	 cackled
dame	Partlet.
"Is	the	wort	strong	enough?"	crew	Chanticleer;	and	as	he	crowed	he	flew	up	on
the	edge	of	the	cask,	and	tried	to	have	a	taste;	but,	just	as	he	bent	over	to	drink	a
drop,	he	took	to	flapping	his	wings,	and	so	he	fell	head	over	heels	into	the	cask,
and	was	drowned.
When	 dame	 Partlet	 saw	 that,	 she	 clean	 lost	 her	 wits,	 and	 flew	 up	 into	 the
chimney-corner,	 and	 fell	 a-screaming	and	 screeching	out.	 "Harm	 in	 the	house!
harm	in	the	house!"	she	screeched	out	all	in	a	breath,	and	there	was	no	stopping
her.
"What	ails	you,	dame	Partlet,	 that	you	sit	 there	sobbing	and	sighing?"	said	 the
Handquern.
"Why	not?"	said	dame	Partlet;	"when	good	man	Chanticleer	has	fallen	into	the
cask	and	drowned	himself,	and	lies	dead?	That’s	why	I	sigh	and	sob."
"Well,	if	I	can	do	naught	else,	I	will	grind	and	groan,"	said	the	Handquern;	and
so	it	fell	to	grinding	as	fast	as	it	could.
When	 the	Chair	heard	 that,	 it	 said,	 "What	 ails	you,	Handquern,	 that	you	grind
and	groan	so	fast	and	oft?"
"Why	 not,	 when	 good	man	 Chanticleer	 has	 fallen	 into	 the	 cask	 and	 drowned
himself;	 and	 dame	 Partlet	 sits	 in	 the	 ingle,	 and	 sighs	 and	 sobs?	 That’s	why	 I
grind	and	groan,"	said	the	Handquern.
"If	I	can	do	naught	else,	 I	will	crack,"	said	 the	Chair;	and,	with	 that,	he	fell	 to
creaking	and	cracking.



When	the	Door	heard	 that,	 it	said,	"What’s	 the	matter?	Why	do	you	creak	and
crack	so,	Mr.	Chair?"
"Why	not?"	said	the	Chair;	"good	man	Chanticleer	has	fallen	into	the	cask	and
drowned	 himself;	 dame	 Partlet	 sits	 in	 the	 ingle,	 sighing	 and	 sobbing;	 and	 the
Handquern	 grinds	 and	 groans.	 That’s	why	 I	 creak	 and	 crackle,	 and	 croak	 and
crack."
"Well,"	said	the	Door,	"if	I	can	do	naught	else,	I	can	rattle	and	bang,	and	whistle
and	 slam;"	 and,	 with	 that,	 it	 began	 to	 open	 and	 shut,	 and	 bang	 and	 slam,	 it
deaved	one	to	hear,	and	all	one’s	teeth	chattered.
All	 this	 the	Stove	heard,	and	 it	opened	its	mouth	and	called	out,	"Door!	Door!
why	all	this	slamming	and	banging?"
"Why	not?"	said	the	Door;	"when	good	man	Chanticleer	has	fallen	into	the	cask
and	 drowned	 himself;	 dame	 Partlet	 sits	 in	 the	 ingle,	 sighing	 and	 sobbing;	 the
Handquern	 grinds	 and	 groans,	 and	 the	 Chair	 creaks	 and	 cracks.	 That’s	 why	 I
bang	and	slam."
"Well,"	said	the	Stove,	"if	I	can	do	naught	else,	I	can	smoulder	and	smoke;"	and
so	it	fell	a-smoking	and	steaming	till	the	room	was	all	in	a	cloud.
The	 Axe	 saw	 this,	 as	 it	 stood	 outside,	 and	 peeped	 with	 its	 shaft	 through	 the
window.	 "What’s	 all	 this	 smoke	 about,	Mrs.	 Stove?"	 said	 the	Axe,	 in	 a	 sharp
voice.
"Why	not?	said	the	Stove;	"when	good	man	Chanticleer	has	fallen	into	the	cask
and	 drowned	 himself;	 dame	 Partlet	 sits	 in	 the	 ingle,	 sighing	 and	 sobbing;	 the
Handquern	grinds	and	groans;	the	Chair	creaks	and	cracks,	and	the	Door	bangs
and	slams.	That’s	why	I	smoke	and	steam."
"Well,	if	I	can	do	naught	else,	I	can	reave	and	rend,"	said	the	Axe;	and,	with	that,
it	fell	to	riving	and	rending	all	round	about.	This	the	Aspen	stood	by	and	saw.
"Why	do	you	reave	and	rend	everything	so,	Mr.	Axe?"	said	the	Aspen.
"Goodman	Chanticleer	has	 fallen	 into	 the	ale-cask	and	drowned	himself,"	 said
the	 Axe;	 "dame	 Partlet	 sits	 in	 the	 ingle,	 sighing	 and	 sobbing;	 the	 Handquern
grinds	and	groans;	the	Chair	creaks	and	cracks;	the	Door	slams	and	bangs,	and
the	Stove	smokes	and	steams.	That’s	why	I	reave	and	rend	all	about."
"Well,	if	I	can	do	naught	else,"	said	the	Aspen,	"I	can	quiver	and	quake	in	all	my
leaves;"	so	it	grew	all	of	a	quake.
The	 Birds	 saw	 this,	 and	 twittered	 out,	 "Why	 do	 you	 quiver	 and	 quake,	Miss
Aspen?"
"Good	man	Chanticleer	has	fallen	into	the	ale-cask	and	drowned	himself,"	said
the	Aspen,	with	a	 trembling	voice;	 "dame	Partlet	 sits	 in	 the	 ingle,	 sighing	and



sobbing;	 the	 Handquern	 grinds	 and	 groans;	 the	 Chair	 creaks	 and	 cracks;	 the
Door	 slams	 and	 bangs;	 the	 Stove	 steams	 and	 smokes;	 and	 the	 Axe	 rives	 and
rends.	That’s	why	I	quiver	and	quake."
Well,	if	we	can	do	naught	else,	we	will	pluck	off	all	our	feathers,"	said	the	Birds;
and,	with	that,	they	fell	a-pilling	and	plucking	themselves	till	the	room	was	full
of	feathers.
This	the	Master	stood	by	and	saw,	and,	when	the	feathers	flew	about	like	fun,	he
asked	the	Birds,	"Why	do	you	pluck	off	all	your	feathers,	you	Birds?"
"Oh!	good	man	Chanticleer	has	 fallen	 into	 the	ale-cask	and	drowned	himself,"
twittered	out	 the	Birds;	"dame	Partlet	sits	sighing	and	sobbing	in	the	ingle;	 the
Handquern	grinds	and	groans;	the	Chair	creaks	and	cracks;	the	Door	slams	and
bangs;	 the	 Stove	 smokes	 and	 steams;	 the	Axe	 rives	 and	 rends,	 and	 the	Aspen
quivers	and	quakes.	That’s	why	we	are	pilling	and	plucking	all	our	feathers	off."
"Well,	 if	 I	 can	do	nothing	 else,	 I	 can	 tear	 the	 brooms	 asunder,"	 said	 the	man;
and,	with	 that,	 he	 fell	 tearing	 and	 tossing	 the	 brooms	 till	 the	 birch-twigs	 flew
about	east	and	west.
The	goody	stood	cooking	porridge	for	supper,	and	saw	all	this.
"Why,	man!"	she	called	out;	"what	are	you	tearing	the	brooms	to	bits	for?"
"Oh!"	 said	 the	 man,	 "good	 man	 Chanticleer	 has	 fallen	 into	 the	 ale-vat	 and
drowned	 himself;	 dame	 Partlet	 sits	 sighing	 and	 sobbing	 in	 the	 ingle;	 the
Handquern	grinds	and	groans;	the	Chair	cracks	and	creaks;	the	Door	slams	and
bangs;	the	Stove	smokes	and	steams;	the	Axe	rives	and	rends;	the	Aspen	quivers
and	quakes;	 the	Birds	are	pilling	and	plucking	all	 their	 feathers	off,	 and	 that’s
why	I	am	tearing	the	besoms	to	bits."
"So,	so!"	said	the	goody;	"then	I’ll	dash	the	porridge	over	all	the	walls;"	and	she
did	it;	for	she	took	one	spoonful	after	the	other	and	dashed	it	against	the	walls,
so	that	no	one	could	see	what	they	were	made	of	for	very	porridge.
That	was	how	they	drank	the	burial	ale	after	good	man	Chanticleer,	who	fell	into
the	brewing-vat	and	was	drowned;	and,	if	you	don’t	believe	it,	you	may	set	off
there	and	have	a	taste	both	of	the	ale	and	the	porridge.
	



HANS,	THE	MERMAID’S	SON

Adapted	from	the	Danish	original
by	Andrew	Lang

	

	

IN	A	VILLAGE	THERE	ONCE	LIVED	a	smith	called	Basmus,	who	was	in	a
very	poor	way.	He	was	still	a	young	man,	and	a	strong	handsome	fellow	to	boot,
but	he	had	many	little	children	and	there	was	little	to	be	earned	by	his	trade.	He
was,	however,	a	diligent	and	hard-working	man,	and	when	he	had	no	work	in	the
smithy	he	was	out	at	sea	fishing,	or	gathering	wreckage	on	the	shore.
It	happened	one	time	that	he	had	gone	out	to	fish	in	good	weather,	all	alone	in	a
little	boat,	but	he	did	not	come	home	that	day,	nor	the	following	one,	so	that	all
believed	he	had	perished	out	at	sea.	On	the	third	day,	however,	Basmus	came	to
shore	again	and	had	his	boat	full	of	fish,	so	big	and	fat	that	no	one	had	ever	seen
their	like.	There	was	nothing	the	matter	with	him,	and	he	complained	neither	of
hunger	or	 thirst.	He	had	got	 into	a	 fog,	he	said,	and	could	not	 find	 land	again.
What	 he	 did	 not	 tell,	 however,	was	where	 he	 had	 been	 all	 the	 time;	 that	 only
came	out	six	years	later,	when	people	got	to	know	that	he	had	been	caught	by	a
mermaid	out	on	the	deep	sea,	and	had	been	her	guest	during	the	three	days	that
he	was	missing.	From	that	time	forth	he	went	out	no	more	to	fish;	nor,	indeed,
did	he	require	to	do	so,	for	whenever	he	went	down	to	the	shore	it	never	failed
that	 some	wreckage	was	washed	 up,	 and	 in	 it	 all	 kinds	 of	 valuable	 things.	 In
those	days	everyone	 took	what	 they	found	and	got	 leave	 to	keep	 it,	so	 that	 the
smith	grew	more	prosperous	day	by	day.
When	seven	years	had	passed	since	the	smith	went	out	 to	sea,	 it	happened	one
morning,	as	he	stood	in	 the	smithy,	mending	a	plough,	 that	a	handsome	young
lad	came	in	 to	him	and	said,	‘Good-day,	father;	my	mother	 the	mermaid	sends
her	greetings,	and	says	that	she	has	had	me	for	six	years	now,	and	you	can	keep
me	for	as	long.’
He	was	 a	 strange	 enough	boy	 to	be	 six	years	old,	 for	he	 looked	as	 if	 he	were
eighteen,	and	was	even	bigger	and	stronger	than	lads	commonly	are	at	that	age.
‘Will	you	have	a	bite	of	bread?’	said	the	smith.
‘Oh,	yes,’	said	Hans,	for	that	was	his	name.
The	smith	then	told	his	wife	to	cut	a	piece	of	bread	for	him.	She	did	so,	and	the



boy	swallowed	it	at	one	mouthful	and	went	out	again	to	the	smithy	to	his	father.
‘Have	you	got	all	you	can	eat?’	said	the	smith.
‘No,’	said	Hans,	‘that	was	just	a	little	bit.’
The	 smith	went	 into	 the	 house	 and	 took	 a	whole	 loaf,	 which	 he	 cut	 into	 two
slices	and	put	butter	 and	cheese	between	 them,	and	 this	he	gave	 to	Hans.	 In	a
while	the	boy	came	out	to	the	smithy	again.
‘Well,	have	you	got	as	much	as	you	can	eat?’	said	the	smith.
‘No,	not	nearly,’	said	Hans;	‘I	must	try	to	find	a	better	place	than	this,	for	I	can
see	that	I	shall	never	get	my	fill	here.’
Hans	wished	to	set	off	at	once,	as	soon	as	his	father	would	make	a	staff	for	him
of	such	a	kind	as	he	wanted.
‘It	must	be	of	iron,’	said	he,	‘and	one	that	can	hold	out.’
The	smith	brought	him	an	iron	rod	as	thick	as	an	ordinary	staff,	but	Hans	took	it
and	 twisted	 it	 round	 his	 finger,	 so	 that	 wouldn’t	 do.	 Then	 the	 smith	 came
dragging	one	as	thick	as	a	waggon-pole,	but	Hans	bent	it	over	his	knee	and	broke
it	like	a	straw.	The	smith	then	had	to	collect	all	the	iron	he	had,	and	Hans	held	it
while	his	father	forged	for	him	a	staff,	which	was	heavier	than	the	anvil.	When
Hans	had	got	this	he	said,	‘Many	thanks,	father;	now	I	have	got	my	inheritance.’
With	this	he	set	off	into	the	country,	and	the	smith	was	very	pleased	to	be	rid	of
that	son,	before	he	ate	him	out	of	house	and	home.
Hans	first	arrived	at	a	large	estate,	and	it	so	happened	that	the	squire	himself	was
standing	outside	the	farmyard.
‘Where	are	you	going?’	said	the	squire.
‘I	am	looking	for	a	place,’	said	Hans,	‘where	they	have	need	of	strong	fellows,
and	can	give	them	plenty	to	eat.’
‘Well,’	 said	 the	 squire,	 ‘I	 generally	 have	 twenty-four	 men	 at	 this	 time	 of	 the
year,	but	I	have	only	twelve	just	now,	so	I	can	easily	take	you	on.’
‘Very	well,’	said	Hans,	‘I	shall	easily	do	twelve	men’s	work,	but	then	I	must	also
have	as	much	to	eat	as	the	twelve	would.’
All	 this	was	agreed	 to,	 and	 the	 squire	 took	Hans	 into	 the	kitchen,	and	 told	 the
servant	girls	that	the	new	man	was	to	have	as	much	food	as	the	other	twelve.	It
was	 arranged	 that	 he	 should	 have	 a	 pot	 to	 himself,	 and	 he	 could	 then	 use	 the
ladle	to	take	his	food	with.
It	was	 in	 the	evening	 that	Hans	arrived	 there,	 so	he	did	nothing	more	 that	day
than	eat	his	supper	-	a	big	pot	of	buck-wheat	porridge,	which	he	cleaned	to	the
bottom	and	was	 then	so	 far	 satisfied	 that	he	 said	he	could	sleep	on	 that,	 so	he
went	off	to	bed.	He	slept	both	well	and	long,	and	all	the	rest	were	up	and	at	their



work	while	he	was	still	sleeping	soundly.	The	squire	was	also	on	foot,	for	he	was
curious	to	see	how	the	new	man	would	behave	who	was	both	to	eat	and	work	for
twelve.
But	 as	yet	 there	was	no	Hans	 to	be	 seen,	 and	 the	 sun	was	 already	high	 in	 the
heavens,	so	the	squire	himself	went	and	called	on	him.
‘Get	up,	Hans,’	he	cried;	‘you	are	sleeping	too	long.’
Hans	woke	up	and	rubbed	his	eyes.	‘Yes,	that’s	true,’	he	said,	‘I	must	get	up	and
have	my	breakfast.’
So	he	rose	and	dressed	himself,	and	went	into	the	kitchen,	where	he	got	his	pot
of	porridge;	he	swallowed	all	of	this,	and	then	asked	what	work	he	was	to	have.
He	was	 to	 thresh	 that	 day,	 said	 the	 squire;	 the	other	 twelve	men	were	 already
busy	at	it.	There	were	twelve	threshing-floors,	and	the	twelve	men	were	at	work
on	 six	 of	 them	 -	 two	on	 each.	Hans	must	 thresh	by	himself	 all	 that	was	 lying
upon	the	other	six	floors.	He	went	out	to	the	barn	and	got	hold	of	a	flail.	Then	he
looked	 to	see	how	the	others	did	 it	and	did	 the	same,	but	at	 the	 first	 stroke	he
smashed	 the	 flail	 in	 pieces.	There	were	 several	 flails	 hanging	 there,	 and	Hans
took	the	one	after	the	other,	but	they	all	went	the	same	way,	every	one	flying	in
splinters	 at	 the	 first	 stroke.	He	 then	 looked	 round	 for	 something	 else	 to	work
with,	 and	 found	 a	 pair	 of	 strong	 beams	 lying	 near.	Next	 he	 caught	 sight	 of	 a
horse-hide	nailed	up	on	the	barn-door.	With	the	beams	he	made	a	flail,	using	the
skin	 to	 tie	 them	 together.	The	one	beam	he	used	as	 a	handle,	 and	 the	other	 to
strike	with,	and	now	that	was	all	right.	But	the	barn	was	too	low,	there	was	no
room	to	swing	the	flail,	and	the	floors	were	too	small.	Hans,	however,	found	a
remedy	for	this	-	he	simply	lifted	the	whole	roof	off	the	barn,	and	set	it	down	in
the	field	beside.	He	then	emptied	down	all	the	corn	that	he	could	lay	his	hands
on	and	threshed	away.	He	went	through	one	lot	after	another,	and	it	was	all	the
same	 to	 him	 what	 he	 got	 hold	 of,	 so	 before	 midday	 he	 had	 threshed	 all	 the
squire’s	 grain,	 his	 rye	 and	wheat	 and	 barley	 and	 oats,	 all	mixed	 through	 each
other.	When	he	was	finished	with	 this,	he	 lifted	 the	roof	up	on	 the	barn	again,
like	setting	a	lid	on	a	box,	and	went	in	and	told	the	squire	that	the	job	was	done.
The	squire	opened	his	eyes	at	this	announcement;	and	came	out	to	see	if	it	was
really	 true.	 It	 was	 true,	 sure	 enough,	 but	 he	 was	 scarcely	 delighted	 with	 the
mixed	grain	that	he	got	from	all	his	crops.	However,	when	he	saw	the	flail	that
Hans	had	used,	and	learned	how	he	had	made	room	for	himself	to	swing	it,	he
was	so	afraid	of	the	strong	fellow,	that	he	dared	not	say	anything,	except	that	it
was	a	good	thing	he	had	got	it	threshed;	but	it	had	still	to	be	cleaned.
‘What	does	that	mean?’	asked	Hans.
It	was	explained	 to	him	that	 the	corn	and	 the	chaff	had	 to	be	separated;	as	yet
both	were	lying	in	one	heap,	right	up	to	the	roof.	Hans	began	to	take	up	a	little



and	 sift	 it	 in	 his	 hands,	 but	 he	 soon	 saw	 that	 this	 would	 never	 do.	 He	 soon
thought	of	a	plan,	however;	he	opened	both	barn-doors,	and	then	lay	down	at	one
end	and	blew,	so	that	all	the	chaff	flew	out	and	lay	like	a	sand-bank	at	the	other
end	of	the	barn,	and	the	grain	was	as	clean	as	it	could	be.	Then	he	reported	to	the
squire	that	that	job	also	was	done.	The	squire	said	that	that	was	well;	there	was
nothing	more	for	him	to	do	 that	day.	Off	went	Hans	 to	 the	kitchen,	and	got	as
much	 as	 he	 could	 eat;	 then	 he	 went	 and	 took	 a	midday	 nap	 which	 lasted	 till
supper-time.
Meanwhile	 the	 squire	 was	 quite	 miserable,	 and	 made	 his	 moan	 to	 his	 wife,
saying	 that	she	must	help	him	 to	 find	some	means	 to	getting	 rid	of	 this	strong
fellow,	for	he	durst	not	give	him	his	leave.	She	sent	for	the	steward,	and	it	was
arranged	that	next	day	all	the	men	should	go	to	the	forest	for	fire-wood,	and	that
they	should	make	a	bargain	among	them,	that	the	one	who	came	home	last	with
his	load	should	be	hanged.	They	thought	they	could	easily	manage	that	it	would
be	Hans	who	would	lose	his	life,	for	the	others	would	be	early	on	the	road,	while
Hans	would	certainly	oversleep	himself.	 In	 the	evening,	 therefore,	 the	men	sat
and	 talked	 together,	 saying	 that	 next	 morning	 they	 must	 set	 out	 early	 to	 the
forest,	and	as	they	had	a	hard	day’s	work	and	a	long	journey	before	them,	they
would,	 for	 their	 amusement,	 make	 a	 compact,	 that	 whichever	 of	 them	 came
home	 last	 with	 his	 load	 should	 lose	 his	 life	 on	 the	 gallows.	 So	 Hans	 had	 no
objections	to	make.
Long	before	the	sun	was	up	next	morning,	all	the	twelve	men	were	on	foot.	They
took	all	the	best	horses	and	carts,	and	drove	off	to	the	forest.	Hans,	however,	lay
and	slept	on,	and	the	squire	said,	‘Just	let	him	lie.’
At	last,	Hans	thought	it	was	time	to	have	his	breakfast,	so	he	got	up	and	put	on
his	clothes.	He	took	plenty	of	time	to	his	breakfast,	and	then	went	out	to	get	his
horse	and	cart	ready.	The	others	had	taken	everything	that	was	any	good,	so	that
he	had	a	difficulty	in	scraping	together	four	wheels	of	different	sizes	and	fixing
them	to	an	old	cart,	and	he	could	find	no	other	horses	than	a	pair	of	old	hacks.
He	did	not	know	where	it	lay,	but	he	followed	the	track	of	the	other	carts,	and	in
that	way	came	 to	 it	all	 right.	On	coming	 to	 the	gate	 leading	 into	 the	 forest,	he
was	unfortunate	enough	to	break	it	 in	pieces,	so	he	 took	a	huge	stone	that	was
lying	on	the	field,	seven	ells	long,	and	seven	ells	broad,	and	set	this	in	the	gap,
then	he	went	on	and	 joined	 the	others.	These	 laughed	at	him	heartily,	 for	 they
had	laboured	as	hard	as	they	could	since	daybreak,	and	had	helped	each	other	to
fell	trees	and	put	them	on	the	carts,	so	that	all	of	these	were	now	loaded	except
one.
Hans	got	hold	of	a	woodman’s	axe	and	proceeded	to	fell	a	tree,	but	he	destroyed
the	edge	and	broke	the	shaft	at	the	first	blow.	He	therefore	laid	down	the	axe,	put
his	 arms	 round	 the	 tree,	 and	pulled	 it	 up	by	 the	 roots.	This	he	 threw	upon	his
cart,	 and	 then	 another	 and	 another,	 and	 thus	 he	 went	 on	 while	 all	 the	 others



forgot	their	work,	and	stood	with	open	mouths,	gazing	at	this	strange	woodcraft.
All	at	once	they	began	to	hurry;	 the	last	cart	was	loaded,	and	they	whipped	up
their	horses,	so	as	to	be	the	first	to	arrive	home.
When	Hans	had	finished	his	work,	he	again	put	his	old	hacks	into	the	cart,	but
they	could	not	move	it	from	the	spot.	He	was	annoyed	at	this,	and	took	them	out
again,	twisted	a	rope	round	the	cart,	and	all	the	trees,	lifted	the	whole	affair	on
his	back,	and	set	off	home,	leading	the	horses	behind	him	by	the	rein.	When	he
reached	the	gate,	he	found	the	whole	row	of	carts	standing	there,	unable	to	get
any	further	for	the	stone	which	lay	in	the	gap.
‘What!’	said	Hans,	‘can	twelve	men	not	move	that	stone?’	With	that	he	lifted	it
and	 threw	it	out	of	 the	way,	and	went	on	with	his	burden	on	his	back,	and	 the
horses	behind	him,	 and	 arrived	 at	 the	 farm	 long	before	 any	of	 the	others.	The
squire	was	walking	about	there,	looking	and	looking,	for	he	was	very	curious	to
know	what	had	happened.	Finally,	he	caught	sight	of	Hans	coming	along	in	this
fashion,	and	was	so	frightened	that	he	did	not	know	what	to	do,	but	he	shut	the
gate	and	put	on	 the	bar.	When	Hans	 reached	 the	gate	of	 the	courtyard,	he	 laid
down	the	trees	and	hammered	at	it,	but	no	one	came	to	open	it.	He	then	took	the
trees	and	tossed	them	over	the	barn	into	the	yard,	and	the	cart	after	them,	so	that
every	wheel	flew	off	in	a	different	direction.
When	the	squire	saw	this,	he	thought	to	himself,	‘The	horses	will	come	the	same
way	if	I	don’t	open	the	door,’	so	he	did	this.
‘Good	day,	master,’	said	Hans,	and	put	the	horses	into	the	stable,	and	went	into
the	kitchen,	 to	get	 something	 to	eat.	At	 length	 the	other	men	came	home	with
their	 loads.	 When	 they	 came	 in,	 Hans	 said	 to	 them,	 ‘Do	 you	 remember	 the
bargain	we	made	last	night?	Which	of	you	is	it	that’s	going	to	be	hanged?’	‘Oh,’
said	 they,	 ‘that	was	only	a	 joke;	 it	didn’t	mean	anything.’	 ‘Oh	well,	 it	doesn’t
matter,	‘said	Hans,	and	there	was	no	more	about	it.
The	 squire,	 however,	 and	 his	 wife	 and	 the	 steward,	 had	much	 to	 say	 to	 each
other	about	the	terrible	man	they	had	got,	and	all	were	agreed	that	they	must	get
rid	of	him	in	some	way	or	other.	The	steward	said	that	he	would	manage	this	all
right.	 Next	 morning	 they	 were	 to	 clean	 the	 well,	 and	 they	 would	 use	 of	 that
opportunity.	They	would	get	him	down	into	the	well,	and	then	have	a	big	mill-
stone	ready	to	throw	down	on	top	of	him	-	that	would	settle	him.	After	that	they
could	just	fill	in	the	well,	and	then	escape	being	at	any	expense	for	his	funeral.
Both	 the	 squire	 and	 his	 wife	 thought	 this	 a	 splendid	 idea,	 and	 went	 about
rejoicing	at	the	thought	that	now	they	would	get	rid	of	Hans.
But	Hans	was	hard	 to	kill,	 as	we	 shall	 see.	He	 slept	 long	next	morning,	 as	he
always	did,	and	finally,	as	he	would	not	waken	by	himself,	the	squire	had	to	go
and	call	him.	‘Get	up,	Hans,	you	are	sleeping	too	long,’	he	cried.	Hans	woke	up
and	rubbed	his	eyes.	‘That’s	so,’	said	he,	‘I	shall	rise	and	have	my	breakfast.’	He



got	 up	 then	 and	 dressed	 himself,	 while	 the	 breakfast	 stood	 waiting	 for	 him.
When	he	had	finished	the	whole	of	this,	he	asked	what	he	was	to	do	that	day.	He
was	told	to	help	the	other	men	to	clean	out	the	well.	That	was	all	right,	and	he
went	out	 and	 found	 the	other	men	waiting	 for	 him.	To	 these	he	 said	 that	 they
could	choose	whichever	task	they	liked	-	either	to	go	down	into	the	well	and	fill
the	buckets	while	 he	pulled	 them	up,	 or	 pull	 them	up,	 and	he	 alone	would	go
down	 to	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 well.	 They	 answered	 that	 they	 would	 rather	 stay
above-ground,	as	there	would	be	no	room	for	so	many	of	them	down	in	the	well.
Hans	 therefore	went	down	alone,	and	began	to	clean	out	 the	well,	but	 the	men
had	arranged	how	they	were	to	act,	and	immediately	each	of	them	seized	a	stone
from	a	heap	of	huge	blocks,	and	 threw	 them	down	above	him,	 thinking	 to	kill
him	with	 these.	Hans,	however,	gave	no	more	heed	 to	 this	 than	 to	shout	up	 to
them,	to	keep	the	hens	away	from	the	well,	for	they	were	scraping	gravel	down
on	the	top	of	him.
They	then	saw	that	they	could	not	kill	him	with	little	stones,	but	they	had	still	the
big	one	 left.	The	whole	 twelve	of	 them	set	 to	work	with	poles	and	 rollers	and
rolled	 the	 big	 mill-stone	 to	 the	 brink	 of	 the	 well.	 It	 was	 with	 the	 greatest
difficulty	that	they	got	it	thrown	down	there,	and	now	they	had	no	doubt	that	he
had	got	all	that	he	wanted.	But	the	stone	happened	to	fall	so	luckily	that	his	head
went	right	 through	the	hole	in	the	middle	of	 the	mill-stone,	so	that	 it	sat	round
his	neck	like	a	priest’s	collar.	At	this,	Hans	would	stay	down	no	longer.	He	came
out	of	the	well,	with	the	mill-stone	round	his	neck,	ad	went	straight	to	the	squire
and	complained	that	the	other	men	were	trying	to	make	a	fool	of	him.	He	would
not	be	their	priest,	he	said,	he	had	too	little	learning	for	that.	Saying	this,	he	bent
down	his	head	and	shook	the	stone	off,	so	that	it	crushed	one	of	the	squire’s	big
toes.
The	squire	went	limping	in	to	his	wife,	and	the	steward	was	sent	for.	He	was	told
that	he	must	devise	some	plan	for	getting	rid	of	this	terrible	person.	The	scheme
he	had	devised	before	had	been	of	no	use,	and	now	good	counsel	was	scarce.
‘Oh,	no’	said	the	steward,	‘there	are	good	enough	ways	yet.	The	squire	can	send
him	 this	 evening	 to	 fish	 in	 Devilmoss	 Lake:	 he	 will	 never	 escape	 alive	 from
there,	for	no	one	can	go	there	by	night	for	Old	Eric.’
That	was	a	grand	idea,	both	the	squire	and	his	wife	thought,	and	so	he	limped	out
again	to	Hans,	and	said	that	he	would	punish	his	men	for	having	tried	to	make	a
fool	of	him.	Meanwhile,	Hans	could	do	a	little	job	where	he	would	be	free	from
these	rascals.	He	should	go	out	on	the	lake	and	fish	there	that	night,	and	would
then	be	free	from	all	work	on	the	following	day.
‘All	right,’	said	Hans;	‘I	am	well	content	with	that,	but	I	must	have	something
with	me	to	eat	-	a	baking	of	bread,	a	cask	of	butter,	a	barrel	of	ale,	and	a	keg	of
brandy.	I	can’t	do	with	less	than	that.’



The	squire	said	that	he	could	easily	get	all	that,	so	Hans	got	all	of	these	tied	up
together,	hung	 them	over	his	 shoulder	on	his	good	 staff,	 and	 tramped	away	 to
Devilmoss	Lake.
There	he	got	into	the	boat,	rowed	out	upon	the	lake,	and	got	everything	ready	to
fish.	As	he	now	lay	out	there	in	the	middle	of	the	lake,	and	it	was	pretty	late	in
the	evening,	he	thought	he	would	have	something	to	eat	first,	before	starting	to
work.	Just	as	he	was	at	his	busiest	with	this,	Old	Eric	rose	out	of	the	lake,	caught
him	by	the	cuff	of	the	neck,	whipped	him	out	of	the	boat,	and	dragged	him	down
to	the	bottom.	It	was	a	lucky	thing	that	Hans	had	his	walking-stick	with	him	that
day,	and	had	 just	 time	 to	catch	hold	of	 it	when	he	 felt	Old	Eric’s	claws	 in	his
neck,	so	when	they	got	down	to	the	bottom	he	said,	‘Stop	now,	just	wait	a	little;
here	is	solid	ground.’	With	that	he	caught	Old	Eric	by	the	back	of	the	neck	with
one	hand,	and	hammered	away	on	his	back	with	the	staff,	till	he	beat	him	out	as
flat	as	a	pancake.	Old	Eric	then	began	to	lament	and	howl,	begging	him	just	to
let	him	go,	and	he	would	never	come	back	to	the	lake	again.
‘No,	my	good	fellow,’	said	Hans,	‘you	won’t	get	off	until	you	promise	to	bring
all	the	fish	in	the	lake	up	to	the	squire’s	courtyard,	before	tomorrow	morning.’
Old	Eric	eagerly	promised	this,	 if	Hans	would	only	let	him	go;	so	Hans	rowed
ashore,	ate	up	the	rest	of	his	provisions,	and	went	home	to	bed.
Next	morning,	when	 the	 squire	 rose	 and	 opened	 his	 front	 door,	 the	 fish	 came
tumbling	into	the	porch,	and	the	whole	yard	was	crammed	full	of	them.	He	ran
in	again	to	his	wife,	for	he	could	never	devise	anything	himself,	and	said	to	her,
‘What	shall	we	do	with	him	now?	Old	Eric	hasn’t	taken	him.	I	am	certain	that	all
the	fish	are	out	of	the	lake,	for	the	yard	is	just	filled	with	them.’
‘Yes,	that’s	a	bad	business,’	said	she;	‘you	must	see	if	you	can’t	get	him	sent	to
Purgatory,	 to	demand	tribute.’	The	squire	 therefore	made	his	way	to	 the	men’s
quarters,	to	speak	to	Hans,	and	it	took	him	all	his	time	to	push	his	way	along	the
walls,	 under	 the	 eaves,	 on	 account	 of	 the	 fish	 that	 filled	 the	 yard.	He	 thanked
Hans	 for	 having	 fished	 so	well,	 and	 said	 that	 now	 he	 had	 an	 errand	 for	 him,
which	 he	 could	 only	 give	 to	 a	 trusty	 servant,	 and	 that	 was	 to	 journey	 to
Purgatory,	 and	 demand	 three	 years	 tribute,	 which,	 he	 said,	 was	 owing	 to	 him
from	that	quarter.
‘Willingly,’	said	Hans;	‘but	what	road	do	I	go,	to	get	there?’
The	squire	stood,	and	did	not	know	what	to	say,	and	had	first	to	go	in	to	his	wife
to	ask	her.
‘Oh,	what	a	fool	you	are!’	said	she,	‘can’t	you	direct	him	straight	forward,	south
through	the	wood?	Whether	he	gets	there	or	not,	we	shall	be	quit	of	him.’
Out	goes	the	squire	again	to	Hans.
‘The	way	lies	straight	forward,	south	through	the	wood,’	said	he.



Hans	then	must	have	his	provisions	for	the	journey;	 two	bakings	of	bread,	 two
casks	of	butter,	two	barrels	of	ale,	and	two	kegs	of	brandy.	He	tied	all	these	up
together,	and	got	 them	on	his	shoulder	hanging	on	his	good	walking-stick,	and
off	he	tramped	southward.
After	he	had	got	through	the	wood,	there	was	more	than	one	road,	and	he	was	in
doubt	which	of	them	was	the	right	one,	so	he	sat	down	and	opened	up	his	bundle
of	provisions.	He	found	he	had	left	his	knife	at	home,	but	by	good	chance,	there
was	a	plough	lying	close	at	hand,	so	he	took	the	coulter	of	this	to	cut	the	bread
with.	As	he	sat	there	and	took	his	bite,	a	man	came	riding	past	him.
‘Where	are	you	from?’	said	Hans.
‘From	Purgatory,’	said	the	man.
‘Then	stop	and	wait	a	little,’	said	Hans;	but	the	man	was	in	a	hurry,	and	would
not	stop,	so	Hans	ran	after	him	and	caught	the	horse	by	the	tail.	This	brought	it
down	on	its	hind	legs,	and	the	man	went	flying	over	its	head	into	a	ditch.	‘Just
wait	a	little,’	said	Hans;	‘I	am	going	the	same	way.’	He	got	his	provisions	tied	up
again,	and	laid	them	on	the	horse’s	back;	then	he	took	hold	of	the	reins	and	said
to	the	man,	‘We	two	can	go	along	together	on	foot.’
As	they	went	on	their	way	Hans	told	the	stranger	both	about	the	errand	he	had	on
hand	and	the	fun	he	had	had	with	Old	Eric.	The	other	said	but	little	but	he	was
well	acquainted	with	the	way,	and	it	was	no	long	time	before	they	arrived	at	the
gate.	There	both	horse	and	rider	disappeared,	and	Hans	was	 left	alone	outside.
‘They	 will	 come	 and	 let	 me	 in	 presently,’	 he	 thought	 to	 himself;	 but	 no	 one
came.	 He	 hammered	 at	 the	 gate;	 still	 no	 one	 appeared.	 Then	 he	 got	 tired	 of
waiting,	and	smashed	at	the	gate	with	his	staff	until	he	knocked	it	in	pieces	and
got	inside.	A	whole	troop	of	little	demons	came	down	upon	him	and	asked	what
he	 wanted.	 His	 master’s	 compliments,	 said	 Hans,	 and	 he	 wanted	 three	 years’
tribute.	At	this	they	howled	at	him,	and	were	about	to	lay	hold	of	him	and	drag
him	 off;	 but	when	 they	 had	 got	 some	 raps	 from	 his	walking-stick	 they	 let	 go
again,	howled	still	 louder	 than	before,	and	ran	 in	 to	Old	Eric,	who	was	still	 in
bed,	after	his	adventure	 in	 the	 lake.	They	 told	him	 that	a	messenger	had	come
from	the	squire	at	Devilmoss	to	demand	three	years’	tribute.	He	had	knocked	the
gate	to	pieces	and	bruised	their	arms	and	legs	with	his	iron	staff.
‘Give	 him	 three	 years’!	 give	 him	 ten!’	 shouted	 Old	 Eric,	 ‘only	 don’t	 let	 him
come	near	me.’
So	 all	 the	 little	 demons	 came	 dragging	 so	 much	 silver	 and	 gold	 that	 it	 was
something	awful.	Hans	filled	his	bundle	with	gold	and	silver	coins,	put	it	on	his
neck,	 and	 tramped	 back	 to	 his	master,	who	was	 scared	 beyond	 all	measure	 at
seeing	him	again.
	



But	Hans	was	 also	 tired	of	 service	now.	Of	 all	 the	gold	 and	 silver	 he	brought
with	him	he	let	 the	squire	keep	one	half,	and	he	was	glad	enough,	both	for	the
money	and	at	getting	rid	of	Hans.	The	other	half	he	took	home	to	his	father	the
smith	in	Furreby.	To	him	also	he	said,	‘Farewell;’	he	was	now	tired	of	living	on
shore	among	mortal	men,	and	preferred	 to	go	home	again	 to	his	mother.	Since
that	time	no	one	has	ever	seen	Hans,	the	Mermaid’s	son.
	



THE	GREEDY	CAT.

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man	who	had	a	cat,	and	she	was	so	awfully
big,	and	such	a	beast	to	eat,	he	couldn’t	keep	her	any	longer.	So	she	was	to	go
down	to	the	river	with	a	stone	round	her	neck,	but	before	she	started	she	was	to
have	a	meal	of	meat.	So	the	goody	set	before	her	a	bowl	of	porridge	and	a	little
trough	of	 fat.	That	 she	crammed	 into	her,	 and	 ran	off	 and	 jumped	 through	 the
window.	Outside	stood	the	good	man	by	the	barn	door,	threshing.
"Good	day,	good	man,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	pussy,"	said	the	good	man;	"have	you	had	any	food	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge	and	a	trough	of	fat	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	take	you	too,"	and	so	she
took	the	good	man	and	gobbled	him	up.
When	she	had	done	that,	she	went	into	the	byre,	and	there	sat	the	goody	milking.
"Good	day,	goody,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	pussy,"	said	the	goody;	"are	you	here,	and	have	you	eaten	up	your
food	yet?"
"Oh,	I’ve	eaten	a	little	today,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	pussy;	"it	was	only	a
bowl	of	porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,
I’ll	take	you	too,"	and	so	she	took	the	goody	and	gobbled	her	up.
"Good	day,	you	cow	at	the	manger,"	said	the	cat	to	Daisy	the	cow.
"Good	day,	pussy,"	said	the	bell-cow;	"have	you	had	any	food	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"I’ve	only	had	a	bowl
of	porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody	-	and,	now	I
think	of	it,	I’ll	take	you	too,"	and	so	she	took	the	cow	and	gobbled	her	up.
Then	off	she	set	up	into	the	home-field,	and	there	stood	a	man	picking	up	leaves.
"Good	day,	you	leaf-picker	in	the	field,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"	said	the	leaf-picker.



"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	 trough	of	 fat,	 and	 the	good	man	and	 the	goody,	and	Daisy	 the
cow	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	take	you	too."	So	she	took	the	leaf-picker	and
gobbled	him	up.
Then	she	came	to	a	heap	of	stones,	and	there	stood	a	stoat	and	peeped	out.
"Good	day,	Mr.	Stoat	of	Stoneheap,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	take	you	too."	So	she	took	the	stoat
and	gobbled	him	up.
When	 she	 had	 gone	 a	 bit	 farther,	 she	 came	 to	 a	 hazel-brake,	 and	 there	 sat	 a
squirrel	gathering	nuts.
"Good	day,	Sir	Squirrel	of	the	Brake,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	 take	you	too."	So	she
took	the	squirrel	and	gobbled	him	up.
When	she	had	gone	a	little	farther,	she	saw	Reynard	the	Fox,	who	was	prowling
about	by	the	woods.
"Good	day,	Reynard	Slyboots,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	 leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel	-	and,	now	I	 think	of	 it,	 I’ll	 take
you	too."	So	she	took	Reynard	and	gobbled	him	up.
When	she	had	gone	a	while	farther	she	met	Long	Ears	the	Hare.
"Good	day,	Mr.	Hopper	the	Hare,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox	-	and,	now	I	think	of
it,	I’ll	take	you	too."	So	she	took	the	hare	and	gobbled	him	up.
When	she	had	gone	a	bit	farther,	she	met	a	wolf.



"Good	day,	you	Greedy	Greylegs,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	 leaf-picker,	 and	 the	 stoat,	 and	 the	 squirrel,	 and	 the	 fox	and	 the	hare	 -	 and,
now	 I	 think	 of	 it,	 I	 may	 as	 well	 take	 you	 too."	 So	 she	 took	 and	 gobbled	 up
Greylegs	too.
So	she	went	on	into	the	wood,	and	when	she	had	gone	far	and	farther	than	far,
over	hill	and	dale,	she	met	a	bear-cub.
"Good	day,	you	bare-breeched	Bear,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	 day,	 Mrs.	 Pussy,"	 said	 the	 bear-cub;	 "have	 you	 had	 anything	 to	 eat
today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf	-	and,	now	I	 think	of	 it,	 I	may	as	well	 take	you	too,"	and	so	she	took	the
bear-cub	and	gobbled	him	up.
When	the	cat	had	gone	a	bit	farther,	she	met	a	she-bear,	who	was	tearing	away	at
a	stump	till	the	splinters	flew,	so	angry	was	she	at	having	lost	her	cub.
"Good	day,	you	Mrs.	Bruin,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf,	and	the	bear-cub	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	take	you	too,"	and	so	she	took
Mrs.	Bruin	and	gobbled	her	up	too.
When	the	cat	got	still	farther	on,	she	met	Baron	Bruin	himself.
"Good	day,	you	Baron	Bruin,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy,"	said	Bruin;	"have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf,	 and	 the	bear-cub,	and	 the	 she-bear	 -	and,	now	I	 think	of	 it,	 I’ll	 take	you
too,"	and	so	she	took	Bruin	and	ate	him	up	too.
So	 the	cat	went	on	and	on,	and	 farther	 than	 far,	 till	 she	came	 to	 the	abodes	of
men	again,	and	there	she	met	a	bridal	train	on	the	road.



"Good	day,	you	bridal	train	on	the	king’s	highway,"	said	she.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf,	and	the	bear-cub,	and	the	she-bear,	and	the	he-bear	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,
I’ll	take	you	too,"	and	so	she	rushed	at	them,	and	gobbled	up	both	the	bride	and
bridegroom,	and	the	whole	train,	with	the	cook	and	the	fiddler,	and	the	horses,
and	all.
When	 she	 had	 gone	 still	 farther,	 she	 came	 to	 a	 church,	 and	 there	 she	 met	 a
funeral.
"Good	day,	you	funeral	train,"	said	she.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf,	 and	 the	 bear-cub,	 and	 the	 she-bear,	 and	 the	 he-bear,	 and	 the	 bride	 and
bridegroom	and	the	whole	train	-	and,	now,	I	don’t	mind	if	I	take	you	too,"	and
so	she	fell	on	the	funeral	train	and	gobbled	up	both	the	body	and	the	bearers.
Now	when	 the	 cat	 had	 got	 the	 body	 in	 her,	 she	was	 taken	 up	 to	 the	 sky,	 and
when	she	had	gone	a	long,	long	way,	she	met	the	moon.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Moon,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf,	 and	 the	 bear-cub,	 and	 the	 she-bear,	 and	 the	 he-bear,	 and	 the	 bride	 and
bridegroom	and	the	whole	train,	and	the	funeral	train	-	and,	now	I	think	of	it,	I
don’t	mind	if	I	take	you	too,"	and	so	she	seized	hold	of	the	moon,	and	gobbled
her	up,	both	new	and	full.
So	the	cat	went	a	long	way	still,	and	then	she	met	the	sun.
"Good	day,	you	Sun	in	heaven."
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy,"	said	the	sun;	"have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	little,	but	I’m	"most	fasting,"	said	the	cat;	"it	was	only	a	bowl	of
porridge,	and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody,	and	the	cow,	and
the	leaf-picker,	and	the	stoat,	and	the	squirrel,	and	the	fox,	and	the	hare,	and	the
wolf,	 and	 the	 bear-cub,	 and	 the	 she-bear,	 and	 the	 he-bear,	 and	 the	 bride	 and



bridegroom,	and	the	whole	train,	and	the	funeral	train,	and	the	moon	-	and,	now	I
think	of	it,	I	don’t	mind	if	I	take	you	too,"	and	so	she	rushed	at	the	sun	in	heaven
and	gobbled	him	up.
So	the	cat	went	far	and	farther	than	far,	till	she	came	to	a	bridge,	and	on	it	she
met	a	big	Billy	goat.
"Good	day,	you	Billy	goat	on	Broad-bridge,"	said	the	cat.
"Good	day,	Mrs.	Pussy;	have	you	had	anything	to	eat	today?"	said	the	Billy	goat.
"Oh,	I’ve	had	a	 little,	but	 I’m	"most	fasting;	 I’ve	only	had	a	bowl	of	porridge,
and	a	trough	of	fat,	and	the	good	man,	and	the	goody	in	the	byre,	and	Daisy	the
cow	 at	 the	 manger,	 and	 the	 leaf-picker	 in	 the	 home-field,	 and	 Mr.	 Stoat	 of
Stoneheap,	and	Sir	Squirrel	of	the	Brake,	and	Reynard	Slyboots,	and	Mr.	Hopper
the	 Hare,	 and	 Greedy	 Greylegs	 the	Wolf,	 and	 Bare-breech	 the	 Bear-cub,	 and
Mrs.	Bruin,	 and	Baron	Bruin,	 and	a	Bridal	 train	on	 the	king’s	highway,	 and	a
Funeral	at	the	church,	and	Lady	Moon	in	the	sky,	and	Lord	Sun	in	heaven,	and,
now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	take	you	too."
"That	we’ll	fight	about,	said	the	Billy	goat,	and	butted	at	the	cat	till	she	fell	right
over	the	bridge	into	the	river,	and	there	she	burst.
So	they	all	crept	out	one	after	the	other,	and	went	about	their	business,	and	were
just	as	good	as	ever,	all	that	the	cat	had	gobbled	up.	The	Goodman	of	the	house,
and	the	Goody	in	the	byre,	and	Daisy	the	cow	at	the	manger,	and	the	Leaf-picker
in	the	home-field,	and	Mr.	Stoat	of	Stoneheap,	and	Sir	Squirrel	of	the	Brake,	and
Reynard	Slyboots,	and	Mr.	Hopper	the	Hare,	and	Greedy	Greylegs	the	Wolf,	and
Bare-breech	the	Bear-cub,	and	Mrs.	Bruin,	and	Baron	Bruin,	and	the	Bridal	train
on	the	highway,	and	the	Funeral	train	at	the	church,	and	Lady	Moon	in	the	Sky,
and	Lord	Sun	in	heaven.
	



THE	RASPBERRY	WORM

Adapted	from	The	Birch	and	the	Star,	and	Other	Stories
by	Zacharias	Topelius

	

	

"Phew!"	cried	Lisa.
"Ugh!"	cried	Aina.
"What	now?"	cried	the	big	sister.
"A	worm!"	cried	Lisa.
"On	the	raspberry!"	cried	Aina.
"Kill	it!"	cried	Otto.
"What	a	fuss	over	a	poor	little	worm!"	said	the	big	sister	scornfully.
"Yes,	when	we	had	cleaned	the	raspberries	so	carefully,"	said	Lisa.
"It	crept	out	from	that	very	large	one,"	put	in	Aina.
"And	supposing	someone	had	eaten	the	raspberry,"	said	Lisa".
"Then	they	would	have	eaten	the	worm,	too,"	said	Aina.
	

"Well,	what	harm?"	said	Otto.
"Eat	a	worm!"	cried	Lisa.
"And	kill	him	with	one	bite!"	murmured	Aina.
"Just	think	of	it!"	said	Otto	laughing.
"Now	it	is	crawling	on	the	table,"	cried	Aina	again.
"Blow	it	away!"	said	the	big	sister.
"Tramp	on	it!"	laughed	Otto.
	

BUT	LISA	TOOK	A	RASPBERRY	LEAF,	swept	the	worm	carefully	on	to	the
leaf	and	carried	it	out	into	the	yard.	Then	Aina	noticed	that	a	sparrow	sitting	on
the	fence	was	 just	ready	to	pounce	on	the	poor	 little	worm,	so	she	 took	up	the
leaf,	 carried	 it	 out	 into	 the	wood	 and	 hid	 it	 under	 a	 raspberry	 bush	where	 the



greedy	 sparrow	 could	 not	 find	 it.	 Yes,	 and	what	more	 is	 there	 to	 tell	 about	 a
raspberry	worm?	Who	would	give	three	straws	for	such	a	miserable	little	thing?
Yes,	but	who	would	not	like	to	live	in	such	a	pretty	home	as	it	lives	in;	in	such	a
fresh	fragrant	dark-red	cottage,	 far	away	 in	 the	quiet	wood	among	flowers	and
green	leaves!
Now	it	was	just	dinner	time,	so	they	all	had	a	dinner	of	raspberries	and	cream.
"Be	careful	with	the	sugar,	Otto,"	said	the	big	sister;	but	Otto’s	plate	was	like	a
snowdrift	in	winter,	with	just	a	little	red	under	the	snow.
Soon	after	dinner	the	big	sister	said,	"Now	we	have	eaten	up	the	raspberries	and
we	have	none	left	to	make	preserve	for	the	winter;	it	would	be	fine	if	we	could
get	 two	 baskets	 full	 of	 berries,	 then	 we	 could	 clean	 them	 this	 evening,	 and
tomorrow	we	 could	 cook	 them	 in	 the	 big	 preserving	 pan,	 and	 then	we	 should
have	raspberry	jam	to	eat	on	our	bread!"
"Come,	let	us	go	to	the	wood	and	pick,"	said	Lisa.
"Yes,	 let	us,"	said	Aina.	"You	take	 the	yellow	basket	and	I	will	 take	 the	green
one."
"Don’t	get	lost,	and	come	back	safely	in	the	evening,"	said	the	big	sister.
"Greetings	to	the	raspberry	worm,"	said	Otto,	mockingly.	"Next	time	I	meet	him
I	shall	do	him	the	honour	of	eating	him	up."
So	Aina	and	Lisa	went	off	 to	 the	wood.	Ah!	how	delightful	 it	was	 there,	how
beautiful!	It	was	certainly	tiresome	sometimes	climbing	over	the	fallen	trees,	and
getting	caught	in	the	branches,	and	waging	war	with	the	juniper	bushes	and	the
midges,	but	what	did	that	matter?	The	girls	climbed	well	in	their	short	dresses,
and	soon	they	were	deep	in	the	wood.
There	 were	 plenty	 of	 bilberries	 and	 elder	 berries,	 but	 no	 raspberries.	 They
wandered	 on	 and	 on,	 and	 at	 last	 they	 came...	No,	 it	 could	 not	 be	 true!...	 they
came	 to	 a	 large	 raspberry	 wood.	 The	 wood	 had	 been	 on	 fire	 once,	 and	 now
raspberry	bushes	had	grown	up,	and	there	were	raspberry	bushes	and	raspberry
bushes	as	far	as	the	eye	could	see.	Every	bush	was	weighted	to	the	ground	with
the	largest,	dark	red,	ripe	raspberries,	such	a	wealth	of	berries	as	two	little	berry
pickers	had	never	found	before!
Lisa	picked,	Aina	picked.	Lisa	ate,	Aina	ate,	and	 in	a	 little	while	 their	baskets
were	full.
"Now	we	shall	go	home,"	said	Aina.	"No,	let	us	gather	a	few	more,"	said	Lisa.
So	they	put	the	baskets	down	on	the	ground	and	began	to	fill	their	pinafores,	and
it	was	not	long	before	their	pinafores	were	full,	too.
"Now	we	shall	go	home,"	said	Lina.	"Yes,	now	we	shall	go	home,"	said	Aina.
Both	girls	took	a	basket	in	one	hand	and	held	up	her	apron	in	the	other	and	then



turned	to	go	home.	But	that	was	easier	said	than	done.	They	had	never	been	so
far	in	the	great	wood	before,	they	could	not	find	any	road	nor	path,	and	soon	the
girls	noticed	that	they	had	lost	their	way.
The	worst	of	it	was	that	the	shadows	of	the	tress	were	becoming	so	long	in	the
evening	sunlight,	the	birds	were	beginning	to	fly	home,	and	the	day	was	closing
in.	At	last	the	sun	went	down	behind	the	pine	tops,	and	it	was	cool	and	dusky	in
the	great	wood.
The	girls	became	anxious	but	went	steadily	on,	expecting	that	 the	wood	would
soon	end,	and	that	they	would	see	the	smoke	from	the	chimneys	of	their	home.
After	they	had	wandered	on	for	a	long	time	it	began	to	grow	dark.	At	last	they
reached	 a	 great	 plain	 overgrown	 with	 bushes,	 and	 when	 they	 looked	 around
them,	they	saw,	as	much	as	they	could	in	the	darkness,	that	they	were	among	the
same	beautiful	 raspberry	bushes	 from	which	 they	had	picked	 their	baskets	and
their	 aprons	 full.	 Then	 they	 were	 so	 tired	 that	 they	 sat	 down	 on	 a	 stone	 and
began	to	cry.
"I	am	so	hungry,"	said	Lisa.
"Yes,"	said	Aina,	"if	we	had	only	two	good	meat	sandwiches	now."
As	she	said	that,	she	felt	something	in	her	hand,	and	when	she	looked	down,	she
saw	 a	 large	 sandwich	 of	 bread	 and	 chicken,	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 Lisa	 said,
"How	very	queer!	I	have	a	sandwich	in	my	hand."
"And	I,	too,"	said	Aina.	"Will	you	dare	to	eat	it?"
"Of	course	I	will,"	said	Lisa.	"Ah,	if	we	only	had	a	good	glass	of	milk	now!"
Just	as	she	said	that	she	felt	a	large	glass	of	milk	between	her	fingers,	and	at	the
same	time	Aina	cried	out,	"Lisa!	Lisa!	I	have	a	glass	of	milk	in	my	hand!	Isn’t	it
queer?"
The	 girls,	 however,	 were	 very	 hungry,	 so	 they	 ate	 and	 drank	 with	 a	 good
appetite.	When	they	had	finished	Aina	yawned,	stretched	out	her	arms	and	said,
"Oh,	if	only	we	had	a	nice	soft	bed	to	sleep	on	now!"
Scarcely	had	 she	 spoken	before	 she	 felt	 a	 nice	 soft	 bed	by	her	 side,	 and	 there
beside	Lisa	was	one	too.	This	seemed	to	the	girls	more	and	more	wonderful,	but
tired	and	sleepy	as	they	were,	they	thought	no	more	about	it,	but	crept	into	the
little	beds,	drew	the	coverlets	over	their	heads	and	were	soon	asleep.
When	they	awoke	the	sun	was	high	in	the	heavens,	the	wood	was	beautiful	in	the
summer	morning,	and	 the	birds	were	 flying	about	 in	 the	branches	and	 the	 tree
tops.
At	first	the	girls	were	filled	with	wonder	when	they	saw	that	they	had	slept	in	the
wood	 among	 the	 raspberry	 bushes.	 They	 looked	 at	 each	 other,	 they	 looked	 at



their	beds,	which	were	of	the	finest	flax	covered	over	with	leaves	and	moss.	At
last	Lisa	said,	"Are	you	awake,	Aina?"
"Yes,"	said	Aina.
"But	I	am	still	dreaming,"	said	Lisa.
"No,"	 said	 Aina,	 "but	 there	 is	 certainly	 some	 good	 fairy	 living	 among	 these
raspberry	bushes.	Ah,	if	we	had	only	a	hot	cup	of	coffee	now,	and	a	nice	piece	of
white	bread	to	dip	into	it!"
Scarcely	had	she	finished	speaking	when	she	saw	beside	her	a	 little	silver	 tray
with	a	gilt	coffee-pot,	 two	cups	of	rare	porcelain,	a	sugar	basin	of	fine	crystal,
silver	 sugar	 tongs,	 and	 some	good	 fresh	white	bread.	The	girls	poured	out	 the
beautiful	coffee,	put	in	the	cream	and	sugar,	and	tasted	it;	never	in	their	lives	had
they	drunk	such	beautiful	coffee.
"Now	 I	 should	 like	 to	 know	 very	much	who	 has	 given	 us	 all	 this,"	 said	 Lisa
gratefully.
"I	have,	my	little	girls,"	said	a	voice	just	then	from	the	bushes.
The	children	looked	round	wonderingly,	and	saw	a	little	kind-looking	old	man,
in	a	white	coat	and	a	 red	cap,	 limping	out	 from	among	 the	bushes,	 for	he	was
lame	in	his	left	foot;	neither	Lisa	nor	Aina	could	utter	a	word,	they	were	so	filled
with	surprise.
"Don’t	be	afraid,	little	girls,"	he	said	smiling	kindly	at	them;	he	could	not	laugh
properly	because	his	mouth	was	crooked.	"Welcome	to	my	kingdom!	Have	you
slept	well	and	eaten	well	and	drunk	well?"	he	asked.
"Yes,	indeed	we	have,"	said	both	the	girls,	"but	tell	us..."	and	they	wanted	to	ask
who	the	old	man	was,	but	were	afraid	to.
	

"I	 will	 tell	 you	 who	 I	 am,"	 said	 the	 old	man;	 "I	 am	 the	 raspberry	 king,	 who
reigns	over	all	this	kingdom	of	raspberry	bushes,	and	I	have	lived	here	for	more
than	a	thousand	years.	But	the	great	spirit	who	rules	over	the	woods,	and	the	sea,
and	the	sky,	did	not	want	me	to	become	proud	of	my	royal	power	and	my	long
life.	Therefore	he	decreed	that	one	day	in	every	hundred	years	I	should	change
into	a	little	raspberry	worm,	and	live	in	that	weak	and	helpless	form	from	sunrise
to	sunset.	During	that	time	my	life	is	dependent	on	the	little	worm’s	life,	so	that
a	bird	can	eat	me,	a	child	can	pick	me	with	the	berries	and	trample	under	foot	my
thousand	years	of	life.	Now	yesterday	was	just	my	transformation	day,	and	I	was
taken	with	the	raspberry	and	would	have	been	trampled	to	death	if	you	had	not
saved	my	 life.	Until	 sunset	 I	 lay	 helpless	 in	 the	 grass,	 and	when	 I	was	 swept
away	from	your	table	I	twisted	one	of	my	feet,	and	my	mouth	became	crooked
with	 terror;	 but	 when	 evening	 came	 and	 I	 could	 take	 my	 own	 form	 again,	 I



looked	for	you	to	thank	you	and	reward	you.	Then	I	found	you	both	here	in	my
kingdom,	and	tried	to	meet	you	both	as	well	as	I	could	without	frightening	you.
Now	I	will	 send	a	bird	 from	my	wood	 to	show	you	 the	way	home.	Good-bye,
little	children,	thank	you	for	your	kind	hearts;	the	raspberry	king	can	show	that
he	 is	not	ungrateful."	The	children	shook	hands	with	 the	old	man	and	 thanked
him,	feeling	very	glad	that	they	had	saved	the	little	raspberry	worm.	They	were
just	 going	 when	 the	 old	 man	 turned	 round,	 smiled	 mischievously	 with	 his
crooked	mouth,	and	said,	"Greetings	to	Otto	from	me,	and	tell	him	when	I	meet
him	again	I	shall	do	him	the	honour	of	eating	him	up."
"Oh,	please	don’t	do	that,"	cried	both	the	girls,	very	frightened.
"Well,	for	your	sake	I	will	forgive	him,"	said	the	old	man,	"I	am	not	revengeful.
Greetings	 to	Otto	 and	 tell	 him	 that	 he	may	 expect	 a	 gift	 from	me,	 too.	Good-
bye."
The	two	girls,	light	of	heart,	now	took	their	berries	and	ran	off	through	the	wood
after	 the	bird;	and	soon	 it	began	 to	get	 lighter	 in	 the	wood	and	 they	wondered
how	they	could	have	lost	their	way	yesterday,	it	seemed	so	easy	and	plain	now.
One	can	imagine	what	joy	there	was	when	the	two	reached	home.	Everyone	had
been	 looking	 for	 them,	 and	 the	 big	 sister	 had	 not	 been	 able	 to	 sleep,	 for	 she
thought	the	wolves	had	eaten	them	up.
Otto	met	them;	he	had	a	basket	in	his	hand	and	said,	"Look,	here	is	something
that	an	old	man	has	just	left	for	you."
When	the	girls	looked	into	the	basket	they	saw	a	pair	of	most	beautiful	bracelets
of	precious	stones,	dark	red,	and	made	in	the	shape	of	a	ripe	raspberry	and	with
an	inscription:	"To	Lisa	and	Aina";	beside	them	there	was	a	diamond	breast	pin
in	 the	shape	of	a	 raspberry	worm:	on	 it	was	 inscribed	"Otto,	never	destroy	 the
helpless!"
Otto	felt	rather	ashamed:	he	quite	understood	what	it	meant,	but	he	thought	that
the	old	man’s	revenge	was	a	noble	one.
The	raspberry	king	had	also	remembered	the	big	sister,	for	when	she	went	in	to
set	 the	 table	 for	 dinner,	 she	 found	 eleven	 big	 baskets	 of	 most	 beautiful
raspberries,	and	no	one	knew	how	they	had	come	there,	but	everyone	guessed.
And	so	there	was	such	a	jam-making	as	had	never	been	seen	before,	and	if	you
like	to	go	and	help	in	it,	you	might	perhaps	get	a	little,	for	they	must	surely	be
making	jam	still	to	this	very	day.
	



GRUMBLEGIZZARD

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	 TIME	THERE	WERE	 five	 goodies,	 who	were	 all	 reaping	 in	 a
field;	they	were	all	childless,	and	all	wished	to	have	a	bairn.	All	at	once	they	set
eyes	on	a	strangely	big	goose-egg,	almost	as	big	as	a	man’s	head.
"I	saw	it	first,"	said	one.
"I	saw	it	just	as	soon	as	you,"	screamed	another.
"Heaven	help	me,	but	I	will	have	it,"	swore	the	third;	"I	was	the	first	to	see	it."
So	 they	 flocked	 round	 it	 and	 squabbled	 so	much	about	 the	 egg	 that	 they	were
tearing	 one	 another’s	 hair.	 But	 at	 last	 they	 agreed	 that	 they	 would	 own	 it	 in
common,	all	five	of	them,	and	each	was	to	sit	on	it	in	turn	like	a	goose,	and	so
hatch	 the	gosling.	The	 first	 lay	 sitting	 eight	 days,	 and	 sat	 and	 sat,	 but	 nothing
came	 of	 it;	 meanwhile	 the	 others	 had	 to	 drag	 about	 to	 find	 food	 both	 for
themselves	and	her.	At	last	one	of	them	began	to	scold	her.
"Well,"	said	the	one	that	sat,	"you	did	not	chip	the	egg	yourself	before	you	could
cry,	 not	 you;	 but	 this	 egg,	 I	 think,	 has	 something	 in	 it,	 for	 it	 seems	 to	me	 to
mumble,	and	 this	 is	what	 it	 says,	Herrings	and	brose,	porridge	and	milk,	all	at
once.	And	now	you	may	come	and	sit	for	eight	days	too,	and	we	will	change	and
change	about	and	get	food	for	you."
So	when	all	five	had	sat	on	it	eight	days,	the	fifth	heard	plainly	that	there	was	a
gosling	 in	 the	 egg,	 which	 screeched	 out,	 "Herrings	 and	 brose,	 porridge	 and
milk;"	so	she	picked	a	hole	in	it,	but	instead	of	a	gosling	out	came	a	man	child,
and	awfully	ugly	 it	was,	with	a	big	head	and	 little	body.	And	 the	 first	 thing	 it
bawled	 out	 when	 it	 chipped	 the	 egg,	 was	 "Herrings	 and	 brose,	 porridge	 and
milk."
So	they	called	it	"Grumblegizzard."
Ugly	as	it	was,	they	were	still	glad	to	have	it,	at	first;	but	it	was	not	long	before	it
got	so	greedy	that	it	ate	up	all	the	meat	in	their	house.	When	they	boiled	a	kettle
of	soup	or	a	pot	of	porridge,	which	they	thought	would	be	enough	for	all	six,	it
tossed	it	all	down	its	own	throat.	So	they	would	not	keep	it	any	longer.



"I’ve	not	known	what	it	is	to	have	a	full	meal	since	this	changeling	crept	out	of
the	egg-shell,"	said	one	of	them,	and	when	Grumblegizzard	heard	that	all	the	rest
were	of	the	same	mind,	he	said	he	was	quite	willing	to	be	off.	If	they	did	not	care
for	him,	he	didn’t	care	for	them;	and	with	that	he	strode	off	from	the	farm.
After	a	long	time	he	came	to	a	farmer’s	house,	which	lay	in	a	stone	country,	and
there	he	asked	for	a	place.	Well,	they	wanted	a	labourer,	and	the	good	man	set
him	 to	 pick	 up	 stones	 off	 the	 field.	 Yes!	 Grumblegizzard	 gathered	 the	 stones
from	 the	 field,	 and	 he	 took	 them	 so	 big	 that	 there	 were	 many	 horse-loads	 in
them,	 and	whether	 they	were	 big	 or	 little,	 he	 stuffed	 them	 all	 into	 his	 pocket.
"Twas	not	long	before	he	was	done	with	that	work,	and	then	he	wanted	to	know
what	he	was	to	do	next.
"I’ve	told	you	to	pluck	out	the	stones	from	the	field,"	said	the	good	man,	"you
can’t	be	done	before	you	begin,	I	believe."
But	Grumblegizzard	turned	out	his	pockets	and	threw	the	stones	in	a	heap.	Then
the	 good	 man	 saw	 that	 he	 had	 done	 his	 work,	 and	 felt	 he	 ought	 to	 keep	 a
workman	who	was	so	strong.	He	had	better	come	in	and	have	something	to	eat,
he	said.	Grumblegizzard	thought	so	too,	and	he	alone	ate	all	that	was	ready	for
the	master	and	mistress	and	for	the	servants,	and	after	all	he	was	not	half	full.
"That	was	a	man	and	a	half	to	work,	but	a	fearful	fellow	to	eat,	too;	there	was	no
stopping	him,"	said	the	good	man.	"Such	a	labourer	would	eat	a	poor	farmer	out
of	house	and	home	before	one	could	turn	round."
So	he	told	him	he	had	no	more	work	for	him.	He	had	best	be	off	to	the	king’s
grange.
Then	Grumblegizzard	strode	on	towards	the	king,	and	got	a	place	at	once.	In	the
king’s	grange	there	was	enough	both	of	work	and	food.	He	was	to	be	odd	man,
and	help	the	lasses	to	bring	in	wood	and	water	and	other	small	jobs.	So	he	asked
what	he	was	to	do	first.
"Oh,	if	you	would	be	so	good	as	to	chop	us	a	little	firewood."
Yes.	Grumblegizzard	 fell	 to	 chopping	 and	 hewing	 till	 the	 splinters	 flew	 about
him.	"Twas	not	long	before	he	had	done	he	came	back	and	asked	what	he	was	to
do	now.
"Go	on	chopping	wood,"	they	said.
"There’s	no	more	left	to	chop,"	said	he.
"That	couldn’t	be	true,"	said	the	king’s	grieve,	and	he	went	and	looked	out	in	the
wood-yard.	But	 it	was	quite	 true;	Grumblegizzard	had	chopped	everything	up;
he	had	made	firewood	both	of	sawn	planks	and	hewn	beams.	That	was	bad	work,
the	grieve	said,	and	he	told	him	he	should	not	taste	a	morsel	of	food	till	he	had
gone	 into	 the	 forest	 and	 cut	 down	 as	much	 timber	 as	 he	 had	 chopped	 up	 into



firewood.
Grumblegizzard	went	off	to	the	smithy,	and	got	the	smith	to	help	him	to	make	an
axe	of	fifteen	pounds	of	iron;	and	so	he	went	into	the	forest	and	began	to	clear	it;
down	 toppled	 tall	 spruces	and	firs	 fit	 for	masts.	Everything	went	down	 that	he
found	either	on	the	king’s	or	his	neighbour’s	ground;	he	did	not	stay	to	top	or	lop
them,	and	there	they	lay	like	so	many	windfalls.	Then	he	laid	a	good	load	on	a
sledge,	and	put	all	the	horses	to	it,	but	they	could	not	stir	the	load	from	the	spot,
and	when	he	took	them	by	the	heads	and	wished	to	set	them	a-going,	he	pulled
their	heads	off.	Then	he	 tumbled	the	horses	out	of	 the	 traces	on	to	 the	ground,
and	drew	the	load	home	by	himself.
When	he	came	down	to	the	king’s	grange	the	king	and	his	wood-grieve	stood	in
the	 gallery	 to	 take	 him	 to	 task	 for	 having	 been	 so	wasteful	 in	 the	 forest	 -	 the
wood-grieve	had	been	up	to	see	what	he	was	at	-	but	when	Grumblegizzard	came
along	dragging	back	half	a	wood	of	timber,	the	king	got	both	angry	and	afraid,
and	he	thought	he	must	be	careful	with	him,	since	he	was	so	strong.
"That	I	call	a	workman,	and	no	mistake,"	said	the	king;	"but	how	much	do	you
eat	at	once,	for	now	you	may	well	be	hungry."
"When	he	was	to	have	a	good	meal	of	porridge,	he	could	do	with	twelve	barrels
of	meal,"	 said	Grumblegizzard;	 "but	when	he	 had	got	 so	much	 inside	 him,	 he
could	hold	out	for	some	time."
It	took	time	to	get	the	porridge	boiled,	and,	meantime,	he	was	to	draw	in	a	little
wood	for	the	cook;	so	he	laid	the	whole	pile	of	wood	on	a	sledge,	but	when	he
was	 to	get	 through	 the	doorway	with	 it,	he	got	 into	a	 scrape	again.	The	house
was	 so	 shaken	 that	 it	 gave	 way	 at	 every	 joist,	 and	 he	 was	 within	 an	 ace	 of
dragging	the	whole	grange	over	on	end.
When	 the	 hour	 drew	 near	 for	 dinner,	 they	 sent	 him	 out	 to	 call	 home	 the	 folk
from	the	field;	he	bawled	and	bellowed	so	that	the	rocks	and	hills	rang	again;	but
they	 did	 not	 come	 quick	 enough	 for	 him,	 so	 he	 fell	 out	 with	 them,	 and	 slew
twelve	of	them	on	the	spot.
"He	has	slain	twelve	men,"	said	the	king;	"and	he	eats	for	twelve	times	twelve.
But	for	how	many	do	you	work,	I	should	like	to	know?"
"For	twelve	times	twelve,	too,"	said	Grumblegizzard.
When	he	had	eaten	his	dinner,	he	was	 to	go	out	 into	 the	barn	 to	 thrash,	 so	he
took	off	the	roof-tree	and	made	a	flail	out	of	it;	and,	when	the	roof	was	just	about
to	fall,	he	took	a	great	spruce	fir,	branches	and	all,	and	stuck	it	up	for	a	roof-tree;
and	 then	he	 thrashed	 the	floor	and	 the	straw,	and	hay,	altogether.	He	did	great
harm,	for	 the	grain	and	chaff	and	beard	flew	about	 together,	and	a	cloud	arose
over	the	whole	grange.
When	he	was	nearly	done	thrashing,	enemies	came	into	the	land;	and	there	was



to	be	war.	So	the	king	told	him	to	take	folk	with	him	and	go	on	the	way	to	meet
the	 foe	 and	 fight	 them,	 for	 he	 thought	 they	would	 put	 him	 to	 death.	 "No!	 he
would	have	no	folk	with	him	to	be	slain;	he	would	fight	alone,	that	he	would,"
said	Grumblegizzard.
"All	the	better,	I	shall	be	sooner	rid	of	him,"	said	the	king.
But	he	must	have	a	mighty	club.
They	sent	off	to	the	smith	to	forge	a	club	of	fifty	pounds.	"That	might	do	very
well	to	crack	nuts,"	said	Grumblegizzard.	So	they	smithied	him	one	of	a	hundred
pounds.	"That	might	do	well	enough	to	nail	shoes	with,"	he	said.	Well,	the	smith
couldn’t	smithy	 it	any	bigger	with	all	his	men.	So	Grumblegizzard	went	off	 to
the	smithy	himself,	and	forged	a	club	of	fifteen	tons,	and	it	took	a	hundred	men
to	turn	it	on	the	anvil.	"That	might	do,"	said	Grumblegizzard.
Besides,	he	must	have	a	scrip	for	food;	and	he	made	one	out	of	fifteen	ox	hides,
and	stuffed	it	full	of	food.	And	so	he	toddled	off	down	the	hill	with	his	scrip	at
his	back	and	his	club	on	his	shoulder.
So,	when	he	had	got	so	far	that	the	enemy	saw	him,	they	sent	out	a	man	to	ask	if
he	were	coming	against	them.
"Bide	a	bit,	till	I	have	had	my	dinner,"	said	Grumblegizzard,	as	he	threw	himself
down	on	the	road,	and	fell	to	eating	behind	his	great	scrip.
But	they	couldn’t	wait,	and	began	to	shoot	at	him	at	once,	so	that	it	rained	and
hailed	rifle	bullets.
"These	 bilberries	 I	 don’t	mind	 a	 bit,"	 said	 Grumblegizzard,	 and	 fell	 to	 eating
harder	than	ever.
Neither	lead	nor	iron	could	touch	him,	and	before	him	was	his	scrip,	like	a	wall,
and	kept	off	the	fire.
So	they	took	to	throwing	shells	at	him,	and	to	fire	cannons	at	him;	and	he	just
grinned	a	little	every	time	they	hit	him.
"Ah!	ah!	it’s	all	no	good,"	he	said.	But,	just	then,	he	got	a	bombshell	right	down
his	throat.
"Fie!"	he	 said,	 and	 spat	 it	 out	 again;	 and	 then	came	a	 chain-shot	 and	made	 its
way	into	his	butter-box,	and	another	 took	the	bit	he	was	just	going	to	eat	from
between	 his	 fingers.	 Then	 he	 got	 angry,	 and	 rose	 up,	 and	 took	 his	 club,	 and
dashed	it	on	the	ground,	and	asked	if	they	were	going	to	snatch	the	bread	out	of
his	mouth	with	their	bilberries,	which	they	puffed	out	of	big	peashooters.	Then
he	gave	a	few	more	strokes,	 till	 the	rocks	and	hills	shook,	and	the	enemy	flew
into	the	air	like	chaff,	and	so	the	war	was	over.
Having	got	so	far,	Peter	said	he	must	take	breath,	and	called	for	another	bowl	of



milk,	and	while	he	refreshed	himself,	we	all	waited	open-mouthed	for	the	rest	of
the	story	of	Grumblegizzard.
When	Grumblegizzard	got	home	again	and	wanted	more	work,	the	king	was	in	a
sad	way,	 for	he	 thought	he	should	have	been	rid	of	him	that	 time,	and	now	he
could	think	of	nothing	but	to	send	him	to	hell.
"You	must	be	off	to	Old	Nick,	and	ask	for	my	land-tax."
Grumblegizzard	set	off	from	the	grange,	with	his	scrip	on	his	back	and	his	club
on	his	shoulder.	He	lost	no	time	on	the	way,	but,	when	he	got	 there,	Old	Nick
was	gone	to	serve	on	a	jury.	There	was	no	one	at	home	but	his	mother,	and	she
said	 she	 had	 never	 in	 her	 born	 days	 heard	 talk	 of	 any	 land-tax;	 he	 had	 better
come	again	another	day.
"Yes,	 yes!	 come	 to	me	 tomorrow,"	 said	Grumblegizzard.	 "That’s	 all	 stuff	 and
nonsense,	for	tomorrow	never	comes."	Now	he	was	there,	he	would	stay	there.
He	must	and	would	have	the	land-tax,	and	he	had	lots	of	time	to	wait.
But	when	he	had	eaten	up	all	his	food,	the	time	hung	heavy,	and	so	he	went	and
asked	the	old	dame	to	give	him	the	land-tax.	She	must	pay	it	down.
"No,"	 she	 said,	 "she	 couldn’t	 do	 it.	 That	 stood	 as	 fast	 as	 the	 old	 fir-tree,"	 she
said,	"that	grew	outside	 the	gate	of	hell,	and	was	so	big	 that	fifteen	men	could
scarcely	span	it	when	they	held	hands."
But	Grumblegizzard	climbed	up	to	the	top	of	it,	and	twisted	and	turned	it	about
like	an	osier;	and	then	he	asked	if	she	were	ready	with	the	land-tax.
Yes,	she	dared	not	do	anything	else,	and	found	so	many	pence	as	he	thought	he
could	carry	in	his	scrip.
And	now	he	started	for	home	with	the	land-tax;	but,	as	soon	as	he	was	off,	Old
Nick	came	back.	When	he	heard	that	Grumblegizzard	had	stridden	off	from	his
house	with	his	big	scrip	full	of	money,	he	first	of	all	beat	and	banged	his	mother,
and	then	ran	after	him	to	catch	him	on	the	way.
And	 he	 caught	 him	 up,	 too,	 for	 he	 ran	 light,	 and	 used	 his	 wings,	 while
Grumblegizzard	had	to	keep	to	the	ground	under	the	weight	of	the	big	scrip;	but,
just	as	Old	Nick	was	at	his	heels,	he	began	to	run	and	jump	as	fast	as	he	could;
and	he	held	his	club	behind	him	to	keep	Old	Nick	off.
And	so	they	went	along,	Grumblegizzard	holding	the	haft,	and	Old	Nick	clawing
at	the	head,	till	they	came	to	a	deep	dale;	there	Grumblegizzard	leapt	from	one
hill-top	to	the	other,	and	Old	Nick	was	so	hot	to	follow,	that	he	tripped	over	the
club	and	fell	down	into	the	dale,	and	broke	his	leg,	and	so	there	he	lay.
"Here	 you	 have	 the	 land-tax,"	 said	Grumblegizzard,	 as	 he	 came	 to	 the	 king’s
grange,	 and	 dashed	 down	 the	 scripful	 of	 money	 before	 the	 king,	 so	 that	 the
whole	gallery	creaked	and	cracked.



The	king	 thanked	him,	and	put	a	good	 face	on	 it,	 and	promised	him	good	pay
and	a	safe	pass	home	if	he	cared	to	have	it;	but	all	Grumblegizzard	wanted	was
more	work.
"What	shall	I	do	now?"	he	asked.	Well,	when	the	king	had	thought	about	it,	he
said	he	had	better	travel	to	the	Hill	Troll,	who	had	carried	off	his	grandfather’s
sword	to	that	castle	he	had	by	the	lake,	where	no	one	dared	to	go.
So	Grumblegizzard	got	several	loads	of	food	into	his	big	scrip,	and	set	off	again;
and	he	fared	both	far	and	long,	over	wood	and	fell,	and	wild	wastes,	till	he	came
to	some	high	hills,	where	the	Troll	was	said	to	dwell,	who	had	taken	the	king’s
grandfather’s	sword.
But	the	Troll	was	not	to	be	seen	under	bare	sky,	and	the	hill	was	fast	shut,	so	that
even	Grumblegizzard	was	not	man	enough	to	get	in.
So	he	 joined	 fellowship	with	some	quarrymen,	who	were	 living	at	a	hill	 farm,
and	who	 lay	 up	 there	 quarrying	 stone	 in	 those	 hills.	 Such	 help	 they	 never	 yet
had,	 for	 he	beat	 and	battered	 the	 fell	 till	 the	 rocks	were	 rent,	 and	great	 stones
were	rolled	down	as	big	as	houses;	but	when	he	was	to	rest	at	noon,	and	take	out
one	load	of	food,	the	whole	scrip	was	clean	eaten	out.
"I’m	a	pretty	good	trencherman	myself,"	said	Grumblegizzard;	"but	whoever	has
been	here,	has	a	sharper	tooth,	for	he	has	eaten	up	bones	and	all."
That	was	how	things	went	the	first	day,	and	it	was	no	better	the	next.	The	third
day	he	set	off	to	quarry	stones	again,	and	took	with	him	the	third	meal	of	food;
but	he	laid	down	behind	it,	and	shammed	sleep.
Just	then	there	came	out	of	the	hill	a	Troll	with	seven	heads,	and	began	to	munch
and	eat	his	food.
"Now	the	board	is	laid,	and	I	will	eat,"	said	the	Troll.
"That	we’ll	have	a	tussle	for,"	said	Grumblegizzard;	and	gave	him	a	blow	with
his	club,	and	knocked	off	all	his	seven	heads	at	once.
So	he	went	into	the	hill,	out	of	which	the	Troll	had	come,	and	in	there	stood	a
horse,	which	 ate	out	of	 a	 tub	of	glowing	coals,	 and	 at	 its	 heels	 stood	a	 tub	of
oats.
"Why	don’t	you	eat	out	of	the	tub	of	oats?"	said	Grumblegizzard.
"Because	I	am	not	able	to	turn	round,"	said	the	horse.
"I’ll	soon	turn	you,"	said	he.
"Rather	strike	off	my	head,"	said	the	horse.
So	he	struck	it	off,	and	then	the	horse	was	turned	into	a	handsome	man.	He	said
he	had	been	taken	into	the	hill	by	the	Troll,	and	turned	into	a	horse,	and	then	he
helped	him	 to	 find	 the	sword,	which	 the	Troll	had	hidden	at	 the	bottom	of	his



bed,	and	upon	the	bed	lay	the	Troll’s	old	mother,	asleep	and	snoring.
Home	again	they	went	by	water,	and	when	they	had	got	well	out,	the	old	witch
came	after	them;	as	she	could	not	catch	them,	she	fell	to	drinking	the	lake	dry,
and	she	drank	and	drank,	till	 the	water	in	the	lake	fell;	but	she	could	not	drink
the	sea	dry,	and	so	she	burst.
When	they	came	to	shore,	Grumblegizzard	sent	a	message	to	the	king,	to	come
and	fetch	his	sword.	He	sent	four	horses.	No!	they	could	not	stir	it;	he	sent	eight,
and	he	sent	twelve;	but	the	sword	stayed	where	it	was,	they	could	not	move	it	an
inch.	But	Grumblegizzard	took	it	up	alone,	and	bore	it	along.
The	king	could	not	believe	his	eyes,	when	he	saw	Grumblegizzard	again;	but	he
put	 a	 good	 face	 on	 it,	 and	 promised	 him	 gold,	 and	 green	 woods;	 and	 when
Grumblegizzard	wanted	more	work,	he	said	he	had	better	set	off	for	a	haunted
castle	he	had,	where	no	one	dared	to	be,	and	there	he	must	sleep	till	he	had	built
a	bridge	over	the	Sound,	so	that	folk	could	pass	over.	If	he	were	good	to	do	that
he	would	pay	him	well;	nay,	he	would	be	glad	to	give	him	his	daughter	to	wife.
"Yes!	yes!	I	am	good	to	do	that,"	said	Grumblegizzard.
No	man	had	ever	left	that	castle	alive;	those	who	reached	it	lay	there	slain	and
torn	to	bits,	and	the	king	thought	he	should	never	see	him	more,	if	he	only	got
him	to	go	there.
But	Grumblegizzard	set	off;	and	he	took	with	him	his	scrip	of	food,	a	very	tough
and	twisted	stump	of	a	fir-tree,	an	axe,	a	wedge,	and	a	few	matches,	and	besides,
he	took	the	workhouse	boy	from	the	king’s	grange.
When	they	got	to	the	Sound,	the	river	ran	full	of	ice,	and	was	as	headlong	as	a
force;	but	he	stuck	his	legs	fast	at	 the	bottom,	and	waded	on	till	he	got	over	at
last.
When	he	had	lighted	a	fire	and	warmed	himself,	and	got	a	bit	of	food,	he	tried	to
sleep;	but	it	was	not	long	before	there	was	such	a	noise	and	din,	as	though	the
whole	castle	was	turned	topsy-turvy.	The	door	blew	back	against	 the	wall,	and
he	saw	nothing	but	a	gaping	jaw,	from	the	threshold	up	to	the	lintel.
"There,	 you	 have	 a	 bit,	 taste	 that!"	 said	 Grumblegizzard,	 as	 he	 threw	 the
workhouse	boy	into	the	gaping	maw.
"Now	let	me	see	you,	what	kind	you	are.	May	be	we	are	old	friends."
So	it	was,	for	it	was	Old	Nick,	who	was	outside.	Then	they	took	to	playing	cards,
for	 the	 Old	 One	 wanted	 to	 try	 and	 win	 back	 some	 of	 the	 land-tax,	 which
Grumblegizzard	had	squeezed	out	of	his	mother,	when	he	went	to	ask	it	for	the
king;	but	whichever	way	they	cut	 the	cards,	Grumblegizzard	won,	for	he	put	a
cross	on	all	the	court	cards,	and	when	he	had	won	all	his	ready	money,	Old	Nick
was	forced	to	give	Grumblegizzard	some	of	the	gold	and	silver	that	was	in	the



castle.
Just	as	they	were	hard	at	it	the	fire	went	out,	so	that	they	could	not	tell	one	card
from	another.
"Now	we	must	chop	wood,"	said	Grumblegizzard,	and	with	that	he	drove	his	axe
into	the	fir	stump,	and	thrust	the	wedge	in;	but	the	gnarled	root	was	tough,	and
would	not	split	at	once,	however	much	he	twisted	and	turned	his	axe.
"They	say	you	are	very	strong,"	he	said	to	Old	Nick;	"spit	in	your	fists	and	bear	a
hand	with	your	claws,	and	rive	and	rend,	and	let	me	see	the	stuff	you	are	made
of."
Old	Nick	did	so,	and	put	both	his	fists	 into	the	split,	and	strove	to	rend	it	with
might	 and	main,	 but,	 at	 the	 same	 time,	Grumblegizzard	 struck	 the	wedge	 out,
and	Old	Nick	was	caught	in	a	trap;	and	then	Grumblegizzard	tried	his	back	with
his	axe.	Old	Nick	begged	and	prayed	so	prettily	to	be	let	go,	but	Grumblegizzard
was	hard	of	hearing	on	that	side	till	he	gave	his	word	never	to	come	there	again,
and	make	 a	 noise.	 And	 so,	 he	 too,	 had	 to	 promise	 to	 build	 a	 bridge	 over	 the
Sound,	so	that	folks	could	pass	over	it	at	all	times	of	the	year,	and	it	was	to	be
ready	when	the	ice	was	gone.
"This	is	a	hard	bargain,"	said	Old	Nick.	But	there	was	no	help	for	it,	if	he	wished
to	get	out.	He	had	to	give	his	word;	only,	he	bargained,	he	was	to	have	the	first
soul	that	passed	over	the	bridge.	That	was	to	be	the	Sound	due.
"That	he	should	have,"	said	Grumblegizzard.	So	he	got	 loose,	and	went	home;
but	Grumblegizzard	lay	down	to	sleep,	and	slept	till	far	on	next	day.
So,	when	the	king	came	to	see	if	he	was	hacked	to	pieces,	or	torn	to	bits,	he	had
to	wade	through	heaps	of	money	before	he	could	get	 to	 the	bed.	It	 lay	 in	piles
and	 sacks	 high	 up	 the	 wall:	 but	 Grumblegizzard	 lay	 in	 the	 bed	 asleep	 and
snoring.
"God	 help	 both	 me	 and	 my	 daughter,"	 said	 the	 king	 when	 he	 saw	 that
Grumblegizzard	was	alive	and	rich.	Yes,	all	was	good	and	well	done;	there	was
no	 gainsaying	 that.	But	 it	was	 not	worth	while	 talking	 of	 the	wedding	 till	 the
bridge	was	ready.
So,	one	day,	the	bridge	stood	ready,	and	Old	Nick	stood	on	it	to	take	the	toll	he
had	bargained	for.
Now	Grumblegizzard	wanted	to	take	the	king	with	him	to	try	the	bridge,	but	he
had	 no	 mind	 to	 do	 that.	 So	 he	 got	 up	 himself	 on	 a	 horse,	 and	 threw	 the	 fat
milkmaid	from	the	king’s	grange	upon	the	pommel	before	him;	-	she	looked	for
all	the	world	like	a	big	fir-stump	-	and	then	he	rode	over	till	the	bridge	thundered
under	him.
"Where	is	the	Sound	due?	Where	have	you	put	the	soul?"	screamed	Old	Nick.



“It	 sits	 inside	 this	 stump.	 If	 you	 want	 it,	 spit	 in	 your	 fists	 and	 take	 it,"	 said
Grumblegizzard.
"Nay,	nay!	many	 thanks,"	said	Old	Nick.	"If	 she	doesn’t	 take	me,	 I’ll	not	 take
her.	You	caught	me	once,	and	you	shan’t	catch	me	again	in	a	cleft	stick;"	and,
with	 that,	 he	 flew	off	 straight	home	 to	his	old	mother;	 and,	 since	 then,	he	has
never	been	seen	or	heard	in	those	parts.
But	Grumblegizzard	went	home	to	the	king’s	grange,	and	wanted	the	wages	the
king	had	promised	him;	and	when	the	king	tried	to	wriggle	out	of	it,	and	would
not	keep	his	word,	Grumblegizzard	said	he	had	better	pack	up	a	good	scrip	of
food,	 for	he	was	going	 to	 take	his	wages	himself.	Yes,	 the	king	did	 that:	 and,
when	all	was	ready,	Grumblegizzard	took	the	king	out	before	the	door,	and	gave
him	a	good	push	and	sent	him	flying	up	into	the	air.	As	for	the	scrip,	he	threw	it
after	 him,	 that	 he	might	 have	 something	 to	 eat.	And,	 if	 he	 hasn’t	 come	 down
again,	there	he	is	still	hanging,	with	his	scrip,	between	Heaven	and	Earth,	to	this
very	day	that	now	is.
	



THE	WHITE	DOVE
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A	KING	HAD	TWO	SONS.	THEY	were	a	pair	of	reckless	fellows,	who	always
had	something	foolish	to	do.	One	day	they	rowed	out	alone	on	the	sea	in	a	little
boat.	 It	was	 beautiful	weather	when	 they	 set	 out,	 but	 as	 soon	 as	 they	 had	 got
some	 distance	 from	 the	 shore	 there	 arose	 a	 terrific	 storm.	 The	 oars	 went
overboard	at	once,	and	the	little	boat	was	tossed	about	on	the	rolling	billows	like
a	nut-shell.	The	princes	had	to	hold	fast	by	the	seats	to	keep	from	being	thrown
out	of	the	boat.
In	the	midst	of	all	 this	they	met	a	wonderful	vessel	-	 it	was	a	dough-trough,	in
which	there	sat	an	old	woman.	She	called	to	them,	and	said	that	they	could	still
get	 to	 shore	 alive	 if	 they	would	promise	her	 the	 son	 that	was	next	 to	 come	 to
their	mother	the	queen.
"We	can't	do	that,"	shouted	the	princes;	"he	doesn't	belong	to	us	so	we	can’t	give
him	away."
"Then	you	can	rot	at	 the	bottom	of	 the	sea,	both	of	you,"	said	 the	old	woman;
"and	perhaps	it	may	be	the	case	that	your	mother	would	rather	keep	the	two	sons
she	has	than	the	one	she	hasn't	got	yet."
Then	she	rowed	away	in	her	dough-trough,	while	the	storm	howled	still	 louder
than	 before,	 and	 the	water	 dashed	 over	 their	 boat	 until	 it	was	 almost	 sinking.
Then	the	princes	 thought	 that	 there	was	something	in	what	 the	old	woman	had
said	 about	 their	 mother,	 and	 being,	 of	 course,	 eager	 to	 save	 their	 lives,	 they
shouted	 to	 her,	 and	 promised	 that	 she	 should	 have	 their	 brother	 if	 she	 would
deliver	them	from	this	danger.	As	soon	as	they	had	done	so	the	storm	ceased	and
the	 waves	 fell.	 The	 boat	 drove	 ashore	 below	 their	 father’s	 castle,	 and	 both
princes	 were	 received	 with	 open	 arms	 by	 their	 father	 and	 mother,	 who	 had
suffered	great	anxiety	for	them.
The	two	brothers	said	nothing	about	what	they	had	promised,	neither	at	that	time
nor	later	on	when	the	queen's	third	son	came,	a	beautiful	boy,	whom	she	loved
more	 than	 anything	 else	 in	 the	world.	He	was	 brought	 up	 and	 educated	 in	 his
father's	house	until	he	was	 full	grown,	and	still	his	brothers	had	never	 seen	or



heard	anything	about	the	witch	to	whom	they	had	promised	him	before	he	was
born.
It	happened	one	evening	that	there	arose	a	raging	storm,	with	mist	and	darkness.
It	howled	and	roared	around	the	king's	palace,	and	in	the	midst	of	it	there	came	a
loud	knock	on	 the	door	of	 the	hall	where	 the	youngest	prince	was.	He	went	 to
the	door	and	found	there	an	old	woman	with	a	dough-	trough	on	her	back,	who
said	to	him	that	he	must	go	with	her	at	once;	his	brothers	had	promised	him	to
her	if	she	would	save	their	lives.
"Yes,"	said	he;	"if	you	saved	my	brothers"	lives,	and	they	promised	me	to	you,
then	I	will	go	with	you."
They	therefore	went	down	to	the	beach	together,	where	he	had	to	take	his	seat	in
the	trough,	along	with	the	witch,	who	sailed	away	with	him,	over	the	sea,	home
to	her	dwelling.
The	prince	was	now	in	the	witch's	power,	and	in	her	service.	The	first	thing	she
set	him	 to	was	 to	pick	 feathers.	 "The	heap	of	 feathers	 that	you	 see	here,"	 said
she,	"you	must	get	 finished	before	 I	come	home	in	 the	evening,	otherwise	you
shall	be	 set	 to	harder	work."	He	started	 to	 the	 feathers,	 and	picked	and	picked
until	there	was	only	a	single	feather	left	that	had	not	passed	through	his	hands.
But	then	there	came	a	whirlwind	and	sent	all	the	feathers	flying,	and	swept	them
along	the	floor	into	a	heap,	where	they	lay	as	if	they	were	trampled	together.	He
had	now	to	begin	all	his	work	over	again,	but	by	this	time	it	only	wanted	an	hour
of	evening,	when	the	witch	was	to	be	expected	home,	and	he	easily	saw	that	it
was	impossible	for	him	to	be	finished	by	that	time.
Then	he	heard	something	tapping	at	the	window	pane,	and	a	thin	voice	said,	"Let
me	in,	and	I	will	help	you."	It	was	a	white	dove,	which	sat	outside	the	window,
and	was	pecking	at	it	with	its	beak.	He	opened	the	window,	and	the	dove	came
in	and	set	 to	work	at	once,	and	picked	all	 the	 feathers	out	of	 the	heap	with	 its
beak.	Before	 the	hour	was	past	 the	 feathers	were	all	nicely	arranged:	 the	dove
flew	out	at	the	window,	and	at,	the	same	moment	the	witch	came	in	at	the	door.
"Well,	well,"	said	she,	"it	was	more	than	I	would	have	expected	of	you	to	get	all
the	feathers	put	in	order	so	nicely.	However,	such	a	prince	might	be	expected	to
have	neat	fingers."
Next	morning	 the	witch	 said	 to	 the	 prince,	 "Today	 you	 shall	 have	 some	 easy
work	to	do.	Outside	the	door	I	have	some	firewood	lying;	you	must	split	that	for
me	into	little	bits	that	I	can	kindle	the	fire	with.	That	will	soon	be	done,	but	you
must	be	finished	before	I	come	home."
The	prince	got	a	little	axe	and	set	to	work	at	once.	He	split	and	clove	away,	and
thought	 that	he	was	getting	on	fast;	but	 the	day	wore	on	until	 it	was	 long	past
midday,	and	he	was	still	very	far	from	having	finished.	He	thought,	in	fact,	that



the	pile	of	wood	rather	grew	bigger	than	smaller,	in	spite	of	what	he	took	off	it;
so	he	 let	his	hands	fall	by	his	side,	and	dried	 the	sweat	from	his	forehead,	and
was	ill	at	ease,	for	he	knew	that	it	would	be	bad	for	him	if	he	was	not	finished
with	the	work	before	the	witch	came	home.
Then	 the	 white	 dove	 came	 flying	 and	 settled	 down	 on	 the	 pile	 of	 wood,	 and
cooed	and	said,	"Shall	I	help	you?"
"Yes,"	said	the	prince,	"many	thanks	for	your	help	yesterday,	and	for	what	you
offer	 today."	Thereupon	 the	 little	dove	 seized	one	piece	of	wood	after	 another
and	split	it	with	its	beak.	The	prince	could	not	take	away	the	wood	as	quickly	as
the	dove	could	split	it,	and	in	a	short	time	it	was	all	cleft	into	little	sticks.
The	dove	 then	flew	up	on	his	shoulder	and	sat	 there	and	 the	prince	 thanked	it,
and	stroked	and	caressed	 its	white	 feathers,	and	kissed	 its	 little	 red	beak.	With
that	 it	was	 a	 dove	no	 longer,	 but	 a	 beautiful	 young	maiden,	who	 stood	by	his
side.	She	told	him	then	that	she	was	a	princess	whom	the	witch	had	stolen,	and
had	changed	to	this	shape,	but	with	his	kiss	she	had	got	her	human	form	again;
and	if	he	would	be	faithful	to	her,	and	take	her	to	wife,	she	could	free	them	both
from	the	witch's	power.
The	prince	was	quite	captivated	by	the	beautiful	princess,	and	was	quite	willing
to	do	anything	whatsoever	to	get	her	for	himself.
She	then	said	 to	him,	"When	the	witch	comes	home	you	must	ask	her	 to	grant
you	a	wish,	when	you	have	accomplished	so	well	all	that	she	has	demanded	of
you.	When	she	agrees	to	this	you	must	ask	her	straight	out	for	the	princess	that
she	 has	 flying	 about	 as	 a	 white	 dove.	 But	 just	 now	 you	must	 take	 a	 red	 silk
thread	and	tie	it	round	my	little	finger,	so	that	you	may	be	able	to	recognise	me
again,	into	whatever	shape	she	turns	me."
The	prince	made	haste	to	get	the	silk	thread	tied	round	her	little	white	finger;	at
the	 same	 moment	 the	 princess	 became	 a	 dove	 again	 and	 flew	 away,	 and
immediately	after	 that	 the	old	witch	came	home	with	her	dough-trough	on	her
back.
"Well,"	 said	 she,	 "I	 must	 say	 that	 you	 are	 clever	 at	 your	 work,	 and	 it	 is
something,	too,	that	such	princely	hands	are	not	accustomed	to."
"Since	 you	 are	 so	 well	 pleased	 with	 my	 work,	 said	 the	 prince,	 "you	 will,	 no
doubt,	be	willing	to	give	me	a	little	pleasure	too,	and	give	me	something	that	I
have	taken	a	fancy	to."
"Oh	yes,	indeed,"	said	the	old	woman;	"what	is	it	that	you	want?"
"I	want	the	princess	here	who	is	in	the	shape	of	a	white	dove,"	said	the	prince.
"What	 nonsense!"	 said	 the	 witch.	 "Why	 should	 you	 imagine	 that	 there	 are
princesses	here	flying	about	in	the	shape	of	white	doves?	But	if	you	will	have	a



princess,	 you	 can	 get	 one	 such	 as	 we	 have	 them."	 She	 then	 came	 to	 him,
dragging	a	shaggy	little	grey	ass	with	long	ears.	"Will	you	have	this?"	said	she;
"you	can't	get	any	other	princess!"
The	prince	used	his	eyes	and	saw	the	red	silk	thread	on	one	of	the	ass’s	hoofs,	so
he	said,	"Yes,	just	let	me	have	it."
"What	will	you	do	with	it?"	asked	the	witch.
"I	will	ride	on	it,"	said	the	prince;	but	with	that	the	witch	dragged	it	away	again,
and	came	back	with	an	old,	wrinkled,	toothless	hag,	whose	hands	trembled	with
age.	"You	can	have	no	other	princess,"	said	she.	"Will	you	have	her?"
"Yes,	I	will,"	said	the	prince,	for	he	saw	the	red	silk	thread	on	the	old	woman's
finger.
At	 this	 the	 witch	 became	 so	 furious	 that	 she	 danced	 about	 and	 knocked
everything	to	pieces	that	she	could	lay	her	hands	upon,	so	that	the	splinters	flew
about	 the	 ears	 of	 the	 prince	 and	 princess,	 who	 now	 stood	 there	 in	 her	 own
beautiful	shape.
Then	their	marriage	had	to	be	celebrated,	for	the	witch	had	to	stick	to	what	she
had	promised,	and	he	must	get	the	princess	whatever	might	happen	afterwards.
The	 princess	 now	 said	 to	 him,	 "At	 the	 marriage	 feast	 you	may	 eat	 what	 you
please,	 but	 you	must	 not	 drink	 anything	whatever,	 for	 if	 you	 do	 that	 you	will
forget	me."
This,	however,	the	prince	forgot	on	the	wedding	day,	and	stretched	out	his	hand
and	took	a	cup	of	wine;	but	the	princess	was	keeping	watch	over	him,	and	gave
him	a	push	with	her	elbow,	so	that	the	wine	flew	over	the	table-	cloth.
Then	the	witch	got	up	and	laid	about	her	among	the	plates	and	dishes,	so	that	the
pieces	flew	about	their	ears,	just	as	she	had	done	when	she	was	cheated	the	first
time.
They	were	 then	 taken	 to	 the	 bridal	 chamber,	 and	 the	 door	was	 shut.	Then	 the
princess	said,	"Now	the	witch	has	kept	her	promise,	but	she	will	do	no	more	if
she	can	help	it,	so	we	must	fly	immediately.	I	shall	lay	two	pieces	of	wood	in	the
bed	to	answer	for	us	when	the	witch	speaks	to	us.	You	can	take	the	flower-pot
and	the	glass	of	water	 that	stands	 in	 the	window,	and	we	must	slip	out	by	that
and	get	away."
No	sooner	said	than	done.	They	hurried	off	out	into	the	dark	night,	the	princess
leading,	because	she	knew	the	way,	having	spied	it	out	while	she	flew	about	as	a
dove.
At	midnight	the	witch	came	to	the	door	of	the	room	and	called	in	to	them,	and
the	two	pieces	of	wood	answered	her,	so	that	she	believed	they	were	there,	and
went	away	again.	Before	daybreak	she	was	at	the	door	again	and	called	to	them,



and	again	the	pieces	of	wood	answered	for	them.	She	thus	thought	that	she	had
them,	 and	when	 the	 sun	 rose	 the	 bridal	 night	was	 past:	 she	 had	 then	 kept	 her
promise,	and	could	vent	her	anger	and	revenge	on	both	of	 them.	With	 the	first
sunbeam	she	broke	into	the	room,	but	there	she	found	no	prince	and	no	princess
-	nothing	but	the	two	pieces	of	firewood,	which	lay	in	the	bed,	and	stared,	and
spoke	not	a	word.	These	she	threw	on	the	floor,	so	that	they	were	splintered	into
a	thousand	pieces,	and	off	she	hastened	after	the	fugitives.
With	the	first	sunbeam	the	princess	said	to	the	prince,	"Look	round;	do	you	see
anything	behind	us?"
"Yes,	I	see	a	dark	cloud,	far	away,"	said	he.
"Then	throw	the	flower-pot	over	your	head,"	said	she.	When	this	was	done	there
was	a	large	thick	forest	behind	them.
When	 the	witch	came	 to	 the	 forest	 she	could	not	get	 through	 it	until	 she	went
home	and	brought	her	axe	to	cut	a	path.
A	little	after	this	the	princess	said	again	to	the	prince,	"Look	round;	do	you	see
anything	behind	us?"
"Yes,"	said	the	prince,	"the	big	black	cloud	is	there	again."
"Then	throw	the	glass	of	water	over	your	head,"	said	she.
When	he	had	done	 this	 there	was	a	great	 lake	behind	 them,	and	 this	 the	witch
could	not	cross	until	she	ran	home	again	and	brought	her	dough-trough.
Meanwhile	 the	 fugitives	 had	 reached	 the	 castle	which	was	 the	 prince's	 home.
They	 climbed	 over	 the	 garden	wall,	 ran	 across	 the	 garden,	 and	 crept	 in	 at	 an
open	window.	By	 this	 time	 the	witch	was	 just	 at	 their	 heels,	 but	 the	 princess
stood	in	the	window	and	blew	upon	the	witch;	hundreds	of	white	doves	flew	out
of	her	mouth,	 fluttered	 and	 flapped	 around	 the	witch’s	head	until	 she	grew	 so
angry	that	she	turned	into	flint,	and	there	she	stands	to	this	day,	in	the	shape	of	a
large	flint	stone,	outside	the	window.
Within	the	castle	there	was	great	rejoicing	over	the	prince	and	his	bride.	His	two
elder	brothers	came	and	knelt	before	him	and	confessed	what	they	had	done,	and
said	 that	 he	 alone	 should	 inherit	 the	 kingdom,	 and	 they	 would	 always	 be	 his
faithful	subjects.
	



FATHER	BRUIN	IN	THE	CORNER.

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man	who	lived	far,	far	away	in	the	wood.
He	had	many,	many	goats	and	sheep,	but	never	a	one	could	he	keep	for	fear	of
Greylegs,	the	wolf.
At	last	he	said,	"I’ll	soon	trap	Greyboots,"	and	so	he	set	to	work	digging	a	pitfall.
When	he	had	dug	it	deep	enough,	he	put	a	polo	down	in	the	midst	of	the	pit,	and
on	the	top	of	the	pole	he	set	a	board,	and	on	the	board	he	put	a	little	dog.	Over
the	pit	itself	he	spread	boughs	and	branches	and	leaves,	and	other	rubbish,	and	a-
top	 of	 all	 he	 strewed	 snow,	 so	 that	 Greylegs	 might	 not	 see	 there	 was	 a	 pit
underneath.
So	when	it	got	on	in	the	night,	the	little	dog	grew	weary	of	sitting	there:	"Bow-
wow,	 bow-wow,"	 it	 said,	 and	 bayed	 at	 the	 moon.	 Just	 then	 up	 came	 a	 fox,
slouching	 and	 sneaking,	 and	 thought	 here	 was	 a	 fine	 time	 for	marketing,	 and
with	that	gave	a	jump	-	head	over	heels	down	into	the	pitfall.
And	when	it	got	a	little	farther	on	in	the	night,	the	little	dog	got	so	weary	and	so
hungry,	and	it	fell	to	yelping	and	howling:	"Bow-wow,	bow-wow,"	it	cried	out.
Just	 at	 that	 very	 moment	 up	 came	 Greylegs,	 trotting	 and	 trotting.	 He,	 too,
thought	he	 should	get	 a	 fat	 steak,	 and	he	 too	made	 a	 spring	 -	 head	over	heels
down	into	the	pitfall.
When	it	was	getting	on	towards	grey	dawn	in	the	morning,	down	fell	snow,	with
a	north	wind,	and	it	grew	so	cold	that	the	little	dog	stood	and	froze,	and	shivered
and	 shook;	 it	was	 so	weary	 and	hungry,	 "Bow-wow,	bow-wow,	bow-wow,"	 it
called	out,	 and	barked	and	yelled	and	howled.	Then	up	came	a	bear,	 tramping
and	 tramping	 along,	 and	 thought	 to	 himself	 how	 he	 could	 get	 a	 morsel	 for
breakfast	at	the	very	top	of	the	morning,	and	so	he	thought	and	thought	among
the	boughs	and	branches	till	he	too	went	bump	-	head	over	heels	down	into	the
pitfall.
So	 when	 it	 got	 a	 little	 further	 on	 in	 the	 morning,	 an	 old	 beggar	 wife	 came
walking	by,	who	toddled	from	farm	to	farm	with	a	bag	on	her	back.	When	she
set	 eyes	on	 the	 little	dog	 that	 stood	 there	and	howled,	 she	couldn’t	help	going



near	to	look	and	see	if	any	wild	beasts	had	fallen	into	the	pit	during	the	night.	So
she	crawled	up	on	her	knees	and	peeped	down	into	it.
"Art	you	come	into	the	pit	at	last,	Reynard?"	she	said	to	the	fox,	for	he	was	the
first	 she	saw;	"a	very	good	place,	 too,	 for	 such	a	hen-roost	 robber	as	you,	and
you,	too,	Greypaw,"	she	said	to	the	wolf;	"many	a	goat	and	sheep	have	you	torn
and	rent,	and	now	you	shall	be	plagued	and	punished	to	death.	Bless	my	heart!
You,	 too,	Bruin!	are	you,	 too,	 sitting	 in	 this	 room,	you	mare-flayer?	You,	 too,
will	we	 strip,	 and	 you	 shall	we	 flay,	 and	 your	 skull	 shall	 be	 nailed	 up	 on	 the
wall."	All	this	the	old	lass	screeched	out	as	she	bent	over	towards	the	bear.	But
just	then	her	bag	fell	over	her	ears,	and	dragged	her	down,	and	slap!	down	went
the	old	crone	-	head	over	heels	into	the	pitfall.
So	there	they	all	four	sat	and	glared	at	one	another,	each	in	a	corner.	The	fox	in
one,	Greylegs	in	another,	Bruin	in	a	third,	and	the	old	crone	in	a	fourth.
But	 as	 soon	as	 it	was	broad	daylight,	Reynard	began	 to	peep	and	peer,	 and	 to
twist	and	turn	about,	for	he	thought	he	might	as	well	try	to	get	out.	But	the	old
lass	cried	out,	-
"Can	you	not	sit	still,	you	whirligig	thief,	and	not	go	twisting	and	turning?	Only
look	at	Father	Bruin	himself	in	the	corner,	how	he	sits	as	grave	as	a	judge,"	for
now	she	thought	she	might	as	well	make	friends	with	the	bear.	But	just	then	up
came	the	man	who	owned	the	pitfall.	First	he	drew	up	the	old	wife,	and	after	that
he	slew	all	the	beasts,	and	neither	spared	Father	Bruin	himself	in	the	corner,	nor
Greylegs,	nor	Reynard,	the	whirligig	thief.	That	night,	at	least,	he	thought	he	had
made	a	good	haul.
	



REYNARD	AND	CHANTICLEER.

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	Cock	who	stood	on	a	dung-heap,	and	crew,
and	flapped	his	wings.	Then	the	Fox	came	by.
"Good	day,"	said	Reynard,	"I	heard	you	crowing	so	nicely;	but	can	you	stand	on
one	leg	and	crow,	and	wink	your	eyes?"
"Oh,	yes,"	said	Chanticleer.	"I	can	do	that	very	well."	So	he	stood	on	one	leg	and
crew;	 but	 he	winked	 only	with	 one	 eye,	 and	when	 he	 had	 done	 that	 he	made
himself	big	and	flapped	his	wings,	as	though	he	had	done	a	great	thing.
"Very	pretty,	 to	be	 sure,"	 said	Reynard.	 "Almost	 as	pretty	 as	when	 the	parson
preaches	 in	 church;	 but	 can	 you	 stand	 on	 one	 leg	 and	wink	 both	 your	 eyes	 at
once?	I	hardly	think	you	can."
"Can’t	 I	 though!"	said	Chanticleer,	and	stood	on	one	 leg,	and	winked	both	his
eyes,	 and	 crew.	But	Reynard	 caught	 hold	 of	 him,	 took	him	by	 the	 throat,	 and
threw	him	over	his	back,	so	that	he	was	off	to	the	wood	before	he	had	crowed	his
crow	out,	as	fast	as	Reynard	could	lay	legs	to	the	ground.
When	they	had	come	under	an	old	spruce	fir,	Reynard	threw	Chanticleer	on	the
ground,	set	his	paw	on	his	breast,	and	was	going	to	take	a	bite!
"You	are	a	heathen,	Reynard!"	said	Chanticleer.	"Good	Christians	say	grace,	and
ask	a	blessing	before	they	eat."
But	Reynard	would	be	no	heathen.	God	forbid	it!	So	he	let	go	his	hold,	and	was
about	 to	 fold	 his	 paws	 over	 his	 breast	 and	 say	 grace	 -	 but	 pop!	 up	 flew
Chanticleer	into	a	tree.
"You	shan’t	get	off	for	all	that,"	said	Reynard	to	himself.	So	he	went	away,	and
came	again	with	a	few	chips,	which	the	woodcutters	had	left.	Chanticleer	peeped
and	peered	to	see	what	they	could	be.
"Whatever	have	you	got	there?"	he	asked.
"These	 are	 letters	 I	 have	 just	 got,"	 said	Reynard,	 "won’t	 you	 help	me	 to	 read
them,	for	I	don’t	know	how	to	read	writing."



"I’d	 be	 so	 happy,	 but	 I	 dare	 not	 read	 them	 now;	 said	 Chanticleer;	 "for	 here
comes	a	hunter,	I	see	him,	I	see	him,	as	I	sit	by	the	tree	trunk."
When	Reynard	heard	Chanticleer	chattering	about	a	hunter,	he	took	to	his	heels
as	quick	as	he	could.
This	time	it	was	Reynard	who	was	made	game	of.
	



THE	STORY	OF	SIGURD

Adapted	from	the	Danish	Volsunga	Saga
by	Andrew	Lang

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	King	in	the	North	who	had	won	many
wars,	but	now	he	was	old.	Yet	he	took	a	new	wife,	and	then	another	Prince,	who
wanted	 to	 have	married	 her,	 came	 up	 against	 him	with	 a	 great	 army.	The	 old
King	 went	 out	 and	 fought	 bravely,	 but	 at	 last	 his	 sword	 broke,	 and	 he	 was
wounded	and	his	men	fled.	But	in	the	night,	when	the	battle	was	over,	his	young
wife	came	out	and	searched	for	him	among	the	slain,	and	at	last	she	found	him,
and	asked	whether	he	might	be	healed.	But	he	said	"No,"	his	luck	was	gone,	his
sword	was	broken,	and	he	must	die.	And	he	told	her	that	she	would	have	a	son,
and	that	son	would	be	a	great	warrior,	and	would	avenge	him	on	the	other	King,
his	enemy.	And	he	bade	her	keep	the	broken	pieces	of	the	sword,	to	make	a	new
sword	for	his	son,	and	that	blade	should	be	called	Gram.
Then	 he	 died.	 And	 his	 wife	 called	 her	 maid	 to	 her	 and	 said,	 "Let	 us	 change
clothes,	and	you	shall	be	called	by	my	name,	and	I	by	yours,	lest	the	enemy	finds
us."
So	this	was	done,	and	they	hid	in	a	wood,	but	there	some	strangers	met	them	and
carried	them	off	in	a	ship	to	Denmark.	And	when	they	were	brought	before	the
King,	he	thought	the	maid	looked	like	a	Queen,	and	the	Queen	like	a	maid.	So	he
asked	the	Queen,	"How	do	you	know	in	the	dark	of	night	whether	the	hours	are
wearing	to	the	morning?"
And	she	said,	"I	know	because,	when	I	was	younger,	I	used	to	have	to	rise	and
light	the	fires,	and	still	I	waken	at	the	same	time."
"A	strange	Queen	to	light	the	fires,"	thought	the	King.
Then	he	asked	the	Queen,	who	was	dressed	like	a	maid,	"How	do	you	know	in
the	dark	of	night	whether	the	hours	are	wearing	near	the	dawn?"
"My	 father	 gave	 me	 a	 gold	 ring,"	 said	 she,	 "and	 always,	 ere	 the	 dawning,	 it
grows	cold	on	my	finger."
"A	 rich	 house	where	 the	maids	wore	 gold,"	 said	 the	King.	 "Truly	 you	 are	 no
maid,	but	a	King's	daughter."



So	he	 treated	 her	 royally,	 and	 as	 time	went	 on	 she	 had	 a	 son	 called	Sigurd,	 a
beautiful	boy	and	very	strong.	He	had	a	tutor	to	be	with	him,	and	once	the	tutor
bade	him	go	to	the	King	and	ask	for	a	horse.
"Choose	a	horse	for	yourself,"	said	the	King;	and	Sigurd	went	to	the	wood,	and
there	he	met	an	old	man	with	a	white	beard,	and	said,	"Come!	help	me	in	horse-
choosing."
Then	the	old	man	said,	"Drive	all	 the	horses	into	the	river,	and	choose	the	one
that	swims	across."
So	Sigurd	drove	them,	and	only	one	swam	across.	Sigurd	chose	him:	his	name
was	Grani,	and	he	came	of	Sleipnir’s	breed,	and	was	the	best	horse	in	the	world.
For	Sleipnir	was	the	horse	of	Odin,	the	God	of	the	North,	and	was	as	swift	as	the
wind.
But	a	day	or	two	later	his	tutor	said	to	Sigurd,	"There	is	a	great	treasure	of	gold
hidden	not	far	from	here,	and	it	would	become	you	to	win	it."
But	Sigurd	answered,	"I	have	heard	stories	of	that	treasure,	and	I	know	that	the
dragon	Fafnir	guards	it,	and	he	is	so	huge	and	wicked	that	no	man	dares	 to	go
near	him."
"He	is	no	bigger	than	other	dragons,"	said	the	tutor,	"and	if	you	were	as	brave	as
your	father	you	would	not	fear	him."
"I	am	no	coward,"	says	Sigurd;	"why	do	you	want	me	to	fight	with	this	dragon?"
Then	his	tutor,	whose	name	was	Regin,	told	him	that	all	this	great	hoard	of	red
gold	had	once	belonged	 to	his	own	 father.	And	his	 father	had	 three	 sons	 -	 the
first	was	Fafnir,	the	Dragon;	the	next	was	Otter,	who	could	put	on	the	shape	of
an	 otter	 when	 he	 liked;	 and	 the	 next	 was	 himself,	 Regin,	 and	 he	was	 a	 great
smith	and	maker	of	swords.
Now	there	was	at	that	time	a	dwarf	called	Andvari,	who	lived	in	a	pool	beneath	a
waterfall,	and	there	he	had	hidden	a	great	hoard	of	gold.	And	one	day	Otter	had
been	fishing	there,	and	had	killed	a	salmon	and	eaten	it,	and	was	sleeping,	like
an	otter,	on	a	stone.	Then	someone	came	by,	and	threw	a	stone	at	the	otter	and
killed	it,	and	flayed	off	the	skin,	and	took	it	to	the	house	of	Otter’s	father.	Then
he	knew	his	son	was	dead,	and	to	punish	the	person	who	had	killed	him	he	said
he	must	 have	 the	Otter’s	 skin	 filled	with	 gold,	 and	 covered	 all	 over	 with	 red
gold,	or	it	should	go	worse	with	him.	Then	the	person	who	had	killed	Otter	went
down	and	caught	the	Dwarf	who	owned	all	the	treasure	and	took	it	from	him.
Only	 one	 ring	was	 left,	which	 the	Dwarf	wore,	 and	 even	 that	was	 taken	 from
him.
Then	the	poor	Dwarf	was	very	angry,	and	he	prayed	that	 the	gold	might	never
bring	any	but	bad	luck	to	all	the	men	who	might	own	it,	forever.



Then	the	otter	skin	was	filled	with	gold	and	covered	with	gold,	all	but	one	hair,
and	that	was	covered	with	the	poor	Dwarf’s	last	ring.
But	 it	 brought	 good	 luck	 to	 nobody.	 First	 Fafnir,	 the	 Dragon,	 killed	 his	 own
father,	 and	 then	he	went	 and	wallowed	on	 the	gold,	 and	would	 let	 his	 brother
have	none,	and	no	man	dared	go	near	it.
When	Sigurd	heard	 the	story	he	said	 to	Regin:	"Make	me	a	good	sword	 that	 I
may	kill	this	Dragon."
So	Regin	made	a	sword,	and	Sigurd	tried	it	with	a	blow	on	a	lump	of	iron,	and
the	sword	broke.
Another	sword	he	made,	and	Sigurd	broke	that	too.
Then	Sigurd	went	to	his	mother,	and	asked	for	the	broken	pieces	of	his	father’s
blade,	and	gave	them	to	Regin.	And	he	hammered	and	wrought	them	into	a	new
sword,	so	sharp	that	fire	seemed	to	burn	along	its	edges.
Sigurd	tried	this	blade	on	the	lump	of	iron,	and	it	did	not	break,	but	split	the	iron
in	 two.	Then	he	 threw	a	 lock	of	wool	 into	 the	river,	and	when	 it	 floated	down
against	the	sword	it	was	cut	into	two	pieces.	So	Sigurd	said	that	sword	would	do.
But	before	he	went	against	the	Dragon	he	led	an	army	to	fight	the	men	who	had
killed	his	father,	and	he	slew	their	King,	and	took	all	his	wealth,	and	went	home.
When	he	had	been	at	home	a	few	days,	he	rode	out	with	Regin	one	morning	to
the	heath	where	the	Dragon	used	to	lie.	Then	he	saw	the	track	which	the	Dragon
made	when	he	went	to	a	cliff	to	drink,	and	the	track	was	as	if	a	great	river	had
rolled	along	and	left	a	deep	valley.
Then	Sigurd	went	down	into	that	deep	place,	and	dug	many	pits	in	it,	and	in	one
of	the	pits	he	lay	hidden	with	his	sword	drawn.	There	he	waited,	and	presently
the	 earth	 began	 to	 shake	with	 the	weight	 of	 the	Dragon	 as	 he	 crawled	 to	 the
water.	And	a	cloud	of	venom	flew	before	him	as	he	snorted	and	roared,	so	that	it
would	have	been	death	to	stand	before	him.
But	Sigurd	waited	till	half	of	him	had	crawled	over	the	pit,	and	then	he	thrust	the
sword	Gram	right	into	his	very	heart.
Then	 the	Dragon	 lashed	with	 his	 tail	 till	 stones	 broke	 and	 trees	 crashed	 about
him.
Then	he	spoke,	as	he	died,	and	said,	"Whoever	you	are	that	have	slain	me	this
gold	shall	be	your	ruin,	and	the	ruin	of	all	who	own	it."
Sigurd	said,	"I	would	touch	none	of	it	if	by	losing	it	I	should	never	die.	But	all
men	 die,	 and	 no	 brave	man	 lets	 death	 frighten	 him	 from	 his	 desire.	 Die	 you,
Fafnir,"	and	then	Fafnir	died.
And	after	that	Sigurd	was	called	Fafnir’s	Bane,	and	Dragonslayer.



Then	Sigurd	 rode	back,	and	met	Regin,	 and	Regin	asked	him	 to	 roast	Fafnir’s
heart	and	let	him	taste	of	it.
So	Sigurd	put	the	heart	of	Fafnir	on	a	stake,	and	roasted	it.	But	it	chanced	that	he
touched	it	with	his	finger,	and	it	burned	him.	Then	he	put	his	finger	in	his	mouth,
and	so	tasted	the	heart	of	Fafnir.
Then	 immediately	 he	 understood	 the	 language	 of	 birds,	 and	 he	 heard	 the
Woodpeckers	say:
"There	 is	Sigurd	 roasting	Fafnir’s	heart	 for	another,	when	he	should	 taste	of	 it
himself	and	learn	all	wisdom."
The	next	bird	said,	"There	lies	Regin,	ready	to	betray	Sigurd,	who	trusts	him."
The	 third	 bird	 said,	 "Let	 him	 cut	 off	 Regin’s	 head,	 and	 keep	 all	 the	 gold	 to
himself."
The	fourth	bird	said,	"That	let	him	do,	and	then	ride	over	Hindfell,	to	the	place
where	Brynhild	sleeps."
When	Sigurd	heard	all	this,	and	how	Regin	was	plotting	to	betray	him,	he	cut	off
Regin’s	head	with	one	blow	of	the	sword	Gram.
Then	all	the	birds	broke	out	singing:
	

"We	know	a	fair	maid,
A	fair	maiden	sleeping;
Sigurd,	be	not	afraid,
Sigurd,	win	you	the	maid
Fortune	is	keeping.
	

"High	over	Hindfell
Red	fire	is	flaming,
There	doth	the	maiden	dwell
She	that	should	love	you	well,
Meet	for	your	taming.
	

"There	must	she	sleep	till	thou
Comest	for	her	waking
Rise	up	and	ride,	for	now



Sure	she	will	swear	the	vow
Fearless	of	breaking."
	

Then	Sigurd	 remembered	how	 the	 story	went	 that	 somewhere,	 far	 away,	 there
was	a	beautiful	lady	enchanted.	She	was	under	a	spell,	so	that	she	must	always
sleep	 in	 a	 castle	 surrounded	 by	 flaming	 fire;	 there	 she	must	 sleep	 forever	 till
there	came	a	knight	who	would	 ride	 through	 the	 fire	and	waken	her.	There	he
determined	 to	go,	but	 first	he	 rode	 right	down	 the	horrible	 trail	of	Fafnir.	And
Fafnir	had	 lived	 in	a	cave	with	 iron	doors,	a	cave	dug	deep	down	in	 the	earth,
and	full	of	gold	bracelets,	and	crowns,	and	rings;	and	there,	too,	Sigurd	found	the
Helm	of	Dread,	a	golden	helmet,	and	whoever	wears	it	is	invisible.	All	these	he
piled	on	the	back	of	the	good	horse	Grani,	and	then	he	rode	south	to	Hindfell.
Now	it	was	night,	and	on	 the	crest	of	 the	hill	Sigurd	saw	a	red	fire	blazing	up
into	the	sky,	and	within	the	flame	a	castle,	and	a	banner	on	the	topmost	tower.
Then	he	set	the	horse	Grani	at	the	fire,	and	he	leaped	through	it	lightly,	as	if	it
had	been	through	the	heather.	So	Sigurd	went	within	the	castle	door,	and	there
he	 saw	someone	 sleeping,	 clad	all	 in	 armour.	Then	he	 took	 the	helmet	off	 the
head	of	the	sleeper,	and	behold,	she	was	a	most	beautiful	lady.	And	she	wakened
and	said,	"Ah!	is	it	Sigurd,	Sigmund’s	son,	who	has	broken	the	curse,	and	comes
here	to	waken	me	at	last?"
This	curse	came	upon	her	when	the	thorn	of	the	tree	of	sleep	ran	into	her	hand
long	ago	as	a	punishment	because	she	had	displeased	Odin	the	God.	Long	ago,
too,	 she	 had	 vowed	 never	 to	marry	 a	man	who	 knew	 fear,	 and	 dared	 not	 ride
through	the	fence	of	flaming	fire.	For	she	was	a	warrior	maid	herself,	and	went
armed	into	the	battle	like	a	man.	But	now	she	and	Sigurd	loved	each	other,	and
promised	to	be	true	to	each	other,	and	he	gave	her	a	ring,	and	it	was	the	last	ring
taken	from	the	dwarf	Andvari.	Then	Sigurd	rode	away,	and	he	came	to	the	house
of	a	King	who	had	a	fair	daughter.	Her	name	was	Gudrun,	and	her	mother	was	a
witch.	 Now	 Gudrun	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 Sigurd,	 but	 he	 was	 always	 talking	 of
Brynhild,	 how	 beautiful	 she	 was	 and	 how	 dear.	 So	 one	 day	 Gudrun’s	 witch
mother	put	poppy	and	forgetful	drugs	in	a	magical	cup,	and	bade	Sigurd	drink	to
her	 health,	 and	 he	 drank,	 and	 instantly	 he	 forgot	 poor	 Brynhild	 and	 he	 loved
Gudrun,	and	they	were	married	with	great	rejoicings.
Now	 the	 witch,	 the	 mother	 of	 Gudrun,	 wanted	 her	 son	 Gunnar	 to	 marry
Brynhild,	and	she	bade	him	ride	out	with	Sigurd	and	go	and	woo	her.	So	forth
they	rode	to	her	father’s	house,	for	Brynhild	had	quite	gone	out	of	Sigurd’s	mind
by	reason	of	the	witch’s	wine,	but	she	remembered	him	and	loved	him	still.	Then
Brunhild’s	father	told	Gunnar	that	she	would	marry	none	but	him	who	could	ride
the	flame	in	front	of	her	enchanted	 tower,	and	 there	 they	rode,	and	Gunnar	set
his	horse	at	the	flame,	but	he	would	not	face	it.	Then	Gunnar	tried	Sigurd’s	horse



Grani,	 but	 he	 would	 not	 move	 with	 Gunnar	 on	 his	 back.	 Then	 Gunnar
remembered	 witchcraft	 that	 his	 mother	 had	 taught	 him,	 and	 by	 his	 magic	 he
made	Sigurd	look	exactly	like	himself,	and	he	looked	exactly	like	Gunnar.	Then
Sigurd,	 in	 the	 shape	 of	Gunnar	 and	 in	 his	mail,	mounted	 on	Grani,	 and	Grani
leaped	the	fence	of	fire,	and	Sigurd	went	in	and	found	Brynhild,	but	he	did	not
remember	her	 yet,	 because	of	 the	 forgetful	medicine	 in	 the	 cup	of	 the	witch’s
wine.
Now	Brynhild	 had	 no	 help	 but	 to	 promise	 she	would	 be	 his	wife,	 the	wife	 of
Gunnar	as	she	supposed,	for	Sigurd	wore	Gunnar’s	shape,	and	she	had	sworn	to
wed	whoever	should	ride	the	flames.	And	he	gave	her	a	ring,	and	she	gave	him
back	the	ring	he	had	given	her	before	in	his	own	shape	as	Sigurd,	and	it	was	the
last	ring	of	that	poor	dwarf	Andvari.	Then	he	rode	out	again,	and	he	and	Gunnar
changed	shapes,	and	each	was	himself	again,	and	they	went	home	to	 the	witch
Queen"s,	 and	Sigurd	gave	 the	dwarf’s	 ring	 to	his	wife,	Gudrun.	And	Brynhild
went	to	her	father,	and	said	that	a	King	had	come	called	Gunnar,	and	had	ridden
the	fire,	and	she	must	marry	him.	"Yet	I	thought,"	she	said,	"that	no	man	could
have	done	this	deed	but	Sigurd,	Fafnir’s	bane,	who	was	my	true	love.	But	he	has
forgotten	me,	and	my	promise	I	must	keep."
So	Gunnar	and	Brynhild	were	married,	though	it	was	not	Gunnar	but	Sigurd	in
Gunnar’s	shape,	that	had	ridden	the	fire.
And	when	the	wedding	was	over	and	all	the	feast,	then	the	magic	of	the	witch’s
wine	went	out	of	Sigurd’s	brain,	and	he	remembered	all.	He	remembered	how	he
had	freed	Brynhild	from	the	spell,	and	how	she	was	his	own	true	love,	and	how
he	had	forgotten	and	had	married	another	woman,	and	won	Brynhild	 to	be	 the
wife	of	another	man.
But	 he	was	 brave,	 and	 he	 spoke	 not	 a	word	 of	 it	 to	 the	 others	 to	make	 them
unhappy.	Still	he	could	not	keep	away	the	curse	which	was	to	come	on	every	one
who	owned	the	treasure	of	the	dwarf	Andvari,	and	his	fatal	golden	ring.
And	 the	 curse	 soon	 came	 upon	 all	 of	 them.	 For	 one	 day,	when	Brynhild	 and
Gudrun	were	bathing,	Brynhild	waded	 farthest	 out	 into	 the	 river,	 and	 said	 she
did	 that	 to	 show	 she	 was	 Gudrun’s	 superior.	 For	 her	 husband,	 she	 said,	 had
ridden	through	the	flame	when	no	other	man	dared	face	it.
Then	Gudrun	was	very	angry,	and	said	that	it	was	Sigurd,	not	Gunnar,	who	had
ridden	the	flame,	and	had	received	from	Brynhild	that	fatal	ring,	the	ring	of	the
dwarf	Andvari.
Then	Brynhild	saw	the	ring	which	Sigurd	had	given	to	Gudrun,	and	she	knew	it
and	knew	all,	and	she	turned	as	pale	as	a	dead	woman,	and	went	home.	All	that
evening	she	never	spoke.	Next	day	she	told	Gunnar,	her	husband,	that	he	was	a
coward	and	a	liar,	for	he	had	never	ridden	the	flame,	but	had	sent	Sigurd	to	do	it
for	him,	and	pretended	that	he	had	done	it	himself.	And	she	said	he	would	never



see	 her	 glad	 in	 his	 hall,	 never	 drinking	 wine,	 never	 playing	 chess,	 never
embroidering	with	 the	golden	 thread,	 never	 speaking	words	of	 kindness.	Then
she	 rent	 all	 her	 needlework	 asunder	 and	 wept	 aloud,	 so	 that	 everyone	 in	 the
house	heard	her.	For	her	heart	was	broken,	and	her	pride	was	broken	in	the	same
hour.	 She	 had	 lost	 her	 true	 love,	 Sigurd,	 the	 slayer	 of	 Fafnir,	 and	 she	 was
married	to	a	man	who	was	a	liar.
Then	Sigurd	came	and	 tried	 to	comfort	her,	but	 she	would	not	 listen,	and	said
she	wished	the	sword	stood	fast	in	his	heart.
"Not	long	to	wait,"	he	said,	"till	the	bitter	sword	stands	fast	in	my	heart,	and	you
will	not	 live	 long	when	 I	am	dead.	But,	dear	Brynhild,	 live	and	be	comforted,
and	love	Gunnar	your	husband,	and	I	will	give	you	all	the	gold,	the	treasure	of
the	dragon	Fafnir."
Brynhild	said,	"It	is	too	late."
Then	Sigurd	was	so	grieved	and	his	heart	so	swelled	in	his	breast	that	it	burst	the
steel	rings	of	his	shirt	of	mail.
Sigurd	 went	 out	 and	 Brynhild	 determined	 to	 slay	 him.	 She	 mixed	 serpent's
venom	 and	wolf’s	 flesh,	 and	 gave	 them	 in	 one	 dish	 to	 her	 husband's	 younger
brother,	 and	when	he	had	 tasted	 them	he	was	mad,	 and	he	went	 into	Sigurd’s
chamber	 while	 he	 slept	 and	 pinned	 him	 to	 the	 bed	 with	 a	 sword.	 But	 Sigurd
woke,	and	caught	the	sword	Gram	into	his	hand,	and	threw	it	at	 the	man	as	he
fled,	and	the	sword	cut	him	in	twain.	Thus	died	Sigurd,	Fafnir's	bane,	whom	no
ten	men	could	have	slain	in	fair	fight.	Then	Gudrun	wakened	and	saw	him	dead,
and	she	moaned	aloud,	and	Brynhild	heard	her	and	laughed;	but	the	kind	horse
Grani	lay	down	and	died	of	very	grief.	And	then	Brynhild	fell	a-weeping	till	her
heart	broke.	So	they	attired	Sigurd	in	all	his	golden	armour,	and	built	a	great	pile
of	wood	on	board	his	ship,	and	at	night	laid	on	it	the	dead	Sigurd	and	the	dead
Brynhild,	 and	 the	 good	 horse,	Grani,	 and	 set	 fire	 to	 it,	 and	 launched	 the	 ship.
And	 the	wind	 bore	 it	 blazing	 out	 to	 sea,	 flaming	 into	 the	 dark.	 So	 there	were
Sigurd	 and	Brynhild	 burned	 together,	 and	 the	 curse	 of	 the	dwarf	Andvari	was
fulfilled.
	



GOODMAN	AXEHAFT

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	FERRYMAN	WHO	was	 so	hard	of	hearing	he	 could
neither	hear	nor	catch	anything	that	anyone	said	to	him.	He	had	a	goody	and	a
daughter,	and	 they	did	not	care	a	pin	for	 the	good	man,	but	 lived	 in	mirth	and
jollity	so	long	as	there	was	anything	to	live	on,	and	then	they	took	to	running	up
a	bill	with	the	innkeeper,	and	gave	parties,	and	had	feasts	every	day.
So	when	no	one	would	trust	them	any	longer,	the	sheriff	was	to	come	and	seize
for	what	they	owed	and	had	wasted.	Then	the	goody	and	her	child	set	off	for	her
kinsfolk,	and	 left	 the	deaf	husband	behind,	all	alone,	 to	see	 the	sheriff	and	 the
bailiff.
Well,	 there	 stood	 the	 man	 and	 pottered	 about	 and	 wondered	 what	 the	 sheriff
wanted	to	ask,	and	what	he	should	say	when	he	came.
"If	 I	 take	 to	 doing	 something,"	 he	 said	 to	 himself,	 "he’ll	 be	 sure	 to	 ask	 me
something	about	it.	I’ll	just	begin	to	cut	out	an	axehaft,	so	when	he	asks	me	what
that	is	to	be,	I	shall	answer,	Axehaft.	Then	he’ll	ask	how	long	it	is	to	be,	and	I’ll
say,	Up	as	far	as	this	twig	that	sticks	out.	Then	he’ll	ask,	What’s	become	of	the
ferry-boat?	and	I’ll	say,	I	am	going	to	tar	her;	and	yonder	she	lies	on	the	strand,
split	at	both	ends.	Then	he’ll	ask,	Where’s	your	grey	mare?	and	I’ll	answer,	She
is	 standing	 in	 the	 stable,	 big	 with	 foal.	 Then	 he’ll	 ask,	 Whereabouts	 is	 your
sheepcote	and	shieling?	and	I’ll	say,	Not	far	off;	when	you	get	a	bit	up	the	hill
you’ll	soon	see	them."
All	this	he	thought	well-planned.
A	little	while	after	in	came	the	sheriff;	he	was	true	to	time,	but	as	for	his	man,	he
had	gone	another	way	round	by	an	inn,	and	there	he	sat	still	drinking.
"Good-day,	sir,"	he	said.
"Axehaft,"	said	the	ferryman.
"So,	so,	said	the	sheriff.	"How	far	off	is	it	to	the	inn?"
"Right	up	 to	 this	 twig,"	 said	 the	man,	 and	pointed	a	 little	way	up	 the	piece	of
timber.



The	sheriff	shook	his	head	and	stared	at	him	open-mouthed.
"Where	is	your	mistress,	pray?"
"I	am	just	going	to	tar	her,"	said	the	ferryman,	"for	yonder	is	she	on	the	strand,
split	open	at	both	ends."
"Where	is	your	daughter?"
"Oh,	she	stands	in	the	stable,	big	with	foal,"	answered	the	man,	who	thought	he
answered	very	much	to	the	purpose.
"Oh,	go	to	hell	with	you,"	said	the	sheriff.
"Very	good;	"tis	not	 so	 far	off;	when	you	get	a	bit	up	 the	hill,	you’ll	 soon	get
there,"	said	the	man.
So	the	sheriff	was	floored,	and	went	away.
	



THE	COMPANION

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	 farmer’s	 son	who	dreamt	 that	 he	was	 to
marry	a	princess	far,	far	out	in	the	world.	She	was	as	red	and	white	as	milk	and
blood,	and	so	rich	there	was	no	end	to	her	riches.	When	he	awoke	he	seemed	to
see	her	still	standing	bright	and	living	before	him,	and	he	thought	her	so	sweet
and	lovely	that	his	life	was	not	worth	having	unless	he	had	her	too.	So	he	sold	all
he	had,	and	set	off	into	the	world	to	find	her	out.	Well,	he	went	far,	and	farther
than	far,	and	about	winter	he	came	to	a	 land	where	all	 the	high-roads	 lay	right
straight	on	end;	there	wasn’t	a	bend	in	any	of	them.	When	he	had	wandered	on
and	on	for	a	quarter	of	a	year	he	came	to	a	town,	and	outside	the	church-door	lay
a	big	block	of	ice,	in	which	there	stood	a	dead	body,	and	the	whole	parish	spat
on	it	as	they	passed	by	to	church.	The	lad	wondered	at	this,	and	when	the	priest
came	out	of	church	he	asked	him	what	it	all	meant.
"It	 is	 a	 great	 wrong-doer,"	 said	 the	 priest.	 "He	 has	 been	 executed	 for	 his
ungodliness,	and	set	up	there	to	be	mocked	and	spat	upon."
"But	what	was	his	wrong-doing?"	asked	the	lad.
"When	he	was	alive	here	he	was	a	vintner,"	said	the	priest,	"and	he	mixed	water
with	his	wine."
The	lad	thought	that	no	such	dreadful	sin.	"Well,"	he	said,	"after	he	had	atoned
for	 it	 with	 his	 life,	 you	might	 as	 well	 have	 let	 him	 have	 Christian	 burial	 and
peace	after	death."
But	the	priest	said	that	could	not	be	in	any	wise,	for	there	must	be	folk	to	break
him	out	of	the	ice,	and	money	to	buy	a	grave	from	the	church;	then	the	grave-
digger	must	be	paid	for	digging	the	grave,	and	the	sexton	for	tolling	the	bell,	and
the	clerk	for	singing	the	hymns,	and	the	priest	for	sprinkling	dust	over	him.
"Do	you	think	now	there	would	be	anyone	who	would	be	willing	to	pay	all	this
for	an	executed	sinner?"
"Yes,"	said	the	lad.	"If	he	could	only	get	him	buried	in	Christian	earth,	he	would
be	sure	to	pay	for	his	funeral	ale	out	of	his	scanty	means."



Even	after	that	the	priest	hemmed	and	hawed;	but	when	the	lad	came	with	two
witnesses,	and	asked	him	right	out	in	their	hearing	if	he	could	refuse	to	sprinkle
dust	over	the	corpse,	he	was	forced	to	answer	that	he	could	not.
So	they	broke	the	vintner	out	of	the	block	of	ice,	and	laid	him	in	Christian	earth,
and	they	tolled	the	bell	and	sang	hymns	over	him,	and	the	priest	sprinkled	dust
over	him,	and	they	drank	his	funeral	ale	till	they	wept	and	laughed	by	turns;	but
when	the	lad	had	paid	for	the	ale	he	hadn’t	many	pence	left	in	his	pocket.
He	set	off	on	his	way	again,	but	he	hadn’t	got	far	ere	a	man	overtook	him	who
asked	if	he	did	not	think	it	dull	work	walking	on	all	alone.
No;	 the	 lad	did	not	 think	 it	dull.	 "I	have	always	something	 to	 think	about,"	he
said.
Then	the	man	asked	if	he	wouldn’t	like	to	have	a	servant.
"No,"	said	 the	 lad;	"I	am	wont	 to	be	my	own	servant,	 therefore	I	have	need	of
none;	and	even	if	I	wanted	one	ever	so	much,	I	have	no	means	to	get	one,	for	I
have	no	money	to	pay	for	his	food	and	wages."
"You	do	need	a	 servant,	 that	 I	know	better	 than	you,"	 said	 the	man,	 "and	you
have	need	of	one	whom	you	can	trust	in	life	and	death.	If	you	won’t	have	me	as
a	servant,	you	may	take	me	as	your	companion;	I	give	you	my	word	I	will	stand
you	in	good	stead,	and	it	shan’t	cost	you	a	penny.	I	will	pay	my	own	fare,	and	as
for	food	and	clothing,	you	shall	have	no	trouble	about	them."
Well,	on	 those	 terms	he	was	willing	enough	to	have	him	as	his	companion;	so
after	 that	 they	 travelled	 together,	and	 the	man	for	 the	most	part	went	on	ahead
and	showed	the	lad	the	way.
So	after	they	had	travelled	on	and	on	from	land	to	land,	over	hill	and	wood,	they
came	 to	 a	 crossfell	 that	 stopped	 the	 way.	 There	 the	 companion	 went	 up	 and
knocked,	and	bade	 them	open	 the	door;	and	 the	 rock	opened	sure	enough,	and
when	they	got	inside	the	hill	up	came	an	old	witch	with	a	chair,	and	asked	them,
"Be	so	good	as	to	sit	down.	No	doubt	ye	are	weary."
"Sit	on	it	yourself,"	said	the	man.	So	she	was	forced	to	take	her	seat,	and	as	soon
as	she	sat	down	she	stuck	fast,	for	the	chair	was	such	that	it	let	no	one	loose	that
came	 near	 it.	 Meanwhile	 they	 went	 about	 inside	 the	 hill,	 and	 the	 companion
looked	round	till	he	saw	a	sword	hanging	over	the	door.	That	he	would	have,	and
if	he	got	it	he	gave	his	word	to	the	old	witch	that	he	would	let	her	loose	out	of
the	chair.
"Nay,	nay,"	 she	 screeched	out;	 "ask	me	anything	else.	Anything	else	you	may
have,	but	not	that,	for	it	is	my	Three-Sister	Sword;	we	are	three	sisters	who	own
it	together."
Very	well;	 then	you	may	sit	 there	 till	 the	end	of	 the	world,"	said	 the	man.	But



when	she	heard	that,	she	said	he	might	have	it	if	he	would	set	her	free.
So	he	took	the	sword	and	went	off	with	it,	and	left	her	still	sitting	there.
When	they	had	gone	far,	far	away	over	naked	fells	and	wide	wastes,	they	came
to	another	crossfell.	There,	too,	the	companion	knocked	and	bade	them	open	the
door,	 and	 the	 same	 thing	 happened	 as	 happened	 before;	 the	 rock	 opened,	 and
when	they	had	got	a	good	way	into	the	hill	another	old	witch	came	up	to	them
with	a	chair	and	begged	them	to	sit	down.	"Ye	may	well	be	weary,"	she	said.
"Sit	 down	 yourself,"	 said	 the	 companion.	 And	 so	 she	 fared	 as	 her	 sister	 had
fared,	she	did	not	dare	to	say	nay,	and	as	soon	as	she	came	on	the	chair	she	stuck
fast.	Meanwhile	the	lad	and	his	companion	went	about	in	the	hill,	and	the	man
broke	open	all	the	chests	and	drawers	till	he	found	what	he	sought,	and	that	was
a	golden	ball	of	yarn.	That	he	set	his	heart	on,	and	he	promised	the	old	witch	to
set	her	free	if	she	would	give	him	the	golden	ball.	She	said	he	might	take	all	she
had,	but	that	she	could	not	part	with;	it	was	her	Three-Sister	Ball.	But	when	she
heard	that	she	should	sit	there	till	Doomsday	unless	he	got	it,	she	said	he	might
take	 it	 all	 the	 same	 if	 he	would	 only	 set	 her	 free.	 So	 the	 companion	 took	 the
golden	ball,	but	he	left	her	sitting	where	she	sat.
So,	on	they	went	for	many	days,	over	waste	and	wood,	till	they	came	to	a	third
crossfell.	There	all	went	as	 it	had	gone	 twice	before.	The	companion	knocked,
the	rock	opened,	and	inside	the	hill	an	old	witch	came	up,	and	asked	them	to	sit
on	 her	 chair,	 they	 must	 be	 tired.	 But	 the	 companion	 said	 again,	 "Sit	 on	 it
yourself,"	and	there	she	sat.	They	had	not	gone	through	many	rooms	before	they
saw	an	old	hat	which	hung	on	a	peg	behind	the	door.	That	the	companion	must
and	would	have;	but	the	old	witch	couldn’t	part	with	it.	It	was	her	Three-Sister
Hat,	and	if	she	gave	it	away,	all	her	luck	would	be	lost.	But	when	she	heard	that
she	would	have	to	sit	there	till	the	end	of	the	world	unless	he	got	it,	she	said	he
might	take	it	if	he	would	only	let	her	loose.	When	the	companion	had	got	well
hold	of	the	hat,	he	went	off,	and	bade	her	sit	there	still,	like	the	rest	of	her	sisters.
After	a	long,	long	time,	they	came	to	a	Sound;	then	the	companion	took	the	ball
of	yarn,	and	threw	it	so	hard	against	the	rock	on	the	other	side	of	the	stream	that
it	bounded	back,	and	after	he	had	thrown	it	backwards	and	forwards	a	few	times
it	 became	 a	 bridge.	On	 that	 bridge	 they	went	 over	 the	 Sound,	 and	when	 they
reached	 the	other	side,	 the	man	bade	 the	 lad	 to	be	quick	and	wind	up	 the	yarn
again	as	soon	as	he	could,	for,	said	he:	-
"If	we	don’t	wind	it	up	quick,	all	those	witches	will	come	after	us,	and	tear	us	to
bits."
So	the	lad	wound	and	wound	with	all	his	might	and	main,	and	when	there	was
no	more	to	wind	than	the	very	last	thread,	up	came	the	old	witches	on	the	wings
of	 the	 wind.	 They	 flew	 to	 the	 water,	 so	 that	 the	 spray	 rose	 before	 them,	 and
snatched	at	the	end	of	the	thread;	but	they	could	not	quite	get	hold	of	it,	and	so



they	were	drowned	in	the	Sound.
When	 they	had	gone	on	a	 few	days	 further,	 the	companion	said,	"Now	we	are
soon	coming	to	 the	castle	where	she	 is,	 the	princess	of	whom	you	dreamt,	and
when	we	get	there,	you	must	go	in	and	tell	the	king	what	you	dreamt,	and	what	it
is	you	are	seeking."
So	when	 they	 reached	 it	 he	did	what	 the	man	 told	him,	 and	was	very	heartily
welcomed.	He	 had	 a	 room	 for	 himself,	 and	 another	 for	 his	 companion,	which
they	were	to	live	in,	and	when	dinner-time	drew	near,	he	was	bidden	to	dine	at
the	king’s	own	board.	As	soon	as	ever	he	set	eyes	on	the	princess	he	knew	her	at
once,	and	saw	it	was	she	of	whom	he	had	dreamt	as	his	bride.	Then	he	told	her
his	business,	and	she	answered	that	she	liked	him	well	enough,	and	would	gladly
have	 him;	 but	 first	 he	must	 undergo	 three	 trials.	 So	when	 they	 had	 dined	 she
gave	him	a	pair	of	golden	 scissors,	 and	 said,	 "The	 first	proof	 is	 that	you	must
take	these	scissors	and	keep	them,	and	give	them	to	me	at	midday	tomorrow.	It
is	not	so	very	great	a	trial,	I	fancy,"	she	said,	and	made	a	face;	"but	if	you	can’t
stand	it,	you	lose	your	life;	it	is	the	law,	and	so	you	will	be	drawn	and	quartered,
and	 your	 body	will	 be	 stuck	 on	 stakes,	 and	 your	 head	 over	 the	 gate,	 just	 like
those	 lovers	 of	 mine,	 whose	 skulls	 and	 skeletons	 you	 see	 outside	 the	 king’s
castle."
"That	is	no	such	great	art,"	thought	the	lad.
But	 the	princess	was	so	merry	and	mad,	and	flirted	so	much	with	him,	 that	he
forgot	all	about	the	scissors	and	himself,	and	so	while	they	played	and	sported,
she	stole	the	scissors	away	from	him	without	his	knowing	it.	When	he	went	up	to
his	room	at	night,	and	told	how	he	had	fared,	and	what	she	had	said	to	him,	and
about	 the	 scissors	 she	 gave	 him	 to	 keep,	 the	 companion	 said,	 "Of	 course	 you
have	the	scissors	safe	and	sure."
Then	he	searched	in	all	his	pockets;	but	there	were	no	scissors,	and	the	lad	was
in	a	sad	way	when	he	found	them	wanting.
"Well!	well!"	said	the	companion;	"I’ll	see	if	I	can’t	get	you	them	again."
With	 that	 he	went	 down	 into	 the	 stable,	 and	 there	 stood	 a	 big,	 fat	Billy	 goat,
which	belonged	to	 the	princess,	and	it	was	of	 that	breed	that	 it	could	fly	many
times	faster	through	the	air	than	it	could	run	on	land.	So	he	took	the	Three-Sister
Sword,	 and	 gave	 it	 a	 stroke	 between	 the	 horns,	 and	 said,	 "When	 rides	 the
princess	to	see	her	lover	to-night?"
The	Billy	goat	baa’d,	and	said	it	dared	not	say,	but	when	it	had	another	stroke,	it
said	the	princess	was	coming	at	eleven	o’clock.	Then	the	companion	put	on	the
Three-Sister	Hat,	and	all	at	once	he	became	invisible,	and	so	he	waited	for	her.
When	she	came,	she	took	and	rubbed	the	Billy	goat	with	an	ointment	which	she
had	in	a	great	horn,	and	said,	-



"Away,	away,	over	roof	tree	and	steeple,	over	land,	over	sea,	over	hill,	over	dale,
to	my	true	love	who	awaits	me	in	fell	this	night."
At	 the	 very	 moment	 that	 the	 goat	 set	 off,	 the	 companion	 threw	 himself	 on
behind,	and	away	they	went	like	a	blast	through	the	air.	They	were	not	long	on
the	way,	and	in	a	trice	they	came	to	a	crossfell.	There	she	knocked,	and	so	the
goat	passed	through	the	fell	to	the	Troll,	who	was	her	lover.
"Now,	my	dear,"	she	said,	"a	new	lover	 is	come,	whose	heart	 is	 set	on	having
me.	He	is	young	and	handsome	but	I	will	have	no	other	 than	you,"	and	so	she
coaxed	and	petted	the	Troll.
"So	I	set	him	a	trial,	and	here	are	the	scissors	he	was	to	watch	and	keep;	now	do
you	keep	them,"	she	said.
So	the	two	laughed	heartily,	just	as	though	they	had	the	lad	already	on	wheel	and
stake.
"Yes!	yes!"	said	the	Troll;	"I’ll	keep	them	safe	enough.	And	I	shall	sleep	on	the
bride’s	white	arm,	While	ravens	round	his	skeleton	swarm."
And	 so	 he	 laid	 the	 scissors	 in	 an	 iron	 chest	 with	 three	 locks;	 but	 just	 as	 he
dropped	them	into	the	chest,	 the	companion	snapped	them	up.	Neither	of	 them
could	see	him,	for	he	had	on	the	Three-Sister	Hat;	and	so	the	Troll	locked	up	the
chest	for	naught,	and	he	hid	the	keys	he	had	in	the	hollow	eye-tooth	in	which	he
had	 the	 toothache.	 There	 it	 would	 be	 hard	work	 for	 anyone	 to	 find	 them,	 the
Troll	thought.
So	when	midnight	was	 passed	 she	 set	 off	 home	 again.	The	 companion	got	 up
behind	the	goat,	and	they	lost	no	time	on	the	way	back.
Next	day,	about	noon,	the	lad	was	asked	down	to	the	king’s	board;	but	then	the
princess	gave	herself	such	airs,	and	was	so	high	and	mighty,	she	would	scarce
look	 towards	 the	 side	where	 the	 lad	 sat.	After	 they	had	dined,	 she	dressed	her
face	in	holiday	garb,	and	said,	as	if	butter	wouldn’t	melt	in	her	mouth,	"Maybe
you	have	those	scissors	which	I	begged	you	to	keep,	yesterday?"
"Oh,	yes,	I	have;"	said	the	lad,	"and	here	they	are,"	and	with	that	he	pulled	them
out,	and	drove	them	into	the	board,	till	it	jumped	again.	The	princess	could	not
have	been	more	vexed	had	he	driven	 the	scissors	 into	her	 face;	but	 for	all	 that
she	made	herself	soft	and	gentle,	and	said,	"Since	you	have	kept	the	scissors	so
well,	it	won’t	be	any	trouble	to	you	to	keep	my	golden	ball	of	yarn,	and	take	care
you	give	it	me	tomorrow	at	noon;	but	if	you	have	lost	it,	you	shall	lose	your	life
on	the	scaffold.	It	is	the	law."
The	 lad	 thought	 that	an	easy	 thing,	so	he	 took	and	put	 the	golden	ball	 into	his
pocket.	But	she	fell	a-playing	and	flirting	with	him	again,	so	that	he	forgot	both
himself	and	the	golden	ball,	and	while	they	were	at	the	height	of	their	games	and
pranks,	she	stole	it	from	him,	and	sent	him	off	to	bed.



Then	when	he	came	up	to	his	bedroom,	and	told	what	 they	had	said	and	done,
his	companion	asked,	"Of	course	you	have	the	golden	ball	she	gave	you?"
"Yes!	yes!"	said	the	lad,	and	felt	in	his	pocket	where	he	had	put	it;	but	no,	there
was	no	ball	to	be	found,	and	he	fell	again	into	such	an	ill	mood,	and	knew	not
which	way	to	turn.
"Well!	well!	bear	up	a	bit,"	said	the	companion.	"I’ll	see	if	I	can’t	lay	hands	on
it;"	and	with	 that	he	 took	 the	sword	and	hat	and	strode	off	 to	a	smith,	and	got
twelve	pounds	of	iron	welded	on	to	the	back	of	the	sword-blade.	Then	he	went
down	to	 the	stable,	and	gave	the	Billy	goat	a	stroke	between	his	horns,	so	 that
the	brute	went	head	over	heels,	and	he	asked,	-
"When	rides	the	princess	to	see	her	lover	to-night?"
"At	twelve	o’clock,"	baa’d	the	Billy	goat.
So	 the	companion	put	on	 the	Three-Sister	Hat	again,	and	waited	 till	 she	came,
tearing	 along	with	 her	 horn	 of	 ointment,	 and	greased	 the	Billy	 goat.	Then	 she
said,	as	she	had	said	the	first	time,	"Away,	away,	over	roof-tree	and	steeple,	over
land,	over	sea,	over	hill,	over	dale,	to	my	true	love	who	awaits	me	in	the	fell	this
night."
In	a	 trice	 they	were	off,	and	 the	companion	 threw	himself	on	behind	 the	Billy
goat,	and	away	they	went	like	a	blast	through	the	air.	In	the	twinkling	of	an	eye
they	came	to	the	Troll’s	hill;	and,	when	she	had	knocked	three	times,	they	passed
through	the	rock	to	the	Troll,	who	was	her	lover.
"Where	was	 it	you	hid	 the	golden	scissors	 I	gave	you	yesterday,	my	darling?"
cried	out	the	princess.	"My	wooer	had	it	and	gave	it	back	to	me."
"That	was	quite	 impossible,"	said	 the	Troll;	"for	he	had	locked	it	up	 in	a	chest
with	three	locks	and	hidden	the	keys	in	the	hollow	of	his	eye-tooth;"	but,	when
they	unlocked	the	chest,	and	looked	for	it,	the	Troll	had	no	scissors	in	his	chest.
So	the	princess	told	him	how	she	had	given	her	suitor	her	golden	ball.
"And	here	it	is,"	she	said,	"for	I	took	it	from	him	again	without	his	knowing	it.
But	what	shall	we	hit	upon	now,	since	he	is	master	of	such	craft!"
Well,	the	Troll	hardly	knew;	but,	after	they	had	thought	a	bit,	they	made	up	their
minds	 to	 light	 a	 large	 fire	 and	 burn	 the	 golden	 ball;	 and	 so	 they	 would	 be
cocksure	 that	he	 could	not	get	 at	 it.	But,	 just	 as	 she	 tossed	 it	 into	 the	 fire,	 the
companion	stood	ready	and	caught	it;	and	neither	of	them	saw	him,	for	he	had	on
the	Three-Sister	Hat.
When	 the	princess	had	been	with	 the	Troll	a	 little	while,	and	 it	began	 to	grow
towards	dawn,	she	set	off	home	again,	and	the	companion	got	up	behind	her	on
the	goat,	and	they	got	back	fast	and	safe.



Next	day,	when	the	lad	was	bidden	down	to	dinner,	the	companion	gave	him	the
ball.	 The	 princess	was	 even	more	 high	 and	 haughty	 than	 the	 day	 before,	 and,
after	they	had	dined,	she	perked	up	her	mouth,	and	said,	in	a	dainty	voice,	-
"Perhaps	it	is	too	much	to	look	for	that	you	should	give	me	back	my	golden	ball,
which	I	gave	you	to	keep	yesterday?"
"Is	it?"	said	the	lad.	"You	shall	soon	have	it.	Here	it	is,	safe	enough;"	and,	as	he
said	that,	he	threw	it	down	on	the	board	so	hard,	that	it	shook	again;	and,	as	for
the	king,	he	gave	a	jump	high	up	into	the	air.
The	 princess	 got	 as	 pale	 as	 a	 corpse,	 but	 she	 soon	 came	 to	 herself	 again,	 and
said,	in	a	sweet,	small	voice,	"Well	done,	well	done!"	Now	he	had	only	one	more
trial	left,	and	it	was	this:
"If	you	are	so	clever	as	to	bring	me	what	I	am	now	thinking	of	by	dinner-time
tomorrow,	you	shall	win	me,	and	have	me	to	wife."
That's	what	she	said.
The	lad	felt	like	one	doomed	to	death,	for	he	thought	it	quite	impossible	to	know
what	she	was	thinking	about,	and	still	harder	to	bring	it	to	her;	and	so,	when	he
went	up	to	his	bedroom,	it	was	hard	work	to	comfort	him	at	all.	His	companion
told	him	to	be	easy,	he	would	see	if	he	could	not	get	 the	right	end	of	 the	stick
this	time	too,	as	he	had	done	twice	before.	So	the	lad	at	last	took	heart,	and	lay
down	to	sleep.
Meanwhile,	the	companion	went	to	the	smith	and	got	twenty-four	pounds	of	iron
welded	on	 to	his	 sword;	and,	when	 that	was	done,	he	went	down	 to	 the	 stable
and	 let	 fly	at	 the	Billy	goat	between	 the	horns	with	 such	a	blow,	 that	he	went
right	head	over	heels	against	the	wall.
"When	rides	the	princess	to	her	lover	to-night?"	he	asked.
"At	one	o’clock,"	baaed	the	Billy	goat.
So,	when	the	hour	drew	near,	the	companion	stood	in	the	stable	with	his	Three-
Sister	Hat	on;	and,	when	she	had	greased	the	goat,	and	uttered	the	same	words
that	they	were	to	fly	through	the	air	to	her	true	love,	who	was	waiting	for	her	in
the	 fell,	 off	 they	went	 again,	on	 the	wings	of	 the	wind;	 and,	 all	 the	while,	 the
companion	sat	behind.
But	 he	 was	 not	 light-handed	 this	 time;	 for,	 every	 now	 and	 then,	 he	 gave	 the
princess	a	slap,	so	that	he	almost	beat	the	breath	out	of	her	body.
And	when	they	came	to	the	wall	of	rock,	she	knocked	at	the	door,	and	it	opened,
and	they	passed	on	into	the	fell	to	her	lover.
As	soon	as	she	got	there,	she	fell	to	bewailing,	and	was	very	cross,	and	said	she
never	 knew	 the	 air	 could	 deal	 such	 buffets;	 she	 almost	 thought,	 indeed,	 that



someone	sat	behind,	who	beat	both	the	Billy	goat	and	herself;	she	was	sure	she
was	black	and	blue	all	over	her	body,	such	a	hard	flight	had	she	had	through	the
air.
Then	she	went	on	to	tell	how	her	lover	had	brought	her	the	golden	ball	too;	how
it	happened,	neither	she	nor	the	Troll	could	tell.
"But	now	do	you	know	what	I	have	hit	upon?"
No;	the	Troll	did	not.
"Well,"	she	went	on;	"I	have	told	him	to	bring	me	what	I	was	then	thinking	of	by
dinner-time	 tomorrow,	and	what	 I	 thought	of	was	your	head.	Do	you	 think	he
can	get	that,	my	darling?"	said	the	princess,	and	began	to	fondle	the	Troll.
"No,	I	don’t	think	he	can,"	said	the	Troll.	"He	would	take	his	oath	he	couldn’t;"
and	then	the	Troll	burst	out	laughing,	and	scunnered	worse	than	any	ghost,	and
both	 the	princess	and	 the	Troll	 thought	 the	 lad	would	be	drawn	and	quartered,
and	that	the	crows	would	peck	out	his	eyes,	before	he	could	get	the	Troll’s	head.
So	when	 it	 turned	 towards	 dawn,	 she	 had	 to	 set	 off	 home	 again;	 but	 she	was
afraid,	she	said,	for	she	thought	there	was	someone	behind	her,	and	so	she	was
afraid	to	ride	home	alone.	The	Troll	must	go	with	her	on	the	way.	Yes;	the	Troll
would	go	with	her,	and	he	led	out	his	Billy	goat	(for	he	had	one	that	matched	the
princess’s),	and	he	smeared	it	and	greased	it	between	the	horns.	And	when	the
Troll	got	up,	the	companion	crept	on	behind,	and	so	off	they	set	through	the	air
to	 the	king’s	grange.	But	all	 the	way	the	companion	thrashed	the	Troll	and	his
Billy	goat,	and	gave	them	cut	and	thrust	and	thrust	and	cut	with	his	sword,	 till
they	got	weaker	and	weaker,	and	at	last	were	well	on	the	way	to	sink	down	into
the	sea	over	which	they	passed.	Now	the	Troll	thought	the	weather	was	so	wild,
he	went	right	home	with	the	princess	up	to	the	king’s	grange,	and	stood	outside
to	see	that	she	got	home	safe	and	well.	But	just	as	she	shut	the	door	behind	her,
the	 companion	 struck	 off	 the	 Troll’s	 head	 and	 ran	 up	 with	 it	 to	 the	 lad’s
bedroom.
"Here	is	what	the	princess	thought	of,"	said	he.
Well,	they	were	merry	and	joyful,	one	may	think,	and	when	the	lad	was	bidden
down	to	dinner,	and	they	had	dined,	the	princess	was	as	lively	as	a	lark.
"No	doubt	you	have	got	what	I	thought	of?"	said	she.
"Aye;	 aye;	 I	have	 it,"	 said	 the	 lad,	 and	he	 tore	 it	out	 from	under	his	 coat,	 and
threw	it	down	on	the	board	with	such	a	thump	that	the	board,	trestles	and	all,	was
upset.	As	for	the	princess,	she	was	as	though	she	had	been	dead	and	buried;	but
she	could	not	say	that	this	was	not	what	she	was	thinking	of,	and	so	now	he	was
to	have	her	to	wife	as	she	had	given	her	word.	So	they	made	a	bridal	feast,	and
there	was	drinking	and	gladness	all	over	the	kingdom.



But	the	companion	took	the	lad	on	one	side,	and	told	him	that	he	might	just	shut
his	 eyes	 and	 sham	 sleep	 on	 the	 bridal	 night;	 but	 if	 he	 held	 his	 life	 dear,	 and
would	listen	to	him,	he	wouldn’t	let	a	wink	come	over	them	till	he	had	stripped
her	of	her	troll-skin,	which	had	been	thrown	over	her,	but	he	must	flog	it	off	her
with	a	rod	made	of	nine	new	birch	twigs,	and	he	must	tear	it	off	her	in	three	tubs
of	milk:	first	he	was	to	scrub	her	in	a	tub	of	year-old	whey,	and	then	he	was	to
scour	her	in	the	tub	of	buttermilk,	and	lastly,	he	was	to	rub	her	in	a	tub	of	new
milk.	The	birch	twigs	lay	under	the	bed,	and	the	tubs	he	had	set	in	the	corner	of
the	room.	Everything	was	ready	to	his	hand.	Yes;	the	lad	gave	his	word	to	do	as
he	was	bid	and	to	listen	to	him.	So	when	they	got	into	the	bridal	bed	at	even,	the
lad	 shammed	 as	 though	 he	 had	 given	 himself	 up	 to	 sleep.	 Then	 the	 princess
raised	herself	up	on	her	elbow	and	looked	at	him	to	see	if	he	slept,	and	tickled
him	under	 the	nose;	but	 the	 lad	slept	on	still.	Then	she	 tugged	his	hair	and	his
beard;	 but	 he	 lay	 like	 a	 log,	 as	 she	 thought.	 After	 that	 she	 drew	 out	 a	 big
butcher’s	knife	from	under	the	bolster,	and	was	just	going	to	hack	off	his	head;
but	the	lad	jumped	up,	dashed	the	knife	out	of	her	hand,	and	caught	her	by	the
hair.	Then	he	flogged	her	with	 the	birch	rods,	and	wore	 them	out	upon	her	 till
there	was	 not	 a	 twig	 left.	When	 that	was	 over	 he	 tumbled	 her	 into	 the	 tub	 of
whey,	and	then	he	got	to	see	what	sort	of	beast	she	was:	she	was	black	as	a	raven
all	over	her	body;	but	when	he	scrubbed	her	well	in	the	whey,	and	scoured	her
with	buttermilk,	and	rubbed	her	well	in	new	milk,	her	troll-skin	dropped	off	her,
and	she	was	fair	and	lovely	and	gentle;	so	lovely	she	had	never	looked	before.
Next	 day	 the	 companion	 said	 they	must	 set	 off	 home.	Yes;	 the	 lad	was	 ready
enough,	and	the	princess	too,	for	her	dower	had	been	long	waiting.	In	the	night
the	companion	fetched	to	the	king’s	grange	all	the	gold	and	silver	and	precious
things	which	the	Troll	had	left	behind	him	in	the	Fell,	and	when	they	were	ready
to	 start	 in	 the	morning	 the	 whole	 grange	was	 so	 full	 of	 silver,	 and	 gold,	 and
jewels,	 there	was	no	walking	without	 treading	on	them.	That	dower	was	worth
more	than	all	the	king’s	land	and	realm,	and	they	were	at	their	wits"	end	to	know
how	 to	carry	 it	with	 them.	But	 the	companion	knew	a	way	out	of	every	strait.
The	 Troll	 left	 behind	 him	 six	 Billy	 goats,	 who	 could	 all	 fly	 through	 the	 air.
Those	he	so	laded	with	silver	and	gold	that	they	were	forced	to	walk	along	the
ground,	 and	 had	 no	 strength	 to	mount	 aloft	 and	 fly,	 and	what	 the	Billy	 goats
could	not	carry	had	to	stay	behind	in	the	king’s	grange.	So	they	travelled	far,	and
farther	than	far,	but	at	last	the	Billy	goats	got	so	foot	sore	and	tired	they	could
not	go	another	step.	The	lad	and	the	princess	knew	not	what	to	do;	but	when	the
companion	saw	they	could	not	get	on,	he	took	the	whole	dower	on	his	back,	and
the	Billy	goats	a-top	of	it,	and	bore	it	all	so	far	on	that	there	was	only	half	a	mile
left	to	the	lad’s	home.
Then	the	companion	said,	"Now	we	must	part.	I	can’t	stay	with	you	any	longer."
But	the	lad	would	not	part	from	him,	he	would	not	lose	him	for	much	or	little.



Well,	he	went	with	 them	a	quarter	of	a	mile	more;	but	 farther	he	could	not	go
and	 when	 the	 lad	 begged	 and	 prayed	 him	 to	 go	 home	 and	 stay	 with	 him
altogether,	 or	 at	 least	 as	 long	 as	 they	 had	 drunk	 his	 home-coming	 ale	 in	 his
father’s	house,	the	companion	said,	"No.	That	could	not	be.	Now	he	must	part,
for	he	heard	heaven’s	bells	ringing	for	him."	He	was	the	vintner	who	had	stood
in	the	block	of	ice	outside	the	church	door,	whom	all	spat	upon;	and	he	had	been
his	companion	and	helped	him	because	he	had	given	all	he	had	to	get	him	peace
and	rest	in	Christian	earth.
"I	had	leave,"	he	said,	"to	follow	you	a	year,	and	now	the	year	is	out."
When	he	was	gone	the	lad	laid	together	all	his	wealth	in	a	safe	place,	and	went
home	without	any	baggage.	Then	they	drank	his	home-coming	ale,	till	the	news
spread	far	and	wide,	over	seven	kingdoms,	and	when	they	had	got	to	the	end	of
the	feast,	 they	had	carting	and	carrying	all	 the	winter	both	with	the	Billy	goats
and	 the	 twelve	 horses	 which	 his	 father	 had	 before	 they	 got	 all	 that	 gold	 and
silver	safely	carted	home.
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THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	King	who	had	become	a	widower.	His
Queen	had	left	one	daughter	behind	her,	and	she	was	so	wise	and	so	pretty	that	it
was	impossible	for	anyone	to	be	wiser	or	prettier.	For	a	long	time	the	King	went
sorrowing	for	his	wife,	for	he	had	loved	her	exceedingly;	but	at	last	he	grew	tired
of	 living	 alone,	 and	 married	 a	 Queen	 who	 was	 a	 widow,	 and	 she	 also	 had	 a
daughter,	who	was	 just	 as	 ill-favoured	 and	wicked	 as	 the	 other	was	 good	 and
beautiful.	The	stepmother	and	her	daughter	were	envious	of	the	King's	daughter
because	she	was	so	pretty,	but	so	long	as	the	King	was	at	home	they	dared	do	her
no	harm,	because	his	love	for	her	was	so	great.
Then	there	came	a	time	when	he	made	war	on	another	King	and	went	away	to
fight,	and	then	the	new	Queen	thought	that	she	could	do	what	she	liked;	so	she
both	 hungered	 and	 beat	 the	 King's	 daughter	 and	 chased	 her	 about	 into	 every
corner.	At	last	she	thought	that	everything	was	too	good	for	her,	and	set	her	to
work	to	look	after	the	cattle.	So	she	went	about	with	the	cattle,	and	herded	them
in	the	woods	and	in	the	fields.	Of	food	she	got	little	or	none,	and	grew	pale	and
thin,	and	was	nearly	always	weeping	and	sad.	Among	the	herd	there	was	a	great
blue	bull,	which	always	kept	itself	very	smart	and	sleek,	and	often	came	to	the
King’s	daughter	and	let	her	stroke	him.	So	one	day,	when	she	was	again	sitting
crying	and	sorrowing,	the	Bull	came	up	to	her	and	asked	why	she	was	always	so
full	of	care?	She	made	no	answer,	but	continued	to	weep.
"Well,"	 said	 the	Bull,	 "I	know	what	 it	 is,	 though	you	will	not	 tell	me;	you	are
weeping	because	 the	Queen	 is	unkind	 to	you,	and	because	 she	wants	 to	 starve
you	to	death.	But	you	need	be	under	no	concern	about	food,	for	 in	my	left	ear
there	lies	a	cloth,	and	if	you	will	but	take	it	and	spread	it	out,	you	can	have	as
many	dishes	as	you	like."
So	she	did	this,	and	took	the	cloth	and	spread	it	out	upon	the	grass,	and	then	it
was	 covered	with	 the	 daintiest	 dishes	 that	 anyone	 could	 desire,	 and	 there	was
wine,	and	mead,	and	cake.	And	now	she	became	brisk	and	well	again,	and	grew
so	rosy,	and	plump,	and	fair	that	the	Queen	and	her	scraggy	daughter	turned	blue
and	 white	 with	 vexation	 at	 it.	 The	 Queen	 could	 not	 imagine	 how	 her	 step-



daughter	 could	 look	 so	 well	 on	 such	 bad	 food,	 so	 she	 ordered	 one	 of	 her
handmaidens	to	follow	her	into	the	wood	and	watch	her,	and	see	how	it	was,	for
she	 thought	 that	 some	 of	 the	 servants	 must	 be	 giving	 her	 food.	 So	 the	 maid
followed	her	into	the	wood	and	watched,	and	saw	how	the	step-daughter	took	the
cloth	out	of	 the	Blue	Bull’s	ear,	and	spread	 it	out,	and	how	the	cloth	was	 then
covered	with	 the	most	delicate	dishes,	which	 the	step-daughter	ate	and	regaled
herself	with.	So	the	waiting-maid	went	home	and	told	the	Queen.
And	now	the	King	came	home,	and	he	had	conquered	the	other	King	with	whom
he	had	been	at	war.	So	 there	was	great	gladness	 in	 the	palace,	but	no	one	was
more	 glad	 than	 the	King's	 daughter.	The	Queen,	 however,	 pretended	 to	 be	 ill,
and	 gave	 the	 doctor	 much	 money	 to	 say	 that	 she	 would	 never	 be	 well	 again
unless	she	had	some	of	the	flesh	of	the	Blue	Bull	to	eat.	Both	the	King's	daughter
and	 the	people	 in	 the	palace	 asked	 the	doctor	 if	 there	were	no	other	means	of
saving	her,	and	begged	for	the	Bull’s	life,	for	they	were	all	fond	of	him,	and	they
all	declared	 that	 there	was	no	such	Bull	 in	 the	whole	country;	but	 it	was	all	 in
vain,	 he	was	 to	 be	killed,	 and	 should	be	killed,	 and	nothing	 else	would	 serve.
When	the	King’s	daughter	heard	it	she	was	full	of	sorrow,	and	went	down	to	the
byre	 to	 the	Bull.	He	 too	was	 standing	 there	 hanging	 his	 head,	 and	 looking	 so
downcast	that	she	fell	a-weeping	over	him.
"What	are	you	weeping	for?"	said	the	Bull.
So	 she	 told	 him	 that	 the	King	 had	 come	 home	 again,	 and	 that	 the	Queen	 had
pretended	to	be	ill,	and	that	she	had	made	the	doctor	say	that	she	could	never	be
well	again	unless	some	of	 the	 flesh	of	 the	Blue	Bull	was	given	her	 to	eat,	and
that	now	he	was	to	be	killed.
"When	once	they	have	taken	my	life	they	will	soon	kill	you	also,"	said	the	Bull.
"If	 you	 are	 of	 the	 same	 mind	 with	 me,	 we	 will	 take	 our	 departure	 this	 very
night."
The	King’s	daughter	thought	that	it	was	bad	to	go	and	leave	her	father,	but	that	it
was	worse	still	to	be	in	the	same	house	with	the	Queen,	so	she	promised	the	Bull
that	she	would	come.
At	night,	when	all	 the	others	had	gone	 to	bed,	 the	King's	daughter	 stole	 softly
down	 to	 the	 byre	 to	 the	Bull,	 and	 he	 took	 her	 on	 his	 back	 and	 got	 out	 of	 the
courtyard	 as	 quickly	 as	 he	 could.	 So	 at	 cock-crow	 next	 morning,	 when	 the
people	came	to	kill	the	Bull,	he	was	gone,	and	when	the	King	got	up	and	asked
for	his	daughter	she	was	gone	 too.	He	sent	 forth	messengers	 to	all	parts	of	 the
kingdom	to	search	for	them,	and	published	his	loss	in	all	the	parish	churches,	but
there	was	no	one	who	had	seen	anything	of	them.
In	the	meantime	the	Bull	travelled	through	many	lands	with	the	King’s	daughter
on	his	back,	and	one	day	they	came	to	a	great	copper-wood,	where	the	trees,	and
the	branches,	and	the	leaves,	and	the	flowers,	and	everything	else	was	of	copper.



But	before	 they	entered	 the	wood	 the	Bull	said	 to	 the	King’s	daughter,	"When
we	enter	into	this	wood,	you	must	take	the	greatest	care	not	to	touch	a	leaf	of	it,
or	all	will	be	over	both	with	me	and	with	you,	for	a	Troll	with	three	heads,	who
is	the	owner	of	the	wood,	lives	here."
So	 she	 said	 she	would	be	on	her	 guard,	 and	not	 touch	 anything.	And	 she	was
very	careful,	and	bent	herself	out	of	the	way	of	the	branches,	and	put	them	aside
with	her	hands;	but	it	was	so	thickly	wooded	that	it	was	all	but	impossible	to	get
forward,	and	do	what	she	might,	she	somehow	or	other	tore	off	a	leaf	which	got
into	her	hand.
"Oh!	oh!	What	have	you	done	now?"	said	the	Bull.	"It	will	now	cost	us	a	battle
for	life	or	death;	but	do	be	careful	to	keep	the	leaf."
Very	soon	afterwards	they	came	to	the	end	of	the	wood,	and	the	Troll	with	three
heads	came	rushing	up	to	them.
"Who	is	that	who	is	touching	my	wood?"	said	the	Troll.
"The	wood	is	just	as	much	mine	as	yours!"	said	the	Bull.
"We	shall	have	a	tussle	for	that!"	shrieked	the	Troll.
"That	may	be,"	said	the	Bull.
So	 they	 rushed	 on	 each	 other	 and	 fought,	 and	 as	 for	 the	 Bull	 he	 butted	 and
kicked	with	all	the	strength	of	his	body,	but	the	Troll	fought	quite	as	well	as	he
did,	and	the	whole	day	went	by	before	the	Bull	put	an	end	to	him,	and	then	he
himself	 was	 so	 full	 of	 wounds	 and	 so	 worn	 out	 that	 he	 was	 scarcely	 able	 to
move.	So	they	had	to	wait	a	day,	and	the	Bull	told	the	King's	daughter	to	take	the
horn	of	ointment	which	hung	at	the	Troll’s	belt,	and	rub	him	with	it;	then	he	was
himself	again,	and	the	next	day	they	set	off	once	more.	And	now	they	journeyed
on	for	many,	many	days,	and	then	after	a	long,	long	time	they	came	to	a	silver
wood.	The	trees,	and	the	boughs,	and	the	leaves,	and	the	flowers,	and	everything
else	was	of	silver.
Before	the	Bull	went	 into	the	wood,	he	said	to	the	King's	daughter:	"When	we
enter	 into	 this	wood	you	must,	 for	Heaven's	 sake,	be	very	careful	not	 to	 touch
anything	at	all,	and	not	to	pluck	off	even	so	much	as	one	leaf,	or	else	all	will	be
over	both	with	you	and	with	me.	A	Troll	with	six	heads	 lives	here,	who	is	 the
owner	of	the	wood,	and	I	do	not	think	I	should	be	able	to	overcome	him."
"Yes,"	said	the	King's	daughter,	"I	will	take	good	care	not	to	touch	what	you	do
not	wish	me	to	touch."
But	 when	 they	 got	 into	 the	 wood	 it	 was	 so	 crowded,	 and	 the	 trees	 so	 close
together,	 that	 they	could	scarcely	get	 forward.	She	was	as	careful	as	she	could
be,	and	bent	aside	to	get	out	of	the	way	of	the	branches,	and	thrust	 them	away
from	 before	 her	with	 her	 hands;	 but	 every	 instant	 a	 branch	 struck	 against	 her



eyes,	and	in	spite	of	all	her	care,	she	happened	to	pull	off	one	leaf.
"Oh!	oh!	What	have	you	done	now?"	said	the	Bull.	It	will	now	cost	us	a	battle
for	life	or	death,	for	this	Troll	has	six	heads	and	is	twice	as	strong	as	the	other,
but	do	be	careful	to	keep	the	leaf."
Just	as	he	said	this	came	the	Troll.	"Who	is	that	who	is	touching	my	wood?"	he
said.
"It	is	just	as	much	mine	as	yours!"
"We	shall	have	a	tussle	for	that!"	screamed	the	Troll.
"That	may	be,"	said	the	Bull,	and	rushed	at	the	Troll,	and	gored	out	his	eyes,	and
drove	his	horns	right	 through	him	so	 that	his	entrails	gushed	out,	but	 the	Troll
fought	just	as	well	as	he	did,	and	it	was	three	whole	days	before	the	Bull	got	the
life	out	of	him.	But	the	Bull	was	then	so	weak	and	worn	out	that	it	was	only	with
pain	and	effort	that	he	could	move,	and	so	covered	with	wounds	that	the	blood
streamed	from	him.	So	he	told	the	King's	daughter	to	take	the	horn	of	ointment
that	was	hanging	at	the	Troll’s	belt,	and	anoint	him	with	it.	She	did	this,	and	then
he	came	to	himself	again,	but	they	had	to	stay	there	and	rest	for	a	week	before
the	Bull	was	able	to	go	any	farther.
At	last	they	set	forth	on	their	way	again,	but	the	Bull	was	still	weak,	and	at	first
could	not	go	quickly.	The	King's	daughter	wished	to	spare	him,	and	said	that	she
was	so	young	and	light	of	foot	that	she	would	willingly	walk,	but	he	would	not
give	her	leave	to	do	that,	and	she	was	forced	to	seat	herself	on	his	back	again.	So
they	travelled	for	a	long	time,	and	through	many	lands,	and	the	King's	daughter
did	 not	 at	 all	 know	where	 he	was	 taking	 her,	 but	 after	 a	 long,	 long	 time	 they
came	to	a	gold	wood.	It	was	so	golden	that	the	gold	dripped	off	it,	and	the	trees,
and	the	branches,	and	the	flowers,	and	the	leaves	were	all	of	pure	gold.	Here	all
happened	just	as	it	had	happened	in	the	copper	wood	and	silver	wood.	The	Bull
told	the	King's	daughter	that	on	no	account	was	she	to	touch	it,	for	there	was	a
Troll	 with	 nine	 heads	 who	 was	 the	 owner,	 and	 that	 he	 was	 much	 larger	 and
stronger	 than	 both	 the	 others	 put	 together,	 and	 that	 he	 did	 not	 believe	 that	 he
could	 overcome	 him.	 So	 she	 said	 that	 she	would	 take	 great	 care	 not	 to	 touch
anything,	and	he	should	see	that	she	did.	But	when	they	got	into	the	wood	it	was
still	 thicker	 than	 the	 silver	wood,	 and	 the	 farther	 they	 got	 into	 it	 the	worse	 it
grew.	The	wood	became	 thicker	and	 thicker,	 and	closer	and	closer,	 and	at	 last
she	thought	there	was	no	way	whatsoever	by	which	they	could	get	forward;	she
was	so	terrified	lest	she	should	break	anything	off,	that	she	sat	and	twisted,	and
turned	herself	on	this	side	and	on	that,	to	get	out	of	the	way	of	the	branches,	and
pushed	 them	 away	 from	 her	 with	 her	 hands,	 but	 every	 moment	 they	 struck
against	her	eyes,	so	that	she	could	not	see	what	she	was	clutching	at,	and	before
she	knew	what	she	was	doing	she	had	a	golden	apple	in	her	hands.	She	was	now
in	such	 terror	 that	she	began	 to	cry,	and	wanted	 to	 throw	it	away,	but	 the	Bull



said	that	she	was	to	keep	it,	and	take	the	greatest	care	of	it,	and	comforted	her	as
well	as	he	could,	but	he	believed	that	it	would	be	a	hard	struggle,	and	he	doubted
whether	it	would	go	well	with	him.
Just	then	the	Troll	with	nine	heads	came,	and	he	was	so	frightful	that	the	King’s
daughter	scarcely	dared	to	look	at	him
"Who	is	this	who	is	breaking	my	wood?"	he	screamed
"It	is	as	much	mine	as	yours!"	said	the	Bull.
"We	shall	have	a	tussle	for	that!"	screamed	the	Troll.
"That	may	be,"	said	the	Bull;	so	they	rushed	at	each	other,	and	fought,	and	it	was
such	 a	 dreadful	 sight	 that	 the	King's	 daughter	 very	 nearly	 swooned.	 The	Bull
gored	 the	 Troll’s	 eyes	 out	 and	 ran	 his	 horns	 right	 through	 him,	 but	 the	 Troll
fought	 as	well	 as	 he	 did,	 and	when	 the	Bull	 had	 gored	 one	 head	 to	 death	 the
other	heads	breathed	 life	 into	 it	again,	 so	 it	was	a	whole	week	before	 the	Bull
was	able	to	kill	him.	But	then	he	himself	was	so	worn	out	and	weak	that	he	could
not	move	at	all.	His	body	was	all	one	wound,	and	he	could	not	even	so	much	as
tell	 the	King's	daughter	to	take	the	horn	of	ointment	out	of	the	Troll’s	belt	and
rub	him	with	it.	She	did	this	without	being	told;	so	he	came	to	himself	again,	but
he	had	to	lie	there	for	three	weeks	and	rest	before	he	was	in	a	state	to	move.
Then	they	journeyed	onwards	by	degrees,	for	the	Bull	said	that	they	had	still	a
little	farther	to	go,	and	in	this	way	they	crossed	many	high	hills	and	thick	woods.
This	lasted	for	a	while,	and	then	they	came	upon	the	fells.
"Do	you	see	anything?"	asked	the	Bull.
"No,	 I	 see	 nothing	 but	 the	 sky	 above	 and	 the	 wild	 fell	 side,"	 said	 the	 King's
daughter.
Then	they	climbed	up	higher,	and	the	fell	grew	more	level,	so	that	they	could	see
farther	around	them.
"Do	you	see	anything	now?"	said	the	Bull.
"Yes,	I	see	a	small	castle,	far,	far	away,"	said	the	Princess.
"It	is	not	so	very	little	after	all,"	said	the	Bull.
After	a	long,	long	time	they	came	to	a	high	hill,	where	there	was	a	precipitous
wall	of	rock.
"Do	you	see	nothing	now?"	said	the	Bull.
"Yes,	now	I	see	the	castle	quite	near,	and	now	it	is	much,	much	larger,"	said	the
King’s	daughter.
"There	 shall	 you	 go,"	 said	 the	 Bull;	 "immediately	 below	 the	 castle	 there	 is	 a
pigsty,	where	you	shall	dwell.	When	you	get	there,	you	will	find	a	wooden	gown



which	you	are	 to	put	on,	 and	 then	go	 to	 the	castle	 and	 say	 that	you	are	called
Kari	Woodengown,	and	that	you	are	seeking	a	place.	But	now	you	must	take	out
your	little	knife	and	cut	off	my	head	with	it,	and	then	you	must	flay	me	and	roll
up	my	hide	and	put	it	there	under	the	rock,	and	beneath	the	hide	you	must	lay	the
copper	 leaf,	 and	 the	 silver	 leaf,	 and	 the	 golden	 apple.	Close	 beside	 the	 rock	 a
stick	is	standing,	and	when	you	want	me	for	anything	you	have	only	to	knock	at
the	wall	of	rock	with	that."
At	first	she	would	not	do	it,	but	when	the	Bull	said	that	this	was	the	only	reward
that	he	would	have	for	what	he	had	done	for	her,	she	could	do	no	otherwise.	So
though	she	thought	it	very	cruel,	she	slaved	on	and	cut	at	the	great	animal	with
the	knife	till	she	had	cut	off	his	head	and	hide,	and	then	she	folded	up	the	hide
and	laid	it	beneath	the	mountain	wall,	and	put	the	copper	leaf,	and	the	silver	leaf,
and	the	golden	apple	inside	it.
When	she	had	done	that	she	went	away	to	the	pigsty,	but	all	the	way	as	she	went
she	 wept,	 and	 was	 very	 sorrowful.	 Then	 she	 put	 on	 the	 wooden	 gown,	 and
walked	to	the	King’s	palace.	When	she	got	there	she	went	into	the	kitchen	and
begged	for	a	place,	saying	that	her	name	was	Kari	Woodengown.
The	cook	told	her	that	she	might	have	a	place	and	leave	to	stay	there	at	once	and
wash	up,	for	the	girl	who	had	done	that	before	had	just	gone	away.	"And	as	soon
as	you	get	tired	of	being	here	you	will	take	yourself	off	too,"	said	he.
"No,"	said	she,	"that	I	shall	certainly	not."
And	then	she	washed	up,	and	did	it	very	tidily.
On	Sunday	some	strangers	were	coming	to	the	King’s	palace,	so	Kari	begged	to
have	leave	to	carry	up	the	water	for	the	Prince's	bath,	but	the	others	laughed	at
her	and	said,	"What	do	you	want	there?	Do	you	think	the	Prince	will	ever	look	at
such	a	fright	as	you?"
She	would	 not	 give	 it	 up,	 however,	 but	went	 on	 begging	 until	 at	 last	 she	 got
leave.	When	she	was	going	upstairs	her	wooden	gown	made	such	a	clatter	that
the	Prince	came	out	and	said,	"What	sort	of	a	creature	may	you	be?"
"I	was	to	take	this	water	to	you,"	said	Kari.
"Do	you	suppose	that	I	will	have	any	water	that	you	bring?"	said	the	Prince,	and
emptied	it	over	her.
She	had	to	bear	that,	but	then	she	asked	permission	to	go	to	church.	She	got	that,
for	 the	church	was	very	near.	But	 first	 she	went	 to	 the	 rock	and	knocked	at	 it
with	the	stick	which	was	standing	there,	as	the	Bull	had	told	her	to	do.	Instantly
a	man	came	forth	and	asked	what	she	wanted.	The	King's	daughter	said	that	she
had	got	leave	to	go	to	church	and	listen	to	the	priest,	but	that	she	had	no	clothes
to	go	in.	So	he	brought	her	a	gown	that	was	as	bright	as	the	copper	wood,	and
she	got	a	horse	and	saddle	too	from	him.	When	she	reached	the	church	she	was



so	pretty	and	so	splendidly	dressed	 that	everyone	wondered	who	she	could	be,
and	 hardly	 anyone	 listened	 to	 what	 the	 priest	 was	 saying,	 for	 they	 were	 all
looking	 far	 too	much	 at	 her,	 and	 the	 Prince	 himself	 liked	 her	 so	well	 that	 he
could	not	take	his	eyes	off	her	for	an	instant.	As	she	was	walking	out	of	church
the	Prince	followed	her	and	shut	the	church	door	after	her,	and	thus	he	kept	one
of	her	gloves	in	his	hand.	Then	she	went	away	and	mounted	her	horse	again;	the
Prince	again	followed	her,	and	asked	her	whence	she	came.
"Oh!	 I	am	from	Bathland,"	said	Kari.	And	when	 the	Prince	 took	out	 the	glove
and	wanted	to	give	it	back	to	her,	she	said:
	

"Darkness	behind	me,	but	light	on	my	way,
That	the	Prince	may	not	see	where	I’m	going	today!"
	

The	Prince	had	never	 seen	 the	 equal	 of	 that	 glove,	 and	he	went	 far	 and	wide,
asking	after	the	country	which	the	proud	lady,	who	rode	away	without	her	glove,
had	said	that	she	came	from,	but	there	was	no	one	who	could	tell	him	where	it
lay.
Next	Sunday	someone	had	to	take	up	a	towel	to	the	Prince.
"Ah!	may	I	have	leave	to	go	up	with	that?"	said	Kari.
"What	would	be	the	use	of	that?"	said	the	others	who	were	in	the	kitchen;	"you
saw	what	happened	last	time."
Kari	would	not	give	in,	but	went	on	begging	for	leave	till	she	got	it,	and	then	she
ran	up	the	stairs	so	that	her	wooden	gown	clattered	again.	Out	came	the	Prince,
and	when	he	saw	that	 it	was	Kari,	he	snatched	the	 towel	from	her	and	flung	it
right	in	her	eyes.
"Be	off	at	once,	you	ugly	Troll,"	said	he;	"do	you	think	that	I	will	have	a	towel
that	has	been	touched	by	your	dirty	fingers?"
After	 that	 the	Prince	went	 to	church,	and	Kari	also	asked	leave	to	go.	They	all
asked	how	she	could	want	to	go	to	church	when	she	had	nothing	to	wear	but	that
wooden	gown,	which	was	so	black	and	hideous.	But	Kari	said	she	 thought	 the
priest	was	such	a	good	man	at	preaching	that	she	got	so	much	benefit	from	what
he	said,	and	at	last	she	got	leave.
She	went	to	the	rock	and	knocked,	whereupon	out	came	the	man	and	gave	her	a
gown	which	was	much	more	magnificent	than	the	first.	It	was	embroidered	with
silver	all	over	it,	and	it	shone	like	the	silver	wood,	and	he	gave	her	also	a	most
beautiful	horse,	with	housings	embroidered	with	silver,	and	a	bridle	of	silver	too.
When	 the	King's	 daughter	 got	 to	 church	 all	 the	 people	 were	 standing	 outside



upon	the	hillside,	and	all	of	them	wondered	who	on	earth	she	could	be,	and	the
Prince	was	 on	 the	 alert	 in	 a	moment,	 and	 came	 and	wanted	 to	 hold	 her	 horse
while	she	alighted.	But	she	jumped	off	and	said	that	there	was	no	need	for	that,
for	the	horse	was	so	well	broken	in	that	it	stood	still	when	she	bade	it	and	came
when	 she	 called	 it.	 So	 they	 all	 went	 into	 the	 church	 together,	 but	 there	 was
scarcely	any	one	who	 listened	 to	what	 the	priest	was	 saying,	 for	 they	were	all
looking	far	too	much	at	her,	and	the	Prince	fell	much	more	deeply	in	love	with
her	than	he	had	been	before.
When	the	sermon	was	over	and	she	went	out	of	the	church,	and	was	just	going	to
mount	her	horse,	the	Prince	again	came	and	asked	her	where	she	came	from.
"I	am	from	Towelland,"	said	the	King’s	daughter,	and	as	she	spoke	she	dropped
her	riding-whip,	and	while	the	Prince	was	stooping	to	pick	it	up	she	said:
	

"Darkness	behind	me,	but	light	on	my	way,
That	the	Prince	may	not	see	where	I'm	going	today!"
	

And	she	was	gone	again,	neither	could	the	Prince	see	what	had	become	of	her.
He	went	far	and	wide	to	inquire	for	that	country	from	whence	she	had	said	that
she	came,	but	there	was	no	one	who	could	tell	him	where	it	lay,	so	he	was	forced
to	have	patience	once	more.
Next	 Sunday	 someone	 had	 to	 go	 to	 the	 Prince	with	 a	 comb.	Kari	 begged	 for
leave	to	go	with	it,	but	the	others	reminded	her	of	what	had	happened	last	time,
and	scolded	her	for	wanting	to	let	the	Prince	see	her	when	she	was	so	black	and
so	ugly	in	her	wooden	gown,	but	she	would	not	give	up	asking	until	they	gave
her	leave	to	go	up	to	the	Prince	with	the	comb.	When	she	went	clattering	up	the
stairs	 again,	 out	 came	 the	 Prince	 and	 took	 the	 comb	 and	 flung	 it	 at	 her,	 and
ordered	her	to	be	off	as	fast	as	she	could.	After	that	the	Prince	went	to	church,
and	Kari	also	begged	for	 leave	 to	go.	Again	 they	all	asked	what	she	would	do
there,	she	who	was	so	black	and	ugly,	and	had	no	clothes	that	she	could	be	seen
in	by	other	people.	The	Prince	or	someone	else	might	very	easily	catch	sight	of
her,	they	said,	and	then	both	she	and	they	would	suffer	for	it;	but	Kari	said	that
they	had	something	else	to	do	than	to	look	at	her,	and	she	never	ceased	begging
until	she	got	leave	to	go.
And	now	all	happened	just	as	it	had	happened	twice	already.	She	went	away	to
the	rock	and	knocked	at	 it	with	the	stick,	and	then	the	man	came	out	and	gave
her	a	gown	which	was	very	much	more	magnificent	than	either	of	the	others.	It
was	almost	entirely	made	of	pure	gold	and	diamonds,	and	she	also	got	a	noble
horse	with	housings	embroidered	with	gold,	and	a	golden	bridle.
When	 the	 King's	 daughter	 came	 to	 the	 church	 the	 priest	 and	 people	 were	 all



standing	on	the	hillside	waiting	for	her,	and	the	Prince	ran	up	and	wanted	to	hold
the	horse,	but	she	jumped	off,	saying:
"No,	thank	you,	there	is	no	need;	my	horse	is	so	well	broken	in	that	it	will	stand
still	when	I	bid	it."
So	 they	all	hastened	 into	 the	church	 together	and	 the	priest	got	 into	 the	pulpit,
but	no	one	 listened	 to	what	he	said,	 for	 they	were	 looking	far	 too	much	at	her
and	wondering	whence	she	came;	and	 the	Prince	was	far	more	 in	 love	 than	he
had	been	on	either	of	the	former	occasions,	and	he	was	mindful	of	nothing	but	of
looking	at	her.
When	 the	 sermon	 was	 over	 and	 the	 King's	 daughter	 was	 about	 to	 leave	 the
church,	 the	Prince	had	caused	a	 firkin	of	 tar	 to	be	emptied	out	 in	 the	porch	 in
order	that	he	might	go	to	help	her	over	it;	she,	however,	did	not	trouble	herself	in
the	least	about	the	tar,	but	set	her	foot	down	in	the	middle	of	it	and	jumped	over
it,	and	 thus	one	of	her	gold	shoes	was	 left	 sticking	 in	 it.	When	she	had	seated
herself	 on	 the	 horse	 the	Prince	 came	 running	 out	 of	 the	 church	 and	 asked	 her
whence	she	came.
"From	 Combland,"	 said	 Kari.	 But	 when	 the	 Prince	 wanted	 to	 reach	 her	 gold
shoe,	she	said:
	

"Darkness	behind	me,	but	light	on	my	way,
That	the	Prince	may	not	see	where	I'm	going	today!"
	

The	Prince	did	not	know	what	had	become	of	her,	so	he	travelled	for	a	long	and
wearisome	 time	all	over	 the	world,	asking	where	Combland	was;	but	when	no
one	 could	 tell	 him	 where	 that	 country	 was,	 he	 caused	 it	 to	 be	 made	 known
everywhere	that	he	would	marry	any	woman	who	could	put	on	the	gold	shoe.	So
fair	maidens	and	ugly	maidens	came	there	from	all	regions,	but	there	was	none
who	had	a	foot	so	small	that	she	could	put	on	the	gold	shoe.	After	a	long,	long
while	came	Kari	Woodengown’s	wicked	stepmother,	with	her	daughter	too,	and
the	shoe	fitted	her.	But	she	was	so	ugly	and	looked	so	loathsome	that	the	Prince
was	very	unwilling	to	do	what	he	had	promised.	Nevertheless	all	was	got	ready
for	 the	wedding,	and	she	was	decked	out	as	a	bride,	but	as	 they	were	riding	to
church	a	little	bird	sat	upon	a	tree	and	sang:
	

"A	slice	off	her	heel
And	a	slice	off	her	toes,
Kari	Woodengown’s	shoe



Fills	with	blood	as	she	goes!"
	

And	when	they	looked	to	it	the	bird	had	spoken	the	truth,	for	blood	was	trickling
out	of	the	shoe.	So	all	the	waiting-maids,	and	all	the	women	in	the	castle	had	to
come	and	try	on	the	shoe,	but	there	was	not	one	whom	it	would	fit.
"But	where	 is	Kari	Woodengown,	 then?"	asked	 the	Prince,	when	all	 the	others
had	tried	on	the	shoe,	for	he	understood	the	song	of	birds	and	it	came	to	his	mind
what	the	bird	had	said.
"Oh!	that	creature!"	said	the	others;	"it's	not	the	least	use	for	her	to	come	here,
for	she	has	feet	like	a	horse!"
"That	may	be,"	said	the	Prince,	"but	as	all	the	others	have	tried	it,	Kari	may	try	it
too."
"Kari!"	he	called	out	through	the	door,	and	Kari	came	upstairs,	and	her	wooden
gown	clattered	as	if	a	whole	regiment	of	dragoons	were	coming	up.
"Now,	you	are	to	try	on	the	gold	shoe	and	be	a	Princess,"	said	the	other	servants,
and	they	laughed	at	her	and	mocked	her.	Kari	took	up	the	shoe,	put	her	foot	into
it	as	easily	as	possible,	and	then	threw	off	her	wooden	gown,	and	there	she	stood
in	the	golden	gown	which	flashed	like	rays	of	sunshine,	and	on	her	other	foot	she
had	the	fellow	to	the	gold	shoe.	The	Prince	knew	her	in	a	moment,	and	was	so
glad	that	he	ran	and	took	her	in	his	arms	and	kissed	her,	and	when	he	heard	that
she	was	a	King's	daughter	he	was	gladder	still,	and	then	they	had	the	wedding.
	



THE	SHOP	BOY	AND	HIS	CHEESE

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	shop	boy	who	was	so	well	liked	by	all	who
knew	him,	 that	 they	 thought	 him	 too	 good	 to	 stand	 behind	 the	 counter	with	 a
yard	measure,	and	weights	and	scales.	So	they	made	up	their	minds	to	send	him
out	with	a	venture	to	foreign	parts,	and	they	let	him	choose	what	he	would	take
out.	He	chose	old	cheese,	and	set	off	with	it	to	Turkey.	There	he	sold	his	cheeses
very	well;	but	as	he	was	on	his	way	home,	he	met	two	who	had	slain	a	man,	and
it	was	not	enough	that	they	had	slain	him	in	this	life,	but	they	ill-treated	his	body
after	he	was	dead.	This	the	shop	boy	could	not	bear	to	see,	how	wickedly	they
behaved;	 so	he	bought	 the	body	of	 them	and	got	 a	grave	with	his	money,	 and
buried	it,	and	then	he	had	spent	all	he	had.
After	a	long,	long	time,	he	got	safe	home,	and	was	both	illcome	and	welcome.
Some	of	 those	who	had	helped	and	fitted	him	out	 thought	he	had	done	a	good
deed;	but	others	were	ill-pleased	that	he	should	have	so	thrown	away	his	money.
But	for	all	that	they	were	ready	to	try	if	he	could	not	do	better	another	time,	so
they	 let	 him	choose	his	 lading	 again.	He	 chose	 the	 same	 freight,	 and	 took	 the
same	way,	and	sold	his	cheese	even	better	than	before.	But,	as	he	was	on	his	way
home,	he	met	two	who	had	stolen	a	king’s	daughter,	and	they	had	put	harness	on
her,	and	had	got	so	far	as	 to	drive	her;	 they	had	stripped	off	her	clothes	 to	 the
waist,	 and	 one	 went	 on	 either	 side	 of	 her	 and	 whipped	 her.	 The	 lad’s	 heart
melted	at	this,	for	she	was	a	lovely	lass.	So	he	asked	if	they	would	sell	her.	Yes,
if	he	would	pay	down	her	weight	in	silver	he	might	have	her,	and	there	was	no
long	bargaining:	he	paid	all	they	asked.
After	a	long,	long	time,	he	got	safe	home;	but	those	who	had	fitted	him	out	were
one	and	all	so	ill-pleased	at	his	dealing,	that	they	banished	him	the	land.	So	he
had	to	set	off	to	England.	There	he	stayed	for	four	years	with	his	sweetheart,	and
the	way	 they	got	 their	 living	was	by	her	weaving	 ribbons,	which	 she	wove	 so
well	that	he	sold	two	shillings"	worth	a-day.
One	day	he	met	two	who	were	foes,	and	one	wished	to	thrash	the	other	because
he	owed	him	eighteen-pence.	That	seemed	to	the	lad	wrong,	and	he	paid	the	debt
for	 him.	Another	 day	 he	met	 two	 travellers,	who	 began	 to	 talk	with	 him,	 and



asked	 if	 he	 had	 anything	 to	 sell.	 "Nothing	 but	 ribbons,"	 he	 said.	 Well,	 they
would	have	 three	 shillings"	worth,	 and	 asked	him	where	he	 lived,	 and	 fixed	 a
day	 to	 come	 and	 fetch	 them;	 and	when	 the	 day	 came,	 they	 came	 too,	 and	 lo!
when	they	came,	if	one	of	them	was	not	the	princess’s	brother,	and	the	other	an
emperor’s	 son,	 to	whom	she	was	betrothed.	So	 they	got	 the	 ribbons	 for	which
they	had	bargained,	and	wanted	to	 take	her	home	with	them.	But	she	wouldn’t
go	unless	they	would	let	him	go	with	them,	and	take	care	of	him;	for	she	would
not	forsake	the	man	who	had	freed	her,	so	long	as	she	had	breath	in	her	body.	So
they	had	to	give	way	to	her	if	they	were	to	take	her	at	all.	But	when	they	were	to
go	on	board	 ship,	 the	brother	 and	 sister	went	 first	 into	 the	boat,	 and	when	 the
emperor’s	 son	 was	 to	 get	 into	 her,	 he	 shoved	 her	 off,	 and	 jumped	 into	 her
himself,	and	so	the	lad	was	left	standing	on	the	shore.	The	ship	lay	ready	for	sea,
and	they	sailed	as	soon	as	ever	they	came	on	board.	But	then	up	came	the	man
for	whom	the	lad	had	paid	eighteen-pence,	in	a	boat	and	put	him	on	board.	Then
the	princess	was	so	glad,	and	took	a	gold	ring	off	her	finger	and	gave	it	to	him,
and	made	him	go	down	into	the	cabin	where	she	lay.
Well!	they	sailed	many	days,	till	they	came	to	a	desert	island,	where	they	landed
to	look	for	game,	and	they	settled	things	so	that	the	brother,	and	the	Norseman
who	had	saved	the	princess’s	life,	were	to	go	each	on	his	side	of	the	island,	and
the	emperor’s	son	in	 the	middle,	and	when	the	 lad	was	well	gone,	so	 that	 they
could	neither	see	him,	nor	he	them,	they	got	on	board,	and	he	was	left	 to	walk
about	the	island	alone.	Then	he	saw	there	was	no	help	for	it	but	to	stay	there;	and
there	he	stayed	seven	years.	He	got	his	food	from	a	fruit-bearing	tree	which	he
found,	and	when	the	seven	years	were	up,	an	old,	old	man	came	to	him	and	said,
-
"Today	your	true-love	is	to	be	married.	They	have	not	got	a	kind	word	out	of	her
these	seven	years,	since	you	parted;	but	for	all	 that	 the	emperor’s	son	wants	to
marry	her,	for	that	he	knows	she	is	wise	and	witty,	and	for	that	she	is	so	rich."
After	that,	the	man	asked	if	he	had	not	a	mind	to	be	at	the	wedding.	So	he	said,
well!	what	he	said	anyone	can	guess,	but	he	saw	no	way	of	getting	there.	But	lo!
in	a	little	while	there	he	stood	in	the	palace	where	the	wedding	was	to	be.	Then
he	wanted	to	know	what	kind	of	man	that	was	who	had	brought	him	there.	He
was	 no	man,	 he	 said,	 but	 a	 spirit.	 He	 it	 was	 whose	 body	 he	 had	 bought	 and
buried	in	Turkey.
After	that,	he	gave	him	a	glass	and	a	bottle,	with	wine	in	it,	and	told	him	to	send
someone	in	with	a	message	to	the	cook	to	come	out	to	him.
"When	he	comes,	you	must	first	pour	out	a	glass	and	drink	it	yourself;	and	then
another,	and	give	it	to	the	cook;	and	then	you	must	pour	out	a	third,	and	send	it
to	the	bride;	but	first	of	all	you	must	take	the	ring	off	your	finger,	and	put	it	into
the	glass	which	you	send	her."



So,	when	the	cook	came	in	with	the	glass,	they	all	cried	out,	"She	mustn’t	drink."
But	the	cook	said,	"First	he	drank,	and	then	I	drank,	so	she	may	very	safely	drink
the	wine."
And	when	she	drank	the	glass	out,	she	saw	the	ring	that	lay	at	the	bottom,	and
ran	out,	and	as	soon	as	she	got	outside	she	knew	him	again,	and	fell	on	his	neck
and	kissed	him,	all	shaggy	as	he	was,	for	you	may	fancy,	he	had	neither	lather
nor	razor	on	his	beard	for	seven	years.
But	 now	 the	 king	 came	 after,	 and	 wanted	 to	 know	 the	 meaning	 of	 all	 this
fondling	between	 them.	So	 they	were	brought	 into	a	 room,	and	 told	 the	whole
story	 from	 first	 to	 last.	 Then	 the	 king	 bade	 them	 go	 and	 fetch	 a	 barber,	 and
scrape	the	bristles	off	him,	and	trim	him;	and	a	tailor	with	a	new	court	dress;	and
then	the	king	went	into	the	bridal	hall,	and	asked	the	bridegroom,	that	emperor’s
son,	what	doom	should	be	passed	on	one	who	had	robbed	a	man	both	of	life	and
honour.	He	answered,	"Such	a	scoundrel	should	be	first	hanged	on	a	gallows	and
then	his	body	should	be	burnt	quick."
So	he	was	taken	at	his	word	and	suffered	the	doom	that	he	uttered	over	himself,
and	 the	 shop	boy	was	wedded	 to	 the	king’s	daughter,	 and	 lived	both	 long	and
luckily.
After	that	I	was	no	longer	with	them,	and	I	don’t	know	how	they	fared;	but	this	I
know,	that	he	who	last	told	this	Tale	is	alive	this	very	day,	and	he	is	Ole	Olsen,
of	Hitli,	in	Roldale.
When	The	Shop	boy	and	his	Cheese	was	over,	Anders,	who	ordered	about	his
cousins	like	a	Turk,	called	on	Christina	for	Peik;	but	nothing	could	get	the	story
out	of	her.	There	was	something	in	it	she	did	not	like.	It	was	not	a	girl’s	story.
He	had	better	tell	it	himself.
Well,	 I	 will,	 said	 Anders;	 I’m	 sure	 there’s	 no	 harm	 in	 it;	 but	 judge	 for
yourselves.
	



PEIK

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man,	and	he	had	a	wife;	they	had	a	son	and
a	daughter	who	were	twins,	and	they	were	so	like,	no	one	could	tell	the	one	from
the	other	by	anything	else	than	their	clothing.	The	boy	they	called	Peik.	He	was
of	little	good	while	his	father	and	mother	lived,	for	he	had	no	mood	to	do	aught
else	than	to	befool	folk,	and	he	was	so	full	of	tricks	and	pranks	that	no	one	could
be	 at	 peace	 for	 him;	 but	 when	 they	 were	 dead	 it	 got	 worse	 and	 worse,	 he
wouldn’t	turn	his	hand	to	anything;	all	he	would	do	was	to	squander	what	they
left	behind	them,	and	as	for	his	neighbours	he	fell	out	with	all	of	them.	His	sister
toiled	and	moiled	all	she	could,	but	it	helped	little;	so	at	last	she	said	to	him	how
silly	this	was	that	he	would	do	naught	for	her	house,	and	ended	by	asking	him,
"What	shall	we	have	to	live	on	when	you	have	wasted	everything?"
"Oh,	I’ll	go	out	and	befool	somebody,"	said	Peik.
"Yes,	Peik,	I’ll	be	bound	you’ll	do	that	soon	enough,"	said	his	sister.
"Well,	I’ll	try,"	said	Peik.
So	at	 last	 they	had	nothing	more,	for	 there	was	an	end	of	everything;	and	Peik
trotted	off,	and	walked	and	walked	till	he	came	to	the	king’s	grange.	There	stood
the	King	in	the	porch,	and	as	soon	as	he	set	eyes	on	the	lad,	he	said,	-
"Where	are	you	away	to	today,	Peik?"
"Oh,	I	was	going	out	to	see	if	I	could	befool	anybody,"	said	Peik.
"Can’t	you	befool	me,	now?"	said	the	King.
"No,	I’m	sure	I	can’t,"	said	Peik,	"for	I’ve	forgotten	my	fooling	rods	at	home."
"Can’t	you	go	and	fetch	them?"	said	the	King,	"for	I	should	be	very	glad	to	see	if
you	are	such	a	trickster	as	folks	say."
"I’ve	no	strength	to	walk,"	said	Peik.
"I’ll	lend	you	a	horse	and	saddle,"	said	the	King.
"But	I	can’t	ride	either,"	said	Peik.



"Then	we’ll	lift	you	up,"	said	the	King,	"then	you’ll	be	able	to	stick	on."
Well,	Peik	stood	and	clawed	and	scratched	his	head,	as	though	he	would	pull	the
hair	off,	and	let	them	lift	him	up	into	the	saddle,	and	there	he	sat	swinging	this
side	and	 that	 so	 long	as	 the	King	could	see	him,	and	 the	King	 laughed	 till	 the
tears	came	into	his	eyes,	for	such	a	tailor	on	horseback	he	had	never	before	seen.
But	when	Peik	was	come	well	into	the	wood	behind	the	hill,	so	that	he	was	out
of	the	King’s	sight,	he	sat	as	though	he	were	nailed	to	the	horse,	and	off	he	rode
as	though	he	had	stolen	both	steed	and	bridle,	and	when	he	got	to	the	town,	he
sold	both	horse	and	saddle.
All	the	while	the	King	walked	up	and	down,	and	loitered	and	waited	for	Peik	to
come	 tottering	 back	 again	 with	 his	 fooling	 rods;	 and	 every	 now	 and	 then	 he
laughed	 when	 he	 called	 to	mind	 how	wretched	 he	 looked	 as	 he	 sat	 swinging
about	on	the	horse	like	a	sack	of	corn,	not	knowing	on	which	side	to	fall	off;	but
this	lasted	for	seven	lengths	and	seven	breadths,	and	no	Peik	came,	and	so	at	last
the	King	saw	that	he	was	fooled	and	cheated	out	of	his	horse	and	saddle,	even
though	Peik	had	not	his	fooling	rods	with	him.	And	so	there	was	another	story,
for	the	King	got	wroth,	and	was	all	for	setting	off	to	kill	Peik.
But	Peik	had	found	out	the	day	he	was	coming,	and	told	his	sister	she	must	put
on	 the	big	boiler	with	a	drop	of	water	 in	 it.	But	 just	as	 the	King	came	 in	Peik
dragged	the	boiler	off	the	fire	and	ran	off	with	it	to	the	chopping-block,	and	so
boiled	the	porridge	on	the	block.
The	 King	 wondered	 at	 that,	 and	 wondered	 on	 and	 on	 so	 much	 that	 he	 clean
forgot	what	brought	him	there.
"What	do	you	want	for	that	pot?"	said	he.
"I	can’t	spare	it,"	said	Peik.
"Why	not?"	said	the	King,	"I’ll	pay	what	you	ask."
"No,	no!"	said	Peik.	"It	saves	me	time	and	money,	wood	hire	and	chopping	hire,
carting	and	carrying."
"Never	mind,"	 said	 the	King,	 "I’ll	give	you	a	hundred	dollars.	 It’s	 true	you’ve
fooled	me	out	of	a	horse	and	saddle,	and	bridle	besides,	but	all	that	shall	go	for
nothing	if	I	can	only	get	the	pot."
"Well!	if	you	must	have	it	you	must,"	said	Peik.
When	the	King	got	home	he	asked	guests	and	made	a	feast,	but	the	meat	was	to
be	boiled	in	the	new	pot,	and	so	he	took	it	up	and	set	it	in	the	middle	of	the	floor.
The	 guests	 thought	 the	 King	 had	 lost	 his	 wits,	 and	 went	 about	 elbowing	 one
another,	 and	 laughing	 at	 him.	 But	 he	 walked	 round	 and	 round	 the	 pot,	 and
cackled	and	chattered,	saying	all	 in	a	breath	"Well,	well!	bide	a	bit,	bide	a	bit!
"twill	boil	in	a	minute."



But	 there	 was	 no	 boiling.	 So	 he	 saw	 that	 Peik	 had	 been	 out	 again	 with	 his
fooling	rods	and	cheated	him,	and	now	he	would	set	off	at	once	and	slay	him.
When	 the	King	 came	Peik	 stood	out	 by	 the	 barn	 door.	 "Wouldn’t	 it	 boil?"	 he
asked.
"No!	 it	would	not,"	 said	 the	King;	 "but	now	you	shall	 smart	 for	 it,"	and	so	he
was	just	going	to	unsheathe	his	knife.
"I	can	well	believe	that,"	said	Peik,	"for	you	did	not	take	the	block	too."
"I	wish	I	thought,"	said	the	King,	"you	weren’t	telling	me	a	pack	of	lies."
"I	tell	you	it’s	all	because	of	the	block	it	stands	on;	it	won’t	boil	without	it,"	said
Peik.
"Well;	what	did	he	want	for	it?"	It	was	well	worth	three	hundred	dollars;	but	for
the	King’s	 sake	 it	 should	 go	 for	 two.	 So	 he	 got	 the	 block	 and	 travelled	 home
with	it,	and	bade	guests	again,	and	made	a	feast,	and	set	the	pot	on	the	chopping-
block	in	the	middle	of	the	room.	The	guests	thought	he	was	both	daft	and	mad,
and	they	went	about	making	game	of	him,	while	he	cackled	and	chattered	round
the	pot,	calling	out	"Bide	a	bit,	now	it	boils!	now	it	boils	in	a	trice."
But	 it	wouldn’t	boil	a	bit	more	on	 the	block	 than	on	 the	bare	floor.	So	he	saw
again	that	Peik	had	been	out	with	his	fooling	rods	this	time	too.	Then	he	fell	a-
tearing	his	hair,	and	swore	he	would	set	off	at	once	and	slay	him.	He	wouldn’t
spare	him	this	time,	whether	he	put	a	good	or	a	bad	face	on	it.
But	Peik	had	taken	steps	to	meet	him	again.	He	slaughtered	a	wether	and	caught
the	blood	in	the	bladder,	and	stuffed	it	into	his	sister’s	bosom,	and	told	her	what
to	say	and	do.
"Where’s	Peik!"	screeched	out	the	King.	He	was	in	such	a	rage	that	his	tongue
faltered.
"He	is	so	poorly	that	he	can’t	stir	hand	or	foot,"	she	said,	"and	now	he’s	trying	to
get	a	nap."
"Wake	him	up,"	said	the	King.
"Nay,	I	daren’t;	he	is	so	hasty,"	said	the	sister.
"Well!	I’m	hastier	still,"	said	the	King,	"and	if	you	don’t	wake	him,	I	will,"	and
with	that	he	tapped	his	side	where	his	knife	hung.
Well!	she	would	go	and	wake	him;	but	Peik	turned	hastily	in	his	bed,	drew	out	a
little	knife,	and	ripped	open	the	bladder	in	her	bosom,	so	that	a	stream	of	blood
gushed	out,	and	down	she	fell	on	the	floor,	as	though	she	were	dead.
"What	a	dare	devil	you	are,	Peik,"	said	 the	King,	"if	you	haven’t	stabbed	your
sister	to	death,	and	here	I	stood	by	and	saw	it	with	my	own	eyes."



"There’s	no	risk	with	her	body	so	long	as	there’s	breath	in	my	nostrils;"	and	with
that	 he	 pulled	 out	 a	 ram's	 horn,	 and	 began	 to	 toot	 upon	 it,	 and	 when	 he	 had
tooted	a	bridal	tune,	he	put	the	end	to	her	body,	and	blew	life	into	her	again,	and
up	she	rose	as	though	there	was	naught	the	matter	with	her.
"Bless	me,	Peik!	can	you	kill	 folk	and	blow	 life	 into	 them	again?	Can	you	do
that?"	said	the	King.
"Why!"	 said	Peik,	 "how	could	 I	 get	 on	 at	 all	 if	 I	 couldn’t?	 I’m	always	killing
everyone	I	come	near;	don’t	you	know	I’m	very	hasty."
"So	am	I	hot-tempered,"	said	the	King,	"and	that	horn	I	must	have;	I’ll	give	you
a	hundred	dollars	for	it,	and	besides	I’ll	forgive	you	for	cheating	me	out	of	my
horse,	and	for	fooling	me	about	the	pot	and	the	block,	and	all	else."
Peik	was	very	loth	to	part	with	it,	but	for	his	sake	he	would	let	him	have	it,	and
so	the	King	went	off	home	with	it,	and	he	had	hardly	got	back	before	he	must	try
it.	So	he	fell	a-wrangling	and	quarrelling	with	the	Queen	and	his	eldest	daughter,
and	they	paid	him	back	in	the	same	coin;	but	before	they	knew	a	word	about	it
he	whipped	out	his	knife	and	cut	their	throats,	so	that	they	fell	down	stone	dead,
and	everyone	else	ran	out	of	the	room,	they	were	so	afraid.
The	King	walked	and	paced	about	the	floor	for	a	while,	and	kept	chattering	that
there	was	no	harm	done,	so	long	as	there	was	breath	in	him,	and	a	pack	of	such
stuff	which	had	flowed	out	of	Peik's	mouth,	and	then	he	pulled	out	the	horn	and
began	to	blow	"Toot-i-too,	Toot-i-too,"	but	though	he	blew	and	tooted	as	hard	as
he	 could	 all	 that	 day	 and	 the	 next	 too,	 he	 couldn’t	 blow	 life	 into	 them	 again.
Dead	they	were,	and	dead	they	stayed,	both	the	Queen	and	his	daughter,	and	he
was	 forced	 to	 buy	graves	 for	 them	 in	 the	 churchyard,	 and	 to	 spend	money	on
their	funeral	ale	into	the	bargain.
So	he	must	and	would	go	and	cut	Peik	off;	but	Peik	had	his	spies	out,	and	knew
when	 the	 King	 was	 coming,	 and	 then	 he	 said	 to	 his	 sister,	 "Now	 you	 must
change	clothes	with	me	and	set	off.	If	you	will	do	that	you	may	have	all	we	have
got."
Well!	she	changed	clothes	with	him,	and	packed	up	and	started	off	as	fast	as	she
could;	but	Peik	sat	all	alone	in	his	sister’s	clothes.
"Where	is	that	Peik?"	said	the	King,	as	he	came	in	a	towering	rage	through	the
door.
"He	has	run	away,"	said	Peik.
"Ah!	had	he	been	at	home,"	said	the	King,	"I’d	have	slain	him	on	the	spot.	It’s
no	good	sparing	the	life	of	such	a	rogue."
"Yes!	he	knew	by	his	spies	that	your	Majesty	was	coming,	and	was	going	to	take
his	 life	 for	 his	wicked	 tricks;	 but	 he	has	 left	me	all	 alone	without	 a	morsel	 of



bread	or	a	penny	in	my	purse,"	said	Peik,	who	made	himself	as	soft	and	mealy-
mouthed	as	a	young	lady.
"Come	along	then	to	the	King’s	Grange,	and	you	shall	have	enough	to	live	on.
There’s	 no	 good	 sitting	 here	 and	 starving	 in	 this	 cabin	 by	 yourself,"	 said	 the
King.
Yes!	he	was	glad	to	do	that;	so	the	King	took	him	with	him,	and	had	him	taught
everything,	and	treated	him	as	his	own	daughter,	and	it	was	almost	as	if	the	King
had	his	 three	daughters	again,	 for	Miss	Peik	sewed	and	stitched,	and	sung	and
played	with	the	others,	and	was	with	them	early	and	late.
After	a	time	a	king’s	son	came	to	look	for	a	wife.
"Yes!	I	have	three	daughters,"	said	the	King;	"it	rests	with	you	which	you	will
have?"
So	he	got	leave	to	go	up	to	their	bower	to	make	friends	with	them,	and	the	end
was	that	he	liked	Miss	Peik	best,	and	threw	a	silk	kerchief	into	her	lap	as	a	love
token.	So	they	set	to	work	to	get	ready	the	bridal	feast,	and	in	a	little	while	his
kinsfolk	came,	and	the	King’s	men,	and	they	all	fell	to	feasting	and	drinking	on
the	 bridal	 eve;	 but	 as	 night	was	 falling	Miss	 Peik	 daren’t	 stay	 longer,	 but	 ran
away	from	the	King’s	Grange,	out	into	the	wide	world,	and	the	bride	was	lost;
but	 there	 was	 worse	 behind,	 for	 just	 then	 both	 the	 other	 princesses	 felt	 very
queer,	and	all	at	once	two	little	princes	came	travelling	into	the	world,	and	folk
had	to	break	up	and	go	home	just	as	the	fun	and	feasting	were	highest.
The	King	got	both	wroth	and	sorrowful,	and	began	to	wonder	if	 it	wasn’t	Peik
again	that	had	a	finger	in	this	pie.
So	 he	mounted	 his	 horse	 and	 rode	 out,	 for	 he	 thought	 it	 dull	work	 staying	 at
home;	but	when	he	got	out	among	the	ploughed	fields,	there	sat	Peik	on	a	stone
playing	on	a	harp.
"What!	are	you	sitting	there,	Peik?"	said	the	King.
"Here	I	sit,	sure	enough,"	said	Peik.	"Where	else	should	I	sit?
"Now	you	have	cheated	me	foully,	time	after	time,"	said	the	King;	"but	now	you
must	come	along	home	with	me,	and	I’ll	kill	you."
"Well,	well,"	said	Peik,	"if	it	can’t	be	helped	it	can’t;	I	suppose	I	must	go	along
with	you."
When	they	got	home	to	the	King’s	Grange,	they	got	ready	a	cask	which	Peik	was
to	be	put	in,	and	when	it	was	ready	they	carted	it	up	to	a	high	fell;	there	he	was
to	lie	three	days	thinking	on	all	the	evil	he	had	done,	then	they	were	to	roll	him
down	the	fell	into	the	firth.
The	third	day	a	rich	man	passed	by,	but	Peik	sat	inside	the	cask	and	sang,	"To



heaven’s	bliss	and	Paradise,	To	heaven’s	bliss	and	Paradise.
"I’d	sooner	far	stay	here	and	not	be	made	an	angel."
When	 the	man	heard	 that,	he	asked	what	he	would	 take	 to	change	places	with
him.
"It	ought	to	be	a	good	sum,"	said	Peik,	"for	there	wasn’t	a	coach	ready	to	start
for	Paradise	every	day."
So	the	man	said	he	would	give	all	he	had,	and	so	he	knocked	out	the	head	of	the
cask	and	crept	into	it	instead	of	Peik.
"A	happy	journey,"	said	the	King,	when	he	came	to	roll	him	down;	"now	you’ll
go	faster	to	the	firth	than	if	you	were	in	a	sledge	with	reindeer;	and	now	it’s	all
over	with	you	and	your	fooling	rods."
Before	the	cask	was	half-way	down	the	fell,	there	wasn’t	a	whole	stave	of	it	left,
nor	a	limb	of	him	who	was	inside.	But	when	the	King	came	back	to	the	Grange,
Peik	was	there	before	him,	and	sat	in	the	courtyard	playing	on	the	harp.
"What!	you	sitting	here,	you	Peik?"
"Yes!	here	I	sit,	sure	enough;	where	else	should	I	sit?"	said	Peik.	"Maybe	I	can
get	house-room	here	for	all	my	horses	and	sheep	and	money."
"But	where	was	it	that	I	rolled	you	that	you	got	all	this	wealth?"	asked	the	King.
"Oh,	you	rolled	me	into	the	firth,"	said	Peik,	"and	when	I	got	to	the	bottom	there
was	more	 than	enough	and	 to	spare,	both	of	horses	and	sheep	and	of	gold	and
silver.	The	cattle	went	about	in	great	flocks,	and	the	gold	and	silver	lay	in	large
heaps	as	big	as	houses."
"What	will	you	take	to	roll	me	down	the	same	way?"	asked	the	King.
"Oh,"	 said	 Peik,	 "it	 costs	 little	 or	 nothing	 to	 do	 it.	 Besides,	 you	 took	 nothing
from	me,	and	so	I’ll	take	nothing	from	you	either."
So	he	stuffed	the	King	into	a	cask	and	rolled	him	over,	and	when	he	had	given
him	a	 ride	down	 to	 the	 firth	 for	nothing,	he	went	home	 to	 the	King’s	Grange.
Then	he	began	to	hold	his	bridal	feast	with	the	youngest	princess,	and	afterwards
he	ruled	both	land	and	realm,	but	he	kept	his	fooling	rods	to	himself,	and	kept
them	so	well	that	nothing	was	ever	afterwards	heard	of	Peik	and	his	tricks,	but
only	of	Ourself	the	king.
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THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	LAD	WHO	went	to	look	for	a	place.	As	he	went	along
he	met	a	man,	who	asked	him	where	he	was	going.	He	told	him	his	errand,	and
the	stranger	said,	"Then	you	can	serve	me;	I	am	just	 in	want	of	a	lad	like	you,
and	 I	 will	 give	 you	 good	 wages	 -	 a	 bushel	 of	 money	 the	 first	 year,	 two	 the
second	 year,	 and	 three	 the	 third	 year,	 for	 you	must	 serve	me	 three	 years,	 and
obey	me	in	everything,	however	strange	it	seems	to	you.	You	need	not	be	afraid
of	taking	service	with	me,	for	there	is	no	danger	in	it	if	you	only	know	how	to
obey."
The	bargain	was	made,	 and	 the	 lad	went	home	with	 the	man	 to	whom	he	had
engaged	 himself.	 It	 was	 a	 strange	 place	 indeed,	 for	 he	 lived	 in	 a	 bank	 in	 the
middle	of	the	wild	forest,	and	the	lad	saw	there	no	other	person	than	his	master.
The	latter	was	a	great	troll,	and	had	marvellous	power	over	both	men	and	beasts.
Next	day	the	lad	had	to	begin	his	service.	The	first	thing	that	the	troll	set	him	to
was	to	feed	all	the	wild	animals	from	the	forest.	These	the	troll	had	tied	up,	and
there	were	both	wolves	and	bears,	deer	and	hares,	which	the	troll	had	gathered	in
the	stalls	and	folds	in	his	stable	down	beneath	the	ground,	and	that	stable	was	a
mile	 long.	The	boy,	 however,	 accomplished	 all	 this	work	on	 that	 day,	 and	 the
troll	praised	him	and	said	that	it	was	very	well	done.
Next	morning	 the	 troll	 said	 to	him,	"Today	 the	animals	are	not	 to	be	 fed;	 they
don’t	 get	 the	 like	 of	 that	 every	 day.	You	 shall	 have	 leave	 to	 play	 about	 for	 a
little,	until	they	are	to	be	fed	again."
Then	the	troll	said	some	words	to	him	which	he	did	not	understand,	and	with	that
the	lad	turned	into	a	hare,	and	ran	out	 into	the	wood.	He	got	plenty	to	run	for,
too,	for	all	the	hunters	aimed	at	him,	and	tried	to	shoot	him,	and	the	dogs	barked
and	ran	after	him	wherever	 they	got	wind	of	him.	He	was	the	only	animal	that
was	left	in	the	wood	now,	for	the	troll	had	tied	up	all	the	others,	and	every	hunter
in	the	whole	country	was	eager	to	knock	him	over.	But	in	this	they	met	with	no
success;	there	was	no	dog	that	could	overtake	him,	and	no	marksman	that	could
hit	him.	They	shot	and	shot	at	him,	and	he	ran	and	ran.	It	was	an	unquiet	life,	but
in	the	long	run	he	got	used	to	it,	when	he	saw	that	there	was	no	danger	in	it,	and



it	even	amused	him	to	befool	all	 the	hunters	and	dogs	 that	were	so	eager	after
him.
Thus	a	whole	year	passed,	and	when	it	was	over	the	troll	called	him	home,	for	he
was	now	in	his	power	like	all	the	other	animals.	The	troll	then	said	some	words
to	him	which	he	did	not	understand,	and	the	hare	immediately	became	a	human
being	again.	"Well,	how	do	you	 like	 to	serve	me?"	said	 the	 troll,	"and	how	do
you	like	being	a	hare?"
The	lad	replied	that	he	liked	it	very	well;	he	had	never	been	able	to	go	over	the
ground	so	quickly	before.	The	troll	then	showed	him	the	bushel	of	money	that	he
had	already	earned,	and	the	lad	was	well	pleased	to	serve	him	for	another	year.
The	 first	 day	 of	 the	 second	 year	 the	 boy	 had	 the	 same	work	 to	 do	 as	 on	 the
previous	one	-	namely,	to	feed	all	the	wild	animals	in	the	troll's	stable.	When	he
had	done	this	the	troll	again	said	some	words	to	him,	and	with	that	he	became	a
raven,	 and	 flew	 high	 up	 into	 the	 air.	 This	 was	 delightful,	 the	 lad	 thought;	 he
could	go	even	faster	now	than	when	he	was	a	hare,	and	the	dogs	could	not	come
after	him	here.	This	was	a	great	delight	to	him,	but	he	soon	found	out	that	he	was
not	 to	 be	 left	 quite	 at	 peace,	 for	 all	 the	marksmen	 and	 hunters	 who	 saw	 him
aimed	at	him	and	fired	away,	for	they	had	no	other	birds	to	shoot	at	than	himself,
as	the	troll	had	tied	up	all	the	others.
This,	however,	he	also	got	used	to,	when	he	saw	that	they	could	never	hit	him,
and	in	this	way	he	flew	about	all	that	year,	until	the	troll	called	him	home	again,
said	 some	 strange	words	 to	him,	 and	gave	him	his	human	 shape	again.	 "Well,
how	did	you	like	being	a	raven?"	said	the	troll.
"I	liked	it	very	well,"	said	the	lad,	"for	never	in	all	my	days	have	I	been	able	to
rise	so	high."	The	troll	then	showed	him	the	two	bushels	of	money	which	he	had
earned	that	year,	and	the	lad	was	well	content	to	remain	in	his	service	for	another
year.
Next	day	he	got	his	old	task	of	feeding	all	the	wild	beasts.	When	this	was	done
the	 troll	 again	 said	 some	words	 to	him,	and	at	 these	he	 turned	 into	a	 fish,	and
sprang	 into	 the	 river.	 He	 swam	 up	 and	 he	 swam	 down,	 and	 thought	 it	 was
pleasant	to	let	himself	drive	with	the	stream.	In	this	way	he	came	right	out	into
the	 sea,	 and	 swam	 further	 and	 further	 out.	 At	 last	 he	 came	 to	 a	 glass	 palace,
which	stood	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea.	He	could	see	into	all	the	rooms	and	halls,
where	 everything	was	 very	 grand;	 all	 the	 furniture	 was	 of	 white	 ivory,	 inlaid
with	gold	and	pearl.	There	were	soft	rugs	and	cushions	of	all	the	colours	of	the
rainbow,	and	beautiful	carpets	that	looked	like	the	finest	moss,	and	flowers	and
trees	with	curiously	crooked	branches,	both	green	and	yellow,	white	and	red,	and
there	were	also	 little	 fountains	which	 sprang	up	 from	 the	most	beautiful	 snail-
shells,	 and	 fell	 into	 bright	 mussel-shells,	 and	 at	 the	 same	 time	 made	 a	 most
delightful	music,	which	filled	the	whole	palace.



The	most	beautiful	thing	of	all,	however,	was	a	young	girl	who	went	about	there,
all	 alone.	 She	 went	 about	 from	 one	 room	 to	 another,	 but	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 be
happy	 with	 all	 the	 grandeur	 she	 had	 about	 her.	 She	 walked	 in	 solitude	 and
melancholy,	and	never	even	thought	of	looking	at	her	own	image	in	the	polished
glass	walls	that	were	on	every	side	of	her,	although	she	was	the	prettiest	creature
anyone	 could	 wish	 to	 see.	 The	 lad	 thought	 so	 too	 while	 he	 swam	 round	 the
palace	and	peeped	in	from	every	side.
"Here,	indeed,	it	would	be	better	to	be	a	man	than	such	a	poor	dumb	fish	as	I	am
now,"	said	he	to	himself;	"if	I	could	only	remember	the	words	that	the	troll	says
when	he	changes	my	shape,	then	perhaps	I	could	help	myself	to	become	a	man
again."	He	swam	and	he	pondered	and	he	thought	over	this	until	he	remembered
the	sound	of	what	the	troll	said,	and	then	he	tried	to	say	it	himself.	In	a	moment
he	stood	in	human	form	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea.
He	made	haste	then	to	enter	the	glass	palace,	and	went	up	to	the	young	girl	and
spoke	to	her.
At	first	he	nearly	frightened	the	life	out	of	her,	but	he	talked	to	her	so	kindly	and
explained	how	he	had	come	down	there	that	she	soon	recovered	from	her	alarm,
and	was	very	pleased	to	have	some	company	to	relieve	the	terrible	solitude	that
she	lived	in.	Time	passed	so	quickly	for	both	of	them	that	the	youth	(for	now	he
was	quite	a	young	man,	and	no	more	a	 lad)	forgot	altogether	how	long	he	had
been	there.
One	day	 the	 girl	 said	 to	 him	 that	 now	 it	was	 close	 on	 the	 time	when	he	must
become	a	fish	again	-	the	troll	would	soon	call	him	home,	and	he	would	have	to
go,	but	before	that	he	must	put	on	the	shape	of	the	fish,	otherwise	he	could	not
pass	through	the	sea	alive.	Before	this,	while	he	was	staying	down	there,	she	had
told	him	that	she	was	a	daughter	of	the	same	troll	whom	the	youth	served,	and	he
had	shut	her	up	there	to	keep	her	away	from	everyone.	She	had	now	devised	a
plan	by	which	they	could	perhaps	succeed	in	getting	to	see	each	other	again,	and
spending	the	rest	of	their	lives	together.	But	there	was	much	to	attend	to,	and	he
must	give	careful	heed	to	all	that	she	told	him.
She	told	him	then	that	all	the	kings	in	the	country	round	and	about	were	in	debt
to	her	father	the	troll,	and	the	king	of	a	certain	kingdom,	the	name	of	which	she
told	 him,	was	 the	 first	who	 had	 to	 pay,	 and	 if	 he	 could	 not	 do	 so	 at	 the	 time
appointed	he	would	lose	his	head.	"And	he	cannot	pay,"	said	she;	"I	know	that
for	certain.	Now	you	must,	first	of	all,	give	up	your	service	with	my	father;	the
three	years	are	past,	and	you	are	at	liberty	to	go.	You	will	go	off	with	your	six
bushels	 of	money,	 to	 the	kingdom	 that	 I	 have	 told	you	of,	 and	 there	 enter	 the
service	of	 the	king.	When	 the	 time	comes	near	 for	his	debt	becoming	due	you
will	be	able	to	notice	by	his	manner	that	he	is	ill	at	ease.	You	shall	then	say	to
him	that	you	know	well	enough	what	it	is	that	is	weighing	upon	him	-	but	that



you	can	 lend	him	 the	money.	The	amount	 is	 six	bushels	 -	 just	what	you	have.
You	 shall,	 however,	 only	 lend	 them	 to	 him	 on	 condition	 that	 you	 may
accompany	 him	 when	 he	 goes	 to	 make	 the	 payment,	 and	 that	 you	 then	 have
permission	to	run	before	him	as	a	fool.	When	you	arrive	at	the	troll’s	abode,	you
must	perform	all	kinds	of	foolish	tricks,	and	see	that	you	break	a	whole	lot	of	his
windows,	 and	 do	 all	 other	 damage	 that	 you	 can.	My	 father	will	 then	 get	 very
angry,	and	as	the	king	must	answer	for	what	his	fool	does	he	will	sentence	him,
even	although	he	has	paid	his	debt,	either	to	answer	three	questions	or	to	lose	his
life.	The	first	question	my	father	will	ask	will	be,	“Where	is	my	daughter?”	Then
you	shall	step	forward	and	answer	“She	is	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea.”	He	will	then
ask	you	whether	you	can	recognise	her,	and	to	this	you	will	answer	“Yes.”	Then
he	will	bring	 forward	a	whole	 troop	of	women,	and	cause	 them	to	pass	before
you,	in	order	that	you	may	pick	out	the	one	that	you	take	for	his	daughter.	You
will	not	be	able	to	recognise	me	at	all,	and	therefore	I	will	catch	hold	of	you	as	I
go	past,	so	that	you	can	notice	it,	and	you	must	then	make	haste	to	catch	me	and
hold	me	fast.	You	have	then	answered	his	first	question.	His	next	question	will
be,	“Where	is	my	heart?”	You	shall	then	step	forward	again	and	answer,	“It	is	in
a	fish.”	“Do	you	know	that	fish?”	he	will	say,	and	you	will	again	answer	“Yes.”
He	will	 then	cause	all	kinds	of	 fish	 to	come	before	you,	 and	you	shall	 choose
between	 them.	I	shall	 take	good	care	 to	keep	by	your	side,	and	when	 the	right
fish	comes	I	will	give	you	a	little	push,	and	with	that	you	will	seize	the	fish	and
cut	it	up.	Then	all	will	be	over	with	the	troll;	he	will	ask	no	more	questions,	and
we	shall	be	free	to	wed."
When	the	youth	had	got	all	these	directions	as	to	what	he	had	to	do	when	he	got
ashore	again	the	next	thing	was	to	remember	the	words	which	the	troll	said	when
he	changed	him	from	a	human	being	 to	an	animal;	but	 these	he	had	 forgotten,
and	 the	 girl	 did	 not	 know	 them	 either.	He	went	 about	 all	 day	 in	 despair,	 and
thought	and	thought,	but	he	could	not	remember	what	they	sounded	like.	During
the	night	he	could	not	sleep,	until	towards	morning	he	fell	into	a	slumber,	and	all
at	once	it	flashed	upon	him	what	the	troll	used	to	say.	He	made	haste	to	repeat
the	words,	and	at	the	same	moment	he	became	a	fish	again	and	slipped	out	into
the	sea.	Immediately	after	this	he	was	called	upon,	and	swam	through	the	sea	up
the	river	to	where	the	troll	stood	on	the	bank	and	restored	him	to	human	shape
with	the	same	words	as	before.
"Well,	how	do	you	like	to	be	a	fish?"	asked	the	troll.
It	 was	 what	 he	 had	 liked	 best	 of	 all,	 said	 the	 youth,	 and	 that	 was	 no	 lie,	 as
everybody	can	guess.
The	 troll	 then	 showed	 him	 the	 three	 bushels	 of	 money	 which	 he	 had	 earned
during	 the	 past	 year;	 they	 stood	 beside	 the	 other	 three,	 and	 all	 the	 six	 now
belonged	to	him.



"Perhaps	you	will	serve	me	for	another	year	yet,"	said	the	troll,	"and	you	will	get
six	bushels	of	money	for	it;	that	makes	twelve	in	all,	and	that	is	a	pretty	penny."
"No,"	said	the	youth;	he	thought	he	had	done	enough,	and	was	anxious	to	go	to
some	other	place	to	serve,	and	learn	other	people's	ways;	but	he	would,	perhaps,
come	back	to	the	troll	some	other	time.
The	troll	said	that	he	would	always	be	welcome;	he	had	served	him	faithfully	for
the	 three	years	 they	had	 agreed	upon,	 and	he	 could	make	no	objections	 to	 his
leaving	now.
The	youth	then	got	his	six	bushels	of	money,	and	with	these	he	betook	himself
straight	to	the	kingdom	which	his	sweetheart	had	told	him	of.	He	got	his	money
buried	 in	 a	 lonely	 spot	 close	 to	 the	 king’s	 palace,	 and	 then	went	 in	 there	 and
asked	 to	 be	 taken	 into	 service.	 He	 obtained	 his	 request,	 and	was	 taken	 on	 as
stableman,	to	tend	the	king's	horses.
Some	 time	passed,	 and	he	noticed	how	 the	king	 always	went	 about	 sorrowing
and	 grieving,	 and	 was	 never	 glad	 or	 happy.	 One	 day	 the	 king	 came	 into	 the
stable,	where	there	was	no	one	present	except	the	youth,	who	said	straight	out	to
him	 that,	with	his	majesty’s	permission,	 he	wished	 to	 ask	him	why	he	was	 so
sorrowful.
"It's	of	no	use	speaking	about	that,"	said	the	king;	"you	cannot	help	me,	at	any
rate."
"You	don't	know	about	that,"	said	the	youth;	"	I	know	well	enough	what	it	is	that
lies	so	heavy	on	your	mind,	and	I	know	also	of	a	plan	to	get	the	money	paid."
This	was	quite	another	case,	and	the	king	had	more	talk	with	the	stableman,	who
said	that	he	could	easily	lend	the	king	the	six	bushels	of	money,	but	would	only
do	 it	 on	 condition	 that	 he	 should	 be	 allowed	 to	 accompany	 the	 king	when	 he
went	 to	 pay	 the	 debt,	 and	 that	 he	 should	 then	 be	 dressed	 like	 the	 king's	 court
fool,	 and	 run	 before	 him.	 He	 would	 cause	 some	 trouble,	 for	 which	 the	 king
would	 be	 severely	 spoken	 to,	 but	 he	would	 answer	 for	 it	 that	 no	 harm	would
befall	him.
The	king	gladly	agreed	to	all	that	the	youth	proposed,	and	it	was	now	high	time
for	them	to	set	out.
When	they	came	to	the	troll's	dwelling	it	was	no	longer	in	the	bank,	but	on	the
top	of	this	there	stood	a	large	castle	which	the	youth	had	never	seen	before.	The
troll	could,	in	fact,	make	it	visible	or	invisible,	just	as	he	pleased,	and,	knowing
as	much	as	he	did	of	the	troll’s	magic	arts,	the	youth	was	not	at	all	surprised	at
this.
When	they	came	near	to	this	castle,	which	looked	as	if	it	was	of	pure	glass,	the
youth	 ran	 on	 in	 front	 as	 the	 king's	 fool.	 Heran	 sometimes	 facing	 forwards,
sometimes	backwards,	stood	sometimes	on	his	head,	and	sometimes	on	his	feet,



and	he	dashed	in	pieces	so	many	of	the	troll’s	big	glass	windows	and	doors	that
it	was	something	awful	to	see,	and	overturned	everything	he	could,	and	made	a
fearful	disturbance.
The	troll	came	rushing	out,	and	was	so	angry	and	furious,	and	abused	the	king
with	all	his	might	for	bringing	such	a	wretched	fool	with	him,	as	he	was	sure	that
he	 could	 not	 pay	 the	 least	 bit	 of	 all	 the	 damage	 that	 had	 been	 done	when	 he
could	not	even	pay	off	his	old	debt.
The	fool,	however,	spoke	up,	and	said	that	he	could	do	so	quite	easily,	and	the
king	then	came	forward	with	the	six	bushels	of	money	which	the	youth	had	lent
him.	 They	 were	 measured	 and	 found	 to	 be	 correct.	 This	 the	 troll	 had	 not
reckoned	 on,	 but	 he	 could	 make	 no	 objection	 against	 it.	 The	 old	 debt	 was
honestly	paid,	and	the	king	got	his	bond	back	again.
But	there	still	remained	all	the	damage	that	had	been	done	that	day,	and	the	king
had	nothing	with	which	to	pay	for	this.	The	troll,	therefore,	sentenced	the	king,
either	to	answer	three	questions	that	he	would	put	to	him,	or	have	his	head	taken
off,	as	was	agreed	on	in	the	old	bond.
There	was	nothing	else	to	be	done	than	to	try	to	answer	the	troll's	riddles.	The
fool	then	stationed	himself	 just	by	the	king’s	side	while	the	troll	came	forward
with	his	questions.	He	first	asked,	"Where	is	my	daughter?"
The	fool	spoke	up	and	said,	"She	is	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea."
"How	do	you	know	that?"	said	the	troll.
"The	little	fish	saw	it,"	said	the	fool.
"Would	you	know	her?"	said	the	troll.
"Yes,	bring	her	forward,"	said	the	fool.
The	troll	made	a	whole	crowd	of	women	go	past	them,	one	after	the	other,	but	all
these	were	nothing	but	shadows	and	deceptions.	Amongst	the	very	last	was	the
troll’s	 real	 daughter,	who	 pinched	 the	 fool	 as	 she	went	 past	 him	 to	make	 him
aware	 of	 her	 presence.	He	 thereupon	 caught	 her	 round	 the	waist	 and	 held	 her
fast,	and	the	troll	had	to	admit	that	his	first	riddle	was	solved.
Then	the	troll	asked	again:	"Where	is	my	heart?"
"It	is	in	a	fish,"	said	the	fool.
"Would	you	know	that	fish?"	said	the	troll.
"Yes,	bring	it	forward,"	said	the	fool.
Then	 all	 the	 fishes	 came	 swimming	 past	 them,	 and	 meanwhile	 the	 troll's
daughter	 stood	 just	 by	 the	 youth’s	 side.	 When	 at	 last	 the	 right	 fish	 came
swimming	along	she	gave	him	a	nudge,	and	he	seized	it	at	once,	drove	his	knife
into	it,	and	split	it	up,	took	the	heart	out	of	it,	and	cut	it	through	the	middle.



At	the	same	moment	the	troll	fell	dead	and	turned	into	pieces	of	flint.	With	that,
all	the	bonds	that	the	troll	had	bound	were	broken;	all	the	wild	beasts	and	birds
which	 he	 had	 caught	 and	 hid	 under	 the	 ground	were	 free	 now,	 and	 dispersed
themselves	in	the	woods	and	in	the	air.
The	youth	and	his	sweetheart	entered	the	castle,	which	was	now	theirs,	and	held
their	wedding;	and	all	the	kings	roundabout,	who	had	been	in	the	troll's	debt,	and
were	now	out	of	it,	came	to	the	wedding,	and	saluted	the	youth	as	their	emperor,
and	he	ruled	over	them	all,	and	kept	peace	between	them,	and	lived	in	his	castle
with	his	beautiful	empress	in	great	joy	and	magnificence.	And	if	they	have	not
died	since	they	are	living	there	to	this	day.
	



DEATH	AND	THE	DOCTOR

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	lad,	who	had	lived	as	a	servant	a	long	time
with	a	man	of	the	North	Country.	This	man	was	a	master	at	ale-brewing;	it	was
so	out-of-the-way	good	the	like	of	it	was	not	to	be	found.	So,	when	the	lad	was
to	 leave	 his	 place	 and	 the	man	 was	 to	 pay	 him	 the	 wages	 he	 had	 earned,	 he
would	take	no	other	pay	than	a	keg	of	yule-ale.	Well!	he	got	it	and	set	off	with	it,
and	he	carried	it	both	far	and	long,	but	the	longer	he	carried	the	keg	the	heavier	it
got,	and	so	he	began	to	look	about	to	see	if	anyone	were	coming	with	whom	he
might	have	a	drink,	 that	 the	ale	might	 lessen,	and	 the	keg	 lighten.	And	after	a
long,	long	time,	he	met	an	old	man	with	a	big	beard.
"Good-day,"	said	the	man.
"Good-day	to	you,"	said	the	lad.
"Where	away?"	asked	the	man.
"I’m	 looking	after	 someone	 to	drink	with,	 and	get	my	keg	 lightened,"	 said	 the
lad.
"Can’t	you	drink	as	well	with	me	as	with	anyone	else?"	said	 the	man.	"I	have
fared	both	far	and	wide,	and	I	am	both	tired	and	thirsty."
"Well!	why	shouldn’t	 I?"	said	 the	 lad;	"but	 tell	me,	whence	do	you	come,	and
what	sort	of	man	are	you?"
"I	am	Our	Lord,	and	come	from	Heaven,"	said	the	man.
"You	 will	 I	 not	 drink	 with,"	 said	 the	 lad;	 "for	 you	 makest	 such	 distinction
between	persons	here	in	the	world,	and	sharest	rights	so	unevenly	that	some	get
so	rich	and	some	so	poor.	No!	with	you	I	will	not	drink,"	and	as	he	said	this	he
trotted	off	with	his	keg	again.
So,	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	farther	the	keg	grew	too	heavy	again;	he	thought	he
never	could	carry	it	any	longer	unless	someone	came	with	whom	he	might	drink,
and	so	 lessen	 the	ale	 in	 the	keg.	Yes!	he	met	an	ugly	scrawny	man	who	came
along	fast	and	furious.



"Good-day,"	said	the	man.
"Good-day	to	you,"	said	the	lad.
"Where	away?"	asked	the	man.
"Oh!	I’m	looking	for	someone	to	drink	with,	and	get	my	keg	lightened,"	said	the
lad.
"Can’t	you	drink	with	me	as	well	as	with	anyone	else?"	said	 the	man;	"I	have
fared	both	far	and	wide,	and	I	am	tired	and	thirsty."
"Well!	why	not?"	said	the	lad;	"but	who	are	you,	and	whence	do	you	come?"
"Who	am	I?	I	am	the	Devil,	and	I	come	from	Hell;	that’s	where	I	come	from,"
said	the	man.
"No!"	said	the	lad;	"thou	only	pinest	and	plaguest	poor	folk,	and	if	there	is	any
unhappiness	a-stir,	they	always	say	it	is	your	fault.	You	I	will	not	drink	with."
So	 he	went	 far	 and	 farther	 than	 far	 again	with	 his	 ale-keg	 on	 his	 back,	 till	 he
thought	it	grew	so	heavy	there	was	no	carrying	it	any	farther.	He	began	to	look
round	again	 if	anyone	were	coming	with	whom	he	could	drink	and	 lighten	his
keg.	So	after	a	long,	long	time,	another	man	came,	and	he	was	so	dry	and	lean
t’was	a	wonder	his	bones	hung	together.
"Good-day,"	said	the	man.
"Good-day	to	you,"	said	the	lad.
"Where	away?"	asked	the	man.
"Oh,	I	was	only	looking	about	to	see	if	I	could	find	someone	to	drink	with,	that
my	keg	might	be	lightened	a	little,	it	is	so	heavy	to	carry."
"Can’t	you	drink	as	well	with	me	as	with	anyone	else?"	said	the	man.
"Yes;	why	not?"	said	the	lad.	"But	what	sort	of	man	are	you?"
"They	call	me	Death,"	said	the	man.
"The	very	man	for	my	money,"	said	the	lad.	"You	I	am	glad	to	drink	with,"	and
as	he	said	this	he	put	down	his	keg,	and	began	to	tap	the	ale	into	a	bowl.	"You
are	an	honest,	trustworthy	man,	for	you	treatest	all	alike,	both	rich	and	poor."
So	he	drank	his	health,	and	Death	drank	his	health,	and	Death	said	he	had	never
tasted	 such	 drink,	 and	 as	 the	 lad	was	 fond	 of	 him,	 they	 drank	 bowl	 and	 bowl
about,	till	the	ale	was	lessened,	and	the	keg	grew	light.
At	last,	Death	said,	"I	have	never	known	drink	which	smacked	better,	or	did	me
so	much	good	as	this	ale	that	you	have	given	me,	and	I	scarce	know	what	to	give
you	in	return."	But	after	he	had	thought	a	while,	he	said	the	keg	should	never	get
empty,	 however	 much	 they	 drank	 out	 of	 it,	 and	 the	 ale	 that	 was	 in	 it	 should



become	a	healing	drink,	by	which	the	lad	could	make	the	sick	whole	again	better
than	 any	doctor.	And	he	 also	 said	 that	when	 the	 lad	 came	 into	 the	 sick	man’s
room	Death	would	always	be	there,	and	show	himself	to	him,	and	it	should	be	to
him	for	a	sure	token	if	he	saw	Death	at	the	foot	of	the	bed	that	he	could	cure	the
sick	with	a	draught	from	the	keg;	but	if	he	sat	by	the	pillow,	there	was	no	healing
nor	medicine,	for	then	the	sick	belonged	to	Death.
Well,	 the	lad	soon	grew	famous,	and	was	called	in	far	and	near,	and	he	helped
many	to	health	again,	who	had	been	given	over.	When	he	came	in	and	saw	how
Death	 sat	 by	 the	 sick	 man’s	 bed,	 he	 foretold	 either	 life	 or	 death,	 and	 his
foretelling	was	never	wrong.	He	got	both	a	rich	and	powerful	man,	and	at	last	he
was	 called	 in	 to	 a	 king’s	 daughter	 far,	 far	 away	 in	 the	 world.	 She	 was	 so
dangerously	 ill	 no	 doctor	 thought	 he	 could	 do	 her	 any	 good,	 and	 so	 they
promised	him	all	 that	he	cared	either	 to	ask	or	have	 if	he	would	only	save	her
life.
Now,	when	he	came	into	the	princess’s	room,	there	sate	Death	at	her	pillow;	but
as	he	sat	he	dozed	and	nodded,	and	while	he	did	this	she	felt	herself	better.
"Now,	 life	 or	 death	 is	 at	 stake,"	 said	 the	 doctor;	 "and	 I	 fear,	 from	what	 I	 see,
there	is	no	hope."
But	they	said	he	must	save	her,	if	it	cost	land	and	realm.	So	he	looked	at	Death,
and	while	he	sat	there	and	dozed	again,	he	made	a	sign	to	the	servants	to	turn	the
bed	 round	 so	 quickly	 that	 Death	 was	 left	 sitting	 at	 the	 foot,	 and	 at	 the	 very
moment	 they	 turned	 the	bed,	 the	doctor	gave	her	 the	draught,	and	her	 life	was
saved.
"Now	you	have	cheated	me,"	said	Death,	"and	we	are	quits."
"I	was	forced	to	do	it,"	said	the	doctor,	"unless	I	wished	to	lose	land	and	realm."
"That	shan’t	help	you	much,"	said	Death;	"your	time	is	up,	for	now	you	belong
to	me."
"Well,"	said	the	lad,	"what	must	be,	must	be;	but	you’ll	let	me	have	time	to	read
the	Lord’s	Prayer	first."
Yes,	he	might	have	leave	to	do	that;	but	he	took	very	good	care	not	to	read	the
Lord’s	Prayer;	everything	else	he	read;	but	the	Lord’s	Prayer	never	crossed	his
lips,	 and	 at	 last	 he	 thought	 he	 had	 cheated	Death	 for	 good	 and	 all.	 But	when
Death	 thought	 he	 had	 really	 waited	 too	 long,	 he	 went	 to	 the	 lad’s	 house	 one
night,	 and	 hung	 up	 a	 great	 tablet	 with	 the	 Lord’s	 Prayer	 painted	 on	 it	 over
against	his	bed.	So	when	the	lad	woke	in	the	morning	he	began	to	read	the	tablet,
and	did	not	quite	see	what	he	was	about	till	he	came	to	Amen;	but	 then	it	was
just	too	late,	and	Death	had	him.
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME,	THERE	WAS	a	man	who	went	into	the	wood	to	cut	hop-
poles,	but	he	could	find	no	trees	so	long	and	straight,	and	slender,	as	he	wanted,
till	 he	 came	 high	 up	 under	 a	 great	 heap	 of	 stones.	There	 he	 heard	 groans	 and
moans	as	though	someone	were	at	Death’s	door.	So	he	went	up	to	see	who	it	was
that	needed	help,	and	then	he	heard	that	the	noise	came	from	under	a	great	flat
stone	which	lay	upon	the	heap.	It	was	so	heavy	it	would	have	taken	many	a	man
to	lift	it.	But	the	man	went	down	again	into	the	wood	and	cut	down	a	tree,	which
he	turned	into	a	lever,	and	with	that	he	tilted	up	the	stone,	and	lo!	out	from	under
it	crawled	a	Dragon,	and	made	at	the	man	to	swallow	him	up.	But	the	man	said
he	had	saved	the	Dragon’s	life,	and	it	was	shameful	thanklessness	in	him	to	want
to	eat	him	up.
"May	be,"	 said	 the	Dragon;	 "but	you	might	very	well	 know	 I	must	be	 starved
when	I	have	been	here	hundreds	of	years	and	never	tasted	meat.	Besides,	it’s	the
way	of	the	world,	-	that’s	how	it	pays	its	debts."
The	man	pleaded	his	cause	stoutly,	and	begged	prettily	 for	his	 life;	and	at	 last
they	 agreed	 to	 take	 the	 first	 living	 thing	 that	 came	 for	 a	 daysman,	 and	 if	 his
doom	went	the	other	way	the	man	should	not	lose	his	life,	but	if	he	said	the	same
as	the	Dragon,	the	Dragon	should	eat	the	man.
The	first	thing	that	came	was	an	old	hound,	who	ran	along	the	road	down	below
under	the	hillside.	Him	they	spoke	to,	and	begged	him	to	be	judge.
"God	knows,"	said	the	hound,	"I	have	served	my	master	truly	ever	since	I	was	a
little	whelp.	I	have	watched	and	watched	many	and	many	a	night	through,	while
he	lay	warm	asleep	on	his	ear,	and	I	have	saved	house	and	home	from	fire	and
thieves	more	 than	 once;	 but	 now	 I	 can	 neither	 see	 nor	 hear	 any	more,	 and	 he
wants	to	shoot	me.	And	so	I	must	run	away,	and	slink	from	house	to	house,	and
beg	 for	my	 living	 till	 I	die	of	hunger.	No!	 it’s	 the	way	of	 the	world,"	 said	 the
hound;	"that’s	how	it	pays	its	debts."
"Now	I	am	coming	to	eat	you	up,"	said	the	Dragon,	and	tried	to	swallow	the	man
again.	But	the	man	begged	and	prayed	hard	for	his	life,	till	 they	agreed	to	take



the	next	comer	for	a	judge;	and	if	he	said	the	same	as	the	Dragon	and	the	Hound,
the	Dragon	was	to	eat	him,	and	get	a	meal	of	man’s	meat;	but	if	he	did	not	say
so,	the	man	was	to	get	off	with	his	life.
So	 there	 came	an	old	horse	 limping	down	along	 the	 road	which	 ran	under	 the
hill.	Him	they	called	out	to	come	and	settle	the	dispute.	Yes;	he	was	quite	ready
to	do	that.
"Now,	 I	 have	 served	my	master,"	 said	 the	 horse,	 "as	 long	 as	 I	 could	 draw	 or
carry.	 I	have	slaved	and	striven	for	him	till	 the	sweat	 trickled	from	every	hair,
and	I	have	worked	till	I	have	grown	lame,	and	halt,	and	worn	out	with	toil	and
age;	now	I	am	fit	 for	nothing.	 I	am	not	worth	my	food,	and	so	I	am	to	have	a
bullet	through	me,	he	says.	Nay!	nay!	It’s	the	way	of	the	world.	That’s	how	the
world	pays	its	debts."
"Well,	 now	 I’m	 coming	 to	 eat	 you,"	 said	 the	 Dragon,	 who	 gaped	 wide,	 and
wanted	to	swallow	the	man.	But	he	begged	again	hard	for	his	life.
But	the	Dragon	said	he	must	have	a	mouthful	of	man’s	meat;	he	was	so	hungry,
he	couldn’t	bear	it	any	longer.
"See,	yonder	comes	one	who	looks	as	if	he	was	sent	to	be	a	judge	between	us,"
said	the	man,	as	he	pointed	to	Reynard	the	fox,	who	came	stealing	between	the
stones	of	the	heap.
"All	good	things	are	three,"	said	the	man;	"let	me	ask	him,	too,	and	if	he	gives
doom	like	the	others,	eat	me	up	on	the	spot."
"Very	well,"	said	the	Dragon.	He,	too,	had	heard	that	all	good	things	were	three,
and	so	it	should	be	a	bargain.	So	the	man	talked	to	the	fox	as	he	had	talked	to	the
others.
"Yes,	yes,"	said	Reynard;	"I	see	how	it	all	is;"	but	as	he	said	this	he	took	the	man
a	little	on	one	side.
"What	will	you	give	me	if	I	free	you	from	the	Dragon?"	he	whispered	into	the
man’s	ear.
"You	shall	be	free	to	come	to	my	house,	and	to	be	lord	and	master	over	my	hens
and	geese,	every	Thursday	night,"	said	the	man.
"Well,	my	dear	Dragon,"	said	Reynard,	"this	is	a	very	hard	nut	to	crack.	I	can’t
get	it	into	my	head	how	you,	who	are	so	big	and	mighty	a	beast,	could	find	room
to	lie	under	yon	stone."
"Can’t	you,"	said	the	Dragon;	"well,	I	lay	under	the	hillside,	and	sunned	myself,
and	down	came	a	landslip,	and	hurled	the	stone	over	me."
"All	very	 likely,	 I	dare	say,"	 said	Reynard;	 "but	 still	 I	can’t	understand	 it,	 and
what’s	more,	I	won’t	believe	it	till	I	see	it."



So	the	man	said	they	had	better	prove	it,	and	the	Dragon	crawled	down	into	the
hole	again;	but	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye	they	whipped	out	the	lever,	and	down
the	stone	crashed	again	on	the	Dragon.
"Lie	 now	 there	 till	Doomsday,"	 said	 the	 fox.	 "You	would	 eat	 the	man,	would
you,	who	saved	your	life?"
The	Dragon	 groaned,	 and	moaned,	 and	 begged	 hard	 to	 come	 out;	 but	 the	 two
went	their	way,	and	left	him	alone.
The	very	first	Thursday	night	Reynard	came	to	be	lord	and	master	over	the	hen-
roost,	and	hid	himself	behind	a	great	pile	of	wood	hard	by.	When	the	maid	went
to	feed	the	fowls,	in	stole	Reynard.	She	neither	saw	nor	heard	anything	of	him;
but	her	back	was	scarce	turned	before	he	had	sucked	blood	enough	for	a	week,
and	 stuffed	 himself	 so	 that	 he	 couldn’t	 stir.	 So	 when	 she	 came	 again	 in	 the
morning,	 there	Reynard	 lay	and	 snored,	 and	 slept	 in	 the	morning	 sun,	with	all
four	legs	stretched	straight;	and	he	was	as	sleek	and	round	as	a	German	sausage.
Away	 ran	 the	 lassie	 for	 the	goody,	 and	 she	came,	 and	all	 the	 lassies	with	her,
with	sticks	and	brooms	to	beat	Reynard;	and,	to	tell	the	truth,	they	nearly	banged
the	life	out	of	him;	but,	just	as	it	was	almost	all	over	with	him,	and	he	thought
his	 last	hour	was	come,	he	 found	a	hole	 in	 the	 floor,	 and	 so	he	crept	out,	 and
limped	and	hobbled	off	to	the	wood.
"Oh,	oh,"	 said	Reynard;	"how	 true	 it	 is.	 "Tis	 the	way	of	 the	world;	and	 this	 is
how	it	pays	its	debts."
	



THE	BELL

Adapted	from	Andersen’s	Fairy	Tales
by	Hans	Christien	Andersen

	

	

PEOPLE	SAID,	“THE	EVENING	BELL	IS	sounding,	the	sun	is	setting.”	For	a
strange	wondrous	 tone	was	heard	 in	 the	narrow	streets	of	 a	 large	 town.	 It	was
like	 the	 sound	 of	 a	 church-bell:	 but	 it	 was	 only	 heard	 for	 a	 moment,	 for	 the
rolling	of	the	carriages	and	the	voices	of	the	multitude	made	too	great	a	noise.
Those	 persons	 who	 were	 walking	 outside	 the	 town,	 where	 the	 houses	 were
farther	apart,	with	gardens	or	 little	 fields	between	 them,	could	 see	 the	evening
sky	still	better,	and	heard	the	sound	of	the	bell	much	more	distinctly.	It	was	as	if
the	 tones	 came	 from	 a	 church	 in	 the	 still	 forest;	 people	 looked	 there,	 and	 felt
their	minds	attuned	most	solemnly.
A	long	time	passed,	and	people	said	to	each	other	-	“I	wonder	if	there	is	a	church
out	in	the	wood?	The	bell	has	a	tone	that	is	wondrous	sweet;	let	us	stroll	there,
and	 examine	 the	matter	 nearer.”	And	 the	 rich	 people	 drove	 out,	 and	 the	 poor
walked,	but	 the	way	seemed	strangely	 long	 to	 them;	and	when	 they	came	 to	a
clump	 of	 willows	 which	 grew	 on	 the	 skirts	 of	 the	 forest,	 they	 sat	 down,	 and
looked	up	at	 the	 long	branches,	and	fancied	 they	were	now	in	 the	depth	of	 the
green	wood.	The	confectioner	of	the	town	came	out,	and	set	up	his	booth	there;
and	soon	after	came	another	confectioner,	who	hung	a	bell	over	his	stand,	as	a
sign	or	ornament,	but	it	had	no	clapper,	and	it	was	tarred	over	to	preserve	it	from
the	rain.	When	all	the	people	returned	home,	they	said	it	had	been	very	romantic,
and	that	it	was	quite	a	different	sort	of	thing	to	a	picnic	or	tea-party.	There	were
three	persons	who	asserted	they	had	penetrated	to	the	end	of	the	forest,	and	that
they	 had	 always	 heard	 the	wonderful	 sounds	 of	 the	 bell,	 but	 it	 had	 seemed	 to
them	as	if	it	had	come	from	the	town.	One	wrote	a	whole	poem	about	it,	and	said
the	 bell	 sounded	 like	 the	 voice	 of	 a	mother	 to	 a	 good	 dear	 child,	 and	 that	 no
melody	was	sweeter	than	the	tones	of	the	bell.	The	king	of	the	country	was	also
observant	 of	 it,	 and	 vowed	 that	 he	 who	 could	 discover	 whence	 the	 sounds
proceeded,	 should	have	 the	 title	of	“Universal	Bell-ringer,”	even	 if	 it	were	not
really	a	bell.
Many	persons	now	went	to	the	wood,	for	the	sake	of	getting	the	place,	but	one
only	returned	with	a	sort	of	explanation;	for	nobody	went	far	enough,	 that	one



not	 further	 than	 the	others.	However,	he	 said	 that	 the	 sound	proceeded	 from	a
very	large	owl,	in	a	hollow	tree;	a	sort	of	learned	owl,	that	continually	knocked
its	head	against	the	branches.	But	whether	the	sound	came	from	his	head	or	from
the	hollow	tree,	that	no	one	could	say	with	certainty.	So	now	he	got	the	place	of
“Universal	 Bell-ringer,”	 and	 wrote	 yearly	 a	 short	 treatise	 “On	 the	 Owl”;	 but
everybody	was	just	as	wise	as	before.
It	was	 the	 day	 of	 confirmation.	 The	 clergyman	 had	 spoken	 so	 touchingly,	 the
children	who	were	confirmed	had	been	greatly	moved;	it	was	an	eventful	day	for
them;	from	children	they	become	all	at	once	grown-up-persons;	it	was	as	if	their
infant	souls	were	now	to	 fly	all	at	once	 into	persons	with	more	understanding.
The	sun	was	shining	gloriously;	 the	children	that	had	been	confirmed	went	out
of	 the	 town;	 and	 from	 the	 wood	 was	 borne	 towards	 them	 the	 sounds	 of	 the
unknown	bell	with	wonderful	distinctness.	They	all	 immediately	 felt	 a	wish	 to
go	there;	all	except	three.	One	of	them	had	to	go	home	to	try	on	a	ball-dress;	for
it	was	just	the	dress	and	the	ball	which	had	caused	her	to	be	confirmed	this	time,
for	 otherwise	 she	 would	 not	 have	 come;	 the	 other	 was	 a	 poor	 boy,	 who	 had
borrowed	his	coat	and	boots	to	be	confirmed	in	from	the	innkeeper's	son,	and	he
was	to	give	them	back	by	a	certain	hour;	the	third	said	that	he	never	went	to	a
strange	place	if	his	parents	were	not	with	him	-	that	he	had	always	been	a	good
boy	 hitherto,	 and	 would	 still	 be	 so	 now	 that	 he	 was	 confirmed,	 and	 that	 one
ought	not	to	laugh	at	him	for	it:	the	others,	however,	did	make	fun	of	him,	after
all.
There	 were	 three,	 therefore,	 that	 did	 not	 go;	 the	 others	 hastened	 on.	 The	 sun
shone,	the	birds	sang,	and	the	children	sang	too,	and	each	held	the	other	by	the
hand;	 for	 as	yet	 they	had	none	of	 them	any	high	office,	 and	were	 all	 of	 equal
rank	in	the	eye	of	God.
But	 two	of	 the	youngest	soon	grew	 tired,	and	both	 returned	 to	 town;	 two	 little
girls	 sat	 down,	 and	 twined	 garlands,	 so	 they	 did	 not	 go	 either;	 and	when	 the
others	reached	the	willow-tree,	where	the	confectioner	was,	they	said,	“Now	we
are	 there!	 In	 reality	 the	bell	does	not	 exist;	 it	 is	only	a	 fancy	 that	people	have
taken	into	their	heads!”
At	the	same	moment	the	bell	sounded	deep	in	the	wood,	so	clear	and	solemnly
that	five	or	six	determined	to	penetrate	somewhat	further.	It	was	so	thick,	and	the
foliage	so	dense,	that	it	was	quite	fatiguing	to	proceed.	Woodroof	and	anemones
grew	almost	 too	high;	 blooming	 convolvuluses	 and	blackberry-bushes	 hung	 in
long	 garlands	 from	 tree	 to	 tree,	where	 the	 nightingale	 sang	 and	 the	 sunbeams
were	 playing:	 it	 was	 very	 beautiful,	 but	 it	 was	 no	 place	 for	 girls	 to	 go;	 their
clothes	would	get	so	torn.	Large	blocks	of	stone	lay	there,	overgrown	with	moss
of	 every	 colour;	 the	 fresh	 spring	 bubbled	 forth,	 and	 made	 a	 strange	 gurgling
sound.



“That	 surely	 cannot	 be	 the	 bell,”	 said	 one	 of	 the	 children,	 lying	 down	 and
listening.	 “This	must	 be	 looked	 to.”	 So	 he	 remained,	 and	 let	 the	 others	 go	 on
without	him.
They	afterwards	came	to	a	little	house,	made	of	branches	and	the	bark	of	trees;	a
large	wild	apple-tree	bent	over	it,	as	if	it	would	shower	down	all	its	blessings	on
the	roof,	where	roses	were	blooming.	The	long	stems	twined	round	the	gable,	on
which	there	hung	a	small	bell.
Was	 it	 that	 which	 people	 had	 heard?	 Yes,	 everybody	 was	 unanimous	 on	 the
subject,	except	one,	who	said	that	the	bell	was	too	small	and	too	fine	to	be	heard
at	so	great	a	distance,	and	besides	it	was	very	different	tones	to	those	that	could
move	a	human	heart	in	such	a	manner.	It	was	a	king's	son	who	spoke;	whereon
the	others	said,	“Such	people	always	want	to	be	wiser	than	everybody	else.”
They	now	let	him	go	on	alone;	and	as	he	went,	his	breast	was	filled	more	and
more	 with	 the	 forest	 solitude;	 but	 he	 still	 heard	 the	 little	 bell	 with	 which	 the
others	were	so	satisfied,	and	now	and	then,	when	the	wind	blew,	he	could	also
hear	 the	people	singing	who	were	sitting	at	 tea	where	 the	confectioner	had	his
tent;	but	the	deep	sound	of	the	bell	rose	louder;	it	was	almost	as	if	an	organ	were
accompanying	it,	and	the	tones	came	from	the	left	hand,	the	side	where	the	heart
is	placed.	A	rustling	was	heard	 in	 the	bushes,	and	a	 little	boy	stood	before	 the
King's	Son,	a	boy	in	wooden	shoes,	and	with	so	short	a	jacket	that	one	could	see
what	long	wrists	he	had.	Both	knew	each	other:	the	boy	was	that	one	among	the
children	who	could	not	come	because	he	had	 to	go	home	and	return	his	 jacket
and	boots	 to	 the	 innkeeper's	 son.	This	 he	had	done,	 and	was	now	going	on	 in
wooden	shoes	and	in	his	humble	dress,	for	the	bell	sounded	with	so	deep	a	tone,
and	with	such	strange	power,	that	proceed	he	must.
“Why,	 then,	we	can	go	 together,”	 said	 the	King's	Son.	But	 the	poor	 child	 that
had	been	confirmed	was	quite	ashamed;	he	looked	at	his	wooden	shoes,	pulled	at
the	short	sleeves	of	his	jacket,	and	said	that	he	was	afraid	he	could	not	walk	so
fast;	besides,	he	thought	that	the	bell	must	be	looked	for	to	the	right;	for	that	was
the	place	where	all	sorts	of	beautiful	things	were	to	be	found.
“But	there	we	shall	not	meet,”	said	the	King's	Son,	nodding	at	the	same	time	to
the	poor	boy,	who	went	into	the	darkest,	thickest	part	of	the	wood,	where	thorns
tore	his	humble	dress,	and	scratched	his	 face	and	hands	and	feet	 till	 they	bled.
The	King's	Son	got	some	scratches	too;	but	the	sun	shone	on	his	path,	and	it	is
him	that	we	will	follow,	for	he	was	an	excellent	and	resolute	youth.
“I	must	and	will	find	the	bell,”	said	he,	“even	if	I	am	obliged	to	go	to	the	end	of
the	world.”
The	ugly	apes	sat	upon	the	trees,	and	grinned.	“Shall	we	thrash	him?”	said	they.
“Shall	we	thrash	him?	He	is	the	son	of	a	king!”



But	on	he	went,	without	being	disheartened,	deeper	and	deeper	 into	 the	wood,
where	 the	most	wonderful	flowers	were	growing.	There	stood	white	 lilies	with
blood-red	stamina,	sky-blue	tulips,	which	shone	as	they	waved	in	the	winds,	and
apple-trees,	the	apples	of	which	looked	exactly	like	large	soap	bubbles:	so	only
think	how	the	trees	must	have	sparkled	in	the	sunshine!	Around	the	nicest	green
meads,	 where	 the	 deer	 were	 playing	 in	 the	 grass,	 grew	magnificent	 oaks	 and
beeches;	 and	 if	 the	bark	of	 one	of	 the	 trees	was	 cracked,	 there	grass	 and	 long
creeping	plants	grew	in	the	crevices.	And	there	were	large	calm	lakes	there	too,
in	which	white	 swans	were	 swimming,	 and	 beat	 the	 air	with	 their	wings.	The
King's	son	often	stood	still	and	 listened.	He	 thought	 the	bell	sounded	from	the
depths	of	 these	 still	 lakes;	but	 then	he	 remarked	again	 that	 the	 tone	proceeded
not	from	there,	but	farther	off,	from	out	the	depths	of	the	forest.
The	sun	now	set:	 the	atmosphere	glowed	like	fire.	It	was	still	 in	 the	woods,	so
very	still;	and	he	fell	on	his	knees,	sung	his	evening	hymn,	and	said,	“I	cannot
find	what	 I	 seek;	 the	 sun	 is	 going	down,	 and	night	 is	 coming	 -	 the	dark,	 dark
night.	Yet	perhaps	I	may	be	able	once	more	to	see	the	round	red	sun	before	he
entirely	disappears.	I	will	climb	up	yonder	rock.”
And	he	seized	hold	of	the	creeping-plants,	and	the	roots	of	trees	-	climbed	up	the
moist	stones	where	the	water-snakes	were	writhing	and	the	toads	were	croaking	-
and	he	gained	the	summit	before	the	sun	had	quite	gone	down.	How	magnificent
was	the	sight	from	this	height!	The	sea	-	the	great,	the	glorious	sea,	that	dashed
its	 long	waves	 against	 the	 coast	 -	 was	 stretched	 out	 before	 him.	And	 yonder,
where	 sea	 and	 sky	 meet,	 stood	 the	 sun,	 like	 a	 large	 shining	 altar,	 all	 melted
together	in	the	most	glowing	colours.	And	the	wood	and	the	sea	sang	a	song	of
rejoicing,	and	his	heart	sang	with	the	rest:	all	nature	was	a	vast	holy	church,	in
which	 the	 trees	 and	 the	buoyant	 clouds	were	 the	pillars,	 flowers	 and	grass	 the
velvet	carpeting,	and	heaven	itself	the	large	cupola.	The	red	colours	above	faded
away	 as	 the	 sun	 vanished,	 but	 a	 million	 stars	 were	 lighted,	 a	 million	 lamps
shone;	and	 the	King's	Son	spread	out	his	arms	towards	heaven,	and	wood,	and
sea;	when	at	 the	same	moment,	coming	by	a	path	 to	 the	right,	appeared,	 in	his
wooden	shoes	and	 jacket,	 the	poor	boy	who	had	been	confirmed	with	him.	He
had	followed	his	own	path,	and	had	reached	the	spot	just	as	soon	as	the	son	of
the	king	had	done.	They	ran	towards	each	other,	and	stood	together	hand	in	hand
in	the	vast	church	of	nature	and	of	poetry,	while	over	them	sounded	the	invisible
holy	 bell:	 blessed	 spirits	 floated	 around	 them,	 and	 lifted	 up	 their	 voices	 in	 a
rejoicing	hallelujah!
	



THE	PANCAKE

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	goody	who	had	seven	hungry	bairns,	and
she	was	frying	a	pancake	for	them.	It	was	a	sweet-milk	pancake,	and	there	it	lay
in	the	pan	bubbling	and	frizzling	so	thick	and	good,	it	was	a	sight	for	sore	eyes
to	 look	 at.	 And	 the	 bairns	 stood	 round	 about,	 and	 the	 good	 man	 sat	 by	 and
looked	on.
"Oh,	give	me	a	bit	of	pancake,	mother,	dear;	I	am	so	hungry,"	said	one	bairn.
"Oh,	darling	mother,"	said	the	second.
"Oh,	darling,	good	mother,"	said	the	third.
"Oh,	darling,	good,	nice	mother,"	said	the	fourth.
"Oh,	darling,	pretty,	good,	nice	mother,"	said	the	fifth.
"Oh,	darling,	pretty,	good,	nice,	clever	mother,"	said	the	sixth.
"Oh,	darling,	pretty,	good,	nice,	clever,	sweet	mother,"	said	the	seventh.
So	they	begged	for	the	pancake	all	round,	the	one	more	prettily	than	the	other;
for	they	were	so	hungry	and	so	good.

"Yes,	yes,	bairns,	only	bide	a	bit	till	it	turns	itself,"	-	she	ought	to	have	said
"till	I	can	get	it	turned,"	-	"and	then	you	shall	all	have	some	-	a	lovely	sweet-milk
pancake;	only	look	how	fat	and	happy	it	lies	there."
When	 the	pancake	heard	 that,	 it	 got	 afraid,	 and	 in	a	 trice	 it	 turned	 itself	 all	of
itself,	and	tried	to	jump	out	of	the	pan;	but	it	fell	back	into	it	again	t’other	side
up,	and	so	when	it	had	been	fried	a	little	on	the	other	side	too,	till	it	got	firmer	in
its	flesh,	it	sprang	out	on	the	floor,	and	rolled	off	like	a	wheel	through	the	door
and	down	the	hill.
"Holloa!	Stop,	pancake!"	and	away	went	the	goody	after	it,	with	the	frying-pan
in	one	hand,	and	the	ladle	in	the	other,	as	fast	as	she	could,	and	her	bairns	behind
her,	while	the	good	man	limped	after	them	last	of	all.
"Hi!	won’t	you	stop?	Seize	it.	Stop,	pancake,	they	all	screamed	out,	one	after	the
other,	and	tried	to	catch	it	on	the	run	and	hold	it;	but	the	pancake	rolled	on	and



on,	and	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye	it	was	so	far	ahead	that	they	couldn’t	see	it,	for
the	pancake	was	faster	on	its	feet	than	any	of	them.
So	when	it	had	rolled	awhile	it	met	a	man.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	man.
"God	bless	you,	Manny	Panny!"	said	the	pancake.
"Dear	 pancake,"	 said	 the	man,	 "don’t	 roll	 so	 fast;	 stop	 a	 little	 and	 let	me	 eat
you."
"When	 I	 have	 given	 the	 slip	 to	 Goody	 Poody,	 and	 the	 good	man,	 and	 seven
squalling	children,	I	may	well	slip	through	your	fingers,	Manny	Panny,"	said	the
pancake,	and	rolled	on	and	on	till	it	met	a	hen.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	hen.
"The	same	to	you,	Henny	Penny,"	said	the	pancake.
"Pancake,	dear,	don’t	roll	so	fast,	bide	a	bit	and	let	me	eat	you	up,"	said	the	hen.
"When	 I	 have	 given	 the	 slip	 to	 Goody	 Poody,	 and	 the	 good	man,	 and	 seven
squalling	 children,	 and	 Manny	 Panny,	 I	 may	 well	 slip	 through	 your	 claws,
Henny	Penny,"	said	the	pancake,	and	so	it	rolled	on	like	a	wheel	down	the	road.
Just	then	it	met	a	cock.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	cock.
"The	same	to	you,	Cocky	Locky,"	said	the	pancake.
"Pancake,	dear,	don’t	roll	so	fast,	but	bide	a	bit	and	let	me	eat	you	up."
"When	 I	 have	 given	 the	 slip	 to	 Goody	 Poody,	 and	 the	 good	man,	 and	 seven
squalling	 children,	 and	 to	 Manny	 Panny,	 and	 Henny	 Penny,	 I	 may	 well	 slip
through	your	claws,	Cocky	Locky,"	said	the	pancake,	and	off	it	set	rolling	away
as	fast	as	it	could;	and	when	it	had	rolled	a	long	way	it	met	a	duck.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	duck.
"The	same	to	you,	Ducky	Lucky."
"Pancake,	dear,	don’t	roll	away	so	fast;	bide	a	bit	and	let	me	eat	you	up."
"When	 I	 have	 given	 the	 slip	 to	 Goody	 Poody,	 and	 the	 good	man,	 and	 seven
squalling	 children,	 and	Manny	Panny,	 and	Henny	Penny,	 and	Cocky	Locky,	 I
may	well	slip	 through	your	fingers,	Ducky	Lucky,"	said	 the	pancake,	and	with
that	it	took	to	rolling	and	rolling	faster	than	ever;	and	when	it	had	rolled	a	long,
long	while,	it	met	a	goose.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	goose.
"The	same	to	you,	Goosey	Poosey."



"Pancake,	dear,	don’t	roll	so	fast;	bide	a	bit	and	let	me	eat	you	up."
"When	 I	 have	 given	 the	 slip	 to	 Goody	 Poody,	 and	 the	 good	man,	 and	 seven
squalling	children,	and	Manny	Panny,	and	Henny	Penny,	and	Cocky	Locky,	and
Ducky	 Lucky,	 I	 can	 well	 slip	 through	 your	 feet,	 Goosey	 Poosey,"	 said	 the
pancake,	and	off	it	rolled.
So	when	it	had	rolled	a	long,	long	way	farther,	it	met	a	gander.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	gander.
"The	same	to	you,	Gander	Pander,"	said	the	pancake.
"Pancake,	dear,	don’t	roll	so	fast:	bide	a	bit	and	let	me	eat	you	up."
"When	 I	 have	 given	 the	 slip	 to	 Goody	 Poody,	 and	 the	 good	man,	 and	 seven
squalling	children,	and	Manny	Panny,	and	Henny	Penny,	and	Cocky	Locky,	and
Ducky	Lucky,	 and	Goosey	Poosey,	 I	may	well	 slip	 through	your	 feet,	Gander
Pander,"	said	the	pancake,	which	rolled	off	as	fast	as	ever.
So	when	it	had	rolled	a	long,	long	time,	it	met	a	pig.
"Good-day,	pancake,"	said	the	pig.
"The	same	to	you,	Piggy	Wiggy,"	said	the	pancake,	which,	without	a	word	more,
began	to	roll	and	roll	like	mad.
"Nay,	nay,"	said	 the	pig,	"you	needn’t	be	 in	such	a	hurry;	we	 two	can	 then	go
side	by	 side	 and	 see	 one	 another	 over	 the	wood;	 they	 say	 it	 is	 not	 too	 safe	 in
there."
The	 pancake	 thought	 there	 might	 be	 something	 in	 that,	 and	 so	 they	 kept
company.	But	when	they	had	gone	awhile,	they	came	to	a	brook.	As	for	piggy,
he	was	so	fat	he	swam	safe	across,	it	was	nothing	to	him;	but	the	poor	pancake
couldn’t	get	over.
"Seat	yourself	on	my	snout,"	said	the	pig,	"and	I’ll	carry	you	over."
So	the	pancake	did	that.
"Ouf,	ouf,"	said	the	pig,	and	swallowed	the	pancake	at	one	gulp;	and	then,	as	the
poor	pancake	could	go	no	farther,	why	-	this	story	can	go	no	farther	either.



PORK	AND	HONEY

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

AT	DAWN	THE	OTHER	DAY,	WHEN	Bruin	came	tramping	over	the	bog	with
a	fat	pig,	Reynard	sat	up	on	a	stone	by	the	moor	side.
"Good	day,	grandsire,"	said	the	fox,	"what’s	that	so	nice	that	you	have	there?"
"Pork,"	said	Bruin.
"Well!	I	have	got	a	dainty	bit,	too,"	said	Reynard.
"What	is	that?"	asked	the	bear.
"The	biggest	wild	bees-comb	I	ever	saw	in	my	life,"	said	Reynard.
"Indeed,	 you	 don’t	 say	 so,"	 said	 Bruin,	 who	 grinned	 and	 licked	 his	 lips.	 He
thought	it	would	be	so	nice	to	taste	a	little	honey.	At	last	he	said,	"Shall	we	swop
our	fare?"
"Nay,	nay!"	said	Reynard,	"I	can’t	do	that."
The	 end	was	 that	 they	made	 a	 bet,	 and	 agreed	 to	 name	 three	 trees.	 If	 the	 fox
could	say	them	off	faster	than	the	bear	he	was	to	have	leave	to	take	one	bite	off
the	bacon;	but	if	the	bear	could	say	them	faster	he	was	to	have	leave	to	take	one
sup	out	of	the	comb.	Greedy	Bruin	thought	he	was	sure	to	sup	out	all	the	honey
at	one	breath.
"Well,"	said	Reynard,	"it’s	all	fair	and	right	no	doubt,	but	all	I	say	is,	 if	I	win,
you	shall	be	bound	to	tear	off	the	bristles	where	I	am	to	bite."
"Of	course,"	said	Bruin,	"I’ll	help	you	as	you	can’t	help	yourself."
So	they	were	to	begin	and	name	the	trees.
"Fir,	Scotch	Fir,	Spruce,"	growled	out	Bruin,	for	he	was	gruff	in	his	tongue,	that
he	was.	But	for	all	that	he	only	named	two	trees,	for	Fir	and	Scotch	Fir	are	both
the	same.
"Ash,	Aspen,	Oak,"	screamed	Reynard,	so	that	the	wood	rang	again!
So	he	had	won	the	wager,	and	down	he	ran	and	took	the	heart	out	of	the	pig	at
one	bite,	and	was	just	running	off	with	it.	But	Bruin	was	angry	because	he	had



taken	the	best	bit	out	of	 the	whole	pig,	and	so	he	laid	hold	of	his	 tail	and	held
him	fast.
"Stop	a	bit,	stop	a	bit,"	he	said,	and	was	wild	with	rage.
"Never	mind,"	said	the	fox,	"it’s	all	right;	let	me	go,	grandsire,	and	I’ll	give	you
a	taste	of	my	honey."
When	 Bruin	 heard	 that,	 he	 let	 go	 his	 hold,	 and	 away	went	 Reynard	 after	 the
honey.
"Here,	on	 this	honeycomb,"	 said	Reynard,	 "lies	 a	 leaf,	 and	under	 this	 leaf	 is	 a
hole,	and	that	hole	you	are	to	suck."
As	 he	 said	 this	 he	 held	 up	 the	 comb	under	 the	Bear’s	 nose,	 took	 off	 the	 leaf,
jumped	 up	 on	 a	 stone,	 and	 began	 to	 gibber	 and	 laugh,	 for	 there	 was	 neither
honey	nor	honeycomb,	but	a	wasp’s	nest,	as	big	as	a	man’s	head,	full	of	wasps,
and	out	 swarmed	 the	wasps	 and	 settled	on	Bruin’s	head,	 and	 stung	him	 in	his
eyes	and	ears,	and	mouth	and	snout.	And	he	had	such	hard	work	to	rid	himself	of
them	that	he	had	no	time	to	think	of	Reynard.
And	that’s	why,	ever	since	that	day,	Bruin	is	so	afraid	of	wasps.
	



THE	HARE	AND	THE	HEIRESS

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	hare,	who	was	frisking	up	and	down	under
the	greenwood	tree.
"Oh!	hurrah!	hip,	hip,	hurrah!"	he	cried,	and	leapt	and	sprang,	and	all	at	once	he
threw	a	somersault,	and	stood	upon	his	hind	legs.	Just	then	a	fox	came	slouching
by.
"Good-day,	good-day,"	said	the	hare;	"I’m	so	merry	today,	for	you	must	know	I
was	married	this	morning."
"Lucky	fellow	you,"	said	the	fox.
"Ah,	no!	not	so	lucky	after	all,"	said	the	hare,	"for	she	was	very	heavy	handed,
and	it	was	an	old	witch	I	got	to	wife.
"Then	you	were	an	unlucky	fellow,"	said	the	fox.
"Oh,	 not	 so	 unlucky	 either,"	 said	 the	 hare,	 "for	 she	was	 an	heiress.	 She	had	 a
cottage	of	her	own."
"Then	you	were	lucky	after	all,"	said	the	fox.
"No,	no!	not	so	lucky	either,"	said	the	hare,	"for	the	cottage	caught	fire	and	was
burnt,	and	all	we	had	with	it."
"That	I	call	downright	unlucky,"	said	the	fox.
"Oh,	no;	not	 so	very	unlucky	after	all,"	 said	 the	hare,	 "for	my	witch	of	a	wife
was	burnt	along	with	her	cottage."
	



SLIP	ROOT,	CATCH	REYNARD"S	FOOT

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	bear,	who	sat	on	a	hillside	in	the	sun	and
slept.	Just	then	Reynard	came	slouching	by	and	caught	sight	of	him.
"There	you	sit	taking	your	ease,	grandsire,"	said	the	fox.	"Now	see	if	I	don’t	play
you	a	trick."	So	he	went	and	caught	three	field	mice	and	laid	them	on	a	stump
close	 under	 Bruin’s	 nose,	 and	 then	 he	 bawled	 out,	 into	 his	 ear,	 "Bo!	 Bruin,
here’s	Peter	the	Hunter,	just	behind	this	stump;"	and	as	he	bawled	this	out	he	ran
off	through	the	wood	as	fast	as	ever	he	could.
Bruin	woke	up	with	a	start,	and	when	he	saw	the	three	little	mice,	he	was	as	mad
as	a	March	hare,	and	was	going	to	lift	up	his	paw	and	crush	them,	for	he	thought
it	was	they	who	had	bellowed	in	his	ear.
But	just	as	he	lifted	it	he	caught	sight	of	Reynard’s	tail	among	the	bushes	by	the
woods,	and	away	he	set	after	him,	so	 that	 the	underwood	crackled	as	he	went,
and,	to	tell	the	truth,	Bruin	was	so	close	upon	Reynard,	that	he	caught	hold	of	his
off-hind	 foot	 just	 as	he	was	crawling	 into	 an	earth	under	 a	pine-root.	So	 there
was	 Reynard	 in	 a	 pinch,	 but	 for	 all	 that	 he	 had	 his	 wits	 about	 him,	 for	 he
screeched	 out,	 "Slip	 the	 pine-root	 and	 catch	 Reynard’s	 foot,"	 and	 so	 the	 silly
bear	let	his	foot	slip	and	laid	hold	of	the	root	instead.	But	by	that	time	Reynard
was	safe	inside	the	earth,	and	called	out,	"I	cheated	you	that	time,	too,	didn’t	I,
grandsire!"
"Out	of	 sight	 isn’t	out	of	mind,"	growled	Bruin	down	 the	 earth,	 and	was	wild
with	rage.
	



BRUIN	GOODFELLOW

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	husbandman	who	travelled	ever	so	far	up	to
the	Fells	 to	fetch	a	load	of	leaves	for	litter	for	his	cattle	 in	winter.	So	when	he
got	to	where	the	litter	lay	he	backed	the	sledge	close	up	to	the	heap,	and	began	to
roll	 down	 the	 leaves	on	 to	 the	 sledge.	But	under	 the	heap	 lay	 a	bear	who	had
made	his	winter	lair	there,	and	when	he	felt	the	man	trampling	about	he	jumped
out	right	down	on	to	the	sledge.
As	soon	as	the	horse	got	wind	of	Bruin,	he	was	afraid,	and	ran	off	as	though	he
had	stolen	both	bear	and	sledge,	and	he	went	back	faster	by	many	times	than	he
had	come	up.
Bruin,	 they	 say,	 is	 a	 brave	 fellow,	 but	 even	he	was	not	 quite	 pleased	with	 his
drive	this	time.	So	there	he	sat,	holding	fast,	as	well	as	he	could,	and	he	glared
and	grinned	on	all	sides,	and	he	thought	of	throwing	himself	off,	but	he	was	not
used	to	sledge	travelling,	and	so	he	made	up	his	mind	to	sit	still	where	he	was.
So	when	he	had	driven	a	good	bit,	he	met	a	pedlar.
"Where	in	heaven’s	name	is	 the	sheriff	bound	today?	He	has	surely	 little	 time,
and	a	long	way;	he	drives	so	fast."
But	Bruin	said	never	a	word,	for	all	he	could	do	was	to	stick	fast.
A	little	further	on	a	beggar-woman	met	him.	She	nodded	to	him	and	greeted	him,
and	begged	for	a	penny,	in	God’s	name.	But	Bruin	said	never	a	word,	but	stuck
fast	and	drove	on	faster	than	ever.
So	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	further,	Reynard	the	fox	met	him.
"Ho!	ho!"	said	Reynard,	"are	you	out	taking	a	drive.	Stop	a	bit,	and	let	me	get	up
behind	and	be	your	post-boy."
But	still	Bruin	said	never	a	word,	but	held	on	like	grim	death,	and	drove	on	as
fast	as	the	horse	could	lay	legs	to	the	ground.
"Well,	well,"	screamed	Reynard,	after	him,	"if	you	won’t	take	me	with	you	I’ll
spae	your	fortune;	and	that	is,	though	you	drive	like	a	dare-devil	today,	you’ll	be



hanging	up	tomorrow	with	the	hide	off	your	back."
But	Bruin	never	heard	a	word	that	Reynard	said.	On	and	on	he	drove	just	as	fast;
but	when	the	horse	got	to	the	farm,	he	galloped	into	the	open	stable	door	at	full
speed,	 so	 that	 he	 tore	 off	 both	 sledge	 and	 harness,	 and	 as	 for	 poor	 Bruin,	 he
knocked	his	skull	against	the	lintel,	and	there	he	lay	dead	on	the	spot.
All	 this	 time	 the	 man	 knew	 nothing	 of	 what	 had	 happened.	 He	 rolled	 down
bundle	after	bundle	of	 leaves,	and	when	he	 thought	he	had	enough	 to	 load	his
sledge,	and	went	down	to	bind	on	 the	bundles,	he	could	find	neither	horse	nor
sledge.
So	he	had	to	tramp	along	the	road	to	find	his	horse	again,	and,	after	a	while,	he
met	the	pedlar.
"Have	you	met	my	horse	and	sledge?"	he	asked.
"No,"	said	the	pedlar;	"but	lower	down	along	the	road	I	met	the	sheriff;	he	drove
so	fast,	he	was	surely	going	to	lay	someone	by	the	heels."
A	while	after	he	met	the	beggar-woman.
"Have	you	seen	my	horse	and	sledge?"	said	the	man.
"No,"	said	the	beggar-woman,	"but	I	met	the	parson	lower	down	yonder;	he	was
surely	going	to	a	parish	meeting,	he	drove	so	fast,	and	he	had	a	borrowed	horse."
A	while	after,	the	man	met	the	fox.
"Have	you	seen	my	horse	and	sledge?"
"Yes!	 I	have,"	said	 the	 fox,	"and	Bruin	Goodfellow	sat	on	 it	and	drove	 just	as
though	he	had	stolen	both	horse	and	harness."
"Devil	take	him,"	said	the	man,	"I’ll	be	bound	he’ll	drive	my	horse	to	death."
"If	he	does,	flay	him,"	said	Reynard,	"and	roast	him	before	the	fire!	But	if	you
get	your	horse	again	you	may	give	me	a	lift	over	the	Fell,	for	I	can	ride	well,	and
besides,	I	have	a	fancy	to	see	how	it	feels	when	one	has	four	legs	before	one."
"What	will	you	give	for	the	lift?"	said	the	man.

"You	can	have	what	you	like,"	said	Reynard;	"either	wet	or	dry.	You	may
be	sure	you’ll	always	get	more	out	of	me	than	out	of	Bruin	Goodfellow,	for	he	is
a	rough	carle	to	pay	off	when	he	takes	a	fancy	to	riding	and	hangs	on	a	horse’s
back."

"Well!	you	shall	have	a	lift	over	the	Fell,"	said	the	man,	"if	you	will	only
meet	me	at	this	spot	tomorrow."
But	he	knew	that	Reynard	was	only	playing	off	some	of	his	tricks	upon	him,	and
so	 he	 took	 with	 him	 a	 loaded	 gun	 on	 the	 sledge,	 and	 when	 Reynard	 came,
thinking	to	get	a	lift	for	nothing,	he	got,	instead,	a	charge	of	shot	in	his	body,	and



so	 the	 husbandman	 flayed	 the	 coat	 off	 him	 too,	 and	 then	 he	 had	 gotten	 both
Bruin’s	hide	and	Reynard’s	skin.
	



THE	DREAM	OF	LITTLE	TUK

Adapted	from	Andersen’s	Fairy	Tales
by	Hans	Christien	Andersen

	

	

AH!	YES,	THAT	WAS	LITTLE	TUK:	in	reality	his	name	was	not	Tuk,	but	that
was	what	he	called	himself	before	he	could	speak	plain:	he	meant	it	for	Charles,
and	it	is	all	well	enough	if	one	does	but	know	it.	He	had	now	to	take	care	of	his
little	sister	Augusta,	who	was	much	younger	than	himself,	and	he	was,	besides,
to	learn	his	lesson	at	the	same	time;	but	these	two	things	would	not	do	together
at	all.	There	sat	the	poor	little	fellow,	with	his	sister	on	his	lap,	and	he	sang	to
her	all	 the	songs	he	knew;	and	he	glanced	the	while	from	time	to	time	into	the
geography-book	that	lay	open	before	him.	By	the	next	morning	he	was	to	have
learnt	 all	 the	 towns	 in	 Zealand	 by	 heart,	 and	 to	 know	 about	 them	 all	 that	 is
possible	to	be	known.
His	mother	now	came	home,	for	she	had	been	out,	and	took	little	Augusta	on	her
arm.	Tuk	 ran	quickly	 to	 the	window,	and	 read	so	eagerly	 that	he	pretty	nearly
read	his	eyes	out;	for	it	got	darker	and	darker,	but	his	mother	had	no	money	to
buy	a	candle.
“There	goes	the	old	washerwoman	over	the	way,”	said	his	mother,	as	she	looked
out	 of	 the	window.	 “The	 poor	woman	 can	 hardly	 drag	 herself	 along,	 and	 she
must	now	drag	the	pail	home	from	the	fountain.	Be	a	good	boy,	Tukey,	and	run
across	and	help	the	old	woman,	won't	you?”
So	Tuk	ran	over	quickly	and	helped	her;	but	when	he	came	back	again	into	the
room	it	was	quite	dark,	and	as	to	a	light,	there	was	no	thought	of	such	a	thing.
He	was	 now	 to	 go	 to	 bed;	 that	was	 an	 old	 turn-up	 bedstead;	 in	 it	 he	 lay	 and
thought	about	his	geography	 lesson,	and	of	Zealand,	and	of	all	 that	his	master
had	told	him.	He	ought,	to	be	sure,	to	have	read	over	his	lesson	again,	but	that,
you	 know,	 he	 could	 not	 do.	 He	 therefore	 put	 his	 geography-book	 under	 his
pillow,	because	he	had	heard	that	was	a	very	good	thing	to	do	when	one	wants	to
learn	one's	lesson;	but	one	cannot,	however,	rely	upon	it	entirely.	Well,	there	he
lay,	and	thought	and	thought,	and	all	at	once	it	was	just	as	if	someone	kissed	his
eyes	 and	mouth:	 he	 slept,	 and	 yet	 he	 did	 not	 sleep;	 it	 was	 as	 though	 the	 old
washerwoman	gazed	on	him	with	her	mild	eyes	and	said,	“It	were	a	great	sin	if
you	were	 not	 to	 know	 your	 lesson	 tomorrow	morning.	You	 have	 aided	me,	 I



therefore	will	now	help	you;	and	the	loving	God	will	do	so	at	all	times.”	And	all
of	a	sudden	the	book	under	Tuk's	pillow	began	scraping	and	scratching.
“Kickery-ki!	kluk!	kluk!	kluk!”	-	that	was	an	old	hen	who	came	creeping	along,
and	she	was	from	Kjoge.	“I	am	a	Kjoger	hen,”	said	she,	and	then	she	related	how
many	inhabitants	there	were	there,	and	about	the	battle	that	had	taken	place,	and
which,	after	all,	was	hardly	worth	talking	about.
“Kribledy,	krabledy	 -	plump!”	down	 fell	 somebody:	 it	was	a	wooden	bird,	 the
popinjay	used	at	 the	shooting-matches	at	Prastoe.	Now	he	said	 that	 there	were
just	 as	many	 inhabitants	 as	 he	 had	 nails	 in	 his	 body;	 and	 he	was	 very	 proud.
“Thorwaldsen	lived	almost	next	door	to	me.	Plump!	Here	I	lie	capitally.”
But	little	Tuk	was	no	longer	lying	down:	all	at	once	he	was	on	horseback.	On	he
went	at	full	gallop,	still	galloping	on	and	on.	A	knight	with	a	gleaming	plume,
and	most	magnificently	dressed,	held	him	before	him	on	the	horse,	and	thus	they
rode	through	the	wood	to	the	old	town	of	Bordingborg,	and	that	was	a	large	and
very	lively	town.	High	towers	rose	from	the	castle	of	the	king,	and	the	brightness
of	many	candles	streamed	from	all	the	windows;	within	was	dance	and	song,	and
King	Waldemar	and	the	young,	richly-attired	maids	of	honour	danced	together.
The	morn	now	came;	and	as	soon	as	the	sun	appeared,	the	whole	town	and	the
king's	palace	crumbled	together,	and	one	tower	after	the	other;	and	at	last	only	a
single	one	remained	standing	where	the	castle	had	been	before,	and	the	town	was
so	small	and	poor,	and	the	school	boys	came	along	with	their	books	under	their
arms,	and	said,	“2000	inhabitants!”	but	that	was	not	true,	for	there	were	not	so
many.
And	little	Tukey	lay	in	his	bed:	it	seemed	to	him	as	if	he	dreamed,	and	yet	as	if
he	were	not	dreaming;	however,	somebody	was	close	beside	him.
“Little	Tukey!	Little	Tukey!”	cried	someone	near.	It	was	a	seaman,	quite	a	little
personage,	so	little	as	if	he	were	a	midshipman;	but	a	midshipman	it	was	not.
“Many	 remembrances	 from	 Corsor.	 That	 is	 a	 town	 that	 is	 just	 rising	 into
importance;	 a	 lively	 town	 that	 has	 steam-boats	 and	 stagecoaches:	 formerly
people	called	it	ugly,	but	that	is	no	longer	true.	I	lie	on	the	sea,”	said	Corsor;	“I
have	high	roads	and	gardens,	and	I	have	given	birth	to	a	poet	who	was	witty	and
amusing,	which	all	poets	are	not.	I	once	intended	to	equip	a	ship	that	was	to	sail
all	around	the	earth;	but	I	did	not	do	it,	although	I	could	have	done	so:	and	then,
too,	 I	 smell	 so	 deliciously,	 for	 close	 before	 the	 gate	 bloom	 the	most	 beautiful
roses.”
Little	Tuk	looked,	and	all	was	red	and	green	before	his	eyes;	but	as	soon	as	the
confusion	 of	 colours	 was	 somewhat	 over,	 all	 of	 a	 sudden	 there	 appeared	 a
wooded	 slope	 close	 to	 the	 bay,	 and	 high	 up	 above	 stood	 a	 magnificent	 old
church,	with	two	high	pointed	towers.	From	out	the	hill-side	spouted	fountains	in
thick	streams	of	water,	so	that	there	was	a	continual	splashing;	and	close	beside



them	sat	an	old	king	with	a	golden	crown	upon	his	white	head:	 that	was	King
Hroar,	 near	 the	 fountains,	 close	 to	 the	 town	 of	Roeskilde,	 as	 it	 is	 now	 called.
And	up	the	slope	into	the	old	church	went	all	the	kings	and	queens	of	Denmark,
hand	 in	 hand,	 all	 with	 their	 golden	 crowns;	 and	 the	 organ	 played	 and	 the
fountains	 rustled.	 Little	 Tuk	 saw	 all,	 heard	 all.	 “Do	 not	 forget	 the	 diet,”	 said
King	Hroar.
Again	all	suddenly	disappeared.	Yes,	and	where?	It	seemed	to	him	just	as	if	one
turned	over	a	leaf	in	a	book.	And	now	stood	there	an	old	peasant-woman,	who
came	from	Soroe,	where	grass	grows	in	 the	market-place.	She	had	an	old	grey
linen	apron	hanging	over	her	head	and	back:	it	was	so	wet,	it	certainly	must	have
been	raining.	“Yes,	that	it	has,”	said	she;	and	she	now	related	many	pretty	things
out	of	Holberg's	comedies,	and	about	Waldemar	and	Absalon;	but	all	at	once	she
cowered	together,	and	her	head	began	shaking	backwards	and	forwards,	and	she
looked	as	she	were	going	to	make	a	spring.	“Croak!	croak!”	said	she.	“It	is	wet,
it	 is	 wet;	 there	 is	 such	 a	 pleasant	 deathlike	 stillness	 in	 Sorbe!”	 She	was	 now
suddenly	 a	 frog,	 “Croak”;	 and	 now	 she	was	 an	 old	woman.	 “One	must	 dress
according	to	the	weather,”	said	she.	“It	 is	wet;	 it	 is	wet.	My	town	is	just	like	a
bottle;	and	one	gets	in	by	the	neck,	and	by	the	neck	one	must	get	out	again!	In
former	times	I	had	the	finest	fish,	and	now	I	have	fresh	rosy-cheeked	boys	at	the
bottom	of	the	bottle,	who	learn	wisdom,	Hebrew,	Greek	-	Croak!”
When	she	spoke	it	sounded	just	like	the	noise	of	frogs,	or	as	if	one	walked	with
great	boots	over	a	moor;	always	the	same	tone,	so	uniform	and	so	tiring	that	little
Tuk	fell	into	a	good	sound	sleep,	which,	by	the	bye,	could	not	do	him	any	harm.
	

But	even	in	this	sleep	there	came	a	dream,	or	whatever	else	it	was:	his	little	sister
Augusta,	 she	with	 the	blue	 eyes	 and	 the	 fair	 curling	hair,	was	 suddenly	 a	 tall,
beautiful	girl,	and	without	having	wings	was	yet	able	 to	fly;	and	she	now	flew
over	Zealand	-	over	the	green	woods	and	the	blue	lakes.
“Do	you	hear	the	cock	crow,	Tukey?	Cock-a-doodle-doo!	The	cocks	are	flying
up	from	Kjoge!	You	will	have	a	farm-yard,	so	large,	oh!	so	very	large!	You	will
suffer	neither	hunger	nor	thirst!	You	will	get	on	in	the	world!	You	will	be	a	rich
and	happy	man!	Your	house	will	 exalt	 itself	 like	King	Waldemar's	 tower,	 and
will	be	richly	decorated	with	marble	statues,	like	that	at	Prastoe.	You	understand
what	 I	mean.	Your	name	shall	 circulate	with	 renown	all	 around	 the	earth,	 like
unto	the	ship	that	was	to	have	sailed	from	Corsor;	and	in	Roeskilde…”
“Do	not	forget	the	diet!”	said	King	Hroar.
“Then	you	will	 speak	well	 and	wisely,	 little	Tukey;	 and	when	at	 last	you	 sink
into	your	grave,	you	shall	sleep	as	quietly…”
“As	 if	 I	 lay	 in	Soroe,”	 said	Tuk,	 awaking.	 It	was	bright	 day,	 and	he	was	now



quite	unable	to	call	 to	mind	his	dream;	that,	however,	was	not	at	all	necessary,
for	one	may	not	know	what	the	future	will	bring.
And	out	of	bed	he	jumped,	and	read	in	his	book,	and	now	all	at	once	he	knew	his
whole	lesson.	And	the	old	washerwoman	popped	her	head	in	at	the	door,	nodded
to	him	friendly,	and	said,	“Thanks,	many	thanks,	my	good	child,	for	your	help!
May	the	good	ever-loving	God	fulfil	your	loveliest	dream!”
Little	Tukey	did	not	at	all	know	what	he	had	dreamed,	but	the	loving	God	knew
it.
	



REYNARD	WANTS	TO	TASTE	HORSE-FLESH

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONE	DAY	AS	BRUIN	LAY	BY	a	horse	which	he	had	slain,	and	was	hard	at
work	 eating	 it,	 Reynard	was	 out	 that	 day	 too,	 and	 came	 up	 spying	 about	 and
licking	 his	 lips,	 if	 he	might	 get	 a	 taste	 of	 the	 horse-flesh.	 So	 he	 doubled	 and
turned	till	he	got	just	behind	Bruin’s	back,	and	then	he	jumped	on	the	other	side
of	the	carcass	and	snapped	a	mouthful	as	he	ran	by.	Bruin	was	not	slow	either,
for	he	made	a	grab	at	Reynard	and	caught	the	tip	of	his	red	brush	in	his	paw;	and
ever	since	then	Reynard’s	brush	is	white	at	the	tip,	as	anyone	may	see.
But	 that	day	Bruin	was	merry,	and	called	out,	 "Bide	a	bit,	Reynard;	and	come
here,	and	I’ll	tell	you	how	to	catch	a	horse	for	yourself."
Yes,	Reynard	was	ready	enough	to	learn,	but	he	did	not	for	all	that	trust	himself
to	go	very	close	to	Bruin.
"Listen,"	 said	 Bruin,	 "when	 you	 see	 a	 horse	 asleep,	 sunning	 himself	 in	 the
sunshine,	 you	must	mind	 and	bind	yourself	 fast	 by	 the	 hair	 of	 his	 tail	 to	 your
brush,	and	then	you	must	make	your	teeth	meet	in	the	flesh	of	his	thigh."
As	you	may	 fancy,	 it	was	 not	 long	before	Reynard	 found	out	 a	 horse	 that	 lay
asleep	in	the	sunshine,	and	then	he	did	as	Bruin	had	told	him;	for	he	knotted	and
bound	 himself	 well	 into	 the	 hair	 of	 his	 tail,	 and	 made	 his	 teeth	 meet	 in	 the
horse’s	thigh.
Up	sprang	the	horse,	and	began	to	kick	and	rear	and	gallop,	so	that	Reynard	was
dashed	against	stock	and	stone,	and	got	battered	black	and	blue,	so	that	he	was
not	far	off	losing	both	wit	and	sense.	And	while	the	horse	galloped,	they	passed
Jack	Longears,	the	Hare.
"Where	away	so	fast,	Reynard?"	cried	Jack	Longears.
"Post	haste,	on	business	of	life	and	death,	dear	Jack,"	cried	Reynard.
And	with	that	Jack	stood	up	on	his	hind	legs,	and	laughed	till	his	sides	ached	and
his	jaws	split	right	up	to	his	ears.	It	was	so	funny	to	see	Reynard	ride	post	haste.
But	 you	must	 know,	 since	 that	 ride	 Reynard	 has	 never	 thought	 of	 catching	 a
horse	for	himself.	For	that	once	at	least	it	was	Bruin	who	had	the	best	of	it	in	wit,



though	they	do	say	he	is	most	often	as	simple-minded	as	the	Trolls.
	



MASTER	TOBACCO

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	woman	who	went	about	begging	with
her	son;	for	at	home	she	had	neither	a	morsel	to	eat	nor	a	stick	to	burn.	First	she
tried	the	country,	and	went	from	parish	to	parish;	but	it	was	poor	work,	and	so
she	came	into	the	town.	There	she	went	about	from	house	to	house	for	a	while,
and	 at	 last	 she	 came	 to	 the	 lord	mayor.	 He	was	 both	 open-hearted	 and	 open-
handed,	and	he	was	married	to	the	daughter	of	the	richest	merchant	in	the	town,
and	they	had	one	little	daughter.	As	they	had	no	more	children,	you	may	fancy
she	was	sugar	and	spice	and	all	that’s	nice,	and	in	a	word	there	was	nothing	too
good	for	her.	This	little	girl	soon	came	to	know	the	beggar	boy	as	he	went	about
with	his	mother;	and	as	the	lord	mayor	was	a	wise	man,	as	soon	as	he	saw	what
friends	 the	 two	 were,	 he	 took	 the	 boy	 into	 his	 house,	 that	 he	 might	 be	 his
daughter’s	playmate.	Yes,	they	played	and	read	and	went	to	school	together,	and
never	had	so	much	as	one	quarrel.
One	 day	 the	 lady	mayoress	 stood	 at	 the	window,	 and	watched	 the	 children	 as
they	were	trudging	off	to	school.	There	had	been	a	shower	of	rain,	and	the	street
was	flooded,	and	she	saw	how	the	boy	first	carried	the	basket	with	their	dinner
over	the	stream,	and	then	he	went	back	and	lifted	the	little	girl	over,	and	when	he
set	her	down	he	gave	her	a	kiss.
When	 the	 lady	 mayoress	 saw	 this,	 she	 got	 very	 angry.	 "To	 think	 of	 such	 a
ragamuffin	 kissing	 our	 daughter	 -	 we,	 who	 are	 the	 best	 people	 in	 the	 place!"
That's	 what	 she	 said.	 Her	 husband	 did	 his	 best	 to	 stop	 her	 tongue.	 "No	 one
knew,"	he	 said,	 "how	children	would	 turn	out	 in	 life,	 or	what	might	befall	 his
own:	 the	boy	was	 a	 clever,	 handy	 lad,	 and	often	 and	often	 a	great	 tree	 sprang
from	a	slender	plant."
But	no!	it	was	all	the	same	whatever	he	said,	and	whichever	way	he	put	it.	The
lady	mayoress	held	her	own,	and	said,	beggars	on	horseback	always	rode	 their
cattle	to	death,	and	that	no	one	had	ever	heard	of	a	silk	purse	being	made	out	of	a
sow’s	ear;	adding,	that	a	penny	would	never	turn	into	a	shilling,	even	though	it
glittered	like	a	guinea.	The	end	of	it	all	was	that	the	poor	lad	was	turned	out	of
the	house,	and	had	to	pack	up	his	rags	and	be	off.



When	 the	 lord	mayor	 saw	 there	was	 no	 help	 for	 it,	 he	 sent	 him	 away	with	 a
trader	who	had	come	there	with	a	ship,	and	he	was	to	be	cabin-boy	on	board	her.
He	told	his	wife	he	had	sold	the	boy	for	a	roll	of	tobacco.
But	before	he	went	the	lord	mayor’s	daughter	broke	her	ring	into	two	bits,	and
gave	the	boy	one	bit,	 that	it	might	be	a	token	to	know	him	by	if	they	ever	met
again;	and	so	the	ship	sailed	away,	and	the	lad	came	to	a	town,	far,	far	off	in	the
world,	and	to	that	town	a	priest	had	just	come	who	was	so	good	a	preacher	that
everyone	went	to	church	to	hear	him,	and	the	crew	of	the	ship	went	with	the	rest
the	Sunday	after	to	hear	the	sermon.	As	for	the	lad,	he	was	left	behind	to	mind
the	ship	and	to	cook	the	dinner.	So	while	he	was	hard	at	work	he	heard	someone
calling	out	across	the	water	on	an	island.	So	he	took	the	boat	and	rowed	across,
and	there	he	saw	an	old	hag,	who	called	and	roared.
"Aye,"	 she	 said,	 "you	 have	 come	 at	 last!	 Here	 have	 I	 stood	 a	 hundred	 years
calling	and	bawling,	and	thinking	how	I	should	ever	get	over	this	water;	but	no
one	has	ever	heard	or	heeded	but	you,	and	you	shall	be	well	paid,	if	you	will	put
me	over	to	the	other	side."
So	the	lad	had	to	row	her	to	her	sister’s	house,	who	lived	on	a	hill	on	the	other
side,	 close	by;	 and	when	 they	got	 there,	 she	 told	him	 to	beg	 for	 the	old	 table-
cloth	which	 lay	on	 the	dresser.	Yes!	he	begged	 for	 it,	 and	when	 the	old	witch
who	 lived	 there	knew	that	he	had	helped	her	sister	over	 the	water,	 she	said	he
might	have	whatever	he	chose	to	ask.
"Oh,"	said	the	boy,	"then	I	won’t	have	anything	else	than	that	old	table-cloth	on
the	dresser	yonder."
"Oh,"	said	the	old	witch,	"that	you	never	asked	out	of	your	own	wits."
"Now	I	must	be	off,"	 said	 the	 lad,	 "to	cook	 the	Sunday	dinner	 for	 the	church-
goers."
"Never	mind	that,"	said	the	first	old	hag;	"it	will	cook	itself	while	you	are	away.
Stop	with	me,	and	I	will	pay	you	better	still.	Here	have	I	stood	and	called	and
bawled	for	a	hundred	years,	but	no	one	has	ever	heeded	me	but	you."
The	end	was	he	had	to	go	with	her	to	another	sister,	and	when	he	got	there	the
old	hag	said	he	was	to	be	sure	and	ask	for	the	old	sword,	which	was	such	that	he
could	put	it	into	his	pocket	and	it	became	a	knife,	and	when	he	drew	it	out	it	was
a	 long	 sword	again.	One	edge	was	black	and	 the	other	white;	 and	 if	he	 smote
with	the	black	edge	everything	fell	dead,	and	if	with	the	white	everything	came
to	life	again.	So	when	they	came	over,	and	the	second	old	witch	heard	how	he
had	helped	her	sister	across,	she	said	he	might	have	anything	he	chose	to	ask	for
her	fare.
"Oh,"	said	the	lad,	"then	I	will	have	nothing	else	but	that	old	sword	which	hangs
up	over	the	cupboard."



"That	you	never	asked	out	of	your	own	wits,"	said	the	old	witch;	but	for	all	that
he	got	the	sword.
Then	the	old	hag	said	again,	"Come	on	with	me	to	my	third	sister.	Here	have	I
stood	and	called	and	bawled	for	a	hundred	years,	and	no	one	has	heeded	me	but
you.	Come	on	to	my	third	sister,	and	you	shall	have	better	pay	still."
So	 he	went	with	 her,	 and	 on	 the	way	 she	 told	 him	 he	was	 to	 ask	 for	 the	 old
hymn-book;	and	that	was	such	a	book	that	when	anyone	was	sick	and	the	nurse
sang	 one	 of	 the	 hymns,	 the	 sickness	 passed	 away,	 and	 they	 were	 well	 again.
Well!	 when	 they	 got	 across,	 and	 the	 third	 old	witch	 heard	 he	 had	 helped	 her
sister	across,	she	said	he	was	to	have	whatever	he	chose	to	ask	for	his	fare.
"Oh,"	 said	 the	 lad,	 "then	 I	 won’t	 have	 anything	 else	 but	 granny’s	 old	 hymn-
book."
"That,"	said	the	old	hag,	"you	never	asked	out	of	your	own	wits."
When	he	got	back	to	the	ship	the	crew	were	still	at	church,	so	he	tried	his	table-
cloth,	and	spread	just	a	little	bit	of	it	out,	for	he	wanted	to	see	what	good	it	was
before	he	laid	it	on	the	table.	Yes!	in	a	trice,	it	was	covered	with	good	food	and
strong	drink;	 enough,	 and	 to	 spare.	 So	 he	 just	 took	 a	 little	 snack,	 and	 then	 he
gave	the	ship’s	dog	as	much	as	it	could	eat.
When	the	church-goers	came	on	board,	the	captain	said,	"Wherever	did	you	get
all	 that	 food	 for	 the	 dog?	Why,	 he’s	 as	 round	 as	 a	 sausage,	 and	 as	 lazy	 as	 a
snail."						
"Oh,	if	you	must	know,"	said	the	lad,	"I	gave	him	the	bones."
"Good	boy,"	said	the	captain,	"to	think	of	the	dog."
So	he	spread	out	the	cloth,	and	at	once	the	whole	table	was	covered	all	over	with
such	brave	meat	and	drink	as	they	had	never	before	seen	in	all	their	born	days.
Now	when	the	boy	was	again	alone	with	the	dog,	he	wanted	to	try	the	sword,	so
he	smote	at	the	dog	with	the	black	edge,	and	it	fell	dead	on	the	deck;	but	when
he	 turned	 the	blade	and	smote	with	 the	white	edge,	 the	dog	came	 to	 life	again
and	wagged	his	 tail	and	fawned	on	his	playmate.	But	 the	book,	-	 that	he	could
not	get	tried	just	then.
Then	 they	 sailed	 well	 and	 far	 till	 a	 storm	 overtook	 them,	 which	 lasted	 many
days;	so	they	lay	to	and	drove	till	they	were	quite	out	of	their	course,	and	could
not	tell	where	they	were.	At	last	the	wind	fell,	and	then	they	came	to	a	country
far,	 far	off,	 that	none	of	 them	knew;	but	 they	could	easily	 see	 there	was	great
grief	there,	as	well	there	might	be,	for	the	king’s	daughter	was	a	leper.	The	king
came	down	to	the	shore,	and	asked	was	there	anyone	on	board	who	could	cure
her	and	make	her	well	again.
"No,	there	was	not."	That	was	what	they	all	said	who	were	on	deck.



"Is	there	no	one	else	on	board	the	ship	than	those	I	see?"	asked	the	king.
"Yes;	there’s	a	little	beggar	boy."
"Well,"	said	the	king,	"let	him	come	on	deck."
So	when	he	came,	and	heard	what	the	king	wanted,	he	said	he	thought	he	might
cure	her;	and	then	the	captain	got	so	wrath	and	mad	with	rage	that	he	ran	round
and	 round	 like	 a	 squirrel	 in	 a	 cage,	 for	 he	 thought	 the	 boy	 was	 only	 putting
himself	 forward	 to	do	 something	 in	which	he	was	 sure	 to	 fail,	 and	he	 told	 the
king	not	to	listen	to	such	childish	chatter.
But	 the	 king	 only	 said	 that	wit	 came	 as	 children	 grew,	 and	 that	 there	was	 the
making	of	a	man	in	every	bairn.	The	boy	had	said	he	could	do	it,	and	he	might	as
well	try.	After	all,	there	were	many	who	had	tried	and	failed	before	him.	So	he
took	 him	 home	 to	 his	 daughter,	 and	 the	 lad	 sang	 an	 hymn	 once.	 Then	 the
princess	could	lift	her	arm.	Once	again	he	sang	it,	and	she	could	sit	up	in	bed.
And	when	he	had	sung	it	thrice	the	king’s	daughter	was	as	well	as	you	and	I	are.
The	king	was	so	glad,	he	wanted	to	give	him	half	his	kingdom	and	the	princess
to	wife.
"Yes,"	said	 the	 lad,	"land	and	power	were	fine	 things	 to	have	half	of,	and	was
very	grateful;	but	as	for	the	princess,	he	was	betrothed	to	another,"	he	said,	"and
he	could	not	take	her	to	wife."
So	he	stayed	there	awhile,	and	got	half	the	kingdom;	and	when	he	had	not	been
very	long	there,	war	broke	out,	and	the	lad	went	out	to	battle	with	the	rest,	and
you	 may	 fancy	 he	 did	 not	 spare	 the	 black	 edge	 of	 his	 sword.	 The	 enemy’s
soldiers	fell	before	him	like	flies,	and	the	king	won	the	day.	But	when	they	had
conquered,	he	turned	the	white	edge,	and	they	all	rose	up	alive	and	became	the
king’s	soldiers,	who	had	granted	them	their	lives.	But	then	there	were	so	many
of	them	that	they	were	badly	off	for	food,	though	the	king	wished	to	send	them
away	full,	both	of	meat	and	drink.	So	the	lad	had	to	bring	out	his	table-cloth,	and
then	there	was	not	a	man	that	lacked	anything.
Now	when	he	had	lived	a	little	longer	with	the	king,	he	began	to	long	to	see	the
lord	mayor’s	daughter.	So	he	fitted	out	four	ships	of	war	and	set	sail;	and	when
he	came	off	 the	 town	where	 the	 lord	mayor	 lived,	he	 fired	off	his	cannon	 like
thunder,	 till	half	 the	panes	of	glass	 in	 the	 town	were	shivered.	On	board	 those
ships	everything	was	as	grand	as	in	a	king’s	palace;	and	as	for	himself,	he	had
gold	on	every	seam	of	his	coat,	so	fine	he	was.	It	was	not	long	before	the	lord
mayor	 came	 down	 to	 the	 shore	 and	 asked	 if	 the	 foreign	 lord	would	 not	 be	 so
good	as	to	come	up	and	dine	with	him.	"Yes,	he	would	go,"	he	said,	and	so	he
went	up	to	the	mansion-house	where	the	lord	mayor	lived,	and	there	he	took	his
seat	between	the	lady	mayoress	and	her	daughter.
So	as	they	sat	there	in	the	greatest	state,	and	ate	and	drank	and	were	merry,	he



threw	 the	half	of	 the	 ring	 into	 the	daughter’s	glass,	and	no	one	saw	 it;	but	she
was	not	slow	to	find	out	what	he	meant,	and	excused	herself	from	the	feast	and
went	out	and	fitted	his	half	to	her	half.	Her	mother	saw	there	was	something	in
the	wind	and	hurried	after	her	as	fast	as	she	could.
"Do	you	know	who	that	is	in	there,	mother?"	said	the	daughter.
"No!"	said	the	lady	mayoress.
"He	whom	papa	sold	for	a	roll	of	tobacco,"	said	the	daughter.
At	these	words	the	lady	mayoress	fainted,	and	fell	down	flat	on	the	floor.
In	a	little	while	the	lord	mayor	came	out	to	see	what	was	the	matter,	and	when	he
heard	how	things	stood	he	was	almost	as	uneasy	as	his	wife.
"There	is	nothing	to	make	a	fuss	about,"	said	Master	Tobacco.	"I	have	only	come
to	claim	the	little	girl	I	kissed	as	we	were	going	to	school."
But	to	the	lady	mayoress,	he	said,	"You	should	never	despise	the	children	of	the
poor	and	needy,	for	none	can	tell	how	they	may	turn	out;	for	there	is	the	making
of	 a	man	 in	 every	 child	 of	man,	 and	wit	 and	wisdom	 come	with	 growth	 and
strength."
	



THE	CHARCOAL-BURNER

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	charcoal-burner,	who	had	a	son,	who	was	a
charcoal-burner	too.	When	the	father	was	dead,	the	son	took	him	a	wife;	but	he
was	lazy	and	would	turn	his	hand	to	nothing.	He	was	careless	in	minding	his	pits
too,	and	the	end	was	no	one	would	have	him	to	burn	charcoal	for	them.
It	so	fell	out	that	one	day	he	had	burned	a	pit	full	for	himself,	and	set	off	to	the
town	with	a	few	loads	and	sold	them;	and	when	he	had	done	selling,	he	loitered
in	the	street	and	looked	about	him.	On	his	way	home	he	fell	in	with	townsmen
and	neighbours,	and	made	merry,	and	drank,	and	chattered	of	all	he	had	seen	in
the	town.	"The	prettiest	thing	I	saw,"	he	said,	"was	a	great	crowd	of	priests,	and
all	 the	folks	greeted	them	and	took	off	 their	hats	 to	them.	I	only	wish	I	were	a
priest	myself;	 then	maybe	 they	would	 take	off	 their	 hats	 to	me	 too.	As	 it	was
they	looked	as	though	they	did	not	even	see	me	at	all."
"Well,	well!"	said	his	friends,	"if	you	are	nothing	else,	you	can’t	say	you’re	not
as	black	as	a	priest.	And	now	we	are	about	 it,	we	can	go	to	the	sale	of	 the	old
priest,	who	is	dead,	and	have	a	glass,	and	meanwhile	you	can	buy	his	gown	and
hood."	That	was	what	the	neighbours	said,	and	what	they	said	he	did,	and	when
he	got	home	he	had	not	so	much	as	a	penny	left.
"Now	you	have	both	means	and	money,	 I	dare	say,"	said	his	goody,	when	she
heard	he	had	sold	his	charcoal.
"I	 should	 think	 so.	 Means,	 indeed!"	 said	 the	 charcoal-burner,	 "for	 you	 must
know	I	have	been	ordained	priest.	Here	you	see	both	gown	and	hood."
"Nay,	I’ll	never	believe	that,"	said	the	goody,	"strong	ale	makes	big	words.	You
are	just	as	bad,	whichever	end	of	you	turns	up.	That	you	are,"	she	said.
"You	shall	neither	scold	nor	sorrow	for	the	pit,	for	its	last	coal	is	quenched	and
cold,"	said	the	charcoal-burner.
It	 fell	 out	 one	 day	 that	many	 people	 in	 priests"	 robes	 passed	 by	 the	 charcoal-
burner’s	cottage	on	their	way	to	the	king’s	palace,	so	that	it	was	easy	to	see	there
was	something	in	the	wind	there.	Yes!	the	charcoal-burner	would	go	too,	and	so
he	put	on	his	gown	and	hood.



His	goody	thought	it	would	be	far	better	to	stay	at	home;	for	even	if	he	chanced
to	hold	a	horse	for	some	great	man,	the	drink-money	he	got	would	only	go	down
his	throat	like	so	many	before	it.
"There	are	many,	mother,	who	talk	of	drink,"	said	the	man,	"who	never	think	of
thirst.	All	I	know	is,	the	more	one	drinks	the	more	one	thirsts;"	and	with	that	he
set	off	for	the	palace.	When	he	got	there,	all	the	strangers	were	bidden	to	come
in,	 and	 the	 charcoal-burner	 followed	 with	 the	 rest.	 So	 the	 king	 made	 them	 a
speech,	 and	 said	 he	 had	 lost	 his	 costliest	 ring,	 and	was	 quite	 sure	 it	 had	 been
stolen.	That	was	why	he	had	summoned	all	the	learned	priests	in	the	land,	to	see
if	there	were	one	of	them	who	could	tell	him	who	the	thief	was.	And	he	made	a
vow	there	and	then,	and	said	what	reward	he	would	give	to	the	man	who	found
out	the	thief.	If	he	were	a	curate,	he	should	have	a	living;	if	he	was	a	rector,	he
should	be	made	a	dean;	if	he	were	a	dean,	he	should	be	made	a	bishop;	and	if	he
were	a	bishop,	he	should	become	the	first	man	in	the	kingdom	after	the	king.
So	the	king	went	round	and	round	among	them	all,	from	one	to	the	other,	asking
them	if	 they	could	find	the	 thief;	and	when	he	came	to	 the	charcoal-burner,	he
said,
"Who	are	you?"
"I	am	the	wise	priest	and	the	true	prophet,"	said	the	charcoal-burner.
"Then	you	can	tell	me,"	said	the	king,	"who	has	taken	my	ring?"
"Yes!"	said	the	charcoal-burner;	"it	isn’t	so	right	against	rhyme	and	reason	that
what	has	happened	in	darkness	should	come	to	light;	but	it	isn’t	every	year	that
salmon	spawn	in	fir-tree	tops.	Here	have	I	been	a	curate	for	seven	years,	trying
to	feed	myself	and	my	children,	and	I	haven’t	got	a	living	yet.	If	that	thief	is	to
be	found	out,	I	must	have	lots	of	time	and	reams	of	paper;	for	I	must	write	and
reckon,	and	track	him	out	through	many	lands."
"Yes!	he	should	have	as	much	time	and	paper	as	he	chose,	if	he	would	only	lay
his	finger	on	the	thief."
So	 they	shut	him	up	by	himself	 in	a	 room	in	 the	king’s	palace,	and	 it	was	not
long	before	they	found	out	that	he	must	know	much	more	than	his	Lord’s	Prayer;
for	he	scribbled	over	so	much	paper	that	it	lay	in	great	heaps	and	rolls,	and	yet
there	was	not	a	man	who	could	make	out	a	word	of	what	he	wrote,	for	it	looked
like	nothing	else	than	pot-hooks	and	hangers.	But,	as	he	did	this,	time	went	on,
and	still	there	was	not	a	trace	of	the	thief.	At	last	the	king	got	weary,	and	so	he
said,	if	the	priest	couldn’t	find	the	thief	in	three	days	he	should	lose	his	life.
"More	 haste,	 worse	 speed.	 You	 can’t	 cart	 coal	 till	 the	 pit	 is	 cool,"	 said	 the
charcoal-burner.	But	the	king	stuck	to	his	word	-	that	he	did;	and	the	charcoal-
burner	felt	his	life	wasn’t	worth	much.
Now	there	were	three	of	the	king’s	servants	who	waited	on	the	charcoal-burner



day	by	day,	in	turn,	and	these	three	fellows	had	stolen	the	ring	between	them.	So
when	one	of	 these	 servants	 came	 into	 the	 room	and	cleared	 the	 table	when	he
had	 eaten	 his	 supper,	 and	 was	 going	 out	 again,	 the	 charcoal-burner	 heaved	 a
deep	sigh	as	he	looked	after	him,	and	said,
"There	goes	the	first	of	them!"	but	he	only	meant	the	first	of	the	three	days	he
had	still	to	live.
"That	priest	knows	more	than	how	to	fill	his	mouth,"	said	the	servant,	when	he
was	alone	with	his	fellows;	for	he	said,	I	was	the	first	of	them."
The	next	day,	 the	 second	 servant	was	 to	mark	what	 the	prisoner	 said	when	he
waited	on	him,	and	sure	enough	when	he	went	out,	after	clearing	the	table,	 the
charcoal-burner	stared	him	full	in	the	face	and	fetched	a	deep	sigh,	and	said,
“There	goes	the	second	of	them!"
So	the	third	was	to	take	heed	to	what	the	charcoal-burner	said	on	the	third	day,
and	it	was	all	worse	and	no	better;	for	when	the	servant	had	his	hand	on	the	door
as	he	went	out	with	the	plates	and	dishes,	the	charcoal-burner	clasped	his	hands
together,	and	said,	with	a	sigh	as	though	his	heart	would	break,
"There	goes	the	third	of	them!"
So	the	man	went	down	to	his	fellows	with	his	heart	in	his	throat,	and	said	it	was
clear	as	day	the	priest	knew	all	about	it;	and	so	they	all	three	went	into	his	room
and	fell	on	their	knees	before	him,	and	begged	and	prayed	he	would	not	say	it
was	they	who	had	stolen	the	ring.	If	he	would	do	this,	 they	were	ready	to	give
him,	each	of	them,	a	hundred	dollars,	if	he	would	not	bring	them	into	trouble.
Well,	he	gave	his	word,	like	a	man,	to	do	that	and	keep	them	harmless,	if	 they
would	only	give	him	the	money	and	the	ring	and	a	great	bowl	of	porridge.	And
what	do	you	think	he	did	with	the	ring	when	he	got	it?	Why,	he	stuffed	it	well
down	 into	 the	porridge,	and	bade	 them	go	and	give	 it	 to	 the	biggest	pig	 in	 the
king’s	sty.
Next	morning	 the	king	came,	and	was	 in	no	mood	for	 jokes,	and	said	he	must
know	all	about	the	thief.
"Well!	 well!	 now	 I	 have	 written	 and	 reckoned	 all	 the	 world	 round,"	 said	 the
charcoal-burner,	"but	it	is	no	child	of	man	that	stole	your	majesty’s	ring."
"Pooh!"	said	the	king;	"who	was	it,	then?"
"It	was	the	biggest	pig	in	your	sty,"	said	the	charcoal-burner.
Yes!	 they	killed	 the	pig,	and	there	 the	ring	was	inside	 it;	 there	was	no	mistake
about	that;	and	so	the	charcoal-burner	got	a	living,	and	the	king	was	so	glad	he
gave	him	a	farm	and	a	horse,	and	a	hundred	dollars	into	the	bargain.
You	may	fancy	the	charcoal-burner	was	not	slow	in	flitting	to	the	living,	and	the



first	 Sunday	 after	 he	 got	 there	 he	was	 going	 to	 church	 to	 read	 himself	 in;	 but
before	he	left	his	house	he	was	to	have	his	breakfast,	and	so	he	took	the	king’s
letter	and	laid	it	on	a	bit	of	dry	toast	and	then,	by	mistake,	he	dipped	both	toast
and	letter	into	his	brose,	and	when	he	found	it	tough	to	chew,	he	gave	the	whole
morsel	to	his	dog	Tray,	and	Tray	gobbled	up	both	toast	and	letter.
And	now	he	scarce	knew	what	to	do,	or	how	to	turn.	To	church	he	must,	for	the
people	were	waiting;	and	when	he	got	there,	he	went	straight	up	into	the	pulpit.
In	the	pulpit	he	put	on	such	a	grave	face	that	all	thought	he	was	a	grand	priest;
but	as	the	service	went	on,	it	was	not	so	good	after	all.	This	was	how	he	began:
"The	words,	my	brethren,	which	you	should	have	heard	this	day	have	gone,	alas!
to	 the	 dogs;	 but	 come	 next	 Sunday,	 dear	 parishioners,	 and	 you	 shall	 hear
something	else;	and	so	this	sermon	comes	to	an	end.	Amen!"
All	 the	 parish	 thought	 they	 had	 got	 a	 strange	 priest,	 for	 they	 had	 never	 heard
such	 a	 funny	 sermon	before;	 but	 still	 they	 said	 to	 themselves,	 "He’ll	 be	better
perhaps	by-and-by,	and	if	he	isn’t	better	we	shall	know	how	to	deal	with	him."
Next	Sunday,	when	there	was	service	again,	the	church	was	so	crowded	full	with
folk	 who	 wished	 to	 hear	 the	 new	 priest	 that	 there	 was	 scarce	 standing-room.
Well,	 he	 came	 again,	 and	went	 straight	 up	 into	 the	 pulpit,	 and	 there	 he	 stood
awhile	and	said	never	a	word.	But	all	at	once	he	burst	out,	and	bawled	at	the	top
of	his	voice	-
"Hearken	 to	me,	 old	Nanny	goat	Bridget!	Why	 in	 the	world	 do	 you	 sit	 so	 far
back	in	the	church?"
"Oh,	your	reverence,"	said	she,	"if	you	must	know,	it’s	because	my	shoes	are	all
in	holes."
"That’s	no	reason;	for	you	might	take	an	old	bit	of	pig-skin	and	stitch	yourself
new	 shoes,	 and	 then	 you	 could	 also	 come	 far	 forward	 in	 the	 church,	 like	 the
other	fine	ladies.	For	the	rest,	you	all	ought	to	bethink	yourselves	of	the	way	you
are	going;	for	I	see	when	ye	come	to	church,	some	of	you	come	from	the	north
and	some	from	the	south,	and	it	is	the	same	when	you	go	from	church	again.	But
sometimes	ye	stand	and	loiter	on	the	way,	and	then	it	may	well	be	asked,	What
will	become	of	you?	Yea!	who	can	tell	what	will	become	of	every	one	of	us?	By
the	way,	 I	have	 to	give	notice	of	a	black	mare	which	has	strayed	from	the	old
priest’s	widow.	She	has	hair	on	her	fetlocks	and	a	falling	mane,	and	other	marks
which	I	will	not	name	in	this	place.	Besides,	I	may	tell	you,	I	have	a	hole	in	my
old	breeches-pocket,	 and	 I	know	 it,	but	you	do	not	know	 it;	 and	another	 thing
you	do	not	know,	and	which	I	do	not	know,	is	whether	any	of	you	has	a	bit	of
cloth	to	patch	that	hole.	Amen."
Some	few	of	the	hearers	were	very	well	pleased	with	this	sermon.	They	thought
it	sure	he	would	make	a	brave	priest	in	time;	but,	to	tell	the	truth,	most	of	them



thought	it	 too	bad,	and	when	the	dean	came	they	complained	of	the	priest,	and
said	no	one	had	ever	heard	such	sermons	before,	and	there	was	even	one	of	them
who	knew	the	last	by	heart,	and	wrote	it	down	and	read	it	to	the	dean.
"I	call	it	a	very	good	sermon,"	said	the	dean,	"for	it	was	likely	that	he	spoke	in
parables	as	to	seeking	light	and	shunning	darkness	and	its	deeds,	and	as	to	those
who	were	walking	either	on	the	broad	or	the	strait	path;	but	most	of	all,"	he	said,
"that	was	a	grand	parable	when	he	gave	that	notice	about	the	priest’s	black	mare,
and	how	it	would	fare	with	us	all	at	the	last.	The	pocket	with	the	hole	in	it	was	to
show	the	need	of	the	church,	and	the	piece	of	cloth	to	patch	it	was	the	gifts	and
offerings	of	the	congregation."	That	was	what	the	dean	said.
As	for	the	parish,	what	they	said	was,	"Ay!	ay!"	so	much	we	could	understand
that	it	was	to	go	into	the	priest’s	pocket.
The	 end	 was,	 the	 dean	 said,	 he	 thought	 the	 parish	 had	 got	 such	 a	 good	 and
understanding	 priest,	 there	was	 no	 fault	 to	 find	with	 him,	 and	 so	 they	 had	 to
make	the	best	of	him;	but	after	a	while,	as	he	got	worse	instead	of	better,	 they
complained	of	him	to	the	bishop.
Well!	sooner	or	later	the	bishop	came,	and	there	was	to	be	a	visitation.	But,	the
day	 before,	 the	 priest	 had	 gone	 into	 the	 church,	 unbeknown	 to	 anybody,	 and
sawed	 the	 props	 of	 the	 pulpit	 all	 but	 in	 two,	 so	 that	 it	 would	 only	 just	 hang
together	if	one	went	up	into	it	very	carefully.	So	when	the	people	were	gathered
together	and	he	was	to	preach	before	the	bishop,	he	crept	up	into	the	pulpit	and
began	 to	 expound,	 as	he	was	wont;	 and	when	he	had	gone	on	 a	while,	 he	got
more	in	earnest,	threw	his	arms	about	and	bawled	out,
"If	 there	be	any	here	who	is	wicked	or	given	to	ill	deeds,	 it	were	better	he	left
this	place;	for	this	very	day	there	shall	be	a	fall,	such	as	has	not	been	seen	since
the	world	began."
With	that	he	struck	the	reading-desk	like	thunder,	and	lo!	the	desk	and	the	priest
and	the	whole	pulpit	tumbled	down	on	the	floor	of	the	church	with	such	a	crash
that	 the	 whole	 congregation	 ran	 out	 of	 church,	 as	 if	 Doomsday	 were	 at	 their
heels.
But	 then	 the	 bishop	 told	 the	 fault-finders	 he	 was	 amazed	 that	 they	 dared	 to
complain	of	a	priest	who	had	such	gifts	in	the	pulpit,	and	so	much	wisdom	that
he	could	foresee	things	about	to	happen.	For	his	part,	he	thought	he	ought	to	be	a
dean	at	least,	and	it	was	not	long	either	before	he	was	a	dean.	So	there	was	no
help	for	it;	they	had	to	put	up	with	him.
Now	it	so	happened	that	the	king	and	queen	had	no	children;	but	when	the	king
heard	that,	perhaps,	there	was	one	coming,	he	was	eager	to	know	if	it	would	be
an	heir	to	his	crown	and	realm,	or	if	it	would	only	be	a	princess.	So	all	the	wise
men	in	the	land	were	gathered	to	the	palace,	that	they	might	say	beforehand	what



it	would	be.	But	when	there	was	not	a	man	of	them	that	could	say	that,	both	the
king	and	the	bishop	thought	of	 the	charcoal-burner,	and	 it	was	not	 long	before
they	got	him	between	them,	and	asked	him	about	it.	"No!"	he	said,	"that	was	past
his	power,	for	it	was	not	good	to	guess	at	what	no	man	alive	could	know."
"All	very	fine,	I	dare	say,"	said	the	king.	"It’s	all	 the	same	to	me,	of	course,	 if
you	know	it	or	if	you	don’t	know	it;	but,	you	know,	you	are	the	wise	priest	and
the	true	prophet	who	can	foretell	things	to	come;	and	all	I	can	say	is	if	you	don’t
tell	it	me,	you	shall	lose	your	gown.	And	now	I	think	of	it,	I’ll	try	you	first."
So	 he	 took	 the	 biggest	 silver	 tankard	 he	 had	 and	went	 down	 to	 the	 sea-shore,
and,	in	a	little	while,	called	the	priest.
"If	you	can	tell	me	now	what	there	is	in	this	tankard,"	said	the	king,	"you	will	be
able	to	tell	me	the	other	also;"	and	as	he	said	this,	he	held	the	lid	of	the	tankard
tight.
The	charcoal-burner	only	wrung	his	hands	and	bemoaned	himself.
"Oh!	 you	most	wretched	 crab	 and	 cripple	 on	 this	 earth,"	 he	 cried	 out,	 "this	 is
what	all	your	backslidings	and	sidelong	tricks	have	brought	on	you."
"Ah!"	cried	out	the	king,	"how	could	you	say	you	did	not	know?"	for	you	must
know	 he	 had	 a	 crab	 in	 the	 tankard.	 So	 the	 charcoal-burner	 had	 to	 go	 into	 the
parlour	 to	 the	queen.	He	 took	a	chair	and	sat	down	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	 floor,
while	the	queen	walked	up	and	down	in	the	room.
"One	 should	 never	 count	 one’s	 chickens	 before	 they	 are	 hatched,	 and	 never
quarrel	about	a	baby’s	name	before	 it	 is	born,"	said	 the	charcoal-burner;	"but	I
never	 heard	 or	 saw	 such	 a	 thing	 before!	When	 the	 queen	 comes	 toward	me,	 I
almost	think	it	will	be	a	prince,	and	when	she	goes	away	from	me	it	looks	as	if	it
would	be	a	princess."
Lo!	when	 the	 time	 came,	 it	 was	 both	 a	 prince	 and	 a	 princess,	 for	 twins	were
born;	and	so	the	charcoal-burner	had	hit	the	mark	that	time	too.	And	because	he
could	tell	that	which	no	man	could	know,	he	got	money	in	carts	full,	and	was	the
next	man	to	the	king	in	the	realm.
Trip,	trap,	trill,	A	man	is	often	more	than	he	will.
	



THE	SNOW	QUEEN

Adapted	from	Andersen’s	Fairy	Tales
by	Hans	Christien	Andersen

	

	

First	story	which	treats	of	a	mirror	and	of	the	splinters
Now	then,	let	us	begin.	When	we	are	at	the	end	of	the	story,	we	shall	know	more
than	we	know	now:	but	to	begin.
Once	 upon	 a	 time	 there	 was	 a	 wicked	 sprite,	 indeed	 he	 was	 the	 most
mischievous	of	all	 sprites.	One	day	he	was	 in	a	very	good	humour,	 for	he	had
made	a	mirror	with	the	power	of	causing	all	that	was	good	and	beautiful	when	it
was	 reflected	 therein,	 to	 look	 poor	 and	 mean;	 but	 that	 which	 was	 good-for-
nothing	and	looked	ugly	was	shown	magnified	and	increased	in	ugliness.	In	this
mirror	 the	 most	 beautiful	 landscapes	 looked	 like	 boiled	 spinach,	 and	 the	 best
persons	were	turned	into	frights,	or	appeared	to	stand	on	their	heads;	their	faces
were	so	distorted	that	they	were	not	to	be	recognised;	and	if	anyone	had	a	mole,
you	might	 be	 sure	 that	 it	 would	 be	magnified	 and	 spread	 over	 both	 nose	 and
mouth.
“That's	glorious	fun!”	said	the	sprite.	If	a	good	thought	passed	through	a	man's
mind,	 then	a	grin	was	seen	 in	 the	mirror,	and	 the	sprite	 laughed	heartily	at	his
clever	 discovery.	 All	 the	 little	 sprites	 who	went	 to	 his	 school	 -	 for	 he	 kept	 a
sprite	school	-	told	each	other	that	a	miracle	had	happened;	and	that	now	only,	as
they	thought,	it	would	be	possible	to	see	how	the	world	really	looked.	They	ran
about	with	the	mirror;	and	at	last	there	was	not	a	land	or	a	person	who	was	not
represented	distorted	in	the	mirror.	So	then	they	thought	they	would	fly	up	to	the
sky,	 and	 have	 a	 joke	 there.	 The	 higher	 they	 flew	 with	 the	 mirror,	 the	 more
terribly	 it	 grinned:	 they	 could	 hardly	 hold	 it	 fast.	Higher	 and	 higher	 still	 they
flew,	nearer	and	nearer	to	the	stars,	when	suddenly	the	mirror	shook	so	terribly
with	grinning,	 that	 it	flew	out	of	their	hands	and	fell	 to	the	earth,	where	it	was
dashed	 in	 a	hundred	million	 and	more	pieces.	And	now	 it	worked	much	more
evil	than	before;	for	some	of	these	pieces	were	hardly	so	large	as	a	grain	of	sand,
and	 they	 flew	 about	 in	 the	wide	world,	 and	when	 they	 got	 into	 people's	 eyes,
there	they	stayed;	and	then	people	saw	everything	perverted,	or	only	had	an	eye
for	 that	 which	was	 evil.	 This	 happened	 because	 the	 very	 smallest	 bit	 had	 the
same	 power	which	 the	whole	mirror	 had	 possessed.	 Some	 persons	 even	 got	 a



splinter	in	their	heart,	and	then	it	made	one	shudder,	for	their	heart	became	like	a
lump	of	 ice.	Some	of	 the	broken	pieces	were	 so	 large	 that	 they	were	used	 for
windowpanes,	through	which	one	could	not	see	one's	friends.	Other	pieces	were
put	 in	spectacles;	and	that	was	a	sad	affair	when	people	put	on	their	glasses	to
see	well	and	rightly.	Then	the	wicked	sprite	laughed	till	he	almost	choked,	for	all
this	tickled	his	fancy.	The	fine	splinters	still	flew	about	in	the	air:	and	now	we
shall	hear	what	happened	next.
	

Second	story.	A	little	boy	and	a	little	girl
In	a	large	town,	where	there	are	so	many	houses,	and	so	many	people,	that	there
is	no	roof	left	for	everybody	to	have	a	little	garden;	and	where,	on	this	account,
most	persons	are	obliged	to	content	themselves	with	flowers	in	pots;	there	lived
two	 little	children,	who	had	a	garden	somewhat	 larger	 than	a	 flower-pot.	They
were	 not	 brother	 and	 sister;	 but	 they	 cared	 for	 each	 other	 as	much	 as	 if	 they
were.	 Their	 parents	 lived	 exactly	 opposite.	 They	 inhabited	 two	 garrets;	 and
where	the	roof	of	the	one	house	joined	that	of	the	other,	and	the	gutter	ran	along
the	extreme	end	of	it,	there	was	to	each	house	a	small	window:	one	needed	only
to	step	over	the	gutter	to	get	from	one	window	to	the	other.
The	children's	parents	had	large	wooden	boxes	there,	in	which	vegetables	for	the
kitchen	were	planted,	and	little	rose	trees	besides:	there	was	a	rose	in	each	box,
and	 they	 grew	 splendidly.	 They	 now	 thought	 of	 placing	 the	 boxes	 across	 the
gutter,	so	that	they	nearly	reached	from	one	window	to	the	other,	and	looked	just
like	 two	walls	of	 flowers.	The	 tendrils	of	 the	peas	hung	down	over	 the	boxes;
and	 the	 rose-trees	 shot	up	 long	branches,	 twined	 round	 the	windows,	 and	 then
bent	 towards	 each	 other:	 it	 was	 almost	 like	 a	 triumphant	 arch	 of	 foliage	 and
flowers.	 The	 boxes	were	 very	 high,	 and	 the	 children	 knew	 that	 they	must	 not
creep	over	them;	so	they	often	obtained	permission	to	get	out	of	the	windows	to
each	other,	and	to	sit	on	their	little	stools	among	the	roses,	where	they	could	play
delightfully.	 In	 winter	 there	 was	 an	 end	 of	 this	 pleasure.	 The	 windows	 were
often	 frozen	over;	but	 then	 they	heated	copper	 farthings	on	 the	 stove,	 and	 laid
the	hot	farthing	on	the	windowpane,	and	then	they	had	a	capital	peep-hole,	quite
nicely	 rounded;	and	out	of	each	peeped	a	gentle	 friendly	eye	 -	 it	was	 the	 little
boy	and	the	little	girl	who	were	looking	out.	His	name	was	Kay,	hers	was	Gerda.
In	summer,	with	one	jump,	they	could	get	to	each	other;	but	in	winter	they	were
obliged	 first	 to	go	down	 the	 long	stairs,	and	 then	up	 the	 long	stairs	again:	and
out-of-doors	there	was	quite	a	snow-storm.
“It	is	the	white	bees	that	are	swarming,”	said	Kay's	old	grandmother.
“Do	the	white	bees	choose	a	queen?”	asked	the	little	boy;	for	he	knew	that	the
honey-bees	always	have	one.
“Yes,”	 said	 the	grandmother,	 “she	 flies	where	 the	 swarm	hangs	 in	 the	 thickest



clusters.	She	is	the	largest	of	all;	and	she	can	never	remain	quietly	on	the	earth,
but	goes	up	again	into	the	black	clouds.	Many	a	winter's	night	she	flies	through
the	streets	of	the	town,	and	peeps	in	at	the	windows;	and	they	then	freeze	in	so
wondrous	a	manner	that	they	look	like	flowers.”
“Yes,	I	have	seen	it,”	said	both	the	children;	and	so	they	knew	that	it	was	true.
“Can	the	Snow	Queen	come	in?”	said	the	little	girl.
“Only	 let	her	come	in!”	said	 the	 little	boy.	“Then	I'd	put	her	on	 the	stove,	and
she'd	melt.”
And	then	his	grandmother	patted	his	head	and	told	him	other	stories.
In	the	evening,	when	little	Kay	was	at	home,	and	half	undressed,	he	climbed	up
on	the	chair	by	the	window,	and	peeped	out	of	the	little	hole.	A	few	snow-flakes
were	falling,	and	one,	the	largest	of	all,	remained	lying	on	the	edge	of	a	flower-
pot.
The	flake	of	snow	grew	larger	and	larger;	and	at	 last	 it	was	 like	a	young	lady,
dressed	 in	 the	finest	white	gauze,	made	of	a	million	 little	 flakes	 like	stars.	She
was	so	beautiful	and	delicate,	but	she	was	of	ice,	of	dazzling,	sparkling	ice;	yet
she	lived;	her	eyes	gazed	fixedly,	like	two	stars;	but	there	was	neither	quiet	nor
repose	in	them.	She	nodded	towards	the	window,	and	beckoned	with	her	hand.
The	little	boy	was	frightened,	and	jumped	down	from	the	chair;	it	seemed	to	him
as	if,	at	the	same	moment,	a	large	bird	flew	past	the	window.
The	next	day	it	was	a	sharp	frost	-	and	then	the	spring	came;	the	sun	shone,	the
green	leaves	appeared,	the	swallows	built	their	nests,	the	windows	were	opened,
and	the	little	children	again	sat	in	their	pretty	garden,	high	up	on	the	leads	at	the
top	of	the	house.
That	summer	the	roses	flowered	in	unwonted	beauty.	The	little	girl	had	learned	a
hymn,	 in	which	 there	was	 something	about	 roses;	 and	 then	 she	 thought	of	her
own	flowers;	and	she	sang	the	verse	to	the	little	boy,	who	then	sang	it	with	her:
	

“The	rose	in	the	valley	is	blooming	so	sweet,
And	angels	descend	there	the	children	to	greet.”
	

And	the	children	held	each	other	by	the	hand,	kissed	the	roses,	looked	up	at	the
clear	 sunshine,	 and	 spoke	as	 though	 they	 really	 saw	angels	 there.	What	 lovely
summer-days	those	were!	How	delightful	to	be	out	in	the	air,	near	the	fresh	rose-
bushes,	that	seem	as	if	they	would	never	finish	blossoming!
Kay	and	Gerda	looked	at	the	picture-book	full	of	beasts	and	of	birds;	and	it	was
then	-	the	clock	in	the	church-tower	was	just	striking	five	-	that	Kay	said,	“Oh!	I



feel	such	a	sharp	pain	in	my	heart;	and	now	something	has	got	into	my	eye!”
The	little	girl	put	her	arms	around	his	neck.	He	winked	his	eyes;	now	there	was
nothing	to	be	seen.
“I	think	it	is	out	now,”	said	he;	but	it	was	not.	It	was	just	one	of	those	pieces	of
glass	 from	 the	magic	mirror	 that	 had	 got	 into	 his	 eye;	 and	 poor	Kay	 had	 got
another	piece	right	in	his	heart.	It	will	soon	become	like	ice.	It	did	not	hurt	any
longer,	but	there	it	was.
“What	 are	 you	 crying	 for?”	 asked	 he.	 “You	 look	 so	 ugly!	There's	 nothing	 the
matter	with	me.	Ah,”	said	he	at	once,	“that	rose	is	cankered!	And	look,	this	one
is	quite	crooked!	After	all,	these	roses	are	very	ugly!	They	are	just	like	the	box
they	are	planted	 in!”	And	 then	he	gave	 the	box	a	good	kick	with	his	 foot,	and
pulled	both	the	roses	up.
“What	 are	 you	 doing?”	 cried	 the	 little	 girl;	 and	 as	 he	 perceived	 her	 fright,	 he
pulled	up	another	 rose,	got	 in	at	 the	window,	and	hastened	off	 from	dear	 little
Gerda.
Afterwards,	when	she	brought	her	picture-book,	he	asked,	“What	horrid	beasts
have	you	there?”	And	if	his	grandmother	told	them	stories,	he	always	interrupted
her;	 besides,	 if	 he	 could	 manage	 it,	 he	 would	 get	 behind	 her,	 put	 on	 her
spectacles,	 and	 imitate	 her	way	 of	 speaking;	 he	 copied	 all	 her	ways,	 and	 then
everybody	laughed	at	him.	He	was	soon	able	to	imitate	the	gait	and	manner	of
everyone	 in	 the	 street.	 Everything	 that	was	 peculiar	 and	 displeasing	 in	 them	 -
that	Kay	knew	how	to	imitate:	and	at	such	times	all	the	people	said,	“The	boy	is
certainly	very	clever!”	But	it	was	the	glass	he	had	got	in	his	eye;	the	glass	that
was	sticking	in	his	heart,	which	made	him	tease	even	little	Gerda,	whose	whole
soul	was	devoted	to	him.
His	games	now	were	quite	different	to	what	they	had	formerly	been,	they	were
so	very	knowing.	One	winter's	day,	when	the	flakes	of	snow	were	flying	about,
he	spread	the	skirts	of	his	blue	coat,	and	caught	the	snow	as	it	fell.
“Look	 through	 this	glass,	Gerda,”	said	he.	And	every	flake	seemed	 larger,	and
appeared	like	a	magnificent	flower,	or	beautiful	star;	it	was	splendid	to	look	at!
“Look,	how	clever!”	said	Kay.	“That's	much	more	interesting	than	real	flowers!
They	are	as	exact	as	possible;	there	is	not	a	fault	in	them,	if	they	did	not	melt!”
It	was	not	long	after	this,	 that	Kay	came	one	day	with	large	gloves	on,	and	his
little	sledge	at	his	back,	and	bawled	right	into	Gerda's	ears,	“I	have	permission	to
go	 out	 into	 the	 square	 where	 the	 others	 are	 playing”;	 and	 off	 he	 was	 in	 a
moment.
There,	 in	 the	 market-place,	 some	 of	 the	 boldest	 of	 the	 boys	 used	 to	 tie	 their
sledges	to	the	carts	as	they	passed	by,	and	so	they	were	pulled	along,	and	got	a
good	 ride.	 It	 was	 so	 capital!	 Just	 as	 they	 were	 in	 the	 very	 height	 of	 their



amusement,	a	large	sledge	passed	by:	it	was	painted	quite	white,	and	there	was
someone	in	it	wrapped	up	in	a	rough	white	mantle	of	fur,	with	a	rough	white	fur
cap	on	his	head.	The	sledge	drove	round	the	square	twice,	and	Kay	tied	on	his
sledge	as	quickly	as	he	could,	and	off	he	drove	with	it.	On	they	went	quicker	and
quicker	into	the	next	street;	and	the	person	who	drove	turned	round	to	Kay,	and
nodded	to	him	in	a	friendly	manner,	just	as	if	they	knew	each	other.	Every	time
he	was	going	 to	untie	 his	 sledge,	 the	person	nodded	 to	him,	 and	 then	Kay	 sat
quiet;	and	so	on	they	went	till	they	came	outside	the	gates	of	the	town.	Then	the
snow	began	 to	 fall	 so	 thickly	 that	 the	 little	 boy	 could	 not	 see	 an	 arm's	 length
before	him,	but	still	on	he	went:	when	suddenly	he	let	go	the	string	he	held	in	his
hand	 in	order	 to	get	 loose	 from	 the	 sledge,	but	 it	was	of	no	use;	 still	 the	 little
vehicle	 rushed	on	with	 the	quickness	of	 the	wind.	He	 then	cried	as	 loud	as	he
could,	 but	 no	 one	 heard	 him;	 the	 snow	 drifted	 and	 the	 sledge	 flew	 on,	 and
sometimes	 it	gave	a	 jerk	as	 though	they	were	driving	over	hedges	and	ditches.
He	was	quite	frightened,	and	he	tried	to	repeat	the	Lord's	Prayer;	but	all	he	could
do,	he	was	only	able	to	remember	the	multiplication	table.
The	 snow-flakes	 grew	 larger	 and	 larger,	 till	 at	 last	 they	 looked	 just	 like	 great
white	fowls.	Suddenly	they	flew	on	one	side;	 the	large	sledge	stopped,	and	the
person	who	drove	rose	up.	It	was	a	lady;	her	cloak	and	cap	were	of	snow.	She
was	 tall	 and	 of	 slender	 figure,	 and	 of	 a	 dazzling	 whiteness.	 It	 was	 the	 Snow
Queen.
“We	have	 travelled	 fast,”	 said	 she;	 “but	 it	 is	 freezingly	 cold.	Come	 under	my
bearskin.”	And	she	put	him	in	the	sledge	beside	her,	wrapped	the	fur	round	him,
and	he	felt	as	though	he	were	sinking	in	a	snow-wreath.
“Are	 you	 still	 cold?”	 asked	 she;	 and	 then	 she	 kissed	 his	 forehead.	Ah!	 it	was
colder	than	ice;	it	penetrated	to	his	very	heart,	which	was	already	almost	a	frozen
lump;	it	seemed	to	him	as	if	he	were	about	to	die	-	but	a	moment	more	and	it	was
quite	congenial	to	him,	and	he	did	not	remark	the	cold	that	was	around	him.
“My	sledge!	Do	not	 forget	my	 sledge!”	 It	was	 the	 first	 thing	he	 thought	of.	 It
was	there	tied	to	one	of	the	white	chickens,	who	flew	along	with	it	on	his	back
behind	 the	 large	 sledge.	The	Snow	Queen	kissed	Kay	once	more,	 and	 then	he
forgot	little	Gerda,	grandmother,	and	all	whom	he	had	left	at	his	home.
“Now	 you	will	 have	 no	more	 kisses,”	 said	 she,	 “or	 else	 I	 should	 kiss	 you	 to
death!”
Kay	 looked	 at	 her.	 She	 was	 very	 beautiful;	 a	 more	 clever,	 or	 a	 more	 lovely
countenance	he	could	not	fancy	to	himself;	and	she	no	longer	appeared	of	ice	as
before,	when	she	sat	outside	the	window,	and	beckoned	to	him;	in	his	eyes	she
was	perfect,	he	did	not	fear	her	at	all,	and	told	her	that	he	could	calculate	in	his
head	 and	with	 fractions,	 even;	 that	 he	 knew	 the	 number	 of	 square	miles	 there
were	 in	 the	different	 countries,	 and	how	many	 inhabitants	 they	 contained;	 and



she	smiled	while	he	 spoke.	 It	 then	seemed	 to	him	as	 if	what	he	knew	was	not
enough,	and	he	looked	upwards	in	the	large	huge	empty	space	above	him,	and	on
she	flew	with	him;	flew	high	over	the	black	clouds,	while	the	storm	moaned	and
whistled	as	though	it	were	singing	some	old	tune.	On	they	flew	over	woods	and
lakes,	over	the	seas,	and	many	lands;	and	beneath	them	the	chilling	storm	rushed
fast,	 the	wolves	 howled,	 the	 snow	 crackled;	 above	 them	 flew	 large	 screaming
crows,	but	higher	up	appeared	the	moon,	quite	large	and	bright;	and	it	was	on	it
that	Kay	gazed	during	the	long,	long	winter's	night;	while	by	day	he	slept	at	the
feet	of	the	Snow	Queen.

Third	story.	Of	the	flower-garden	at	the	old	woman's	who	understood
witchcraft

But	what	became	of	little	Gerda	when	Kay	did	not	return?	Where	could	he	be?
Nobody	knew;	nobody	could	give	any	intelligence.	All	the	boys	knew	was,	that
they	had	seen	him	tie	his	sledge	to	another	large	and	splendid	one,	which	drove
down	the	street	and	out	of	the	town.	Nobody	knew	where	he	was;	many	sad	tears
were	 shed,	 and	 little	Gerda	wept	 long	and	bitterly;	 at	 last	 she	 said	he	must	be
dead;	that	he	had	been	drowned	in	the	river	which	flowed	close	to	the	town.	Oh!
those	were	very	long	and	dismal	winter	evenings!
At	last	spring	came,	with	its	warm	sunshine.
“Kay	is	dead	and	gone!”	said	little	Gerda.
“That	I	don't	believe,”	said	the	Sunshine.
“Kay	is	dead	and	gone!”	said	she	to	the	Swallows.
“That	 I	 don't	 believe,”	 said	 they:	 and	 at	 last	 little	Gerda	 did	 not	 think	 so	 any
longer	either.
“I'll	put	on	my	red	shoes,”	said	she,	one	morning;	“Kay	has	never	seen	them,	and
then	I'll	go	down	to	the	river	and	ask	there.”
It	was	quite	early;	she	kissed	her	old	grandmother,	who	was	still	asleep,	put	on
her	red	shoes,	and	went	alone	to	the	river.
“Is	it	true	that	you	have	taken	my	little	playfellow?	I	will	make	you	a	present	of
my	red	shoes,	if	you	will	give	him	back	to	me.”
And,	as	it	seemed	to	her,	the	blue	waves	nodded	in	a	strange	manner;	then	she
took	off	her	red	shoes,	the	most	precious	things	she	possessed,	and	threw	them
both	into	the	river.	But	they	fell	close	to	the	bank,	and	the	little	waves	bore	them
immediately	to	land;	it	was	as	if	the	stream	would	not	take	what	was	dearest	to
her;	 for	 in	 reality	 it	had	not	got	 little	Kay;	but	Gerda	 thought	 that	 she	had	not
thrown	the	shoes	out	far	enough,	so	she	clambered	into	a	boat	which	lay	among
the	rushes,	went	 to	 the	farthest	end,	and	 threw	out	 the	shoes.	But	 the	boat	was
not	fastened,	and	the	motion	which	she	occasioned,	made	it	drift	from	the	shore.



She	observed	this,	and	hastened	to	get	back;	but	before	she	could	do	so,	the	boat
was	more	than	a	yard	from	the	land,	and	was	gliding	quickly	onward.
Little	Gerda	was	very	frightened,	and	began	to	cry;	but	no	one	heard	her	except
the	sparrows,	and	they	could	not	carry	her	to	land;	but	they	flew	along	the	bank,
and	sang	as	if	to	comfort	her,	“Here	we	are!	Here	we	are!”	The	boat	drifted	with
the	 stream,	 little	 Gerda	 sat	 quite	 still	 without	 shoes,	 for	 they	were	 swimming
behind	the	boat,	but	she	could	not	reach	them,	because	the	boat	went	much	faster
than	they	did.
The	 banks	 on	 both	 sides	 were	 beautiful;	 lovely	 flowers,	 venerable	 trees,	 and
slopes	with	sheep	and	cows,	but	not	a	human	being	was	to	be	seen.
“Perhaps	the	river	will	carry	me	to	little	Kay,”	said	she;	and	then	she	grew	less
sad.	She	rose,	and	looked	for	many	hours	at	the	beautiful	green	banks.	Presently
she	sailed	by	a	large	cherry-orchard,	where	was	a	little	cottage	with	curious	red
and	 blue	 windows;	 it	 was	 thatched,	 and	 before	 it	 two	 wooden	 soldiers	 stood
sentry,	and	presented	arms	when	anyone	went	past.
Gerda	called	 to	 them,	 for	she	 thought	 they	were	alive;	but	 they,	of	course,	did
not	answer.	She	came	close	to	them,	for	the	stream	drifted	the	boat	quite	near	the
land.
Gerda	called	still	louder,	and	an	old	woman	then	came	out	of	the	cottage,	leaning
upon	a	crooked	stick.	She	had	a	 large	broad-brimmed	hat	on,	painted	with	 the
most	splendid	flowers.
“Poor	little	child!”	said	the	old	woman.	“How	did	you	get	upon	the	large	rapid
river,	 to	be	driven	about	so	in	the	wide	world!”	And	then	the	old	woman	went
into	 the	water,	 caught	 hold	 of	 the	 boat	with	 her	 crooked	 stick,	 drew	 it	 to	 the
bank,	and	lifted	little	Gerda	out.
And	Gerda	was	so	glad	to	be	on	dry	land	again;	but	she	was	rather	afraid	of	the
strange	old	woman.
“But	come	and	tell	me	who	you	are,	and	how	you	came	here,”	said	she.
And	Gerda	told	her	all;	and	the	old	woman	shook	her	head	and	said,	“A-hem!	a-
hem!”	 and	when	Gerda	 had	 told	 her	 everything,	 and	 asked	 her	 if	 she	 had	 not
seen	 little	 Kay,	 the	woman	 answered	 that	 he	 had	 not	 passed	 there,	 but	 he	 no
doubt	would	come;	and	she	told	her	not	to	be	cast	down,	but	taste	her	cherries,
and	 look	 at	 her	 flowers,	which	were	 finer	 than	 any	 in	 a	 picture-book,	 each	 of
which	could	tell	a	whole	story.	She	then	took	Gerda	by	the	hand,	led	her	into	the
little	cottage,	and	locked	the	door.
The	windows	were	 very	 high	 up;	 the	 glass	 was	 red,	 blue,	 and	 green,	 and	 the
sunlight	 shone	 through	 quite	 wondrously	 in	 all	 sorts	 of	 colours.	 On	 the	 table
stood	the	most	exquisite	cherries,	and	Gerda	ate	as	many	as	she	chose,	 for	she
had	permission	to	do	so.	While	she	was	eating,	the	old	woman	combed	her	hair



with	a	golden	comb,	and	her	hair	curled	and	shone	with	a	lovely	golden	colour
around	that	sweet	little	face,	which	was	so	round	and	so	like	a	rose.
“I	have	often	longed	for	such	a	dear	little	girl,”	said	the	old	woman.	“Now	you
shall	see	how	well	we	agree	together”;	and	while	she	combed	little	Gerda's	hair,
the	 child	 forgot	 her	 foster-brother	 Kay	 more	 and	 more,	 for	 the	 old	 woman
understood	magic;	 but	 she	 was	 no	 evil	 being,	 she	 only	 practised	 witchcraft	 a
little	 for	 her	 own	private	 amusement,	 and	now	 she	wanted	very	much	 to	keep
little	Gerda.	She	therefore	went	out	in	the	garden,	stretched	out	her	crooked	stick
towards	the	rose-bushes,	which,	beautifully	as	they	were	blowing,	all	sank	into
the	earth	and	no	one	could	tell	where	they	had	stood.	The	old	woman	feared	that
if	Gerda	should	see	the	roses,	she	would	then	think	of	her	own,	would	remember
little	Kay,	and	run	away	from	her.
She	now	led	Gerda	into	the	flower-garden.	Oh,	what	odour	and	what	loveliness
was	there!	Every	flower	that	one	could	think	of,	and	of	every	season,	stood	there
in	 fullest	 bloom;	 no	 picture-book	 could	 be	 gayer	 or	 more	 beautiful.	 Gerda
jumped	for	 joy,	and	played	 till	 the	sun	set	behind	 the	 tall	cherry-tree;	she	 then
had	 a	 pretty	 bed,	 with	 a	 red	 silken	 coverlet	 filled	 with	 blue	 violets.	 She	 fell
asleep,	and	had	as	pleasant	dreams	as	ever	a	queen	on	her	wedding-day.
The	next	morning	she	went	to	play	with	the	flowers	in	the	warm	sunshine,	and
thus	passed	away	a	day.	Gerda	knew	every	flower;	and,	numerous	as	they	were,
it	still	seemed	to	Gerda	that	one	was	wanting,	though	she	did	not	know	which.
One	day	while	she	was	looking	at	the	hat	of	the	old	woman	painted	with	flowers,
the	most	beautiful	of	 them	all	seemed	 to	her	 to	be	a	 rose.	The	old	woman	had
forgotten	 to	 take	 it	 from	her	hat	when	she	made	 the	others	vanish	 in	 the	earth.
But	 so	 it	 is	 when	 one's	 thoughts	 are	 not	 collected.	 “What!”	 said	Gerda.	 “Are
there	no	roses	here?”	and	she	ran	about	amongst	the	flowerbeds,	and	looked,	and
looked,	but	there	was	not	one	to	be	found.	She	then	sat	down	and	wept;	but	her
hot	tears	fell	just	where	a	rose-bush	had	sunk;	and	when	her	warm	tears	watered
the	ground,	the	tree	shot	up	suddenly	as	fresh	and	blooming	as	when	it	had	been
swallowed	up.	Gerda	kissed	 the	 roses,	 thought	of	her	own	dear	 roses	at	home,
and	with	them	of	little	Kay.
“Oh,	how	long	I	have	stayed!”	said	 the	 little	girl.	“I	 intended	 to	 look	for	Kay!
Don't	you	know	where	he	is?”	she	asked	of	the	roses.	“Do	you	think	he	is	dead
and	gone?”
“Dead	he	certainly	is	not,”	said	the	Roses.	“We	have	been	in	the	earth	where	all
the	dead	are,	but	Kay	was	not	there.”
“Many	thanks!”	said	little	Gerda;	and	she	went	to	the	other	flowers,	looked	into
their	cups,	and	asked,	“Don't	you	know	where	little	Kay	is?”
But	every	flower	stood	in	the	sunshine,	and	dreamed	its	own	fairy	tale	or	its	own
story:	and	they	all	told	her	very	many	things,	but	not	one	knew	anything	of	Kay.



Well,	what	did	the	Tiger-Lily	say?
“Hearest	you	not	the	drum?	Bum!	Bum!	Those	are	the	only	two	tones.	Always
bum!	 Bum!	 Hark	 to	 the	 plaintive	 song	 of	 the	 old	 woman,	 to	 the	 call	 of	 the
priests!	The	Hindoo	woman	 in	 her	 long	 robe	 stands	 upon	 the	 funeral	 pile;	 the
flames	rise	around	her	and	her	dead	husband,	but	the	Hindoo	woman	thinks	on
the	living	one	in	the	surrounding	circle;	on	him	whose	eyes	burn	hotter	than	the
flames	-	on	him,	 the	fire	of	whose	eyes	pierces	her	heart	more	 than	the	flames
which	soon	will	burn	her	body	to	ashes.	Can	the	heart's	flame	die	in	the	flame	of
the	funeral	pile?”
“I	don't	understand	that	at	all,”	said	little	Gerda.
“That	is	my	story,”	said	the	Lily.
What	did	the	Convolvulus	say?
“Projecting	over	a	narrow	mountain-path	there	hangs	an	old	feudal	castle.	Thick
evergreens	grow	on	 the	dilapidated	walls,	and	around	 the	altar,	where	a	 lovely
maiden	is	standing:	she	bends	over	the	railing	and	looks	out	upon	the	rose.	No
fresher	rose	hangs	on	the	branches	than	she;	no	apple	blossom	carried	away	by
the	wind	is	more	buoyant!	How	her	silken	robe	is	rustling!
“Is	he	not	yet	come?”
“Is	it	Kay	that	you	mean?”	asked	little	Gerda.
“I	am	speaking	about	my	story	-	about	my	dream,”	answered	the	Convolvulus.
What	did	the	Snowdrops	say?
“Between	 the	 trees	a	 long	board	 is	hanging	 -	 it	 is	a	 swing.	Two	 little	girls	are
sitting	 in	 it,	and	swing	 themselves	backwards	and	forwards;	 their	 frocks	are	as
white	 as	 snow,	 and	 long	 green	 silk	 ribands	 flutter	 from	 their	 bonnets.	 Their
brother,	who	is	older	 than	they	are,	stands	up	in	 the	swing;	he	 twines	his	arms
round	the	cords	to	hold	himself	fast,	for	in	one	hand	he	has	a	little	cup,	and	in	the
other	 a	 clay-pipe.	 He	 is	 blowing	 soap-bubbles.	 The	 swing	 moves,	 and	 the
bubbles	float	in	charming	changing	colours:	the	last	is	still	hanging	to	the	end	of
the	pipe,	and	rocks	in	the	breeze.	The	swing	moves.	The	little	black	dog,	as	light
as	a	soap-bubble,	jumps	up	on	his	hind	legs	to	try	to	get	into	the	swing.	It	moves,
the	dog	 falls	 down,	 barks,	 and	 is	 angry.	They	 tease	him;	 the	bubble	 bursts!	A
swing,	a	bursting	bubble	-	such	is	my	song!”
“What	you	relate	may	be	very	pretty,	but	you	tell	it	in	so	melancholy	a	manner,
and	do	not	mention	Kay.”
What	do	the	Hyacinths	say?
“There	were	once	upon	a	time	three	sisters,	quite	transparent,	and	very	beautiful.
The	robe	of	the	one	was	red,	that	of	the	second	blue,	and	that	of	the	third	white.



They	danced	hand	 in	 hand	beside	 the	 calm	 lake	 in	 the	 clear	moonshine.	They
were	not	elfin	maidens,	but	mortal	children.	A	sweet	 fragrance	was	smelt,	and
the	maidens	vanished	 in	 the	wood;	 the	 fragrance	grew	stronger	 -	 three	coffins,
and	in	them	three	lovely	maidens,	glided	out	of	the	forest	and	across	the	lake:	the
shining	 glow-worms	 flew	 around	 like	 little	 floating	 lights.	 Do	 the	 dancing
maidens	sleep,	or	are	they	dead?	The	odour	of	the	flowers	says	they	are	corpses;
the	evening	bell	tolls	for	the	dead!”
“You	make	me	quite	sad,”	said	little	Gerda.	“I	cannot	help	thinking	of	the	dead
maidens.	Oh!	 is	 little	Kay	 really	dead?	The	Roses	have	been	 in	 the	 earth,	 and
they	say	no.”
“Ding,	dong!”	sounded	the	Hyacinth	bells.	“We	do	not	toll	for	little	Kay;	we	do
not	know	him.	That	is	our	way	of	singing,	the	only	one	we	have.”
And	Gerda	went	to	the	Ranunculuses,	that	looked	forth	from	among	the	shining
green	leaves.
“You	are	a	little	bright	sun!”	said	Gerda.	“Tell	me	if	you	know	where	I	can	find
my	playfellow.”
And	the	Ranunculus	shone	brightly,	and	looked	again	at	Gerda.	What	song	could
the	Ranunculus	sing?	It	was	one	that	said	nothing	about	Kay	either.
“In	 a	 small	 court	 the	 bright	 sun	 was	 shining	 in	 the	 first	 days	 of	 spring.	 The
beams	 glided	 down	 the	white	 walls	 of	 a	 neighbour’s	 house,	 and	 close	 by	 the
fresh	yellow	flowers	were	growing,	shining	like	gold	in	the	warm	sun-rays.	An
old	grandmother	was	sitting	in	 the	air;	her	grand-daughter,	 the	poor	and	lovely
servant	just	come	for	a	short	visit.	She	knows	her	grandmother.	There	was	gold,
pure	 virgin	 gold	 in	 that	 blessed	 kiss.	 There,	 that	 is	 my	 little	 story,”	 said	 the
Ranunculus.
“My	 poor	 old	 grandmother!”	 sighed	 Gerda.	 “Yes,	 she	 is	 longing	 for	 me,	 no
doubt:	she	 is	sorrowing	for	me,	as	she	did	for	 little	Kay.	But	I	will	soon	come
home,	and	then	I	will	bring	Kay	with	me.	It	is	of	no	use	asking	the	flowers;	they
only	know	their	own	old	rhymes,	and	can	tell	me	nothing.”	And	she	tucked	up
her	frock,	to	enable	her	to	run	quicker;	but	the	Narcissus	gave	her	a	knock	on	the
leg,	just	as	she	was	going	to	jump	over	it.	So	she	stood	still,	looked	at	the	long
yellow	flower,	and	asked,	“You	perhaps	know	something?”	and	she	bent	down
to	the	Narcissus.	And	what	did	it	say?
“I	 can	 see	myself	 -	 I	 can	 see	myself!	Oh,	 how	 odorous	 I	 am!	Up	 in	 the	 little
garret	there	stands,	half-dressed,	a	little	Dancer.	She	stands	now	on	one	leg,	now
on	both;	 she	 despises	 the	whole	world;	 yet	 she	 lives	 only	 in	 imagination.	 She
pours	water	out	of	the	teapot	over	a	piece	of	stuff	which	she	holds	in	her	hand;	it
is	the	bodice;	cleanliness	is	a	fine	thing.	The	white	dress	is	hanging	on	the	hook;
it	was	washed	in	the	teapot,	and	dried	on	the	roof.	She	puts	it	on,	ties	a	saffron-



coloured	 kerchief	 round	 her	 neck,	 and	 then	 the	 gown	 looks	 whiter.	 I	 can	 see
myself	-	I	can	see	myself!”
“That's	nothing	to	me,”	said	little	Gerda.	“That	does	not	concern	me.”	And	then
off	she	ran	to	the	further	end	of	the	garden.
The	gate	was	locked,	but	she	shook	the	rusted	bolt	till	it	was	loosened,	and	the
gate	opened;	and	little	Gerda	ran	off	barefooted	into	the	wide	world.	She	looked
round	her	thrice,	but	no	one	followed	her.	At	last	she	could	run	no	longer;	she	sat
down	on	a	large	stone,	and	when	she	looked	about	her,	she	saw	that	the	summer
had	 passed;	 it	 was	 late	 in	 the	 autumn,	 but	 that	 one	 could	 not	 remark	 in	 the
beautiful	 garden,	 where	 there	 was	 always	 sunshine,	 and	 where	 there	 were
flowers	the	whole	year	round.
“Dear	me,	how	long	I	have	staid!”	said	Gerda.	“Autumn	is	come.	I	must	not	rest
any	longer.”	And	she	got	up	to	go	further.
Oh,	how	tender	and	wearied	her	little	feet	were!	All	around	it	looked	so	cold	and
raw:	 the	 long	willow-leaves	were	quite	yellow,	and	 the	fog	dripped	from	them
like	water;	one	leaf	fell	after	the	other:	 the	sloes	only	stood	full	of	fruit,	which
set	one's	teeth	on	edge.	Oh,	how	dark	and	comfortless	it	was	in	the	dreary	world!
	

Fourth	story.	The	prince	and	princess
Gerda	was	obliged	 to	 rest	herself	 again,	when,	exactly	opposite	 to	her,	 a	 large
Raven	came	hopping	over	 the	white	snow.	He	had	long	been	looking	at	Gerda
and	shaking	his	head;	and	now	he	said,	“Caw!	Caw!”	Good	day!	Good	day!	He
could	not	 say	 it	better;	but	he	 felt	 a	 sympathy	 for	 the	 little	girl,	 and	asked	her
where	she	was	going	all	alone.	The	word	“alone”	Gerda	understood	quite	well,
and	felt	how	much	was	expressed	by	it;	so	she	told	the	Raven	her	whole	history,
and	asked	if	he	had	not	seen	Kay.
The	Raven	nodded	very	gravely,	and	said,	“It	may	be	-	it	may	be!”
“What,	do	you	really	think	so?”	cried	the	little	girl;	and	she	nearly	squeezed	the
Raven	to	death,	so	much	did	she	kiss	him.
“Gently,	 gently,”	 said	 the	Raven.	 “I	 think	 I	 know;	 I	 think	 that	 it	may	be	 little
Kay.	But	now	he	has	forgotten	you	for	the	Princess.”
“Does	he	live	with	a	Princess?”	asked	Gerda.
“Yes	 -	 listen,”	 said	 the	 Raven;	 “but	 it	 will	 be	 difficult	 for	 me	 to	 speak	 your
language.	If	you	understand	the	Raven	language	I	can	tell	you	better.”
“No,	I	have	not	learnt	it,”	said	Gerda;	“but	my	grandmother	understands	it,	and
she	can	speak	gibberish	too.	I	wish	I	had	learnt	it.”
“No	matter,”	said	the	Raven;	“I	will	tell	you	as	well	as	I	can;	however,	it	will	be



bad	enough.”	And	then	he	told	all	he	knew.
“In	the	kingdom	where	we	now	are	there	lives	a	Princess,	who	is	extraordinarily
clever;	for	she	has	read	all	the	newspapers	in	the	whole	world,	and	has	forgotten
them	again	 -	 so	clever	 is	 she.	She	was	 lately,	 it	 is	 said,	 sitting	on	her	 throne	 -
which	is	not	very	amusing	after	all	-	when	she	began	humming	an	old	tune,	and
it	 was	 just,	 'Oh,	 why	 should	 I	 not	 be	 married?'	 'That	 song	 is	 not	 without	 its
meaning,'	said	she,	and	so	then	she	was	determined	to	marry;	but	she	would	have
a	husband	who	knew	how	to	give	an	answer	when	he	was	spoken	to	-	not	one
who	looked	only	as	if	he	were	a	great	personage,	for	that	is	so	tiresome.	She	then
had	 all	 the	 ladies	 of	 the	 court	 drummed	 together;	 and	 when	 they	 heard	 her
intention,	all	were	very	pleased,	and	said,	 'We	are	very	glad	to	hear	it;	 it	 is	the
very	 thing	we	were	 thinking	of.'	You	may	believe	every	word	 I	 say,”	 said	 the
Raven;	“for	I	have	a	tame	sweetheart	that	hops	about	in	the	palace	quite	free,	and
it	was	she	who	told	me	all	this.
“The	newspapers	appeared	forthwith	with	a	border	of	hearts	and	 the	 initials	of
the	Princess;	and	therein	you	might	read	that	every	good-looking	young	man	was
at	liberty	to	come	to	the	palace	and	speak	to	the	Princess;	and	he	who	spoke	in
such	wise	as	showed	he	felt	himself	at	home	there,	that	one	the	Princess	would
choose	for	her	husband.
“Yes,	Yes,”	said	the	Raven,	“you	may	believe	it;	it	is	as	true	as	I	am	sitting	here.
People	came	in	crowds;	there	was	a	crush	and	a	hurry,	but	no	one	was	successful
either	on	the	first	or	second	day.	They	could	all	talk	well	enough	when	they	were
out	in	the	street;	but	as	soon	as	they	came	inside	the	palace	gates,	and	saw	the
guard	richly	dressed	 in	silver,	and	 the	 lackeys	 in	gold	on	 the	staircase,	and	 the
large	illuminated	saloons,	 then	they	were	abashed;	and	when	they	stood	before
the	throne	on	which	the	Princess	was	sitting,	all	they	could	do	was	to	repeat	the
last	word	they	had	uttered,	and	to	hear	it	again	did	not	interest	her	very	much.	It
was	just	as	if	the	people	within	were	under	a	charm,	and	had	fallen	into	a	trance
till	 they	came	out	again	 into	 the	street;	 for	 then	 -	oh,	 then	 -	 they	could	chatter
enough.	 There	was	 a	whole	 row	 of	 them	 standing	 from	 the	 town-gates	 to	 the
palace.	 I	 was	 there	myself	 to	 look,”	 said	 the	 Raven.	 “They	 grew	 hungry	 and
thirsty;	but	from	the	palace	they	got	nothing	whatever,	not	even	a	glass	of	water.
Some	of	the	cleverest,	it	is	true,	had	taken	bread	and	butter	with	them:	but	none
shared	 it	with	his	neighbour,	 for	each	 thought,	 'Let	him	 look	hungry,	and	 then
the	Princess	won't	have	him.”
“But	 Kay	 -	 little	 Kay,”	 said	 Gerda,	 “when	 did	 he	 come?	Was	 he	 among	 the
number?”
“Patience,	patience;	we	are	just	come	to	him.	It	was	on	the	third	day	when	a	little
personage	 without	 horse	 or	 equipage,	 came	 marching	 right	 boldly	 up	 to	 the
palace;	his	eyes	shone	like	yours,	he	had	beautiful	long	hair,	but	his	clothes	were



very	shabby.”
“That	was	Kay,”	cried	Gerda,	with	a	voice	of	delight.	“Oh,	now	I've	found	him!”
and	she	clapped	her	hands	for	joy.
“He	had	a	little	knapsack	at	his	back,”	said	the	Raven.
“No,	that	was	certainly	his	sledge,”	said	Gerda;	“for	when	he	went	away	he	took
his	sledge	with	him.”
“That	may	be,”	said	the	Raven;	“I	did	not	examine	him	so	minutely;	but	I	know
from	my	tame	sweetheart,	that	when	he	came	into	the	court-yard	of	the	palace,
and	 saw	 the	body-guard	 in	 silver,	 the	 lackeys	on	 the	 staircase,	 he	was	not	 the
least	abashed;	he	nodded,	and	said	to	them,	'It	must	be	very	tiresome	to	stand	on
the	stairs;	 for	my	part,	 I	 shall	go	 in.'	The	saloons	were	gleaming	with	 lustres	 -
privy	 councillors	 and	 excellencies	 were	 walking	 about	 barefooted,	 and	 wore
gold	 keys;	 it	 was	 enough	 to	 make	 any	 one	 feel	 uncomfortable.	 His	 boots
creaked,	too,	so	loudly,	but	still	he	was	not	at	all	afraid.”
“That's	Kay	for	certain,”	said	Gerda.	“I	know	he	had	on	new	boots;	I	have	heard
them	creaking	in	grandmama's	room.”
“Yes,	they	creaked,”	said	the	Raven.	“And	on	he	went	boldly	up	to	the	Princess,
who	was	 sitting	 on	 a	 pearl	 as	 large	 as	 a	 spinning-wheel.	All	 the	 ladies	 of	 the
court,	with	their	attendants	and	attendants'	attendants,	and	all	the	cavaliers,	with
their	 gentlemen	 and	 gentlemen's	 gentlemen,	 stood	 round;	 and	 the	 nearer	 they
stood	to	the	door,	the	prouder	they	looked.	It	was	hardly	possible	to	look	at	the
gentleman's	gentleman,	so	very	haughtily	did	he	stand	in	the	doorway.”
“It	must	have	been	terrible,”	said	little	Gerda.	“And	did	Kay	get	the	Princess?”
“Were	 I	 not	 a	Raven,	 I	 should	 have	 taken	 the	 Princess	myself,	 although	 I	 am
promised.	It	is	said	he	spoke	as	well	as	I	speak	when	I	talk	Raven	language;	this
I	learned	from	my	tame	sweetheart.	He	was	bold	and	nicely	behaved;	he	had	not
come	to	woo	the	Princess,	but	only	to	hear	her	wisdom.	She	pleased	him,	and	he
pleased	her.”
“Yes,	yes;	 for	 certain	 that	was	Kay,”	 said	Gerda.	 “He	was	 so	clever;	he	could
reckon	fractions	in	his	head.	Oh,	won't	you	take	me	to	the	palace?”
“That	is	very	easily	said,”	answered	the	Raven.	“But	how	are	we	to	manage	it?
I'll	speak	to	my	tame	sweetheart	about	it:	she	must	advise	us;	for	so	much	I	must
tell	you,	such	a	little	girl	as	you	are	will	never	get	permission	to	enter.”
“Oh,	yes	I	shall,”	said	Gerda;	“when	Kay	hears	that	I	am	here,	he	will	come	out
directly	to	fetch	me.”
“Wait	 for	 me	 here	 on	 these	 steps,”	 said	 the	 Raven.	 He	 moved	 his	 head
backwards	and	forwards	and	flew	away.



The	 evening	was	 closing	 in	when	 the	Raven	 returned.	 “Caw	 -	 caw!”	 said	 he.
“She	sends	you	her	compliments;	and	here	is	a	roll	for	you.	She	took	it	out	of	the
kitchen,	 where	 there	 is	 bread	 enough.	 You	 are	 hungry,	 no	 doubt.	 It	 is	 not
possible	for	you	to	enter	the	palace,	for	you	are	barefooted:	the	guards	in	silver,
and	 the	 lackeys	 in	gold,	would	not	allow	 it;	but	do	not	cry,	you	shall	 come	 in
still.	My	sweetheart	knows	a	 little	back	stair	 that	 leads	 to	 the	bedchamber,	and
she	knows	where	she	can	get	the	key	of	it.”
And	 they	went	 into	 the	garden	 in	 the	 large	avenue,	where	one	 leaf	was	 falling
after	the	other;	and	when	the	lights	in	the	palace	had	all	gradually	disappeared,
the	Raven	led	little	Gerda	to	the	back	door,	which	stood	half	open.
Oh,	how	Gerda's	heart	beat	with	anxiety	and	 longing!	 It	was	 just	as	 if	she	had
been	about	to	do	something	wrong;	and	yet	she	only	wanted	to	know	if	little	Kay
was	there.	Yes,	he	must	be	there.	She	called	to	mind	his	intelligent	eyes,	and	his
long	hair,	so	vividly,	she	could	quite	see	him	as	he	used	to	laugh	when	they	were
sitting	under	the	roses	at	home.	“He	will,	no	doubt,	be	glad	to	see	you	-	to	hear
what	a	long	way	you	have	come	for	his	sake;	to	know	how	unhappy	all	at	home
were	when	he	did	not	come	back.”
Oh,	what	a	fright	and	a	joy	it	was!
They	were	now	on	the	stairs.	A	single	lamp	was	burning	there;	and	on	the	floor
stood	the	tame	Raven,	turning	her	head	on	every	side	and	looking	at	Gerda,	who
bowed	as	her	grandmother	had	taught	her	to	do.
“My	intended	has	told	me	so	much	good	of	you,	my	dear	young	lady,”	said	the
tame	Raven.	 “Your	 tale	 is	 very	 affecting.	 If	 you	will	 take	 the	 lamp,	 I	will	 go
before.	We	will	go	straight	on,	for	we	shall	meet	no	one.”
“I	 think	 there	 is	 somebody	 just	 behind	us,”	 said	Gerda;	 and	 something	 rushed
past:	 it	was	 like	 shadowy	 figures	 on	 the	wall;	 horses	with	 flowing	manes	 and
thin	legs,	huntsmen,	ladies	and	gentlemen	on	horseback.
“They	are	only	dreams,”	said	the	Raven.	“They	come	to	fetch	the	thoughts	of	the
high	personages	to	the	chase;	'tis	well,	for	now	you	can	observe	them	in	bed	all
the	 better.	 But	 let	 me	 find,	 when	 you	 enjoy	 honour	 and	 distinction,	 that	 you
possess	a	grateful	heart.”
“Tut!	That's	not	worth	talking	about,”	said	the	Raven	of	the	woods.
They	 now	 entered	 the	 first	 saloon,	 which	 was	 of	 rose-coloured	 satin,	 with
artificial	 flowers	 on	 the	 wall.	 Here	 the	 dreams	 were	 rushing	 past,	 but	 they
hastened	by	so	quickly	 that	Gerda	could	not	see	 the	high	personages.	One	hall
was	more	magnificent	than	the	other;	one	might	indeed	well	be	abashed;	and	at
last	they	came	into	the	bedchamber.	The	ceiling	of	the	room	resembled	a	large
palm-tree	with	 leaves	of	glass,	of	costly	glass;	and	 in	 the	middle,	 from	a	 thick
golden	stem,	hung	two	beds,	each	of	which	resembled	a	lily.	One	was	white,	and



in	this	lay	the	Princess;	the	other	was	red,	and	it	was	here	that	Gerda	was	to	look
for	little	Kay.	She	bent	back	one	of	the	red	leaves,	and	saw	a	brown	neck.	Oh!
that	was	Kay!	She	called	him	quite	loud	by	name,	held	the	lamp	towards	him	-
the	dreams	rushed	back	again	into	the	chamber	-	he	awoke,	turned	his	head,	and
-	it	was	not	little	Kay!
The	Prince	was	only	like	him	about	the	neck;	but	he	was	young	and	handsome.
And	out	of	the	white	lily	leaves	the	Princess	peeped,	too,	and	asked	what	was	the
matter.	 Then	 little	 Gerda	 cried,	 and	 told	 her	 whole	 history,	 and	 all	 that	 the
Ravens	had	done	for	her.
“Poor	 little	 thing!”	 said	 the	 Prince	 and	 the	 Princess.	 They	 praised	 the	Ravens
very	much,	and	told	them	they	were	not	at	all	angry	with	them,	but	they	were	not
to	do	so	again.	However,	they	should	have	a	reward.	“Will	you	fly	about	here	at
liberty,”	asked	the	Princess;	“or	would	you	like	to	have	a	fixed	appointment	as
court	ravens,	with	all	the	broken	bits	from	the	kitchen?”
And	 both	 the	 Ravens	 nodded,	 and	 begged	 for	 a	 fixed	 appointment;	 for	 they
thought	of	their	old	age,	and	said,	“It	is	a	good	thing	to	have	a	provision	for	our
old	days.”
And	the	Prince	got	up	and	let	Gerda	sleep	in	his	bed,	and	more	than	this	he	could
not	 do.	 She	 folded	 her	 little	 hands	 and	 thought,	 “How	good	men	 and	 animals
are!”	and	she	 then	 fell	 asleep	and	slept	 soundly.	All	 the	dreams	 flew	 in	again,
and	they	now	looked	like	the	angels;	they	drew	a	little	sledge,	in	which	little	Kay
sat	 and	nodded	his	 head;	 but	 the	whole	was	only	 a	 dream,	 and	 therefore	 it	 all
vanished	as	soon	as	she	awoke.
The	next	day	she	was	dressed	from	head	to	foot	in	silk	and	velvet.	They	offered
to	let	her	stay	at	the	palace,	and	lead	a	happy	life;	but	she	begged	to	have	a	little
carriage	with	a	horse	in	front,	and	for	a	small	pair	of	shoes;	then,	she	said,	she
would	again	go	forth	in	the	wide	world	and	look	for	Kay.
Shoes	and	a	muff	were	given	her;	she	was,	 too,	dressed	very	nicely;	and	when
she	was	about	to	set	off,	a	new	carriage	stopped	before	the	door.	It	was	of	pure
gold,	 and	 the	 arms	 of	 the	 Prince	 and	 Princess	 shone	 like	 a	 star	 upon	 it;	 the
coachman,	the	footmen,	and	the	outriders,	for	outriders	were	there,	too,	all	wore
golden	 crowns.	 The	 Prince	 and	 the	 Princess	 assisted	 her	 into	 the	 carriage
themselves,	and	wished	her	all	success.	The	Raven	of	the	woods,	who	was	now
married,	accompanied	her	 for	 the	first	 three	miles.	He	sat	beside	Gerda,	 for	he
could	 not	 bear	 riding	 backwards;	 the	 other	 Raven	 stood	 in	 the	 doorway,	 and
flapped	her	wings;	she	could	not	accompany	Gerda,	because	she	suffered	from
headache	since	she	had	had	a	fixed	appointment	and	ate	so	much.	The	carriage
was	lined	inside	with	sugar-plums,	and	in	the	seats	were	fruits	and	gingerbread.
“Farewell!	Farewell!”	cried	Prince	and	Princess;	and	Gerda	wept,	and	the	Raven
wept.	Thus	passed	the	first	miles;	and	then	the	Raven	bade	her	farewell,	and	this



was	 the	most	 painful	 separation	of	 all.	He	 flew	 into	 a	 tree,	 and	beat	 his	 black
wings	as	long	as	he	could	see	the	carriage,	that	shone	from	afar	like	a	sunbeam.
	

Fifth	story.	The	little	robber	maiden
They	drove	 through	 the	dark	wood;	 but	 the	 carriage	 shone	 like	 a	 torch,	 and	 it
dazzled	the	eyes	of	the	robbers,	so	that	they	could	not	bear	to	look	at	it.
“Tis	 gold!	 'Tis	 gold!”	 they	 cried;	 and	 they	 rushed	 forward,	 seized	 the	 horses,
knocked	 down	 the	 little	 postilion,	 the	 coachman,	 and	 the	 servants,	 and	 pulled
little	Gerda	out	of	the	carriage.
“How	plump,	how	beautiful	she	is!	She	must	have	been	fed	on	nut-kernels,”	said
the	old	female	robber,	who	had	a	long,	scrubby	beard,	and	bushy	eyebrows	that
hung	down	over	her	eyes.	“She	is	as	good	as	a	fatted	lamb!	How	nice	she	will
be!”	And	then	she	drew	out	a	knife,	the	blade	of	which	shone	so	that	it	was	quite
dreadful	to	behold.
“Oh!”	cried	the	woman	at	the	same	moment.	She	had	been	bitten	in	the	ear	by
her	 own	 little	 daughter,	 who	 hung	 at	 her	 back;	 and	 who	 was	 so	 wild	 and
unmanageable,	 that	 it	was	quite	amusing	to	see	her.	“You	naughty	child!”	said
the	mother:	and	now	she	had	not	time	to	kill	Gerda.
“She	 shall	 play	with	me,”	 said	 the	 little	 robber	 child.	 “She	 shall	 give	me	 her
muff,	and	her	pretty	 frock;	 she	shall	 sleep	 in	my	bed!”	And	 then	she	gave	her
mother	 another	bite,	 so	 that	 she	 jumped,	 and	 ran	 round	with	 the	pain;	 and	 the
Robbers	laughed,	and	said,	“Look,	how	she	is	dancing	with	the	little	one!”
“I	will	go	into	 the	carriage,”	said	 the	little	robber	maiden;	and	she	would	have
her	will,	 for	 she	was	very	 spoiled	and	very	headstrong.	She	and	Gerda	got	 in;
and	then	away	they	drove	over	the	stumps	of	felled	trees,	deeper	and	deeper	into
the	woods.	The	little	robber	maiden	was	as	tall	as	Gerda,	but	stronger,	broader-
shouldered,	 and	 of	 dark	 complexion;	 her	 eyes	 were	 quite	 black;	 they	 looked
almost	melancholy.	She	embraced	little	Gerda,	and	said,	“They	shall	not	kill	you
as	long	as	I	am	not	displeased	with	you.	You	are,	doubtless,	a	Princess?”
“No,”	said	little	Gerda;	who	then	related	all	that	had	happened	to	her,	and	how
much	she	cared	about	little	Kay.
The	 little	 robber	 maiden	 looked	 at	 her	 with	 a	 serious	 air,	 nodded	 her	 head
slightly,	and	said,	“They	shall	not	kill	you,	even	if	I	am	angry	with	you:	then	I
will	 do	 it	myself”;	 and	 she	 dried	Gerda's	 eyes,	 and	 put	 both	 her	 hands	 in	 the
handsome	muff,	which	was	so	soft	and	warm.
At	 length	 the	 carriage	 stopped.	 They	were	 in	 the	midst	 of	 the	 court-yard	 of	 a
robber's	castle.	It	was	full	of	cracks	from	top	to	bottom;	and	out	of	the	openings
magpies	and	rooks	were	flying;	and	the	great	bull-dogs,	each	of	which	looked	as



if	 he	 could	 swallow	 a	 man,	 jumped	 up,	 but	 they	 did	 not	 bark,	 for	 that	 was
forbidden.
In	the	midst	of	the	large,	old,	smoking	hall	burnt	a	great	fire	on	the	stone	floor.
The	smoke	disappeared	under	the	stones,	and	had	to	seek	its	own	egress.	In	an
immense	caldron	soup	was	boiling;	and	rabbits	and	hares	were	being	roasted	on
a	spit.
“You	 shall	 sleep	with	me	 to-night,	with	 all	my	animals,”	 said	 the	 little	 robber
maiden.	They	had	something	to	eat	and	drink;	and	then	went	into	a	corner,	where
straw	 and	 carpets	were	 lying.	 Beside	 them,	 on	 laths	 and	 perches,	 sat	 nearly	 a
hundred	 pigeons,	 all	 asleep,	 seemingly;	 but	 yet	 they	 moved	 a	 little	 when	 the
robber	maiden	came.	“They	are	all	mine,”	said	she,	at	the	same	time	seizing	one
that	was	next	to	her	by	the	legs	and	shaking	it	so	that	its	wings	fluttered.	“Kiss
it,”	 cried	 the	 little	 girl,	 and	 flung	 the	 pigeon	 in	Gerda's	 face.	 “Up	 there	 is	 the
rabble	 of	 the	 wood,”	 continued	 she,	 pointing	 to	 several	 laths	 which	 were
fastened	before	a	hole	high	up	in	the	wall;	“that's	the	rabble;	they	would	all	fly
away	 immediately,	 if	 they	were	not	well	 fastened	 in.	And	here	 is	my	dear	old
Bac”;	and	she	laid	hold	of	the	horns	of	a	reindeer,	that	had	a	bright	copper	ring
round	its	neck,	and	was	tethered	to	the	spot.	“We	are	obliged	to	lock	this	fellow
in	 too,	or	he	would	make	his	 escape.	Every	evening	 I	 tickle	his	neck	with	my
sharp	knife;	he	is	so	frightened	at	it!”	and	the	little	girl	drew	forth	a	long	knife,
from	 a	 crack	 in	 the	 wall,	 and	 let	 it	 glide	 over	 the	 Reindeer's	 neck.	 The	 poor
animal	kicked;	the	girl	laughed,	and	pulled	Gerda	into	bed	with	her.
“Do	you	intend	to	keep	your	knife	while	you	sleep?”	asked	Gerda;	looking	at	it
rather	fearfully.
“I	 always	 sleep	 with	 the	 knife,”	 said	 the	 little	 robber	 maiden.	 “There	 is	 no
knowing	what	may	happen.	But	tell	me	now,	once	more,	all	about	little	Kay;	and
why	you	have	started	off	in	the	wide	world	alone.”	And	Gerda	related	all,	from
the	very	beginning:	the	Wood-pigeons	cooed	above	in	their	cage,	and	the	others
slept.	The	little	robber	maiden	wound	her	arm	round	Gerda's	neck,	held	the	knife
in	the	other	hand,	and	snored	so	loud	that	everybody	could	hear	her;	but	Gerda
could	not	close	her	eyes,	 for	she	did	not	know	whether	she	was	 to	 live	or	die.
The	robbers	sat	round	the	fire,	sang	and	drank;	and	the	old	female	robber	jumped
about	so,	that	it	was	quite	dreadful	for	Gerda	to	see	her.
Then	the	Wood-pigeons	said,	“Coo!	Coo!	We	have	seen	little	Kay!	A	white	hen
carries	his	sledge;	he	himself	sat	in	the	carriage	of	the	Snow	Queen,	who	passed
here,	down	just	over	the	wood,	as	we	lay	in	our	nest.	She	blew	upon	us	young
ones;	and	all	died	except	we	two.	Coo!	Coo!”
“What	is	that	you	say	up	there?”	cried	little	Gerda.	“Where	did	the	Snow	Queen
go	to?	Do	you	know	anything	about	it?”
“She	is	no	doubt	gone	to	Lapland;	for	there	is	always	snow	and	ice	there.	Only



ask	the	Reindeer,	who	is	tethered	there.”
“Ice	and	snow	 is	 there!	There	 it	 is,	glorious	and	beautiful!”	 said	 the	Reindeer.
“One	 can	 spring	 about	 in	 the	 large	 shining	 valleys!	 The	 Snow	Queen	 has	 her
summer-tent	there;	but	her	fixed	abode	is	high	up	towards	the	North	Pole,	on	the
Island	called	Spitzbergen.”
“Oh,	Kay!	Poor	little	Kay!”	sighed	Gerda.
“Do	you	choose	to	be	quiet?”	said	the	robber	maiden.	“If	you	don't,	I	shall	make
you.”
In	the	morning	Gerda	told	her	all	that	the	Wood-pigeons	had	said,	and	the	little
maiden	looked	very	serious,	but	she	nodded	her	head,	and	said,	“That's	no	matter
-	that's	no	matter.	Do	you	know	where	Lapland	lies!”	she	asked	of	the	Reindeer.
“Who	 should	 know	 better	 than	 I?”	 said	 the	 animal;	 and	 his	 eyes	 rolled	 in	 his
head.	“I	was	born	and	bred	there	-	there	I	leapt	about	on	the	fields	of	snow.”
“Listen,”	said	the	robber	maiden	to	Gerda.	“You	see	that	the	men	are	gone;	but
my	mother	is	still	here,	and	will	remain.	However,	towards	morning	she	takes	a
draught	 out	 of	 the	 large	 flask,	 and	 then	 she	 sleeps	 a	 little:	 then	 I	 will	 do
something	for	you.”	She	now	jumped	out	of	bed,	 flew	 to	her	mother;	with	her
arms	round	her	neck,	and	pulling	her	by	the	beard,	said,	“Good	morrow,	my	own
sweet	 nanny-goat	 of	 a	 mother.”	 And	 her	 mother	 took	 hold	 of	 her	 nose,	 and
pinched	it	till	it	was	red	and	blue;	but	this	was	all	done	out	of	pure	love.
When	the	mother	had	taken	a	sup	at	her	flask,	and	was	having	a	nap,	 the	 little
robber	maiden	went	to	the	Reindeer,	and	said,	“I	should	very	much	like	to	give
you	 still	 many	 a	 tickling	 with	 the	 sharp	 knife,	 for	 then	 you	 are	 so	 amusing;
however,	 I	 will	 untether	 you,	 and	 help	 you	 out,	 so	 that	 you	 may	 go	 back	 to
Lapland.	But	you	must	make	good	use	of	your	legs;	and	take	this	 little	girl	for
me	to	the	palace	of	the	Snow	Queen,	where	her	playfellow	is.	You	have	heard,	I
suppose,	all	she	said,	for	she	spoke	loud	enough,	and	you	were	listening.”
The	Reindeer	gave	a	bound	for	joy.	The	robber	maiden	lifted	up	little	Gerda,	and
took	the	precaution	to	bind	her	fast	on	the	Reindeer's	back;	she	even	gave	her	a
small	cushion	to	sit	on.	“Here	are	your	worsted	leggings,	for	it	will	be	cold;	but
the	muff	I	shall	keep	for	myself,	for	it	is	so	very	pretty.	But	I	do	not	wish	you	to
be	cold.	Here	is	a	pair	of	lined	gloves	of	my	mother's;	they	just	reach	up	to	your
elbow.	 On	 with	 them!	 Now	 you	 look	 about	 the	 hands	 just	 like	 my	 ugly	 old
mother!”
And	Gerda	wept	for	joy.
“I	can't	bear	to	see	you	fretting,”	said	the	little	robber	maiden.	“This	is	just	the
time	when	you	ought	to	look	pleased.	Here	are	two	loaves	and	a	ham	for	you,	so
that	you	won't	starve.”	The	bread	and	the	meat	were	fastened	to	the	Reindeer's
back;	the	little	maiden	opened	the	door,	called	in	all	the	dogs,	and	then	with	her



knife	cut	the	rope	that	fastened	the	animal,	and	said	to	him,	“Now,	off	with	you;
but	take	good	care	of	the	little	girl!”
And	Gerda	 stretched	 out	 her	 hands	with	 the	 large	wadded	 gloves	 towards	 the
robber	maiden,	 and	 said,	 “Farewell!”	 and	 the	Reindeer	 flew	on	over	 bush	 and
bramble	through	the	great	wood,	over	moor	and	heath,	as	fast	as	he	could	go.
“Ddsa!	Ddsa!”	was	heard	in	the	sky.	It	was	just	as	if	somebody	was	sneezing.
“These	are	my	old	northern-lights,”	said	the	Reindeer,	“look	how	they	gleam!”
And	on	he	now	sped	still	quicker	 -	day	and	night	on	he	went:	 the	 loaves	were
consumed,	and	the	ham	too;	and	now	they	were	in	Lapland.
	

Sixth	story.	The	Lapland	woman	and	the	Finland	woman
Suddenly	 they	stopped	before	a	 little	house,	which	 looked	very	miserable.	The
roof	 reached	 to	 the	 ground;	 and	 the	 door	 was	 so	 low,	 that	 the	 family	 were
obliged	to	creep	upon	their	stomachs	when	they	went	in	or	out.	Nobody	was	at
home	except	an	old	Lapland	woman,	who	was	dressing	fish	by	the	light	of	an	oil
lamp.	And	the	Reindeer	told	her	the	whole	of	Gerda's	history,	but	first	of	all	his
own;	for	that	seemed	to	him	of	much	greater	importance.	Gerda	was	so	chilled
that	she	could	not	speak.
“Poor	thing,”	said	the	Lapland	woman,	“you	have	far	to	run	still.	You	have	more
than	a	hundred	miles	to	go	before	you	get	to	Finland;	there	the	Snow	Queen	has
her	 country-house,	 and	 burns	 blue	 lights	 every	 evening.	 I	will	 give	 you	 a	 few
words	from	me,	which	I	will	write	on	a	dried	haberdine,	for	paper	I	have	none;
this	you	can	take	with	you	to	 the	Finland	woman,	and	she	will	be	able	 to	give
you	more	information	than	I	can.”
When	Gerda	had	warmed	herself,	and	had	eaten	and	drunk,	the	Lapland	woman
wrote	a	few	words	on	a	dried	haberdine,	begged	Gerda	to	take	care	of	them,	put
her	on	the	Reindeer,	bound	her	fast,	and	away	sprang	the	animal.	“Ddsa!	Ddsa!”
was	again	heard	in	the	air;	the	most	charming	blue	lights	burned	the	whole	night
in	the	sky,	and	at	last	they	came	to	Finland.	They	knocked	at	the	chimney	of	the
Finland	woman;	for	as	to	a	door,	she	had	none.
There	was	such	a	heat	inside	that	the	Finland	woman	herself	went	about	almost
naked.	 She	was	 diminutive	 and	 dirty.	 She	 immediately	 loosened	 little	Gerda's
clothes,	pulled	off	her	thick	gloves	and	boots;	for	otherwise	the	heat	would	have
been	too	great	-	and	after	laying	a	piece	of	ice	on	the	Reindeer's	head,	read	what
was	written	on	the	fish-skin.	She	read	it	three	times:	she	then	knew	it	by	heart;
so	she	put	 the	fish	into	the	cupboard	-	for	 it	might	very	well	be	eaten,	and	she
never	threw	anything	away.
Then	the	Reindeer	related	his	own	story	first,	and	afterwards	that	of	little	Gerda;
and	the	Finland	woman	winked	her	eyes,	but	said	nothing.



“You	are	so	clever,”	said	the	Reindeer;	“you	can,	I	know,	twist	all	the	winds	of
the	world	together	in	a	knot.	If	the	seaman	loosens	one	knot,	then	he	has	a	good
wind;	if	a	second,	then	it	blows	pretty	stiffly;	if	he	undoes	the	third	and	fourth,
then	 it	 rages	so	 that	 the	 forests	are	upturned.	Will	you	give	 the	 little	maiden	a
potion,	that	she	may	possess	the	strength	of	twelve	men,	and	vanquish	the	Snow
Queen?”
“The	strength	of	twelve	men!”	said	the	Finland	woman.	“Much	good	that	would
be!”	Then	she	went	to	a	cupboard,	and	drew	out	a	large	skin	rolled	up.	When	she
had	 unrolled	 it,	 strange	 characters	 were	 to	 be	 seen	 written	 thereon;	 and	 the
Finland	 woman	 read	 at	 such	 a	 rate	 that	 the	 perspiration	 trickled	 down	 her
forehead.
But	 the	 Reindeer	 begged	 so	 hard	 for	 little	 Gerda,	 and	 Gerda	 looked	 so
imploringly	with	tearful	eyes	at	the	Finland	woman,	that	she	winked,	and	drew
the	 Reindeer	 aside	 into	 a	 corner,	 where	 they	 whispered	 together,	 while	 the
animal	got	some	fresh	ice	put	on	his	head.
“Tis	true	little	Kay	is	at	the	Snow	Queen's,	and	finds	everything	there	quite	to	his
taste;	and	he	thinks	it	the	very	best	place	in	the	world;	but	the	reason	of	that	is,
he	has	a	splinter	of	glass	in	his	eye,	and	in	his	heart.	These	must	be	got	out	first;
otherwise	he	will	never	go	back	to	mankind,	and	the	Snow	Queen	will	retain	her
power	over	him.”
“But	can	you	give	little	Gerda	nothing	to	take	which	will	endow	her	with	power
over	the	whole?”
“I	 can	give	her	no	more	power	 than	what	 she	has	 already.	Don't	 you	 see	how
great	it	is?	Don't	you	see	how	men	and	animals	are	forced	to	serve	her;	how	well
she	gets	through	the	world	barefooted?	She	must	not	hear	of	her	power	from	us;
that	 power	 lies	 in	 her	 heart,	 because	 she	 is	 a	 sweet	 and	 innocent	 child!	 If	 she
cannot	 get	 to	 the	 Snow	Queen	 by	 herself,	 and	 rid	 little	 Kay	 of	 the	 glass,	 we
cannot	help	her.	Two	miles	hence	the	garden	of	 the	Snow	Queen	begins;	 there
you	may	 carry	 the	 little	 girl.	 Set	 her	 down	by	 the	 large	bush	with	 red	berries,
standing	in	the	snow;	don't	stay	talking,	but	hasten	back	as	fast	as	possible.”	And
now	the	Finland	woman	placed	 little	Gerda	on	 the	Reindeer's	back,	and	off	he
ran	with	all	imaginable	speed.
“Oh!	I	have	not	got	my	boots!	I	have	not	brought	my	gloves!”	cried	little	Gerda.
She	 remarked	 she	 was	 without	 them	 from	 the	 cutting	 frost;	 but	 the	 Reindeer
dared	not	stand	still;	on	he	ran	till	he	came	to	the	great	bush	with	the	red	berries,
and	there	he	set	Gerda	down,	kissed	her	mouth,	while	large	bright	tears	flowed
from	the	animal's	eyes,	and	 then	back	he	went	as	 fast	as	possible.	There	stood
poor	Gerda	 now,	without	 shoes	 or	 gloves,	 in	 the	 very	middle	 of	 dreadful	 icy
Finland.



She	 ran	 on	 as	 fast	 as	 she	 could.	 There	 then	 came	 a	whole	 regiment	 of	 snow-
flakes,	but	they	did	not	fall	from	above,	and	they	were	quite	bright	and	shining
from	the	Aurora	Borealis.	The	flakes	ran	along	the	ground,	and	the	nearer	they
came	 the	 larger	 they	grew.	Gerda	well	 remembered	how	 large	and	 strange	 the
snow-flakes	appeared	when	she	once	saw	them	through	a	magnifying-glass;	but
now	they	were	 large	and	 terrific	 in	another	manner	 -	 they	were	all	alive.	They
were	 the	 outposts	 of	 the	 Snow	 Queen.	 They	 had	 the	 most	 wondrous	 shapes;
some	looked	like	large	ugly	porcupines;	others	like	snakes	knotted	together,	with
their	 heads	 sticking	 out;	 and	 others,	 again,	 like	 small	 fat	 bears,	 with	 the	 hair
standing	on	end:	all	were	of	dazzling	whiteness	-	all	were	living	snow-flakes.
Little	Gerda	repeated	the	Lord's	Prayer.	The	cold	was	so	intense	that	she	could
see	her	own	breath,	which	came	like	smoke	out	of	her	mouth.	It	grew	thicker	and
thicker,	and	took	the	form	of	little	angels,	that	grew	more	and	more	when	they
touched	the	earth.	All	had	helms	on	their	heads,	and	lances	and	shields	in	their
hands;	 they	 increased	 in	 numbers;	 and	 when	 Gerda	 had	 finished	 the	 Lord's
Prayer,	she	was	surrounded	by	a	whole	 legion.	They	thrust	at	 the	horrid	snow-
flakes	with	their	spears,	so	that	they	flew	into	a	thousand	pieces;	and	little	Gerda
walked	 on	 bravely	 and	 in	 security.	 The	 angels	 patted	 her	 hands	 and	 feet;	 and
then	she	felt	the	cold	less,	and	went	on	quickly	towards	the	palace	of	the	Snow
Queen.
But	now	we	shall	see	how	Kay	fared.	He	never	thought	of	Gerda,	and	least	of	all
that	she	was	standing	before	the	palace.
	

Seventh	story.	What	took	place	in	the	palace	of	the	snow	queen,	and	what
happened	afterward.

The	walls	 of	 the	 palace	were	 of	 driving	 snow,	 and	 the	windows	 and	 doors	 of
cutting	 winds.	 There	 were	 more	 than	 a	 hundred	 halls	 there,	 according	 as	 the
snow	was	driven	by	the	winds.	The	largest	was	many	miles	 in	extent;	all	were
lighted	up	by	the	powerful	Aurora	Borealis,	and	all	were	so	large,	so	empty,	so
icy	cold,	and	so	resplendent!	Mirth	never	reigned	there;	there	was	never	even	a
little	bear-ball,	with	the	storm	for	music,	while	the	polar	bears	went	on	their	hind
legs	 and	 showed	 off	 their	 steps.	 Never	 a	 little	 tea-party	 of	 white	 young	 lady
foxes;	vast,	 cold,	 and	empty	were	 the	halls	of	 the	Snow	Queen.	The	northern-
lights	 shone	with	 such	precision	 that	one	could	 tell	 exactly	when	 they	were	at
their	highest	or	lowest	degree	of	brightness.	In	the	middle	of	the	empty,	endless
hall	of	 snow,	was	a	 frozen	 lake;	 it	was	cracked	 in	a	 thousand	pieces,	but	each
piece	was	so	like	the	other,	that	it	seemed	the	work	of	a	cunning	artificer.	In	the
middle	of	this	lake	sat	the	Snow	Queen	when	she	was	at	home;	and	then	she	said
she	was	 sitting	 in	 the	Mirror	of	Understanding,	and	 that	 this	was	 the	only	one
and	the	best	thing	in	the	world.



Little	Kay	was	quite	blue,	yes	nearly	black	with	cold;	but	he	did	not	observe	it,
for	she	had	kissed	away	all	 feeling	of	cold	 from	his	body,	and	his	heart	was	a
lump	of	 ice.	He	was	dragging	along	 some	pointed	 flat	pieces	of	 ice,	which	he
laid	together	in	all	possible	ways,	for	he	wanted	to	make	something	with	them;
just	as	we	have	little	flat	pieces	of	wood	to	make	geometrical	figures	with,	called
the	Chinese	Puzzle.	Kay	made	all	sorts	of	figures,	 the	most	complicated,	 for	 it
was	 an	 ice-puzzle	 for	 the	 understanding.	 In	 his	 eyes	 the	 figures	 were
extraordinarily	beautiful,	and	of	the	utmost	importance;	for	the	bit	of	glass	which
was	in	his	eye	caused	this.	He	found	whole	figures	which	represented	a	written
word;	 but	 he	 never	 could	manage	 to	 represent	 just	 the	word	 he	wanted	 -	 that
word	was	 “eternity”;	 and	 the	Snow	Queen	had	 said,	 “If	 you	 can	discover	 that
figure,	you	shall	be	your	own	master,	and	I	will	make	you	a	present	of	the	whole
world	and	a	pair	of	new	skates.”	But	he	could	not	find	it	out.
“I	 am	going	 now	 to	warm	 lands,”	 said	 the	 Snow	Queen.	 “I	must	 have	 a	 look
down	into	the	black	caldrons.”	It	was	the	volcanoes	Vesuvius	and	Etna	that	she
meant.	 “I	will	 just	 give	 them	 a	 coating	 of	white,	 for	 that	 is	 as	 it	 ought	 to	 be;
besides,	it	is	good	for	the	oranges	and	the	grapes.”	And	then	away	she	flew,	and
Kay	sat	quite	alone	in	the	empty	halls	of	ice	that	were	miles	long,	and	looked	at
the	 blocks	 of	 ice,	 and	 thought	 and	 thought	 till	 his	 skull	 was	 almost	 cracked.
There	he	sat	quite	benumbed	and	motionless;	one	would	have	imagined	he	was
frozen	to	death.
Suddenly	little	Gerda	stepped	through	the	great	portal	into	the	palace.	The	gate
was	 formed	 of	 cutting	winds;	 but	Gerda	 repeated	 her	 evening	 prayer,	 and	 the
winds	 were	 laid	 as	 though	 they	 slept;	 and	 the	 little	 maiden	 entered	 the	 vast,
empty,	cold	halls.	There	she	beheld	Kay:	she	recognised	him,	 flew	to	embrace
him,	 and	 cried	 out,	 her	 arms	 firmly	 holding	 him	 the	while,	 “Kay,	 sweet	 little
Kay!	Have	I	then	found	you	at	last?”
But	he	sat	quite	still,	benumbed	and	cold.	Then	little	Gerda	shed	burning	tears;
and	they	fell	on	his	bosom,	they	penetrated	to	his	heart,	they	thawed	the	lumps
of	ice,	and	consumed	the	splinters	of	the	looking-glass;	he	looked	at	her,	and	she
sang	the	hymn:
“The	 rose	 in	 the	 valley	 is	 blooming	 so	 sweet,	 And	 angels	 descend	 there	 the
children	to	greet.”
Hereupon	Kay	burst	into	tears;	he	wept	so	much	that	the	splinter	rolled	out	of	his
eye,	and	he	recognised	her,	and	shouted,	“Gerda,	sweet	little	Gerda!	Where	have
you	been	so	long?	And	where	have	I	been?”	He	looked	round	him.	“How	cold	it
is	 here!”	 said	 he.	 “How	 empty	 and	 cold!”	 And	 he	 held	 fast	 by	 Gerda,	 who
laughed	and	wept	for	joy.	It	was	so	beautiful,	that	even	the	blocks	of	ice	danced
about	for	joy;	and	when	they	were	tired	and	laid	themselves	down,	they	formed
exactly	 the	 letters	which	 the	Snow	Queen	had	 told	him	 to	 find	out;	 so	now	he



was	 his	 own	 master,	 and	 he	 would	 have	 the	 whole	 world	 and	 a	 pair	 of	 new
skates	into	the	bargain.
Gerda	kissed	his	cheeks,	and	they	grew	quite	blooming;	she	kissed	his	eyes,	and
they	shone	 like	her	own;	she	kissed	his	hands	and	feet,	and	he	was	again	well
and	merry.	The	Snow	Queen	might	come	back	as	soon	as	she	liked;	there	stood
his	discharge	written	in	resplendent	masses	of	ice.
They	took	each	other	by	the	hand,	and	wandered	forth	out	of	the	large	hall;	they
talked	of	 their	 old	grandmother,	 and	of	 the	 roses	upon	 the	 roof;	 and	wherever
they	 went,	 the	 winds	 ceased	 raging,	 and	 the	 sun	 burst	 forth.	 And	 when	 they
reached	the	bush	with	the	red	berries,	they	found	the	Reindeer	waiting	for	them.
He	 had	 brought	 another,	 a	 young	 one,	with	 him,	whose	 udder	was	 filled	with
milk,	which	he	gave	 to	 the	 little	 ones,	 and	kissed	 their	 lips.	They	 then	 carried
Kay	and	Gerda	-	first	to	the	Finland	woman,	where	they	warmed	themselves	in
the	warm	room,	and	 learned	what	 they	were	 to	do	on	 their	 journey	home;	and
they	went	 to	 the	 Lapland	woman,	who	made	 some	 new	 clothes	 for	 them	 and
repaired	their	sledges.
The	Reindeer	and	 the	young	hind	 leaped	along	beside	 them,	and	accompanied
them	to	the	boundary	of	the	country.	Here	the	first	vegetation	peeped	forth;	here
Kay	and	Gerda	took	leave	of	the	Lapland	woman.	“Farewell!	Farewell!”	they	all
said.	And	the	first	green	buds	appeared,	the	first	little	birds	began	to	chirrup;	and
out	of	the	wood	came,	riding	on	a	magnificent	horse,	which	Gerda	knew	(it	was
one	of	the	leaders	in	the	golden	carriage),	a	young	damsel	with	a	bright-red	cap
on	her	head,	and	armed	with	pistols.	It	was	the	little	robber	maiden,	who,	tired	of
being	at	home,	had	determined	to	make	a	journey	to	the	north;	and	afterwards	in
another	direction,	if	that	did	not	please	her.	She	recognised	Gerda	immediately,
and	Gerda	knew	her	too.	It	was	a	joyful	meeting.
“You	are	a	fine	fellow	for	tramping	about,”	said	she	to	little	Kay;	“I	should	like
to	know,	faith,	if	you	deserve	that	one	should	run	from	one	end	of	the	world	to
the	other	for	your	sake?”
But	Gerda	patted	her	cheeks,	and	inquired	for	the	Prince	and	Princess.
“They	are	gone	abroad,”	said	the	other.
“But	the	Raven?”	asked	little	Gerda.
“Oh!	The	Raven	is	dead,”	she	answered.	“His	tame	sweetheart	is	a	widow,	and
wears	a	bit	of	black	worsted	round	her	leg;	she	laments	most	piteously,	but	it's
all	 mere	 talk	 and	 stuff!	 Now	 tell	 me	 what	 you've	 been	 doing	 and	 how	 you
managed	to	catch	him.”
And	Gerda	and	Kay	both	told	their	story.
And	 “Schnipp-schnapp-schnurre-basselurre,”	 said	 the	 robber	 maiden;	 and	 she
took	the	hands	of	each,	and	promised	that	if	she	should	some	day	pass	through



the	 town	where	 they	lived,	she	would	come	and	visit	 them;	and	then	away	she
rode.	Kay	and	Gerda	took	each	other's	hand:	it	was	lovely	spring	weather,	with
abundance	 of	 flowers	 and	 of	 verdure.	 The	 church-bells	 rang,	 and	 the	 children
recognised	the	high	towers,	and	the	large	town;	it	was	that	in	which	they	dwelt.
They	 entered	 and	 hastened	 up	 to	 their	 grandmother's	 room,	 where	 everything
was	 standing	 as	 formerly.	 The	 clock	 said	 “tick!	 tack!”	 and	 the	 finger	 moved
round;	 but	 as	 they	 entered,	 they	 remarked	 that	 they	were	 now	 grown	 up.	 The
roses	on	 the	 leads	hung	blooming	 in	at	 the	open	window;	 there	stood	 the	 little
children's	chairs,	and	Kay	and	Gerda	sat	down	on	 them,	holding	each	other	by
the	hand;	they	both	had	forgotten	the	cold	empty	splendour	of	the	Snow	Queen,
as	though	it	had	been	a	dream.	The	grandmother	sat	in	the	bright	sunshine,	and
read	aloud	from	the	Bible:	“Unless	ye	become	as	little	children,	ye	cannot	enter
the	kingdom	of	heaven.”
And	Kay	and	Gerda	looked	in	each	other's	eyes,	and	all	at	once	they	understood
the	old	hymn:
“The	 rose	 in	 the	 valley	 is	 blooming	 so	 sweet,	 And	 angels	 descend	 there	 the
children	to	greet.”
There	 sat	 the	 two	 grown-up	 persons;	 grown-up,	 and	 yet	 children;	 children	 at
least	in	heart;	and	it	was	summer-time;	summer,	glorious	summer!
	



A	BOX	WITH	SOMETHING	PRETTY	IN	IT

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	little	boy	who	was	out	walking	on	the	road,
and	when	he	had	walked	for	a	while	he	found	a	box.
"I	am	sure	 there	must	be	something	pretty	 in	 this	box,"	he	said	 to	himself;	but
however	much	he	turned	it,	and	however	much	he	twisted	it,	he	was	not	able	to
get	it	open.
But	when	he	had	walked	a	bit	farther,	he	found	a	little	tiny	key.	Then	he	got	tired
and	sat	down,	and	all	at	once	he	thought	what	fun	it	would	be	if	the	key	fitted	the
box,	for	 it	had	a	little	keyhole	in	it.	So	he	took	the	little	key	out	of	his	pocket,
and	then	he	blew	first	into	the	pipe	of	the	key,	and	afterwards	into	the	keyhole,
and	then	he	put	the	key	into	the	keyhole	and	turned	it.	"Snap"	it	went	within	the
lock;	and	when	he	tried	the	hasp,	the	box	was	open.
But	can	you	guess	what	there	was	in	the	box?	Why	a	cow’s	tail;	and	if	the	cow’s
tail	had	been	longer,	this	story	would	have	been	longer	too.



THE	THREE	LEMONS

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WERE	three	brothers,	who	had	lost	their	parents;
and	as	they	had	left	nothing	behind	them	on	which	the	lads	could	live,	they	had
to	go	out	into	the	world	to	try	their	luck.	The	two	elder	fitted	themselves	out	as
well	as	they	could;	but	the	youngest,	whom	they	called	Taper	Tom,	because	he
always	sat	in	the	chimney-corner	and	held	tapers	of	pine	wood,	him	they	would
not	have	with	them.
The	two	set	out	early	in	the	grey	dawn;	but,	however	fast	they	went,	or	did	not
go,	Taper	Tom	came	just	as	soon	as	the	others	to	the	king’s	palace.	So	when	they
got	there,	they	asked	for	work.	The	king	said	he	had	nothing	for	them	to	do;	but
as	they	were	so	pressing,	he’d	see	if	he	could	not	find	them	something,	-	 there
must	be	always	something	to	do	in	such	a	big	house.	Yes!	they	might	drive	nails
into	the	wall;	and	when	they	had	done	driving	them	in,	they	might	pull	them	out
again.	 When	 they	 had	 done	 that,	 they	 might	 carry	 wood	 and	 water	 into	 the
kitchen.
Taper	Tom	was	the	handiest	in	driving	nails	into	the	wall	and	in	pulling	them	out
again	and	he	was	the	handiest	also	in	carrying	wood	and	water.	So	his	brothers
were	jealous	of	him,	and	said	he	had	given	out	that	he	was	good	enough	to	get
the	king	the	prettiest	princess	who	was	to	be	found	in	twelve	kingdoms;	for	you
must	know	the	king	had	lost	his	old	dame,	and	was	a	widower.	When	the	king
heard	 that,	 he	 told	Taper	Tom	he	must	do	what	he	had	 said,	or	 else	he	would
make	them	lay	him	on	the	block	and	chop	his	head	off.
Taper	Tom	answered,	he	had	never	said	nor	thought	anything	of	the	kind;	but,	as
the	king	was	so	stern,	he	would	try	what	he	could	do.	So	he	got	him	a	scrip	of
food	over	his	shoulders,	and	set	off	from	the	palace;	but	he	had	not	gone	far	on
the	road	before	he	grew	hungry,	and	wanted	to	taste	the	food	they	had	given	him
when	 he	 set	 out.	 So	 when	 he	 had	 seated	 himself	 to	 rest	 at	 his	 ease,	 under	 a
spruce	by	the	roadside,	up	came	an	old	hag	hobbling,	who	asked	what	he	had	in
his	scrip.
"Salt	meat	and	fresh	meat,"	said	the	lad.	"If	you	are	hungry,	granny,	come	and
take	a	snack	with	me."



Yes!	She	thanked	him,	and	then	she	said,	might	be	she	would	do	him	a	good	turn
herself;	and	away	she	hobbled	through	the	wood.	So	when	Taper	Tom	had	eaten
his	full,	and	had	rested,	he	threw	his	scrip	over	his	shoulder	and	set	off	again;	but
he	had	not	gone	far	before	he	found	a	pipe.	That,	he	thought,	would	be	nice	to
have	with	him	and	play	on	by	the	way;	and	it	was	not	long	before	he	brought	the
sound	out	of	it,	you	may	fancy.	But	then	there	came	about	him	such	a	swarm	of
little	Trolls,	and	each	asked	 the	other	 in	 full	cry,	 "What	has	my	 lord	 to	order?
What	has	my	lord	to	order?"
Taper	Tom	said	he	never	knew	he	was	 lord	over	 them;	but	 if	 he	was	 to	order
anything,	he	wished	 they	would	 fetch	him	 the	prettiest	princess	 to	be	 found	 in
twelve	 kingdoms.	 Yes!	 that	 was	 no	 great	 thing,	 the	 little	 Trolls	 thought;	 they
knew	well	enough	where	she	was,	and	they	could	show	him	the	way,	and	then	he
might	go	and	get	her	for	himself,	for	they	had	no	power	to	touch	her.
Then	 they	showed	him	 the	way,	and	he	got	 to	 the	end	of	his	 journey	well	and
happily.	There	was	not	anyone	who	laid	so	much	as	two	sticks	across	in	his	way.
It	was	a	Troll’s	castle,	and	in	it	sat	three	lovely	princesses;	but	as	soon	as	ever
Taper	Tom	came	 in,	 they	all	 lost	 their	wits	 for	 fear,	 and	 ran	about	 like	 scared
lambs,	and	all	at	once	they	were	turned	into	three	lemons	that	lay	in	the	window.
Taper	Tom	was	so	sorry	and	unhappy	at	that,	he	scarce	knew	which	way	to	turn.
But	when	he	had	thought	a	little,	he	took	and	put	the	lemons	into	his	pocket,	for
he	thought	they	would	be	good	to	have	if	he	got	thirsty	by	the	way,	for	he	had
heard	say	lemons	were	sour.
So	when	he	had	gone	a	bit	of	the	way,	he	got	so	hot	and	thirsty;	water	was	not	to
be	had,	and	he	did	not	know	what	he	should	do	to	quench	his	thirst.	So	he	fell	to
thinking	of	 the	 lemons,	and	 took	one	of	 them	out	and	bit	 a	hole	 in	 it.	But,	 lo!
inside	sat	the	princess	as	far	as	her	armpits,	and	screamed	out,	"Water	-	water!"
Unless	she	got	water,	she	must	die,	she	said.
Yes!	 the	 lad	 ran	 about	 looking	 for	water	 as	 though	 he	were	 a	mad	 thing;	 but
there	was	no	water	to	be	got,	and	all	at	once	the	princess	was	dead.
So	when	 he	 had	 gone	 a	 bit	 further,	 he	 got	 still	 hotter	 and	 thirstier;	 and	 as	 he
could	find	nothing	to	quench	his	thirst,	he	pulled	out	the	second	lemon	and	bit	a
hole	in	it.	Inside	it	was	also	a	princess,	sitting	as	far	as	her	armpits,	and	she	was
still	 lovelier	 than	 the	 first.	She,	 too,	 screamed	for	water,	and	said,	 if	 she	could
not	get	it	she	must	die	outright.	So	Taper	Tom	hunted	under	stone	and	moss,	but
he	could	find	no	water;	and	so	the	end	was	the	second	Princess	died	too.
Taper	Tom	thought	things	got	worse	and	worse,	and	so	it	was,	for	the	farther	he
went	the	hotter	it	got.	The	earth	was	so	dry	and	burnt	up,	there	was	not	a	drop	of
water	 to	 be	 found,	 and	 he	 was	 not	 far	 off	 being	 half	 dead	 of	 thirst.	 He	 kept
himself	as	 long	as	he	could	from	biting	a	hole	 in	 the	lemon	he	still	had,	but	at
last	there	was	no	help	for	it.	So	when	he	had	bitten	the	hole,	there	sat	a	princess



inside	it	also;	she	was	the	loveliest	in	twelve	kingdoms,	and	she	screamed	out	if
she	could	not	get	water	she	must	die	at	once.	So	Taper	Tom	ran	about	hunting
for	water;	and	 this	 time	he	 fell	upon	 the	king’s	miller,	and	he	showed	him	 the
way	to	the	mill-dam.	So	when	he	came	to	the	dam	with	her	and	gave	her	some
water,	she	came	quite	out	of	the	lemon,	and	was	stark	naked.	So	Taper	Tom	had
to	let	her	have	the	wrap	he	had	to	throw	over	her,	and	then	she	hid	herself	up	a
tree	while	he	went	up	to	the	king’s	palace	to	fetch	her	clothes,	and	tell	the	king
how	he	had	got	her,	and,	in	a	word,	told	him	the	whole	story.
But	while	this	was	going	on,	the	cook	came	down	to	the	mill-dam	to	fetch	water;
and	when	she	saw	the	lovely	face	which	played	on	the	water,	she	thought	it	was
her	 own,	 and	 grew	 so	 glad	 she	 fell	 a-dancing	 and	 jumping	 because	 she	 had
grown	so	pretty.
"The	devil	carry	water,"	she	cried,	"since	I	am	so	pretty;"	and	away	she	 threw
the	water-buckets.	But	 in	a	 little	while	she	got	 to	see	 that	 the	 face	 in	 the	mill-
dam	belonged	to	the	princess	who	sat	up	in	the	tree;	and	then	she	got	so	cross,
that	 she	 tore	her	down	 from	 the	 tree,	 and	 threw	her	out	 into	 the	dam.	But	 she
herself	put	on	Taper	Tomes	cloak,	and	crept	up	into	the	tree.
So	when	the	king	came	and	set	eyes	on	the	ugly	swarthy	kitchen-maid,	he	turned
white	and	red;	but	when	he	heard	how	they	said	she	was	the	loveliest	in	twelve
kingdoms,	he	thought	he	could	not	help	believing	there	must	be	something	in	it;
and	besides	he	felt	for	poor	Taper	Tom,	who	had	taken	so	much	pains	to	get	her
for	him.
“She’ll	get	better,	perhaps,	as	 time	goes	on,"	he	 thought,	 "when	she	 is	dressed
smartly,	and	wears	fine	clothes;"	and	so	he	took	her	home	with	him.
Then	 they	 sent	 for	 all	 the	wig-makers	 and	needlewomen,	 and	 she	was	dressed
and	clad	like	a	princess;	but	for	all	they	washed	and	dressed	her,	she	was	still	as
ugly	and	black	as	ever.
After	a	while	the	kitchen-maid	was	to	go	to	the	dam	to	fetch	water,	and	then	she
caught	a	great	silver	fish	in	her	bucket.	She	bore	it	up	to	the	palace,	and	showed
it	to	the	king,	and	he	thought	it	grand	and	fine;	but	the	ugly	princess	said	it	was
some	witchcraft,	and	they	must	burn	it,	for	she	soon	saw	what	it	was.	Well!	the
fish	was	burnt,	and	next	morning	they	found	a	lump	of	silver	in	the	ashes.	So	the
cook	 came	 and	 told	 it	 to	 the	 king,	 and	 he	 thought	 it	 passing	 strange;	 but	 the
princess	said	it	was	all	witchcraft,	and	bade	them	bury	it	in	the	dung-heap.	The
king	was	much	against	it;	but	she	left	him	neither	rest	nor	peace,	and	so	he	said
at	last	they	might	do	it.
But	lo!	next	day	stood	a	tall	lovely	linden	tree	on	the	spot	where	they	had	buried
the	lump	of	silver,	and	that	linden	had	leaves	which	gleamed	like	silver.	So	when
they	told	the	king	that,	he	thought	it	passing	strange;	but	the	princess	said	it	was
nothing	but	witchcraft,	and	they	must	cut	down	the	linden	at	once.	The	king	was



against	that;	but	the	princess	plagued	him	so	long	that	at	last	he	had	to	give	way
to	her	in	this	also.
But	 lo!	when	 the	 lasses	went	 out	 to	 gather	 the	 chips	 of	 the	 linden	 to	 light	 the
fires,	they	were	pure	silver.
"It	isn’t	worthwhile,"	one	of	them	said,	"to	say	anything	about	this	to	the	king	or
the	princess,	or	else	they,	too,	will	be	burnt	and	melted.	It	is	better	to	hide	them
in	our	drawers.	They	will	be	good	to	have	when	a	lover	comes,	and	we	are	going
to	marry."
Yes!	They	were	all	of	one	mind	as	to	that;	but	when	they	had	borne	the	chips	a
while,	they	grew	so	fearfully	heavy	that	they	could	not	help	looking	to	see	what
it	was;	and	then	they	found	the	chips	had	been	changed	into	a	child,	and	it	was
not	long	before	it	grew	into	the	loveliest	princess	you	ever	set	eyes	on.
The	lasses	could	see	very	well	that	something	wrong	lay	under	all	this.	So	they
got	 her	 clothes,	 and	 flew	 off	 to	 find	 the	 lad,	 who	 was	 to	 fetch	 the	 loveliest
princess	in	twelve	kingdoms,	and	told	him	their	story.
So	when	Taper	Tom	came,	the	princess	told	him	her	story,	and	how	the	cook	had
come	and	torn	her	from	the	tree	and	thrown	her	into	the	dam;	and	how	she	had
been	the	silver	fish,	and	the	silver	lump,	and	the	linden,	and	the	chips,	and	how
she	was	the	true	princess.
It	was	not	so	easy	to	get	the	king’s	ear,	for	the	ugly	black	cook	hung	over	him
early	and	 late;	but	at	 last	 they	made	out	a	 story,	 and	 said	 that	 a	challenge	had
come	from	a	neighbour	king,	and	so	they	got	him	out;	and	when	he	came	to	see
the	lovely	princess,	he	was	so	taken	with	her,	he	was	for	holding	the	bridal	feast
on	the	spot;	and	when	he	heard	how	badly	the	ugly	black	cook	had	behaved	to
her,	 he	 said	 they	 should	 take	 her	 and	 roll	 her	 downhill	 in	 a	 cask	 full	 of	 nails.
Then	they	kept	the	bridal	feast	at	such	a	rate	that	it	was	heard	and	talked	of	over
twelve	kingdoms.
	



THE	PRIEST	AND	THE	CLERK

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	 ON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 WAS	 a	 priest,	 who	 was	 such	 a	 bully,	 that	 he
bawled	 out,	 ever	 so	 far	 off,	 whenever	 he	 met	 anyone	 driving	 on	 the	 king’s
highway,	"Out	of	the	way,	out	of	the	way!	Here	comes	the	priest!"
One	day	when	he	was	driving	along	and	behaving	so,	he	met	the	king	himself.
"Out	of	the	way,	out	of	the	way,"	he	bawled	a	long	way	off.	But	the	king	drove
on	 and	 kept	 his	 own;	 so	 that	 time	 it	was	 the	 priest	who	 had	 to	 turn	 his	 horse
aside,	 and	 when	 the	 king	 came	 alongside	 him,	 he	 said,	 "Tomorrow	 you	 shall
come	to	me	to	the	palace,	and	if	you	can’t	answer	three	questions	which	I	will
set	you,	you	shall	lose	hood	and	gown	for	your	pride’s	sake."
This	was	 something	 else	 than	 the	priest	was	wont	 to	hear.	He	 could	bawl	 and
bully,	shout,	and	behave	worse	than	badly.	All	THAT	he	could	do,	but	question
and	answer	was	out	of	his	power.	So	he	set	off	to	the	clerk	who	was	said	to	be
better	in	a	gown	than	the	priest	himself,	and	told	him	he	had	no	mind	to	go	to	the
king.
"For	one	fool	can	ask	more	than	ten	wise	men	can	answer;"	and	the	end	was,	he
got	the	clerk	to	go	in	his	stead.
Yes!	The	 clerk	 set	 off,	 and	 came	 to	 the	palace	 in	 the	priest’s	gown	and	hood.
There	 the	 king	met	 him	 out	 in	 the	 porch	with	 crown	 and	 sceptre,	 and	was	 so
grand	it	glittered	and	gleamed	from	him.
"Well!	Are	you	there?"	said	the	king.
Yes;	he	was	there,	sure	enough.
"Tell	me	first,"	said	the	king;	"how	far	the	east	is	from	the	west?"
"Just	a	day’s	journey,"	said	the	clerk.
"How	is	that?"	asked	the	king.
"Don’t	you	know,"	said	the	clerk,	"that	 the	sun	rises	 in	 the	east	and	sets	 in	 the
west,	and	he	does	it	just	nicely	in	one	day."
"Very	well!"	said	the	king;	"but	tell	me	now	what	you	think	I	am	worth,	as	you



see	me	stand	here?"
"Well,"	said	the	clerk;	"Our	Lord	was	valued	at	thirty	pieces	of	silver,	so	I	don’t
think	I	can	set	your	price	higher	than	twenty-nine."
"All	very	fine!"	said	the	king;	"but	as	you	are	so	wise,	perhaps	you	can	tell	me
what	I	am	thinking	about	now?"
"Oh!"	said	the	clerk;	"you	are	thinking	it’s	the	priest	who	stands	before	you,	but
so	help	me,	if	you	don’t	think	wrong,	for	I	am	the	clerk."
"Be	off	home	with	you,"	said	the	king,	"and	be	you	priest,	and	let	him	be	clerk,"
and	so	it	was.
	



FRIENDS	IN	LIFE	AND	DEATH

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	 ON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 WERE	 two	 young	 men	 who	 were	 such	 great
friends	 that	 they	 swore	 to	 one	 another	 they	would	 never	 part,	 either	 in	 life	 or
death.	One	of	them	died	before	he	was	at	all	old,	and	a	little	while	after	the	other
wooed	a	 farmer’s	daughter,	 and	was	 to	be	married	 to	her.	So	when	 they	were
bidding	guests	 to	 the	wedding	 the	 bridegroom	went	 himself	 to	 the	 churchyard
where	his	friend	lay,	and	knocked	at	his	grave,	and	called	him	by	name.	No!	he
neither	answered	nor	came.	He	knocked	again,	and	he	called	again,	but	no	one
came.	A	third	time	he	knocked	louder	and	called	louder	to	him,	to	come	that	he
might	talk	to	him.	So,	after	a	long,	long	time,	he	heard	a	rustling,	and	at	last	the
dead	man	came	up	out	of	the	grave.
"It	was	well	you	came	at	 last,"	 said	 the	bridegroom,	"for	 I	have	been	standing
here	ever	so	long,	knocking	and	calling	for	you."
"I	was	a	long	way	off,"	said	the	dead	man,	"so	that	I	didn't	quite	hear	you	till	the
last	time	you	called."
"All	right,"	said	the	bridegroom;	"but	I	am	going	to	stand	bridegroom	today,	and
you	mind	well,	I	dare	say,	what	we	used	to	talk	about,	and	how	we	were	to	stand
by	each	other	at	our	weddings	as	best	man."
"I	mind	 it	well,"	 said	 the	dead	man,	 "but	you	must	wait	 a	bit	 till	 I	have	made
myself	a	little	smart;	and,	after	all,	no	one	can	say	I	have	on	a	wedding	garment."
The	 lad	was	 hard	 put	 to	 it	 for	 time,	 for	 he	was	 overdue	 at	 home	 to	meet	 the
guests,	and	it	was	all	but	time	to	go	to	church;	but	still	he	had	to	wait	awhile	and
let	the	dead	man	go	into	a	room	by	himself,	as	he	begged,	so	that	he	might	brush
himself	up	a	bit,	and	come	smart	to	church	like	the	rest,	for,	of	course,	he	was	to
go	with	the	bridal	train	to	church.
Yes!	 the	 dead	man	went	with	 him	both	 to	 church	 and	 from	 church,	 but	when
they	 had	 got	 so	 far	 on	 with	 the	 wedding	 that	 they	 had	 taken	 off	 the	 bride’s
crown,	he	said	he	must	go.	So,	for	old	friendship’s	sake,	the	bridegroom	said	he
would	go	with	him	to	the	grave	again.	And	as	they	walked	to	the	churchyard	the
bridegroom	asked	his	friend	 if	he	had	seen	much	that	was	wonderful,	or	heard



anything	that	was	pleasant	to	know.
"Yes!	 that	 I	 have,"	 said	 the	 dead	 man.	 "I	 have	 seen	 much,	 and	 heard	 many
strange	things."
"That	must	be	fine	to	see,"	said	the	bridegroom.	"Do	you	know	I	have	a	mind	to
go	along	with	you,	and	see	all	that	with	my	own	eyes."
"You	are	quite	welcome,"	said	the	dead	man;	"but	it	may	chance	that	you	may	be
away	some	time."
"So	 it	might,"	said	 the	bridegroom;	but	 for	all	 that	he	would	go	down	 into	 the
grave.
But	 before	 they	 went	 down	 the	 dead	 man	 took	 and	 cut	 up	 a	 turf	 out	 of	 the
graveyard	and	put	 it	on	the	young	man’s	head.	Down	and	down	they	went,	far
and	far	away,	through	dark,	silent	wastes,	across	wood,	and	moor,	and	bog,	till
they	came	to	a	great,	heavy	gate,	which	opened	to	them	as	soon	as	the	dead	man
touched	it.	Inside	it	began	to	grow	lighter,	first	as	though	it	were	moonshine,	and
the	further	they	went	the	lighter	it	got.	At	last	they	got	to	a	spot	where	there	were
such	green	hills,	knee-deep	in	grass,	and	on	them	fed	a	large	herd	of	kine,	who
grazed	as	 they	went;	but	 for	all	 they	ate	 those	kine	 looked	poor,	 and	 thin,	and
wretched.
"What’s	all	this?"	said	the	lad	who	had	been	bridegroom;	"why	are	they	so	thin,
and	in	such	bad	case,	 though	they	eat,	every	one	of	 them,	as	 though	they	were
well	paid	to	eat?"
"This	 is	a	 likeness	of	 those	who	never	can	have	enough,	 though	 they	 rake	and
scrape	it	together	ever	so	much,"	said	the	dead	man.
So	 they	 journeyed	 on	 far	 and	 farther	 than	 far,	 till	 they	 came	 to	 some	 hill
pastures,	where	there	was	naught	but	bare	rocks	and	stones,	with	here	and	there	a
blade	of	grass.	Here	was	grazing	another	herd	of	kine,	which	were	so	sleek,	and
fat,	and	smooth	that	their	coats	shone	again.
"What	are	these,"	asked	the	bridegroom,	"who	have	so	little	to	live	on,	and	yet
are	in	such	good	plight?	I	wonder	what	they	can	be."
"This,"	said	the	dead	man,	"is	a	likeness	of	those	who	are	content	with	the	little
they	have,	however	poor	it	be."
So	they	went	farther	and	farther	on	till	they	came	to	a	great	lake,	and	it	and	all
about	it	was	so	bright	and	shining	that	the	bridegroom	could	scarce	bear	to	look
at	it	-	it	was	so	dazzling.
"Now,	you	must	sit	down	here,"	said	the	dead	man,	"till	I	come	back.	I	shall	be
away	a	little	while."
With	 that	he	 set	off,	 and	 the	bridegroom	sat	down,	 and	as	he	 sat	 sleep	 fell	 on



him,	and	he	forgot	everything	in	sweet	deep	slumber.	After	a	while	the	dead	man
came	back.
"It	was	good	of	you	to	sit	still	here,	so	that	I	could	find	you	again."
But	when	 the	bridegroom	 tried	 to	get	up	he	was	all	overgrown	with	moss	and
bushes,	so	that	he	found	himself	sitting	in	a	thicket	of	thorns	and	brambles.
So	when	he	had	made	his	way	out	of	it	they	journeyed	back	again,	and	the	dead
man	led	him	by	the	same	way	to	the	brink	of	the	grave.	There	they	parted	and
said	farewell,	and	as	soon	as	the	bridegroom	got	out	of	the	grave	he	went	straight
home	to	the	house	where	the	wedding	was.
But	when	he	got	where	he	thought	 the	house	stood,	he	could	not	find	his	way.
Then	he	looked	about	on	all	sides,	and	asked	anyone	he	met,	but	he	could	neither
hear	nor	learn	anything	of	the	bride,	or	the	wedding,	or	his	kindred,	or	his	father
and	mother;	nay,	he	could	not	so	much	as	find	anyone	whom	he	knew.	And	all
he	met	wondered	 at	 the	 strange	 shape,	who	went	 about	 and	 looked	 for	 all	 the
world	like	a	scarecrow.
Well!	as	he	could	find	no	one	he	knew,	he	made	his	way	to	the	priest,	and	told
him	 of	 his	 kinsmen	 and	 all	 that	 had	 happened	 up	 to	 the	 time	 he	 stood
bridegroom,	 and	 how	he	 had	 gone	 away	 in	 the	midst	 of	 his	wedding.	But	 the
priest	 knew	nothing	 at	 all	 about	 it	 at	 first;	 but	when	 he	 had	 hunted	 in	 his	 old
registers	he	found	out	that	the	marriage	he	spoke	of	had	happened	a	long,	long
time	ago,	and	that	all	the	folk	he	talked	of	had	lived	four	hundred	years	before.
In	that	time	there	had	grown	up	a	great	stout	oak	in	the	priest’s	yard,	and	when
he	saw	it	he	clambered	up	 into	 it,	 that	he	might	 look	about	him.	But	 the	grey-
beard	who	 had	 sat	 in	Heaven	 and	 slumbered	 for	 four	 hundred	 years,	 and	 had
now	at	last	come	back,	did	not	come	down	from	the	oak	as	well	as	he	went	up.
He	was	stiff	and	gouty,	as	was	likely	enough;	and	so	when	he	was	coming	down
he	made	a	false	step,	fell	down,	broke	his	neck,	and	that	was	the	end	of	him.
	



THE	FATHER	OF	THE	FAMILY

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	man	who	was	out	on	a	journey;	so	at	last	he
came	to	a	big	and	a	fine	farm,	and	there	was	a	house	so	grand	that	it	might	well
have	been	a	little	palace.
“Here	it	would	be	good	to	get	leave	to	spend	the	night,"	said	the	man	to	himself,
as	he	went	inside	the	gate.	Hard	by	stood	an	old	man	with	grey	hair	and	beard,
who	was	hewing	wood.
"Good	 evening,	 father,"	 said	 the	 wayfarer.	 "Can	 I	 have	 house-room	 here
tonight?"
"I’m	not	father	in	the	house,"	said	the	grey-beard.	"Go	into	the	kitchen,	and	talk
to	my	father."
The	wayfarer	went	into	the	kitchen,	and	there	he	met	a	man	who	was	still	older,
and	he	lay	on	his	knees	before	the	hearth,	and	was	blowing	up	the	fire.
"Good	evening,	father,"	said	the	wayfarer.	"Can	I	get	house-room	tonight?"
I’m	not	father	in	the	house,"	said	the	old	man;	"but	go	in	and	talk	to	my	father.
You’ll	find	him	sitting	at	the	table	in	the	parlour."
So	the	wayfarer	went	into	the	parlour,	and	talked	to	him	who	sat	at	the	table.	He
was	much	 older	 than	 either	 of	 the	 other	 two,	 and	 there	 he	 sat,	 with	 his	 teeth
chattering,	 and	 shivered	 and	 shook,	 and	 read	 out	 of	 a	 big	 book,	 almost	 like	 a
little	child.
"Good	evening,	father,"	said	the	man.	"Will	you	let	me	have	house-room	here	to-
night?"
"I’m	 not	 father	 in	 the	 house,"	 said	 the	man	who	 sat	 at	 the	 table,	whose	 teeth
chattered,	and	who	shivered	and	shook;	"but	speak	to	my	father	yonder	-	he	who
sits	on	the	bench."
So	 the	wayfarer	went	 to	 him	who	 sat	 on	 the	 bench,	 and	 he	was	 trying	 to	 fill
himself	 a	 pipe	 of	 tobacco;	 but	 he	was	 so	withered	 up	 and	 his	 hands	 shook	 so
with	the	palsy	that	he	could	scarce	hold	the	pipe.



"Good	evening,	father,"	said	the	wayfarer	again.	"Can	I	get	house-room	here	to-
night?"
"I’m	 not	 father	 in	 the	 house,"	 said	 the	 old	withered	 fellow;	 "but	 speak	 to	my
father,	who	lies	in	bed	yonder."
So	the	wayfarer	went	to	the	bed,	and	there	lay	an	old,	old	man,	who	but	for	his
pair	of	big	staring	eyes	scarcely	looked	alive.
"Good	evening,	father,"	said	the	wayfarer.	"Can	I	get	house-room	here	to-night?"
"I’m	not	father	 in	 the	house,"	said	 the	old	carle	with	 the	big	eyes;	"but	go	and
speak	to	my	father,	who	lies	yonder	in	the	cradle."
Yes,	the	wayfarer	went	to	the	cradle,	and	there	lay	a	carle	as	old	as	the	hills,	so
withered	and	shrivelled	he	was	no	bigger	than	a	baby,	and	it	was	hard	to	tell	that
there	was	any	life	in	him,	except	that	there	was	a	sound	of	breathing	every	now
and	then	in	his	throat.
"Good	 evening,	 father,"	 said	 the	 wayfarer.	 "May	 I	 have	 house-room	 here	 to-
night?"
It	was	long	before	he	got	an	answer,	and	still	longer	before	the	carle	brought	it
out;	but	the	end	was	he	said,	as	all	the	rest,	that	he	was	not	father	in	the	house.
"But	go,"	said	he,	"and	speak	 to	my	father	-	you’ll	 find	him	hanging	up	 in	 the
horn	yonder	against	the	wall."
So	the	wayfarer	stared	about	round	the	walls,	and	at	last	he	caught	sight	of	the
horn;	but	when	he	looked	for	him	who	hung	in	it	he	looked	more	like	a	film	of
ashes	 that	had	 the	 likeness	of	a	man’s	 face.	Then	he	was	so	 frightened	 that	he
screamed	out,	"Good	evening,	father!	will	you	let	me	have	house-room	here	to-
night?"
Then	a	chirping	came	out	of	the	horn	like	a	little	tom-tit,	and	it	was-all	he	could
do	to	make	out	that	the	chirping	meant,	"Yes,	my	Child."
And	now	a	table	came	in	which	was	covered	with	the	costliest	dishes,	and	with
ale	and	brandy;	and	when	he	had	eaten	and	drank	there	came	in	a	good	bed,	with
reindeer	skins;	and	the	wayfarer	was	so	very	glad	because	he	had	at	 last	found
the	right	father	in	the	house.
	



THREE	YEARS	WITHOUT	WAGES

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
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ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	poor	householder,	who	had	an	only	son,	but
he	was	so	 lazy	and	unhandy,	 this	son,	 that	he	would	neither	mix	with	folk	nor
turn	his	hand	to	anything	in	 the	world.	So	the	father	said,	"If	 I’m	not	 to	go	on
forever	feeding	this	long	lazy	fellow,	I	must	pack	him	off	a	long	way,	where	no
one	knows	him.	If	he	runs	away	then	it	won’t	be	so	easy	for	him	to	come	home."
Yes!	the	man	took	his	son	with	him,	and	went	about	far	and	wide	offering	him	as
a	serving	man;	but	there	was	no	one	who	would	have	him.
So	last	of	all	they	came	to	a	rich	man,	of	whom	the	story	went	that	he	turned	a
penny	 over	 seven	 times	 before	 he	 let	 it	 go.	 He	 was	 to	 take	 the	 lad	 as	 a
ploughboy,	and	there	he	was	to	serve	three	years	without	wages.	But	when	the
three	years	were	over	the	man	was	to	go	to	the	town	two	mornings,	and	buy	the
first	 thing	 he	 met	 that	 was	 for	 sale,	 but	 the	 third	 morning	 the	 lad	 was	 to	 go
himself	to	the	town,	and	buy	the	first	thing	he	met,	and	these	three	things	he	was
to	have	instead	of	wages.
Well!	the	lad	served	his	three	years	out,	and	behaved	better	than	anyone	would
have	 believed.	He	was	 not	 the	 best	 ploughboy	 in	 the	world,	 sure	 enough;	 but
then	his	master	was	not	of	the	best	sort	either,	for	he	let	him	go	the	whole	time
with	 the	 same	clothes	he	had	when	he	came,	 so	 that	 at	 last	 they	were	nothing
else	but	patch	on	patch	and	mend	on	mend.	Now,	when	the	man	was	to	set	off
and	buy	he	was	up	and	away	at	cockcrow,	long	before	dawn.
"Dear	wares	must	be	seen	by	daylight,"	he	said,	"they	are	not	to	be	found	on	the
road	to	town	so	early.	Still,	they	may	be	dear	enough,	for	after	all	it’s	all	risk	and
chance	what	I	find."
Well!	 the	 first	person	he	 found	 in	 the	 street	was	an	old	hag,	 and	 she	carried	a
basket	with	a	cover.
"Good	day,	granny,"	said	the	man.
"Good	day	to	you,	father,"	said	the	old	hag.
"What	have	you	got	in	your	basket?"	asked	the	man.



"Do	you	mean	business?"	said	the	old	hag.
"Yes,	I	do,	for	I	was	to	buy	the	first	thing	I	met."
"Well,	if	you	want	to	know	you	had	better	buy	it,"	said	the	old	hag.
"But	what	does	it	cost?"	asked	the	man.
Yes!	she	must	have	fourpence.
The	man	 thought	 that	no	 such	very	high	price	 after	 all.	He	couldn’t	do	better,
and	lifted	the	lid,	and	it	was	a	puppy	that	lay	in	the	basket.
When	 the	man	came	home	from	his	 trip	 to	 town	 the	 lad	stood	out	 in	 the	yard,
and	wondered	what	he	should	get	for	his	wages	for	the	first	year.
"So	soon	home,	master?"	said	the	lad.
Yes,	he	was.
"What	was	it	you	bought?"	he	asked.
"What	I	bought,"	said	the	man,	"was	not	worth	much.	I	scarcely	know	if	I	ought
to	show	it;	but	I	bought	the	first	thing	that	was	to	be	had,	and	it	was	a	puppy."
"Now,	thank	you	so	much,"	said	the	lad.	"I	have	always	been	so	fond	of	dogs."
Next	morning	things	went	no	better.	The	man	was	up	at	dawn	again,	and	he	had
not	got	well	into	the	town	before	he	saw	the	old	hag	with	her	basket.
"Good	day,	granny,"	he	said.
"Good	day	to	you,	sir,"	she	said.
"What	have	you	got	in	your	basket	today?"	asked	the	man.
"If	you	wish	to	know	you	had	better	buy	it,"	said	the	old	hag.
"What	does	it	cost?"	asked	the	man.
"Yes!	she	must	have	fourpence;	she	never	had	more	than	one	price,"	she	said.
So	 the	man	 said	 he	would	 take	 it;	 it	would	 be	 hard	 to	 find	 anything	 cheaper.
When	he	lifted	the	lid	this	time	there	lay	a	kitten	in	it.
When	he	got	home	the	lad	stood	out	in	the	yard,	waiting	and	wondering	what	he
should	get	for	his	wages	the	second	year.
"Is	that	you,	master?"	he	said.
Yes,	there	he	was.
"What	did	you	buy	today	now?"	asked	the	lad.
"Oh!	it	was	worse,	and	no	better,"	said	the	man;	"but	it	was	just	as	we	bargained.
I	bought	the	first	thing	I	met,	and	it	was	nothing	else	than	this	kitten."
"You	could	not	have	met	anything	better,"	said	the	lad;	"I	have	been	as	fond	of



cats	all	my	life	as	of	dogs."
"Well,"	thought	the	man,	"I	did	not	get	so	badly	out	of	that	after	all;	but	there’s
another	day	to	come,	when	he	is	to	go	to	town	himself."
The	 third	morning	 the	 lad	 set	 off,	 and	 just	 as	he	got	 into	 the	 town	he	met	 the
same	old	hag	with	her	basket	on	her	arm.
"Good	morning,	granny!"	said	the	lad.
"Good	morning	to	you,	my	son,"	said	the	old	hag.
"What	have	you	got	in	your	basket?"
"If	you	want	to	know	you	had	better	buy	it,"	said	the	old	hag.
"Will	you	 sell	 it	 then?"	asked	 the	 lad.	Yes,	 she	would;	 and	 fourpence	was	her
price.
"That	was	cheap	enough,"	said	the	lad,	"and	he	would	have	it,	for	he	was	to	buy
the	first	thing	he	met."
"Now	you	may	 take	 it,	 basket	 and	 all,"	 said	 the	old	hag;	 "but	mind	you	don’t
look	inside	it	before	you	get	home.	Do	you	hear	what	I	say?"
"Nay,	nay,	never	fear,	he	wouldn’t	look	inside	it;	was	it	likely?"	But	for	all	that
he	walked	and	wondered	what	there	could	be	inside	the	basket,	and	whether	he
would	or	no	he	could	not	help	just	lifting	the	lid	and	peeping	in.	In	the	twinkling
of	an	eye	out	popped	a	little	lizard,	and	ran	away	so	fast	along	the	street	that	the
air	whistled	after	it.	There	was	nothing	else	in	the	basket.
"Nay!	 nay!"	 cried	 the	 lad,	 "stop	 a	 bit,	 and	don’t	 run	off	 so.	You	know	 I	 have
bought	you."
"Stick	me	in	the	tail	-	stick	me	in	the	tail!"	bawled	the	lizard.
Well,	the	lad	was	not	slow	in	running	after	it	and	sticking	his	knife	into	its	tail
just	as	it	was	crawling	into	a	hole	in	the	wall,	and	that	very	minute	it	was	turned
into	a	young	man	as	fine	and	handsome	as	the	grandest	prince,	and	a	prince	he
was	indeed.
"Now	you	have	saved	me,"	said	the	prince,	"for	that	old	hag	with	whom	you	and
your	master	have	dealt	is	a	witch,	and	me	she	has	changed	into	a	lizard,	and	my
brother	and	sister	into	a	puppy	and	kitten."
"A	pretty	story!"	said	the	lad.
"Yes,"	said	the	prince;	"and	now	she	was	on	her	way	to	cast	us	into	the	fjord	and
kill	us;	but	if	anyone	came	and	wanted	to	buy	us	she	must	sell	us	for	fourpence
each;	that	was	settled,	and	that	was	all	my	father	could	do.	Now	you	must	come
home	to	him	and	get	the	meed	for	what	you	have	done."
"I	dare	say,"	said	the	lad,	"it’s	a	long	way	off?"



"Oh,"	 said	 the	 prince,	 "not	 so	 far	 after	 all.	 There	 it	 is	 yonder,"	 he	 said,	 as	 he
pointed	to	a	great	hill	in	the	distance.
So	they	set	off	as	fast	as	they	could,	but	as	was	to	be	weaned	it	was	farther	off
than	it	looked,	and	so	they	did	not	reach	the	hill	till	far	on	in	the	night.
Then	the	prince	began	to	knock	and	knock.
"WHO	 IS	THAT,"	 said	 someone	 inside	 the	hill,	 "that	 knocks	 at	my	door,	 and
spoils	my	rest?"	and	that	someone	was	so	loud	of	speech	that	the	earth	quaked.
"Oh!	open	the	door,	father,	there’s	a	dear,"	said	the	prince.	"It	is	your	son	who
has	come	home	again."
Yes!	he	opened	the	door	fast	and	well.
"I	almost	thought	you	lay	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea,"	said	the	grey-beard.	"But	you
are	not	alone,	I	see,"	he	said.
"This	is	the	lad	who	saved	me,"	said	the	prince.	"I	have	asked	him	here	that	you
may	give	him	his	meed."
Yes,	he	would	see	to	that,	said	the	old	fellow.
"But	now	you	must	step	in,"	he	said,	"I	am	sure	you	have	need	of	rest.
Yes!	they	went	in	and	sat	down,	and	the	old	man	threw	on	the	fire	an	armful	of
dry	fuel	and	one	or	two	logs,	so	that	the	fire	blazed	up	and	shone	as	clear	as	the
day	in	every	corner,	and	whichever	way	they	looked	it	was	grander	than	grand.
Anything	like	 it	 the	 lad	had	never	seen	before,	and	such	meat	and	drink	as	 the
grey-beard	 set	 before	 them	 he	 had	 never	 tasted	 either;	 and	 all	 the	 plates,	 and
cups,	and	stoops,	and	tankards	were	all	of	pure	silver	or	real	gold.
It	 was	 not	 easy	 to	 stop	 the	 lads.	 They	 ate	 and	 drank	 and	 were	 merry,	 and
afterwards	 they	 slept	 till	 far	on	next	morning.	But	 the	 lad	was	 scarcely	 awake
before	the	grey-beard	came	with	a	morning	draught	in	a	tumbler	of	gold.
So	when	he	had	huddled	on	his	clothes	and	broken	his	fast,	the	old	man	took	him
round	with	him	and	showed	him	everything	that	he	might	choose	something	that
he	would	like	to	have	as	his	meed	for	saving	his	son.	There	was	much	to	see	and
to	choose	from	you	may	fancy.
"Now	what	will	you	have?"	said	the	king;	"you	see	there	is	plenty	of	choice,	you
can	have	what	you	please."
But	 the	 lad	said,	he	would	 think	 it	over	and	ask	 the	prince.	Yes!	 the	king	was
willing	he	should	do	that.
"Well!"	said	the	prince,	"you	have	seen	many	grand	things."
"Yes,	I	have,	as	was	likely,"	said	the	lad;	"but	tell	me,	what	shall	I	choose	of	all
the	wealth.	Do	tell	me,	for	your	father	says	I	may	choose	what	I	please."



"Do	not	take	anything	of	all	you	have	seen,"	said	the	prince;	"but	he	has	a	little
ring	on	his	finger,	that	you	must	ask	for."
Yes!	he	did	so,	and	begged	for	the	little	ring	which	he	had	on	his	finger.
"Why!	it	is	the	dearest	thing	I	have,"	said	the	king;	"but,	after	all,	my	son	is	just
as	dear	and	so	you	shall	have	it	all	the	same.	Do	you	know	now	what	it	is	good
for?"
No!	he	knew	nothing	about	it.
"When	you	have	this	ring	on	your	finger,"	said	the	king,	"you	can	have	anything
you	wish	for.
So	 the	 lad	 thanked	 the	king,	 and	 the	king	and	 the	prince	bade	him	God	 speed
home,	and	told	him	to	be	sure	and	take	care	of	the	ring.
So	he	had	not	gone	far	on	his	way	before	he	thought	he	would	prove	what	 the
ring	 was	 worth,	 and	 so	 he	 wished	 himself	 a	 new	 suit	 of	 clothes,	 and	 he	 had
scarce	wished	for	 them	before	he	had	 them	on	him.	And	now	he	was	as	grand
and	bright	as	a	new-struck	penny.	So	he	thought	it	would	be	fine	fun	to	play	his
father	a	trick.
"He	was	not	so	very	nice	all	the	time	I	was	at	home;"	and	so	he	wished	he	was
standing	before	his	father’s	door,	just	as	ragged	as	he	was	of	old,	and	in	a	second
he	stood	at	the	door.
"Good	day,	father,	and	thank	you	for	our	last	meal,"	said	the	lad.
But	when	 the	 father	 saw	 that	he	had	come	back	 still	more	 ragged	and	 tattered
than	when	he	set	out,	he	began	to	bellow	and	to	bemoan	himself.
"There’s	no	helping	you,"	he	said.	"You	have	not	so	much	as	earned	clothes	to
your	back	all	the	time	you	have	been	away."
"Don’t	be	in	such	a	way,	father,"	said	the	lad,	"you	ought	never	to	judge	a	man
by	his	clothes;	and	now	you	shall	be	my	spokesman,	and	go	up	to	the	palace	and
woo	the	king’s	daughter	for	me."	That	was	what	the	lad	said.
"Oh,	fie,	fie,"	said	the	father,	"this	is	only	gibing	and	jeering."
But	the	lad	said	it	was	the	right	down	earnest,	and	so	he	took	a	birch	cudgel	and
drove	his	father	up	to	the	gate	of	the	palace,	and	there	he	came	hobbling	right	up
to	the	king	with	his	eyes	full	of	tears.
"Now,	 now!"	 said	 the	 king,	 "what’s	 the	matter	my	man.	 If	 you	 have	 suffered
wrong,	I	will	see	you	righted."
No,	it	wasn’t	that,	he	said,	but	he	had	a	son	who	had	brought	him	great	sorrow,
for	he	could	never	make	a	man	of	him,	and	now	he	must	say	he	had	gone	clean
out	of	 the	 little	wit	he	had	before,	and	 then	he	went	on,	 						"For	 now	 he	 has
hunted	me	up	to	the	palace	gate	with	a	big	birch	cudgel,	and	forced	me	to	ask	for



the	king’s	daughter	to	wife."
"Hold	your	tongue,	my	man,"	said	the	king;	"and	as	for	this	son	of	yours,	go	and
ask	him	to	come	here	indoors	to	me,	and	then	we	will	see	what	to	make	of	him."
So	the	lad	ran	in	before	the	king	till	his	rags	fluttered	behind	him.
"Am	I	to	have	your	daughter?"
"That	was	just	what	we	were	to	talk	about,"	said	the	king;	"perhaps	she	mayn’t
suit	you,	and	perhaps	you	mayn’t	suit	her	either."
"That	was	very	likely!"	said	the	lad.
Now	you	must	know	there	had	just	come	a	big	ship	from	over	the	sea,	and	she
could	be	seen	from	the	palace	windows.
"All	the	same!"	said	the	King.	"If	you	are	good	to	make	a	ship	in	an	hour	or	two
like	that	lying	yonder	in	the	fjord	and	looking	so	brave,	you	may	perhaps	have
her."	That	was	what	the	king	said.
"Nothing	worse	than	that!"	said	the	lad.
So	he	went	down	to	the	strand	and	sat	down	on	a	sandhill,	and	when	he	had	sat
there	long	enough,	he	wished	that	a	ship	might	be	out	on	the	fjord	fully	furnished
with	masts,	and	sails	and	rigging,	the	very	match	of	that	which	lay	there	already.
And	as	he	wished	for	it	there	it	lay,	and	when	the	king	saw	there	were	two	ships
for	one,	he	came	down	to	the	strand	to	see	the	rights	of	it,	and	there	he	saw	the
lad	standing	out	in	a	boat	with	a	brush	in	his	hand	as	though	he	were	painting	out
spots	 and	making	 blisters	 in	 the	 paint	 good	 -	 but	 as	 soon	 as	 he	 saw	 the	 king
down	on	 the	 shore	he	 threw	away	 the	brush	and	said,	 "Now	 the	 ship	 is	 ready,
may	I	have	your	daughter?"
"This	 is	 all	 very	 well,"	 said	 the	 king,	 "but	 you	 try	 your	 hand	 at	 another
masterpiece	first.	If	you	can	build	a	palace,	a	match	to	my	palace	in	one	or	two
hours,	we	will	see	about	it."	That	was	what	the	king	said.
"Nothing	worse	 than	 that,"	bawled	out	 the	 lad	and	strode	off.	So	when	he	had
sauntered	 about	 so	 long,	 that	 the	 time	was	 nearly	 up,	 he	wished	 that	 a	 palace
might	 stand	 there	 the	very	match	of	 that	which	stood	 there	already.	 It	was	not
long,	I	believe,	before	it	stood	there,	and	it	was	not	long	either	before	the	king
came,	both	with	queen	and	princess	to	look	about	him	in	the	new	palace.	There
stood	the	lad	again	with	his	broom	and	swept.
"Here’s	the	palace	right	and	ready,"	he	called	out	"may	I	have	her	now?"
"Very	 well,	 very	 well,"	 said	 the	 king,	 "you	may	 come	 in	 and	 we	 will	 talk	 it
over,"	 for	 he	 saw	 clearly	 the	 lad	 could	 do	more	 than	 eat	 his	meat,	 and	 so	 he
walked	up	and	down,	and	thought	and	thought	how	he	might	be	rid	of	him.	Yes!
there	they	walked,	the	king	first	and	foremost,	and	after	him	the	queen,	and	then



the	 princess	 next	 before	 the	 lad.	 So	 as	 they	walked	 along,	 all	 at	 once	 the	 lad
wished	 that	 he	might	 become	 the	handsomest	man	 in	 all	 the	world,	 and	 so	he
was	in	a	trice.	When	the	princess	saw	how	handsome	he	had	grown	in	no	time,
she	gave	 the	queen	a	nudge,	and	 the	queen	passed	 it	on	 to	 the	king,	and	when
they	had	all	stared	their	full,	they	saw	still	more	plainly,	the	lad	was	more	than
he	 seemed	 to	be	when	he	 first	 came	 in	 all	 tattered	 and	 torn.	So	 they	 settled	 it
among	them,	that	the	princess	should	go	daintily	to	work	till	she	had	found	out
all	 about	 him.	Yes!	 the	princess	made	herself	 as	 sweet	 and	 as	 soft	 as	 a	whole
firkin	of	butter,	and	coaxed	and	hoaxed	 the	 lad,	 telling	him	she	could	not	bear
him	out	of	her	eyes,	day	or	night.	So	when	the	first	evening	was	coming	to	an
end,	she	said,	 						"As	we	 are	 to	 have	 one	 another,	 you	 and	 I,	 you	must	 keep
nothing	back	from	me,	dearest,	and	so	you	will	tell	me,	I	am	sure,	how	you	came
to	make	all	these	grand	things."
"Aye,	aye,"	then	said	the	lad,	"all	that	you’ll	come	to	know	in	good	time.	Only
let	us	be	man	and	wife;	there’s	no	good	talking	about	it	till	then."	That	was	what
he	said.
The	next	evening	the	princess	was	rather	put	out.	She	could	see	with	half	an	eye,
she	said,	"that	he	couldn’t	care	very	much	for	his	sweetheart,	when	he	wouldn’t
tell	her	what	she	asked	him.	So	it	would	be	with	all	the	rest	of	his	love-making,
when	he	wouldn’t	meet	her	wishes	in	such	a	little	thing."
Now	the	lad	was	quite	cut	to	the	heart,	and	that	they	might	be	friends	again	he
told	her	the	whole	story	from	beginning	to	end.	She	was	not	slow	in	telling	it	to
the	king	and	queen,	and	so	they	laid	their	heads	together	how	they	might	get	the
ring	from	the	lad,	and	when	they	had	done	that	they	thought	it	would	be	no	such
hard	thing	to	be	rid	of	him.
At	night	the	princess	came	with	some	sleeping-drops,	and	said,	now	she	would
pour	out	a	 little	philtre	 for	her	own	true	 love,	 for	she	was	sure	he	did	not	care
enough	for	her;	that	was	what	she	said.	Yes!	he	thought	no	harm	could	come	of
it,	 and	 so	 he	 drained	 off	 the	 drink	 like	 a	man,	 and	 in	 a	 trice	 he	 fell	 so	 sound
asleep,	 they	might	 have	 pulled	 the	 house	 down	 over	 his	 head	without	waking
him.	 So	 the	 princess	 took	 the	 ring	 off	 his	 finger	 and	 put	 it	 on	 her	 own,	 and
wished	 the	 lad	might	 lie	on	 the	dung-heap	outside	 in	 the	street,	 just	as	 tattered
and	beggarly	 as	he	was	when	he	 came	 in,	 and	 in	his	place	 she	wished	 for	 the
handsomest	prince	 in	 the	world.	 In	 the	 twinkling	of	an	eye	 it	all	happened.	As
the	night	wore	on	the	lad	woke	up	on	the	dunghill,	and	at	first	he	thought	it	was
only	 a	 dream,	 but	 when	 he	 found	 the	 ring	 was	 gone	 he	 knew	 how	 it	 had	 all
happened,	 and	 then	he	got	 so	bewildered	 that	he	 set	off	 and	was	 just	going	 to
jump	into	the	lake	and	drown	himself.
But	just	then	he	met	the	cat	which	his	master	had	bought	for	him.
"Where	away?"	asked	the	cat.



"To	the	lake	to	drown	myself,"	said	the	lad.
"Don’t	think	of	it,"	said	the	cat;	"you	shall	get	your	ring	back	again,	never	fear."
"Oh,	shall	I,	shall	I?"	said	the	lad.
By	this	time	the	cat	was	already	off,	and	as	she	started	she	met	a	rat.
"Now	I’ll	take	and	gobble	you	up,"	said	the	cat.
"Oh!	pray	don’t,"	said	the	rat,	"and	I’ll	get	you	the	ring	again."
"If	so,	be	quick	about	it,"	said	the	cat,	"or…"
So	after	they	had	taken	up	their	abode	in	the	palace,	the	rat	ran	about	poking	his
nose	into	everything,	trying	to	get	into	the	prince	and	princess’s	bedroom.	At	last
he	 found	a	 little	hole	and	crept	 through	 it.	Then	he	heard	how	 they	 lay	awake
talking,	and	 the	rat	could	 tell	 that	 the	prince	had	 the	ring	on	his	 finger,	 for	 the
princess	said,	"Mind	you	 take	great	care	of	my	ring,	dear."	That	was	what	she
said,	but	what	the	prince	said	was,							"Pooh,	no	one	will	come	in	here	after	the
ring	through	stone	and	mortar;	but,	for	all	 that,	 if	you	think	it	 isn’t	safe	on	my
finger,	I	can	just	as	well	put	it	into	my	mouth."
In	a	little	while	the	prince	turned	over	on	his	back,	and	tried	to	go	to	sleep,	and
as	he	did	so	the	ring	was	just	slipping	down	into	his	throat,	and	then	he	coughed
it	up,	so	that	it	shot	out	of	his	mouth	and	rolled	away	over	the	floor	-	Pop!	-	up
the	rat	snapped	it	and	crept	off	with	it	to	the	cat	who	sat	outside	watching	at	the
rat-hole.
All	this	while	the	king	had	laid	hands	on	the	lad	and	put	him	into	a	strong	tower
and	doomed	him	to	lose	his	life,	for	that	he	had	made	jeers	and	gibes	at	him	and
his	daughter,	and	there	he	was	to	stay	till	 the	day	of	his	death.	Now,	as	the	cat
was	hard	at	work	prowling	about	 trying	to	steal	 into	the	tower	with	the	ring	to
the	lad,	a	great	eagle	came	flying	and	pounced	down	on	her	and	caught	her	up	in
his	claws	and	flew	away	with	her	over	the	sea.	But	just	in	the	nick	of	time	came
a	falcon	and	struck	at	the	eagle,	so	that	he	let	the	cat	fall	into	the	sea;	but	when
the	cat	felt	the	cold	water,	she	got	so	frightened	she	dropped	the	ring	and	swam
to	shore.	She	had	not	shaken	the	water	off	her,	and	smoothed	her	coat,	before	she
met	the	dog	which	his	master	had	bought	for	the	lad.
"Nay!	nay!"	said	the	cat,	and	purred	and	was	in	a	sad	way,	"what’s	to	be	done
now?	the	ring	is	gone	and	they	will	take	the	lad’s	life."
"I’m	sure	I	don’t	know,"	said	the	dog,	"all	I	know	is	 that	something	is	reaving
and	rending	my	inside.	It	couldn’t	be	worse,	if	I	were	going	to	turn	inside	out."
"Now	you	see	what	comes	of	over-eating	yourself,"	said	the	cat.
"I	 never	 eat	more	 than	 I	 can	 carry,"	 said	 the	 dog;	 "and	 this	 time	 I	 have	 eaten
nothing	but	a	dead	fish	which	lay	floating	up	and	down	on	the	ebb."



"May	be	that	fish	had	swallowed	the	ring,"	said	the	cat.	"And	now	I	dare	say	you
are	going	to	pay	for	it	too,	for	you	know	you	can’t	digest	gold."
"It	may	well	be,"	said	the	dog.	"It’s	much	the	same	whether	one	loses	life	first	or
last.	Perhaps,	the	lad’s	life	might	then	be	saved."
"Oh!"	said	the	rat,	for	he	was	there	too,	"don’t	say	that.	I	don’t	want	much	of	a
hole	 to	creep	 into,	 and	 if	 the	 ring	 is	 there	may	 I	never	 tell	 the	 truth,	 if	 I	don’t
poke	it	out."
Well!	the	rat	crept	down	the	dog’s	throat,	and	it	was	not	long	before	he	came	out
again	with	the	ring.	Then	the	cat	set	off	to	the	tower	and	clambered	up	about	it,
till	she	found	a	hole	into	which	she	could	put	her	paw,	and	so	she	gave	back	his
ring	to	the	lad.
The	 lad	 no	 sooner	 got	 it	 on	 his	 finger	 than	 he	 wished	 the	 tower	 might	 rend
asunder,	and	at	the	same	moment	he	stood	in	the	doorway	and	scolded	both	the
king	and	queen	and	the	princess	as	a	pack	of	rogues.	The	king	was	not	slow	in
calling	out	his	warriors,	and	bade	them	throw	a	ring	round	the	tower	and	seize
the	 lad	 and	 settle	 him	whether	 they	 took	 him	 dead	 or	 alive.	 But	 the	 lad	 only
wished	that	all	the	soldiers	might	stand	up	to	the	armpits	in	the	big	moss	up	in
the	fjeld,	and	then	they	had	more	than	enough	to	get	out	again,	all	that	were	not
left	sticking	there.	After	that	he	began	again	where	he	left	off	with	the	king	and
his	folk,	and	when	he	had	got	his	mouth	to	say	all	the	bad	of	them	that	he	knew
and	 willed,	 he	 wished	 they	 might	 be	 shut	 up	 all	 their	 days	 in	 the	 tower	 into
which	they	had	thrown	him.	And	when	they	were	safe	shut	up	there,	he	took	the
land	and	realm	as	his	own.	Then	the	dog	became	a	prince	and	the	cat	a	princess
again,	her	he	took	and	married,	and	the	last	I	heard	of	them,	was,	that	they	kept	it
up	at	the	bridal	both	well	and	long. 
	



OUR	PARISH	CLERK

Adapted	from	Tales	from	the	Fjeld
by	Peter	Christen	Asbjørnsen

	

	

ONCE	ON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	clerk	in	our	parish,	who	was	very	sharp	set
after	all	that	was	nice	and	good.	All	the	parish	said	his	brains	were	in	his	belly,
for	though	he	was	very	fond	of	pretty	girls	and	buxom	wives,	still	he	liked	good
meat	and	drink	even	better.
"Aye,	 aye,"	 said	 our	 clerk;	 "one	 can’t	 live	 long	 on	 love	 and	 the	 south	wind."
That	was	his	motto,	and	 that	was	why	he	kept	company	most	with	well-to-do-
house-wives,	with	those	who	were	new	wedded,	or	with	pretty	lasses	who	were
sure	to	marry	rich	husbands,	for	there	you	were	sure	to	find	titbits	both	of	beauty
and	 food.	 That	 was	 what	 our	 clerk	 thought.	 It	 wasn’t	 anyone,	 indeed,	 who
thought	 it	so	fine	 to	have	such	a	cupboard	 lover,	but	yet	 there	were	some	who
looked	on	it	as	fine	enough	for	them,	for,	after	all,	a	parish	clerk	stands	a	little
higher	than	a	farmer.
Now	 it	 fell	out	 there	was	a	 rich	young	 lass	who	had	married	our	clerk’s	next-
door	neighbour.	There	he	crept	 in	and	out,	and	soon	got	good	friends	with	 the
husband,	and	better	friends	still	with	his	wife.	When	the	husband	was	at	home	all
went	well	between	them,	but	as	soon	as	he	was	away	at	the	mill,	or	in	the	wood,
or	at	floating	timber,	or	at	a	meeting,	the	goody	sent	word	to	the	clerk,	and	then
the	two	spent	the	day	in	revelling	and	mirth.	There	was	no	one	who	found	this
out,	before	the	ploughboy	got	wind	of	it,	and	he	thought	he	would	just	speak	of	it
to	his	master;	but,	somehow	or	other,	he	couldn’t	find	a	fitting	time	till	one	day
when	 they	were	 together	 in	 the	 outfield	 gathering	 leaves	 for	 litter.	 There	 they
chatted	this	and	that	about	lasses	and	wives,	and	the	master	thought	he	had	made
a	lucky	hit	in	marrying	such	a	rich	and	pretty	wife,	and	he	said	as	much	outright.
"Thank	God,	she	is	both	good	and	clever."
"Aye,	aye,"	said	the	lad;	"every	man	is	welcome	to	believe	what	he	likes,	but	if
you	knew	her	as	well	 as	 I	do,	you	wouldn’t	 say	 such	words	at	 random.	Pretty
women	are	like	wind	in	warm	summer	weather.
"And	love	is	such	that,	willy,	nilly,	It	takes	up	with	a	clerk	as	well	as	a	lily."
"What’s	that	you	say?"	said	the	man.



"I	have	long	thought	I	would	tell	you	that	there’s	a	black	bull	that	walks	hoof	to
hoof	 and	horn	 to	horn	with	 that	milk-white	 cow	 in	your	mead,	master	 -	 that’s
what	I	wanted	to	say."
"One	can	say	much	in	a	summer	day,"	said	the	man;	"but	I	can’t	understand	what
this	points	to."
"Is	it	so?"	said	the	lad.	"Well,	I	have	long	thought	of	telling	you	that	our	clerk	is
often	and	ever	in	our	house	with	the	mistress,	and	how	they	lived	as	though	there
was	 a	 bridal	 every	 day,	while	we	 scarce	 get	 so	much	 as	 the	 leavings	 of	 their
good	cheer."
"He	who	will	ever	taste	and	try,	Will	burn	his	fingers	in	the	pie,"	said	his	master.
"I	don’t	believe	a	word	of	what	you	say."
"It’s	a	strange	ear	that	will	never	hear,"	said	the	lad;	"but	seeing	is	believing,	and
if	you	will	listen	to	me,	I’m	ready	to	wager	ten	dollars	that	you	shall	soon	have
the	proof	in	your	own	hands."
"Done,"	said	the	master;	"he	would	bet	ten	dollars;	nay,	for	that	matter,	he	would
bet	horse	and	farm,	and	a	hundred	dollars	into	the	bargain."
Well,	that	wager	was	to	stand.	"But	an	old	fox	is	hard	to	hunt,"	said	the	lad,	and
so	 his	master	must	 say	 and	 do	 all	 that	 his	 ploughboy	wished.	When	 they	 got
home	he	was	to	say	they	must	set	off	for	the	river	and	land	timber,	and	his	wife
must	put	up	some	food	for	them	in	hot	haste;	 it	was	best	 to	look	out	while	the
weather	 was	 fine,	 it	 might	 turn	 to	 storm	 in	 a	 trice.	 Yes!	 That	 was	 what	 the
husband	said,	and	the	food	was	ready	to	the	minute.	The	lad	put	the	horses	to	the
timber	drags,	and	off	they	went,	but	no	farther	than	half	a	mile;	there	they	put	the
horses	up	at	a	farm,	and	turned	in	themselves.	As	the	night	came	on	they	went
back,	and	when	they	got	home,	the	door	was	locked	fast.
"Now	we	have	him,"	said	the	lad;	"it’s	hard	to	keep	off	the	field	to	which	one	is
wont."
So	they	went	by	the	back	way	from	the	garden,	and	so	through	a	trap-door	in	the
cellar	 into	 the	kitchen.	Then	 they	struck	a	 light	and	went	 into	 the	parlour,	 and
saw	what	they	saw.	Well!	our	clerk	had	eaten	so	well	that	he	lay	snoring	with	his
mouth	open	and	his	nose	in	the	air;	as	for	the	goody,	she	was	not	awake	either.
"Now	you	see	I	was	right;	seeing	is	believing,	master,"	said	the	lad.
"May	I	never	speak	the	truth	again,"	said	the	man,	"if	I	would	have	believed	ten
men	telling	it."
"Hush,	be	still,"	said	the	lad,	and	took	him	out	again.
"Man’s	law	is	not	land’s	law,"	said	the	lad;	"but	even	a	bear	can	be	tamed	if	you
know	how	to	deal	with	him.	Have	you	any	lead,	master?



Yes!	He	had,	he	was	sure,	more	than	seventy	bullets	in	his	pouch.	Then	it	was	all
right.	They	took	a	sauce-pan,	and	melted	the	 lead	on	the	spot,	and	ran	it	down
our	clerk’s	throat.
"Every	man	has	his	own	taste,"	said	the	lad,	"and	that’s	why	all	meat	is	eaten,"
as	he	heard	the	molten	lead	bubbling	and	frizzling	in	our	clerk’s	throat.
Then	they	went	out	by	the	way	they	got	in,	and	began	to	knock	and	thunder	at
the	front	door.	The	wife	woke	up	and	asked	who	was	there.
"It	is	I,	open	the	door,	I	say,"	said	the	husband.
Then	she	gave	our	clerk	a	nudge	in	the	ribs.	"It	is	the	master;	the	master	is	back,"
she	said.	But	no!	he	did	not	mind	her,	and	never	so	much	as	stirred.	Then	she	put
her	knees	to	his	side,	and	tumbled	him	on	to	the	floor,	and	jumped	up	and	took
him	 by	 the	 legs,	 and	 dragged	 him	 to	 the	 heap	 of	wood	 behind	 the	 stove,	 and
there	she	hid	him.	Till	she	had	done	that	she	had	no	time	to	open	the	door	to	her
husband.
"Were	you	gone	after	christening	water,	that	you	were	gone	so	long?"	asked	the
man.
"Oh!"	she	answered;	"I	dozed	off	again	to	sleep,	and	I	did	not	think	it	could	ever
be	you	either."
"Well!"	said	her	husband;	"now	you	must	bring	out	some	food,	for	me	and	the
boy,	we	are	almost	starved."
"I’ve	got	no	food	ready,"	said	the	goody.	"How	can	you	think	of	such	a	thing?	I
never	thought	you	would	be	back	either	today	or	tomorrow.	Why	you	know	you
were	to	go	to	the	river	to	land	timber."
"One	can’t	hang	a	hungry	man	up	on	 the	wall	 like	a	clock,"	said	 the	 lad;	"and
self-help	is	the	best	help;	shall	I	bring	in	the	food	we	packed	up,	master."
Yes;	they	did	that,	and	they	sat	down	to	eat	out	of	the	knapsack;	but	when	they
got	up	to	put	a	log	or	two	on	the	fire,	there	lay	our	clerk	among	the	pile	of	wood.
"Why	who	in	the	world	is	this?"	asked	the	man.
"Oh!	oh!	It’s	only	a	beggar	man	who	came	here	so	 late	and	begged	for	house-
room;	he	was	quite	content	 if	he	might	only	 lie	among	 the	 firewood,"	said	 the
goody.
"A	pretty	beggar,"	said	the	man;	"why	he	has	got	silver	buckles	to	his	shoes,	and
silver	buttons	at	his	knees."
"All	are	not	beggars	who	are	tattered	and	torn,"	said	the	lad;	"but	I’m	blessed	if
this	isn’t	our	parish	clerk."
"What	was	he	doing	here,	mistress,"	asked	her	husband,	who	all	the	while	kept
on	pulling	and	kicking	at	him.	But	our	clerk	never	so	much	as	stirred	or	lifted	a



finger,	There	stood	the	goody	fumbling	and	stammering,	and	not	knowing	what
to	say.	All	she	could	do	was	to	bite	her	thumb.
"I	see	it	in	your	face,	what	you	have	done,	mistress,"	said	her	husband.	"But	life
is	hard	to	lose,	and,	after	all,	he	was	our	parish	clerk.	If	I	did	what	was	right,	I
should	send	off	at	once	for	the	sheriff."
"Heaven	help	us,"	said	his	wife;	"only	get	our	clerk	out	of	the	way."
"This	is	your	matter,	and	not	mine,"	said	the	man.	"I	never	asked	him	here,	nor
sent	 for	him;	but	 if	you	can	get	 anyone	 to	help	you	 to	get	 rid	of	him,	 I	won’t
stand	in	your	way."
Then	she	took	the	lad	on	one	side,	and	said,	"I’ve	laid	up	some	woollen	stuff	for
my	husband,	but	I’ll	give	it	to	you	for	clothes,	if	you’ll	only	get	our	clerk	buried,
so	that	he	shall	never	be	seen	or	heard	of	again."
"There’s	 no	 saying	what	 one	 can	do	 till	 one	 tries.	 If	we	drive	 in	 the	 frost,	we
shall	find	it	slippery,	to	our	cost.	Have	you	ropes	and	cord,	master?	if	so,	I’ll	see
if	I	can’t	cure	this."
Well!	he	got	our	clerk	fast	in	a	slipknot,	threw	him	on	his	back,	caught	up	his	hat
as	well,	and	away	he	went.	But	he	hadn’t	gone	far	along	the	path	in	the	meadow
when	he	met	 some	horses;	 so	 he	 caught	 one	of	 these,	 and	 tied	 and	bound	our
clerk	fast	on	his	back.	He	put	his	hat,	too,	on	his	head,	and	his	hand	down	on	his
thigh,	 and	 there	 he	 sat	 upright,	 and	 jogged	 up	 and	 down	 just	 as	 a	 man	 on
horseback.
"One	may	kill	trolls	at	any	time	of	night,"	said	the	lad,	when	he	got	home;	"who
can	say	when	a	man	is	"fey."	But	he	will	never	rise	up	who	is	safe	buried	under
ground,	and	the	cock	that	is	slain	crows	never	again."
Now,	whether	all	this	were	true	or	no,	there	was	a	way	from	the	meadow	across
the	fields	to	a	barn,	and	along	it	they	had	carted	hay,	and	dropped	it	as	they	went
along;	so	the	horse	went	that	way,	picking	up	the	hay	as	he	went,	and	out	in	that
barn	were	 two	men	watching	 for	 thieves	who	used	 to	 steal	 the	 hay,	 for	 it	 had
been	a	bad	year	for	fodder.
"Here	comes	the	thief,"	they	said,	when	they	heard	the	horse’s	hoofs;	"now	we
shall	catch	him."
"Who’s	there,"	they	called	out,	so	that	it	rang	against	the	hillside.	No!	there	was
no	answer,	the	horse	paid	little	heed,	and	our	clerk	less.
"If	you	don’t	answer	I’ll	send	a	bullet	through	your	brains,	you	horse-thief,"	they
both	called	out,	and	then	off	went	the	gun,	at	which	the	horse	gave	such	a	sudden
jump,	that	our	clerk	gave	a	bob,	and	fell	bump	on	the	ground.
"I	think,"	said	one	of	the	watchers,	as	he	jumped	up	to	look,	"I	think	you’ve	shot
him	dead	as	mutton;"	and	then,	when	he	saw	who	it	was,	"Oh	Lord!"	he	said,	"if



it	ain’t	our	parish	clerk.	You	ought	to	have	aimed	at	his	legs,	and	not	killed	him
outright."
0"What’s	done	is	done,	and	can’t	be	helped,"	said	the	other.	"Least	said	soonest
mended.	We	must	keep	our	ears	close,	and	bury	him	for	a	little	while	among	the
hay	in	the	barn."
Yes!	They	did	that,	and	when	it	was	over,	they	lay	them	down	to	rest.	In	a	little
while	came	someone	puffing	and	stamping,	that	the	field	shook	again.	The	two
who	 lay	 among	 the	 hay	 nudged	 one	 another,	 for	 they	 thought	 it	 was	 thieves
again.	Close	to	the	barn	was	a	stepping-stone,	and	there	the	new-comer	sat	down
with	his	load,	and	began	to	talk	to	himself.	He	had	been	killing	pigs	at	a	farm	a
few	days	before,	and	thought	he	had	been	paid	too	little	for	his	work,	too	little
pay	and	too	little	board,	and	so	he	had	set	off	and	stolen	the	biggest	porker.	"He
that	swaps	with	a	bear	always	comes	worst	off,"	he	said,	"and	so	it’s	best	to	help
one’s	self	 to	what	 is	right,	and	a	 little	share	is	better	 than	a	 long	law-suit.	But,
bitter	 death!	 If	 I	 haven’t	 forgotten	 my	 gloves;	 if	 they	 find	 them	 at	 the	 farm,
they’ll	 soon	 find	 out	who	 has	 inherited	 their	 porker."	And,	 as	 he	 said	 this,	 he
bolted	back	after	his	gloves.
The	two	who	were	in	the	barn	lay	and	listened	to	all	this.
"He	who	lays	traps	for	others,	comes	into	the	trap	himself,"	said	one.
"There’s	no	sin	in	stealing	from	a	thief,"	said	the	other;	"and	no	one	is	hanged,
save	those	who	can’t	steal	right.	It	would	be	fine	fun	to	get	rid	of	our	clerk	in	an
easy	 way,	 and	 get	 a	 fat	 pig	 instead.	 I	 think,	 old	 chap,	 we	 had	 better	 make	 a
swap."
The	other	burst	out	laughing	at	this,	and	so	they	tumbled	the	pig	out	of	the	sack
and	tossed	in	our	clerk,	head	foremost,	hat	and	all,	and	tied	up	the	mouth	of	the
sack	as	tight	as	they	could.
Just	as	they	had	done,	back	came	the	thief	flying	with	his	gloves,	snatched	up	the
sack,	 and	 strode	 off	 home.	 There	 he	 cast	 the	 sack	 down	 on	 the	 floor	 at	 his
goody’s	feet.
"Here’s	what	I	call	a	porker,	old	lass,"	he	said.
"How	grand!"	said	the	goody.	"Nothing	is	all	very	fine	to	the	eye,	but	not	to	the
mouth.	One	can’t	get	on	without	meat,	for	meat	is	man’s	strength.	Thank	Heaven
we	have	now	a	bit	of	meat	in	the	house,	and	shall	be	able	to	live	well	awhile."
"I	 took	 the	biggest	 I	 could,"	 said	 the	man,	who	 sat	 down	 in	his	 armchair,	 and
puffed	and	wiped	the	sweat	off	his	brow.	"He	had	both	breeches	and	drawers,	he
was	well	covered,	that	he	was."	By	which	he	meant	the	pig	was	well	fed	and	fat.
Then	he	went	on,	"Have	you	any	meat	in	the	house,	old	lass?"
"No,"	she	said,	"meat!	where	should	I	get	meat?"



"Make	up	the	fire	then,"	said	the	man;	"and	sharpen	your	knife,	and	cut	off	a	wee
bit,	and	fry	it	with	salt,	and	let’s	have	a	pork	chop."
She	did	as	he	bade,	and	tore	open	the	mouth	of	the	sack,	and	was	just	going	to
cut	off	a	steak.
"What’s	all	this?"	she	cried.	"He	has	got	his	trotters	on,"	when	she	saw	his	shoes;
"and	he’s	as	black	as	a	coal."
"Don’t	you	know,"	said	her	husband;	"all	cats	are	grey	in	the	dark,	and	all	pigs
black."
"I	dare	say,"	she	said,	"but	black	or	white	is	always	bright,	and	a	fog	is	not	like	a
bilberry.	This	pig	has	got	breeches	on."
"Plague	take	him!"	said	the	man.	"I	know	well	enough	he	is	covered	with	fat	all
down	his	legs.	Haven’t	I	carried	him	till	the	sweat	ran	down	my	face?"
"Nay,	 nay!"	 said	 the	 goody.	 "He	 has	 silver	 buckles	 in	 his	 shoes,	 and	 silver
buttons	at	his	knees.	My!	if	it	isn’t	our	Parish	Clerk!"	she	screamed	out.
"I	 tell	you	 it	was	a	 fat	pig	 I	 took,"	 said	 the	man,	 as	he	 jumped	up	 to	 see	how
things	stood.	"Well!	Well!	Seeing	is	believing."	It	was	our	clerk,	both	with	shoes
and	buckles;	but,	for	all,	he	stuck	to	it,	it	was	the	fattest	pig	he	had	put	into	the
sack.
"But	what’s	done	can’t	be	undone,"	he	said,	"the	best	servant	is	one’s	own	self;
but,	for	all	that,	help	is	good,	even	if	it	comes	out	of	the	porridge-pot;	wake	up
our	Mary,	old	girl."
Now	you	must	know	Mary	was	their	daughter,	a	ready	and	trusty	lass;	she	had
the	strength	of	a	man	too,	and	always	had	her	wits	about	her.	So	she	was	to	take
our	clerk	and	bury	him	in	an	out-of-the-way	dale,	so	that	nothing	should	ever	be
heard	 of	 him.	 If	 she	 did	 this,	 she	was	 to	 have	 a	 new	 suit	 of	working	 clothes,
which	were	meant	for	her	mother.
Well!	 The	 lassie	 took	 our	 clerk	 round	 the	 body,	 tossed	 him	 on	 her	 back,	 and
strode	off	from	the	farm,	not	forgetting	to	take	his	hat.	But	when	she	had	gone	a
bit	of	the	way,	she	heard	a	fiddle	going,	for	there	was	a	dance	at	a	farm	near	the
road,	and	so	she	crept	in	and	set	our	clerk	down	upright	behind	the	back-stairs.
There	he	sat	with	his	hat	between	his	hands,	just	as	though	he	were	begging	an
alms,	and	leaning	against	the	wall	and	a	post.
After	a	while	came	a	girl	in	a	flurry.
"I	wonder	whoever	this	can	be,"	she	said.	"The	master	of	the	house	is	as	grey	as
a	goose,	but	this	fellow	is	black	as	a	raven.	Halloa,	you	sir,	why	are	you	sitting
there,	blocking	up	the	way?	One	can	scarce	get	by."
But	our	clerk	said	never	a	word.



"Are	you	poor?	Do	you	beg	 for	 a	penny	 for	Heaven’s	 sake?	Ah!	poor	 fellow!
Here’s	two	pence	for	you,"	and	as	she	said	this	she	tossed	them	into	his	hat.	Still
our	 clerk	 said	never	 a	word.	She	waited	 a	 little,	 for	 she	 thought	he	would	 say
"Thank	you,"	but	our	clerk	did	not	so	much	as	nod	his	head.
"No,	I	never,"	said	the	girl,	when	she	went	back	into	the	ball-room.	"I	never	did
see	the	like	of	a	beggar	who	sits	out	yonder	by	the	staircase.	He	isn’t	at	all	like	a
starling	on	a	fence,"	she	went	on;	"for	he	won’t	answer,	and	he	won’t	say	Thank
you,	and	won’t	so	much	as	lift	a	finger,	though	I	did	give	him	two	pence."
"The	 least	a	beggar	can	do	 is	 to	 say	Thank	you,"	cried	a	young	sheriff’s	clerk
who	was	of	the	party.	"He	must	be	a	pretty	fellow	whom	I	cannot	get	to	speak,
for	I’ve	made	thieves	and	stiff-necked	folk	open	their	mouths	wide	before	this."
As	he	said	this	he	ran	out	to	the	stairs,	and	bawled	out	in	our	clerk’s	ear,	for	he
thought	he	was	hard	of	hearing.
"What	 do	 you	 sit	 here	 for,	 you	 sir?"	And	 then	 again,	 "Are	 you	 poor?	Do	you
beg?"
No,	our	clerk	said	never	a	word.	So	he	took	out	half-a-dollar,	and	threw	it	into
his	hat,	saying,	"There’s	something	for	you."	But	our	clerk	was	still	silent,	and
made	no	sign.	So	when	he	could	get	no	thanks	out	of	him,	the	sheriff’s	officer
gave	him	a	blow	under	the	ear,	as	hard	as	he	could,	and	down	fell	our	clerk	head
over	heels	across	the	staircase.	And	you	may	be	sure	the	girl	Mary	was	not	slow
in	running	to	the	spot.
"Are	you	in	a	swoon,	or	are	you	dead,	father,"	she	screeched	out,	and	then	she
went	on	screaming	and	bewailing	herself.
"It’s	quite	true,"	she	said,	"there’s	no	peace	for	the	poor	after	all,	but	I	never	yet
heard	of	anyone	laying	themselves	out	to	strike	beggars	dead."
"Hush!	Hold	your	 tongue,"	said	 the	sheriff’s	officer.	"Don’t	make	a	 fuss.	Here
you	 have	 ten	 dollars,	 keep	 your	 peace	 and	 take	 him	 away.	 I	 only	 gave	 him	 a
blow	that	made	him	swoon."
Well!	 She	 was	 glad	 enough.	 "Money	 brings	 money,"	 she	 thought;	 "with	 fair
words	and	money,	one	can	go	far	in	a	day,	and	one	need	never	care	for	food	with
a	purse	full	of	pence."	So	she	took	our	clerk	on	her	back	again,	and	strode	off	to
the	nearest	farm,	and	there	she	put	him	athwart	the	brink	of	the	well.	When	our
Mary	got	home	she	said	she	had	borne	him	off	to	the	wood,	and	buried	him	far
away	in	a	side	dale.
"Thank	Heaven,"	said	the	goody.	"Now	we	are	well	quit	of	him,	you	shall	have
all	I	promised,	and	more	besides.	Be	sure	of	that."
So	there	lay	our	clerk,	as	though	he	were	peering	down	into	the	well,	till	at	dawn
of	day	the	ploughboy	came	running	up	to	draw	water.



"Why	are	you	lying	there,	and	what	are	you	gazing	at?	Out	of	the	way.	I	want
some	water,"	said	the	lad.
No!	He	neither	stirred	hand	or	foot.	Then	the	lad	let	drive	at	him,	so	that	it	went
plump,	and	 there	 lay	our	clerk	 in	 the	well.	Then	he	must	have	help	 to	get	him
out,	but	there	was	no	help	for	it	till	the	hind	came	with	a	boat-hook	and	dragged
him	out.
"Why!	 it’s	our	Parish	Clerk!"	 they	all	bawled	out,	and	 they	all	 thought	he	had
eaten	and	drank	so	much	at	some	feast,	that	he	had	fallen	asleep	by	the	well-side.
But	when	the	master	of	the	house	came	and	saw	our	clerk,	and	heard	how	it	had
all	happened,	he	said,	"Harm	watches	while	men	sleep;	but	man’s	scathe	is	the
worst	scathe.	When	one	pot	strikes	against	another,	both	break.	Take	the	saddle
and	lay	it	on	Blackie,	and	ride	to	fetch	the	sheriff,	my	lad,	and	then	we	shall	be
out	of	harm’s	way,	for	our	clerk’s	sake.	Mishaps	never	come	single,	but	it’s	hard
to	drown	on	dry	land."	That	was	what	the	master	said.
Yes!	The	lad	rode	off	to	the	sheriff,	and	after	a	while	the	sheriff	came.	But,	as
the	saying	is,	more	haste,	worse	speed,	and	work	done	in	haste	will	never	last.
So	it	 took	time	before	they	got	 the	doctor	and	witnesses	to	come.	Now	you	all
know	we	owe	a	death	to	God;	but	then	it	was	made	as	plain	as	day	that	our	clerk
had	 been	 killed	 three	 times	 before	 he	 tumbled	 into	 the	well.	 First	 the	 ladle	 of
lead	had	 taken	away	his	breath,	next	he	had	a	bullet	 through	his	 forehead,	and
third	and	last	his	neck	was	broken.	Surely	he	was	"fey"	when	he	set	out	to	see
the	goody.	It	 is	hard	to	tell	how	all	 this	was	found	out	at	 last;	but	 tongues	will
clack	behind	a	man’s	back,	and	hard	things	are	said	of	a	man	when	he’s	dead.
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This	section	contains	some	brief	biographical	notes	about	the	original	collectors
and	their	books	featured	in	this	collection.	These	notes	have	been	adapted	from
those	primarily	on	Wikipedia	along	with	other	supporting	sources	and	notes.

	

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

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

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



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

Zacharias	Topelius
Zacharias	Topelius,	1818	–1898,	was	a	Swedish-speaking	Finnish	author,	poet,
journalist,	historian,	and	rector	of	 the	University	of	Helsinki	who	wrote	novels
related	to	Finnish	history	in	Swedish.
The	original	name	of	the	Topelius	family	was	the	Finnish	name	Toppila	which
had	been	Latinized	to	Toppelius	by	the	author's	great-great-grandfather	and	later
changed	to	Topelius.
Topelius	 was	 born	 at	 Kuddnäs,	 near	 Nykarleby	 in	 Ostrobothnia,	 the	 son	 of	 a
physician	 of	 the	 same	 name	 (Zacharias	 Topelius	 the	 Elder),	 who	 was
distinguished	as	the	earliest	collector	of	Finnish	folk-songs.	As	a	child	he	heard
his	 mother,	 Katarina	 Sofia	 Calamnius,	 sing	 the	 songs	 of	 the	 Finnish-Swedish
poet	Franzén.	At	the	age	of	eleven,	he	was	sent	to	school	in	Oulu	and	boarded
with	 relatives	 who	 managed	 a	 lending	 library,	 where	 he	 nurtured	 his	 love	 of
literature	and	fantasy.
Topelius	 arrived	 in	 Helsinki	 in	 1831	 and	 became	 a	 member	 of	 the	 circle	 of
young	nationalist	men	surrounding	Johan	Ludvig	Runeberg,	 in	whose	home	he



stayed	 for	 some	 time.	 Topelius	 became	 a	 student	 at	 the	 Imperial	 Alexander
University	 of	 Finland	 in	 1833,	 received	 his	 master's	 degree	 in	 1840,	 the
Licentiate	 degree	 in	 history	 in	 1844	 and	 his	 PhD	 in	 1847,	 having	 defended	 a
dissertation	titled	De	modo	matrimonia	jungendi	apud	fennos	quondam	vigente
("About	the	custom	of	marriage	among	the	ancient	Finns").	Besides	history,	his
academic	studies	included	Theology	and	Medicine.	He	was	secretary	of	Societas
pro	fauna	et	flora	fennica	from	1842	until	1846,	was	employed	by	the	university
library	 between	 1846	 and	 1861,	 and	 taught	History,	 Statistics	 and	 Swedish	 at
Helsingfors	lyceum	during	the	same	period.
Through	 the	 intervention	 of	 a	 friend,	 Fredrik	 Cygnæus,	 Topelius	 was	 named
professor	extraordinary	of	 the	History	of	Finland	at	 the	University	 in	1854.	He
was	 made	 first	 ordinary	 professor	 of	 Finnish,	 Russian	 and	 Nordic	 history	 in
1863,	and	exchanged	 this	chair	 for	 the	one	 in	general	history	 in	1876.	He	was
rector	 of	 the	 university	 from	 1875	 until	 1878,	 when	 he	 retired	 as	 Emeritus
Professor	 and	 received	 the	 title	 of	 verkligt	 statsråd,	 or	 "state	 councillor",	 a
Russian	honorary	title.
Quite	early	in	his	career	he	began	to	distinguish	himself	as	a	lyric	poet,	with	the
three	successive	volumes	of	his	Heather	Blossoms	(1845–54).	The	earliest	of	his
historical	romances	was	The	Duchess	of	Finland,	published	in	1850.	He	was	also
editor-in-chief	of	the	Helsingfors	Gazette	from	1841	to	1860.
In	1878,	Topelius	was	allowed	to	withdraw	from	his	professional	duties,	but	this
did	 not	 sever	 his	 connection	 with	 the	 university.	 It	 gave	 him,	 however,	 more
leisure	for	his	abundant	and	various	 literary	enterprises.	Of	all	 the	multifarious
writings	 of	 Topelius,	 in	 prose	 and	 verse,	 that	 which	 has	 enjoyed	 the	 greatest
popularity	is	his	Tales	of	a	Barber-Surgeon,	episodes	of	historical	 fiction	from
the	 days	 of	 Gustavus	 II.	 Adolphus	 to	 those	 of	 Gustavus	 III.,	 treated	 in	 the
manner	of	Sir	Walter	Scott.	The	five	volumes	of	this	work	appeared	at	intervals
between	 1853	 and	 1867.	 Topelius	 attempted	 to	 write	 plays	 as	 well,	 finding
success	 in	 his	 tragedy,	 Regina	 von	 Emmeritz	 (1854).	 Topelius	 aimed	 at	 the
cultivation	of	a	strong	Finnish	patriotism.	He	wrote	a	poem	which	Jean	Sibelius
used	for	a	composition	with	a	political	statement,	Islossningen	i	Uleå	älv.
Together	with	the	composer	Friedrich	Pacius	he	wrote	the	libretto	in	the	style	of
Romantic	 nationalism	 to	 the	 first	 Finnish	 opera:	 Kung	 Karls	 jakt.	 Topelius
initially	thought	of	writing	a	trivial	entertainment,	but	having	heard	extracts	from
the	opera	project	at	a	concert	in	1851,	he	realized	that	Pacius	was	writing	a	grand
opera	 on	 the	 theme	 of	 salvation,	 following	 the	 early	 Romantic	 style	 of	 Carl
Maria	von	Weber's	Der	Freischütz	 (1821)	 and	Oberon	 (1826).	Topelius	wrote
the	libretto	in	Swedish,	though	it	was	translated	later	by	others,	but	its	subject	is
emphatically	Finnish.	He	also	wrote	the	libretto	for	Prinsessan	av	Cypern,	set	by
Fredrik	Pacius	and	Lars-Erik	Larsson.



Many	 of	 his	 works	 employed	 esoterical	 allegories	 harking	 back	 to	 ancient
mysteries	and	perhaps	Rosicrucian	and	alchemical	themes,	but	on	the	other	hand
some	 of	 his	 short	 works	 examined	 the	 effects	 of	 industrialisation	 on	 Finnish
society.
Topelius	 died	 in	 his	manor	 house	of	Koivuniemi,	 in	Sipoo,	Finland,	where	he
wrote	his	greatest	works.	He	is	buried	in	 the	Hietaniemi	Cemetery	in	Helsinki.
There	was	a	 small	Finnish	American	village	named	after	Topelius,	 founded	 in
1901	in	Otter	Tail	County,	Minnesota,	USA.
	

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.
	

Hans	Christien	Andersen
Hans	Christian,	1805	–	1875,	was	a	Danish	author.	Although	a	prolific	writer	of
plays,	travelogues,	novels,	and	poems,	Andersen	is	best	remembered	for	his	fairy
tales.	 Andersen's	 popularity	 is	 not	 limited	 to	 children	 as	 his	 stories	 express
themes	that	transcend	age	and	nationality.
Andersen's	fairy	tales,	of	which	no	fewer	than	3381	works	have	been	translated
into	more	 than	125	 languages,	have	become	culturally	embedded	 in	 the	West's
collective	consciousness,	readily	accessible	to	children,	but	presenting	lessons	of
virtue	and	resilience	in	the	face	of	adversity	for	mature	readers	as	well.	His	most
famous	fairy	tales	include	The	Emperor's	New	Clothes,	The	Little	Mermaid,	The
Nightingale,	The	 Snow	Queen,	The	Ugly	Duckling,	The	 Little	Match	Girl	 and
Thumbelina.	 His	 stories	 have	 inspired	 ballets,	 plays,	 and	 animated	 and	 live-
action	films.	One	of	Copenhagen's	widest	and	busiest	boulevards	is	named	"H.C.
Andersens	Boulevard".
Andersen's	initial	attempts	at	writing	fairy	tales	were	revisions	of	stories	that	he
heard	as	a	child.	Initially	his	original	fairy	tales	did	not	meet	with	success,	due
partly	to	the	difficulty	of	translating	them.	In	1835,	Andersen	published	the	first
two	 instalments	 of	 his	Fairy	Tales.	More	 stories,	 completing	 the	 first	 volume,
were	 published	 in	 1837.	 The	 quality	 of	 these	 stories	 was	 not	 immediately



recognized,	 and	 they	 sold	 poorly.	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 Andersen	 enjoyed	 more
success	with	two	novels,	O.T.	(1836)	and	Only	a	Fiddler	(1837),	the	latter	work
being	reviewed	by	a	young	Søren	Kierkegaard.
After	a	visit	to	Sweden	in	1837,	Andersen	became	inspired	by	Scandinavism	and
committed	 himself	 to	 writing	 a	 poem	 that	 would	 convey	 the	 relatedness	 of
Swedes,	 Danes	 and	 Norwegians.	 In	 July	 1839,	 during	 a	 visit	 to	 the	 island	 of
Funen,	Andersen	wrote	the	text	of	his	poem	Jeg	er	en	Skandinav	to	capture	"the
beauty	of	the	Nordic	spirit,	the	way	the	three	sister	nations	have	gradually	grown
together"	as	part	of	a	Scandinavian	national	anthem.	Composer	Otto	Lindblad	set
the	 poem	 to	 music,	 and	 the	 composition	 was	 published	 in	 January	 1840.	 Its
popularity	peaked	in	1845,	after	which	it	was	seldom	sung.
Andersen	returned	to	the	fairy	tale	genre	in	1838	with	another	collection,	Fairy
Tales	Told	for	Children.	After	that	came	New	Fairy	Tales	in	1845.
1845	saw	a	breakthrough	for	Andersen	with	the	publication	of	four	translations
of	 his	 fairy	 tales.	 The	 Little	 Mermaid	 appeared	 in	 the	 periodical	 Bentley's
Miscellany,	followed	by	a	second	volume,	Wonderful	Stories	for	Children.	Two
other	volumes	enthusiastically	 received	were	A	Danish	Story	Book	and	Danish
Fairy	 Tales	 and	 Legends.	 A	 review	 that	 appeared	 in	 the	 London	 journal	 The
Athenæum	(February	1846)	said	of	Wonderful	Stories,	"This	is	a	book	full	of	life
and	 fancy;	 a	 book	 for	 grandfathers	 no	 less	 than	 grandchildren,	 not	 a	 word	 of
which	will	be	skipped	by	those	who	have	it	once	in	hand."	Andersen	continued
to	write	fairy	tales	and	published	them	in	instalments	until	1872.
Andersen	often	fell	in	love	with	unattainable	women,	and	many	of	his	stories	are
interpreted	as	references	to	that.	At	one	point,	he	wrote	in	his	diary:	"Almighty
God,	thee	only	have	I;	thou	steerest	my	fate,	I	must	give	myself	up	to	thee!	Give
me	a	livelihood!	Give	me	a	bride!	My	blood	wants	love,	as	my	heart	does!"
A	girl	named	Riborg	Voigt	was	the	unrequited	love	of	Andersen's	youth.	A	small
pouch	containing	a	long	letter	from	Voigt	was	found	on	Andersen's	chest	when
he	 died,	 several	 decades	 after	 he	 first	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 her.	 Other
disappointments	 in	 love	 included	 Sophie	Ørsted,	 the	 daughter	 of	 the	 physicist
Hans	 Christian	 Ørsted	 and	 Louise	 Collin,	 the	 youngest	 daughter	 of	 his
benefactor	Jonas	Collin.	One	of	his	stories,	The	Nightingale,	was	written	as	an
expression	 of	 his	 passion	 for	 Jenny	 Lind	 and	 became	 the	 inspiration	 for	 her
nickname,	the	Swedish	Nightingale.	Andersen	was	often	shy	around	women	and
had	extreme	difficulty	in	proposing	to	Lind.	When	Lind	was	boarding	a	train	to
go	 to	 an	 opera	 concert,	Andersen	 gave	Lind	 a	 letter	 of	 proposal.	Her	 feelings
towards	him	were	not	the	same.	She	she	saw	him	as	a	brother,	writing	to	him	in
1844,	"farewell	 ...	God	bless	 and	protect	my	brother	 is	 the	 sincere	wish	of	his
affectionate	sister,	Jenny".
Andersen	certainly	experienced	same-sex	attraction	as	well:	he	wrote	to	Edvard



Collin:	"I	languish	for	you	as	for	a	pretty	Calabrian	wench	...	my	sentiments	for
you	are	those	of	a	woman.	The	femininity	of	my	nature	and	our	friendship	must
remain	a	mystery."	Collin,	who	preferred	women,	wrote	in	his	own	memoir:	"I
found	myself	 unable	 to	 respond	 to	 this	 love,	 and	 this	 caused	 the	 author	much
suffering."	Likewise,	the	infatuations	of	the	author	for	the	Danish	dancer	Harald
Scharff	 and	 Carl	 Alexander,	 the	 young	 hereditary	 duke	 of	 Saxe-Weimar-
Eisenach,	did	not	result	in	any	relationships.
According	 to	Anne	Klara	Bom	and	Anya	Aarenstrup	from	the	H.	C.	Andersen
Centre	 of	 the	 University	 of	 Southern	 Denmark,	 "To	 conclude,	 it	 is	 correct	 to
point	 to	 the	 very	 ambivalent	 (and	 also	 very	 traumatic)	 elements	 in	Andersen's
emotional	life	concerning	the	sexual	sphere,	but	it	is	decidedly	just	as	wrong	to
describe	him	as	homosexual	and	maintain	that	he	had	physical	relationships	with
men.	He	did	not.	Indeed	that	would	have	been	entirely	contrary	to	his	moral	and
religious	ideas,	aspects	that	are	quite	outside	the	field	of	vision	of	Wullschlager
and	 her	 like."	 Many	 instead	 believe	 that	 rather	 than	 being	 heterosexual	 or
homosexual,	Andersen	was	bisexual,	having	romantic	feelings	for	both	sexes	but
most	likely	remaining	celibate	his	whole	life.
In	the	spring	of	1872,	Andersen	fell	out	of	bed	and	was	severely	hurt.	He	never
fully	recovered	from	the	injuries,	and	soon	afterward,	he	started	to	show	signs	of
liver	cancer.
He	 died	 on	 4	August	 1875,	 in	 a	 house	 called	Rolighed	 near	Copenhagen,	 the
home	 of	 his	 close	 friends,	 the	 banker	 Moritz	 Melchior	 and	 his	 wife.	 Shortly
before	 his	 death,	Andersen	 had	 consulted	 a	 composer	 about	 the	music	 for	 his
funeral,	saying,	"Most	of	the	people	who	will	walk	after	me	will	be	children,	so
make	the	beat	keep	time	with	little	steps."	His	body	was	interred	in	the	Assistens
Kirkegård	in	the	Nørrebro	area	of	Copenhagen,	in	the	family	plot	of	the	Collins.
However	 in	 1914	 the	 stone	was	moved	 to	 another	 cemetery	 (today	 known	 as
"Frederiksbergs	ældre	kirkegaard"),	where	younger	Collin	family	members	were
buried.	 For	 a	 period,	 his,	 Edvard	 Collin's	 and	 Henriette	 Collin's	 graves	 were
unmarked.	 A	 second	 stone	 has	 been	 erected,	 marking	 H.C.	 Andersen's	 grave,
now	without	any	mention	of	the	Collin	couple,	but	all	three	still	share	the	same
plot.	 At	 the	 time	 of	 his	 death,	 Andersen	 was	 internationally	 revered,	 and	 the
Danish	Government	paid	him	an	annual	stipend	as	a	"national	treasure".
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