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PREFACE

HE Tales contained in this volume form a series
T of those “ Popular Tales from the Norse,” which

have been received with much favour in this
country, and of which three editions have been pub-
lished. A part of them appeared some years ago in Orzce
@ TWeek, from which they have been reprinted by per-
mission of the proprietors—the Norse originals, from
which they were transiated, having been’ conirnunicated
by the translator’s friend, P Cbr. Asbjornsen, to various
Christmas books pubhsh(‘d i Christiania. In 1871,
Mr. Asbjornsen collectcd ‘these seattefed Tales and
added some more to them, which he pufﬁlished under
the title “Norske Folke-Eventyr fortalte of P. Chr.

”

Asbjornsen, Ny Samling.” It is from this new series,

as revised by the collector, that the present version has
b
v
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been made. In it the translator has trodden in the
path laid down in the first series of * Tales from the
Norse,” and tried to turn his Norse original into mother
English, which any one that runs may read.

This plan has met with favour abroad as well as
at home, and it is grateful to him to find that in Nor-
way, the cradle of these beautiful stories, his efforts
have been warmly appreciated by Messrs. Asbjornsen
and Moe, who in their preface to the third edition,
Christiania, 1866, speak in the following terms of
his version :—*‘ In France and England collections have
appeared in which our Tales have not only been cor-
rectly and faultlessly translated, but even rendered
with exemplary truth and care —nay, with thor-
ough mastery. The English translation, by George
Webbe Dasent, is the best and happiest rendering
of our Tales that has appeared, and it has in England
been more successful, and become far more widely
known, than the originals here at home.” Then,
speakmg «of qhe Introduction, Messrs. Asbjérnsen and
Moe go ‘of” fo >ay “We have here added the end
of this Introducuou t(‘ show how the translator has
understood “and : grasped :the- relation in which these
Tales stand to I\orse nature and the life of the people,
and how they have sprung out of both.”

The title of this volume, “Tales from the Fjeld,”
arose out of the form in which they were published
in Once a Week. The translator began by setting
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them in a frame formed by the imaginary adventures
of English sportsmen on the Fjeld or Fells in Norway.
After a while he grew weary of the setting and
framework, and when about a third of the volume
had been thus framed, he resolved to let the Tales
speak for themselves, and stand alone, as in the first

»

series of “ Popular Tales from the Norse.” This frame-
work has been omitted in the present edition.

With regard to the bearing of these Tales on the
question of the diffusion of race and tradition, much
might be said, but he has already traversed the same
ground in the Introduction to the ‘“Tales from the
Norse.” It will be enough here to mention that
several of the Tales now published are variations,
though very interesting ones, from some of those in
the first series. Others are rather the harvest ot
popular experience than mythical tales; and on the
whole, the character of this volume is more jocose and
less poetical than that of its predecessor. In a word,
they are, many of them, what the Germans would call
“Schwinke.”

Of this kind are the Tales called “ The Charcoal-
Burner,” “Our Parish Clerk,” and “The Parson and
the Clerk.” In “Goody ’Gainst-the-Stream,” and
“Silly Men and Cunning Wives,” the reader skilled
in popular fiction will find two tales of Indian
origin, both of which are widespread in the folk-
‘ore of the West, and make their appearance in the
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Facetiee of Poggio. The Beast Epic, in which Jacob
Grimm so delighted, is largely represented, and the
stories of that kind in this volume are among the
best that have been collected. One of the most
mythical, and at the same time one of the most
domestic, stories of those now published is, perhaps,
“The Father of the Family,” which ought rather to
have been called “The Seventh, the Father of the
Family,” as it is not till the wayfarer has inquired
seven times from as many generations of old men
that he finds the real father of the family. Mr.
Ralston, the accomplished writer and editor of
“Russian Popular Tales,” has pointed out in an
article on these Norse Tales, which appeared in
Fraser's Magasine for December 1872, the probable
antiquity of this story, which he classes with the
Rigsmal of the Elder Edda. That it was known in
England two centuries ago, is proved by the curious
fact that it has got woven into the life of “Old
Jenkins,” whose mythical age, as well as that of
“Qld Parr,” Mr. Thoms has recently demolished in
his book on the “Longevity of Man.” The story as
quoted by Mr. Thoms, from Clarkson’s ¢ History
and Antiquities of Richmond,” in Yorkshire, is so
curious, that it is worth while to give it at length.
There had been some legal dispute in which the
evidence of Old Jenkins, as confessedly ‘‘the oldest
inhabitant,” was required, and the agent of Mrs,
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Wastell, one of the parties, went to visit the old
man. ‘“Previous to Jenkins going to York,” says
Mr. Clarkson, ““when the agent of Mrs. Wastell went
to him to find out what account he could give of
the matter in dispute, he saw an old man sitting at
the door, to whom he told his business. The old
man said ‘He could remember nothing about it, but
that he would find his father in the house, who
perhaps could satisfy him.” When he went in, he
saw another old man sitting over the fire, bowed
down with years, to whom he repeated his former
questions. With some difficulty he made him under-
stand what he had said, and after a little while got
the following answer, which surprised him very much:
‘That he knew nothing about it, but that if he would
go into the yard he would meet with his father, who
perhaps could tell him.” The agent upon this thought
that he had met with a race of Antediluvians. How-
ever into the yard he went, and, to his no small aston-
ishment, found a venerable man with a long beard,
and a broad leathern belt about him, chopping sticks.
To this man he again told his business, and received
such information as in the end recovered the royalty
in dispute. The fact is,” adds Mr. Thoms, ‘that
the story of Jenkins’ son and grandson is only a
Yorkshire version of the story as old or older than
Jenkins himself, namely, of the very old man who
was seen crying because his father had beaten him
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for throwing stones at his grandfather.” On which
it may be remarked, that however old Old Jenkins
may have been, this story has probably outlived as
many generations as popular belief gave years to his
life. Another old story is ‘‘Death and the Doctor,”
which centuries ago got entangled with the history
of the family of Bethune in Scotland, who were sup-
posed to possess an hereditary gift of leecheraft,
derived in the same way. ‘Friends in Life and
Death” is a Norse variation of Rip Van Winkle,
which is nothing more nor less than a Dutch popular
tale; while the lassie who won the prince by fulfilling
his conditions of coming to him “ not driving and not
riding, not walking and not carried, not fasting and
not full-fed, not naked and not clad, not by daylight
and not by night,”” has its variations in many lands.
It is no little proof of the wonderful skill of Hans
Christian Andersen, and at the same time of his power
to enter into the spirit of popular fiction, that he has
worked the tale of *“The Companion” into one of his
most happy stories.

In this volume, as in the former one, the translator,
while striving to be as truthful as possible, has in the
case of some characters adopted the English equivalent
rather than a literal rendering from the Norse. Thus
“Askpot” is still “Boots,” the youngest of the fumily,
on whom falls all the dirty work, and not “Cinder-
bob " or the Scottish ‘“ Ashiepet.” “ Tyrihans” he has
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?

rendered almost literally “Taper Tom,” the name
meaning not slender or limber Tom, but Tom who
sits in the ingle and makes tapers or matchwood of
resinous fir to be used instead of candles. Some of
the Tales, such as “The Charcoal-Burner,” “Our
Parish Clerk,” and “The Sheep and the Pig who set
up House,” are filled with proverbs which it was often
very difficult to render. On this and other points it
must be left to others to say whether he has succeeded
or not. But if his readers, young and old, will only
remember that things which seem easicst are often the
hardest to do, they will be as gentle readers as those
he desired to find for his first volume; and so long as
they are of that spirit, he is sure to be well pleased.
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TALES FROM THE F]JELD

Osborn’s Pipe

NCE on a time there was a
poor tenant-farmer who
had to give up his farm
to his landlord; but, if
he had lost his farm, he
had three sons left, and
)) their names were Peter,
Paul, and Osborn Boots.
They stayed at home
and sauntered about, and
wouldn't do a stroke of
work ; zhat they thought was the right thing to do.
They thought, too, they were too good for everything,
and that nothing was good enough for them,

At last Peter had got to hear how the king would
have a keeper to watch his hares; so he said to his
father that he would be off thither: the place would
just suit him, for he would serve no lower man than
the king; that was what he said. The old father

thought there might be work for which he was better
A




2 Tales from the Fjeld

fitted than that; for he that would keep the king's
hares must be light and lissom, and no lazy-bones,
and when the hares began to skip and frisk there
would be quite another dance than loitering about
from house to house. Well, it was all no good:
Peter would go, and must go, so he took his scrip
on his back, and toddled away down the hill; and
when he had gone far, and farther than far, he came

to an old wife, who stood there with her nose stuck
fast in a log of wood, and pulled and pulled at it; and
as soon as lie saw how she stood dragging and pulling
to get free he burst into a loud fit of Jaughter.

“Don’t stand there and grin,” said the old wife,
“but come and help an old cripple; I was to have
split asunder a little firewood, and I got my nosc fast
down here, and so I have stood and tugged and torn
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and not tasted a morsel of food for hundreds of years.”
That was what she said.

But for all that Peter laughed more and more.
He thought it all fine fun. All he said was, as she
had stood so for hundreds of years she might hold
out for hundreds of years still.

When he got to the king's grange, they took him
for keeper at once. It was not bad serving there,
and he was to have good food and good pay, and
maybe the princess into the bargain; but if one of
the- king’s hares got lost, they were to cut three red-
stripes out of his back and cast him into a pit of
snakes.

So long as Peter was in the byre and home-field
he kept all the hares in one flock: but as the day
wore on, and they got up into the wood, all the hares
began to frisk, and skip, and scuttle away up and
down the hillocks. Peter ran after them this way
and that, and nearly burst himself with running,
so long as he could make out that he had one of
them left, and when the last was gone he was almost
broken-winded. And after that he saw nothing more
of them.

When it drew towards evening he sauntered along
on his way home, and stood and called and called to
them at each fence, but no hares came; and when he
got home to the king’s grange, there stood the king
all ready with his knife, and he took and cut three
red stripes out of Peter’s back, and then rubbed pepper
and salt into them, and cast him into a pit of snakes.

After a time, Paul was for going to the king’s
grange to keep the king’s hares. The old gaffer said
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the same thing to him, and even still more; but he
must and would set off; there was no help for it,
and things went neither better nor worse with him
than with Peter. The old wife stood there and tugged
and tere at her nose to get it out of the log; he
laughed, and thought it fine fun, and left her standing
and hacking there. He got the place at once; no one
said him nay; but the hares hopped and skipped away
from him down all the hillocks, while he rushed about
till he blew and panted like a collie-dog in the dog-
days; and when he got home at night to the king’s
grange without a hare, the king stood ready with his
knife in the porch, and took and cut three broad red
stripes out of his back, and rubbed pepper and salt
into them, and so down he went into the pit of
snakes.

Now, when a little while had passed, Osborn Boots
was all for setting off to keep the king’s hares, and he
told his mind to the gaffer. He thought it would be
just the right work for him to go into the woods and
fields, and along the wild strawberry brakes, and to
drag a flock of hares with him, and between whiles to
lie and sleep and warm himself on the sunny hillsides.

The gaffer thought there might be work which
suited him better; if it didn’t go worse, it was sure not
to go better with him than with his two brothers. The
man to keep the king’s hares must not dawdle about
like a lazy-bones with leaden soles to his stockings,
or like a fly in a tar-pot; for when they fell to frisking
and skipping on the sunny slopes, it would be quite
another dance to catching fleas with gloves on. No;
he that would get rid of that work with a whole back
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had need to be more than lithe and lissom, and he
must fly about faster than a bladder or a bird’s wing.

“Well, well, it was all no good, however bad it
might be,” said Osborn Boots. He would go to the
king’s grange and serve the king, for no lesser man
would he serve, and he would soon keep the hares.
They couldn’t well be worse than the goat and calf at
home. So Boots threw his scrip on his shoulder, and
down the hill he toddled.

So when he had gone far, and farther than far,
and had begun to get right down hungry, he too came
to the old wife, who stood with her nose fast in the
log, who tugged, and tore, and tried to get loose.

“ Good-day, grandmother,” said Boots. ‘“Are you
standing there whetting your nose, poor old cripple
that you are ?” .

“Now, not a soul has called me ‘mother’ for hun-
dreds of years,” said the old wife. “ Do come and help
me to get free, and give me something to live on; for
I haven’t had meat in my mouth all that time. See
if I don’t do you a motherly turn afterwards.”

Yes; he thought she might well ask for a bit of
food and a drop of drink.

So he cleft the log for her, that she might get her
nose out of the split, and sat down to eat and drink
with her; and as the old wife had a good appetite,
you may fancy she got the lion’s share of the meal.

When they were done, she gave Boots a pipe,
which was in this wise: when he blew into one end
of it, anything that he wished away was scattered to
the four winds, and when he blew into the other, all
things gathered themselves together again; and if the
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pipe were lost or taken from him, he had only to wish
for it, and it came back to him.

“ Something like a pipe, this,” said Osborn Boots.

When he got to the king’s grange, they chose
him for keeper on the spot. It was no bad service
there, and food and wages he should have, and, if he
were man enough to keep the king's hares, he might,
perhaps, get the princess too; but if one of them got
away, if it were only a leveret, they were to cut three
red stripes out of his back. And the king was so sure
of this that he went off at once and ground his knife.

It would be a small thing to keep these hares,
thought Osborn Boots; for when they set out they
were almost as tame as a flock of sheep, and so long
as he was in the lane and in the home-field, he had
them all easily in a flock and following; but when they
got upon the hill by the wood, and it looked towards
midday, and the sun began to burn and shine on the
slopes and hillsides, all the hares fell to frisking and
skipping about, and away over the hills.

“Ho, ho! stop! will you all go? Go, then!” said
Boots; and he blew into one end of the pipe, so that
they ran off on all sides, and there was not one of them
left. But as he went on, and came to an old charcoal
pit, he blew into the other end of the pipe; and before
he knew where he was, the hares were all there, and
stood in lines and rows, so that he could take them all
in at a glance, just like a troop of soldiers on parade.
“Something like a pipe, this,” said Osborn Boots; and
with that he laid him down to sleep away under a sunny
slope, and the hares frisked and frolicked about till
eventide. Then he piped them all together again, and
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came down to the king’s grange with them, like a flock
of sheep.

The king and the queen, and the princess, too, all
stood in the porch, and wondered what sort of fellow
this was who so kept the hares that he brought them
home again; and the king told and reckoned them on
his fingers, and counted them over and over again;

but there was not one of them missing—no! not so
much as a leveret.

“ Something like a lad, this,” said the princess.

Next day he went off to the wood, and was to
keep the hares again; but as he lay and rested him-
self on a strawberry brake, they sent the maid after
him from the grange that she might find out how it
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was that he was man enough to keep the king's hares
so well.

So he took out the pipe and showed it her, and
then he blew into one end and made them fly like the
wind over all the hills and dales ; and then he blew into
the other end, and they all came scampering back to
the brake, and all stood in row and rank again.

“What a pretty pipe,” said the maid. She would
willingly give a hundred dollars for it, if he would sell
it, she said.

“Yes! it is something like a pipe,” said Osborn
Boots; ‘““and it was not to be had for money alone;
but if she would give him the hundred dollars, and a
kiss for each dollar, she should have it,” he said.

Well! why not ? of course she would ; she would will-
ingly give him two for each dollar, and thanks besides.

So she got the pipe; but when she had got as far
as the king's grange, the pipe was gone, for Osborn
Boots had wished for it back, and so, when it drew
towards eventide, home he came with his hares just
like any other flock of sheep; and for all the king’s
counting or telling, there was no help,—not a hair of
the hares was missing.

The third day that he kept the hares, they sent the
princess on her way to try and get the pipe from him.
She made herself as blithe as a lark, and she bade him
two hundred dollars if he would sell her the pipe and
tell her how she was to behave to bring it safe home
with her.

“Yes! yes! it is something like a pipe,” said Os-
born Boots; “and it was not for sale,” he said, “but
all the same, he would do it for her sake, if she would
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give him two hundred dollars, and a kiss into the bar-
gain for each dollar; then she might have the pipe.
If she wished to keep it, she must look sharp after it.
That was her look-out.”

“This is a very high price for a hare-pipe,” thought
the princess; and she made mouths at giving him the
kisses; ‘“but, after all,” she said, “it’s far away in the
wood, no one can see it or hear it
—it can’'t be helped; for I must
and will have the pipe.”

So when Osborn Boots had got
all he was to have, she got the
pipe, and off she went, and held
it fast with her fingers the whole
way; but when she came to the
grange, and was going to take it
out, it slipped through her fingers
and was gone!

Next day the queen would go
herself and fetch the pipe from
him. She made sure she would
bring the pipe back with her.

Now she was more stingy about the money, and
bade no more than fifty dollars; but she had to raise
her price till it came to three hundred. Boots said it
was something like a pipe, and it was no price at all;
still for her sake it might go, if she would give him
three hundred dollars, and a smacking kiss for each
dollar into the bargain; then she might have it. And
he got the kisses well paid, for on that part of the bar-
gain she was not so squeamish.

So when she had got the pipe, she both bound it
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fast, and looked after it well; but she was nc. a hair
better off than the others, for when she was going to
pull it out at home, the pipe was gone; and at even
down came Osborn Boots, driving the king’s hares
home for all the world like a flock of tame sheep.

“TIt is all stuff,” said the king; “I see I must set
off myself, if we are to get this wretched pipe from
him; there's no other help for it, I can see.” And
when Osborn Boots had got well into the woods next
day with the hares, the king stole after him, and found
him lying ou the same sunny hillside, where the women
had tried their hands on him.

Well! they were good friends and very happy;
and Osborn Boots showed him the pipe, and blew
first on one end and then on the other, and the king
thought it a pretty pipe, and wanted at last to buy it,
even though he gave a thousand dollars for it.

“Yes! it is something like a pipe,” said Boots, ‘“ and
it's not to be had for money ; but do you see that white
horse yonder down there ?” and he pointed away into
the wood.

“See it! of course I see it; it's my own horse
‘Whitey,” said the king. No one had need to tell him
that.

“Well! if you will give me a thousand dollars, and
then go and kiss yon white horse down in the marsh
there, behind the big fir-tree, you shall have my pipe.”

“Isn’t it to be had for any other price ? " asked the
king.

“No, it is not,” said Osborn.

“Well! but I may put my silken pocket-handker-
chief between us ?” said the king.



NS

d,

)
0

)
2

r‘-lé{./) 1, i \ ’ﬁ;;?""
s 4

A

R R B .
oo o7, b e et et
B AN S e N
. CarS 2
LA A (e
\l - =4
» =z ”,«\}/, r

J
S
P i R — \
G S b S =
RPE A7 8 b W el sy As v/
N 5O oo o = :
oo 0

“ The queen would go herself and fetch the pipe.”—Page g/






Osborn’s Pipe 13

“Very good; he might have leave to do that.” And
so he got the pipe, and put it into his purse. And the
purse he put into his pocket, and buttoned it up tight ;
and so off he strode to his home. But when he reached
the grange,and was
going to pull out
his pipe, he fared
no better than the
women folk; he
hadn’t the pipe any
more than they,and
there came Osborn
Boots driving home
the flock of hares,
and not a hair was
missing.

The king was
both spiteful and
wroth, to think
that he had fooled
them all round, and
cheated him out of
the pipe as well;
and now he said Boots must lose his life, there was no
question of it, and the queen said the same: it was
best to put such a rogue out of the way red-handed.

Osborn thought it neither fair nor right, for he
had done nothing but what they told him to do; and
so he had guarded his back and life as best he might.

So the king said there was no help for it; but if
he could lie the great brewing-vat so full of lies that
it ran over, then he might keep his life.
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That was neither a long nor perilous piece ot
work: he was quite game to do that, said Osborn
Boots. So he began to tell how it had all happened
from the very first. He told about the old wife and
her nose in the log, and then he went on to say, “ Well,
but I must lie faster if the vat is to be full.” So he
went on to tell of the pipe and how he got it; and of
the maid, how she came to him and wanted to buy
it for a hundred dollars, and of all the kisses she had to
give besides, away there in the wood. Then he told of
the princess how she came and kissed him so sweetly
for the pipe when no one could see or hear it all
away there in the wood. Then he stopped and said,
“ must lie faster if the vat is ever to be full.” So he
told of the queen, how close she was about the money
and how overflowing she was with her smacks. ‘You
know I must lie hard to get the vat full,” said Osborn.

“For my part,” said the queen, “I think it's pretty
full already.”

“No! no! itisn't,” said the king.

So he fell to telling how the king came to him, and
about the white horse down on the marsh, and how, if
the king was to have the pipe, he must—‘Yes, your
majesty, if the vat is ever to be full | must go on and
lie hard,” said Osborn Boots.

“Hold! hold, lad! It’s full to the brim,” roared out
the king; ‘“don’t you see how it is foaming over ?”

So both the king and the queen thought it best
he should have the princess to wife and half the king-
dom. There was no help for it.

“That was something like a pipe,” said Osborn
Boots.



The Haunted Mill

by the side of a force, and in the mill there

ONCE on a time there was a man who had a mill

was a brownie. Whether the man, as is the
custom in most places, gave the brownie porridge and
ale at Yule to bring grist to the mill, I can’t say, but
I don’t think he did, for every time he turned the

water on the mill, the brownie
took hold of the spindle and
stopped the mill, so that he
couldn’t grind a sack.

The man knew well enough
it was all the brownie’s work,
and at last one evening, when
he went into the mill, he took
a pot full of pitch and tar, and
lit a fire under it. Well ! when
he turned the water on the
wheel, it went round awhile,
but soon after it made a dead
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stop. So he turned, and twisted, and put his shoulder
to the top of the wheel, but it was all no good. Dy
this time the pot of pitch was boiling hot, and then he
opened the trap-door which opened on to the ladder
that went down into the wheel, and if he didn't see

oS
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the brownie standing on the steps of the ladder with
his jaws all a-gape, and he gaped so wide that his
mouth filled up the whole trap-door.

“Did you ever see such a wide mouth ?” said the
brownie.

But the man was handy with his pitch. He caught
up the pot and threw it, pitch and all, into the gaping
jaws.

“Did you ever feel such hot pitch ?”

Then the brownie let the wheel go, and yelled and
howled frightfully. Since then he has been never
known to stop the wheel in that mill, and there they
grind in peace.



Another Haunted Mill

NCE on a time there was a mill ; this mill was
O not in these parts, it was somewhere up the

country; but wherever it was, north of the
Fells or south of the Fells, it was not canny. No
one could grind a grain of corn in it for weeks to-
gether, when something came and haunted it. But
the worst was that, besides haunting ‘it, the trolls,
or whatever they were, took to burning the mill down.
Two Whitsun-eves running it had caught fire and
burned to the ground.

Well, the third year, as Whitsuntide was drawing
on, the man had a tailor in his house hard by the mill,
who was making Sunday-clothes for the miller.

“1 wonder, now,” said the man on Whitsun-eve,
“whether the mill will burn down this Whitsuntide,
too ?”

“No, it shan’t,” said the tailor. *Why should it?
Give me the keys: I'll watch the mill.”

‘Well, the man thought that brave, and so, as the
evening drew on, he gave the tailor the keys, and
showed him into the mill. It was empty, you know,
for it was just new-built, and so the tailor sat down
in the middle of the floor, and took out his chalk and

chalked a great circle round about him, and outside
17 B
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the ring all round he wrote the Lord’s Prayer, and
when he had done that he wasn’t afraid—no, not if
Old Nick himself came.

So at dead of night the door flew open with a
bang, and there came in such a swarm of black cats
you couldn’t count them; they were as thick as ants.
They were not long before they had put a big pot
on the fireplace and set light under it, and the pot
began to boil and bubble, and as for the broth, it
was for all the world like pitch and tar.

“Ha! ha!” thought the tailor, ‘“that’s your game,
isit!”

And he had hardly thought this before one of the
cats thrust her paw under the pot and tried to up-
set it.

“Paws off, pussy,” said the tailor, “you’ll burn
your whiskers.”

“Hark to the tailor, who says ‘Paws off, pussy,’
to me,” said the cat to the other cats, and in a trice
they all ran away from the fireplace, and began to
dance and jump round the circle; and then all at
once the same cat stole off to the fireplace and tried
to upset the pot.

“Paws off, pussy, you'll burn your whiskers,”
bawled out the tailor again, and again he scared them
from the fireplace.

“Hark to the tailor, who says ‘Paws off, pussy,””
said the cat to the others, and again they all began
to dance and jump round the circle, and then all at
once they were off again to the pot, trying to upset it.

“Paws off, pussy, you'll burn your whiskers,”
screamed out the tailor the third time, and this time
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he gave them such a fright that they tumbled head
over heels on the floor, and began dancing and jump-
ing as before.

Then they closed round the circle, and danced
faster and faster: so fast at last that the tailor’s
head began to turn round, and they glared at him
with such big ugly eyes, as though they would
swallow him up alive.

Now just as they were at the fastest, the same

cat which had tried so often to upset the pot, stuck
her paw inside the circle, as though she meant to
claw the tailor. But as soon as the tailor saw that,
he drew his knife out of the sheath and held it ready ;
just then the cat thrust her paw in again, and in a
trice the tailor chopped it off, and then, pop! all the
cats took to their heels as fast as they could, with
yells and caterwauls, right out at the door.

But the tailor lay down inside his circle, and slept
till the sun shone bright in upon the floor. Then
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he rose, locked the mill, and went away to the miller’s
house.

When he got there, both the miller and his wife
were still abed, for you know it was Whitsunday
morning.

“Good morning,” said the tailor, as he went to the
bedside, and held out his hand to the miller.

“Good morning,” said the miller, who was both
glad and astonished to see the tailor safe and sound,
you must know.

“Good morning, mother!” said the tailor, and held
out his hand to the wife.

“Good morning,” said she; but she looked so wan
and worried ; and as for her hand, she hid it under
the quilt; but at last she stuck out the left. Then the
tailor saw plainly how things stood, but what he said
to the man and what was done to the wife, I never
heard.



NCE on a time there was
a poor woman who lived
in a tumble-down hut
far away in the wood.
Little had she to eat,
and nothing at all to
burn, and so she sent
a little boy she had out
into the wood to gather
fuel. He ran and jumped, and jumped and ran, to
kecp himself warm, for it was a cold grey autumn
day, and every time he found a bough or a root for
his billet, he had to beat his arms across his breast,
for his fists were as red as the cranberries over
which he walked, for very cold. So when he had got
his billet of wood and was off home, he came upon

2T
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a clearing of stumps on the hillside, and there he
saw a white crooked stone.

““Ah! you poor old stone,” said the boy; “how
white and wan you are! Tl be bound you are
frozen to death;” and with that he took off his jacket
and laid it on the stone. So when he got home with
his billet of wood his mother asked what it all meant
that he walked about in wintry weather in his shirt-
sleeves. Then he told her how he had seen an old
crooked stone which was all whife and wan for frost,
and how he had given it his jacket.

“What a fool you are!” said his mother; “do you
think a stone can freeze? But even if it froze till it
shook again, know this—every one is nearest to his
own self. It costs quite enough to get clothes to your
back, without your going and hanging them on stones
in the clearings ;" and as she said that, she huxted the
boy out of the house to fetch his jacket.

So when he came where the stone stood, lo! it
had turned itself and lifted itself up on one side from
the ground. “Yes! yes! this is since you got the
jacket, poor old thing,” said the boy.

But when he looked a little closer at the stone,
he saw a money-box, full of bright silver, under it.

“ This is stolen money, no doubt,” thought the boy;
‘“no one puts money, come by honestly, under a stone
away in the wood.”

So he took the money-box and bore it down to a tarn
hard by and threw the whole hoard into the tarn; but
one silver penny-piece floated on the top of the water.

“Ah! ah! that is honest,” said the lad; “for what
is honest never sinks.”



The Honest Penny 23

So he took the silver penny and went home with
it and his jacket. Then he told his mother how it had
all happened, how the stone had turned itself, and
how he had found a money-box full of silver money,
which he had thrown out into the tarn because it was
stolen money, and how one silver penny floated on
the top.

“That I took,” said the boy, ‘because it was
honest.”

“You are a born fool,” said his mother, for she was
very angry; ‘‘were naught else honest than what floats
on water, there wouldn’t be much honesty in the
world. And even though the money were stolen ten
times over, still you had found it; and I tell you again
what I told you before, every one is nearest to his
own self. Had you only taken that money we might
have lived well and happy all our days. But a ne'er-
do-weel thou art, and a ne’er-do-weel thou wilt be,
and now I won’t drag on any longer toiling and moiling
for thee. Be off with thee into the world and earn
thine own bread.”

So the lad had to go out into the wide world,
and he went both far and long secking a place. But
wherever he came, folk thought him too little and
weak, and said they could put him to no use. At
last he came to a merchant, and there he got leave
to be in the kitchen and carry in wood and water for
the cook. Well, after he had been there a long time,
the merchant had to make a journey into foreign
lands, and so he asked all his servants what he
should buy and bring home for each of them. So,
when all had said what they would have, the turn
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came to the scullion too, who brought in wood and
water for the cook. Then he held out his penny.

“Well, what shall I buy with this ?” asked the
merchant; “there won’t be much time lost over this
bargain.”

‘“Buy what I can get for it. It is honest, that I
know,” said the lad.

That his master gave his word to do, and so he
sailed away.

So when the merchant had unladed his ship
and laded her again in foreign lands, and bought
what he had promised his servants to buy, he came
down to his ship, and was just going to shove off
from the wharf. Then all at once it came into his
head that the scullion had sent out a silver penny
with him, that he might buy something for him.

“Must I go all the way back to the town for the
sake of a silver penny? One would then have small
gain in taking such a beggar into one’s house,” thought
the merchant.

Just then an old wife came walking by with a bag
at her back.

“What have you got in your bag, mother ?” asked
the merchant.

“Oh! nothing else than a cat. I can’t afford to
teed it any longer, so I thought I would throw it into
the sea, and make away with it,” answered the woman.

Then the merchant said to himself, * Didn’t the lad
say I was to buy what I could get for his penny?”
So he asked the old wife if she would take four
farthings for her cat. Yes! the goody was not slow
to say ‘‘done,” and so the bargain was soon struck.
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Now when the merchant had sailed a bit, fearful
weather fell on him, and such a storm, there was
nothing for it but to drive and drive till he did not
know whither he was going. At last he came to a
land on which he had never set foot before, and so
up he went into the town.

At the inn where he turned in, the board was laid
with a rod for each man who sat at it. The merchant
thought it very strange, for he couldn’t at all make
out what they were to do with all these rods; but
he sat him down, and thought he would watch well
what the others did, and do like them. Well! as
soon as the meat was set on the board, he saw well
enough what the rods meant; for out swarmed mice in
thousands, and each one who sat at the board had
to take to his rod and flog and flap about him, and
naught else could be heard than one cut of the rod
harder than the one which went before it. Sometimes
they whipped one another in the face, and just gave
themselves time to say, “ Beg pardon,” and then at it
again.

“Hard work to dine in this land!” said the mer-
chant. “But don'’t folk keep cats here ?”

“Cats ?” they all asked, for they did not know what
cats were.

So the merchant sent and fetched the cat he had
bought for the scullion, and as soon as the cat got on the
table, off ran the mice to their holes, and folks had never
in the memory of man had such rest at their meat.

Then they begged and prayed the merchant to sell
them the cat, and at last, after a long, long time, he
pronused to let them have it; but he would bave a
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hundred dollars for it; and that sum thcy gave and
thanks besides.

So the merchant sailed off again; but he had scarce
got good sca-room before he saw the cat sitting up at
the mainmast head, and all at once again came foul
weather and a storm worse than the first, and he
drove and drove till he got to a country where he had
never been before. The merchant went up to an inn,
and hcre, too, the board was spread
with rods; but they were much bigger
and longer than the first. And, to
tell the truth, they had need to be;

for here the mice were many

more, and every mouse was
twice as big as those he
had before seen.
So he sold the cat
again, and this time
he got two hundred dol-
lars for it, and that without
any haggling.

So when he had sailed away from

that land and got a bit out at sea,
there sat Grimalkin again at the masthead; and the
bad weather began at once again, and the end of it
was, he was again driven to a land where he had
never been before.

He went ashore, up to the town, and turned into an
inn. There, too, the board was laid with rods, but
every rod was an ell and a half long, and as thick as a
small broom; and the folk said that to sit at meat was
the hardest trial they had, for therc were thousands of
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big ugly rats, so that it was only with sore toil and
trouble one could get a morsel into one’s mouth, "twas
such hard work to keep off the rats. So the cat had to
be fetched up from the ship once more, and then folks
got their food in peace. Then they all begged and
prayed the merchant, for heaven’s sake, to sell them
his cat. For a long time he said ““No;” but at last he
gave his word to take three hundred dollars for it.
That sum they paid down at once, and thanked him
and blessed him for it into the bargain.

Now, when the merchant got out to sea, he fell a-
thinking how much the lad had made out of the penny
he had sent out with him.

“Yes, yes, some of the money he shall have,” said
the merchant to himself, “but not all. Me it is that
he has to thank for the cat I bought; and besides,
every man is nearest to his own self.”

But as soon as ever the merchant thought this, such
a storm and gale arose that every one thought the ship
must founder. So the merchant saw there was no
help for it, and he had to vow that the lad should have
every penny ; and no sooner had he vowed this vow,
than the weather turned good, and he got a snoring
breeze fair for home.

So, when he got to land, he gave the lad the six hun-
dred dollars, and his daughter besides; for now the
little scullion was just as rich as his master, the mer-
chant, and even richer; and, after that, the lad lived
all his days in mirth and jollity ; and he sent for his
mother, and treated her as well as or better than he
treated himself; “for,” said the lad, “I don’t think that
every oue is uearest to his own self.”



The Death of Chanticleer

"% NCE on a time there was
. a Cock and a Hen, who
. walked out into the field,
.‘ and scratched, and scraped,
* and scrabbled. All at once
Chanticleer found a burr of
hop, and Partlet found a
barleycorn; and they said
they would make malt and
brew Yule ale.

“Oh! I pluck barley,
and I malt malt, and I brew
ale, and the ale is good,”
cackled dame Partlet.

“Is the wort strong enough?” crew Chanticleer,
and as he crowed he flew up on the edge of the cask,
and tried to have a taste; but, just as he bent over
to drink a drop, he took to flapping his wings, and so
he fell head over heels into the cask, and was drowned.

When dame Partlet saw that, she clean lost her
wits, and flew up into the chimney-corner, and fell
a-screaming and screeching out.  ““Harm in the house!
narm in the house!” she screeched out all in a breath,
and there was no stopping I;er.

2
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“What ails you, dame Partlet, that you sit there
sobbing and sighing ?’’ said the Handquern.

“\Why not,” said dame Partlet, “when goodman
Chanticleer has fallen into the cask and drowned him-
self, and lies dead ? That’s why I sigh and sob.”

“Well, if [ can do naught else, I will grind and
groan,” said the Handquern ; and so it fell to grinding
as fast as it could.

When the Chair heard that, it said—

“What ails you, Handquern, that you grind and
groan so fast and oft ?”

“Why not, when goodman Chanticleer has fallen
into the cask and drowned himself; and dame Partlet
sits in the ingle and sighs and sobs? That's why I
grind and groan,” said the Handquern.

“If 1 can do naught else I will crack,” said the
Chair; and with that he fell to creaking and cracking.

When the Door heard that, it said—

“What's the matter? Why do you creak and
crack so, Mr. Chair ?"”

“Why not?” said the Chair ; ‘“ goodman Chanticleer
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has fallen into the cask and drowned himself; dame
Partlet sits in the ingle sighing and sobbing; and the
Handquern grinds and groans. That’'s why I creak
and crackle, and croak and crack.”

“Well,” said the Door, “if I can do naught else, 1
can rattle and bang, and whistle and slam ;" and with
that it began to open and shut, and bang and slam,
it deaved one to hear, and all one’s teeth chattered.

All this the Stove heard, and it opened its mouth
and called out—

“Door ! Door! why all this slamming and banging ? "

“Why not,” said the Door, ‘ when goodman Chanti-
cleer has fallen into the cask and drowned himself;
dame Partlet sits in the ingle sighing and sobbing;
the Handquern grinds and groans; and the Chair
creaks and cracks. That's why I bang and slam.”

“Well,” said the Stove, “if I can do naught else,
I can smoulder and smoke ;" and so it fell a-smoking
and steaming till the room was all in a cloud.

The Axe saw this as it stood outside, and peeped
with its shaft through the window.

“What’s all this smoke about, Mrs. Stove?"” said
the Axe in a sharp voice.

“Why not,” said the Stove, ‘‘when goodman
Chanticleer has fallen into the cask and drowned
himself; dame Partlet sits in the ingle sighing and
sobbing ; the Handquern grinds and groans; the Chair
creaks and cracks; and the Door bangs and slams.
That’s why I smoke and steam.”

“Well, if I can do naught else, I can rive and rend,
said the Axe; and with that it fell to riving and
rending all around about.
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This the Aspen stood by and saw.

“Why do you rive and rend everything so, Mr.
Axe ?” said the Aspen.

“Goodman Chanticleer has fallen into the ale-cask
and drowned himself,” said the Axe; ‘“dame Partlet
sits in the ingle sighing and sobbing; the Handquern
grinds and groans; the Chair creaks and cracks; the
Door slams and bangs; and the Stove smokes and
steams. That’s why I rive and rend all about.”

“Well, if I can do naught else,” said the Aspen,
“1 can quiver and quake in all my leaves;” so it grew
all of a quake.

The Birds saw this, and twittered out—

“Why do you quiver and quake, Miss Aspen ?”

“ Goodman Chanticleer has fallen into the ale-cask
and drowned himself,” said the Aspen, with a trembling
voice; ‘‘dame Partlet sits in the ingle sighing and
sobbing; the Handquern grinds and groans; the
Chair creaks and cracks; the Door slams and bangs,
the Stove steams and smokes; and the Axe rives and
rends. That's why I quiver and quake.”

“Well, if we can do naught else, we will pluck
off all our feathers,” said the Birds; and with that
they fell a-pilling and plucking themselves till the
room was full of feathers.

This the Master stood by and saw, and, when the
feathers flew about like fun, he asked the Birds—

“Why do you pluck off all your feathers, you
Birds ?”

“Oh! goodman Chanticleer has tallen into the ale-
cask and drowned himself,” twittered out the Birds;
““dame Partlet sits sighing and sobbing in the ingle
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the Handquern grinds and groans; the Chair creaks
and cracks; the Door slams and bangs; the Stove
smokes and steams; the Axe rives and rends; and
the Aspen quivers and quakes. That's why we are
pilling and plucking all our feathers off.”

“Well, if I can do nothing else, I can tear the
brooms asunder,” said the man; and with that he fell
tearing and tossing the brooms till the birch-twigs
flew about east and west.

The goody stood cooking porridge for supper, and
saw all this.

“Why, man!” she called out, “what are you tear-
ing the brooms to bits for?”

“Oh!” said the man, ‘“goodman Chanticleer has
fallen into the ale-vat and drowned himself; dame
Partlet sits sighing and sobbing in the ingle; the
Handquern grinds and groans; the Chair cracks and
creaks; the Door slams and bangs; the Stove smokes
and steams; the Axe rives and rends; the Aspen
quivers and quakes; the Birds are pilling and pluck-
ing all their feathers off; and that’'s why I am tearing
the besoms to bits.”

“So, so!” said the goody; *‘then I'll dash the
porridge over all the walls,” and she did it; for she
took one spoonful after the other, and dashed it
against the walls, so that no one could see what
they were made of for very porridge.

That was how they drank the burial ale after
goodman Chanticleer, who fell into the brewing-vat
and was drowned; and, if you don't believe it, you
may set off thither and have a taste both of the ale
and the porridge.



The Greedy Cat

NCE on a time there was a man who had a
O cat, and she was so awfully big, and such a

beast to eat, he couldn’t keep her any longer.
So she was to go down to the river with a stone
round her neck, but before she started she was to
have a meal of meat. So the goody set before her
a bowl of porridge and a little trough of fat. That
she crammed into her, and ran off and jumped through
the window. Outside stood the goodman by the barn
door threshing.

“Good day, goodman,” said the cat.
33 c
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“Good day, pussy,’
had any food to-day ?”

““Oh, I've had a little, but I'm ’most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge and a trough
of fat—and, now 1 think of it, I'll take you too,” and
so she took the goodman and gobbled him up.

When she had done that, she went into the byre,
and there sat the goody milking.

“Good day, goody,” said the cat.

“Good day, pussy,” said the goody; ‘“are you here,
and have you eaten up your food yet ?"”

“Oh, I've eaten a little to-day, but I'm ’most fast-
” said pussy; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge,
and a trough of fat, and the goodman—and, now I
think of it, I'll take you too,” and so she took the
goody and gobbled her up.

“Good day, you cow at the manger,” said the cat
to Daisy the cow.

“Good day, pussy,” said the bell-cow; ‘“have you
had any food to-day ?”

“ Oh, I've had a little, but I'm ’most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘“I've only had a bowl of porridge, and a
trough of fat, and the goodman, and the goody—and,
now I think of it, I'll take you too,” and so she took
the cow and gobbled her up.

Then off she set up into the home-field, and there
stood a man picking up leaves.

“Good day, you leaf-picker in the field,” said the
cat.

“ Good day, pussy; have you had anything to eat
to-day ?” said the leaf-picker.

“(Qh, I've had a hittle, but I'm 'most fasting,” said

said the goodman; “have you

ing,



The Greedy Cat 35

the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and Daisy the
cow—and, now I think of it, I'll take you too.” So
she took the leaf-picker and gobbled him up.

Then she came to a heap of stones, and there
stood a stoat and peeped out.

““Good day, Mr. Stoat of Stoneheap,” said the cat.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything
to eat to-day ?”

““Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘“it was only a bowl of
porridge, and a trough of fat,
and the goodman, and the goody,
and the cow, and the leaf-picker
—and, now I think of it, I'll
take you too.” So she took the
stoat and gobbled him up.

When she had gone a bit
farther, she came to a hazel-
brake, and there sat a squirrel
gathering nuts.

“Good day, Sir Squirrel of
the Brake,” said the cat.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything
to eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; “it was only a bowl of porridge, and a
trough of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and
the cow, and the leaf-picker, and the stoat—and, now
I think of it, I'll take you tco.” So she took the
squirrel and gobbled him up.

When she had gone a little farther, she saw Reynard
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the Fox, who was prowling about by the wood-
side.

““Good day, Reynard Slyboots,” said the cat.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything
to eat to-day ?”

“QOh, I’'ve had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a
trough of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and
the cow, and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the
squirrel—and, now I think of it, Ill take you too.”
So she took Reynard and gobbled him up.

When she had gone a while farther she met Long
Ears the Hare.

“ Good day, Mr. Hopper the Hare,” said the cat.

Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything
to eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel,
and the fox—and, now 1 think of it, I'll take you too.”
So she took the hare and gobbled him up.

When she had gone a bit farther she met a wolf.

“Good day, you Greedy Greylegs,” said the
cat.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything
to eat to-day ?”

“QOh, I’ve had a little, but I’'m ’'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel,
and the fox and the hare—and, now 1 think of it, I
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may as well take you too.” So she took and gobbled
up Greylegs too.

So she went on into the wood, and when she had
gone far and farther than far, o'er hill and dale, she
met a bear-cub.

“Good day, you bare-breeched bear,” said the cat.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy,” said the bear-cub; ‘“have
you had anything to eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel, and
the fox, and the hare, and the wolf—and, now I think
of it, I may as well take you too,” and so she took the
bear-cub and gobbled him up.

When the cat had gone a bit farther, she met a
she-bear, who was tearing away at a stump till the
splinters flew, so angry was she at having lost her cub,

“Good day, you Mrs. Bruin,” said the cat.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything to
eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; “it was only a bowl of porridge, and a
trough of fat, and the goodman, and the goody,
and the cow, and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and
the squirrel, and the fox, and the hare, and the wolf,
and the bear-cub—and, now I think of it, I'll take
you too,” and so she took Mrs. Bruin and gobbled
her up too.

When the cat got still farther on, she met Baron
Bruin himself,

‘“ Good day, you Baron Bruin,” said the cat.
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“Good day, Mrs. Pussy,” said Bruin; “have you
had anything to eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel, and
the fox, and the hare, and the wolf, and the bear-cub,
and the she-bear—and, now I think of it, I'll take you
too,” and so she took Bruin and ate him up too.

So the cat went on and on, and farther than far, till
she came to the abodes of men again, and there she
met a bridal train on the road.

“Good day, you bridal train on the king’s high-
way,” said she.

““Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything
to eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; “it was only a bow! of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel, and
the fox, and the hare, and the wolf, and the bear-cub,
and the she-bear, and the he-bear—and, now I think
of it, I'll take you too,” and so she rushed at them, and
gobbled up both the bride and bridegroom, and the
whole train, with the cook and the fiddler, and the
horses and all.

When she had gone still farther, she came to a
church, and there she met a funeral.

“Good day, you funeral train,” said she.

“Good day, Mrs. Pussy ; have you had anything to
eat to-day?”

“QOh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
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the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trougb
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel, and
the fox, and the hare, and the wolt, and the bear-cub,
and the she-bear, and the he-bear, and the bride and
bridegroom, and the whole train—and, now, I don’t
mind if I take you too,” and so she fell on the funeral
train and gobbled up both the body and the bearers.

Now when the cat had got the body in her, she was
taken up to the sky, and when she had gone a long,
long way, she met the moon.

“ Good day, Mrs. Moon,” said the cat.

““Good day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything to
eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm ’most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel, and
the fox, and the hare, and the wolf, and the bear-cub,
and the she-bear, and the he-bear, and the bride and
bridegroom, and the whole train, and the funeral train—
and, now I think of it, I don’t mind if I take you too,”
and so she seized hold of the moon, and gobbled her
up, both new and full.

So the cat went a long way still, and then she met
the sun.

“ Good day, you Sun in heaven.”

“Good-day, Mrs. Pussy,” said the sun; ‘“have you
had anything to eat to-day ?”

“Oh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting,” said
the cat; ‘it was only a bowl of porridge, and a trough
of fat, and the goodman, and the goody, and the cow,
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and the leaf-picker, and the stoat, and the squirrel, and
the fox, and the hare, and the wolf, and the bear-cub,
and the she-bear, and the he-bear, and the bride and
bridegroom, and the whole train, and the funeral train,
and the moon—and, now I think of it, I don’t mind if I
take you too,” and so she rushed at the sun in heaven
and gobbled him up.

So the cat went far and farther than far, till she came
to a bridge, and on it she met a big billy-goat.

“Good day, you Billy-goat on Broad-bridge,” said
the cat.

“ Good-day, Mrs. Pussy; have you had anything to
eat to-day ?” said the billy-goat.

“Qh, I've had a little, but I'm 'most fasting ; I’ve only
had a bowl of porridge, and a trough of fat, and the
goodman, and the goody in the byre, and Daisy the
cow at the manger, and the leaf-picker in the home-
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field, and Mr. Stoat of Stoneheap, and Sir Squirrel of
the Brake, and Reynard Slyboots, and Mr. Hopper
the hare, and Greedy Greylegs the welf, and Bare-
breech the bear-cub, and Mrs. Bruin, and Baron Bruin,
and a bridal train on the king’s highway, and a funeral
at the church, and Lady Moon in the sky, and Lord
Sun in heaven—and, now I think of it, I'll take you
t0o.”

“That we'll fight about,” said the billy-goat, and
butted at the cat till she fell right over the bridge into
the river, and there she burst.

So they all crept out one after the other, and went
about their business, and were just as good as ever,
all that the cat had gobbled up. The goodman of
the house, and the goody in the byre, and Daisy the
cow at the manger, and the leaf-picker in the home-
field, and Mr. Stoat of Stoneheap, and Sir Squirrel
of the Brake, and Reynard Slyboots, and Mr. Hopper
the hare, and Greedy Greylegs the wolf, and Bare-
breech the bear-cub, and Mrs. Bruin, and Baron Bruin,
and the bridal train on the highway, and the funeral
train at the church, and Lady Moon in the sky, and
Lord Sun in heaven.



Grumblegizzard

NCE on a time there were five goodies, who
were all reaping in a field; they were all child-
less, and all wished to have a bairn. All at

once they set eyes on a strangely big goose-egg,
almost as big as a man’s head.

“T saw it first,” said one.

“1 saw it just as socn as you,” screamed another.

“Heaven help me, but I will have it,” swore the
third ; “I was the first to see it.”

So they flocked round it and squabbled so much
about the egg that they were tearing one another’s
hair. But at last they agreed that they would own

it in common, all five of them, and each was to sit on
42
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it in turn like a goose, and so hatch the gosling. The
first lay sitting eight days, and sat and sat, but nothing
came of it; meanwhile the others had to drag atout
to find food both for themselves and her. At last
one of them began to scold her.

“Well,” said the one that sat, “you did not chip
the egg yourself before you could cry, not you; but
this egg, 1 think, has something in it, for it seems
to me to mumble, and this is what it says, ‘ Ierrings

and brose, porridge and milk, all at once.’ And now
you may come and sit for eight days too, and we will
change and change about and get food for you.”

So when all five had sat on it eight days, the fifth
heard plainly that there was a gosling in the egg,
which screeched out, *“ Herrings and brose, porridge
and milk.” So she picked a hole in it, but instead
of a gosling out came a man child, and awfully ugly
it was, with a big head and little body. And the
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first thing it bawled out when it chipped the egg was,
““Herrings and brose, porridge and milk.”

So they called it “ Grumblegizzard.”

Ugly as it was, they were still glad to have it, at
first; but it was not long before it got so greedy that
it ate up all the meat in their house. When they
boiled a kettle of soup or a pot of porridge, which they
thought would be enough for all six, it tossed it all
down its own throat. So they would not keep it any
longer.

“I've not known what it is to have a full meal since
this changeling crept out of the egg-shell,” said one
of them, and when Grumblegizzard heard all the rest
were of the same mind, he said he was quite willing
to be off. If they did not care for him, he didn’t care
for them ; and with that he strode off trom the farm.

After a long time he came to a farmer’'s house,
which lay in a stone country, and there he asked for
a place. Well, they wanted a labourer, and the good-
man set him to pick up stones off the field. Yes!
Grumblegizzard gathered the stones from the field,
and he took them so big that there were many horse-
loads in them, and whether they were big or little,
he stuffed them all into his pocket. ’Twas not long
before he was done with that work, and then he
wanted to know what he was to do next.

“I've told you to pluck out the stones from the
field,” said the goodman; “you can’t be done before
you begin, I trow.”

But Grumblegizzard turned out his pockets and
threw the stones in a heap. Then the goodman saw
that he had done his work, and felt he ought to keep a
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workman who was so strorg. He had better come
in and have something to eat, he said. Grumble-
gizzard thought so tno, and he alone ate all that was
ready for the master and mistress and for the servants,
and after all he was not half full.

“That was a man and a half to work, but a fearful
fellow to eat, too; there was no stopping him,” said
the goodman. “Such a labourer would eat a poor
farmer out of house and home before one could turn
round.”

So he told him he had no more work for him. He
had best be off to the king’s grange.

Then Grumblegizzard strode on to the king, and
got a place at once. In the king's grange there was
enough both of work and food. He was to be odd
man, and help the lasses to bring in wood and water,
and other small jobs. So he asked what he was to
do first.

“QOh, if you would be so good as to chop us a little
firewood.”

Yes. Grumblegizzard fell to chopping and hewing
till the splinters flew about him. ’'Twas not long
before he had chopped up all that there was, both
of firewood and timber, both planks and beams; and
when he had done, he came back and asked what he
was to do now.

“Go on chopping wood,” they said.

““There’s no more left to chop,” said he.

“That couldn’t be true,” said the king’s grieve, and
he went and looked out in the wood-yard. But it was
quite true: Grumblegizzard had chopped everything
up; he had made firewood both of sawn planks and
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hewn beams. That was bad work the grieve said, and
he told him he should not taste a morsel of food till
he had gone into the forest and cut down as much
timber as he lad chopped up into firewood.
Grumblegizzard went off to the smithy, and got the
smith to help him to make an axe of fifteen
,/" /" pounds of iron; and so he went into the
j/ forest and began to clear it; down toppled
tall spruces and firs fit for
‘ masts. Everything went down
that hefound either
on the king's or
his neighbour’s
ground ; he did not
stay to top or lop
them, and there
they lay like so -
many windfalls.
Then he laid a good
load on a sledge,
and put all the
horses to it, but
they could not stir
the load from the
spot, and when he
took them by the
heads and wished to set them a-going, he pulled their
heads off. Then he tumbled the horses out of the
traces on to the ground, and drew the load home by
himself.
When he came down to the king’s grange, the king
and his wood-grieve stood in the gallery to take him

7'
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to task for having been so wasteful in the forest—the
wood-grieve had been up to see what he was at—but
when Grumblegizzard came along dragging back half
a wood of timber, the king got both angry and afraid,
and he thought he must be careful with him, since he
was so strong.

“That I call a workman, and no mistake,” said the
king; *‘but how much do you eat at once, for now you
may well be hungry ?”

“When he was to have a good meal of porridge, he
could do with twelve barrels of meal,” said Grumble-
gizzard; ‘“but when he had got so much inside him,
he could hold out for some time.”

It took time to get the porridge boiled, and, mean-
time, he was to draw in a little wood for the cook; so
he laid the whole pile of wood on a sledge, but when
he was to get through the deorway with it, he got into
a scrape again. The house was so shaken that it gave
way at every joist, and he was within an ace of drag-
ging the whole grange over on end.

When the hour drew near for dinner, they sent him
out tc call home the folk from the field; he bawled
and bellowed so that the rocks and hills rang again;
but they did not come quick enough for him, so he fell
out with them, and slew twelve of them on the spot.

“He has slain twelve men,” said the king; ‘“and he
eats for twelve times twelve. But for how many do
you work, I should like to know ?”

“For twelve times twelve too,” said Grumble-
gizzard.

When he had eaten his dinner, he was to go out
into the barn to thrash ; so he took off the roof-tree and
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made a flail out of it; and when the rocf was just
about to fall, he took a great spruce fir, branches and
all, and stuck it up for a roof-trece; and then he
thrashed the floor and the straw and hay altogether.
He did great harm, for the grain and chaff and beard
flew about together, and a cloud arose over the whole
grange.

When he was nearly done thrashing, enemies came
into the land, and there was to be war. So the king
told him to take folk with him and go on the way to
meet the foe and fight them, for he thought they
would put him to death. ‘“No! he would have no
folk with him to be slain; he would fight alone, that
he would,” said Grumblegizzard.

“All the better; I shall be sooner rid of him,” said
the king.

But he must have a mighty club.

They sent off to the smith to forge a club of fifty
pounds. “That might do very well to crack nuts,”
said Grumblegizzard. So they smithied him one of a
hundred pounds. ‘“That might do well enough to
nail shoes with,” he said. Well, the smith couldn’t
smithy it any bigger with all his men. So Grumble-
gizzard went off to the smithy himself, and forged a
club of fifteen tons, and it took a hundred men to
turn it on the anvil. “ That might do,” said Grumble-
gizzard.

Besides, he must have a scrip for food; and he
made one out of fifteen ox-hides, and stuffed it full of
food. And so he toddled off down the hill with his
scrip at his back and his club on his shoulder.

So, when he had got so far that the enemy saw him,
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they sent cut a man to ask if he were coming against
them.

“Bide a bit, till I have had my dinner,” said
Grumbleyizzard, as he threw himself down on the
road, and fell to eating behind his great scrip.

But they couldn’t wait, and began to shoot at him
at once, so that it rained and hailed rifle bullets.

“These bilberries I don’t mind a bit,” said Grumble-
gizzard, and fell to eating harder than ever.

Neither lead nor iron could touch him, and before
kim was his scrip, like a wall, and kept off the fire.

So they took to throwing shells at him, and to fire
cannons at him; and he just grinned a little every
time they hit him.

“Ah! ah! it’s all no good,” he said. But just then
he got a bombshell right down his throat.

“Fie!” he said, and spat it out again; and then
came a chain-shot and made its way into his butter-
box, and another took the bit he was just going to eat
~from between his fingers. Then he got angry, and rose
up, and took his club, and dashed it on the ground,
and asked if they were going to snatch the bread out
of his mouth with their bilberries, which they puffed
out of big peashooters. Then he gave a few more
strokes, till the rocks and hills shook, and the enemy
flew into the air like chaff, and so the war was over.

When Grumblegizzard got home again and wanted
more work, the king was in a sad way, for he thought
he should have been rid of him that time, and now
he could think of nothing but te send him to hell.

“You must be off to Old Nick, and ask for my land-
tax.”

D
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Grumblegizzard set off from the grange, with his
scrip on his back and his club on his shoulder. He
lost no time on the way, but when he got there, Old
Nick was gone to serve on a jury. There was no one
at home but his mother, and she said she had never
in her born days heard talk of any land-tax; he had
better come again another day.

“Yes, yes! come to me to-morrow!” said Grumble-
gizzard. “That’s all stuff and nonsense, for to-mor-
row never comes.” Now he was there, he would stay
there. He must and would have the land-tax, and
he had lots of time to wait.

But when he had eaten up all his food, the time
hung heavy, and so he went and asked the old dame
to give him the land-tax. She must pay it down.

“No,” she said, “she couldn’t do it. That stood
as fast as the old fir-tree,” she said, ¢ that grew outside
the gate of hell, and was so big that fifteen men could
scarcely span it when they held hands.”

But Grumblegizzard climbed up to the top of it, and
twisted and turned it about like an osier; and then he
asked if she were ready with the land-tax.

Yes, she dared not do anything else, and found
so many pence as he thought he could carry in his
scrip.

And now he started for home with the land-tax;
but, as soon as he was off, Old Nick came back.
When he heard that Grumblegizzard had stridden off
from his house with his big scrip full of money, he
first of all beat and banged his mother, and then ran
after him to catch him on the way.

And le caught him up too, for he ran light, and
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used his wings, while Grumblegizzard had to keep
to the ground under the weight of the big scrip; but,
just as Old Nick was at his heels, lie began to run and
jump as fast as he could; and he held his club behind
him to keep Old Nick off.

And so they went along, Grumblegizzard holding
the haft, and Old Nick clawing at the head, till they

came to a deep dale; there Grumblegizzard leapt from
one hill-top to the other, and Old Nick was so hot to
follow, that he tripped over the club and fell down into
the dale, and broke his leg, and so there he lay.

‘“Here you have the land-tax,” said Grumblegizzard,
as he came to the king’s grange, and dashed down
the scripful of money before the king, so that the
whole gallery creaked and cracked.
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The king thanked him, and put a good face on it,
and promised him good pay and a safe pass home if
he cared to have it; but all Grumblegizzard wanted
was more work.

“What shall I do now ?” he asked. Well, when
the king had thought about it, he said he had better
travel to the Hill Troll, who had carried off his grand-

father’s sword to that castle he had
by the lake, whither no one dared

Roosy - to go.
ﬂ“vf”a Bl .- .

o So Grumblegizzard got several
i

o |
> "'fj “”E“l loads of food into his big scrip,
Vg WD Ep— E=N .
%: l/’” e and set off again; and
V=) g - _ he fared both far and

long, over wood and

fell, and wild wastes,

till he came to some
high hills, where the
Troll was said to dwell
who had taken the king's
grandfather’s sword.

But the Troll was not
to be seen under bare sky,
and the hill was fast shut, so that even Grumble-
gizzard was not man enough to get in.

So he joined fellowship with some quarrymen, who
were living at a hill farm, and who lay up there quarry-
ing stone in those hills. Such help they never yet had,
for he beat and battered the fell till the rocks were rent,
and great stones were rolled down as big as houses;
but when he was to rest at noon, and take out one
load of food, the whole scrip was clean eaten out.
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“I'm a pretty good trencherman myself,” said
Grumblegizzard; ‘but whoever has been here, has
a sharper tooth, for he has eaten up bones and all.”

That was how things went the first day, and it was
no better the next. The third day he set off to quarry
stones again, and took with him the third meal of
food ; but he lay down behind it, and shammed sleep.

Just then there came out of the hill a Troll with
seven heads, and began to munch and eat his food.

“Now the board is laid, and I will eat,” said the
Troll.

“That we'll have a tussle for,” said Grumblegizzard ;
and gave him a blow with his club, and knocked off
all his seven heads at once.

So he went into the hill, out of which the Troll
had come, and in there stood a horse, which ate out
of a tub of glowing coals, and at its heels stood a
tub of oats.

“Why don’t you eat out of the tub of oats?” said
Grumblegizzard.

““Because [ am not able to turn round,” said the
horse.

“T'l soon turn you,” said he.

“Rather strike off my head,” said the horse.

“So he struck it off, and then the horse was turned
into a handsome man. He said he had been taken
into the hill by the Troll, and turned into a horse, and
then he helped him to find the sword, which the Troll
had hidden at the bottom of his bed, and upon the
bed lay the Troll’s old mother, asleep and snoring.

Home again they went by water, and when they
had got well out, the old witch came after them; as
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she could not catch them, she fell to drinking the lake
dry, and she drank and drank, till the water in the
lake fell; but she could not drink the sea dry, and
so she burst.

When they came to shore, Grumblegizzard sent a
message to the king, to come and fetch his sword.
He sent four horses. No! they could not stir it;
he sent eight, and he sent twelve; but the sword
stayed where it was, they could not move it an inch.
But Grumblegizzard took it up alone, and bore it
along.

The king could not believe his eyes when he saw
Grumblegizzard again; but he put a good face on it,
and promised him gold and green woods; and when
Grumblegizzard wanted more work, he said he had
better set off for a haunted castle he had, where no
one dared to be, and there he must sleep till he had
built a bridge over the Sound, so that folk could pass
over. If he were good to do that he would pay him
well ; nay, he would be glad to give him his daughter
to wife.

“Yes! yes! I am good to do that,” said Grumble-
gizzard.

No man had ever left that castle alive; those who
reached it lay there slain and torn to bits, and the king
thought he should never see him more, if he only got
him to go thither.

But Grumblegizzard set off; and he took with him
his scrip of food, a very tough and twisted stump of
a fir-tree, an axe, a wedge, and a few matches, and
besides, he took the workhouse boy from the king’s
grange.



Grumblegizzard 5

When they got to the Sound, the river ran full of
ice, and was as headlong as a force; but he stuck
his legs fast at the bottom, and waded on till he got
over at last.

When he had lighted a fire and warmed himself, and
got a bit of food, he tried to sleep; but it was not long
before there was such a noise and din, as though the
whole castle was turned topsy-turvy. The door blew
back against the wall, and he saw nothing but a gaping
jaw, from the threshold up to the lintel.

“There, you have a bit—taste that!” said Grumble-
gizzard, as he threw the workhouse boy into the gaping
maw.

“Now let me see you, what kind you are. Maybe
we are old friends.”

So it was, for it was Old Nick, who was outside.
Then they took to playing cards, for the Old One
wanted to try and win back some of the land-tax,
which Grumblegizzard had squeezed out of his mother,
when he went to ask it for the king; but whichever
way they cut the cards, Grumblegizzard won, for he
put a cross on all the court cards, and when he had
won all his ready money, Old Nick was forced to give
Grumblegizzard some of the gold and silver that was
in the castle.

Just as they were hard at it the fire went out, so
that they could not tell one card from another.

“Now we must chop wood,” said Grumblegizzard,
and with that he drove his axe into the fir-stump, and
thrust the wedge in; but the gnarled root was tough,
and would not split at once, however much he twisted
and turned his axe.
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“They say you are very strong,” he said to Ol¢
Nick; “spit in your fists and bear a hand with your
claws, and rive and rend, and let me see the stuff you
are made of.”

Old Nick did so, and put both his fists into the
split, and strove to rend it with might and main, but,
at the same time, Grumblegizzard struck the wedge
out, and Old Nick was caught in a trap; and then
Grumblegizzard tried his back with his axe. Old
Nick begged and prayed so prettily to be let go, but
Grumblegizzard was hard of hearing on that side till
he gave his word never to come there again and make
a noise. And so he too had to promise to build a
bridge over the Sound, so that folks could pass over it
at all times of the year, and it was to be ready when
the ice was gone.

“This is a hard bargain,” said Old Nick. But there
was no help for it, if he wished to get out. He had to
give his word; only he bargained he was to have the
first soul that passed over the bridge. That was to
be the Sound due.

“That he should have,” said Grumblegizzard. So
he got lcose, and went home; but Grumblegizzard lay
down to sleep, and slept till far on next day.
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