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EAST O THE SUN

TRUE AND UNTRUE .

NCE on a time there were two brothers; one

O was called True, and the other Untrue.

True was always upright and good towards

all, but Untrue was bad and full of lies, so that no

one could believe what he said. Their mother

was a widow, and hadn’t much to live on; so

when her sons had grown up, she was forced to

send them away that they might earn their bread

in the world. Each got a little scrip with some
food in it, and then they went their way.

Now, when they had walked till evening, they
sat down on a windfall in the wood, and took out
their scrips, for they were hungry after walking
the whole day, and thought a morsel of food
would be sweet enough.

“If you're of my mind,"” said Untrue, “I think
we had better eat out of your scrip, so long as
there is anything in it, and after that we can take

to mine.”
1
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Yes! True was well pleased with this, so they
fell to eating, but Untrue got all the best bits,
and stuffed himself with them, while True got
only the burnt crusts and scraps.

Next morning they broke their fast off True's
food, and they dined off it too, and then there was
nothing left in his scrip. So when they had
walked till late at night, and were ready to eat
again, True wanted to eat out of his brother’s
scrip, but Untrue said “No,” the food was his,
and he had only enough for himself.

“Nay! but you know you ate out of my scrip
so long as there was anything in it,”’ said True.

““All very fine, I dare say,” answered Untrue;
“but if you are such a fool as to let others eat up
your food before your face, you must make the
best of it; for now all you have to do is to sit
here and starve.”

“Very well!” said True, “you’re Untrue by
name and untrue by nature; so you have been,
and so you will be all your life long.”

Now when Untrue heard this, he flew into a
rage, and rushed at his brother, and plucked out
both his eyes. ‘“Now, try if you can see whether
folk are untrue or not, you blind buzzard!” and
so saying, he ran away and left him.

Poor True! there he went, walking along and
feeling his way through the thick wood. Blind
and alone, he scarce knew which way to turn,
when all at once he caught hold of the trunk of a
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great bushy lime-tree; so he thought he would
climb up into it, and sit there till the night was
over for fear of the wild beasts.

“When the birds begin to sing,” he said to
himself, “then I shall know it is day, and I can
try to grope my way farther on.” So he climbed
up into the lime-tree. After he had sat there
a little time, he heard how someone came and
began to make a stir and clatter under the tree,
and soon after others came; and when they began
to greet one another, he found out it was Bruin
the bear, and Greylegs the wolf, and Slyboots the
fox, and Longears the hare, who had come to
keep St. John’s eve under the tree. So they began
to eat and drink, and be merry; and when they
had done eating they fell to gossipping together.
At last the Fox said:

“Sha'n’t we, each of us, tell a little story while
we sit here?”

/ell! the others had nothing against that.
It would be good fun, they said, and the Bear
began; for you may fancy he was king of the
company.

“The king of England,” said Bruin, ‘‘has such
bad eyesight, that he can scarce see a yard before
him; but if he only came to this lime-tree in the
morning, while the dew is still on the leaves, and
took and rubbed his eyes with the dew he would
get back his sight as good as ever.’

“Very true!” said Greylegs. ‘“The king of
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England has a deaf and dumb daughter too; but
if he only knew what I know, he would soon cure
her. Last year she went to the communion.
She let a crumb of the bread fall out of her mouth,
and a great toad came and swallowed it down;
but if they only dug up the chancel floor they
would find the toad sitting right under the altar
rails, with the bread still sticking in his throat.
If they were to cut the toad open and take and
give the bread to the princess, she would be like
other folk again as to her speech and hearing.”

“That is all very well,” said the Fox; ‘“but if
the king of England knew what I know, he would
not be so badly off for water in his palace; for
under the great stone, in his palace-yard, is a
spring of the clearest water one could wish for, if
he only knew to dig for it there.”

““Ah!” said the Hare in a small voice; ‘“the
king of England has the finest orchard in the
whole land, but it does not bear so much as a
crab, for there lies a heavy gold chain in three
turns round the orchard. If he got that dug up,
there would not be a garden like it for bearing in
all his kingdom. "

“Very true, I dare say,” said the Fox; ‘“but
now it's getting very late, and we may as well go
home.”

So they all went away together.

After they were gone, True fell asleep as he
sat up in the tree; but when the birds began to
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sing at dawn, he woke up, and took the dew from
the leaves, and rubbed his eyes with it, and so
got his sight back as good as it was before Untrue
plucked his eyes out.

Then he went straight to the king of Eng-
land’s palace, and begged for work, and got it on
the spot. So one day the king came out into the
palace-yard, and when he had walked about a bit,
he wanted to drink out of his pump; for you
must know the day was hot, and the king very
thirsty; but when they poured him out a glass, it
was so muddy, and nasty, and foul, that the king
got quite vexed.

“I don’t think there’s ever a man in my whole
kingdom who has such bad water in his yard as
I, and yet I bring it in pipes from far, over hill
and dale,” cried out the king.

“Like enough, your Majesty;” said True,
“but if you would let me have some men to help
me to dig up this great stone which lies here in
the middle of your yard, you would soon see good
water, and plenty of it.”

Well! the king was willing enough; and they
had scarcely got the stone well out, and dug
under it a while, before a jet of water sprang out
high up into the air, as clear and full as if it came
out of a conduit, and clearer water was not to be
found in all England.

A little while after the king ‘was out in his
palace-yard again, and there came a great hawk
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flying after his chicken, and all the king’s men
began to clap their hands and bawl out, “There
he flies! There he flies!” The king caught up
his gun and tried to shoot the hawk, but he
couldn’t see so far, so he fell into great grief.

“Would to Heaven,” he said, ‘‘there was any
one who could tell me a cure for my eyes; for I
think I shall soon go quite blind!”

“I can tell you one soon enough,” said True;
and then he told the king what he had done to
cure his own eyes, and the king set off that very
afternoon to the lime-tree, as you may fancy, and
his eyes were quite cured as soon as he rubbed
them with the dew which was on the leaves in the
morning. From that time forth there was no one
whom the king held so dear as True, and he had
to be with him wherever he went, both at home
and abroad.

So one day as they were walking together in
the orchard, the king said, “I can’t tell how it is
that 1 can’t! there isn't a man in England who
spends so much on his orchard as I, and yet I
can'’t get one of the trees to bear so much as a crab.”

“Well! well!” said True; “if I may have what
lies three times twisted round your orchard and
men to dig it up, your orchard will bear well
enough.”

Yes! the king was quite willing, so True got
men and began to dig, and at last he dug up the
whole gold chain.; Now True was a rich man,
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far richer indeed than the king himself, but still
the king was well pleased, for his orchard bore so
that the boughs of the trees hung down to the
ground and such sweet apples and pears nobody
had ever tasted.

Another day too the king and True were walk-
ing about, and talking together, when the princess
passed them, and the king was quite downcast when
he saw her.

“Isn’t it a pity, now, that so lovelya princess
as mine should want speech and hearing,” he said
to True.

““Ay, but there is a cure for that,” said True.
" When the king heard that, he was so glad
that he promised him the princess to wife, and
half his kingdom into the bargain, if he could get
her right again. So True took a few men, and
went into the church, and dug up the toad which
sat under the altar-rails. Then he cut open the
toad, and took out the bread and gave it to the
king’s daughter; and from that hour she got
back her speech, and could talk like other
people. .

Now True was to have the princess, and they
got ready for the bridal feast, and such a feast
had never been seen before; it was the talk of
the whole land. Just as they were in the midst
of dancing the bridal-dance, in came a beggar
lad, and begged for a morsel of food, and he was
so ragged and wretched that everyone crossed
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themselves when they looked at him; but True
knew him at once, and saw that it was Untrue,
his brother.

“Do you know me again?”’ said True.

““Oh! where should such a one as I sver have
seen so great a lord,” said Untrue.

“Still you have seen me before,” said True.
“It was I whose eyes you plucked out a year ago
this very day. Untrue by name, and untrue by
nature. So I said before, and so I say now; but
you are still my brother, and so you shall have
some food. After that, you may go to the lime-
tree where I sat last year; if you hear anything
that can do you good, you will be lucky.”

So Untrue did not wait to be told twice. “If
True has got so much good by sitting in the lime-
tree, that in one year he has come to be king over
half England, what good may not I get,” he
thought. So he set off and climbed up into the
lime-tree. He had not sat there long, before all
the beasts came as before, and ate and drank, and
kept St. John’s eve under the tree. When they
had left off eating, the Fox wished that they should
begin to tell stories, and Untrue got ready to listen
with all his might, till his ears were almost fit
to fall off. But Bruin the bear was surly, and
growled and said:

““Someone has been chattering about what
we said last year, and so now we will hold our
tongues about what we know;” and with that the
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beasts bid one another *“Good night,”” and parted,
and Untrue was just as wise as he was before,
and the reason was, that his name was Untrue,
and his nature untrue too.

-~



THE OLD DAME AND HER HEN

NCE on a time there was an old widow who
lived far away from the rest of the world,
up under a hillside, with her three daugh-

ters. She was so poor that she had no stock but
one single hen, which she prized as the apple of
her eye; in short, it was always cackling at her heels
and she was always running to look after it. Well!
one day, all at once, the hen was missing. The
old wife went out, and round and round the cottage,
looking and calling for her hen, but it was gone,
and there was no getting it back.

So the woman said to her eldest daughter,
“You must just go out and see if you can find our
hen, for have it back we must, even if we have to
fetch it out of the hill.”

Well! the daughter was ready enough to go,
so she set off and walked up and down, and looked
and called, but no hen could she find. But all at
once, just as she was about to give up the hunt, she
heard someone calling out in a cleft in the rock:

“Your hen trips inside the hill!” -

Your hen trips inside the hill!”
I0
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So she went into the cleft to see what it was,
but she had scarce set her foot inside the cleft,
before she fell through a trap-door, deep, deep
down, into a vault under ground. When she
got to the bottom she went through many rooms,
each finer than the other; but in the innermost
room of all, a great ugly man of the hill-folk came
up to her and asked, “ Will you be my sweetheart?”

“No! I will not,” she said. She wouldn’t
have him at any price! not she; all she wanted
was to get above ground again as fast as ever she
could, and to look after her hen which was lost.
Then the Man o’ the Hill got so angry that he
took her up and wrung her head off, and threw
both head and trunk down into the cellar.

While this was going on, her mother sat at
home waiting and waiting, but no daughter came.
So after she had waited a bit longer, and neither
heard nor saw anything of her daughter, she said
to her midmost daughter, that she must go out
and see after her sister, and she added:

“You can just give our hen a call at the same
time.”

Well! the second sister had to set off, and the
very same thing befell her; she went about look-
ing and calling, and all at once she too heard
a voice away in the cleft of the rock saying:

“Your hen trips inside the hill!
_Your hen trips inside the hill!”
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She thought this strange, and went to see
what it could be; and so she too fell through the
trap-door, deep, deep down, into the vault. There
she went from room to room, and in the innermost
one the Man o’ the Hill came to her and asked
if she would be his sweetheart? No! that she
wouldn’t; all she wanted was to get above ground
again, and hunt for her hen which was lost. So
the Man o’ the Hill got angry, and took her up
and wrung her head off, and threw both head and
trunk down into the cellar.

Now, when the old dame had sat and waited
seven lengths and seven breadths for her second
daughter, and could neither see nor hear anything
of her, she said to the youngest:

“Now, you really must set off and see after
your sisters. ’'Twas silly to lose the hen, but
"twill be sillier still if we lose both your sisters;
and you can give the hen a call at the same
time,'—for the old dame’s heart was still set on
her hen.

Yes! the youngest was ready enough to go;
so she walked up and down, hunting for her sisters
and calling the hen, but she could neither see nor
hear anything of them. So at last she too came
up to the cleft in the rock, and heard how some-
thing said:

“Your hen trips inside the hill!
Your hen trips inside the hill!”
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She thought this strange, so she too went to
see what it was, and fell through the trap-door too,
deep, deep down, into a vault. When she reached
the bottom she went from one room to another,
each grander than the other; but she wasn’t at
all afraid, and took good time to look about her.
So as she was peeping into this and that, she cast
her eye on the trap-door into the cellar, and looked
down it, and what should she see there but her
sisters, who lay dead. She had scarce time to
slam to the trap-door before the Man o’ the Hill
came to her and asked:

“Will you be my sweetheart?”’

“With all my heart,” answered the girl, for
she saw very well how it had gone with her sisters.
So, when the Man o’ the Hill heard that, he got
her the finest clothes in the world; she had only
to ask for them, or for anything else she had a
mind to, and she got what she wanted, so glad
was the Man o’ the Hill that any one would be
his sweetheart.

But when she had been there a little while,
she was one day even more doleful and down-
cast than was her wont. So the Man o’ the Hill
asked her what was the matter, and why she was in
such dumps.

“Ah!” said the girl, “it’s because I can't get
home to my mother. She’s hard pinched, I know,
for meat and drink, and has no one with her.”

“Well!” said the Man o’ the Hill, “I can’t let
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you go to see her; but just stuff some meat and
drink into a sack, and I'll carry it to her.”

Yes! she would do so, she said, with many
thanks; but at the bottom of the sack she stuffed
a lot of gold and silver, and afterwards she laid a
little food on the top of the gold and silver. Then
she told the ogre the sack was ready, but he must
be sure not to look into it. So he gave his word
he wouldn't, and set off. Now, as the Man o’ the
Hill walked off, she peeped out after him through
a chink in the trap-door; but when he had gone
a bit on the way, he said:

““This sack is so heavy, I'll just see what there
is inside it."”

And so he was about to untie the mouth of
the sack, but the girl called out to him:

*I see what you're at!
I see what you're at!”

“The deuce you do!” said the Man o’ the

Hill; “then you must have plaguy sharp eyes in
your head, that's all!”
"~ So he threw the sack over his shoulder, and
dared not try to look into it again. When he
reached the widow’s cottage, he threw the sack in
through the cottage door, and said:

““Here you have meat and drink from your
daughter; she doesn’t want for anything."”

So, when the girl had been in the hill a good
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bit longer, one day a billy-goat fell down the trap-
door.

“Who sent for you, I should like to know?
you long-bearded beast!” said the Man o’ the
Hill, who was in an awful rage, and with that he
whipped up the goat, and wrung his head off, and
threw him down into the cellar.

“Oh!” said the girl, “why did you do that?
I might have had the goat to play with down
here.”’

“Well!" said the Man o’ the Hill, “you needn’t
be so down in the mouth about it, I should think,
for I can soon put life into the billy-goat again.”

So saying, he took a flask which hung up against
the wall, put the billy-goat’s head on his body
again, and smeared it with some ointment out
of the flask, and he was as well and as lively
as ever again.

“Ho! ho!” said the girl to herself; “that flask
is worth something—that it is.”

So when she had been some time longer in
the hill, she watched for a day when the Man o’
the Hill was away, took her eldest sister, and
putting her head on her shoulders, smeared her
with some of the ointment out of the flask, just as
she had seen the Man o' the Hill do with the billy-
goat, and in a trice her sister came to life again.
Then the girl stuffed her into a sack, laid a little
food over her, and as soon as the Man o' the Hill
came home, she said to him:
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““Dear friend! Now do go home to my mother
with a morsel of food again; poor thing! she's
both hungry and thirsty, I'll be bound; and
besides that, she’s all alone in the world. But
you must mind and not look into the sack.”

Well! he said he would carry the sack; and
he said, too, that he would not look into it; but
when he had gone a little way, he thought the
sack got awfully heavy; and when he had gone a
bit farther he said to himself:

“Come what will, I must see what'’s inside this
sack, for however sharp her eyes may be, she can’t
see me all this way off.”

But just as he was about to untie the sack, the
girl who sat inside the sack called out:

“I see what you're at!
I see what you're at!”

“The deuce you do!” said the ogre; ‘‘then
you must have plaguy sharp eyes;’’ for he thought
all the while it was the girl inside the hill who was
speaking. So he didn’'t dare so much as to peep
into the sack again, but carried it straight to
her mother as fast as he could, and when he got
to the cottage door he threw it in through the
door, and bawled out:

“Here you have meat and drink from your
daughter; she wants for nothing.”

Now, when the girl had been in the hill a while
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longer, she did the very same thing with her other
sister. She put her head on her shoulders, smeared
her with ointment out of the flask, brought her to
life, and stuffed her into the sack; but this time she
crammed in also as much gold and silver as the
sack would hold, and over all laid a very little
food.

‘““Dear friend,” she said to the Man o’ the Hill,
“you really must run home to my mother with a
little food again; and mind you don’t look into
the sack.”

Yes! the Man o’ the Hill was ready enough
to do as she wished, and he gave his word, too,
that he wouldn’t look into the sack; but when he
had gone a bit of the way he began to think the
sack got awfully heavy, and when he had gone a
bit further, he could scarce stagger along under it,
so he set it down, and was just about to untie the
string and look into it, when the girl inside the
sack bawled out:

“I see what you're at!
I see what you're at!”

““The deuce you do!”’ said the Man o’ the Hill,
‘“then you must have plaguy sharp eyes of your
own."”

Well, he dared not try to look into the sack,
but made all the haste he could, and carried the
sack straight to the girl’'s mother. When he got
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to the cottage door he threw the sack in through
the door, and roared out:

““Here you have food from your daughter;
she wants for nothing.”

So when the girl had been there a good while
longer, the Man o’ the Hill made up his mind to
go out for the day; then the girl shammed to be
sick and sorry, and pouted and fretted.

“It’s no use your coming home before twelve
o'clock at night,” she said, “for I sha'n’t be able
to have supper ready before—I'm so sick and
poorly.”

But when the Man o’ the Hill was well out of
the house, she stuffed some of her clothes with
straw, and stuck up this lass of straw in the
corner by the chimney, with a besom in her
hand, so that it looked just as if she herself was
standing there. After that she stole off home,
and got a sharpshooter to stay in the cottage with
her mother.

So when the clock struck twelve, or just about
it, home came the Man o’ the Hill, and the first
thing he said to the straw-girl was, ‘‘ Give me some-
thing to eat.”

But she answered him never a word.

“Give me something to eat I say!” called out
the Man o’ the Hill, “for I am almost starved.”

No! she hadn’t a word to throw at him.

““Give me something to eat!” roared out the
.ogre the third time, “I think you'd better open
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your ears and hear what I say, or else I'll wake
you up, that I will!”’

No! the girl stood just as still as ever; so he
flew into a rage, and gave her such a slap in the
face, that the straw flew all about the room; but
when he saw that, he knew he had been tricked,
and began to hunt everywhere; and at last, when
he came to the cellar, and found both the girl’s
sisters missing, he soon saw how the cat jumped,
and ran off to the cottage, saying, “I'll soon pay
her off!”

But when he reached the cottage, the sharp-
shooter fired off his piece, and then the Man o’
the Hill dared not go into the house, for he thought
it was thunder. So he set off home again as fast
as he could lay legs to the ground, but what do you
think, just as he got to the trap-door, the sun arose
and the Man o’ the Hill burst.

Oh! if one only knew where the trap-door
was, I'll be bound there’s a whole heap of gold
and silver down there still!



EAST O’ THE SUN AND WEST O’ THE MOON

NCE on a time there was a poor husbandman

O who had so many children that he hadn’t

much of either food or clothing to give

them. Pretty children they all were, but the

prettiest was the youngest daughter, who was so
lovely there was no end to her loveliness.

So one day, 'twas on a Thursday evening late
at the fall of the year, the weather was so wild
and rough outside, and it was so cruelly dark,
and rain fell and wind blew, till the walls of the
cottage shook again. There they all sat round
the fire busy with this thing and that. But just
then, all at once something gave three taps on
the window-pane. Then the father went out to
see what was the matter; and, when he got out
of doors, what should he see but a great big White
Bear.

““Good evening to you!” said the White Bear.

“The same to you,” said the man.

“Will you give me your youngest daughter?
If you will, I'll make you as rich as you are now

poor,”’ said the Bear.
20
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Well, the man would not be at all sorry to be
so rich; but still he thought he must have a bit
of a talk with his daughter first; so he went in
and told them how there was a great White Bear
waiting outside, who had given his word to make
them so rich if he could only have the youngest
daughter.

The lassie said ““No!” outright. Nothing could
get her to say anything else; so the man went
out and settled it with the White Bear, that
he should come again the next Thursday even-
ing and get an answer. Meantime he talked
his daughter over, and kept on telling her of all
the riches they would get, and how well off she
would be herself; and so at last she thought
better of it, and washed and mended her rags,
made herself as smart as she could, and was
ready to start. I can’t say her packing gave her
much trouble.

Next Thursday evening came the White Bear
to fetch her, and she got upon his back with her
bundle, and off they went. So, when they had
gone a bit of the way, the White Bear said:

‘““Are you afraid?”

“No! she wasn't.”

“Well! mind and hold tight by my shaggy
coat, and then there's nothing to fear,” said the
Bear.

So she rode a long, long way, till they came
to a great steep hill. There, on the face of it,
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the White Bear gave a knock, and a door opened,
and they came into a castle, where there were
many rooms all lit up; rooms gleaming with
silver and gold; and there too was a table ready
laid, and it was all as grand as grand could be.
Then the White Bear gave her a silver bell; and
when she wanted anything, she was only to ring
it, and she would get it at once.

Well, after she had eaten and drunk, and even-
ing wore on, she got sleepy after her journey,
and thought she would like to go to bed, so she
rang the bell; and she had scarce taken hold of
it before she came into a chamber, where there
was a bed made, as fair and white as any one
would wish to sleep in, with silken pillows and
curtains and gold fringe. All that was in the
room was gold or silver; but when she had gone
to bed, and put out the light, a man came and
laid himself alongside her. That was the White
Bear, who threw off his beast shape at night; but
she never saw him, for he always came after she
had put out the light, and before the day dawned
he was up and off again. So things went on
happily for a while, but at last she began to get
silent and sorrowful; for there she went about
all day alone, and she longed to go home to see
her father and mother, and brothers and sisters.
So one day, when the White Bear asked what it
was that she lacked, she said it was so dull and
lonely there, and how she longed to go home to
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see her father and mother, and brothers and
sisters, and that was why she was so sad and
sorrowful, because she couldn’t get to them.

“Well, well!” said the Bear, ‘“perhaps there's
a cure for all this; but you must promise me
one thing, not to talk alone with your mother,
but only when the rest are by to hear; for she’ll
take you by the hand and try to lead you into
a room alone to talk; but you must mind and not
do that, else you'll bring bad luck on both of us.”

So one Sunday the White Bear came and said,
now they could set off to see her father and mother.
Well, off they started, she sitting on his back; and
they went far and long. At last they came to a
grand house, and there her brothers and sisters were
running about out of doors at play, and everything
was so pretty, 'twas a joy to see.

“This is where your father and mother live
now,” said the White Bear; “but don’t forget
what I told you, else you'll make us both unlucky.”

““No! bless her, she’d not forget;” and when
she had reached the house, the White Bear turned
right about and left her.

Then when she went in to see her father and
mother, there was such joy, there was no end to
it. None of them thought they could thank her
enough for all she had done for them. Now,
they had everything they wished, as good as
good could be, and they all wanted to know how
she got on where she lived.
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Well, she said, it was very good to live where
she did; she had all she wished. What she said
beside I don’t know; but I don’t think any of
them had the right end of the stick, or that they
got much out of her. But so .in the afternoon,
after they had done dinner, all happened as the
White Bear had said. Her mother wanted to talk
with her alone in her bedroom; but she minded
what the White Bear had said, and wouldn’t go
up stairs.

“Oh! what we have to talk about, will keep,”
she said, and put her mother off. But somehow
or other, her mother got round her at last, and she
had to tell her the whole story. So she said, how
every night, when she had gone to bed, a man
came and lay down beside her as soon as she had
put out the light, and how she never saw him,
because he was always up and away before the
morning dawned; and how she went about woe-
ful and sorrowing, for she thought she should
so like to see him, and how all day long she walked
about there alone, and how duil, and dreary,
and lonesome it was.

“My!” said her mother; “it may well be a
Troll you slept with! But now I'll teach you a
lesson how to set eyes on him. I'll give you a
bit of candle, which you can carry home in your
bosom; just light that while he is asleep, but take
care not to drop the tallow on him.”

Yes! she took the candle and hid it in her bosom,
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and as night drew on, the White Bear came and
fetched her away.

But when they had gone a bit of the way, the
White Bear asked if all hadn’t happened as he
had said?

‘““Well she couldn’t say it hadn’t.”

““Now, mind,” said he, ‘“‘if you have listened to
your mother’s advice, you have brought bad luck
on us both, and then, all that has passed between
us will be as nothing.”

“No,” she said, ‘““she hadn’t listened to her
mother’s advice.”’

So when she reached home, and had gone to
bed, it was the old story over again. There came
a man and lay down beside her; but at dead of
night, when she heard he slept, she got up and
struck a light, 1it the candle, and let the light shine
on him, and so she saw that he was the loveliest
Prince one ever set eyes on, and she fell so deep
in love with him on the spot, that she thought she
couldn’t live if she didn't give him a kiss there
and then. And so she did, but as she kissed him,
she dropped three hot drops of tallow on his shirt,
and he woke up.

“What have you done?” he cried; ‘“now you
have made us both unlucky, for had you held out
only this one year, I had been freed. For I have
a stepmother who has bewitched me, so that I
am a White Bear by day, and a Man by night.
But now all ties are snapt between us; now I
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must set off from you to her. She lives in a castle
which stands EAST 0’ THE SUN AND WEST O’ THE
MooN, and there, too, is a Princess, with a nose
three ells long, and she’s the wife I must have
now. "’

She wept and took it ill, but there was no help
for it; go he must.

Then she asked if she mightn't go with him?

No, she mightn't.

“Tell me the way then,” she said; “and I'll
search you out; that surely I may get leave to do.”

“Yes, she might do that,” he said; “but there
was no way to that place. It lay EAST O’ THE
SuN AND WEST O’ THE MOoON, and thither she'd
never find her way."”

So next morning, when she woke up, both
Prince and castle were gone, and then she lay on
a little green patch, in the midst of the gloomy
thick wood, and by her side lay the same bundle of
rags she had brought with her from her old home.

So when she had rubbed the sleep out of her
eyes, and wept till she was tired, she set out on
her way, and walked many, many days, till she
came to a lofty crag. Under it sat an old hag,
and played with a gold apple which she tossed
about. Her the lassie asked if she knew the way
to the Prince, who lived with his stepmother in
the castle, that lay EasT 0’ THE SUN AND WEST
o’ THE MooON, and who was to marry the Princess,
with a nose three ells long.
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“How did you come to know about him?"
asked the old hag; “but maybe you are the lassie
who ought to have had him?”

Yes, she was.

““So, so;it’s you, is it? "’ said the old hag. “Well,
all I know about him is, that he lives in the castle
that lies EAST 0’ THE SUN AND WEST 0’ THE MOON,
and thither you'll come, late or never; but still you
may have the loan of my horse, and on him you
can ride to my next neighbour; maybe she’ll be
able to tell you; and when you get there, just give
the horse a switch under the left ear, and beg him
to be off home; and, stay, this gold apple you may
take with you.”

So she got upon the horse, and rode a long
long time, till she came to another crag, under
which sat another old hag, with a gold carding-
comb. Her the lassie asked if she knew the way
to the castle that lay EAsT 0’ THE SUN AND WEST
o’ THE MooN, and she answered, like the first old
hag, that she knew nothing about it, except it was
east o’ the sun and west o’ the moon.
¢ ‘““And thither you’ll come, late or never; but
you shall have the loan of my horse to my next
neighbour; maybe she’ll tell you all about it; and
when you get there, just switch the horse under
the left ear, and beg him to be off home."”

And this old hag gave her the golden carding-
comb; it might be she’d find the use for it, she
said. So the lassie got up on the horse, and rode
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a far, far way, and a weary time; and so at last
she came to another great crag, under which sat
another old hag, spinning with a golden spinning-
wheel. Her, too, she asked if she knew the way
to the Prince, and where the castle was that lay
East 0' THE SUN AND WEST O’ THE MOON. So
it was the same thing over again.

““Maybe it's you who ought to have had the
Prince?"”’ said the old hag.

Yes, it was.

But she, too, didn’t know the way a bit better
than the other two; ‘‘east o’ the sun and west o’
the moon it was,’”’ she knew—that was all.

““And thither you'll come, late or never; but
I'll lend you my horse, and then I think you'd
best ride to the East Wind and ask him; maybe
he knows those parts, and can blow you thither.
But when you get to him, you need only give the
horse a switch under the left ear, and he'll trot
home of himself.”

And so, too, she gave her the gold spinning-
wheel. ‘“Maybe you'll find a use for it,” said the
old hag.

Then on she rode many, many days, a weary
time, before she got to the East Wind’s house, but
at last she did reach it, and then she asked the
East Wind if he could tell her the way to the
Prince who dwelt east o' the sun and west o’
the moon. Yes, the East Wind had often
heard tell of it, the Prince, and the castle, buf
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he couldn't tell the way, for he had never blown
so far.

“But, if you will, I'll go with you to my brother,
the West Wind, maybe he knows, for he’s much
stronger. So, if you will just get on my back, I'll
carry you thither.”

Yes, she got on his back, and I should just
think they went briskly along.

So when they got there, they went into the
West Wind’s house, and the East Wind said the
lassie he had brought was the one who ought to
have had the Prince who lived in the castle EAsT
0o’ THE SUN AND WEST 0’ THE MooN; and so
she had set out to seek him, and how he had come
with her, and would be glad to know if the West
Wind knew how to get to the castle.

“Nay,”” said the West Wind, “so far I've never
blown; but if you will, I'll go with you to our
brother, the South Wind, for he’s much stronger
than either of us, and he has flapped his wings far
and wide. Maybe he'll tell you. You can get on
my back, and I'll carry you to him.”

Yes, she got on his back, and so they travelled
to the South Wind, and weren't so very long on
the way, I should think.

When they got there, the West Wind asked
him if he could tell her the way to the castle that
lay East 0’ THE SUN AND WEST 0’ THE MOON,
for it was she who ought to have had the Prince
who lived there.
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“You don't say so. That’s she, is it?”’ said
the South Wind.

“Well, T have blustered about in most places
in my time, but so far have I never blown; but if
you will, I'll take you to my brother the North
Wind; he is the oldest and strongest of the whole
lot of us, and if he don’'t know where it is, you'll
never find any one in the world to tell you. You
can get on my back, and I'll carry you thither.”

Yes, she got on his back, and away he went
from his house at a fine rate. And this time, too,
she wasn’t long on her way.

So when they got to the North Wind’s house,
he was so wild and cross, cold puffs came from
him a long way off.

““BLAST YOU BOTH, WHAT DO YOU WANT?’’ he
roared out to them ever so far off, so that it struck
them with an icy shiver.

“Well,” said the South Wind, ‘“you needn’t be
so foul-mouthed, for here I am, your brother, the
South Wind, and here is the lassie who ought to
have had the Prince who dwells in the castle that
lies EAsT 0’ THE SUN AND WEST 0’ THE MOON,
and now she wants to ask you if you ever were
there, and can tell her the way, for she would be
so glad to find him again.”

“YEs, ] KNOW WELL ENOUGH WHERE IT IS,
said the North Wind; “once in my life I blew an
aspen-leaf thither, but I was so tired I couldn’t
blow a puff for ever so many days after. But
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if you really wish to go thither, and aren’t afraid
to come along with me, I'll take you on my back
and see if I can blow you thither.”

Yes, with all her heart; she must and would
get thither if it were possible in any way; and as
for fear, however madly he went, she wouldn’t be
at all afraid.

“Very well then,” said the North Wind, “but
you must sleep here to-night, for we must have the
whole day before us if we're to get thither at all.”

Early next morning the North Wind woke her,
and puffed himself up, and blew himself out, and
made himself so stout and big, 'twas gruesome to
look at him; and so off they went, high up through
the air, as if they would never stop till they got
to the world’s end.

Down here below there was such a storm; it
threw down long tracts of wood and many houses,
and when it swept over the great sea ships found-
ered by hundreds.

So they tore on and on,—no one can believe
how far they went,—and all the while they still
went over the sea, and the North Wind got more
and more weary, and so out of breath he could
scarce bring out a puff, and his wings drooped
and drooped, till at last he sunk so low that the
crests of the waves dashed over his heels.

““Are you afraid?” said the North Wind.

No, she wasn't.

But they weren't very far from land; and the
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North Wind had still so much strength left in
him that he managed to throw her up on the shore
under the windows of the castle which lay EAsT
o’ THE SUN AND WEST 0’ THE MOON; but then
he was so weak and worn out, he had to stay
there and rest many days before he could get
home again.

Next morning the lassie sat down under the
castle window, and began to play with the gold
apple; and the first person she saw was the Long-
nose who was to have the Prince.

“What do you want for your gold apple, you
lassie?” said the Long-nose, and threw up the
window. -

““It’s not for sale for gold or money,” said the
lassie.

“If it’s not for sale for gold or money, what
is 1t that you will sell it for! You may name
your own price,’’ said the Princess.

“Well, if I may get to the Prince, who lives
here, and be with him to-night, you shall have it,”
said the lassie whom the North Wind had brought.

Yes, she might; that could be done. So the
Princess got the gold apple; but when the lassie
came up to the Prince’s bedroom at night he was
fast asleep; she called him and shook him, and
between whiles she wept sore; but all she could
do she couldn’t wake him up. Next morning, as
soon as day broke, came the Princess with the
long nose, and drove her out again.
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So, in the daytime, she sat down under the
castle windows and began to card with her golden
carding-comb, and the same thing happened. The
Princess asked what she wanted for it; and
she said it wasn’t for sale for gold or money, but
if she might get leave to go up to the Prince
and be with him that night, the Princess should
have it. But when she went up, she found him
fast asleep again, and all she called, and all she
shook, and wept, and prayed, she couldn’t get life
into him; and as soon as the first grey peep of
day came, then came the Princess with the long
nose, and chased her out again.

So, in the daytime, the lassie sat down out-
side under the castle window, and began to spin
with her golden spinning-wheel, and that, too, the
Princess with the long nose wanted to have. So
she threw up the window and asked what she
wanted for it. The lassie said, as she had said
twice before, it wasn’t for sale for gold or money;
but if she might go up to the Prince who was
there, and be with him alone that night, she
might have it.

Yes, she might do that and welcome. But
now you must know there were some Christian folk
who had been carried off thither, and as they sat
in their room, which was next the Prince, they had
heard how a woman had been in there, and wept
and prayed, and called to him two nights running,
and they told that to the Prince.

3
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That evening, when the Princess came with
her sleepy drink, the Prince made as if he drank,
but threw it over his shoulder, for he could guess it
was a sleepy drink. So, when the lassie came in,
she found the Prince wide awake; and then she told
him the whole story how she had come thither.

““Ah,” said the Prince, “you’ve just come in
the very nick of time, for to-morrow is to be our
wedding-day; but now I won't have the Long-
nose, and you are the only woman in the world
who can set me free. I'll say I want to see what
my wife is fit for, and beg her to wash the shirt
which has the three spots of tallow on it; she’ll
say yes, for she doesn’t know ’tis you who put
them there; but that’s a work only for Christian
folk, and not for such a pack of Trolls, and so I'll
say that I won’t have any other for mny bride than
the woman who can wash them out, and ask you
to do it.”

So there was great joy and love between them
all that night. But next day, when the wedding
was to be, the Prince said:

“First of all, I'd like to see what my bride is
fit for.”

“Yes!” said the stepmother, with all her
heart. |

“Well,” said the Prince, “I've got a fine shirt
which I'd like for my wedding shirt, but somehow
or other it has got three spots of tallow on it,
which I must have washed out; and I have sworn
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never to take any other bride than the woman
who’s able to do that. If she can’t, she's not
worth having."”

Well, that was no great thing they said, so
they agreed, and she with the long nose began to
wash away as hard as she could, but the more she
rubbed and scrubbed, the bigger the spots grew.

“Ah!” said the old hag, her mother, ‘“you
can’t wash; let me try.”

But she hadn’t long taken the shirt in hand,
before it got far worse than ever, and with all
her rubbing, and wringing, and scrubbing, the
spots grew bigger and blacker, and the darker
and uglier was the shirt.

Then all the other Trolls began to wash, but
the longer it lasted, the blacker and uglier the
shirt grew, till at last it was as black all over as if
it had been up the chimney.

“Ah!” said the Prince, “you’re none of you
worth a straw; you can’t wash. Why there, out-
side, sits a beggar lassie, I'll be bound she knows
how to wash better than the whole lot of you.
CoME 1IN LAssIE!” he shouted.

Well, in she came.

“Can you wash this shirt clean, lassie, you?”
said he.

“I don’t know,”’ she said, “but I think I can.”
And almost before she had taken it and dipped
it in the water, it was as white as driven snow,
and whiter still.
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“Yes, you are the lassie for me,”’ said the Prince.

At that the old hag flew into such a rage, she
burst on the spot, and the Princess with the long
nose after her, and the whole pack of Trolls after
her,—at least I've never heard a word about
them since.

As for the Prince and Princess, they set free
all the poor Christian folk who had been carried
off and shut up there; and they took with them
all the silver and gold, and flitted away as far as
they could from the castle that lay EAST O’ THE
SUN AND WEST 0' THE MOON.



BOOTS, WHO ATE A MATCH WITH
THE TROLL

NCE on a time there was a farmer, who had
three sons; his means were small, and he
was old and weak, and his sons would take

to nothing. A fine large wood belonged to the
farm, and one day the father told his sons to go
and hew wood, and try to pay off some of his debts.

Well, after a long talk, he got them to set off,
and the eldest was to go first. But when he had
got well into the wood, and began to hew at a
mossy old fir, what should he see coming up to
him but a great sturdy Troll.

“If you hew in this wood of mine,” said the
Troll, “I'll kill you!”

When the lad heard that, he threw the axe
down, and ran off home as fast as he could lay
legs to the ground; so he came in quite out of
breath, and told them what had happened, but his
father called him ‘“‘hare-heart”—no Troll would
ever have scared him from hewing when he was
young, he said.

Next day the second son’s turn came, and he

fared just the same. He had scarce hewn three
© 37
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strokes at the fir, before the Troll came to him
too, and said:
“If you hew in this wood of mine, I'll kill you!”

The lad dared not so much as look at him, but
threw down the axe, took to his heels, and came
scampering home just like his brother. So when
he got home, his father was angry again, and
said no Troll had ever scared him when he was
young.

The third day Boots wanted to set off.

“You, indeed!” said the two elder brothers;
“you’ll do it bravely, no doubt! you, who have
scarce ever set your foot out of the door.”

Boots said nothing to this, but only begged
them to give him a good store of food. His mother
had no cheese, so she set the pot on the fire to
make him a little, and he put it into a scrip and
set off. So when he had hewn a bit, the Troll
same to him too, and said:

“If you hew in this wood of mine, I'll kill you!”

But the lad was not slow; he pulled his cheese
out of his scrip in a trice, and squeezed it till the
whey spurted out.

“Hold your tongue!” he cried to the Troll,
“or T'll squeeze you as I squeeze the water out
of this white stone.’

“Nay, dear friend!"” said the Troll “only spare
me, and I'll help you to hew.”

Well, on those terms the lad was willing to
spare him, and the Troll hewed so bravely, that
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they felled and cut up many, many fathoms in
the day. :

But when even drew near the Troll said:

“Now you’d better come home with me, for
my house is nearer than yours.”

So the lad was willing enough; and when they
reached the Troll’'s house, the Troll was to make
up the fire, while the lad went to fetch water for
their porridge, and there stood two iron pails so
big and heavy, that he couldn’t so much as lift
them from the ground.

“Pooh!” said the lad, “it isn’t worth while to
touch these finger-basins. I'll just go and fetch
the spring itself.”

“Nay, nay, dear friend!” said the Troll; “I
can’t afford to lose my spring; just you make up
the fire, and I'll go and fetch the water.”

So when he came back with the water, they set
to and boiled up a great pot of porridge.

“It’s all the same to me,” said the lad, “but
if you're of my mind, we'll eat a match!”

“With all my heart,” said the Troll, for he
thought he could surely hold his own in eating.
So they sat down; but the lad took his scrip
unawares to the Troll, and hung it before him, and
so he spooned more into the scrip than he ate
himself; and when the scrip was full, he took up
his knife and made a slit in the scrip. The Troll
looked on all the while, but said never a word.
So when they had eaten a good bit longer, the



40 Boots, Who Ate a Match with the Troll

Troll laid down his spoon, saying, ‘“‘Nay! but I
can’t eat a morsel more.”’

“But you shall eat,”” said the youth; “I'm
only half done; why don’t you do as I did, and
cut a hole in your paunch? You'll be able to eat
then as much as you please.”

“But doesn’t it hurt one cruelly?” asked the
Troll.

““Oh,” said the youth, ‘““nothing to speak of.”

So the Troll did as the lad said, and then you
must know very well that he lost his life; but the
lad took all the silver and gold that he found in
the hillside, and went home with it, and you may
fancy it went a great way to pay off the debt.



BOOTS, WHO MADE THE PRINCESS SAY,
“THAT'S A STORY"”

daughter, and she was such a dreadful
story-teller that the like of her was not to

be found far or near. So the King gave out, that if
any one could tell such a string of lies as would get
her to say, “That’s a story,” he should have her
to wife, and half the kingdom besides. Well,
many came, as you may fancy, to try their luck,
for everyone would have been very glad to have
the Princess, to say nothing of the kingdom; but
they all cut a sorry figure, for the Princess was
so given to story-telling, that all their lies went in
at one ear and out of the other. Among the rest
came three brothers to try their luck, and the two
elder went first, but they fared no better than
those who had gone before them. Last of all the
third, Boots, set off and found the Princess in
the farm-yard.

““Good morning,” he said, ‘“and thank you for
nothing.”’

““Good morning,’
you.”

ONCE on a time there was a King who had a

said she, ‘“and the same to

41
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Then she went on:

“You haven't such a fine farm-yard as ours,
I'll be bound; for when two shepherds stand, one
at each end of it, and blow their ram’s horns, the
one can't hear the other.”

““Haven’t we though!”’ answered Boots; ‘ours
is far bigger; for when a cow begins to go with
calf at one end of it, she doesn’t get to the other
end before the time to drop her calf is come.”

“I dare say!” said the Princess. ‘‘Well, but
you haven’t such a big ox, after all, as ours yonder;
for when two men sit, one on each horn, they can’t
touch each other with a twenty-foot rule.”

“Stuff!” said Boots; ‘“‘is that all? why, we
have an ox who is so big, that when two men
sit, one on each horn, and each blows his great
mountain-trumpet, they can’t hear one another.”

“I dare say!” said the Princess; ‘“but you
haven't so much milk as we, I'll be bound; for
we milk our kine into great pails, and carry them
indoors, and empty them into great tubs, and so
we make great, great cheeses.”’

““Oh! you do, do you?” said Boots. *‘“Well,
we milk ours into great tubs, and then we put
them in carts and drive them indoors, and then
we turn them out into great brewing vats, and so
we make cheeses as big as a great house. We
had, too, a dun mare to tread the cheese well
together when it was making; but once she
tumbled down into the cheese, and we lost her;
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and after we had eaten at this cheese seven years,
we came upon a great dun mare, alive and kicking.
Well, once after that I was going to drive this
mare to the mill, and her backbone snapped in
two; but I wasn’t put out, not I, for I took a
spruce sapling, and put it into her for a backbone,
and she had no other backbone all the while we
had her. But the sapling grew up into such a tall
tree, that I climbed right up to heaven by it, and
when I got there, I saw the Virgin Mary sitting
and spinning the foam of the sea into pig’s-bristle
ropes; but just then the spruce-fir broke short of<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>