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PREFACE

So,	here	we	have	a	rich	mine	of	folk	and	fairy	tales	from	the	Magyar	tradition.
I’ve	 taken	 the	 following	 extract	 from	 Wikipedia	 as	 a	 starting	 point	 for	 this
introduction…
“According	 to	 András	 Róna-Tas	 the	 locality	 in	 which	 the	 Hungarians,	 the
Manicha-Er	 group,	 emerged	 was	 between	 the	 Volga	 river	 and	 the	 Ural
Mountains.	Between	the	8th	and	5th	centuries	BC,	the	Magyars	embarked	upon
their	independent	existence	and	the	early	period	of	the	proto-Hungarian	language
began.
Around	830	AD,	when	Álmos	was	about	10	years	old,	the	seven	related	tribes,
namely	 Jenő,	 Kér,	 Keszi,	 Kürt-Gyarmat,	 Megyer	 Nyék	 and	 Tarján	 formed	 a
confederation	in	Etelköz,	called	"Hétmagyar"	("Seven	Magyars").	Their	leaders,
the	Seven	chieftains	of	the	Magyars,	besides	Álmos,	included	Előd,	Ond,	Kond,
Tas,	 Huba	 and	 Töhötöm,	 who	 took	 a	 blood	 oath,	 swearing	 eternal	 loyalty	 to
Álmos…”
In	a	simple	context,	therefore,	we	have	a	long	Magyar	history	and	a	deep	well	of
tales	and	lore	from	which	to	draw.
That	tradition	is	based	on	early	shamanistic	beliefs,	in	which	the	world	is	divided
into	three	spheres:	the	first	is	the	Felső	világ	(the	Upper	World),	the	home	of	the
gods;	 the	 second	 is	 the	 Középső	 világ	 (The	 Middle	World)	 or	 the	 world	 we
know,	and	finally	there	is	the	Alsó	világ	(The	Underworld).
In	the	centre	of	the	world	stands	a	tall	tree:	the	Világfa	/	Életfa	(World	Tree	or
Tree	of	Life),	and	you’ll	see	phrases	throughout	these	stories	using	that	concept
of	 the	world	 view	 as	 a	 superlative.	 From	 the	Világfa’s	 foliage	 one	 enters	 the
Upper	 World,	 where	 the	 Turul	 bird	 dwells	 on	 top	 of	 all	 things.	 The	 Middle
World	 is	 located	at	 its	 trunk	and	 the	Underworld	 is	 around	 the	 tree’s	 roots.	 In
some	stories,	 the	 tree	has	 fruit,	 and	you’ll	 see	 references	 to	golden	apples	and
pears	regularly	in	these	tales.
The	gods	and	the	good	souls	live	in	the	Felső	világ.	The	major	celestial	bodies,
such	as	the	Sun	and	the	Moon,	are	also	located	in	the	Upper	World.	The	sky	was
thought	to	be	a	big	tent	held	up	by	the	Tree	of	Life.	The	several	holes	in	it	are
the	stars.
The	Középső	világ	 is	shared	among	humans	and	many	mythological	creatures,
with	the	latter	often	being	supernatural,	such	as	ghosts	of	the	forests	and	waters,



who	are	ordered	to	scare	humans.	There	are	females	such	as	the	sellő	(mermaid),
which	lives	in	water	and	has	a	human	torso	with	the	tail	of	a	fish.	The	wind	is
controlled	 by	 an	 old	 lady	 called	 Szélanya	 (our	 eponymous	 Wind	 Mother)	 or
Szélkirály	(Wind	King).	The	Sárkány	(dragon)	is	a	frightening	beast,	who	is	the
enemy	 of	 many	 heroes	 in	 these	 fairy	 tales,	 symbolising	 the	 psychical	 inner
struggle	 of	 the	 hero.	 The	 Sárkány	 usually	 has	 many	 heads.	 The	 lidérc	 is	 a
ghostly,	mysterious	 creature	with	 several	 different	 appearances,	 and	 its	 works
are	always	malicious.	The	manók	 (elves	 /	goblins)	and	 the	 törpék	 (dwarfs)	are
foxy	beings	living	in	woods	or	under	the	ground,	while	Óriások	(giants)	live	in
the	mountains.	Óriások	have	both	good	and	bad	qualities.	Some	of	the	tradition’s
favourite	 creatures	 are	 the	 tündérek	 (fairies),	 who	 are	 often	 beautiful	 young
virgins	 or	 female	 creatures,	 often	 depicted	 either	 as	 personified	 purity	 and
innocence,	 or	 as	 playful	 and	 foxy.	 They	 aid	 humans,	who	 sometimes	 can	 ask
three	wishes	 from	 them.	Their	 opposites	 are	 the	 bábák,	who	 are	 equated	with
catty	old	witches,	of	whom	we	meet	a	good	many	in	these	pages.
As	ever	with	these	collections,	they	are	a	delight	to	read	and	adapt,	so	I	hope	as
always,	 that	 you	 find	 something	 special	 here,	 something	 to	warm	a	heart	 by	 a
roaring	fireside.
	

Clive
Bath	2019
	



CSABOR	UR

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	YOUNG	PRINCE	who	was,	perhaps,	not	quite	twenty-
five	 years	 old,	 tall,	 and	his	 slim	 figure	was	 like	 a	 pine	 tree.	His	 forehead	was
sorrowful,	like	the	dark	pine,	and	his	thunder-like	voice	made	his	eyes	flash.	His
dress	and	his	armour	were	black,	because	 the	prince,	who	was	known	all	over
the	world	simply	as	Csabor	Ur	(Mr.	Csabor),	was	serving	with	the	picked	heroes
of	 the	 grand	king,	 and	he	 had	no	other	 ornaments	 besides	 his	 black	 suit	 but	 a
gold	 star,	which	 the	grand	king	had	presented	 to	him	 in	 the	German	camp	 for
having	saved	his	life.
The	fame	of	Csabor	Ur's	bravery	was	great,	and	also	of	his	benevolence,	because
he	was	 kind	 to	 the	 poor,	 and	 the	 grand	 king	 very	 often	 had	 to	 scold	 him	 for
distributing	his	property	in	a	careless	way.	The	priests,	however,	could	not	boast
of	Csabor	Ur's	alms,	because	he	never	gave	any	 to	 them,	nor	did	he	ever	give
them	any	money	for	masses,	and	for	this	reason	the	whole	hierarchy	was	angry
with	him,	especially	the	head	priest	at	the	great	king's	court,	but	Csabor	Ur	being
a	great	favourite	of	the	great	king,	not	even	a	priest	dared	to	offend	him	openly.
But	in	secret	the	pot	was	boiling	for	him.
One	cold	autumn	the	great	king	arrived	at	the	royal	palace	from	the	camp	with
Csabor	Ur,	the	palace	standing	on	the	bank	of	a	large	sheet	of	water.	Before	they
had	taken	the	saddles	off	the	stallions	the	great	king	thus	addressed	Csabor	Ur.
"My	lad,	rest	yourself	during	the	night,	and	at	dawn,	as	soon	as	day	breaks,	hurry
off	 with	 your	 most	 trusty	 men	 into	 Roumania	 beyond	 the	 snow-covered
mountains	to	old	Demeter,	because	I	hear	that	my	Roumanian	neighbours	are	not
satisfied	with	my	friendship,	and	are	intriguing	with	the	Turks.	Find	out,	my	lad,
how	many	weeks	the	world	will	 last	 there	(what's	 the	news?)	and	warn	the	old
fox	 to	 mind	 his	 tail,	 because	 I	 may	 perhaps	 send	 him	 a	 rope	 instead	 of	 the
archiepiscopal	pallium."
Csabor	Ur	received	the	grand	king's	order	with	great	joy,	and,	having	taken	leave



of	Dame	Margit	(Margaret),	dashed	off	on	his	bay	stallion	over	the	sandy	plains
to	 the	 banks	 of	 the	Olt,	 and	 from	 there	 he	 crossed	 over	 during	 a	 severe	 frost
beyond	the	snow-covered	mountains.	He	arrived	at	the	house	of	Jordán	Boer,	the
king's	confidential	man,	whose	guest	he	was,	and	here	he	heard	of	old	Demeter's
cunning	in	all	 its	details,	and	also	that	he	was	secretly	encouraged	by	the	great
king's	head	priest	 to	plot	against	 the	sovereign.	Hearing	this,	Csabor	Ur	started
on	his	journey,	and	arrived	on	the	fourth	day	in	Roumania,	where	he	became	the
bishop's	guest,	by	whom	he	was	apparently	received	cordially,	the	old	dog	being
anxious	to	mislead	with	his	glib	tongue	Csabor	Ur,	about	the	events	there,	but	it
was	very	difficult	to	hoodwink	the	great	king's	man.
Csabor	 Ur	 never	 gave	 any	 answer	 to	 the	 bishop's	 many	 words,	 and	 therefore
made	the	bishop	believe	 that	he	had	succeeded	in	deceiving	Csabor	Ur,	but	he
was	more	on	his	guard	than	ever	and	soon	discovered	that	every	night	crowds	of
people	 gathered	 into	 the	 cathedral.	 Therefore	 one	 night	 he	 also	 stole	 in	 there
dressed	 in	 the	costume	of	 the	country,	 and	 to	his	horror	heard	how	 the	people
were	 conspiring	 with	 the	 bishop	 against	 the	 great	 king,	 and	 how	 they	 were
plotting	an	attack	with	the	aid	of	the	Turkish	army.
Csabor	Ur	 listened	 to	 these	 things	 in	great	silence	and	sent	one	of	his	servants
with	a	letter	to	the	great	king	next	day,	in	which	he	described	minutely	the	whole
state	of	affairs.	The	spies,	however,	laid	in	ambush	for	the	servant,	attacked	and
killed	him,	 took	Csabor	Ur's	 letter	 from	him,	and	handed	 it	 to	 the	bishop,	who
learnt	from	its	contents	that	Csabor	Ur	had	stolen	into	the	cathedral	every	night.
He,	 therefore,	 had	 the	 large	 oak	doors	 closed	 as	 soon	 as	 the	 congregation	had
assembled	on	the	same	night,	and	in	an	infuriated	sermon	he	informed	the	people
that	there	was	a	traitor	among	them.	Hearing	this	everybody	demanded	his	death,
and	 they	 were	 ready	 to	 take	 their	 oath	 on	 the	 Holy	 Cross	 that	 they	 were	 not
traitors.	Whereupon	the	bishop	ordered	a	stool	 to	be	placed	on	the	steps	of	 the
altar,	 sat	 down,	 and	 administered	 the	 oath	 to	 all	 present.	 Only	 one	man,	 in	 a
brown	fur-cloak,	did	not	budge	from	the	side	of	the	stoup.	The	bishop,	therefore,
addressed	him	thus.	"Then	who	are	you?	Why	don't	you	come	to	me?"
But	the	dark	cloak	did	not	move,	and	the	bishop	at	once	knew	who	it	was	and
ordered	the	man	to	be	bound,	whereupon	the	multitude	rushed	forward	to	carry
out	 his	 command.	 Thereupon	 the	man	 dropped	 his	 brown	 cloak,	 and,	 behold,
Csabor	Ur	 stood	 erect,	 like	 a	 dark	pine,	with	knitted	brows	 and	 flashing	 eyes,
holding	in	his	right	hand	a	copper	mace	with	a	gilt	handle,	his	left	resting	on	a
broad	two-edged	sword.	The	multitude	stopped,	shuddering,	like	the	huntsman,
who	in	pursuit	of	hares	suddenly	finds	a	bear	confronting	him.	But	 in	 the	next
moment	 the	 crowd	 rushed	 at	 their	 prey.	 Csabor	 Ur,	 after	 cutting	 down	 about
thirty	of	them,	dropped	down	dead	himself.	His	blood	spurted	up	high	upon	the
column,	where	 it	 can	 still	 be	 seen	 in	 the	 cathedral,	 to	 the	 left	 of	 the	 entrance,
although	the	Roumanian	priests	 tried	their	best	 to	whitewash	it.	The	great	king



heard	of	this,	had	the	head	priest	imprisoned,	and	went	with	an	immense	army	to
revenge	Csabor	Ur's	murder.	With	his	army	came	also	Dame	Margit,	dressed	in
men's	clothes,	who	wept	at	 the	 foot	of	 the	blood-spattered	column	 till	one	day
after	mass	they	picked	her	up	dead	from	the	flagstones.
	



EISENKOPF

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	 UPON	 A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 an	 old	 man	 who	 had	 only	 one	 son,
whom	he	loved	dearly,	but	they	were	very	poor,	and	often	had	scarcely	enough
to	eat.	Then	the	old	man	fell	ill,	and	things	grew	worse	than	ever,	so	he	called	his
son	and	said	to	him,	“My	dear	boy,	I	have	no	longer	any	food	to	give	you,	and
you	must	go	into	the	world	and	get	it	for	yourself.	It	does	not	matter	what	work
you	do,	but	remember	if	you	do	it	well	and	are	faithful	to	your	master,	you	will
always	have	your	reward.”
So	Peter	put	a	piece	of	black	bread	in	his	knapsack,	and	strapping	it	on	his	back,
took	a	stout	stick	in	his	hand,	and	set	out	to	seek	his	fortune.	For	a	long	while	he
travelled	on	and	on,	and	nobody	seemed	to	want	him,	but	one	day	he	met	an	old
man,	and	being	a	polite	youth,	he	took	off	his	hat	and	said.	“Good	morning,”	in	a
pleasant	voice.
“Good	morning,”	answered	the	old	man,	“and	where	are	you	going?”
“I	am	wandering	through	the	country	trying	to	get	work,”	replied	Peter.
“Then	 stay	 with	me,	 for	 I	 can	 give	 you	 plenty,”	 said	 the	 old	man,	 and	 Peter
stayed.
His	work	did	not	seem	hard,	for	he	had	only	two	horses	and	a	cow	to	look	after,
and	though	he	had	been	hired	for	a	year,	the	year	consisted	of	but	three	days,	so
that	it	was	not	long	before	he	received	his	wages.	In	payment	the	old	man	gave
him	a	nut,	and	offered	 to	keep	him	for	another	year,	but	Peter	was	home-sick,
and,	 besides,	 he	would	 rather	 have	 been	 paid	 ever	 so	 small	 a	 piece	 of	money
than	a	nut,	for,	thought	he,	nuts	grow	on	every	tree,	and	I	can	gather	as	many	as	I
like.	However,	he	did	not	say	this	to	the	old	man,	who	had	been	kind	to	him,	but
just	bade	him	farewell.
The	nearer	Peter	drew	to	his	father’s	house	the	more	ashamed	he	felt	at	having
brought	back	such	poor	wages.	What	could	one	nut	do	for	him?	Why,	it	would
not	buy	even	a	slice	of	bacon.	It	was	no	use	taking	it	home,	he	might	as	well	eat
it.	So	he	sat	down	on	a	stone	and	cracked	it	with	his	teeth,	and	then	took	it	out	of



his	mouth	to	break	off	the	shell.	But	who	could	ever	guess	what	came	out	of	that
nut?	Why,	 horses	 and	 oxen	 and	 sheep	 stepped	 out	 in	 such	 numbers	 that	 they
seemed	as	if	they	would	stretch	to	the	world’s	end!	The	sight	gave	Peter	such	a
shock	 that	 he	 wrung	 his	 hands	 in	 dismay.	What	 was	 he	 to	 do	 with	 all	 these
creatures?	Where	was	he	to	put	them?	He	stood	and	gazed	in	terror,	and	at	this
moment	Eisenkopf	came	by.
“What	is	the	matter,	young	man?”	asked	he.
“Oh,	my	friend,	there	is	plenty	the	matter,”	answered	Peter.	“I	have	gained	a	nut
as	my	wages,	and	when	I	cracked	it	this	crowd	of	beasts	came	out,	and	I	don’t
know	what	to	do	with	them	all!”
“Listen	 to	me,	my	son,”	said	Eisenkopf.	“If	you	will	promise	never	 to	marry	I
will	drive	them	all	back	into	the	nut	again.”
In	his	trouble	Peter	would	have	promised	far	harder	things	than	this,	so	he	gladly
gave	 the	 promise	 Eisenkopf	 asked	 for,	 and	 at	 a	 whistle	 from	 the	 stranger	 the
animals	all	began	crowding	into	the	nut	again,	nearly	tumbling	over	each	other
in	their	haste.	When	the	last	foot	had	got	inside,	the	two	halves	of	the	shell	shut
close.	Then	Peter	put	it	in	his	pocket	and	went	on	to	the	house.
No	sooner	had	he	reached	it	than	he	cracked	his	nut	for	the	second	time,	and	out
came	 the	 horses,	 sheep,	 and	 oxen	 again.	 Indeed	 Peter	 thought	 that	 there	were
even	more	of	them	than	before.	The	old	man	could	not	believe	his	eyes	when	he
saw	the	multitudes	of	horses,	oxen	and	sheep	standing	before	his	door.
“How	did	you	come	by	all	these?”	he	gasped,	as	soon	as	he	could	speak,	and	the
son	told	him	the	whole	story,	and	of	the	promise	he	had	given	Eisenkopf.
The	next	 day	 some	of	 the	 cattle	were	driven	 to	market	 and	 sold,	 and	with	 the
money	 the	old	man	was	 able	 to	buy	 some	of	 the	 fields	 and	gardens	 round	his
house,	and	in	a	few	months	had	grown	the	richest	and	most	prosperous	man	in
the	whole	village.	Everything	seemed	to	turn	to	gold	in	his	hands,	till	one	day,
when	he	 and	his	 son	were	 sitting	 in	 the	orchard	watching	 their	 herds	of	 cattle
grazing	 in	 the	meadows,	 he	 suddenly	 said.	 “Peter,	my	boy,	 it	 is	 time	 that	 you
were	thinking	of	marrying.”
“But,	my	dear	father,	I	told	you	I	can	never	marry,	because	of	the	promise	I	gave
to	Eisenkopf.”
“Oh,	one	promises	here	and	promises	 there,	but	no	one	ever	 thinks	of	keeping
such	promises.	If	Eisenkopf	does	not	like	your	marrying,	he	will	have	to	put	up
with	 it	 all	 the	 same!	Besides,	 there	 stands	 in	 the	 stable	 a	 grey	 horse	which	 is
saddled	night	and	day,	and	if	Eisenkopf	should	show	his	face,	you	have	only	got
to	jump	on	the	horse’s	back	and	ride	away,	and	nobody	on	earth	can	catch	you.
When	all	is	safe	you	will	come	back	again,	and	we	shall	live	as	happily	as	two
fish	in	the	sea.”



And	so	it	all	happened.	The	young	man	found	a	pretty,	brown-skinned	girl	who
was	 willing	 to	 have	 him	 for	 a	 husband,	 and	 the	 whole	 village	 came	 to	 the
wedding	feast.	The	music	was	at	its	gayest,	and	the	dance	at	its	merriest,	when
Eisenkopf	looked	in	at	the	window.
“Oh,	ho,	my	brother!	What	is	going	on	here?	It	has	the	air	of	being	a	wedding
feast.	Yet	I	fancied,	was	I	mistaken?	You	had	given	me	a	promise	that	you	never
would	marry.”
But	 Peter	 had	 not	 waited	 for	 the	 end	 of	 this	 speech.	 Scarcely	 had	 he	 seen
Eisenkopf	 than	 he	 darted	 like	 the	wind	 to	 the	 stable	 and	 flung	 himself	 on	 the
horse’s	 back.	 In	 another	 moment	 he	 was	 away	 over	 the	 mountain,	 with
Eisenkopf	running	fast	behind	him.
On	 they	went	 through	 thick	 forests	where	 the	 sun	 never	 shone,	 over	 rivers	 so
wide	that	it	took	a	whole	day	to	sail	across	them,	up	hills	whose	sides	were	all	of
glass,	on	they	went	 through	seven	times	seven	countries	 till	Peter	reined	in	his
horse	before	the	house	of	an	old	woman.
“Good	day,	mother,”	said	he,	jumping	down	and	opening	the	door.
“Good	day,	my	son,”	answered	she,	“and	what	are	you	doing	here,	at	the	world’s
end?”
“I	am	flying	for	my	life,	mother,	flying	to	the	world,	which	is	beyond	all	worlds,
for	Eisenkopf	is	at	my	heels.”
“Come	 in	 and	 rest	 then,	 and	have	 some	 food,	 for	 I	 have	 a	 little	 dog	who	will
begin	to	howl	when	Eisenkopf	is	still	seven	miles	off.”
So	Peter	went	 in	and	warmed	himself	and	ate	and	drank,	 till	 suddenly	 the	dog
began	to	howl.
“Quick,	my	son,	quick,	you	must	go,”	cried	 the	old	woman.	And	 the	 lightning
itself	was	not	quicker	than	Peter.
“Stop	a	moment,”	cried	the	old	woman	again,	just	as	he	was	mounting	his	horse,
“take	this	napkin	and	this	cake,	and	put	them	in	your	bag	where	you	can	get	hold
of	 them	 easily.”	 Peter	 took	 them	 and	 put	 them	 into	 his	 bag,	 and	 waving	 his
thanks	for	her	kindness,	he	was	off	like	the	wind.
Round	and	round	he	rode,	through	seven	times	seven	countries,	through	forests
still	 thicker,	 and	 rivers	 still	 wider,	 and	mountains	 still	 more	 slippery	 than	 the
others	he	had	passed,	till	at	length	he	reached	a	house	where	dwelt	another	old
woman.
“Good	day,	mother,”	said	he.
“Good	day,	my	son!	What	are	you	seeking	here	at	the	world’s	end?”
“I	am	flying	for	my	life,	mother,	flying	to	the	world	that	is	beyond	all	worlds,	for



Eisenkopf	is	at	my	heels.”
“Come	 in,	my	 son,	 and	have	 some	 food.	 I	 have	a	 little	dog	who	will	 begin	 to
howl	when	Eisenkopf	is	still	seven	miles	off,	so	lie	on	this	bed	and	rest	yourself
in	peace.”
Then	 she	 went	 to	 the	 kitchen	 and	 baked	 a	 number	 of	 cakes,	 more	 than	 Peter
could	have	eaten	in	a	whole	month.	He	had	not	finished	a	quarter	of	them,	when
the	dog	began	to	howl.
“Now,	my	son,	you	must	go,”	cried	the	old	woman	“but	first	put	these	cakes	and
this	napkin	in	your	bag,	where	you	can	easily	get	at	them.”	So	Peter	thanked	her
and	was	off	like	the	wind.
On	he	rode,	through	seven	times	seven	countries,	till	he	came	to	the	house	of	a
third	old	woman,	who	welcomed	him	as	the	others	had	done.	But	when	the	dog
howled,	and	Peter	sprang	up	to	go,	she	said,	as	she	gave	him	the	same	gifts	for
his	journey.	“You	have	now	three	cakes	and	three	napkins,	for	I	know	that	my
sisters	have	each	given	you	one.	Listen	to	me,	and	do	what	I	tell	you.	Ride	seven
days	and	nights	 straight	before	you,	 and	on	 the	 eighth	morning	you	will	 see	 a
great	 fire.	 Strike	 it	 three	 times	with	 the	 three	 napkins	 and	 it	 will	 part	 in	 two.
Then	 ride	 into	 the	 opening,	 and	 when	 you	 are	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 opening,
throw	the	three	cakes	behind	your	back	with	your	left	hand.”
Peter	 thanked	 her	 for	 her	 counsel,	 and	 was	 careful	 to	 do	 exactly	 all	 the	 old
woman	had	 told	him.	On	the	eighth	morning	he	reached	a	fire	so	 large	 that	he
could	see	nothing	else	on	either	side,	but	when	he	struck	 it	with	 the	napkins	 it
parted,	and	stood	on	each	hand	like	a	wall.	As	he	rode	through	the	opening	he
threw	 the	 cakes	behind	him.	From	each	 cake	 there	 sprang	 a	huge	dog,	 and	he
gave	them	the	names	of	World’s-weight,	Ironstrong,	and	Quick-ear.	They	bayed
with	joy	at	the	sight	of	him,	and	as	Peter	turned	to	pat	them,	he	beheld	Eisenkopf
at	the	edge	of	the	fire,	but	the	opening	had	closed	up	behind	Peter,	and	he	could
not	get	through.
“Stop,	you	promise-breaker,”	shrieked	he,	“you	have	slipped	through	my	hands
once,	but	wait	till	I	catch	you	again!”
Then	he	lay	down	by	the	fire	and	watched	to	see	what	would	happen.
When	Peter	knew	that	he	had	nothing	more	to	fear	from	Eisenkopf,	he	rode	on
slowly	till	he	came	to	a	small	white	house.	Here	he	entered	and	found	himself	in
a	room	where	a	grey-haired	woman	was	spinning	and	a	beautiful	girl	was	sitting
in	the	window	combing	her	golden	hair.	“What	brings	you	here,	my	son?”	asked
the	old	woman.
“I	am	seeking	for	a	place,	mother,”	answered	Peter.
“Stay	with	me,	then,	for	I	need	a	servant,”	said	the	old	woman.



“With	pleasure,	mother,”	replied	he.
After	 that	Peter’s	 life	was	 a	 very	happy	one.	He	 sowed	 and	ploughed	 all	 day,
except	 now	 and	 then	when	 he	 took	 his	 dogs	 and	went	 to	 hunt.	And	whatever
game	he	brought	back	the	maiden	with	the	golden	hair	knew	how	to	dress	it.
One	day	the	old	woman	had	gone	to	the	town	to	buy	some	flour,	and	Peter	and
the	maiden	were	left	alone	in	the	house.	They	fell	 into	talk,	and	she	asked	him
where	his	home	was,	and	how	he	had	managed	to	come	through	the	fire.	Peter
then	 told	 her	 the	 whole	 story,	 and	 of	 his	 striking	 the	 flames	 with	 the	 three
napkins	as	he	had	been	told	to	do.	The	maiden	listened	attentively	and	wondered
in	 herself	 whether	 what	 he	 said	 was	 true.	 So	 after	 Peter	 had	 gone	 out	 to	 the
fields,	she	crept	up	to	his	room	and	stole	the	napkins	and	then	set	off	as	fast	as
she	could	to	the	fire	by	a	path	she	knew	of	over	the	hill.
At	 the	 third	 blow	 she	 gave	 the	 flames	 divided,	 and	 Eisenkopf,	who	 had	 been
watching	and	hoping	for	a	chance	of	this	kind,	ran	down	the	opening	and	stood
before	her.	At	 this	sight	 the	maiden	was	almost	frightened	 to	death,	but	with	a
great	effort	she	recovered	herself	and	ran	home	as	fast	as	her	 legs	would	carry
her,	closely	pursued	by	Eisenkopf.	Panting	for	breath	she	rushed	into	the	house
and	fell	fainting	on	the	floor,	but	Eisenkopf	entered	behind	her,	and	hid	himself
in	the	kitchen	under	the	hearth.
Not	long	after,	Peter	came	in	and	picked	up	the	three	napkins	which	the	maiden
had	dropped	on	the	threshold.	He	wondered	how	they	got	there,	for	he	knew	he
had	left	them	in	his	room,	but	what	was	his	horror	when	he	saw	the	form	of	the
fainting	girl	 lying	where	she	had	dropped,	as	still	and	white	as	 if	she	had	been
dead.	He	lifted	her	up	and	carried	her	to	her	bed,	where	she	soon	revived,	but	she
did	not	tell	Peter	about	Eisenkopf,	who	had	been	almost	crushed	to	death	under
the	hearth-stone	by	the	body	of	World’s-weight.
The	next	morning	Peter	 locked	up	his	dogs	and	went	out	 into	 the	forest	alone.
Eisenkopf,	however,	had	seen	him	go,	and	followed	so	closely	at	his	heels	that
Peter	had	barely	time	to	clamber	up	a	tall	tree,	where	Eisenkopf	could	not	reach
him.	 “Come	 down	 at	 once,	 you	 gallows	 bird,”	 he	 cried.	 “Have	 you	 forgotten
your	promise	that	you	never	would	marry?”
“Oh,	 I	 know	 it	 is	 all	 up	with	me,”	 answered	 Peter,	 “but	 let	me	 call	 out	 three
times.”
“You	can	call	a	hundred	times	if	you	like,”	returned	Eisenkopf,	“for	now	I	have
got	you	in	my	power,	and	you	shall	pay	for	what	you	have	done.”
“Ironstrong,	World’s-weight,	Quick-ear,	fly	to	my	help!”	cried	Peter,	and	Quick-
ear	heard,	and	said	to	his	brothers.	“Listen,	our	master	is	calling	us.”
“You	are	dreaming,	fool,”	answered	World’s-weight.	“Why	he	has	not	finished
his	breakfast.”	And	he	gave	Quick-ear	a	slap	with	his	paw,	for	he	was	young	and



needed	to	be	taught	sense.
“Ironstrong,	World’s-weight,	Quick-ear,	fly	to	my	help!”	cried	Peter	again.
This	time	World’s-weight	heard	also,	and	he	said,	“Ah,	now	our	master	is	really
calling.”
“How	 silly	 you	 are!”	 answered	 Ironstrong,	 “you	 know	 that	 at	 this	 hour	 he	 is
always	eating.”	And	he	gave	World’s-weight	a	cuff,	because	he	was	old	enough
to	know	better.
Peter	 sat	 trembling	on	 the	 tree	 dreading	 lest	 his	 dogs	had	never	 heard,	 or	 else
that,	having	heard,	they	had	refused	to	come.	It	was	his	last	chance,	so	making	a
mighty	 effort	 he	 shrieked	 once	more,	 “Ironstrong,	World’s-weight,	Quick-ear,
fly	to	my	help,	or	I	am	a	dead	man!”
And	 Ironstrong	 heard,	 and	 said.	 “Yes,	 he	 is	 certainly	 calling,	 we	 must	 go	 at
once.”	And	in	an	instant	he	had	burst	open	the	door,	and	all	three	were	bounding
away	in	the	direction	of	the	voice.	When	they	reached	the	foot	of	the	tree	Peter
just	said.	“At	him!”	And	in	a	few	minutes	there	was	nothing	left	of	Eisenkopf.
As	soon	as	his	enemy	was	dead	Peter	got	down	and	returned	to	the	house,	where
he	bade	farewell	to	the	old	woman	and	her	daughter,	who	gave	him	a	beautiful
ring,	all	set	with	diamonds.	It	was	really	a	magic	ring,	but	neither	Peter	nor	the
maiden	knew	that.
Peter’s	heart	was	heavy	as	he	set	out	for	home.	He	had	ceased	to	love	the	wife
whom	he	had	left	at	his	wedding	feast,	and	his	heart	had	gone	out	to	the	golden-
haired	girl.	However,	it	was	no	use	thinking	of	that,	so	he	rode	forward	steadily.
The	 fire	 had	 to	 be	 passed	 through	 before	 he	 had	 gone	 very	 far,	 and	when	 he
came	 to	 it,	 Peter	 shook	 the	 napkins	 three	 times	 in	 the	 flames	 and	 a	 passage
opened	 for	 him.	But	 then	 a	 curious	 thing	 happened.	 The	 three	 dogs,	who	 had
followed	at	his	heels	all	the	way,	now	became	three	cakes	again,	which	Peter	put
into	his	bag	with	the	napkins.	After	that	he	stopped	at	the	houses	of	the	three	old
women,	and	gave	each	one	back	her	napkin	and	her	cake.
“Where	is	my	wife?”	asked	Peter,	when	he	reached	home.
“Oh,	my	dear	son,	why	did	you	ever	leave	us?	After	you	had	vanished,	no	one
knew	where,	your	poor	wife	grew	more	and	more	wretched,	and	would	neither
eat	nor	drink.	Little	by	little	she	faded	away,	and	a	month	ago	we	laid	her	in	her
grave,	to	hide	her	sorrows	under	the	earth.”
At	this	news	Peter	began	to	weep,	for	he	had	loved	his	wife	before	he	went	away
and	had	seen	the	golden-haired	maiden.
He	 went	 sorrowfully	 about	 his	 work	 for	 the	 space	 of	 half	 a	 year,	 when,	 one
night,	 he	 dreamed	 that	 he	moved	 the	 diamond	 ring	 given	 him	 by	 the	maiden
from	his	right	hand	and	put	it	on	the	wedding	finger	of	the	left.	The	dream	was



so	real	that	he	awoke	at	once	and	changed	the	ring	from	one	hand	to	the	other.
And	 as	 he	 did	 so	 guess	 what	 he	 saw?	 Why,	 the	 golden-haired	 girl	 standing
before	him.	And	he	sprang	up	and	kissed	her,	and	said.	“Now	you	are	mine	for
ever	and	ever,	and	when	we	die	we	will	both	be	buried	 in	one	grave.”	And	so
they	were.
	



THE	HUSSAR	AND	THE	SERVANT	GIRL

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THE	WIFE	OF	A	PRIEST	IN	olden	times,	it	may	have	been	in	the	antediluvian
world,	put	all	the	plates,	dishes,	and	milk-jugs	into	a	basket	and	sent	the	servant
to	wash	them	in	the	brook.	While	the	girl	was	washing	she	saw	a	cray-fish	crawl
out	 of	 the	water,	 and,	 as	 she	 had	 never	 seen	 one	 in	 her	 life	 before,	 she	 stood
staring	at	it,	and	was	a	little	frightened.	It	so	happened	that	a	hussar	rode	past	on
horseback,	 and	 the	 girl	 asked	 him,	 "Would	 you	 mind	 telling	 me,	 my	 gallant
horseman,	what	sort	of	a	God's	wonder	that	yonder	is?"
"Well,	my	sister,"	said	the	soldier,	"that	is	a	cray-fish."
The	servant	then	took	courage,	and	went	near	the	cray-fish	to	look	at	it,	and	said,
"But	it	crawls!"
"But	it's	a	cray-fish,"	said	the	soldier	again.
"But	it	crawls,"	said	the	servant	abruptly.
"But	it's	a	cray-fish,"	said	the	soldier	a	third	time.
"Well,	my	gallant	horseman,	how	can	you	stand	 there	and	 tell	me	that,	when	I
can	see	that	it	crawls?"	said	the	servant.
"But,	my	sister,	how	can	you	stand	there	and	tell	me,	when	I	can	see	that	it's	a
cray-fish?"	said	the	soldier.
"Well,	I'm	neither	blind	nor	a	fool,	and	I	can	see	quite	well	that	it's	a-crawling,"
said	the	servant.
"But	neither	am	I	blind	nor	a	fool,	and	I	can	see	that	it	is	a	cray-fish,"	said	the
soldier.
The	servant	got	so	angry	that	she	dashed	her	crockery	to	the	ground	and	broke	it
into	fragments,	crying,	in	a	great	rage,	"May	I	perish	here	if	it	is	not	a-crawling!"
The	hussar	jumped	off	his	saddle,	drew	his	sword,	and	cut	off	his	horse's	head,



saying,	"May	the	executioner	cut	off	my	neck	like	this	if	it	isn't	a	cray-fish!"
The	soldier	went	his	way	on	foot,	and	the	servant	went	home	without	her	ware,
and	the	priest's	wife	asked,	"Well,	where	are	all	the	pots?"
The	 servant	 told	 her	 what	 had	 happened	 between	 the	 soldier	 and	 her	 about	 a
cray-fish	and	a-crawling.
"Is	that	the	reason	why	you	have	done	all	the	damage?"	said	the	priest's	wife.
"Oh,	mistress,	how	could	I	give	in	when	I	saw	quite	well	that	it	was	a-crawling,
and	still	that	nasty	soldier	kept	on	saying	it	was	a	cray-fish?"
The	wife	of	the	priest	was	heating	the	oven,	as	she	was	going	to	bake,	and	she
got	into	such	a	rage	that	she	seized	her	new	fur	jacket,	for	which	she	had	given	a
hundred	florins,	and	pitched	it	into	the	oven,	saying,	"May	the	flames	of	the	fire
burn	me	like	this	if	you	were	not	both	great	fools!"
"What	is	all	this	smell	of	burning?"	asked	the	priest,	coming	in.	Learning	what
had	happened	about	a	cray-fish	and	a-crawling,	he	took	his	gown	and	cut	it	up
on	 the	 threshold	with	a	hatchet,	 saying,	 "May	 the	executioner	 cut	me	 into	bits
like	this	if	the	three	of	you	are	not	fools!"
Then	came	the	schoolmaster	(his	calf	had	got	loose	and	run	into	the	clergyman's
yard,	 and	 he	 had	 come	 after	 it	 to	 drive	 it	 home).	 and,	 hearing	 what	 had
happened,	and	why,	he	caught	hold	of	a	stick,	and	struck	his	calf	such	a	blow	on
the	head	 that	 it	 fell	 down	dead	on	 the	 spot,	 exclaiming,	 "If	God	will,	may	 the
fiery	thunderbolt	thus	strike	me	dead	if	you	all	four	are	not	fools!"
Then	came	the	churchwarden,	and	asked	what	had	happened	there,	and	when	he
was	told	he	got	into	such	a	rage	that	he	picked	up	the	church-box	and	dashed	it
on	 the	ground	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	yard,	so	 that	 the	box	was	broken	 to	pieces,
and	 the	precious	altar-covers	and	 linen	were	 rolling	about	on	 the	dirty	ground,
saying,	"May	I	perish	like	this,	at	this	very	hour,	if	the	whole	five	of	you	are	not
fools!"
In	 the	meantime	 the	 sacristan	 came	 in,	 and,	 seeing	 the	 linen	 on	 the	 floor,	 he
threw	up	his	hands	and	said,	"Well,	I	never!	Whatever's	the	matter?"
Then	 they	 told	him	what	had	happened,	and	why,	whereupon	he	picked	up	all
the	covers	and	linen	and	tore	them	into	shreds,	saying,	"May	the	devil	tear	me	to
atoms	like	this	if	you	six	are	not	a	parcel	of	raving	lunatics!"
News	 of	 the	 event	 soon	 got	 abroad,	 and	 the	 whole	 congregation	 gathered
together	 and	 set	 the	 priest's	 house	 on	 fire,	 crying,	 "May	 the	 flames	 of	 the	 fire
burn	us	all	like	this,	every	one	of	us,	if	all	the	seven	were	not	fools!"
	



THE	POOR	MAN,	AND	THE	KING	OF	THE	CROWS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jeremiah	Curtin	in							Myths	and	Folk-tales	of	the
Russians,	Western	Slavs,	and	Magyars,	published	in	1890	by	Little	Brown	&	Co.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	VERY	POOR	man,	and	he	had	two	lean	cows.	The	two
cows	were	to	the	poor	man	as	their	mother’s	breast	to	children,	for	not	only	did
they	 give	milk	 and	 butter,	 for	which	 he	 got	 a	 few	 coppers	 to	 buy	 salt,	 but	 he
tilled	his	patch	of	land	with	them.
Now,	he	was	ploughing	one	day	at	 the	 edge	of	 the	woods	with	 the	 two	cows,
when,	from	wherever	it	came,	a	six-horse	coach	stood	before	him,	and	in	it	sat
no	 other	 than	 the	King	 of	 the	Crows,	who	 found	 this	 to	 say	 to	 the	 poor	man,
“Listen,	 poor	man,	 I	will	 tell	 you	one	 thing,	 and	 two	will	 come	of	 it.	 Sell	me
those	lean	cows,	I’ll	give	you	good	money	for	 them.	I’ll	pay	double	price.	My
army	hasn’t	 tasted	a	morsel	 for	 three	days,	 and	 the	 soldiers	will	die	of	hunger
and	thirst	unless	you	will	save	them.”
“If	 that’s	 the	case,”	 said	 the	poor	man	 to	 the	King	of	 the	Crows,	“if	 it	be	 that
your	 Highness’s	 army	 hasn’t	 eaten	 anything	 for	 three	 days,	 I	 don’t	 mind	 the
difficulty.	I’ll	let	you	have	the	cows,	not	for	money,	let	your	Highness	return	a
cow	for	a	cow.”
“Very	good,	poor	man,	let	it	be	as	you	say.	I	will	give	you	a	cow	for	a	cow,	more
than	 that,	 for	 two	 you	 will	 get	 four	 cows.	 For	 that	 purpose	 find	 me	 in	 my
kingdom,	for	I	am	the	King	of	the	Crows.	You	have	but	to	look	in	the	north	for
the	black	castle,	you’ll	be	sure	to	find	it.”
With	that	the	King	of	the	Crows	vanished	as	if	he	had	never	been	there,	as	if	the
earth	 had	 swallowed	him.	The	poor	man	kept	 on	ploughing	with	 the	 two	 lean
cows,	till,	all	at	once,	the	army	of	the	King	of	the	Crows	appeared	like	a	black
cloud	 approaching	 through	 the	 air,	 with	 mighty	 cawing,	 and	 seizing	 the	 two
cows	 tore	 them	 bit	 from	 bit.	 When	 they	 had	 finished,	 the	 dark	 legions	 with
tumultuous	cawing	moved	on	their	way	like	a	cloud.	The	poor	man	watched	the
direction	in	which	they	flew	so	that	he	might	know	the	way.
Now	he	strolled	home	in	great	sadness,	took	leave	of	his	two	handsome	sons	and
his	dear	wife,	 in	the	midst	of	bitter	tears,	and	set	out	into	the	world	to	find	the
black	castle.	He	 travelled	and	 journeyed	over	 forty-nine	kingdoms,	beyond	 the



Operentsia	Sea	and	the	glass	mountains,	and	beyond	that,	where	the	little	short-
tailed	pig	roots,	and	beyond	that,	and	still	 farther	on,	 till	he	came	to	an	ocean-
great	sand-plain.
Nowhere	for	gold	was	a	 town,	a	village,	or	a	cabin	 to	be	seen	where	he	might
recline	his	head	 for	a	night’s	 rest,	or	beg	a	morsel	of	bread	or	a	cup	of	water.
Food	 had	 long	 since	 left	 his	 bag,	 and	 he	might	 have	 struck	 fire	 in	 the	 gourd
which	hung	at	his	side.	What	was	he	to	do?	Where	could	he	save	his	life?	Here
he	must	perish	of	hunger	and	thirst	 in	 the	midst	of	 this	ocean-great	desert,	and
then	at	home	let	them	wait	for	him	till	the	day	of	Judgment.	Here	the	poor	man’s
power	of	walking	decreased,	 and	he	 floundered	 about	 like	 a	 dazed	 fish,	 like	 a
man	struck	on	the	head.	While	stumbling	along	he	saw	on	a	sudden	a	shepherd’s
fire.
He	moved	towards	the	light,	creeping	on	all	fours.	At	last	he	arrived	there	with
great	 difficulty,	 and	 saw	 that	 three	 or	 four	 men	 were	 lying	 around	 the	 fire,
boiling	kasha	in	a	pot.	He	saluted	them	with,	“God	give	you	a	good	evening.”
“God	 receive	you,	 poor	man,	 how	 is	 it	 that	 you	 are	 journeying	 in	 this	 strange
land	where	even	a	bird	does	not	go?”
“I	am	looking	for	the	black	castle	in	the	north.	Have	you	heard	nothing	of	it	in
your	world-beautiful	lives?”
“How	 not?	 Of	 course	 we	 have.	 Are	 we	 not	 the	 shepherds	 of	 that	 king,	 who
rigorously	and	mercilessly	enjoined	that,	if	such	and	such	a	man,	who	sold	him
the	two	lean	cows	for	his	army,	should	find	us,	to	treat	him	well	with	meat	and
drink,	and	then	to	show	him	the	right	road?	Maybe	you	are	the	man!”
“I	am	indeed.”
“Is	it	possible?”
“I	am	no	one	else.”
“In	 that	 case	 sit	 here	on	 the	 sheepskin,	 eat,	 drink,	 and	enjoy	yourself	 ,	 for	 the
kasha	will	be	ready	this	minute.”
As	 they	 said,	 he	 did.	 The	 poor	 man	 sat	 by	 the	 fire,	 ate,	 drank,	 and	 satisfied
himself,	then	lay	down	and	fell	asleep.	When	he	rose	in	the	morning	they	gave
him	a	round	cheese,	and	drove	the	air	out	of	his	bottle,	and	then	they	let	him	go
his	way,	showing	him	the	right	road.
The	poor	man	 travelled	and	 journeyed	along	 the	right	 road,	and	now,	when	he
was	hungry	and	dry,	he	had	his	bag,	and	his	bottle	too.	Towards	evening	he	saw
again	a	shepherd’s	fire.	He	drew	near	the	great	fire,	and	saw	the	shepherds	of	the
King	of	the	Crows	sitting	around	it	cooking	a	meat	stew.	He	wished	them,	“God
give	you	a	good-day,	my	lords,	the	horse-herds.”
“God	guard	you,	poor	man,”	said	the	chief	herdsman,	“where	are	you	going	here



in	this	strange	land?”
“I	 am	 looking	 for	 the	 black	 castle	 of	 the	King	 of	 the	Crows.	Have	 you	 never
heard	of	it,	brother,	in	your	world-beautiful	life?”
“How	not	 heard	 of	 it?	Of	 course	 I	 have.	Are	we	 not	 the	 servants	 of	 him	who
commanded	rigorously	and	unflinchingly	that	if	such	and	such	a	poor	man,	who
sold	 him	 two	 lean	 cows	 for	 his	 army,	 should	 wander	 along,	 to	 receive	 him
kindly?	Therefore,	this	is	my	word	and	speech	to	you.	Are	you,	perchance,	that
man?”
“Of	course	I	am.”
“Is	it	possible?”
“I’m	no	one	else.”
“In	that	case	sit	down	here	by	the	fire,	drink,	and	be	filled.”
The	poor	man	sat	down	by	the	fire,	ate,	drank,	and	satisfied	himself,	then	lying
on	 the	 sheepskin,	he	 fell	 asleep.	When	he	 rose	 in	 the	morning	 the	horse-herds
entertained	 the	 poor	man	 again,	wished	 him	 happiness,	 and	 showing	 the	 right
road	let	him	go	his	way,	but	they	left	neither	his	bag	nor	his	bottle	empty.	Then
he	went	along	the	right	road.	But	why	multiply	words,	for	there	is	an	end	even	to
a	 hundred	words?	 It	 is	 enough	 to	 know	 that	 towards	 evening	 he	 came	 to	 the
ground	of	the	swineherds	of	the	King	of	the	Crows.	He	saluted	them	with,	“God
give	you	a	good	evening.”
“God	guard	you,”	said	the	reckoning	swineherd.	“How	is	it	you	are	journeying
in	this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not	go?”
“I	am	looking	for	the	black	castle	of	the	King	of	the	Crows.	Has	my	lord	elder
brother	never	heard	of	it	in	his	world-beautiful	life?”
“Ha,	my	poor	man!	How	not	heard	of	it?	Are	we	not	the	servants	of	the	lord	of
that	castle?	But	are	not	you	 the	poor	man	who	sold	his	Highness	 the	 two	 lean
cows?”
“Well,	what’s	the	use	in	delay	or	denial?	I	am,	indeed,	he.”
“Are	you	in	truth?”
“I	am	no	one	else.”
“But	how	will	you	enter	 the	black	castle,	 since	 it	 is	 covered	all	 around	with	a
stone	 wall,	 and	 whirls	 unceasingly	 on	 a	 golden	 cock’s	 foot?	 But	 make	 no
account	of	that.	Here	is	a	shining	axe.	Just	strike	the	wall	with	it	so	that	sparks
will	fly,	and	you	will	come	upon	the	door,	which	will	spring	open.	Then	jump	in.
Have	a	care,	though,	for	if	you	slip	and	fall,	neither	God	nor	man	can	save	you.
When	you	are	once	inside,	the	King	of	the	Crows	will	come	forward	and	receive
you	kindly.	He	won’t	put	his	soul	on	the	palm	of	his	hand	at	once,	but	when	his



Highness	inquires	what	your	wish	is,	ask	for	nothing	else	but	the	salt-mill	which
stands	in	the	corner.”
Well,	the	talk	ended	there.	In	the	morning	the	poor	man	moved	on	towards	the
black	castle.	When	he	arrived	there,	he	saw	that	it	whirled	of	itself	on	a	golden
cock’s	foot,	like	some	infernal	spindle,	and	nowhere	could	he	see	either	window
or	door	 upon	 it,	 nothing	but	 the	naked	wall.	He	 took	 the	 swineherd’s	 axe	 and
struck	 the	wall,	 and	 sparks	 flew	 from	 the	 axe	 in	 such	 style	 that	 it	 couldn’t	 be
better.	After	a	time	he	came	upon	the	door.	It	flew	open,	and	he	jumped	in.	If	he
had	delayed	but	one	flash	of	an	eye	the	stone	wall	door	would	have	crushed	him,
and	as	it	was,	the	edge	of	his	trousers	was	carried	off.
As	soon	as	the	poor	man	got	in,	he	saw	that	the	castle	turned	only	on	the	outside.
At	this	moment	the	King	of	the	Crows	was	standing	by	the	window,	and	saw	the
poor	man	 coming	 for	 the	 price	 of	 the	 cows.	He	went	 to	meet	 him,	 shook	 his
hand,	treated	him	as	tenderly	as	an	egg,	then	he	led	him	into	the	most	beautiful
chamber,	and	seated	him	at	his	side	on	a	golden	couch.	The	poor	man	saw	not	a
soul	anywhere,	although	it	was	midday,	the	time	of	eating.	All	at	once	the	table
began	to	spread,	and	was	soon	bending	under	its	load,	so	much	food	was	on	it.
The	 poor	 man	 shook	 his	 head,	 for,	 as	 I	 say,	 though	 no	 one	 was	 to	 be	 seen
anywhere,	 neither	 cook	 nor	 kitchen-boy	 nor	 servant,	 still,	 wasn’t	 the	 table
spread?	It	was	surely	witchcraft,	surely	some	infernal	art,	but	not	the	work	of	a
good	spirit.	Maybe	the	salt-mill	had	something	to	do	with	it.	That,	however,	did
not	come	into	the	poor	man’s	mind,	though	the	mill	stood	there	in	the	corner.
He	was	there	three	days,	the	guest	of	the	King	of	the	Crows,	who	received	him
with	every	kindness	he	could	offer,	so	that	no	man’s	son	could	raise	a	complaint
against	his	Highness.	Morning,	noon,	and	night	the	poor	man’s	food	appeared	in
proper	form,	but	the	roast	and	the	wine	had	no	taste	for	him,	for	it	came	to	his
mind	that	while	he	was	feasting	there,	most	likely	his	wife	and	children	had	not
bread	enough.	I	say	it	came	to	his	mind,	and	he	began	to	be	restless	and	uneasy.
The	King	of	the	Crows	noticed	this,	and	said	to	him.	“Well,	poor	man,	I	see	that
you	do	not	wish	to	stay	longer	with	me,	because	your	heart	is	at	home,	therefore
I	ask	what	do	you	wish	for	the	two	lean	cows?,	believe	me,	brother,	you	saved
me	from	great	trouble	that	time.	If	you	had	not	taken	pity	on	me	I	should	have
lost	my	whole	army	from	famine.”
“I	want	nothing	else,”	said	the	poor	man,	“but	that	salt-mill	standing	there	in	the
corner.”
“Oh,	poor	man,	have	you	 lost	your	wits?	Tell	me,	what	good	could	you	get	of
the	mill?”
“Oh,	I	could	grind	corn	or	a	little	wheat	from	time	to	time.	If	I	did	not	someone
else	might,	so	there	would	be	something	to	take	to	the	kitchen.”



“Ask	 for	 something	 else.	Ask	 for	 all	 the	 cattle	which	 in	 coming	 here	 you	 did
see.”
“What	should	I	do	with	such	a	tremendous	lot	of	cattle?	If	I	should	drive	them
home,	people	would	think	evil	of	me,	besides,	I	have	neither	stable	nor	pasture.”
“But	I’ll	give	you	money.	How	much	do	you	wish?	Would	you	be	content	with
three	bags	of	it?”
“What	could	I	do	with	such	an	ocean-great	lot	of	money?	My	evil	fate	would	use
it	to	kill	me.	People	would	think	that	I	stole	the	coin,	or	murdered	some	man	for
it,	besides,	I	might	be	stopped	with	it	on	the	road.”
“But	I’ll	give	you	a	soldier	as	a	guard.”
“What	good	is	one	of	your	Highness’s	soldiers?”	asked	the	poor	man,	smiling,
“a	hen,	I	think,	would	drive	him	away.”
“What!	One	of	my	soldiers?”
Here	the	King	of	the	Crows	blew	a	small	whistle.	Straightway	a	crow	appeared
which	shook	itself,	and	became	such	a	gallant	young	fellow	that	he	was	not	only
so,	 but	 just	 so.	 “That’s	 the	 kind	 of	 soldiers	 I	 have;”	 said	 the	 king	 and
commanded	the	young	man	out	of	the	room.	The	soldier	shook	himself,	became
a	crow,	and	flew	away.
“It’s	all	the	same	to	me	what	kind	of	soldiers	your	Highness	has.	Your	Highness
promised	to	give	me	what	I	want,	and	I	ask	for	nothing	else	but	the	salt-mill.”
“I	will	not	give	it.	Ask	for	all	my	herds,	but	not	for	that.”
“I	need	not	herds,	all	I	want	is	the	mill.”
“Well,	poor	man,	I	have	refused	you	three	times,	and	three	times	you	have	asked
for	the	mill.	Now,	whether	I	will	or	not,	I	must	give	it.	But	know	that	you	are	not
to	grind	corn	or	wheat	with	the	mill,	for	it	has	this	virtue,	that	it	accomplishes	all
wishes.	Here	 it	 is,	 take	 it,	 though	my	heart	bleeds	after	 it.	You	did	me	a	good
deed,	therefore	let	it	be	yours.”
The	poor	man	put	the	mill	on	his	back,	took	farewell	of	the	King	of	the	Crows,
thanking	 him	 for	 his	 hospitality,	 and	 trudged	 home	 at	 his	 leisure.	On	 the	way
back	he	 entertained	 the	 swineherds,	 the	 horse-herds,	 and	 the	 cowherds.	All	 he
did	was	 to	say,	“Grind,	my	dear	mill,”	and	what	 food	was	dear	 to	 the	eye,	 the
mouth,	and	the	taste	appeared	of	itself,	and	if	he	said,	“Draw	up,	my	dear	mill,”
all	 the	 food	was	 as	 if	 the	 ground	had	 swallowed	 it.	 It	 vanished.	Then	he	 took
leave	of	the	good	shepherds	and	continued	his	way.
As	he	travelled	and	journeyed,	he	came	to	a	great	wild	wood,	and	having	grown
hungry,	he	said.	“Grind,	my	dear	mill.”	Straightway	the	table	was	spread,	not	for
one,	but	for	two	persons.	The	mill	knew	at	once	that	the	poor	man	would	have	a



guest,	 for	 at	 that	moment,	wherever	 he	 came	 from,	 a	 great	 fat	man	 appeared,
who	without	 saying	a	word,	 took	his	 seat	at	 the	 table.	When	 they	had	enjoyed
God’s	blessing,	 the	great	fat	man	spoke,	and	said,	“Listen,	poor	man.	Give	me
that	mill	for	this	knotty	club,	for	if	your	mill	has	the	power	of	accomplishing	all
your	desires	[the	fat	man	knew	this	already],	my	knotty	club	has	this	power,	that
you	have	need	but	to	say,	‘Strike,	my	club,’	and	the	man	you	have	in	mind	is	the
son	of	Death.”
What	was	the	poor	man	to	do?	Thinking	if	he	did	not	give	it	of	his	free	will	the
fat	man	would	 take	 it	by	 force,	he	exchanged	 the	mill	 for	 the	knotty	club,	but
when	he	had	it	once	in	his	hand,	he	said	in	a	low	voice,	for	he	was	commanding
the	knotty	club,	“Strike,	my	dear	club.”	And	it	so	struck	the	fat	man	behind	the
ears	 that	he	gave	forth	not	a	sound,	nor	did	he	move	his	 little	 finger.	Then	 the
poor	man	continued	his	journey	homeward	at	his	ease,	and	when	seven	years	had
passed	he	was	able	to	say.	“Here	we	are!”
His	wife	who	was	weeping	by	the	hearth,	mourning	over	her	dear	lost	lord	and
the	two	lean	cows,	scarcely	knew	the	poor	man,	but	still	she	knew	him.	His	two
sons	had	become	large,	and	had	grown	out	of	their	long	clothes.	When	the	poor
man	put	his	foot	in	his	own	house	he	set	the	mill	down	in	the	chimney-corner,
loosed	his	mantle	 from	his	 neck,	 hung	 it	 up	 on	 a	 nail,	 and	only	 then	did	 they
know	him.
“Well,	 father,”	 said	 his	wife,	 “	 you	 have	 come.	God	 knows	 ’tis	 time.	 I	 never
expected	to	see	you	again,	but	what	did	you	get	for	Bimbo	and	Csako?”
“This	mill,”	answered	he	with	many	“see	here’s”	and	“see	there’s.”
“If	that’s	the	case,	the	palsy	strike	your	work,”	cried	the	woman,	“better	for	you
to	have	stayed	at	home	these	seven	years,	and	swung	your	feet	around	here,	than
to	have	dragged	 that	 good-for-nothing	mill	 from	 such	 a	distant	 land,	 just	 as	 if
you	had	eaten	the	crazy-weed!”
“Oh,	my	 sweet	wife,	 something	 is	 better	 than	 nothing,	 if	we	 have	 no	 grain	 to
grind	 for	ourselves,	we	can	grind	 for	other	people,	 if	not	 in	 streams	at	 least	 in
drops.”
“May	 a	 cancer	 eat	 your	mill!	 I	 haven’t	 a	 thing	 to	 put	 between	my	 teeth,	 and
still…”
“Well,	my	sweet	wife,	if	you	have	nothing	to	put	between	your	teeth	you’ll	soon
have.	Grind,	my	dear	mill.”
At	these	words,	so	much	meat	and	drink	appeared	on	the	poor	man’s	table	that
half	of	it	would	have	been	enough.	It	was	only	then	that	the	woman	regretted	her
tongue	rattling.
The	poor	man,	his	wife,	and	two	sons	sat	down	at	the	table,	looking	at	the	food
like	 an	 army	 of	 locusts.	 They	 ate	 and	 drank	 to	 their	 hearts’	 content.	Whether



from	wine	or	some	other	cause,	a	desire	to	dance	came	to	the	two	sons,	and	they
jumped	up	and	danced,	so	it	was	pure	delight	to	look	at	them.
“Oh,”	 said	 the	 elder	 one,	 “if	 we	 only	 had	 a	 gypsy!”	 That	moment	 a	 band	 of
gypsies	 by	 the	 chimney	 struck	 up	 their	 music,	 and	 played	 away	 with	 such
variations	that	the	poor	man	too	wished	to	dance,	and	so	whirled	his	wife	around
that	better	could	not	be	asked	for.	The	neighbours	knew	not	what	to	think	of	the
affair.	How	was	it	that	music	was	sounding	in	the	poor	man’s	house?
“What	 is	 this?”	 said	 they	 one	 to	 another,	 coming	 nearer	 and	 nearer,	 till	 they
came	 up	 to	 the	 door	 and	 the	windows.	Only	 then	 did	 they	 see	 that	 a	 band	 of
gypsies	were	fiddling	away	with	might	and	main,	and	the	old	man,	his	wife,	and
their	 two	 sons	were	 dancing,	while	 the	 table	was	 bending	 under	 loads	 of	 rich
meat	and	drink.
“Come	 in	 cousin!	 Come	 in	 friend!	 Come	 in	 brother-in-law,	 bring	 your	 wife!
Come	in	brother!”	There	was	no	end	to	the	invitations	of	the	poor	man.	Guests
collected	unceasingly,	and	still	the	table	was	spread.
“Pon	my	soul,”	said	the	poor	man,	“it’s	a	pity	my	house	isn’t	larger,	for	all	these
guests	could	scarcely	find	room	in	a	palace.”	At	these	words,	instead	of	the	poor
man’s	 cabin	 such	 a	 magnificent	 palace	 appeared,	 with	 chambers,	 twelve	 in	 a
row,	that	the	king	himself	hadn’t	the	like	of	it.
A	multitude	of	grand	people	with	the	king	in	the	midst	of	them	were	out	walking
just	at	that	time.	“What’s	this?	What’s	this?”	asked	they	of	one	another.	“There
has	always	been	a	poor	man’s	cabin	here,	but	now	there’s	a	king’s	palace,	and
besides,	music	is	sounding,	and	gypsies	are	fiddling.	Let’s	go	and	have	a	look.”
The	king	went	in	front,	and	after	him	all	the	grand	people,	counts,	dukes,	barons,
and	 so	 on.	 The	 poor	 man	 came	 out	 and	 received	 the	 king	 with	 the	 great
personages	very	kindly,	and	conducted	them	all	to	the	head	of	the	table	as	their
fitting	place.	They	ate,	drank,	and	caroused,	so	that	it	was	like	a	small	wedding.
While	they	were	enjoying	themselves	at	the	best,	a	great	sealed	letter	came	to	the
king.	When	 he	 had	 read	 it,	 he	 turned	 yellow	 and	 blue,	 because	 it	was	written
therein	 that	 the	 Turk-Tartar	 was	 nearing	 his	 kingdom	 with	 a	 great	 army,
destroying	 everything	 with	 fire	 and	 sword,	 and	 sparing	 not	 the	 property	 of
innocent,	weeping	people,	whom	he	puts	to	the	point	of	the	sword,	that	the	earth
is	drinking	their	blood,	their	flesh	is	devoured	by	dogs.
From	great	joy	there	was	great	sorrow.
Then	the	poor	man	stood	forth	and	asked	the	king.	“If	’tis	no	offence,	may	I	ask
a	question?”
“What	may	it	be,	poor	man?”
“Would	 your	 Highness	 tell	 me	 the	 contents	 of	 that	 great	 letter	 received	 just



now?”
“Why	ask,	poor	man?	You	could	not	mend	the	affair.”
“But	if	I	can?”
“Well,	 know	 then,	 and	 let	 the	 whole	 kingdom	 know,	 that	 the	 Turk-Tartar	 is
moving	on	our	country	with	a	great	army,	with	cruel	intent,	that	he	spares	not	the
property	of	 innocent,	weeping	people,	 and	puts	 them	 to	 the	 sword,	 so	 that	 the
earth	drinks	their	blood,	and	their	flesh	is	devoured	by	dogs.”
“And	what	will	be	the	reward	of	him	who	drives	the	enemy	out	of	the	country?”
asked	the	poor	man.
“In	 truth,”	said	 the	king,	“great	 reward	and	honour	await	him,	 for	 if	he	should
have	two	sons,	I	would	give	them	my	two	daughters	in	marriage,	with	half	the
kingdom.	After	my	death	they	would	inherit	the	whole	kingdom.”
“Well,	I’ll	drive	out	the	enemy	all	alone.”
But	 the	 king	 did	 not	 place	 much	 confidence	 in	 the	 poor	 man’s	 promise.	 He
hurried	together	all	his	soldiers,	and	marched	with	them	against	the	enemy.	The
two	armies	were	 looking	at	 each	other	with	wolves’	 eyes,	when	 the	poor	man
went	between	the	camps	and	commanded	the	club.	“Strike,	my	dear	club.”	And
the	club	pommelled	the	Turk-Tartar	army	so	that	only	one	man	was	left	to	carry
home	the	tidings.
The	poor	man	gained	half	the	kingdom	and	the	two	beautiful	princesses,	whom
he	married	to	his	two	stalwart	sons.	They	celebrated	a	wedding	which	spoke	to
the	seven	worlds,	and	they	are	living	now	if	they	are	not	dead.
	



THE	LAZY	CAT

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

A	LAD	MARRIED	A	LAZY	RICH	girl,	and	he	made	a	vow	that	he	would	never
beat	 her.	 The	 lass	 never	 did	 any	 work	 but	 went	 about	 from	 house	 to	 house
gossiping	and	making	all	kinds	of	mischief,	but	still	her	husband	never	scolded
her.
One	morning	 as	 he	was	 going	 out	 to	 his	work	 he	 said	 to	 the	 cat,	 "You	 cat,	 I
command	you	to	do	everything	that	is	needed	in	the	house.	While	I	am	away	put
everything	in	order,	cook	the	dinner,	and	do	some	spinning,	if	you	don't,	I'll	give
you	such	a	thrashing	as	you	won't	forget."
The	 cat	 listened	 to	 his	 speech	half	 asleep,	 blinking	on	 the	 hearth.	The	woman
thought	to	herself,	"My	husband	has	gone	mad."	So	she	said,	"Why	do	you	order
the	cat	to	do	all	these	things,	which	she	knows	nothing	about?"
"Whether	she	does	or	whether	she	doesn't	it's	all	the	same	to	me,	wife.	I	have	no
one	else	whom	I	can	ask	 to	do	anything,	and	if	she	does	not	do	all	 that	I	have
ordered	her	 to	do	you	will	see	 that	 I	will	give	her	such	a	 thrashing	as	she	will
never	forget."
With	 this	he	went	out	 to	work,	 and	 the	wife	began	 to	 talk	 to	 the	cat	 and	 said,
"You	had	better	 get	 your	work	done,	 or	 he	will	 beat	 you;"	but	 the	 cat	 did	not
work,	and	the	wife	went	from	house	to	house	gossiping.
When	she	came	home	the	cat	was	asleep	on	the	hearth,	and	the	fire	had	gone	out,
so	 she	 said,	 "Make	 the	 fire	up,	cat,	 and	get	your	work	done,	or	you	will	get	 a
sound	thrashing;"	but	the	cat	did	no	work.
In	the	evening	the	master	came	home	and	found	that	nothing	was	done	and	that
his	orders	were	not	carried	out,	so	he	took	hold	of	the	cat	by	its	tail	and	fastened
it	to	his	wife's	back,	and	began	to	beat	till	his	wife	cried	out,	"Don't	beat	that	cat
anymore!	Don't	beat	that	cat	anymore!	It	is	not	her	fault.	She	cannot	help	it.	She
does	not	understand	these	things."



"Will	 you	 promise	 then	 that	 you	 will	 do	 it	 all	 in	 her	 stead?"	 inquired	 her
husband.
"I	will	do	it	all	and	even	more	than	you	order,"	replied	his	wife,	"if	you	will	only
leave	off	beating	that	cat."
The	woman	then	ran	off	home	to	complain	to	her	mother	of	all	these	things,	and
said,	"I	have	promised	that	I	will	do	all	the	work	instead	of	the	cat,	in	order	to
prevent	my	husband	beating	her	to	death	on	my	back."
And	then	her	father	spoke	up	and	said,	"If	you	have	promised	to	do	it	you	must
do	it.	If	not,	the	cat	will	get	a	thrashing	tomorrow."	And	he	sent	her	back	to	her
husband.
Next	 time	 the	 master	 again	 ordered	 the	 cat	 what	 she	 had	 to	 do,	 and	 she	 did
nothing	 again.	 So	 she	 got	 another	 beating	 on	 the	 wife's	 back,	 who	 ran	 home
again	to	complain,	but	her	father	drove	her	back,	and	she	ran	so	fast	that	her	foot
did	not	touch	the	ground	as	she	went.
On	the	third	morning	again	the	master	commenced	to	give	his	commands	to	the
cat,	who,	however,	was	 too	 frightened	 to	 listen,	and	did	no	work	 that	day,	but
this	time	the	mistress	did	her	work	for	her.	She	forgot	nothing	she	had	promised.
She	 lighted	 the	 fire,	 fetched	water,	 cooked	 the	 food,	 swept	 the	 house,	 and	put
everything	in	order,	for	she	was	frightened	lest	her	husband	should	beat	the	poor
cat	again,	for	the	wretched	animal	in	its	agony	stuck	its	claws	into	her	back,	and,
besides,	the	end	of	the	two-tailed	whip	reached	further	than	the	cat's	back,	so	that
with	every	stroke	she	received	one	as	well	as	the	cat.
When	her	husband	came	home	everything	was	in	order,	and	he	kept	muttering,
"Don't	be	afraid,	 cat,	 I	won't	 thrash	you	 this	 time;"	 and	his	wife	 laid	 the	cloth
joyfully,	dished	up	the	food,	and	they	had	a	good	meal	in	peace.
After	 that	 the	 cat	had	no	more	beatings,	 and	 the	mistress	became	 such	a	good
housewife	that	you	could	not	wish	for	a	better.
	



THE	YOUNGEST	PRINCE	AND	THE	YOUNGEST
PRINCESS

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	AN	OLD	PETTICOAT	a	hundred	years	old,	 and	 in	 this
petticoat	 a	 tuck,	 in	which	 I	 found	 the	 following	 story.	There	was	 once	 a	 king
who	had	seven	sons	and	seven	daughters.	He	was	in	great	trouble	where	to	find
princesses	of	royal	blood	as	wives	for	his	sons	and	princes	as	husbands	for	his
daughters.	At	last	the	idea	struck	him	that	the	seven	sons	should	marry	the	seven
daughters.	 They	 all	 consented	 to	 their	 father's	 wish	 with	 the	 exception	 of	 the
youngest	son	and	daughter.
"Well,	 if	you	won't,"	said	 the	father,	"I	will	give	you	your	 inheritance	and	you
can	go	and	try	your	fortune,	and	get	married	as	best	you	can."
The	two	children	went,	and	came	to	a	strange	land,	where	they	were	overtaken
by	darkness	 in	a	wood.	They	chose	a	bushy	 tree	 for	 their	 resting	place,	whose
leafy	 boughs	 bent	 down	 to	 the	 ground	 and	 afforded	 shelter.	When	 they	woke
next	morning,	the	girl	told	her	brother	that	she	had	dreamt	that	there	was	a	town
not	far	off,	where	a	king	lived	who	had	been	ill	for	a	long	time,	and	thousands
upon	thousands	of	doctors	had	failed	 to	cure	him.	He	again	dreamt	 that	an	old
man	with	 snow-white	 hair	 told	 him	 that	 the	 tree	 under	which	 they	 slept	 gave
water.	In	this	water	the	king	was	to	be	bathed,	and	he	would	be	cured.	They	at
once	examined	the	tree,	and	from	a	crack	in	the	bark	sap	as	clear	as	crystal	was
dripping,	they	filled	their	flasks	with	the	fluid	and	continued	their	journey.	When
they	reached	the	outskirts	of	the	forest,	they	saw	a	town	in	front	of	them.
Having	arrived	there	they	went	into	an	inn	to	find	out	whether	their	dream	was
true,	and	asked	the	host	what	the	news	was	in	the	town.	He,	in	his	conversation,
mentioned	the	illness	of	the	king,	and	the	many	unsuccessful	attempts	of	men	to
cure	him,	and	that	he	had	strict	orders,	under	a	heavy	penalty,	to	report	at	once
every	doctor	that	came	to	his	inn.



"I	 also	 am	 a	 doctor,"	 said	 the	 prince,	 "and	 this	 youth	 is	 my	 assistant,"	 he
continued,	pointing	to	his	sister,	who	was	dressed	in	male	attire.
The	innkeeper	at	once	reported	them,	and	they	went	to	court	to	try	their	remedy
on	the	king.	The	king's	body	was	covered	with	sores,	and	the	doctor	bathed	his
hand	 with	 the	 juice	 of	 the	 tree.	 To	 his	 great	 joy,	 the	 king	 discovered	 next
morning	 that	 the	 place	 which	 had	 been	 bathed	 was	 visibly	 improving.	 He,
therefore,	the	very	same	night,	sent	a	huge	wooden	vessel	on	a	cart	to	the	tree,	to
bring	 him	 sufficient	 water	 for	 a	 bath.	 After	 a	 few	 baths	 the	 king	 actually
recovered,	 and	 the	 doctor,	 having	 received	 a	 handsome	 present,	 requested	 a
favour	 of	 the	 king,	 that	 being	 to	 pay	 him	 a	 visit	 and	 to	 do	 him	 the	 honour	 of
dining	with	him.	The	king	cordially	granted	the	request,	and	the	prince	received
him	with	great	splendour	in	his	spacious	apartments,	which	were	decorated	with
a	lavishness	becoming	a	sovereign.
As	 the	 king	 found	 the	 doctor	 alone,	 he	 inquired	 after	 his	 assistant,	 and	 at	 this
moment	a	charming	pretty	girl	 stepped	 from	one	of	 the	 side	 rooms,	whom	 the
king	 at	 once	 recognised	 as	 the	 doctor's	 assistant.	The	 strangers	 now	 related	 to
him	their	story,	and	the	king	became	more	affable,	especially	towards	the	pretty
assistant,	 who	 at	 once	 gained	 possession	 of	 his	 heart	 and	 soul,	 and	 the	 short
acquaintance	ended	with	a	wedding.	The	prince,	not	forgetting	the	object	of	his
journey,	started	soon	after	the	wedding	festivities	were	over.
He	passed	on	till	he	came	to	the	boundary	of	the	king's	realm,	and	then	went	on
as	far	as	the	capital	of	the	next	country.	He	was	riding	about	the	streets	on	a	fine
horse,	when	he	heard	a	voice	coming	from	a	window	close	by,	"Hum,	you,	too,
won't	 get	 on	without	me,"	 and	 looking	 in	 the	 direction	 from	which	 the	 voice
came,	he	discovered	an	old	man	looking	out	of	the	window.	He	didn't	take	any
notice	 of	 the	 voice,	 but	 went	 on,	 and,	 having	 arrived	 at	 an	 inn,	made	 sundry
inquiries,	 when	 he	 was	 told	 that	 adventurous	 young	 men	 in	 this	 town	 might
either	meet	with	great	fortune	or	with	a	great	misfortune,	because	the	king	had	a
daughter	whom	no	one	had	as	yet	seen,	with	the	exception	of	her	old	nurse.	The
girl	had	three	marks	on	her,	and	whoever	found	out	what	they	were,	and	where
they	were,	would	 become	her	 husband,	 but	whosoever	 undertook	 the	 task	 and
failed,	would	be	impaled,	and	that	already	ninety-nine	young	fellows	had	died	in
this	manner.
Upon	 hearing	 this,	 it	 became	 clear	 to	 the	 prince	what	 the	meaning	 of	 the	 old
man's	saying	was.	He	thought,	 that	no	doubt	 the	old	man	took	him	for	another
adventurer,	and	the	thought	struck	him	that	the	old	man	must	be	acquainted	with
the	 secret,	 and	 that	 it	 would	 be	 advantageous	 to	 make	 his	 acquaintance.	 He
found	out	at	once	that	the	old	man	was	a	goldsmith,	and,	as	the	prince	had	lost
the	rowel	of	his	golden	spur	on	the	road,	he	called	on	him,	and,	having	come	to
terms	about	the	spur,	the	prince	inquired	of	him	about	the	princess,	and	the	old
man's	 tale	tallied	with	that	of	 the	innkeeper.	After	a	short	reflection,	 the	prince



told	the	old	man	who	he	was,	and,	with	a	 look	full	of	meaning,	 inquired	if	 the
goldsmith	could	help	him	in	case	he	tried	his	luck.
"For	a	good	sum	with	pleasure,"	replied	the	goldsmith.
"You	shall	have	 it,"	 said	 the	prince,	"but	 tell	me	how,	and	I	will	give	you	 this
purse	on	account."
The	 old	 man,	 seeing	 that	 there	 was	 good	 opportunity	 for	 gain,	 said,	 "I	 will
construct	a	silver	horse	in	which	you	can	conceal	yourself,	and	I	will	expose	it
for	 sale	 in	 the	market.	 I	 am	 almost	 sure	 that	 no	 one	will	 buy	 it	 but	 someone
attached	to	the	royal	court,	and	if	once	you	get	in	there,	you	can	get	out	of	the
horse	by	a	secret	opening	and	go	back	whenever	you	like	and,	I	think,	you	will
succeed."
And	 so	 it	 happened,	 on	 the	 following	market-day	 a	 splendid	 silver	 horse	was
exhibited	in	the	vicinity	of	the	royal	palace.	There	were	a	good	many	admirers,
but	 on	 account	 of	 the	 great	 price	 there	 was	 no	 buyer,	 till	 at	 last	 a	 person
belonging	to	the	royal	court	enquired	the	price.	After	a	few	moments	he	returned
and	bought	the	horse	for	the	king,	who	presented	it	to	his	daughter,	and	thus	the
prince	managed	 to	 get	 into	 the	 chamber	 of	 the	 princess,	 which	 was	 the	most
difficult	of	all	things,	and	he	listened	amidst	fear	and	joy	to	the	silvery	voice	of
the	 pretty	 girl,	 who	 amused	 herself	with	 the	 horse,	which	 ran	 on	wheels,	 and
called	it	her	dear	pet.
Evening	drew	on,	and	the	mysterious	girl	went	to	rest.	Everything	became	quiet,
and	only	her	old	nurse	was	sitting	up	not	far	from	her	bed,	but	about	midnight
she,	 too,	fell	asleep.	Hearing	that	she	was	fast	asleep,	 the	prince	got	out	of	 the
horse	and	approached	 the	girl's	bed,	holding	his	breath,	and	found	 the	mark	of
the	 sun	 shining	on	 the	 girl's	 forehead,	 the	moon	on	 the	 right	 breast,	 and	 three
stars	on	the	left.
Having	 found	 out	 the	 three	 secret	marks,	 the	 prince	was	 about	 to	 retire	 to	 his
hiding-place	when	 the	princess	woke.	She	 tried	 to	 scream,	but	at	 an	 imploring
gesture	 of	 the	 youth	 she	kept	 silence.	The	girl	 could	 not	 take	her	 eyes	 off	 the
handsome	prince,	who	related	 to	her	how	and	for	what	 reason	he	had	dared	 to
come.	The	girl,	being	tired	of	her	long	seclusion,	consented	to	his	scheme,	and
they	secretly	plotted	how	the	prince	should	get	out	of	the	palace,	whereupon	he
went	 back	 to	 his	 hiding-place.	 In	 accord	 with	 the	 plot,	 next	 morning	 the	 girl
broke	one	of	 the	horse's	ears	off,	and	 it	was	sent	back	 to	 the	goldsmith's	 to	be
repaired,	and	the	prince	was	thus	able	to	leave	his	dangerous	position.
Having	 again	 splendidly	 remunerated	 the	 goldsmith,	 he	 returned	 to	 his	 new
brother-in-law,	 so	 that	 he	 might	 come	 back	 with	 a	 splendid	 suite	 and	 royal
pomp,	 and	 appear	 as	 a	king	 to	 try	his	 fortune.	The	prince	 returned	with	many
magnificently-clad	knights	and	splendid	horses,	and	reported	himself	to	the	king,
and	 informed	 him	 by	 message	 that	 he	 was	 anxious	 to	 try	 his	 luck	 for	 the



possession	of	his	daughter.	The	king	was	very	much	pleased	with	the	appearance
of	 the	youth,	 and	 therefore	kindly	admonished	him	not	 to	 risk	his	 life,	but	 the
prince	seemed	quite	confident,	and	insisted	on	carrying	out	his	wishes,	so	a	day
was	fixed	for	carrying	out	the	task.	The	people	streamed	out	to	the	place	where
the	trial	was	to	take	place,	like	as	to	a	huge	festival.	And	all	pitied	the	handsome
youth,	and	had	sad	misgivings	as	to	his	fate.
The	king	granted	three	days	to	those	who	tried	their	fortune,	and	three	guesses.
On	 the	 first	 and	 second	 day,	 in	 order	 not	 to	 betray	 the	 plot,	 and	 in	 order	 to
increase	the	éclat	 the	prince	guessed	wrongly	on	purpose,	but	on	the	third	day,
when	everyone	was	convinced	that	he	must	die,	he	disclosed	in	a	loud	voice	the
secret	marks	of	the	princess.	The	king	declared	them	to	be	right,	and	the	prince
was	 led	 to	 his	 future	wife,	 amidst	 the	 cheers	 of	 the	multitude	 and	 the	 joyous
strains	of	 the	band.	The	king	ordered	 immense	wedding	 festivities	all	over	 the
town,	and	resigned	his	throne	in	favour	of	his	son-in-law,	who	reigned	happy	for
many	years	after!
	



LOVELY	ILONKA

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	KING’S	 SON	who	 told	 his	 father	 that	 he	 wished	 to
marry.
“No,	no!”	 said	 the	king,	 “you	must	not	be	 in	 such	a	hurry.	Wait	 till	 you	have
done	some	great	deed.	My	father	did	not	let	me	marry	till	I	had	won	the	golden
sword	you	see	me	wear.”
The	 prince	 was	 much	 disappointed,	 but	 he	 never	 dreamed	 of	 disobeying	 his
father,	and	he	began	to	think	with	all	his	might	what	he	could	do.	It	was	no	use
staying	at	home,	so	one	day	he	wandered	out	into	the	world	to	try	his	luck,	and
as	 he	walked	 along	 he	 came	 to	 a	 little	 hut	 in	 which	 he	 found	 an	 old	 woman
crouching	over	the	fire.
“Good	evening,	mother.	 I	 see	you	have	 lived	 long	 in	 this	world;	do	you	know
anything	about	the	three	bulrushes?”
“Yes,	indeed,	I’ve	lived	long	and	been	much	about	in	the	world,	but	I	have	never
seen	or	 heard	 anything	of	what	 you	 ask.	Still,	 if	 you	will	wait	 till	 tomorrow	 I
may	be	able	to	tell	you	something.”
Well,	he	waited	 till	 the	morning,	 and	quite	 early	 the	old	woman	appeared	and
took	out	a	little	pipe	and	blew	in	it,	and	in	a	moment	all	the	crows	in	the	world
were	 flying	 about	 her.	 Not	 one	 was	 missing.	 Then	 she	 asked	 if	 they	 knew
anything	about	the	three	bulrushes,	but	not	one	of	them	did.
The	prince	went	on	his	way,	and	a	little	further	on	he	found	another	hut	in	which
lived	an	old	man.	On	being	questioned	 the	old	man	said	he	knew	nothing,	but
begged	the	prince	to	stay	overnight,	and	the	next	morning	the	old	man	called	all
the	ravens	together,	but	they	too	had	nothing	to	tell.
The	prince	bade	him	 farewell	 and	 set	out.	He	wandered	 so	 far	 that	he	 crossed
seven	kingdoms,	and	at	last,	one	evening,	he	came	to	a	little	house	in	which	was
an	old	woman.
“Good	evening,	dear	mother,”	said	he	politely.



“Good	evening	to	you,	my	dear	son,”	answered	the	old	woman.	“It	is	lucky	for
you	that	you	spoke	to	me	or	you	would	have	met	with	a	horrible	death.	But	may
I	ask	where	are	you	going?”
“I	am	seeking	the	three	bulrushes.	Do	you	know	anything	about	them?”
“I	 don’t	 know	 anything	myself,	 but	wait	 till	 tomorrow.	Perhaps	 I	 can	 tell	 you
then.”	 So	 the	 next	 morning	 she	 blew	 on	 her	 pipe,	 and	 lo	 and	 behold	 every
magpie	in	the	world	flew	up.	That	is	to	say,	all	the	magpies	except	one	who	had
broken	 a	 leg	 and	 a	wing.	 The	 old	woman	 sent	 after	 it	 at	 once,	 and	when	 she
questioned	the	magpies	the	crippled	one	was	the	only	one	who	knew	where	the
three	bulrushes	were.
Then	the	prince	started	off	with	the	lame	magpie.	They	went	on	and	on	till	they
reached	a	great	stone	wall,	many,	many	feet	high.
“Now,	prince,”	said	the	magpie,	“the	three	bulrushes	are	behind	that	wall.”
The	prince	wasted	no	time.	He	set	his	horse	at	the	wall	and	leaped	over	it.	Then
he	looked	about	for	the	three	bulrushes,	pulled	them	up	and	set	off	with	them	on
his	way	home.	As	he	rode	along	one	of	the	bulrushes	happened	to	knock	against
something.	It	split	open	and	out	sprang	a	lovely	girl,	who	said.	“My	heart’s	love,
you	are	mine	and	I	am	yours,	do	give	me	a	glass	of	water.”
But	how	could	 the	prince	give	 it	her	when	there	was	no	water	at	hand?	So	the
lovely	maiden	flew	away.	He	split	the	second	bulrush	as	an	experiment	and	just
the	same	thing	happened.
How	careful	he	was	of	the	third	bulrush!	He	waited	till	he	came	to	a	well,	and
there	he	split	it	open,	and	out	sprang	a	maiden	seven	times	lovelier	than	either	of
the	others,	and	she	too	said.	“My	heart’s	love,	I	am	yours	and	you	are	mine,	do
give	me	a	glass	of	water.”
This	 time	 the	water	was	 ready	 and	 the	 girl	 did	 not	 fly	 away,	 but	 she	 and	 the
prince	promised	to	love	each	other	always.	Then	they	set	out	for	home.
They	soon	reached	the	prince’s	country,	and	as	he	wished	to	bring	his	promised
bride	back	in	a	fine	coach	he	went	on	to	the	town	to	fetch	one.	In	the	field	where
the	well	was,	the	king’s	swineherds	and	cowherds	were	feeding	their	droves,	and
the	prince	left	Ilonka	(for	that	was	her	name)	in	their	care.
Unluckily	 the	chief	 swineherd	had	an	ugly	old	daughter,	 and	whilst	 the	prince
was	away	he	dressed	her	up	in	fine	clothes,	and	threw	Ilonka	into	the	well.
The	prince	returned	before	long,	bringing	with	him	his	father	and	mother	and	a
great	train	of	courtiers	to	escort	Ilonka	home.	But	how	they	all	stared	when	they
saw	the	swineherd’s	ugly	daughter!	However,	there	was	nothing	for	it	but	to	take
her	home,	and,	two	days	later,	the	prince	married	her,	and	his	father	gave	up	the
crown	to	him.



But	he	had	no	peace!	He	knew	very	well	he	had	been	cheated,	though	he	could
not	think	how.	Once	he	desired	to	have	some	water	brought	him	from	the	well
into	which	Ilonka	had	been	thrown.	The	coachman	went	for	it	and,	in	the	bucket
he	pulled	up,	 a	pretty	 little	duck	was	 swimming.	He	 looked	wonderingly	at	 it,
and	all	of	a	sudden	it	disappeared	and	he	found	a	dirty	looking	girl	standing	near
him.	The	girl	returned	with	him	and	managed	to	get	a	place	as	housemaid	in	the
palace.
Of	course	 she	was	very	busy	all	day	 long,	but	whenever	 she	had	a	 little	 spare
time	she	 sat	down	 to	 spin.	Her	distaff	 turned	of	 itself	 and	her	 spindle	 span	by
itself	and	the	flax	wound	itself	off,	and	however	much	she	might	use	there	was
always	plenty	left.
When	 the	 queen,	 or,	 rather,	 the	 swineherd’s	 daughter,	 heard	 of	 this,	 she	 very
much	 wished	 to	 have	 the	 distaff,	 but	 the	 girl	 flatly	 refused	 to	 give	 it	 to	 her.
However,	at	last	she	consented	on	condition	that	she	might	sleep	one	night	in	the
king’s	room.	The	queen	was	very	angry,	and	scolded	her	well,	but	as	she	longed
to	have	the	distaff	she	consented,	though	she	gave	the	king	a	sleeping	draught	at
supper.
Then	the	girl	went	to	the	king’s	room	looking	seven	times	lovelier	than	ever.	She
bent	over	the	sleeper	and	said.	“My	heart’s	love,	I	am	yours	and	you	are	mine.
Speak	to	me	but	once,	I	am	your	Ilonka.”	But	the	king	was	so	sound	asleep	he
neither	 heard	 nor	 spoke,	 and	 Ilonka	 left	 the	 room,	 sadly	 thinking	 he	 was
ashamed	to	own	her.
Soon	after	 the	queen	again	sent	 to	say	 that	she	wanted	 to	buy	 the	spindle.	The
girl	agreed	to	let	her	have	it	on	the	same	conditions	as	before,	but	this	time,	also,
the	queen	took	care	to	give	the	king	a	sleeping	draught.	And	once	more	Ilonka
went	 to	 the	 king’s	 room	 and	 spoke	 to	 him.	 She	 whispered	 as	 sweetly	 as	 she
might	but	she	could	get	no	answer.
Now	some	of	the	king’s	servants	had	taken	note	of	the	matter,	and	warned	their
master	not	to	eat	and	drink	anything	that	the	queen	offered	him,	as	for	two	nights
running	she	had	given	him	a	sleeping	draught.	The	queen	had	no	 idea	 that	her
doings	had	been	discovered,	and	when,	a	few	days	later,	she	wanted	the	flax,	and
had	to	pay	the	same	price	for	it,	she	felt	no	fears	at	all.
At	supper	that	night	the	queen	offered	the	king	all	sorts	of	nice	things	to	eat	and
drink,	but	he	declared	he	was	not	hungry,	and	went	early	to	bed.
The	queen	repented	bitterly	her	promise	to	the	girl,	but	it	was	too	late	to	recall	it,
for	Ilonka	had	already	entered	the	king’s	room,	where	he	lay	anxiously	waiting
for	something,	but	he	knew	not	what.	All	of	a	sudden	he	saw	a	 lovely	maiden
who	bent	over	him	and	 said.	 “My	dearest	 love,	 I	 am	yours	 and	you	are	mine.
Speak	to	me,	for	I	am	your	Ilonka.”



At	these	words	the	king’s	heart	bounded	within	him.	He	sprang	up	and	embraced
and	kissed	her,	and	she	told	him	all	her	adventures	since	the	moment	he	had	left
her.	 And	 when	 he	 heard	 all	 that	 Ilonka	 had	 suffered,	 and	 how	 he	 had	 been
deceived,	he	vowed	he	would	be	revenged,	so	he	gave	orders	that	the	swineherd,
his	wife	and	daughter	should	all	be	hanged,	and	so	they	were.
The	next	day	 the	king	was	married,	with	great	 rejoicings,	 to	fair	 Ilonka,	and	 if
they	are	not	yet	dead,	they	are	still	living.
	



THE	USELESS	WAGONER

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jeremiah	Curtin	in							Myths	and	Folk-tales	of	the
Russians,	Western	Slavs,	and	Magyars,	published	in	1890	by	Little	Brown	&	Co.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	IN	THE	WORLD	a	king,	and	he	had	a	Useless	Wagoner
who	never	and	never	did	anything	but	frolic	 in	 the	 tavern.	The	whole	standing
day	 and	 all	 the	 ocean-great	 night	 there	 was	 nothing	 for	 him	 but	 singing	 and
dancing,	eating	and	drinking.	The	king	had	money	of	course.
But	 the	 king	 began	 to	 grow	 tired	 of	 this	 thing.	 He	 called	 up	 the	 Useless
Wagoner,	and	gave	him	a	terrible	scolding.	But	’tis	vain	to	seat	a	dog	at	 table,
and	when	the	Devil	gets	into	a	man	he	stays	there,	so	it	was	labour	lost	to	drive
the	Useless	Wagoner	to	work,	for	he	went	his	way,	and	frolicked	as	before.	At
last	 the	 king	 resolved	 to	 take	 his	 life,	 and	 calling	 him	 up,	 said,	 “Do	 hear	me,
work-shunning	Useless	Wagoner!	I	revile	your	mother.	If	within	the	turn	of	four
and	 twenty	 hours	 you	 do	 not	 make	 for	 me	 a	 three-hundred-gallon	 cask,	 and
though	one	joint	or	seam	is	not	much,	if	it	has	that,	I’ll	impale	you	on	a	stake.”
The	Useless	Wagoner	said	not	a	word	to	all	this,	but	put	a	hamper	on	his	back,
took	a	cutting-axe	in	his	hand,	and	strolled	off	 to	the	forest	 to	find	a	tree	fit	 to
make	a	three-hundred-gallon	cask.
When	he	came	to	the	forest,	being	hungry	and	tired,	he	sat	down	under	a	large
shady	tree,	opened	his	hamper,	and	began	to	eat	lunch.	He	ate	and	ate,	till	all	at
once,	from	some	corner	or	another,	a	little	fox	stood	before	him	and	begged	food
to	eat.
“Of	course	I’ll	give	you	something.	The	food	came	here,	’twill	stay	here;”	and
with	that	he	threw	a	slice	of	bread	and	a	bit	of	sausage	to	the	fox.
When	the	fox	had	finished	eating	she	said.	“Do	hear,	Useless	Wagoner?	As	you
have	taken	pity	on	me,	I	will	take	pity	on	you.	In	place	of	a	good	deed	look	for	a
good	deed.	Though	you	have	not	told	me,	still	I	know	why	you	have	come	to	this
forest.	I	know,	too,	that	the	king	is	breaking	his	head	to	kill	you,	but	he’ll	not	be
in	time,	for	I	will	help	you	out	of	your	trouble	and	make	you	the	three-hundred-
gallon	cask.	And	though	one	seam	or	joint	is	not	much,	even	that	will	not	be	in
it.	Now	lie	down	and	rest.”



And	so	it	was.	The	Useless	Wagoner	lay	down	and	rested.	Meanwhile	the	little
fox	got	such	a	three-hundred-gallon	cask	ready,	that	although	a	joint	or	seam	is
not	much,	even	that	was	not	to	be	seen	in	it.
When	the	cask	was	finished	the	Useless	Wagoner	took	it	home	and	gave	it	to	the
king,	 who,	 after	 looking	 at	 it,	 dropped	 his	 eyes	 and	 his	 lip	 like	 a	 sheep,	 for
neither	his	father,	his	grandfather,	nor	his	great-grandfather	had	ever	seen	such	a
cunningly	made	cask,	for	not	a	seam	nor	a	joint	could	be	seen	in	it	for	gold.
Well	 and	 good	 for	 the	 moment,	 but	 soon	 the	 king	 summoned	 the	 Useless
Wagoner	to	his	presence	again,	and	cried	out,	“Do	you	hear	me,	work-shunning
Useless	Wagoner!	I	revile	your	soul.	If	within	the	turn	of	four	and	twenty	hours
you	do	not	make	for	me	a	chariot	which	will	go	itself,	without	horses.	I’ll	break
you	on	a	wheel!”
The	Useless	Wagoner	 said	 nothing,	 but	 put	 his	 hamper	 on	 his	 back,	 took	 his
cutting-axe	in	his	hand,	and	wandered	off	to	the	forest	to	find	a	tree	fit	to	make
the	chariot.
When	he	came	to	the	forest	he	was	hungry,	and	tired	too,	therefore	he	sat	down
under	a	large,	shady	tree,	opened	his	hamper,	and	began	to	eat	lunch.
He	ate	and	ate	till	all	at	once,	from	some	corner	or	another,	 the	little	fox	stood
before	him	again,	and	begged	food	to	eat.
“Of	course,	my	dear	little	fox,	I’ll	give	you	something.	It	came	here,	and	’twill
stay	here.”
With	that	he	threw	a	piece	of	bread	and	a	slice	of	ham	to	the	little	fox,	who	after
she	had	eaten,	said,	“Well,	Useless	Wagoner,	in	place	of	a	good	deed	look	for	a
good	deed.	Though	you	have	not	told	me,	still	I	know	why	you	are	here.	I	know,
too,	that	the	king	is	breaking	his	head	to	kill	you,	but	he	won’t,	for	I	shall	help
you	out	of	trouble.	I’ll	make	for	you	the	chariot	which	will	go	of	itself,	without
horses,	but	do	you	lie	down	and	rest.”
And	so	 it	was.	The	Useless	Wagoner	 reclined	his	head	 in	 rest,	 and	meanwhile
the	little	fox	fashioned	a	chariot	beautifully.	When	all	was	ready	she	roused	the
Useless	Wagoner,	and	said,	“Here	is	the	chariot	which	runs	of	itself.	You	have
but	to	step	in	and	command	it	to	stop	in	the	king’s	court-yard.	But	I	would	tell
you	this.	Here	is	a	whistle	that	will	serve	you,	should	you	fall	into	trouble,	just
blow	and	it	will	help	you.”
The	Useless	Wagoner	thanked	the	fox	for	her	kindness,	and	entered	the	chariot,
which	stopped	not	till	it	reached	the	king’s	court-yard.
When	the	king	saw	the	chariot	he	said	nothing,	but	shook	his	head,	turned	on	the
Useless	Wagoner	in	a	rage,	and	cried,	“Useless	Wagoner,	I	revile	your	mother!
In	my	stable	there	are	a	hundred	hares,	and	if	you	do	not	herd	them	three	days,	if
you	do	not	drive	them	a-field	in	the	morning	and	bring	them	back	at	night	so	that



not	one	shall	be	missing	from	the	hundred,	I’ll	strike	off	your	head.”
What	was	the	poor	Useless	Wagoner	to	do?	Against	his	will,	and	of	need,	he	let
the	 hundred	 hares	 out	 of	 the	 stable	 and	 drove	 them	 a-field.	 They	 had	 barely
touched	the	edge	of	the	field	when	they	ran	in	as	many	directions	as	there	were
hares.	Who	 could	 bring	 them	 together	 again?	 The	 poor	 Useless	Wagoner	 ran
first	after	one	and	 then	after	another	hare.	He	chased	 the	whole	day,	but	could
not	 bring	 back	 a	 single	 hare.	 It	was	 already	growing	 late,	 and	was	 time	 to	 go
home,	 but	 the	 hundred	 hares	were	 in	 a	 hundred	 places.	 Therefore	 the	Useless
Wagoner	became	terribly	sad,	and	wished	to	make	an	end	of	his	own	life.	It	was
all	 the	same	whether	he	or	 the	king	 took	 it,	 for	 there	was	no	salvation	for	him
anyhow.	So	he	put	his	hand	in	his	bosom	to	take	out	his	clasp-knife	and	strike
himself	in	the	heart,	but	instead	of	the	knife	he	found	the	whistle	which	the	little
fox	had	given	him.	That	was	all	he	needed.	He	drew	out	the	whistle,	sounded	it,
and,	behold!	All	the	hares	ran	up	to	him,	as	tame	as	pet	lambs	fed	from	the	palm
of	the	hand.	When	all	the	hares	had	come	together	he	drove	them	home.
The	king	stood	at	the	gate	and	let	them	in	singly,	counting,	“One,	two,	three	...
ninety-nine,	a	hundred.”	Not	one	was	missing.
Next	 day	 the	Useless	Wagoner	 drove	 the	 hares	 out	 again,	 and	when	 they	 had
barely	touched	the	edge	of	the	field	they	ran	off	in	as	many	directions	as	there
were	hares.
But	this	time	the	Useless	Wagoner	took	no	thought	of	running	and	chasing	after
them,	he	 thought	 to	himself	 that	he	would	 take	his	whistle	and	blow,	and	 they
would	come.	So	he	lay	down	in	a	nice	shady	place,	and	slept	to	his	liking.
But	 the	 king	 did	 not	 sleep.	 He	 was	 racking	 his	 brain	 to	 destroy	 the	 Useless
Wagoner.	 So	 he	 called	 his	 only	 and	 dearly	 beloved	 daughter,	 and	 said	 to	 her,
“My	darling	daughter,	I	have	a	great	favour	to	ask	of	you.”
“What	may	it	be,	my	father	the	king?”
“Of	a	truth	nothing	but	this,	that	you	dress	in	peasant’s	clothes,	and	go	out	to	the
field	where	 the	Useless	Wagoner	 is	herding	 the	hundred	hares,	and	beg	one	of
him.	If	he	gives	it	not	for	a	good	word,	mayhap	he	will	give	it	for	a	sweet	kiss,
but	come	not	home	to	me	without	the	hare,	even	if	he	asks	a	piece	of	your	body
for	it.”
The	 princess	 granted	 her	 father’s	 request.	 She	 gathered	 her	 wits	 about	 her,
dressed	up	 in	peasant’s	clothes,	 and	went	 in	 the	 field	 to	 the	Useless	Wagoner,
who	was	sleeping	at	his	leisure	under	a	shady	tree.	The	princess	pushed	him	with
her	foot.	He	woke,	and	saw	in	a	moment	with	whom	he	had	to	deal.
“God	give	you	a	good-day,	hare-herd!”
“God	save	you,	king’s	daughter!	What	good	do	you	bring	the	poor	hare-herd?”



“I	have	brought	nothing	but	 this,	 that	 I	have	come	because	 I	would	 like	 to	get
one	little	hare.	Would	you	not	give	even	one	for	good	money?”
“High	 princess,	 I	 will	 not	 give	 one	 for	money,	 but	 if	 you	will	 give	me	 three
kisses,	I	can	give	them	back.	Then	I	don’t	mind,	I’ll	give	you	a	hare.”
So	the	princess	got	a	hare	for	three	pairs	of	kisses,	and	ran	home	very	joyfully,
but	just	as	she	was	touching	the	latch	to	open	the	gate,	the	hare-herd	sounded	his
whistle,	 the	hare	 jumped	 like	 lightning	 from	her	bosom,	and	stopped	not	 till	 it
reached	the	flock.
The	hare-herd	drove	home	his	flock.	The	king	was	waiting	for	him	at	the	gate,
and	let	them	in	one	by	one,	counting	till	he	came	to	a	hundred.
Next	day	 the	hare-herd	drove	out	his	hares	 the	 third	 time,	 and	 left	 them	 to	go
their	way.
The	king	now	called	his	wife	to	the	white	chamber,	and	spoke	thus	to	her.	“My
heart’s	beautiful	love,	I	have	a	great	favour	to	ask	of	you.”
“And	what	may	it	be,	my	dear	husband?”
“Of	a	truth,	nothing	but	this,	that	you	dress	in	peasant’s	clothes,	go	to	the	hare-
herd	in	the	field,	and	ask	a	hare	of	him.	If	he	will	not	give	it	for	fair	words,	he
may	for	a	sweet	kiss,	but	come	not	home	to	me	without	a	hare,	even	if	he	asks	a
piece	of	your	flesh.”
Well,	the	queen	yielded	to	her	husband’s	request,	put	on	a	peasant’s	dress,	and
went	 to	 the	field,	where	she	found	 the	Useless	Wagoner	sleeping	 in	 the	shade.
She	 roused	 him	with	 her	 foot,	 and	 he	 knew	 at	 once	who	was	 in	 the	 peasant’s
dress.
“God	give	you	a	good-day,	hare-herd!”
“God	save	you,	kind	queen!	What	good	have	you	brought	 the	poor	hare-herd?
Why	have	you	come,	may	I	ask?”
“I	have	only	come	to	ask	if	you	will	give	me	a	hare	for	good	money.”
“I	will	not	give	a	hare	for	money,	my	queen,	but	if	you	will	give	me	three	kisses,
I	will	return	them	again.	Then	I	don’t	mind.	I’ll	risk	my	head,	and	let	you	have	a
hare.”
So	 the	 queen	 got	 a	 hare	 for	 three	 pairs	 of	 kisses,	 and	 took	 her	 way	 home
joyously,	but	just	as	she	was	putting	her	hand	on	the	latch	to	open	the	gate,	the
hare-herd	 sounded	 the	whistle,	 the	 hare	 jumped	 like	 a	 flash	 from	 the	 queen’s
bosom,	and	stopped	not	till	it	joined	its	companions.
When	the	hares	were	all	together,	the	hare-herd	drove	them	home.	The	king	was
waiting	for	him	at	the	gate,	let	each	in	singly,	counting	till	he	reached	a	hundred,
not	one	missing	from	the	round	number.



Next	morning	 the	 hares	were	 driven	 out	 as	 before,	 but	 the	 king	 now	put	 on	 a
peasant’s	dress,	and	went	to	the	field	himself.	When	he	came	to	the	hare-herd	he
said.	“God	give	you	good-day!”
“God	 save	 you,	 poor	 man!”	 answered	 the	 hare-herd.	 “What	 are	 you	 looking
for?”
“Well,	what’s	the	use	in	delay	or	denial?	I	have	come	to	buy	a	little	hare	of	you
for	good	money.	Of	course	you	will	part	with	one.”
“I	will	not	give	one	for	money,	but	if	I	can	wear	out	twelve	rods	on	your	back,	I
don’t	mind,	and	I’ll	risk	my	head	on	it.”
What	was	the	king	to	do?	He	stretched	himself	out	with	face	and	hands	on	the
grass,	and	the	hare-herd	flogged	him	as	a	corporal	does	a	soldier,	but	he	endured
it	all,	gritting	his	 teeth,	and	 thinking	 to	himself,	“Wait	a	bit,	 thief	of	a	Useless
Wagoner,	and	you	will	have	a	dose	when	I	get	at	you!”
But	all	to	no	use,	for	when	the	king	had	reached	home,	and	was	just	putting	his
hand	 on	 the	 latch	 to	 open	 the	 gate,	 the	 whistle	 sounded,	 and	 the	 hare	 sprang
away	from	him	like	a	flash,	and	ran	till	it	joined	the	flock.
Then	 the	Useless	Wagoner	 drove	 home	 the	 hundred	 hares	 a	 fourth	 time.	 The
king	was	standing	at	the	little	gate,	he	counted	them	one	by	one,	but	could	find
no	fault,	for	they	were	all	there.
The	Useless	Wagoner	drove	out	the	hares	the	fifth	time	to	pasture,	but	the	king
mounted	the	chariot	which	went	wherever	the	owner	commanded,	and	drove	to
the	 Useless	Wagoner,	 taking	 three	 empty	 bags	 with	 him.	 “Do	 hear	 me,	 you!
This-and-that-kind-of-work-shunning?	Hare-herd,	I	revile	your	soul!	If	you	will
not	fill	these	three	bags	with	truth,	I	will	strike	off	your	head.”
To	all	this	the	Useless	Wagoner	answered	in	words.	“The	king’s	daughter	came
out,	I	gave	her,	and	she	gave	me.	The	queen	came,	I	gave	her,	and	she	gave	me.
The	king	came,	I	gave	him,	and	he…”
“Stop!	Stop!”	cried	 the	king,	 “the	 three	bags	are	 full,	 and	 I’d	 rather	be	 in	hell
than	hear	your	words.”
At	this	speech	the	chariot	started	off	with	the	king,	and	never	stopped	till	it	took
him	to	the	bottom	of	hell.
Then	 the	 Useless	 Wagoner	 went	 home,	 married	 the	 king’s	 daughter,	 became
king,	and	reigns	yet	with	his	queen,	unless	he	is	dead.
	



FAIRY	ELIZABETH

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	 WAS	 ONCE	 SOMEWHERE,	 I	 DON'T	 know	 where,	 beyond	 seven
times	seven	countries,	and	even	beyond	them,	where	a	poor	man	had	a	wife	and
three	children.	They	were	awfully	poor.
One	day	the	eldest	son	said.	"Dear	mother,	bake	me	some	ash-cake	and	let	me	go
into	service."	His	mother	at	once	baked	the	cake,	and	the	lad	started,	and	went	on
and	on	till	he	came	to	a	high	snow-clad	mountain,	where	he	met	a	grey-haired
man	and	greeted	him.
"May	the	Lord	bless	you,	my	good	old	father."
"The	Lord	bless	you,	my	son.	What	are	you	after?"	asked	the	old	man.
"I	am	going	out	to	service,	if	the	Lord	will	help	me	to	some	place."
"Well,	then,	come	to	me,"	said	the	old	man,	"I	will	engage	you."
So	they	went	to	the	house	of	the	grey-haired	old	man,	and	the	very	next	day	they
went	 out	 ploughing	 but	 they	 only	 ploughed	 up	 some	 grass-land,	 and	 sowed	 it
with	seed.	Now	let	me	tell	you,	that	the	old	man	promised	him	a	bushel	of	seed
for	 sowing.	Two	 days	 passed,	 and	 at	 dawn	 of	 the	 third	 day	 the	 old	man	 said,
"Well,	 my	 son,	 today	 you	 can	 go	 out	 ploughing	 for	 yourself,	 get	 the	 plough
ready,	 yoke	 the	oxen	 in,	 and	 in	 the	meantime	 I	will	 get	 the	bushel	 of	wheat	 I
promised."
So	the	lad	put	 the	oxen	to	the	plough	and	the	old	man	got	the	bushel	of	wheat
and	placed	it	on	the	plough.	They	started,	the	old	man	accompanying	him.	Just	at
the	end	of	the	village	he	said	to	the	lad.	"Well,	my	son,	can	you	see	that	place
yonder	covered	with	shrubs?	Go	there,	and	plough	up	as	much	of	it	for	yourself
as	you	think	will	be	enough	for	the	bushel	of	wheat."
The	lad	went,	but	was	quite	alarmed	at	the	sight	of	the	shrubs,	and	at	once	lost
heart.	 "How	 could	 he	 plough	 there?	Why,	 by	 the	 time	 he	 had	 grubbed	 up	 the



shrubs	alone	it	would	be	night."	So	he	ran	off	home,	and	left	 the	plough	there,
and	 the	oxen	 then	returned	of	 their	own	accord	 to	 the	old	man's	place,	but	 if	 I
may	interrupt	myself,	they	were	the	oxen	of	a	fairy.
When	the	lad	arrived	at	his	father's	house,	his	other	brothers	asked	him.	"What
sort	of	a	place	have	you	found?"
"What	sort	of	a	place!"	replied	he,	"go	yourself,	and	you	will	soon	find	out."
The	middle	son	set	out,	and	just	as	he	was	going	over	the	snow-clad	mountain	he
met	the	old	man,	who	engaged	him	on	the	spot	as	his	servant,	and	promised	him
a	bushel	of	wheat,	as	he	had	done	before.	They	went	to	the	old	man's	home,	and
he	fared	just	as	his	elder	brother	had	done.	At	dawn	on	the	third	day,	when	he
had	 to	plough	for	himself,	he	got	 frightened	at	 the	sight	of	 the	vast	number	of
shrubs,	which	no	human	being	could	have	ploughed	up	in	the	stated	time.
So	he	went	home	 too,	 and	on	his	way	he	met	his	younger	brother,	who	asked
him.	"What	sort	of	a	place	have	you	found,	my	dear	elder	brother?"
"What	sort	of	a	place	had	I?	Get	up	out	of	the	ashes,	and	go	yourself,	and	you
will	soon	find	out."
Now	let	me	 tell	you	 that	 this	boy	was	continually	sitting	among	 the	ashes.	He
was	a	lazy,	ne'er-do-weel	fellow,	but	now	he	got	up,	and	shook	the	ashes	from
him	and	said.	"Well,	my	mother,	bake	me	a	cake	also.	as	my	brothers	have	tried
their	fortune	let	me	try	mine."
But	 his	 brothers	 said.	 "Oh!	 you	 ash-pan!	 Supposing	 you	 were	 required	 to	 do
nothing	else	but	eat,	you	would	not	be	good	enough	even	for	that."
But	 still	 he	 insisted,	 that	 his	 mother	 should	 bake	 something	 for	 him.	 So	 his
mother	set	to	work	and	baked	him	a	cake	of	some	inferior	bran,	and	with	this	he
set	out.	As	he	went	over	the	boundless	snow-clad	mountain,	in	the	midst	of	it	he
met	the	old	man	and	greeted	him.	"The	Lord	bless	you,	my	old	father!"
"The	Lord	bless	you,	my	son!	Where	are	you	going?"
"I	am	going	out	to	service,	if	I	can	find	an	employer."
"Well,	 you	 are	 the	 very	 man	 I	 want,	 I	 am	 in	 search	 of	 a	 servant."	 And	 he
engaged	him	on	the	spot,	promising	to	make	him	a	present	of	a	bushel	of	wheat
for	sowing.	They	went	home	together,	and	after	they	had	ploughed	together	for
two	days,	the	lad	set	out	on	the	third	day	to	plough	up	the	land	allotted	to	him	for
his	own	use.	While	the	youngster	was	putting	the	oxen	to	the	plough	the	old	man
got	the	wheat	and	placed	it	on	the	plough.
On	the	dyke	there	was	a	big	dog,	who	always	lay	there	quietly,	but	this	time	he
got	up,	and	started	off	in	front	of	him.	The	old	man	also	accompanied	him	as	far
as	the	end	of	the	village,	from	where	he	showed	him	where	to	go	ploughing.	The
youngster	went	on	with	the	plough,	and	soon	saw	that	he	was	not	able	to	plough



a	single	furrow,	on	account	of	the	thick	bushes.	After	considering	what	to	do,	he
bethought	 himself,	 and	 took	 his	 sharp	 hatchet	 and	 began	 to	 cut	 down	 a	 vast
quantity	of	shrubs	and	thorns,	the	dog	carrying	them	all	into	a	heap.	Seeing	that
he	had	cut	enough,	he	began	to	plough.
The	two	oxen	commenced	to	drag	the	plough	and	cut	up	the	roots	in	a	manner
never	 seen	before.	After	 he	 had	 turned	 three	 times,	 he	 looked	 round	 and	 said.
"Well,	I'm	not	going	to	plough	any	more,	but	will	begin	to	sow,	so	that	I	may	see
how	much	seed	I've	got."
He	sowed	the	seed,	and	noticed	that	it	was	just	sufficient,	and	therefore	he	had	to
plough	no	more.	In	great	joy	he	set	the	plough	straight	and	went	home.	The	old
man	met	him	and	said.	"Well,	my	son,	thanks	to	the	Lord,	you	have	now	finished
your	year,	 and	 in	God's	name	 I	will	 let	you	go.	 I	do	not	 intend	 to	engage	any
more	servants."
Before	 I	 forget	 to	 tell	you,	 I	may	mention	 it	here,	 that	 the	year	had	 three	days
then.	So	the	lad	went	home,	and	his	brothers	asked	him.	"Well,	then,	what	sort	of
a	place	have	you	found?"
"Well,	I	believe	I've	served	my	master	as	well	as	you	did."
One	day,	a	year	after,	he	went	into	the	field	to	look	at	his	wheat	crop.	There	he
saw	an	old	woman	reaping	some	young	wheat,	so	he	went	home	and	said	to	his
father,	"Well,	my	father,	do	you	know	what	we	have	to	do?	Let's	go	reaping."
"Where,	my	son?"
"Well,	father,	for	my	last	year	of	service	I	had	a	bushel	of	wheat	given	to	me	for
sowing.	It	has	got	ripe	by	this	time,	so	let	us	go	and	reap	it."
So	all	four	(his	father,	his	two	brothers,	and	himself)	went,	and	when	they	came
to	the	spot	they	saw	that	it	was	a	magnificent	crop,	a	mass	of	golden	ears	from
root	to	top,	ready	and	ripe,	so	they	all	started	to	work	and	cut	down	every	head.
They	made	 three	 stacks	of	 it,	 each	 stack	having	 twenty-six	 sheaves.	 "Well	my
son,"	 said	 the	 father,	 "there	are	 three	 stacks	here	and	 there	are	 three	of	you	 to
guard	them,	so	while	I	go	home	to	hire	a	cart,	guard	them	well,	so	that	the	birds
may	not	carry	away	a	single	stem."
The	father	went	home,	and	the	three	sat	down	(one	at	the	foot	of	each	stack)	to
watch	them,	but	the	youngest	was	the	most	anxious,	as	it	was	his	own,	and	ran	to
and	 fro	 continually	 to	 prevent	 his	 brothers	 falling	 asleep.	 Just	 as	 he	 had
awakened	 them	 and	 was	 going	 back	 to	 his	 own	 stack	 he	 saw	 a	 woodpecker
dragging	away,	by	jerks,	a	golden	ear	along	the	ground,	so	he	ran	after	it	in	order
to	get	it	back,	but	just	as	he	was	on	the	point	of	catching	it	the	woodpecker	flew
off	 further	 and	 further,	 and	 enticed	 him,	 until	 at	 last	 it	 got	 him	 into	 the	 very
midst	of	the	boundless	snow-clad	mountains.



All	of	a	sudden	the	youngster	discovered	where	he	was,	and	that	it	was	getting
dusk.	"Where	was	he	to	go?	and	what	was	he	to	do?"	So	he	thought	he	would	go
back	to	the	stacks,	but	as	he	had	kept	his	eye	on	the	woodpecker	and	the	wheat-
ear,	he	had	taken	no	notice	of	the	surroundings,	and	knew	not	which	way	he	had
come.	So	he	determined	to	climb	the	highest	tree	and	look	round	from	there.	He
looked	 about	 and	 found	 the	 highest	 tree,	 climbed	 it,	 and	 looked	East	 but	 saw
nought,	South	and	saw	nought.	North,	and	far,	very	far	away	he	saw	a	light	as
big	as	a	candle,	 so	he	came	down,	and	started	off	 in	 the	direction	 in	which	he
had	seen	the	light	and	went	straight	over	ditches,	woods,	rocks,	and	fields	till	at
last	 he	 came	 to	 a	 large	 plain,	 and	 there	 he	 found	 the	 fire	 which	 he	 had	 seen
before,	 and	 lo!	 It	 was	 such	 a	 heap	 of	 burning	 wood	 that	 the	 flames	 nearly
reached	heaven.	He	approached	it	and	when	he	drew	near	 the	burning	heap	he
saw	that	a	man	was	lying	curled	round	the	fire,	his	head	resting	on	his	feet,	and
that	he	was	covered	with	a	large	cloak.
Then	thought	the	lad,	"Shall	I	lie	down	inside	or	outside	of	the	circle	formed	by
the	body	of	the	man?"	If	he	lay	outside	he	would	catch	cold.	If	he	lay	inside	he
would	be	scorched,	he	thought,	so	he	crept	into	the	sleeve	of	the	cloak,	and	there
fell	asleep.
In	the	morning	when	the	sun	arose,	the	big	man	awoke,	he	yawned	wide,	and	got
up	 from	 the	 fire.	As	he	 rose	 the	youngster	dropped	out	of	his	 sleeve	on	 to	 the
ground.	The	giant	looked	at	him	(because	I	forgot	to	tell	you	it	wasn't	a	man,	it
was	a	giant),	and	was	very	much	pleased	at	the	sight.	He	quickly	picked	him	up,
took	him	into	his	arms,	and	carried	him	into	his	palace,	(and	even	there	put	him
into	the	best	room)	and	put	him	to	bed,	covered	him	up	well,	and	crept	out	of	the
room	on	tiptoe	lest	he	should	wake	him.
When	he	heard	that	the	youngster	was	awake,	he	called	to	him	through	the	open
door,	 "Don't	 be	 afraid,	 my	 dear	 son,	 I	 am	 a	 big	 man	 it	 is	 true,	 but
notwithstanding	I	will	be	to	you	like	your	father,	in	your	father's	place,	like	your
mother,	in	your	mother's	place."	With	this	he	entered	the	room,	and	the	poor	lad
stared	 into	 the	 giant's	 eyes,	 as	 if	 he	were	 looking	 up	 to	 the	 sky.	 Suddenly	 the
giant	asked	him	how	he	got	there,	and	the	lad	told	him	the	whole	tale.
"Well,	my	dear	little	son,	I	will	give	you	everything	that	your	heart	can	think	of,
or	your	mouth	name,	 I	will	 fulfil	your	every	wish,	only	don't	worry	yourself;"
and	he	had	all	 sorts	of	 splendid	clothes	made	 for	him,	and	kept	him	on	costly
food,	and	this	lasted	till	the	lad	became	twenty	years	of	age.
One	day	the	lad	became	very	sad,	and	his	giant	father	asked	him,	"Well,	my	dear
son,	 tell	me	why	you	are	 so	 sad,	 I	will	do	all	your	heart	 can	 think	of,	or	your
mouth	name,	but	do	tell	me	what's	the	matter	with	you?"
So	the	lad	said,	after	hesitation,	"Well!	Well!	Well!	My	dear	father,	I	am	so	sad
because	the	time	has	come	when	I	ought	to	get	married,	and	there's	nobody	here



to	get	married	to."
"Oh!	My	son,	don't	worry	yourself	over	that.	Such	a	lad	as	you	has	but	to	wish
and	you	will	find	plenty	of	womankind,	the	very	prettiest	of	them,	ready	to	have
you.	You	will	but	have	 to	choose	 the	one	your	heart	 loves	best."	So	saying	he
called	 the	 lad	 before	 the	 gate	 and	 said.	 "Well,	my	 son,	 you	 can	 see	 that	 great
white	lake	yonder.	Go	there	at	noon	prompt	and	hide	yourself	under	a	tree,	for
every	 noon	 three	 lovely	 fairy	 girls	 come	 there	 who	 are	 as	 handsome	 as
handsome	can	be.	You	can	look	at	the	sun,	but	you	can't	look	at	them!	They	will
come	 disguised	 as	 pigeons,	 and	 when	 they	 arrive	 on	 the	 bank	 they	 will	 turn
somersaults,	 and	 at	 once	 become	 girls.	 They	 will	 then	 undress,	 and	 lay	 their
dresses	on	the	bank.	You	must	then	glide	up,	and	steal	the	dress	of	the	one	your
heart	 loves	 best,	 and	 run	 away	 home	with	 it,	 but	 be	 careful	 not	 to	 look	 back,
however	 they	may	 shout.	 If	 you	do,	 believe	me,	 she	will	 catch	 you,	 box	your
ears,	and	take	her	clothes	from	you."
So	he	went	to	the	lake	and	hid	himself	under	an	oak,	and	all	at	once	three	white
pigeons	 came	 flying,	 their	 wings	 flapping	 loudly	 as	 they	 came.	 They	 settled
down	 on	 the	 bank,	 and	went	 to	 take	 a	 bath.	 The	 lad	wasn't	 slow	 to	 leave	 his
hiding-place,	and	pick	up	the	dress	of	the	eldest	fairy	girl	and	run	away	with	it,
but	 she	noticed	 it	 at	 once,	 rushed	out	of	 the	 lake,	 and	 ran	 after	him,	 shouting.
"Stop!	Sweet	love	of	my	heart.	Look	at	me,	see	how	beautiful	my	skin	is,	how
pretty	my	breasts	are.	I'm	yours,	and	you're	mine!"
So	he	looked	round,	and	the	fairy	snatched	her	dress	away	in	a	moment,	slapped
his	face,	and	returned	to	the	others	in	the	lake.	Poor	lad!	He	was	very	sad,	and
went	back	 and	 told	his	 giant	 father	 all	 that	 had	happened,	 and	his	giant	 father
answered,	"Well,	wasn't	I	right?	Didn't	I	tell	you	not	to	look	back?	But	don't	fret,
three	in	number	are	the	divine	truths,	and	three	times	also	will	you	have	to	try.
There	 are	 two	 yet	 left,	 go	 again	 tomorrow	 at	 noon.	 Take	 care	 you	 don't	 look
back,	or	pick	up	the	same	dress	that	you	picked	up	yesterday,	because,	believe
me,	if	you	do,	there	will	be	the	mischief	to	pay."
So	he	went	early	next	day	(he	couldn't	wait	 till	noon)	and	hid	himself	under	a
tree,	when	all	of	a	sudden	the	pigeons	appeared,	turned	somersaults,	and	became
three	 beautiful	 fairy	 girls.	 They	 undressed,	 laid	 their	 dresses	 on	 the	 bank,	 and
went	 into	 the	 lake.	 In	short,	 the	 lad	 fared	with	 the	second	as	with	 the	 first.	He
couldn't	 resist	 the	 temptation	 of	 looking	 back	 when	 the	 beautiful	 fairy	 kept
imploring	him,	as	the	sweet	love	of	her	heart,	 to	gaze	at	her	beautiful	skin	and
breasts.	He	 looked	 back,	was	 slapped	 in	 the	 face	 as	 before,	 and	 lost	 the	 fairy
dress.
He	went	 home	 again,	 very	 sad,	 to	 his	 giant	 father,	 and	 told	 him	 how	 he	 had
fared,	and	 the	giant	 said	 in	 reply.	 "Never	mind,	don't	bother	yourself,	my	son,
three	are	the	divine	truths,	and	there	is	one	more	left	for	you.	You	can	try	again



tomorrow,	but	only	be	very	careful	not	to	look	back	this	time."
Next	day	he	couldn't	wait	till	noon,	but	went	and	hid	himself	under	the	oak	very
early,	and	had	to	wait	a	long,	long	time.	At	last	the	white	pigeons	arrived,	turned
somersaults	as	before,	and	put	their	dresses	on	the	bank,	whilst	they	themselves
went	 into	 the	 lake.	 Out	 he	 rushed	 from	 his	 hiding-place,	 snatched	 up	 the
youngest's	dress,	and	ran	away	with	it.	But	the	fairy	noticed	that	her	dress	was
gone,	 and	 rushed	 out	 of	 the	 lake	 after	 him	 like	 a	 hurricane,	 calling	 out
incessantly.	"Stop!	Sweet	love	of	my	heart,	look	how	beautifully	white	my	skin
is!	See	how	beautifully	white	are	my	breasts.	I	am	yours,	and	you	are	mine."
But	 the	 lad	 only	 ran	 faster	 than	 ever,	 and	 never	 looked	 behind	 once,	 but	 ran
straight	home	to	his	giant	father,	and	told	him	that	he	had	got	the	dress	this	time.
"Well,	my	dear	son,"	said	he,	"didn't	I	tell	you	not	to	worry	yourself	in	the	least,
and	 that	 I	 would	 do	 all	 for	 you	 that	 your	 heart	 could	 desire,	 or	 your	 mouth
name?"
Once	after	this	the	lad	was	very	sad	again,	so	his	giant	father	asked	him.	"Well,
my	son,	what's	the	matter	this	time,	that	you	are	so	sad?"
"Well,	my	dear	father,	because	we	have	only	got	a	dress,	and	that	is	not	enough
for	a	wedding.	What's	the	use	of	it?	What	can	I	do	with	it?"
"Never	mind,	 don't	worry	 about	 that.	Go	 into	 the	 inside	 closet,	 and	on	 a	 shelf
you	will	find	a	walnut,	so	bring	it	here."
So	the	lad	went	and	fetched	the	nut,	and	the	giant	split	it	neatly	in	two,	took	out
the	kernel,	folded	up	the	dress	(and	I	may	mention	it	here	the	dress	consisted	of
only	 one	 piece),	 put	 it	 inside	 the	 nut-shell,	 fitted	 the	 two	 halves	 together,	 and
said	to	the	lad.	"Well,	my	son,	let	me	have	your	waistcoat,	so	that	I	may	sew	this
nut	into	the	pocket,	and	be	careful	that	no	one	opens	it,	neither	your	father,	nor
your	mother,	nor	anyone	in	this	world,	because	should	any	one	open	it	your	life
will	be	made	wretched,	and	you	will	be	an	outcast."
With	this,	the	giant	sewed	the	nut	into	the	pocket,	and	put	the	waistcoat	on	him.
As	 they	finished	 this,	 they	heard	a	great	clamping	noise,	and	a	chinking	(as	of
coins)	outside.	So	the	giant	bade	him	to	look	out	of	the	window,	and	what	did	he
see?	He	 saw	 that	 in	 the	 courtyard	 there	was	 a	 lovely	 girl	 sitting	 in	 a	 carriage
drawn	by	six	horses,	and	about	her	beautiful	maids	and	outriders,	and	the	giant
said,	"You	see,	it	is	Fairy	Elizabeth,	your	ladylove."
So	they	went	out	at	once,	and	helped	Fairy	Elizabeth	out	of	her	carriage.	Then
she	ordered	the	carriage	and	horses	to	go	back,	at	once,	to	where	they	had	come
from,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 they	disappeared,	 and	 there	was	no	 trace	of	 them	 left.
They	 then	went	 into	 the	house,	but	 the	giant	 remained	outside,	and	he	drew	in
the	dust	figures	of	a	priest,	and	a	cantor,	and	guests,	and	they	appeared	at	once.
All	went	into	the	house,	and	the	young	folks	got	wed,	and	a	great	wedding	feast



was	celebrated.	There	was	the	bridegroom's	best	man,	and	the	groom's	men,	and
the	bride's	duenna,	 and	all	her	bridesmaids,	 and	 the	wedding	 feast	 lasted	 three
full	days.	They	ate,	drank,	and	enjoyed	 themselves,	and	when	all	was	over	 the
young	couple	lived	together	in	quiet	happiness.
Once	more,	however,	the	lad	became	very	sad,	and	the	giant	asked	him.	"Well,
my	dear	son,	why	are	you	sad	again?	You	know	that	I	will	do	all	your	heart	can
desire,	or	your	mouth	name."
"Well,	my	dear	father,"	replied	he,	"how	can	I	help	being	sad.	It	is	true	we	live
together	 happily,	 but	who	knows	how	my	 father	 and	mother	 and	brothers	 and
sisters	are	at	home?	I	should	like	to	go	to	see	them."
"Well,	my	dear	son,"	said	 the	giant,	"I	will	 let	you	two	go	home,	and	you	will
find	 your	 relations	 keeping	 the	 third	 anniversary	 of	 your	 death.	 They	 have
gathered	in	all	the	golden	corn,	and	become	so	rich	that	they	are	now	the	greatest
farmers	in	the	village.	Each	of	your	brothers	have	their	own	home	and	they	have
become	great	men	(six-ox	farmers)	and	have	a	whole	flock	of	sheep."
So	 the	 giant	 went	 outside,	 and	 drew	 in	 the	 dust	 the	 figures	 of	 horses	 and
carriage,	 coachman,	 footmen,	 outriders,	 and	 court	 damsels,	 and	 they	 at	 once
appeared.	The	young	couple	sat	in	the	carriage,	and	the	giant	told	the	lad	if	ought
happened	to	him	he	had	only	to	think	of	one	of	these	horses,	and	it	would	at	once
bring	him	back	here.
With	 this	 they	started,	and	 they	arrived	at	home	and,	saw	that	 the	courtyard	of
his	father's	house	was	full	of	tables,	crowded	with	people	sitting	round	them,	but
no	one	spoke	a	word.	They	all	were	speechless	so	that	you	could	not	even	hear	a
whisper.	The	couple	got	out	of	the	carriage,	in	front	of	the	gate,	walked	into	the
yard,	and	met	an	old	man,	it	happened	to	be	his	father.
"May	the	Lord	give	you	a	good	day,	Sir!"	said	he.
The	old	man	replied,	"May	the	Lord	bless	you	also,	my	lord!"
"Well	sir,"	asked	the	young	man,	"what	is	the	meaning	of	all	this	feasting	that	I
see,	all	this	eating	and	drinking,	and	yet	no	one	speaks	a	word.	Is	it	a	marriage	or
a	funeral	feast?"
"My	lord,	 it	 is	a	burial	 feast,"	 replied	 the	old	man,	"I	had	 three	sons.	One	was
lost,	and	today	we	celebrate	the	third	anniversary	of	his	death."
"Would	you	recognise	your	son	if	he	appeared?"
Upon	hearing	 this	his	mother	 came	 forward	and	 said,	 "To	be	 sure,	my	dearest
and	sweetest	lord,	because	there	is	a	mark	under	his	left	armpit."
With	 this	 the	 lad	pulled	up	his	 sleeve	 and	 showed	 the	mark,	 and	 they	 at	 once
recognised	 him	 as	 their	 lost	 son.	 The	 funeral	 feast,	 thereupon,	 was	 at	 once
changed	into	a	grand	wedding	festival.



Then	 the	 lad	 called	 out	 to	 the	 carriage	 and	 horses	 "Go	 back	where	 you	 have
come	from,"	and	 in	a	moment	 there	was	not	a	 trace	of	 them	 left.	His	 father	at
once	sent	for	the	priest	and	the	verger	and	they	went	through	all	the	ceremonies
again,	and	whether	the	giant	had	celebrated	them	or	not,	certainly	the	father	did.
The	wedding	 feast	was	 such	a	one	as	had	never	been	 seen	before!	When	 they
rose	from	the	table	 they	began	the	bride's	dance.	In	 the	first	place	 they	handed
the	bride	 to	 the	cleverest	dancer,	and	whether	he	danced	or	not,	most	certainly
the	bride	did.	As	 she	danced	her	 feet	 never	 touched	 the	ground,	 and	 everyone
who	was	there	looked	at	the	bride	only,	and	all	whispered	to	each	other,	that	no
man	had	ever	seen	such	a	sight	in	all	his	life.
When	 the	 bride	 heard	 this	 she	 said,	 "Hum,	whether	 I	 dance	 now	or	whether	 I
don't,	I	could	dance	much	better	if	anyone	would	return	to	me	the	dress	I	wore	in
my	maiden	days."
Whereupon	they	whispered	to	each	other,	"Where	can	that	dress	be?"
When	 the	bride	heard	 this	 she	 said,	 "Well,	my	 souls,	 it	 is	 in	 a	nut-shell,	 sewn
into	my	husband's	waistcoat	pocket,	but	no	one	will	ever	be	able	to	get	it."
"I	 can	 get	 it	 for	 you,"	 said	 her	mother-in-law,	 "because	 I	 will	 give	my	 son	 a
sleeping-draught	in	wine	and	he	will	go	to	sleep,"	and	so	she	did,	and	the	lad	fell
on	the	bed	fast	asleep.	His	mother	then	got	the	nut	from	his	pocket	and	gave	it	to
her	 daughter-in-law,	who	 at	 once	 opened	 it,	 took	 the	 dress	 out,	 put	 it	 on,	 and
danced	so	beautifully,	that,	whether	she	danced	the	first	time	or	not,	she	certainly
danced	this	time.	You	could	not	imagine	anything	so	graceful.
But,	 as	 it	 was	 so	 hot	 in	 the	 house,	 the	 windows	 were	 left	 open,	 and	 Fairy
Elizabeth	 turned	 a	 somersault,	 became	 a	 white	 pigeon,	 and	 flew	 out	 of	 the
window.	Outside	 there	was	 a	 pear	 tree,	 and	 she	 settled	 upon	 the	 top	 of	 it,	 the
people	 looking	 on	 in	 wonder	 and	 astonishment.	 Then	 she	 called	 out	 that	 she
wanted	 to	see	her	husband	as	she	wished	 to	say	a	word	or	 two	to	him,	but	 the
sleeping	draught	had	not	yet	lost	its	power,	and	they	could	not	wake	him,	so	they
carried	him	out	in	a	sheet	and	put	him	under	the	tree.	The	pigeon	dropped	a	tear
on	his	face,	and	in	a	minute	he	awoke.
"Can	you	hear	me,	sweet	love	of	my	heart?"	asked	the	pigeon.	"If	you	ever	want
to	meet	me	seek	for	me	in	the	town	of	Johara,	in	the	country	of	Black	Sorrow".
With	this	she	spread	her	wings	and	flew	away.
Her	 husband	 gazed	 after	 her	 for	 a	while	 and	 then	 became	 so	 grieved	 that	 his
heart	nearly	broke.	What	was	he	to	do	now?	He	took	leave	of	all	and	went	and
hid	himself.	When	he	got	outside	of	the	gate	he	suddenly	remembered	what	the
giant	had	told	him	about	calling	to	memory	one	of	the	horses.	He	no	sooner	did
so	 than	 it	 appeared	already	 saddled.	He	 jumped	upon	 it	 and	 thought	he	would
like	to	be	at	the	giant's	gate.	In	a	moment	he	was	there	and	the	giant	came	out	to



meet	him.
"Well,	my	dear	son,	didn't	I	tell	you	not	to	give	that	nut	to	anyone?"
The	poor	 lad	 replied,	 in	 great	 sorrow,	 "Well,	my	dear	 father,	what	 am	 I	 to	do
now?"	"Well,	what	did	Fairy	Elizabeth	say	when	she	took	leave	of	you?"
"She	 said	 that	 if	 ever	 I	 wished	 to	meet	 her	 again	 I	 was	 to	 go	 to	 the	 town	 of
Johara,	in	the	country	of	Black	Sorrow."
"Alas,	my	son!"	said	the	giant,	"I	have	never	even	heard	the	name,	so	how	could
I	direct	you	there?	Be	still,	and	come	and	live	with	me,	and	get	on	as	well	as	you
can."
But	the	poor	lad	said	that	he	would	go,	and	he	must	go,	in	search	of	his	wife	as
far	as	his	eye	could	see.
"Well,	if	you	wish	to	go,	there	are	two	more	children	of	my	parents	left,	an	elder
brother	and	an	elder	sister.	Take	this	mace.	We	three	children	couldn't	divide	it
amongst	us,	so	it	was	left	with	me.	They	will	know	by	this	that	I	have	sent	you.
Go	first	to	my	elder	brother.	He	is	the	king	of	all	creeping	things,	and	perhaps	he
may	be	able	to	help	you."
With	this	he	drew	in	the	dust	the	figure	of	a	colt	three	years	old,	and	bade	him	sit
on	it,	filled	his	bag	with	provisions,	and	recommended	him	to	the	Lord.	The	lad
went	on	and	on,	over	 seven	 times	 seven	countries,	 and	even	beyond	 them.	He
went	on	till	the	colt	got	so	old	that	it	lost	all	its	teeth.
At	last	he	arrived	at	the	residence	of	the	king	of	all	creeping	things,	went	in,	and
greeted	him,	"May	the	Lord	give	you	a	good	day,	my	dear	father!"
And	 the	 old	 man	 replied,	 "The	 Lord	 has	 brought	 you,	 my	 son.	What	 is	 your
errand?"
And	he	replied,	"I	want	to	go	to	the	country	of	Black	Sorrow,	into	the	town	of
Johara	if	ever	I	can	find	it."
"Who	are	you?"	asked	the	old	man.
With	this	he	showed	him	the	mace,	and	the	king	at	once	recognised	it	and	said,
"Ah,	my	dear	son,	I	never	heard	the	name	of	that	town.	I	wish	you	had	come	last
night,	because	all	my	animals	were	here	to	greet	me.	But	stay,	I	will	call	 them
together	again	tomorrow	morning,	and	we	shall	then	see	whether	they	can	give
us	any	information."
Next	morning	 the	old	man	got	 up	very	 early,	 took	 a	whistle	 and	blew	 it	 three
times,	and,	in	the	twinkling	of	an	eye	all	the	creeping	things	that	existed	in	the
world	came	 forward.	He	asked	 them,	one	by	one,	whether	 they	knew	aught	of
the	 town	of	Johara	 in	 the	country	of	Black	Sorrow.	But	 they	all	answered	 that
they	had	never	seen	it,	and	never	even	heard	its	name.	So	the	poor	lad	was	very



sad,	and	did	not	know	what	to	do.
He	went	outside	to	saddle	his	horse,	but	the	poor	brute	had	died	of	old	age.	So
the	old	man	at	once	drew	another	in	the	dust,	and	it	was	again	a	colt	three	years
old.	 He	 saddled	 it	 for	 him,	 filled	 his	 bag	 with	 provisions,	 and	 gave	 him
directions	where	 to	find	his	elder	sister.	With	 this	 the	 lad	started	off,	and	went
over	seven	times	seven	countries,	and	even	beyond	them,	till	at	last,	very	late,	he
arrived	at	the	home	of	the	giant’s	elder	sister	and	greeted	her.
She	returned	it,	and	asked	him,	"What	is	your	errand?"
He	 replied	 that	 he	 was	 going	 to	 the	 town	 of	 Johara	 in	 the	 country	 of	 Black
Sorrow.
"Well,	my	son,"	said	the	old	woman,	"and	who	has	sent	you	to	me?"
"Don't	you	know	this	mace?"	he	said.
She	recognised	it	at	once,	and	said,	"Alas!	My	dear	son,	I	am	very	pleased	to	see
you,	but	I	cannot	direct	you,	because	I	never	even	heard	of	the	place.	Why	did
you	not	come	last	night,	as	all	the	animals	were	here	then.	But	as	my	brother	has
sent	you,	I	will	call	them	all	together	again	tonight,	and	perhaps	they	will	be	able
to	tell	you	something."
With	this,	he	went	out	to	put	his	horse	in	the	stable,	and	found	that	it	had	grown
so	old	 that	 it	hadn't	a	single	 tooth	 left.	He	himself,	 too,	was	shrivelled	up	with
age,	like	a	piece	of	bacon	rind,	and	his	hair	was	like	snow.
At	eve	the	old	woman	said	to	him,	"Lie	down	in	this	bed!"
When	he	 lay	down	she	put	a	heavy	millstone	upon	him,	she	 then	 took	a	whip,
went	outside	 the	door,	 and	cracked	 it.	 It	 boomed	 like	a	gun	and	 the	poor	man
inside	was	so	startled	that	he	lifted	up	the	millstone	quite	a	span	high.
"Don't	be	afraid,	my	son,"	called	out	the	old	woman,	"I'm	only	going	to	crack	it
twice	more,"	and	she	cracked	it	again,	and	whether	it	sounded	the	first	 time	or
not,	 it	 certainly	 did	 this	 time,	 so	 that	 the	 poor	man	 inside	 lifted	 the	millstone
quite	a	yard	high,	and	called	out	to	the	old	woman	not	to	crack	that	whip	again,
or	he	should	certainly	die	on	the	spot.	But	she	cracked	it	again,	notwithstanding,
and	 it	 sounded	 so	 loud,	 that	whether	 the	 first	 two	 sounded	or	 not,	 this	 time	 it
sounded	so	loud	that	the	poor	man	kicked	the	millstone	right	up	to	the	ceiling.
After	that	the	old	woman	went	in	and	said	to	him,	"You	can	get	up	now,	as	I	am
not	going	to	crack	my	whip	anymore."
So	he	got	up	at	once,	and	she	went	and	opened	 the	window,	and	 left	 the	door
wide	open	too.	At	once	it	became	quite	dark.	The	animals	came	in	such	clouds
that	 they	 quite	 obscured	 the	 sunlight.	 She	 let	 them	 in	 one	 by	 one	 through	 the
window,	and	read	out	the	name	of	each	one	of	them	from	a	list,	and	asked	them
if	they	knew	where	the	country	of	Black	Sorrow	was,	but	nobody	knew	it,	so	she



dismissed	them	and	shut	the	window	and	door.
The	poor	man	was	very	sad	now,	for	he	didn't	know	what	to	do	next	or	where	he
was	to	go.
"There	is	nothing	more	to	be	done,"	said	the	old	woman,	"but	I	will	give	you	a
colt,	 and	 fill	your	bag	 full	of	provisions,	 and	 in	heaven's	name	go	back	where
you	have	come	from."	They	were	still	consulting	when	somebody	knocked	at	the
window	and	the	old	woman	called	out,	"Who's	that?"
"It	is	I,	my	dear	queen,"	replied	a	bird,	and	she	began	to	scold	it	for	being	so	late,
but	still	she	let	it	in,	hoping	that	it	might	tell	them	something.	Lo!	It	was	a	lame
woodpecker.
"Why	are	you	so	late?"	she	demanded.
The	bird	replied	that	it	was	because	it	had	such	a	bad	foot.
"Where	did	you	get	your	leg	broken?"	inquired	the	old	woman.
"In	Johara,	in	the	country	of	Black	Sorrow."
"You	are	 just	 the	one	we	want,"	said	 the	old	woman,	"I	command	you	 to	 take
this	man	on	your	back	without	delay	and	 to	carry	him	 to	 the	very	 town	where
you	have	come	from."
The	 woodpecker	 began	 to	make	 excuses	 and	 said	 that	 it	 would	 rather	 not	 go
there	lest	they	should	break	the	other	leg	also,	but	the	old	woman	stamped	with
her	foot,	and	so	 it	was	obliged	to	obey	and	at	once	set	off	with	 the	man	on	its
back,	whose	third	horse	had	already	died,	on	they	went	over	seven	times	seven
countries,	and	even	beyond	them,	till	they	came	to	a	very	high	mountain,	so	high
that	it	reached	to	heaven.
"Now	then,"	said	the	woodpecker,	"you	had	better	get	down	here,	as	we	cannot
get	over	this."
"Well,	but,"	said	the	poor	man,	"how	did	you	get	over	it?"
"I?	Through	a	hole."
"Well	then,	take	me	also	through	a	hole."
Then	 the	woodpecker	 began	 to	make	 excuses,	 that	 it	 could	 not	 take	 him,	 first
urging	this	reason	and	then	that,	so	the	poor	man	got	angry	with	the	woodpecker,
and	began	to	dig	his	spurs	into	the	bird's	ribs	saying,	"Go	on,	you	must	take	me,
and	 don't	 talk	 so	 much.	 It	 was	 you	 who	 stole	 the	 golden	 wheat-ear	 from	my
stack."
So	 what	 could	 the	 poor	 woodpecker	 do	 but	 carry	 him.	 They	 arrived	 in	 the
country	of	Black	Sorrow,	and	stopped	in	the	very	town	of	Johara.	Then	he	sent
the	woodpecker	away,	and	went	 straight	 into	 the	palace	where	Fairy	Elizabeth
lived.	As	he	entered	Fairy	Elizabeth	 sat	on	a	golden	 sofa.	He	greeted	her,	 and



told	her	he	had	come	to	claim	her	as	his	wife.
"Is	 that	why	 you	 have	 come?"	 replied	 she.	 "Surely	 you	 don't	 expect	me	 to	 be
your	 wife.	 You	 are	 an	 old	 bent,	 shrivelled-up	man.	 I	 will	 give	 you	meat	 and
drink,	and	then	in	heaven's	name	go	back	to	where	you	have	come	from."
Hearing	 this	 the	 poor	man	 became	 very	 sad	 and	 didn't	 know	what	 to	 do,	 and
began	to	cry	bitterly,	but	in	the	meantime	(not	letting	him	know)	Fairy	Elizabeth
had	 ordered	 her	 maids	 to	 go	 out	 at	 once	 and	 gather	 all	 sorts	 of	 rejuvenating
plants,	and	 to	bring	some	youth-giving	water,	and	 to	prepare	a	bath	for	him	as
quickly	as	possible.	Then	she	turned	to	the	old	man	again,	and,	in	order	to	chaff
him,	said,	"How	can	you	wish	a	beautiful	young	girl	 like	me	to	marry	such	an
ugly	old	man	as	you?	Be	quick,	eat,	drink,	and	go	back	to	where	you	have	come
from."
In	 his	 sorrow	 the	 poor	man's	 heart	was	 nearly	 broken,	when	 all	 at	 once	 Fairy
Elizabeth	said	to	him,	"Well,	dearest	love	of	my	youth,	so	that	you	may	not	say
that	I	am	ungrateful	to	you	for	having	taken	the	trouble	to	come	to	me,	and	made
all	this	long	journey	for	me,	I	will	give	you	a	bath."	She	motioned	to	the	maids,
who	at	once	seized	him,	undressed	him,	and	put	him	into	the	tub.	In	a	moment
he	was	a	young	man	again	a	hundred	times	handsomer	than	he	was	in	his	youth,
and	 while	 they	 were	 bathing	 him	 they	 brought	 from	 a	 shop	 numerous	 costly
dresses	and	clothed	him	with	them	and	took	him	to	Fairy	Elizabeth.
Man	and	wife	embraced	and	kissed	each	other	again	and	again,	and	once	more
celebrated	 a	 grand	 marriage	 festival,	 going	 through	 all	 the	 ceremonies	 again.
After	all	this	was	over	they	got	into	a	carriage	drawn	by	six	horses,	and	went	to
live	with	the	giant,	their	father,	but	they	never	went	again,	not	even	once,	to	the
place	where	he	had	been	betrayed.	The	giant	received	them	with	great	joy,	and
they	are	still	alive	to	this	day,	if	they	haven't	died	since.	May	they	be	your	guests
tomorrow!
	



THE	THREE	ORANGES

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	 WAS	 ONCE	 A	 KING,	 WHO	 had	 three	 sons.	 They	 had	 reached	 a
marriageable	age,	but	could	not	find	any	one	who	suited	them,	or	who	pleased
their	father.
"Go,	my	sons,	and	look	round	in	the	world,"	said	the	king,	"and	try	to	find	wives
somewhere	else."
The	 three	 sons	 went	 away,	 and	 at	 bed-time	 they	 came	 to	 a	 small	 cottage,	 in
which	a	very,	very	old	woman	 lived.	She	asked	 them	about	 the	object	of	 their
journey,	 which	 the	 princes	 readily	 communicated	 to	 her.	 The	 old	 woman
provided	 them	with	 the	 necessaries	 for	 the	 journey	 as	 well	 as	 she	 could,	 and
before	taking	leave	of	her	guests,	gave	them	an	orange	each,	with	instructions	to
cut	them	open	only	in	the	neighbourhood	of	water,	else	they	would	suffer	great,
very	great	damage.
The	 three	 princes	 started	 on	 their	way	 again,	 and	 the	 eldest	 not	 being	 able	 to
restrain	his	curiosity	as	to	what	sort	of	fruit	it	could	be,	or	to	conceive	what	harm
could	possibly	happen	if	he	cut	it	open	in	a	place	where	there	was	no	water	near,
cut	 into	 the	orange,	and	 lo!	A	beautiful	girl,	such	as	he	had	never	seen	before,
came	out	of	it,	and	exclaimed,	"Water!	Let	me	have	some	water,	or	I	shall	die	on
the	spot."	The	prince	ran	in	every	direction	to	get	water,	but	could	not	find	any,
and	the	beautiful	girl	died	in	a	short	time,	just	as	the	old	woman	had	said.	The
princes	went	 on,	 and	 now	 the	 younger	 one	 began	 to	 be	 inquisitive	 as	 to	what
could	be	in	his	orange.
They	had	just	sat	down	to	luncheon	on	a	plain,	under	a	tall,	 leafy	tree,	when	it
appeared	to	them	that	they	could	see	a	lake	not	very	far	off.	"Supposing	there	is
a	girl	in	the	fruit	and	I	can	fulfil	her	wish,"	he	thought	to	himself,	and	not	being
able	 to	 restrain	 his	 curiosity	 any	 longer,	 as	 to	what	 sort	 of	 girl	 there	 could	 be
inside,	he	cut	his	orange,	and	lo!	A	girl,	very	much	more	beautiful	than	the	first,
stepped	 out	 of	 it,	 and	 called	 out	 for	 water,	 in	 order	 to	 save	 her	 life.	 He	 had



previously	sent	his	brother	to	what	he	thought	was	a	lake,	and,	as	he	could	not
wait	for	his	return	with	the	water,	he	ran	off	himself,	quite	out	of	breath,	but	the
further	he	 ran	 the	 further	 away	 the	 lake	 appeared	 to	be,	 because	 it	was	only	 a
mirage.	He	rushed	back	to	the	tree	nearly	beside	himself,	in	order	to	see	whether
the	girl	was	yet	alive,	but	only	found	her	body	lifeless,	and	quite	cold.
The	two	elder	brothers,	seeing	that	 they	had	lost	what	they	had	been	searching
for,	 and	 having	 given	 up	 all	 hope	 of	 finding	 a	 prettier	 one,	 returned	 in	 great
sorrow	 to	 their	 father's	house,	while	 the	youngest	 continued	his	 journey	alone.
He	wandered	about	until,	after	much	fatigue,	he	came	to	the	neighbourhood	of
some	town,	where	he	found	a	well.	He	had	no	doubt	that	there	was	a	girl	in	his
orange	 also,	 so	 he	 took	 courage,	 and	 cut	 it,	 and,	 indeed,	 a	 girl,	 who	 was	 a
hundred	times	prettier	than	the	first	two,	came	out	of	it.	She	called	out	for	water,
and	 the	 prince	 gave	 her	 some	 at	 once,	 and	 death	 had	 no	 power	 over	 her.	The
prince	 now	hurried	 into	 the	 town	 to	 purchase	 rich	 dresses	 for	 his	 love,	 and	 to
make	sure	that	no	harm	might	happen	to	her	during	his	absence,	he	made	her	sit
up	in	a	tree	with	dense	foliage,	the	boughs	of	which	overhung	the	well.
As	soon	as	the	prince	left,	a	gipsy	woman	came	to	the	well	for	water.	She	looked
into	 the	well,	and	saw	in	 the	water	 the	beautiful	 face	of	 the	girl	 in	 the	 tree.	At
first	 she	 fancied	 that	 she	 saw	 the	 image	 of	 her	 own	 face,	 and	 felt	 very	much
flattered,	 but	 soon	 found	 out	 her	 mistake,	 and	 looking	 about	 discovered	 the
pretty	girl	in	the	tree.
"What	are	you	waiting	for,	my	pretty	maid?"	inquired	the	gipsy	woman	with	a
cunning	face.
The	 girl	 told	 her	 story,	 whereupon	 the	 gipsy	 woman,	 shamming	 kindness,
climbed	up	the	tree,	and	pushed	the	pretty	girl	into	the	well,	taking	her	place	in
the	tree,	while	the	pretty	girl	sank.	The	next	moment	a	beautiful	little	gold	fish
appeared	swimming	in	the	water.	The	gipsy	woman	recognised	it	as	the	girl,	and,
being	afraid	 that	 it	might	be	dangerous	 to	her,	 tried	 to	catch	 it,	when	suddenly
the	 prince	 appeared	 with	 the	 costly	 dresses,	 so	 she	 at	 once	 laid	 her	 plans	 to
deceive	him.	The	prince	immediately	noticed	the	difference	between	her	and	the
girl	he	had	 left,	but	 she	 succeeded	 in	making	him	believe	 that	 for	 a	 time	after
having	left	the	fairy	world,	she	had	to	lose	her	beauty,	but	that	she	would	recover
it	the	sooner	the	more	he	loved	her.	So	the	prince	was	satisfied	and	went	home	to
his	father's	house	with	the	woman	he	found,	and	actually	loved	her	in	hopes	of
her	 regaining	 her	 former	 beauty.	 The	 good	 food	 and	 happy	 life,	 and	 also	 the
pretty	 dresses,	 improved	 the	 sunburnt	 woman's	 looks	 a	 little.	 The	 prince
imagining	 that	 his	 wife's	 prediction	 was	 going	 to	 be	 fulfilled,	 felt	 still	 more
attached	to	her,	and	was	anxious	to	carry	out	all	her	wishes.
The	woman,	however,	could	not	forget	the	little	gold	fish,	and	therefore	feigned
illness,	 saying	 that	 she	would	not	get	better	 till	 she	had	eaten	of	 the	 liver	of	a



gold	fish,	which	was	to	be	found	in	such	and	such	a	well.	The	prince	had	the	fish
caught	at	once,	and	the	princess	having	partaken	of	the	liver,	got	better,	and	felt
more	cheerful	than	before.	It	happened,	however,	that	one	scale	of	the	fish	had
been	cast	out	in	the	courtyard	with	the	water,	and	from	it	a	beautiful	tree	began
to	grow.	The	princess	noticed	it	and	found	out	how	the	tree	got	there,	and	again
fell	ill,	and	said	that	she	could	not	get	better	until	they	burnt	the	tree,	and	cooked
her	something	by	the	flames.	This	wish	also	was	fulfilled,	and	she	got	better.	It
happened,	however	that	one	of	the	woodcutters	took	a	square	piece	of	the	timber
home	to	his	wife,	who	used	it	as	a	lid	for	a	milk	jug.	These	people	lived	not	very
far	 from	 the	 royal	 palace,	 and	 were	 poor,	 the	 woman	 herself	 working	 as	 a
housewife,	and	doing	all	the	servants'	work.
One	day	she	left	her	house	very	early,	without	having	put	anything	in	order,	and
without	 having	 done	 her	 usual	 household	work.	When	 she	 came	 home	 in	 the
evening,	 she	 found	 all	 clean,	 and	 in	 the	 best	 order.	 She	 was	 very	 much
astonished,	and	could	not	imagine	how	it	came	to	pass,	and	it	happened	thus	on
several	days,	whenever	she	had	not	put	her	house	in	order	before	going	out.	In
order	to	find	out	how	these	things	were	accomplished,	one	day	she	purposely	left
her	home	in	disorder,	but	did	not	go	far,	and	remained	outside	peeping	through
the	keyhole,	to	see	what	would	happen.
As	soon	as	everything	became	quiet	in	the	house,	the	woman	saw	that	the	lid	of
the	 milk	 jug,	 which	 was	 standing	 in	 the	 window,	 began	 to	 move	 with	 gentle
noise,	and	in	a	few	moments	a	beautiful	fairy	stepped	out	of	it,	who	first	combed
her	golden	tresses,	and	performed	her	toilet,	and	afterwards	put	the	whole	house
in	 order.	 The	 woman,	 in	 order	 to	 trap	 the	 fairy	 before	 she	 had	 time	 to
retransform	herself,	opened	the	door	abruptly.	They	both	seemed	astonished,	but
the	kind	and	encouraging	words	of	the	woman	soon	dispelled	the	girl's	fear,	and
now	she	related	her	whole	story,	how	she	came	into	the	world,	how	she	became
a	gold	fish,	and	then	a	tree,	and	how	she	used	to	walk	out	of	the	wooden	lid	of
the	milk	 jug	 to	 tidy	 the	 house,	 she	 also	 enlightened	 the	woman	 as	 to	who	 the
present	queen	was.	The	woman	listened	to	all	in	great	astonishment,	and	in	order
to	prevent	 the	girl	from	slipping	back	into	the	lid,	she	had	previously	picked	it
up,	when	 she	 entered,	 and	 now	 threw	 it	 into	 the	 fire.	 She	 at	 once	went	 to	 the
prince,	and	told	him	the	whole	story.
The	 prince	 had	 already	 grown	 suspicious	 about	 his	 wife's	 beauty,	 which	 had
been	very	long	in	returning,	and	now	he	was	quite	sure	that	she	was	a	cheat.	He
sent	for	the	girl	and	recognised	her	at	once	as	the	pretty	fairy	whom	he	had	left
in	the	tree.	The	gipsy	woman	was	put	into	the	pillory,	and	the	prince	married	the
pretty	girl,	and	they	lived	ever	after	in	happiness.
	



TRITILL,	LITILL	AND	THE	BIRDS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	princess	who	was	so	beautiful	and	so
good	that	everybody	loved	her.	Her	father	could	hardly	bear	her	out	of	his	sight,
and	 he	 almost	 died	 of	 grief	 when,	 one	 day,	 she	 disappeared,	 and	 though	 the
whole	 kingdom	was	 searched	 through	 and	 through,	 she	 could	 not	 be	 found	 in
any	 corner	 of	 it.	 In	 despair,	 the	 king	 ordered	 a	 proclamation	 to	 be	made	 that
whoever	could	bring	her	back	 to	 the	palace	should	have	her	 for	his	wife.	This
made	the	young	men	start	afresh	on	the	search,	but	they	were	no	more	successful
than	before,	and	returned	sorrowfully	to	their	homes.
Now	there	dwelt,	not	far	from	the	palace,	an	old	man	who	had	three	sons.	The
two	 eldest	 were	 allowed	 by	 their	 parents	 to	 do	 just	 as	 they	 liked,	 but	 the
youngest	was	 always	obliged	 to	give	way	 to	his	 brothers.	When	 they	were	 all
grown	up,	the	eldest	told	his	father	that	he	was	tired	of	leading	such	a	quiet	life,
and	that	he	meant	to	go	away	and	see	the	world.
The	old	people	were	very	unhappy	at	the	thought	that	they	must	part	with	him,
but	they	said	nothing,	and	began	to	collect	all	that	he	would	want	for	his	travels,
and	were	 careful	 to	 add	 a	 pair	 of	 new	 boots.	When	 everything	was	 ready,	 he
bade	them	farewell,	and	started	merrily	on	his	way.
For	 some	miles	 his	 road	 lay	 through	 a	wood,	 and	when	he	 left	 it	 he	 suddenly
came	out	on	a	bare	hillside.	Here	he	sat	down	to	rest,	and	pulling	out	his	wallet
prepared	to	eat	his	dinner.
He	had	only	eaten	a	few	mouthfuls	when	an	old	man	badly	dressed	passed	by,
and	seeing	the	food,	asked	if	the	young	man	could	not	spare	him	a	little.
"Not	 I,	 indeed!"	answered	he,	 "why	 I	have	 scarcely	enough	 for	myself.	 If	you
want	food	you	must	earn	it."	And	the	beggar	went	on.
After	the	young	man	had	finished	his	dinner	he	rose	and	walked	on	for	several
hours,	till	he	reached	a	second	hill,	where	he	threw	himself	down	on	the	grass,
and	 took	 some	 bread	 and	 milk	 from	 his	 wallet.	 While	 he	 was	 eating	 and
drinking,	 there	 came	 by	 an	 old	 man,	 yet	 more	 wretched	 than	 the	 first,	 and



begged	 for	 a	 few	mouthfuls.	But	 instead	 of	 food	he	 only	 got	 hard	words,	 and
limped	sadly	away.
Towards	evening	the	young	man	reached	an	open	space	in	the	wood,	and	by	this
time	he	 thought	he	would	 like	 some	supper.	The	birds	 saw	 the	 food,	 and	 flew
round	his	head	in	numbers	hoping	for	some	crumbs,	but	he	threw	stones	at	them,
and	frightened	them	off.	Then	he	began	to	wonder	where	he	should	sleep.	Not	in
the	open	space	he	was	in,	for	that	was	bare	and	cold,	and	though	he	had	walked	a
long	way	that	day,	and	was	tired,	he	dragged	himself	up,	and	went	on	seeking	for
a	shelter.
At	length	he	saw	a	deep	sort	of	hole	or	cave	under	a	great	rock,	and	as	it	seemed
quite	 empty,	 he	 went	 in,	 and	 lay	 down	 in	 a	 corner.	 About	 midnight	 he	 was
awakened	by	a	noise,	and	peeping	out	he	beheld	a	 terrible	ogress	approaching.
He	implored	her	not	to	hurt	him,	but	to	let	him	stay	there	for	the	rest	of	the	night,
to	which	she	consented,	on	condition	that	he	should	spend	the	next	day	in	doing
any	 task	which	 she	might	 choose	 to	 set	 him.	To	 this	 the	young	man	willingly
agreed,	and	turned	over	and	went	to	sleep	again.	In	the	morning,	the	ogress	bade
him	sweep	the	dust	out	of	the	cave,	and	to	have	it	clean	before	her	return	in	the
evening,	otherwise	it	would	be	the	worse	for	him.	Then	she	left	the	cave.
The	young	man	took	the	spade,	and	began	to	clean	the	floor	of	the	cave,	but	try
as	he	would	to	move	it	the	dirt	still	stuck	to	its	place.	He	soon	gave	up	the	task,
and	sat	sulkily	in	the	corner,	wondering	what	punishment	the	ogress	would	find
for	him,	and	why	she	had	set	him	to	do	such	an	impossible	thing.
He	had	not	 long	to	wait,	after	 the	ogress	came	home,	before	he	knew	what	his
punishment	was	to	be!	She	just	gave	one	look	at	the	floor	of	the	cave,	then	dealt
him	a	blow	on	the	head	which	cracked	his	skull,	and	there	was	an	end	of	him.
Meanwhile	 his	 next	 brother	 grew	 tired	 of	 staying	 at	 home,	 and	 let	 his	 parents
have	no	rest	till	they	had	consented	that	he	also	should	be	given	some	food	and
some	new	boots,	and	go	out	to	see	the	world.	On	his	road,	he	also	met	the	two
old	beggars,	who	prayed	for	a	 little	of	his	bread	and	milk,	but	 this	young	man
had	never	been	taught	 to	help	other	people,	and	had	made	it	a	rule	through	his
life	to	keep	all	he	had	to	himself.	So	he	turned	a	deaf	ear	and	finished	his	dinner.
By-and-by	he,	too,	came	to	the	cave,	and	was	bidden	by	the	ogress	to	clean	the
floor,	but	he	was	no	more	successful	than	his	brother,	and	his	fate	was	the	same.
Anyone	would	have	thought	that	when	the	old	people	had	only	one	son	left	that
at	least	they	would	have	been	kind	to	him,	even	if	they	did	not	love	him.	But	for
some	 reason	 they	 could	 hardly	 bear	 the	 sight	 of	 him,	 though	 he	 tried	 much
harder	 to	make	them	comfortable	 than	his	brothers	had	ever	done.	So	when	he
asked	their	leave	to	go	out	into	the	world	they	gave	it	at	once,	and	seemed	quite
glad	 to	be	 rid	of	 him.	They	 felt	 it	was	quite	generous	of	 them	 to	provide	him
with	a	pair	of	new	boots	and	some	bread	and	milk	for	his	journey.



Besides	the	pleasure	of	seeing	the	world,	the	youth	was	very	anxious	to	discover
what	had	become	of	his	brothers,	and	he	determined	to	trace,	as	far	as	he	could,
the	way	that	they	must	have	gone.	He	followed	the	road	that	led	from	his	father's
cottage	to	the	hill,	where	he	sat	down	to	rest,	saying	to	himself.	"I	am	sure	my
brothers	must	have	stopped	here,	and	I	will	do	the	same."
He	was	hungry	as	well	as	 tired,	and	took	out	some	of	 the	food	his	parents	had
given	him.	He	was	 just	going	 to	begin	 to	eat	when	 the	old	man	appeared,	and
asked	if	he	could	not	spare	him	a	little.	The	young	man	at	once	broke	off	some
of	the	bread,	begging	the	old	man	to	sit	down	beside	him,	and	treating	him	as	if
he	was	an	old	friend.	At	last	the	stranger	rose,	and	said	to	him.	"If	ever	you	are
in	 trouble	call	me,	and	I	will	help	you.	My	name	is	Tritill."	Then	he	vanished,
and	the	young	man	could	not	tell	where	he	had	gone.
However,	he	felt	he	had	now	rested	long	enough,	and	that	he	had	better	be	going
his	way.	At	 the	next	 hill	 he	met	with	 the	 second	old	man,	 and	 to	him	also	he
gave	food	and	drink.	And	when	this	old	man	had	finished	he	said,	like	the	first.
"If	you	ever	want	help	in	the	smallest	thing	call	to	me.	My	name	is	Litill."
The	young	man	walked	on	till	he	reached	the	open	space	in	the	wood,	where	he
stopped	for	dinner.	In	a	moment	all	the	birds	in	the	world	seemed	flying	round
his	head,	and	he	crumbled	some	of	his	bread	for	them	and	watched	them	as	they
darted	down	 to	pick	 it	 up.	When	 they	had	 cleared	off	 every	 crumb	 the	 largest
bird	with	 the	gayest	plumage	said	 to	him.	"If	you	are	 in	 trouble	and	need	help
say,	‘My	birds,	come	to	me!’	and	we	will	come."	Then	they	flew	away.
Towards	evening	 the	young	man	 reached	 the	cave	where	his	brothers	had	met
their	 deaths,	 and,	 like	 them,	 he	 thought	 it	 would	 be	 a	 good	 place	 to	 sleep	 in.
Looking	round,	he	saw	some	pieces	of	the	dead	men's	clothes	and	of	their	bones.
The	sight	made	him	shiver,	but	he	would	not	move	away,	and	resolved	to	await
the	return	of	the	ogress,	for	such	he	knew	she	must	be.
Very	soon	she	came	striding	 in,	and	he	asked	politely	 if	she	would	give	him	a
night's	lodging.	She	answered	as	before,	that	he	might	stay	on	condition	that	he
should	do	any	work	that	she	might	set	him	to	next	morning.	So	the	bargain	being
concluded,	the	young	man	curled	himself	up	in	his	corner	and	went	to	sleep.
The	dirt	lay	thicker	than	ever	on	the	floor	of	the	cave	when	the	young	man	took
the	spade	and	began	his	work.	He	could	not	clear	it	any	more	than	his	brothers
had	done,	and	at	last	the	spade	itself	stuck	in	the	earth	so	that	he	could	not	pull	it
out.	The	youth	stared	at	it	in	despair,	then	the	old	beggar's	words	flashed	into	his
mind,	and	he	cried.	"Tritill,	Tritill,	come	and	help	me!"
And	Tritill	stood	beside	him	and	asked	what	he	wanted.	The	youth	told	him	all
his	story,	and	when	he	had	finished,	the	old	man	said.	"Spade	and	shovel	do	your
duty,"	and	they	danced	about	the	cave	till,	in	a	short	time,	there	was	not	a	speck
of	dust	left	on	the	floor.	As	soon	as	it	was	quite	clean	Tritill	went	his	way.



With	 a	 light	 heart	 the	 young	man	 awaited	 the	 return	 of	 the	 ogress.	When	 she
came	in	she	looked	carefully	round,	and	then	said	to	him.	"You	did	not	do	that
quite	alone.	However,	as	the	floor	is	clean	I	will	leave	your	head	on."
The	following	morning	the	ogress	told	the	young	man	that	he	must	take	all	the
feathers	out	of	her	pillows	and	spread	them	to	dry	in	the	sun.	But	if	one	feather
was	missing	when	she	came	back	at	night	his	head	should	pay	for	it."
The	young	man	fetched	the	pillows,	and	shook	out	all	the	feathers,	and	oh,	what
quantities	of	them	there	were!	He	was	thinking	to	himself,	as	he	spread	them	out
carefully,	 how	 lucky	 it	 was	 that	 the	 sun	 was	 so	 bright	 and	 that	 there	 was	 no
wind,	when	 suddenly	 a	 breeze	 sprang	 up,	 and	 in	 a	moment	 the	 feathers	were
dancing	high	in	the	air.	At	first	the	youth	tried	to	collect	them	again,	but	he	soon
found	that	it	was	no	use,	and	he	cried	in	despair.	"Tritill,	Litill,	and	all	my	birds,
come	and	help	me!"
He	had	hardly	said	the	words	when	there	they	all	were,	and	when	the	birds	had
brought	all	the	feathers	back	again,	Tritill,	and	Litill,	and	he,	put	them	away	in
the	pillows,	as	 the	ogress	had	bidden	him.	But	one	 little	 feather	 they	kept	out,
and	 told	 the	 young	man	 that	 if	 the	 ogress	missed	 it	 he	was	 to	 thrust	 it	 up	 her
nose.	Then	they	all	vanished,	Tritill,	Litill,	and	the	birds.
Directly	 the	ogress	 returned	home	she	 flung	herself	with	all	her	weight	on	 the
bed,	 and	 the	 whole	 cave	 quivered	 under	 her.	 The	 pillows	 were	 soft	 and	 full
instead	of	being	empty,	which	surprised	her,	but	that	did	not	content	her.	She	got
up,	shook	out	the	pillow-cases	one	by	one,	and	began	to	count	the	feathers	that
were	in	each.	"If	one	is	missing	I	will	have	your	head,"	said	she,	and	at	that	the
young	man	drew	the	feather	from	his	pocket	and	thrust	it	up	her	nose,	crying	"If
you	want	your	feather,	here	it	is."
"You	did	not	sort	those	feathers	alone,"	answered	the	ogress	calmly,	"however,
this	time	I	will	let	that	pass."
That	 night	 the	 young	man	 slept	 soundly	 in	 his	 corner,	 and	 in	 the	morning	 the
ogress	told	him	that	his	work	that	day	would	be	to	slay	one	of	her	great	oxen,	to
cook	its	heart,	and	to	make	drinking	cups	of	its	horns,	before	she	returned	home
"There	are	fifty	oxen,"	added	she,	"and	you	must	guess	which	of	the	herd	I	want
killed.	If	you	guess	right,	tomorrow	you	shall	be	free	to	go	where	you	will,	and
you	 shall	 choose	besides	 three	 things	 as	 a	 reward	 for	 your	 service.	But	 if	 you
slay	the	wrong	ox	your	head	shall	pay	for	it."
Left	 alone,	 the	 young	man	 stood	 thinking	 for	 a	 little.	 Then	 he	 called.	 "Tritill,
Litill,	come	to	my	help!"
In	a	moment	he	saw	them,	far	away,	driving	the	biggest	ox	the	youth	had	ever
seen.	When	they	drew	near,	Tritill	killed	it,	Litill	took	out	its	heart	for	the	young
man	to	cook,	and	both	began	quickly	to	turn	the	horns	into	drinking	cups.	The



work	went	merrily	on,	and	they	talked	gaily,	and	the	young	man	told	his	friends
of	the	payment	promised	him	by	the	ogress	if	he	had	done	her	bidding.	The	old
men	warned	him	that	he	must	ask	her	for	the	chest	which	stood	at	the	foot	of	her
bed,	for	whatever	lay	on	the	top	of	the	bed,	and	for	what	lay	under	the	side	of	the
cave.	The	young	man	thanked	them	for	their	counsel,	and	Tritill	and	Litill	then
took	leave	of	him,	saying	that	for	the	present	he	would	need	them	no	more.
Scarcely	had	they	disappeared	when	the	ogress	came	back,	and	found	everything
ready	just	as	she	had	ordered.	Before	she	sat	down	to	eat	the	bullock's	heart	she
turned	to	the	young	man,	and	said.	"You	did	not	do	that	all	alone,	my	friend,	but,
nevertheless,	 I	will	 keep	my	word,	 and	 tomorrow	you	 shall	 go	 your	way."	So
they	went	to	bed	and	slept	till	dawn.
When	the	sun	rose	the	ogress	awoke	the	young	man,	and	called	to	him	to	choose
any	three	things	out	of	her	house.
"I	 choose,"	 answered	 he,	 "the	 chest	 which	 stands	 at	 the	 foot	 of	 your	 bed,
whatever	lies	on	the	top	of	the	bed,	and	whatever	is	under	the	side	of	the	cave."
"You	did	not	choose	those	things	by	yourself,	my	friend,"	said	the	ogress,	"but
what	I	have	promised,	that	will	I	do."
And	then	she	gave	him	his	reward.
The	thing	which	lay	on	the	top	of	the	bed	turned	out	to	be	the	lost	princess.	The
chest	which	stood	at	the	foot	of	the	bed	proved	full	of	gold	and	precious	stones,
and	what	was	under	the	side	of	the	cave	he	found	to	be	a	great	ship,	with	oars
and	sails	that	went	of	itself	as	well	on	land	as	in	the	water.
"You	are	the	luckiest	man	that	ever	was	born,"	said	the	ogress	as	she	went	out	of
the	cave	as	usual.
With	much	difficulty	the	youth	put	the	heavy	chest	on	his	shoulders	and	carried
it	on	board	the	ship.	The	princess	walked	by	his	side.	Then	he	took	the	helm	and
steered	the	vessel	back	to	her	father's	kingdom.	The	king's	joy	at	receiving	back
his	 lost	 daughter	 was	 so	 great	 that	 he	 almost	 fainted,	 but	 when	 he	 recovered
himself	he	made	the	young	man	tell	him	how	everything	had	really	happened.
"You	 have	 found	 her,	 and	 you	 shall	 marry	 her,"	 said	 the	 king,	 and	 so	 it	 was
done.	And	this	is	the	end	of	the	story.
	



FISHER	JOE

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	POOR	MAN,	who	had	nothing	in	the	world	but	his	wife
and	an	unhappy	son	Joe.	His	continual	and	his	only	care	was	how	to	keep	them.
so	 he	 determined	 to	 go	 fishing,	 and	 thus	 to	 keep	 them	 from	 day	 to	 day	 upon
whatever	the	Lord	brought	to	his	net.	Suddenly	both	the	old	folks	died	and	left
the	unhappy	son	by	himself.	He	went	behind	the	oven	and	did	not	come	out	till
both	father	and	mother	were	buried.
He	sat	three	days	behind	the	oven,	and	then	remembered	that	his	father	had	kept
them	by	 fishing,	 so	 he	 got	 up,	 took	 his	 net,	 and	went	 fishing	 below	 the	weir.
There	 he	 fished	 till	 the	 skin	 began	 to	 peel	 off	 the	 palms	 of	 his	 hands,	 but	 he
never	caught	so	much	as	one	fish.	At	last	he	said,	"I	will	cast	my	net	once	more,
and	then	I	will	never	do	so	again."
So	he	cast	his	net	for	the	last	time	and	drew	to	shore	a	golden	fish.	While	he	was
going	home	he	thought	he	would	give	it	to	the	lord	of	the	manor,	so	that	perhaps
he	might	 grant	 a	 day's	wages	 for	 it.	When	he	 got	 home	he	 took	down	 a	 plate
from	the	rack,	took	the	fish	from	his	bag,	and	laid	it	upon	the	plate,	but	the	fish
slipped	off	the	plate	and	changed	into	a	lovely	girl,	who	said,	"I	am	yours,	and
you	are	mine,	love."
The	moment	after	she	asked,	"Joe,	did	your	father	leave	you	anything?"
"We	had	something,"	replied	her	husband,	"but	my	father	was	poor	and	he	sold
everything.	But,"	continued	he,	"do	you	see	that	high	mountain	yonder?	it	is	not
sold	yet,	for	it	is	too	steep	and	no	one	would	have	it."
Then	said	his	wife,	"Let's	go	for	a	walk	and	look	over	the	mountain."
So	they	went	all	over	it,	length	and	breadth,	from	furrow	to	furrow.	When	they
came	 to	a	 furrow	 in	 the	middle	his	wife	said,	 "Let	us	sit	down	on	a	 ridge,	my
love,	and	rest	a	little."
They	sat	down,	and	Joe	laid	his	head	on	his	wife's	lap	and	fell	asleep.	She	then



slipped	off	her	cloak,	made	it	into	a	pillow,	drew	herself	away,	and	laid	Joe	upon
the	pillow	without	waking	him.	She	rose,	went	away,	uncoiled	a	large	whip	and
cracked	it.	The	crack	was	heard	over	seven	times	seven	countries.	In	a	moment
as	many	dragons	as	existed	came	forth.
"What	are	your	Majesty's	commands?"	said	they.
"My	commands	are	these,"	replied	she.	"you	see	this	place?	Build	a	palace	here,
finer	than	any	that	exists	in	the	world,	and	whatever	is	needed	in	it	must	be	there.
stables	for	eight	bullocks	and	the	bullocks	in	them,	with	two	men	to	tend	them,
stalls	for	eight	horses	and	the	horses	in	them,	and	two	grooms	to	tend	them,	six
stacks	in	the	yard,	and	twelve	threshers	in	the	barn."
She	was	greatly	delighted	when	she	saw	her	order	completed,	and	thanked	God
that	He	had	given	her	what	He	had	promised.	"I	 shall	now	go,"	said	she,	"and
wake	my	husband."
When	she	came	to	him	he	was	still	asleep.
"Get	up,	my	love,"	said	she,	"look	after	the	threshers,	the	grooms,	the	oxen,	and
see	that	all	do	their	work,	and	that	all	the	work	be	done,	and	give	your	orders	to
the	labourers,	and	now,	my	love,	let	us	go	into	the	house	and	see	that	all	is	right.
You	give	your	orders	to	the	men-servants,	and	I	will	give	mine	to	the	maids.	We
have	now	enough	to	live	on."
Joe	thanked	God	for	His	blessings.	He	then	told	his	wife	that	he	would	invite	the
lord	of	the	manor	to	dine	with	him	on	Whit	Sunday.
"Don't	leave	me,"	replied	his	wife,	"for	if	he	catch	sight	of	me	you	will	lose	me.	I
will	see	that	the	table	is	laid	and	all	is	ready,	but	a	maid	shall	wait	on	you.	I	will
retire	into	an	inner	room	lest	he	should	see	me."
Joe	ordered	 the	carriage	and	 six,	 seated	himself	 in	 it,	 the	coachman	sat	on	 the
box,	and	away	they	went	to	the	lord's	house.	When	they	arrived	at	the	gate,	Joe
got	out,	went	through	the	gate,	and	saw	three	stonemasons	at	work	in	the	yard.
He	greeted	them	and	they	returned	the	greeting.
"Just	look,"	remarked	one	of	them,	"what	Joe	has	become	and	how	miserable	he
used	to	be!"
He	entered	the	castle,	and	went	into	the	lord's	room.	"Good	day,	my	lord."
"God	bless	you,	Joe,	what	news?"
"I	have	come	to	ask	your	lordship	to	dine	with	me	on	Whit	Sunday,	and	we	shall
be	very	pleased	to	see	you."
"I	will	come,	Joe."
They	then	said	good-bye	and	parted.	After	Joe	had	gone	the	lord	came	into	the
courtyard,	and	the	three	masons	asked	him	"What	did	Joe	want?"



"He	has	invited	me	to	dine	with	him,"	was	the	reply,	"and	I	am	going."
"Of	course,	you	must	go,"	 said	one	of	 them,	 "that	you	may	see	what	 sort	of	a
house	he	keeps."
The	lord	set	out	in	his	carriage	and	four,	with	the	coachman	in	front,	and	arrived
at	the	palace.	Joe	ran	out	to	meet	him,	they	saluted	each	other,	and	entered	arm
in	arm.	They	dined,	and	all	went	well	till	the	lord	asked,	"Well,	Joe,	and	where	is
your	wife?"
"She	is	busy,"	said	Joe.
"But	I	should	like	to	see	her,"	explained	the	baron.
"She	is	rather	shy	when	in	men's	society,"	said	Joe.
They	 enjoyed	 themselves,	 lighted	 their	 pipes	 and	 went	 for	 a	 walk	 over	 the
palace.	Then	said	the	baron	to	his	servant,	"Order	the	carriage	at	once.”
It	arrived,	and	Joe	and	he	said	"Farewell."	As	the	baron	went	through	the	gate	he
looked	back	and	saw	Joe's	wife	standing	at	one	of	the	windows,	and	at	once	fell
so	deeply	 in	 love	with	her	 that	he	became	dangerously	 ill.	When	he	arrived	at
home	the	footmen	were	obliged	to	carry	him	from	his	carriage	and	lay	him	in	his
bed.
At	daybreak	the	three	masons	arrived	and	began	to	work.	They	waited	for	their
master,	 but	 he	did	not	 appear.	 "I	will	 go	 and	 see	what's	 the	matter	with	him,"
said	one	of	them,	"for	he	always	came	out	at	8	a.m."
So	the	mason	went	in	and	saluted	the	baron,	but	got	no	reply.	"You	are	ill,	my
lord,"	said	he.
"I	 am,"	 said	 the	baron,	 "for	 Joe	has	 such	a	pretty	wife,	 and	 if	 I	 can't	get	her	 I
shall	die."
The	mason	went	out	and	the	three	consulted	together	as	to	what	was	best	to	be
done.	 One	 of	 them	 proposed	 a	 task	 for	 Joe.	 He	 proposed	 that	 a	 large	 stone
column	which	stood	before	one	of	 the	windows	should	be	pulled	down.	Then,
the	 plot	 should	 be	 planted	with	 vines,	with	 the	 grapes	 to	 ripen	 overnight.	The
next	morning	a	goblet	of	wine	should	be	made	from	their	juice	and	be	placed	on
the	master's	table.	If	this	was	not	done	Joe	was	to	lose	his	wife.
So	one	of	them	went	in	to	the	baron	and	told	him	of	their	plan,	remarking	that
Joe	 could	 not	 do	 that,	 and	 so	 he	 would	 lose	 his	 wife.	 A	 groom	 was	 sent	 on
horseback	for	Joe,	who	came	at	once,	and	asked	what	his	lordship	desired.	The
baron	then	told	him	the	task	he	had	to	propose	and	the	penalty.	Poor	Joe	was	so
downcast	 that	 he	 left	 without	 even	 saying	 "good-bye,"	 threw	 himself	 into	 his
carriage,	and	went	home.
"Well,	my	love,"	asked	his	wife,	"what	does	he	want?"



"Want,"	replied	her	husband,	"he	ordered	me	to	pull	down	the	stone	column	in
front	of	his	window.	Since	my	 father	was	not	a	working-man,	how	could	 I	do
any	work?	Nor	is	that	all.	I	am	to	plant	the	place	with	vines,	the	grapes	have	to
ripen,	and	I	am	to	make	a	goblet	of	wine,	to	be	placed	on	his	table	at	daybreak,
and	if	I	fail	I	am	to	lose	you."
"Your	 smallest	 trouble	 ought	 to	 be	 greater	 than	 that,"	 said	 his	wife.	 "Eat	 and
drink,	go	to	bed	and	have	a	good	rest,	and	all	will	be	well."
When	 night	 came	 she	 went	 out	 into	 the	 farmyard,	 uncoiled	 her	 whip,	 gave	 a
crack,	which	was	heard	over	 seven	 times	 seven	countries,	 and	 immediately	all
the	dragons	appeared.	"What	are	your	Majesty's	commands?"	She	then	told	them
what	her	husband	required,	and	in	the	morning	Joe	had	the	goblet	of	wine,	which
he	took	on	horseback	lest	he	should	be	late.	He	opened	the	baron's	window,	and,
as	nobody	was	there,	he	placed	the	goblet	on	the	table,	closed	the	window,	and
returned	home.
At	daybreak	the	baron	turned	in	his	bed.	The	bright	light	reflected	by	the	goblet
met	his	eyes,	and	had	such	an	effect	on	him	that	he	fell	back	in	his	bed,	and	got
worse	and	worse.
The	 three	masons	arrived	and	wondered	why	 their	master	did	not	appear.	Said
the	tallest	to	the	middle	one,	"I	taught	him	something	yesterday,	now	you	must
teach	him	something	else."
"Well,"	said	the	middle	one,	"my	idea	is	this,	that	Joe	shall	build	a	silver	bridge
in	front	of	the	gate	during	the	night,	plant	both	ends	with	all	kinds	of	trees,	and
that	 the	 trees	 be	 filled	 with	 all	 kinds	 of	 birds	 singing	 and	 twittering	 in	 the
morning.	I'll	warrant	he	won't	do	that,	and	so	he	will	lose	his	wife."
When	the	baron	came	out	they	communicated	their	plan.	He	at	once	sent	for	Joe
and	told	him	what	he	required.	Joe	went	away	without	even	saying	good-bye,	he
was	so	sad.	When	he	got	home	he	told	his	wife	what	the	baron	wanted	this	time.
"Don't	trouble	yourself,	my	love,"	said	his	wife.	"Eat	and	drink	and	get	a	good
rest,	all	shall	be	well."
At	 night	 she	 cracked	 her	 whip	 and	 ordered	 the	 dragons	 to	 do	 all	 that	 was
required,	and	so	at	daybreak	all	was	done.	The	birds	made	such	a	noise	that	the
whole	of	the	village	was	awakened	by	them.	One	nightingale	loudly	and	clearly
to	the	baron	sang,	"Whatever	God	has	given	to	someone	else	that	you	must	not
covet.	Be	satisfied	with	what	has	been	given	to	you."
The	 baron	 awoke	 and	 turned	 over,	 and,	 hearing	 the	 loud	 singing	 of	 the	 birds,
rose	and	 looked	out	of	 the	window.	The	glare	of	 the	silver	bridge	opposite	 the
gate	blinded	him,	and	he	 fell	back	 in	bed	and	got	worse	and	worse.	When	 the
three	masons	arrived	they	could	not	enter,	for	the	splendour	of	the	silver	bridge
dazzled	them,	and	they	were	obliged	to	enter	by	another	gate.



As	they	were	working,	the	shortest	said	to	the	middle	one,	"Go	and	see	why	his
lordship	does	not	come	out,	perhaps	he	is	worse."
He	went	in	and	found	the	baron	worse	than	ever.
Then	said	the	shortest,	"I	thought	of	something,	my	lord,	which	he	will	never	be
able	to	do,	and	so	you	will	get	his	wife."
"What	is	that,	mason?"	demanded	the	baron.
"It	 is	 this,	my	 lord,"	 said	 the	mason,	"that	he	shall	ask	God	 to	dinner	on	Palm
Sunday,	and	that	he	can't	do,	and	so	he	will	lose	his	wife."
"If	you	can	get	Joe's	wife	for	me	you	shall	have	all	this	property,"	said	the	baron.
"It's	ours,	then,"	said	they,	"for	he	can't	do	that."
Joe	was	sent	for,	and	came	at	once	to	know	what	was	required	of	him.
"My	orders	are	these,"	replied	the	baron,	"that	you	invite	God	to	dinner	on	Palm
Sunday	to	my	house.	If	you	do	not	your	wife	is	lost."
Poor	 Joe	 went	 out	 without	 saying	 good-bye,	 jumped	 into	 his	 carriage,	 and
returned	 home	 dreadfully	 miserable.	 When	 his	 wife	 asked	 him	 what	 was	 the
matter	he	told	her	of	the	baron's	commands.
"Go	on,"	said	his	wife,	"bring	me	that	foal,	the	yearling,	the	most	wretched	one
of	all,	put	upon	it	an	old	saddle	and	silver	harness	on	its	head,	and	then	get	on	its
back."
He	did	so,	said	good-bye,	and	the	wretched	yearling	darted	off	at	once	straight	to
heaven.	By	the	time	it	arrived	there	it	had	become	quite	a	beautiful	horse.	When
Joe	 reached	 the	 gates	 of	 Paradise	 he	 tied	 his	 horse	 to	 a	 stake,	 knocked	 at	 the
door,	which	opened,	and	he	went	in	and	greeted	the	Almighty.	St.	Peter	received
him,	and	asked	him	why	he	had	come.
"I've	come,"	said	he,	"to	invite	God	to	dinner	at	my	lord's	on	Palm	Sunday."
"Tell	him	from	me,"	said	the	deity,	"that	I	will	come,	and	tell	him	that	he	is	to
sow	a	plot	with	barley,	and	that	it	will	ripen,	and	that	I	will	eat	bread	made	of	it
at	dinner.	That	a	cow	is	to	be	taken	to	the	bull	today,	and	that	I	will	eat	the	flesh
of	the	calf	for	my	dinner."
With	this	Joe	took	leave,	and	the	foal	flew	downward.	As	they	went	Joe	was	like
to	fall	head-foremost	off,	and	called	upon	the	deity.	St.	Peter	told	him	not	to	fear,
that	it	was	all	right,	and	he	would	fall	on	his	feet.	When	Joe	arrived	at	home	the
barley	was	waving	in	the	breeze	and	the	cow	was	in	calf.
"Well,	wife,"	said	he,	"I	will	go	to	the	baron's	and	give	him	the	message."
So	he	went,	knocked	at	the	door,	and	entered	the	room.
"Don't	come	a	step	further,"	cried	the	baron.



"I	 don't	 intend	 to,"	 said	 Joe.	 "I've	 come	 to	 tell	 you	 I	 have	 executed	 your
commands,	and	mind	you	don't	blame	me	for	what	will	happen.	The	deity	has
sent	you	this	message.	You	are	to	sow	a	plot	with	barley,	and	of	it	make	bread
for	His	dinner.	A	cow	is	to	go	to	the	bull,	and	of	the	calf's	flesh	He	will	eat."
The	baron	became	thoughtful.
"Don't	worry	yourself,	my	 lord,"	 said	 Joe,	 "you	have	worried	me	enough,	 it	 is
your	 turn	now;"	 and	 so	he	 said	 "good-bye,"	 and	went	 off	 home.	When	he	got
there	the	barley-bread	was	baking	and	the	veal	was	roasting.
At	 this	moment	 the	deity	 and	St.	Peter	 arrived	 from	heaven	and	were	on	 their
way	to	the	baron's,	who	the	moment	he	saw	them	called	out	to	his	servant,	"Lock
the	gate,	and	do	not	let	them	in."
Then	said	 the	deity,	 "Let	us	go	back	 to	 the	poor	man's	home,	and	have	dinner
there."
When	they	reached	the	foot	of	the	mountain	St.	Peter	was	told	to	look	back	and
say	what	he	saw,	and	lo!	The	whole	of	the	baron's	property	was	a	sheet	of	water.
"Now,"	said	 the	deity	 to	St.	Peter,	 "let	us	go	on,	 for	 the	mountain	 is	high,	and
difficult	to	ascend."
When	they	arrived	at	Joe's	he	rushed	out	with	outspread	arms,	fell	to	the	ground,
and	kissed	the	sole	of	the	deity's	foot.	He	entered	and	sat	down	to	dinner,	so	did
Joe	 and	his	wife	 and	also	St.	Peter.	Then	 said	God	 to	 Joe,	 "Set	 a	 table	 in	 this
world	 for	 the	 poor	 and	miserable,	 and	 you	 shall	 have	 one	 laid	 for	 you	 in	 the
world	 to	 come,	 and	 now	 good-bye.	 You	 shall	 live	 in	 joy,	 and	 in	 each	 other's
love."
They	 are	 living	 still	 if	 they	 have	 not	 died	 since.	 May	 they	 be	 your	 guests
tomorrow!
	



LUCKY	LUCK

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	king	who	had	an	only	son.	When	the	lad
was	 about	 eighteen	 years	 old	 his	 father	 had	 to	 go	 to	 fight	 in	 a	 war	 against	 a
neighbouring	country,	and	the	king	led	his	troops	in	person.	He	bade	his	son	act
as	Regent	in	his	absence,	but	ordered	him	on	no	account	to	marry	till	his	return.
Time	went	by.	The	prince	ruled	the	country	and	never	even	thought	of	marrying.
But	when	he	reached	his	twenty-fifth	birthday	he	began	to	think	that	it	might	be
rather	nice	to	have	a	wife,	and	he	thought	so	much	that	at	last	he	got	quite	eager
about	 it.	He	 remembered,	however,	what	his	 father	had	 said,	 and	waited	 some
time	longer,	till	at	last	it	was	ten	years	since	the	king	went	out	to	war.	Then	the
prince	called	his	 courtiers	 about	him	and	 set	off	with	a	great	 retinue	 to	 seek	a
bride.	He	hardly	knew	which	way	to	go,	so	he	wandered	about	for	twenty	days,
when,	suddenly,	he	found	himself	in	his	father’s	camp.
The	king	was	delighted	to	see	his	son,	and	had	a	great	many	questions	to	ask	and
answer,	but	when	he	heard	 that	 instead	of	quietly	waiting	 for	him	at	home	 the
prince	was	starting	off	to	seek	a	wife	he	was	very	angry,	and	said.	"You	may	go
where	you	please,	but	I	will	not	leave	any	of	my	people	with	you."
Only	one	 faithful	 servant	 stayed	with	 the	prince	and	 refused	 to	part	 from	him.
They	journeyed	over	hill	and	dale	till	they	came	to	a	place	called	Goldtown.	The
King	of	Goldtown	had	a	lovely	daughter,	and	the	prince,	who	soon	heard	about
her	beauty,	could	not	rest	till	he	saw	her.
He	 was	 very	 kindly	 received,	 for	 he	 was	 extremely	 good-looking	 and	 had
charming	manners,	so	he	lost	no	time	in	asking	for	her	hand	and	her	parents	gave
her	 to	 him	 with	 joy.	 The	 wedding	 took	 place	 at	 once,	 and	 the	 feasting	 and
rejoicings	went	on	for	a	whole	month.	At	the	end	of	the	month	they	set	off	for
home,	but	as	the	journey	was	a	long	one	they	spent	the	first	evening	at	an	inn.
Everyone	 in	 the	 house	 slept,	 and	 only	 the	 faithful	 servant	 kept	 watch.	 About
midnight	he	heard	three	crows,	who	had	flown	to	the	roof,	talking	together.
"That’s	a	handsome	couple	which	arrived	here	tonight.	It	seems	quite	a	pity	they
should	lose	their	lives	so	soon."



"Truly,"	said	the	second	crow,	"for	 tomorrow,	when	midday	strikes,	 the	bridge
over	 the	 Gold	 Stream	 will	 break	 just	 as	 they	 are	 driving	 over	 it.	 But,	 listen!
Whoever	overhears	and	tells	what	we	have	said	will	be	turned	to	stone	up	to	his
knees."
The	crows	had	hardly	done	speaking	when	away	they	flew.	And	close	upon	them
followed	three	pigeons.
"Even	if	the	prince	and	princess	get	safe	over	the	bridge	they	will	perish,"	said
they,	"for	the	king	is	going	to	send	a	carriage	to	meet	them	which	looks	as	new
as	 paint.	But	when	 they	 are	 seated	 in	 it	 a	 raging	wind	will	 rise	 and	whirl	 the
carriage	away	into	the	clouds.	Then	it	will	fall	suddenly	to	earth,	and	they	will
be	killed.	But	anyone	who	hears	and	betrays	what	we	have	said	will	be	turned	to
stone	up	to	his	waist."
With	that	the	pigeons	flew	off	and	three	eagles	took	their	places,	and	this	is	what
they	said,	"If	the	young	couple	does	manage	to	escape	the	dangers	of	the	bridge
and	the	carriage,	the	king	means	to	send	them	each	a	splendid	gold	embroidered
robe.	When	they	put	these	on	they	will	be	burnt	up	at	once.	But	whoever	hears
and	repeats	this	will	turn	to	stone	from	head	to	foot."
Early	next	morning	the	travellers	got	up	and	breakfasted.	They	began	to	tell	each
other	 their	 dreams.	At	 last	 the	 servant	 said,	 "Gracious	 prince,	 I	 dreamt	 that	 if
your	 Royal	 Highness	 would	 grant	 all	 I	 asked	 we	 should	 get	 home	 safe	 and
sound,	but	if	you	did	not	we	should	certainly	be	lost.	My	dreams	never	deceive
me,	so	I	entreat	you	to	follow	my	advice	during	the	rest	of	the	journey."
"Don"t	 make	 such	 a	 fuss	 about	 a	 dream,"	 said	 the	 prince.	 "Dreams	 are	 but
clouds.	Still,	to	prevent	your	being	anxious	I	will	promise	to	do	as	you	wish."
With	that	they	set	out	on	their	journey.
At	 midday	 they	 reached	 the	 Gold	 Stream.	 When	 they	 got	 to	 the	 bridge	 the
servant	 said.	 "Let	us	 leave	 the	carriage	here,	my	prince,	and	walk	a	 little	way.
The	 town	 is	 not	 far	 off	 and	 we	 can	 easily	 get	 another	 carriage	 there,	 for	 the
wheels	of	this	one	are	bad	and	will	not	hold	out	much	longer."
The	prince	looked	well	at	the	carriage.	He	did	not	think	it	looked	so	unsafe	as	his
servant	said,	but	he	had	given	his	word	and	he	held	to	it.
They	got	down	and	loaded	the	horses	with	the	luggage.	The	prince	and	his	bride
walked	over	the	bridge,	but	the	servant	said	he	would	ride	the	horses	through	the
stream	so	as	to	water	and	bathe	them.
They	 reached	 the	 other	 side	 without	 harm,	 and	 bought	 a	 new	 carriage	 in	 the
town,	which	was	quite	near,	and	set	off	once	more	on	their	travels.	They	had	not
gone	far	when	they	met	a	messenger	from	the	king	who	said	to	the	prince.	"His
Majesty	 has	 sent	 your	Royal	Highness	 this	 beautiful	 carriage	 so	 that	 you	may
make	a	fitting	entry	into	your	own	country	and	amongst	your	own	people."



The	prince	was	so	delighted	that	he	could	not	speak.	But	the	servant	said.	"My
lord,	let	me	examine	this	carriage	first	and	then	you	can	get	in	if	I	find	it	is	all
right,	otherwise	we	had	better	stay	in	our	own."
The	 prince	 made	 no	 objections,	 and	 after	 looking	 the	 carriage	 well	 over	 the
servant	said.	"It	is	as	bad	as	it	is	smart",	and	with	that	he	knocked	it	all	to	pieces,
and	they	went	on	in	the	one	that	they	had	bought.
At	last	they	reached	the	frontier,	where	another	messenger	was	waiting	for	them,
who	said	that	the	king	had	sent	two	splendid	robes	for	the	prince	and	his	bride,
and	 begged	 that	 they	 would	 wear	 them	 for	 their	 state	 entry.	 But	 the	 servant
implored	 the	prince	 to	have	nothing	 to	do	with	 them,	and	never	gave	him	any
peace	till	he	had	obtained	leave	to	destroy	the	robes.
The	old	king	was	furious	when	he	found	that	all	his	arts	had	failed,	that	his	son
still	 lived	 and	 that	 he	 would	 have	 to	 give	 up	 the	 crown	 to	 him	 now	 he	 was
married,	for	that	was	the	law	of	the	land.	He	longed	to	know	how	the	prince	had
escaped,	and	said.	"My	dear	son,	I	do	indeed	rejoice	to	have	you	safely	back,	but
I	cannot	imagine	why	the	beautiful	carriage	and	the	splendid	robes	I	sent	did	not
please	you.	Why	have	you	destroyed	them."
"Indeed,	sire,"	said	the	prince,	"I	was	myself	much	annoyed	at	their	destruction,
but	 my	 servant	 had	 begged	 to	 direct	 everything	 on	 the	 journey	 and	 I	 had
promised	him	that	he	should	do	so.	He	declared	that	we	could	not	possibly	get
home	safely	unless	I	did	as	he	told	me."
The	 old	 king	 fell	 into	 a	 tremendous	 rage.	 He	 called	 his	 Council	 together	 and
condemned	the	servant	to	death.	The	gallows	was	put	up	in	the	square	in	front	of
the	palace.	The	servant	was	led	out	and	his	sentence	read	to	him.
The	rope	was	being	placed	round	his	neck,	when	he	begged	to	be	allowed	a	few
last	words.	"On	our	journey	home,"	he	said,	"we	spent	the	first	night	at	an	inn.	I
did	 not	 sleep	 but	 kept	watch	 all	 night."	And	 then	 he	went	 on	 to	 tell	what	 the
crows	had	said,	and	as	he	spoke	he	turned	to	stone	up	to	his	knees.	The	prince
called	 to	him	 to	 say	no	more	 as	he	had	proved	his	 innocence.	But	 the	 servant
paid	no	heed	to	him,	and	by	the	time	his	story	was	done	he	had	turned	to	stone
from	head	to	foot.
Oh!	How	grieved	 the	prince	was	 to	 lose	his	 faithful	 servant!	And	what	pained
him	most	was	the	thought	that	he	was	lost	through	his	very	faithfulness,	and	he
determined	to	travel	all	over	the	world	and	never	rest	till	he	found	some	means
of	restoring	him	to	life.
Now	there	lived	at	Court	an	old	woman	who	had	been	the	prince’s	nurse.	To	her
he	confided	all	his	plans,	and	left	his	wife,	the	princess,	in	her	care.
"You	 have	 a	 long	 way	 before	 you,	 my	 son,"	 said	 the	 old	 woman,	 "you	must
never	return	till	you	have	met	with	Lucky	Luck.	If	he	cannot	help	you	no	one	on



earth	can."
So	the	prince	set	off	to	try	to	find	Lucky	Luck.	He	walked	and	walked	till	he	got
beyond	his	own	country,	and	he	wandered	through	a	wood	for	three	days	but	did
not	meet	a	living	being	in	it.	At	the	end	of	the	third	day	he	came	to	a	river	near
which	 stood	 a	 large	mill.	Here	 he	 spent	 the	 night.	When	 he	was	 leaving	 next
morning	 the	 miller	 asked	 him,	 "My	 gracious	 lord,	 where	 are	 you	 going	 all
alone?"
And	the	prince	told	him.
"Then	 I	 beg	 your	 Highness	 to	 ask	 Lucky	 Luck	 this	 question.	 Why	 is	 it	 that
though	I	have	an	excellent	mill,	with	all	its	machinery	complete,	and	get	plenty
of	grain	to	grind,	I	am	so	poor	that	I	hardly	know	how	to	live	from	one	day	to
another?"
The	 prince	 promised	 to	 inquire,	 and	went	 on	 his	way.	He	wandered	 about	 for
three	days	more,	and	at	 the	end	of	 the	 third	day	saw	a	 little	 town.	It	was	quite
late	when	he	 reached	 it,	 but	 he	 could	discover	 no	 light	 anywhere,	 and	walked
almost	right	 through	it	without	finding	a	house	where	he	could	turn	in.	But	far
away	at	the	end	of	the	town	he	saw	a	light	in	a	window.	He	went	straight	to	it
and	in	the	house	were	three	girls	playing	a	game	together.	The	prince	asked	for	a
night’s	 lodging	 and	 they	 took	 him	 in,	 gave	 him	 some	 supper	 and	 got	 a	 room
ready	for	him,	where	he	slept.
Next	morning	when	he	was	leaving	they	asked	where	he	was	going	and	he	told
them	his	story.
"Gracious	prince,"	 said	 the	maidens,	 "do	 ask	Lucky	Luck	how	 it	 happens	 that
here	we	are	over	thirty	years	old	and	no	lover	has	come	to	woo	us,	though	we	are
good,	pretty,	and	very	industrious."
The	prince	promised	to	inquire,	and	went	on	his	way.
Then	he	came	to	a	great	forest	and	wandered	about	in	it	from	morning	to	night
and	 from	night	 to	morning	 before	 he	 got	 near	 the	 other	 end.	Here	 he	 found	 a
pretty	 stream	which	was	different	 from	other	 streams	as,	 instead	of	 flowing,	 it
stood	 still	 and	 began	 to	 talk.	 "Sir	 prince,	 tell	 me	 what	 brings	 you	 into	 these
wilds?	I	must	have	been	flowing	here	a	hundred	years	and	more	and	no	one	has
ever	yet	come	by."
"I	will	tell	you,"	answered	the	prince,	"if	you	will	divide	yourself	so	that	I	may
walk	through."
The	 stream	parted	 at	 once,	 and	 the	prince	walked	 through	without	wetting	his
feet,	and	directly	he	got	to	the	other	side	he	told	his	story	as	he	had	promised.
"Oh,	 do	 ask	 Lucky	 Luck,"	 cried	 the	 brook,	 "why,	 though	 I	 am	 such	 a	 clear,
bright,	 rapid	 stream	 I	 never	 have	 a	 fish	 or	 any	 other	 living	 creature	 in	 my



waters."
The	prince	said	he	would	do	so,	and	continued	his	journey.
When	he	got	quite	clear	of	the	forest	he	walked	on	through	a	lovely	valley	till	he
reached	a	little	house	thatched	with	rushes,	and	he	went	in	to	rest	for	he	was	very
tired.
Everything	 in	 the	house	was	beautifully	clean	and	 tidy,	 and	a	cheerful	honest-
looking	old	woman	was	sitting	by	the	fire.
"Good-morning,	mother,"	said	the	prince.
"May	Luck	be	with	you,	my	son.	What	brings	you	into	these	parts?"
"I	am	looking	for	Lucky	Luck,"	replied	the	prince.
"Then	you	have	come	to	the	right	place,	my	son,	for	I	am	his	mother.	He	is	not	at
home	 just	 now;	 he	 is	 out	 digging	 in	 the	 vineyard.	 You	 go	 too.	 Here	 are	 two
spades.	When	you	find	him	begin	to	dig,	but	don’t	speak	a	word	to	him.	It	is	now
eleven	o’clock.	When	he	sits	down	to	eat	his	dinner	sit	beside	him	and	eat	with
him.	After	dinner	he	will	question	you,	and	then	tell	him	all	your	troubles	freely.
He	will	answer	whatever	you	may	ask."
With	that	she	showed	him	the	way,	and	the	prince	went	and	did	just	as	she	had
told	him.	After	dinner	they	lay	down	to	rest.
All	of	a	sudden	Lucky	Luck	began	to	speak	and	said.	"Tell	me,	what	sort	of	man
are	you,	for	since	you	came	here	you	have	not	spoken	a	word?"
"I	am	not	dumb,"	replied	the	young	man,	"but	I	am	that	unhappy	prince	whose
faithful	servant	has	been	turned	to	stone,	and	I	want	to	know	how	to	help	him."
"And	you	do	well,	for	he	deserves	everything.	Go	back,	and	when	you	get	home
your	wife	will	 just	 have	 had	 a	 little	 boy.	 Take	 three	 drops	 of	 blood	 from	 the
child’s	little	finger,	rub	them	on	your	servant’s	wrists	with	a	blade	of	grass	and
he	will	return	to	life."
"I	have	another	thing	to	ask,"	said	the	prince,	when	he	had	thanked	him.	"In	the
forest	near	here	is	a	fine	stream	but	not	a	fish	or	other	living	creature	in	it.	Why
is	this?"
"Because	no	one	has	ever	been	drowned	in	the	stream.	But	take	care,	in	crossing,
to	get	as	near	the	other	side	as	you	can	before	you	say	so,	or	you	may	be	the	first
victim	yourself."
"Another	question,	please,	before	I	go.	On	my	way	here	I	lodged	one	night	in	the
house	of	three	maidens.	All	were	well-mannered,	hard-working,	and	pretty,	and
yet	none	has	had	a	wooer.	Why	was	this?"
"Because	they	always	throw	out	their	sweepings	in	the	face	of	the	sun."



"And	why	is	it	that	a	miller,	who	has	a	large	mill	with	all	the	best	machinery	and
gets	plenty	of	corn	to	grind	is	so	poor	that	he	can	hardly	live	from	day	to	day?"
"Because	the	miller	keeps	everything	for	himself,	and	does	not	give	to	those	who
need	it."
The	 prince	wrote	 down	 the	 answers	 to	 his	 questions,	 took	 a	 friendly	 leave	 of
Lucky	Luck,	and	set	off	for	home.
When	he	reached	the	stream	it	asked	if	he	brought	it	any	good	news.	"When	I	get
across	I	will	tell	you,"	said	he.	So	the	stream	parted,	he	walked	through	and	on	to
the	highest	part	of	the	bank.	He	stopped	and	shouted	out:
"Listen,	oh	stream!	Lucky	Luck	says	you	will	never	have	any	living	creature	in
your	waters	until	someone	is	drowned	in	you."
The	 words	 were	 hardly	 out	 of	 his	 mouth	 when	 the	 stream	 swelled	 and
overflowed	till	 it	reached	the	rock	up	which	he	had	climbed,	and	dashed	so	far
up	 it	 that	 the	 spray	 flew	 over	 him.	But	 he	 clung	 on	 tight,	 and	 after	 failing	 to
reach	him	three	times	the	stream	returned	to	its	proper	course.	Then	the	prince
climbed	down,	dried	himself	in	the	sun,	and	set	out	on	his	march	home.
He	spent	the	night	once	more	at	the	mill	and	gave	the	miller	his	answer,	and	by-
and-by	he	told	the	three	sisters	not	to	throw	out	all	their	sweepings	in	the	face	of
the	sun.
The	 prince	 had	 hardly	 arrived	 at	 home	 when	 some	 thieves	 tried	 to	 ford	 the
stream	with	a	fine	horse	 they	had	stolen.	When	they	were	half-way	across,	 the
stream	rose	so	suddenly	 that	 it	swept	 them	all	away.	From	that	 time	it	became
the	best	fishing	stream	in	the	country-side.
The	miller,	 too,	began	 to	give	alms	and	became	a	very	good	man,	and	 in	 time
grew	so	rich	that	he	hardly	knew	how	much	he	had.
And	the	three	sisters,	now	that	they	no	longer	insulted	the	sun,	had	each	a	wooer
within	a	week.
When	the	prince	got	home	he	found	that	his	wife	had	just	got	a	fine	little	boy.	He
did	 not	 lose	 a	moment	 in	 pricking	 the	 baby’s	 finger	 till	 the	 blood	 ran,	 and	 he
brushed	it	on	 the	wrists	of	 the	stone	figure,	which	shuddered	all	over	and	split
with	a	loud	noise	in	seven	parts	and	there	was	the	faithful	servant	alive	and	well.
When	 the	 old	 king	 saw	 this	 he	 foamed	 with	 rage,	 stared	 wildly	 about,	 flung
himself	on	the	ground	and	died.
The	servant	stayed	on	with	his	royal	master	and	served	him	faithfully	all	the	rest
of	his	life,	and,	if	neither	of	them	is	dead,	he	is	serving	him	still.
	



JACK	DREADNOUGHT

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

A	 POOR	WIDOW	 HAD	 A	 SON	 who	 was	 so	 courageous	 that	 not	 even	 the
devil's	mother	would	 have	 frightened	 him,	 and	 therefore	 he	was	 named	 in	 his
childhood	Jack	Dreadnought.	His	mother	was	in	continual	terror	lest	something
dreadful	might	happen	to	her	son,	as	he	was	so	plucky,	nay	foolhardy,	and	she
determined	 to	 use	 all	 possible	means	 to	 teach	him	 to	 fear.	For	 this	 reason	 she
sent	 him	 to	 the	 clergyman	 of	 the	 village	 as	 "mendicant,"	 and	 requested	 the
minister	 to	 use	 all	 his	 knowledge	 in	 trying	 to	 teach	 her	 son	 to	 fear.	 The
clergyman	left	nothing	untried	to	make	the	boy	frightened.	He	told	him	all	sorts
of	ghostly	and	horrible	tales,	but	these,	instead	of	frightening	the	lad,	made	him
only	 more	 anxious	 to	 make	 the	 acquaintance	 of	 ghosts	 similar	 to	 those
mentioned	in	the	tales.	The	clergyman	thereupon	hit	upon	the	idea	of	introducing
some	sham	ghosts	in	order	to	break	Jack	Dreadnought's	intrepidity.
He	fixed	upon	the	three	nights	before	Christmas.	On	these	nights	the	lad	had	to
go	 to	 ring	 the	 bells	 at	midnight	 in	 the	 tower	 that	 stood	 at	 the	 very	 end	 of	 the
village,	 and	 the	 clergyman	 thought	 that	 he	 could	 find	 some	 opportunity	 of
frightening	Jack.	He	took	an	old	cassock	and	stuffed	it	with	straw	and	placed	it
before	 the	 tower	 door	with	 one	 hand	 on	 the	 handle.	Midnight	 came	 and	 Jack
went	to	ring	the	bells	and	discovered	the	dummy	in	the	cassock.
"Who	are	you?"	he	called	out,	but	received	no	reply.	"Very	well,"	said	the	boy,
"if	you	won't	answer	I	will	tell	you	this,	that	if	you	don't	clear	off	from	that	door
I'll	kick	you	in	the	stomach	and	you	will	turn	twelve	somersaults."
As	 there	was	 no	 reply,	 Jack	 in	 his	 rage	 took	 hold	 of	 the	 dummy's	 collar	 and
threw	him	on	 the	ground	with	such	violence	 that	 it	 rolled	away	 three	 fathoms,
and	then,	as	if	nothing	had	happened,	Jack	went	up	into	the	tower,	rang	the	bells,
and	went	home.
The	clergyman,	as	his	first	experiment	did	not	succeed,	made	two	dummies	the
next	day,	which	were	exactly	alike.	One	he	placed	in	the	same	position	as	before



at	 the	door	of	 the	 tower,	 the	other	near	 the	bell	 ropes.	At	midnight	 Jack	again
went	to	ring	the	bells	and,	as	before,	made	short	work	of	the	first	dummy.	As	he
did	not	receive	any	reply	he	took	him	by	the	collar	and	threw	him	on	the	ground.
When	he	went	up	into	the	tower	and	saw	that	the	rope	was	held	by	another,	he
thought	 it	was	 the	 first	 one,	 and	 thus	 addressed	him,	 "Well,	my	 friend,	you've
come	here,	have	you?	You	hadn't	enough	with	the	first	fall?	Answer	me	or	I	will
dash	you	on	the	ground	so	that	you	will	not	be	able	to	get	up	again,"	and	as	the
dummy	did	not	reply	Jack	took	it	by	the	throat	and	pitched	it	from	the	window	of
the	tower,	and	it	whizzed	through	the	air.
The	 clergyman	 had	 had	 two	 unsuccessful	 experiments	 but	 he	 had	 great
confidence	in	the	third.	He	made	three	dummies	this	time.	Two	were	placed	as
before	and	the	third	he	stood	on	the	bell	so	that	it	might	prevent	it	ringing.	Jack
Dreadnought	dealt	with	the	two	first	dummies	as	on	the	previous	night,	but	as	he
was	about	to	ring,	to	his	astonishment,	he	discovered	the	dummy	on	the	bell.	He
was	not	frightened,	but	when	he	saw	that	it	would	not	come	down,	after	a	polite
request,	he	 took	it	angrily	by	one	leg	and	pitched	it	 through	the	window	like	a
cat.
The	clergyman	had	now	come	to	the	conclusion	that	he	was	unable	to	teach	Jack
fear,	 and	 now	 commenced	 to	 plan	 how	 he	 might	 get	 rid	 of	 him.	 The	 next
morning	 he	 called	 him,	 and	 spoke	 to	 him.	 "Jack,	 you	 are	 a	 fine	 courageous
fellow,	go,	take	my	grey	horse,	and	as	much	provisions	as	you	think	will	last	you
three	days,	and	go	into	the	world	and	follow	your	nose.	Do	not	stop	all	day,	but
take	up	your	night	quarters	wherever	darkness	finds	you.	Do	this	for	three	days,
and	settle	down	where	you	spend	the	third	night,	and	you	will	be	prosperous."
The	 clergyman	 thought	 that	 Jack	 would	 perish	 on	 the	 way,	 but	 we	 shall	 see
whether	 he	 did.	 Jack	 started	 off	 the	 first	 day,	 and	 in	 the	 evening	 came	 to	 a
narrow,	round	timber	hut,	which	was	rather	high,	and	he	decided	to	sleep	there.
As	he	found	 it	empty	he	made	a	 fire	 in	 its	centre	and	commenced	 to	 fry	some
bacon.	 All	 of	 a	 sudden	 he	 felt	 something	 dripping,	 so	 he	 looked	 up	 and	 saw
something	 like	 a	 human	 form	 dangling	 in	 the	 air.	 "Well,	 upon	 my	 word,"
shouted	he,	"the	devil	won't	leave	me	alone	even	here.	Get	down	from	there,	will
you,	or	do	you	expect	me	to	take	you	down?"
No	 reply	 came,	 and	 Jack,	 with	 a	 clever	 jump,	 caught	 hold	 of	 one	 of	 the
creature’s	 legs,	 and	brought	 it	 down,	but	 the	head	was	 torn	off	 and	 fell	 down.
Only	then	did	he	discover	that	it	was	a	hanged	man,	but	he	did	not	think	much	of
it,	and	stayed	there	all	night.
He	 travelled	 the	whole	 of	 the	 next	 day.	 In	 the	 evening	 he	 reached	 an	 inn	 and
asked	 for	 a	 room,	 and	 received	 in	 reply	 that	 they	 had	 an	 empty	 room	 on	 the
upper	floor,	the	only	one	vacant,	but	that	no	one	could	sleep	there,	as	the	place
was	haunted.



"What!"	 shouted	 Jack.	 "Oh!	 I	 know	 those	ghosts.	Let	me	have	 a	dish	of	good
food,	a	mouthful	of	good	wine,	and	a	burning	candle	 in	 the	upper	 room,	and	I
will	sleep	there.	I	swear	by	Beelzebub	that	the	ghosts	will	come	no	more!"
The	 innkeeper	 tried	 to	dissuade	Jack	from	his	 foolhardy	attempt,	but	he	would
not	give	way.
He	was	shown	into	the	room.	It	was	a	large	apartment	on	the	upper	floor.	Jack
placed	the	lighted	candle	in	the	middle,	with	a	dishful	of	food	and	a	jug	of	wine
by	 the	side	of	 it,	and	settled	down	in	a	chair,	waiting	for	 the	awful	ghosts.	No
sooner	had	 the	clock	struck	midnight	 than,	all	of	a	 sudden,	a	 fearful	chorus	of
animal	 noises	 was	 to	 be	 heard,	 like	 the	 howling	 of	 dogs,	 neighing	 of	 horses,
bellowing	of	cattle,	 roaring	of	wild	beasts,	bleating	of	 sheep	and	of	goats,	and
also	crying,	laughing,	and	a	clanking	of	chains.	Jack	was	quite	delighted	with	the
nocturnal	concert,	but,	all	of	a	sudden	a	big	skull	rolled	in	through	the	door	and
stopped	by	the	side	of	the	dish.	Jack	stared	at	it,	and,	instead	of	the	skull,	he	saw
an	old	monk	standing	before	him	with	long	heavy	chains.
"Good	evening,	brother	friar!"	shouted	Jack,	"pray	have	supper	with	me."
"I'm	going	from	here,"	said	the	friar,	"and	I	want	you	to	come	too.	I	will	show
you	something."
"With	pleasure,"	replied	Jack,	"will	you	lead	the	way,	you	devil,	or	you	reverend
gentleman?"
Thereupon	Jack	followed	the	friar	with	the	lighted	candle.	When	they	arrived	at
the	stairs	the	friar	insisted	upon	his	going	first,	but	Jack	would	not,	and	the	friar
was	obliged	to	lead	the	way.	Next	they	came	to	a	narrow	landing	at	the	top	of	the
cellar	stairs.	Here,	again,	the	friar	invited	him	to	go	first,	but	he	would	not,	and
so	the	apparition	had	to	go	first.	But,	as	soon	as	he	went	down	a	few	steps,	Jack
gave	the	friar	such	a	push	with	such	dexterity	that	he	went	head	over	heels	down
the	steps	and	broke	his	neck.	In	the	morning	the	innkeeper	had	the	friar	buried.
He	made	Jack	a	handsome	present,	and	the	latter	continued	his	journey.
Jack	Dreadnought	rode	the	whole	next	day,	and	in	the	evening	again	came	to	an
inn,	where	he	could	not	get	any	room	except	upstairs,	where	no	one	else	would
sleep,	on	account	of	ghostly	visitors.	Jack	took	the	room	and	was	again	enjoying
his	supper	 in	 the	centre,	when	 the	old	clock	struck	midnight.	The	same	sort	of
music	struck	his	ear	as	on	the	previous	night,	and,	amid	a	great	crash,	a	human
hand	dropped	from	the	ceiling	to	near	his	dish.	Jack,	in	cold	blood,	took	up	the
hand	and	 threw	 it	behind	 the	door.	Another	hand	 fell	 and	went	 the	 same	way.
Now	 a	 leg	 came,	 and	 this,	 too,	 went	 behind	 the	 door.	 Then	 came	 its	 fellow,
which	was	soon	despatched	to	the	rest.	At	last	a	big	skull	dropped	right	into	the
middle	of	the	dish	and	broke	it.	Jack	got	into	a	rage,	and	threw	the	skull	violently
behind	 the	 door,	 and,	 on	 looking	 back,	 he	 found,	 instead	 of	 the	 limbs,	 an
immense	 ghost	 standing	 behind	 the	 door,	 whom	 Jack	 at	 once	 taxed	 with	 the



damage	done	to	the	dish,	demanding	payment.
The	ghost	replied,	"Very	well,	I	will	pay	for	it,	if	you	come	with	me."
Jack	consented,	and	they	went	off	together,	and	as	before,	he	always	insisted	on
the	ghost	going	 first.	They	came	 to	 a	 long	winding	 staircase,	 and	down	 into	 a
huge	cellar.	Jack	opened	his	eyes	and	mouth	wide	when	he	found	in	 the	cellar
three	vats	full	of	gold,	six	vats	of	silver,	and	twelve	vats	of	copper	coins.	Then
the	ghost	said	to	him,	"There,	choose	a	vat	full	of	coins	for	your	dish,	and	take	it
whenever	you	like."
But	Jack,	however,	did	not	touch	the	money,	but	replied,	"Not	I,	do	you	suppose
that	I	will	carry	that	money?	Whoever	brought	it	here,	let	him	take	it	away."
"Well	 done,"	 replied	 the	 ghost,	 "I	 see	 I've	 found	 my	 man	 at	 last.	 Had	 you
touched	the	treasure	you	would	have	died	a	sudden	death,	but	now,	since	you	are
such	a	fine	courageous	fellow,	the	like	of	whom	I	have	never	seen	before,	settle
down	 in	 this	 place	 and	 use	 the	 treasure	 in	 peace,	 nobody	will	 ever	 disturb	 or
haunt	you	anymore."	After	these	words	the	ghost	disappeared.
Jack	 became	 the	 owner	 of	 the	 immense	 treasure,	 and	married	 the	 innkeeper's
only	daughter,	who	was	very	pretty,	and	he	lives	with	her	to	this	day,	enjoying
life	and	spending	the	money	he	found	in	the	vats	in	the	cellar.
	



THE	REED	MAIDEN

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jeremiah	Curtin	in							Myths	and	Folk-tales	of	the
Russians,	Western	Slavs,	and	Magyars,	published	in	1890	by	Little	Brown	&	Co.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	KING,	AND	he	had	two	sons.	The	king	sent	his	eldest
son	to	marry.	He	went,	and	chose	the	elder	sister	of	the	Reed	Maiden.	When	he
brought	home	his	wife	the	king	was	satisfied	with	the	choice.	After	that	the	king
sent	his	younger	son	to	marry,	and	he	answered	that	he	would	not	take	any	poor
skeleton	of	a	 thing,	but	 that	his	wife	must	be	 the	most	beautiful	 flower	on	 the
whole	round	of	the	earth,	the	most	lovely,	world-beautiful	maiden.
Once	the	king’s	two	sons	went	to	hunt,	and	on	the	way	home	the	younger	said	to
the	elder.	“My	dear	elder	brother,	I	would	beg	of	you	a	favour.”
“And	what	may	it	be,	younger	brother?”
“In	truth,	no	other	than	this.	When	we	come	home,	ask	your	wife	if	there	is	any
one	more	beautiful	than	she.”
“If	that’s	your	trouble,	it	is	no	great	matter,	for	my	wife	is	just	coming	to	meet
us.”	Then	 he	 said	 to	 his	wife,	 “Well,	my	heart’s	 gold-enclosed	 ruby,	will	 you
answer	one	question?	You	are	 for	me	 the	most	beautiful,	 but	 is	 there	one	 still
more	beautiful	in	the	world?”
Now	the	princess	all	at	once	acted	 like	one	hard	of	hearing,	and	she	answered
nothing,	 but	 stopped	 them	 with	 a	 nod,	 and	 commanded	 them	 with	 her	 eye,
“Silence!	not	a	word	more.”
It	stopped	there.	Later	though,	the	younger	brother	stole	into	his	brother’s	bed-
chamber	quietly.	In	the	evening,	when	the	elder	brother	and	his	wife	came	in,	the
husband	said.	“Tell	me,	my	heart’s	heart,	why	did	you	not	answer	my	question	a
little	while	ago?”
“I	did	not	answer,	dear	husband,	because	you	did	ask	me	before	your	brother.	It
would	not	have	been	well	for	him	to	know	that	I	have	a	younger	sister	who	is	the
most	beautiful	maiden	on	the	whole	round	of	the	earth,	but	she	is	hidden	in	the
middle	one	of	 three	 reeds,	 for	 this	 reason	 she	 is	 known	as	 the	world-beautiful
Reed	Maiden.	The	other	two	reeds	are	her	waiting-maids.”



“But	you	have	not	told	me,	my	dear,	in	what	corner	of	the	world	she	is	hidden.”
“Oh,	my	dear	husband,	 it	 is	 far	 from	here,	 as	 far	 as	 from	here	 there	 and	 from
there	back,	but	as	you	have	asked	I	will	tell	you.	Have	you	heard	of	the	fame	of
the	Black	Sea?”
“I	have	not,	indeed.”
“Well,	if	you	have	not,	then	hear	now.	In	the	seventy-seventh	island	of	the	Black
Sea,	right	in	the	middle,	are	hidden	three	reeds,	but	no	mortal	could	go	to	them
unless	by	some	magic	power	or	 infernal	art.	But	 if	by	a	miracle	he	should	get
there,	he	would	not	be	able	to	bring	away	anything.,	First,	because	there	is	such
darkness	 on	 the	 islands	 of	 the	 Black	 Sea	 that	 a	 spoon	 might	 stand	 up	 in	 it,
second,	because	the	world-beautiful	Reed	Maiden	is	guarded	by	a	witch	whose
life	will	end	when	the	reeds	are	cut	down,	therefore	she	guards	them	as	the	light
of	her	two	eyes,	or	still	more	carefully.	But	if	any	man	could	bring	the	maiden
away,	he	would	be	the	happiest	person	in	the	wide	world,	for	the	islands	would
be	 lighted	up,	 and	he	would	gain	 a	wife	whom	 the	 starry	heavens	would	gaze
upon	with	smiles.”
When	the	king’s	younger	son	had	heard	all	this	from	root	to	branch,	he	went	out
of	the	room	by	the	same	way	he	had	entered.	Then	saddling	his	best	and	favorite
steed,	he	put	provisions	in	his	bag	and	moved	out	into	the	wide	world	in	search
of	 the	 beautiful	 Reed	 Maiden.	 He	 journeyed	 and	 travelled	 over	 forty-nine
kingdoms	and	beyond	the	Operentsia	Sea	till	he	came	to	a	hut.	In	the	hut	an	old
woman	was	living.
“God	give	you	good-day,	dear	old	mother.”
“If	you	had	not	called	me	old	mother,	I	should	have	eaten	you	on	the	spot.	But
where	are	you	journeying	in	this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not	go?”
“I	 am	 looking	 for	 the	 world-beautiful	 Reed	Maiden,	 who	 is	 blooming	 in	 the
seventy-seventh	 island	 of	 the	Black	 Sea.	Have	 you	 not	 heard	 of	 her,	 dear	 old
mother?”
“What’s	 the	 use	 in	 denying,	my	 son?	 I	 have	 not	 heard.	Why	 should	 I	 evade,
since	 it	 can	 neither	 harm	 nor	 profit	me?	 But	 here	 in	 the	 neighbouring	 valley,
over	the	mountain,	straight	ahead,	near	a	round	forest	on	the	top	of	a	hill,	lives
my	elder	sister,	if	she	knows	nothing	about	it,	then	no	one	in	the	world	knows.
Here,	Mitsi,	come	out!	Conduct	the	king’s	son	to	my	elder	sister.”
The	king’s	 son	 followed	Mitsi,	who	was	no	other	 than	a	 large-whiskered	 little
mouse.	When	they	came	to	a	cross-road	Mitsi	squeaked	once,	showed	the	middle
of	the	road,	and	ran	home.	The	king’s	son	went	along	the	right	road,	and	arrived
at	 the	hut	 in	which	the	second	sister	 lived.	She	received	him	in	 like	manner	as
the	 first,	 and	 sent	 her	 servant,	 Pitsi,	 to	 show	him	 the	 road	 to	 her	 eldest	 sister.
Pitsi	was	no	other	than	a	dove-white	squirrel,	with	a	long	bushy	tail.	When	the



king’s	son	came	to	the	third	hut,	where	the	eldest	sister	lived,	he	said.	“God	give
you	a	good-day,	dear	old	mother.”
“If	 you	 had	 not	 called	 me	 old	 mother,	 I	 should	 have	 eaten	 you	 on	 the	 spot.
Where	are	you	wandering	in	this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not	go?”
“I	 am	 in	 search	 of	 the	world-beautiful	 Reed	Maiden,	 who	 is	 blooming	 in	 the
seventy-seventh	 island	 of	 the	Black	 Sea.	Have	 you	 not	 heard	 of	 her,	 dear	 old
mother?”
“Oh,	king’s	son,	you	would	wear	off	your	horse’s	legs	to	the	knees,	and	wear	out
twelve	pairs	of	iron	boots	on	your	own	feet,	before	you	could	reach	that	place,
for	it	is	only	possible	to	go	there	on	a	steed	that	has	sucked	dragon’s	milk,	eaten
glowing	 coals,	 and	 drunk	 the	 fiery	 flame.	 But	 you	 have	 in	 your	 head	 three
golden	 hairs,	 grown	 from	 one	 root,	 of	which	 you	 have	 known	 nothing	 to	 this
moment.	Come	here,	and	let	me	cut	them	out.”
The	 king’s	 son	 bent	 down	 his	 head.	 The	 old	woman	 cut	 out	 the	 three	 golden
hairs.
“See,	my	son,	these	three	hairs	have	wondrous	power.	A	fairy	gave	them	to	your
father,	with	whom,	 as	 he	was	 a	 beautiful	man,	 she	 fell	 in	 love,	 and	 you	 have
inherited	them.	Here	they	are.	I	give	them	to	you	with	this	latch-string.	Go	up	on
this	terribly	high	mountain,	which	in	front	of	my	hut	supports	the	heavens.	When
you	shall	come	to	the	top,	strike	the	three	golden	hairs	with	the	latch-string	three
times.	At	 once	will	 stand	 before	 you	 a	magic	 steed	 that	 has	 grown	 up	 on	 the
silken	 meadow,	 sucked	 dragon’s	 milk,	 eaten	 glowing	 coals,	 and	 drunk	 fiery
flames.”
The	king’s	son	gave	heartfelt	thanks	for	the	kindness	shown	him.	Then	went	up
on	 the	 great	 unclimbable	 mountain	 that	 supported	 the	 heavens.	When	 he	 had
reached	 the	 top	he	 took	out	 the	 three	golden	hairs	and	struck	 them	three	 times
with	 the	old	 latch-string.	Behold,	a	 fiery	cloud	 rushed	 towards	him	 like	a	 shot
arrow,	with	a	 fearful	 rumbling	and	cracking,	as	 if	a	whole	stud	of	horses	were
before	it,	and	then	stood	still	above	his	head.	All	at	once	he	heard	from	the	fiery
cloud	a	 triple	neighing,	 at	 the	 sound	of	which,	 as	of	 a	bell,	 the	earth	 trembled
three	 times.	 The	magic	 steed	 rushed	 out,	 and	 like	 a	 flood,	 like	 a	 cloud-burst,
plunged	down	by	his	side,	blowing	from	its	nostrils	varied	flames,	red,	blue,	and
green.	 The	 latch-string	 became	 such	 a	 saddle	 that	 for	 the	 fur	 and	 diamond
buttons,	and	silver	and	gold	embroidery,	the	earth	could	not	be	seen.
“Hip,	hop!	Here	am	 I,	dear	master!	That	 there	be	no	delay	 in	your	affair,	will
you	not	sit	on	my	back	that	I	may	be	off	with	you?	Shall	I	go	like	the	swiftest
whirlwind,	or	like	thought,	or	as	a	bird	can	fly?”
“Go,	my	dear	steed,	in	such	fashion	that	there	may	be	no	fault	in	you	or	me.”
“But	before	we	set	out	on	 the	 long	road,”	said	 the	magic	steed,	“I	wish	 to	say



this.	 Since	 such	 dense	 darkness	 reigns	 in	 the	 islands	 that	 a	 spoon	might	 stand
straight	 in	 it,	we	must	 first	 go	 to	 the	 bright	 antechamber	 of	 the	Sun,	 and	 take
from	there	one	burning	ray.”
When	 the	 steed	 had	 thus	 ended	 the	 speech,	 he	 rose	 in	 the	 airy	 heavens.	 They
journeyed	and	travelled	across	forty-nine	kingdoms	till	they	came	to	the	portals
of	the	earth,	where	two	bearded	wolves	stood	on	guard.	These	wolves	stood	on
the	road	and	demanded	toll.	The	toll	was	no	other	than	two	pounds	of	flesh	from
the	good	steed.	Now,	if	two	pounds	of	flesh	were	taken	from	the	steed,	it	would
be	but	half	magic,	and	so	would	never	reach	the	end	of	the	road.	The	king’s	son
took	his	gleaming	clasp-knife	and	cut	out	two	pounds	of	his	own	flesh,	then	he
threw	it	to	the	bearded	wolves,	and	only	on	this	condition	did	they	let	him	pass.
The	king’s	 son	pursued	his	way	 till	 he	 came	 to	 the	Sun’s	bright	 antechamber,
where	he	tied	his	steed	to	a	diamond	pillar.	Then	he	bathed	in	the	fire-bath,	and
rubbed	with	fire-towels,	looking	at	himself	from	head	to	foot	in	the	shining	wall
of	the	antechamber	as	in	a	mirror,	where	he	combed	his	hair	with	a	golden	comb.
Here	a	subject-spirit	 in	 the	service	of	 the	Sun	became	enraged	 in	good	earnest
(for	his	eyebrows	struggled	with	each	other),	and	no	doubt	it	was	at	 the	king’s
son,	and	with	a	single	breath,	which	the	son	of	the	hurricane	could	not	withstand,
blew	straight	ahead,	so	that	the	king’s	son	did	not	feel	the	ground	under	his	feet
for	 seventy-seven	miles.	Then	he	 fell	 into	 a	 terribly	dark	opening,	 and	groped
along	in	this	cavern,	feeling	his	way	like	a	blind	man.	If	he	made	a	step,	he	trod
on	 a	 serpent.	 If	 he	 felt	 with	 his	 hand,	 he	 grasped	 a	 warty	 toad.	 If	 he	 looked
around,	he	saw	only	red-eyed	worms,	and	creeping,	crawling	things.	He	went	on
and	on	till	he	heard	the	plash	of	seething	water.
The	 beating	 of	 iron	 hammers	 struck	 his	 ear-drum,	 and	 so	 struck	 as	 almost	 to
break	it.	This	is	the	place	where	thunderbolts	are	made.	He	went	on	till	he	came
to	a	great	iron	gate,	standing	open	just	then,	but	a	tremendous,	cursed,	hundred-
headed	dragon,	who	let	no	one	pass,	kept	guard	there.	What	could	the	king’s	son
take	hold	of?	What	could	he	do	with	his	life?
Here	he	took	out	a	sweet-speaking,	magic	flute,	and	blew	on	it	so	sadly	that	his
tears	rolled	down.	Such	touching	notes	did	he	draw	from	the	flute	that	the	great
powerful	beast,	 the	hundred-headed	dragon,	became	as	a	lamb	and	lowered	his
bloody	 crest.	 His	 bristling	 scales	 dropped	 smoothly,	 one	 on	 the	 other,	 he
stretched	on	the	ground,	and	cowered,	whining	like	a	dog	when	he	beholds	his
master	after	an	absence.	Seeing	this,	the	king’s	son	grew	bold,	and	going	straight
to	the	dragon,	stepped	upon	him,	walked	on	his	back,	and	the	terrible	wild	beast
did	not	mind	it,	only	licking	his	foot,	wagging	his	tail,	and	letting	the	king’s	son
pass	over.
After	he	had	gone	through	the	gate	the	darkness	began	to	part,	and	no	wonder,
for	a	charm-given,	 lovely	maiden,	 in	a	purple	velvet	 robe,	stepped	before	him.



She	was	no	other	than	Dawn,	the	dearest	and	best-beloved	daughter	of	the	Sun.
Now,	the	splendid	young	prince	pleased	this	flower	of	the	skies.	She	placed	him
by	her	side	on	her	winged	steed,	and	flew	across	the	vault	of	heaven,	and	they
swept	on	till	they	reached	the	razor	bridge.	When	they	touched	the	bridge,	their
horse	became	as	if	he	were	not,	and	they	crossed	so	that	the	horse’s	feet	were	not
injured,	 and	 the	 razor’s	 edge	was	 not	 dented.	 Having	 passed	 the	 razor	 bridge
they	 came	 to	 the	 copper	 forest,	 where	 were	 working	 at	 that	 moment	 the
woodcutters	of	 the	Sun,	who	on	 iron	wagons	were	 taking	wood	to	 the	kitchen,
with	a	 terrible	 rattling	and	pounding.	From	there	 they	 rode	 to	 the	silver	 forest,
where	 silver-white	 birds	 cheered	 every	 wanderer.	 Two	 of	 the	 birds	 came	 and
sang	 the	 sweetest	 notes.	 The	 silver-trees	 inclined	 thrice	 to	 the	 daughter	 of	 the
Sun.	 Next	 they	 reached	 the	 golden	 forest,	 where	 sweet-voiced,	 golden-yellow
birds	enlivened	the	visitors,	and	threw	down	golden	nuts	here	and	there	from	the
trees.	The	golden	forest	bent	thrice	to	the	daughter	of	the	Sun.
In	the	middle	of	the	golden	forest	was	Dawn’s	garden,	beside	her	copper-roofed
mansion.	When	 the	Beauty	 of	 the	 Skies	 came	 home	 the	 pearly	 flowers	 shook
their	 bells,	 and	 began	 to	 sound.	 On	 hearing	 this,	 the	 stars	 swept	 forth	 like	 a
swarm,	 and	 glittered	 round	 about.	 The	 maiden	 nodded	 but	 once,	 and	 behold!
Purple	 clouds	 swam	 before	 her	 like	 so	 many	 sky-sacks,	 which	 serve	 on	 the
extended	 firmament	 as	boats.	They	 took	 just	 such	a	boat.	Dawn	 took	her	 seat,
but	first	she	spread	her	mantle	and	seated	the	king’s	son	at	her	side.	Lest	his	part
of	the	boat	might	be	heavier,	she	drew	him	nearer	to	her	with	an	embrace,	but	he
dared	not	embrace	in	return.
They	sailed	and	sailed	through	the	airy	heavens	till	they	were	weary.	Then	they
tied	 their	 boat	 to	 the	 tree	 with	 diamond	 blossoms,	 silver	 leaves,	 and	 golden
apples.	They	sat	on	a	golden	bench	under	the	tree,	and	were	there	but	a	moment,
when	at	a	nod	from	the	Sun’s	daughter	a	golden	butterfly	appeared	more	quickly
than	 a	 spoken	word,	 and	brought	 fresh-gathered	honey	of	 the	 skies	 on	 a	 rose-
leaf.	When	they	had	eaten,	thirst	seized	the	king’s	son.	Then	a	modest	star	came
bringing	 a	 goblet	 on	 a	 silver	 tray,	 in	 the	 goblet	 a	 charm-drink,	 and	when	 the
king’s	son	had	drunk	from	the	golden	goblet	his	thirst	fell	away	as	if	it	had	been
cut	in	two.
When	 their	 hunger	 and	 thirst	were	 gone,	 and	 at	 the	 Sun’s	 daughter’s	 nod,	 the
modest	 stars	 brought	 a	 cithara.	 Dawn	 then	 played	 on	 its	 golden	 chords	 with
silver	feathers,	and	sounded	such	notes	that	a	man	hearing	them	would	spring	up
and	whirl	in	the	dance,	even	if	his	own	father	were	lying	dead	on	the	table.	After
that	 came	 the	 hour	 of	 rest.	 The	 king’s	 son	 was	 led	 across	 seventy-seven
chambers	to	the	bath-room.	In	the	middle	of	the	room	stood	a	great	golden	cask
filled	with	dew,	and	on	a	boxwood	table	lay	lathery	soap.	The	king’s	son	bathed
in	the	dew-water,	washed	himself	with	the	lathery	soap,	and	wiped	with	a	towel
of	gold.



When	he	rose	next	morning,	Dawn	gave	him	a	burning	ray	which	she	wound	up
like	a	ribbon,	put	in	a	box,	and	hung	with	a	golden	hair	on	the	neck	of	the	king’s
son.	After	that	they	parted	amidst	tear-shedding.	The	Sun’s	daughter	sped	across
the	 vault	 of	 heaven	 on	 her	 winged	 steed,	 and	 the	 king’s	 son	 continued	 his
journey.
As	 I	 say,	 he	 had	 a	 ray	 to	 light	 up	 the	 island.	 The	 king’s	 son	 journeyed	 and
travelled	till	the	steed	spoke,	saying.	“Listen,	dear	master.”
“What	is	your	command,	dear	horse?”
“Gird	yourself	well,	for	you	must	cut	the	three	reeds	at	a	blow.	A	second	blow
would	lose	you	your	head.	If	at	one	blow	you	succeed,	the	island	will	be	lighted
up.	The	world-beautiful	maiden	and	her	 two	attendants	will	be	yours,	but	only
on	condition	that	you	cut	not	open	the	reeds	before	coming	to	water,	for	if	you
do,	they	will	die	a	fearful	death	in	a	moment.”
The	king’s	son	promised	by	heaven	and	earth	that	he	would	act	as	told.	On	the
seventh	 day	 they	 came	 to	 the	 island	 of	 the	 Black	 Sea,	 where	 there	 was	 such
darkness	that	a	spoon	would	have	stood	up	in	it,	but	the	king’s	son	drew	out	the
box	hanging	by	the	golden	hair	and	removed	the	cover.	All	at	once	the	way	was
lighted,	but	so	strangely	that	it	gave	light	only	to	him.	He	could	see	everything,
but	not	a	created	soul	could	see	him.
When	he	came	to	where	the	three	reeds	were	growing,	they	bent	before	him	and
bowed	to	 the	earth.	They	continued	 to	bow,	and	at	 the	best	moment	 the	king’s
son	drew	his	sword	and	with	a	blow	all	three	reeds	fell	upon	his	breast.	But	from
the	three	reed-stumps	black	blood	sprang	forth,	and	a	bitter	wail	was	heard	as	if
a	naked	sword	had	been	thrust	into	someone’s	heart.	It	had	been	thrust	into	the
heart	 of	 the	 witch,	 for	 the	 black	 blood	 was	 hers,	 and	 the	 bitter	 wail	 was	 her
death-sigh.	She	could	only	live	while	the	three	reeds	stood.	As	soon	as	the	old
witch	had	breathed	out	her	soul,	the	burning	ray	flew	out	of	the	silver	box	as	if	it
had	been	shot	from	a	gun,	and	the	whole	island	was	in	light.
Then	 the	 king’s	 son	 sat	 on	 his	 good	 steed	 and	 journeyed	 over	 forty-nine
kingdoms	as	swiftly	as	the	most	fleet-winged	bird	could	go.	Once	curiosity	rose
in	him	to	know	if	there	was	indeed	something	in	the	reeds,	and	what	it	could	be
like.	Curiosity	rose	up	in	him,	and	bored	his	side	as	if	with	an	iron	auger,	so	that
he	 took	 out	 his	 gleaming	 knife	 and	 split	 the	 smallest	 reed,	 in	 which	 was	 the
youngest	attendant	of	the	world-beautiful	Reed	Maiden.	No	sooner	had	he	split
the	 reed	 than	a	beauteous,	pearl-given,	 lovely	girl	 fell	upon	his	breast,	and	her
first	word	was.	“Water!	Only	as	much	water	as	a	little	swallow	takes	in	her	beak
when	she	gives	drink	to	her	young,	or	I	die!”
But	the	king’s	son	had	it	not.	One	drop	of	water	is	not	much,	but	he	could	not
give	 that	 much.	 The	 beautiful	 maiden,	 like	 a	 broken	 flower,	 began	 to	 wither,
grew	paler	and	paler,	till	at	last	the	pallor	of	death	seized	her	head,	and	bending



to	the	breast	of	the	king’s	son,	she	died.
The	king’s	son	was	so	sorry	for	his	fault	 that	 if	 it	had	been	possible,	he	would
have	atoned	for	it	with	his	blood,	but	that	was	not	possible.	Therefore	he	came
down	from	his	good	steed,	dug	a	grave	with	his	sword,	and	buried	the	maiden.
As	a	grave-mark	he	planted	the	split	reed,	and	from	it	a	black	rose	sprang,	which
as	mourning,	bloomed	in	black.
A	bitter	weeping	wail,	a	bitter	woe-cry	was	heard	from	the	two	reeds	that	were
not	split	yet,	as	 if	someone	were	bewailing	a	brother.	Great	sadness	seized	 the
king’s	 son	 too,	who	 thought,	 “I	 caused	 the	 death	 of	 this	maiden.	 I	 broke	 this
flower	and	planted	it	in	the	bosom	of	death.”	But	if	he	had	wept	out	his	soul,	it
would	have	been	useless.	Therefore	he	mounted	his	steed	and	rode	farther.	He
travelled	and	journeyed	till	curiosity	rose	in	his	breast,	and	bored	his	side	as	with
an	iron	auger.	“Is	there	in	the	second	reed	another	such	maiden,	and	will	she	go
like	the	first?”
At	 last	 he	 could	 resist	 the	 devil’s	 boring	 no	 longer,	 so	 he	 took	 his	 gleaming
clasp-knife,	 and	 split	 the	 second	 reed	 also.	 Behold,	 the	 elder	 attendant	 of	 the
Reed	Maiden,	came	out,	 saying.	“Water,	water,	or	 I	 shall	die	a	 fearful	death!”
But	 the	king’s	 son	had	not	 one	drop	of	water,	 and	 the	maiden	grew	paler	 and
paler,	 till	 she	dropped	her	 head	on	 the	breast	 of	 the	king’s	 son,	 and	died.	The
king’s	son	came	to	the	earth,	dug	a	grave	with	his	sword,	and	buried	the	maiden.
At	 the	head	of	 the	grave	he	placed	 the	split	 reed,	 from	it	a	beautiful	 rose-bush
sprang	up,	which	bloomed	in	black,	as	mourning.
A	bitter	weeping	wail,	a	bitter	woe-cry	of	pain	was	heard	from	the	unsplit	reed,
in	which	the	world-beautiful	maiden	herself	was	hidden,	and	no	less	grief	seized
the	 king’s	 son.	 He	 had	 killed	 two.	With	 his	 own	 strength	 he	 had	 broken	 two
beautiful	flowers,	and	put	them	in	the	bosom	of	death.	Grief	covered	him	with	its
black	wing.	His	good	steed	went	as	a	bird	of	swiftest	flight	till	curiosity	rose	up
in	the	breast	of	the	king’s	son,	and	bored	his	side	as	with	an	iron	auger.	“What
sort	of	person	is	his	future	bride?	Who	is	the	world-beautiful	Reed	Maiden?”
Since	he	could	not	 resist	 this	devil’s	boring,	 this	mighty	curiosity,	he	 took	out
the	third	and	last	reed	to	split	it,	but	the	magic	steed	reached	back,	and	taking	the
reed	from	the	king’s	son,	did	not	return	it	till	they	came	to	the	shore	of	a	lake.
At	 the	 water	 the	 king’s	 son	 split	 the	 last	 reed,	 and	 there	 came	 forth	 such	 a
maiden	that	her	 like	was	not	born	since	the	world	began,	nor	before,	nor	after.
Her	first	word	was.	“Water!	Only	as	much	water	as	a	little	swallow	takes	in	her
beak	when	she	gives	drink	to	her	young,	or	I	shall	die	in	a	moment!”
The	king’s	 son	gave	her	a	drink,	 and	 she	 felt	better.	Then	 they	embraced,	 and
kissed,	saying,	“I	am	yours;	you	are	mine.”
“Listen,	 my	 beautiful	 love,”	 said	 the	 king’s	 son.	 “While	 I	 ride	 home	 for	 a



carriage	of	glass	and	gold	you	must	hide	in	this	willow,	but	till	I	see	you,	though
one	word	is	not	much,	speak	not	that	much	to	anyone.”
The	king’s	son	rode	for	the	glass	and	golden	carriage,	while	the	maiden	climbed
the	 willow	 where	 she	 hid.	 Now	 while	 the	 king’s	 son	 was	 gone	 a	 crawfish-
gathering	gypsy	girl	happened	under	 the	willow-tree,	 and	 looking	 in	 the	water
she	 saw	 the	quivering	 image	of	 the	charming	maiden.	Putting	her	hand	on	her
hip	she	said.	“What	a	beautiful	shadow	I	have,	quite	worthy	of	a	princess.”
“It’s	yours	of	course!	I’ll	tell	whose	it	is,”	said	a	golden	bird	from	the	tree,	in	a
golden	voice.
The	gypsy	looked	into	the	tree,	where	she	saw	the	world-beautiful	princess,	for
the	 sight	 of	 whom	 the	 sun	 would	 have	 stood	 still	 in	 heaven.	 The	 girl	 said
nothing,	but	in	a	twinkle	she	dragged	the	maiden	from	the	tree	by	her	white	foot,
pulled	off	her	purple	velvet	robe,	and	threw	her	into	the	water.	The	maiden	did
not	sink,	but	shaking	herself,	turned	into	a	golden-feathered	duck	and	swam	on
the	lake.	The	gypsy	then,	ill	or	well,	put	on	the	purple	velvet	robe,	which	sat	on
her	 as	 if	 it	 had	 been	 put	 on	 with	 a	 fork	 and	 rake,	 then	 she	 sat	 with	 great
importance	on	the	tree.	But	she	did	not	sit	long,	for	seeing	the	golden	duck,	she
jumped	down	and	began	 to	 throw	stones	at	her.	She	 threw	and	 threw	so	many
that	her	arm	grew	tired,	but	she	could	not	hit,	for	the	golden	duck	dived	into	the
water	 the	moment	 a	 stone	 flew	over	 her.	At	 last	 the	gypsy	was	 tired,	 climbed
into	the	willow-tree	and	waited	for	fortune.
She	had	not	 long	 to	wait,	 for	 soon	 the	king’s	 son	 came	with	 a	 gold	 and	glass
carriage	to	take	home	the	golden	bird,	but	the	gypsy	had	her	mind,	for	she	would
not	come	down	from	the	tree,	at	least	she	said	so,	till	he	should	shoot	the	golden
duck	on	the	lake,	so	she	might	drink	its	red	blood,	and	eat	its	tender	flesh.
The	 king’s	 son	 took	 his	 arrow,	 aimed	 to	 kill	 the	 golden	 duck,	 but	 the	 gypsy
would	not	drink	its	red	blood,	nor	would	she	eat	 its	 tender	flesh,	for	 the	arrow
never	 went	 with	 its	 point	 to	 the	 duck,	 but	 always	 turned	 towards	 her	 the
feathered	end.	If	it	had	found	her,	it	would	not	have	been	her	death.	The	king’s
son	had	shot	away	all	his	arrows,	and	besides	it	was	evening.	He	had	to	leave	the
amusement	and	turn	his	wagon-tongue	homeward.
At	home	he	had	told	how	beautiful	a	wife	he	was	bringing,	so	all	the	greater	was
the	surprise	when	he	led	in	the	bride	with	raised	veil.	The	king’s	son	had	praised
the	world-beautiful	Reed	Maiden,	but	now	before	the	wedding	assembly	stood	a
leather-cheeked	gypsy	girl.	The	guests	know	not	whether	to	laugh	or	to	be	angry.
Now,	the	queen,	the	former	gypsy,	thought	that	it	could	not	remain	thus,	without
the	world-beautiful	Reed	Maiden	visiting	her	husband	in	the	night,	so	she	put	a
sleeping-powder	into	his	drink	every	God-given	evening,	from	which	the	king’s
son	slept	like	a	shepherd’s	coat.



The	world-beautiful	Reed	Maiden	shook	herself,	turned	into	a	little	bird,	and	at
midnight	she	came	to	the	king’s	son’s	window.	She	knocked	with	her	little	beak,
the	window	opened	of	itself,	and	she	flew	in.	Then	the	little	bird	shook	herself,
turned	into	a	princess	such	as	had	not	been	born	before,	nor	since,	nor	after	that.
She	went	 to	 the	king’s	 son,	 spoke	 to	him	fondling	words,	but	he	did	not	hear.
She	roused	him,	but	he	did	not	wake.	She	bent	over	him,	and	at	last	cried	long,
but	he	did	not	feel	the	hot	tears	which	burned	his	cheek.	He	lay	there	motionless
as	a	block.
Then	she	said.	“Oh,	king’s	son,	youth	of	my	soul,	your	dear	lips	are	dumb.	Open
them	for	one	or	two	words,	to	cheer	your	beautiful	love,	your	tender	violet.	I	will
come	yet	twice,	then	never	again.”
But	the	king’s	son	did	not	wake.	When	the	clock	struck	one	after	midnight	the
maiden	shook	herself,	turned	into	a	bird,	and	flew	out	through	the	window.	The
window	closed	after	her	of	itself.
The	servant	of	 the	king’s	son	heard	all	 these	words	clearly,	 for	he	was	awake,
but	in	the	morning	when	he	woke	he	thought	it	was	all	a	dream,	so	he	did	not	tell
the	king’s	son	what	he	had	seen,	but	resolved	that	he	would	wait	for	the	coming
night,	and	if	the	maiden	would	appear	again	in	the	form	of	a	bird,	then	surely	it
was	not	a	dream,	and	he	would	tell	the	king’s	son.
The	next	 evening	also	his	wife	gave	 the	king’s	 son	a	 sleeping-powder,	 and	he
slept	like	a	shepherd’s	coat.	When	the	clock	struck	twelve	the	little	bird	rapped
with	her	beak,	the	window	opened	before	her,	and	closed	behind.
The	little	bird	shook	herself	and	became	the	beautiful	Reed	Maiden.	She	went	to
the	bed	of	the	sleeping	king’s	son,	spoke	to	him,	strove	to	rouse	him,	and	cried
as	the	evening	before,	but	he	was	motionless	as	a	block.	When	the	clock	struck
one	 the	maiden	 shook	 herself,	 was	 a	 bird,	 and	 flew	 out	 through	 the	 window,
which	closed	behind	her.	The	servant	of	the	king’s	son	heard	all	this	clearly,	for
he	had	not	slept,	and	was	now	sure	that	it	was	no	dream.	He	said	to	his	master
next	morning.	“I	would	say	something	to	your	Highness	if	I	were	not	afraid.”
“Oh,	good	Yanchi,	you	will	have	no	trouble,	only	speak.”
“Well,	the	night	before	last,	at	midnight,	a	little	bird	flew	to	the	window,	struck
and	beat	it	with	her	beak,	and	the	window	opened	before	her.	She	flew	in,	shook
herself,	 and	 became	 such	 a	 beautiful	 maiden	 that	 I	 looked	 on	 her	 as	 an	 altar
image,	and	I	was	afraid	that	she	would	bewitch	me.	The	beautiful	maiden	then
bent	over	your	Highness,	 and	 spoke	 to	you	but	you	did	not	wake.	She	cried	a
long	 time,	 but	 you	 did	 not	 feel	 her	 hot	 tears.	 At	 last	 she	 said,	 with	 a	 bird’s
tongue.	‘Oh,	king’s	son,	youth	of	my	soul,	your	dear	lips	are	dumb,	open	them
for	one	or	two	words,	to	cheer	your	beautiful	love,	your	tender	violet	I	will	come
yet	 twice,	 then	 never	 again.’	 This	 was	 repeated	 last	 night,	 but	 your	 Highness
spoke	not	 a	word,	 and	 lay	 there	 like	 a	block.	And	your	Highness	may	believe



that	she	was	so	beautiful	that	if	I	had	been	lying	dead	on	the	table,	I	should	have
risen.”
“Is	that	true,	Yanchi?”
“As	true	as	that	the	bright	sun	is	shining	in	the	sky.”
“Well,	Yanchi,	could	you	take	a	slap	on	the	cheek	for	a	hundred	florins?”
“Not	for	the	money,	but	gladly	for	your	Highness,	even	a	hundred	of	them.”
“If	you	will,	then	take	it	when	my	wife	gives	me	the	sleeping-powder	again,	for
her	dog	soul	gives	it	so	that	I	should	not	wake.	Knock	down	the	light	as	though
from	awkwardness,	 then	 I	will	pour	 the	 sleeping-draught	quietly	 into	 the	bath,
and	the	woman	will	think	that	I	have	drunk	it.”
When	bath-time	came	Yanchi	took	the	candle	as	if	he	wished	to	snuff	it,	and	put
it	out.	The	king’s	son,	meanwhile,	poured	the	sleeping-powder	and	wine	into	the
bath	quietly.	The	gypsy	queen	thought	that	he	had	drunk	it,	but	she	gave	such	a
cuff	 to	poor	Yanchi	 that	his	eyes	saw	stars.	Yanchi,	for	 the	sake	of	his	master,
took	the	cuff	as	if	a	pretty	girl	had	kissed	him.
As	the	clock	struck	twelve,	the	king’s	son	feigned	sleep,	but	he	was	very	much
awake.	The	 clock	 struck	 twelve.	 The	 little	 bird	 came	 to	 the	window,	 knocked
with	 her	 beak,	 the	 window	 opened	 before	 and	 closed	 behind	 her.	 She	 shook
herself	and	became	such	a	maiden	as	neither	before	that,	nor	since,	was	born,	so
that	the	starry	heavens	would	have	looked	at	her	with	smiles.	She	bent	over	the
king’s	son,	and	when	at	last	she	cried,	the	king’s	son	put	his	arm	around	her	and
drew	her	to	him,	that	she	might	not	become	a	little	bird	again,	and	that	she	might
not	fly	away	any	more.
He	 assembled,	 next	 day,	 all	 the	 dukes	 and	 counts	 in	 the	 kingdom,	 and	 all	 the
doers	 of	 good,	 and	 taking	 before	 them	 the	 hand	 of	 the	 world-beautiful	 Reed
Maiden,	 he	 asked,	 “What	 does	 that	 person	 deserve	who	 tries	 to	 separate	 from
each	other	a	couple?”
Because	the	gypsy	thought	that	 the	question	was	in	favour	of	her	own	leathery
face,	she	called	out	in	an	instant.	“That	person,	my	royal	husband,	deserves	to	be
put	 in	 a	 cask,	 with	 spikes	 driven	 inward	 from	 the	 outside	 all	 through	 it,	 and
rolled	from	the	highest	mountain	in	the	kingdom.”
“Oh,	dog-given	wretch,	you	have	pronounced	your	own	sentence!”
And	they	took	by	the	neck	the	queen,	once	a	gypsy,	and	put	her	 in	a	cask	like
that,	with	spikes	driven	in,	and	let	the	cask	roll	from	the	highest	mountain	in	the
kingdom.
	



THE	WONDERFUL	FROG

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MAN	WHO	had	 three	 daughters.	One	 day	 the	 father
spoke	to	the	eldest	girl.	"Go,	my	daughter,	and	fetch	me	some	fresh	water	from
the	well."
The	girl	went,	but	when	she	came	to	the	well	a	huge	frog	called	out	to	her	from
the	bottom,	saying	that	he	would	not	allow	her	to	draw	water	in	her	jug	until	she
threw	him	down	the	gold	ring	on	her	finger.
"Nothing	 else?	 Is	 that	 all	 you	want?"	 replied	 the	 girl.	 "I	won't	 give	 away	my
rings	 to	 such	an	ugly	 creature	 as	you,"	 and	 she	 returned	as	 she	 came	with	 the
empty	pitchers.	So	the	father	sent	the	second	girl,	and	she	fared	as	the	first.	The
frog	would	not	 let	her	have	any	water,	 as	 she	 refused	 to	 throw	down	her	gold
ring.	 Her	 father	 gave	 his	 two	 elder	 daughters	 a	 good	 scolding,	 and	 then	 thus
addressed	 the	 youngest.	 "You	 go,	 Betsie,	 my	 dear.	 You	 have	 always	 been	 a
clever	girl.	I'm	sure	you	will	be	able	to	get	some	water,	and	will	not	allow	your
father	to	suffer	thirst.	Go,	shame	your	sisters!"
Betsie	 picked	 up	 the	 pitchers	 and	 went,	 but	 the	 frog	 again	 refused	 the	 water
unless	she	threw	her	ring	down.	She,	as	she	was	very	fond	of	her	father,	threw
the	 ring	 in	 as	 demanded,	 and	 returned	 home	with	 full	 pitchers	 to	 her	 father's
great	delight.
In	the	evening,	as	soon	as	darkness	set	in,	the	frog	crawled	out	of	the	well,	and
thus	 commenced	 to	 shout	 in	 front	 of	 Betsie's	 father's	 door.	 "Father-in-law!
Father-in-law!	I	should	like	something	to	eat."
The	man	got	angry,	and	called	out	to	his	daughters,	"Give	something	in	a	broken
plate	to	that	ugly	frog	to	gnaw."
"Father-in-law!	Father-in-law!	This	won't	do	for	me.	I	want	some	roast	meat	on
a	tin	plate,"	retorted	the	frog.
"Give	him	something	on	a	tin	plate	then,	or	else	he	will	cast	a	spell	on	us,"	said



the	father.
The	 frog	 began	 to	 eat	 heartily,	 and,	 having	 had	 enough,	 again	 commenced	 to
croak.	"Father-in-law!	Father-in-law!	I	want	something	to	drink."
"Give	him	some	slops	in	a	broken	pot,"	said	the	father.
"Father-in-law!	 Father-in-law!	 I	 won't	 have	 this.	 I	 want	 some	 wine	 in	 a	 nice
tumbler."
"Give	him	some	wine	then,"	angrily	called	out	the	father.
The	frog	guzzled	up	his	wine	and	began	again.	"Father-in-law!	Father-in-law!	I
would	like	to	go	to	sleep."
"Throw	him	some	rags	in	a	corner,"	was	the	reply.
"Father-in-law!	Father-in-law!	I	won't	have	that.	I	want	a	silk	bed,"	croaked	the
frog.	This	was	also	given	to	him,	but	no	sooner	had	he	gone	to	bed	than	again	he
began	to	croak,	"Father-in-law!	Father-in-law!	I	want	a	girl,	indeed."
"Go,	my	daughter,	and	lie	by	the	side	of	him,"	said	the	father	to	the	eldest.
"Father-in-law!	Father-in	law!	I	don't	want	that.	I	want	another."
The	 father	 sent	 the	 second	 girl,	 but	 the	 frog	 again	 croaked.	 "Father-in-law!
Father-in-law!	I	don't	want	that.	Betsie	is	the	girl	I	want."
"Go,	 my	 Betsie,"	 said	 the	 father,	 quite	 disheartened,	 "else	 this	 confounded
monster	will	cast	a	spell	on	us."
So	 Betsie	 went	 to	 bed	 with	 the	 frog,	 but	 her	 father	 thoughtfully	 left	 a	 lamp
burning	on	the	top	of	the	oven,	noticing	which,	the	frog	crawled	out	of	bed	and
blew	the	lamp	out.
The	father	lighted	it	again,	but	the	frog	put	it	out	as	before,	and	so	it	happened	a
third	 time.	 The	 father	 saw	 that	 the	 frog	 would	 not	 yield,	 and	 was	 therefore
obliged	to	leave	his	dear	little	Betsie	in	the	dark	by	the	side	of	the	ugly	frog,	and
felt	great	anxiety	about	her.
In	the	morning,	when	the	father	and	the	two	elder	girls	got	up,	they	opened	their
eyes	and	mouths	wide	in	astonishment,	because	the	frog	had	disappeared,	and	by
the	 side	of	Betsie	 they	 found	a	handsome	Magyar	 lad,	with	auburn	 locks,	 in	a
beautiful	costume,	with	gold	braid	and	buttons	and	gold	spurs	on	his	boots.	The
handsome	lad	asked	for	Betsie's	hand,	and,	having	received	the	father's	consent,
they	hastened	to	celebrate	the	wedding,	so	that	christening	might	not	follow	the
wedding	too	soon.
The	 two	 elder	 sisters	 looked	with	 invidious	 eyes	 on	Betsie,	 as	 they	 also	were
very	much	smitten	with	the	handsome	lad.	Betsie	was	very	happy	after,	so	happy
that	 if	 anyone	doubt	 it	 he	can	 satisfy	himself	with	his	own	eyes.	 If	 she	 is	 still
alive,	let	him	go	and	look	for	her,	and	try	to	find	her	in	this	big	world.



	



THE	STRONG	PRINCE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	king	who	was	so	fond	of	wine	that	he
could	not	go	to	sleep	unless	he	knew	he	had	a	great	flaskful	tied	to	his	bed-post.
All	 day	 long	 he	 drank	 till	 he	 was	 too	 stupid	 to	 attend	 to	 his	 business,	 and
everything	 in	 the	 kingdom	 went	 to	 rack	 and	 ruin.	 But	 one	 day	 an	 accident
happened	to	him,	and	he	was	struck	on	the	head	by	a	falling	bough,	so	that	he
fell	from	his	horse	and	lay	dead	upon	the	ground.
His	 wife	 and	 son	mourned	 his	 loss	 bitterly,	 for,	 in	 spite	 of	 his	 faults,	 he	 had
always	 been	 kind	 to	 them.	 So	 they	 abandoned	 the	 crown	 and	 forsook	 their
country,	not	knowing	or	caring	where	they	went.
At	length	they	wandered	into	a	forest,	and	being	very	tired,	sat	down	under	a	tree
to	eat	some	bread	that	they	had	brought	with	them.	When	they	had	finished	the
queen	said.	"My	son,	I	am	thirsty.	Fetch	me	some	water."
The	prince	got	up	at	once	and	went	to	a	brook	which	he	heard	gurgling	near	at
hand.	 He	 stooped	 and	 filled	 his	 hat	 with	 the	 water,	 which	 he	 brought	 to	 his
mother.	Then	he	turned	and	followed	the	stream	up	to	its	source	in	a	rock,	where
it	bubbled	out	clear	and	fresh	and	cold.	He	knelt	down	to	take	a	draught	from	the
deep	pool	below	the	rock,	when	he	saw	the	reflection	of	a	sword	hanging	from
the	branch	of	a	tree	over	his	head.	The	young	man	drew	back	with	a	start,	but	in
a	moment	he	climbed	the	tree,	cutting	the	rope	which	held	the	sword,	and	carried
the	weapon	to	his	mother.
The	queen	was	greatly	surprised	at	 the	sight	of	anything	so	splendid	 in	such	a
lonely	 place,	 and	 took	 it	 in	 her	 hands	 to	 examine	 it	 closely.	 It	was	 of	 curious
workmanship,	wrought	with	gold,	and	on	its	handle	was	written:	"The	man	who
can	 buckle	 on	 this	 sword	 will	 become	 stronger	 than	 other	men."	 The	 queen's
heart	swelled	with	joy	as	she	read	these	words,	and	she	bade	her	son	lose	no	time
in	testing	their	 truth.	So	he	fastened	it	 round	his	waist,	and	instantly	a	glow	of
strength	seemed	to	run	through	his	veins.	He	took	hold	of	a	 thick	oak	tree	and
rooted	it	up	as	easily	as	if	it	had	been	a	weed.
This	discovery	put	new	life	into	the	queen	and	her	son,	and	they	continued	their



walk	 through	 the	 forest.	But	 night	was	 drawing	 on,	 and	 the	 darkness	 grew	 so
thick	that	it	seemed	as	if	it	could	be	cut	with	a	knife.	They	did	not	want	to	sleep
in	the	wood,	for	they	were	afraid	of	wolves	and	other	wild	beasts,	so	they	groped
their	way	along,	hand	in	hand,	till	 the	prince	tripped	over	something	which	lay
across	the	path.	He	could	not	see	what	it	was,	but	stooped	down	and	tried	to	lift
it.	 The	 thing	was	 very	 heavy,	 and	 he	 thought	 his	 back	would	 break	 under	 the
strain.	At	 last	with	a	great	heave	he	moved	 it	out	of	 the	 road,	and	as	 it	 fell	he
knew	it	was	a	huge	rock.	Behind	 the	rock	was	a	cave	which	 it	was	quite	clear
was	the	home	of	some	robbers,	though	not	one	of	the	band	was	there.
Hastily	putting	out	 the	 fire	which	burned	brightly	at	 the	back,	 and	bidding	his
mother	 come	 in	 and	 keep	 very	 still,	 the	 prince	 began	 to	 pace	 up	 and	 down,
listening	for	the	return	of	the	robbers.	But	he	was	very	sleepy,	and	in	spite	of	all
his	 efforts	 he	 felt	 he	 could	 not	 keep	 awake	 much	 longer.	 Then	 he	 heard	 the
sound	 of	 the	 robbers	 returning,	 shouting	 and	 singing	 as	 they	 marched	 along.
Soon	 the	 singing	 ceased,	 and	 straining	 his	 ears	 he	 heard	 them	 discussing
anxiously	what	had	become	of	their	cave,	and	why	they	could	not	see	the	fire	as
usual.
"This	must	be	 the	place,"	 said	a	voice,	which	 the	prince	 took	 to	be	 that	of	 the
captain.	"Yes,	I	feel	the	ditch	before	the	entrance.	Someone	forgot	to	pile	up	the
fire	before	we	 left	and	 it	has	burnt	 itself	out!	But	 it	 is	all	 right.	Let	every	man
jump	 across,	 and	 as	 he	 does	 so	 cry	 out	 ‘Hop!	 I	 am	here.’	 I	will	 go	 last.	Now
begin."
The	man	who	stood	nearest	 jumped	across,	but	he	had	no	time	to	give	the	call
which	 the	 captain	had	ordered,	 for	with	one	 swift,	 silent	 stroke	of	 the	prince's
sword,	his	head	rolled	into	a	corner.	Then	the	young	man	cried	instead,	"Hop!	I
am	here."
The	second	man,	hearing	the	signal,	leapt	the	ditch	in	confidence,	and	was	met
by	the	same	fate,	and	in	a	few	minutes	eleven	of	the	robbers	lay	dead,	and	there
remained	only	the	captain.
Now	the	captain	had	wound	round	his	neck	 the	shawl	of	his	 lost	wife,	and	 the
stroke	 of	 the	 prince's	 sword	 fell	 harmless.	 Being	 very	 cunning,	 however,	 he
made	no	resistance,	and	rolled	over	as	if	he	were	as	dead	as	the	other	men.	Still,
the	prince	was	no	fool,	and	wondered	if	indeed	he	was	as	dead	as	he	seemed	to
be,	but	the	captain	lay	so	stiff	and	stark,	that	at	last	the	prince	was	taken	in.
The	 prince	 next	 dragged	 the	 headless	 bodies	 into	 a	 chamber	 in	 the	 cave,	 and
locked	the	door.	Then	he	and	his	mother	ransacked	the	place	for	some	food,	and
when	they	had	eaten	it	they	lay	down	and	slept	in	peace.
With	the	dawn	they	were	both	awake	again,	and	found	that,	instead	of	the	cave
which	they	had	come	to	the	night	before,	they	were	now	in	a	splendid	castle,	full
of	beautiful	 rooms.	The	prince	went	 round	all	 these	and	carefully	 locked	 them



up,	bidding	his	mother	take	care	of	the	keys	while	he	was	hunting.
Unfortunately,	the	queen,	like	all	women,	could	not	bear	to	think	that	there	was
anything	which	 she	 did	 not	 know.	So	 the	moment	 that	 her	 son	had	 turned	his
back,	she	opened	the	doors	of	all	the	rooms,	and	peeped	in,	till	she	came	to	the
one	where	the	robbers	lay.	But	if	the	sight	of	the	blood	on	the	ground	turned	her
faint,	 the	sight	of	the	robber	captain	walking	up	and	down	was	a	greater	shock
still.	She	quickly	turned	the	key	in	the	lock,	and	ran	back	to	the	chamber	she	had
slept	in.
Soon	after	her	son	came	in,	bringing	with	him	a	large	bear,	which	he	had	killed
for	supper.	As	there	was	enough	food	to	last	them	for	many	days,	the	prince	did
not	 hunt	 the	next	morning,	 but,	 instead,	 began	 to	 explore	 the	 castle.	He	 found
that	a	secret	way	led	from	it	into	the	forest,	and	following	the	path,	he	reached
another	castle	 larger	and	more	 splendid	 than	 the	one	belonging	 to	 the	 robbers.
He	knocked	at	 the	door	with	his	 fist,	 and	said	 that	he	wanted	 to	enter,	but	 the
giant,	to	whom	the	castle	belonged,	only	answered.	"I	know	who	you	are.	I	have
nothing	to	do	with	robbers."
"I	am	no	robber,"	answered	the	prince.	"I	am	the	son	of	a	king,	and	I	have	killed
all	the	band.	If	you	do	not	open	to	me	at	once	I	will	break	in	the	door,	and	your
head	shall	go	to	join	the	others."
He	waited	a	little,	but	the	door	remained	shut	as	tightly	as	before.	Then	he	just
put	his	shoulder	to	it,	and	immediately	the	wood	began	to	crack.	When	the	giant
found	that	 it	was	no	use	keeping	 it	shut,	he	opened	 it,	saying.	"I	see	you	are	a
brave	youth.	Let	there	be	peace	between	us."
And	 the	 prince	 was	 glad	 to	 make	 peace,	 for	 he	 had	 caught	 a	 glimpse	 of	 the
giant's	beautiful	daughter,	and	from	that	day	he	often	sought	the	giant's	house.
Now	 the	queen	 led	a	dull	 life	 all	 alone	 in	 the	castle,	 and	 to	amuse	herself	 she
paid	visits	to	the	robber	captain,	who	flattered	her	till	at	last	she	agreed	to	marry
him.	But	as	she	was	much	afraid	of	her	son,	she	told	the	robber	that	the	next	time
the	prince	went	 to	bathe	 in	 the	 river,	 he	was	 to	 steal	 the	 sword	 from	 its	 place
above	the	bed,	for	without	it	the	young	man	would	have	no	power	to	punish	him
for	his	boldness.
The	robber	captain	 thought	 this	good	counsel,	and	 the	next	morning,	when	 the
young	man	went	 to	bathe,	he	unhooked	 the	sword	 from	 its	nail	and	buckled	 it
round	his	waist.	On	his	return	to	the	castle,	the	prince	found	the	robber	waiting
for	him	on	the	steps,	waving	the	sword	above	his	head,	and	knowing	that	some
horrible	fate	was	in	store,	fell	on	his	knees	and	begged	for	mercy.	But	he	might
as	well	have	tried	to	squeeze	blood	out	of	a	stone.	The	robber,	 indeed,	granted
him	his	 life,	but	 took	out	both	his	eyes,	which	he	 thrust	 into	 the	prince's	hand,
saying	brutally,	"Here,	you	had	better	keep	them!	You	may	find	them	useful!"



Weeping,	the	blind	youth	felt	his	way	to	the	giant's	house,	and	told	him	all	the
story.
The	giant	was	full	of	pity	for	the	poor	young	man,	but	inquired	anxiously	what
he	had	done	with	the	eyes.	The	prince	drew	them	out	of	his	pocket,	and	silently
handed	them	to	the	giant,	who	washed	them	well,	and	then	put	them	back	in	the
prince's	 head.	 For	 three	 days	 he	 lay	 in	 utter	 darkness,	 then	 the	 light	 began	 to
come	back,	till	soon	he	saw	as	well	as	ever.
But	 though	 he	 could	 not	 rejoice	 enough	 over	 the	 recovery	 of	 his	 eyes,	 he
bewailed	bitterly	the	loss	of	his	sword,	and	that	it	should	have	fallen	to	the	lot	of
his	bitter	enemy.
"Never	mind,	my	friend,"	said	the	giant,	"I	will	get	it	back	for	you."	And	he	sent
for	the	monkey	who	was	his	head	servant.
"Tell	the	fox	and	the	squirrel	that	they	are	to	go	with	you,	and	fetch	me	back	the
prince's	sword,"	ordered	he.
The	three	servants	set	out	at	once,	one	seated	on	the	back	of	the	others,	with	the
ape,	 who	 disliked	walking,	 being	 generally	 on	 top.	 Directly	 they	 came	 to	 the
window	of	the	robber	captain's	room.	The	monkey	sprang	from	the	backs	of	the
fox	and	the	squirrel,	and	climbed	in.	The	room	was	empty,	and	 the	sword	was
hanging	from	a	nail.	He	took	it	down,	and	buckling	it	round	his	waist,	as	he	had
seen	the	prince	do,	swung	himself	down	again,	and	mounting	on	the	backs	of	his
two	companions,	hastened	to	his	master.	The	giant	bade	him	give	the	sword	to
the	prince,	who	girded	himself	with	it,	and	returned	with	all	speed	to	the	robber
castle.
"Come	out,	you	rascal!	Come	out,	you	villain!"	cried	he,	"and	answer	to	me	for
the	wrong	you	have	done.	I	will	show	you	who	is	the	master	in	this	house!"
The	noise	he	made	brought	the	robber	into	the	room.	He	glanced	up	to	where	the
sword	usually	hung,	but	it	was	gone,	and	instinctively	he	looked	at	the	prince's
hand,	where	he	saw	it	gleaming	brightly.	In	his	turn	he	fell	on	his	knees	to	beg
for	mercy,	but	it	was	too	late.	As	he	had	done	to	the	prince,	so	the	prince	did	to
him,	and,	blinded,	he	was	thrust	forth,	and	fell	down	a	deep	hole,	where	he	is	to
this	day.	His	mother	the	prince	sent	back	to	her	father,	and	never	would	see	her
again.	After	this	he	returned	to	the	giant,	and	said	to	him,	"My	friend,	add	one
more	kindness	to	those	you	have	already	heaped	on	me.	Give	me	your	daughter
as	my	wife."
So	they	were	married,	and	the	wedding	feast	was	so	splendid	that	there	was	not	a
kingdom	in	the	world	that	did	not	hear	of	it.	And	the	prince	never	went	back	to
his	father's	throne,	but	lived	peacefully	with	his	wife	in	the	forest,	where,	if	they
are	not	dead,	they	are	living	still.
	



THE	WISHES

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WERE	 10,000	 WAGONS	 ROLLING	 ALONG	 the	 turnpike	 road,	 in
each	 wagon	 there	 were	 10,000	 casks,	 in	 each	 cask	 10,000	 bags,	 in	 each	 bag
10,000	 poppy	 seeds,	 in	 each	 poppy	 seed	 10,000	 lightnings.	 May	 all	 these
thunderous	 lightnings	 strike	 him	 who	 won't	 listen	 to	 my	 tale,	 which	 I	 have
brought	from	beyond	the	Operencian	Sea!
There	was	once	upon	a	time,	a	poor	man	who	had	a	pretty	young	wife,	they	were
very	 fond	 of	 each	 other.	 The	 only	 thing	 they	 had	 to	 complain	 of	 was	 their
poverty,	as	neither	of	them	owned	a	farthing.	It	happened,	therefore,	sometimes,
that	they	quarrelled	a	little,	and	then	they	always	cast	it	in	each	other's	teeth	that
they	hadn't	got	anything	to	bless	themselves	with.	But	still	they	loved	each	other.
One	 evening	 the	woman	 came	 home	much	 earlier	 than	 her	 husband	 and	went
into	the	kitchen	and	lighted	the	fire,	although	she	had	nothing	to	cook.	"I	think	I
can	cook	a	little	soup,	at	least,	for	my	husband.	It	will	be	ready	by	the	time	he
comes	home."	But	no	sooner	had	she	put	the	kettle	over	the	fire,	and	a	few	logs
of	wood	on	 the	 fire	 in	order	 to	make	 the	water	boil	quicker,	 than	her	husband
arrived	 home	 and	 took	 his	 seat	 by	 the	 side	 of	 her	 on	 the	 little	 bench.	 They
warmed	themselves	by	the	fire,	as	it	was	late	in	the	autumn	and	cold.
In	the	neighbouring	village,	they	had	commenced	the	vintage	on	that	very	day.
"Do	you	know	the	news,	wife?"	inquired	he.
"No,	I	don't.	I've	heard	nothing,	tell	me	what	it	is."
"As	 I	 was	 coming	 from	 the	 squire's	 maize-field,	 I	 saw	 in	 the	 dark,	 in	 the
distance,	 a	 black	 spot	 on	 the	 road.	 I	 couldn't	make	out	what	 it	was,	 so	 I	went
nearer,	 and	 lo!	Do	 you	 know	what	 it	 was?,	A	 beautiful	 little	 golden	 carriage,
with	a	pretty	little	woman	inside,	and	four	fine	black	dogs	harnessed	to	it."
"You're	joking,"	interrupted	the	wife.
"I'm	not,	indeed,	it's	perfectly	true.	You	know	how	muddy	the	roads	about	here



are,.	 It	 happened	 that	 the	 dogs	 stuck	 fast	 with	 the	 carriage	 and	 they	 couldn't
move	from	the	spot.	The	little	woman	didn't	care	to	get	out	into	the	mud,	as	she
was	afraid	of	soiling	her	golden	dress.	At	first,	when	I	found	out	what	it	was,	I
had	a	good	mind	to	run	away,	as	I	took	her	for	an	evil	spirit,	but	she	called	out
after	me	and	implored	me	to	help	her	out	of	the	mud.	She	promised	that	no	harm
should	come	to	me,	but	on	the	contrary	she	would	reward	me.	So	I	thought	that	it
would	be	a	good	thing	for	us	 if	she	could	help	us	 in	our	poverty,	and	with	my
assistance	the	dogs	dragged	her	carriage	out	of	the	mud.	The	woman	asked	me
whether	I	was	married.	I	told	her	I	was.	And	she	asked	me	if	I	was	rich.	I	replied,
not	 at	 all,	 I	 didn't	 think.	 I	 said,	 that	 there	were	 two	people	 in	 our	 village	who
were	poorer	than	we.	That	can	be	remedied,	replied	she.	I	will	fulfil	three	wishes
that	 your	 wife	 may	 propose.	 And	 she	 left	 as	 suddenly	 as	 if	 dragons	 had
kidnapped	her.	She	was	a	fairy."
"Well,	she	made	a	regular	fool	of	you!"
"That	remains	to	be	seen.	You	must	try	and	wish	something,	my	dear	wife."
Thereupon	the	woman	without	much	thought	said.	"Well,	I	should	like	to	have
some	sausage,	and	we	could	cook	it	beautifully	on	this	nice	fire."
No	 sooner	were	 the	words	 uttered	 than	 a	 frying-pan	 came	down	 the	 chimney,
and	in	it	a	sausage	of	such	length	that	it	was	long	enough	to	fence	in	the	whole
garden.
"This	 is	 grand"	 they	 both	 exclaimed	 together.	 "But	 we	 must	 be	 a	 little	 more
clever	with	our	next	 two	wishes.	How	well	we	shall	be	off!	 I	will	at	once	buy
two	 heifers	 and	 two	 horses,	 as	 well	 as	 a	 sucking	 pig,"	 said	 the	 husband.
Whereupon	he	took	his	pipe	from	his	hatband,	took	out	his	tobacco-pouch,	and
filled	his	pipe.	Then	he	 tried	 to	 light	 it	with	a	hot	cinder,	but	was	so	awkward
about	it	that	he	upset	the	frying-pan	with	the	sausage	in	it.
"Good	heavens!	The	sausage!	What	on	earth	are	you	doing!	I	wish	that	sausage
would	 grow	 on	 to	 your	 nose,"	 exclaimed	 the	 frightened	 woman,	 and	 tried	 to
snatch	 the	 same	out	 of	 the	 fire,	 but	 it	was	 too	 late,	 as	 it	was	 already	dangling
from	her	husband's	nose	down	to	his	toes.
"My	Lord	Creator	help	me!"	shouted	the	woman.
"You	see,	you	fool,	what	you've	done,	there!	Now	the	second	wish	is	gone,"	said
her	husband,	"what	can	we	do	with	this	thing?"
"Can't	we	get	it	off?"	said	the	woman.
"Take	off	 the	devil!	Don't	you	see	that	 it	has	quite	grown	to	my	nose,	and	you
can't	take	it	off."
"Then	we	must	cut	it	off,"	said	she,	"as	we	can	do	nothing	else."
"I	shan't	permit	 it.	how	could	I	allow	my	body	to	be	cut	about?	Not	for	all	 the



treasures	on	earth,	but	do	you	know	what	we	can	do,	love?	There	is	yet	one	wish
left.	You'd	 better	wish	 that	 the	 sausage	 go	 back	 to	 the	 pan,	 and	 so	 all	will	 be
right."
But	 the	woman	replied,	"How	about	 the	heifers	and	the	horses,	and	how	about
the	sucking	pig?	How	shall	we	get	those?"
"Well,	 I	 can't	walk	 about	with	 this	 ornament,	 and	 I'm	 sure	 you	won't	 kiss	me
again	with	this	sausage	dangling	from	my	nose."
And	so	they	quarrelled	for	a	long	time,	till	at	last	he	succeeded	in	persuading	his
wife	to	wish	that	the	sausage	go	back	to	the	pan.	And	thus	all	three	wishes	were
fulfilled,	and	yet	they	were	as	poor	as	ever.
They,	 however,	 made	 a	 hearty	 meal	 of	 the	 sausage,	 and	 as	 they	 came	 to	 the
conclusion	 that	 it	 was	 in	 consequence	 of	 their	 quarrelling	 that	 they	 had	 no
heifers,	nor	horses,	nor	sucking	pig,	they	agreed	to	live	thenceforth	in	harmony
together,	and	they	quarrelled	no	more	after	this.	They	got	on	much	better	in	the
world,	 and	 in	 time	 they	 acquired	 heifers,	 horses,	 and	 a	 sucking	 pig	 into	 the
bargain,	because	they	were	industrious	and	thrifty.
	



KNIGHT	ROSE

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
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A	 KING	 HAD	 THREE	 SONS.	 WHEN	 the	 enemy	 broke	 into	 the	 land	 and
occupied	 it,	 the	 king	 himself	 fell	 in	 the	 war.	 The	 young	 princes	 were	 good
huntsmen	 and	 fled	 from	 the	 danger,	 all	 three,	 taking	 three	 horses	 with	 them.
They	went	on	together	for	a	 long	time,	 till	 they	did	not	even	know	where	 they
were.	 On	 they	 journeyed,	 till	 at	 last	 they	 came	 to	 the	 top	 of	 the	 very	 highest
snow-covered	 mountain,	 where	 the	 road	 branched	 off.	 Here	 they	 decided	 to
separate	 and	 try	 their	 luck	 alone.	 They	 agreed	 that	 on	 the	 summit	 of	 the
mountain,	at	the	top	of	a	tall	tree,	they	would	fix	a	long	pole,	and	on	it	a	white
handkerchief.	They	were	to	keep	well	in	sight	of	this	white	flag,	and	whenever
the	handkerchief	was	seen	full	of	blood	the	one	who	saw	it	was	to	start	in	search
of	his	brothers,	as	one	of	them	was	in	danger.
The	name	of	 the	youngest	was	Rose.	He	started	off	 to	 the	 left,	while	 the	other
two	went	to	the	right.	When	Rose	came	to	the	seventh	snow-capped	mount	and
had	got	 far	 into	 it	he	 saw	a	beautiful	 castle	and	went	 in.	As	he	was	 tired	with
travelling	and	wanted	a	night's	rest,	he	settled	down.	When	even	came	the	gates
of	the	castle	opened	with	great	noise,	and	seven	immense	giants	rushed	into	the
courtyard	and	from	there	into	the	tower.	Every	one	of	them	was	as	big	as	a	tall
tower.	Rose,	in	his	fright,	crept	under	the	bed,	but	the	moment	the	giants	entered
one	of	them	said,	"Phuh!	What	an	Adam-like	smell	there	is	here!"	Looking	about
they	caught	Rose,	cut	him	up	 into	small	pieces	 like	 the	stalk	of	a	cabbage	and
threw	him	out	of	the	window.
In	 the	morning	 the	giants	went	out	again	on	 their	business.	From	a	bush	 there
came	 forth	 a	 snake,	which	 had	 the	 head	 of	 a	 pretty	 girl,	 and	 she	 gathered	 up
every	morsel	 of	Rose's	 body,	 arranged	 them	 in	 order,	 and	 said,	 "This	 belongs
here,	 that	 belongs	 there."	 She	 then	 anointed	 him	 with	 grass	 that	 had	 healing
power,	and	brought	water	of	life	and	death	from	a	spring	that	was	not	far	off	and
sprinkled	it	over	him.	Rose	suddenly	jumped	up	on	his	feet	and	was	seven	times
more	beautiful	and	strong	than	before.	At	this	moment	the	girl	cast	off	the	snake-



skin	as	far	as	the	arm-pits.
As	Rose	was	now	so	strong	he	became	braver,	and	in	the	evening	did	not	creep
under	the	bed,	but	waited	for	the	giants	coming	home,	at	the	gate.	They	arrived
and	sent	their	servants	in	advance	to	cut	up	that	wretched	heir	of	Adam,	but	they
could	not	manage	him.	It	took	the	giants	themselves	to	cut	him	up.	Next	morning
the	serpent	with	 the	girl's	head	came	again	and	brought	Rose	 to	 life	as	before,
and	she	herself	cast	off	her	skin	as	far	as	her	waist.
Rose	was	 now	 twice	 as	 strong	 as	 a	 single	 giant.	 The	 same	 evening	 the	 seven
giants	 killed	 him	 again,	 he	 himself	 having	 killed	 the	 servants	 and	 wounded
several	of	 the	giants.	Next	morning	the	giants	were	obliged	to	go	without	their
servants.	 Then	 the	 serpent	 came	 and	 restored	 Rose	 once	more,	 who	was	 now
stronger	than	all	the	seven	giants	put	together,	and	was	so	beautiful	that	though
you	could	look	at	 the	sun	you	could	not	 look	at	him.	The	girl	now	cast	off	 the
serpent's	skin	altogether	and	became	a	most	beautiful	creature.
They	told	each	other	the	story	of	their	lives.	The	girl	said	that	she	was	of	royal
blood,	and	that	the	giants	had	killed	her	father	and	seized	his	land,	that	the	castle
belonged	 to	 her	 father,	 and	 that	 the	 giants	 went	 out	 every	 day	 to	 plunder	 the
people.	She	herself	had	become	a	snake	by	 the	aid	of	a	good	old	quack	nurse,
and	had	made	a	vow	that	she	would	remain	a	serpent	until	she	had	been	avenged
on	the	giants,	and	she	knew	now	that	although	she	had	cast	off	the	snake's	skin
she	had	nothing	to	fear	because	Rose	was	a	match	for	 the	seven	giants.	"Now,
Rose,"	said	she,	"destroy	them	every	one,	and	I	will	not	be	ungrateful."
To	 which	 he	 replied,	 "Dearest	 one,	 you	 have	 restored	 me	 to	 life	 these	 three
times,	how	could	I	help	being	grateful	to	you?	My	life	and	my	all	are	yours!"
They	took	an	oath	to	be	true	to	each	other	till	death,	and	spent	the	day	merrily	till
evening	set	 in,	when	the	giants	came,	and	Rose	addressed	them	thus.	"Is	 it	not
true,	you	pack	of	 scoundrels,	 that	you	have	killed	me	 three	 times?	Now,	 I	 tell
you	that	not	one	of	you	shall	put	his	foot	within	these	gates!	Don't	you	believe
me?	Let's	fight!"
They	charged	upon	him	with	great	fury,	but	victory	was,	this	time,	on	his	side,
he	 killed	 them	one	 after	 the	 other	 and	 took	 the	 keys	 of	 the	 castle	 out	 of	 their
pockets.	 He	 then	 searched	 over	 every	 nook	 in	 the	 building,	 and	 came	 to	 the
conclusion	that	they	were	safe,	as	they	had	now	possession	of	the	castle.
The	night	passed	quietly.	Next	morning	Rose	 looked	from	the	courtyard	 to	 the
top	of	 the	 snow-covered	mountain,	 in	 the	 direction	of	 the	white	 flag,	 and	 saw
that	it	was	quite	bloody.	He	was	exceedingly	sorry,	and	said	to	his	love,	"I	must
go	in	search	of	my	two	elder	brothers,	as	some	mischief	has	befallen	them.	Wait
till	I	return,	because	if	I	find	them	I	shall	certainly	be	back."
He	 then	 got	 ready,	 took	 his	 sword,	 bow	 and	 arrow,	 some	 healing-grass,	 and



water	 of	 life	 and	 death	with	 him,	 and	went	 to	 the	 very	 place	where	 they	 had
separated.	 On	 the	 way	 he	 shot	 a	 hare,	 and	 when	 he	 came	 to	 the	 place	 of
separation	he	went	on	the	same	road	by	which	his	elder	brothers	had	gone.	He
found	there	a	small	hut	and	a	tree	beside	it.	He	stopped	in	front	of	the	tree,	and
saw	that	his	brothers'	two	dogs	were	chained	to	it,	so	he	loosed	them,	lighted	a
fire,	and	began	to	roast	the	hare.	As	he	roasted	it	he	heard	a	voice	as	if	someone
were	shouting	from	the	tree	in	a	shivering	voice,	"Oh,	how	cold	I	am!"	it	said.
"If	you're	cold,"	said	Rose,	"get	down	and	warm	yourself."
"Yes,"	said	the	voice,	"but	I'm	afraid	of	the	dogs."
"Don't	be	afraid	as	they	won't	hurt	an	honest	person."
"I	believe	you,"	said	the	voice	in	the	tree,	"but	still	I	want	you	to	throw	this	hair
between	them,	let	them	smell	it	first,	then	they	will	know	me	by	it."
Rose	took	the	hair	and	threw	it	into	the	fire.	Down	came	an	old	witch	from	the
tree	and	warmed	herself.	Then	she	spitted	a	toad	and	began	to	roast	it.	As	she	did
so	she	said	to	Rose,	"This	is	mine,	that	is	yours,"	and	threw	it	at	him.	As	Rose
couldn't	stand	this	he	 jumped	up,	drew	his	sword,	and	smote	 the	witch,	but	 lo!
The	 sword	 turned	 into	 a	 log	 of	 wood,	 and	 the	witch	 flew	 at	 him	 to	 kill	 him,
crying,	"It's	all	up	with	you	also.	I've	killed	your	brothers	in	revenge	because	you
killed	my	seven	giant	sons."
But	Rose	set	 the	dogs	at	her,	and	 they	dragged	her	about	 till	 they	drew	blood.
The	 blood	 was	 spilt	 on	 the	 log	 of	 wood	 and	 it	 became	 a	 sword	 again.	 Rose
caught	hold	of	it	and	chopped	the	old	witch's	left	arm	off.	Now	the	witch	showed
him	the	place	where	she	had	buried	his	brothers.	Rose	smote	her	once	more	with
his	sword	and	the	old	witch	went	to	Pluto's.	Rose	dug	out	the	bodies,	put	the	bits
together,	 anointed	 them	 with	 the	 healing-grass,	 and	 sprinkled	 them	 with	 the
water	of	life	and	death,	and	they	came	to	life	again.
When	 they	 opened	 their	 eyes	 and	 saw	Rose,	 they	 both	 exclaimed,	 "Oh!	How
long	I	have	been	asleep."
"Very	 long	 indeed,"	 said	 Rose,	 "and	 if	 I	 hadn't	 come	 you'd	 have	 been	 asleep
still."
They	told	him	that	soon	after	they	separated	they	received	news	that	the	enemy
had	withdrawn	from	their	country,	and	they	decided	to	return,	and	that	the	elder
should	undertake	the	government	of	the	land,	and	the	other	go	in	search	of	Rose.
On	their	way	they	happened	to	go	into	the	hut,	and	the	old	witch	treated	them	as
she	was	going	to	treat	Rose.
Rose	also	told	them	his	tale,	and	spoke	to	them	thus.	"You,	my	eldest	brother,	go
home,	and	sit	on	our	father's	throne.	You	my	other	brother	come	with	me,	and	let
us	two	govern	the	vast	country	over	which	the	giants	had	tyrannised	until	now".
They	separated	and	each	went	on	his	own	business.



Rose	found	his	pretty	love	again,	who	was	nearly	dead	with	fretting	for	him,	but
who	 quite	 recovered	 on	 his	 happy	 return.	 They	 took	 into	 their	 hands	 the
government	of	the	vast	country	which	they	had	delivered	from	the	sway	of	the
giants.	Rose	and	his	love	got	married	with	the	most	splendid	wedding-feast,	and
the	bride	had	 to	dance	a	great	deal.	May	 they	curl	 themselves	 into	an	eggshell
and	be	your	guests	tomorrow.
	



KISS	MIKLOS,	AND	THE	GREEN	DAUGHTER	OF	THE
GREEN	KING

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jeremiah	Curtin	in							Myths	and	Folk-tales	of	the
Russians,	Western	Slavs,	and	Magyars,	published	in	1890	by	Little	Brown	&	Co.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	POOR	MAN,	 and	 he	 had	 three	 sons.	When	 the	 poor
man	was	on	his	death-bed,	he	called	his	 three	sons,	and	 this	was	his	word	and
speech	to	them.	“My	dear	sons,	if	I	do	not	tell,	still	mayhap	you	know	why	our
kingdom	is	in	mourning,	in	unbroken	darkness,	such	that	a	spoon	might	stand	up
in	it,	but	if	you	know	not,	then	I	will	tell	you.	My	sons,	this	unbroken	darkness	is
here	 because	 they	have	 stolen	 the	 sun	 and	 the	moon	 from	our	 bright	 heavens.
But	I	will	tell	one	thing,	and	two	will	come	of	it.	A	wizard	foretold	that	among
my	three	sons	was	one	(which	one	I	with	firm	trust	cannot	say)	who	would	bring
back	the	sun	and	the	moon.	Therefore,	my	sons,	I	 leave	you	this.	 that	after	my
death	you	will	go	out	to	seek	the	sun	and	the	moon,	and	not	come	home	till	you
bring	 back	 the	 sources	 of	 light.”	With	 that	 the	 poor	 man	 turned	 to	 the	 wall,
wandered	forth	from	this	world	of	shadows,	and	was	buried	with	honour.
But	here,	my	lord’s	son,	what	comes	of	the	affair	or	what	does	not,	I	saw	it	as	I
see	now,	I	was	in	the	place	where	they	were	talking.	The	report	ran	through	the
whole	kingdom	of	what	the	poor	man	had	left	in	his	will	to	his	three	sons,	so	that
even	the	king	heard	it,	and	he	summoned	straightway	to	his	presence	the	 three
brothers.	And	when	 the	 three	brothers	 appeared	before	 the	king,	 he	 said.	 “My
dear	young	men,	I	hear	that	your	father,	may	God	give	him	rest,	on	his	death-bed
left	this	to	you.	that	after	his	death	you	would	go	out	into	the	wide,	great	world
to	 look	 for	 the	 sun	 and	 the	 moon.	 Therefore,	 my	 sons,	 this	 is	 my	 word	 and
speech	to	you.	That	whoso	brings	back	the	sun	and	the	moon	will	be	king	after
my	death,	and	whoso	will	assist	him	in	everything,	this	one	I	will	make	viceroy.
Now	go	to	my	stable	and	to	my	armoury	and	choose	for	yourselves	horses	and
swords,	I	will	give	in	a	sealed	letter	to	you	the	order	that	wherever	you	go	men
shall	give	you	in	all	places,	hay,	oats,	food,	and	drink	free	of	cost.”
Here	the	three	young	men	entered	the	king’s	stable,	and	the	two	elder	chose	the
most	 beautiful	 golden-haired	 steeds,	 but	 the	 youngest,	 somewhere	 off	 by	 the
wall	 in	 a	 hidden	 corner,	 among	 cobwebs	 and	 dirt,	 picked	 out	 for	 himself	 a



wretched,	 shaggy	 haired,	 plucked	 colt.	 The	 two	 elder	 brothers	 laughed	 at	 the
youngest	 because	he	 intended	 to	go	on	 that	 ragged,	 nasty	 colt	 that	was	hardly
able	to	stand	on	its	feet,	but	the	youngest	brother	thought	nothing	of	this,	and	did
not	give	ear	to	the	talk	of	his	brothers.
Now	 they	 went	 to	 the	 king’s	 armoury,	 where	 the	 elder	 brothers	 chose	 for
themselves	 two	beautiful	gold-mounted	 swords,	but	 the	youngest	brother,	who
had	more	wit,	picked	out	a	rusty	steel	sword.	This	rusty	sword	now	jumped	out
of	the	sheath,	now	sprang	in	again,	played	unceasingly.	The	two	elder	brothers
laughed	 at	 the	 youngest	 again,	 but	 he	 put	 this	 as	well	 as	 their	 former	 ridicule
quietly	in	his	pocket,	thinking	to	himself	that	he	laughs	truly	who	laughs	last,	for
the	nasty	colt	was	a	magic	six-legged	steed,	conceived	of	the	Wind,	and	eating
live	coals,	and	the	rusty	sword	had	this	kind	of	virtue	that	a	man	had	only	to	say,
“Cut,	my	dear	sword,”	and	 it	cut	down	whatever	he	wished.	But	 the	 two	elder
brothers	knew	nothing	of	all	this,	for	they	did	not	understand	wood-work.
Now	the	three	brothers	moved	on	their	way	through	the	kingdom,	to	look	for	the
sun	 and	 the	 moon.	 They	 travelled	 and	 journeyed	 over	 forty-nine	 kingdoms,
beyond	 the	 Operentsia	 Sea,	 beyond	 the	 glass	 mountains,	 and	 beyond	 that,	 to
where	the	little	short-tailed	pig	roots,	and	farther	than	that,	and	still	farther,	 till
they	came	to	the	silver	bridge.	When	they	came	to	the	silver	bridge	the	youngest
brother,	speaking	a	word,	said	to	his	two	brothers.	“My	dear	brothers,	let	us	go
under	 the	bridge,	 for	 soon	 the	 steed	of	 the	moon	will	be	here,	and	 the	 twelve-
headed	dragon,	from	whose	saddle-bow	the	bright	moon	is	dangling.”
Now,	the	two	brothers	had	barely	hidden	when	the	steed	of	the	moon	was	on	the
bridge,	and	on	the	steed	the	twelve-headed	dragon,	from	whose	saddle-bow	the
bright	moon	was	dangling.	The	milk-white	 steed	of	 the	moon	stumbled	on	 the
bridge.	Then	the	twelve-headed	dragon	was	enraged,	and	said	this	to	the	steed	of
the	moon,	“Ah,	may	the	crow	eat	your	eye,	may	the	dog	eat	your	flesh,	may	the
earth	drink	your	blood!	From	forest	to	forest	I	have	ridden	you,	from	mountain
to	mountain	I	have	sprung	with	you,	and	you	have	never	stumbled,	but	now	on
the	even	road	you	have	stumbled.	Well,	in	my	world-beautiful	life	I	have	always
heard	 the	 fame	 of	 Kiss	Miklos.	 If	 he	 were	 here	 now,	 I	 would	 like	 to	 have	 a
struggle	with	him.”
At	 this	word	 our	Kiss	Miklos,	 for	 let	 it	 be	 said	 that	 this	was	 the	 name	 of	 the
youngest	brother,	sprang	out	from	beneath	the	silver	bridge	on	his	golden-haired
magic	steed,	and	closed	with	the	twelve-headed	dragon.	Long	did	they	struggle,
the	one	with	 the	other,	but	Kiss	Miklos	said	 to	 the	rusty	sword.	“Cut,	my	dear
sword!”	and	with	that	it	cut	three	heads	off	the	dragon,	and	in	the	same	order	till
all	 the	twelve	heads	were	hewn	off,	so	that	 the	twelve-headed	dragon	drew	his
shortest	 breath.	 Then	 Kiss	 Miklos	 took	 by	 the	 halter	 the	 milk-white	 haired,
black-maned	steed	of	 the	moon,	on	whose	saddle-bow	was	dangling	 the	bright
moon,	and	gave	him	to	the	care	of	his	second	brother.	Then	they	passed	over	the



silver	bridge,	which	sounded	like	most	beautiful	music	from	the	golden	shoes	of
the	magic	steed.
They	 travelled	 and	 journeyed	 then	 through	 forty-nine	 kingdoms,	 beyond	 the
Operentsia	Sea	and	the	glass	mountains,	beyond	that,	where	the	little	short-tailed
pig	roots,	beyond	that,	and	farther,	till	they	came	to	the	golden	bridge.
Then	Kiss	Miklos	spoke,	and	said	this	to	his	two	brothers,	“My	dear	brothers,	let
us	hide	under	the	bridge,	for	soon	will	the	steed	of	the	sun	be	here,	and	on	him
the	 twenty-four-headed	 dragon,	 from	 whose	 saddle-bow	 the	 shining	 sun	 is
dangling.	He	will	call	me	out	at	once	to	the	keen	sword,	and	I	will	measure	with
him	strength	with	strength.	He	will	not	be	able	to	conquer	me,	nor	I	him.	Then
he	and	I	will	turn	into	flames.	He	will	be	a	red	and	I	a	blue	flame,	but	even	then
we	shall	not	be	able	to	conquer	one	the	other,	for	we	shall	be	of	equal	strength.
But	here	is	a	sulphur	stone,	when	the	red	flame	springs	highest	toward	the	sky	to
press	down	the	blue	flame,	that	is	me,	strike	the	sulphur	stone	on	the	red	flame.”
Our	Kiss	Miklos	had	barely	finished	his	speech	when	the	steed	of	the	sun	was	on
the	 bridge,	 bearing	 the	 twenty-four-headed	 dragon	 and	 the	 shining	 sun.	 The
steed	of	the	sun	stumbled	on	the	golden	bridge.	The	twenty-four-headed	dragon
was	enraged	at	him,	and	said,	“Ah,	may	the	crow	eat	your	eye,	may	the	dog	eat
your	flesh,	may	the	earth	drink	your	blood!	I	have	ridden	from	forest	to	forest	on
you,	 I	 have	 leaped	 you	 from	 mountain	 to	 mountain,	 and	 never	 have	 you
stumbled,	but	now	on	the	even	road	you	have	stumbled.	In	my	world-beautiful
life	I	have	heard	always	the	fame	of	Kiss	Miklos,	may	the	dog	devour	him,	and
if	he	were	here	now	I	would	like	to	have	a	struggle	with	him.”
At	this	word	our	Kiss	Miklos	sprang	out	on	to	the	golden	bridge,	and	closed	with
the	twenty-four-headed	dragon.	But	Kiss	Miklos	commanded,	saying.	“Cut,	my
dear	 sword!”	 and	 that	 instant	 it	 cut	 the	 twenty-four	 heads	 off	 the	 dragon,	 but,
wonder	of	the	world!	when	all	the	twenty-four	heads	were	off,	in	the	twinkle	of
an	eye	new	ones	grew	out	which	the	leaping	sword	could	not	cut.	In	vain	Kiss
Miklos	said.	“Cut,	my	dear	sword!”	for	it	could	not	cut	these	heads.	Well,	Kiss
Miklos	 took	 the	 sword	 in	 his	 hand	 and	 whirled	 it	 like	 lightning,	 but	 he	 did
nothing	with	it,	for	the	dragon	had	power	of	the	same	kind	as	he.
When	the	dragon	saw	that	he	could	not	succeed	against	Kiss	Miklos,	he	spoke	in
this	way.	“Listen	to	me,	Kiss	Miklos!	I	wish	you	had	perished	with	your	mother,
for	I	see	that	I	can	do	nothing	with	you,	nor	you	with	me.	Let	us	make	one	trial.
Turn	into	a	blue	flame,	and	I	will	turn	into	a	red	one,	and	whichever	can	put	the
other	out,	his	will	be	the	steed	of	the	sun	and	the	shining	sun	upon	him.”
That	is	what	was	done.	Kiss	Miklos	turned	to	a	blue	flame,	and	the	twenty-four-
headed	dragon	to	a	red	one.	The	two	flames	fought	 the	one	with	the	other,	but
neither	was	able	to	put	out	the	other.	Happily	the	two	brothers	threw	the	sulphur
stone	on	the	red	flame,	and	then	the	blue	flame	put	out	the	red	one,	and	when	it



was	quenched	altogether,	the	twenty-four-headed	dragon	ceased	to	live.
Kiss	 Miklos	 gave	 the	 steed	 of	 the	 sun	 to	 his	 elder	 brother,	 and	 told	 his	 two
brothers	to	go	home	quietly,	for	he	had	work	of	his	own,	and	with	that	he	took
farewell	 of	 them.	Miklos	 then	 shook	 himself,	 turned	 into	 a	 little	 grey	 cat,	 ran
along	 the	 highroad,	 and	 all	 at	 once	 sprang	 into	 a	 cabin.	 In	 the	 cabin	was	 the
mother	of	the	dragons	and	their	two	wives.
The	younger	dragon’s	wife	saw	the	little	grey	cat.	She	took	it	on	her	lap,	stroked
it,	 and	 found	 this	 to	 say	 to	 the	 mother	 of	 the	 dragons.	 “Well,	 if	 I	 knew	 that
cursed	Kiss	Miklos	had	killed	my	lord,	I	would	turn	into	such	a	spring	of	water
that	if	he	and	his	two	brothers	were	to	drink	not	more	than	one	drop	of	it,	they
would	die	a	fearful	death	on	the	spot.”
With	 this	 the	 little	grey	cat	 sprang	 from	 the	 lap	of	 the	younger	dragon’s	wife,
and	rubbed	up	to	the	skirt	of	the	wife	of	the	elder	dragon,	who	took	it	on	to	her
lap,	stroked	it,	and	found	this	to	say.	“Ah!	if	I	knew	that	cursed	Kiss	Miklos	had
killed	 my	 lord,	 I	 would	 change	 into	 such	 a	 pear-tree	 that	 if	 he	 and	 his	 two
brothers	were	to	eat	no	more	than	one	morsel	of	a	pear	of	mine,	they	would	die	a
fearful	death.”
With	this	the	little	grey	cat	sprang	from	the	lap	of	the	elder	dragon’s	wife,	and
rubbed	on	 the	 skirt	 of	 the	 old	woman,	who	 took	 it	 on	 her	 lap,	 fondled	 it,	 and
found	 this	 to	say	 to	her	 two	daughters-in-law.	“My	dear	girls,	 just	prop	up	my
two	eyes	with	that	iron	bar,	which	weighs	twelve	hundred	pounds,	so	that	I	may
look	around.”
Her	 two	 daughters-in-law	 then	 took	 the	 twelve-hundred-pound	 iron	 bar	 and
opened	 the	 old	 woman’s	 eyes.	 Then	 she	 spoke	 thuswise.	 “If	 that	 cursed	 Kiss
Miklos	has	killed	my	two	sons,	I	will	turn	into	a	mouth,	one	jaw	of	which	will	be
on	 the	 earth	 and	 the	 other	 I	 will	 throw	 to	 the	 sky,	 so	 as	 to	 catch	 that	 cursed
villain	and	his	two	brothers,	and	grind	them	as	mill-stones	grind	wheat.”
When	the	little	grey	cat	had	heard	all	this	exactly,	it	shot	away	in	a	flash	out	of
the	cabin,	sprang	along,	and	never	stopped	till	it	came	to	the	good	magic	steed.
The	old	woman	threw	the	twelve-hundred-pound	bar	after	the	cat,	but	she	failed
in	her	cast,	for	at	that	moment	her	eyelids	fell	and	she	was	not	able	to	keep	them
open	 unless	 they	were	 propped,	 for	 she	was	 old.	 So	Kiss	Miklos	 escaped	 the
twelve-hundred-pound	bar	and	certain	death.	I	say	that	he	escaped,	for	he	came
to	 his	 good	 magic	 steed,	 shook	 himself,	 and	 from	 a	 little	 grey	 cat	 became	 a
young	man	as	before.	Then	he	sat	on	the	good	steed,	which	sprang	once,	jumped
twice,	and	straightway	Miklos	was	with	his	two	brothers	as	they	fared	homeward
in	quiet	comfort.
The	second	brother	grew	thirsty,	and	found	this	to	say.	“Oh,	but	I	am	dry!	My
throat	is	burning!”



“If	 that	 is	 your	 only	 trouble,”	 said	Miklos,	 “I	will	 soon	 bring	 you	water.	Out
there	a	spring	is	bubbling	up.”
With	 that	Kiss	Miklos	 put	 spurs	 to	 his	 good	magic	 steed,	which	 sprang	 once,
jumped	 twice,	and	was	at	 the	spring,	but	here,	 instead	of	 filling	 the	gourd	 that
hung	 at	 his	 side,	 he	 drew	 his	 sharp	 sword,	 and	 thrust	 it	 three	 times	 into	 the
bubbling	water.	In	a	moment	from	the	spring	blood	gushed	forth,	and	a	word	of
bitter	pain	was	heard.	That	was	the	blood	of	the	younger	dragon’s	wife,	and	the
word	of	pain	was	her	death-groan.	The	blood	made	all	the	water	red,	and	when
the	two	brothers	came	up	they	had	no	wish	to	drink	a	drop	from	the	spring.
Well,	 they	 travelled	 and	 journeyed	 till	 the	 elder	 brother	 said.	 “Oh,	 but	 I	 am
hungry!”
“If	that	is	your	trouble,”	said	Kiss	Miklos,	“we	can	easily	cure	it,	for	there	near
the	dam	is	a	pear-tree,	and	on	it	so	much	ripe	fruit	 that	the	limbs	are	breaking.
Wait,	I	will	bring	you	a	pear	directly,	but	lead	you	the	steed	of	the	sun	there.”
Here	Kiss	Miklos	put	spurs	to	his	steed,	which	sprang	once,	jumped	twice,	and
stood	before	 the	pear-tree.	Miklos	drew	his	 sharp	 sword	and	stabbed	 the	pear-
tree	 in	 the	 trunk	 three	 times.	 From	 the	 trunk	 blood	 gushed	 forth,	 and	 a	 bitter
word	of	pain	was	heard.	The	red	blood	was	the	blood	of	the	elder	dragon’s	wife,
and	the	bitter	word	of	pain	was	her	death-groan.	With	that	the	pears	fell,	so	that
when	 the	 two	 elder	 brothers	 reached	 the	 tree,	 not	 only	would	 they	not	 eat	 the
pears,	but	the	desire	of	eating	had	gone	from	them.
Now	 they	 journeyed	 and	 travelled	 through	 forty-nine	 kingdoms,	 till	 at	 last
Miklos	saw	from	a	distance	that	an	unmercifully	great	mouth,	one	jaw	of	which
was	on	earth	and	the	other	thrown	up	to	the	heavens,	was	nearing	them	like	the
swiftest	storm,	so	that	they	had	barely	time	left	to	run	into	the	door	of	the	Lead
Friend’s	 house.	 And	 a	 thousand-fold	 was	 their	 luck	 that	 they	 got	 in,	 for	 the
unmercifully	great	mouth	stood	before	the	threshold	of	the	Lead	Friend,	so	that
whoever	should	go	out	would	fall	into	it,	and	be	swallowed	that	minute.
“Hey!	Good	Lead-Melting	Friend,”	said	Miklos,	“have	you	much	molten	lead?	I
will	pay	you	for	it	in	honest	coin.”
“Haho!	My	friend	Kiss	Miklos,	I	know	you,	for	in	my	world-beautiful	life	I	have
ever	heard	your	fame.	Long	have	I	been	waiting	for	you.	It	is	well	that	you	are
here,	 that	you	have	entered	my	door,	 for	you	will	never	go	a	step	farther	from
me.”
“Oh,	 for	God’s	 sake,”	 said	Kiss	Miklos,	 “do	not	 pass	 your	 own	 threshold,	 for
straightway	the	mother	of	the	dragons	will	swallow	you	with	her	great	mouth.”
The	Lead-Melting	Friend	went	out	of	his	chamber,	saw	the	great	mouth	of	 the
mother	of	the	dragons,	and	went	back	in	terror	to	his	chamber,	where	he	said	this
to	Kiss	Miklos.	“Oh,	my	good	friend	Kiss	Miklos,	give	counsel.	What	are	we	to



do?”
“Have	you	much	molten	lead?”
“Not	much,	only	eighteen	tons,	it	is	out	there	in	the	cauldron	boiling.”
“Do	you	know	what?	I	will	say	one	thing	and	two	will	come	of	it.	Let	us	take	the
handles	of	that	great	cauldron	and	pour	its	contents	into	the	great	mouth	of	the
mother	of	the	dragons.”
Here	 the	Lead-Melting	Friend	put	one	handle	on	his	shoulder,	Kiss	Miklos	 the
other	on	his,	and	they	brought	the	unmercifully	great	cauldron	to	the	threshold,
and	 poured	 the	 eighteen	 tons	 of	 boiling	 lead	 into	 the	 old	witch’s	mouth.	 The
boiling	 lead	 burned	 up	 the	 stomach	 of	 the	 mother	 of	 the	 dragons,	 and
straightway	she	breathed	out	her	cursed	soul.
So	Kiss	Miklos	was	freed	from	the	mother	of	the	dragons,	but,	poor	fellow,	he
was	like	one	that	goes	from	the	pail	into	the	barrel,	for	the	Lead-Melting	Friend
caught	his	Grace	by	the	neck	and	took	him,	as	he	would	a	straw,	to	the	chamber,
where	 he	 found	 this	 to	 say,	 “Look	 here,	 my	 good	 friend	 Kiss	Miklos,	 in	 my
world-beautiful	 life	 I	have	ever	heard	your	 fame,	 therefore	 let	us	struggle	now
and	see	who	is	stronger,	you	or	I.”	With	that	the	Lead	Friend	put	only	his	little
finger	on	Kiss	Miklos,	from	that	he	began	to	sink,	and	went	down	through	the
lead	floor	of	the	chamber	the	distance	of	an	ell.
“Kiss	Miklos,	my	friend,	do	you	wish	to	fight	with	me?”	asked	the	Lead	Friend.
“You	say	nothing,	so	I	see	that	you	do	not,	therefore	this	is	my	word	and	speech.
I	will	keep	you	in	endless	slavery	unless	you	bring	me	the	Green	Daughter	of	the
Green	King.	But	you,”	and	he	turned	to	the	two	brothers,	“yo	may	go	home	in
gentle	quietness,	and	take	with	you	the	steeds	of	the	moon	and	the	sun,	on	which
are	the	bright	moon	and	the	shining	sun,	for	of	them	I	have	no	need.”
Here	our	Miklos,	 in	 the	midst	of	bitter	 tear-shedding,	 took	farewell	of	his	dear
brothers.	They	held	on	 their	way	homeward,	and	arrived	 there	 in	health.	Great
was	 the	 rejoicing	 in	 the	kingdom	 that	 the	poor	man’s	 sons,	 as	 their	 father	had
bequeathed	 them	 on	 his	 death-bed,	 brought	 home	 the	 bright	 moon	 and	 the
shining	 sun.	 Therefore	 the	 king	 assembled	 all	 that	 were	 in	 his	 dominions	 of
dukes,	 counts,	 barons,	 lords,	 lord’s	 sons,	 chosen	 gypsies,	 and	 broad-brimmed,
country-dressed	Slovaks,	and	of	these	he	sought	council	and	asked,	“What	do	the
brothers	deserve	who	have	brought	home	the	bright	moon	and	the	shining	sun?”
To	 this	question	 then	 they	answered,	“Our	high	 lord,	 the	one	who	has	brought
back	the	steed	of	the	sun,	and	on	it	the	bright	shining	sun,	deserves	to	be	king	of
the	country,	and	he	who	has	brought	home	the	steed	of	the	bright	moon,	and	on
it	 the	 fair	moon,	 to	be	viceroy,	and	each	one	of	 them	should	 receive	as	wife	a
daughter	of	your	Highness.”
So	 it	 was	 done.	 The	 poor	man’s	 eldest	 son	 became	 king,	 and	 the	 second	 son



viceroy,	and	each	one	of	them	got	a	maiden	princess	as	wife.	Then	they	let	out
the	steed	of	the	bright	moon	and	the	steed	of	the	shining	sun	on	the	highway	of
the	 heavens,	 but	 both	 the	 moon	 and	 the	 sun	 shone	 sadly.	 They	 shone	 sadly
because	 Kiss	 Miklos	 was	 without	 merited	 reward,	 who	 had	 really	 freed	 the
country	from	the	dragons,	for	Kiss	Miklos	was	now	in	never-ending	slavery	to
the	Lead	Friend.
Once	the	Lead	Friend	called	Miklos	and	found	this	to	tell	him.	“Well,	Miklos,	if
you	will	bring	me	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King,	I	will	let	you	go	free,
and	I	will	strike	from	you	the	three-hundred-pound	ring	and	the	twelve-hundred-
pound	chain.	Therefore,	good	friend	Miklos,	I	advise	you	to	start	in	the	morning
with	the	bright	shining	sun,	and	bring	to	me	my	heart’s	desire.”
Now	 our	 Miklos	 moved	 on	 the	 road	 again,	 and	 a	 long	 one	 too.	 And	 as	 he
travelled	 and	 journeyed	 across	 forty-nine	kingdoms,	 and	beyond	 that,	 and	 still
farther,	at	the	foot	of	a	great	mountain	was	a	little	hill,	and	as	a	shot	arrow,	as	the
swiftest	whirlwind,	a	man	ran	towards	him.	a	man	who	was	always	crying,	“Out
of	 my	 way!	 Out	 of	 my	 way!”	 This	 was	 Swift	 Runner,	 who	 stood	 still	 in	 a
moment,	 like	a	pillar,	before	Miklos,	and	asked,	“Where,	where,	Kiss	Miklos?
For	in	my	world-beautiful	life	I	have	ever	heard	your	fame.”
“Haho!	 Swift	 Runner,	 better	 you	 had	 not	 asked.	 I	 am	 going	 for	 the	 Green
Daughter	of	the	Green	King.	Have	you	ever	heard	of	her?”
“I	have	not	heard.	I	speak	not	of	that,	but	of	this.	Take	me	with	you,	for	you	will
get	good	of	me	somewhere.”
“Well,	come	on	your	own	legs,	if	it	please	you.”
They	travelled	and	journeyed	after	 that,	 two	of	 them,	 till	 they	came	to	 the	sea-
shore,	and	saw	a	man	who	was	drinking	the	sea	to	the	last	drop,	just	as	I	would
drink	a	cup	of	water,	 and	 then	he	cried	out	unceasingly.	“Oh,	 I’m	 thirsty!	Oh,
I’m	thirsty!”	This	was	Great	Drinker	who,	when	he	saw	Miklos,	went	to	him	and
said.	 “God’s	 good-day,	 famous	 Kiss	 Miklos,	 for	 in	 my	 world-beautiful	 life	 I
have	ever	heard	your	fame.”
“God	keep	you,	Great	Drinker!”
“On	what	journey	are	you,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos?”
“On	what	 journey?	Haho!	Better	you	had	not	asked.	 I	am	going	 for	 the	Green
Daughter	of	the	Green	King.	Have	you	heard	of	her?”
“I	have	not,	in	truth,”	answered	Great	Drinker,	“I	speak	not	of	that,	but	of	this.
Take	me	with	you,	for	mayhap	you’ll	get	good	of	me.”
“Well,	come	on	your	own	legs,	if	it	please	you.”
So	there	were	three	of	them,	and	they	travelled	and	journeyed	after	that	till	they
saw	 a	 man	 running	 on	 the	 plain	 towards	 cattle,	 and	 he	 thrust	 the	 beautiful



bullocks	one	by	one	into	his	mouth	as	I	would	a	piece	of	bread,	and	swallowed
them,	hide	and	horns,	one	after	the	other,	and	even	when	he	had	swallowed	all
the	 standing	 herd	 of	 three	 hundred	 and	 sixty-six	 bullocks,	 he	 called	 out
unceasingly.	“Oh,	 I	am	hungry!	Oh,	 I	am	hungry!”	This	was	Great	Eater	who,
when	 he	 saw	 Miklos,	 went	 to	 him	 and	 said.	 “God	 give	 you	 a	 good-day,
renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	 for	 in	my	world-beautiful	 life	 I	 have	 ever	 heard	 your
fame.”
“God	keep	you,	Great	Eater!”
“What	journey	are	you	on,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos?”
“Better	 you	 had	 not	 asked.	 I	 am	 going	 for	 the	 Green	 Daughter	 of	 the	 Green
King.	Have	you	heard	of	her?”
“I	 have	 not	 heard,	 in	 truth,”	 answered	 Great	 Eater,	 “but	 take	 me	 with	 you,
mayhap	you’ll	get	good	of	me.”
“Well,	come	on	your	own	legs,	if	it	please	you.”
Now	there	were	four	of	them,	and	they	travelled	and	journeyed	till	one	day	they
struck	upon	a	man	whose	bolster	was	the	glowing	coals,	whose	pillow	was	the
burning	 fire,	 and	 whose	 blanket	 was	 the	 flaming	 blaze.	 He	 had	 nine	 pairs	 of
boots	 on	 his	 feet,	 nine	 pairs	 of	 drawers	 and	 nine	 shirts	 on	 his	 body,	 nine
neckcloths	on	his	neck,	nine	sheepskin	caps	on	his	head,	nine	pairs	of	trousers,
nine	vests	on	his	body,	and	nine	sheepskin	overcoats	hung	from	his	shoulders,
but	even	then	he	did	nothing	but	cry	out	unceasingly.	“Oh,	I’m	freezing!	Oh,	I’m
freezing!”	When	he	saw	Kiss	Miklos,	he	stood	before	him	and	said.	“God	give
you	 a	 good-day,	 renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	 for	 in	my	world-beautiful	 life	 I	 have
ever	heard	your	fame.”
“God	guard	you,	Great	Freezer!”
“What	journey	are	you	on,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos?”
“Ah,	comrade,	you	 should	not	have	asked.	Have	you	heard	of	 the	 fame	of	 the
Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King?”
“I	have	not	heard	of	it.”
“Well,	if	you	have	not,	hear	now,	for	I	am	going	to	her	as	a	wooer.”
“Take	me	with	you,	mayhap	you	will	get	good	of	me.”
“Well,	come	on	your	own	legs,	if	it	please	you.”
There	were	 five	of	 them	now.	They	 journeyed	and	 travelled	after	 that	 till	 they
came	upon	a	man	who	was	 looking	around	unceasingly.	 In	one	 twinkle,	 in	 the
turn	of	an	eye,	he	saw	the	round	earth,	and	in	another	turn	of	the	eye	he	looked
through	the	deep	sea,	and	he	saw	Miklos	and	his	comrades	thirty-five	miles	off.
This	was	Far	Seer,	who	stood	before	Miklos	and	said.	 “God	give	you	a	good-



day,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos.”
“God	keep	you,	Far	Seer!”
“On	what	journey	are	you,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos?”
“Haho!	Good	friend	Far	Seer,	perhaps	you	have	heard	of	the	Green	Daughter	of
the	Green	King.”
“I	have	not.”
“Well	then,	hear	now,	for	I	am	going	to	woo	her.”
“Take	me	with	you,	mayhap	you’ll	get	good	of	me.”
Now	there	were	six	of	them,	and	they	journeyed	and	travelled	after	that,	across
forty-nine	kingdoms	and	farther,	till	they	came	upon	a	man	who	threw	a	seven-
hundred-pound	 iron	 club	 thirty-five	 miles	 as	 easily	 as	 I	 could	 throw	 a	 small
stone	a	few	yards.	This	was	Far	Caster,	who,	when	he	saw	Kiss	Miklos	and	his
comrades,	came	and	said.	“God	give	you	a	good-day,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	for
in	my	world-beautiful	life	I	have	ever	heard	your	fame.”
“God	guard	you,	Far	Caster!”
“What	journey	are	you	on?”
“Better	you	had	not	asked.	Have	you	heard	of	the	Green	King?”
“I	have	not.”
“Well,	I	am	going	to	woo	his	daughter.”
“Take	me	with	you,	mayhap	you’ll	get	good	of	me.”
“Come	on	your	own	legs,	if	it	please	you.”
Like	the	seven	deadly	sins,	they	were	seven	now.	They	journeyed	and	travelled
till	they	came	to	the	castle	of	the	Green	King.	Kiss	Miklos	stood	before	the	king
and	said,	“God	give	a	good-day	to	your	Highness.”
“God	 keep	 you,	 renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	 for	 in	my	world-beautiful	 life	 I	 have
ever	heard	your	fame.	What	journey	are	you	on?”
“In	my	 journeys	 and	 travels	 I	 have	 heard	 that	 your	Highness	 has	 a	 charming,
love-pervaded,	beautiful	flower-stalk.	What	is	the	use	in	delay	and	denial?	I	have
come	for	her.”
“Haho!	My	good	friend,	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King	is	not	so	easily
taken,	for	there	are	three	tests	before	you.	If	you	stand	these	tests,	I	will	give	you
my	most	beloved,	my	truly	one	and	only	daughter.	The	first	test	will	be	this.	You
have	a	swift	runner	and	so	have	I.	They	are	making	for	my	daughter	at	present	a
wedding	dress	at	Pluto’s,	or	perhaps	it’s	ready	this	moment.	If	your	swift	runner
will	 bring	 that	 dress	 here,	 all	 right,	 I	 care	 not.	 Let	 the	Green	Daughter	 of	 the



Green	King	be	yours.	My	swift	runner	and	yours	will	start	tomorrow	about	four
o’clock	in	the	morning.	But	if	I	have	not	told	you,	know	now	the	thick	end	of	the
business,	I	will	bring	you	all	to	the	stake,	if	your	swift	runner	comes	second.”
But	the	Green	King	deceived,	for	that	evening	after	sunset	he	sent	off	his	swift
runner,	 who	 was	 no	 other	 than	 his	 own	 old	 mother,	 who,	 let	 it	 be	 said
meanwhile,	was	a	witch,	and	a	big	one	at	that.	Next	morning	at	four	o’clock,	as
had	been	agreed,	Miklos	started	his	own	swift	runner	on	the	road	so	as	to	bring
the	wedding	dress.
Swift	Runner	moved	on,	and	he	saw	that	the	old	mother	of	the	Green	King	was	a
good	 way	 ahead,	 for	 she	 was	 just	 on	 the	 point	 of	 going	 in	 at	 Pluto’s	 gate.
Nothing	more	was	needed.	He	 rushed	 at	 her	 and	 she	 saw	 trouble	 soon,	 for	 he
came	up	just	as	she	had	taken	hold	of	the	key.	Swift	Runner	was	not	slow	and	he
caught	her	by	the	jacket,	hurled	her	back,	ran	in	at	the	gate	himself,	and	did	not
stop	till	he	stood	before	his	Highness,	Pluto.	He	told	Pluto	why	he	had	come,	and
asked	 for	 the	wedding	 dress.	The	 dainty	 dress	was	 nicely	 packed	 already	 in	 a
box,	 and	 they	 gave	 it	 to	 him.	 Swift	 Runner	 hurried	 homeward,	 but	 the	 old
mother	 of	 the	Green	King	waited	 for	 him,	 and	 said.	 “Hear	me,	Swift	Runner!
Now	 you	 are	 the	 victor,	 run	 not	 so	 fast,	 let	 us	 go	 home	 in	 pleasant	 quiet
together.”
Swift	Runner	stopped	at	the	old	woman’s	words,	and	they	went	on	together	until
they	came	to	a	nice	shady	place,	where	the	old	woman	found	this	to	say.	“Let	us
sit	down	in	this	shady	place	and	let	us	rest.	It	is	all	the	same.	You	are	the	winner.
I	will	look	in	your	head.”
Here	Swift	Runner	sat	down	in	 the	shady	place,	while	 the	old	woman	bent	his
head	to	her	lap	and	began	to	search	in	it,	and	she	searched	and	searched	till	Swift
Runner	 fell	 asleep	 and	was	 sunk	 in	 slumber.	When	Swift	Runner	was	 snoring
away	at	his	best,	the	old	woman	put	a	horse-skull	under	his	head,	and	from	that
spell	he	would	not	have	waked	till	the	day	of	judgment.	Then	she	took	the	box
from	him	and	raced	off	as	if	she	had	been	shot	from	a	gun.
It	was	near	four	o’clock	in	the	afternoon	and	Swift	Runner	had	not	come	back
yet,	though	he	said	he	ought	to	be	there	at	three	o’clock.	Miklos	therefore	began
to	 be	 uneasy.	 His	 nose	 was	 itching.	 Worry	 was	 ringing	 in	 his	 right	 ear	 and
jumping	 in	his	 right	 eye.	Therefore	he	 found	 this	 to	 say	 to	his	Far	Seer.	 “Just
look,	can	you	see	Swift	Runner	coming?”
Far	Seer	did	not	wait	for	further	instruction,	but	in	an	instant	he	ran	up	on	a	hill,
looked	 around,	 saw	 that	 Swift	 Runner	 was	 in	 a	 shady	 place,	 sleeping	 like	 a
pumpkin,	under	a	tree,	with	a	horse-skull	under	his	head.
“Oh,	my	 good	 friend	 Kiss	Miklos,	 the	 dog	 is	 in	 the	 garden!	 Swift	 Runner	 is
sleeping	in	a	nice	shady	place	with	a	horse-skull	under	his	head.	The	old	woman
is	right	here	near	the	garden,	and	she	has	the	wedding	dress	in	a	box.”



“Here,	good	 friend	Far	Caster,”	 said	Kiss	Miklos,	“stand	 forth	and	 throw	your
twelve-hundred-pound	 club	 at	 that	 cursed	 horse-skull	 under	 the	 head	 of	 Swift
Runner,	 for	 as	 God	 is	 true,	 all	 seven	 of	 us	 will	 see	 shame,	 and	 die	 a	 fearful
death.”
Far	Caster	was	not	slow,	and	in	an	instant	he	hurled	the	twelve-hundred-pound
club	and	struck	out	luckily	the	horse-skull	from	under	Swift	Runner’s	head.
Then,	 ’pon	my	soul!	Swift	Runner	 sprang	up,	 rubbed	his	eyes,	 looked	around,
saw	that	the	old	woman	was	running	near	the	garden,	carrying	the	wedding	robe.
He	too	was	not	slow.	He	rushed	at	her,	but	in	truth	it	was	a	close	run	thing,	for
the	 old	 woman	 had	 just	 taken	 the	 key	 of	 the	 Green	 King’s	 door	 when	 Swift
Runner	 reached	her.	He	caught	her	by	 the	 jacket,	 took	 the	box,	and	hurled	 the
old	woman	back	to	Pluto’s	in	such	fashion	that	not	her	foot,	nor	even	her	little
toe,	touched	ground	on	the	way.	Then	he	gave	the	wedding	dress	to	Miklos,	who
took	it	that	moment	to	the	Green	King,	and	putting	it	on	the	boxwood	table	said.
“High	lord,	your	desire	is	accomplished,	here	is	the	dainty	wedding	dress.”
“Haho!	Renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	this	is	but	one	trial	in	which	you	are	the	winner,
but	there	are	two	more.	The	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King	will	not	be	yours
till	all	of	you,	as	many	as	there	are,	spend	one	night	in	my	iron	furnace,	which	I
have	heated	with	three	hundred	and	sixty-six	cords	of	wood.	If	you	can	endure
that	terrible	heat,	all	right,	if	not,	you	will	be	roasted	alive.”
The	Green	King,	as	he	had	said,	heated	the	iron	furnace	with	three	hundred	and
sixty-six	cords	of	wood.	The	whole	furnace	was	nothing	but	glowing	fire,	so	that
it	was	 impossible	 to	go	near	 it.	Now	 the	question	was,	who	 should	enter	 first,
who	but	Great	Freezer?	He	was	delighted	with	the	pleasant	amusement,	because
he	was	 shivering	 terribly	 because	God’s	 cold	 had	 then	 caught	 him,	 though	 he
had	 nine	 pairs	 of	 boots	 on	 his	 feet,	 nine	 shirts	 and	 drawers	 on	 his	 body,	 nine
neckcloths	 on	 his	 neck,	 nine	 sheepskin	 caps	 on	 his	 head,	 nine	 sheepskin
overcoats	on	his	back.	I	say,	Great	Freezer	went	first	into	the	fiery	furnace.	He
walked	around	in	it,	and	straightway	it	became	as	cold	as	an	ice-house,	therefore
he	 called	 out	 at	 the	 entrance.	 “Oh,	 I’m	 freezing!	Oh,	 I’m	 freezing!”	 Then	 the
others	and	Kiss	Miklos	went	in,	and	they	felt	that	the	furnace	was	as	cold	as	an
ice-house,	 so	 that	 their	 teeth	 chattered.	 Kiss	Miklos	 cried	 out	 at	 the	 entrance,
saying,	“Wood	this	way,	or	we	shall	freeze!”
The	 servants	of	 the	Green	King	 threw	an	extra	cord	of	wood	 into	 the	 furnace.
With	 this	Miklos	 and	 his	 companions	made	 a	 fire,	 and	 gave	 earth	 no	 trouble.
Next	morning	the	Green	King	himself	went	to	see	the	seven	roasts,	thinking	they
were	burnt	 into	dust.	He	opened	 the	mouth	of	 the	 furnace.	And	saw	 the	 seven
good	birds	sitting	there	alive	in	the	furnace	at	the	side	of	a	fire,	and	not	a	dog’s
trouble	had	happened	to	a	man	of	them.
Straightway	 the	 Green	 King	 called	 up	 Kiss	 Miklos	 and	 said	 to	 him.	 “Well,



renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	you	have	stood	two	trials,	but	 the	third	still	remains.	If
you	pass	that	unharmed,	then	I	don’t	care,	my	daughter	will	be	yours,	for	I	shall
see	that	you	are	not	inferior	to	your	fame.	The	third	trial	is	this.	In	the	yard	is	a
herd	of	cattle	not	less	than	three	hundred	and	sixty-six	in	number,	and	also	there
are	 three	 hundred	 and	 sixty-six	 kegs	 of	wine,	 and	 if	 you	 do	 not	 eat	 the	 three
hundred	 and	 sixty-six	 head	of	 cattle	 and	drink	 the	 three	hundred	 and	 sixty-six
kegs	of	wine	by	 tomorrow,	 then	I	will	have	you	all	at	 the	stake,	but	 if	you	eat
and	 drink	 all,	 then	 as	 I	 say,	 I	 care	 not.	 Let	 my	 one	 and	 only	 most	 beloved
daughter	be	yours.”
In	 the	 evening	 after	 bedtime	Miklos	went	with	his	 comrades	 to	 the	other	 yard
where	were	the	three	hundred	and	sixty-six	head	of	cattle	and	the	three	hundred
and	sixty-six	kegs	of	wine,	but	now	the	question	was	who	should	eat	that	ocean-
great	lot	of	cattle	and	drink	that	thundering	lot	of	wine.	No	one	would	take	more
delight	in	the	cattle	than	Great	Eater,	and	with	the	thundering	lot	of	wine	no	one
felt	better	than	Great	Drinker,	for	they	would	take	care	of	it	all	if	they	were	twice
as	 great.	 Miklos	 and	 his	 comrades,	 except	 Great	 Eater,	 knocked	 one	 of	 the
bullocks	on	the	head,	pulled	off	his	jacket,	cut	up	his	flesh	and	roasted	it.	That
was	enough	 for	 them,	but	 it	was	not	enough	 for	Great	Eater,	 for	he	would	not
spoil	the	taste	of	his	mouth	with	it.	He	ate	that	herd	of	beasts,	one	after	another,
as	if	the	earth	had	swallowed	them.	He	ate	hair,	hide,	bones,	and	horns,	so	that
he	didn’t	 leave	a	single	 thing	as	a	novelty,	and	even	 then	he	cried	out	nothing
but,	“Oh,	I’m	hungry!	Oh,	I’m	hungry!”	Then	he	went	to	his	comrades,	ate	what
they	 had	 left	 of	 the	 roast,	 and	 pressed	 it	 down	with	 the	 ox-hide	 for	 a	 dessert.
Even	then	he	cried	without	ceasing,	“Oh,	I’m	hungry!	Oh,	I’m	hungry!”
Then	 they	began	at	 the	wine.	Miklos	 and	his	 comrades,	 except	Great	Drinker,
rolled	forth	one	keg	of	wine,	knocked	the	bottom	out,	and	went	to	drinking.	That
keg	was	enough	for	them,	but	not	enough	for	Great	Drinker.	For	him	it	was	as
much	as	one	drop	would	be	for	you.	He	would	not	spoil	the	taste	of	his	mouth
with	it,	but	fell	to	drinking	from	the	rest	in	such	Magyar-Mishka	style	that	when
he	looked	around	he	saw	that	the	three	hundred	and	sixty-five	kegs	were	empty.
Then	he	cried	unceasingly,	“Oh,	I’m	thirsty!	Oh,	I’m	thirsty!”	After	that	he	came
to	his	comrades,	and	what	they	had	left	he	drank	to	the	last	drop,	and	cried.	“Oh,
I’m	thirsty!	Oh,	I’m	thirsty!”
Next	morning	the	Green	King	went	himself	to	the	yard	to	see	if	Kiss	Miklos	and
his	comrades	had	endured	the	third	trial.	Had	they	eaten	the	cattle	and	drunk	the
wine?	It	is	a	wonder	that	he	didn’t	turn	into	a	pillar	of	salt	he	was	so	frightened
when	he	saw	that	there	was	not	a	horned	beast	left,	nor	a	drop	of	wine.	Then	he
complained.	“They	have	eaten	three	hundred	and	sixty-six	bullocks.	Plague	take
it!	Let	them	eat	the	cattle,	but	they	might	have	left	the	hides.	Those	could	at	least
have	been	 sold	 to	 a	 trader	 for	 good	money.	Well,	 renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	 you
have	 stood	 the	 three	 tests,	 now	my	 only	 and	most	 dearly	 beloved	 daughter	 is



yours.	Take	her.”	With	that	the	Green	King	seated	his	Green	Daughter	in	a	coach
drawn	by	 six	black	horses,	 and	 they	drove	 towards	 the	dominions	of	 the	Lead
Friend.
On	the	road	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King	beckoned	Miklos	to	her	and
asked	him.	“Hey,	my	heart’s	beautiful	love,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	tell	me,	on
your	 true	 soul,	 are	 you	 taking	me	 for	 yourself	 or	 for	 another?	 If	 you	 are	 not
taking	me	for	yourself	,	I	will	play	tricks	with	you.”
“I	 am	 taking	 you	 for	 myself,	 I	 am	 taking	 you	 for	 another,”	 answered	 Kiss
Miklos.
Well,	 no	more	was	 said.	Once,	when	 turning	 and	winding,	 they	 looked	 in	 the
coach,	but	it	was	empty.	The	beautiful	girl	fad	gone.	In	a	moment	they	stopped
and	searched	the	coach,	but	could	find	her	nowhere.
“Here,	 good	 friend	Far	Seer,”	 said	Kiss	Miklos,	 “look	 around!	Where	has	 our
beautiful	bird	flown?”
Far	Seer	didn’t	let	that	be	said	twice.	In	the	turn	of	an	eye	he	surveyed	the	round
earth,	but	he	saw	not	the	beautiful	maiden.
“She	is	not	on	the	dry	earth,”	said	Far	Seer.
“Look	into	the	sea,”	said	Kiss	Miklos.
Far	Seer	surveyed	the	deep	sea,	and	saw	her	hidden	in	the	belly	of	a	three-pound
whale,	near	the	opposite	shore	of	the	sea.
“Ah,	I	see	where	she	is!”
“Where?”	asked	Miklos.
“Hidden	in	the	belly	of	a	three-pound	whale.”
“Here,	 good	 friend	Great	Drinker,”	 said	Miklos,	 “come	 here	 and	 drink	 up	 the
water	of	this	deep	sea!”
Great	 Drinker	 was	 not	 slow.	 He	 lay	 face	 under	 by	 the	 sea,	 and	 with	 three
draughts	drank	up	all	the	water.	The	three-pound	whale	was	lying	then	in	a	bay
near	the	opposite	shore.
“Now,	 good	brother	Swift	Runner,”	 said	Kiss	Miklos,	 “step	 out	 and	bring	me
that	three-pound	whale	which	is	lying	near	the	opposite	shore.”
Swift	Runner	rushed	in	a	moment	across	the	bottom	of	the	sea,	and	brought	back
the	 three-pound	whale.	Miklos	 opened	 the	whale,	 took	 out	 its	 stomach,	 cut	 it
carefully,	and	out	fell	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King.	Then	he	seated	her
in	the	coach,	and	they	drove	on.
They	 travelled	 and	 journeyed,	 and	 once	 the	 princess	 beckoned	 to	Miklos,	 and
asked.	“My	heart’s	beautiful	love,	renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	tell	me,	on	your	true



soul,	are	you	taking	me	for	yourself	,	or	for	another?	If	for	yourself	,	very	well,
but	if	not,	I’ll	play	tricks	with	you.”
“I	am	taking	you	for	myself,	I	am	taking	you	for	another,”	answered	Miklos.
No	 more	 was	 said.	 Once	 while	 turning	 and	 winding,	 the	 beautiful	 maiden
disappeared,	the	coach	being	quite	empty.	“Oh,	the	dog	is	in	the	garden!”	They
stopped	and	searched	the	six-horse	coach,	but	found	no	beautiful	princess.
“Here,	good	friend	Far	Seer,”	said	Miklos,	“stand	forth,	look	around!	Where	is
our	beautiful	bird?”
Far	Seer	surveyed	the	deep	sea,	but	got	no	sight	of	the	princess.	“She	is	not	in
the	sea.”
“If	she	is	not	in	the	sea,	look	on	dry	land.”
Far	Seer	looked	around	again,	and	he	saw	that	the	princess	was	at	home,	in	the
very	middle	of	her	father’s	garden,	on	the	highest	top	of	a	blooming	apple-tree,
hidden	in	a	ripe	red	apple.	“I	have	found	her!”	said	Far	Seer.
“Where	is	she?”
“At	 home,	 in	 the	 very	 centre	 of	 the	 garden,	 hidden	 on	 the	 highest	 top	 of	 an
apple-tree,	in	the	middle	of	a	ripe	red	apple.”
“Here,	Swift	Runner,	come	forth!”
Swift	 Runner	 came	 forth,	 and	 stood	 like	 a	 pillar	 before	 Miklos,	 waiting	 for
command.
“Run	in	a	twinkle	to	the	garden	of	the	Green	King,	in	the	very	middle	of	which
is	blooming	an	apple-tree,	climb	the	tree,	and	bring	me	the	ripe	red	apple	which
is	on	its	highest	top.”
Swift	 Runner	 rushed	 as	 a	 whirlwind,	 at	 horse-death	 speed,	 found	 the	 tree,
climbed	it,	plucked	the	red	apple,	and	then,	as	if	shot	from	a	cannon,	came	back
to	Miklos,	and	gave	him	the	apple.	Miklos	cut	 the	apple	 in	 two	and	 the	Green
Daughter	of	the	Green	King	fell	out.	He	seated	her	again	in	the	coach,	and	they
fared	farther.
They	 travelled	and	 journeyed,	 and	again	 the	princess	beckoned	 to	Miklos,	 and
said.	 “My	heart’s	heart,	 renowned	Kiss	Miklos,	 tell	me,	on	your	 true	 soul,	 are
you	taking	me	for	yourself	,	or	for	another?	If	for	yourself	,	very	well,	but	if	not,
I’ll	play	tricks	with	you.”
“I	am	taking	you	for	myself,	I	am	taking	you	for	another.”
Well,	 they	 said	no	more.	Once,	while	 turning	and	winding,	 they	 looked	 in	 the
coach	and	 the	maiden	was	gone	yet	again,	and	 the	coach	was	empty.	“Oh,	 the
dog	is	in	the	garden!”	They	stopped	and	searched	the	six-horse	coach,	but	found
not	the	maiden.



“Friend	Far	Seer,”	said	Miklos,	“look	around!	Where	is	our	beautiful	bird?”
Far	Seer	was	not	slow	and	in	the	turn	of	an	eye	he	surveyed	the	round	earth,	but
saw	nowhere	 the	Green	Daughter	of	 the	Green	King.	“She	 is	not	on	 the	round
earth,”	said	he.
“Well,	look	in	the	deep	sea.”
Far	Seer	 looked	again,	 in	 the	turn	of	an	eye	he	surveyed	the	deep	sea,	but	saw
not	the	princess.	“She	is	not	in	the	deep	sea,”	said	Far	Seer.
“Well,	if	she	is	not	in	the	deep	sea,	look	in	the	cloudy	heavens.”
Far	Seer	looked	around	and	in	the	turn	of	an	eye	he	surveyed	the	broad	sky	and
the	cloudy	heavens.	He	saw	a	cocoon	hanging	from	a	thread	slender	as	a	spider-
web,	and	hidden	in	that	cocoon	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King.	“I	have
found	her!”	said	Far	Seer.
“Where	is	she?”	asked	Kiss	Miklos.
“Far,	far	away,	near	the	round	forest,	from	the	cloudy	heavens	is	hanging	a	silk
thread,	slender	as	a	spider-web,	and	on	the	end	dangles	a	cocoon,	and	in	that	she
is	hidden.”
“Now,	Far	Caster,	come	forth!”	said	Miklos.
Far	Caster	stood	like	a	pillar	before	Kiss	Miklos,	only	waiting	for	command,	but
he	had	not	long	to	wait,	for	Miklos	said.	“Listen,	good	friend	Far	Caster.	Do	you
see	that	thin	silk	thread	hanging	from	the	cloudy	sky	near	the	round	forest?”
“I	see.”
“Then	cast	 it	down,	but	only	when	Swift	Runner	reaches	 the	place	beneath,	so
that	 it	 may	 not	 fall	 on	 the	 earth,	 but	 into	 his	 arms.	 Therefore,	 Swift	 Runner,
move	your	wheels	that	way	and	catch	the	cocoon	and	bring	it	to	us.”
Swift	Runner	rushed	at	horse-death	speed	to	the	place,	Far	Caster	brought	down
the	cocoon.	Swift	Runner	caught	it	safely,	and	brought	it	to	Miklos,	who	with	his
bright	knife	cut	 it	open,	and	out	came	 the	princess.	Then	he	 seated	her	a	 third
time	in	the	coach,	but	they	had	arrived	in	the	domains	of	the	Lead	Friend,	so	the
Green	Daughter	of	 the	Green	King,	having	lost	her	power,	could	play	no	more
tricks.
Kiss	Miklos	took	farewell	of	his	good	friends,	thanking	them	kindly	for	their	aid.
When	they	were	alone	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King	fell	to	crying,	and
said.	“My	heart’s	beautiful	love,	I	know	you	are	taking	me	to	that	dog	of	a	Lead
Friend,	and	I	would	rather	be	the	bride	of	death	than	of	him.”
“Oh,	my	heart’s	golden	bird,”	said	Miklos,	“I	am	taking	you	for	myself,	but	you
cannot	be	mine	till	I	know	where	the	strength	of	the	Lead	Friend	lies.	If	we	can
discover	that,	it	will	be	easy	to	destroy	him.”



“If	that	is	your	grief,	my	heart’s	heart,”	said	she,	“I	will	soon	help	you,	so	leave
that	to	me.	You	must	know	I	am	a	woman.”
With	that	Miklos	and	the	princess	kissed	each	other,	and	there	was	holy	peace,
and	they	said.	“I	am	yours;	you	are	mine.”
They	travelled	and	journeyed	across	forty-nine	kingdoms,	till	Kiss	Miklos	could
say,	“We	are	at	home,”,	for	they	were	at	the	Lead	Friend’s	mansion,	and	could
say	to	the	princess,	“Come	out	of	your	coach,	it	won’t	cost	you	a	copper.”	Here
the	Lead	Friend	ran	panting	out	of	his	mansion	to	the	beautiful	princess,	but	she
turned	from	him.	This	pleased	not	the	Lead	Friend,	and	though	one	word	is	not
much,	he	uttered	not	that	much,	but	brought	her	into	the	lead	mansion	in	silence.
Next	day	at	sunrise	the	Lead	Friend	had	to	go	to	his	furnace,	taking	Kiss	Miklos
with	him.	The	young	woman	remained	all	alone.	She	took	a	lamp	and	started	to
search	through	the	lead	house.	From	chamber	to	chamber	she	went	till	she	came
to	 the	 cellar,	 but	 that	 was	 closed	 against	 her	 with	 seven	 iron	 doors.	 Now	 the
question	was	to	get	into	the	cellar.	Another	would	not	have	been	able	to	pass	the
first	 door,	 but	 every	 iron	 door	 opened	 of	 itself	 before	 the	magic	 of	 the	Green
Daughter	of	the	Green	King.	She	passed	through	the	seven	doors	and	entered	the
cellar.	She	saw	there	seven	leaden	vats	placed	in	a	row,	and	every	one	of	them
filled	to	the	brim	with	gold	and	silver.	She	took	off	her	apron	and	filled	it	with
gold.	She	went	up,	summoned	the	goldsmith,	and	gilded	the	lead	threshold	stone
with	gold	a	hand	in	thickness.
The	Lead	Friend	was	such	a	miser	that	he	had	not	bread	enough	to	eat,	and	every
little	coin	he	turned	seven	times	between	his	teeth	before	he	let	it	go	once	from
his	hand.	Well,	in	the	evening	the	Lead	Friend	came	home	from	his	furnace,	saw
the	housekeeping	and	what	the	young	woman	had	done.	Then	he	plucked	out	his
own	lead	beard	and	hair,	trampled	them	like	tow,	and	roared	till	the	lead	house
was	trembling.
“Who,	 in	 the	name	of	a	hundred	 thousand	 thunders,	did	 this?”	asked	 the	Lead
Friend.
“I	did	it,”	answered	the	princess	quite	bravely.
“How	 did	 you	 dare	 to	 do	 it	 without	 my	 knowledge,	 without	 informing	 me?”
With	 that	 the	Lead	Friend	went	 to	 the	Green	Daughter	of	 the	Green	King,	and
seized	in	his	hand	her	golden	hair	which	reached	her	heels.	Twelve	times	did	he
drag	 her	 on	 the	 lead	 floor,	 and	 he	 wanted	 to	 take	 the	 lead	 flail	 to	 her.	 Kiss
Miklos	did	not	permit	that,	but	took	the	maiden	from	his	grasp	and	placed	her	on
the	 silken	 bed.	 She	 was	 neither	 dead	 nor	 alive,	 but	 lay	 as	 a	 lifeless	 block	 of
wood.	But	the	Green	Daughter	of	 the	Green	King	had	no	more	pain	than	good
you.	Being	a	magic	woman,	you	see,	she	had	much	in	her	power.
Now,	 what	 did	 she	 do?	 When	 the	 Lead	 Friend	 wound	 around	 his	 hand	 her



golden	 hair	 reaching	 to	 her	 heels,	 she	 suddenly	 sprang	 out	 of	 her	 skin,	 and	 a
devil	jumped	into	it.	And	if	the	Lead	Friend	had	struck	him	with	the	back	of	an
axe,	he	would	not	have	felt	a	dog’s	trouble,	for	the	more	he	was	beaten	the	more
he	would	have	laughed.
But	 the	 Lead	 Friend	 was	 troubled	 and	 ragged,	 with	 torn	 hair.	 Crying	 and
weeping	 he	 entered	 the	white	 chamber,	 where	 the	 princess	was	 lying	without
life.	He	went	to	her	and	pushed	her,	but	she	waked	not.	He	talked	to	her,	but	she
heard	not.	He	cried,	but	she	listened	not.	At	last	he	found	this	to	say.	“Wake,	my
heart’s	beautiful	love.	I	will	do	all	that	may	please	you,	but	stop	the	gilding.”
Then	the	princess	spoke	up	to	the	Lead	Friend,	“I’ll	stop	the	gilding,	but	first	tell
me	where	your	strength	lies.”
“Oh,	my	heart’s	beautiful	love,	I	would	rather	part	with	life	than	tell	that.”
Well,	 things	 remained	 thus.	 Next	 day	 at	 sunrise	 the	 Lead	 Friend	 went	 to	 his
furnace,	taking	Kiss	Miklos	with	him,	for	he	lived	in	the	suspicion	that	Miklos
and	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King	would	plot	together	and	strive	for	his
destruction.
The	 bride	 remained	 alone,	 she	 took	 the	 lamp	 and	 turned	 straight	 to	 the	 cellar.
The	great	iron	doors	opened	before	her	and	closed	behind.	When	she	had	passed
the	seven	iron	doors	and	entered	the	cellar,	she	spread	her	silk	apron,	and	filled	it
with	 gold.	 Three	 times	 she	 returned,	 and	 three	 times	 she	 bore	 away	 the	 same
amount,	 so	 that	 the	apron	was	almost	 torn	under	 it.	Straightway	she	called	 the
goldsmith	and	had	the	lead	thresholds	of	three	chambers	gilded	to	the	thickness
of	a	hand.	And	as	I	say,	the	Lead	Friend	was	so	stingy	that	he	did	not	eat	bread
enough,	and	every	little	coin	he	put	seven	times	between	his	teeth	before	he	let	it
out	of	his	hand	once.
The	 Lead	 Friend	 came	 home	 from	 his	 furnace	 towards	 evening,	 and	 saw	 the
housekeeping,	and	saw	also	that	now	not	one	but	three	thresholds	were	gilded	a
hand’s	thickness.	The	Lead	Friend	fell	 into	such	rage	that	he	tore	his	own	lead
beard	 and	 hair	 out,	 and	 trampled	 them	 as	 he	 would	 tow.	 Then	 he	 roared	 so
terribly	that	the	lead	house	quivered,	and	turning	to	the	princess	he	asked.	“In	the
name	of	a	hundred	thousand	devils,	who	did	this?”
“I	did	it,”	answered	the	princess	quite	bravely.
“How	did	you	dare	to	do	this	without	my	knowledge	and	consent?”
With	that	the	Lead	Friend	seized	the	golden	hair	of	the	princess,	which	reached
to	her	heels,	and	dragged	her	 twelve	 times	up	and	down	 the	 lead	 floor,	 twelve
times	did	he	hurl	her	against	the	floor,	 then	he	ran	for	the	lead	flail	 to	kill	her.
Kiss	Miklos	would	not	 let	him	do	 that,	 but	 seized	 the	maiden	 from	his	hands,
and	placed	her	on	 the	 silken	bed.	The	Green	Daughter	of	 the	Green	King	was
neither	dead	nor	alive,	but	she	lay	there	still	as	a	soulless	block	of	wood.	Still	the



princess	 felt	 no	more	 pain	 than	 good	 you.	 She	 knew	witchcraft	 and	when	 the
Lead	Friend	twisted	her	golden	hair	in	his	hand,	she	jumped	out	of	her	skin	in	a
twinkle,	and	a	devil	got	into	it	If	they	had	beaten	him	like	a	two-headed	drum,	or
even	more,	he	would	have	taken	it	as	if	they	were	fondling	him.
Now	the	Lead	Friend	was	terribly	sorry	and	ragged,	with	 torn	hair.	He	entered
the	white	chamber	weeping.	He	wept	a	long	time,	and	poked	the	princess,	who
waked	not.	He	spoke	to	her,	but	she	heard	not,	and	at	last	he	found	this	to	say.
“Wake	up,	my	heart’s	beautiful	love.	All	your	desires	will	be	accomplished,	only
stop	the	gilding.”
“I’ll	stop	the	gilding,	but	only	if	you	tell	where	your	strength	lies.”
“Oh,	my	heart’s	beautiful	love,	I	would	rather	part	with	my	life	than	tell	that.”
Next	day	at	sunrise	the	Lead	Friend	took	Kiss	Miklos	to	the	furnace,	lest	while
he	was	gone	Miklos	might	go	in	secret	and	gather	another	man’s	hay.	The	bride
was	alone	again,	and	wanted	nothing	better.	Again	she	took	the	lamp	and	went
straight	to	the	cellar,	where	she	opened	her	beautiful	silk	apron	and	filled	it	with
gold.	 She	 took	 so	 much	 that	 the	 apron	 almost	 tore	 under	 it.	 She	 came	 seven
times,	and	each	time	carried	so	much	gold	that	her	nose	almost	cut	the	earth,	like
the	 coulter	 of	 a	 plough.	 Then	 she	 called	 a	 goldsmith,	 and	 gilded	 to	 a	 hand’s
thickness	the	thresholds	of	seven	more	rooms.
When	 the	 Lead	 Friend	 came	 home	 in	 the	 evening,	 he	 saw	 that	 not	 three	 but
seven	more	thresholds	had	a	hand’s	thickness	of	gold	on	them.	Then	he	fell	into
such	 a	 rage	 that	 he	 tore	 his	 leaden	 beard	 and	 hair,	 and	 trampled	 them	 as	 he
would	tow,	but	what	good	did	that	do	him,	for	he	was	trampling	his	own	person?
Then	he	roared	till	the	lead	house	rattled,	and	in	his	fury	he	asked.	“A	thousand
million	demons,	who	did	this?”
“I	did	it,”	answered	the	princess	all	bravely.
“How	did	you	dare	to	do	this	without	my	knowledge	or	command?”
With	 that	 he	 went	 in	 fury	 to	 the	 Green	 Daughter	 of	 the	 Green	 King,	 wound
around	his	hand	her	golden	hair,	which	reached	to	her	heels.	Twelve	times	did	he
drag	her	over	the	leaden	floor.	Twelve	times	did	he	dash	her	against	it.	Twelve
times	did	he	raise	her	aloft,	but	that	was	not	enough.	He	took	out	the	lead	flail,
and	began	 to	 thrash	and	beat	 the	princess	as	 if	she	were	a	bundle	of	wheat,	so
that	 she	 was	 swimming	 in	 blood.	 Kiss	 Miklos	 took	 her	 from	 his	 hands	 and
placed	her	on	the	silken	bed,	where	she	lay,	neither	dead	nor	alive,	but	still	as	a
lifeless	block.
Now	the	Lead	Friend	grew	terribly	sorry,	and	making	himself	squalid	 looking,
he	entered	the	white	chamber,	rushed	to	the	princess,	wept	without	ceasing,	and
touched	her	softly,	but	she	woke	not.	He	spoke	to	her	but	she	heard	him	not.	At
last	he	found	this	to	say.	“Wake	up,	my	heart’s	beautiful	love.	I	will	tell	where



my	strength	lies.	In	the	silken	meadow	under	the	seventh	bush	is	a	hare.	Under
the	tail	of	the	hare	is	an	egg,	and	in	the	egg	a	hornet.	In	the	hornet	is	hidden	my
strength,	 so	 that	 I	 live	 as	 long	 as	 the	hornet	 lives,	 but	 if	 the	hornet	 dies,	 I	 die
too.”
The	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King	heard	all	these	words	clearly,	but	acted
as	if	she	were	neither	dead	nor	alive,	laying	there	like	a	soulless	block.
The	princess	 rose	 from	her	 silken	bed	 in	 the	night-time,	quietly,	 threw	a	great
shawl	around	her	neck,	slipped	out	of	the	gate,	and	found	Kiss	Miklos,	to	whom
her	word	and	speech	was	 this.	“Wake	up,	my	heart’s	beautiful	 love,	 renowned
Kiss	Miklos,	I	know	now	where	the	strength	of	the	Lead	Friend	lies,	so	listen	to
my	word.	 In	 the	 silken	meadow	under	 the	 seventh	bush	 lies	 a	hare.	Under	 the
hare’s	tail	is	an	egg,	and	in	the	egg	is	a	hornet.	In	the	hornet	is	the	Lead	Friend’s
strength.	If	you	kill	the	hornet,	the	Lead	Friend	will	lose	his	strength.”
Our	Miklos	wanted	 nought	 else.	He	 turned	 himself	 at	 once	 into	 a	 hound,	 and
drove	the	hare	from	the	seventh	bush	of	the	silken	meadow.	The	hare	began	to
run,	but	the	hound	was	not	slow,	and	with	a	long	stick	he	struck	the	egg	from	the
hare’s	tail.	The	egg	broke	and	the	hornet	flew	out,	but	the	hound	was	not	slow,
and	with	a	great	 jump	he	caught	 the	hornet,	and	crushed	 it	 to	bits	 in	his	 teeth.
Then	the	hound	shook	himself	and	turned	into	Kiss	Miklos	again.
At	 daylight	 the	 Lead	 Friend	 was	 sick.	 He	 had	 lost	 his	 strength,	 he	 could	 not
move	his	hands	or	his	feet,	and	lay	groaning	on	his	lead	couch	like	a	man	who
had	 been	 pressing	 a	 straw-bed	 for	 seven	 years,	 and	 when	 the	 sun	 rose	 he
breathed	out	the	last	of	his	cursed	soul.
Who	 was	 more	 delighted	 at	 his	 death	 than	 our	 Kiss	 Miklos	 and	 the	 Green
Daughter	 of	 the	Green	King?	 Straightway	 they	 called	 a	 priest	 and	 a	 hangman
and	 an	 iron	 cap.	 The	 priest	 joined	 them,	 the	 hangman	 thrashed	 around,	 and
God’s	 arrow	 flashed,	 but	 no	 one	 was	 struck.	 There	 was	 soup	 aplenty	 and	 to
spare.	Lucky	was	the	man	who	came	with	a	spoon,	and	the	unhappy	were	made
happy	again.	The	gypsy	fiddled,	and	the	music	spoke.	When	the	feasting	and	the
poppy	week	had	passed,	Kiss	Miklos	and	his	consort	took	a	chariot	of	glass	and
gold,	drawn	by	six	black-haired	steeds,	and	set	out	for	Miklos’s	birthplace.	Now,
the	shining	sun	had	shone	so	sadly,	and	 the	bright	moon	had	beamed	so	sadly
that	it	could	not	be	more	so,	but	the	moment	they	beheld	Miklos	and	his	wife	in
the	chariot	of	glass	and	gold,	the	bright	sun	shone	joyously,	and	so	did	the	clear
moon.
“What’s	 this?	What’s	 this?”	 the	 old	 king	 said	 to	 himself,	who	 still	 rejoiced	 in
good	health.	He	summoned	the	wise	men	and	the	skilled	scribes	of	the	kingdom
to	 his	 palace	 and	 gave	 them	 the	 following	 question.	 “Explain	 to	me	 this.	 It	 is
seven	years	 since	 the	 two	sons	of	 the	poor	man	brought	back	 the	bright	moon
and	the	shining	sun.	These	two	sons	are	now	ruling	kings,	may	God	keep	them



in	health!	But	the	clear	moon	and	the	shining	sun	gave	us	such	sorrowful	light,
and	now	all	at	once	both	are	radiant.”
One	old	man	skilled	in	letters,	and	so	old	that	his	white	beard	almost	came	to	the
earth,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 stand	 on	 his	 feet	 alone,	 but	 three	men	 supported	 him,
spoke	the	following	words.	“Hah!	High	lord,	there	is	great	reason	for	this.	The
clear	moon	and	the	shining	sun	were	sad	because	the	man	who	really	freed	them
from	the	claws	of	the	dragons	was	pinioned	in	bondage,	and	he	is	no	other	than
the	 renowned	 Kiss	 Miklos,	 the	 poor	 man’s	 youngest	 son,	 who	 even	 at	 this
moment	 is	 driving	 to	 the	 king’s	 palace	with	 the	Green	Daughter	 of	 the	Green
King,	in	a	chariot	drawn	by	six	horses.”
At	 that	 very	 moment	 Kiss	 Miklos	 and	 his	 wife	 entered	 the	 white	 chamber
together.	Here	 the	 lords	and	 those	great	wise	men	all	 rose	before	 them,	as	did
even	the	old	king	himself,	who	advancing,	embraced	and	kissed	them,	led	them
to	his	own	purple	velvet	throne,	seated	them	thereon.	He	turned	to	the	wise	men
and	 the	 skilled	 scribes,	 asked	 them,	 “Who	 really	 deserves	 the	 kingdom?	 The
elder	brothers	or	Kiss	Miklos?”
The	council	said.	“Kiss	Miklos.”
Then	 Miklos	 rose	 and	 said	 to	 the	 old	 king	 and	 the	 council.	 “High	 king	 and
worthy	council,	it	is	true	that	I	deserve	the	kingdom,	and	I	would	take	it	were	I
not	the	heir	of	the	far-famed	Lead	Friend,	and	were	it	not	that	the	dominions	of
the	Green	King,	after	his	death,	which	from	my	heart	 I	wish	not,	will	come	 to
me.	This	being	the	case	the	worthy	council	can	see,	and	your	Highness	can	see
also,	 that	 I	may	 not	 accept	 the	 kingdom.	 Let	 it	 remain	 as	 it	 is.	 Let	my	 eldest
brother	be	king,	and	my	second	brother	be	viceroy.	They	are,	I	think,	honourable
men,	and	worthy.”
The	lords,	sages,	and	skilled	scribes	present,	as	well	as	the	old	king,	rose	up	and
confirmed	the	wise	speech	of	the	youthful	Kiss	Miklos.
Then	 the	 two	brothers	of	Kiss	Miklos,	 the	king	and	 the	viceroy,	entered.	They
embraced	 and	 kissed	 one	 another,	 and	 sacred	 was	 the	 peace.	 After	 that,	 Kiss
Miklos	 and	his	wife	 returned	 to	 the	domains	of	 the	Lead	Friend,	 and	after	 the
death	of	the	Green	King,	Kiss	Miklos	inherited	his	dominions.	And	so	he	ruled
two	kingdoms	very	happily,	and	he	and	the	Green	Daughter	of	the	Green	King
are	living	yet,	if	they	are	not	dead.
	



PRINCE	CSIHAN

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	A	MILLER	WHO	WAS	so	proud	that	had	he	stepped	on	an	egg
he	would	not	have	broken	it.	There	was	a	time	when	the	mill	was	in	full	work,
but	once	when	he	was	tired	of	his	mill-work	he	said,	"May	God	take	me	out	of
this	mill!"
Now,	 this	miller	 had	 an	 auger,	 a	 saw,	 and	 an	 adze,	 and	 he	 set	 off	 over	 seven
times	seven	countries,	but	he	never	found	another	mill.	So	his	wish	was	fulfilled.
So,	 on	 he	went,	 roaming	 about,	 till	 at	 last	 he	 found	 on	 the	 bank	 of	 the	Gagy,
below	Martonos,	a	tumble-down	mill,	which	was	covered	with	nettles.	Here	he
began	 to	 build,	 and	 he	worked,	 and	 by	 the	 time	 the	mill	 was	 finished	 all	 his
stockings	were	worn	 into	holes	and	his	garments	all	 tattered	and	 torn.	He	 then
waited	there,	expecting	people	to	come	and	have	their	flour	ground,	but	no	one
ever	came.
One	 day	 the	 twelve	 huntsmen	 of	 the	 king	were	 chasing	 a	 fox,	 and	 it	 came	 to
where	 the	 miller	 was,	 and	 said	 to	 him.	 "Hide	 me,	 miller,	 and	 you	 shall	 be
rewarded	for	your	kindness."
"Where	shall	I	hide	you?"	said	the	miller,	"seeing	that	I	possess	nothing	but	the
clothes	I	stand	in?"
"There	 is	 an	old	 torn	 sack	 lying	beside	 that	 trough,"	 replied	 the	 fox,	 "throw	 it
over	me,	and,	when	the	dogs	come,	drive	them	away	with	your	broom."
When	 the	huntsmen	came	 they	asked	 the	miller	 if	 he	had	 seen	a	 fox	pass	 that
way.	 "How	 could	 I	 have	 seen	 it,	 for,	 behold,	 I	 have	 nothing	 but	 the	 clothes	 I
stand	in?"
With	 that	 the	 huntsmen	 left,	 and	 in	 a	 little	 while	 the	 fox	 came	 out	 and	 said,
"Miller,	I	thank	you	for	your	kindness,	for	you	have	preserved	me,	and	saved	my
life.	 I	am	anxious	 to	do	you	a	good	 turn	 if	 I	can.	Tell	me,	do	you	want	 to	get
married?"



"My	dear	little	fox,"	said	the	miller,	"if	I	could	get	a	wife,	who	would	come	here
of	her	own	free	will,	I	don't	say	that	I	would	not.	Indeed,	there	is	no	other	way	of
my	getting	one,	for	I	can't	go	among	the	spinning-girls	in	these	clothes."
The	 fox	 took	 leave	 of	 the	 miller,	 and,	 in	 less	 than	 a	 quarter	 of	 an	 hour,	 he
returned	with	 a	 piece	 of	 copper	 in	 his	mouth.	 "Here	 you	 are,	miller,"	 said	 he,
"put	this	away,	you	will	want	it	before	long."
The	miller	put	it	away,	and	the	fox	departed,	but,	before	long,	he	came	back	with
a	lump	of	gold	in	his	mouth.
"Put	 this	 away,	 also,"	 said	 he	 to	 the	miller,	 "as	 you	will	 need	 it	 before	 long."
"And	now,"	said	the	fox,	"wouldn't	you	like	to	get	married?"
"Well,	my	dear	 little	 fox,"	 said	 the	miller,	 "I	 am	quite	willing	 to	do	 so	 at	 any
moment,	as	that	is	my	special	desire."
The	fox	vanished	again,	but	soon	returned	with	a	lump	of	diamond	in	his	mouth.
"Well,	miller,"	said	the	fox,	"I	will	not	ask	you	any	more	to	get	married.	I	will
get	you	a	wife	myself.	And	now	give	me	that	piece	of	copper	I	gave	you."
Then,	taking	it	in	his	mouth,	the	fox	started	off	over	seven	times	seven	countries,
and	travelled	till	he	came	to	King	Yellow	Hammer's	court.
"Good	 day,	most	 gracious	King	Yellow	Hammer,"	 said	 the	 fox,	 "my	 life	 and
death	 are	 in	 your	 majesty's	 hands.	 I	 have	 heard	 that	 you	 have	 an	 unmarried
daughter.	I	am	a	messenger	from	Prince	Csihan,	who	has	sent	me	to	ask	for	your
daughter	as	his	wife."
"I	will	give	her	with	pleasure,	my	dear	little	fox,"	replied	King	Yellow	Hammer,
"I	will	not	refuse	her.	On	the	contrary,	I	give	her	with	great	pleasure,	but	I	would
do	so	more	willingly	if	I	saw	to	whom	she	is	to	be	married,	though	even	as	it	is,	I
will	not	refuse	her."
The	 fox	 accepted	 the	 king's	 proposal,	 and	 they	 fixed	 a	 day	 upon	 which	 they
would	fetch	the	lady.	"Very	well,"	said	the	fox,	and,	taking	leave	of	the	king,	set
off	with	the	ring	to	the	miller.
"Now	then,	miller,"	said	the	fox,	"you	are	no	longer	a	miller,	but	Prince	Csihan,
and	on	a	certain	day	and	hour	you	must	be	ready	to	start,	but,	first	of	all,	give	me
that	 lump	 of	 gold	 I	 gave	 you	 that	 I	may	 take	 it	 to	 His	Majesty	King	Yellow
Hammer,	so	that	he	may	not	think	you	are	a	nobody."
The	fox	then	started	off	to	the	king.	When	he	arrived	there	he	said,	"Good	day,
most	gracious	king.	My	father.	Prince	Csihan	has	sent	this	lump	of	gold	to	my
father	 the	king	 that	he	may	 spend	 it	 in	preparing	 for	 the	wedding,	 and	 that	he
might	change	 it,	 as	Prince	Csihan	has	no	smaller	change,	his	gold	all	being	 in
lumps	like	this."
"Well,"	reasoned	King	Yellow	Hammer,	"I	am	not	sending	my	daughter	to	a	bad



sort	of	place,	for	although	I	am	a	king	I	have	no	such	lumps	of	gold	lying	about
in	my	palace."
The	fox	then	returned	home	to	Prince	Csihan.	"Now	then,	Prince	Csihan,"	said
he,	"I	have	arrived	safely,	you	see,	so	prepare	yourself	to	start	tomorrow."
Next	morning	 he	 appeared	 before	 Prince	 Csihan.	 "Are	 you	 ready?"	 asked	 he.
"Oh	yes,	I	am	ready.	I	can	start	at	any	moment,	as	I	got	ready	long	ago."
With	this	they	started	over	seven	times	seven	lands.	As	they	passed	a	hedge	the
fox	said,	"Prince	Csihan,	do	you	see	that	splendid	castle?"
"How	could	I	help	seeing	it,	my	dear	little	fox."
"Well,"	 replied	 the	 fox,	 "in	 that	 castle	dwells	your	wife."	On	 they	went,	when
suddenly	the	fox	said,	"Take	off	the	clothes	you	have	on,	let	us	put	them	into	this
hollow	tree,	and	then	burn	them,	so	that	we	may	get	rid	of	them."
"You	are	right,	we	won't	have	them,	nor	any	like	them."
Then	said	the	fox,	"Prince	Csihan,	go	into	the	river	and	take	a	bath."
Having	done	so	the	prince	said,	"Now	I've	done."
"All	 right,"	 said	 the	 fox,	 "go	 and	 sit	 in	 the	 forest	 until	 I	 go	 into	 the	 king's
presence."
The	fox	set	off	and	arrived	at	King	Yellow	Hammer's	castle.	"Alas!	my	gracious
king,	my	life	and	my	death	are	in	your	hands.	I	started	with	Prince	Csihan	with
three	loaded	wagons	and	a	carriage	and	six	horses,	and	I've	just	managed	to	get
the	prince	naked	out	of	the	water."
The	king	raised	his	hands	in	despair,	exclaiming,	"Where	have	you	left	my	dear
son-in-law,	little	fox?"
"Most	gracious	king,	I	left	him	in	such-and-such	a	place	in	the	forest."	The	king
at	once	ordered	four	horses	to	be	put	to	a	carriage,	and	then	looked	up	the	robes
he	wore	in	his	younger	days	and	ordered	them	to	be	put	in	the	carriage,	with	the
coachman	and	footman	taking	their	places	and	the	fox	sitting	on	the	box.
When	they	arrived	at	the	forest	the	fox	got	down,	and	the	footman,	carrying	the
clothes	 upon	 his	 arm,	 took	 them	 to	 Prince	 Csihan.	 Then	 said	 the	 fox	 to	 the
servant,	"Don't	you	dress	the	prince,	he	will	do	it	more	becomingly	himself."
He	 then	made	Prince	Csihan	arise,	 and	 said,	 "Come	here,	Prince	Csihan,	don't
stare	at	yourself	 too	much	when	you	get	dressed	in	these	clothes,	else	the	king
might	think	you	were	not	used	to	such	robes."
Prince	Csihan	got	dressed,	and	drove	off	 to	 the	king.	When	they	arrived,	King
Yellow	Hammer	 took	his	son-in-law	 in	his	arms	and	said,	"Thanks	be	 to	God,
my	dear	future	son-in-law,	for	He	has	preserved	you	from	the	great	waters,	and
now	let	us	send	for	the	clergyman	and	let	the	marriage	take	place."



The	 grand	 ceremony	over,	 they	 remained	 at	 the	 court	 of	 the	 king.	One	 day,	 a
month	 or	 so	 after	 they	were	married,	 the	 princess	 said	 to	 Prince	Csihan,	 "My
dear	treasure,	don't	you	think	it	would	be	as	well	to	go	and	see	your	realm?"
Prince	 Csihan	 left	 the	 room	 in	 great	 sorrow,	 and	 went	 towards	 the	 stables	 in
great	trouble	to	get	ready	for	the	journey	he	could	no	longer	postpone.	Here	he
met	 the	 fox	 lolling	 about.	As	 the	 prince	 came	 his	 tears	 rolled	 down	 upon	 the
straw.
"Hello!	Prince	Csihan,	what's	the	matter?"	cried	the	fox.
"Quite	 enough,"	 was	 the	 reply,	 "my	 dear	 wife	 insists	 upon	 going	 to	 see	 my
home."
"All	right,"	said	the	fox,	"prepare	yourself,	Prince	Csihan,	and	we	will	go."
The	prince	went	off	to	his	castle	and	said,	"Dear	wife,	get	ready,	we	will	start	at
once."
The	king	ordered	out	a	carriage	and	six,	and	three	waggons	loaded	with	treasure
and	money,	 so	 that	 they	might	have	all	 they	needed.	So	 they	started	off.	Then
said	 the	 fox,	 "Now,	 Prince	 Csihan,	 wherever	 I	 go	 you	must	 follow."	 So	 they
went	over	seven	times	seven	countries.
As	 they	 travelled	 they	met	a	herd	of	oxen.	 "Now,	herdsmen,"	 said	 the	 fox,	 "if
you	won't	say	that	this	herd	belongs	to	the	Vasfogu	Bába,	but	to	Prince	Csihan,
you	shall	have	a	handsome	present."
With	this	the	fox	left	them,	and	ran	straight	to	the	Vasfogu	Bába.	"Good	day,	my
mother,"	said	he.
"Welcome,	my	son,"	 replied	she,	 "it's	a	good	 thing	 for	you	 that	you	called	me
your	mother,	else	I	would	have	crushed	your	bones	smaller	than	poppy-seed."
"Alas!	 My	 mother,"	 said	 the	 fox,	 "don't	 let	 us	 waste	 our	 time	 talking	 such
nonsense,	the	French	are	coming!"
"Oh!	my	dear	son,	hide	me	away	somewhere!"	cried	the	old	woman.
"I	know	of	a	bottomless	lake,"	thought	the	fox,	and	he	took	her	and	left	her	on
the	bank,	saying,	"Now,	my	dear	old	mother,	wash	your	feet	here	until	I	return."
The	fox	then	left	the	Vasfogu	Bába,	and	went	to	Prince	Csihan,	whom	he	found
standing	in	the	same	place	where	he	left	him.	He	began	to	swear	and	rave	at	him
fearfully.	"Why	didn't	you	drive	on	after	me?	Come	along	at	once."
They	 arrived	 at	 the	 Vasfogu's	 great	 castle,	 and	 took	 possession	 of	 a	 suite	 of
apartments.	Here	 they	 found	 everything	 the	 heart	 could	wish	 for,	 and	 at	 night
everyone	went	to	bed	in	peace.
Suddenly	the	fox	remembered	that	 the	Vasfogu	Bába	had	no	proper	abode	yet,
and	he	set	off	to	see	her.



"I	hear,	my	dear	son,"	said	she,	"that	the	horses	with	their	bells	have	arrived,	so
take	me	away	to	another	place."
The	 fox	crept	up	behind	her,	gave	her	a	push,	and	she	 fell	 into	 the	bottomless
lake,	and	was	drowned,	leaving	all	her	vast	property	to	Prince	Csihan.
"You	were	born	under	a	lucky	star,	my	prince,"	said	the	fox,	when	he	returned,
"for	see	I	have	placed	you	in	possession	of	all	this	great	wealth."
In	his	joy	the	prince	gave	a	great	feast	to	celebrate	his	coming	into	his	property,
so	that	the	people	from	Bánczida	to	Zsukhajna	were	feasted	royally,	but	he	gave
them	no	drink.
"Now,"	said	the	fox	to	himself,	"after	all	this	feasting	I	will	sham	illness,	and	see
what	treatment	I	shall	receive	at	his	hands	in	return	for	all	my	kindness	to	him."
So	Mr.	Fox	became	dreadfully	ill.	He	moaned	and	groaned	so	fearfully	that	the
neighbours	made	complaint	to	the	prince.
"Seize	him,"	said	the	prince,	"and	pitch	him	out	on	the	dunghill."
So	 the	 poor	 fox	was	 thrown	 out	 on	 the	 dunghill.	One	 day	 Prince	Csihan	was
passing	that	way.	"You	a	prince!"	muttered	the	fox,	"you	are	nothing	else	but	a
miller.	Would	you	like	to	be	a	house-holder	such	as	you	were	at	the	nettle-mill?"
The	 prince	 was	 terrified	 by	 this	 speech	 of	 the	 fox,	 so	 terrified	 that	 he	 nearly
fainted.	"Oh!	Dear	little	fox,	do	not	do	that,"	cried	the	prince,	"and	I	promise	you
on	my	royal	word	that	I	will	give	you	the	same	food	as	I	have,	and	that	so	long
as	I	live	you	shall	be	my	dearest	friend	and	you	shall	be	honoured	as	my	greatest
benefactor."
He	then	ordered	the	fox	to	be	taken	to	the	castle,	and	to	sit	at	the	royal	table,	nor
did	he	ever	forget	him	again.
So	they	lived	happily	ever	after,	and	do	yet,	 if	 they	are	not	dead.	May	they	be
your	guests	tomorrow!
	



SHEPHERD	PAUL

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	A	SHEPHERD	was	taking	his	flock	out	to	pasture,	when
he	found	a	little	baby	lying	in	a	meadow,	left	there	by	some	wicked	person,	who
thought	 it	 was	 too	 much	 trouble	 to	 look	 after	 it.	 The	 shepherd	 was	 fond	 of
children,	so	he	took	the	baby	home	with	him	and	gave	it	plenty	of	milk,	and	by
the	time	the	boy	was	fourteen	he	could	tear	up	oaks	as	if	they	were	weeds.	Then
Paul,	as	the	shepherd	had	called	him,	grew	tired	of	living	at	home,	and	went	out
into	the	world	to	try	his	luck.
He	walked	on	for	many	miles,	seeing	nothing	that	surprised	him,	but	in	an	open
space	of	the	wood	he	was	astonished	at	finding	a	man	combing	trees	as	another
man	would	comb	flax.
"Good	morning,	friend,"	said	Paul,	"upon	my	word,	you	must	be	a	strong	man!"
The	 man	 stopped	 his	 work	 and	 laughed.	 "I	 am	 Tree	 Comber,"	 he	 answered
proudly,	"and	the	greatest	wish	of	my	life	is	to	wrestle	with	Shepherd	Paul."
"May	 all	 your	 wishes	 be	 fulfilled	 as	 easily,	 for	 I	 am	 Shepherd	 Paul,	 and	 can
wrestle	with	you	at	once,"	replied	the	lad,	and	he	seized	Tree	Comber	and	flung
him	with	 such	 force	 to	 the	 ground	 that	 he	 sank	 up	 to	 his	 knees	 in	 the	 earth.
However,	in	a	moment	he	was	up	again,	and	catching	hold	of	Paul,	threw	him	so
that	he	sank	up	to	his	waist,	but	then	it	was	Paul's	turn	again,	and	this	time	the
man	was	buried	up	to	his	neck.
"That	is	enough,"	cried	he,	"I	see	you	are	a	smart	fellow,	let	us	become	friends."
"Very	good,"	answered	Paul,	and	they	continued	their	journey	together.
By-and-by	they	reached	a	man	who	was	grinding	stones	to	powder	in	his	hands,
as	if	they	had	been	nuts.
"Good	 morning,"	 said	 Paul	 politely,	 "upon	 my	 word,	 you	 must	 be	 a	 strong
fellow!"
"I	am	Stone	Crusher,"	answered	the	man,	and	the	greatest	wish	of	my	life	is	to
wrestle	with	Shepherd	Paul."



"May	 all	 your	wishes	 be	 as	 easily	 fulfilled,	 for	 I	 am	 Shepherd	 Paul,	 and	will
wrestle	 with	 you	 at	 once,"	 and	 the	 sport	 began.	 After	 a	 short	 time	 the	 man
declared	 himself	 beaten,	 and	 begged	 leave	 to	 go	 with	 them,	 so	 they	 all	 three
travelled	together.
A	little	further	on	they	came	upon	a	man	who	was	kneading	iron	as	if	it	had	been
dough.	"Good	morning,"	said	Paul,	"you	must	be	a	strong	fellow."
"I	am	Iron	Kneader,	and	should	like	to	fight	Shepherd	Paul,"	answered	he.
"Let	us	begin	at	once	then,"	replied	Paul,	and	on	this	occasion	also,	Paul	got	the
better	of	his	foe,	and	they	all	four	continued	their	journey.
At	midday	they	entered	a	forest,	and	Paul	stopped	suddenly.	"We	three	will	go
and	 look	 for	 game,"	 he	 said,	 "and	 you,	 Tree	 Comber,	 will	 stay	 behind	 and
prepare	a	good	supper	for	us."
So	Tree	Comber	set	to	work	to	boil	and	roast,	and	when	dinner	was	nearly	ready,
a	little	dwarf	with	a	pointed	beard	strolled	up	to	the	place.
"What	are	you	cooking?"	asked	he,	"give	me	some	of	it."
"I’ll	give	you	some	on	your	back,	if	you	like,"	answered	Tree	Comber	rudely.
The	dwarf	took	no	notice,	but	waited	patiently	till	 the	dinner	was	cooked,	 then
suddenly	 throwing	 Tree	Comber	 on	 the	 ground,	 he	 ate	 up	 the	 contents	 of	 the
saucepan	 and	 vanished.	 Tree	 Comber	 felt	 rather	 ashamed	 of	 himself,	 and	 set
about	 boiling	 some	 more	 vegetables,	 but	 they	 were	 still	 very	 hard	 when	 the
hunters	returned,	and	though	they	complained	of	his	bad	cooking,	he	did	not	tell
them	about	the	dwarf.
Next	day	Stone	Crusher	was	left	behind,	and	after	him	Iron	Kneader,	and	each
time	the	dwarf	appeared,	and	they	fared	no	better	 than	Tree	Comber	had	done.
The	fourth	day	Paul	said	to	them.	"My	friends,	there	must	be	some	reason	why
your	cooking	has	always	been	so	bad,	now	you	shall	go	and	hunt	and	I	will	stay
behind."	So	they	went	off,	amusing	themselves	by	thinking	what	was	in	store	for
Paul.
He	set	to	work	at	once,	and	had	just	got	all	his	vegetables	simmering	in	the	pot
when	the	dwarf	appeared	as	before,	and	asked	to	have	some	of	the	stew.
"Be	off,"	cried	Paul,	snatching	up	the	saucepan	as	he	spoke.
The	dwarf	tried	to	get	hold	of	his	collar,	but	Paul	seized	him	by	the	beard,	and
tied	 him	 to	 a	 big	 tree	 so	 that	 he	 could	 not	 stir,	 and	went	 on	 quietly	 with	 his
cooking.	The	hunters	came	back	early,	longing	to	see	how	Paul	had	got	on,	and,
to	their	surprise,	dinner	was	quite	ready	for	them.
"You	are	great	useless	creatures,"	said	he,	"who	couldn't	even	outwit	 that	 little
dwarf.	When	we	have	 finished	 supper	 I	will	 show	you	what	 I	 have	done	with



him!"
But	when	they	reached	the	place	where	Paul	had	 left	 the	dwarf,	neither	he	nor
the	tree	was	to	be	seen,	for	the	little	fellow	had	pulled	it	up	by	the	roots	and	run
away,	dragging	it	after	him.	The	four	friends	followed	the	track	of	the	tree	and
found	that	it	ended	in	a	deep	hole.
"He	must	have	gone	down	here,"	said	Paul,	"and	I	will	go	after	him.	See!	There
is	a	basket	that	will	do	for	me	to	sit	in,	and	a	cord	to	lower	me	with.	But	when	I
pull	the	cord	again,	lose	no	time	in	drawing	the	basket	up."	And	he	stepped	into
the	basket,	which	was	lowered	by	his	friends.
At	last	it	touched	the	ground	and	he	jumped	out	and	looked	about	him.	He	was
in	 a	 beautiful	 valley,	 full	 of	 meadows	 and	 streams,	 with	 a	 splendid	 castle
standing	by.	As	the	door	was	open	he	walked	in,	but	a	 lovely	maiden	met	him
and	implored	him	to	go	back,	for	the	owner	of	the	castle	was	a	dragon	with	six
heads,	 who	 had	 stolen	 her	 from	 her	 home	 and	 brought	 her	 down	 to	 this
underground	 spot.	But	Paul	 refused	 to	 listen	 to	 all	 her	 entreaties,	 and	declared
that	he	was	not	afraid	of	the	dragon,	and	did	not	care	how	many	heads	he	had,
and	he	sat	down	calmly	to	wait	for	him.
In	 a	 little	 while	 the	 dragon	 came	 in,	 and	 all	 the	 long	 teeth	 in	 his	 six	 heads
chattered	with	anger	at	the	sight	of	the	stranger.
"I	am	Shepherd	Paul,"	said	the	young	man,	"and	I	have	come	to	fight	you,	and	as
I	am	in	a	hurry	we	had	better	begin	at	once."
"Very	good,"	answered	 the	dragon.	"I	am	sure	of	my	supper,	but	 let	us	have	a
mouthful	of	something	first,	just	to	give	us	an	appetite."
Whereupon	he	began	to	eat	some	huge	boulders	as	if	they	had	been	cakes,	and
when	he	had	quite	finished,	he	offered	Paul	one.	Paul	was	not	fond	of	boulders,
but	he	took	a	wooden	knife	and	cut	one	in	two,	then	he	snatched	up	both	halves
in	his	hands	and	threw	them	with	all	his	strength	at	the	dragon,	so	that	two	out	of
the	 six	heads	were	 smashed	 in.	At	 this	 the	dragon,	with	 a	mighty	 roar,	 rushed
upon	Paul,	but	he	sprang	to	one	side,	and	with	a	swinging	blow	cut	off	 two	of
the	other	heads.	Then,	seizing	the	monster	by	the	neck,	he	dashed	the	remaining
heads	against	the	rock.
When	the	maiden	heard	that	the	dragon	was	dead,	she	thanked	her	deliverer	with
tears	in	her	eyes,	but	told	him	that	her	two	younger	sisters	were	in	the	power	of
dragons	 still	 fiercer	 and	more	horrible	 than	 this	one.	He	vowed	 that	his	 sword
should	never	rest	in	its	sheath	till	they	were	set	free,	and	bade	the	girl	come	with
him,	and	show	him	the	way.
The	maiden	gladly	 consented	 to	 go	with	 him,	 but	 first	 she	 gave	 him	 a	 golden
rod,	and	bade	him	strike	 the	castle	with	 it.	He	did	so,	and	 it	 instantly	changed
into	a	golden	apple,	which	he	put	in	his	pocket.	After	that,	they	started	on	their



search.
They	had	not	gone	far	before	they	reached	the	castle	where	the	second	girl	was
confined	by	the	power	of	the	dragon	with	twelve	heads,	who	had	stolen	her	from
her	home.	She	was	overjoyed	at	the	sight	of	her	sister	and	of	Paul,	and	brought
him	a	shirt	belonging	to	the	dragon,	which	made	everyone	who	wore	it	twice	as
strong	 as	 they	were	 before.	 Scarcely	 had	 he	 put	 it	 on	when	 the	 dragon	 came
back,	and	the	fight	began.	Long	and	hard	was	the	struggle,	but	Paul's	sword	and
his	shirt	helped	him,	and	the	twelve	heads	lay	dead	upon	the	ground.
Then	Paul	changed	the	castle	into	an	apple,	which	he	put	into	his	pocket,	and	set
out	with	the	two	girls	in	search	of	the	third	castle.
It	was	not	 long	before	 they	 found	 it,	 and	within	 the	walls	was	 the	 third	 sister,
who	 was	 younger	 and	 prettier	 than	 either	 of	 the	 other	 two.	 Her	 husband	 had
eighteen	 heads,	 but	 when	 he	 quitted	 the	 lower	 regions	 for	 the	 surface	 of	 the
earth,	he	left	 them	all	at	home	except	one,	which	he	changed	for	 the	head	of	a
little	dwarf,	with	a	pointed	beard.
The	moment	that	Paul	knew	that	this	terrible	dragon	was	no	other	than	the	dwarf
whom	he	had	tied	to	the	tree,	he	longed	more	than	ever	to	fly	at	his	throat.	But
the	thought	of	the	eighteen	heads	warned	him	to	be	careful,	and	the	third	sister
brought	him	a	silk	shirt	which	would	make	him	ten	times	stronger	than	he	was
before.
He	had	scarcely	put	it	on,	when	the	whole	castle	began	to	shake	violently,	and
the	dragon	flew	up	the	steps	into	the	hall.
"Well,	 my	 friend,	 so	 we	 meet	 once	 more!	 Have	 you	 forgotten	 me?	 I	 am
Shepherd	Paul,	and	I	have	come	to	wrestle	with	you,	and	to	free	your	wife	from
your	clutches."
"Ah,	I	am	glad	to	see	you	again,"	said	the	dragon.	"Those	were	my	two	brothers
whom	you	killed,	and	now	your	blood	shall	pay	for	them."	And	he	went	into	his
room	 to	 look	 for	his	 shirt	 and	 to	drink	 some	magic	wine,	but	 the	 shirt	was	on
Paul's	back,	and	as	for	the	wine,	the	girl	had	given	a	cupful	to	Paul	and	then	had
allowed	the	rest	to	run	out	of	the	cask.
At	 this	 the	dragon	grew	rather	 frightened,	but	 in	a	moment	had	 recollected	his
eighteen	heads,	and	was	bold	again.
"Come	on,"	 he	 cried,	 rearing	himself	 up	 and	preparing	 to	 dart	 all	 his	 heads	 at
once	at	Paul.	But	Paul	jumped	underneath,	and	gave	an	upward	cut	so	that	six	of
the	heads	went	 rolling	down.	They	were	 the	best	heads	 too,	and	very	soon	 the
other	 twelve	 lay	beside	 them.	Then	Paul	changed	 the	castle	 into	an	apple,	 and
put	 it	 in	 his	 pocket.	Afterwards	 he	 and	 the	 three	 girls	 set	 off	 for	 the	 opening
which	led	upwards	to	the	earth.
The	basket	was	still	there,	dangling	from	the	rope,	but	it	was	only	big	enough	to



hold	the	three	girls,	so	Paul	sent	them	up,	and	told	them	to	be	sure	and	let	down
the	basket	for	him.	Unluckily,	at	the	sight	of	the	maidens’	beauty,	so	far	beyond
anything	 they	 had	 ever	 seen,	 the	 friends	 forgot	 all	 about	Paul,	 and	 carried	 the
girls	straight	away	into	a	far	country,	so	that	they	were	not	much	better	off	than
before.	Meanwhile	 Paul,	mad	with	 rage	 at	 the	 ingratitude	 of	 the	 three	 sisters,
vowed	 he	would	 be	 revenged	 upon	 them,	 and	 set	 about	 finding	 some	way	 of
getting	back	to	earth.	But	it	was	not	very	easy,	and	for	months,	and	months,	and
months,	he	wandered	about	underground,	and,	at	 the	end,	 seemed	no	nearer	 to
fulfilling	his	purpose	than	he	was	at	the	beginning.
At	length,	one	day,	he	happened	to	pass	the	nest	of	a	huge	griffin,	who	had	left
her	young	ones	all	alone.	Just	as	Paul	came	along	a	cloud	containing	fire	instead
of	rain	burst	overhead,	and	all	the	little	griffins	would	certainly	have	been	killed
had	not	Paul	spread	his	cloak	over	 the	nest	and	saved	 them.	When	 their	 father
returned	 the	 young	 ones	 told	 him	what	 Paul	 had	 done,	 and	 he	 lost	 no	 time	 in
flying	after	Paul,	and	asking	how	he	could	reward	him	for	his	goodness.
"By	carrying	me	up	to	the	earth,"	answered	Paul,	and	the	griffin	agreed,	but	first
went	to	get	some	food	to	eat	on	the	way,	as	it	was	a	long	journey.
"Now	get	on	my	back,"	he	said	to	Paul,	"and	when	I	turn	my	head	to	the	right,
cut	a	slice	off	 the	bullock	that	hangs	on	that	side,	and	put	 it	 in	my	mouth,	and
when	I	turn	my	head	to	the	left,	draw	a	cupful	of	wine	from	the	cask	that	hangs
on	that	side,	and	pour	it	down	my	throat."
For	 three	 days	 and	 three	 nights	Paul	 and	 the	 griffin	 flew	upwards,	 and	 on	 the
fourth	morning	 it	 touched	 the	ground	 just	outside	 the	city	where	Paul's	 friends
had	gone	to	live.	Then	Paul	thanked	him	and	bade	him	farewell,	and	he	returned
home	again.
At	first	Paul	was	too	tired	to	do	anything	but	sleep,	but	as	soon	as	he	was	rested
he	started	off	in	search	of	the	three	faithless	ones,	who	almost	died	from	fright	at
the	 sight	 of	 him,	 for	 they	 had	 thought	 he	would	 never	 come	back	 to	 reproach
them	for	their	wickedness.
"You	know	what	to	expect,"	Paul	said	to	them	quietly.	"You	shall	never	see	me
again.	Off	with	you!"	He	next	took	the	three	apples	out	of	his	pocket	and	placed
them	all	in	the	prettiest	places	he	could	find,	after	which	he	tapped	them	with	his
golden	 rod,	 and	 they	 became	 castles	 again.	He	 gave	 two	 of	 the	 castles	 to	 the
eldest	sisters,	and	kept	the	other	for	himself	and	the	youngest,	whom	he	married,
and	there	they	are	living	still.
	



THE	HEDGEHOG,	THE	MERCHANT,	THE	KING,	AND
THE	POOR	MAN

Adapted	from	a	story	told	by	Jeremiah	Curtin	in							Myths	and	Folk-tales	of	the
Russians,	Western	Slavs,	and	Magyars,	published	in	1890	by	Little	Brown	&	Co.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	MERCHANT,	 THERE	were	 also	 a	 king,	 and	 a	 poor
man.	One	day	the	merchant	went	out	to	hunt,	and	he	travelled	and	journeyed	till
he	found	himself	in	such	a	thick	forest	that	he	saw	neither	the	sky	nor	the	earth,
and	he	 just	groped	around	 like	a	blindman.	Whether	 the	merchant	 tried	 to	 free
himself	 by	 turning	 to	 the	 left	 or	 the	 right,	 he	 only	 went	 into	 a	 thicker	 place.
When	he	was	there	five	days,	in	hunger	and	thirst,	stumbling	about	in	the	great
wild	wood	without	liberation,	the	merchant	called	out,	“Oh,	my	God,	if	any	one
would	take	me	out	of	this	great	wild	thicket	to	the	right	road,	I	would	give	him
the	best	of	my	three	daughters,	and	as	a	wedding	gift	three	sacks	of	coin.”
“I’ll	lead	you	out	right	away,”	said	someone	before	him.
The	merchant	looked	to	the	right,	to	the	left,	but	not	a	soul	did	he	see.
“Don’t	look	around,”	said	the	certain	one	again,	“look	under	your	feet.”
The	 merchant	 then	 looked	 in	 front	 and	 saw	 that	 near	 his	 feet	 was	 a	 little
hedgehog,	and	to	him	he	directed	then	his	word	and	speech.	“Well,	 if	you	will
lead	me	out,	I	will	give	you	my	best	daughter	and	three	sacks	of	coin.	The	first
will	be	gold,	the	second	silver,	and	the	third	copper.”
The	hedgehog	went	on	ahead,	and	 the	merchant	walked	after.	Soon	 they	came
out	 of	 the	 great	 wild	wood.	 Then	 the	 hedgehog	went	 back,	 and	 the	merchant
turned	his	wagon-tongue	homeward.
Now	the	king	went	to	hunt,	going	in	the	same	way	as	the	merchant,	and	he	too
was	lost	in	the	great	wild	wood.	The	king	went	to	the	right	and	the	left,	and	tried
in	every	way	to	free	himself,	but	all	he	gained	was	that	he	came	to	a	thicker	and
a	darker	place.	He	too	stumbled	around	five	days	in	the	thick	wood,	without	food
or	 drink.	 On	 the	 sixth	 morning	 the	 king	 cried	 out.	 “Oh,	 my	 God!	 If	 anyone
would	free	me	from	this	dense	wood,	even	if	a	worm,	I	would	give	him	the	most
beautiful	of	my	daughters,	and	as	a	wedding	gift	three	coaches	full	of	coin.”



“I’ll	lead	you	out	right	away,”	said	someone	near	him.
The	king	looked	to	the	right,	to	the	left,	but	saw	not	a	soul.
“Why	stare	around?	Look	at	your	feet,	here	I	am.”
The	king	then	looked	at	his	feet	and	saw	a	little	hedgehog	stretched	out,	and	said
to	him.	“Well,	hedgehog,	if	you	will	lead	me	forth,	I’ll	give	you	the	fairest	of	my
daughters	 and	 three	 coaches	 full	 of	 coin,	 the	 first	 gold,	 the	 second	 silver,	 the
third	copper.”
The	 hedgehog	went	 ahead,	 and	 the	 king	 followed,	 and	 in	 this	 way	 they	 soon
came	 out	 of	 the	 great	wild	wood.	 The	 hedgehog	went	 back	 to	 his	 own	 place,
while	the	king	reached	home	in	safety.
Finally,	 a	 poor	man	went	 out	 for	 dry	 branches.	He	went	 the	 same	way	 as	 the
merchant	and	the	king,	and	he	got	astray,	so	that	he	wandered	dry	and	hungry	for
five	days	in	the	great	wild	wood,	and	whether	he	turned	to	the	right	or	the	left	he
gained	only	this,	that	he	went	deeper	into	the	denseness.
“My	God,”	cried	the	poor	man	at	last,	“send	me	a	liberator!	If	he	would	lead	me
out	of	this	place,	as	I	have	neither	gold	nor	silver,	I	would	take	him	as	a	son,	and
care	for	him	as	my	own	child.”
“Well,	my	lord	father,	I’ll	lead	you	out,	only	follow.”
“Where	are	you,	dear	son?”
“Here,	under	your	feet,	only	look	this	way,	my	lord	father.”
The	poor	man	looked	near	his	feet,	and	saw	a	little	hedgehog	stretched	out.
“Well,	my	dear	son,	lead	me	out	and	I’ll	keep	my	promise.”
The	hedgehog	went	ahead,	 the	poor	man	 followed,	and	soon	 they	came	out	of
the	 great	wild	wood.	The	 hedgehog	 then	went	 back	 to	 his	 own	place,	 and	 the
poor	man	strolled	home.
Things	 remained	 thus	 till	once	after	bedtime	 there	was	a	knocking	at	 the	poor
man’s	door.
“My	lord	father,	rise	up,	and	open	the	door.”	The	poor	man,	who	was	lying	on
the	stove,	heard	only	that	someone	was	knocking	at	the	door.
“My	lord	father,	rise	up,	open	the	door.”
The	poor	man	heard,	and	heard	 that	 someone	was	knocking	and	as	he	 thought
calling	out,	“My	lord	father,	rise	up,	open	the	door”,	but	in	his	world	life	he	had
never	had	a	son.	The	third	time	he	heard	clearly,	“My	lord	father,	rise	up,	open
the	door.”
The	poor	man	did	not	take	this	as	a	joke.	He	rose	up	and	opened	the	door.	Who
came	in	to	him?	No	one	else	than	the	little	hedgehog.



“God	give	a	good	evening	to	my	lord	father	and	to	my	mother	as	well,”	said	the
hedgehog.
“God	receive	you,	my	dear	son.	Have	you	come	then?”
“I	have	 indeed,	 as	you	can	 see,	my	 lord	 father,	 but	 I	 am	very	 tired.	Therefore
wake	up	my	mother	and	let	her	make	a	bed	for	me	in	my	chamber.”
What	was	the	poor	man	to	do?	He	woke	up	his	wife,	and	she	made	a	towering
bed,	and	 the	hedgehog	 lay	 in	 it.	 In	 the	morning	 the	poor	man	and	his	wife	sat
down	to	breakfast.	They	did	not	wish	to	forget	their	adopted	son,	but	gave	him
food	on	a	wooden	plate	under	a	bench	by	the	fire.	The	hedgehog	did	not	touch	it.
“Well,	my	son,”	asked	the	poor	man,	“why	not	eat?”
“I	do	not	eat,	my	lord	father,	because	it	is	not	proper	to	treat	an	adopted	son	like
some	 orphan	 or	 another.	 Therefore	 it	 beseems	me	 not	 to	 eat	 all	 alone	 from	 a
wooden	plate	under	a	bench	at	the	fire.	Seat	me	nicely	at	the	table	by	your	side,
put	a	tin	plate	before	me,	and	place	my	food	on	it.”
What	was	the	poor	man	to	do?	He	seated	the	Hedgehog	at	his	side,	put	a	tin	plate
before	him,	and	measured	out	food	on	it.	Then	the	Hedgehog	ate	with	his	father
and	mother.	When	 they	 had	 finished	 breakfast	 the	 Hedgehog	 spoke	 thuswise.
“Well,	my	lord	father,	have	you	a	couple	of	coins?”
“I	have.”
“I	suppose	you	are	keeping	them	to	buy	salt	and	wood	with?”
“Yes,	my	son.”
“I	speak	not	of	 that,	 for	 I	am	speaking	of	 this.	Lend	me	 the	money,	and	I	will
return	it	a	thousand-fold.	Set	not	your	mind	much	on	salt	and	wood	now,	but	go,
my	lord	father,	to	the	market.	In	such	and	such	a	place	an	old	woman	has	a	black
cock	for	sale,	Buy	him	from	her.	If	she	asks	a	small	price,	give	her	double,	for
that	will	be	my	steed.	When	you	have	bought	 the	cock	 for	 two	prices,	 in	 such
and	such	a	place	is	a	saddler,	go	to	him.	In	a	corner	of	his	shop	is	a	cast-away,
thrown-away,	ragged,	torn	saddle,	buy	that	for	me,	but	give	him	two	prices	also.
If	he	asks	little,	give	him	double.”
The	 poor	 man	 put	 on	 his	 coat,	 put	 the	 two	 coins	 in	 his	 pocket,	 went	 to	 the
market,	bought	 the	black	cock	and	 the	cast-away,	 thrown-away	saddle	 for	 two
small	bits	of	money.
The	 Hedgehog	 then	 saddled	 the	 black	 cock	 with	 the	 cast-away,	 thrown-away
saddle,	sat	upon	him,	and	went	 to	the	court	of	 the	rich	merchant	whom	he	had
led	out	of	the	great	wild	wood,	he	knocked	at	the	door	and	called.	“Hey,	father-
in-law,	open	the	gate,	let	me	in!”
The	rich	merchant	opened	the	gate	in	great	wonder.	Who	was	coming?	No	one
other	than	our	Hedgehog,	riding	on	a	black	cock.



“Hear	 me,	 rich	 merchant,”	 began	 the	 Hedgehog,	 “Do	 you	 remember	 your
promise?	When	 I	 led	 you	 out	 of	 the	 great	wild	wood,	 do	 you	 remember	 your
promise	 to	 give	me	 the	 best	 of	 your	 three	 daughters	 and	 three	 sacks	 of	 coin?
Now	I	have	come	for	the	maid	and	the	money.”
What	could	 the	rich	merchant	do?	He	called	his	 three	daughters	 into	 the	white
chamber,	and	turned	to	the	Hedgehog,	saying.	“Well,	choose	among	the	three	the
one	who	pleases	your	eye,	your	mouth,	and	your	heart.”
The	Hedgehog	chose	the	second	daughter,	for	she	was	the	most	beautiful	of	the
three.	The	merchant	then	measured	out	three	sacks	of	coin.	In	the	first,	as	he	had
said,	there	was	gold,	in	the	second	silver,	and	in	the	third	copper.	Then	he	put	his
daughter	 and	 the	 three	 sacks	 of	 coin	 in	 a	 coach,	 to	 which	 four	 horses	 were
attached,	 and	 he	 sent	 on	 her	 way	 his	 most	 beautiful	 daughter,	 with	 the
Hedgehog.	They	 travelled	and	 journeyed	 till	 the	Hedgehog,	who	was	 riding	at
the	side	of	the	coach	on	his	black	cock,	came	up,	looked	in	through	the	window,
and	saw	that	the	bride	was	in	tears.
“Why	 do	 you	 cry,	 why	 do	 you	 weep,	 my	 heart’s	 beautiful	 love?”	 asked	 the
Hedgehog	of	the	maiden.
“Why	should	I	not	cry,	why	should	I	not	weep,	when	God	has	punished	me	with
such	a	nasty	thing	as	you?	I	know	not	whether	you	are	a	man	or	a	beast.”
“If	this	is	your	only	trouble,	my	heart’s	beautiful	love,	we	can	easily	cure	it,	I’ll
keep	the	three	sacks	of	coin	for	myself,	and	you	I’ll	send	back	to	your	father,	for
I	see	that	of	me	you	are	not	worthy.”
Thus	 was	 it	 settled.	 The	 Hedgehog	 kept	 the	 three	 sacks	 of	 coin,	 but	 the
merchant’s	daughter	he	sent	back	to	her	father.	The	Hedgehog	then	took	the	coin
to	the	poor	man,	who	became	so	rich	that	I	think	another	could	not	be	found	like
him	in	seven	villages.
Now	the	Hedgehog	plucked	up	courage,	saddled	his	black	cock,	sat	on	him,	and
rode	away	to	the	king.	He	stood	before	him,	and	spoke	in	this	fashion.	“Do	you
remember,	 king,	 that	when	 I	 brought	you	out	of	 the	great	wild	wood,	you	did
promise	 that	 if	 I	 would	 show	 the	 right	 road	 you	 would	 give	 me	 the	 most
beautiful	 of	 your	 three	 daughters	 and	 fill	 for	me	 three	 coaches,	 the	 first	 with
gold,	 the	second	with	silver,	and	 the	 third	with	copper	coin?	 I	am	here	so	 that
you	may	keep	your	word.”
The	 king	 called	 his	 three	 daughters	 to	 the	white	 chamber	 and	 said.	 “I	made	 a
promise,	 and	 this	 is	 it.	 to	give	one	of	my	 three	daughters	 to	 this	Hedgehog	as
wife,	 I	 promised	 because	 the	 Hedgehog	 led	 me	 out	 of	 a	 great	 wild	 wood,	 in
which	 I	wandered	 for	 five	 days	without	 food	 or	 drink,	 and	 he	 saved	me	 from
certain	 death.	 Therefore	 say,	 my	 dear	 daughters,	 which	 of	 you	 will	 agree	 to
marry	the	Hedgehog.”



The	eldest	daughter	turned	away,	the	second	turned	away	also,	but	the	youngest
and	fairest	spoke	thus.	“If	you,	my	father	the	king,	have	made	such	a	promise,	I
will	marry	him.	Let	the	will	of	God	be	done	if	he	has	appointed	such	a	husband
for	me.”
“You	are	my	dearest	and	best	daughter,”	said	the	king,	and	he	kissed	her	again
and	again.	Then	the	king	measured	out	three	coaches	of	coin,	seated	the	princess
in	a	 chariot	of	gold	and	glass	 and	 started	her	on	her	 journey,	 amid	bitter	 tear-
shedding,	with	 the	Hedgehog,	who	 rode	at	 the	 side	of	 the	chariot	on	his	black
cock.	 They	 travelled	 and	 journeyed	 across	 forty-nine	 kingdoms	 till	 the
Hedgehog	rode	up	to	the	chariot,	opened	the	window,	looked	in,	and	saw	that	the
princess	was	not	weeping,	but	was	in	the	best	cheerful	humour.
“Oh,	my	heart’s	beautiful	 love,”	said	 the	princess,	“why	are	you	riding	on	that
black	cock?	Better	come	here	and	sit	at	my	side	on	the	velvet	cushion.”
“You	are	not	afraid	of	me?”
“I	am	not	afraid.”
“You	are	not	disgusted	with	me?”
“No,	if	God	has	given	you	to	me,	then	you	should	be	mine.”
“You	are	my	only	and	most	beloved	wife!”	said	the	Hedgehog,	and	with	that	he
shook	 himself,	 and	 straightway	 turned	 into	 such	 a	 pearl-given,	 charming,
twenty-four-years-old	 king’s	 son	 that	 tongue	 could	 not	 tell,	 golden-haired,
golden-mouthed,	golden-toothed.	And	the	black	cock	shook	himself	three	times,
and	became	such	a	golden-haired	magic	 steed	 that	his	equal	would	have	 to	be
sought	for.	The	cast-away,	thrown-away	saddle	became	golden,	and	everything
on	it	was	gold	to	the	last	buckle.
The	 king’s	 son	 then	 picked	 out	 the	 most	 beautiful	 place	 in	 the	 kingdom.
Standing	 in	 the	middle	of	 this	he	 thought	once,	and	suddenly	 that	 instant	 there
stood	before	him	a	copper-roofed	marble	palace,	turning	on	a	cock’s	foot,	and	in
it	every	kind	of	 the	most	varied	and	beautiful	golden	furniture.	Everything	and
everything	was	 of	 gold,	 beginning	with	 the	mirror-frame	 and	 ending	with	 the
cooking-spoon.	 The	 king’s	 son	 conducted	 the	 beautiful	 golden	 bird,	 the	 fair
princess,	 into	 the	 pearl-given	 palace,	where,	 like	 birds	 in	 a	 nest,	 they	 lived	 in
quiet	harmony.
When	the	merchant’s	three	daughters	and	the	two	elder	princesses	heard	of	the
happiness	 of	 the	 youngest	 princess,	 and	 of	 ow	well	 she	 had	married,	 in	 their
sorrow	 one	 of	 them	 jumped	 into	 a	 well,	 another	 drowned	 herself	 in	 a	 hemp-
pond,	and	a	third	was	drawn	dead	out	of	the	river	Tisza.	In	this	way	four	of	the
maidens	came	to	an	evil	end,	but	the	second	daughter	of	the	merchant	gritted	her
teeth	venomously	at	the	princess,	and	made	a	firm	and	merciless	resolve	that	she
would	imbitter	her	life’s	happiness.



She	 went	 therefore	 to	 the	 palace,	 and	 found	 service	 in	 the	 guise	 of	 an	 old
woman.	She,	 the	 devil-given,	 came	 at	 a	 critical	 time,	 for	 the	Burkus	 king	 had
declared	war	against	the	king’s	son,	and	the	princess,	while	her	husband	was	in
the	 field,	was	 left	 to	 the	 care	 of	 the	merchant’s	 daughter,	 disguised	 as	 an	 old
woman.	Milk	might	as	well	be	confided	to	a	cat	as	the	princess	to	that	cockroach
of	the	underground	kingdom.	While	the	king’s	son	was	gone,	the	Lord	gave	the
princess	two	beautiful	children.	The	old	woman	packed	them	into	a	basket,	put
them	under	a	tree	in	the	woods,	 then	ran	back	to	the	princess,	who,	recovering
from	 a	 faint	 into	 which	 she	 had	 fallen,	 asked	 the	 old	 woman	 to	 give	 her	 the
children	so	that	she	might	embrace	and	kiss	them.
“High	 queen,”	 answered	 the	 old	woman,	 “what	 is	 the	 use	 in	 delay	 or	 denial?
They	were	two	untimely,	hairy	monsters,	and	to	save	you	from	terror	at	sight	of
them,	I	threw	both	into	the	river.”
The	 two	children	 slept	 quietly	under	 the	 tree	 till	 a	white	deer	burst	with	great
noise	through	the	thicket,	went	straight	as	if	sent,	and	taking	the	basket	hung	it
on	his	antlers.	Then	the	white	deer	disappeared	in	the	forest	and	went	on	till	he
came	 to	 the	bank	of	a	stream,	where	he	called	 three	 times.	The	Forest	Maiden
appeared	as	if	by	magic,	took	the	basket	with	great	delight,	and	ran	panting	into
her	own	palace.
The	two	children	were	seven	years	with	the	Forest	Maiden,	who	reared	them	as
carefully	as	if	they	had	been	her	own.
The	 Forest	 Maiden	 once	 sent	 the	 little	 girl	 with	 a	 green	 jug	 for	 water,	 and
enjoined	on	her	rigorously	to	be	careful	not	to	break	the	jug.
The	little	girl	did	not	 let	 this	be	said	twice,	for	she	was	obedient	and	attentive.
She	took	the	jug,	and	was	at	the	well	in	a	moment.	When	she	came,	she	saw	a
little	golden	bird	flying	around	the	well.	Being	a	child,	she	wanted	to	catch	the
golden	bird,	therefore	ran	around	with	the	jug	in	her	hand	till	at	last	she	saw	that
only	the	handle	was	left.	The	little	girl,	terrified,	burst	into	tears,	sat	at	the	edge
of	the	well,	and	cried	there.
The	Forest	Maiden	waited	and	waited,	but	she	could	not	wait	 longer,	 therefore
she	sent	the	little	brother	with	a	second	jug,	and	told	him	sternly	to	be	careful	not
to	 break	 the	 jug.	 The	 little	 brother	 went	 in	 the	 same	 way,	 for	 he	 also,	 like
children	of	that	age,	barely	saw	the	golden	bird	when	he	wanted	to	strike	it	with
the	jug,	which	he	whirled	around	till	only	the	handle	remained	in	his	hand,	then
he	burst	into	tears,	sat	by	his	sister,	and	there	the	two	were	crying	at	the	edge	of
the	well.
The	golden	bird	pitied	the	children,	and	asked.	“Why	do	you	cry?	Why	do	you
weep,	pretty	children?”
“Oh,	pretty	bird,”	answered	the	boy,	who	had	more	sense	than	his	sister,	“why



should	we	not	cry?	Why	should	we	not	weep?	We	shall	be	flogged	for	breaking
the	green	jugs,	our	dear	mother	will	whip	us.”
“Oh,	my	children,	she	is	not	your	own	mother!	She	is	only	your	foster-mother.
Your	father	and	mother	live	far	from	here,	beyond	those	green	mountains,	so	if
you	will	follow,	I’ll	lead	you	home.”
The	two	children	wanted	nothing	else.	They	went	back	no	more	to	their	foster-
mother,	 for	 they	 would	 be	 flogged,	 but	 they	 followed	 the	 golden	 bird,	 which
went	always	before	them.	And	they	travelled	and	journeyed	till	once	in	a	forest
they	came	upon	a	great	heap	of	gold,	and	near	the	gold	was	a	number	of	dice,	as
if	someone	had	been	playing	there.	The	little	boy	and	girl	each	took	a	handful	of
gold,	 and	went	 farther.	They	 travelled	 and	 journeyed	 till	 they	 came	 to	 an	 inn.
Since	they	were	wearied,	and	it	was	evening,	they	went	in	to	ask	lodging.	In	the
inn	three	lords	were	playing	dice.	The	two	children	at	first	merely	noticed	that
they	were	playing.
At	 last	 the	boy	 took	from	his	pocket	 the	handful	of	gold,	and	began	 to	play	 in
such	fashion	that	he	won	all	the	money	of	the	three	lords,	and	then	one	of	them
spoke	thuswise,	“Well,	my	dear	son,	I	see	that	you	have	good	luck.	I	have	in	a
certain	 place	 a	 charming	 flower-garden,	 and	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 garden	 is	 a
marble	palace,	and	the	palace	has	this	peculiarity.	If	it	is	struck	on	the	side	three
times	with	 this	 golden	 rod,	 it	 will	 turn	 into	 a	 golden	 apple,	 and	 you	may	 put
down	 the	marble	palace	and	 the	 flower-garden	 in	any	part	of	 the	world	 if	you
will	strike	the	golden	apple	with	the	small	end	of	the	golden	rod.	I	will	bet	now
this	flower-garden	and	this	marble	palace,	and	if	you	can	win,	they’ll	be	yours.”
The	little	boy	agreed,	and	he	won	fortunately	the	flower-garden	and	the	marble
palace.	 The	 other	 then	 gave	 him	 the	 golden	 rod,	 and	 showed	 him	 where	 the
garden	 and	 the	 palace	were.	Next	morning	 the	 children	 sought	 out	 the	 garden
and	the	palace,	which	the	boy	struck	three	times	on	the	side,	and	it	 turned	to	a
golden	apple,	which	he	put	 in	his	pocket,	and	strolled	on	homeward.	The	 little
golden	bird	flew	always	ahead	of	them.
They	 travelled	 and	 journeyed	 till	 one	 time	 the	 golden	 bird	 stopped	 and	 said,
“Well,	 dear	 children,	 now	we	 are	 at	 home,	 put	 down	 the	golden	 apple	 on	 this
spot	 and	 strike	 it	 three	 times	 with	 the	 rod,	 and	 you	will	 see	 what	 a	 beautiful
marble	palace	and	flowery	garden	there	will	be,	speaking	to	the	seven	kingdoms.
The	 report	 of	 the	 palace	 and	 garden	 will	 circulate	 immediately,	 and	 the	 king
himself	will	come	to	look	at	them.	Him	you	must	honour	as	your	father,	for	you
my	little	boy	are	the	king’s	son,	and	you	my	little	girl	the	king’s	daughter.	Dear
children,	here	 in	a	golden	frame	 is	a	picture	which	gives	your	arms	and	name.
Hang	in	the	palace	this	picture,	in	the	best	place,	but	lest	it	be	seen,	cover	it	with
velvet,	 and	 show	 it	 to	 no	man	 save	 your	 own	 father.	When	 he	 asks	what	 that
picture	is,	draw	the	velvet	from	it,	and	the	rest	will	follow.”



So	 it	 happened,	 the	 two	 children	 hung	 up	 the	 picture	 in	 the	 best	 room	 of	 the
marble	palace,	and	covered	it	with	velvet.	Now,	the	report	ran	to	distant	parts	of
the	kingdom	that	there	was	a	charming	and	wonderful	marble	palace	in	such	and
such	a	place,	and	people	hastened	from	the	seventh	province	distant	to	look	at	it,
so	 that	 the	 report	 came	 to	 the	 ears	 of	 the	 king	 himself.	 The	 king	 decided
straightway	to	look	at	the	flowery	garden	and	marble	palace,	but	he	had	hardly
conceived	the	idea	when	the	old	woman	gave	him	a	drug.	The	king	fell	ill,	and
could	not	 see	 the	 flowery	garden	and	marble	palace,	 and	 then	 the	old	woman,
without	 invitation,	 stood	 before	 the	 king	 and	 said.	 “High	 king,	 if	 you	 are	 so
curious	 to	see	 this	 flowery	garden	and	marble	palace,	 then	I	will	go	and	see	 if
they	are	as	beautiful	as	report	says,	and	tell	the	story	to	your	Highness.”
The	king	in	one	way	or	another	agreed,	and	the	old	woman	went,	not	to	see	the
garden,	 but	 to	 bring	 the	 two	 children	 to	 evil	 destruction.	 The	wicked	 creature
tried	but	succeeded	not,	for	her	weapons	broke.	Not	to	confound	one	word	with
another,	I	will	tell	the	whole	tale	in	order	and	accuracy.
The	 old	 witch	 had	 barely	 reached	 the	 famous	 flower-garden	 when	 the	 two
children	hurried	before	her	and	showed	everything	from	root	to	top,	and	the	old
piece	of	leather	began	to	talk	thus.	“It	is	true	that	the	garden	is	beautiful,	but	it
would	 be	 seven	 times	 more	 beautiful	 if	 you	 would	 bring	 the	 world-sounding
tree.”
“What	must	be	done	to	get	that?”	asked	the	little	boy.
“Nothing	other	than	this,”	answered	the	old	skeleton.	“In	such	and	such	a	place,
in	an	enchanted	palace,	 is	 the	world-sounding	 tree,	but	you	must	go	 for	 it	 and
bring	it.”
With	that	the	old	witch	took	farewell	of	the	two	children,	and	strolled	home,	but
the	 boy	 had	 no	 peace	 from	 that	 hour.	 He	 wanted	 to	 go	 and	 bring	 the	 world-
sounding	tree,	therefore	taking	farewell	of	his	sister	with	bitter	tear-shedding	he
set	out	for	the	tree.	He	was	going	and	travelling	across	forty-nine	kingdoms	till
he	came	to	a	dark	castle,	this	being	the	first	enchanted	castle.	A	big,	lame,	hairy
devil	stood	there	on	guard	with	a	fearful	whip,	so	that	no	man	might	enter.	The
hairy	devil	shouted	very	angrily	at	our	boy.	“Stop!	Who	is	there?”
“I,”	answered	the	little	boy.
“Who	is	‘I’?”
“I.”
“Are	you	Yanoshka?”	asked	the	devil.
“I	am.”
“What	journey	are	you	on?”
“I	am	looking	for	the	world-beautifully	sounding	tree.	Have	you	not	heard	of	it,



my	lord	elder	brother?”
“I	have	not	heard	of	it,	but	in	such	and	such	a	place	my	brother	stands	guard,	and
if	he	has	not	heard	of	it,	then	no	one	in	the	world	has.”
Yanoshka	went	forward	on	the	right	road	in	search	of	the	world-sounding	tree.
He	travelled	and	journeyed	till	he	came	to	another	enchanted	dark	castle,	where
a	big,	lame,	hairy	devil	was	standing	on	guard	who	shouted	to	our	Yanoshka	in
great	anger.	Our	Yanoshka	was	much	braver	now,	for	he	knew	he	had	nothing	to
fear.
“Who	is	it?”	called	out	the	devil.
“I.”
“Are	you	Yanoshka?”
“I	am,	at	the	service	of	my	lord	elder	brother.”
“Why	are	you	journeying	here	in	this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not
go?”
“I	am	looking	for	the	world-beautifully	sounding	tree.	Have	you	not	heard	of	it,
my	lord	elder	brother?”
“What	 is	 the	 use	 in	 delay	or	 denial?	 I	 have	not	 heard,	 but	 in	 such	 and	 such	 a
place	my	eldest	brother	is	on	guard,	and	if	he	knows	nothing	of	it,	then	no	one	in
the	world	knows.”
With	 this	 Yanoshka	 moved	 on	 towards	 the	 third	 enchanted	 castle.	 When	 he
came,	there	was	a	big,	lame,	hairy	devil	on	guard,	who	called	out	in	great	anger
to	Yanoshka.	“Who	is	that?”
“I.”
“You	are	Yanoshka?”
“I	am.”
“Why	are	you	journeying	here	in	this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not
go?”
“I	am	looking	for	the	world-beautifully	sounding	tree.	Have	you	not	heard	of	it,
my	lord	elder	brother?”
“Ho,	ho,	Yanoshka!	Of	course	I	have.	It	is	here	in	the	garden	of	this	enchanted
palace.	You	may	 take	 it,	 but	 only	 if	 you	obey	my	words.	 If	 you	do	not	 value
them	or	do	not	observe	them,	you	will	never	see	God’s	bright	sky	or	the	shining
day	again.	 I	only	want	 to	say	 this.	Here	 is	a	golden	rod.	Strike	 the	wall	of	 the
enchanted	castle	with	it	three	times.	Straightway	a	door	will	open	before	you.	In
the	very	middle	of	the	garden	you	will	find	the	world-beautifully	sounding	tree.
Go	around	 it	 three	 times	and	 then	hurry	 like	a	shot	arrow,	with	 the	speed	of	a



dog,	or	the	stone	wall	will	close,	and	you	will	remain	inside,	and	if	you	are	once
shut	in,	God	have	mercy	and	pity	on	you,	for	that	instant	you	will	be	turned	to
stone.	This	 is	my	word	and	speech.	If	you	cling	to	it,	you	will	be	lucky,	but	 if
not,	you	will	be	wretched	forever.”
The	boy	took	the	golden	rod	and	struck	the	side	of	the	enchanted	castle	with	it.
That	 instant	 the	door	opened	before	him.	The	king’s	 son	did	not	 inquire	much
whether	he	might	enter	or	not,	for	in	a	moment	he	ran	in	through	the	door	and
straight	to	the	garden.	Every	kind	of	singing	and	dancing	maidens	came	to	meet
him,	some	with	citharas	and	harps,	while	others	played	on	cymbals	and	begged
him	 to	 play	 and	 dance	with	 them.	 Some	 offered	 rich	 food	 and	 drink	 of	 every
kind	agreeable	to	 the	taste.	But	 the	king’s	son	had	no	mind	to	eat	or	drink.	He
pushed	 aside	 the	maidens	 and	 ran	 to	 the	 very	 centre	 of	 the	 garden,	where	 the
world-beautifully	sounding	tree	was.	Then	he	went	around	it	three	times,	turning
toward	the	point	where	he	had	come.	That	done	he	rushed	from	the	garden,	and	a
thousand	times	lucky	was	he	for	the	door	closed	and	bit	off	the	heel	of	his	boot,
but	he	did	not	care	much	about	the	heel	of	his	boot.
He	ran	home	on	the	same	road	over	which	he	had	come,	and	when	he	arrived,
the	 world-beautifully	 sounding	 tree	 was	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 flowery	 garden.
Hitherto	the	flowery	garden	had	been	in	good	fame,	but	now	the	fame	was	seven
times	greater,	so	that	people	came	from	seven	worlds	to	look	at	the	tree,	and	the
report	of	it	reached	the	king	himself,	who	determined	in	his	mind	if	he	had	not
seen	it	yet	he	would	now	at	least	go	to	see	it.
As	soon	as	the	old	witch	divined	his	thought	she	put	a	powder	in	his	coffee	so
that	he	became	sick,	and	was	not	able	to	leave	the	room.	Then	she	stood	before
him	without	invitation,	and	said.	“High	king,	as	your	Highness	is	sick,	I	will	go
to	see	if	the	world-sounding	tree	is	as	beautiful	as	reported,	and	will	soon	bring
back	word.”
The	king	in	one	way	or	another	agreed	to	the	old	witch’s	proposal,	and	let	her	go
to	see	the	world-beautifully	sounding	tree.	She	had	barely	put	foot	in	the	flowery
garden	when	the	two	children	ran	out	to	her	to	hear	what	the	old	woman	would
say	this	time.
“Beautiful	children,”	said	she,	“beautiful	 is	 the	garden	of	itself,	beautiful	 is	 the
sounding	 tree,	 but	 still	 seven	 times	 more	 beautiful	 would	 it	 be	 if	 the	 world-
sweetly	speaking	bird	were	to	sing	upon	it.”
“What	must	I	do?”	asked	the	little	boy.
“Nothing	else,”	answered	the	old	witch,	“than	this.	In	such	and	such	a	place	is	an
enchanted	 castle,	 and	 from	 there	 it	 would	 be	 necessary	 to	 bring	 the	 world-
sweetly	speaking	bird.”
Then	 she	 went	 back,	 and	 from	 that	 hour	 the	 king’s	 son	 could	 not	 remain	 at



home,	but	planned	to	go	for	the	world-sweetly	speaking	bird.	Therefore,	parting
with	his	 sister	 amidst	bitter	 tear-shedding,	he	 started	 through	 the	kingdom	and
the	world	to	bring	home	the	sweetly	speaking	bird,	but	he	enjoined	on	his	sister
that	if	the	third	day	he	were	not	at	home,	she	should	set	out	to	seek	him	over	a
certain	road,	and	with	that	the	king’s	son	went	his	way.
He	 journeyed	 and	 travelled	 across	 forty-nine	 kingdoms	 to	 the	 first	 enchanted
castle,	where	 there	 stood	 on	 guard	 a	 big	 hairy	 devil,	who	 had	 a	 terribly	 large
whip	 in	his	hand,	 to	kill,	without	pity	or	mercy,	every	man	going	up	or	down.
Now,	 the	 hairy	 devil	 attacked	Yanoshka	 sharply	 and	 roughly,	 thus,	 “Who	 are
thou?”
“I,	my	lord	elder	brother.”
“Who	are	you?”	asked	the	devil	again.
“I.”
“Are	you	Yanoshka?”
“I	am.”
“Why	are	you	here	in	this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not	go?”
“I	am	going	for	the	world-sweetly	speaking	bird.	Have	you	heard	of	it,	my	lord
elder	brother?”
“What	is	the	use	in	delay	or	denial?	I	have	not	indeed	heard.	But	over	there	lives
my	 elder	 brother,	 and	 if	 he	 knows	 nothing	 of	 it,	 then	 no	 one	 in	 the	 world
knows.”
Now	the	king’s	son	came	to	 the	second	enchanted	castle,	and	 the	second	devil
sent	him	to	his	eldest	brother,	the	big	lame	devil.
When	Yanoshka	came	to	the	third	castle,	the	devil	asked,	“Why	are	you	here	in
this	strange	land,	where	even	a	bird	does	not	go?”
“I	am	looking	for	the	world-sweetly	speaking	bird.	Have	you	not	heard	of	it,	lord
elder	brother,	in	your	world-beautiful	life?”
“Of	course	I	have,	it	is	here	in	this	enchanted	castle.	You	may	take	it	away	if	you
will	listen	to	my	word,	but	if	not,	better	you	had	never	been	born.	For	if	you	will
not	observe	my	words,	you	will	never	see	God’s	bright	sun	again.	I	only	wish	to
say.	Here	 is	 a	 golden	 rod,	 take	 it,	 and	with	 it	 strike	 the	wall	 of	 the	 enchanted
castle	three	times.	Straightway	the	door	will	open	before	you.	Pass	in,	run	to	the
end	of	the	glass	corridor	and	across	eight	chambers.	In	the	ninth	chamber	is	the
world-sweetly	speaking	bird	 in	a	 rusty	cage.	You	will	 find	 there	every	kind	of
beautiful	 and	more	 beautiful	 golden	 birds,	 but	 look	 not	 at	 them,	 listen	 not	 to
them,	take	none	of	them,	but	take	the	sweetly	speaking	bird	sitting	sadly	in	the
rusty	cage.	Snatch	the	cage	in	an	instant,	and	rush	from	the	enchanted	castle	as	if



you	had	been	shot	from	a	cannon.”
The	king’s	son	took	the	golden	rod	and	struck	the	wall	of	 the	enchanted	castle
with	it	three	times,	and	in	a	twinkle	the	door	opened	before	him.	The	king’s	son
then	asked	few	questions.	Whether	it	was	permitted	or	not	he	ran	into	the	room
in	an	instant.	While	he	was	running	to	the	end	of	the	glass	corridor	he	was	called
by	name,	from	the	right	and	left,	to	stop.	It	is	true	that	he	was	frightened,	but	he
paid	no	heed.	He	ran	straight	 to	 the	 first	chamber.	Every	kind	of	 flower,	more
and	more	beautiful,	were	in	golden	pots,	but	the	king’s	son	did	not	touch	them.
He	ran	to	the	second	chamber.	In	that	were	all	kinds	of	swords	and	guns,	but	he
did	not	choose	from	them.	He	entered	 the	 third,	 fourth,	 fifth,	and	carried	on	 in
this	way	till	he	came	to	the	ninth	chamber.	The	ninth	chamber,	as	the	devil	had
told	him,	was	full	of	all	kinds	of	golden	and	silver	cages,	and	 in	 them	golden-
feathered	 birds,	more	 and	more	 beautiful,	were	 singing,	 but	 the	world-sweetly
speaking	bird	was	drooping	there	sadly	in	a	rusty	cage,	and	was	not	singing.
As	the	world-sweetly	speaking	bird	was	not	golden-feathered	like	the	others,	 it
did	not	please	the	king’s	son,	and	he	did	not	take	it,	but	chose	from	among	the
many	 golden-feathered	 birds	 the	 prettiest,	 and	 wished	 to	 take	 that,	 but	 as	 he
reached	 towards	 it,	 suddenly,	 in	 the	 twinkle	of	an	eye,	he	was	 turned	 to	stone,
and	the	door	of	the	stone	wall	closed	before	him.
Now,	 the	 little	 princess	 every	 God-given	 day	 spread	 the	 table	 for	 her	 good
brother,	but	he	did	not	come.	Every	God-given	evening	she	went	out	before	the
house	and	waited	till	nearly	midnight.	Then	she	spread	the	bed	for	him,	but	he
did	not	lie	in	it.	So	the	first	day	passed,	and	the	second,	and	the	third,	day	after
day,	 but	 still	 the	 dear	 brother	 came	 not,	 so	 the	 princess,	 crying	 and	weeping,
went	out	 to	 look	for	her	brother.	She	journeyed	and	travelled	upon	his	 trail	 till
she	came	to	the	first	enchanted	castle,	and	the	second,	and	at	last	the	third.	The
devil	there	stood	on	guard,	with	a	great	whip	like	a	chain,	so	as	to	strike	on	the
head,	without	pity	or	mercy,	every	one	going	up	or	down,	and	he	shouted	angrily
at	the	little	girl,	“Who	are	you?”
“I.”
“You	 are	Marishka?”	 For	meanwhile,	 let	 it	 be	 said,	 this	was	 the	 name	 of	 the
king’s	son’s	sister.
“I	am.”
“Why	are	you	travelling	in	this	strange	land,	where	not	even	a	bird	goes?”
“I	am	looking	for	my	brother.	Have	you	not	heard	of	him,	lord	elder	brother?”
“Of	course	 I	have	heard,	of	 course!	He	 is	 in	 this	 enchanted	castle,	 turned	 into
stone.	He	had	to	be,	for	he	would	not	obey	me.	You	will	go	that	way,	too,	if	you
will	not	hold	to	my	word.”



Now	the	little	girl	 took	the	golden	rod	from	the	devil,	who	told	her	what	to	do
with	it,	and	struck	the	wall	of	the	enchanted	castle	with	it	three	times.	The	door
opened	before	her	in	a	twinkle,	and	the	princess	ran	in,	but	she	looked	neither	to
the	right	nor	 the	 left.	She	ran	straight	 to	 the	ninth	chamber,	and	there	she	took
the	rusty	cage,	struck	her	brother	three	times	on	the	side	with	the	rod,	then	ran	as
if	shot	from	a	cannon.	And	a	thousand-fold	was	her	luck	that	she	did	not	delay
an	eye-twinkle	longer,	for	the	stone-wall	door,	as	it	was,	cut	the	edge	of	her	skirt
off	when	it	closed.
The	princess	had	barely	come	out	of	the	enchanted	castle	when	she	heard	behind
her	 frightful	 thundering,	 hammering	 and	 blowing.	 She	 heard	 swearing	 and
cursing,	 and	 with	 threats	 they	 shouted	 after	 her.	 “Wait,	 You!,	 This-and-that-
kind-of-wretch,	it	will	soon	be	bitter	for	you!”	But	she	did	not	turn	to	them,	she
ran	like	a	hunted	deer	till	she	reached	home.	Who	was	waiting	for	her	there?	No
one	else	but	her	dear	brother.
The	 brother	 and	 sister	 then	 put	 up	 the	 sweetly	 speaking	 bird	 on	 the	 world-
beautifully	 sounding	 tree,	 and	 the	 sweetly	 speaking	 bird	 spoke,	 singing	 more
sweetly	than	any	cithara,	so	that	whoever	heard	it	became	ten	years	younger.	If
the	flowery	garden	had	been	famous	before,	it	now	stood	in	seven	times	greater
fame,	so	that	from	seven	kingdoms	the	people	came	to	look	at	it,	and	the	king,
hearing	of	the	fair	fame	of	the	flowery	garden,	resolved	in	his	mind	that,	though
he	had	not	gone	yet,	that	he	would	go	to	see	it	now.
The	 old	 witch	 barely	 divined	 this	 intention	 of	 the	 king	 when	 she	 gave	 him
powders	in	black	coffee,	from	which	the	king	became	so	sick	that	this	time,	too,
his	 visit	 to	 the	 beautiful	 garden	 came	 to	 nothing.	 And	 then	 the	 old	 woman,
without	invitation,	stood	before	him,	and	said.	“High	king,	you	have	such	a	great
desire	 to	 see	 the	 flowery	garden,	 I	will	 go	 at	 once,	 and	bring	back	word	 if	 its
beauty	is	as	great	as	its	fame.”
The	king	agreed,	 and	 the	old	woman	went	 to	 see	 the	 flowery	garden.	She	had
barely	put	foot	in	it	when	the	two	children	ran	out	to	meet	her,	received	her	very
cordially,	and	did	not	know	where	to	seat	her.
“Beautiful	 children,”	began	 the	old	 sinner,	 “the	marble	palace	 is	 beautiful,	 the
flowery	garden	is	beautiful,	the	world-sweetly	speaking	bird	is	beautiful,	but	the
flowery	garden	would	be	still	more	beautiful	if	the	silver	lake	were	flowing	in	it,
and	in	the	lake	golden	fish	were	playing.”
“What	must	I	do	to	get	the	lake?”	asked	the	king’s	son.
“Only	 this,”	 answered	 the	 old	 skeleton.	 “In	 a	 certain	 place,	 in	 an	 enchanted
castle,	 is	 the	 world-silver	 lake,	 and	 in	 it	 the	 world-golden	 fish.	 It	 is	 only
necessary	to	go	for	the	silver	lake,	for	the	golden	fish	will	come	in	it.	All	that	is
needed	is	to	bring	the	lake.”



Then	the	old	woman	took	leave	of	the	pair	pleasantly,	and	went	home.	But	the
king’s	son	from	that	day	had	no	rest,	so	he	took	leave	of	his	dear	sister,	and	went
out	 into	 the	world	 for	 the	 silver	 lake.	He	 travelled	and	 journeyed	across	 forty-
nine	kingdoms,	and	the	Operentsia	Sea,	till	he	came	to	the	first	enchanted	castle.
A	 devil	 was	 guarding	 there,	 who	 sent	 him	 to	 his	 elder	 brother,	 and	 he	 to	 his
eldest.	The	king’s	son	arrived	at	the	third	enchanted	palace.	A	devil	stood	guard
there,	with	an	enormous	knotty	club,	to	hit	every	man	going	up	or	down,	without
mercy	or	pity.
“God	give	you	good	evening,	my	lord	elder	brother.”
“God	receive	you,	Yanoshka.	Where	are	you	faring	 in	 this	strange	 land,	where
not	even	a	bird	goes?”
“I	 am	 looking	 for	 the	 world-silver	 lake.	 Have	 you	 not	 heard	 of	 it,	 lord	 elder
brother?”
“Of	course	I	have	heard,	of	course,	 it	 is	here	 in	 this	enchanted	castle.	But,	my
younger	brother,	you	will	have	 to	 tie	up	your	drawers	well	 if	 ’tis	your	wish	 to
take	that	away,	for	if	you	do	not	obey	my	word,	I	tell	you,	on	my	true	soul,	that
you	will	 reach	Pilate	 by	 supper-time.	 I	wish	 to	 say	 this.	Here	 is	 a	 golden	 rod,
strike	the	side	of	the	enchanted	palace	with	it,	and	suddenly	the	door	will	open
before	you.	Run	in	straight	 to	 the	garden.	You	will	hear	your	name	called,	but
listen	not.	Every	kind	of	beautiful	maiden	will	come	before	you,	offering	meat
and	drink,	but	eat	not,	neither	drink.	You	will	find	on	the	way	every	kind	of	rich
thing,	gold,	silver,	diamonds,	but	 touch	nothing.	Then	every	kind	of	disgusting
snake	and	toad	will	come	out,	but	be	not	afraid.	Run	straight	to	the	silver	lake,
which	flows	in	the	garden.	Run	around	it	three	times	towards	home,	and	then	run
out	as	you	did	go	in.”
Well,	the	king’s	son	took	the	golden	rod,	struck	the	side	of	the	enchanted	castle
three	 times,	 and	 the	 door	 opened	 before	 him.	 Scarcely	 had	 he	 put	 foot	 inside
when	maidens	called	him	by	name.	“This	way,	this	way,	Yanoshka!	Eat,	drink,
with	relish,	Yanoshka!	This	way,	Yanoshka,	my	embracing	two	arms	are	open	to
you,	run	no	farther!”
The	king’s	son,	as	if	deaf,	did	not	listen,	but	ran	farther.	Then	maidens	more	and
more	beautiful	came	before	him.	Some	sprang	at	him,	dangling	their	golden	hair
in	his	face,	but	the	king’s	son	did	not	stop,	and	struck	at	them	rudely,	rushing	on.
He	had	barely	left	the	maidens	when	he	fell	on	to	piles	of	treasure	thrown	in	his
way.	Beaten	gold	was	piled	high,	and	milk-white	silver	coin,	and	everywhere	lay
all	kinds	of	diamond	rings.	There	were	swords	set	 in	diamonds,	but	 the	king’s
son	 touched	nothing,	 and	 ran	on.	Then	 every	kind	of	 crawling,	 creeping	 thing
swarmed	 around	 him,	 hissing	 snakes	 and	 warty	 toads.	 Yanoshka	 looked	 not
under	his	 feet,	 but	 ran	 till	 he	 came	 to	 the	 silver	 lake,	 around	which	he	 rushed
three	times,	and	went	out	as	he	had	come.



A	thousand-fold	was	his	fortune,	for	had	he	been	an	instant	later	the	stone	wall
would	 have	 closed	 before	 him.	As	 it	was	 it	 took	 the	 heel	 off	 his	 boot,	 but	 he
cared	nothing	for	that.	He	left	his	boots	there	and	ran	home	barefoot.	When	he
reached	home	 the	 silver	 lake	was	already	 flowing	 through	 the	 flowery	garden,
and	in	it	all	kinds	of	precious	golden	fish	were	jumping.
Hitherto	the	marble	palace	and	the	flowery	garden	with	the	sounding	tree	and	the
sweetly	speaking	bird	had	been	in	fair	fame,	but	now,	when	the	silver	lake	was
flowing	through	the	garden,	and	golden	fish	playing	in	it,	now	I	say	their	fame
spoke	to	the	seven	worlds,	and	people	came	to	look	at	them.	When	this	reached
the	ears	of	the	king	he	resolved	that	he	would	neither	eat	nor	drink	till	he	saw	the
marble	 palace	 with	 all	 its	 wonders.	 Though	 the	 old	 witch	 offered	 him	 black
coffee	repeatedly,	the	king	did	not	take	it,	but	sitting	in	the	golden	carriage	with
his	wife,	he	drove	to	see	the	flowery	garden.
Scarcely	had	 the	king	 and	queen	 entered	 the	 flowery	garden	when	 the	brother
and	sister	ran	out	before	them,	panting,	and	kissed	their	hands.
“Oh,	 father,	 this	 little	 girl	 is	 like	 you!”	 cried	 the	 queen,	 “she	 is	 your	 carved
second!”
“And	the	little	boy	looks	like	you,”	answered	the	king.
Well,	the	king	and	the	queen	went	around	the	garden	in	order,	and	they	could	not
do	 justice	 to	 its	 beauty.	 When	 they	 saw	 the	 sounding	 tree	 and	 the	 sweetly
speaking	bird,	 they	clapped	 their	hands.	The	boy	went	up	 in	a	moment	on	 the
sounding	 tree,	plucked	from	it	a	couple	of	golden	apples,	gave	one	 to	 the	king
and	the	other	to	the	queen,	who	could	not	praise	sufficiently	his	kindness.	Then
the	 king	 and	 queen	 looked	 at	 the	 silver	 lake	 and	 the	 golden	 fish	 in	 it.	 They
visited	the	marble	palace,	and	went	from	chamber	to	chamber	till	they	had	gone
through	seven	in	order.
The	king	and	queen	were	unable	to	praise	sufficiently	the	beauty	of	the	rooms,
but	 when	 they	 came	 to	 the	 most	 beautiful	 of	 all,	 the	 king	 found	 this	 to	 say,
“Well,	my	little	servant,	will	you	not	answer	a	question	of	mine?”
“And	what	is	it?”	asked	the	prince.
“I	 should	 like	 to	 know	 why	 that	 picture	 is	 covered	 with	 velvet,	 and	 what	 it
depicts.”
One	word	is	not	much,	but	the	king’s	little	son	did	not	say	that	much.	Speechless
he	drew	the	velvet	covering	aside.	The	king	and	queen	were	amazed,	and	knew
immediately	 their	 own	 children,	 whom	 they	 had	 never	 seen	 before.	 One
embraced	one	of	 them,	and	the	other	 the	other.	They	could	not	speak,	but	 they
wept	 and	 laughed,	 and	 then	 the	world-sounding	 tree	 and	 the	 sweetly	 speaking
bird	were	heard.
Great	was	the	rejoicing	of	every	kind,	but	sad	grew	the	old	sinner	when	the	king



seized	her,	made	her	fast	to	a	tree,	and	piled	up	beneath	her	a	fire	of	sulphur.
	



THE	STORY	OF	THE	SEVEN	SIMONS

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Ungarische	Märchen,	and	adapted	by	Andrew	Lang
in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

FAR,	FAR	AWAY,	BEYOND	ALL	SORTS	of	countries,	seas	and	rivers,	there
stood	a	splendid	city	where	lived	King	Archidej,	who	was	as	good	as	he	was	rich
and	handsome.	His	great	army	was	made	up	of	men	ready	to	obey	his	slightest
wish,	and	he	owned	forty	times	forty	cities,	and	in	each	city	he	had	ten	palaces
with	 silver	 doors,	 golden	 roofs,	 and	 crystal	windows.	His	 council	 consisted	 of
the	twelve	wisest	men	in	the	country,	whose	long	beards	flowed	down	over	their
breasts,	each	of	whom	was	as	 learned	as	a	whole	college.	This	council	always
told	the	king	the	exact	truth.
Now	the	king	had	everything	to	make	him	happy,	but	he	did	not	enjoy	anything
because	he	could	not	find	a	bride	as	intelligent	as	he	was	and	who	he	could	love.
One	day,	as	he	sat	 in	his	palace	 looking	out	 to	sea,	a	great	ship	sailed	 into	 the
harbour	and	several	merchants	came	on	shore.	Said	the	king	to	himself.	"These
people	have	 travelled	 far	 and	beheld	many	 lands.	 I	will	 ask	 them	 if	 they	have
seen	any	princess	who	is	as	clever	and	as	handsome	as	I	am."
So	he	ordered	the	merchants	to	be	brought	before	him,	and	when	they	came	he
said.	"You	have	travelled	much	and	visited	many	wonders.	I	wish	to	ask	you	a
question,	and	I	beg	you	to	answer	truthfully.	"Have	you	anywhere	seen	or	heard
of	 the	 daughter	 of	 an	 emperor,	 king,	 or	 a	 prince,	 who	 is	 as	 clever	 and	 as
handsome	as	I	am,	and	who	would	be	worthy	to	be	my	wife	and	the	queen	of	my
country?"
The	merchants	considered	for	some	time.	At	last	the	eldest	of	them	said.	"I	have
heard	 that	 across	 many	 seas,	 in	 the	 Island	 of	 Busan,	 there	 is	 a	 mighty	 king,
whose	daughter,	 the	Princess	Helena,	 is	so	 lovely	 that	she	can	certainly	not	be
plainer	than	your	Majesty,	and	so	clever	that	the	wisest	greybeard	cannot	guess
her	riddles."
"Is	the	island	far	off,	and	which	is	the	way	to	it?"
"It	is	not	near,"	was	the	answer.	"The	journey	would	take	ten	years,	and	we	do
not	know	the	way.	And	even	if	we	did,	what	use	would	that	be?	The	princess	is



no	bride	for	you."
"How	dare	you	say	so?"	cried	the	king	angrily.
"Your	Majesty	must	pardon	us,	but	just	think	for	a	moment.	Should	you	send	an
envoy	 to	 the	 island	he	will	 take	 ten	years	 to	 get	 there	 and	 ten	more	 to	 return.
That	is	twenty	years	in	all.	Will	not	the	princess	have	grown	old	in	that	time	and
have	lost	all	her	beauty?"
The	king	reflected	gravely.	Then	he	thanked	the	merchants,	gave	them	leave	to
trade	in	his	country	without	paying	any	duties,	and	dismissed	them.
After	 they	were	 gone	 the	 king	 remained	 deep	 in	 thought.	He	 felt	 puzzled	 and
anxious,	so	he	decided	to	ride	into	the	country	to	distract	his	mind.	He	sent	for
his	huntsmen	and	 falconers.	The	huntsmen	blew	 their	horns,	 and	 the	 falconers
took	their	hawks	on	their	wrists,	and	off	they	all	set	out	across	country	till	they
came	to	a	green	hedge.	On	the	other	side	of	the	hedge	stretched	a	great	field	of
maize	as	far	as	the	eye	could	see,	and	the	yellow	ears	swayed	to	and	fro	in	the
gentle	breeze	like	a	rippling	sea	of	gold.
The	king	drew	rein	and	admired	the	field.	"Upon	my	word,"	said	he,	"whoever
dug	and	planted	it	must	be	good	workmen.	If	all	the	fields	in	my	kingdom	were
as	well	cared	for	as	this,	there	would	be	more	bread	than	my	people	could	eat."
And	he	wished	to	know	to	whom	the	field	belonged.
Off	 rushed	 all	 his	 followers	 at	 once	 to	 do	 his	 bidding,	 and	 found	 a	 nice,	 tidy
farmhouse,	 in	 front	 of	 which	 sat	 seven	 peasants,	 lunching	 on	 rye	 bread	 and
drinking	water.	They	wore	red	shirts	bound	with	gold	braid,	and	were	so	much
alike	that	one	could	hardly	tell	one	from	another.
The	messengers	asked.	"Who	owns	this	field	of	golden	maize?"
And	the	seven	brothers	answered.	"The	field	is	ours."
"And	who	are	you?"
"We	are	King	Archidej's	labourers."
These	answers	were	repeated	to	the	king,	who	ordered	the	brothers	to	be	brought
before	him	at	once.	On	being	asked	who	they	were,	the	eldest	said,	bowing	low,
"We,	King	Archidej,	are	your	labourers,	children	of	one	father	and	mother,	and
we	all	have	the	same	name,	for	each	of	us	is	called	Simon.	Our	father	taught	us
to	be	true	to	our	king,	and	to	till	the	ground,	and	to	be	kind	to	our	neighbours.	He
also	taught	each	of	us	a	different	trade	which	he	thought	might	be	useful	to	us,
and	 he	 bade	 us	 not	 neglect	 our	 mother	 earth,	 which	 would	 be	 sure	 amply	 to
repay	our	labour."
The	king	was	pleased	with	 the	honest	peasant,	and	said,	"You	have	done	well,
good	people,	 in	planting	your	 field,	and	now	you	have	a	golden	harvest.	But	 I
should	like	each	of	you	to	tell	me	what	special	trades	your	father	taught	you."



"My	trade,	O	king!"	said	the	first	Simon,	"is	not	an	easy	one.	If	you	will	give	me
some	workmen	and	materials	I	will	build	you	a	great	white	pillar	that	shall	reach
far	above	the	clouds."
"Very	good,"	replied	the	king.	"And	you,	Simon	the	second,	what	is	your	trade?"
"Mine,	your	Majesty,	needs	no	great	cleverness.	When	my	brother	has	built	the
pillar	 I	can	mount	 it,	and	from	the	 top,	 far	above	 the	clouds,	 I	can	see	what	 is
happening.	in	every	country	under	the	sun."
"Good,"	said	the	king,	"and	Simon	the	third?"
"My	work	is	very	simple,	sire.	You	have	many	ships	built	by	learned	men,	with
all	sorts	of	new	and	clever	improvements.	If	you	wish	it	I	will	build	you	quite	a
simple	boat.	One,	two,	three,	and	it's	done!	But	my	plain	little	home-made	ship	is
not	 grand	 enough	 for	 a	 king.	Where	 other	 ships	 take	 a	 year,	mine	makes	 the
voyage	 in	 a	 day,	 and	 where	 they	 would	 require	 ten	 years	 mine	 will	 do	 the
distance	in	a	week."
"Good,"	said	the	king	again,	"and	what	has	Simon	the	fourth	learnt?"
"My	 trade,	O	king,	 is	 really	of	no	 importance.	Should	my	brother	build	you	a
ship,	then	let	me	embark	in	it.	If	we	should	be	pursued	by	an	enemy	I	can	seize
our	boat	by	the	prow	and	sink	it	to	the	bottom	of	the	sea.	When	the	enemy	has
sailed	off,	I	can	draw	it	up	to	the	top	again."
"That	is	very	clever	of	you,"	answered	the	king,	"and	what	does	Simon	the	fifth
do?"
"My	work,	your	Majesty,	is	mere	smith's	work.	Order	me	to	build	a	smithy	and	I
will	make	you	a	cross-bow,	but	from	which	neither	the	eagle	in	the	sky	nor	the
wild	beast	in	the	forest	is	safe.	The	bolt	hits	whatever	the	eye	sees."
"That	 sounds	 very	 useful,"	 said	 the	 king.	 "And	 now,	 Simon	 the	 sixth,	 tell	me
your	trade."
"Sire,	it	is	so	simple	I	am	almost	ashamed	to	mention	it.	If	my	brother	hits	any
creature	I	catch	it	quicker	than	any	dog	can.	If	it	falls	into	the	water	I	pick	it	up
out	 of	 the	 greatest	 depths,	 and	 if	 it	 is	 in	 a	 dark	 forest	 I	 can	 find	 it	 even	 at
midnight."
The	king	was	much	pleased	with	the	trades	and	talk	of	the	six	brothers,	and	said.
"Thank	you,	good	people,	your	father	did	well	to	teach	you	all	these	things.	Now
follow	me	to	the	town,	as	I	want	to	see	what	you	can	do.	I	need	such	people	as
you	 about	me,	 but	when	 harvest	 time	 comes	 I	will	 send	 you	 home	with	 royal
presents."
The	 brothers	 bowed	 and	 said.	 "As	 the	 king	 wills."	 Suddenly	 the	 king
remembered	that	he	had	not	questioned	the	seventh	Simon,	so	he	turned	to	him
and	said.	"Why	are	you	silent?	What	is	your	handicraft?"



And	 the	seventh	Simon	answered.	 "I	have	no	handicraft,	O	king.	 I	have	 learnt
nothing.	 I	could	not	manage	 it.	And	 if	 I	do	know	how	 to	do	anything	 it	 is	not
what	might	properly	be	called	a	real	trade.	It	is	rather	a	sort	of	performance,	but
it	is	one	which	no	one,	not	the	king	himself,	must	watch	me	doing,	and	I	doubt
whether	this	performance	of	mine	would	please	your	Majesty."
"Come,	come,"	cried	the	king,	"I	will	have	no	excuses,	what	is	this	trade?"
"First,	sire,	give	me	your	royal	word	that	you	will	not	kill	me	when	I	have	told
you.	Then	you	shall	hear."
"So	be	it,	then,	I	give	you	my	royal	word."
Then	the	seventh	Simon	stepped	back	a	little,	cleared	his	throat,	and	said.	"My
trade,	 King	 Archidej,	 is	 of	 such	 a	 kind	 that	 the	 man	 who	 follows	 it	 in	 your
kingdom	generally	loses	his	life	and	has	no	hopes	of	pardon.	There	is	only	one
thing	I	can	do	really	well,	and	that	is	to	steal,	and	to	hide	the	smallest	scrap	of
anything	 I	have	 stolen.	Not	 the	deepest	vault,	 even	 if	 its	 lock	were	enchanted,
could	prevent	my	stealing	anything	out	of	it	that	I	wished	to	have."
When	 the	 king	 heard	 this	 he	 fell	 into	 a	 passion.	 "I	 will	 not	 pardon	 you,	 you
rascal,"	he	cried,	"I	will	shut	you	up	in	my	deepest	dungeon	on	bread	and	water
till	you	have	forgotten	such	a	trade.	Indeed,	it	would	be	better	to	put	you	to	death
at	once,	and	I’ve	a	good	mind	to	do	so."
"Don't	kill	me,	O	king!	I	am	really	not	as	bad	as	you	think.	Why,	had	I	chosen,	I
could	have	robbed	the	royal	treasury,	have	bribed	your	judges	to	let	me	off,	and
built	a	white	marble	palace	with	what	was	left.	But	though	I	know	how	to	steal	I
don't	do	it.	You	yourself	asked	me	my	trade.	If	you	kill	me	you	will	break	your
royal	word."
"Very	well,"	said	the	king,	"I	will	not	kill	you.	I	pardon	you.	But	from	this	hour
you	 shall	 be	 shut	 up	 in	 a	 dark	 dungeon.	Here,	 guards!	Away	with	 him	 to	 the
prison.	But	you	six	Simons	follow	me	and	be	assured	of	my	royal	favour."
So	 the	 six	 Simons	 followed	 the	 king.	 The	 seventh	 Simon	 was	 seized	 by	 the
guards,	 who	 put	 him	 in	 chains	 and	 threw	 him	 in	 prison	 with	 only	 bread	 and
water	 for	 food.	 Next	 day	 the	 king	 gave	 the	 first	 Simon	 carpenters,	 masons,
smiths	and	labourers,	with	great	stores	of	iron,	mortar,	and	the	like,	and	Simon
began	to	build.	And	he	built	his	great	white	pillar	far,	far	up	into	the	clouds,	as
high	as	the	nearest	stars,	but	the	other	stars	were	higher	still.
Then	 the	 second	 Simon	 climbed	 up	 the	 pillar	 and	 saw	 and	 heard	 all	 that	was
going	 on	 through	 the	 whole	 world.	When	 he	 came	 down	 he	 had	 all	 sorts	 of
wonderful	 things	to	tell.	How	one	king	was	marching	in	battle	against	another,
and	which	was	 likely	 to	 be	 the	 victor.	How,	 in	 another	 place,	 great	 rejoicings
were	going	on,	while	in	a	third	people	were	dying	of	famine.	In	fact	 there	was
not	the	smallest	event	going	on	over	the	earth	that	was	hidden	from	him.



Next	the	third	Simon	began.	He	stretched	out	his	arms,	once,	twice,	thrice,	and
the	wonder-ship	was	ready.	At	a	sign	from	the	king	it	was	launched,	and	floated
proudly	 and	 safely	 like	 a	 bird	 on	 the	waves.	 Instead	 of	 ropes	 it	 had	wires	 for
rigging,	and	musicians	played	on	them	with	fiddle	bows	and	made	lovely	music.
As	the	ship	swam	about,	the	fourth	Simon	seized	the	prow	with	his	strong	hand,
and	in	a	moment	it	was	gone,	sunk	to	the	bottom	of	the	sea.	An	hour	passed,	and
then	the	ship	floated	again,	drawn	up	by	Simon's	left	hand,	while	in	his	right	he
brought	a	gigantic	fish	from	the	depth	of	the	ocean	for	the	royal	table.
Whilst	this	was	going	on	the	fifth	Simon	had	built	his	forge	and	hammered	out
his	iron,	and	when	the	king	returned	from	the	harbour	the	magic	cross-bow	was
made.
His	Majesty	went	out	into	an	open	field	at	once,	looked	up	into	the	sky	and	saw,
far,	far	away,	an	eagle	flying	up	towards	the	sun	and	looking	like	a	little	speck.
"Now,"	said	the	king,	"if	you	can	shoot	that	bird	I	will	reward	you."
Simon	only	smiled,	he	 lifted	his	cross-bow,	 took	aim,	 fired,	and	 the	eagle	 fell.
As	it	was	falling	the	sixth	Simon	ran	with	a	dish,	caught	the	bird	before	it	fell	to
earth	and	brought	it	to	the	king.
"Many	thanks,	my	brave	lads,"	said	the	king,	"I	see	that	each	of	you	is	indeed	a
master	of	his	 trade.	You	shall	be	 richly	 rewarded.	But	now	rest	and	have	your
dinner."
The	six	Simons	bowed	and	went	to	dinner.	But	they	had	hardly	begun	before	a
messenger	came	to	say	that	 the	king	wanted	to	see	 them.	They	obeyed	at	once
and	found	him	surrounded	by	all	his	court	and	men	of	state.
"Listen,	my	good	fellows,"	cried	the	king,	as	soon	as	he	saw	them.	"Hear	what
my	wise	 counsellors	 have	 thought	 of.	As	 you,	 Simon	 the	 second,	 can	 see	 the
whole	world	from	the	top	of	the	great	pillar,	I	want	you	to	climb	up	and	to	see
and	hear.	For	I	am	told	that,	far	away,	across	many	seas,	is	the	great	kingdom	of
the	 Island	of	Busan,	and	 that	 the	daughter	of	 the	king	 is	 the	beautiful	Princess
Helena."
Off	ran	the	second	Simon	and	clambered	quickly	up	the	pillar.	He	gazed	around,
listened	on	all	sides,	and	then	slid	down	to	report	to	the	king.
"Sire,	I	have	obeyed	your	orders.	Far	away	I	saw	the	Island	of	Busan.	The	king
is	a	mighty	monarch,	but	full	of	pride,	harsh	and	cruel.	He	sits	on	his	throne	and
declares	that	no	prince	or	king	on	earth	is	good	enough	for	his	lovely	daughter,
and	that	he	will	give	her	to	none,	and	that	if	any	king	asks	for	her	hand	he	will
declare	war	against	him	and	destroy	his	kingdom."
"Has	the	king	of	Busan	a	great	army?"	asked	King	Archidej,	"is	his	country	far
off?"



"As	far	as	I	could	judge,"	replied	Simon,	"it	would	take	you	nearly	ten	years	in
fair	weather	to	sail	there.	But	if	the	weather	were	stormy	we	might	say	twelve.	I
saw	the	army	being	reviewed.	It	is	not	so	very	large,	a	hundred	thousand	men	at
arms	and	a	hundred	thousand	knights.	Besides	these,	he	has	a	strong	bodyguard
and	 a	 good	 many	 cross-bowmen.	 Altogether	 you	 may	 say	 another	 hundred
thousand,	and	there	is	a	picked	body	of	heroes	who	reserve	themselves	for	great
occasions	requiring	particular	courage."
The	 king	 sat	 for	 some	 time	 lost	 in	 thought.	 At	 last	 he	 said	 to	 the	 nobles	 and
courtiers	 standing	 round.	 "I	 am	 determined	 to	marry	 the	 Princess	 Helena,	 but
how	shall	I	do	it?"
The	nobles,	courtiers	and	counsellors	said	nothing,	but	tried	to	hide	behind	each
other.	Then	the	third	Simon	said,	"Pardon	me,	your	Majesty,	if	I	offer	my	advice.
You	wish	to	go	to	the	Island	of	Busan?	What	can	be	easier?	In	my	ship	you	will
get	 there	 in	a	week	instead	of	 in	 ten	years.	But	ask	your	council	 to	advise	you
what	 to	 do	 when	 you	 arrive.	 Ask	 them	 whether	 you	 will	 win	 the	 princess
peacefully	or	by	war?"
But	the	wise	men	were	as	silent	as	ever.
The	king	frowned,	and	was	about	to	say	something	sharp,	when	the	Court	Fool
pushed	his	way	to	the	front	and	said,	"Dear	me,	what	are	all	you	clever	people	so
puzzled	 about?	 The	matter	 is	 quite	 clear.	 As	 it	 seems	 it	 will	 not	 take	 long	 to
reach	the	island	why	not	send	the	seventh	Simon?	He	will	steal	the	fair	maiden
fast	enough,	and	then	the	king,	her	father,	may	consider	how	he	is	going	to	bring
his	army	over	here,	it	will	take	him	ten	years	to	do	it,	no	less!	What	do	you	think
of	my	plan?"
"What	do	I	think?	Why,	that	your	idea	is	capital,	and	you	shall	be	rewarded	for
it.	Come,	guards,	hurry	as	 fast	as	you	can	and	bring	 the	seventh	Simon	before
me."
Not	many	minutes	later,	Simon	the	seventh	stood	before	the	king,	who	explained
to	him	what	he	wished	done,	and	also	that	to	steal	for	the	benefit	of	his	king	and
country	was	by	no	means	a	wrong	thing,	though	it	was	very	wrong	to	steal	for
his	own	advantage.
The	youngest	Simon,	who	looked	very	pale	and	hungry,	only	nodded	his	head.
"Come,"	said	the	king,	"tell	me	truly.	Do	you	think	you	could	steal	the	Princess
Helena?"
"Why	 should	 I	 not	 steal	 her,	 sire?	The	 thing	 is	 easy	 enough.	Let	my	brother's
ship	be	laden	with	rich	stuffs,	brocades,	Persian	carpets,	pearls	and	jewels.	Send
me	in	the	ship.	Give	me	my	four	middle	brothers	as	companions,	and	keep	the
two	others	as	hostages."
When	 the	king	heard	 these	words	his	heart	became	filled	with	 longing,	and	he



ordered	all	to	be	done	as	Simon	wished.	Every	one	ran	about	to	do	his	bidding,
and	in	next	to	no	time	the	wonder-ship	was	laden	and	ready	to	start.
The	five	Simons	 took	 leave	of	 the	king,	went	on	board,	and	had	no	sooner	set
sail	 than	 they	were	almost	out	of	 sight.	The	ship	cut	 through	 the	waters	 like	a
falcon	 through	 the	air,	and	 just	a	week	after	starting	 they	sighted	 the	 Island	of
Busan.	The	coast	appeared	to	be	strongly	guarded,	and	from	afar	the	watchman
on	a	high	tower	called	out.	"Halt	and	anchor!	Who	are	you?	Where	do	you	come
from,	and	what	do	you	want?"
The	seventh	Simon	answered	from	the	ship.	"We	are	peaceful	people.	We	come
from	 the	 country	 of	 the	 great	 and	 good	 King	 Archidej,	 and	 we	 bring	 foreign
wares,	rich	brocades,	carpets,	and	costly	jewels,	which	we	wish	to	show	to	your
king	and	the	princess.	We	desire	to	trade,	to	sell,	to	buy,	and	to	exchange."
The	 brothers	 launched	 a	 small	 boat,	 took	 some	 of	 their	 valuable	 goods	 with
them,	rowed	to	shore	and	went	up	to	 the	palace.	The	princess	sat	 in	a	rose-red
room,	and	when	she	saw	the	brothers	coming	near	she	called	her	nurse	and	other
women,	and	told	them	to	inquire	who	and	what	these	people	were,	and	what	they
wanted.
The	seventh	Simon	answered	the	nurse.	"We	come	from	the	country	of	the	wise
and	good	King	Archidej,"	said	he,	"and	we	have	brought	all	sorts	of	goods	for
sale.	We	trust	the	king	of	this	country	may	condescend	to	welcome	us,	and	to	let
his	servants	take	charge	of	our	wares.	If	he	considers	them	worthy	to	adorn	his
followers	we	shall	be	content."
This	speech	was	repeated	to	the	princess,	who	ordered	the	brothers	to	be	brought
to	 the	 red-room	 at	 once.	 They	 bowed	 respectfully	 to	 her	 and	 displayed	 some
splendid	velvets	and	brocades,	and	opened	cases	of	pearls	and	precious	stones.
Such	 beautiful	 things	 had	 never	 been	 seen	 in	 the	 island,	 and	 the	 nurse	 and
waiting	 women	 stood	 bewildered	 by	 all	 the	 magnificence.	 They	 whispered
together	 that	 they	had	never	beheld	anything	 like	 it.	The	princess	 too	 saw	and
wondered,	and	her	eyes	could	not	weary	of	looking	at	the	lovely	things,	or	her
fingers	of	stroking	the	rich	soft	stuffs,	and	of	holding	up	the	sparkling	jewels	to
the	light.
"Fairest	of	princesses,"	said	Simon.	"Be	pleased	to	order	your	waiting-maids	to
accept	the	silks	and	velvets,	and	let	your	women	trim	their	head-dresses	with	the
jewels,	 these	 are	 no	 special	 treasures.	 But	 permit	 me	 to	 say	 that	 they	 are	 as
nothing	to	the	many	coloured	tapestries,	the	gorgeous	stones	and	ropes	of	pearls
in	our	ship.	We	did	not	like	to	bring	more	with	us,	not	knowing	what	your	royal
taste	might	be,	but	if	it	seems	good	to	you	to	honour	our	ship	with	a	visit,	you
might	condescend	to	choose	such	things	as	were	pleasing	in	your	eyes."
This	 polite	 speech	 pleased	 the	 princess	 very	much.	 She	went	 to	 the	 king	 and
said.	"Dear	 father,	some	merchants	have	arrived	with	 the	most	splendid	wares.



Pray	allow	me	to	go	to	their	ship	and	choose	out	what	I	like."
The	king	thought	and	thought,	frowned	hard	and	rubbed	his	ear.	At	last	he	gave
consent,	and	ordered	out	his	royal	yacht,	with	100	cross-bows,	100	knights,	and
1,000	soldiers,	to	escort	the	Princess	Helena.
Off	sailed	the	yacht	with	the	princess	and	her	escort.	The	brothers	Simon	came
on	 board	 to	 conduct	 the	 princess	 to	 their	 ship,	 and,	 led	 by	 the	 brothers	 and
followed	by	her	nurse	and	other	women,	she	crossed	the	crystal	plank	from	one
vessel	to	another.
The	 seventh	 Simon	 spread	 out	 his	 goods,	 and	 had	 so	 many	 curious	 and
interesting	 tales	 to	 tell	 about	 them,	 that	 the	 princess	 forgot	 everything	 else	 in
looking	and	listening,	so	that	she	did	not	know	that	the	fourth	Simon	had	seized
the	prow	of	the	ship,	and	that	all	of	a	sudden	it	had	vanished	from	sight,	and	was
racing	along	in	the	depths	of	the	sea.
The	crew	of	 the	 royal	yacht	 shouted	aloud.	The	knights	 stood	still	with	 terror.
The	soldiers	were	 struck	dumb	and	hung	 their	heads.	There	was	nothing	 to	be
done	but	to	sail	back	and	tell	the	king	of	his	loss.
How	 he	wept	 and	 stormed!	 "Oh,	 light	 of	my	 eyes,"	 he	 sobbed,	 "I	 am	 indeed
punished	for	my	pride.	I	 thought	no	one	good	enough	to	be	your	husband,	and
now	you	are	lost	in	the	depths	of	the	sea,	and	have	left	me	alone!	As	for	all	of
you	who	saw	this	thing,	away	with	you!	Let	them	be	put	in	irons	and	lock	them
up	in	prison,	whilst	I	think	how	I	can	best	put	them	to	death!"
Whilst	the	King	of	Busan	was	raging	and	lamenting	in	this	fashion,	Simon's	ship
was	swimming	like	any	fish	under	the	sea,	and	when	the	island	was	well	out	of
sight	 he	 brought	 it	 up	 to	 the	 surface	 again.	 At	 that	 moment	 the	 princess
recollected	herself.	"Nurse,"	said	she,	"we	have	been	gazing	at	these	wonders	too
long.	I	hope	my	father	won't	be	vexed	at	our	delay."
She	tore	herself	away	and	stepped	on	deck.	Neither	the	yacht	nor	the	island	was
in	sight!	Helena	wrung	her	hands	and	beat	her	breast.	Then	she	changed	herself
into	a	white	swan	and	flew	off.	But	the	fifth	Simon	seized	his	bow	and	shot	the
swan,	and	 the	sixth	Simon	did	not	 let	 it	 fall	 into	 the	water	but	caught	 it	 in	 the
ship,	and	the	swan	turned	into	a	silver	fish.	Simon	lost	no	time	and	caught	 the
fish,	when,	quick	as	thought,	the	fish	turned	into	a	black	mouse	and	ran	about	the
ship.	It	darted	towards	a	hole,	but	before	it	could	reach	it	Simon	sprang	upon	it
more	swiftly	 than	any	cat,	and	 then	 the	 little	mouse	 turned	once	more	 into	 the
beautiful	Princess	Helena.
Early	one	morning	King	Archidej	sat	 thoughtfully	at	his	window	gazing	out	 to
sea.	His	heart	was	sad	and	he	would	neither	eat	nor	drink.	His	thoughts	were	full
of	the	Princess	Helena,	who	was	as	lovely	as	a	dream.	Was	that	a	white	gull	he
could	see	flying	towards	the	shore,	or	was	it	a	sail?	No,	it	was	no	gull,	for	it	was



the	wonder-ship	 flying	along	with	billowing	sails.	 Its	 flags	waved,	 the	 fiddlers
played	on	the	wire	rigging,	the	anchor	was	thrown	out	and	the	crystal	plank	laid
from	 the	 ship	 to	 the	pier.	The	 lovely	Helena	 stepped	across	 the	plank,	 shining
like	the	sun,	and	the	stars	of	heaven	seemed	to	sparkle	in	her	eyes.
Up	 sprang	King	Archidej	 in	 haste.	 "Hurry,	 hurry,"	 he	 cried.	 "Let	 us	 hasten	 to
meet	her!	Let	the	bugles	sound	and	the	joy	bells	be	rung!"
And	the	whole	Court	swarmed	with	courtiers	and	servants.	Golden	carpets	were
laid	 down	 and	 the	 great	 gates	 thrown	 open	 to	 welcome	 the	 princess.	 King
Archidej	 went	 out	 himself,	 took	 her	 by	 the	 hand	 and	 led	 her	 into	 the	 royal
apartments.
"Madam,"	said	he,	"the	fame	of	your	beauty	had	reached	me,	but	I	had	not	dared
to	expect	such	loveliness.	Still	I	will	not	keep	you	here	against	your	will.	If	you
wish	 it,	 the	 wonder-ship	 shall	 take	 you	 back	 to	 your	 father	 and	 your	 own
country,	but	if	you	will	consent	to	stay	here,	then	reign	over	me	and	my	country
as	our	queen."
What	more	is	there	to	tell?	It	is	not	hard	to	guess	that	the	princess	listened	to	the
king's	wooing,	and	their	betrothal	took	place	with	great	pomp	and	rejoicings.
The	brothers	Simon	were	sent	again	 to	 the	Island	of	Busan	with	a	 letter	 to	 the
king	 from	 his	 daughter	 to	 invite	 him	 to	 their	 wedding.	 And	 the	 wonder-ship
arrived	 at	 the	 Island	 of	 Busan	 just	 as	 all	 the	 knights	 and	 soldiers	 who	 had
escorted	the	princess	were	being	led	out	to	execution.
Then	 the	 seventh	 Simon	 cried	 out	 from	 the	 ship.	 "Stop!	 Stop!	 I	 bring	 a	 letter
from	the	Princess	Helena!"
The	King	of	Busan	read	the	letter	over	and	over	again,	and	ordered	the	knights
and	 soldiers	 to	 be	 set	 free.	 He	 entertained	 King	 Archidej's	 ambassadors
hospitably,	and	sent	his	blessing	to	his	daughter,	but	he	could	not	be	brought	to
attend	the	wedding.
When	 the	 wonder-ship	 got	 home	 King	 Archidej	 and	 Princess	 Helena	 were
enchanted	with	the	news	it	brought.	The	king	sent	for	the	seven	Simons.
"A	thousand	thanks	to	you,	my	brave	fellows,"	he	cried.	"Take	what	gold,	silver,
and	precious	stones	you	will	out	of	my	treasury.	Tell	me	if	there	is	anything	else
you	wish	for	and	I	will	give	it	you,	my	good	friends.	Do	you	wish	to	be	made
nobles,	or	to	govern	towns?	Only	speak."
Then	 the	eldest	Simon	bowed	and	said.	 "We	are	plain	 folk,	your	Majesty,	and
understand	 simple	 things	 best.	 What	 figures	 should	 we	 cut	 as	 nobles	 or
governors?	Nor	do	we	desire	gold.	We	have	our	fields	which	give	us	food,	and
as	much	money	as	we	need.	 If	you	wish	 to	 reward	us	 then	grant	 that	our	 land
may	be	free	of	taxes,	and	of	your	goodness	pardon	the	seventh	Simon.	He	is	not
the	first	who	has	been	a	thief	by	trade	and	he	will	certainly	not	be	the	last."



"So	 be	 it,"	 said	 the	 king,	 "your	 land	 shall	 be	 free	 of	 all	 taxes,	 and	 Simon	 the
seventh	is	pardoned."
Then	 the	 king	 gave	 each	 brother	 a	 goblet	 of	 wine	 and	 invited	 them	 to	 the
wedding	feast.	And	what	a	feast	that	was!
	



THE	TRAVELS	OF	TRUTH	AND	FALSEHOOD

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

A	 LONG	 TIME	 AGO	 TRUTH	 STARTED,	 with	 her	 bag	 well	 filled,	 on	 a
journey	to	see	the	world.	On	she	went	over	hill	and	dale,	and	through	village	and
town,	till	one	day	she	met	Falsehood.
"Good	day,	 countrywoman,"	 said	Truth,	 "where	 are	you	bound	 for?	Where	do
you	intend	going?"
"I'm	going	to	travel	all	over	the	world,"	said	Falsehood.
"That's	 right,"	 said	 Truth,	 "and	 as	 I'm	 bound	 in	 the	 same	 direction	 let's	 travel
together."
"All	right,"	replied	Falsehood,	"but	you	know	that	fellow-travellers	must	live	in
harmony,	so	let's	divide	our	provisions	and	finish	yours	first."
Truth	 handed	 over	 her	 provisions,	 upon	which	 the	 two	 lived	 till	 every	morsel
was	consumed.	Then	it	was	Falsehood's	turn	to	provide.
"Let	me	gouge	out	one	of	your	eyes,"	said	Falsehood	to	Truth,	"and	then	I'll	let
you	have	some	food."
Poor	Truth	couldn't	help	herself,	for	she	was	very	hungry	and	didn't	know	what
to	do.	So	she	had	one	of	her	eyes	gouged	out,	and	she	got	some	food.	Next	time
she	wanted	food	she	had	the	other	eye	gouged	out,	and	then	both	her	arms	cut
off.	After	all	 this	Falsehood	 told	her	 to	go	away.	Truth	 implored	not	 to	be	 left
thus	helpless	 in	 the	wilds,	and	asked	that	she	might	be	taken	to	the	gate	of	 the
next	town	and	left	there	to	get	her	living	by	begging.	Falsehood	led	her,	not	to
where	she	wanted	to	go,	but	near	a	pair	of	gallows	and	left	her	there.
Truth	was	very	much	surprised	that	she	heard	no	one	pass,	and	thought	that	all
the	folks	in	that	town	must	be	dead.	As	she	was	thus	reasoning	with	herself	and
trembling	 with	 fear	 she	 fell	 asleep.	When	 she	 awoke	 she	 heard	 some	 people
talking	above	her	head,	and	soon	discovered	that	they	were	devils.	The	eldest	of



them	 said	 to	 the	 rest,	 "Tell	me	what	 you	 have	 heard	 and	what	 you	 have	 been
doing."
One	 said,	 "I	 have	 today	 killed	 a	 learned	 physician,	 who	 has	 discovered	 a
medicine	with	which	he	cured	all	crippled,	maimed,	or	blind."
"Well,	you're	a	smart	fellow!"	said	the	old	devil,	"what	may	the	medicine	be?"
"It	consists	simply	of	 this,"	 replied	 the	other,	"that	 tonight	 is	Friday	night,	and
there	will	be	a	new	moon.	The	cripples	have	to	roll	about	and	the	blind	to	wash
their	eyes	in	the	dew	that	has	fallen	during	the	night.	The	cripples	will	be	healed
of	their	infirmities	and	the	blind	will	see."
"That	is	very	good,"	said	the	old	devil.	"And	now	what	have	you	done,	and	what
do	you	know?"	he	asked	the	others.
"I,"	said	another,	"have	just	finished	a	little	job	of	mine,	I	have	cut	off	the	water-
supply	and	will	thus	kill	the	whole	of	the	population	of	the	country-town	not	far
from	here."
"What	is	your	secret?"	asked	the	old	devil.
"It	is	this,"	replied	he,	"I	have	placed	a	stone	on	the	spring	which	is	situated	at
the	 eastern	 corner	 of	 the	 town	 at	 a	 depth	 of	 three	 fathoms.	By	 this	means	 the
spring	will	be	blocked	up,	and	not	one	drop	of	water	will	flow.	As	for	me	I	can
go	everywhere	without	fear,	because	no	one	will	ever	find	out	my	secret,	and	all
will	happen	just	as	I	planned	it."
The	 poor	 crippled	 Truth	 listened	 attentively	 to	 all	 these	 things.	 Several	 other
devils	spoke,	but	poor	Truth	either	did	not	understand	them	or	did	not	listen	to
what	they	said,	as	it	did	not	concern	her.
Having	 finished,	 all	 the	 devils	 disappeared	 as	 the	 cock	 crew	 announcing	 the
break	of	day.
Truth	 thought	 she	 would	 try	 the	 remedies	 she	 had	 heard,	 and	 at	 night	 rolled
about	 on	 the	 dewy	 ground,	 when	 to	 her	 great	 relief	 her	 arms	 grew	 again.
Wishing	to	be	completely	cured,	she	groped	about	and	plucked	every	weed	she
could	find,	and	rubbed	the	dew	into	 the	cavities	of	her	eyes.	As	day	broke	she
saw	light	once	more.	She	then	gave	hearty	thanks	to	the	God	of	Truth	that	he	had
not	left	her,	his	faithful	follower,	to	perish.
Being	 hungry	 she	 set	 off	 in	 search	 of	 food.	 So	 she	 hurried	 off	 to	 the	 nearest
town,	not	only	 for	 food,	but	also	because	she	 remembered	what	she	had	heard
the	devils	say	about	cutting	off	the	water	supply.	She	hurried	on,	so	as	not	to	be
longer	than	she	could	help	in	giving	them	her	aid	in	their	distress.	She	soon	got
there,	 and	 found	everyone	 in	mourning.	Off	 she	went	 straight	 to	 the	king,	 and
told	him	all	she	knew.	He	was	delighted	when	he	was	told	that	the	thirst	of	the
people	might	be	quenched.	She	also	told	the	king	how	she	had	been	maimed	and



blinded,	and	the	king	believed	all	she	said.	They	commenced	at	once	with	great
energy	to	dig	up	the	stone	that	blocked	the	spring.	The	work	was	soon	done,	the
stone	reached,	lifted	out,	and	the	spring	flowed	once	more.
The	 king	 was	 full	 of	 joy	 and	 so	 was	 the	 whole	 town,	 and	 there	 were	 great
festivities	 and	 a	 general	 holiday	was	held.	The	king	would	not	 allow	Truth	 to
leave,	 but	 gave	 her	 all	 she	 needed,	 and	 treated	 her	 as	 his	 most	 confidential
friend,	placing	her	in	a	position	of	great	wealth	and	happiness.
In	the	meantime	Falsehood's	provisions	came	to	an	end,	and	she	was	obliged	to
beg	 for	 food.	 As	 only	 very	 few	 houses	 gave	 her	 anything	 she	 was	 almost
starving	when	she	met	her	old	travelling	companion	again.	She	cried	to	Truth	for
a	piece	of	bread.
"Yes,	you	can	have	it,"	said	Truth,	"but	you	must	have	an	eye	gouged	out;"	and
Falsehood	was	 in	 such	 a	 fix	 that	 she	 had	 either	 to	 submit	 or	 starve.	 Then	 the
other	eye	was	taken	out,	and	after	that	her	arms	were	cut	off,	in	exchange	for	dry
crusts	of	bread.	Nor	could	she	help	it,	for	no	one	else	would	give	her	anything.
Having	 lost	her	eyes	and	her	arms	she	asked	Truth	 to	 lead	her	under	 the	same
gallows	as	she	had	been	led	to.	At	night	the	devils	came,	and,	as	the	eldest	began
questioning	the	others	as	to	what	they	had	been	doing	and	what	they	knew,	one
of	 them	 proposed	 that	 search	 be	 made,	 just	 to	 see	 whether	 there	 were	 any
listeners	 to	 their	 conversation,	 as	 someone	must	have	been	eaves-dropping	 the
other	night,	else	it	would	never	have	been	found	out	how	the	springs	of	the	town
were	plugged	up.	To	this	 they	all	agreed,	and	search	was	made,	and	soon	 they
found	Falsehood,	whom	they	instantly	tore	to	pieces,	coiled	up	her	bowels	into
knots,	burnt	her,	and	dispersed	her	ashes	to	the	winds.	But	even	her	dust	was	so
malignant	 that	 it	 was	 carried	 all	 over	 the	 world,	 and	 that	 is	 the	 reason	 that
wherever	men	exist	there	Falsehood	must	be.
	



THE	BOY	WHO	COULD	KEEP	A	SECRET

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	and	adapted	by	Andrew
Lang	in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	poor	widow	who	had	one	little	boy.
At	first	sight	you	would	not	have	thought	that	he	was	different	from	a	thousand
other	 little	 boys,	 but	 then	 you	noticed	 that	 by	 his	 side	 hung	 the	 scabbard	 of	 a
sword,	 and	 as	 the	 boy	 grew	 bigger	 the	 scabbard	 grew	 bigger	 too.	 The	 sword
which	belonged	 to	 the	scabbard	was	found	by	 the	 little	boy	sticking	out	of	 the
ground	in	the	garden,	and	every	day	he	pulled	it	up	to	see	if	it	would	go	into	the
scabbard.	But	 though	 it	was	 plainly	 becoming	 longer	 and	 longer,	 it	was	 some
time	before	the	two	would	fit.
However,	there	came	a	day	at	last	when	it	slipped	in	quite	easily.	The	child	was
so	delighted	that	he	could	hardly	believe	his	eyes,	so	he	tried	it	seven	times,	and
each	time	it	slipped	in	more	easily	than	before.	But	pleased	though	the	boy	was,
he	determined	not	to	tell	anyone	about	it,	particularly	not	his	mother,	who	never
could	keep	anything	from	her	neighbours.
Still,	in	spite	of	his	resolutions,	he	could	not	hide	altogether	that	something	had
happened,	and	when	he	went	in	to	breakfast	his	mother	asked	him	what	was	the
matter.
"Oh,	mother,	 I	had	such	a	nice	dream	last	night,"	said	he,	"but	 I	can't	 tell	 it	 to
anybody."
"You	can	tell	it	to	me,"	she	answered.	"It	must	have	been	a	nice	dream,	or	you
wouldn't	look	so	happy."
"No,	mother,	I	can't	tell	it	to	anybody,"	returned	the	boy,	"till	it	comes	true."
"I	want	to	know	what	it	was,	and	know	it	I	will,"	cried	she,	"and	I	will	beat	you
till	you	tell	me."
But	it	was	no	use,	neither	words	nor	blows	would	get	the	secret	out	of	the	boy,
and	when	her	arm	was	quite	 tired	and	she	had	 to	 leave	off,	 the	child,	sore	and
aching,	 ran	 into	 the	 garden	 and	 knelt	 weeping	 beside	 his	 little	 sword.	 It	 was
working	round	and	round	in	its	hole	all	by	itself,	and	if	anyone	except	the	boy
had	tried	to	catch	hold	of	it,	he	would	have	been	badly	cut.	But	the	moment	he



stretched	out	his	hand	it	stopped	and	slid	quietly	into	the	scabbard.
For	a	long	time	the	child	sat	sobbing,	and	the	noise	was	heard	by	the	king	as	he
was	driving	by.	 "Go	and	see	who	 it	 is	 that	 is	crying	so,"	 said	he	 to	one	of	his
servants,	and	the	man	went.	In	a	few	minutes	he	returned	saying.	"Your	Majesty,
it	 is	 a	 little	 boy	who	 is	 kneeling	 there	 sobbing	 because	 his	mother	 has	 beaten
him."
"Bring	him	to	me	at	once,"	commanded	the	monarch,	"and	tell	him	that	it	is	the
king	who	sends	for	him,	and	that	he	has	never	cried	in	all	his	life	and	cannot	bear
anyone	 else	 to	 do	 so."	On	 receiving	 this	message	 the	 boy	 dried	 his	 tears	 and
went	with	 the	 servant	 to	 the	 royal	 carriage.	 "Will	 you	 be	my	 son?"	 asked	 the
king.
"Yes,	 if	 my	 mother	 will	 let	 me,"	 answered	 the	 boy.	 And	 the	 king	 bade	 the
servant	go	back	to	the	mother	and	say	that	if	she	would	give	her	boy	to	him,	he
should	 live	 in	 the	palace	 and	marry	his	prettiest	 daughter	 as	 soon	as	he	was	 a
man.
The	widow's	anger	now	 turned	 into	 joy,	and	she	came	 running	 to	 the	splendid
coach	 and	 kissed	 the	 king's	 hand.	 "I	 hope	 you	 will	 be	 more	 obedient	 to	 his
Majesty	 than	 you	 were	 to	 me,"	 she	 said,	 and	 the	 boy	 shrank	 away	 half-
frightened.	But	when	she	had	gone	back	to	her	cottage,	he	asked	the	king	if	he
might	 fetch	 something	 that	 he	 had	 left	 in	 the	 garden,	 and	when	 he	was	 given
permission,	he	pulled	up	his	little	sword,	which	he	slid	into	the	scabbard.	Then
he	climbed	into	the	coach	and	was	driven	away.
After	 they	 had	 gone	 some	 distance	 the	 king	 said.	 "Why	 were	 you	 crying	 so
bitterly	in	the	garden	just	now?"
"Because	my	mother	had	been	beating	me,"	replied	the	boy.
"And	what	did	she	do	that	for?"	asked	the	king	again.
"Because	I	would	not	tell	her	my	dream."
"And	why	wouldn't	you	tell	it	to	her?"
"Because	I	will	never	tell	it	to	anyone	till	it	comes	true,"	answered	the	boy.
"And	won't	you	tell	it	to	me	either?"	asked	the	king	in	surprise.
"No,	not	even	to	you,	your	Majesty,"	replied	he.
"Oh,	I	am	sure	you	will	when	we	get	home,"	said	the	king	smiling,	and	he	talked
to	him	about	other	things	till	they	came	to	the	palace.
"I	have	brought	you	such	a	nice	present,"	he	said	to	his	daughters,	and	as	the	boy
was	very	pretty	they	were	delighted	to	have	him	and	gave	him	all	their	best	toys.
"You	 must	 not	 spoil	 him,"	 observed	 the	 king	 one	 day,	 when	 he	 had	 been
watching	them	playing	together.	He	has	a	secret	which	he	won't	tell	to	anyone."



"He	will	tell	me,"	answered	the	eldest	princess,	but	the	boy	only	shook	his	head.
"He	will	tell	me,"	said	the	second	girl.
"Not	I,"	replied	the	boy.
"He	will	tell	me,"	cried	the	youngest,	who	was	the	prettiest	too.
"I	will	tell	nobody	till	it	comes	true,"	said	the	boy,	as	he	had	said	before,	"and	I
will	beat	anybody	who	asks	me."
The	king	was	very	sorry	when	he	heard	this,	for	he	loved	the	boy	dearly,	but	he
thought	it	would	never	do	to	keep	anyone	near	him	who	would	not	do	as	he	was
bid.	So	he	commanded	his	servants	to	take	him	away	and	not	to	let	him	enter	the
palace	again	until	he	had	come	to	his	right	senses.
The	sword	clanked	loudly	as	the	boy	was	led	away,	but	the	child	said	nothing,
though	 he	 was	 very	 unhappy	 at	 being	 treated	 so	 badly	 when	 he	 had	 done
nothing.	However,	the	servants	were	very	kind	to	him,	and	their	children	brought
him	fruit	and	all	sorts	of	nice	 things,	and	he	soon	grew	merry	again,	and	lived
amongst	them	for	many	years	till	his	seventeenth	birthday.
Meanwhile	the	two	eldest	princesses	had	become	women,	and	had	married	two
powerful	kings	who	ruled	over	great	countries	across	the	sea.	The	youngest	one
was	old	enough	to	be	married	too,	but	she	was	very	particular,	and	turned	up	her
nose	at	all	the	young	princes	who	had	sought	her	hand.
One	day	she	was	sitting	in	the	palace	feeling	rather	dull	and	lonely,	and	suddenly
she	began	to	wonder	what	the	servants	were	doing,	and	whether	it	was	not	more
amusing	down	in	their	quarters.	The	king	was	at	his	council	and	the	queen	was
ill	in	bed,	so	there	was	no	one	to	stop	the	princess,	and	she	hastily	ran	across	the
gardens	to	the	houses	where	the	servants	lived.	Outside	she	noticed	a	youth	who
was	handsomer	 than	any	prince	she	had	ever	seen,	and	 in	a	moment	she	knew
him	to	be	the	little	boy	she	had	once	played	with.
"Tell	me	your	 secret	 and	 I	will	marry	you,"	 she	 said	 to	him,	but	 the	boy	only
gave	 her	 the	 beating	 he	 had	 promised	 her	 long	 ago,	 when	 she	 asked	 him	 the
same	 question.	 The	 girl	 was	 very	 angry,	 besides	 being	 hurt,	 and	 ran	 home	 to
complain	to	her	father.
"If	he	had	a	thousand	souls,	I	would	kill	them	all,"	swore	the	king.
That	very	day	a	gallows	was	built	outside	the	town,	and	all	the	people	crowded
round	 to	see	 the	execution	of	 the	young	man	who	had	dared	 to	beat	 the	king's
daughter.	The	prisoner,	with	his	hands	tied	behind	his	back,	was	brought	out	by
the	hangman,	and	amidst	dead	silence	his	sentence	was	being	read	by	the	judge
when	 suddenly	 the	 sword	 clanked	against	 his	 side.	 Instantly	 a	great	 noise	was
heard	and	a	golden	coach	rumbled	over	the	stones,	with	a	white	flag	waving	out
of	the	window.	It	stopped	underneath	the	gallows,	and	from	it	stepped	the	king



of	the	Magyars,	who	begged	that	the	life	of	the	boy	might	be	spared.
"Sir,	 he	 has	 beaten	my	 daughter,	who	 only	 asked	 him	 to	 tell	 her	 his	 secret.	 I
cannot	pardon	that,"	answered	the	princess's	father.
"Give	him	to	me,	I’m	sure	he	will	tell	me	the	secret,	or,	if	not,	I	have	a	daughter
who	is	like	the	Morning	Star,	and	he	is	sure	to	tell	it	to	her."
The	 sword	 clanked	 for	 the	 third	 time,	 and	 the	king	 said	 angrily.	 "Well,	 if	 you
want	him	so	much	you	can	have	him,	only	never	let	me	see	his	face	again."	And
he	 made	 a	 sign	 to	 the	 hangman.	 The	 bandage	 was	 removed	 from	 the	 young
man's	 eyes,	 and	 the	 cords	 from	 his	wrists,	 and	 he	 took	 his	 seat	 in	 the	 golden
coach	 beside	 the	 king	 of	 the	 Magyars.	 Then	 the	 coachman	 whipped	 up	 his
horses,	and	they	set	out	for	Buda.
The	king	 talked	very	pleasantly	 for	 a	 few	miles,	 and	when	he	 thought	 that	his
new	companion	was	quite	at	ease	with	him,	he	asked	him	what	was	 the	secret
which	had	brought	him	into	such	trouble.	"That	I	cannot	tell	you,"	answered	the
youth,	"until	it	comes	true."
"You	will	tell	my	daughter,"	said	the	king,	smiling.
"I	will	tell	nobody,"	replied	the	youth,	and	as	he	spoke	the	sword	clanked	loudly.
The	king	said	no	more,	but	trusted	to	his	daughter's	beauty	to	get	the	secret	from
him.
The	journey	to	Buda	was	long,	and	it	was	several	days	before	they	arrived	there.
The	 beautiful	 princess	 happened	 to	 be	 picking	 roses	 in	 the	 garden,	 when	 her
father's	coach	drove	up.
"Oh,	what	a	handsome	youth!	Have	you	brought	him	from	fairyland?"	cried	she,
when	they	all	stood	upon	the	marble	steps	in	front	of	the	castle.
"I	have	brought	him	from	the	gallows,"	answered	 the	king,	 rather	vexed	at	his
daughter's	words,	as	never	before	had	she	consented	to	speak	to	any	man.
"I	don't	care	where	you	brought	him	from,"	said	the	spoilt	girl.	"I	will	marry	him
and	nobody	else,	and	we	will	live	together	till	we	die."
"You	will	tell	another	tale,"	replied	the	king,	"when	you	ask	him	his	secret.	After
all	he	is	no	better	than	a	servant."
"That	is	nothing	to	me,"	said	the	princess,	"for	I	love	him.	He	will	tell	his	secret
to	me,	and	will	find	a	place	in	the	middle	of	my	heart."
But	the	king	shook	his	head,	and	gave	orders	that	the	lad	was	to	be	lodged	in	the
summer-house.
One	day,	about	a	week	later,	the	princess	put	on	her	finest	dress,	and	went	to	pay
him	a	visit.	She	 looked	so	beautiful	 that,	at	 the	sight	of	her,	 the	book	dropped
from	his	hand,	and	he	stood	up	speechless.



"Tell	me,"	she	said,	coaxingly,	"what	is	this	wonderful	secret?	Just	whisper	it	in
my	ear,	and	I	will	give	you	a	kiss."
"My	 angel,"	 he	 answered,	 "be	wise,	 and	 ask	 no	 questions,	 if	 you	wish	 to	 get
safely	back	to	your	father's	palace,	I	have	kept	my	secret	all	these	years,	and	do
not	mean	to	tell	it	now."
However,	 the	 girl	 would	 not	 listen,	 and	 went	 on	 pressing	 him,	 till	 at	 last	 he
slapped	her	face	so	hard	that	her	nose	bled.	She	shrieked	with	pain	and	rage,	and
ran	screaming	back	to	the	palace,	where	her	father	was	waiting	to	hear	if	she	had
succeeded.
"I	will	starve	you	to	death,	you	son	of	a	dragon,"	cried	he,	when	he	saw	her	dress
streaming	with	blood,	and	he	ordered	all	the	masons	and	bricklayers	in	the	town
to	come	before	him.
"Build	me	a	tower	as	fast	as	you	can,"	he	said,	"and	see	that	there	is	room	for	a
stool	and	a	small	 table,	and	for	nothing	else.	The	men	set	 to	work,	and	 in	 two
hours	 the	 tower	was	built,	and	they	proceeded	to	 the	palace	 to	 inform	the	king
that	his	commands	were	fulfilled.	On	the	way	they	met	the	princess,	who	began
to	talk	to	one	of	the	masons,	and	when	the	rest	were	out	of	hearing	she	asked	if
he	 could	manage	 to	make	 a	 hole	 in	 the	 tower,	which	 nobody	 could	 see,	 large
enough	for	a	bottle	of	wine	and	some	food	to	pass	through.
"To	be	sure	I	can,"	said	the	mason,	turning	back,	and	in	a	few	minutes	the	hole
was	bored.
At	sunset	a	large	crowd	assembled	to	watch	the	youth	being	led	to	the	tower,	and
after	his	misdeeds	had	been	proclaimed	he	was	solemnly	walled	up.	But	every
morning	the	princess	passed	him	in	food	through	the	hole,	and	every	third	day
the	king	sent	his	secretary	 to	climb	up	a	 ladder	and	 look	down	through	a	 little
window	to	see	if	he	was	dead.	But	the	secretary	always	brought	back	the	report
that	he	was	fat	and	rosy.
"There	is	some	magic	about	this,"	said	the	king.
This	state	of	affairs	lasted	some	time,	till	one	day	a	messenger	arrived	from	the
Sultan	bearing	a	letter	for	the	king,	and	also	three	canes.
"My	master	bids	me	say,"	said	the	messenger,	bowing	low,	"that	 if	you	cannot
tell	him	which	of	these	three	canes	grows	nearest	the	root,	which	in	the	middle,
and	which	at	the	top,	he	will	declare	war	against	you.
The	king	was	very	much	frightened	when	he	heard	this,	and	though	he	took	the
canes	and	examined	them	closely,	he	could	see	no	difference	between	them.	He
looked	so	sad	that	his	daughter	noticed	it,	and	inquired	the	reason.
"Alas!	my	daughter,"	he	answered,	"how	can	I	help	being	sad?	The	Sultan	has
sent	me	three	canes,	and	says	that	if	I	cannot	tell	him	which	of	them	grows	near



the	root,	which	in	the	middle,	and	which	at	the	top,	he	will	make	war	upon	me.
And	you	know	that	his	army	is	far	greater	than	mine."
"Oh,	 do	 not	 despair,	 my	 father,"	 said	 she.	 "We	 shall	 be	 sure	 to	 find	 out	 the
answer",	 and	 she	 ran	 away	 to	 the	 tower,	 and	 told	 the	 young	 man	 what	 had
occurred.
"Go	to	bed	as	usual,"	replied	he,	"and	when	you	wake,	tell	your	father	that	you
have	dreamed	that	the	canes	must	be	placed	in	warm	water.	After	a	little	while
one	will	sink	to	the	bottom,	that	is	the	one	that	grows	nearest	the	root.	The	one
which	 neither	 sinks	 nor	 comes	 to	 the	 surface	 is	 the	 cane	 that	 is	 cut	 from	 the
middle,	and	the	one	that	floats	is	from	the	top."
So,	the	next	morning,	the	princess	told	her	father	of	her	dream,	and	by	her	advice
he	cut	notches	in	each	of	the	canes	when	he	took	them	out	of	the	water,	so	that
he	might	make	 no	mistake	when	 he	 handed	 them	back	 to	 the	messenger.	 The
Sultan	could	not	imagine	how	he	had	found	out,	but	he	did	not	declare	war.
The	following	year	the	Sultan	again	wanted	to	pick	a	quarrel	with	the	king	of	the
Magyars,	so	he	sent	another	messenger	to	him	with	three	foals,	begging	him	to
say	which	of	the	animals	was	born	in	the	morning,	which	at	noon,	and	which	in
the	evening.	If	an	answer	was	not	ready	in	three	days,	war	would	be	declared	at
once.	 The	 king's	 heart	 sank	 when	 he	 read	 the	 letter.	 He	 could	 not	 expect	 his
daughter	to	be	lucky	enough	to	dream	rightly	a	second	time,	and	as	a	plague	had
been	 raging	 through	 the	 country,	 and	had	 carried	off	many	of	 his	 soldiers,	 his
army	was	even	weaker	than	before.	At	this	thought	his	face	became	so	gloomy
that	his	daughter	noticed	it,	and	inquired	what	was	the	matter.
"I	have	had	another	letter	from	the	Sultan,"	replied	the	king,	"and	he	says	that	if	I
cannot	tell	him	which	of	three	foals	was	born	in	the	morning,	which	at	noon,	and
which	in	the	evening,	he	will	declare	war	at	once."
"Oh,	don't	be	cast	down,"	said	she,	"something	is	sure	 to	happen",	and	she	ran
down	to	the	tower	to	consult	the	youth.
"Go	home,	 idol	 of	my	heart,	 and	when	 night	 comes,	 pretend	 to	 scream	out	 in
your	sleep,	so	that	your	father	hears	you.	Then	tell	him	that	you	have	dreamt	that
he	 was	 just	 being	 carried	 off	 by	 the	 Turks	 because	 he	 could	 not	 answer	 the
question	about	the	foals,	when	the	lad	whom	he	had	shut	up	in	the	tower	ran	up
and	told	them	which	was	foaled	in	the	morning,	which	at	noon,	and	which	in	the
evening."
So	the	princess	did	exactly	as	the	youth	had	bidden	her,	and	no	sooner	had	she
spoken	 than	 the	 king	 ordered	 the	 tower	 to	 be	 pulled	 down,	 and	 the	 prisoner
brought	before	him.
"I	did	not	think	that	you	could	have	lived	so	long	without	food,"	said	he,	"and	as
you	 have	 had	 plenty	 of	 time	 to	 repent	 your	wicked	 conduct,	 I	 will	 grant	 you



pardon,	on	condition	that	you	help	me	in	a	sore	strait.	Read	this	letter	from	the
Sultan,	 and	you	will	 see	 that	 if	 I	 fail	 to	 answer	his	question	about	 the	 foals,	 a
dreadful	war	will	be	the	result."
The	youth	took	the	letter	and	read	it	through.	"Yes,	I	can	help	you,"	replied	he,
"but	first	you	must	bring	me	three	troughs,	all	exactly	alike.	Into	one	you	must
put	oats,	 into	another	wheat,	and	 into	 the	 third	barley.	The	 foal	which	eats	 the
oats	is	that	which	was	foaled	in	the	morning,	the	foal	which	eats	the	wheat	is	that
which	was	foaled	at	noon,	and	the	foal	which	eats	the	barley	is	that	which	was
foaled	 at	 night."	 The	 king	 followed	 the	 youth's	 directions,	 and,	 marking	 the
foals,	sent	them	back	to	Turkey,	and	there	was	no	war	that	year.
Now	the	Sultan	was	very	angry	that	both	his	plots	to	get	possession	of	Hungary
had	been	such	total	failures,	and	he	sent	for	his	aunt,	who	was	a	witch,	to	consult
her	as	to	what	he	should	do	next.
"It	is	not	the	king	who	has	answered	your	questions,"	observed	the	aunt,	when	he
had	told	his	story.	"He	is	far	too	stupid	ever	to	have	done	that!	The	person	who
has	 found	 out	 the	 puzzle	 is	 the	 son	 of	 a	 poor	 woman,	 who,	 if	 he	 lives,	 will
become	King	of	Hungary.	Therefore,	if	you	want	the	crown	yourself,	you	must
get	him	here	and	kill	him."
After	 this	 conversation	 another	 letter	 was	 written	 to	 the	 Court	 of	 Hungary,
saying	that	if	the	youth,	now	in	the	palace,	was	not	sent	to	Turkey	within	three
days,	a	large	army	would	cross	the	border.	The	king's	heart	was	sorrowful	as	he
read,	for	he	was	grateful	to	the	lad	for	what	he	had	done	to	help	him,	but	the	boy
only	laughed,	and	bade	the	king	fear	nothing,	but	to	search	the	town	instantly	for
two	youths	just	like	each	other,	and	he	would	paint	himself	a	mask	that	was	just
like	them.	And	the	sword	at	his	side	clanked	loudly.
After	a	long	search	twin	brothers	were	found,	so	exactly	resembling	each	other
that	 even	 their	 own	mother	 could	 not	 tell	 the	 difference.	 The	 youth	 painted	 a
mask	 that	 was	 the	 precise	 copy	 of	 them,	 and	 when	 he	 had	 put	 it	 on,	 no	 one
would	have	known	one	boy	from	the	other.	They	set	out	at	once	for	the	Sultan's
palace,	and	when	they	reached	it,	they	were	taken	straight	into	his	presence.	He
made	a	sign	for	them	to	come	near,	and	they	all	bowed	low	in	greeting.	He	asked
them	about	their	journey,	and	they	answered	his	questions	all	together,	and	in	the
same	words.	If	one	sat	down	to	supper,	the	others	sat	down	at	the	same	instant.
When	 one	 got	 up,	 the	 others	 got	 up	 too,	 as	 if	 there	 had	 been	 only	 one	 body
between	them.	The	Sultan	could	not	detect	any	difference	between	them,	and	he
told	his	aunt	that	he	would	not	be	so	cruel	as	to	kill	all	three.
"Well,	you	will	see	a	difference	tomorrow,"	replied	the	witch,	"for	one	will	have
a	 cut	 on	 his	 sleeve.	 That	 is	 the	 youth	 you	 must	 kill."	 And	 one	 hour	 before
midnight,	when	witches	are	 invisible,	 she	glided	 into	 the	 room	where	all	 three
lads	were	 sleeping	 in	 the	 same	 bed.	 She	 took	 out	 a	 pair	 of	 scissors	 and	 cut	 a



small	piece	out	of	the	boy's	coat-sleeve,	which	was	hanging	on	the	wall,	and	then
crept	silently	from	the	room.	But	in	the	morning	the	youth	saw	the	slit,	and	he
marked	the	sleeves	of	his	two	companions	in	the	same	way,	and	all	 three	went
down	 to	breakfast	with	 the	Sultan.	The	old	witch	was	 standing	 in	 the	window
and	pretended	not	 to	 see	 them,	but	 all	witches	have	 eyes	 in	 the	backs	of	 their
heads,	 and	 she	 knew	 at	 once	 that	 not	 one	 sleeve	 but	 three	were	 cut,	 and	 they
were	all	as	alike	as	before.	After	breakfast,	the	Sultan,	who	was	getting	tired	of
the	whole	affair	and	wanted	to	be	alone	to	invent	some	other	plan,	told	them	they
might	return	home.	So,	bowing	low	with	one	accord,	they	went.
The	 princess	 welcomed	 the	 boy	 back	 joyfully,	 but	 the	 poor	 youth	 was	 not
allowed	to	rest	long	in	peace,	for	one	day	a	fresh	letter	arrived	from	the	Sultan,
saying	that	he	had	discovered	that	the	young	man	was	a	very	dangerous	person,
and	that	he	must	be	sent	to	Turkey	at	once,	and	alone.	The	girl	burst	into	tears
when	 the	boy	 told	her	what	was	 in	 the	 letter	which	her	 father	had	bade	her	 to
carry	to	him.	"Do	not	weep,	love	of	my	heart,"	said	the	boy,	"all	will	be	well.	I
will	start	at	sunrise	tomorrow."
So	next	morning	at	sunrise	the	youth	set	forth,	and	in	a	few	days	he	reached	the
Sultan's	palace.	The	old	witch	was	waiting	for	him	at	the	gate,	and	whispered	as
he	passed.	"This	is	the	last	time	you	will	ever	enter	it."	But	the	sword	clanked,
and	the	lad	did	not	even	look	at	her.	As	he	crossed	the	threshold	fifteen	armed
Turks	barred	his	way,	with	 the	Sultan	at	 their	head.	 Instantly	 the	sword	darted
forth	 and	 cut	 off	 the	 heads	 of	 everyone	 but	 the	 Sultan,	 and	 then	went	 quietly
back	 to	 its	 scabbard.	The	witch,	who	was	 looking	 on,	 saw	 that	 as	 long	 as	 the
youth	had	possession	of	the	sword,	all	her	schemes	would	be	in	vain,	so	she	tried
to	steal	the	sword	in	the	night,	but	it	only	jumped	out	of	its	scabbard	and	sliced
off	her	nose,	which	was	of	iron.	And	in	the	morning,	when	the	Sultan	brought	a
great	army	to	capture	the	lad	and	deprive	him	of	his	sword,	they	were	all	cut	to
pieces,	while	he	remained	without	a	scratch.
Meanwhile	 the	 princess	 was	 in	 despair	 because	 the	 days	 slipped	 by,	 and	 the
young	man	did	not	return,	and	she	never	rested	until	her	father	let	her	lead	some
troops	against	the	Sultan.	She	rode	proudly	before	them,	dressed	in	uniform,	but
they	had	not	left	the	town	more	than	a	mile	behind	them,	when	they	met	the	lad
and	his	little	sword.	When	he	told	them	what	he	had	done	they	shouted	for	joy,
and	carried	him	back	in	triumph	to	the	palace,	and	the	king	declared	that	as	the
youth	had	shown	himself	worthy	to	become	his	son-in-law,	he	should	marry	the
princess	and	succeed	to	the	throne	at	once,	as	he	himself	was	getting	old,	and	the
cares	of	government	were	 too	much	 for	him.	But	 the	young	man	said	he	must
first	 go	 and	 see	 his	 mother,	 and	 the	 king	 sent	 him	 in	 state,	 with	 a	 troop	 of
soldiers	as	his	bodyguard.
The	old	woman	was	quite	frightened	at	seeing	such	an	array	draw	up	before	her
little	house,	 and	 still	more	 surprised	when	a	handsome	young	man,	whom	she



did	not	know,	dismounted	and	kissed	her	hand,	saying.	"Now,	dear	mother,	you
shall	hear	my	secret	at	 last!	 I	dreamed	that	 I	should	become	King	of	Hungary,
and	my	dream	has	come	true.	When	I	was	a	child,	and	you	begged	me	to	tell	you
but	I	had	to	keep	silence,	or	the	Magyar	king	would	have	killed	me.	And	if	you
had	not	beaten	me	nothing	would	have	happened	that	has	happened,	and	I	should
not	now	be	King	of	Hungary."
	



STEPHEN	THE	MURDERER

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	VERY,	VERY	rich	 farmer,	and	opposite	 to	him	 lived
another	farmer	just	as	rich.	One	had	a	son	and	the	other	a	daughter.	These	two
farmers	 often	 talked	 over	 family	 matters	 together	 at	 their	 gates,	 and	 at	 last
arranged	 that	 their	 children	 should	 marry	 each	 other,	 so	 that	 in	 case	 the	 old
people	died	the	young	people	would	be	able	to	take	possession	of	the	farms.	But
the	young	girl	could	not	bear	the	young	man,	although	he	was	very	fond	of	her.
Then	her	parents	threatened	to	disinherit	her	if	she	did	not	marry	as	she	was	bid,
as	they	wanted	the	marriage	to	take	place.
On	the	wedding	morning,	when	they	arrived	at	church,	and	were	standing	before
the	altar,	 the	bride	 took	 the	wedding	ring	and	dashed	 it	on	 the	floor	before	 the
clergyman,	saying,	"Here,	Satan,	take	this	ring,	and,	if	ever	I	bear	a	child	to	this
man,	take	it	too!"
In	a	moment	the	devil	appeared,	snatched	up	the	ring,	and	vanished.	The	priest,
seeing	 and	 hearing	 all	 that	was	 done,	 declined	 to	 proceed	with	 the	 ceremony,
whereupon	 the	 fathers	 remonstrated	with	 him,	 and	 declared	 that	 if	 he	 did	 not
proceed	he	would	lose	his	living.	The	wedding	thereupon	was	duly	celebrated.
As	time	went	by	the	farmers	both	died,	and	the	young	folks,	who	couldn't	bear
each	other	before,	at	last	grew	very	fond	of	each	other,	and	a	handsome	boy	was
born.	When	he	was	old	enough	he	went	to	school,	where	he	got	on	so	well	that
before	long	his	master	could	teach	him	no	more.	He	then	went	to	college,	where
he	did	the	same	as	at	school,	so	that	his	parents	began	to	think	of	him	taking	holy
orders.	About	this	time	his	father	died,	and	the	boy	noticed	that	every	night	when
he	came	home	 from	 the	college	 that	his	mother	was	weeping.	 so	he	asked	her
why	she	wept.
"Never	mind	me,	my	son,"	said	she,	"I	am	grieving	over	your	father."
"But	you	never	cared	much	for	him,"	said	he.	"Cheer	up,	 for	 I	 shall	 soon	be	a
priest."



"That's	 the	 very	 thing	 I'm	weeping	 over,"	 said	 his	mother,	 "for	 just	when	 you
will	be	doing	well	the	devils	will	come	for	you,	because	when	I	was	married	to
your	father	I	dashed	the	wedding-ring	on	the	ground,	saying,	 'Here,	Satan,	take
this	ring,	and	if	ever	I	bear	a	child	 to	 this	man	take	it	 too.'	One	fine	day,	 then,
you	will	be	carried	off	by	the	devil	in	the	same	way	as	the	ring."
"Is	this	indeed	true,	mother?"	said	the	student.
"It	is,	indeed,	my	son."
With	that	he	went	off	to	the	priest,	and	said,	"Godfather,	are	these	things	which
my	mother	tells	me	concerning	her	wedding	true?"
"My	 dear	 godson,"	 replied	 the	 priest,	 "they	 are	 true,	 for	 I	 saw	 and	 heard	 all
myself."
"Dear	godfather,	give	me	then	at	once	holy	candles,	holy	water,	and	incense."
"Why	do	you	want	them,	my	son?"	asked	the	priest.
"Because,"	replied	the	student,	"I	mean	to	go	to	hell	at	once,	after	that	lost	ring
and	the	deed	of	agreement."
"Don't	 rush	 into	 their	 hands,"	 said	 the	 priest,	 "they	 will	 come	 for	 you	 soon
enough."
But	the	more	the	priest	talked	the	more	determined	was	the	student	to	set	off	at
once	for	the	infernal	regions.
So	off	he	went,	and	travelled	over	seven	times	seven	countries.	One	evening	he
arrived	 at	 a	 large	 forest,	 and,	 as	 darkness	 set	 in,	 he	 lost	 his	 way	 and	 roamed
about	 here	 and	 there	 looking	 for	 some	 place	 to	 rest,	 at	 last	 he	 found	 a	 small
cottage	where	an	old	woman	lived.	"Good	evening,	mother,"	said	he.
"Good	luck	has	brought	you	here,	my	son,"	said	she.	"What	are	you	doing	out
here	so	late?"
"I	 have	 lost	 my	 way,"	 replied	 the	 student,	 "and	 have	 come	 here	 to	 ask	 for	 a
night's	lodging."
"I	can	give	you	lodging,	my	son,	but	I	have	a	murderous	heathen	son,	who	has
destroyed	 three	 hundred	 and	 sixty-six	 lives,	 and	 even	 now	 is	 out	 robbing.	He
might	 return	 at	 any	 moment,	 and	 he	 would	 kill	 you,	 so	 you	 had	 better	 go
somewhere	else	and	continue	your	way	in	peace,	and	mind	you	take	care	not	to
meet	him."
"Whether	he	kill	me	or	not,"	said	the	student,	"I	shall	not	stir	an	inch."
As	 the	old	woman	could	not	persuade	him	to	go	he	stayed.	After	midnight	 the
son	 returned,	 and	 shouted	 out	 loudly	 under	 the	 window,	 "Have	 you	 got	 my
supper	ready?"	He	then	crept	in	on	his	knees,	for	he	was	so	tall	that	he	could	not
enter	otherwise.	As	they	sat	at	table	he	suddenly	saw	the	student.	"Mother,	what



sort	of	a	guest	is	that?"	said	he.
"He's	a	poor	tramp,	my	son,	and	very	tired."
"Has	he	had	anything	to	eat?"
"No,	I	offered	him	food,	but	he	was	too	tired	to	eat."
"Go	and	wake	him,	and	say,	'Come	and	eat',	because	whether	he	eat	or	whether
he	let	the	food	alone	he	will	repent	it."
"Hello!"	said	the	student,	"what	is	the	matter?"
"Don't	ask	any	questions,"	replied	the	old	woman,	"but	come	and	eat."
The	student	obeyed,	and	they	sat	down	to	supper.
"Don't	eat	much,"	said	the	old	woman's	son,	"because	you	will	repent	it	if	you	do
eat	and	you	will	repent	it	if	you	don't."
While	they	were	eating	the	old	woman's	son	said,	"Where	are	you	going,	mate,
what	is	your	destination?"
"Straight	to	hell,	among	the	devils,"	said	the	student.
"It	was	my	intention	to	kill	you	with	a	blow,	but	now	that	I	know	where	you	are
going	I	will	not	touch	you.	Find	out	for	me	what	sort	of	a	bed	they	have	prepared
for	me	in	that	place."
"What	is	your	name?"
"My	name,"	said	he,	"is	Stephen	the	Murderer."
In	 the	morning,	when	 they	 awoke,	Stephen	gave	 the	 student	 a	good	breakfast,
and	showed	him	which	way	to	go.	On	he	travelled	till	at	 length	he	approached
the	 gates	 of	 hell.	 He	 then	 lighted	 his	 incense,	 sprinkled	 the	 holy	 water,	 and
lighted	 the	 holy	 candles.	 In	 a	 very	 short	 time	 the	 devils	 began	 to	 smell	 the
incense,	and	ran	out,	crying,	"What	sort	of	an	animal	are	you?	Don't	come	here!
Don't	approach	this	place,	or	we	will	leave	it	at	once!"
"Wherever	you	go,"	said	the	student,	"I	tell	you	I	will	follow	you,	for,	on	such
and	such	a	date,	you	carried	off	from	the	church	floor	my	mother's	wedding-ring,
and	if	you	don't	return	it	and	cancel	 the	agreement,	and	promise	me	that	I	will
have	no	more	trouble	from	you,	I	will	follow	you	wherever	you	go."
"Don't	come	here,"	cried	they,	"stop	where	you	are,	and	we	will	get	them	for	you
at	once."
They	then	blew	a	whistle	and	the	devils	came	hastily	out	from	all	directions,	so
many	you	could	not	count	them,	but	they	could	not	find	the	ring	anywhere.	They
sounded	the	whistle	again,	and	twice	as	many	came	as	before,	but	still	the	ring
was	not	 to	be	found.	They	then	whistled	a	third	time,	and	twice	as	many	more
came.	One	fellow	came	limping	up,	very	late.



"Why	don't	you	hurry,"	cried	the	others,	"don't	you	see	that	a	great	calamity	has
happened?	 The	 ring	 can't	 be	 found.	 Turn	 out	 everybody's	 pockets,	 and	 on
whoever	it	is	found	throw	him	into	the	bed	of	Stephen	the	Murderer."
"Wait	 a	moment,"	 cried	 the	 lame	one,	 "before	 you	 throw	me	 into	Stephen	 the
Murderer's	 bed.	 I	 would	 rather	 produce	 three	 hundred	 wedding-rings	 than	 be
thrown	 into	 that	 place",	 whereupon	 he	 at	 once	 produced	 the	 ring,	 which	 they
threw	over	the	wall	to	the	student,	together	with	the	agreement,	crying	out	that	it
was	cancelled.
One	evening	the	student	arrived	back	at	Stephen	the	Murderer's.	The	latter	was
out	robbing.	After	midnight,	as	usual,	he	returned,	and	when	he	saw	the	student
he	woke	him,	 saying,	 "Get	up,	 and	 let's	have	 something	 to	 eat!	And	have	you
been	to	hell?"
"I	have."
"What	have	you	heard	of	my	bed?"
"We	should	never	have	got	the	ring,"	said	the	student,	"if	the	devils	had	not	been
threatened	with	your	bed."
"Well,"	said	Stephen,	"that	must	be	a	bad	bed	if	the	devils	are	afraid	of	it."
They	 got	 up	 the	 next	 morning,	 and	 the	 student	 started	 for	 home.	 Suddenly	 it
struck	Stephen	 the	Murderer	 that	as	 the	 student	had	been	made	very	happy	he
ought	to	do	as	much	for	his	him	too.	So	he	started	after	the	student,	who,	when
he	saw	him	coming,	was	very	much	afraid	lest	he	should	be	killed.	In	a	stride	or
two	Stephen	overtook	the	student.	"Stop,	my	friend.	As	you	have	bettered	your
lot,	better	mine,	so	that	I	may	not	go	to	that	awful	bed	in	hell."
"Well	 then,"	 said	 the	 student,	 "did	 you	 kill	 your	 first	 man	 with	 a	 club	 or	 a
knife?"
"I	never	killed	anybody	with	a	knife,"	said	Stephen,	"they	have	all	been	killed
with	a	club."
"Have	you	got	the	club	you	killed	the	first	man	with?	Go	back	and	fetch	it."
Stephen	took	one	or	two	strides	and	was	at	home.	He	then	took	the	club	from	the
shelf	and	brought	it	to	the	student.	It	was	so	worm-eaten	that	you	could	not	put	a
needle-point	on	it	between	the	holes.
"What	sort	of	wood	is	this	made	of?"	asked	the	student.
"Wild	apple-tree,"	replied	Stephen.
"Take	it	and	come	with	me,"	said	the	student,	"to	the	top	of	the	rock."	On	the	top
of	the	rock	there	was	a	small	hill,	and	into	this	he	bade	him	plant	the	club.	"Now,
uncle	Stephen,	go	down	under	 the	rock,	and	 there	you	will	 find	a	small	spring
trickling	down	the	face	of	the	stone.	Go	on	your	knees	to	this	spring	and	pray,



and,	 creeping	 on	 your	 knees,	 carry	 water	 in	 your	 mouth	 to	 this	 club,	 and
continue	to	do	so	till	it	buds.	It	will	then	bear	apples,	and	when	it	does	you	will
be	free	from	that	bed."
Stephen	the	Murderer	began	to	carry	the	water	 to	the	club,	and	the	student	 left
him,	and	went	home.	He	was	at	once	made	a	priest	on	account	of	his	courage	in
going	to	hell,	and	after	he	had	been	a	priest	for	twenty-five	years	they	made	him
pope,	and	this	he	was	for	many	years.
In	those	days	it	was	the	rule,	according	to	an	old	custom,	for	the	pope	to	make	a
tour	of	his	country,	and	it	so	happened	that	this	pope	came	to	his	journey's	end,
on	the	very	rock	upon	which	the	club	had	been	planted.	He	stopped	there	with
his	suite,	in	order	to	rest.	Suddenly	one	of	the	servants	saw	a	low	tree	on	the	top
of	the	rock,	covered	with	beautiful	red	apples.
"Your	holiness,"	said	he	to	the	pope,	"I	have	seen	most	beautiful	red	apples,	and
if	you	will	permit	me	I	will	go	and	gather	some."
"Go,"	said	the	pope,	"and	if	they	are	so	very	beautiful	bring	some	to	me."
The	 servant	 approached	 the	 tree,	 but	 as	 he	 drew	 near	 he	 heard	 a	 voice	 that
frightened	him	terribly	saying,	"No	one	is	allowed	to	pluck	this	fruit	except	him
who	planted	the	tree."
Off	rushed	the	servant	to	the	pope,	who	asked	him	if	he	had	brought	any	apples.
"Your	holiness,	I	did	not	even	get	any	for	myself,"	gasped	the	servant,	"because
someone	shouted	to	me	so	loudly	that	I	nearly	dropped,	I	saw	no	one,	but	only
heard	a	voice	 that	said,	 'No	one	is	allowed	to	pluck	this	fruit	but	 the	man	who
planted	the	tree.'"
The	pope	began	to	think,	and	all	at	once	he	remembered	that	he	had	planted	the
tree	when	he	was	a	 lad.	He	ordered	 the	horses	 to	be	 taken	out	of	his	carriage,
and,	with	his	servant	and	his	coachman,	he	set	off	 to	 the	red	apple-tree.	When
they	arrived,	the	pope	cried	out,	"Stephen	the	Murderer,	where	are	you?"
A	dried-up	skull	rolled	out,	and	said,	"Here	I	am,	your	holiness.	All	the	limbs	of
my	body	dropped	off	whilst	I	was	carrying	water,	and	are	scattered	all	around,
every	nerve	and	muscle	lies	strewn	here,	but,	if	the	pope	commands,	they	will	all
come	together."	The	pope	did	so,	and	the	scattered	members	came	together	into
a	heap.
The	servant	and	the	coachman	were	then	ordered	to	open	a	large,	deep	hole,	and
to	put	the	bones	into	it,	and	then	cover	all	up,	which	they	did.	The	pope	then	said
mass,	 and	 gave	 the	 absolution,	 and	 at	 that	moment	Stephen	 the	Murderer	was
delivered	 from	 the	 dreadful	 bed	 in	 hell.	 The	 pope	 then	went	 back	 to	 his	 own
country,	where	he	still	lives,	if	he	has	not	died	since.
	



THE	PRINCE	WHO	WOULD	SEEK	IMMORTALITY

Adapted	 from	 a	 story	 told	 in	 Ungarischen	 Volksmärchen,	 and	 adapted	 by
Andrew	Lang	in	his	Crimson	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co
in	1903.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME,	IN	THE	very	middle	of	the	middle	of	a	large	kingdom,
there	was	a	town,	and	in	the	town	a	palace,	and	in	the	palace	a	king.	This	king
had	one	son	whom	his	father	thought	was	wiser	and	cleverer	than	any	son	ever
was	before,	and	indeed	his	father	had	spared	no	pains	to	make	him	so.	He	had
been	very	careful	in	choosing	his	tutors	and	governors	when	he	was	a	boy,	and
when	he	became	a	youth	he	sent	him	to	travel,	so	that	he	might	see	the	ways	of
other	people,	and	find	that	they	were	often	as	good	as	his	own.
It	was	now	a	year	since	the	prince	had	returned	home,	for	his	father	felt	 that	it
was	time	that	his	son	should	learn	how	to	rule	the	kingdom	which	would	one	day
be	 his.	 But	 during	 his	 long	 absence	 the	 prince	 seemed	 to	 have	 changed	 his
character	 altogether.	From	being	 a	merry	 and	 light-hearted	boy,	 he	had	grown
into	 a	 gloomy	and	 thoughtful	man.	The	king	knew	of	nothing	 that	 could	have
produced	such	an	alteration.	He	vexed	himself	about	it	from	morning	till	night,
till	at	length	an	explanation	occurred	to	him.	The	young	man	was	in	love!
Now	 the	 prince	 never	 talked	 about	 his	 feelings,	 and	 for	 the	matter	 of	 that	 he
scarcely	 talked	 at	 all,	 and	 the	 father	 knew	 that	 if	 he	 was	 to	 understand	 the
prince's	dismal	face,	he	would	have	to	begin	at	the	beginning.	So	one	day,	after
dinner,	he	took	his	son	by	the	arm	and	led	him	into	another	room,	hung	entirely
with	the	pictures	of	beautiful	maidens,	each	one	more	lovely	than	the	other.
"My	dear	boy,"	he	said,	"you	are	very	sad.	Perhaps	after	all	your	wanderings	it	is
dull	for	you	here	all	alone	with	me.	It	would	be	much	better	if	you	would	marry,
and	I	have	collected	here	the	portraits	of	the	most	beautiful	women	in	the	world
of	a	 rank	equal	 to	your	own.	Choose	which	among	 them	you	would	 like	 for	a
wife,	and	I	will	send	an	embassy	to	her	father	to	ask	for	her	hand."
"Alas,	your	Majesty,"	answered	the	prince.	"It	is	not	love	or	marriage	that	makes
me	 so	 gloomy,	 but	 the	 thought,	which	 haunts	me	day	 and	night,	 that	 all	men,
even	kings,	must	die.	Never	shall	I	be	happy	again	till	I	have	found	a	kingdom
where	death	is	unknown.	And	I	have	determined	to	give	myself	no	rest	till	I	have



discovered	the	Land	of	Immortality.”
The	 old	 king	 heard	 him	with	 dismay.	Things	were	worse	 than	 he	 thought.	He
tried	to	reason	with	his	son,	and	told	him	that	during	all	these	years	he	had	been
looking	forward	to	his	return,	in	order	to	resign	his	throne	and	its	cares,	which
pressed	 so	 heavily	 upon	 him.	But	 it	was	 in	 vain	 that	 he	 talked,	 for	 the	 prince
would	listen	to	nothing,	and	the	following	morning	buckled	on	his	sword	and	set
forth	on	his	journey.
He	had	been	 travelling	 for	many	days,	 and	had	 left	his	 fatherland	behind	him,
when	close	to	the	road	he	came	upon	a	huge	tree,	and	on	its	topmost	bough	an
eagle	was	sitting	shaking	the	branches	with	all	his	might.	This	seemed	so	strange
and	so	unlike	an	eagle,	that	the	prince	stood	still	with	surprise,	and	the	bird	saw
him	and	flew	to	the	ground.	The	moment	its	feet	touched	the	ground	he	changed
into	a	king.
"Why	do	you	look	so	astonished?"	he	asked.
"I	was	wondering	why	you	shook	the	boughs	so	fiercely,"	answered	the	prince.
"I	am	condemned	 to	do	 this,	 for	neither	 I	nor	any	of	my	kindred	can	die	 till	 I
have	 rooted	 up	 this	 great	 tree,"	 replied	 the	 king	 of	 the	 eagles.	 "But	 it	 is	 now
evening,	and	I	need	work	no	more	today.	Come	to	my	house	with	me,	and	be	my
guest	for	the	night."
The	prince	accepted	gratefully	the	eagle's	invitation,	for	he	was	tired	and	hungry.
They	 were	 received	 at	 the	 palace	 by	 the	 king's	 beautiful	 daughter,	 who	 gave
orders	that	dinner	should	be	laid	for	 them	at	once.	While	they	were	eating,	 the
eagle	 questioned	 his	 guest	 about	 his	 travels,	 and	 if	 he	 was	 wandering	 for
pleasure's	 sake,	 or	with	 any	 special	 aim.	Then	 the	 prince	 told	 him	 everything,
and	 how	 he	 could	 never	 turn	 back	 till	 he	 had	 discovered	 the	 Land	 of
Immortality.
"Dear	brother,"	 said	 the	 eagle,	 "you	have	discovered	 it	 already,	 and	 it	 rejoices
my	heart	to	think	that	you	will	stay	with	us.	Have	you	not	just	heard	me	say	that
death	has	no	power	either	over	myself	or	any	of	my	kindred	till	that	great	tree	is
rooted	up?	It	will	 take	me	six	hundred	years	of	hard	work	to	do	that,	so	marry
my	daughter	and	let	us	all	live	happily	together	here.	After	all,	six	hundred	years
is	an	eternity!"
"Ah,	dear	king,"	replied	the	young	man,	"your	offer	is	very	tempting.	But	at	the
end	of	six	hundred	years	we	should	have	to	die,	so	we	should	be	no	better	off.
No,	I	must	go	on	till	I	find	the	country	where	there	is	no	death	at	all."
Then	the	princess	spoke,	and	tried	to	persuade	the	guest	to	change	his	mind,	but
he	sorrowfully	shook	his	head.	At	 length,	seeing	 that	his	 resolution	was	firmly
fixed,	she	took	from	a	cabinet	a	little	box	which	contained	her	picture,	and	gave
it	 to	him	saying,	 "As	you	will	not	 stay	with	us,	prince,	accept	 this	box,	which



will	 sometimes	 recall	 us	 to	 your	memory.	 If	 you	 are	 tired	 of	 travelling	before
you	come	to	the	Land	of	Immortality,	open	this	box	and	look	at	my	picture,	and
you	will	be	borne	along	either	on	earth	or	in	the	air,	quick	as	thought,	or	swift	as
the	whirlwind."
The	prince	thanked	her	for	her	gift,	which	he	placed	in	his	tunic,	and	sorrowfully
bade	the	eagle	and	his	daughter	farewell.
Never	was	any	present	in	the	world	as	useful	as	that	little	box,	and	many	times
did	he	bless	the	kind	thought	of	the	princess.	One	evening	it	had	carried	him	to
the	 top	 of	 a	 high	 mountain,	 where	 he	 saw	 a	 man	 with	 a	 bald	 head,	 busily
engaged	in	digging	up	spadefuls	of	earth	and	throwing	them	in	a	basket.	When
the	basket	was	 full	he	 took	 it	away	and	returned	with	an	empty	one,	which	he
likewise	filled.	The	prince	stood	and	watched	him	for	a	little,	till	the	bald-headed
man	looked	up	and	said	to	him.	"Dear	brother,	what	surprises	you	so	much?"
"I	was	wondering	why	you	were	filling	the	basket,"	replied	the	prince.
"Oh!"	replied	the	man,	"I	am	condemned	to	do	this,	for	neither	I	nor	any	of	my
family	can	die	till	I	have	dug	away	the	whole	of	this	mountain	and	made	it	level
with	the	plain.	But,	come,	it	is	almost	dark,	and	I	shall	work	no	longer."	And	he
plucked	a	leaf	from	a	tree	close	by,	and	from	a	rough	digger	he	was	changed	into
a	stately	bald-headed	king.
"Come	home	with	me,"	he	said,	"you	must	be	tired	and	hungry,	and	my	daughter
will	have	supper	ready	for	us."
The	prince	accepted	gladly,	and	 they	went	back	 to	 the	palace,	where	 the	bald-
headed	 king's	 daughter,	 who	 was	 more	 beautiful	 still	 than	 the	 other	 princess,
welcomed	 them	 at	 the	 door	 and	 led	 the	 way	 into	 a	 large	 hall	 and	 to	 a	 table
covered	with	silver	dishes.	While	they	were	eating,	the	bald-headed	king	asked
the	prince	how	he	had	happened	to	wander	so	far,	and	the	young	man	told	him
all	about	it,	and	how	he	was	seeking	the	Land	of	Immortality.
"You	have	found	it	already,"	answered	the	king,	"for,	as	I	said,	neither	I	nor	my
family	can	die	till	I	have	levelled	this	great	mountain,	and	that	will	take	full	eight
hundred	years	longer.	Stay	here	with	us	and	marry	my	daughter.	Eight	hundred
years	is	surely	long	enough	to	live."
"Oh,	certainly,"	answered	 the	prince,	 "but,	all	 the	same,	 I	would	 rather	go	and
seek	the	land	where	there	is	no	death	at	all."
So	next	morning	he	bade	them	farewell,	though	the	princess	begged	him	to	stay
with	all	her	might,	and	when	she	found	that	she	could	not	persuade	him	she	gave
him	as	a	remembrance	a	gold	ring.	This	ring	was	still	more	useful	than	the	box,
because	when	one	wished	oneself	 at	 any	place	one	was	 there	directly,	without
even	 the	 trouble	of	 flying	 to	 it	 through	 the	air.	The	prince	put	 it	on	his	 finger,
and	thanking	her	heartily,	went	his	way.



He	walked	on	for	some	distance,	and	then	he	recollected	the	ring	and	thought	he
would	see	if	the	princess	had	spoken	truly	as	to	its	powers.	"I	wish	I	was	at	the
end	of	the	world,"	he	said,	shutting	his	eyes,	and	when	he	opened	them	he	was
standing	 in	a	 street	 full	of	marble	palaces.	The	men	who	passed	him	were	 tall
and	 strong,	 and	 their	 clothes	were	magnificent.	He	 stopped	 some	of	 them	and
asked	in	all	the	twenty-seven	languages	he	knew	what	was	the	name	of	the	city,
but	no	one	answered	him.	Then	his	heart	sank	within	him.	What	should	he	do	in
this	strange	place	 if	nobody	could	understand	anything?	Suddenly	his	eyes	 fell
upon	a	man	dressed	after	the	fashion	of	his	native	country,	and	he	ran	up	to	him
and	spoke	to	him	in	his	own	tongue.	"What	city	is	this,	my	friend?"	he	inquired.
"It	 is	 the	 capital	 city	 of	 the	 Blue	 Kingdom,"	 replied	 the	 man,	 "but	 the	 king
himself	is	dead,	and	his	daughter	is	now	the	ruler."
With	this	news	the	prince	was	satisfied,	and	begged	his	countryman	to	show	him
the	way	 to	 the	young	queen's	palace.	The	man	 led	him	 through	 several	 streets
into	a	large	square,	one	side	of	which	was	occupied	by	a	splendid	building	that
seemed	borne	up	on	slender	pillars	of	soft	green	marble.	In	front	was	a	flight	of
steps,	and	on	these	the	queen	was	sitting	wrapped	in	a	veil	of	shining	silver	mist,
listening	to	the	complaints	of	her	people	and	dealing	out	justice.	When	the	prince
came	 up	 she	 saw	 directly	 that	 he	 was	 no	 ordinary	 man,	 and	 telling	 her
chamberlain	to	dismiss	the	rest	of	her	petitioners	for	that	day,	she	signed	to	the
prince	to	follow	her	into	the	palace.	Luckily	she	had	been	taught	his	language	as
a	child,	so	they	had	no	difficulty	in	talking	together.
The	prince	told	all	his	story	and	how	he	was	journeying	in	search	of	the	Land	of
Immortality.	When	he	had	 finished,	 the	princess,	who	had	 listened	attentively,
rose,	and	taking	his	arm,	led	him	to	the	door	of	another	room,	the	floor	of	which
was	made	entirely	of	needles,	stuck	so	close	together	that	there	was	no	room	for
a	single	needle	more.
"Prince,"	 she	 said,	 turning	 to	 him,	 "you	 see	 these	 needles?	 Well,	 know	 that
neither	 I	 nor	 any	 of	 my	 family	 can	 die	 till	 I	 have	 worn	 out	 these	 needles	 in
sewing.	 It	will	 take	at	 least	a	 thousand	years	 for	 that.	Stay	here,	and	share	my
throne,	for	a	thousand	years	is	long	enough	to	live!"
"Certainly,"	answered	he,	"but	at	the	end	of	the	thousand	years	I	should	have	to
die!	No,	I	must	find	the	land	where	there	is	no	death."
The	queen	did	 all	 she	 could	 to	persuade	him	 to	 stay,	 but	 as	her	words	proved
useless,	 at	 length	 she	gave	 it	up.	Then	 she	 said	 to	him.	 "As	you	will	not	 stay,
take	this	little	golden	rod	as	a	remembrance	of	me.	It	has	the	power	to	become
anything	you	wish	it	to	be,	when	you	are	in	need."
So	the	prince	thanked	her,	and	putting	the	rod	in	his	pocket,	went	his	way.
Scarcely	had	he	left	the	town	behind	him	when	he	came	to	a	broad	river	which



no	man	might	pass,	for	he	was	standing	at	the	end	of	the	world,	and	this	was	the
river	which	 flowed	 round	 it.	Not	 knowing	what	 to	 do	 next,	 he	walked	 a	 little
distance	up	the	bank,	and	there,	over	his	head,	a	beautiful	city	was	floating	in	the
air.	He	longed	to	get	to	it,	but	how?	Neither	road	nor	bridge	was	anywhere	to	be
seen,	yet	the	city	drew	him	upwards,	and	he	felt	that	here	at	last	was	the	country
which	he	sought.	Suddenly	he	remembered	the	golden	rod	which	the	mist-veiled
queen	 had	 given	 him.	With	 a	 beating	 heart	 he	 flung	 it	 to	 the	 ground,	wishing
with	all	his	might	that	it	should	turn	into	a	bridge,	and	fearing	that,	after	all,	this
might	prove	beyond	its	power.	But	no,	 instead	of	 the	rod,	 there	stood	a	golden
ladder,	leading	straight	up	to	the	city	of	the	air.	He	was	about	to	enter	the	golden
gates,	when	there	sprang	at	him	a	wondrous	beast,	whose	like	he	had	never	seen.
"Out	sword	from	the	sheath,"	cried	the	prince,	springing	back	with	a	cry.	And	his
sword	 leapt	 from	 the	 scabbard	 and	 cut	 off	 some	 of	 the	 monster's	 heads,	 but
others	grew	again	directly,	 so	 that	 the	prince,	pale	with	 terror,	 stood	where	he
was,	calling	for	help,	and	put	his	sword	back	in	the	sheath	again.
The	queen	of	the	city	heard	the	noise	and	looked	from	her	window	to	see	what
was	happening.	Summoning	one	of	her	servants,	she	bade	him	go	and	rescue	the
stranger,	 and	 bring	 him	 to	 her.	 The	 prince	 thankfully	 obeyed	 her	 orders,	 and
entered	her	presence.
The	moment	she	looked	at	him,	the	queen	also	felt	that	he	was	no	ordinary	man,
and	she	welcomed	him	graciously,	and	asked	him	what	had	brought	him	to	the
city.	In	answer	the	prince	told	all	his	story,	and	how	he	had	travelled	long	and	far
in	search	of	the	Land	of	Immortality.
"You	have	found	it,"	said	she,	"for	I	am	queen	over	life	and	over	death.	Here	you
can	dwell	among	the	immortals."
A	thousand	years	had	passed	since	the	prince	first	entered	the	city,	but	they	had
flown	so	fast	that	the	time	seemed	no	more	than	six	months.	There	had	not	been
one	 instant	 of	 the	 thousand	 years	 that	 the	 prince	was	 not	 happy	 till	 one	 night
when	he	dreamed	of	his	 father	 and	mother.	Then	a	deep	 longing	 for	his	home
came	 upon	 him	 with	 a	 rush,	 and	 in	 the	 morning	 he	 told	 the	 Queen	 of	 the
Immortals	that	he	must	go	and	see	his	father	and	mother	once	more.	The	queen
stared	 at	 him	 with	 amazement,	 and	 cried.	 "Why,	 prince,	 are	 you	 out	 of	 your
senses?	It	 is	more	 than	eight	hundred	years	since	your	father	and	mother	died!
There	will	not	even	be	their	dust	remaining."
"I	must	go	all	the	same,"	said	he.
"Well,	do	not	be	in	a	hurry,"	continued	the	queen,	understanding	that	he	would
not	be	prevented.	"Wait	till	I	make	some	preparations	for	your	journey."
So	she	unlocked	her	great	treasure	chest,	and	took	out	two	beautiful	flasks,	one
of	gold	and	one	of	silver,	which	she	hung	round	his	neck.	Then	she	showed	him



a	little	trap-door	in	one	corner	of	the	room,	and	said.	"Fill	 the	silver	flask	with
this	 water,	 which	 is	 below	 the	 trap-door.	 It	 is	 enchanted,	 and	 whoever	 you
sprinkle	with	the	water	will	become	a	dead	man	at	once,	even	if	he	had	lived	a
thousand	years.	The	golden	flask	you	must	fill	with	the	water	here,"	she	added,
pointing	 to	 a	well	 in	 another	 corner.	 "It	 springs	 from	 the	 rock	of	 eternity,	you
have	only	to	sprinkle	a	few	drops	on	a	body	and	it	will	come	to	life	again,	if	it
had	been	a	thousand	years	dead."
The	prince	thanked	the	queen	for	her	gifts,	and,	bidding	her	farewell,	went	on	his
journey.
He	soon	arrived	in	the	town	where	the	mist-veiled	queen	reigned	in	her	palace,
but	the	whole	city	had	changed,	and	he	could	scarcely	find	his	way	through	the
streets.	 In	 the	 palace	 itself	 all	 was	 still,	 and	 he	 wandered	 through	 the	 rooms
without	 meeting	 anyone	 to	 stop	 him.	 At	 last	 he	 entered	 the	 queen's	 own
chamber,	and	 there	she	 lay,	with	her	embroidery	still	 in	her	hands,	 fast	asleep.
He	pulled	at	her	dress,	but	she	did	not	waken.	Then	a	dreadful	 idea	came	over
him,	and	he	ran	to	the	chamber	where	the	needles	had	been	kept,	but	it	was	quite
empty.	The	queen	had	broken	the	 last	over	 the	work	she	held	 in	her	hand,	and
with	it	the	spell	was	broken	too,	and	she	lay	dead.
Quick	 as	 thought	 the	 prince	 pulled	 out	 the	 golden	 flask,	 and	 sprinkled	 some
drops	of	 the	water	over	 the	queen.	 In	a	moment	she	moved	gently,	and	raising
her	head,	opened	her	eyes.
"Oh,	my	dear	 friend,	 I	 am	 so	glad	you	wakened	me,	 I	must	 have	 slept	 a	 long
while!"
"You	would	have	slept	till	eternity,"	answered	the	prince,	"if	I	had	not	been	here
to	waken	you."
At	these	words	the	queen	remembered	about	the	needles.	She	knew	now	that	she
had	been	dead,	and	that	the	prince	had	restored	her	to	life.	She	gave	him	thanks
from	her	heart	for	what	he	had	done,	and	vowed	she	would	repay	him	if	she	ever
got	a	chance.
The	prince	took	his	leave,	and	set	out	for	the	country	of	the	bald-headed	king.	As
he	drew	near	the	place	he	saw	that	the	whole	mountain	had	been	dug	away,	and
that	the	king	was	lying	dead	on	the	ground,	his	spade	and	bucket	beside	him.	But
as	soon	as	the	water	from	the	golden	flask	touched	him	he	yawned	and	stretched
himself,	 and	 slowly	 rose	 to	 his	 feet.	 "Oh,	my	dear	 friend,	 I	 am	 so	 glad	 to	 see
you,"	cried	he,	"I	must	have	slept	a	long	while!"
"You	 would	 have	 slept	 till	 eternity	 if	 I	 had	 not	 been	 here	 to	 waken	 you,"
answered	the	prince.	And	the	king	remembered	the	mountain,	and	the	spell,	and
vowed	to	repay	the	service	if	he	ever	had	a	chance.
Further	along	the	road	which	led	to	his	old	home	the	prince	found	the	great	tree



torn	up	by	its	roots,	and	the	king	of	the	eagles	sitting	dead	on	the	ground,	with
his	wings	outspread	as	if	for	flight.	A	flutter	ran	through	the	feathers	as	the	drops
of	water	 fell	 on	 them,	 and	 the	 eagle	 lifted	his	 beak	 from	 the	ground	 and	 said.
"Oh,	how	long	I	must	have	slept!	How	can	I	thank	you	for	having	awakened	me,
my	dear,	good	friend!"
"You	 would	 have	 slept	 till	 eternity	 if	 I	 had	 not	 been	 here	 to	 waken	 you",
answered	the	prince.	Then	the	king	remembered	about	the	tree,	and	knew	that	he
had	been	dead,	and	promised,	if	ever	he	had	the	chance,	to	repay	what	the	prince
had	done	for	him.
At	last	he	reached	the	capital	of	his	father's	kingdom,	but	on	reaching	the	place
where	the	royal	palace	had	stood,	instead	of	the	marble	galleries	where	he	used
to	play,	there	lay	a	great	sulphur	lake,	its	blue	flames	darting	into	the	air.	How
was	he	 to	find	his	father	and	mother,	and	bring	them	back	to	 life,	 if	 they	were
lying	at	the	bottom	of	that	horrible	water?
He	turned	away	sadly	and	wandered	back	into	the	streets,	hardly	knowing	where
he	was	going,	when	a	voice	behind	him	cried.	"Stop,	prince,	I	have	caught	you	at
last!	It	is	a	thousand	years	since	I	first	began	to	seek	you."	And	there	beside	him
stood	the	old,	white-bearded,	figure	of	Death.
Swiftly	the	Prince	drew	the	ring	from	his	finger,	and	the	king	of	the	eagles,	the
bald-headed	king,	and	the	mist-veiled	queen,	hastened	to	his	rescue.	In	an	instant
they	had	seized	upon	Death	and	held	him	tight,	till	the	prince	should	have	time
to	 reach	 the	 Land	 of	 Immortality.	 But	 they	 did	 not	 know	 how	 quickly	 Death
could	fly,	and	 the	prince	had	only	one	foot	across	 the	border,	when	he	felt	 the
other	grasped	from	behind,	and	the	voice	of	Death	calling.	"Halt!	Now	you	are
mine."
The	Queen	of	the	Immortals	was	watching	from	her	window,	and	cried	to	Death
that	he	had	no	power	in	her	kingdom,	and	that	he	must	seek	his	prey	elsewhere.
"Quite	true,"	answered	Death,	"but	his	foot	is	in	my	kingdom,	and	that	belongs
to	me!"
"At	 any	 rate	 half	 of	 him	 is	mine,"	 replied	 the	Queen,	 "and	what	 good	 can	 the
other	half	do	you?	Half	a	man	is	no	use,	either	to	you	or	to	me!	But	this	once	I
will	allow	you	to	cross	into	my	kingdom,	and	we	will	decide	by	a	wager	whose
he	is."
And	so	 it	was	 settled.	Death	 stepped	across	 the	narrow	 line	 that	 surrounds	 the
Land	of	Immortality,	and	the	queen	proposed	the	wager	which	was	to	decide	the
prince's	fate.	"I	will	throw	him	up	into	the	sky,"	she	said,	"right	to	the	back	of	the
morning	star,	and	if	he	falls	down	into	this	city,	then	he	is	mine.	But	if	he	should
fall	outside	the	walls,	he	shall	belong	to	you."
In	the	middle	of	the	city	was	a	great	open	square,	and	here	the	queen	wished	the



wager	to	take	place.	When	all	was	ready,	she	put	her	foot	under	the	foot	of	the
prince	and	swung	him	into	the	air.	Up,	up,	he	went,	high	amongst	the	stars,	and
no	 man's	 eyes	 could	 follow	 him.	 Had	 she	 thrown	 him	 up	 straight,	 the	 queen
wondered	anxiously?	If	not,	he	would	fall	outside	the	walls,	and	she	would	lose
him	for	ever.	The	moments	seemed	 long	while	she	and	Death	stood	gazing	up
into	the	air,	waiting	to	know	whose	prize	the	prince	would	be.
Suddenly	they	both	caught	sight	of	a	tiny	speck	no	bigger	than	a	wasp,	right	up
in	the	blue.	Was	he	coming	straight?	No!	Yes!	But	as	he	was	nearing	the	city,	a
light	wind	 sprang	 up,	 and	 swayed	 him	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 the	wall.	 In	 another
second	he	would	have	fallen	half	over	 it,	but	 the	queen	sprang	forward,	seized
him	 in	 her	 arms,	 and	 flung	 him	 into	 the	 castle.	 Then	 she	 commanded	 her
servants	to	cast	Death	out	of	the	city,	which	they	did,	with	such	hard	blows	that
he	never	dared	to	show	his	face	again	in	the	Land	of	Immortality.
	



THE	BEGGAR'S	PRESENTS

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	VERY	POOR	man,	who	went	into	the	wood	to	fell	trees
for	his	own	use.	The	sweat	ran	down	his	cheeks	from	his	hard	work,	when	all	at
once	an	old	beggar	appeared	and	asked	for	alms.	The	poor	man	pitied	him	very
much,	 and,	 putting	 his	 axe	 on	 the	 ground,	 felt	 in	 his	 bag,	 and,	 with	 sincere
compassion,	 shared	his	 few	bits	of	bread	with	 the	poor	old	beggar.	The	 latter,
having	eaten	his	bread,	spoke	thus	 to	 the	wood-cutter.	"My	son,	here!	for	your
kindness	 accept	 this	 table-cloth,	 and	whenever	hereafter	you	 feel	need	and	are
hungry,	 say	 to	 the	 cloth,	 'Spread	 yourself	 ,	 little	 cloth,'	 and	 your	 table	will	 be
laid,	and	covered	with	the	best	meats	and	drinks.	I	am	the	rewarder	of	all	good
deeds,	 and	 I	 give	 this	 to	 you	 for	 your	 benevolence."	 Thereupon	 the	 old	 man
disappeared,	and	the	wood-cutter	turned	homewards	in	great	joy.
Having	 been	 overtaken	 by	 night	 on	 his	 way,	 he	 turned	 into	 a	 hostelry,	 and
informed	the	innkeeper,	who	was	an	old	acquaintance,	of	his	good	fortune,	and,
in	order	to	give	greater	weight	to	his	word,	he	at	once	made	a	trial	of	the	table-
cloth,	and	provided	a	jolly	good	supper	for	the	innkeeper	and	his	wife,	from	the
dainty	dishes	that	were	served	up	on	the	cloth.
After	 supper	 he	 laid	 down	 on	 the	 bench	 to	 sleep,	 and,	 in	 the	 meantime,	 the
wicked	 wife	 of	 the	 innkeeper	 hemmed	 a	 similar	 cloth,	 and	 by	 the	 morning
exchanged	 it	 for	 that	 of	 the	woodcutter.	He,	 suspecting	nothing,	 hurried	 home
with	the	exchanged	cloth,	and,	arriving	there,	told	his	wife	what	had	happened,
and,	to	prove	his	words,	at	once	gave	orders	to	the	cloth	to	spread	itself,	but	all
in	 vain.	 He	 repeated	 at	 least	 a	 hundred	 times	 the	 words	 "Little	 cloth,	 spread
yourself	,"	but	the	cloth	never	moved,	and	the	simpleton	couldn't	understand	it.
Next	day	he	again	went	to	the	wood,	where	he	again	shared	his	bread	with	the
old	beggar,	and	received	from	him	a	lamb,	to	which	he	had	only	to	say,	"Give
me	 gold,	 little	 lamb,"	 and	 the	 gold	 coins	 at	 once	 began	 to	 rain.	With	 this	 the
woodcutter	 again	went	 to	 the	 inn	 for	 the	 night,	 and	 showed	 the	 present	 to	 the



innkeeper,	as	before.	Next	morning	he	had	another	lamb	to	take	home,	and	was
very	much	surprised	that	it	would	not	give	the	gold	for	which	he	asked.
He	went	to	the	wood	again,	and	treated	the	beggar	well,	but	also	told	him	what
had	happened	to	 the	 table-cloth	and	 lamb.	The	beggar	was	not	at	all	surprised,
and	gave	him	a	club,	and	said	to	him,	"If	the	innkeeper	has	changed	your	cloth
and	lamb,	you	can	regain	them	by	means	of	this	club.	you	have	only	to	say,	'Beat
away,	beat	away,	my	little	club,'	and	it	will	have	enough	power	to	knock	down	a
whole	army."
So	the	woodcutter	went	to	the	inn	a	third	time,	and	insisted	upon	his	cloth	and
lamb	being	returned,	and,	as	the	innkeeper	would	not	do	so,	he	exclaimed,	"Beat
away,	beat	away,	my	little	club!"	and	the	club	began	to	beat	the	innkeeper	and
his	wife,	till	the	missing	property	was	returned.
He	then	went	home	and	told	his	wife,	with	great	joy,	what	had	happened,	and,	in
order	to	give	greater	consequence	to	his	house,	he	invited	the	king	to	dinner	next
day.	The	king	was	very	much	surprised,	 and,	 about	noon,	 sent	 a	 lackey	 to	 see
what	 they	 were	 cooking	 for	 him.	 The	 messenger,	 however,	 returned	 with	 the
news	 that	 there	was	not	 even	 a	 fire	 in	 the	kitchen.	His	majesty	was	 still	more
surprised	when,	at	meal-time,	he	found	the	table	laden	with	the	finest	dishes	and
drinks.	Upon	inquiring	about	where	all	the	food	came	from,	the	poor	woodcutter
told	him	his	story,	what	happened	in	the	wood,	and	about	the	lamb	and	cloth,	but
did	not	mention	a	word	about	the	club.
The	king,	who	was	a	regular	tyrant,	at	once	claimed	the	cloth	and	the	lamb,	and,
as	the	man	would	not	comply,	he	sent	a	few	lackeys	to	him,	to	take	them	away,
but	 they	were	soon	knocked	down	by	 the	club.	So	 the	king	sent	a	 larger	 force
against	him,	but	they	also	perished	to	a	man.	On	hearing	this	the	king	got	into	a
great	 rage,	 and	 went	 in	 person	 with	 his	 whole	 army	 against	 him,	 but	 on	 this
occasion,	 too,	 the	woodcutter	was	 victorious,	 because	 the	 club	 knocked	 down
dead	every	one	of	 the	king's	soldiers.	The	king	himself	died	on	 the	battle-field
and	his	throne	was	occupied	by	the	once	poor	woodcutter.	It	was	a	real	blessing
to	his	people,	because,	 in	his	magnanimity,	he	delighted	 to	assist	 all	whom	he
knew	to	be	in	want	or	distress,	and	so	he,	also,	lived	a	happy	and	contented	man
to	the	end	of	his	days!
	



THE	GLASS	AXE

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	and	adapted	by	Andrew
Lang	in	his	Yellow	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1894.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	a	King	 and	Queen	who	had	 everything
they	could	possibly	wish	 for	 in	 this	world	except	 a	 child.	At	 last,	 after	 twelve
years,	 the	 Queen	 gave	 birth	 to	 a	 son,	 but	 she	 did	 not	 live	 long	 to	 enjoy	 her
happiness,	for	on	the	following	day	she	died.	But	before	her	death	she	called	her
husband	to	her	and	said,	"Never	 let	 the	child	put	his	feet	on	the	ground,	for	as
soon	as	he	does	so	he	will	fall	into	the	power	of	a	wicked	Fairy,	who	will	do	him
much	harm."	And	these	were	the	last	words	the	poor	Queen	spoke.
The	boy	throve	and	grew	big,	and	when	he	was	too	heavy	for	his	nurse	to	carry,
a	chair	was	made	for	him	on	little	wheels,	in	which	he	could	wander	through	the
palace	gardens	without	help.	At	other	times	he	was	carried	about	on	a	litter,	and
he	was	always	carefully	watched	and	guarded	for	fear	he	should	at	any	time	put
his	feet	to	the	ground.
But	 as	 this	 sort	 of	 life	 was	 bad	 for	 his	 health,	 the	 doctors	 ordered	 him	 horse
exercise,	 and	 he	 soon	 became	 a	 first-rate	 rider,	 and	 used	 to	 go	 out	 for	 long
excursions	on	horseback,	accompanied	always	by	his	father's	stud-groom	and	a
numerous	retinue.
Every	 day	 he	 rode	 through	 the	 neighbouring	 fields	 and	 woods,	 and	 always
returned	home	in	the	evening	safe	and	well.	In	this	way	many	years	passed,	and
the	 Prince	 grew	 to	 manhood,	 and	 hardly	 anyone	 remembered	 the	 Queen's
warning,	 though	precautions	were	still	 taken,	more	from	use	and	wont	than	for
any	other	reason.
One	day	the	Prince	and	his	suite	went	out	for	a	ride	in	a	wood	where	his	father
sometimes	 held	 a	 hunt.	 Their	 way	 led	 through	 a	 stream	 whose	 banks	 were
overgrown	with	 thick	brushwood.	 Just	 as	 the	horsemen	were	about	 to	 ford	 the
river,	 a	 hare,	 startled	 by	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 horses’	 hooves,	 started	 up	 from	 the
grass	and	ran	towards	the	thicket.	The	young	Prince	pursued	the	little	creature,
and	had	almost	overtaken	it,	when	the	girth	of	his	saddle	suddenly	broke	in	two
and	he	fell	heavily	to	the	ground.	No	sooner	had	his	foot	touched	the	earth	than
he	disappeared	before	the	eyes	of	the	horrified	courtiers.



They	 sought	 for	 him	 far	 and	 near,	 but	 all	 in	 vain,	 and	 they	 were	 forced	 to
recognise	the	power	of	the	evil	Fairy,	against	which	the	Queen	had	warned	them
on	her	death-bed.	The	old	King	was	much	grieved	when	 they	brought	him	 the
news	of	his	son's	disappearance,	but	as	he	could	do	nothing	to	free	him	from	his
fate,	he	gave	himself	up	to	an	old	age	of	grief	and	loneliness,	cherishing	at	the
same	time	the	hope	that	some	lucky	chance	might	one	day	deliver	the	youth	out
of	the	hands	of	his	enemy.
Hardly	had	 the	Prince	 touched	 the	ground	 than	he	felt	himself	violently	seized
by	an	unseen	power,	and	hurried	away	he	knew	not	where.	A	whole	new	world
stretched	 out	 before	 him,	 quite	 unlike	 the	 one	 he	 had	 left.	 A	 splendid	 castle
surrounded	by	a	huge	lake	was	the	abode	of	the	Fairy,	and	the	only	approach	to
it	was	over	a	bridge	of	clouds.	On	the	other	side	of	the	lake	high	mountains	rose
up,	 and	dark	woods	 stretched	along	 the	banks,	 and	over	 all	 hung	a	 thick	mist,
and	deep	silence	reigned	everywhere.
No	sooner	had	the	Fairy	reached	her	own	domain	than	she	made	herself	visible,
and	turning	to	the	Prince	she	told	him	that	unless	he	obeyed	all	her	commands
down	to	the	minutest	detail	he	would	be	severely	punished.	Then	she	gave	him
an	axe	made	of	glass,	and	bade	him	cross	 the	bridge	of	clouds	and	go	into	 the
wood	beyond	and	cut	down	all	 the	 trees	 there	before	sunset.	At	 the	same	 time
she	cautioned	him	with	many	angry	words	against	speaking	 to	a	girl	he	would
most	likely	meet	in	the	wood.
The	Prince	listened	to	her	words	meekly,	and	when	she	had	finished	took	up	the
glass	 axe	 and	 set	 out	 for	 the	 forest.	At	 every	 step	 he	 seemed	 to	 sink	 into	 the
clouds,	but	fear	gave	wings	to	his	feet,	and	he	crossed	the	lake	in	safety	and	set
to	work	at	once.
But	 no	 sooner	 had	 he	 struck	 the	 first	 blow	 with	 his	 axe	 than	 it	 broke	 into	 a
thousand	pieces	against	the	tree.	The	poor	youth	was	so	terrified	he	did	not	know
what	to	do,	for	he	was	in	mortal	dread	of	the	punishment	the	wicked	old	Fairy
would	inflict	on	him.	He	wandered	to	and	fro	in	the	wood,	not	knowing	where
he	was	going,	and	at	last,	worn	out	by	fatigue	and	misery,	he	sank	on	the	ground
and	fell	fast	asleep.
He	did	not	know	how	long	he	had	slept	when	a	sudden	sound	awoke	him,	and
opening	 his	 eyes	 he	 saw	 a	 girl	 standing	 beside	 him.	 Mindful	 of	 the	 Fairy's
warning	he	did	not	dare	 to	address	her,	but	 she	on	her	part	greeted	him	 in	 the
most	friendly	manner,	and	asked	him	at	once	if	he	were	under	the	power	of	the
wicked	Fairy.	The	Prince	nodded	his	head	silently	in	answer.
Then	 the	 girl	 told	 him	 that	 she	 too	 was	 in	 the	 power	 of	 the	 Fairy,	 who	 had
doomed	her	 to	wander	about	 in	her	present	guise	until	some	youth	should	take
pity	on	her	and	bear	her	in	safety	to	the	other	side	of	the	river	which	they	saw	in
the	distance,	and	on	the	other	side	of	which	the	Fairy's	domain	and	power	ended.



The	girl's	words	 so	 inspired	 the	Prince	with	confidence	 that	he	 told	her	all	his
tale	of	woe,	and	ended	up	by	asking	her	advice	as	to	how	he	was	to	escape	the
punishment	the	Fairy	would	be	sure	to	inflict	on	him	when	she	discovered	that
he	had	not	cut	down	the	trees	in	the	wood	and	that	he	had	broken	her	axe.
"You	must	know,"	answered	the	girl,	"that	the	Fairy	in	whose	power	we	both	are
is	my	own	mother,	but	you	must	not	betray	this	secret,	for	it	would	cost	me	my
life.	 If	 you	will	 only	promise	 to	 try	 and	 free	me	 I	will	 stand	by	you,	 and	will
accomplish	for	you	all	the	tasks	which	my	mother	sets	you."
The	Prince	promised	joyfully	all	she	asked,	then	having	once	more	warned	him
not	to	betray	her	confidence,	she	handed	him	a	draught	to	drink	which	very	soon
sunk	his	senses	in	a	deep	slumber.	His	astonishment	was	great	when	he	awoke	to
find	the	glass	axe	whole	and	unbroken	at	his	side,	and	all	the	trees	of	the	wood
lying	felled	around	him!
He	 made	 all	 haste	 across	 the	 bridge	 of	 clouds,	 and	 told	 the	 Fairy	 that	 her
commands	 were	 obeyed.	 She	 was	 much	 amazed	 when	 she	 heard	 that	 all	 the
wood	was	cut	down,	and	saw	the	axe	unbroken	in	his	hand,	and	since	she	could
not	believe	that	he	had	done	all	this	by	himself,	she	questioned	him	narrowly	if
he	had	seen	or	spoken	to	the	girl.	But	the	Prince	lied	manfully,	and	swore	he	had
never	looked	up	from	his	work	for	a	moment.	Seeing	she	could	get	nothing	more
out	of	him,	she	gave	him	a	 little	bread	and	water,	and	showing	him	to	a	small
dark	cupboard	she	told	him	he	might	sleep	there.
Morning	had	hardly	dawned	when	 the	Fairy	 awoke	 the	Prince	 and	giving	him
the	 glass	 axe	 again	 she	 told	 him	 to	 cut	 up	 all	 the	wood	 he	 had	 felled	 the	 day
before,	and	to	put	it	in	bundles	ready	for	firewood.	At	the	same	time	she	warned
him	once	more	against	approaching	or	speaking	a	word	to	the	girl	if	he	met	her
in	the	wood.
Although	his	 task	was	no	 easier	 than	 that	 of	 the	 day	before,	 the	 youth	 set	 out
much	more	cheerfully,	because	he	knew	he	could	count	on	the	help	of	the	girl.
With	quicker	and	lighter	steps	he	crossed	the	bridge	of	clouds,	and	hardly	had	he
reached	 the	 other	 side	 than	 his	 friend	 stood	 before	 him	 and	 greeted	 him
cheerfully.	When	 she	 heard	what	 the	 Fairy	 demanded	 this	 time,	 she	 answered
smilingly,	 "Never	 fear,"	 and	 handed	 him	 another	 draught,	 which	 very	 soon
caused	the	Prince	to	sink	into	a	deep	sleep.
When	he	awoke	everything,	was	done.	All	the	trees	of	the	wood	were	cut	up	into
firewood	and	arranged	in	bundles	ready	for	use.
He	 returned	 to	 the	 castle	 as	 quickly	 as	 he	 could,	 and	 told	 the	 Fairy	 that	 her
commands	were	obeyed.	She	was	even	more	amazed	than	she	had	been	before,
and	asked	him	again	 if	he	had	either	seen	or	spoken	 to	 the	girl,	but	 the	Prince
knew	better	than	to	betray	his	word,	and	once	more	lied	freely.



On	the	following	day	the	Fairy	set	him	a	third	task	to	do,	even	harder	than	the
other	two.	She	told	him	he	must	build	a	castle	on	the	other	side	of	the	lake,	made
of	nothing	but	gold,	silver,	and	precious	stones,	and	unless	he	could	accomplish
this	within	an	hour,	the	most	frightful	doom	awaited	him.
The	Prince	heard	her	words	without	anxiety,	so	entirely	did	he	rely	on	the	help
of	his	friend.	Full	of	hope	he	hurried	across	the	bridge,	and	recognised	at	once
the	 spot	where	 the	 castle	was	 to	 stand,	 for	 spades,	 hammers,	 axes,	 and	 every
other	building	 implement	 lay	 scattered	on	 the	ground	 ready	 for	 the	workman's
hand,	but	of	gold,	silver,	and	precious	stones	there	was	not	a	sign.	But	before	the
Prince	had	time	to	feel	despondent	the	girl	beckoned	to	him	in	the	distance	from
behind	 a	 rock,	where	 she	 had	 hidden	 herself	 for	 fear	 her	mother	 should	 catch
sight	of	her.	Full	of	 joy	the	youth	hurried	towards	her,	and	begged	her	aid	and
counsel	in	the	new	piece	of	work	he	had	been	given	to	do.
But	this	time	the	Fairy	had	watched	the	Prince's	movements	from	her	window,
and	she	saw	him	hiding	himself	behind	the	rock	with	her	daughter.	She	uttered	a
piercing	 shriek	 so	 that	 the	mountains	 re-echoed	with	 the	 sound	 of	 it,	 and	 the
terrified	 pair	 had	 hardly	 dared	 to	 look	 out	 from	 their	 hiding-place	 when	 the
enraged	 woman,	 with	 her	 dress	 and	 hair	 flying	 in	 the	 wind,	 hurried	 over	 the
bridge	of	clouds.	The	Prince	at	once	gave	himself	up	 for	 lost,	but	 the	girl	 told
him	to	be	of	good	courage	and	to	follow	her	as	quickly	as	he	could.	But	before
they	 left	 their	 shelter	 she	 broke	 off	 a	 little	 bit	 of	 the	 rock,	 spoke	 some	magic
words	over	 it,	 and	 threw	 it	 in	 the	direction	her	mother	was	coming	 from.	 In	a
moment	a	glittering	palace	arose	before	the	eyes	of	the	Fairy	which	blinded	her
with	 its	 dazzling	 splendour,	 and	 with	 its	 many	 doors	 and	 passages	 the	 castle
prevented	her	for	some	time	from	finding	her	way	out	of	it.
In	the	meantime	the	girl	hurried	on	with	the	Prince,	hastening	to	reach	the	river,
where	once	on	 the	other	side	 they	would	 for	ever	be	out	of	 the	wicked	Fairy's
power.	 But	 before	 they	 had	 accomplished	 half	 the	 way	 they	 heard	 again	 the
rustle	of	her	garments	and	her	muttered	curses	pursuing	them	closely.
The	Prince	was	terrified,	he	dared	not	look	back,	and	he	felt	his	strength	giving
way.	But	before	he	had	time	to	despair	the	girl	uttered	some	more	magic	words,
and	immediately	she	herself	was	changed	into	a	pond,	and	the	Prince	into	a	duck
swimming	on	its	surface.
When	the	Fairy	saw	this	her	rage	knew	no	bounds,	and	she	used	all	her	magic
wits	 to	make	 the	pond	disappear,	 she	caused	a	hill	of	sand	 to	arise	at	her	 feet,
meaning	it	to	dry	up	the	water	at	once.	But	the	sand	hill	only	drove	the	pond	a
little	 farther	 away,	 and	 its	 waters	 seemed	 to	 increase	 instead	 of	 diminishing.
When	 the	old	woman	saw	that	 the	powers	of	her	magic	were	of	so	 little	avail,
she	had	recourse	to	cunning.	She	threw	a	lot	of	gold	nuts	into	the	pond,	hoping
in	 this	 way	 to	 catch	 the	 duck,	 but	 all	 her	 efforts	 were	 fruitless,	 for	 the	 little



creature	refused	to	let	itself	be	caught.
Then	 a	 new	 idea	 struck	 the	wicked	 old	woman,	 and	 hiding	 herself	 behind	 the
rock	which	had	sheltered	the	fugitives,	she	waited	behind	it,	watching	carefully
for	 the	moment	when	 the	Prince	 and	her	 daughter	 should	 resume	 their	 natural
forms	and	continue	their	journey.
She	had	not	to	wait	long,	for	as	soon	as	the	girl	thought	her	mother	was	safely
out	of	the	way,	she	changed	herself	and	the	Prince	once	more	into	their	human
shape,	and	set	out	cheerfully	for	the	river.
But	they	had	not	gone	many	steps	when	the	wicked	Fairy	hurried	after	them,	a
drawn	dagger	in	her	hand,	and	was	close	upon	them,	when	suddenly,	instead	of
the	Prince	and	her	daughter,	she	found	herself	 in	front	of	a	great	stone	church,
whose	entrance	was	carefully	guarded	by	a	huge	monk.
Breathless	with	rage	and	passion,	she	tried	to	plunge	her	dagger	into	the	monk's
heart,	but	it	fell	shattered	in	pieces	at	her	feet.	In	her	desperation	she	determined
to	 pull	 down	 the	 church,	 and	 thus	 to	 destroy	 her	 two	 victims	 for	 ever.	 She
stamped	three	times	on	the	ground,	and	the	earth	trembled,	and	both	the	church
and	 the	monk	 began	 to	 shake.	As	 soon	 as	 the	 Fairy	 saw	 this	 she	 retreated	 to
some	distance	from	the	building,	so	as	not	to	be	hurt	herself	by	its	fall.	But	once
more	her	scheme	was	doomed	to	failure,	for	hardly	had	she	gone	a	yard	from	the
church	than	both	it	and	the	monk	disappeared,	and	she	found	herself	in	a	wood
as	black	as	night,	and	full	of	wolves	and	bears	and	wild	animals	of	all	sorts	and
descriptions.
Then	her	wrath	gave	place	to	terror,	for	she	feared	every	moment	to	be	torn	in
pieces	by	the	beasts	who	one	and	all	seemed	to	defy	her	power.	She	thought	it
wisest	to	make	her	way	as	best	she	could	out	of	the	forest,	and	then	to	pursue	the
fugitives	once	more	and	accomplish	their	destruction	either	by	force	or	cunning.
In	the	meantime	the	Prince	and	the	girl	had	again	assumed	their	natural	forms,
and	were	hurrying	on	as	fast	as	they	could	to	reach	the	river.	But	when	they	got
there	they	found	that	there	was	no	way	in	which	they	could	cross	it,	and	the	girl's
magic	art	seemed	no	longer	to	have	any	power.	Then	turning	to	the	Prince	she
said,	"The	hour	for	my	deliverance	has	not	yet	come,	but	as	you	promised	to	do
all	you	could	to	free	me,	you	must	do	exactly	as	I	bid	you	now.	Take	this	bow
and	 arrow	 and	 kill	 every	 beast	 you	 see	 with	 them,	 and	 be	 sure	 you	 spare	 no
living	creature."
With	these	words	she	disappeared,	and	hardly	had	she	done	so	than	a	huge	wild
boar	 started	 out	 of	 the	 thicket	 near	 and	made	 straight	 for	 the	 Prince.	 But	 the
youth	 did	 not	 lose	 his	 presence	 of	mind,	 and	 drawing	 his	 bow	 he	 pierced	 the
beast	 with	 his	 arrow	 right	 through	 the	 skull.	 The	 creature	 fell	 heavily	 on	 the
ground,	and	out	of	its	side	sprang	a	little	hare,	which	ran	like	the	wind	along	the
river	bank.	The	Prince	drew	his	bow	once	more,	and	the	hare	lay	dead	at	his	feet,



but	at	the	same	moment	a	dove	rose	up	in	the	air,	and	circled	round	the	Prince's
head	 in	 the	 most	 confiding	 manner.	 But	 mindful	 of	 the	 girl's	 commands,	 he
dared	not	spare	the	little	creature's	life,	and	taking	another	arrow	from	his	quiver
he	laid	it	as	dead	as	the	boar	and	the	hare.	But	when	he	went	to	look	at	the	body
of	the	bird	he	found	instead	of	the	dove	a	round	white	egg	lying	on	the	ground.
While	 he	 was	 gazing	 on	 it	 and	 wondering	 what	 it	 could	 mean,	 he	 heard	 the
sweeping	of	wings	above	him,	and	looking	up	he	saw	a	huge	vulture	with	open
claws	swooping	down	upon	him.	In	a	moment	he	seized	the	egg	and	flung	it	at
the	bird	with	all	his	might,	and	 lo	and	behold!	 Instead	of	 the	ugly	monster	 the
most	 beautiful	 girl	 he	 had	 ever	 seen	 stood	 before	 the	 astonished	 eyes	 of	 the
Prince.
But	while	all	this	was	going	on	the	wicked	old	Fairy	had	managed	to	make	her
way	 out	 of	 the	 wood,	 and	 was	 now	 using	 the	 last	 resource	 in	 her	 power	 to
overtake	her	daughter	and	the	Prince.	As	soon	as	she	was	in	the	open	again	she
mounted	her	chariot,	which	was	drawn	by	a	fiery	dragon,	and	flew	through	the
air	 in	 it.	But	 just	as	she	got	 to	 the	 river	she	saw	 the	 two	 lovers	 in	each	other's
arms	swimming	through	the	water	as	easily	as	two	fishes.
Quick	as	lightning,	and	forgetful	of	every	danger,	she	flew	down	upon	them.	But
the	waters	seized	her	chariot	and	sunk	it	in	the	lowest	depths,	and	the	waves	bore
the	 wicked	 old	 woman	 down	 the	 stream	 till	 she	 was	 caught	 in	 some	 thorn
bushes,	where	she	made	a	good	meal	for	all	the	little	fishes	that	were	swimming
about.
And	so	at	last	the	Prince	and	his	lovely	Bride	were	free.	They	hurried	as	quickly
as	they	could	to	the	old	King,	who	received	them	with	joy	and	gladness.	On	the
following	day	a	most	gorgeous	wedding	feast	was	held,	and	as	far	as	we	know
the	Prince	and	his	bride	lived	happily	for	ever	afterwards.
	



THE	COUNT'S	DAUGHTER

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	AN	OLD	TUMBLE-DOWN	oven,	and	there	was	nothing
left	of	its	sides.	There	was	also	once	a	town	in	which	a	countess	lived,	with	an
immense	 fortune.	 This	 countess	 had	 an	 exceedingly	 pretty	 daughter,	who	was
her	 sole	 heiress.	 The	 fame	 of	 her	 beauty	 and	 her	 riches	 being	 very	 great	 the
marrying	magnates	swarmed	about	her.	Among	others	the	three	sons	of	a	count
used	to	come	to	the	house,	whose	castle	stood	outside	the	town	in	a	pretty	wood.
These	 young	men	 appeared	 to	 be	 richer	 than	 one	 would	 have	 supposed	 from
their	property,	but	no	one	knew	where	and	how	their	money	came	to	them.	The
three	young	men	were	 invited	almost	every	day	 to	 the	house,	but	 the	countess
and	 her	 daughter	 never	 visited	 them	 in	 return,	 although	 the	 young	 lady	 was
continually	asked	to	visit	by	them.
For	 a	 long	 time	 the	 girl	 did	 not	 accept	 their	 invitation,	 till	 one	 day	 she	 was
preparing	 for	 a	 walk	 into	 the	 wood,	 in	 which	 the	 young	 counts'	 castle	 was
supposed	to	be.	her	mother	was	surprised	to	hear	that	she	intended	to	go	into	the
wood,	but	as	the	young	lady	didn't	say	exactly	where	she	was	going	her	mother
raised	no	objection.	The	girl	went,	and	the	prettiness	of	the	wood,	and	also	her
curiosity	 enticed	 her	 to	 go	 in	 further	 and	 further	 till	 at	 last	 she	 discovered	 the
turrets	of	a	splendid	castle.	Being	so	near	to	it	her	curiosity	grew	stronger,	and	at
last	she	walked	into	the	courtyard.
Everything	seemed	to	show	that	the	castle	was	inhabited,	but	still	she	did	not	see
a	living	soul,	and	the	girl	went	on	till	she	came	to	the	main	entrance.	The	stairs
were	 of	white	marble,	 and	 the	 girl,	 quite	 dazzled	 at	 the	 splendour	 she	 beheld,
went	up,	counting	the	steps.	"One	hundred,"	said	the	girl,	in	a	half	whisper,	when
she	 reached	 the	 first	 flight,	 and	 tarried	 on	 the	 landing.	Here	 she	 looked	 round
when	her	attention	fell	on	a	bird	in	a	cage.
"Girl,	beware!"	said	the	bird.
But	the	girl,	dazzled	by	the	glitter,	and	drawn	on	by	her	curiosity,	again	began	to



mount	 the	 stairs,	 counting	 them,	 without	 heeding	 the	 bird's	 words.	 "One
hundred,"	again	said	the	girl,	as	she	tarried	on	the	next	landing,	but	still	no	one
was	to	be	seen.	Thinking	that	she	might	find	someone	she	opened	the	first	door,
which	revealed	a	splendour	quite	beyond	all	she	had	ever	imagined,	a	sight	such
as	she	had	never	 seen	before,	but	 still	no	one	appeared.	She	went	 into	another
room	and	there	amongst	other	furniture	she	also	found	three	bedsteads.	"This	is
the	three	young	men's	bedroom,"	she	thought,	and	went	on.	The	next	room	into
which	 she	 stepped	was	 full	of	weapons	of	 every	possible	description.	The	girl
stared	and	went	on,	and	then	she	came	to	a	large	hall	which	was	full	of	all	sorts
of	garments,	clerical,	military,	civilian,	and	also	women's	dresses.	She	went	on
still	further	and	in	the	next	room	she	found	a	female	figure,	made	up	of	razors,
which,	with	extended	arms	as	it	seemed,	was	placed	above	a	deep	hole.	The	girl
was	horror-struck	at	the	sight	and	her	fear	drove	her	back.	Trembling,	she	went
back	 through	 the	 rooms	again,	but	when	she	came	 into	 the	bedroom	she	heard
male	 voices.	Her	 courage	 fled	 and	 she	 could	 go	 no	 further,	 but	 hearing	 some
footsteps	approach	she	crept	under	one	of	the	beds.
The	men	entered,	whom	she	recognised	as	the	three	sons	of	the	count,	bringing
with	them	a	beautiful	girl,	whom	the	trembling	girl	recognised	by	her	voice	as	a
dear	friend.	They	stripped	her	of	all,	and	as	 they	could	not	 take	off	a	diamond
ring	 from	her	 little	 finger,	one	of	 the	men	chopped	 it	off	 and	 the	 finger	 rolled
under	the	bed	where	the	trembling	girl	lay	concealed.	One	of	the	men	began	to
look	for	the	ring	when	another	said,	"You	will	find	it	some	other	time,"	and	so
he	left	off	looking	for	it.
Having	quite	undressed	the	girl	 they	took	her	to	the	other	room,	where,	after	a
short	lapse	of	time,	was	heard	some	faint	screaming,	and	it	appeared	to	the	girl
under	 the	 bed	 as	 if	 the	 female	 figure	 of	 razors	 had	 snapped	 together,	 and	 the
mangled	 remains	 of	 the	 unfortunate	 victim	were	 heard	 to	 drop	 down	 into	 the
deep	hole.	The	three	brothers	came	back	and	one	of	them	began	to	look	for	the
ring.	Cold	sweat	broke	out	on	the	poor	girl	hiding	under	the	bed.
"Never	mind,	it	is	ours	now	and	you	can	find	it	in	the	morning,"	said	one	of	the
men,	and	bade	the	others	go	to	bed,	and	so	it	happened.	The	search	for	the	ring
was	put	off	 till	next	day.	They	went	 to	bed	and	the	girl	began	to	breathe	more
freely	in	her	hiding-place.	She	began	to	grope	about	in	silence	and	found	the	ring
and	secreted	it	in	her	dress,	and	hearing	that	the	three	brothers	were	fast	asleep,
she	stole	out	noiselessly	leaving	the	door	half	ajar.
The	next	day	the	three	brothers	again	visited	the	countess	when	the	daughter	told
them	that	she	had	a	dream	as	if	she	had	been	to	their	castle.	She	told	them	how
she	went	 up	 a	 flight	 of	marble	 stairs	 till	 she	 counted	one	hundred,	 and	up	 the
next	flight	when	she	again	counted	one	hundred.	The	brothers	were	charmed	and
very	much	surprised	at	 the	dream	and	assured	her	 that	 it	was	exactly	 like	 their
home.



Then	she	told	them	how	she	went	from	one	room	to	another	and	what	she	saw,
but	 when	 she	 came	 in	 her	 dream	 as	 far	 as	 the	 razor-maid	 they	 began	 to	 feel
uneasy	and	grew	suspicious,	and	when	she	told	them	the	scene	with	the	girl,	and
in	proof	of	her	tale	produced	the	finger	with	the	ring,	the	brothers	were	terrified
and	exclaiming,	"We	are	betrayed!"
They	 took	 flight,	 but	 everything	 was	 arranged,	 and	 the	 servants,	 who	 were
ordered	 to	 watch,	 caught	 them.	 After	 an	 investigation	 all	 their	 numberless
horrible	deeds	were	brought	to	light	and	they	were	beheaded.
	



THE	MAGIC	SWAN

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	and	adapted	by	Andrew
Lang	in	his	Green	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1892.
	

	

THERE	WERE	ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	three	brothers,	of	whom	the	eldest	was
called	 Jacob,	 the	 second	 Frederick,	 and	 the	 youngest	 Peter.	 This	 youngest
brother	was	made	a	regular	butt	of	jokes	and	pranks	by	the	other	two,	and	they
treated	him	shamefully.	 If	anything	went	wrong	with	 their	affairs,	Peter	had	 to
bear	 the	blame	and	put	 things	 right	 for	 them,	and	he	had	 to	endure	all	 this	 ill-
treatment	because	he	was	weak	and	delicate	and	couldn't	defend	himself	against
his	stronger	brothers.	The	poor	creature	had	a	most	trying	life	of	it	in	every	way,
and	day	and	night	he	pondered	how	he	could	make	it	better.	One	day,	when	he
was	in	the	wood	gathering	sticks	and	crying	bitterly,	a	little	old	woman	came	up
to	him	and	asked	him	what	was	the	matter,	and	he	told	her	all	his	troubles.
"Come,	my	 good	 youth,"	 said	 the	 old	 dame,	when	 he	 had	 finished	 his	 tale	 of
woe,	"isn't	the	world	wide	enough?	Why	don't	you	set	out	and	try	your	fortune
somewhere	else?"
Peter	took	her	words	to	heart,	and	left	his	father's	house	early	one	morning	to	try
his	 fortune	 in	 the	wide	world,	 as	 the	old	woman	had	 advised	him.	But	 he	 felt
very	bitter	about	parting	from	the	home	where	he	had	been	born,	and	where	he
had	at	 least	passed	a	 short	but	happy	childhood,	 and	 sitting	down	on	a	hill	 he
gazed	fondly	once	more	on	his	native	place.
Suddenly	 the	 little	 old	 woman	 stood	 before	 him,	 and,	 tapping	 him	 on	 the
shoulder,	said,	"So	far	so	good,	my	boy,	but	what	do	you	mean	to	do	now?"
Peter	was	at	a	loss	what	to	answer,	for	so	far	he	had	always	thought	that	fortune
would	drop	into	his	mouth	like	a	ripe	cherry.	The	old	woman,	who	guessed	his
thoughts,	laughed	kindly	and	said,	"I’ll	tell	you	what	you	must	do,	for	I’ve	taken
a	 fancy	 to	 you,	 and	 I’m	 sure	 you	 won't	 forget	 me	 when	 you’ve	 made	 your
fortune."
Peter	 promised	 faithfully	 he	 wouldn’t,	 and	 the	 old	 woman	 continued,	 "This
evening	 at	 sunset	 go	 to	 yonder	 pear-tree	 which	 you	 see	 growing	 at	 the	 cross
roads.	Underneath	it	you	will	find	a	man	lying	asleep,	and	a	beautiful	large	swan
will	be	fastened	to	the	tree	close	to	him.	You	must	be	careful	not	to	waken	the



man,	but	you	must	unfasten	the	swan	and	take	it	away	with	you.	You	will	find
that	 everyone	will	 fall	 in	 love	with	 its	 beautiful	 plumage,	 and	you	must	 allow
anyone	who	likes	to	pull	out	a	feather.	But	as	soon	as	the	swan	feels	as	much	as
a	finger	on	it,	it	will	scream	out,	and	then	you	must	say,	‘Swan,	hold	fast.’	Then
the	hand	of	 the	person	who	has	 touched	 the	bird	will	be	held	as	 in	a	vice,	and
nothing	will	set	it	free,	unless	you	touch	it	with	this	little	stick	which	I	will	make
you	a	present	of.	When	you	have	captured	a	whole	lot	of	people	in	this	way,	lead
your	 train	straight	on	with	you,	you	will	come	 to	a	big	 town	where	a	Princess
lives	who	has	never	been	known	to	laugh.	If	you	can	only	make	her	laugh	your
fortune	is	made,	and	then	I	beg	you	won't	forget	your	old	friend."
Peter	promised	again	that	he	wouldn’t,	and	at	sunset	he	went	to	the	tree	the	old
woman	had	mentioned.	The	man	lay	there	fast	asleep,	and	a	large	beautiful	swan
was	fastened	to	the	tree	beside	him	by	a	red	cord.	Peter	loosed	the	bird,	and	led	it
away	with	him	without	disturbing	the	bird's	master.
He	walked	on	with	the	swan	for	some	time,	and	came	at	last	to	a	building-yard
where	 some	men	were	busily	 at	work.	They	were	 all	 lost	 in	 admiration	of	 the
bird's	 beautiful	 plumage,	 and	 one	 forward	 youth,	 who	 was	 covered	 with	 clay
from	head	to	foot,	called	out,	"Oh,	if	I’d	only	one	of	those	feathers	how	happy	I
should	be!"
"Pull	one	out	then,"	said	Peter	kindly,	and	the	youth	seized	one	from	the	bird's
tail.	Instantly	the	swan	screamed,	and	Peter	called	out,	"Swan,	hold	fast,"	and	do
what	he	could	the	poor	youth	couldn't	get	his	hand	away.	The	more	he	howled
the	 more	 the	 others	 laughed,	 till	 a	 girl	 who	 had	 been	 washing	 clothes	 in	 the
neighbouring	stream	hurried	up	 to	see	what	was	 the	matter.	When	she	saw	the
poor	boy	fastened	to	the	swan	she	felt	so	sorry	for	him	that	she	stretched	out	her
hand	to	free	him.	The	bird	screamed.
"Swan,	hold	fast,"	called	out	Peter,	and	the	girl	was	caught	also.
When	Peter	had	gone	on	for	a	bit	with	his	captives,	they	met	a	chimney	sweep,
who	 laughed	 loudly	 over	 the	 extraordinary	 troop,	 and	 asked	 the	 girl	what	 she
was	doing.
"Oh,	dearest	John,"	replied	the	girl,	"give	me	your	hand	and	set	me	free	from	this
cursed	young	man."
"Most	certainly	I	will,	if	that's	all	you	want,"	replied	the	sweep,	and	gave	the	girl
his	hand.	The	bird	screamed.
"Swan,	hold	fast,"	said	Peter,	and	the	chimney	sweep	was	added	to	their	number.
They	soon	came	to	a	village	where	a	fair	was	being	held.	A	travelling	circus	was
giving	 a	 performance,	 and	 the	 clown	was	 just	 doing	 his	 tricks.	He	 opened	 his
eyes	wide	with	amazement	when	he	saw	the	remarkable	trio	fastened	on	to	the
swan's	tail.



"Have	 you	 gone	 raving	 mad,	 Chimbley?",	 he	 asked	 as	 well	 as	 he	 could	 for
laughing.
"It's	no	laughing	matter,"	the	sweep	replied.	"This	wench	has	got	so	tight	a	hold
of	me	that	I	feel	as	if	I	were	glued	to	her.	Do	set	me	free,	like	a	good	clown,	and
I’ll	do	you	a	good	turn	some	day."
Without	 a	moment's	 hesitation	 the	 clown	grasped	 the	 black	 outstretched	 hand.
The	bird	screamed.
"Swan,	hold	fast,"	called	out	Peter,	and	the	clown	became	the	fourth	of	the	party.
Now	in	 the	front	 row	of	 the	spectators	sat	 the	respected	and	popular	Mayor	of
the	village,	who	was	much	put	out	by	what	he	considered	nothing	but	a	foolish
trick.	So	much	annoyed	was	he	that	he	seized	the	clown	by	the	hand	and	tried	to
tear	him	away,	in	order	to	hand	him	over	to	the	police.
Then	 the	 bird	 screamed,	 and	 Peter	 called	 out,	 "Swan,	 hold	 fast,"	 and	 the
dignified	Mayor	shared	the	fate	of	his	predecessors.
The	Mayoress,	a	 long	 thin	stick	of	a	woman,	enraged	at	 the	 insult	done	 to	her
husband,	seized	his	free	arm	and	tore	at	it	with	all	her	might,	with	the	only	result
that	she	 too	was	forced	 to	swell	 the	procession.	After	 this	no	one	else	had	any
wish	to	join	them.
Soon	Peter	saw	the	towers	of	the	capital	in	front	of	him.	Just	before	entering	it,	a
glittering	carriage	came	out	 to	meet	him,	 in	which	was	seated	a	young	 lady	as
beautiful	 as	 the	 day,	 but	 with	 a	 very	 solemn	 and	 serious	 expression.	 But	 no
sooner	had	she	perceived	the	motley	crowd	fastened	to	the	swan's	tail	 than	she
burst	into	a	loud	fit	of	laughter,	in	which	she	was	joined	by	all	her	servants	and
ladies	in	waiting.
"The	Princess	has	laughed	at	last,"	they	all	cried	with	joy.
She	stepped	out	of	her	carriage	to	look	more	closely	at	the	wonderful	sight,	and
laughed	again	over	the	capers	the	poor	captives	cut.	She	ordered	her	carriage	to
be	turned	round	and	drove	slowly	back	into	the	town,	never	taking	her	eyes	off
Peter	and	his	procession.
When	 the	King	heard	 the	news	 that	his	daughter	had	actually	 laughed,	he	was
more	than	delighted,	and	had	Peter	and	his	marvellous	train	brought	before	him.
He	laughed	himself	when	he	saw	them	till	the	tears	rolled	down	his	cheeks.
"My	good	 friend,"	he	said	 to	Peter,	 "do	you	know	what	 I	promised	 the	person
who	succeeded	in	making	the	Princess	laugh?"
"No,	I	don"t,"	said	Peter.
"Then	I’ll	tell	you,"	answered	the	King.	"One	thousand	gold	crowns	or	a	piece	of
land.	Which	will	you	choose?"



Peter	 decided	 in	 favour	 of	 the	 land.	 Then	 he	 touched	 the	 youth,	 the	 girl,	 the
sweep,	 the	 clown,	 the	Mayor,	 and	 the	Mayoress	with	 his	 little	 stick,	 and	 they
were	all	 free	again,	and	ran	away	home	as	 if	a	 fire	were	burning	behind	 them,
and	their	flight,	as	you	may	imagine,	gave	rise	to	renewed	merriment.
Then	the	Princess	felt	moved	to	stroke	the	swan,	at	 the	same	time	admiring	its
plumage.	The	bird	screamed.
"Swan,	hold	fast,"	called	out	Peter,	and	so	he	won	the	Princess	for	his	bride.	But
the	 swan	 flew	 up	 into	 the	 air,	 and	 vanished	 in	 the	 blue	 horizon.	 Peter	 now
received	a	duchy	as	a	present,	and	became	a	very	great	man	indeed,	but	he	did
not	forget	the	little	old	woman	who	had	been	the	cause	of	all	his	good	fortune,
and	 appointed	 her	 as	 head	 housekeeper	 to	 him	 and	 his	 royal	 bride	 in	 their
magnificent	castle.
	



THE	DEVIL	AND	THE	RED	CAP

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

THERE	WAS	ONCE	A	SOLDIER	WHO	was	flogged	many	times,	and	who	one
night	had	 to	stand	on	sentry.	As	he	paced	up	and	down,	a	man	with	a	 red	cap
stopped	in	front	of	him	and	stared	hard	into	his	eyes.	The	soldier	said	not	a	word,
but	the	stranger	began.	"My	dear	son,	I	know	what	happens	in	your	heart.	You
don't	like	this	soldier's	life,	and	your	thoughts	are	at	this	very	minute	wandering
to	your	sweetheart."
The	soldier	at	once	concluded	that	he	had	to	do	with	the	devil,	and	so	made	his
acquaintance.
"Well,	 my	 dear	 son,"	 said	 the	 devil,	 "undress	 quickly,	 and	 let's	 change	 our
clothes,	 I	 will	 stand	 here	 on	 guard	 for	 you	 if	 you	 promise	 me	 that	 in	 a	 year
hence,	on	this	very	day,	at	this	very	hour,	to	the	very	minute,	you	will	be	back
here.	In	the	meantime,	go	home	to	your	native	place,	and	don	this	red	cap,	as	you
can	 freely	walk	about	and	no	one	will	 see	you	as	 long	as	you	have	 it	on	your
head."
The	soldier	went	home	to	his	native	land,	over	seven	times	seven	countries,	and
no	one	saw	him	as	he	reached	his	village.	He	walked	into	the	garden	and	opened
the	 door	 leading	 into	 his	 father's	 house	 and	 stood	 there	 listening.	 His	 friends
were	just	then	speaking	of	him.	He	was	delighted	to	hear	it,	and	gradually	took
the	red	cap	from	his	head	and	suddenly	appeared	before	them,	and	they	were	all
very	pleased	to	see	him	back.	His	sweetheart	was	also	there,	but	no	one	would
believe	their	own	eyes,	and	thought	that	some	sprite	played	them	a	trick.	But	the
soldier	explained	it	all,	and,	in	order	to	prove	the	truth,	he	disappeared,	and	the
next	minute	reappeared.	All	went	well	with	the	poor	soldier	until	the	time	came
when	he	had	to	start	back.	At	the	appointed	hour	and	minute	he	took	leave	of	his
friends	and	sweetheart	amid	tears.	He	put	on	his	red	cap	and	walked	back	unseen
by	any.
"Bravo,	 my	 son,"	 said	 the	 devil.	 "I	 see	 now	 that	 you	 are	 an	 honest	 man.	 A



Magyar	 always	 keeps	 his	word.	You've	 returned	 to	 the	 very	 hour	 and	minute.
I've	received	a	good	many	floggings,	though,	during	your	absence,	but	don't	be
afraid,	we	shall	alter	all	this.	You	needn't	be	particular	about	your	good	conduct,
nobody	will	 touch	you	henceforth,	 as	 I've	 cast	 a	 spell	 and	whenever	 they	 flog
you	 the	 captain	will	 feel	 the	 pain."	 The	 devil	 then	 changed	 his	 uniform,	 took
back	the	red	cap,	and	disappeared.
The	poor	soldier,	he	couldn't	help	it,	as	he	was	tired	of	soldiering,	and	again	he
committed	 something	 wrong,	 the	 punishment	 for	 which	 was	 one	 hundred
strokes.	All	 the	preparations	 to	 carry	out	 the	 sentence	had	 already	been	made,
but	before	he	was	even	touched	the	captain	began	to	yell	as	he	felt	quite	sure	that
he	would	suffer	under	 it.	Therefore	he	deemed	it	more	wise	 to	recommend	the
dismissal	 of	 the	 useless	 fellow,	 instead	 of	 worrying	 about	 him.	 And	 so	 it
happened,	 the	 soldier	 was	 dismissed	 and	 arrived	 home	 safely.	 but	 since	 this
happened	even	the	devil	will	not	take	pity	on	a	poor	soldier.
	



THE	GOLD-BEARDED	MAN

Adapted	from	a	story	told	in	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	and	adapted	by	Andrew
Lang	in	his	Yellow	Fairy	Book,	published	by	Longmans,	Green	&	Co	in	1894.
	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	great	king	who	had	a	wife	and	one	son
whom	he	loved	very	much.	The	boy	was	still	young	when,	one	day,	the	king	said
to	 his	 wife.	 "I	 feel	 that	 the	 hour	 of	 my	 death	 draws	 near,	 and	 I	 want	 you	 to
promise	that	you	will	never	take	another	husband	but	will	give	up	your	life	to	the
care	of	our	son."
The	queen	burst	into	tears	at	these	words,	and	sobbed	out	that	she	would	never,
never	marry	again,	and	that	her	son's	welfare	should	be	her	first	thought	as	long
as	 she	 lived.	Her	promise	 comforted	 the	 troubled	heart	 of	 the	king,	 and	 a	 few
days	later	he	died,	at	peace	with	himself	and	with	the	world.
But	no	sooner	was	the	breath	out	of	his	body,	than	the	queen	said	to	herself,	"To
promise	 is	 one	 thing,	 and	 to	 keep	 is	 quite	 another."	 And	 hardly	 was	 the	 last
spadeful	 of	 earth	 flung	 over	 the	 coffin	 than	 she	 married	 a	 noble	 from	 a
neighbouring	country,	and	got	him	made	king	instead	of	the	young	prince.	Her
new	husband	was	a	cruel,	wicked	man,	who	treated	his	stepson	very	badly,	and
gave	him	scarcely	anything	to	eat,	and	only	rags	to	wear,	and	he	would	certainly
have	killed	the	boy	but	for	fear	of	the	people.
Now	by	the	palace	grounds	there	ran	a	brook,	but	instead	of	being	a	water-brook
it	was	a	milk-brook,	and	both	rich	and	poor	flocked	to	it	daily	and	drew	as	much
milk	as	they	chose.	The	first	thing	the	new	king	did	when	he	was	seated	on	the
throne,	was	to	forbid	anyone	to	go	near	the	brook,	on	pain	of	being	seized	by	the
watchmen.	 And	 this	 was	 purely	 spite,	 for	 there	 was	 plenty	 of	 milk	 for
everybody.
For	some	days	no	one	dared	venture	near	the	banks	of	the	stream,	but	at	length
some	of	 the	watchmen	noticed	 that	early	 in	 the	mornings,	 just	at	dawn,	a	man
with	a	gold	beard	came	down	to	the	brook	with	a	pail,	which	he	filled	up	to	the
brim	with	milk,	and	then	vanished	like	smoke	before	they	could	get	near	enough
to	see	who	he	was.	So	they	went	and	told	the	king	what	they	had	seen.
At	first	the	king	would	not	believe	their	story,	but	as	they	persisted	in	saying	that
it	 was	 quite	 true,	 he	 said	 that	 he	 would	 go	 and	 watch	 the	 stream	 that	 night



himself.	With	 the	earliest	streaks	of	dawn	the	gold-bearded	man	appeared,	and
filled	his	pail	as	before.	Then	in	an	instant	he	had	vanished,	as	if	 the	earth	had
swallowed	him	up.
The	king	stood	staring	with	eyes	and	mouth	open	at	the	place	where	the	man	had
disappeared.	He	had	never	seen	him	before,	that	was	certain,	but	what	mattered
much	more	was	how	to	catch	him,	and	what	should	be	done	with	him	when	he
was	caught?	He	would	have	a	cage	built	as	a	prison	for	him,	and	everyone	would
talk	of	it,	for	in	other	countries	thieves	were	put	in	prison,	and	it	was	long	indeed
since	any	king	had	used	a	cage.
It	was	all	very	well	to	plan,	and	even	to	station	a	watchman	behind	every	bush,
but	it	was	of	no	use,	for	the	man	was	never	caught.	They	would	creep	up	to	him
softly	on	the	grass,	as	he	was	stooping	to	fill	his	pail,	and	just	as	they	stretched
out	their	hands	to	seize	him,	he	vanished	before	their	eyes.	Time	after	time	this
happened,	till	the	king	grew	mad	with	rage,	and	offered	a	large	reward	to	anyone
who	could	tell	him	how	to	capture	his	enemy.
The	first	person	that	came	with	a	scheme	was	an	old	soldier	who	promised	the
king	that	if	he	would	only	put	some	bread	and	bacon	and	a	flask	of	wine	on	the
bank	of	 the	 stream,	 the	gold-bearded	man	would	be	 sure	 to	eat	and	drink,	and
they	could	shake	some	powder	into	the	wine,	which	would	send	him	to	sleep	at
once.	After	that	there	was	nothing	to	do	but	to	shut	him	in	the	cage.
This	 idea	 pleased	 the	 king,	 and	 he	 ordered	 bread	 and	 bacon	 and	 a	 flask	 of
drugged	wine	 to	 be	 placed	 on	 the	 bank	 of	 the	 stream,	 and	 the	watchers	 to	 be
redoubled.	Then,	full	of	hope,	he	awaited	the	result.
Everything	turned	out	just	as	the	soldier	had	said.	Early	next	morning	the	gold-
bearded	man	came	down	to	the	brook,	ate,	drank,	and	fell	sound	asleep,	so	that
the	watchers	easily	bound	him,	and	carried	him	off	 to	the	palace.	In	a	moment
the	king	had	him	fast	in	the	golden	cage,	and	showed	him,	with	ferocious	joy,	to
the	strangers	who	were	visiting	his	court.	The	poor	captive,	when	he	awoke	from
his	drunken	sleep,	 tried	 to	 talk	 to	 them,	but	no	one	would	 listen	 to	him,	 so	he
shut	 himself	 up	 altogether,	 and	 the	 people	 who	 came	 to	 stare	 took	 him	 for	 a
dumb	man	 of	 the	woods.	He	wept	 and	moaned	 to	 himself	 all	 day,	 and	would
hardly	touch	food,	though,	in	dread	that	he	should	die	and	escape	his	tormentors,
the	king	ordered	his	head	cook	to	send	him	dishes	from	the	royal	table.
The	gold-bearded	man	had	been	in	captivity	about	a	month,	when	the	king	was
forced	 to	make	war	 upon	 a	 neighbouring	 country,	 and	 left	 the	 palace,	 to	 take
command	of	his	army.	But	before	he	went	he	called	his	stepson	to	him	and	said,
"Listen,	boy,	to	what	I	tell	you.	While	I	am	away	I	trust	the	care	of	my	prisoner
to	you.	See	 that	he	has	plenty	 to	eat	and	drink,	but	be	careful	 that	he	does	not
escape,	or	even	walk	about	the	room.	If	I	return	and	find	him	gone,	you	will	pay
for	it	by	a	terrible	death."



The	 young	 prince	 was	 thankful	 that	 his	 stepfather	 was	 going	 to	 the	 war,	 and
secretly	 hoped	 he	might	 never	 come	 back.	Directly	 he	 had	 ridden	 off	 the	 boy
went	 to	 the	room	where	 the	cage	was	kept,	and	never	 left	 it	night	and	day.	He
even	played	his	games	beside	it.
One	day	he	was	shooting	at	a	mark	with	a	silver	bow,	when	one	of	his	arrows
fell	into	the	golden	cage.
"Please	 give	me	my	 arrow,"	 said	 the	 prince,	 running	 up	 to	 him,	 but	 the	 gold-
bearded	man	answered,	"No,	I	shall	not	give	it	to	you	unless	you	let	me	out	of
my	cage."
"I	may	not	 let	you	out,"	 replied	 the	boy,	 "for	 if	 I	 do	my	 stepfather	 says	 that	 I
shall	have	to	die	a	horrible	death	when	he	returns	from	the	war.	My	arrow	can	be
of	no	use	to	you,	so	give	it	to	me."
The	man	handed	the	arrow	through	the	bars,	but	when	he	had	done	so	he	begged
harder	than	ever	that	the	prince	would	open	the	door	and	set	him	free.	Indeed,	he
prayed	 so	 earnestly	 that	 the	 prince's	 heart	 was	 touched,	 for	 he	 was	 a	 tender-
hearted	boy	who	pitied	the	sorrows	of	other	people.	So	he	shot	back	the	bolt,	and
the	gold-bearded	man	stepped	out	into	the	world.
"I	will	repay	you	a	thousand	fold	for	that	good	deed."	said	the	man,	and	then	he
vanished.	 The	 prince	 began	 to	 think	what	 he	 should	 say	 to	 the	 king	when	 he
came	 back.	 Then	 he	 wondered	 whether	 it	 would	 be	 wise	 to	 wait	 for	 his
stepfather's	 return	 and	 run	 the	 risk	 of	 the	 dreadful	 death	 which	 had	 been
promised	him.	"No,"	he	said	to	himself,	"I	am	afraid	to	stay.	Perhaps	the	world
will	be	kinder	to	me	than	he	has	been."
Unseen	 he	 stole	 out	when	 twilight	 fell,	 and	 for	many	 days	 he	wandered	 over
mountains	and	through	forests	and	valleys	without	knowing	where	he	was	going
or	what	he	should	do.	He	had	only	berries	for	food,	when,	one	morning,	he	saw	a
wood-pigeon	sitting	on	a	bough.	In	an	instant	he	had	fitted	an	arrow	to	his	bow,
and	was	 taking	aim	at	 the	bird,	 thinking	what	a	good	meal	he	would	make	off
him,	when	his	weapon	fell	to	the	ground	at	the	sound	of	the	pigeon's	voice,	"Do
not	shoot,	I	implore	you,	noble	prince!	I	have	two	little	sons	at	home,	and	they
will	die	of	hunger	if	I	am	not	there	to	bring	them	food."
And	the	young	prince	had	pity,	and	unstrung	his	bow.
"Oh,	prince,	I	will	repay	your	deed	of	mercy,	said	the	grateful	wood-pigeon.
"Poor	thing!	How	can	you	repay	me?"	asked	the	prince.
"You	 have	 forgotten,"	 answered	 the	 wood-pigeon,	 "the	 proverb	 that	 runs,
‘mountain	 and	 mountain	 can	 never	 meet,	 but	 one	 living	 creature	 can	 always
come	across	another.’”	The	boy	laughed	at	this	speech	and	went	his	way.
By-and-by	he	reached	the	edge	of	a	lake,	and	flying	towards	some	rushes	which



grew	near	the	shore	he	beheld	a	wild	duck.	Now,	in	the	days	that	 the	king,	his
father,	was	alive,	 and	he	had	everything	 to	eat	he	could	possibly	wish	 for,	 the
prince	 always	 had	 wild	 duck	 for	 his	 birthday	 dinner,	 so	 he	 quickly	 fitted	 an
arrow	to	his	bow	and	took	a	careful	aim.
"Do	not	shoot,	I	pray	you,	noble	prince!"	cried	the	wild	duck,	"I	have	two	little
sons	at	home,	they	will	die	of	hunger	if	I	am	not	there	to	bring	them	food."
And	the	prince	had	pity,	and	let	fall	his	arrow	and	unstrung	his	bow.
"Oh,	prince!	I	will	repay	your	deed	of	mercy,"	exclaimed	the	grateful	wild	duck.
"You	poor	thing!	How	can	you	repay	me?"	asked	the	prince.
"You	have	forgotten,"	answered	the	wild	duck,	"the	proverb	that	runs,	‘mountain
and	mountain	can	never	meet,	but	one	 living	creature	can	always	come	across
another.’”	The	boy	laughed	at	this	speech	and	went	his	way.
He	had	not	wandered	 far	 from	 the	 shores	of	 the	 lake,	when	he	noticed	a	 stork
standing	on	one	leg,	and	again	he	raised	his	bow	and	prepared	to	take	aim.
"Do	not	shoot,	I	pray	you,	noble	prince,"	cried	the	stork,	"I	have	two	little	sons	at
home,	they	will	die	of	hunger	if	I	am	not	there	to	bring	them	food."
Again	the	prince	was	filled	with	pity,	and	this	time	also	he	did	not	shoot.
"Oh,	prince,	I	will	repay	your	deed	of	mercy,"	cried	the	stork.
"You	poor	stork!	How	can	you	repay	me?"	asked	the	prince.
"You	have	forgotten,"	answered	the	stork,	"the	proverb	that	runs,	‘mountain	and
mountain	 can	 never	 meet,	 but	 one	 living	 creature	 can	 always	 come	 across
another.’”
The	boy	laughed	at	hearing	these	words	again,	and	walked	slowly	on.	He	had	not
gone	far,	when	he	fell	in	with	two	discharged	soldiers.
"Where	are	you	going,	little	brother?"	asked	one.
"I	am	seeking	work,"	answered	the	prince.
"So	are	we,"	replied	the	soldier.	"We	can	all	go	together."
The	boy	was	glad	of	company	and	they	went	on,	and	on,	and	on,	through	seven
kingdoms,	without	finding	anything	they	were	able	to	do.	At	length	they	reached
a	palace,	and	there	was	the	king	standing	on	the	steps.
"You	seem	to	be	looking	for	something,"	said	he.
"It	is	work	we	want,"	they	all	answered.
So	the	king	told	the	soldiers	that	they	might	become	his	coachmen,	but	he	made
the	 boy	 his	 companion,	 and	 gave	 him	 rooms	 near	 his	 own.	The	 soldiers	were
dreadfully	angry	when	they	heard	this,	for	of	course	they	did	not	know	that	the



boy	was	really	a	prince,	and	they	soon	began	to	lay	their	heads	together	to	plot
his	ruin.
Then	they	went	to	the	king.
"Your	 Majesty,"	 they	 said,	 "we	 think	 it	 our	 duty	 to	 tell	 you	 that	 your	 new
companion	has	boasted	to	us	that	if	he	were	only	your	steward	he	would	not	lose
a	single	grain	of	corn	out	of	the	storehouses.	Now,	if	your	Majesty	would	give
orders	that	a	sack	of	wheat	should	be	mixed	with	one	of	barley,	and	would	send
for	the	youth,	and	command	him	to	separate	the	grains	one	from	another,	in	two
hours"	time,	you	would	soon	see	what	his	talk	was	worth."
The	king,	who	was	weak,	listened	to	what	these	wicked	men	had	told	him,	and
desired	 the	prince	 to	have	 the	contents	of	 the	sack	piled	 into	 two	heaps	by	 the
time	that	he	returned	from	his	council.	"If	you	succeed,"	he	added,	"you	shall	be
my	steward,	but	if	you	fail,	I	will	put	you	to	death	on	the	spot."
The	unfortunate	prince	declared	that	he	had	never	made	any	such	boast	as	was
reported,	but	 it	was	all	 in	vain.	The	king	did	not	believe	him,	and	 turning	him
into	an	empty	room,	bade	his	servants	carry	in	the	huge	sack	filled	with	wheat
and	barley,	and	scatter	them	in	a	heap	on	the	floor.
The	 prince	 hardly	 knew	where	 to	 begin,	 and	 indeed	 if	 he	 had	 had	 a	 thousand
people	to	help	him,	and	a	week	to	do	it	in,	he	could	never	have	finished	his	task.
So	 he	 flung	 himself	 on	 the	 ground	 in	 despair,	 and	 covered	 his	 face	 with	 his
hands.
While	he	lay	thus,	a	wood-pigeon	flew	in	through	the	window.
"Why	are	you	weeping,	noble	prince?"	asked	the	wood-pigeon.
"How	can	I	help	weeping	at	the	task	set	me	by	the	king.	For	he	says,	if	I	fail	to
do	it,	I	shall	die	a	horrible	death."
"Oh,	there	is	really	nothing	to	cry	about,"	answered	the	wood-pigeon	soothingly.
"I	 am	 the	 king	 of	 the	 wood-pigeons,	 whose	 life	 you	 spared	 when	 you	 were
hungry.	And	now	I	will	repay	my	debt,	as	I	promised."	So	saying	he	flew	out	of
the	window,	leaving	the	prince	with	some	hope	in	his	heart.
In	 a	 few	minutes	 he	 returned,	 followed	by	 a	 cloud	of	wood-pigeons,	 so	 dense
that	it	seemed	to	fill	the	room.	Their	king	showed	them	what	they	had	to	do,	and
they	set	to	work	so	hard	that	the	grain	was	sorted	into	two	heaps	long	before	the
council	was	over.	When	the	king	came	back	he	could	not	believe	his	eyes,	but
search	as	he	might	 through	the	two	heaps,	he	could	not	find	any	barley	among
the	wheat,	 or	 any	wheat	 amongst	 the	 barley.	 So	 he	 praised	 the	 prince	 for	 his
industry	and	cleverness,	and	made	him	his	steward	at	once.
This	made	the	two	soldiers	more	envious	still,	and	they	began	to	hatch	another
plot.



"Your	Majesty,"	they	said	to	the	king,	one	day,	as	he	was	standing	on	the	steps
of	the	palace,	"that	fellow	has	been	boasting	again,	that	if	he	had	the	care	of	your
treasures	not	so	much	as	a	gold	pin	should	ever	be	lost.	Put	this	vain	fellow	to
the	 proof,	we	 pray	 you,	 and	 throw	 the	 ring	 from	 the	 princess's	 finger	 into	 the
brook,	and	bid	him	find	it.	We	shall	soon	see	what	his	talk	is	worth."
And	 the	 foolish	 king	 listened	 to	 them,	 and	 ordered	 the	 prince	 to	 be	 brought
before	him.
"My	 son,"	 he	 said,	 "I	 have	 heard	 that	 you	 have	 declared	 that	 if	 I	 made	 you
keeper	 of	my	 treasures	 you	would	never	 lose	 so	much	 as	 a	 gold	 pin.	Now,	 in
order	 to	prove	 the	 truth	of	your	words,	 I	 am	going	 to	 throw	 the	 ring	 from	 the
princess's	finger	into	the	brook,	and	if	you	do	not	find	it	before	I	come	back	from
council,	you	will	have	to	die	a	horrible	death."
It	was	no	use	denying	 that	he	had	 said	anything	of	 the	kind.	The	king	did	not
believe	him.	In	fact	he	paid	no	attention	at	all,	and	hurried	off,	leaving	the	poor
boy	 speechless	with	despair	 in	 the	 corner.	However,	 he	 soon	 remembered	 that
though	 it	 was	 very	 unlikely	 that	 he	 should	 find	 the	 ring	 in	 the	 brook,	 it	 was
impossible	that	he	should	find	it	by	staying	in	the	palace.
For	some	time	the	prince	wandered	up	and	down	peering	into	the	bottom	of	the
stream,	but	though	the	water	was	very	clear,	nothing	could	he	see	of	the	ring.	At
length	he	gave	it	up	in	despair,	and	throwing	himself	down	at	the	foot	of	the	tree,
he	wept	bitterly.
"What	 is	 the	matter,	dear	prince?"	said	a	voice	 just	above	him,	and	raising	his
head,	he	saw	the	wild	duck.
"The	king	of	this	country	declares	I	must	die	a	horrible	death	if	I	cannot	find	the
princess's	ring	which	he	has	thrown	into	the	brook,"	answered	the	prince.
"Oh,	you	must	not	vex	yourself	about	that,	for	I	can	help	you,"	replied	the	bird.
"I	am	the	king	of	the	wild	ducks,	whose	life	you	spared,	and	now	it	is	my	turn	to
save	 yours."	 Then	 he	 flew	 away,	 and	 in	 a	 few	minutes	 a	 great	 flock	 of	 wild
ducks	were	swimming	all	up	and	down	the	stream	looking	with	all	their	might,
and	 long	before	 the	king	came	back	 from	his	council	 there	 it	was,	 safe	on	 the
grass	beside	the	prince.
At	this	sight	the	king	was	yet	more	astonished	at	the	cleverness	of	his	steward,
and	at	once	promoted	him	to	be	the	keeper	of	his	jewels.
Now	 you	 would	 have	 thought	 that	 by	 this	 time	 the	 king	 would	 have	 been
satisfied	with	the	prince,	and	would	have	left	him	alone,	but	people's	natures	are
very	hard	to	change,	and	when	the	two	envious	soldiers	came	to	him	with	a	new
falsehood,	he	was	as	ready	to	listen	to	them	as	before.
"Gracious	Majesty,"	said	they,	"the	youth	whom	you	have	made	keeper	of	your
jewels	has	declared	to	us	that	a	child	shall	be	born	in	the	palace	this	night,	which



will	be	able	to	speak	every	language	in	the	world	and	to	play	every	instrument	of
music.	Is	he	then	become	a	prophet,	or	a	magician,	that	he	should	know	things
which	have	not	yet	come	to	pass?"
At	 these	words	 the	 king	 became	more	 angry	 than	 ever.	 He	 had	 tried	 to	 learn
magic	himself,	but	somehow	or	other	his	spells	would	never	work,	and	he	was
furious	 to	 hear	 that	 the	 prince	 claimed	 a	 power	 that	 he	 did	 not	 possess.
Stammering	 with	 rage,	 he	 ordered	 the	 youth	 to	 be	 brought	 before	 him,	 and
vowed	 that	 unless	 this	 miracle	 was	 accomplished	 he	 would	 have	 the	 prince
dragged	at	a	horse's	tail	until	he	was	dead.
In	spite	of	what	the	soldiers	had	said,	the	boy	knew	no	more	magic	than	the	king
did,	 and	 his	 task	 seemed	 more	 hopeless	 than	 before.	 He	 lay	 weeping	 in	 the
chamber	 which	 he	 was	 forbidden	 to	 leave,	 when	 suddenly	 he	 heard	 a	 sharp
tapping	at	the	window,	and,	looking	up,	he	beheld	a	stork.
"What	makes	you	so	sad,	prince?"	asked	he.
"Someone	has	told	the	king	that	I	have	prophesied	that	a	child	shall	be	born	this
night	in	the	palace,	who	can	speak	all	the	languages	in	the	world	and	play	every
musical	instrument.	I	am	no	magician	to	bring	these	things	to	pass,	but	he	says
that	if	it	does	not	happen	he	will	have	me	dragged	through	the	city	at	a	horse's
tail	till	I	die."
"Do	 not	 trouble	 yourself,"	 answered	 the	 stork.	 "I	 will	 manage	 to	 find	 such	 a
child,	for	I	am	the	king	of	the	storks	whose	life	you	spared,	and	now	I	can	repay
you	for	it."
The	stork	flew	away	and	soon	returned	carrying	in	his	beak	a	baby	wrapped	in
swaddling	clothes,	and	laid	it	down	near	a	lute.	In	an	instant	the	baby	stretched
out	 its	 little	 hands	 and	 began	 to	 play	 a	 tune	 so	 beautiful	 that	 even	 the	 prince
forgot	his	sorrows	as	he	listened.	Then	he	was	given	a	flute	and	a	zither,	but	he
was	just	as	well	able	to	draw	music	from	them,	and	the	prince,	whose	courage
was	 gradually	 rising,	 spoke	 to	 him	 in	 all	 the	 languages	 he	 knew.	 The	 baby
answered	him	in	all,	and	no	one	could	have	told	which	was	his	native	tongue!
The	next	morning	the	king	went	straight	to	the	prince's	room,	and	saw	with	his
own	eyes	 the	wonders	 that	 baby	could	do.	 "If	 your	magic	 can	produce	 such	 a
baby,"	he	said,	"you	must	be	greater	 than	any	wizard	that	ever	 lived,	and	shall
have	my	daughter	in	marriage."	And,	being	a	king,	and	therefore	accustomed	to
have	 everything	 the	moment	he	wanted	 it,	 he	 commanded	 the	 ceremony	 to	be
performed	 without	 delay,	 and	 a	 splendid	 feast	 to	 be	 made	 for	 the	 bride	 and
bridegroom.	When	 it	was	over,	he	said	 to	 the	prince,	"Now	that	you	are	 really
my	son,	tell	me	by	what	arts	you	were	able	to	fulfil	the	tasks	I	set	you?"
"My	noble	father-in-law,"	answered	the	prince,	"I	am	ignorant	of	all	spells	and
arts.	 But	 somehow	 I	 have	 always	 managed	 to	 escape	 the	 death	 which	 has



threatened	me."	And	he	told	the	king	how	he	had	been	forced	to	run	away	from
his	 stepfather,	 and	 how	he	 had	 spared	 the	 three	 birds,	 and	 had	 joined	 the	 two
soldiers,	who	had	from	envy	done	their	utmost	to	ruin	him.
The	king	was	rejoiced	in	his	heart	that	his	daughter	had	married	a	prince,	and	not
a	common	man,	and	he	chased	the	two	soldiers	away	with	whips,	and	told	them
that	 if	 they	 ever	 dared	 to	 show	 their	 faces	 across	 the	 borders	 of	 his	 kingdom,
they	should	die	the	same	death	he	had	prepared	for	the	prince.
	



THE	ENVIOUS	SISTERS

This	 adaptation	 taken	 from	a	 story	 originally	 collected	 by	 János	Kriza,	 János
Erdélyi,	 Gyula	 Pap,	 and	 others,	 and	 adapted	 by	 the	 Reverend	William	Henry
Jones	and	Lewis	L.	Kropf	in	The	Folk	Tales	of	the	Magyars,	published	by	Elliot
Stock	for	the	Folklore	Society	in	1889.
	

	

A	KING	HAD	THREE	DAUGHTERS	WHOSE	names	were	Pride,	Gentleness,
and	Kindness.	The	king	was	very	 fond	of	 them	all,	 but	 he	 loved	 the	youngest
one,	 Kindness,	 the	 most,	 as	 she	 knew	 best	 how	 to	 please	 him.	 Many	 clever
young	gentlemen	came	 to	visit	Kindness,	but	no	one	ever	came	near	 the	other
two,	and	so	they	were	very	envious	of	her,	and	decided	they	would	get	rid	of	her
somehow	or	other.	One	morning	 they	asked	 their	 father's	permission	 to	go	out
into	the	fields,	and	from	there	they	went	into	the	forest.	Kindness	was	delighted
at	having	liberty	to	roam	about	in	such	pretty	places,	while	 the	other	two	were
pleased	that	they	had	at	last	got	the	bird	into	their	hands.
As	the	dew	dried	up	the	two	eldest	sisters	strolled	about	arm	in	arm,	whilst	the
youngest	chased	butterflies	and	plucked	the	wild	strawberries,	with	the	intention
of	taking	some	home	to	her	father.	She	spent	her	time	in	great	glee,	singing	and
listening	 to	 the	 songs	of	 the	birds,	when	 suddenly	 she	discovered	 that	 she	had
strolled	 into	 an	 immense	 wood.	 As	 she	 was	 considering	 what	 to	 do,	 her	 two
sisters	 appeared	 by	 her	 side,	 and	 said	 spitefully,	 "Well,	 you	 good-for-nothing!
You	have	never	done	anything	but	try	to	make	our	father	love	you	most	and	to
spoil	 our	 chances	 in	 every	 way.	 Prepare	 yourself	 for	 your	 end,	 for	 you	 have
eaten	your	last	piece	of	bread."
Kindness	 lifted	up	her	hands,	and	besought	 them	not	 to	harm	her,	but	 they	cut
off	her	hands,	and	only	spared	her	life	under	the	condition	that	she	would	never
go	near	her	home	again.	They	then	took	her	beautiful	precious	mantle	from	her,
and	dressed	her	 in	old	rags.	Then	they	led	her	 to	 the	highest	part	of	 the	forest,
and	showed	her	an	unknown	 land,	bidding	her	go	 there	and	earn	her	 living	by
begging.
The	 blood	 streamed	 from	 Kindness's	 arms,	 and	 her	 heart	 ached	 in	 an
indescribable	 way,	 but	 she	 never	 uttered	 the	 slightest	 reproach	 against	 her
sisters,	but	started	off	in	the	direction	pointed	out	to	her.	Suddenly	she	came	to	a



beautiful	 open	 plain,	 where	 there	was	 a	 pretty	 little	 orchard	 full	 of	 trees,	 and
their	fruit	was	always	ripening	all	the	year	round.	She	gave	thanks	to	God	that	he
had	 guided	 her	 there,	 and	 entering	 the	 garden,	 she	 crouched	 down	 in	 a	 soft
hollow.	As	she	had	no	hands	 to	pluck	 the	fruit	with	she	 lived	upon	what	grew
upon	low	boughs,	and	so	she	spent	the	whole	summer	unnoticed	by	any	one.
But	towards	autumn,	when	every	other	fruit	was	gone	save	grapes,	she	lived	on
these,	and	then	the	gardener	soon	discovered	that	the	bunches	had	been	tampered
with	and	that	there	must	be	some	one	about.	He	watched	and	caught	her.	Now	it
so	happened	that	the	garden	belonged	to	a	prince,	who	spent	a	great	deal	of	his
time	there,	as	he	was	very	fond	of	the	place.	The	gardener	did	not	like	to	tell	him
about	what	had	happened,	as	he	pitied	the	poor	handless	girl	and	was	afraid	his
master	 would	 punish	 her	 severely.	 He	 decided	 therefore	 to	 let	 her	 go.
Accidentally,	however,	the	prince	came	past	and	asked	who	she	was.
"Your	highness,"	 replied	 the	gardener,	 "I	 know	no	more	of	her	 than	you	do.	 I
caught	her	in	the	garden,	and	to	prevent	her	doing	any	more	damage	I	was	going
to	turn	her	out."
"Don't	lead	her	away,"	said	the	prince,	"and	who	are	you,	unfortunate	girl?"
"You	have	called	me	right,	my	lord,"	said	Kindness,	"for	I	am	unfortunate,	but	I
am	not	bad.	I	am	a	beggar,	but	I	am	of	royal	blood.	I	was	taken	from	my	father
because	he	loved	me	most,	and	crippled	because	I	was	a	good	child.	That	is	my
story."
To	this	the	prince	replied,	"However	dirtily	and	ragged	you	are	dressed,	still	it	is
clear	to	me	that	you	are	not	of	low	birth.	Your	pretty	face	and	polished	speech
prove	it.	Follow	me,	and	whatever	you	have	lost	you	will	find	in	my	house."
"Your	highness,	 in	 this	nasty,	dirty	dress,	how	can	I	come	 into	your	presence?
Send	clothes	to	me	which	I	can	put	on,	and	then	I	will	do	whatever	you	order."
"Very	well,"	said	the	prince,	"stay	here,	and	I	will	send	to	you."
He	went	 and	 sent	 her	 a	 lady-in-waiting	with	 perfumed	water	 to	 wash	with,	 a
gorgeous	 dress,	 and	 a	 carriage.	Kindness	washed	 and	 dressed	 herself,	 got	 into
the	carriage,	and	went	to	the	prince.	Quite	changed	in	her	appearance,	and	not	at
all	like	as	she	was	before,	and	however	much	she	may	have	suffered,	she	was	as
pretty	as	a	Lucretia,	and	the	prince	fell	so	much	in	love	with	her	that	he	decided
on	the	spot	that	he	would	marry	her.	So	they	got	married,	with	great	splendour,
and	spent	their	time	together	in	great	happiness.
When	 the	 two	 elder	 sisters	 came	 home	 from	 the	 forest	 their	 father	 inquired
where	Kindness	was.	"Has	she	not	come	home?"	said	they,	"we	thought	that	she
would	have	been	home	before	us.	As	 she	was	 running	after	butterflies	 she	got
separated	from	us.	We	looked	for	her	everywhere	and	called	for	her,	but	as	we
got	no	answer	we	set	off	home	before	the	darkness	set	in."



The	 king	 gave	 orders	 that	 Kindness	 was	 to	 be	 looked	 for	 everywhere.	 They
searched	for	days	but	could	not	find	her,	and	then	the	king	got	so	angry	in	his
sorrow	that	he	drove	the	two	elder	girls	away	because	they	had	not	taken	proper
care	of	their	sister.	They	set	out	into	the	world	in	quite	another	direction,	but	by
accident	 arrived	 in	 the	 country	where	Kindness	was	 queen.	Here	 they	 lived	 a
retired	life	in	a	small	town	unknown	to	all.
Kindness	 at	 this	 time	was	 enceinte,	 and	as	war	broke	out	with	 a	neighbouring
nation	her	royal	husband	was	obliged	to	go	to	the	field	of	battle.	The	war	lasted	a
long	 time,	 and	 in	 the	 meantime	 Kindness	 gave	 birth	 to	 twins,	 two	 handsome
sons.	On	 the	 forehead	of	one	was	 the	sign	of	 the	blessed	sun,	on	 the	other	 the
sign	 of	 the	 blessed	 moon.	 In	 great	 joy	 the	 queen's	 guardian	 sent	 a	 letter
containing	 the	 good	 news	 to	 the	 king	 by	 a	 messenger	 to	 the	 camp.	 The
messenger	had	to	pass	 through	the	small	 town	where	the	envious	sisters	dwelt,
and	it	was	quite	dark	when	he	arrived,	and	as	he	did	not	see	a	light	anywhere	but
in	their	window	he	went	and	asked	for	a	night's	lodging.	While	he	stayed	there
he	told	them	all	about	the	object	of	his	journey,	and	you	may	imagine	how	well
he	was	received,	and	with	what	pleasure	they	offered	him	lodging,	these	envious
brutes!
When	the	messenger	fell	asleep	they	immediately	took	possession	of	the	letter,
tore	it	open,	read	it,	burnt	it,	and	put	in	its	place	another	to	the	king,	saying	that
the	queen	had	given	birth	to	two	monsters	which	looked	more	like	puppies	than
babes.	 In	 the	morning	 they	gave	meat	and	drink	 to	 the	messenger,	and	pressed
him	to	call	and	see	them	on	his	way	back,	as	they	would	be	delighted	to	see	him.
He	accepted	their	kind	invitation,	and	promised	that	he	would	come	to	them,	and
to	no	one	else,	on	his	return.
The	messenger	arrived	at	the	camp	and	delivered	his	letter	to	the	king,	who	was
very	downcast	as	he	read	it,	but	still	he	wrote	back	and	said	that	his	wife	was	not
to	 be	 blamed.	 "If	 it	 has	 happened	 thus	 how	 can	 I	 help	 it?	Don't	 show	her	 the
slightest	discourtesy,"	wrote	he.
As	the	messenger	went	back	he	slept	again	in	the	house	of	the	two	old	serpent-
sisters,	who	stole	the	king's	letter	and	wrote	in	its	place.	"I	want	neither	children
nor	mother.	See	to	it	by	the	time	I	come	home	that	those	monsters	be	out	of	my
way,	so	that	not	even	so	much	as	their	name	remain."	When	this	letter	was	read
every	one	was	very	sorry	for	the	poor	queen,	and	couldn't	make	out	why	the	king
was	so	angry,	but	there	was	nothing	for	it	but	for	the	king's	orders	to	be	carried
out,	and	so	the	two	pretty	babes	were	put	in	a	sheet	and	hung	round	Kindness's
neck,	and	she	was	sent	away.
For	days	and	days	poor	Kindness	walked	about	suffering	hunger	and	thirst,	till	at
last	 she	 came	 to	 a	 pretty	 wood.	 Passing	 through	 this	 she	 travelled	 through	 a
valley	 covered	 with	 trees,	 and	 passing	 through	 this	 at	 last	 she	 saw	 the	 great



alpine	fir-trees	at	the	end	of	the	vale.	There	she	found	a	clear	spring,	and	in	her
parching	thirst	she	stooped	to	drink,	but	in	her	hurry	she	lost	her	balance	and	fell
into	 the	 water.	 As	 she	 tried	 to	 drag	 herself	 out	 with	 her	 two	 stumps,	 to	 her
intense	 astonishment	 she	 found	 that	 by	 immersion	 her	 two	 hands	 had	 grown
again	 as	 they	 were	 before.	 She	 wept	 for	 joy.	 Although	 she	 was	 hiding	 in	 an
unknown	 place	with	 no	 husband,	 no	 father,	 no	 friend,	 no	 help	whatever,	with
two	starving	children	in	this	great	wilderness,	still	she	wasn't	sorrowful,	because
she	was	so	delighted	to	have	her	hands	again.
She	stood	there,	and	could	not	make	up	her	mind	in	which	direction	to	go,	as	she
stood	looking	all	round	she	suddenly	caught	sight	of	an	old	man	coming	towards
her.
"Who	are	you?"	said	the	old	man.
"Who	am	I?"	she	replied,	sighing	deeply,	"I'm	an	unfortunate	queen."	She	then
told	 him	 all	 she	 had	 suffered,	 and	 how	 she	 had	 recovered	 her	 hands	 that	 very
minute	by	washing	in	the	spring.
"My	poor	good	daughter,"	said	the	old	man,	bitterly,	"then	we	are	both	afflicted
ones.	 It's	quite	enough	 that	you	are	alive,	and	 that	 I	have	 found	you.	Listen	 to
me.	your	husband	was	warring	against	me,	he	drove	me	from	my	country,	and
hiding	from	him	I	came	this	way,	not	very	far	from	here	with	one	of	my	faithful
servants.	We	have	built	a	hut	and	we	will	live	together	there."	The	old	man,	in
order	 to	 prove	 the	miraculous	 curing	 power	 of	 the	 spring,	 dipped	 his	maimed
finger	 into	 it,	which	was	 shot	 off	 in	 the	 last	war,	 and	 as	 he	 took	 it	 out	 it	was
suddenly	all	right	once	again.
When	 the	war	was	over,	Kindness's	husband	 returned	home	and	 inquired	after
his	wife.	They	told	him	all	 that	had	happened,	and	he	was	deeply	grieved,	and
went	in	search	of	her	with	a	great	number	of	his	people,	and	they	found	her	at
last	with	her	two	pretty	babes,	living	with	her	old	father.	On	inquiry	it	was	also
found	 out	 where	 the	messenger	 with	 the	 letters	 had	 slept	 and	 how	 the	 letters
were	changed.	Pride	and	Gentleness	were	summoned	and	sentenced	to	death,	but
Kindness	 forgave	 them	 all	 their	 misdeeds,	 and	 was	 so	 kind	 to	 them	 that	 she
obtained	their	pardon,	and	also	persuaded	her	father	to	forgive	them.
There	is	no	more	of	this	speech	to	which	you	need	listen,	as	I	have	told	it	to	the
very	end	and	I	have	not	missed	a	word	out	of	it.	Those	of	whom	I	have	spoken,
may	they	be	your	guests,	every	one	of	them,	tomorrow!
	



HISTORICAL		NOTES

This	section	contains	some	brief	biographical	notes	about	the	original	collectors
and	their	books	featured	in	this	collection.	These	notes	have	been	adapted	from
those	primarily	on	Wikipedia	along	with	other	supporting	sources	and	notes.
	

William	Henry	Jones
William	 Henry	 Jones,	 1817–1885,	 also	 known	 as	 William	 Henry	 Rich	 Jones
from	1883,	was	an	English	Anglican	priest	and	antiquarian.
The	eldest	son	of	William	Jones,	chief	secretary	of	the	Religious	Tract	Society,
he	was	born	in	 the	parish	of	Christchurch,	Blackfriars,	on	31	August	1817.	He
was	educated	at	a	school	in	Totteridge,	Hertfordshire,	at	King's	College,	London,
and	 at	Magdalen	 Hall,	 Oxford.	 At	 Oxford	 he	 won	 the	 Boden	 scholarship	 for
Sanskrit	in	1837,	and	graduated	B.A.	1840,	and	M.A.	in	1844.
In	1841	Jones	became	curate	of	St	Andrew,	Holborn,	in	the	following	year	rector
of	 St.	 Martin-in-the-Fields,	 in	 1845	 incumbent	 of	 St.	 James's,	 Curtain	 Road,
Shoreditch,	 and	 in	 1851	 vicar	 of	 Bradford-on-Avon	 in	 Wiltshire,	 where	 he
restored	the	Anglo-Saxon	church.	From	1861	to	1873	he	acted	as	rural	dean	of
Potterne.	 In	 1872	 he	was	 appointed	 surrogate	 of	 the	 diocese	 of	 Salisbury	 and
canon	of	Salisbury.
Jones	was	elected	a	fellow	of	the	Society	of	Antiquaries	of	London	in	1849.	He
died	suddenly	at	the	vicarage,	Bradford-on-Avon,	on	28	October	1885.
	

Lajos	Kropf
Lajos	 Kropf,	 1852	 –	 1939,	 was	 an	 engineer,	 a	 historian,	 a	 member	 of	 the
Hungarian	Academy	of	Sciences,	and	a	 leading	light	Anglo-Hungarian	cultural
relations.
He	graduated	from	high	school	in	Pest	and	Esztergom.	From	1860	he	studied	at
the	József	University	of	Buda.	He	settled	in	London	and	started	working	as	an
engineer	 around	 1873.	He	was	 initially	 employed	 by	 a	 railway	 company,	 and
from	1881	he	was	employed	by	a	private	company	until	the	turn	of	the	century,
and	then	opened	a	private	engineering	office.
From	there,	he	first	sent	out	colourful	pamphlets	and	papers	related	to	Hungarian
cultural	and	historical	themes,	and	after	1885,	he	published	his	source	studies	in



specialized	 journals.	 HE	 undertook	 an	 extensive	 exploration	 of	 the	 British
Museum's	 old	 Hungarian	 materials	 and	 manuscripts	 in	 the	 Hungarian	 Book
Review,	in	The	Centuries	,	in	the	Budapest	Review,	in	the	Military	History,	Turul
and	the	Historical	Library.	He	also	translated	the	first	volume	of	Lajos	Kossuth's
memoirs	into	English	(Memories	of	my	Exile,	Ferenc	Jausz	,	London,	1880).
	

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.
	

Jeremiah	Curtin
Jeremiah	Curtin,	 1835	 –	 1906,	was	 an	American	 ethnographer,	 folklorist,	 and
translator.	Curtin	had	an	abiding	interest	 in	languages	and	was	conversant	with
several.	 From	 1883	 to	 1891	 he	 was	 employed	 by	 the	 Bureau	 of	 American
Ethnology	 as	 a	 field	 researcher	 documenting	 the	 customs	 and	mythologies	 of
various	Native	American	tribes.
He	 and	 his	 wife,	 Alma	 Cardell	 Curtin,	 traveled	 extensively,	 collecting
ethnological	 information,	 from	 the	 Modocs	 of	 the	 Pacific	 Northwest	 to	 the
Buryats	of	Siberia.
They	made	several	trips	to	Ireland,	visited	the	Aran	Islands,	and,	with	the	aid	of
interpreters,	collected	folklore	 in	southwest	Munster	and	other	Gaelic-speaking
regions.	 Curtin	 compiled	 one	 of	 the	 first	 accurate	 collections	 of	 Irish	 folk
material,	 and	 was	 an	 important	 source	 for	W.	 B.	 Yeats.	 Curtin	 is	 known	 for
several	collections	of	Irish	folktales.
He	 also	 translated	 into	 English	 Henryk	 Sienkiewicz's	 Quo	 Vadis	 and	 other
novels	and	stories	by	the	Pole.
Born	 in	 Detroit,	Michigan,	 to	 Irish	 parents,	 Curtin	 spent	 his	 early	 life	 on	 the
family	 farm	 in	what	 is	 now	Greendale,	Wisconsin	 and	 later	 attended	Harvard
College,	despite	his	parents	preference	 that	he	go	 to	 a	Catholic	 college.	While
there	 he	 studied	 under	 folklorist	 Francis	 James	 Child.	 Curtin	 graduated	 from
Harvard	 in	 1863.	 Curtin	 then	 moved	 to	 New	 York	 where	 he	 read	 law,	 and



worked	 for	 the	 U.S.	 Sanitary	 Commission	 while	 translating	 and	 teaching
German.
In	 1864	 he	went	 to	Russia,	where	 he	 served	 as	 secretary	 to	Cassius	M.	Clay,
Minister	to	the	Russian	court.	During	his	time	in	Russia,	Curtin	became	friends
with	Konstantin	 Pobedonostsev,	 professor	 of	 law	 at	Moscow	State	University.
He	also	visited	Czechoslovakia	and	the	Caucasus,	and	studied	Slavic	languages.
While	continuing	to	improve	his	Russian	language	skills,	he	also	studied	Czech,
Polish,	Bohemian,	Lithuanian,	Latvian,	Hungarian,	and	Turkish.	Curtin	returned
to	the	United	States	in	1868	for	a	brief	visit.	Clay	assumed	that	around	this	time
Curtin	 made	 some	 comments	 to	 William	 H.	 Seward	 that	 cost	 Clay	 an
appointment	as	Secretary	of	War.	Clay	referred	to	Curtin	as	a	"Jesuit	Irishman".
Upon	 his	 return	 to	 the	 United	 States,	 Curtin	 lectured	 on	 Russia	 and	 the
Caucasus.	In	1872	he	married	Alma	M.	Cardell,	who	then	acted	as	his	secretary.
In	1883	Curtin	was	employed	by	the	Bureau	of	American	Ethnology	as	a	field
worker.	 His	 specialties	 were	 his	 work	 with	 American	 Indian	 languages	 and
Slavic	languages.
In	 1905,	 he	was	 asked	 by	President	Theodore	Roosevelt	 to	 serve	 at	 the	 peace
conference	 in	 Portsmouth,	 New	 Hampshire,	 bringing	 an	 end	 to	 the	 Russo-
Japanese	War.
Jeremiah	Curtin	died	December	14,	1906	in	Burlington	Vermont	and	was	buried
in	Greenwood	Cemetery	in	Bristol.
	

Janos	Kriza
Janos	 Kriza,	 1811	 -	 .	 June	 28	 –	 1875,	 was	 an	 ethnographer,	 poet,	 translator,
member	 of	 the	 Hungarian	 Academy	 of	 Sciences,	 and	 was	 also	 a	 Unitarian
minister	and	Transylvanian	Hungarian	Unitarian	bishop	after	1861.
He	began	his	 studies	 in	1820	at	 the	Torokko	Algimnasium,	 and	 from	1825	he
went	 to	 Székelykeresztúr	 and	 from	 1829	 he	 studied	 in	 Cluj	 .	 Until	 1833	 he
studied	philosophy	and	theology,	and	then	between	1833	and	1835,	he	read	law.
During	 this	period	he	 learned	German,	English	and	French,	began	his	working
life	 and	 founded,	 alongside	 Mihálly	 Szentiváni,	 the	 magazine	 Viola	 ,	 later
retitled	Remény	.
In	1835	he	was	elected	pastor	of	the	Unitarian	Church	in	Cluj	,	but	he	was	sent
to	 foreign	universities	 for	 two	years	 to	complete	his	education	 in	 theology	and
continued	 his	 studies	 in	 Berlin,	 mainly	 in	 philosophy	 and	 in	 the	 field	 of
linguistics.	He	returned	in	the	summer	of	1837
He	 joined	 the	 Hungarian	 Academy	 of	 Sciences	 in	 1841,	 and	 was	 elected	 a
correspondent	member	 of	 the	Kisfaludy	 Society	 in	 1863.	On	 July	 1,	 1861,	 he
was	elected	Bishop	of	the	Tordan	Council.



	

Janos	Erdélyi
János	Erdélyi,	 1814	 –	 1868,	was	 a	Hungarian	 poet,	 critic,	 author,	 philosopher
and	ethnographist.
He	was	born	in	1814	at	Veľké	Kapušany	(Slovakia),	in	the	county	of	Ung,	and
educated	 at	 the	 Protestant	 college	 of	 Sárospatak.	 In	 1833	 he	 removed	 to	 Pest,
where	he	was,	in	1839,	elected	member	of	the	Hungarian	Academy	of	Sciences.
He	 began	 his	 literary	 career	 with	 poems	 written	 in	 a	 folk	 style	 (published	 in
1844).
His	literary	fame	was	made	by	his	collection	of	Hungarian	national	poems	and
folk-tales,	Magyar	 népköltési	 gyűjtemény,	 népdalok	 és	mondák	 ("Collection	 of
Hungarian	 Folklore,	 Folk	 Songs	 and	 Tales",	 Pest,	 1846–1847).	 Erdélyi	 also
compiled	 for	 the	 Kisfaludy	 Society	 an	 extensive	 collection	 of	 Hungarian
proverbs	in	Magyar	közmondások	könyve	("Book	of	Hungarian	Proverbs",	Pest,
1851),and	 was	 for	 some	 time	 editor	 of	 the	 Szépirodalmi	 Szemle	 ("Review	 of
Polite	Literature").
In	1848	he	was	appointed	director	of	the	national	theatre	at	Pest;	but	after	1849
he	 returned	 to	 his	 home	 town.	 He	 died	 on	 23	 January	 1868.	 A	 collection	 of
folklore	 was	 published	 the	 year	 after	 his	 death,	 entitled	 A	 nép	 költészete:
népdalok,	népmesék	és	közmondások	("Poetry	of	the	People:	Folk	Songs,	Tales
and	Proverbs",	Pest,	1869).	This	work	contains	300	national	songs,	19	folk-tales
and	7362	Hungarian	proverbs.
	

Gyula	Pap
Gyula	 Pap,	 1813	 –	 1870,	 was	 an	 ethnographer	 and	 writer	 of	 Hungarian	 folk
tales,	most	notably	The	Folk-Tales	of	the	Magyars.
	



ABOUT	THE	EDITOR

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