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INTRODUCTION
JOHN BAUER 1882-1918

OHN BAUER was one of the world's greatest illustra-

tors of fairy tales. He was born in 1882 in the Swedish

city of Jonkoping. His father came from southern Ger-

many; his mother was Swedish. As a boy, he showed an inter-

est in and a gift for drawing, and his school books are filled with

caricatures. He also displayed a warm feeling for nature, and

often made long excursions on foot, alone, through the deep for-

ests that line Lake Vattern, on the shore of which Jonkoping is

situated.

When he Mas no more than sixteen years old he went to Stock-

holm, seeking to enter the Royal Academy of Arts; but while his

great talent was obvious, he was too young to be admitted. He
had to wait two more years, during which time he further im-

proved his skill as a draftsman.
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At the Academy, Bauer soon achieved a respected name, among

both teachers and pupils. He drew with serene and sure strokes,

with spirited detail, and with a pronounced feeling for form.

The noted Swedish painter Gustaf Cederstrom later compared

the preciseness of Bauer's student sketches with the drawings of

Diirer and Holbein.

In his spare time Bauer studied historic costumes, weapons, and

buildings, and the value of this research shows itself particularly

in his later fairy-tale illustrations. These also reflect his strong

feeling for his native land—the deep forests with mossy boulders,

the smiling glades, the low houses, the tarns, the mountains.

While still a student at the Academy he received his first big

commission as an illustrator of fairv tales: it was Anna Wahlen-

berg's book Lange, lange sedan {Long, Long Ago). Three years

later he made his real breakthrough when the annual Julstamning

(Christmas Spirit), under the aegis of Cyrus Graner, began pub-

lishing the collection Bland tomtar och troll (Among Tomtes and

Trolls), which came out once a year. Of the first ten editions,

eight were illustrated entirely by Bauer, and his clumsy, strangely

natural-looking troll figures were soon beloved by every Swede.

During his short lifetime, he illustrated the work of almost every

well-known Swedish storyteller, the best of whom are repre-

sented in this collection. Generations of Scandinavian children

have been brought up among his pictures, both in their books and

on their walls.

John Bauer did not wish to remain an illustrator of children's

books forever. He had long felt a strong urge towards other

kinds of painting but he was never able to fulfil this ambition.

With his wife and their two-year-old son, John Bauer was among

the passengers on the steamer Per Brahe which, on a dark Novem-

ber night in 191 8, sank in Lake Vattern, drowning all on board.
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WHEN MOTHER TROLL TOOK
IN THE KING'S WASHING

Elsa Beskow

IFE FOR the trolls in the Great Forest was becoming

unpleasant, for men were intruding on them more

and more. When Father Troll was young, there had

not been a single cottage within thirty miles, but now timber had

been cut for one cottage after another, and settler after settler had

cleared the forest and the earth. The people had become more and

more daring as they came closer to the trolls' domain. It would

have angered any honest old troll to hear all that cutting and

sawing, see the smoke from the charcoal-burners' kilns, and smell

the fried bacon and coffee from the cottages. Privately, Troll

Mother liked the smell of coffee, but still she said "ugh" every

time Troll Father mentioned it. At night she would sneak out to

get a whiff of coffee and bacon, and to peek through the little

cottage windows to see what the people were doing.
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Food, too, was becoming scarce for the trolls. In the old days

the forest and the mountains had been full of wolves and bears

and foxes, and the trolls had feasted every day on bear ham and

wolf chops and foxtail soup. Now, though, the forest animals

were decidedly thinning out. Traps and snares had been set for

them, and Troll Mother herself had been caught in a fox trap,

and had nearly lost her tail. This had happened not long ago when

she was peeping into a sheepfold looking for something good to

eat for breakfast. With dangers like that, no wonder the wild

animals gave up and moved away.

If only the people hadn't had dogs it might still have been bear-

able. Then Troll Father would have been able to get in at the

sweet cattle, but that was quite impossible now, with the dogs

barking and howling and snapping at his heels and tail. No, it was

too much, and eventually most of the trolls had moved north.

At last, only one troll, with his wife and son, was left in Great

Mountain, and Troll Father was determined not to go. Wasn't it

his verv own mountain, where his family had lived for three

thousand years? When his wife spoke of moving, he snarled in

anger. He became more cross and sullen as time passed, and at

last wouldn't set forth from the mountain at all, so that the old

woman and the boy had to fend for themselves as best thev could.

Then one day an incredible thing happened: the people began

to dynamite Troll Father's mountain. A young smith, who had a

kiln nearbv, had discovered copper in Great Mountain, and so he

and his neighbours decided to mine there. When the first charge

of dvnamite exploded, Troll Father became so angry that he ex-

ploded, too; he really did. He lav like a large stone in all the

rubble, and Troll Mother and her son were left alone in the world

with no place to turn. They could not stay in the mountain now
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that the people were dynamiting it. "We must leave and go north

into the wilderness," the boy said.

But his mother would not agree to that. She had ideas of her

own, which she had mulled over for a long time, even though she

had never dared hint of them to Troll Father. The more she had

smelled the coffee and the delicious frying bacon fat, and the

longer she had stared into the little cottage windows, the more she

came to believe that it was certainly much nicer to live the way

people did. And at last her old troll brain had come up with a

plan.

Bv the forest lake, two or three miles from Great .Mountain,

was an abandoned cottage. No one had lived there for at least

six years, not since the old man who owned it had died. She and

the boy, Drullc, would move there. Thev would carefully tie up

their tails and put on clothes. Troll Mother had snatched quite a

few clothes on her nightly visits to the farmhouses.

Best of all, thev would boil coffee and fry that delicious bacon,

just like people did. First, though, they had to get some of those

little round things that were called monev—but old Troll

.Mother knew how to go about that, too. Four miles north, at

Stone Hill croft, lived a farm-wife who made a living for herself

and her children bv taking in washing. Troll Mother had peered

for hours at the farm-wife doing her laundry in the wash house,

so by now she knew how to do it. And she had watched the

farm-wife in the croft accept those round, shinv things called

monev for what she did, and then later send her children to the

village to exchange them for coffee, milk, and bacon. Troll

.Mother had her wits about her. She had peeped into the market

and seen the lovely things and how you behaved there. Her big

troll kettle was ideal for washing. With a pinch of troll powder

in the water, the wash would soon be white as snow, as easy as
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that. Trolls knew a thing or two. Life could be very different

from sitting in the mountain gnawing on rabbit bones.

Well, the boy troll, who was not used to thinking so much at

once, was amazed, and clutched his head with both his big hands

in wonder. At last, however, the thought of the fried bacon over-

came all else, and when evening came, Troll Mother and her son

left their mountain. Thcv carried their troll kettle between them

on a pole, and bundled the rest of their belongings on their backs.

Then they trotted away to the little cottage bv the lake to begin

living like men.

Towards evening the next dav, someone knocked on the

kitchen door of the parsonage. There stood an uglv old woman
with a shawl pulled over her eves and her hands in her apron. "I

am a poor woman," she croaked, "and have no money. Would the

honourable gentlefolk allow me to do their washing?"

Now it happened, on that verv dav, that a great stir and to-do

was going on at the parsonage. Important visitors were expected,

and the parsonage needed dusting and scrubbing, beer needed

brewing, and bread baking, and the parson's wife had just realized

that she could never, that week, do her big washing. So it was

decided that the poor old woman, who was so anxious to work,

should take the washing home. The lady herself would decide the

price when the wash was returned and she could see if it was fine

and white.

Troll .Mother went home delighted beyond words. The next

morning before sunup, she and her son appeared with an old cart

they had found in a shed and tugged the parsonage laundry home

to their croft.

With the troll powder, the wash was beautiful, and the parson's

wife was very surprised to have it all back in a few days, dry

and white as snow. That washerwife was a godsend. And she
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asked so little money, too. You paid her what you felt like, for

the old crone could not count and was deeply grateful for what-

ever coins she received.

The parson's wife told the county sheriff's wife, and the shop-

keeper's wife, and the wives of the more well-to-do farmers about

the washerwife in the forest, and soon Troll Mother had as much

to do as she could wash. Those were happv days for the trolls. A
coffee pot boiled on the fire all day long, and bacon sizzled in the

frying pan.

It wasn't hard work, either. They rilled the big kettle with

water, poured in the troll powder, and lit the fire. The minute the

clothes were wet, thev turned snow-white, and afterwards they

were wrung out and hung to dry. If there was no wind, the old

woman just waved her troll apron—one of the few things she had

kept from former days—and right away a lovely breeze sprang

up and dried the clothes in an hour. The trolls did so well that

they bought a horse and cart to fetch the washing, and Drulle

bought himself a green necktie with red polka-dots from the

country store.

Now it so happened that a king decided to build a castle not

far away. His queen was sickly, and he wanted her to recover in

the pure forest air. That summer, the queen and her little baby

princess, only a few months old, came to live in the castle.

One day the queen's lady-in-waiting visited the parsonage, and

talk turned to the old woman and her son, who were so ugly and

so shy and so absurdly afraid of dogs, but who washed so quickly

and so cheaply that no one would do their own washing anymore.

The lady-in-waiting listened attentively, for she was responsi-

ble for the laundry of the whole royal household, for a certain

sum of money a vear, and she hoped to save a little and put it

aside for herself. When the parson's wife assured her that she
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could entrust the finest and sheerest linen to this strange washer-

wife, that none would ever be torn, the lady-in-waiting decided

that she, too, would use her.

It is easy to imagine how surprised the trolls were when they

were called to the king's castle. The troll boy, afraid of the royal

hounds, did not want to go, but in the end he set out in the

rattling cart, wearing his new necktie and with his cap pulled far

down over his black forelock—and succeeded in bringing home

the royal laundry without any mishaps at all.

When Troll Mother saw all the baby princess's pretty little

clothes, they went to her head. The silken swaddling clothes, the

small embroidered vests and nightgowns—she had never in her

life seen anything so sweet. She gazed for a long while, and held

up the little gowns with her long, crooked forefinger, and then

she called the boy to look and admire too, but he did not under-

stand such things.

"Listen, Drulle," Troll Mother said, nudging him. "One day,

when you marry, you must give your own little mite such small

things."

"Fiddlesticks," said the son sullenly. "Now wouldn't that be

fine for a little troll child!

"

"Troll child!" the mother cried shrilly. "You're not going to

marry a troll, are you, now that we're almost human? Oh, no. A
fine wife with soft yellow hair is what you will have, and then

you will have the sweetest little children with golden curls.

'Hushabye baby, sleep, little baby,'
:

' she crooned, rocking back

and forth with the baby clothes in her arms.

"You're dreaming," her son said angrily, kicking the bucket of

washing. "\\ no will have me?"

But once Troll Mother got an idea in her head, it stayed, and

she took several of the princess's gowms and hid them in her chest.
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"Now see that you divert them when they come to count the

washing," she admonished her son as he was leaving to take the

laundry back to the castle. "You haven't taken leave of all your

troll senses, have you?" She made him repeat a troll rhyme, which

she told him to mumble as he waited for the royal staff to count

the washing.

It turned out very well. Every week the son collected the

king's washing, and every week Troll Mother kept another little

piece of clothing, but when the washing was counted, nothing

was ever found missing.

Some weeks had passed when the royal nurse announced to the

lady-in-waiting that the princess's costly little dresses were myste-

riously disappearing. They suspected a castle servant of stealing

them, because nothing had ever been lost by the old washerwife.

Their suspicions fell on a young orphan girl named Inga, who
mended the linens and sewed the buttons and ribbons onto the

princess's clothes. It did not help Inga to protest her innocence.

No one else touched the clothes; and when two small garments,

which she had taken to her chamber to mend, were discovered

there, it seemed to prove that she was the thief. That very day she

was sent away from the castle.

Inga trudged despairingly along the highway. She did not

know where to go; all she knew was that she wanted to get as

far away from the castle as possible, from those who believed her

a thief. There was no one in the whole world to whom she

could turn—for who would take in a thief?

At last, late one evening, she came to the forest lake and the

trolls' small cottage. She walked to the edge of the lake and

leaned over the calm, mirrored water. How wonderful it would

be to dive down into the cool lake and never be seen again!
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Then she felt someone pulling at her skirt. An ugly old woman
with a black shawl on her head was standing behind her. The

woman's big mouth widened in a smile, and her little eves gave

the girl a friendly wink.

"You should not be out in the cold so late in the evening," she

said in a gravelly voice. "Come into the cottage with me."

Inga was afraid of the old crone, but she followed her because

it was nice that someone was kind enough to ask her in.

As she entered the croft, she saw Drulle with his black, strag-

gly hair, and realized it was the washerwife of the forest who had

taken her in, which made her feel safer. The old woman asked

her to stay and help about the house, and Inga accepted grate-

fully, because she had nowhere else to go. To be sure, she found

both the woman and her son peculiar in their ways, but perhaps

that happened when you lived alone so long in the forest. Besides,

they were very kind to her.

Inga wanted to help with the washing, but she was not allowed

to—her hands were much too soft and white, said Troll Mother.

But if she would cook a little something for them—the way they

cooked down in the valley—the washerwife would be so glad.

So the girl made porridge and gruel, and fried pancakes and

baked bread, and all of it delighted the woman and her son. She

tidied up the cottage, both her own little room and the kitchen,

where the mother and son lived, and at last the cottage began to

look quite respectable.

As it happened, as soon as Troll Mother had seen the girl

standing so slim and fair by the dark lake side, she had decided

that here was just the wife for her son. She lost no time in confid-

ing this to him. Most of the time the son did not pay much atten-

tion to what his mother said, but now, the more he looked at
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Inga, the more he hoped she was right. He would sit for hours

on end in a corner of the kitchen and follow Inga with his eyes

as she moved back and forth doing the chores. As for Inga, it was

hard to have his brown, brooding gaze fastened on her. He was

ugly as a dog that has been kicked too often. Though she could

tell he longed for kindness, it really would have been easier to be

friendly to a dog than to this boy, who filled her with inexplicable

disgust. He was so anxious to please her that she no sooner made

a wish than he rushed away to fulfil it, which was very awkward

and tiresome.

Inga was thinking about all this one dav while walking in the

forest. She remembered, too, Troll Mother's odd blinkings and the

wry faces she made at times. "It will be hard to stay with them

for much longer," she thought, "but where can I go?"

As she made her way along the forest path, she met the queen's

young page. He was the last person she wanted to see. When
she was banished from the castle as a thief, it had pained her most

of all that the young page, who had used to talk so gaily and

courteously to her as she sewed in the garden, believed she was a

thief. She turned her head away and quickly took another path.

But the page ran after her.

"Good morning, Miss Inga. I have looked for you for so long,

to tell you that I know you are innocent of what they accused

you.

She stopped and regarded him, her eyes full with tears. At

last someone believed she was innocent.

"Come with me," he begged. "I will take you to my mother.

And in a few vears, when I have come into my estate, we will

marry."

Ins^a shook her head. "Your mother could not welcome me as a
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daughter-in-law," she said. "Your future would be ruined if you

married me. But thank you, thank you so much, for believing in

me."

The young page tried to keep her from running away and

asked her at least to tell him where she lived, but Inga was firm.

"You must not follow me," she said, and hurried away through

the forest.

Now the troll boy, as was his wont, had followed Inga that

day, and hiding behind a boulder, had seen her talking to the

young page. He was overcome with unhappiness, and shambled

off to the cottage, hanging his head.

Troll Mother was there, examining one of the princess's little

dresses with great delight; it had the most exquisite lace, thin

and fine as a spiderweb. "Look at this one, vou," she called to

her son. "Won't your blond babv look fine in it?"

The son hissed at her angrilv, "Be quiet, Mother. Do vou think

she could ever like me? Oh, no. He must be straight-backed and

slim, and have a green velvet hat with a feather. Look at mv
black hair and my wide mouth and my big, hairv hands." He was

shouting, and in his misery banged his head so hard against the

cottage wall that it shook.

"Now, now," said his mother. "Leave it to me. You hurry off

to the castle with the washing, and don't forget to divert them

when thev count it, for this one I am going to keep!" And she

tucked the small dress in her chest and banged the lid shut. For a

while now, she had not dared keep any of the princess's clothes,

having learned of the fuss at the castle when some were found

missing, but this one she simply could not resist.

Not long after the boy left, Inga entered the cottage.

"Listen, little Inga," said the woman in a mild voice, cocking

her head. "How would it be if vou and Drulle married?"
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When she saw the frightened look in the girl's eyes, she rushed

on, "Come here, little Inga, and I will show you something."

With a sly look she opened the chest. "Have you ever in your life

seen anything so lovely? Those are for your little babies when

you marry Drulle."

Inga gave a cry of anguish. "But those are the princess's

dresses."

"So they are," said the old woman contentedly. "And they are

fine enough, I should imagine."

"But Mother," Inga said, "don't you understand that it is steal-

ing to take them?"

"Stealing!" barked the old woman angrily. "People have such

strange words. One takes what one can get."

"Have you never learned that it is a sin to steal?" asked Inga

in horror.

"I am not going to listen," Troll Mother snapped. She flashed

Inga a slv, green-eved look, snatched the small clothes, and threw

them back into the chest. She was so agitated that her tail came

loose as she bent over the chest, and Inga saw it plain as day.

Inga sat down on the bench, stiff with fear. The old woman
banged the chest shut and stormed out of the door, her tail lashing

behind. "You have the coffee ready when I come back," she

shouted. "Now I must do the washing!

"

But as soon as Troll Mother left, Inga hurried from the croft

and ran towards the forest. She had to get away—far, far away

from the trolls. She was still trembling with fear at having lived

so long with the trolls, and at the thought she ran sobbing through

the forest.

She ran right into the young page, who was wandering there

sadly, wondering where Inga had gone. This time she did not run

from him, but leaned against him, trembling, and murmured some-

[15]



thing about being so afraid of trolls. He put his hand to his sword

at once, and asked, "Where are the trolls?"

"No, no, you must not hurt them," Inga protested. "Thev have

been good to me. They were the only ones who took me in when

I was homeless."

Then the page asked her once more to let him take her to his

mother, and this time she did not say No. She was far too tired to

refuse. And as the voung page's mother was a wise and good

woman, and saw immediately that Inga needed help, she did not

question her. She put Inga to bed and looked after her as if she

were her own daughter.

Meantime the troll boy drove on to the king's castle with a

scowl on his face as he thought of the voung page. When the

washing was counted, he completely forgot to mumble the troll

rhyme. He did not wake from his brooding until the lady-in-

waiting asked repeatedly and sharply, "Where is the princess's

christening robe?" Then he realized something was wrong.

"Oh, oh," he said, scratching his head. "I must have forgotten

it. I will go home for it."

He drove four miles to the croft, but neither his mother nor

Inga were there. He opened the chest and poked around in it. If

only he knew which one of all these frilly, lacy garments was

missing. To be safe, he decided it was best to take along several

things, and he stuffed a number of small vests and linens in his

pockets and set out again.

He entered the royal kitchen and held up a small jacket. "Is

this the one?" he asked. The housekeeper looked at him in amaze-

ment. Stupidly he brought out more of the little clothes. "Is it one

of these?"

The housekeeper signalled the cook to fetch the lady-in-wait-

ing. She came in a hurry, but the troll boy noticed nothing until
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he felt a heavy hand on his shoulder. It was a palace guard who

had been summoned to arrest the thief and put him in the tower.

Only then did he come to his senses and realize what he had done.

Alight with rage, he kicked one guard and hit another with his

fist. They both tumbled to the floor, and with a quick jump, he

leapt up in his cart and drove away full tilt.

By the time they had collected their wits to follow him, Drulle

was out of sight; and when at last the guards reached the little

cottage beside the lake, it was empty and deserted. The crooked

door was squeaking on its hinges, and some half-dry laundry,

which belonged to the wife of the sheriff, was blowing in the

wind.

Now the people in the castle realized how unjustly thev had

accused Inga and driven her away. The queen reproached herself

for being cruel, and wanted to search for the girl everywhere.

Imagine her joy when her page announced that he knew where

Inga was. Immediately, he was ordered to ride out and bring her

back; and when Inga learned that the thief had been found, but

that both trolls had escaped, she was happy and quickly recovered

her health. Joyfully she followed the page to the castle.

The queen received her there with open arms, kissed both her

checks, and everyone showed kindness and friendliness towards

her. The queen wanted to know all her adventures, and after

listening to them she said, "I had always hoped to take vou back

to my court in the city and educate vou as my ladv-in-waiting,

but now perhaps you would rather marry my page?"

Inga had much rather, and the queen appointed her page royal

forester, and then built them the handsomest house with a broad

view of the small lake in the forest. The trolls' cottage, though,

was razed to the ground.

One autumn evening, when Inga had been married a year or so,
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she was sitting with her husband looking at a tiny little child

asleep in her lap. The child was sweet, and Inga smiled happily.

Then suddenly she thought she heard a long sigh. She looked up

and saw four melancholy troll eyes peering in at her through the

window. She gave a startled cry, and her husband ran outside to

see if there was anyone there. But he saw no one, and only the

sound of the wind answered his calls. He was about to turn in-

doors when he saw something white on the steps. It was a bundle

of laundry, the rest of the princess's dresses.

This was the last time the trolls were seen in the region. Un-

doubtedly they had followed the other trolls to the forests in the

northern wilderness. But Inga thought of Troll Mother and her

son sometimes, and in spite of herself, could not help wishing that

their life was not too hard.
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THE MAGICIAN'S CAPE

Anna Wahlenberg

,NCE a wicked magician built a splendid castle high on

a mountain. Between the cliffs in front of the castle

he conjured up a garden so wonderful it had no equal.

There magnificent flowers glowed, and delicious fruits ripened,

and there were the sweetest grapes. The magician would lie on

a velvet couch under the branches while beautiful young girls

danced for him on the lawn, danced and sang and plucked their

guitars.

The songs were merry, but the dancers themselves looked very

sad because they hated the ugly evil magician who had taken

them from their parents. Yet they trembled for their lives, be-

cause as soon as the magician thought one of them did not play

or dance well enough, he would open the garden gate and push

her into the deep forest outside, which was full of bears and

wolves, and where many dancers were lost and never found their

way back home a^ain.
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Whenever the magician had discarded a girl of whom he was

tired, he would put on the fine velvet robes of a distinguished

gentleman, dab his lips with honev to make the words come out

sweetly, and drip magic dew in his eves to make them look gentle

and sparkling. Then he would don his black riving cape, which

he could change into enormous wings, and flv out to find another

victim.

If he saw a girl who pleased him, he spread his cape at her feet,

just as a noble knight would do to honour a prettv maiden. And
if the girl stepped willingly on to it, he would quicklv wrap her

up in a corner of the cape and flv away with her. Should she

ignore him, however, he could not harm her, for he had power

onlv over those who stepped on his cape of their own free will.

During one of his flights, he came to a small village and saw a

smith's daughter, Alvida, sitting at a window combing her long

vellow hair.

Her face was so serene and her eves were so clear that evervone

liked her, and the magician too was delighted at the sight of her.

However, he did not dare approach just then, but watched and

waited until he saw her come outside with a basket on her arm

and walk towards the forest to pick berries. Then he slipped

ahead of her, and where the forest path turned off, he suddenly

stepped out and spread his black cape before her.

"Beautiful maiden," he said, "vour feet are so small and fine,

thev ought not to touch the ground. Step on my cape!

"

At first Alvida was frightened, but then she laughed. "I am no

beautiful maiden. And really, you ought to take better care of

vour handsome cape. Imagine, dropping it in the middle of the

path. It will be covered with mud and pine needles."

She picked up the cape, carefullv shook it out, and returned it

to the magician. "Now, that's better. Don't do it again, though,
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for it would be a great pity to ruin such a fine cape." She scolded

him with her finger, nodded, and ran lightly into the forest.

But the magician so wanted to take her back to his castle that

he followed stealthily, wondering how to catch her.

Then he saw a herd of goats grazing in a dell, and among them

an enormous ram with curved horns. If I could make that ram

frighten her, he thought, then I could hold out my cape to pro-

tect her. She would try to hide behind it and step on to it.

Taking out a magic whistle, the magician blew on it and at-

tracted a swarm of bees and hornets. These stung the ram to a

frenzy. It tried to butt the bees with its horns, and when that did

not work, it looked around for something else to butt. It caught

sight of Alvida and rushed full tilt towards her, exactly as the

magician had hoped. In two quick steps, the magician was at

Alvida's side holding up his cape as if to protect her from the

onrushing ram.

But he miscalculated. Alvida was frightened by the ram, but

she did not seek safety behind the magician's cape, and instead

ran behind a pine tree, where she and the ram chased each other

round and round.

When she tripped over a root, the magician quickly spread his

cape, hoping she would fall on it. But she fell to the side, and it

was the ram that streaked in and entangled its horns in the

magician's cape. The magician knocked it senseless; but when he

freed his cape from the sharp horns, much to his annoyance he

saw that the cape had a big tear in it.

Alvida saw this, too, and feeling that the accident had hap-

pened because the magician had tried to save her from the ram,

she felt very sorry and walked towards him. "What a pity that

vour beautiful cape is torn," she said. "And that I should have

been the cause of it. Perhaps I can find a way to mend the tear."
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She picked a thorn from a rose bush, and with another thorn

pierced the first at the top, and so she made a sewing needle.

Then she plucked a thin strand of her vellow hair, and thus she

had a thread.

"Give me your cape," she urged. "If I sew it neatly, I don't

think you will see the tear, and when you get home someone else

can repair it properly." She folded the cape over her knee, and

patched the rip as well as she could.

But the magician was reluctant to let her go. "Just let me see if

it will do." He held the cape up to the light, and shook his head:

she must make a few more stitches.

With her needle in hand, Alvida stood and reached for the

cape. At the same moment the magician lowered the cape and

dragged it on the ground. Without a thought, Alvida put her foot

on the hem, and in a second the magician had wrapped her up in

that corner. Full of anguish, Alvida saw the cape turn into a pair

of enormous wings, and felt herself being carried aloft.

But more terrible than all was the way the magician's face

changed. His eves became rolling balls of fire, his mouth opened

in a grin, and terrible tigerish fangs jutted forth.

"Help, help," Alvida cried in terror.

And as if her crv had been heard, the strand of yellow hair,

with which the tear in the cape had been sewn, caught on a high

branch of the pine tree. No matter how the magician pulled and

tugged, the strand was so strong it did not break; and while he

was pulling and tugging, the cape tangled among the leaves and

branches. To free it, the magician had to use the arm with which

he held Alvida by the waist. Quickly, she slipped from him,

caught at a branch lower down, and jumped to the ground.

She ran home as fast as she had ever run in her life, and once
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she was inside, fell on the floor in fear and exhaustion. It was a

long while before she recovered enough to tell her father and

mother what had happened.

The magician flew back to his castle so full of rage that every-

one within hid for fear of his anger. No one dared speak or even

whisper until he had shut himself up in his room.

He lav on the bed and closed his eyes but could not sleep. His

room seemed to him unusually light.

"The moon must be shining through the window," he thought,

and rolled over.

But the light was still so bright he could not sleep. He rose to

close the shutters. When he looked out, he saw that there was no

moon in the sky, and turning round, realized that the light was

coming from the flying cape, which he had hung over a chair:

it came from the seam sewn with Alvida's yellow hair, which

shone out as brightly against the black cloth as a good deed

shines against an evil one.

"Well, that is easily taken care of," he thought.

With that, he rolled the cape up tightly so that the seam was

inside, and climbed into bed again. But he had hardly closed his

eves before the radiance filled the room again. The golden seam

was shining right through all the folds of the cape.

Angrily, the magician rushed forward with a knife and cut the

scam from the cape, leaving a large hole. Then he threw the

golden threads out of the window.

Now I shall be free to sleep, he thought.

But no sooner had he closed his eyes again than once more he

sprang up in a rage. The light was there again. He examined the

cape and found that the seam was still there, shining brightly.

The magician carried the cape to the deepest, darkest cellar in
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the mountain, but it was no help. As soon as he lay down on his

heel again, brightness filled the room. It shone through walls,

Moor and ceiling, until he realized that he would never be able to

escape its light.

He did not sleep a wink that night, or the next, or the next. As

the fourth night approached, he threw his flying cape over his

shoulders and flew down to the little village where Alvida lived.

He rapped on her window.

"Who is it?" she asked, sitting up in bed startled from sleep.

"It is me," he said. "Open vour window so I can talk to vou. I

will not hurt vou."

But Alvida had recognized the voice, and hid silent and shiver-

ing under her blanket.

"Come here," he urged. "Vour wicked vellow hair, with which

vou sewed my cape, keeps shining and won't let me sleep. Undo
that seam or I will make vou suffer."

But he could not frighten Alvida now, for she remembered

that trolls and magicians never dare force their way into Christian

homes. So Alvida lav still, as if nothing had happened.

The magician began to beg, and beseeched her, "If vou undo

the scam, I will give vou a sack of gold."

Alvida did not move.

"If vou cut the seam, you can have a big farm with fields and

pastures."

But regardless of the wonderful things he offered, there was

no answer. In the end, the magician had to return to his castle

with nothing accomplished. As he entered the castle garden, he

had an idea. He could not bribe Alvida, but if he could give her

something, perhaps that would make her grateful and she would

agree to cut awav the shining seam.

So he bent down the branches of the trees in his garden and
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picked the most luscious fruits, pulled up the grape vines with

their heavy bunches, swept them all in his cape, and flew back to

Alvida's window. There he planted the grape vines, arranged

them over the wall, fastened them to the windowsill and the roof

beams, and hung all the fruit he had picked among the bunches of

grapes, so that a beautiful border now framed the small window.

The magician flew back to his castle and went to bed. And
the strange thing was that this time when he closed his eves, the

golden thread shone only faintlv, and he could go to sleep.

Alvida looked out of her window the next morning, and her

eyes fell on a poor old woman sitting bv the ditch eating a big

juicy pear. The old woman stood and curtsied. "Thank you for

the beautiful pear," she said. "It fell from your window to the

highway, and fruit that lies on the highway is for anyone to take."

When Alvida saw how handsomely her window had been

decorated, she realized that the magician was trving to persuade

her to rip out the shining thread.

Alvida did not touch anv of the fruit herself. She let it fall,

piece by piece, and tired and thirsty travellers came along, picked

up a pear or an apple, and blessed the gift. Every evening the

vines were bare, but bv morning they were full of the most

delicious fruit once again.

One night the magician knocked at Alvida's window. "Listen,

my girl," he said. "I have given vou all the treasures of my
garden, because it dims the radiance of your foolish seam. But

there must come an end to this. Won't you now cut the shining

scam from my cape so that I may finally sleep in peace?"

Alvida did not answer. She thought the seam was all right

where it was.

And the magician never did get rid of it. Every night, he—who

only wanted to do evil—was obliged to fly away with gifts for
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the tired and unhappy. And if ever he dared carry off a maiden,

no matter how fancifully he decorated Alvida's window, the

golden seam shone so blindingly both day and night that the

magician did not get a moment's peace until he had taken her

home again where she belonged.
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THE BARREL BUNG

Anna Wahlenberg

OR nearly five years now, the people of Bolinge parish

had suffered from famine. At last even the milk from

the cows, which was what thev lived on, was gone. The

cows had run drv at both the farms and the crofts.

But while life was hard for the parishioners, at the manor

house of rich, clderlv Ladv Skinflint, there was plenty. They
called her that because she was so mean and miserly to everyone.

She had bought the manor house five years before, and moved

there with her tall, uglv daughter, whose face was so ugly it was

enough to scare vou.

Yes, there was always plenty at the manor house. Even though

the old lady and her daughter had only four poor cows, they had

hundreds of cheeses and churned big tubs of thick butter to cart

off and sell. It was as if all God's blessings had left the farms and

crofters' cottages, and gone to the manor house. People shook

their heads and said it was not right, yet no one quite understood

how it had happened.
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At last, when Star, a splendid cow belonging to wife Jonson

who lived in one of the crofts in the forest, gave only half a pint

of milk, Jerker Jonson, the eldest son, decided that matters had

gone far enough, and that he would find out what was happening.

That evening when he went to bed, Jerker did not bother to blow

out his candle, but instead placed it close to the wood shavings on

his workbench, so that the shavings would surely catch fire when

the candle burned down. Jerker lav there waiting, pretending to

sleep. He knew that if the tomte, or goblin, who looked after

the house, was still in the cottage, he would come and blow out

the candle. Jerker had almost given up hope and was just reach-

ing out to do it himself, when the little tomte in his grey smock

and red tasselled cap tiptoed from one corner of the room and

with two fingers pinched the burning wick and snuffed out the

flame.

"Good evening," said Jerker, jumping from bed and bowing

to the little tomte whom he could see plainlv in the moonlight

that was shining through the window. "I thought you had moved

to the manor house, since all blessings seem to have left us and

gone to them."

The tomte looked solemn and stroked his long beard. "It is not

mv fault," he said.

"Whose is it then? " Jerker asked.

The tomte eved him doubtfully. Then he stood on tiptoe and

whispered in Jerker's ear, "If vou can get vourself hired as a

farmhand there, and do well enough to be allowed to look in their

storeroom, perhaps vou will find out what's wrong." And quick

as a mouse, he darted back into the corner.

Jerker got up at dawn the next morning. He told his mother he

wanted to go out into the world and find work as a farmhand,

[30]



and he went off with his Sunday clothes tied by a leather strap

across his shoulder.

When he reached the village, however, Jcrker exchanged all his

fine clothes for some soft rve cakes with plenty of butter, and a

few fine sausages. He stuffed these into his pockets, for it was

sensible to take food when you went to the manor house of Lady

Skinflint, where there might not be enough to eat. After this, he

set out straight for the manor house and knocked on the kitchen

door.

"Come in," a voice squeaked.

Jerkcr entered. He saw an old manservant who was the only

help at the manor house. The servant was so frail and miserable

that he could not get work anywhere else, so he had staved on. He
was sitting bv the fire eating dinner; that is, a meal of potatoes

and well water.

"Do you know if the manor house needs a farmhand?" Jerker

asked.

The old servant responded with a loud guffaw. Apparentlv, he

could not imagine anyone wanting to work there.

'Thev wouldn't want you, in any case," he replied. "Even /

seem expensive to them."

"But suppose you became ill," Jerker said.

"Don't sav it. Then I would starve to death."

Jerkcr pulled forth a sausage and a rve cake and held them up

to the old man.

"Oh, no, I must be in paradise," said the manservant, and his

eves were sparkling.

Jerker held the sausage in his right hand and the rve cake in his

left. "Go and pretend to be ill," he ordered. "You'll have more to

eat if I get the job."
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The old man obeyed him at once. He crawled to a corner

near the fire, pulled a quilt over his head, made himself comfort-

able, and began to chew on the sausage and cake. Jerker crept

outside and hid near the corner of the house.

He did not have to wait long before he heard a terrible noise.

Old Lady Skinflint and her scarecrow daughter had come into

the kitchen and were quarrelling with the old man for being idle.

They shouted and howled worse than seven dogs fighting eleven

cats. Right in the midst of the upheaval, Jerker knocked on the

kitchen door a second time.

"Does the gracious ladv of the manor house need a farmhand?"

he asked as he entered.

"No, get out! Get out of here!" shrieked Lady Skinflint, shak-

ing a poker at him.

But her daughter tugged at her mother's skirt. Now that the

old man was ill, thev could use a hand for a dav or two. And so,

one wav or another, Jerker was allowed to stay on at the manor

house. The first thing Jerker was told to do in his new job was to

carry cheese from the storeroom to the larder outside. The

cheeses were big and heavy, and there were so many of them that

it seemed as if the manor house had a hundred cows instead of

just four. But don't think for a moment that Jerker was allowed

to set his foot inside the storeroom. Oh, no. The daughter brought

out everv single cheese herself and handed it to him on the front

porch. She was so careful about the storeroom door that Jerker

did not manage so much as a peep inside.

Suddenly, however, as she handed him one cheese, he pre-

tended to drop it on his foot. Then he began to jump up and down

on one leg, howling with pain. Of course the daughter had to

come and ask what was hurting him, and in the confusion she

left the storeroom door. Jerker himself grabbed it, and leaned
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against it to steady himself. As he did so, he quickly poked a stick

into the lock, then broke it off so that it was securely wedged

there. He put his foot down, said he was better now, and carried

the cheese away.

When he returned, the old woman and her daughter were both

standing there, poking and prodding the lock, both purple in the

face from trying to shut the door. Jerker offered to help, but they

refused. So the lock had to stay broken until the next day, when

Lady Skinflint herself would go to the country store and buy

another.

For the rest of the day, the old woman and her daughter took

turns guarding the door. They did not leave until evening, when

they sent Jerker to the hayloft for the night.

He lay dozing awhile, then he got up and crept down again.

Listening intently, he circled the manor house and soon realized

that the two women, whom he had believed sound asleep, were in

the dining room having their supper. Quick as an eel, he went into

the hall, opened the still unlocked storeroom door, and glided in

without a sound.

It was still fairly light, but he could see nothing stranger than

cheeses and milk buckets on all the shelves.

Suddenly he heard the dining-room door open. Afraid of being

discovered, Jerker jumped behind a couple of apple barrels and

lay on his stomach on the floor. He had just hidden himself when

old Lady Skinflint and her tall ugly daughter came in, holding

candles in their hands.

The old woman set her candle down and began to dig in her

pocket. Finally she pulled out a big barrel stopper, which is called

a bung, and wedged it into a hole in the wall that Jerker had not

noticed before. Then she found a milking-stool and sat down on it,

with a milk pail between her knees, just under the bung.
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Then she began to pat the bung and cry like someone calling

cows in for milking. "Come, Boss. Come, Brindle Bell. Come, all

you cows."

"Which one will you milk first today?" asked the daughter.

"Oh, I think I'll have the parish clerk's Bean. Come, Bean.

Come, Bean, Come, Bean," she clucked.

Jerker watched as a big cow's udder swelled from the bung

on the wall. The woman took a firm grip of it and sang:

"Cow of gold,

cow of gold,

give as much milk

as the pail will hold."

Creamy white milk streamed from her fingers into the pail

until it was full, and Lady Skinflint emptied it into a big tub her

daughter had brought in. Then she put the pail between her knees

again.

"Which will you have now, then?" asked the daughter.

"Now I think it will be the sheriff's Buttercup," the old woman
replied. And once more she began to pat the bung, from which

the first udder had disappeared when she stopped singing before.

Now she called, "Come, Buttercup. Come, Buttercup. Come,

Buttercup."

Another udder appeared, and milk began to pour out as before.

The old hag sang along,

"Cow of gold,

cow of gold,

give as much milk

as the pail will hold."

When the pail was full, this milk, too, was poured into the tub,

and the daughter asked as before, "Which one will yon have now?"
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"Well, I think it will be Aiother Jonson's Star," the old woman
answered, and again began her magic with the bung. "Come,

Star. Come, Star. Come, Star," she called.

But when Jerker heard her coaxing the Jonsons' own beloved

Star, he became quite angry. Before the woman had begun her

song, he stuck his head out and cried,

"Cow of gold,

cow of gold,

knock the hag out,

knock her cold."

And look! Instead of an udder, a cow's leg shot forth from the

bung and kicked the hag solidly. Her daughter came running,

and she got a kick, too. Delightedly, Jerker continued to sing,

"Cow of gold,

cow of gold,

knock the hag out,

knock her cold."

And the cow's leg kicked, and old Lady Skinflint and her

daughter screamed, and whenever they tried to dodge away the

cow's leg reached out and gave them an extra wallop.

"You villain, you rogue," cried old Lady Skinflint. "Are you

trying to kill us?"

But Jerker paid no attention so the old lady tried another way.

"Dear, sweet, good Mr. Crofter Jerker, don't sing anymore, and

we will give you anything you want."

'That's more like it," said Jerker, and stopped his singing. The

cow's leg became a bung once more, and quickly Jerker took the

bung from the wall and held it. "Bring me all the gold you have

earned bv milking the cows of the village, and I shall temper

justice with mercy."
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No matter how the old woman and her daughter begged and

beseeched, Jerker would not listen until they brought out almost

all the gold and silver they had. It filled a sack so big and heavy

that Jerker could scarcely lift it.

Then the old hag asked to have the bung back.

"No," said Jerker, putting it in his pocket. "This is mine."

Then he woke the old man servant and asked him to help

carry the sack, and all night long they struggled and strained to

get it down to the village.

In the morning, Jerker had the church bells rung; and when the

villagers came running, wondering what had happened, he

opened his sack and all the gold and silver spilled out. Then it

was divided fairly among all those whose cows mean old Lady

Skinflint had so thievishly milked. The rejoicing went on and on.

When everyone had received his fair share, each gave a tenth

part to Jerker, feeling he had earned it well. This was so much

that Jerker could afford to buy his own farm, marry the girl he

liked, and take the old manservant on as help.

And from then on peace and joy returned to the parish, but not

to Lady Skinflint and her daughter, who gradually became poorer

and poorer, as they could no longer live by their tricks. As for

the bung, this was burned in a big bonfire, and everyone watched

to make sure it would never harm them or anyone else in the

world ever again.
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THE SEVEN WISHES

Alfred Smedberg

<S*Jf
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M F YOU had ever seen Olle Niklasson standing by his

bundle of firewood in the forest, scratching his fiery,

bristly head, you would probably have laughed until you

ached. Olle Niklasson looked so different from other boys. He
had hair as brown as a juniper bush burnt bv the sun, a nose like

a potato, and cheeks like two fat mushrooms.

It wouldn't have been so bad if he had simply been ugly, but

he was also so lazy he could scarcely bother to stand up again if

he fell down, and so foolish he could not tell a squirrel from a

crow.

As he ambled about the forest, with his mouth hanging open

and his arms hanging down, he might have been taken for a

monkey instead of a boy. He was so ugly and so foolish that even

the magpies laughed.
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Just now, as we said, he was standing in the forest near his

bundle of firewood, scratching his head. A seven-vear-old child

could easily have skipped with that little bunch of twigs, but Olle,

who was thirteen vears old and strong as a bear, had spent the last

hour wondering if he could lift it on his back.

He was standing, fidgeting and fussing, when he saw a viper

lying on the ground nearby. The viper was sharply and intently

eyeing something small not far away. Olle looked more closely

and saw a little frog hopping in starts towards the viper's open

mouth. If Olle had not been so foolish, he would have realized

that the snake, with its keen eyes, had cast a spell over the frog

so that it would hop straight forward, right into the viper's mouth.

"Well, well," said Olle, astonished and wide-eyed. But he was

too lazy to pick up a stick and kill the viper. Meantime, the frog

hopped closer and closer to the viper's poisonous tongue. Finally,

stupid as he was, Olle realized that the frog was terrified. It was

trembling all over, and now and then it squeaked faintly. Olle

opened his silly eves wider and stepped nearer.

"Listen, you small short fat thing, don't be so silly. Why don't

you run away? Can't you see that the long black one wants to

catch you?" It was the longest speech Olle had ever made in all his

life, and it was so hard for him to make that he took off his cap

and mopped the sweat from his brow.

But the frog kept hopping slowly nearer, until finally it was

just one hop away from the snake. The snake never moved its

eves from the frog. The poor little frog was shivering. Then Olle

lost his temper and picked up a stick and said, "You stupid little

wretch. Do I have to help you?" And with that, he poked the

frog with the stick and knocked it aside into the grass, where the

snake could not see it.
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At once the frog jumped up on to Olle's bundle of firewood,

where it sat watching him with beautiful, expressive eyes, as if

wishing to thank him.

"Have I got to lift you, too?" Olle said crossly. "Don't you

think the firewood is heavy enough already?" But the frog just sat

there on the wood gazing at Olle. Its look was so bright, gentle,

and friendly that Olle was almost spellbound. Lazy and foolish,

he stood there without even the sense to shoo the frog awav.

Meanwhile, the snake had wriggled off into the grass.

Suddenly the frog laughed, a laugh as clear as silver. It jumped

down from the firewood and at that moment became a beautiful

fairy girl with rosy cheeks, sky-blue eyes, and curly gold hair.

Olle was so astonished that all he could say was: "Oh."

'Thank you, my friend, for saving my life," the fairy said in a

voice as fine as a note from a harp.

"Oh," said Olle again.

"You probably don't realize what you have done for me,"

said the fairv. "I am not a frog, as you see. I am queen of the

fairies. My crystal palace is over there in the small brook that

flows through the meadow."

"Oh," said Olle, staring at the beautiful little elf.

"You may be wondering," the fairv went on, "why I was a

frog just a moment ago, so I will tell you straightaway. Yester-

day around noon I committed a great sin. I laughed at a little

frog that was hopping towards a big snake which had its mouth

open. I did not realize that the snake had charmed the frog so it

couldn't escape, and I laughed at it for not jumping away. That

was wicked of me, and so I was punished. I was turned into a frog

myself for twenty-four hours. There were just ten minutes left

when the viper appeared and charmed me, too—put me under a
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spell. If you had not been there to save me, I would have been

swallowed up and dead. Now do you realize what a fine deed you

have done?"

"Oh, ho," said Olle, staring harder than ever.

"And now I want to reward you for your goodness," the fairy

went on. "I will give you seven wishes, and whatever you wish

for will be granted. Only be careful and don't wish foolishly, or

you w ill regret it later. Good-bye."

And with this the fairy floated away through the air towards

the path that led to the brook.

"Ho, ho, ho," said Olle, rubbing his elbow. "That was fun. But

now, what shall I wish for? Oh, ves, I know. I wish the firewood

would run home by itself and carry me on its back."

He had hardly spoken before he was thrown on his stomach

across the bundle of firewood. It raced through the forest and

sent sticks and twigs, moss and pebbles, flving through the air.

Olle was terrified, and had to dig his hands into the branches to

hold on. The firewood went like the wind, flving wildly between

hillocks and groves. It galloped over stones and tree stumps. Olle

was tossed and jerked hither and thither, he lost his cap and his

wooden shoes, his face was w hipped by bushes and branches, and

he himself was bellowing like a cow.

In a few minutes the firewood reached the small croft where

Olle lived. It tore through the gate and into the vard. At the

threshold, it stopped so abruptly that Olle fell headlong through

the door and bumped his head so hard, it gave him a sizeable lump.

"Oh, my," said Olle, ^ettincr to his knees.

His mother, who believed the pig had slipped into the croft,

came rushing from the kitchen with her broom. Olle could say

nothing but "Oh, my," and "Oh, oh," for he was so shaken that

he quite forgot about the frog and the snake.
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The woman felt so sorry for him that she gave him a bag of

almond candv. Now, whenever Olle got hold of something good

to eat, he could never stop at enough. So now he sat down on the

step and gobbled up all the candy in a wink.

"Yum," he said, licking his lips. "I wish I had a pail full of this

candv, and could eat as much as I wanted."

In a moment, a whole pail full of candv was dumped in his lap.

"Oh, mv," Olle exclaimed delightedly, and began to grab

fistfuls of almond candv from the pail. He ate so much and so

quicklv it would have made you dizzv to watch him. He stared

and chewed and swallowed, then ate some more. He hunched

over the pail until, in fifteen minutes, it was emptv, and Olle was

as fat and round as a sausage.

In a little while Olle was lving on the bed wriggling like an

earthworm, with his hands on his stomach, and veiling louder than

a pig stuck in a fence.

His mother sent for the doctor, who advised a full bottle of

stomach bitters. In an hour, Olle had been so sick that he was as

emptv as a hunting dog. When he felt well enough to explain

what had happened, the wise doctor gave him a sound thrashing

with a hazel stick.

A week later Olle's mother sent him out to weed their little

carrot patch. Reluctantly Olle went out to do the job, but being

lazy, before he began he lay down beside the carrots to rest for a

while.

Now it just happened that there was also an enormous cherry

tree in the garden, full of the biggest and reddest cherries, but

thev grew so high up that you could not reach them without

climbing the tree. A more sensible boy would have found a ladder

to lean against the tree, and that way could be right among the

juicy cherries. But Olle was both too silly and too lazy to think
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of that. So he lav under the tree and got angry with the crows

and magpies that flew among the branches, and picked one cherry

after another.

"Oh," said Olle, licking his thick lips. "I wish I was sitting up

there at the top of the tree."

And just as if a strong wind had lifted him from the ground,

in a moment he was flying up into the tree, and there he hung

among the topmost branches.

"Oh! Oh!" Olle shouted in delight, and began picking and eat-

ing. Now if only he had not been too lazy to close the gate

when he entered the garden, everything would have turned out all

right. But with the gate open, the pig wandered in and began to

scratch its back against the cherry tree. You can imagine what

happened next. The tree swayed back and forth with Olle at the

top like a magpie on a birch twig in a storm. At last he lost hold

and fell down head over heels. Twigs and branches broke as he

went, and Olle somersaulted wildly on to the back of the pig.

It is hard to say which of these two cried loudest, Olle or the

pig. Certainly, the pig never again dared scratch its back against a

cherry tree with a boy in the branches, and for a week Olle

went around with cuts on his hands, red scratches on his cheeks,

and a swollen nose.

You might suppose Olle would never make a silly wish again,

but, like other stupid boys, he didn't remember any of his troubles

after they stopped hurting. So it was not more than a few wreeks

before Olle had another adventure.

On that dav, he set out walking to the village. He seldom

bothered to walk so far, and when he did, he dragged his feet all

the way. He watched a bicyclist pedalling by on the road.

"Oh," said Olle. "I wish I could sit on a bicycle like that and

ride all over the countryside."
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The very next minute he was astride a bicycle and spurting

wildly forward. Where the bicycle had come from, and how Olle

got on the seat, he did not know; but he sat there now pedalling

and speeding along for all his worth. Olle had never ridden a

bicycle before, and he began to shout and yell at the top of his

lungs. Nor was the bicycle better behaved, so it raced along

frightening both cows and people.

If onlv the bicvele had kept to the roads, things might have

been easier. But the mischievous machine insisted on racing over

the countryside, just as Olle had wished, and so it seldom rode on

smooth ground.

Olle tried to stop pedalling, but that was quite impossible.

Whether he liked it or not, he pedalled, and bumped and jumped

along across hills and tuftv meadows, through cornfields and

potatofields, over fences, ditches, and stone walls. Everywhere

people ran from their homes to look at the madly careening

cyclist. Olle shouted and thumped, thumped and shouted. "Oh!

Oh! Catch me. Stop me!"

The villagers watched angrily as Olle spoiled their crops and

ran over their livestock. He rode pell-mell uncontrollably across

corn sheaves and over flower beds, pushed piglets aside, and

scared horses so thev bolted. Sheep jumped fences, and hens flew

cackling on to the roofs of barns.

By now the villagers had come out in force, with sticks and

poles, to stop Olle. With the town elders in the lead, farmers

and farmhands marched towards Olle in a body. Olle's bicycle

lunged towards them like a furious bull, knocked off the sexton's

hat, skinned the parish clerk's legs, and gave the richest farmer in

the county such a solid poke in the stomach that he tumbled over

with his heels in the air.
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Ollc was so frightened he nearly fainted. He simply could not

understand what kind of monster he was riding.

"I wish the wretched thing would break into a hundred pieces,"

he said.

Immediately the bicycle rolled into a stone wall and was

smashed to smithereens. Ollc himself somersaulted over the wall

and landed in a clump of nettles.

Immediately the villagers rushed forward to beat Olle for the

damage he had done. Not only were fields and gardens ravaged,

but he had run over and killed three pigs and four hens. But when

the farmers saw him looking so frightened and exhausted, they

lowered their sticks and left him in peace. "Poor lad," thev said.

"It's a pity. He's so stupid he doesn't know what he's doing. And
small wonder, he never even learnt how to read."

Olle limped home, aching all over. He began to think about

what the villagers had said. "Is it because I cannot read that I am

so stupid?" he wondered. "It would be odd, but perhaps it is the

reason I am always getting into trouble. I wish I could read."

Well, if that had been Olle's first wish, he would have acted

sensibly and avoided a lot of trouble; for the way the fairy's spell

worked, if Olle wished foolishly, he got his wish immediately,

but when he wished sensibly, it came to him gradually. So he did

not learn how to read wonderfully well all at once, but he did get

such a burning desire for it that he studied both day and night.

Eventually, Olle could read any book he laid his hands on. And
the more he read, the better he understood how foolish he had

been, and how lazy, idling away half his life. Now he helped his

mother with all kinds of chores, and began to be more diligent

and industrious.

One day as he was walking in the forest he saw the little fairy
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queen again. He recognized her immediately, and suddenly re-

membered his adventure with the frog and the snake, for since

he had learnt to read and work, his memory had improved.

"Good day, dear Olle," said the fairy in a mild voice. "You

wished foolishly five times, but your sixth wish was a wise one.

Now you may have one more wish, but think carefully, for this is

the very last one, and after that I will not be able to help you

again."

Olle pondered a very long time. Reading and working so

much, he had become quite sensible, and that was the reason he

was afraid to wish for something silly. He said at last, "I wish

to be a good, useful person."

"You couldn't have made a better wish," said the fairy happily.

"And therefore I shall grant vour wish, but it will come of your

own efforts, for what comes other ways isn't worth much.

Good-bye!"

The little fairy kept her word. Through study and hard work,

Olle became sensible, useful, and good, and everyone liked him.

And as he became good, he also seemed more handsome, for only

the lazv and wicked appear ugly.
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THE KING'S CHOICE

Anna Wahlenberg

[XG Helamund was about to set out on a crusade to the

Holy Land. So he asked his six councillors to take an

oath that, during his absence, they would rule the

realm as best they could and that, should he fail to return from

the Holy Wars, they would protect his queen and baby son, and

hold the throne for the boy. King Helamund, however, had not

yet decided which of the six to appoint First Councillor in the

land, head of the government. One councillor seemed to him too

old, another too young, a third too impetuous, a fourth too dila-

tory, a fifth too daring, and the sixth too cautious.

One night, as he was deliberating which one to choose, he

thought he glimpsed the fold of a woman's dress in the alcove

curtains. He sat up in bed and stared as an apparition came slowly

towards him.

"Who are you?" he asked in bewilderment.

"I am the fairy of the castle. I have lived in the castle during
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the reigns of many kings, and I have tried to help them all during

their most difficult moments. Most of them have neither seen nor

heard me, but you sec and hear me. Lay your head on the pillow."

The king's face was fanned softly with a grey veil. A numbness

came over him, and he sank down with his eyes closed. A corner

of the veil touched his forehead, and he fell asleep and began to

dream.

In the dream it seemed to him that he had already set out on

the crusade and was far away from the castle, but despite this,

he could see everything that was happening in his kingdom. He
saw his councillors sitting at the council table. They were quar-

relling among themselves and only one of them was detached and

quiet, and tried to settle the dispute. Then he saw the six men go

down into his treasury and fill their pockets with gold. And again

only one of them did not touch the chests, but stood like a

guardian before the rest. Then he saw the councillor he had

appointed First Councillor of the land ride up with troops of

soldiers, announce that King Helamund was dead, and proclaim

himself king in his place. King Helamund saw this false king

marry his queen and imprison the little prince in a tower, and put

in irons the one councillor who had been loyal.

King Helamund was sweating as he dreamt this dream. He
wanted to throw himself at his false councillor, and when he

awoke, his arms were flailing wildly.

The grey apparition was still standing beside his bed. Quickly

the king calmed himself, for he realized that all this was a dream

and had not really happened. At the same time, though, he was

afraid. Was the strange apparition warning him of what might

happen?

And she nodded as if she had read his thoughts. "Yes. By this

you see the worth of promises and oaths."
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The king clenched his fists in anger. "If only I knew who the

First Councillor was, and who the loyal one was," he mumbled.

"But I could not see their faces."

'That I cannot tell you," said the fairy of the castle. "But if

you do wish to know, I can help you. Tomorrow, bid your coun-

cillors take your golden galley down the river to the jousting

grounds on the plain. You yourself ride there through the forest. I

will be waiting for you where the river meets the forest."

The fairy waved her veil in farewell and disappeared behind

the folds of the alcove curtains.

The next day the king did as he had been told and invited his

councillors to sail down the river in his golden gallcv for a tour-

nament on the plain. He himself rode ahead on horseback, and

when he came to the place where the river met the forest, he

continued along the shore. He had not been riding long before his

horse reared as if frightened. At that moment, the fairy appeared

among the tree trunks.

"Tie your horse to that oak," she said, "then come back to me."

Helamund obeyed her. When he returned, the fairy walked

towards him, looked at him with her deep-set eves, and waved

her veil gently before his face. She began to sing:

"King so high in all the land

That equal stands no other,

Be transformed, assume disguise

To look a plain woodcutter."

Then the king felt an extraordinary change taking place in him.

He grew less tall, but broader and stronger. His shining robes be-

came a poor woodcutter's shirt. His hair and beard hung un-

trimmed around his face, and in his hand he held an axe instead of

a sword.
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"What have you done?" he exclaimed, frightened.

"Do not be afraid," she said. "Soon you shall be as before. But

now look."

She waved her veil across the grass, and sang:

"Grow little cottage,

From out of this earth

A building to serve

As a poor man's hearth."

And then Helamund saw a small cottage begin to rise from the

ground, and in a few moments there stood a miserablv small

croft with a sagging, moss-covered roof and warped little win-

dows.

"Here is where you live," said the fairv of the castle. "And

in a little while you will have a chance to do your councillors

a service. As a reward, ask no more than that in three days, they

honour your humble croft by coming to a feasting you are hav-

ing.

Helamund opened his mouth to question the fairy, but she had

already floated away and out over the water, where she melted

like a mist.

Soon afterwards, he heard voices and the sound of oars, and

saw the golden gallev glide into view from behind a point. He
was standing there watching it, and listening to his councillors

chatting happilv, when a sudden windstorm drove across the sur-

face of the water and tossed the gallev back and forth so wildly, it

looked as if it Mould flounder.

Without a moment's hesitation, Helamund threw himself into

the river, swam towards the galley, boarded it, took the oars from

the rowers, and managed to steer the sinking gallev to safety.

With the fear of death on their faces, the six councillors stepped
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ashore and thanked the woodcutter. They offered to reward him

lavishly: whatever he wanted, let him only mention it and they

would grant his wish.

Helamund remembered the words of the fairy. He took off

his cap and bowed. "Noble gentlemen," he said. "I am a humble

and lowly man, and I don't know if I dare to ask, but in three

days there will be a feasting in my cottage among my friends and

neighbours. If you could come to my croft then, it would be the

greatest honour I could imagine."

The councillors burst out laughing. "Is that all?" they asked.

"Yes, noble gentlemen." Once more Helamund bowed, and in-

vited them all to come to the feasting two hours before sunset.

The councillors were still laughing. They found this wood-

cutter both silly and naive, but one after another offered his hand

and promised to appear at the croft three days later. Then they

wrung out their wet clothes, stepped aboard the boat, which the

oarsmen had been bailing out, and continued on calmly down the

river.

As soon as they were out of sight, Helamund was freed of his

woodcutter's clothing, and stood there once more, a tall and dis-

tinguished monarch. He went to his horse, jumped in the saddle,

and galloped to the jousting field, where he arrived long before

the councillors. When they came, they did not say a word about

their adventure: they found it humiliating not to have been able to

brave the sudden windstorm themselves, and to have had to ask

help from a woodcutter. Since they did not mention the adven-

ture, the king also kept silent.

Helamund did not see the fairy for two days, but during the

second night he was awakened by someone calling his name.

When he opened his eyes, he saw the grey veil again beside his

bed.
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"Tomorrow, King Hclamund, you must hold a great banquet

here," said the fairy. "Invite all your noble knights and ladies, and

ask your six councillors as well."

"But they have promised to go to the woodcutter in the forest,"

said the king.

"That is just my reason," said the fairy, and in the next moment

she was gone.

Hclamund sat wondering, until he understood. The next morn-

ing he issued invitations to a banquet, to begin two hours before

sunset.

When the time came, the great hall in the castle was filled

with noble gentlemen, brave knights, and beautiful ladies. The

king entered, accompanied bv the queen and the small prince. The

king's eves scanned the assembly eagerly. He was looking for his

councillors. And, quite right, there they were. They drew up in a

line and saluted him humbly. They had not gone to the wood-

cutter's cottage.

But when he counted them, he noted that one of the six was

missing. It was Ismaril, the one he thought was too young to be

First Councillor.

"I do not see the noble councillor Ismaril," said the king.

The steward of the household approached. "Your Alajesty,

the noble councillor Ismaril sends word that he cannot attend

because he has already accepted an invitation elsewhere."

The king drew himself up and frowned as if he were very

angry. "And does anyone know what highborn person's company

Ismaril prefers to that of his king?"

The five councillors looked questioningly at each other, as if

they did not know what to do. However, being secretly jealous

of Ismaril, they did not want to miss an opportunity of throwing

him deeper into disgrace. So they went to the king, told him
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of their adventure with the galley, and of the woodcutter, and

of the absurd feasting thev had promised to attend. Then they all

bowed at once.

The king called several servants to him. "Go out into the forest

near the river," he commanded. "Find Councillor Ismaril and

bring him to me immediately."

The servants left and the banquet began. No more than an hour

had passed when they returned with the missing councillor,

whom they had found wandering in the forest vainly attempting

to find the woodcutter's croft. Ismaril held his head high and his

back straight, and with a fearless look, walked up the great hall to

the king, who sat quietly observing him.

"So," said the king. "You disdain my banquet for supper with

a woodcutter."

Ismaril looked him straight in the eye. "I had promised it," he

said.

The king was silent for a moment.

'Then you hold the invitation of a common woodcutter more

than your King's summons."

"I had promised," the councillor said.

The king raised his head. "Do you mean that a promise to the

lowliest of my subjects is more to vou than my own grace and

favor?"

Ismaril also raised his head. "Yes."

The king rose. "What punishment does he deserve?" he asked

the company.

But the guests only mumbled and whispered among themselves,

averting their eyes.

"You do not answer," said the king. "Then I shall give him

the punishment I myself believe he deserves."
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'Herewith I appoint you, Ismaril, First

Councillor of the realm"



He stepped from the throne, walked towards Ismaril, and em-

braced him tenderly. Then he picked up the little prince and

placed him in his councillor's arms.

"Herewith I appoint you, Ismaril, First Councillor of the realm.

Having found one who values his word to the most lowly above

all graces and gifts, I know I can safely place in his hands my
land, my life, and that which is most precious to me.

1 '

[58]



THE FOUR BIG TROLLS AND
LITTLE PETER PASTUREMAN

Cyrus Graner

6fVDLL THIS happened long, long ago, when there were

only trolls in the dark mountains and the big dusky

, forests. Each crevice had its old troll living in a cave

or hollow under the snakelike roots of the giant trees. Some trolls

lived alone; others had a wife and child. There were big trolls and

little trolls, and naturally the big trolls thought they were superior

to the little trolls.

The four biggest trolls counted themselves most important of

all: Bull-Bull-Bulserv-Bull, who lived in the north; Drull-Drull-

Drulsery-Drull, who had settled in the east; Klampe-Lampe

from the south; and Trampe-Rampe, who liked wandering but

said his home was in the west.

Many long miles separated the trolls from each other, but given

the way trolls can walk, it wasn't as far to them. Twelve miles
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to a step was nothing for a big troll, and in half a day any of

them could visit the others. Their paths did not cross often, how-

ever, because they did not get along very well together. Each

wanted to be the most important big troll, and looked down

upon the others.

Bull-Bull-Bulserv-Bull lived in Bunner Mountain, and he was as

cosy there as a troll could wish. Just in front of his mountain

was a lake, big enough for a bathing pool and a fishpond. He
was very proud of his lake, Bull was, for he had made it himself.

One day he had thrown a strong troll rope around an acre of

land, harnessed up his two troll oxen, and pulled the land away.

Then he arranged with old Whitebeard, who was master of

Snowfall Mountain, to supply him with water all the year round.

And old Whitebeard filled his lake with water clear as crystal

and cool as the morning wind on High Mountain.

Drull lived well, too. His den was in Steep Mountain, splendid

in a thousand ways. He had big deep chambers in there, and on

top he had placed a large boulder. From here he could stand and

look out over the still, dreamlike, mighty forests.

Klampe-Lampe had dug himself a large hole under seven im-

mense spruce trees. It was warm and pleasant there, and most of

the time Klampe-Lampe stayed at home guarding the thousand-

year-old fire on his hearth.

Trampe-Rampe was seldom so still. He ranged far and wide

over the mountains and would go racing by when you least ex-

pected to see him. You would hear his storm song, then the next

moment he was sweeping by with a Hi and a Ho.

The little trolls were so numerous it was quite impossible to

keep track of them. And yet we must not forget to mention

little Peter Pastureman.

Peter Pastureman was small even next to a little troll, and he
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hardly reached the waist of a big one, but he was a real thunder-

clap of a boy. He worked for the four biggest trolls: he drove

Bull's oxen and herded Drull's goats, caught Klampe's unruly

rams, and rode Trampe's fast horses. None of this was easy to do,

yet Peter Pastureman never wanted to be more than a farmhand.

He had a birchbark horn and a reed whistle to blow on, and

they resounded over bog and forest, and he was gav and merry,

rain or shine.

We must also remember an old troll witch, who was wiser than

anyone under the stars. Whenever the trolls wanted to do any-

thing important, and were not sure how to go about it, they

always asked her advice. Her name was Uggle-Guggle, and she

lived in an old cottage in the densest part of the wild forest.

Now, as we said, the big trolls were not friends, and if any one

of them could play a trick on another, he was delighted. He
would go about chuckling to himself, thinking it wonderful to be

so shrewd and cunning, until the other had found a way to trick

him in turn, whereupon his joy turned to anger and he hissed like

nineteen north winds.

Peace, more or less, had reigned for a while among the four

big trolls when something happened to make them even worse

enemies than ever.

One day their king, their good old troll king in Seven Mile

Mountain, king of all the world's trolls and tomtes, entered the

dark gorge in Black Mountain, and its door closed behind him

forever. Never again would they be able to look at him, never

touch his hand, never hear wise and beautiful words from his

lips. He had ruled for three thousand vears, and had been revered

as no troll king ever was before. But now the trolls had to find a

new kin£.
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There were many who would have liked nothing better than to

be his successor. It was finer than sun and moon to be king of all

the big and little trolls, and tomtes and sprites; to live in Seven

Mile Mountain, which had seven hundred magnificent halls and

chambers; to own all those oxen with gilded horns, goats with

silver hair, horses with golden manes, and so many other wonder-

ful things. So now the four big trolls dreamt day and night about

becoming king.

Bull believed he was cut out to be a king. Drull knew none

could deserve the honour more than he. Klampe-Lampe let it be

known that he would be the most logical choice even if you

scoured the troll world five hundred times. While Trampe-

Rampe would have been willing to wager his big nose that, as

king, he could surpass all before him.

These days, when they met, the four biggest trolls would not

even look at one another. Each was so furious with the rest, he

would have liked to grind them to powder, for each imagined

that, but for the other three, he would naturally become the new

king. The longer the troll council debated whom to choose, the

angrier the four became and the harder they considered how to

win the throne in Seven Mile Mountain.

The big day arrived, and the troll council still had not come to

a decision. They all went home and thought for seven more days,

but it didn't help. They thought about it for seven days longer and

still could not decide. So they had to go to Ugglc-Guggle, the

troll witch who was wiser than anyone under the stars, and ask

her advice.

When Bull learned of this, he thought it would be sensible to be

in the old woman's good graces, and decided to pay her a call.

With his walking stick in hand, he took the road that led to the

densest part of the wild forest. He walked along carefully, keep-
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ino an eye open, for naturally he did nor want anyone to know

what he was doing. At last he arrived at the cottage and knocked

on the door.

The old witch received him. "A distinguished visitor," she said.

"Yes," said Bull. "I was passing through the neighbourhood

and wanted to see how you were getting on all on your own

here/
1

They began to talk and finally Bull brought up the subject of

being king. "Help me in this," he said, "you who are wiser than

anyone under the stars, and I shall give you the best golden cow

in Seven Mile Mountain, as sure as my name is Bull."

At that moment there came a heavy knock on the door.

"Oh, dear, Mother Uggle-Guggle," cried Bull, "you must hide

me, for no one must know I have been here."

The old woman pushed him up to the attic, and then went to

open the door.

It was Drull. He had had exactly the same idea as Bull.

"xA distinguished visitor," said the witch.

"Yes, indeed," said Drull. "I was just passing by and thought it

would be nice to see if you were well, old Mother."

They talked of this and that, and at last Drull brought up what

was on his mind. "Help me to Seven Mile Mountain," he said,

"and you shall receive the best golden cow there is, as sure as my
name is Drull."

But matters turned out no better for Drull than for Bull. Before

the witch had time to answer, a loud clap sounded on the door.

Someone else wanted to come in.

Drull, frightened at being discovered, begged the witch to hide

him. The old woman lifted the cellar door and down he crept.

Then she went to open the cottage door.

This time it was Klampe-Lampe who had also had the idea of
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Messengers from the troll people had come to consult the witch.



talking to Uggle-Guggle, and was delighted with himself for

being so cunning.

"A distinguished visitor," said the witch.

"Yes," said Klampc-Lampe. "The weather was so fine that I

thought I would take a little stroll around the countryside, and

when I passed I thought it would be nice to call and see how you

were these days, dear Mother."

Then he talked for a while about different things, of this and

that, and at last he offered, "If you will help me to the throne in

Seven Mile Mountain, I shall give you its biggest and most magni-

ficent cow to keep forever."

But Klampc-Lampe learned no more than Bull or Drull about

what the witch thought of his offer, for once again the door

shook with a heavy knock.

"I must hide," cried Klampe-Lampe. "You realize what it

would mean if anyone saw me here!

"

The old witch pushed him into her large empty oven and shut

the door with a mighty bang.

"I wonder if perhaps it isn't Trampe-Rampe thundering out

there," mumbled Uggle-Guggle to herself. "Wouldn't it be

strange if he, too, had decided to look in on me just now?"

It was Trampe-Rampe.

"A distinguished visitor," said the witch.

"Yes," said Trampe-Rampe. "I have been out on a long walk

again, and was beginning to feel tired and wanted to rest a while

before I set off again. But since I am here, I will mention a certain

matter which is very important, and get your advice—you who are

wiser than anyone under the stars."

So Bulserv-Bull, Drulscry-Drull, and Klampe-Lampe had to lie

there and listen to Trampe-Rampe make up to the old crone and
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promise her gold and a life of splendour if only she would put

in a good word for him.

How strange! He did not receive his advice either, for just

then came a fresh banging at the door. Eager voices were heard

outside. Messengers from the troll people had come to consult the

witch. By the time they entered, Trampe-Rampe had disap-

peared; Uggle-Guggle had hidden him out in a shed in the back,

and there he waited until the coast was clear.

The messengers explained to the witch why they had come.

"As you know," they said, "our good old troll king is gone. And
now all the big and small trolls and tomtes and goblins and sprites

in the world need a new king. The throne is waiting for him in

Seven Mile Mountain. But we don't know whom to choose, so we

ask your help. Who shall be king of the trolls and lord of Seven

Mile Mountain?"

Uggle-Guggle, the witch in the wild forest who was wiser than

anyone under the stars, hesitated with her answer. She sat down

in a dark corner of her cottage, opened her big book of wisdom,

put glasses on her nose, and began to mumble some very myste-

rious words. Xo one dared interrupt her, and a few minutes of

solemn silence passed, broken only bv the old crone's murmurs.

At last she rose. All were eagerlv awaiting what she would say

—all the messengers in the cottage, Bull up in the attic, Drull

in the cellar, Klampe-Lampc in the oven, and Trampe-Rampe out

in the shed. They pricked up their ears so as not to miss a word.

"So speaks Uggle-Guggle," she began, "and this I have read in

the book of wisdom. What I know I know, and what I know is

my secret. Many have turned their eyes to the throne on Seven

Mile Mountain, and many would like to be king of the trolls.

One is up there, and one is down there, one is in there and one is

out there, and there are still other ones, too, bis* and small, trolls
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and tomtes. Still, what I know I know, and what I know is my
secret, and no one will become lord and master of big and small

trolls, of tomtes and sprites and goblins, who cannot always keep

his head. The throne in Seven Mile Mountain will be occupied in

seven days by a new king."

And with this the messengers had to be content. Everyone—

big and small trolls, tomtes, and goblins—wondered who it was

who could alwavs keep his head.

The four big trolls were not having a pleasant time in their

hiding places. In the oven, Klampe-Lampe's legs fell asleep, he was

so terribly uncomfortable, but he did not dare even wiggle a toe.

Once he took a deep breath—otherwise he would have suffo-

cated—and some flour tickled his nose. He thought he was going

to have to sneeze. He fought it as hard as he could, pinching his

nose with his fingers.

In the attic, Bull, too, was suffering. The floorboards squeaked

at the slightest step, and he feared that any minute they would

break under his great weight. Drull, in the dark cellar, had

bumped against the barrels and buttertubs, and now he did not

dare move lest they tumble dow rn and everyone hear. The only

one who was still feeling light-hearted was Trampe-Rampe. He
did not know the other big trolls were there, and so clumped in

gaily through the back door to talk again to the witch and try

to get more information from her.

But just then Klampe-Lampe found it impossible to hold back

his sneeze any longer. Had you offered him all the treasure in

Seven Mile Mountain and the troll kingdom to boot, he would

still have sneezed. He simply had to. So he sneezed as if he had a

giant trumpet at his nose. He also kicked out with both legs, and

they were not so asleep that they did not push open the oven door,

and out he came.
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The excitement was tremendous. Already frightened by the

blast from Klampe-Lampc's nose, both Bull and Drull completely

lost their heads. Bull leapt in the air and the floorboards gave way,

and he crashed downstairs into the arms of Trampe-Rampe.

Drull, too, jumped, and the barrels and buttertubs boomed and

clattered around him. Fearing the cottage itself was tumbling

down, he flung open the cellar door and raced upstairs.

So there they stood, all four, and gaped at each other with

something less than mildness in their eves. None of them said a

word, but slunk home as fast as thev could go.

There thev sat down to think. Thev understood that thev were

getting in each other's way, and that it was hard not to. And
that no one would become king of the trolls in Seven Mile Moun-

tain unless he could always keep his head. That was what the

crone Uggle-Guggle had said. But to each one the most important

thing seemed to be how he could get rid of the other three

competitors.

Over at Steep .Mountain, Drulserv-Drull paced his chamber

like a caged bear, and thought and thought. Finally lie climbed

up on his big boulder to look around and caught sight of Bull,

who was pulling a net from his fishpond. Drull was so angry that

he lost his head again. He grabbed his boulder with his two great

hands and threw it with all his might towards Bunncr .Mountain

to put an end to his rival with one blow. "I'll show you, you

Bunner .Mountain fool," he muttered between his teeth.

The boulder flew through the air, and not a bad shot at that.

It missed the troll but it did land in the fishpond with a splash

that echoed seventeen miles around and was heard underground,

too. All the water spilled out as if it wished to escape; it thun-

dered, roared, and boomed out, swallowing everything in its way.

It spread and spread until the whole valley, where thousands of
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trolls and tomtes lived, was in danger of being flooded. The

trolls and tomtes were beside themselves with fear, and rushed

out to see what had happened. Bull scratched his head and stamped

his foot in anger; his splendid bathing pool and fishpond had

been ruined, but there was nothing he could do about it. Again

everyone lost their heads.

The danger was at its greatest when Peter Pastureman came

strolling along the road driving Bull's oxen back from pasture. He
realized in a second what had happened, and in the next second

knew exactly what was to be done. He told all the trolls to go

home and get spades and pickaxes, and then dig a ditch to release

the water. A thousand troll arms soon accomplished it, and the

floodwaters poured into the ditch and soon were flowing harm-

lcsslv out to sea.

"No one else would ever have thought of that," said the trolls.

"He is a real thunderclap of a bov, our Pastureman, even if he is

so small."

Bv now, however, Bulscrv-Bull had discovered who had played

the trick on him. He had recognized the boulder. That boulder he

had last seen perched high on Drull's mountain.

"You will pav for this, you Steep Mountain fool," he snorted,

and he found himself a boulder even bigger than Drull's. He flung

it furiously and watched with wicked joy as it curved through the

air. It landed so hard on Steep Mountain that it started a landslide

on one slope, and the rest of the mountain nearly followed it.

Drull barely escaped with his life, and now sat among the

ruins of his home not knowing what to do. It was terribly cold in

there. All the icy winds of the slopes were playing hide-and-seek

through the thousand cracks and holes that had been opened by

the landslide. In addition, Drulsery-Drull had a toothache. It was

not just a little toothache, but one such as no troll had ever had
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since trolls began. Poor Drull began to howl like eleven hundred

wolves until trolls for miles around hurried over to find out what

was the matter. But Drull would not tell them; he only cried and

yelled and kicked. They begged him to be quiet, but in vain. That

night no one within fifty miles slept a wink.

The next morning Peter Pastureman went to Steep Mountain

to take Drull's goats to graze. When he saw what was the matter,

he took his scissors, sheared the whole herd, and wrapped some

of the soft, fine hair around Drull's head, so the ache went awav.

Then with the rest of the hair he filled the cracks and crevices

in the mountain so that the winds staved outside. When all this

was done, he blew a jolly tune on his reed pipe and led the goats,

leaping and jumping in their shorn coats, up to their mountain

pasture.

"Drull would never have thought of that," said the trolls. "And

none of us, either. But Peter Pastureman always knows what to

do, one way or another."

Peace had hardly been restored before the trolls heard loud

shouts from the south, and saw enormous clouds of smoke billow-

ing up. This time it was Trampe-Rampe, up to his tricks. He had

been wandering about as usual when he caught sight of Klampe-

Lampe hauling logs for his thousand-year-old fire. He remem-

bered the unlucky sneeze in the witch's cottage, and his anger got

the better of him. He decided to pay back Klampe-Lampe. He
knew that the fire that was always burning was Klampe-Lampe's

dearest possession, and so he was going to extinguish it for good.

He approached the fire and blew with all the breath in his lungs,

but things did not turn out quite as he had hoped.

The fire began to burn more fiercely and so he blew a second

time, even harder than before, so hard that all the sparks and

burning logs were blown from the hearth, and the whole forest
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caught fire. The blaze spread as if it had wings, and every moment

the danger increased.

All the trolls rushed towards the fire and ran here and there,

scared out of their wits. Klampc-Lampe himself scampered off in

a panic. But look, once again Peter Pasturcman came to the

rescue.

Peter Pasturcman was grazing Klampe-Lampe's big herd not

far off when he saw smoke. He went to look, then like a whirl-

wind turned back again, gathered his very best horses, harnessed

them to a giant plough, and ploughed a wide furrow all around

the burning part of the forest—so wide that the fire could not

jump it. And so the fire burnt itself out, and the rest of the

forest was saved.

Everyone, big and little trolls, tomtes and goblins, went to

shake Peter Pasturcman's hand. "A real thunderclap of a bov you

are," they shouted. "Who else would have thought of that?"

Peter Pasturcman patted the horses, blew a gav tune on his

birchbark horn, and took the herd back to graze again.

It was not long before Klampe-Lampe discovered who had

tricked him. Trampe-Rampe had been seen running away. Now
Klampe-Lampe could think only of revenge. He went to High

Mountain, where he knew Trampe-Rampe often passed, and

where thev met almost immediately. Thev attacked each other

with thunder and noise until High Mountain shook from top to

bottom, and the earth trembled. The trolls ran from their caves

and caverns, believing the world was cracking open. And what a

terrible sight—to see two of the biggest trolls slugging away at

each other like savage forest wolves! They rolled around like

great balls, kicking up stones and tree roots, and spitting and

hissing like dragons. What possessed the old trolls? Not even a

king in Seven Mile Mountain could have stopped them.
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Attempts to separate them were in vain. An old man and

woman, who lived in a big gorge on High Mountain, were the

most troubled of all. They were used to the wild roaring of the

winter winds that fought on the mountainside, but never to a

tumult such as this. The old man shouted to them to spare his

mountain, but Klampe-Lampe and Trampe-Rampe, in the thick

of the fight, neither heard nor cared. They fought all that dav and

the next, too, without a moment's pause and without either of

them winning or losing. How long the fight might have gone on

is difficult to sav, had not Peter Pastureman come along and

found a way to end it.

Peter hurried away to old Whitebeard of Snowfall Mountain

and whispered in his ear, his eves shining with mischief.

The old man nodded, and Peter left with a big bundle under

his arm. It was Whitebeard's biggest troll sack, it contained a

million times a million snowflakes, and it was used only once

every hundred vears.

Peter Pastureman came to High Mountain and untied the bun-

dle. At once, the snowflakes, delighted to be free, whirled out

into the eyes of Klampe-Lampe and Trampe-Rampe, who were

still rolling around, hitting each other. Snowflakes came in hun-

dreds and hundreds, in thousands and thousands. Soon the two

trolls were blinded. Thev could not see a thing, their eves were

covered with snowflakes, and thev had to stop fighting. They had

been so preoccupied that thev had not noticed a great crowd of

spectators gathering. As thev emerged from the clouds of snow,

thev looked around, shamefaced. All the neighbouring trolls,

tomtes, and gnomes were there. Both Klampe-Lampe and

Trampe-Rampe knew their reputation was in shreds, and without

a word thev ran away and hid.
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The old man and woman of High Mountain took Peter Pas-

tureman's hand and thanked him. "Little Pastureman," they said,

"you have more sense than anyone north or south, east or west.

You have helped us out of many dangers, and you certainly do

keep your head."

A murmur went through the crowd of trolls. That was ex-

actly what Uggle-Guggle had said, she who was wiser than any-

one under the stars: "No one will become the king of the trolls

and master of Seven Mile Mountain and lord of the big and small

trolls, tomtes, and goblins who cannot always keep his head."

Had seven days passed since the troll messengers visited the

cottage in the densest part of the wild forest? The days were

carefully counted, and it was so.

Once again High Mountain was in an uproar, but this time it

was a happy noise. Little Peter was hoisted on the shoulders of

the crowd in triumph, and a long row of dancing, singing trolls

wove down to Seven Mile Mountain, where Peter was solemnly

placed on the throne. Thousands and thousands of trolls pro-

claimed him king over mountain and valley, forest and lake.

Thus Peter Pastureman became king of all the trolls. He lived

a long and happy life, and it was said of him, "Our king always

keeps his head."

And to this day, the water from Bulsery-Bull's lake flows down

that mountainside and around the stone that Drulsery-Drull

threw in anger. Even today there is a river all the way to the

sea where the trolls dug their ditch. Steep Mountain still looks

lopsided from the boulder that split it. And hardly a bush grows

where Klampe-Lampe's fire burned the forest, while on the top

of High Mountain the snow from Whitebeard's troll sack never

melts.

®A Illustration by John Bauer for
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THE TROLL RIDE

Anna Wahlenberg

|EDER LARS, the young son of a farmer, came riding

along the highway.

His heart was gay. He was bound for the city to

buv a new jacket because that evening he was going a-courting

and wanted to look his best. And he felt rather sure that he would

not be turned down. However proud and rich Lisa was, and even

though Peder Lars was the poorest of all her admirers, she had

looked at him kindly. His spokesman had extracted a promise

that he and his father might come to her at six that afternoon to

state their intentions.

Peder Lars rode across fields through a long deep forest, then

he emerged from the forest on to a green meadow. Suddenly he

saw something that seemed to be moving in a ditch. He drew

nearer, and realized it was a strange-looking woman, crawling

along.
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She lifted her head and stared at him. He had never before

seen anything as ugly and evil-looking as her face. Her small

peppercorn eves were almost hidden in matted hair. Her nose-

looked like a carrot, and her lips were brown as bread crust.

"Will you do me a good turn?" she asked. "I shall reward you

for your trouble."

"What is it?" asked Pcder Lars.

The woman said that she had hurt her leg wandering in the

forest, and had limped this far because, in the next wood, near a

path that climbed a hill, there grew seven pine trees. A little resin

from each of these pines rubbed into her wound would make the

pain go away immediately. But before she got verv far from the

forest she had collapsed, and so was lying here helpless in the

ditch. She badlv needed someone to collect resin from the wood

for her. She would see that he was well rewarded for his trouble.

Alreadv, five people had accepted a gold coin for saving they

would help, but they had probablv enjoved themselves with the

money and taken another road home, because she had not seen

any of them again, although she had been lying in the ditch since

early morning. She held up a brightly shining gold coin before

Peder Lars and said she would give it to him if he would fetch

the resin.

Pcder Lars stepped back. "Who are you that look so evil and

have so many gold coins?"

She moaned, and rubbed her leg. "Oh, how it hurts! x\nd my
mother is walking in the forest looking for me, and calling me.

Listen, can you hear?"

"No, I don't hear anything," said Peder Lars. But then the

woman grabbed the mane of his horse, pulled herself up, and put

her hand like a trumpet to his ear. Now he heard someone singing

deep in the forest:
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Where are you, daughter, sweet and fair?

I'm looking for you everywhere.

Peder Lars could not help laughing, because he did not think

that "sweet and fair" really suited the ugly one by his side. "Sweet

and fair," he repeated, chuckling.

The woman sank rapidly back into the ditch again. But she kept

her head over the edge, and her small peppercorn eves shot fiery

glances.

"You laugh like all the rest," she hissed, "and hate me! But I

will give you money, as much money as you want, if only you

will get me that pine resin." And she rattled the gold coins in her

fist.

Peder Lars stared at her. Then he knocked her hand so that all

the gold coins fell into the ditch.

"No, thank you," he said. "You are a troll, and I don't want to

have anything to do with a troll." And he cracked his whip and

continued his journey.

He rode into the city, bought himself a gay jacket, and turned

homewards again. When he came to the hill that the woman had

mentioned, he could not help looking around for the seven pine

trees. There they stood in a row, murmuring softly. At that

moment he heard someone singing far, far away:

Where are you, daughter, sweet and fair?

I'm looking for you everywhere.

He looked up the pine trunks to see if there really was any

resin to be found. But it would have been impossible to find it

without looking carefullv, now that the afternoon light was

fading.

No, I must hurry, he thought, or I'll reach Lisa late, and that
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might cost me dearly, proud and particular as she is. And so he

rode on.

He had gone only a little farther when his horse stopped by

itself and pricked up its cars, listening. Once again he heard the

song:

Where are you, daughter, sweet and fair?

I'm looking for you everywhere.

If only I had time to gather some of that resin, he thought, and

turned around. But after a minute he changed his mind. "It's

madness," he said to himself. "What do I care about an ugly old

troll woman?" And so he turned homewards again.

It did not take long before the horse stopped again and once

more he heard the song:

Where are you, daughter, sweet and fair?

I'm looking for you everywhere.

I can't bear it, thought Peder Lars. If I don't get the resin, I'm

afraid I will never stop hearing that song. And so he galloped

back to the pine trees.

He examined the trunks and branches, and did at last succeed

in gathering resin from each of the seven trees. By now it was al-

most dark, and he began to gallop along the road. He came to the

ditch and saw the troll woman still sitting there.

"Here you are, you ugly old hag," he shouted, throwing the

resin into her lap. "And I hope I never see you again, for you

have probably cost me my sweetheart's hand."

He spurred his horse on without waiting to hear whether she

would thank him or not. He was angry and anxious, sure that he

would be too late. And then what would Lisa's father say? Peder
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Lars knew he wasn't too happy to have a pauper for a son-in-law.

And Lisa herself? Her pride might be hurt.

Suddenly he heard the tramp of horses' hooves nearby, and

from round a bend in the road a rider approached him. It was

his brother. He looked a sight, and his horse was all in a lather.

"You'll be late, you'll be late!" his brother called. And as the

two of them galloped on together, he told Peder Lars that he and

their old father and the spokesman had been waiting by Lisa's

farm-gate for Peder Lars to come, when suddenlv the rich miller

Jonas, who owned half the village, had pulled up in his carriage.

He, too, was going in to ask for the beautiful Lisa's hand. When
miller Jonas heard that Peder Lars was expected at six o'clock, he

was not at all dismaved. If Peder Lars was turned dowT
n, he said,

then he was ready to take his place. And so there he sat now,

waiting. Bv the time Peder Lars and his brother met on the road

it was a quarter to six and they had several miles to go.

"Good-bve," Peder Lars called, urging his horse to the utmost

and streaking along the forest path at breackneck speed. It was so

dark that he could hardlv see the road before him. Branches tore

at his handsome new jacket, and scratched his forehead until it

bled, but he paid no attention. All Peder Lars could think of was

that the beautiful Lisa might give her hand to the rich miller

Jonas so as to punish him for being late. That was what you got

for having anything to do with trolls.

Soon his horse began to pant and stumble and trip, and Peder

Lars was afraid it might collapse under him. The horse went

slower and slower, no matter how he urged it forward.

Then he felt the reins stiffen and go taut in his hands. The horse

lifted its head, and its hooves began to flv over the ground. Some-

thing seemed to have brought it back to life, and it went so fast

that Peder Lars' cape was billowing behind.
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Peder Lars turned round in the saddle. It seemed to him that

someone was sitting behind him on the horse's back. No one was

there, though, and yet he imagined he saw what looked like a

grey bundle slip down over the horse's rump.

The ride became wilder and wilder. Peder Lars no longer felt

in control of the reins; now the horse no longer followed the

road, but turned in among bushes and undergrowth. It jumped

hillocks and streams, and every time Peder Lars cast a look

behind, he dimly glimpsed a grey bundle sliding farther back on

the horse. And every time he looked ahead, he felt more and more

sure that someone was sitting behind him.

They had reached open fields now, and the cape was flying

straight up over his head, stretched as trim as a sail. The horse

flew like a bird and its hooves barely touched ground. At the

first fork in the road, Peder Lars met his spokesman, who had run

out to find him and urge him to hurry.

"You are too late, Peder Lars!" shouted the spokesman. "Only

five minutes are left."

"We'll see," Peder Lars called, and was gone in a wink.

A little further on he met his old father, who shook his head

sadly. "You will never get there. You have only a minute left."

"We'll see," Peder Lars called, and disappeared so fast that the

old man did not even see him go.

At the farmer's house everyone was waiting. Beautiful Lisa,

her arm leaning on the window-sill, was listening for the beat of

hooves, while her father and the miller rubbed their hands con-

tentedly.

"Now," said her father looking at the clock on the wall.

'There is only half a minute to go. And if he were going to come

on time, we would have heard his horse on the bridge by now.
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Lisa, you may as well give the miller your hand right away, for

von would never be satisfied with a suitor who kept you waiting."

"I will wait until six o'clock," Lisa said. She stood there with

heating heart. For though she was so proud that she would rather

have made herself unhappy for the rest of her life than be kept

waiting a single second by a suitor, it would be desperately hard

to lose Peder Lars.

The clock began to chime.

"Too late!" cried the miller.

The strong beat of hooves was heard on the bridge just then,

and Lisa's eyes shone with joy.

"Listen, he is coming!" she exclaimed.

"Too late, though," said her father.

But just as the clock was ready to chime for the sixth time, the

door was flung open and there stood Peder Lars, dripping wet, his

hair tousled, and his new jacket dustv and torn. Somehow he

looked jaunty and dashing all the same. Lisa ran to him and put

her hand in his, so firmly and confidently that he knew she was

giving it to him for life.

The miller and the farmer could only gape. They could not un-

derstand how Peder Lars had managed to arrive on time, and no

one else understood either.

But this was not the last time people would marvel at Peder

Lars. From then on, regardless of how late he set out on any

journey, he would always arrive on time, and no one ever saw

him anxious to get started. Whether he rode on horseback or in a

carriage, he was calm and assured. And he could well afford to be,

for he always felt he had someone with him, someone who held

the bridle and reins in such a way that all his adventures always

finished well. But who this was he never could discover, no matter
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how many times he thought he glimpsed a grey bundle slip down

the rump of his horse or off the edge of his carriage the moment

he turned his head. Yet inside himself Peder Lars knew who it

was that sat behind him.

He had not asked any reward for what he had done for the

troll in the ditch, but for all that, it had been an honest troll,

and a reward he certainly did receive.
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THE TROLLS AND THE
YOUNGEST TOMTE

Alfred Smedberg

N A STOREHOUSE on a small farm at the edge of a

woods lived three tomtes: Tjarfa, Torgus, and Tjovik.

They were only about ten inches tall and were of an

old tomte family that had lived on the farm for more than nine

hundred years. The farm had changed owners many times. Old

people had gone away and new ones had come, but the tomte

family had faithfully remained, and the honour of being the

tomte who looked after the farm passed from father to son.

Now it was Christmas Eve, and a feast was being held in the

shed that was the storehouse. Old grandfather tomte, Tjarfa

Jorikson, had his five-hundredth birthday on Christmas Eve, so

his birthday and Christmas were to be celebrated together this

year. Grandfather Tjarfa was brisk and active despite his age, and

had recently handed down his authority to Torgus Tjarfson, who
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was three hundred years old and in the prime of life. The old one

had retired, and lived between a couple of flour barrels in a corner

of the shed.

The youngest tomte, Tjovik Torgusson, was a boy of only one

hundred years. He did not even have a tomte beard yet, and he

scarcely reached his father's shoulder.

The little shed was situated prettily between hilly pastureland

with beautiful leafv trees and a dense, dark forest.

In the forest was steep, craggy Foxhall Mountain. Two trolls,

Jompa and Skimpa, lived there. Jompa was troll king of the

mountain and Skimpa was his wife. They had lived there long be-

fore people came to the region, and were four thousand years old.

The tomtes and the trolls had always been bitter enemies. The

trolls were large, strong, evil, and stupid; the tomtes were as

small as dolls, but kind and very intelligent. The trolls wanted to

hurt the people on the farm, which is why the tomtes hated

them. They were always fighting. Sometimes the tomtes won,

sometimes the trolls. It could not be otherwise, since it was a

battle between strength and intelligence.

Be that as it mav, a party was being held in the storehouse.

All the tomtes in the region had been invited, and they were all in

high spirits. The storehouse was well stocked with apples, loaves

of wort bread, ham, and sausage, all spread out on a small table

that was really an upturned sugar-box. The farm people knew

well that the tomtes were careful with all things, never wasting

so much as a spoonful of flour.

"Now, Grandfather, tell us stories about Skimpa and Jompa,"

said Tjovik, climbing up into the old tomte's lap and stroking his

long white beard.

"Well, my son," said the old tomte happily. "Sit still and you

shall hear about how it used to be."
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Tjovik climbed up into the old tonne's lap and stroked his beard.



All the tomtes made themselves comfortable. Some lay on the

floor, hands under chins; others sat and dangled their legs from

anchovy tins.

Old Tjarfa began: "I shall tell how it was eight hundred years

ago, when my grandfather Tarja Torgusson was in his prime,

and of the things that happened up there on Foxhall Mountain.

Christianity had just been introduced into the country, and the

Christians had begun to build their church out there on the plain.

The trolls would not stand for that, naturally, so every night they

tore down what had been built the day before."

"But the church was built, wasn't it?" said little Tjovik.

"It was indeed, and it was Grandfather Tarja who helped build

it. You see, he filled a bag with ashes and climbed a tree growing

on the mountain. When the trolls came out of the mountain at

night to throw boulders at the church, he threw ashes in their

eyes."

"And they could not see the church!" cried the delighted

tomtes.

"'They could not. You may imagine there was an outcry from

the trolls, who were throwing their boulders but never hitting the

mark."

"Poor Jompa," giggled the boy tomte.

"And so the church was finished," continued old Tjarfa. "The

bishop blessed it, and after that the trolls could not damage it.

But they were all the wilder in the forest. At that time there

were wolves and bears, and the trolls encouraged them to attack

the farm animals. Grandfather always had to flv back and forth

like a shuttlecock to help the farm folk."

"Did the trolls ever catch him?" asked Tjovik.

"Oh yes. Many times they took him into the mountain, but he

always knew how to trick them and escape. Sometimes he came
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our sooty and scratched, but other times he brought out more

gold than lie could carry."

"Do the trolls have gold in the mountain?" asked Tjovik,

surprised.

The other tomtcs laughed until their beards shook. "It's

clear vou are just a child, little Tjovik," they said. "Or else you

would know that Foxhall Mountain is full of rings and bracelets

and other gold and jewels."

"Really?" exclaimed the boy gnome. "Then shouldn't we go

and get some of the treasure? The poor people around here need

a few luxuries to brighten their lives."

"No, my little boy," said the father crossly. "The gold you get

from trolls is never a blessing. It causes pride, laziness, greed,

strife, fighting, and hatred. .My grandfather taught me this early,

and for that reason my father and I and all the tomtes here have

left the mountain gold untouched."

"It must be hard to find," mused Tjovik.

"Well, on a night like this it is quite easy," replied the old

grandfather. "On Christmas Eve the trolls bring out all their

treasure to count it, and they are so eager and excited that they

don't see or hear a thing."

"But can anyone get into the mountain?" asked Tjovik.

"On Christmas Eve the mountain doors swing open by them-

selves," was the reply. "But woe to anyone who is still there when

the churchbells ring for matins. Then the trolls both see and hear,

and you are trapped."

"Did your father ever have trouble with them, Grandfather?"

"Jovik Tarjason, I should say so! Once he was within a hairs-

breadth of losing his life. That time he rode an ox out of the

mountain."

"What happened, dear Grandfather? Tell us, tell us."
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"Well, you see, Skimpa had stolen the ox from the farm. My
father was furious, of course, and he crept into the mountain. It

was easy, for the troll woman had forgotten to shut the door.

Jompa was standing there with an axe raised over the head of the

ox, ready to kill it. Well, Father was bold. He climbed up the

ox's tail, pricked its back with a pin, the ox jumped, it knocked

over both Skimpa and Jompa, and they fell to the floor with their

feet in the air. Then the ox tore out of the mountain door with

Father on its back."

The tomtes laughed so hard that two of them fell off the

anchovy tin.

"And vou, Grandfather. Have you ever been inside the moun-

tain?"

' Many times, but I have never taken anything from the trolls

except what they had stolen from our farm people. Once I barely

escaped with mv life. I lost my red tasselled cap and my wooden

shoes, and came home black as a chimney-sweep."

"Why were you black, Grandfather?"

"I had to go out by way of the chimney because all the doors

were locked."

"My brother had the same bad luck a few years ago," said

another tomte.

"What happened to him?" Tjovik asked.

"He was trving to find a young shepherdess whom the trolls

had carried away, and he was in the mountain when the cock

crowed and all the doors shut with a bang. There was nothing for

him to do but throw himself into the mountain spring and go

underground with the stream. The brook that flows through the

farm has its source in the mountain, vou know . Poor man, he

was soaked to the skin when he came home."
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The young tomtc listened to all this with the greatest interest.

He would very much have liked to snatch a bracelet or a golden

chain from the trolls to give to Anna Lisa, the farmer's oldest

daughter, who was soon to be married. She was good to everyone,

and Tjovik wished her the verv best of fortune.

The tomtes sat and listened to old Tjarfa for a long time, until

at last they all became sleepy. Then the guests trooped away to

their own storerooms, Grandfather fell asleep on an old mitten in

a corner, and Torgus and Tjovik lay down on a catskin between

a couple of sugar-boxes.

But the young tomte could not go to sleep. He was wondering

how he could fetch Anna Lisa a treasure from the mountain, just

one. Surely there could be no harm in that. Surely it was only

when you received too much gold that you became wicked. At

last he sat up, put his cap on his head and his wooden shoes on his

feet, picked up his little stick, and set out for the forest.

The night was dark and silent. Not a star winked from heaven

and not a gleam of light shone from any of the cottage windows.

Everything slept in a deep, quiet, midnight sleep, and only

the drawn-out howl of a fox could now and then be heard from

the forest. The tomte boy trotted along quickly. He was not

afraid of the dark, and did not care about the fox. When you

have legs only three inches long, you cannot go very fast, so

although the little tomte took five steps for every one a human

would have taken, he did make progress after all. In an hour he

was at the foot of Foxhall Mountain.

My, how craggy and steep and high it rose! Not a glimmer

of light to be seen from any of the mountain's cracks and crevices,

but from deep inside there came a tinkling, clanking sound, as if

someone were rattling and jingling gold and silver coins.
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They were so busy counting the treasure that they

neither saw nor heard Tjovik enter.



"You just wait," said Tjovik, and began to climb the mountain.

It was slow going, but he managed it somehow. Sometimes he

slipped a little, but then he took fresh hold and climbed higher

and higher. Breathless and hot and sweaty, he climbed from crag

to crag, rock to rock, and swung himself up one ledge after an-

other until he was halfway up the mountainside.

An owl hooted from a ncarbv grove, but Tjovik would not

let himself be scared. He would climb until he found an opening.

At last he saw a faint light through a small crack in the rocks. He
poked his little stick into the opening and twisted it. The door

must have been well greased, for it opened slowly and soundlessly

on its hinges.

Now r the little tomtc entered a vast hall with walls and a ceiling

of rugged black stone. He saw the bones of big cattle here and

there on the floor, and rustv weapons hung on the walls. It was

dismal and gloomy; he walked on.

He came to a second door, which seemed to be made of copper.

It opened as easilv as the first, and now Tjovik stepped into an-

other hall. Silver coins were heaped against the walls, but not a

creature was in sight. Surely there is enough money here to buy a

watch for the good farmer, he thought. But wait! What is that

tinkling and jingling on the other side of that silver door? I won-

der what they are doing in there.

He padded silently to the silver door, opened it, and what did he

see? There was an open chest in the middle of the floor, and be-

side it sat two terrible trolls, jingling and rattling gold rings,

bracelets, pearls, and precious stones. Thev were so busy counting

the treasure in their chest that thev neither sawr nor heard Tjovik

enter.

On the far side of the hall was a well where wTater rushed up
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from the rock and earth below. An old cracked wooden shoe was

in the well, tied to the wall with a string to keep it from being

washed away.

"Skimpa must have put that wooden shoe in the well to make

the wood swell," Tjovik said to himself. "I could always sail away

from here in that if the doors are closed."

He approached the chest quietly and carefully. But it was so

high he could not reach the top. He stretched and stretched on

tiptoe, as far as he could, and then what do vou think happened?

Jompa and Skimpa sneezed, both at the same time. My good-

ness, how it echoed through the mountain! The breeze was so

strong that the little tomte flew into the air like a feather, and

landed headfirst right in the middle of all the gold in the chest.

It's all over now, thought Tjovik, holding tightly to his stick to

defend himself from the trolls.

But those stupid trolls had not seen him. They kept counting and

counting. Tjovik looked around at all the gold and treasure. He
picked out a chain, just long enough to hang around someone's

neck, and tried to climb to the edge of the chest and jump to the

floor.

That was when all the churchbells began to chime, calling the

congregations to matins. Both trolls jumped up and stuck their

fingers in their ears. The mountain doors were closed and locked,

and the lid of the chest fell down on the gold, and on the little

tomte boy.

Poor Tjovik sat there like a mouse in a mousetrap. But he was

not one to lose courage easily. Now if only I can trick the trolls

into opening the chest again, I can get away, I am sure of it, he

thought. And he put his mouth to the keyhole and began to

squeak like a mouse.
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"There's a rat in the chest," cried the troll woman.

"Let it stay till next Christmas, for all I care," said the old man.

"It will gnaw a hole through the chest," the woman replied.

"You might be right," her husband admitted.

And so they opened the chest again and saw the little tomte

sitting near the edge.

"My, what a funny looking little rat," said the troll, and

laughed until his belly shook. "What kind of a snippet are vou?"

"I am Tjovik Torgusson, a tomte from the farm," Tjovik an-

swered fearlessly.

"Ha, ha, ha! Hi, hi, hi! Ho, ho, ho!" laughed the troll, and took

Tjovik between his thumb and forefinger. "He will make a fine

dessert after the Christmas ham. Have vou a frving-pan readv,

.Mother?"

"You can't fry me before I've washed the dirt ofT my fingers,"

said Tjovik.

"Just hold your tongue, vou," warned the troll. "You'll be

washed all right, and vou can be sure of that." And he put the

boy on the brim of the well and poured water all over him.

"That won't do," Tjovik cried. "You had better get a scrub

brush and some soap."

"You're a fussy little man," grumbled the troll, but he loosened

his grip and went to fetch a scrubbing brush.

Instantly, the tomte jumped into the wooden shoe, opened his

knife, and cut off the string that anchored the shoe to the wall.

Heigh-ho! Right away the wooden shoe began to follow the

stream down the mountain wall. Jompa and Skimpa howled loud

enough to break your eardrums, but the little tomte just waved

his pointed red cape and called "Hurrah!

"

The rapids carried him and the wooden shoe down through an
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underground channel and out again into the brook that ran by

the farm. There Tjovik jumped ashore and made his way home.

But he had lost the golden chain; he had dropped it when the

troll dashed water over him.

It was a close thing whether Tjovik would get a good thrashing

from both his father and grandfather for this foolish adventure.

But he escaped because lie had never done anything wrong before.

He had to promise never again to look for treasure, except for

that which can be earned through honest work. And this is a

promise he has never broken.
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THE RING

Helena Nybloiti

NCE upon a time a young prince went riding out in the

moonlight.

The air was so light he felt that he was flying. The

sky was deep blue, with a big white moon floating among small,

curly clouds. Far away over the mountains, lightning flashed

silently. The prince rode quickly, and in the moonlight his

shadow was so large it looked like a giant unearthly rider.

When the prince reached his castle, he dismounted and gave

his horse to a groom, but he was reluctant to go in. With his

riding crop in hand, he walked to the sea and began to stroll

slowly along the sandy shore. He was not thinking of anything

in particular, it was a pleasant and easy walk, and he drew deep

breaths of the cool night air. Suddenly, while he was walking, he

struck his riding-crop into the sand and felt the tip catch on

something. What was it? A ring!
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A ring, thought the prince, and held it up in the moonlight.

Who could have lost a ring here by the shore? It must have been

one of the ladies-in-waiting. And so the prince tucked the ring in

his breast pocket. It was a small ring, slender as a thread, with

several little blue stones set to look like a forget-me-not.

The court assembled in the great hall after supper, and the

prince put his hand in his breast pocket and said, "Could any of

you ladies by chance have lost a ring?

"

Immediately all the ladies looked at their hands. They had

numerous precious diamond, emerald, and sapphire rings, and

now they peered anxiously from finger to finger to see if any of

their magnificent rings were missing. But they were all still there.

"What does your ring look like?" a beautiful ladv dared to ask.

The prince held up the ring.

When the ladies saw it, thev all put on superior and disdainful

expressions. Certainly none of them would claim such a ring as

that. It was nothing, a mere trinket, and so little it seemed made

for a child's hand.

But now the ladies had something to talk about, and for the

rest of the evening they busily compared their beautiful rings,

passing them from hand to hand and exclaiming over their cost.

The prince rose and strolled to the balcony, where he stood

gazing at the moonlight.

Later, he went to his chamber, undressed, and got into bed.

He set the little ring on a table near him. Just as he was about to

fall asleep, he heard a strange noise, a clicking and whirring as if

a small insect were darting among the glasses on the table. When
the prince opened his eyes, he was surprised to see that it was

the little ring rattling around, as if an unseen hand had set it in

motion.
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Once upon a time a young prince went riding out in the moonlight.



Quickly he lit a candle. Then the ring became still. But as soon

as he blew out the candle, the ring began to dance again. It was

strange and eerie. The prince put the ring in a drawer, yet he

could hear it skittering all night long, and hardly slept at all. Of

course he could have thrown the ring away, but for some reason,

that seemed to him quite out of the question. He did not wish to

part with the ring at all, and the next night, too, he brought it to

his chamber.

Hardly had he snuffed out the candle than the ring began to

dance again, and this time it did not just bounce about the table,

but jumped to his breast and bounced just as quickly there.

"What can it mean?" said the prince, and sat up in bed. He
caught the ring, jumped out of bed, and put it in a small jewel

box, which he locked. As he did so, holding the ring between his

fingers, it seemed to him that it quivered and trembled, just as if

it were alive.

The prince was silent and serious all the next dav. He brooded

and wondered. What kind of magic ring had he come upon with

his riding crop? That evening, he placed the ring on the table

beside his bed as before. He was so tired that he fell asleep at

once, but he had not slept long before he was awakened by

something brushing his face, and instantly he realized it was the

ring running back and forth over his forehead, dancing down his

cheeks, and spinning along his lips.

"Now I understand," he exclaimed, and jumped up. "I must

find the owner of the ring."

Dawn had just begun to break over the sea when he went to the

stable, saddled his horse, and thundered out across the drawbridge.

He rode all dav without seeing anvonc, but towards evening he

arrived at a large castle, beautifully situated in a green meadow

surrounded by tall trees. Ivy and roses climbed the walls, and high
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iii an arched window the lady of the castle was standing and look-

ing over the countryside. She was a widow, but still a young and

handsome woman, who ruled her large estates with a firm hand.

When she saw the prince approaching, she dispatched a servant to

greet him and welcome him to the castle.

The prince accepted her invitation and gladly went in. The

noble lady received him in the friendliest fashion. He was given

a splendid chamber, and when he came to dinner he found that

the large banquet hall had been lit with candles and torches. The

table was laid with silver and gold. Servants in festive dress

passed around delicious dishes, and the ladv herself looked as dis-

tinguished as a queen in red velvet and ermine. She talked gailv,

and seemed highly amused by all the prince had to sav. He did not

explain why he had ridden alone into the world, but now and then

he cast a quick glance at the lady's hands. Could she have lost the

ring?

But as it happened, this noble ladv had very large, verv red, and

very worn hands. Her carriage and walk were distinguished and

imposing, so you could not doubt that she was of noble birth,

but when you caught sight of her big hands and lumpy fingers,

you thought instinctively, These are the hands of a cook.

She wore many costly rings on her fingers, yet they seemed

badly out of place and only showed up her rough hands all the

more. At the end of dinner, she peeled an apple for the prince,

and looking sharply at her ring-bedecked fingers he asked, "You

have so many exquisite rings, my lady. I suppose you could easily

lose one bathing or picking flowers?"

"I always take my rings off before I swim in the lake," she

laughed. "And I never pick flowers myself. The maids do it for

me.

The prince was silent a moment, then he brought forth the
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little ring and showed it to her. "What do you think of this ring?"

he asked.

'That little thing," she said, trying to put it on her little ringer.

"It doesn't go over the first joint of this finger. It seems to belong

to a child. A poor child. Where did you get it, your highness?"

"That I can't tell you," the prince answered, and hid the ring

in his breast pocket.

The lady's keen black eyes looked searchingly at him for a

moment, then she began to talk of other things. And the next

morning before dawn the prince rode from the castle.

His eyes were on the horizon. A child, he thought. A child—

a

poor child. But where are vou?

He rode through forests and valleys, across meadows and

fields, and when the sun was high he came to a large manor house

set among waving wheatfields and beautiful flower gardens.

Even at a distance he could see a number of people in a large

courtyard. The sound of violins and trumpets reached his ears,

and as he came nearer he realized it was a wedding.

The bride and groom were standing on the front steps. The

bride had a crown of bright ribbons and flowers on her head,

and the groom had a silver-buttoned coat, a glossy black hat, and

a happy smile. In the courtyard, a hundred young boys and girls

were dancing merrily together. The prince reined in his horse on a

small hill not far from the manor house and began to watch the

dancing. When the dancers stopped and sat down to rest, on

benches under the large linden trees that spread their branches

over the yard, he rode nearer.

All eyes turned towards the strange rider who had appeared so

unexpectedly. The prince held up his little ring. He called, "Is

there any girl here who has lost a ring?"
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The girls flew to him like doves to look at the ring. "I have lost

a ring!" "And I!" "And I!" several cried, crowding close to the

prince.

But before long—"No, the ring I lost didn't look like that one,"

said one girl after another, until they all began to babble and

chatter, laugh and giggle, and the music started up again. They

hurried back to dance, while the prince rode sorrowfully away.

He rode on until evening when, feeling tired, he slowed his

horse to ride along the bank of a river that cut through the

meadows. Then he caught sight of a woman dressed in black,

walking with downcast eves as though looking for something

among the stones bv the road. As the prince drew nearer, he saw

that the woman was very beautiful, but that the big black eyes in

her pale face were full of pain and suffering. He was very sorry

for her.

"What are vou looking for, dear one?" he asked. "Have you

lost something precious to you?"

The woman's face became even more melancholy than before.

She raised her eves and her lips trembled. In a quavering voice,

wringing her hands, she said, "I have lost all I ever had in life: my
husband, my estate, my fortune. I had only one thing left, a ring

that was a gift from mv late husband. I had hoped to sell it well,

but now I have lost it and I don't know how or where. And so my
last hope is gone. All that is left for me to do is beg my daily

bread."

The prince's heart was beating eagerly. Could she be speaking

of the ring he was carrying at his breast? Yet all who had seen it

had said that it was worthless.

Slowly he held up the ring, and asked, "Could it possibly be

this ring?"

[105]



'Could it possibly be this ring?" he asked.



She gave him a sad smile. "My ring was set with a large, costly

diamond. Thar little one there is nothing but a cheap toy."

Then the prince opened his purse, full of gold coins, and let

them rain into the bereaved woman's arms. "Here. Here is enough

to provide for the present at least," he said gently. "This gold may

help you." And before the woman had had time to thank him, he

rode off.

He rode for days and nights without encountering anyone who

recognized the ring. Always he carried it in his breast pocket, and

though it no longer danced as it had during the first nights, he

could still feel it tugging at him, as if sobbing quietly. The prince

heard the small, sorrowful throbbing at his breast over the beating

of his own heart, and every day he loved the ring more and more.

One morning he came to a swiftly running river. On the op-

posite bank was a tall mountain, wrapped in the blue veil of early

morning mist. All over its slopes sparkled what looked like little

gold fires, but they were really broom bushes in flower, so attrac-

tive that the prince could not help feeling happy. He wanted to go

to them and look more closely, but that would not be easy, for

there was no bridge over the river.

I suppose I must swim across then, thought the prince, and he

and his horse plunged into the rapids. The prince hardly noticed

as water sprayed high above him and his horse was almost pulled

downstream by the current. His long futile search had made him

so dejected that he enjoyed having to struggle with all his might

to get to the far bank. At last he stood there, tired and out of

breath, with his horse panting and snorting beside him. The
mountain rose before him.

The prince could not climb the slope on horseback, so he let

the horse graze on a green meadow, and struggled on foot up a
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narrow mountain path that wound through a forest towards the

summit.

It was a hot day, and the shade of the trees in the cool forest

felt good to him. Everything was still. The sun cast golden flecks

over the forest floor, which was smoothed by last year's leaves

covering the knotted tree roots along the path. The climbing

was not easy, though. And why do I go to so much trouble?

thought the prince. What for? His heart was beating so violently

that he could hear it, and he could also hear the heartthrob of

the little ring, pulsing more than it had for a long time.

He paused a moment, then climbed on.

He thought he heard the sound of rippling water, and all of a

sudden he realized how thirsty he was. Now at least he knew what

he wanted: he wanted to get to the spring and drink and drink.

The sound of the bubbling water came ever stronger, and then

he saw something flash white under the leaves of the chestnuts.

Two steps more, and he was standing by a fresh mountain spring

that was gushing out from a rock wall into a little pool. Then he

stood stock still; he was not alone.

At the spring was a girl, one hand on her hip, watching as the

water filled a pail she had set beneath it; another empty pail was

in the grass nearbv. The girl's legs were bare, she was dressed in

a short grey skirt and white blouse, and her hair hung down her

back in two blond braids. The prince could not see her face, but

when the pail was full, she turned in his direction. Her blue eyes

looked surprised for a moment, but then she bowed her head in

greeting, and put the second pail under the waterfall. When it,

too, was full, she turned and hooked both pails to a voke that

lay in the grass. The prince smiled at her but she did not smile in

return. Her face looked so quiet and serious that suddenly the

prince, too, became serious.
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"Forgive me," he said, "but may I have a drink of water? I am

so thirsty."

"What will vou drink from?" asked the girl. Her voice was

soft and beautiful; it sounded like music. "I know," she said with a

quick smile. "Come here. I will help you."

The prince went to the spring, and the girl put her hands to-

gether to make a small drinking-cup. The water gushed into them

and in a second they were full.

"Hurrv and drink," she called, laughing merrilv.

The prince emptied the little cup in a moment. With water

still dripping from his mouth, he said, "More. Give me one more

cup of water."

The girl closed her hands again, and thev were filled by the

spring. But this time when the prince bent to drink, he noticed

a curious change in the girl's face. She blushed, and her eves, that

before had looked as blue as a summer skv, now seemed almost

black. She snatched the chain from the prince's neck and seized

the ring, which had fallen from his breast pocket when he bent to

drink.

"My ring," she said tremulously. "Where did vou find my
ring?" She put it on the little finger of her left hand, and it went

on as smoothly as if it had come home. "My ring!" she repeated,

and looked at the prince with tears in her eves.

She sat on the grass under the low branches of the chestnuts,

and turned the ring slowly around her finger with as much

tenderness as if it had been a living thing.

"Why do vou love your ring so much?" asked the prince,

seating himself beside her.

She looked up at him. "My mother gave it to me on the day

she died," she said. "I was only a little girl, but she told me, 'It

will always help vou in misfortune, and if you are ever in need,
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throw it into the sea. It will know how to find your saviour.'
:

"And it has found him," said the prince, smiling and taking the

girl's hands in his. "It called and beckoned me, and has not given

me a moment's peace until I found vou here in the forest. But

tell me, why are you here? How did vou get here? What is your

misfortune?"

The girl looked around anxiously, and whispered, "I live here

with an old mountain troll, who makes me work like a slave."

And she told him the sad tale of her life.

She had been born in a castle high among the mountains, and

would have become a fine and noble princess, but her mother had

died when she was a child; and when she was fifteen, a duke from

another country captured the castle, murdered her father, and car-

ried her away. Then she had lived in a tower of the foreign duke's

palace and was given the best of everything: costly gowns and

delicacies, and numerous servants to wait on her. But she was

never allowed to leave the palace. Only from a window in her

chamber could she see the outside world of flowering meadows,

green woods, and the river that wound like a ribbon of silver

through the valley. One day the duke came to her room and told

her that in three months she would marry his son.

The girl looked at the prince with sad eyes. "It was the greatest

misfortune and shame that could ever have befallen me. The

duke's son was big and coarse as a giant, his face was red, and he

was almost always drunk. I would rather have died than become

his wife."

However, the girl had pretended that she would very much like

to be married to the duke's son. But first, she said, she wanted to

make him a gift of a braided rope for the anchor of his sailing

ship, and when that was finished she would happily become his

bride. And so she began to braid a rope of the strongest hemp
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she could find, and soon it was so long it reached from her

window all the way down to the valley.

On the evening before the wedding, she locked herself in her

little tower chamber, tied the rope to the window, and climbed

down. When she reached the ground, she ran as fast as she could

to hide in the forest. There she crept into a dense thicket and fell

into a deep sleep.

Next morning she was awakened bv a tickling on her forehead.

When she opened her eyes she saw a terrifying face looking down

at her. It was the troll of the mountain, who had been taking his

morning walk through the forest, and he was poking her with a

blade of grass. A long red tongue lolled from his mouth, and he

had great furry black hands like a bear.

"I was so frightened," said the girl, "that I hardly dared

breathe."

The troll had laughed horribly and said, "What luck to find

you, little sweet one. I want someone to care for me, cook my
food, carry my water and my wood, and be my own companion."

And so the troll caught her by the hair and carried her to his

cave on the mountaintop. It was a deep black cave, and even on

the hottest summer day it was cold as a cellar, and heavy drops

of water trickled from the stones.

"Now I have served the mountain troll for three years," sighed

the girl. "And every summer he tells me, 'Next Christmas, when

you are a little fatter, I will eat you.'

"So I hardly dare eat, and I have not thought of anything but

how to escape. One spring day I ran all the way down the

mountainside to the river, hoping to cross to the other side. But

there was no bridge, only the rapids and spray. So I took off my
ring and threw it in the water and called out as my mother

taught me,
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Ring, ring, pulse and spring

And my knight to me bring,

A knight so good, a knight so brave,

To rescue me, a helpless slave.

"The ring disappeared into the water. But now," finished the

girl, smiling, "the ring has found the knight who will help and

save me." And she kissed the ring.

"You kiss the ring," said the prince. "Do you think you could

rather kiss me?"

"Do you think sor" she asked, and then with a smile flung her

arms around his neck and kissed him.

That moment they heard a strange, thundering sound.

"It is the troll of the mountain," the girl cried, and jumped up.

"Quick! Quick! We must run as fast as we can."

And quickly, quickly they sped down the mountainside to

where the prince's horse was grazing quietly by the river. Quickly

the prince swung into the saddle, lifted the princess in front of

him, and plunged into the water. Waves splashed over their heads,

the horse panted and snorted and kicked in the river, and the

mountain troll in the forest howled and bellowed like a pack of

hungry wolves.

The prince and the girl rode for days and nights through forest

and plain, across rivers and brooks, past groves and hedges. The

horse never tired until they reached the prince's castle. They ar-

rived there one moonlit night, and rode slowly along the seashore,

the princess wrapped up in the prince's big cape.

She lifted a corner of the cape and looked down at the sand.

"How strange," she said, with a smile on her face. "Looking at

the shadow\ one would think there was only one rider on the

horse."
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They rode for days and nights through forest and plain.



THE OLD TROLL OF
BIG MOUNTAIN

Anna Wahlenberg

NCE there lived a poor crofter and his wife who had

nothing more in this world than their little cottage, two

goats, and a bov-child of five whose name was Olle.

The crofter and his wife worked far away from their cottage

every dav, so thev had a paddock for the goats to graze in. They

gave Olle a bread roll and a mug of milk, then thev locked the

door behind them and put the kev under the doorstep.

One night when thev came home, both goats were gone. Some-

one on the highway said he had seen the evil old troll of Big

Mountain dragging them away.

You can imagine their distress! Now the crofter and his wife

had even less to live on than before, and instead of goat's milk,

Olle got nothing but water in his mug. But worst of all, no one

could be sure that the evil old troll would not come back, put
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Ollc in a sack, and carry him away up the mountain. The troll was

known to have stolen children before, though no one knew what

he did with them because none ever came back.

Every day before they left home, the crofter and his wife

warned Olle never to sit by the window; for who could tell, the

old troll might pass by and catch sight of the boy. If the troll

ever knocked on the door, they told Olle, shout "Father, Father,"

exactly as if his father were at home, because that would surely

scare the old troll and send him away.

So that Olle would recognize the troll, his parents described him

carcfullv. He was terribly ugly, had real bushes for eyebrows, a

mouth that reached from ear to ear, a nose as thick as a turnip,

and instead of a left hand, a wolf 's paw.

Yes, Olle would keep a lookout and defend himself, he prom-

ised them, and he began to make some weapons. He hammered

They made a paddock for the goats to graze in.
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a nail into a log and it became a lance. He ground an old knife,

meant for splitting kindling, against a stone, and it became a

sword. That old troll had better watch out, or he would be sorry.

One day as Olle was busy polishing his lance and his sword,

he heard someone groping at the door. Olle looked out of the

window and saw a man with a sack on his back crouching on his

knees and poking his hand under the doorstep. It was none other

than the evil old troll who had come to take Olle awav, but Olle

did not know it.

"What are you looking for?" asked Olle.

Of course, the troll was looking for the key so he could come

and steal Olle, but naturally he did not want to say so. "I've lost a

coin," he said instead. "It rolled right under your step. Will you

come out and help me look for it?

"

"No," said Olle. "Father and Mother have locked me in so that

I will be safe from a wicked old troll."

The troll looked at Olle out of the corner of his eye. He won-

dered if the boy had any idea who he was. "Well, I don't look

like an old troll, do I?" he said to test him.

"Oh, no. I'm not afraid of you. And I am not afraid of the old

troll either, for if he comes here, he'll regret it. I have a lance

and sword in here, you know. Look!

"

The old troll peered through the windowpane, but pretended

that he could not see anything. Then he asked Olle where the key

was, so that he could unlock the door and come in and see better.

"Oh, yes," said Olle. "The key is under the first broken step on

the right side."

Indeed, there it was. Quickly the old troll unlocked the door

and stalked in. And to tell the truth, Olle was glad to have com-

pany. Proudly and eagerly he showed the old troll how finely he

had ground his sword and what a wonderful lance a nail in a log
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makes. He was even rather wishing the old troll would come, so

that he could pay him back for stealing their goats.

"I believe I know where he hides his goats," said the old troll.

"If you come with me a little way into the woods, you might

find them."

That was a good idea, thought Olle. Imagine, if he could bring

home the stolen goats.

"Well, shall we go then?" said the troll.

"Yes," said Olle.

Olle wanted to bring along something to eat, because the

troll's pastures were probably a long way off. So he broke his

bread into pieces and put them in his pocket. He offered the old

troll a piece, but the troll immediately said No. The reason for

this was that trolls can never harm anyone from whom they have

accepted something. If the troll took the bread now, he would

not be able to stuff Olle into his sack. And that, of course, would

never do.

When Olle was ready he reached for the old troll's hand, ex-

pecting to be led to where the goats were. But the troll pushed

his hand away.

"You must take my right hand," said the troll. "I have hurt the

left one." He showed Olle his left hand, which was bandaged with

a thick cloth.

Olle felt sorry for him. "Oh, my. You poor man. Let me blow

on it, that will make it better," he said.

But that didn't help. His only thought was to leave without

being seen. It would have been quicker, of course, to stuff Olle

into the sack right away, but as he was walking along so will-

ingly, that saved the trouble of carrying him.

And so they walked hand in hand, Olle with his lance and

sword ready under his arm, in case they met the evil old troll.
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After they had gone a little way into the forest, Olle was tired

and sat down on a stone. He began to eat his bread, for he was

hungry, too.

The old troll eyed him. He wondered if this wasn't the moment

to put the boy in the sack. Besides, it annoved him that Olle was

not afraid of him. That wasn't right. It would have been better

to put him in the sack kicking and veiling the way all the other

children did. And so he decided to scare Olle.

"Olle," he said, "suppose / were the old troll."

"Oh, no," Olle said, looking at him. "You don't look like him

at all. He has bushes for evebrows, and vou haven't. He has a

mouth that goes from ear to ear, and vou haven't. And he has a

wolf's paw instead of a left hand, and vou haven't. So don't

think vou can fool me."

"How do I look, then?" asked the old troll.

"Like anv other old man, of course," Olle reassured him.

That sounded so funnv to the old troll's ears that he let out a

loud guffaw. And in the same moment Olle threw a piece of

bread into his open mouth.

'That's for being so good to me, not like an old troll at all."

"Oho, oho, oho," the old troll coughed with all his might. But

however much he coughed, the bread did not come up; it slid

further and further down his throat, until he swallowed it.

Now a strange thing happened. The old troll could not treat

Olle the way he had intended to. Nov 7 that he had accepted

something from Olle, he could not wish him ill.

"So vou think I look like a man," said the troll. "It's the first

time anvbodv ever said that to me. But if I look like a man, I had

better act like one. Listen!

"

He stood up and pulled a small pipe from his pocket and began

to play it.
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''Suppose I were the old troll."



Ollc listened. He thought he heard someone answering from

the forest. Then the old troll blew once more, and again Olle

pricked up his ears. Now he could hear footsteps, some light and

some heavy, running across the twigs and moss.

The old troll blew one more time.

Something white appeared among the tree trunks, and Olle saw

his parents' goats, Pearl and Flower, running towards him. They

recognized him, and pushed and butted him. Olle was so excited

that he shouted for sheer joy, and jumped from one leg to the

other.

But there were more steps. Behind Pearl and Flower came

hundreds of little kids, tripping about, tiny and delicate, just like

tufts of white wool beside the bigger goats.

"But whose are these other goats?" asked Olle, looking at the

old troll.

'Troll ways are different from man's ways, and goats have

many kids when thev stay with the old troll on Big Mountain,"

he replied, and patted Olle on the head. "But run along now. You

must be home before your mother and father return."

Olle nodded, but before he had time to say a word, the troll

had hurried in among the fir trees, because trolls do not like to

be thanked.

Olle stood quite still for a moment, wondering where he had

gone, but then he patted the goats again and they all set off for

home.

On the way Olle met some people. They stopped, amazed at

the sight of a small boy leading two goats and so many, many

kids. They followed Olle to his cottage, and as the herd was let

into the paddock, thev stood gaping, a ring of wide eves around

the fence.

Just then Olle's father and mother arrived. When they saw
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their boy in the midst of all the goats, they were so surprised they

had to sit down on ;i stone. Then Olle told his story and they

wrung their hands and groaned. Who could have gathered all

those goats? It sounded like magic. It couldn't have been the old

troll, could it?

"No, it wasn't," said Olle. "He had big eyebrows, but they

weren't real bushes. And he had a big mouth, too, but it didn't go

from ear to ear. And he certainly didn't have a wolf's paw for a

left hand. His left hand was all bandaged because he had hurt

himself."

"Gracious!" exclaimed the crofter and his wife and all the

others around the fence. "It was the old troll. He always wraps

a cloth round his paw so as not to be recognized when he is passing

the cottages."

Olle sat down and looked around at all the w rorried faces. He
still could not understand. "Well then, maybe even bad old trolls

arc good sometimes," he said at last.

And no one who saw all those goats could doubt it, though no

one there would ever have believed it before.
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s» Drawing by John Bauer entitled:

The King of Troll Mountain



LEAP THE ELK AND
LITTLE PRINCESS COTTONGRASS

Helge Kjellin

AVE you ever been in a large forest and seen a strange

black tarn hidden deep among the tall trees? It looks

bewitched and a little frightening. All is still— fir trees

and pines huddle close and silent on all sides. Sometimes the trees

bend cautiously and shyly over the water as if they are wondering

what may be hidden in the dark depths. There is another forest

growing in the water, and it, too, is full of wonder and stillness.

Strangest of all, never have the two forests been able to speak to

each other.

By the edge of the pool and out in the water are soft tussocks

covered with brown bear moss and woolly white cottongrass.

All is so quiet—not a sound, not a flutter of life, not a trembling

breath—all of nature seems to be holding its breath listening, lis-

tening with beating heart: soon, soon.
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And then a gentle murmur stirs the crowns of the tall firs,

and they lean together and begin to sing softly: Yes, we have seen

him, far, far away, and soon he will be here, he is coming, he is

coming. A murmur sweeps through the forest. Bushes rustle and

whisper to each other. The cottongrass blossoms bend and bow
back and forth: Yes, he is coming, he is coming, they say, while

the still waters begin to murmur: He is coming, he is coming.

You hear a few twigs breaking far away. They come closer, come

together in a solid noise. It grows; there is a crash of snapping

bushes, branches, and twigs; a clatter of fast-moving footsteps

coming one after another; and you hear a heavy panting. A large

elk has thrust itself through the forest to the bank of the pool,

where it stops, swings its panting muzzle, and snuffs eagerlv. The
majestic crown of horns shakes, the elk's nostrils quiver, and

then it stands still for a moment. A second later, with gigantic

leaps it is off through the swaying tufts, and disappears into the

far side of the forest.

That much is true. Now here is a fairy tale about it.

The sun is shining like gold on the meadow of Dream Castle.

It is summer, and the grass has a thousand fragrant blossoms. A
little girl, rosy and delicate, sits among all the flowers, combing

her long, pale vellow hair. It sifts like summer gold through her

small fingers. A golden crown is lying in the meadow beside her.

This girl is the princess of Dream Castle, and today she has

slipped away from the high, stately chamber where her father,

the king, and her mother, the queen, sit on golden chairs, with

sceptre and orb, to rule their people. She wishes to be alone and

free, and has come to the flowering meadow to plav. The

meadow has always been her playground.

This princess is small and slim, still a child. She sits there in a
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gown whiter than white, made of silk and satin and muslin as thin

as gauze.

Princess Cottongrass—that is what they call her.

She combs her fair hair with small, thin fingers, and smiles at

the shining hair strands. An elk snuffs and stalks past. She lifts

her eves.

"Oh, who are you?"

"I am Longleg Leap. What do they call you?"

"I am Princess Cottongrass." She lifts the crown from the

meadow to show that it is so.

The elk stops to look at the princess long and searchingly, then

lowers its head. "You are beautiful, little one."

The princess rises and moves closer. She leans towards the

elk's trembling muzzle and strokes it gentlv. "How big and stately

you are. And you have a crown, too. Let me come with you. Let

me sit behind your neck, and then carry me out into life."

The elk hesitates. "The world is big and cold, little child, and

you are so small. The world is full of evil and wickedness, and it

will hurt you."

"No, no. I am young and warm. I have warmth enough for

everyone. I am small and good, and want to share the good I

have."

"Princess, the forest is dark and the roads are dangerous."

"But you are with me. You are great and strong, and can easily

defend us both."

The elk tosses its head and shakes its mighty crown of horns.

Its eyes look fiery.

The princess claps her small hands. "Good, good. But you are

too tall—bend down so that I can climb up."

Obediently, the elk lies down, and soon the princess is sitting
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Leap sets off, surefooted, across the marsh.



securely on its back. "I am ready, and now you must show me the

world."

It rises slowly, afraid of unseating the little one. "Hold on

tight to my horns." And it sets off with leaps and bounds.

The princess has never had more fun. There are so many new

and beautiful things to see. She has never been beyond the

meadow at Dream Castle before, and now they are running over

hill and dale, over plains and mountains.

"Where are you taking me?" she asks.

"To Forest Moss," Leap answers. "I live there. No one comes

there and it is a long way off."

Evening is coming, and the princess is hungry and sleepy.

"Arc you changing vour mind alreadv?" teases the elk. "It's too

late to turn round. But don't be afraid. Wonderful berries grow

in the marsh where I live. You can eat them."

Thev travel a while, then the forest begins to thin, and the

princess looks out over a mile-long marsh, where tufts of sedge

come together in soft hollows and hillocks, and where the little

stunted bushes on the bank haven't the courage to follow.

"Here we are," savs Leap, and bends down so that the princess

can dismount. "Now we shall have supper."

Immcdiatelv the princess forgets all about sleep and begins to

jump lightly from tuft to tuft, just like Leap, to pick the delicious

big berries. She and Longleg Leap share them delightedlv.

Leap says, "We must hurrv on before it gets too dark," and

once again Princess Cottongrass climbs on to his broad back.

Leap sets off, surefooted, across the marsh, stepping confidentlv

on the tufts as if he knows they will hold him. After all, he was

born there.

"Who is that dancing there?" asks the princess.
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"They are the elves. But be careful of them. They seem sweet

and friendly, but never trust them. Remember what I tell you:

don't speak to them, but hold tight on my horns and pretend you

don't notice them."

Yes, the princess promises, she will.

But the elves have already caught sight of them. They come

forward and circle around and dance up and down in front of the

elk, floating tantalizinglv close to the little princess. But remem-

bering what Leap has just told her, she clings to his horns with

all her might.

"Who are you, who are you?" ask the elves.

Hundreds of questions are all around, and the princess feels

them like the cold breath of the wind, but she does not answer.

Then the tinv elves, in their white veils, become bolder. They

tug at her dress and her long yellow hair. Leap snorts and begins

to run.

Suddenly the princess realizes that the golden crown on her

head is slipping, and she is afraid it will fall off—imagine what

Father-king and Mother-queen, who gave it to her, would say—

and she forgets what Leap told her and calls to the elves, at the

same time letting go one hand to clasp her crown. At that moment

the elves have power over her—not altogether, because she still

clings to the elk's horns with one hand; but with joyous mocking

laughter thev snatch the shining crown from her head and float

away over the marsh.

"Oh, my crown, my crown," moans Princess Cottongrass.

"Why didn't you obey me?" Leap scolds her. "You have only

yourself to blame. Probably you will never get your golden

crown back, but you are lucky it was not worse."

Yet the princess cannot imagine anything worse than what has

just happened.
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Leap walks on, and soon she spies a clump of small trees on an

island in the middle of the marsh.

"Here is where I live," says Leap. "This is where we shall

sleep."

Soon they are there. The low hill rises above the marsh, and it

is drv and delightful among the fir trees and pines.

The princess kisses her dear friend Leap good-night, undresses,

and hangs her gown ncatlv on a branch. She lies down and is

soon asleep, with the long-legged elk to stand guard over her. It is

almost night, and a few small stars are twinkling in the sky.

Next morning the princess is awakened by the soft touch of the

elk's muzzle on her forehead. She jumps up quickly, stretches

naked in the golden-red morning light, and then collects some

dewdrops to drink in her hands. A small chain, with a golden

heart on it, is hanging from her neck and catches the sunlight like

fire.

'Today I will go bare," she exclaims. "I wT
ill carry my dress in

front of me and then vou will carry me on your back and show

me more of the world."

"Yes," savs the elk, unable to denv her anything. It had been

awake all night watching over the strange, white little girl on the

ground, and that morning there had been tears in its eyes. It did

not understand why, except it felt autumn approaching and was

seized bv a longing to do battle and a desire not to be alone any-

more.

Suddenly it dashes away into the forest. The fair-haired

princess finds it very difficult to hold on. Branches whip her face

and shoulders, and the little golden heart dances on its chain.

But before long, Leap calms down and slackens his pace. Now
they are travelling through a large, strange forest. The long

branches of the firs are covered with hanging moss, the tree roots
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It is almost night, and a few small stars are twinkling.



bend like snakes, and large, lichen-covered boulders seem to

threaten them from the side of the path. The princess has never

seen such a queer place before.

"What is that moving deep in the woods?" she asks. "I think I

see long green hair and a pair of white arms waving to me."

"It is the witch of the woods," says Leap. "Answer her politely,

but bv no means ask her for anything; and whatever you do, hold

tight to my horns."

Yes, the princess promises, she will hold on tight.

Now the witch glides closer. She does not want to show herself

entirely; she always hides halfway behind a tree. Curiously

and slyly she peers at the elk and the girl. The princess scarcely

dares look that wav, but she can tell that the witch has icy green

eves and a mouth red as blood.

Then the witch begins to slither from tree to tree, following

the elk as it runs. She knows Leap well, but is puzzled by the

little white one with the golden hair.

Suddenlv she calls, "What is vour name?"

"I am Princess Cottongrass, of Dream Castle," the girl answers

shyly, taking care not to ask the witch's name. Of course, she

knows who it is.

"What are you carrving in front of you?" the witch asks.

"It is my finest gown," replies the princess, with a little more

courage.

"Oh, let me see it," the witch begs.

Of course she may, and the princess lets go with one hand to

show the witch her white dress.

She should never have done so, for in a trice the witch has

snatched the dress and disappeared into the forest.

"Why did you let go of my horns?" savs Leap. "If vou had let
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go with both hands, you would have had to follow the witch,

and probably never have come back."

"But my dress, my dress," sobs Princess Cottongrass.

But after a while she forgets it, and the day passes, and that

night the princess sleeps under the fir trees with Leap standing

quietly beside her to keep watch.

When she wakes in the morning, the elk is gone. "Leap, Long-

leg Leap, where are you?" she calls fearfully, and jumps up.

Here he comes, breathing heavily, through the undergrowth.

He has been on top of a hill, looking east, sniffing the air, and he

has scented something. What? He cannot tell, but his coat is wet

and his legs are trembling.

He seems to want to move on, and bends down to let the prin-

cess climb on his back. Then they are gone in a rush, galloping

east. He hardly hears when she calls to him, and rarely answers.

As if in a fever he breaks through the tangled forest at a furious

rate.

"Where are we going?" asks Princess Cottongrass.

'To the pool," is the answer. "Deep in the forest is a pool, and

that is where I go when autumn is coming. No person has ever

been there, but you shall sec it."

Abruptly the tree trunks open up, and here is the water, shining

brown-black with flecks of greenish gold.

"Hold on tight," Leap warns. "There is danger under the

water. Watch your golden heart!

"

"Yes. What strange water," says the princess, bending forward

to look more closely—but oh, dear, at that moment the chain

with the golden heart slips over her head and drops into the pool.

"Oh, my heart, the golden heart that my mother gave me the

day I was born. Oh, what shall I do?

"
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Still Princess Cottoiigrass sits and looks

ivonderingly into the water.



She is quite inconsolable. She stares at the water and then

begins to wander off over the tussocks to look for her heart.

"Come," savs Leap. "It is dangerous for you here. Looking for

one thing, you will forget everything else."

But the princess wants to stay. She must find her heart.

"Go, my friend. Let me sit here alone. I know I shall find the

heart."

She flings her arms about his bent head, kisses it, and strokes

it softly. Then, small and slim and undressed, she goes and sits

down on a grassy hillock.

For a long time the elk stands quite still and looks at the small

girl. But when she no longer seems to notice that he is there, he

turns and disappears with hesitant steps into the forest.

Many years have passed. Still Princess Cottongrass sits and

looks wonderingly into the water for her heart. She is no longer

a little girl. Instead, a slender plant, crowned with white cotton,

stands leaning over the edge of the pool. Now and then the elk

returns, stops, and looks at it tenderly. Only he knows that this is

the princess from Dream Castle. Perhaps she nods and smiles, for

he is an old friend, but she does not want to follow him back; she

cannot follow any more, as long as she in under the spell. The

spell lies in the pool. Far, far under the water lies a lost heart.
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THE MAGPIE WITH SALT
ON HER TAIL

Anna Wahlenberg

|NCE there was a boy who was always wishing for

things. One time he would wish very hard for a little

horse to ride, another time he would wish for a sled

or a boat, or even just a cheap clasp knife. But his father had died

and his mother was a poor woman who made brooms for a living,

so none of his wishes ever came true.

One day when he was busv wishing like this, he was given

some good advice by a wise old man. The old man told him to go

to the woods, sprinkle a pinch of salt on the tail of a magpie,

and then he would get whatever he wished for. But he had to wish

quicklv, while the salt was still on the bird's tail, or else it would

be no use.

From that dav on the boy always went about with salt in his

trouser pockets. He would set out earlv in the morning and come
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home late at night, and he saw many magpies, but he never could

get close to any of them. Then one day he found a magpie that

was friendlier than the rest. She let him come so close that he

could almost touch her, but then as soon as he stretched out his

hand with the pinch of salt, off she flew and sat in the nearest tree

laughing at him. She teased him like this all day, and when eve-

ning came the boy was so tired he threw himself down under a

pine tree and closed his eves and tried to sleep. But he could still

hear the magpie hopping about in the undergrowth, and finally he

heard someone call his name. "Olle! Olle!" The bov looked up

and saw that it was the teasing magpie.

"What's this?" he exclaimed. "Can you talk?"

"Yes, rcallv I am an enchanted princess and you shall indeed

have your wish if you will help me. Get me a really fine clasp

knife to clean my beak and claws, and I shall sit so still that you

can sprinkle salt on my tail."

A Yell, the boy thought that was fair, and the next day he went

picking berries, which he sold, and this he did until he had

earned enough money to go to the city and buy a really fine

knife. Then he went straight back to the forest to find the magpie,

and opened the blade so that it would shine in her eyes.

Immediately she came hopping up. She looked at the knife,

first with one eve and then with the other.

"Rubbish," the magpie said. "That is no knife for a fine princess

like myself. It doesn't even have a gold handle." And she flew

up into the trees again.

Olle felt so sad that tears filled his eyes. "I'll try to get you

one with a gold handle then," he said.

"No, thank you. I don't want a knife any more. But you can

give me a beautiful sled instead. That would really be fun, to go

sleigh-riding this winter."
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So Olle began to whittle breadboards and wooden spoons with

his new knife, and he did it so well that they were a delight to

look at. He sold them quickly in the city, not even waiting long

enough to carve a little boat for himself. In six months he had

earned enough money to buy a splendid sled, and so he went back

to the magpie in the woods.

"Here is the sled," he called out boldly, for he was sure she

would like this beautiful sled.

Down she flew from her tree, and perched on the seat and

began to peck at the iron runners. She laughed loudly. "Did vou

think this would do for such a fine person as myself?" she said,

as she flew on to a branch overhead. "No, it should have been

made of silk and silver."

Olle almost cried in frustration. "I will try to get vou a better

one," he said.

"No, no," squeaked the magpie. "Now I want a carriage and

horses, or else there will be no sprinkling of salt."

Poor Olle left with a heavy heart, but he had not given up

hope. Whatever the cost, he would get the magpie her carriage

with horses.

He took the sled to a hill where the local gentry used to go

sleigh-riding, and there he hired it out to everyone who would

pay well. He found manv customers, for really the sled was the

best to be had for miles around. Olle did not ride even once him-

self. Whenever he wasn't busy with the sled, he carved more

beautiful things in wood with his clasp knife.

At last he had saved up enough to buy a horse. He trained the

horse and taught it to do tricks, and showed it for money until

he could afford to buy another horse, which he also taught tricks;

and soon he was able to buy an elegant little carriage with wheels
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that had silver spokes and an apron that had silver clasps. He
braided the horses' manes and put cockades on their cars and gave

them silver bits, and then he drove off into the woods to the

magpie.

She was sitting on a branch, just as lively and skittish as ever.

"Well, this is something," she said, when she caught sight of the

glittering silver.

She flew down to inspect the carriage, both from above and

below, pecked the horses' backs to find out if they were young

and fresh, and then she cocked her head.

"I don't like open carriages," she said. "I prefer to ride in a

closed one. And the horses should have been white, not brown."

"Oh, me, oh, my," sighed Olle, and sat down on a stone to

think. A fussier woman than that magpie could not very w7ell be

imagined, but of course she was a princess.

"Well," said the magpie. "I can see you are no judge of horses

and carriages. So now, if you want me to help you, you must

give me a castle. It must be at the foot of a hill by a lake, and

there must be no fewer than a hundred rooms, and a park and

garden too."

Olle sighed deeply. It was a lot to ask. But then he remembered

he had his horses and the carriage, and began to drive around the

town. Everyone wanted to hire him out, for even if the magpie

had not liked the horse and carriage, certainly it was the finest

the townspeople had ever seen. Soon Olle earned enough money

to buy another horse and carriage, and then another and another.

At last Olle had his own stable and was making money hand over

fist.

After that it was not difficult to build the castle, and within a

few years it was ready, built of shining white marble, with flags
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waving from the towers. Olle went out into the woods to fetch

the magpie and take her to the castle.

She tripped after him, hopping from room to room, looking

into the kitchen and the pantrv to see that everything was there.

When she had seen it all, she perched on the banquet table in the

great hall.

"Oh, well," said she, "it would all do but for one thing that is

missing. That is, three chests full of gold, without which I cannot

maintain my court."

"For shame!" cried Olle, who had grown bigger now and was

able to speak up.

"Otherwise there will be no salt sprinkled on my tail," said

the magpie. And she flew out the window and was gone.

Olle had already achieved so much that he did not want to stop

now, and besides, he had learned how to make money. So he

worked hard for five more years, until there were three enor-

mous chests filled with gold coins on the floor of the banquet hall.

He went to the forest to bring the magpie to the castle the

second time. As soon as she entered the hall, she flew to the three

chests, perched on the middle one, and eved the gold coins.

"Yes," she said. "That should do. You may sprinkle some salt

on my tail."

The solemn moment had arrived at last. With a beaming smile,

Olle put his hand in his trouser pocket and brought forth a pinch

of salt. The magpie sat quite still, and he sprinkled the glittering

crystals on her tailfeathers.

"Well, what is vour wish?" asked the magpie.

Indeed, what should he wish? Olle had been so busy working

that he had completely forgotten what it was he had wanted to

wish for.

"One, two ..." said the magpie.
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"Just a moment, just a moment. Let me think."

But for the life of him, Olle could not think of what he wanted

to have.

"Three," said the magpie, and with a flip of her tail feathers,

flew up so suddenly that the salt fell off. Then she sat in a window

and laughed at Olle, until the hall echoed.

"You—you make me so angry!" Olle shouted. "Now I know

what I want. I'll buy myself a gun and shoot you."

'That would not be nice, little Olle," said the magpie. "To

shoot me after I have granted all your wishes, so that you have

nothing more to wish for? Don't you already have a clasp knife

and a sled and horses and a carriage and a castle and money, and

all this without your having to say a word?"

Olle stood there with his mouth and his eves wide open. It was

true. He already had everything he could wish for, and he had

never even noticed.

"Well, I declare," he exclaimed, clapping his hands in astonish-

ment. "I worked so hard just to be able to sprinkle salt on your

tail feathers, and it was all quite unnecessary."

"Yes, how do you explain that?" laughed the magpie louder

than ever before, and lifted her wings and was gone.

But Olle did not bother to try to explain it. He just settled

down in his castle, and there he lived well all his days.
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THE BOY WHO WAS
NEVER AFRAID

Alfred Smedberg

INCE there lived a poor crofter with eight hungry

children and only one cow, so it is easy to see why
his children often had to make do with little.

Yet the cow, Lily White, was a great blessing to the crofter,

for she was the best cow in the whole county. She gave as much

milk as the finest manor-house cow, which was luckv, consider-

ing all those children. She was big and handsome, and clever, too.

She understood everything the children chattered about, and

they chattered night and day.

Words cannot tell how kind and devoted the children were to

their cow as thev petted and fussed over her. Lily White was just

a cow on a croft, vet she was happy as a wasp in a jam jar. In

summertime she grazed in a large pasture by the manor house,
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but when the sun went down she always managed to come home

by herself, because she was so clever.

But one evening a sad thing happened. Lily White did not re-

turn as usual. The crofter spent half the night looking for her,

then he came home alone and tired.

At davbreak the next morning, he and his wife and the elder

children went to look for their cow in the pasture. They walked

from one end to the other without finding her. At last, in a far

corner of the field, they found Lily White's hoofprints in the soft

earth. But beside them were others, made by big, clumsy feet.

The crofter was frightened, for he realized at once whose foot-

prints those were. It was none other than the big troll in Hulta

Wood.

Now it was not difficult to guess where Lily White had gone.

The troll had come down to the pasture from his caves in the

granite mountain and led the cow away with him. The troll must

have known that Lily White was the finest milk cow in the whole

county.

No wonder, now, the crofter's little home was full of sorrow

and dismay. The children cried, and their father and mother were

so worried thev scarcelv said a word. It was out of the question

to trv to get the cow back, for up to now no one had ever

dared enter the terrible mountain caves where the trolls lived.

There were not only trolls to be frightened of in the deep

haunted forest; there were three other creatures, too, nearly as

dangerous. One was the green-haired witch of Hulta Wood. Then

there was the bellowing watchdog of the forest; and the third

was a bear, the shaggv king of the forest.

Now it happened that among the crofter's children was one

small red-cheeked boy named Nisse. There was no one like him in
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seven parishes. It was strange: he wasn't afraid of anything in

the world, no matter how dangerous it was.

The reason Xissc was not afraid was that he was so good-

hearted and friendly towards every living thing that not even the

fiercest animal had reason to harm him. So he wasn't afraid of

wolves or bears or witches, or the trolls in fearsome Hulta Wood.

As soon as Nisse learned what had happened to Lilv White, he

immediately decided to walk to the troll caves and bring her back.

His mother and father let him go, for they knew that Nisse, who

was so good to everyone, had nothing to fear.

He took a stick in his hand and put a slice of buttered bread in

his pocket, and set out. Soon he arrived at the forest. It was not

easy for him to cross the ravines and boulders, the fallen trees

and brooks and marshes; but Nisse was small and thin and quick.

He went through the brushwood and groves like an eel.

After a while he caught sight of a witch sitting on a ledge

combing her tousled green hair. It was the quick-footed witch of

Hulta Wood, and her hair fell all the way down to her hips.

"What are vou doing here in my forest?" she called, as Nisse

came walking along.

"I'm looking for our cow, dear lady. The trolls have stolen

her," replied Nisse without stopping.

"Now wait a minute, you," the witch screamed, and she

jumped down from the ledge to grab his collar.

But at that moment her long hair caught in the spreading

branches of a fir tree, and she was left hanging, the tips of her

toes just above the ground, and she could not get free.

She began to kick and twist and shout as loud as she could. Any-

one else would have laughed and said it served her right, but

Nisse was not like that.

[ H5 ]



"What are you doing here in my forest?"

called the witch.



"Teh, tch, little Mother," he said in a friendly voice. "I'll help

you.

So he climbed up the tree, pulled and loosened the thick tufts

of hair, and at last managed to free the witch from the heavy

branches.

"You're an odd one, to help someone who wants to hurt you,"

said the witch, surprised. "I intended to give you a thrashing, but

now I might help you instead."

"That would be good of you, little Mother," said Nisse.

"You'll never be able to get past all the dangerous animals in

the forest unless vou know their language," said the witch. "But

I will give vou a magic herb. If you put it in your ear, you will

understand everything thev say while you are in the forest."

Nisse thanked the witch, did as she told him, and walked on.

After he had gone some way, he came to the great angry watch-

dog of the forest. It limped towards him on three legs, and made

a fierce face.

"Poor little doggy," said Nisse, full of confidence and sym-

pathy. "Have vou hurt yourself? Can I help you?"

The dog had been readv to jump on the boy, but was so sur-

prised by his kindness that it sat down on its hind legs just like

a well-behaved dog. "You're not like other people, are you?" it

said.

"Perhaps not," said the boy. "Let me see your paw, little

Father."

The dog gave him its forepaw, and Nisse saw there was a big

thorn in it. He pulled the thorn out, put a little wet moss on the

wound, and tied it together neatly with grass.

'That feels better," said the watchdog, standing on all fours. "I

had intended to bite your ears, but I don't want to now. Where
are you going?"
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"Our cow is lost," Nisse replied. "I am going to the troll caves

to find her."

"My, my!" said the watchdog with a pitying look. "That is

not an easy errand, for those trolls arc not to be trifled with.

But since you were kind enough to cure my foot, I'll go with you

and show you the way. Perhaps I can help you."

The watchdog did as it had promised. It leapt ahead, and the

boy scampered after it, and then they went deep, deep into the

forest. Thev had run for several hours when thev caught sight of

the bear lumbering through a peat bog, sniffing for cranberries.

"You had better go round," said the watchdog, "for he attacks

people and cattle."

"Well, I like the way he looks, even if he is big and shaggy,"

said the boy, and kept on walking.

Just then the bear saw him. It rose on its hind legs, let out a

terrible growl, and padded towards him.

"My, what a great rough voice you have," said the boy, put-

ting out his small hand in greeting. "You would make a fine bass

in a church choir."

"Uff," grunted the bear, stepping closer.

"Yes, a verv loud voice," continued the bov. "But you seem

verv fricndlv, anyway, holding up both paws to greet me."

The bear was just about to gobble Nisse up, when the green-

haired witch jumped out from the trees. She had followed Nisse

at a distance to see what was going to happen to him in the troll

caves.

"Don't touch that boy," she cried to the bear. "He is not like

other people."

"It's none of your business," roared the bear, and opened its

jaws wider.

Then the witch of the wood picked up a knotted fir stump
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and flung it into the bear's wide-open mouth. The stump stuck

between its jaws so that it could neither growl nor bite.

"Ugh," said the boy. "That was a mean thing to do to old

Father here, who was so friendly and wanted to greet me with

both his paws. But wait, let's see if I can't help you out of this."

He found a long wooden stick and began poking it into the

bear's mouth. The bear sat still, panting, and after much picking

and prodding, Nisse at last managed to loosen the stump.

"That was well done," grunted the bear contentedly. "I can

see you are a boy with pluck and nerve. I was going to swallow

you in one gulp, but now vou are safe from me for the rest of

your life. What are you doing here in the forest?"

"I am looking for our cow. The trolls stole her," Nisse replied.

"Humph, you are a daring boy to set out on an errand like

that" said the bear. "If vou can outwit the trolls in Hulta Wood,

vou are cleverer than vou look. I think I'll follow vou and per-

haps I may be of help."

They all set off again. The dog padded first in line, the bear

lumbered along at the back, and the green-haired witch of the

wood went on ahead to see how the adventure would turn out for

the boy.

They arrived at the trolls' mountain caves as the sky began to

darken. The entrance was covered by mighty boulders, but there

was a small opening just about big enough for a bird dog to

squeeze through.

"Nisse can crawl in there," said the bear. And it added, "If the

troll attacks vou, just call 'Bear, come in,' and then the trolls will

have a real fight on their hands, I can promise you."

"I don't think it will be necessary," said Nisse. "But thank you

just the same."

And so he crawled through the narrow opening. He entered a
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cave as big as a barn. The old troll was sitting by a fire, munching

on a bone. He looked awful, with an enormous nose, hairy arms,

and yellow-green cat's eves. And there in one corner of the cave

was Lilv White, chewing on some rough thistles the troll had

picked for her in the forest.

"Why, look, a little urchin!" exclaimed the troll, and grabbing

Nisse around the waist he lifted him to the table. "Where do you

come from?"

"Dear friend troll," said Nisse politely. "I have come to fetch

our cow, who seems to have wandered into your cave."

"Don't be so foolish," clucked the troll. "Oh, no, my little fel-

low. I needed milk, you see, and so did my old woman. And you

yourself will make a fine little chop for our dinner. As soon as

.Mother returns, she'll put the pan on the fire."

"Oh, you're joking," said Nisse. "You wouldn't be so cruel

to a little boy who never did you any harm."

"What nonsense!" cried the troll. "Of course I'll fry you.

Aren't vou frightened?"

"No, I'm not afraid of you," said Nisse boldly. "I know you're

not as bad as vou pretend."

"I've never seen the likes of vou in my life," growled the troll.

"Mother, Mother, come here quick and light the fire."

A troll woman rushed out of a grotto and started rubbing flint

and steel together to make a fire.

"It's good of vou, Little Mother, to make a fire to warm your

old man," said Nisse happily. "But now I think it's time for Lily

White and me to go home."

But then the old troll caught hold of Nisse and prepared to

fling him into the frving pan.

Now most creatures, it is true, can be won over by friendliness,

kindness, and generosity, but only force helps with a troll. Nisse
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realized this now, and so he called, "Bear, come in! Bear, come

in!

You should have seen what happened next.,The bear tossed the

boulders at the entrance, left and right, with its great paws. Sparks

flew in the air. Then the bear rushed into the cave, and behind it

came the witch of the woods and the watchdog.

The bear caught the troll firmly by the neck, and flung him on

to the floor. The dog dug its teeth into the troll woman's leather

jacket, until she fell down with a splash right into the waterpail

by the fire. Meanwhile, the witch of the woods went over to Lily

White and loosened the rope with which she was tied.

Nisse lost no time in climbing on Lily White's back. He held

tight to her long horns and called, "Thank you all for helping me.

Don't be too hard on the trolls." Then he urged Lily White on:

"Hurry, dear Lily White! Hurry, dear cow!"

And with the boy on her back and her tail in the air, Lily

White set off. Nisse waved his cap in the air and shouted, "Hur-

rah!" They galloped over tree trunks and stones, through forest

and meadow, and were both safe and sound back at the croft by

the time the sun came up.

The rejoicing was great at the croft. But back in the cave the

trolls were so frightened bv the fact that their own forest friends

had helped Nisse—just because he was kind and trusting—that

they never dared show their noses in the manor-house pasture

again.
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THE CHANGELINGS

Helena Nyblom

XCE there lived a king and queen who had no children,

although they wished for one so much. At last, one

summer, the queen gave birth to a daughter, and the

king and queen were indescribably happy. The little princess, a

beautiful child, was christened Bianca Aiaria. Her eyes were big

and blue, her little mouth turned up sweetly, and her skin was as

delicate as the petal of a flower. Naturally, she must have the

noblest lady in the land as her governess.

And so the countess of the realm and Mistress of the Robes,

Esmeralda, was entrusted with watching over the princess. At

night two nurses slept bv the cradle, one on each side, and in the

daytime Countess Esmeralda looked after the royal infant. A\\ this

was very right and proper, for Countess Esmeralda was enor-

mously aristocratic, though she was not at all suited to be a govern-

ess in any other way. She was very old, and always sleepy.

Time and again she would nod off, although she always said she

was only resting her eyes.
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At night the princess slept in a big bed chamber; during the

day her cradle was carried to an acacia grove near the palace.

There a fountain splashed, and tall rose bushes grew all around.

The tall acacias dropped their white flowers on the princess's

coverlet; the air was mild and fresh; and white pigeons flew from

their cote to look at the sleeping child. "She is so sweet," they

said, tripping silently around the cradle. "As white and soft as a

dove."

But one day something terrible happened.

Behind the castle, in a black forest on the mountain, a troll

and his wife lived in a cave. Now this troll wife had also just

given birth to a little girl—a small, swarthy baby with keen eyes

and matted hair. One day the old troll went to the palace foun-

tain to fetch some water. He padded along quietly—so quietly

that no one would hear him. Countess Esmeralda was fast asleep

in her big easv chair bv the cradle, and the pigeons were tripping

over the gravel cooing, "Isn't she lovely? Isn't she as white and

soft as a dove?"

The troll crept cautiously up to the cradle and looked through

the silk curtains at the sleeping child. Then he went home and told

his wife, "Now I have seen the child that I would have liked to

have. White and soft as a dove, with the sweetest little mouth."

"You couldn't be the father of that child," said the troll wife,

showing all her green teeth. "A big troll begets a little troll, and

must be satisfied with that."

But all the time now the old troll was thinking about the little

princess, until finally it was too much for him. "Mother," he said,

"let's steal the royal baby. It would be easy. The old crone who

watches her is always snoring. We can take the princess and put

our troll midge in her place."
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At first his wife did not want to agree at all. She was only an

uglv old troll, vet she loved her own child. However, her troll

husband never left her in peace, until at last she was so tired of

his nagging day and night that she pulled the baby troll from its

cradle, wrapped it in a rag, and said, "Go along, take your child.

But I warn you, don't come back empty-handed."

The old troll ran to the acacia grove as fast as he could. There

was the golden cradle. The pigeons were tripping around, the

acacias were dropping flowers, and Countess Esmeralda was snor-

ing softly in her deep chair.

In a trice the troll had ripped off the cradle curtains, snatched

the princess, put his troll baby in her place, and then run faster

than a hare up the mountain with his precious bundle.

The countess awoke and noticed nothing. She believed the

princess was asleep. After a while, the queen came into the

grove. She liked to walk there in the mornings and see her baby.

Imagine her horror when she leaned over the cradle and found,

not dearest Bianca .Maria, but a little troll bundle staring up at her

with small, evil black eves. She cried out, nearly fainting, "What is

this? \\ nere is my child? This is not my child. This is not the

little princess!"

Countess Esmeralda started in terror. "Not Your Majesty's

child?" she said. "Who else's child could it be? No one has been

here, not a soul. I have been here wide-awake the whole time."

Countess Esmeralda did not mean to lie, for really she didn't

know how often she fell asleep.

The king and all his court were summoned, and the royal

physician was asked for advice. "A strange case, a very strange

case," he said. "I believe it is what is called—" and he mentioned

a long Latin name which no one understood. "But it is probably
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a thing that will pass," he added, and prescribed sweet milk baths.

They were to lay the baby on a bed of violets, and then surely it

would not be long before she looked the way she did before.

The finest cows were bought and the child was bathed in their

warm, creamy milk. The cradle was filled with violets, which

smelled heavenly, but the queen did not find her child at all

changed. Black she was and black she staved. Well, not reallv

black, but brown as a hazelnut, with coal-black eves and hair.

All the court, however, said she looked perfectly sweet and en-

chanting, until finally the queen, too, thought the same. Still,

every time she actually saw her, she would sigh and think, "This

is not my angelic little Bianca Maria."

In the meantime, the old troll had run home with the little

princess to his cave. "Isn't she sweet?" he asked, opening the shawl

he had wrapped her in.

His troll wife threw him a scornful look. "Such a miserable

washed-out little thing! She looks like a leek, pale and thin. But

you wanted her, and now you have to put up with her."

They laid the babv in the troll child's cradle, but the pillows

and mattress were stuffed with coarse straw, into which a thistle

or two had also found its way. When Bianca Maria felt this hard

and pricklv bed, she began to cry bitterly.

"Why is she crving?" the troll wife asked.

But her husband had alreadv run down to a peat bog. There he

gathered cotton-grass, and then, on the mountainside, he picked

wild thyme. With these he stuffed a new mattress for the cradle,

and when once again evervthing was soft and fragrant around the

little one, she stopped crving immediately and fell quietly asleep.

In the castle the troll princess grew up into a very strange

child. We call her the troll princess because she had no other
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name. Troll children are not baptized. They arrive in the world

and their father simply spits on their neck and says, "Out with

you into the world, you little cribble-crabble." And that's all

there is to it.

But the queen could not bring herself to call the changeling

Bianca Maria; she onlv called her Black Eve, for the troll baby

had a pair of flashing black eyes.

"Where did our daughter get her strange black eves?" asked

the king, staring at the queen.

"Yes, who can explain it?" she said, and sighed. "When she was

born she had eyes as blue as yours and mine."

Nor was little Black Eve easy to manage. She gave them all

trouble, the king and the queen and the whole court. When she

didn't get what she wanted, she lav on the floor on her back and

kicked her feet in the air and screamed until they had to close the

windows to keep her from being heard outside. If she had a new

dress, she found it funnv to pour soup all over it, or else to pierce

it with a poker and make a big hole. Then she looked out of the

corner of her eye at the queen to see how angry she would get.

She behaved worst, however, to the old countess, Esmeralda.

She could not stand the countess, and would sprinkle sand in her

hair when she fell asleep in her chair, or hide her shoes in a bush

where the old ladv could not find them. Sometimes she hid, too,

and had a wonderful time of it when the countess woke from a

little nap and could not find her. She would creep behind bush

after bush for hours on end while the Mistress of the Robes tot-

tered about with her cane, trembling and out of breath from look-

ing for her so franticallv.

For a while the king spanked the troll child when she was

naughty, but then she became so furious and looked like such a

little wild beast, purple in the face and shrieking horribly, that
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even the king was frightened. From then on he did not beat her

any more. Surprisingly the king had something of a soft spot for

this obstinate child, which she soon enough took advantage of.

She was not more than eight years old when one day at the

dinner table, after listening to something the king had said, she

pulled his beard playfully and said, "Is that so, old Father King?

I suppose some might think so." The queen became quite red and

looked at her husband in alarm. But the king put his arm around

the girl's waist and laughed, "You are the worst little troll child

in the whole world."

Among the trolls up in the mountain, Bianca Maria was also

eight years old. She was tall and thin for her age, and had beautiful

yellow hair. She obeyed the trolls in everything for she believed

they were her parents, although she often felt in her heart that

she did not love them as much as she should. To the old troll, she

was still the very sweetest sight imaginable.

"Such white fingers," he would say. "And such silky skin and

such wonderful yellow hair." He became affected when he talked

with her: he would cock his head, kiss her finger, and squeak like

a little rat.

"Don't be silly, you ugly old scamp," his wife said, and

smacked his hand hard. She had no soft spot for the king's daugh-

ter. Indeed, it annoyed her when Bianca .Maria was always so mild

and obliging, and said Yes to everything you asked her to do.

One day the troll wife called to the girl angrily, "Yes this and

Yes that, you always say Yes. Can't you say No, vou wretch?"

But Bianca Maria did not mind. She went quietly about her work,

and said nothing in the face of scolding.

Even as a little child she was given work to do. She went on
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bare feet deep into the forest to a bubbling well to fetch water for

the kitchen. The well never ran dry, winter or summer; and in

the forest, birches rustled in such a friendly way, and the pine

trees murmured so courteously that Bianca Maria made all the

trees her friends.

And how she loved all the forest animals! Little squirrels

darted up with their tails in the air to stare at her. "Out so

early?" they said, sitting on their hind legs. "Do you by chance

have some nuts or something good in your pocket?" And Bianca

Maria had always brought nuts or acorns, which the squirrels

ate from her hand.

She knew every bird in the forest, and could have told you

immediately if it was a chaffinch or a siskin chirping in the

branches. She stood still and listened to the song of the thrushes,

the quiet cooing of the wood pigeons.

It was not only forest animals that Bianca liked; she was as

good and friendly to such unpleasant ones as the big toads that

waddled into the mountain cave. Bianca knew the old troll woman
would kill any toad she caught sight of, so she hurried to pick

them up and carry them away to safety. They were heavy and

wet, and unpleasant to touch, but Bianca Maria would take each

one carefully between her small fingers and whisper, "Poor thing.

You can't help it if you are ugly and clumsy. But don't come in

here, or they will kill you with a broomstick." And she set the

toad down in the grass. She did not even mind rats. She saved

grain in an old earthenware jug which she put on the floor behind

her bed, and at night the rats came running, and squeaked, "Now
we are having a party! Now we are having a party!

"

One day the old woman caught two wood pigeons. She killed

them and plucked their feathers and put them in a pot. Bianca

stood by and wept. The troll wife became very angry. "Well, I
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never!" she cried. "To set up a howl over a couple of miserable

pigeons. You will never be a big daring troll child. 1 cannot under-

stand where you came from."

Of course, the troll woman knew very well, but the old troll

had strictly forbidden her, by the slightest word or sign, ever to

let Bianca know she was the daughter of a King.

Years passed, and before long the two girls were each seven-

teen years old. The troll princess had become strangely handsome.

She was not tall, but she was slim and comely. Her skin was not

as dark as it had been as a baby; her hair was raven black and fell

in waves and curls about her face. And she had a pair of big

black eyes that probably would have been beautiful had thev ever

expressed a little friendliness and kindness, but instead they

stared crossly at everyone. When she was angry, her eyes flamed

so, people Mere afraid to look at them. And when she was pleased,

they seemed to express ridicule and scorn. She appeared to look

down on everyone, and the older she grew, the meaner she be-

came. She boxed the servants' ears and stuck pins into her maid

when she was being dressed. If old Esmeralda dared to scold her,

she would reply, "Why should I listen to you? You're too old.

Sit still and go to sleep in your chair and leave me alone. I am
going to do exactly as I like."

And so she had all her own way. Sometimes she did not want

to get up, so spent the whole day with a blanket pulled around

her ears. If someone tiptoed into her room to see if she was

awake, she would shout, "Get out of here and leave me alone!"

Sometimes she rose before sunrise, while the mist still covered

the meadows and the morning star was still in the sky. Then she

walked to the stable, woke the groom by pulling his hair, and
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made him saddle the wildest horse. She rode out alone. "I don't

want a lout like you at my heels," she told the groom as she

swung into the saddle. She neither trotted or cantered, but gal-

loped so fast she swept through the forest like a whirlwind. As

she rode, she hallooed and shouted so loudly that all the hare

and foxes and deer and squirrels fled before her.

One day the troll princess came home so wet and red in the

face from her headstrong ride that the king asked her earnestly

to be more careful. At this she became so angry that she cracked

a large mirror with the handle of her riding crop. The broken

glass rained down like icicles, and the king paled and left the

room. Neither he nor the queen could manage her, and they

decided to marry her off as soon as possible. "Perhaps she will

be a better wife than a daughter," said the king, though the queen

herself did not see much hope for it.

So they chose a bridegroom for her, the noblest and hand-

somest voung duke in the realm. Of course, he was enormously

flattered to take the king's only daughter to wife, and it wouldn't

have done for him to ask questions. So he bowed deeply and said,

"My most humble thanks." Besides, the princess liked the young

duke. She found him handsome, and she was so sweet and mild

in his presence that he thought she was an angel. In time, prepara-

tions began for the wedding.

It was not long, however, before she began to show her true

character. The young duke was amazed. He had never expected

to sec a princess slap her servants and curl the ears of her ladies-in-

waiting, and one day she even stuck out her tongue at old Count-

ess Esmeralda in front of him. "Princess!" he said with dismay in

his voice, and his eyes flashed angrily.

But Black Eve turned on him and cried, "Princess and princess!

As if a princess is not permitted to do as she likes. You can't
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expect mc always to go on tiptoe for that old scarecrow. And

don't pull a long face. Remember, I am of better birth than you."

Eventually she became more and more capricious before her

young betrothed. Sometimes she turned her back on him, and

said, "Go away! I can't bear the sound of your voice." At other

times she found a thousand faults with him, or his coat or doublet.

If they went riding together, it amused her to gallop so fast that

he could not possibly keep up. She would wait for him at the

castle gate and laugh as he returned: "Poor boy, haven't you ever

been on the back of a horse before?"

The next day butter wouldn't melt in her mouth and there

were not enough beautiful and kind things she could say to him.

"Little sweetheart, darling, handsome, charming duke's child!"

she would murmur, and flash her black eyes at him. "You are

like a honeycomb and I could eat you up." And she wrould open

her mouth as if she wanted to bite him.

The young duke became more and more nervous about his

royal bride-to-be. He would have liked to run away, but his

father would not permit it. "Even if she were the meanest old

troll witch," the father said, "it is a rare honor to be chosen as the

bridegroom of the princess. She is, after all, the king's daughter."

By now Bianca had also grown into a young maiden, and one

day the old troll said to his wife, "It is time to present our daugh-

ter at the troll court. I am very proud of her and want all the

trolls to see what a beautiful daughter we have."

"If only they don't notice that you stole her, for she looks no

more like you or me than a wood pigeon resembles a toad."

But the old troll was firm, and one midsummer evening they

went with Bianca deep into the forest to a big mountain cave,

where the king of the trolls lived and was holding a great ball.
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The sun had just set as they came to the troll king's mountain

cave. The ball was so crowded and smelled so pungently of trolls

that Bianca, standing at the entrance, stepped back. But she had

been seen already. The troll woman gave her a shove and said,

"Don't be coy now. Show a little troll sense."

And so Bianca entered the hall. The king and queen sat on

thrones at the back of the cave. They were decked out with so

much glitter and gold that they could hardly move. The queen

looked a little like a large toad, and the king was as old and

wizened as some strange wind-bent tree, and he had a long and

magnificent tail decorated with gold tassels and precious stones.

Their only son, the crown prince of the trolls, stood next to the

throne. He was thin and spindly. When he saw Bianca, he smiled

and showed two rows of pointed yellow teeth.

Trolls of all sizes and shapes stood along the walls. Some were

furry as bear cubs, others pale and miserable looking, and some

had the bulging eyes of a fish. There were trolls transparent as

green glass; others that had no heads but spoke from their stom-

achs; but all of them were in high spirits. They laughed and

shouted and made as much noise as a cat-fight at night, and then

the music began.

The musicians could not be seen—that would not have been

considered elegant—but you could hear them just the same.

Trumpets blew and drums rolled, and the shrill notes of the

flutes rang through the air like the pangs of a toothache. It was

absolutely magnificent.

At first the trolls danced rather quietly, but it was not long

before they all began to jump up and down, do somersaults, or

wiggle as wildly as any snake. They thumped about in such a

jumble that Bianca could hardly tell one troll from another.

Suddenly the crown prince came towards her, bowed deeply,
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and asked her to dance. He began to jump and leap like a grass-

hopper, flapping his big troll ears and grinning to show his teeth.

Bianca turned cold with fear. The mountain cave became warmer

and warmer, and soon she felt so dizzy she sank to the floor in a

faint.

"Wake up!" shouted her troll mother, splashing water on her

face. "Think how happy you will be. The crown prince has ap-

proved of you and if you become his bride, one day you will be

queen of all the trolls in the forest."

She was quite right. The crown prince of the trolls had fallen

head over heels in love with Bianca, and before the summer was

out their wedding was set to take place. You can imagine how

sad this made Bianca. She was not an assuming girl, with fancy

notions about herself, but to be the wife of the troll crown

prince! Imagine living in a horrible cave with such a misshapen

monster; it was too terrible to think of, and from that day on

Bianca only thought and thought of ways to get away. She did

not know where she could go, but she knew that she must escape.

The troll princess felt the same way. She was tired of her

fiance, the duke, and he was more afraid of her than ever. When
he had introduced her to his noble parents, she had behaved so

badly and yawned so loudly at table, then danced so wildly in the

evening, kicking her legs in the air and letting out shrill hunting

calls, that the duke and duchess were very angry. She herself

was so bored with them that she decided then and there never to

marry into this noble family that stared at her whenever she

moved and was embarrassed bv her every whim. She, too, wanted

to go out into the wide world and discover new and exciting

things far from the king and queen and the royal court.
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Her wedding day was set for the middle of August, the same

day that Bianca was to become the bride of the troll prince. Early

that morning, when the grass was still covered with dew, both girls

slipped into the forest. By chance, they passed each other in a cer-

tain grove of hazel bushes, vet thev did not meet. Bianca had

heard something rustle in the grove, and thought, It is a fox sneak-

ing through. The troll princess had stood still and listened as

Bianca made her way through the brush, and thought, It is a wood

pigeon fluttering there. And thus they missed each other.

Bianca followed the road until she came to the acacias in the

palace garden where the trolls had stolen her. The queen was

standing bv the fountain watching the splashing water, but her

thoughts were far away. She was remembering her dear, sweet

little Bianca Maria, and what a happy mother she had been then.

Suddenlv, before the queen stood a girl so like herself at seven-

teen that she uttered a crv of surprise and Bianca realized almost

at the same time that this was her own mother holding open her

arms to her.

"My own Bianca Maria," said the queen.

Bianca threw herself into the queen's arms and for the first

time knew what it was like to be hugged to a mother's heart.

Then she told the queen of her life among the trolls, and the

queen realized what had happened. But they could no longer ask

old Countess Esmeralda about it, for she slept deeply now, too

deeplv for snoring—she was dead. Yet neither the king nor any-

one else could doubt that Bianca was the queen's own daughter.

She resembled the queen down to her fingertips and delicate ears.

In the forest the troll girl came to the cave of the old troll.

The old troll mother was chopping wood. It was hard, green

wood, and Troll .Mother swore terriblv as she chopped. Stand-

ing there, the troll girl burst out laughing. "That's right," she
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called. "That's how things ought to be: when you don't like some-

thing, say so."

The troll mother looked up and caught sight of the girl. Im-

mediately she realized it was her own daughter. "My own wild

baby!" she cried, holding out her arms. And lovingly the troll

mother began to rumple the girl's hair. "See here," she said sud-

denly. "Here is the twisted little curl no human being can comb

straight. Isn't it so?" And the girl laughed, for she remembered

all the trouble thev had gone to at the palace to try to comb the

one little twisted tuft of hair that lav hidden under all the rest.

"Let me kiss you, my chick," said the troll mother, giving her

daughter a heartv smack.

So it came about that the voung duke took Bianca as his bride

at the same time as the troll girl married the troll prince, so that

she would one day be queen of all the trolls. Both weddings

were celebrated with great magnificence.

That evening as Bianca and her bridegroom, followed by their

retinue, rode through the forest to the duke's castle, thev saw a

large fire burning deep among the trees. Smoke and sparks

whirled into the night sky, and wild cries and shouts rent the air.

Thev rode on, out into open countryside, and behind them the

fire slowly died away and the sparks disappeared. But high above

in the sky, millions of stars shone on, never to be extinguished. At

the castle, the duke lifted his young bride from the saddle and

walked hand in hand with her towards their life together.
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STALO AND KAURAS

P. A. Lindholm

|N BIG Mountain, where snowdrifts pile six feet high

and never melt, lived a cruel, evil giant named Stalo.

No one dared approach Stalo's cave, or fish in the

lake at the foot of Big Mountain, without first putting a reindeer

steak or two, or a big cheese, on a stone table the giant had built

near the lake. Every spring and autumn the Lapp people had to

place a whole reindeer there, or else things would not go well

with them for the rest of the year. Stalo would kill their reindeer,

or send wolves to hunt and destroy them. It was said that Stalo

ruled all the wild beasts of the forest.

When Stalo was angry, a rumbling and roaring could be heard

from the mountain, as if the giant were amusing himself bv

flinging rocks and boulders. Then everyone fled, for they knew

that Stalo wanted to kill and eat some human being.

Now there also lived in the neighbourhood a courageous and

quick-witted Lapp bov named Kauras. One dav Kauras decided
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to put an end to the troublesome giant. So he went to fish in

the lake without first putting a gift on Stalo's table. Down the

mountain stormed the giant, who was so big Kauras could have

fitted into his pocket, and whose one eye was nearly as big as

Kauras's head.

"Go away! Go away!" Stalo shouted, threatening Kauras with

his enormous fists. But Kauras sat quietly where he was, by the

shore, and smiled at the furious giant.

"Calm yourself, Father," he said. "I will leave as soon as I have

caught all the fish I can carry."

"Go immediately, or I will kill vou," roared the giant.

Kauras burst out laughing. "You are going to kill me, Father?

My, that wouldn't do at all." And he laughed even louder.

Stalo was astonished, and asked Kauras if he wanted to fight

him.

"No," Kauras replied. "I don't want to squeeze you to death,

but we can match strengths another way."

Stalo agreed eagerly and urged Kauras to suggest something.

"Let's see who can make the largest hole in a fir tree with his

head," said Kauras.

"Agreed," said Stalo. He made a running start and banged his

head into the nearest tree, so that fir cones rained over him, yet

there was no hole in the tree trunk.

"Are vou so weak, Father, that you can't even butt the bark

off?" asked Kauras.

"Once more," said the giant, and threw himself so heavily at the

fir tree that it trembled as if shaken by a thunderstorm. A little

bark came loose, but the giant had knocked himself out, and lav

on the ground with a bleeding head.

As he lay there, Kauras hurriedly stripped the bark off another

fir tree, and cut a hole in the trunk, so large he could easily put
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his head inside. Then he wrapped the bark back over the hole, and

returned to Stalo.

The giant awoke at last, but was unwilling to try another

butting contest.

"What a weakling you are," said Kauras. "Look, let me show

you how to do it, Father Stalo." And Kauras leapt against the

tree where he had made the hole, and his head went in up to his

ears.

Then Stalo was afraid and wanted to go home.

"Oh no, Father Stalo," said Kauras. "Wait. We must settle the

prize. You will have to pay because you lost the contest."

"Yes, all right, you may fish free here, Kauras," Stalo replied.

"That is not enough for me," said Kauras. "You must give back

all the cheeses and reindeer you have taken from the Lapps each

spring and autumn."

"I've eaten them long ago."

"Then you must pay for them."

"I have no money with me."

"Then I will come home with you."

"Do you dare to?"

"What should I be afraid of? You, who can hardly butt the

bark from a fir tree?

"

Stalo was silent, and let Kauras accompany him home.

There the giant's wife brought out great dishes of meat and

fish. Stalo ate heaped platefuls—Kauras had never seen anyone

eat half as much—and when at last the giant had finished, he lay

down to sleep without saying a word about repaying the Lapps.

And Kauras pretended that he, too, had nothing more on his

mind than a good nap after dinner. The woman showed him a

bed in the next room.

Kauras entered the room and closed the door behind him. He
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realized that the giant planned to kill him during the night, so that

he would not have to settle his debts with the Lapps. So now

Kauras looked around for a hiding-place. He took a birch log,

laid it on the bed, covered it with the blanket, and he himself

crept under the bed.

Around midnight, the giant entered the room with an axe.

Silently he approached the bed and gave the birch log a powerful

blow with his axe, sure that Kauras was lying there.

In the morning Kauras got up and went to Stalo. The giant's

one eve opened wide in astonishment. "How did you sleep?" he

asked.

"Fairly well," Kauras replied. "But there must be fleas in the

bed, because I felt one bite me in the night."

The giant exchanged glances with his wife, then began to pour

silver coins into a big sack for Kauras.

"I would like you to carry the sack to the lake for me," said

Kauras. "I'm still a little sleepy. Then we will take away the

table and the Lapps may come and go without making offerings.

If you say No, I will have to challenge you again and then it will

go even worse for you."

Stalo believed that Kauras was so terribly strong that he did

not dare contradict him. He promised to move away from Big

Mountain and never return, and he kept his word. No one ever

saw or heard of him after that morning.

And Kauras became rich and important, famous all over Lap-

land for outwitting the terrible giant Stalo.
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THE FLOWER OE HAPPINESS
ON SUNNYMOUNT CREST

Alfred Smedberg
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O PEASANT boy could possibly have had a harder,

more dreary and unhappy childhood than Nilsa-

Petter's Kalle. Yet his parents were no poorer than

many others in the neighbourhood, or at least they did not need

to be. The problem was that in Kalle's home there was neither

hard work nor neatness nor thrift. Kalle's small cottage looked

cheerless and neglected. The outbuildings were unpainted and

tumbledown, and the garden was like a wilderness.

It was the same indoors. Dirty wallpaper and ragged curtains

looked down on sofas with ripped covers and chairs with broken

backs. Firewood was scattered among tin cans and pots and rags

on the kitchen floor. Rusty knives and cracked coffee cups lay

helter-skelter near bits of herring and chunks of moldy bread.

There was dirt and disorder wherever you looked.
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Worst of all, there was no peace and harmony in the cottage.

Kalle's older brothers and sisters were lazy and slovenly. If one

wanted one thing, another wanted the opposite. Rarely was a

friendly word heard in the cottage, and none troubled to help or

comfort the others.

"Why are we always worse off than other people?" complained

Kalle's mother one day. "I don't understand it."

"I don't either," grumbled Kalle's father. "See how awful it

looks in here."

"It's not my fault!" his wife retorted angrily.

"Do you think it's mine?" growled the old man. "And why are

our crops always worse than others'?"

"Yes, and why are our cattle so thin and miserable by late

winter? They can hardly stand in their stalls."

"Well, it certainly isn't my fault!

"

"It isn't mine, I know that."

"I wouldn't mind, if everyone else did not have it so much

better," the husband mused.

"Yes, that's the most annoying part of it all," agreed his wife.

So this was how things always were at Kalle's home, and they

did not get better. Quite the opposite; the mess and disorder grew

every year.

Kalle often wondered why it was so grim and unhappy at

home. At times he tried to tidy up and help with the chores, but

when all the rest were sullen and lazy he lost heart.

One night Kalle awoke and heard something rustle near the

sofa on which he slept. He sat up in bed and saw a little creature

with a long beard, wrinkled cheeks, and tasselled red cap. He
knew at once it was a tomte, and was not at all afraid.

"Where did you come from, Little Father?" Kalle asked.
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"From your neighbour's cottage," the gnome replied. "I have

lived there main years now, but once I used to live here."

"Why did you leave?"

"Because everyone here became lazy, careless, envious and

quarrelsome. When people don't want to help themselves, I can't

help them."

"] [mm," said Kallc, feeling both bitter and sad. "Did you help

us when you lived here then?"

"Oh, yes, of course."

"Don't you want to come back?"

"That will depend on you."

"On me? What do you mean?"

"I will tell you in a minute. You have more pluck than the

others, and the laziness and disorder seem to trouble you."

"Yes, that's right, Little Father."

"Well, I will tell you what to do to bring tidiness and harmony

back to the house. If you can do it, I will come back, and then

your home will be happv and comfortable again."

"That's very good of vou," said Kalle happily. "Just tell me

what to do."

"First you must bring home the rare flower known as the

Flower of Happiness, and then you must teach your father and

mother, and your sisters and brothers, to love it and tend it."

"Where do I find the flower, Little Father?"

"It grows on Sunnymount Crest, which is on the other side of

enchanted Hulta Wood."

"Is the way there long and hard?"

"\ es, very long and very hard, and also very dangerous. Are

vou frightened?"

"I don't know. Not very."
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"Well, that's good. There will probably be many dangers and

difficulties, but if you are courageous and persistent, everything

will turn out well."

"But how will I know the way, and how will I overcome all

the dangers?" asked Kalle.

"All will go well, as I said, if only you are not afraid," said

the tomte. "Here is a needle and a pipe. Put the needle in the

palm of your hand, and it will turn and point in the direction you

should walk. And if vou find yourself in danger, blow on the pipe.

But not unless you are afraid for your life. Do you understand?"

"Yes, I do."

'

"Farewell, then, and good luck on your journey." So saying,

the tomte gave Kalle the needle and the pipe, and disappeared

soundlessly through the door.

Early next morning Kalle took a walking-stick, put some food

in a bundle on his back, and set out. At first he walked through

inhabited countryside, where it was easy to find the way. But

after a while he came to a wilderness, and then it wasn't so easy.

Yet the little needle kept pointing steadily in the direction he

should go.

Kalle had been travelling for three days when he came to a

big, dark forest. He realized at once that it was the enchanted

forest, for everything seemed so dark and mysterious. The trees

sighed sadly as the wind passed through their tops, and often

Kalle heard horrible shrieks and howls from caves in the depths

of the woods. It felt odd, but he was not afraid, for he knew his

errand was a good one.

The deeper Kalle went into the forest, the more sinister it

became. Owls ruffled their feathers and screamed through the

treetops. Hungry wolves ran howling alongside him. Kalle looked
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them in the eye, unflinching, and kept walking where the

needle pointed.

After a while the forest grew quite dark, and Kalle made his

way to a large bush and lay down. Now the noise became really

terrible. The wolves yelled and fought, their eyes shining like

fireballs in the darkness.

"Go on and howl," said Kalle calmly. "I know you want me to

turn back so I won't find the Flower of Happiness."

Suddenly there was a loud boom from far away. It began

like thunder, but grew louder and louder until it sounded like

wild horses tearing through the forest, tramping, stamping, and

panting; then yapping, cheeping, and crying, the noise came closer

and closer. Branches snapped and crackled, and even the wolves

ran away in fear to the safety of their mountain caves.

"Now what's going to happen?" said Kalle to himself.

Out of the trees came the witch of Hulta Wood, running from

a pack of hunting dogs, her raven-black hair whipping in the

wind, and her eyes flashing with fear and rage. Her clawlike fin-

gers held tight to a magic staff that she was waving above her

head. The barking of the dogs echoed through the trees, and the

pack was followed by phantom shapes riding headlong on horses

black as coal. Wildly thev galloped, the riders waving burning

torches, the horses' hooves striking sparks from the stones.

"But they won't catch her easily," said Kalle to himself with a

shiver, watching the frantic race. He knew the witch lived in a

deep cave at the far side of the forest and that on dark nights

when she came out to work her magic, the god Odin would set

his dogs on her trail to chase her away. Approaching the cave,

the dogs lost the scent as the witch disappeared into a hole among

the boulders.
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It was the witch of Hulta forest, running from

a pack of furious dogs.



At last the forest grew quiet, and Kalle fell asleep. Next morn-

ing he continued his journey and before long came to the edge of

the forest. But here the needle pointed directly to a ravine near

the witch's cave.

The ravine looked deep, and its bottom was covered with

ferns and stones.

"Oho!" Kalle cried boldly. "It will be difficult and dangerous

to cross this gorge, but I must not be afraid if I am to find the

Flower of Happiness."

Quickly he climbed down into the ravine and began to walk

across the boulders. In caves between them were terrible trolls

guarding their hoards of gold and precious stones. Many before

Kalle who had tried to steal his treasure had been caught and pulled

down by the trolls. But Kalle was not looking for such treasure,

and went straight on.

Suddenly he heard a rustling sound from one of the hollows,

and clawlike hands reached out to grab him. He did not know

what to do, and thought of the tomte's pipe; but then he remem-

bered that the pipe was to be used only if his life was in danger.

Perhaps he could still escape on his own. He decided to risk it, and

bravely swinging his staff before him, he leapt ahead among the

upstretched claws.

The troll fled howling into his cave, and Kalle managed to pass

him safely. Then, just as he came to the far side of the ravine,

another troll caught at his jacket. Kalle jumped away with a cry,

leaving the troll with a shred of cloth in its claws.

"Keep the rag, you rogue," Kalle sang out. "If I can find the

Flower of Happiness, I will have a new jacket, I promise you."

And he raced across the field. The trolls could not follow because

the kingdom of the enchanted forest extended only to the edge

of the ravine.
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Now Kalle found himself in a broad field. Far off he saw the

high peak of the sunlit mountain where the Flower of Happiness

grew. He began to trudge over the field, knowing that all he

had left to fear was the big Wheel Snake. "But I will find a way to

deal with him, too," he thought.

This Wheel Snake was the scourge of the countryside. It

lived in a cave at the foot of Sunnvmount Crest. It had spiky

teeth, a scaly back, and a shaggy mane about its neck. Sometimes

it lay in its cave keeping a sharp lookout, but mostly it crawled

over the mountainsides and swallowed any wanderers who came

looking for the beautiful Flower of Happiness. It was almost

impossible to escape the Wheel Snake, for it could put its tail in

its mouth and roll quickly like a wheel across the plain. That was

why it was known as the Wheel Snake.

When Kalle reached the foot of the mountain he paused and

looked at the summit. Not a sound could be heard, and not a

living creature was in sight. The mountain slopes were steep and

rugged, but the summit looked sunny and green and beautiful.

Here we go a-climbing, thought Kalle. Perhaps the Wheel

Snake is asleep. Everything seems quiet.

And he began to climb up the mountainside. Here and there he

nearly fell into deep crevices and gorges, but then he would catch

hold of a projecting rock and save himself just in time. His

clothes were torn, his hands and face were scratched and bleed-

ing, and sweat poured from his cheeks as he climbed higher.

With grazed skin and aching arms and legs, at last he reached the

summit.

He looked around, anxious and trembling. Oh, it was wonder-

ful! There, on a velvet-smooth, grassy hill grew a flower more

beautiful than any Kalle had ever seen. Its snow-white petals

shone like silver in the sunlight and almost blinded him. Kalle
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sank to his knees near the flower and took it in his hands. Then,

shouting for joy, he raced down the mountain with it. He
jumped from rock to rock until he was back in the field once

more.

Then something hissed and spat behind him. Kalle stopped and

turned. He could hear the mountain groaning and cracking; there

was the sound of a heavy iron door opening, and from within the

mountain a hollow voice called,

"Wheel Snake, Wheel Snake, with comb and scales,

Crawl out and roll o'er hills and dales."

Kalle realized that a troll on Sunnymount Ridge was calling

the snake forth because it did not want anyone to pick the Flower

of Happiness. But he was never frightened without good cause,

so he stood quietly by.

Then he saw a big black snake wriggle out of one of the caves.

It puts its tail into its mouth, and began to roll towards him.

"You aren't exactly handsome," called Kalle. "If you want me,

catch me if vou can!" And with that he turned and set off like

lightning across the field.

It was a desperate race. Kalle flew like the wind, but the snake

was even faster. Soon Kalle felt a panting breath on his back and

heard an angry hissing close to his ears. He had almost reached the

edge of the ravine.

Now my life is in danger, thought Kalle, and quickly he pulled

the little pipe from his pocket. With the first note he blew, the

snake turned aside, shrieking horribly. But it could not stop roll-

ing, and hurled itself into the ravine.

"That's that," said Kalle happily. "Now vou may fight with

the witch and the trolls to your heart's content."
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He turned off and walked along the edge of the ravine until

he came to the forest, and in a few days he was home again.

He planted the beautiful Flower of Happiness outside his

cottage door. It grew and blossomed, and the shining silver petals

never dropped. The flower spread sunshine and light through the

little home all year round. Everyone who saw it was bound to be

happy, whether they wanted to or not; and once thev were happy,

they became friendly and helpful and industrious. Soon the dismal

cottage was a perfect paradise. At last the people there had

learned to love the Flower of Happiness, a flower that also goes

by the name of hard work and contentment and hope.

And if vou want to find a happiness flower like that, it is not

impossible. On the other hand, you must not be afraid of danger

and pain, for the flower only grows on Sunnymount Crest at the

other side of the enchanted forest.
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DAG AND DAGA, AND
THE FLYING TROLL
OF SKY MOUNTAIN

Harald Ostenson

HEN the parents of Dag and Daga died, the children

believed, as everyone did, that they would never

stop grieving. But after a while the worst of their

sorrow went away, for there was plenty of spirit in these two

children who had been left by themselves so suddenly in their

little forest cottage. They tended their goats, which gave them

plenty of milk, and picked mushrooms and berries, which the bov

Dag sometimes exchanged for a little flour.

The girl Daga cooked porridge and baked bread as her mother

had done, although she was very young. Dag was as skilful with

a bow and arrow as his father had once been, and since in those

days no one worried about poachers, he was able to get all the

wild game they needed.

Some davs Dag would return with a hare or grouse, and once
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or twice he even brought home a deer, so they did not go hungry.

The brother and sister lived like this year after year, helping

each other in every way they could.

But one day Dag stayed out hunting unusually long, and Daga

waited up for him all evening and all night, and still he did not

return. The next morning she went out to look for him. She

knew the direction he had set off in, but that was all.

About midday she came on a bank of wild roses. Suddenly she

gave a happy shout. Dag must be in there among the roses, for

she could see the feather of his cap, which she herself had sewn

on, sticking out of the bushes. She ran up, full of hope. But when

she came nearer, she saw that the cap was hanging all by itself on

a high branch.

A little farther on, she caught sight of his bow and arrows, but

there was no sign of her brother. And the wild roses grew so

thick, it was quite impossible for her to get any nearer to his

things.

"How could he have got in there?" Daga wondered, after she

had tried in vain to break through the thicket. "I couldn't get in

there without an axe to cut down these bushes."

So she went home for an axe, and when at last she held her

brother's belongings in her hands, night had fallen.

The next morning Daga rose early. First she put food in a

bundle, then she let the goats out to graze. Thev would have to

look after themselves as best they could, while she took a walking

stick in hand to look for Dag. She walked to their nearest neigh-

bours, a long way, and when she finallv reached them they could

not help her.

"If he has run into mischief, you who are only a girl won't be

able to find him and help," thev said. "You should leave him to

his fate and come and work for us. We could give you food and
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lodgings, and there wouldn't be any danger. If you go out to

find him, you will probably be lost, too."

Of course Daga realized it might be dangerous, but she could

not leave her brother to his fate. So she said good-bye and went

her way.

She walked through great forests and over high mountains,

and was often so tired that her legs collapsed under her. Then she

would rest awhile and trudge on. She spent many nights on beds

of moss under sheltering fir trees, and was terrified that wild

animals would come and eat her up, but thev never did.

And do you know why? Because Daga was never as alone as

she thought she was. If she had looked really carefully behind

her, she would have seen someone following. It was a tiny old

man with a wrinkled face who had followed her when she left

the cottage in the woods. He was the tomte of their little cottage,

as you may have guessed; and when she fell asleep on the

forest floor, he kept watch beside her. If a wrolf or any wild

beast approached, he stared at it hard until it ran away.

One day, after Daga had walked several hours, she sat down to

rest on a moss-covered stone. Around her, the forest was fresh

with dew. The chaffinches in the tops of the pine trees were sing-

ing happily, and would have made her happy if she had not felt so

sad.

Suddenly she heard the sound of dogs barking, and soon a

handsome prince in splendid hunting costume walked towards

her.

When he saw7 her he stood still, looking at her for a moment,

then he called his attendants; who had by now caught up with

him. "Look! A beautiful forest princess," he exclaimed. "She will

be my bride. Hurry back to the castle and fetch a sedan chair and

bring her there."
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The prince placed a crown of gold on her head.



Hearing this, Daga fell on her knees before the prince and

pleaded: "Let me go, my lord. I must find my brother, who has

been stolen away. I cannot be your bride, for I am not a princess

but only the daughter of a poor hunter."

The prince only answered, "Please come. My servants will

find your brother for you."

And in a little while a sedan chair arrived, and Daga had to

agree to the prince's request, whether she liked it or not.

She was escorted into a chamber at the palace, and by the

prince's command, ladies-in-waiting dressed her in a magnificent

white gown. Then the prince placed a crown of gold on her

head and golden bands on her arms.

"These are welcoming gifts," he said. "You may keep them

even if you do not become mv bride." So saving, he led her into

a large hall crowded with noblemen and ladies. All evening she

sat by his side, and he was as courteous and attentive to her as

if she had been a real princess.

But as Daga returned to her bedchamber after the banquet, she

overheard two valets talking in a dark corridor.

"Can vou imagine it, seven of us have to go to look for a

hunter who is supposed to have disappeared in the forest," said

one.

"Yes," replied the other. "But don't worry. You'll be gone a

few days, have a good time, and then you can come back and say

you couldn't find him."

"Well, how could we find him, anyway? The trolls have prob-

ably caught him. There seem to be so many trolls these last few

years."

You may imagine how Daga felt when she heard this.

As soon as she reached her chamber, she quickly gathered her

belongings together, tied them in a little bundle, and slipped from
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the castle so quietly that no one saw or heard her. It was night,

but she could not have slept peacefully in a beautiful bedchamber

knowing that no one was doing anything to find her brother.

She still wore the white gown and had the golden crown on her

head as she walked sadly under the dark pine trees. The little

tomte from the forest cottage followed behind. He had been

welcomed by the palace tomte, who had given him a velvet suit

and pointed shoes, but when Daga left the castle, he, too, had to

go-

It grew darker and darker. Then Daga caught sight of two

monstrous trolls on the ground between the trees. They had

round eyes shining like fireflies, and enormous hands that seemed

ready to clutch whatever came close. Daga was terrified, but she

did not return to the safety of the palace.

The trolls came closer, then they stopped. They must have

seen something behind her, something that frightened them.

At daybreak, Daga sat down to rest. By now she was far from

the castle, hidden by dense undergrowth, and was sure no one

could find her and make her go back. So at last she stopped to

take off her golden crown, the golden rings, and the white gown.

She put them all in her bundle, and wore her old clothes again.

She walked all day until, towards evening, she met an ugly

little girl. It was hard to tell whether she was a troll or a girl,

but she looked a little like a girl. As always when she met some-

one, Daga spoke of her lost brother and asked advice about how

to find him.

"Give me a gown fit for a princess," said the ugly girl, "then

I'll tell you who caught your brother." And she looked disdain-

fully at Daga's plain dress.

"But I can give you a princess's gown," said Daga, and she

took out the white dress the prince had given her.
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She still wore the white gown as she walked sadly

under the dark pine trees.



It was plain that the little girl had been taken by surprise. She

wanted to go back on her promise, but she could not. "The Flying

Troll of Sky Mountain caught your brother," she burst out

angrily. "And if you go to Sky Mountain, you, too, will be

caught." Then she snatched the gown and ran off.

"The Flying Troll of Sky Mountain," Daga said to herself, and

after that, all she could think of was how to get to Sky Mountain.

For seven weeks she wandered until at last the mountain

loomed ahead of her, high as the sky, steep and awesome. At the

summit could be seen the turrets and battlements of a dark,

gloomy castle.

For three long days Daga walked around the foot of the moun-

tain, trying to find a place to begin climbing. But the mountain

rose as sheer as a wall, and it looked impossible to climb.

In the evening of the third day she met a hunchbacked dwarf.

"Good evening, little Father," she said. "Can you tell me where

to begin climbing the mountain?"

"Certainly," said the dwarf with a mocking laugh, "if you'll

just give me two heavy gold rings for my trouble." And he

laughed again.

"Here vou are," said Daga, pulling forth the arm rings the

prince had given her.

Abruptly the dwarf stopped laughing, and seemed both sur-

prised and angry. But he had to keep his promise, so he took the

girl to a place where a crevice ran zigzag all the way up the

mountainside.

"If you are strong and agile and don't get dizzy, you can prob-

ably go up here," he said. "I expect, however, that you'll fall and

break vour neck." And he went on his way.

As soon as the sun rose the next morning, Daga began to climb

the mountain. It was difficult, dangerous, and tiring, because she
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could only put her feet on little ledges and outcrops, and had to

hang on with her hands. Here and there, however, the crevice

became deeper and levelled out horizontally, so she could sit and

rest, or even lie down for a little while. If she had been the least

bit careless then, she would have fallen into the abyss, so she

tried not to look down and not to become dizzy. She climbed for

nine days until at last she was on top of the mountain.

The path that led to the troll castle wound among jagged,

craggv rocks overhung with boulders which seemed ready to fall

at any moment. She was trudging along this path when suddenly

she heard a loud shout.

Her brother's head thrust up from among the rocks. His face

was pale, but he was clearly still alive. He had caught sight of her.

"Run, dear sister! Run!" he called.

"I have not walked a hundred miles through the forest and

climbed a sky-high mountain to run away just when I find you,"

his sister answered. "I have come to help you."

"You cannot," said her brother. "All that awaits you here is

terrible imprisonment. The troll flew with me here, and wanted

me to hammer gold for him like a slave. When I neither could nor

would, he cast a spell on me. My whole body is caught in this

stone. All I can do is move my head a little."

Daga covered her face with her hands and wept bitterly, but

after a while she hurried on towards the castle.

Inside the castle, sitting on a high golden throne, was the ter-

rible Flying Troll. All around him, goblins and sprites were busy

hammering and forging gold. When Daga entered, they were so

surprised, they all dropped what they had in their hands.

"Please, Flying Troll," said Daga, "don't keep my brother in

that rock any longer. Let him come home with me."

"Did you really believe that if you climbed all the way up here
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I would free him just because you asked me?" said the troll,

"If so, you are too foolish for words. But if, before I count three,

you give me a solid gold crown fit for a queen, you and your

brother may leave in peace. If you don't give it to me, I'll throw

you higher than you can see, and then let vou fall to the ground

in front of your brother's nose."

When the troll had finished speaking, he and the goblins began

to laugh so uproariously that you could have thrown half an ox

into their ugly mouths. The troll began to count, and as he said

"two" Daga brought forth the golden crown and threw it into his

black claw of a hand.

You can imagine how baffled the trolls and goblins looked. But

the Flying Troll had to keep his word, no matter how angry he

was, and soon Dag and Daga were happily on their way home.

But the merry prince of the castle had not forgotten the forest

girl. The lady-in-waiting who had escorted Daga to her bed-

chamber had told him what Daga had overheard, and then he

understood why she had left him. First he punished his false

valets, then he himself set out to look for Daga.

At last he found her, long after she and her brother had re-

turned to their little cottage in the forest. Daga could not now

refuse when the prince asked her to be his bride, and he learned

all she had done for her brother and what a faithful and coura-

geous sister she had been.

So Daga and the prince married and were very happy together,

and Daga had lost nothing by leaving the safety of the palace to

save her brother from the trolls.
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LINDA-GOLD AND
THE OLD KING

Anna Wahlenberg

ONG, long ago there lived an old king who was rather

eccentric. People said he was odd because he had had

many sorrows, poor old king. His queen and children

had died, and he himself said his heart had been torn apart. Who
had done that and how it had happened, he never told; but it was

someone with claws, he said, and since then he imagined that

everyone had claws on his hands.

No one was allowed to come nearer than two arms' lengths

to the king. His valets were not allowed to touch him, and his

dining-room steward had to place his food at the very edge of the

table. The king had not shaken anyone's hand for many, many
years. If people were careless enough not to remember about the

two arms' lengths, and came an inch closer, the king had them

put in irons for a week to refresh their memory.
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In all other ways, the old king was a good king. He governed

his subjects well and justly. Everyone was devoted to him, and

the only thing his people regretted was that he had not found a

new queen, or appointed anyone prince or princess to inherit the

realm. When they asked him about this, however, he always said,

"Show me someone who does not have claws, and I will let that

person be my heir."

But no one ever appeared who, in the king's mind, did not

have claws. The claws might be under the fingernails, or curled

in the palm, but they were always there, he believed.

Now one day it happened that the old king was walking alone

in the forest. He grew tired and sat down to rest on the moss and

listen to the birds singing in the trees. Suddenly a small girl rushed

up the path, her hair streaming behind. And when the king looked

up, he saw in the trees a shaggv grev beast with flashing eyes

and a grinning red mouth. It was a wolf, who wanted the little

girl for breakfast. The old king rose and drew his sword, and

straightaway the wolf turned in fear and ran back into the forest.

When the wolf had gone, the little girl began to weep and

tremble. "Now you must walk home with me, too," she said, "or

else the wolf will chase me again."

"Must I?" asked the king, who was not accustomed to taking

orders.

"Yes. And my mother will give you a loaf of white bread for

your trouble. My name is Linda-Gold, and my father is the miller

on the other side of the forest."

What she said was right, the king decided. He couldn't very

well let her be killed bv the wolf, and so he was obliged to

accompanv her.

"You go first," he said. "I will follow behind you."
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But the little girl did not dare walk first. "May I hold your

hand?" she asked, and moved closer to him.

The king started, and looked closely at the little hand raised to

his. "No, I am sure you have claws, too, though you are so small,"

he said.

Linda-Gold's eves filled with tears, and she hid her hands be-

hind her back. "My father says that, when all I have done is

forgotten to cut my nails." She felt ashamed and looked at the

ground. But then she asked if she might at least take hold of his

mantle, and the king agreed to that. He simply could not make

himself tell her to keep two arms' lengths away, for she was only

a small child who would not understand.

So she skipped along beside him and told him of her cottage

and all her toys. She had so manv beautiful things she wanted to

show him. There was a cow made of pine cones, with match

sticks for legs; a boat made from an old wooden shoe, with bur-

dock leaves for a sail; and then best of all was a doll her mother

had sewn for her from an old brown apron and stuffed with

yarn. It had a skirt made from the sleeve of a red sweater, and a

blue ribbon at the neck, and her big brother had drawn a face

on it with coal and put on a patch of leather for a nose.

It was odd, but the old king listened patientlv to all her chatter-

ing, and smiled. He was sure the little hand had claws, yet he let

it pull and jerk at his mantle as much as it wished. But when

Linda-Gold and the king came to the highwav, and the mill was

not far away, the king said good-bye. Now Linda-Gold could go

home by herself.

But Linda-Gold was disappointed. She did not want to say

good-bye so soon. She clung to his arm and tugged it, and begged

him. How could he not want white bread, which was so good?
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So she skipped along beside him.



It couldn't be true that he did not want to look at her fine toys!

She would let him play with her doll all the evening, if only he

would come home with her. She would give him a present—the

boat with the burdock-leaf sails—because he had saved her from

the wolf.

When none of this helped, she at last asked the king where he

lived.

"In the castle," he said.

"And what is vour name?"

"Old Alan Greybeard."

"Good. Then I will come to visit vou, Old Alan Grevbeard."

And she took off her little blue checked scarf, and stood waving

it as long as the king could see her—and he turned to look back

quite often because he thought her the sweetest little girl he had

met in a long time.

Even after he had returned to the castle, he still thought of

Linda-Gold, wondering if she really would come to visit him. He
was worried because she did not want to keep her little hands at

a respectful distance, but he could not deny that he longed to see

her.

The king was still thinking of Linda-Gold the next morning,

and feeling sure that she would not dare venture out so far for

fear of the wolf, when he heard a clear child's voice calling from

the palace vard. He went to the balcony and saw Linda-Gold

with a rag doll under her arm. She was arguing with the gate-

keeper. She said she must speak to Old Alan Greybeard about

something very important.

But the gatekeeper just laughed at her and replied that no Old

Alan Greybeard lived there. Then Linda-Gold got angry. He
mustn't sav that, she insisted, for she herself knew very well Old

Alan Greybeard did live there. He had told her so himself.
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Next she went up to a lady-in-waiting who had just come out-

side, and asked her advice. No, the lady-in-waiting had never

heard of Old Man Greybeard, either, and she too laughed heartily.

But Linda-Gold did not give up. She asked the cook, she asked

the steward of the household, and she asked all the courtiers, who
had begun to gather in the courtyard to stare at her. She turned

red in the face as they all laughed, and her lower lip began to

tremble. Her eyes were full of tears, but she still maintained

firmly in a clear voice, "He must be here, because he told me so

himself."

The king called from his balcony, "Yes, here I am, Linda-

Gold."

Linda-Gold looked up, gave a shout of joy, and jumped up and

down in excitement. "Do you see, do you see!" she called in

triumph. "I told vou he was here."

The courtiers could do nothing but stare in surprise. The king

had to command twice that Linda-Gold be brought to him before

anyone obeyed. Then it was no less a person than the royal court's

Master of Ceremonies who led her to the king's chamber. When
the door opened, Linda-Gold ran straight to the king and set her

rag doll on his knee.

"I will give you this instead of the boat," she said, "because I

thought that since vou saved me from the wolf you should have

the best thing of all."

The rag doll was the ugliest, most clumsy little bundle imagi-

nable, but the old king smiled as if he were quite delighted with it.

"Isn't she sweet?" asked Linda-Gold.

i es, very.

"Kiss her, then."

And so the king had to kiss the doll on its black, horrible

mouth.
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"Since you like her, you should thank me, don't you think?"

"Thank you," said the king, nodding in a friendly way.

"That wasn't right," said Linda-Gold.

"Not right? How should it be then?"

"When vou say thank you, vou must also pat my cheek," said

Linda-Gold.

And so the king had to pat her on the cheek; but it was a

warm, soft little cheek, and not at all unpleasant to pat.

"And now—" said Linda-Gold.

"Is there something more?" asked the king.

"Yes, I would like to pat vour cheek, too."

Here the king hesitated. This was really too much for him.

"Because, you see," Linda-Gold went on, "I cut my finger-

nails," and she held up both her small chubby hands for the king

to see. He had to look at them whether he liked it or not.

And truly, he could not see anything unusual on the pink

fingertips. The nails were cut as close as a pair of scissors could do

it, and there wasn't the trace of a claw.

"You can't say I have claws now, Greybeard," said Linda-

Gold.

"No . . . hmm . . . well, pat me, then."

Linda-Gold flew up on his lap and stroked the old sunken

cheeks and kissed them, and soon a couple of tears came rolling

down. It was so long since the old king had known love.

Now he took Linda-Gold in his arms and carried her to the

balcony. "Here you see the one vou have always longed for," he

called to those in the courtyard.

A loud cry of jov broke out among them. "Hurrah for our lit-

tle princess. Hurrah! Hurrah!" they shouted.

Surprised and bewildered, Linda-Gold turned to the king and

asked him what this meant.
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"It means they like you because you have fine small hands

which never scratch and have no claws," he said. Then he kissed

the two little hands so that everyone could see, and from below

the people shouted again, "Hurrah for our little princess!"

And that is how Linda-Gold became a princess and in the course

of time inherited the realm of the old king.
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THE BOY AND THE TROLLS,

OR THE ADVENTURE

Walter Stenstrbm

NCE there was a clever and lively boy who wanted

an adventure, so he took the shortest possible cut to

adventure: right through the deep forest.

"Hello!" he called. "Hello! Where can I find an adventure?

It is so boring at home, and nothing ever happens. Well—except

that the good queen died and all the country mourned. The king

and the princess mourned and the people mourned. But then the

princess got a stepmother, and now it is she who rules. Everybody

believes she is a witch, but nobody knows for sure."

And the bov wandered deeper and deeper into the forest.

"Hello!" he called. "Hello! Where can I find an adventure?

Mother gave me seven sandwiches when I started out, but now
there are only two left. Won't an adventure come soon?"

[203]



It grew late in the day, and the boy trudged even deeper into

the dark forest.

"Adventure!" he called. "Come on, adventure! There is noth-

ing but sadness and sorrow at home. A few days ago the princess

disappeared. She was picking flowers in the meadow, and sud-

denlv she was gone. Some believe that the queen bewitched her

and spirited her away, so that her Own daughter might be the

princess of the realm. But nobody knows for sure.

Dusk was falling by then, and the boy had eaten his last sand-

wich. He was tired from his walk, and sat down on a stone to

think.

There was a rustle among the twigs and leaves. But he was not

afraid. He sat waiting for the adventure he had gone out to seek.

Then a troll came lumbering by with a sack on his back. It was

the Big Brother troll, the oldest of three brothers. He was as ugly

as sin, and the ugliest part was his long, hairv ears that almost

dragged on the ground. "Klafs, klufs, klafs, klufs," the troll

panted as he walked along.

"Good evening, Uncle," the bov greeted him. The troll

stopped, flapped his ears, and squinted at the boy.

"AIv, a dwarf!" he said.

"I'm not a dwarf, I'm a boy."

"AIv, what a bov! Such uglv little ears vou have. Look at mine.

Those are what I call ears! How could the princess turn me down

when I have such beautiful ears. What uglv little ears vou have!"

"I like what I have," said the boy. "What do you have in vour

sack?"

'This sack is full of silver I have been collecting, and in addi-

tion I have a delicious snake for the princess to nibble on."

"Which princess is that?"

"Do you think I'd tell you?" The troll flapped his ears and
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looked slyly at the boy. "I could change you into a black raven if

I wanted to," he said. "But I suppose you'll just have to stay as

ugly as you are. If you see my brothers, tell them I've gone home

to the mountain. Good-bye."

"Good-bye, Uncle," said the boy.

The troll left the boy sitting by himself on the stone. How the

twigs and leaves rustled and crackled! But he was not afraid.

Another troll came plodding past with a sack on his back. It

was the middle-sized troll. He was as ugly as sin, and the ugliest

part of him was his warty chin, so long it almost touched the

ground.

"Klafs, klufs, klafs, klufs," he panted as he walked along.

"Good evening, Uncle," said the bov.

"What! A little tomte," said the troll. He put his chin to the

ground and squinted his eyes.

"I am not a tomte. I am a boy."

"A boy!" said the troll. "What an ugly little chin vou have!

Look at mine. It is fine and well shaped. How could the princess

turn me down when I have such a beautiful chin! Now yours is

what I call an ugly chin."

"I'm content with what I have. But what do you have in your

sack?"

"This sack is full of gold that I have been collecting, and in

addition I have a fine green frog for the princess to nibble on."

"Which princess is that?"

"Do you think I'd tell vou?" said the troll, squinting his eyes

cunningly. "Have you seen my big brother?

"

"Yes, indeed. He asked me to tell you he had gone home to the

mountain."

"Then I must hurry," said the middle-sized troll. "If I had time,
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I would change you into a crow, but I'm afraid you will have to

stay as ugly as you are."

The troll lumbered on, leaving the bov sitting by himself on the

stone. The leaves and twigs rustled and crackled again.

A third troll appeared with a sack on his back. It was the littlest

brother troll. He, too, was uglv as sin, and the ugliest part of him

was his long blotchy nose. "Klafs, klufs, klafs, klufs," he panted as

he walked along.

"Good evening, Uncle," said the bov.

"What a little hobgoblin," said the troll, sniffing with his long

nose
HT)
I'm not a hobgoblin, I'm a bov."

"A boy indeed!" said the troll. "What an ugly little nose you

have! Look at mine. That's how a nose should look. The princess

couldn't turn me down with such a beautiful nose. That is an

awful little nose you have."

"I'm content with what I have," said the boy. "What do you

have in the sack?"

"This sack is full of precious stones that I have been collecting.

And in addition, I have a juicy, fat toad for the princess to nibble."

"Which princess is that?"

"Do you think I'd tell you?" replied the troll, squinting slyly.

"Have vou seen my brothers?"

"Yes, indeed," answered the boy. "They asked me to tell you

that they have gone home to the mountain."

"Well then, I must hurry," said Little Brother troll. "A pity it's

so late, or I would change you into a magpie. But you will have

to stay as ugly as vou are." And so this troll, too, clumped off.

Adventure, thought the boy. It's beginning. And if I follow the

trolls, I will probably find more of it. So he crept off after them
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as carefully as he could. My, how the twigs and leaves rustled!

But the boy was not afraid.

The trolls' castle was on a grev mountain in the very midst of

the forest, and a princess was being held prisoner in one of its

chambers. It was the same beautiful little princess who had dis-

appeared while picking flowers in the meadow.

The chamber opened on to a balcony that had stairs leading

up to it. High up on the wall was a single small window through

which a star twinkled. The princess sat on a couch of soft moss,

which seemed hard enough to one accustomed to sitting on silk

and eiderdown. In front of her was a table laden with food-

dragon blood pudding, mud soup with frogs' legs, roasted bats'

ears, and porridge made of poisonous black henbane. The princess

could eat none of this, of course, and would not even touch it.

She did not dare to speak out loud, but whispered to the star

over and over, "When are the elves coming? Are the elves com-

ing soon?"

Yes, thev were. Now a whole flock of elves flew through the

narrow window and kissed the princess on her eyes and cheeks.

Thev had brought her fruit and berries to eat, as much as she

wanted. Then thev floated away, taking the terrible troll food

with them.

Now the hinges of the chamber door squeaked, and old Mother

Troll scurried into the room. She was uglier than you can imagine

for she had ears as long as the big troll's, a chin like the middle-

sized troll's, and a nose like the little troll's.

"Ugh!" she said. "Fresh air! I must hold my nose. Why don't

you close the shutters, or else come to my room. The air there is

wonderful. The shutters have not been opened for a thousand

vears."
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"I like to look at the stars," said the princess. She did not dare

say that thousand-year-old air made her choke, for that was some-

thing Mother Troll did not like to hear.

"Looking at the stars!" exclaimed the troll mother. "What

foolishness. What is there to see? My room is full of silver and

gold and precious stones. They shine more brightly than any

star."

"Did you like your meal?" she continued, looking at all the

empty dishes. She fluttered about the room, laughing raucously.

She did not know that the elves had brought the princess berries

and carried off the troll food.

Suddenly there was a bang on the door.

'That sounds like my big son," said the troll mother, and went

to open the door.

The big troll entered, said good evening, and put down his

sack. "Here, Princess, I have brought you something to nibble,"

he said, holding up the snake.

There was another knock on the door. "That sounds like my
middle son," said the troll mother, and went to open the door.

The middle-sized troll entered, said good evening, and put

down his sack. "Here, Princess, I have brought you something to

nibble," he said, and held up the frog.

There was a third knock on the door. "That sounds like my
little son," said the troll mother, and went to open the door.

And the littlest brother troll entered, said good evening, and

put down his sack. "Here, Princess, I have brought you something

good to nibble," he said, and held out the toad.

The princess had to say thank vou and accept what they offered

her.

The elves will be back soon, she thought. They will come and
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take away these horrid snakes and frogs. I'd rather die than eat

them.

The troll mother was flying around the room, still laughing

uproariously. "I am so happy, I am in real troll spirits," she said.

"Let's announce the engagement tonight. The princess is going to

marry one of my sons. She can pick the one she wants. Or perhaps

she wants all of them, but she can only have one." And she

laughed so hard that she had to hold her sides. The troll brothers

smiled broadly, pleased because each of them believed the princess

would choose him.

The princess herself felt afraid and sad. She had no friends

near her. The elves were gone, and only the star twinkled in the

sky.

"Look at them," the troll mother urged. "Look at my sons.

Handsomer trolls can't be found this side of the moon. But then,

of course, they take after their mother. Look at them, little prin-

cess."

But with tears in her eyes the princess gazed at the star. No
one could have been more unhappy, and she did not know how to

escape. There she was, imprisoned among trolls in a castle on a

mountain.

Outside the small window another troll was nodding at her. He
looked a little like a boy, but the princess was sure he was a troll.

"Well, which one do you want?" continued the mother. "I

don't care which one you pick, but choose well. They all know
troll magic, and they are all of marriageable age. Little brother,

who is the youngest, will be 947 years old next week. And with

luck, they will all live thousands of years more. Trolls have only

one thing to fear."

"What is that?" asked the big brother troll.

"Haven't I told you?" said his mother. "Well, it is high time

[211]



you learned. There is a rhyme that can destroy us, and I always

feel ill when I say it:

"Come, fresh winds, and blow away

Long ear, huge chin, big nose.

Come, west wind, and sweep away

All these trolls from mountain grey.

"Ugh!" said the troll mother. "It makes me feel sick. But I'll

feel better soon. Don't be afraid, my sons. It doesn't work when

just anybody says it."

"Who has to say it to make it dangerous?" asked the middle-

sized troll.

"Don't you know that either?" said the mother. "When a boy

who is not afraid of either darkness or trolls says it, then it is

dangerous. But I have never met such a boy, and don't expect to

either. And if you meet one, all you have to do is cast a spell on

him and change him into something else before he has a chance to

open his mouth."

"I met a boy in the forest this evening," said the big troll.

"I did, too," said his little brother. "And he was not afraid of

trolls."

"Or darkness," added the middle-sized troll.

"You're frightening me!" cried their mother, jumping about

the room. "Why didn't you cast a spell on him?"

"We were in a hurry," said the sons. "We wanted to come and

see the princess."

"I feel ill," complained the troll mother, "but I hope it will

pass. Of course, we have nothing to fear because that boy does

not know the formula. Now I feel better." She laughed loudly

again, and moved around the room.
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"But we are forgetting the engagement," she continued. "Has

the princess made up her mind yet?"

But the princess was still looking at the star. Big tears rolled

down her cheeks. She was the saddest princess in the world, with

not a friend to turn to. Outside the window, the troll looked at

her kindly and nodded in a friendly way. Indeed, it was strange

how much he resembled the gatekeeper's son at the castle, with

whom the princess had often played. Of course, she told herself,

she was only dreaming. No one could save her now.

"Well, why don't you answer?" said the mother. "Are you

asleep? I'll give you a little pinch to wake you up." And she

pinched the princess so hard on the arm that she had to scream

aloud.

"Is the princess too shy to choose?" asked the mother. "Well,

then, I shall make up her mind for her. She will marry my big

son because he is oldest. Will that do?"

"No," said the princess. "No, no. I won't marry any of you

ugly trolls. I want to go home. I don't want to eat snakes and

frogs, and I don't want to breathe thousand-year-old air."

"So! So!" screamed the troll mother. Her face turned green

with anger, and she spat out her words. "Is that so! Well, you

will never return home. My sister is queen of the castle now,

and she is as powerful a troll as I. She sent vou here, and she

does not want you back. A troll child is going to be princess and

inherit the realm. Ha, ha, ha! You will never go back.

"And now," she added, "you stay with me in my room. The

air is lovely there—just right for a princess. Then you will marry

my big son. But first you must learn some manners. You need a

pinch or two and a taste of the switch I have in there." With

that, she gripped the princess's arm hard, and pulled her behind
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her. "Get to my chamber," she shouted. "You won't sit on soft

moss there."

At that moment, however, something unusual happened. A
voice was heard from outside the window. It was an ordinarv

boy's voice, but the troll mother let go of the princess's arm at

once, and she and the other trolls stood as still as if they had been

turned to stone.

"Come, fresh winds, and blow away

Long ear, huge chin, big nose.

Come, west wind, and sweep away

All these trolls from mountain grey."

And a fresh wind came and blew the door wide open. The troll

mother and her big son, middle-sized son, and little son were

whisked out so fast vou could not tell where thev went. Yet the

wind never touched the little princess.

A moment later, a bov stood at the door. It was the gatekeeper's

son from the castle, the bov who had set out in search of adven-

ture. He greeted the princess politely.

"Don't be afraid, Princess," he said. "The trolls are gone now,

and will never return. We can go back to the castle and take all

the gold and silver and precious stones with us."

'Thank vou, dear bov," said the princess. "I have been so sad

and frightened. And I thought vou were a troll."

The bov laughed loud and long, and when he stopped he sighed

and said, "At last, a real adventure." He sounded so pleased.

Back in the kingdom, in the palace and the city, everyone was

astir, for the queen announced an end to the mourning for the

old queen and the lost princess. That same dav all the realm
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would learn that there was to be a new princess: she was the new

queen's daughter and the king's stepdaughter.

The old king was sitting in a corner playing with his sceptre

and orb. Sorrow had weighed so heavily on him that he had be-

come like a child again. All the king did now was say "Yes, yes"

to everything the new queen suggested. It was she who really gov-

erned the kingdom.

'The queen is a troll! She is a witch!" the people thought. Yet

no one knew for sure, and no one dared say so aloud.

In a room in one of the royal chambers, the queen was helping

her daughter to dress. All the ladies-in-waiting had left. "Shut the

windows and doors tightly, and go," she had told them, so they

had seen to it that all the doors and windows were well fastened,

and then had gone away.

"Ugh, how awful! Fresh air!" observed the queen when she

and her daughter were alone. "I feel quite ill. But soon everything

will be different. Tomorrow I shall command everyone to nail all

their shutters down. Then I will build a wall around the whole

country, so high that fresh winds can't get in. Now, my little

troll girl," she concluded, "just once over with the sponge!"

"No!" screamed her daughter. "No, no! I don't want to wash."

"You won't have to soon, my sweet," said the queen. "Only

this once. When I am proclaimed queen, you will never have to

wash again. We will have all the sponges burned. We will put

locks on all the wells. It's only people who have these silly no-

tions about clean noses. Now behave. Don't scream so."

But her daughter screamed all the more. You would have to be

a troll child to understand.

"Now it's done," said the queen. "You look the way people

expect you to, although I must say, I thought you looked much
sweeter before."
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The troll girl was dressed in the princess's most beautiful

gown. She was no prettier, however, for even silk and velvet

will not do much for a troll.

"Put some garlic and stinkhorn drops on your handkerchief,"

suggested the queen. "It will be good to have when we arc out

in the fresh air."

Then the queen and her daughter walked on to the castle ter-

race where the ceremony was to take place. The king came, too,

and sat on a throne next to the queen, while the troll girl sat at

their feet. Behind them were courtiers in lavish costumes and

soldiers with shining swords and halberds. And behind the sol-

diers stood the common people of the realm, crowded together

in their gayest clothes, since they were no longer allowed to wear

mourning. Trumpets blared, and flags and pennants were waving

in the wind.

Vet none of the gaiety was real. The king looked gloomy,

and sat playing with his sceptre and orb. The courtiers seemed

afraid, and the soldiers had to try hard to stand straight. On all

sides, the people seemed disheartened and sorrowful.

And so they were. They were still mourning for their good

queen, who had died, and her beautiful daughter the princess,

who had disappeared. And they were mourning for their kind

king, who had become so childish. They w ere frightened of the

new queen and her daughter, who would now be princess of the

realm.

"How ugly she is," they whispered. "She looks just like a troll

child. And to think she will be our princess!

"

"And she and the queen are acting oddly. Look, they sit with

their handkerchiefs pressed to their noses as if they are ill."

The queen and her daughter were not ill, but they were suffer-

ing dreadfully from the fresh air, and if they had not put the
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garlic and stinkhorn drops on their handkerchiefs, they would not

have been able to bear it.

"I think we can begin now," the queen whispered to the king.

"Yes, yes," said the king.

And so the trumpeters blew once again, after which the queen

rose and gave a speech. She spoke eloquently of the queen who

had died. Large tears rolled down her checks, although no one

believed they were genuine. She spoke of the lovely princess who

had disappeared, and again her eves were wet, but no one be-

lieved she meant it.

Now, she said, the king was proclaiming her daughter princess,

and she would inherit the realm. The queen would rule until the

princess was old enough to govern. All this was as their king

wished, she said, for he felt old and tired, and longed for peace

and quiet.

She would be a good queen, she assured them. Indeed, she knew

better than most what the king's subjects wanted. If only thev

would be willing and obedient, everything would go well. Any
disobedience would be punished.

When the queen had finished, the prime minister stepped for-

ward and placed a crown on the daughter's head. Then he called

for a cheer from the people, and he himself cheered as loudly as

he could. The courtiers shouted hurrah, because they didn't dare

keep silent. Yet the king's subjects said nothing; their hearts were

too full with sorrow.

There was another reason why they did not cheer. Something

else had caught their attention.

A long procession of wagons, each pulled by two horses, was

rolling along the main highway towards the castle terrace. In the

first wagon sat a little girl who looked very like the lost princess,

and next to her sat a merry young boy. Had it not been so hard to
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believe, you would have said he was the son of the castle gate-

keeper.

Wagon after wagon followed, and out of every three wagons,

one was loaded with silver, one with gold, and one with precious

stones. The crowd, scarcely believing their eyes, made way for

the procession.

"Isn't that the real princess?" they whispered to each other.

"Isn't that the gatekeeper's son? Do you see the silver, gold, and

precious stones?

"

The gatekeeper and his wife were also watching the wagons

pass. "Of course it is our son. Of course it is the real princess,"

they said.

The crowd began to cheer lustily and wave their hats in the

air. They cheered and cheered, thev were so happv.

Are thev really cheering for me? wondered the queen. For me

and the new princess?

Then she caught sight of the long procession, which had

stopped at the main gate. Of all things! she thought. There sat the

real princess whom her troll sister had imprisoned on the grey

mountain. How had she ever come back? The queen's face turned

green with rage.

Then the gatekeeper's boy began to speak. "My King and all

your people, good morning. I've brought back the princess, and I

have had a real adventure."

"Hurrah! Hurrah!" shouted the people.

"The queen on the terrace," the boy went on, "is really a witch.

She is sister to a troll in grev mountain. And her daughter is really

a troll child."

"Just as we had always thought," exclaimed the crowd.

At that instant something verv strange happened. The old troll
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and her daughter suddenly looked different, or else people at last

saw what thev had not seen before. Both of them now had hairy

ears so long thev almost touched the ground, and their chins and

noses were so large and ugly, it was enough to frighten you. They

were fluttering about, flapping their cars like wings, and hissing

through their teeth with rage. It was horrible!

In his confusion, the king dropped his orb and sceptre, and the

courtiers veiled and hid under the chairs. The soldiers forgot

their courage and prepared to run away, and the king's subjects

huddled together in fear, hiding behind each other.

The only one who was not afraid was the boy who had gone

out looking for adventure. He knew what to say, and he said it:

"Come, fresh winds, and blow away

Long ear, huge chin, big nose.

Come, west wind, and sweep away

All these trolls from mountain grey."

Then a wind came rushing past, and caught the trolls bv their

large ears, and in a twinkling thev were gone! It happened so fast

that no one knew where thev went. But the wind did not touch

anvone else—not the king or the princess or the boy or the cour-

tiers or the soldiers. All around, people cheered and laughed. The

soldiers, straight-backed once again, presented arms, and the

courtiers crept out from under the chairs and began to discuss

the weather as if nothing had happened.

The old king took his daughter in his arms and wept with joy.

He seemed now to have regained his reason, the spell was broken.

Now he would no longer sit playing idly with his sceptre and orb.

He kissed the princess on the forehead and embraced her again.

Then he gave the boy a good hug, as indeed he deserved.
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"Long live the King!" shouted the crowd. "Long live the

Princess! Long live the bov who went out looking for adven-

ture!"

"Yes, it was a fine adventure," said the king so loudly and

clearly that everyone could hear him. "It was a fine adventure,

and a fine adventure deserves a fine ending. I can see that the

Princess feels the way I do. This boy shall have the Princess's

hand as his reward, and inherit the realm after me. He is not afraid

of trolls or darkness, and he likes fresh air and baths. I am sure he

will make a fine king."

The boy thanked him politely and did what he thought was

most fitting: he kissed the king on the hand and the princess on

the lips. "I shall be kind to you, little Princess," he said. "I will

take care of you and protect you from trolls, and while I rule,

you will always sit on eiderdown and silk."

And so one adventure ended and another began, just as it hap-

pens in life.
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THE MAIDEN IN THE CASTLE
OF ROSY CLOUDS

Harald Ostenson

HEY had been working ever since morning, and by eve-

ning the whole meadow had been cut. Now everyone

had gone back to the farm; that is, all but the youngest.

He did not live in the neighbourhood, but travelled from place

to place, working by the day. Now he lay on the ground, sound

asleep, with some new-mown hay under his head.

He slept, and then he began to dream, and soon he saw a young

girl in a white gown walking slowly towards him. Her eyes shone

like stars, and there was something so pure and fine about her that

he thought she might be an angel.

"Who are you?" he asked.

"I am the maiden of the Castle of Rosy Clouds," she answered.
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"Whoever wins you will never know sorrow," said the young

man.

"If you want to win me, you must look for me," said the girl.

And with that she disappeared.

The young man sprang to his feet and looked around eagerly,

but there was nothing to see.

Everything went on as it had before. The young man worked

day after day, yet he could never forget his lovely dream of the

maiden from the Castle of Rosy Clouds. Wherever he went, he

asked people where the castle was, but most of them just laughed

at him.

"He is mad, poor boy."

One or two people, however, patted him on the shoulder and

gave him a friendly smile. "You set your goals high, don't you?"

they said.

A long time afterwards, the young man came to a small cabin

rotting with age and almost hidden by rocks and underbrush. It

was a bleak evening, so he knocked on the door and asked if he

could have shelter for the night.

Yes, he could, said the old woman who lived there, but it would

be very plain fare.

Never had the young man seen anyone so old, wrinkled, and

stooped as that woman. But then, she was over a hundred years

old.

He could see that she had hardly any food, so he offered to

share his own with her. Then they began to talk, and he asked

her about the maiden in the Castle of Rosy Clouds.

"I declare," said the old woman. "Are you really asking about

her? It was many a yesterday since anyone asked me that question."

"Well, I don't know the way to the castle," she continued.

"And it won't be easy to get there, either, if all you have are

[222]



\our two empty hands. If I remember correctly, there was an

old rhyme I heard when I was young, and many strange things

are necessary to go there. How did that rhyme go?

"Do you want to find the maiden in the castle of clouds?

If you want to win the maiden in the castle of clouds

First you need a stallion grey

Who midst the clouds can find his way.

You need a red mantle, like that of a squire

To keep you safe from embers and fire.

And you need the sword that is known as Gull

To split the iron serpent's skull.

"Yes, that's the way it ran," said the old woman. "So I think

you had better forget all about going there."

Yes, thought the young man. I don't know how I could get

all those wonderful things. And I have no money, so there is no

chance for me to buy them, either.

But all night he dreamed about the grey horse, the red mantle,

and the sword known as Gull.

He stayed with the old woman for a few days, and helped her

repair her cottage and dig her little garden. Then he went on his

way.

One evening three years later, he found himself in a wild and

desolate mountain region, where dangerous gorges and dark ra-

vines opened on every side. Suddenly he heard a desperate cry

and saw an old woman rushing towards him. Just behind her was

a large snake. Its back and great head were covered with thick,

horny scales, and a high comb of jagged barbs ran along its back.

Now I could use the sword Gull, he thought. But since all I

have is my sheath-knife, I'll have to make do with that. I can't
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He gave a mighty blow.



let the snake cat the old woman. And he rushed forward, waving

his knife.

When the snake saw the boy coining it forgot the old woman,

who quickly hid among the boulders, and turned its horrid head

towards him. The snake seemed ready to devour both the boy and

his sheath-knife.

But when it w as quite close, the boy felt something strange

happen to his hand. Suddenly his sheath-knife had disappeared,

and he was holding a sword with a long, shining blade instead.

He gave a mighty blow, and the snake lay dead.

This must be the iron serpent, thought the young man. So

the sword in my hand is probably the sword Gull. But where did

it come from? He looked around, but all he could see was his

sheath-knifc lying on the ground.

I suppose the sword is mine, since I am holding it, he thought,

and so I will take it with me. And he continued on his travels,

and more than once the sword served him in good stead.

He had had it for six years when one day he came to a village

where a large house was on fire. Flames blazed on every side. All

the villagers seemed to be safe, however. Then suddenly the face

of an old man with a snow-white beard appeared in a window on

the top floor of the house.

A cry of anguish rose from the villagers.

"It's old lame Father Lars. We forgot him!

"

Had the old man jumped from that height, he would have been

killed; vet no one dared brave the flames to help him.

But rescue was coming. Here was a young stranger pushing his

way through the frightened crowd.

"The ladder, up with the ladder!" he commanded.

But the tallest ladder had already been burned, and the other

one only reached to the second floor.
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Then he dashed in among the smoke and flames, and up the

stairs.

The villagers saw him at the window. He lifted the old man

up as he would a child, but at that moment flames engulfed them

and they could not be seen.

"They are lost, they are lost!" cried one of the villagers, while

all the rest stood staring.

But after a while the stranger came rushing down the stairs

with the old man in his arms. Neither had been hurt badlv, and

around them fluttered a wide red mantle.

A cheer rose from the crowd, and with loud hurrahs thev car-

ried the courageous stranger to the best house in the village.

Even I don't know how I escaped unharmed, thought the

voung man. Then he saw the mantle in which he was still

wrapped. Oh, this must be the mantle like a squire's, he thought,

which will protect me from embers and fire, as the rhvme said.

Now I have both the sword and the mantle. Who could have

given them to me—and just when I needed them most?

That was a question he could not answer, and he had no time

to wonder about it, either, for all the leading townspeople were

coming towards him, one after another, to congratulate him and

wish him well.

And so years passed, and the voung man wandered far and

wide, worked well and usefullv, and did manv brave deeds, but no

one had anvthing more to tell him about the Castle of Rosy

Clouds.

Nine years had passed since he had received the mantle, when

once again he found himself in a mountainous region. This time

he was not alone; a friend had been travelling with him for some

time. His friend often asked him about the secret of the sword

and the mantle, and at last the young man told him everything.
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The next morning when he awoke, his friend was gone, and so,

too, were the sword and mantle.

My best friend robbed me, he thought sadly as he proceeded

on his journey. And he was just climbing a hill when he caught

sight of his friend carrying the sword and the mantle. Something

very strange happened. The mantle spread out like two enormous

wings, and lifted his false friend into the air. His friend struggled

and cried out and kicked wildly with his legs, but despite all his

efforts he could not get free. He was as helpless as a rabbit caught

by an eagle.

The mantle soared high over a wide, deep chasm, and when it

reached the other side, it dropped the friend down. He fell head-

long to the ground and was clearly badly hurt.

How can I help him? thought the young man. If I leave him

there, he will bleed to death. I must try to jump over to the other

side of the chasm. It is the only way. So, straining every muscle,

he made a running start and jumped. At once it was clear that he

had not jumped far enough.

Expecting to plunge down and to the bottom of the abyss, the

young man closed his eyes. Then suddenly he was sitting on the

back of a grey horse, which, swift as an arrow, carried him safely

to the far bank.

Hurriedly, he tore off pieces of his clothing to bandage his

friend's wounds. He was so anxious, and so preoccupied with

what he was doing, that at first he did not stop to think how mi-

raculous his adventure had been.

Only when he had stopped the bleeding did he look round at

the horse standing by his side. His sword and mantle lay on the

ground not far away.

This must be the grey stallion who can find his way midst the

clouds, he thought. He put on the mantle, sheathed the sword at
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his side, lifted his friend in front of him on the horse, and rode

away. At the next town, he stopped, and he did not leave his false

friend until he was well.

Many long years passed after this. The young man's cheeks

were furrowed now and his hair had turned grey but he had never

stopped looking for the Castle of Rosy Clouds.

At last, one evening, he saw in the distance a golden castle

rising against the rosy evening sky.

He began to ride towards it on a silvery, shimmering road that

led up among the hills and vales of the clouds. Suddenly a ter-

rifying coal-black giant blocked his way. The giant's eyes flamed,

and he shook his enormous fists as if he were going to smash both

horse and rider. But not for a moment was the rider afraid. He
spurred his grey horse straight towards the giant. The horse

reared on its hind legs and laid back its ears, eager for battle.

And just as the rider grasped the hilt of his sword, the giant dis-

appeared.

Now he was riding, jubilantly happy, on the airy, billowing

highway towards the shining golden Castle of Rosy Clouds. The
drawbridge was down, and the lovely young maiden with bril-

liant starry eyes came out to meet him.

She put out her hand and said, "You have found me, and you

have won me."

The rider sighed and answered, "But it took so long. Now I am
old and grey."

The maiden only smiled, and held a silver mirror to his face.

And once again he was a handsome young man, tall and slim,

with rosy, unlined cheeks.

And hand in hand he and the maiden entered the castle.
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THE QUEEN

Anna Wahlenberg

ANY hundreds of years ago there lived a young

maiden who was famous in several kingdoms.

Adelgunda was indeed a remarkable young girl.

She was slight, delicate, and pale as a lily, but it was not so much

her beauty that people spoke of. Nor was it her good sense,

though one and all could see intelligence shining on her brow.

No, what Adelgunda was renowned for were her two wonder-

ful eyes, which could speak much more plainly than her lips. Her

eyes could also see better than anyone else's; they saw what

people were thinking and things that lay hidden deep in their

souls.

Yet no one was afraid of Adelgunda's eyes which saw and

expressed so much; rather, anyone who looked at them was glad.

Adelgunda's gaze rested long on good and beautiful things, and
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when her eyes saw something ugly and evil, they said so, not with

hatred and contempt but with sorrow and compassion. Adel-

gunda's eves spoke a language that everyone understood.

Anyone who met the young girl became fond of her and left

hoping to sec her again. Only the really wicked and those with un-

easy consciences shunned her. They never dared show themselves

in the neighbourhood of the old castle where she lived with her

father, Sir Hubert.

But one day a messenger announced the arrival at the knight's

castle of a very special guest.

Prince Sigmund, who would one day inherit the realm from his

father, the king, was wooing a handsome princess in a powerful

nearby kingdom. This princess had already almost promised

Sigmund her hand; now the two were to meet to see if they really

suited each other. And since his road took him past Sir Hubert's

castle, Sigmund decided to stay there a day and see young

Adelgunda, of whom he had heard so many remarkable things.

Adelgunda was also curious about the prince, for she had heard

how brave, handsome, and chivalrous he was, and how much his

people loved him. But suppose she saw something in him, some-

thing that others did not see, something which was not beautiful,

but which her eves would nevertheless speak of, since she could

not hide anything they saw? How terrible that would be! And
how ashamed her father would be if such a thing happened to the

young prince in his home.

At last Adelgunda decided what she would do. She would

hide, and steal a glance at the prince before he entered her father's

castle. Then if she saw anything that her eyes ought not to reveal,

she would run into the forest and not return until Prince Sigmund

had left.

Silently and alone, she slipped from the castle and walked to-
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wards the road on which the prince was expected to arrive. When
she saw a cloud of dust at the top of the hill, she hid behind a wild

rose bush, where she could watch without being seen.

The cloud of dust drew nearer and nearer, bringing with it a

big wagon drawn by four horses and loaded with baggage. Two
valets in gold-braided livery sat on top. The prince's servants were

travelling ahead of their master.

After a while, however, another cloud of dust rose at the top

of the hill. This time four riders approached at a fast gallop. One

was taller and more distinguished than the others, and Adelgunda

realized it must be the prince. Just as the riders reached the rose

bush where she was hiding, the prince's horse stumbled on a stone

and fell heavily.

His frightened companions reined in, dismounted, and gath-

ered anxiously around Prince Sigmund to see if he had been hurt.

But he was alreadv on his feet examining his horse, which was try-

ing to stand.

"It's nothing serious," he said, "but my horse has sprained a leg

so I won't get back into the saddle."

"Will vour Highness take mv horse then?" asked the nearest

knight, bringing up his mount.

But the prince slapped him warmly on the shoulder and refused.

"Should one of you, my trusted and faithful comrades in peace

and war, walk while I ride?" he asked. "No, indeed. That will

never do. Let's ask at that farm cottage if thev will lend us a

horse."

The knight rode towards a nearby cottage, and soon he re-

turned with a large, heavy drayhorse, shaggy, unkempt, and ugly,

as such horses sometimes are. He dismounted, took the saddle

from the lame horse and strapped it on the borrowed one, and

was just about to swing himself on to its back, leaving his own
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Four riders approached.

horse for the prince when again the prince rebuffed him with a

warm smile. "I am the one who fell," he said. "I shall ride old

Shaggy." With that, he threw himself on to the saddle, caught the

reins of his limping horse, and rode on at the head of his com-

panions.

As Adelgunda watched him riding so tall and erect on the

strong but homely drayhorse, he seemed as handsome as a dream.

She knew that from then on she would think about him every

hour of every day of her life.

She got up from her hiding-place and walked home in a dream.

And she was still dreaming when she went to her room and

braided pearls in her hair and put on a white gown with silver

embroidery.
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Only when a lady-in-waiting knocked on the door with a

message from her father to hurry to meet their distinguished guest

did she come to her senses. She started in fright, for she had sud-

denly realized that she could not meet the prince and let him look

into her eyes. They would tell him, plainly and clearly, that to her

he was the finest man on earth, and that she would think about

him every hour of every day of her life. A little noble maiden

must never make such a confession to a man, much less to a prince

who was so far above her in birth and rank.

Yet Adelgunda said, "Tell my father I am coming," for of

course now it was too late to run and hide in the forest.

Instead, she ran to her mother's old room, opened a cupboard,

and picked out the thickest white veil she could find. She had

never worn a veil over her face before, because she had never

needed to hide her face or her thoughts. But now she did. Quickly

she threw the veil over her head and walked into the hall where

they were waiting for her.

A murmur of surprise rose from everyone in the room as she

stepped over the threshold. After she had greeted their honoured

guest, her father asked, "Why are you wearing a veil, Adel-

gunda?"

"Forgive me, Father, but I am not used to the company of

princes," she answered.

Sir Hubert smiled and turned to Prince Sigmund. "I am sure

she will soon be more confident," he said.

They sat down at the table, with the prince between the knight

and his daughter. The prince had eyes for no one but Adelgunda.

She seemed to him graceful and gentle; her voice was musical

and her words were wise. When she lifted her veil a little to put a

wine goblet to her lips, he caught a glimpse of her face, and that

made him even more impatient to see it unveiled.
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After the meal, they rose from the table, but Adelgunda

slipped behind the other guests in the hope of being able to leave

the room unnoticed, and then run from the castle. However, the

prince still had his eyes on her, and suddenly she found him

barring her way.

"I have heard about your eloquent eves, noble maid," he said.

"Won't vou let me have the pleasure of seeing them, as others do?"

She bowed her head low. "I cannot," she whispered.

'Then I must believe vou have seen something in me that you

do not wish vour eves to speak of."

"Oh, no. No," she exclaimed in a troubled voice.

"Then lift vour veil."

But Adelgunda staved still, wishing she could die.

Her father joined them and looked at Adelgunda with puzzled

brows. "What sort of childishness is this?" he asked. "Take off

vour veil at once."

"I cannot," Adelgunda replied in a voice so low it could hardly

be heard.

The prince froze. He stopped Sir Hubert, who was about to

tear the veil from his daughter's head, and bade the company a

stiff farewell. He did not wish to force Adelgunda to obey him.

He and his retinue rode quicklv from the castle, and the girl re-

mained standing in the hall, weeping bitterlv and without a word

of answer to all her father's reproaches.

Word spread quickly throughout the realm that Adelgunda

had not let the prince look into her eves. People asked each other

what she could have seen in him that she could not speak of. And
so strong was their faith in the girl's gift of reading people's

minds that now thev whispered that she must have discovered

something wicked in the prince, although he had always been

thought of as good and righteous.
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The whispers spread farther and farther, until at last they

reached the court of the powerful king whose daughter Sigmund

was wooing. When the princess heard what was being said of

Sigmund, she refused even to discuss marriage, and asked him to

leave at once. Not until Adelgunda had lifted her veil, she said,

and shown that her eyes had nothing evil to say of him, might he

return.

The prince went back to his own kingdom angered by this in-

sult, and yet even at home he saw only mistrust and suspicion

in people's eyes. So his anger turned to sorrow, and he locked him-

self in his rooms, cursing the dav he had met Adelgunda.

There was one person, however, who was even more grieved

than the prince by all that had happened, and that was Adelgunda

herself. When she heard how he had suffered for her sake, all she

could think about was that she must do everything she could to

absolve him from blame.

She went to her father and asked him to go to the court and

request the king to call together all the knights and ladies of the

realm on a certain dav—as many people as possible from far and

near. Then she would agree to say something about the prince

which would dispel all their suspicions.

Sir Hubert set out at once to deliver his daughter's message,

which was received with pleasure by both the king and prince.

Adelgunda, they believed, would soon appear without her veil,

and then everyone would see that her eyes had nothing evil to

tell.

From everv corner of the kingdom knights and liegemen were

summoned, and their wives and daughters came, too. On the ap-

pointed dav, half the throne room was filled with nobility, and the

burghers and peasants so crowded the other half that no one could

move an elbow.

[236]



When all the guests were assembled, a door was opened, and

Adelgunda and her father entered.

But when they saw that Adelgunda was still wearing her veil,

the faces of the king and prince darkened, and their guests were

offended.

As she reached the throne, she curtsied deeply to the king, and

even more deeplv to Prince Sigmund. Indeed, she made such a

long, low curtsy that the prince sprang up and offered her his

hand.

She turned to the king, and then to the whole gathering. "I

have heard that some people are suspicious of Prince Sigmund be-

cause I did not wish to lift mv veil before him. I have come here

todav to tell you what my eyes have seen. They have seen that

there is no more chivalrous, noble, and good man than he on the

whole wide earth."

'Then lift vour veil, and let us see that your lips do not tell

us one thing and your eyes another," said the king.

"That I cannot do," she answered.

"Then no one will believe you/' said the old king, his eyes

ablaze.

"No one will believe you," everyone called out angrily.

The little maiden stood where she was, with her head still

bowed. Then she took one step towards Prince Sigmund, and

slowly lifted the veil from her pale, beautiful face.

The eyes that rested on the prince shone like two wonderful

stars and told him, plainly and clearly, what a young maiden must

never say to any man, much less to a prince. And it was not only

the prince who saw what they said; everyone present saw, too.

Now they knew why she had not wanted to lift her veil, and sud-

denlv the throne room was so still vou could have heard a hand-

kerchief flutter to the floor.
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"May I go now?" asked Adelgunda. "Come, Father."

She took Sir Hubert's hand, and they walked slowly through

the throng of people, who opened a path for them.

But before they had reached the door, a voice rang out over the

heads of the guests. "Close the doors."

It was the prince speaking, and the guards hastened to obey

him. Then the prince threw himself on his knees before the king.

"My Father," he pleaded. "Will we let the queen depart?"

"The queen?" asked the king.

"Yes, the queen. For is she not a queen among women? To me

at least, there will never be anyone else."

The king looked at the upturned faces before him. "Do all of

you, too, say that she is a queen?" he asked.

A roar of "Yes" rose from every corner of the room, from

nobles and peasants, from young and old. It echoed and rang

until the old castle walls reverberated.

"Since you all say so, so be it," said the old king. "We will not

let the queen depart."

He rose, stepped from his throne, and walked the length of the

room until he stood in front of the noble maiden. Then he took

her by the hand and led her slowly back through the joyous

crowd. Before the throne, he placed her hand in the voting

prince's. Then everyone saw that Prince Sigmund's eyes, too,

could speak. They told Adelgunda something very similar to

what her eves had told him.

The two stood in silence, hand in hand, while cheers rose around

them, so strong and loud, it seemed they would never stop.
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