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 INTRODUCTION

The stories contained
in this free eBook have been selected from the books that make up
the series




“Folk-lore, Fairy Tales, Myths and Legends from Around the
World”




Fifteen stories have
been selected from the books in the series. So you will find
stories from ancient Celtic England, Wales, Ireland and Scotland.
As well as Roma and Gypsy stories which have travelled across
Europe from the Black Sea region. There are also stories from the
Zulus and Bushmen of South Africa, to the Orient, the Silk Route,
the Vikings, the Red Indians of North America and
beyond.

The books in the
series are rare and out of print books and have been republished as
part of a Social Enterprise project where the main aim is to give a
large portion of the profits to charity. In fact 33% of the profit
from each book sold is donated to charities that specialise in
educational scholarships for the underprivileged; and the
beneficiaries of these scholarships are spread around the
globe.

While this is a free
book, it is but a sampler of the rich and diverse tapestry of tales
and folk-lore contained in the volumes published to date. We
encourage you to visit our webpage at
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We also encourage you
to pass this free eBook on to anyone and everyone you know,
especially those with young children.

John
Halsted

Abela
Publishing
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THE LOST MESSAGE

(a folk story from
South Africa)




THE ant has had from
time immemorial many enemies, and because he is small and
destructive, there have been a great many slaughters among them.
Not only were most of the birds their enemies, but Anteater lived
almost wholly from them, and Centipede beset them every time and at
all places when he had the chance.




So now there were a
few among them who thought it would be well to hold council
together and see if they could not come to some arrangement whereby
they could retreat to some place of safety when attacked by robber
birds and animals.




But at the gathering
their opinions were most discordant, and they could come to no
decision.




There was Red-ant,
Rice-ant, Black-ant, Wagtail-ant, Gray-ant, Shining-ant, and many
other varieties. The discussion was a true babel of diversity,
which continued for a long time and came to nothing.




A part desired that
they should all go into a small hole in the ground, and live there;
another part wanted to have a large and strong dwelling built on
the ground, where nobody could enter but an ant; still another
wanted to dwell in trees, so as to get rid of Anteater, forgetting
entirely that there they would be the prey of birds; another part
seemed inclined to have wings and fly.




And, as has already
been said, this deliberation amounted to nothing, and each party
resolved to go to work in its own way, and on its own
responsibility.




Greater unity than
that which existed in each separate faction could be seen nowhere
in the world; each had his appointed task, each did his work
regularly and well. And all worked together in the same way. From
among them they chose a king-that is to say some of the groups
did-and they divided the labour so that all went as smoothly as it
possibly could.




But each group did it
in its own way, and not one of them thought of protecting
themselves against the onslaught of birds or Anteater.




The Red-ants built
their house on the ground and lived under it, but Anteater levelled
to the ground in a minute what had cost them many days of precious
labour. The Rice-ants lived under the ground, and with them it went
no better. For whenever they came out, Anteater visited them and
took them out sack and pack. The Wagtail-ants fled to the trees,
but there on many occasions sat Centipede waiting for them, or the
birds gobbled them up. The Gray-ants had intended to save
themselves from extermination by taking to flight, but this also
availed them nothing, because the Lizard, the Hunting-spider, and
the birds went a great deal faster than they.




When the Insect-king
heard that they could come to no agreement he sent them the secret
of unity, and the message of Work-together. But unfortunately he
chose for his messenger the Beetle, and he has never yet arrived at
the Ants, so that they are still to-day the embodiment of discord
and consequently the prey of enemies.




* * * * * * * * * * *
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 MOOWIS

(an American Indian
story)




IN a large village
there lived a noted belle, or Mamon-da-go-Kwa, who was the
admiration of all the young hunters and warriors. She was
particularly admired by a young man who, from his good figure and
the care he took in his dress, was called the Beau-Man, or
Ma-mon-da-gin-in-e. This young man had a friend and companion whom
he made his confidant.

“Come,” said he one
day, in a sportive mood,

“let us go a-courting
to her who is so handsome, perhaps she may fancy one of
us.”

She would, however,
listen to neither of them; and when the handsome young man rallied
her on the coldness of her air, and made an effort to over come her
indifference, she repulsed him with the greatest contempt, and the
young man retired confused and abashed. His sense of pride was
deeply wounded, and he was the more piqued because he had been thus
treated in the presence of others, and this affair had been noised
about in the village, and became the talk of every lodge circle. He
was, besides, a very sensitive man, and the incident so preyed upon
him that he became moody and at last took to his bed. For days he
would lie without uttering a word, with his eyes fixed on vacancy,
and taking little or no food. From this state no efforts could
rouse him. He felt abashed and dishonoured even in the presence of
his own relatives, and no persuasions could induce him to rise, so
that when the family prepared to take down the lodge to remove lie
still kept his bed, and they were compelled to lift it from above
his head and leave him upon his skin couch. It was a time of
general removal and breaking up of the camp, for it was only a
winter hunting-camp, and as the season of the hunt was now over,
and spring began to appear, his friends all moved off as by one
impulse to the place of their summer village, and in a short time
all were gone, and he was left alone. The last person to leave him
was his boon companion and cousin, who had been, like him, an
admirer of the forest belle. The hunter disregarded even his voice,
and as soon as his steps died away on the creaking snow the
stillness and solitude of the wilderness reigned around.

As soon as all were
gone, and he could no longer, by listening, hear the remotest sound
of the departing camp, the Beau-Man arose.

Now this young man
had for a friend a powerful guardian

spirit or personal
manito, and he resolved, with this spirit said, to use his utmost
power to punish and humble the girl, for she was noted in her tribe
for her coquetry, and had treated many young men, who were every
way her equals, as she had treated this lover. He resolved on a
singular stratagem by way of revenge.

He walked over the
deserted camp and gathered up all the

cast-off bits of
soiled cloth, clippings of finery, and old clothing and ornaments,
which had either been left there as not worth carrying away, or
forgotten. These he carefully picked out of the snow, into which
some of them had been trodden, and collected in one place. These
gaudy arid soiled stuffs he restored to their original beauty, and
made of them a coat and leggings, which he trimmed with beads, and
finished and decorated after the best fashion of his tribe. He then
made a pair of moccasins and garnished them with beads, a bow and
arrows, and a frontlet and feathers for the head. Having done this
he searched about for cast-out bones of animals, pieces of skin,
clippings of dried meat, and even dirt. Having cemented all this
together he filled the clothes with it, pressed the mass firmly in,
and fashioned it, externally, in all respects like a tall and
well-shaped man. He put a bow and arrows in its hands, and the
frontlet on its head.

Having finished it he
brought it to life, and the image stood forth in the most favoured
lineaments of his fellows. Such was the origin of Moowis, or the
Dirt-and-Rag Man.

“Follow me,” said the
Beau-Man, “and I will direct you how

you shall
act.”

Moowis was, indeed, a
very sightly person, and as the Beau-Man led him into the new
encampment where the girl dwelt, the many colours of his clothes,
the profusion of his ornaments, his manly deportment, his animated
countenance, drew all eyes to him.

He was hospitably
received, both old and young showing him great attention. The chief
invited him to his lodge, and he was there treated to the moose’s
hump and the finest venison.

No one was better
pleased with the handsome stranger than

Ma-mon-da-go-Kwa. She
fell in love with him at first sight, and he was an invited guest
at the lodge of her mother the very first evening of his arrival.
The Beau-Man went with him, for it was under his patronage that he
had been introduced, and, in truth, he had another motive in
accompanying him, for he had not yet wholly subdued his feelings of
admiration for the object against whom he had, nevertheless,
exerted all his necromantic power, and he held himself ready to
take advantage of any favourable turn which he secretly hoped the
visit might take in relation to himself. No such opportunity,
however, arose. Moowis attracted the chief attention, every eye and
heart was alert to entertain him. In this effort on the part of his
entertainers they had well-nigh brought about his destruction by
dissolving him into his original elements of rags, snow, and dirt,
for he was assigned the most prominent place near the tire, where
he was exposed to a heat that he could by no means endure. However,
he warded this calamity off by placing a boy between him and the
fire ; he shifted his position frequently, and evaded, by dexterous
manoeuvres and timely remarks, the pressing invitation of his host
to sit and enjoy the warmth. He so managed these excuses as not
only to conceal his dread of immediate dissolution, but to secure
the further approbation of the fair forest girl, who was filled
with admiration of one who had so brave a spirit to endure the
paralysing effects of cold.

The visit proved that
the rejected lover had well calculated

the effects of his
plan. He withdrew from the lodge, and Moowis triumphed. Before the
Beau-Man left he saw him cross the lodge to the coveted abivos, or
bridegroom s seat. The dart which Ma-mon-da-go-Kwa had so often
delighted in sending to the hearts of her admirers she was at
length fated to receive. She had married an image.

As the morning began
to break the stranger arose, adjusted

his warrior s plumes,
and took his forest weapons to depart.

“I must go,” said he,
“for I have important work to do, and

there are many hills
and streams between me and the object of my journey.”

“I will go with you,”
said Ma-mon-da-go-Kwa.

“The journey is too
long,” replied her husband, “and you

are ill able to
encounter the perils of the way.”

“It is not so long
but that I will go,” answered his wife,

“and there are no
dangers I will not share with you.”

Moowis returned to
the lodge of his master, and told him what had occurred. For a
moment pity took possession of the young man s heart. He regretted
that she whom he so loved should thus have thrown herself away upon
an image, a shadow, when she might have been the mistress of the
best lodge in the camp.

“It is her own
folly,” he said; “she has turned a deaf ear to the counsels of
prudence. She must submit to her fate.”

The same morning
Moowis set forth, and his wife followed

him at a distance.
The way was rough and intricate, and she found that she could not
keep up with him, he walked so quickly. She struggled hard and
obstinately to overtake him, but Moowis had been for some time out
of sight when the sun rose and commenced upon his snow-formed body
the work of dissolution. He began to melt away and fall to pieces.
As Ma-mon-da-go-Kwa followed in his track she found piece after
piece of his clothing in the path. She first found his mittens,
then his moccasins, then his leggings, then his coat, and after
that other parts of his garments. As the heat unbound them the
clothes also returned to their filthy condition. Over rocks,
through wind-falls, across marshes, Ma-mon-da-go-Kwa pursued him
she loved. The path turned aside in all directions. Rags, bones,
leather, beads, feathers, and soiled ribbons she found, but caught
no sight of Moowis. She spent the day in wandering, and when
evening came she was still alone. The snow having now melted, she
had completely lost her husband s track, and she wandered about
uncertain which way to go and in a state of perfect despair. At
length with bitter cries she

lamented her
fate.

“Moowis, Moowis,” she
cried,

“nin ge won e win ig,
ne won e win ig !”

“Moowis, Moowis, you
have led me astray, you are leading me astray !”

With this cry she
wandered in the woods. The cry of the lost Ma-mon-da-go-Kwa is some
times repeated by the village girls who have made of it a
song-










Moowis ! Moowis
!

Forest
rover,

Where art thou
?

Ah ! nay bravest,
gayest lover,

Guide me
now.







Moowis ! Moowis
!

Ah ! believe
me,

List my moan
:

Do not, do not, brave
heart, leave me

All alone.







Moowis ! Moowis
!

Footprints vanished
!

Whither wend I
?

Fated, lost,
detested, banished

Must I die
!




Moowis ! Moowis
!

Whither goest
thou,

Eye-bright lover
?

Ah ! thou ravenous
bird that knowest,

I see thee
hover,




Circling,
circling

As I
wander,

And at
last

When I fall thou then
wilt come

And feed upon my
breast.




* * * * * * * * * * *
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 The
Vampire

(a Gypsy
folktale)

 THERE was an old woman in a village. And grown-up maidens met
and span, and made a 'bee.' And the young sparks came and laid hold
of the girls, and pulled them about and kissed them. But one girl
had no sweetheart to lay hold of her and kiss her. And she was a
strapping lass, the daughter of wealthy peasants; but three whole
days no one came near her. And she looked at the big girls, her
comrades. And no one troubled himself with her. Yet she was a
pretty girl, a prettier was not to be found. Then came a fine young
spark, and took her in his arms and kissed her, and stayed with her
until cock-crow. And when the cock crowed at dawn he departed. The
old woman saw he had cock's feet. And she kept looking at the
lad's feet, and she said, 'Nita, my lass, did you see
anything?'

'I didn't
notice.'

'Then didn't I see he
had cock's feet?'

'Let be, mother, I
didn't see it.'

And the girl went
home and slept; and she arose and went off to the spinning, where
many more girls were holding a 'bee.' And the young sparks came,
and took each one his sweetheart. And they kissed them, and stayed
a while, and went home. And the girl's handsome young spark came
and took her in his arms and kissed her and pulled her about, and
stayed with her till midnight. And the cock began to crow. The
young spark heard the cock crowing, and departed. What said the old
woman who was in the hut, 'Nita, did you notice that he had horse's
hoofs?'

'And if he had, I
didn't see.'

Then the girl
departed to her home. And she slept and arose in the morning, and
did her work that she had to do. And night came, and she took her
spindle and went to the old woman in the hut. And the other girls
came, and the young sparks came, and each laid hold of his
sweetheart. But the pretty girl looks at them. Then the young
sparks gave over and departed home. And only the girl remained
neither a long time nor a short time. Then came the girl's young
spark. Then what will the girl do? She took heed, and stuck a
needle and thread in his back. And he departed when the cock crew,
and she knew not where he had gone to. Then the girl arose in the
morning and took the thread, and followed up the thread, and saw
him in a grave where he was sitting. Then the girl trembled and
went back home. At night the young spark that was in the grave came
to the old woman's house and saw that the girl was not there. He
asked the old woman, 'Where's Nita?'

'She has not
come.'

Then he went to
Nita's house, where she lived, and called, 'Nita, are you at
home?'

Nita answered, ['I
am'].

'Tell me what you saw
when you came to the church. For if you don't tell me I will kill
your father.'

'I didn't see
anything.'

 Then he looked, and he killed her father, and departed
to his grave.

Next night he came
back. 'Nita, tell me what you saw.' I didn't see
anything.'

'Tell me, or I will
kill your mother, as I killed your father. Tell me what you
saw.'

'I didn't see
anything.'

Then he killed her
mother, and departed to his grave. Then the girl arose in the
morning. And she had twelve servants. And she said to them, 'See, I
have much money and many oxen and many sheep; and they shall come
to the twelve of you as a gift, for I shall die to-night. And it
will fare ill with you if you bury me not in the forest at the foot
of an apple-tree.'

At night came the
young spark from the grave and asked, Nita, are you at
home?'

'I am.'

'Tell me, Nita, what
you saw three days ago, or I will kill you, as I killed your
parents.'

'I have nothing to
tell you.'

Then he took and
killed her. Then, casting a look, he departed to his
grave.

So the servants, when
they arose in the morning, found Nita dead. The servants took her
and laid her out decently. They sat and made a hole in the wall and
passed her through the hole, and carried her, as she had bidden,
and buried her in the forest by the apple-tree.

 And half a year passed by, and a prince went to go and course
hares with greyhounds and other dogs. And he went to hunt, and the
hounds ranged the forest and came to the maiden's grave. And a
flower grew out of it, the like of which for beauty there was not
in the whole kingdom. So the hounds came on her monument,
where she was buried, and they began to bark and scratched at the
maiden's grave. Then the prince took and called the dogs with his
horn, and the dogs came not. The prince said, 'Go quickly
thither.'

Four huntsmen arose
and came and saw the flower burning like a candle. They returned to
the prince, and he asked them, 'What is it?'

'It is a flower, the
like was never seen.'

 Then the lad heard, and came to the maiden's grave, and saw
the flower and plucked it. And he came home and showed it to his
father and mother. Then he took and put it in a vase at his
bed-head where he slept. Then the flower arose from the vase and
turned a somersault, and became a full-grown maiden. And she
took the lad and kissed him, and bit him and pulled him about, and
slept with him in her arms, and put her hand under his head. And he
knew it not. When the dawn came she became a flower
again.

In the morning the
lad rose up sick, and complained to his father and mother, 'Mammy,
my shoulders hurt me, and my head hurts me.'

His mother went and
brought a wise woman and tended him. He asked for something to eat
and drink. And he waited a bit, and then went to his business that
he had to do. And he went home again at night. And he ate and drank
and lay down on his couch, and sleep seized him. Then the flower
arose and again became a full-grown maiden. And she took him again
in her arms, and slept with him, and sat with him in her arms. And
he slept. And she went back to the vase. And he arose, and his
bones hurt him, and he told his mother and his father. Then his
father said to his wife, 'It began with the coming of the flower.
Something must be the matter, for the boy is quite ill. Let us
watch to-night, and post ourselves on one side, and see who comes
to our son.'

Night came, and the
prince laid himself in his bed to sleep. Then the maiden arose from
the vase, and became there was never anything more fair--as burns
the flame of a candle. And his mother and his father, the king, saw
the maiden, and laid hands on her. Then the prince arose out of his
sleep, and saw the maiden that she was fair. Then he took her in
his arms and kissed her, and lay down in his bed, slept till
day.

 And they made a marriage and ate and drank. The folk
marvelled, for a being so fair as that maiden was not to be found
in all the realm. And he dwelt with her half a year, and she bore a
golden boy, two apples in his hand. And it pleased the prince
well.

Then her old
sweetheart heard it, the vampire who had made love to her, and had
killed her. He arose and came to her and asked her, 'Nita, tell me,
what did you see me doing?'

'I didn't see
anything.'

'Tell me truly, or I
will kill your child, your little boy, as I killed your father and
mother. Tell me truly.'

'I have nothing to
tell you.'

And he killed her
boy. And she arose and carried him to the church and buried
him.

At night the vampire
came again and asked her, 'Tell me, Nita, what you saw.'

'I didn't see
anything.'

'Tell me, or I will
kill the lord whom you have wedded.'

Then Nita arose and
said, 'It shall not happen that you kill my lord. God send you
burst.'

The vampire heard
what Nita said, and burst. Ay, he died, and burst for very rage. In
the morning Nita arose and saw the floor swimming two
hand's-breadth deep in blood. Then Nita bade her father-in-law take
out the vampire's heart with all speed. Her father-in-law, the
king, hearkened, and opened him and took out his heart, and gave it
into Nita's hand. And she went to the grave of her boy and dug the
boy up, applied the heart, and the boy arose. And Nita went to her
father and to her mother, and anointed them with the blood, and
they arose. Then, looking on them, Nita told all the troubles she
had borne, and what she had suffered at the hands of the
vampire.






f




* * * * * * * * * * *







Source: Gypsy Folk Tales – Book
One, originally published 1899
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THE SLIPPERS OF THE TWELVE PRINCESSES

(a Romanian fairy
tale)

I.

ONCE on a time,
in the good old times, there lived a cow-herd, who had neither
father nor mother. He was called Jonica, that is to say Johnnie,
but people had given him the name of Gura
Casca (open mouth) because when he led his
cows to pasture, he bellowed at every thing which he met on the
way. Otherwise he was really a very pretty boy, his face was fair,
and his eyes as blue as a morsel of the sky, with hair curling, and
as yellow as the rays of the Sun. The young girls of the village
teased him sadly. "Hé! Hé! Jonica, where are you going with your
open mouth"? "What does that matter to you"? he would reply
tranquilly, and pass on his way. Though only a cow-herd, he was
sufficiently proud of his good looks, and he knew quite well the
difference between beauty and ugliness, so the young peasant girls
with their faces and throats tanned by the sun, their large hands
red and cracked, their feet shod in "opinci" (a rough sort of
sandal) or other common leather, were not at all to his
mind.

He had heard tell,
that, down there, a long way off, in the towns, the young girls
were quite different; that they had throats as white as alabaster,
pink cheeks, delicate and soft hands, their small feet covered by
satin slippers, that in short they were clad in robes of silk and
gold, and were called Princesses. So that, while his comrades only
sought to please some rustic villager, he dreamed, neither more nor
less, that he should marry a Princess.




II.

One noon-day in
the middle of August, when the sun was so scorching that even the
flies did not know where to put themselves, Jonica sat down under
the shadow of an oak to eat his mammaliga (thick Indian meal
porridge) and a morsel of sheep's milk cheese; seeing that his
flock was lying peaceably about, he stretched himself at fall
length, and was soon asleep.

 He had a charming dream! a
Zina, a fairy, appeared
to him, beautiful as the day, fresh as a rose,



JONICA'S DREAM

and clad in a robe
sparkling with diamonds. She said to him--

"There is a country
where precious stones grow; go to the Court of the Emperor who
reigns there, and you will marry a Princess."

In the evening, when
he took his cows back to the stable, Jonica recounted his dream to
several of his friends, who freely laughed at him. But the words of
the Zina had such an influence on him, that he laughed himself at
the ridicule of which he was the object.

The next day, at the
same hour, and the same place, our cow-herd came to take his
siesta. He had the same dream; and the same fairy, more radiant
than ever, appeared again to him, and repeated: "There is a country
where precious stones grow; go to the Court of the Emperor who
reigns there and you will marry a Princess."

Jonica again repeated
his dream, and it was again turned into ridicule.

"What does it matter
to me," said Jonica, "if they laugh! I know one thing, that if that
fairy appears again to me, I'll follow her advice."

On the following day
he had the same dream, he got up joyfully, and in the evening they
heard him in the village singing: "I quit the cows and calves, for
I am going to marry the daughter of an Emperor."

His master, who
overheard him, became thoughtful, but Jonica said to him, "You may
do, and think as you like, but it is decided! I am going away!" He
began to make his preparations, and in the morning he
left.

The people of the
village held their sides with laughing, when they saw him with his
little bundle on a stick, slung across his shoulder, descend the
hill, traverse the plain, and then slowly disappear, in the dim
distance.

III.

In those days, people
did say that there was really a country where precious stones grew,
as grass, plants, and flowers grow in other places. It was said
that the Emperor of these parts had twelve daughters--twelve
Princesses, the one prettier than the other, but all as proud as
they were beautiful. It was said also, that they only went to sleep
at sunrise, and got up at mid-day.

They lived altogether
in one large room of the Palace, and slept in beds of gold,
encrusted with flowers of diamonds and emeralds.

When the Princesses
retired in the evening, the nine doors of their apartment were
locked outside with nine padlocks. It was impossible for them to
get out, and yet each night something very extraordinary took
place.

The satin slippers of
the twelve Princesses, were literally worn out each morning. One
might have thought that the daughters of the Emperor had danced all
night. When they were questioned, they declared that they knew
nothing, and could understand nothing about it. No one could
explain this strange fact, for, notwithstanding the greatest
watchfulness, not the least noise had ever been heard in the
chamber of the Princesses, after they had retired to
rest.

The Emperor, their
father, was most perplexed, and determined, at any price, to
penetrate this mystery. He had a trumpet sounded, and it was
published throughout all the country, that if any one succeeded in
finding out, by what means his daughters, the Princesses, wore out
their slippers in a single night, he might choose from amongst
them, his wife. At this news, a great number of Emperors' sons, and
Kings' sons, presented themselves to explore this adventure. They
hid themselves behind a great curtain in the chamber of the
Princesses. But once there, no one ever heard any more of them, and
they never re-appeared.

Our Jonica, who
arrived just then at the Court of the Emperor, heard talk of all
these matters, and succeeded in being taken into the service of one
of the Imperial Gardeners, who) had been obliged to send away one
of his best helps. His new master did not find him very
intelligent, but he was convinced that his curling light hair and
good looks, would make him acceptable to the Princesses.

Thus his daily
duty, then, was each morning to present a bouquet to the daughters
of the Emperor. Jonica posted himself at their door, at the hour of
their awakening, and as each came forth, he presented her with a
bouquet. They found the flowers very beautiful, but disdained to
cast a look or smile on poor Jonica, who remained there more than
ever, Gura Casca,
open-mouthed.

Lina, alone, the
youngest, the most graceful, and the prettiest of the Princesses,
let fall by hazard on him, a look as soft as velvet. "Ah! my
sisters," cried she, "how good looking our young gardener
is!"

They burst into
mocking laughter, and the eldest remarked to Lina, that it was
unbecoming a Princess to lower her eyes to a valet. Nevertheless,
Jonica intoxicated by the looks and the beauty of

Lina, thought of the
promise of the Emperor, and it entered into his head to try and
discover the mystery of the slippers. He did not mention it to any
one though, for he was afraid that the Emperor might hear of it, be
angry, and have him driven away from Court, as a punishment for his
audacity.

IV.

While these thoughts
were passing through his brain, Jonica dreamed again of the fairy
with the sparkling robe. She held in her right hand two small
laurel branches, one was as red as a cherry, and the other like a
rose; in her left hand was a little golden spade, a watering can of
the same metal, and a silken veil.

She gave all these to
Jonica, saying, "Plant these two laurels in large boxes, turn over
the earth with this spade, water them with this watering-can, and
wipe them with this silken veil. When they have grown three feet
high, say to each separately, "Beautiful laurels, with a golden
spade I have dug you, with a golden watering-can I have watered
you, and with a silken veil I have wiped you." "This said, you can
ask anything you wish, and it will be accorded you." When Jonica
awoke he found the two laurels and the other objects on the table,
and fell on his knees to thank the good fairy. He at once began to
carry out her instructions. The shrubs grew rapidly, and when they
had attained the necessary height, he went to the cherry laurel,
and said:

"Beautiful cherry
laurel, with a golden spade I have dug you, with a golden can I
have watered you, with a silken veil I have wiped you; grant me in
exchange, the gift of becoming invisible whenever I desire."
Immediately he saw grow out from the laurel, a beautiful white
flower. He gathered it, placed it in his button-hole, and at once
became invisible.

V.

When night arrived,
the Princesses went up to their bedroom, and Jonica, bare-footed,
so as to make no noise, glided up behind them, and hid himself
underneath one of the twelve beds.

Then, instead
of preparing themselves to go to bed, each of the Princesses opened
a wardrobe, and took out their richest dresses and finest jewels.
Each assisting the other, they dressed en
grande toilette. Jonica could see nothing
from his hiding place, but he heard them laugh, and dance with joy.
The eldest, who seemed to have great authority over them, hurried
them, and kept exclaiming: "Be quick, my sisters, our dancers are
dying of impatience." At the end of an hour, the laughing and
talking ceased. Jonica carefully put out his head, and saw that the
Princesses were dressed like fairies. They wore quite new satin
slippers, and held in their hands the bouquets which he had offered
to them in the morning.

They placed
themselves one behind the other, and the eldest who was at the
head, struck three blows in a peculiar manner, on a certain part of
the wall. A door quite invisible opened, and the Princesses
disappeared.

Jonica followed them
noiselessly, but by accident he placed his foot on the train of the
Princess Lina. "There is some one behind me," she cried, "some one
trod on my dress." The eldest turned round quickly, but seeing no
one, exclaimed, "how foolish you are Lina, you must have caught it
against a nail."

The twelve daughters
of the Emperor, descended, and descended, and descended until they
arrived at an underground passage, at the end of which was an iron
door with a strong bolt.

The eldest opened
this, and then they found themselves in an enchanted bower, where
the leaves of the trees were in silver, and sparkled in the
moonlight. They walked on until they came to a second bower, and
here the trees had golden leaves; still on, and then a third bower,
where the leaves were of emeralds and rubies and diamonds, and
their rays were so bright that one might have thought it was full
daylight. The princesses continued their walk, and (Jonica still
following), arrived soon on the borders of a large lake.

On this lake were
twelve boats, and in each boat one of the lost sons of an Emperor,
who, oar in hand, each waited for a Princess. Jonica took his place
in the boat of the Princess Lina. The boat, being more heavily
laden, could not float so quickly as the others, and so was always
behind. "I do not know," said Lina to her cavalier, "why we do not
go so quickly as at other times, what can be the
matter?"

"I do not understand
it either," said the Emperor's son, "for I row with all my
force."

On the other
side of the lake the little gardener perceived a beautiful palace,
illuminated a giorno, and heard harmonious sounds of violins, trumpets and
cymbals. The Emperors' sons each having a Princess on his arm
entered the palace, and after them came Jonica into a saloon
lighted by ten lustres.

The walls were
immense mirrors, in gold frames set with precious stones. On a
centre table a massive golden vase contained an enormous bouquet of
flowers which gave forth an exquisite perfume. Poor Jonica was
literally dazed and petrified by the sight of so much splendour.
When able to look at, and admire the Princesses in the midst of
this dazzling light, he lost his wits completely, and looked so
ardently with his eyes, that one would have thought that he wished
to taste them also with his mouth. Some were fair, some were brown,
and nearly all of them had let fall their beautiful hair down their
pretty white shoulders. Never, even in his dreams, had the poor boy
seen such enchanteresses.

But amongst them all,
and above all, it was Lina, who seemed to him the most graceful,
the most beautiful, thee most intoxicating, with her dark eyes and
long-hair--the shade of a raven's wing. And with what fire she
danced! leaning on the shoulder of her cavalier, Lina turned as
light as a spindle. Her face was flushed, her eyes shone like two
stars, and it was evident that dancing was her great
delight.

Poor Jonica let fall
envious looks on the Emperors' sons, and heartily regretted not to
be on the same footing, so that he also might have had the right to
be cavalier to such beautiful young creatures. All these dancers,
to the number of fifty, were Emperors' sons who had tried to
discover the secret of the Princesses.

These latter had
enticed them to a midnight expedition, and had given them to drink
at table, an enchanted beverage, which had frozen their blood,
killed in them every sentiment of love, every remembrance, or
worldly desire, leaving them only the ardent pleasure of the dance,
in the bosom of this splendid palace, become henceforth their
eternal habitation.

VI.

The Princesses
danced until their white satin slippers were in holes, until the
cock had crowed three times. Then the music ceased, black slaves
arranged a princely table, which was instantaneously filled with
the most succulent meats, and the rarest and most exquisite wines.
Each one took his place, and ate and drank at his ease, excepting
our poor Gusa Casca, who had to content himself with feasting his eyes alone.
When the repast was over, the Princesses re-entered their boat, and
Jonica who followed them step by step, arrived with them in the
wood with the silver leaves.

There, to prove to
himself, and to prove also to others, that what he had seen was no
dream, Jonica broke off a branch of the tree with the beautiful
leaves. The noise which he made, caused Lina to turn round. "What
can that be?" said she to her sisters. "Probably," said the eldest,
it is the rustling amongst the branches of some bird, that has its
nest in one of the towers of the Palace." Jonica then got in
advance of the Princesses, and mounted rapidly to their chamber,
opened the window, and glided silently along the trellis which
covered the wall, and began his daily work.

While preparing the
flowers for the Princesses, he hid the branch of Silver Leaves in
the bouquet destined for Lina.

Great was the
astonishment of the young girl, who asked herself, in vain, how it
was possible that the branch could have come there.

Without saying
anything to her sisters, she went down into the garden, and there,
under the shade of a large chestnut tree, she found the gardener.
She had for the moment, a great mind to speak to him, but on
reflection, thought it better to wait a little, and so passed on
her way.

When evening arrived,
the Princesses again returned to the Ball, Jonica followed them,
and a second time entered Lina's boat. Again the Emperor's son
complained of the labour required in rowing. "No doubt it is the
heat which you feel," replied Lina. All passed as on the previous
evening, but this time, on returning, Jonica broke off a branch of
the Golden Leaves.

When the daily
bouquets were distributed, the Princess Lina found, concealed in
hers, the golden branch. Remaining a little behind her sisters, and
showing the golden branch to Jonica, she asked, "From whence, hadst
thou these leaves?"

"Your Highness knows
quite well."

"So thou hast
followed us?"

"Yes,
Highness."

"And how didst thou
manage that?"

"It is a
secret."

"We did not see
thee."

"I was
invisible."

"At any rate, I see
that thou hast penetrated the mystery. Speak of it to no one, and
take this purse as the price of thy silence," and she throw to the
poor boy, a purse of gold. "I do not sell my silence," said Jonica,
with a haughtiness which astonished the Princess. "I know how to
hold my tongue, without being paid for it." And he walked away,
leaving the purse on the ground.

The three succeeding
days, Lina neither saw nor heard anything particular, during their
nocturnal excursions; but the fourth night, there was a distinct
rustling in the wood of Diamond Leaves, and the next morning she
found a Diamond Branch, hidden in her bouquet. Then she was fully
convinced that the young gardener knew all their escapades, and
calling him to her, she asked:

"Dost thou know the
price, which the Emperor, our father, offers for the discovery of
our secret?"

"I know it,
Highness."

"Then why dost thou
not go to him, and betray it?"

"I do not
wish."

"Art thou
afraid?"

"No,
Highness."

"Then, why wilt thou
not speak?"

Jonica looked up at
her, his eyes full of expression, but did not reply.

VII.

While Lina was
talking with the youth, her sisters were laughing at her, and when
she came back they still went on with their ridicule, until she
became quite red with anger.

"Thou canst marry
him," said her sisters, "there is nothing to prevent; thou wilt be
the gardener's wife, and thou wilt live in the cottage at the
bottom of the garden. 'Thou canst help thy husband to draw the
water from the fountain, and thou canst offer us our daily
nosegays."

Lina became still
more angry, and the weight of her anger fell on poor Jonica. When
he again presented her with flowers, she took them with supreme
indifference, and treated him with the greatest disdain. The poor
fellow could not understand it, for he was always most respectful.
He never dared to look her full in the face, and yet she felt he
was present with her all day long. At length, she came to the
resolution to confide to her sisters all that she knew.

"What!" cried they,
"this stupid boy has learned our secret, and thou hast kept it from
us! We must, at once, absolutely get rid of him."

"By what
means?"

"Have him stabbed,
and thrown into a cave."

This was the usual
way by which troublesome people were disposed of.

But Lina would not
hear of this, saying that the poor boy had committed no
fault.

"If you touch a hair
of his head," she said, "I will go and confess all to our father
the Emperor."

To tranquilise Lina,
it was decided to get Jonica to go again to the Ball, and to make
him drink the enchanted beverage, which would put him in the same
state as the other Cavaliers. So they called the young gardener to
them, and the eldest sister asked him by what means he had
discovered their secret? but he would give them no answer. Then
they informed him of the decision which they had come to respecting
him. He replied, that he accepted it, and that he would drink
willingly the enchanted beverage, so as to become the Cavalier of
her whom he loved.

On the day fixed,
wishing to have as fine clothes, and to be able to make as handsome
presents as the Emperors' sons, Jonica went to the rose laurel, and
said "my beautiful laurel, I have dug you with a golden spade, I
have watered you with a golden watering can, I have wiped you with
a silken veil, grant that, in one moment, I may be as richly
dressed as an Emperor's son."

Immediately he saw a
beautiful flower expand, and gathering it, he was at once clad in
velvet as dark and soft as Lina's eyes, a toque to match, with an
agraffe of diamonds, and a flower in his buttonhole. From being
tanned and brown, his complexion became fair and fresh as an
infant's and his beauty was marvellous. Even his common, vulgar
manner changed completely, and any one might have thought him
really an Emperor's son.

Thus metamorphosed,
he presented himself before the Emperor, to ask his authority to
try in his turn, to unravel the secret of the Princesses. He was so
changed that the Emperor did not recognize him.

When the Princesses
went back to their bedroom, Jonica was waiting for them behind the
door. After their usual excursion, Jonica gave his arm to the
eldest Princess, and afterwards danced with each of the sisters
successively, and with so much dignity and grace, that they were
all enchanted. When it was Lina's turn, he was in raptures; but he
did not address a single word to her. While conducting her to her
place, the Princess said to him, jokingly, "Being treated like an
Emperor's son, thou must be in blissful happiness." "Never fear,
Princess," replied he, "you shall not be a gardener's wife." Lina
looked at him, half frightened, but he walked away, without waiting
for her answer.

When the Princesses
had once more danced until their slippers were in holes, the music
ceased, the black slaves prepared the table as usual, and Jonica
was placed at the right hand of the eldest Princess, and facing
Lina. He was served with the most delicate meats, the choicest
wines; compliments and praises were showered on him, but he was
neither intoxicated by their wines, nor by their flatteries.
Presently the eldest Princess made a sign, and one of the slaves
came forward bearing a massive golden cup.

"This enchanted
Palace has no longer any secrets for thee," cried the Princess to
Jonica, "Let us drink to your triumph!" The young man casting
tender glance at Lina, raised the cup to his lips.

"Do not drink it,"
she cried impetuously, "do not drink it, I would rather be a
gardener's wife," and she began to weep.

Jonica threw the
enchanted beverage over his shoulder, cleared the table, and fell
on his knees at the feet of the Princess Lina. All the other
Emperors' sons fell each at the feet of their respective
Princesses, who choosing them for their husbands, held out their
hands and raised them from the ground.

The charm was
broken!

The twelve couples
crossed the lake in boats, traversed the forests, passed through
the cellar, and arrived at the Emperor's chamber. Jonica, with the
golden cup in his hand, explained to him the mystery of the
worn-out slippers. "God give thee life, young man," said the
Emperor, "take thy choice from amongst my daughters."

"My choice has been
made for a long time," said he, taking by the hand the Princess
Lina, who blushed and could not look up.

IX.

The Princess Lina did
not become a gardener's wife, for Jonica became a Prince. Before
their marriage took place, Lina enquired of him, how he had
discovered their secret. Jonica showed her the two laurels. Lina,
like an intelligent woman, thought that Jonica would have too great
an advantage over her, if he enjoyed the power which was given to
him by possessing these shrubs, so she tore the laurels up by their
roots and flung them into the fire.

A short time
afterwards, the marriage took place with imperial splendour. It was
followed by festivities which lasted three days and three nights,
and the young people lived very happily together, to a good old
age.
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 KING
O'TOOLE AND ST. KEVIN

A LEGEND OF GLENDALOUGH




(a story from Ireland)

WHO has not read of St. Kevin,
celebrated as he has been by Moore in the melodies of his native
land, with whose wild and impassioned music he has so intimately
entwined his name? Through him, in the beautiful ballad whence the
epigraph of this story is quoted, the world already knows that the
skylark, through the intervention of the saint, never startles the
morning with its joyous note in the lonely valley of Glendalough.
In the same ballad, the unhappy passion which the saint inspired,
and the "unholy blue" eyes of Kathleen, and the melancholy fate of
the heroine by the saint's being "unused to the melting mood," are
also celebrated; as well as the superstitious, finale of the legend, in the
spectral appearance of the love-lorn maiden:

"And her ghost was
seen to glide

Gently o'er the fatal tide."

Thus has Moore given,
within the limits of a ballad, the spirit of two legends of
Glendalough, which otherwise the reader might have been put to the
trouble of reaching after a more roundabout fashion. But luckily
for those coming after him, one legend he has left to be

"--touched by a hand
more unworthy--"

and instead of
a lyrical essence, the raw material in prose is offered,
nearly verbatim, as it was furnished to me by that celebrated guide and
bore, Joe Irwin, who
traces his descent In a direct line from the old Irish kings, and
warns the public In general that "there's a power of them spalpeens
sthravaigin' about, sthrivin' to put their comether upon the quol'ty (quality),
and callin' themselves Irwin (knowin', the thieves o' the world,
how his name had gone far and near, as the rale guide), for to
deceave dacent people; but never for to b'lieve the likes--for it
was only mulvatherin people they wor." For my part, I promised
never to put faith in any but himself; and the old rogue's
self-love being satisfied, we set out to explore the wonders of
Glendalough. On arriving at a small ruin, situated on the
south-eastern side of the lake, my guide assumed an air of
importance, and led me into the ivy-covered remains, through a
small square doorway, whose simple structure gave evidence of its
early date: a lintel of stone lay across two upright supporters,
after the fashion of such remains in Ireland.

"This, sir," said my
guide, putting himself in an attitude, "is the chapel of King
O'Toole--av coorse y'iv often heard o' King O'Toole, your
honour?"

"Never," said
I.

"Musha, thin, do you
tell me so?" said be. "By gor, I thought all the world, far and
near, heerd o' King O'Toole! Well, well!--but the darkness of
mankind is ontellible. Well, sir, you must know, as you didn't hear
it afore, that there was wanst a king, called King O'Toole, who was
a fine ould king in the ould ancient times, long ago; and it was
him that ownded the Churches in the airly days."

"Surely," said I,
"the Churches were not in King O'Toole's time?"

"Oh, by no
manes, your honour--throth, it's yourself that's right enough
there; but you know the place is called 'The Churches,' bekase they
wor built afther by St. Kavin, and wint by the name o' the Churches iver more;
and therefore, av coorse, the place bein' so called, I say that the
king ownded the Churches--and why not, sir, seein' 'twas his
birthright, time out o' mind, beyant the flood? Well, the king, you
see, was the right sort--he was the rale boy, and loved sport as he
loved his life, and huntin' in partic'lar; and from the risin' o'
the sun, up he got, and away be wint over the mountains beyant
afther the deer. And the fine times them wor; for the deer was as
plinty thin--aye, throth, far plintyer than the sheep is now; and
that's the way it was with the king, from the crow o' the cock to
the song o' the redbreast.

"In this counthry,
air," added he, speaking parenthetically in an undertone, "we think
it onlooky to kill the redbreast, or the robin is God's own
bird."

Then, elevating his
voice to its former pitch, he proceeded:

"Well, it was all
mighty good, as long as the king had his health; but, you see, in
coorse o' time, the king grewn ould, by raison he was stiff in his
limbs, and when he got athriken in years, his heart failed him, and
he was lost intirely for want o' divarshin, bekase he couldn't go
a-huntln' no longer; and, by dad, the poor king' was obleeged at
last for to get a goose to divart him."

Here an involuntary
smile was produced by this regal mode of recreation, "the royal
game of goose."

"Oh, you may laugh if
you like," said he, half-affronted, "but it's thruth I'm tellin'
you; and the way the goose diverted him was this-a-way: you see,
the goose used for to swim acrass the lake, and go down divin' for
throut (and not finer throut in all Ireland, than the same throut),
and cotch fish on a Friday for the king, and flew every other day
round about the lake divartin' the poor king, that you'd think he'd
break his sides laughin' at the frolicksome tricks av his goose; so
in coorse o' time the goose was the greatest pet in the counthry,
and the biggest rogue, and diverted the king to no end, and the
poor king was as happy as the day was long. So that's the way it
was; and all went on mighty well, antil, by dad, the goose got
sthricken in years, as well as the king, and grewn stiff in the
limbs, like her masther, and couldn't divert him no longer; and
then it was that the poor king was lost complate, and didn't know
what in the wide world to do, seein' he was done out of all
divarshin, by raison that the goose was no more in the flower of
her blame.

"Well, the king was
nigh-hand broken-hearted, and melancholy intirely, and, was walkin'
one mornin' by the edge of the lake, lamentin' his cruel fate, an'
thinkin' o' drownin' himself that could get no divarshin in life,
when all of a suddint, turnin' round the corner beyant, who should
he meet but a mighty dacent young man comin' up to him.

"'God save you,' says
the king (for the king was a civil-spoken gintleman, by all
accounts), 'God save you, 'says he to the young man.

"'God save you
kindly,' says the young man to him back again; 'God save you,' says
he, 'King O'Toole.'

"'Thrue for you,'
says the king, 'I am King O'Toole,' says he, 'prince and
plennypennytinchery o' these parts,' says he; 'but how kem ye to
know that?' says he.

." 'Oh, never mind,'
says Saint Kavin.

"For you see,"
said Old Joe, in his undertone again, and looking very knowingly,
"it was Saint
Kavin, sure enough--the saint himself in disguise, and nobody else.
'Oh, never mind,' says he, 'I know more than that," says be, 'nor
twice that.'

"'And who are you?'
said the king, 'that makes so bowld--who are you, at all at
all?'

"Oh, never you mind,'
says Saint Kavin, 'who I am; you'll know more o' me before we part,
King O'Toole,' says he.

"'I'll be proud o'
the knowledge o' your acqaintance, sir,' says the king mighty
p'lite.

"'Troth, you may say
that,' says Saint Kavin. 'And now, may I make bowld to ax, how is
your goose, King O'Toole?' says he.

"'Blur-an-agers, how
kem you to know about my goose?' says the king.

"'Oh, no matther; I
was given to undherstand It,' says Saint Kavin.

"'Oh, that's a folly
to talk,' says the king; 'bekase myself and my goose is private
frinds,' says he, 'and no one could tell you,' says he 'barrin' the
fairies.'

"'Oh, thin, it wasn't
the fairies,' says Saint Kavin; 'for I'd have you to know,' says
he, "that I don't keep the likes o' sitch company.'

"You might do
worse then, my good fellow,' says the king; 'for it's
they could show you a
crock o' money as alay as kiss hand; and that's not to be sneezed
at,' says the king, 'by a poor man,' says be.

"'Maybe I've a better
way of making money myself' says the saint.

"'By gor,' says the
king, 'barrin' you're a coiner," says he, 'that's
impossible!'

"I'd scorn to be the
like, my lord!' says Saint Kavin, mighty high, 'I'd scorn to be the
like,' says he.

"'Then, what are
you,' says the king 'that makes money so aisy, by your own account?
'

"'I'm an honest man,'
says Saint Kavin.

"'Well, honest man,'
says the king, 'and how is it you make your money so
aisy?'

"'By makin' ould
things as good as new,' says Saint Kavin.

"'Blur-an-ouns, is it
a tinker you are?' says the king.

"'No,' say. the
saint; 'I'm no tinker by thrade, King O'Toole; I've a betther thade
than a tinker,' says he--' what would you say,' says he, 'if I made
your old goose as good as new?'

"My dear, at the word
o' makin' his goose as good as new, you'd think the poor ould
king's eyes was ready to jump out iv his head, 'and,' says
he--'troth, thin, I'd give you more money nor you could count,'
says he, 'if you did the like; and I'd be behoulden to you into the
bargain.'

"'I scorn your dirty
money,' .sys Saint Kavin.

"'Faith then,
l'm thinkln' a thrifle o' change would do you no harm,' says the
king, lookin' up sly at the old cawbeen that Saint Kavin had on
him.

"'I have a vow
agin' it,' says the saint; 'and I am book
sworn,' says he, 'never to have goold, silver, or brass in my
company.'

"'Barrin' the thrifle
you can't help,' says the king, mighty cute, and looking him
straight in the face.

"'You just hot it,'
says Saint Kavin; 'but though I can't take money,' says he, 'I
could take a few acres o' land, if you'd give them to
me."

"'With all the veins
o' my heart,' says the king, 'If you can do what you
say.'

"'Thry me!' says
Saint Kavin. 'Call down your goose here,' says he, 'and I'll see
what I can do for her.'

"'With that the
king whistled, and down kem the poor goose, all as one as a hound, waddlin'
up to the poor ould cripple, her masther, and as like him as
two pays. The
minute the saint clapt his eyes an the goose, 'I'll do 'the job for
you,' says he, 'King O'Toole!'

"'By Jaminee,' says King O'Toole, 'if you do, bud I'll say you're the
cleverest fellow in the aivin parishes.'

"'Oh, by dad,' says
Saint Kavin, "you must say more nor that - my horn's not so soft
all out,' says he, 'as to repair your ould goose for nothing ';
what'll you gi' me, if I do the job for you?--that's the chat,'
says Saint Kavin.

"'I'll give you
whatever you ax,' says the king; 'isn't that fair?'

"'Divil a fairer,'
says the saint; 'that's the way to do business. Now,' says he,
'this is the bargain I'll make with you, King O'Toole: will you gi'
me all the ground the goose flies, over the first offer afther I
make her as good as new?'

"'I will,' says the
king.

"'You won't go back
o' your word?' says Saint Kavin.

"'Honour bright!'
says King O'Toole, howldin' out his fist."

Here old Joe,
after applying his hand to his mouth, and making a sharp, blowing
sound (something like "thp"), extended it to illustrate the
action.

"'Honour
bright,' says Saint Kavin back agin, 'it's a bargain,' says he.
'Come here!' says he to the poor ould goose--'come here, you
unfort'nate ould cripple,' says he, 'and it's I that'll make you the sportin'
bird.'

"With that, my
dear, he tuk up the goose by the two wings--'Criss o' my crass and
you,' says he, markin' her to grace with the blessed sign at the
same minute--and throwin' her up in the air, 'whew!' says he, jist
givin' her a blast to help her; and with that, my jewel, she tuk,
to her heels, flyin' like one o' the aigles themselves, and cuttin'
as many capers as a swallow before a shower of rain. Away she went
down there, right fornist you, along the side o' the clift, and
flew over Saint Kavin's bed (that is where Saint Kavin's bed
is now, but was
not thin, by
raison it wasn't made, but was conthrived afther by Saint Kavin
himself, that the women might lava him alone), and on with her
undher Lugduff and round the ind av the lake there, far beyant
where you see the watherfall (though indeed it's no watherfall at
all now, but only a poor dhribble iv a thing; but if you seen it In
the winther, it id do your heart good, and it roarin' like mad, and
as white as the dhriven snow, and rowlin' down the big rooks before
it, all as one as childher playin' marbles)--and on with her thin
right over the lead mines o' Luganure (that is where the lead mines
is now, but was
not thin, by
raison they worn't discovered, but was all
goold in Saint Kavin's time).

"Well, over the
ind o' Luganure she flew, stout and sturdy, and round the other ind
av the little lake, by the Churches (that is, av coorse, where the Churches is
now, but was not
thin, by raison they wor
not built, but aftherwards by Saint Kavin), and over the big hill
here over your head, where you see the big clift--(and that clift
in the mountain was made by Fan Ma
Cool, where he
cut it acrass with a big swoord that he got made a purpose by a
blacksmith out o' Ruthdrum, a cousin av his own, for to fight a
joyant [giant] that darr'd him an the Curragh o' Kildare; and he
thried the swoord first an the mountain, and out it down into a
gap, as is plain to this day; and faith, sure enough, it's the same
sauce he sarv'd the joyant, soon and suddent, and chopped him in
two like a pratie, for the glory of his sowl and owld
lreland)--well, down she flew over the clift, and fluttberin', over
the wood there at Poulanass (where I showed you the purty
watherfall--and by the same token, last Thursday was a twelve
monthsence, a young lady, Miss Rafferty by name, fell into the same
watherfall, and was nigh-hand drownded--and indeed would be to this
day, but for a young man that jumped in afther her; indeed, a smart
slip iv a young man he was--he was out o' Francis Street, I hear,
and coorted her sence, and they wor married, Fm given to
undherstand--and indeed a purty couple they wor). Well, as I said,
afther fluttherin' over the wood a little bit, to
plaze herself, the goose
flew down, and lit at the fut o' the king, as fresh as a daisy,
afther flyin' roun' his dominions, just as if she hadn't flew three
perch.

"Well, my dear,
it was a beautiful sight to see the king standin' with his mouth
open, lookin' at his poor ould goose flyin' as light as a lark, and
betther nor ever she was; and when, she lit at his fut, he patted
her an the head, and 'Mavourneen,' says he, 'but you are
the darlint o'
the world.'

"'And what do you say
to me,' says Saint Kavin, 'for makin' her the like?'

"'By gor,' says the
king, 'I say nothin' bates the art o' man, barrin' the
bees.'

"'And do you say no
more nor that?, says Saint Kavin.

"'And that I'm
behoulden to you,' says the king.

"'But will you gi'e
me all the ground the goose flewn over?' says Saint
Kavin.

"'I will,' says King
O'TooIe. 'And you're welkim to it,' says he, 'though it's the last
acre I have to give.'

"'But you'll keep
your word thrue' says the saint.

"'As thrue as the
sun,' says the king.

"'It's well for
you,' says Saint Kavin, mighty sharp--' it's well for you, King
O'Toole, that you said that word,' says he; 'for if you didn't say
that word, the divil receave the bit o'
your goose id ever fly agin,' says Saint
Kavin.

"Oh! you
needn't laugh," said old Joe, half offended at detecting the trace
of a suppressed smile; "you needn't laugh, for it's thruth I'm tellin' you.

"Well, whin the
king was as good as his word, Saint Kavin was plased with him, and thin it was
that he made himself known to the king. 'And,' says he, 'King
O'Toole, you're a decent man,' says he, 'for I only kem here
to thry you. You
don't know me,' says he, 'bekase I'm disguised.'
[A person in a state of drunkenness is said to
be disguised.]

"'Troth, then, you're
right enough,' says the king. 'I didn't perceave it,' says he;
'for, indeed, I never seen the sign o' aper'ts an you.'

"'Oh! that's not what
I mane,' says Saint Kavin. 'I mane I'm deceavin' you all out, and
that I'm not myself at all.'

"'Blur-an-agers!
thin,' says the king, 'if you're not yourself, who are
you?'

"'I'm Saint Kavin,'
said the saint, bleesin' himself.

"'Oh, queen iv
heaven!" says the king, makin' the sign o' the crass betune his
eyes, and fallin' down on his knees before the saint. 'Is it the
great Saint Kavin,' says he, 'that I've been discoorsin' all this
time without knowin' it,' says he, 'all as one as if he was a lump
iv a gosson? And
so you're a saint?' says the king.

"'I am,' says Saint
Kavin.

"'By gor, I thought I
was only talking to a decent boy,' says the king.

"'Well, you know the
differ now,' says the saint. 'I'm Saint Kavin,' says he, 'the
greatest of all the saints.'

"For Saint Kavin, you
must know, sir," added Joe, treating me to another parenthesis,
"Saint Kavin is counted the greatest of all the saints, bekase he
went to school with the prophet Jeremiah.

"Well, my dear,
that's the way that the place kem, all at wanst, into the hands of
Saint Kavin; for the goose flewn round every individyial acre o'
King O' Toole's property, you see, bein'
let into the saycret by Saint Kavin, who
was mighty cute;
and so, when he done the ould king out iv his property for the glory of God, he
was plased with
him, and he and the king was the best o' frinds ivermore afther
(for the poor ould king was doatin', you see), and the king had
his goose as good as new to divert him as long as be lived; and the
saint supported him afther he kem into his property, as I tould
you, antil the day iv his death--and that was soon afther; for the
poor goose thought he was ketchin' a throut one Friday, but, my
jewel, it was a mistake he made, and instead of a throut, It was a
thievin' horse-eel, and, by gor! insteadiv the goose killin' a
throut for the king's supper, by dad! the eel killed the king's
goose, and small blame to him; but he didn't ate her, bekase he
darn't ate what Saint Kavin laid his blessed hands
on.

"Howsumdever,
the king never recovered the loss iv his goose, though he had her
stuffed (I don't mane stuffed with pratees and inyans, but as a
curosity) and preserved in a glass case for his own divarshin; and the poor. king died on the next
Michaelmas Day, which was remarkable. Throth, it's thruth I'm tellin' you; and
when he was gone, Saint Kavin gev him an illigant wake and a
beautiful berrin'; and more betoken, he said mass for his sowl, and tuk care
av his goose."







* * * * * * * * * * *







Source: Legends and Stories of
Ireland, originally published 1831
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THE YOUNG KING


OF EASAIDH RUADH.

From James Wilson,
blind fiddler, Islay.

(a tale from the West
Highlands of Scotland)

T HE young king of
Easaidh Ruadh, after he got the heirship to himself, was at much
merry making, looking out what would suit him, and what would come
into his humour. There was a GRUAGACH near his dwelling, who was
called Gruagach carsalach donn--(The brown curly long-haired
one.)

He thought to himself
that he would go to play a game with him. He went to the Seanagal
(soothsayer) and he said to him--"I am made up that I will go to
game with the Gruagach carsalach donn." "Aha!" said the Seanagal,
"art thou such a man? Art thou so insolent that thou art going to
play a game against the Gruagach carsalach donn? 'Twere my advice
to thee to change thy nature and not to go there." "I wont do,
that," said he. "'Twere my advice to thee, if thou shouldst win of
the Gruagach carsalach donn, to get the cropped rough-skinned maid
that is behind the door for the worth of thy gaming, and many a
turn will he put off before thou gettest her." He lay down that
night, and if it was early that the day came, 'twas earlier than
that that the king arose to hold gaming against the Gruagach. He
reached the Gruagach, he blessed the Gruagach, and the Gruagach
blessed him. Said, the Gruagach to him, "Oh young king of Easaidh
Ruadh, what brought thee to me to-day? Wilt thou game with me?"
They began and they played the game. The king won. "Lift the stake
of thy gaming so that I may get (leave) to be moving." "The stake
of my gaming is to give me the cropped rough-skinned girl thou hast
behind the door." "Many a fair woman have I within besides her,"
said the Gruagach. "I will take none but that one." "Blessing to
thee and cursing to thy teacher of learning." They went to the
house of the Gruagach, and the Gruagach set in order twenty young
girls. "Lift now thy choice from amongst these." One was coming out
after another, and every one that would come out she would say, "I
am she; art thou not silly that art not taking me with thee?" But
the Seanagal had asked him to take none but the last one that would
come out. When the last one came out, he said, "This is mine." He
went with her, and when they were a bit from the house, her form
altered, and she is the loveliest woman that was on earth. The king
was going home full of joy at getting such a charming
woman.

He reached the house,
and he went to rest. If it was early that the day arose, it was
earlier than that that the king arose to go to game with the
Gruagach. "I must absolutely go to game against the Gruagach
to-day," said he to his wife. "Oh!" said she, "that's my father,
and if thou goest to game with him, take nothing for the stake of
thy play but the dun shaggy filly that has the stick saddle on
her."

The king went to
encounter the Gruagach, and surely the blessing of the two to each
other was not beyond what it was before. "Yes!" said the Gruagach,
how did thy young bride please thee yesterday?" "She pleased
fully." "Hast thou come to game with me to-day?" "I came." They
began at the gaming, and the king won from the Gruagach on that
day. "Lift the stake of thy gaming, and be sharp about it." "The
stake of my gaming is the dun shag, filly on which is the stick
saddle."

They went away
together. They reached the dun shaggy filly. He took her out from
the stable, and the king put his leg over her and she was the swift
heroine! He went home. His wife had her hands spread before him,
and they were cheery together that night. "I would rather myself,"
said his wife, "that thou shouldest not go to game with the
Gruagach any more, for if he wins he will put trouble on thy head."
"I won't do that," said he, "I will
go to play with him to-day."

He went to play with
the Gruagach. When he arrived, he thought the Gruagach was seized
with joy. "Hast thou come?" he said. "I came." They played the
game, and, as a cursed victory for the king, the Gruagach won that
day. "Lift the stake of thy game," said the young king of Easaidh
Ruadh, "and be not heavy on me, for I cannot stand to it." "The
stake of my play is," said he, "that I lay it as crosses and as
spells on thee, and as the defect of the year, that the cropped
rough-skinned creature, more uncouth and unworthy than thou
thyself, should take thy head, and thy neck, and thy life's look
off, if thou dost not get for Me the GLAIVE OF LIGHT of the king of
the oak windows." The king went home, heavily, poorly, gloomily.
The young queen came meeting him, and she said to him, "Mohrooai!
my pity! there is nothing with thee tonight." Her face and her
splendour gave some pleasure to the king when he looked on her
brow, but when he sat on a chair to draw her towards him, his heart
was so heavy that the chair broke under him.

"What ails thee, or
what should ail thee, that thou mightest not tell it to me?" said
the queen. The king told how it happened. "Ha!" said she, "what
should'st thou mind, and that thou hast the best wife in Erin, and
the second best horse in Erin. If thou takest my advice, thou wilt
come (well) out of all these things yet."

If it was early that
the day came, it was earlier than that that the queen arose, and
she set order in everything, for the king was about to go on his
journey. She set in order the dun shaggy filly, on which was the
stick saddle, and though he saw it as wood, it was full of
sparklings with gold and silver. He got on it; the queen kissed
him, and she wished him victory of battlefields. "I need not be
telling thee anything. Take thou the advice of thine own she
comrade, the filly, and she will tell thee what thou shouldest do."
He set out on his journey, and it was not dreary to be on the dun
steed.

She would catch the
swift March wind that would be before, and the swift March wind
would not catch her. They came at the mouth of dusk and lateness,
to the court and castle of the king of the oak windows.

Said the dun shaggy
filly to him, "We are at the end of the journey, and we have not to
go any further; take my advice, and I will take thee where the
sword of light of the king of the oak windows is, and if it comes
with thee without scrape or creak, it is a good mark on our
journey. The king is now at his dinner, and the sword of light is
in his own chamber. There is a knob on its end, and when thou
catchest the sword, draw it softly out of the window 'case.'" He
came to the window where the sword was. He caught the sword and it
came with him softly till it was at its point, and then it gave a
sort of a "sgread." "We will now be going," said the filly. "It is
no stopping time for us. I know the king has felt us taking the
sword out." He kept his sword in his hand, and they went away, and
when they were a bit forward, the filly said, "We will stop now,
and look thou whom thou seest behind thee." "I see" said he, "a
swarm of brown horses coming madly." "We are swifter ourselves than
these yet," said the filly. They went, and when they were a good
distance forward, "Look now," said she; "whom seest thou coming?"
"I see a swarm of black horses, and. one white-faced black horse,
and he is coming and coming in madness, and a man on him." "That is
the best horse in Erin; it is my brother, and he got three months
more nursing than I, and he will come past me with a whirr, and try
if thou wilt be so ready, that when he comes past me, thou wilt
take the head off the man who is on him; for in the time of passing
he will look at thee, and there is no sword in his court wilt take
off his head but the very sword that is in thy hand." When this man
was going past, he gave his head a turn to look at him, he drew the
sword and he took his head off, and the shaggy dun filly caught it
in her mouth.

This was the king of
the oak windows. "Leap on the black horse," said she, "and leave
the carcass there, and be going home as fast as he will take thee
home, and I will be coming as best I may after thee." He leaped on
the black horse, and, "Moirë!" he was the swift hero, and they
reached the house long before day. The queen was without rest till
he arrived. They raised music, and they laid down woe. On the
morrow, he said, "I am obliged to go to see the Gruagach to-day, to
try if my spells will be loose." "Mind that it is not as usual the
Gruagach will meet thee. He will meet thee furiously, wildly, and
he will say to thee, didst thou get the sword? and say thou that
thou hast got it; he will say, how didst thou get it? and thou
shalt say, if it were not the knob that was on its end I had not
got it. He will ask thee again, how didst thou get the sword? and
thou wilt say, if it were not the knob that was on its end, I had
not got it. Then he will give himself a lift to look what knob is
on the sword, and thou wilt see a mole on the right side of his
neck, and stab the point of the sword in the mole; and if thou dost
not hit the mole, thou and I are done. His brother was the king of
the oak windows, and he knows that till the other had lost his
life, he would not part with the sword. The death of the two is in
the sword, but there is no other sword that will touch them but
it." The queen kissed him, and she called on victory of
battlefields (to be) with him, and he went away.

The Gruagach met him
in the very same place where he was before. "Didst thou get the
sword?" "I got the sword." "How didst thou get the sword?" "If it
were not the knob that was on its end I had not got it," said he.
"Let me see the sword." "It was not laid on me to let thee see it."
"How didst thou get the sword?" "If it were not the knob that was
on its end, I got it not." The Gruagach gave his head a lift to
look at the sword; he saw the mole; he was sharp and quick, and he
thrust the sword into the mole, and the Gruagach fell down
dead.

He returned home, and
when he returned home, he found his set of keepers and watchers
tied back to back, without wife, or horse, or sweetheart of his,
but was taken away.

When he loosed them,
they said to him, "A great giant came and he took away thy wife and
thy two horses." "Sleep will not come on mine eyes nor rest on mine
head till I get my wife and my two horses back." In saying this, he
went on his journey. He took the side that the track of the horses
was, and he followed them diligently. The dusk and lateness were
coming on him, and no stop did he make until he reached the side of
the green wood. He saw where there was the forming of the site of a
fire, and he thought that he would put fire upon it, and thus he
would put the night past there.

He was not long here
at the fire, when "CU SEANG" of the green wood came on
him.

He blessed the dog,
and the dog blessed him.

"Oov! oov!" said the
dog, "Bad was the plight of thy wife and thy two horses here last
night with the big giant." "It is that which has set me so pained
and pitiful on their track to-night; but there is no help for it."
"Oh! king," said the dog, "thou must not be without meat." The dog
went into the wood. He brought out creatures, and they made them
meat contentedly. "I rather think myself," said the king, "that I
may turn home; that I cannot go near that giant." "Don't do that,"
said the dog. "There's no fear of thee, king. Thy matter will grow
with thee. Thou must not be here without sleeping." "Fear will not
let me sleep without a warranty." "Sleep thou," said the dog, "and
I will warrant thee." The king let himself down, stretched out at
the side of the fire, and he slept. When the watch broke, the dog
said to him, "Rise up, king, till thou gettest a morsel of meat
that will strengthen thee, till thou wilt be going on thy journey.
Now," said the dog, "if hardship or difficulty comes on thee, ask
my aid, and I will be with thee in an instant." They left a
blessing with each other, and he went away. In the time of dusk and
lateness, he came to a great precipice of rock, and there was the
forming of the site of a fire.

He thought he would
gather dry fuel, and that he would set on fire. He began to warm
himself, and he was not long thus when the hoary hawk of the grey
rock came on him. "Oov! oov!" said she, "Bad was the plight of thy
wife and thy two horses last night with the big giant." "There is
no help for it," said be. "I have got much of their trouble and
little of their benefit myself." "Catch courage," said she. "Thou
wilt get something of their benefit yet. Thou must not be without
meat here," said she. There is no contrivance for getting meat,"
said he. "We will not be long getting meat," said the falcon. She
went, and she was not long when she came with three ducks and eight
blackcocks in her mouth. They set their meat in order, and they
took it. "Thou must not be without sleep," said the falcon. "How
shall I sleep without a warranty over me, to keep me from any one
evil that is here." "Sleep thou, king, and I will warrant thee." He
let himself down, stretched out, and he slept. In the morning, the
falcon set him on foot. "Hardship or difficulty that comes on thee,
mind, at any time, that thou wilt get my help." He went swiftly,
sturdily. The night was coming, and the little birds of the forest
of branching bushy trees, were talking about the briar roots and
the twig tops; and if they were, it was stillness, not peace for
him, till be came to the side of a great river that was there, and
at the bank of the river there was the forming of the site of a
fire. The king blew a heavy, little spark of fire. He was not long
here when there came as company for him the brown otter of the
river. "Och! och!" said the otter, "Bad was the plight of thy wife
and thy two horses last night with the giant." "There is no help
for it. I got much of their trouble and little of their benefit."
"Catch courage, before mid-day to-morrow thou wilt see thy wife.
Oh! king, thou must not be without meat," said the otter. "How is
meat to be got here?" said the king. The otter went through the
river, and she came and three salmon with her, that were splendid.
They made meat, and they took it. Said the otter to the king, "Thou
must sleep." How can I sleep without any warranty over me? Sleep
thou, and I will warrant thee." The king slept. In the morning, the
otter said to him, "Thou wilt be this night in presence of thy
wife." He left blessing with the otter. "Now," said the otter, "if
difficulty be on thee, ask my aid and thou shalt get it." The king
went till he reached a rock, and he looked down into a chasm that
was in the rock, and at the bottom he saw his wife and his two
horses, and he did not know how be should get where they were. He
went round till he came to the foot of the rock, and there was a
fine road for going in. He went in, and if he went it was then she
began crying. "Ud! ud!" said he, "this is bad! If thou art crying
now when I myself have got so much trouble coming about thee."
"Oo!" said the horses, "set him in front of us, and there is no
fear for him, till we leave this." She made meat for him, and she
set him to rights, and when they were a while together, she put him
in front of the horses. When the giant came, he said, "The smell of
the stranger is within." Says she, "My treasure! My joy and my
cattle! there is nothing but the smell of the litter of the
horses." At the end of a while he went to give meat to the horses,
and the horses began at him, and they all but killed him, and he
hardly crawled from them. "Dear thing," said she, "they are like to
kill thee." "If I myself had my soul to keep, it's long since they
had killed me," said he. "Where, dear, is thy soul? By the books I
will take care of it." "It is," said he, "in the Bonnach stone."
When he went on the morrow, she set the Bonnach stone in order
exceedingly. In the time of dusk and lateness, the giant came home.
She set her man in front of the horses. The giant went to give the
horses meat and they mangled him more and more. "What made thee set
the Bonnach stone in order like that?" said he. "Because thy soul
is in it." "I perceive that if thou didst know where my soul is,
thou wouldst give it much respect." "I would give (that)," said
she. "It is not there," said he, "my soul is; it is in the
threshold." She set in order the threshold finely on the morrow.
When the giant returned, he went to give meat to the horses, and
the horses mangled him more and more. "What brought thee to set the
threshold in order like that?" "Because thy soul is in it." "I
perceive if thou knewest where my soul is, that thou wouldst take
care of it." "I would take that," said she. "It is not there that
my soul is," said he. "There is a great flagstone under the
threshold. There is a wether under the flag. There is a duck in the
wether's belly, and an egg in the belly of the duck, and it is in
the egg that my soul is." When the giant went away on the morrow's
day, they raised the flagstone and out went the wether. "If I had
the slim dog of the greenwood, he would not be long bringing the
wether to me." The slim dog of the greenwood came with the wether
in his mouth. When they opened the wether, out was the duck on the
wing with the other ducks. "If I had the Hoary Hawk of the grey
rock, she would not be long bringing the duck to me." The Hoary
Hawk of the grey rock came with the duck in her mouth; when they
split the duck to take the egg from her belly, out went the egg
into the depth of the ocean. "If I had the brown otter of the
river, he would not be long bringing the egg to me." The brown
otter came and the ego, in her mouth, and the queen caught the egg,
and she crushed it between her two hands. The giant was coming in
the lateness, and when she crushed the egg, he fell down dead, and
he has never yet moved out of that. They took with them a great
deal of his gold and silver. They passed a cheery night with the
brown otter of the river, a night with the hoary falcon of the grey
rock, and a night with the slim dog of the greenwood. They came
home and they set in order "a CUIRM CURAIDH CRIDHEIL," a hearty
hero's feast, and they were lucky and well pleased after
that.

* * * * * *
*

Received
June 9, 1859.

An old man, of the
name of Angus MacQueen, who lived at Ballochroy, near Portaskaig,
in Islay, "who could recite Ossian's Poems," taught this more than
forty years ago (say 1820) to James Wilson, blind fiddler in Islay,
who recited it to Hector MacLean, schoolmaster of Islay.




* * * * * * * * * * *




Source: Popular Tales of the
West Highlands – Volume 1, originally published 1890
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 THE
STORY OF
GELERT

(AS CURRENT
IN ANGLESEA)

(a Welsh
Legend)




It was
somewhere about 1200, Prince Llewellyn had
a castle at Aber, just abreast of us here; indeed, parts of the
towers remain to this day. His consort was the Princess Joan; she
was King John's daughter. Her coffin remains with us to this day.
Llewellyn was a great hunter of wolves and foxes, for the hills of
Carnarvonshire were infested with wolves in those days, after the
young lambs.




Now the
prince had several hunting-houses--sorts of farm houses, one of
them was at the place now called Beth-Gelert, for the wolves were
very thick there at this time. Now the prince used to travel from
farm-house to farm-house with his family and friends, when going on
these hunting parties.




One season
they went hunting from Aber, and stopped at the house where
Beth-Gelert is now--it's about fourteen miles away. The prince had
all his hounds with him, but his favourite was Gelert, a hound who
had never let off a wolf for six years.




The prince
loved the dog like a child, and at the sound of his horn Gelert was
always the first to come bounding up. There was company at the
house, and one day they went hunting, leaving his wife and the
child, in a big wooden cradle, behind him at the
farm-house.




The hunting
party killed three or four wolves, and about two hours before the
word passed for returning home, Llewellyn missed Gelert, and he
asked his huntsmen:




"Where's Gelert? I don't see
him."




"Well, indeed, master, I've
missed him this half-hour."




And Llewellyn blew his horn,
but no Gelert came at the sound.




Indeed,
Gelert had got on to a wolves' track which led to the
house.




The prince sounded the return,
and they went home, the prince

lamenting Gelert. "He's sure to
have been slain--he's sure to have

been slain!
since he did not answer the horn. Oh, my Gelert!" And they
approached the house, and the prince went into the house, and saw
Gelert lying by the overturned cradle, and blood all about the
room.




"What! hast
thou slain my child?" said the prince, and ran his sword through
the dog.




After that he lifted up the
cradle to look for his child, and found

the body of a big wolf
underneath that Gelert had slain, and his

child was safe. Gelert had
capsized the cradle in the scuffle.




"Oh, Gelert!
Oh, Gelert!" said the prince, "my favourite hound, my favourite
hound! Thou hast been slain by thy master's hand, and in death thou
hast licked thy master's hand!" He patted the dog, but it was too
late, and poor Gelert died licking his master's hand.




Next day they
made a coffin, and had a regular funeral, the same as if it were a
human being; all the servants in deep mourning, and everybody. They
made him a grave, and the village was called after the dog,
Beth-Gelert--Gelert's Grave; and the prince planted a tree, and put
a gravestone of slate, though it was before the days of quarries.
And they are to be seen to this day.







* * * * * * * * * * *

Source:

Welsh Fairy Tales & Other
Stories, originally published 1894
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 Tom Tit
Tot

(an English Fairy
Tale)

ONCE upon a
time there was a woman, and she baked five
pies. And when they came out of the oven, they were that overbaked
the crusts were too hard to eat. So she says to her
daughter:

'Darter,' says she,
'put you them there pies on the shelf, and leave 'em there a
little, and they'll come again.' - She meant, you know, the crust
would get soft.

But the girl, she
says to herself: 'Well, if they'll come again, I'll eat 'em now.'
And she set to work and ate 'em all, first and last.

Well, come
supper-time the woman said: 'Go you, and get one o' them there
pies. I dare say they've come again now.'

The girl went and she
looked, and there was nothing but the dishes. So back she came and
says she: 'Noo, they ain't come again.'

'Not one of 'em?'
says the mother.

'Not one of' 'em,'
says she.

'Well, come again, or
not come again,' said the woman, 'I'll have one for
supper.'

'But you can't, if
they ain't come,' said the girl.

'But I can,' says
she. 'Go you, and bring the best of 'em.'

'Best or worst,' says
the girl, 'I've ate 'em all, and you can't have one till that's
come again.'

Well, the woman she
was done, and she took her spinning to the door to spin, and as she
span she sang:

'My darter ha' ate
five, five pies today.

My darter ha' ate five, five pies today.'

The king was coming
down the street, and he heard her sing, but what she sang he
couldn't hear, so he stopped and said:

'What was that you
were singing, my good woman?'

The woman was ashamed
to let him hear what her daughter had been doing, so she sang,
instead of that:

'My darter ha' spun
five, five skeins today.

My darter ha' spun five, five skeins today.'

'Stars o' mine!' said
the king, 'I never heard tell of anyone that could do that.' Then
he said: 'Look you here, I want a wife, and I'll marry your
daughter. But look you here,' says he, 'eleven months out of the
year she shall have all she likes to eat, and all the gowns she
likes to get, and all the company she likes to keep; but the last
month of the year she'll have to spin five skeins every day, and if
she don't I shall kill her.'

'All right,' says the
woman; for she thought what a grand marriage that was. And as for
the five skeins, when the time came, there'd be plenty of ways of
getting out of it, and likeliest, he'd have forgotten all about
it.

Well, so they were
married. And for eleven months the girl had all she liked to eat,
and all the gowns she liked to get, and all the company she liked
to keep.

But when the time was
getting over, she began to think about the skeins and to wonder if
he had 'em in mind. But not one word did he say about 'em, and she
thought he'd wholly forgotten 'em.

However, the last day
of the last month he takes her to a room she'd never set eyes on
before. There was nothing in it but a spinning-wheel and a stool.
And says he: 'Now, my dear, here you'll be shut in tomorrow with
some victuals and some flax, and if you haven't spun five skeins by
the night, your head'll go off.'

And away he went
about his business.

Well, she was that
frightened, she'd always been such a gatless girl, that she didn't
so much as know how to spin, and what was she to do tomorrow with
no one to come nigh her to help her? She sate down on a stool in
the kitchen, and law! how she did cry!

However, all of a
sudden she heard a sort of a knocking low down on the door. She
upped and oped it, and what should she see but a small little black
thing with a long tail. That looked up at her right curious, and
that said:

'What are you
a-crying for?'

'What's that to you?'
says she.

'Never you mind,'
that said, 'but tell me what you're a-crying for.'

'That won't do me no
good if I do,' says she.

'You don't know
that,' that said, and twirled that's tail round.

'Well,' says she,
'that won't do no harm, if that don't do no good,' and she upped
and told about the pies, and the skeins, and everything.

'This is what I'll
do,' says the little black thing. 'I'll come to your window every
morning and take the flax and bring it spun at night.'

'What's your pay?'
says she.

That looked out of
the corner of that's eyes, and that said:

'I'll give you three
guesses every night to guess my name, and if you haven't guessed it
before the month's up you shall be mine.'
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ell, she thought, she'd be sure to guess that's
name before the month was up. 'All right,' says she, 'I
agree.'
 'All right,' that says, and law! how that

twirled that's
tail.




Well, the next day,
her husband took her

into the room, and
there was the flax and

the day's
food.




'Now, there's the
flax,' says he, 'and if

that ain't spun up
this night, off goes your

head.' And then he
went out and locked

the door.

He'd hardly gone,
when there was a knocking against the window.

She upped and she
oped it, and there sure enough was the little old thing sitting on
the ledge.

'Where's the flax?'
says he.

'Here it be,' says
she. And she gave it to him.

Well, come the
evening a knocking came again to the window. She upped and she oped
it, and there was the little old thing with five skeins of flax on
his arm.

'Here it be,' says
he, and he gave it to her.

'Now, what's my
name?' says he.

'What, is that Bill?'
says she.

'Noo, that ain't,'
says he, and he twirled his tail. 'Is that Ned?' says
she.

'Noo, that ain't,'
says he, and he twirled his tail. 'Well, is that Mark?' says
she.

'Noo, that ain't,'
says he, and he twirled his tail harder, and away he
flew.

Well, when her
husband came in, there were the five skeins ready for him. 'I see I
shan't have to kill you tonight, my dear,' says he; 'you'll have
your food and your flax in the morning,' says he, and away he
goes.

Well, every day the
flax and the food were brought, and every day that there little
black impet used to come mornings and evenings. And all the day the
girl sate trying to think of names to say to it when it came at
night. But she never hit on the right one. And as it got towards
the end of the month, the impet began to look so maliceful, and
that twirled that's tail faster and faster each time she gave a
guess.

At last it came to
the last day but one. The impet came at night along with the five
skeins, and that said:

'What, ain't you got
my name yet?'

'Is that Nicodemus?'
says she.

'Noo, 't ain't,' that
says.

'Is that Sammle?'
says she.

'Noo, 't ain't,' that
says.

'A-well, is that
Methusalem?' says she.

'Noo, 't ain't that
neither,' that says.

Then that looks at
her with that's eyes like a coal of fire, and that says: 'Woman,
there's only tomorrow night, and then you'll be mine!' And away it
flew.

Well, she felt that
horrid. However, she heard the king coming along the passage. In he
came, and when he sees the five skeins, he says, says
he:

'Well, my dear,' says
he. 'I don't see but what you'll have your skeins ready tomorrow
night as well, and as I reckon I shan't have to kill you, I'll have
supper in here tonight.' So they brought supper, and another stool
for him, and down the two sate.

Well, he hadn't eaten
but a mouthful or so, when he stops and begins to laugh.

'What is it?' says
she.

'A-why,' says he, 'I
was out a-hunting today, and I got away to a place in the wood I'd
never seen before. And there was an old chalk-pit. And I heard a
kind of a sort of humming. So I got off my hobby, and I went right
quiet to the pit, and I looked down. Well, what should there be but
the funniest little black thing you ever set eyes on. And what was
that doing, but that had a little spinning-wheel, and that was
spinning wonderful fast, and twirling that's tail. And as that span
that sang:

'Nimmy nimmy
not

My name's Tom Tit Tot.'

Well, when the girl
heard this, she felt as if she could have jumped out of her skin
for joy, but she didn't say a word.

Next day that there
little thing looked so maliceful when he came for the flax. And
when night came she heard that knocking against the window panes.
She oped the window, and that come right in on the ledge. That was
grinning from ear to ear, and Oo! that's tail was twirling round so
fast.

'What's my name?'
that says, as that gave her the skeins.

'Is that Solomon?'
she says, pretending to be afeard.

'Noo, 'tain't,' that
says, and that came further into the room.

'Well, is that
Zebedee?' says she again.

'Noo, 'tain't,' says
the impet. And then that laughed and twirled that's tail till you
couldn't hardly see it.

'Take time, woman,'
that says; 'next guess, and you're mine.' And that stretched out
that's black hands at her.
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ell, she backed a step or two, and she looked at
it, and then she laughed out, and says she, pointing her finger at
it:
 'Nimmy nimmy not

Your name's Tom Tit Tot.'

Well, when that heard
her, that

gave an awful shriek
and away

that flew into the
dark, and she

never saw it any
more.






* * * * * * * * * * *
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 Lawkamercyme

(a rhyming tale from
Olde England)
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There was an
old woman, as I've heard tell,

She went to the market her eggs for to sell;

She went to the market, all on a market-day,

And she fell asleep on the king's highway.

There came by a
pedlar, whose name was Stout,

He cut her petticoats round about;

He cut her petticoats up to the knees,

Which made the old woman to shiver and freeze.

When this old woman
first did wake,

She began to shiver, and she began to shake;

She began to wonder, and she began to cry --

'Lawkamercyme, this is none of I!

'But if it bet, as I
do hope it be,

I've a little dog at home, and he'll know me;

If it be I, he'll wag his little tail,

And if it be not I, he'll loudly bark and wail.'






Home went the little
woman, all in the dark;

Up got the little dog, and he began to bark;

He began to bark, so she began to cry --

'Lawkamercyme, this is none of I !'




* * * * * * * * * * *




Source: More English Fairy
Tales, originally published 1894

ISBN-13: 978-1-907256-09-7

http://www.abelapublishing.com/moreenglishtales.html






[image: tmp_006afd7f5d36ecf49fcb0aaa10abb319_Fl2jLM_html_4b1e6dbf.jpg]

 


 THE
PERFIDIOUS VIZIER

(an Arabian tale)






A king
of former times had an
only son, whom he contracted in marriage to the daughter of another
king. But the damsel, who was endowed with great beauty, had a
cousin who had sought her in marriage, and had been rejected;
wherefore he sent great presents to the vizier of the king just
mentioned, requesting him to employ some stratagem by which to
destroy his master’s son, or to induce him to relinquish the
damsel. The vizier consented. Then the father of the damsel sent to
the king’s son, inviting him to come and introduce himself to his
daughter, to take her as his wife; and the father of the young man
sent him with the treacherous vizier, attended by a thousand
horsemen, and provided with rich presents. When they were
proceeding over the desert, the vizier remembered that there was
near unto them a spring of water called Ez-zahra, and that
whosoever drank of it, if he were a man, became a woman. He
therefore ordered the troops to alight near it, and induced the
prince to go thither with him. When they arrived at the spring, the
king’s son dismounted from his courser, and washed his hands, and
drank; and lo! He became a woman; whereupon he cried out and wept
until he fainted. The vizier asked him what had befallen him, so
the young man informed him; and on hearing his words, the vizier
affected to be grieved for him, and wept. The king’s son then sent
the vizier back to his father to inform him of this event,
determining not to proceed nor to return until his affliction
should be removed from him, or until he should
die.

He remained by the
fountain during a period of three days and nights, neither eating
nor drinking, and on the fourth night there came to him a horseman
with a crown upon his head, appearing like one of the sons of the
kings. This horseman said to him, “Who brought you, O young man,
unto this place?” So the young man told him his story; and when the
horseman heard it, he pitied him, and said to him, “The vizier of
thy father is the person who hath thrown thee into this calamity;
for no one of mankind knoweth of this spring excepting one man.”
Then the horseman ordered him to mount with him. He therefore
mounted; and the horseman said to him, “Come with me to my abode:
for thou art my guest this night.” The young man replied, “Inform
me who thou art before I go with thee.” And the horseman said, I am
the son of a king of the Jinn, and thou art son of a king of
mankind. And now, be of good heart and cheerful eye on account of
that which shall dispel thine anxiety and thy grief, for it is unto
me easy.”

So the young man
proceeded with him from the commencement of the day, forsaking his
troops and soldiers (whom the vizier had left at their
halting-place), and ceased not to travel on with his conductor
until midnight, when the son of the king of the Jinn said to him,
“Knowest thou what space we have traversed during this period?” The
young man answered him, “I know not.” The son of the king of the
Jinn said, “We have traversed a space of a year’s journey to him
who travelleth with diligence.” So the young man wondered thereat,
and asked, “How shall I return to my family?” The other answered,
“This is not thine affair. It is my affair; and when thou shalt
have recovered from thy misfortune, thou shalt return to thy family
in less time than the twinkling of an eye, for to accomplish that
will be to me easy.” The young man, on hearing these words from the
Jinnee, almost flew with excessive delight. He thought that the
event was a result of confused dreams, and said, “Extolled be the
perfection of him who is able to restore the wretched, and render
him prosperous!” They ceased not to proceed until morning, when
they arrived at a verdant, bright land, with tall trees, and
warbling birds, and gardens of surpassing beauty, and fair palaces;
and thereupon the son of the king of the Jinn alighted from his
courser, commanding the young man also to dismount. He therefore
dismounted, and the Jinnee took him by the hand, and they entered
one of the palaces, where the young man beheld an exalted king and
a sultan of great dignity, and he remained with them that day,
eating and drinking, until the approach of night. Then the son of
the king of the Jinn arose and mounted with him, and they went
forth, and proceeded during the night with diligence until the
morning. And lo! They came to a black land, not inhabited,
abounding with black rocks and stones, as though it were a part of
hell; whereupon the son of the king of men said to the Jinnee,
“What is the name of this land?” And he answered, “It is called the
Dusky Land, and belongeth to one of the kings of the Jinn, whose
name is Zu-l-Jenáheyn. None of the kings can attack him, nor doth
any one enter his territory unless by his permission, so stop in
thy place while I ask his permission.” Accordingly the young man
stopped, and the Jinn was absent from him for a while, and then
returned to him; and they ceased not to proceed until they came to
a spring flowing from black mountains. The Jinnee said to the young
man, “Alight.” He therefore alighted from his courser, and the
Jinnee said to him, “Drink of this spring.”

The young prince
drank of it, and immediately became again a man, as he was at
first, by the power of God (whose name be exalted!), whereat he
rejoiced with great joy, not to be exceeded. And he said to the
Jinn, “O my brother, what is the name of this spring?” The Jinnee
answered, “It is called the Spring of the Women: no woman drinketh
of it but she becometh a man; therefore praise God, and thank Him
for thy restoration, and mount thy courser.” So the king’s son
prostrated himself, thanking God (whose name be exalted I). Then he
mounted, and they journeyed with diligence during the rest of the
day until they had returned to the land of the Jinnee, and the
young man passed the night in his abode in the most comfortable
manner; after which they ate and drank until the next night, when
the son of the king of the Jinn said to him, “Dost thou desire to
return to thy family this night?” The young man answered, “Yes.” So
the son of the king of the Jinn called one of his father’s slaves,
whose name was Rájiz, and said to him, “Take this young man hence,
and carry him upon thy shoulders, and let not the dawn overtake him
before he is with his father-in-law and his wife.” The slave
replied, “I hear and obey, and with feelings of love and honour
will I do it.”

Then the slave
absented himself for a while, and approached in the form of an
’Efreet. And when the young man saw him his reason fled, and he was
stupefied; but the son of the king of the Jinn said to him, “No
harm shall befall thee. Mount thy courser. Ascend upon his
shoulders.” The young man then mounted upon the slave’s shoulders,
and the son of the king of the Jinn said to him, “Close thine
eyes.” So he closed his eyes, and the slave flew with him between
heaven and earth, and ceased not to fly along with him while the
young man was unconscious, and the last third of the night came not
before he was on the top of the palace of his father-in-law. Then
the ’Efreet said to him, “Alight.” He therefore alighted. And the
’Efreet said to him, “Open thine eyes; for this is the palace of
thy father-in-law and his daughter.” Then he left him and departed.
And as soon as the day shone, and the alarm of the young man
subsided, he descended from the roof of the palace; and when his
father-in-law beheld him, he rose to him and met him, wondering at
seeing him descend from the top of the palace, and he said to him,
“We see other men come through the doors, but thou comest down from
the sky.” The young man replied, “What God (whose perfection be
extolled, and whose name be exalted!) desired hath happened.” And
when the sun rose, his father-in-law ordered his vizier to prepare
great banquets, and the wedding was celebrated; the young man
remained there two months, and then departed with his wife to the
city of his father. But as to the cousin of the damsel, he perished
by reason of his jealousy and envy.






 
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 The
Magic of the Old Monk

(a tale from East
Turkestan)




told by
ASYRMA-WANDA (1911)

 







Once upon a
time two monks were travelling. While they
were walking, they got at a place, and stayed there. As they were
staying, it became noon. They drank tea.

      After they had drunk the tea, the young monk
said to the old monk: "Do you know an illusion trick?"

      Thereupon the old one said: "Look outside of
the house."

      He looked outside. A white horse was standing
there. Thereupon he took a bridle from the pole. He took it and
bridled the horse. He bridled it and mounted. He mounted it and
while galloping, he got at a place.

      Thereupon, after he got at a place, after he
got at the shore of a water, the horse lay down. The horse died at
the water side. On the horse's head was a tick. As it was sitting
there, he plucked the tick off. His horse had died, the one bridle
vanished.

      Thereupon this monk, the monk became hungry.
He did not know where to go.

      Suddenly a woman came out from the water.
After she had come out, she said: "I do not have a husband. Be my
husband!" she said to this monk.

      Thereupon he went, and three years passed. In
the water, several children were born.

      Then one day, this monk took his youngest
child in his arms and went to the water side. He dropped the child
into the water. He dredged but could not dredge him up. Thereupon
he went back again and told his wife, and dredged together with his
wife. Afterwards the two eldest children came too. As they were
about to dredge for him at the water side, these two also fell into
the water.

      Then the woman had no more need of the monk.
"Beat it, wherever you want to go!" she said.

      He went again, and as he walked and walked, he
again got at the shore of the water, and pulled the bridle out. He
pulled it out, took the bridle along, and walked for three years.
He arrived at the place where he had been staying.

      He had slept just a little. He had fallen
asleep, and this monk was still sitting there. So what had he done?
The monk was drinking tea, and laughing. But he still stood here,
holding the bridle.




* * * * * * * * * * *
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 Gulambara and Sulambara

(a tale from
Georgia)

THERE was and there
was not at all, there was a blind monarch; all the doctors in the
kingdom had been applied to, but the king could not be
cured.

At last one doctor
said: ‘In a certain sea is a fish red as blood. If this is caught,
killed, and its blood sprinkled on your eyes, it may do good—the
light will come back into your eyes—if not, there can be no other
cure for you.’

Then the king
assembled every fisherman in his realm, and commanded: ‘Go wherever
it may be or may not be, catch such a fish as this, and I shall
give you a rich reward.’

Some time passed by.
An old fisherman caught just such a crimson fish, and took it to
the king. The king was asleep, and they did not dare to wake him,
so they put the fish into a basin full of water.

Just then his son
returned from his lessons. He saw the blood-red fish swimming in
the basin. He took it up in his hands, caressed it, and said: ‘What
do you want with the pretty fish in the basin?’ They said to him:
‘This is good for your father, it must be killed, its blood
sprinkled on his eyes, and he will regain his sight.’ ‘But is it
not a sin to kill it?’ asked the prince; and he took the fish out
to a stream in the meadow, and gave it freedom.

A little while after,
the king awoke; his viziers said to him: ‘An old fisherman brought
td you a blood-red fish, but your son, who had just returned from
his lessons, let it away.’

The king was very
angry, and sent his son from the house. ‘Go hence, I shall be well
when thou art no longer remembered in the kingdom; with my eyes I
cannot look upon thee, but never let me hear thine unpleasant voice
again.’ The boy was grieved, rose, and went away.

He went, he went, and
he knew not whither he went. On the way he saw a stream. He was
weary and sat down to rest on the bank. Behold, a boy of his own
age came out of the water. He came to the prince, greeted him, and
said: ‘Whence comest thou? And what troubles thee?’ The prince went
to him and told him all that had happened to him. His new
acquaintance said: ‘I also am discontented with my lot, so let us
become brothers, and live together.’ The prince agreed, and they
went on their way.

They travelled on
some distance, when they came to a town, and they dwelt there. When
the next day dawned, his adopted brother said to the prince: ‘Stay
thou at home, do not go out of doors, lest they eat thee, for such
is the custom here.’ The prince promised, and from morning until
night he sat indoors. The other boy was away in the town all day.
At twilight, when he came home, he had a handkerchief quite full of
provisions.

Several days slipped
by. The prince stayed in all day, and his brother brought the food
and drink. At last the prince said to himself: ‘This is shameful!
My adopted brother goes out and brings in food and drink. Why do I
not do something? What an idle fellow I am! I will go and do
something!’

And so it
happened that one day the king’s son went into the town; he
wandered here and there, and in one place saw his brother, who was
sitting cross-legged on the ground, at his feet was stretched a
pocket handkerchief, in his hand he held a chonguri (a stringed instrument),
which he played, and he chanted to it with a sweet voice. Whoever
passed by placed money in the handkerchief.

The king’s son
listened and listened, and said: ‘No, this must not be; this is not
my business.’ So he turned and went back.

Near there he saw a
tower. Outside was a wall, and on the top were arranged in rows
men’s heads: some were quite shrivelled up, some had an unpleasant
odour of decay, and some had just been placed there.

He looked and looked,
and could not understand what it meant. He asked a man: ‘Whose
tower is this, and why are men’s heads arranged in rows in this
way?’ He was told: ‘In this tower dwells a maiden beautiful as the
sun. Any king’s son may ask her in marriage. She asks him a
question: if he cannot answer it his head is cut off, but if he can
he may demand her in marriage. No one has yet been able to answer
her question.’

The prince thought
and thought, and said to himself: ‘I will go. I will ask this
maiden in marriage: I will know if this is my fate. What is to be
will be. What can she ask me that I shall not know?’ So he rose and
went.

He came to the
sunlike maiden and asked her in marriage. She answered: ‘It is
well, but first I have a question to ask thee; if thou canst
answer, then I am thine, if not, I shall cut off thy head.’ ‘So let
it be,’ said the prince. ‘I ask thee this, Who are Gulambara and
Sulambara?’ enquired the beautiful maiden. The king’s son said to
himself: ‘I know indeed that Gulambara and Sulambara are names of
flowers, but I never heard in all my life of human beings thus
named.’ He asked three days grace and went away.

He went home and told
his brother what had happened, and said: ‘If thou canst not help me
now, in three days I shall lose my head.’ His brother reproached
him, saying: ‘Did I not tell thee to stay indoors? This is a wicked
town.’ But then he comforted him, saying: ‘Go now, buy a pennyworth
of aromatic gum and a candle. I have a grandmother, I shall take
thee to her, and she will help thee. But at the moment when my
grandmother looks at us, give her the gum and the candle, or she
will eat thee.’

He bought the gum and
the candle, and they set out. The grandmother was standing in her
doorway; the prince immediately gave her the gum and the candle.
‘What is it? What is the matter with thee?’ enquired the
grandmother of the prince’s adopted brother. He came forward, and
told everything in detail. Then he added: ‘This is my good brother,
and certainly thou shouldst help him.’ ‘Very well,’ said the old
woman to the prince; ‘sit down on my back.’ The prince seated
himself on her back. The old woman flew up high, and then, in the
twinkling of an eye, she flew down into the depths.

She took him into a
town there, and went to the entrance of a bazaar. She pointed out a
shopkeeper and said: ‘Go and engage thyself as assistant to this
shopkeeper; but in the evening, when he leaves business and goes
home, tell him that he must take thee with him, and must not leave
thee in the shop. Where thou goest with him thou wilt learn the
story of Gulambara and Sulambara. Then when thou hast need of me,
whistle and I shall be there.’

The prince did
exactly as the old woman had instructed him; he went to the
butcher, as his assistant. At twilight, when the butcher spoke of
going home, the prince said to him: ‘Do not leave me here; I am a
stranger in this land. I am afraid; take me with thee.’ The butcher
objected strongly, but the prince entreated him until he
agreed.

The butcher went
home, and took the prince with him. They came to a wall, opened a
door, went in, and it closed. Inside that, was another wall; they
went through that, and it closed. They passed thus through nine
walls, and then they entered a house. The butcher opened a cupboard
door, took out a woman’s head, and then an iron whip. He put down
the decaying head and struck it. He struck and struck until the
head was completely gone.

When the prince saw
this he was astonished, and enquired: ‘Tell me, why do you strike
this head that is so mutilated, and whose head is this?’ The
butcher made answer: ‘I tell this to no one, this is my secret, but
if I do tell any one he must then lose his head.’ ‘I still wish to
know,’ said the prince. The butcher rose, took a sword, prepared
himself, and said to the prince. ‘I had a wife who was so lovely
that she excelled the sun; her name was Gulambara. I kept her under
these nine locks, and I took care of her so that not even the wind
of heaven blew on her. Whatever she asked me I gave her at once. I
loved her to distraction, and trusted her, and she told me that she
loved no one in the world but me. At that time I had an assistant
who was called Sulambara, and my wife loved him and deceived me.
Once I found them together, and seized them. I locked one in one
cupboard and the other in another. Whenever I came home from
business I went to the cupboards, and took out first one and then
the other, and beat them as hard as I could. I struck so hard that
Sulambara crumbled away yesterday, and only Gulambara’s head
remained, and that has just now crumbled away before thine
eyes.’

The story ended, he
took his sword and said to the prince: ‘Now I am going to fulfil my
threat, so come here and I shall cut off thy head.’ The prince
entreated him: ‘Give me a little time. I will go to the door and
pray to my God, and then do to me even as thou wishest.’ The
butcher thought: ‘It can do no harm to let him go to the door for a
short time, for he certainly cannot open the nine doors; let him
pray to his God and have his wish.’

The prince went to
the gate and whistled. Immediately the old woman flew down, took
him on her back, and flew off. The youth went to the town where the
beautiful maiden dwelt, and told the sunlike one the story of
Gulambara and Sulambara. The maiden was very much surprised; when
she had heard all, she agreed to marry him. They were married; she
collected all her worldly possessions, and set out with the prince
for his father’s kingdom.

When he came to the
brook, his adopted brother appeared before him, and said: ‘In thy
trouble I befriended thee, and now, when thou art happy, shall this
friendship cease? Whatever thou hast obtained has been by my
counsel, therefore thou shouldst share it with me.’ The prince
divided everything in halves, but still his adopted brother was not
pleased. ‘It is all very well to share this with me, whilst thou
hast the beautiful maiden.’ The prince arose and gave up his own
share of the goods.

 His adopted brother would not take it, and
spoke thus: ‘If thou holdest fast to our friendship thou shouldst
share with me this maiden, the most precious of thy possessions!’
As he said this he seized the maiden’s hand, bound her to a tree,
stretched forth his sword, and, as he was about to strike, a green
stream flowed from the terror-stricken maiden’s mouth. Again the
youth raised his sword. The same thing happened. A third time he
prepared to strike, with the same result. Then he came, unbound her
from the tree, gave her to the prince, and said: ‘Although this
maiden was beautiful, yet she was venomous, and, sooner or later,
would have killed thee. Now whatever poison was in her is
completely gone, so do not fear her in the slightest
degree. 1
Go! And God guide thee. As for these possessions,
they are thine; I do not want them. May God give thee His peace.’
From his pocket he took out a handkerchief, gave it to the prince,
and said: ‘Take this handkerchief with thee; when thou reachest
home wipe thy father’s eyes with it and he will see. I am the fish
that was in the basin, and thou didst set me free. Know, then, that
kindness of heart is never lost.’ So saying, the prince’s adopted
brother disappeared.

The prince remained
astonished. Before he had time to express his gratitude the young
man had suddenly disappeared. At last, when he had recovered
himself, he took his wife and went to his father. He laid the
handkerchief on the king’s eyes, and his sight came back to him.
When he saw his only son and his beautiful daughter-in-law his joy
was so great that his eyes filled with tears. His son sat down and
told him all that had happened since he left him.
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Footnotes

 
1 Cf. Paspati,
Études sur les Tchinghianés (Constantinople, 1870), p. 605, Conte
2me.
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Source: Georgian Folktales,
originally published 1894
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The Rabbi’s
Bogey-Man

(a Jewish Fairy Tale)

Rabbi Lion, of the ancient
city of Prague, sat in his study in the Ghetto looking very
troubled. Through the window he could see the River Moldau with the
narrow streets of the Jewish quarter clustered around the cemetery,
which still stands to-day, and where is to be seen this famous
plan’s tomb. Beyond the Ghetto rose the towers and spires of the
city, but just at that moment it was not the cruelty of the people
to the Jews that occupied the rabbi’s thoughts. He was unable to
find a servant, even one to attend the fire on the Sabbath for
him.

The truth was that the people
were a little afraid of the rabbi. He was a very learned man, wise
and studious, and a scientist; and because he did wonderful things
people called him a magician. His experiments in chemistry
frightened them. Late at nights they saw little spurts of blue and
red flame shine from his window, and they said that demons and
witches came at his beck and call. So nobody would enter his
service.

“If, as they
declare, I am truly a magician,” he said to himself, “why should I
not make for myself a servant, one that will tend the fire for me
on the Sabbath?”

He set to work on his novel
idea and in a few weeks had completed his mechanical creature, a
woman. She looked like a big, strong, labouring woman, and the
rabbi was greatly pleased with his handiwork.

“Now to endow
it with life,” he said.

Carefully, in the silence of
his mysterious study at midnight, he wrote out the Unpronounceable
Sacred Name of God on a piece of parchment. Then he rolled it up
and placed it in the mouth of the creature.

Immediately it sprang up and
began to move like a living thing. It rolled its eyes, waved its
arms, and nearly walked through the window. In alarm, Rabbi Lion
snatched the parchment from its mouth and the creature fell
helpless to the floor.

“I must be
careful,” said the rabbi. “It is a wonderful machine with its many
springs and screws and levers, and will be most useful to me as
soon as I learn to control it properly.”

All the people marvelled when
they saw the rabbi’s machine-woman running errands and doing many
duties, controlled only by his thoughts. She could do everything
but speak, and Rabbi Lion discovered that he must take the Name
from her mouth before he went to sleep. Otherwise, she might have
done mischief.

One cold Sabbath afternoon,
the rabbi was preaching in the synagogue and the little children
stood outside his house looking at the machine-woman seated by the
window. When they rolled their eyes she did, and at last they
shouted: “Come and play with us.”

She promptly jumped through
the window and stood among the boys and girls.

“We are
cold,” said one. “Canst thou make a fire for us?”

The creature was made to obey
orders, so she at once collected sticks and lit a fire in the
street. Then, with the children, she danced round the blaze in
great glee. She piled on all the sticks and old barrels she could
find, and soon the fire spread and caught a house. The children ran
away in fear while the fire blazed so furiously that the whole town
became alarmed. Before the flames could be extinguished, a number
of houses had been burned down and much damage done. The creature
could not be found, and only when the parchment with the Name,
which could not burn, was discovered amid the ashes, was it known
that she had been destroyed in the conflagration.

The Council of the city was
indignant when it learned of the strange occurrence, and Rabbi Lion
was summoned to appear before King Rudolf.

“What is this
I hear,” asked his majesty. “Is it not a sin to make a living
creature?”

“It had no
life but that which the Sacred Name gave it,” replied the
rabbi.

“I understand
it not,” said the king. “Thou wilt be imprisoned and must make
another creature, so that I may see it for myself. If it is as thou
sayest, thy life shall be spared. If not—if, in truth, thou
profanest God’s sacred law and makest a living thing, thou shalt
die and all thy people shall be expelled from this
city.”

Rabbi Lion at once set to
work, and this time made a man, much bigger than the woman that had
been burned.

“As your
majesty sees,” said the rabbi, when his task was completed, “it is
but a creature of wood and glue with springs at the joints. Now
observe,” and he put the Sacred Name in its mouth.

Slowly the creature rose to
its feet and saluted the monarch who was so delighted that he
cried: “Give him to me, rabbi.”

“That cannot
be,” said Rabbi Lion, solemnly. “The Sacred Name must not pass from
my possession. Otherwise the creature may do great damage again.
This time I shall take care and will not use the man on the
Sabbath.”

The king saw the wisdom of
this and set the rabbi at liberty and allowed him to take the
creature to his house. The Jews looked on in wonderment when they
saw the creature walking along the street by the side of Rabbi
Lion, but the children ran away in fear, crying: “The
bogey-man.”

The rabbi exercised caution
with his bogey-man this time, and every Friday, just before Sabbath
commenced, he took the name from its mouth so as to render it
powerless.

It became more wonderful every
day, and one evening it startled the rabbi from a doze by beginning
to speak.

“I want to be
a soldier,” it said, “and fight for the king. I belong to the king.
You made me for him.”

“Silence,”
cried Rabbi Lion, and it had to obey. “I like not this,” said the
rabbi to himself. “This monster must not become my master, or it
may destroy me and perhaps all the Jews.”

He could not help but wonder
whether the king was right and that it must be a sin to create a
man. The creature not only spoke, but grew surly and disobedient,
and yet the rabbi hesitated to break it up, for it was most useful
to him. It did all his cooking, washing and cleaning, and three
servants could not have performed the work so neatly and
quickly.

One Friday afternoon when the
rabbi was preparing to go to the synagogue, he heard a loud noise
in the street.

“Come
quickly,” the people shouted at his door. “Your bogey-man is trying
to get into the synagogue.”

Rabbi Lion rushed out in a
state of alarm. The monster had slipped from the house and was
battering down the door of the synagogue.

“What art
thou doing?” demanded the rabbi, sternly.

“Trying to
get into the synagogue to destroy the scrolls of the Holy Law,”
answered the monster. “Then wilt thou have no power over me, and I
shall make a great army of bogey-men who shall fight for the king
and kill all the Jews.”

“I will kill
thee first,” exclaimed Rabbi Lion, and springing forward he
snatched the parchment with the Name so quickly from the creature’s
mouth that it collapsed at his feet a mass of broken springs and
pieces of wood and glue.

For many years afterward these
pieces were shown to visitors in the attic of the synagogue when
the story was told of the rabbi’s bogey-man.
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The monster was battering down
the door of the synagogue.
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he ‘Bogey-Man’ of this story is, of course, the famous ‘Golem,’ the
folkloric predecessor of such famous literary artificial life-forms
as the Dr. Frankenstein’s monster.
* * * * * * * * * *

Source: Jewish Fairytales and
Legends,

originally published 1919
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 The story of the boy and the old woman, and
how the wasp got his small waist

(a Hausa story from
West Africa)

This tale is about a
bush-burning. A story, a story. Let it go, let it come.

A chief gave
permission for the grass to be burned. They went all round but did
not see anything (game) until all the grass was burned. Then a
certain bad boy saw a hole and dug (there); he did not see
anything. But an old woman came out, and on her emerging she
screamed (with rage) and said, 'The chief has set fire to the bush;
(hitherto) whosoever has seen this hole has passed on, and now you
must dig it up. To-day you will see.'

Then she sprang on
the boy, but the boy struck her with his axe. Up she leaped and
turned into a hawk, and when she was about to swoop down on him he
shot at her; and so (they fought on) until she got the better of
him. He ran away. (As) he ran he came across a wasp, he was weaving
cloth. Then the wasp said, 'Where are you going?' He said, 'An old
woman chased me.' Then the wasp said, 'Sit here (till) she comes.'
So the boy sat down.

He was there when the
old woman came sure enough, and she sprang to catch the boy; but
the wasp swallowed her. He lifted a single thread and gave it to
the boy (and) said he must tie it round his middle. So the boy tied
him up, until his back was almost cut in two. That is the origin of
what you see; the wasp's belly is big, the old woman is inside. His
back, which has become a thread, the boy bound it at the middle,
behind.

That is all. Off with
the rat's head. The rat will not eat my head, rather will I eat
(its) head, son of a worthless fellow.










* * * * * * * * * * *
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 Twas the Night before Christmas

(a Viking “translation” of a
Victorian poem)




Twas
the night before Christmas and all through the Hall

Not a creature was stirring,
not warrior nor thrall.

And I in my armour, my shield
and my helm

Was drunker than anyone else in
the Realm.




I
staggered upstairs and fell into bed

While four quarts of mead were
ablaze in my head.

Then up from below came the
sounds of a brawl

So I grabbed up my axe and ran
down to the Hall.




I
missed the last step and crashed down in a heap

Thinking, "Why can't those
low-lifes downstairs go to sleep!"

When what to my wondering eyes
should appear

But two brawny strangers,
wielding mallet and spear.




I
said to myself, "We'll soon have them beat!"

Then I noticed ten warriors
laid out at their feet.

I gave out a yell and leapt
into the fray...

I'll always regret my poor
choice that day.




For
the one laid his hammer to the side of my nose

And up, up, up to the rafters I
rose.

Then came a lone frightened
voice from the floor,

"Those are no mortal warriors
-- that's Odin and Thor!"




Then
they looked at each other and they said, "Battle's done.

Now they know who we are, it no
longer is fun."

Then Thor raised his hammer,
and his elbow he bent,

And with a loud crash, through
the ceiling they went.








I
crawled through the Hall and flung open the door,

Not really sure that I'd seen
them before.

The snow bathed in starlight,
the moon like a glede,

I saw them ride off on an
eight-legged steed.




And I
heard them exclaim, 'ere they flew out of sight,







"TO HELA WITH
CHRISTMAS,




WE JUST LOVE
A GOOD FIGHT!"













* * * * * * * * * * *
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Australasia

Britain & Europe

Celtic

Eastern Europe & the Middle
East

The East & Far East

Anthologies




AFRICAN

SPECIMENS OF
BUSHMAN FOLKLORE.

This 260 page volume contains
84 stories about Bushman myths and legends, including
interpretations of the natural world, animal fables, the story of
the first man, and customs, superstitions, and more.

www.abelapublishing.com/bushman.html




YORUBA
LEGENDS

These 40 Yoruba legends from
West Africa relate to the adventures of men and animals, and try to
explain the mysteries of Nature.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Yoruba.html




MYTHS AND
LEGENDS OF THE BANTU (of Southern
Africa). Abantu is the Zulu word for 'the people'- in Sesuto batho,
and in Herero ovandu. It is a blanket for the great family of languages now known to

cover practically the whole
southern half of Africa. Within you will find over 200 stories
selected from this region.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/bantumyths.html
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AMERICAN INDIAN / NATIVE
AMERICAN

AMERICAN
INDIAN FAIRY TALES

17 American Indian fairy tales
originallypublished in 1895 and titled Snow Bird and the Water
Tiger and other American Indian Tales.

www.abelapublishing.com/indiantales.html




ACHOMAWI AND
ASTUGEWI MYTHS AND TALES

17 tales and myths from the
Achomawi and Atsugeni tribes of Northern California collected
during the summers of 1900 and 1903.

www.abelapublishing.com/achomawitales.html




OLD INDIAN
LEGENDS (Stories from the Dakotas) 14
tales collected during the late 1800’s from around campfires in the
Dakotas.

www.abelapublishing.com/indianlegends.html




INDIAN WHY
STORIES (Sparks from War Eagle’s Lodge
Fire) 22 “Why” stories from the Blackfeet, Chippewa, and Cree
tribes collected during the early 1900’s when the Northwest was
rapidly being settled.


http://www.abelapublishing.com/inidianwhystories.html




MAIDU
TEXTS

Folklore and mythology from the
Maidu people of the Central Sierra Nevada collected in the first
years of the 20th C. by Roland B Dixon.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Maidu.html




THE
TRADITIONS OF THE HOPI

(eBook only). A HOPI proverb
states “The one who tells the stories rules the world.” 110 Hopi
tales and legends are presented in this volume and were collected
in the by H. R. Voth, during the early part of the 20th C.

http://www.myebook.com/index.php?option=ebook&id=41193
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AUSTRALASIA




POLYNESIAN
MYTHOLOGY AND ANCIENT HISTORY OF THE (MAORI) NEW
ZEALANDERS

Compiled by Sir George Grey in
the 1830’s and 1840’s to help him understand the Maori culture and
to aid him in the governing of New Zealand.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/newzealand.html




AUSTRALIAN
LEGENDARY TALES

This is still one of the best
collections of Australian Aboriginal folklore written for a popular
audience. The stories are retold with integrity, and are not
filtered. The style of this book reflects Victorian sentimentality
and, an occasional tinge of racism that may not sit well with some
modern readers.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/OzTales.html
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BRITISH & EUROPEAN




POPULAR
TALES OF THE WEST HIGHLANDS VOL. 2 - contains thirty ursgeuln, or tales, fifty riddles plus a few
extra stories collected by J F Cambell or “John of Islay” in the
1800’s.

www.abelapublishing.com/populartales2.html




LEGENDS AND
POPULAR TALES OF THE BASQUE PEOPLE (of
Spain)

A collection of Basque legends,
fairy tales, ballads, and popular stories which formed a portion of
the sacred inheritance bequeathed to the Basque people, handed down
by word of mouth from generation to generation.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Basque.html







OLD PETER’S
RUSSIAN TALES

This is a book of Russian
folklore retold for young people and the young at heart. The tales
are a good sampling of Slavic märchen. This is a book written far
away in Russia, for English children who play in deep lanes with
wild roses above them in the high hedges, or by the small singing
becks that dance down the gray fells at home.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Russian.html




THE CHILDREN
OF ODIN: The Book of Northern Myths.
Viking Myths and Legends written by Padriac Colum especially
for children which has enthralled the young, and the young at
heart, for countless generations.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Odin.html

POPULAR
TALES OF THE NORSE

A classic collection of
Scandinavian folklore. This is not about Norse mythology per se but
rather, this is a volume that is more fairy and less Viking in
nature. This is an anthology of folk tales, similar to those
published by the Grimm Brothers.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/norsetales.html




WONDER TALES
FROM BALTIC WIZARDS

The selections in this book come
from German and English sources. In this volume you will find tales
of Enchantments, Wizards, Witches, Magic Spells, Nixy Queens,
Giants, Fairy White Reindeer, and glittering Treasures from the
Baltic Lands -- Lapland, Finland, Estonia, Latvia, and
Lithuania.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/baltictales.html
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CELTIC

CELTIC FAIRY
TALES.

A book of 26
stories from around Wales and Ireland infused with a flavour that
is uniquely Celtic. In the author’s own words, “The Celts went forth to battle, but they always fell. Yet
the

captive Celt
has enslaved his captor in the realm of
imagination.”

http://www.abelapublishing.com/celtic.html




MORE CELTIC
FAIRY TALES

20 more
Celtic tales selected from those which are common both to Erin and Alba.


www.abelapublishing.com/morecelticfairytales.html



LEGENDS AND
STORIES OF IRELAND.

Twenty-three Irish myths, prominently featuringthe
legends of Fin MacCumhail and other magical stories from the
Emerald Isle.

www.abelapublishing.com/irishfolklore.html




CELTIC
WONDER TALES

12 more tales of Celtic magic,
fairies, folklore and legend from the Emerald Isle written
especially for children aged 7 to 12.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/CelticWonder.html
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EASTERN EUROPEAN AND THE
MIDDLE EAST




The second
volume of GYPSY FOLK TALES
has Gypsy tales and Stories from Transylvania,
Slovakia, Moravia, Bohemia Poland, England, Wales and
Scotland.

www.abelapublishing.com/gypsytales.html





ARMENIAN POETRY &
LEGENDS

84 poems and
legends from Armenia dating back 1400 years to AD 400 collected,
illustrated and published by Zabelle C.
Boyajian

www.abelapublishing.com/armenia.html




FORTY-FOUR
TURKISH FAIRY TALES

Gathered by Dr. Ignacz Kunos and
exquisitely illustrated by Willy Pogany This
volume is a treasure chest of classic Eastern tales drawing on the
rich folklore of Turkey.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/FortyFourTales.html







[image: tmp_006afd7f5d36ecf49fcb0aaa10abb319_Fl2jLM_html_m7252b288.png]

THE EAST & FAR EAST




JATAKA
TALES

The Jatakas, or birth-stories,
form one of Buddhism's sacred books. Carved railings around the
relic shrines of Sanchi in Madhya Pradesh and Amaravati in Andhra
Pradesh indicate that the birth-stories

were widely known in the third century B.C.

www.abelapublishing.com/jataka.html




INDIAN FAIRY
TALES

27 tales from
the home of the fairy tale. Selected from
the best from the Jatakas, the Bidpai, the Tales of the Sun, the
Baluchi folk-tales, and the folk-tales of Kashmir and
India.

www.abelapublishing.com/indian.html




A HUNDRED
VERSES FROM OLD JAPAN

An English translation of the
Hyakunin-isshiu being 100 verses from old Japan stretching back to
AD 900.


www.abelapublishing.com/100versesfromoldjapan.html





TIBETAN FOLK
TALES

49 Tibetan folk tales
collected by A. L. Shelton during his time in Tibet in the early
1900’s.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/tibetan.html







PHILIPPINE
FOLK STORIES

A small volume of 14 unique folk
stories from the Philippines collected in the early part of the
20th C.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Philippine.html
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ANTHOLOGIES AND
COMPILATIONS




TOWER
LEGENDS

Ten legends of ancient towers
from around the world. From the Pharos Lighthouse in Alexandria to
the Tower of Ardmore in Ireland to the Porcelain Pagoda in
China.

http://www.abelapublishing.com/Towers.html
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Be sure to visit our collection
of over 20

Viking and
Icelandic

Sagas Myths and Legends and some
Viking Fiction at:




http://www.abelapublishing.com/VikingandIcelandicTales.html
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We also encourage you to
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33% of the publisher’s profit
from




“Folk-lore,
Fairy Tales, Myths and Legends from Around the
World”




is donated to charities for
educational scholarships

for the underprivileged







* * * * * *







YESTERDAYS BOOKS

FOR

TOMORROWS EDUCATIONS







Visit our webpage at




www.AbelaPublishing.com 
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SPECIAL
RELEASE




A Compendium of Rare, Olde and
Forgotten Faerie Stories

A Children in Need
Fundraiser
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ISBN: 978-1-907256-29-5

www.ChildrenInNeedBook.com




£1.60 from every book sold is
donated to Children in Need
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