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  THIS BOOK HAS BEEN PRODUCED


  in full compliance with all government regulations for the conser-


  vation of paper, metal, and other essential materials.


  To the Grand Memory of


  OLA


  whose “Fee, Fi, Fo, Fum”


  made such lovely shivers


  go up and down


  my spine.


  THERE IS NOT A SINGLE GIANT OR witch or even a tiny dragon today, I suspect. At least, I never saw one. Perhaps I am just as well off. But take giants now—they were often rather pleasant fellows when you got to know them, especially the Irish variety like the one in JACK THE ASHYPET. English giants were out and out about things. They just hit you over the head or picked you up by the heels and dashed your brains out. Welsh giants, on the other hand, would invite you to spend the night in a friendly sort of way, then creep in with a club and whack you one while you were soundly snoring (unless you had been crafty enough to sleep in a corner). Trolls were kind of simple-minded creatures from Scandinavia, full of evil intentions but easily outwitted. I think the Albanian giants must have been the most fearsome of all. Great big fellows they were, tall as pine trees with black beards reaching to their knees. They caught men to eat and women to fan the flies away from them.


  Old witches were never pleasant. They were always ugly to look at, and they seemed to be about the same no matter where they came from. They enticed little children into their homes (which were always neat with cute little beds) and then prepared to boil them. Of course, Russian witches, Baba Yagas, while they looked much the same as the others, drove about in mortars which they beat with pestles, using a broom to sweep away traces of themselves. And they lived in little houses up on chicken legs that turned round and round and round.


  I’m almost sorry I never saw a dragon, for they must have been quite beautiful with the smoke and fire coming from their nostrils.


  But perhaps it is just as well for all of us to sit at home quietly and read about giants and witches and dragons. So here are some of the best stories I know. I hope they will make pleasant chills go up your spine.


  P.R.F.
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  KING STORK
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    “AND THERE WAS A GREAT ONE-EYED WITCH WITH A BEARD ON HER CHIN, AND A NOSE THAT HOOKED OVER HER MOUTH LIKE THE BEAK OF A PARROT.”
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  There was a drummer marching along the highroad-forward march!—left, right!—tramp, tramp, tramp!—for the fighting was done, and he was coming home from the wars. By and by he came to a great wide stream of water, and there sat an old man as gnarled and as bent as the hoops in a cooper shop. “Are you going to cross the water?” said he.


  “Yes,” says the drummer, “I am going to do that if my legs hold out to carry me.”
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  “And will you not help a poor body across?” says the old man.


  Now the drummer was as good-natured a lad as ever stood on two legs. “If the young never gave a lift to the old,” says he to himself, “the wide world would not be worth while living in.” So he took off his shoes and stockings, and then bent his back and took the old man on it, and away he started through the water—splash!


  But this was no common old man whom the drummer was carrying, and he was not long finding that out, for the farther he went in the water the heavier grew his load—like work put off until to-morrow—so that, when he was half-way across, his legs shook under him and the sweat stood on his forehead like a string of beads in the shop-window. But by and by he reached the other shore, and the old man jumped down from his back.


  “Phew!” says die drummer, “I am glad to be here at last!”


  And now for the wonder of all this: The old man was an old man no longer, but a splendid tall fellow with hair as yellow as gold. “And who do you think I am?” said he.


  But of that the drummer knew no more than the mouse in the haystack, so he shook his head, and said nothing.


  “I am king of the storks, and here I have sat for many days; for the wicked one-eyed witch who lives on the glass hill put it upon me for a spell that I should be an old man until somebody should carry me over the water. You are the first to do that, and you shall not lose by it. Here is a little bone whistle; whenever you are in trouble just blow a turn or two on it, and I will be by to help you.


  Thereupon King Stork drew a feather cap out of his pocket and clapped it on his head, and away he flew, for he was turned into a great, long, red-legged stork as quick as a wink.


  But the drummer trudged on the way he was going, as merry as a cricket, for it is not everybody who cracks his shins against such luck as he had stumbled over, I can tell you. By and by he came to the town over the hill, and there he found great bills stuck up over the walls. They were all of them proclamations. And this is what they said:


  The princess of that town was as clever as she was pretty; that was saying a great deal, for she was the handsomest in the whole world. (“Phew! but that is a fine lass for sure and certain,” said the drummer.) So it was proclaimed that any lad who could answer a question the princess would ask, and would ask a question the princess could not answer, and would catch the bird that she would be wanting, should have her for his wife and half of the kingdom to boot. (“Hi! but here is luck for a clever lad,” says the drummer.) But whoever should fail in any one of the three tasks should have his head chopped off as sure as he lived. (“Ho! but she is a wicked one for all that,” says the drummer.)


  That was what the proclamation said, and the drummer would have a try for her; “for,” said he, “it is a poor fellow who cannot manage a wife when he has her”—and he knew as much about that business as a goose about churning butter. As for chopping off heads, he never bothered his own about that; for, if one never goes out for fear of rain one never catches fish.


  Off he went to the king’s castle as fast as he could step, and there he knocked on the door, as bold as though his own grandmother lived there.


  But when the king heard what the drummer had come for, he took out his pocket-handkerchief and began to wipe his eyes, for he had a soft heart under his jacket, and it made him cry like anything to see another coming to have his head chopped off, as so many had done before him. For there they were, all along the wall in front of the princess’s window, like so many apples.


  But the drummer was not to be scared away by the king’s crying a bit, so in he came, and by and by they all sat down to supper—he and the king and the princess. As for the princess, she was so pretty that the drummer’s heart melted inside of him, like a lump of butter on the stove—and that was what she was after. After a while she asked him if he had come to answer a question of hers, and to ask her a question of his, and to catch the bird that she should set him to catch.


  “Yes,” said the drummer, “I have come to do that very thing.” And he spoke as boldly and as loudly as the clerk in church.


  “Very well, then,” says the princess, as sweet as sugar candy, “just come along to-morrow, and I will ask you your question.”


  Off went the drummer; he put his whistle to his lips and blew a turn or two, and there stood King Stork, and nobody knows where he stepped from.


  “And what do you want?” says he.


  The drummer told him everything, and how the princess was going to ask him a question to-morrow morning that he would have to answer, or have his head chopped off.


  “Here you have walked into a pretty puddle, and with your eyes open,” says King Stork, for he knew that the princess was a wicked enchantress, and loved nothing so much as to get a lad into just such a scrape as the drummer had tumbled into. “But see, here is a little cap and a long feather—the cap is a dark-cap, and when you put it on your head one can see you no more than so much thin air. At twelve o’clock at night the princess will come out into the castle garden and will fly away through the air. Then throw your leg over the feather, and it will carry you wherever you want to go; and if the princess flies fast it will carry you as fast and faster.”


  “Dong! Dong!” The clock struck twelve, and the princess came out of her house; but in the garden was the drummer waiting for her with the dark-cap on his head, and he saw her as plain as a pike-staff. She brought a pair of great wings which she fastened to her shoulders, and away she flew. But the drummer was as quick with his tricks as she was with hers; he flung his leg over the feather which King Stork had given him, and away he flew after her, and just as fast as she with her great wings.


  By and by they came to a huge castle of shining steel that stood on a mountain of glass. And it was a good thing for the drummer that he had on his cap of darkness, for all around outside of the castle stood fiery dragons and savage lions to keep anybody from going in without leave.    -


  But not a thread of the drummer did they see; in he walked with the princess, and there was a great one-eyed witch with a beard on her chin, and a nose that hooked over her mouth like the beak of a parrot.


  “Uff!” said she, “here is a smell of Christian blood in the house.”


  “Tut, mother!”-says the princess, “how you talk! Do you not see that there is nobody with me?” For the drummer had taken care that the wind should not blow the cap of darkness off his head, I can tell you. By and by they sat down to supper, the princess and the witch, but it was little the princess ate, for as fast as anything was put on her plate the drummer helped himself to it, so that it was all gone before she could get a bite.


  “Look, mother!” she said, “I eat nothing, and yet it all goes from my plate; why is that so?” But that the old witch could not tell her, for she could see nothing of the drummer.


  “There was a lad came to-day to answer the question I shall put to him,” said the princess. “Now what shall I ask him by way of a question?”


  “I have a tooth in the back part of my head,” said the witch, “and it has been grumbling a bit; ask him what it is you are thinking about, and let it be that.”


  Yes; that was a good question and for sure and certain, and the princess would give it to the drummer tomorrow, to see what he had to say for himself. As for the drummer, you can guess how he grinned, for he heard every word that they said.


  After a while the princess flew away home again, for it was nearly the break of day, and she must be back before the sun rose. And the drummer flew close behind her, but she knew nothing of that.


  The next morning up he marched to the king’s castle and knocked at the door, and they let him in.


  There sat the king and the princess, and lots of folks besides. Well, had he come to answer her question? That was what the princess wanted to know.


  Yes; that was the very business he had come about.


  Very well, this was the question, and he might have three guesses at it; what was she thinking of at that minute?


  Oh, it could be no hard thing to answer such a question as that, for lasses’ heads all ran upon the same things more or less; was it a fine silk dress with glass buttons down the front that she was thinking of now?


  No, it was not that.


  Then, was it of a good stout lad like himself for a sweetheart, that she was thinking of?


  No, it was not that.


  No? Then it was the bad tooth that had been grumbling in the head of the one-eyed witch for a day or two past, perhaps.


  Dear, dear! but you should have seen the princess’s face when she heard this! Up she got and off she packed without a single word, and the king saw without the help of his spectacles that the drummer had guessed right. He was so glad that he jumped up and down and snapped his fingers for joy. Besides that he gave out that bonfires should be lighted all over the town, and that was a fine thing for the little boys.


  The next night the princess flew away to the house of the one-eyed witch again, but there was the drummer close behind her just as he had been before.


  “Uff!” said the one-eyed witch, “here is a smell of Christian blood, for sure and certain.” But all the same, she saw no more of the drummer than if he had never been born.


  “See, mother,” said the princess, “that rogue of a drummer answered my question without winking over it.”


  “So,” said the old witch, “we have missed for once, but the second time hits the mark; he will be asking you a question to-morrow, and here is a book that tells everything that has happened in the world, and if he asks you more than that he is a smart one and no mistake.”


  After that they sat down to supper again, but it was little the princess ate, for the drummer helped himself out of her plate just as he had done before.


  After a while the princess flew away home, and the drummer with her.


  “And, now, what will we ask her that she cannot answer?” said the drummer; so off he went back of the house, and blew a turn or two on his whistle, and there stood King Stork.


  “And what will we ask the princess,” said he, “when she has a book that tells her everything?”


  King Stork was not long in telling him that; “Just ask her so and so and so and so,” said he, “and she would not dare to answer the question.”


  Well, the next morning there was the drummer at the castle all in good time; and, had he come to ask her a question? that was what the princess wanted to know.


  Oh, yes, he had come for that very thing.


  Very well, then, just let him begin, for the princess was ready and waiting, and she wet her thumb, and began to turn over the leaves of her Book of Knowledge.


  Oh, it was an easy question the drummer was going to ask, and it needed no big book like that to answer it. The other night he dreamed that he was in a castle all built of shining steel, where there lived a witch with one eye. There was a handsome bit of a lass there who was as great a witch as the old woman herself, but for the life of him he could not tell who she was; now perhaps the princess could make a guess at it.


  There the drummer had her as tight as a fly in a bottle, for she did not dare to let folks know that she was a wicked witch like the one-eyed one; so all she could do was to sit there and gnaw her lip. As for the Book of Knowledge, it was no more use to her than a fifth wheel under a cart.


  But if the king was glad when the drummer answered the princess’s question, he was twice as glad when he found she could not answer his.


  All the same, there is more to do yet, and many a slip betwixt the cup and the lip. “The bird I want is the oneeyed raven,” said the princess; “Now bring her to me if you want to keep your head off of the wall yonder.”


  Yes, the drummer thought he might do that as well as another thing. So off he went back of the house to talk to King Stork of the matter.


  “Look,” said King Stork, and he drew a net out of his pocket as fine as a cobweb and as white as milk; “take this with you when you go with the princess to the oneeyed witch’s house to-night, throw it over the witch’s head, and then see what will happen; only when you catch the one-eyed raven you are to wring her neck as soon as you lay hands on her, for if you don’t it will be the worse for you.”


  Well, that night off flew the princess just as she had done before, and off flew the drummer at her heels, until they came to the witch’s house, both of them.


  “And did you take his head this time?” said the witch.


  No, the princess had not done that, for the drummer had asked such and such a question, and she could not answer it; all the same, she had him tight enough now, for she had set it as a task upon him that he should bring her the one-eyed raven, and it was not likely he would be up to doing that. After that the-princess and the oneeyed witch sat down to supper together, and the drummer served the princess the same trick that he had done before, so that she got hardly a bite to eat.


  “See,” said the old witch when the princess was ready to go, “I will go home with you to-night, and see that you get there safe and sound.” So she brought out a pair of wings, just like those the princess had, and set them on her shoulders, and away both of them flew with the drummer behind. So they came home without seeing a soul, for the drummer kept his cap of darkness tight upon his head all the while.


  “Good-night,” said the witch to the princess, and “Good-night” said the princess to the witch, and the one was for going one way and the other the other. But the drummer had his wits about him sharply enough, and before the old witch could get away he flung the net that King Stork had given him over her head.


  “Hi!” but you should have been there to see what happened; for it was a great one-eyed raven, as black as the inside of the chimney, that he had in his net.


  Dear, dear, how it flapped its wings and struck with its great beak! But that did no good, for the drummer just wrung its neck, and there was an end of it.


  The next morning he wrapped it up in his pocket-handkerchief and off he started for the king’s castle, and there was the princess waiting for him, looking as cool as butter in the well, for she felt sure the drummer was caught in the trap this time.


  “And have you brought the one-eyed raven with you?” she said.


  “Oh, yes,” said the drummer, and here it was wrapped up in this handkerchief.


  But when the princess saw the raven with its neck wrung, she gave a great shriek and fell to the floor. There she lay and they had to pick her up and carry her out of the room.


  But everybody saw that the drummer had brought the bird she had asked for, and all were as glad as glad could be. The king gave orders that they should fire off the town cannon, just as they did on his birthday, and all the little boys out in the street flung up their hats and caps and cried, “Hurrah! Hurrah!”


  But the drummer went off back of the house. He blew a turn or two on his whistle, and there stood King Stork. “Here is your dark-cap and your feather,” says he, “and it is I who am thankful to you, for they have won me a real princess for a wife.”


  “Yes, good,” says King Stork, “you have won her, sure enough, but the next thing is to keep her; for a lass is not cured of being a witch as quickly as you seem to think, and after one has found one’s eggs one must roast them and butter them into the bargain. See now, the princess is just as wicked as ever she was before, and if you do not keep your eyes open she will trip you up after all. So listen to what I tell you. Just after you are married, get a great bowl of fresh milk and a good, stiff switch. Pour the milk over the princess when you are alone together, and after that hold tight to her and lay on the switch, no matter what happens, for that is the only way to save yourself and to save her.”


  Well, the drummer promised to do as King Stork told him, and by and by came the wedding-day. Off he went over to the dairy and got a fresh pan of milk, and out he went into the woods and cut a stout hazel switch, as thick as his finger.


  As soon as he and the princess were alone together he emptied the milk all over her; then he caught hold of her and began laying on the switch for dear life.


  It was well for him that he was a brave fellow and had been to the wars, for, instead of the princess, he held a great black cat that glared at him with her fiery eyes, and growled and spat like anything. But that did no good, for the drummer just shut his eyes and laid on the switch harder than ever.


  Then—puff—! instead of a black cat it was like a great, savage wolf, that snarled and snapped at the drummer with its red jaws; but the drummer just held fast and made the switch fly, and the wolf scared him no more than the black cat had done.


  So out it went, like a light of a candle, and there was a great snake that lashed its tail and shot out its forked tongue and spat fire. But no; the drummer was no more frightened at that than he had been at the wolf and the cat, and, dear, dear! how he dressed the snake with his hazel switch.


  Last of all, there stood the princess herself. “Oh, dear husband!” she cried, “let me go, and I will promise to be good all the days of my life.”


  “Very well,” says the drummer, “and that is the tune I like to hear.”


  That was the way he gained the best of her, whether it was the bowl of milk or the hazel switch, for afterward she was as good a wife as ever churned butter; but what did it is a question that you will have to answer for yourself. All the same, she tried no more of her tricks with him, I can tell you. And so this story comes to an end, like everything else in the world.


  2


  


  JACK THE ASHYPET
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    “OH, YOU ETERNAL VAGABOND!” SAYS THE GIANT, “IT’S ME WILL MAKE SHORT WORK OF YOU.”
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  Once on a time when Kings and Queens were as plenty in Ireland as good people, and good people as plenty as Kings and Queens, there was a poor widow woman in Donegal who had one son they called Jack. Now this Jack was a lazy, good-for-nothing streel of an Ashypet, who sat round the fire with his heels and his toes never out of the ashes all days of the year, and all years of his life, till he grew to be man-big, and he neither good for King, country, nor clipping sheep.
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  Till one day, at long and at last, Jack the Ashypet ups, and he says, says he:


  “Mother,” says he, “it’s the black shame’s on me to be hunkering in the ashes all days of my life, and you putting the bone through the skin trying to do for me. It has been so for long, but it will not be so for longer. Bake me a bannock, cut me a collop and give me your blessing till I go away to push my fortune.”


  No sooner said than done.


  “Very well, Jack dear,” says the mother. And she baked him his bannock, cut him his collop, gave him her blessing—and off went poor Jack to push his fortune.


  On and on before him walked Jack, till, in the heat of the day, halting to rest himself, and to eat a bit of his bannock, he observes, on the flag he was going to seat himself down on, a flock of big black flies, and he ups with his stick and killed three and thirty of them—for he counted them. And one of the dead flies was a deal bigger than the others.


  “Now that’s what I call a good blow,” says Jack; and getting an old rusty nail, he scratched upon his stick:


  “With one blow of this stick I killed a clergyman and two and thirty of his congregation.”


  After that, Jack traveled on and on, much farther than I could tell you, and twice farther than you could tell me, till at last he came to a country where he found two Giants building a bridge. Here Jack climbs up a tree unknown to the Giants and, taking a wee pebble-stone out of his pocket, he throws it and hits one of the Giants that was in front of the other.


  “Don’t do that again, I tell you!” says the angry Giant that was struck, says he, to his brother giant.


  Then he went on with his work; but he was scarcely at it till Jack, the rascal, threw another small pebble-stone and struck him again.


  “By this and by that!” says the mad Giant to his brother—says be, as black as thunder, “if you do that again I’ll throw you over the bridge!”


  But my brave Giant had scarce begun his work the second time when Jack rattles another purty little pebble-stone off his skull.


  “Melia murdhers!” roars the Giant. And before giving him time to bless himself he had his brother giant by the throat and over the bridge, and killed him cold dead on the rocks below.


  At this my poor Jack couldn’t hold himself in any longer, but laughed and laughed till he rolled down out of the tree.


  “Oh, you eternal vagabond!” says the Giant. “So it was you that did it, and made me kill my poor innocent brother! Oh, you vagabond you!” says he, “it’s me will make short work of you!”


  “Stand off, stand off!” says Jack, says he, waving his hand. “You don’t know who you’re talking to. Are you aware,” says Jack, says he, “the wonderful feat that I performed?”


  “I’m not,” says the Giant, says he. “What was that?”


  “I killed,” says Jack, “with one blow of that stick, a clergyman and his congregation of two and thirty.”


  “I don’t believe a word of it,” says the Giant.


  “There, then,” says Jack, handing him the stick. “There, then,” says he, “read it for yourself.”


  “True enough,” says the Giant, now trembling with fright, and his jaw dropping when he read the terrible deed on the stick. “But sure you’ll not touch me, Jack,” he begged, “and I’ll not say a word to you if I had fifty-five brothers, and you made me kill every soul of them.”


  “Never fear,” says Jack, “I have made it a rule never to hurt the young or the weak, if I can help it. I’ll not touch you if you be a good boy, and treat me well.” Home with him the Giant fetched Jack; and when Jack had got his fill of a good supper and had gone to bed, he left the Giant and his old mother sitting by the fire.


  “Isn’t this a nice how-do-you-do,” says the old mother, says she, “that you killed your poor brother all through this scoundrel’s tricks?”


  “Whisht, whisht, whisht, Mother!” says the Giant, says he, “for fear Jack would hear you, and come down out of the room and kill us all. Whisht, whisht, whisht, Mother!” says he, “you don’t know what you’re talking about!”


  “Go to pot,” says she, “for a blatherskite! I don’t believe a word of it, that he has the strength he pretends to have.”


  “Oh, whisht, whisht, whisht, Mother!” says the Giant, “sure didn’t my own two eyes read it off the stick!”


  “Botheration take you and the stick,” says she, “for the idiot you are! Is that all the proof you have? I’ll tell you,” says she, “what you’ll do to try him out for it. Ask him out to the meadow tomorrow morning for a stroll; I’ll leave in your way the three-ton sledge head of your brother’s and the seven-ton sledge head of your own, and the ten-ton one of your poor old father when he was alive; you will come across them by accident, and you propose to Jack to try you a throw at them for fun. Then we’ll soon see his strength; and, by the garries, if he turns out the impostor I believe him to be we’ll soon do for him.”


  Well and good. The morning came, and my bold Jack was up with the lark.


  “What do you say, Jack,” says the Giant, says he, “to a turn in the meadow without, to get up your appetite?”


  “I say it’s no bad idea,” says Jack.


  So out the both of them march, Jack cheek by jowl with the Giant, and through the meadow they go, and it isn’t long till they come across a sledge head.


  “I say,” says Jack, “what’s this?”


  “Oh,” says the Giant, says he, turning it over with his toe, “that’s only a little sledge head belonging to my poor brother; it’s lying there where he and I used to come out of a morning, and throw it for exercise. What do you say, Jack, to a throw of it?”


  “Oh, of course, of course—certainly we’ll have a throw at it by all means,” says Jack.


  “Will you throw first, Jack?” says the Giant.


  “Oh, not at all,” says Jack, “that sort of thing would be considered very bad manners of me in my country.”


  So up with the sledge did the Giant, and at one throw he threw it eleven miles.


  “Now, Jack,” says he, “it’s your turn.”


  “Oh, since you threw it away,” says Jack, “have the manners to bring it back again.”


  So off went the Giant and fetched it back, and landed it down at Jack’s feet.


  “Humph!” says Jack, says he, looking at it. “What weight do you call that?”


  “Three ton,” says the Giant.


  “Have you any others?” says Jack.


  “Yes,” says the Giant, says he, “there’s a seven-ton one belonging to me, and a ten-ton one belonging to my poor old father, lying about.”


  “Get them,” says Jack.


  The Giant, all wonderment, got them.


  “Get a rope and tie the three together now,” says Jack.


  The Giant did this, too, his eyes growing bigger every minute.


  “Please stand back out of my way, now, my good fellow,” says Jack, stripping himself of his coat, and rolling up his sleeves, “and give me room to swing my arms, or you might get hurt.”


  Back the Giant stood, wondering more and more, and ready to drop with the wonder. Jack, putting his two fingers in his mouth, gave a loud whistle.


  “What do you mean by that?” says the Giant.


  “Oh, nothing,” says Jack, “only there’s a blacksmith at home, a neighbor of mine in Donegal, and when I was coming away he made me promise that if I met any likely little bits of scrap iron on my way, to be sure and mind not to forget, but pick them up and take them home to him. But do you think,” says Jack, offended, “that I’ve nothing to do only carry bits of scraps like these around with me? I’ll pitch them home to him now, and be done with them. That whistle’s to put him on the lookout.”


  “Easy! Easy!” cries the Giant. “You’re not surely going to throw our beautiful sledge heads home to a blacksmith in Donegal for scrap iron! Murder! Murder!”


  “Stand back!” says Jack. “Stand back!” says he, pretending to make great attempts entirely to get by the Giant, and get at the sledge heads.


  “No, no, no!” cries the Giant. “Mother, Mother, Mother! he’s going to throw our pretty sledge heads home to a blacksmith in Donegal, for scrap iron! No, Jack, Jack,” says he, “sure you wouldn’t be as bad as that to us?”


  “Arrah, bad wind to you and your miserable little sledge heads!” says Jack, rolling down his sleeves, and getting into his coat again. “The sorra be with you and them! to go raising such a phillalew about nothing! Take your bits of scrap iron out of my sight,” says he, turning and marching home to his breakfast.


  That night again, when Jack had gone to bed, the Giant and his mother were bemoaning to each other over the fire.


  “But now,” says the Giant’s mother, “after all, he didn’t actually throw the sledges home. There’s no being up to the tricks of them lads that come from Donegal, and I can’t get it off my mind yet that maybe he’s only an impostor. Now, we must try him out for it; so tomorrow morning you put the handsticks in the water barrel outside, that holds ten-ton weight of water, and ask him to help you carry the full of it back from the lough, and then we’ll soon see what stuff he’s made of.”


  Right enough, in the morning the Giant put the hand-sticks into the empty water barrel, that weighed three-ton weight itself, and he says to Jack:


  “Jack,” says he, “my mother would like to get a drop of water fetched over from the lough beyond. This little stand only holds ten tons, and my brother and I used to carry home the full of it every morning. I know you’ll be kind enough to help me now.”


  “Is it help you?” says Jack. “Oh, surely, surely—certainly, I’ll help you.”


  “All right,” says the Giant. “I’ll take hold of this end of the sticks, you of that end. Are you ready?”


  “Ready,” says Jack. “Lift away, my jewel!”


  But the minute the Giant lifted, Jack let go his end, and he breaking his heart laughing.


  “Ha! Ha! Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!” says Jack. “Do you know what I’m laughing at?” says he; and he begins to tell the Giant a droll happening. “Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha-a-a!” says Jack. “Did you ever hear a better one than that in all your born days? Ha! ha! ha! ha-a-a! What’s this to do at all, at all!” says he, holding his sides with the laughing. “Ha! ha! ha! ha-a-a! That’s a good joke,” says Jack, “or did you ever meet with the beat of it! Ha! ha! ha! ha! anee-anee-O!” says Jack, and he lay down on the grass and rolled with laughter. “Ha! ha! ha! ha! Anee-O! anee-O! anee-O!” says he. “I’ll never get over this!”


  Till, at long last, the Giant had to get his arms about the water barrel and hoist it off to the lough himself. Then, when he had it filled, he got the sticks into it again, and told Jack to take hold of his end, till they’d get it home.


  “Yes, my fine fellow,” says Jack, getting hold of the sticks.


  “Are you ready?” says the Giant.


  “Ready!” says Jack. “Lift away, my jewel!”


  But the minute the Giant went to lift, Jack let go his end of the sticks, nearly breaking the Giant’s back.


  “Och, blatheration!” says Jack, as angry as you please. “What’s the sense of this way of working, carrying home water in wee drops like this! Tell me,” says he to the Giant, “have you got any spades about the house? and what size are they?”


  “We have,” says the Giant, wondering what Jack was up to now. “There’s a spade, belonging to my poor brother that’s dead, that lifts three acres at a time, and one belonging to me that lifts seven acres at a time, and one belonging to my poor father that lifts ten acres at a time.”


  “Go and have those three little spades hammered into one middling-sized spade, and fetch it to me, and I’ll soon cut a way for the lough to flow down to your house, so that your old mother will only have to come to the doorstep, and lift whatever water she wants.”


  “Oh, vo! vo! vo!” says the Giant. “Melia murdhers! Melia murdhers!” says he, running home to his mother and telling her how this Jack fellow wanted to fetch the whole lough down round the house, so that she might fall in and get drowned some morning.


  At that even the Giant’s old mother had to give in that Jack must be a terrible fellow entirely, out and out, and they must get rid of him somehow or other.


  So, that night, when Jack went to bed he didn’t go to bed at all, but stayed listening at the room door, and heard the Giant and his mother discussing how they’d kill him. He heard them plot to take the ten-ton sledge head and go up and strike him with it when he’d be asleep. At once, my brave Jack took a calf they had tied in the room, and putting him lying in the bed, he put in a lot of dry sticks along with him, and covered over the whole with the blankets—then got under a lump of rubbish in the corner himself.


  After a while the Giant came up and whispered through the dark, “Jack!”


  But Jack made no answer, only snored from his corner.


  “Come on, Mother!” says the Giant, going back to the door. “He’s as sound asleep as a top. And now’s the time to do for him.”


  Up came the mother with the ten-ton sledge head in her arms, and the Giant behind her and pushed her over toward the bed where they saw the big bulk lying.


  “Now Mother,” says the Giant, from behind her, “now Mother,” says he, “strike! and strike hard!”


  And with that the old mother raised the sledge head and brought it down one sillendher on the bulk in the bed. The dry sticks cracked, and the poor calf could only blurt out “Boo-oo-oo!”


  “Ha-a-a! you scoundrel,” says the Giant, looking over his mother’s shoulder, “you got that! Did you hear his bones cracking, Mother? Give him another to ease him.” So the old mother raised the sledge hammer, down she came another sillendher on the bed. And the sticks Tracked again, and the poor calf said “Boo-oo-oo!”


  “Ha-a-a!” says the Giant. “That’s you, Mother. Give the villain one other to ease him.”


  And the old mother raised the sledge head and down she came another sillendher on the bed.


  But the poor calf said nothing now, for he was dead. “Ah, bully for you, Mother!” says the Giant, “Now he’s eased.”


  And down both of them went to the kitchen, and, sitting down at the fire, went out of one fit of laughing into another at how easily they had got rid of poor Jack.


  But lo and behold you! in the middle of their enjoyment, the room door opens, and into the kitchen to them steps my brave Jack, his shoes and stockings under his arm and, drawing forward a seat to the fire, sat down between the terrified two!


  “Boys a boys!” says Jack, trembling. “I couldn’t lie in that bed any longer,” says he, “for a terrible, wild dream I have had.”


  “A dream!” says the Giant.


  “A dream!” says the Giant’s mother.


  “Yes, a dream, and a terrible one entirely,” says Jack. “I dreamt,” says he, “that I was out walking in a shower of hailstones, and that three great, big, big hailstones struck me right here on the stomach, and almost took the breath from me. Oh, oh, oh!” says he, rubbing his stomach hard, “I think I feel it smarting still Oh, oh, oh,!” says he, “it was a terrible terrible dream out and out!” The trembling Giant looked at his old mother, and the trembling old mother looked at the Giant; but neither of them spoke—only shook their heads at each other, as much as to say, “There’s for you! Three big hailstones!”


  “Jack,” then says the Giant’s mother, soothingly, “don’t you think aren’t you a long time away from your home and from your mother now? And don’t you think wouldn’t it be a good notion if you made a push back for your own country by morning?”


  “It would not be right for me to do anything of the sort,” says Jack; “to go and desert you after all the kindnesses you’ve shown me while I was here. No, no, no!” says Jack. “You’ve been both mother and father to me, and this house is going to be my home, please Providence, for the time to come. Oh, no, no, no! Don’t think I’d be so small as to desert you that way,” says Jack.


  When the two of them heard that, they were overcome with woe and dread entirely. So, the lee and the long of it was that they had to offer that If Jack would only return home they’d give him all the gold he could carry with him. And at long last Jack consented—only, he said, he wouldn’t ask all the gold he could carry, for that would rob them entirely, out and out; he’d only ask what gold the Giant could carry. So, off at length the Giant and Jack started, the Giant bent two-double under a great sack of gold, and he left Jack three days’ journey on his way, putting him over the borders into Ireland. And Jack soon found means of fetching the gold the remainder of the way home, where right heartily glad his poor old mother was to see her own Ashypet come back. But when she saw the gold he had with him, you may be certain she was beside herself with joy and delight. There was an open house, and feasting, eating, and drinking for everybody in Donegal, for nine days and nine nights—every day and night better than the other, and the last day and night the best of all.


  And Jack built a great castle with a window for every day of the year, and married the Prince’s daughter of Donegal, and he and she, and his poor mother lived happily ever after.
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  MOLLY WHUPPIE
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    “WOE WORTH YE, MOLLY WHUPPIE! NEVER YOU COME AGAIN.” CRIED THE GIANT.
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  Once upon a time there was a man and a wife who had too many children, and they could not get meat for them, so they took the three youngest and left them in a wood. They traveled and traveled and could see never
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  a house. It began to be dark, and they were hungry. At last they saw a light and made for it; it turned out to be a house. They knocked at the door, and a woman came to it, who said: “What do you want?” They said: “Please let us in and give us something to eat.” The woman said: “I can’t do that, as my man is a giant, and he would kill you if he comes home.” They begged hard. “Let us stop for a little while,” said they, “and we will go away before he comes.” So she took them in, and set them down before the fire, and gave them milk and bread; but just as they had begun to eat a great knock came to the door, and a dreadful voice said:


  
    “Fee, fie, fo, fum,


    I smell the blood of some earthly one.

  


  Who have you there?”


  “Eh,” said the wife, “it’s three poor lassies cold and hungry, and they will go away. Ye won’t touch ’em, man.” He said nothing, but ate up a big supper and ordered them to stay all night. Now he had three lassies of his own, and they were to sleep in the same bed with the three strangers. The youngest of the three strange lassies was called Molly Whuppie, and she was very clever. She noticed that before they went to bed the giant put straw ropes round her neck and her sisters’, and round his own lassies’ necks he put gold chains. So Molly took care and did not fall asleep, but waited till she was sure every one was sleeping sound. Then she slipped out of the bed, and took the straw ropes off her own and her sisters’ necks, and took the gold chains off the giant’s lassies. She then put the straw ropes on the giant’s lassies and the gold on herself and her sisters, and lay down. And in the middle of the night up rose the giant, armed with a great club, and felt for the necks with the straw. It was dark. He took his own lassies out of bed on to the floor, and battered them until they were dead, and then lay down again, thinking he had managed finely. Molly thought it time she and her sisters were off and away, so she wakened them and told them to be quiet, and they slipped out of the house. They all got out safe, and they ran and ran, and never stopped till morning, when they saw a grand house before them. It turned out to be a king’s house; so Molly went in, and told her story to the king. He said: “Well, Molly, you are a clever girl, and you have managed well; but if you would manage better, go back, and steal the giant’s sword that hangs on the back of his bed, I would give your eldest sister my eldest son to marry.” Molly said she would try. So she went back, and managed to slip into the giant’s house, and crept in below the bed. The giant came home and ate up a great supper, and went to bed. Molly waited until he was snoring, and she crept out, reached over the giant, and got down the sword; but just as she got it over the bed it gave a rattle, and up jumped the giant, and Molly ran out at the door and the sword with her; and she ran, and he ran, till they came to the “Bridge of one hair”; she got over, but he couldn’t, and he said, “Woe worth ye, Molly Whuppie! never ye come again.” And she said: “Twice yet, carle, I’ll come to Spain.” So Molly took the sword to the king, and her sister was married to his son.


  Well, the king he said: “Ye’ve managed well, Molly; but if ye would manage better, and steal the purse that lies below the giant’s pillow, I would marry your second sister to my second son.” And Molly said she would try. So she set out for the giant’s house, and slipped in, and hid again below the bed, waited till the giant had eaten his supper, and was snoring, sound asleep. She crept out and slipped her hand below the pillow, and got out the purse; but just as she was going out the giant wakened, and ran after her; and she ran, and he ran, till they came to the “Bridge of one hair”; she got over, but he couldn’t, and he said, “Woe worth ye, Molly Whuppie! never you come again.”


  “Once yet, carle,” quoth she, “I’ll come to Spain.” So Molly took the purse to the king, and her second sister was married to the king’s second son.


  After that the king said to Molly: “Molly, you are a clever girl, but if you would do better yet, and steal the giant’s ring that he wears on his finger, I will give you my youngest son for yourself.” Molly said she would try.


  So back she goes to the giant’s house, and hides herself below the bed. The giant wasn’t long ere he came home, and, after he had eaten a great big supper, he went to his bed, and shortly was snoring loud. Molly crept out and reached over the bed, got hold of the giant’s hand, and she pulled and she pulled until she got off the ring; but just as she got it off the giant got up, and gripped her by the hand, and he says: “Now I have caught you, Molly Whuppie, and, if I had done as much ill to you as ye have done to me, what would ye do to me?”


  Molly says: “I would put you into a sack, and I’d put the cat inside wi’ you, and the dog aside you, and a needle and thread and a shears, and I’d hang you up upon the wall, and I’d go to the wood, and choose the thickest stick I could get, and I would come home, and take you down, and bang you till you were dead.”


  “Well, Molly,” says the giant, “I’ll just do that to you.” So he gets the sack, and puts Molly into it, and the cat and the dog beside her, and a needle and thread and shears, and hangs her up upon the wall, and goes to the wood to choose a stick.


  Molly she sings out: “Oh, if ye saw what I see.”


  “Oh,” says the giant’s wife, “what do ye see, Molly?” But Molly never said a word but, “Oh, if ye saw what I see!”


  The giant’s wife begged that Molly would take her up into the sack till she could see what Molly saw. So Molly took the shears and cut a hole in the sack, and took out the needle and thread with her, and jumped down and helped the giant’s wife up into the sack, and sewed up the hole. The giant’s wife saw nothing, and began to ask to get down again; but Molly never minded, and hid herself at the back of the door. Home came the giant, and a great big tree in his hand, and he took down the sack, and began to batter it. His wife cried, “It’s me, man”; but the dog barked and the cat mewed, and he did not know his wife’s voice. But Molly came out from the back of the door, and the giant saw her, and he after her; and he ran and she ran, till they came to the “Bridge of one hair,” and she got over but he couldn’t; and he said, “Woe worth you, Molly Whuppie! never you come again.”


  “Never more, carle,” quoth she, “will I come again to Spain.”


  So Molly took the ring to the king, and she was married to his youngest son, and she never saw the giant again.
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  THE GIANT


  WHO HAD NO HEART


  IN HIS BODY
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    “OH HEAVEN HELP YOU—NO ONE CAN MAKE AN END OF THE GIANT WHO LIVES HERE, FOR HE HAS NO HEART IN HIS BODY.”

  


  [image: ]


  Once on a time there was a King who had seven sons, and he loved them so much that he could never bear to be without them all at once, but one must always be with him. Now when they were grown up, six were to set off to woo, but as for the youngest, his father kept him at home, and the others were to bring back a Princess
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  for him to the palace. So the King gave the six the finest clothes you ever set eyes on, so fine that the light gleamed from them a long way off, and each had his horse, which cost many, many hundred dollars, and so they set off. Now, when they had been to many palaces, and seen many Princesses, at last they came to a King who had six daughters; such lovely King’s daughters they had never seen, and so they fell to wooing them, each one, and when they had got them for sweethearts, they set off home again, but they quite forgot that they were to bring back with them a sweetheart for Boots, their brother, who stayed at home, for they, were over head and ears in love with their own sweethearts.


  But when they had gone a good bit on their way, they passed close by a steep hillside, like a wall, where the Giant’s house was, and there the Giant came out, and set his eyes upon them, and turned them all into stone, Princes and Princesses and all. Now, the King waited and waited for his six sons, but the more he waited, the longer they stayed away; so he fell into great trouble, and said he should never know what it was to be glad again.


  “And if I had not you left,” he said to Boots, “I would live no longer, so full of sorrow am I for the loss of your brothers.”


  “Well, but now I’ve been thinking to ask your leave to set out and find them again; that’s what I’m thinking of,” said Boots.


  “Nay, nay!” said his father; “that leave you shall never get, for then you would stay away too.”


  But Boots had set his heart upon it; go he would; and he begged and prayed so long that the King was forced to let him go. Now, you must know the King had no other horse to give Boots but an old broken-down jade, for his six other sons and their train had carried off all his horses; but Boots did not care a pin for that, he sprang up on his sorry old steed.


  “Farewell, father,” said he; “I’ll come back, never fear, and like enough I shall bring my six brothers back with me”; and with that he rode off.


  So when he had ridden a while he came to a Raven, which lay in the road and flapped its wings, and was not able to get out of the way, it was so starved.


  “Oh, dear friend,” said the Raven, “give me a little food, and I’ll help you again at your utmost need.”


  “I haven’t much food,” said the Prince, “and I don’t see how you’ll ever be able to help me much; but still I can spare you a little. I see you want it.”


  So he gave the Raven some of the food he had brought with him.


  Now, when he had gone a bit farther, he came to a brook, and in the brook lay a great Salmon, which had got upon a dry place and dashed itself about, and could not get into the water again.


  “Oh, dear friend,” said the Salmon to the Prince, “shove me out into the water again, and I’ll help you again at your utmost need.”


  “Well,” said the Prince, “the help you’ll give me will not be great, I dare say, but it’s a pity you should lie there and choke”; and with that he shot the fish out into the stream again.


  After that he went a long, long way, and there met him a Wolf, which was so famished that it lay and crawled along the road on its belly.


  “Dear friend, do let me have your horse,” said the Wolf; “I’m so hungry the wind whistles through my ribs; I’ve had nothing to eat these two years.”


  “No,” said Boots, “this will never do; first I came to a Raven, and I was forced to give him my food; next I came to a Salmon, and him I had to help into the water again; and now you will have my horse. It can’t be done, that it can’t, for then I should have nothing to ride on.”


  “Nay, dear friend, but you can help me,” said Gray legs the Wolf; “you can ride upon my back, and I’ll help you again in your utmost need.”


  “Well, the help I shall get from you will not be great, I’ll be bound,” said the Prince; “but you may take my horse, since you are in such need.”


  So when the Wolf had eaten the horse, Boots took the bit and put it into the Wolf’s jaw, and laid the saddle on his back; and now the Wolf was so strong, after what he had got inside, that he set off with the Prince like nothing. So fast he had never ridden before.


  “When we have gone a bit farther,” said Graylegs, “I’ll show you the Giant’s house.”


  So after a while they came to it.


  “See, here is the Giant’s house,” said the Wolf; “and see, here are your six brothers, whom the Giant has turned into stone; and see, here are their six brides, and away yonder is the door, and in at that door you must go.”


  “Nay, but I daren’t go in,” said the Prince; “he’ll take my life.”


  “No! no!” said the Wolf, “when you get in you’ll find a Princess, and she’ll tell you what to do to make an end of the Giant. Only mind and do as she bids you.”


  Well, Boots went in, but, truth to say, he was very much afraid. When he came in, the Giant was away, but in one of the rooms sat the Princess, just as the Wolf had said, and so lovely a Princess, Boots had never yet set eyes on.


  “Oh! heaven help you! Whence have you come?” said the Princess, as she saw him; “it will surely be your death. No one can make an end of the Giant who lives here, for he has no heart in his body.”


  “Well! well!” said Boots, “but now that I am here, I may as well try what I can do with him; and I will see if I can’t free my brothers, who are standing turned to stone out of doors; and you, too, I will try to save, that I will.”


  “Well, if you must, you must,” said the Princess; “and so let us see if we can’t hit on a plan. Just creep under the bed yonder, and mind and listen to what he and I talk about. But, pray, do lie as still as a mouse.”


  So he crept under the bed, and he had scarce got well underneath it, before the Giant came.


  “Ha!” roared the Giant, “what a smell of Christian blood there is in the house!”


  “Yes, I know there is,” said the Princess, “for there came a magpie flying with a man’s bone, and let it fall down the chimney. I made all the haste I could to get it out, but all one can do, the smell doesn’t go off so soon.” So the Giant said no more about it, and when night came, they went to bed. After they had lain a while, the Princess said:


  “There is one thing I’d be so glad to ask you about, if only I dared.”


  “What thing is that?” asked the Giant.


  “Only where it is you keep your heart, since you don’t carry it about you,” said the Princess.


  “Ah! that’s a thing you’ve no business to ask about; but if you must know, it lies under the door-sill,” said the Giant.


  “Ho! ho!” said Boots to himself under the bed, “then we’ll soon see if we can’t find it.”


  Next morning the Giant got up cruelly early, and strode off to the wood; but he was hardly out of the house before Boots and the Princess set to work to look under the door-sill for his heart; but the more they dug, and the more they hunted, the more they couldn’t find it.


  “He has balked us this time,” said the Princess, “but we’ll try him once more.”


  So she picked all the prettiest flowers she could find, and strewed them over the door-sill which they had laid in its right place again; and when the time came for the Giant to come home again, Boots crept under the bed. Just as he was well under, back came the Giant.


  Snuff—snuff, went the Giant’s nose. “My eyes and limbs, what a smell of Christian blood there is in here,” said he.


  “I know there is,” said the Princess, “for there came a magpie flying with a man’s bone in his bill, and let it fall down the chimney. I made as much haste as I could to get it out, but I dare say it’s that you smell.”


  So the Giant held his peace, and said no more about it. A little while after, he asked who it was that had strewed flowers about the door-sill.


  “Oh, I, of course,” said the Princess.


  “And, pray, what’s the meaning of all this?” said the Giant.


  “Ah!” said the Princess, “I’m so fond of you that I couldn’t help strewing them, when I knew that your heart lay under there.”


  “You don’t say so,” said the Giant; “but after all it doesn’t lie there at all.”


  So when they went to bed again in the evening, the Princess asked the Giant again where his heart was, for she said she would so like to know.


  “Well,” said the Giant, “if you must know, it lies away yonder in the cupboard against the wall.”


  “So, so!” thought Boots and the Princess; “then we’ll soon try to find it.”


  Next morning the Giant was away early, and strode off to the wood, and so soon as he was gone Boots and the Princess were in the cupboard hunting for his heart, but the more they sought for it the less they found it.


  “Well,” said the Princess, “we’ll just try him once more.”


  So she decked out the cupboard with flowers and garlands, and when the time came for the Giant to come home, Boots crept under the bed again.


  Then back came the Giant.


  Snuff—snuff! “My eyes and limbs, what a smell of Christian blood there is in here!”


  “I know there is,” said the Princess; “for a little while since there came a magpie flying with a man’s bone in his bill, and let it fall down the chimney. I made all the haste I could to get it out of the house again; but after all my pains, I dare say it’s that you smell.”


  When the Giant heard that, he said no more about it; but a little while after, he saw how the cupboard was all decked about with flowers and garlands; so he asked who it was that had done that? Who could it be but the Princess.


  “And, pray, what’s the meaning of all this tomfoolery?” asked the Giant.


  “Oh, I’m so fond of you, I couldn’t help doing it when I knew your heart lay there,” said the Princess.


  “How can you be so silly as to believe any such thing?” said the Giant.


  “Oh, yes; how can I help believing it, when you say it?” said the Princess.


  “You’re a goose,” said the Giant; “where my heart is, you will never come.”


  “Well,” said the Princess; “but for all that, ’twould be such a pleasure to know where it really lies.”


  The poor Giant could hold out no longer, but was forced to say:


  “Far, far away in a lake lies an island; on that island stands a church; in that church is a well; in that well swims a duck; in that duck there is an egg, and in that egg lies my heart—you darling!”


  In the morning early, while it was still grey dawn, the Giant strode off to the wood.


  “Yes! now I must set off too,” said Boots; “if I only knew how to find the way. He took a long, long farewell of the Princess, and when he got out of the Giant’s door, there stood the Wolf waiting for him. So Boots told him all that had happened inside the house, and said now he wished to ride to the well in the church, if he only knew the way. So the Wolf bade him jump on his back, he’d soon find the way; and away they went till the wind whistled after them, over hedge and field, over hill and dale. After they had traveled many, many days, they came at last to the lake. Then the Prince did not know how to get over it, but the Wolf bade him only not be afraid, but stick on, and so he jumped into the lake with the Prince on his back, and swam over to the island. So they came to the church; but the church keys hung high, high up on the top of the tower, and at first the Prince did not know how to get them down.


  “You must call on the Raven,” said the Wolf.


  So the Prince called on the Raven, and immediately the Raven came, and flew up and fetched the keys, and so the Prince got into the church. Rut when he came to the well, there lay the duck, and swam about backwards and forwards, just as the Giant had said. So the Prince stood and coaxed it and coaxed it, till it came to him, and he grasped it in his hand; but just as he lifted it up from the water the duck dropped the egg into the well, and then Roots was beside himself to know how to get it out again. “Well, now you must call on the Salmon, to be sure,” said the Wolf; and the King’s son called on the Salmon, and the Salmon came and fetched up the egg from the bottom of the well.


  The Wolf told him to squeeze the egg, and as soon as ever he squeezed it the Giant screamed out.


  “Squeeze it again,” said the Wolf; and when the Prince did so, the Giant screamed still more piteously, and begged and prayed so prettily to be spared, saying he would do all that the Prince wished if he would only not squeeze his heart in two.


  “Tell him, if he will restore to life again your six brothers and their brides, whom he has turned to stone, you will spare his life,” said the Wolf. Yes, the Giant was ready to do that, and he turned the six brothers into King’s sons again, and their brides into King’s daughters.


  “Now, squeeze the egg in two,” said the Wolf. So Boots squeezed the egg to pieces, and the Giant burst at once.


  Now, when he had made an end of the Giant, Boots rode back again on the Wolf to the Giant’s house, and there stood all his six brothers alive and merry, with their brides. Then Boots went into the hill-side after his bride, and so they all set off home to their father’s house. And you may fancy how glad the old King was when he saw all his seven sons come back, each with his bride;—“But the loveliest bride of all was the bride of Boots after all,” said the King, “and he shall sit uppermost at the table, with her by his side.”


  So he sent out, and called a great wedding-feast, and the mirth was both loud and long, and if they have not done feasting, why they are still at it.


  5


  


  THE HUNGRY OLD WITCH
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    “SHE WAS A WITCH, SHE WAS OLD, AND SHE WAS ALWAYS HUNGRY.”
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  She was a witch, she was very old, and she was always hungry, and she lived long ago near a forest where now is Uruguay, and just in the corner where Brazil and Argentina touch. They were the days when mighty beasts
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  moved in the marshes and when strange creatures with wings like bats flew in the air. There were also great worms then, so strong that they bored through mountains and rocks as an ordinary worm makes its way through clay. The size and the strength of the old witch may be guessed when you know that she once caught one of the giant worms and killed it for the sake of the stone in its head. And there is this about the stone—it is green in colour and shaped like an arrow-head a little blunted, and precious for those who know the secret, because he who has one may fly through the air between sunrise and sunset, but never in the night.


  The old witch had another secret thing. It was a powder, and the knowledge of how to make it was hers alone and is now lost. All that is known of it is that it was made from the dried bodies of tree-frogs mixed with goat’s milk. With it she could, by sprinkling a little of it where wanted, make things grow wonderfully. She could also turn plants to animals with it, or change vines into serpents, thorn-bushes into foxes, little leaves into ants. Living creatures she also changed, turning cats into jaguars, lizards into alligators, and bats into horrible flying things.


  This old witch had lived for hundreds of years, so long indeed that the memory of men did not know a time when she was not, and fathers and grandfathers and great grandfathers all had the same tale to tell of how she had always devoured cattle and pigs and goats, making no account at all of carrying off in one night all the animals of a village. To be sure, some had tried to fight her by shooting arrows, but it was of no use, for by her magic the shafts were bent into a shape like a letter V as soon as they touched her. So in time it came about that men would put outside the village in a corral one half of what they had raised in a year, letting the old witch take it, hoping that thus she would leave them in peace.


  At last there grew up a lad, a sober fellow of courage, who said little and thought much, and he refused to take animals to the corral when the time came for the old witch to visit that place.


  When the people asked him his reason for refusing, he said that he had had a dream in which he saw himself as a bird in a cage, but when he had been there a little while a sweet climbing vine had grown up about the cage and on this vine was a white flower which twisted its way in between the bass. Then, as he looked at it, the flower changed to a smiling maiden who held a golden key in her hand. This key she had given to him and with it he had opened the door of the cage. So, he went on to say, both he and the maiden had gone away. What the end of the dream was he did not know, for at that point he had wakened with the sound of singing and music in his ears, from which he judged that all turned out well, though he had not seen the end of it.


  Because of this dream and what it might betoken he said that he would not put anything in the corral for the old witch, but instead would venture forth and seek her out, to the end that the land might be free from her witcheries and evil work. Nor could any persuade him to the contrary.


  “It is not right,” he said, “that we should give away for nothing that which we have grown and tended and learned to love, nor is it right that we should feed and fatten the evil thing that destroys us.”


  So the wise men of that place named the lad by a word which means Stout Heart, and because he was loved by all, many trembled and turned pale when the morning came on which he took his lance and alone went off into the forest, ready for whatever might befall.


  For three days Stout Heart walked, and at last came to a place all grassy and flowery, where he sat down by the side of a lake under a tree. He was tired, for he had walked far that day and found that slumber began to overtake him. That was well enough, for he was used to sleep under the bare heavens, but with his slumber came confused dreams of harmful things which he seemed to see coming out of the ground, so he climbed into the tree, where he found a resting-place among the branches and was soon asleep.


  While he slept there came to the side of the lake the old witch, who cast her basket-net into the water and began to fish, and as she fished she sang in a croaking and harsh voice this:


  
    “Things in the air,


    Things in the water—


    Nothing is fair,


    So come to the slaughter.”

  


  They were not the words, but that is what the words meant. But unpleasant as was the song, yet it worked a kind of charm, and things came to her, so that her basket-net was filled again and again. The fish she cast into a kind of wicker cage, of which she had several.


  Soon the croaking song chased sleep from the eyes of Stout Heart, and looking down he saw the wrinkled crone and the great pile of fish that she had cast on the bank, and his heart was grieved for two things—one that there was such waste of good life, the other that he had left his spear hidden in the grass. He grieved too, a little, because he knew that on account of his long walk he was weak from hunger and thirst. So there seemed little that could be done and he sat very still, trusting that until he was better prepared for action the old witch would not see him.


  But all his stillness was of no avail. Looking at the shadow of the tree as it lay upon the surface of the water, she saw the lad’s shadow. Then she looked up and saw him. Had she had her magic green stone with her, thing would have been far different and this tale all the shorter. But not having it and being quite unable to climb trees, she said:


  “You are faint and hungry. Come down, come down, good lad, for I have much here that is good to eat.”


  Hearing that, Stout Heart laughed, knowing that she was not to be trusted, and he told her that he was very well indeed where he was. So she tried another trick, spreading on the grass fruits and berries, and saying in a wheedling voice:


  “Come, son, eat with me. I do not like to eat alone. Here are fresh fruits and here is honey. Come down that may talk with you and treat you as a son, for I am very lonesome.”


  But Stout Heart still laughed at her, although, to be sure, he was a lad of great appetite and his hungriness increased in him.


  “Have you any other trap to set for me?” he asked.


  Hearing that, the witch fell into a black and terrible rage, dancing about and gnashing her teeth, frothing at the mouth and hooking her long nails at him like a cat, and the sight of her was very horrible, but the lad kept his heart up and was well content with his place in the tree, the more as he saw her great strength. For in her rage she plucked a great rock the size of a man’s body from the earth where it was sunk deep, and cast it at the tree with such force that the tree shook from root to tip.


  For a moment the old witch stood with knit brows, then she went on her hands and knees and fell to gathering up blades of grass until she had a little heap. All the time she was cursing and groaning, grumbling and snarling like a cat. When she had gathered enough grass she stood up and began to sprinkle a grayish powder over the grass heap, and as she did this she talked mumblingly, saying:


  
    “Creep and crawl—creep and crawl!


    Up the tree-trunk, on the branch.


    Creep and crawl—creep and crawl!


    Over leaf and over twig.


    Seek and find the living thing.


    Pinch him, bite him, torture him.


    Creep and crawl—creep and crawl!


    Make him drop like rotting fruit.”

  


  So she went on, moving about in a little circle and sprinkling the powder over the grass. Presently the pile of grass began to move as if it hid some living thing, and soon the grass blades became smaller, rounded themselves, and turned brown. Then from them shot out fine hair-like points which became legs, and so each separate leaf turned to an ant. To the tree they scurried and up the trunk they swarmed, a little army marching over every leaf and twig until the green became brown, and louder and louder the old witch screamed, waving her arms the while:


  
    “Creep and crawl—creep and crawl!


    Up the tree-trunk, on the branch.


    Creep and crawl—creep and crawl!”

  


  The nearer to Stout Heart that they came, the louder she shrieked, leaping about and waving her long-taloned hands as she ordered:


  
    “Seek and find the living thing.”

  


  Then Stout Heart knew that trouble was brewing indeed, for against so many enemies there was no fighting. For a time he avoided them, but for a time only, and that by going higher and higher in the tree, crawling along the branch that hung over the lake, but nearer and nearer the ants came, and louder she bade them to


  
    “Pinch him, bite him, torture him.”

  


  At last there was nothing for it but to drop out of the tree, for he had been hanging to the end of a branch and the ants were already swarming over his hands and some running down his arms. So he let go his hold and went into the lake with a splash, down out of the sunshine and into the cool green-blue of the waters. He swam a little, trying to get out of the way before coming up, but had to put his head out soon to get a breath. Then suddenly he seemed to be in the middle of something that was moving about strangely, and it was with a sudden leaping of the heart that he found himself in the old witch’s basket-net being drawn ashore. To be sure, he struggled and tried to escape, but it was of no use. What with her magic and her strength he was no more in her hands than is a little fish in the hands of a man. He was all mixed up with other lake things, with fish and with scum, with water-beetles and sticky weed, with mud and with wriggling creatures, and presently he found himself toppled head foremost into a basket, all dazed and weak. It was dark there, but by the bumping he knew that he was being carried somewhere.


  Soon he was tumbled into an evil-smelling place and must have fallen into a trance, or slept. Again, he may not have known what passed because of the old witch’s enchantments, for when he came to himself he did not know whether he had been there for a long time or a little. But soon he made out that he was in a stone house and through a small hole in the wall saw that the place where the house stood was bare of grass and full of great gray rocks, and he remembered his dream and thought that it was all very unlike what had really happened.


  But in that he was not altogether right, for while he was in no cage and no twining vine with glorious flower was there, yet there was something else. For after a little while a door opened, and he saw standing in a light that nearly blinded him with its brightness a maiden full of winning grace, and light and slender, who stretched out her hand to him and led him out of the dark into a great hall of stone with a vast fireplace. Then having heard his story, which brought tears to her blue eyes, she opened a lattice and showed him a little room where he might hide.


  “For,” said she, “I also was brought to this place long ago, and when I came the old witch killed one who was her slave before me. But before she died she told me the story of the green stone which the witch has, and also how were used the magic powders. Since then I have been here alone and have been her slave. But now she will kill me and will keep you for her servant until she tires of you, when she will catch another. And so it has been for many, many years, and each one that dies has told the power of the green stone to the other, though none had dared to use it.”


  Now hearing all that, Stout Heart was all for running away at once and taking the maiden from that dreadful place, but just as he opened his mouth to speak there came to their ears the voice of the old witch.


  “Hide then,” said the maiden, “and all may yet go well. For I must go to get the green stone by means of which we may fly. With you I will dare. Alone I was afraid to venture.”


  Even then he hesitated and did not wish to hide, but she thrust him into a little room and closed the door.


  Through the wall he heard the witch enter and throw a pile of wood on the hearth.


  “I have a new prize,” said the ogress. “You I have fattened long enough and now you must be my meal. One slave at a time is enough for me, and the lad will do. Go then, fetch pepper and salt, red pepper and black, and see to it that you lose no time, for I am hungry and cannot wait.”


  The girl went into another room and the witch fell on her knees and began to build a roaring fire. Soon the maiden reentered, but running lightly, and as she passed the old woman she cast on her some of the magic powder which she had brought instead of salt and pepper. The hag had no idea that it was the powder that the girl had thrown, and thinking that she had been careless with the salt and pepper began to scold her, then getting to her feet took her by the hair, opened the door of the little room in which Stout Heart was, and little knowing that the lad was there cast her in, screaming:


  “Stay there, useless one, until I am ready to roast you.”


  The maiden thrust the green stone into the hands of Stout Heart and at once they flew through the window and out under the arch of the sky. As for the old witch, the powder did its work and she began to swell so that she could not pass out of any of the doors. But presently the boy and girl, from a height at which they could see below them the narrow valley and the witch house, saw that the old hag was struggling to get out by way of the roof.


  The two lost no time then. They flew swift and high.


  But swift too was the witch. Her growing had finished and out over the top of the house she burst, and seeing the escaping pair, began to run in the direction they had taken.


  So there was much speeding both in the air and on the earth, and unlucky it was for the two that the green stone allowed those who carried it to fly only in the daytime. All this the maiden told Stout Heart as they flew. The old witch well remembered that at night there was no power in the flying stone and was gleeful in her wicked old heart as she watched the sun and the lengthening shadows. So she kept on with giant strides and leapings, and going at such a rate that she was always very nigh under the two in the air. No deer, no huanaco could have bounded lighter over the ground than she did, and no ostrich could have moved swifter.


  When the sun began to drop in the western sky, and he and she were looking at one another with concern as they flew, the maiden bethought her of a plan, and scattering some of the magic powder on the earth she rejoiced to see that the leaves on which the powder fell turned into rabbits. The sight of that the witch could not resist, and she stopped a moment to catch some of the little animals and swallow them, so a little time was won for the fliers.


  But the hungry old witch soon went on and regained the time she had lost and was under them again, running as fast as ever. So more powder was scattered, this time on some thorn-bushes, which changed to foxes. Again the old woman stopped to eat and the two gained a little.


  But the sun was lower and they found themselves dropping ever nearer to the earth, flying indeed but little higher than the tree-tops, and as they saw, the old witch in her leaps lacked but little of touching them.


  Ahead of them was the lake in which Stout Heart had been caught, the waters red as blood with the light of the western sky, but the power of the stone was failing with the waning day, and of the powder they had but a small handful left. As for the witch, so near was she that they could hear her breathing, could almost imagine that they felt her terrible claws in their garments.


  On the bank of the lake the last handful of the magic powder was cast, and they saw the grass turn to ants and the stones to great turtles as they passed over the water, but so low that their feet almost touched the surface of the lake. The power of the stone was growing weak.


  The old witch, seeing the turtles, stopped to swallow them, shells and heads, and that gave the youth and maiden time enough to reach the opposite shore, where the power of the stone was quite exhausted as the sun touched the rim of the earth. The gentle maiden clung to Stout Heart in great fear then as they saw the old witch plunge into the lake, for she could travel on water as fast as she could on land. Indeed, the fearful old woman cut through the waters so swiftly that a great wave leaped up on either side of her, and it was clear that before the sun had gone she would have her claws in the two friends.


  But when she was in the middle of the lake the weight of the turtles she had swallowed began to bear her down. In vain she struggled, making a great uproar and lashing her hands and feet so furiously that the water became hot and a great steam rose up. Her force was spent and the turtles were like great stones within her, so she sank beneath the water, and was seen no more.


  Great was the joy of the people when Stout Heart brought the maiden to his home, for she became his wife and was loved by all there as the fairest woman among them.


  6


  


  BILLY BEG


  AND THE BULL
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    “YOU’RE TOO BIG,” SAYS THE GIANT, “FOR ONE BITE, AND NOT QUITE BIG ENOUGH FOR TWO. WHAT SHALL I DO WITH YOU?”
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  Once on a time when pigs was swine, there was a King and a Queen, and they had one son, Billy, and the Queen gave Billy a bull that he was very fond of, and it was just as fond of him. After some time the Queen died, and she put it as her last request on the King that he would never part Billy and the bull, and the King promised that, come what might, come what may, he would not. After the Queen died the King married again, and the new queen didn’t take to Billy Beg, and no more did she like the bull, seeing himself and Billy so thick. But she couldn’t get the King on no account to part Billy and the bull, so she consulted with a hen-wife what they could do as regards separating Billy and the bull. “What will you give me,” says the hen-wife, “and I’ll very soon part them?” “Whatever you ask,” says the Queen. “Well and good then,” says the hen-wife, “you are to take to your bed, making pretend that you are bad with a complaint, and I’ll do the rest of it.” And, well, and good, to her bed she took, and none of the doctors could do anything for her, or make out what was her complaint. So the Queen asked for the hen-wife to be sent for. And sent for she was, and when she came in and examined the Queen, she said there was one thing, and only one, could cure her. The King asked what was that, and the hen-wife said it was three mouthfuls of the blood of Billy Beg’s bull. But the King wouldn’t on no account hear of this, and the next day the Queen was worse, and the third day she was worse still, and told the King she was dying, and he’d have her death on his head. So, sooner nor this, the King had to consent to Billy Beg’s bull being killed. When Billy heard this he got very down in the heart entirely, and he went doitherin’ about, and the bull saw him, and asked him what was wrong with him that he was so mournful, so Billy told the bull what was wrong with him, and the bull told him to never mind, but keep up his heart, the Queen would never taste a drop of his blood. The next day the bull was to be killed, and the Queen got up and went out to have the delight of seeing
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  his death. When the bull was led up to be killed, says he to Billy, “Jump up on my back till we see what kind of a horseman you are.” Up Billy jumped on his back, and with that the bull leapt nine mile high, nine mile deep and nine mile broad, and came down with Billy sticking between his horns. Hundreds were looking on dazed at the sight, and through them the bull rushed, and over the top of the Queen, killing her dead, and away he galloped where you wouldn’t know day by night, or night by day, over high hills, low hills, sheep-walks, and bullock-traces, the Cove of Cork, and old Tom Fox with his bugle horn. When at last they stopped, “now then,” says the bull to Billy, “you and I must undergo great scenery, Billy. Put your hand,” says the bull, “in my left ear, and you’ll get a napkin, that, when you spread it out, will be covered with eating and drinking of all sorts, fit for the King himself.” Billy did this, and then spread out the napkin, and ate and drank to his heart’s content, and he rolled up the napkin and put it back in the bull’s ear again. “Then,” says the bull, “now put your hand into my right ear and you’ll find a bit of a stick; if you wind it over your head three times, it will be turned into a sword and give you the strength of a thousand men besides your own, and when you have no more need of it as a sword, it will change back into a stick again.” Billy did all this. Then says the bull, “At twelve o’clock the morrow I’ll have to meet and fight a great bull.” Billy then got up again on the bull’s back, and the bull started off and away where you wouldn’t know day by night, or night by day, over high hills, low hills, sheep-walks and bullock-traces, the Cove of Cork, and old Tom Fox with his bugle horn. There he met; the other bull, and both of them fought, and the like of their fight was never seen before or since. They knocked the soft ground into hard, and the hard into soft, the soft into spring wells, the spring wells into rocks and the rocks into high hills. They fought long, and Billy Beg’s bull killed the other, and drank his blood. Then Billy took the napkin out of his ear again and spread if out and ate a hearty good dinner. Then says the bull to Billy, says he, at twelve o’clock to-morrow, I’m to meet the bull’s brother that I killed the day, and we’ll have a hard fight.” Billy got on the bull’s back again, and the bull started off and away where you wouldn’t know day by night, or night by day, over high hills, low hills, sheep-walks and bullock-traces, the Cove of Cork, and old Tom Fox with his bugle horn. There he met the bull’s brother that he killed the day before, and they set to, and they fought, and the like of the fight was never seen before or since. They knocked the soft ground into hard, the hard into soft, the soft into spring wells, the spring wells into rocks, and the rocks into high hills. They fought long, and at last Bill’s bull killed the other and drank his blood. And then Billy took out the napkin out of the bull’s ear again and spread it out and ate another hearty dinner. Then says the bull to Billy, says he—“The morrow at twelve o’clock I’m to fight the brother to the two bulls I killed—he’s a mighty great trull entirely, the strongest of them all; he’s called the Black Bull of the Forest, and he’ll be too able for me. When I’m dead,” says the bull, “you, Billy, will take with you the napkin, and you’ll never be hungry; and the stick, and you’ll be able to overcome everything that comes in your way; and take out your knife and cut a strip of the hide off my back and another strip off my belly and make a belt of them, and as long as you wear them you cannot be killed.” Billy was very sorry to hear this, but he got up on the bull’s back again, and they started off and away where you wouldn’t know day by night or night by day, over high hills, low hills, sheep-walks and bullock-traces, the Cove of Cork and old Tom Fox with his bugle horn. And sure enough at twelve o’clock the next day they met the great Black Bull of the Forest, and both of the bulls to it, and commenced to fight, and the like of the fight was never seen before or since; they knocked the soft ground into hard ground, and the hard ground into soft and the soft into spring wells, the spring wells into rocks, and the rocks into high hills. And they fought long, but at length the Black Bull of the Forest killed Billy Beg’s bull, and drank his blood. Billy Beg was so vexed at this that for two days he sat over the bull neither eating or drinking, but crying salt tears all the time. Then he got up, and he spread out the napkin, and ate a hearty dinner for he was very hungry with his long fast; and after that he cut a strip of the hide off the bull’s back, and another off the belly, and made a belt for himself, and taking it and the bit of stick, and the napkin, he set out to push his fortune, and he traveled for three days and three nights till at last he come to a great gentleman’s place. Billy asked the gentleman if he could give him employment, and the gentleman said he wanted just such a boy as him for herding cattle. Billy asked what cattle would he have to herd, and what wages would he get. The gentleman said he had three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses that he fed in an orchard, but that no boy who went with them ever came back alive, for there were three giants, brothers, that came to milk the cows and the goats every day, and killed the boy that was herding; so if Billy liked to try, they wouldn’t fix the wages till they’d see if he would come back alive. “Agreed, then,” said Billy. So the next morning he got up and drove out the three goats, the three cows, the three horses, and the three asses to the orchard and commenced to feed them. About the middle of the day Billy heard three terrible roars that shook the apples off the bushes, shook the horns on the cows, and made the hair stand up on Billy’s head, and in comes a frightful big giant with three heads, and begun to threaten Billy. “You’re too big,” says the giant, “for one bite, and too small for two. What will I do with you?” “I’ll fight you,” says Billy, says he stepping out to him and swinging the bit of stick three times over his head, when it changed into a sword and gave him the strength of a thousand men besides his own. The giant laughed at the size of him, and says he, “Well, how will I kill you? Will it be by a swing by the back,[1] a cut of the sword, or a square round of boxing?” “With a swing by the back,” says Billy, “if you can.” So they both laid holds, and Billy lifted the giant clean off the ground, and fetching him down again sunk him in the earth up to his arm-pits. “Oh, have mercy,” says the giant. But Billy, taking his sword, killed the giant, and cut out his tongues. It was evening by this time, so Billy drove home the three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses, and all the vessels in the house weren’t able to hold all the milk the cows gave that night.


  “Well,” says the gentleman, “this beats me, for I never saw anyone coming back alive out of there before, nor the cows with a drop of milk. Did you see anything in the orchard?” says he. “Nothing worse nor myself,” says Billy. “What about my wages, now?” says Billy. “Well,” says the gentleman, “you’ll hardly come alive out of the orchard the morrow. So we’ll wait till after that.” Next morning his master told Billy that something must have happened one of the giants, for he used to hear the cries of three every night, but last night he only heard two crying. “I don’t know,” says Billy, “anything about them.” That morning after he got his breakfast Billy drove the three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses into the orchard again, and began to feed them. About twelve o’clock he heard three terrible roars that shook the apples off the bushes, the horns on the cows, and made the hair stand up on Billy’s head, and in comes a frightful big giant, with six heads, and he told Billy he had killed his brother yesterday, but he would make him pay for it the day. “Ye’re too big,” says he, “for one bite, and too small for two, and what will I do with you?”


  “I’ll fight you,” says Billy, swinging his stick three times over his head, and turning it into a sword, and giving him the strength of a thousand men besides his own. The giant laughed at him, and says he, “How will I kill you—with a swing by the back, a cut of the sword, or a square round of boxing?”


  “With a swing by the back,” says Billy, “if you can.” So the both of them laid holds, and Billy lifted the giant clean off the ground, and fetching him down again, sunk him in it up to the arm-pits. “Oh, spare my life!” says the giant. But Billy taking up his sword, killed him and cut out his tongues. It was evening by this time, and Billy drove home his three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses, and what milk the cows gave that night overflowed all the vessels in the house, and, running out, turned a rusty mill that hadn’t been turned before for thirty years. If the master was surprised seeing Billy coming back the night before, he was ten times more surprised now.


  “Did you see anything in the orchard the day!” says the gentleman. “Nothing worse nor myself,” says Billy. “What about my wages now?” says Billy. “Well, never mind about your wages,” says the gentleman, “till the morrow, for I think you’ll hardly come back alive again,” says he. Well and good, Billy went to his bed, and the gentleman went to his bed, and when the gentleman rose in the morning says he to Billy, “I don’t know what’s wrong with two of the giants; I only heard one crying last night.”


  “I don’t know,” says Billy, “they must be sick or something.” Well, when Billy got his breakfast that day again, he set out to the orchard, driving before him the three goats, three cows, three horses and three asses and sure enough about the middle of the day he hears three terrible roars again, and in comes another giant, this one with twelve heads on him, and if the other two were frightful, surely this one was ten times more so. “You villain, you,” says he to Billy, “you killed my two brothers, and I’ll have my revenge on you now. Prepare till I kill you,” says he; “you’re too big for one bite, and too small for two; what will I do with you?”


  “I’ll fight you,” says Billy, shaping out and winding the bit of stick three times over his head. The giant laughed heartily at the size of him, and says he, “What way do you prefer being killed? Is it with a swing by the back, a cut of the sword, or a square round of boxing?” “A swing by the back,” says Billy. So both of them again laid holds, and my brave Billy lifts the giant clean off the ground, and fetching him down again, sunk him down to his armpits in it. “Oh, have mercy, spare my life,” says the giant. But Billy took his sword, and, killing him, cut out his tongues. That evening he drove home his three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses, and the milk of the cows had to be turned into a valley where it made a lough three miles long, three miles broad, and three miles deep, and that lough has been filled with salmon and white trout ever since. The gentleman wondered now more than ever to see Billy back the third day alive. “Did you see nothing in the orchard the day, Billy?” says he. “No, nothing worse nor myself,” says Billy. “Well that beats me,” says the gentleman. “What about my wages now?” says Billy. “Well, you’re a good mindful boy, that I couldn’t easy do without,” says the gentleman, “and I’ll give you any wages you ask for the future.” The next morning, says the gentleman to Billy, “I heard none of the giants crying last night, however it comes. I don’t know what has happened to them?”


  “I don’t know,” says Billy, “they must be sick or something.”


  “Now, Billy,” says the gentleman, “you must look after the cattle the day again, while I go to see the fight.”


  “What fight?” says Billy. “Why,” says the gentleman, “it’s the king’s daughter is going to be devoured by a fiery dragon, if the greatest fighter in the land, that they have been feeding specially for the last three months, isn’t able to kill the dragon first. And if he’s able to kill the dragon the king is to give him the daughter in marriage.”


  “That will be fine,” says Billy. Billy drove out his three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses to the orchard that day again, and the like of all that passed that day to see the fight with the man and the fiery dragon, Billy never witnessed before. They went in coaches and carriages, on horses and jackasses, riding and walking, crawling and creeping. “My tight little fellow,” says a man that was passing to Billy, “why don’t you come to see the great fight?”


  “What would take the likes of me there?” says Billy. But when Billy found them all gone he saddled and bridled the best black horse his master had, and put on the best suit of clothes he could get in his master’s house, and rode off to the fight after the rest. When Billy went there he saw the king’s daughter with the whole court about her on a platform before the castle, and he thought he never saw anything half as beautiful, and the great warrior that was to fight the dragon was walking up and down on the lawn before her, with three men carrying his sword, and everyone in the whole country gathered there looking at him. But when the fiery dragon came up with twelve heads on him, and every mouth of him spitting fire, and let twelve roars out of him, the warrior ran away and hid himself up to the neck in a well of water, and all they could do they couldn’t get him to come and face the dragon. Then the king’s daughter asked if there was no one there to save her from the dragon, and get her in marriage. But no one stirred. When Billy saw this, he tied the belt of the bull’s hide round him, swung his stick over his head, and went in, and after a terrible fight entirely, killed the dragon. Everyone then gathered about to find who the stranger was. Billy jumped on his horse and darted away sooner than let them know; but just as he was getting away the king’s daughter pulled the shoe off his foot. When the dragon was killed the warrior that had hid in the well of water came out, and cutting the heads off the dragon he brought them to the king, and said that it was he who killed the dragon, in disguise; and he claimed the king’s daughter. But she tried the shoe on him and found it didn’t fit him; so she said it wasn’t him, and that she would marry no one only the man the shoe fitted. When Billy got home he changed the clothes again, and had the horse in the stable, and the cattle all in before his master came. When the master came, he began telling Billy about the wonderful day they had entirely, and about the warrior hiding in the well of water, and about the grand stranger that came down out of the sky in a cloud on a black horse, and killed the fiery dragon, and then vanished in a cloud again. “And, now,” says he, “Billy, wasn’t that wonderful?”


  “It was, indeed,” says Billy, “very wonderful entirely.” After that it was given out over the country that all the people were to come to the king’s castle on a certain day, till the king’s daughter would try the shoe on them, and whoever it fitted she was to marry them. When the day arrived Billy was in the orchard with the three goats, three cows, three horses, and three asses, as usual, and the like of all the crowds that passed that day going to the king’s castle to get the shoe tried on, he never saw before. They went in coaches and carriages, on horses and jackasses, riding and walking, and crawling and creeping. They all asked Billy was not he going to the king’s castle, but Billy said, “Ar-rah, what would be bringin’ the likes of me there?” At last when all the others had gone there passed an old man with a very scarecrow suit of rags on him, and Billy stopped him and asked him what boot would he take and swap clothes with him. “Just take care yourself, now,” says the old man, “and don’t be playing off your jokes on my clothes, or maybe I’d make you feel the weight of this stick.” But Billy soon let him see it was in earnest he was, and both of them swapped suits, Billy giving the old man boot. Then off to the castle started. Billy, with the suit of rags on his back and an old stick in his hand, and when he come there he found all in great commotion trying on the shoe, and some of them cutting down their foot, trying to get it to fit. But it was all of no use, the shoe could be got to fit none of them at all, and the king’s daughter was going to give up in despair when the wee ragged looking boy, which was Billy, elbowed his way through them, and says he, “Let me try it on; maybe it would fit me.” But the people when they saw him, all began to laugh at the sight of him, and “Go along out of that, you example, you,” says they shoving and pushing him back. But the king’s daughter saw him, and called on them by all manner of means to let him come up and try on the shoe. So Billy went up, and all the people looked on, breaking their hearts laughing at the conceit of it. But what would you have of it, but to the dumbfounding of them all, the shoe fitted Billy as nice as if it was made on his foot for a last. So the king’s daughter claimed Billy as her husband. He then confessed that it was he that killed the fiery dragon; and when the king had him dressed up in a silk and satin suit, with plenty of gold and silver ornaments everyone gave in that his like they never saw afore. He was then married to the king’s daughter, and the wedding lasted nine days, nine hours, nine minutes, nine half minutes, and nine quarter minutes, and they lived happy and well from that day to this. I got brogues of brocham[2] and breeches of glass, a bit of pie for telling a lie, and then I came slithering home.


  [1] A wrestle.


  [2] Porridge.
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  BABA YAGA
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    “TONGS AND POKERS TUMBLING DOWN A CHIMNEY ARE NOTHING TO THE NOISE SHE MADE AS SHE GNASHED HER IRON TEETH.”

  


  [image: ]


  Once upon a time there was a widowed old man who lived alone in a hut with his little daughter. Very merry they were together, and they used to smile at each other over a table just piled with bread and jam. Everything went well, until the old man took it into his head to marry again.


  Yes, the old man became foolish in the years of his old age, and he took another wife. And so the poor little girl had a stepmother. And after that everything changed. There was no more bread and jam on the table, and no


  [image: ]


  [image: ]


  more playing bo-peep, first this side of the samovar and then that, as she sat with her father at tea. It was worse than that, for she never did sit at tea. The stepmother said that everything that went wrong was the little girl’s fault. And the old man believed his new wife, and so there were no more kind words for his little daughter. Day after day the stepmother used to say that the little girl was too naughty to sit at table. And then she would throw her a crust and tell her to get out of the hut and go and eat it somewhere else.


  And the poor little girl used to go away by herself into the shed in the yard, and wet the dry crust with her tears, and eat it all alone. Ah me! she often wept for the old days, and she often wept at the thought of the days that were to come.


  Mostly she wept because she was all alone, until one day she found a little friend in the shed. She was hunched up in a corner of the shed, eating her crust and crying bitterly, when she heard a little noise. It was like this: scratch—scratch. It was just that, a little gray mouse who lived in a hole.


  Out he came, his little pointed nose and his long whiskers, his little round ears and his bright eyes. Out came his little humpy body and his long tail. And then he sat up on his hind legs, and curled his tail twice round himself and looked at the little girl.


  The little girl, who had a kind heart, forgot all her sorrows, and took a scrap of her crust and threw it to the little mouse. The mouseykin nibbled and nibbled, and there, it was gone, and he was looking for another. She gave him another bit, and presently that was gone, and another and another, until there was no crust left for the little girl. Well, she didn’t mind that. You see, she was so happy seeing the little mouse nibbling and nibbling.


  When the crust was done the mouseykin looks up at her with his little bright eyes, and “Thank you,” he says, in a little squeaky voice. “Thank you,” he says; “you are a kind little girl, and I am only a mouse, and I’ve eaten all your crust. But there is one thing I can do for you, and that is to tell you to take care. The old woman in the hut (and that was the cruel stepmother) is own sister to Baba Yaga, the bony-legged, the witch. So if ever she sends you on a message to your aunt, you come and tell me. For Baba Yaga would eat you soon enough with her iron teeth if you did not know what to do.”


  “Oh, thank you,” said the little girl; and just then she heard the stepmother calling to her to come in and clean up the tea things, and tidy the house, and brush out the floor, and clean everybody’s boots.


  So off she had to go.


  When she went in she had a good look at her stepmother, and sure enough she had a long nose, and she was as bony as a fish with all the flesh picked off, and the little girl thought of Baba Yaga and shivered, though she did not feel so bad when she remembered the mouseykin out there in the shed in the yard.


  The very next morning it happened. The old man went off to pay a visit to some friends of his in the next village. And as soon as the old man was out of sight the wicked stepmother called the little girl.


  “You are to go to-day to your dear little aunt in the forest,” says she, “and ask her for a needle and thread to mend a shirt.”


  “But here is a needle and thread,” says the little girl.


  “Hold your tongue,” says the stepmother, and she gnashes her teeth, and they make a noise like clattering tongs. “Hold your tongue,” she says. “Didn’t I tell you you are to go to-day to your dear little aunt to ask for a needle and thread to mend a shirt?”


  “How shall I find her?” says the little girl, nearly ready to cry, for she knew that her aunt was Baba Yaga, the bony-legged, the witch.


  The stepmother took hold of the little girl’s nose and pinched it.


  “That is your nose,” she says. “Can you feel it?”


  “Yes,” says the poor little girl.


  “You must go along the road into the forest till you come to a fallen tree; then you must turn to your left, and follow your nose and you will find her,” says the stepmother. “Now, be off with you, lazy one. Here is some food for you to eat by the way.” She gave the little girl a bundle wrapped up in a towel.


  The little girl wanted to go into the shed to tell the mouseykin she was going to Baba Yaga, and to ask what she should do. But she looked back, and there was the stepmother at the door watching her. So she had to go straight on.


  She walked along the road through the forest till she came to the fallen tree. Then she turned to the left. Her nose was still hurting where the stepmother had pinched it, so she knew she had to go straight ahead. She was just setting out when she heard a little noise under the fallen tree.


  “Scratch—scratch.”


  And out jumped the little mouse, and sat up in the road in front of her.


  “O mouseykin, mouseykin,” says the little girl, “my stepmother has sent me to her sister. And that is Baba Yaga, the bony-legged, the witch, and I do not know what to do.”


  “It will not be difficult,” says the little mouse, “because of your kind heart. Take all the things you find in the road, and do with them what you like. Then you will escape from Baba Yaga, and everything will be well.”


  “Are you hungry, mouseykin?” said the little girl.


  “I could nibble, I think,” says the little mouse.


  The little girl unfastened the towel, and there was nothing in it but stones. That was what the stepmother had given the little girl to eat by the way.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” says the little girl. “There’s nothing for you to eat.”


  “Isn’t there?” said mouseykin, and as she looked at them the little girl saw the stones turn to bread and jam. The little girl sat down on the fallen tree, and the little mouse sat beside her, and they ate bread and jam until they were not hungry any more.


  “Keep the towel,” says the little mouse; “I think it will be useful. And remember what I said about the things you find on the way. And now good-bye,” says he.


  “Good-bye,” says the little girl, and runs along.


  As she was running along she found a nice new handkerchief lying in the road. She picked it up and took it with her. Then she found a little bottle of oil. She picked it up and took it with her. Then she found some scraps of meat.


  “Perhaps I’d better take them too,” she said; and she took them.


  Then she found a gay blue ribbon, and she took that. Then she found a little loaf of good bread, and she took that too.


  “I daresay somebody will like it,” she said.


  And then she came to the hut of Baba Yaga, the bony-legged, the witch. There was a high fence round it with big gates. When she pushed them open they squeaked miserably, as if it hurt them to move. The little girl was sorry for them.


  “How lucky,” she says, “that I picked up the bottle of oil!” and she poured the oil into the hinges of the gates.


  Inside the railing was Baba Yaga’s hut, and it stood on hen’s legs and walked about the yard. And in the yard there was standing Baba Yaga’s servant, and she was crying bitterly because of the tasks Baba Yaga set her to do. She was crying bitterly and wiping her eyes on her petticoat.


  “How lucky,” says the little girl, “that I picked up a handkerchief!” And she gave the handkerchief to Baba Yaga’s servant, who wiped her eyes on it and smiled through her tears.


  Close by the hut was a huge dog, very thin, gnawing a dry crust.


  “How lucky,” says the little girl, “that I picked up a loaf!” And she gave the loaf to the dog, and he gobbled it up and licked his lips.


  The little girl went bravely up to the hut and knocked on the door.


  “Come in,” says Baba Yaga.


  The little girl went in, and there was Baba Yaga, the bony-legged, the witch, sitting weaving at the loom. In a comer of the hut was a thin black cat watching a mouse-hole.


  “Good-day to you, auntie,” says the little girl, trying not to tremble.


  “Good-day to you, niece,” says Baba Yaga.


  “My stepmother has sent me to you to ask for a needle and thread to mend a shirt.”


  “Very well,” says Baba Yaga, smiling, and showing her iron teeth. “You sit down here at the loom, and go on with my weaving, while I go and get you the needle and thread.”


  The little girl sat down at the loom and began to weave.


  Baba Yaga went out and called to her servant, “Go, make the bath hot and scrub my niece. Scrub her clean. I’ll make a dainty meal of her.”


  The servant came in for the jug. The little girl begged her, “Be not too quick in making the fire, and carry the water in a sieve.” The servant smiled, but said nothing, because she was afraid of Baba Yaga. But she took a very long time about getting the bath ready.


  Baba Yaga came to the window and asked,


  “Are you weaving, little niece? Are you weaving, my pretty?”


  “I am weaving, auntie,” says the little girl.


  When Baba Yaga went away from the window, the little girl spoke to the thin black cat who was watching the mouse-hole.


  “What are you doing, thin black cat?”


  “Watching for a mouse,” says the thin black cat. “I haven’t had any dinner for three days.”


  “How lucky,” says the little girl, “that I picked up the scraps of meat!” And she gave them to the thin black cat. The thin black cat gobbled them up, and said to the little girl.


  “Little girl, do you want to get out of this?”


  “Catkin dear,” says the little girl, “I do want to get out of this, for Baba Yaga is going to eat me with her iron teeth.”


  “Well,” says the cat, “I will help you.”


  Just then Baba Yaga came to the window.


  “Are you weaving, little niece?” she asked. “Are you weaving, my pretty?”


  “I am weaving, auntie,” says the little girl, working away, while the loom went clickety-clack, clickety-clack.


  Baba Yaga went away.


  Says the thin black cat to the little girl: “You have a comb in your hair, and you have a towel. Take them and run for it while Baba Yaga is in the bath-house. When Baba Yaga chases after you, you must listen; and when she is close to you, throw away the towel, and it will turn into a big, wide river. It will take her a little time to get over that. But when she does, you must listen; and as soon as she is close to you throw away the comb, and it will sprout up into such a forest that she will never get through it at all.”


  “But she’ll hear the loom stop,” says the little girl.


  “I’ll see to that,” says the thin black cat.


  The cat took the little girl’s place at the loom.


  Clickety-clack, clickety-clack; the loom never stopped for a moment.


  The little girl looked to see that Baba Yaga was in the bath-house, and then she jumped down from the little hut on hen’s legs, and ran to the gates as fast as her legs could flicker.


  The big dog leapt up to tear her to pieces. Just as he was going to spring on her he saw who she was.


  “Why, this is the little girl who gave me the loaf,” says he. “A good journey to you, little girl,” and he lay down again with his head between his paws.


  When she came to the gates they opened quietly, quietly, without making any noise at all, because of the oil she had poured into their hinges.


  Outside the gates there was a little birch tree that beat her in the eyes so that she could not go by.


  “How lucky,” says the little girl, “that I picked up the ribbon!” And she tied up the birch tree with the pretty blue ribbon. And the birch tree was so pleased with the ribbon that it stood still, admiring itself, and let the little girl go by.


  How she did run!


  Meanwhile the thin black cat sat at the loom. Clickety-clack, clickety-clack, sang the loom; but you never saw such a tangle as the tangle made by the thin black cat.


  And presently Baba Yaga came to the window.


  “Are you weaving, little niece?” she asked. “Are you weaving, my pretty?”


  “I am weaving, auntie,” says the thin black cat, tangling and tangling, while the loom went clickety-clack, clickety-clack.


  “That’s not the voice of my little dinner,” says Baba Yaga, and she jumped into the hut, gnashing her iron teeth; and there was no little girl, but only the thin black cat, sitting at the loom, tangling and tangling the threads.


  “Grr,” says Baba Yaga, and jumps for the cat, and begins banging it about. “Why didn’t you tear the little girl’s eyes out?”


  “In all the years I have served you,” says the cat, “you have only given me one little bone; but the kind little girl gave me scraps of meat.”


  Baba Yaga threw the cat into a corner, and went out into the yard.


  “Why didn’t you squeak when she opened you?” she asked the gates.


  “Why didn’t you tear her to pieces?” she asked the dog.


  “Why didn’t you beat her in the face, and not let her go by?” she asked the birch tree.


  “Why were you so long in getting the bath ready? If you had been quicker, she never would have got away,” said Baba Yaga to the servant.


  And she rushed about the yard, beating them all, and scolding at the top of her voice.


  “Ah!” said the gates, “in all the long years we have served you, you never even eased us with water; but the kind little girl poured good oil into our hinges.”


  “Ah!” said the dog, “in all the years I’ve served you, you never threw me anything but burnt crusts; but the kind little girl gave me a good loaf.”


  “Ah!” said the little birch tree, “in all the years I’ve served you, you never tied me up, even with thread; but the kind little girl tied me up with a gay blue ribbon.”


  “Ah!” said the servant, “in all the years I’ve served you, you have never given me even a rag; but the kind little girl gave me a pretty handkerchief.”


  Baba Yaga gnashed at them with her iron teeth. Then she jumped into the mortar and sat down. She drove it along with the pestle, and swept up her tracks with a besom, and flew off in pursuit of the little girl.


  The little girl ran and ran. She put her ear to the ground and listened. Bang, bang, bangety bang! She could hear Baba Yaga beating the mortar with the pestle. Baba Yaga was quite close. There she was, beating with the pestle and sweeping with the besom, coming along the road.


  As quickly as she could, the little girl took out the towel and threw it on the ground. And the towel grew bigger and bigger, and wetter and wetter, and there was a deep, broad river between Baba Yaga and the little girl.


  The little girl turned and ran on. How she ran!


  Baba Yaga came flying up in the mortar. But the mortar could not float in the river with Baba Yaga inside. She drove it in, but only got wet for her trouble. Tongs and pokers tumbling down a chimney are nothing to the noise she made as she gnashed her iron teeth. She turned home, and went flying back to the little hut on hen’s legs. Then she got together all her cattle and drove them to the river.


  “Drink, drink!” she screamed at them; and the cattle drank up all the river to the last drop. And Baba Yaga, sitting in the mortar, drove it with the pestle, and swept up her tracks with the besom, and flew over the dry bed of the river and on in pursuit of the little girl.


  The little girl put her ear to the ground and listened. Bang, bang, bangety bang! She could hear Baba Yaga beating the mortar with the pestle. Nearer and nearer came the noise, and there was Baba Yaga, beating with the pestle and sweeping with the besom, coming along the road close behind.


  The little girl threw down the comb, and it grew bigger and bigger, and its teeth sprouted up into a thick forest,—so thick that not even Baba Yaga could force her way through. And Baba Yaga, gnashing her teeth and screaming with rage and disappointment, turned round and drove away home to her little hut on hen’s legs.


  The little girl ran on home. She was afraid to go in and see her stepmother, so she ran into the shed.


  Scratch, scratch! Out came the little mouse.


  “So you got away all right, my dear,” says the little mouse. “Now run in. Don’t be afraid. Your father is back, and you must tell him all about it.”


  The little girl went into the house.


  “Where have you been?” says her father;’“and why are you so out of breath?”


  The stepmother turned yellow when she saw her, and her eyes glowed, and her teeth ground together until they broke.


  But the little girl was not afraid, and she went to her father and climbed on his knee, and told him everything just as it had happened. And when the old man knew that the stepmother had sent his little daughter to be eaten by Baba Yaga, he was so angry that he drove her out of the hut, and ever afterwards lived alone with the little girl. Much better it was for both of them.
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  PETERKIN AND THE


  LITTLE GREY HARE
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    “WHEN YOU ARE IN A TIGHT PLACE, WHISTLE ON YOUR FINGERS—THUS—AND PERHAPS HELP WILL COME TO YOU.”
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  There was a man who died and left behind him three sons, and nothing but two pennies to each. So, as there was little to be gained by scraping the dish at home, off they packed to the king’s house, where they might find better faring. The two elder lads were smart fellows enough; as for Peterkin, he was the youngest—why, nobody thought much of him.


  So off they went—tramp! tramp! tramp!—all three together. By and by they came to a great black forest where little was to be seen either before or behind them.


  There old Father Hunger met them, and that was the worse for them, for there was nothing at all to eat. They looked here and there, and, after a while, what should they come across but a little grey hare caught in a snare.


  Then, if anybody was glad, it was the two elder brothers. “Here is something to stay our stomachs,” said they.
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  But Peterkin had a soft heart in his breast. “See, brothers,” said he, “look how the poor thing turns up its eyes. Sure it would be a pity to take its life, even though our stomachs do grumble a bit.”


  But the two elder brothers were deaf in that ear. They had gone without their dinners long enough, and they were no such foolish fellows as to throw it away, now that it had come to them.


  But Peterkin begged and begged, until, at last, the two said that they would let the Little Grey Hare go free if he would give them the two pennies that he had in his pocket.


  Well, Peterkin let them have the pennies, and they let the hare go, and glad enough it was to get away I can tell you.


  “See, Peterkin,” it said, speaking as plainly as a Christian, “you shall lose nothing by this. When you are in a tight place, whistle on your fingers—thus—and perhaps help will come to you.”


  Then it thumped its feet on the ground and away it scampered.
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  As for Peter’s brothers they laughed and laughed. A fool and his money were soon parted, said they. How could a little grey hare help him, they should like to know?


  After a while they came to the town, where Peterkin’s brothers took up their lodgings at a good inn. As for Peterkin, he had to go and sleep in the straw, for one cannot spend money and have it both. So while the brothers were eating broth with meat in it, Peterkin went with nothing.


  “I wonder,” said he, “if the Little Grey Hare can help me now.” So he whistled on his fingers, just as it had told him.


  Then who should come hopping and skipping along but the Little Grey Hare itself. “What do you want, Peterkin?” it said.


  “I should like,” said Peterkin, “to have something to eat.”


  “Nothing easier than that,” said the Little Grey Hare; and before one could wink twice a fine feast, fit for a king, was spread out before him, and he fell to as though he had not eaten a bite for seven years.


  After that he slept like a flat stone, for one can sleep well even in the straw, if one only has a good supper within one.


  When the next morning had come, the two elder brothers bought them each a good new coat with brass buttons. Peterkin they said would have to go as he was, for patches and tatters were good enough for such a spendthrift.


  But Peterkin knew a way out of that hole. Back of the house he went, and there he blew on his fingers.


  “What will you have?” said the Little Grey Hare.


  “I should like,” said Peterkin, “to have a fine new suit of clothes, so that I can go to the king’s house with my brothers and not be ashamed.”


  “If that is all that you want,” said the Hare, “it is little enough”; and there lay the finest suit of clothes that Peterkin had ever seen, for it was all of blue silk sewed with golden threads. So Peterkin dressed himself in his fine clothes, and you may guess how his brothers stared when they saw him.


  Off they all went to the king’s house, and there was the king feeding his chickens; for that was all the work he had upon his hands, and an easy life he led of it. The king looked at Peterkin, and thought that he had never seen such fine clothes. Did they want service? Well, the king thought that he might give it to them. The oldest brother might tend the pigs, the second might look after the cows. But as for Peterkin, he was so spruce and neat that he might stay in the house and open the door when folks knocked. That was what his fine clothes did for him.


  So Peterkin had the soft feathers in that nest, for he sat in the warm chimney all day, and had the scraping of the pipkins when good things had been cooked.


  Well, things went quietly enough for a while, but the elder brothers kept up a great buzzing in their heads, I can tell you; for one does not like to see another step in front of one, and that is the truth.


  So, one day, who should come to the king but the two elder brothers. Perhaps, said they, the king did not know it, but there was a giant over yonder who had a grey goose that laid a golden egg every day of her life. Now Peterkin had said more than once, and over and over again, that he was man enough to get the grey goose for the king whenever the king wanted it. You can guess how this tickled the king’s ears. Off he sent for Peterkin and Peterkin came.


  Hui! how Peterkin opened his eyes when he heard what the king wanted. He had never said he could get the giant’s goose; he vowed and swore that he had not. But it was to no purpose that he talked, the king wanted the grey goose, and Peterkin would have to get it for him. He might have three days for the business, and that was all. Then, if he brought the grey goose, he should have two bags of gold money; if he did not bring it he should pack off to the prison.


  So Peterkin left the king, and if anybody was down in the mouth in all of the world it was Peterkin.


  “Perhaps,” said he, “the Little Grey Hare can help me.” So he blew a turn or two on his fingers, and the Little Grey Hare came hopping and skipping up to him.


  What was Peterkin in the dumps about now? That was what it wanted to know.


  Why, the king wanted him to get such and such a grey I goose from over at the giant’s house, and Peterkin knew no more about it than a red herring in a box; that was the trouble.


  “Oh, well,” says the Little Grey Hare, “maybe that can be cured; just go to the king and ask for this and that and the other thing, and we will see what can be done about the business.”


  So off went Peterkin to the king; perhaps he could get the grey goose after all, but he must have three barrels of soft pitch, and a bag of barley-corn, and a pot of good tallow.


  The king let him have all that he wanted, and then the Little Grey Hare took Peterkin and the three barrels of soft pitch, and the bag of barley-corn and the pot of good tallow on its back, and off it went till the wind whistled behind Peterkin’s ears.


  (Now that was a great load for a little grey hare; but I tell the story to you just as Time’s Clock told it to me.)


  After a while they came to a river, and then the Little Grey Hare said:


  “Brother Pike! Brother Pike! Here are folks would like to cross the wide river.”


  Then up came a great river pike, and on his back he took Peterkin and the Little Grey Hare and the three barrels of pitch and the sack of barley-corn and the pot of good tallow, and away he swam till he had brought them from this side to that.


  (Now that was a great load for a river pike to carry; but as Time’s Clock told the story to me I tell it to you.)


  Then the Little Grey Hare went on and on again until it came to a high hill, and on the top of the high hill was a great house; that was where the giant lived.


  Then Peterkin took the soft pitch and made a wide pathway of it. After that he smeared his feet all over with the tallow, so that he stuck to the soft pitch no more than water sticks to a cabbage leaf. Then he shouldered his bag of barley-corn and went up to the giant’s castle, and hunted around and hunted around until he had found where the grey goose was; and it was in the kitchen and would not come out. But Peterkin had a way to bring it; he scattered the barley-corn all about, and when the grey goose saw that, it came out quickly enough and began to eat the grains as fast as it could gobble. But Peterkin did not give it much time for this, for up he caught it, and off he went as fast as he could scamper.


  Then the grey goose flapped its wings and began squalling. “Master! master! Here I am! Here I am! It is Peterkin who has me!”


  Out ran the giant with his great iron club, and after Peterkin he came as fast as he could lay foot to the ground. But Peterkin had the buttered side of the cake this time, for he ran over the pitch road as easily as though it were made of good stones; that was because his boots were smeared with tallow.


  As for the giant, he stuck to it as a fly sticks to the butter, so that it was very slow traveling that he made of it.


  Then the hare took Peterkin up on its back, and away it scampered till the wind whistled behind his ears. When it had come to the river it said:


  “Brother Pike! Brother Pike! Here are folks would like to cross the wide river.”


  Then the pike took them on its back and away they went. But it was a tight squeeze through that crack, I can tell you, for they had hardly left the shore when up came the giant, fuming and boiling like water in the pot.


  “Is that you, Peterkin?” said he.


  “Yes; it is I,” said Peterkin.


  “And did you steal my grey goose?” said the giant.


  “Yes; I stole your grey goose,” said Peterkin.


  “And what would you do if you were me and I were you?” said the giant.


  “I would do what I could,” said Peterkin.


  After that the giant went back home shaking his head and talking to himself.


  So the king got the grey goose, and was as glad as glad could be. And Peterkin got the bags of gold, and was glad also. Thus there were two in the world pleased at the same time.


  And now the king could not make too much of Peterkin. It was Peterkin here and Peterkin there, till Peterkin’s brothers were as sour as bad beer over the matter.


  So, one day, they came buzzing in the king’s ear again; perhaps the king did not know it, but that same giant had a silver bell, and every time that the bell was rung a good dinner was spread ready for the eating. Now, Peterkin had been saying to everybody that he could get that bell for the king just as easily as he had gotten the grey goose. At this the king pricked up his ears, for it tickled him to hear such talk. He sent for Peterkin to come to him, and Peterkin came. He vowed and swore that he had said nothing about getting the giant’s bell. But it was of no use; he only wasted his breath. The king wanted the silver bell, and the king must have it. Peterkin should have three days in which to get it. If he brought it at the end of that time, he should have half of the kingdom to rule over. If he did not bring it he should have his ears clipped, so there was an end of that talk.


  It was a bad piece of business, but off Peterkin went and blew on his fingers, and up came the Little Grey Hare.


  “Well,” said the Little Grey Hare, “and what is the trouble with us now?”


  Why, the king wanted a little silver bell that was over at the giant’s house, and he had to go and get it for him; that was the trouble with Peterkin.


  “Well,” says the Little Grey Hare, “there is no telling what one can do till one tries; just get a little wad of tow and come along, and we will see what we can make of it.”


  So Peterkin got the wad of tow, and then he sat him on the Little Grey Hare’s back, and away they went till the wind whistled behind his ears. When they came to the river the Little Grey Hare called on the pike, and up it came and carried them over as it had done before. By and by they came to the giant’s house, and this time the giant was away from home, which was a lucky thing for Peterkin.


  Peterkin climbed into the window, and hunted here and there till he had found the little silver bell. Then he wrapped the tow around the clapper, but, in spite of all that he could do, it made a jingle or two. Then away he scampered to the Little Grey Hare. He mounted on its back, and off they went.


  But the giant heard the jingle of the little silver bell, and home he came as fast as his legs could carry him.


  He hunted here and there till he found the track of Peterkin, then after him he went, three miles at a step.


  When he came to the river, there was Peterkin, just out of harms way.


  “Is that you, Peterkin?” bawled the giant.


  “Yes; it is I,” said Peterkin.


  “And have you stolen my silver bell?” said the giant.


  “Yes; I have stolen your silver bell,” said Peterkin.


  “And have you stolen my grey goose too?” said the giant.


  Yes; Peterkin had stolen that too.


  “And what would you do if you were me and I were you?” said the giant.


  “I would do what I could,” said Peterkin.


  At this the giant went back home, grumbling and muttering to himself, and if Peterkin had been by it would have been bad for Peterkin.


  Dear, dear! But the king was glad to get the silver bell; as for Peterkin, he was a great man now, for he ruled over half of the kingdom.


  But now the two elder brothers were less pleased than ever before; they grumbled and talked together until the upshot of the matter was that they went to the king for the third time. Peterkin had been bragging and talking again. This time he had said that the giant over yonder had a sword of such a kind that it gave more light in the dark than fourteen candles, and that he could get the sword as easily as he had gotten the grey goose and the little silver bell.


  After that nothing would satisfy the king but for Peterkin to go and get the sword. Peterkin argued and talked, and talked and argued, but it was for no good; he might have talked till the end of all things. The king wanted the sword, and the king must have it. If Peterkin could bring it to him in three days’ time he might have the princess for his wife; if he came back empty-handed he should have a good thong of skin cut off of his back from top to bottom; that was what the king said.


  So there was nothing for it but for Peterkin to whistle on his fingers for the Little Grey Hare once more.


  “And what is it this time?” said the Little Grey Hare.


  Why, the king wanted such and such a kind of sword, and Peterkin must go and get it for him; that was the trouble.


  Well, well; there might be a hole in this hedge as well as another. But this time Peterkin must borrow one of the princess’s dresses and her golden comb; then one might see what could be done.


  So Peterkin went to the king and said that he must have the dress and the comb, and the king let him have them. Then he mounted on the Little Grey Hare and—whisk!—away they went as fast as before.


  Well, they crossed the river and came to the giant’s house once more. There Peterkin dressed himself in the princess’s dress, and combed his hair with her golden comb; and as he combed his hair it grew longer and longer and the end of the matter was that he looked for all the world like as fine and strapping a lass as ever a body saw. Then he went up to the giant’s house, and—rap! tap! tap!—he knocked at the door as bold as brass. The giant was in this time, and he came and opened the door himself. But when he saw what he thought was a fine lass, he smiled as though he had never eaten anything in all his life but soft butter.


  Perhaps the pretty lass would come in and sit down for a bit; that was what he said to Peterkin.


  Oh, yes! that suited Peterkin; of course he would come in. So in he came, and then he and the giant sat down to supper together. After they had eaten as much as they could the giant laid his head in Peterkin’s lap, and Peterkin combed his hair and combed his hair, until he fell asleep and began to snore so that he made the cinders fly up the chimney.


  Then Peterkin rose up softly and took down the Sword of Light from the wall. After that he went out on tiptoes and mounted the Little Grey Hare, and away they went till the chips flew behind them.


  By and by the giant opened his eyes and saw that Peterkin was gone, and, what was more, his Sword of Light was gone also. Then what a rage he was in! Off he went after Peterkin and the Little Grey Hare, seven miles at a step. But he was just a little too late, though there was no room to spare between Peterkin and him, and that is the truth.


  “Is that you, Peterkin?” said he.


  “Yes; it is I,” said Peterkin.


  “And have you stolen my Sword of Light?” said the giant.


  Oh, yes; Peterkin had done that.


  “And what would you do if you were me and I were you?” said the giant.


  “I would drink the river dry and follow after,” said Peterkin.


  “That is good,” said the giant. So he laid himself down and drank and drank and drank, until he drank so much that he burst with a great noise, and there was an end of him!


  The king was so pleased with the Sword of Light that it seemed as though he could not look at it and talk about it enough. As for Peterkin, he got the princess for his wife, and that pleased him also, you may be sure. The princess was pleased too, for Peterkin was a good, smart, tight bit of a lad, and that is what the girls like. So it was that everybody was pleased except the two elder brothers, who looked as sour as green gooseberries. But now Peterkin was an apple that hung too high for them to reach, so they had to let him alone.


  The next day after the wedding, whom should Peterkin come across but the Little Grey Hare.


  “See, Peterkin,” it said, “I have done much for you; will you do a little for me?”


  “Yes, indeed, that I will,” said Peterkin.


  “Then take the Sword of Light and cut off my head and feet,” said the Little Grey Hare.


  No, no; Peterkin could never do such a thing as that; that would be a pretty way to treat a good friend.


  But the Little Grey Hare begged and begged and begged, until at last Peterkin did as he asked; he cut off


  his head and his feet. Then who should stand before him but a handsome young prince, with yellow hair and blue eyes. That was what the Little Grey Hare had been all the time, only the giant had bewitched him.


  As for Peterkin—well, this is the way of it; the youngest will step ahead of the others sometimes.


  9


  


  BUTTERCUP
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    “GOOD, BY MY TROTH!


    BUTTERCUP BROTH,” SAID THE OLD HAG.
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  Once on a time there was an old wife who sat and baked. Now you must know that this old wife had a little son, who was so plump and fat, and so fond of good things, that they called him Buttercup; she had a dog, too, whose name was Goldtooth, and as she was baking, all at once Goldtooth began to mark.


  “Run out, Buttercup, there’s a dear,” said the old wife, “and see what Goldtooth is barking at.”


  So the boy ran out, and came back crying out:


  “Oh, Heaven help us! here comes a great big witch, with her head under her arm, and a bag at her back.”


  “Jump under the kneading-trough and hide yourself,” said his mother.


  So in came the old hag!


  “Good day,” said she.


  “God bless you,” said Buttercup’s mother.


  “Isn’t your Buttercup at home to-day?” asked the hag.


  “No, that he isn’t. He’s out in the wood with his father, shooting ptarmigan.”


  “Plague take it,” said the hag, “for I had such a nice little silver knife I wanted to give him.”


  “Pip, pip! here I am,” said Buttercup under the kneading-trough, and out he came.


  “I’m so old and stiff in the back,” said the hag, “you must creep into the bag and fetch it out for yourself.”


  But when Buttercup was well into the bag, the hag threw it over her back and strode off, and when they had gone a good bit of the way, the old hag got tired, and asked:


  “How far is it off to Snoring?”


  “Half a mile,” answered Buttercup.


  So the hag put down the sack on the road and went aside by herself into the wood, and lay down to sleep. Meantime Buttercup set to work and cut a hole in the sack with his knife; then he crept out and put a great root of a fir-tree into the sack, and ran home to his mother.


  When the hag got home and saw what there was in the sack, you may fancy she was in a fine rage.


  Next day the old wife sat and baked again, and her dog began to bark just as he did the day before.
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  “Run out, Buttercup, my boy,” said she, “and see what Goldtooth is barking at.”


  “Well, I never!” cried Buttercup, as soon as he got out; “if there isn’t that ugly old beast coming again with her head under her arm, and a great sack at her back.”


  “Under the kneading-trough with you and hide,” said his mother.


  “Good day,” said the hag, “is your Buttercup at home to-day?”


  “I’m sorry to say he isn’t,” said his mother; “he’s out in the wood with his father shooting ptarmigan.


  “What a bore,” said the hag; “here I have a beautiful little silver spoon I want to give him.”


  “Pip, pip! here I am,” said Buttercup, and crept out. “I’m so stiff in the back,” said the old witch, “you must creep into the sack and fetch it out for yourself.”


  So when Buttercup was well into the sack, the hag swung it over her shoulders and set off home as fast as her legs could carry her. But when they had gone a good bit, she grew weary, and asked:


  “How far is it off to Snoring?”


  “A mile and a half,” answered Buttercup.


  So the hag set down the sack, and went aside into the wood to sleep a bit, but while she slept, Buttercup made a hole in the sack and got out, and put a great stone into it. Now, when the old witch got home, she made a great fire on the hearth, and put a big pot on it, and got everything ready to boil Buttercup; but when she took the sack, and thought she was going to turn Buttercup into the pot, down plumped the stone and made a hole in the bottom of the pot, so that the water ran out and quenched the fire. Then the old hag was in a dreadful rage, and said, “If he makes himself ever so heavy next time, he shan’t take me in again.”


  The third day everything went just as it had gone twice before; Goldtooth began to bark and Buttercup’s mother said to him:


  “Do run out and see what our dog is barking at.” So out he went, but soon came back crying out:


  “Heaven save us! Here comes the old hag again with her head under her arm, and a sack at her back.”


  “Jump under the kneading-trough and hide,” said his mother.


  “Good day!” said the hag, as she came in at the door; “is your Buttercup at home to-day?”


  “You’re very kind to ask after him,” said his mother; “but he’s out in the wood with his father shooting ptarmigan.”


  “What a bore now,” said the old hag; “here have I got such a beautiful little silver fork for him.”


  “Pip, pip! here I am,” said Buttercup, as he came out from under the kneading-trough.


  “I’m so stiff in the back,” said the old hag, “you must creep into the sack and fetch it out for yourself.”


  But when Buttercup was well inside the sack, the old hag swung it across her shoulders, and set off as fast as she could. This time she did not turn aside to sleep by the way, but went straight home with Buttercup in the sack, and when she reached her house it was Sunday.


  So the old hag said to her daughter:


  “Now you must take Buttercup and kill him, and boil him nicely till I come back, for I’m off to church to bid my guests to dinner.”


  So, when all in the house were gone to church, the daughter was to take Buttercup and kill him, but then she didn’t know how to set about it at all.


  “Stop a bit,” said Buttercup; “I’ll soon show you how to do it; just lay your head on the chopping block, and you’ll soon see.”


  So the poor silly thing laid her head down, and Buttercup took an ax and chopped her head off, just as if she had been a chicken. Then he laid her head in the bed, and popped her body into the pot, and boiled it so nicely; and when he had done that, he climbed up on the roof, and dragged up with him the fir-tree root and the stone, and put the one over the door, and the other at the top of the chimney.


  So when the household came back from church, and saw the head on the bed, they thought it was the daughter who lay there asleep; and then they thought they would just taste the broth.


  “Good, by my troth!


  Buttercup broth,”


  said the old hag.


  “Good, by my troth!


  Daughter broth,”


  said Buttercup down the chimney, but no one heeded him.


  So the old hag’s husband, who was every bit as bad as she, took the spoon to have a taste.


  “Good, by my troth!


  Buttercup broth,”


  said he.


  “Good, by my troth!


  Daughter broth,”


  said Buttercup down the chimney pipe.


  Then they all began to wonder who it could be that chattered so, and ran out to see. But when they came out the door, Buttercup threw down on them the fir-tree and the stone, and broke all their heads to bits. After that he took all the gold and silver that lay in the house, and went home to his mother, and became a rich man.
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  JACK AND


  THE BEANSTALK
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    “FEE, FI, FO, FUM,


    I SMELL THE BLOOD OF AN ENGLISHMAN.”

  


  [image: ]


  There was once upon a time a poor widow who had an only son named Jack, and a cow named Milky-white. And all they had to live on was the milk the cow gave every morning which they carried to the market and sold. But one morning Milky-white gave no milk and they didn’t know what to do.


  “What shall we do, what shall we do?” said the widow, wringing her hands.


  Cheer up, mother, I’ll go and get work somewhere,” said Tack.


  “We’ve tried that before, and nobody would take you,” said his mother; “we must sell Milky-white and with the money start shop, or something.”


  “All right, mother,” says Jack; “it’s market-day, and I’ll soon sell Milky-white, and then we’ll see what we can do.”


  So he took the cow’s halter in his hand, and off he started. He hadn’t gone far when he met a funny-looking old man who said to him: “Good-morning, Jack.”


  “Good-morning to you,” said Jack, and wondered how he knew his name.


  “Well, Jack, where are you off to?” said the man.


  “I’m going to market to sell our cow here.”


  “Oh, you look the proper sort of chap to sell cows,” said the man; “I wonder if you know how many beans make five.”


  “Two in each hand and one in your mouth,” says Jack, as sharp as a needle.
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  “Right you are,” says the man, “and here they are, the very beans themselves,” he went on, pulling out of his pocket a number of strange-looking beans. “As you are so sharp,” says he, “I don’t mind doing a swop with you—your cow for these beans.”


  “Go along,” says Jack; “wouldn’t you like it?”


  “Ah! you don’t know what these beans are,” said the man; “if you plant them overnight, by morning they grow right up to the sky.”


  “Really?” says Jack; “you don’t say so.”


  “Yes, that is so, and if it doesn’t turn out to be true you can have your cow back.”


  “Right,” says Jack, and hands him over Milky-white’s halter and pockets the beans.


  Back goes Jack home, and as he hadn’t gone very far it wasn’t dusk by the time he got to his door.


  “Back already, Jack?” said his mother; “I see you haven’t got Milky-white, so you’ve sold her. How much did you get for her?”


  “You’ll never guess, mother,” says Jack.


  “No, you don’t say so. Good boy! Five pounds, ten, fifteen, no it can’t be twenty.”


  “I told you you couldn’t guess, what do you say to these beans; they’re magical, plant them overnight and-”


  “What!” says Jack’s mother, “have you been such a fool, such a dolt, such an idiot, as to give away my Milky-white, the best milker in the parish, and prime beef to boot, for a set of paltry beans? Take that! Take that! Take that! And as for your precious beans here they go out of the window. And now off with you to bed. Not a sup shall you drink, and not a bit shall you swallow this very night.”


  So Jack went upstairs to his little room in the attic, and sad and sorry he was, to be sure, as much for his mother’s sake as for the loss of his supper.


  At last he dropped off to sleep.


  When he woke up, the room looked so funny. The sun was shining into part of it, and yet all the rest was quite dark and shady. So Jack jumped up and dressed himself and went to the window. And what do you think he saw? Why, the beans his mother had thrown out of the window into the garden had sprung up into a big beanstalk which went up and up and up till it reached the sky. So the man spoke truth after all.


  The beanstalk grew up quite close past Jack’s window, so all he had to do was to open it and give a jump on to the beanstalk which ran up just like a big ladder. So Jack climbed, and he climbed and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, and he climbed, till at last he reached the sky. And when he got there he found a long broad road going as straight as a dart. So he walked along and he walked along and he walked along till he came to a great big tall house, and on the doorstep there was a great big tall woman.


  “Good-morning, mum,” says Jack, quite polite-like. “Could you be so kind as to give me some breakfast?” For he hadn’t had anything to eat, you know, the night before and was as hungry as a hunter.


  “It’s breakfast you want is it?” says the great big tall woman, “it’s breakfast you’ll be if you don’t move off from here. My man is an ogre and there’s nothing he likes better than boys broiled on toast. You’d better be moving on or he’ll soon be coming.”


  “Oh! please mum, do give me something to eat, mum. I’ve had nothing to eat since yesterday morning, really and truly, mum,” says Jack, “I may as well be broiled as die of hunger.”


  Well, the ogre’s wife was not half so bad after all. So she took Jack into the kitchen, and gave him a hunk of bread and cheese and a jug of milk. But Jack hadn’t half finished these when thump! thump! thump! the whole house began to tremble with the noise of some one coming.


  “Goodness gracious me! It’s my old man,” said the ogre’s wife, “what on earth shall I do? Come along quick and jump in here.” And she bundled Jack into the oven just as the ogre came in.


  He was a big one, to be sure. At his belt he had three calves strung up by the heels, and he unhooked them and threw them down on the table and said: “Here, wife bromine a couple of these for breakfast. Ah! what’s this I smell?


  
    Fee, fi, fo, fum,


    I smell the blood of an Englishman,


    Be he alive, or be he dead


    I’ll have his bones to grind my bread.”

  


  “Nonsense, dear,” said his wife, “you’re dreaming. Or perhaps you smell the scraps of that little boy you liked so much for yesterday’s dinner. Here, you go and have a wash and tidy up, and by the time you come back your breakfast’ll be ready for you.”


  So off the ogre went, and Jack was just going to jump out of the oven and run away when the woman told him not. “Wait till he’s asleep,” says she; “he always has a doze after breakfast.”


  Well, the ogre had-his breakfast, and after that he goes to a big chest and takes out of it a couple of bags of gold, and down he sits and counts till at last his head began to nod and he began to snore till the whole house shook again.


  Then Jack crept out on tiptoe from his oven, and as he was passing the ogre he took one of the bags of gold under his arm, and off the pelters till he came to the beanstalk, and then he threw down the bag of gold, which of course fell in to his mother’s garden, and then he climbed down and climbed down till at last he got home and told his mother and showed her the gold and said: “Well, mother, wasn’t I right about the beans? They are really magical, you see.”


  So they lived on the bag of gold for some time, but at last they came to the end of it, and Jack made up his mind to try his luck once more up at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning he rose up early, and got on to the beanstalk, and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till at last he came out on to the road again and up to the great big tall house he had been to before. There, sure enough, was the great big tall woman a-standing on the doorstep.


  “Good-morning, mum,” says Jack, as bold as brass, “could you be so good as to give me something to eat?”


  “Go away, my boy,” said the big tall woman, “or else my man will eat you up for breakfast. But aren’t you the youngster who came here once before? Do you know, that very day my man missed one of his bags of gold.”


  “That’s strange, mum,” said Jack, “I dare say I could tell you something about that, but I’m so hungry I can’t speak till I’ve had something to eat.”


  Well, the big tall woman was so curious that she took him in and gave him something to eat. But he had scarcely begun munching it as slowly as he could when thump! thump! thump! they heard the giant’s footstep, and his wife hid Jack away in the oven.


  All happened as it did before. In came the ogre as he did before, said: “Fee-fi-fo-fum,” and had his breakfast off three broiled oxen. Then he said: “Wife, bring me the hen that lays the golden eggs.” So she brought it, and the ogre said: “Lay,” and it laid an egg all of gold. And then the ogre began to nod his head, and to snore till the house shook.


  Then Jack crept out of the oven on tiptoe and caught hold of the golden hen, and was off before you could say “Jack Robinson.” But this time the hen gave a cackle which woke the ogre, and just as Jack got out of the house he heard him calling: “Wife, wife, what have you done with my golden hen?”


  And the wife said: “Why, my dear?”


  But that was all Jack heard, for he rushed off to the beanstalk and climbed down like a house on fire. And when he got home he showed his mother the wonderful hen and said “Lay” to it; and it laid a golden egg every time he said “Lay.”


  Well, Jack was not content, and it wasn’t very long before he determined to have another try at his luck up there at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning he rose up early, and got on to the beanstalk, and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till he got to the top. But this time he knew better than to go straight to the ogre’s house. And when he got near it he waited behind a bush till he saw the ogre s wife come out with a pail to get some water, and then he crept into the house and got into the copper. He hadn’t been there long when he heard thump! thump! thump! as before, and in come the ogre and his wife.


  “Fee-fi-fo-fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman,” cried out the ogre; “I smell him, wife, I smell him.”


  “Do you, my dearie?” says the ogre’s wife. “Then if it’s that little rogue that stole your gold and the hen that laid the golden eggs he’s sure to have got into the oven.” And they both rushed to the oven. But Jack wasn’t there, luckily, and the ogre’s wife said: “There you are again with your fee-fi-fo-fum. Why, of course, it’s the boy you caught last night that I’ve just broiled for your breakfast. How forgetful I am, and how careless you are not to know the difference between live and dead after all these years.”


  So the ogre sat down to the breakfast and ate it, but every now and then he would mutter: “Well, I could have sworn—” and he’d get up and search the larder and the cupboards, and everything, only luckily he didn’t think of the copper.


  After breakfast was over the ogre called out: “Wife, wife, bring me my golden harp.” So she brought it and put it on the table before him. Then he said: “Sing!” and the golden harp sang most beautifully. And it went on singing till the ogre fell asleep and commenced to snore like thunder.


  Then Jack lifted up the copper-lid very quietly and got down like a mouse and crept on hands and knees till he came to the table, when up he crawled, caught hold of the golden harp and dashed with it toward the door. But the harp called out quite loud: “Master! Master!” and the ogre woke up just in time to see Jack running off with his harp.


  Jack ran as fast as he could, and the ogre came rushing after, and would soon have caught him, only Jack had a start and dodged him a bit and knew where he was going. When he got to the beanstalk the ogre was not more than twenty yards away, when suddenly he saw Jack disappear like, and when he came to the end of the road he saw Jack underneath climbing down for dear life. Well, the ogre didn’t like trusting himself to such a ladder, and he stood and waited, so Jack got another start. But just then the harp cried out: “Master! Master!” and the ogre swung himself down on to the beanstalk, which shook with his weight. Down climbs Jack, and after him climbed the ogre. By this time Jack had climbed down and climbed down and climbed down till he was very nearly home. So he called out: “Mother! mother! bring me an ax, bring me an ax.” And his mother came rushing out with the ax in her hand, but when she came to the beanstalk she stood stock still with fright, for there she saw the ogre with his legs just through the clouds.


  But Jack jumped down and got hold of the ax and gave a chop at the beanstalk which cut it half in two. The ogre felt the beanstalk shake and quiver so he stopped to see what was the matter. Then Jack gave another chop with the ax, and the beanstalk was cut in two and began to topple over. Then the ogre fell down and broke his crown, and the beanstalk came toppling after.


  Then Jack showed his mother his golden harp, and what with showing that and selling the golden eggs, Jack and his mother became very rich, and he married a great princess, and they lived happy ever after.
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  HANSEL AND GRETHEL


  [image: ]


  
    “NIBBLE, NIBBLE, LITTLE MOUSE; WHO’S NIBBLING AT MY HOUSE?”
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  Once upon a time there dwelt near a large wood a poor woodcutter, with his wife and two children by his former marriage, a little boy called Hansel, and a girl named Grethel. He had little enough to break or bite; and once, when there was a great famine in the land, he could not procure even his daily bread; and as he lay thinking in his bed one evening, rolling about for trouble, he sighed, and said to his wife, “What will become of us? How can we feed our children, when we have no more than we can eat ourselves?”


  “Know, then, my husband,” answered she, “we will lead them away, quite early in the morning, into the thickest part of the wood, and there make them a fire, and give them each a little piece of bread; then we will go to our work, and leave them alone, so they will not find the way home again, and we shall be freed from them.”


  “No, wife,” replied he, “that I can never do. How can you bring your heart to leave my children all alone in the wood? For the wild beasts will soon come and tear them to pieces.”


  Oh, you simpleton!” said she, “then we must all four die of hunger; you had better plane the coffins for us.” But she left him no peace till he consented, saying, “Ah, but I shall regret the poor children.”


  The two children, however, had not gone to sleep for very hunger, and so they overheard what the stepmother said to their father. Grethel wept bitterly, and said to Hansel, “What will become of us?”


  “Be quiet, Grethel,” said he; “do not cry—I will soon help you.” And as soon as their parents had fallen asleep, he got up, put on his coat, and unbarring the back door, slipped out. The moon shone brilliantly, and the white pebbles which lay before the door seemed like silver pieces, they glittered so brightly. Hansel stooped down, and put as many into his pocket as it would hold; and then going back, he said to Grethel, Be comforted, dear sister, and sleep in peace. God will not forsake us.” And so saying, he went to bed again.


  The next morning, before the sun arose, the wife went and awoke the two children. “Get up, you lazy things; we are going into the forest to chop wood.” Then she gave them each a piece of bread, saying, “There is some-
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  thing for your dinner; do not eat it before the time, for you will get nothing else.” Grethel took the bread in her apron, for Hansel’s pocket was full of pebbles; and so they all set out upon their way. When they had gone a little distance, Hansel stood still, and peeped back at the house; and this he repeated several times, till his father said, “Hansel, what are you peeping at, and why do you lag behind? Take care, and remember your legs.”


  “Ah, father,” said Hansel, “I am looking at my white cat sitting upon the roof of the house, and trying to say good-bye.”


  “You simpleton!” said the wife, “that is not a cat; it is only the sun shining on the white chimney.” But in reality Hansel was not looking at a cat; but every time he stopped, he dropped a pebble out of his pocket upon the path.


  When they came to the middle of the forest, the father told the children to collect wood, and he would make them a fire, so that they should not be cold. So Hansel and Grethel gathered together quite a little mountain of twigs. Then they set fire to them; and as the flame burnt up high, the wife said, “Now, you children, lie down near the fire, and rest yourselves, while we go into the forest and chop wood; when we are ready, I will come and call you.”


  Hansel and Grethel sat down by the fire, and when it was noon, each ate the piece of bread; and because they could hear the blows of an axe, they thought their father was near; but it was not an axe, but a branch which he had bound to a withered tree, so as to be blown to and fro by the wind. They waited so long, that at last their eyes closed from weariness, and they fell fast asleep. When they awoke, it was quite dark, and Grethel began to cry, “How shall we get out of the wood?” But Hansel tried to comfort her by saying, “Wait a little while till the moon rises, and then we will quickly find the way.” The moon soon shone forth, and Hansel, taking his sister’s hand, followed the pebbles, which glittered like new-coined silver pieces, and showed them the path. All night long they walked on, and as day broke they came to their father’s house. They knocked at the door, and when the wife opened it, and saw Hansel and Grethel, she exclaimed, “You wicked children! Why did you sleep so long in the wood? We thought you were never coming home again.” But their father was very glad, for it had grieved his heart to leave them all alone.


  Not long afterward there was again great scarcity in every corner of the land; and one night the children overheard their stepmother saying to their father, “Everything is again consumed; we have only half a loaf left, and then the song is ended; the children must be sent away. We will take them deeper into the wood, so that they may not find the way out again; it is the only means of escape for us.”


  But her husband felt heavy at heart, and thought, “It were better to share the last crust with the children.” His wife, however, would listen to nothing that he said, and scolded and reproached him without end.


  He who says A must say B too; and who consents the first time must also the second.


  The children, however, had heard the conversation as they lay awake, and as soon as the old people went to sleep Hansel got up, intending to pick up some pebbles as before; but the wife had locked the door, so that he could not get out. Nevertheless, he comforted Grethel, saying, “Do not cry; sleep in quiet; the good God will not forsake us.”


  Early in the morning the stepmother came and pulled them out of bed, and gave them each a slice of bread, which was still smaller than the former piece. On the way, Hansel broke his in his pocket, and, stooping every now and then, dropped a crumb upon the path. “Hansel, why do you stop and look about?” said the father; “keep in the path.”


  “I am looking at my little dove,” answered Hansel, “nodding good-bye to me.”


  “Simpleton!” said the wife, “that is no dove, but only the sun shining on the chimney.” But Hansel still kept dropping crumbs as he went along.


  The mother led the children deep into the wood, where they had never been before, and there making an immense fire, she said to them, “Sit down here and rest, and when you feel tired you can sleep for a little while. We are going into the forest to hew wood, and in the evening, when we are ready, we will come and fetch you.”


  When noon came Grethel shared her bread with Hansel, who had strewn his on the path. Then they went to sleep; but the evening arrived and no one came to visit the poor children, and in the dark night they awoke, and Hansel comforted his sister by saying, “Only wait, Grethel, till the moon comes out, then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have dropped, and they will show us the way home.” The moon shone and they got up, but they could not see any crumbs, for the thousands of birds which had been flying about in the woods and fields had picked them all up. Hansel kept saying to Grethel, “We will soon find the way”; but they did not, and they walked the whole night long and the next day, but still they did not come out of the wood; and they got so hungry, for they had nothing to eat but the berries which they found upon the bushes. Soon they got so tired that they could not drag themselves along, so they lay down under a tree and went to sleep.


  It was now the third morning since they had left their father’s house, and they still walked on; but they only got deeper and deeper into the wood, and Hansel saw that if help did not come very soon they would die of hunger. At about noonday they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting upon a bough, which sang so sweetly and they stood still and listened to it. It soon left off, and spreading its wings flew off; and they followed it until it arrived at a cottage, upon the roof of which it perched; and when they went close up to it they saw that the cottage was made of bread and cakes, and the window-panes were of clear sugar.


  “We will go in there,” said Hansel, “and have a glorious feast. I will eat a piece of the roof, and you can eat the window. Will they not be sweet?” So Hansel reached up and broke a piece off the roof, in order to see how it tasted, while Grethel stepped up to the window and began to bite it. Then a sweet voice called out in the room:


  
    “Nibble, nibble, little mouse!


    Who is nibbling at my house?”[1]

  


  and the children answered:


  
    “ ’Tis heaven’s own child,


    The tempest wild!”[2]

  


  and they went on eating without interruption. Hansel thought the roof tasted very nice, and so he tore off a great piece, while Grethel broke a large round pane out of the win low, and sat down quite contentedly. Just then the door Opened, and a very old woman, walking upon crutches, came out. Hansel and Grethel were so frightened that they let fall what they had in their hands; but the old woman, nodding her head, said, “Ah, you dear children, what has brought you here? Come in and stop with me, and no harm shall befall you”; and so saying she took them both by the hand, and led them into her cottage. A good meal of milk and pancakes, with sugar, apples, and nuts, was spread on the table, and in the back room were two nice little beds, covered with white, where Hansel and Grethel laid themselves down, and thought themselves in heaven. The old woman behaved very kindly to them, but in reality she was a wicked witch who waylaid children, and built the bread-house in order to entice them in, but as soon as they were in her power she killed them, cooked and ate them, and made a great festival of the day. Witches have red eyes, and cannot see very far; but they have a fine sense of smelling, like wild beasts, so that they know when children approach them. When Hansel and Grethel came near the witch’s house she laughed wickedly, saying, “Here come two who shall not escape me.” And early in the morning, before they awoke, she went up to them, and saw how lovingly they lay sleeping, with their chubby red cheeks, and she mumbled to herself, “That will be a good bite.” Then she took up Hansel with her rough hands, and shut him up in a little cage with a lattice-door; and although he screamed loudly it was of no use. Grethel came next, and, shaking her till she awoke, the witch said, “Get up, you lazy thing, and fetch some water to cook something good for your brother, who must remain in that stall and get fat; when he is fat enough I shall eat him.” Grethel began to cry, but it was all useless, for the old witch made her do as she wished. So a nice meal was cooked for Hansel, but Grethel got nothing but a crab’s claw.


  Every morning the old witch came to the cage and said, “Hansel, stretch out your finger that I may feel whether you are getting fat.” But Hansel used to stretch out a bone, and the old woman, having very bad sight, thought it was his finger, and wondered very much that he did not get fatter. When four weeks had passed, and Hansel still kept quite lean, she lost all her patience, and would not wait longer. “Grethel,” she called out in a passion, “get some water quickly; be Hansel fat or lean, this morning I will kill and cook him.” Oh, how the poor little sister grieved, as she was forced to fetch the water, and fast the tears ran down her cheeks. “Dear good God, help us now!” she exclaimed. “Had we only been eaten by the wild beasts in the wood, then we should have died together.” But the witch called out, “Leave off that noise; it will not help you a bit.”


  So early in the morning Grethel was forced to go out and fill the kettle, and make a fire. “First we will bake, however,” said the old woman; “I have already heated the oven and kneaded the dough”; and so saying, she pushed poor Grethel up to the oven, out of which the flames were burning fiercely. “Creep in,” said the witch, “and see if it is hot enough, and then we will put in the bread”; but she intended when Grethel got in to shut up the oven and let her bake, so that she might eat her as well as Hansel. Grethel perceived what her thoughts were, and said, “I do not know how to do it; how shall I get in?”


  “You stupid goose,” said she, “the opening is big enough. See, I could even get in myself!” and she got up, and put her head into the oven. Then Grethel gave her a push, so that she fell right in, and then shutting the iron door she bolted it. Oh! how horribly she howled; but Grethel ran away, and left the ungodly witch to burn to ashes.


  Now she ran to Hansel, and, opening his door, called out, “Hansel, we are saved; the old witch is dead!” So he sprang out, like a bird out of his cage when the door is opened; and they were so glad that they fell upon each other’s neck, and kissed each other over and over again. And now, as there was nothing to fear, they went into the witch’s house, where in every corner were caskets full of pearls and precious stones. “These are better than pebbles,” said Hansel, putting as many into his pocket as it would hold; while Grethel thought, “I will take some home too,” and filled her apron full. “We must be off now,” said Hansel, “and get out of this enchanted forest.” But when they had walked for two hours they came to a large piece of water. “We cannot get over,” said Hansel; “I can see no bridge at all.”


  “And there is no boat either,” said Grethel; “but there swims a white duck, I will ask her to help us over.” And she sang:


  
    “Here are two children, mournful very,


    Seeing neither bridge nor ferry


    Take us upon your white back,


    And row us over, quack, quack!”[3]

  


  So the duck came to them, and Hansel sat himself on, and bade his sister sit behind him. “No,” answered Grethel, “that will be too much for the duck; she shall take us over one at a time.” This the good little bird did, and when both were happily arrived on the other side, and had gone a little way, they came to a well-known wood, which they knew the better every step they went, and at last they perceived their father’s house. Then they began to run, and bursting into the house, they fell into their father’s arms. He had not had one happy hour since he left the children in the forest; and his wife was dead. Grethel shook her apron, and the pearls and precious stones rolled out upon the floor, and Hansel threw down one handful after the other out of his pocket. Then all their sorrows were ended, and they lived together in great happiness.


  My tale is done. There runs a mouse; whoever catches her may make a great, great cap out of her fur.


  [1] From Andrew Lang’s Blue Fairy Book, Longmans, Green & Company.


  [2] From Andrew Lang’s Blue Fairy Book, Longmans, Green & Company.


  [3] From Andrew Lang’s Blue Fairy Book, Longmans, Green & Company.
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  JACK


  THE GIANT KILLER
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    “HERE’S THE RIGHT VALIANT CORNISH MAN WHO SLEW THE GIANT CORMORAN.”
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  When good King Arthur reigned, there lived near the Land’s End of England, in the county of Cornwall, a farmer who had only one son called Jack. He was brisk and of a ready, lively wit, so that nobody or nothing could worst him.


  In those days the Mount of Cornwall was kept by a huge giant named Cormoran. He was eighteen feet in height, and about three yards round the waist, of a fierce and grim countenance, the terror of all the neighboring towns and villages. He lived in a cave in the midst of the Mount, and whenever he wanted food he would wade over to the mainland, where he would furnish himself with whatever came in his way. Everybody at his approach ran out of their houses, while he seized on their cattle, making nothing of carrying half-a-dozen oxen on his back at a time; and as for their sheep and hogs he would tie them round his waist like a bunch of tallow-dips. He had done this for many years, so that all Cornwall was in despair.


  One day Jack happened to be at the town-hall when the magistrates were sitting in council about the Giant. He asked: “What reward will be given to the man who kills Cormoran?”


  “The giant’s treasure,” they said, “will be the reward.” Quoth Jack: “Then let me undertake it.”


  So he got a horn, shovel, and pickax, and went over to the Mount in the beginning of a dark winter’s evening, when he fell to work, and before morning had dug a pit twenty-two feet deep, and nearly as broad, covering it over with long sticks and straw. Then he strewed a little mould over it, so that it appeared like plain ground. Jack then placed himself on the opposite side of the pit, furthest from the giant’s lodging, and just at the break of day he put the horn to his mouth, and blew, Tantivy, Tantivy. This noise roused the giant, who rushed from his cave crying: “You incorrigible villain, are you come here to disturb my rest? You shall pay dearly for this. Satisfaction I will have, and this it shall be, I will take you whole and broil you for breakfast.” He had no sooner uttered this than he tumbled into the pit, and made the
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  very foundations of the Mount to shake. “Oh Giant,” quoth Jack, “where are you now? Oh, faith, you are gotten now into Lob’s Pound, where I will surely plague you for your threatening words: what do you think now of broiling me for your breakfast? Will no other diet serve you but poor Jack?” Then having tantalized the giant for awhile, he gave him a most weighty knock with his pickax on the very crown of his head, and killed him on the spot.


  Jack then filled up the pit with earth, and went to search the cave, which he found contained much treasure. When the magistrates heard of this they made a declaration that he should henceforth be termed


  JACK THE GIANT KILLER


  and presented him with a sword and a belt on which were written these words embroidered in letters of gold:


  
    “Here’s the right valiant Cornish man,


    Who slew the giant Cormoran.”

  


  The news of Jack’s victory soon spread over all the West of England so that another giant, named Blunder-bore, hearing of it, vowed to be revenged on Jack, if ever he should light on him. This giant was the lord of an enchanted castle situated in the midst of a lonesome wood. Now Jack, about four months afterward, walking near this wood in his journey to Wales, being weary, seated himself near a pleasant fountain and fell fast asleep. While he was sleeping the giant, coming there for water, discovered him, and knew him to be the far-famed Jack the Giant-killer by the lines written on the belt.


  Without ado, he took Jack on his shoulders and carried him toward his castle. Now, as they passed through a thicket, the rustling of the boughs awakened Jack, who was strangely surprised to find himself in the clutches of the giant. His terror was only begun, for, on entering the castle, he saw the ground strewed with human bones, and the giant told him his own would ere long be among them. After this the giant locked poor Jack in an immense chamber, leaving him there while he went to fetch another giant, his brother, living in the same wood, who might share in the meal on Jack.


  After waiting some time Jack, on going to the window, beheld afar off the two giants coming toward the castle. “Now,” quoth Jack to himself, “my death or my deliverance is at hand.” Now, there were strong cords in a corner of the room in which Jack was, and two of these he took, and made a strong noose at the end; and while the giants were unlocking the iron gate of the castle he threw the ropes over each of their heads. Then he drew the other ends across a beam, and pulled with all his might, so that he throttled them. Then, when he saw they were black in the face, he slid down the rope, and drawing his sword, slew them both. Then, taking the giant’s keys, and unlocking the rooms, he found three fair ladies tied by the hair of their heads, almost starved to death. “Sweet ladies,” quoth Jack, “I have destroyed this monster and his brutish brother, and obtained your liberties.” This said, he presented them with the keys, and so proceeded on his journey to Wales.


  Jack made the best of his way by traveling as fast as he could, but lost his road, and was benighted, and could find no habitation, until, coming into a narrow valley, he found a large house, and in order to get shelter took courage to knock at the gate. But what was his surprise when there came forth a monstrous giant with two heads; yet he did not appear so fiery as the others were, for he was a Welsh giant, and what he did was by private and secret malice under the false show of friendship. Jack, having told his condition to the giant, was shown into a bedroom, where, in the dead of night, he heard his host in another apartment muttering these words:


  
    “Though here you lodge with me this night


    You shall not see the morning light:


    My club shall dash your brains outright!”

  


  “Say’st thou so,” quoth Jack; “that is like one of your Welsh tricks, yet I hope to be cunning enough for you.” Then, getting out of bed, he laid a billet in the bed in his stead, and hid himself in a corner of the room. At the dead time of the night in came the Welsh giant, who struck several heavy blows on the bed with his club, thinking he had broken every bone in Jack’s skin. The next morning Jack, laughing in his sleeve, gave him hearty thanks for his night’s lodging. “How have you rested?” quoth the giant; “did you not feel anything in the night?”


  “No,” quoth Jack, “nothing but a rat, which gave me two or three slaps with her tail.” With that, greatly wondering, the giant led Jack to breakfast, bringing him a bowl containing four gallons of hasty pudding. Being loath to let the giant think it too much for him, Jack put a large leather bag under his loose coat, in such a way that he could convey the pudding into it without its being perceived. Then, telling the giant he would show him a trick, taking a knife, Jack ripped open the bag, and out came all the hasty pudding. Whereupon, saying, “Odds splutters hur nails, hur can do that trick hurself,” the monster took the knife, and, ripping open his belly, fell down dead.


  Now, it happened in these days that King Arthur’s only son asked his father to give him a large sum of money, in order that he might go and seek his fortune in the principality of Wales, where lived a beautiful lady possessed with seven evil spirits. The king did his best to persuade his son from it, but in vain; so at last gave way and the prince set out with two horses, one loaded with money, the other for himself to ride upon. Now, after several days’ travel he came to a market-town in Wales, where he beheld a vast crowd of people gathered together. The prince asked the reason for it, and was told that they had arrested a corpse for several large sums of money which the deceased owed when he died. The prince replied that it was a pity creditors should be so cruel, and said: “Go, bury the dead, and let his creditors come to my lodging, and there their debts shall be paid.” They came in such great numbers that before night he had only twopence left for himself.


  Now Jack the Giant-killer, coming that way, was so taken with the generosity of the prince that he desired to be his servant. This being agreed upon, the next morning they set forward on their journey together, when, as they were riding out of the town, an old woman called after the prince, saying: “He has owed me twopence these seven years; pray pay me as well as the rest.” Putting his hand to his pocket, the prince gave the woman all he had left, so that after their day’s food, which cost what small store Jack had by him, they were without a penny between them.


  When the sun got low the king’s son said: “Jack, since we have no money, where can we lodge this night?”


  But Jack replied: “Master, we’ll do well enough, for I have an uncle lives within two miles of this place; he is a huge and monstrous giant with three heads; he’ll fight five hundred men in armor, and make them to fly before him.”


  “Alas!” quoth the prince, “what shall we do there? He’ll certainly chop us up at a mouthful. Nay, we are scarce enough to fill one of his hollow teeth!”


  “It is no matter for that,” quoth Jack; “I myself will go before and prepare the way for you; therefore stop here and wait till I return.” Jack then rode away at full speed, and coming to the gate of the castle, he knocked so loud that he made the neighboring hills resound. The giant roared out at this like thunder: “Who’s there?” Jack said: “None but your poor cousin Jack.”


  Quoth he: “What news with my poor cousin Jack?” He replied: “Dear uncle, heavy news, God wot!”


  “Prithee,” quoth the giant, “what heavy news can come to me? I am a giant with three heads and besides thou knowest I can fight five hundred men in armor, and make them fly like chaff before the wind.”


  “Oh, but,” quoth Jack, “here’s the king’s son a-coming with a thousand men in armor to kill you and destroy all that you have!”


  “Oh, cousin Jack,” said the giant, “this is heavy news indeed! I will immediately run and hide myself, and thou shalt lock, bolt, and bar me in, and keep the keys until the prince is gone.” Having secured the giant, Jack fetched his master, when they made themselves heartily merry while the poor giant lay trembling in a vault under the ground.


  Early in the morning Jack furnished his master with a fresh supply of gold and silver, and then sent him three miles forward on his journey, at which time the prince was pretty well out of the smell of the giant. Jack then returned, and let the giant out of the vault, who asked what he should give him for keeping the castle from destruction. “Why,” quoth Jack, “I want nothing but the old coat and cap, together with the old rusty sword and slippers which are at your bed’s head.” Quoth the giant: “You know not what you ask; they are the most precious things I have. The coat will keep you invisible, the cap will tell you all you want to know, the sword cuts asunder whatever you strike, and the shoes are of extraordinary swiftness. But you have been very serviceable to me, therefore take them with all my heart.” Jack thanked his uncle, and then went off with them. He soon overtook his master and they quickly arrived at the house of the lady the prince sought, who, finding the prince to be a suitor, prepared a splendid banquet for him. After the repast was concluded she told him she had a task for him. She wiped his mouth with a handkerchief, saying: “You must show me that handkerchief to-morrow morning, or else you will lose your head.” With that she put it in her bosom. The prince went to bed in great sorrow, but Jack’s cap of knowledge informed him how it was to be obtained. In the middle of the night she called upon her familiar spirit to carry her to Lucifer. But Jack put on his coat of darkness and his shoes of swiftness, and was there as soon as she was. When she entered the place of the demon she gave the handkerchief to him, and he laid it upon a shelf, whence Jack took it and brought it to his master, who showed it to the lady next day, and so saved his life. On that day she gave the prince a kiss and told him he must show her the lips to-morrow morning that she kissed last night, or lose his head.


  “Ah!” he replied; “if you kiss none but mine, I will.”


  “That is neither here nor there,” said she; “if you do not, death’s your portion!”


  At midnight she went as before, and was angry with the demon for letting the handkerchief go. “But now,” quoth she, “I will be too hard for the king’s son, for I will kiss thee, and he is to show me thy lips.” Which she did, and Jack, when she was not standing by, cut off Lucifer’s head and brought it under his invisible coat to his master, who the next morning pulled it out by the horns before the lady. This broke the enchantment and the evil spirit left her, and she appeared in all her beauty. They were married the next morning, and soon after went to the court of King Arthur, where Jack for his many great exploits was made one of the Knights of the Bound Table.


  Jack soon went searching for giants again, but he had not ridden far when he saw a cave, near the entrance of which he beheld a giant sitting upon a block of timber, with a knotted iron club by his side. His goggle eyes were like flames of fire, his countenance grim and ugly, and his cheeks like a couple of large flitches of bacon, while the bristles of his beard resembled rods of iron wire, and the locks that hung down upon his brawny shoulders were like curled snakes or hissing adders. Jack alighted from his horse, and, putting on the coat of darkness, went up close to the giant, and said softly: “Oh! Are you there? It will not be long before I take you fast by the beard.” The giant all this while could not see him, on account of his invisible coat, so that Jack, coming up close to the monster, struck a blow with his sword at his head, but, missing his aim, he cut off the nose instead. At this the giant roared like claps of thunder, and began to lay about him with his iron club like one stark mad. But Jack, running behind, drove his sword up to the hilt in the giant’s back, so that he fell down dead. This done, Jack cut off the giant’s head, and sent it, with his brother’s also, to King Arthur, by a wagoner he hired for that purpose.


  Jack now resolved to enter the giant’s cave in search of his treasure, and, passing along through a great many windings and turnings, he came at length to a large room paved with freestone, at the upper end of which was a boiling caldron, and on the right hand a large table, at which the giant used to dine. Then he came to a window, barred with iron, through which he looked and beheld a vast number of miserable captives, who, seeing him, cried out: “Alas! young man, art thou come to be one amongst us in this miserable den?”


  “Ay,” quoth Jack, “but pray tell me what is the meaning of your captivity?”


  “We are kept here,” said one, “till such time as the giants have a wish to feast, and then the fattest among us is slaughtered! And many are the times they have dined upon murdered men!”


  “Say you so,” quoth Jack, and straightway unlocked the gate and let them free, who all rejoiced like condemned men at sight of a pardon. Then, searching the giant’s coffers, he shared the gold and silver equally among them and took them to a neighboring castle, where they all feasted and made merry over their deliverance.


  But in the midst of all this mirth a messenger brought news that one Thunderdell, a giant with two heads, having heard of the death of his kinsmen, had come from the northern dales to be revenged on Jack, and was within a mile of the castle, the country people flying before him like chaff. But Jack was not a bit daunted, and said: “Let him come! I have a tool to pick his teeth; and you, ladies and gentlemen, walk out into the garden, and you shall witness this giant Thunder dell’s death and destruction.”


  The castle was situated in the midst of a small island surrounded by a moat thirty feet deep and twenty feet wide, over which lay a drawbridge. So Jack employed men to cut through this bridge on both sides, nearly to the middle; and then, dressing himself in his invisible coat, he marched against the giant with his sword of sharpness. Although the giant could not see Jack, he smelled his approach, and cried out in these words:


  
    “Fee, fi, fo, fum!


    I smell the blood of an Englishman!


    Be he alive or be he dead,


    I’ll grind his bones to make me bread!”

  


  “Say’st thou so,” said Jack; “then thou art a monstrous miller indeed.”


  The giant cried out again: “Art thou that villain who killed my kinsmen? Then I will tear thee with my teeth, suck thy blood, and grind thy bones to powder.”


  “You’ll have to catch me first,” quoth Jack, and throwing off his invisible coat, so that the giant might see him, and putting on his shoes of swiftness, he ran from the giant, who followed like a walking castle, so that the very foundations of the earth seemed to shake at every step. Jack led him a long dance, in order that the gentlemen and ladies might see; and at last, to end the matter, ran lightly over the drawbridge, the giant, in full speed, pursuing him with his club. Then, coming to the middle of the bridge, the giant’s great weight broke it down, and he tumbled headlong into the water, where he rolled and wallowed like a whale. Jack, standing by the moat, laughed at him all the while; but though the giant foamed to hear him scoff, and plunged from place to place in the moat, yet he could not get out to be revenged. Jack at length got a cart-rope and cast it over the two heads of the giant, and drew him ashore by a team of horses, and then cut off both his heads with his sword of sharpness, and sent them to King Arthur.


  After some time spent in mirth and pastime, Jack, taking leave of the knights and ladies, set out for new adventures. Through many woods he passed, and came at length to the foot of a high mountain. Here, late at night he found a lonesome house, and knocked at the door, which was opened by an aged man with a head as white as snow. “Father,” said Jack, “can you lodge a benighted traveler that has lost his way?”


  “Yes,” said the old man; “you are right welcome to my poor cottage.” Whereupon Jack entered, and down they sat together, and the old man began to speak as follows: “Son, I see by your belt you are the great conqueror of giants, and behold, my son, on the top of this mountain is an enchanted castle; this is kept by a giant named Galligantua, and he by the help of an old conjurer betrays many knights and ladies into his castle, where by magic art they are transformed into sundry shapes and forms. But, above all, I grieve for a duke’s daughter, whom they fetched from her father’s garden, carrying her through the air in a burning chariot drawn by fiery dragons, when they secured her within the castle, and transformed her into a white hind. And though many knights have tried to break the enchantment, and work her deliverance, yet no one could accomplish it, on account of the two dreadful griffins which are placed at the castle gate, and which destroy every one who comes near. But you, my son, may pass by them undiscovered, where on the gates of the castle you will find engraven in large letters how the spell may be broken.” Jack gave the old man his hand, and promised that in the morning he would venture his life to free the lady.


  In the morning Jack arose and put on his invisible coat and magic cap and shoes, and prepared himself for the fray. Now, when he had reached the top of the mountain he soon discovered the two fiery griffins, but passed them without fear, because of his invisible coat. When he had got beyond them he found upon the gates of the castle a golden trumpet hung by a silver chain, under which these lines were engraved:


  
    “Whoever shall this trumpet blow,


    Shall soon the giant overthrow,


    And break the black enchantment straight;


    So all shall be in happy state.”

  


  Jack had no sooner read this but he blew the trumpet, at which the castle trembled to its vast foundations, and the giant and conjurer were in horrid confusion, biting their thumbs and tearing their hair, knowing their wicked reign was at an end. Then the giant stooping to take up his club, Jack at one blow cut off his head; whereupon the conjurer, mounting up into the air, was carried away in a whirlwind. Then the enchantment was broken, and all the lords and ladies who had so long been transformed into birds and beasts returned to their proper shapes, and the castle vanished away in a cloud of smoke. This being done, the head of Galligantua was likewise, in the usual manner, conveyed to the court of King Arthur, where, the very next day, Jack followed, with the knights and ladies who had been delivered. Whereupon, as a reward for his good services, the king prevailed upon the duke to bestow his daughter in marriage on honest Jack. So married they were, and the whole kingdom was filled with joy at the wedding. Furthermore, the king bestowed on Jack a noble castle, with a very beautiful estate thereto belonging, where he and his lady lived in great joy and happiness all the rest of their days.
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  THE DRAGON AND


  HIS GRANDMOTHER
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    “THEY ARE MINE,” ANSWERED THE DRAGON SCORNFULLY, “FOR I SHALL ONLY GIVE THEM ONE RIDDLE WHICH THEY SHALL NEVER BE ABLE TO GUESS.”
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  There was once a great war, and the King had a great many soldiers, but he gave them so little pay that they could not live upon it. Then three of them took counsel together and determined to desert.


  One of them said to the others, “If we are caught, we shall be hanged on the gallows; how shall we set about it?”
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  The other said, “Do you see that large cornfield there? If we were to hide ourselves in that, no one could find us. The army cannot come into it, and tomorrow it is to march on.”


  They crept into the corn, but the army did not march on, but remained encamped close around them. They sat for two days and two nights in the com, and grew so hungry that they nearly died; but if they were to venture out, it was certain death.


  They said at last, “What use was it our deserting? We must perish here miserably.”


  Whilst they were speaking a fiery Dragon came flying through the air. It hovered near them, and asked why they were hidden there.


  They answered, “We are three soldiers, and have deserted because our pay was so small. Now if we remain here we shall die of hunger, and if we move out we shall be strung up on the gallows.”


  “If you will serve me for seven years,” said the Dragon, “I will lead you through the midst of the army so that no one shall catch you.”


  “We have no choice, and must take your offer,” said they.


  Then the Dragon seized them in his claws, took them through the air over the army, and set them down on the earth a long way from it.


  He gave them a little whip, saying, “Whip and slash with this, and as much money as you want will jump up before you. You can live as great lords, keep horses, and drive about in carriages. But after seven years you are mine.” Then he put a book before them, which he made all three of them sign. “I will then give you a riddle,” he said; “if you guess it, you shall be free and out of my power.”


  The Dragon then flew away, and they journeyed on with their little whip. They had as much money as they wanted, wore grand clothes, and made their way into the world. Wherever they went they lived in merrymaking and splendor, drove about with horses and carriages, ate and drank, but did nothing wrong.


  The time passed quickly away, and when the seven years were nearly ended two of them grew terribly anxious and frightened, but the third made light of it, saying, “Don’t be afraid, brothers, I wasn’t born yesterday; I will guess the riddle.”


  They went into a field, sat down, and the two pulled long faces. An old woman passed by, and asked them why they were so sad.


  “Alas! What have you to do with it? You cannot help us.”


  “Who knows?” she answered. “Only confide your trouble in me.”


  Then they told her that they had become the servants of the Dragon for seven long years, and how he had given them money as plentifully as blackberries; but as they had signed their names they were his, unless when the seven years had passed they could guess a riddle.


  The old woman said, “If you would help yourselves, one of you must go into the wood, and there he will come upon a tumble-down building of rocks which looks like a little house. He must go in, and there he will find help.”


  The two melancholy ones thought, “That won’t save us!” and they remained where they were. But the third and merry one jumped up and went into the wood till he found the rock hut. In the hut sat a very old woman, who was the Dragon’s grandmother. She asked him how he came, and what was his business there. He told her all that had happened, and because she was pleased with him she took compassion on him, and said she would help him.


  She lifted up a large stone which lay over the cellar, saying, “Hide yourself there; you can hear all that is spoken in this room. Only sit still and don’t stir. When the Dragon comes, I will ask him what the riddle is, for he tells me everything; then listen carefully what he answers.”


  At midnight the Dragon flew in, and asked for his supper. His grandmother laid the table, and brought out food and drink till he was satisfied, and they ate and drank together. Then in the course of the conversation she asked him what he had done in the day, and how many souls he had conquered.


  “I haven’t had much luck today,” he said, “but I have tight hold on three soldiers.”


  “Indeed! Three soldiers!” said she. “Who cannot escape you?”


  “They are mine,” answered the Dragon scornfully, “for I have given them one riddle which they will never be able to guess.”


  “What sort of a riddle is it?” she asked.


  “I will tell you this. In the North Sea lies a dead sea-cat—that shall be their roast meat; and the rib of a whale—that shall be their silver spoon; and the hollow foot of a dead horse—that shall be their wineglass.”


  When the Dragon had gone to bed, his old grandmother pulled up the stone and let out the soldier.


  “Did you pay attention to everything?”


  “Yes,” he replied, “I know enough, and can help myself splendidly.”


  Then he went by another way through the window secretly, and in all haste back to his comrades. He told them how the Dragon had been outwitted by his grandmother, and how he had heard from his own lips the answer to the riddle.


  Then they were delighted and in high spirits, took out their whip, and cracked so much money that it came jumping up from the ground. When the seven years had quite gone, the Fiend came with his book, and, pointing at the signatures, said:


  “I will take you underground with me; you shall have a meal there. If you can tell me what you will get for your roast meat, you shall be free, and shall also keep the whip.”


  Then said the first soldier, “In the North Sea lies a dead sea-cat; that shall be the roast meat.”


  The Dragon was much annoyed, and hummed and hawed a good deal, and asked the second, “But what shall be your spoon?”


  “The rib of a whale shall be our silver spoon.”


  The Dragon made a face and growled again three times, “Hum, hum, hum,” and said to the third, “Do you know what your wineglass shall be?”


  “An old horse’s hoof shall be our wineglass.”


  Then the Dragon flew away with a loud shriek, and had no more power over them. But the three soldiers took the little whip, whipped as much money as they wanted, and lived happily to their lives’ end.
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  THE TERRIBLE OLLI
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    “THE TROLL TURNED AND LOOKED, HE LOOKED STRAIGHT AT THE SUN, AND THEN, OF COURSE, HE BURST.”
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  There was once a wicked rich old Troll who lived on a mountain that sloped down to a bay. A decent Finn, a fanner, lived on the opposite side of the bay. The
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  farmer had three sons. When the boys had reached manhood he said to them one day:


  “I should think it would shame you three strong youths that that wicked old Troll over there should live on year after year and no one trouble him. We work hard like honest Finns and are as poor at the end of the year as at the beginning. That old Troll with all his wickedness grows richer and richer. I tell you, if you boys had any real spirit you’d take his riches from him and drive him away!”


  His youngest son, whose name was Olli, at once cried out:


  “Very well, father, I will!”


  But the two older sons, offended at Olli’s promptness, declared:


  “You’ll do no such thing! Don’t forget your place in the family! You’re the youngest and we’re not going to let you push us aside. Now, father, we two will go across the bay and rout out that old Troll. Olli may come with us if he likes and watch us while we do it.”


  Olli laughed and said: “All right!” for he was used to his brothers treating him like a baby.


  So in a few days the three brothers walked around the bay and up the mountain and presented themselves at the Troll’s house. The Troll and his wife were both at home. They received the brothers with great civility.


  “You’re the sons of the Finn who lives across the bay, aren’t you?” the Troll said. “I’ve watched you boys grow up. I am certainly glad to see you for I have three daughters who need husbands. Marry my daughters and you’ll inherit my riches.”


  The old Troll made this offer in order to get the young men into his power.


  “Be careful!” Olli whispered.


  But the brothers were too delighted at the prospect of inheriting the Troll’s riches so easily to pay any heed to Olli’s warning. Instead they accepted the Troll’s offer at once.


  Well, the old Troll’s wife made them a fine supper and after supper the Troll sent them to bed with his three daughters. But first he put red caps on the three youths and white caps on the three Troll girls. He made a joke about the caps. “A red cap and a white cap in each bed!” he said.


  The older brothers suspected nothing and soon fell asleep. Olli, too, pretended to fall asleep, and when he was sure that none of the Troll girls were still awake he got up and quietly changed the caps. He put the white caps on himself and his brothers and the red caps on the Troll girls. Then he crept back to bed and waited.


  Presently the old Troll came over to the beds with a long knife in his hand. There was so little light in the room that he couldn’t see the faces of the sleepers, but it was easy enough to distinguish the white caps from the red caps. With three swift blows he cut off the heads under the red caps, thinking of course they were the heads of the three Finnish youths. Then he went back to bed with the old Troll wife and Olli could hear them both chuckling and laughing. After a time they went soundly to sleep as Olli could tell from their deep regular breathing and their loud snores.


  Olli now roused his brothers and told them what had happened, and the three of them slipped quietly out of the Troll house and hurried home to their father on the other side of the bay.


  After that the older brothers no longer talked of despoiling the Troll. They didn’t care to try another encounter with him.


  “He might have cut our heads off!” they said, shuddering to think of the awful risk they had run.


  Olli laughed at them.


  “Come on!” he kept saying to them day after day. “Let’s go across the bay to the Troll’s!”


  “We’ll do no such thing!” they told him. “And you wouldn’t suggest it either if you weren’t so young and foolish!”


  “Well,” Olli announced at last, “if you won’t come with me I’m going alone. I’ve heard that the Troll has a horse with hairs of gold and silver. I’ve decided I want that horse.”


  “Olli,” his father said, “I don’t believe you ought to go. You know what your brothers say. That old Troll is an awfully sly one!”


  But Olli only laughed.


  “Good-bye!” he called as he waved his hand. “When you see me again I’ll be riding the Troll’s horse!”


  The Troll wasn’t at home but the old Troll wife was there. When she saw Olli she thought to herself: “Mercy me, here’s that Finnish boy again, the one that changed the caps! What shall I do? I must keep him here on some pretext or other until the Troll comes home!”


  So she pretended to be very glad to see him. “Why, Olli,” she said, “is that you? Come right in!”


  She talked to him as long as she could and when she could think of nothing more to say she asked him would he take the horse and water it at the lake.


  “That will keep him busy,” she thought to herself, “and long before he gets back from the lake the Troll will be here.”


  But Olli, instead of leading the horse down to the lake, jumped on its back and galloped away. By the time the Troll reached home, he was safely on the other side of the bay.


  When the Troll heard from the old Troll wife what had happened, he went down to the shore and hallooed across the bay:


  “Olli! Oh, Olli, are you there?”


  Olli made a trumpet of his hands and called back: “Yes, I’m here! What do you want?”


  “Olli, have you got my horse?”


  “Yes, I’ve got your horse, but it’s my horse now!”


  “Olli! Olli!” his father cried. “You mustn’t talk that way to the Troll! You’ll make him angry!” And his brothers looking with envy at the horse with gold and silver hairs warned him sourly: “You better be careful, young man, or the Troll will get you yet!”


  A few days later Olli announced:


  “I think I’ll go over and get the Troll’s money-bag.”


  His father tried to dissuade him.


  “Don’t be foolhardy, Olli! Your brothers say you had better not go to the Troll’s house again.”


  But Olli only laughed and started gaily off as though he hadn’t a fear in the world.


  Again he found the old Troll wife alone.


  “Mercy me!” she thought to herself as she saw him coming, “here is that terrible Olli again! Whatever shall I do? I mustn’t let him off this time before the Troll gets back! I must keep him right here with me in the house.”


  So when he came in she pretended that she was tired and that her back ached and she asked him would he watch the bread in the oven while she rested a few minutes on the bed.


  “Certainly I will,” Olli said.


  So the old Troll wife lay down on the bed and Olli sat quietly in front of the oven. The Troll wife really was tired and before she knew it she fell asleep.


  “Ha!” thought Olli, “here’s my chance!”


  Without disturbing the Troll wife he reached under the bed, pulled out the big money-bag, full of silver pieces, threw it over his shoulder, and hurried home.


  He was measuring the money when he heard the Troll hallooing across to him:


  “Olli! Oh, Olli, are you there?”


  “Yes,” Olli shouted back; “I’m here! What do you want?”


  “Olli, have you got my money-bag?”


  “Yes, I’ve got your money-bag, but it’s my money-bag now!”


  A few days later Olli said:


  “Do you know, the Troll has a beautiful coverlet woven of silk and gold. I think I’ll go over and get it.” His father as usual protested but Olli laughed at him merrily and went. He took with him an auger and a can of water. He hid until it was dark, then climbed the roof of the Troll’s house and bored a hole right over the bed. When the Troll and his wife went to sleep he sprinkled some water on the coverlet and on their faces. The Troll woke with a start.


  “I’m wet!” he said, “and the bed’s wet, too!”


  The old Troll wife got up to change the covers.


  “The roof must be leaking,” she said. “It never leaked before. I suppose it was that last wind.”


  She threw the wet coverlet up over the rafters to dry and put other covers on the bed.


  When she and the Troll were again asleep, Olli made the hole a little bigger, reached in his hand, and got the coverlet from the rafters.


  The next morning the Troll hallooed across the bay: “Olli! Oh, Olli, are you there?”


  “Yes,” Olli shouted back, “I’m here! What do you want?”


  “Have you got my coverlet woven of silk and gold?”


  “Yes,” Olli told him, “I’ve got your coverlet but it’s my coverlet now!”


  A few days later Olli said:


  “There’s still one thing in the Troll’s house that I think I ought to get. It’s a golden bell. If I get that golden bell then there will be nothing left that had better belong to an honest Finn.”


  So he went again to the Troll’s house, taking with him a saw and an auger. He hid until night and, when the Troll and his wife were asleep, he cut a hole through the side of the house through which he reached in his hand to get the bell. At the touch of his hand the bell tinkled and woke the Troll. The Troll jumped out of bed and grabbed Olli’s hand.


  “Ha! Ha!” he cried. “I’ve got you now and this time you won’t get away!”


  Olli didn’t try to get away. He made no resistance while the Troll dragged him into the house.


  “We’ll eat him—that’s what we’ll do!” the Troll said to his wife. “Heat the oven at once and we’ll roast him!”


  So the Troll wife built a roaring fire in the oven.


  “He’ll make a fine roast!” the Troll said, pinching Olli’s arms and legs. “I think we ought to invite the other Troll folk to come and help us eat him up. Suppose I just go over the mountain and gather them in. You can manage here without me. As soon as the oven is well heated just take Olli and slip him in and close the door and by the time we come he’ll be done.”


  “Very well,” the Troll wife said, “but don’t be too long! He’s young and tender and will roast quickly!”


  So the Troll went out to invite to the feast the Troll folk who lived on the other side of the mountain and Olli was left alone with the Troll wife.


  When the oven was well heated she raked out the coals and said to Olli:


  “Now then, my boy, sit down in front of the oven with your back to the opening and I’ll push you in nicely.”


  Olli pretended he didn’t quite understand. He sat down first one way and then another, spreading himself out so large that he was too big for the oven door.


  Not that way!” the Troll wife kept saying. “Hunch up little, straight in front of the door!”


  “You show me how,” Olli begged.


  So the old Troll wife sat down before the oven directly in front of the opening, and she hunched herself up very compactly with her chin on her knees and her arms around her legs.


  “Oh, that way!” Olli said, “so that you can just take hold of me and push me in and shut the door!”


  And as he spoke he took hold of her and pushed her in and slammed the door! And that was the end of the old Troll wife!


  Olli let her roast in the oven till she was done to a turn. Then he took her out and put her on the table all ready for the feast. Then he filled a sack with straw and dressed the sack up in some of the old Troll wife’s clothes. He threw the dressed-up sack on the bed and, just to glance at it, you’d suppose it was the Troll wife asleep.


  Then Olli took the golden bell and went home.


  Well, presently the Troll and all the Troll folk from over the mountain came trooping in.


  “Yum! Yum! It certainly smells good!” they said as they got their first whiff from the big roast on the table.


  “See!” the Troll said, pointing to the bed. “The old woman’s asleep! Well, let her sleep! She’s tired! We’ll just sit down without her!”


  So they set to and feasted and feasted.


  “Ha! Ha!” said the Troll. “This is the way to serve a troublesome young Finn!”


  Just then his knife struck something hard and he looked down to see what it was.


  “Mercy me!” he cried, “if here isn’t one of the old woman’s beads! What can that mean? You don’t suppose the roast is not Olli after all but the old woman! No! No! It can’t be!” He got up and went over to the bed. Then he came back shaking his head sadly.


  “My friends,” he said, “we’ve been eating the old woman! However, we’ve eaten so much of her that I suppose we might as well finish her!”


  So the Troll folk sat all night feasting and drinking.


  At dawn the Troll went down to the water and hallooed across:


  “Olli! Oh, Olli, are you there?”


  Olli who was safely home, shouted back:


  “Yes, I’m here! What do you want?”


  “Have you got my golden bell?”


  “Yes, I’ve got your golden bell, but it’s my golden bell now!


  “One thing more, Olli: did you roast my old woman?”


  “Your old woman?” Olli echoed. “Look! Is that she?” Olli pointed at the rising sun which was coming up behind the Troll.


  The Troll turned and looked. He looked straight £ the sun and then, of course, he burst!


  So that was the end of him!


  Well, after that no other Troll ever dared settle on that side of the mountain. They were all too afraid of the Terrible Olli!
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  THE HOBYAHS
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    “HOBYAH, HOBYAH, HOBYAH. TEAR DOWN THE HEMPSTALKS, EAT UP THE OLD MAN AND OLD WOMAN AND CARRY OFF THE LITTLE GIRL.”
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  Once there was an old man and woman and a little girl, and they all lived in a house made of hempstalks. Now the old man had a little dog named Turpie; and one night the Hobyahs came and said, “Hobyah!
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  Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” But the little dog Turpie barked so that the Hobyahs ran off; and the old man said, “Little dog Turpie barks so that I cannot sleep nor slumber, and if I live till morning I will cut off his tail.” So in the morning the old man cut off little dog Turpie’s tail.


  The next night the Hobyahs came again, and said, “Hobyah! Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” But the little Dog Turpie barked so that the Hobyahs ran off; and the old man said, “Little dog Turpie barks so that I cannot sleep nor slumber, and if I live till morning I will cut off one of his legs.” So in the morning the old man cut off one of little dog Turpie’s legs.


  The next night the Hobyahs came again, and said, “Hobyah! Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” But little dog Turpie barked so that the Hobyahs ran off; and the old man said, “Little dog Turpie barks so that I cannot sleep nor slumber, and if I live till morning I will cut off another of his legs.” So in the morning the old man cut off another of little dog Turpie’s legs.


  The next night the Hobyahs came again, and said, “Hobyah! Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” But little dog Turpie barked so that the Hobyahs ran off; and the old man said, “Little dog Turpie barks so that I cannot sleep nor slumber, and if I live till morning I will cut off another of his legs.” So in the morning the old man cut off another of little dog Turpie’s legs.


  The next night the Hobyahs came again, and said, “Hobyah! Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” But little dog Turpie barked so that the Hobyahs ran off; and the old man said, “Little dog Turpie barks so that I cannot sleep nor slumber, and if I live till morning I will cut off another of his legs.” So in the morning the old man cut off another of little dog Turpie’s legs.


  The next night the Hobyahs came again, and said, “Hobyah! Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” But little dog Turpie barked so that the Hobyahs ran off; and the old man said, “Little dog Turpie barks so that I cannot sleep nor slumber, and if I live till morning I will cut off little dog Turpie’s head. So in the morning the old man cut off little dog Turpie’s head.


  The next night the Hobyahs came again, and said, “Hobyah! Hobyah! Hobyah! Tear down the hempstalks, eat up the old man and woman, and carry off the little girl!” And when the Hobyahs found that little dog Turpie’s head was off they tore down the hempstalks, ate up the old man and woman, and carried the little girl off in a bag.


  And when the Hobyahs came to their home they hung up the bag with the little girl in it, and every Hobyah knocked on the top of the bag and said, “Look me! Look me!” And then they went to sleep until the next night, for the Hobyahs slept in the daytime.


  The little girl cried a great deal, and a man with a big dog came that way and heard her crying. When he asked her how she came there and she told him, he put the dog in the bag and took the little girl to his home.


  The next night the Hobyahs took down the bag and knocked on the top of it, and said, “Look me! Look me!” and when they opened the bag—the big dog jumped out and ate them all up; so there are no Hobyahs now.
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  PIES OF A PRINCESS
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    “FAR AWAY TO THE WEST, IN A MOUNTAIN NAMED HUGE ROCKS PILED; THE FAMOUS DRAGON, OO LOONG, MADE HIS HOME. THIS FIERCE DRAGON WAS A CREATURE OF CONSUMING GREED.”
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  Three plump mandarins hid behind a single tiny rose bush. The chancellor crawled under a chair. All courtiers fell upon their chins, and shivering, prayed that soft words might prevail.
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  For no slight reason did they shiver and hide and pray. King Yang Lang was angry. And he was an old-fashioned monarch, living in the long ago. Nowadays, any greasy kitchen lout may tweak a King’s beard, and go forth to boast of his bravery. But then-a-days, Kings were Kings, and their swords were ever sharp.


  King Yang Lang was such a ruler—and more angry than is good to see. His face was purple, and his voice boomed like a battle drum. “Keeper of the Treasury, has all my gold been used to make weights for fishing lines?”


  Time after time the treasurer knocked his head against the paving. “Most Glorious and Peaceful Monarch, your gold is so plentiful that seven years must pass before I can finish counting the larger bars—ten years more for the smaller.”


  That was rather pleasant news. The King’s voice lost some of its harshness. “What of the ivory? Has all my ivory been burned for firewood, a pot to boil?” t


  The treasurer continued to knock his head. “Supreme Ruler of The World and The Stars, your ivory completely fills a hundred large and closely guarded vaults.”


  The King hadn’t dreamed that his wealth was so vast. His voice was not more than moderately furious as he asked: “For what reason have you disposed of my jade? Do you mean to say that my jade has been used to build a stable for donkeys?”


  Tap, tap, tap, went the treasurer’s head on marble paving: “Oh, Powerful Potentate, the store of green jade grows larger each day. Your precious white jade is worth more than green, and gold, and ivory combined.


  It is all quite safe, under lock and key and watchful spears.”


  The King was astonished and put in somewhat better humor. His voice was no louder than thunder as he again questioned the treasurer. “Then why, tell me why is my daughter, the Princess Chin Uor, not given suitable toys. If the treasury holds gold and ivory and jade, why is my daughter compelled to use toys of common clay?” The treasurer could not explain: “Monarch whose word compels the sun to rise, we have pleaded with the wee Princess Chin Uor. We have given her a thousand dolls of solid gold, with silver cradles for each, cradles set with rubies—and the dolls have eyes of lustrous black pearl. For the princess we have made ivory cats, and ivory mice for the cats to catch—two thousand of each. For the princess we have fashioned from jade, lovely tossing balls, wonderful dishes, and puppy dogs that bark and come when called. Yet, the princess ignores these things … and makes mud pies—MUD PIES. Mightiest Majesty, I do not know why, unless it may be that the princess is a girl, as well as a princess.”


  A trifle relieved, King Yang Lang passed into the garden. Beside the river bank he found his daughter, the Princess Chin Uor, or Princess Many Dimples—for that is the meaning of Chin Uor. Nurses standing near kept watch upon the wheelbarrows spilling over with golden dolls. But Chin Uor had no thought for such toys. Her royal hands shaped the tastiest of mud pies. Very pretty pies they were—made of white clay.


  The King said: “Littlest and most beautiful daughter, the golden dolls are longing for your touch. Why do you not please them? It is not seemly for a princess to dabble in clay. Then why do you make pies?”


  The princess had a very good answer ready. “Because, Daddy, I want to make pies. This nice large one is for your dinner.”


  The King was so shocked that he could say nothing more. Mud pies for a King’s dinner? Such nonsense. His Majesty was scandalized at the thought. He departed in haste.


  But the Princess Chin Uor smiled and kneaded more and more pies. And when she had made enough she placed them in a wheelbarrow and trundled them to the palace.


  And now the story changes. Far away to the west, in a mountain named Huge Rocks Piled, the famous dragon, Oo Loong, made his home. This fierce dragon was a creature of consuming greed. He was ever hungry and anxious to dine. A rabbit or an elephant—nothing was too large, nothing too small. A turtle or a jellyfish—nothing was too hard, nothing too soft. A man he considered fine eating. Boys he liked somewhat better. Girls? Girls were far superior to boys—in the dragon’s opinion.


  Much sorrow this ferocious loong had created in His Majesty’s kingdom. A reward of one hundred silver pieces had been offered for the dragon’s horns, two hundred for his ears. Magicians had worked charms to slay him—only themselves to be slain. Hunters had loaded their jingals with yellow paper, and had fired where the dragon was thickest, fired where he was thinnest—only to be eaten—their guns with them. Made angry by the loss of so many people, King Yang Lang marched an army into the Mountain of Huge Rocks Piled. And the army was well armed with thumping drums and fifes and smoking guns.


  Then the dragon became doubly furious and ferocious. To punish King Yang Lang, he resolved to visit the palace. That, he knew, would cause the army to be withdrawn. Accordingly, at the hour of deepest slumber, darksome mid of night, he prowled round Yang Lang’s palace, seeking entrance. He had no easy task. Upon the King’s door were pictures, also the word “Chi,” written in gold. And so that door was well protected. The Queen’s door likewise was dragon proof. It was covered with whole sentences taken from the black book of Hu Po, master magician. The door that led to where Princess Chin Uor slept was made strong by magic words and symbols. More of Hu Po’s sorcery. Useless to prowl there. Dangerous to prowl there. The dragon was a knowing beast and prudent. The signs were against him. Hence, he tarried not, but crawled down the hallway in leaving.


  A wheelbarrow stood in his path. He could not pass to the right. To the left he could not pass. Nor could he leap over the obstruction. But the dragon was not one to be baffled by such a weak and wooden contrivance. His huge mouth opened and his white hot breath rushed forth. In a twinkling the wooden barrow vanished. Like a butter cake dropped upon the summer sun it melted, burned to a cinder of nothingness.


  Now the wheelbarrow thus destroyed was property of the little Princess Chin Uor. In it had been golden dolls, dolls of the princess. The dolls were dolls no longer. Under the dragon’s fiery breath they changed to a pool of liquid gold. The hard gold became soft and flowing.


  In the barrow had been pretty mud pies, pies of the princess. Under the dragon’s burning breath they were changed to discs of stony hardness. The soft clay took on a hardness as of flint. The princess had wished her pies to dry. And her wish had been granted.


  Next morning, the palace, from presence room to pantry, buzzed with excitement. Oo Loong had dared intrude within the royal dwelling. It could not be doubted. He had left his footprints in the molten gold, and the gold, in hardening, had preserved his tracks.


  Witches and wizards came to make more able charms. Messengers galloped away to summon the distant army. The King raged and roared. Said His Majesty: “Let that reprobate dragon return, if he dares. If he dares, let that reprobate dragon return.” The courtiers trembled and gasped: “Pray may the wicked loong never return. Never, never return.” But little Princess Many Dimples played with her pies and was happy. Her pies had been baked to a queen’s taste—or rather to the taste of a princess. Beside the river she worked faithfully in wet white clay. Such beautiful pies. “I do hope that the nice loong will return,” said Princess Chin Uor. “He is such a fine oven. I shall make a hundred more pies for his baking.”


  Pie after pie. Even the nurses helped. Instead of saying, “Please, will your Royal Highness not play with this lovely doll?” they said, “Please, is this one rounded enough?” and “Please, shall I scallop the edges a trifle deeper?” and “Shall I imagine that this one contains cherries, or radishes?” or whatever it may be that makers of pies would say in a royal kitchen. So, a hundred pies were made and wheeled to the palace. In reality, they numbered a hundred and one, but the odd one was so thick that it must be called a cake. Howbeit, that is not so important as you might think.


  Night followed day—a habit most nights have. The soldiers slept—as they had been ordered not to do. The hour approached when clock hands point to the highest sky. Midnight came, and with it the mountainous mountain loong. Unseen by those whose duty was seeing, the dragon entered King Yang Lang’s courtyard. And there he was perplexed and paused. The King’s door was a hodgepodge of magic signs, plastered with yellow paper. Vain to think of entering there. The Queen’s door was upside down—best charm of all. To think of entering was vain. The door that led to Princess Chin Uor’s sleeping chamber was written thick with words to still a dragon’s heart, circles to dizzy his head. Say what you please, the witches and wizards had done good work upon that door. Their charms were written with clearness and force. The loong dared not take a second glance. He felt his limbs grow weak. Wisely hastened he from the spell-guarded threshold.


  Now in the reign of the Emperor Ming, a crazed and knavish fellow, known to the world as Wing Dow, invented a contrivance called by him “Look-through-the-wall,” but which we of today call a “Window.” His invention gave the Emperor Ming a severe cold, and Wing Dow came within a sword’s width of losing his ears—but more of that later. Here it is necessary to say only that Look-through-the-walls became popular, and many such were to be found in King Yang Lang’s palace. In the Princess Chin Uor’s room were many wing-dows (or windows), and—hard to believe—those wing-dows were unguarded either by charm or by apple wood beam, which is as good as a charm. Could the dragon pass by such a fine chance? Could he pass the wing-dow and not have a try? When he had come with purpose to do harm? It is easy to imagine the thing that happened. And yet not so easy as may seem.


  The dragon’s lumpish head entered the wing-dow. His deer horns, his rabbit eyes, his snake tongue, all “entered, and easily enough. A ponderous sofa-cushion foot he placed upon the window ledge …


  Crash, and smash, and clatter… .


  The nurses awoke and screamed, “Save us.”


  The Princess Chin Uor awoke and said, “Shoo.”


  Soldiers in the courtyard awoke and lighted green fires as they smote their drums, saying: “Come if you dare. Help. Help.”


  The dragon was already awake—awake to the danger. Promptly he vanished. Such noise he could not abide.


  King Yang Lang came with a golden torch. Greatly he was pleased that the loong had been routed.


  But Princess Chin Uor was far from pleased. Indeed, she was fretful. From the floor she took a sliver of flint-hard clay. “My pies are all broken. All. All are broken,” mourned Princess Many Dimples. “I have placed them in the wing-dow. And the dragon knocked them down and broke them.” And beyond doubt so had he done. There were the pieces.


  Still the King remained cheerful. His little daughter’s sadness passed unnoticed. His Majesty said: “Your pies, my daughter, are excellent food—let no one deny it—but even better are they to give warning of the dragon’s nearness. Your pies have provided me with a wonderful idea. Hereafter we need have no more fear of the loong.


  “. . . Ho! General. Awaken your soldiers again. Let them march to the river.”


  For a week the King’s army did no other labor than make mud pies. And like it. The pies were given heat in giant ovens, were baked into stony hardness. Then they were placed throughout the palace, in windows, upon tables, chairs, upon chests and shelves, high and low and everywhere. Even on the chimney tops were rows of glistening pies. The slightest misstep by a prowling dragon would have caused a din most tremendous.


  The royal dining table was a shining whiteness, covered with mud pies. So numerous were the pies of the princess that no room remained for food. But that was no cause for worry. The King merely ordered that his rice be placed upon a baked clay pie. Mandarins who visited the palace were much surprised at what they saw—a King eating from common clay. Nevertheless, their own tables were soon covered with Princess Chin Uor’s pies. For the King, of course, set all fashions.


  And so, we modem peoples speak of our plates and cups and saucers as “China.” China? Is it? Yes, and no. China is merely our way of pronouncing Chin Uor. Our plates are merely thin copies of Princess Chin Uors pies.
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  THE BOY


  WHO KILLED THE DIF
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    “NOW THE DIFS ARE GIANTS FOUR YARDS TALL, EATERS OF HUMAN FLESH, WHICH LIVE ON HIGH MOUNTAINS OR IN THE UNDERWORLD—WHENCE THEY COME FORTH INTO THE WHITE WORLD THROUGH HIDDEN WELLS IN THE FORESTS.”
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  Once and once there was—yon may take my word for it!—a King of a land beyond the highest mountains, who had three sons. The eldest was named Rexh, the middle one was named Palok, and the youngest, who was as strong as the rocks and worth both the others put together, was named Gjuro.
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  The King had near his palace a great orchard rounded by a high wall, and in the middle of it was a quince tree, which was his especial pride and which bore each year three quinces. Always, however, they were hardly ripe before they disappeared from the tree, and the royal guards reported that a Dif, coming from nowhere, three nights in succession leaped the orchard’s wall and plucking one of the quinces, made off with it.


  Now the Difs are giants four yards tall, eaters of human flesh, which live on high mountains or in the Underworld—whence they come forth into the white world through hidden wells in the forests—and the King knew not how to save his precious quinces, for his guardsmen, so soon as they heard the Difs roar, ran away as fast as thrown spears.


  One summer day, when the fruit was ripening on the trees, Rexh, his eldest son, heard him complaining, “Alas, for my sweet quinces! What can I do against the Dif?” and said to him, “O my father! I will watch each night in thy orchard and guard the tree for thee. And if the Dif shows himself I shall kill him!”


  Said the King, “Nay, my son. Thou hast true courage, but how canst thou do what all my guardsmen cannot?” He replied, “I am a King’s son, and have come to man’s stature!” And that night he took his bow and steel-tipped arrows to the orchard and hid himself in a clump of pomegranate shrubs to watch. He watched thus one night, he watched two nights, and on the third night, just at midnight, there came a roar like an angry wild boar’s, at which the guardsmen outside the wall fled as if wolves were after them, and over it leaped the monstrous Dif. He was naked and hideous, with ten curved tusks in his mouth that gleamed in the moonlight, and when the Prince beheld him he trembled so that the bow fell from his hand and the pomegranate leaves rustled all about him.


  The Dif galloped to the quince tree, plucked one of the quinces, and leaping over the wall again, disappeared, roaring, in the forest. And in shame Rexh broke his bow in pieces and returning to the palace, said to his father next morning, “The Dif came and stole one of thy quinces, but such fear seized me that I could do nothing.” Said the King, “Blame not thyself, my son. After all, thou wert as courageous as my guardsmen.”


  When the other two brothers learned what had happened, Palok the elder went to the King and said, “O my father! I shall take thy iron battle mace and watch in thy orchard. If the Dif comes a second time thou shalt see what I shall do to him.”


  “Nav, my son,” the King answered. “Thou art brave, but how canst thou do what thy elder brother cannot?”


  But Palok took the iron mace, and that night went to the orchard and climbed to the top of an apple tree to watch. And at midnight there came the dreadful roar, the guardsmen fled as before, and over the wall leaped the Dif. At sight of him the Prince felt his blood turn to water, nevertheless he threw the mace with so true an aim that it smote the Dif on the head. It bounded from it, however, like a pebble from a boulder, and he roared, “Ho! a rotten plum has fallen!” and plucking a second quince, leaped the wall and made off into the forest. And in shame Palok returned to the palace and next morning said to his father, “The Dif came and stole another of thy quinces, but though I threw thy mace and struck him, my strength was too little.”


  Said the King, “Blame not thyself, my son. After all, thou wert more courageous than thy elder brother!” Lastly, when he heard, Gjuro the youngest went to the King and said, “O my father! It is now my turn to face the Dif. Only give to me the weapon I shall choose, with thy blessing, and let me try.”


  “Nay, my son,” replied the King. “Thou art bold, but how canst thou succeed where both thy elder brothers have failed?”


  Said Gjuro, “Give me thy magic sword from thy armory.”


  Now this sword would fight of itself, when its hilt was grasped, and it weighed as much as a weaver’s beam. Said the King, “Thou knowest not what thou askest. No man in my whole realm has sufficient strength to hold my magic sword.”


  But said Gjuro, “Let me at least try. For my strength has never yet been tested.”


  So at his pleading the King had the sword brought, and Gjuro took it to the meadow to practise with it. The instant he drew it from its scabbard it began to leap and whirl like a stallion, dragging him hither and thither, now whistling through the air and now gouging the earth like a plow drawn by eight bullocks, till he had no more breath in him than a crushed frog and was forced to let go the hilt, when it fell to the ground and lay motionless.


  After he had rested awhile, he seized it again, and it dragged him bodily into the air, and dashed him down so that with the shock he let go his hold, when again it fell to the ground and lay motionless.


  But after he had rested once more, he grasped it for a third time, struggling with it with all his power, and so he continued, now resting and now resuming, till late afternoon, when he had grown so strong that, whirl as it would, his grip could not be loosened. Then he sheathed it and lay down and slept till the evening, when he took it to the orchard and sat down under the quince tree, with the sword across his knees.


  At midnight he heard from the forest the dreadful roar, and the shouts of the guardsmen as they fled, and over the wall leaped the Dif, who, when he beheld him, rushed upon him yelling with delight, “Ho!” he screeched. “Here is not only my quince, but man’s flesh to tickle my gullet!”


  Cried Gjuro, “Thou shalt have neither one!” and drawing the sword from its scabbard, turned the blade toward him, when it began to whirl so fast that the Dif grew dizzy and drew back, dismayed. And presently it lunged a lunge that would have transfixed an oak tree, and the point, leaping at him, cut off one of his ears, so that, howling with pain, he leaped the wall and fled to the forest.


  Then Gjuro wiped the blood from the blade and sheathing the sword, returned to the palace and made report to his father. The King praised him for his courage, saying, Thou hast done what no other man in my realm could accomplish. Now the Dif has been worsted and will trouble us no more.” But said Gjuro, “Nay, I shall not rest till I have killed him.”


  In the morning he said to his two brothers, “Let us seek out the creature and finish him.” Accordingly all three, Rexh with his bow and arrows, Palok with the iron mace, and Gjuro with the magic sword, followed the Difs bloody trail from the orchard to the forest. It led them to a cave, in whose depths they found a well so deep that one could not see the bottom. Said Gjuro, “Let us make us a rope by which we may descend into this well, for it will take us to the creature’s lair.” Accordingly, they gathered vines and twisted them till they had a rope long enough to reach to the very bowels of the earth, and fastening its end to the well curb, let it down into the depths. Said Gjuro, then, “O Rexh, thou art the eldest of us, and it is thy right to lead.”


  But said Rexh, with his knees knocking together, “I bethink me that we are all like to be slain in this venture and our father will have none to reign after him. Since I am to inherit the rule it is my duty not to risk my life.”


  Then Gjuro said to Palok, the next eldest, “The right falls to thee.”


  But Palok answered, trembling, “Our brother Rexh is not strong enough to hoist us up after we have slain the Dif. It will surely be wiser for me to remain here to help him.”


  Said Gjuro, “Very well, I shall go down alone, and do ye two remain here. When I reach the bottom I will shake the rope once, that ye may know that all is well. Leave not this place during seven days, and when ye see the rope shake twice, pull me up. If I give no signal during that time ye may be certain that the Dif has slain me.”


  Then he kissed them both and with his sword in his girdle began climbing down the well by the vine rope. He went one hour, he went two hours, and at length reached the bottom. He shook the rope once as a signal to his brothers, and felt about him till he found a winding passage through which he stumbled in darkness till he emerged into the Underworld. Now this was like the white world he had left, except that the sky was as green as grass, the sun was red as blood, and every growing thing was black as ink. But he saw no living thing except grasshoppers as big as hares.


  He wandered about, finding no trace of the Dif, for three days, eating bushberries and drinking from the rills, till on the fourth day he came to two huge rams grazing, one white and one black. Thought he, “Riding is easier than walking,” and going up to them, leaped upon the back of the black ram. But it instantly began running swifter than a waterfall—so fast that he laid hold on its ears lest he fall off and break all his bones—through valleys and over mountains, till it came to a house built of black stone, where it stopped, and bounding high in the air, threw him into a deep pit under its wall, whose sides sloped inward.


  But that he was so strong he would have been killed by the fall. As it was he lay an hour senseless, and it was noon when he came to. The bottom of the pit was strewn with the white bones of men, and seeing himself in such plight he said to himself, “Alas, I have fallen into the hands of the Dif, and he will have my life. For here I cannot use my sword and he can spear me from above!” And he sat down, sorrowful.


  Presently he thought, “I am a King’s son and I will sing my death song and die like one!” So he lifted his voice in a song, and so sweet it was that all the leaves of the trees about the pit hung down to listen.


  Now when he ceased a voice spoke high above him, saying, “What! Amongst the thousand men the Dif has devoured was there a hero so great that his very bones sing?”


  At that he looked up and saw leaning from a window in the house a maiden as lovely as a dream. Said he, “I am no hero, but a living man. I pray thee whosoever thou art, aid me to escape from this trap that I may do that for which I have come here.”


  Asked she, “For what purpose hast thou come?”


  He replied, “To slay the Dif of whom thou speakest.”


  “If that is so,” said she, “I will right gladly aid thee. I am one of three King’s daughters whom he stole, from the white world, and who have been his prisoners two years.” Then she unbound her black hair and twisting it into a single strand, lowered it into the pit and he climbed upon it to the window and entered the house. There she set bread and wine before him, and when he had satisfied his hunger, he asked her where the Dif might be found.


  She replied, “I pray thee seek no further, for hereabout all things are his servants and thou canst never overcome him. Rather take me with thee to the white world, and I will be thy slave as long as I live.”


  “Nay,” said he, “I have sworn to kill him. But when I have done so I will take thee with me and thou shalt wed my eldest brother.”


  Said she, then, “Alas, I fear I shall never see thee more! But I will pray for thee. In yonder meadow thou wilt find two rams grazing, one white and one black. The black one will carry thee to the house of my younger sister, where it will treat thee as its fellow has treated thee here. If thou canst win from that pit she will tell thee how to find the Dif.”


  So he bade her farewell and going to the meadow found the two rams. He leaped on the back of the black one, which instantly set off, running swifter than the wind, over hills and plains, till mid-afternoon, when it came to a second house, built of gray stone, where it bounded into the air and hurled him into a pit deeper than the first. And this time also only his great strength saved his life, and he lay two hours unable to lift his head. But at length he arose and seeing a window in the wall above, he took a skull from the heaps of white bones that littered the bottom of the pit and threw it through the window.


  And lo, there leaned from it a maiden as lovely as the first, who exclaimed, “What! Can the bones even of the mightiest hero fly through the air of themselves?”


  Said he, “Nay, I who speak to thee am no dead hero but a living man. Help me, I pray thee, to escape from this snare, that I may do what I have come to do.”


  She asked, “What is thy purpose?”


  He answered, “I would kill the Dif who keeps thee his prisoner.”


  Said she, then, “If that is thine errand I will aid thee joyfully!” And she unbound her copper-colored hair and let it down to him and he climbed to her. She set food and drink before him and when he had refreshed himself, he said to her, “How may I find the Dif?”


  “Think no more of that,” cried she, “for no man can vanquish him. Rather take me with thee to the white world, where I will be thy willing servant forever.”


  He replied, “Nay, I have taken mine oath to kill him. But when he is dead, I will indeed take thee with me, and thou shalt marry my older brother.”


  “Alas!” she cried. “Then I fear thou art lost. Nevertheless, I will pray for thee. Beside yonder stream graze a white ram and a black ram. Mount the black one and it will bear thee to the Dif s palace, where my youngest sister nurses him. For he has recently been severely wounded by a hero in the white world. There the ram will fling thee into a pit ten times as deep as this from which thou canst escape only by a miracle, and when the Dif finds thee there he will spear thee like a wild boar and devour thee.”


  But he answered, “I shall have something to say about that!” and bidding her farewell, he found the rams and leaped on the back of the black one, which instantly set off, galloping like the lightning, till at sunset it came to a third house, built of white marble. But before it could throw him into the pit that lay beside it Gjuro snatched the magic sword from his girdle and smote it a blow that severed its head from its shoulders.


  He entered the palace, and found himself in a room furnished in black, where on an iron stove food of all kinds was cooking itself in iron pans, with joints of meat roasting on iron spits and soups bubbling in iron pots, without a cook to be seen.


  He entered a second room, larger than the first, and found it furnished in silver, with silver chairs and divans and curtains of silver brocade, but no human being could he see there.


  He entered a third room, larger than both the others, and it was furnished entirely in gold. There, in a golden cradle with curtains embroidered in gold, lay the Dif, asleep and snoring so that the walls rattled. And rocking the cradle was a Beautiful-of-the-Earth with golden hair, so lovely that no tale-teller could describe her, and when he beheld her Gjuro fell as deep as the deepest sea in love with her.


  When she saw him, with the leaping sword in his hand, she cried out in fright, but he said to her, “Fear not. I have come to slay the foul creature thou dost tend.”


  Now at his voice the Dif woke, and lifting his dreadful head, cried, “What! A man here?” And he sprang from the golden cradle, howling, and threw himself upon Gjuro.


  But Gjuro said to the sword, “Do thy work!” and it whirled faster than the eye could follow, so that the Dif ran before it. In vain he seized the cradle and hurled it—the blade sliced it in two as a knife cuts a melon. He ran hither and thither like a snake amid burning bushes, but at last he could go no farther, and it thrust him through, when he burst like a bladder.


  Gjuro burned the fragments of his body in the iron stove, and he and the Beautiful-of-the-Earth feasted together. In the morning he set fire to the house, and when nothing remained of it but ashes and tumbled blocks of marble, he said to her, “We go now to the white world, where, if thou wilt, thou shalt be my wife. What sayest thou?”


  She replied, “Willingly will I marry thee, for I fell in love with thee with the first sight of mine eyes. Let us take one of the Dif’s white rams, which will carry us in three days to the Moving Mountains, through which we may pass.”


  Said he, “Nay, we nust go back the way I came, for we take with us thy two sisters, who shall wed my two elder brothers. Dost thou know the trail to their houses?”


  She answered, “Yes.” So they set out together.


  Whether they went a short way or a long-way, they arrived at length at the house of gray stone, where her sister of the copper-colored hair welcomed them joyfully. They rested there one night and with her went on next morning to the house of black stone, where her sister of the black hair greeted them with tears of gladness. They rested there one night and next day all four followed the backward path to the tunnel, and so came at last to the bottom of the deep well where hung the rope of twisted vines.


  It was now the seventh day, till which time Gjuro had bidden his two craven brothers, Rexh and Palok, to wait for him at the well’s opening in the forest above. Aware that Gjuro well knew their cowardice, they had been ashamed to look one another in the face, and had waited, sullen and sulking. At the end of the first day Rexh had scoffed to Palok, “If he kills the Dif our younger brother will think there is no other such a hero in the realm!”


  At the end of the second day Palok had sneered to Rexh, “Whether he kills the Dif or not, if he comes back with his soul in his skin, our father will count him braver than the chief of his army!”


  At the end of the third day they said to one another, “May the Dif have eaten him indeed!” So now, on the seventh day, when they saw the vine rope shake, they were in two minds whether to pull it up or not.


  They did so, however, and lo, at the end of the rope was the Princess of the black hair.


  Cried they, “Who art thou?”


  She answered, “I am the eldest of three King’s daughters, rescued by your brother Gjuro from the Dif, whom he has slain. Which of you is the Prince Rexh? For he has given me to him as his wife.”


  When Rexh saw her beauty he thought, “As for Gjuro, he may have the credit for killing the Dif if he wants it.” Aloud he said, “I am Rexh,” and received her gladly and kissed her on the cheek. Then they let down the vine rope, and hoisting it again, drew up the Princess of the copper-colored hair. Said she, “I am sent to be wife to the Prince Palok.” And Palok, beholding her beauty, received her and kissed her with content.


  Now when they had let down the vine rope for the third sister, and Gjuro at the well’s bottom was about to bind the Beautiful-of-the-Earth to its end, she said to him, “O my dear! I fear for thee at the hands of thy two brothers! What if, in envy, when they have seen me, they seek to do thee a mischief? I pray thee, test their love and loyalty, and when presently the rope comes down for thee, do not bind thyself to it, but a stone instead. Thou canst always return to the white world by mounting one of the white rams, which will bear thee to the Moving Mountains, that open every midday. And from there thou canst easily find the way to this land of thine above the well. Promise me thou wilt do this, for if thou wert to perish I would die of grief for thee.”


  He promised her accordingly and she gave him a magic distaff which she carried in her pocket, which, when a knob on its handle was pressed, would spin a thread of purest gold. Said she, “Take this, and until thou givest it back to me with thine own hand, I will marry no one else, no, never.”


  So they kissed one another and he gave the signal and she was hoisted up, where she said to Rexh and Palok, “Long life to you, King’s sons! I who greet you am to be wife to your younger brother, Prince Gjuro.”


  But when they saw her with her golden hair, lovelier than both the others as the moon is lovelier than two small stars, the brothers turned green with envy. Said they to themselves, “Is he to have no£ only all the credit, but this Beautiful-of-the-Earth into the bargain?” And as they let the vine rope down to hoist it for the last time with Gjuro, Rexh whispered behind his hand to Palok, “When he is midway let us slash the vines through, so that he will fall and be dashed to pieces. After we are rid of him we can settle between ourselves which of us shall have her.”


  So that they did, and the rope snapped, and the stone was swallowed in the abyss, while the two scoundrels beat their breasts, crying, “Alas! Our brave brother has been killed! How shall we tell our father?” And pretending thus to mourn, they took the three King’s daughters to the palace.


  Meanwhile Gjuro, at the well’s bottom, saying to himself, “Her wisdom has saved my life!” cut off the end of the rope that showed the marks of the knives, and putting it with the distaff into his breast, went back through the winding tunnel to the Underworld. There he followed his former trail till he came to where the two rams, one white and one black, were grazing. He mounted the white ram, which instantly set out running more swiftly than could be told. It ran one day, it ran two days, and on the third day it reached the Moving Mountains, where he dismounted and lay down to rest. Thus, when at the next noon the mountains opened with the bumbull’im of thunder, he came through them into the white world, and set out for his own land, which was so far distant that a galloping horse could not have reached it in a month.


  Thus it was with him. And for his brothers, Rexh and Palok, the King heard their story with tears, and the whole capital grieved with him for the death of his son Gjuro. The three King’s daughters he housed in the palace as his royal guests, till the weddings of the two eldest with the Princes should be prepared. The brothers, however, went to him, and said they, “O our father, we have no desire to marry them, but we are both in love with their younger sister, the Beautiful-of-the-Earth.”


  Exclaimed the King, “Ye cannot both marry her. Thou, Rexh, as the eldest, hast the best right.” And he sent for the Beautiful-of-the-Earth and told her his decision.


  She answered, “I was promised to thy youngest son, Prince Gjuro, and his wedding gift to me was to have been a distaff that would spin a thread of pure gold. Only if thy son Rexh gives me such a distaff will I marry him.”


  Then the King sent for his chief goldsmith and said to him, “My son, the Crown Prince, must have for gift to his bride a distaff that will spin a thread of pure gold.


  Make me such a one and I care not what thou askest for it.”


  Exclaimed the goldsmith, “O King’s Majesty, never have I heard of such a thing, and only a great magician could make it!”


  At that the King was angered. He shouted, “Bring me the distaff in three days or thou shalt be hanged!” So the goldsmith went home weeping salt tears, saying to himself, “Oh, the injustice of rulers!” And he fell to studying all his books on the properties of metals, but could gain no comfort from them.


  Now at this time the Prince Gjuro, after crossing a hundred mountains and valleys, reached the capital. As he passed along the street he saw the shops were decorated with banners, and asked one of the shopkeepers the reason. He was worn from the long travel so that no one had known him, and the man replied, “Thou art surely a stranger in the city! Our Crown Prince, on the third day from now, is to marry a Beautiful-of-the-Earth from a foreign land.”


  At that Gjuro said to himself, “Can she so soon have forgotten her promise to me?” And he sat down on the curb in melancholy. Across the way was the shop of the goldsmith, and through the door he heard the man bemoaning himself, saying, “Would that I could find the distaff that spins the gold thread! Without it I am a lost man!”


  When he heard this, Gjuro entered the shop and asked him, “What is thy need of such a distaff, that thou sayest thou art a lost man without it?”


  The man told him of the plight in which he stood and Gjuro rejoiced, thinking, “My darling is true to me, and has done this to avoid marrying my brother!” Said he, “Take me as thy apprentice and give me wood and tools, and I will make the distaff for thee. But I must take it to the King with mine own hands.”


  The goldsmith agreed joyfully, and gave him an inner room and all tools and materials, while Gjuro locked himself in and spent the time making chips, till on the third day he came forth with the distaff the Beautiful-of-the-Earth had given him. He showed it to the goldsmith, who, when he saw it spinning a thread of pure gold, was enraptured, and clothing Gjuro in his best robe, sent him with it to the palace. There Gjuro exhibited it to the King, who took it to the Beautiful-of-the-Earth, saying, “Here is my son’s bridal gift to thee—no less than the gold-spinning distaff—and now nothing need delay your marriage.”


  The instant she saw it, she knew it for her own, and her heart leaped, knowing that Gjuro had brought it. Asked she, “Who has made it for the Prince?” The King replied, “My chief goldsmith.” Said she, “Let me see it spin.” But while Gjuro, when he exhibited it, had pressed the knob in its handle, the King knew not the secret, and try as he would, in his hands it would spin only a thread of wool.


  Said she, then, “O King’s Majesty, summon the man who brought it and let me speak to him.”


  He bade them bring Gjuro before them, and she handed him the distaff, saying, “Give it to me with thine own hands.” So he did so, when she said, “O King’s Majesty, look upon this man. Dost thou not know him?” And, looking, the King’s eyes opened and he cried, “My son, my son!”


  Then both told him their stories, and Gjuro showed him the piece of vine rope that bore the marks of the knives. The King summoned Rexh and Palok, who, when they beheld their brother alive and well, turned as white as curdled milk. Said he, “Oh ye false hearted! Know ye any cause why I should not this day have your shamed heads stricken from your bodies?”


  And they, seeing their doom upon them, fell at his feet, confessing their fault and praying forgiveness. Gjuro also added his prayer to theirs, till the King said, “Very well, ye are my sons, and this shall be passed over. But ye shall not inherit my kingship, and thy brother Gjuro shall rule the land after me.”


  Then he asked the Beautiful-of-the-Earth, “Is it thy wish that these worthless ones wed thy two sisters?” She answered, “O King’s Majesty, let them be returned to our father, that he may find fitting husbands for them.” So this was done, and Rexh married the saddler’s daughter and Palok nobody at all. But Gjuro wedded the Beautiful-of-the-Earth, and they lived together all their lives in happiness, and Gjuro after his father ruled that land. But none of his sons was strong enough to wield the magic sword, nor has any man drawn it from its scabbard to this day.


  
    Here’s your tale. I don’t care a jot


    Whether it’s true or whether it’s not!
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