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*“ Phege new tales from the Norse are as pleasant and easy reading,

both for young and old, as the old tales from the same source ; and

when we have said so much, we do not know that we can add anything

more in recommendation of the book to our readers, except that it is

enriched by a beautiful frontispiece by George Howard.”—4&rom the
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PREFACE.

——o———

Tur Tales contained in this volume form a second
series of those “ Popular Tales from the Norse,”
which have been received with much favour in this
country, and of which a Third Edition will shortly
be published. A part of them appeared some years
ago i Once a Week, from which they are now
reprinted by permission of the proprietors, the
Norse originals, from which they were translated,
having been communicated by the translator’s friend,
P. Chr. Asbjornsen, to various Christmas books,
published in Chrstiania. In 1871, Mr. Ashjornsen
collected those scattered Tales and added some more
to them, which he published under the title “ Norske
Folke-Eventyr fortalte of P. Chr. Asbjornsen, Ny
Samling.” [t is from this new series as revised by
the collector that the present version has been made,
In it the translator has trodden in the path laid

down in the first series of “Tales from the Norse,”
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and tried to turn his Norse original into mother
English, which any one that runs may read.

That this plan has met with favour abroad as well
as at home is proved by the fact that large editions
of the “Tales from the Norse” have been printed by
Messrs. Appleton in New York, by which, no doubt,
that appropriating firm have been great gainers,
though the translator’s share in their profits has
amounted to nothing. It is more grateful to him
to find that in Norway, the cradle of these beautiful
stories, his efforts have been warmly appreciated by
Messrs Ashjornsen and Moe, -who, in their preface to
the Third Edition, Christiania, 1866, speak in the
following terms of his version: “In France and
England collections have appeared in which our
Tales have not only been correctly and faultlessly
translated, but even rendered with exemplary truth
and care,—nay, with thorough mastery; the English
translation, by George Webbe Dasent, is the best and
happiest rendering of our Tales that has appeared,
and 1t has in England been more successful and
become far more widely known than the originals
here at home.” Then speaking of the Introduction,
Messrs. Asbjornsen and Moe go on to say, “We

have here added the end of this Introduction to
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show how the translator has understood and grasped
the relation in which these Tales stand to Norse
nature and the life of the people, and how they
have sprung out of both.”

The title of this volume, “Tales from the Fjeld,”
avose out of the form in which they were published
in Once @ Week. The translator began by setting
them in a frame formed by the imaginary adventures
of English sportsmen on the Fjeld or Fells
Norway. “Karin and Anders,” and “ Edward and
I,” are therefore the creatures of his imagination, but
the Tales are the Tales of Asbjornsen. After a while
he grew weary of the setting and framework, and
when about a third of the volume had been thus
framed, he resolved to let the Tales speak for them-
selves and stand alone as in the first series of
“ Popular Tales from the Norse.”

With regard to the bearing of these Tales on the
question of the diffusion of race and tradition, much
might be said, but as he has already traversed the
same ground in the Introduction to the  Tales from
the Norse,” he reserves what he has to say on that
point till the Third Edition of those Tales shall
appear. It will be enough here to mention that

several of the Tales now published are variations,
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though very interesting ones, from some of those in
the first series. Others are rather the harvest of
popular experience than mythical tales, and on the
whole the character of this volume is more jocose:
and less poetical than that of its predecessor. In
a word, they are, many of them, what the Germans.
would call ¢ Schwiinke.”

Of this kind are the Tales called “ The Charcoal
Burner,” “ Our Parish Clerk,” and ¢ The Parson and.
the Clerk.” In “Goody ’gainst the Stream,” and
“WNilly Men and Cunning Wives,” the reader, skilled
in popular fiction, will find two tales of Indian
origin, both of which are wide-spread in the folk-
lore of the West, and make their appearance in the
Facetize of Poggio. The Beast Epic, in which Jacob
Grimm so delighted, is largely represented, and the
stories of that kind in this volume are among the
best that have been collected. Omne of the most
mythical and at the same time one of the most
domestic stories of those now published, is, perhaps,.
“The Father of the Family,” which ought rather to
have been called “The Seventh, the F ather of the
Family,” as it is not till the wayfarer has mquired
seven times from as many generations of old men
that he finds the real father of the family
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Mr. Ralston, the accomplished writer and editor of

“ Russian Popular Tales,” has pointed out in an
article on these Norse Tales, which appeared in
Fraser's Magazine for December, 1872, the probable
antiquity of this story, which he classes with the
Rigsmal of the Elder Edda. That it was known
in England two centuries ago is proved by the
curious faect that it has got woven into the life of
“ Old Jenkins,” whose mythical age as well as. that
of “ Old Parr,” Mr. Thoms has recently demolished
in his book on the ‘Longevity of Man.” ' The
story as quoted by Mr. Thoms, from Clarkson’s
“ History and Antiquities of Richmond,” in York-
shire, 1s so curious that it 1s worth while to give 1t at
length. There had been some legal dispute in which
the evidence of Old Jenkins, as confessedly “the
oldest inhabitant” was required, and the agent of
Murs. Wastell, one of the parties, went to visit the old
man. “Previous to Jenkins going to York,” says
Mur. Clarkson, “when the agent of Mrs. Wastell went
to him to find out what account he could give of
the matter in dispute, he saw an old man sitting at
the door, to whom he told his business. The old
man said ‘he could remember nothing about 1it, but

that he would find his father in the house, who
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perhaps could satisfy him.” When he went in he
saw another old man sitting over the fire, howed
down with years, to whom he repeated his former
questions.  With some difficulty he made him
understand what he had said, and after a little
while got the following answer, which surprised
him very much : ‘That he knew nothing about it,
but that if Le would go into the yard he would
meet with his father, who perhaps could tell him.
The agent upon this thought that he had met with
o race of Antediluvians. However into the yard he
went, and to his no small astonishment found a
venerable man with a long beard, and a broad
leathern Dbelt about him, chopping sticks. To this
man he again told his business, and received such
information as in the end recovered the royalty in
dispute.  ““The fact 1s,” adds Mr. Thoms, “that the
story of Jenkins’ son and grandson is only a York-
shire version of the story as old or older than
Jenkins himself, namely, of the very old man
who was seen crying because his father had beaten
him for throwing stones at his grandfather.” On
which 1t may be remarked, that however old Old
Jenkins may have been, this story has probably

out-lived as many generations as popular belief
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gave years to his life. Another old story is “ Death
and the Doctor,” which centuries ago got entangled
with the history of the family of Bethune, In
Scotland, who were supposed to possess an here-
ditary gift of leechcraft, derived in the same way.
« Friends in Life and Death,” is a Norse variation
of Rip van Winkle, which is nothing more nor less
than a Dutch popular tale, while the lassie who won
the prince by fulfilling his conditions of coming to
him, “not driving and not riding, not walking and
not carried, not fasting and not full-fed, not naked
and not clad, not by daylight and not by night,”
has its variations in many lands. It is no little
proof of the wonderful skill of Hans Christian
Andersen, and at the same time of his power to
enter into the spirit of popular fiction, that he has
worked the tale of “The Companion” into one of
his most happy stories.

In this volume, as in the former one, the trans-
lator, while striving to be as truthful as possible,
has in the case of some characters adopted the
English equivalent rather than a literal rendering
from the Norse. Thus “ Askpot™” is still Boots,”
the youngest of the family on whom falls all the

dirty work, and not “Cinderbob ” or the Scottish
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“Ashiepet.” “Tyrihans” he has rendered almost
literally “Taper Tom,” the name meaning not
slender or limber Tom, but Tom who sits in the
ingle and makes tapers or matchwood of resinous
fir to be used instead of candles. Some of the
Tales, such as “The Charcoal Burner,” “ Our Parish
Clerk,” and “The Sheep and the Pig who set up
House,” are filled with proverbs which it was often
very difficult to render. On this and other points
1t must be left to others to say whether he has
succeeded or not. But if his readers, young and
old, will only remember that things which scem
easlest are often the hardest to do, they will be as
gentle readers as those he desired to find for his
first volume, and so long as they are of that spirit
he is sure to be well pleased.

October 1810, 1873.



CONTENTS.

—_——
PAGE

OsBORN’S PIPE : : r ; i ) 5 ] 4
TEE HAUNTED MiLr, AND THE HoONEST PENNY.

THE HAUNTED MILL . 5 : i ' SR 18

THE HONEST PENNY : ; 3 : : 5 %2
THE DEATH OF CHANTICLEER, AND THE GREEDY CAT.

THE DEATH OF CHANTICLEER A ! : R 30

THE, GREEDY CAT . . ; : : : ; 35
PETER THE FORESTER AND GRUMBLEGIZZARD.

GRUMBLEGIZZARD . : ! ; 2 H 48
PETER’S THREE TALES.

FATHER BRUIN IN THE CORNER . : : : 63

REYNARD AND CHANTICLEER . - . et 66

GOODMAN AXEHAFT . k 5 ! - : ; 68

THE COMPANION.

THE COMPANION A . . § : . 781



X1V CONTENTS.

THE SHOPBOY AND HIS CHEESE, AND PEIK.
THE SHOPBOY AND HIS CHEESE

PEIK

KARIN'S THREE STORIES.
DEATH AND THE DOCTOR )
THE WAY OF THE WORLD .

THE PANCAKE .

PETER’S BEAST STORIES.
TORK AND HONEY
THE HARE AND THE HEIRESS
SLIP ROOT, CATCH REYNARD’S FOOT
BRUIN GOODFELLOW
BRUIN AND REYNARD PARTNERS

REYNARD WANTS TO TASTE HORSE-FLESH

MasteEr ToBACCO .

Tae CHARCOAL BURNER

Ter Box WITH SOMETHING PRETTY IN IT
Tar THREE LEMONS.

TrE PriesT AND THE CLERK.

FRIENDS IN LIFE AND DEATH

TaE FATHER OF THE FAMILY

THREE YEARS WITHOUT WAGES .

Ouvr ParisHE CLERK

Sy MeEN axp CunNiNe WIVES

TAPER ToMm

PAGE
89
94

105
110
114



CONTENTS. XV

; PAGE
Tae Trorrs 1IN Heparne Woob. g : : 5 TR0,
THE SKIPPER AND Orp NICK ’ ) 1 : o 2114t
(GoODY GAINST-THE-STREAM : > . ) T
How 10 WIN A PRINCE : : : 5 ; ol 20
Boors AND THE BEASTS IR
THE SWEETHEART IN THE Wo0D . ! : 20 L 231
How 1HEY Gor Harrnock HoMmE 4 ! ; oo 258
OsBORN Boors AND MR. GLIBTONGUE 246
TaIS 1S THE LAD WHO SOLD THE PI¢ 258
Ter SHEEP AND THE Pri¢ wmo SET UPr House . » 96T
TaHE GoLDEN PALACE THAT HUNG IN THE AIR . RN O T
Lirre FREDDY WITH HIS FIDDLE . ; : ; . 208
MorHER RoUNDABOUT'S DAUGHTER ; ; : SRS ()2
Tar GREEN KXNIGHT : ; : : : : L 3l
Boors AxD His Crew ] 3 : : . o Sl
Tar Towx-Mouse AND THE Frrr-Mousk g : 2
Sty MaTr ; ; : s : : ; SR 23 )
Kixe VaneymoN, THE WHITE BEAR ; . : 5RO

Tar GoLDEN BIRD . s ; ! . ; s o SBA



""\“l‘ J‘J\
SRR Sati) o BV EY

thom

)

A I 1 R

.
s
LS - il
: s
T B -
LI ».F
s i T
) 3 :
] - i 5

>



AL ES S HROM T HE BIRLD.

E were up on the Fjeld, Edward and I and Anders

our guide, in quest of reindeer. How long ago it was

we will not ask ; for after all it was not so very long ago.
How did we get there ? Well ; if you must know we went
up to the head of the Sogne Fjord in a boat, and then we
drove up the valley in carioles till we were tired, and then
we took to our legs, and, now, about three p.\L., we were on
the Fjeld making for the Seter or Shieling, where we were
to pass the night. On this our first day, we did not expect
to meet deer, so on we plodded over the stouy soil slanting
across the Fjeld which showed its long shoulder above us,
while far off glared the snowy peaks, and the glaciers
stooped down to meet the Fjeld, for as the Norse proverb
says, if the dale won't come to the mountain, the mountain
must meet the dale. On we went, Anders cheering the
way by stories of Huldror and Trolls, and running off
hither and thither to fetch us Alpine plants and flowers.
All at once, in one of these flights which had brought him
up to the very edge of the shoulder above us, we saw his

tall form stiffen as it were against the sky, and, in another
B
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moment, he had fallen flat, beckoning us to come cautiously
to him. As we reached him stooping and running, he
whispered “There they are, away yonder ;7 and sure
enough, about half a mile further on, close under the
shoulder, which broke off into an immense circular valley
or combe, we could make out two stags, three hinds, and
some fawns, at play. It was a strange sight to see the low,
thick-set stags with their heavy palmated antlers, leaping
over one another and over the hinds, and the hinds and
fawns in turn following their example. A sure sign of
rain and wind,” said Anders. « Tt will blow a hurricane
and pour in torrents to-morrow, mark my words. T never
looked to find them so low down; let us try to get at
them.” We crept down then, well under cover of the
shoulder, and, led by Anders, went on till he said we were
opposite the spot where the deer were at play. “But, by
. all the powers,” said he, “be sure to take good aim both
of you, and bring down each a stag. I will take one of
the hinds, but I will not fire before you.” And now began
the real stalk ; we had about three hundred yards against
the wind to crawl on our hands and feet over stones, and
gravel, and dry grass, and brambles, and dwarf willow,
before we could get to the edge of the shoulder, and look
down on the deer. For nearly the whole distance all went
well, our bellies clove to the dust like snakes, aswe wormed
our way. But, alas! when we were not ten yards from the
edge, Edward uttered a cry and sprang to his feet. Anders
and T did the same without the cry, only to see the deer

off at full speed down the combe, followed by a volley of
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oaths and a billetless bullet from the old flint rifle which
Anders carried. For myself I turned to Edward and felt
very much as though I should like to send my bullet
through him.

“Why, in the name of all that is unholy, did you utter
that yell and scare them away.”

“Oh, T am very sorry,” he said, “ but I came across this
thing like a bramble, only the prickles are much sharper,
and 1t tore me so T couldn’t bear it ;” and, as he spoke, he
pointed to a'stout trailing Rubus arcticus over which he
had crawled, and which had taken toll both of his clothing
and flesh.

Anders looked at him with unutterable scorn. “ When
the gentleman next goes after reindeer, he had better take
Osborn’s Pipe with bim. Come along, no more reindeer
for us to-day; no, nor to-morrow either. The peaks are
going to put on their nightcaps; we must try to get to the
Sceter before the storm comes on.” After a tough walk,
during which Anders said little or nothing, we got to the
shieling, where two girls, a cousin of Anders and his
sister, met us with bright hearty faces. They had been
up there looking after the cattle since June, and it was
now August, and they had made heaps of butter and
cheese. There were three rooms in the Swter, a living-
room in the middle, and on either hand a room for the
men and another for the women. There were outhouses
for the butter, and cheese, and milk, and cream. ‘We had
sent up some creature comforts, and with these and the

butter, cream, and cheese, we made a good supper ; and
B 2
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now we are sitting over the fire smoking our pipes, and
listening to the rain as it patters on the roof, and to the
wind as it howlsround the building. Under the influence
of tobacco and cognac Anders was more happy, and got
even reconciled to Edward, whom he regarded as a muff.
Looking at him mockingly, he said again, “ What a pity
you had not Osborn’s Pipe.”

“ And, pray, what was that ?” asked Edward; “was it
anything like this ?” holding out his cutty pipe.

“ God forgive us,” said Anders; “there are pipes and
pipes, and Osborn’s Pipe was not a tobacco-pipe, but a
playing pipe or whistle. At least so my grandmother
sald, for she said her grandmother knew a very old woman
down at the head of the lake, who had known Osborn
and seen his pipe. But, if you like, I'll tell you the story.
The girls are gone to bed, and so they won’t trouble us,
though there’s a good bit of kissing in the story, and, when
you hear it, you'll both say we should have been lucky if
we had only had Osborn’s Pipe when the gentleman scared
away the deer. But here goes.”

OSBORN’S PIPE.

2 ONCE on a time there was a poor tenant farmer who

had to give up his farm to his landlord; but, if he had
lost his farm, he had three sons left, and their names were
Peter, Paul, and Osborn Boots. They stayed at home and
sauntered about, and wouldn’t do a stroke of work ; that

they thought was the right thing to do. They thought,
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too, they were too good for everything, and that nothing
was good enough for them.

“ At last Peter had got to hear how the king would have
a keeper to watch his hares ; so he said to his father that
he would be off thither : the place would just suit him,
for he would serve no lower man than the king; that was
what he said. The old father thought there might be
work for which he was better fitted than that; for he
that would keep the king’s hares must be light and
lissom, and no lazybones, and when the hares began to
skip and frisk there would be quite another dance than
loitering about from house to house. Well, it was all no
good : Peter would go, and must go, so he took his serip
on his back, and toddled away down the hill ; and when
he had gone far, and farther than far, he came to an old
wife, who stood there with her nose stuck fast in a log of
wood, and pulled and pulled at it ; and as soon as he saw
how she stood dragging and pulling to get free he burst
into a loud fit of laughter.

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

“But for all that Peter laughed more and more. He
thought 1t all fine fun. All he said was, as she had stood
so for hundreds of years she might hold out for hundreds
of years still.

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

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

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

“ After a time, Paul was for going to the king’s grange
to keep the king’s hares. The old gaffer said the same
thing to him, and even still more ; but he must and would
set off ; there was no help for it, and things went neither
better nor worse with him than with Peter. The old wife
stood there and tugged and tore at her nose to get it out
of the log ; he laughed, and thought it fine fun, and left

her standing and hacking there. He got the place at



OSBORN'S PIPE. %

once ; no one said him nay; but the hares hopped and
skipped away from him down all the hillocks, while he
rushed about #ill he blew and panted like a colley-dog in
the dog-days, and when he got home at night to the
king’s grange, without a hare, the king stood ready with
his knife in the porch, and took and cut three broad red
stripes out of his back, and rubbed pepper and salt into
. them, and so down he went into the pit of snakes.

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

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

«<Well, well, it was all no good, however bad it might
be, said Osborn Boots. He would go to the king’s grange

and serve the king, for no lesser man would he serve, and
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he would soon keep the hares. They couldn’t well be
worse than the goat and the calf at home. So Boots
threw his scrip on his shoulder, and down the hill he
toddled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

back to him.
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“<Something like a pipe, this, said Osborn Boots.

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

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

«<Ho,ho! stop! will youallgo? Go,then !’ said Boots;
and he blew into one end of the pipe, so that they ran off
on all sides, and there was not one of them left. But as
he went on, and came to an old charcoal pit, he blew into
the other end of the pipe ; and before he knew where he
was, the hares were all there, and stood in lines and rows,
so that he could take them all in at a glance, just like a
troop of soldiers on parade. ¢Something like a pipe,
this,” said Osborn Boots ; and with that he laid him down
to sleep away under a sunny slope, and the hares frisked

and frolicked about till eventide. Then he piped them all
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together again, and came down to the king’s grange with
them, like a flock of sheep. ‘

“The king and the queen, and the princess, too, all stood
in the porch, and wondered what sort of fellow this was
who so kept the hares that he brought them home again ;
and the king told and reckoned them on his fingers, and
counted them over and over again ; but there was not one
of them missing—mno ! not so much as a leveret.

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

“Next day he went off to the wood, and was to keep the
hares again; but as he lay and rested himself on a

strawberry brake, they sent the maid after him from the
‘ grange that she might find out how it was that he was man
enough to keep the king’s hares so well.

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

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

““Yes! 1t 1s something like a pipe,” said Osborn Boots ;
‘and it was not to be had for money alone ; but if she
would give him the hundred dollars, and a kiss for each
dollar, she should have it, he said.

“Well! why not? of course she would; she would

willingly give him two for each dollar, and thanks

besides.
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“So she got the pipe; but when she had got as far as
the king’s grange, the pipe was gone, for Osborn Boots had
wished for it back, and so, when it drew towards eventide,
home he came with his haves just like any other flock of
sheep ; and for all the king’s counting or telling, there was
no help,—mnot a hair of the hares was missing.

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

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

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

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

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

“Now she was more stingy about the money, and bade
no more than fifty dollars; but she had to raise her price
till it came to three hundred. Boots said it was some-
thing like a pipe, and it was no price at all; still for her
sake 1t might go, if she would give him three hundred
dollars, and a smacking kiss for each dollar into the
bargain ; then she might have it. And he got the kisses
well paid, for on that part of the bargain she was not so
squeamish.

“So when she had got the pipe, she both bound it fast,
and looked after it well ; but she was not a hair better off
than the others, for when she was going to pull it out at
home, the pipe was gone ; and at even down came Oshorn
Boots, driving the king’s hares home for all the world like
a flock of tame sheep.

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

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

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

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

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

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

¢ Nio, it 1s not, said Osborn.

“<Well ! but I may put my silken pockethandkerchief
between us 2’ said the king.

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

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

“Osborn thought it neither fair nor right, for he had
done nothing but what they told him to do; and so

he had guarded his back and life as best he might.
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“So the king said there was mo help for it; but if he
could lie the great brewing-vat so full of lies that it ran
over, then he might keep his life.

“That was neither a long nor perilous piece of work : he
was quite game to do that, said Osborn Boots. So he
began to tell how it had all happened from the very first.
He told about the old wife and her nose in the log, and
then he went on to say, < Well, but I must lie faster if
the vat 1s to be full.” So he went on to tell of the pipe
and how he got it ; and of the maid, how she came to him
and wanted to buy it for a hundred dollars, and of all the
kisses she had to give besides, away there in the wood.
Then he told of the princess how she came and kissed him
so sweetly for the pipe when no one could see or hear it
all away there in the wood.. Then he stopped and said,
‘I must lie faster if the vat is ever to be full” So he
told of the queen, how close she was about the money and
how overflowing she was with her smacks. ¢ You know I
must lie hard to get the vat full,’ said Osborn.

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

““No! no! it isn’t, said the king.

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

“‘Hold ! hold, lad ! It’s full to the brim, roared out the

king ; “don’t you see how it is foaming over ?’
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“So both the king and the queen thought it best he
should have the princess to wife and half the kingdom.
There was no help for it.

«<That was something like a pipe, said Osborn -
Boots.”

That was the story of Osborn’s Pipe, and when Anders
stopped we all laughed, and our laughter was re-echoed
by the girls, who had listened with the door ajar, and
who now showed their smiling faces through the opening,
and thanked Anders for telling the story so well. «Your
own grandmother couldn’t have told it better,” said

Christine, his fair-haired cousin. °



THE HAUNTED MILL, AND THE HONEST
PENNY.

_*—

EXT morning we woke to find Anders’ words too true ;

the wind still howled, and the rain still poured, deer-
stalking was out of the question, nor could the girls stir
out of the doors to look after the kine. There we were,
all house-bound. What was to be done ? After breakfast
we smoked, and the girls knitted Stockings. Anders, for
want of something better to do, cleaned our guns and
admired their make and locks. But all this was not
much towards killing time on the Fjeld, and we had no
books.

At last Edward, who was rather afraid of Anders and
his jokes on his sportsmanship, whispered to me,

“Can’t you make him tell us some more stories? T'll
be bound Osborn’s Pipe is not the only tale he has in his
serip.”

Not a bad thought, but Anders was one of those free
spirits who must be stalked as warily as a reindeer. I
felt that if I asked him outright he might betake him to
his Norse pride and say he was no story-teller. “If I

wanted stories I had better ask some of the old women
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down in the dales.”” It was not the first time I had
unsealed unwilling lips, and I knew the way.

“That was a good story about Osborn’s Pipe, and I owe
you cne for it, Anders. Come listen to one of mine, and

let the lassies listen to it too. It’s not long.”

THE HAUNTED MILL.

“( \NCE on a time, there was a man who had a mill by

the side of a force, and in the mill there was a
brownie. Whether the man, as is the custom in most
places, gave the brownie porridge and ale at Yule to bring
grist to the mill, I can’t say, but I don’t think he did, for
every time he turned the water on the mill, the brownie
took hold of the spindle and stopped the mill, so that he
couldn’t grind a sack.

“The man knew well enough it was all the brownie’s
work, and at last one evening, when he went into the
mill, he took a pot full of pitch and tar, and lit a fire
under 1t. Well! when he turned the water on the wheel,
1t went round awhile, but soon after it made a dead stop.
Do he turned, and twisted, and put his shoulder to the top
of the wheel, but it was all no good. By this time the
pot of pitch was boiling hot, and then he opened the trap-
door which opened on to the ladder that went down into
the wheel, and if he didn’t see the brownie standing on
the steps of the ladder with his jaws all a-gape, and he
gaped so wide that his mouth filled up the whole trap-

door.
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«<Did you ever see such a wide mouth?’ said the
brownie.

«But the man was handy with his pitch. He caught
up the pot and threw it, pitch and all, info the gaping
Jaws.

“<Did you ever feel such hot pitch %’

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

Yes! Anders had heard a story something like that,
only it was about a water kelpy, not a brownic. Brownies,
he declared, never did folk much harm, except lazy maids
and idle grooms, but kelpies were spiteful, and hated men.
Besides, brownies hated water, they couldn’t bear to cross
a running stream ; then how could they live in a wmill?
No, it was a kelpy, and his grandmother had told him so.

Then, after a pause, he went on, “But I know another
story of a mill which was not canny, and I'll tell it if you
like.”

We were all ears, and Anders began :(—

THE HAUNTED MILL.

“ IMTYHIS story, too, I heard of my grandmother, who knew
stories without end, and more, she believed them.
This mill was not in these parts, it was somewhere up the

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

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

“‘I wonder, now,” said the man on Whitsun-eve,
‘whether the mill will burn down this Whitsuntide,
too 2’

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

“Well, the man thought that brave, and so, as the
evening drew on, he gave the tailor the keys, and showed
him into the mill. Tt was empty, you know, for it was
Just new-built, and so the tailor sat down in the middle of
the floor, and took out his chalk and chalked a great
circle round about him, and outside the ring all round he
wrote the Lord’s Prayer, and when he had done that he
wasn’t afraid—mno, not if Old Nick himself came.

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

and tar.
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«<Ha! ha!’ thought the tailor, ‘that’s your game, 1s
it !’

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

« < Paws off, pussy, said the tailor, ‘youll burn your
whiskers.’

««Hark to the tailor, who says « Paws off, pussy,” to me,’
said the cat to the other cats, and in a trice they all ran

“away from the fireplace, and began to dance and jump
round the circle ; and then all at once the same cat stole
off to the fireplace and tried to upset the pot.

«< Paws off, pussy, yowll burn your whiskers,” bawled
out the tailor again, and again he scared them from the
fireplace. '

« <Hark to the tailor, who says « Paws off, pussy ”’ said

the cat to the others, and again they all began to dance
and jump round the circle, and then all at once they were
off again to the pot, trying to upset it.

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

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

“Now just as they were at the fastest, the same cat
which had tried so often to upset the pot, stuck her paw

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

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

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

“<Good morning,” said the tailor, as he went to the bed-
side, and held out his hand to the miller.

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

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

“<Good morning,” said she ; but she looked so wan and
worried ; and as for her hand, she hid 1t under the quilt;
but at last she stuck out the left. Then the tailor saw
plainly how things stood, but what he said to the man

and what was done to the wife, I never heard.”

“But I can tell you, Anders,” I broke in: “she was
burnt for a witch, and, do you know, over in Scotland we
have the same story; only we have the end. She tried on
the Boot till her feet were crushed, and Morton’s Maiden

hugged her till her ribs cracked, and her fingers were
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fitted to the thumbscrews till they were all jelly. All this
to make her own that she was a witch, and at last, when
she owned it, she was burnt at Edinburgh, in the days of
King James the Sixth, and seven other carlines with
her.”

Having unsealed Anders’ lips, I was not going to let
him stop, so I told the story of Whittington and his Cat,
and I even got him and the lassies to understand the
awful importance of the Lord Mayor of London. After
Anders and the lassies had crossed and blessed themselves
over and over again at that wonderful story, Anders said,—

“ Heaven help us, we have no Lord Mayors in Norway ;
the sheriff is good enough for us, and trouble enough he
gives us sometimes ; but we have a story, the end of which
is as like your Lord Mayor’s story as one pea is like

another, and here it is, only we call it

THE HONEST PENNY.

“ AMYNCE on a time there was a poor woman who lived in

a tumble-down hut far away in the wood. Little had
she to eat, and nothing at all to burn, and so she sent a
little boy she had out into the wood to gather fuel. He ran
and jumped, and jumped and ran, to keep himself warm,
for it was a cold gray autumn day, and every time he
found a bough or a root for his billet, he had to beat his
arms across his breast, for his fists were as red as the
cranberries over which he walked, for very cold. So when

he had got his billet of wood and was off home, he came
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upon a clearing of stumps on the hillside, and there he
saw a white crooked stone. :

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

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

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

“ But, when he looked a little closer at the stone, he saw
a money-box, full of bright silver, under 1t.

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

“So he took the money-box and bore it down to a tarn
hard by and threw the whole hoard into the tarn; but

one silver pennypiece floated on the top of the water.
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“‘Ah! ah! that is honest,” said the lad; < for what is
honest never sinks.’

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

““That I took, said the boy, ¢ because it was honest.’

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

“So the lad had to go out into the wide world, and he
went both far and long seeking a place. But wherever he
came, folk thought him too little and weak, and said they
could put him to no use. At last he came to a merchant,
and there he got leave to be in the kitchen and carry in
wood and water for the cook. Well, after he had been there
a long time, the merchant had to make a journey into
foreign lands, and so hLe asked all his servants what he

should buy and bring home for each of them. So, when
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all had said what they would have, the turn came to the
scullion, too, who brought in wood and water for the cook.
Then he held out his penny.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“<Oh ! nothing else than a cat. I can’t afford to feed 1t
any longer, so I thought I would throw it into the sea, and
make away with it,” answered the woman.

“Then the merchant said to himself, ¢ Didn’t the lad say
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I was to buy what I could get for his penny?’ So he
asked the old wife if she would take four farthings for her
cat. Yes! the goody was not slow to say ‘done,” and so
the bargain was soon struck.

~ «Now when the merchant had sailed a bit, fearful
weather fell on him, and such a storm, there was nothing
for it but to drive and drive till he did not know whither
he was going. At last he came to a land on which he had
never set foot before, and so up he went into the town.

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

“<Hard work to dine in this land !’ said the merchant.
“But don’t folk keep cats here 2’

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

“So the merchant sent and fetched the cat he had

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

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

“So the merchant sailed off again; but he had scarce
9ot good sea-room before he saw the cat sitting up at the
mainmast head, and all at once again came foul weather
and a storm worse than the first, and he drove and drove
till he got to a country where he had never been before.
The merchant went up to an inn, and here, too, the board
was spread with rods; but they were much bigger and
longer than the first. And, to tell the truth, they had
need to be; for here the mice were many more, and every
mouse was twice as big as those he had before seen.

“So he sold the cat again, and this time he got two
hundred dollars for it, and that without any haggling.

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

“He went ashore, up to the town, and turned into an nn.
There, too, the board was laid with rods, but every rod
was an ell and a half long, and as thick as a small broom ;
and the folk said that to sit at meat was the hardest trial
they had, for there were thousands of big ugly rats, so that

it was only with sore toil and trouble one could get a
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morsel into one’s mouth, twas such hard work to keep off
the rats. So the cat had to be fetched up from the ship
once more, and then folks got their food in peace. Then
they all begged and prayed the merchant, for heaven’s
sake, to sell them his cat. For a long time he said,
‘No;’ but at last, he gave his word to take three hun-
dred dollars for it. That sum they paid down at once,
and thanked him and blessed him for it into the bargain.

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

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

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

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



THE DEATH OF CHANTICLEER, AND THE
GREEDY CAT.

—

LL this time Edward and the lassies sat by and
listened. It was dull work for Edward, he knew lLittle
Norse, and so could not follow the stories; sometimes he
stared in a dull vacant way at the girls, and sometimes he
consulted Bradshaw’s Foreign Guide. Whether he solved
any of the many mysteries of that most mysterious
volume, I know not, let us hope he did. “Bored” is the
word which best expressed his looks. But as for Christine
and Karin, they knitted and knitted, and laughed and
sniggered at the story, which Anders, T must say, told 1n a
way which would have rejoiced his old grandmother’s
heart. But they were not to have all the fun and no
work. It was now their turn to be amusing, and help to
kill the ancient enemy, time.

When The Homest Penny was over, Anders, almost
without taking breath, said,—

“ Now, girls, it 1s my right to call for a tune. You
know lots of stories, and can tell them better than I. So,
Churistine, do you tell TThe Death of Chanticleer ; and you,
Karin, The Greedy Cat. And mind you act them as well
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as tell them. They are nursery tales meant for children,
and mind you tell them well.”

I am bound to say that Christine, who was a very pretty
girl, now no doubt the happy mother of children, told
The Death of Chanticleer in a way which would have
gained her in China the post of Own Story-teller to the
Emperor’s children. Without a blush, and without even
the stereotyped “unaccustomed as I am to public story-
telling,” she began. “ This is the story of—

THE DEATH OF CHANTICLEER.

« MNCE on a time there were a Cock and a Hen,

who walked out into the field, and scratched, and
scraped, and scrabbled. All at once, Chanticleer found a
burr of hop, and Partlet found a barley-corn ; and they
said they would make malt and brew Yule ale.

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

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

“When dame Partlet saw that, she clean lost her wits,
and flew up into the chimney-corner, and fell a-screaming
and screeching out. ‘Harm in the house ! harm in the
house !’ she screeched out all in a breath, and there was

no stopping her.



THE DEATH OF CHANTICLEER. il

“ < What ails you, dame Partlet, that you sit there sob-
bing and sighing ?’ said the Handquern.

“Why not?’ said dame Partlet; ‘when goodman
Chanticleer has fallen into the cask and drowned himself,
and lies dead ? That’s why I sigh and sob.’

«<Well, if I can do naught else, I will grind and groan,’
said the Handquern ; and so it fell to grinding as fast as
1t could.

“When the Chair heard that, it said—

« < What ails you, Handquern, that you grind and groan
so fast and oft ¢’

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

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

“When the Door heard that, it said,—

“<What's the matter 2 Why do you creak and crack so,
Mr. Chair ?’ _

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