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THE FROG PRINCE AND FAITHFUL HENRY. 

a : N olden times, when people could have “by wishing, 

= ahh) there lived a king whose daughters were all beautiful ; 

but the youngest one was so lovely that even the sun him- 

self, who had looked upon many beautiful things, was filled 
with admiration every time he shone upon her face. 

Close by the king’s castle lay a large, 

dark forest, and in the midst of this, under 

an old linden, was a deep pool or spring. 

One day when it was very warm, the little 
princess went out into 

the woods and sat down 

by the cool spring. When 

she became tired of the 

quiet, she took out a 

golden ball, her favorite 

plaything, and began to 

toss it into the air and 

catch it again. Now it 

happened that the ball 
missed her hands, and 

falling upon the ground, 

rolled down into the 

water. The little prin-- 

cess tried to follow it 
with her eyes, but the 

spring was deep--so deep 

that no one could see to 

the bottom--and the ball 

disappeared. 

Then she began to 

weep, her cries grew 

    

        

   

                                          

   

   

 



THE FROG PRINCE AND FAITHFUL HENRY. 

louder and louder, and it seemed as if nothing 

would ever comfort her. Suddenly some one 

called to her; ‘Little princess, what is the 

matter? your cries would move a stone to 

pity.” She looked around whence the voice 
came, and saw a frog stretching his thick ugly 

head out of the water. 

“Qh, it is you, is it, old water-paddler ? 

““T am crying because my ball has fallen 

into the water.” 

*“Be quiet, and do not cry,” answered the 
frog. “can get your plaything for you. But 

what will you give me if I will bring it to you 

again?” 

* Whatever you wish, dear frog,” she answer- 

ed, ‘‘my dresses, my pearls and jewels, and 

even the golden crown on my head.” 

But the frog replied: ‘‘I do not care for your 
dresses, your pearls and jewels, and your golden 

crown. But if you will love me, and let me be 

your companion and playmate ; if you will let 

me sit at the table with you, eat from your plate 

and drink from your golden cup, and sleep in 

your little bed ; if you will promise me all this, 

I will dive down into the water and bring up 

your golden ball to you.” 
“Oh, yes!” she answered, ‘I promise you 

everything you ask, if you will only bring me 
my ball again.” But she thought, ‘“‘ What is the 

silly frog chattering about? He must sit in the 

water with others like himself and croak, he 

cannot be a companion to mankind.” 

As soon as the frog had heard the promise, 
his head dipped under the water, and he sank 
out of sight. In a little while he appeared 
again with the ball in his mouth, and threw it 

upon the grass. The little princess was full of 
joy. As soon as she saw her beautiful play- 
thing she picked it up and ran quickly away. 

“ Wait, wait,” cried the frog, “take me with 

you, I cannot run as fast'as you can.” But his 
loud croaking was in vain; the princess would 
not listen to him, but hastened home and soon 

forgot all.about the poor frog, who had to return 
again to the water. 

The next day when the princess was sitting 
at the table with the king and his courtiers, 

2 

* she 

said. 

eating from her golden plate, she heard a strange 

sound, splish, splash, splish, splash, as if some~ 

thing were creeping up the marble steps. Soon 

a knock was heard at the door and a voice cried : 

“Little princess, open the door for me.” At 

this she ran to the door to see who was there ; 

she opened it, and there sat the frog. As soon 

as she saw him, she hastily closed the door, and 

seated herself again at the table, looking quite 

pale. The king saw at once that she was 

frightened, and said: “My child, what are you 

afraid of? Does a giant stand at the door to 

carry you away ?” 

‘‘Oh, no,” she answered, “it is no giant, but 

an ugly old frog.” 

“What does the frog want of you?” 

“ Alas, dear father, when I was in the woods 

yesterday playing by the spring, my golden bal! 

fell into the water. And because I cried so 

bitterly, the frog said he would get it for me if I 

would promise him that he might live with me 

and be my playmate; but I never thought he 

could get out of the water and come here. Now 

he is outside and wishes fo come in.” 

Just then a second knock was heard at the 

door, and a voice cried ; 

“*Dear little princess, open for me, 

That I may come in and live with thee. 

Forget not the promise you made so free 

By the pool ‘neath the shade of the linden tree.” 

Then the king said, ‘‘ You must keep your 

promise, my daughter, go now and open the ° 

door.” ; 

She obeyed, and the frog hopped in, keeping 

close to her feet until she reached her chair. 

Then he cried, “lift me up by you.” She would 

not do it until the king again commanded her 

to do as the frog wished. He was no sooner 

upon the chair, than he jumped upon the table. 

“Now push your little golden plate nearer,” 

he said, “that we may eat together.” She did 
so, but every one saw that she did it unwillingly. 

The frog enjoyed his dinner very much, but 

the little princess could not swallow a mouthful. 
At last he said, “I have eaten enough, I am 

tired, and now you may carry me up to your
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little room and make your silken bed ready, 

where we are to sleep.” Then the princess 

began to cry and shudder, for how could she 

have that cold frog, which she was afraid to 

touch, sleep in her neat, beautiful little bed. 

Then the king was angry and said, ‘‘ Any one 

who has helped you in your need is not to be 

despised afterward.” So with two fingers she 

picked up the frog and carried him upstairs and 

placed him in a corner of herroom. But as she 

lay in her bed, the frog came creeping toward 

her and said: ‘‘I am tired, I would like to sleep 

as well as you, take me up by you or I will tell 

your father.” This made the princess very 

angry, and seizing the frog, she threw him with 

all her strength against the wall, saying, ‘‘ Now 

you will have rest, you ugly frog.” 

But as he fell to the floor he was no longer 

a frog, but a young prince with beautiful friendly 

eyes. He told the princess how he had been 

changed into a frog by a wicked witch, and no 

one had the power to set him free from the 

spring except herself. 

At the king’s wish he became the playmate 

of the princess, and years after, her husband. 

The morning after the wedding a splendid 

carriage drawn by eight white horses drove up 

to the door. They had golden harness, and on 

their heads white feathers, and standing behind 
was the young king’s servant, Faithful Henry. 

Faithful Henzy had grieved so much when his 

master had been changed into a frog, that he 

had fastened three iron bands around his heart 

so that it would not break with sorrow. 

The carriage was to take the young king and 

his bride to their own kingdom. Faithful Henry 
lifted both into the carriage, and then sprang to 

his place behind, full of joy over the release of 

his master. They had driven a little way, 

when a loud crack was heard as if something 

had broken. Turning around, the young king 
cried: ‘‘What is the noise, Henry, is the car- 

riage breaking ?” 
And Faithful Henry replied: 

‘« Fear not, naught threatens my bonny young king ; 

The noise that you hear is the snap ofa ring, 

That I bound round my heart till you should be free 

From the pool ’neath the shade of the old linden tree.” 

Again and still again the same sound was 

heard, but it was only the bursting of the bands 
of sorrow from the heart of Faithful Henry who _ 
was full of gladness now that his master was 
free and happy. 

Ete eAd AN Doi MOUSE=IN-PARTNERSHIP: 

Once upon atime a cat made the acquaint- 

ance of a mouse, and he said so much about his 

love and friendship for her, that at last she con- 

sented to live in the same house with him and 

do his house-keeping. 

One day the cat said to the mouse: “We 

must get ready for winter, or we shall starve, 

but you, little mouse, ought not to venture out 

for fear you will get caught in a trap.” 

The mouse followed this good advice and 

staid at home, while the cat went out and bought 

a little jar of fat. But they did not know where 
to put it for safe-keeping ; at last, after he had 
thought for a long time, the cat said: ‘I know 
of no better place than in the church. Surely 
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no one will dare to take it away from there, and 

we will not touch it until we have nothing else 

left to eat.” 
So the jar was brought safely to the church. 

But in a short time the cat began to long for it, 

and one day said to the mouse: “I have some- 

thing to tell you, little mouse, my cousin has 

invited me to the christening of her son. He 
is a beautiful kitten, white, with yellow spots, 

and Iam to stand god-father. So I will leave ¢ 

you to-day to take care of the house alone.” . 

“Oh, yes! go by all means,” answered the 

mouse,” and when you are eating the good 
things, think of me. How I would like a drop 
of the sweet red wine!”
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But this was not true. The cat had no cousin, 

and he had not been invited to stand god-father. 
He went straight to the church, crept slyly 

up to the jar, and began to lick the fat. He ate 
and ate until he had eaten the top all off. Then 

he took a walk on the roofs of the town, thought 
over what he had done, and at last stretched 

himself out in the sun, and stroked his whiskers 

while he thought of the jar of fat. As soon as 
evening came, he returned home. ‘Oh! you 
are back again,” said the mouse; ‘‘ you have 
certainly had a delightful day.” 

“It passed off very well,” answered the cat. 
‘““What was the kitten named,” asked the 

mouse. : 
“ Top-off,” he dryly answered. 

“Top-off!” cried the mouse; “that is indeed a 
strange name. Is it common in your family ?” 

‘““That does not matter,” said the cat, ‘It is 

no worse than crumb-stealer, as your god-chil- 

dren are called.” 
4 

Not long afterwards the cat was again seized 

with a longing for the fat. So he said to the 

mouse: ‘I must leave you once more to keep 

house alone. I have been invited a second time 

to stand god-father, and since the child has a 

white ring around the neck, I cannot refuse to 

go.” And the kind little mouse con- 

sented. The cat crept away behind 

the wall to the church again, and 

ate the fat until the jar was half 

empty. ‘‘ Nothing tastes so good as 
what one eats by himself,” he said, 

and he was well satisfied with his 

day’s work. 

When he reached home, the mouse 

asked what name had been given to 

this kitten. 

“ falf-out,” answered the cat. 

‘“ Half-out ! why what are you talking about ? 

I never heard such a name in all my life. Vl 

wager that name cannot be found in the calen- 

dar.” 

In a little while the cat's mouth watered again 

at the thought of the dainties in the jar. ‘Good 

things always go in threes,’ he said to the 

mouse one day. ‘‘ Again I am invited to stand 

god-father. This time the kitten is quite black, 

with little white paws, not a white hair on its 

whole body. This happens only once in two 

years, so you will have to let me go.” 

“ Top-off ! Falf-out!” answered the mouse, 

‘they are such curious names, I do not know 

what to think of them.” 
“That is because you always stay at home. 

You sit here in your soft, gray coat and long 

tail, and these foolish whims get into your head. 

It is always the way when one does not go out 

in the daytime.” 

The little mouse staid at home and put the 

house in order, while the greedy cat went once 

more to the church, and this time ate the fat 

till the jar was quite clean. 
‘When everything is eaten, then one can 

rest,” he said, as he returned sleek and fat to 

his home. 

The mouse asked at once for the name of the 

third kitten.
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“Tt will not please you,” said he, “ it 

is called Adl-out.” 
“ All-out/” cried the mouse, “that is 

the most curious name of all. I have 

never yet seen it in print. ‘ Adl-ont! 

what does it mean?” She shook her 
head, rolled herself up, and went to 

sleep. 

After this no one invited the cat to 

stand godfather. 

Winter came on, and nothing more 

could be found outside to eat. Then 

the mouse thought of the store they 
had put by, and said: ‘‘Come, let us 

go to our jar of fat now, it will taste 
good to us.” 

“Ves, indeed,” answered the cat, ‘it 

will taste as if you were sticking your 

fine little tongue out of the window.” 

They set out at once, and when they 
reached the church, there stood the jar 
in the same place, but—empty. 

“Ah!” said the mouse, ‘‘now I see what has 

happened ; it is as clear as day; you are indeed 
a true friend; you ate it all up when you stood 
godfather, first, zop-off, then, half-out then A 

“Will you be* quiet?” cried the cat. ‘One 
word more and I will eat you.” 
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“ All out” was on the end of her tongue, and 

before the poor mouse could stop herself, was 

out. The cat made a spring, seized her, and 

swallowed her. 

And this you will learn is the way of the 

world. 

THE FAIRY-QUEEN AND THE WOODCUTTER’S CHILD. 

NEAR a large forest lived a woodcutter with 
his wife and only child, a little girl three years 

“old. They were so poor they could scarcely 
earn enough to eat from day to day. 

One day the woodcutter went to his work in 
the woods with a sad heart. As he was cutting 
the trees, suddenly there stood before him a tall, 

beautiful lady wearing a crown of shining stars 
upon her head. 

“T am the Fairy-queen,” she said, ‘‘ you are 
poor and needy, bring me your child, I will take 
her with me, care for her, and be a mother to 

her.” The woodcutter obeyed, brought the 
child, and gave her to the Fairy~queen, who 
took her away to the happy land. 

5 

Here all went well. She had sugared bread 

to eat, and fresh milk to drink; her dresses were 

of gold, and she had little fairies to play with her. 

When she was fourteen years old, the Fairy- 

queen called her to her, and said, ‘‘ Dear child, 

Iam going ona long journey. I leave the keys 

to the thirteen doors of my palace in your care. 

Twelve of the doors you may open and behold 

the beautiful things that the rooms contain, but 

the thirteenth, to which this little key belongs, 

you are forbidden to enter. Obey me in this or 

great sorrow will come to you.” 

The maiden promised to be obedient, and as 

soon as the Fairy-queen was gone, began to 

visit the rooms of the palace. Each day she
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unlocked a room until she had been around to 
the twelve. In every one sata fairy surrounded 

by a bright light. All this splendor and bright- 

ness pleased her very much, and the little fairies 

who went with her were also very happy. Only 
the forbidden door remained unopened, and she 
felt a great desire to know what was hidden 

behind it. So she said to the fairies: “I will 
not open it wide, neither will I go in, but I will 

just unlock it, so we can get a peep through 

the crack.” 

“Oh! no, no!” said the little fairies, ‘that 

would bea sin. The Fairy-queen has forbid- 

den it, and it would surely bring unhappiness.” 

At this the maiden was silent; but the long- 
ing in her heart would not be silent; it grew 
stronger and stronger, and gave her ne rest. 
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One day when her fairy companions were all 

out of the palace, she thought; ‘‘Now I am all 

alone, and can peep in, and no one will ever 

know that I did it.” 

She took the key of the room in her hand, put 

it in the door, and turned it around. She had no 

sooner done this than it sprang open, and she 

beheld three fairies of dazzling beauty, seated 

ona throne of fire. For a moment she stood 
bewildered, gazing in astonishment. Then she 

moved her finger through the bright light, and 

the finger became like gold. 

All at once she felt a great fear, and shutting 
the door quickly, ran away. But the fear did 
not leave her; whatever she did, her heart beat 

violently and would not be still. Neither could 

she get the gold off her finger, though she 

washed and rubbed it with all her strength. 

Not long after this the Fairy-queen returned 
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from her journey. She called the maiden to her 
and asked for the keys to her palace. As she 

placed them in her hand, the Fairy-queen looked 

into the maiden’s eyes, and asked: ‘‘ Have you 

opened the thirteenth door ?” ; 
“No,” was the answer. Then the Fairy-queen 

laid her hand on the girl’s heart, and felt the 

loud beating, and she knew her command had 

been disobeyed, and the door had been un- 

locked. 

She asked a second time: ‘‘ Have you opened 

the thirteenth door?” 
And again the answer came “ No.” 

Then the Fairy—queen saw the finger that had 
touched the fiery light, and become golden, and 
she knew without doubt the maiden had sinned, 

but she asked a third time: ‘‘ Have you opened 

the thirteenth door?” But the maiden still 

answered, ‘‘No.” Then the Fairy-queen said: 

“You have not obeyed me, and you have not 

told the truth; therefore you are no longer fit 

for the Happy Land.” 

At this a deep sleep came upon the maiden, 
and. when she awoke, she lay upon the earth in 
the midst of a great wilderness. She would 
have called out, but her voice was dumb. She 

sprang up and would have run away, but every 
way she turned were thick thorn bushes, and 

she could not break through them. 
In the wilderness where she was shut in, stood 

an old hollow tree. This was to be her home. 

When night came she crept in and slept till 
morning, and when it stormed and rained, the 

old tree was her only shelter. Oh, it was a 
miserable life, and when she thought of the 

deautiful place she had left, and the fairies who 
had played with her, she wept bitterly. Roots 
and berries were her only food, and she had 
to search for them as far as she could travel. 

In autumn she gathered nuts and leaves and 
carried them to the hollow tree. In winter the 
nuts were her food, and when snow and ice 

came she crept in among the leaves, like a poor 
little animal, that she might not freeze. 

It was not long before her clothes became 
so cld and torn that they dropped into rags; 
then she clothed herself in her long beautiful 
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hair. Thus one year passed after another, bring- 

ing to the maiden no relief from her sorrow and 

misery. 

One spring when the trees had become green 
again, the king of the country was hunting in 

the forest. He had been chasing a deer, and it 
had disappeared among the bushes that sur- 
rounded the old hollow tree. The king sprang 
from his horse, and tore the briars apart, cutting 

a path with his sword. When at last he had 

cleared a way, he saw, sitting under a tree, a 

beautiful maiden, clothed from head to foot in 

her own golden hair. He stood silent, gazing 

at her in astonishment. Then he spoke, saying: 

‘Who are you? and why are you sitting here 
in this wilderness?” But she made no answer, 

for she could not open her mouth to speak. 

Again the king asked: “Will you go with 
me to my castle?” 

She nodded her head slightly, and the king 
took her in his arms, and lifting her on his 
horse, rode home with her. When she reached 

the castle he gave her beautiful ciothing, and 

everything she needed in abundance. And 
though she could not speak, yet she was so 

beautiful and charming, the king loved her with 
all his heart, and it was not long before they were 

married. A year passed away, and the queen 

had a little son. One night as she was lying 

in her bed, the Fairy-queen came to her and 
said: ‘Will you now tell the truth and confess 
that you opened the forbidden door? If you 

will, I will open your mouth and speech shalk 

be given you. If not, and you still deny the 

sin, I will take your new-born babe with me.” 

. The Fairy-queen allowed her to speak, but 
her heart was hardened, and she said: ‘‘ No, I 

did not open the forbidden door.” Then the 
Fairy-queen took the babe from her arms and 
disappeared with it. 

The next morning when the child could not 

be found, a murmur went up from the people 

that the queen had destroyed her child. The 
queen heard everything, but could not explain, 

and the king loved her too well to believe any 
evil of her. 

Another year passed, and another son was
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born to the queen. In the night the Fairy- 

queen entered again and asked: ‘ Will you con- 

fess that you opened the forbidden door? If so, 

I will give back your child, and your tongue 

shall be loosed. If not, I will take this new- 

born babe with me also.” 

But the queen made answer: ‘No, I did not 

open the forbidden door.” And the Fairy- 

queen took the child from her arms, and 

carried it away to the Happy Land. 

The next morning, when the people learned 
that a second child was missing, they raised an 
angry cry against the queen, and said openly 

that she had slain it, and the king’s counsellors 

advised that she be tried for the crime. But 
the king’s love for her was so great that he 
would not believe the report, and ordered his 

counsellors never to mention it on pain of death. 
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THE KING DISCOVERS THE MAIDEN. 

The next year a beautiful little daughter was 
born. In the night the Fairy-queen appeared 

a third time and said to the queen: ‘“ Follow 

me.” Taking the queen by the hand, she led 
her to the Happy Land, and then showed her her 
two oldest children, laughing and playing among 

the stars. The queen’s joy was very great at 
seeing them once more, and the Fairy-queen



    

THE FAIRY-QUEEN AND THE WOODCUTTER’S CHILD. 

said to her: ‘Has not your heart softened yet? 

If you will confess that you opened the forbid- 

den door, I will give you back both your sons.” 

But the queen made answer the third time: 

“No, I did not open the forbidden door.” 

Then the Fairy-queen allowed her to sink 

down again to the earth, and she took from her 

arms the third child. The next morning when 

it became known that the third child had dis- 

appeared, the people cried with a loud voice: 

“The queen is an ogress; she has eaten her 

children ; she must die.” And the king could 

no longer silence his counsellors. 

A trial was held, and as she could not defend 

herself, the queen was condemned _to be burned 

alive. The wood was brought, and laid in a 

pile, the queen was bound to the stake, the fire 
was lighted and began to burn around her. 
Then the icy pride melted, and her heart was 

moved to repent, and she thought: “Oh! if I 
could only confess before my death that I opened 
the door!” Then her voice came to her, and 
she cried out: ‘“‘ Yes, Fairy-queen, I did it!” 

And immediately it began to rain, and the fire 

was put out. A bright light shone above, and 

in it appeared the Fairy-queen with the two lost 
sons at her side, and in her arms the baby-girl. 

She spoke kindly to the queen, saying: “‘He 

who repents and confesses his sins, shall be for- 
given,” and she gave her the three children, 

loosed her tongue, and promised her happiness 
for the rest of her life. 

eras COCK, ELE SCY tH EAN) Lie (CAT 

A FATHER who was dying called his three 

sons to him and gave the first a cock, the sec- 
ond a scythe, and the third a cat. 

“‘T am old,” he said, ‘“‘and death is near, but 

before I leave you, I would like to provide for 
you. I have no money to leave you, and what 

I hav just given you seems of little value, but 
it al) depends on how you use them. Take 
these things and go to a country where they are 

unknown, and your fortunés are made.” 

After the father’s death, the eldest son set out 

with his cock. But wherever he went the cock 
was well known. As he approached the large 
towns, he could see it sitting on the tall towers, 
turning in the wind, and as he passed through 
the little villages, he heard more than one crow- 
ing. Noone would wonder over such a familiar 
bird, and he could not understand how he was 

to make his fortune by it. 
But at last he reached an island where the 

people had never heard of a cock, and they also 
had no division of time. They only knew when 
it was morning and evening, but in the night, if 
they did not sleep, they had no way of finding 
out the time. 

“ Look,” said he to the people, showing them 
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the cock, ‘‘ what a proud bird this is; he has a 
ruby crown on his head, and wears spurs like 
a knight; he calls out the hour three times in 

the night, and the last time is always the hour 

of sunrise; also if he crows on a clear day, 

you may rest assured there will be a change of 

weather.” 

The people were so pleased that not one of 

them slept all night, but listened for the crow- 

ing of the cock. When they heard it call out 
the time loudly and plainly at two, four, and 

six o'clock, they were delighted, and asked the 
traveller the next morning if it were for sale, 

and how much he would like for it. 

«As much gold as an ass can carry,” said the 
man. 

“A small sum for such a valuable creature,” 

said the people, and they collected the money 
‘and gave him willingly what he asked. 

When he reached home with his riches, his 

brothers were greatly astonished, and the second 

said: ‘I think I will go now and see if I shall 

have as good luck with my scythe.” 
He travelled a long distance without any pros- 

pect of success. In every place he met farmers 
who carried as good a scythe on their shoulders
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as he had. But finally he, too, arrived at an 

island where the people had never seen a scythe. 

When the grain was ripe, they planted cannons 

around the field and shot the grain down. But 
this was an awkward proceeding, often they shot 

entirely over the grain, at other times they fired 
through it in such a manner as to lose the greater 

part, and worse than all was the constant noise. 

The man took his scythe and went out into the 
field, and so quickly and silently did he mow. 
the grain, that the people watched him with 

mouth and eyes wide open. They were willing 
to give him whatever he asked for the scythe, 

and he received as much gold as a horse could 
carry. 
Now the third brother wished to try his for- 

tune with his cat. It happened to him exactly 
as it had with his brothers. There was no place 

on the mainland where there were not cats, and 

oftentimes they were so numerous that all the 
young kittens were drowned as‘soon as they 
were born. At last he sailed for an island, and 

there, fortunately for him, the people had never 
seen a cat. The mice were so numerous that 
they had the upper hand, and danced on the 
tables and chairs whether the people were at 
home or not. There were loud complaints 
against this nuisance, but the king was unable 
to do anything for them. The mice could be 
heard squealing and scampering in every corner 

of his palace, and they gnawed everything their 
teeth could lay hold of. 
When the cat arrived she began to hunt them. 

She cleared the mice from two rooms, and the 

people begged the king to buy the wonderful 
animal that could rid the kingdom of its pest. 

The king was willing and gave the man a mule 

heavily laden with gold. Then the third brother 

returned home with the largest treasure of 

them all. 

The cat had a fine time in the royal palace, 

and killed more mice than could be counted. 

Finally she became hot and tired with her work, 

and wanted a drink; so she stood still, twisted 

her head around in the air, and cried: ‘ Miau, 

miau!” When the king heard this strange cry, 

he was frightened, and called all his people 

together, but they too were so frightened when 

they heard puss mew, that they all rushed out 

of the castle. Then the king held a council as 

to what they had better do. It was finally de- 

cided to send a herald to the cat, and ask her 

to leave the palace, or she would be driven out 

by force. 

‘““We would rather have the plague of the 

mice,” said the councillors—‘‘ we are used to 

that evil—rather than sacrifice our lives to such 

a monster.” 

A young nobleman was chosen as herald, and 

he entered the palace, and asked the cat if she 

were willing to leave the castle. But the cat 

who was now thirstier than ever, cried loudly: 

‘“Miau, miau!” 

The nobleman understood this: ‘‘ Not now, 

not now!” and carried the answer to the king. 

“Now,” said the councillors, ‘‘we shall use 

force.” Cannons were brought, and the palace 
was set on fire. When the fire reached the room 

where.the cat was, she sprang through the win- 

dow and escaped without harm, but the be- 

siegers never ceased their work until the palace 

was levelled to the ground. 

&TF- 1 COUED-ONLY LEARN DOsSHUDDERS 

A FATHER had two sons, the elder of which 

was quick and bright, and knew how to make 
himself handy and useful, but the youngest was 
a dull boy, who could not learn or understand 
anything, and people would say of him: ‘He 
will be only a burden to his father.” Ifan errand 
was to be done, the elder one was always called 
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upon to do it, but if it was in the night, and the 

road led through a church-yard or past a lonely 

place, he would say: ‘‘Oh! no, father, I cannot 
go there, it makes me shudder,” for he was 

a coward. Or if in the evening, when they sat 

by the fire, and stories were told that made the 

flesh creep, he would cry out ‘Oh, don't tell
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that! it makes me shudder.” But the younger 

son would sit in the corner and listen to every- 

thing, but could not understand what it all 

meant, and would say to himself: “He always 

says, ‘That makes me shudder.’ I never shudder. 

That must be something I don’t understand.” 

One day, the father said to him: “‘ Hark, you 
there in the corner, to what I say. You too 
must learn to earn your living. See how your 
brother works, while you are good for nothing.” 

“Yes, father,” the boy answered, “I will 

gladly learn to do something. But if it does 

not make any difference, I should like to learn 

what it is to shudder. That is something I do 
not know anything about.” 

His brother laughed as he heard this, and 
thought to himself: ‘“What a dunce my brother 
is, and they say, ‘the boy is father of the man,’ 
what will he be when grown? He will never 
be able to earn his living.” 

The father sighed, and said: “You will learn 
soon enough to shudder, but that will not earn 
your living.” 

A short time after this the village sexton 
came in for a friendly call, and the father told 
him of his trouble, how his younger son was 
not skilled in any kind of work, that he knew 
nothing and could learn nothing. ‘Just think,” 
said he, ‘‘ when I asked him how he would like 

to earn his living, he answered he only wished 
to learn to shudder.” 

‘Tf that is all,’ answered the sexton, ‘‘he can 

learn that with me. Let him come to me I will 
soon satisfy him.” 

So he took the boy home with him, and had 
him ring the church bell. 

He had been there a couple of days, when 
the sexton called him up in the middle of the 
night, and told him to go to the church and ring 
the bell. ‘‘ You shall soon learn to shudder,” he 
thought, as he quickly left the house. 

The boy was soon in the tower, and as he 
turned around to.seize the bell-rope, he saw 
standing on the steps below a white figure. | 

““Who’'s there?” he called out. But the fig- 
ure gave no answer, neither made the slightest 

- motion. 
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“Answer me,” cried the boy, “or else take 
yourself off; you have no business here in the 
night.” 

But the sexton stood motionless, thinking he 
would make the boy believe he was a ghost. 

The boy called a second time: ‘‘What do 
you want? If you are an honest man, speak, or 
I will throw you down stairs.” But the sexton 

thought: ‘He does not mean that,” and stood 
as silent as if he were made of stone. 

The boy called to him a third time, but there 

wasnoreply. Then making a spring, he pushed 
the ghost down the stairs with so much force 
that he rolled ten feet, and then lay quiet in 

the corner. After this the boy went back and 
rang the bell, returned home, and without a 

word, went to bed and fell asleep. 

The sexton’s wife waited a long time for her 

husband, but he did not return. Then she be- 

came alarmed, woke the boy, and asked: “Do 

you know where my husband is staying? He 

went into the town before you did.” 

-“ No,” answered the boy; ‘‘but I saw some 

one standing on the steps, and as he would not 

answer me, nor go away, I took him for a thief 

and pushed him down stairs. I left him lying 

there, go and you will see whether it is your 

husband. Ishould be very sorry to have treated 
-him in this manner.” 

. The woman ran off, and there in the corner 

she found her husband, crying and groaning, 

for his leg was broken. She carried him home, 

and then ran with loud outcries to the boy’s fa- 

ther: ‘‘ Your son has done us great harm. He 

has thrown my husband down the steps and 

broken his leg. Take the good-for-nothing out 

of our house.” 

_ The father was terrified, and came running 

to get his son. ‘What do you mean by such 

wicked tricks? You bring only harm to your- 

self and others,” he said. 

“Father,” said the boy, ‘listen! I am not to 

blame for this. The sexton stood on the steps 

in the night like one who would do a wicked 

deed. I did not know who it- was, and three 

times I called to him, begging him to speak or 

else go away.” 
z
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‘ttre SAW STANDING ON THE STEPS A WHITE 

FIGURE.” 

“ Alas!” said the father, “you will only 

be a trouble to me all my life. Get out 

of my sight, I never want to see you 
again.” 

“Yes,” father, I am willing to go,” ans- 

wered the boy. “Only let me wait until 

morning, then I will go and learn what it is to 
shudder. Surely then I shall know something 

by which I can earn my living.” 

“Learn what you like,” said the father, “it is 
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all the same to me. Here is fifty dollars, 

take it, and go out into the wide world, 

but do not shame me, by telling any one 

who you are or who your father is.” 
“Yes, father, if that is all you ask, I 

can do that very easily.” 

As soon as it was morning, the boy 

put the fifty dollars in his pocket, and 

went out upon the highway. As he walked 

along, he kept saying to himself: ‘If I 

could only learn to shudder—if I could 

only learn to shudder.” Presently a man 

came along, who heard what the boy was 

saying to himself. He waited until they 

came to a place where they could see a 

gallows, then he said: ‘‘Do you see that 

tree there where seven men have wedded 

the ropemaker’s daughter, and learned to 

fly ? Sit down under it, and wait till night, 

and you will know what it is to shudder.” 

“Oh! is that all I have todo? That 

is very simple. If I learn to shudder as
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quickly as that, I will give you my fifty dollars. 

Come to me early to-morrow morning.” 

The boy ran off toward the gallows, sat down 

under it, and waited till evening. Then he 
became chilly and made a fire; but in the night - 

the wind blew so cold, that, in spite of the fire, 

he could not keep warm. As the wind blew 
the bodies of the seven men against each other, 

and they swung to and fro, he thought to him- 

self: “You would be cold down here by the 
fire, you must be nearly frozen up there.” His 
heart was full of pity, so he took the ladder, 

climbed up the gallows, untied the ropes, and 

brought all seven of the men down. Then he 

stirred the fire, and seated them around it, that 

they might warm themselves. But they sat 

there stiff and stark until their clothing caught 

fire. Then the boy said: “If you cannot take 

care of yourselves, I will hang you up again.” 

But the dead could not hear him, they said 

nothing, and let their rags burn. Then he be- 

came angry, and cried: “If you will not listen 
to what I say, I cannot help you. I am not 
going to burn with you,” and he hung the bodies 
up again in a row. Then he lay down by his 
fire and fell asleep. In the morning the man 
came to him for the fifty dollars, saying: ‘‘ Now 

you have learned to shudder.” 
‘* No,” the boy answered, “how could I learn 

that here? Those men up there have not opened 
their mouths, and were so stupid when I seated 
them by the fire, that they let the rags on their 
bodies burn.” 

The man saw that he would not carry away 
the fifty dollars that day, and he went away 
saying: ‘“‘ Heisthe strangest person I ever met.” 

The boy went on his way, and soon began 
again to say to himself: ‘Alas! if I could only 
learn to shudder!—if I could only learn to 
shudder!” 

A driver walking along behind him, heard 
him and said: ‘‘ Who are you?” 

‘“‘T don’t know,” replied the boy. 
‘Where did you come from ?” 
“T don’t know.” 
““Who is your father ?” 
“T can’t tell you.” 
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“What were you grumbling to yourself 

about?” 
“Oh!” said the boy, ‘‘I want to learn to 

shudder, but no one can teach me.” 

“Stop your stupid joking,” said the driver. 
“Come, go with me, and I will see that you are 
_provided for.” 

The boy went with the driver, and at evening 
they came to an inn where they were to spend 
the night. As he entered the room, he said 
again to himself: “If I could only learn to 
shudder!” 

The landlord, who happened to hear him, 
laughed and said: “If that is what you want, 
here is a good chance to learn it.” 

“Oh! be still,” said his wife. “So many lives 

have already been lost in trying to satisfy their 

curiosity, it would be a shame for these beautiful 

eyes never to see daylight again.” 
But the boy said: ‘‘ Though it is so difficult, 

yet I would like to learn it at once; for it was 

for this I left my home.” He gave the landlord 
no rest until he told him the following story: 

‘‘ Not far from here stands an enchanted castle 
where you can surely learn to shudder. The 
king has promised his daughter in marriage to 
any one who will venture to sleep in the castle 

three nights. She is the most beautiful maiden 
the sun ever shone upon, and there are also 
great treasures hidden in the castle. These are 
guarded by wicked spirits, but if you succeed, 
the gold will be set free, and you will be a rich 
man. Many have entered the castle, but not 
one has ever come out again.” 

The next morning the youth went to the 
king and said: “If you will allow me, I would 
like to watch three nights in the enchanted 

castle.” 

The king looked at him, and was pleased 
with him, and said: ‘‘ You may ask for three 

things to take with you into the castle, but they 
cannot be living creatures.” 

The boy answered, “If you please, I would 

like a fire, a turning-lathe, and a cutting-board 

with a knife.” 
The king had these things taken to the castle 

for him during the day. When night came, he
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went up to the castle, made a bright fire in one 

of the rooms, placed the cutting-board with the 

knife, near it, and sat down on the turning-lathe. 

“Oh! if I could only learn to shudder!” he 

said, “but I will not learn it here.” 

midnight his fire needed stirring. As he stooped 

over to blow it, a cry came suddenly from one 

corner of the room: “Ow! miouw! miouw! 

How cold we are!” 

‘“What fools you are then,’ he said, “If you 

are cold, come and sit down by my fire, and 

warm yourselves.” 

As he said this, there came leaping from the 

corner, two large black cats. They sat down by . 

him, one on either side, and stared at him with 

wild, fiery eyes. 

become warm, they said: ‘Comrade, will you 

have a game of cards?” 
“Why shouldn't I?” replied the boy. 

first you must show your paws.” 

At this they stretched out their claws. “Oh!” 

said he, ‘‘what long nails you have! Wait a 

minute, I must cut them off first.” And he 

seized them by the neck, threw them upon the 

cutting-board, and fastened them down securely, 
“ Now that I have seen your fingers, I have 

no desire to play cards with you,” he said. Then 
he killed them and threw them out of the win- 
dow into the ditch. He had no sooner got rid 

of these two, and seated himself by his fire, 

than there rushed out from every corner and 

side of the room black cats and black dogs in a 

fiery chain. They howled fiercely, jumped upon 
the fire, and scattered it about the room, as if 

they would put it out. He looked on quietly 

for a while, then he became angry, and seizing 

his cutting-knife, cried: ‘‘ Away with you, you 

black rabble!” He struck with his knife in 

every direction; part of them ran away, the 
rest he killed and threw into the moat. 
When he came back, he blew the sparks of 

fire into a blaze, and warmed himself. After a 

while he became so sleepy he could not hold 
his eyes open any longer. He looked around 
for a place to lie down, and saw in a corner a 
large bed. 

“That just suits me,” he said, and lay down 
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* But 

Towards - 

In a little while, when they had. 

to go to sleep. He had no sooner closed his 
eyes than the bed began to move of itself, and 
travelled all around the castle. ‘This is very 

good,” said he, “ only I would like to go faster.” 

At this the bed rolled away as if it were drawn 

by six horses; over stones and steps it flew, till 

suddenly, hop! hop! over it went, bottom up- 

wards. It lay upon the boy like a mountain, 

but he threw the blankets and pillows into the 

air, climbed out, and saying, ‘‘Now you may 

travel where you like,” went back to his fire, lay 

down and went to sleep. 

In the morning the king came to the castle, 

and when he saw the boy lying on the floor, he 

thought the wicked goblins had killed him. ‘ It 

is a shame this beautiful youth should die,” he 

said. 
The boy heard him, and sprang up, saying: 

“Tt has not come to that yet.” The king was 

astonished, but very glad that he was still alive, 

and asked him how the night had gone with 

him.“ Very well,” he answered. ‘One night 

has passed, the other two will also.” 

When he returned to the inn, the landlord 

could hardly believe his eyes. 

“T never expected to see you alive again,” he 

said. ‘ Have you learned yet what it is to shud- 

der?” 
“No,” was the reply, “it is of no use. 

if some one could only tell me!” 

The second night he went again to the old 

castle, and seating himself by the fire, began his 

old song, “If I could only learn to shudder !” 

As midnight drew near, he heard a noise as 

of something tumbling, first soft, then louder, 

then for a little time all was still. At last, with 

a loud scream, there came tumbling down the 

chimney half the body of a man. 

“ Hey-day!” he cried, ‘“ That is too little, we 

want another half.” 

At this the noise began again. A howling 

and yelling was heard, and then the other half 

fell down. 

“Wait,” said he, “I will stir up the fire a 

little.” 
He did this, and then looking round, he saw 

the two parts had joined themselves together, . 

Oh!
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‘“‘THE BED BEGAN TO MOVE OF ITSELF.” 

and that a hideous man was seated on his bench, 

“T did not bargain for that,” said the youth, 

“the seat is mine.” The man tried to push him 

away, but the boy would not let him, and giving 

him a powerful push, dislodged him, and he sat 

down in his old place. 
Soon more men came tumbling down the 

chimney, one after the other. They brought 

with them nine thigh bones and two skulls. 

They set up the bones, and then began to play 
nine-pins. As the boy watched them, he also 
wanted to- play, and called out: ‘Hey there! 

may I play with you?” 

“Yes,” they answered, “if you have any 
money.” 

‘Plenty of money,” he said; ‘but your balls 

are not perfectly round.” 

So he took the skulls, and placing them in 
his turning lathe, turned them until they were 
round. 
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“ There,” said he, ‘‘now they will roll better. 

Hey-day! isn’t this fine!” He played with 

them, and lost some of his money, but when 

the clock struck twelve every man had disap- 

peared. Then he lay down and slept quietly. 

The next morning the king came to inquire 

after him. 

« And how has it gone with you this time?” 

he asked. 

“T played nine-pins, and lost a little money,” 

the youth answered. 

‘Was there nothing to make you shudder?” 

“Shudder?” said the boy, “I have had a 

merry time. Oh! if I only knew how to shud- 

der!” % 

The third night he sat down again on his 

bench by his fire, saying to himself quite fret- 

fully, “TfI could only shudder !” 

When it grew late, six tall men came into the 

room, bearing a coffin.
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“Ha! ha! That is certainly my little cousin 
who died a few days ago,” cried the boy, and he 

beckoned with his finger, and said, ‘‘ Come, lit- 

tle cousin, come.” 

They placed the coffin on the floor. He went 

up to it, and taking off the cover, saw lying 

within a dead man. He felt of his face, but it 

was cold as ice. 

“Wait,” he said, “I will warm you a little,” 

and going to the fire he warmed his hands, and 

laid them upon the dead man’s face, but it was 

still cold. Then he took him out of the coffin, 

sat down by the fire, and holding him on his 

lap, rubbed his arms that the blood might cir- 

-culate once more. But it was of no use. Then 
the boy remembered that if two lie in bed to- 

gether, they warm each other. So he brought 
the dead man to the bed, covered him up, and 
lay down by him. In a little while the body 
became warm, and began to move. 

“See, little cousin, how I have warmed you!” 

he said. : 

But the dead man raised himself up and cried: 

“Now I will strangle you!” 
“What!” said the boy, is that the thanks I 

get? You shall go back at once to your coffin,” 

and he lifted him up, threw him into the coffin, 
and fastened the cover. Then the six men 
came in, lifted up the coffin, and carried it away. 

“This does not make me shudder. I should 
never learn here, if I staid all my life,” he said. 
At that moment a man walked in. He was 
taller than all the others and more frightful, 
but he was old and had a long white beard. 

“Oh, you weak, silly creature!” he cried. 
“You shall soon learn what it is to shudder, for 

you shall die.” 

““Not so fast,” said the boy, “if Iam to die, 

I would like to know by what means.” 

“TI will seize you at once,” cried the hideous 
creature. 

‘Softly, softly, don’t be so sure; I am as 

strong as you are, and indeed, I think I am 
stronger.” 
‘We will see about that,” said the old man.” 

“If you are stronger than I am, I will let you 
go. Come, let us have the trial.” 

16 

He led the boy through a dark hall to a black~ 

smith’s forge. Seizing an axe, with one blow 

he drove the anvil into the earth. 

“T can do better than that,” said the boy, 

taking up the axe, and going to another anvil. 

The old man followed to watch every move. 
He stood so close to the anvil, his long white 
beard rested upon it. 

The boy lifted the axe, and with one stroke, 

split the anvil in two, and fastened the old man’s 
beard in the crevice. 

‘Now I've got you!” cried the boy. ‘ Now 
you must die,” and he seized an iron bar and 

beat the old man till he cried for mercy, and 
“promised to give him great riches. 

The boy drew the axe from the anvil, and set 

the old man free. True to his word, he led him 

to a cellar in which were stored three chests full 
of gold. 

** Of these,” he said, ‘‘ one is for the poor, one 

for the king, and one for yourself.” Just then it 

struck twelve, the old man disappeared, and the 

boy was left standing alone in the dark. 

‘“‘T must get out of here some way,” he said. 
He groped round, found the way to his room, 

and lay down by his fire and went to sleep. 

The next morning, the king came and asked: 

“Have you learned now what it is to shudder?” 

“No,” he answered, “what is it? My dead 

cousin was here, and a long-bearded man came 

and showed me where great sums of money were 

hidden; but no one told me what it was to 

shudder.” 

Then the king said: ‘‘ The castle is now free 

from the wicked spell, the gold is yours, and you 

shall marry my daughter.” 

“That is all very good,” the youth answered, 

“but I do not know yet what it is to shudder.” 

The gold was brought from the castle, and not 
long after the marriage was celebrated. But 
the young prince was not perfectly happy, 

though he loved his bride dearly. He would 

often say: ‘Oh! if I could only learn what it is. 
to shudder.” 

At last the princess became troubled about it,. 

and one of her maids said: ‘I will help you. I 

will show you how to make him shudder.” She
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went down to the brook that flowed through the 
garden, and brought up a pail full of water con- 
taining little fish. At night when the prince 
was asleep, his wife drew the cover from him, 

and threw the cold water and little fishes over 

CUNNING 

THERE was once a cook named Grethel, who 

had shoes with red heels and when she wore 

them out she would dance hither and thither, 

‘thinking to herself: ‘I am indeed a beautiful 

maiden.” When she came home, she would 

take a sip of wine, and that usually gave her an 

appetite, and then she would taste of all the 

best things she had cooked, saying : “‘ Indeed, 
the cook shouid know how her food tastes.” 

One day her master said to her: ‘“ Grethel, I 
expect a visitor this evening ; cook me two of 
the finest fowls for supper.” ‘I will begin at 
once, master,” she said. 

So she killed the chickens, picked, and dressed 
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FASTENED IN THE ANVIL, 

him, so that they flapped and wriggled all 

around him. The prince woke up, calling 

loudly ; . 

“Oh, how I shudder! what can it be, dear 

wife? Ah! now I know what it is to shudder.” 

GRETHEL. 

them, and towards evening put them over the 
fire to roast. They became brown and tender, 

but the guest did not arrive. 

Then Grethel called to the master: “If the 

guest does not come soon, I must take the fowls 

from the fire. It is ashame not to have them 

eaten when they are soft and tender.” 

“JT will go myself and find him,” said the 

master. 

When his back was turned, Grethel took the 

spit from the fire, and thought: “I have stood 

by the fire so long, I am hot and thirsty. Who 

knows when they will come? I will run down 

cellar and get a sip of wine.”



CUNNING GRETHEL. 

She ran down cellar, and filling a cup, pro- 

posed her own health, and drank the wine 
without stopping. ‘One swallow of wine calls 

for another,” she said, and poured out another 

cupful, which she drank eagerly. Then she 

went back, placed the chickens back on the fire, 

spread some butter over them, and turned the 

spit round merrily. How good they smelled: 

There was no other way, she must try them, so 

she dipped her finger in the gravy and tasted it. 

“Oh! how good those fowls are!” she satd. 
“It is a shame not to have them eaten now.” 

She ran to the window to see if her master 

was coming yet: but no one was in sight. She 

went back to the fowls: ‘‘ One wing is burning ; 

it would be better for me to eat it,” she thought. 

So she cut off the wing and ate it. It tasted so 

good, that when she had finished, she thought: 

‘‘T had better cut off the other one too, or the 

master will notice that something is missing.” 

When she had eaten the other wing, she went 

to the window to look for the master and _ his 
guest, but she saw no one. ‘‘Who knows,” she 

thought, ‘‘ whether they will come at all? Per- 

haps they are having their supper at an inn.” 

Then she said aloud: ‘‘ Heigh ho! Grethel, be of 
good cheer. Drink a little more wine, and then 

finish the fowl. Why should these good things 
be allowed to spoil ?” 

So after taking another drink of wine, she ate 
the fowl with great relish. When she had fin- 
ished the one, she looked at the other, and 

thought: ‘‘ Where one is, the other must be 
- also, the two belong together. I think if I had 
another drink of wine, I could eat the other 
easily.” 

EEE WOE AND IE 

THERE was once an old goat who had seven 
little kids, and she loved them as dearly as a 
mother loves her children. One day she wanted 
to go to the woods and get some food for them, 
so She called all seven to her, and said: ‘‘ Dear 

children, Tam going out into the woods; be on 
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She drank another cup of wine, and the 

second fowl followed the first. She had hardly 
finished, when the master came running in. 

“ Be quick, Grethel,” he cried; ‘‘ The visitor 

will soon be here.” 

Then he went to look at the table to see if 
it was properly set, and taking up the knife, 

with which he would carve the fowls, began to 
sharpen it on the steel. Just then the guest 
arrived, and knocked softly and politely at the 
house door. Grethel went to open it, and see- 
ing the guest, put her finger on her lips, and 
said: ‘‘Hush, hush! Go away quickly; you 
must escape my master, or you will meet with 
a great misfortune. He has invited you here 
this evening for no other purpose than to cut 
off your ears. Listen, you can hear him sharp- 
ening his knife.” 

The visitor heard the sound, and rushing 
down the steps, ran away. Grethel was not 

idle ; she ran crying to her master: ‘‘A pretty 
guest you invited here.” 

‘““Why, what is the matter?” he asked. 
“He has taken both the fowls that I har 

all ready to be brought on the table, and run 
away with them.” 

“That is a nice way to treat one,” said the 

master, grieving that he should lose such beau- 
tiful fowls. “If he had even left me the smallest 
one that I might have had one for my supper.” 

He went out, and called to the guest, but he 

ran as if he did not hear him. The master fol-: 
lowed him, with the knife still in his hand, 

calling: ‘Only one, only one!” meaning one 
fowl. But the guest thought he meant only one 
of his ears, and ran as if fire was chasing him 
until he safely reached his home. 

SE VEN ber E PEGS 

your guard against the wolf. If he gets in, he 
will eat you hide and hair. The wicked fellow 
will try in every way to deceive you, but you 
can easily tell him by his rough voice and black 
feet.” 

‘‘ Dear mother,” said the little kids, “do not
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worry about us; we will be very careful not to 

Tet the wolf in.” 

So the old one bleated a ‘‘Good-bye,” and 

went away contentedly. 

It was not long before some one knocked at 

the door, and cried; ‘“‘Open the door, dear 

children, your mother is here and has brought 

something nice for each one of you.” 
But the little kids knew by the rough voice 

that it was the wolf, and said: ‘We will not 

open the door for you. You are not our mother; 

she has a fine, sweet voice, but yours is coarse 

and harsh; you are a wolf.” 

So he left them and going to a store, bought a 
large piece of chalk, which he ate to make: his 
voice soft. Then he came back and knocked 

at the hut-door again, and cried: ‘Open the 

door, dear children, your mother is here, and 

has brought something for each one of you.” 

But the wolf had put his black paws on the 

window-sill, and the kids seeing them, cried: 

<‘We will not open the door for you; our mother 

has not big, black feet; you are a wolf.” 

Then the wolf ran to a baker's and said: “I 
have hurt my foot, please put some dough 
on it.” 

As soon as the baker had covered his foot 
with dough, he ran to the miller and said: 
«« Sprinkle my foot with white flour.” 

The miller thought: ‘The wolf wants to de- 
ceive some one,” and hesitated, but the wolf 

said: ‘If you don’t do it, I will eat you.” 
This frightened the miller, and he powdered 

his foot with flour. Such is mankind. 

Then the wicked wolf went a third time to 
the hut-door, knocked, and cried: “Open the 
door, children, your mother has come home, and 

has brought each one of you something nice 
from the woods.” 

“Show us your feet first,” said the little kids, 
“that we may know whether you are our 
mother.” The wolf placed his paw on the win- 
dow-sill, and when they saw it was white, they 
thought it was really their mother, and opened 
the door. But imagine their fright and surprise 
when the wolf entered. They ran in every direc- 
tion trying to hide. One jumped under the 
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table, another into the bed, a third into the oven, 

a fourth into the kitchen, a fifth into the cup- 

board, a sixth under the wash-tub, and the 

seventh into the clock-case. But the wolf found 
them and made short work of eating them. One 

after another disappeared down his throat, all 

but the youngest one hidden in the clock-case, 
which he did not find. 

After he had satisfied his appetite, he strolled 

out, and lying down on the green grass under 

a tree, fell asleep. Not long after the old goat 
came home from the woods. But what a sight 

met her eyes! The door stood wide open; table, 

chairs, and benches were upset; the wash-tub 

lay in pieces; blankets and pillows were thrown 

from the bed. Not a child was to be found; 

one after another she called by name, but not 

one answered, till she came to the name of the 

youngest, when a soft little voice said: ‘ Dear 

mother, I am hidden in the clock-case.” She 

helped the little kid out, and heard how the 
wolf had come and eaten all her other children. 

When she heard this, the old goat wept bitterly 

for her lost children. After a while they went 
out together for a walk. When they came to 

the meadow, they saw the wolf lying on the 

grass under a tree, snoring so loudly that the 

branches trembled. The old goat, regarding 

him from every side, thought she saw some- 

thing move in his well-filled stomach. 
“Can it be,” she thought, ‘that my children 

that he swallowed for his supper are alive!” 
She immediately sent the little kid home for 
scissors, needle, and thread. 

She had scarcely cut a little place in his skin, 
before a kid stretched out its head. She cut a 
little further, and out it jumped, then another 

and another, until all were out, as lively as ever, 

for the wolf had not harmed them at all, having 
in his greediness swallowed them whole. Oh! 
it was a happy time! The little kids hugged 

their mother, and skipped about iike a tailor on 
his wedding-day. 

But the old goat said to them: ‘‘Go now and 

get me some stones, and we will fill this wicked 
fellow’s stomach before he wakes up.” 

So the little kids ran in great haste and
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‘© 4 SOFT LITTLE VOICE SAID: ‘DEAR MOTHER, I AM HIDDEN IN THE CLOCK-CASE.’” 

brought stones which they put in the wolf’s 
stomach, as many as it could hold. Then the 

old goat quickly sewed up the slit, and the 
wolf neither woke nor moved. 
When the wolf had slept enough he got up, 

and as the stones in his stomach had made him 
very thirsty, he went to a spring to get a drink. 
As he walked along, the stones began to move, 
rolling and rattling against each other, and he 
cried out: 

‘‘Rumble, rumble! rattle, rattle! 

Hear the noise of those little bones! 

One would think, by the din and clatter, 

That all had been turned into stones.” 

As he stooped over the spring to drink. the 

heavy stones inside pushed him forward, and he 

fell in and was drowned. 

Then the seven little kids ran crying: ‘‘ The 

wolf is dead! the wolf is dead!” and they danced 

for joy with their mother around the spring. 

‘EEE SGOOSE, GIRE, 

THERE once lived an oid queen whose hus- 

band had been dead many years, but she had 

one child, a beautiful daughter. When she was 

grown, she was betrothed to a king’s son living 

many miles away, and when the time came for 

her to be married and go away to a strange land, 
her mother gave her many costly jewels, gold 

and silver vessels, furniture and dresses, in short, 
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everything that belonged toa royal bridal treas- 
ure, for the old queen loved her daughter dearly. 

She also gave her a waiting-maid to accompany 

her on the journey and conduct her to the bride- 

groom. Then she provided each with a horse, 
but that of the princess was called Falada, and 

could talk. 

When the parting-hour came, the queen went
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to her sleeping-room, and taking a little knife, 

cut her finger till it bled. She held a white 

napkin under it, and let three drops of blood 

fall on it; then folding it up, she said to her 

daughter: ‘Take this, dear child, and preserve 

it carefully, for you will have great need of it on 

the way.” The maiden put the napkin in her 

bosom, and bidding her mother a sorrowful fare- 

well, mounted her horse, and rode away to her 

intended bridegroom. 

After she had ridden about an hour, she 

became very thirsty, and said to her maid: 

<‘Get down, and dip me a little water in the 
gold cup which you brought with you; I would 

like something to drink very much.” 

“If you are thirsty, get down and drink from 

the brook; I am not going to be your servant,” 

said the maid. The princess dismounted, and 

bending over the stream, drank, for she dared 

not ask for the goldencup. As she did this she 
sighed: ‘Alas! dear God,” and the three drops 

of bloodreplied: ‘If your mother knew of this, 
it would break her heart.” 

But the princess, who was humble and patient, 

said nothing, and again mounted her horse. 

They rode several miles, and then as the day 
was warm, and they were riding in the hot sun, 

the princess again became thirsty. She had’ 

forgotten the saucy words of her maid, and 
when they came to a running stream, she said: 

“Get down and bring me some water in my 
golden cup.” 

But the maid replied more proudly than 

before: ‘If you would like a drink, get it for 

yourself; I am not your servant.” 

As the princess was very thirsty, she knelt a 
second time over the water, weeping as she did 

so, and saying: ‘Alas! dear God.” The drops 

of blood replied: ‘If your mother knew of 

this, it would break her heart.” 

As she bent over the water to drink, the little 

napkin fell out of her dress and floated away 
on the stream, without her seeing it in her 

sorrow and trouble. But the waiting-maid saw 

it, and was delighted, for now the princess would 
be powerless in her hands, and she could do with 
her as she liked. As the princess was about to 
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mount her horse again, the waiting-maid said : 
“Falada belongs to me; and you shall have 
my horse,” and the princess was obliged to make 
the change. Then the maid commanded her to 
take off her royal dress, and put on her own 
common one, and finally she made her swear 
before heaven that when she reached the royal 
court, she would not reveal what had taken place. 
This oath she was obliged to take or she would 
have been killed on the spot. But Falada saw 
and heard everything, and she would not forget. 

The maid mounted Falada, and the true bride 

the other horse, and in this manner they con- 

tinued their journey until they came to the royal 
. palace. 

There was great rejoicing over their arrival ; 

the king’s son came out to meet them, lifted the 
waiting-maid from her horse, as if she were his 
promised bride, and led her up the steps, while 

the true princess was left standing in the court- 

yard. Presently the old king looked out of the 

window and saw her standing there. As she 

looked so delicate and beautiful, he hastened 

away to ask the bride who it was she had brought 
with her and left standing in the court below. 

“Oh! that is a maid I brought with me for 
company. Give her something to do that she 

does not become idle,” was the reply. 

But the king had no work for her, and knew 
not what to give her to do, until suddenly he 

thought: ‘She can help the little boy watch 
the geese.” So the princess and true bride helped 

little Conrad, as he was called, take care of the 

geese. 
One day not long after their arrival, the false 

bride said to the prince: ‘Dearest, will you do 

mea favor?” - 
‘With pleasure,” he replied. 

“T beg of you to call the executioner, and 
have him kill the horse that brought me here, 
for it vexed me all the way.” She was afraid 

Falada might speak and betray her. 

So now it was decided that the faithful horse 
must die. When the princess heard of it, she 

went to the executioner and promised him a 

gold piece if he would do a favor for her. 

In the town was a large gloomy arch through 

”
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which the princess drove the geese every morn- 

ing and evening, and she said to him: ‘I would 
like to have the head of Falada hung under this 
dark arch, that I may see it every time I pass 
through.” He promised to do this, and when 

Falada’s head was cut off, he nailed it firmly 

under the arch. 

Early the next morning as she and Conrad 

passed under the arch, she said to the head: 

‘‘O, Falada, hanging high!” 

and the head replied: 

‘*Q, young princess, passing by ! 

If thy fate thy mother knew, 

Her fond heart would break for you.” 

They passed through the town to a field, and 

when they arrived on the meadow where the 

geese fed all day, the princess sat down and 
began to comb her hair. It looked like pure 
gold, and little Conrad wanted to pull out a 
couple of handfuls. Finally she said: 

‘*Blow, blow, wind, blow, 

Take Conrad’s hat in the air, 

And do not let him catch it 

Till I have combed my hair.” 

And a strong wind came just then and blew 
Conrad’s hat a long distance over the field, and 
when he came back the hair was all combed 
and put up. Then little Conrad was angry and 
would not speak to his companion, so they 
watched the geese in silence till night, and 
then went home. 

The next morning as they passed under the 
arch, the maiden said: 

**O, Falada, hanging high!” 

and the head replied: 

‘‘ Oh, young princess, passing by! 
If thy fate thy mother knew, 

Her fond heart would break for you.” 

They went on to the meadow ; and the prin- 
cess sat down to comb her hair. Conrad ran 

towards her as if to seize it, but she quickly said: 

“* Blow, blow, wind, blow; 
Take Conrad’s hat in the air, 

And do not let him catch it, 

Till I have combed my hair.’ 
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Away went Conrad's hat in the wind, and he 

had to run a long distance before he caught it, 

and when he came back the hair had been put 

up a long time. Little Conrad was not pleased, 

but he watched the geese with her till evening. 

When they reached home, he went to the 

king and said: ‘I do not wish to watch the 

geese any longer with that maiden.” 

“Why not,” asked the old king. 

“Oh! she vexes me all day. In the morning 

when we pass through the dark arch, she says 

to an old horse’s head that is nailed there: 

‘QO, Falada, hanging high !’ 

and the head answers: 

‘O, young princess, passing by ! 
If thy fate thy mother knew, 

Her fond heart would break for you. ’” 

Then he told the king what had happened om 
the meadows, how the wind had blown his hat 

away, and he had to run after it. 

But the king commanded him to go with her 

to the fields the next morning; and he himself 

also went and sat in the dark arch, and heard 

what the horse’s head said. Then he followed 

them to the field, and hiding in a bush, saw the 

maiden take down her hair, that shone like 

gold, and heard her say: 

«Blow, blow, wind, blow ; 

Take Conrad’s hat in the air, 

And do not let him catch it, 

Till I have combed my hair.” 

A gust of wind came and carried the boy’s 
hat far away, and while he was chasing it, the 
king watched the maiden comb and braid her 

hair. The king went home unperceived, and 

when evening came, and they had returned with 

the geese, he sent for the maiden, and told her 
all he had seen and heard. 

“What does it all mean?” he asked. 

“TI cannot tell you,” she replied; “I dare not 
tell any one my trouble; for to save my life, T 

gave my oath not to do it.” 

The king urged her, but all to no purpose; 
he could get nothing out of her. Then he said: 
“Tf you will not complain to me of your troubles
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go and tell them to that iron oven.” The maiden 
crept into it, feeling now that her last friend had 
deserted her. Thinking the king had gone 

away, she began to weep and pour out her heart. 

“T am deserted by all the world,” she sobbed, 

and yet I am a king’s daughter. My royal 

clothes were taken from me by a waiting-maid, 

and she was received as the true bride, while I 

must go out and watch the geese. Oh! if my 
mother knew of this it would break her heart.” 

But the old king had been standing just out- 
side the oven door, and had heard all she said. 

He called her to come out, and had her dressed 

in royal clothing, then O, wonder! how beauti- 
ful she appeared! The king sent for his son and 
told him he had wedded the wrong bride, she 

was only a waiting-maid, while the true bride 
was this maiden, their former goose-girl. 

The young king was very glad when he saw 
her beauty and goodness, and a great feast was 
announced to which all the king’s friends and 

the people of his kingdom were invited. When 
the day arrived, the bridegroom placed the prin- 
cess on one side of him, and the waiting-maid 
on the other, but so dazzled was she with her 

own splendor, that she did not recognize the 

princess. After the company had eaten and 

drank and were feeling very merry, the king 
proposed a riddle to the waiting-maid: ‘‘ What 
punishment would a person deserve who de- 
ceived his master?” and he related the story 
which the princess had told the oven. 

The false bride had no suspicion of harm to 

herself, and said: ‘“‘Sucha person deserves noth- _ 

ing better than to be put into a barrel full of 

spikes and dragged up and down the streets by 

_ two white horses until he dies.” 

“You are that person,” said the king, “and 

you have spoken your own sentence.” 

The deceitful woman received her punishment, 

the young king married the princess, and they 

ruled their kingdom in peace and happiness. 

—— 

FAITHFUL JOHN. 

ONCE there was a king who was very ill, and 

feeling that death was near, he said to those 

about him, ‘Send Faithful John to me.”. Faith- 
ful John was the king’s favorite servant, and had 

been so called because he had lived with the 
king all his life and served him faithfully. 

As soon as he came to his bedside, the king 

said: ‘Most Faithful John, I feel that my end 

is near. There is not a care on my mind except 

for my son. He is still too young to be left 
without some one to advise him, and I cannot 

rest in peace unless you promise to be his guar- 
dian, and instruct him in all he ought to know.” 

And Faithful John answered: ‘I will never 
leave him, and I will serve him faithfully, even 
at the cost of my life.” 

“Then,” said the king, ‘I shall die happy. 
After Jam dead,” he continued, “take my son 
and show him over the entire castle—all the 

rooms, halls, and vaults, and the treasures that 

are in them; but the room at the end of the long 
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hall you must not allow him to enter, for in it is 

hidden a statue of the princess of Golden:Palace. 

As soon as he sees this statue of the princess, 

he will be seized with a great love for her, and 

will fall down in a swoon, and for her sake will 

have to pass through great dangers. See to it, 

therefore, that he does not ‘enter this room.” 

As Faithful John once more took his hand 

and promised, the king sank back upon his pil- 

low and died. 

When the king had been laid in his grave, 

Faithful John told the young king all he had 

promised his father as he lay on his death-bed. 

« And I will keep that promise,” he said, ‘‘and 

serve you as faithfully as I did him, even though 

it cost me my life.” 

The days of mourning being over, Faithful 

John said to the king, one day: ‘It is now time 

you saw your possessions. Come, and I will 

show you the castle your father left you,” and he © 

led him through all the splendid rooms and
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showed him the rich treasures they contained,— 

one room alone, that which contained the dan- 

gerous statue, he did not open. 

The statue was so placed, that one saw it as 

soon as the door was opened, and so exquisitely 

was it carved, that at first sight, one thought it 

lived and breathed. The beauty and loveliness 

of this figure were unsurpassed by anything in 

the world. - 

The young king was not long in noticing that 
Faithful John passed one door without opening 

it, and he said: ‘Why do you not unlock this 
one?” 

‘There is something in it that would frighten 

you,” he answered. 

But the king said: ‘I have seen everything 
else in the castle, and I must know what is in 

here,” and he went himself and tried to force 
the door open. 

But Faithful John held him back, saying: “I 
promised your father before his death that you 
should not see what was in that room. If you 
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enter, great misfortune will come to both you 

and me.” 

“Oh, no!" said the king. ‘But if I do not 

go in, I shall surely dic, for I shall rest neither 

night nor day until my eyes have seen what is 

hidden there; no, I will not stir from this spot 
until you unlock the door.” 

Faithful John saw that he could not move him, 
and with a heavy heart and many sighs, selected 

the key from the bunch, and opened _ the door. 

He entered first, hoping that he might be able 

to cover the statue before the king could see it. 

But it was of no use, the king entered on tip-toe, 

and looking over Faithful John’s shoulder, saw 

the statue ; but he no sooner beheld it, glittering 

with gold and precious jewels, than he fell faint- 
ing to the floor. Faithful John lifted him up, 

and carried him to his bed, saying with a heart 

full of sorrow: ‘‘ The evil is done; dear God, 

how will it all end?” He gave the king some 

wine, and he soon revived. His first words 

were: “Alas! whose is that beautiful statue ?” 
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FAITHFUL FOHN. 

“The princess’s of the Golden Palace,” Faith- 

ful John replied. 

The king continued: ‘My love for her is so 

great, that if all the leaves on the trees were 

tongues, they could not express it. I would risk 

my life to win her. You are my Faithful John, 
and you must help me.” 

The trusty servant thought for a long time 

how it were best to begin, for it was very diffi- 

cult to get into the presence of the princess. At 

last he thought of a plan and said: ‘Everything 

the princess has is of gold—tables, chairs, dishes, 

goblets, cups, and all the furniture. You have 

five tons of gold among your treasures. Let 

one of the goldsmiths of your kingdom make 

trom this, vessels and utensils of every kind, all 

kinds of birds, and wild and curious animals, 

such as will please her, and we will take them 

and go and seek our fortune.” 

The king at once gave orders for all the gold- 

smiths in his kingdom to work night and day 

until the beautiful things were ready. 

When all had been placed on board a ship, 

Yaithful John dressed himself asa merchant, and 
told the king he must disguise himself in the 

same manner. Then they sailed away across 

the sea until they came to the city where the 

princess of the Golden Palace lived. - 

Faithful John told the king to remain on the 

ship while he went to the palace. ‘‘ Perhaps,” 

said he, ‘“‘I shall bring the princess back with 
me. See, therefore, that everything is in order. 
Set out the golden vessels and decorate the 
whole ship.” 

Then Faithful John, having put some of the 
little articles of gold into his pocket, landed, 
and went straight to the royal palace. 

As he passed through the court-yard, a beau- 
tiful maiden stood by a fountain drawing water 

with two golden pails. As she turned to carry 
away the sparkling water, she saw the strange 
man, and asked who he was. 

“T am a merchant,” was the reply, and he 
took from his pocket the beautiful articles of gold. 

She no sooner saw them than she cried: 
“Oh! what beautiful things,” and setting down 
her pails, she examined the articles one after 
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another. Then she said: ‘The princess must 
see these ; she is so pleased with anything made 
of gold, that she will buy all you have.” 

She took him by the hand and led him into 
the palace, for she was the princess’s maid. 
When the princess saw the trinkets, she was 

greatly pleased, and said: ‘‘ They are so beauti- 
fully made, I will buy them all.” 

Then Faithful John replied: ‘I am only the 

servant of arich merchant. What I have here 
is nothing compared to what my master has on 

board ship. The most curious and costly things 
that have ever been made of gold, you will find 

there.” 

She asked to have them brought to her, but 
he said: “That would take many days, and 

there are so many, Oe palace is not large 
enough to hold them.” 

This only roused her eines the more, and 

at last she said: ‘‘Take me to the ship; I will 

go myself and see your master’s treasures.” 
It was with great joy that Faithful John led 

the princess to the ship. As soon as the king 

beheld her, he saw that she was even more 

beautiful than the statue that stood in his palace, 
and as she approached,,it seemed as if his heart 

would burst within. him. 

She came on board, and the king led her 
below. But Faithful John staid on deck with 
the helmsman, and orders were given to weigh 

anchor: ‘Unfurl every sail, that she may fly 

like a bird through the air,” he cried. 
Meanwhile the king was showing the princess 

all the golden treasures—the dishes and cups 

and birds and the wild and wonderful animals. 

It was many hours before she had looked at 

everything, and in her joy she did not notice 

that the ship was sailing. When she had looked 

at the last, she thanked the merchant, and 

started to go ashore. She reached the edge of 

the ship, and then saw for the first. time that 

they had left the shore, and were out upon the 

high sea, sailing before the wind with every sail 

spread. ‘Alas!” she cried in great terror, ‘I 

have been deceived! I have been carried away 

from my home, and am in the power of a mer- 
1” 

I would rather have died !
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But the king took her kindly by 

“the hand, and said: “I am nota 

merchant, but a king, as nobly 

born as yourself.- It was my great 

love for you that led me to carry 

you away in this manner. The 

first time I saw your statue I fell 

to the earth in a swoon.” 

When the Princess of the Golden 

Palace heard his words, she was 

comforted; her heart inclined to the young 

king, and she promised to become his wife. 

It happened one day as they were sailing over 

the high sea, and Faithful John sat in the fore 

part of the ship playing music, that three crows 

flew through the air and lighted on the ship. 

He stopped playing and listened to what they 

were saying to each other, for he understood 

their language well. 

“Ah!” cried one of them, ‘there is the king 
carrying away the princess of the Golden Palace.” 

“Yes,” said the second, “but he hasn't got 

her yet.” 
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‘“Why not?” said the third ; ‘‘she is sitting by 

his side in the ship.” 
Then the first crow began again: ‘‘ That does 

not matter. As soon as he lands, a chestnut 

horse will spring toward him, which he will 
mount, and immediately it will leap into the air 

and bear him away from his bride, whom he will 

never see again.” 
Then said the second one: ‘‘Is there nothing 

that can save him?” 
“Oh, yes! if some one else should quickly 

mount the horse, seize the pistol from his belt, 

and shoot the horse dead, then would the king’s 
. life be saved. But who knows this? And if any 

one did know of it, and tell the king, that per- 
son would be turned into stone from his feet to 
his knees.” 

The second one spoke again: ‘‘I can tell you 
still more. Even though the horse be killed, the 
young king shall not have the princess. When 

they reach the palace, a beautiful bridal gar- 
ment will be waiting him. It will look as if it 

were woven of gold and silver, instead of which 

it will be made of sulphur and pitch, and as 

soon as he puts it on, will burn him to the bone 
and marrow.” 

“Ts there nothing that can save him from 

this?” asked the third. 

“Oh, yes,” answered the second, ‘if some 

one wearing gloves should seize the garment, 
and throw it into the fire, the garment would 

burn, and the king would be saved. But that will 

not help him, for if any one knew it, and warned 

the king, that person would be turned into stone 
from his knees to his heart.” 

“And I know still more,” said the third ; ‘ if 
the bridal garment is burned, the king shall not 

be able to keep his bride ; for on the wedding- 

night, when the ball is held, and the young 
queen is dancing, she will suddenly turn pale 

and fall as if dead. If some one does not raise 
-her up, and take from her breast three drops of 
blood, she will die. But any one who tells of 
this, will turn to stone from the crown of his 
head, to the soles of his feet.” Saying this, the 
crows all flew away. 

But Faithful John had understood every word, 
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and from that time was sad and silent. If he 
kept from his master this that he had heard, 
great misfortune would come to the king, and 
if he told him, it would cost him his life. At 

last he said to himself: ‘I will save my master, 
even though I die for it.” : 

As soon as they had landed, there appeared, 

as the crow had said, a splendid chestnut horse. 
“Capital!” said the king, “he shall carry me 

to the palace.” He was about to mount, when 

Faithful John stepped up, and swinging himself 

quickly on the horse, drew his pistol from his 

belt and shot the horse dead. 
‘What a shame to shoot such a beautiful ani- 

mal, that was to carry the king to his palace!” 

cried the king’s servants who were envious of 

Faithful John. But the king said: ‘Be quiet, ~ 

and let it pass. He is my Faithful John, and 

knows what is best.” : 
They soon arrived at the palace, and there in 

one of the rooms lay the bridal garment, glit- 
tering as if woven of gold and silver. The king 

went towards it as if to take it in his hands, but 

Faithful John pushed him away, and seizing it 

in his gloved hands, threw it into the fire and 
left it to burn. Again the servants murmured, 
and said: ‘Look! now he has even burnt the 

king’s bridal robe!” 

But the king replied: ‘‘Who knows the good 

he may have done? Leave him alone, he is my 
Faithful John.” 

The wedding-day arrived, and it was cele- 

brated with song and dance. In the evening 

the bride entered the ball-room. Faithful John 

watched her anxiously. Suddenly, as she was 

dancing, her face grew pale, and she sank to the 

floor as ‘if dead. Faithful John sprang quickly 

forward, lifted her in his arms, and carried her 

into a room. Then laying her once more on 

the floor, he knelt by her side, and drew the 

three drops of blood from her breast. In a 

short time she breathed again and raised her- 

self up. But the young king who had been 
watching Faithful John, did not understand his 

strange conduct, and in his astonishment and 

anger, ordered him to be thrown into prison. 

The next morning Faithful John was tried
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and led to the gallows. As he stood on them 
ready for the death awaiting him, he said: 
“Every one about to die is allowed to speak, 
shall I be allowed this right?” 

“Yes,” replied the king, “it is granted you.” 

THE KING'S GRIEF. 
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“T have been unjustly condemned, I have 

always been true to you,” said Faithful John, 

and then he told the king what he had heard 

the crows say while they were at sea, and how 

everything he had done had been necessary in 

order to save the king. 

When the king heard this he cried: ‘Oh! 

my most Faithful John! Pardon! Pardon! 

Take him down !” 

But Faithful John as he uttered the last word, 

had fallen lifeless, and was turned into stone. 

This was a great sorrow to the king and 

queen, and often the king would say: ‘Alas! 

that I should have rewarded faithfulness so 

poorly!” He ordered the stone statue to be 

brought into his bed-chamber, and placed near 

his bed. Whenever he looked at it, he would 

weep, and say: ‘Oh! if I could only make 

you alive again, my Faithful John!” 

Time passed on, and twins were born to the 

queen, two little sons, who filled her heart with 

joy. One day when the queen was at church, 

and the two children were with their father, he 

looked up at the statue, and sighing sadly, said: 

“Could I only make you alive again, Faithful 
John!” 

At this, the figure began to speak, saying: 

“You can make me alive again, if you will give 

that which you hold dearest?” 

“Ves,” cried the king, ‘I will give up all I 
have in the world to bring you back?” 

“Then,” continued the stone, “with your own 

hand, you must cut off both your children’s heads, 

and sprinkle their blood over me, and I shall be 
restored to life.” 

The king was terrified when he heard that he 

must kill his dear children, but when he thought 

how Faithful John had died serving him, he 

drew his sword, and with his own hand cut off 

the children’s heads. He sprinkled the stone 

with their blood, and instantly life returned, and 

Faithful John stood once more before him, alive 

and well. “ Your faithfulness shall not go unre- 

warded,” he said to the king, and taking the 

heads of the children, replaced them, healing 

the wound with their own blood. Again they 
were running and playing about as if nothing 

had happened.
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Then the king was very happy. When he 

saw the queen returning from church, he hid 

Faithful John and the children in a large closet. 
As she entered the room, he said: ‘Did you 

pray at church to-day ?” 
“Yes,” she answered, ‘but I could not help 

thinking constantly of Faithful John, and the 

great misfortune that came to him through us.” 

‘Dear wife,” he replied, “we can bring him 
back to life, but it will cost us the lives of our 

two little sons.” The queen turned very pale, 

and her heart shrank from the sacrifice, but she 

did not falter: ‘‘We owe it to him for his faith- 
fulness to us,” she said. 

The king was greatly pleased when the queen 
said this, and opening the closet he brought 
out the children and Faithful John. ‘God be 

praised !” he said, ‘Faithful John is restored to 

us, and our little sons are also here,” and then he 

told her how it had all happened. From this 

time they all lived together in great happiness 
till the end of their lives. 

A GOOD BARGAIN. 

A GERMAN peasant had driven his cow to 

market, and sold her for seven dollars. On his 

way home he had to pass a ditch where he 
heard from a distance the frogs calling: ‘‘Acht, 

acht, acht!’* 

“Yes,” said he to himself, ‘you are crying 
down there in the oatfield, but it is seven that I 

got for the cow, not eight.” . 

When he reached the water he called to them 

again: 

‘Dumb beasts, that’s what you are. 

you know any better than to call that? 

seven dollars, not eight.” 

But the frogs only croaked: ‘‘ Acht, acht, 

acht, acht!” 

“Well, if you won't believe it, I will count 

it for you,” and he took the money from his 

pocket, and counted the seven dollars that had 
been paid him in small silver. 

But the frogs paid no attention to his count- 
ing, and cried again: ‘ Acht, acht, acht, 

acht!” 

“Hey, then!” cried the peasant, now very 
angry, ‘‘if you know better than I, just count 
it for yourselves,” and he threw the money into 
the water, right amongst the frogs. 

He stood there a while, waiting for them to 
return him his money, but the frogs kept to 
their first saying, and cried out in a loud voice : 

Don’t 

It is 

  

* Pronounced okt, and means in German eight. 
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‘“‘“Acht, acht, acht, acht!” and did not throw 

the money back to him again. 

He waited a long time until evening came on, 

and he had to go home. Then he abused the 

frogs, and cried: ‘‘ You water-paddlers! you 

staring blockheads! Your great mouths can 

scream loud enough to split one’s ears, but you 

can’t count seven dollars. Do you think Iam 

going to stay here until you get ready?” So 

saying he went away, but the frogs cried after 

him, ‘“ Acht, acht, acht, acht!” so that he 

reached home very much out of humor. 

Some time after he bought another cow, 

which he killed, reckoning that if the flesh sold 

well, he would receive as much as both the 

cows were worth and have the skin besides. 

When he came to the town with the flesh, there 

was a great pack of hounds gathered before the 

door of the market. One of them, a large grey- 

hound, sprang around the meat, sniffing and 

barking, ‘‘ What, what, what, what!” 

As he did not stop, the peasant said to him: 

“Yes, I understand you very well. You say, 

‘What, what,’ because you want some of the 

meat. I should fare nicely if I gave it to you.” 

But the dog only said, ‘‘ What, what !” 

“Will you not eat it up or give it to your 

companions there ?” 

“What, what!” was the answer. 

“Well, if you insist upon it, I will leave it 

with you, but I know you well, and to whom
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you belong; remember in three days I must 

have my money or it will go ill with you. You 

can bring it to me.” 

So he laid the meat down, and went back 

home. The dogs immediately fell upon it, 

barking loudly: ‘‘ What, what!” The peasant 

hearing them from a distance, said to himself: 

‘Now they are all saying, ‘What, what!’ but 

the big one must answer them for me.” 

Three days passed, and the peasant thought: 

“This evening I shall have the money in my 

pocket,” and he was very contented and happy. 

But evening came, and it brought no money. 

‘There is no confidence to be placed in any 

one,” he cried, losing all patience, and he went 

immediately to the town and demanded his 

money of the butcher. 

The butcher at first thought it a very good 

joke, but the peasant cried: ‘‘ Joking aside, | 

want my money. Did’ntthe dog tell you of the 

slaughtered cow I brought here three days ago ?” 

This made the butcher angry, and seizing a 

broom, he drove the peasant out. 

“Wait,” said the peasant, ‘there is a little 

justice left in the world; you will get your 

dues.” And away he went to the king's palace, 

and begged for an audience with the king. He 

was taken before the king, who was sitting with 

his daughter. 

“What is your complaint?” he asked. 

“ Alas!” replied the peasant, ‘‘ the frogs and 

the dogs have taken away what belonged to } 

me, and the butcher has paid me what he owed 

me with a stick,” and he told at great length 

how it had all happened. 

The story over, the king’s daughter began to 

laugh loudly, and the king said: ‘I cannot re- 
store your own to you in this case, but I will | 
give you my daughter for a wife. In all her 

life she has not laughed as she did just now over 
your story, and I have promised her in marriage 

to the one who should make her laugh. You 
may be very thankful for your good fortune.” 

“Oh!” answered the peasant, “I do not ~ 
want her at all; I have one wife at home, and 

that is too many ; when I go home, it seems as 

if there was one in every corner.” 
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Then the king was angry, and said: ‘“ You 
are a rude clown!” 

“ Alas ! your majesty,” he replied, “what can 
you expect ofa pig but bristles ?” 

“Wait,” said the king, “I will give you 
another reward. Now be off at once, but in 
three days come to me again, and I will pay 
you five hundred in full.” 

As the peasant passed through the gate, the 
guard said to him: ‘ You have made the king’s 
daughter laugh; you will get a great reward.” 

“Yes,” replied the peasant; ‘five hundred 
dollars are to be counted out for me.” 

“Five hundred dollars!” cried the soldier, 

“you can give me part of it. What could you 
do with so much money?” 

“Well, since it is you,” said the peasant, ‘I 
will give you two hundred. In three days go 

to the king, and it will be counted out to you.” 

A Jew, who was standing near, heard this 
promise, and running after the peasant, caught 
him by the coat, and said: ‘Oh, wonderful! 
what a child of fortune you are! But what can 
you do with hard dollars? I will change them 
for you in small coin.” 

“Very well,” said the peasant. ‘Give me 

change for three hundred, which in three days 
will be paid you by the king.” 

The Jew was pleased with this trade, and 
‘brought the sum in miserable little coin, any 

three of which were equal to two good ones. 

At the end of the three days the peasant went 

before the king as he had ordered. 

“Take off his coat; he shall have his five 
hundred now,” said the king. 

“But they don't belong to me,” cried the 
peasant. “I have already given two hundred 
to the soldier at the gate, and a Jew let me have 
the change for the remaining three hundred.” 

Just then the soldier and the Jew entered, 
and, demanding what the peasant had promised 
them, received instead of dollars, the one two 

hundred, and the other three hundred, strokes. 

The soldier bore them patiently, for he had 
tasted them before, but the Jew complained 
bitterly, crying: ‘‘Oh, woe is me! are these 
the hard dollars I was to receive?” 
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The king could not help laughing at the 
peasant, and now that his anger had passed 
away, he said: “Since you lost your reward 
before it was yours, 1 will give you another. 

Go into my treasure-room, and take as much 

money as you like.” 
The peasant did not have to be told twice, 

and filled his deep pockets as full as they would 

hold. After leaving the palace, he went into 

an inn to count his money. The Jew who had 

followed him, crept in behind him, and heard 

him grumbling to himself: ‘ That rogue of a 

king has cheated me. If he had given me the 

money himself, I would then have known what 

I had, but how could I tell whether I put enough 

into my pockets or not ?”- 

“Just hear him!” said the Jew to inimel ‘he 

is speaking disrespectfully of the king. I must 

go and tell him, and perhaps I tae receive the 

money then, and he, the stripes.” 

When the king heard what the Teun had 

said, his anger was roused, and he ordered the 

Jew to bring the peasant before him. 

The Jew ran to the peasant, saying: ‘“‘ You 

are to appeat before the king at once, just as 

you are.’ 
‘“‘T know better what is proper,” answered the 

peasant. “ First I-must have a new coat made. 

Do you think any one with so much money in 

his pocket should go before the king in these 

rags?” 

The Jew, seeing that the peasant would not 

go without another coat, and fearing that the 

king’s anger might cool before he received his 

reward and the peasant his punishment, said: 

“T will lend you a beautiful coat for a short 

time out of pure friendship. What will not one 

do for love?” 

The peasant was pleased with this arrange- 

ment, and putting on the coat which the Jew 

had given him, went with him into the king’s 

presence. As soon as the king told him what 

the Jew had said, he exclaimed: ‘Oh! but he 

never tells the truth, you cannot believe a word 

he says. That fellow even declared I had his 

coat on.” 
“What is that?” cried the Jew. ‘“Isn’t that
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coat mine? Didn't Ilend it to you out of pure 

friendship that you might appear before the 
king ?” 
When the king heard this, he said: ‘ The 

Jew has surely deceived one of us,” and he 

ordered him once more to be paid in hard 

dollars. 
But the peasant went home in the good coat 

with his pockets full of money, saying joyfully 

to himself: ‘tI made a good bargain this time.” 

(PELE AAUNG EA GheS ae 

IN olden times when angels visited this earth 

in the form of human beings, it happened that 

one of them, wandering about, was overtaken 

by night before he had found any shelter. At 

last he saw before him two houses standing 

opposite each other, one large and beautiful, 
belonging to a rich man, the other small and 

miserable, belonging to a poor man. 
“T should not be any trouble to the rich 

man, I think I will spend the night with him,” 
thought the angel. 

When the rich man heard some one knocking 

at his door, he put his head out of the window, 

and asked what was wanted. 

“T should like a night's lodging,” 
angel. 

The rich man looked at the traveller from 
his head to his feet, and because he wore poor 
clothes and looked as if he had but little money 
in his pocket, shook his head, and said: ‘‘ No, 

you cannot stop here; my rooms are full of 
vegetables and seeds. If I took in every one 
that knocks at my door, I should soon be 

carrying a beggar’s staff myself. You 
look somewhere else for lodging.” 

He shut the window; the angel turned his 
back on the grand house, and went across the 

road to the little one. He had scarcely knocked, 
when the poor man opened the door, and 
invited the stranger in. 

“Stay with us to-night,” he said; ‘it is 

now quite dark, and you cannot travel farther 

to-day.” 

The angel was pleased and entered. The 
wife of the poor man took him by the hand 

and bade him weicome. 
‘“Make yourself at home,” she said. ‘ We 
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said the 

must 

have not much, but such asit is, we give you 

with all our hearts.” 

She put some potatoes over the fire, and 

while they were cooking, milked the goat that 

the stranger might have a little milk to drink. 

‘As soon as the supper was ready, the angel 

seated himself at the table, and ate the rude 

fare with a keen relish, because kind hearts 

and happy faces were near him. 

After they had eaten, and it was time to go 

to bed, the woman called her husband aside 

and said: ‘Dear husband, let us put some 

straw on the floor for ourselves to-night, and 

give the stranger our bed. He has been travel- 
ling all day, and must be very tired.” 

“With all my heart,” said her husband, ‘1 

will offer it to him at once,” and going up to 

the angel he begged him to accept their bed 

that he might have a good night's sleep and 

rest his weary limbs. The angel was not 

willing at first to accept this offer, but they 

urged so hard, he finally consented and lay 

down in their bed, while the old people slept 

on a straw couch which they made on the floor. 

Early the next morning they cooked as good 

a breakfast as they could afford for their guest, 

and when the sun was risen, he rose and ate 

with them again. 
As he stood in the door, ready to leave them, 

he turned to them and said: ‘Since you have 

been so kind to me, you may wish three times, 

and each wish shall be granted you.” 

“What else should I wish for but eternal 

happiness,” said the old man, ‘‘and that as long 
as we two live we may have good health and 
never want for daily bread. I cannot think of 

a third wish.”
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“Would you not like a new house in place of 
this old one!” asked the angel. 

“Oh, yes!” replied the man, ‘if that could 
be granted me also, I should be very well 
satisfied.” 

Then the angel changed the old house into a 

new one, gave the old couple his blessing, and 

went away. 

It was late in the morning when the rich man 

rose. He walked to his window and looked 
across the street. To his surprise he saw a 
handsome house of red brick where the little 

hut had formerly stood. He called his wife and 
said: ‘‘ What has happened? Yesterday the 
little hut stood there, but now there is a beauti- 

ful new house. Run over and ask how it has 

all come about.” 

The woman ran over to ask about the won- 

derful change. ‘‘ Last evening,” said the poor 
man, ‘‘a traveller came to our house and asked 

for a night’s lodging. We took him in, and 
this morning, just as he was going away, he 
granted us three wishes, eternal happiness, 
health and food in this life, and a new house in 

place of our old one.” 

The woman ran home in great haste, and 
told her husband what she had heard. 

“T could tear and beat myself,” he ex- 
claimed. ‘The man stopped here first and 
wished to stay over night, but I turned him 
away.” 

‘Be quick,” said his wife, ‘‘ get on your horse, 
and overtake the man, and make him grant 

you three wishes.” 

The man followed her advice, and soon 

overtook the traveller. He spoke to him very 
kindly and politely, saying he hoped he would 
not take it amiss that he had not been admitted 
to his house, that he had gone to look for the 
door-key, and when he returned, he was gone. 
The next time he passed that way, he hoped 
the stranger would stop with him. 

‘Yes,” said the angel, “when I come again 

I will do so.” 

Then the rich man asked if he would be 

allowed to make three wishes as his neigh- 
bor had done. 
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“Yes,” said the angel, “but it would be 
better for you if you did not wish.” 

But the rich man thought he should ask for 
nothing but what would add to his happiness, if 
he was only sure his wishes would be fulfilled. 

‘Ride home,” said the angel, and your three 

wishes shall be fulfilled.” 

The rich man had what he desired, and turn- 

ing about, rode homewards. On the way, he 
tried to think what he should wish for. As he 

thus thought, he let the bridle fall loosely, 

when suddenly the horse began to spring and 
prance, and disturbed him so that he could 

not come to any decision. He patted her on 

the neck and said: ‘‘ Be quiet, Bess,” but she 

only began some new pranks. Finally he 

became angry and quite out of patience, he 

cried: “I wish that you would break your 

neck.” 

As he said it, the horse fell under him, and 

lay dead and motionless: so his first wish was 

fulfilled. 

As he was a miserly man, he would not lose 

his saddle also, so he unfastened it from the 

dead horse, threw it over his back, and started 

for home afoot, comforting himself with the 

thought that he had two more wishes. 

As he travelled slowly through the sand, the 

mid-day sun shone hot upon him, and he 

became warm, and fretful with fatigue. The 

saddle pressed heavily on his back, and he 

was not able to decide what to wish for. 

“Tf I were to wish for all the treasures in the 

world,” he said, ‘something that I want would 

be lacking. I must try to arrange it, so that 

nothing remains to be wished for.” 

Then sighing, he continued: ‘If I were only 

like the Bavarian peasant who had three wishes 

offered him: first, he wished for a good draught 

of beer, then he wished for as much beer as he 

could drink, and lastly, for a whole cask of | 

beer.” 

Many times he thought he knew what to 

wish, then it would seem too small. All at 

once it flashed through his mind how comfort- 

ably his wife was seated at home, in a cool 

room and probably enjoying something good
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to eat. 

out: 

‘IT wish she was seated on this saddle, and 
so high she could not get down, rather than 
carry it on my back.” 

The saddle disappeared, and he knew his 
second wish had been fulfilled. He was now 
very angry, and started for home as fast as he 
could run, that he might sit down quietly in a 
room and think of some great thing to wish 
for. As he entered the house, the first thing 

he saw was his wife, perched in mid-air on the 
saddle, crying and scolding with a will. 

This thought vexed him, and he spoke “Be quiet,” he said, “and I will wish for all 

the treasures in the world for you.” 

But she called him a blockhead, and said: 

“ Of what use are all the treasures in the world 

if I have to sit here? You wished me here, 

and now you shall help me down.” 

So, willing or not, he had to make his third 

wish, that his wife might be set free from the 

saddle, and it was immediately granted. 

So the rich man received nothing from his 

wishes but vexation, trouble, scolding words, 

and a lost horse, while the poor man lived in 

peace and plenty all his life. 

THE -WONDEREU LE. FIDDLER. 

ONCE upon a time a wonderful fiddler was 
travelling alone through a forest. At last he 

became tired of his own thoughts, and said to 

himself: ‘‘I shall be in this forest a long time. 

I think I will try to find a good companion.” 

He took the fiddle from his back, and played 
until it echoed through the trees. Soon a wolf 

came trotting through the thicket. 

“ Ah! a wolf, is it? Well, I have no desire 

for such a companion,” said the fiddler. 

But the wolf came nearer, and said: ‘ Oh, 

you dear fiddler! how beautifully you play! I 
should like to learn how.” 

“You can soon learn,” answered the fiddler; 

“but you must do everything just as I tell you.” 
“Oh, fiddler!” said the wolf, “I will mind 

you just as the school-boy does his teacher.” 
‘“Come with me, then,” said the fiddler. 

When they had gone a little way together, 
they came to an oak tree which was hollow, and 

split through the middle. 

‘‘ Here,” cried the fiddler, “if you would like 

to learn to fiddle, place your fore-feet in this 
cleft.” : 

The wolf did as he told him, and the fiddler, 

taking a stone, quickly wedged both feet in the 
crevice so firmly that the wolf could not move, 

but must stay there a prisoner. 
34 

“Wait there until I come again,” said the 

fiddler, and went on his way. 

In a little while he said to himself a second 

time: ‘I shall be in the forest a long time. I 

think I will try again to find a companion,” and 

taking his fiddle from his back, began to play. 

It was not long before a fox came sneaking 

among the trees. 

“ Ah! a fox this time,” said the fiddler. ** Ido 

not want him for a companion.” 

The fox came towards him, and said: ‘* Oh, 

you dear fiddler! how beautifully you play! 2 

also would like to learn.” 

“You can soon learn,” said the fiddler; “ but 

you must do everything exactly as I tell you.” 

“Oh, fiddler!” answered the fox, “I will 

mind you as a schoolboy does his teacher.” 

“Follow me,” said the fiddler. 

They went a short distance when they came 

toa foot-path, on each side of which grew tall 

bushes. Here the fiddler stopped. Bending a 

hazel-nut bush from one side to the ground he 

placed his foot on it, then bending one from the 

other side, and holding it, he said: ‘‘ Well, little 

fox, if you wish to learn to play, put out your 

left fore-foot.” The fox obeyed, and the fiddler 

bound it fast to the bush on the left. 

“ Now, the right one, little fox,” he said, and
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bound that to the bush on the right. Then 

seeing that the knots were firmly tied, he 

let go; the bushes sprang back to their 

places, carrying the fox with them up into 

the air, where he remained kicking and 

swinging. 

“Wait there till I come back,” said the 

fiddler, and went on his way. 

Soon he said again: ‘I have still a 

long time to be in the forest. I will try 

once more to bring a pleasant companion 

to me.” 

A third time he took his fiddle from his 

back, and played until the music sounded 

through the woods. 

In a few minutes a hare came leaping 

towards him. 

“ Ah! here comes a hare,” said the fid- 

dler. ‘I don’t want him for a companion.” 

“Dear fiddler,” said the hare, “how 

beautifully you play! how much I should 

like to learn!” 

“You can learn very easily,” replied 
the fiddler, ‘‘if you will do exactly as I 
tell you.” ' 

“Oh, fiddler, I will mind you as a 

schoolboy does his teacher,” said the little 

hare. 

They went on together for a short dis- 

tance, till they came to a place in the 

woods where an aspen-tree grew. The 
nddler tied one end of a long string 
around the hare’s neck, while the other 

he fastened around the tree. 

““Come lively, now, little hare,” cried 

the fiddler,‘‘ jump around this tree twenty 
times.” 

The little hare obeyed, and ran twenty 

times around the tree, and of course, 

wound the string twenty times around the 
trunk. The hare was caught. He could 
not unwind the string, and pull and tug as 
he might, he could not free himself, and 
only cut his soft neck with the string. 

‘Wait here till I come back,” said the 
fiddler, and went away. 

In the meantime, the wolf had pushed 
385 
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and bitten and worked so long at the stone, he 

had at last got his feet free. 
Full of rage and fury, he hastened after the 

fiddler, determined to tear him to pieces. <As 

he was running along, the fox saw him, and 

called loudly to him: ‘‘ Brother wolf, come to 

my help! The fiddler has deceived me!” 

The wolf drew down the bushes to which the 

fox was fastened, bit the string in two, set the 

fox free, and they both went on together to seek 

revenge on the fiddler. 
They came to the hare tied to the aspen-tree. 

They set him at liberty also, and then all three 

set out to find their enemy. 
But the fiddler had again taken out his fiddle, 

and this time had been more fortunate. The 

music fell on the ear of a poor wood-cutter, and 
whether he was willing or not, he immediately 

A eOEsOr 

ONE day in autumn a little cock said to his 

wife: ‘Now is the time when nuts are ripe. 

Come, let us go together up there on the hill, 

and eat all we want before the squirrel carries 

them away.” 

‘Oh, yes, let us go!” said the little hen. 

“That would be a great pleasure !” 

So they went together to the hill, and as the 

day was bright and pleasant, they staid until 

evening. 

Now I do not know whether it was because 

they had eaten so much, or whether they had 

become proud, at all events they would not 

walk home, and the cock was obliged to make 

a little carriage of nut-shells. When it was 

finished, the hen seated herself in it saying: 

““Now you may harness yourself to it, and draw 

me home.” 

“That is very kind of you,” said the cock. 
“T would rather walk home alone, than allow 

myself to be harnessed to that carriage. I am 

willing to be coachman and sit upon the box, 

but draw it myself, I will not.” 
While they were thus quarreling a duck 
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left his work, and, with his axe under his arm, 

came to listen to the music. 

‘At last, here comes the right companion,” 

said the fiddler ; ‘I have been looking for a man, 

not wild animals.” 

He began to play so softly and sweetly, that 

the poor wood-cutter stood as if charmed, his 

heart beating for joy. 

While he was listening, the wolf, the fox, and 

the hare came up. The wood-cutter saw they 

had some wicked design, and raising his glit- 

tering axe, placed himself in front of the fiddler, 

as much as to say: * Whoever attacks him, had 

better take care, he will have to deal with me.” 

The animals were frightened and ran back into 

the forest, while the fiddler played his thanks 

to the wood-cutter; and then went on his 

journey. 

ROGUES: 

quacked out: ‘t You thieves, who said you could 

come to my nut-hill?) You shall pay dearly for 

this!" and she rushed at the cock with wide 

open bill. But he was ready for a fight, as cocks 

usually are, and struck her so hard with his 

spurs that she soon begged for mercy, and 

willingly allowed herself to be harnessed to the 

carriage as a punishment for her rudeness. 

The cock seated himself on the box 

coachman, and away they drove at a rapid 

rate, the driver calling out: ‘** Run, duck, run, 

cho 

as fast as you can!” 

They had gone a short distance when they 

met two foot-passengers, a pin and a necdle. 

“Stop, stop!” they cried. “It will soon be 
so dark we cannot see a step before us, and the 

road is so dusty. Will you not let us ride a 

little way with you? We stopped at the tailor’s 

shop and are very much belated.” 
The cock seeing that they were thin people 

who would not take up much room, allowed 

them to get in, only they had first to promise 

they would not step on the hen’s toes. 

Late in the evening they came to an inn.
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Here they decided to stop for the night, as the 

duck, who was not a very good traveller, had 

become lame and fell from side to side. The 
landlord at first made many objections to their 

staying there, saying his house was already full, 

and he thought, too, there was nothing very dis- 
tinguished about such guests. But they 

promised to give him the egg which the 

hen had laid on the road, and also the one 

which the duck would lay in the 
morning, so the landlord told 
them at last they might stay 

and they made themselves at home, and rev- 

elled and feasted all the evening. 

As soon as morning dawned, when every- 

body was asleep, the cock awoke the hen, and 
bringing the egg, they ate it together for their 
breakfast, and threw the shell into the fireplace. 
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After this they found the needle, who was still 
asleep, and seizing her by the head, stuck her 
into the cushion of the landlord's chair; then 
they put the pin in the hand-towel, and without a 
word to any one, left the house, and flew away 

          

     

   

‘THE COCK SEATED HIMSELF ON THE BOX AS COACHMAN.” 

over the meadows. The duck, who had staid 

in the yard and slept in the open air all night, 
heard them as they flew past, and rousing her- 
self, waddled down to the brook and swam 

away, moving much more swiftly than when 

she had to draw the carriage. 

Two hours later the landlord rose, washed 

himself, and taking up the towel to dry his face, 
drew the point of the pin across it, leaving a 

long red scratch from ear to ear. Then he went 

into the kitchen to light his pipe. As he stooped 

over the hearth, the egg-shells popped into his 

eyes. ‘‘Everything happened to my head this 

morning, he said, sitting down in his grand-



LHE MAGIC WINDOIVS. 

father’s chair quite vexed. But he had no sooner 
seated himself, than he suddenly sprang into 

the air, crying: ‘Oh, woe is me!” for the needle 
had pricked him worse than the pin had scratched 
him. He was now very angry, and began to 

suspect his guests who had arrived so late the 

THE MAGIC 

A KING’S daughter once had a room in the 

top of her castle that had twelve windows in it. 

They commanded a view of every point of the 

heavens, and the princess had only to climb to 

this room and she could see every part of her 

realm. The windows possessed more than or- 
dinary properties. One could discern objects 

very well from the first, but better from the 
second, still better from the third, and so on 

until on reaching the twelfth, nothing above or 
below the earth could be hidden from the eye. 

The princess was very proud, would accept 

no lovers, and perferred to rule her kingdom 

alone. Whether for amusement or otherwise, 

she made it known that no one should become 
her husband who could not hide himself so that 
it would be impossible for her to findhim. And 
further, any one making the attempt and failing, 

should lose his head and have it stuck ona pole. 

In a short time there were ninety-seven poles, 
each bearing a head, standing before the castle. 
Then for a long time no suitors appeared, and 
the princess was pleased and thought: ‘‘ Now 
I shall remain free all my life.” 

But such was not to be her fate. Three broth- 
ers announced that they would like to try their 

luck. The eldest one thought himself safe if 
he crept into a limestone quarry, but the prin- 

cess had only to look out of the first window 
in order to find him, and off came his head. 

The second one hid in the cellar of the castle; 

but he also was found through the first window, 
and the ninety-ninth pole bore his head. When 
it was the third one’s turn, he begged for a day 

in which to think of the matter, also would she 

be so kind as to give him three trials. If he 
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evening before. He went out to look for them, 

and found they were gone. 

Then he vowed he never would take into his 

house again such a set of rogues, who ate so 

much, paid nothing, and for thanks played 

wicked tricks. 

WINDOWS. 

failed in the third attempt, he would willingly 
give up his life. As he was so beautiful and 
begged so earnestly, she said yes, but it would 

do him no good. 

The following day the young man tried to 
think where he should hide himself, but to no 

purpose. At last he gave up, took his gun, and 

went out into the woods. Presently he saw a 

crow, and taking aim was about to shoot him. 
“Don’t shoot me,” he cried,‘* and I will re- 

ward you.” 
On hearing this, he turned away, and walked 

on through the woods till he came toa lake. 
As he stood on the shore, a large fish came to 

the surface. Again he took aim, thinking he 

would shoot it, but the fish also cried: ‘‘ Don’t 

shoot me, and I will reward you.” 
He walked on into the fields, and there saw a 

fox limping towards him. He fired, but missed. 

Then the fox called: ‘*Do not shoot me, but 

come and take this thorn out of my foot.” 

The young man did so, and then wanted to 
kill him for the sake of his fine skin. 

‘“Let me go,” said the fox, ‘‘and IJ will surely 

reward you.” 

The youth let him go, and then as it was 

evening, returned home. 
The next day he was to hide, but how or 

where he had not the slightest idea. After 
racking his brains for a long time, he went out 
into the woods. Almost the first thing he saw 

was the crow, and he said: ‘I spared your life 
yesterday, now in return tell me where I can 
hide that the princess may not find me.” 

The crow dropped his head and thought. 
Finally he croaked: ‘‘I have it,” and going to
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a nest, he took an egg from it, and cut it in two. 

Then by some magic or other, the young man 
crept into the shell, and the egg was closed up 

and laid back into the nest. 

When the princess walked to the first window, 

to her surprise, she could not find him. Neither 

could she discover him from the second nor the 

third. She looked from all the windows up to 
the eleventh, and then she found him. She 

ordered the crow shot and the egg brought to 

her. It was opened and the youth stepped out. 
““T spare your life this time, but you must do 

better than this, or you are certainly lost,” she 
said. 

The next day he went to the lake, called the 

fish, and said: ‘I spared your life, now tell me 

where I can hide so that the princess cannot 

find me.” 

The fish thought a moment and then said: 

“T have it; I will shut you up in my stomach.” 

So the fish swallowed him, and dived to the 

bottom of the lake. 

The princess looked from all the windows, 

her face growing paler and more anxious at 

each one, but on looking from the twelfth she 

discovered him. She had the fish caught and 

killed and the young man brought into her 

presence. You can easily imagine what his 

feelings were now that he had reached his last 

chance. 

‘A second time I grant you your life; but 

now comes the third trial, and your head will 
surely appear on the hundredth pole.” 

The last day he went out into the country 
with a heavy heart, and there met the fox. 

‘You know every hiding-place,” he said, 
“tell me where I can hide so that the princess 
cannot find me.” 

“That is a difficult task,” replied the fox, 

putting on a thoughtful face. But at last he 
cried: ‘I have it.” 

He went to a spring, and diving in, came out 
a dealer in small wares and curious animals. 
Then the young man was obliged to dive into 

Q 
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the water, and he came out as a cunning little 
seal. ; 

The merchant put him ina basket and car- 
ried him to the town. The animal attracted 
great attention, and the people came together 

in crowds to look at it. Finally the excite- 

-ment reached the ears of the princess, and she 
too came to see the curiosity. Being pleased 
with it, she offered to buy it for a large sum of 

money. Before parting with it, the merchant 

whispered in the little creature’s ear: “‘ When 
the princess looks from the windows, creep 

under the braids of her hair.” 

When the time came for her to search for the 

young man, she looked from all the windows in 

turn, but when she reached the twelfth and was 

still unable to find him, her heart was filled with 

fear and rage. She closed the window so vio- 

lently that the glass in all the windows flew 

into a thousand pieces and the entire castle 

shook. 

As she turned away, she felt the seal that 

she had been petting under her hair. In her 

impatience she seized it, and throwing it to the 

floor with violence, cried: ‘Away with -you, 

out of my sight.” 7 
It crawled back to the merchant, who took it 

to the spring, when both dived in a second time 

and were immediately restored to their former 

shape. 

The youth thanked the fox, and complimented 

him by saying: “The crow and the fish are 

stupid creatures compared with you. You know 

the right tricks at the right time.” 

Then he went directly to the castle. The 

princess was waiting for him and submitted to 

her fate. The wedding was celebrated and the 

young man became ruler of the kingdom. But 

he never told his wife where he hid the third 

time, for she thought he had done it all by his 

own knowledge and skill. She therefore held 

him in the greatest possible respect, and often 

said to herself: 

‘“How much more he knows than I do.”
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ONCE upon a time there lived happily together 
a king and queen, who had twelve children— 
all of them boys. One day the king said to 
his wife: “If our thirteenth child should bea 
daughter, our twelve sons must die, that she 

may inherit all our kingdom.” 
40 

    

   

       

  

Then he ordered made twelve coffins. They 

were filled with shavings, and locking them up 

in aroom, he gave the key to his wife and com- 

manded her to tell no one about the matter. 

ene 
whole day. long. 

who was always with her, and had been called 

Benjamin after the one in the Bible, said to her. 

queen was very sad, and mourned the 

One day her youngest child, 

“Dear mother, why are you so sad?” 

“Dearest child.” she answered, “1 

But he would give her no peace 

cannot 

tell you.” 

until she had opened the door of the closed 

room and shown him the twelve coffins filled 

with shavings. ‘Dear Benjamin,” she said, 

‘these coffins have been made for you and your 

eleven brothers, for if you ever have a sister, 

you will all be killed and buried in them.” 

While she was speaking, she wept bitterly, 

but her little son tried to comfort her, saying: 

“Do not cry, dear mother, we will take care of 

ourselves, and go away from here.” 

But the mother said: ‘You and your eleven 

brothers go out into the woods yonder and 

remain for a time. Watch the tower of the 

castle from the highest tree, and if a little son 

is born, I will hang out a white flag, and you 

may then return in safety; but if it is a daughter, 

I will hang out a red flag; hasten away then 

as quickly as you can. Every night I will rise. 

and pray for you—in the winter, that you may 

have a fire to warm you, and in the summer 

that you may not be overcome by the heat.”
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Eleven days passed and it was Benjamin’s 

turn to watch. A flag was floating from the 

tower, but it was not white, but biood-red,—a 

‘signal that they were all to die. 

When the brothers heard this, they were very 

angry, and said: ‘Ought we to die on account 

of a maiden? We swear we will have revenge. 

Every maiden we meet shall die.” 

They left the place and went deep into the 

forest. Here they found a little hut which they 

made their home, and it was arranged that 

Benjamin, the youngest, should stay at home 

and keep house, while the rest went to kill game 
for food. They lived thus for ten years, which 

seemed to pass very quickly. 

In the meantime, the queen’s little daughter 

had grown into a beautiful girl, very lovely in 

‘disposition. Once, when there had been a great 
washing, she looked out and saw twelve little 

shirts. Knowing they could not be her father’s, 

she asked her mother whose they were. 
Then her mother told her of her twelve broth- 

ers, and, weeping, showed her the twelve coffins. 

When she had finished, the maiden said: ‘Do 

not cry, dear mother, I will go and seek my 
brothers.” 

She took the twelve shirts, and went into the 

forest. All day she wandered, till, at night-fall, 

she came to the little hut. She entered and 
saw a young boy, who stared with astonish- 

ment at her beauty, her rich clothing, and the 
golden star she wore upon her forehead. In 

reply to his questions, she told him she was the 
king’s daughter, and that she was searching for 
her twelve brothers, and then Benjamin knew 
she was his sister, and told her he was her 
brother. 

On hearing this, the maiden wept for joy, and 
the two embraced each other with great affec- 
tion. But presently Benjamin thought of his 
brothers’ vow and told his sister of it. 

‘“‘I should be glad to die,” she answered, “ if 

I could restore them to their home.” 
“No,” he said, “you shall not die. Hide 

yourself under this tub until my brothers come 
home, and I will make them promise to spare 
you.” 
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So when they returned, Benjamin said that 
he had strange news. 

“Oh, tell us what it is!” they all cried. 
“Will you promise me that the first maiden 

you meet shall not be killed?” he asked. 
“Yes, yes,” she shall be spared, only tell us.” 
Then he said: ‘ Our sister is here,” and lifting 

the tub, the little princess came forward, looking 
so beautiful and delicate in her royal robes, with 
the golden star on her forehead, that the brothers 
were full of joy, and embraced and kissed her, _ 

and loved her with all their hearts. 

She staid at home with Benjamin, and helped 
him in his work, and the brothers were very 
contented and happy, and lived in perfect har- 
mony with their little sister. 

One day Benjamin and his sister made a feast 
for their brothers. Near the house was a little 
garden in which were growing twelve lilies. 

Thinking it would give her brothers a pleasure 
to present to each a flower as they sat at their 

meals, the maiden broke off the twelve lilies. 

No sooner had she done this, than the twelve 

brothers were changed into twelve crows, and 

flew away through the forest. At the same 
moment the house and garden disappeared, and 
she was left standing alone in the middle of the 
deep woods. Looking round, she saw an old 

woman standing near her, who said: “My 

child, what have you done? Why did you not 

leave the twelve white lilies growing? They 
were your brothers, but now they have become 
crows, and will always remain so.” 

“Ts there no way to set them free?” asked 
the maiden, weeping. 

“No,” said the old woman; ‘‘there is but one 

thing in all the world, and that is too difficult 
for you to do. You must be dumb for seven 

years. You must not speak or laugh. Should 

you utter a single word, and it lacked only an 

hour of the seven years, all you had done before 

would be in vain, and your brothers would die.” 

The maiden went away, saying in her heart: 

“JT know for certain I shall set my brothers 

free.” She found a tall tree in which she lived, 

and here she would sit and spin, without ever 

speaking or laughing.
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THE MAIDEN PLUCKS THE FATAL LILIES, 

42 

It happened one day that the king was in the 

woods hunting with a large greyhound. Sud- 

denly it ran to the tree in which the maiden was 

sitting, and springing round it, barked furiously. 

The king, coming up, saw the princess, and was 

so charmed with her beauty, that he asked her 

if she would become his bride. She made no 

answer except to nod her head slightly. Then 

the king himself climbed the tree, brought her 

down, and rode away with her to his palace. 

The marriage was soon celebrated with great 
splendor and joy, but the bride neither spoke 

nor laughed. 

They had lived happily together a couple of 

years, when the king’s step-mother, who was a 
wicked woman, began to whisper evil things 

about the young queen. ‘It is some low beg-~- 

gar-maiden that you have brought to your 

palace,” she would say to the king. ** Who knows 

for what wicked deed she was driven from her 

home? Even if she is dumb, and can't speak, 

she might laugh. Any one that does not laugh, 

has a bad conscience.” The king would not 

believe her at first, but the old woman talked 

so much, that at last the king was convinced, 

and had her condemned to death. 

A great fire was made in the court-yard, 

where the king stood watching with tearful eyes, 

for he still loved her dearly. She was bound 

to the stake; the fire had already scorched her 

clothing; but now the moment had arrived 

when the seven years expired. She heard a 

whirring sound in the air, and looking up, saw 

twelve crows flying towards her. The instant 

they touched the earth, they were changed to 

her twelve brothers whom she had set free. 

They scattered the burning wood, put out the 

flames, and freeing their sister, once more em- 

braced and kissed her. And now that she was 

allowed to speak, she told the king why she 

had been silent and never laughed. The king 

was very happy to find she was innocent, and 

they lived together in happiness to the end of 

their lives. But the wicked step-mother who 

was brought to justice, was condemned to be 

thrown into a vat full of boiling oil and poison- 

ous snakes, and thus she died a terrible death.
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Fy ?}7 ENCHANTED FAWN. 
A LITTLE brother once took his sister by the 

hand, and said: ‘We have not had a happy 

hour since our mother died. Our step-mother 

beats us every day, and if we go to her for any- 

thing, she kicks us away. Our only food is the 

hard bread-crusts that are left over. The dog 

under the table fares better than we do; she 

throws him many a good bite. Heaven help 

us! Oh! if our mother only- knew what we 

suffer! Come, let us leave here, and go out inte 

the wide world.” 

All day they wandered over fields and mead- 
ows and stony roads. They were very sad, and 

once, when it rained, the little sister said: ‘‘ God 

and our hearts are weeping together.” By even- 

ing they came to a large forest. Tired out with 

hunger, sorrow, and the long journey, they crept 

into a hollow tree, and fell asleep. 
The next morning when they awoke, the sun 

was high in the heavens, and shone warm and 

bright into the tree. 

“JT am so thirsty,” said the little boy to his 
. sister. “If I only knew where there was a 

brook, I would go and get a drink. Hark! I 
think I hear water running.” They climbed 
out of the tree, and taking hold of each other’s 
hands, went to find the brook. 

Now the wicked step-mother was a witch, and 
had seen the children go away, and knew where 
they were. 

THE WICKED STEP-MOTHER BEWITCHING THE WATERS, 
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She had sneaked after them, as is the habit 

of witches, and had bewitched all the water in 

the forest. 

Soon the children found the little brook, that 

sparkled and rippled over the stones. But just 

as the boy was stooping to drink, the sister 

heard, as if the brook murmured: 

“ Drink not of me! drink not of me! 

Or to a tiger changed you'll be.” 

So she begged of him not to drink the water 
or he would become a wild beast and tear her 

to pieces. Thirsty as he was, the boy did as 

she wished, and said he would wait until they 

came to the next spring. Soon they came to 

another brook, and the maiden heard the waters 

whisper : 

“Drink not of me! drink not of me! 

Or to a black wolf changed you'll be.” 

And a second time the sister begged her 

brother not to drink the water or he would be 

changed into a black wolf and devour her 
Again the brother did as she wished, but he 

said: “I will wait until we come to the next 

brook, then I must drink, say what you will, or 

I shall die of thirst.” 5 
But when they came tothe third brook, the 

sister heard the cool waters murmuring: 

“ Drink not of me! drink not of me, 

Or to a young deer changed you'll be.” 

And she cried: “Dear brother, do not drink 

here, or you will be turned into a fawn, and run 

away from me.” 

But her brother had already knelt by the 
stream to drink, and as soon as the first drop 

passed his lips he became a fawn. 
The little sister wept bitterly over her poor 

bewitched brother, and the little fawn also wept, 
and kept close to her side. At last the maiden 
said: ‘‘ Do not cry any more, dear little fawn, I 

will never leave you,” and she untied her golden 

garter and fastened it around his neck, then 

braiding some rushes into a soft string, she tied 

it to the collar, and led him away into the deep 
forest. 
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After they had travelleda long, long distance, 
they came to a little cottage. The maiden 

looked in, and seeing it was empty, thought: 

‘We can stay here and live.” 

She gathered leaves and moss and made a 

soft bed for the fawn. Every morning she went 

out into the forest to gather roots and _ berries 
and nuts for her own food, and tender grass for 

the fawn, who would eat out of her hand and 

play happily around her. When night came, 

and the little sister was tired, she would say 

her prayers, lay her head on the fawn’s back for 

a pillow, and sleep peacefully until morning. 

Their life in the woods would have been a very 

happy one, if the brother could only have had 

his proper form. 
The maiden had lived a long time in the 

forest with the fawn for her only companion, 

when it happened the king of the country held 
a great hunt. The loud blasts of the horn, the 
baying of the hounds, the lusty cries of the 

huntsmen, sounded on every side. The young 

deer heard them, and was eager for the chase. 

“Please let me join the hunt,” he said to his 

sister; ‘I cannot restrain myself any longer,” 

and he begged so piteously, that at last she 
consented. 

“At evening you must come back again,” 

she said. ‘But I shall have my door locked 
against those wild hunters, and that I may 

know you when you knock, say: ‘Sister, let me 

in. If you do not say this, I shall not open the 
door.” 

She opened the door and the deer bounded 

away, glad and joyful to breathe the fresh air, 
and be free. The king and his huntsmen saw 

the beautiful animal, and started in chase of 

him, but they could not catch him, and when 

they thought they had him safe, he sprang over 

the bushes and disappeared. As soon as it be- 
came dark, he ran to the little cottage, knocked 

at the door, and cried: ‘Sister, let me in.” 

The door was quickly opened; he went in, and 
rested all night on his soft bed. 

The next morning the chase was continued, 

and when the deer heard the sound of the horn, 

and the ‘Ho! ho!” of the huntsmen, he could
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no longer rest, and said: “‘ Let me out, sister, I 

must go.” 

His sister opened the door, saying to him: 

“You must return at evening, and don’t forget 

what I told you to say.” ; 

As soon as the king and his huntsmen caught 

sight of the young deer with the golden collar, 

they all gave chase, but he was too quick and 

nimble for them. All day long they followed 

him. Towards evening the huntsmen surrounded 
him, and one of them wounded him a little in 

the foot, so that he limped and had to run more 
slowly. One huntsman followed him to the 
cottage, and heard him cry: “Sister, let me in.” 

Then he saw the door open, and quickly close 

again. The huntsman was astonished, and went 
and told the king all he had seen and heard. 

‘To-morrow,’ said the king, ‘we will once 

more give him chase.” 

But the maiden was very much frightened 

when she saw that the deer was wounded. She 
washed the blood from his foot, and bound 

healing herbs on it, and said: ‘Go and lie down 
upon your bed now, dear fawn, that you may 

become strong and well again.” 

But the wound was so slight, that the next 

morning he felt nothing of it. And when he 
heard the sound of the hunt again outside, he 
said: “I cannot stay here, I must join them. 
They will not catch me so soon again.” 

‘No, no,” said his sister weeping ; ‘‘ you must 

not go. They will kill you, and I shall be left 

alone here in the forest, deserted by all the 

world.” 

“Tf I do not go, I shall die of longing,” he 
said. ‘‘When [hear the hunting-horn, I feel that 

I must bound away.” 

With a heavy heart, his sister opened the 
door, and the young deer went leaping joyfully 

through the woods. When the king saw him, 
he said to his huntsmen: ‘‘ Do not lose sight of 
him all day, but see that no one does him any 
harm.” 

When evening came, the king said to his 
men: ‘‘Come now, and show me where the 

cottage stands.” They did so, and the king 
going to the door, knocked, and cried, ‘“ Sister, 
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let me in.” The door opened, the king entered, 
and he saw standing before him a maiden more 
beautiful than he had ever seen before. But 
how great was her astonishment on opening 
the door, to see, instead of the deer, a man 

enter, wearing a golden crown on his head. But 
the king looked at her kindly, and extending 
his hand, said: ‘‘ Will you go with me to my 

castle and be my dear wife?” 

“Oh, yes!” replied the maiden, “Iam willing 

to go, but the deer must go also; I can never 

leave him.” 

‘He shall remain with you as long as you 

live, and shall never want for anything,” said 

the king. 

At this moment the deer came bounding in. 

His sister again fastened the string of rushes to 

his collar, and leading him by her own hand, 

they went out from the lonely cottage in the 

woods for the last time. 

The king placed the maiden upon his horse 

and rode with her to the castle, where the mar- 

riage was celebrated with great splendor, and 

she became queen, and they lived together 

happily for a long time, while the deer played 

in the castle garden and received every care and 

attention. 

In the meantime, the wicked step-mother on 

whose account the children had been driven 

into the world, had no thought but that the 

little sister had been torn to pieces by wild 

animals, and that the boy, whom she had turned 

into a fawn, had been shot by the hunters. 

When she heard, therefore, of their good fortune, 

and how happy they were, she was filled with 

envy, and gave herself no rest until she had 

thought of a way to destroy their happiness. 

One day, her own daughter, who was as ugly 

as night, and had only one eye, said to her: 

‘Oh, if I had only been born a queen!” 

“Be quiet now,” said the old woman; “ when 

the time comes, I shall be on hand, and you 

shall yet be a queen.” 

The time came when a little son was born to 

the queen and the king was away to the hunt. 

The old woman, taking the form of a nurse, 

entered the room of the queen, and said : ““Come,
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your bath is ready. Let us be quick before it could not restore, so she had her lie on the side 
gets cold.” Her daughter, who was also there, where there was no eye. 

carried the queen into the bath-room, where In the evening when the king came home, and 
they had made a suffocating fire, and leaving heard that he hada son, he was greatly rejoiced, 

her there to die, closed the door and went away. and went at once to see the queen. But as 

This done, the old 

woman tied a cap on 

her own daughter's 

head, and had her lie 

down in the queen’s 

place. She gave her 
the form and appear- 
ance of the queen as 

nearly as she could, 

but the lost eye she 

    

    

      

   

      

   

   

  

   

   

THE KING TAKES THE MAIDEN TO HIS CASTLE, 

he drew the curtain, the old woman 

cried: ‘For your life do not draw that 

curtain, the queen cannot bear the 

light!” So he went away without 

knowing that a false queen had taken 

her place. 

At midnight when every one was asleep, as 

the child’s nurse sat alone by the cradle, she saw 

the door open and the true queen enter. She 

took the child in her arms, nursed it,and then
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laying it in its cradle again, covered it carefully, 

and went out. She did not forget the deer, but 

went to the corner where he lay and gently 

stroked his back, and then silently disappeared. 

In the morning the child’s nurse asked the 

guard if he had seen any one leave the castle, 

but he said no, he had seen noone. The queen 

came many nights in this manner without speak- 

ing to any one. The nurse saw her, but said 

nothing to any one about it. 

After some time had passed, the queen one 

night began to speak, and said: 

‘“* How fares my child? how fares the deer? 

Twice more shall I come, and then disappear.” 

The nurse made no answer, but when the 

queen had gone, she went to the king and told 

him everything. 

“ Alas !” said the king, ‘‘what does this mean? 

To-morrow night I will watch by the child.” 

The next evening he went into the nursery, 

and at midnight the queen came in, and said: 

‘* How fares my child? how fares the deer? 

Once more shall I come, and then disappear.” 

She took the child in her arms as usual, and 
then went out. The king would not trust him- 
self to speak, but he watched the following night, 
and this time she said: 

‘* How fares my child? how fares the deer? 
This time do I come, and then disappear.” 

But the king could hold back no longer, and - 
sprang towards her, saying: ‘‘ You can be no 
other than my dear wife!” 

“Yes, [am your dear wife,” she replied, and 

at that moment she was restored to life, as well 

and beautiful as ever. 

Then she told the king how he had been 
deceived by the wicked witch and her daughter. 
He had them brought to judgment and they 
were condemned to death. The daughter was 
driven to the forest where she was torn to pieces 
by wild beasts, and the old witch was led to 
the fire and miserably burnt. No sooner was 
she burnt to ashes than the young deer was 
restored to his human form, and the brother and 

sister spent the rest of their days happily 
together. 

bE -GOLDEN<GOOSE. 

«A MAN once had three sons, the youngest 

of whom was considered foolish, and on this 

account was despised and made fun of by every 

body. One day the eldest son wished to go to 
the forest, and cut wood, so his mother made 

him a rich little cake, and gave him a bottle of 

wine, that he might not be hungry or thirsty 
while away. 

When he reached the woods, he met a little 

gray-headed man, who bade him good morning, 

and said: “I pray you, give me a piece of the 
cake that is in your pocket, anda sip of wine, 

for Iam very hungry and thirsty.” 

But the wise youth answered: ‘If I give 
you my cake and wine, J shall have nothing for 
myself, so take yourself off,’ and he went on. 

He began chopping, but had not worked long 
when the axe slipped and cut his arm so badly 
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he was obliged to go home and have it bound 
up. The little old man was the cause of all 
this trouble. 

Then the second son wished to go to the 
woods, and his mother made him a rich little 

cake, and gave him a bottle of wine. He also 
met the little gray-headed man in the woods, 
and when. asked for some of his food and wine, 

replied as his brother had done, and went on to 
his work. But his punishment was not long in 

coming. He had scarcely given two strokes 
with his axe, when he hit his leg, cutting it so 

badly that he had to be carried home. 
Then the foolish son said: ‘‘ Father, let me 

go and cut wood.” 

But his father said: ‘Your brothers only came 

to harm for going, what could you do, when you 
know nothing about such work ?”
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The boy, however, begged so hard to go, that 
at last his father said: ‘‘ Go along, then; you 

will learn by experience.” 

His mother gave him a cake, but it had been 

mixed with water and baked in the ashes, and 

a bottle of sour beer. 

When he reached the woods, the little man 
met him, and after greeting him, said: ‘' Give 
mea piece of your cake, and a drink of your 
bottle, [am so hungry and thirsty.” 

“T have only a cake baked in the ashes and 

some sour beer,” said the boy, ‘‘ but if they will 
suit you, we will sit down and share them 
together.” 

So they seated.themselves, but when the boy 
took out his cake, lo! it was changed to a beauti- 

ful rich cake, and the sour beer into good wine. 
After they had eaten and drank, the little man 
said: ‘‘ Because you have a kind heart, and were 
willing to share what you had with me, I will 

reward you. Yonder stands an old tree; cut 
it down, and you will find something at the 
roots.” So saying he took his departure. 

The boy cut down the tree, and as it fell to 

the ground, he saw sitting at the roots a goose 
with feathers of pure gold. He took it in his 
arms, and went to an inn where he intended to 
pass the night. But the landlord had three 
daughters, who, when they saw the goose, were 
very curious over the wonderful bird, and wished 
very much to possess one of the golden feathers. 
The oldest one watched her opportunity, and 
when the youth had gone out, she seized the 
goose by the wing to pull out a feather. But 
the moment her fingers touched the bird, she 
could not remove her hand, and had to remain 
standing there. Soon the second daughter came, 
and thought she too would have a feather, but 
she no sooner touched her sister, than she was 
unable to move away. 

Lastly, the third one came up with the same 
intention of having a feather, but the others 
cried to her: ‘“Remain where you are, remain 
where you are,” but she saw no reason for 
remaining where she was, and thought: ‘If 
you can stand by the goose, so can J.” She 
sprang towards it, but as soon as she touched 
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her sister, she could not leave her. Thus all} 

three sisters passed the night standing by the 

goose. 
The next morning the boy took the goose in 

his arms and went away without so much as 

noticing the three girls that followed close be- 

hind, running new to the right, and now to the 

left, just as he happened to turn. As they were 

passing through a field, they met the parson. 

‘Shame on you,” he cried to the maidens; 

“why are you following that young man? Go 

back home,” and he took hold of the youngest 

one to turn her about. But he no sooner touched 

her, than he too stuck fast, and was obliged to. 

run along with them. Not long after, they passed 

the sexton, who, secing the parson running 

along with these maidens, called to him: * Hal- 

loa, master, where are you going so fast? Have 

you forgotten the christening we are to have 

to-day?” and seizing the parson’s cloak, stuck 

fast, and was compelled to run with them. As. 
the five were trotting along together, they came 

to two farmers, who were just returning from 

the field, with their hoes on their shoulders. The 

parson called to them to come and set him and 

the sexton free. They hastened to do so, but 

when they took hold of the sexton, they could 

not let go, and now there were seven running 

after the foolish boy and the goose. 

They travelled on until they came to a city 

ruled by a king whose daughter was so melan- 

choly, she had never been known to laugh. 

Therefore the king had proclaimed, that who- 

ever should make her laugh, should receive her 

as his wife. Hearing this, the young man took 
his goose and went with his ridiculous train 

before the princess. It had the desired effect; 
when she saw the seven persons all following 

the goose, and running one behind the other, 

she began to laugh loudly, and the people 

thought she would never stop. 

Then the youth demanded his bride, but the 

king was not pleased with sucha son-in-law, and 

raised many objections, and finally said before 

he could have his daughter, he must bring him 

a man who could drink a cellarful of wine. He 

remembered the little gray-headed man—he
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could probably help him now—so he went out 
into the woods, and there on the very spot where 

he had cut down the tree, saw a man sitting with 

a very miserable face. ‘What is troubling you 

that you look so sad?” he asked. 

“ Alas! Iam so thirsty,” the man replied. “I 
cannot endure cold water. I have already 

drank a cask of wine, but what is a drop on a 

hot stone?” 

“ Oh, I can help you,” said the youth joyfully ; 
“Come with me, you shall have all you want.” 

He led him to the king’s cellar, and the man 

drank and drank till his sides ached, but he 

never ceased till the cellar was emptied. 

Again the youth demanded his bride, but the 
king was vexed that this fellow, whom every 
one called a simpleton, should carry off his 

daughter, and made a new condition that he 

should first find a man who could eat a moun- 

tain of bread. The simpleton thought a moment, 
and then went out again to the woods. He 

found a man sitting in the same place where he 
had seen the other, buckling a belt around his 

body, and making hideous faces. 
“Tam so hungry,” he said. ‘I have eaten 

a whole ovenful of bread, but what of that? My 

stomach is so empty, I have to tighten my 

belt, or I should die of hunger.” 

‘LEE DEA TE 

ONCE upon a time a cock and a hen went 

nutting together, and it was agreed that which- 

ever found a nut should divide with the other. 

Soon the hen found a very large nut, but said 

nothing about it, and tried to swallow it whole. 

But the nut stuck in her throat, and fearing she 

would choke to death, she screamed loudly to 
the cock to bring her some water. The cock 

ran as quickly as he could to a spring and said: 

“ Spring, give me some water, or the hen lying 

on the hill yonder, will choke to death from a 

large nut she has swallowed.” 

“Run first to the bride, and ask her to give 

you a piece of red silk,” said the spring. 
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The stupid youth was delighted. ‘Get up 
quickly, and go with me,” he cried; “I will 
satisfy you.” 

He took him to the king’s court-yard, where 
all the flour in his kingdom had been brought, 
and baked into one immense mountain of bread. 
The man from the woods sat down before it, 

and began to eat, and in one day the pile dis- 
appeared. 

A third time the youth asked for his bride, 
but the king was not willing yet. 

“Bring me a ship that can sail on land as 
well as on water, and you shall have my daugh- 
ter,” he said. 

The youth went straight to the woods, and 
there found the little old man with whom he 
had divided his cake. 

“Well,” said the man, “I have eaten and 

drank for you, and now I will give you the ship, 

because you were kind and merciful to me when 
I was in want.” 

He gave him the ship that would sail on land 
as well as on water, and when the king saw it, 

he could no longer refuse him his daughter. So 
the marriage was celebrated, and the foolish 
boy whom every one had laughed at, became a 

prince, and on the death of the king, succeeded 
to the throne. 

OP EE ELEN: 

The cock ran to the bride, and said: ‘“ Bride, 

give me a piece of red silk, then the spring will 

give me some water, and I can save the life of - 

the hen, who is choking to death with a nut 

stuck fast in her throat.” But the bride said: 
“Run and bring me my wreath first, that hangs 

on a willow.” 

The cock ran and fetched the wreath, for 

which the bride gave him the red silk, and the 
spring in turn gave him the water. Quickly he 

carried it to the hen, but too late, she lay on 

her back quite dead. Then the cock in his 

grief set up so loud acry that all the animals 
and birds came and mourned with him. Six
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mice built a little wagon in which to carry the 
hen to her grave, and when all was ready, they 

harnessed themselves to it, and the cock got in 

and drove. 

On the way, they met a fox. ‘‘ Where are you 

going, cock?” he asked. 
“To bury my little hen,” was the reply. 

“May I go with you?” asked the fox. 

“Yes, but sitin the back part of the wagon, 
or my little horses will not be able to draw 

you.” said the cock. 

After this the wolf, the bear, the deer, the 

lion, and all the animals of the woods joined 

the procession. They had not gone far before 

they came to a brook. 

‘ How shall we get across ?” asked the cock. 

A straw lay on the bank, and said: ‘I will 

throw myself across, and you can walk over 

on me.” 

The six mice passed first, but when they were 
well over the water, the straw slipped, and they 

all fell in and were drowned. Now their trouble 

began anew. A live coal offered next to take 

them over, but unluckily fire and water cannot 

live together, and the minute the coal touched 

the water, the fire went out, and it too came 

to its end. 

Then a stone took pity on their distress and 

offered to roll into the brook and make a bridge 

for them. It did so, and the cock took hold of 

the wagon and drew it over himself. When he 

had reached the other side with the dead hen, 

he wished to bring the mourners over also, so he 

went back for them, but just as he had almost 

reached the bank, the wagon slipped from the 

stone, and all who were in it fell into the water 

and were drowned. 

Now the cock was all alone with the dead 

hen. He dug the grave, laid her in it, and raised 

a mound over it. Then he seated himself by it, 

and wept and mourned until he died—and this 

was the end of the funeral party. 

HANSEIZAND GRE EEE. 

ONCE upon a time there lived near the borders 
of a large forest a poor woodcutter with his wife 
and two children—a boy named Hansel and 
a girl named Grethel. They had little enough 
to eat, and finally when a great famine came, 
they could no longer earn their daily bread. 

One night as the woodcutter lay awake think- 
ing of their troubles, he sighed, and said: ‘‘ What 
will become of us? How can we feed our chil- 
dren when we cannot get food for ourselves 

even.” 
“JT know what we will do,” said his wife, 

who was only the step-mother of the children. 
“Early to-morrow morning we will take the 
children out into the thickest part of the woods. 
We will build them a fire, and give them our 

only remaining piece of bread. Then we will 
leave them and go to our work. They cannot 
find the way home again, and we shall be freed 
from them.” 

‘No, wife,” said the man, “I cannot do that. 
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How could I have the heart to leave my chil- 

dren alone in the woods where the wild beasts 

would soon devour them.” 

“Oh, what a fool!” she cried. “Then all 

four of us must die of hunger. You may as 

well plane the boards for our coffins at once,” 

and she gave him no peace until he consented. 

But his heart was full of pity and sorrow for 

the poor children. 

The two children, who were also too hungry 

to sleep, heard what their step-mother had said 

to their father. 

Grethel cried bitterly and said to her brother: 

‘“ Now we shall surely die.” 

But Hansel said: ‘Hush! Grethel, do not 

cry, I shall be able to help you.” 

He waited until their parents were fast asleep, 

then he got up, dressed himsclf, unfastened the 

door, and slipped quietly out. The moon shone 

brightly, and the white pebbles that lay in front 

of the cottage. glittered like silver coins.
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Hansel stooped and picked up as 

many of the pebbles as his pockets 

would hold. Then he went back to 

Grethel, and said: ‘‘Be comforted, dear 

little sister, and sleep in peace. God 

will not forsake us.” So saying, he 

went back to bed and slept. 

In the morning before the sun rose, 

the step-mother came and woke the 

two children, and said: ‘ Get up, you 

lazy-bones, we must go into the forest 

now and gather wood.” Giving each 

a piece of bread, she said: ‘‘ Here is 

something for your dinner. Do not eat 

it before then, for you will get nothing 

more.” 

Grethel took the bread in her apron, 

while Hansel carried the stones in his 

pockets. Soon they were all on the 

way to the forest. After they had 

gone a little way, Hansel stopped and 

looked back at the house. This he 

did several times, till at last his father 

said: ‘Hansel, what are you looking 

at, that you lag behind so? Take care, 

and don’t forget your legs.” 

‘Oh, father!” replied the boy, ‘I 

am looking at my white cat that sits 

on the roof, and wants to say good- 

bye to me.” 

But his step-mother said: “ Foolish 

boy! that is not your cat, but the sun 

shining on the chimney.” 

Hansel, however, had not been look- 

ing at a cat, but had staid behind to 
take a white pebble from his pocket 

and drop it on the ground as they 

walked along. When they reached 

the middle of the forest, the father 

said: ‘‘Come, children, gather some 

wood now, and I will make you a fire, 

so that you will not be cold.” 

Hansel and Grethel gathered a pile 
of twigs together, which the father 

kindled. As the flames blazed up, the 
step-mother said: ‘“ Lie down by the 
Gre now and rest, children, while your 
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father and I go into the forest and cut wood. 

When we get ready to go home we will come 

for you.” 

Hansel and Grethel sat down by the fire, and 

when noon came, ate their little piece of bread. 

As long as they heard the sound of the axe, 

they thought their father was near; but it was 

not an axe they heard, but a limb that their 

father had bound to a dead tree, so that it would 

blow back and forth in the wind, and strike the 

tree like an axe. 

They sat by the fire a long time, till at last 

their eyes became heavy, and they fell fast 

asleep. When they awoke, it was dark night. 

Grethel began to cry, and said: ‘“‘ How are we 

to get out of the woods?” 

But Hansel comforted her, saying: “Only 

wait a little while until the moon rises, then we 

shall find our way out.” 

When the full moon had risen, Hansel took 

his little sister by the hand, and followed the 

white pebbles that glistened in the moonlight. 

They travelled all night, and at break of day 
reached their father’s house. They knocked at 

the door. The old woman opened it, and when 

she saw them, cried out: ‘‘ You wicked chil- 

dren, what did you sleep so long in the woods 
for? We thought you were never coming back 
again.” But the father was overjoyed to see 
them, for he had grieved to think he had left 
them all alone in the forest. 

Not long after this, want again stared them 
in the face, and the children heard the step- 

mother saying one night: ‘“‘ We shall soon have 
nothing to eat; there is half a loaf of bread 
yet, and then we are at the end of the rope. The 
children must go away. We will take them 
deeper into the woods this time, so that it will 
be impossible for them to find their way out. 
There is no other way for us to save ourselves.” 

This made the father’s heart very sad, and he 

thought: ‘It would be better to share the last 
morsel with my children, and then die, than to 
leave them in this way.” 

But his wife would not listen to him, and 

scolded and reproached him a long time. When 
a person has once said A, he must also say B. 
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Because he had yielded the first time, he could 

not refuse to do so the second. 

The children had heard this conversation also, 

and when the parents were asleep, Hansel rose 
to go out and gather pebbles as he had done 
before. But the step-mother had fastened the 

door so securely, he could not get out. So he 
went back and comforted little Grethel, telling 
her not to cry, but go to sleep, and God would 
surely help them. 

Early in the morning the step-mother came 
and pulled the children out of bed. Before they 
went to the woods, she gave them each a piece 
of bread for their dinners, smaller even than 

she had given them before. 
As they went along, Hansel, who had the 

bread in his pocket, stopped every now and 
then, and threw little crumbs along the path. 

“Hansel,” said his father, “what are you 
jooking around at? Keep in the path.” 
“fam looking at my little dove, who sits on 

the roof nodding good-bye to me,” answered 

the boy. 

‘“Simpleton,” said his step-mother, ‘there is 
no dove there; it is the morning sun shining 
upon the chimney.” 

But Hansel still kept dropping the crumbs as 

he went along. The step-mother led them far 
into the woods where they had never been be- 

fore in all their lives. Again the parents made 
a large fire for the children, and the step-mother 

said to them: ‘‘Sit here, children, and when 

you are tired, you can lie down and sleep a 
little. Weare going into the forest to cut wood, 
and when we are ready to return, will come and 
get you.” 

When it was noon, Grethel divided her piece 
of bread with Hansel, who had scattered his 

along the way, and they ate their dinner. 
Then they fell asleep. Evening came on, but 
no one came for the poor children. When they 
awoke, it was quite dark, and again Hansel 

comforted his little sister, saying: ‘“ Wait a 
little, Grethel, till the moon rises, then we can 

see the bread-crumbs that I strewed along the 
path, and we can find our way back to the 
house.”
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When the moon rose, they got up, but they 

could not see any bread-crumbs, for the thou- 

sands of birds that fly about in the fields and 

woods had picked them all up. 

But Hansel cheered his sister saying: ‘“‘We 

will soon find the path;” but they did not find 

it. They walked all night, and all the next 

day from morning until evening, but they did 

not come out of the forest. They were very 

hungry, for they had had 

nothing to eat but a few & 

berries that grew close to Nie 

the ground. At last they 

became so tired, their little 

legs could go no farther, 

and they lay down under 

a tree and fell asleep. 
       It was now the third —~ EG SY » | 

morning since they left OS! @, Es ; 

their father’s house. They oN e ey? 

started on their wanderings 

once more, but they only 

got deeper and deeper into the forest. 

“Tf help does not come soon, we 

shall die,” they thought. About noon 

they saw a beautiful snow-white bird 

sitting on a branch of a tree. It sang 

so sweetly, they stopped to listen, 

When it had finished its song, it spread 

out its wings, and flew on before them. 

They followed it until they saw it 

alight on the roof of a little cottage. 

What was the surprise of the children 

on coming near to find that the house 

was built entirely of bread, orna- 

mented with cake, and that its win- 

dows were of clear sugar. 

‘“‘Let us stop here,” said Hansel, 

‘“and have a splendid feast. I will 

take a piece from the roof, and you can take a 

piece from the window; how good it will taste!” 

So Hansel reached up and broke a very little - 

from the roof, while Grethel nibbled from one 

of the window panes. Presently a soft voice 

called out from the room: 

‘*Nibble, nibble, like a mouse, 

Who is nibbling at my house?” 
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“‘TT SPREAD OUT ITS WINGS AND FLEW ON BEFORE THEM.” 

And the boy answered : 

“The wind, the wind, so soft and mild!” 

And the girl said: 

“‘The wind, the wind, the heavenly child!” 

The children kept on eating without a thought 

that they were doing wrong. As the roof tasted 

very nice to the hungry boy, he broke off a
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larger piece, and Grethel broke out a whole 

round window-pane, and sitting down on the 

door-step, they prepared to enjoy their feast. 
But just then, the door of the cottage opened, 

and avery old woman, leaning upon crutches, 

came out. Hansel and Grethel were so fright- 

ened that they dropped what they held in their 

hands. 

The old woman nodded her head, and said: 

“Oh! you dear children, who has brought you 

here? Come in and live with me, I will not 

hurt you,” and taking both by the hand she drew 

them into the cottage. 

She gave them a good 

sugar, milk, apples and 

nuts. When they had fin- 

ished, she led them to 

  

wickedly to herself, and said: “I have them 

now ; they shall not escape from me again.” 

Early in the morning before the children were 

awake, the old woman was up, and when she 

looked at the two children as they lay quictly 

sleeping, and saw their round rosy cheeks, she 

muttered: ‘They will make a good bite for 

me.” Then she seized Hansel with her rough 

hand, and dragging him out into a little stall, 

closed it with a grated door. He might scream 

as much as he liked, it would not help him. 

Then going back to Grethel, she shook her, 

     

      

| 
| 

  

    

    two beautiful white-curtained beds, where 

they lay down and thought they were in 
heaven. But the old woman was only 

pretending to be friendly; she was a 
wicked witch and hated children, and 

had built the little cottage of bread and 

cake purposely to entrap them. Whenever she 

could catch a child, she killed it, and cooked 

it, and ate it for her dinner—that was a feast- 

day for her. Witches have red eyes and can- 

not see very far, but, like animals, they have a 

keen scent, and can tell when human beings are 

near. So when Hansel and Grethel came near 

her in their wanderings in the forest, she laughed 
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‘(SHE MUTTERED: ‘THEY WILL MAKE A GOOD BITE FOR ME.” 
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and cried: ‘t Get up, lazy-bones, and get some 
water and cook your brother something good. 
I have put him out in the stall where I shalt 
fatten him. When he gets fat I shall cat him.” 
Grethel began to cry bitterly, but it was of no 

use ; she had to do as the wicked witch told her. 

The best of food was cooked for poor Hanscl, 
but Grethel received nothing but crabs’ claws.
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Every morning the old woman crept out to the 
stall and said: “Stick out your finger, Hansel, 

that I may feel of it and see if you will soon be 
fat.” But Hansel would reach out a little bone 
instead, and as the witch could not see very 

well, she thought it was his finger, and won- 

dered why he did not get fatter. 

When four weeks had passed, and Hansel did 

not get any fatter, she became impatient, and 

would not wait any longer. 

‘“Heigh-ho! Grethel,” she called tothe maiden, 

‘‘be quick and get some water. Hansel maybe 

fat or lean, I shall kill him and cook him to- 

: morrow.” How the pooc little 
, . sister wept as she brought the 

fi water. With the tears rolling 

a 

     

  

   

          

   

   

   

    

down her cheeks, she cried 
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THE DUCK CARRYING GRETHEL OVER THE WATER. 

out: ‘ Dear God, help us! If we had only been 
eaten by the wild beasts, then we should have 
died together!” 

“Save your prayers,” said the old woman, 
“they won't help you.” 

Grethel was ordered up early in the morning, 
to kindle the fire, and hang over it the kettle of 

water. 

First we will bake,” she said ; ‘‘I have already 
heated the oven, and kneaded the bread,” and 

she pushed Grethel towards the oven in which 

the fire was still burning fiercely. 

“Creep in,” she cried, ‘‘and see if it is hot. 
enough, and we will put the bread in right away.” 

But Grethel knew what she wanted to do, and 

said: ‘I do not know how to do it. How can 

I creep in?” 
“What a goose you are,” said the 

old woman, ‘‘the door is large enough. 

Look here, I can get in myself,” and 

she crawled up and stuck her head in 

the oven. A sudden thought came to 

Grethel. She gave the old woman a 

push and she fell into the 

oven. Then she quickly 
closed the iron door, and 

drew the bolt. The old 

woman howled horribly, 
but Grethel ran away, leav- 

ing the wicked witch to. 
burn to death. She went. 

straight to Hansel, and 

opening the grated door,. 
exclaimed joyfully : ““ Han- 

sel we are free! the old 

witch is dead!” 

As quick as the door was: 

opened, Hansel sprang out 

like a bird from its cage. 

They threw their arms 

around each other’s necks, 

and kissed each other, and 

ran about for very joy. 

As there was nothing to be afraid of, they went 

into the witch’s house, and there in every cor- 

ner stood chests of pearls and heaps of precious. 

stones.
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“ These are much better than pebbles,” said 

Hansel, as he filled his pockets. 

“T will carry some home too,” said Grethel, 
and she filled her little apron. 
‘Now we must go,” said Hansel, ‘‘and get 

out of this bewitched forest.” 
They had been walking a couple of hours, 

when they came to a large body of water. 

“We cannot get across,” said Hansel; ‘‘I see 

no bridge of any kind.” 

‘There are no little boats either,” answered 

Grethel. ‘“ But there is a white duck swimming 

on the water, that I think will help us across if I 

ask her.” So she cried: 

‘* Little white duck, we are waiting for thee ; 

Not a bridge nor a boat can one of us see; 

Yet must we cross to the other side; 

Little white duck on your back let us ride.” 

The duck swam up to them, and Hansel seated 
himself on her back, and wanted his sister to 

’ 

sit behind him, but she said, ‘‘ No, that would 

be too much for the duck. She must take one 

of us at a time.” 

The good little duck did so, and carried them 

safely over. They went on their way very hap- 

pily, and soon they came to a part of the woods 

where they had been before. Everything grew 

more and more familiar, till at last they came 

in sight of their father’s house. Then they began 

to run, and bursting into the room, threw their 

arms around their father’s neck. The poor man 

had not had one happy hour since he left his 
children in the forest, and after he had lost 

them, his wife died also. 

Grethel shook out her apron and the pearls 

and precious stones rolled all over the floor, 

while Hansel drew handful after handful from 

his pockets. Their sorrow and troubles were 

now at an end, and they lived together in great 

happiness. 

SNOW-WHITE AND RED-ROSE. 

A POOR widow once lived with her two 
children in a lonely little cottage. In the 
garden grew two rose-bushes, one red and the 
other white, and because the children resembled 

the roses they bore, she named one Snow- 
White, and the other Red Rose. 

They were as good children as ever lived, 
always industrious and cheerful. But Snow- 
White was quiet and gentle, while Red-Rose 
loved to run about in the meadows looking for 
flowers and butterflies. Snow-White preferred 
to stay with her mother and help her in her 
work, or. read to her if there was nothing else 
todo. But the children loved each other dearly, 
and whenever they went out, would walk hand 
in hand. If one said: ‘We will never leave 
each other,” the other would reply: ‘Never, so 

long as we live,” and the mother always said 
that what one had was divided with the other. 

Often they went together to the woods to 
gather berries, but no harm came to them: the 
little hare ate a cabbage-leaf from their hands, 
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the deer grazed at their side, and the birds sat 

on the branches near them and sang to them. 

They met with no accident, and if night came 

on before they left the woods, they had no fear, 

but lay down on the moss and slept till morning. 

Their mother knew they were safe, and she 

also had no fears. Once when they had slept in 

the woods all night, and the dawn of morning 

had waked them, they saw a beautiful child 

dressed in glistening garments sitting near their 

bed. But as soon as they awoke, she arose, 

looked at them kindly, but said nothing, and 

disappeared into the forest. On looking around 

them, they found they had slept near the edge 

of a precipice, and that if they had gone twe 

steps farther in the darkness, they would have 

been dashed to pieces. When their mother heard 

of this, she said the child must have been the 

angel that watched over good children. 

Snow-White and Red-Rose kept their mother’s 

cottage so clean that it was a pleasure to look 

at it. In the summer time, Red-Rose swept the
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kitchen, and placed a fresh bouquet of roses by 
her mother’s bedside every morning before she 

was up; and in the winter, Snow-White made 
the fire and hung the brass kettle on the hook, 

where it shone like gold, so bright did the little 
maid keep it scoured. In the evening, when 
the snow fell, the mother would say: ‘Go and 
bolt the door, Snow-white;” and then they 
would all sit down by the fire, and the mother 
would put on her spectacles and read from a 
large book, while the two girls listened and 
spun. Near them on the floor lay a little lamb, 
while perched in one corner sat a white dove 
with its head under its wing. 

One evening as they were thus sitting to- 
gether, some one knocked at the door as if he 
were anxious to get in. 

‘““Quick Red-Rose,” said the mother, “open 
the door; it may be some traveller who is look- 
ing for shelter.” 

Red-Rose opened the door thinking to see a 
poor man, but instead, she saw a big black bear 
stretching his head towards the door. The 
maiden screamed loudly, and jumped back; 

the lamb gave a frightened bleat; the dove 

flew wildly round the room, while little Snow- 

White crept under her mother’s bed. 
The bear began to talk and said: ‘Do not 

be afraid, 1 will not hurt you. Iam half frozen 
and only wish to warm myself a little by your 

- fire.” 

“You poor bear,” said the mother, “lie down 
by the fire, but take care that you do not burn 

your fur.” Then she called: ‘Snow-White, 

Red-Rose, come here, the bear will not hurt 

you.” 

The children came out, and by degrees ap- 

proached the bear, the lamb did the same, and 

finally even the dove lost all fear of him. Then 

the bear said: ‘“‘Get the broom, children, and 

brush the snow from my fur.” They brought 
the broom and brushed his fur till it was quite 
clean, after which he stretched himself out com- 

fortably before the fire. 
In a short time they lost all fear of their 

clumsy guest; they pulled his fur with both 
hands, planted their feet on his back, pushed 
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him first one way and then another, and beat 
him with a hazel-bush. If he growled they only 
laughed, and when they were too rough with 
him, he only said: ‘Spare my life, children. 
Snow-White, Red-Rose, would you kill one who 
loves you?” 
When it was bed-time, and the children were 

in bed, the mother said to the bear: “ You may 
lie on the hearth all night, if you want to. You 
will at least be protected from the cold and bad 
weather.” 

As soon as morning dawned, the children let 
him out, and he trotted away over the snow to 

the woods. But at a certain hour every evening, 
he returned to the cottage, lay downonthe hearth, 

and allowed the children to play with him a 
little while. They became so accustomed to 
his visits, that the door was never bolted until 

their black friend had arrived. 
One day in spring, when everything was green, 

he said to Snow-White: “I must go away now, 

and I shall not return all summer.” 
‘‘Where are yougoing, dear bear?” she asked. 
“‘T’must go to the woods,” he replied, “and 

protect my treasures from the wicked dwarfs. 

In the winter when the ground is frozen, they 

have to remain below, but as soon as the sun 

melts the frost, they work their way up, and steal 

whatever they can find, and when once anything 

is in their hands, it is not easy to get it again.” 

Snow-White felt very sorry to part with the 

bear. As she opened the door for him to pass 

out, his fur caught on a hook, and a piece of 

skin was torn off. Snow-White thought she 

saw something glitter like gold under his skin, 

but was not sure, for the bear trotted away very 

quietly and was soon lost sight of among the 

trees. 

Some time after this, the mother sent the 

children into the woods to gather brush-wood. 

As they approached the forest, they saw that a 

large tree had fallen down and that something 

was springing up and down on one of the 

branches, but they could not tell what it was. 

When they came nearer, they saw a little dwarf 

with a wrinkled face and a beard a yard long. 

The end of his beard had caught in a cleft in
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the tree, and the little fellow sprang about like 
a puppy fastened to a string, and knew not how 

to help himself. 

He glared at the maidens with his fiery eyes, 

and cried: ‘‘Why do you stand there? Can't 

you come and help me?” 

“What have you been doing, little man?” 

asked Red-Rose. 

“You stupid piece of curiosity!” he cried. “I 

was trying to split some wood for our kitchen, 

for if we used large pieces, such as you greedy 

people do, the little morsels we cook would burn 

up. I had driven in the wedge, and everything 

was going on well, when suddenly it slipped 

out, and the wood closed up so quickly that 
my beautiful white beard caught, and I cannot 

draw it out. Now stand there and laugh, you 

smooth, milk-faced creatures! Whew! but how 

ugly you are!” 

The children tried to get his beard out, but 
could not. Finaliy one of them said: ‘1 will 

run and get some one to help us.” 

“Stupid blockheads!” he snarled. ‘Who 

wants any more people? you are two too many. 
Can't you think of anything better?” 

‘Do not be impatient,” said Snow-White ; 

“T can help you,” and taking her scissors from 

her pocket she cut off the end of his beard. 

As soon as the dwarf felt himself free, he seized 

a sack full of gold that had been hidden among 
the roots of the tree, lifted it on his shoulders, 

and growled; ‘‘Smooth-faced people! they 
have cut off a piece of my beard. They will get 

their pay for it.” Then he went away without 

giving the children a glance. 

One day Snow-White and Red-Rose went 
to catch a mess of fish. As they came near the 

brook, they saw something hopping towards the 

water like a grasshopper. They ran towards it, 

and saw it was the dwarf. ‘‘ Where are you 

going?” asked Red-Rose. ‘Why do you wish 

to jump into the water?” 

‘Tam not such a fool as to wish to do that 

he cried, ‘‘ but this fish is trying to pull me in.” 

He had been sitting on the bank fishing, and 

his beard had become entangled in the line, so 

that when a large fish swallowed his bait, he 
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had not the strength to draw it out, but, instead, 

the fish was pulling him into the water. He 

had clung to the rushes and grass, but it was 

of no use, he was in great danger of losing his 

life. 

They held him back, and tried to get his beard 

loose, but their efforts were uscless—beard and 

string were in a dreadful tangle. There was 

nothing to be done but to take out the scissors 

and cut off another little piece of the beard. 

The dwarf was ina great rage. ‘t You toad- 

stools!” he cried. ‘Is that the way you dis- 

figure faces? It was not enough that you cut it 

once, now you must take away the best part of 

it. I dare not show myself among my people 

again. I wish you may have to run till your 

shoe-soles come off for this.” 

Then he drew a bag of pearls from the rushes, 

and without another word, disappeared behind 

a rock. 

It happened one day that the mother sent 

both the maidens to the village to buy needles, 

thread, and ribbons. 

through a meadow, on which, here and there, 

great stones lay scattered, they saw a large bird 

slowly flying in a circle over their heads. It 

drew nearer and nearer the earth, till finally it 

sank down by one of the stones. At the same 

instant they heard a piercing scream, and run- 

ning towards the bird, they saw that their old 

friend, the dwarf, had been seized by the bird 

and was about to be carried off. The kind- 

hearted children held him firmly, and struggled 

with the eagle until he let go his prize. As 

soon as the dwarf had recovered from his fright, 

he exclaimed in his sharp voice: ‘Could you 

not have treated me a little more politely ? You 

have pulled on my thin coat until it is hanging 

in tatters on my back. Clumsy ragamuffins! 

that’s what you are!” and without a word of 

thanks, he picked up his bag of precious stones 

and slipped into his den under the stone. The 

maidens, who were used to his ingratitude, 

thought nothing of it, but went on to the village 

to make their purchases. 

On their way home, as they were crossing 

the meadow they came unexpectedly upon the, 

The maidens came at just the right time. 

As they walked along
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dwarf who, supposing that no one would pass 
at that late hour, had come out of his den in 

order that he might spread out his jewels. They 
glittered and shone in the setting sun, and the 
children stopped to gaze at the beautiful sight. 

‘“What are you standing there gaping at?” 
he cried, and his ashen-gray face became scarlet 
with rage. He was about to continue his scold- 
ing, when a loud growling was heard, and 
a black bear rushed out of the woods. The 
dwarf sprang up in fright, but he could not 
reach his den, the bear was too near. 

Then he cried piteously: ‘Dear bear, spare 
me! I will give you all your treasures. See, 
there are the precious stones! Spare my life; 
of what use would such a poor little fellow be 
to you, you would hardly feel me between your 
teeth? Take those two wicked maidens, they 
will make a tender morsel; they are as fat as 
young quails—eat them instead of me!” 

But the bear paid no attention to his words; 
he struck him one blow with his great paw, and 
he never moved again, 

THE HARE AND 

ONE beautiful Sunday morning in harvest-. 
time when the buckwheat was in blossom, the 

sun rose clear in the heavens, the morning- 
wind blew warm over the fields, the larks sang 

for joy, the honey-bees buzzed in the buck- 

wheat, and along the country paths walked the 
people on their way to church, all creatures 
seemed full of joy, even the hedgehogs. 

Mr. Hedgehog stood before his door with his 
arms folded, humming a little song as sweetly 

as any hedgehog ever sang on a Sunday 
morning. As he was singing softly to himself, 
it occurred to him that while his wife was washing 
and dressing the children, he would takea walk 
in the fields and see how his crops were coming 
on. Thecrops really belonged to a farmer, but 
as the fields lay near the hedgehog’s house, and 
he was accustomed to feed his family in them, 

he regarded them as his own. 
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When the maidens saw the bear, they started 
to run away, but he called: Snow-White, Red- 
Rose, do not be afraid of me; wait, and I wilt 
go with you.” 

They knew his voice and stopped, but when 
he came up to them, the bearskin fell off, and 
there stood before them a beautiful man, dressed 
in gold-embroidered clothes. 

“T am a king’s son,” he said. The wicked 
dwarf bewitched me, stole my treasures, and 

compelled me to run in the woods as a wild 
bear till I should be set free by his death: but 
now he has received his deserved reward.” 

Not many years afterward Snow-White was 

married to the prince, and Red-Rose to his 
brother, and all the treasures the dwarf had 

collected and hid in his den, were divided be- 

tween them. The old mother came to live 

with her daughters, and the rose-bushes were 
also brought to the castle and planted before 
the windows of the two sisters, where every 
year they bore an abundance of beautiful rea 
and white roses. 

THE HEDGEHOG. 

He had not gone far from the house, when he 

met a hare, who was out on the same business, 

namely, to look after his cabbages. He bade 

him a friendly good morning, but the hare, whe 

happened to be a distinguished gentleman among 

his own kind, did not return the greeting, but 

looking at the hedgehog scornfully, said : ‘How 

is it that you are running about in the fields so 

early in the morning ?” 

“T am out taking a walk,” said the hedgehog. 

“ Taking a walk!” laughed the hare. ‘‘I think 

you might be putting those legs toa better use.” 

The hedgehog was vexed at these words. He 

could bear anything but having his legs laughed 

at, for nature had given him very short ones. 

“Perhaps you think your legs can travel faster 

than mine,” he said to the hare. 

‘Indeed I do,” was the reply. 

“ That is best shown by trial,” said the hedge-
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hog; “I think if we were to run a race I should 
pass you.” 

“Hal! ha! ha! You with your short legs!” 
said the hare. ‘‘As far as I am concerned, I 

am willing to try it, ifit will give you any great - 

pleasure. What shall the winner receive as a 

prize?” 

‘A gold sovereign and a bottle of wine.” 

“Splendid!” said the hare. ‘‘ Let us start 

at once.” 

“No, no,” said the hedgehog, I am not in 

such great haste. Iam not quite ready ; Iwould 

like to go home first and get a little breakfast. 

Within a half an hour I shall be back again 

ready for the race.” 

The hare was satisfed, and the hedgehog 
“The hare is 

” 

went away thinking to himself: 

very proud of his long legs, but I will beat him. 

He thinks he is a distinguished gentleman, but 
he is only a stupid fellow, and will not win the 

prize.” 

When he reached home he said to his wife: 

“Wife, get ready quickly, I want you to gowith 

me out into the fields.” 

‘What are vou going to do?” she asked. 

“T have wagered a gold sovereign and a bot- 

tle of wine that I shall win a race with the hare. 

You are to go with me and look on.” 
* Oh, husband!” she cried, ‘are you crazy? 

Have you lost your mind completely? How 

can you, with your short leys, run a race with 

a hare?” 
* Hold your tongue, wife,” said the hedgehog, 

that is my business. Do not meddle in a man’s 

affairs, but get yourself ready at once and come 

with me.” 

What could a wife do with a hedgehog hus- 
band? She must go with him whether she 

wanted to go or not. 

On the way he said toher. ‘“ Now pay atten- 

tion to what I shall tell you. We will run the 
race in these two deep furrows. The hare will 
run in one and I inthe other. We will start 
from the other end, and all you have to do is 

to stay here at this end of the furrow, and when 
the hare comes up on the other side, put up 
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your head and call out to him: ‘I am already 
here.” 

The hedgehog left his wife, and went up the 

furrow to the appointed place where the hare 

was waiting for him. 

“Shall we start,’ called the hare. 
“Certainly,” said the hedgehog. The hare 

counted: ‘‘One, two, three, go!” and away he 
went like a whirlwind. But the hedgehog took 
only a few steps, then he turned and sat down 
at the end of the furrow. When the hare reached 

the other end of the furrow, the hedgehog’s wife 

put up her head and said: “ lam already here.” 

The hare was greatly astonished. for he thought 

of course that it was the hedgehog himself who 

called to him, so closely did they resemble 
each other. 

“There is something wrong here,” he thought, 
but he cried: “We'll try again,” and away he 

ran at the top of his speed, his long ears lying 

flat on his back, while the hedgehog’s wife sat 

still in her place. When he came to the’starting 

place, the hedgehog called to him: ‘Iam 
already here.” 

The hare was beside himself with rage. ‘We 
will try it again,” he screamed. 

“With pleasure,” said the hedgehog, ‘‘as often 

as you like.” The hare ran through the furrow 

seventy-three times, but the hedgehog was 
always before him. Every time he reached the 
end, the hedgehog or his wife called: “I am 

already here.” 

But the seventy-fourth time, the race ended, 

for the hare dropped dead in the middle of the 
furrow. The hedgehog took the gold sovereign 

and the bottle of wine, and calling his wife, they 

went home greatly pleased that they had out- 

witted the hare and won the prize, with so little 
trouble. 

The teaching of this story is, first, that no 
one however distinguished he may think him- 

self, should make fun of another, until he knows 

what he is able to do; and, secondly, that when 

one marries, he should choose a hedgehog, if he 

be a hedgehog, for a wife, and one that looks 

exactly like himself.
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THE WITCH CLIMBING UP BY MEANS OF RAPUNZEL'S HAIR, 

RAPUNZEL, 

OR 

THE MAID WITH THE GOLDEN HAIR. 

THERE lived once a man and his wife who 
wished very much for a little child. The back 
window of their cottage looked out on a beau- 
tiful garden, full of choice flowers and vegeta- 
bles. But it was surrounded by a high wall, 
and no one dared venture into it, for it be- 

longed to a witch who possessed power so 
great that all the world was afraid of her. 

One day as the woman stood at the win- 

dow looking down upon the garden, she saw 

a bed of lettuce. It looked so fresh and 
green, that she longed for some of it to eat. 

This wish grew stronger every day, and as 

she knew it was impossible for her to get 
any, she became quite miserable over it, and 

looked pale and thin. Her husband was 
alarmed, and asked: ‘Dear wife, what is 

the matter with you?” 
‘‘ Alas!” she answered, “If I do not have 

some of that lettuce growing behind the 

house, I shall die.” 

The husband who loved his wife dearly, 

thought; ‘Before I-will let you die, I will 

get the lettuce for you myself, cost what it 

will.” 

So that evening he climbed over the wall 

into the witch’s garden, and gathered in 

great haste a handful of lettuce, which he 

brought to his wife. She immediately made 

it into a salad, which she ate with great 

relish. It tasted so good to her that she 

could not forget it, and the next day the 

desire for the lettuce returned three times 

as strong, and she had no rest until her 

husband once more climbed over the wall 

into the witch’s garden. As he was return- 

ing, he shrank back in great fright, for 

standing before him, was the old witch. She 

looked at him angrily, and said: ‘‘ How do 

you dare to climb over into my garden, and 

steal my lettuce like a thief? you shall pay 

dearly for this.”



RAPUNZEL, OR THE MAID 

“Alas!” replied the man, “let mercy go 

before justice. Iam compelled to do this act. 

My wife saw the lettuce from our window, and 

wished so much for it, she would have died if I 

had not gathered it for her.” 

When the witch heard this, her anger died out, 

and she said: ‘If what you have said to me is 

true, you may take all the lettuce you like, but 

I make one condition. If you ever have a little 
child, you must give it to me. I will do well 

by it, and care for it as its own mother would.” 

In his anxiety to get away, the man promised 

everything she asked. Weeks afterwards, when 

a child was born to them, the witch appeared, 

and naming it Rapunzel, she took it in her arms 
and went away with it. 

Rapunzel grew to be the most beautiful child 
under the sun. When she was twelve years old, 

the witch locked her in a tower in a forest. The 

tower had neither steps nor doors, only a little 

window in the top. When the witch wished to 
get in, she would stand at the foot and call up 
at the window: ‘‘ Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down 
your hair.” Rapunzel had beautiful long hair, 

fine as spun gold. When she heard the voice 
of the witch, she would unbind her hair, braid 

it like a rope, and letting it fall from the win- 

dow, which was twenty feet from the ground, 
the old witch would mount up by it into the 
tower. 

Two years passed, and it happened, one day, 
that a young prince was riding through the 
forest, and came to the tower. As he was pass- 
ing, he heard some one singing so sweetly that 
he stopped and listened. It was Rapunzel, who 
in her loneliness, passed away the time by sing- 
ing. The prince tried to enter the tower, and 
looked for a door, but none was to be found. He 

went home, but the song still rang in his ears, 
and every day he went out into the forest, and 

listened. 

Once when he stood behind a tree, he saw a 
witch come to the tower, and heard her cry: 
“ Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair.” And 
immediately a long golden braid fell from the 
window, and the witch climbed up. 

“Is that the ladder by which one enters the 
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tower? I will try my luck too,” said the prince. 

So the next day, he placed himself under the 
window, and cried: ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let 

down your hair.” 

In a few moments her hair fell over the win- 

dow-sill, and the prince mounted. 

At first, Rapunzel was greatly frightened to 

see a man enter the room, for she had never 

seen one before. But the young prince talked 

with her kindly, and told her how he had heard 

her singing, and how his heart had been so 

touched by her song that he could not rest until 

he had seen her. 

He succeeded in making Rapunzel forget her 

fear, and when he asked if she would go with 

him and be his wife, she thought how young 

and beautiful he was, and laying her hand in 

his, said: 

“Yes, lam willing to go with you, but I do 

not know how we can get out of here. Every 

time you come, bring with you a skein of silk, 

and I will weave it into a ladder, and when it 

is finished, I will descend on it, and you shall 

take me away on your horse.” 

The prince agreed to this plan, and it was 

further arranged that he should invariably make 

his visits to the tower in the evening, as it was 

the custom of the old witch always to come dur- 

ing the day. 

This went on for a long time, and Rapunzel 
and the prince spent many happy hours together, 

and their love for each other grew stronger and 
stronger. They were so careful at first, that the 
old witch noticed nothing to make her suspect 
the truth, until Rapunzel, one day as she was 
drawing her up, forgot herself, and said: 

“How is it that you are so much heavier to 

draw up than the young prince, who mounts in 
a moment?” 

“You wicked child!” cried the witch. “ What 
are you saying? I thought I had hidden you 
from all the world, and you have cheated me.” 
And in her anger, she seized the girl's beautiful 
hair in one hand and a pair of shears in the 
other, and,—snip! snap! the beautiful braids 
fell to the floor. Then she was so hard-hearted, 

she took Rapunzel away from the tower to a
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desert, and left her there alone in her 

sorrow and misery. 

But this did not satisfy her. She 

determined to make the prince feel 

her vengeance as well.- 

The same day on which she had 

taken Rapunzel away, the witch took 

the braids which she had cut off, and 

fastened them firmly to the window- 

sill. In the evening, when the prince 

came, and cried: ‘‘ Rapunzel, Rapun- 

zel, let down your hair,” she let the 

golden braids fall from the window, 

and the prince climbed up. What was 
his surprise to see instead of his dear 
Rapunzel, the old witch, blinking and 

winking at him with her cruel eyes. 
“Aha!” she said scornfully, “you 

would like to take away your lovely 

bride; but the beautiful bird has left 
the nest, she will sing no more: the 

cat carried her off, and will now scratch 

your eyes out.” 

The prince was beside himself with 
grief when he heard these words, and 
in his despair sprang from the win- 
dow. He escaped with his life, but 
the thorns in which he fell put out his 
eyes. He wandered blindly through 
the woods, eating nothing but roots 

and berries, and mourning for his lost 

bride. He wandered in this way sev- 

eral years, till at last he came to the 

desert where Rapunzel had lived in 

great want and sorrow. As he drew 

near the place, he heard a voice that 

sounded familiar. He went towards 
it; Rapunzel saw him, knew him, and 
running to him, threw her arms around 
his neck and wept. Two of her tears 
fell on his eyes, and his sight immedi- 

ately became clear, and he saw as 

well as ever. He led her away to his 
kingdom, where they were received 
with great rejoicing, and lived long in 
happiness and content. 
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THE PRINCE FALLS AMONG THE THORNS,



THE PEASANT’S CLEVER DAUGHTER. 

THERE once lived a peasant who was so poor 

he had no land, only a little house and a very 

clever daughter. One day the daughter said to 

her father: “Let us ask the king for a little 

piece of waste land.” When the king learned 

of their poverty, he gave them an acre of good 

land, which they at once prepared to sow with 

seed. While they were turning up the earth, 

they found a mortar of pure gold. 

‘Since the king has been so good as to give 

us the land, we should give him the mortar in 

return,” said the father to the maiden. 

But the clever girl was not willing, and 

replied: ‘If we give him the mortar without 

the pestle, he will make us work till we find the 

pestle. Therefore we had better keep still.” 

But the father would not listen to her; he 

carried the mortar to the king, saying where he 

had found it, and hoping he would accept it as 

a token of their gratitude. 

The king took it, and asked if he had not 

found anything else. The peasant said he had 

not, but the king said the pestle should have 

been with the mortar. The peasant declared 

he had not found it, but he might as well have 

talked to the wind, the king ordered him to be 
put into prison, there to remain until the pestle 
should be brought. 

When the servants carried him bread and 
water, they heard him crying: ‘“‘ Alas! if I had 

only listened to my daughter! If I had only 

listened to my daughter!” and he would neither 

eat nor drink. 

The servants told the king of the prisoner’s 

strange actions, and he ordered him brought 
before him. 

“Why do you cry: ‘Alas! if I had only 
listened to my daughter!’ What did your 
daughter say?” asked the king. 

“She told me I ought not to take you the 
mortar, for you would want the pestle also,” 
said the peasant. 

“Tf your daughter is so wise, I should like 
to see her,” said the king. 
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So the maiden was sent for. When she arrived 

the king said to her: “If you are so clever, I 

would like to give you a riddle. If you solve it, 

I will make you my wife.” 

She said she was willing to try, so the king 

gave the following riddle: ‘* Come to me neither 

clothed nor unclothed, neither riding nor walk- 

ing, neither in the road nor out of the road, and 

I will marry you.” 

She went home, took off all her clothes, and 

wrapped herself in a fishing-net; then was she 

neither clothed nor unclothed. She borrowed 

an ass, tied the fishing-net to the tail, so that it 

was obliged to partly drag and partly carry her ; 

thus she neither drove, rode, nor walked. 

Lastly, she made the ass walk in the wagon-rut, 

so she was neither in the road nor out of it. 

In this manner she arrived at the castle, and 

when the king saw her, he declared the riddle 

solved. The father was released from prison, 

and his clever daughter became queen and 

shared the honors and wealth of the kingdom. 

Several years passed. One day when the king 
was out on parade, it happened that several 

peasants stopped with their wagons before the 

castle. They were loaded with wood, and some 

had oxen and some horses harnessed to them. 

Now one of the horses had a little colt, which 

suddenly ran away from its mother, and lay 

down between two oxen. All the peasants came 

together, and began to quarrel and even to 

fight over the colt, the man who owned the 

oxen claimed it was his, while the real owner 

of the colt declared it belonged to him. The 

king heard the noise and came to learn the 
cause. Then it was agreed that he should de- 

cide whom the colt belonged to. His decision 

was, that where the colt was lying it should re- 

main, so the owner of the oxen received what 

did not belong to him, and the real owner went 

home lamenting over the loss of the animal. 

All at once the poor man thought of the 

queen. He had heard she was very kind and 

clever, and had once been a poor peasant her-
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self. So he went to her and begged her to help 
him get his colt again, 

“Ves, I will help you,” she said; ‘if you will 

promise not to betray me. Early to-morrow 

morning when the king is out walking, place 
yourself in the middle of the street, and as he 
passes throw out a fishing-net, and draw it in 
as if you were fishing, and had a netful.” Then 
she told him what to say when the king ques- 
tioned him. 

The next morning the peasant stood in the 

dry street and acted as if fishing. When the king 
saw him, he sent a servant to ask the foolish 

man what he was doing. 

“T am fishing,” was the reply. 
“How can you fish where there is no water?” 

asked the servant. 

“T can fish in a dry place, just as easily as a 

colt can belong to two oxen,” said the peasant. 
The servant told the king what the man had 

said, and he immediately sent for him. 

“Who told youto say that?” he asked. “You 

could not have thought of it yourself.” 

But all the peasant would say was: ‘‘ Heaven 

help me! The answer was my own.” 

But the king was not convinced, and had him 
taken away and beaten till he confessed that 
the queen had helped him. 

When the king reached home, he said to his 
wife: ‘‘ Why have you been false to me? I will 
not have you for my wife any longer. Your 
time is over; go back where you came from 
and live again in a peasant’s hut.” He would 
allow her, however, to take with her as a parting 
gift, one thing that she cared the most for. 

She ordered a powerful sleeping-draught made, 
and when she was ready to go, asked the king 
to drink a parting-cup with her. He did so, 
swallowing the whole mixture, while she only 
took one swallow. In a short time, he had fallen 

into a deep sleep. Then she ordered the ser- 
vants to wrap him in a beautiful white linen 
cloth, place him in a wagon, and drive him to 
her old home. She had him laid on a little bed, 

where he slept several days. When he awoke, 

he cried out: ‘(Where am I?” and called for 
his servants, but none came. Finally his wife 

came to him and said: ‘‘ My dear husband, you 

gave me permission to take with me that which 
I cared the most for. What have I- dearer to 
me in the world than yourself? and so I brought 

you here with me.” 

Tears were in the king’s eyes as he said: 

“You are and ever shall be my own dear wife.” 

They returned to the royal castle, and from 

this time on, their happiness was unbroken. 

THE DANCING SHOES. 

A KING once had twelve daughters, one quite 

as beautiful as another. They all slept together 

in a large room where their beds stood near one 
another, and every evening when they were 

asleep, the king would come and close and bolt 
the door himself. One morning as he went to 
open it, he saw that their shoes had been danced 

to pieces, and no one could explain how it had 
happened as the maidens were securely locked 
in their room the night before. So to solve the 
mystery, the king had it proclaimed that who- 

ever should discover where his daughters danced, 

might choose one of them for his wife, and rule 

the kingdom after his death. But if he did not 
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succeed after trying for three days and three 

nights, his life should be forfeited. 

First a young prince came, and offered to 

undertake the task. He was well received, and 

at evening was led to a room adjoining that of 

the princesses. A bed was put up for him here, 

and his door left open that the princesses might 

not escape him if they came out by the door. 

But the prince’s eyelids felt as heavy as lead, 

and in a short time he was fast asleep. When 

he awoke in the morning, all the maidens had 

been to the dance, for their shoes stood there 

with the soles full of holes. The second and 

the third evenings passed in the same way, and
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at the end of the time his head was cut off 
without mercy. After this many others came 

and offered to take their chance, but they all 

met with the same fate. 

It happened one day that a poor soldier who 

had been badly wounded, and was therefore no 

longer able to serve, was travelling towards the 

city in which the king lived. An old woman 

met him and asked where he was going. 

“T do not know myself,” was the reply, and 

then in a joking manner he added: ‘‘I had half 
a mind totry to find out where the king’s daugh- 

ters dance their shoes to pieces, and thus become 

king.” 

“That is not a difficult task,” said the old 

woman; ‘‘you must not touch the wine that is 

brought you in the evening, and must pretend 

that you are sound asleep.” 

Then she gave him a mantle, saying: “If 

you will wear this, you will be invisible, and can 

follow the twelve.” 

When the soldier heard this, he became seri- 

ously inclined to undertake the task. He took 
courage and went before the king as a suitor. 
He was as kindly received as the others had 
been, and royal clothing was given him to wear. 
When it was time to retire, he was led to the 
ante-room, and before he slept, the eldest daugh- 
ter brought him a glass of wine. But he had tied 
a sponge under his chin, and, while he pretended 
to drink it, poured it into that. Then he lay 
down, and in a little while snored as if in a deep 
sleep. 

The twelve sisters heard him, and laughed, 
while the eldest said: ‘There is another that 
does not care for his life.” 

Then they all rose from their beds, opened 
closets and chests, and took out beautiful dresses. 

They made their toilets before the glass, and 
danced about for joy, thinking of the pleasure 
that awaited them. 

The youngest one only was sad, and said: 
“T do not know how it is; you are so happy, 
while I feel very sad, as if some trouble were 
about to overtake us.” 

‘You are a little goose,” said the oldest,” you 
are always afraid. Have you forgotten how many 
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princes have perished on our account? And as 

for that soldier I have given him such a sleeping 

draught that the clown will not awake very soon.” 

When they were all ready, they looked in at 

the soldier, but he had his eyes closed and they 

thought themselves perfectly safe. Then the 

eldest one knocked on her bed, and it imme- 

diately disappeared, leaving an opening in the 

floor, through which they began to descend one 

after the other, the eldest leading. 

The soldier, who had seen everything, did not 

delay long. He threw his mantle around him 

and followed the youngest who came last. About 

half way down he stepped on her dress. At 

this, she was greatly frightened and screamed 

out: “What is that?) Whois holding me by 

the dress?” 

“Don't be so silly,” cried the eldest, ‘it caught 

on a nail.” 

They went on till they came to the bottom 

of the stairs where an avenue of trees stretched 

before them, whose leaves were of silver. 

“T must have a proof that I have really been 

here,” thought the soldier, reaching up for a 

branch. As he broke it off, a loud report sounded 

among the trees. 

“Everything is not right,” said the youngest. 

“ Did you hear that report ?” 

“That is a salute of joy because we have been 

delivered from the princes,” said the eldest. 

Soon they came to another avenue of trees 

where all the leaves were of gold, and last toa 

third whose leaves were pure diamonds. From 

each of these he broke off a branch, causing 

the youngest one to shriek with fright as she 

heard the report. 

They went on farther till they came to a 

large lake on the shore of which were twelve 

little boats. A handsome prince sat in each, 

waiting for the maidens. Each took one into 

his boat, and the soldier seated himself with 

the youngest. 

“T don’t know how it is that the boat is 

so heavy to-day. I have to row with all my 

strength to get it over the water,” said the 

prince.” 

“What can be the cause of it?” said the



THE DANCING SHOES. 

maiden. ‘‘Perhaps it is the warm weather; I 

feel almost overcome myself.” 

On the opposite shore of the lake stood a 
splendid castle, brilliantly illuminated, and from 

the windows came sounds of music. Here was 

the place where the princesses came to dance. 

They rowed towards it, went in, and each prince 

danced with his partner. The soldier danced 

with them, but unseen, and when one of them 

lifted a glass of wine to drink, he drank it before 

it could reach the mouth. The youngest one 
was greatly troubled over these things but the 
eldest always silenced her. They danced until 

three o'clock in the morning, when all the shoes 

were completely worn out, and they were obliged 

to stop. 

The princes conducted them over the water, 

bade them good-bye and promised to meet them 

the next evening. In returning the soldier had 

seated himself with the eldest that he might 

reach home first. So on landing, he ran on 
before her, ascended the steps, and when they 

came tripping into their room, was in bed loudly 

snoring. They heard him and said: “ From 

him we are quite safe.” 

They took off their beautiful dresses, put them 

away, placed their worn-out shoes under the 

bed, and were soon fast asleep. 

dee eee el ie 

ONCE there was a man who had lost his wife, 

and a woman who had lost her husband, each 

of whom had a daughter. The two children 

knew each other, played together, and one day 

went into the widow's house. 

‘Listen to me,” said the widow to the man’s 

daughter, “tell your father I should like to 

marry him, and every morning you shall wash 

in milk and drink wine, while my own daughter 

shall wash in water and drink water.” 

The girl went home and told her father all 
the woman had said. 

“What shall Ido?” said the man. ‘Marriage 

ts a blessing, but it is also a torment.” 
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The next morning the soldier said nothing ; 
he wished to see the wonderful sight again. He 
went a second and a third time with the prin- 
cesses, and they danced as before till their shoes 
were full of holes. But the third night he brought 
away with him a goblet that he might have 
another proof to his story. 
When the hour came for him to give his an- 

swer, he took the three branches and the goblet 
and went before the king. 
“Where do my daughters spend the night 

dancing ?” asked the king. 
“With twelve princes in an underground 

castle,” was the reply, and he held out the 
branches and the goblet as proofs. 

The king sent for his daughters and asked 
them if the soldier had told the truth. When 
they saw that they had been betrayed and lying 
would not help them, they confessed everything. 

“Which one will you have for a wife?” asked 
the king. 

‘As lam no longer young,” said the soldier, 
“T will take the eldest one.” 

They were married that day, and the king- 

dom was promised the soldier on the death of 

the king. As for the princes they were con- 

demned to as many days’ punishment as they 

had danced nights with the princesses. 

MEN IN THE WOODS. 

Finally, as he could not come to any decision, 

he pulled off his boot, and said: ‘Take this 

boot that has a hole in the sole, and carry it 

into the garret; hang it on a large nail, and pour 

water into it. If it holds water, I will marry 

the woman, but ifthe water runs out, I will not.” 

His daughter did as he told her, but the 

water drew the hole together, and the boot 

became full to the very top. The girl went and 

told her father what had happened. He was not 

satisfied until he had gone to the garret and seen 

for himself. Then being assured that she had 

spoken the truth, he went to see the widow, and 

in a short time they were married. 

~



THE THREE LITTLE MEN IN THE WOODS. 

On the first morning, when the two girls 

arose, there stood waiting for the husband’s 

daughter, milk to wash in, and wine to drink, 

while water for washing and water for drinking 

were ready for the wife’s daughter. On the 

second morning, water for washing and water 

for drinking were waiting both girls. On the 

third morning, water for washing and water for 

drinking stood before the 

husband’s daughter, while 
milk for washing and wine 

for drinking were waiting 

the wife’s, and so it con- 

tinued from this time on. 

Za al a 
PODS 

The woman was a bitter enemy to ner step- 
daughter, and every day tried to make her life 
more unhappy. She was full of envy, because 
her step-daughter was beautiful and lovely, 
while her own was ugly and disagreeuble. 

One cold day in winter, when the ground was 
frozen hard, and the hills and valleys were cov- 

ered with snow, the woman, having made a dress 

of paper, called her step-daughter to her, and 
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said: ‘Put on this dress, and go out into the 

woods, and bring me a basketful of strawber- 

ries. I have a great desire for some.” 

‘Mercy onus!” exclaimed the maiden. Straw- 

berries do not grow in the winter; the ground 

is frozen, and everything is covered with snow! 
And why must I wear this paper dress? It is 
so cold out that it freezes one’s breath ; the wind 
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      THE THREE LITTLE MEN. 

will blow right through it, and the briars will 
tear it from my body.” 

‘“How dare you contradict me?” said the 
step-mother. ‘Get yourself ready to go, and 
I do not want to see you back again, until you. 
have your basket full of berries.” 

She gave her a small piece of dry bread, tell- 
ing her she could eat it during the day, and 

thinking to herself: ‘Once out in this weather, 

she will die of hunger and cold, and my eyes 

will never see her again.” 

The girl obeyed her, put on the paper dress,
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| | and went out with the little basket. Far and 

near there was nothing but snow, not a green 

blade was to be seen. As she was walking in 

the woods, she came to a little cottage, out of 

which peeped three strange little men. She 

nodded ‘ good day” to them, and knocked tim- 

idly at the door. They bade her come in, and 

she stepped in, and sat down on a bench by the 

fire to warm herself. As she was eating the 

piece of bread which she had brought with her, 

the three little men said: ‘‘ Give us some of your 

bread.” 

“Willingly !” she replied, and gave them half. 
“What are you doing in the woods in the 

winter time in so thin a dress?” they asked. 

“ Alas!” she replied, “I have been sent to 

find a basketful of strawberries, and I cannot 

return home until I take them with me.” 

When she had eaten her bread, they gave her 

a broom, and told her to go out and sweep the 

snow from the back door. While she was out, 

they talked among themselves what they should 

give her because she was so pretty and good, 

and had divided her bread with them. 

“YT grant that she shall grow more beautiful 

every day,” said the first. 

“T grant that a piece of gold shall fall out of 

her mouth every time she speaks a word,” said 

the second. 

“TI grant that a king shall choose her for his 

bride,” said the third. 

The maiden did what the little men had told 
her, and swept the snow away from behind the 

house. Then what do you think she found? 

Strawberries | growing ripe and red under the 
snow! She quickly filled her basket, then thank- 
ing the little men, she bade them good-bye, and 

ran home to take her step-mother that which 
she had so much wished for. 

As she entered the house, and said ‘ good 
evening,” a piece of gold dropped from her 
mouth and as she told them all that had hap- 
pened in the woods, at every word she spoke, 
a piece of gold fell, so that the whole floor was 
covered. 

“Just look, what pride!” cried the step-mother; 

“see her throw away the money.” But her own 
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daughter was envious, and she too 

wanted to go out into the woods and 

look for strawberries. 

“No, my dear little daughter,” said 

the mother ;” it is too cold, I cannot 

let you freeze.” 

But the spoilt child would give her 

no peace until she consented. So her 

mother dressed her in a warm fur 

cloak, and gave her a lunch of bread 

and butter and cake to eat on the 

way. The girl went into the 

forest, and came straight to 

the little cottage. The three 

little men peeped out, as be- 

fore, but there was no greet- 

ing for them. Without even 

looking at them or knocking, 

she stalked into the room, sat 

down by the fire, and began 

to eat her bread and butter 

and cake. 

“Give us some of that,” cried 

the little men. 

* T haven't enough for my- 

self, how can I give any of it 

away ?” was the reply. 

When she had finished, they 

said: ‘‘ Here is a broom, take 

it and sweep the back-door clean.” 

“ Indeed!” she cried, ‘‘I am not your servant.” 
When she saw they were not going to give 

her anything, she went out, thinking she might 

find the strawberries. 

Then the little men talked once more among 
themselves: ‘‘ Because this maiden is so ugly, 

and has so wicked and envious a heart, what 

reward shall she have?” they asked. 

“T grant that she shall grow uglier every 

day,” said the first. 

“T grant that at every word she speaks, a 

toad shall hop out of her mouth,” said the second. 

“] grant that she shall die an unhappy death,” 

said the third. 

As the maiden did not find any strawberries 

outside, she went home cross and out of tem- 

per. When she told her mother all that had 
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THROWING THE QUEEN FROM THE CASTLE WINDOW. 

happened, instead of gold pieces, there sprang 

out of her mouth a toad at each word she spoke, 

at the sight of which every one fled from her ir 

disgust. 

This greatly vexed the step-mother, whose 

only thought now was, how she might injure her 

husband’s daughter, who grew more beautiful 

every day. 

At last one day she took out a kettle and 

hung it over the fire to boil linen yarn. When 

it had boiled, she hung it on the shoulders of 

her step-daughter, and giving her an axe, told 

her to cut a hole in the frozen river, and thor- 

oughly rinse the yarn. 

She obeyed, and went away to cut the hole 

in the ice. While she was chopping, a beautiful 

carriage drove by, in which was seated the 

king. The king saw her, and ordered the car-
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riage to be stopped, and asked: ‘‘ Who are you 

my child? and what are you doing there ?” 

“Tama poor maiden,” she replied, ‘and am 

washing yarn.” 

The king felt sorry for her, and when he saw 

how beautiful she was, said: ‘‘ Would you like 

to ride with me?” 

“Oh, yes! with all my heart,” she replied, 

overjoyed at the thought of leaving her mother 

and sister. So he took her into his carriage, 

and drove away with her to his home. Not long 

after this, there was a wedding at the castle, and 

the bride was the good little maiden whom the 

three little men in the woods had promised that 

she should marry a king. 

A year passed and the queen had a little son. 

When the step-mother heard of the good fortune 

that had befallen her step-daughter, she came 

with her own daughter to the castle, as if they 

wished to make a They entered the 

queen’s room, and as no one was near to pre- 

vent, one of them seized the queen by her head, 

and the other by her feet, and lifting her from 

the bed, threw her out the window into the river 

that flowed past the castle. Then the ugly 

daughter lay down in the queen’s place, and her 

mother covered her over with the clothes, so 

that only the top of her head could be seen. 

When the king came in to speak to his wife, 

the old woman cried: ‘‘ Hush! hush! she has 

just fallen asleep, and must not be disturbed.” 

The king thought nothing, and went away. 

Early the next morning, he came in to see 

the queen, and as he talked with her and 

she answered him, toads sprang from her 

mouth at every word, as pieces of gold, had 

done before. The king inquired what had 

caused so great a change. But the old 

woman made light of it, and said that she 

had slept too soundly. 

That night the kitchen-boy saw something 

swim through the stream like a duck, and 

heard it call: 

‘What does the king, once so happy and gay? 

Is he sleeping or waking? Give answer I pray. 

But no answer 

was heard : 

visit. 

” 

came. Again the voice 

‘How fare my guests, as I float on the tide?” 

Then the kitchen-boy answered: 

‘They are all sleeping soundly, the young queen 
beside.” 

Once more the voice asked: 

‘‘And how is my child? Do they watch o’er him 
keep?” 

And the boy answered: 

‘‘ He lies in his cradle, safe, well, and asleep.” 

Then a form like that of the young queen 
came up from the water, and went into the cas- 
tle. She took up the child, shook up the pil- 
lows, and laying it down again, covered it over 
carefully. She disappeared, and nothing was 
seen but a duck swimming away on the river. 
She came two nights in this manner. The third, 
she said to the kitchen-boy: “ Go, and tell the 
king to take his sword, and swing it over me 

three times.” 

The boy did as he was told. Three times 

the king swung his sword over the ghostly form, 
and then there stood before him the young 

queen, as fresh and beautiful as ever. 

The king was very happy, but he thought it 

best to conceal the queen until the following 

Sunday, when the child was to be christened. 

After the child had been christened, the king 

asked: “What punishment should a man re- 

ceive who takes a person froma bed and throws 

him into the water?” 

‘‘He deserves nothing better,” said the old 
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woman, ‘‘than to be put into a barrel, full of 

sharp pointed nails, and rolled down a hill into 
the water.” 

“You have sentenced yourself,” said the 

king. He ordered a barrel to be brought; the 
old woman and her daughter were put into it; 

the ends nailed up; and it was rolled downa 
hill until it fell into the river. 

THE TAILOR AND THE BEAR. 

THERE once lived a princess who was very 
proud and haughty. When suitors came, she 

gave them a riddle to guess, and if they failed, 
sent away with ridicule and scorn. 

Finally it was announced that whoever suc- 
ceeded in guessing the riddle should receive 
the princess for his wife. 

It happened at this time that three tailors met 

in the town where the princess lived. The two 
eldest, who had done very fine work, and had 

succeeded well in their trade, when they heard 

the report, were sure they could guess the rid- 

dle. But the third one, who was a wild little 

fellow and did not like work, wished to try his 

luck also. 

“Oh, stay at home,” said the two others: 
“what could you do with your little under- 

standing ?” 

But he was not to be dissuaded from going, 
saying that he had set his heart upon it, and 

would go, and marching off as if the whole 
world belonged to him. 

So all three appeared before the princess and 
said: ‘‘ We should like to hear the riddle. We 
are without doubt, the only persons who can 
guess it, for our understanding is so fine it can 
be threaded through a needle.” 

Then the princess said: ‘‘I have two kinds of 
nair on my head; what color are they?” 

“Tf that is all,” said the first, “I can tell you. 
They are black and white like the cloth called 
pepper and salt.” 

“Wrong,” said the princess. ‘‘ The second 
may answer.” 

‘They are red and brown like my father’s 
holiday-coat,” said the second. 

‘“Wrong again,” she cried. 
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they were 

‘“*Now the third 

may answer. I see by his looks that he knows 

surely.” 

The youngest one stepped boldly forward and 

said: “ The princess has a golden and a silver 

hair on her head, and those are the two colors.” 

When the princess heard this, she turned very 
pale, and almost fainted from fright, for the little 

tailor had guessed the riddle, which she had 

firmly believed no one in the world could solve. 
But she took heart and said: ‘“ You have not 

won me yet, there is one thing more you must 

do. A bear lies in a stall below; you must 

pass the night with him, and if in the morning 

you are still alive, I will be your wife.” 

Then she thought she was surely rid of the 
tailor, for the bear spared no one that came 

within reach of his paws. But the little tailor 

was not at all frightened. On the contrary he 

seemed greatly pleased, and said cheerfully: 
“ Boldly ventured is half won.” 

When evening came, he was taken down to 

the bear, who, as soon as he entered, ruslied 

upon him as if he would give him a warm 
embrace. 

“ Softly, softly!” said the tailor, “I will soon 
make you quiet,” and he took some nuts from 
his pocket, bit them open, and ate the kernels. 

As soon as the bear saw them, he wanted 

some. The tailor put his hand into his pocket 

and drew out a handful of what appeared to be 

nuts, but were really pebbles. The bear put 
them in his mouth, but try as hard as he might, 

he could not crack them. 
“What a dumb-head I must be not to be able 

to crack these nuts,” he thought. ‘My friend,” 

said he, ‘‘ bite the nuts for me.” 

“ What a fellow you are, to have sucha great
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mouth and yet not be able to bite a little nut !” 

Then the tailor took one of the stones, quickly 

exchanged it for a nut, put it in his mouth, and 

—crack ! it was in two. 

“T must try once more,” said the bear. 

“When I sce you do it, it seems as if I might 
also.” 

So the tailor handed him the stones again, 
and he worked and bit with all his strength, 
but, as you very well know, without success. 

When he was tired of trying any longer, the 

tailor took a violin from under his coat and 

began to play. As soon as the bear heard the 

music, he rose on his hind legs and began to 
dance. When he had danced a while, he was 

so pleased that he asked: ‘‘Is it very hard to 

play on that fiddle?” 

“ Mere child's play,” replied the tailor. ‘“ See, 

T hold it with my left fingers, and draw the 

bow with my right, and then merrily sounds 

the music, hoop-sa-sa! viva-la-lera!” 

“Then I must learn to fiddle, so I can dance 

whenever I want to,” said the bear. ‘‘ What do 

you think of it? Will you teach me?” 

“Willingly,” said the tailor, “if that is pos- 

sible. Let me see your paws. They are too 

long; your nails must be cut off a little.” 

So a vise was brought and the bear placed 

his paws in it, and allowed the tailor to screw 

them fast. 

“Now wait until [ run and get the shears,” 

said the cunning little fellow, and, leaving the 

bear to growl as much as he liked, he lay down 

in a corner on a bundle of straw and slept 
quietly till morning. 
When the princess heard the bear growling 

in the night, she thought it was from joy over 
the little tailor whom he was making a meal of. 
So when she rose in the morning, she felt very 
happy and light-hearted. But what was her 
surprise on going down to the bear’s stall to 
find the tailor as fresh and lively as a fish in 
water. She could no longer make objections; 
she had given her word, and the king ordereda 
carriage at once to take the couple to the church 
that they might be married. 

They had no sooner entered the carriage 
than the other tailors, who had wicked hearts 

and envied their companion his good luck, set 

the bear free from the vise, and allowed him to 

follow the carriage. The princess soon heard 
him snorting and growling, and cried out in 

great fright; “ The bear is chasing us, and will 

carry you off.” 
But the tailor was ready for him. Standing 

on his head he stuck his legs out of the window 

and called: ‘‘Do you see that vise? If you 

don't go away, you will find yourself in it again.” 

The bear no sooner heard this, than he turned 

around and ran off as fast as he could. The 

tailor drove on with the princess to the church 

where he made her his wife. They returned to 

the castle and the wild little tailor and the 

haughty princess lived as happy as meadow- 

larks all their lives. Whoever doubts it, will 

be fined a dollar. 

THE WISHING GIFT. 

THERE once lived a queen who had no chil- 

dren. Every morning she went into the garden 

and prayed God to send her either a son or a 

daughter. One morning an angel came to her 

and said: ‘Be happy; God will send you a 
son, and he shall have the ‘wishing gift,’ and 

whatever he wishes for shall be given him.” 

The queen was very happy when she heard 

this, and went and told the king the joyful mes- 
9 
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sage. He was greatly pleased, and after a time, 

when the child was born, their happiness seemed 

complete. 

Every morning the queen took the child to 

the park, in which were many kinds of animals, 

and gave him a bath in a beautiful clear fountain. 

It happened one time, after she had given the 

child his bath and he lay in her lap, that. the 

queen fell asleep. An old cook who knew that
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the child had the ‘ wishing-gift, came and stole 
him away. He cut off a chicken’s head, and 

dropped the blood upon the queen’s dress and 

apron, then having hidden the child in a secret 
place, ran and told the king that the queen had 

let the wild animals carry off her child. When 

the king saw the drops of blood, he believed the 

cook, and was so full of rage he ordered a high 
tower to be built, in which neither sun nor moon 

could shine. 

In this place the queen was to be imprisoned 

for seven years without food or drink, and so 
perish. But she did not die; God sent two white 

daves that came twice a day during all the seven 

years, and brought her food. 
About this time the cook thought to himself: 

“Tf the child has the ‘wishing-gift, and I remain 

here, he may bring some misfortune upon me.” 

So he left the king’s palace and went where the 

child was concealed. He was now old enough 

to talk, and the cook said to him: “ Wish for 

a beautiful castle and garden, and all that will 

make them complete.” 

The child wished, and scarcely were the words 

out of his mouth, when everything appeared that 
he had wished for. After a while the cook said: 
“You should not be alone ; wish for a beautiful 

little playmate.” The king’s son wished, and a 
little maiden more beautiful than an artist could 

‘paint stood before him. 

So the two children grew up together and 

loved each other dearly, and the cook had an 
important place in the household. But the 

thought came to him one day that the prince 

might wish some time to return to his father, 

then great trouble would come upon him. So 
he called the maiden to him one day and said: 
‘* When the prince is asleep to-night, I wish you 

to go to him, and thrust this knife into his heart. 

You must bring me his heart and tongue or you 

will lose your life.” So saying he left her. 

But when the next morning came, the maiden 

had not done as he told her. ‘“Howcan I take 

the life of an innocent person who has never done 
harm to any one?” she said. 

“Tf you do not do this, it will cost you your 
life,” said the cook. 
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The maiden went away and hada young deer 

brought and killed. She took the heart and 

tongue, laid them upon a plate, and when she 

saw the old man coming, said to the prince: 

“Lie down in your bed, and draw the cover over 

you.” 

The old cook entered: ‘Where are the heart 

and tongue of the prince?” he asked. 

The maiden handed him the plate, but the 

young prince sprang up, saying: ‘ You old sin- 

ner, Why did you wish to kill me? Now you 

shall receive your punishment. You shall be- 

come a black poodle-dog and wear a golden 

chain around your neck; glowing coals shall be 

your food until the flames come out of your 

mouth.” It was no sooner said than the cook 

was changed into a poodle-dog with a golden 

chain about his neck. The servants were or- 

dered to bring live coals for him to eat, and he 

was obliged to eat them until the flames came 

out of his mouth. 

Not long after the king’s son thought of his 

mother, and wondered whether she were still 

living. So he said to the maiden: 

like to return to my native land. Will you go 

with me? Ifyou will, I will take good care of 

you.” ‘Oh, no,” she replied; “the way is so 

long; and what would I do in a strange land 

where Iam not known?” So because she was 

not willing to go, and yet did not wish to be 

separated from him, he changed her into a pink, 

and took her with him. Thus he set out for 

his native land, the poodle-dog running along 

with him. 

When he came to the tower where his mother 

was shut up, he wished to enter it; but it was 

very high, and could be entered only from the 

top. So he wished for a ladder, which was im- 

mediately given him. He mounted it, and look- 

ing down into the tower, called: ‘ Dearest 

mother, are you living, or are you dead?” 

‘‘T have just eaten, and am satisfied,” she re- 

plied, thinking it was the dove she heard. 

“Tam your dear son,” he called again, ‘‘whom 

the wild animals stole from your lap; but Iam 

still living, and will soon come to help you.” 

Then he descended, and went to his father, 

“T should
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pretending he was a hunter, and wished to enter 
his service. The king was willing to receive 

him if he would promise to bring him game, for 
they had not been able to find any in his king- 
dom for years. The prince promised to bring 

him all he could possibly use on the royal table. 

Then he called the hunters together, and they 

set out for the woods. Just outside the forest, 

he had them form in a circle, leaving one end 

open, then he began to wish. Immediately there 

came rushing from the woods some two hundred 

head of game, which ran into the circle, where 

the hunters quickly shot them. Whenthey had 

finished, there were sixty wagon loads to take 

home to the king, and the royal table was spread 

as it had not been in years. 

The king was so pleased that he invited all 

his court to dine with him the following day. 

When they were assembled, he said to the hun— 

ter: ‘‘As you were so successful, you shall sit 

near me.” 

“Pardon me, your majesty, but I am only a 

poor hunter,” he answered. 

But the king insisted, and he was obliged to 
take the seat of honor. As he sat there, he 

thought of his dear mother, and wished that one 

of the king’s chief servants would ask after the 

queen. And as he wished, so it was done,—the 

marshal stepped forward and said: ‘Your royal 

majesty, we are living and feasting in great hap- 

piness, may I ask at this time how it fares with 

the queen? Is she living, or is she dead ?” 

But the king replied: ‘She allowed the wild 

beasts to carry off my son; I wish to hear noth- 

ing about her.’ 

Then the hunter rose and said: ‘ Most hon- 

ored father, the queen is living, and I am her 

son. The wild animals did not steal me away ; 
but a wicked man, the cook, stole me from my 

mother’s lap while she slept, and sprinkled the 
blood of a chicken on her dress to deceive you,” 

and pointing to the dog with the golden collar, 
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he said: ‘Here is the wicked man.” Then 
he ordered burning coals to be brought, and the 
dog was obliged to eat them before all the com- 
pany till the flames came out ofhis mouth. The 
hunter then asked the king if he would like to 
see the cook restored to his proper form. The 
king said he would, the hunter wished, and im- 
mediately the cook stood before them, with 
white apron on, and knife by his side. When 
the king saw him, he was very angry, and 
ordered him thrown into the deepest dungeon. 
“And now, dear father,” said the hunter, 

“would you like to see the maiden who has 
cared for me so tenderly, and even saved my life 
at the risk of her own?” 

‘Oh, yes,” said the king, “I should be very 
happy to see her.” 

“Vou shall see her first as a beautiful flower,” 

said the hunter, and he took the pink from his 

pocket and stood it in a vase on the king’s table. 
Every one admired it, and the king said he had 
never seen so beautiful a flower. 

“Now I will show you the maiden,” said the 
hunter. He wished, and the flowers changed 

to a maiden, more beautiful than any artist 

could have painted. 

The king sent two waiting maids and two at- 

tendants to the tower to bring the queen to the 

royal table. They led her in, but she could eat 
nothing, and only said: ‘The dear God, who 

has preserved me in the tower, will soon set me 

free.” She lived three days and then died happy. 

The two white doves that had fed her in the 

tower, followed her to her grave, and when they 

had buried her, hovered over it in the form of 

two angels from heaven. 

The old king was so grieved over the sad fate 

of his wife, that he died soon after. The son 

became king of the land and married the beau- 

tiful maiden that he had brought with him as a 

flower ; but whether they are living yet is not 

known to you or me.
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ONCE there was a poor man who was unable 
to support himself and his only son. So the son 
said to him one day: ‘It is too hard work, dear 

father, for you to earn bread for both of us. 

Rather than be a burden to you, I will go out 

into the world and earn my own living.” 

So the father gave him his blessing, and took 

leave of him with many tears. 

At this time a great war was going on. The 

youth enlisted, and marched to the battle-field. 

He won his honors in his first battle. There was 

great danger, the shot rattled round him like 

rain, and his comrades fell on every side. Finally 

their leader was slain, and the soldiers were 

ready to take flight. Then the youth stepped 

out, and calling loudly, ‘‘ Let none desert 

his native land,” inspired them with new 

courage. They followed him, as he 

led an attack, and routed the enemy. 

When the king heard the 

news of the victory, and 

that he had to thank 

the brave youth alone 

for it, he raised him to the highest rank in the 
army, gave him great treasures, and made him 
second to himself in the kingdom. 

Now the king had a daughter who was very 
beautiful, but odd and full of strange fancies. 
She had made a vow never to marry any one 
unless he would promise before their marriage, 
that if she died first, he would be buried alive 
with her. 

“Tf he loves me with his whole heart, what 

would his life be worth to him after lam dead 2” 

And on the other hand, she 

was willing to be buried with him, should he 
die first. 

she would say. 

                

‘IT WENT BACK, AND QUICKLY RETURNED, BRINGING THREE GREEN LEAVES 1N ITS MOUTH. 
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This strange vow had frightened away all 

suitors, but the young soldier was so charmed 

with her beauty, that he cared for nothing ex- 

cept to obtain the consent of her father. 

‘Do you know what you must promise?” 

asked the king. 

“TI must promise to be buried in the grave 
with her, if I outlive her,” he replied. ‘ But 

that has no terrors for me, my love is so great.” 

At this, the king gave his consent, and the 

marriage was celebrated with great pomp. 

They had lived together in happiness and 

contentment a long time, when the queen was 

seized with a fatal illness. Remedies were sought 

The physicians could not help her, 

and she died. Not until she lay there dead, did 

the young prince remember his promise. He 

shuddered at the thought of being buried alive. 

But there was no escape. The king had placed 

a watch at every gate, that he might not escape 

his fate. When the day came on which the 

body should be laid in the royal vault, he was 

led away with it, and the iron door was closed 

and bolted. 

Near the coffin stood a table, on which four 

tapers, four loaves of bread, and four bottles of 

wine had been placed. As soon as these came 

to an end, he knew he must die. So each day 

he ate the smallest morsel of bread, and drank 

only a little sip of wine. Thus day by day he 

sat in the tomb, with a heart full of pain and 

sorrow, Waiting for death that he saw coming 

in vain. 

nearer every day. 

One day, as he sat gazing before him, he saw 

a snake crawl out of the corner towards the 

dead body. Seizing his sword, he said: ‘‘ As 

long as I live you shall not touch her,” and he 

cut the snake in three pieces. In a little while 

a second snake crawled out of the corner, but 

seeing the other lie dead, cut in three pieces, it 

went back, and quickly returned, bringing three 

green leaves in its mouth. It then took the 

three pieces of the snake, laid them together, 

and placed a leaf on each of the wounds. 

Immediately the parts became joined, the 

snake moved and was once more alive, and the 

two crawled hastily away together. But they 
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left the leaves lying on the ground. The un- | 
happy man, who had watched them in all they 
had done, now thought that the leaves that had 
the power to bring a snake to life, might restore 
a human being. He picked up the three leaves, 
and laid one on the mouth of his dead wife, and 
the other two on her eyes. He had hardly done 
this, when the blood began to circulate, and 

tinge her pale cheeks, soon she breathed, then 

opening her eyes, said: ‘Where am I?” 
“ You are with me, dear wife,” he answered, 

and he told her how she had died, and been re- 

stored to life again. 

Then he gave her bread and wine. As soon 
as she was strong enough, she rose, and going 
to the door, knocked and called until the guards 
heard her. They quickly ran and told the king, 
who came himself and opened the door, rejoic- 
ing greatly to see them both alive and well. 
But the young prince took the three snake-leaves 
with him, and giving them in charge of a serv- 

ant, said: ‘Preserve these carefully, and al- 

ways keep them with you. Who knows in 

what great need they may serve us again?” 

But a great change had come over the 

princess since she had been restored to life ; it 
seemed as if all love for her husband had died 

out of her heart. Some time after, the prince 
wished to take a voyage over the sea, to visit 

his old father. While they were aboard the 

ship, the princess forgot the love and faithful- 

ness of her husband, and how he had brought 

her to life, and took a wicked fancy to the cap- 

tain. One day, when the prince lay asleep, she 

called the captain to her, and one of them tak- 

ing the sleeper by his head, and the other by 

his feet, they threw him into the sea. 

After this shameful deed was done, she said 

to him; ‘Now let us return home, and say 

that he died on the voyage, and I will praise 

you in such a manner to my father, that he will 

consent to our marriage, and leave the crown 

to you at his death.” 

But the faithful servant who had charge of 

the snake-leaves, had seen everything. Un- 

noticed he had lowered a boat, and leaving the 

traitors to themselves, went back to find his
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master. He soon discovered the body, and 

drew it up into the boat. With the aid of the 

snake-leaves, which he laid on his eyes and 

mouth, the prince was soon restored to life. 

Both of them rowed with all their strength, 

and the little boat flew over the water so swiftly, 

that they reached home before the others. The 

old king wondered at seeing the young prince 

alone, and asked what had happened. When 

he heard of his daughter's wickedness, he said : 

“T cannot believe she would do such a wicked 

deed. But the truth will soon be brought to 

light.”. Then he told both the prince and his 

servant to hide themselves in a private room of 

his, and let no one know of their arrival. 

_ Soon the great ship came sailing home, and 

the wicked princess appeared before her father 

with a sad face. ‘Why have you returned 

alone? Where is your husband ?” he asked. 

‘‘Alas, dear father,” she replied, ‘‘my hus- 

band was taken suddenly ill during the voyage, 

and died. If it had not been for this good cap- 
tain, who assisted me, and conducted me home, 

I do not know what evil would have befallen 

me. He was with me when my husband died, 

and can tell you all about it.” Then the king 
said: “IT will bring the dead to life,” and 

opening the door of the private room, led out 

the prince and his servant. 

The Princess was thunder-struck. Talling 
upon her knees, she begged for mercy. But 

the king said: ‘IT have no mercy. Your hus- 

band was ready to die with you, and restored 

you to life, but you murdered him while he 
slept, and you shall receive the reward you 

deserve. 

She and her companion were placed in a 

leaky vessel and carried out to sea, where they 
soon disappeared beneath the waves and were 
seen no more. 
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THE -IMP IN; -EHE BOPELE- 

THERE lived once a poor wood-cutter who 

worked hard from early morning till late at — 

night. After a long time he managed to lay by 

a small sum. Calling his son to him one day, 

he said: ‘‘ You are my only child, and I wish 

the money that I have earned by the sweat of 

my brow to be used for your education, that 

when I am old, you may have some trade by 

which you can support me.” 
So the youth was sent to a high school, and 

was so industrious and successful in his studies 

that his teachers were greatly pleased with him. 

When he had passed through two courses of 

study, the father’s savings were exhausted and 

he was obliged to return home. 

“Alas!” said his father sadly, “I can give 

you nothing more, for in these hard times I can 

scarcely earn our daily bread.” 

‘Dear father,” replied his son, ‘do not give 

yourself any further trouble about me. What- 

aver is God's will is for the best. I can adapt 

nyself to circumstances.” 

As the father prepared to go out into the 

forest to cut some cord-wood, his son said: “I 

will go with you and help you.” 

“That will be too hard work for you,” said 

the father ; “you are not accustomed to it, and 

would soon tire out. Besides I have only one 

axe, and no money to buy another with.” 

“Go to your neighbor, and borrow one, until 

I can earn one for myself,” said his son. 

So the wood-cutter borrowed an axe of his 

neighbor, and the next morning at break of 

day, both father and son were on their way to 

the woods. At noon the father proposed that 
they rest while they ate their lunch, but the son 

said: ‘You rest father; I am not tired, so I 

will walk about a little and look for bird’s nests.” 

Then the son took his bread in his hand, and 

went joyfully away into the woods, peering 

among the green branches for any nest he 
could find. He ran hither and thither till 
finally he came to an immense oak, that must 

have been several hundred years old. As he 

stood gazing at it, he thought he heard a voice. 
79 

He listened,.and heard in a smothered tone, 
“Let me out! let me out!” He looked around, 
but could find nothing, but it seemed as if the 
voice came from the earth. 
“Where are you?” he cried. 
‘Tam hidden here at the root of the oak, let 

me out! let me out” was the reply. 
The scholar began digging and searching 

about the roots. Finally in a little hole he 
found a glass bottle. He held it up in the light, 
and saw a creature springing up and down in it 
that looked like a frog. 

“Let me out! let me out!” it called more 

loudly than ever, and the scholar, not suspect- 
ing any evil, took out the stopper. The crea- 

ture jumped out, and immediately began to 

grow, and grew so rapidly that in a few minutes 

he was half as big as the trunk of the oak. 
“Do you know what your reward will be for 

letting me out?” he cried in a fearful voice. 
“No,” replied the scholar, not at all fright- 

ened, ‘how should I know ?” 

“Then I will tell you,” said the giant; ‘‘your 

neck shall be broken.” ‘‘ You should have told 

me that before,” said the scholar, ‘‘and I should 

not have let you out. But I shall save my neck 

yet; there are more people to be consulted in 

this matter.” 
- “People or no people,” said the giant, “you 

shall receive your reward. Do you think I have 

been shut up so long out of mercy? No, it was 

for punishment. I am the mighty Mercury, and 

he who sets me free must have his neck broken.” 

“ Softly !” said the scholar, ‘‘do not be too 

fast. First I must know if you are really this 

great person. If you are, you may do with me 

as you like. Could you enter the bottle again?” 

“That would be a great feat!” said the 

giant, full of scorn, and he immediately began 

to shrink, until he was as little and thin as: be- 

fore and crept through the same opening into 

the bottle. Scarcely was he in, when the 

scholar quickly put in the stopper, and threw 

‘the bottle back to its old place under the oak. 

As the scholar turned to go back to his
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father, the voice called to him most pitifully : 

“Oh, please let me out, please let me out !” 

“No, not a second time,” said the scholar. 

“He who has threatened my life, shall not 

escape when once I have caught him.” 

“Tf you will let me out, I will give you riches 

that will last your lifetime,” he pleaded. 

“No,” said the scholar, ‘you would cheat 

me as you did the first time.” 

‘You are throwing away a fortune,” said the 

bottle-imp. ‘I will do nothing to you, except 

reward you richly.” 

The scholar thought: 

may keep his word, and do me no harm.” 

So once more he took the stopper from the 

bottle, and ina moment the giant stood before 

“To will venture; he 

him again. 

‘Now you shall have your reward,” he said, 

handing him a little rag that looked like a 

plaster. © When you place one end of this on 

a wound,” he continued, ‘it will heal at once ; 

and if you place the other end on steel or iron, 

it will change into silver.” 

“T must try it first,” said the scholar, and 

going to a tree, he cut a deep gash in it with his 

axe. He rubbed the gash with one end of the 

rag, and it closed at once. 

“You have told me the truth,” he said, **and 

now we can part.” The giant thanked him for 

his freedom, and the scholar in turn thanked 

the giant for his gift, and then went back to 
join his father. 

‘Where have you been?” asked his father. 

“Why did you forget the work ?” 

‘Have patience, father, I will soon make up 

for it,” he said. 

“Make up for it, indeed,” said his father 
angrily, ‘that is not possible.” 

“Now look, father, and I will cut down the 

tree at one blow,” he said. He rubbed the plas- 

ter on his axe, and struck a powerful blow on 

the tree, but as the axe had been changed into 
silver, the edge turned. 

“Oh, look, father!” he cried, ‘‘ what a miser- 

able axe you have given me; it is all twisted.” 

The father was frightened, and said: ‘Alas! 
what have you done?) Now I must pay for the 
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axe. That is all the good I get from your help- 

ing me.” 

* Do not be angry,” said the son, ‘tT will pay 

for it.” 

“You stupid fellow!” he cried, ‘Show can you 

pay for it? you have nothing except what I 

give you. You have only book-learning in your 

head, you know nothing about wood-cutting.” 

In a little while the scholar said: “I cannot 

work any longer, let us have a holiday evening.” 

“What is that?” “Do you 

think Iam going to sit with folded hands, be- 

Go on home if you want to, 

said his father. 

cause you do? 

but I will stay and work.” 

“This is the first time ] have been in the 

woods, and I do not know the way home alone, 

please go with me,” he said. 

Much against his will, the father consented 

On the way he said to his son: ‘*Go 

and sell the axe you spoiled. Get what you 

can for it, and what is lacking I will supply, so 

to go. 

we can pay our neighbor.” 

The son took the axe to a goldsmith, who 

weighed it and said: “It is worth four hundred 

dollars. I haven't so much cash by me.” 

“Give me what you have,” said the scholar, 

‘‘and what’s lacking, I will lend you.” 

The goldsmith gave him three hundred dol- 

lars, and there remained one hundred owing. 

The scholar went home and told his father he 

had the money, and asked how much the man 

would want for his axe. 

“ About a dollar,” said his father. 

“Then pay him two dollars,” said the son, 

‘that is just double. See I have money in 

abundance,” and he handed his father a hundred 

dollars, saying: “Take your comfort now, you 

shall never want again.” 
‘In heaven's name!” exclaimed the old man, 

how did you come by this money ?” 

The youth told his father what had happened 
in the woods and how he had risked his life 

for the fortune. 

Afterwards, he went back to school and fin- 

ished his education, and as he was able to heal 

all wounds with his plaster, he became the most 

celebrated doctor in the world.



ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES 

ANOTHER. 

MANY years ago, there lived a king who was 

noted for his wisdom throughout all the land. 

Nothing was unknown to him, and it seemed as 

if the news of every secret act or word was 

brought to him through the atr. 

He had a strange custom, however. Every 

day at noon, when the dinner had been removed, 

and no one was present at the table, he had a 

trusty servant bring on another dish. This was 

always covered, and even the servant did not 

know what it contained, for the king never 

removed the cover, nor ate of the dish, until he 

was quite alone. 

This went on for a long time, until one day 

the servant's curiosity got the better of him, 

and as he carried the dish away from the table, 

he took it to his own room. After carefully 
locking the door, he lifted the cover, and saw 

lying in the dish a white snake. At the sight 

of it, he could not resist tasting it, so he cut off 

a little piece and put it in his mouth. It had 

scarcely touched his tongue, when he heard 

gs of soft voices near his strange whisperin 

window. 

He went and listened, and soon saw that it 

was the sparrows, who were telling each other 

all they had seen in the fields and woods. The 

little piece of snake which he had eaten, had 

given him the power to understand the speech 
of animals. 

Now it happened on this very day, that the 

queen had lost her most costly ring, and as this 

trusty servant had access to every part of the 

palace, suspicion fell on him that he had stolen 
it. The king ordered him into his presence, 

and with angry words threatened to have him 
tried and sentenced, if he did not find out before 

to-morrow, who had committed the act. In 

vain he declared his innocence; the king was 

immovable. 

In his distress and anxiety, he went down 

into the court-yard. The ducks were sitting 
near each other, quietly resting on the flowing 
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stream. They were pluming their feathers with 
their smooth bills, and idly gossipping together. 

Just now they were telling where they had been 
that morning, and what they had found for 

breakfast. Suddenly the servant heard one of 

them say in a vexed tone: 

“There is something heavy lying in my 

stomach. In my haste this morning, I swal- 

lowed a ring that lay under the queen’s window.” 

The duck was immediately seized by the 

neck, and carricd into the kitchen. “ Kill this 

for dinner,” said the servant to the cook; ‘see 

what a fat duck it is !” 

“ Yes,” said the cook, as she lifted it, “it has 

spared no trouble in cramming itself, and has 

been ready for roasting some time.” 

She cut off its head, and in dressing it, found 
in its stomach the queen’s ring. 

ant could easily prove his innocence to the 
king, whose only wish when he heard the story, 

was to repair the wrong he had done. He 

promised to grant any favor the servant should 

ask, and bestowed upon him the highest position 

in his court. 

But the servant declined all honors, and asked 

only for a horse and some money, that he might 

travel about for a little while. 

His request was granted, and he set out on 
his travels. One day as he was passing a pond, 
he saw three fishes that had become caught in 
the reeds, and were gasping for water. Although 
people say that fishes are dumb, yet he dis- 
tinctly heard their complaint that they must 
‘die so miserably. 

Having a kind heart, he got down from his 
horse, and put the three fishes again into the 
water. They splashed about for joy, and stick- 
ing their heads out of the water, cried: ‘We 
will often think of you, and some day you will 
be rewarded for having saved us.” 

He rode away, and in a little while, it seemed 
as if he heard a voice from the sand beneath 
his feet. He listened, and heard the complaint 
of the ant-king : 

“Tf these men with their awkward animals 
would only keep away! There comes a stupid 
horse, whose heavy hoofs will trample on my 
people without mercy.” 
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Now the serv- 

The rider turned his horse aside, and the ant- 

king called to him: ‘We will remember you, 

and reward you.” 

The way now led through a forest. As he 

rode along, he saw a father-crow and a mother- 

crow throwing their children out of their nest. 

“Away with you, you gallows-birds !” they 

cried. ‘*We cannot feed you any longer ; you 

are big enough to take care of yourselves.” 

The poor little crows lay upon the ground, 
flapping and beating their wings, and crying: 

“We are helpless children. Now can we take 

care of ourselves, when we cannot fly? There 

is nothing left for us, but to die of hunger.” 
The king’s servant felt sorry for them, and 

getting down from his horse, drew his dagger, 

and killed it, and left it for the young crows to 

feed upon. They hopped towards it, crying : 

“We will remember you, and reward you some 

day.” 

He must now use his legs. He travelled a 

long way, until he came to a large town, where 
streets were crowded with people making a 

great noise. «A rider was going through the 

town crying: The king’s daughter wishes a 

husband, but the person who sues for her hand, 

must perform a very difficult task, and if he 

fails, he must forfeit his life.” 

Many had attempted the task, but had failed, 
and lost their lives. But when the king's serv- 

ant saw the princess, he was so dazzled by her 

beauty that he forgot the danger, and went before 

the king and offered himself as a suitor. 

He was at once conducted to the sea, anda 

gold ring was thrown into the waters. The 

king told him to fetch the ring from the bottom 

of the sea, adding: ‘“ And if you return without 

it, you shall be thrown back again, till you per- 

ish in the waves.” 

Every one pitied the beautiful youth, and 

went sadly home, leaving him standing on the 

sea-shore alone. While he was considering 

what he ought to do, all at once he saw three 
fishes swimming towards him, and they were 

none other than the three whose lives he had 

saved. 

The middte one had a mussel in its mouth,
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which it laid at the young man’s feet. He 
picked it up, opened it, and saw lying within, 

the gold ring. Full of joy, he took it to the 

king, expecting to receive the promised reward. 

But the proud princess, learning that he was 

not so well born as herself, refused him with 

scorn, and said he must perform another task. 
She went down into the garden, and taking ten 

sacks of grain, scattered it over the grass, say- 

‘ing: “ You must have this all picked up by 

to-morrow morning before the sun rises, and 

not one kernel must be wanting.” 
The youth thought for a long time how it 

were possible to do this task, but at last he gave 

up, and sat waiting sadly for the first dawn of 

day, when he should be conducted to his death. 

But when the morning rays of the sun fell upon 

tue garden, not a kernel of grain was to be 

seen. It had all been gathered up, and the ten 

sacks were standing together, full, with not a 

kernel wanting. 

The ant-king had come in the night with his 

thousands of subjects, and the grateful little 

insects had gathered up the grain, and put it 

into the bags. 

The princess herself came into the garden 

the next morning, and saw with astonishment 

that the task had been accomplished. But her 

. proud heart would not yield yet. 

“ You have done both of the tasks I required 

of you, but you shall not become my husband 

until you bring me an apple from the tree of 

life.” 
The youth did not know even where the tree 

of life grew, but he set out, determined to walk 

as far as his legs could carry him, but with lit- 

tle hope of ever finding it. He had travelled 

through three kingdoms, when, one evening, he 

came to a forest, and being very tired, lay down 

under a tree to sleep. 

He heard a rustling in the branches, and 

presently a golden apple fell into his hand. 

Immediately three crows flew down to him, and 

perching on his knee, said: 

“We are the three young crows that you 

saved from starving. When we were grown we 

heard that you were looking for the golden 
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CHE SAW THREE FISHES SWIMMING TOWARDS HIM,”
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apple, so we flew over the sea, even to the end 

of the world, where the tree of life stands, and 

brought you the apple.” 

Full of joy he returned home, and gave the 

golden apple to the beautiful princess, who 

BEAR 

ONCE there was a young fellow who enlisted 

as a soldier. He was very brave, and when the 

shot fell like rain, was foremost in the battle. 

AAs long as the war lasted, he was well provided 

for, bue when peace was proclaimed, he re- 

ceived his discharge, and was told by the 

captain he might go where he liked. 

As his parents were dead, and he had no 

home, he went to his brothers and begged them 

to give him shelter until the war broke out 
again. But his brothers were hard-hearted, and 

said: ‘* What do we want of you ? 

do anything. 

You cannot 

Come, stir yourself, and see if 

you cannot make your way through the world.” 

Shouldering his gun, which was the only 

thing he owned in the world, the soldier left 

them, and wandered forth into the fields. He 

saw a circle of trees, and going to them, he sat 
down and thought over his fate. ‘tI have no 

money,” he said to himself, “I know no other 

trade than soldiering, and now that there is 

peace, that is not needed. I see I must die of 

hunger.” 
Suddenly he heard a rustling sound, and 

looking round, saw a strange man_ standing 

before him, wearing a long green coat. He 

would have looked very stately and grand but 

for one thing—he had a hideous horse’s foot. 

‘‘T know very well what you want,” he said 
to the soldier. ‘‘ You shall have money and 
possessions, as much as you can possibly use. 
But first I must know if you are easily fright- 
ened, for I cannot spend my money in vain.” 

‘A soldier and fright! what have they to do 
with each other?” said the soldier. ‘‘ You can 
test me and see.” 
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now had no more excuses. They divided the 

apple of life, and ate it together. Then her 

heart was filled with love for him, and they 

lived united in unbroken happiness to a good 

old age. 

SKIN. 

“Very well,” answered the stranger. * Look 

behind you.” 

The soldier turned around and saw a large 

bear, growling and coming towards him. 

“Oho!” he cried, “I will tickle you on the 

nose so that you will lose all desire for growl- 

ing,” and taking aim at the bear’s snout, he 

fired, and the bear moved no more. 

“T see that you do not lack courage,” said 

the stranger, ‘t but there is one other condition 

that you must agree to.” 

“Tf it will not affect my eternal happiness,” 

said the soldier, ‘‘ I shall not be afraid of agree- 

ing to anything.” 

* You can judge for yourself,” replied Green- 

coat. * For seven years, you must neither wash 

yourself, nor comb your hair and beard, nor cut 

your nails, nor say your prayers. Then I will 

give you a cloak and a mantle which you must 

wear during this time. If you die before the 

seven years are up, you are mine, but if you 

live, then you shall be free and rich for the rest 

of your days.” 

The soldier thought of his great poverty, and 

how many times he had faced death without 

fear, till finally he consented to the conditions. 

Then the stranger took off the green coat and 

handed it to the stranger, saying: ‘t Wear this, 

and whenever you put your hand in the pocket, 

you can take out a handful of gold.” Then he 

took the skin from the bear, and said: ‘¢ This 

shall be your mantle and your bed, you will 

not be allowed to sleep in any other, and on 

account of your dress, your name henceforth 

shall be Bearskin.” So saying, the stranger 

disappeared.
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The soldier put on the coat, and the first 

thing put his hand into his pocket and found 

the money was indeed a reality. Then he 

threw the bearskin over his shoulders and went 

out into the world. He was in good spirits and 

denicd himself nothing that money could buy. 

The first year passed quite pleasantly, but dur- 

ing the second he began to look like a monster. 

His hair and beard almost covered his face, his 

nails were like long claws, and his face was so 

dirty, that if any one had sown seed on it, it 

must have grown. People that saw him, ran 

away as fast as they could, but because he gave 

much money to the poor, they prayed for him, 

that he might live the seven years, and for the 

same reason that he had plenty of money, he 

was always able to find shelter. 

In the fourth year, he came to an inn where 

the landlord would not take him in, and even 

refused to give him a place in his stables, fear- 

ing he would frighten his horses. But when 

Bearskin took out a handful of ducats, the land- 

lord softened, and gave him a room in one of 

the out-buildings, after he had promised that he 

would not allow himself to be seen, as it might 
give the inn a bad name. 

In the evening as Bearskin sat alone in his 

room, wishing from the bottom of his heart that 

the seven years were ended, he heard a loud 

crying in an adjoining room. As he hada kind 

heart, he opened the door to learn the cause of 

the distress. As he did so, he saw an old man 
striking his hands over his head and crying 

bitterly. Bearskin went towards him, but at 

the sight of him the old man jumped up as if he 
would run away. But when he heard a kind 

human voice speaking friendly words to him, he 

came back and told the soldier his troubles. 

All his property was gone, and his daughters 

must suffer want. He was so poor that he 

could not pay the landlord, and would there- 
fore be put into prison. 

“Tf that is your only trouble, I can help you, 

I have plenty of money,” said Bearskin, and 

calling the landlord, he paid him what was 
owing him and gave, besides, a purse full of 
money to the old man. 
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The old man did not know how to show his 

gratitude. ‘Come with me,” he said, ‘‘my 

daughters are wonders of beauty, you may 

choose one of them for a wife. When they 

hear what you have done for me, they will not 

refuse you. Perhaps you do look a little 

strange, but they will soon put you to rights.” 

Bearskin was pleased and went home with 

the old man. When the oldest daughter saw 

him, she was so shocked, she uttered a loud 

cry and ran away. The second one stood still, 

and looked him over from head to foot. 

‘“How could I accept a man who does not 

look like a human being? The shaved bear 

that came here once, and tried to pass himself 

off for a man, pleased me better than this one, 

for he wore a soldier’s hat and white gloves. 

lf the man were simply homely, I might get 

used to him.” 

But the youngest one said: ‘“ Dear father, he 

must be a good man to have helped you in 

your distress, and if you have promised him a 

bride, you must keep your word.” 

It was a shame that the soldier's face was 

covered with hair and dirt or one could have 

seen how his heart laughed for joy when he 

heard these words. He took a ring from his 

finger, broke it in two, gave half to her, and 

kept half himself. On her half he wrote his 

name, and on his own he wrote hers, and told 

her to preserve the piece carefully. 

“TJ must go away for three years,” he said. 

“Tf I do not return, you will know I am dead, 

and you will be free. Pray to God that my life 

may be spared.” Then he went away. 

The poor bride dressed herself in black, and 

whenever she thought of her bridegroom, tears 

came into her eyes. Both her sisters made her 

an object of ridicule and scorn. 

‘Vou must be very careful,” said the oldest 

one; ‘when you give him your hand, that he 

does not scratch you with his claws.” 

“Take care, bears love sweet things, and if 

he should be pleased with you, he might eat 

you up,” said the second. 

“You must always do as he wishes you to or 

he will begin to growl,” continued the first.
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‘But what a lively time we shall have at the 
wedding,” said the second, ‘bears are such 

good dancers.” 

But the bride said nothing and would not 

allow her heart to be turned from her lover. 

In the meantime, Bearskin travelled about in 

the world from one place to another, giving 

alms and doing good, and receiving in return 

the prayers of the poor that his life might be 

spared. Finally the last day of the seven years 

came. He went to the meadow and seated 

himself under the trees. He did not wait long 

before the strange man appeared. He looked 

at the soldier angrily, and throwing him his 

old coat, asked for his green one back again. 

“Not just yet,” replied Bearskin, “first you 

must make me clean.” The man was obliged 

to do this; he brought water, washed the 

soldier, combed his hair and beard, and cut his 

nails. Then he looked once more a brave 

soldier, and even handsomer than before. 

Then the stranger vanished, to Bearskin’s de- 

light. He went to the nearest town, bought a 

beautiful velvet suit, in which he dressed him- 

self, seated himself in a carriage drawn by four 
white horses, and drove to the house of his 

bride. No one knew him, the father thought he 
was some great general, and conducted him 
into the room where his daughters were. He 
was seated between the two oldest ones at the 
table. They paid him every attention, gave him 

the best wine and the choicest food, and thought 

they had never seen a handsomer man. But 

the youngest one sat opposite in her black dress, 

with down-cast eyes, and did not utter a word. 

When he asked the father for the hand of one 

of his daughters, the two oldest ones jumped 

up and ran to their room to put on their costliest 
dresses, for they thought one of them of course 

would be the chosen bride. When the stranger 

was alone with his bride, he dropped his half of 

the ring in a glass of wine and handed it across 

the table to her. She took it, drank the wine, and 

saw the half-ring in the bottom. Her heart beat 

quickly as she held up the other half, which she 

wore tied to a ribbon around her neck. The 

two parts fitted together. 

“Tam your promised bridegroom,” he said, 

“whom you knew as Bearskin, but by the mercy 

of heaven, I have been restored to my proper 

form and once more made clean.” He went to 

her and embraced and kissed her. 

At this moment the two sisters entered in 
full dress. When they saw that the handsome 
stranger had.chosen their young sister, and 

learned that he was no other than Bearskin, they 
rushed out of the house full of rage and scorn, 
and so great was their disappointment, one of 

them drowned herself in the well, and the other 
hung herself on a tree. 

At evening some one knocked at the door. 

The bridegroom opened it and there stood 
Green-coat, looking perfectly satisfied. 

“T gave up your soul, but I have now two 
others,” he said, referring to the two sisters, and 

then went away, and was seen no more. ~ 

  

THE STRAW, THE COAL, AND THE BEAN. 

IN a little village, there lived a poor old 
woman. One day she gathered a dish of beans, 
which she wished to cook for dinner. So she 
made a fire upon the hearth, and that it might 
kindle more quickly, threw on a handful of 
straw. As she was pouring the beans into the 
pot, one of them dropped on the floor, and 
rolled near a straw, and soon after this a glow- 
ing coal popped from the fire, and fell near both. 
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Then the straw began to speak: ‘Good 
friends, where did you come from ?” 

“T had the good luck to spring from the fire,” 
answered the coal. ‘If I had not had the 
strength to tear myself away, my death was 
certain, for I should have been burnt to ashes.” 

The bean replied: ‘I also narrowly escaped 
with a whole skin. Ifthe old woman had put 
me in the kettle, I should have been cooked
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to pieces without mercy, like 

the rest of my comrades.” 

‘And I too!” exclaimed 

the straw. ‘Would my fate 

have beenany better? Allmy 

brothers went up in the fire 

and smoke; the old woman 

seized sixty at one time, and 

took away their lives. Hap- 

pily I slipped through her 

fingers.” 
“What shall we do now?” 

asked the coal. 

“J think,” said the bean, 

‘tas we have all been so for- 

tunate as to escape death, we 

had better keep together as 

good friends, and _ before 

another misfortune overtakes 

us, leave this place, and travel 

into a strange land.” 

This pleased 

the other two, and they all 

set out at once on their trav- 

els. They had not gone far 
when they came to a little 

stream, and as_ there 

neither bridge nor boat, they 

were at a loss to know how 

they should get over. Finally 

the straw said: 

“J will throw myself across 

the stream, and you can walk 

over me as if I were a bridge.” 

So the straw stretched him- 

self from one bank to the 

other, and the coal, who was 

a hot headed youth, tripped 

boldly out upon the newly-built bridge. 

when he reached the middle, he became fright- 

ened, stopped, and dared not move another 

step. The straw began to burn, and breaking 

in two pieces, fell into the stream. The coal 
slid in.after him, hissing and steaming as he 

struck the water, and he too gave up the ghost. 
The bean, who had remained on the shore, 

was so amused that she laughed so heartily her 
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THE THREE COMPANIONS START FORTH ON THEIR TRAVELS. 

But sides burst. Her fate would have been no bet- 

ter had it not been for a tailor who happened to 

be resting near the little stream. He felt sorry 

for the little bean when he saw her burst in two, 

and taking out his needle and thread, sewed her 

together. The bean thanked the tailor very 

prettily for his kindness ; but as he had used 

black thread to sew with, from that day to this, 

every bean has a black mark on it.



Ties WVONDEREUL- CABBAGE, 

ONE day a young hunter went out into the 

His heart was light and merry, and he 

walked along without any fear, whistling care- 
lessly on a leaf. Suddenly he met an ugly old 

woman, who spoke to him and said: ‘ Good- 

day, dear hunter, Iam suffering from hunger 
and thirst, please give me some money that I 

may buy food.” The hunter felt sorry for the 

old woman, and gave as much as he could 

afford to help her. He was moving away, but 

she caught hold of him, and said: ‘Listen to 

what I say, dear hunter. Because you have 

such a kind heart I will reward you. Go on for 

a little way and you will come to a tree, in the 

branches of which sit nine birds holding a 

mantle in their claws and quarreling over it. 

Shoot into their midst, and the mantle will fall, 

and one of the birds will drop dead. Take 

the mantle—it is a wishing mantle—and throw 

it over your shoulders, and whatever place you 

wish to be in, you have only to wish, and you 

will find yourself there. Then take the heart 

from the dead bird and swallow it, and every 

morning on rising, you will find a gold piece 

woods. 

under your pillow.” 

The hunter thanked the wise old woman, and 

thought as he went away: ‘She has made me 

fine promises, if they will only come to pass.” 

But he had not gone more than a hundred 

steps before he heard a great twittering and 

fluttering among the branches. He looked up 

and saw a number of birds fighting with their 

bills and claws over a cloth. They screamed 

and scratched and tore, as if each one were 

determined to have the cloth for himself alone. 
“This is strange,” said the hunter; ‘‘it has 

happened just as the old woman said it would,” 
and taking his gun from his shoulder, he fired 
among them. Immediately the mantle fell and 
one of the birds also. He did as the woman 
had commanded him, cut open the bird, took 
out the heart, and swallowed it. Then he threw 

the mantle over his shoulders and went home. 
The next morning, when he awoke, he re- 

membered the promise, and wished to know if 
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it had come true. 

lay a shining gold picce. 

he found the same, and the next, and so on 

every morning he continued to find one until 

He lifted his pillow and there 

The next morning 

he had a great pile of gold pieces. 

Finally he said: ‘*Of what use is 

gold to me, if I always stay at home? 

take it and go out into the world.” 

He bade his parents good-bye, took his hunt- 

ing-~bag and gun, and started on his travels. 

One day as he came out of a thick woods he 

saw before him a splendid castle. An old 

woman and a beautiful young girl stood in one 

of the windows looking out. The old woman 

all this 

I will 

- Was a witch, and she said to the girl: ‘‘ Yonder 

comes one from the woods who has a wonderful 

gift. We must get it away from him, dearest 

daughter ; it will be of greater use to us than to 
him. He has a bird’s heart within him, and 

every morning finds a gold piece under his pil- 

low.” Then she told her how they must act, 

and the part the maiden was to play, and lastly 

she said with angry eyes: “If you do not obey 

me, evil will come upon you.” 

When the hunter came nearer and saw the 

beautiful maiden, he said to himself: ‘I have 

travelled a long distance and am tired ; I think 

I will rest awhile at this splendid castle ; I have 

money enough to pay for my entertainment.” 

But it was the form he had seen in the window 

that made him pause in his travels. 

He was received in a friendly manner and 

was very politely entertained. In a short time 

he was deeply in love with the maiden and had 

no wish but to do her bidding. 

Then the old woman said to her daughter: 

“Now we must have the bird’s heart ; he will 

not miss it when it is taken from him.” 

She prepared a drink for him and gave it to 

her daughter, to hand to the hunter. She gave 

it to him, saying: ‘“ Now, dearest, drink to 

my health.” He could not refuse, so he took 

the glass, and swallowed the mixture at one 

draught. Instantly the bird’s heart sprang out 

of his mouth and the maiden carried it away
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secretly and swallowed it, as the oid woman had 

commanded her to do. The hunter found no 
more gold pieces under his pillow ; they were 
found instead under the maiden’s, but this gave 

him no uneasiness, for he was so bewitched over 

the girl, he cared only for her pleasure. 
“We have the bird’s heart, now we must take 

the wishing-mantle away from him,” said the 

old woman. 

“Oh, no! do not let us take that,” replied 

the maiden, ‘‘for then all his wealth will be 

This made her mother angry, and she 

cried: ‘That mantle is a wonderful thing, 

and is seldom found in this world. I must and 

shall have it.” She struck the maiden, and then 

added: ‘If you do not mind me, you will be 

sorry for it.” 

A short time after, she placed herself by the 

window, as her mother had told her, and gazed 

sadly out. 

“ Why are you so sad ?” asked the hunter. 
“ Alas! dear heart,” she replied, “far away 

from here is a granite mountain covered with 

precious stones, J long so much to go there, 

that whenever I think of it, it makes me sad. 

But how can one go there? Only the birds can 
fly back and forth, but a human being can never 

reach that mountain.” 

“Ts that all you wish for ?” asked the hunter. 

“T can soon take that trouble from your heart,” 

and wrapping his mantle around them both, he 
wished himself over on the granite mountain. 

In an instant they were both sitting there, sur- 

rounded on every side with precious stones. 

What a joy it was to see them! After they had 

gathered together some of the most beautiful 

ones, a drowsiness came over the hunter, and 

he said to the maiden: ‘I am so tired I cannot 

take another step, let us sit down and rest a 
little,’ and laying his head in her lap, he soon 
fell asleep. Then she placed his head gently 

on the ground, took the mantle from his shoul- 

ders, fastened it on her own, gathered up the 

precious stones, and wished herself home. 

When the hunter awoke, and found that the 

maiden had deceived him, his heart was filled 

with pain and sorrow. 
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gone.” 

‘“Alas” he cried “was there ever such un- 
faithfulness as this!” 

He knew not where to go nor what to do, 
but as he sat there in despair, three giants, to 
whom the mountain belonged, came striding 
along. When he saw them he quickly stretched 
himself out on the ground, as if he were in a 
deep sleep. As the giants passed him, one of 
them kicked him with his foot, and said: ‘‘What 

earthworm is this ?” 
“Step on him, and kill him,” said the second. 

But the third one said scornfully: ‘He is not 
worth the trouble. Let him live, he cannot stay 
here, and if he climbs up higher, the clouds 
will seize him, and carry him away.” 

Then they left him, but the hunter had heard 
all they said, and as soon as they were out of 
sight, he rose, and climbed to the top of the 
mountain. He sat there a little while, then a 

great cloud swept over the mountain and car- 

ried him away. He floated hither and thither 

through the air, and finally sank down into a 

garden full of cabbages and other vegetables. 
“If I only had something to eat,” he said as 

he got up and looked around him, “but there 

is not an apple nor a pear or any kind of fruit 
here, nothing but cabbages.” 

He selected a fine large head of cabbage and © 

began to eat it, but he had not taken two mouth- 
fuls before he felt a wonderful change come over 

him. His arms were changed into legs, so that 

now he had four instead of two, his head grew 

large and thick, and his ears long. He saw to 

his horror he had been turned into a donkey. 

But as he was very hungry, he continued eat- 

ing. By chance he tried another kind of cabbage, 

which, as soon as he had tasted :t, turned him 

back again to his former shape. 

Then he lay down and slept, quite worn out 

with weariness. When he awoke the next morn- 

ing, he broke off a head of the bad and also 

of the good cabbage. 

“With these I shall be able to get my own 

back again, and punish the unfaithful,” he said, 

and hiding the two heads of cabbage under his 

coat, he climbed over the wall and went away 

to find the castle of his faithless bride. After
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wanaering about a couple of days, luckily he 

found it again. 

He stained his face and hands so that his own 

mother would not have known him, and went 

to the castle and asked for a night's lodging, say- 

ing he was so tired he could not go any farther. 

“Countryman, who are you, and what is your 

business?” asked the witch. 

“Tama kine’s messenger,” he replied. ‘I 

was sent out to find the choicest cabbage that 

grows in the world. I have been so lucky as to 

find it, but the heat of the sun has been so 

great, that the tender leaves are wilting, and I 

am afraid I cannot take it any farther.” 

When the old woman heard of the choice 

cabbage, she wanted it and said: ‘Dear friend, 

fet me try this wonderful cabbage.” 
‘““Why should I not?” he replied. 

two heads with me, and I will give you one,” 

and he opened his coat and gave her the one 

that would work evil. 

But the witch suspected nothing wrong. Her 

mouth watered so for the cabbage that she went 

herself to the kitchen to prepare it. When it 

was ready she could not wait till it was brought 

to the table, but took off a couple of leaves and 

put them in her mouth. She had scarcely swal- 

lowed them, when her human form was gone, 

and she ran out into the court-yard, a little 

donkey. Just then the maid came, and seeing 

the cabbage there, took it up to carry to the 

table. On the way, she took off a couple of 
leaves, ate them, and in an instant the dish fell, 

and another donkey was running in the yard. 

In the meantime, the hunter and the beautiful 

maiden were sitting at the table waiting for the 

cabbage to be brought them. As no one ap- 

peared with it, the hunter thought: ‘It has 

done its work,” and said aloud: ‘I will go my- 

self to the kitchen and bring it.” 

When he reached there, he saw the cabbage 

on the floor and the two donkeys in the yard. 

“Very good!” he said, ‘two have received 
their reward,’ and picking up the remaining 
leaves he laid them on the dish, and brought 

them to the maiden. ‘I brought the costly 

food myself,” he said, ‘‘that you might not have 
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to wait.” She ate of it, lost her beautiful form 

and face and ran out to join the others. 

The hunter washed the stains from his face 
and hands, and then went out and said: ‘* Now 

you shall receive your reward.” 

He tied all three to a rope, and drove them 
before him till they came to a mill. He knocked 

on the window, and the miller put his head out 
and asked what was wanted. 

“T have three ugly animals here, that I do 
not wish to keep any longer,” he said. “If you 
will give them food and shelter until I come 
for them, I will pay you what you ask.” 

“Certainly,” said the miller, ‘‘ but how shall 
I treat them ?” 

The hunter replied: ‘The old one” (which 
was the witch) ‘tis to be beaten three times a 
day and fed once.” ‘The young one” (which 
was the maid) “is to be beaten once and fed 
three times ; but the youngest” (which was the 

beautiful maiden) ‘is not to be beaten at all, 
and fed thrée times.” He had not the heart to 

have the one whom he had loved so dearly, 

beaten like the others. 

Having given these orders, he went back to 
the castle, and found all that he was in need of. 

A few days passed, and then the miller came 
to him and said; ‘* The old donkey that you 

commanded me to beat three times a day and 

feed once, is dead. The others are alive and eat 

three times a day, but they are so sad, that I 

cannot have them around any longer.” 

The hunter's heart was touched. He went to 
the miller’s, and fed the donkeys some of the 

good cabbage, and they were restored to their 
natural shape. The maiden fell on her knees 
before him and said; ‘‘ Alas, my lover, forgive 

me the wrong I have done you, I did it against 

my will, for my mother compelled me. Your 
mantle hangs in a closet, and I will prepare a 
drink that will give you the bird’s heart again.” 

The hunter no longer thought of punishment, 

and said: ‘You may keep them both; it is 

all the same, for you shall now become my 

faithful wife.” 

Their marriage was celebrated and they lived 

in great happiness till their death.



THE BRAVE LITTLE TAILOR, 

ONE summer morning, a little tailor sat on 

his table by the window, cheerfully plying his 

Presently a peasant woman came 

down the street, crying: ‘Good jam for sale! 

Good jam for sale!” 

“That is just what J want,” he thought, and 

needle. 
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putting his head out of the window, he called: 

‘Here, up-stairs, my good woman! here is the 

place to sell your goods !” 
The woman carried her heavy basket up 

three flights of stairs, and unpacked all the little 

pots of jam. The tailor took up each one, held 

it to the light, smelt of it, and finally said: 

“This jam seems to be very good. Weigh me 

out four half-ounces ; I would not mind if you 

made it a quarter of a pound.” The woman, 

who had hoped to make a good sale, gave him 

what he asked for, and went away vexed and 

grumbling. 

“This jam will be a blessing to me!” cried 

the tailor. “It will give me fresh 

strength and energy,” and taking the 

bread from the cup-board, he cut a 

slice around the loaf, and spread it over 

with jam. ‘That will not taste bad to 

me,” he said; ‘‘but before I take a bite 

of it, I will finish this vest.” 

He laid the bread near him, and 

stitched away, taking longer and longer 

stitches in his joy and haste. In the 

meantime, the flies that were sitting 

on the wall, had been attracted by 

GIANT.  



THE BRAVE LITTLE TAILOR, OR SEVEN AT ONE STROKE. 

the sweet smell of the jam, and were settling 
down in swarms upon the bread. 

‘Hey ! who invited you to come here!” said 

the tailor, as he drove the unbidden guests 

away. But the flies did not understand Eng- 

lish, would not be driven off, and returned in 

still greater numbers. 
Suddenly the little tailor went head over 

heels into the chimney-corner, saying ; ‘‘ Wait, 

I will give it to you!” He pulled out an old 

cloth, and struck at the flies without mercy. 

When he lifted the cloth, he counted no less 

than seven lying dead before him with out- 

stretched legs. 

“What a fellow Tam!” he said, admiring his 
own bravery. ‘‘The whole town must hear of 

this deed,” and he hastily cut out a belt, and 

stitched on it in large letters, ‘‘Seven at one 

stroke.” 

“The town, indeed! why the whole world 

shall hear of it!” and his heart fluttered for joy, 

like a little lamb’s tail. 

The little tailor fastened the belt around his 
body, and went out into the world, for he 
thought the workshop was too small a place 
for so much bravery. Before leaving, he looked 
around the house, to see whether there was 

anything he could take with him. He found 
nothing but an old cheese which he put into 
his pocket. As he went out, he saw a bird en- 

tangled in the bushes. This he caught and put 
into his pocket also. 

He now set out bravely on his journey, and 
as he was lieht and nimble, felt no weariness. 

The road led him up a mountain. When he 

reached the highest point, there, quite at his 
ease, sat a powerful giant looking around him. 

Not at all frightened, the little tailor walked 
up to him, and said: ‘Good day, comrade. 
You have a fine position there, indeed, from 

which to look out upon the world. I amon my 
way to seek my fortune: would you like to go 
with me?” 

“You scamp! you miserable fellow!” said 
the giant, looking scornfully at the tailor. 

“That may be,” answered the tailor, and 

unbuttoning his coat, he showed him the belt, 
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saying: “ You can read for yourself what kind 

of a man I am.” 

The giant read, ‘Seven at one stroke,” and 

thinking it meant seven men whom he had 

killed at one stroke, became more respectful 

to the little man. But the giant wished to test 

his strength, and taking a stone in his hand, 

squeezed it until the water ran out. 

“Do that,” said the giant, and I shall know 

then that you are strong.” 

“Ts that all?” said the little tailor, ‘that is 

only play for me,” and seizing the soft cheese 

he had in his pocket, he squeezed it until the 

whey ran out of it. ‘Indeed, I think that was 

a little better than you did,” he said. 

The giant did not know what to say, and 

could hardly believe it of the little man. 

Then he picked up a stone, and threw it so 

high in the air, that the eye could not follow 

it. “There, you little whiffet, do that, if you 

can,” he said. 

“Well done!” said the tailor; “ but the stone 

will fall again to the earth. I will throw one 

that will not come back again,” and taking the 

bird from his pocket, threw it into the air. The 

bird, glad of its freedom, flew higher and higher 

till it was lost to sight, and never returned. 

“ How does that please you, comrade?” asked 

the tailor. 

“You throw very well,” was the reply. ‘But 

come, let me see if you can lift as well as you 

can throw.” 

He led the little tailor toa mighty oak, that 
had fallen to the ground, and said: “If you are 

strong enough, help me carry this tree out of 

the forest.” 

“Willingly,” replied the tailor, “only you lift 
the trunk on your shoulder, and I will carry the 
branches with all their little twigs—that will be 

the heaviest part.” 
So the giant took the trunk of the tree on his 

shoulder, and as he could not look around to 

watch him, the little tailor seated himself among 

the branches, and thus the giant had to carry 

not only the whole tree, but the tailor besides. 

The little fellow behind was very cheerful, and 

whistled a merry tune, ‘There rode three
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tailors out from the gate,” as if carrying a tree 
were mere child’s play. 

The giant dragged the heavy load a short 

distance, and then stopped. ‘I shall let the 

tree fall,” he cried, ‘‘do you hear ?” 

The tailor sprang nimbly down, and seized 

the branches with both arms, as if he had been 

carrying them. 

“You are such a big fellow, and yet cannot 

carry this tree a little way,” he said. 

They went on together. Soon they came to 

a cherry tree. The giant seized the top where 

the ripest fruit hung, and bending it down, 

handed it to the tailor, telling him to help him- 

self. But the little tailor was entirely too weak 

to hold the tree down, and as he took hold of 

it, it sprang back, jerking him high into the air. 

As he dropped to the ground in safety, the 
giant said: ‘‘What is the matter with you? 

Haven't you strength enough to hold a little 

switch like that?” 

“Tt was not for lack of strength,” replied the. 

tailor. ‘Do you think that would be anything 

difficult for one who has killed seven at one 

stroke? I sprang over the tree, because I saw 

some hunters shooting in yonder thicket. You 

do the same, if you can.” 

The giant made the attempt, but could not 

get over the tree, and remained sticking in the 

branches. So once more the little tailor had 

the best of him. Soon the giant said: ‘Since 

you are so brave a fellow, come and spend the 

night in our cave.” 

The little tailor was ready, and followed him. 

As he entered the cave, he saw several other 

giants sitting by the fire, each holding a roasted 

sheep in his hands, eating his supper. The 

tailor looked around, and thought: ‘This is a 

much bigger place than my workshop.” The 

giant showed him a bed, and told him to lie 

down and go to sleep. But the bed was en- 

tirely too large for him, and he would not lie in 

it, but instead, crept into a corner. At mid- 

night, the giant rose, and thinking the tailor 

was fast asleep, took an iron bar, and struck 

the bed a blow so heavy that it broke in two. 

“There, I think that has finished the little 
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grasshopper,” he said, and he went back to bed. 
Early in the morning the giants went out into 
the forest. They had quite forgotten the little 
tailor, when suddenly he appeared before them, 
as bold, and as merry as ever. ‘Now he will 
strike us all dead at one blow,” they thought, 
and greatly frightened they ran away as fast as 
they could. 

Rid of them, the little tailor followed his 
nose, and travelled on, till he came to the 

courtyard of a king’s palace. Feeling tired, he 
lay down on the grass, and went to sleep. 
While he lay there, the people came and looked 
at him on every side. But when they read on 
his belt, “Seven at one stroke,” they ex- 
claimed: “Alas! what is this great warrior 
doing here in a time of peace? He must be 

some mighty hero!” 

They went and told the king, who thought 
what a powerful and useful man he would be in 

case of a war, and sent one of his courtiers to 

tell the soldier as soon as he awoke, that he 

wished him to enlist in his service. The court- 

ier remained standing by the sleeper until he 
opened his eyes and stretched his limbs, then 
he delivered his message. 

“ That is just what I came here for,” the tailor 

replied; “I am ready to enter the king’s service 

at once.” Then he was received with great 

honor, and a handsome house was given him to 

live in. 

But the soldiers were afraid of him, and 

wished him a thousand miles away. ‘What 

would become of us,” they said among them- 

selves, ‘if we should quarrel with him, and he 

struck at us? Seven would fall at every stroke. 

We cannot stand against sucha man.” So they 

decided they would go before the king in a 

body and resign. ‘‘ We cannot remain near a 

man, who can kill seven at one stroke,” they 

said to the king. The king was grieved that 

he must lose all his faithful servants on account 

of one man, and wished he had never set eyes 

on him. He would willingly have allowed him 

to resign, but he did not dare mention it, for 

fear such a powerful soldier might destroy his 

whole kingdom, and seat himself on the throne.
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He considered a long time, and at last thought 

of a plan. 

He sent for the little tailor and told him that 

as he was so great a hero, he was about to ask 

a favor of him. In a woods not far from the 

palace lived two giants who were a terror to the 

country. They lived by murder and theft, and 

no one would venture near them for fear of 

losing his life. ‘If you will overcome and kill 

these giants,” said the king, “Iwill give you 

my only daughter in marriage, and half my 

kingdom for a wedding present. I will also 

allow a hundred mounted men to go with you 

and assist you.” 

“That would be something for a man like 

me,” thought the tailor; “the king’s daughter 

and half a million are not offered every day.” 

Then he answered ; “ Oh, yes, I can soon cap- 

ture the giants, but the mounted men are not 

necessary: a person who can kill seven at one 

stroke, has nothing to fear from two.” 

The tailor set out, followed by a hundred 

riders. But when he reached the edge of the 

forest, he said to them: ‘‘ Remain here ; I pre- 

fer to meet the giants alone.” Leaving them, 
he ran quickly away into the woods, looking 

  

OR SEVEN AT ONE STROKE. 

cautiously on every side. Soon he saw the 

giants. They were lying under a tree asleep, 

and-snoring so loudly that the branches trem- 

bled. The little tailor lost no time, but quickly 

filled his pockets with stones, and climbed the 

tree. When he reached the middle, he slid 

down on one of the limbs, until he was directly 

over the sleepers, and dropped one stone after 

another upon the breast of one of them. After 

some time, the giant awoke, and pushing his 

companion roughly, said: ‘What are you hit- 

ting me for?” 

“You have been dreaming, I haven't hit 

you,” said the other, and they both lay down 

and went to sleep. Then the little tailor let 

some stones fall on the other giant. ‘‘ What 

was that?” he cried. ‘t What are you throwing 

at me?” 

“T haven't thrown anything,” replied the first 

crossly. 

They quarreled about it for a time, and then 

as they were both tired, they let it drop, and 

fell asleep again. The tailor now began _ his 

game anew, and picking out the largest stone 

threw it with all his strength upon the breast of 
the first giant. 

\ 

‘“THEY WERE LYING UNDER A TREE ASLEEP.”
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“This is really too bad!” he shouted, spring- 
ing up likea madman. He seized his compan- 
ion and threw him against the tree with such 
force that it shook. The other returned him as 
good as he gave. Then in their fury they tore 
up trees, and beat cach other with them until 
both fell dead. 

Down came the little tailor, joyfully exclaim- 

ing: ‘‘ Lucky for me they did not tear up the 
tree in which I was sitting, or I should have had 
to spring to another like a squirrel. Only one 
of us has escaped with his life.” 

He drew his sword, and plunged it in the 
breast of each a couple of times, and returned 

to the horsemen. ‘‘ The deed is done,” he said 

to them. “I have made an end of both, but it 

was hard work. In their struggles they even 
uprooted trees with which to defend themselves. 

But all this was useless against one who has 
killed seven at one stroke.” 

“Are you not even wounded?” asked the 
horsemen. 

‘How could you expect that?” he replied. 

“No, not a hair of my head has been touched.” 

The horsemen could not believe him, until, 

riding into the woods, they saw the giants wel- 

tering in their blood, and the uprooted trees 

lying near them. 

The tailor returned to the palace expecting 

to receive his reward, but the king regretted 

having made the promise, and tried to think 

of some new way in which he could get rid of 

the hero. 

‘Before you can receive my daughter and 
half my kingdom,” said the king, “you must 
perform one more heroic deed. I wish you to 

catch the unicorn that has done so much harm, 

and is now running wild in the forest.” 
“T fear a unicorn much less than I did two 

giants. ‘Seven at one stroke,’ that is my motto.” 
He took a rope and an axe, and went out 

into the forest, bidding those that came with 

him wait on the outskirts. He did not have to 
look long for the unicorn, for it soon came 
rushing towards him, as if it would pin him to 

“the ground with its horn. “Softly, softly!” 
said the tailor, ‘the more haste the less speed.” 
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He waited quietly until the animal was quite 
near, then he sprang quickly behind a tree. 
The unicorn ran with all his strength against 
the tree, and stuck his horn so firmly in the 
trunk he could not draw it out, and so it was 
made a prisoner. 
“Now I have caught the bird,” cried the 

tailor, and coming from behind the tree, he tied 
the rope around the unicorn’s neck, cut off the 
horn as it stuck in the tree, and when every- 
thing was ready, led the animal into the king’s 
presence. 

But the king would not yet give him the 
promised reward, but made a third request. 
Before the marriage could be celebrated, the 
tailor must catch a wild boar that was roaming 
in the woods, and had done great mischief. 
The hunters might go with him to assist him it 

he wished. But the tailor said it would be 
child’s play, and left the hunters outside the 

forest—to their great delight, for the wild boar 

had already caught so many of their comrades, 

they had no desire to meet it. 

As soon as the wild boar saw the tailor, it 

flew at him with foaming mouth and glistening 

tusks, and would have thrown him to the 

ground; but our hero was too quick for it, and 

sprang into a little chapel that stood near, then 

with one leap out again through a window. 

The boar followed him into the chapel, but 

before it could escape, the tailor had closed and 

fastened the door from the outside. The furi- 

ous animal was caught, for it was too heavy and 

clumsy to spring through the window. The 

little tailor called the hunters, for he wished 

them to see the prisoner with their own eyes. 

Then the wild boar was presented to the king, 

who, whether he was willing or not, was 

obliged to give the hero his only daughter and 

half his kingdom. Had he known it was only a 

little tailor and not a great warrior who stood 

before him, he would have taken it to heart 

still more. 

The marriage was celebrated with great pomp 

and little joy, and out of a tailor was made a 

prince. 
Some little time after, the young princess



THE BRAVE LITTLE TAILOR, OR SEVEN AT ONE STROKE. 

  

Wy 4 ae UM 
iM eh, i 

7 Cer eg Se, | 

44 y 

= ii z es 

: “ : om ih. 
Me n co 

f 

wg 
  

ve 

aS 

ils 

  
THE COMBAT WITH THE UNICORN. 

heard her husband talking in his sleep: ‘* Boy, 
make me a vest, and mend those trousers, or I 

will lay this yard-measure over your ears!” 

Then she knew to what class her husband 

belonged, and going to her father the next 

morning, she complained bitterly, and begged 

him to send away her husband, who was noth- 

ing but a tailor. But the king comforted her, 

and said: ‘‘ To-night, leave your chamber-door 

open, and my servants will wait outside, and 

when your husband is asleep, they will enter 

and bind him, and carry him to a ship, which 

shall take him to a land far away.” 

The princess was pleased with this plan; but 
the king’s armor-bearer had also heard all that 
was said, and as he had regard for the prince, 

went to him, and disclosed the plot. 
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“T will nip that in the bud,” was the Httle 

tailor’s reply. 

Night came, and when the princess thought 

her husband was asleep, she arose and opened 

sthe door. Just then the tailor, who was only 

pretending to sleep, began to talk in a loud, 

clear voice: ‘‘ Boy, make me a vest, and mend 

those trousers, or I will lay this yard-measure 

over your ears! Haven't I felled seven at one 
stroke, slain two giants, captured a unicorn, 

and hunted a wild boar? Do you think I fear 

any one standing outside this chamber-door ?” 

When the king’s servants heard these words, 

they fled as if an army were after them, and 

never afterwards dared oppose him. Thus the 

tailor finally became a king, and remained one 
all his life.



ONE-EYE, TWO-EYES, AND THREE-EYES. 

ONCE upon a time there was a woman who 

had three daughters, the eldest of whom was 

called One-Eye, because she had only one eye 

in the middle of her forehead; the second, 

Two-lyes, because she had two eyes like other 

human beings; and the third, Three-Eyes, be- 

cause she had three eyes, the third one being 

over the other two in the middle of her fore- 

head. 

Because litthe Two-Eyes looked no different 

from other children, her mother and_ sisters 

could not endure her. ‘‘ You are no better than 

common people; you do not belong to us,” 

they would say. They pushed her to one side, 

gave her old clothes to wear, and would allow 

her nothing to eat except what was left when 

they were through, and did all they could to 

make her life miserable. 

It happened one day that little Two-Eyes 
was sent into the field to watch the goat. She 

was very hungry, for her sisters had given her 

but little to eat that day, and on reaching the 

field, she sat down on a mound and began to 

cry. She wept and wept until the tears ran 

from her eyes like two little streams, and it 

seemed as if her heart would break. Finally 

she looked up, and saw a woman standing 

near her. : 

“Why are you crving, little Two-Eyes?” she 

asked. 

‘How can I help crying?” she replied. “1 

have only two eyes like other children, and so 

my mother and sisters push me from one corner 

to the other, throw me their old clothes, and 

give me only their leavings to eat, and to-day 

they gave me so little, I am still very hungry.” 

“ Dry your eyes,” said the wise woman, ‘‘and 

I will tell you something that will prevent you 

from being hungry again. Say to your goat: 

‘ Little kid, bleat ; 

I wish to eat,’ 

and a beautifully spread table will appear, full 

of good things to eat. When you have eaten 
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all you care for, and do not need the table any 
longer, say: 

‘ Little kid, bleat, 

Clear it off neat,’ 

and it will suddenly disappear.” Then the wise 
woman went away. 

“T must see if she has told me the truth, for 

I am very hungry,” thought littl Two-Eyes. 
So she said: 

“« Little kid, bleat ; 
I wish to eat.” 

The words were hardly spoken, when there 

stood before her a little table spread with a 

snowy cloth. On it were a plate, knife and 
fork, and a silver spoon, and, best of all, differ- 

ent kinds of food, hot and smoking, as if just 
from the kitchen. Two-Eyes said the shortest 
grace she knew, ‘“ Dear God be with us at all 

times,” and then began to eat. How good it 
tasted to the hungry girl! When she had 

eaten enough, she said, as the wise woman 

had taught her. 

“Little kid, bleat, 
Clear it off neat.” 

The table and all that was on it immediately 
disappeared. 

“That is a beautiful way to keep house,” 
thought Two-Eyes who now felt very cheerful 

and happy. 

That evening when she brought the goat 

home, she saw an earthen dish of food waiting 

for her, but she did not touch it, and the next 

morning when she took the goat and went away 

again, she left the pieces of bread lying where 

her sisters had placed them. Twice she did 

this before they took any notice of it. But 

the third day, one of them said: ‘Everything 

is not right with Two-Eyes. She has left her 

food where we placed it, and she used to eat all 

we would give her. She must have found some 

other way of living.” 

So in order to find out the truth, they decided 

that one of them must go with Two-Eyes to the
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field, and watch if any one brought her food or 
drink. When she was ready to set out the next 

morning, One-Eye came to her, and said: ‘I 

am going with you to the field to see if the goat 

is properly cared for and driven where there is 

good pasture.” 

But Two-Eyes knew what was in her mind, 

and drove the goat out into the tall grass, and 
said: ‘‘Come, One-Eye, we will sit down now, 

and I will sing to you.” 
One-Eye was not used to walking such long 

distances, and that, with the heat, made her 

very tired. She sat down, while Two-Eyes 

sang: 

‘* One-Eye, are you awake? 

One-Eye, are you asleep?” 

and in a few minutes, her one eye closed and 

she was fast asleep. As soon as Two-Eyes saw 
she was asleep and knew she could not betray 
her, she said: ; 

‘« Little kid, bleat ; 

I wish to eat.” 

The table appeared and she sat down and ate 

a hearty breakfast. Then she said: 

** Little kid, bleat, 

Clear it off neat,” 

and everything vanished. 

Towards evening, Two-Eyes said: “Come, 
One-eye, if you should watch the goat this way, 
it would run all over the world while you were 
asleep. Come, it is time to go home now.” 

They went home; Two-Eyes left her supper 
untouched; and One-Eye was unable to solve 
the mystery, saying as an excuse, ‘I went 

to sleep.” 

The next day, the mother said to Three- 
Eyes: ‘This time you must go and watch if 
Two-Eyes eats anything while she is out in the 
field and see if any one brings her food, for she 
must eat and drink on the sly.” 

So Three-Eyes joined Two-Eyes as she drove 
out the goat, saying she would go with her and 
see that the goat was driven to good pasture. 
But Two-Eyes knew that she went to watch her, 
and so driving the goat into the tall grass, she 
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said: “Let us sit down here and rest, and I 

will sing to you.” 

Three-Eyes was only too glad to rest, and 

sat down, while Two-[yes began to sing. But 

instead of singing: 

«* Three-Eyes, are you awake ? 

‘Three-Eves, are you asleep?” 

She thoughtlessly sang : 

*« Three-Eyes, are you awake? 

Two-Eyes, are you asleep?” 

Before long Three-Eyes closed two of her 

eyes, but the third one would not go to sleep, 

for that was not included in the song. She 

closed it, however, and pretended to be asleep, 

but she saw all that her sister did. 

As soon as Two-Eyes thought she was 

asleep, she said her little rhyme: 

‘* Little kid, bleat; 

I wish to eat.” 

She ate and drank to her heart's content, 

then gave the order : 

“ Little kid, bleat, 

Clear it off neat.” 

The table disappeared, but Three-Eyes had 

seen and heard everything. But she did not 

pretend to wake up till Two-Eyes came to 

her and said: “Hey! Three-Eyes, you 

asleep yet? You keep good watch. Come, we 

will go home.” P 
When they reached home, Two-Eyes ate 

nothing, and Three-Eyes went to her mother 

and said: “I know why the proud thing will 

not eat. She goes out into the field and says to 

are 

the goat: 

‘ Little kid, bleat ; 

I wish to eat, ’ 

and a table appears loaded with the best food, 

much better than we have here, and when she 

is through, she says: 

‘ Little kid, bleat, 

Clear it off neat,’ 

and everything disappears. Oh! I saw it all! 

She sang two of my eyes to sleep, but one of 

them luckily remained open.”
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The envious mother was angry, and cried 
out: “Do you think you are going to fare bet- 
ter than we? You shall not have that pleasure,” 
and scizing a butcher-knife, she drove it into 

the heart of the goat, and it fell dead. 

When Two-Eyes saw this, she went out into 

the field, sat down on a mound, and shed bitter 

tears. 

Presently the wise woman stood before her 

again, and said: ‘“ What is the matter now, lit- 

tle Two-Eyes? Why are you crying ?” 

“How can [ help crying >?” she replied. ‘“‘The 

gsoat that I spoke to every day when I wished 

my table spread, has been killed by my mother, 
and now I must again suffer hunger and want.” 

“ Two-Eyes,” said the wise woman, “I will 

give you good advice again. Go/home and ask 

your sisters for the entrails of the goat. Bury 

them before the door, and you will have good 

luck.” 

She disappeared. Two-Eyes went home and 

said to her “Dear sisters, will you 

please give me a little piece of my goat. I do 

not ask for anything valuable, only the entrails.” 

They laughed at her and said: “If that is all 

you want, you may have them.” 

She took them, and that evening when all 

was quiet, she buried them before the house- 

door as the wise woman had told her to do. The 

next morning when they rose and went to the 

door, there stood before them a wonderful tree 

with leaves of silver and fruit of gold. There 

could be no more beautiful sight in the world. 

Two-Eyes alone knew how the tree had come 

there, that it had grown from the earth exactly 

where she had buried the entrails of the goat. 

“Climb up, my child,” said the mother to 

One-Eye, ‘and break off some of the fruit from 

the tree.” 

One-Eye climbed the tree, but whenever she 

was ready to seize an apple, the branch would 

spring out of her reach, and try as hard as she 

might, she could not break off a single one. 

Then the mother said: ‘‘Three-Eyes, you 

climb the tree; you have three eyes, and can 

see better than One-Eye.” 
So One-Eye came down, and Three-Eyes 
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sisters : 

went up, but she was not any more successful. 
Look as sharp as she might, she could not 
get her hands near the apples. The mother 
became impatient and climbed the tree herself, 
but she grasped only air, and could not come 
so near the fruit as One-Eye or Three-Eyes. 

Then little Two-Eyes spoke up: ‘‘Let me 
try, perhaps I shall succeed better.” 

“You, with your two eyes! what can you 

do?” exclaimed her sisters. 
But Two-Eyes climbed the tree, and as she 

reached for the apples, the branches bent towards 

her, and the apples fell into her hands, one after 

another, until she had an apron full. The mother 
took them from her, but instead of being grateful 
for them, and treating her better, they were all 

envious because she alone could get the fruit, 

and were more unkind than ever towards her. 

One day as they were all standing under the 

tree, a young knight rode by. 

“Quick, Two-Eyes,” cried the sisters; ‘‘ get 

out of sight that we may not be ashamed of 

you,” and in great haste they threw over her 

an empty cask that stood near the tree, at the 

same time, shoving under the apples that she 

had just picked. 

When the knight came near he paused to ad- 

mire the splendid tree of gold and silver, and 

asked: ‘““Whom does this tree belong to? If 

one of you will give mea branch from it, you 

may ask for anything you like, and it will be 

granted you.” 

The sisters replied that the tree belonged to 

them, and said they would break him off a 

branch. But this was more easily said than done, 

for the branches drew away from their hands, 

and they could not reach a single one. 

“Tt is rather strange,” said the knight, “that 

the tree should belong to you, and yet you 

should not be able to get me any of the fruit.” 

But One-Eye and Three-Eyes both declared 

that the tree belonged to them. Just then Two- 

Eyes rolled a couple of golden apples from un- 

der the cask towards the knight, for she was 

angry that they had not told the truth. When 

the knight saw the apples, he was astonished, 

and asked where they came from. Then One-
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Eye and Three-Eyes told him they had a sister, 

whom they were ashamed of, because she had 

two eyes like common people. But the knight 

wished to see her and called: ‘‘ Two-Eyes come 

here.” 

At this, Two-eyes crept from under the cask. 

The knight was astonished at her beauty, and 

said: “You can certainly break off a branch 

for me.” 

“Oh, yes!” said Two-Eyes, ‘I can do that 

easily, for the tree belongs to me.” 

She reached up and with little trouble broke 

off a branch with silver leaves and golden fruit, 

and handed it to him. 

“What shall I give you for this, little Two- 

Eyes ?” he asked. 

* Alas!” she replied, ‘I need so much. I 

suffer with hunger and thirst, and pain and sor- 

row from morning till night. If you would only 

take me away from here, I would be happy.” 

For reply, the knight lifted her upon his horse, 

and rode home with her to his father’s castle. 

There she was given beautiful clothes, and she 

could eat and drink as much as she liked. 

The knight loved the little maiden dearly, 

and when she grew up he wished none other 

for his bride than little Two-l*yes, and they 

were married amid great rejoicings. 

When the two sisters saw Two-lyes carried 

off by the handsome knight, their hearts were 

filled with envy, but they comforted themselves 

by saying: “We still have the wonderful tree, 

and even if we cannot get the fruit, every one 

that passes will stop and admire it. Who 

knows what good fortune may come to us?” 

But the next morning, the tree had disap- 

peared, and with it went their hopes. But as 

Two-Eyes looked out of her window that morn- 

ing, she saw to her great joy that the tree had 

followed her. 

Two-Eyes lived long and happily. 

day there came to her castle, two women beg- 

ging for alms. She knew them at once ; they 

were her sisters, One-Eye and Three-Eyes, who 

were now so poor they had to beg from door to 

But one 

door. 

in, and treated’ them so kindly that they re- 

pented of the wicked deeds they had done to 

their sister in her youthful days, and ever after- 

wards lived at peace with her. 

Kind-hearted Two-Eyes invited them 
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ONCE upon a time there lived a fisherman 
and his wife in a poor little hut close by the sea. 
Every day the fisherman went out to fish, and 

he fished, and he fished. Day by day he sat in 
his boat, and looked at the black water, and he 
looked, and he looked. 

One day, his line went under, deep down, and 
when he drew it up, there was a fine, large 

flounder at the end. It began to talk to him, 
saying: ‘Listen to me, fisherman, I beg of you. 
Let me live; I am not a real flounder, but a 
bewitched prince. I shall be of no use to you, 

for youcannot eat me. Put me back again into 
the water, and let me swim.” 

“Well,” said the fisherman, ‘you need not 
make so much noise about it; a flounder that 
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can talk I shall indeed throw back into the 

water.” With these words, he placed it back 

into the water, and it swam away, leaving a 

long streak of blood behind it. Then the 

fisherman got up and went home to his wife. 
‘““Husband,” said his wife, ‘did you catch 

anything to-day ?” 

“No,” said her husband, ‘nothing but a 

flounder that could talk, and that said it was 

a bewitched prince; so I threw it back into 

the water.” 

“ Did you not wish first?” she asked. 

“No,” he replied, ‘‘ what should I wish for?” 

‘What should you wish for?” she cried. 
‘Alas! that is too bad! Here we have always 

lived in this miserable, dirty, little hut. You
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THE FLOUNDER ENTREATS THE FISHERMAN TO LET HIM LIVE. 

should have wished for a neat little cottage. 

Go back and call the flounder and say we want 
a nice, little cottage to live in. It will surely 
give it to you.” 

“Alas!” said the fisherman, ‘‘how can I pay 
for it?” 

“Pay for it!” said his wife. ‘Did you not 

catch the flounder, and then let it go again? 
Go quick, and ask for this, it will surely give it 
to you.” 

The fisherman was very unwilling to go, but 

it was useless to oppose his wife. So he went 
once more to the sea, whose waters were no 
longer black, but green and golden in the set- 
ting sum. Standing on the shore, he called: 

‘‘ Montie, montie, timpie tee, 

Flounder, flounder, in the sea, 

My good wife, dame Isabel, 
Sent me here her wish to tell.” 

Immediately the flounder swam towards him, 

and said: ‘‘ Indeed, what does she wish for ?” 
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* Ah!” he replied, ‘because I caught you, 

and let you go again, my wife said ] ought to 
have wished. She sent me back to ask for a 

neat little cottage in the place of our wretched 

hut.” ; 

“Go home,” said the flounder; ‘she has it 

already.” As he drew near his home, the dirty 

little hut was no longer in sight, but he saw 

instead a neat little cottage; and sitting on a 

bench by the door was his wife. She took him 

by the hand and led him in, saying: 

“Come, see if this is not much better?” 

There was a beautiful little room with a fire- 

place in it, a soft white bed in the bedroom, a 

storeroom full of good things, and a kitchen 

fitted up with the best of tin and brassware. 

Outside was a garden in which vegetables and 

fruit were growing, and beyond this a little yard 

full of chickens and ducks. 

“ See,” said the wife, “is it not nice?” 

“Ves,” said the fisherman, ‘and it will stay 

so; now let us be contented.”
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“We will see about that,” she replied, and 

they sat down to their evening meal. 

A week or two passed very happily, then the 

wife said to her husband: ‘* These rooms are 

entirely too narrow, and the yard and garden 

are also too small. The flounder could just as 

well have given us a much larger house. I 
should like to live in a great stone castle. Go 

call the flounder, and ask it to give us a castle.” 

“Ah! wife,” said the man, ‘‘the cottage is 

good enough. What do we want of a castle?” 

‘What, indeed!” exclaimed his wife. ‘Go 

down to the sea; the flounder will surely give 

you what you ask.” 

“No, wife,” said he, ‘tthe flounder gave us 

the cottage first, and if I ask again, it may 

become angry.” 

‘“Go along,” cried his wife, “it can do it for 

you just as well as not, and will do it willingly. 

Go along and try.” 

The husband did not want to go, and walked 

along with a heavy heart, saying: “It is not 

right, it is not right.” 

When he came to the sea the waters were 
very calm, but no longer green and golden, but 
of adark blue color. Standing on the shore, he 

cried a second time: 

‘« Montie, montie, timpie tee, 

Flounder, flounder, in the sea, 

My good wife, dame Isabel, . 
Sent me here her wish to tell.” 

““What does 

flounder. 

“Alas!” said the man, “she wants to live in 

a great stone castle,” 

‘“Go back,” said the flounder, ‘‘ she already 

stands at the door of her castle.” 

The man went back, thinking he would go to 
his old home, but lo! in its place stood a great 
stone castle! His wife was waiting for him on 
the steps, and taking him by the hand, said: 
‘““Come, let us enter.” 

They passed through a marble hall, in which 
many servants were standing, ready to open 
the heavy doors of the grand saloon. They 
were ushered in, and a scene of great beauty 
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she want now?” asked the 

The walls were polished and 
the chairs and 

met their eyes. 

hung with beautiful tapestry ; 

tables were of pure gold; crystal chandclicrs 

hung from the ceiling; soft carpets sunk be- 

neath the footstep; and on the table, ready for 

their refreshment, stood the choicest food and 

Surrounding the castle was a great 
and cow- 

wine. 

court-yard in which were stables 

sheds, and horses and carriages of the finest 

kind. There was also a garden full of beautiful 

flowers and fruit trees, and beyond this, a park, 

in which were deer, hares, and other game. 

“Well,” said the wife, “is not this beautiful ?” 

“Yes,” replied her husband, ‘and may it 

always remain so. Now let us live in the 

castle, happy and contented.” 

“We will see about that,” she replied, and 

they went to bed. The next morning, the wife 

awoke just as day was breaking, and looked out 

on the beautiful country lying before her. Her 

husband was still asleep. She poked him in the 

side with her elbow, and said: ‘Get up, hus- 

band, and look out the window. Wouldn't it 

be fine to rule over all this land like a king. 

Go tell the flounder you wish to become king.” 

“ Alas! wife,” said the man, ‘‘I don’t want to 

be king.” 

“Well, now,” she replied, “you don’t wish to 

be king! Then I will be king. Go tell the 

flounder I would like to be king.” 

‘“ Indeed, wife, I cannot ask for that,” said the 

husband. 

“Why not?” she asked. 

sea at once. I must be king. 

The man went away greatly vexed that his 

wife wished to become king. ‘‘It is not right, 
it is not right,” he kept saying, as he walked 

along towards the sea. 

Once more he stood on the shore, but to-day 
the waters were dark and rough, and had a foul 
odor. A third time he called the flounder: 

‘““Go down to the 
” 

‘* Montie, montie, timpie tee, 

Flounder, flounder, in the sea, 

My good wife, dame Isabel, 

Sent me here her wish to tell.” 

‘What does asked the 

flounder. 

she want now?”
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“She wants to be king,” said the man. 
‘Go home, she is that already,” said the 

flounder, disappearing. 

He went home, but as he drew near the 

castle, he saw that it had been changed into a 

splendid palace, with high towers, and beautiful 

ornaments. The sentinel stood at the gate, and 

many soldiers marched up and down the court- 

yard with their drums and trumpets. He en- 

tered the palace, and found everything of the 

purest marble and gold—even the velvet car- 
pets and curtains were fringed with gold. Pres- 
ently the doors of the state-apartment opened, 

and he saw his wife sitting upon a high throne 

glittering with gold and diamonds. She wore 

a golden crown on her head, and the scepter 

which she held in her hand was of gold and 

precious stones. On either side of her, stood 

six young pages; each a head taller than the 
one next him. He went up to the throne and 
said: ‘* Well, wife, are you king now?” 

‘Yes, Iam king now,” she replied. 
He stood looking at her for a long time, then 

he said: *\ Ah! wife, how beautiful everything 
is now that you are king! There is nothing 
more to wish for.” 

‘““Notso, husband,” said his wife. ‘‘ Time and 

tide wait for no man, and I can wait no longer. 

King am I now, but I must be emperor.” 

“Emperor, wife, why do you wish to be em- 

peror ?” he cried. 

‘“Husband,” said she, ‘‘ go down to the sea, 

without delay, and call the flounder; I wish 

now to be emperor.” 

“Alas!” he replied, ‘‘I cannot ask the floun- 

der to make you emperor. There can be but 

one emperor in the land.” 

“What!” said his wife, ‘will you dispute me? 

Iam king and you are my husband. Be quick, 

and go now. I have been made king, I will 

also be made emperor.” 

So the man was compelled to go. He was 
frightened at the thought of asking to be em- 
peror. ‘‘It is not right; it is too impudent; the 

flounder will be angry,” he thought to himself. 
When he reached the sea, the water was thick and 

black, and the waves rolled in one after another, 
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sweeping everything before them. The man 
was terrified, but he called out as before: 

‘* Montie, montie, timpie, tee, 

Flounder, flounder, in the sea, 

My good wife, dame Isabel, 
Sent me here her wish to tell.” 

“What now ?” asked the flounder. 
‘Alas! flounder, my wife wishes to become 

emperor,” said the man. 

‘“Go home,” was the reply, ‘she is emperor 
already.” 

He went home, and found the palace built 

entirely of polished marble, ornamented with 
alabaster figures and golden turrets. Soldiers 
were marching, banners waving, and drums 

and trumpets sounding martial music. He en- 

tered and saw lords and barons moving about 

as servants. They opened the golden doors, 

and ushered him into his wife’s presence. 
She was seated on an immense throne of solid 

gold; the crown on her head was three yards 

high, and covered with diamonds and carbuncles. 
In one hand she held the scepter, and in the 

other the globe, surmounted with a cross. In- 

stead of the little pages, there now stood on 

either side of her, a row of servants graded in 

size from the tallest giant down to the tiniest 

dwarf, no larger than your finger. 
Her husband approached her and said: ‘‘Are 

you emperor, wife ?” 

“Yes,” she replied, ‘‘I am emperor.” 

Gazing around him, he exclaimed: ‘How 

beautiful everything is, now that you are em- 

peror !” 

‘‘ Husband,” she said, ‘‘ what are you standing 

there for? I am emperor, but now I wish to be 

pope. Go tell the flounder this.” 

“Alas! wife, why do you wish for that?” 

cried the frightened man. ‘You cannot be 

pope; there is but one in all Christendom. The 

flounder cannot make you pope.” 

‘‘ Husband,” said she, ‘I wish to be pope; 

go immediately. I must be pope this very day.” 

“Wife,” he replied, “I dare not ask it, it is 

too high. You cannot be made pope.” 

“What nonsense!” she exclaimed. ‘I was 

made emperor. I shall now be made pope.
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Away with you! I am emperor, and though 
you are my husband, yet you shall obey me. 

Go at once.” 
Frightened, weak, and shaking in every limb, 

he left the palace. The wind blew fiercely ; the 

clouds flew across the sky, that grew darker as 

evening came on; the leaves were torn from 

the trees; and the waves rolled mountain high. 
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Far off he heard ships signaling in their distress, 

and as the lightning fiashed along the horizon, 

saw them rise and fall on the waves. In great 
fear and distress, he cried: 

‘* Montie, montie, umpie tee, 

Flounder, flounder, in the sea, 

My good wife, dame Isabel, 

Sent me here her wish to tell.” 

    

  

   vy 

‘fue SAW HIS WIFE SITTING UPON A HIGH THRONE 

GLITTERING WITH GOLD AND DIAMONDS,”
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“What will she have now ?” asked the flounder. 

«She wishes to be pope,” he replied. 
“Go home,” said the flounder, ‘‘her wish is. 

granted.” 

He went home, and found there a vast cathe- 

dral, surrounded by palaces. He made his way 
through the crowds outside, and entered. The 

cathedral was lighted with thousands and thou- 
sands of candles, and seated on a high throne 
was his wife, clothed in a gold embroidered 

robe, and wearing three golden crowns on her 
head. On each side of her, was a row of 

candles, ranged according to size, some as 
large as the tallest towers, others as small as 

rushlights. Priests and cardinals stood around 

her, while emperors and kings bowed at her 
footstool and kissed her slipper. 

“Wife,” said her husband, ‘‘are you now 

pope?” 

“Yes,” she replied, “I am pope.” He stood 

gazing about him, where all was as bright as 
noon-day, and said: ‘ How beautiful everything 

is, now that you are pope!” But she sat stiff 
and proud, and made no reply. 

“Wife,” he said again, ‘be contented now 

that you are pope, for you can become nothing 

greater.” 

“We will see about that,” she replied. She 
was not contented, however, and that night 

there was no rest for her; she tossed from side 

to side, and tried to think what she should wish 

for next. She left her bed early in the morn- 

ing, and as she stood by the window, the sun 

rose. ‘‘Ha!” she cried, “I have it now! I 

would like to make the sun and moon rise.” 

“ Husband.” she called, shaking him in his 

sleep, “wake up! Go to the flounder, and tell 

it I wish to become Ruler of the Heavens.” 

Her husband, who was hardly awake, was so 
frightened on hearing this, he tumbled out of 
bed. ‘What did you say, wife?” he asked 
rubbing his eyes, and thinking he must have 
misunderstood her. 

“Husband,” said she, “if I cannot make the 
sun and moon rise, 1 shall never have another 

happy hour.” As she said this, she looked at 

him so fiercely, he shuddered, and falling on 

his knees, cried: ‘The flounder cannot grant 

you this. It has made you emperor and pope, 

but it can go no further. I beg of you remain 

as you are.” 

But in her anger, she tore her hair, and cried: 

‘“‘T shall die, I shall die, if you don’t go!” 

The poor man hastily dressed himself and 

ran to the sea as fast as he could. But when 

he reached there, the storm was still raging. 

He could hardly keep on his feet; houses and 

trees were torn down; ships were wrecked; 

the great rocks were loosened, and rolled down 

into the sea; the black waves with their white 

crests dashed as high as the church-steeple ; 

and over all was an inky blackness, lit only 

now and then by lightning flashes. 

Then he shouted loudly, though he could not 

hear a single word: 

“* Montie, montie, timpie tee, 

Flounder, flounder, in the sea, 

My good wife, dame Isabel, 

Sent me here her wish to tell.” 

“What more does she want?” asked 

flounder. 

“ Alas!” cried the man, ‘‘she wishes to be- 

come Ruler of the Heavens.” 

‘Go home,” said the flounder; ‘she is sit- 

ting once more in her wretched hut.” 

And there she has sat from that day to this. 

the 
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ONE day a cat met a fox in the woods, and 

thought: ‘‘Mr. Fox is so clever and wise and 

noted in the world, I think I will speak to 

him.” So she said: 
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“Good day, Mr. Fox, how is your health? 

what are you doing? how do you fare these 

hard times?” 

But the fox who was always proud and
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haughty, looked at the cat from head to foot, 

as if he did not know whether to answer or not. 

Finally he said: ‘‘Oh, you miserable whisker- 

cleaner, you old spotted tabby, you starve- 

ling and mouse-hunter, what are you thinking 

about? You dare to ask what I am doing! 

What do you know? how many tricks have 

you learned ?” 
“IT know only one,” meekly replied the cat. 

“And what is that?” asked the fox. 

‘When the dogs are chasing me, I spring 

into a tree, and thus save myself, said the cat. 

“Ts that all you know?” said the fox. ‘‘lam 

master of a hundred tricks, and more than this 

have a sackful of cunning. But I pity you; 

come with me, and I will teach you how to 

éscape from the dogs.” 
Just then the hunters came up with their dogs. 

The cat sprang nimbly into a tree, seated 

herself in the branches, and was completely 

hidden by the leaves. 

‘Open the sack, Mr. Fox, untie the sack,” 

she called to the fox, but the dogs had already 
seized him and held him fast. 

“Aha! Mr. Fox,” she called again, “ your 

hundred tricks are not of much use to you; 

if you had only been able to crawl up here, you 
might have saved your life.” 

Col NUD Ea Ee EAS 

ONCE upon a time a rich man’s wife was very 

ill, and feeling that her end was near, she called 

her only daughter to her bedside, and said: 
“My dear child, be a good girl always, and the 
dear God will protect you. I too will watch 
over you, and be your guardian angel.” Soon 
after this she died. Every day the maiden went 
to her mother’s grave and wept. She remem- 
bered her dying words, and was good and kind 
to all around her. Winter came, covering the 
earth with a soft white mantle, but when the 

warm rays of spring melted the snows from the 
mother’s grave, the husband had taken to him- 
self another wife. 

The wife brought to his home two daughters 
of her own, who were fair and beautiful in the 

face, but black and ugly at heart. Now began 
an unhappy time for the poor step-child. 

‘Is the stupid goose to sit in the same room 
with us?” said the two daughters. ‘Any one 
who will not work, ought not to eat. Away 
with you! Go help the kitchen-maid !” 

They took her pretty clothes away from her, 
and gave her instead an old gray dress and 
wooden shoes. Then they laughed and said: 
‘Look at the proud princess! See how she 
is dressed!” and they led her away into the 
kitchen. There she was obliged to stay, work- 
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ing hard from morning until night, rising early 

in the morning to bring the water, and make the 

fire, and cook,-and wash. The sisters tried in 

every way to annoy her, and make her more 

unhappy. They mocked her, and threw the 

peas and beans which she had gathered into 

the ashes, making her pick them all out again. 

At night, when she was tired from her hard 

day’s work, she had no bed to rest in, but must 

lie down upon the hearth in the ashes and 

cinders. This gave her such a dusty, dirty 

appearance, that they called her Cinderella. 

One day, the father said he was going to the 

fair, and asked his two step-daughters what he 

should bring them. 

‘A beautiful dress,” said one. 

jewels,” said the other. 

“And you, Cinderella, what shall I bring 

you?” he asked. 

“The first twig that hits your hat on your 

way home, father, break off and bring to me,’ 

replied Cinderella. 

So he bought the beautiful dress and the 

pearls and jewels for his step-daughters, and on 

his return, as he rode through a thicket, a hazel 

twig struck his hat and knocked it off, so he 

remembered his promise, and breaking the twig. 

took it home with him. 

‘*Pearls and



CINDERELLA. 

When he reached home he gave his step- 
daughters what they had asked for, and Cin- 

derella the twig from the hazel bush. She 
thanked him for it, and went out immediately 
and planted it on her mother’s grave. Poor 
little Cinderella wept bitterly, and her tears fell 

on the twig and watered it. In. a little while it 

grew to a beautiful tree, and here she would 

come three times a day and pray and weep. At 

each visit a little white bird would also come, 

and perch in the branches, and if the maiden 

uttered a wish aloud, it would throw down 

whatever she wished for. 

Now it happened that the king of the country 

decided to give a grand ball. It was to last 
three days, and all the beautiful young ladies in 

the land were to be invited, that the king’s son 

might choose from them a wife. When the two 
step-sisters received their invitations they re- 

joiced greatly, and began to make preparations 

at once. Calling Cinderella, they said: 
      

‘* SLL THE BIRDS OF HEAVEN CAME FLUTTERING 
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‘‘Comb our hair, brush our shoes, and fasten 

the buckles, for we are going to the ball at the 

king’s palace.” 
Cinderella did as they told her, but wept 

because she too could not go the ball. She 

went to her step-mother, and begged that she 

might go with them, but her step-mother only 

mocked her, and said: ‘ You, Cinderella, black 

with dirt and ashes! you wish to go to the ball! 
You haven’t any clothes or shoes; how could 

you dance?” 

But Cinderella still begged to be allowed to 

go. Finally her step-mother said: “I have 

just thrown a dish of flax-seed into the ashes. 

If you will have it all picked out in two hours, 

you may go with them.” 
Away ran the maiden into the garden, calling: 

“Little tame doves, little turtle-doves, and all 

AND SWARMING IN AT THE WINDOW.”
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the birds of heaven, come and help me pick up 

the seeds. 

Put the good ones in the pot, 

And the bad ones in your crop.” 

Then there came flying in at the kitchen win- 

dow two white doves, after them the turtle-doves, 

then all the birds of heaven came fluttering and 

swarming in at the window, and flew down 

among the ashes. The white doves nodded 

their heads, and began, pick, pick! pick, pick! 

Then the other birds began also, pick, pick! 

pick, pick! and soon all the good seeds were 

gathered up and put into the dish. It was all 

finished in less than an hour,and the birds away 

again. The maiden carried the dish joyfully to 

her step-mother, thinking that now she would 
be allowed to go to the ball. But the step- 

mother said: ‘No, Cinderella, you have no 
clothes, and you do not know how to dance. 

Every one would laugh at you.” 

Still she cried, and begged to go. At last 
her step-mother said: “I will throw twice as 

much flax-seed into the ashes. If you have it 

all picked up in one hour, I will let you go with 
your sisters.” But she thought to herself: 

‘She can never do that.” 
After she had scattered the flax-seed upon 

the hearth, and gone away, Cinderella ran out 

into the garden, calling: ‘Little tame doves, 
little turtle-doves, and all the birds of heaven, 

come and help me pick up the seeds: 

Put the good ones in the pot, 

And the bad ones in your crop.” 

Again the two white doves appeared at the 
window, followed by the turtle-doves and all 
the birds of heaven. The white doves nodded 
their heads, and began, pick, pick! pick, pick! 
and down into the ashes flew all the other birds 
and began, pick, pick! pick, pick! In less than 
a half an hou., they had gathered up all the 
seed, and flown away again. 

“Cinderella took the dish of seed to her 
step-mother, thinking now she could surely go 
to the ball, but the step-mother, said: ‘It is 
of no use; you cannot go, for you have no 
clothes, and cannot dance, and we should all 
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be ashamed of you,” and turning her back, she 

hastened away with her two proud daughters 

to the ball. 

When they had gone, Cinderella went out to 

her mother’s grave, and sitting under the hazel 

tree, cricd ; 

“*Rustle and shake, 

Dear little tree, 

Gold and silver, 

‘Throw over me.’ 
, 

Immediately the bird threw a gold and silver 

dress down to her, also a pair of little sill slip- 

pers embroidered with silver. In great haste 
she dressed herself and went to the ball. Her 

step-mother and sisters did not know her, and 

thought it must be some strange princess, so 

beautiful did she appear in her golden dress. 

They did not even think of Cinderella, or if they 
did, it was as sitting on the hearth at home, 

picking the seed out of the ashes. The prince 
met her as she entered, and, taking her by the 

hand, led her-through the dance, nor would he 

dance with any one else all the evening, and 

when another asked her, the prince replied: 

“She is my partner.” 
She staid till late in the evening, then wishing 

to go home, the prince offered to accompany her, 
for he wanted to know to whom the maiden 
belonged. They reached a pigeon-house, and. 

Cinderella suddenly disappeared. The prince 

was greatly surprised, and waited until the father 

came home. He told him a strange maiden 

had jumped into the pigeon-house, and asked 

him to bring an axe that he might cut it in two, 

and find her. The axe was brought, and the 

pigeon-house was opened, but no one was in 

it. When they came into the house, there in 

the ashes lay Cinderella in her dirty dress; for 

she had quickly sprung out of the pigeon-house, 

and running to the hazel tree, had taken off the 
beautiful dress, and left it on the grave for the 

bird to take away again. Then dressing her- 

self once more in the dirty gray dress, she had 

seated herself in the ashes. 

The next day, after the step-mother and sis- 

ters had gone, Cinderella went tothe hazel tree, 

and said:
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** Rustle and shake, 

Dear little tree; 

      

   

              

    

Gold and silver 

Throw over me.” 

As she said these words, another 
dress, more beautiful than that of yes- 
terday, was thrown down to her. When 
she entered the ball-room, every one 
was astonished at her great beauty. 

The prince, who had been Waiting 

for her, took her by the hand, and led 

THE BIRDS SUPPLY CINDERELLA WITH A GOLD AND 
SILVER BALL DRESS, , ue 

her to her place. Again he claimed her all the 
evening as his partner, allowing no one else to 
dance with her. 

But when it grew late, she wished to go pear tree that grew near her father’s house, she 
home. The prince followed her, hoping to see vanished. The prince waited until her father came 
into which house she went, but on reaching a home, when he told him that the strange maiden 
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had again escaped him, and that he thought 

she was in the pear-tree. The father thought: 

“Could it have been Cinderella?” He brought 

the axe, cut down the tree, but no one was to 

be found. When they entered the house, Cin- 

derella was lying in the ashes as usual ; for she 

had sprung down on the other side of the pear 

tree, given the beautiful dress to the bird, and 

hastily dressed herself in the old gray frock. 

Again on the third day, she went to her 

mother’s grave, and said to the tree: 

“*Rustle and shake, 

Dear little tree ; 

Gold and silver 
Throw over me.’ 

, 

Gold and silver were indeed thrown over her, 

for this time the most splendid dress of all fell 

from the tree. It was as if woven of gold and 

silver, and the little slippers were entirely of 

gold. When she arrived at the ball, the peo- 

ple were dazzled with her beauty and the splen- 

dor of her dress, and the prince danced with 

her alone. 

When the time came to leave, the prince 

would have accompanied her, but Cinderella ran 

away so quickly, he could not follow her. But 

the prince had had the steps covered with pitch, 

hoping to prevent the strange maiden from es- 

caping, and as Cinderella tripped lightly over 

them, her left slipper stuck, and remained 

hanging. 

The prince picked it up, and saw that it was 

small, graceful, and of pure gold. 

The next morning he went to .Cinderella’s 

father, and said: ‘Only the maiden who can 

wear this slipper shall be my bride.” The two 

step-daughters rejoiced greatly when they heard 

this, for they both had small feet. The elder 

one took the slipper first, and went to her room 
to try it on, but she could not get her big toe 

into it. The mother, who stood by, handed her 

a knife, and said: ‘Cut your toe off, for when 

you become queen, you need not walk any 

more.” 

The daughter cut off her toe, squeezed her 

foot into the slipper, and hiding her pain, went 
down to the prince. He accepted her as his 
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bride, and placing her upon his horse, rode away 

with her. But as they passed the grave of 

Cinderella’s mother, the two doves were sitting 

on the hazel tree, and cried: 

«Turn and look, turn and look ; 

There is blood upon the shoe, 

And sitting in her father’s home 

Is the rightful bride for you.” 

He turned and looked at her foot, and saw 

the blood flowing from the shoe. He turned 

his horse at once, and took the false bride home, 

saying she was not the right one, that the other 

sister must try the slipper on. The younger 

one took it, and went to her room. To her joy 

her toes went in, but she could not get the slip- 

per over her heel. Her mother handed her a 

knife, saying: ‘‘Cut off a piece of your heel; 

when you are queen, you need not walk any 

more.” 

The maiden did so, squeezed her foot into the 

slipper, and went down to the prince. Thinking 

this must be his true bride, he placed her upon 

his horse, and started for his palace. But they 

too must pass the hazel tree where the two 

doves were sitting. Again they cried out: 

‘Turn and look, turn and look ; 

There is blood upon the shoe, 

And sitting in her father’s home 

Is the rightful bride for vou.” 

He looked down at her foot, and saw that the 

blood was trickling from her shoe, and that her 

white stocking was dyed quite red. He turned 

his horse once more, and brought the false bride 

home. ‘This is not the right one,” he said to 

the father. ‘‘ Have you no other daughter ?” 

“None,” replied the father, ‘‘excepting the 
daughter of my first wife, but she is a dirty little 
creature who sits in the ashes. She could not 

possibly be your bride.” 

The prince asked to see her, but the step- 

mother said: ‘Oh, no! she is entirely too dirty, 

I cannot allow you to see her.” 

But the prince would have his way, and Cin- 

derella was called. Washing her hands and 

face clean first, she went in, and bowed to the 

prince, who handed her the golden slipper. She
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seated herself on a stool, and removing the As she looked up into the prince’s face, he 

wooden shoe, slipped her foot into the slipper inspected her more closely and saw with de- 

without difficulty, as it fitted her exactly. light that she was none other than the beau- 

tiful maiden whom he had danced 

with at the ball, and with whom he had 

fallen so deeply in love, and he cried 

joyfully: ‘‘ This is my true bride!” 

The step-mother and sisters were 

frightened, and turned pale with anger, 

but the prince led Cinderella away, 

and setting her on his horse, once more 

started for his palace. As they rode 

past the hazel tree, the two white 

doves cried: 

‘* Turn and look, turn and look, 

There’s no blood upon the shoe, 

And the maiden at your side, 

Is the rightful bride for you.” 

After they had said this, both the 

birds flew down from the hazel tree and 

perched lovingly upon the maiden’s 

shoulders, the one on the right, the 

other on the left, and there they re- 

mained. 

The wedding soon took place, and 

as it was about to be celebrated, the 

two step-sisters came, and with many 

flattering words. wished to share the 

happiness of their sister. She did not 

repel them, but invited them to join in 

the festivities. 

As the bridal party walked to the 

church, the elder sister walked on the 

right and the younger on the left of 

the bride. Suddenly the doves, who 

were still sitting on Cinderella’s should- 

ee ers, picked out an eye of each, and as 

= = : SS the sisters came from the church, they 

= changed places, and the doves picked 

out the other eye. So, as a deserved 

punishment for their wickedness and 

deception, they were smitten with blind- 

ness during the rest of their lives. 

  

  

    

  
  

  

    

    
  

  

  
  
    

  

  
    

  

  

  

  

  

  

THE PRINCE FINDS CINDERELLA'S SLIPPER. 
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ONCE there was a queen who had a little 
daughter, still so young that she had to be 

carried in the arms. One day when the queen 
was holding her, she began to cry, and do what 
the mother might, she would not become quiet. 

Finally the mother became impatient, and 

opening the window past which some ravens 

were flying, she said: 

“T wish you were a raven and would fly away, 
then I should have peace.” 

Scarcely was the wish uttered, than the child 

was turned into a raven and flew from her arms 

out of the window. She disappeared intoa dark 

forest where she remained a long time, and her 
parents heard nothing from her. 

One time as a man was going through the 

woods, he heard a raven calling, and going 

towards it, it said: 

“T am by birth a king’s daughter. I have 

been bewitched, but you can set me free.” 

“What can I do?” asked the man, 

“Go on further into the forest,” she said, ‘‘and 

you will find a house in which lives an old 

woman. She will offer you food and drink, but 

do not take it, for if you do, you will fall asleep, 

and will not be able to set me free. In the 
garden behind the house is a great heap of tan; 

on this you must stand and wait for me. For 

three days I shall come at two o'clock in a car- 

riage, drawn the first day, by four white horses, 

the second, by four bay ones, and the third, by 

four black ones. But if I find you asleep instead 
of awake, you will not be able to help me.” 

The man promised to do everything she 
asked, but the raven said: ‘Alas! I know you 

will take something fram the woman, and I 

shall not be set free.” 

Again the man promised that he would touch. 

neither food nor drink. 

When he reached the house in the woods, the 

old woman came out and said: ‘‘ You are very 

tired, come in and refresh yourself, and have 
something to eat and drink.” 

‘“No,” said the man. 

or drink.” 

‘““T do not care to eat 

112 

But she gave him no peace, saying: “If you 

do not wish to eat, take a little wine, one sip is 

just nothing at all.” 

Finally she persuaded him, and he drank from 

the glass. In the afternoon about two o'clock, 

he went out into the garden where the tan-heap 

lay, and waited for the raven. As he stood 

waiting, he felt very tired, and thought: “I 

will lie down a little while, but on no account 

will I go to sleep.” 
But he had hardly stretched out his limbs, 

when his eyes closed, and he was sleeping so 

soundly that nothing on earth could waken him. 

At two o'clock the raven came driving up 

with her four white Her heart was 

very sad. 

“T know he is asleep,” she said to herself, 

and as she drove into the garden, sure enough 

She 

flew out of her carriage, and tried to waken him, 

but in vain. 

The next day about noon the ofd woman 

brought out food and drink. He refused them 

at first, but she would not give up, and finally 

succeeded in making him take a sip from the 

glass. Ashe stood waiting for the raven, he 

was overcome with fatigue, so that his limbs 

failed him, and he sank down, and was soon in 

deep sleep. 
The raven came again, drawn this time by 

four bay horses. She knew before she saw him 

that he was asleep, and she felt very sad. She 

went to him and tried in every way to waken 

him, but her efforts were useless. 

The next day he was determined he would 

not eat or drink, say what the old woman might, 

no, not if he died. 

When she came out at noon, he said, ‘‘ No, 

I will not eat or drink,” so decidedly that she 

went away, but left the food standing near him. 

The delicious odor was too much for him. He 

seized the glass and took a deep draught of 

wine. Then he felt more tired than he had the 

day before, and instantly he slept as soundly as 

if he had been turned into stone. Attwoo’clock 

horses. 

there he lay on the heap of tan fast asleep.
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the raven came drawn by four black horses, the 
carriage and harness also being black. 

‘““Heis asleep, I shall not be set free,” she 
said sadly to herself. She found him sleeping 

more soundlv than ever, and although she 
shook him, and called to him, she could not 

waken him. Then she placed bread and meat 
and a bottle of wine near him, that he might eat 

as much as he liked when he awoke; she took 

a gold ring on which her name was engraved, 

from her toe and placed it on his finger; and 
finally she wrote him a letter in which she told 
him what she had given him, and further said: 
“JT see well that you cannot release me here, 

but if you still wish to set me free, as it is in 
your power to do, go to the golden castle of 
Stromberg.” P 

Having written this, she seated herself again 

in her carriage, and drove to the golden castle 

of Stromberg. 

When the man awoke and found he had been 
asleep, he was deeply grieved, and said: ‘“ She 

has been here for the last time, and I have not 

Just then his eye fell on the 
things she had left him. He read the letter 

and started immediately for the golden castle of 

Stromberg, although he had not the slightest 

He travelled for a long 
time, till one day he came to a dark forest. 

Yor fourteen days he wandered here and could 

not find his way out. He was so tired he could 
go no further, and when evening came on, he 

Jay down under a bush to rest, but he heard 

such a howling and crying, he could not sleep. 

When it became time for people to make a light, 

he saw one shimmering through the leaves. He 

got up and went towards it, and found it came 

from a house that seemed very small indeed, 

because of the tall giant that stood in front 

of it. 

“If I should go into that house,” he thought, 

‘“‘and the giant should see me, it would be a 

very easy matter for him to kill me.” 

But he decided at last to venture in. The 
giant saw him, and said: ‘It is a good thing 

that you have come; I have eaten nothing ina 

long time ; I will swallow you for my supper.” 
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set her free.” 

idea where it was. 

“Tf you are willing, I prefer not to be swal- 
lowed,” said the man. ‘If you want something 
to eat, I have enough to satisfy you.” 

“Tfthat is the case,” said the giant, “I will 
leave you in peace. I will not eat you as long 
as anything else remains.” 

They sat down to the table, and the man 
took from his knapsack bread, meat and wine. 

“This pleases me very well,” said the giant, 

and he ate to his heart’s content. 
After they had eaten, the man asked the giant 

if he could tell him where the golden castle of 
Stromberg was. 

“T will look on my map,” said the giant, ‘‘on 
which every city, village and house is marked.” 

He brought the map, but they could not find 
the castle on it. 

“This isn’t good for anything,” said the giant. 
“T havea still larger one in the cupboard, we 

will look on that,” but they failed to find it 

there either. 

Now the man wished to go away, but the 

giant urged him to wait a couple of days till 

his brother came home, who had gone in search 

of food. When he arrived they asked him if 

he knew where the golden castle of Stromberg 
was. 
“When I have eaten and drank, I will look 

for it on the map,” was his reply. 

So they waited until he had eaten, and then 

he got out the map and looked for the castle, 

but he could not find it. Then he brought out 

a very old map, and would not give up until he 
found it, but it was thousands of miles away. 

‘How can I get there?” asked the man. 

‘“T have a couple of hours to spare,” said the 

giant, ‘‘and I will carry you to within a short 

distance of the castle.” 

The giant left him at a spot that was not a 

hundred miles from the castle, saying: ‘‘ You 

can surely travel the rest of the way alone.” 

The giant returned home, and the man 

travelled day and night till he came to the 

castle. It stood on a glass mountain, and as 

he approached, he saw the raven drive around 

the court-yard in her coach, and then disappear 

into the castle. He was greatly rejoiced when
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he saw her, and began to climb the mountain ; 
but as fast as he climbed, he slipped back to 

the bottom. He was very sad when he found 

he could not reach the raven, but he said: “I 

will stay here and wait for her to come to me.” 

So he built a little hut at the foot of the moun- 

tain, aud waited a whole year. Every day he 

saw the raven out driving, but he could not 

reach her. 

One day, as he looked out of his hut, he saw 

three robbers fighting together. 

“ Heaven help you!” he cried. 

They stopped and looked around them, but 

as they saw no one, they began beating each 

other anew. 
“Heaven help you!” called the man again. 

They listened, peeped about, and then fought 

more fiercely than ever. A third time the man 

cried: ‘“‘ Heaven help you!” and then thought: 

“T must see what is the trouble between these 

men,” and going out, he asked them why they 
were fighting. 

One of them said he had found a stick with 
which if he struck a door, it would spring open. 

A. second said he had found a mantle that would 

make the wearer invisible. <A third said he 
had captured a horse that could go anywhere, 

even up the glass mountain. They were trying 
to decide now whether they should own them 
in common or divide them. 

etre 

THERE once lived a prince who took great 
delight in travelling about the world, with no 
other companion than his faithful servant. 

One day they came to a large forest, and as 
evening drew on, they could find no shelter, 
and did not know where they should pass the 
night. At last they spied a maiden going 
towards a little cottage. 

The prince called to her, and said: “Can I 
find shelter for the night for myself and servant 
in yonder cottage?” 
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“T will buy the things of you,” said the man. 
“T have not much money, but I have other 

But first I should like 

to try what you have, and sce if you have told 

me the truth.” 

They allowed him mount the horse, 

handed him the stick, and threw the mantle 

over his shoulders. He was now invisible, and 

giving them several sharp blows, said: 

“There, you rogues, that is what you deserve ; 

take that and be satisfied.” 

He rode up the glass mountain, but the door 
of the castle was locked. He struck it with his 

stick, and it flew open instantly. He went up 

the steps, and entered the grand saloon, where 

he found the raven with a golden cup before 

her, but she could not see him, for he still wore 

the mantle. He went up to her, drew off the 

ring she had given him, and threw it into the cup. 

“That is my ring!” she cried. ‘‘ The man 

must be here that is to set me free.” 

She looked all over the castle for him, but 

could not find him, for he had gone out, 

mounted his horse, thrown off his mantle, and 

was now Waiting before the door. When she 
came out and saw him, she gave a loud cry for 

joy, and was instantly changed into a beautiful 

things of more value. 

to 

princess. She kissed him and said: “Now I 

am free. To-morrow shall be our wedding 

day.” 

1-2) Dl 

“Oh, yes,” she replied sadly; “but I advise 

you not to go into that cottage.” 
“Why not?” asked the prince. 

The girl sighed, and said: ‘My step-mother 

practices wicked arts, and she does not like 

strangers, and I fear some great evil will 

befall you.” 

The prince saw they had come to the house 

of a witch, but as it was dark, and they could 

no longer find their way, and having no fear, 

they decided to stay here, and entered the house.
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The old woman was sitting in an arm-chair by 
the fire. She looked at the strangers with her 
red eyes, and snarled: “Good evening ;” then 

in a tone meant to be friendly, said; ‘‘ You can 

lie down and rest yourselves.” As she blew 

the fire, over which she was cooking something 

in a pot, the maiden warned the travellers not 

to eat or drink anything while in the cottage, 
for the witch was brewing wicked drinks. 

They slept peacefully until morning, and 
then leaving the cottage, went out to get ready 

for their journey. The prince was already on 

his horse, when the witch came out, and said: 

“Wait a minute, I will bring you a parting 
drink.” 

But while she ran to get it, the prince rode 

away, andthe servant, who had rot yet fastened 

his saddle, was there alone when the wicked 

witch came back with the drink. 

  

   
     

“Take that to your master,” she said; but at 
that moment the bottle burst, and the poison 
spurted over the horse, and so powerful was it, 

the animal dropped dead. The servant ran 
after his master, and told him what had hap- 

pened ; then not wishing to lose the saddle as 
well as the horse, went back to get it. When 
he came to the dead horse, a crow was already 

perched on it, eating it. 

“Who knows whether we shal! find anything 

better to-day or not?” he said, and killing the 

crow, he took it with him back to the prince. 
They travelled all dayin the forest, but could 

find no way out. At evening they came to an 
inn. They went in, and the servant gave the 

crow to the landlord, telling him to cook it 

for supper. 
But the place was not an inn, but a den of 

murderers, and when it was dark, twelve men 

came to kill and rob the strangers. But 
before commencing their wicked work, 

VW 
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THE BOTTLE OF POISON BURSTS.
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‘SHE LOOKED THROUGH ALL HER RIDDLE BOOKS.” 

they all sat down at the table together, includ- 
ing the landlord and the witch, to eat a dish 
of soup in which the crow’s flesh had been 
cooked. They had scarcely swallowed two 
mouthfuls, when they all fell dead, for the crow 

eating of the horse’s flesh had poisoned itself 
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and was thus the means of killing the rob- 
bers. 

There was now no one in the house with 
the travellers but the landlord's daughter, 

who was an honest girl, and would take no 

part in the wicked deeds done there. She 
opened all the doors and showed the 
strangers the piles of treasures stored in the 

different rooms; but the prince told her she 

might keep them all, and rode away with his 

servant. 

They travelled for a long time until they 

came to a city in which a proud, but very 

beautiful princess lived. She had announced 

that if any man would propose a riddle that 
she could not guess, she would accept him 
for her husband, but if she guessed it, he 

must have his head cut off. Three days were 

given her in which to guess it, but she was 

so Wise, the riddle was always solved before 

the time expired. In this manner nine suit- 

ors had already lost their lives, when the 

prince arrived. He too was struck with her 

beauty, and determined to risk his life. So 

he went before her, and gave this riddle: 

“What is that which never slew anything, 

and yet slew twelve?” 

The princess thought and thought, but 

could not solve it. She looked through all 

her riddle books, but it was not there: in 

short, her wisdom had come to anend. At last 

she called a servant, and told her to go quietly 
into the stranger's room when he was asleep, 

and listen, perhaps he would talk in his sleep, 

and tell the answer to the riddle. But the wise 

servant had laid down in his master’s bed, and 

when the maid came in, he seized her cloak, and 

tearing it off, drove her from the room with a 
stick. The second night, the princess sent her 
chambermaid, hoping she would be more suc- 

cessful in hearing something; but the servant 
snatched away her cloak also, and drove her 

from the room. The third night, the prince 

thought he would not be disturbed, and lay 
down in his bed. 

Then the princess herself, wrapping a gray 

cloak around her, went into his room, and sat
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down near him. When she thought he was 
asleep, she began to talk to him, hoping he 
would answer her in his dreams, as many do. 
But he was not asleep, and heard and under- 
stood all that was going on. 

“What is it that never slew anything?” she 
asked. 

“A crow that was poisoned by eating the 
flesh of a poisoned horse,” replied the prince. 

‘‘And yet slew twelve, what does that mean?” 
she asked. 

“ Twelve murderers, who ate of the crow and 

died,” was the reply. 

Now she knew the riddle, and would go, but 

the prince seized her cloak, so that she ran away 

iDORC TEX OU N= Sat 

THERE once lived a poor countryman named 
Crabs, who drove his oxen one day to town and 
sold a load of wood to a doctor. Dinner was 
ready just as the doctor paid for the wood, and 
he sat down to the table. As the peasant stood 
by the door counting the money, he saw the 
good things to eat, and wished he too were a 
doctor. 

After he had watched him a moment, he asked 

if he could not become a doctor. 
“Oh, yes,” said the doctor, “ very easily.” 

“What must I do?” asked the peasant. 

“First you must buy an A B C book, one 
which has a farmyard cock on the first page. 
Then sell your cart and oxen, and buy some 
clothes and whatever else it is necessary for a 

doctor to have. Third, have a sign painted 

bearing these words, ‘I am Doctor Know-all,’ 
and fasten it over your door.” 

The peasant followed out all these directions, 
and was soon settled in business. After he 

had practiced a little while, it happened that 

a nobleman had a large sum of money stolen. 
Word was brought to the rich man that Doctor 
Know-all, living in a certain village, could tell 

him where the gold was hidden. The master 
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leaving it behind her. The next morning the 
princess announced that she had guessed the 
riddle, and had the twelve judges come, when 
she explained it to them. When she had fin- 
ished, the prince begged for a hearing. “She 
came to me in the night, and asked me to ex- 
plain it, else she would not have guessed it,” 
he said. 

“What proof have you?” asked the judges. 
The servant immediately brought out the 

three. cloaks. As soon as the judges saw the 
gray one which the princess used to wear, they 
said to her, ‘Have that cloak embroidered 
with gold and silver; it shall be your wedding- 
cloak.” 

NOW-ALTL. 

had his horses harnessed at once, and drove 

himself to the village in which the doctor lived. 

“ Are you Doctor Know-all ?” he asked, stop- 
ping at the door. 

‘Yes, Iam he,” was the reply. 

“Will you come with me and find my stolen 
money?” 

“Oh, yes,” said the doctor, ‘but my wife 

Grethel must go with me.” 

The man was willing, and they all rode back 
together. When they arrived at the nobleman’s 
house, dinner was ready, and the doctor was 

invited to partake. 

“My wife, Grethel, must sit near me,” he said. 

When they were seated at the table the serv- 

ants waited on them very politely. 

When the servant came with a dish of deli- 

cious soup, the doctor poked his wife and said: 

“That is the first,” meaning that that was the 

first course. But the servant hearing the words, 

thought he meant that he was the first thiei, 

because he really was. He was greatly fright- 

ened, and went back and told his companions 

that the doctor knew everything, and would 

bring them all to judgment, for he had just said 

that he was the first.
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When it was time for the second course, the 

servant dreaded to go in, but there was no 
escape. So taking his dish he entered the 
dining-hall. 

‘“‘Grethel, that is the second,” whispered the 
doctor. 

In great fright the servant left the room as 

quickly as he could. The third one fared no 

better, for the doctor said again: ‘Grethel, that 

is the third.” 

When the fourth one entered with a covered 
dish, the nobleman asked the doctor to display 
his knowledge by guessing what was in it. They 

were crabs, but the doctor had not the slightest 

idea, and did not know how to help himself. In 

his distress, he cried: “Alas! poor Crabs!” 
referring to himself. But as soon as the master 

heard it, he exclaimed: ‘‘ There, he knows it! 

Now he knows who has the gold!” 

The servants were so frightened that they 

beckoned for the doctor to come out. Excusing 

himself, he went out and found the four awaiting 

him. They promised to give up all the money 

and a large sum besides, if he would not betray 

them; if he did, it would go hard with them- 

When they had shown him the place where the 

money was hidden, he was satisfied, and went 

back to the table. 

He opened his A BC book, and said: “ Now, 

my lord, I will tell you where the money is 

hidden.” 

The fifth servant, who was also one of the 

thieves, had crept into a closet that he might 

hear whether the doctor knew anything more. 

There the doctor sat silently turning the leaves 

of the book. Presently he said: ‘It is in here, 

and it must come out.” The servant thought 

he referred to him, and springing out, he cried: 

“That man knows everything.” 

The doctor then showed the nobleman where 

his money was hidden, but said nothing of the 

thieves and received from both sides a large 

reward, and became a rich man and a famous 

doctor. 

THE HOUSE IN. FHE WOODS. 

A POOR woodcutter lived with his wife and 
three daughters in a little hut on the edge of a 

lonely forest. One morning when he was ready 
to go to work, he said to his wife: ‘Let our 

eldest daughter bring my dinner to me in the 

woods, for I shall not be ready to come home 

at noon. And that she may not lose her way, 

I will take a bag of millet with me, and scatter 
the seeds along the road.” 

When the sun had reached the meridian, the 

maiden took a pail of soup and set out for the 

forest. But the sparrows and larks and black- 

birds and all the birds of the fields and woods 

had picked up the seeds long ago, and she 
could not find the track. She walked on, how- 

ever, in good spirits, till the sun set and dark- 

ness came on. Then she lost courage. The 

hooting of the owls and even the rustling of the 
trees startled her. 

Suddenly to her great joy she saw a light 
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shining among the trees. ‘People must live 

there who will keep night,” she 

thought, and she went quickly towards the 

light. Soon she came to a house, whose win- 
dows were all illuminated. She knocked and a 
rough voice called to her to come in. The 

maiden entered the dark hall, and knocked on 

the room-door. ‘‘Come in,” said the voice 

again. On entering, she saw an old. gray- 

headed man sitting by the table; his chin was 

resting in his hands, and his long white beard 

reached nearly to the floor. In the same room 

were a cock, a hen, and a brindle cow. The 

girl told the old = man her trouble and asked 

if she might spend the night there. Before 

replying, the old man said: 

me over 

‘« Pretty cock, pretty hen, 

Pretty brindle cow, 

Shall she stay with us to-night, 

Or shall she leave us now?”
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“ Dooks,” answered all the animals, which 

meant: “We are willing she should stay.” 
Then the old man said: ‘There is an abund- 
ance of food in the house; go to the hearth and 

cook us some supper.” 
The maiden found plenty of everything to eat 

in the kitchen, and she soon had a tempting 

supper ready for herself and the old man, but 
of the animals she had not once thought. 
She brought the steaming dishes to the table, 
and they ate and drank till their hunger was 

satisfied. 

After supper, she said: “Now I am very 

tired; where is the bed in which I am to 

sleep?” The animals replied: 

“You ate and you drank, 

While us you did slight ; 

Now you know not where, 

You will spend the night.” 

Then the old man said: ‘Go upstairs, and 

you will find two beds; shake them both up and 

spread them with white linen, then I will tell 

you which you are to sleep in.” The maiden 
shook and made the beds, and then without 

waiting to be told where she was to sleep, lay 

down in one of them and was soon fast asleep. 

When the old man came up, he held the light 
and looked at her a moment, then shaking his 
head, he touched a trap-door which opened and 
let the bed sink gently down into the cellar. 

In the meantime, the woodcutter had gone 

home late in the evening and scolded his wife 
for letting him go hungry all day. 

“Tam not to blame,” she said; “the girl 
started with your dinner this noon. She must 

have lost her way ; she will be back to-morrow, 

no doubt.” 
The woodcutter rose before daybreak the 

next morning to go to the woods. He told his 

wife to send their second daughter with his din- 

ner, saying: “I will take a bag of linseed and 
scatter it along the path ; the kernels are larger 

than millet, and she can see them easily and 

will not lose her way.” 

At noontime the maiden set out with his din- 
ner, but on reaching the woods, not any of the 
linseed was to be found; the birds had picked 
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it all up as on the day before. She wandered 
about till evening, and then by chance she too 
came to the house in the woods and asked for 
food and a night’s lodging. Again the old man 
asked the animals: 

«« Pretty cock, pretty hen, 

Pretty brindle cow, 

Shall she stay with us to-night, 

Or shall she leave us now?” 

“Dooks!” was the strange reply again, but 
the old man understood it. So the maiden 

staid, cooked the supper, ate and drank with 
the old man, but had no thought for the ani- 
mals. When she asked for a place to sleep, 
they said: 

‘* You ate and you drank, 

But us you did slight, 

Now you know not where 

You will pass the night.” 

When she was asleep, the old man looked at 
her, shook his head, and let her sink down into 

the cellar. 

The third morning, the woodcutter said to his 
wife: ‘‘Send our youngest child to-day with my 

dinner. She is always good and obedient, and 

will not lose her way like her sisters, who fly 

around like wild bumble-bees.” 

The mother was not willing, and said: ‘‘ Must 

I lose my youngest child too?” 

“Do not worry over that,” he replied; “the 

maiden will not lose her way, she is too wise 

and careful, and I will scatter peas this time, 

and she will not fail to see them.” 

But when the maiden set out with the basket 

on her arm, the wild pigeons already had the 

peas in their crops, and there was not one left 

to show her the way. 

She walked about very sadly, thinking con- 

stantly of her poor father who must be very 

hungry, and how sad her mother would be 

because she did not return. Finally it became 

dark, and she saw the light in the distance 

from the house in the woods. 

She knocked timidly at the door, and the rough 

voice bade her come in. She asked politely if 

she could pass the night there, but before re- 

plying, the man with the white beard said :
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“ Pretty cock, pretty hen, 

Pretty brindle cow, 

Shall she stay with us to night, 

Or shall she leave us now?” 

* Dooks,” said the animals, and the maiden 

staid. She went to the hearth, stroked the 

smooth feathers of the little cock and hen 

and rubbed old brindle between the 

Then at the old man’s request, she went into 

the kitchen and prepared the supper. When it 

was ready and she had placed it upon the table, 

she said: ‘Ought I to eat all I want before 

giving these good animals something? There 

is plenty for them outside, I will bring them 

their supper first.” 

So she brought in some barley and scattered 

it around for the cock and the hen, and a large 

armful of sweet-scented hay for the cow. 

“Eat that, you dear animals,” she said, ‘‘and 

if you are thirsty, you shall have a drink of 

horns. 

fresh water.” 

She brought in a pail of water, and the cock 

and hen jumped on the edge, stuck their bills 

into the water and held their heads in the air, 

as birds always do when drinking. The cow 

also took a long deep draught, as if she too were 

very thirsty. 

Then the old man and maiden sat down to 

the table, and after he had been served, she ate 

what was left. In a little while the cock and 

the hen began to put their heads under their 

wings, and the cow had hard work to keep her 

eyes open. 
“ Shall we not goto rest?” 

man. 
He turned to the animals, who replied: 

she asked the old 

** You ate and you drank, 

But you gave us our food; 

Now sweet shall your rest be, 

Maiden, gentle and good.” 

She went upstairs, shook up the beds, and 
covered them with fresh linen. When they 

were ready, the old man came and laid himself 

down on one of them, his white beard stretching 

down to his feet. 
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After saying her prayers, the maiden went 

to bed and slept quietly till midnight. Then 

there was such a noise, she awoke. [Every cor- 

ner seemed to crack and snap, the doors flew 

open and banged against the walls, the timbers 

groaned as if their joints were being torn apart, 

it sounded as if the staircase fell, and finally 

as if the whole roof crashed in. But it became 

still again, and then as she had suffered no harm, 
the maiden fell asleep agatn. 

In the morning when the sunlight waked her, 

what did she behold? She was lying ina large 

bed-chamber furnished in royal splendor; the 
walls were covered with golden flowers em- 

broidered ona green silk background, the bed 

was of ivory, the coverings of velvet, and on 

a stool near the bed a pair of dainty slippers, 

embroidered with pearls. The maiden thought 

it must be a dream, but at that moment three 

richly-dressed servants came to her bedside 

ready to receive her orders. 

But all she said was: “Go away, I wish to 

get up now and cook some breakfast for the old 

man and his beautiful animals.” 

On leaving her room, she was met by a 

strange man, young and handsome, who said to 

her: “Tama king’s son. I was bewitched by 

a wicked witch and compelled to live alone in 

the woods, attended by no one but my three 

faithful servants, who were changed into a cock, 

a hen, and a cow. The spell could be broken 

only by a maiden who should be kind not only 

to me, but tothe animals. You are that maiden, 

I was set free last night by your kindness, and 

the old house in the woods was changed into 

my royal palace.” 

Then calling his three faithful servants, he sent 

them to bring the maiden’s father and mother 
to the palace. 

“But where are my sisters?” she asked. 

“They are confined in the cellar at present,” 
he replied. ‘To-morrow they will be taken 
out into the woods and bound as servants to a 

charcoal-burner until their dispositions have 
improved and they have learned to treat dumb 
animals kindly.”
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we    ONCE upon a time, a mouse, a bird, and 

a sausage formed a partnership. They lived 

together a long time in peace, fared well, 

and laid up considerable wealth. It was the 
bird’s duty to go to the woods every day 
and fetch wood, the mouse brought the 

water, and made the fire, while the sausage 

staid at home and did the cooking. 

One never does so well but he longs after 

something better, and thus it was with the 

little bird. One day as he was going to the 

forest, he met another bird, whom he told 

about his good fortune and way of living. 

But the other bird called him a little ninny 

to do all the hard work while the other two 

had a good time at home. “ For,” said he, 

‘‘after the mouse has brought the water and 

made the fire, she can go to her room and 

rest until she is called to set the table. 

And the sausage has only to sit by the 

stove, and see that the food is well cooked.
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When it is meal time, she dips herself into the 

gravy and vegetables three or four times, and 

thus they are seasoned and ready for the 

table.” 
' The bird listened to him, and went home. 

He laid down his bundle of wood, and they all 

sat down to their supper, ate heartily, and then 

went to bed and slept till morning. 

indeed a happy life! 

But the next day, the bird would not go for 
wood, saying he had been their slave long 

enough; he was a fool to have worked as he 

had done; there must be achange; some other 

plan must be tried. The mouse and the sausage 

objected strongly to this, but the bird was 

master. So they drew lots, and it fell to the 

sausage to fetch the wood, the mouse to cook, 

and the bird to bring the water. 

What happened? The sausage went out to 

gather wood; the bird made the fire; the mouse 

put on the pot, and then they two sat down and 

waited for the sausage to return with the wood 

for next day. 

long, they thought something had happened to 

her, so the bird flew out a little way to meet 

her. Not far from the house he found a dog, 

who, having met the sausage, had seized and 

This was 

But the sausage was away so 

swallowed her at one bite. The bird declared 
that the dog had committed an open robbery, 

but that did not help matters; the dog said he 

had found forged letters on the sausage, and 
therefore she had to forfeit her life. 

The bird took the wood, and went sadly 

home, and told the mouse all he had seen and 

heard. 

of their companion, but resolved to make the 

best of it, and remain together. So the bird set 

the table, while the mouse prepared the feod. 

Wishing to season the vegetables as she had 

seen the sausage do, by swinging herself through 

They were much grieved over the loss 

them three or four times, she swung herself into 
the pot. 
when her skin and hair came off, and she fell 

down dead. 

When the bird came to carry the food to the 
table, no cook was to be seen. He threw the 

wood in every direction, calling and looking 

everywhere, but she was not to be found. In 

the 

and was now blazing. 

She had hardly reached the middle 

his carelessness wood had caught fire 

He flew to get water. 
As he stooped in haste over the brook, he 
let the pail fall, and was pulled in after it and 
drowned. 

“Let well enough alone.” 

THE GREEDY GOEDSMITES REWARD, 

A TAILOR and a goldsmith were once trav- 

elling together. One evening, just as the sun 

was sinking behind the hills, they heard the 
sound of music. It grew more and more dis- 

tinct, and, though rather unearthly in its tones, 

was so sweet, they quite forgot their fatigue, 

and hastened towards it with rapid footsteps. 
The moon had risen before they reached a hill 

on which a number of little men and women 
were gathered. They had hold of one another's 

hands and were dancing merrily in a circle, and 

as they danced they sang in the sweetest man- 

ner possible, thus making the strange music the 
travellers had heard. 
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In the center of the circle sat an old man, 

He 

wore a coat of many colors, and his snow-white 

beard was so long that it reached to his waist. 

As the two strangers stood watching the 

dance in astonishment, the old man beckoned 

to them to come to him, and the circle opened 

to let them pass. The goldsmith, who was a 

hunchback and a bold little fellow, stepped 

quickly in; but the tailor was shy and held 

back, till he saw how good-natured they all 

were, then he took heart and joined them. 

Then the circle closed, and the little people 

sang and danced in the wildest glee, while the 

somewhat larger and taller than the rest.
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old man took a broad knife from his girdle and 
began whetting it. When it was sharp, he 
looked at the strangers who were trembling 
with fear; but they had not long to consider, 

for the old man seized the goldsmith, and with 
a few quick strokes shaved off his hair and beard 
so that his head was perfectly smooth. Then 

the tailor in his turn was treated in the same 

manner. 
When he had finished, he slapped them on 

the shoulder in so friendly a manner that all 

their fears vanished. The little fellow seemed 

greatly pleased that they had allowed him todo 

as he liked without resisting. He pointed with 

his finger to a heap of coals that lay at one 

side, and by gestures made them understand 

that they were to fill their pockets with them. 

The two men obeyed, although they did not 

know what they should do with the coals, and 

then hastened away to find a night’s lodging, 

Just as they reached the foot of the hill, the 

clock of a neighboring church struck twelve ; 

instantly the song ceased, the little people 

vanished, and the hill lay deserted in the 

moonlight. 

The travellers were not long in finding shel- 

ter, and lying down on their straw beds, they 

threw their coats over them, forgetting in their 

weariness to take out the pieces of coal. A 

heavy weight pressing on their limbs woke 

them earlier than usual. They thrust their 

hands into their pockets to take out the coal, 

but imagine their amazement when they found 

instead of coal, lumps of the purest gold. Their 

hair and beard had also grown out to their 

usual length during the night. 

They were now rich people, but the gold- 

smith, who had a greedy nature, had filled his 

pockets fuller than the tailor, and was now as 

rich again as he. But a greedy man, even 

though he have much, always wants more. So 

he proposed to the tailor that they pass the day 

there and when night came go to the hill and 

get still greater treasures from the old man. 
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The tailor was not willing, however, and said: 
“T have enough; I am perfectly satisfied. Now 
I can marry my sweetheart, set myself up in 
business, and be a happy man.” But to please 
the goldsmith, he promised to spend the day in 
his company. 

When evening came, the goldsmith ice a 
couple of sacks over his shoulder, and set out 
for the hill. He found everything as on the 
preceding evening ; the little folks danced and 
sang, and the old man shaved his head smooth, 
and then pointed to the coals which he was to 
take away with him. He did not hesitate to fill 

his pockets and the bags as full as they would 
hold, and then he returned joyfully to his friend 
the tailor. 

When he went to bed he covered himself up 
with his coat, saying: ‘If the gold is heavy, I 
will bear it patiently,” and then fell asleep with 
the feeling that he should awake in the morn- 
ing a very rich man. 

When he opened his eyes, he jumped up 
quickly to look into his pockets, but search as 
he might, he found only black coal. 

“But never mind,” he thought, “the gold 

that I brought away the first evening still re- 
mains,” but to his surprise and horror he found 
that that too had turned into coal. He struck 
his head with his blackened hand, and found 

that it was smooth and bald. But his punish- 
ment did not end here: he now had not only a 

hump on his back, but was afflicted with one on 
his chest also. 

This was too much; he began to cry loudly. 

The tailor was awakened by the sound, and 

learning the cause of his trouble, comforted the 

unhappy man by saying: ‘“‘ You have been my 

companion for a long time; you shall remain 
with me gud I will share my treasure evenly 

with you.’ 

He kept his word, but the poor soldemitt 
was obliged to carry the load on his chest all 

his life and wear a wig on his bald head as a 

punishment for his greediness.
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ONCE upon a time there was a widow who 

had two daughters, one, beautiful and indus- 
trious, the other, homely and lazy. But the 
homely one was her own daughter, and she 

therefore loved her much better than she did the 
other, who was obliged to do all the hard work, 

and be the Cinderella of the house. 
She sat every day by the well and spun until 

the blood ran from her fingers. It happened 
one day that the spindle was so covered with 
blood that she stooped over the well to wash 
it off. Suddenly the spindle slipped from her 
hands, and sank down into the deep water. 

Weeping, she ran to her step-mother and told 
her what had happened. The woman scolded 
loudly, and finally in her anger, said: ‘Since 
you let the spindle fall into the water, you must 
get it out again.” 

The maiden went back to the well, not know- 

ing how she was to get the spindle out. In her 

distress, she sprang into the water. As she 
fell, she lost her senses, and when she came to 

herself again, she was in a meadow where the 
sun was shining, and thousands of flowers were 
blooming. On walking a short distance, she 
came to a baker's oven full of bread. The 
loaves cried to her: ‘Take us out, take us 

out, or we shall burn! We have baked long 
enough!” 

She went to the oven, and with the bread- 

shovel took out one loaf after another, until all 

were out. 

Walking on a little farther, she came to a tree 

hanging full of apples. ‘Shake me, shake me! 
my apples are all ripe!” it cried. She shook 
the tree until the apples fell around her like 
rain, and there was not one more left on. Then 

she gathered them into a heap, and went on 
farther. 

Finally she came to a little house, out of 
which peeped an old woman, who had teeth so 

large that the girl was frightened, and started 
to run away. 

But the old woman called to her: ‘What are 
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you afraid of, dear child? Stay with me, and if 

you do all the housework well, I will do well by 

you. But you must be very careful to shake my 

bed thoroughly, so that the feathers fly, for then 

it snows on earth; Tam Dame Frost.” (There 

is a saying when it snows, that Dame Frost is 

making her bed.) 

As the old woman spoke so kindly to her, the 

maiden ‘lost her fears, was willing to stay, and 

agreed to do the work. 

Dame Frost was satisfied with all she did; 

the girl always shook the bed powerfully, so 

that the feathers flew around like snow flakes; 

and in return she received kind words, lived a 

happy life, and had plenty to eat and drink. 

Thus she was with Dame Frost a long time, 

till one day.she became sad. At first she did 

not know herself what was the matter, but 

finally discovered she was homesick. Although 

it was a thousand times better here than in her 

own home, yet she longed to go back. 

So she said to the old woman: ‘I wish very 

much to go home; even though it is so pleasant 

here, I cannot stay any longer. I must go back 

to my people.” 

“If pleases me that you want to go home,” 

said Dame Frost, “and because you have served 

me so faithfully, I will take you home myself.” 

So saying, she took her by the hand, and led 

her toa high gate. The gate opened, and as 

the maiden passed out, a shower of gold pieces 

fell over her, and clung to her, until she was 

covered with gold from head to foot. 

“This is your reward for being so industri- 

ous,’ said Dame Frost. She her the 

spindle that had fallen into the well, closed the 

gate, and the maiden found herself once more 

in the world, not far from her mother’s house. 

As she entered the yard, the cock stood on the 

well-curb, and crowed: ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo! 

our golden maiden is back again.” 

She went into the house, and because she was 

covered with gold, the mother and sister were 

glad to see her. 

gave
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The maiden told them all that had happened 

to her, and when her step-mother heard how 

she had gained such great wealth, she wished 

her own daughter, who was homely and lazy, 

to try her fortune in the same way. 

So she had her sit by the well, and spin; 

but she did not spin fast enough to hurt her 

fingers, so she thrust her hand into the briar- 

bushes, and scratched it that she might get 

some blood on the spindle. As soon as she 

had done this, she threw the 

spindle into the well, 

sprang in after it. She came 
to the same beautiful meadow, 

and took the same path her 

sister had taken. 

and wo a 

THE LAZY MAIDEN’S RETURN. 
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When she came to the oven, the bread cried: 

“Take us out, take us out, or we shall burn! 

We have baked long enough!” 

But the lazy girl replied: “ As if I wished to 

get myself dirty over you!” and went away. 

Next she came to the apple tree that cried: 

“Shake me, shake me! My apples are all ripe!” 

        

     ~      

  

   

  

   
“You are right,” she replied, “and one would 

surely fall upon my head,” and went on further. 
When she reached Dame Frost’s house, she: 

was not at all afraid, for she had heard of 
her big teeth, and wished to enter her service 
at once. The first day, she worked with a will; 

was very industrious, and did all Dame Frost 
told her, for she thought of the gold that would 
be her reward. The second day she began to 
be a little lazy, and the third day she was worse, 
and would not get up in the morning. Besides 
she did not shake up the old woman’s bed 
properly, so that the feathers flew. 

The result was her extreme laziness made 
Dame Frost vexed, and she dismissed the idle 

girl, who was well content it should be so, for 
now she thought the golden shower would 

come. But she was to be completely disap- 

pointed, for Dame Frost led her to the gate 

and as she passed out, instead of a shower of 

gold, a kettle full of pitch was poured over her. 

‘That is your reward for your service,” said the
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old woman, and she closed the gate tight after 

her. 

The pocr girl went home covered with pitch 

from head to. foot, and the cock on the well- 

curb, when he saw her, crowed in derision: 

(HVE Sore vB. 

A MAN had seven sons, but not one daugh- 

ter, although he and his wife wished for one 

very much. Finally to their great joy, a little 

daughter was born to them, but it was so small 

and weak, they feared it would die, and wished 

to have it baptized at once. Soin great haste 
the father sent one of his sons for some water. 

The other six ran with their brother. On 

reaching the well, they strove to see which 

should be first to draw the water, and in their 

struggles knocked the pitcher into the well. 

They stood silent, not knowing what to do, and 

none of them dared go home. 

As they did not return with the water, the 

father became impatient, and cried: ‘The 
wicked youths! have they forgotten it, and 

gone off to play?” He was in great distress, 

lest the child should die without being baptized, 
and in his agony, exclaimed: ‘I wish those 

boys might all be turned into crows!” 

Scarcely was the word spoken, when he heard 

a whirr of wings in the air, and looking up, saw 

seven coal-black crows flying away. 

The parents could not take back the wish, 

and were very sad over the loss of their seven 

sons, but they were in a measure comforted by 

their little daughter, who every day became 
stronger and more beautiful. 

For a long time the maiden did not know 
that she had had brothers, and the parents were 
careful never to mention them. But one day, 
by accident, she heard some people saying that 

she was indeed beautiful, but that she had been 

the cause of her brothers’ misfortune. She was 
greatly troubled over this, and went to her 

father and mother, and asked if she had ever 
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“Cock-a-doodle-doo! our dirty maiden is with 
us again!” 

The pitch stuck so closely, she could not 
get it off, and it remained on her as long as 
she lived. 

NT) GRO Ws" 

had any brothers, and where they were now. 

The parents did not dare conceal the secret 

from her any longer, but said, however, that the 
will of Heaven and her birth were alone the 

innocent cause of the misfortune. On hearing 

that she was to blame, she became very sad, 

and day by day thought how she could set her 

brothers free. She had no rest or peace until 
she was allowed to go out into the world and 

search for her brothers. She was determined to 

find them, and. set them free, cost what it might. 

She took nothing with her but a little ring to 

remember her parents by, a loaf of bread, a 

jug of water, and a little stool, in case she 

wanted to sit down and rest. 

Then she travelled on and on, until she came 

to the end of the world, and there was the sun; 

but he was so hot and fierce, he would have 

devoured the little maid. 

So she ran away, and next came to the moon, 
but she was entirely too cold and dismal and 

ugly looking, and as the child was looking at 

her, she heard some one say: 

‘““T smell, I smell the flesh of a man!” She 

sprang quickly away, and came to the little 

stars. They all sat in their own little chairs, 

and were very friendly and kind to her. The 

morning star rose, and handing her a key, said: 

“Tf you do not have this key with you, you 

cannot open the iceberg, where your brothers 

are shut up.” 

The maiden took the key, and wrapping it 

carefully in her handkerchief, left the stars, and 

set out to find the iceberg. She came to it at 

last, but on opening her handkerchief to take 

out the key, she found it empty. What should
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she do? She wished to save her brothers, but 

she had lost the key to the iceberg. The good 

little sister did not pause long, and taking a 

knife, cut off one of her fingers. She put it into 

the door ; and it quickly opened. 

As she entered, a little dwarf came towards 

her, and said: “My child, for whom are you 

looking ?” 

“T am looking for my brothers, the seven 

crows,’ she replied. 

“The seven crows are not at home,” said the 
dwarf, ‘but if you would like to wait for them, 

come in.” 

The dwarf then brought in food for the crows 
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upon seven little plates and in seven little cups, 

all just alike. 

The maiden went to every plate and ate a 

mouthful from each, and drank a swallow from 

each cup. In the last cup she dropped the 

ring that she had brought with her. 
Suddenly she heard a whirring and a flapping 

in the air. ‘‘ The crows are coming,” said the 

dwarf. They flew in and went at once to their 

plates and cups that were waiting them. But 

before they ate or drank, said one after another: 

‘““Who has been eating from my plate? Who 

has been drinking from my cup? I think a 
human being has béen here,” and when the
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seventh one came to the bottom of his cup, the 

ring rolled out. He knew it at once as that 

which belonged to his father and mother, and 

cried : 

“Can it be possible that our sister is here? 

Then are we set free!” 

When the maiden, who was standing behind 

the door listening, heard these words, she step- 

ped out, and immediately the crows received 

their human form. They embraced and kissed 

one another with great joy, and set out imme- 

diately for home. 

IoC RE DACA P., 

ONCE there was a sweet little girl whom 

everybody loved. But her grandmother loved 

her best of all, and was always thinking what 

she could do for the child. One day she made 

her a present of a red velvet cap, and because 

it was so becoming to the little girl, who would 

wear nothing else, she was called by every one 

Little Red-Cap. 
Her mother said to her one day: ‘‘Come, 

Little Red-Cap, here is a piece of cake and a 

bottle of wine that I wish you to take to your 

grandmother. She is ill and weak, and these 

will do her good. Go now, before it becomes 

too warm; walk carefully, and do not run from 

the path or you will fall and break the bot- 

tle, and then grandmother would have no wine. 

When you go into her room, do not forget to 

say ‘Good morning, and do not stare about 
into all the corners.” 

“JT will do everything as you wish,” replied 

Little Red-Cap taking her mother’s hand. 

The grandmother lived out in the woods 

about a half an hour’s walk from the village. 

No sooner had Little Red-Cap entered the 

woods, than she was met by a wolf, but not 

knowing what a wicked animal he was, she was 

not at all frightened. 

“Good day, Little Red-Cap,” he 

“Where are you going so early?” 

“To grandmother's,” she replied. 

“What are you carrying in your basket?” 

he asked. 

‘“‘Cake and wine,” she answered. ‘‘We baked 

yesterday, and grandmother is to have some of 

the good things, that she may become strong 

and well again.” 

said. 
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“Where does your grandmother live, Little 
Red-Cap?” 

‘About a quarter of an hour’s walk farther 

on. The house stands under three great oak 

trees, and has a nut-hedge around it. You 

can easily find it,” said Little Red-Cap. 

The wolf thought to himself: ‘* What a 

tender little creature! She would make a 

dainty morsel — much better than the old 

woman; if ] am cunning, perhaps I can swal- 

low them both.” 

So after they had gone a little way together, 

he spoke again: ‘ Little Red-Cap, see the 

beautiful flowers that are growing all around. 

Why don't you look at them? <And listen! I 

don't believe you hear how sweetly the birds 

are singing. You walk along as if you were 

going to school, and must not stop by the way. 

How beautiful it is out in the woods to-day!” 

Little Red-Cap looked about her, and when 

she saw the sunbeams dancing among the 

leaves and falling on the beautiful flowers, she 
thought: ‘‘ How pleased grandmother would 

be if I should bring her a fresh bouquet! It is 

so early, I can pick one, and then get there in 

good time.” So she ran from the path into the 

woods to look for flowers. Everytime she picked 

one, she would see one still more beautiful a 

little farther on, and thus it happened she wan- 

dered a long way from the path. 

But the wolf went straight to the grand- 

mother’s cottage, and knocked at the door. 

“Who is there?” she called. 

“Little Red-Cap. I have some cake and 

wine for you, open the door,” said the wolf, try- 

ing to speak as gently as possible.
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“Lift the latch,” said the grandmother; “I 
am so weak, I cannot get up.” 

The wolf lifted the latch, opened the door, 
and without saying a word, went to the bed, 
and swallowed the old lady. Then he put on 
her cap, drew the curtains, covered himself up 
in bed, and waited for Little Red-Cap. 

But the little maiden was running about for 
flowers, and not until she had gathered all she 
could carry did she think of her grandmother, 
and start once more for the cottage. When 
she came to the door she was surprised to find 
it open, and on entering the room, everything 
looked so strange she was frightened. But she 
said to herself: ‘‘ Why should I be afraid of 
grandmother when before I have always been 
so glad to come and see her?” 

Then she said : ‘ Good morning,” but received 
no answer. She went to the bed and drew 
back the curtain ; there lay her grandmother, 
as she thought, looking very odd with her cap 
pulled over her face. 

“Oh, grandmother! why are your ears so 
large!” she cried. 

129 

‘GOOD DAY, LITTLE RED-CAP,” HE SAID. 
  

“(WHERE ARE YOU GOING SO EARLY?” 

“That I may hear better,” replied the wolf. 

«« And why are your eyes so big?” 

«So I can see better.” 

‘And what large hands you have, grand- 

mother!” 

‘The better to hold with, my dear.” 

“ But, grandmother, why is your mouth so 

large?” 

“That I may swallow you,” and with one 

leap, the wolf sprang out of the bed, seized 

Little Red Cap, and swallowed her also. 

Now that the wolf had satisfied his hunger, 

he lay down in the bed again, and fell asleep. 

A hunter passed the house, and hearing him 

snoring, thought: ‘‘ How the old woman snores. 

I must see if anything is the matter with her.” 

So he looked in at the window and saw the 

wolf lying on the bed. 

‘What! do I find you here, you old sinner ? 

I have been looking for you a long time.” 

He took aim with his gun, but just then it 

occurred to him that it might be possible for 

him to save the old woman yet. 

So he put down his gun and entered the cot-
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tage, and taking a pair of shears, cut open the 
stomach of the sleeping wolf. He had cut but 
alittle way when he caught a glimpse of the 

red-cap; he cut a little farther, and out jumped 
the maiden, crying: ‘Oh, how frightened I 
was! It was so dark in the wolf’s body!” 

Then the old lady was helped out. She was 

just alive, and could hardly breathe. 

Little Red-Cap then ran quickly, and brought 
some large stones, with which the hunter filled 

the wolfs body. Soon he awoke and tried to 
run away, but the stones were too heavy for 

him, and he sank down and died. 
All three were now very happy: the hunter 

took off the wolf's skin and carried it home; 

the grandmother ate the cake and drank the 
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wine that Little Red-Cap had brought her, and 

was strengthened, while Little Red-Cap thought, 

“T shall never leave the path again, and run 

into the woods, when I have promised my 

mother not to.” 

It is also told that once after this, when Lit- 

tle Red-Cap was going to her grandmother's to 

carry her some roast meat, she met another 

wolf, who tried to get her to leave the path. 

But the maiden was on her guard, and kept 

straight in the road till she came to her grand- 

mother’s cottage. She told her she had met a wolf 

who spoke in a very friendly way to her, but 

had so wicked a look in his eyes, that if she had 

not been on the public highway, she was sure 

he would have eaten her up. 

“Come,” said the grandmother, ‘we will 

fasten the door so he cannot get in.” 

Soon after, the wolf knocked at the door, and 

cried: ‘Open the door, grandmother, I am Lit- 

tle Red-Cap, and I have some roast meat for 

you.” 

But they kept still, and the door was not 

opened. Old Gray Coat crept around the house 

for a while, and then sprang upon the roof to 

wait until Little Red-Cap went home, when he 

would follow her, and if it was dark, he could 

easily seize her and devour her. 

But the grandmother knew what he had in 

mind, and was a match for his cunning. 

Now there stood in front of the cottage a 

large stone trough, and she said to the child: 

“Take a pail, Little Red-Cap, and fill the 

trough with the water in which I cooked sau- 

sages yesterday.” 

Little Red-Cap carried the water from the 

great kettle, and poured it into the trough until 

it was quite full. As the odor of the sausages 

rose to the roof, the wolf began to sniff and 

look around, and finally in his eagerness, he 

stretched his neck so far over the roof, that he 

began to slip. He could not stop himself, 

and slid head first into the trough, and was 

drowned. Then Little Red-Cap set out for 

home in great glee, and no one did her any 

harm.



Pak NCES SM AT EEN 

ONCE upon a time, the son of a mighty king 
wooed and won the daughter of another mighty 
king, who was named Princess Maleen. For 
some reason her father objected to the match, 
and refused to give hisconsent. But the young 
couple loved each other so dearly that they would 
not be separated, and Princess Maleen told her 
father that no one but the prince should ever 
be her husband. This threw her father into a 
great rage, and he ordered a high tower to be 
built, into which not a ray of the sun or the 
moon could penetrate. 

When it was finished, he said to her: ‘“ For 

seven long years you are to sit in that tower, 

then I will come and see if vour stubborn will 
is broken.” 

So food and drink sufficient to last seven 
years were carried to the tower. Then the 

princess and her maid were led in and the door 
sealed, so that they were completely separated 
from everything on earth. There they sat in 
the darkness, not knowing day from night. 

Often the young prince came to the tower and 

called her name, but his voice could not pene- 
trate the thick walls. 

What could they do but moan and lament 

over their sad fate? 

But the time passed somehow, and by the 

decrease in the food and drink, they knew the 

seven years were drawing to a close. Finally 

the day came when the food was all gane, and 

now they thought their freedom was at hand, 

but no sound of a hammer was heard, not a 

stone in the walls was loosened. Had her 
father forgotten her? Now that their food was 
gone, death would soon stare them in the face. 

“We must try to save ourselves,” said Prin- 
cess Maleen. “Let us try to make a hole in 
the wall.” 

She took the bread-knife and began loosen- 
ing the mortar between the stones. She worked 
for a long time, and when she became tired, 
her maid took her place. After working very 
hard, they succeeded in getting out a small 
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stone, then a second and a third, and in three 

days the first ray of light shone upon their 
darkness, and the opening was large enough 
for them to look through. 

The heavens were blue, and the fresh, sweet 

air blew into their faces, but what a mournful 
sight met their eyes. The castle lay in ruins, 

the village was burnt, and the fields as far as 

the eye could reach were laid waste; not a 
human being was in sight. As soon as the 

opening in the wall was large enough, the maid 

sprang through, and then the Princess Maleen. 

But where should they go? The enemy had 

destroyed the entire kingdom, driven away the 

king, and killed or captured the inhabitants. 

They wandered away, seeking some other 

country; but nowhere could they find shelter 

or any one to give them a piece of bread, and 

their hunger finally became so great they were 

obliged toeat thestalks of stinging nettles. After 
long wandering they came at last to another 

land, where at every house they offered their 

services, but no one would take them in or show 

them any pity. Finally they arrived at a large 
town, and went at once to the royal castle. 

Here they were refused work also, till the cook 

hearing of them, said they might come into the 
kitchen and serve as kitchen-maids. 

Now the castle in which they were staying 

belonged to no other than the father of Princess 

Maleen’s lover. But the king had selected 

another bride for his son, who was as ugly in 

face as she was wicked at heart. The wedding- 

day was appointed and the bride had already 

arrived at the castle, as was the custom in those 

days. But she was so ashamed of her hideous 

face, she would let no one see her. She locked 

herself in her room and would allow no one to 

enter, excepting the kitchen-maid who brought 

her meals to her. 

When the wedding-day arrived, she was so 

ashamed of her ugliness that she feared to go 

out upon the street, lest the people should mock 

her and make fun of her.
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So she said to Princess Maleen : ‘I am about 
to confer a great honor upon you. I have hurt 

my foot and cannot walk across the street, so 

you must put on the bridal dress and take my 

place; a greater honor could not have fallen 

to you.” 

But Princess Maleen replied: “I wish no 

honor that does not belong to me.” 

The bride offered her gold, but invain. Then 

she became angry and said: ‘If you do not 

obey me, it shall cost you your life. I have 

only to say the word, and your head lies at my 

feet.” 

So Princess Maleen was compelled to put on 

the bride’s dress and all the jewels and orna- 

ments that belonged to the occasion. When 

she entered the royal apartments, all were as- 

tonished at her great beauty, and the king said 

with pride to his son: 

“This is the bride whom I have chosen for 

you, and you are now to lead to the altar.” 

The bridegroom looked at her and thought: 

‘“‘She resembles the Princess Maleen, and I 

would that it were she, but she was shut up in 

the tower long ago, and is no doubt dead.’ 

Then he took his bride by the hand and led 

her out to the carriage that was waiting to take 

them to the church. On the way they passed 

a stinging-nettle growing by the road, and the 

princess said: - 

** Nettle-bush, O nettle-bush ! 

Sharp and stinging little weed | 

I remember well the time 

When you were a friend indeed.” 

‘*What did you say ?” asked the prince. 
‘‘Nothing,” she replied. ‘I was only think- 

ing of Princess Maleen.” 

He was surprised that she knew her, but said 
nothing. 

As they ascended the church steps, she said 

softly : 

‘*Church steps, break not, I pray ; 

The true bride is home to-day.” 

“ What did you say?” asked the prince. 

“ T was only thinking of the Princess Maleen,” 
she replied. 

“Did you know the Princess Maleen?” h 

asked. 

“No,” she replied ; ‘‘ how should I know her ? 

I have only heard of her.” 

When they reached the church door, she 

spoke again: 

‘“Church-door, break not, I pray ; 

The true bride is home to-day.” 

‘“What did you say?” he asked. 

‘« Alas!” she replied, “I was only thinking of 

the Princess Maleen.” 

He drew a costlv chain from his pocket, 

clasped it around her neck, and then they 

passed into the church and up to the altar, 

where they were married in due form. 

On the way back, the bride spoke not a word, 

and on reaching the castle, she hastened to the 

bride’s chamber, laid aside the bridal finery, 

excepting the golden chain the bridegroom had 

given her, and returned to the kitchen. 

The true bride did not appear until evening, 

and then she wore a veil over her face so tie 

prince could not distinguish her features. When 

all the guests were gone, he asked her what 

she had said to the nettle-bush that grew by 

the roadside. 

‘To what nettle-bush ? 

a nettle-bush,” she said in surprise. 

“If you did not, then you are not my bride,” 

he said. 

She suddenly excused herself. and said she 

must speak to her maid. She sought her and 

asked what she had said to the nettle-bush. 

‘‘T said nothing excepting, 

I did not speak to 

‘ Nettle-bush, O nettle-bush ! 

Sharp and stinging little weed ! 

I remember well the time 

When you were a friend indeed.’ ” 

The bride ran back to the prince and said: 

“Now [know what I said to the nettle-bush,” 

and she repeated the words. 

“But what did you say to the church steps 

as we passed over them?” he asked. 

‘The church steps!” she exclaimed, ‘I did 

not speak to the church steps.” 

‘Then you are not my bride,” he said.
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Again she hastened to the kitchen-maid. 

“Girl, what did you say to the church steps ?” 

she asked. 
“ Nothing only, 

‘Church steps, break not, I pray; 

The true bride is home to-day,’” 

“That will cost you your life,” cried the bride, 

but she hastened back to the prince and said: 

“Now I have recalled what I said to the church 

steps,” and she repeated the words. 

“And what did you say to the church door?’ 

“The church door! I said nothing to the 

church door,” and again she had to go and 

speak to her maid. 

“What did you say to the church door?” 

asked in great fear. 

Princess Maleen replied: ‘‘ Nothing only, 

‘ Church door, break not, I pray 

The true bride is home to-day.’ 

she 

“ Your neck shall be broken for saying that,” 
she said in a great rage, but hastening back to 

the prince, she repeated the words to him. 

“But where have you left the chain that I 

gave you at the church door?” 
“What chain? You gave me no chain.” 

“JT hung it around your neck myself, and if 

you know nothing about it, you are not the true 

bride,” said the prince. 

He pulled the veil from her face, and when 

he saw her ugliness, started back in fright. 

‘Where did you come from ? Who are you?” 

Ae exclaimed. 

‘‘Iam your betrothed bride,” she said, ‘but 

I was afraid the people would mock me if I ap- 
peared in the streets, and so I asked the pretty 
kitchen maid to go in my place to the church.” 

“Where is the kitchen-maid? I wish to see 
her; go and bring her here,” he said sternly. 

She went out and told the servants that the 
kitchen-maid was an imposter, and that she 
was to be taken into the court-yard at once and 

her head cut off. The servants seized the girl 
and would have dragged her out, but the prince 

heard her cries, and recognizing the voice ran 

in haste to her assistance. He quickly ordered 
her to be set free, and when lights were brought, 

the first thing that caught his eye was the gold 

chain sparkling on her neck. 
“You are the bride that I led to the altar,” 

he said, ‘‘come with me.” 

When they were alone, he said: ‘‘On the 

way to church you spoke of Princess Maleen 

who was once my promised bride. If it had 

been possible, I should have thought she stood 

before me, you look so much like her.” 

‘‘T am the Princess Maleen,” she replied. ‘1 

sat in darkness for seven years, and after my 

escape suffered hunger and thirst, and sorrow 

and poverty, for a long time, but at last the sun 

shines again. We were married to-day in the 

church, and I am your lawful wife.” 

And so the long separated lovers were united 

at last, and the ugly bride who had been ashamed 

to show her face by day, was taken away, ana 

possibly the old black tower knows more of her 

history than we do. 

  

THE TOWN MUSICIANS OF BREMEN. 

A MAN once owned a donkey, that for many 

Jong years had faithfully carried the bags to 

the mill. But now his strength was failing 

him, and he was no longer fit for work. His 
master was already reckoning on how much he 

could get for his skin, when the donkey, perceiv- 

ing that no good wind was blowing, ran away 
from his old home, and set out on the road to 

Bremen. ‘ There,” thought he, “I can earn 
my living as a town musician.” 
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He had gone but a little way, when he saw a 

hound lying by the road, gasping as if he were 

tired from long running. 

“Well, comrade, what are you panting so 

for?” asked the donkey. 

“Alas!” replied the hound, ‘ because I am 

old and feeble and can go no more to the hunt, 

my master wished to kill me, so I have run 

away; but how am I to earn my bread?” 

“Would you really like to know?” asked the
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_ donkey. ‘Iam on my way to Bremen to be a 

town musician. Youcan go with me and earn 
your living by music also. I will play the lute 
and you can beat the kettle drum.” 

The hound was willing to do this, and they 
went on together. Before long they came toa 

cat sitting in the grass by the road, with a 

face as long and dismal as three days of rainy 

weather. 

‘* What has crossed you, old whiskers ?” asked 

the donkey. 

‘How can one be cheerful when he has 
nearly lost his life?” said the cat. ‘ Because I 

am old and my teeth are worn out, I would 

rather sit by the fire and purr than go out and 

hunt mice. For this reason my mistress tried 

to drown me, but I escaped and ran away. 

Now I should like some good advice. What 
am I to do?” 

“Go with us to Bremen,” replied the donkey. 
“You understand serenading, and can easily 

become a town musician.” 

The cat thought the plan a good one, and 

the three set out together. As the runaways 
were passing a farm-yard, they saw a cock sit- 
ting on the gate crowing with all his might. 

“Your crow pierces to the bone and mar- 

row,” said the donkey. ‘‘Why do you make 

so much noise ?” 
“ This is the way I prophesy fine weather ; 

but the people are not at all grateful. To- 
morrow they expect company, and I heard the 
housekeeper tell the cook she wanted me for 

soup, and that she must cut off my head this 
evening, so 1 am going to crow at the top of 

my voice as long as I can.” 

“ Very well, red-head, but wouldn’t you 

rather go with us to Bremen? You will at 

least find something better than death there. 

You have a good voice, and when we perform 
together, it will surely find a place.” 

The cock was pleased at this, and soon the 
four were on the way to Bremen. 

But they could not reach Bremen in one day, 
and were obliged to pass the night in a woods. 

The donkey and the hound lay down under a 
large tree, while the cat and the cock seated 
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themselves in the branches, the cock flying to 
the highest point, where he thought himself 

the safest. Before going to sleep, he looked 

around him once more, and there in the dis- 

tance thought he saw a dim light burning. He 

called to his companions, telling them there 

must be a house not very far off, as he saw a 

light. 

“Then we must get up and go there,” said 

the donkey ; ‘these are not very comfortable 

quarters.” 

The hound, thinking of the bone or two he 

might be able to find there, was pleased with 

the idea, so they all roused themselves, and 

went towards the light. It grew larger and 

brighter as they approached it, till finally they 

saw it came from a robbers’ house that was 

brightly lighted. As the donkey was the 

tallest he went up to it, and looked in at the 
window. 

“What do you see, old gray coat?” asked 

the cock. 

“What do I see?” replied the donkey. ‘I 

see a table covered with beautiful things to eat 

and drink, and robbers sitting around it, enjoy- 
ing themselves.” 

“If we could only have some of those good 

things,” said the cock. 

“Yes, yes,” said the donkey, ‘‘if we were 

only in there.” 

Then the animals consulted together what 

they had better do in order to drive out the 

robbers. At last they fixed upon a plan. The 

donkey was to place his fore-feet upon the win- 

dow-sill, the hound was to spring upon the 

donkey's back, the cat upon the dog, and lastly, 

the cock was to perch on the cat’s head. When 

they were so placed, a signal was given, and 

they all began to perform their music together : 

the donkey brayed, the hound barked, the cat 

mewed, and the cock Then they 

sprang through the window into the room, 

shivering the glass and causing it to fly in all 

directions. The robbers, hearing the strange 

cry, sprang up in great fright ; and believing a 

ghost had appeared, fled into the woods. Then 

the four companions sat down to the table, and 

crowed.
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took with the greatest satisfaction what was 
left, eating as if they had not tasted a morsel in 
a month. 
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When they had finished they put out the 
lights and sought a resting place, each accord- 

ing to his nature and habits. The donkey lay 
down upon some straw in the yard, the hound 
behind the door, the cat upon the hearth by 
the warm ashes, and the cock flew up on a 
beam which ran across one end of the room, 

and as they were all very tired, they were soon 

fast asleep. 

It was past midnight when the robbers saw 

from a distance that the lights were out and 

that every thing was quiet. 
So the captain said to his men: ‘“‘ We should 

not have been so easily frightened out of our 
wits,” and he ordered one of them to go and 

search the house. 
The robber, finding everything quiet, went 

into the kitchen to get a light. Seeing the 
cat’s eyes shining,in the darkness, he thought 

they were live coals, and stooped over to light 

a match by them. But the cat did not under- 

stand the joke, and flew at his face, spitting and 

scratching, which so frightened him that he ran 

out at the back door. But before he could get 

out, the dog sprang up and bit him on the ieg, 
and as he passed the pile of straw in the yard 

the donkey reached out and gave him a power- 
ful kick with his hind foot. The cock, who had ~ 

been roused by all this stir, felt very lively, and 
crowed with all his might, ‘‘ Cock-a-doodle- 

doo!” 
The lamed robber ran back to his captain as 

fast as he could, and said: ‘“‘ A hideous witch 

sits inthe house. She spit at me, and scratched 

me in the face with her long fingers; and a man 
stood by the door and ran a sharp knife into 

my leg; and out in the yard lay a black creat- 

ure that struck me with a wooden club; while 

above on the roof sat the judge, who cried: 

‘Bring me the rogue,’ and I got away as fast 

as I could.” 

From this time, the robbers would not ven- 

ture into the house, and as the Bremen musi- 

cians were well pleased with it, they decided 
that they would not leave it, but would stay 

and make their home there.



THE MitLER BOY 

THERE was once an old miller who lived ina 
mill. He had neither wife nor children, only 

three boys who worked for him. When they 

had been with him several years, he said to 

them one day: “lam getting old, and should 
like to sit in the corner behind the stove. Go 

out into the world, and each of you bring me 

a horse. To the one that brings the best, I 

will give the mill, and he shall serve me all 
my life.” 

One of the three boys was quite small, and 

the other two thought him silly. They were 

determined he should not get the mill, but the 

poor boy did not even wish for it. 

They all set out together, however, but when 

they came to a village, the two said: ‘You 

might as well stay here, silly Hans; you would 

not find a horse, if you should try all your life.” 

But Hans went on with them, and when night 

came, they all crept into a cave and lay down 

and went to sleep. But the two wise ones were 
only making believe. When they were sure 

that Hans was asleep, they softly rose, crept 
out of the cave, and ran away as fast as they 

could, thinking they had succeeded finely in 

getting rid of their silly companion. 

When the sun rose, Hans awoke and found 

himself alone in the cave. ‘“ Alas! where am 

I?” he cried. He got up, crawled out into the 

open air, and walked away to the woods. 

“Tam all alone now,” he thought; ‘how can 

I ever find a horse?” 

As he went through the woods, he met a little 

spotted kitten. ‘Hans, what are you doing 
here ?” she asked. 

“ Alas! you cannot help me,” he said. 

“T know very well what you want,” she said. 

‘You would like a beautiful horse. Come and 

be my faithful servant for seven years, and I 

will give you a horse more beautiful than any 

you have ever seen.” 

“This is a wonderful cat,’ thought Hans, 

“but I believe I will see if she has told me the 

truth.” He went with her to her little castle, 
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whose household was made up entirely of kit- 
tens. They ran up and down the steps and 

frisked about right merrily. 
had them play three kinds of music for her, the 

bass-viol, the violin, and the trumpet. 

After they had eaten their supper, the table 

was moved out, and the cat said: ‘‘ Come, Hans, 

dance with me.” 

“Oh! no,” said Hans, ‘I have never danced 

with a pussy cat, and do not know how.” 
“Then take him to his bed,” she said to her 

kittens. 

So one lighted him to his sleeping-room, then 
another took off his shoes and stockings, and 
helped him undress, and finally they blew out 
the light and scampered away. 

In the morning they were on hand again to 
help him. 

tied his garters and put on his shoes, a third 
washed his face, while a fourth dried it with her 

tail. But all day long Hans had to cut wood 
into little pieces for the cat. For this purpose 
he had an axe, a wedge, and a saw of silver, 
while the mallet was of copper. So he remained 
here a long time chopping little sticks of wood, 
and seeing no one but the spotted kitten and 
her companions. 

One day she gave him a silver scythe and a 
gold whetstone, and said: ‘‘Go and mow the 
meadow, and spread out the grass to dry.” 

Hans didas she told him, and in a little while 

returned bringing all the hay, the scythe, and 
the whetstone in his arms. Then he asked if 
it was not time for him to receive his reward. 

“No,” she replied, ‘‘there is one thing more 
I want you to do. Here are materials, a car- 
penter’s axe, square, and all the necessary tools, 
all of silver. Take them and build mea little 
house.” 

At evening she 

One put on his stockings, another 

Hans went to work, and in a short time, the 
little house was ready, but still he did not re- 
ceive the horse. The seven years had passed 
so quickly, it did not seem like half that time. 

Finally the kitten asked him if he would like
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to see his horse. ‘‘ Oh, yes!” said Hans. She 

opened the door of the little house, and there 
stood twelve horses, very sleek and shining and 

very proud. She fed and watered them, then 
said to him: ‘“‘ You may go home now, but you 

cannot take your horse with you. In three days 

I will come and bring it to you.” 
So Hans got ready, and she showed him the 

way to the mill. As he had had no new clothes 
during the seven years, he had to wear the old 
ones which were allin rags and much too small 
for him. When he reached home, the other 

two were there already with their horses, but 

one was blind and the other lame. 
‘Where is your horse, Hans?” they asked. 

‘It will be here soon,” he replied. 
At this they laughed, and cried: 
“Oh, you silly Hans! when your horse ar- 

rives, it will be a fine one.” 

He went into the mill, but he was so ragged 

and shabby looking, the miller would not let 

him come to the table. ‘I should be ashamed 
if any one came in and saw you,” he said. 

They gave him a little food to eat outside, 

and when evening came, they would not let 

him sleep in a bed, but made him creep into the 

goose-house and lie on some hard straw. 

The next morning, the three days were up, 

and before Hans was out, there came a splendid 

coach drawn by six horses, to the mill, and with 

the coach came a servant riding another horse, 

which was for the poor miller-boy. A beautiful 

princess descended from the coach and went 
into the mill. She was no other than the little 
spotted kitten, whom Hans had served for seven 
years. She asked for the youngest miller-boy. 
“We could not have him in the mill,” said 

the miller; ‘“he was so ragged, we made him 
sleep in the goose-house.” 

“ Bring him to me at once,” said the princess. 
The poor youth was brought holding his rags 

together. Then a servant took him, washed him, 
and dressed him in royal clothing, and when he 
appeared again, no king could have looked 
finer. Then the princess asked to see the horses 
the other two servants had brought. The lame 
and the blind one were led around, and at the 

same time the princess ordered her servant to 
bring the one he had ridden. When the miller 
saw this one, he said so fine a horse had never 

entered his yard before. 

“That is for your youngest apprentice,” said 
the princess. 

‘Then the mill is his,” said the miller. 

“No,” said the princess, “the horse is yours 
and the mill also,” and taking Hans by the 

hand, she led him to the coach, which they 
entered, and then drove away. 

They drove first to the little house which he 
had built, but it had been changed into a large 
palace, glittering with gold and silver. In this 
the miller-boy and the princess were married, 
and they were so rich they never wanted any- 
thing all their lives. 

’ 

  

THE BEAR AND THE WREN. 

ONE day in summer as the bear and the wolf 
were taking a walk in the woods, they heard a 

beautiful song from a bird. 
‘‘ What bird is that that sings so beautifully?” 

asked the bear. 
‘That is the king of birds, and we must pay 

him great respect,” said the wolf. It was not 
the king of birds, however, but only a little 
wren, that is called in German a name that 

means hedge-king. 
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“Tf that is the case,” said the bear, “‘I should 

like to see the royal palace. Come and show 

me where it is.” 

“Tt is not what you think it is,” said the wolf, 

‘‘but you must wait now till the queen comes.” 

Soon the queen came home with food in her 

mouth, and she and the king fed the little ones. 

The bear was very anxious to go and see them, 

but the wolf held him back, saying he must wait 

until the king and queen were away. He allowed
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himself to be led away, but not without noticing 
first the hiding place of the nest. There was 
no rest for the bear; he must see the royal 

palace, and in a little while he went back to 

find it. The king and queen were away; he 
found the nest, and peeped into it. 

“Ts this the royal palace?” hecried. “A 
fine palace! And you a king’s children! such 
miserable little creatures !” 

When the young wrens heard this, they were 
angry, and screamed: ‘‘ No, we are not miserable 

creatures; our parents are honorable people. 

Bear, you will get your pay for this.” 
The bear and the wolf were frightened at 

these words, and crept into their dens. 

The young wrens continued to scream and 
cry until their parents came home bringing them 
food. 

“We will not touch so much as a fly’s leg,” 

they said; ‘‘we will starve first, until you tell 

us whether we are respectable children or not. 

The bear has been here, and insulted us by 
saying we were not.” 

“Be quiet,” said the king, ‘we will make 
that all right,” and he and the queen flew away 
immediately to the bear’s den. 

“Old Bruin,” he called, “why have you in- 
sulted my children? You shall suffer for it. 
The quarrel shall be settled by a bloody war.” 

Then the bear prepared for war, and called 
together all the four-footed animals, the ox, 
the ass, the cow, the deer, and all the others 

found on earth. The wren also invited all the 
birds of the airto help him, both large and 
small, also the bees, hornets, gnats, and flies. 
When the time came for the battle to be 

fought, the wren sent out spies to learn who was 
the commander-in-chief of the enemy’s forces. 

As the gnats were the most cunning of all, they 
were chosen, and went to the woods where the 

animals were to meet. They alighted on the 
leaves of the trees, under which the council 

was held. 

The bear stood up, and calling the fox before 
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him, said: ‘“ You are the most crafty of all the 

animals; you shall be our general, and lead us 

to battle.” 

“ Very well,” said the fox, ‘but what signals 

shall we agree upon?” No one knew. 

Then the fox said: ‘I have a long, bushy 

tail that looks like a red plume. When I hold 

this high in the air, it will mean we are winning, 

and you must march forward; but if I let it 

droop, run away as fast as you can.” 

The gnats heard all that was said, and flew 

away and told the wren-king every word. 

When the day came on which the battle was 

to be fought, all the four-footed animals rushed 

to the field with such a noise that the earth 

trembled. The wren came with his army scream- . 

ing and swarming through the air. It was a 

sight to make one turn pale. The wren divided 

his army into two parts, but the hornets he sent 

to sting the fox’s tail. At the first sting, the 
fox bore it bravely, drew up his hind-leg, and 

kept his tail-high in the air, but at the second 

sting, he was obliged to drop it an instant; at 

the third one, he could endure it no longer, but 

drew his tail between his legs, and thus gave 

the signal for defeat. The animals began to run, 

and never stopped till they reached their homes. 

So the birds won the battle. 
The king and queen flew home and said to 

their children: “Be happy, eat and drink to 

your heart’s content ; we have won the battle.” 

But the young wrens were not satisfied, and 

said: ‘We will not eat or drink till the bear 

comes to us and asks our pardon for calling us 
miserable creatures.” 

The wren-king flew to the bear's den, and 
said: ‘“‘ Bruin, you must come to our nest, and 

beg our children’s pardon for insulting them. 

If you refuse, every rib in your body shall be 

broken.” 

The bear crawled out, very much frightened, 

and begged pardon of the youngsters, who were 

then very happy, and ate and drank iad had a 

merry time until far into the night.
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ONCE a little son was born to a poor woman, 
concerning whom it was prophesied that in his 
fourteenth year he should marry the king’s 
daughter. Soon after, it happened that the king 
of the country visited the little village. Noone 
knew he was the king, for he was in disguise, 
and when he asked for the news, they told him 
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of the child that had been born lately, who, it 

was said, would marry the king’s daughter when 

he was fourteen years old. 

The king, who had a wicked heart, was an- 

gered when he heard this. But he went to the 

parents in a very friendly manner, and said: 

‘Vou are poor people; let me have your child; 

I will care for it.” At first the parents hesitated, 

but when the strange man offered them a large 
sum of gold, they thought: “It is a child of 

fortune, and everything will go well with it,” so 

they consented, and gave their child away. 

The king put it into a box, and rode away 

- with it until he came to deep 

water, into which he threw the 

box, saying to himself: ‘‘ There, 

I have saved my daughter from 

that unwelcome suitor.” 

The box, however, did not 

sink, but floated on the water 

like a boat, and 

not a drop got 

inside. It floated 

along down the 

stream until it 

was within two 
miles of the cap- 
ital of the king- 

: dom. Here it 
was stopped by a mill-dam. 
Fortunately the miller’s boy saw 
it, and with a large hook drew 

it out, hoping he had found 
some great treasure. What was 
his surprise on opening the box, 
to see lying within a beautiful 

boy, alive and well. He took the 

child to the miller and his wife, 

and as they had no children of 
their own, they were greatly 

pleased, saying: ‘‘God has sent 

it to us.” So the little foundling 
was well cared for, and grew up 
clever and good.
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One day when the king was out, a thunder- 

storm came up, and he took shelter in the mill. 

The king, seeing the boy, asked the miller if 
that tall youth were his son. 

“No,” answered the miller, ‘‘he is a found- 

ling. Fourteen years ago he floated to the dam 

in a box, and one of our men drew him from 

the water and brought him to us.” 

.The king knew at once he was no other than 

the child whom he had thrown into the water, 

and he said: ‘‘ Good people, will you allow the 

boy to carry a note to the queen? I will give 

him two gold pieces for his trouble.” 

“As your majesty commands,” replied the 

miller, and he told the boy to get ready for the 

errand. 

The king wrote these words to the queen: 

“As soon as this youth reaches you with this 

letter, have him killed and buried at once. This 

must be done before I return.” 

The boy set out for the palace, but lost his 

way, and when evening came, he was in a large 
woods. In the darkness, he saw a dim light, 
and going towards it, found a little cottage. He 
entered, and there sitting before the fire entirely 
alone, was an old woman. When she saw the 

boy, she was greatly frightened, and cried: 
‘Where did you come from, and where are 

you going?” 

‘IT came from the mill,” was the reply, ‘‘and 

Iam on my way to the queen, for whom I have 
a letter. But I lost my way in the woods, and 

would like to pass the night here.” 

‘You poor boy,” said the woman, “you have 
strayed into a robbers’ den, and when they 

come home, they will kill you.” 
“T don’t care who comes,” said the boy, “I 

am not afraid, and am so tired, I cannot go any 

further.” So saying, he stretched himself on a 
bench and fell asleep. 

Soon the robbers returned, and asked in a 

rage what strange boy was lying there. 
“He is an innocent boy,” said the woman, 

‘““who lost his way in the woods, and I took 
pity on him, and let him stay here. He is 
carrying a letter to the queen.” 

The robbers broke open the letter and read 
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how the youth was to die as soon as he arrived 

with the letter. The robbers’ hearts were 

touched, and the leader tore the letter into 

pieces, and wrote another, saying to the queen 

that as soon as the youth arrived, he was to 

marry the king's daughter. 

They let him sleep quietly until morning, 

and then when he awoke, they gave him the 

letter, and showed him the right road to the 

palace. 

When the queen read the letter, she imme- 

diately gave orders for a splendid wedding, and 

the child of fortune and the king’s daughter 

were married as had been prophesied. The 
young princess was well pleased with her hus- 

band, who was young and beautiful and good. 

But after a while the king came home, and 

he saw the prophesy had been fulfilled, that the 

child of fortune had wedded his daughter. 

“ How did this happen?” he asked the queen. 

“‘T sent you an entirely different order.” 

The queen handed him the letter, telling him 

he could read for himself. The king read it, 

and saw that his letter had been exchanged for 

another. He called the youth and asked him 

what had happened to the letter he gave him, 

and why he had brought another in its place. 
“JT know nothing about it,” was the reply. 

“Tt must have been exchanged when I was 

sleeping in the woods.” 

Full of rage the king cried: ‘‘ No one shall 

win my daughter soeasily. Not until you bring 

me three golden hairs from the giant of the 

Black Forest, can you have my daughter.” 

The child of fortune replied: ‘I will bring 

you the three golden hairs. I am not afraid of 

the giant of the Black Forest.” And he de- 

parted at once, and set out upon his travels. 

The road led him by a large town, where the 
watchman at the gate asked him what trade he 

followed, and how much he knew. 

“Tknow everything,” answered the child of 

fortune. 

“Then you will do us a kindness by telling 

us why the fountain in our market place, out of 

which wine used to flow, is now dry, and does 

not even give us water,” said the watchman.
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“That you shall know,” replied the youth, 
‘only wait until I return.” 

He went on, and soon he came to the gate of 

another city. Again the watchman asked him 

his trade and how much he knew. 

‘‘T know everything,” was the reply. 

“Then you will do us a kindness if you will 

tell us why a tree in our town that formerly 

bore golden apples, does not now have even 

leaves.” 

“That you shall know, only wait until I come 

back,” answered the youth. 

He continued his journey, till finally he 

reached a large body of water. The ferryman 

asked him the same questions as the watchman, 

and again the youth replied he knew everything. 

‘“Then,” said the ferryman, ‘‘ you willdo me 

a great kindness if you will tell me why I must 
always go back and forth over this water, and 

never be set free.” 

“T will surely tell you why, only wait until I 

come back,” said the youth. 

He reached the other side of the water, and 

saw before him the entrance to the cave in which 

the giant lived. It looked black and smoky, 

but he entered. The giant was not at home, 

but his old grandmother sat there in a large 

arm-chair. 

‘What do you want?” she asked, and he saw 

that she did not look so very wicked. 

“T must have three golden hairs from the 

giant’s head,” he answered, “or else I cannot 

claim my bride.” 

“That is asking a great deal,” said the old 

woman. ‘If the giant comes home and finds 
you here, he will probably devour you. But I 
feel sorry for you, and will see if I can help 
you.” So saying, she turned him into an ant, 

and told him tocreep into the folds of her cloak. 
“This is very comfortable indeed,” he said; 

“but I would like to know three things: Why 
a fountain that once flowed with wine is now 
dry? whya tree that once bore golden apples 
does not now even bear leaves? and why a 
ferryman must ever go back and forth and never 
have his freedom?” 

“Those are difficult questions,” said the wo- 
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man, “but be quiet and listen carefully to what 
the giant says when I pull out the three golden 
hairs.” 

At evening the giant came home. He had 
scarcely entered, when he perceived the air was 
not pure. 

“TI smell the flesh of a human being,” he said. 
“Everything is not right here,” and he looked 
around in all the corners, but could not find 

anything. 

His grandmother scolded loudly: ‘I have 
just swept and put everything in order, and now 
you upset everything,and make me do the work 
all over again. Youare always smelling human 
flesh. Sit down and eat your supper.” 
When he had eaten and drank, he laid his 

head in his grandmother’s lap, and told her to 
stroke it a bit.. It was not long before he was 
asleep, and snoring. Then the old woman 
seized one of his golden hairs, pulled it out, and 

laid it near her. 

“Oh!” cried the giant, “what did you do 
that for ?” : = 

“T had a bad dream,” answered his grand- 

mother, ‘‘and it made me seize your hair.” 

‘“ What did you dream about ?” asked the giant. 

“TJ dreamed of a fountain in a market-place 
that once flowed with wine, but now is dry. 

What is the cause of it?” she asked. 
“ Heigh! if you would like to know I can tell 

A frog sits under a stone in the fountain. 
” 

you. 
If he could be killed, the wine would again flow. 

The grandmother again stroked his head until 

he fell asleep, and snored so loudly the windows 

shook. Then she jerked out another hair. 

“ Halloa!” what are you doing?” he ex- 

claimed angrily. 

“Do not be angry with me; I did it in a 
dream,” she said. 

‘“What did you dream this time?” he asked. 

“TI dreamed of a fruit tree that once bore 

golden apples, but now has not even leaves. 

Why is this so?” 

“T can easily explain this also. Ifthe mouse 
that is gnawing at the roots could be killed, the 
tree would again bear golden apples; but if the 

mouse is allowed to live much longer, the tree
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THE GIANT AND HIS GRANDMOTHER. 

will be entirely dead. But leave me alone in 

your dreams; if you disturb me again, you will 

get a box on the ears.” 

The old woman spoke kindly to him, and 
stroked his hair until he fell asleep. She now 

seized a third golden hair, and pulled it out. 

The giant sprang into the air, crying loudly, 
and threatened to do her harm, but his grand- 

mother quieted him once more, and said: 

‘‘ How can one help having bad dreams?” 
The giant was curious again, and wanted to 

know what she had dreamed. 
“TI dreamed this time of a ferryman, who 

complains because he must ever go back and 
forth over the water and never have his free- 
dom? Why is this?” 
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‘The dunderhead,” answered the giant, ‘when 

one comes to him, and wishes to be ferried over, 

he must give the oar into his hand, then that 

person will have to remain, and the ferryman 
will be free.” 
Now as the grandmother had the three 

golden hairs, and the three questions were 
answered, she let the giant rest in peace, and 

he slept until daybreak. 

When the giant had gone away again, the 
old woman took the ant from the folds of her 
cloak, and gave the child of fortune his proper 

form. 
‘Here are the three golden hairs,” she said, 

and you heard for yourself how the giant an- 

swered your three questions.”
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“Ves,” he replied, “I heard him, and I will 

not forget what he said.” 

“ Now that you have received the help you 

wanted, you may return.” So he thanked the 

old woman for her kindness, and left the cave 

feeling very happy that everything had gone 

so well with him. 

When he came to the water again, the ferry- 

man demanded the answer he had promised him. 

“Take me across first,” said the youth, “and 

I will tell you how you can be set free.” 

When they reached the opposite shore, he 

gave him the giant’s answer: ‘‘ When one comes 

to be taken over the water, thrust the oar into 

his hand, and he will have to remain, and you 

will be free to go.” 

On reaching the city where the unfruitful tree 

grew, the watchman asked for the promised 

answer. 
“ Kill the mouse that is gnawing at the roots, 

and the tree will bear golden apples again.” 

The watchman thanked him, and gave him 

two. asses laden with gold, that were obliged to 

follow him. Lastly, he came to the city whose 

fountain was dry, and he told the watchman 

who was waiting for him, that a toad sitting 

under a stone in the fountain was the cause of 
the trouble. This must be found and killed, and 

wine would again flow. The watchman thanked 

him for his information, and he also gave him 

Ter ceSa NoGI 

ONCE upon a time a country was greatly 
troubled with a wild boar. It wallowed in the 
farmers’ fields, spoilt the crops, killed the cattle, 
and even tore men to pieces with its tusks. 
The king offered a large reward to the one who 
would free the country of this plague. But the 
animal was so large and strong no one dared 
go near the woods in which it lived. Finally 
the king proclaimed that whoever should kill 
or capture the wild boar should have his only 
daughter in marriage. 
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~ undertake the adventure. 

two asses laden with gold, to accompany the 
others. 

At length the child of fortune reached home, 
and his wife rejoiced greatly to see him again, 
and to hear how well he had succeeded. He 
took the three golden hairs to the king, who, 
when he saw them and the four asses laden 
with gold, was greatly pleased, and said: ‘‘ You 
have done all I asked, and now you may have 

my daughter. But dear son-in-law, tell me 
where you found so much gold. It is a valuable 
treasure.” 

“TI was taken over a river,” he replied, ‘‘and 

brought it from the shore, where it was lying 
instead of sand.” 

“Could I get some from there?” eagerly 
asked the king. 

“ As much as you would like,” was the reply. 

‘A ferryman will be waiting to take you across, 

and you can easily fill your sack.” 
The greedy king set out in great haste. When 

he came to the river, he beckoned to the ferry- 
man to come and take him over. ° The man 

allowed him to get into the boat, and rowed 
him to the opposite side. Then thrusting an 

oar into the king’s hand, he sprang out, and 
went away leaving the king to row back and 

forth as a punishment for his sins. 
Is he rowing still? Probably, unless some 

one has taken the oar away from him. 

NG BONE. 

Now there were two brothers living in the. 

country, sons of a poor man, who wished. to 

The elder was cun- 

ning and wise, and offered himself out of pride, 

but the younger one, who was innocent and 

simple, did so from kindness of heart. That 

they might the sooner find the boar, the king 

advised the brothers to enter the forest from 

opposite sides, the elder to go in the evening, 

and the younger, in the morning. 

The younger had gone but a short distance,
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when he was met by alittle dwarf. He held a black spear 

in his hand, and said: ‘‘ Because you are so good and 

innocent, I will give you this spear. With it you can 

boldly meet the wild boar, for it will not be able to harm 

you however fiercely it may attack you.” 

He thanked the dwarf, took the spear upon his shoulder, 

and went on without fear in search of the boar. 

It was not 

long before 

he saw the 

animal run- 

ning wildly 

toward him. 

He held out the spear, and, blinded with rage, the 

boar rushed upon it with such force that it pierced 

through his heart, and he fell dead. The youth then 

lifted the monster upon his shoulder, and set 

out for home. 

But as he came to the other side of the 

woods, there stood at the entrance a house, 

where the people were having a merry time 

drinking and dancing. His brother had stopped a 

here, thinking he too would raise his spirits G 

with a little wine. Seeing his brother i 

as he came out of the woods, laden ae 

with his booty, his wicked heart was “S$? é 

filled with envy, and he called to him: 

        

   
   

                      

   

      ce se AT THE FIRST BLAST ON THE HORN, THE BONE BEGAN TO SING OF ITSELF.”
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““Come in, dear brother, and rest yourself, and 

drink a glass of wine.” 

So the youth, not suspecting anything wrong, 

went in with his brother, and told him all about 

the little dwarf, and the spear that had been 

given him, with which he killed the boar. His 
brother kept him there until evening, and then 
they went away together. 

a bridge that led over a stream, and the elder 
one let his young brother pass first.. On reach- 

ing the middle of the bridge, he struck him a 
blow so powerful that it killed him instantly. 

The wicked man buried him in the sand under 

the bridge, and lifting the boar on his own 

shoulder, brought it to the king, pretending 

that he had killed it, and should therefore receive 

the promised reward. As his brother did not 

return, he said the wild boar had probably torn 

him to pieces, and every one believed him. 
But nothing is hidden with God, and this 

black deed would also be brought to light. 
Many years after, as a shepherd was driving 

his flock over the bridge, he saw a little snow- 

white bone lying in the sand under the bridge. 

He thought it would make a good mouth-piece 

for his horn, so he went down under the bridge, 

Soon they came to ~ 

got the bone, and with his knife made it into a 

mouth-piece. But at the first blast on the horn, 
to his great astonishment, the bone began to 
sing of itself: 

‘* Blow, blow, shepherd blow! 
I was slain Iong years ago. 
Now I wish to sing my song, 
Tell the story of my wrong, 
How my brother took my life, 
Stole the boar, and won his wife, 

Hid me in the grave below, 
Blow, blow, shepherd blow 1 

“What a wonderful horn this is!” said the 
shepherd. It sings of itself. I must take it to 
the king, and let him hear it.” 

He no sooner came before the king, than the 
horn began to sing the same little song. The 
king understood what it meant, and had the 

earth dug up under the bridge immediately, and 
the whole skeleton of the murdered man was 

found. The wicked brother could no longer 

deny the deed, and he was sewed in a sack, and 

thrown into the river, while the bones of his 

innocent brother were laid to rest in a beautiful 

grave in the church-yard. 

SIX WONDERFUL TRAVELLERS. 

THERE once lived a man who was very clever 
and understood many trades. He had served 

in the war as a brave and faithful soldier, but 

when the war was over, he was discharged with 
a mere pittance for his reward. 

“Wait,” he said, ‘‘Iam not pleased with this, 

and if I can find the right people to help me, 
the king will yet give me all the treasures of 
his kingdom.” 

Full of rage he walked along, and as he 
entered a forest he saw a man tearing up trees 
as if they were corn-stalks. This was the kind 
of man he wanted, so he said: ‘Will you be 
my servant, and travel with me?” 

“Yes,” said the man, “but before I go I 

should like to take these fagots home,” and 
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taking up one of the trees he bound it around 
the others, and lifting the bundle on his shoul- 

der, carried it away. Soon he returned, and the 
two set out together. 

They had gone a short distance when they 

came to a hunter, who was down on one knee 

pointing his gun at some object. 

“What are you trying to shoot?” asked the 

soldier. 

“Two miles from here, there is a fly sitting 

on a branch of an oak tree ; I am going to shoot 

out its left eye,” replied the hunter. 

“Oh! go with me,” exclaimed the soldier ; 

“if we three can travel together, we will make 

our way through the world finely.” 

The hunter was ready, and went with them.
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As they travelled along they came to seven 
wind-mills whose sails were turning rapidly, 

although there was not wind enough to stir a 

leaf. 

“T cannot imagine what turns the wind-mills ; 

there is not a breath of air,” said the soldier to 

his servants. But when they had gone two 

miles further, they saw a man sitting in a 
tree, who closed one nostril, and blew through 

the other. 

‘“What are you doing up there?” asked the 

soldier. 

‘““Two miles from here there are seven wind- 

mills; I am blowing to make their sails turn 

round.” 

“Oh! go with me,” said the soldier. 

four shall get on splendidly together.” 

So the blower came down and joined the 

travellers. They had not gone far before they 

came to a man who was standing on one leg, 

with the other lying on the ground near him. 

‘That is a convenient way to rest,” said the 

soldier. 
“Yes,” said the man, ‘‘I am a runner, and 

that I may not go too fast, I have it fixed so I 

can take off one leg. If I run with both legs, I 

can travel more swiftly than a bird.” 

“Oh! go with me; if we five can travel to- 
gether, we will carry everything before us.” 

He went with the party, and not long after 

they came to a man who wore a little hat 
perched on one side of his head. 

‘‘Halloa, coxcomb! don’t hang your hat so 
far over one ear, it makes you look like a sim- 

pleton,” called the soldier. 
‘‘T dare not do otherwise,” replied the man. 

“Tf Ishould set my hat square on my head, 

there would come such a heavy frost, that even 

the birds would freeze, and drop to the earth 

dead.” 

‘“You are the one I want; come with me, 

and we six will do wonders.” : 

They entered a town, the king of which had 

proclaimed that if any man could run a race 
with his daughter, and win, he should have her 

for a wife, but if he were beaten, he should lose 

his head. 

“We 
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The soldier announced to the king that he 

wished to try the race, but would let his servant 

run for him. 

“ Very well,” said the king, ‘‘ but you must 
pledge your own life as well as your servant's 

in case he does not win.” 

When the soldier had sworn to this arrange- 

ment, he called the runner to him, helped him 

buckle on his other leg, and said : 

“Now do your best that we may win.” 

It had been decided that whichever of the 
runners brought back water from a distant well 

first, should be the victor. So each took a jug, 

and when the signal was given, started for the 

well; but in an instant, before the king’s daugh- 

ter had taken more than a few steps, the runner 

was out of sight, and it seemed no more than 

as if a puff of wind had passed. He reached 

the well, filled his jug with water, and started 

to return, but when he was only half way back 

he was overcome with weariness, and setting 

down his jug, lay down to take a little nap. 

That he might not be too comfortable and sleep 

too long, he had placed a horse’s skull, that 

lay in the field, under his head for a pillow. 

In the meantime the princess, who was very 

fleet of foot for an ordinary mortal, had reached 

the well, filled her jug, and was now returning. 

When she saw the runner lying sleeping, she 
was overjoyed. 

‘The enemy has been given into my hands,” 

she said, and seizing his jug, emptied out the 

water, and ran away. 

Now would everything have been lost, had 

it not been for the sharp eyes of the hunter that 

had seen everything that had happened from 

the castle. 

‘‘The princess shall not win,” he said, and 

loading his gun, he took aim and shot the horse’s 
skull from under the sleeper’s head. The run- 

ner sprang up quickly, saw that his jug was 

empty, and that the princess was farin advance 

of him. But he did not lose heart; he ran back 

to the well, filled his jug a second time, and 

reached the castle ten minutes before the 
princess. 

“You see,” he said to her, ‘‘what I can do
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when I lift my legs; the first could hardly be 

called running.” 

But the king was vexed, and his daughter 
still more so, that a common, discharged soldier 

should win her hand, and they took council 

together how they could get rid of him and his 

companions. 

Finally the king said: “I have thought of a 

plan. Have no more anxiety, they will not 
trouble you any more.” : 

Then he sent for the travellers and said to 

them: ‘‘Now you may make merry together, I 

have ordered food and drink for you,” and led 

them into a room, the floor and sides and doors 

of which were all of iron. In the center stood 
a table spread with the richest food. ‘ Enter 
and enjoy yourselves,” said the king, opening 

the door. 
But no sooner were they in, than the doors 

were closed and bolted. Then he ordered the 

cook to build a fire under the room, and heat 

the floor till it was red hot. He did so, and as 

the six travellers sat at the table, they began 
to feel warm, but thought it came from eating 
the hot food. As the heat became greater, 

they got up to leave the room ; but to their sur- 

prise the windows and doors were all fastened: 

then they knew the king had a wicked design 
against them. 

‘‘But he shall not succeed in it,” said the man 

wearing the little hat, ‘for I will cause such a 
frost to come that the fire will creep away and 

hide itself.” 

He set his hat straight on his head, and im- 
mediately such a frost fell, that the heat died 

away, and the food froze in the dishes. 

In a couple of hours, the king, thinking the 

men had perished with the heat, opened the 
door. To his surprise there stood the six men, 
safe and sound, who said to him: ‘‘ We will be 

very glad to go out and warm ourselves, for the 
room has been so cold that even the food froze 
in the dishes.” 

The king went to the cook full of rage, and 
asked why he had not done as he had ordered 
him. | 

But the cook said: ‘There is fire enough, 
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look for yourself.” The king looked and saw 
an immense fire burning under the iron room, 
and he knew then he could not get rid of the 
six travellers that way. 

Then he thought of a new plan, and calling 
the soldier to him, said: ‘Will you take gold 
instead of my daughter? If you will, you shall 
have as much as you like.” 

“Oh, yes, your majesty,” said the soldier ; 
‘‘give me as much as one of my servants can 

carry, and I will give up all claim to your 
daughter.” 

The king was satisfied, and the soldier said 
that in two weeks he would return for the gold. 

Then he had all the tailors in the kingdom come 
together, and make an immense sack, so large 
that it took them two weeks to make. 

When it was ready, the strong man who had 

torn up the trees took it, and went to the 

king’s castle. 

‘Look at that powerful fellow coming with 
aroll of linen on his back as big as a house,” 

said the king, and then he was frightened, for 

he thought: ‘‘What an amount of gold he will 
be able to carry away with him.” 

The king ordered a ton of gold brought, 

which took sixteen of his strongest men to 

carry, but the servant seized it with one hand 

and thrust it into the sack. 

‘Why don’t you bring more?” he asked. 

“ This hardly covers the bottom of the sack.” 

The king ordered more gold brought, but the 

sack was not yet half full. 
“Bring more,” cried the servant ; ‘‘ those two 

handfuls will not fill it.” 

Wagons were sent out, seven thousand in all, 

to all parts of the kingdom for gold. As soon 

as they arrived, the servant thrust gold, wagons, 

oxen and all into the sack, saying: 

“T cannot wait any longer, and will take 

what comes to fill my sack.” 

When he had put everything in, there was 

still room for more, but he said: ‘I will now 

make an end of the matter; one ties up the 

sack, you know, before it is full,” so he tied it 

up, lifted it on his back, and went away to join 

his companions.
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When the king saw all his wealth being car- 
ried off by a single man, he was full of rage, 
and ordered his horsemen to mount and ride 
after the six men, and bring back the gold. 
Two regiments, therefore, rode after them. 
They soon overtook them, and called: ‘“ You 
are prisoners ; lay down that sack of gold, or 
we will cut you to pieces.” 

“What did you say? We are prisoners?” 
said the blower. ‘‘ Before that shall be, you 

shall all take a dance through the air.” 

He closed one nostril, blew through the other, 

and the two regiments disappeared in the blue 
mist hanging over the mountains, one going 
one way, and one another. One old sergeant 

begged for mercy, saying he had been a faith- 
ful soldier, and had received nine wounds in 

battle, and did not deserve to be punished in 
this manner. 

So the blower allowed him to descend gently, 
and then said to him: ‘Go home to your king, 
and tell him if he likes, he can send more regi- 
ments, and I will blow them all into the air as 

{ have these.” 

When the king heard the message, he said: 
‘Let the fellows go, we can do nothing with 

them. 

So the six departed with all the treasure of 
the kingdom, and dividing it among them, lived 
comfortably and happily all their lives. 

THE WOLF AND THE MAN. 

A FOX was telling a wolf one day of the great 

strength of man, that no one could overcome 
him without using craft and deceit. 

“Pooh!” said the wolf, ‘if I could see a 

man, I would rush at him, and he should not 

escape me.” 

“Very well,” said the fox, ‘‘ come to-morrow 
morning early, and I will show youa man.” 

Early the next morning the wolf appeared, 
and the fox took him out upon a road over 
which all the hunters passed. First an old dis- 
charged soldier came by. © 

“Ts that a man?” asked the wolf, 
“No, but he was once,” replied the fox. 

Then a little boy ran along on his way to 
school. 

“Ts that a man?” asked the wolf again. 
“No, but he will be some day,” was the reply 

of the fox. 
Finally there came a hunter with a double- 

barrelled gun on his shoulder, and a hunting- 

knife at his side. 

‘‘ Look,” said the fox, “there comes a man; 

you can rush at him, and I will run back to 
my hole.” 
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The wolf rushed out after the hunter, who 
thought as he saw him coming: ‘* What a pity 

that my gun is not loaded with ball.” How- 

ever he took aim and fired the shot into the 

wolf's face. The wolf made a wry face, but he 

still went forward. The hunter fired again, but 

the wolf suppressed the pain, and sprang upon 

the hunter. Then the hunter drew his bright 

hunting-knife, and gave him such thrusts right 

and left, that he ran off howling, covered with 

blood. 
“Well, brother wolf,” said the fox, ‘‘ how did 

you get along with the man 2” 

“Alas!” he replied, ‘I had no idea of the 

strength of aman. First he took a stick from 

his shoulder, and blew through it, and some- 

thing flew into my face that tickled dreadfully ; 

then he blew through it again, and it seemed as 

if lightning and hail-stones were playing around 

my nose; and when I came quite near, he took 

out a white rib and would have cut me to pieces 

with it, if 1 had not run away.” 

“You see what a boaster you are,” said the 

fox: ‘(you throw your axe so far, you cannot 

fetch it back.”



THE ANT AND THE FLEA. 

AN ant and a flea lived together in a house, - ‘* Little ant is burnt to-day, 

and brewed their beer in an egg-shell. 

day the ant fell in, and burnt herself. 

the flea set up a loud cry. 

One The little flea weeps, 
Then The little door creaks, 

The little broom sweeps, 

“What are you crying for?” asked the little And the wagon runs away.” 

door. 

“ Because the ant has burnt her- 

self,” answered the flea. 

Then the door began to creak, and 

made such a noise that the broom 

standing in the corner, asked : “‘ What 

are you creaking for, little door?” 

“Why shouldn't I creak?” said 

the door. ‘The little ant has burnt 

herself, and the flea is weeping.” 

The broom immediately began to 
whirl and sweep ina frightful man- 

ner. 

A wagon passed, and called out: 
“What are you sweeping so for?” 

The broom replied: 

** Why shouldn’t I sweep? 

The little flea weeps, 

And the door creaks, 

Because the ant is burnt to-day.” 

Then said the wagon: “I too must 
run,” and it ran rapidly away. As it 

passed a pile of straw, the straw 
called out: ‘“ Why do you run away, 
wagon ?” 

The wagon replied: 

‘* Ought 1 not to run away? 
The little flea weeps, 
The little door creaks, 

And the broom sweeps, 

Because the ant is burnt to-day.” 

Then the straw said: “I must burn 
fiercely,” and bright flames broke out 
immediately. A tree standing near 
the straw, said: ‘“ Straw, why are 

you burning ?” 

‘Because,’ it said 
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AND ASKED WHY IT WAS SHAKING.”



THE MAIDEN WITHOUT HANDS. 

Then said the tree: ‘(I will shake myself,” 

and it shook so that all the leaves rustled. 

A maiden carrying a water-pitcher saw the 

tree, and asked why it was shaking. 

“Little ant is burnt to-day, 

The little flea weeps, 

The little door creaks, 

The little broom sweeps, 

And the wagon runs away. 

The fire burns brightly, 

I must shake lightly, 

For the little ant is burnt to-day,” 

was the reply. 

“Then I must break my water pitcher,” said 

the maiden, and she broke it in pieces. 

‘Why do you do that?” asked the fountain 

from which the maiden had intended to fill her 
pitcher. 

‘Qught I not to break my pitcher, when 

“Little ant is burnt to-day, 

The little flea weeps, 

The little door creaks, 

The little broom sweeps, 

And the wagon runs away, 

The fire burns brightly, 

The tree shakes lightly, 

For the little ant is burnt to day?” 

“Tf that is so,” said the fountain, ‘I must 

begin to flow,” and the water flowed so rapidly 
that the maiden, the tree, the straw, the wagon, 

the broom, the door, the flea, and the ant were 

all drowned together. 

  

THE MAIDEN WITHOUT HANDS. 

LITTLE by little a miller had become very 

poor, until now he had nothing left but his old 

mill and a large apple tree behind it. One day 

when he was out in the woods gathering wood, 

an old man whom he had never seen before, 

came to him, and said: ‘Why do you trouble 

yourself to chop wood? 1 will make you rich 

at once if you will promise to give me that 
which is standing behind your mill.” 

“There is nothing there but the apple tree,” 

thought the miller, so he said: ‘Yes, I will let 
you have it.” 

The stranger laughed scornfully, and said: 

“J will come again in three years and take 

away what belongs to me,” and went away. 

The miller went home; his wife met him at 

the door, and said: ‘How is it, husband, that 

great riches have come to our house all at 

once? Suddenly the chests and drawers be- 

came full, and no one came in to bring any- 

thing. How has it all happened?” 
The miller replied: “It all comes of a 

strange man whom I met in the woods. He 
promised me great riches, and I in turn promised 

to give him what was standing behind the mill. 
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We can very well spare the old apple tree for 

such treasures.” 

“Alas! husband,” said the woman, ‘what 

have you done? It is not the apple tree you 

have promised, but our daughter, who was be- 

hind the mill, sweeping the yard.” 

The miller’s daughter was a beautiful maiden, 

and as good as she was beautiful. The three 

years passed in which she was to remain with 

her parents, and the day came when the wicked 

man was to appear and take her away. She 

washed herself clean, and drew a circle around 

herself with a piece of chalk. The stranger 

came quite early, but he could not get near the 

maiden. In anger he told the miller to take 

away every drop of water that she might not 

wash herself, else he would have no power over 

her. The miller was frightened, and did as he 

told him. The next morning, the old man 

came again, but the girl had shed so many tears 

on her hands they were quite clean, and again 

he had no power over her. In a great rage, he 

ordered the miller to chop off his daughter’s 

hands, or he would not be able to touch her. 

The miller was horrified, and said: ‘How
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can I be so cruel as to chop off the hands of 

my own child!” 

Then the wicked man made angry threats, 

saying: “If you do not do this, I will 

take you away with me, to do with youas 1 

please.” In great fright, the father promised 

to obey him, and going to his daughter 

said : 

“My child, if I do not cut off both your 

hands, the old man will take me away in 

your place, and in my fright, I promised 

‘him to do as he commanded. Help me, my 

child, and forgive me the great wrong I do 

you.” 

The girl replied: ‘Dear father, 

me as you like. Iam your child.” 

So saying she laid down both her hands, 

and let her father cut them off. The man 

came the third time, but she had shed so 

many tears over the stumps of her arms, - 

they were white and clean. Then he had 

to yield, and give up all claim to her. 

After this the miller said to her: ‘It is 

through you I have received all my riches, 

and I shall care for you tenderly all your 

life.” 
But she answered: ‘I cannot remain 

here, I wish to go away. JI shall find plenty 

of kind-hearted people who will give me all 

I need.” 

So she had her poor stumps of arms 

bound behind her back, and at daybreak 

she left her home. She walked all day 

until night came. Then she found herself 
by a king’s garden. In the moonlight she 

could see that the trees were full of fruit, 

but she could not get into the garden, for it 

was surrounded by a wide ditch full of water. 

She had eaten nothing all day, and so great 

was her hunger that she cried out: ‘Oh! if 

I were only in the garden! If I do not get 
some of the fruit I believe I shall die.” Then 
she knelt down and prayed to God. Suddenly 
an angel appeared, and made a path for her 
through the water. She passed over and went 
into the garden, the angel going with her. She 
saw a tree full of beautiful pears, but they were 
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all numbered. So she stepped up and ate one 
as it hung on the tree, but no more. 

The gardener saw her, but because the angel 
was with her, he was afraid, and thinking the 

maiden was a ghost, kept perfectly quiet. When 

she had eaten the pear, she felt satisfied, and 

went away and hid in the bushes. 

The king, who owned the garden, came out 

in the morning, and as he counted the pears, 

saw that one was lacking. He looked under
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the tree for it, but it was not there, so he asked 

the gardener what had become of it. 
The gardener toldhim: ‘Last night a ghost 

without any hands, came into the garden, and 

ate the pear with its mouth as it hung on the 

tree.” 
The king asked how a ghost could cross the 

ditch, and where it went after eating the pear. 

«There was an angel with it from Heaven, 

that made a path through the water, and the 
ghost walked through on dry land. And be- 
cause of the angel, I was afraid, and neither 
called out for help nor spoke to the ghost. 

When it had finished the pear, it went back.” 

“Tf this is true what you have been saying,” 

said the king, “I will watch with you to-night.” 

When it was dark, the king came into the 

garden, bringing a priest with him, who was to 

speak to the ghost. All three sat down under 
the tree, and watched in silence. At midnight 

the maiden crept out of the bushes, and walked 

towards the tree. She ate one pear as before, 

while standing near her was the angel clad in 

white. The priest stepped out. 

“Are you from Heaven orof earth? Are 

you a spirit or a human being?” he asked. ‘I 
am no spirit, but a poor maiden, forsaken by 
every one but God,” she replied. 

Then the king said: “If you are forsaken by 

all the world, I will not forsake you.” He took 
her to his palace, and because she was so good 

and beautiful, he loved her dearly. He had 

silver hands made for her, and after a time he 

made her his bride. 

Several years passed, and the king was 
obliged to go to war. While he was away a 
little son was born to the queen. In great haste 
his mother wrote to him, telling him the joyful 

news. But the messenger who carried the 
letter, sat down by a brook to rest, and as he 

was very tired from his long journey, fell asleep. 
Then the wicked old man, who was always 

seeking to do the good young queen harm, 

stole away the letter, and put another in its 

place which said that the child which the queen 
had borne had been stolen away by the fairies, 

and a miserable, sickly one put in its place. 
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The king was greatly troubled when he read 
the Ictter, but he wrote an answer saying the 
queen must be kindly cared for during his 

absence. The messenger took the Ictter, and 

returning, rested at the same place by the 
brook. While he slept, the old man came 
again, and exchanged the letter for another, 
which said that the queen and her child should 
both be killed. 

His old mother was terrified on reading the 

letter, and could not believe the king meant it. 

She wrote him again, but received no other 
answer, for every letter was exchanged for a 
false one while the messenger slept, and in the 
last letter from the king he ordered that the 

tongue and eyes of the queen should be pre- 

served as a sign that he had been obeyed. 

The old woman wept that so much innocent 
blood should be shed, and in the night she had 

a deer brought and killed, the tongue and eyes 

of which she cut out and preserved. Then she 

said to the queen: 

“T cannot have you killed as the king has 
ordered. But you must not stay here any longer. 
Take your child and go out into the world, and 
do not ever come back.” 

So she bound the child on its mother’s back 
and the poor woman went away, weeping 
bitterly. 

Soon she came to a dense forest, and kneeling 
down she prayed for help. Then an angel 
appeared, and led her to a little house, over the 

door of which were the words: ‘‘ Here can you 
live in safety.” A maiden dressed in snowy 

garments came out to meet the queen, saying : 

“You are welcome, lady queen.” She led her 
in, took the child from her back, hushed it in 

her arms, and laid it in a beautiful little bed. 

Then the queen said: ‘‘ How did you know I 

was a queen?” 

The maiden answered: “I am an angel from 

Heaven, sent to care for you and your child.” 

So the mother and child remained here seven 

years, and were well cared for, and because the 

queen was so good and pious, her hands were 

allowed to grow again. 

But what was the king doing? After a time
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he returned from the war, and his first question 
was for his wife and child. His mother began 

to weep, and said: ‘You wicked man, how 

could you order me to kill two innocent beings?” 

She handed him the two letters, saying she had 

done as he commanded, and showed him the 

tongue and eyes. The king wept so bitterly 

when he heard these things, his mother pitied 

him, and said: ‘‘Be comforted, she still lives. 

The tongue and eyes are from a deer that I 

ordered killed secretly. I bound the child 

to the queen’s back, and sent her out into 

the world, making her promise never to re- 

turn because you were soangry with her.” 

“‘T will travel to the ends of the earth,” said 

him by the hand, and led him in, saying: ‘“ Your 
majesty is welcome, but why are you here?” 

“JT have travelled for seven years, seeking 

my wife and child, but I cannot find them.” 
The angel begged him to eat and drink, but 

he refused, saying he wished only to rest a little. 
So covering his face, he lay down and slept. 

The angel then went into the room where the 
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the king, “and will neither eat nor drink until I 
find my wife and child, if they have not perished 
of hunger by this time.” 

He started at once, and for seven long years 
he sought his wife and child in every stony 
cleft and rocky cave, but he found them not. 
Finally he came to the little house in the large 
forest. The snow-white maiden came out, took 
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queen was sitting with her son, whom she had 

named Sorrowful. 

“Take your child, and go into the other room; 

your husband has come,” she said. 

The queen went in where her husband was 

lying. The covering had fallen from his face, 

so the queen said: ‘Sorrowful, take the cloth, 

and cover your father’s face again.”
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The king heard them in his sleep, and moved 

so that the covering fell offagain. At this the 

boy became impatient, and said: ‘Dear mother, 

how can I cover my father’s face, when I have 

no father in this world? You have taught me 

to say, ‘Our Father, who art in Heaven’, My 

father is the dear God who is in Heaven. How 

can I call that wild man father?” 

When the king heard this he started up, and 

asked who they were. 

The queen replied: ‘I am your wife, and 
this is your son, Sorrowful.” 

But he looked at her hands, and said: 
wife had silver hands.” 

“My 

BRO. TSHer, 

A GREAT war had come to an end, and many 
soldiers had been discharged ; among them one 
whom we will call Brother Jolly. He had re- 
ceived for his services a little loaf of bread, and 

four small coins, and with these he set out with 

a merry heart to travel through the world. 

He had not gone far when he saw a beggar 
sitting by the roadside begging. As Brother 
Jolly came up, the beggar asked him for alms. 
“What can I give you?” he asked. “Iam 

a discharged soldier, and have nothing but a 
little bread and four small coins. When that is 
gone, I shall have to beg as well as you. But 
I will give you such as I have.” 

So he divided his bread into four parts, and 
gave one piece to the beggar, alsoacoin. He 
went on a little further, and there sat another 

beggar who asked alms. Brother Jolly replied 
to him as he had to the other, but in the end 
gave him a quarter of his bread and a coin. 
Soon he came to a third beggar, to whom he 
gave a third piece of bread anda coin. The 
beggar thanked him, and Brother Jolly went 
on with only one piece of bread and a single 
coin. He stopped at an inn, ate his bread, and 
with his remaining money, bought a tankard of 
beer. When he had finished, he set out on his 
travels, but again he was asked for alms, this 
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“The dear God allowed my natural hands to 

grow again,” she replied, while the angel went 

into another room and brought out the silver 

hands to show him. 

Then he knew he had found his wife and 

child. Full of joy, he kissed them, saying a 

heavy load had fallen from his heart. 

The angel prepared them food, which they 

ate together, and then they set out for home, 

There was great joy in the kingdom on thei 

return; the king and queen held a second mar. 

riage-feast, and from this time their happiness 

was unbroken to the end of their lives. 

Ro jLOa eye 

time byan old soldier. ‘‘ How can I help you?’ 

asked Brother Jolly. ‘‘I was discharged with 

only a loaf of bread and a few pennies. Three 

beggars met me and each begged for a piece of 

my bread, and one of the coins. My last piece 

of bread I ate at an inn, and spent the coin for 

beer. I have nothing more left, and as you alsa 

have nothing, we might as well beg together.” 
* That will not be necessary,” said the soldier, 

“T understand something about doctoring, and 

can earn enough for my wants.” 

“Indeed,” said Brother Jolly, *‘but I know 

nothing of that art, and so I shall have to beg 

alone.” 
“No, you may go with me,” said the soldier, 

‘and when I earn anything, you shall have 

half.” 
‘That suits me very well,” said Brother Jolly. 

So they set out together. 

As they passed a farmer’s house, they heard 
crying and sroaning within. They went in, and 

found the farmer sick unto death and the wife 

weeping and howling. 
“Stop that noise,” said the soldier: ‘1 will 

make your husband well,” and taking a salve 

from his pocket, he cured the sick man in a few 

moments so that he could stand up, and was 

quite well.
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The farmer and his wife were full of joy. 
‘‘How can we reward you? what can we give 

you?” they exclaimed. The soldier wished 
nothing, and the more they offered, the more 

decided he was in refusing. 
But Brother Jolly poked him stealthily, and 

said: ‘‘ Take something that we need.” 

Finally the farmer’s wife brought a lamb and 
said the soldier must take it. Brother Jolly 
gave him another poke in the side, and whis- 
pered: ‘‘ Take it, you stupid fellow, that is just 

what we need.” 
The soldier said at last: ‘Yes, I will take 

the lamb, but I will not carry it; if you want 

it, you will have to carry it.” 

“‘T will do so very gladly,” said Brother Jolly, 

and taking it on his shoulder, they set out, and 
travelled till they came to a forest. By this 
time the lamb was becoming heavy, and Brother 

Jolly was hungry, so he said: ‘See, there is a 

fine place for us to cook our lamb and eat it.” 
“It suits me,” said the soldier, ‘but I know 

nothing about cooking. If you like, you may 

cook it, and I will walk about a little till it is 

tender. But you must not begin to eat until I 

return ; I will surely be back in time.” 

“You may go,” said Brother Jolly, “I will 
attend to the cooking.” 

So the soldier went away, while Brother 

Jolly killed the lamb, made the fire, and roasted 
she flesh. 
the soldier did not return. Brother Jolly took 
it from the fire, cut it open, and took out the 
heart. 

“That is the best part,” he said, and cut offa 

piece to try it. But it tasted so good, he ate it 
all up. Just then the soldier returned and said: 
“You may keep all the lamb for yourself, I 
wish only the heart.” 

Brother Jolly took the knife and began seach- 
ing for the heart, but of course, did not find it. 

‘“There is no heart here,” he said. ‘‘ Where 

is it then?” asked the soldier. 
“I do not know,” then, suddenly, Brother 

Jolly said: ‘‘Pshaw! what fools we are to look 
for the heart of a lamb, when a lamb hasn’t any 
heart.” 
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But the lamb became tender, and . 

“Oh,” said the soldier, ‘that is something 

new. Every animal has a heart; how is it the 

lamb has none?” 

“Really, brother, a lamb hasn’t any heart. 

If you will think a moment, you will remember 

that this is true.” 
“Very well,” said the soldier, ‘‘since no heart 

is there, I do not care for any. of the lamb: you 

may eat it alone.” 

‘And what is left, I can put in my knapsack 

and take with me,” said Brother Jolly, and he 

ate half of the lamb, and put the rest into his 

knapsack. 
As they travelled along together, they came 

to a stream of water that flowed directly across 

the road. 
‘““Vou cross first,” said the soldier. 

“No, indeed, you must lead,” said Brother 

Jolly, and thought ; ‘“‘If the water is too deep, 

I will not go at all.” 

The soldier waded through the water, and it 

only came to his knees. So Brother Jolly 

started to cross, but before he had gone far, the 

water rose to his neck. ‘Help me!” he cried. 

But the soldier said: ‘‘ Will you confess 

that you ate the heart of the lamb ?” 

“No,” he replied, “I did not eat it.” 

Then the water rose to his mouth. 

“Help me!” again cried Brother Jolly. 

“Will you confess that you ate the heart of 

the lamb ?” asked the soldier again. 

“No,” was still the reply, ‘I did not eat it.” 

But the soldier, who was really an angel in 

disguise, did not want to drown Brother Jolly, 

so he made the waters fall, and helped him 

across. 
After this they went on till they came to a 

city in which the king’s daughter lay at the 

point of death. When the travellers heard of 

this, Brother Jolly was delighted and said: 

‘“ Halloa, brother! there is a chance for you ; 

make her well, and we will be provided for all 

the rest of our lives.” 

He was very impatient because his companion 

moved so slowly, and cried: ‘‘Come, pick up 

your feet, that we may get there in time.” 

But the more he pushed and urged, the more
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slowly the old soldier walked, till finally the 

news was brought them that the king’s daughter 

was dead. 

“Our chance is gone,” exclaimed Brother 

Jolly, ‘and all because of your sleepy pace.” 

“Be quiet,” said the soldier ; ‘1 can not only 

make the sick well, but also bring the dead to 
life.” 

“Tf you can do that, you deserve at least 

half the kingdom for a reward.” 

They entered the royal castle where all were 

in great grief. Going up to the king, the 
soldier said to him: ‘‘I can make your daughter 

alive again.” 

They led him in where the princess lay. He 
ordered a kettle of water brought, and then 

dismissing every one from the room except 
Brother Jolly, he cut off the limbs and arms of 

the corpse, and laid them with the body in the 

kettle. Then he built a fire under it, and let it 

boil until nothing was left but the bones. He 

took them out, white and shining, and laying 

them on the table in their natural order, he 

stepped before them, and said: ‘I command 
thee to arise.” Three times he repeated these 
words, and then the princess arose, alive and 
well, clad in her royal robes. 

The king rejoiced greatly, and said to the 

soldier: ‘Name your reward; it shall be 
yours even to the half of my kingdom.” 

‘‘T ask nothing for this,” said the soldier. 
“Oh, what a fool!” thought Brother Jolly, 

and poking him in the side, whispered: ‘Don’t 
be so stupid. If you don’t care for anything, 

I do.” 

But the soldier would receive nothing. The 
king, however, perceiving that his companion 

was anxious for the reward, told his treasurer to 

fill his knapsack with gold. 
Brother Jolly took the gold, and the two 

travellers went on their way. When they came 

to a forest, the soldier said: ‘Now we will 

divide the gold. ‘Very well,” said Brother 
Jolly, handing him the gold. 

‘What is he doing ?” thought Brother Jolly, 
as the soldier divided it into three parts, ‘‘there 

are only two of us, and he makes three parts.” 
156 

“ There, that is divided correctly,” the soldier 

said; ‘one part for me, one for you, and one 

for the person who ate the lamb’s heart.” 

“Oh? [ate that,” said Brother Jolly, seizing 

the gold. 

“ How can that be: the lamb has no heart,” 

said the soldier. 

“What is that? What are you thinking of ? 

A lamb has a heart as wellas any other animal. 

Why should it not have ?” cried Brother Jolly. 

“That is pretty good,” said the soldier. ‘‘ You 
I do not wish to re- 

Hereafter I will 
may have all the gold: 

main with you any longer. 

travel alone.” 

“As you please,” 

“* farewell.” 

So the soldier went one way and Brother 

Jolly another. 

“Ttis a good thing he left me, but what a 
wonderful doctor he is,” said Brother Jolly to 

himself. 

Now that he had plenty of money, he did 

not know how to take care of it, so he gave it 
away, and wasted it, until after a time he had 

nothing left. In his wanderings, he again came 

to a place where the king’s daughter lay dead. 

“Ah! here is an opportunity,” he thought. 

“‘T will restore her to life, and this time I will 

ask for a reward that is worth having.” 

He went to the king, and begged to be allowed 

to restore his daughter to life. The king had 
heard of a wandering soldier who brought the 
dead to life, and thought Brother Jolly must be 

this person. He had no confidence in him, 

however, and asked the advice of his council- 

lors, who said there was no harm in trying the 

man as the princess was already dead. 
Brother Jolly ordereda kettle of water brought, 

and when alone, did everything that he had 

seen the soldier do. When the water began to 
boil, the flesh fell off, and taking the bones out, 

he Jaid them on the table, but he did not know 

how to arrange them in their natural order, 
and some were not in their right place, and 

others were upside down. But he stepped back 

and said: ‘‘I command thee to arise.” He 

commanded three times, but in vain. Then he 

replied Brother Jolly ;
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called: “Get up, you shining bones, get up, or 
it will be the worse for you.” 

As he said this, the angel entered through 
the window, but still in the form of the old 

soldier, and said: ‘‘ You wicked man, what are 

you trying todo? How can the dead rise with 

their bones thrown together like that?” 

‘“‘Comrade, I did as well as I could,” said 

Brother Jolly. | 

“Twill help you this time in your distress,” 
said the soldier, ‘‘but I give you warning that 

if you undertake such a thing again you will be 

unsuccessful, also that you are not to ask or 

receive the slightest reward from the king.” 
Then he laid the bones together properly, 

spoke to them three times, and the king’s daugh- 
ter stood before them as well and beautiful as 
ever. 

Then the soldier disappeared through the 

window, much to Brother Jolly’s delight, who 
wished to obtain the credit of the wonderful 
act; but it vexed him that he could not receive 

any reward. 

“T should like to know what whims he has in 
his head. What he gives with one hand, he 
takes away with the other. 

it,’ grumbled Brother Jolly. 
When the king asked him to name his reward, 

he would not name anything, but by various 
hints he made the king understand that he would 

like his knapsack filled with gold. This was 
done, but as Brother Jolly left the court-yard, 

he saw the soldier waiting for him. 
“What a man you are! Did I not forbid you 

to take any reward ? and now you have your 
knapsack full of gold.” 
‘How could I help taking it ?” said Brother 

Jolly, ‘‘when it was filled for me ?” 
“T tell you this must not happen the second 

time, or you will fare badly,” said the soldier. 
“Have no fear of that,” said Brother Jolly, 

““T have the gold now, and have no desire to 
put any more bones together.” 

“The gold will probably last you a long 
time,” said the soldier scornfully. ‘ But that 
you may not be tempted to do what I have for- 
bidden you, I will give your knapsack this 
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I can’t understand - 

power—that whatever you wish for shall be 
found within it. Now farewell, you will not see 

me again.” 

“Thank heaven!” said Brother Jolly. “I 
am glad to be rid of such a wonderful fellow. 

Have no fears of my following you.” 

He travelled on, and did not think for a long 

time of the wonderful power of his knapsack. 
One day when he had squandered all his 

money, except a few coins, he came to an inn. 

“This money. will have to go,” he thought, 

and paid it out for bread and wine. © 
As he sat eating and drinking, the odor of 

roasting geese came in from the kitchen. 
Brother Jolly looked and peeped until he saw 

the landlord had two geese roasting in the 

oven. Then he remembered what his comrade 
had said about wishing things into his knapsack. 

“ Halloa! I will try that with the geese,” he 
thought, and going into the kitchen, he stoad 
before the oven and said: “I wish the two 

geese to come out of the oven and go into my 

knapsack.” 
After saying this, he unbuckled his knapsack, 

and looked in. There lay the two geese. 
“Oh! that is good!” he exclaimed. 

Tam arich man.” 

He went out into a field, and taking out the 

geese, enjoyed a good meal. While he was 

eating two workmen came by, and looked at 
the goose that had not yet been touched, with 

hungry eyes. 

“One goose is enough for me,” thought 

Brother Jolly, and calling the men, said: “Here 

take this goose, and eat it to my health.” 

They thanked him, went to an inn, where 

they ordered bread and wine, and then began 

eating the goose. The landlord’s wife, who 

was watching them, said to her husband: 

“Those two are eating a goose, look in the 

oven, and see if one of ours is not gone.” 

He ran to the oven—it was empty ! 

“Vou thievish rascals!” he cried. ‘‘ You 

thought to get your goose cheap. Pay for it at 

once, or you'll feel a green hazel switch.” 

‘We are not thieves,” said the two men ; ‘‘an 

old soldier gave us the goose out in the field.” 

“Now
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“You can’t blind me,” said the landlord. 

“That soldier was here, and went away like an 
honest man; Iwatchedhim. You are the thieves 

and shall pay me.” 
But as they could not pay him, he took a 

stick and drove them out of doors. 

In the meantime Brother Jolly went merrily 

on his way till he came to a place in which was 
a beautiful castle, and not far from it a miserable 

little inn. He went into the inn, and asked 

for a night’s lodging. But the landlord refused, 
saying : 

‘There is no room for you, my house is full 
of distinguished guests.” 

“That is remarkable,” said Brother Jolly. 
‘Why don’t they stop at the grand castle 

yonder ?” 

‘He who spends a night there never comes 

out again alive,” replied the landlord. 

‘Tf others have tried it, I think I will also,” 

said Brother Jolly. 

‘You would better not, you are only throwing 

away your life,” said the landlord warningly. 
‘‘ All Task of you is a dish of good food and 

something to drink,” was the reply. 

When this was brought him, he took it, and 

went away to the castle. He ate his supper 

with a good relish, and then, as he felt sleepy, 

he lay down on the floor and went to sleep. 
He had been asleep only a little while, when he 

was awakened by aloud noise. He roused him- 

self, and saw that nine hideous creatures had 

formed a circle, and were dancing around him. 
‘Dance as long as you want to,” said Brother 

Jolly, ‘‘but don’t come near me.” 

They did come near him, however, and one 

finally planted his foot on his face. 

“Be careful, you imps,” he cried. 

But they did not heed him, and became 

more and more insolent. 

Then Brother Jolly was angry, and calling 

out: ‘I will have peace,” seized a chair, and 

threw it into the midst of them. But nine de- 

mons against one soldier was too many, and 
when he struck at those in front of him, those 

behind seized him by the hair, and pulled it 
without mercy. 
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“You are a pack of demons,” he cried: ‘but 
just wait, lam angry now. Hence, every one 

of you, into my knapsack.” 
Whisk ! they are all in. Quickly he buckled 

the strap, and threw the sack into the corner. 

It was quiet now, and Brother Jolly once more 

lay down, and slept this time until morning. 

At daybreak, the landlord and the nobleman 

to whom the castle.belonged came to see how 

the stranger had passed the night. 
When they found him alive and well, they 

were greatly astonished, and asked if he had 

not been troubled with the ghosts. 

‘JT should think I had,” said Brother Jolly ; 

“but I have all nine of them safe in my knap- 
sack. You can return to your castle now ; you 

will not be troubled any more.” 

The nobleman thanked him and rewarded 

him richly, and begged him to remain in his 
service. 

‘“No,” replied Brother Jolly, ‘‘I am accus- 

tomed to wandering about, and will now leave 

you.” 
Taking his knapsack, he went to a black- 

smith’'s, laid it on the anvil, and told the smith 

to hammer it with all his might. The great 
hammer fell again and again, and the demons 

kept up a continual screeching. When the 

noise ceased, and he opened the knapsack, 

eight were found dead. One, however, hid in 

the folds, and when the sack was opened, slipped 

out and escaped. 

After this, Brother Jolly travelled about in 

the world a long time, and many tales of adven- 

tures could he tell. But finally he became old, 

and thinking his end was near, went to a hermit, 

and said: ‘Iam old and tired of wandering, 
and would like to reach the heavenly kingdom. 
Can you tell me the way ?” 

The hermit replied: ‘ There are two roads 

stretching before you; one is broad and pleasant, 

and leads to the abode of the wicked ; the other 

is narrow and rough, and leads to the abode of 

the blest.” 

Brother Jolly thought: ‘I should be foolish 

to travel over the rough, narrow way,” .so 

getting up, he set out on the broad pleasant
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road, and travelled until he came to a great 
black gate. He knocked; the porter peeped 
out, but when he saw who was there, he was 

frightened, and cried out: ‘Go away, you 
cannot enter here,” and the gate was quickly 
bolted, for this porter was no other than the 
wicked demon that had escaped from the knap- 
sack. 

“Tf they do not want me here, I must try the 

other road. Surely I must go somewhere,” 

thought Brother Jolly. 

So he travelled till he came to the abode of 
the blest. Sitting by the gate was the angel 
who had come to him disguised as a soldier. 

Brother Jolly recognized him, and thought: 

Pie TAREE 

MANY years ago there lived in Switzerland 

an old count. He had one son who was so dull 
and stupid he could not learn anything. 

So his father said to him: ‘“‘ Listen, my son, 
I cannot teach you anything, do what I will, so 
Iam going to place you under a noted teacher 
to try what he can do.” 

The boy was sent away to the strange city, 

and remained with the teacher a year. When 

he returned home, his father asked: ‘“‘ Well, my 

son, what have you learned ?” 

“Father,” he replied, “I learned what the 
dogs say.” 

“Heaven help us,” cried his father, “is that 

all you have learned? Then I must send you 
to another master.” 

So the boy was sent away a second time, and 

remained another year. When he came home, 
his father asked: ‘‘My son, what have you 
learned ?” 

This time he answered: ‘‘ Father, I learned 

what the birds sing.” 

Then his father was angry, and cried: ‘You 
hopeless creature! have you let the valuable 
time pass, and learned nothing? You ought to 
be ashamed to look me in the face. I will send 

you to a third teacher, and if you do not learn 
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“Ah! here is an old friend; perhaps I shall 
have better success.” 

The angel said : 

to enter here.” 
“Yes, brother, let me in; I have been refused 

at the other place, you must not turn me away.” 
‘« You cannot come in,” said the angel. 

“Well, if you will not receive me, take this 

knapsack, I wish nothing from you,” said 

Brother Jolly; handing him the sack. 
The angel took it, and hung it up inside. 
“Now I wish myself in the knapsack,” said 

Brother Jolly, and —whisk! he is in it, he has 
outwitted the angel, and entered the abode of 

the blest. 

“T believe you would like 
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anything from him, I will no longer own you 

for a son.” 
The boy remained a whole year with this 

teacher, and then returned home. Again the 

father asked him what he had learned. 

“Dear father, I have learned what the frogs 

say when they croak,” was the reply. 

The father was enraged, and calling his people 

together, said: “This youth is no longer my 

son. I cast him out, and command you to take 

him away to the woods and put him to death.” 

They led him out as the count commanded, 

but they had not the heart to put him to death, 

so they let him go. 

The youth wandered about for a long time 

until he came to a large castle where he begged 

shelter for the night. The lord of the castle 

told him he might remain if he would spend 

the night in an old tower. But it would be at 

the peril of his life, for it was full of savage 

dogs, that barked and howled, and could be 

quieted only by having a man thrown into them 

at a certain hour. The whole country was in 

sorrow and distress because of the dogs, for no 

one could do anything to get rid of them. 

But the youth was not at all afraid, and said: 

“Only give me something to feed the dogs.
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and I will go inamong them; they will do me’ wards him wagging their tails ina very friendly 

no harm.” They gave him what he asked manner. They ate the food he gave them, and 

willingly, and took him to the tower. As he did not attempt to do him the least harm. 

entered, the dogs ceased barking, and came to The next morning, every one was astonished 

when the youth appeared safe and sound. He 

said to the lord of the castle: ‘I understooa 

the dogs’ language, and they told me why they 

live in the tower, and bring so much trouble 

upon the land. They are bewitched, and are 

compelled to guard a treasure hidden under the 

tower, and they will never be quiet until it has 
been taken out. How this is to be done I also 

learned from them.” 

The people were very glad when they heard 
this, and the lord of the castle promised him he 

would adopt him as his son if he were successful 

in getting the treasure and 
quieting the dogs. He went 

again to the tower, and 

when he returned, brought 

a chest full of gold with 

him. The howling and bark- 

ing was heard no more; the 

dogs disappeared, and thus 

the land was rid ofits plague. 
After a time, it occurred 

to the youth that he should 

like to goto Rome. As he 

was making the journey, he 

passed a swamp in which 

the frogs were croaking. 

He stopped and listened 

to them, but what he heard 

them say made him sad and 
thoughtful. 

Finally he reached Rome, 

and learned that the pope 

had just died, and that there 

was much doubt among the 

cardinals who should be his 

successor. 
At last it was decided 

among them, that the one 

on whom some miraculous 
sign was shown, should be 

chosen. At that moment, 

the young count entered the 

    

  

   

  

   

   

    

   

  

   
THE YOUNG COUNT HEARS WHAT THE FROGS ARE SAYING. 
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church, and suddenly two snow-white doves 

hovered about him and alighted, one on each 

shoulder. The clergy accepted this as a sign 

from Heaven, and asked him if he were will- 

ing to become pope. He hesitated, not knowing 
whether he were worthy of so high an office, 
but the doves told him what he ought to do, 
and he replied, ‘‘Yes.” 

Then he was anointed and consecrated, and 

AM Al GOEHe 

thus the prophecy of the frogs, which he had 

heard on the way, and had been sadly troubled 
over, was fulfilled, and he became pope. The 
doves remained with him, and told him all he 

ought to know, whispering even the words of a 

mass which he was required to sing. 
Thus the three languages learned of the 

dumb beasts were the means of raising the 
stupid boy to the position of pope. 

  

Calves Eek: 

THERE were once a man and woman, who 

had an only daughter, and because they thought 

her so wise and clever, they called her Clever 
Alice. When she was grown, the father said 

to his wife : : 
“We must get our daughter married soon.” 
“Yes, indeed,” the wife replied, ‘if we could 

only find some one who wanted her.” 

Finally a youth named Hans came and asked 
for their daughter, but he would accept her 
only on condition she was as wise as they rep- 
resented. But her father declared her head was 
full of brains, and the mother said she could 

even see the wind as it blew through the streets 
and hear the flies cough. 

“Very well,” said Hans, ‘‘ but if she is not 
wise in every respect, I shall not keep her.” 

Then they all sat down to the table, and after 
they had eaten, the mother said: ‘Alice, go 
into the cellar, and get the beer.” 

Alice took the jug from the wall, and went 
into the cellar, clapping and hitting the jug as 
she went, to pass away the time. When she 
reached the cellar, she brought a little bench, 
and seated herself in front of the cask that she 
might not have to stoop or give herself any 
unnecessary trouble; then she set down the 
jug, and drew the tap. 

But while she was waiting, her eyes were not 
idle ; she looked all around her, then up at the 
ceiling, and there saw a hatchet directly over 
her which the masons had neglected to remove. 
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She no sooner saw it than she began to weep 

and say: ‘IfI marry Hans, our son when he 

is grown will come to the cellar for beer, and 

the hatchet will fall upon his head and kill 

him.” And so she sat there and wept and 

moaned over the coming trouble. 

The people upstairs waited for their beer, but 

Clever Alice did not appear. So her mother 

said to the maid: ‘‘Go down cellar, and see 

why Alice is staying so long.” 

The maid went, and found her sitting before 

the cask, crying with all her might. 

‘“« Alice, why are you crying ?” she asked. 

“Alas!” replied Alice, ‘‘why shouldn't I 

cry? IfI marry Hans, our child will some 

day come to the cellar for beer, and that hatchet 

will perhaps fall on his head and kill him.” 

“ What a clever Alice we have!” said the 

maid, and she too sat down and began to cry. 

After a while, as the maid did not return, and 

the people waiting were becoming quite thirsty, 

a boy was sent down to see what was the 

matter. 

“Why are you crying ?” he asked. 

“Because,” said Alice, ‘if I marry Hans, 

our child will come down cellar to draw beer, 

and the hatchet will fall upon his head and 
kill him.” 

When the boy heard this, he exclaimed: 

“ What a clever Alice we have!” and sat down 

by them and began to howl loudly. 

Still the people sat waiting for the beer.
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Finally the man said to his wife; ‘“‘Go down 

cellar, and see what is keeping Alice.” 

The woman went down, and found all three 

weeping bitterly. On asking the cause, Alice 

told her how her future child would be killed 

when he was grown, as he came into the cellar 

to draw beer. 

As soon as her mother heard this, she cried : 

“What a wise child we have!” and sitting 

down, wept as loudly as any of them. 

Then the father could wait no longer, and 

said: ‘“‘I must go myself, and see what is keep- 

ing Alice.” He reached the cellar, and saw 

them all sitting together weeping. But when 

he heard the cause of it, how sometime in the 

future his grandchild would be killed, he too 

exclaimed: ‘‘What a clever girl we have!” 

and sat down and wept. 

The bridegroom waited a long time, but as 

no one returned, he thought: ‘They are 

waiting for me downstairs. I must go down 

and see what has happened.” 

When he reached the cellar, there sat all five 

crying and screaming, each one trying to outdo 

the other. 

‘What great misfortune has happened?” he 
asked. 

‘Alas! dear Hans,” cried Alice, ‘‘some day, 

when our child is grown, we will perhaps send 
him down cellar to draw beer. As he stands 

here, that hatchet may fall on his head, and 
kill him.” 

“Very well,” said Hans, ‘‘more wisdom than 

this is not necessary for housekeeping. Because 

you are indeed Clever Alice, I will take you for 
my bride,” and he took her by the hand and 

led her upstairs. Soon afterward the marriage 
was celebrated. 

They had been married a short time when 

Hans said: “I must go away to my work, that 

I may earn money enough for us to live on, and 

you must go out into.the field, and cut the corn 

that we may have some flour to make bread of.” 

“7 will go willingly, dear Hans,” said Clever 
Alice. 

So after Hans had gone, she made a pot of 
broth, and taking it with her went out into the 
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field. When she reached there, she said to 

herself: “‘ What shall I do? Shall I cut the 

corn or eat first? Ah! I think I will eat first.” 

So she ate the potful of broth. Then she said 

    
CLEVER ALICE FAILS TO RECOGNIZE HERSELF.
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again: ‘What shall Ido? Shall I cut the corn 
or take a little nap first? Ah! I think I will 

take a nap,” and she lay down in the corn and 

fell asleep. 

Hans ‘came home, and waited a long time, 

but Alice did not appear. 

“What a clever wife I have,” he thought. 

“She is so industrious, she does not even come 

to the house to eat.” 

But as evening came on, and she still re- 

mained away, Hans thought he would go out, 

and see how much she had cut. He found the 

corn still standing, and lying amidst it, fast 

asleep, was his clever Alice. Quickly he ran 

back home and brought a fowler’s net, with lit- 

tle bells hanging to it, and threw it over her, 

Then he went home, locked the door, and sat 

down to his work. 

At last, when it was quite dark, Clever Alice 

got up, wrapped the net about her, and started 
for home. But the bells jingled at every step ; 
she became frightened, and in doubt whether 

it was really Clever Alice or not. ‘Is it I, or 
is itsome one else?” she kept asking herself. 

She could not answer, and stood a long time, 
not knowing what to do. Finally she said: “I 
will go home and ask Hans. He will surely 
know.” She ran to the house, but the door was 

locked. She knocked on the window, and called: 

“Hans, is Alice at home?” 

“Ves,” answered Hans, “she is here.” 

Then she was frightened and exclaimed: 

‘Alas! then ’tis not Clever Alice.” 
She went from door to door, but when the 

people heard the bells jingling, they would not 
open to her, and she could find shelter nowhere. 
Finally she left the village, and ran away, and 
has not been seen since. 

THE THREE WISHING GIFTS: 

MANY years ago there lived a tailor, who 

had three sons. They had one goat, which, in 

order to supply them all with milk, must be led 

every day to the lanes and meadows. The 

sons took turns in doing this. 

‘‘One day the eldest son led the goat to the 

church-yard, where the grass and herbs grew 

thick and green, and there she frisked about 

and ate all day. In the evening when the boy 
was about to lead her home, he asked if she had 

had enough. 

The goat replied: 

““T am so full, 

I cannot pull 

Another blade of grass, 

Baa, baa!” 

“Then we will go home,” said the boy, and 

he led her home, and tied her in the stall. 

_ “Well,” said the old tailor, “did the goat 
have enough to eat ?” 

“Oh! yes,” replied his son, “she is so full 
she could not eat another blade of grass.” 
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But the father wished to see for himself, and 

went out into the stall, and stroking the goat's 

back, said: 

‘Goat, have you had enough to-day ?” 

And the goat replied : 

‘‘How can that be? 
I jumped and played 

Around the tree, 

And not a blade 

Was there for me, 

Baa, baa!” 

“What do I hear ?” cried the tailor, running 
back, and calling to his son. ‘ You have told 

me a falsehood,” he said. ‘You said the goat 

had eaten enough, and instead she has had 

nothing.” And in his anger, he took down the 
yard-measure, and drove the boy out with 

blows. 
The next day, it was the second son’s turn. 

He led the goat to a place near the garden- 

hedge, where the leaves and grass were fresh 
and green, and the goat ate until the spot was 

quite clean. When evening came, the boy
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asked: ‘Well, goat, are you satisfied?” and 
the goat replied: 

“Tam so full, 

I cannot pull 

Another blade of grass, 

Baa, baa!” 

“ Then we will go home,” said the boy, and he 

took her home and tied her in the stall. 

Again the old tailor asked if the goat had 

had enough, and the boy replied that she was 

so full she could not eat another blade of grass. 

But the tailor would not believe it until he had 
gone to the goat and asked if she had had 
enough 

** How can that be? 

I jumped and played 

Around the tree, 

And not a blade 

Was there for me, 

Baa, baa!” 

‘“The wicked wretch!” cried the tailor, ‘to 

leave the poor animal hungry,” and he rushed 

into the house and drove out the second son 

with a stick. 

It was now the youngest son’s turn, and that 

no fault should be found with him, he led the 

goat to some young bushes covered with tender 

leaves, and there let her feed all day. Before 

taking her home at night, he asked: ‘“‘ Well, 

Nanny, have you had enough ?” 
The goat answered as usual: 

“Tam so fult 

I cannot pull 

Another blade of grass, 

Baa, baa!” 

“Then we will go home,” said the boy. 

After he had tied her in the stable, he went 

into the house, and his father asked him if the 

goat had had enough toeat. The boy told him 
what the goat had said, but the tailor would not 

trust him, and went out to the stall and asked 

the goat if she were satisfied. 

But the wicked animal replied as before : 

‘* How can that be? 

I jumped and played 

Around the tree, 
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«And not a blade 

Was there for me, 

Baa, baa!” 

“The scoundrel!” cried the tailor. ‘One is 
just as bad as the other. He shall stay here no 
longer to make a fool of me,” and beside him- 
self with anger, he rushed back, and beat the 

youth with the yard-measure until he ran out 

of the house. 

The old tailor was now left alone with his 
goat. The next morning he went out to the 
stall,and stroking her tenderly said: ‘Come 
dear little Nanny, I will myself take you to 
pasture.” 

He led her by the string until they came toa 
green hedge, such as goats love to eat, and 
then he said: ‘‘Now you can eat to your 
heart’s content,” and left her until evening. 
When he returned, he asked if she had found 

enough to eat. 
“Oh, yes,” answered the goat ; 

‘Tam so full, 

I cannot pull 

Another blade of grass, 

Baa, baa!” 

So the tailor took her home, and put her in 
the stall. As he left her for the night, he turned 

and asked once more: ‘Are you sure you 
have had enough to eat ?” 

But the goat treated him no better than the 
others, and cried : 

How can that be ? 

I jumped and played 

Around the tree, 

And not a blade 

Was there for me, 

Baa, baa!” 

The tailor was dumbfounded when he heard 
these words, and thought of his sons whom he 
had punished without cause. 

“Wait!” he cried, ‘‘ you ungrateful animal! 
to drive you away would be too good for you. 

I will mark you so that you will never want to 

show yourself among honest tailors again.” 

He rushed into the house, seized his razor, 

and soaping the goat’s head, shaved it until it
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was as smooth as his hand. Then as the yard- 
measure was too good for such a purpose, he 
took a whip, and struck the goat such blows, 
she sprang away in great leaps. 

When the tailor sat down alone in his house, 

he felt very lonely, and would gladly have had 
his sons back again, but no one knew where 
they had gone. 

The oldest had gone to learn a trade with a 

joiner. He worked diligently and cheerfully, 

and when his time was up, his master gave him 

a little table. There was nothing wonderful 

in its appearance, for it was made of common 

wood, but it had a very wonderful property. 

When it was set down, and one said to it: 

“Table, spread yourself,” it was immediately 
covered with a snowy cloth, plates and knives 
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and forks were placed in order, and dishes of 

vegetables and meat appeared ready for eating. 

Oh! it was a sight to make one’s heart glad. 

The young journeyman thought: ‘This will 

serve me all my life,” and he went out into the 

world well provided for. It made little differ- 

ence to him whether the inns were good or bad 

or even whether he found one or not. If it 

suited his pleasure, he had only to go into the 

woods or fields, take the table from his back, 

set it upon the ground, and say: ‘Table, 

spread yourself,” and immediately there was 

everything on it that heart could wish. 

One day it came into his head that he would 

like to go back to his father, whose anger had 

probably died out by this time, and who, when 

he saw the table, would be willing to receive 

him back. 

It happened as he was journeying 

towards home, he came to an inn where 

he would spend the night. The house 
was filled with guests, but they made 

the joiner welcome, and invited him to 

come and eat with them, else he might 
fare badly. 

“No, thank you,” replied the joiner, 
“T will not take a mouthful from you, 

but instead, you must be my guests.” 

‘6 THE GOAT’S PUNISHMENT.” 
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The people laughed and thought he was jok- 
ing with them. But he placed the little wooden 

table in -the middle of the room, and said: 

“Table, spread yourself.” Instantly the table 

was covered with food far better than the land- 

lord could afford to give them, the savory odors 
of which mounted to their noses and made their 

mouths water. 

‘Help yourselves, good friends,” he cried, and 
the guests seeing that he meant it, did not wait 
to be invited a second time, but sat down, and 

went bravely to work with their knives and 

forks. What they wondered at the most was, 

when a dish became empty, another one, filled, 

was immediately put in its place. 
The landlord stood in one corner watching 

the feast, not knowing what to make of such 

strange proceedings. 
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‘‘T think I could use such a cook as that very 

nicely in my business,” he thought to himself. 

The joiner and the guests made merry until 

late at night, then they all retired, the joiner 

taking the table with him to his room. 

But the landlord had no rest; he was thinking 

about the bewitched table. Suddenly it oc- 

curred to him that he had an old table in his 

lumber-room that looked like this one. He 

went silently and got it, and exchanged it for 

the wishing-table. 

The next morning the joiner paid for his 

lodging, took up the table, never thinking there 

had been any false play, and went on his journey. 

At noon he reached his father’s house where he 

was received with great joy. 
“Well, my son, what have you learned?” 

asked his father. 
“T have learned the joiner’s trade, father,” he 

replied. 
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“A good trade,” said the old tailor, ‘but 

what have you brought home from your travels?” 

‘The best thing that I have brought, father, 
is this table,” said the youth. 

The father looked at it on all sides, and said: 

“That surely is not a master-piece. It is a 

miserable, old table.” 

‘‘ But it is a table that can set itself,” said his 

son. I have only to put it down and say, 

‘Table, spread yourself, and a dinner of the 

choicest food and wine is ready at once. Invite 

in all your friends and relatives, and we will 

give them such a feast as they never had be- 

fore.” 

The company had arrived; the table was 

brought out and placed in the center of the 

room; the joiner gave the order for the table 

to prepare the dinner ; but there was not a mo- 

tion ; the table stood as bare and empty as any 

other table. Then he saw that his wishing- 

table had been exchanged for another, and he 

must appear before the company asa liar. His 

relatives laughed him to shame, and were 

obliged to return home without either eating 

or drinking. The tailor took up his work ,and 

went on with his stitching, and the youth joined 

himself to a master workman, and followed his 

trade. 

The second son during this time, had gone 

to a miller to learn a trade of him. When his 

time was up the miller said to him: ‘Because 

you have been so industrious, I have a reward 

for you. I will make you a present of a wonder- 
ful donkey, but it will neither draw a wagon 

nor carry a sack.” 

‘Of what use is it to me then?” asked the 

youth. 

“He will supply you with gold,” said the 

miller. ‘‘ You have only to place him ona cloth, 

which you will spread on the ground, and say: 

‘Bricklebrit,’ and a shower of gold-pieces will 

drop from his mouth.” 

“That is a beautiful present,” said the young 

man; and thanking the miller, he took the 

donkey, and went out into the world. 

Whenever he needed money, he had only to 

say “ Bricklebrit,” and the gold pieces fell, and 
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he had no further trouble but to gather them 
from the ground. Wherever he went, only the 

best was good enough for him, and the more 
costly the better, for his purse was always full. 
After he had travelled about for some time, he 

thought: “1 must find my father. The golden 
donkey will make him forget his anger, and 
receive me kindly.” 

Now it so happened that he stopped at the 

same inn where his brother had had his table _ 
exchanged. He led his donkey by the bridle, 
and the landlord came to him, and asked if he 

should take the animal and tie it in the stall. 
“Give yourself no trouble,” said the young 

miller ; ‘I always tie up the donkey myself, as 

IT like to know where he is.” 

This was rather remarkable, and the landlord 

thought any one who would care for his own 

donkey could not have a great deal of money. 

But when the stranger put his hand in his pocket 
and took out two gold pieces, and told him to 

go and buy him something good to eat, the 

landlord opened his eyes in astonishment, and 

ran in haste to get the best he could find. 

When the meal was over, the guest asked 

how much he owed, and the landlord, not satis- 

fied with what he had already received, said that 

a couple of gold pieces more were due. The 

youth felt in his pockets, but his gold had come 
to an end. 

“Wait a minute, landlord,” he cried, “I will 

get the money for you,” and he rushed out, 

taking the table-cloth with him. 

The landlord did not know what to make of 

such actions ; but his curiosity was roused, and 

he crept out after his guest. He followed him 

to the stall, but the stall-door was locked, so 

he peeped through a knot-hole. The stranger 

spread the table-cloth under the donkey and 

called, ‘‘Bricklebrit,” and immediately the land- 

lord saw gold fall from the donkey’s mouth in a 

shower, until the ground was covered. 

“Thousands and thousands!” exclaimed the 

landlord. ‘This is the mint where the ducats 

are made, is it? Not a bad money-purse 

indeed!” 

The guest paid his bill, and went to bed, but
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the landlord went out to the stall, untied the “What trade have you been learning?” the 
old money-coiner, as he called him, and tied father asked. 

another donkey in his place. “Tama miller,” he replied. 

Early the next morning, the youth led out “What have you brought home with you 
the donkey, and started on his journey. At from your travels ?” asked the father. 

noon he reached home, and his father rejoiced ‘Nothing but a donkey,” was the reply. 

greatly to see him, and received him back “There are donkeys enough here,” said the 

gladly, father. ‘I wish it had been a good goat.” 
“Oh!” but the son replied, 

| “itis not a common donkey, but 

they oad a golden donkey. I have only 
| to say, ‘ Bricklebrit’ to him, and 

a shower of gold falls to the 
ground. Invite in all your rela- 

tives, and I will make them all 

rich people.” 

“That will please me very 

much,” said the tailor; ‘ for 

then I shall not have to sew 

any more for a living,” and he 
hastened away to invite in his 

                      

   

                  

   

relatives. 

As soon as they were all to- 

gether, the miller spread down 

acloth, and brought the donkey 

into the room. 

“Give attention now, 

all,” he cried, and turn- 

ing to the donkey, he 

said: ‘ Bricklebrit,” but 

not a gold-piece fell, and 

it was plain to be seen 

the donkey did not under- 

stand the art of coining. 

The miller’s face fell. He 

saw that he had been 

cheated, and begging his 

relatives’ pardon, allowed 

them to go home as poor 

as when they came. 

. There was nothing left 

“> but for the old man to 

go back to his needle, 

and the young man to 
7 Se ae ere) s 
Seg t AWE Fp, hire himself out to a 

miller. 

The youngest son had THE DONKEY COINING MONEY. 
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bound himself to a turner, but as this trade was 

difficult to learn, he had to serve a long time. 
In the meantime his brothers had written him 
how badly things had gone with them, and 
how on the last evening before reaching home, 

the landlord had robbed them of their wishing- 
gifts. 

When the young brother had learned his 

trade, and was ready to set out, the master- 

turner came to him and presented him as a part- 
ing gift, a sack, saying he would find a club in 

it. “I can hang the sack over my shoulder, 

and make it very useful,” said the young man, 

“but of what use is the club? It only makes 

the bag heavy.” 

“] will tell you of what use it is,” said the 

master. “If any one wrongs you, it is only 

necessary that you should say to the club: 

«Club, out of the sack,’ and immediately the 

club will jump out of the sack, and dance upon 

the person’s back so lively, that he will not be 

able to move for a week, and the club will not 

leave off beating until you say: ‘Club, into 

the sack.” 

The young turner thanked his master, and 

didding him farewell, hung the bag over his 

shoulder, and went away. 

When people approached him to do him an 

injury, he had only to speak to the club, and it 

would jump out of the sack and beat the coat 

and vest from their backs without waiting for 

them to take them off. 
The young turner travelled about, until one 

evening he came to the inn where his brothers 

had been cheated. He placed his sack upon 

the table, and began to relate all the wonderful 

things he had seen in the world. 

“Yes,” said he, ‘there is a table that can 

spread itself, and a donkey that spits out gold, 

all very good to be sure, and not to be despised, 

but they are nothing compared to the treasure 

I have found, and am carrying about in my sack.” 

The landlord pricked up his ears. ‘‘ What in 

the world can it be?” he thought. ‘The sack 

must be full of precious stones. It is only fair 

I should have a few of them, for all good things 
go in threes.” 
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When it was bedtime, the turner stretched 

himself out on a bench, and placed the sack 
under his head for a pillow. When the landlord 
thought his guest was fast asleep, he went up 
to him, and gently drew the sack from under 
his head, intending to take it away, and put 
another in its place. But the turner had been 

waiting a long time, and when the landlord 

gave a sudden jerk, he cried: ‘Club, out of 

the sack.” 

The club jumped out, and began beating him 

with a will. The landlord cried for mercy, but 

the louder he cried, the heavier fell the blows 

until he dropped to the floor exhausted. 
The turner ordered the club to stop, and said 

to the landlord: ‘If you do not give up the 

table that spreads itself and the golden donkey, 

my club will play another tune on your back.” 

“Oh, no! do not let it,” said the landlord 

feebly, ‘I will give them up gladly, only put 

that ugly thing in your sack again.” 

So the turner said: ‘I will grant you mercy 

if you will do right, but take care that you do it, 

or harm will come upon you again.” Then he 

called: ‘Club, into the sack,” and left the 

landlord lying on the floor. 

The next morning the turner took the table 

and the donkey and went back to his old home. 

The old tailor received him as joyfully as he 

had the others, and asked him what he had 

learned among strangers. 

“IT am a turner, dear father, 
” 

the son an- 

swered. 

“A difficult trade,” said his father. ‘‘ What 

did you bring with you from your travels.” 

“ A valuable stick, dear father, a club, that 

was given me in a sack,” he replied. 

“What!” cried his father, ‘(a club! It was 

not worth the trouble of carrying. You can cut 

one from any tree.” 

“But not one like this,” replied the youth. 

“When I say: ‘Club, out of the sack,’ it jumps 

out, and makes a lively dance upon the backs of 

any one who would do me harm, and does not 

leave off its beating until I order it back into 

the sack again. And look, with this club, I 

got back the table that spreads itself and the
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donkey that spits gold which that thievish land- 

lord took away from my brothers. Let me 
send for them both to come home. and invite in 

our relatives and give them a splendid feast, 

and send them away with their pockets full of 

gold.” 
The old tailor was a little suspicious, but he 

did as his son told him, and he brought all his 

relatives together once more. 

Then the turner spread a cloth upon the floor, 

led in the golden donkey, and said to his 

brother: ‘Speak to him now, dear brother,” 

The miller called: ‘ Bricklebrit,” and imme- 

diately the gold-pieces fell upon the cloth like 

rain, and the shower did not cease until every 

one had as much gold as he could carry. (Don’t 

you wish you had been there ? ) 

Next the turner brought out the wishing- 

table, and said to the eldest brother: ‘Speak 

to it, dear brother.” 
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The joiner gave the order; “Table, spread 

yourself.” It was no sooner said, than the 

table appeared set inthe richest manner. Never 

in his life had the tailor seen such good things 

in his house, and the company staid until late 

in the night feasting and making merry. 

After this, the tailor had no more use for his. 

needle and thread, and locked them up with his 
yard-measure and goose, and the rest of his 

days were spent happily with his sons. 
But what had become of the goat that was 

the cause of the sons’ being driven away? I 
will tell you. 

She was so ashamed of her bald head, that 
she ran and hid herself in a fox’s hole. When 

the fox came home, and saw a pair of great 
eyes shining in the darkness, he was frightened, 
and ran back. 
seeing that the fox 

asked him: 

Presently he met a bear, who 
was greatly disturbed, 

THE CLUB PLAYS A TUNE ON THE LANDLORD'S BACK.
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“What is the matter, Brother Fox? What 

are you making such a face about ?” 

“Oh!” replied the fox, ‘a hideous animal is 

sitting in my den, and glares at me with great 

fiery eyes.” 

“We will soon drive him out,” said the bear, 

and they went back and looked into the hole. 

But no sooner had the bear seen the fiery eyes, 

than he two was seized with fear, and would 

have nothing to do with so frightful looking a 

creature. 

As he was going away, he met a bee, who, 

seeing that something had gone wrong with the 

bear, asked: ‘‘ Well, old Bruin, what are you 

so vexed about? Where is all your fun gone?” 
“You may well ask,” replied the bear. “A 

hideous animal with glaring eyes is in the fox’s 

den, and we cannot drive him out.” 

“I feel sorry for you, Bruin,” said the bee. 

“Tama poor, weak creature, as you know, but 

I think I can help you.” ; 

She flew into the fox’s hole, lit on the goat’s. 
head, and stung her so badly, she sprang up, 

crying, ‘‘ Baa, baa!” and ran like mad out into 

the woods, and from that time no one has seen 

her. 

  

THUMBLING. 

ONCE upon a time there lived a poor peasant. 
Every evening he sat by the hearth and stirred 
the fire, while his wife sat near him and spun. 

One evening he said: “How sad it is that we 
have no children. It is so quiet here, while in 
the other houses there is so much noise and 
merriment.” 

“Yes,” answered his wife, sighing, “if we 
only had just one child, and he were no bigger 
than my thumb, I should be contented, and we 

would love him with all our hearts.” 
Now it happened their wish was fulfilled, for 

in a few months afterward, a child was born to 

them, perfect in form, but no longer than a 

thumb. ‘‘It is as we wished,” they said, ‘and 

it shall be our dear child,” and because he was 

so small, they called him Thumbling. 

But the child never grew; although they 

gave him plenty of food, he remained as small 
as when he was born. But he was an intelli- 

gent little fellow, and soon showed that in what- 

ever he undertook he would succeed. 

One day when the peasant was getting ready 
to go to the woods, he said to himself: ‘“Ifthere 
was only some one to come after me with the 

wagon.” 

“Oh, father!” cried Thumbling, ‘I will bring 

the wagon, Don’t trouble yourself about it, I 
will have it there at the right time.” 

171 

The father laughed and said: ‘How could 

that be? You are entirely too small to guide 

the horse with the reins.” 

“That does not matter, father,” replied 

Thumbling ; “if mother will only harness the 

horse, I can sit in his ear, and call to him how 

he shall go.” 

“Very well,” said his father, “we will try it 

for once.” 

When the time came, the mother harnessed 

the horse, and placed little Thumbling in his 

ear. They started, the little fellow calling out 

how the horse should go. They went along 

very properly, and took the right road to the 

forest, just as if the master were driving. It 

happened as they were turning a corner, and 

Thumbling was calling, ‘‘ Whoa, whoa!” they 

came near two strangers. 

“My!” said one, “what is that? There 

goes a wagon, and we hear the driver calling to 

the horse, but no one is to be seen.” 

“Everything is not right here,” said the other; 

we will follow the wagon, and see where it 

stops.” 

But the wagon drove deep into the woods, 

and straight to the place where the wood had 

been cut. As soon as Thumbling saw his 

father, he cried out: ‘‘ Look, father, here lam 

with the wagon. take me down.”
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‘HE WAS SO SMALL, THEY CALLED HIM THUMBLING.” 

The father held the horse with one hand, and 

lifted his son down with the other. As Thumb- 
ling was seated on a straw, chatting merrily 

with his father, the two strangers came up, 

and, on seeing Thumbling, could not speak for 
astonishment. 

One of them took the other aside, and said: 

“Hark you! that little fellow could make our 
fortunes. Let us buy him, and take him to a 
large city, and exhibit him.” 

So they went to the peasant, and said: “Sell 
us the little man, we will take good care of 
him.” 

‘‘No,” replied the father, “he is the joy of 
my heart, and I would not sell him for all the 
money in the world.” 
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But when Thumbling heard the offer they 

made his father, he caught hold of his father’s 

cloak, and drawing himself up the folds, seated 
himself on his shoulder and whispered in his 

ear. ‘Let them have me; I will come back 

again.” 

So the father gave his little son to the 
two strangers for a handsome sum of money. 

“Where will you sit?” they asked Thumb- 

ling. 

“Put me upon the rim of your hat, where 

Tcan walk about, and 

see the country, and 

not be in any danger 

of falling.” 

They did as he 

wished, and when he 

had said good-bye to 

Ist ; his father, they set out on their 

journey. 

They travelled until evening, then 

‘p Thumbling said: ‘‘ Please lift me 

© down.” “Remain where you are,” 

said the man on whose hat he was 

sitting. But Thumbling begged so 

piteously to be taken down, that at 

last the man set him down for a few mo- 

ments, as he thought, by the roadside. But 

Thumbling crept about among the clods of 

earth until he found a mouse’s hole, which 

he crawled into, calling out: ‘Good evening 

gentlemen, you may go home without me now.” 

They ran to get him, and thrust sticks into 

the hole, but it was of no use ; Thumbling crept 

ever farther into the hole, until it became quite 

dark, and the men were obliged to leave him 

and go home full of vexation, and with empty 

purses. 
As soon as Thumbling thought they were 

gone, he crept out of the underground nest. 

“Tt is so dangerous to travel here in the night,” 

he said ; “how easily I could break my neck or 

limbs.” Luckily he stumbled against an empty 

snail-shell. ‘“ How thankful Iam!” he cried, 

“IT can pass the night here in safety,” and he 
crawled in and lay down very comfortably. But 

just as he was going to sleep, two men passed, 
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and he heard one of them say to the other: 

‘“‘ How are we going to manage to get the gold 

and the silver at the parson’s house ?” 

“T can tell you how,” cried Thumbling. 

“What was that?” cried one thief, ‘‘I heard 

some one speak.” 

They stopped and listened. 

Then Thumbling spoke again: 

with you, I can help you.” 

‘‘Where are you?” they asked. 

“Look around upon the ground, and see 

where my voice comes from.” 

The thieves found him finally, and lifted him 

up inthe air, ‘‘ You little mite, how can you 
help us?” they exclaimed. 

“Listen,” was the reply, “I can creep be- 

tween the iron bars of the parson’s window, 

and hand you out whatever you wish.” 

“Very well,” said they, “we will see what 

you can do.” 

When they came to the house, Thumbling 

crept into the room, but he was no sooner in 

there than he cried with all his might; ‘Do 
you want all that is here ?” 

The thieves were frightened, and whispered 

for him to speak lower so as not to awaken any 
one. 

But Thumbling acted as if he had not under- 

stood them, and called out again: “What do 
Do you want everything that is 

“Take me 

you want? 

here ?” 

The cook, who slept near, heard him, and 

raised up in bed to listen, but it was some time 

before she heard anything more. The thieves, 

who had run away when Thumbling cried out, 

gathered courage and came back. They 

whispered through the window, saying: ‘“ Now 

make haste and reach something out to us.” 

Then Thumbling cried again: ‘TI will give 
you everything, only reach in your hands.” 

The maid who was listening, heard these 

words plainly, and rushed to the door. The 
thieves ran as if the hunters were after them, 

and the maid, not seeing any one, went back to 

make a light. As she entered the room, 

Thumbling crept out into a shed, that she 

might not find him. After the maid had looked 
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about in all the corners, and not found any one, 
she lay down again, thinking she must have 
been dreaming with her eyes and ears open. 
Thumbling found some hay, and crept inamongst 
it, feeling very thankful for so beautiful a place 
to rest in until morning, when he would go 
home to his parents. But other things were 
awaiting him—the world is full of trouble and 

sorrow. 
As soon as it was daybreak, the maid was 

up, and out to feed the cattle. Her first steps 

were to the shed to get the hay. She seized an 

armful, and it happened to be just that on which 
Thumbling lay sleeping. But he was so sound 

asleep, he was not aware of anything until he 

found himself in the cow’s mouth, having been 
picked up by her with some hay. 

“Mercy on me!” he cried, ‘‘how did I get 
into this mill?” But he soon learned where he 
was, and had to spring about in a lively manner 
to keep from between the teeth and not get 
ground to pieces. Finally he slipped, down the 
cow’s throat. 

“They have forgotten the windows in this 

little room,” he said, ‘“‘and the sun cannot 

shine in; no light is brought in either.” 

He was not pleased with his quarters, and 
what made it more uncomfortable was that hay 

was continually coming in at the door, and the 

room became smaller and smaller. At last in 

his fear he cried out: ‘Bring me no more 

fodder, bring me no more fodder !” 

The maid was milking the cow, and when she 

neard the same voice that she had heard the 

night before, but saw no one near, she was so 

frightened, she fell off from her stool and spilled 

the milk. She quickly fastened the shed door, 
and ran in great haste to her master, exclaim- 

ing: ‘Alas! dear master, the cow has been 

talking!” ‘‘ You are crazy,” answered the pas- 

tor, but he went out to the stall to see for him- 

self what was there. 

He had scarcely set his foot within the door, 

than Thumbling cried out: ‘‘Bring me no 

more fodder, bring me no more fodder |” 

The pastor was frightened, and thinking his 

cow was possessed by an evil spirit, ordered her
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THUMBLING GIVES THE MAID A FRIGHT. 

killed. This was done, and the stomach in 
which Thumbling was hiding was thrown out 
with the refuse. He had great trouble working 
his way out, and he no sooner got his head out 
than a new misfortune awaited him. A hungry 
wolf came along, and swallowed the stomach 
ata gulp. But Thumbling kept his courage. 
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“Perhaps,” he thought, ‘the wolf 

will talk with me,” and he called out: 

“Dear wolf, I know where you can find 

a splendid dinner.” 

“Where ?” asked the wolf. 

“In a house that you can safely 

reach by crawling through the sewer. 

When once there you will find all the 

cakes, bacon, and sausages you can 

eat,” and he described exactly his 

father’s house. 

The wolf did not wait to be told 

twice. When night came, he crept 

through the sewer, got into the store- 

room, and ate to his heart’s content. 

When he wished to go, his body was 

so large, it was impossible for him to 

return by the same way that he came. 

This was just what Thumbling had 

expected, and he began now to make a 

great noise, screaming and talking as 

loud as he could. 

“Will you be still!” said the wolf. 

“You will wake the people.” 

“Indeed,” said Thumbling, ‘you 

have had a good time eating your fill, 

and now I will make merry,” and he 

began screaming with all his might, 

till at last he woke his father and 

mother. They ran to the storeroom 

and peeped through the key-hole. 

When they saw the wolf, the man 

rushed for an axe and the woman for 

a scythe. 

“You stay here,” said the man, as 

they entered the room; “and after I 

have struck him a blow with the axe, 

if he is not dead yet, you must strike 

at him with the scythe, and cut his 

body in two if you can.” 

When Thumbling heard his father’s voice, he 

called out: ‘‘ Dear father, Iam here ; I amin 

the wolf's body.” 

“God be praised!” cried the father joyfully, 

“our dear child is found,” and he told his wife 

not to strike with the scythe, lest some harm 

might come to Thumbling. He raised the axe,
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and with one blow killed the wolf. Then with 

a knife and shears, they cut open the body and 

took out their little son. 

“ Alas!” said the father, ‘‘ how much we have 

suffered on your account.” 

“Ves, father, I have passed through a good 

deal since I have been out in the world. How 

good it seems to breathe fresh air again.” 

‘Where have you been all the time ?” asked 

his father. 

“J have been in a mouse’s hole, in a cow’s 

stomach, and lastly I was swallowed by a wolf, 

and brought home to you,” said Thumbling. 

“ And we will never sell you again for all the 
riches in the world,” said his parents, embracing 

and kissing him. 

They gave him food and drink, and had a 
new suit of clothes made for him, for, as you 

may imagine, his old ones were quite worn out 

in his travels. 

  

TRE 

In olden times, when wishing was having, a 

king’s son was bewitched and made to sit in an 

iron chest in the forest. He remained here 

many years and no one was able to break the 

spell. 

But one time a young princess became lost 

in the woods, and wandered about for nine days, 

till finally she came to the iron chest. As she 

stood looking at it, she heard a voice say: 

‘“Where have you come from, and whither are 

you going?” 

“JT have lost my way,” she replied, ‘‘and do 

not know how to reach my father’s kingdom.” 

“JT will help you find your way in a very short 

time,” he said ; ‘‘ but first you must promise to 

do what I ask. Iam as noble in birth as you, 

and wish to marry you.” 

The maiden was frightened, and thought: 

‘What shall I do with that great iron chest?” 

But as she was very anxious to reach home 

again, she gave the promise. Then the voice 

continued: ‘“ You must return to-morrow, and 

Dring a knife with you, and scrape a hole in the 

chest.” 
A servant then appeared to guide her home. 

He walked near her, but uttered not a word 

all the way. In a couple of hours they reached 

her father’s castle. There was great joy in the 

household over the return of the princess, and 

the king clasped her in his arms and kissed her, 

glad and thankful to find her safe. 

But the maiden was very sad and said ; “ Dear 
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father, listen to what has happened to me. I 

could not have reached home had I not found 

a large iron chest in the forest. But in order 

to receive help from it, I had to promise that I 
would return and marry it.” 

The old king was so horrified when he 

heard this that he swooned, for this was his 

only daughter. A consultation was held, and 
it was decided that the miller’s daughter, who 

was very beautiful, should go to the woods in 

her place. Accordingly a knife was given her, 

and she was led to the iron chest. For twenty- 

four hours she scraped and scraped, but could 

not make the smallest hole in the iron. 

When morning dawned, a voice cried: “I 
think it is day outside.” 

‘“‘T think so too,” she replied, ‘‘for I hear my 

father’s mill clattering.” 

‘““Then you are the millers daughter, are 
you? Very well, you may go home at once and 

tell the king’s daughter I wish her to come 
to me.” 

On hearing this, she went and told the old 
king that the iron chest did not want her, but 

his daughter. Again the old king was terribly 

frightened and the maiden wept bitterly. But 

they thought of the swineherd’s daughter who 

was even more beautiful than the miller’s daugh- 

ter. The king offered her a piece of gold if 

she would go to the iron chest in the forest, 

and she consented very willingly to go. Serv- 

ants conducted her to the place,and she scraped
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on the chest four and twenty hours also, with- 
out making the slightest impression on it. 

When it was morning, she heard some one 

say: “I think it must be daylight outside.” 

“Certainly,” she replied. ‘‘I hear my father’s 

horn blowing.” 

“Then you are the swineherd’s daughter! 

Go home,” was the command, ‘‘and tell the 

king’s daughter she must do as she promised. 

If she does not come, the castle shall fall, and 

not one stone will be left upon another.” 
When the king's daughter heard this, she 

was very sad, but there was nothing else to be 
done,—she must keep her promise. So she bade 

her father good-bye, and taking a knife, went 

out into the forest. 

When she came to the iron chest, she began 

scraping, and in a couple of hours, she had suc- 

ceeded in making a little hole in the chest. 

She peeped in and saw a beautiful youth whose 
dress glittered with gold and precious stones. 

So pleased was she with his appearance that 

she began scraping with all her might, and soon 

had a hole large enough for him to crawl 
through. 

As soon as he was out, he said: ‘‘ You have 

set me free; you alone shall be my bride, for 

we belong to each other.” 

He wished to take her to his kingdom at 
once, but she begged to be allowed to see her 

father once more. He gave her permission, 

providing she would speak only three words 

to her father and then return to him. 
So she went home, but she said more than 

three words, and while she was talking the 
iron chest was carried away over a glass moun- 
tain and plains of sharp-edged swords. But 
the prince was no longer in it, he was still free 
and could go where he pleased. 

Soon the maiden bade her father farewell, and, 

taking a little money with her, went back to 
the great forest to the place where the iron 
chest had been, but it was not to be found. 

She searched nine days, and then her hunger 
was so great, that if she were not helped soon, 

she must surely die. When evening came, she 
climbed a little tree, thinking to pass the night 
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there, for she was afraid of the wild beasts. 

About midnight, she saw a light in the dis- 

tance. “Ah!” she exclaimed, ‘‘now I shall 

find help!” 

She soon came down from the tree, and went 

towards the light, praying as she went. She 

soon came to a little house. It was surrounded 

with tall grass, and before the door lay a pile 

of wood. ‘What is such a house doing here?” 

she thought. She peeped in at the window, 

and saw nothing but frogs of all sizes, and a 

table beautifully laid, with cups and plates of 

silver, and the choicest food and wine. On 

seeing this, she took heart and knocked. 

Instantly the door was opened by a little 

frog. As soon as she entered, they all made 

her welcome, and invited her to sit down, and 

asked where she had come from, and whither 

she was going. 

She related all that had happened, and how, 

because she had spoken more than three words, 

the iron chest and the young prince had both 

disappeared. But she would travel over moun- 

tain and valley until she found him again. 

Then the old frog ordered a certain bag to 

be brought her, but she took nothing from it 

just then. The king’s daughter must eat and 

drink, and then she was shown to a beautiful 

little bed with coverlets of silk and velvet, 

where she was to pass the night. She slept 

soundly, and arose in the morning refreshed and 

ready for her journey. When she was ready to 

set out, the old frog took from the large bag 

three needles, saying she would need them, for 

before she could find her lover, she would have 

to climba glass mountain, walk over sharp- 

edged swords, and cross a large body of water. 

Besides the needles she gave her a plough-wheel 

and three nuts. Promising to take good care 

of these gifts, she went away. 

When she came to the glass mountain, she 

fastened two of the needles to her shoes, and 

holding the other in her hand, she had no diffi- 

culty in climbing the slippery sides. Soon after 

she came to the sharp-edged swords, but she 

seated herself on the plough-wheel and rolled 

safely over them. Lastly she had to cross the
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large body of water, but a boat was ready to 
take her over, and when she reached the other 

side, there stood before her a large, beautiful 
castle. 

She went up to the gate and asked to be 
engaged as a servant, although she knew the 
prince whom she had set free from the iron 
chest lived there. For a small sum they hired 
her for kitchen-maid, and thus she worked 
and waited until the time should come for her 
to appear before the prince. 

One evening, after she had gone to her room, 
she happened to think of the three nuts that 
the frog had given her. She took one from her 
pocket and bit it open thinking she would eat 
the meat, but instead of a kernel, she found a 
‘royal robe. 

Now the prince, believing that his first bride 
had long been dead, was about to marry another, 
and when she heard of this beautiful dress in 
the possession of the kitchen-maid, she deter- 
mined to have it. But the maid would not sell 
it, and refused to give it to her unless she 
would allow her to whisper something in the 
bridegroom’s ear when he was asleep. The 
bride consented, and then went and told the 

prince that a foolish maiden wanted to speak 
to him in his sleep. 

He thought nothing of it, and slept soundly. 
During the night, the maid entered and going 
to the bedside, wept bitterly and said: ‘‘I set 

you free from the iron chest in the forest. I 
have sought for you over the glass mountain 

and sharp-edged swords, and now when I have 
found you, you will not listen to me.” 

But he did not hear her; only the servants 

who stood by the prince’s chamber-door, saw 

and heard all that took place. 

The next evening after she had washed and 

made herself neat, she bit open a second nut, 

and found another dress still more beautiful 
than the first. When the bride heard of this, she 

wanted this one also, but the kitchen-maid 

would let her have it only on condition 

that she would let her speak to the bride- 
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groom. As her first visit had done no harm, 
the bride consented, taking the precaution how- 
ever to drop a sleeping-draught into the prince's 
wine that evening. So when she came the 
second time, and whispered the same complaint 

into his ear, he paid no attention, but slept on 

undisturbed. But the servants who were watch- 

ing her strange actions, told the prince the next 

morning everything that had taken place during 
the night. 

The next evening, she bit open the third 

‘nut and took from it a dress that glittered like 
pure gold. This also was promised to the bride 

if she would allow her to go for the third and 
last time to the prince’s sleeping chamber. 

But to-night, the prince was on the look-out. 
He did not take the wine, and waited for the 

girl to appear. Soon he heard some one weep- 

ing, and then she whispered: ‘‘ Dearest one, I 

set you free from the iron chest in the forest,” 

—she went no further; the prince sprang up 

and taking her in his arms said: ‘‘ You are the 

true bride ; we belong to each other, and must 

never be separated again.” 

Without waiting, they set out in the night, 

but first took awav the clothes of the false 

bride that she might not follow them. They 

sailed across the body of water, and when they 

came to the swords, the plough-wheel rolled 

them safely over, and with the aid of the needles, 

the sides of the slippery mountain were once 

more successfully climbed. 

All dangers were over now. When they 

came to the place where the frog’s house had 

stood, the little cottage was no more to be 

seen, but in its place stood a noble castle. All 

the frogs had been set free from the spell they 

were under, and were changed into princes and 

princesses. The marriage was celebrated here, 

as this was to be their future home. But when 

they heard that the old king, the bride’s father, 

still mourned because he was left alone, they 

persuaded him to come and live with them, and 

thus the two kingdoms were united, and all 

were satisfied and happy.



THE WEDDING OF MRS. FOX. 

FIRST TALE. and lay as motionless as a dead mouse. Mrs. 

Fox was greatly distressed when she found him, 

and leaving everything in the hands of her 

maid, a young kitten, went to her room, and 

locked herself in. When it became known that 

the old fox was dead, suitors began to appear. 

One day, the maid heard some one knocking 

at the door. She opened it, and saw there a 

young fox who said : 

ONCE upon a time there lived an old fox who 

had nine tails. One day he took it into his 

head to play a trick on his wife, and by means 

of it, prove whether she were faithful to him or 

not. 

So he stretched himself out under a bench, 

          

    

    

‘* Pussy cat, Pussy cat, what do you there ? 

Awake and at work, or asleep by the fire?” 

She replied : 

‘* Asleep by the fire! indeed I am not, 

But over the fire Iam stirring the pot, 

    

In which I am warming some butter and beer, 
Come in Mr. Fox, and we'll give you good cheer.” 

“Thank you, Miss Kitty,” he said with a grin, 

I don’t mind the beer, but is Mrs. Fox in?” 
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But the kitten said : 

«She sits in her room, and no one will see, 

If you have any word you must tell it to me. 

With weeping and mourning her eyes are quite red, 

She cares for no one now her husband is dead.” 

“Very well,” said the fox, ‘go and tell her 

a young fox would like very much to become 

her suitor.” 

Away went the cat, pit, pat! pit, pat! 

knocked on the door rip, rap! rip, rap! 

She 

‘Dear Mrs. Fox, are you there?” she cried, 

A lover is waiting for you outside.” 

Said poor Mrs. Fox, ‘‘Ah: yes, 1 am here, 

But how does he look? I must know, my dear, 

If his tails are so long and so many and fine, 

As those of my husband, you know he had nine.’ 
? 

-‘Alas! no,” said the cat, ‘one only has he.” 

“Then I will not have him, so tell him for 

Mme.” 

So the cat went down and sent the fox away. 

But soon there was another fox at the door, 

who wished to see Mrs. Fox. But as he had 

only two tails, his fate was no better than that 

of the first. Then there came another who had 

three tails, but he also was refused, till finally 

one came that had nine tails like the late Mr. 

Fox. When the widow Fox heard of him, she 

said joyfully : 

‘*Now open wide the windows and door, 

Take out the old fox, I want him no more.” 

But just as they were about to celebrate the 

wedding, the old fox came to life, and beat the 
whole company, together with his wife, until he 

drove them out of his house. 

SECOND TALE. 

THIS tale is also told about the old fox who 

pretended to be dead. 

A wolf came to the door and knocked, and 

the cat, who was maid to Mrs. Fox, opened to 

him. 

He greeted her, and said: 

‘* How do you do, Miss Nit? 

Why alone do you sit? 

What have you good to eat?” 
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The cat answered: 

‘‘Bread and milk [ have made, 

Already the cloth is laid, 

Come in and take a seat.” 

“ Thank you, Miss Kit,” said the wolf, “then 

Mrs. Fox is not at home to day ?” 

The cat replied : 

‘‘Locked in her room she wecps, 

And neither eats, nor drinks, nor sleeps, 

For Mr. Fox is no more.” 

The wolf then said: 

‘* Would she like another man ? 

Tell her quickly as you can, 

Iam waiting at the door.” 

The cat ran up-stairs, and along the hall until 

she came to Mrs. Fox’s room. She knocked on 

the door with her five gold rings, saying : 

‘* Would you like another man? 

Tell me quickly as you can, 

For he’s waiting at the door.” 

But Mrs. Fox did not open the door, only 

asked: ‘Has he little red stockings and a 

pointed nose?” 
“No,” replied the cat. 

“Then I will not have him,” said Mrs. Fox, 

and the wolf was dismissed. 

After the wolf had gone, there came a dog, a 

deer, a bear, a rabbit, a lion, and indeed all the 

animals of the woods came as suitors to the 

Widow Fox, but all with the same success. 

Finally a young fox came. 

‘Has the little red stockings and a sharp: 

nose?” she asked again. 

“Yes,” replied the cat. 

“Then let him come in,” said Mrs. Fox, and 

she ordered the maid to get ready for the wed- 

ding. 

‘(Make haste, Kitten, get your broom, 

The old fox sweep out of the room ; 

Go and hunt some big fat mice, 

Treat yourself to all that’s nice, 

For to-day is the wedding-day ; 

Make haste kitten, then, be gay.’ 
, 

So the wedding was celebrated with song and 

dance, and for all I know they are dancing still.
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THERE was once a young lad who, having 
learned the locksmith’s trade, wished to go out 

into the world and seek his own living. His 
father was willing, and gave him money for 

travelling expenses. So the lad set out and 

very soon succeeded in finding work. But after 

a while he became tired of his trade and wished 

to become a hunter. 

One day he met a hunter who asked where 

he came from and whither he was going: 

“Tam a locksmith by trade, but I do not like 

that work, and should like to become a hunter. 

Will you let me learn of you?” 

The hunter was willing to take him as a pupil, 
so he remained with him several years until he 

became a skillful marksman. Then the hunter 
dismissed him, giving him, as a parting gift, an 

air-gun, that had the peculiar property of always 
hitting the object aimed at. 

The young hunter set out, and soon came to 
a woods through which he was not able to travel 
in one day. When night came on, he climbed 
a tall tree to be out of the reach of wild beasts. 
Towards midnight he thought he saw a faint 
light in the distance. He took careful notice of 
the direction in which it lay, and then before 
moving, threw his hat towards it, that he might 
make no mistake when he reached the ground. 
He scrambled down, found his hat, and made 

a straight line in the dircction in which he had 
seen the light, until finally he came to an im- 
mense fire, around which were seated three 

giants attending to the roasting of an ox. 
‘‘T must taste of the meat and see if it is done,” 

said one. He tore off a piece, but before he 
could put it in his mouth, the hunter shot it out 
of his fingers. 

“Well,” said the giant, “the wind blew that 
out of my hand,” and he tore off another piece. 
Just as he was going to bite it, the hunter shot 
that away. The giant turned quickly and gave 
his companion near him a box on the ear. 
“What did you snatch that away for ?” he cried. 
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“c “T did not take it away,” said the other, ‘‘a 

sharp-shooter shot it out of your hand.” 

The giant took a third piece in his hand, but 

he could not hold that either. 

‘““That is a good shot that can take the food 

from your mouth,” said the giants among them- 

selves, ‘such a person would be useful to us ;” 

then they cried aloud: ‘Come here, you sharp- 

shooter, and sit down by our fire and eat as 

much as you like; we will not hurt you; but if 

we have to bring you, you will fare badly.” 

The hunter came forward, saying that he was 

a trained marksman, and that whatever he aimed 

his gun at was always hit. 

The giants begged him to stay with them 

and promised to treat him well. They told him 

that not far from the woods lay a body of water, 

beyond which was a castle. In this castle liveda 

beautiful princess whom they wished to carry off. 

* But,” continued the giants: ‘It is not an 

easy task, for there is a little dog that always 

comes out and barks when any one approachey 

the castle. This wakes the entire household, 

and of course no one is able to enter. Do you 

think you could shoot the dog dead ?” 

“ That would be mere play.” said the hunter. 

So they went down to the water, seated 
themselves in a boat, and sailed across to the 

castle. The dog ran towards them, but before 

he could bark, the hunter shot him dead. The 

giants were delighted and thought they had 
the princess in their power now, but the hunter 
wished first to see how the land lay, and told 

the giants to remain outside till he called them. 

In the first room, he saw a sword of pure 

silver hanging on the wall, ornamented with a 
gold star on which the king’s name was en- 

graved. Underneath it lying on a table, was a 

sealed letter. He broke it open and read that 
whoever wore the sword could overcome all 
who opposed him. He took the sword from 

the wall, and went on. Soon he came to the 

room where the princess lay sleeping.
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When he saw how beautiful she was, he stood 

still and gazed at her, hardly daring to breathe. 

‘‘How can I bring this innocent girl into the 

power of those wild giants !” he thought. 
He looked around the room, and saw a pair 

of slippers under the bed. On the right one 
was embroidered a star and her father’s name, 

and on the left, the star and her own name. 

She had a large silk kerchief around her neck, 

beautifully worked with gold letters; in the 

right corner her father’s name, and in the left 

her own. He took the shears and cut off the 

right corner of the kerchief, and put it in his 
knapsack ; then he took the slipper having the 

king’s name on it, and put that in also. Lastly 

he cut a piece from her night dress, put it with 

the others, and went softly away. 
When he reached the gate, he found the 

giants waiting for him. He called to them to 
come in, that the king’s daughter was already 

in their power, but as he could not get the gate 
open, they would have to creep through a hole. 

The first giant came near and put his head in 
the hole. The hunter seized him by the hair 

and with one stroke of his sword cut off his 
head. He then drew the body through, and 
called for the second one. He came and was 

treated in the same manner, and then the third 

one met the same fate. The hunter then cut 
out the tongues of the giants, and put them in 

his knapsack, and thought: 

“Now I will go home and show my father 
what Ihave done. Then I will go out into the 

world, and see what luck is in store for me.” 

In the morning when the king arose, he saw 

the three headless giants lying in the court- 

yard. He went to his daughter’s room, woke 

her, and asked who had slain the giants. 

“ Dear father, I do not know; I slept soundly 

all night,” she replied. 
When she got up and began to dress, she 

first noticed that a piece had been cut from her 

kerchief, then she saw the hole in her night- 
dress, and lastly she missed her right slipper. 
When the king heard of this, he called all the 

courtiers and soldiers together and asked which 

of them had slain the giants. 
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Now the king had one captain, who was very 
ugly looking, and this one said he had done 
the noble deed. 

Then said the king: 
daughter in marriage.” 

“Oh, no, dear father!” cried the princess, 

“rather than marry this man, I will go out and 
travel as far as my feet can carry me.” 

Then her father said if she would not marry, 

she should put on a peasant’s dress and go out 
and peddle earthen vessels for a potter. 

She took off her royal robes, dressed herself 

aS a poor peasant, and went to a potter and 

hired a basket of his wares, promising to pay 

for them that evening if she sold them. 

Then the king made her sit in one corner of 

the market-place, while he secretly ordered the 

peasants to drive their wagons so as torun over 

her basket. She had not sat there long before 
a wagon came, drove over her basket, and broke 

the wares to pieces. 

She began to weep bitterly, and said: “Alas! 
how can I pay the potter!” 

The king thought she would be compelled to 

marry the captain now, but instead she went to 

the potter and asked if he would not lend her 

another basketful of wares. But he said, No, 

not until she had paid for the first. 
Then she went to her father and begged him 

to help her. Finally he said: ‘I will build a 

little house for you out in the woods, where you 

shall remain all your life and cook for any one 

who comes that way, but you shall not receive 

any money for it.” 

When the little house was ready, he had a 

sign placed on the door, which read: 

“You shall have my 

“‘Meals free to-day ; 

To-morrow, you pay.” 

She lived here a long time, and it became 

known all over the kingdom that a young 

maiden cooked meals for nothing and had a 

sign on the door announcing the fact. When 

the hunter heard of it, he thought: ‘That is 

the place for me, Iam poor and have no money.” 

So he took his air-gun and his knapsack, in 

which everything still remained that he had 

taken from the princess, went to the woods,
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and found the little house on whose door hung 

the sign: 
‘‘Meals free to-day ; 

To-morrow, you pay.” 

He also had on the sword with which he had 

cut off the giants’ heads. He entered the house 

and asked for something to eat. She was not 

long getting it for him, and he was greatly 

pleased with the maiden who was so willing and 

kind, and as beautiful as a picture. 

While he was eating, she asked him where 

he came from, and whither he was travelling. 

‘‘T am travelling about seeking my fortune,” 

he replied. 

‘“Where did you get that sword that has my 

father’s name on it ?” she asked. 

‘* Are you the king’s daughter ?” he asked in 

astonishment. 

“Yes,” was the reply. 

‘‘ With this sword I cut off the heads of three 
giants. See, here are the proofs,” and he drew 

from his knapsack the three tongues, and then 

he showed her the slipper, the corner from the 

handkerchief, and the piece from her night- 
dress. The poor princess was delighted, and 
said she was the one whom he had set free. 

They went together to-the old king. The 
princess led her father to her room, and told 

him what the hunter had done for her. 

When he saw the proofs, he could no longer 

doubt the story, and said to the hunter: “I 

am glad to know this has happened. You shall 

have my daughter for a wife.” 

A grand feast was held in honor of the prin- 

cess’s return, and the captain sat at her left hand 

while the hunter occupied the seat at the right. 

‘He is some honored guest,” thought the 

captain, not suspecting he was a rival. 

After they had eaten and drank, the king 

turned to the captain and said: 

“What would you think if a person should 

say he had killed three giants, and when asked 

for their tongues, should not be able to find 

any in their heads ?” 

“T should think they never had any,” said: 

the captain. 

“That is not true,” said the king; ‘every 

living creature has a tongue. If a person speaks. 

falsely, what should be his reward ?” 

“He should be torn to pieces,” said the 

captain. 

“You have spoken your own sentence,” said 

the king. 
Thus the captain received his reward, while 

the hunter married the princess. He sent for 

his father and mother who came and lived 

with their son, sharing his riches and happiness. 

until their death. 

  

D Re: 

ONCE upona time a cock anda hen deter- 

mined to take a little journey together. So the 
cock built a pretty little wagon with four red 
wheels, and harnessing four mice to it, the little 
hen seated herself by the cock, and away they 

drove. They had not gone far when they met 

acat. ‘Where are you going ?” she asked. 
The cock replied: ‘‘We are going out into 

the country to see Dr. Korbes.” 

‘“Take me with you,” said the cat. 

‘“ Very gladly,” replied the cock. ‘You may 
sit in behind, but take care you do not scratch 

my red wheels.” 
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Now little mice, squeal, 

Fly, each little wheel, 

And bring us to-day 

To our friend far away,” 

But they did not get along very fast, for they 

stopped first to take in a millstone, then an egg, 

then a duck, then a pin, and lastly a needle. 
Finally they reached Dr. Korbes’ house, but he 
was not at home. The mice drew the wagon 
under a shed; the cock and the hen flew upon 

a perch; the cat seated herself on the hearth ; 

the duck on the well-curb; the egg wrapped 

herself in the towel; the pin stuck point up-
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ON THE ROAD TO DR. KORBES’. 

wards in the chair-cushion; the needle jumped 

into the bed and fixed herself in the pillow; 

while the mill-stone laid itself up over the door. 

Soon Dr. Korbes came home. As he stooped 

over the hearth to make a fire, the cat threw 

ashes into his face. He ran out quickly to the 
well to wash them off. But the duck was seated 
here, and she showed her ill manners by spirting 

water in his face. Then he went to the kitchen 

to dry his face ; but as he took up the towel, the 

ege rolled in it burst, and flew into his eyes, 
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sticking them together like glue. After this he 

wished to rest, and seated himself in his easy 

chair, but the pin stuck into him, and he sprang 

up in a great rage, and threw himself on the 

bed, but his head no sooner touched the pillow 

than he felt the point of the needle. With a 

loud cry, he started for the door, but as he 

reached it, the millstone fell upon his head, and 

killed him. Must not Dr. Korbes have been 

a very wicked man to have deserved such _ 

treatment?
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THE SPARROW AND HER FOUR YOUNG ONES, 

A SPARROW once had four young ones in a 

swallow’s nest. Just as they were fledged, some 

wicked boys tore the nest down, but happily 

the birds fluttered away on the wind without 

receiving any harm. But the old one was very 

sad because her children had gone out into the 

world without being warned of the dangers that 

awaited them, and taught how to escape them. 

Autumn came, and a large number of spar- 

rows met ina wheat-field. Here to her great 

joy, the mother found her young ones again, 

and took them home with her. 

‘Alas! my dear children,” she said, ‘what 

sorrow you have caused me this summer, be- 

cause you flew away before I could give you 

any advice. Listen to my words now, and obey 

meinallI say. Little birds have to meet with 

great dangers.” Then she asked the eldest 

one where he had spent the summer, and how 

he had fared. 

“T staid in the garden,” he replied, ‘‘and 

lived on worms and caterpillars till cherries 

were ripe.” 

“Digging with the bill is not bad pastime,” 
said the old one, ‘‘ but there is great danger in 
a garden, especially when people walk around 

carrying a long green stick, that is hollow and 

has a little hole in the top.” 

“And what if there is a green leaf on the 
hole, covered with wax ?” asked the young one. 

‘‘Where did you see that?” 
“In the merchant's garden,” said the son. 

“O, my child!” exclaimed the mother, 

“‘merchants are cunning people. But if you 
have been around among the world’s children 
you have learned enough of their crafty ways. 
Make good use of your knowledge, and do not 
be too confident.” 

Then she asked another where he had been 
living. 

‘** At court,” was the reply. 

“That is no place for sparrows and silly little 
birds,” said the mother. ‘‘ There are much gold 
and silks and velvets and harness and armor 
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there, and such birds as hawks and screech- 

owls may fare very well; but your place is out 

in the stables, where the grain is scattered, and 

you can pick up your living in peace.” 

“Ves,” said the young bird, ‘but when the 

stable-boys weave the straw into knots and 

meshes, many a bird gets hanged.” 

«Where did you see that ?” 

«“ Among the stable-boys at court.” 

“Oh, my son!” cried his mother, ‘stable- 

boys are bad boys. If you have been among 

such people, and escaped without losing a 

feather, you are prepared to go out into the 

world. But keep a sharp look-out ; the wolves 

often eat the cleverest little dogs.” 

Then she called the third one. ‘‘ Where have 

you found your living ?” 

“On the highways and streets,” he said. ‘1 

look among the rubbish and often find a kernel 

of corn or barley.” 

“Tndeed,” said the old bird, ‘‘that is fine 

food, but you must watch your chance ; look 

sharp, and when you see any one stoop to pick 

up a stone, it is time for you to fly away.” 

“That is true,” said the young bird, ‘ but 

what if one carries stones in his pocket to throw 

at you?” 

‘Where have you seen that?” 

“The mountaineers, dear mother, when they 

travel about, carry stones in this manner,” he 

replied. 

‘Mountaineers are rough people,” she said. 

“Tf you have been among mountaineers, you 

have learned something. 

Fly away, little sparrow ; 

But away from his home, 

Mind, many a sparrow 

Has been killed by a stone.” 

Lastly the old bird came to the youngest son. 

‘But you, my little screeching nestling, who 

were always the weakest and most foolish, you 

must remain with me. Out in the world 

great rough birds with crooked beaks and long 

claws who are always watching little birds, 

are
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and are ready to devour them. Stay at home 

with your own people and keep the spiders and 

caterpillars from the trees and house, and you 
will be happy.” 

‘‘My dear mother,” he said, ‘““he who gets 

his food without injury to others, will live long, 

and neither hawk nor eagle will do him any 

harm. The dear God, who is the creator and 

preserver of all the birds of the forest and towns, 

will give him his daily food, for He hears the 

young raven’s cry, and not a sparrow or wren 
falls to the ground without His permission.” 

“Where did you learn that?” asked his 
mother. 

“When I was carried away from you last 

summer,” he replied, “I took shelter in a 

church, and kept the windows clear of flies and 
spiders. While there I heard these words, and 
indeed the Father of all sparrows has fed me 
and preserved me from all fierce birds.” 

‘Well said, my dear child,” said the mother 

bird. ‘‘Fly back to the church, help keep the 

spiders and flies from the windows, chirp to 

God as the ravens do, and pray to your Creator 

daily, and you will fare well even though the 
world were full of ravenous birds ; for, 

All who trust in God each day, 

And kind and gentle are, 
With faith, from evil to be free, 

To them will God a helper be.” 

THE SHREWD FARMER. 

ONE day a peasant took his walking-stick 
from the corner and said to his wife: ‘Irene, 

I am going away into the country, and shall 

not return for three days. If the cattle-dealer 
should come and want to buy our three cows, 
you may sell them, but not for less than two 
hundred dollars ; do you understand ?” 

“Yes, I will do as you say,” she said. 

‘You are like a little child that falls on its 
head ; you will remember what I tell you for 

about an hour. But I give you warning, if you 

make a blunder in this business, I will stripe 

your back in black and blue, and that without 

any coloring, but with this stick I hold here in 

my hand.” So saying, he went away. 

The next morning, the cattle-dealer came. 

The woman had but little to say to him. He 

looked at the cows, was satisfied with the price, 

and prepared to take them with him. As he 

drove them out of the gate, the woman ran to 

him, and catching him by the arm, said: “You 

must pay me the two hundred dollars or else 
you cannot take the cows with you.” 

“Correct,” said the man, ‘‘but I forgot my 

pocket-book this morning. But do not be un- 

easy, you shall have security till I pay. I will 

take two cows along with me, and leave the 
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other one till the three are paid for; that is a 

good bargain.” 

The woman was satisfied, and as the man 

drove away the cows, she thought how pleased 

Hans would be because she had been so sharp. 

The farmer returned on the third day, and the 

first thing, asked if the cows were sold. 

“Certainly,” replied his wife, “‘and for two 

hundred dollars.” 

“Where is the money?” asked the farmer. 

“T haven't it,” she replied. ‘‘The man had 

forgotten his purse, and promised to bring it 

soon, but he left a good security behind.” 

‘What kind of security ?” he asked. 

“One of the three cows. He will not take it 
till he has paid for them all. Iwas very sharp 

and kept back the smallest one because it eats 

the least,” said the simple woman. 

Then the man was very angry, and raised his 

stick to give the promised blows. Suddenly he 
let it fall without touching her. 

“ You are the biggest goose on the face of the 

earth,” he cried, ‘‘but I pity you. I will go 

out on the highway and for three days will try 

to find somebody sillier than you are. If I 
succeed, I will forgive you, if not, you shall 
receive your deserved reward without mercy.”
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He went out on the highway, seated himself 

on a stone, and waited for something to happen. 

Presently he saw a wagon coming, in the mid- 

dle of which a woman stood, instead of being 

seated on a bundle of straw lying near her, or 
walking by the oxen to guide them. 

‘““Here is the one I am looking for,” he 

thought, and jumping up, ran about the wagon 

as if he were not in his right mind. 

‘““What do you want, grandfather?” asked 

the woman. ‘I do not know you. Where did 

you come from ?” 
“‘T dropped from the sky,” said the man, “and 

do not know how to get back ; can you show 
me the way?” 

“No,” said the woman, ‘‘I do not know the 

way. But if you have come from the sky, per- 

haps you can tell me about my husband. He 

has been in Heaven three years, you must cer- 

tainly have seen him.” 

“Yes, I have seen him,” he replied, ‘‘ but 

they cannot all have an easy time. He is a 

shepherd, and the sheep make him a good deal 
of trouble as they spring over the mountains 

and get lost in the wilderness. His clothes are 

badly torn, for Saint Peter admits no tailors.” 

‘Listen to me,” said the woman. ‘ Yester- 

day I sold my wheat and received a beautiful 

sum for it, I will send him the money. You 

can put the purse in your pocket, and no one 

will know you have it.” 
“Tf that is all you ask, I will do it with 

pleasure,” said the farmer. 

‘Sit where you are,” she said, ‘and I will 

drive home and get the purse, and soon return 

with it. You see I do not sit on the straw, be- 

cause it makes the load lighter if I stand.” 

She drove away, and the farmer thought: 
“There is a good stock of folly. If she brings 

me the money, my wife will be in luck? she 
certainly will not deserve the blows.” 

It was not long before she came running back 

to give him the money, and thank him a thous- 

and times for his kindness. 
When the woman reached home, she found 

her son waiting her. She told him what had 

happened, and closed by saying : 
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“T am so glad to have had the opportunity 

of sending my husband something, for he was 

represented as suffering for want of clothing.” 

The son was greatly amazed and_ said: 

“Mother, we cannot meet some one from 

Heaven every day. I must go at once and 

find this man. He must describe the place for 

me, and tell me about work there.” 

He saddled his horse and rode away in great 

haste. He found the farmer sitting under a 

tree, counting the money that was in the purse. 

‘Have you seen the man that came from 

Heaven?” called the youth. 

“Yes,” said the farmer, ‘‘ but he has set out 

to return. He has gone upthe mountain, which 

makes the journey a little shorter for him. You 

can overtake him if you ride sharp.” 

“Alas!” said the youth, ‘“ I have worked hare 

all day, and the ride here has tired me out 

completely. You know the man, take my horse 

and ride after him, and persuade him to return.” 

“ Aha!” thought the farmer, ‘here is another 

one that has no wick in his lamp.” Then he 

said aloud: ‘‘ Why shall I not do this kindness ?” 

and mounting the horse he galloped away. 

The youth waited for him till night came on, 

and as he did not return, he thought: ‘Indeed, 

the man from Heaven may have been in great 

haste, and would not come back, so the farmer 

has given him the horse to take to my father.” 

He went home and told his mother what he 

thought had happened. ‘ You did quite right,” 

she said. ‘You do not need the horse; your 

legs are young, and you can go afoot.” 

When the farmer reached home, he said to 

his wife: ‘‘ Irene, you are in luck, 1 have found 

two who know less than you do. This time 

you will not receive the blows; I will save them 

for another time.” 

Then he lighted his pipe, and sat down in his 

grandfather's chair. ‘‘That was a good bar- 

gain,’ he went on. “If your stupidity can 

always bring in as much to me, I shall hold 

you in great esteem.” 

So thought the shrewd farmer, but I would 

rather have been the simple people whom he 

had cheated.
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THE QUEEN QUESTIONING THE MIRROR, 

THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

ONCE upon a time in the 

midst of winter, when the snow- 

flakes fell from the sky like 

feathers, a queen sat by the 

window sewing, and as she 

worked, she pricked her finger. 

She held it out the window and 

three drops of blood fell on the 

snow. As she looked at the 

brilliant red and white, she 

thought: ‘‘How beautiful it 

looks! If I had a child I should 

like it to be as white as snow, 

as red as blood, and its hair as 

black as this beautiful ebony 
frame to the window.” 

Her wish was fulfilled, and 

sometime after a little daughter 

was born to her, as white as 

snow, as red as blood, and 

whose hair was as black as 

ebony. She looked like a little 

snow-drop, and so she was 

called by that name. 

But the mother did not 

live to see little Snow-drop 

grow up, and the father mar- 

ried again. The step- 

mother was very 

beautiful, but proud 

and haughty, and 

could not endure that 

any one should be 

more beautiful than 

she. She had a won- 

derful mirror, and 

when she _ stepped 
ow 7 before it and looked 

at herself, she would 

say: 

‘* Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 

Who’s the fairest one of all?”
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And the mirror would reply: 

‘You, dear queen, are fairest of all.” 

Then the proud queen would be contented, 

for she knew the mirror told the truth. 
But the older Snowdrop grew, the more 

beautiful she became, till she reached the age 

of seven years, and then her beauty surpassed 

even the queen’s. 
The queen was disturbed, and went before 

the mirror: 

‘* Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 

Who's the fairest one of all 2” 

The mirror replied: 

“« The fairest lady that e’er was seen, 

Till Snowdrop came, was you, I ween. 

The little maid with eyes so true, 

Is now a thousand times fairer than you.” 

The queen was terrified, and turned yellow 
and green with jealousy. From that hour the 

sight of Snowdrop filled her heart with hatred. 
And the hatred and jealousy grew like a poison- 

ous weed, until her thoughts were filled with it, 

and she had no rest day or night. 

Finally she called a hunter to her, and said: 
“Take this child out into the woods; I can no 

longer bear the sight of her. Kill her, and bring 
me, as a proof that you have done as I com- 
manded, her heart and liver.” 

The hunter promised to obey and took Snow- 

drop with himto the woods. But when he took 
out his knife to take her innocent life, she began 
to cry, and begged him to let her live, and she 

. would run away into the woods, and never 

trouble the queen again. 
Because she was so beautiful the hunter had 

pity on her, and said: ‘‘ Run away, then, poor 

child, as fast as you can,” but he thought to 
nimself: ‘The wild animals will soon devour 
her.” It seemed as if a great load had rolled 
from his heart. Just then a young deer ap- 
peared in the thicket. The hunter killed it, and 
taking out the heart and liver, brought them as 
proofs to the queen. 

The wicked “oman took them, and gave 
1a 

them to the cook with orders to prepare them 

for supper. 

Little Snowdrop, who was now all alone in 

the great woods, was very much frightened. 

She could see nothing but trees and leaves in 

every direction. How could she find any one 

to help her? She started and ran; over the 

sharp stones and through the briars she went ; 

wild animals were startled, but never offered to 

harm her; on she went until night came on, 

and then her little feet could run no further. 

. She saw a little cottage and went in to rest. 

It was a tiny little house, and everything within 

was very dainty and neat. The little table was 

covered with a snowy cloth, and on it were 

arranged seven little plates with seven little 

spoons, seven little knives and forks, and seven 

little mugs. 

Against the wall stood seven tiny beds, each 

one covered with a white quilt. As Snowdrop 

was very hungry and thirsty, she ate a morsel 

from each plate, and drank a drop of wine from 

each little cup, for she did not wish to take all 

she wanted from any one alone. Then feeling 

very tired, she lay down in one of the little 

beds, but it did not suit her, it was too long. 

Then she tried another, but that was too short. 

Another was too high, another too low, and so 

on until she had tried them all. The seventh 

one was very comfortable, so saying her prayers, 

she went to sleep. 

When it was quite dark, the masters of the 
house came home. They were seven little 
dwarfs, and had been working all day in the 

mines in the mountains. They lighted their 
seven little lamps, and saw that some one had 
been in the room, that it was not just as they 
had left it. The first one said: ‘Who has 

been sitting in my chair?” The second: ‘‘Who 

has eaten from my plate?” The third: ‘‘Who 

has taken a piece of my bread?” The fourth: 

‘“Who has been eating my vegetables?” The 
fifth: ‘Who has been using my fork?” The 
sixth: ‘ Who has been cutting with my knife?” 
The seventh: ‘‘Who has drank out of my 

cup?” 
Then the first one looking around, saw a
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little dent in his bed, and cried out: 

“Who has been stepping on my bed?” 

. They all ran, each one to his bed, and 

said one after the other : 

“Some one has been lying on my bed.” But the seventh one, on 

looking at his, saw little Snowdrop. He called his brothers, who 

came running with their lamps in their hands. They looked at her 

in astonishment, saying softly: ‘‘ What a beautiful creature ! what 

a beautiful creature!” They were not displeased at finding her 

there, and were careful not to waken her. 

The seventh little dwarf willingly gave up his bed to her, and 

slept with one of his com- 

panions, and thus the night 

          

   
   

    

      

    

  THE SEVEN LITTLE DWARFS. 
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In the morning when Snowdrop awoke and 

saw the dwarfs, she was frightened. But they 

were very kind and gentle, and asked her what 

her name was. 

“Tam called Snowdrop,” she replied. 

“How came you in our house?” they asked 

again. 

Then Snowdrop told them how her step- 

mother had tried to kill her, but the hunter 

allowed her to run away, how she had run all 

day through the woods until finally she had 

reached their little house. 

“Will you keep the house for us, do our 

cooking, washing, sewing, make our beds, and 

keep everything neat and clean? If so, you 

can stay with us, and you shall want for 

nothing.” : 

“JT will do this gladly,” said Snowdrop, and 

so she staid with them. 

In the morning, the dwarfs went out in the 

mountains to dig for gold and other metals, 

while Snowdrop remained at home and did the 

cooking and had everything in order for them 

when they came home at night. As the maiden 

was alone all day, the dwarfs warned her to be 

very careful and let no one enter the cottage: 

“Tt will not be long before your step-mother 

will know you are here,” they said. 
After the queen had eaten the heart and liver 

of what she supposed was Snowdrop, she had 

no thought but that the child was dead, and 

that once more she was the most beautiful 

person in the world. She stepped before the 
mirror one day, and said as usual : 

** Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 

Who's the fairest one of all?” 

But the looking glass replied: 

‘*The fairest lady that ever was seen, 

Till Snowdrop came, was you, I ween. 

Snowdrop lives, but is far away ; 

For seven dwarfs she toils all day.’ , 

The reply frightened her, for she knew the 
mirror spoke the truth. The hunter had de- 
ceived her, and Snowdrop was still alive. She 
thought and thought how she could best accom- 
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plish her purpose, for as long as she was not 

the most beautiful woman in the world, her 

pride and envy would give her no rest. At 

last she thought of a plan. She painted her 

face, dressed herself in miserable clothing, and 

started out as an old peddler-woman. In this 

disguise she travelled over the seven mountains 

till she came to the house of the seven dwarfs. 

She knocked at the door, and cried: ‘Beautiful 

goods for sale ! beautiful goods for sale !” 

Snowdrop peeped out of the window, and 

bidding the woman good-day, asked what she 

had for sale. 

“Tacing cords of all colors,” she replied, 

holding up some woven of different colored 

silks. 

“She is an honest woman, I can let her come 

in,” thought Snowdrop, and she opened the 

door and bought one of the pretty laces. 

‘‘Come now, and I will show you how to lace 

your pretty bodice,” said the peddler. 

Suspecting no harm, Snowdrop seated her- 

self, and allowed the old woman to lace her 

bodice. Quickly she drew the strong new cord 

in and out, and in a twinkling it was drawn s< 

tight Snowdrop could not breathe, and she fell 

from the chair as if dead. 

“Now you are the most beautiful,” said the 

queen as she hastened away. 

In a little while the seven dwarfs came home 

to supper, and great was their fright when they 
saw their dear little Snowdrop lying on the 
floor as ifshe were dead. They lifted her up, 

and as they did so, saw that her bodice was too 

tight for her to breathe. They cut the lace, 

and ina short time she began to breathe, ana 

was restored to life. When the dwarfs heard 

what had happened, they said: “The old 

peddler-woman was no other than the wicked 

queen. You must never let any one in again 
when we are not here.” 

The queen, when she reached home, went 

before the mirror and asked: 

‘Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 

Who’s the fairest one of ail?” 

To which the mirror answered as before:



t 

was you, I ween. 

Pd 

all the blood 

, for she knew for a certainty 

For seven dwarfs she toils all day. 

When the queen heard this, 

Snowdrop lives, but is far away, 

rushed to her heart 

Till Snowdrop came, 
‘«The fairest lady that ever was seen 

f, “that will destroy her completely,” and 

“ But I will find something,” she said to her- 

then by the aid of witch-craft, which she un- 

that Snowdrop did not die. 

sel 

THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

 
 

       

Ny 
WAL The 

hi 
SP yy 
wae 

G aN 

                         ZZ 
ey 

t
i
i
 

a
f
 

y
 

Yi 
} FTG      L

o
!
 

\, y 
x 

    

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
                 

   

THE QUEEN TEMPTS SNOWDROP WITH THE POISONED APPLE, 
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THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

derstood, she made a poisoned comb. Then 

dressing herself as an old woman, she set out 

once more over the seven hills with her basket 

She knocked at the door of the seven 

“Nice goods for sale, nice 

of wares. 
dwarfs, calling: 

goods for sale!” 

Snowdrop looked out and said: 
not stop here, I shall let no one in.” 

“But I will let you look at my goods,” said 

the woman, holding the comb in the air. The 

child was pleased with the pretty comb, and 

forgetting her fears, opened the door. 

‘‘ Now,” said the peddler, ‘‘let me show you 

how to use it,” and she began to comb Snow- 

drop’s hair. But no sooner had the comb 

touched her hair, than the poison began to 

work, and Snowdrop fell to the floor senseless. 

‘There, you paragon of beauty, it is all over 

with you now,” said the woman as she went out. 

Fortunately the dwarfs came in soon after. 

As soon as they saw Snowdrop lying as if dead, 

they knew that the step-mother had been there 

again. As they lifted her up, they saw the 

poisonous comb in her hair. They had no 

sooner drawn it out than Snowdrop began to 

revive. She told them all that had happened 

and again they warned her not to let any 

stranger in. 

When the queen reached home, she went 

before the glass, 

“Vou need 

‘* Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 

Who's the fairest one of all?” 

she asked. The reply came: 

‘‘ The fairest one that ever was seen, 

Till Snowdrop came, was you, I ween. 

Snowdrop lives, but is far away ; 

For seven dwarfs she toils all day.’ 
? 

The queen shook with rage. ‘Snowdrop 

shall die, even if it cost me my life,” she cried. 

She went into a secret chamber that no one 
entered but herself, and made a deadly poison- 

ous apple. It was a_ beautiful red-cheeked 

apple, and the sight of it would make one’s 

mouth water, but the person that ate the 

smallest piece of it would surely die. When it 
was ready, the queen painted her face and 
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dressed herself as an old peasant woman, and 

went over the seven hills to the seven dwarfs. 

She knocked at the door, but Snowdrop put her 

head out the window and said: “I cannot let 

you in; the dwarfs have forbidden me to let 

any one enter.” 

‘“Then if I cannot come in, I can show you 

my apples. Here is one I will give you,” said 

the peasant-woman. 

“No,” said Snowdrop, ‘‘I dare not take it.” 

“ Are you afraid of being poisoned? Look, 

I will cut the apple in two, you can have the 

red part, and I will take the white.” 

But the apple had been so skillfully made, 

that only the red part was poisoned. Snowdrop 

longed for the apple, and when she saw the 

woman eating it, she could resist no longer, 

and stretched out her hand and took the 

poisoned half. 

She took one bite, and fell down dead. The 

queen looked at her with cruel eyes, and laugh- 
ing loudly, said: ‘White as snow, red as 

blood, and black as ebony! The dwarfs will 

not be able to rouse you this time.” 

Going home she went before the glass, and 

asked: 

“«Mirror, mirror, on the wall, 

Who's the fairest one of all?” 

And the mirror replied as of old: 

““You, dear queen, are fairest of all.” 

Then the wicked queen was satisfied and her 

proud heart had rest. 

In the evening, when the dwarfs came home, 
they found Snowdrop lying on the ground. 
All signs of life were gone; she seemed to be 

quite dead. They lifted her up, and tried to 

find the cause of her death. They unlaced her 

bodice, combed her hair, and washed her face 

in water and wine, but it was of no use; the dear 

child was dead. They laid her upon a bier, 

and the seven dwarfs sat by her and wept for 

three days. Then they thought they must bury 

her, but she looked so pretty and fresh—even 

her red cheeks had not changed—that they 
said: ‘‘We cannot put her in the dark earth.”



THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

So they made a glass coffin, and laid her in 
it, and writing on it her name in golden letters, 
and that she was a king’s daughter, they carried 
it out, and placed it upon the mountain. One of 
the dwarfs always remained by it to watch it, 

and the birds came and mourned over Snow- 
drop; first an owl, then a raven, then a crow. 

Snowdrop lay in the coffin a long time, and 
showed no signs of decay. She looked as if she 

slept ; her skin was as white as snow, her cheeks 
as red as blood, and her hair as black as ebony. 
It happened that a young prince, passing through 

the forest, stopped over night at the dwarf’s 
cottage. He saw the coffin out on the moun- 
tain, and beautiful Snowdrop lying within. He 

read the name in golden letters, and said: ‘“‘ Let 
me have this coffin, I will give you anything 
you ask for it.” 

But the dwarfs replied: 
“We would not give it to you for all the 

money in the world.” 
‘Then make me a present of it,” said the 

prince, ‘‘for I cannot live without Snowdrop. 

She shall be treated with the greatest respect 

and honor as one dearly beloved.” 

He spoke so earnestly, the dwarfs were full 

of pity for him, and gave him the coffin. The 

king had his servants lift it on their shoulders 
and carry it away. As they went through the 

forest one of the men stumbled. The jar that 

it gave Snowdrop caused the poisoned mouth- 

ful of apple to roll out of her mouth. Before 

long she opened her eyes, lifted the cover of 

the coffin, and sat up. 

‘‘ Where am J,” she cried. 
“You are with me,” said the prince, full of 

joy, and he told her what had happened. ‘‘ You 
are dearer to me than anything else in the world ; 
come, go with me to my father’s palace, and be 
my wife.” 

Snowdrop loved the kind young prince, and 
went with him, and soon after the marriage was 
celebrated with great magnificence. 

But Snowdrop’s stepmother was also invited 
to the wedding. When she was dressed in her 
royal robes, she stood before the mirror, and 

asked: 

‘* Mirror, mirror, on the wall, ~ 

Who’s the fairest one of all!” 

To her horror the glass replied: 

‘« The fairest lady that ever was seen, 
Till Snowdrop came, was you, I ween. 

The little maid with eyes so true, 

Is now a thousand times fairer than you.” 

Then the wicked woman uttered a curse, she 

was so frightened and angry, she knew not what 
todo. First she thought she would not go to 
the wedding, but there was no peace for her, 
and she decided to go and see the young queen. 
As soon as she entered, she knew Snowdrop, 
and in her rage and fear seemed rooted to the 
spot. But punishment awaited the wicked 
woman. A pair of iron slippers had been heated 

over a coal fire until they were glowing. These 
were brought to her, and she was obliged te 

put them on and dance in them until she dropped 
dead. 

LAZINESS AND INDUSTRY. 

THERE once lived a maiden who was very 
pretty, but lazy and careless. When she used 
to spin, she was so impatient, that if a little knot 

came in the flax, she would pull off a whole 
handful and throw it on the floor near her. 

It happened that an industrious servant-girl 
saw the flax that was wasted, and carefully 
gathered it together, washed it, spun it into 
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fine thread, wove it into cloth, and had it made 

into a beautiful dress. 

Now a young man had asked the careless 

maiden to be his wife, and the wedding-day 

was fixed. On the evening before, the servant- 

girl danced merrily about in her beautiful dress, 
till finally the bride said: ‘‘ Look, how the girl 

dances in my shreds and leavings.”
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The bridegroom was curious to know what 

she meant. So she told him that the maid had 
saved the flax that she had thrown away, and 

had made it into the dress in which she was 

now arrayed. 

WHAT THE 
   

    

    

  

   
   

  

   

      

   

  

   

  

   

    

   

FIRST STORY. 

A SHOEMAKER, through no fault of his own, 
once became so poor he had only just leather 
enough left for one pair of shoes. In the evening 
he cut out the shoes that they might be ready 
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On hearing this, the bridegroom saw the dif- 

ference between the laziness of the beautiful 

maiden and the industry of the servant-girl, and 

immediately gave up the mistress and chose 

the maid for his wife. 

FATRIES: DO. 

for him to work on in the morning, then, saying 

his prayers, he went quietly to bed and fell 

asleep. But in the morning, how great was his 

surprise to see the shoes lying on his table all 

finished. He could not speak for astonishment. 

He took them in his hands and examined them 

carefully ; but he could not find one false stitch, 

indeed they were quite perfect. 

Very soon a customer came in, and he was so 

pleased with the shoes, he offered more than 

the usual price for them. With this money the 

shoemaker was able to buy enough leather for 

two pairs of shoes. 

He cut out the shoes in the evening, that he 

might begin his work with fresh energy in the 

morning. But there was no need of this, for 

when he arose, the shoes were finished. Cus- 

tomers Were not wanting either, and before the 

day was done, the shoemaker had money 

enough to buy leather for four pairs of shoes. 

Early the next morning he found these 

finished and ready for sale, and thus it went 

on, what he cut out at night, he found fin- 

ished in the morning. In this way he made 

a good living, and in time became a rich 

man. 

One evening, not long before Christmas, 
after the shoemaker had cut out his shoes 
and was ready to retire, he said to his 

wife: ‘How would it do for us to sit up 

and see who it is that lends us this helping 

hand?” 

His wife was willing, so they left a light burn- 

ing, and hid themselves in a corner of the room 

behind some clothes that were hanging there. 

When it was midnight, there came into the room 
two little fairies, and though it was mid-winter,
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THE FAIRIES CARRYING OFF THE MAIDEN, 

they had no clothing on. They went at once 

to the shoemaker's table, and taking up the 
work which he had cut out, their little fingers 
began to stitch and sew and hammer so nimbly 
and quickly that the shoemaker could not take 
his eyes from them for astonishment. There 

was no pause in their work until the shoes were 

all done. Then they sprang quickly away. 
The next morning, the wife said: ‘ The little 

fairies have made us rich, we must show them 

in some way how grateful we are. I should 

think they would freeze running about with 
nothing on their bodies. I know what we shall 

do. I will make them a little shirt, coat, vest, 

trousers, and a pair of stockings, and you can 

make them each-a pair of shoes.” 
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The shoemaker was willing, and before even- 

ing the presents were ready. They laid them 

on the work-table, instead of the usual work, 

and then hid themselves to see how the fairies 

would act. 

At midnight they came skipping in as if they 

were anxious to begin their work. But when 

they found some tiny little clothes instead of 
leather awaiting them, they were at first sur- 

prised, and then they danced about in great 

joy. Quickly they drew on the clothes, and 

then stroking them with their little hands, sang: 

‘« Very fine gentlemen now are we ; 

No more shoes shall we make for thee.” 

Then they danced and hopped about, spring-
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ing over chairs and benches, till finally they 

danced out of the room, and they were neve 

seen any more. 
But everything went well with the shoemaker, 

and he succeeded in everything he undertook 

as long as he lived. 

SECOND STORY. 

THERE was once a poor servant girl who was 
very neat and industrious. The house and also 

the yard were swept with care, and the dirt was 
gathered into a heap and carried away. 

One day, just as she was ready to begin her 
work, she found a letter. Not being able to 
read it, she placed her broom in the corner and 
carried the letter to her master. It proved to 
be an invitation from the fairies, asking the 
maiden to stand god-mother to one of their chil- 
dren. The maiden did not know what to do, 
but finally, after much persuasion, she consented 
to go. 

So there came three fairies who carried her 
to a hollow mountain where they lived. Every- 
thing was very small and fairy-like, but beauti- 
ful beyond description. The little mother lay 
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in an ebony bed ornamented with pearls, the 

curtains were embroidered with gold, the tiny 

cradle was of ivory, and the bath-tub of gold. 

The maiden stood god-mother to the child, 

and then she wished to return home; but the 

fairies begged her to stay with them three days. 

So she remained, and the time passed very hap- 

pily to the hard-working little servant-girl, and 

the fairies loved her dearly. When the time 

came for her to go, they filled her pockets with 

gold, and led her out of the mountain. 

When she reached home she took the broom 

from the corner as usual, and began sweeping. 

But strange people came to her and asked who 

she was, and what she was doing there. Then 

she learned she had been in the mountain with 

the fairies seven years instead of three days, and 

that in her absence her old master had died. 

THIRD STORY. 

“\ MOTHER once had her child taken from 

the cradle by the fairies, and a creature with 

thick head and staring eyes, that did nothing 

but eat and drink, left in its place. In her dis- 

tress, the mother went to her neighbor and 

asked what she should do. The neighbor told 

her to take the strange child into the kitchen, 

set it before the hearth, build a fire, and boil 

some water in two ege-shells. ‘‘ This will make 

the child laugh, and if he laughs it will be all 

over with him,” she said. 

The woman went home and did as her neigh- 

bor told her. As she placed the egg-shells 

over the fire, the stupid child sang out: 

‘Old am I as the oldest tree ; 

But cooking in egg-shells is new to me.” 

\ Then he began to laugh, and as he 

laughed there came a crowd 

of fairies into the kitchen. 
To the mother’s joy they 

brought back her own child, 

and placed it on the hearth, 

and took away the strange 

one with them. 
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THE COUNTS: REWARD. 

THERE was once a very old woman who lived 
with her flock of geese in a lonely place between 
two mountains. The open space was surrounded 
by a large forest, and every morning the old 
woman tonk her crutch and hobbled out into it. 
She was more active than one would have be- 
lieved, considering her great age. She worked 
very industriously and gathered grass for her 
geese and broke off all the wild fruit she could 

reach, all of which she carried home on her 

back. 

One would have thought that loads so heavy 
would have crushed her to the earth, but she 

always brought them safely home. If she met 
any one, she would greet them in a friendly 
manner and say: ‘‘Good-day, farmer; this is a 

fine day. Oh, you wonder to see the grass that 
I carry! But every one must bear some burden 
on his back.” 

People did not like to meet her, and would 
take a round-about way rather than do so; and 
if a father passed near with his boys, he would 
whisper: ‘Be careful, children, and don’t go 
near her; she has mischief behind those ears; 

she is a witch.” 
One summer morning a handsome young 

man was walking in the forest. The sun shone 
brightly, the birds sang, a cool breeze was blow- 
ing among the leaves, and everything seemed 
full of joy. He had not met a person, till sud- 
denly he came upon the old woman down upon 
her knees cutting grass with a sickle. She had 
a heavy bundle ready, and two baskets full of 
wild apples and pears stood near it. 

‘“Well, old mother, how can you carry away 
all this load ?” he asked. 

‘‘T must carry it, dear sir,” she replied. “Rich 
people’s children need not do such hard work, 
but of the poor it is well said: 

‘ Look not at your back, 
There is ever a pack.’” 

“Will you not let me help you?” asked the 
kind-hearted youth. 
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She looked at him as he stood near her and 
said: 

“You have a straight back and young legs, 
it would be easy for you to carry the load. My 

house is not far from here, it stands on the com- 
mon between the mountains. How quickly you 

could run there!” 
The young man felt sorry for her and said: 

“It is true my father is not a peasant, but a rich 

count; but to show you that rich people can 
bear burdens, I will carry the load for you.” 

“Tf you will I shall be very thankful,” she 

said. ‘It is not more than an hour’s walk, but 

what is that to you?) But there are the apples 

and the pears that you must carry as well as 

the grass.” 
When he heard it was an hour’s walk he hesi- 

tated a little, but the old woman would not let 

him off. She lifted the buridle on his back and 
hung a basket on each arm, saying: “ There, 

you can carry them very easily.” 

‘‘Not very easily,” said the count making a 

wry face. ‘‘The bundle presses so heavily on 

my back, it seems as if it must be filled with 

cobble-stones, and the apples and pears are as 
heavy as lead; I can hardly breathe.” 

He wanted to set them down but she would 

not let him, saying scornfully: ‘See, the young 

count is not able to carry as much as an old 

woman! You were very ready with your fine 

words, but when it comes to working, you want 

to run away. Why do you stand there? Come 
pick up your feet and move on; no one can 

take the bundle from you.” 
The count started, and as long as the earth 

was level, got on very well, but when he came 
to the mountain and began to climb it, the 
stones rolled under his feet as if they were alive, 

and his strength failed him. The perspiration 
stood on his face and ran down his back, now 

hot and now cold. 
“Old mother, I cannot go farther,” he said, 

‘‘T must rest a little.” 
“Not here,” she replied; ‘‘when you get to
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my house you may rest, but now you must go 
forward. Who knows what good it may do you?” 

“Old woman, have you no shame or pity ?” 

he exclaimed. 

Then he tried to throw off the bundle, but in 

vain; it clung to his back as firmly as if it 

had grown there. He turned and twisted, but 

he could not free himself. The old woman 

laughed at him and jumped about on her crutch 
in quite a lively manner. 

** Don't excite yourself,” she said, ‘you are 

getting as red in the face as a turkey-cock. 

Carry your burden with patience, and when we 
reach the house, I will give youa drink that 
will refresh you.” 

What could he do but trudge on patiently 
behind the old woman? At every step she 
seemed to grow lighter and nimbler, while his 
burden grew heavier. Suddenly she gave a 
spring, and landed on top of the bundle, and 

though she was so thin and withered, she seemed 
as heavy as the stoutest country maid. 

The young man’s knees trembled under this 
added weight, but if he stopped, she beat. his 

legs with a strap and stinging nettles. So amid 
constant groans, he kept on till the mountain 
was crossed, and just as he was ready to drop, 
arrived at the old woman’s house. 

As soon as the geese saw her, they flapped 
their wings, stretched out their necks, and ran 

to meet her, crying, ‘ Wulla, wulla!” Behind 

the flock walked a middle-aged woman, tall and 
strong, but homely as the night. 

‘Dear mother,” she said, “did anything hap- 
pen to you that you were away so long?” 

“Have no fears, my daughter,” replied the 
old woman; ‘nothing evil happened to me. On 
the contrary, this young man carried the load 
for me, and only think, when I was tired, he 

carried me too on his back. But the way did not 
seem long to us, for we were quite merry, laugh- 
ing and joking together.” Finally the old woman 
descended from her perch, took the bundle from 
the youth’s back, the baskets from his arms, 

looked at him kindly, and said: 
‘* Now you may sit down on the bench by the 

door and rest. You have honestly earned your 
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reward, which shall not be long coming.” Then 

turning to the goose-girl, she said: ‘Go into 

the house, my daughter, it is not proper for 

you to remain here; the young man might 

easily fall in love with you.” 

The count did not know whether to laugh or 

ery when he heard this. ‘Such a little treasure!” 

he thought. ‘Even if she were thirty years 

younger, she would fail to move my heart.” 

The old woman petted and _ stroked 

geese, and then went with her daughter into 

the house. The youth stretched himself out on 

a bench under a wild apple-tree. The air was 

soft and mild, and all around spread a green 

meadow, dotted with primroses, wild thyme 

and thousands of other flowers. Through the 

middle of the meadow flowed a clear brook 

that sparkled in the sunshine, and the white 

geese walked up and down, or paddled about 

her 

in the water. 

“Tt js very beautiful here,” he said, ‘but | 

am so tired I cannot hold my eyes open any 

longer. I think Iwill sleep a little. If only a 

wind does not come and blow my legs away ; 

they feel as light as tinder.” 

After he had slept a lictle while, the old 

woman came and shook him till he awoke. 

“Get up,” she said, ‘‘you cannot stay here. I 

certainly did treat you badly, but it did not 

cost you your life. Now I will give you your 

reward. You have money and property cnough, 

so I shall give you something else.” 

So saying, she placed in his hands a little 

book cut out of a single emerald. ‘ Guard it 

well,” she continued, ‘it will bring you luck.” 

The count sprang up, thanked the old woman 

for her gift, and then, as he felt refreshed and 

strong once more, set out at once on his home- 

ward journey, without one glance around at the 

beautiful daughter. The geese seemed strangely 

disturbed over his departure, for he heard their 

loud cries even after he had travelled a long 

distance. 

The count wandered about three days in the 

wilderness before he found his way out. Then 

he came to a large town, and as no one knew 

him, he was taken to the royal palace, into th«
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presence of the king and queen, who were 
seated on a throne. He knelt before them, 

drew the emerald book from his pocket, and 

laid it at the feet of the queen. She bade him 
rise and hand her the book. He did so, but 

scarcely had she opened it, when she fell to the 
floor as if dead. The count was seized at once, 

and they were about to take him away to prison, 

when the queen opened her eyes and ordered 
him to be released. ‘Let every one leave the 
room,” she said; “I wish to speak with him 

alone.” 

When they were alone, she began to weep 

bitterly, and said: ‘‘Of what value are riches 

and honor when I awake every morning with a 

heart full of care and sorrow? I have had 

three daughters, the youngest of whom was so 

beautiful that all the world regarded her with 
wonder. Her skin was as white as snow, with 

a tint on her cheeks like the apple blossoms, 
and her hair shone like sunbeams. When she 

wept, instead of tears, pearls and precious stones 

fell from her eyes. But when she was fifteen 

years old the king had the three sisters appear 

before his throne. You should have seen how 

the people opened their eyes when the young- 

est came in, for it was as if the sun had just 
risen. 

“The king said: ‘I know not when my last 
hour may come, therefore I wish to make known 

what each of you shall receive at my death. 

You all love me, I know, but the one that loves 

the most shall receive the best portion.’ 

“ At this each one declared she loved him best. 

“« But I would like to know,’ continued the 

king, ‘how much you love me?’ 

“The oldest one said: ‘My father is as dear 

to me as the sweetest sugar.’ 

“The second said: ‘He is as dear to me as 

my most beautiful dress.’ 

“But the third one was silent. ‘And you, my 

child, how much do you love me?’ asked the 
king. 

“*T do not know,’ she replied, ‘I can com- 

pare my love to nothing.’ 

“ But the father insisted she must name some- 
thing. 
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“Finally she said: ‘The best of food is spoilt 
without salt, therefore I love you as I do salt.’ 

“The king was angry when he heard this, and 
said: ‘If you love me like salt, your love shall 
be rewarded with salt.’ 

«So he divided the kingdom between his two 
eldest daughters, bound a sack of salt on the 

back of the youngest, and had two servants lead 
her out into the forest and leave her there. 
“We all begged and prayed for him to spare 

her, but his anger was so great he would not 

be pacified. How she wept when she left us! 
The road she took was strewn with pearls that 

fell from her eyes. Soon after the king re- 
pented the deed, and had the woods searched 
for the child, but she was not to be found. 

When I think how she may have been de- 
voured by wild beasts, I am overcome with 
grief. I try to comfort myself, however, with 

the thought that she is hidden in some cave, or 

that she is being protected by some kind- 
hearted person. You can imagine my feelings 
when I opened your emerald book and found a 
pearl within exactly like those that used to 

flow from my daughter’s eyes. Tell me, I beg 

of you, how you came by the pearl.” 2 
The count told her that it was given to him by 

an old woman in the woods, whom it was not 

safe to meet, for she was a witch. But of ker 

daughter he had seen and heard nothing. 

The king and queen, however, resolved to 

find the old woman, for they thought where 

the pearl had been, there they must find news 
of their daughter. 

The old woman sat in her house in the wil- 

derness spinning. It was growing dark and 

the one little stick burning on the hearth gave 

a feeble light. Suddenly a loud noise was 

heard—it was the cackling of the geese who 

were coming home from the meadow. Soon 

her daughter entered, but she took no notice 

of her, only to nod her head slightly. Then 

the daughter sat down to a spinning-wheel, and 

spun the thread as nimbly as a young maiden. 

For two hours they worked without speaking 

a word. Suddenly something fluttered against 

the window, and two fiery eyes looked in. It
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was the old night-owl, who cried three times: 

“Qohoo, oohoo, oohoo !” 

The old woman looked up for a moment and 

said: “It is time for you to go now, little 

daughter.” 

At this the daughter rose and went out. 

Where? do you ask? Across the meadow, 

and still further beyond, till she came to a val- 

ley. Finally she stopped at a fountain under 

three oak-trees. The moon, which was round 

and full, was sailing over the mountains, and it 

was sc light one could have found a pin. She 

took off a skin that covered her face, and 

stooped over to wash in the fountain. This 

done, she dipped the skin in the water also and 

washed it, and laid it on the grass to dry. But 

how changed was the maiden! When the gray 

wig was taken off, beautiful golden hair fell 

around her and covered her like a mantle ; her 

eyes shone like the stars of heaven, and her 

cheeks had the soft bloom of the apple-blossoms. 

But the beautiful maiden was sad. She sat 
down and wept bitterly. One tear after an- 

other rolled down her cheeks and fell on the 

ground. She would have sat here a long time 

if she had not been roused by a rustling in the 
branches of the tree near her. She sprang up 
like a deer that hears the report of the hunter's 
gun. A dark cloud covered the face of the 
moon, the maiden quickly drew the skin over 
her face, and disappeared like a light blown out 
by the wind. 

Trembling like an aspen-leaf, she ran back 
to the house. The old woman stood waiting 
for her at the door, and when the girl told her 
what had happened, laughed in a friendly way, 
and said: ‘I know all about it.” 

Then they went into the house, but the old 
woman did not return to her spinning, but in- 
stead, took the broom, and began to sweep the 
room. 
‘We must have everything neat and clean,” 

she said to the maiden. 
“But mother, why do you begin so late? 

What is it for?” 

‘“Do you know what time it is?” asked the 
old woman. 
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“Tt is not yet midnight,” the maiden replied, 

“but it is past eleven.” 

“Do you remember,” continued the old 

woman, “that you came to me three years ago 

to-day? Your time is up, and we cannot live 

together any longer.” 

The maiden was frightened, and said: “Alas, 

dear mother, will you send me out into the 

world again? Where shall I go? I have no 

friends and no home to go to. I have done all 

that you wished, and you have been satisfied 

with me; do not send me away!” 

But the old woman would not tell the maiden 

what awaited her, only said: “I cannot live 

here any longer, and when I go, the house 

must be left neat and clean, so do not hinder 

me in my work. Have no fears on your own 

account; a roof will be provided for you, and 

the reward that I shall give you will satisfy 

you.” 

“But tell me what you are going to do,” said 

the maiden. 

“Once more I tell you not to disturb me in 

my work. Do not say another word, but go to 

your room, take the skin from your face, put on 

the silk dress that you wore when you came 

here, and wait in your room till I call you.” 

But to return to the king and queen. They 

had set out with the count to find the old 

woman in the wilderness, but one evening he 

strayed away from them and wandered into the 

forest alone. The next day, he perceived that 

he was on the right road, but before he could 

reach the wilderness, darkness came on, and 

fearing he might lose his way, he climbed a 

tree to wait until morning. 

When the moon rose and shone brightly over 

the landscape, he saw the figure of a woman 

coming over the mountain. She had no rod in 

her hand, but he knew that it was the goose- 

girl, whom he had once seen at the house of the 

old woman. 

“Oh!” he cried, “if I can only get one of 

the witches, the other shall not escape me.” 

But imagine his astonishment when she 

stopped at the fountain under the tree, took the 

skin from her face,and began to bathe. Asher
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golden hair fell around her, she seemed the 
most beautiful person he had ever seen in the 
world. He scarcely dared to breathe, but he 
stretched his neck as far as he could among the 
leaves, and stared at her with fixed eyes. 
Whether he leaned over too far, or some- 

thing else was the cause, suddenly the branch 

cracked. Instantly the maiden sprang up like 
a deer, put the skin over her face, and at that 

momenta cloud hid the moon, and she disap- 
peared in the darkness. 

The count quickly descended from the tree, 
and hastened after her. He had gone but a 
short distance when he saw two other figures 
wandering together. They proved to be the 
king and queen, who had also reached the wil- 
derness, and having seen the light in the little 
cottage from a distance, were trying to make 
their way to it. The count told them of the 
wonderful sight he had seen at the fountain, 
and they doubted not that the maiden was their 
lost daughter. Full of joy, they hastened on, 
and soon arrived at the cottage. 

The geese sat near it with their heads under 
their wings, and not one of them stirred. They 
looked in at the window and saw the old 
woman spinning and nodding her head with- 
out once looking around. The room looked 
very neat, as if the fairies of the mist, who 

carry no dust on their feet, lived there. But 
they saw no signs of their daughter. They 
looked a long time, but finally took heart, and 
knocked softly on the window. 

It seemed as if the old woman was expecting 
them, for she called out in a friendly tone: 

‘Come in, I know you already.” 
They entered and the old woman said: “ You 

might have spared yourself this long journey, 
if you had net unjustly driven out your child 
who is so beautiful and good. But no harm has 
come to her; she has faithfully tended the 
geese for three years, and no evil thoughts have 
entered her heart. But you in your anniety and 
sorrow have suffered keenly, and it was just that 
you should.” 
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Then going toadoor, she called: ‘Come out, 

my little daughter.” The door opened, and the 
king’s daughter stepped out, dressed in a silken 
robe. Her golden hair fell about her, her eyes 

were bright and shining, and it seemed to the 
parents as if an angel from heaven had entered 

the room. On seeing her father and mother, 

she ran towards them, threw her arms around 

their necks and kissed them, while all wept for 

joy. The young count stood near them, and 

the maiden, on looking up and seeing him, 

blushed as red as a moss-rose, although she 

hardly knew why. 

“ My dear child,” said the king, ‘Ihave already 

given away my kingdom, what can I give you?” 

‘‘She needs nothing,” said the old woman, 

“T have saved the tears that she has shed for 

you; they are more beautiful than any pearls 

that were ever found in the ocean, and are worth 

more than your whole kingdom. And as a 

reward for her services, I will give her this little 

house.” 

So saying, she disappeared. There was a 

crackling sound in the walls, and on looking 
around, they saw that the cottage had changed 

into a splendid palace, the table was spread, and 

servants were passing to and fro. 

The story does not stop here, but my grand- 

mother who told it to me, has a poor memory 

and forgot the rest. I always think the beauti- 
ful princess must have married the count, and 

that they lived together in the palace in great 

happiness. 

Whether the snow-white geese were maidens 

whom the old woman was protecting (no lady 

need take offense), and whether they afterwards 

became servants to the young queen, I cannot 

say exactly, but I think it very probable. But 

one thing is certain, the old woman was not a 

wicked witch, but a good fairy, who wished only 

to do good. Very likely it was she who gave 

the little princess at her birth the power of shed- 

ding pearls instead of tears. But such things 

do not happen now-a-days, else the poor would 

all become rich.
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THERE was once a young girl who was lazy 

and would not spin. The mother might say 

what she liked, it had no effect. Finally she 

lost her patience, and struck the girl, who 

immediately set up a loud crying. At that 

moment the queen happened to be passing, and 

hearing the ‘screams, stopped, and asked the 

mother why she beat her daughter so that her 

cries could be heard into the street. 

The mother was ashamed to expose her 

daughter's laziness, so she said: ‘‘ Because I 

cannot make her stop spinning; she is always 

at the spinning-wheel, and we are too poor to 

provide flax for her.” 

‘Tam never happier than when I hear the 

humming of the wheel,” said the queen, ‘let 

your daughter go with me to my castle, I 

have flax enough, and she shall spin to her 

heart’s content.” 

The mother was perfectly satisfied with this 

proposal, and the maiden went away with the 

queen. When they reached the castle, the 

queen took her to three rooms, filled from top 

to bottom with the most beautiful flax. ‘ Spin 

this flax,” said the queen, ‘‘and when it is 

finished you shall have my oldest son for a 

husband. I donot mind because you are poor, 

your tireless industry is all the dower I ask.” 

The maiden was frightened, for she knew she 
could not spin the flax, even if she lived to be 

three hundred years old, and spun from morn- 

ing until night. As soon as she was alone, she 

began to cry, and thus for three days she sat 

weeping, and never lifted her hands. On the 
third day the queen came in and was greatly 
surprised to find the maiden had not spun 
any. But the girl excused herself, saying she 

had not been able to begin yet on account of 
her great sorrow at leaving her mother’s house. 
The queen was pleased with this excuse, butas 
she went out, she said: ‘‘ To-morrow you must 

begin your work.” 

When the girl was alone, she knew not what 
todo. In her trouble she walked to the win- 
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dow, hoping she might see some one who 

could help her. Aud she was not disap- 

pointed ; coming towards her were three 

women. The first one had a broad, flat foot, 

the second one had such a large under-lip it 

hung over her chin, and the third had an enor- 

mous thumb. They stopped and looked up at 

the window, and asked the girl what was the 

matter. She told them her trouble, and they 

promised to help her. 

“ But will you invite us to your wedding, and 

not be ashamed of us, but call us your aunts 

and let us sit at the table with you? If so, we 

will spin the flax for you in a very short time.” 

““T promise with all my heart, only come in 

and begin the work at once,” said the girl. 

She let the strange women in, and made a 

place for them in the first room, and they began 

spinning. One drew the thread and trod the 

wheel, another moistened the thread, while the 

third twisted and beat it on the table with her 

thumb, and every few moments there fell tothe 

floor a skein of yarn, the finest that ever was 

spun. When the queen came in, the spiniers 

hid themselves, and the girl showea hei the 

heaps of spun yarn, and she received no end of 

praise for her industry. 

When the first recom was empty, they went 

to the second, and then to the third. Finally 

the three rooms were empty. Then the women 

took their departure, saying to the maiden: 

“Do not forget your promise to us; it will 

bring you good fortune.” 

When the girl showed the queen the empty 

rooms and the great heaps of yarn, she gave 

orders for a grand wedding, and the bride- 

groom was very happy because he had won 

such an industrious bride, and was never tireG 

of praising her. 

“JT have three aunts,” said the maiden, 

have done me many kind favors, and I should 

like to remember them in my good fortune. 

Allow me to invite them to the wedding and 

to sit with me at table.” 

“ who
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The queen and her son granted this request, so the three women were invited. 

The feast had begun when they entered, dressed in great splendor. 

   
“Ugh!” said the bridegroom, ‘“how came you by such ugly relatives?” and i 

going up to the one with the flat foot, he asked: ‘‘Why have you so broad a foot?” 4 i ‘ 

“From treading,” she answered, “from treading.” Y 

Then he asked the second: ‘‘ Why have you so long a lip?” Hh 

“From licking,” she replied, “from licking.” Vem > | 
“And why is your thumb so large?” he asked the third. A. sree 

‘From twisting, from twisting,” was the reply. eae AMT 
The young prince was frightened, and said: ‘‘From this time ‘ ff ‘ us lh 

on, my beautiful bride shall never touch a spinning-wheel.” int 

And so this was the maiden’s reward for keeping her promise. i. 

                  
THE THREE SPINNERS OFFER THEIR SERVICES. 
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THE ENCHANTED TREE. 

A POOR servant-maid was travelling once 

through a large forest with her master and 

mistress. When they were in the midst of the 

woods a band of robbers came out of the thicket, 

attacked the party, and murdered all but the 
servant girl, who, in her fright, sprang out of 
the coach and hid behind a tree. When the 
robbers had gone away with their booty, she 
came from her hiding-place, and then for the 

first time realized her misfortune, and began to 

weep bitterly. 

“What shall I, a poor maiden, do?” she 

cried. ‘I do not know the way out of the 

woods, and not a human being lives here. I 

shall surely starve to death.” 

She wandered about, looking for the road, 
but could find none. When it was evening, she 

was quite discouraged, and sat down under a 

tree, saying here she should remain, let happen 

what would. But she had not sat long when a 
white dove flew down to her, holding a little 

gold keyin his bill. He laid it in her hand, and 

said: “Do you see that large tree yonder ? 
There is a lock on it that can be opened with 
this key. Open it, and you will find food 
enough to satisfy you.” 

She went to the tree, unlocked it, and found 

milk ina bowl, with white bread standing near 
ready to be crumbled in. She ate until her 
hunger was satisfied, and then said: ‘Now is 
the time when the birds fly home. Oh, if I 

could only lie down in my bed. I am so 
tired.” 

As she said this, the dove flew down again, 

and brought another golden key in his bill. 
“Open that tree yonder, and you will find a 
bed,” said he. 

She opened the tree and found a beautiful, 
soft bed, and praying to God to watch over her 
during the night, she lay down and was soon 
fast asleep. 

In the morning the dove came a third time, 
and giving her a key, told her to open another 
tree and she would find beautiful dresses orna- 
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mented with gold and precious stones, as costly 

as any princess ever wore. Thus she lived here 

a long time, quietly and peacefully, the little 

dove coming to her every day and bringing her 

whatever she needed. 

But one day the dove came to her and said: 

“Will you do an act of love for me?” 

“With all my heart,” said the maiden. 

“T will guide you to a little house,” he said, 

“which you must enter. You will find an old 

woman sitting by the hearth, who will bid you 

good-day. Make no reply to anything she may 

say to you, but open the door at your right, and 

in the room that you enter, you will see heaps 

of rings lying on a table. Some of them will 

have costly gems in them, but lIcave these 

alone, and look only for the plain gold one 

that must be among them, and bring it to me 

as quickly as you can.” 

The maiden went to the house and without a 

word, walked in. The old looked at 

her in astonishment, but finally said in a friendly 

manner: ‘‘ Good-day, my child.” 

The girl made no answer, but walked to the 

door at the right. ‘t Where are you going ?” 

screamed the old woman, catching her by the 

cloak as if to hold her back. ‘This is my 

house, and no one can enter that room without 

woman 

permission from me.” 

Still the maiden said nothing, but tore her- 

self from the old woman's grasp, and went 

into the room. She saw a great heap of rings 

lying before her on a table. She threw them’ 

aside, and looked for the plain gold one, but it 

was not to be found. While she was searching 

she saw the old woman enter slyly and carry 

out a bird-cage. A sudden thought flashed 

into her mind. She followed the old woman, 

took the cage away from her, and as she held 

it up, saw a bird holding the plain gold ring in 

its mouth. 

She took the ring, and ran out of the house 

full of joy. She went directly to the tree 

where she thought the dove would come to



THE ROBBER BRIDEGROOM. 

meet her, but he did not come. She leaned 

against the tree to wait for him, but as she did 
so, the tree seemed to become soft and yield- 

ing, the branches drooped and embraced her, 

and on looking up, she saw a handsome young 

man standing by her side. He kissed her and 

said : ‘‘ You have delivered me from the power 
of that old woman, who is a wicked witch. 

She changed me into a tree, but allowed me to 

fly about as a dove a couple of hours every day, 

and as long as she kept the ring, I could never 

recover my human form.” 

Then his horses and servants, who had alsa 

been changed into trees, were set free, and he 

and the maiden drove away to his kingdom, for 

he was a king’s son, and they were married and 

lived in great splendor and happiness ever 
afterwards. 

  

THE? ROBBER: 

ONCE upon a time there lived a miller who 

had a beautiful daughter. As she grew up, his 

only thought was to have her well cared for and 

married. ‘If only a proper suitor would ask for 

her, I should willingly give her to him.” 

Not long after a suitor came for his daugh- 
ter’s hand, and as he seemed to be very rich, 

and the miller knew nothing against him, he 

promised her to him. But the maiden did not 

love him as a bride should love a bridegroom. 

She had no confidence in him, and whenever 

she saw him or thought of him, her heart was 
filled with fear. 

One day he said to her: ‘‘ You are my prom- 
ised bride, and yet you have never once paid 
me a visit.” 

‘““T do not know where your house is,” re- 
plied the maiden. 

‘““My house is out in the dark forest,” said 
the bridegroom. 

She tried to excuse herself, saying she could 

not find the way, but the man said: ‘ You 
must come to see me next Sunday. I have 
already invited the guests, and that you may 
find your way through the woods, I will strew 
the road with ashes.” 

When Sunday came, and the maiden was 

ready to set out, she felt very anxious and 

frightened,—she hardly knew why,—and filled: 
her pockets with peas and beans that she might 

drop them along the road and thus find her way 

back. As she entered the woods she saw 
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ashes strewn along the path, but at every step 

she threw right and left a couple of beans or 

peas. 
She travelled all day, until she came to the 

darkest part of the forest. There she found a 

lonely little cottage, that looked so black and 

gloomy it did not please her at all. She en- 

tered, but there was no one within, and the 

deepest silence reigned. Suddenly she heard a 

voice: 

‘* Go back, go back, thou youthful bride ! 

In this evil den thou shouldst not bide.’ 2 

The maiden looked up and saw that the voice 

came from a bird whose cage hung on the wall. 

Then it cried again: 

‘* Go back, go back, thou youthful bride! 

In this evil den thou shouldst not bide.” 

But the maiden did not go back, but went 

from one room to another until she had been 

through them all. Each one was empty, not a 

living soul was to be seen or heard. Finally 

she went into the cellar, and there she found an 

old, old woman seated on a stone, nodding her 

head. 

“Can you tell me,” asked the maiden, “ if my 

bridegroom lives here?” 

“ Alas! you poor child,” replied the old 

woman, “how did you find your way here? 

You are in a murderers’ den. You think you 

are a bride, and that your wedding will soon 

take place, but your marriage will be with
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death. Look at that great kettle I have hung 
over the fire. When you are once in the power 
of these wicked men, they will cut you in 
pieces without mercy, and throw you into it, 

and cook you, and eat you, for they are canni- 

bals. Unless I take pity on you and save you, 

you are lost.” 

So saying, she led the girl behind a large 
cask, where she was completely hidden. ‘“ Be 
as still as a mouse,” she said, ‘‘ do not move or 

stir, else all is lost. At night, when the rob- 

bers are asleep, we will escape together. I 
have long wanted the opportunity.” 

She had scarcely said this, when the wicked 

ruffians came in. They brought a young girl 

with them to whose shrieks and cries they paid 

no attention. They gave her three glasses of 

wine, one white, one red, and one yellow, after 

drinking which, she fell down in aswoon. Then 

they laid her upon the table and cut her beau- 

tiful body in pieces, and sprinkled salt over 

them. The poor bride behind the cask was 
filled with horror, for she knew this was the 

fate that awaited her if she was discovered. 

Just then one of the men saw a ring on the lit- 

tle finger of the dead girl, and as he could not 

get it off, he struck the finger with a knife. 

The finger flew into the air and dropped behind 

the cask, directly into the girl's lap. The 

robber took a light and searched for it, but 

did not find it. 
“Have you looked behind that large cask?”- 

asked one. But the old woman cried: ‘‘ Come 

along and eat. You can look for it in the 

morning; the finger will not run away.” 

‘The old woman is right,” said the robbers, 

and they left off searching and sat down to 

their supper. They ate and drank, and as the 

old woman had dropped a sleeping draught 

into the wine, it was not long before they were 

all asleep on the floor of the cellar, snoring 
ioudly. Then the girl came out from her hid- 

ing place, and in great’ fear lest they should 

awake, stepped over the sleeping men who 

were lying in a row between her and the door. 
But fortune favored her, and not one of them 

awoke. The old woman went with her out of 
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the cellar, opened the door, and together they 

hastened away from the murderers’ den as fast 

as they could. The wind had blown away the 

ashes, but the peas and beans were there, and 

the path was easily seen in the moonlight. 
They travelled all night, and in the morning 

arrived at the mill, and the poor girl told her 

father all that had happened. 

When the wedding day came the bridegroom 

appeared, and the miller had all his friends and 

relatives invited to the feast. As they sat at 

the table, each one of the guests related a story. 

The bride alone was silent. Presently the 

bridegroom said: “ Well, my love, cannot you 

tell us something ?” 

“ Yes,” she replied, ‘ I will tell you a dream 
Thad. I went all alone through a woods until 

Icame to a house. Oh, it was such a lonely 

house, not a living soul was in sight; but a bird 

hung in its cage on the wall and cried: 

© Go back, go back, thou youthful bride ! 

In this evil den thou shouldst not bide.’ 

And once more it called out the same words: 

(Sweetheart, this was my dream.) I went 
through all the rooms, but they were gloomy 

and empty. Finally I went down the cellar, and 

there sitting in one corner, nodding her head, 

was an old woman. I asked her if my bride- 

groom lived in this house, and she replied: 

“ Alas! you poor child, you have strayed into a 

murderers’ den. Your bridegroom lives here, 

but he will kill you, cut you in pieces, cook you, 

and eat you.’ (Sweetheart this was my dream.) 

But the old woman hid me behind a great cask, 

and scarcely was I out of sight, when the rob- 

bers came home, dragging a young maiden with 

them. They gave her three kinds of wine, white, 

red, and yellow, after drinking which she fell 

down ina swoon. Then they cut the beautiful 

body in pieces, and sprinkled them with salt. 

(Sweetheart, this was my dream.) One of the 

robbers saw a gold ring on the girl’s little finger, 

and as he could not draw it off, he took a knife, 

aud struck the finger so that it flew into the air, 

and dropped behind the cask into my lap. And 

here is the finger with the ring.” As she said
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this she held up the finger, that all pres- 

ent might see it. 

The bridegroom, who had become as 

pale as death while she was telling this 

— story, now sprang up and would have 

escaped, but the guests held him, and 

handed him over to the judges. 

Plans were laid to capture the whole of 

his wicked band, and when these had 

been successfully carried out, and all had 

been secured, they were brought to 

trial. Ample proof was found in their 

horrible den of their many cruel and 

shameful deeds, and so they received 

the punishment they so richly de- 
served, by being put to painful and 

ignominious deaths. 
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THE FOX AND: THE. HORSE. 

A FARMER once had a faithful horse that 

had grown old in his service, but as he was no 

longer of any use, his master decided he was 

not worth feeding, and said: ‘‘ You are of no 

use to me now, but I wish you well. Leave 

my stall and go out into the woods ; if you are 

still strong enough to bring me a lion, I will 

promise to keep you the rest of your days.” 

The horse left his old home, and walked 

sadly into the woods, looking here and there 

for a place to shelter him in bad weather. 

As he went along, he met a fox, who said to 

him: ““Why do you hang your head and look 

so lonely?” 

“ Alas!” replied the horse, ‘‘stinginess and 
fidelity cannot live in the same house together. 

My master has forgotten that I worked for him 

many years, and because I am so old, and can- 

not plough any longer, he has turned me out.” 

“Without any consolation whatever?” asked 

the fox. 

‘‘A very poor consolation,” said the horse. 

“Tf Iam strong enough to bring a lion home, 
he will keep me, but I know very well that is 
not possible.” 

‘“T can help you,” said the fox. ‘Lie down, 

straighten yourself out, and do not move any 

more than if you were dead.” 

The horse did as the fox told him, then the 

fox went to the lion, whose den was not far 

away, and said: ‘“ A dead horse lies out here, 

come with me, and we will have a good meal 

together.” 

The lion went with the fox, and as they stood 
by the horse, the fox said: “ This is not a very 

comfortable place for you. I will tell you what 

to do. Let me bind the horse to you by the 

tail, and you can drag it to your den and eat it 

at your leisure.” 

The lion was pleased with this idea, placed 
himself near the horse, and kept very still while 

the fox tied the horse fast to him. He worked 

nimbly and quickly, and in a few minutes the 
horse’s tail was tied firmly to the lion's legs. 
Then he struck the horse on the shoulder and 

cried: ‘‘Get up old horse, get up!” 
The horse sprang up, and ran away dragging 

the lion after him. The fierce animal set up 

such a roaring that all the birds in the woods 

flew away in fright; but the horse let him roar, 

and never stopped running till he reached his 

master’s door. When the farmer saw the lion, 

he remembered his promise, and said: ‘‘ You 

shall stay with me as long as you live, and 

shall never want for food or shelter,” and he 

kept his word. 

  

THE STRANGE 

THERE once lived a man who had so many 

children that he had invited all the world to 

stand as god-fathers and god-mothers to them, 

and now that another one was born he knew 

not whom to ask. In great perplexity, he went 

to bed one night, and dreamed that he should 
go out and stand by his gate, and the first per- 

son he saw should be invited to stand god-father. 
When he awoke, he determined to follow his 

dream. So dressing himself, he went out, and 

there at his gate, he met a stranger. He con- 
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sented to stand god-father, and gave asa present 

to the father a little glass of water, saying: 
‘This water has wonderful power. With it you 

can make the sick well. But first you must 

observe where Death stands, if at the head of 

the patient, give him the water, and he will 
soon be well; but if he stands at the foot, all 

your efforts will be in vain, the sick one must 

die.” 

From this time the poor man became a noted 

physician and a rich man, because he could tell



THE STRANGE GOD-FATHER. 

at a glance whether the sick person could re- second time the king called him, and he had 

cover or not. Once he was called to visit the the same success; but the third time, Death 

king’s child. As he entered the room he saw — stood by the feet of the child, and he died. 
Death standing at the head. He gave the child One day the famous doctor took it into his 

the water, and he was soon as wellas ever. A head that he would like to visit the strange 

god-father, and tell him how well 

he had succeeded with the glass of 

water. But when he reached the 

house, he saw wonderful sights. 
At the entrance a mop and a broom 

were quarrelling together and 

knocking each other about. 

“Where shall I find the master 

of the house?” asked the doctor. 

‘The next floor above,” replied 

the broom 
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STAR DOLLARS. 

He reached the top of the stairs and saw a 

number of dead fingers lying together. 

“Where is the master of the house?” he 

asked again. 

“The next floor above,” said one of the fingers. 

He reached the third landing, and there lay 

piled together a heap of human heads. They 

also told him to go up one story higher. Here 

he saw another wonderful sight—fish were stand- 

ing over the fire broiling themselves. They also 

directed him one story higher. When he reached 

the fifth landing, he peeped through a key-hole 

into a room, and there he saw the god-father, 

but to his surprise, he had long horns. As he 

opened the door and went in, the god-father 

sprang quickly into bed, and covered himself up. 

_ This is a strange house of yours,” said the 

doctor; ‘‘as I came in the mop and the broom 

were quarrelling and beating each other in a 

lively manner.” 
“Why how silly you talk,” said the god- 

father ; ‘‘that was the boy and the maid talking 

together.” 

“And on the second floor there were a lot of 

dead fingers,” continued the doctor. 

‘How foolish you have become,” cried the 

god-father, ‘those were some little roots spread 

out to dry.” 

“On the third floor lay a heap of human 

skulls.” 

“Stupid man, -.0se were cabbage heads,” 

broke in the god-father. 

“ Andon the fourth floor,” continued the doc- 

tor, ‘‘fish were broiling themselves.” «As he 

said this the fish came in ready to be eaten. 

“And on the fifth floor I peeped though the 

key-hole and saw you, and you had long 

horns.” 

“Tt is not true,” said the god-father springing 

after him. The doctor was frightened, and if 

he had not run away, who knows what the 

god-father might have done to him ? 

  

  

SARS 

ONCE upon a time there lived a little maiden 
whose father and mother were dead, and she 

was so poor that she had not even a room to 

live in or a bed to lie on. At last all her 
clothes were gone except those on her back, 

and she had nothing to eat but a piece of 

bread that some kind-hearted person had given 

her. Butshe was good and pious, and although 
she seemed deserted by all the world, she 

trusted in God and wandered forth into the 
country. 

Soon she met a poor man, who said: ‘Please 

give me something to eat. J am so hungry.” 

She handed him the whole piece of bread, 

saying: ‘“ God bless you.” 

She went on, and presently came to a little 

child who was crying because her head was so 
cold. Immediately the maiden took off her 
hood, tied it on the child’s head, and went 

away, leaving her smiling and comfortable. 
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Soon she came to another child who was 

crying because he had no jacket. The kind- 

hearted girl took off her cloak, wrapped it 

around him and went away shivering with the 

cold. 

When she reached the woods it was quite 

dark, but here she was met by another child 

who begged for something to keep her warm. 

The good little maiden thought: ‘It is dark 

and no one will see me. I will give her my 

dress.” 

So she gave away her dress. But as she 

stood there in the cold with hardly any clothing 

to cover her, something fell from the skies like 

stars. She picked them up and found them to 

be hard shining dollars, and for the dress she 

had given away, one was sent her of the finest 

linen. She gathered up the dollars, and went 

back to the village, and the rest of her life was 

passed in comfort and happiness.



OED. SULTAN. 

A PEASANT once owned, a trusty dog called 
Sultan. He was so old he had lost all his teeth, 

and was therefore unable to seize anything. 
One day the peasant said to his wife as they 

stood before the house-door: ‘‘Sultan is no 
longer useful; I think I will shoot him to- 

morrow.” ; 

But his wife had pity for the faithful old dog, 

and said: ‘‘Since he has been with us so many 

years, and served us so faithfully, we should 

be willing to support him in his old age.” 

“What is that ?” said the peasant, ‘‘you must 

be crazy. The dog hasn't a tooth in his head; 

he is of no use as a watch-dog, and now hecan 

go. He may have served us well, but in return 

he has been well-fed all his life.” 

The poor dog, who layin the sun not far from 

the door, heard this conversation, and was very 

sad to know that to-morrow would be the last 

day of his life. He had one good friend out in 

the woods, and that was the wolf. When even- 

ing came he stole out to see him and tell him 

of the fate that awaited him. 

‘Listen, god-father,” said the wolf. ‘Be of 

good courage, I can help you in your trouble. 

This is my plan. Early in the morning the 

peasant and his wife will go into the fieid 

to make hay, and will take their child with 

them, as there is no one at home to take care 

of it. While they are at work, they will place 

the child in the hedge. You must lie down 

near it as if to watch it. I will rush out of the 

woods, seize the child, and carry it away. You 

must spring after meas if you would tear it away 

from me, and I will let it fall, and you can bring 

it back to the parents, who will think you have 

saved its life, and will be so grateful to you, that 

they will not do you any harm, and perhaps you 

will be held in such high favor as never to want 

for anything all the rest of your days.” 

The dog liked this plan, and as they had 
arranged, so it was carried out. The father 

screamed when he saw the wolf running through ~ 

the field with his child, but when old Sultan 
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returned bringing it back, he was greatly re- 
joiced, and stroking his shaggy back, said: 
“Not a hair of you shall be harmed. Youshall 
be fed and cared for as long as you live.” Then 
turning to his wife, he said: “Go quickly, and 
cook old Sultan some bread and milk, he can 

eat that easily, and bring the pillow from my 

bed, I will let him have it to lie on.” 

From this time old Sultan had everything 
heart could wish. 

One day the wolf came to visit him, and con- 

gratulate him on his good fortune. 

“ But, god-father,” said the wolf, ‘you would 

of course pretend not to see me if I carried off 
a sheep from your master’s flock. It is very 

hard new-a-days to catch one.” 
“You need not count on my doing that,” 

replied the dog. “I must be true to my master, 

and shall not allow any one to steal his 

property.” 

The wolf thought he was only joking, so 

when night came, he slipped over to the farm 
to steal a sheep. But the peasant, who had been 

  ‘THE CHALLENGE WAS BROUGHT BY A WILD BOAR.”
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OLD SULTAN 

warned by Sultan of the wolf's intentions, was 

on the watch, and seizing his flail, gave him 

such a combing with it that it took the hair from 
his back. The wolf rushed away as fast as he 

could, crying to the dog as he went: ‘‘ Wait, 

old fellow, I'll pay you for this.” 
The next morning the wolf sent a challenge 

to old Sultan to meet him in the woods, and 

they would settle their quarrel. The challenge 

was brought by a wild boar, who was to stand 
second to the wolf. Poor old Sultan could find 

no one to stand by him but a three-legged cat. 

But nothing daunted, they set out together, the 

cat limping at every step, and its tail sticking 

high in the air. 

The wolf and his second were in their places 
at the appointed spot. They saw the enemy 

coming, and thought the cat’s tail was a sword 
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AND HIS SECOND, 

carried by Sultan, and that the cat herself was 

a stone which he was rolling along to throw at 

them. They both became very much frightened 

at the sight of these things, and the wild boar 
crept under the leaves, while the wolf sprang 

into a tree. 

The dog and the cat, on arriving, were very 
much surprised to find no one awaiting them. 

As they stood looking around them, the cat 

saw the boar’s ears moving in the leaves, and 
thinking a mouse was there, sprang upon 

them, and bit them right heartily. The boar 

started up with a scream of pain, and ran off 
into the woods, crying: “There is the guilty 
one up in the tree.” The dog and the cat looked 
up and saw the wolf, who was so ashamed of 
his cowardly actions, that he was glad to come 

down and make peace with the dog.



THE-KING 

IN olden times every sound had a meaning. 
The blacksmith’s hammer said: “I strike, I 

strike.” The cabinet-maker’s plane snarled: 

“Shove quick! shove, shove quick.’ When 
the mill-wheel began to clatter, it said: ‘Help, 

dear God! help, dear God!” and if the miller 

was a cheat, it said in plain English: ‘‘ Who is 

there ? who is there?” and then it would an— 

swer: ‘‘The miller, the miller!” Finally it 

would say: ‘‘Steal away! steal away! take six 

out of eight !” 

At this time, the birds also had their own 

language that was understood by every one. 

But now it sounds only like twittering, scream- 

ing, and whistling,—occasionally like music 

without words. 

One day the birds took it into their heads 

that they would like a master, and that one of 

their number must be chosen king. The 

plover alone opposed the idea—free he had 

always lived, and free he should die, and in his 

indignation, he flew hither and thither crying: 

‘Where shall I go? where shallI go?” He 

retired to a lonely swamp, and never afterwards 

would he mingle with other birds. 

A general meeting of all the birds was neces- 

sary to discuss the matter, so one beautiful 

May morning they all assembled from woods 
and fields and meadows. The eagle and the 

bullfinch, the owl and the crow, the lark and 

the sparrow (need I name them all?) were all 

there ; even the cuckoo came and the lapwing, 

the cuckoo’s clerk, as he is called, because he 

always appears a few days before the cuckoo: 

also a very small bird whose name was not 

known mingled in the crowd. 

There was great confusion and noise. The 

hen, who by chance had heard nothing of the 

affair, wondered at the great assembly of birds. 

‘What, what, what is to be done?” she cackled, 

But the cock quieted her very quickly by ex- 

plaining the object of the meeting. 

Meanwhile it had been decided that the bird 

that could fly the highest should be king. 
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When the tree-toad that sat in the bushes 
heard this, he cried: ‘Not, not, not!” for he 
thought there would be many tears shed if 
such were the arrangement. But the crow 
said: ‘‘Croak not croak not, everything will 
be settled peaceably.” 

Then it was decided that the trial should be 
made that morning rather than later in the 
day; then no one could say for excuse: ‘I 
could have flown higher, but evening came on 
and prevented me.” 

The signal was given and the entire flock 
rose into the air. There was a loud rustling 
and whirring and beating of wings, the air was 
full of dust, and it seemed as if a black cloud 
were floating over the field. 

The little birds fell back quickly to the earth. 
The larger ones held out longer and flew 
higher and higher, but the eagle flew the highest 
ofall. He rose until it seemed as if he were flying 
straight into the sun. When he saw that the 
others were not following him, he thought: 
‘‘What is the use of flying any higher? It is 
settled that I am to be king.” 

Then the birds below called in one voice: 
“You must be our king; no one can fly so 
high as you.” 

“Excepting myself,” screamed the little bird 
without any name, who had hidden in the 
eagle’s feathers and mounted with him. As he 
was not at all tired, to prove what he had said, 
he flew into the air, rising higher and higher 
till he was lost to sight, then folding his wings 
together, he sank to the earth, crying in his 

shrill voice: “Iam king! I am king.” 
“You, our king!” the birds exclaimed in 

anger. ‘‘ You have done this only by trickery 

and cunning.” Then they made another con- 

dition that he should be king who could go the 

deepest into the earth. 

How the goose wallowed in the sand! The 
cock scratched with all his might to make a 

hole ; but the duck fared the worst of any,— 
she sprang into a ditch and wrenched her short



THE KING 

legs, so that she waddled away toa pond of 

water in great pain, crying: ‘‘ Bad work! bad 

work!” The little bird without a name found 

a mouse’s hole, and creeping in cried: ‘‘I am 

king! Iam king!” 

“You, our king!” the birds cried again more 

angrily than before. ‘Do you think your cun- 

ning is to be rewarded in this way?” 

“It was quickly decided that the little rogue 
should be kept shut up in the hole till he died 

of hunger. The owl was appointed guard, and 

he was not to allow the prisoner to escape on 

pain of death. But when evening came, and 

the other birds had gone home to bed, tired 

and weary with their day’s exertions, the owl 

found it very lonely and tiresome sitting alone 

staring at the mouse-hole. 

“T can close one eye and watch with the 

other,” he thought. ‘The little scamp will 

not escape.” So he closed one eye, and stared 

steadfastly with the other at the hole. Once 

the little fellow stuck his head out to see if he 

could not escape, but the owl moved towards 
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him and he quickly drew back. Then the owl 

opened the closed cye and closed the other, 
and so he intended to pass the night, sleeping 

with one eye open and then the other. But 
before he knew it, he forgot to keep one open, 

and both eyes were fast asleep. The little bird 
was not slow in improving this opportunity, he 

slipped quictly from the hole and flew away. 

But from this time the owl has not dared to 

show himself by day, lest the birds should pull 

him to pieces. He flies about only at night- 

time, hating and pursuing the mouse for having 

made such an unfortunate hole. 

And the little bird also keeps out of sight, 
for he fears the claws that he once so narrowly 
escaped. He hides in the hedges and occasion- 

ally when he thinks himself quite safe, sings 
out: “lam king!” and the others in mockery 

call him the hedge-king. 
But no one was happier than the lark at not 

having to obey the hedge-king. When the sun 

shines, she rises in the air, singing: ‘Oh, that 

is fine, fine! Oh, that is fine.” 

  

BRIAR 

MANY years ago there lived a. king and 

queen who mourned every day because they 

had no child. But one day as the queen was 
Lathing, a frog crept out of the water and said 

to her: ‘‘ Your wish shall be granted. Before 

the end of the year you will have a child.” 
What the frog had said came to pass, and 

before the year was over, a little girl was born 

to the queen. The king was beside himself 
with joy, and he determined to give a great 

feast in honor of the event. He invited not 

only his relatives and friends, but also the wise 

women of his kingdom, that he might win 
their affection and good-will towards the child. 
There were thirteen of these women in the 
land, but because the king had only twelve 

golden plates, only twelve were invited. The 
feast was celebrated with great splendor. As 
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it drew near the end, the wise women bestowed 

their gifts upon the child. The first gave her 

virtue; the second, beauty; the third, riches; 

and so on, until everything that could be 

wished for, had been given the child. The 

eleventh woman had just finished speaking, 

when suddenly the thirteenth, who had not 

been invited, rushed into the hall. Now she 

would have her revenge. Without looking at 

the guests, or a word of greeting, she cried in 

a loud voice: ‘‘In her fifteenth year the king’s 
daughter shall prick her finger with a spindle 

and fall dead.” Without another word, she 

turned and ran out. 

A great fear fell upon all present. But the 

twelfth one had not yet spoken ; she now 

stepped forward. She could not change the 

wicked decree, but she could soften it, so she
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said: ‘The king’s daughter shall not die, but 

a deep sleep shall fall upon her, which will last 

a hundred years.” 

To save his child from this great misfortune, 

the king gave orders that every spindle in his 

kingdom be burnt. As the child grew up, all 

the good wishes of the wise women were real- 

ized; she was beautiful, wise, and good, and 

every one loved her dearly. 

It happened that on the day that she was 

fifteen years old, the king and queen were not 

at home, and the maiden was left to wander 

at will through the palace. She visited all the 

places of interest, walking from room to room, 
unti] finally she came to an old tower. She 
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THE PRINCE, 

followed the narrow, winding stairs, until she 

came to a little door. She turned the rusty 
key, the door flew open, and there, seated in 

the little room was an old woman spinning 
flax. 

“How do you do, old grandmother?” said 

the princess. ‘‘ What are you doing?” 

“Spinning,” said the old woman, nodding 
her head. 

“What is that funny thing that flies around 
so fast?” she asked, taking the spindle as if 

she too would spin. Scarcely had she touched 

the spindle when the wicked wish was fulfilled 

—the point of the spindle pricked her finger, 

and she fell back on the bed as if dead. At 

the same moment a deep sleep fell upon every 

one and every thing in the castle. 
The king and queen who had just returned 

and were entering the state-chamber, slept, 

and all their courtiers with them. The horses 

in the stalls, the dogs in the court-yard, the 

doves on the roof, the flies on the wall, yes, and 

even the fire on the hearth, became still and 

slept. The meat stopped roasting, and the 

cook, who had raised her hand to pull the 

kitchen-boy’s hair for some misdeed, dropped 

her arms and went to sleep. The wind died 

away, and not a leaf moved about the castle. 

Soon a thick hedge of thorns sprang up, that 

grew higher and higher as years went by, until 

the castle was completely enclosed, and not 

even the flag could be seen waving from the 

tower. 

But the story of the sleeping Briar Rose, as 

the king’s daughter was called, spread over the 

country, and from time to time, sons of kings 

tried to reach the castle, but their efforts failed; 

the thorny hedge held them as they tried to 

pierce it, as if it had hands, and many a brave 

youth met a miserable death there, because 

he was unable to free himself. 

Many, many years passed, and another prince 

came to that part of the country. An old man 

who lived near the hedge, told him of the hid- 

den castle, and the beautiful princess, called 

Briar Rose, who had slept within it for a hun- 

dred years, and with her the king and queen
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and all their court. The old man also told 

him how he had heard from his grandfather of 

the young men who had lost their lives trying 

to pierce the hedge. 

The young prince who had listened closely, 

cried out: “I am not afraid. I will find the 

beautiful Briar Rose.” 

The good old man tried to persuade him not 

to go, but he would not listen to a word. 

The hundred years had passed, and the day 

had arrived when Briar Rose would be awak- 

ened from her sleep. As the prince approached 

the hedge, instead of thorns and briars, he saw 

only flowers. In the court-yard he saw the 

horses and spotted hunting-dogs quietly sleep- 

ing, and on the roof perched the pigeons with 

their heads under their wings. He entered the 

castle; all was silent, even the flies slept on 

the wall, the cook, in the kitchen, and near her 

the kitchen-boy, while the maid held a black 
hen in her hands, ready to pluck its feathers. 

In the state-chamber, he found all the cour- 

tiers sleeping, and near the throne lay the king 

He wandered from room to room, 
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and queen. 

but so deep a stillness reigned he could hear his 
own breathing. At last hecame to the little room 

in the tower in which the princess was sleeping. 

He opened the door: there she lay, looking so 

beautiful he could not take his eyes from her. 

He stooped and kissed her; at this Briar Rose 

opened her eyes, awoke, and smiled kindly at 

the prince. Hand in hand they went out of 
the tower. They found the king and queen 

and all the courtiers awake and staring at each 
other with startled eyes. The horses were on 

their feet shaking themselves, the hunting- 
dogs jumped about, barking, and wagging their 

tails; the doves had taken their heads from 

under their wings and were ready to fly away 

to the fields; the flies were crawling over the 

wall; the fire roused itself, and the meat went 

on roasting ; the cook gave the kitchen-boy a 

box on the ear so that he cried; and the little 

maid finished plucking the old black hen. 

Not long after the castle and its people came 

to life there wasa grand wedding. The young 

prince and Briar Rose were married and lived 

happily to the end of their days.



Dee SPINDEE, THE SHUPELE; AND THE NEEDEE. 

THERE once lived a maiden whose father 

and mother died when she was a little child. 

Since that time she had been cared for by her 

god-mother, and the two had lived alone in a 

little house at the end of the village, earning 

their living by sewing and weaving. 

When she was fifteen years old, the old 

woman became ill, and calling the girl to her 

bedside, said: ‘‘My dear daughter, I feel that 

my end is near. I leave you my little cottage 

where you will always be protected from the 

wind and weather, and with the spindle, the 

shuttle, and the needle, you will be able to earn 

your bread.” 

Then she placed her hands on the maiden’s 

head, blessed her, and said: ‘‘ Keep God in 

your heart, and everything will go well with 

you.” 

Soon after she closed her eyes and died, and 

the maiden followed her coffin to the grave, 

weeping bitterly, feeling she had lost her best 

and only friend. 

She continued to live alone in the little 

house. She spun, wove, and sewed, and in all 

that she did, the old woman's blessing rested 

upon her. 

The flax in the room seemed to increase of 

itself; and when she wove a piece of cloth or 

a carpet, or made a shirt, a purchaser imme- 

diately appeared who paid her well, so that she 

was never in want, and was able often to give 

to others who were poorer. 

At this time it happened that the king’s son 

was travelling through the land looking for a 

bride. He was not allowed to choose a poor 

wife, and a rich one he would not have. So he 

said to himself: ‘‘She only shall be my wife 

who is the poorest and at the same time the 

richest.” 
When he came to the little village in which 

the maiden lived, he asked, as he had done in 

all other places, who was the richest and who 

the poorest maiden. 

They told him who the richest was first. 
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“The poorest,” they said, ‘is the maiden who 
lives in the little house at the end of the 
village.” 

He found the rich lady sitting before the door 
in full dress, and as he approached, she came 
to meet him, bowing in a most polite manner. 
He looked at her, said not a word, and rode 

away. 
When he came to the house of the poorest 

maiden, he did not see her sitting in the door. 

He stopped before the window, through which 
the bright sun shone, and saw her sitting by the 

spinning-wheel spinning industriously. She 
glanced up, and seeing the king’s son watch- 
ing her, blushed as red as a rose, dropped her 

eyes, and went on with herspinning. Whether 

the thread was very even just then, ] cannot 

say, but she continued to spin until the king’s 
son had ridden away. 

Then she stepped to the window, opened it, 
and said: ‘It is so warm in this room,” and 

stood there watching the stranger as long as 

the white feather on his hat could be seen. 

The maiden returned to her wheel, and now 

as she worked an old saying of her god-mother’s 

came tohermind. She sang it softly to herself: 

‘* Spindle, spindle, go away, 

Bring my lover here to-day.” 

Then what happened? The spindle sprang 
out of her hands, out of the door, and before 

the surprised maiden could reach the door, it 
was dancing merrily over the field with a long 
golden thread streaming behind it. Ina mo- 

ment it was out of sight. Now that her spindle 

was gone, She could not spin any longer, so she 

took up the shuttle, seated herself before the 

loom, and began weaving. 

In the meantime, the spindle had danced 

away until it reached the king’s son. 

“What is this?” he cried. ‘This spindle 
will show me the road I ought to take.” So he 
turned his horse about, and followed the golden 

thread.



THE SPINDLE, THE SHUTTLE, AND THE NEEDLE. 

The maiden sat at her work, and sang: 

‘Shuttle, shuttle, weave it fine, 

Fit for me and lover mine.” 

Instantly the shuttle left her hand, sprang 

out at the door, and began to weave a carpet 

more beautiful than any one had ever seen. 

Roses and lilies bloomed on the border, while 

in the center on a golden ground were green 

vines and trees. Little hares and rabbits hid 

among them, beautiful deer were standing 

under the foliage, and bright colored birds 

were perched on the branches, so true to nature 

that all they lacked was the gift of song. The 

shuttle sprang back and forth, and the carpet 

seemed to grow of itself. 

While it was working, the maiden sat down 

to her sewing. She held the needle in her 

hand and sang: 

‘* Needle, needle, sharp and fine, 

Clean the room, and make it shine.” 

The needle slipped out of her fingers, and 

flew about the room as quick as lightning. 

Some invisible person seemed to be doing 

the work. In a few moments the table and 

benches were covered with green cloth, the 

chairs with velvet, and the windows were hung 

with silken curtains. 

Scarcely had the needle taken the last stitch, 

whenthe maiden saw through the window the 

white plume on the prince’s hat. The spindle 

with the golden thread had brought him back 

to the little cottage. He alighted from his 

horse, stepped over the beautiful carpet, and 

entered the house. The maiden stood before 

him in her old clothes, but looking as blooming 

and as lovely as a rose. 

‘*You are the poorest and also the richest,” 

he said to her. ‘Come with me, you shall be 

my bride.” 

She did not speak, but gave him her hand. 

He kissed her, then led her out, lifted her on 

his horse, and rode away to the royal castle, 

where the wedding was soon after celebrated 

with great splendor. And the spindle, the 

shuttle, and needle, were laid 

the treasure-chamber, and were held in great 

esteem. 

the away In 

  

THE OLD GRANDFATHER AND THE CHILD. 

ONCE there was a very old man; his eyes 

were dim, his ears deaf, and his knees trem- 

bled. When he sat at the table and tried to 

eat, his hand shook so that he could not guide 

the spoon to his mouth, and whatever it held 

spilled on the table-cloth or on his clothes. 
His son and daughter-in-law were so annoyed 

over his conduct at the table that finally they 
made him sit in the corner behind the stove 

and eat out of an earthern dish. Often the 
poor old man had not enough to eat, and would 

look sadly at the table with tears in his eyes. 

One day his trembling hands could not hold 
even the dish, and it fell to the floor and broke. 

The young wife scolded him-loudly, but he said 
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nothing, only sighed. Then they bought him 

a wooden dish for a few pennies, and gave him 

his meals in that. 

As they were sitting at the table one day, 

their little four-year-old boy brought in some 

little pieces of board, and tried to fasten them 

together. 

‘What are you making?” asked the father. 

“A little trough for you and mother to eat 

out of when I become big,” replied the child. 

The parents looked at each other in aston- 

ishment, and then began to cry. The little 

child had taught them a lesson. 

After this the old man came to the table, and 

not a word was said when he spilt anything.
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ONE day as a forester went out into the 
woods to hunt, he thought he heard a cry like 

that of a child. He went towards the sound, 

and soon came to a high tree, on one of the 

branches of which sat a little child. 
A mother and her child had been sitting 

under the tree and had fallen asleep, when a 

bird of prey, seeing the child, had stolen it 

from the mother’s lap, and flown away. Not 
being able to carry it far, it had left it in the 

branches of the tree. The forester climbed the 

tree, rescued the child, and said to himself: “I 

will take the little one home, and bring it up 
with my own Lennie.” 

So he took it home, and the two children 

grew up very happily together. Lennie and 

Birdie, as the little foundling was called, loved 

each other dearly, and were never unhappy 
save when separated from each other. 

Now the forester had an old cook who was 
not fond of children. One evening she took 
two pails and went to the spring for water; she 
went not only once, but four times. 

“What are you going to do with all that 

  ‘*THERE ARE NO CHILDREN HERE,” THEY SAID. 
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water?” asked Lennie, who had been watching 

her. 

“Tt you will promise not to say a word, I 

will tell you,” replied old Susan. Little Len- 
nie promised, and the old woman said: “Early 
to-morrow morning, when the forester goes out 

to hunt, I shall put the water over the fire, and 

when it boils, I shall throw little Birdie into 

the kettle and cook her.” 

Early the next morning when the forester 
had gone to the woods, Lennie said to Birdie: 
“If you will never leave me, I will never leave 
you.” 

“T will never, never leave you,” replied 

Birdie. 

‘‘T have something to tell you,” said Lennie. 

“Last night old Susan brought a lot of water 
from the spring, and when I asked her what it 
was for, she said early this morning when 
father had gone hunting, she would boil it in a 
kettle and throw you into it. But she shall not 
do it, for we will get up now and dress and run 
away together.” 

So the two children dressed quickly and went 
out. In the meantime, old 

Susan was in the kitchen, 

making the fire and hanging 
the kettle. When the water 
had boiled, she went into the 

bedroom to get little Birdie. 
To her surprise the children 
were out of bed and nowhere 

to be found. ‘“ Alas!” she 
cried, ‘“‘what shall I say to 

the forester when he comes 
home and finds the children 

away? J must send some 

one after them as quick as I 

can.” 
So the old cook sent three 

farm servants, telling them 

they were to run until they 

found the children. The
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THE DUCK DROWNS THE COOK. 

children were sitting in the woods when they 

saw the three servants coming, and Lennie 

said; ‘Remember, Birdie, if you never leave 

me, I will never leave you.” 

‘“‘T will never leave you,” said Birdie. 

Then Lennie said: ‘You must become a 

rose-bush, and I will be one of the roses.” 

When the three servants came to the place 

where the children had been, there was nothing 

to be seen but a rose-bush and a rose. 
“There are no children here,” they said, 

and they went home and told the cook that 

they saw nothing worth looking at except a 

rose-bush, bearing one rose. 

“You great boobies,” said the old cook, 

when she heard this. You should have broken 

the rose-bush, and torn off the rose and brought 

it to me. Go quickly, and do this.” 

So they went a second time. But the chil- 

dren saw them froma distance, and Lennie said: 

“ Birdie, you must never leave me, and I will 
never leave you. You must now become a 
church, and I will be the steeple.” 

The servants reached the spot, but the rose- 
bush had disappeared. 
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‘There is nothing here,” they said; ‘let us 

go home.” 

So they went home, and the old woman asked 

if they had not been able to find anything. 

“No,” they said, ‘‘ we saw only a church with 

a steeple.” 
“ Fools!” shouted the cook. ‘why didn’t you 

tear down the church and bring me the steeple ?” 

and she started at once for the woods with the 

three servants. 

The children saw her waddling along behind 

the servants, and they feared they might not 

escape, but Lennie said once more: ‘‘ Remem- 

ber, Birdie, do not leave me, and I will never 

leave you.” 

“T will never leave you,” was faithful Birdie’s 

reply. 

“You must become a pond, and I will be a 

duck swimming upon it,” said Lennie. When 
the cook came up and saw the pond, being hot 

and thirsty, she lay down by it, and began to 

drink. The duck swam up, quickly seized her 

with his bill, and held her under the water until 

she was drowned. Then the children went 

home together full of joy.



THE PRINCE WHO 

THERE was once a young prince who be- 

came tired of staying at home, and as he had 

never had any fear, he thought: ‘1 will goout 

into the world, and see all the wonderful 

things that are there. Time will pass quickly 

enough then.” 

So he bade his parents farewell, and set out, 

travelling day after day, from morning until 

night, not caring whither the road took him. 

Now one day it happened to take him to a 

giant’s house, and as he was very tired, he sat 

down by the door to rest. As his eyes wan- 

dered about the yard, they fell on the giant's 

playthings lying there, two immense balls, and 

ninepins as tall as a man. After a while he 

thought he would like to have a game. So he 

stood up the ninepins, and rolled the balls to- 
wards them. 

Soon he forgot where he was, and laughed 

and shouted when the ninepins fell, and had a 

merry time all by himself. But the giant heard 

the noise and stretched his head out of the 

window to see what was going on. To his 

surprise there was a man no larger than ordi- 

nary mortals rolling his balls. 

“You little worm,” he called out, ‘‘ how can 

you play with my ninepins? Who has given 

you the strength?” 

The prince looked up, saw the giant, and 

said: ‘Oh, you clodhopper! you think you 

alone have a strong arm. I would have you 

‘know I can do anything I like.” 
The giant came down and watched him in 

great astonishment as he played at ninepins. 

Finally he said: ‘If you have such wonderful 

power, go and bring me an apple from the tree 

of life.” 

“What do you want to do with it?” asked 
the prince. 

“I do not want it for myself,” said the giant, 

“but my bride has asked for it, and I have 

travelled all over the world, but cannot find the 

tree.” 

“T will find it,” said the prince, ‘‘and nothing 
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shall prevent me from bringing an apple from 
it.” 

“You think that can be done easily,” said 
the giant; ‘‘but I have heard that this tree 
stands in a garden which is surrounded by 
iron railings, and outside the railings are wild 
animals, lying one near the other, which keep 
watch that no one enters.” 

“They will let me enter,” said the prince. 
“Yes, but even if you do enter the garden,” 

said the giant, ‘‘ and find the tree, the apple is 
not yours yet; for before each apple hangs a 
ring, through which you must put your hand in 

order to reach the apple and break it off, and 
no one has succeeded in doing this.” 

“I shall succeed in everything,” said the 
prince. . 

He then took leave of the giant, and went 
away over hill and valley, through fields and 
woods, till he came to the wonderful garden. 

The animals were lying around it, but their 
heads were down and they were asleep. He 

passed them, climbed over the railing without 
waking them, and entered the garden in safety. 

In the middle of it stood the tree of life, the 

red apples glistening on its branches. He 

climbed up the trunk, and was soon able to 

reach an apple, but as he put out his hand to 

pick it, he saw the ring hanging before it. He 

put his hand through it without any trouble, 
and broke off the apple, but on drawing it back, 
the ring closed firmly on his wrist, and as it 

did so, he felt a new power coursing through 
his veins. 

He descended the tree and made his way out 

of the garden. Instead of climbing over the 

railing, he went to the gate, gave it one shake, 

and it immediately opened. As he walked out, 

the lion that lay before it sprang towards him, 

but not in anger: he was very gentle, and fol- 

lowed him meekly. 

The prince brought the promised apple to 

the giant, and said: “I got it for you without 
any trouble whatever.”
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The giant was delighted that his wish had 
been fulfilled, and he hastened to give the apple 
to his bride. She was a beautiful, but very wise 

maiden, and when she took the apple she 

glanced at his arm and said: ‘I will not be- 

lieve you got the apple for me till I see the 

ring on your arm.” 

“‘T will go home at once and get it,” he said, 

thinking it would be a very easy matter to take 

the ring from such a feeble little fellow if he 
were not willing to give it up. 

The prince refused to give it up, so the giant 

said: ‘‘The one who has the apple must also 

have the ring, and if you will not give it to me 

peaceably, we will fight for it.” 

They fcught for a long time, but the giant 

could not overcome the prince because of the 

strength given him by the ring. Then the 

giant thought he would try stratagem, and 
said: ‘We are tired and warm from fighting, 

let us go down to the river and cool off before 

we begin again.” 

So the prince, who suspected nothing, went 

with him to the river, took off his clothes, and 

the ring, and sprang into the water. This was 
what the giant wanted. He seized the ring 

and started to'run away with it. But the lion, 

who had seen the theft, started after him, tore 

the ring away from him, and brought it back to 
his master. Then the giant hid behind an oak 

tree, and when the prince had dressed himself, 

and was returning to the house, he sprang upon 

him and put out both his eyes. 

Now was the poor prince blind and helpless. 
The giant came to him, seized him by the hand, 

and led him to the edge of a precipice. Then 

letting go of him, he thought: “Two steps 
further and he will fall and kill himself; then I 

can get the ring away from him.” 
But the faithful lion had not deserted his 

master, and holding him firmly by his clothes, 
drew him gently back. When the giant came 
to rob the dead man and found his trick had 
not succeeded, he was angry and said: ‘‘ We 
will see if this feeble little creature is not to be 
overcome!” Seizing him again by the hand, 
he led him by another way to the precipice. 
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But the lion knew his wicked intentions, and 

was ready to save his master again. When 

they came to the edge of the rock, the giant 

turned to go back, but the lion rushed towards 

him, and gave him such a push that he fell 

over the precipice and was dashed to pieces. 

The lion led the prince away from the preci- 

pice and guided him to a tree past which a 

clear, sparkling brook flowed. The prince 

seated himself under the tree, and the lion, 

lying down by the brook, put his paws in the 

water and began sprinkling his master’s face. 

Scarcely had a couple of drops fallen on his 

eyes when he received his sight again, but 

dimly. Just then a little bird flew past him 

and struck against one of the branches as if it, 

too, could not see well. Immediately it plunged 

down into the water and bathed; then it flew 

away, this time without hitting anything; as if 

it had received its sight. 

The prince regarded this as a sign from 

Heaven, and stooping over, he bathed his face 

again and again in the water. When he rose, 

his sight was clearer than it had ever been be- 

fore. He thanked God for this great mercy, 

and then accompanied by the lion, set out once 

more on his travels. 

After a time, he came to an enchanted castle. 

At the gate stood a maiden, who had a beauti- 

ful form, but whose face was quite black. She 

spoke to him and said: ‘Can you not release 

me from the wicked spell that has been thrown 

over me?” 

‘What shall I do?” he asked. 

She replied: “You must spend three nights 

in the large hall of the castle, but no fear must 

enter your heart. If you are able to endure the 

worst torture without making a loud sound, I 

shall be free; and let them do their worst, they 

cannot take your life.” 

“T have no fear,” said the prince, ‘‘and am 

willing to try.” 

He entered the castle in good spirits, and as 

soon as it was dark, went into the large hall 

and waited. It was quiet till midnight, then 

there was a loud alarm, and from every corner 

and crevice little imps came forth. They acted
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as if they had not seen him, and after making 
a fire in the middle of the room, all sat down 

and began to play cards. When one of them 

lost, he said: “It is not right. There is some 
one here who does not belong to us; he is the 
cause of my losing.” Then another one would 
cry: ‘Wait, you, who are hidden behind the 
stove, 1am coming for you ina minute.” The 
cries and noise grew louder and louder, and no 
one could make himself heard without shriek- 
ing. But the prince was not at all disturbed, 
and had no fear. 

Finally they all sprang up and rushed to- 
wards him. It was impossible to keepso many 
off, and they soon had the best of him. They 
dragged him about on the floor, pinched him, 

pricked him, beat him, and tormented him in 
every way, but he uttered not a sound. To- 
wards morning they all disappeared, but the 
prince was so weak he could not move. But at 
daybreak the black-faced maiden came to him 
She had a little bottle of water in her hand, 

with which she bathed his face, and then the 
pain left him, and he felt as strong as ever. 

‘You have endured through one night, but 
two more remain before you,” she said, as she 

left him. 
As she walked away, he saw that her feet 

were already white. 
That night the imps came again, and began 

their game anew. After playing, they fell on 
the prince, and treated him worse than they 
had on the preceding night, so that when they 
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left him, his body was full of wounds. He had 
borne it all in silence, and when the day broke, 
the maiden came to him again and healed his 
wounds. As she left him, he saw that her 
hands and arms were white to the finger tips. 

Only one more night remained now, but this 
was to be the worst of all. 

When the imps came, they shrieked: ‘‘ Are 

you still here? You shall be tormented till 

there is no more breath left in your body.” 

They pricked him, and beat him, threw him 

hither and thither, and dragged him about the 

room by his armsand legs as if they would tear 

him to pieces; but he bore it all without a 

sound. They left him at last, but he lay in a 

swoon, not able even to open his eyes and see 

the young maiden when she came in. But 

after she had bathed his face with the magical 

water, he was free from pain, and felt as fresh 

and well as if he had just awaked from a sound 
sleep. He opened his eyes, and he saw stand- 

ing near him a maiden, snow-white, and as 

beautiful as the day. 

“Rise,” she said, “and swing your sword 

three times over the steps, and the spell will be 

broken.” 

He did so, and th2 entire castie was free from 

the charm, and the maiden was a rich princess. 

The servants came and said breakfast was 

waiting tor them in the great hall. The prince 

and princess forgot their troubles, ate and drank 

together, and that evening their marriage feast 

was held. 

  

KING THRUSH- BEARD. 

ONCE upon a time there lived a king who had 
a daughter who was beautiful beyond descrip- 
tion. But she was so proud and haughty that 
no suitor was considered good enough for her. 
She not only refused all offers, but mocked 
and made fun of all who came. 

At last the king made a great feast, and sent 
out invitations far and near to all the marriage- 
able men. When the guests had arrived, they 
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were arranged in the order of their rank, first 

kings, then princes, dukes, counts, barons, and 

nobles of high position. The king’s daughter 

was conducted to them, butas she passed down 

the row, there was some objection to each 

«« A wine-tub!” she ex- one. One was too fat. 

claimed. Another was too tall. ‘“ Long and 

thin, and awkward,” was her comment. The 

third was too short. ‘Short and thick and
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clumsy,” she said. The fourth was ‘pale as 

death.” The fifth had a face ‘‘red as a turkey 

cock.” The sixth was ‘‘as crooked as green 
wood dried behind the stove.” And so she went 

on finding fault with each one, not sparing even 

the good young king who stood at the head of 

the row, whose chin was a little crooked. ‘Ha! 

ha!” laughed the princess when she saw him, 
“he has a chin like a thrush’s bill,’ and from 

that time the young king was known as King 
Thrush-beard. When the old king saw that his 
daughter only made fun of his guests, and that 

they were becoming angry, he also became 
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angry, and swore she should marry the first 
beggar who came to his door. 

A couple of days passed, and a wandering 

musician came and sang before the window. 

When the king heard him, he ordered him to 

be brought before him. The musician entered 
in his dirty, ragged clothes and sang for the 

king and his daughter. When he finished, he 
asked for a little gift, as was his custom. 

“Your song has pleased me so well, you shall 

   
    

  

‘“IN A LITTLE WHILE THEY CAME TO A VERY SMALL COTTAGE.” 
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have as a gift my daughter for a wife,” said 

the king. 

The princess was terrified, but the king said: 
“I have given my oath that you should marry 
the first beggar, and I must keep my word.” 

All objections were useless ; the priest was 
sent for, and they were married. 

“Now,” said the king, ‘‘ since you are a beg- 
garman’s wife, you cannot remain longer in my 

castle, you must go away. with your husband.” 

The beggar took her by the hand and led her 
away, to travel a long distance on foot. As 
they came to a large forest she asked: ‘‘Do 
you know who owns the beautiful woods?” 

““Oh, yes,” said her husband. 

‘« The beautiful woods so thick and green 

Would be yours to-day, were you Thrush-beard’s 

queen.” 

She sighed: 

“What a happy queen J might have been 

Had I married the king with the crooked chin.” 

Now they were walking through beautiful 

fields. 

‘* Whose are the meadows, so fresh and gay?” 

“« They might have been yours, but you threw them 

away.” 

‘« What a happy queen I might have been a 

Had I married the king with the crooked chin.” 

Soon they came in sight of a town, 

‘« And the far away town that glitters and shines? ” 

«Is Thrush-beard’s also and might have been thine.” 

And again she thought: 

‘* What a happy queen I might have been, 

Had I married the king with the crooked chin.” 

‘“It does not please me that you are always 

wishing for another husband,” said the musician. 

««Am I not good enough for you?” 

In a little while they came to a very small 

cottage. ‘‘Whata little cottage,” she exclaimed. 

“For heaven's sake! why are we stopping here? 

Whose is this miserable little house?” 

“This house is mine and yours. Here we will 

dwell together,” said the musician. 
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She had to stoop to enter the little door. 
““Where are the servants,” asked the king’s 
daughter. | 

“What servants? whatever you wish done 
you will have to do yourself. Make the fire 
now, and put over the water, I should like 

some supper, I am quite tired out.” 

But the princess did not understand building 
fires and cooking, so the beggar had to do 
it himself. 

Oh! this was a hard life. In the morning she 
had to get up early and get the breakfast and 

clean up the house. They had lived there a 

few days when her husband said to her: “ Wife, 

we cannot live here any longer without earning 

some money. You will have to learn to make 

baskets.” So he went out and cut some willows, 

for her to plait into baskets. But the hard sticks 

hurt her delicate hands, and it was slow work. 

“‘T see you cannot do that,” said her husband. 

“You may try spinning, perhaps you can do 

that better.” 

So she tried to spin, but the hard yarn cut 

her soft fingers till the blood ran. 

“You are not good for any kind of work,” 

said her husband. ‘I am afraid we shall fare 

badly. We will try once more. I will fill a 

basket with pots and earthen vessels, and you 

can take them to the market and sell them.” 

« Alas!” she thought, ‘‘I shall meet there 

people from my father’s court, and when they 

see me sitting in the market-place, they will 

mock me.” 

But there was no help for her, she must do 

this or die of hunger. The first time she went, 

all went well. The people bought of her because 

she was so beautiful, and paid her what she 

asked, and some even paid her the money with- 

out taking the pots. They lived on the money 

earned in this way some time, then her husband 

bought another stock of wares and sent her 

again to the market. She sat down in one cor- 

ner of the market -place, arranged her wares 

around her, and waited for customers. Suddenly 

a drunken soldier came up on horseback, and 

drove his horse right in among the little earthen 

pots and vessels, breaking them into a thousand
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pieces. The poor woman began to cry 

bitterly: ‘‘ Alas! what will become of me? 

What will my husband say ?” 

She ran home and told him all her misfor- 

tune. ‘Who ever heard of any one sitting 

in the market-place with earthen vessels 

spread out for sale. But stop crying,” said 

her husband, ‘‘I see you are not fitted for 

any ordinary work. I have been over to the 

king’s palace and asked if they did not need 

a kitchen-maid, and they have promised to 

give youa place.” ~ 
Thus the proud princess became a kitchen- 

maid, and had to mind the cook, and do the 

most distasteful work in the kitchen. She 

fastened a cup in each pocket, and these she 

filled with whatever was left over of her 

share of food and brought home. 

She had not been there long, when the 

wedding of the king’s eldest son was to be 

celebrated. The poor wife went up- 

to stairs and stood behind the door to 
C= watch the guests arrive. She looked 

into the grand saloon. The room was 

a blaze of light and splendor, and 

each one that entered seemed more 

beautiful than the last. She thought 

with a sad heart of her own fate, and 

how her wicked pride had been hum- 

bled. As the servants went in and 

out, carrying in the costly supper, 

they gave her many choice morsels 

which she put ina bowl to take home 
with her. Suddenly the king's son, 

who was dressed in 

silk and velvet, and 

wore a gold chain 

around his neck, saw 

the beautiful woman 

behind the door, and 

seizing her by the 
id) hand, attempted to 

\ lead her out to dance 

with him. But she 

drew back . fright- 

ened, for the prince 
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King Thrush-beard himself, who had once been 
refused by her with scorn. Her struggles were 
useless, he drew her out into the middle of the 

room, and then to add to her confusion the band 

by which the bowl of good things was sus- 
pended, broke, and the bowl and all its con- 

tents were scattered over the floor. She heard 
the scornful laughter of the guests, and rushed 
from the room, wishing in her shame she were 
a thousand feet underthe ground. But as she 
was hurrying down the steps a man caught her 

and brought her back. When they came where 

it was light, she saw it was King Thrush-beard 

who had captured her. He looked at her 
kindly, and said: 

“Do not be frightened; King Thrush—beard 
and the poor musician with whom you have 

been living in the little cottage are one. My 

HAT, AND THE HORN. 

love for you led me to disguise myself. I was 
also the rude soldier that broke your wares in 

the market-place. All this has been done to 
humble your pride and punish you for mock- 

ing me.” 
The princess wept bitterly and said: “I have 

done a great wrong, and am not worthy to be 

your wife.” 
But the king said: “Be comforted ; those evil . 

days are over; now we will celebrate our 

wedding.” 
Then the maidens came and dressed her in 

beautiful clothing, and she was led out to meet 

her father who had come with his entire court 
to wish his daughter happiness. Now the joy- 

ful celebration began in earnest, and there was 

nothing but mirth and-festivity. I wish we had 
been there, don’t you? 
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ONCE there were three brothers who lived 
together and tried hard to make a living, but 
every day they became poorer and poorer, 
until finally there was not a mouthful in the 
house to eat. So they said: ‘‘We cannot stay 
here any longer: we had better go out into the 
world and seek our fortune.” 

They travelled many days over fields and 
meadows without meeting with any luck. But 
one day as they were passing through a forest, 
they came to a mountain, which they found, on 
coming near, was all of silver. 

“This is the good fortune I wished for,” ex- 
claimed the eldest brother. ‘I ask for nothing 
better,” and gathering up as much silver as he 
could carry, he went back home completely 
satisfied. F 

But the other two said: ‘“‘ We want some- 
thing better than silver for our fortune,” and 
they continued their journey. In a couple of 
days they came to another mountain that was 
entirely cf gold. The second brother stopped 
and thought: “What shall I do? Shall I 
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gather up as much gold as will support me my 

lifetime, or shall I look farther?” 

At last he decided to fill his pockets with 

the gold, and having done so, and bid his 

brother good-bye, he too went back home per- 

fectly happy and contented. 

But the third one said to himself: ‘Silver 

and gold do not satisfy me. I will keep travel- 

ling, perhaps there is something better in store 

for me. So he travelled on. Three days 

passed, and he came to a forest, larger than 

any of the others. He walked and walked, but 

could not come to the end, and he was ready 

to die of hunger and thirst. He climbed a high 

tree, but as far as his eye could reach, he saw 

nothing but the tops of trees. Slowly he be- 

gan to descend the tree, his hunger was now 

becoming painful. “Could I only have one 

more good meal,” he thought, as he came down. 

What was his surprise on reaching the ground | 

to see a table spread under the tree with all 

kinds of rich food, hot and steaming. 

‘This time my wish was granted at just the
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right time,” and he sat down to the table, and 
ate until his hunger was satisfied. When he 
was ready to go he thought: ‘It is a shame to 

leave this fine tablecloth here in the woods to 
spoil,” so folding it carefully, he put it in his 

pocket. 

When evening came he had travelled a long 

distance, and feeling hungry, he thought he 

would experiment a little with the tablecloth. 

He spread it upon the grass and said; “I 

should like to see you spread again with good 

food.” Scarcely had the wish passed his lips, 
when the cloth became covered with dishes filled 

with good things, so that there was scarcely 

room for them. 

“Now I know the kitchen in which my food 

will be cooked hereafter. You are dearer to 

me than a mountain of gold or of silver,” for he 

saw he now owned a wishing-tablecloth, and 

would never suffer from hunger again. But he 

was not yet satisfied, and would go farther, 
some better fortune even than this perhaps 

awaited him. 

One evening as he entered a lonely forest, he 

saw a black, dusty charcoal-burner standing 

over his fire. He was burning the wood, and 

at the same time roasting some potatoes for his 

supper. 

‘“Good evening, blackbird,” said the travel- 

ler. ‘‘ How do you get on here in your loneli- 

ness?” 

“One day like ail the rest, and every night 

potatoes,” replied the charcoal-burner. ‘‘If it 

please you, you can share my supper such as 

it is.” 

“Many thanks,” said the traveller, ‘ I should 

not like to take your supper from you. You 

did not expect a guest, so if you will permit 

me, I will invite you to be mine.” ‘‘ How can 

you do that?” said the charcoal-burner. ‘Ido 

not see that you have anything with you, and it 

would take you two hours to go and get some 

thing.” 
“ And yet we shall have a meal, and as good 

as you ever paid for.” So saying, the traveller 

spread the tablecloth on the grass, and said: 

‘Tablecloth, spread yourself,” and immediately 
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the cloth was spread with all kinds of boiled 
and roasted food, as hot as if it had just come 

from the kitchen. The charcoal-burner opened 

his eyes wide at the sight. He did not wait to 

be urged, however, and sitting down by the 

cloth, ate greedily, cramming larger and larger 

mouthfuls into his black mouth. When he 
had finished, he grinned with satisfaction, 

and said; ‘‘ This cloth suits me very well. It 

would be a good thing for me here in the woods 

where I have no one to cook for me. I will 

make a bargain with you. There in the corner 

of the cave hangs a soldier's knapsack. It is 

old and rusty looking, but it has a wonderful 

power. As Ido not need it any longer, I will 

exchange it for this tablecloth.” 

“But first I should like to know what that 

wonderful power is,” said the traveller. 

“ Twill tell you,” replied the charcoal-burner. 

‘You have only to tap on the knapsack with 

your hand, and there will spring from it a cor- 

poral with his six men, armed with swords and 

muskets. Whatever you order them to do, they 

will do.” 

“Tt is all the same to me; if you are willing, 

I will exchange with you,” and the traveller 

gave him the wishing-cloth, took down the 

knapsack from the wall, hung it around his 

neck, and went away. 

But he did not go far before he decided to 

try the power of the knapsack. He tapped on 

it, and there stepped out six soldiers, headed 

by the corporal. 

‘What is your order, my lord and master?” 

asked the corporal. 

‘“March in haste to the charcoal-burner, and 

bring me the wishing-cloth.” 
The soldiers wheeled about to the left and 

disappeared. Ina few moments they returned, 

bringing the tablecloth, which they had taken 

from the charcoal-burner, without so much as 

asking for it. He ordered the soldiers into the 

bag, and journeyed on, hoping that some good 

fortune would again shineon him. Just at sun- 

set the next day, he came to another charcoal- 

burner, who was standing by his fire preparing 

his supper.
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“Will you sup with me?” said the sooty fel- 
low. ‘‘ Potatoes and salt, without any butter, 

are all I have to offer you, but seat yourself.” 

‘* No,” said the traveller, ‘‘but for this once, 

you shall be my guest,” and he laid the cloth, 

and in a moment the tempting supper was 
ready. 

They ate and drank together, and were very 
merry. 
When they had finished, the charcoal-burner 

said: ‘‘ There is an old torn hat up there on 

that hill, that has a strange power. If one places 
it upon one’s head and turns it round, twelve 

pieces of artillery will be heard, one after the 

other, and everyone that comes in the way will 

be shot down. I do not care for the hat, and 

if you are willing, will exchange with you for 

the tablecloth.” 
«“ That is a good bargain,” said the traveller, 
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and putting the hat upon his head, he left the 
cloth, and went away. 

He did not go far before he knocked on the 
knapsack again, and ordered the soldiers to 

bring him back the tablecloth. 
“It goes from one to another, but always re- 

turns to me, as if my good fortune would never 
come to an end,” he said, as he folded up the 

cloth once more, and put it in his pocket. 

Several days passed, and he came to a third 
charcoal-burner, who, like the others, invited 

him to share his salt and potatoes with him. 
But the traveller had no need of such fare, and 

prepared his supper, and invited the charcoal- 
burner to eat with him. The charcoal-burner 
was pleased with the rich food, and offered to 

give an enchanted horn that he owned for the 
tablecloth. It was even more wonderful than 
the hat, for when one ble» on it, walls and 
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towers, fortresses and cities, everything within 

sound of its blast would fall down in a heap. 

The exchange was made, but the traveller 

soon sent his soldiers back for the wishing- 

cloth, and now he had not only that, but knap- 

sack, hat, and horn. 

“Now,” he said, ““I am a rich man, and will 

go home and see how my brothers are getting 

on.” 

When he reached home he found his brothers 

had been able to build a grand house, and were 

living in fine style. When they saw this shabby 

man wearing a torn coat, an old hat, and hav- 

ing a knapsack strapped on his back, enter the 

house, they would not recognize him as their 

brother. They mocked him, and said: ‘‘ You, 

our brother, indeed! He scorned gold and 

silver, and went to seek something better. 

When he comes, it will be as a powerful king, 

not aS a beggar,” and they thrust him out of the 

house. 

Then the youngest brother was angry, and 

he knocked on his knapsack so many times that 

a hundred and fifty armed soldiers sprang out. 

He ordered them to surround the house, and 

two of them he sent inside with hazel switches 

to thrash his brothers with until they confessed 

that he was their brother. All this caused a 

great commotion in the town, and the people 

would have helped the brothers, but could not, 

on account of the soldiers. Then they sent to 
the king for assistance, and he sent a captain 

with his soldiers to turn the disturbers of the 

peace out of town. But the man with the 

knapsack had too many soldiers, and they beat 

back the captain and his soldiers, and sent 

them home with bloody noses. 

“This wandering vagabond shall be driven 
away,” said the king, and the next day, he sent 

a larger body of troops, but they also were de- 
feated. Still more soldiers were sent, and to 

get rid of them more quickly, the traveller 
turned his hat around a couple of times. Im- 
mediately the heavy guns began to play, and 
many of the king’s soldiers were shot down, 
while the rest fled in alarm. 

‘“Now,” said the man, ‘I shall not make 
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peace with the king until he gives me his daugh- 

ter in marriage, and allows me to rule the king- 

dom in his name.” 

The message was taken to the king, who 

said to his daughter; ‘‘J7us¢ is a hard nut to 

crack, but there is nothing left for me but todo 

as he asks. If I would keep peace and my 

kingdom, you will have to marry this stranger.” 

The marriage was celebrated, but the king's 

daughter was not pleased with her husband, 

and was ashamed of his shabby clothing, and 

the old hat and knapsack that he always had 

with him. She would gladly have been rid of 

him, and she thought day and night how she 

could bring it about. 

‘Perhaps his wonderful power lies in that old 

knapsack,” she said to herself one day. Soshe 

went to him, and with a great show of tender- 

ness, kissed him, and said: “ If you would only 

lay aside that ugly old knapsack. It makes 

you look so poor and common. I am quite 

ashamed of you.” 

‘“My dear child,” he replied. ‘This knap- 

sack is the dearest treasure I have. As long 

as I keep it with me, I need not fear the great- 

est power in the world,” and then he showed 

her the power it possessed. 

When he had finished, she threw her arms 

around his neck as if to kiss him, and skilfully 

unfastened the knapsack, and ran away with 

it. As soon as she was alone she tapped it, and 

ordered the soldiers to seize their former mas- 

ter, and carry him far away from the royal 

palace. 

They obeyed, but not content with this, the 

false wife sent more soldiers to follow the first, 

and see that he was driven well out of the king- 

dom. Then would the poor man have been 

lost, had it not been for the wonderful hat. As 

soon as his hands were free, he whirled it 

around on his head. Then the guns were 

turned on his enemies, who were shot down, 

and everything before him, till the king’s daugh- 

ter was obliged to come and beg him to cease 

shooting. As she was so loving, and promised 

so faithfully to do better, he consented to make 

peace. She was very kind to him, and in a
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ce 

little while he told her the secret of the hat 
also. She waited until he was asleep, then she 

took the hat away from him, and threw it out 
into the street. But he still had his horn. 

When he awoke and found she had been false 

to him, he rushed out and blew such a blast on 

his horn that the palace fell, killing the king 
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and his daughter. He kept on blowing until 

cities, towns, and villages lay in ruins, and if 

he had blown a little longer not one stone 

would have been left upon another throughout 

the whole kingdom. Now there was no one 

to oppose him, and he made himself king and 

ruled over the whole country.
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I WILL tell you a story of a maiden who was 

poor but pretty. Her own mother was dead, 
and she had a stepmother who treated her 

very cruelly. But if work was given her to do, 
however hard it might be, she did it patiently, 

even though it was beyond her strength. 

But do what she might, she could not move 

her wicked stepmother’s heart to pity. She 

was always dissatisfied, the maiden never did 

enough, and the woman had no other thought 

than how she might lay still heavier burdens 

on her stepdaughter. 

One day she said to her: ‘‘ Here are twelve 

pounds of feathers; if you do not have them 

stripped by evening, you may expect a sound 

beating. Do you think you can spend the 
whole day in idleness?” 

The poor maiden sat down to her work. 

The tears rolled down her cheeks, for she knew 

it was impossible to do the work in one day. 

Finally she gave up, and resting her elbows 
on the table, she buried her face in her hands, 

and cried: ‘Is there no one in all the world 
who will take pity on me?” 

Just then a soft voice said: ‘‘Take heart, my 
child, I have come to help you.” 

The maiden looked up and saw an old wo- 
man standing near her. She took her hand in 
a friendly manner, and said: ‘‘ Tell me what it 
is that is troubling you.” 

Encouraged by her kind voice, the maiden 

told her of her sad life, and of how one bur-— 

den after another was laid upon her until the 
work was never ended. “And if I do not 
have these feathers stripped by evening, my 
stepmother has threatened to beat me, and 

she always keeps her word.” 

Her tears began to flow afresh, but the good 
old woman said: ‘‘ Be comforted, you can rest 
a little, and I will do your work for you.” 

The girl lay down on her bed and was soon 
fast asleep, but the old woman seated herself 
at the table, and went to work at the feathers. 

‘When the maiden awoke, she saw a great 
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pile of snow-white down lying on the floor; 

the room was neatly swept, and everything 

arranged in order, but the old woman had 

disappeared. 

When the stepmother came home, she was 

surprised to find the work done. ‘ You see 

what can be done when one is industrious,” she 

said. ‘‘ Could you not find something else to 

do than sit with hands folded in your lap?” 

The next morning she called the maiden 

and said: ‘‘Here is a spoon; now go into the 

garden and dip out all the water that is in the 

large pond. If you do not have it done by 

night, you may know what to expect.” 

As the maiden took the spoon, she saw that 

it was full of holes, but she obeyed her step- 

mother. She went out to the pond, knelt 

down by the water, and, though the tears 

flowed fast, she worked industriously for some 

time. But the old woman appeared again, and 

learning the cause of her trouble, said: ‘Be 

comforted, my child; go into the bushes and 

lie down and sleep, and I will see that your 

work is done.” 

As soon as the old woman was alone, she 

merely touched the water, and it rose ina 

white mist and mingled with the clouds. Grad- 

ually the pond became empty, and when the 

maiden awoke just before sundown, she saw 

nothing but the fish flapping about in the mud. 

She went to her stepmother and told her that 

the work was finished. 

“You have been a long time doing it,” said 

her stepmother, becoming pale with anger, 

and then she began to think of something more 

difficult for the girl to do, 

The third morning she said toher: ‘ To-day 

you must build me a beautiful castle on yonder 

plain, and have it all finished by evening.” 

The maiden was frightened, and exclaimed: 

“How can I do so great a work as this?” 

‘““Do not 2ppose me,” screamed the step- 

mother. ‘If you can bale out a pond witha 

leaky spoon, you can build a castle. I wish
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to take possession to-day, and if the smallest 
thing is lacking in either kitchen or cellar, you 
know what awaits you.” 

Then she led the maiden out to the valley 
where the rocks lay piled one against the other, 
the smallest one of which she could not even 
move. What could she do but sit down and 
weep, hoping in her heart that the kind old 
woman would come to her assistance ? 

She had not long to wait; the old woman 
came, and spoke words of comfort to her, say- 
ing finally: ‘Lie down in the shade and go to 
sleep, and I will build the castle. Then if you 

are pleased with it when it is finished, you can 

live in it yourself.” 
When the maiden was gone, the old woman 

touched the stones. Immediately they rose, 
came together, and formed the foundation as 
if giant hands were doing the work. Then 
countless hands appeared to be laying the 
stones, and quickly the building rose. 

The sun was just setting when the maiden 
awoke and saw the light of a thousand lamps 
shining from the castle. She hastened towards 
it, and entered the open door. When she saw 
the splendor of the rooms, she was spellbound 
with admiration. No one knows how long she 
would have stood there, if she had not sud- 

denly thought of her stepmother. ‘‘ Alas?” 
she said to herself, ‘if she would only be 
satisfied now, and let me live in peace.” 

She went home, and told her stepmother 
that the castle was finished. On hearing this, 
the old woman rose from her seat, saying she 
would take possession at once. When they 
entered the castle she was so dazzled by the 
splendor that she had to cover her eyes, 
“You see how easily you have done this 

work,” she said to the maiden; ‘I ought to 
have given you something more difficult.” 

She went through all the rooms, and peeped 
into every corner to see if aught was lacking. 

But nothing seemed to be wanting. Even 

in the kitchen, the fire burned; the meat was 

cooking in the pot; the bright tin and copper 

ware was arranged in order; even the coal- 
scuttle and water-pail were filled. 
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“Where is the door to the cellar?” she 
asked. ‘“‘If that is not well filled with casks 
of wine, it will be bad for you.” 

She lifted the trap-door, and began to de- 
scend, but before she had taken two steps, the 
heavy door fell. The maiden heard a loud 
scream, lifted the door quickly to go to her 
help, but she had fallen to the bottom of the 
steps, and there the girl found her lying dead. 

Then the splendid castle belonged to the 
maiden alone. She hardly knew what to do 
with so much riches. Beautiful dresses hung 
in the closets, the chests were full of gold and 
silver and precious stones, and she never ex- 
pressed a wish but it was gratified at once. 

Gradually the maiden became noted through- 
out the land for her wealth and beauty, and 
she had lovers without number, but not any of 
them suited her. Finally a king’s son came. 
He was the first to touch her heart, and in a 

short time she loved him dearly. 

One day when they were sitting in the gar- 

den under a linden tree, the prince said to her: 

“T will go home now and ask my father’s 
consent to our marriage. Wait for me under 

this tree. I will be back in a few hours ” 

The maiden kissed him on his left cheek, 

saying: ‘‘Be true to me; let no one kiss you 
on this cheek while you are away, andI will 

wait for you under this linden till you return.” 
She remained under the tree till the sun 

went down, but he did not return. For three 

days she sat there from morning till evening, 
but in vain. When the fourth day arrived, she 

said: ‘‘He has certainly met with some mis- 

fortune. I must go and look for him, and I 
shall not return till I find him.” 

She selected three of her most beautiful 
dresses to take with her, one embroidered with 

shining stars, one with silver crescents, and a 

third with golden suns. Then she tied a hand- 
ful of precious stones in her handkerchief and 

set out. She asked for the prince at every 

place, but no one had seen him. She wan- 

dered on, far and wide, over the world, but she 

did not find him. At last she hired herself 
out to a farmer as a shepherdess. She hid her
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beautiful dresses and jewels under a stone, and 

as she drove her flocks to pasture every day, 

no one would have thought the poor shep- 

herdess was a rich princess. 

She had one little calf that was very fond of 

her, and when she fed it and said: 

“* Little calf, little calf, 

Kneel at my side. 

Forget not your friend, 

As the prince did his bride.” 

the calf would kneel and let her stroke it. 
In this way the maiden passed two lonely, 

sorrowful years. Then the report was spread 

abroad that the king’s daughter would soon 

celebrate her wedding. Now the road to the 
royal castle lay past the place where the 

maiden drove her sheep, and it happened one 

day as the bridegroom rode along, she saw 

him. He sat proudly on his horse, looking 

neither to the right nor left. He did not no- 

tice her, but the first glance told her the bride- 
groom was her lover. A sharp knife seemed 

to pierce her heart. 

‘‘ Alas!” she said, ‘‘he promised to be true 

to me. but he has forgotten me.” 

The next day he passed along the road 

again. As he came near, she said to the calf: 

“* Little calf, little calf, 

Kneel at my side. 

Forget not your friend, 

As the prince did his bride.” 

He heard the voice, stopped his horse and 

looked at the maiden a moment. Where had 
he seen her? He passed his hand over his 
eyes asif trying to recall something. Then 
he rode quickly away and was soon out of 
sight. 

“Alas! he remembers me no more,” she 
cried, and her sorrow was greater than ever. 

Soon the wedding feast was held. It was to 
last three days, and every one in the kingdom 
was invited. 

“This is my.last chance,” said the maiden, 

and going to the stone, she took out the dress 
embroidered with golden suns. She put it on, 
adorned herself with the precious jewels, and 

924 

then let down her beautiful hair, which fell in 

ringlets over her shoulders. When it was 

quite dark, she set out for the royal castle. 

When she entered the brilliantly lighted 

rooms, every one started with surprise, but no 

one knew her. The king’s son came to meet 

her, but he also did not recognize her. He 

danced with her, and was so charmed with her 

beauty and grace, that he entirely forgot his 

bride. But when the feast was over, she dis- 

appeared in the crowd, and hastened back to 
the little village, where she had left her shep- 

herd’s dress. 

The next evening she took out her dress 
embroidered with silver moons, and adorned 

her hair with a crescent of precious stones. 

When she appeared at the feast, all eyes were 

turned upon her, and the prince hastened to 

meet her. He already loved the stranger, and 

danced with her alone. Before she went he 

made her promise to come the last evening. 

She appeared the third time, wearing the 
dress covered with shining stars, that glittered 

and sparkled at every step. The prince had 

been waiting for her a long time. He drew her 

to his side, and said: *‘ Tell me who you are? 

It seems as if I had known you long ago.” 
‘* Do younot remember what I did when you 

left me?” she asked. As she spoke, she went 

to him and’kissed him on his left cheek. 

Immediately it was as if scales fell from his 

eyes, and he recognized his true bride. 

“Come with me,” he said. ‘Let us stay 

here no longer,” and taking her by the hand, 
he led her to the carriage which was ready to 
receive them. Away they went like the wind 

to the wonder-castle that had been built for 
the maiden. They saw the lights when a long 
way off, and when they drove past the old 

linden, as if in honor of the occasion, it was 

swarming with glow-worms. 
Flowers bloomed on the castle steps, and 

coming from every room was the sweet song of 
birds. But in the banquet-chamber were 

gathered the entire household, and the priest 

who was waiting to marry the prince and his 

true bride.



THE GOLDEN BIRD. 

Many hundred years ago there lived a king 
who had a beautiful pleasure-garden behind his 
palace in which grew a tree that bore golden 

apples. When the apples were ripe they were 

always counted every night and morning, that 

it might be known if any were missing. 

One morning it was discovered that one apple 

was lacking. The king was troubled over this, 

and ordered a watch put over the tree. 

Now the king had three sons, and having 

great confidence in them, sent the oldest one 

to watch the first night. The youth went into 

the garden at dusk and kept faithful watch 

until midnight. Then he fell asleep, and in 

the morning another apple was missing. 
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THE KING COUNTING THE GOLDEN APPLES.



THE GOLDEN 

The next night the king sent his second son 
into the garden. He also kept awake till the 

clock struck twelve, then, overcome with sleep, 

he knew no more till morning, and another apple 

was found missing. 

It was now the youngest son’s turn. He was 

ready to go, but the king thought he would do 
no better than his brothers, and-was not willing 

at first to trust him, but finally he consented. 

The boy lay down under the tree, determined 

that sleep should not be master this time. The 

clock struck twelve, he heard a rustling of wings 

in the air, and looking up, saw a bird flying 

towards the tree, whose feathers shone like gold 

in the moonlight. The bird alighted on the tree, 

and while it was picking one of the apples, 

the king’s son shot an arrow at it. The bird 
flew away, but the arrow hit its plumage and 

one of the golden feathers dropped out. The 
youth picked it up and carried it joyfully to the 

king, and told him all he had seen during the 
night. 

The king called together his councillors and 
the wise men, and they each declared the feather 
to be more valuable than all the wealth of the 
kingdom. 

“Tf one feather is so valuable, I must and will 

have the whole bird, one feather I care nothing 
about,” the king said. 

The oldest son set out, and relying on his 
superior wisdom, thought he would find the 
golden bird at once. He had gone a short dis- 
tance, when he saw a fox sitting at the edge of 

the forest. He took aim and was about to shoot, 

when the fox cried: ‘‘Do not shoot me, and I 

will give you good advice. I know you are on 

the way to find the golden bird. This evening 
as you enter a village, you will see two inns 
standing opposite each other. One will be 
brightly lighted and there will be merriment 
within, but do not stop there, but goto the 
other inn, however dark and dismal it may ap- 
pear to you.” 

“ How can such a silly animal give one good 
advice ?” thought the king’s son, and he let fly 
the arrow; but it missed the fox, who, stretch- 
ing out his bushy tail, disappeared into the 
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woods. The king’s son proceeded on his jour- 

ney, and at evening came to the village in which 

the two inns were. He saw the gloomy and 

forbidding look of the one, and heard the music 

and dancing in the other. 

“‘T should be a fool indeed,” he thought, “if 

I chose that miserable place to this beautiful 

one.” 

So he went into the brightly-lighted inn, and 

in a little -while he had forgotten all about the 

bird, his father, and the good advice he had 

given him. 

Time passed, and as the oldest son did not 

return, the second one started out to find the 

golden bird. The fox met him, as he had his 
brother, and gave him the same advice. He 

also came to the village and saw the two inns 

between which he must choose. But his 
brother stood at one of the windows, through 

which floated sounds of music and merriment, 

and called to him to enter. He could not re- 

sist, he went in, and gave himself up to a life 

of pleasure. 

Time passed, and the brothers did not return. 

Then the youngest son wished to try his luck, 

but his father would not consent. 
“Your going would be all in vain,” said the 

king. ‘You would be less likely to find the 

golden bird than your brothers, and you would 

not know how to meet accidents and misfor- 

tunes as well as they.” But the boy gave his 

father no rest until he allowed him to go. 

The fox sat at the edge of the forest, and 

begged for his life as usual, and then offered 
his advice. The boy was kind-hearted, and 

said: ‘Do not be afraid, little fox, I will not 

harm you.” 

“You will not regret your kindness,” said the 

fox. ‘“ That you may travel more swiftly on 

your journey, seat yourself on my tail.” 

The boy did so, and away the fox started, 

leaping over sticks and stones so swiftly that 

the wind whistled through his hair. When they 

reached the village, the youth followed the 

good advice of the fox, and without looking 

around, walked into the dark, little inn, where 

he passed the night quietly.
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In the morning, when he came out into the 

field, he saw the fox waiting for him. “I 

wished to tell you further what you must do,” 

he said. ‘‘ Travel straight ahead till you come 

to a castle, before which you will find a band 

of soldiers lying. Do not be afraid of them, for 

they will all be asleep and snoring. Walk 

right through the midst of them, and enter 

the castle. Go through all the rooms until 

you come to one in which hangs a golden bird 

in a wooden cage. Near it will stand a 

golden cage, but this is just for show. Do not 

take the bird from the wooden cage and put it 

in the golden one, or you may fare badly.” 

So saying, the fox stretched out his tail, the 

youth mounted, and away they sped like the 

wind. They arrived at the castle, and the 

king’s son found everything as the fox had de- 

scribed. He came to the room in which hung 

the golden bird in a wooden cage. He sawthe 

golden cage standing near, and on the floor lay 

the three golden apples. He thought it very 

amusing that so beautiful a bird should be shut 
up in so miserable a cage, and opening the cage 

door, he seized it, and thrust it into the golden 

one. But as he did so, the bird uttered a pierc- 
ing cry. The soldiers awoke, and rushing in, 

seized the king’s son, and thrust him into prison. 

The next morning, he was taken before the 
judge, who, when he heard the accusation, con- 

demned him to death. Only on one condition 

would his life be spared, namely, that he bring 
the king the golden horse, that travelled swifter 

than the wind. Should he do this, not only 

would his life be spared, but he should receive 
as a reward the golden bird. 

The king’s son set out sad and sorrowful, for 
he knew not where to find the golden horse. 
But he had not gone far before he saw his old 

friend, the fox. ) 

“You see what has happened,” said the fox, 
“because you did not listen to what I told 
you. But cheer up, I will tell you how youcan 
obtain the golden horse. Follow this road, and 
you will come to a castle, in one of the stables 
of which the golden horse stands. The stable- 
boy will be asleep by the door, but he will not 
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waken, and you will be able to lead out the horse 
without any disturbance. But one thing you 

must mind, see to it that you place the poor 

sadile of wood and leather on its back, and 

not the golden one, or some evil will come to 

you again.” 
Then the king’s son seated himself once more 

on the fox’s tail, and away they flew over sticks 
and stones, and in a twinkling they were at the 

castle gate. The prince went to the stables, 
and there found the golden horse. He fastened 

the old saddle on its back, but thought: ‘‘So 

beautiful a horse ought not to have so miser-



THE GOLDEN BIRD. 

able a saddle.” He no sooner laid the golden 

saddle on the horse's back, however, than it 

began to neigh loudly. The stable-boy awoke, 

seized the prince, and threw him into prison. 

The next morning he was condemned to death 

a second time, but the king promised his life 

should be spared, provided he could carry away 

the princess of the golden castle. 

The prince departed with a heavy heart, 

when to his good fortune, he met the faithful 

fox again. 

“T ought to leave you in your misfortune,” 

said the fox, ‘‘ but I have pity on you, and will 

help you once more in your need.” This road 

leads to the golden castle. You will arrive 

there in the evening. At night, when all is 

still, the princess will go down to the bathing- 

house to bathe. You must conceal yourself, 

and as she passes along, spring out upon her, 

and kiss her. Then she will follow you, and 
you can lead her away. But see to it that you 

do not allow her to bid farewell to her parents, 

or there will be trouble.” So saying, the fox 
stretched out his tail, the prince seated himself, 

and away they went to the golden castle. 

The prince found everything as the fox had 

described. He hid himself, and waited until 

midnight, then when all was still, the beau- 

tiful princess came out to take her bath. As 

she was going to the bathing-house, the prince 
sprang out and kissed her. She was willing to 
go away with him, but she begged with tears in 
her eyes to be allowed to bid her parents fare- 
well. He refused at first, but when she cast 
herself at his feet and begged so piteously, he 
finally yielded. But scarcely had the princess 
entered her parent’s room, when they awoke, 
and all the household with them. The prince 
was captured and led away to prison. 

The next morning the king said to him: 
‘Vou have forfeited your life, and you can ob- 
tain pardon only by removing the mountain 
that stands before one of my windows and 
prevents me from seeing out. This must be 
done in eight days. If you succeed, you shall 
receive my daughter as a reward.” 

The prince began the work at once. 
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He dug 

and shovelled without ceasing for seven days. 

But at the end of that time, when he saw how 

little he had really accomplished, he gave up 

all hope. 

_ On the evening of the seventh day, the fox 

appeared, and said: ‘‘ You do not deserve any 

assistance, but I have decided to finish this work 

for you. Go away now and get a little sleep.” 

When he awoke the next morning, he saw 

that the mountain had disappeared. He hastened 

to the king and told him the task was performed, 

and the king, whether he was willing or not, 

was obliged to give him his daughter. 

The two went away together, but they had 

not gone far before they met the fox. 

‘You have won the best prize,” he said to 

the prince, ‘‘but the golden horse belongs to 

the princess of the golden castle.” 

“ But how can I get it without giving up the 

princess ? asked the prince. 

“JT will tell you,” said the fox. ‘ First take 

the princess to the king who sent you to the 

golden castle. He will be so overjoyed that 

he will give you the golden horse at once, and 

have it led out for you. You must mount it, 

and then, as if you wished to say good-bye, ex- 

tend your hand to each one. Let the beautiful 

maiden come last, and as you take her hand, 

lift her on your horse and ride away. No one 

will attempt to overtake you, for the horse runs 

swifter than the wind.” 

All this happily came to pass, and the prince 

carried away the beautiful princess on the golden 

horse. The fox who had followed them, now 

said: ‘Now I will help you to the golden bird. 

When you come near the castle where it is, let 

the maiden dismount, and I will take care of 
her. Then ride into the court-yard on the 

golden horse, the sight of which will cause great 

joy, and they will bring out the golden bird at 

once. As soon as you have the cage in your 

hand, ride back and get the maiden.” 

This plan was also a success, and now the 
prince was ready to return home with his 
treasures, 

“Now I must have my reward,” said the fox. 

“What would you like ?” asked the prince.
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“‘ When we reach the woods yonder, I should 

like you to shoot me dead, then cut off my 

head and feet.” 

“That would be a fine reward!” said the 

prince. ‘I could not possibly do that.” 

“Tf you will not do as I ask, then I must 

leave you,” said the fox. ‘ But before I go, I 

will give you once more some good advice. 

Be careful of two things: do not buy any gal- 
lows-meat, and do not sit down by a spring 

or fountain.” 

“That is a wonderful animal,” thought the 

prince, ‘‘but what strange ideas! who would 

buy gallows-meat? and the idea of sitting by 

a fountain would never occur to me.’ 
They left the fox, and rode on until they came 

to the village in which the two brothers had 

remained. On entering, they found the place 
in great excitement. They inquired the cause, 

and learned that two men were to be hanged. 

  

On approaching the gallows, the prince saw 

that the men were his brothers, who had wasted 

their living, and were now guilty of many 

crimes. The prince asked if it were not pos- 
sible for them to be pardoned. ‘If you have 
money enough to pay for their ransom,” said 

the people; “but why do you waste your 

money on such worthless men?” 

But the prince would not listen to them; he 

paid the ransom, and they all started for home. 

When they reached the woods where the fox 

had first met them, it seemed very cool and 

inviting, and as the sun was warm and they 

were tired, the two brothers said: ‘‘ Let us rest 

here a little by this spring of water and take 
something to eat and drink.” 

The young prince forgot the warning, and 

seated himself on the edge of the spring, hav- 
ing no suspicion of harm. Suddenly the two 
brothers pushed him backwards into the spring. 
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THE FOX DRAWING THE PRINCE OUT OF THE SPRING.
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seized the maiden and the bird, mounted the 

horse, and rode home to their father. 

“We have brought you not only the golden 

bird,” they said, ‘but the golden horse, and 

the princess from the golden castle.” There 

was great joy in the castle, but the horse re- 

fused to eat, the bird would not whistle a tune, 

and the maiden sat and wept. 

But the youngest brother did not drown. 

Happily the water was not deep enough. He 

fell on soft moss, and was not even injured, but 

he could not get out. Then the faithful fox 

came leaping through the woods to his assist- 
ance. 

“You forgot my advice,” he shouted, “but I 

cannot leave you here to perish. I will help 
you again into daylight.” So the fox clung to 
the edge of the spring, and telling the prince to 

seize hold of his tail, drew him out. | 

‘“You are not out of danger yet,” said the 

fox. ‘ Your brothers were not sure of your 

death, and have surrounded the woods with 

soldiers to watch for you, and kill you if they 

should see you.” 

As the prince walked along, he saw a poor 
man sitting by the roadside. He offered to ex- 

change clothes with him, which the man was 

very glad to do, and thus disguised the prince 

was able to reach his father’s castle without 
being recognized. Not a soul knew him as he 
entered the court-yard, but the bird began to 

whistle, the horse to eat, and the maiden sud- 

denly ceased weeping. The king was aston- 
ished, and asked what had happened. 

‘““T do not know,” said the maiden. ‘ I was 

so sad a moment ago, but now I am so happy. 
It seems as if my true bridegroom had come.” 

Then she told the king everything that had 

happened, although the brothers had threat- 

ened to kill her if she betrayed them. Then 

the king ordered all the people in his palace to 

come before him. Among those who came was 

the prince dressed in ragged clothes; but the 

princess knew him, and threw her arms around 

his neck and kissed him. Then the wicked 

brothers were brought to justice, while the 

young prince married the beautiful princess, and 

was named as the king’s successor. 

But what happened to the poor fox? Long 

after these events, when the prince was walk- 
ing in the woods one day, he met the fox, who 

said to him; ‘‘ Well, you have everything you 
could wish, but there is no end to my unhap- 
piness unless you set me free,” and then he 
begged the prince once more to kill him, and 

cut off his head and feet. The prince was com- 

pelled to do this, but it was no sooner done, 

than the fox was changed into a human being, 

who was no other than the brother of the 

beautiful princess, set free at last from the en- 

chantment that bound him. The happiness of 

all was now complete. 

  

SEL Gah eS bela. ene le ee: 

THERE once lived a witch who had three 
sons. The brothers loved one another dearly, 

but the old woman did not trust them, she 

feared they would rob her of her power some 
day. So she changed the oldest one into an 
eagle, and often he could be seen floating in 
circles about the tops of mountains where he 
made his home. The second one she changed 
into a whale, who lived in the ocean and sent 

up mighty spouts of water wherever he went. 
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They both, however, were allowed to return to 

their natural form for two hours every day. 

But the third son, fearing his mother would 

change him into a fierce bear or wolf, went 

away secretly from home. He had heard that 

a beautiful princess was sitting under a spell in 

the Castle of the Golden Sun waiting for a de- 

liverer, and now as he was out for adventure, 

he determined to find this castle. Twenty-~ 

three youths had already tried to set the prin-
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cess free, but every one had perished in the 
attempt, so that now for a long time, no one 

had ventured near the castle. 
The witch’s son did not even know where the 

castle was, but he was brave and determined, 

and set out at once to find it. He travelled 
about for a long time without any success, till 

finally he came to a large forest. Walking 

through it, he saw two giants standing together. 

They beckoned to him and when he came near, 

they said: ‘ We have been fighting over a hat, 
but as we two are equally strong, neither can 

overcome the other. We have heard that little 

people are wiser than we, so we will let you 

decide which shall have the hat.” 
‘« How is it that you: are fighting over an old 

hat ?” asked the youth. 

“You do not know what a strange power it 

has. It is a wishing-hat, and whoever puts it 

on his head can wish himself to any place he 

likes.” 
‘Let me take the hat,” said the youth, ‘and 

I will go a little way, and when I call, you can 

run for the prize, and the one that reaches me 

first shall receive it.” 

He put it on his head and walked away. In 
a moment he had forgotten the giants, and 

thinking only of the princess, sighed deeply, 

and said: ‘“ Alas! if I were only at the Castle 

of the Golden Sun.” Scarcely had the words 

passed his lips when he found himself standing 

on a high mountain before the castle-gate. 

He entered the castle and walked through all 

the rooms till he found the princess. But how 

startled he was on seeing her! Where was her 
beauty? Her face was ashy pale and full of 
wrinkles, her eyes were dull, and she had red 

hair. 
‘“Are you the princess whose beauty is talked 

of by all the world?” he asked. 
“Alas!” she replied, “this is not my form 

that you see. But the eyes of mortals can 
behold me only in this hideous shape. If you 
wish to see me as I really am, look into this 
glass, and you will see my true picture.” 

She handed him a mirror, and reflected from 

its surface was the image of the most beautiful 
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maiden the world had ever seen; but the face 

was very sad, and over her cheeks ran tears of 

sorrow. 
‘* How can you be released?” he asked. 

am not afraid of any danger.” 
‘*He who is able to get a certain crystal ball 

and hold it before the witch will break her 
power and set me free. But, alas! so many 
have met their death trying to do this, and it 
grieves me that one so brave as you must me?* 

these dangers and perhaps die.” 
“Nothing can prevent me from trying to help 

you, only tell me what I must do.” 
“You shall know everything,” she said. 

““When you reach the foot of the mountain on 
which this castle stands you will see a fountain, 

and standing near it a wild buffalo. With him 
you must fight, and if you are so fortunate as 
to kill him, a fiery bird will rise from his dead 
body. In the bird’s body is a red-hot egg, in 
the center of which, instead of a yolk, is a 

crystal ball. The bird will not give it up until 
it is compelled to, and then if it should fall on 
the ground it will set everything near it afire, 
the egg itself will melt and with it the crystal 
ball, and all your labor will be lost.” 

The youth descended the mountain without 
delay, and found the place where the buffalo 
stood snorting and bellowing. After a long 
struggle he succeeded in running his sword 
into the animal’s body, and he sank to the 
earth, dead. Instantly the fiery bird rose from 

the carcass as if to fly away, but at that mo- 
ment an eagle, the young man’s brother, flew 

out from the clouds, and plunged down upon 
the strange bird, and bore it away in his claws 
towards the sea. But in the struggle the bird 

let the egg fall, and it fell not in the water, but 
on a fisherman’s hut standing by the sea. Im- 
mediately it began to smoke, and in a moment 
would have been in flames, but just then jets 
of water came down like a heavy shower on 

the hut and put out the fire. The secand broth- 
er, the whale, had swam towards the shore and 

thrown the water into the air, and thus helped 
his brother. As soon as the fire was out, they 
searched for the egg, and happily it was not 
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melted or injured except that the shell was 

cracked a little by the sudden cooling caused 

by the water. 

The crystal ball was taken out very easily 

and the youth hastened to find the witch. He 

showed her the ball, and she exclaimed at 

once; ‘‘ My power is broken, you are now king 

of the Castle of the Golden Sun, and your 

brothers are restored to their rightful human 

form.” 

He returned to the castle, and on entering 

the room where he had left the princess, he 

found her, with her beauty restored, waiting to 

receive him. 

  

(eae es Re) slebel ee GS 

THERE was once a miller who was very poor, 

but he had a beautiful daughter. One day he 

chanced to meet the king, and thinking to 

give himself some airs, he said: “I have a 

daughter that can spin gold out of straw.” 

‘That is an art that pleases me very well,” 

said the king. “If your daughter is as clever 

as you say, bring her to my castle to-morrow 

morning, and I will try what she can do.” 

The next morning the father took his daugh- 

ter to the castle. The king led her into a room 

full of straw, gave her a spinning-wheel and 

reel, and said: ‘‘Now go to work. If you do 

not have this straw spun into gold by to-morrow 

morning, you shall die.” With these words, he 

closed the door and left the maiden alone. 

The miller’s daughter knew not how to save 

her life. She had not the slightest idea how to 

spin straw into gold. She thought for a long 

time, and then in her fear and anxiety began 

to cry. Suddenly the door opened, and a tiny 
little man entered. 

“Good evening. Why are you crying?” he 
asked. 

“Alas!” replied the maiden. ‘I must spin 
this straw into gold, and I do not know how.” 

“What will you give me,” asked the little 

man, ‘If I will do it for you?” 

“My gold chain,” said the maiden eagerly. 
The man took the chain, and seated himself 

at the wheel. Whirr, whirr, whirr, three times 

round went the wheel, and the spool was full. 
He put on another, and—whirr, whirr, whirr, the 

second spool was full, and so all through the 
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night the little man spun, till in the morning 

the straw was all gone, and the spools were full 

of gold. ; 
At sunrise, the king came in, and when he 

saw the gold, he was greatly astonished and 

rejoiced. But his heart was greedy for gold, 

and he ordered the maiden to be taken to a 

larger room that was filled with straw. 

“Tf you value your life, spin this before to- 

morrow morning,” was his command as he 

left her. 

The maiden was as helpless as before and 

began tocry. But again the door opened and 

the little man appeared. 

‘What will you give me if I will spin the 

straw into gold for you?” he asked. 
“The ring.on my finger,” answered the 

maiden. 

The man took the ring, and seating himself, 

went to work. He spun all night, and in the 

morning all the straw had been changed into 

beautiful, shining gold. The king was de- 

lighted when he saw it, but he was not yet 

satisfied. He led the miller’s daughter to a still 

larger room that was filled with straw, and 

said: ‘All this you must spin to-night. If 

you succeed, you shall become my wife.” 

‘No matter if she is a millers daughter,” he 
thought; ‘“‘I could not find a richer woman in 
all the world.” 

When the maiden was alone, the little man 

came a third time. ‘What will you give me 

this time if I will spin the straw for you?” he 
asked.



LITTLE 

‘‘Alas!” replied the 

girl, “I have nothing more 

to give you.” 

‘Then promise to give 

me your first child, if you 

become queen.” 

“ Who knows if that will 

ever happen,” thought the 

maiden, and not knowing. 

what else to do in her ne- 

cessity she promised what 

he asked. 

When morning came, 

the straw was all spun, the 

king was satisfied and the 

miller’s daughter became 

a queen. 
In about a year a beau- 

tiful child was born to the 

queen. She had forgotten 

her promise to the little 

man, till suddenly he ap- 

peared before her one day, 

and said: ‘“ Now give me 

what you promised me.” 

In great fright the queen 

offered him all the wealth 

of the kingdom if he would 

only leave the child with 
her. But the man said: 

“No, something living is 

dearer to me than all the 

treasures in the world.” 

But the queen wept and 

begged so piteously, that 

at last he had compassion 
on her, and said: “I will 

give you three days in which to learn my 
name. If you find it out in that time you may 
keep the child.” 

The queen had no sleep that night, but lay 
awake thinking of all the names she had ever 
heard of, and in the morning she sent mes- 
sengers throughout the land to inquire what 
names had been given to peopleformerly. The 
next day when the little man came, she began 
with Casper, Melchior, Balthasar, and continued 
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‘THE STRANGEST LITTLE MAN WAS HOPPING ABOUT ON ONE LEG.” 

through the list of names she knew; but to 
each one the little man shook his head and 
said: ‘‘ That is not my name.” 

The next day the queen inquired among the 

neighbors for all the uncommon names they 

knew, and when the little man came again, she 

was ready with the strangest, most unheard-of 

names. 
“ Perhaps you are called Spare-Ribs, Mutton- 

Leg, or Bandy-Legs,” she said.
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But to all her names he replied: ‘It is not 

my name.” 

On the third day, a messenger returned and 

told the queen he had not been able to learn a 

single new name, but as he came to a high 

mountain just at the edge of the forest, where 

the fox and the hare say good-night to each 

other, he saw a little house. A fire was burn- 

ing in front of it, and the strangest little man 
was hopping about on one leg and singing: 

‘*To-day I bake, to-morrow brew, 

The third day ends the game ; 

Lucky for me that no one knew 

That Brittle-Legs was my name.” 

You cannot imagine how happy the queen 

was when she heard this name. Soon after the: 

little man entered, and asked : ‘Well, my lady 

queen, what is my name ?” 

First she asked: ‘Is it Conrad?” 

“No,” replied the man. 

“Ts it Henry ?” 

“No.” 

‘Perhaps it is Brittle-Legs,” said the queen. 

‘A witch has told you! a witch has told 

you!” he screamed, and in‘his rage he struck 

his right foot so deep into the carth that it 

broke off, then seizing his left foot with both 

hands, he tore that off also, and so the little 

fellow miserably perished. 

  

THE BEWITCHED-ELOWER: 

ONCE upon a time there was a woman, in 
reality a witch, who had two daughters. One 

of them was homely and ugly, but the mother 

loved her, because she was her own child, while 

the other one who was beautiful and good, she 

hated, because she was her stepdaughter. 
One time the stepdaughter had a pretty 

apron. Her sister was jealous at once, and 

went to her mother, and told her she must and 

would have the apron. 

“ Be quiet, my child, and you shall have it,” 

said her mother. ‘‘ Your sister has long de- 

served death, and to-night when she is asleep, 
I will go in and cut off her head; but take care 

that you lie next the wall, and push her well to 
the front.” 

Allthis would have happened to the poor girl, 

if just then she had not been standing out of sight 

in a corner, and heard all that was said. Her 

sister did not dare go out of doors all day, and 
when bed-time came, she went to bed first in 

order to get the place next the wall. But she 
soon fell asleep, and then her sister softly 
pushed her to the front and took her place. 

In the middle of the night, the old woman 
creptin. She held an axe in her right hand, 
and with her left felt for the one that lay to- 

244 

wards the front. Then seizing the axe with 

both hands, she chopped the head from the 

body of her own child. 

When she had gone away, the stepdaughter 

rose, and, dressing herself quickly, stole out of 

the house, and ran to the house of her lover, 

called Roland. ‘‘We must go away in great 

haste,” she said, as soon as she saw him. ‘My 

stepmother tried to kill me, but made a mis- 
take and killed her own child. «As soon as it is 

day, she will see what she has done, and then 

we are lost.” 

‘But I advise you,” said Roland, ‘to go 

back and get her magic wand, or else we can- 

not save ourselves when she sets out after us.” 

The girl went back, found the magic wand, 

dipped it in the dead girl's blood, and dropped 

three drops, one before the bed, one in the 

kitchen, and one out on the steps. Then she 

hastened back to her lover. 

In the morning, the old witch rose, and 

wishing to give her daughter the apron, called 

her to get up, but she did not come. 

“Where are you?” she cried. 

‘“Here, out on the steps. I am sweeping, 

said one of the drops of blood. 

The old woman went to the door, but saw no 

”
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one on the steps. She called again: ‘“‘ Where 
are you?” 

‘Here in the kitchen warming myself,” said 
the second blood-drop. 

She went into the kitchen, but found no one. 

“Where are you?” she called again. 

“Here in bed, sleeping,” replied the third 

blood-drop. 

She went into the bed-room. Horrors! 
what did she see? Her own child weltering in 
blood, and she knew then she had made a mis- 

take and cut of her own child’s head. The 
old witch was furious; she sprang to the win- 

dow, and as she could see a great distance, she 

saw her stepdaughter and Roland hurrying 

away. ‘That will do you no good,” she said. 
“You shall not escape, even if you are a long 

way ahead of me.” 

She put on her mile-boots, in which she 
could take steps a mile long, and in a few 

minutes she would overtake the runaways. 

But the maiden saw the witch coming, and by 

means of the magic wand, changed Roland 

into a lake, and herself into a duck swimming 

upon its surface. The witch stood on the shore 

of the lake and threw bread crumbs into the 

water, hoping to attract the duck to her, but 

the duck swam away, and the witch was obliged 

to go home that evening without having gained 

her object. 

Then the maiden and Roland took their 

natural forms again, and travelled all night 

long till daybreak. When it was fully light, 

the maiden changed herself into a beautiful 

flower growing in a thorny hedge, while Roland 

was changed into a fiddler. It was not long 

before the old witch came up and said: “ Dear. 
fiddler, will you allow me to pick that beautiful 

flower near you?” 

“Oh, yes,” he replied, “and while you pick 

it, I will play for you.” 

She started in great haste for the flower, for 
she knew who it was, but when she reached the 

middle of the thorny hedge, the fiddler began 
to play. The music was bewitched, and whether 

the woman wanted to or not, she was obliged 

to dance. Quicker and quicker came the music; 
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faster, faster flew her feet. The thorns tore 

her clothes from her body, and scratched and 
wounded her, till the blood ran, but she could 

not stop dancing until the music stopped, and 
so the fiddler played until she fell down dead. 

‘‘Now I will return to my father’s, and pre- 
pare for our wedding,” said Roland. 
“And I will stay here until you come for 

me,” said the maiden, ‘“‘and that no one may 
recognize me, I will turn myself into a red 
stone.” 

So Roland went home, leaving the maiden as 
a red stone lying in the field. But he no sooner 

  
‘(THE FIDDLER BEGAN TO PLAY.”
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‘““WHETHER THE WOMAN WANTED TO OR NOT, SHE 

WAS OBLIGED TO DANCE.” 

reached home than he fell into the snares laid 

for him by another girl, and he forgot the 

maiden whom he had promised to marry. She 
waited a long time for him, but as he did not 
come, she became very sad, and changed her- 

self into a flower again, thinking that some one 
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would come that way and perhaps crush her 

under his foot. 

It happened that a shepherd, caring for his 

sheep, came that way, and seeing the beautiful 
flower, picked it, put it carefully in his knap- 

sack, and took it home with him. From this 

time wonderful things occurred in the shep- 

herd’s house. When he rose in the morning, 

all the work was done, the room was swept, 

table and chairs set in order, the fire lighted, 

and the water brought. When he returned at 

noon, he found the table set and a good dinner 

awaiting him. He could not imagine how it 

all happened, for no one lived with him, and it 

was not possible for any one to hide in his lit- 

tle rooms. He was much pleased with these 

arrangements at first, but after a little the mys- 

tery began to frighten him, and he went to a 

wise old woman for advice. 

“There is witchcraft back of all this,’ she 

said. ‘‘You must watch carefully early in the 

morning, and see if anything moves in the 

room. If you see anything, be it what it may, 

throw a white cloth over it quickly, and the 

charm will be broken.” 

The shepherd did as the old woman said, 

and the next morning, just as day was break- 

ing, he saw his knapsack open, and the flower 

come out. Quickly he sprang towards it, and 

threw a white cloth over it. The spell was 

over, and there stood before him a beautiful 

maiden, who told him that she had been the 

flower he had picked, and that she had been 

caring for his house ever since. The shepherd 
was pleased with her, and asked her if she 

would marry him. But the girl replied: ‘‘ No; 

I care for no one but Roland, and although he 

left me, I will remain true to him.” But she 

promised to stay with him a little while longer, 

and care for his house. 

When Roland’s marriage was about to be 

celebrated, according to custom all the young 

maidens were invited to sing in honor of the 

bridal pair. The true-hearted maiden when 

she heard of it, was very sad, and it seemed as 

if her heart would break. She did not wish to 

go to the wedding, but the others came and
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persuaded her to join them. But how could 

she sing at Roland’s wedding? Each time 
when it came her turn, she would step back 
and let some one take her place, till finally she 
alone remained, and there was no way for her 

to escape. She no sooner began singing than 
Roland sprang up, crying: ‘I know that voice; 

she is my true bride whom I lost; I wish no 

other than her!” 
All the old memories that had disappeared, 

now returned home to his heart, and he loved 

the maiden as in days gone by. They were 
married on this very day, and the true-hearted 
girl’s sorrow was at an end, and her joy began. 

  

THE LAMB AND THE FISH. 

THERE once lived a little brother and sister 
who loved each other dearly. Their own 

mother was dead, and they had a stepmother 
who did not love them and tried in every way 

to do them harm. 

One day the two were playing with other 
children in the meadow, in the center of which 

was a pond that ran past one side of the house. 
They were having a fine time. Now they all 
joined hands, and one walked around the circle, 

counting out, as he repeated the rhyme: 

‘““Enaka, benaka, let me live, 

And I to you my bird will give ; 
Straw for the cow, the bird will bring, 
And milk will make the baker sing ; 
Baker will bake a cake for the cat, 

Cat will catch a fine big rat ; 

Up in the chimney, we'll hang it high, 
And let it smoke till it’s black and dry, 
And then we will cut it to pieces.” 

The one on whom the word “ pieces” fell, ran 
from the circle, and the others chased him 
until he was caught. As the children were 
thus playing and running merrily about, the 
stepmother, who stood watching them from 
the window, was vexed with them, and as she 
understood something of witchcraft, she wished 
the boy might be turned into a fish and the 
girl intoa lamb. Instantly the fish was swim- 
ming in the pond, and the little lamb was run- 
ning up and down the meadow, but it looked 
very sad and frightened, and would eat nothing. 

Some time passed, and strange guests were 
expected at the house. “Now is my oppor- 
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tunity,” thought the stepmother, and going to 

the cook, she said: ‘‘Go and kill that lamb 

out in the meadow; we have nothing else for 

our guests.” 

The cook brought the lamb to the house, 
tied its feet, and prepared to kill it. As he 
stooped to sharpen the knife on the stone door- 
sill, the patient little lamb turned its head and 

saw a fish swimming about in the gutter. 
It was her brother, who, seeing the lamb 

taken from the meadow, had followed, swim- 

ming up the pond into the gutter until he 

reached the house. 

The lamb cried: 

‘“ Dear little brother, 

Is it you I see? 

Have you come to say 

Good-bye to me? 

You will see me no more, 

I must give up my life. 

Do you hear the cook 

As he whets the knife?” 

The fish replied : 

‘Dear little sister, 

Do not say good-bye, 

Do not leave me alone, 

Or I shall die.” 

When the cook heard the lamb speaking to 
the fish, he was frightened, and made up his 
mind this was no ordinary animal, but some 

poor creature that had been bewitched by the 

wicked woman in the house. So he said: 

“ Have no fear ; I will not kill you,” and taking 
another animal, he prepared it for the guests.
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Then he took the lamb to an old peasant 

woman, and told herall he had seen and heard. 

In former days this woman had been nurse to 

the little boy and girl, and she knew at once 

who the lamb was. So she took both lamb 

and fish to a wise woman who pronounced some 

FEATHERS. 

good words over them, and immediately they 
resumed their natural form. 

They did not return to their old home, but 
were taken to a little house in the woods, where 

they lived together cosily and happily until 

they became man and woman. 

  

EE EL RES 

THERE was once a king who had three sons, 

two of whom were wise and clever, but the 

third was so simple, people gave him the name 
of Dummiling. 

When the king became old and weak and 
thought that his end was near, he was at a loss 
to know which he should leave his kingdom to. 

So he said to them one day: ‘Go out into the 
world, and the one that brings back the finest 
carpet, shall become king on my death.” 

That there might be no occasion for quarrel- 
ling, he led them to the gate, and blowing three 
feathers into the air, said: ‘‘ As these fly, so 

shall you travel.” 

One feather flew to the east, one to the west, 
and the third went up in the air and fell di- 
rectly to the earth. So one of the wise brothers 
went to the right, and one to the left, while 
poor Dummling was obliged to stay where he 
was. 

He sat down feeling very sad. But as he 
looked around, he saw a trap-door near where 
the feather lay. He raised it, and finding steps, 
went below the ground. At the foot of the 
stairs, he came to another door, at which he 
knocked. Some one said: 

‘‘ Little green youngsters, 
Where do you hide? 

Hop and see, crooked-legs, 
Who is outside.” 

The door opened and Dummling saw a large 
thick frog seated on a throne, surrounded by a 
number of little frogs. 
“What would you like ?” asked the large frog. 
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“‘T should like the finest, most beautiful car- 

pet that ever was made,” he replied. 

She called one of the young ones, and said : 

‘Little green youngster, 

Stir your crooked legs ; 
Hop about lively, 

And bring me the bag.” 

The young frog brought the bag; the old 

one opened it, and took out a carpet, more 

beautiful than any that had ever been seen on 

earth, and gave it to Dummling. This was 

just what he wanted; he thanked her with all 

his heart, and then went away up the steps. 

The two others, thinking that their brother 

was too silly to find a carpet, said each to him- 

self as he journeyed along: “I need not take 

any pains about the carpet, my brother and I 

will inherit the kingdom,” and they each took 

from a shepherd-woman the coarse shawl wrap- 

ped around her body. 

They all returned at the same time, and when 

they saw the fine beautiful carpet Dummling 

brought the king, they were greatly astonished. 

“Tf justice is done,” said the king, ‘my 

youngest son deserves the kingdom.” 

But the two others would not listen to this 

decision, and gave their father no peace, say- 

ing it would be impossible for Dummling to 

rule the kingdom ; he did not know enough to 

be king, and they begged that another trial 
might be given them. 

He consented, and said: ‘ Whoever brings 

me the most beautiful ring, shall inherit the 

kingdom.” 

Once more he led them out of the castle and
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blew three feathers into the air to determine 

the direction in which they should go. The 

two eldest went, one to the east, and the other 

to the west, while Dummling’s feather fell near 

the trap-door. 

He descended the stairs and went again to 

the large frog and asked her for a beautiful ring. 

She ordered the bag brought to her, and took 

from it a ring glittering with precious stones, 

that was so beautiful that no goldsmith on earth 

could make one like it. 

The two brothers laughed when they thought 

of Dummling finding a ring, and gave them- 

selves no trouble to find a costly one, but took 

an old wagon-ring which they found, and 

brought to the king. 

When Dummling showed his ring, the king 

said a second time: ‘‘The kingdom belongs 

to him.” 

But the two elder brothers tormented the 

king until he made a third condition, which was, 

that whoever brought home the most beautiful 

maiden, should receive the kingdom. A third 

time the feathers were blown, and they flew as 

before. 

Without hesitation Dummling went to the 

frog and said: ‘I should like to take home a 

beautiful maiden.” 

“A beautiful maiden!” said the frog. ‘She 

is not here at present, but she soon will be.” 

She gave him a hollow carrot, before which 

six mice were harnessed. 

“What shall I do with this?” asked Dumm- 

ling sadly. 

“Seat one of my little frogs in it,” was the 
reply. 

He seized one at random, and placed it in 
the yellow coach, but scarcely was it seated 

when a great change took place. The frog 

was Changed into a beautiful maiden, the carrot 
into a coach, and the six mice into horses. He 

kissed her, seated himself by her in the coach, 

and drove away to the castle. 

The two brothers arrived soon after. But 

they had not learned by former experience ; 
they took no more trouble than before, and each 
brought home the first peasant girl he met upon 

the road. 

As soon as the king saw these maidens, he 

said: ‘‘ The youngest shall receive the king- 

dom on my death.” 
But the two elder sons deafened the king 

with their cries : ‘‘ We will not consent to have 
Dummling king.” They asked that the maidens 

be required to jump through a hoop that hung 

in the hall, thinking only the peasant girls 

would be able to do this and that the tender 

maiden would kill herself. The king, wearied 
by their grumbling, consented to have it set- 

tled in this way. 

The two peasants jumped through the ring, 
but were so clumsy they fell, breaking their 

arms andlegs. But the beautiful maiden sprang 

through as lightly as a deer and landed safely 

on her feet. 

It was useless to raise further objections. 

The youngest received the crown, and ruled 

the kingdom with wisdom. 

  

THE TWIN 

ONCE upon a time there were two brothers; 

one of them rich, and the other poor. The 
rich one was a goldsmith, hard-hearted and 

wicked; the poor one was a broom-maker, 

good and honest. The latter had two children, 

twin brothers, who resembled each other as 

closely as two drops of water. They went 
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back and forth to the rich man’s house, and 

often received fragments of food. 

One day as the father went out into the woods 

to gather twigs, he saw a bird sitting in a tree 

unlike any he had ever seen; its feathers seemed 

entirely of gold. He picked un a stone and 

threw it at the bird. Luckily it hit it, and as
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the bird flew away, a single feather dropped to 

the ground. The man took it to his brother, 

the goldsmith, who said, after examining it, 

that it was pure gold, and offered him a large 

sum of money for it. 

The next day the broom-maker climbed a 

birch tree to saw off a couple of branches. He 

saw the same bird fly out of the tree, and on 

looking about, he found a nest containing one 

egg. He took it out and brought it to his brother, 

who said again: “It is pure gold,” and paid 

him what it was worth. ‘I should like well 

to have the bird itself,” said the goldsmith. 

So the poor man went a third time to the 

forest. He saw the bird with golden plumage 

_ sitting in atree, and carefully taking aim, threw 

a stone, and brought the bird to the ground. 

He carried it to his brother, who was much 

pleased, and gave him a large sum of money 

for it. 

“Now I can support 

myself in great comfort,” 

thought the poor man, 

and he went home quite 

happy. 
But the goldsmith was 

very cunning; he knew 

what kind of a bird he 

had, and calling his wife, 

said to her: ‘‘ Roast this 

bird for me, and be care- 

ful not to have any of it 

eaten before it reaches 
me. I wish to eat it 

alone.” 

The bird was Foe an 

ordinary one, but pos- 

sessed a wonderful pow- 

er; whoever ate the 

heart and liver, would 

find a gold piece every 
morning under his pil- 
low. The wife prepared 

the bird, and putting it 
on the spit, left it to 
roast. It happened that 
as it was over the fire, 
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and the woman was busy with her work in 

another room, the broom-maker’s two children 

ran into the kitchen. They saw the spit over 

the fire, and gave it a turn or two. As they 

did so, two little pieces fell off the bird, and 

dropped into the pan. 

‘““We will eat those two little mouthfuls,” 

said one, ‘“‘I am so hungry, and no one will 
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“HE PICKED UP A STONE AND THREW IT AT THE BIRD.”
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mind our taking them. So they ate the pieces, 

but when the woman came into the kitchen, 

she exclaimed: ‘‘ What have you eaten?” - 

“Only two little pieces of the bird that fell 

off,” was the reply. 

“They were the heart and liver,” said the 

woman, greatly frightened, and that her hus- 

band might not be angry with her, she killed a 

chicken in great haste, and taking out the heart 
and liver, laid them on the golden bird. When 

the bird was done, she carried it. in to her hus- 

band, who ate it all by himself, and not a mor- 

sel remained. But the next morning when he 
looked under his pillow, nothing was found. 

The two children did not know what good 

fortune was in store for them. The next morn- 

ing when they got up, they heard something 

drop on the fioor with a ringing sound. They 

looked, and saw lying there two gold pieces. 

They took them to their father, who wondered 

greatiy, and said: ‘‘ What can this mean?” 

The next morning two more were found, and 

again the next, and as the same thing occurred 

vach day, the father went to his brother and 

told him the strange story. The goldsmith 

saw at once how it had happened: the children 

had eaten the heart and liver of the golden 

bird. To revenge himself, the hard-hearted 
man said: ‘‘ Your children have been playing 
with wicked fairies. Do not take this gold, 
and do not allow it in your house, for it has 

power over you, and will bring you to destruc- 

tion.” 

The father feared this evil influence so greatly 
that, hard as it was for him, he took his chil- 

dren away, and with a heavy heart, left them 

in the woods. They ran hither and thither 
trying to find their way home, but they could 
not, and only wandered more deeply into the 
woods. Finally they met a hunter, who asked 
whose children they were. 

‘“We are a poor broom-maker’s children,” 
they replied; ‘‘ our father would not let us stay 
at home any longer, because every morning a 
gold piece was found under our pillow.” 

“Well,” said the hunter, ‘that is not a bad 

fault, if you only come by it honestly.” Then, 
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feeling sorry for the children, and having none 

of his own, he said: ‘I will be a father to you, 

and you shall stay with me until you are 
grown.” Sothey went home with the hunter, 

and he taught them to hunt in the forest, and 
every morning he carefully put away the gold 

pieces for their use in the future. 

When they were grown up, their foster- 

father took them out into the woods, and said: 

‘“To-day I wish you to make your trial-shot, 

after which you will be free to go and hunt 

where you please.” 
They went with him to a suitable place, and 

waited a long time, but no game appeared. 
Presently the hunter saw a flock of wild geese 

flying in the shape of a triangle. 5 

‘‘ Shoot,” said the hunter, ‘‘ and bring down 

a goose from each corner.” One of them did 

so, and his trial shot was successful. 

Soon another flock flew over in the form of 

the figure two. Again the hunter ordered the 

other brother to bring down a goose from each 

corner, and the trial shot of the second one 

was successful. 
‘Now I declare you free,” said the hunter; 

“you are both good marksmen.” 
The two brothers spent the day in the forest 

talking and laying plans for the future. In the 

evening they returned, and when they were 

all seated at supper, they said to their foster- 

father: ‘‘ Dear father, we will not eat a mouthful 

of supper until you grant our request.” 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“We are now fully prepared, and we should 

like to go out into the world and seek our 

fortune.” 

‘“You speak like brave hunters,” said the 

old man joyfully. ‘‘ What you desire is my own 

wish; go, and may you’ succeed.” Then they 

ate and drank, and were very merry. 

When the appointed day came, the foster- 

father gave each of them a good rifle and a dog, 

and allowed them to take as many of the gold 

pieces as they liked. 

He accompanied them for a short distance, 

and then as he bade them farewell, he gave 

them a brightly polished knife, saying: “If you
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have to separate from each other, thrust this 

knife crosswise into a tree. Then when the 

absent one comes to it, he can tell how his 

brother fares. If the knife is rusty, it will be a 

sign that he is dead, but if it is bright, he will 

be alive and well.” 

The brothers took the knife and went away. 

After travelling for some time, they came to a 

forest so large that they could not possibly get 

through it in one day, so they passed the night 

there, and ate the lunch that yet remained in 

their game-bags. But the second day passed, 

and still they were in the forest. Their food 

was all gone, and they had no game. 

“ We must shoot something soon or we shall 

die of hunger,” said one of them, loading his 

gun and looking around. Just then an old 

hare came running by, but as the hunter took 

aim, it called out: 

“* Dearest hunter, let me live; 

Spare the one, and two I'll give.” 

It ran into the bushes and brought out two 

young hares, and laid them before the hunter. 

They were so cunning, and played together so 

prettily, the hunters had not the heart to kill 

them, so they took them with them, and in a 

little while they became so tame they followed 

them wherever they went. 

Next a fox crossed their path, and one of the 
brothers raised his gun to shoot it, but that also 

cried out: 

‘Dearest hunter, let me live ; 

Spare the one, and two I'll give.” 

It brought two little foxes to the hunters, and 

these also they would not kill, but allowed them 

to play with the young hares, and all four 

followed the hunters. 

Then a wolf appeared in a thicket, but just 
as they were going to shoot it, it cried: 

“* Dearest hunter, let me live; 

Spare the one, and two I'll give,” 

The two young wolves were brought, and 
they joined the other animals, and followed the 
hunters. 

Presently a bear came by, but she also wanted 
to live a little longer, and cried: 
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‘* Dearest hunter, let me live ; 

Spare the one, and two I'll give.” 

The two young bears were placed in company 

with the other animals, making in all cight. 

Lastly what do you suppose came? A lion, 

shaking his mane. The hunters not 

frightened, but aimed at him; but the lion 

cried out in the same manner: 

were 

‘* Dearest hunter, let me live ; 

Spare the one, and two I'll give.” 

He fetched out two cubs, and now the hunters 

had two lions, two bears, two wolves, two 

foxes, and two hares following and waiting on 

them. But they had found nothing to eat yet, 

so one of them said to the foxes: ‘ Here, you 

little sneaks, go and get us something to eat. 

You are so cunning, you can do this easily.” 

“ There is a little village not far from here,” 

said the foxes, “where we have many a time 

stolen a chicken. We will show you the way.” 

The hunters found the village, bought them- 

selves something to eat, and had their animals 

fed, then went on farther. The foxes knew all 

about the country in which the good hen-roosts 

were, and were able to direct the hunters very 

well. 

They travelled about for a while, but were 

unable to find a place where the two brothers 

could work together. At last they said: ‘‘There 

is nothing left for us to do but to part.” So 

they divided the animals so that each had one 

lion, one bear, one wolf, one fox, and one hare. 

Then they bade each other farewell, and pro- 

mised to love each other as long as they lived. 

Taking the knife their foster-father had given 

them, they stuck it into a tree, and then follow- 

ing the direction of the gash, one went towards 

the east, and the other towards the west. 

The youngest, whose fortunes we will follow 

' first, soon came to a large town in which the 

houses were all draped in crape. He went to 

an inn and asked if he could stop there with his 

animals. The landlord gave him a stall for 

them, and he led them in and fastened the door. 

But there was a hole in the wall, and the hare 

crept through and stole a cabbage; then the
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fox followed and helped himself to a hen. 
These two were satisfied, but the wolf, the bear, 

and the lion, who were too large to creep 
through the hole, could get nothing for them- 
selves. So the landlord Was obliged to kill a 
cow that he had been fattening, and give it to 

them. When his animals had been cared for, 
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the hunter asked the landlord why the 
town was hung in crape. 

“Because our king’s daughter dies to- 

morrow,” was the sad reply. 
“Is she then seriously ill?” asked the 

hunter. 
“No,” replied the landlord, ‘‘she is in 

good health, but to-morrow she must die.” 
“How is that?” asked 

po the hunter. 
zy | “Just outside of this WER 

town,” said the landlord, 

‘“‘on a high mountain, lives 
a dragon, who every year 
demands a young maiden. 
If one is not given him, he 
lays waste the entire coun- 
try. All the young maidens 
have been devoured by him, 
not one is left except the 
king’ s daughter, and there 
is no help for her, to-mor- 
row she will be given up.” 

‘“Why has not the dragon 

been killed?” asked the 

hunter. 

“Alas!” replied the land- 

lord, ‘‘many young knights 

have tried to do this, but all 

G eae Ahan 
AAMC 

eee have lost their lives in the 

fe AN attempt. The king has 

A ODY promised his daughter in 

STN’ marriage to any one who 
ae will succeed, and more than 

this, to make him heir to 

the kingdom.” 

The hunter said nothing 

more, but in the morning, 

he took his animals, and 

climbed the mountain where 

the dragon lived. On the top was a little chapel. 

He entered and saw on the altar three goblets 

full of wine. Over the altar was this inscription: 

‘Whoever drinks the wine from these goblets 

will be the strongest man on earth, and able 

to handle the sword that lies buried by the 

threshold.” The hunter did not touch the wine, 

RES 
aw 

DRAGON'S HEADS,”
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but went out to find the sword. He found it 
buried in the earth, but he was not able to move 

it. Thenhe returned and drank the wine. Now 

he was strong enough, and he swung the 

sword easily. 

-When the hour came for the maiden to be 
given to the dragon, the king, the marshal, and 

all the courtiers accompanied her up the moun- 

tain. She saw the hunter standing on the top, 

and thinking it was the dragon, begged them 

not to go any farther. But they thought of the 

entire kingdom that would be destroyed, and 
she was compelled to go on. The king and 

his people parted with her in great sorrow, and 
returned home, the marshal alone remaining to 

see what took place. When the king’s daugh- 

ter reached the top, she found instead of the 

dragon, a young hunter, who comforted her, 
and then led her into the church and closed 
the door. 

In a very short time there was a rush and a 

roar, and the seven-headed dragon appeared. 

He looked at the hunter astonished, and said: 

‘‘What are you doing here on this mountain?” 

“T have come to fight with you,” was the 

reply. 

“Others have tried that before. I will quickly 
make an end of ycu,” and he breathed fire from 

his seven mouths. Instantly the dry grass was 
in flames, and the hunter would have suffocated, 

had not his animals rushed up and stamped out 
the fire. The dragon rushed at the hunter, but 
he swung his sword and cut off three of the 

dragon’s heads. Then the dragon was raging, 

and raising himself in the air, he spit the fire- 

flames on the hunter, and tried to throw him- 

self upon him, but the hunter swung his sword 

again, and cut off three more of the dragon’s 
heads. The monster sank down, but raised 

himself to strike one more blow, but with all 

his remaining strength the hunter struck him 
and cut off his tail. The battle was ended, and 

the hunter called his animals to come and tear 
the dragon to pieces. 
When he went into the church, he found the 

king’s daughter lying in a swoon on the floor. 
He carried her out and she soonrevived. When 
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she opened her eyes, he pointed to the dead 
dragon, and told her she was now free. This 

made her very happy, and she said: ‘‘ Now you 

shall be my dear husband, for my father has 

promised to give me to the one who should kill 

the dragon.” Then she divided her coral neck- 
lace among the animals, the lion receiving the 

golden clasp. But her handkerchief, which had 

her name marked on it, she gave to the hunter, 

who went and cut out the tongues from the 

dragon’s seven heads, and wrapping them care- 

fully in the handkerchief, put them in his pocket. 

Feeling tired and faint from the fire and the 

battle, he said to the maiden: 

‘“We are both tired ; before going, let us rest 
a little.” 

Then bidding the lion watch while they slept, 
they both lay down and went to sleep. The 
lion lay down near them to watch, but he also 
was tired from the battle, so he said to the bear : 

‘“Lie down near mc; I would like to sleep a 
little, and if any one comes, wake me up.” 

The bear lay down near him, but he was tired 

too, and soon he said to the wolf: 

“ Lie down near me ; I would like to sleep a 

little, and if any one comes, wake me up.” 

The wolf lay down near him, but he also was 
very tired, so he said to the fox: 

“Lie down near me ; I would like to sleep a 

little, and if any one comes, wake me up.” 

Then the fox lay down, but he was tired and 

sleepy, so he said to the hare: 

“ Lie down near me’; I would like to sleep a 
little, and if any one comes, wake me up.” 

The hare seated himself near the fox, but the 

poor little hare was also tired, and there was 
no one for him to call to keep watch. He felt 
very sleepy, and soon he too was fast asleep. 
Now the king’s daughter, the hunter, the lion, 

the bear, the wolf, the fox, and the hare all 

slept, and there was no one to guard them 
from danger. 

But the marshal was Watching from a distance, 
and when he saw that the dragon did not carry 
off the maiden, and that everything was quiet 
on the mountain, he took courage and climbed 

to the top. There lay the dragon, hacked and
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torn to pieces, and not far away the king’s 
daughter and the hunter with his animals, all 
in a deep sleep. A wicked thought seized him. 
He drew his sword, cut off the hunter’s head, 

lifted the maiden in his arms, and carried her 

down the mountain. When she awoke, she was 

greatly frightened, but the marshal said to her: 
‘You are in my hands now; when you reach 

home I wish you to say that I was the one who 

killed the dragon.” 
‘“T cannot say that,” said the maiden, “for it 

was a hunter and his animals.” 

Then the wicked man threatened to kill her 
if she did not obey him, so to save her life, she 
was compelled to promise to do as he said. 
When she was brought before the king, he 

was greatly rejoiced to see alive and well his 
dear child, who he thought had been torn to 

pieces by the dragon. 

The marshal said to him: ‘I have killed the 
dragon and thereby saved your daughter and 
the entire kingdom, I therefore claim the re- 
ward that you promised.” 

“Ts this true?” asked the king of his daughter. 
“‘Oh, yes,” she replied, ‘“‘it must be true, but 

Ido not wish the wedding to take place fora 

year and a day.” 

But what were they doing on the mountain ? 
The animals still lay sleeping near their dead 
master. <A large bumble-bee lit on the hare’s 
nose, but the hare brushed it off and slept on. 
The bumble-bee came a second time, but the 

hare was not to be disturbed. A third time it 

came, and this time stung the hare so sharply 
on the nose that he awoke. The hare immedi- 
ately awoke the fox, the fox the wolf, the wolf 

the bear, and the bear the lion. As soon as 

the lion awoke, and saw the maiden was not 

there and his master was dead, he began to roar 
frightfully, and cried: ‘‘ Who has done this ? 
Bear, why didn’t you wake me ?” 

But the bear cried: ‘‘ Wolf, why didn’t you 
wake me ?” 

And the wolf cried: ‘‘ Fox, why didn't you 
wake me?” 

And the fox cried: ‘ Hare, why didn’t you 

wake me?” 
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The poor little hare had nothing to say, and 
the blame all lay on him. Then they sprung 
at him and would have torn him to pieces, but 

he cried: ‘Do not kill me, and I will bring our 
master to life again. I know a mountain on 
which grows a root, which if put in the mouth 
of a sick person, will cure all diseases and 
wounds. But the mountain is two hundred 
miles from here.” 

“You must have that root here in four and 
twenty hours,” said the lion. 

The hare sprang away, and in twenty-four 
hours he was back with the root. The lion 
then placed the hunter’s head upon his body, 
while the hare put a piece of the root in his 

mouth, and immediately the wound healed, the 

heart began to beat and life returned. 

The hunter awoke and was terrified to find 

the maiden gone, and thought: ‘She ran away 
while I was asleep because she wished to get 
rid of me.” 

In his haste, the lion had set his master’s 

head on the wrong way, but in his sorrow over 

the princess, the hunter did not discover it at 
first. Not until noon, when he wished to eat 

something, did he find that his face looked 
backwards. He was astonished, and asked the 

animals what had happened while he was asleep. 

Then the lion told him how they were all so 

tired they had been unable to keep watch, and 

that when they awoke, they had found him 
dead, with his head cut off. The hare had 

brought them a root by which he was restored 

to life again, but in their haste the head had 

been set on the wrong way. ‘‘But we can 

make that all right,” said the lion, and he tore 

off the hunter’s head, turned it around, and the 

hare quickly healed the wound with the root. 

Sadly the hunter left the mountain and went 

out into the world. He wandered from place to 

place, letting his animals dance for the amuse- 

ment of the people. It happened that at the 

end of a year, he came back to the town in 

which lived the king’s daughter whom he had 

freed from the dragon. But this time he found 

the town draped in scarlet. : 

‘“What does it mean?” he asked the land-
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lord. ‘A year ago the town was draped in 
crape, now the houses are hung in scarlet.” 

“A year ago,” replied the landlord, “ our 
king’s daughter was to be given up to the 
dragon, but the marshal fought with him and 

killed him, and to-morrow he weds the daugh- 

A year ago we draped in black for the ter. 

              

   
THE BEAR AND THE SENTRY. 
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death of the princess; to-day we drape in scar- 

let for her wedding.” 

The day on which the wedding was to be 

held, the hunter said to the landlord : 

“ Do you believe that I shall cat bread from 

the king’s table to-day ?” 

‘T would be willing to bet a hundred gold 

pieces that you will not,” said the landlord. 

The hunter took the bet, and taking out 

his purse, counted out the money. Then 

calling the hare, he said: Go, little leaper, 

and bring me some bread from the castle 

like the king eats.” As the hare was the 
least of the animals, he could not ask any 

of the others to go for him, and there was 

nothing for him to do but to go. 

“Alas!” he thought, ‘as I jump through 

the streets, the butcher’s dogs 

will chase me.” And so they 
did, and thought to get a 

dainty mouthful. But just as 

they were ready to seize him, 

he gave a spring.—I wish you 

could have it — and 

landed in a sentry-box with- 

out the soldier seeing him. 

The dogs rushed up as if they 
would follow him, but the 

soldier struck them such a 
blow with the butt of his 

gun, they were glad to run 

howling and barking away. 

_As soon as the coast was 
clear, the hare jumped out, 

and ran directly to the room 

where the king’s daughter was 

sitting. He hid himself under 

SN. her chair, and tried to attract 
her attention by scratching 

her foot. 

“Will you go away?” she 

said, thinking it was her dog. 

Again he scratched her 

foot. ‘Will you go away?” 

she cried. 

The hare scratched a third 

time, and then she looked 

seen
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down, saw the hare, and knew him at once by 

the coral necklace which he wore. She took 
him in her arms and carried him to her room. 
“Dear little hare, what do you want?” she 
asked. 

‘‘My master who killed the dragon is at the 
inn, and sent me to ask for some bread like the 

_king eats.” 

The maiden was filled with joy, and ordered 
the baker to bring her some of the bread that 
was made for the king. But the little hare 
said: ‘‘ The baker must take me to the door of 
the inn, for I am afraid of the butcher’s dogs.” 

The baker carried him safely to the inn, set 
him down at the door, and gave him the bread, 

which he took in his fore-paws, and carried in 
to his master. 

‘Behold! landlord, the hundred gold pieces 
are mine,” said the hunter. The landlord was 

surprised, but when the hunter said he would 

also have some roast meat from the king's 
table, he refused to bet with him, but said he 

would like to see him get it. 

The hunter called the fox and said: ‘Go 
and bring me some roast meat from the king’ 
table.” 

The fox was more cunning than the hare, 
and did not go through the street, but crept 
along by the fences through the fields till he 

reached the castle without even seeing a dog. 

He crept under the princess's chair as the hare 

had done, and scratched her foot. She looked 

down and knew the fox by the necklace. 

She took him to her room, and asked: ‘ Dear 

fox, what would you like ?” 

“My master, who killed the dragon, is at the 

inn, and sent me here to ask for some roast 

meat from the king’s table,” said the fox. 

The maiden ordered the cook to prepare 

some meat as if it were for the king himself, 
and then carry it for the fox to the door of the 

inn. On arriving, the fox brushed off the flies 
that had settled on it with his tail, and brought 
it in to his master. 

‘‘See,” said the hunter to the landlord, ‘‘ we 

have bread and meat, but we must also have 

some vegetables.” He called the wolf: ‘‘ Dear 
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wolf, go and bring me some vegetables from 

the king’s table.” 
As the wolf was not afraid of any one, he 

went directly to the castle. When he came to 
the princess, he gently pulled her dress. She 

looked around and knew him also by the neck- 
lace, and taking him to her room, asked: ‘‘ Dear 

wolf, what would you like?” 

‘“My master, who killed the dragon, is at the 

inn, and sent me here to ask for some vege- 

tables from the king’s table.” 

The princess ordered these prepared also and 

taken to the door of the inn. The wolf car- 
ried them in to his master, who said: ‘‘ Now, 

landlord, we have bread, meat and vegetables, 

but we must also have some sweetmeats,” and 

calling the bear, he said: ‘Dear bear, you 

know how you love something sweet; go to 
the castle and bring me some sweetmeats from 

the king’s table.” 

The bear trotted off to the castle, frighten- 

ing all whom he met on the way. When he 

came to the entrance, the guard raised his gun, 

and would not allow him to pass. But Bruin 

raised himself on his hind-legs and gave the 

soldier such a box on the ear that he tumbled 

over. The bear then entered the castle, and 

going up behind the princess, gave a low growl. 

She knew him, and leading him into her room, 

said: ‘Dear bear, what would you like?” 

‘“My master, who killed the dragon, is at the 

inn, and would like some sweetmeats, such as 

the king eats.” 
The confectioner was ordered to prepare the 

sweetmeats and carry them to the inn. When 

they arrived at the inn, the bear licked up the 

sugar-plums that had rolled off, and standing 

up on his hind-legs, brought the dish into his 

master. 

‘Look, landlord,” said the hunter, ‘now I 

have bread, meat, vegetables, and sweetmeats, 

but we should like some wine such as the king 

drinks,” and he called the lion and said: ‘‘ Dear 

lion, you like to drink as well as any one, go 

and bring me some wine from the castle, such 

as the king drinks.” 

The lion walked up the street, the people
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running in panic before him in every direction. 

When he came to the guard he had only to 
roar a little and toss his mane, and the soldiers 

scattered and ran away. The lion entered the 
royal palace, and knocked on one of the doors 

with his tail. It opened, and the princess came 
out. At first she was very much frightened, 
but she remembered the golden clasp on his 
neck, and knew it must be her old friend. She 

bade him follow her to her room, and then 

asked what he wished. 
“My master, who killed the dragon, is at the 

inn, and sent me here for some wine such as 

the king drinks,” said the lion. 
The princess ordered the cup-bearer to bring 
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some wine such as would be served the king 

that day. 

“T would like to go with him,” said the lion, 

‘and see that he gives me the right kind.” 

So the lion went with the cup-bearer down 

into the wine-cellar. He was about to give 

the lion some common wine such as the king’s 

servants used, when the lion said: ‘“‘ Wait, I 

should like to try this wine first.” Drawing a 

pint, he swallowed it, and said: ‘No, that is 

not the right kind.” The cup-bearer looked at 
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‘©THE CUP-BEARER WAS OBLIGED TO CARRY THE BASKET.”
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him crossly, and went over to another cask, 

from which the marshal drank. ‘ Wait,” said 

the lion, ‘I will first try this wine,” and he 

drew another pint, and swallowed it. ‘ That 

is better, but it is not the right kind yet.” 
Then the cup-bearer was angry, and said: 

‘What does a stupid animal like you know 

about wine?” But the lion gave him a box 

behind the ear that knocked him over. When 

he got up he led the lion very softly into a secret 
little cellar where the king’s wine was kept, 

of which no one else was allowed to drink. The 
lion as usual drew a pint and tried it. Being 
satisfied, he ordered the cup-bearer to fill six 

bottles for him. When they came out into the 

open air the lion reeled from side to side as if 

he had drank a little too much. So the cup- 
bearer was obliged to carry the basket to the 

inn, when the lion took it in his mouth and 

brought it to his master. 

‘Now, landlord,” said the hunter, ‘‘I have 

bread, meat, vegetables, sweetmeats, and wine, 

such as are served the king. Now I will hold a 
feast with my animals,” and they all began to 
eat and drink,. and were very merry, for the 

hunter knew that the king’s daughter still loved 
him. When they had finished their meal, the 

hunter said to the landlord: ‘‘ Now that I have 

eaten and drank like a king, I will go to the 

king’s castle and marry his daughter.” 
“That is not possible,” said the astonished 

landlord, ‘‘for she has a bridegroom already, 

and to-day the wedding will be celebrated.” 
The hunter took the handkerchief contain- 

ing the dragon’s tongues from his pocket, and 

showed them to the landlord, saying: ‘‘ These 

will help me accomplish what I want to.” 

The landlord looked at the handkerchief and 

said: ‘‘I would believe everything before I 
would believe that. I am willing to bet my 
house and land that you will never marry the 
king’s daughter.” 

The hunter took out his purse, counted out 

a thousand gold pieces, and laid them on the 

table, saying: ‘‘I accept your bet.” 

The king and his daughter were seated at 
table, when the king asked: ‘What did all 
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those animals want that have been going back 
and forth from my castle to-day?” 

“I dare not tell you, father,” said his daugh- 

ter, ‘‘ but send for their master, and he will 
surely explain.” 

A servant was sent at once to the inn to 
invite the stranger, and he arrived just as the 
hunter and the landlord had finished betting. 

‘“* Look, landlord,” said the hunter, ‘the king 

has sent his servant for me, but lam not going 
just yet,” and turning to the servant he said: 
“‘T should like to have the king send me royal 
clothes before I can appear before him. I must 
also ride to the castle in a coach with six 

horses and servants.” 
When this message was brought to the king, 

he said to his daughter: ‘‘ What shall I do?” 
‘« Send him what he asks for, and you will do 

well,” she replied. 
So the king sent the royal clothing and the 

coach with the six horses and servants. The 

hunter saw them coming, and said: ‘ You see, 

Mr. Landlord, I shall ride to the castle as I 

said I should.” He dressed himself in the rich 

clothing, took the handkerchief and the drag- 

on’s tongues, and drove away. 

When the king saw him coming, he said to 

his daughter: ‘“ How shall I receive him?” 
“You will do well if you go out to meet 

him,” was her reply. 

So the king met him and led him to a place 

near him and his daughter. The marshal, as 

bridegroom, was seated on the other side of 

the king, but the hunter did not know him. 

Just then the dragon’s seven heads were 

brought in; the king rose and said: ‘‘ These 

seven heads were cut off by our marshal, there- 

fore I give him to-day my daughter for a wife.” 

At this the hunter stepped forward, and open- 

ing the seven mouths, said: ‘‘ Where are the 

tongues of the dragon?” 

The marshal turned pale, trembled, and did 

not know what to say. Finally he stammered 

out: ‘‘ Dragons have no tongues.” 
‘Liars ought not to have any,” said the hun- 

ter. ‘‘ These tongues shall prove who killed 

the dragon.” As he said this, he unrolled the
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handkerchief, and showed them the seven 

tongues. Then he took them up and fitted 
one into each of the seven mouths. He held 
up the handkerchief which bore the name of 
the king’s daughter, and turning to the maiden, 
asked whom she gave the handkerchief to. 

“To the one who killed the dragon,” she 
replied. 
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Then he called his animals, and taking from 

them the parts of the necklace, asked the 
maiden whom they belonged to. 

“The necklace with the golden clasp was 

mine, but I divided it among the animals for 
helping to kill the dragon,” she replied. 

AT THE CASTLE. 

Then the hunter said to the people: “I slew 

the dragon, and being tired when the battle 

was over, lay down to sleep. As I slept, the 

marshal came, cut off my head, carried away 

the king’s daughter, and declared he had 

killed the dragon. That he lied, I have these 

tongues, this handkerchief, and this necklace 

for proofs.” Then he told how his animals had
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brought him to life again by means of a won- 

derful root; how he had travelled about for a 

year, and had finally wandered back to this 
place, and had heard of the deceit of the 

marshal. 

“Ts it true that this man killed the dragon?” 

said the king to his daughter. 
‘‘What he says is true,” she replied. ‘Now 

I dare tell of the shameful deed of the marshal, 

since it has been brought to light by some one 

else, for he made me promise I would never 

expose him. For this reason I had the wedding 

postponed a year and a day.” 

The king had his twelve judges pronounce 

sentence on the marshal, and they condemned 
him to be torn to pieces by four oxen. So the 

marshal received his punishment, and the king 
gave his daughter to the hunter, and appointed 

him prime minister of his kingdom. The wed- 
ding was celebrated with great joy, and’the 

young prince sent for his father and foster-father, 

and loaded them with treasures. Neither did 

he forget the landlord. He invited him to the 

castle, and said: ‘‘ Well, Mr. Landlord, I mar- 

ried the king’s daughter, and your house and 
land are mine.” 

“That is true,” said the landlord. 

But the young prince said: ‘‘ You may keep 

your house and land, and I also present you the 

hundred gold pieces I won from you in the first 

wager.” 

The young prince and princess lived very 

happily together. He still took great pleasure 

in hunting, and often went out in company with 
his animals. Not far from the castle was a 
forest that was considered unsafe for one to 

enter, for once in, it was not so easy to get out. 

But the young prince had a great desire to hunt 

in these woods, and as he said so much about 
it, the old king finally allowed him to go. So 
the prince set out with a large following. As 
soon as they reached the forest a beautiful snow- 
white deer came in sight. 

‘Wait here until I come back, and I will go 
and hunt the deer,” shouted the prince, and he 

rode away into the forest with only his animals 
with him. The people waited until evening, but 
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the prince did not return. So they went home 
and told the princess her husband had ridden 
away into the enchanted forest after a white 

deer, and had not returned yet. The news made 

her very anxious about him. 

In the meantime, the prince had given chase 
to the deer, but he had not been able to over- 

take it; and when he thought it was within 
shooting distance, in an instant it would be far 

away, and finally it disappeared altogether. 
Then he discovered he was deep in the forest. 

He blew a loud blast on his horn, but there was 

no answer, for his people could not hear. Night 

came on, and he saw he could not reach home 

that day, so he built a fire under a tree, and lay 
down near his animals to go to sleep. Suddenly 

he thought he heard a human voice. He looked 

all around, but could see nothing. Soon he 

heard a moan in the tree, above him. Looking 

up, he saw an old woman sitting in the tree, 

shaking and crying: ‘Hu! hu! hu! I am so 

cold!” 
“*Come down then and warm yourself if you 

are so cold,” said the prince. 

But she said: “I am afraid your animals will 

bite me.” 

“They won't hurt you, old mother; come 

down,” he said. 

But the old woman was a witch, and she 

said: ‘I will throw you down a twig from this 

tree, and if you will hit them with it, they will 

not hurt me.” So she threw down a little twig, 

and he struck the animals on the back as she 

told him. No sooner had he touched them with 

it, than they were turned into stone. When the 

witch saw she was safe from the animals, she 

jumped down, and touching the prince with the 

twig, which was in reality a witch’s wand, he 

too was changed into stone. Then the old 

woman laughed over the wicked deed, and 

shoved the stones into a grave where others of 

the same kind had been thrown. 

The princess was very sad over the absence 

of the prince, and every day her anxiety and 

fear became greater. Just at this time it hap- 

pened that the prince’s brother came into the 

kingdom. Since the brothers had separated,
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he had wandered about seeking for work, but 

finding none, had made his animals dance for a 

living. It occurred to him one day to look at 

the knife that they had thrust into the tree 

when he and his brother parted. When he 

reached the tree, he was astonished to find half 

of his brother’s side of the knife rusty, and the 

other half bright. 

“My brother has met with some great mis- 

fortune; but perhaps I can save him yet, for 

half of the knife is still bright.” 

He set out with his animals towards the west, 

and travelled until he came to the gate of the 

town. The guard came to meet him, and asked 

him if he should announce his arrival to his 
wife, as she had been in great distress for the 

past two days, fearing that he had been killed 

in the enchanted forest. The guard had no 
thought but it was the prince himself, as the 

brothers resembled each other very closely, and 

each was followed by the same wild animals. 

The stranger perceived at once that the absent 

prince must be his brother, and thought: ‘It 
will be best for me to let them think I am my 
brother, and I can save him more easily.” So 
he allowed the guard to conduct him to the 
castle, where he was received with great joy. 
The young princess thought it was no other 
than her husband, and asked him why he had 
stayed away so long. 

“T got lost in the woods and could not find 
my way out,” he replied. 

He remained in the castle a couple of days, 
and learned all he could about the enchanted 
forest. Then he said: “I must hunt in this 
forest once more.” The king and the princess 

tried to persuade him not to go, but all to no 
purpose, and he set out with a large number of 
attendants. When they reached the forest, they 
saw the same snow-white deer, and the hunter 

said: “Stay here until I return; I will hunt 
the beautiful animal.” So he rode away into 
the forest, followed only by his animals. He 
chased the deer deeper and deeper into the 
woods until it disappeared. It was now night, 
and he made a fire under one of the trees, and 
prepared to pass the night comfortably. 
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“Hu! hu! hu! how cold I am,” he heard 

some one moan. 

He looked up and saw the same old witch 

sitting in the tree. ‘If you are so cold, come 

down and warm yourself,” he said. 

“Your animals will bite me,” she cried. 

“They will not hurt you,” said he. 

“T will throw you a little switch,” she said, 

“and if you will hit them with it, then I know 

they will not touch me.” 

When the hunter heard this he doubted the 

old woman, and said: “Ido not beat my ani- 

mals, but if you don’t come down I'll fetch you 

down.” 

‘‘What will you do?” she cried. ‘‘ You can’t 

hurt me.” 

“Tf you don’t come down, I will shoot you,” 

he said. 

‘Shoot away,” she said ; ‘‘I am not afraid of 

your bullets.” 

He took aim and fired, but the witch was 

proof against leaden bullets, and laughed as 

they rattled around her. ‘‘ You cannot hit me,” 

she said. 

But the hunter knew what to do. He took 

three silver bullets from his pocket. The witch 

would have no power over these, and he no 

sooner fired, than she fell screaming to the 

earth. He planted his foot upon her, and said: 

‘Old witch, if you do not tell me at once where 

my brother is, I will bind you and throw you 

into the fire.” 

She begged loudly for mercy, and said: ‘He 

and his animals have been turned into stone 

and are lying in yonder grave.” 

He compelled her to go with him, and said: 

“Vou old witch-cat, if you do not bring my 

brother and all the men and animals that lie 

buried here, to life, I will throw you into the 

fire at once.” 

She took the wand; moved the stones, and 

immediately his brother and his animals came 

to life, also merchants, mechanics, shepherds, 

and other unfortunate men who had been buried 

here, rose, and thanked the hunter for restoring 

them to life. 

When the twin brothers saw each other they
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embraced and kissed each other and were full became brightly illuminated, and they could 
of joy at meeting again. Then they seized the see the royal palace three miles away. As the 
old witch, bound her, and laid her on the fire brothers walked along, they related to each 

to perish, and as she burnt, the whole forest other the events that had happened while they 

had been parted. When the 
youngest one said he had mar- 

ried the king’s daughter, and 
was now prime minister, his 

brother said: ‘So I learned, for 

as I entered the town, I was taken 

for you, and was treated with 

royal honors, and your wife re- 
ceived me with great joy as if I 

had been her husband.’ 
When the prince heard this, 

he was so filled with 
anger and jealousy, he 

drew his sword and cut 

off his brother’s head. 
When he saw him 

lying dead before him, 

he repented sorely, and 
cried: ‘‘My brother 

set me free from the 

enchantment, and I 

have killed him for 

it,” and he wept bit- 
terly. But the little 

hare came to him and 

begged to go and get 

the wonderful root. 
He sprang away and 
returned just at the 

right time. The wound 
was healed, and the 

brother was restored 

to life. 
As they walked on 

towards the castle, the 

youngest one said: 

“You look exactly like 

me; you wear the same 

royal clothing, and the 

same animals follow 

each. Let us go in at 

opposite gates, and ap- 
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opposite sides.” So they separated, and as they 

approached the castle, a messenger was sent 

from each gate to announce to the king that the 

prince had returned from the hunt. The king 

was astonished, and said: ‘How could you 

both see him; the gates are a m'‘le apart.” 

Just then the two brothers entered from op- 

posite sides. 

“Which is your husband?” asked the king 

of his daughter, looking from one to another. 

“One looks just like the other, I can not tell 

them apart.” 

The princess was troubled, till she thought 

of the necklace. She looked among the animals, 

and on the neck of one of the lions found her 

golden clasp. Full of joy, she cried: ‘‘ The 

one that this lion follows is my husband. 

The prince laughed and said: ‘‘ Yes, he is 

the right one,” and then they all sat down and 

ate and drank and were very happy. 

HES PAIRY OF GHEsMrLELIeOND: 

THERE was once a miller who lived very 

happily with his wife. They had plenty of 

money, and their property increased from year 
to year. But misfortune often comes ina night: 

as his riches had grown, so now they began 

gradually to disappear, until finally he became 
so poor he could hardly call the mill his own. 

His mind was full of trouble over his ill luck, 

and after working hard all day, instead of rest- 

ing quietly in his bed, he would toss from side 

to side unable to sleep. One morning he rose 

before daybreak and went out thinking the open 

air would bring him relief. As he walked across 

the dam, the first rays of morning shone upon 
the pond, and just then he heard a rustling in 

the water. He turned and saw a beautiful 

woman rising slowly from the water. Her long 

hair, which she held back with her delicate 
hands, fell over her shoulders and covered her 

body like a veil. The miller knew it was the 

water-fairy of the mill-pond, and he was so 

frightened that he did not know whether to go 
or stay. But she spoke to him in her soft voice, 
called him by name, and asked him why he 
was so sad. 

At first the miller was dumb with fright, but 

as she continued talking in a friendly manner, 
he took heart, and told her how he had once 

lived in comfort, but now was so poor that he 
did not know what to do. 

“Do not worry any more,” she said; ‘I will 
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make you richer and more successful than you 

have ever been, but first you must promise to 

give me the young creature that is now in your 

house.” . “It cannot be anything but a little 

puppy or kitten,” thought the miller, and he 

promised what she asked. 

At this the fairy disappeared, and the miller 

hastened back to his mill in good spirits. 
But before he reached home, the maid came 

to the door and called in a joyful voice that his 

wife had a little son. The miller was thunder- 

struck. He saw at once that the crafty fairy 

had known everything, and had cheated him of 

his child. He went into the house with bowed 

head, and looking so sad that his wife said: 

“Why do you not rejoice over our beautiful 

boy ?” 

He told her what had happened and the 

promise he had made, and added: “ Of what 

use will riches be to us, if we must lose our 

child ? But what can Ido?” And the relatives 

also, who had come to wish them joy, knew 

not what to advise. 

In the meantime, the miller’s good fortune 

returned. He succeeded in all he undertook; 

the storeroom seemed to fill of itself; the 

money in the cupboard increased every night ; 

and before long he was richer than he had ever 

been before. But his riches brought no hap- 

piness, the promise he had made the fairy 

tormented him constantly.
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Whenever he approached the pond, he ex- 
pected to see her rise from the water and claim 

her debt. The boy was guarded carefully and 
never allowed to go near the water ‘Be careful,” 
his father would say to him, ‘If you should 
ever touch the water, a hand will reach out and 

draw you under.” 
But year after year passed, and the fairy did 

not show herself, so that the miller almost for- 

got his fears. The boy grew up a fine youth, 

and was bound to a hunter that he might learn 
his art. When he became an accomplished 

marksman, a wealthy gentleman of the village 

took him into his service. In this village lived 

a beautiful, true-hearted maiden, with whom 

the young hunter fell in love. The master on 

hearing of this, gave him a little house, and the 
two were married and lived in happiness for 

some time. 

But one day the hunter gave chase to a deer. 

As the animal bounded out of the woods into 

the open field, he followed it, and finally suc- 

ceeded in bringing it down with a shot from 

his gun. He did not perceive that he was near 

the dangerous pond, and after he had cut up 

the deer, he went to the water to wash his 

hands. He had no sooner dipped them into the 

water, than the fairy rose, beautiful and smiling, 

seized him in her wet arms, and disappeared 

so quickly, that the waters closed after her 

without a ripple. 

When evening came and the hunter did not 

return home, his wife became very anxious. 

She went out to look for him, and as he had 

often told her how he must beware of the fairy 

and not venture too near the mill-pond, she 

suspected already what had happened. She 
hastened to the water, and there on the bank 

lay her husband’s hunting-pouch. She could 

no longer doubt his fate, and weeping and 

wringing her hands, she called him by name, 

but her cries were in vain. Then she ran to 

the other side of the pond and called anew; 
she scolded the fairy with hard words; but no 

answer was returned; the surface of the water 

remained as smooth asa mirror, and only the 

half-meon looked up at her fixedly. 
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The poor woman would not leave the pond. 
She walked round and round, now silent, then 

shrieking loudly, or moaning softly to herself. 
But at last her strength left her; she sank to 

the earth, and a deep sleep came over her, and 

as she slept, she dreamed. 
It seemed as if she were climbing over rough 

rocks; thorns and briars pierced her feet; the 

rain beat in her face; and the wind blew her 

hair about in wild confusion. But when she 
reached the top of the mountain, everything 
changed: the sky was blue, the air mild, the 
earth as soft as a carpet, and in the midst of a 

beautiful green meadow stood a neat little cot- 
tage. She went to it, opened the door, and saw 

an old woman with white hair sitting within. 

She beckoned to her in a friendly manner, and 

then the poor wife woke up. 
It was morning, and she decided at once to 

follow out her dream. She wearily climbed the 

hill that lay before her, and on reaching the 

top, she found everything as she had dreamed. 
The old woman received her kindly and in- 

vited her to sit down. 

‘You must have met with some great sor- 

row,” she said, ‘“‘or you would not have sought 

out my lonely cottage.” 

The poor woman then told her with many 

tears what had happened. 

“Be comforted,” said the old woman, ‘I will 

help you. Here isa golden comb. Wait until 
it is full moon, then go to the pond, seat your- 

self on the bank, and comb your long black 

hair with this comb. When you have finished 

lay it on the shore, and you will see what will 

happen.” 
The woman went back to her home. How 

slowly the time passed till the moon was full! 
But at last the full shining face appeared in the 

heavens, and she went out to the pond, sat 

down by the water, and combed her hair with 
the golden comb. When she had finished, she 
laid it on the ground and waited. It was not 

long before a rushing sound was heard in the 
water; a wave rose, rolled into shore, and car- 

ried away the comb. It could not more than 

have reached the bottom, when the surface of
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the water parted and the hunter’s head ap- 

peared. But he said not a word, only looked 
sorrowfully at his wife, and then a great wave 

rolled over him, and he disappeared. All was 

quiet now, the pond was smooth, and nothing 

was to be seen in it but the face of the moon. 

The wife went home uncomforted, but that 

night she dreamed she went to the old woman’s 

cottage again. In the morning she set out on 

the toilsome way and arrived once more at the 

cottage. She told her tale of sorrow, and the 
old woman comforted her as before, giving her 

this time a golden flute. ‘‘ Wait till the moon 
is again full,” she said, ‘‘ then take the flute and 

sit down by the water and play a sweet tune. 

When it is ended, lay it in the sand, and see 

what will happen.” 

The wife did as the old woman told her. 

Scarcely had she laid the flute on the shore, 
when she heard a rushing sound,—a wave rose, 
rushed toward the flute, and swept it away. 

Soon after the water parted, and not only the 
head but half the body of the hunter rose 
above the surface. He stretched out his arms 
towards his wife, but a second wave rushed 

towards him, covered him, and drew him under. 

“Alas! of what use is it to see my dear 
husband only to lose him again?” she bitterly 
complained. 

Her heart was more sorrowful now than ever, 

but she dreamed a third time of going to the 
old woman’s house. She followed her dream, 

and this time the woman gave her a golden 
spinning- wheel. ‘Everything is not com- 
pleted yet,” said the wise woman, “but take 

this, and when the moon is full, seat yourself 

on the bank and spin the bobbin full. When 
this is done, place the spinning-wheel by the 
water, and you will see something happen.” 

The hunter’s wife followed these directions 
_exactly. She spun industriously till the bobbin 
was full, and then placed the wheel near the 
water. She had scarcely done this, when a 
wave larger than any of the others rushed over 
the wheel and it disappeared. Instantly the 
whole body of the hunter shot into the air 
with a jet of water. He sprang to the shore, 
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seized his wife’s hand, and they fled together. 

But they had gone only a little way, when @ 

mighty roaring was heard, and all the water in 

the pond rushed over the field after them. 

They saw nothing but death before them, then 

the wife in her distress called loudly for the old 

woman to help them. She heard the cry, and 

that moment, the wife was changed into a toad, 

and the hunter into a frog. 3 

Now the flood could not kill them, but it 

carried them far away from each other. 

When the waters went back, and they were 

once more on dry ground, they received their 

human shape again, but neither knew where the 

other was. They found themselves among per- 

fect strangers who did not even know of their 

native place. To support themselves, they were 

both obliged to tend sheep, and for many years 

they drove their flocks through fields and woods, 

grieving and longing for each other. 

It happened one spring day, when the earth 

was growing green and beautiful, that both 

drove their flocks to the same point. He saw 

the strange flock on the side of a hill, and drove 

his own towards it. The two met in a valley, 

but did not know each other. They said but 

little, but each felt happier for having met the 

other. Every day after this they met with their 

flocks in the valley. 

One evening, when the moon was at its full, 

and their flocks were resting, the shepherd took 

a flute from his pocket and blew a sweet, sad 

tune. When he had finished he saw that he 

shepherdess was weeping bitterly. 

‘“Why do you weep?” he asked. 

“Alas!” she replied, ‘It was just such an 

evening as this the last time I heard that tune, 

and my dear husband raised his head out of 

the water.” 

He looked at her closely; a veil seemed to 

fall from his eyes, and he recognized his wife. 

At the same time the bright moonlight fell full 

on his face, and she knew him also. They 

rushed into each other’s arms and kissed each 

other with great joy. The spell of the water- 

fairy was broken, and their happiness was un- 

disturbed thereafter.
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Two princes went out one time to seek ad- 
ventures, and fell into such a wild kind of life, 

they did not return home. Their younger 
brother, whom they called Dumb-head, thought 
he would join his brothers and seek his fortune 
also. But when they saw him, they laughed at 
him, that he should think of making his way 
through the world, when they, who were much 

wiser than he, had not been able to do so. But 

they allowed him to join them, and they all 
travelled on together. 

As they walked along they came to an ant- 
hill, and the two elder brothers wished to dig 
it up, that they might see the ants run about in 
their fright, and carry away their eggs. But 
Dumb-head said: ‘ Leave the ants in peace; I 
cannot bear to have them disturbed.” 

So they left the ants, and walked on till they 

came toa lake on which a great many ducks 
were swimming. The two brothers wished to 
catch a pair and roast them, but Dumb-head 
said: ‘‘ Leave them in peace, I cannot bear to 
have them killed.” 

Finally they came to a bees’ nest that was so 
full of honey, it ran down the trunk of the tree. 
The brothers wanted to build a fire under the 
tree, and smother the bees that they might take 
away the honey. But Dumb-head again inter- 
fered, saying: ‘‘Leave them in peace, I could 
not endure to have them smothered.” 

So the bees were left to live, and the three 

brothers went on till they came to a castle, in 
the stalls of which stood horses of pure stone. 
Not a human being was to be seen. They went 
through all the rooms of the castle until they 
came to the end, and there they found a door 
that had three locks. In the middle of the door 
there was a hole, and on looking through it, 

they saw an old man sitting ata table. They 
called to him, but he did not hear. They called 
again, but he made no motion. They called 
a third time, and he rose, unlocked the door, 

and came out. Even then he spoke not a word, 
but led them in, and seated them at a richly 
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spread table. When they had eaten and drank, 
he took each of them into his own sleeping- 

chamber where they passed the night. 

The next morning the old man beckoned the 

oldest brother to a stone table on which were 
written three tasks, which, if performed, would 

free the castle from the spell it was under. The 
first was: ‘“‘Out in the woods, under the moss 

are hidden the pearls of the king’s daughter. 
They are a thousand in number, and whoever 

seeks them must find them before sunset. If 

one is lacking he shall be turned into stone.” 

The oldest one went out and searched all 
day, but when night came, he had found only a 
hundred, and, as it was written on the table, he 

was turned into stone. 

The next morning the second brother went, 

but he met with no better success, and was 

turned into stone. ; 

Now it was Dumb-head’s turn, but it was 

such hard work to find the pearls in the moss, 
and he got along so slowly, that at last he gave 

up, and sat down and cried. But as he sat there 

weeping, the ant-king came with five thousand 

ants, whose lives he had been the means of 

saving. In a short time they gathered the pearls 

together and laid them in a heap before Dumb- 
head. 

The second task was to fetch the keys of the 

castle chambers from the bottom of the lake. 

But when Dumb-head came to the lake, the 

ducks, whose lives he had saved, were still 

swimming there, and they quickly dived to the 

bottom and brought him the keys. 

But the third task was the hardest of all—to 
find out which of the three sleeping maidens 
was the youngest and most beloved. They all 

looked exactly alike, differing in no respect, 

except as it was written on the table, that be- 

fore they went to sleep, they had eaten different 

kinds of sweetmeats, the oldest having eaten a 

piece of sugar; the second a little syrup; and 

the youngest a spoonful of honey. He was at 
a loss how to decide, when the queen-bee flew
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in, whom he had saved from being smothered. 

She lit upon the mouths of all three maidens, 

and finally settled upon the one that had eaten 
the honey. 

With this indication to guide him, Dumb- 

head was now able to make the choice without 

the slightest difficulty, and the princess whom 

he selected was happily the right one. 

oor: 

QUEEN-BEE. 

BUT AS HE SAT THERE WEEPING, THE ANT-KING CAME WITH FIVE THOUSAND ANTS. 

Then the spell was broken; every one 
awoke, and the people and men who had been 

turned to stone received their proper form. As 
for Dumb-head, he married the young and 
lovely princess and inherited the throne on the 
king’s death, while his brothers, who had sup- 
posed they were so much wiser than he, had to 
content themselves with the two other sisters. 
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A PRINCESS 

A KING once had a wife who had golden 
hair, and was so beautiful that her equal was 
not to be found on earth. One day she fell ill, 

and when she knew she must die, she called 

the king to her and said: ‘‘ After I am dead, if 

you wish to marry again, promise me that you 

will take no one who is not as beautiful as I 

am, or who has not golden hair like mine.” 

The king had no sooner promised, than she 

closed her eyes and died. 

The king mourned for her a long time, and 

had no thought of marrying again. But finally 
his councillors said: ‘‘We must have a queen; 

there is no other way, the king must marry 

again.” So messengers were sent out far and 
wide to seek for a bride as beautiful as the dead 

queen. But none was found, and the messen- 

gers returned from their search without having 

accomplished anything. 

Now the king had a daughter who was as 
beautiful as her mother, and had also her golden 

hair. When she had grown, and the king saw 

her beauty and how closely she resembled his 

dead wife, he said to his councillors: ‘You 

have not been able to find me a bride; my 

daughter alone is the image of my wife: I will 

marry her.” 

The councillors were shocked on hearing 

this, and said: ‘‘God has forbidden a father to 

marry his daughter. Nothing but evil will come 
from this, and you will bring ruin upon your 

kingdom.” 

The daughter was still more frightened when 
she heard the king’s decision, but she hoped to 

be able to turn him from this wicked project. 
To gain time, she said to him: ‘“ Before your 

wish can be fulfilled, I must have three dresses ,— 

one golden like the sun, another silver like the 

moon, and athird glittering and shining like the 
stars. Besides, this, I must have a cloak made 

of a thousand different kinds of skins, and every 
animal in your kingdom must give a piece of 
his skin towards it.” 

“Tt will not be possible to do this,” she 
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thought, ‘and in the meantime I shall persuade 
my father to give up this strange idea.” 

But the king did not give it up, but ordered 
the most skillful maidens in his kingdom to 

weave the three dresses, one golden as the 

sun, one silver as the moon, and one glittering 

as the stars. He also sent the hunters to catch 

every animal in his forests and bring home a 

piece of its skin, from which the cloak was to 
be made. 

At last everything was ready, and the king 

took the cloak, and spreading it before his 

daughter, said: ‘‘ To-morrow will be our wed- 

ding-day.” 
When the maiden saw there was no more 

hope of changing her father’s heart, she deter- 
mined to run away. In the night when every 

one was asleep, she rose, took from her jewels 

three things, a golden ring, a little golden spin- 

ning-wheel, and a golden reel, folded the three 
dresses like the sun, moon, and stars, put on 

the cloak of many kinds of fur, rubbed her 

hands and face with soot, and went out into 

the night. She travelled until she came to a 
large forest, then, as she was tired, she crawled 

into a hollow tree and slept. The sun rose, but 

still she slept on, the morning passed, and she 
did not awake. 

It happened that day that the king who owned 
the forest was hunting. When the dogs came 
to the tree, they sniffed about, and ran round 

the tree barking loudly. The king said to the 
hunters: ‘‘Go and see what game is hidden 
there.” 

The hunters obeyed, and when they returned, 

said: “A wonderful animal lies in a hollow 

tree, such as we have never seen before; its 

skin was covered with a thousand different 

kinds of fur, and it was fast asleep.” 

Then the king ordered them to capture it 
alive if possible, and bind it on the wagon, and 

take it home with them. As the hunters seized 
the maiden, she awoke, and cried out in great 
fright: ‘I am a poor child without father or
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mother, pray have pity on me, and take me you do not let one of your hairs fall in, or you 

along with you.” will get nothing to eat in the future.” 

“Vou will do for the kitchen, Fur-of-all- So the cook went away, and left the maid to 

kinds,” said the hunters. ‘“‘ You can go home 

                              

   

   

        

   
   

  

   

    

   

  

   

    

   

  

with us, and sweep up the ashes.” So they put 

her in the wagon and took her to the castle. 

They gave her a little room under the 

steps where no daylight ever came, saying: 

“There Roughskin, is where you must live 

and sleep.” Then she was sent to the 
kitchen to bring the water and wood, stir 

- the fire, pick the fowls, sweep up the ashes, 
and do all the miserable work. 

She lived here a long time, and the beau- 
tiful princess knew not what would become 
of her. 

One time when a feast was to be held in 

the palace, she said tothe cook: ‘Will you 

let me go upstairs and watch them a little 
while?” 

“Yes,” said the cook, ‘‘you may go to 

the door, but you must be back in half an 

hour and sweep up the ashes.” 

She took her oil-lamp, and ran to her little 

room under the steps. Quickly she drew off 
the fur cloak, and washed her face and hands. 

Then she opened the little package she had 
brought with her, and took out the dress that 
shone like the sun. When she was dressed, 
she went upstairs to the feast. As she entered, 
every one made way for her, thinking that she 
must be some grand princess. The king came 
to meet her, and giving her his hand, danced 
with her, thinking all the while: ‘‘ Never have 
I seen any one so beautiful.” When the dance 
was ended, she bowed, and before the king 
could look around, she had disappeared, no one 

knew whither. The guard was called and ques- 
tioned, but he had seen no one leave the castle. 

But she had run to her room, quickly taken 

off her dress, made her hands and face black, 
put on her fur coat, and was once more the 
kitchen-maid. She went into the kitchen to do 
her work, but as she was about to sweep up the 
ashes, the cook said: ‘‘ Leave that until morn- 
ing, and cook this soup for the king while I go 

up and take a peep at the company. See that THE DOGS DISCOVER IHE PRINCESS. 
270



A PRINCESS IN DISGUISE. 

cook the soup, which she did as well as she 
could, and when it was ready she went out to 
her little room, and brought her gold ring, and 

laid it in the bottom of the dish in which the 

soup would be poured. When the dance was 

over, the king called for the soup, and as he 
ate it, he thought he had never tasted any so 

good as this. But when the dish was empty, 

he saw the gold ring lvine in the bottom, and 

could not understand how it came there. so 

he ordered the cook to cometohim. The cook 

was very much frightened, and said to the 

kitchen-maid: ‘“‘ You must have let one of your 

hairs fall into the soup. If you have, 

you deserve a beating.” 

When the cook came before the 
king, he asked if she had made the 

soup. She replied that she had. 
‘That is not true,” said the king, 

‘for it was a different kind and 

much better cooked than you have 

ever made.” 

Then the cook confessed she had 

not made it, but the kitchen-maid. 

‘Go and tell her to come to 

me,” said the king. 

When the maid entered, 

king asked: ‘‘ Who are you?” 

“T am a poor child who has 

neithe- father nor mother,” was the 

reply. 

‘What do you do in my castle?” |iilj) 
asked the king. [rt 

* Alas!” she replied, “Iam good 

for nothing only to have boots 

thrown at my head.” 

“Where did you get the ring 

that was in my soup?” he asked. 

“T know nothing about the ring,” 

she replied. So the king was obliged 

to send her back without learning 

anything. 
After a time another feast was 

held, and the kitchen-maid again 

begged permission to go and see 

the visitors. 

‘“ Yes,” said the cook, ‘‘you may 

the 
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go, but come back in half an hour, and cook 

the soup for the king that he is so fond of.” 

The maiden went to her room, washed her- 

self, and this time put on the dress that was sil- 

very asthe moon. She entered the ballroom like 

a princess, and the king came forward to meet 
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A PRINCESS IN DISGUISE. 

her, looking very giad and happy to see her 

again. Then as the dance began, they danced 

together, but as soon as it was ended, before the 

king could notice where she went, the beautiful 

princess disappeared. 

She ran to her room, put on the fur cloak, 

and went into the kitchen to prepare the soup 

for the king. While the cook was upstairs, she 

brought the golden spinning-wheel from her 

room, and put it in the bottom of the dish 

of soup. 

The dish was taken to the king, who ate the 

soup with as good a relish as before, and on 

coming to the bottom found the spinning-wheel. 

The cook was questioned, but finally confessed 

that the kitchen-maid had made the soup. She 

was ordered a second time before the king, but 

all the reply he could get from her was that 

she was good for nothing only to have boots 

thrown at herhead, and that she knew nothing 

about the spinning-wheel. 

The third time a feast was held, and every- 
thing happened as before. 

‘You are a witch, and always put something 

in the soup to make it taste better than when I 
make it, so you must make it this time,” said 

the cook to the kitchen-maid. Then as she 
begged to see the guests again, the cook let 

her go, providing she would be back at the 

appointed time. 

She went to her room, put on the dress 
that glittered like the stars, and went to the 

ball. The king danced with her as before, and 

thought she never had looked so beautiful as 

then. During the dance, which he had ordered 

to be longer than usual, he slipped the gold 
ring on her finger without her noticing it. 

When the dance was over, he would have kept 

fast hold of her hand, but she tore herself 

away, and sprang so quickly among the peo- 

ple, that he lost sight of her. She ran as 

quickly as she could to her little room under 

the steps, but as the half hour was up, she had 

not time to change her dress, so she threw the 

fur cloak around her, and hastily blackened 

her hands and face, but in her haste one finger 

was left white. 

She ran to the kitchen, cooked the king's 

soup, placing in the bottom of the dish the 

little golden reel. When the king found the 
reel, he sent at once for the kitchen-maid. She 

no sooner entered than he saw the white finger, 

and the ring that he had given her during the 

dance. He seized her by the hand, that she 

might net escape. In her struggles to free her- 

self, the fur cloak opened a little, and the glit- 

tering dress could be seen. Then the king 
seized the cloak, and tore it open. As he did 

so, her golden hair fell down, and she stood 

there in all her splendor, and could no longer 

disguise herself. Water was brought, and the 

soot and ashes were washed from her face and 

hands, and then all who saw her said she was 

the most beautiful woman on earth, but the 
king said: ‘‘ You shall be my bride, and we 

will never be parted again.” The marriage was 

celebrated, and they lived happily till their 

death. 

  

NEE WEE EV EL NeE SIMEESINe 

THERE was once a king’s son who was en- 
gaged to a maiden whom he loved dearly. As 
they were sitting very happily together one day, 
news was brought to him that his father was 
dying, and wished to see him very much. So 

the prince said to the maiden: ‘I must go away 
and leave you, but here is a ring to remember 
me by, and when I am king, I will come again, 

and take you home with me.” 
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He rode away, and on arriving at the castle, 

he found his father dying. 

“My dearest son,” said the king, ‘* 1 wished 

to see you very much before my end. Promise 

me that you will marry according to my will,” 

and he named to him a king's daughter, who was 

well known. The son was so sad and troubled 

he did not know what to say, but not wishing 

to refuse a dying request, he said finally:



THE TWELVE HUNTSMEN. 

“Dear father, I will follow your wishes and 
marry the princess,” and then the king closed 
his eyes and died. 

When the son had been proclaimed king, and 
the days of mourning were over, he remem- 

bered his promise, and the princess was be- 

trothed to him accordingly. When the maiden 

whom he had promised to wed heard of this, 

she mourned so deeply that her life seemed 

fast passing away. 

Finally her father said to her: ‘“ Dear child, 

why are you so sad? You shall have whatever 

you wish.” 

The maiden thought a moment, and then 

said; “I should like eleven maidens who re- 

semble me in face, form, and size.” 

‘“ You shall have them if it is possible,” said 

the king, and immediately he sent men to search 

throughout his kingdom for the maidens. After 

a long time they succeeded in finding them. 

When they were brought to the king’s daugh- 

ter, she ordered twelve hunting suits to be 

made exactly alike, one of which each of the 

eleven maidens was obliged to put on, while 

the princess herself drew on the twelfth. Then 

she bade her father farewell, and they all rode 

away to the castle of the young king whom she 

loved so well. When they arrived, she asked 

if the king needed any huntsmen, and if he 

would not like to take them all into his service. 

The king looked at the young huntsman, but 

did not recognize her, but because they were 

all so young and handsome, he said he would 

gladly take them into his service, so they all 

became the king’s huntsmen. 

But the king had a lion, a wonderful animal, 

that knew every secret and hidden affair. One 

evening he said to the king: “ You think you 

have twelve huntsmen, don't you?” 

“ Yes, certainly,” said the king. 

“You are mistaken; they are twelve maid- 

ens,” said the lion. 

““That cannot be possible,’ exclaimed the 

king, ‘how can you prove it?” 

“Oh! easily,” said the lion. ‘‘Strew some 

peas in your ante-room, and you will soon see. 

When men walk over peas they step firmly 
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without moving them, but maidens trip and 

slide and set the peas rolling.” 
The king was pleased with this advice, and 

had the peas scattered. 

But one of the king’s servants was kind 
to the huntsmen, and when he heard they were 

to be put to the proof, he went to them and 

told them what the lion had said. The king’s 

daughter thanked him, and said to her maidens: 

‘* Remember, and step with all your strength on 

the peas.” 

The next morning, they entered the ante- 

chamber with a firm and manly tread, so that 

not one of the peas rolled. When they had 

left him, the king said to the lion: ‘‘ You have 
deceived me, they walk like men.” 

But the lion replied: ‘They learned they 

were to be put to the proof, and stepped with 

all their strength. Try once more; place twelve 

spinning-wheels in the ante-room, and when 

they pass through and see them, they will be 

delighted, while men would not notice them.” 

The king was pleased with this advice, and 

ordered the spinning-wheels brought. But the 

servant revealed this plan to the maidens, and 

the king’s daughter gave orders for them not 

even to glance at the spinning-wheels. 

The next morning, they passed through 

the ante-room without noticing the spinning- 

wheels. 

“You have deceived me again,” said the 

king; ‘‘they did not even see the spinning- 

wheels.” 

‘‘ Because they knew they were to be placed 

there to try them, and exerted themselves not 

to look at them,” said the lion. But the king 

had no more faith in the lion. 

The twelve huntsmen were the king’s faithful 

attendants when hunting, and the longer they 

were with him, the better he liked them. 

It happened one day while they were out 

hunting, that news came that the king’s bride 
was on her way to his castle. When the true 

bride heard this, she was overcome with grief, 

and fell fainting to the earth. 

The king, supposing his favorite huntsman 

had met with an accident, ran to his assistance.
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YORINDA AND YORINGAL. 

As he drew off his glove, he saw the ring which 
he had given his first bride. He looked in the 
huntsman’s face, and then for the first time 

recognized the maiden whom he loved and had 

promised to marry. His heart was touched; 

he kissed her, and said, as she opened her eyes: 

“Thou art mine, and I am thine, and no one 

in the world can change it.” 

To the other bride he sent a messenger, 

bidding him tell her to return to her kingdom, 

for he had a bride already, ‘‘ He who has found 
an old key, has no need of a new one.” So the 

king wedded his first love, and the lion was 

restored to favor, for it had been made clear 

by what had happened that after all he had 

spoken the truth. ¥ 

  

YORINDA AND YORINGAL. 

IN THE midst of a thick woods stood an 
old castle in which a noted sorceress lived. In 

the daytime she turned herself into a cat or a 

screech owl, but when night came she took her 

right form. She could charm wild animals and 

birds to her, and then she would kill them and 

cook them for her food. Ifa person came within 

a hundred steps of the castle, they became 

motionless, and could not stir from the spot 

until she set them free. But if a lovely maiden 

came within this charmed circle, she was 

changed into a bird, fastened into a cage, and 

carried to a room in the castle, where there 

were more than seven thousand of these rare 

birds shut up. 

There lived not far from the forest a beauti- 

ful maiden named Yorinda, who was betrothed 

to a handsome youth named Yoringal. <A few 

days before their wedding they took a walk to 

the woods. 

‘‘We must be careful and not go too near the 

old castle,” said Yoringal. 

It was a beautiful evening; the setting sun 

shone between the trunks of the trees, lighting 

up the dark green of the forest, while the tur- 

tle-doves sat up in the branches cooing softly 

to one another. But in spite of the beauty, 

Yorinda felt sad. She sat down in the bright 

sunshine and wept; Yoringal also felt sad, as 

ifsome great trouble were about to befall them. 

Finally they looked around them; they had 

wandered far into the forest, and knew not how 

to reach home. The sun was; now half be- 

low the hills; they peered about through the 
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bushes, and saw the walls of the castle only a 

little way off. Yoringal was terribly frightened, 

but Yorinda sang : 

‘« My little bird with throat so red, 

Sings sorrow and woe, sorrow and woe, 

She sings to her mate she will soon be dead, 

Sorrow and woe, sorrow and   

Here the song stopped and a nightingale 
took it up; Yorinda had been changed into a 
nightingale. A screech-owl with glowing eyes 

flew around them three times, screaming: 
‘Shoo! tu hoo! tuhoo!” Yoringal could not 

“move; he stood as if turned into stone; he 

could not weep or speak. When the sun went 

down, the owl flew into a bush, and soon there 

came from it a crooked old woman, yellow and 

wrinkled, with great red eyes and a nose so 

long and hooked that the point of it reached to 

her chin. She muttered a few words, seized 

the nightingale, and carried it away in her 

hands. Yoringal was helpless, he could not 

utter a word nor move hand or foot—the night- 

ingale was gone. 

In a little while the old woman returned. In 

a hollow voice, she said: ‘‘I greet you, Zachiel, 

when the moon shines in the cage, you shall be 

free.” Then she set Yoringal free. He fell on 

his knees and begged her to give him back 

Yorinda, but she said he would never see her 

again, and went away. He begged and cried 

to her but all in vain. ‘‘ Alas! what shall I do 

now ?” he said. 

He left the forest, and travelled until he 

came to a strange village. Here he remained



YVORINDA AND YORINGAL. 

for a long time tending sheep. 

Often he would go where he could 

see the castle, but he never would 

venture near it. 

One night he dreamed he found 

a blood-red flower in the middle 

of which was a large beautiful 

pearl. He picked the flower and 

carried it to the castle, when 

everything he touched became 

free from the spell of the sorceress, 

and in this way he dreamed he 

set Yorinda free. Inthe morning 

when he awoke, he set out at once 

to find this flower. He searched 

the hills and valleys, and on the 

morning of the ninth day he found 

the blood-red flower. In the 

middle of it was a large dew-drop, 

that looked like a beautiful pearl. 

Day and night he travelled until 

he reached the castle. When he 

came within a hundred steps of 

it, he found he was free to move, 

and went on joyfully till he came 

to the gate. He touched it with 

the flower, and it sprang open. 

He went into the courtyard and 

listened for the sound of the 

birds. At last he heard them 

singing, and entering the castle, 

went to the room where the birds 
were, and where the old sorceress 

was busy feeding them. When 

she saw Yoringal, she was very 

angry, and hissed and screamed 

and spit poison and venom at 

him, but she could only come 
within two steps of him. He did not mind her, 

but walked about the room looking at the birds. 

There were many hundreds of birds, how could 
he ever find Yorinda? Just then he saw the 
old woman moving stealthily towards the door 
with a cage in her hand. Swiftly he sprang 
towards her, touched the cage and also the 

sorceress with the flower, and Yorinda stood 
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before him as beautiful as when they parted. 

There was a joyful meeting, then Yoringal 

released the other maidens who had been turned 

into birds. The old sorceress’s power was gone 

forever when the flower touched her, and now 

they were all free to go where they pleased. 

Yoringal returned home with his bride and 

they lived long and happily.
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