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HE favorite fairy tales of generations

of Swedish children are combined in
this anthology with pictures by Sweden’s
greatest 1llustrator of fairy tales, John

Bauer. Gentle tomtes and malicious trolls, S et A

knights in search of princesses, elks and
bears and other creatures of the deep
northern forests, stream through this en-
chanted world. John Bauer, who ranks

with Arthur Rackham, Howard Pyle and N

Gustave Doré, adds his own vision to these
perennial stories. His gnarled, shaggy
trolls, mossy forest caverns, and slender
medieval knights on stallions in the moon-
light seem to express the essence of Scandi-
navian tradition and imagination.

HOLGER LUNDBERGH, the trans-
lator of these stories, is the grandson of
Helena Ny blom, famous Danish story-
teller, who wrote two of the fairy talesin
this collection. Mr. Lundbergh has pub-
lished a volume of verse and numerous

articles, as well as translations from Swe- ] ) - ooy

dish, Danish, and Norwegian.
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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 Cederstrém 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 fairy tales: it was Anna Wahlen-
berg’s book Linge, linge sedan (Long, Long Ago). Three years
later he made his real breakthrough when the annual Julstimming
(Christmas Spirit), under the acgis of Cyrus Granér, began pub-
lishing the collection Bland tomtar och troll (Among T omtes and
Trolls), which came out once a year. Of the first ten cditions,
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 cevery
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 Brabe which, on a dark Novem-
ber night in 1918, sank in Lake Vittern, drowning all on board.
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WHEN MOTHER TROLL TOOK
IN THE KING’S WASHING

Elsa Beskow

~

A1 | _IFE FOR the trolls in the Great Forest was becoming
) unpleasant, for men were intruding on them more

P and more. When Father Troll was voung, 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, sce the smoke from the charcoal-burners’ kilns, and smell
the fried bacon and coffce from the cottages. Privately, Troll
Mother liked the smell of coffee, but sull 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 peck through the little
cottage windows to sec what the people were doing.

L]



T\ ‘-.:,.1 ¥
i AR ERNREY
e S

L4

Troll Mother would sneak out at night.




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
cat 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 very 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 ume 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 they could.

Then one day an incredible thing happened: the people began
to dynamite Troll Father’s mountain. A young smith, who had a
kiln nearby, 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 lay 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.

By 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 bov, Drulle, would move there. They would carcfully tiec 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, they 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 money—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 by 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, shiny things called
money 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 1deal for washing. With a pinch of troll powder
in the water, the wash would soon be white as snow, as casy as



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. They carried their troll kertle between them
on a pole, and bundled the rest of their belongings on their backs.
Then they trotted away to the little cottage by the lake to begin
living like men.

Towards evening the next day, someone knocked on the
kitchen door of the parsonage. There stood an ugly 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 very day, 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 bevond 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 wish. Those were happy days for the trolls. A
coffce pot boiled on the fire all day long, and bacon sizzled in the
frying pan.

It wasn’t hard work, either. They filled the big kettle with
water, poured in the troll powder, and lit the fire. The minute the
clothes were wet, they 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 himsclf 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 houschold, 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 usc her.

It is casy 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 care, wearing his new necktie and with his cap pulled far
down over his black forclock—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, yvou 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 vellow hair is what you will have, and then
vou will have the sweetest little children with golden curls.
‘Hushabye baby, slecp, littde 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. “Who will have me?”

But once Troll Mother got an idea in her head, it stayed, and
she took several of the princess’s gowns 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.

[t turned out very well. Every wecek the son collected the
king’s washing, and every week Troll Mother kept another little
piecce of clothing, but when the washing was counted, nothing
was cver found missing.

Some weeks had passed when the royval 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 onc else touched the clothes; and when two small garments,
which she had taken to her chamber to mend, were discovered
there, it scemed 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 thicf?

At last, late one cvening, 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!

{10}
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They carried their troll kettle between them on a pole.




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 i a smile, and her little eyes 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 someonc 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 m, 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 vallev—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 scen 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 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 casier to be
friendly to a dog than to this boy, who filled her with inexphcable
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 tresome.

Inga was thinking about all this one day 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
voung page. He was the last person she wanted to sce. When
she was banished from the castle as a thief, it had pained her most
of all that the yvoung 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. T have looked for you for so long,
to tell you that I know vou are innocent of what they accused
vou.”

She stopped and regarded him, her eves 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 [ have come into my estate, we will
marry.”

Inga shook her head. “Your mother could not welcome me as a



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 secen 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 baby look fine in it?”

The son hissed at her angrily, “Be quiet, Mother. Do you 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 my
black hair and my wide mouth and my big, hairy 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 they count it, for this one T 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 you 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 vou something.”
With a sly look she opened the chest. “Have vou ever in your lifc
seen anything so lovely? Those are for your little babies when
vou 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 1s stcal-
ing to take them?”

“Stealing!” barked the old woman angrily. “People have such
strange words. One takes what one can get.”

“Have vou never learned that it is a sin to stcal?” asked Inga
in horror.

“I am not going to listen,” Troll Mother snapped. She flashed
Inga a sly, green-cyed look, snatched the small clothes, and threw
them back mnto the chest. She was so agitated that her tail came
loose as she bent over the chest, and Inga saw 1t plain as day.

Inga sat down on the bench, suft 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-
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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. “They 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 yvoung page’s mother was a wise and good
woman, and saw immediately that Inga nceded help, she did not
question her. She put Inga to bed and looked after her as if she
were her own daughter.

Mecantime the troll boy drove on to the king’s castle with a
scowl on his face as he thought of the young page. When the
washing was counted, he completely forgot to mumble the troll
rhyme. He did not wake from his brooding unul 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 i 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 roval kitchen and held up a small jacket. “Is
this the one?” he asked. The housekeeper looked at him i amaze-
ment. Stupidly he brought out more of the little clothes. “Is it one
of these?”

The housckeeper 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 they 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. Jovfully she followed the page to the castle.

The queen received her there with open arms, kissed both her
cheeks, and evervone 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 you as my ladv-in-waiting,
but now perhaps vou 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 vear or so,
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THE MAGICIAN’S CATE

Anna Wablenberg

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 voung 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 agam.
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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 honey 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 flving cape, which
he could change into enormous wings, and fly 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 pretty maiden. And
if the girl stepped willingly on to it, he would quickly 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
only 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 serenc 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 untl 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 oft. he suddenly
stepped out and spread his black cape before her.

“Beautiful maiden.” he said, “vour feet are so small and finc,
they ought not to touch the ground. Step on my cape!”™

At first Alvida was frightened. but then she laughed. “T am no
beautiful maiden. And really, vou 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, carefully shook it out, and returned 1t
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 1 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 itand 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 tlt 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
your 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 yellow hair, and thus she
had a thread.

“Give me your cape,” she urged. “If T sew it neatly, I don't
think you will sce the tcar, and when vou get home someone clse
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 1n 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 wayv the magician’s face
changed. His eves became rolling balls of fire, his mouth opened
ina grin, and terrible tigerish fangs jutted forth.

“Help, help,” Alvida cried in terror.

And as if her erv had been heard, the strand of vellow 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,
caughtata branch lower down, and jumped to the ground.

She ran home as fast as she had ever run in her life, and once




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 lay on the bed and closed his eyes but could not sleep. His
room scemed to him unusually light.

“T’he moon must be shining through the window,” he thought,
and rolled over.

But the hght was still so bright he could not sleep. He rose to
close the shurtters. 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 flving cape, which he had hung over a chair:
it came from the scam sewn with Alvida’s vellow hair, which
shone out as brightly agamst the black cloth as a good deed
shines against an evil one.

“Well, that 1s casily taken care of,” he thought.

With that, he rolled the cape up tightly so that the seam was
mside, and chmbed nto 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 [ 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 stll there, shining brightly.

The magician carried the cape to the deepest, darkest cellar in
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He plucked the most luscious fruits and flew
back to Alvida’s window.




the mountain, but it was no help. As soon as he lay down on his
bed again, brightess filled the room. It shone through walls,
floor and ceiling, until he realized that he would never be able to
escape its hight.

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 you. I
will not hurt you.”

But Alvida had recognized the voice, and hid silent and shiver-
ing under her blanket.

“Come here,” he urged. “Your wicked vellow hair, with which
vou sewed my cape, keeps shining and won'’t let me sleep. Undo
that scam or I will make you 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 lay stll, as if nothing had happencd.

The magician began to beg, and besceched her, “If vou undo
the secam, I will give vou a sack of gold.”

Alvida did not move.

“If vou cut the scam, you can have a big farm with fields and
pasturcs.”’

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 1dea. He could not bribe Alvida, but if he could give her
something, perhaps that would make her grateful and she would
agree to cut away the shining seam.

So he bent down the branches of the trees in his garden and



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 ime when he closed his eyes, the
golden thread shone only faintly, and he could go to sleep.

Alvida looked out of her window the next morning, and her
eves fell on a poor old woman sitting by the ditch eating a big
juicy pear. The old woman stood and curtsied. “Thank you for
the beautiful pear,” she said. “It fell from vour window to the
highway, and fruit that lies on the highway is for anyvone 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 any 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 by 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 scam. 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 1t 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 BARREL BUNG

Anna Wablenberg

v ;- “7OR nearly five years now, the people of Bolinge parish
_'l had suffered from famine. At last even the milk from
{ the cows, which was what they lived on, was gone. The
cows had run dry at both the farms and the crofts.

But while life was hard for the parishioners, at the manor
house of rich, clderly Lady 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 tll, ugly daughter, whose face was so ugly it was
enough to scare you.

Yes, there was always plenty at the manor house. Even though
the old lady and her daughtcr 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.



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 cldest 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 mstead placed 1t close to the wood shavings on
his workbench, so that the shavings would surely catch fire when
the candle burned down. Jerker lay there warting, 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 1t himself, when the little tomte in his grey smock
and red tassclled 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 plainly in the moonlight
that was shining through the window. “I thought you had moved
to the manor house, since all blcssings seem to have left us and
gone to them.”

The romte looked solemn and stroked his long beard. “It is not
my fault,” he said.

“Whose is it then?” Jerker asked.

The tomte eyved him doubtfully. Then he stood on tiptoe and
whispered in Jerker’s ear, “If you can get vourself hired as a
farmhand there, and do well enough to be allowed to look in their
storecroom, perhaps yvou 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,
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and he went off with his Sunday clothes tied by a leather strap
across his shoulder.

When he reached the village, however, Jerker 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 vou went to the manor house of Lady
Skinflint, where there might not be enough to cat. After this, he
set out straight for the manor house and knocked on the kitchen
door.

“Come in,” a voice squeaked.

Jerker 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 clse, so he had stayed on. He
was sitting by the fire cating dinner; that is, a meal of poratocs
and well water.

“Do vou know if the manor house needs a farmhand?” Jerker
asked.

The old servant responded with a loud guffaw. Apparently, he
could not imagine anyone wanting to work there.

“They wouldn’t want yow, in any case,” he replied. “Even [
seem expensive to them.”

“But suppose you became ill,” Jerker said.

“Don’tsay it. Then I would starve to death.”

Jerker pulled forth a sausage and a rye cake and held them up
to the old man.

“Oh, no, I must be in paradise,” said the manservant, and his
cyes were sparkling.

Jerker held the sausage in his right hand and the rye cake in his
left. “Go and pretend to be ill,” he ordered. “You'll have more to
catif 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 cleven
cats. Right in the nmudst of the upheaval, Jerker knocked on the
kitchen door a second time.

“Docs the gracious lady of the manor house nced a farmhand?”
he asked as he entered.

“No, get out! Get out of here!” shricked Lady Skinflint, shak-
ing a poker at him.

But her daughter tugged at her mother’s skirt. Now that the
old man was 1ll, they could use a hand for a day or two. And so,
onc way 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 scemed 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 every 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 n the confusion she
left the storcroom 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 sull unlocked storeroom door, and glided in
without a sound.

It was sull 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 rtall 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.

[331



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, T think T'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 strcamed from her fingers into the pail
untl 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 you have now?”
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“You wvillain, you

rogue!” cried old Lady Skinflint.




“Well, I think it will be Mother 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 outand 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, vou rogue,” cried old Lady Skinflint. “Are vou
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 vou anything vou 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
carned by nulking the cows of the village, and T shall temper
justice with mercy.”

[36]




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

When evervone had received his fair share, cach 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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Just now, as we said, he was standing in the forest near his
bundle of firewood, scratching his head. A seven-year-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
Iving on the ground nearby. The viper was sharply and intently
eveing 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 eyes wider and stepped nearer.

“Listen, you small short fat thing, don’t be so silly. Why don't
vou run away? Can’t vou see that the long black one wants to
catch vou?” 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 vou?” 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 cyes, as if
wishing to thank him.

“Have 1 got to lift you, t0?” 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 fmg away.
Meanwhile, the snake had wriggled off mrto 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
fair_\' girl with rosy checks, sky-blue eyes, and curly gold hair.

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

“Thank you, mv 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 vou have done for me,”
said the fairy. “I am not a frog, as vou sec. 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 litde elf.

“You may be wondering,” the fairy went on, “why I was a
frog just a moment ago, so [ 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. [ 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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At that moment the frog became a beautiful fairy girl.




spell. If you had not been there to save me, 1 would have been
swallowed up and dead. Now do vou realize what a fine deed vou
have done?”

“Oh, ho,” said Olle, staring harder than cver.

“And now [ want to reward you for yvour goodness,” the fairy
went on. “I will give you seven w Ishcs, and whatever you wish
for will be granted. Only be careful and don’t wish foolishly, or
you will 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. “Thart was fun. But
now, what shall I wish for? Oh, ves, I know. I wish the firewood
would run home by 1tself 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, flying 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 whipped by bushes and branches, and
he himself was bellowing like a cow.

In a few mnutes the firewood reached the small croft where
Olle lived. It tore through the gate and into the vard. At the
threshold, it stopped so Qbruptl\' tlnt Olle fell headlong through
the door and bumped his head so hard, it gave him a sizeable lump.

“Oh, my,” said Olle, getting 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 bur “Oh, my,” and “Oh, oh,” for he was so shaken that
he quite forgotabout the frog and the snake.
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The woman felt so sorry for him that she gave him a bag of
almond candy. 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 T had a pail full of this
candy, and could eat as much as I wanted.”

In a moment, a whole pail full of candy was dumped n his lap.

“Oh, my,” Olle exclaimed delightedly, and began to grab
fistfuls of almond candy from the pail. He ate so much and so
quickly it would have made vou dizzy to watch him. He stared
and chewed and swallowed, then ate some more. He hunched
over the pail until, in fifteen minutes, it was empty, and Olle was
as fatand round as a sausage.

In a little while Olle was lying on the bed wriggling like an
carthworm, with his hands on his stomach, and velling louder than
a pig stuck in a fence.

His mother sent for the do