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FAI RY TALES, THEI R ORI G N AND MEANI NG

Wth Sone Account of Dwellers in Fairyland
BY

JOHN THACKRAY BUNCE

| NTRODUCTORY NOTE.

The substance of this volume was delivered as a course of
Christmas Holiday Lectures, in 1877, at the Birm ngham and

M dl and Institute, of which the author was then the seni or
Vice-president. It was found that both the subject and the
matter interested young people; and it was therefore thought
that, revised and extended, the Lectures m ght not prove
unacceptable in the formof a Book. The vol une does not pretend
to scientific nmethod, or to conplete treatnment of the subject.
Its aimis a very nodest one: to furnish an inducenment rather
than a formal introduction to the study of Folk Lore; a study
whi ch, when once begun, the reader will pursue, w th unflagging
interest, in such works as the various witings of M. Max-Miller
the "Myt hol ogy of the Aryan Nations," by M. Cox; M. Ralston's
"Russian Folk Tales;" M. Kelly's "Curiosities of |ndo-European
Fol k Lore;" the Introduction to M. Canpbell's "Popul ar Tal es of
the West Highlands," and ot her publications, both English and
German, bearing upon the sane subject. In the hope that his

| abour may serve this purpose, the author ventures to ask for

an indulgent rather than a critical reception of this little

vol une.

Bl RM NGHAM
Sept ember, 1878.
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CONCLUSI ON- SOVE POPULAR TALES EXPLAI NED

I NDEX

CHAPTER 1.
ORIA@ N OF FAIRY STORI ES.

W are going into Fairy Land for a little while, to see what we
can find there to anuse and instruct us this Christmas tine.

Does anybody know the way? There are no naps or gui debooks, and
the places we neet with in our workaday world do not seemlike

the homes of the Fairies. Yet we have only to put on our Wshing
Caps, and we can get into Fairy Land in a nonent. The house-walls
fade away, the winter sky brightens, the sun shines out, the weather
grows warm and pl easant; flowers spring up, great trees cast a
friendly shade, streanms nurrmur cheerfully over their pebbly beds,
jewelled fruits are to be had for the trouble of gathering them

i nvi si bl e hands set out well-covered dinner-tables, brilliant and
graceful forns flit in and out across our path, and we all at once
find ourselves in the mdst of a conpany of dear old friends whom
we have known and | oved ever since we knew anything. There is
Fortunatus with his magi c purse, and the square of carpet that
carries himanywhere; and Al addin with his wonderful |anp; and

Si ndbad with the di anonds he has picked up in the Valley of
Serpents; and the Invisible Prince, who uses the fairy cat to get
his dinner for him and the Sl eeping Beauty in the Wod, just
awakened by the young Prince, after her long sleep of a hundred
years; and Puss in Boots curling his whiskers after having eaten
up the ogre who foolishly changed hinself into a nouse; and Beauty
and the Beast; and the Blue Bird; and Little Red R ding Hood, and
Jack the Gant Killer, and Jack and the Bean Stal k; and the Yell ow
Dwarf; and Ci nderella and her fairy godnother; and great nunbers
besi des, of whom we haven't time to say anythi ng now.

And when we cone to | ook about us, we see that there are other
dwellers in Fairy Land; giants and dwarfs, dragons and griffins,
ogres with great white teeth, and wearing seven-| eagued boots;
and enchanters and magi ci ans, who can change thensel ves into any
fornms they please, and can turn other people into stone. And
there are beasts and birds who can talk, and fishes that cone
out on dry land, with golden rings in their nouths; and good

mai dens who drop rubies and pearls when they speak, and bad ones
out of whose nouths cone all kinds of ugly things. Then there
are evil-mnded fairies, who always want to be doi ng m schief;
and there are good fairies, beautifully dressed, and with

shi ning gol den hair and bright blue eyes and jewelled coronets,
and with magi ¢ wands in their hands, who go about watching the
bad fairies, and always conme just in tinme to drive them away,
and so prevent them from doing harm-the sort of Fairies you see
once a year at the pantom nes, only nore beautiful, and nore
handsonel y dressed, and nore graceful in shape, and not so fat,
and who do not paint their faces, which is a bad thing for any
woman to do, whether fairy or nortal

Al together, this Fairy Land that we can make for ourselves in a

nonent, is a very pleasant and nost delightful place, and one
which all of us, young and old, may well desire to get into,
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even if we have to come back fromit sooner than we like. It is
just the country to suit everybody, for all of us can find in it
what ever pleases himbest. If he likes work, there is plenty of
adventure; he can clinb up nountains of steel, or travel over
seas of glass, or engage in single conbat with a giant, or dive
down into the caves of the little red dwarfs and bring up their
hi dden treasures, or nount a horse that goes nore swiftly than
the wind, or go off on a long journey to find the water of youth
and life, or do anything el se that happens to be very dangerous
and troublesone. If he doesn't like work, it is again just the
place to suit idle people, because it is all Mdsumer holi days.
| never heard of a school in Fairy Land, nor of nmasters with
canes or birch rods, nor of inpositions and |ong | essons to be

| earned when one gets honme in the evening. Then the weather is
so delightful. It is perpetual sunshine, so that you may |lie out
inthe fields all day w thout catching cold; and yet it is not
too hot, the sunshine being a sort of twilight, in which you see
everything, quite clearly, but softly, and with beautiful
colours, as if you were in a delightful dream

And this goes on night and day, or at |east what we call night,
for they don't burn gas there, or candles, or anything of that
kind; so that there is no regular going to bed and getting up;
you just |ie down anywhere when you want to rest, and when you
have rested, you wake up again, and go on with your travels.
There is one capital thing about Fairy Land. There are no
doctors there; not one in the whole country. Consequently nobody
isill, and there are no pills or powders, or brinstone and
treacle, or senna tea, or being kept at honme when you want to go
out, or being obliged to go to bed early and have gruel instead
of cake and sweetneats. They don't want the doctors, because if
you cut your finger it gets well directly, and even when peopl e
are killed, or are turned into stones, or when anything el se
unpl easant happens, it can all be put right in a mnute or two.
Al'l you have to do when you are in trouble is to go and | ook for
some wrinkled old wonan in a patched old brown cl oak, and be
very civil to her, and to do cheerfully and kindly any service
she asks of you, and then she will throw off the dark cloak, and
becone a young and beautiful Fairy Queen, and wave her nagic
wand, and everything will fall out just as you would like to
have it.

As to Tinme, they take no note of it in Fairy Land. The Princess
falls asleep for a hundred years, and wakes up quite rosy, and
young, and beautiful. Friends and sweethearts are parted for
years, and nobody seems to think they have grown ol der when they
neet, or that life has becone shorter, and so they fall to their
yout hful talk as if nothing had happened. Thus the dwellers in
Fai ry Land have no cares about chronology. Wth themthere is no
past or future; it is all present--so there are no di sagreeable
dates to learn, nor tables of kings, and when they reigned, or
who succeeded them or what battles they fought, or anything of
that kind. |Indeed there are no such facts to be | earned, for
when kings are wicked in Fairy Land, a powerful mmgician cones
and twists their heads off, or puts themto death sonehow, and
when they are good kings they seemto live for ever, and al ways
to be wearing rich robes and royal gol den crowns, and to be
entertaining Fairy Queens, and receiving handsone brilliant
gifts fromeverybody who knows t hem

Now this is Fairy Land, the dear sweet |and of Once Upon a Tine,
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where there is constant |ight, and summer days, and everl asting
fl owers, and pleasant fields and streans, and |ong dreans

wi t hout rough waki ng, and ease of life, and all things strange
and beautiful; where nobody wonders at anything that may happen;
where good fairies are ever on the watch to hel p those whomthey
| ove; where youth abides, and there is no pain or death, and al
troubl e fades away, and whatever seens hard is nade easy, and
all things that | ook wong cone right in the end, and truth and
goodness have their perpetual triunph, and the world is ever
young.

And Fairy Land is always the sanme, and al ways has been, whet her
it is close to us--so close that we nay enter it in a nonent--or
whether it is far off; in the stories that have cone to us from
the nost ancient days, and the nost distant |lands, and in those
whi ch kind and cl ever story-tellers wite for us now It is the
same in the | egends of the mysterious East, as old as the
beginning of life; the sane in the glowing South, in the nyths
of ancient Greece; the sane in the frozen regions of the

Scandi navian North, and in the forests of the great Teuton | and,
and in the Islands of the West; the sane in the tales that
nurses tell to the little ones by the fireside on w nter

eveni ngs, and in the songs that nothers sing to hush their babes
to sleep; the sanme in the delightful folk-lore that Gimm has
collected for us, and that dear Hans Andersen has but just
ceased to tell.

Al the chief stories that we know so well are to be found in
all tinmes, and in alnmpst all countries. Cinderella, for one, is
told in the | anguage of every country in Europe, and the sane
legend is found in the fanciful tales related by the Geek
poets; and still further back, it appears in very ancient Hi ndu
| egends. So, again, does Beauty and the Beast, so does our own
famliar tale of Jack the Gant Killer, so also do a great
nunber of other fairy stories, each being told in different
countries and in different periods, with so nuch |likeness as to
show that all the versions cane fromthe sane source, and yet
with so nmuch difference as to show that none of the versions are
directly copied fromeach other. Indeed, when we conpare the
nyt hs and | egends of one country with another, and of one period
with another, we find out how they have cone to be so nuch
alike, and yet in sone things so different. W see that there
nust have been one origin for all these stories, that they nust
have been invented by one people, that this people nust have
been afterwards divided, and that each part or division of it
nust have brought into its new home the | egends once conmon to
themall, and nust have shaped and altered these according, to
the kind of places in which they canme to live: those of the
North being sterner and nore terrible, those of the South softer
and fuller of light and col our, and adorned with touches of nore
delicate fancy. And this, indeed, is really the case. Al the
chief stories and | egends are alike, because they were first
nmade by one people; and all the nations in which they are now
told in one formor another tell them because they are al
descended fromthis one comopn stock. If you travel anpngst
them or talk to them or read their history, and learn their

| anguages, the nations of Europe seemto be altogether unlike
each other; they have different speech and manners, and ways of
t hi nki ng, and forns of governnent, and even different | ooks--for
you can tell them from one another by sonme peculiarity of
appearance. Yet, in fact, all these nations belong to one great
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fam ly--English, and Gernan, and Russian, and French, and
Italian, and Spanish, the nations of the North, and the Sout h,
and the West, and partly of the East of Europe, all cane from
one stock; and so did the Romans and G eeks who went before
them and so also did the Medes and Persians, and the Hi ndus,
and sone ot her peopl es who have always remained in Asia. And to
the people fromwhomall these nations have sprung | earned nen
have given two nanes. Sonetinmes they are called the | ndo-Gernmanic
or | ndo-European race, to show how wi dely they extend; and
sonmetinmes they are called the Aryan race, froma word which is
found in their |anguage, and which cones fromthe root "ar," to
pl ough, and is supposed to nean noble, or of a good famly

But how do we know t hat there were any such people, and that we
in Engl and are descended fromthem or that they were the
forefathers of the other nations of Europe, and of the Hi ndus,
and of the old Greeks and Romans? W know it by a nbst curious
and i ngeni ous process of what may be call ed digging out and
buil di ng up. Sone of you nmay renmenber that years ago there was
found in New Zeal and a strange-1| ooki ng bone, which nobody could
make anything of, and which seened to have bel onged to sone
creature quite lost to the world as we know it. This bone was
sent hone to England to a great naturalist, Professor Onen, of
the British Museum who |ooked at it, turned it over, thought
about it, and then cane to the conclusion that it was a bone

whi ch had once formed part of a gigantic bird. Then; by degrees,
he began to see the kind of general formwhich such a bird nust
have presented, and finally, putting one thing to another, and
fitting part to part, he declared it to be a bird of gigantic
size, and of a particular character, which he was able to

descri be; and this opinion was confirnmed by |ater discoveries of
ot her bones and fragnents, so that an al nost conpl ete skel eton
of the Dinornis may now be seen in this country. Well, our

know edge of the Aryan people, and of our own descent fromthem
has been found out in nmuch the sanme way. Learned nmen observed,
as a curious thing, that in various European |anguages there
were words of the same kind, and having the sanme root forms;
they found also that these forns of roots existed in the ol der

| anguage of Greece; and then they found that they existed al so
in Sanskrit, the oldest |anguage of India--that in which the
sacred books of the Hindus are witten. They di scovered,
further, that these words and their roots neant always the sane
things, and this led to the natural belief that they came from
the same source. Then, by closer inquiry into the Vedas , or

Hi ndu sacred books, another discovery was nade, nanely, that
whil e the Sanskrit has preserved the words of the original

| anguage in their nost primtive or earliest state, the other

| anguages derived fromthe sanme source have kept sone forns
plainly comng fromthe same roots, but which Sanskrit has |ost.
Thus we are carried back to a | anguage ol der than Sanskrit, and
of which this is only one of the fornms, and fromthis we know
that there was a peopl e which used a conmon tongue; and if
different fornms of this common tongue are found in India, in
Persia, and throughout Europe, we know that the races which

i nhabit these countries nust, at sonetine, have parted fromthe
parent stock, and nust have carried their |anguage and their
traditions along with them So, to find out who these people
were, we have to go back to the sacred books of the Hi ndus and
the Persians, and to pick out whatever facts nay be found there,
and thus to build up the nenorial of the Aryan race, just as
Prof essor Onen built up the great New Zeal and bi rd.
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It would take too | ong, and would be nmuch too dry, to show how
this process has been conpleted step by step, and bit by bit.
That bel ongs to a study call ed conparative philology, and to
anot her called conparative nythol ogy--that is, the studies of
words and of nyths, or |egends--which sonme of those who read
these pages may pursue with interest in after years. Al that
need be done now is to bring together such accounts of the Aryan
peopl e, our forefathers, as nmay be gathered fromthe witings of
the | earned nmen who have made this a subject of inquiry, and
especially fromthe works of German and French witers, and nore
particularly fromthose of M. Max Miller, an emnmi nent Gernan

who |ives anongst us in England, who wites in English, and who
has done nore, perhaps, than anybody else, to tell us what we
know about this matter.

As to when the Aryans |lived we know nothing, but that it was

t housands of years ago, long before history began. As to the
ki nd of people they were we know nothing in a direct way. They
have |l eft no traces of thenselves in buildings, or weapons, or
enduring records of any kind. There are no ruins of their
tenpl es or tonbs, no pottery--which often helps to throw |light
upon anci ent peopl es-no carvings upon rocks or stones. It is
only by the remains of their |anguage that we can trace them
and we do this through the sacred books of the Hi ndus and
Persians-the Vedas_ and the _Zend Avesta_--in which renmains of
their language are found, and by means of which, therefore, we
get to know sonething about their dwelling-place, their manners,
their custons, their religion, and their |egends--the source and
origin of our Fairy Tales.

In the Zend Avesta --the ol dest sacred book of the Persians--or
in such fragnents of it as are left, there are sixteen countries
spoken of as having been given by Ornmuzd, the Good Deity, for
the Aryans to live in; and these countries are described as a

| and of delight, which was turned, by Ahrinan, the Evil Deity,
into a land of death and cold; partly, it is said, by a great

fl ood, which is described as being Iike Noah's fl ood recorded in
the Book of Cenesis. This land, as nearly as we can nmake it out,
seens to have been the high, central district of Asia, to the
north and west of the great chain of nountains of the Hi ndu
Koush, which formthe frontier barrier of the present country of
the Afghans. It stretched, probably, fromthe sources of the
river Oxus to the shores of the Caspian Sea; and when the Aryans
noved fromtheir hone, it is thought that the easterly portion
of the tribes were those who marched sout hwards into India and
Persia, and that those who were nearest the Caspian Sea marched
westwards into Europe. It is not supposed that they were all one
uni ted peopl e, but rather a nunmber of tribes, having a conmon
ori gi n--though what was this original stock is quite beyond any
know edge we have, or even beyond our powers of conjecture. But,
though the Aryan peoples were divided into tribes, and were
spread over a tract of country nearly as |arge as half Europe,
we may properly describe themgenerally, for so far as our

know edge goes, all the tribes had the sanme character

They were a pastoral people--that is, their chief work was to

| ook after their herds of cattle and to till the earth. O this
we find proof in the words and roots remaining of their |anguage.
From the same source, also, we know that they lived in dwellings
built with wood and stone; that these dwellings were grouped
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together in villages; that they were fenced in agai nst enenies,
and that enclosures were fornmed to keep the cattle from straying,
and that roads of sone kind were nade fromone village to

anot her. These things show that the Aryans had sonme claimto the
nane they took, and that in conparison with their forefathers,
or with the savage or wandering tribes they knew, they had a
right to call thensel ves respectable, excellent, honourable,
masters, heroes--for all these are given as probabl e neani ngs

of their nanme. Their progress was shown in another way. The
rudest and earliest tribes of men used weapons of flint, roughly
shaped i nto axes and spear-heads, or other cutting inplenents,
wi th which they defended thenselves in conflict, or killed the
beasts of chase, or dug up the roots on which they |ived. The
Aryans were far in advance of this condition. They did not, it
is believed, know the use of iron, but they knew and used gol d,
silver, and copper; they nmade weapons and ot her inplenments of
bronze; they had ploughs to till the ground, and axes, and
probably saws, for the purpose of cutting and shaping tinber.

O pottery and weavi ng they knew sonething: the western tribes
certainly used henp and flax as materials for weaving, and when
the stuff was woven the wonen nade it into garnments by the use
of the needle. Thus we get a certain division of trades or
occupations. There were the tiller of the soil, the herdsnan
the smth who forged the tools and weapons of bronze, the joiner
or carpenter who built the houses, and the weaver who nmade the
clothing required for protection against a clinmate which was
usual ly cold. Then there was al so the boat-builder, for the
Aryans had boats, though noved only by oars. There was yet

anot her class, the makers of personal ornanents, for these
peopl e had rings, bracelets, and neckl aces nade of the precious
nmetal s.

O trade the Aryans knew sonet hing; but they had no coined
noney--all the trade was done by exchange of one kind of cattle,
or grain or goods, for another. They had regul ations as to
property, their laws punished crime with fine, inprisonnent, or
death, just as ours do. They seemto have been careful to keep
their liberties, the famlies being forned i nto groups, and
these into tribes or clans, under the rule of an el ected chief,
while it is probable that a Great Chief or King rul ed over
several tribes and led themto war, or saw that the | aws were
put into force.

Now we begin to see sonething of these ancient forefathers of
ours, and to understand what kind of people they were. Presently
we shall have to look into their religion, out of which our
Fairy Stories were really made; but first, there are one or two
other things to be said about them One of these shows that they
were far in advance of savage races, for they could count as
hi gh as one hundred, while savages can sel dom get further than
the nunmber of their fingers; and they had al so advanced so far
as to divide the year into twelve nonths, which they took from
the changes of the noon. Then their famly relations were very
cl ose and tender. "Names were given to the nmenbers of famlies
related by marriage as well as by blood. A welconme greeted the
birth of children, as of those who brought joy to the hone; and
the ove that should be felt between brother and sister was
shown in the names given to them _bhratar_ (or brother) being
he who sustains or hel ps; _svasar_ (or sister) she who pl eases
or consol es. The daughter of each household was called _duhitar, _
from _duh_, a root which in Sanskrit neans to milk, by which we
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know that the girls in those days were the mil ki ng-naids.
Fat her conmes froma root, pa_, which neans to protect or
support; nother, _nmatar_, has the nmeaning of naker."[1]

Now we may sum up what we know of this ancient people and
their ways; and we find in themnuch that is to be found in
their descendants--the | ove of parents and children, the

cl oseness of family ties, the protection of |ife and property,
t he mai nt enance of |aw and order, and, as we shall see
presently, a great reverence for _God . Al so, they were well
versed in the arts of life--they built houses, formed villages
or towns, nade roads, cultivated the soil, raised great herds
of cattle and other aninmals; they nmade boats and | and-carri ages,
worked in netals for use and ornanent, carried on trade with
each ot her, knew how to count, and were able to divide their
time so as to reckon by nonths and days as well as by seasons.
Besides all this, they had sonething nore and of still higher
val ue, for the fragnents of their ancient poens or hyms
preserved in the H ndu and Persian sacred books show t hat they
t hought rmuch of the spirit of man as well as of his bodily
life; that they | ooked upon sin as an evil to be punished or
forgiven by the Gods, that they believed in a life after the
death of the body, and that they had a strong feeling for
natural beauty and a | ove of searching into the wonders of

the earth and of the heavens.

The religion of the Aryan races, in its beginning, was a very
sinple and a very noble one. They | ooked up to the heavens and
saw the bright sun, and the light and beauty and glory of the
day. They saw the day fade into night and the cl ouds draw

t hensel ves across the sky, and then they saw t he dawn and the
light and life of another day. Seeing these things, they felt
that sone Power higher than nman ordered and gui ded them and to
this great Power they gave the name of Dyaus , froma root-word
whi ch neans “"to shine."” And when, out of the forces and forns of
Nat ure, they afterwards fashi oned other Gods, this nane of Dyaus
becane Dyaus pitar_, the Heaven-Father, or Lord of All; and in
far later tinmes, when the western Aryans had found their hone in
Europe, the Dyaus pitar_ of the central Asian |and becane the
Zeupater of the Greeks, and the Jupiter of the Romans; and the
first part of his name gave us the word Deity, which we apply to
_God_. So, as Professor Max Muller tells us, the descendants of
the ancient Aryans, "when they search for a nanme for what is nost
exalted and yet nost dear to every one of us, when they wish to
express both awe and love, the infinite and the finite, they can
do but what their old fathers did when gazing up to the eterna
sky, and feeling the presence of a Being as far as far, and as
near as near can be; they can but conbine the sel f-sane words
and utter once nore the prineval Aryan prayer, Heaven-Father,

in that formwhich will endure for ever, 'Qur Father, which art
in Heaven.'"

The feeling which the Aryans had towards the Heaven-Father is
very finely shown in one of the oldest hymms in the R g Veda_,
or the Book of Praise--a hymm witten 4,000 years ago, and
addressed to Varuna, or the Al -Surrounder, the ancient Hi ndu
nane for the chief deity:--

"Let me not, O Varuna, enter into the house of clay.

Have mercy! Al mighty, have nercy!
If I go trenbling, like a cloud driven by the w nd,
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Have mercy! Al mghty, have nercy!
Thr ough want of strength, thou strong and bright Cod,
have | gone wrong;
Have nercy! Al m ghty, have nercy!"

But, besides Dyaus pitar, or Varuna, the Aryans worshi pped ot her
gods, whomthey nade for thensel ves out of the elenents, and the
changes of night and day, and the succession of the seasons.
They worshi pped the sky, the earth, the sun, the dawn, fire,
water, and wind. The chief of these deities were Agni, the fire;
Prithivi, the earth; Ushas, the dawn; Mtra, or Surya, the sun
Indra, the sky; Maruts, the stormw nds; and Varuna, the

Al'l -Surrounder. To these deities sacrifice was offered and
prayer addressed; but they had no priests or tenples--these cane
in later ages, when nen thought they had need of others to stand
between them and God . But the ancient Aryans saw the Deity
everywhere, and stood face to face with Hmin Nature. He was to
themthe early norning, the brightness of mdday, the gl oom of
eveni ng, the darkness of night, the flash of the |lightning, the
roll of the thunder, and the rush of the mighty stormw nd. It
seens strange to us that those who could imagi ne the one
Heaven- Fat her shoul d degrade H m by naking a multitude of Cods;
but this came easily to them partly out of a desire to account
for all they saw in Nature, and which their fancy clothed in
divine forns, and partly out of reverence for the great Al

Fat her, by filling up the space between H m and thensel ves with
inferior Gods, all helping to nake Hi s greatness the greater and
Hi s power the mghtier.

We cannot look into this old religion of the Aryans any further,
because our business is to see how their |egends are connected
with the nyths and stories which are spread by their descendants
over a great part of East and West. Now this canme about in the
way we are going to descri be.

The mind of the Aryan peoples in their ancient home was full of

i magi nati on. They never ceased to wonder at what they heard and
saw i n the sky and upon the earth. Their | anguage was highly
figurative, and so the things which struck themw th wonder, and
whi ch they could not explain, were described under forns and
names which were famliar to them Thus the thunder was to them
the bellowing of a mghty beast or the rolling of a great
chariot. In the lightning they saw a brilliant serpent, or a
spear shot across the sky, or a great fish darting swiftly
through the sea of cloud. The cl ouds were heavenly cows, who
shed nmil k upon the earth and refreshed it; or they were webs
woven by heavenly wonen, who drew water fromthe fountains on

hi gh and poured it down as rain. The sun was a radi ant wheel, or
a golden bird, or an eye, or a shining egg, or a horse of

mat chl ess speed, or a slayer of the cloud-dragons. Sonetines it
was a frog, when it seemed to be sinking into or squatting upon
the water; and out of this fancy, when the neaning of it was

| ost, there grew a Sanskrit | egend, which is to be found also in
Teutonic and Celtic nyths. This story is, that Bheki (the frog)
was a |ovely maiden who was found by a king, who asked her to be
his wife. So she married him but only on condition that he
shoul d never show her a drop of water. One day she grew tired,
and asked for water. The king gave it to her, and she sank out
of his sight; in other words, the sun di sappears when it touches
the water.
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This imagery of the Aryans was applied by themto all they saw
in the sky. Sonetinmes, as we have said, the clouds were cows;
they were al so dragons, which sought to slay the sun; or great
ships floating across the sky, and casting anchor upon earth; or
rocks, or nountains, or deep caverns, in which evil deities hid
the golden |ight. Then, also, they were shaped by fancy into

ani mal s of various kinds-the bear, the wolf, the dog, the ox;
and into giant birds, and into nonsters which were both bird and
beast .

The Wnds, again, in their fancy, were the conpanions or the
mnisters of Indra, the sky-god. The Maruts, or spirits of the
wi nds, gathered into their host the souls of the dead--thus
giving birth to the Scandi navian and Teutonic | egend of the Wld
Hor seman, who rides at midnight through the storny sky, with his
long train of dead behind him and his weird hounds before. The
Ri bhus, or Arbhus, again, were the sunbeans or the I|ightning,
who forged the arnour of the Gods, and nmade their thunderbolts,
and turned ol d peopl e young, and restored out of the hide al one
the sl aughtered cow on which the Gods had feasted. Qut of these
heavenly artificers, the workers of the clouds, there cane, in
later tinmes, two of the nost striking stories of ancient

| egend--that of Thor, the Scandi navi an thunder-god, who feasted
at night on the goats which drew his chariot, and in the
nor ni ng, by a touch of his hamrer, brought them back to life;
and that of O pheus in the beautiful Geek |egend, the master of
di vi ne song, who noved the streans, and rocks, and trees, by the
beauty of his nmusic, and brought back his wife Eurydi ke fromthe
shades of death. In our Western fairy tales we still have these
Ri bhus, or Arbhus, transforned, through various changes of

| anguage, into Albs, and Elfen, and last into our English Elves.
It is not needful to go further into the fanciful way in which
the old Aryans slowy nmade ever-increasing deities and superhunan
bei ngs for thenselves out of all the forns and aspects of Nature;
or how their H ndu and Persian and Greek and Teut on descendants
peopled all earth, and air, and sky, and water, with good and
bad spirits and inagi nary powers. But, as we shall see |ater,

all these creatures grew out of one thing only--the Sun, and his
i nfl uence upon the earth. Aryan myths were no nore than poetic
fanci es about |ight and darkness, cloud and rain, night and day,
storm and w nd; and when they noved westward and sout hward, the
Aryan races brought these | egends with them and they were
shaped by degrees into the innunerable gods and denons of the

Hi ndus, the divs and jinns of the Persians, the great gods,

the minor deities, and nynphs, and fauns, and satyrs of Geek
nmyt hol ogy and poetry; the stormy divinities, the giants, and
trolls of the cold and rugged North; the dwarfs of the Gernan
forests; the elves who dance nerrily in the noonlight of an
Engl i sh sumrer; and the "good people" who play mnischievous tricks
upon stray peasants anongst the Irish hills. A nost all, indeed,
that we have of a | egendary kind comes to us fromour Aryan
forefathers; sonetines scarcely changed, sonetines so altered
that we have to puzzle out the links between the old and the new,
but all these nyths and traditions, and A d-world stories, when
we cone to know the meaning of them take us back to the tine
when the Aryan races dwelt together in the high lands of Centra
Asia, and they all nean the sane things--that is, the relation
bet ween the sun and the earth, the succession of night and day,
of winter and sumrer, of stormand calm of cloud and tenpest,
and gol den sunshine and bright blue sky. And this is the source
fromwhich we get our Fairy Stories; for underneath all of them
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there are the sane fanci ful neanings, only changed and altered
in the way of putting them by the |apse of ages of tinme, by the
circunmstances of different countries, and by the fancy of those
who kept the wonderful tales alive without knowi ng what they
nmeant .

When t he change happened that brought about all this, we do not
know. It was thousands of years ago that the Aryan peopl e began
their march out of their old country in md-Asia. But fromthe
remai ns of their |anguage and the |ikeness of their legends to
those anongst other nations, we do know that ages and ages ago
their country grew too snall for them so they were obliged to
nove away fromit. They could not go eastward, for the great
nount ai ns shut themin; they could not go northward, for the
great desert was too barren for their flocks and herds. So they
turned, sone of them southward into India and Persia, and sone
of them westward into Europe--at the time, perhaps, when the

| and of Europe stretched fromthe borders of Asia to our own

i sl ands, and when there was no sea between us and what i s now
the mai nl and. How they made their |ong and toil sone march we
know not. But, as Kingsley wites of such a novenent of an
ancient tribe, so we may fancy these old Aryans narchi ng
westward--"the tall, bare-linmbed nen, with stone axes on their
shoul ders and horn bows at their backs, with herds of grey
cattle, guarded by huge |op-eared mastiffs, with shaggy white
horses, heavy-horned sheep and sil ky goats, noving al ways
westward t hrough the boundl ess steppes, whither or why we know
not, but that the Al -Father had sent themforth. And behi nd us
[ he nakes them say] the rosy snow peaks died into ghastly grey,
| ower and | ower, as every evening cane; and before us the plains
spread infinite, with gleam ng salt-1akes, and ever-fresh tribes
of gaudy flowers. Behind us, dark: lines of |iving beings
streaned down the nountain slopes; around us, dark lines craw ed
al ong the plains--westward, westward ever. Wo could stand

agai nst us? W net the wild asses on the steppe, and tanmed t hem
and nmade them our slaves. W slew the bison herds, and swam
broad rivers on their skins. The Python snake | ay across our
pat h; the wolves and wild dogs snarled at us out of their
coverts; we slew them and went on. The forests rose in black
tangl ed barriers, we hewed our way through them and went on
Strange giant tribes nmet us, and eagl e-visaged hordes, fierce
and foolish; we snote them hip and thigh, and went on,

west -ward ever." And so, as they went on, straight towards the
west, or as they turned north and south, and thus overspread new
| ands, they brought with themtheir old ways of thought and
fornms of belief, and the stories in which these had taken form
and on these were built up the Gods and Heroes, and al
wonder -wor ki ng creatures and things, and the poetical fables and
fanci es which have conme down to us, and which still linger in
our custonms and our Fairy Tales bright and sunny and many
coloured in the warmregions of the south; sterner and w | der
and rougher in the north; nore honelike in the middle and
western countries; but always alike in their nain features, and
al ways havi ng the sanme neani ng when we conme to dig it out; and
these forns and this meaning being the sane in the |ands of the
Western Aryans as in those still peopled by the Aryans of the
East .

It would take a very great book to give many exanples of the

nmyt hs and stories which are alike in all the Aryan countri es;
but we may see by one instance what the |ikeness is; and it
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shall be a story which all will know when they read it.

Once upon a tine there was a H ndu Raj ah, who had an only
daughter, who was born with a gol den necklace. In this neckl ace
was her soul; and if the necklace were taken off and worn by
sonme one else, the Princess would die. On one of her birthdays
the Raj ah gave his daughter a pair of slippers with ornanents of
gol d and gens upon them The Princess went out upon a nountain
to pluck the flowers that grew there, and while she was stoopi ng
to pluck themone of her slippers cane off and fell down into a
forest below. A Prince, who was hunting in the forest, picked up
the lost slipper, and was so charnmed with it that he desired to
nmake its owner his wife. So he made his wi sh known everywhere,
but nobody canme to claimthe slipper, and the poor Prince grew
very sad. At |ast sone people fromthe Rajah's country heard of
it, and told the Prince where to find the Rajah's daughter; and
he went there, and asked for her as his wife, and they were
married. Sometine after, another wife of the Prince, being

j eal ous of the Rajah's daughter, stole her necklace, and put it
on her own neck, and then the Rajah's daughter died. But her
body did not decay, nor did her face lose its bloom and the
Prince went every day to see her, for he |loved her very nuch

al t hough she was dead. Then he found out the secret of the

neckl ace, and got it back again, and put it on his dead wife's
neck, and her soul was born again in her, and she cane back to
life, and they lived happy ever after.

This H ndu story of the lost slipper is met with again in a

| egend of the ancient Greeks, which tells that while a beautiful
woman, naned Rhodope--or the rosy-cheeked--was bathing, an eagle
pi cked up one of her slippers and flew away with it, and carried
it off to Egypt, and dropped it in the lap of the King of that
country, as he sat at Menphis on the judgnent-seat. The slipper
was so small and beautiful that the King fell in love with the
wearer of it, and had her sought for, and when she was found he
made her his wife. Another story of the sane kind. It is found
in many countries, in various forms, and is that of G nderella,
the poor negl ected mai den, whom her stepnother set to work in
the kitchen, while her sisters went to the grand balls and
feasts at the King's palace. You know how Cinderella's fairy
godnot her cane and dressed her |ike a princess, and sent her to
the ball; how the King's son fell in Iove with her; how she | ost
one of her slippers, which the Prince picked up; how he vowed
that he would marry the naiden who could fit on the | ost
slipper; how all the |ladies of the court tried to do it, and
failed, G nderella's sisters anpbngst them and how G nderella
hersel f put on the slipper, produced the fellowto it, was
married to the King's son, and lived happily with him

Now t he story of Cinderella helps us to find out the neaning of
our Fairy Tales; and takes us back straight to the far-off |and
where fairy | egends began, and to the people who nade them

Ci nderella, and Rhodope, and the H ndu Rajah's daughter, and the
like, are but different forns of the sanme ancient nyth. It is the
story of the Sun and the Dawn. Cinderella, grey and dark, and
dull, is all neglected when she is away fromthe Sun, obscured by
the envious O ouds her sisters, and by her stepnother the N ght.
So she is Aurora, the Dawn, and the fairy Prince is the Mrning
Sun, ever pursuing her, to claimher for his bride. This is the

Il egend as we find it in the ancient H ndu sacred books; and this
expl ains at once the source and the neaning of the Fairy Tale.
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Nor is it in the story of Cnderella alone that we trace the
ancient Hindu | egends. There is scarcely a tale of Geek or
Ronman nyt hol ogy, no | egend of Teutonic or Celtic or Scandi navi an
growt h, no great romance of what we call the middl e ages, no
fairy story taken down fromthe lips of ancient folk, and
dressed for us in nodern shape and tongue, that we do not find,
in some formor another, in these Eastern poens. The G eek gods
are there--Zeus, the Heaven-Father, and his wife Hera, "and
Phoebus Apollo the Sun-god, and Pall as At hene, who taught nen
wi sdom and useful arts, and Aphrodite the Queen of Beauty, and
Posei don the Ruler of the Sea, and Hephai stos the King of the
Fire, who taught nen to work in nmetals."[2] There, too, are

| egends which resenble those of O pheus and Eurydi ke, of Eros
and Psyche, of Jason and the Gol den Fl eece, of the | abours of
Her akl es, of Sigurd and Brynhilt, of Arthur and the Kni ghts of
the Round Table. There, too, in forns which can be traced with
ease, we have the stories of Fairyland--the gerns of the
Thousand and One Tal es of the Arabian N ghts, the narratives of
giants, and dwarfs, and enchanters; of nen and mai dens
transformed by nagic arts into beasts and birds; of riches

hi dden in the caves and bowels of the earth, and guarded by
trolls and gnones; of blessed | ands where all is bright and
sunny, and where there is neither work nor care. \Watever

i ndeed, is strange or fanciful, or takes us straight from our
grey, hard-working world into the sweet and peaceful country of
Once Upon a Tine, is to be found in these ancient H ndu books,
and is repeated, fromthe source whence they were drawn, in many
countries of the East and West; for the people whose traditions
the Vedas record were the forefathers of those who now dwell in
India, in Persia, in the border-lands, and in nost parts of
Europe. Yes; strange as it may seem all of us, who differ so
nmuch in | anguage, in |ooks in customs and ways of thought, in
all that nmarks out one nation fromanother--all of us have a
common origin and a comon ki ndred. Greek and Ronman, and Teuton
and Kelt and Sl av, ancient and nodern, all cane fromthe sane
stock. English and French, Spanish and Germans, Italians and
Russians, all unlike in outward show, are |inked together in
race; and not only with each other, but also claimkindred with

the people who now fill the fiery plains of India, and dwell on
the banks of her mighty rivers, and on the slopes of her great
nount ai n-chai ns, and who still recite the sacred books, and sing

the ancient hymms from which the nmythol ogy of the West is in
great part derived, whence our folk-lore comes, and which give
life and col our and neaning to our |egends of romance and our
Tal es of Fairyl and.

By taking a nunber of stories containing the same idea, but
related in different ages and in countries far away from each
other, we shall see how this |ikeness of popular tradition runs
through all of them and shows their conmon origin. So we will
go to the next chapter, and tell a few kindred tal es from East
and West, and South and North.

[1] Edward C odd, _The Chil dhood of Religions: Enbracing a
Simpl e Account of the Birth and Gowth of Myths and
Legends , p. 76-77. (1878)

[2] Kingsley's Heroes , preface, p. xv.
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CHAPTER 11 .
KI NDRED TALES FROM DI VERS LANDS: EROS AND PSYCHE.

Once upon a tine there lived a king and a queen, who had three
beauti ful daughters. The youngest of them who was called
Psyche, was the loveliest; she was so very beautiful that she
was thought to be a second Aphrodite, the Goddess of Beauty and
Love, and all who saw her worshipped her as if she were the
goddess; so that the tenples of Aphrodite were deserted and her
wor shi p negl ected, and Psyche was preferred to her; and as she
passed al ong the streets, or came into the tenples, the people
crowded round her, and scattered fl owers under her feet, and

of fered garlands to her. Now, when Aphrodite knew this she grew
very angry, and resolved to punish Psyche, so as to nmake her a
wonder and a shanme for ever. So Aphrodite sent for her son Eros,
the God of Love, and took himto the city where Psyche lived,
and showed the maiden to him and bade himafflict her with | ove
for a man who should be the nost w cked and nost mi serabl e of
manki nd, an outcast, a beggar, one who had done sone great
wong, and had fallen so low that no man in the whole world
could be so wetched. Eros agreed that he would do what his

not her wi shed; but this was only a pretence, for when he saw
Psyche he fell in love with her hinself, and nmade up his nind
that she should be his own wife. The first thing to do was to
get the naiden into his own care and to hide her fromthe
vengeance of Aphrodite. So he put it into the mnd of her father
to go to the shrine of Phoebus, at MIletus, and ask the god what
shoul d be done with Psyche. The king did so, and he was bi dden
by an oracle to dress Psyche as a bride, to take her to the brow
of a high nountain, and to | eave her there, and that after a
time a great nonster would cone and take her away and nake her
his wife. So Psyche was decked in bridal garnents, was taken to
a rock on the top of a nountain, and was left there as a
sacrifice to turn away the wath of Aphrodite. But Eros took
care that she cane to no harm He went to Zephyrus, the God of
the West Wnd, and told himto carry Psyche gently down into a
beautiful valley, and to lay her softly on the turf, am dst

| ovely flowers. So Zephyrus lulled Psyche to sleep, and then
carried her safely down, and laid her in the place where Eros
had bi dden him When Psyche awoke from sl eep she saw a thick
grove, with a crystal fountain in it, and close to the fountain
there was a stately palace, fit for the dwelling of a king or a
god. She went into the palace, and found it very wonderful. The
wal I s and ceilings were nade of cedar and ivory, there were

gol den colums hol ding up the roof, the floors were laid with
preci ous stones, so put together as to nmake pictures, and on the
wal l's were carvings in gold and silver of birds, and beasts, and
flowers, and all kinds of strange and beautiful things. And
there were also great treasure places full of gold, and silver,
and gens, in such great nmeasure that it seenmed as if all the
riches of the world were gathered there. But nowhere was there
any living creature to be seen; all the palace was enpty, and
Psyche was there alone. And while she went trenbling and fearing
t hrough the roons, and wondering whose all this might be, she
heard voices, as of invisible maidens, which told her that the
pal ace was for her, and that they who spoke, but whom she i ght
not see, were her servants. And the voices bade her go first to
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the bath, and then to a royal banquet which was prepared for
her. So Psyche, still wondering, went to the bath, and then to a
great and noble room where there was a royal seat, and upon
this she placed herself, and then unseen attendants put before
her all kinds of delicate food and wi ne; and while she ate and
drank there was a sound as of a great nunber of people singing
the nost charming nusic, and of one playing upon the |lyre; but
none of them could she see. Then night cane on, and all the
beauti ful palace grew dark, and Psyche laid herself down upon a
couch to sleep. Then a great terror fell upon her, for she heard
f oot st eps, which cane nearer and nearer, and she thought it was
t he nonster whose bride the oracle of Phoebus had destined her
to be. And the footsteps drew closer to her, and then an unseen
bei ng cane to her couch and | ay down beside her, and nade her
his wife; and he lay there until just before the break of day,
and then he departed, and it was still so dark that Psyche could
not see his form nor did he speak, so that she could not guess
fromhis voice what kind of creature it was to whomthe Fates
had wedded her. So Psyche lived for a | ong while, wandering
about her palace in the daytine, tended by her unseen guardi ans,
and every night her husband canme to her and stayed until
daybreak. Then she began to long to hear about her father and
not her, and to see her sisters, and she begged | eave of her
husband that these night cone to her for a tinme. To this Eros
agreed, and gave her leave to give her sisters rich gifts, but
war ned her that she must answer no questions they mght ask
about him and that she nust not listen to any advice they night
give her to find out who he was, or else a great mnisfortune
woul d happen to her. Then Zephyrus brought the sisters of Psyche
to her, and they stayed with her for alittle while, and were
very curious to know who her husband was, and what he was |ike.
But Psyche, m ndful of the commands of Eros, put themoff, first
with one story and then with another, and at |ast sent them
away, |oaded with jewels. Now Psyche's sisters were envious of
her, because such good fortune had not happened to thensel ves,
to have such a grand pal ace, and such store of wealth, and they
pl otted between thensel ves to nmake her discover her husband,
hoping to get sonme good for themselves out of it, and not caring
what happened to her. And it so fell out that they had their
way, for Psyche again getting tired of solitude, again begged of
her husband that her sisters mght cone to see her once nore, to
which, with nmuch sorrow, he consented, but warned her again that
if she spoke of him or sought to see him all her happiness
woul d vani sh, and that she would have to bear a life of msery.
But it was fated that Psyche shoul d di sobey her husband; and it
fell out in this way. Wen her sisters cane to her again they
guesti oned her about her husband, and persuaded her that she was
married to a nonster too terrible to be | ooked at, and they told
her that this was the reason why he never cane in the daytine,
and refused to let hinself be seen at night. Then they al so
persuaded her that she ought to put an end to the enchantnent by
killing the nonster; and for this purpose they gave her a sharp
knife, and they gave her also a lanp, so that while he was

asl eep she might ook at him so as to know where to strike.
Then, being | eft alone, poor Psyche's nmind was full of terror,
and she resolved to follow the advice of her sisters. So when
her husband was asl eep, she went and fetched the | anp, and

| ooked at himby its light; and then she saw that, instead of a
deadly nonster, it was Eros hinself, the God of Love, to whom
she was married. But while she was filled with awe and del i ght
at this discovery, the m sfortune happened which Eros had
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foretold. A drop of oil fromthe lanp fell upon the shoul der of
the god, and he sprang up fromthe couch, reproached Psyche for
her fatal curiosity, and vanished fromher sight; and then the
beauti ful pal ace vani shed al so, and Psyche found hersel f |ying
on the bare cold earth, weeping, deserted, and al one.

Then poor Psyche began a | ong and weary journey, to try to find
the husband she had | ost, but she could not, for he had gone to
his nother Aphrodite, to be cured of his wound; and Aphrodite,
finding out that Eros had fallen in love with Psyche, deternined
to punish her, and to prevent her fromfinding Eros. First
Psyche went to the god Pan, but he could not help her; then she
went to the goddess Deneter, the Earth-Mther, but she warned
her agai nst the vengeance of Aphrodite, and sent her away. And
the great goddess Hera did the sane; and at |ast, abandoned by
every one, Psyche went to Aphrodite herself, and the goddess,
who had caused great search to be nmade for her, now ordered her
to be beaten and tormented, and then ridicul ed her sorrows, and
taunted her with the loss of Eros, and set her to work at many
tasks that seened inpossible to be done. First the goddess took
a great heap of seeds of wheat, barley, nillet, poppy, lentils,
and beans, and nixed themall together, and then bade Psyche
separate theminto their different kinds by nightfall. Now there
were so many of themthat this was inpossible; but Eros, who
pitied Psyche, though she had | ost him sent a great nany ants,
who parted the seeds fromeach other and arranged themin their
proper heaps, so that by evening all that Aphrodite had
commanded was done. Then t he goddess was very angry, and fed
Psyche on bread and water, and next day she set Psyche another
task. This was to collect a quantity of golden wool fromthe
sheep of the goddess, creatures so fierce and wild that no
nortal could venture near them and escape with Iife. Then Psyche
thought herself | ost; but Pan cane to her help and bade her wait
until evening, when the gol den sheep would be at rest, and then
she might fromthe trees and shrubs collect all the wool she
needed. So Psyche fulfilled this task al so. But Aphrodite was
still unsatisfied. She now demanded a crystal urn, filled with
icy waters fromthe fountain of Gblivion. The fountain was

pl aced on the sumit of a great nountain; it issued froma
fissure in a lofty rock, too steep for any one to ascend, and
fromthence it fell into a narrow channel, deep, w nding, and
rugged, and guarded on each side by terrible dragons, which
never slept. And the rush of the waters, as they rolled al ong,
resenbl ed a human voice, always crying out to the adventurous
expl orer--"Beware! fly! or you perish!" Here Psyche thought her
sufferings at an end; sooner than face the dragons and clinb the
rugged rocks she nust die. But again Eros hel ped her, for he
sent the eagle of Zeus, the All-Father, and the eagle took the
crystal urn in his claws, flew past the dragons, settled on the
rock, and drew the water of the black fountain, and gave it
safely to Psyche, who carried it back and presented it to the

angry Aphrodite. But the goddess, still determ ned that Psyche
shoul d perish, set her another task, the hardest and nost
dangerous of all. "Take this box," she said, "go with it into

the infernal regions to Persephone, and ask her for a portion of
her beauty, that | nay adorn nyself with it for the supper of
the gods." Now on hearing this, poor Psyche knew that the
goddess neant to destroy her; so she went up to a lofty tower,
meani ng to throw herself down headl ong so that she m ght be
killed, and thus pass into the real mof Hades, never to return
But the tower was an enchanted place, and a voice fromit spoke
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to her and bade her be of good cheer, and told her what to do.
She was to go to a city of Achaia and find near it a nountain,
and in the nmountain she would see a gap, fromwhich a narrow
road led straight into the infernal regions. But the voice

war ned her of many things which nust be done on the journey, and
of others which nust be avoi ded. She was to take in each hand a
pi ece of barley bread, soaked in honey, and in her nouth she was
to put two pieces of noney. On entering the dreary path she
woul d meet an old man driving a | ane ass, |aden with wod, and
the old man woul d ask her for help, but she was to pass hi m by
in silence. Then she would cone to the bank of the black river,
over which the boatman Charon ferries the souls of the dead; and
from her nouth Charon nust take one piece of nobney, she saying
not a word. In crossing the river a dead hand woul d stretch
itself up to her, and a dead face, like that of her father,
woul d appear, and a voice would issue fromthe dead nman's nout h,
beggi ng for the other piece of noney, that he mght pay for his
passage, and get released fromthe doomof floating for ever in
the grimflood of Styx. But still she was to keep silence, and
to let the dead man cry out in vain; for all these, the voice
told her, were snares prepared by Aphrodite, to nmake her let go
the nmoney, and to let fall the pieces of bread. Then, at the
gate of the pal ace of Persephone she woul d neet the great

t hree- headed dog, Kerberos, who keeps watch there for ever, and
to him to quiet his terrible barking, she nust give one piece
of the bread, and pass on, still never speaking. So Kerberos
woul d all ow her to pass; but still another danger woul d await
her. Persephone woul d greet her kindly, and ask her to sit upon
soft cushions, and to eat of a fine banquet. But she nust refuse
both offers--sitting only on the ground, and eating only of the
bread of nortals, or else she nust remain for ever in the gl oony
regi ons below the earth. Psyche listened to this counsel, and
obeyed it. Everything happened as the voice had foretold. She
saw the old man with the overl aden ass, she permitted Charon to
take the piece of noney fromher |ips, she stopped her ears
against the cry of the dead man floating in the black river, she
gave the honey bread to Kerberos, and she refused the soft

cushi ons and the banquet offered to her by the gueen of the

i nfernal regions. Then Persephone gave her the precious beauty
demanded by Aphrodite, and shut it up in the box, and Psyche
came safely back into the light of day, giving to Kerberos, the
t hree- headed dog, the renmmining piece of honey bread, and to
Charon the remai ni ng pi ece of noney. But now she fell into a
great danger. The voice in the tower had warned her not to | ook
into the box; but she was tenpted by a strong desire, and so she
opened it, that she m ght see and use for herself the beauty of
the gods. But when she opened the box it was enpty, save of a
vapour of sleep, which seized upon Psyche, and nade her as if
she were dead. In this unhappy state, brought upon her by the
vengeance of Aphrodite, she would have been |ost for ever, but
Eros, heal ed of the wound caused by the burning oil, cane

hi nsel f to her help, roused her fromthe death-1ike sleep, and
put her in a place of safety. Then Eros flew up into the abode
of the gods, and besought Zeus to protect Psyche against his

not her Aphrodite; and Zeus, calling an assenbly of the gods,

sent Hermes to bring Psyche thither, and then he declared her
imortal, and she and Eros were wedded to each other; and there
was a great feast in Aynpus. And the sisters of Psyche, who had
striven to ruin her, were punished for their crines, for Eros
appeared to themone after the other in a dream and promi sed to
nmake each of themhis wife, in place of Psyche, and bade each
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throw herself fromthe great rock whence Psyche was carried into
the beautiful valley by Zephyrus; and both the sisters did as
the dreamtold them and they were dashed to pieces, and

peri shed mi serably.

Now this is the story of Eros and Psyche, as it is told by

Apul eius, in his book of _Metanorphoses , witten nearly two
thousand years ago. But the story was told ages before Apul eius
by people other than the G eeks, and in a | anguage whi ch exi sted
long before theirs. It is the tale of Urvasi and Pururavas, which
is to be found in one of the ol dest of the Vedas, or Sanskrit
sacred books, which contain the | egends of the Aryan race before
it broke up and went in great fragnents southward into India, and
westward into Persia and Europe. A translation of the story of
Urvasi and Pururavas is given by M. Max-Miller,[3] who al so
tells what the story nmeans, and this helps us to see the neaning
of the tale of Eros and Psyche, and of many other nyths which
occur anmong all the branches of the Aryan fanmly; anong the

Teut ons, the Scandi navians, and the Slavs, as well as anong the
Greeks. Urvasi, then, was an imortal being, a kind of fairy, who
fell in love with Pururavas, a hero and a king; and she married
him and lived with him on this condition--that she shoul d never
see himunl ess he was dressed in his royal robes. Now there was a
ewe, wWth two |lanbs, tied to the couch of Urvasi and Pururavas;
and the fairies--or Gandharvas, as the kinsfol k of Urvasi were
cal l ed--wi shed to get her back anongst them and so they stole
one of the lanbs. Then Urvasi reproached her husband, and said,
"They take away ny darling, as if | lived in a |land where there
is no hero and no man." The fairies stole the other |anb, and
Urvasi reproached her husband again, saying, "How can that be a

| and wi thout heroes or nen where | an®?" Then Pururavas hastened
to bring back the pet |anb; so eager was he that he stayed not

to clothe hinself, and so sprang up naked. Then the Gandharvas
sent a flash of lightning, and Urvasi saw her husband naked as

if by daylight; and then she cried out to her kinsfolk, "I cone
back," and she vani shed. And Pururavas, nade wetched by the

| oss of his |love, sought her everywhere, and once he was
permitted to see her, and when he saw her, he said he should die
if she did not conme back to him But Urvasi could not return

but she gave himleave to conme to her, on the last night of the
year, to the golden seats; and he stayed with her for that

night. And Urvasi said to him "The Gandharvas will to-norrow
grant thee a w sh; choose." He said; "Choose thou for ne." She
replied, "Say to them Let ne be one of you." And he said this,
and they taught himhow to nake the sacred fire, and he becane
one of them and dwelt with Urvasi for ever

Now this, we see, is |ike the story of Eros and Psyche; and M.
Max- Mul | er teaches us what it means. It is the story of the Sun
and the Dawn. Urvasi is the Dawn, which nust vani sh or di e when
it beholds the risen Sum and Pururavas is the Sun; and they are
united again at sunset, when the Sun dies away into night. So,
in the Greek nmyth, Eros is the dawning Sun, and when Psyche, the
Dawn, sees him he flies fromher, and it is only at nightfal
that they can be again united. In the sanme paper M. ©Mx-Miller
shows how this root idea of the Aryan race is found again in
anot her of the nost beautiful of G eek nyths or stories--that of
O pheus and Eurydike. In the Greek | egends the Dawn has many
nanes; one of themis Eurydi ke. The nane of her husband,

O pheus, cones straight fromthe Sanskrit: it is the same as

R bhu or Arbhu, which is a nanme of Indra, or the Sun, or which
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may be used for the rays of the Sun. The old story, then, says
our teacher, was this: "Eurydike (the Dawn) is bitten by a
serpent (the Night); she dies, and descends into the | ower

regi ons. O pheus follows her, and obtains fromthe gods that his
wi fe should follow him if he pronmised not to | ook back. O pheus
prom ses--ascends fromthe dark world bel ow, Eurydi ke is behind
himas he rises, but, drawn by doubt or by |ove, he |Iooks round;
the first ray of the Sun glances at the Dawn; and the Dawn fades
away. "

We have now seen that the Greek nyth is like a nuch ol der myth
exi sting anongst the Aryan race before it passed westward. W
have but to look to other collections of Aryan folk-lore to find
that in sone of its features the legend is conmon to all
branches of the Aryan famly. In our own fanmiliar story of
"Beauty and the Beast," for instance, we have the sane idea.
There are the three sisters, one of whomis chosen as the bride
of an enchanted nonster, who dwells in a beautiful palace. By
the arts of her sisters she is kept away fromhim and he is at
the point of death through his grief. Then she returns, and he
revives, and becones changed into a handsone Prince, and they
live happy ever after. One feature of these | egends is that

bei ngs closely united to each other--as closely, that is, as

the Sun and the Dawn--nmay not | ook upon each other without

m sfortune. This is illustrated in the charning Scandi navi an
story of "The Land East of the Sun and Wst of the Mon," which
is told in various fornms; the best of thembeing in M. Mrris's
beauti ful poemin "The Earthly Paradise," and in Dr. Dasent's
Norse Tales.[4] W shall abridge Dr. Dasent's version, telling
the story in our own way:

There was a poor peasant who had a |arge fam |y whom he coul d
scarcely keep; and there were several daughters anongst them
The | oveliest was the youngest daughter; who was very beauti f ul

i ndeed. One evening in autum, in bad weather, the fanly sat
round the fire; and there canme three taps at the w ndow. The
father went out to see who it was, and he found only a great
White Bear. And the White Bear said, "If you will give nme your
youngest daughter, | will nake you rich." So the peasant went in
and asked his daughter if she would be the wife of the Wite
Bear; and the daughter said "No." So the Wiite Bear went away,
but said he would conme back in a few days to see if the maiden
had changed her mind. Now her father and nother talked to her so
much about it, and seened so anxious to be well off, that the
nmai den agreed to be the wife of the Wite Bear: and when he cane
again, she said "Yes," and the Wite Bear told her to sit upon
hi s back, and hold by his shaggy coat, and away they went
together. After the nmmiden had ridden for a |long way, they cane
to a great hill, and the White Bear gave a knock on the hill
with his paw, and the hill opened, and they went in. Now inside
the hill there was a palace with fine roons, ornanented with
gold and silver, and all lighted up; and there was a table ready
| aid; and the White Bear gave the nmiden a silver bell, and told
her to ring it when she wanted anyt hing. And when the nai den had
eaten and drank, she went to bed, in a beautiful bed with silk
pillows and curtains, and gold fringe to them Then, in the
dark, a nman cane and | ay down beside her. This was the Wite
Bear, who was an Enchanted Prince, and who was able to put off
the shape of a beast at night, and to becone a nan agai n; but
bef ore daylight, he went away and turned once nore into a Wite
Bear, so that his wife could never see himin the human form
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Well, this went on for sone tine, and the wife of the Wite Bear
was very happy with her kind husband, in the beautiful palace he
had nade for her. Then she grew dull and mi serable for want of
conmpany, and she asked | eave to go hone for a little while to
see her father and nother, and her brothers and sisters. So the
White Bear took her honme again, but he told her that there was
one thing she nust not do; she nust not go into a roomw th her
not her alone, to talk to her, or a great misfortune would
happen. Wen the wife of the White Bear got honme, she found that
her famly lived in a grand house, and they were all very gl ad
to see her; and then her nother took her into a room by

t hensel ves, and asked about her husband. And the wi fe of the
White Bear forgot the warning, and told her nother that every
night a man canme and |ay down with her, and went away before
dayl i ght, and that she had never seen him and wanted to see
him very much. Then the nother said it mght be a Troll she
slept with; and that she ought to see what it was; and she gave
her daughter a piece of candle, and said, "Light this while he
is asleep, and ook at him but take care you don't drop the
tall ow upon him" So then the Wiite Bear cane to fetch his wife,
and they went back to the palace in the hill, and that night she
lit the candle, while her husband was asl eep, and then she saw
that he was a handsonme Prince, and she felt quite in love with
him and gave hima soft kiss. But just as she kissed himshe
et three drops of tallow fall upon his shirt, and he woke up
Then the Wiite Bear was very sorrowful, and said that he was
enchanted by a wicked fairy, and that if his wife had only
waited for a year before looking at him the enchantnent woul d
be broken, and he would be a man again al ways. But now that she
had given way to curiosity, he nmust go to a dreary castl e East
of the Sun and West of the Mon, and marry a witch Princess,
with a nose three ells long. And then he vani shed, and so did
his pal ace, and his poor wife found herself lying in the mddle
of a gl oony wood, and she was dressed in rags, and was very

wr et ched. But she did not stop to cry about her hard fate, for
she was a brave girl, and made up her nmind to go at once in
search of her husband. So she wal ked for days, and then she net
an old worman sitting on a hillside, and playing with a gol den
appl e; and she asked the old wonan the way to the Land East of
the Sun and West of the Moon. And the old woman |istened to her
story, and then she said, "I don't know where it is; but you can
go on and ask ny next neighbour. Ride there on ny horse, and
when you have done with him give hima pat under the left ear
and say, 'Go hone again;' and take this golden apple with you,
it may be useful." So she rode on for a | ong way, and then cane
to another old woman, who was playing with a gol den carding
conb; and she asked her the way to the Land East of the Sun and
West of the Mbon? But this old wonan couldn't tell her, and bade
her go on to another old wonan, a long way off. And she gave her
the gol den carding conmb, and lent her a horse just |ike the
first one. And the third old woman was playing with a gol den

spi nni ng wheel ; and she gave this to the wife of the Wite Bear
and | ent her another horse, and told her to ride on to the East
Wnd, and ask himthe way to the enchanted | and. Now after a
weary journey she got to the hone of the East Wnd, and he said
he had heard of the Enchanted Prince, and of the country East of
the Sun and West of the Moon, but he did not know where it was,
for he had never been so far. But, he said, "Get on ny back, and
we will go to ny brother the West Wnd; perhaps he knows." So
they sailed off to the West Wnd, and told himthe story, and he
took it quite kindly, but said he didn't know the way. But
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perhaps his brother the South Wnd m ght know, and they would go
to him So the Wite Bear's wife got on the back of the West

W nd, and he bl ew strai ght away to the dwelling-place of the
Sout h W nd, and asked hi mwhere to find the Land East of the Sun
and West of the Moon. But the South Wnd said that although he
had bl own pretty nearly everywhere, he had never blown there;

but he would take her to his brother the North Wnd, the ol dest,
and strongest, and w sest Wnd of all; and he would be sure to
know. Now the North Wnd was very cross at bei ng di sturbed, and
he used bad | anguage, and was quite rude and unpl easant. But he
was a kind Wnd after all, and when his brother the Wst W nd
told himthe story, he becane quite fatherly, and said he would
do what he could, for he knew the Land East of the Sun and West
of the Moon very well. But, he said, "It is a long way off; so
far off that once in ny life | blew an aspen | eaf there, and was
so tired with it that | couldn't blow or puff for ever so nmany
days after." So they rested that night, and next norning the
North Wnd puffed hinmself out, and got stout, and big, and
strong, ready for the journey; and the naiden got upon his back,
and away they went to the country East of the Sun and West of
the Moon. It was a terrible journey, high up in the air, in a
great storm and over the nountains and the sea, and before they
got to the end of it the North Wnd grew very tired, and
drooped, and nearly fell into the sea, and got so | ow down t hat
the crests of the waves washed over him But he blew as hard as
he could, and at | ast he put the mai den down on the shore, just
in front of the Enchanted Castle that stood in the Land East of
the Sun and West of the Mon; and there he had to stop and rest
many days before he becane strong enough to bl ow hone agai n.

Now t he wife of the Wiite Bear sat down before the castle, and
began to play with the gol den apple. And then the wi cked
Princess with the nose three ells | ong opened a wi ndow, and
asked if she would sell the apple? But she said "No;" she woul d
gi ve the golden apple for leave to spend the night in the

bed- chanmber of the Prince who lived there. So the Princess wth
the long nose said "Yes," and the wife of the Wite Bear was

all oned to pass the night in her husband's chanber. But a

sl eepi ng draught had been given to the Prince, and she coul d not
wake him though she wept greatly, and spent the whole night in
crying out to him and in the norning before he woke she was
driven away by the w cked Princess. Well, next day she sat and
pl ayed with the gol den carding conmb, and the Princess wanted
that too; and the same bargain was nmade; but again a sl eeping
draught was given to the Prince, and he slept all night, and

not hing coul d waken him and at the first peep of daylight the
wi cked Princess drove the poor wife out again. Now it was the
third day, and the wife of the Wiite Bear had only the gol den
spi nni ng-wheel left. So she sat and played with it, and the
Princess bought it on the same terns as before. But sone kind
folk who slept in the next roomto the Prince told himthat for
two nights a wonan had been in his chanber, weeping bitterly,
and crying out to himto wake and see her. So, being warned, the
Prince only pretended to drink the sleeping draught, and so when
his wife came into the roomthat night he was wi de awake, and
was rejoiced to see her; and they spent the whole night in
loving tal k. Now the next day was to be the Prince's wedding
day; but now that his lost wife had found him he hit upon a
plan to escape nmarrying the Princess with the | ong nose. So when
norni ng cane, he said he should like to see what his bride was
fit for? "Certainly," said the Wtch-nother and the Princess,
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both together. Then the Prince said he had a fine shirt, with
three drops of tallow upon it; and he would marry only the wonman
who coul d wash them out, for no other would be worth having. So
they laughed at this, for they thought it would be easily done.
And the Princess began, but the nore she rubbed, the worse the
tallow stuck to the shirt. And the old Wtch-nother tried; but
it got deeper and bl acker than ever. And all the Trolls in the
enchanted castle tried; but none of them could wash the shirt

clean. Then said the Prince, "Call in the |assie who sits
outside, and let her try." And she came in, and took the shirt,
and washed it quite clean and white, all in a nmnute. Then the

old Wtch-nother put herself into such a rage that she burst
into pieces, and so did the Princess with the |long nose, and so
did all the Trolls in the castle; and the Prince took his wfe
away with him and all the silver and gold, and a nunber of
Christian peopl e who had been enchanted by the witch; and away
they went for ever fromthe dreary Land East of the Sun and West
of the Mbon.

In the story of "The Soaring Lark," in the collection of Gernan
popul ar tales made by the brothers Gimm we have anot her
version of the sane idea; and here, as in Eros and Psyche, and
in the Land East of the Sun and West of the Mwon, it is the
woman to whose fault the misfortunes are |aid, and upon whom
falls the long and weary task of search. The story told in
brief, is this. A nmerchant went on a journey, and pronmised to
bring back for his three daughters whatever they w shed. The

el dest asked for dianonds, the second for pearls, and the
youngest, who was her father's favourite, for a singing, soaring
lark. As the merchant cane hone, he passed through a great
forest, and on the top bough of a tall tree he found a lark, and
tried to take it. Then a Lion sprang from behind the tree, and
said the lark was his, and that he would eat up the nerchant for
trying to steal it. The nerchant told the Lion why he wanted the
bird, and then the Lion said that he would give himthe lark

and I et himgo, on one condition, nanmely, that he should give to
the Lion the first thing or person that met himon his return
Now t he first person who net the merchant when he got hone was
hi s youngest daughter, and the poor nerchant told her the story,
and wept very nuch, and said that she should not go into the
forest. But the daughter said, "Wat you have proni sed you nust
do;" and so she went into the forest, to find the Lion. The Lion
was an Enchanted Prince, and all his servants were al so turned
into lions; and so they remmined all day; but at night they all
changed back again into men. Now when the Lion Prince saw the
nmerchant's daughter, he fell in love with her, and took her to a
fine castle, and at night, when he becane a man, they were
married, and lived very happily, and in great splendour. One day
the Prince said to his wife, "To-norrow your el dest sister is to
be married; if you would like to be there, nmy lions shall go
with you." So she went, and the lions with her, and there were
great rejoicings in her father's house, because they were afraid
that she had been torn to pieces in the forest; and after
staying some time, she went back to her husband. After a while,
the Prince said to his wife, "To-norrow your second sister is
going to be nmarried," and she replied, "This tinme | will not go
al one, for you shall go with ne." Then he told her how dangerous
that would be, for if a single ray froma burning light fell
upon him he would be changed into a Dove, and in that form
woul d have to fly about for seven years. But the Princess very
nmuch wanted himto go, and in order to protect himfromthe
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light, she had a roombuilt with thick walls, so that no |ight
could get through, and there he was to sit while the brida
candl es were burning. But by sone accident, the door of the room
was made of new wood, which split, and nmade a little chink, and
through this chink one ray of light fromthe torches of the
bridal procession fell like a hair upon the Prince, and he was
instantly changed in form and when his wife came to tell him
that all danger was over, she found only a Wite Dove, who said
very sadly to her--

"For seven years | mnust fly about in the world, but at every
seventh mle | will let fall a white feather and a drop of red
bl ood, which will show you the way, and if you followit, you
may save ne."

Then the Wiite Dove fl ew out of the door, and the Princess
followed it, and at every seventh mle the Dove let fall a white
feather and a drop of red blood; and so, guided by the feathers
and the drops of blood, she followed the Dove, until the seven
years had al nost passed, and she began to hope that the Prince's
enchant ment woul d be at an end. But one day there was no white
feather to be seen, nor any drop of red bl ood, and the Dove had
flown quite away. Then the poor Princess thought, "No man can
hel p me now," and so she nounted up to the Sun, and said, "Thou
shinest into every chasm and over every peak; hast thou seen a
White Dove on the w ng?"

“No," answered the Sun. "I have not seen one; but take this
casket, and open it when you are in need of help."

She took the casket, and thanked the Sun. Wen eveni ng canme, she
asked t he Moon- -

"Hast thou seen a Wiite Dove? for thou shinest all night |ong
over every field and through every wood."

“"No," said the Moon, "I have not seen a Wiite Dove; but here is
an egg--break it when you are in great trouble."”

She thanked the Mbon, and took the egg; and then the North W nd
came by; and she said to the North W nd:

"Hast thou not seen a White Dove? for thou passest through al
the boughs, and shakest every |eaf under heaven."

“"No," said the North Wnd, "I have not seen one; but | wll ask
nmy brothers, the East Wnd, and the West Wnd, and the South
W nd."

So he asked themall three; and the East Wnd and the West W nd
said, "No, they had not seen the Wite Dove;" but the South Wnd
sai d- -

"l have seen the White Dove; he has flown to the Red Sea, and
has agai n been changed into a Lion, for the seven years are up
and the Lion stands there in conbat with an Enchanted Pri ncess,
who is in the formof a great Caterpillar."

Then the North W nd knew what to do; and he said to the
Princess- -
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"Go to the Red Sea; on the right-hand shore there are great
reeds, count them and cut off the eleventh reed, and beat the
Caterpillar with it. Then the Caterpillar and the Lion will take
their human forns. Then look for the Giffin which sits on the
Red Sea, and leap upon its back with the Prince, and the Giffin

will carry you safely honme. Here is a nut; let it fall when you
are in the mdst of the sea, and a large nut-tree will grow out
of the water, and the Giffin will rest upon it."

So the Princess went to the Red Sea, and counted the reeds, and
cut off the eleventh reed, and beat the Caterpillar with it, and
then the Lion conquered in the fight, and both of themtook
their human forns again. But the Enchanted Princess was too
qui ck for the poor wife, for she instantly seized the Prince and
sprang upon the back of the Giffin, and away they flew, quite
out of sight. Now the poor deserted wi fe sat down on the

desol ate shore, and cried bitterly; and then she said, "So far
as the wind blows, and so long as the cock crows, will | search
for nmy husband, till | find him" and so she travelled on and
on, until one day she cane to the pal ace whither the Enchanted
Princess had carried the Prince; and there was great feasting
going on, and they told her that the Prince and Princess were
about to be married. Then she remenbered what the Sun had sai d,
and took out the casket and opened it, and there was the nost
beautiful dress in all the world; as brilliant as the Sun
hinsel f. So she put it on, and went into the pal ace, and
everybody adnmired the dress, and the Enchanted Princess asked if
she would sell it?

"Not for gold or silver," she said, "but for flesh and bl ood."
"What do you nean?" the Princess asked.

"Let me sleep for one night in the bridegroonis chanber," the
wi fe said. So the Enchanted Princess agreed, but she gave the
Prince a sl eeping draught, so that he could not hear his wife's
cries; and in the norning she was driven out, w thout a word
fromhim for he slept so soundly that all she said seened to
himonly like the rushing of the wind through the fir-trees.

Then the poor wi fe sat down and wept again, until she thought of
the egg the Mon had given her; and when she took the egg and
broke it, there cane out of it a hen with twelve chi ckens, al

of gold, and the chickens pecked quite prettily, and then ran
under the wings of the hen for shelter. Presently, the Enchanted
Pri ncess | ooked out of the wi ndow, and saw the hen and the

chi ckens, and asked if they were for sale. "Not for gold or
silver, but for flesh and bl ood," was the answer she got; and
then the wife nade the same bargain as before--that she should
spend the night in the bridegroom s chanber. Now this night the
Prince was warned by his servant, and so he poured away the

sl eepi ng draught instead of drinking it; and when his w fe cane,
and told her sorrowful story, he knew her, and said, "Now | am
saved; " and then they both went as quickly as possible, and set
thensel ves upon the Giffin, who carried themover the Red Sea;
and when they got to the niddle of the sea, the Princess |et
fall the nut which the North Wnd had given to her, and a great
nut-tree grew up at once, on which the Giffin rested; and then
it went straight to their home, where they |lived happy ever
after.
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One nore story of the same kind nust be told, for three reasons:
because it is very good reading, because it brings together

vari ous | egends, and because it shows that these were conmnon to
Celtic as well as to H ndu, G eek, Teutonic, and Scandi navi an
peoples. It is called "The Battle of the Birds," and is given at

full Iength, and in several different versions, in Canpbell's
"Popul ar Tales of the West Highlands."[5] To bring it within our
space we nust tell it in our own way.

Once upon a tine every bird and other creature gathered to
battle. The son of the King of Tethertoun went to see the
battle, but it was over before he got there, all but one fight,
between a great Raven and a Snake; and the Snake was getting the
victory. The King's son hel ped the Raven, and cut off the
Snake's head. The Raven thanked himfor his kindness and said,
"Now | will give thee a sight; conme up on ny wings;" and then
the Raven flew with himover seven nountains, and seven gl ens,
and seven noors, and that night the King's son | odged in the
house of the Raven's sisters; and promised to neet the Raven
next norning in the sanme place. This went on for three nights
and days, and on the third norning, instead of a raven, there
nmet hima handsone | ad, who gave hima bundle, and told him not
to look intoit, until he was in the place where he woul d nost
wish to dwell. But the King's son did look into the bundle, and
then he found hinself in a great castle with fine grounds about
it, and he was very sorry, because he wi shed the castle had been
near his father's house, but he could not put it back into the
bundl e again. Then a great Gant met him and offered to put the
castle back into a bundle for a reward, and this was to be the
Prince's son, when the son was seven years old. So the Prince
prom sed, and the G ant put everything back into the bundle, and
the Prince went home with it to his father's house. Wen he got
there he opened the bundle, and out canme the castle and all the
rest, just as before, and at the castle door stood a beautiful
nmai den who asked himto marry her, and they were married, and
had a son. Wen the seven years were up, the G ant cane to ask
for the boy, and then the King's son (who had now beconme a king
hinself) told his wife about his pronise. "Leave that to ne and
the Gant," said the Queen. So she dressed the cook's son (who
was the right age) in fine clothes, and gave himto the G ant;
but the G ant gave the boy a rod, and asked him "If thy father
had that rod, what would he do with it?" "He woul d beat the dogs
if they went near the King's neat," said the boy. Then Said the
G ant, "Thou art the cook's son,” and he killed him Then the

G ant went back, very angry, and the Queen gave himthe butler's
son; and the G ant gave himthe rod, and asked himthe sane
question, "My father would beat the dogs if they came near the
King's gl asses," said the boy. "Thou art the butler's son," said
the Gant; and he killed him Now the G ant went back the third
time, and made a dreadful noise. "Qut here _thy son," he said,
"or the stone that is highest in thy dwelling shall be the

| owest." So they gave himthe King's son, and the G ant took him
to his own house, and he stayed there a long while. One day the
youth heard sweet nmusic at the top of the G ant's house, and he
saw a sweet face. It was the G ant's youngest daughter; and she
said to him "My father wants you to narry one of ny sisters,
and he wants nme to marry the King of the Green City, but | wll
not. So when he asks, say thou wilt take nme." Next day the G ant
gave the King's son choice of his two el dest daughters; but the
Prince said, "Gve ne this pretty little one?" and then the

G ant was angry, and said that before he had her he nust do
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three things. The first of these was to clean out a byre or
cattle place, where there was the dung of a hundred cattle, and
it had not been cleaned for seven years. He tried to do it, and
worked till noon, but the filth was as bad as ever. Then the

G ant's youngest daughter canme, and bid himsleep, and she

cl eaned out the stable, so that a gol den apple would run from
end to end of it. Next day the Gant set himto thatch the byre
with birds' down, and he had to go out on the noors to catch the
birds; but at m dday, he had caught only two bl ackbirds, and
then the G ant's youngest daughter cane again, and bid him

sl eep, and then she caught the birds, and thatched the byre with
the feathers before sundown. The third day the G ant set him
another task. In the forest there was a fir-tree, and at the top
was a magpie's nest, and in the nest were five eggs, and he was
to bring these five eggs to the G ant without breaking one of
them Now the tree was very tall; fromthe ground to the first
branch it was five hundred feet, so that the King's son could
not clinmb up it. Then the G ant's youngest daughter cane again,
and she put her fingers one after the other into the tree, and
nmade a | adder for the King's son to clinb up by. Wen he was at
the nest at the very top, she said, "Make haste now with the
eggs, for ny father's breath is burning ny back;" and she was in
such a hurry that she left her little finger sticking in the top
of the tree. Then she told the King's son that the G ant would
nmake all his daughters | ook alike, and dress themalike, and
that when the choosing tinme cane he was to | ook at their hands,
and take the one that had not a little finger on one hand. So it
happened, and the King's son chose the youngest daughter,
because she put out her hand to guide him

Then they were married, and there was a great feast, and they
went to their chanber. The G ant's daughter said to her husband,
"Sleep not, or thou diest; we nust fly quick, or nmy father wll
kill thee." So first she cut an apple into nine pieces, and put
two pieces at the head of the bed, and two at the foot, and two
at the door of the kitchen, and two at the great door, and one
out side the house. And then she and her husband went to the
stabl e, and nounted the fine grey filly, and rode off as fast as
they could. Presently the Gant called out, "Are you asl eep
yet?" and the apple at the head of the bed said, "W are not

asl eep." Then he called again, and the apple at the foot of the
bed said the sane thing; and then he asked agai n and agai n,

until the apple outside the house door answered; and then he
knew that a trick had been played on him and ran to the bedroom
and found it enpty. And then he pursued the runaways as fast as
possi bl e. Now at day-break--"at the nouth of day," the story-
teller says--the G ant's daughter said to her husband, "My
father's breath is burning nmy back; put thy hand into the ear of
the grey filly, and whatever thou findest, throw it behind
thee." "There is a twig of sloe-tree," he said. "Throw it behind
thee," said she; and he did so, and twenty niles of black-thorn
wood grew out of it, so thick that a weasel could not get
through. But the Gant cut through it with his big axe and his
wood- kni fe, and went after themagain. At the heat of day the

G ant's daughter said again, "My father's breath is burning ny
back;" and then her husband put his finger in the filly's ear,
and took out a piece of grey stone, and threw it behind him and
there grew up directly a great rock twenty niles broad and
twenty niles high. Then the G ant got his mattock and his |ever
and made a way through the rocks, and cane after them again. Now
it was near sunset, and once nore the G ant's daughter felt her

file://NN}/mythology/fairies/22.txt (26 of 64) [02/13/2004 11:25:26 AM]



file:///l|/mythology/fairies/22.txt

father's breath burning her back. So, for the third time, her
husband put his hand into the filly's ear, and took out a

bl adder of water, and he threw it behind him and there was a
fresh-water |loch, twenty mles long and twenty niles broad; and
the G ant cane on so fast that he ran into the mddle of the

| och and was drowned.

Here is clearly a Sun-nyth, which is like those of ancient Hi ndu
and Greek legend: the blue-grey Filly is the Dawn, on which the
new day, the mmi den and her |over, speed away. The great G ant,
whose breath burns the maiden's back, is the norning Sun, whose
progress is stopped by the thick shade of the trees. Then he

ri ses higher, and at nidday he breaks through the forest, and
soars above the rocky nountains. At evening, still powerful in
speed and heat, he cones to the great |ake, plunges into it, and
sets, and those whom he pursues escape. This ending is repeated
in one of the oldest H ndu nythical stories, that of Bheki, the
Frog Princess, who lives with her husband on condition that he
never shows her a drop of water. One day he forgets, and she

di sappears: that is, the sun sets or dies on the water--a

fanci ful idea which takes us straight as an arrow to Aryan

nmyt hs.

Now, however, we nust conplete the Gaelic story, which here
becones |i ke the Soaring Lark, and the Land East of the Sun and
West of the Mbon, and ot her Teutonic and Scandi navi an tal es.

After the G ant's daughter and her husband had got free fromthe
G ant, she bade himgo to his father's house, and tell them
about her; but he was not to suffer anything to kiss him or he
woul d forget her altogether. So he told everybody they were not
to kiss him but an old greyhound | eapt up at him and touched
his nouth, and then he forgot all about the G ant's daughter,
just as if she had never lived. Now when the King's son |eft

her, the poor forgotten wife sat beside a well, and when ni ght
came she clinbed into an oak-tree, and sl ept anobngst the
branches. There was a shoemaker who |ived near the well, and
next day he sent his wife to fetch water, and as she drew it she
saw what she fancied to be her own reflection in the water, but
it was really the likeness of the nmaiden in the tree above it.
The shoenmaker's wi fe, however, thinking it was her own, inmagined
herself to be very handsone, and so she went back and told the
shoemaker that she was too beautiful to be his thrall, or slave,
any |l onger, and so she went off. The sanme thing happened to the
shoenmaker's daughter; and she went off too. Then the man hinsel f
went to the well, and saw the nmaiden in the tree, and understood
it all, and asked her to cone down and stay at his house, and to
be his daughter. So she went with him After a while there cane
three gentlenmen fromthe King's Court, and each of them wanted
to marry her; and she agreed with each of themprivately, on
condi tion that each should give a sum of noney for a wedding
gift. Well, they agreed to this, each unknown to the other; and
she marri ed one of them but when he cane and had paid the
noney, she gave hima cup of water to hold, and there he had to
stand, all night long, unable to nove or to let go the cup of
water, and in the norning he went away ashaned, but said nothing
to his friends. Next night it was the turn of the second; and
she told himto see that the door-latch was fastened; and when
he touched the latch he could not let it go, and had to stand
there all night holding it; and so he went away, and said
not hi ng. The next night the third cane, and when he stepped upon

file://N}/mythology/fairies/22.txt (27 of 64) [02/13/2004 11:25:26 AM]



file:///l|/mythology/fairies/22.txt

the floor, one foot stuck so fast that he could not draw it out
until norning; and then he did the sane as the others--went off
quite cast down. And then the nmi den gave all the noney to the
shoemaker for his kindness to her. This is like the story of
"The Master Maid," in Dr. Dasent's collection of "Tales fromthe
Norse." But there is the end of it to cone. The shoenaker had to
finish sone shoes because the young King was going to be
married; and the nmiden said she should |ike to see the King
before he married. So the shoenaker took her to the King's
castle; and then she went into the weddi ng-room and because of
her beauty they filled a vessel of wine for her. Wen she was
going to drink it, there cane a flane out of the glass, and out
of the flane there canme a silver pigeon and a gol den pi geon; and
just then three grains of barley fell upon the floor, and the
silver pigeon ate themup. Then the golden one said, "If thou
hadst m nd when | cl eaned the byre, thou woul dst not eat that

wi thout giving ne a share." Then three nore grains fell, and the
silver pigeon ate them al so. Then said the gol den pigeon, "If
thou hadst nmind when | thatched the byre, thou woul dst not eat
that without giving me a share." Then three other grains fell,
and the silver pigeon ate themup. And the gol den pigeon said,
"I'f thou hadst mind when | harried the magpie's nest, thou

woul dst not eat that without giving nme ny share. | lost ny
little finger bringing it down, and | want it still." Then
suddenly, the King's son renmenbered, and knew who it was, and
sprang to her and kissed her fromhand to nouth; and the priest
came, and they were married.

These stories will be enough to show how t he sane idea repeats
itself in different ways anong various peopl es who have cone
fromthe sane stock: for the ancient H ndu | egend of Urvasi and
Pururavas, the Geek fable of Eros and Psyche, the Norse story
of the Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon, the Teutonic
story of the Soaring Lark, and the Celtic story of the Battle of
the Birds, are all one and the sanme in their general character,
their origin, and their nmeaning; and in all these respects they
resenbl e the story which we know so well in English--that of
Beauty and the Beast. The sanme kind of |ikeness has al ready been
shown in the story of Cinderella, and in those which resenble it
in the older Aryan legends and in the later stories of the
Greeks. |If space all owed, such conparisons might be carried nuch
further; indeed, there is no fanous fairy tale known to children
i n our day which has not proceeded fromour Aryan forefathers,

t housands of years ago, and which is not repeated in Hindu,

Persi an, Greek, Teutonic, Scandi navian, and Celtic folk-lore

the stories being always the sanme in their |eading idea, and yet
always so different in their details as to show that the
story-tellers have not copied fromeach other, but that they are
repeating, in their own way, |egends and fanci es which existed

t housands of years ago, before the Aryan people broke up from
their old honmes, and went southward and westward, and spread

t hensel ves over India and throughout Europe.

Now there is a curious little German story, called "The Wl f and
the Seven Little Kids," which is told in Gimis collection, and
whi ch shows at once the connection between Teutonic fol k-1ore,
and Greek nythol ogy, and Aryan | egend. There was an ol d Goat who
had seven young ones, and when she went into the forest for

wood, she warned them against the Wlf; if he canme, they were
not to open the door to himon any account. Presently the Wl f
cane, and knocked, and asked to be let in; but the little Kids
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said, "No, you have a gruff voice; you are a wlf." So the Wl f
went and bought a | arge piece of chalk, and ate it up, and by
this means he made his voice snopoth; and then he cane back to
the cottage, and knocked, and again asked to be let in. The
little Kids, however, saw his black paws, and they said, "No,
your feet are black; you are a wolf." Then the WIf went to a
baker, and got himto powder his feet with flour; and when the
little Kids saw his white feet, they thought it was their

nother, and let himin. Then the little Kids were very nuch
frightened, and ran and hid thensel ves. The first got under the
tabl e, the second into the bed, the third into the cupboard, the
fourth into the kitchen, the fifth into the oven, the sixth into
t he wash-tub, and the seventh into the cl ock-case. The w cked
Wl f, however, found all of themout, and ate them up, excepting
the one in the cl ock-case, where he did not think of | ooking.
And when the greedy nonster had finished his neal, he went into
the nmeadow, and |ay down and slept. Just at this tine the old
Goat came hone, and began crying for her children; but the only
one who answered was the youngest, who said, "Here | am dear
not her, in the clock-case;" and then he cane out and told her

all about it. Presently the Goat went out into the meadow, and
there lay the Wl f, snoring quite |oud; and she thought she saw
something stirring in his body. So she ran back, and fetched a
pair of scissors and a needle and thread, and then she cut open
the nonster's hairy coat, and out junped first one little kid,
and then another, until all the six stood round her, for the
greedy WIf was in such a hurry that he had swal | owed t hem whol e.
Then the Goat and the little Kids brought a nunber of stones,
and put theminto the WIf's stomach, and sewed up the place
again. \When the WIf woke up, he felt very thirsty, and ran off
to the brook to drink, and the heavy stones overbal anced him

so that he fell into the brook, and was drowned. And then the
seven little Kids danced round their nother, singing joyfully,
"The wolf is dead! the wolf is dead!"™ Now this story is nothing
but another version of an old G eek | egend which tells how
Kronos (Tine), an ancient god, devoured his children while they
were quite young; and Kronos was the son of Quranos, which neans
t he heavens; and Quranos is a nane which cones fromthat of
Varuna, a god of the sky in the old sacred books, or Vedas, of
the Hi ndus; and the nmeaning of the legend is that N ght swall ows
up or devours the days of the week, all but the youngest, which
still exists, because, like the little kid in the Gernman tal e,

it is in the clock-case.

Again, in the Vedas we have nany accounts of the fights of
Indra, the sun-god, with dragons and nonsters, which nean the
dar k- cl ouds, the tenpest thunder-bearing clouds, which were
supposed to have stolen the heavenly cows, or the |ight,

pl easant, rain-bearing clouds, and to have shut themup in

gl ooy caverns. Fromthis source we have an infinite nunber of
Greek and Teutonic, and Scandi navi an, and ot her | egends. One of
these is the story of Pol yphenos, the great one-eyed giant, or
Kykl ops, whom Odysseus blinded. Pol yphenos is the stormcloud,
and Qdysseus stands for the sun. The stormcloud threatens the
mariners; the lightnings dart fromthe spot which seens |ike an
eye in the darkness; he hides the blue heavens and the soft
white clouds--the cows of the sky, or the white-fleeced fl ocks
of heaven. Then cones (Odysseus, the sun-god, the hero, and
sntes himblind, and chases hi maway, and di sperses the

threat ening and the danger, and brings light, and peace, and
cal m agai n.

file://N}/mythology/fairies/22.txt (29 of 64) [02/13/2004 11:25:26 AM]



file:///l|/mythology/fairies/22.txt

Now t his | egend of Pol yphenpos is to be found everywhere; in the
ol dest Hi ndu books, in Teutonic, and Norse, and Sl av stories;
and everywhere al so the great giant, stormnmy, angry, and
one-eyed, is always very stupid, and is al ways overthrown or
outwitted by the hero, Odysseus, when he is shut up in the
cavern of Pol yphenos, cheats the nonster by tying hinself under
the belly of the largest and ol dest ram and so passes out while
the blind giant feels the fleece, and thinks that all is safe.
Al nost exactly the same trick is told in an old Gaelic story,
that of Conall Cra Bhuidhe.[6] A great Gant with only one eye
sei zed upon Conall, who was hunting on the Gant's |ands. Conal
hinself is made to tell the story:

"I hear a great clattering coning, and what was there but a
great G ant and his dozen of goats with him and a buck at their
head. And when the G ant had tied the goats, he canme up, and he
said to me, "Hao O Conall, it's long since nmy knife is rusting
in my pouch waiting for thy tender flesh.' "Cch!' said |, "'it's
not nuch thou wilt be bettered by ne, though thou shoul dst tear
me asunder; | will nake but one neal for thee. But | see that
thou art one-eyed. | ama good |l eech, and | will give thee the
sight of the other eye.' The G ant went and he drew t he great
caldron on the site of the fire. | was telling himhow he should
heat the water, so that | should give its sight to the other
eye. | got leather and I nade a rubber of it, and I set him
upright in the caldron. | began at the eye that was well, till |
left themas bad as each other. Wen he saw that he coul d not
see a glinpse, and when | nyself said to himthat | woul d get
out in spite of him he gave that spring out of the water, and
he stood in the mouth of the cave, and he said that he would
have revenge for the sight of his eye. | had but to stay there
crouched the length of the night, holding in nmy breath in such a
way that he might not feel where | was. When he felt the birds
calling in the norning, and knew that the day was, he said, 'Art

thou sl eepi ng? Awake, and let out ny lot of goats!' | killed the
buck. He cried, 'l will not believe that thou art not killing ny
buck.' 'l amnot,' | said, 'but the ropes are so tight that |
take long to loose them' | |et out one of the goats, and he was
caressing her, and he said to her, 'There thou art, thou shaggy
hairy white goat; and thou seest nme, but | see thee not.' | was

letting themout, by way of one by one, as | flayed the buck,
and before the last one was out | had himflayed, bag-w se. Then
| went and put ny legs in the place of his legs, and ny hands in
the place of his fore-legs, and ny head in the place of his
head, and the horns on top of ny head, so that the brute m ght
think it was the buck. | went out. Wien | was going out the
Gant laid his hand on ne, and said, 'There thou art, thou
pretty buck; thou seest nme, but | see thee not.' Wen | nyself
got out, and | saw the world about ne, surely joy was on ne.
When | was out and had shaken the skin off ne, | said to the
brute, 'l amout now, in spite of thee!'"

It was a blind fiddler, in Islay, who told the story of Conall
as it had been handed down by tradition fromgeneration to
generation; just as thousands of years before the story of
Qdysseus and Pol yphenos was told by Greek bards to wondering
vil | agers.

Here we nust stop; for volunes would not contain all that m ght
be said of the Iikeness of legend to legend in all the branches
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of the Aryan family, or of the neaning of these stories, and of
the |l essons they teach--1essons of history, and religious
belief, and custons, and norals and ways of thought, and poetic
fancies, and of well-nigh all things, heavenly and human- -
stretching back to the very spring and cradl e of our race,

ol der than the ol dest witings, and yet so ever fresh and
new t hat while great scholars ponder over themfor their deep
nmeaning, little children in the nursery or by the fire-side in
winter listen to themwth delight for their wonder and their
beauty. Else, if there were tinme and space we mght tell the
story of Jason, and show how it springs fromthe changes of day
and night, and how the hero, in his good ship Argo, our nother
Earth, searches for and bears away in triunph the Gol den Fl eece,
the beans of the radiant sun. O we might fly with Perseus on
his weary, endless journey--the |ight pursuing and scattering
the darkness; the glittering hero, borne by the nystic sandals
of Hermes, bearing the sword of the sunlight, piercing the
twilight or gloanming in the land of the nystic Graiae; slaying
Medusa, the solem star-lit night; destroying the dark dragon
and setting free Androneda t he dawn-nmai den; and doi ng many
wonders nmore. O in Hermes we night trace out the Master Thief
of Teutonic, and Scandi navi an, and Hi ndu | egends; or in

Her akl es, the type of the heroes who are god-like in their
strength, yet who do the bidding of others, and who suffer toi
and wong, and die glorious deaths, and | eave great nanes for
men to wonder at: heroes such as Odysseus, and Theseus, and
Phoebus, and Achilles, and Sigurd, and Arthur, and all of whom
represent, in one formor another, the great nystery of Nature,
and the conflict of |light and darkness; and so, if we look to
their deeper neaning, the constant triunph of good over evil,
and of right over wong.

[3] _Oxford Essays:_ "Conparative Mthol ogy," p. 69.
[4] _Popular Tales fromthe Norse , by George Wbbe Dasent, D.C. L.

[6] _Popular Titles of the Wst Highlands . Orally coll ected,
with a Translation by J. F. Canpbell. Edi nburgh: Ednonton
and Dougl as. 4 vols.

[6] Canpbell's _Popular Tales of the Wst H ghlands , i. 112.

CHAPTER 11 1.
DWELLERS I N FAI RYLAND: STORI ES FROM THE EAST.

We have said sonething about the people and the countries which
gave birth to our Fairy Stories, and about the neani ng of such
tal es generally when they were first thought of. Then they were
clearly understood, and those who told them and heard t hem knew
what they neant; but, as time went on, and as the Aryan race
becane scattered in various countries, the old stories changed a
great deal, and their nmeaning was | ost, and all kinds of wld

| egends, and strange fables and fanciful tales, were nade out of
them The earliest stories were about clouds, and wi nds, and the
sun, and the waters, and the earth, which were turned into CGods
and ot her beings of a heavenly kind. By degrees, as the first
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nmeani ngs of the | egends were |ost, these beings gave place to a
nmul titude of others: sone of them beautiful, and good, and kind
and friendly to mankind; and sone of themterrible, and bad, and
mal i gnant, and always trying to do harm and there were so nany
of both kinds that all the world was supposed to be full of

them There were Spirits of the water, and the air, and the
earth, forest and nountain denpns, creatures who dwelt in
darkness and in fire, and others who lived in the sunshine, or

| oved to come out only in the noonlight. There were sone,

agai n--Dwarfs, and other creatures of that kind--who nade their
hones in caves and underground places, and heaped up treasures
of gold and silver, and genms, and nade wonderful works in netals
of all descriptions; and there were giants, sone of themwth
two heads, who could lift nountains, and wal k through rivers and
seas, and who picked up great rocks and threw them about I|ike
pebbl es. Then there were Ogres, with shining rows of terrible
teeth, who caught up nmen and wonen and children, and strung them
together like larks, and carried them honme, and cooked them for
supper. Then, also, there were Good Spirits, of the kind the
Arabs call Peris, and we call Fairies, who made it their

busi ness to defend deserving peopl e agai nst the w cked nonsters;
and there were Magici ans, and ot her w se or cunning people, who
had power over the spirits, whether good or bad, as you read in
the story of Aladdin and his Ring, and his Wbnderful Lanp, and
in other tales in the "Arabian N ghts," and coll ections of that
ki nd. Many of these beings--all of whom for our purpose, nmay be
called Dwellers in Fairyland--had the power of taking any shape
they pleased, like the Ogre in the story of "Puss in Boots," who
changed hinself first into a lion, and then into an el ephant,
and then into a nouse, when he got eaten up; and they could al so
change human beings into different forns, or turn theminto
stone, or carry themabout in the air fromplace to place, and
put them under the spells of enchantnent, as they liked.

Some of the nobst wonderful creatures of Fairyland are to be
found in Eastern stories, the tales of India, and Arabia, and
Persia. Here we have the Divs, and Jinns, and Peris, and
Rakshas--who were the originals of our own Ogres--and terrible
gi ants, and strange m s-shapen dwarfs, and vanpires and nonsters
of various kinds. Many others, also very wonderful, are to be
found in what is called the M/thology--that is, the fables and
stories--of ancient Geece, such as the giant Atlas, who bore
the world upon his shoul ders; and Pol yphenus, the one-eyed

gi ant, who caught Odysseus and his conpani ons, and shut them up
in his cave; and Kirke, the beautiful sorceress, who turned nen
into swine; and the Centaurs, creatures half nen and half

horses; and the Gorgon Medusa, whose head, with its hair of
serpents, turned into stone all who beheld it; and the great
dragon, the Python, whom Phoebus killed, and who resenbl es the
dragon Vritra, in Hi ndu | egend--the dragon slain by Indra, the
god of the Sun, because he shut up the rain, and so scorched the
earth--and who al so resenbles Fafnir, the dragon of Scandi navi an
| egend, killed by Sigurd; and the fabled dragon with whom St.
George fought; and al so, the dragon of Wantley, whom our old
English | egends describe as being killed by Mre of Mre Hall.
In the stories of the North | ands of Europe, as we are told in
the Eddas and Sagas (the songs and records), there are |ikew se
many wonderful beings--the Trolls, the Frost G ants, curious
dwarfs, elves, nisses, nernen and nernmi ds, and swan-nmi dens and
the like. The folk-lore--that is, the common traditionary
stories--of Germany are full of such wonders. Here, again, we
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have giants and dwarfs and kobol ds; and birds and beasts and

fi shes who can talk; and good fairies, who cone in and help
their friends just when they are wanted; and evil fairies, and
wi tches; and the wild huntsman, who sweeps across the sky with
his ghostly train; and nen and wonmen who turn thenselves into
wol ves, and go about in the night devouring sheep and killing
hunman beings, In Russian tales we find many creatures of the
same kind, and also in those of Italy, and Spain, and France.
And in our own islands we have themtoo, for the traditions of
English giants, and ogres, and dwarfs still linger in the tales
of Jack the Gant-killer and Jack and the Bean-stal k, and Hop o
ny Thunb; and we have al so the el ves whom Shakspeare draws for
us so delightfully in "Mdsumer Night's Dreant and in "The
Merry Wves of Wndsor"; and there are the Devonshire pixies;
and the Scottish fairies and the brownies--the spirits who do
the work of the house or the farm-and the Irish "good people;"
and t he Pooka, which cones in the formof a wild colt; and the
Leprechaun, a dwarf who nmakes hinself ook like a little old
man, nendi ng shoes; and the Banshee, which cries and npans when
great people are going to die.

To all these, and nore, whomthere is no roomto nention, we
nust add other dwellers in Fairyland--forns, in one shape or
other, of the great Sun-nyths of the ancient Aryan race--such as
Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table and Vivien and Merlin,
and Queen Modrgan | e hay, and Qgier the Dane, and the story of

Rol and, and the Great Norse poens which tell of Sigurd, and
Brynhilt, and Gudrun, and the Ni blung folk. And to these, again,
there are to be added nmany of the heroes and heroi nes who figure
i n the Thousand- and-one N ghts--such, for exanple, as Al addin,
and Si ndbad, and Ali Baba, and the Forty Thieves, and the
Enchanted Horse, and the Fairy Peri Banou, with her wonderful
tent that would cover an arny, and her brother Schaibar, the
dwarf, with his beard thirty feet long, and his great bar of
iron with which he could sweep down a city. Even yet we have not
got to the end of the long list of Fairy Folk, for there are
still to be reckoned the well-known characters who figure in our
nodern Fairy Tal es, such as Ci nderella, and the Yell ow Dwarf,
and the Wiite Cat, and Fortunatus, and Beauty and the Beast, and
Riquet with the Tuft, and the Invisible Prince, and many nore
whom chi |l dren know by heart, and whom all of us, however old we
may be, still cherish with fond renenbrance, because they give
us glinpses into the beautiful and wondrous | and, the true

Fai ryl and whither good King Arthur went--

"The island-valley of Avilion,
Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snhow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies
Deep- neadowed, happy, fair with orchard | awns,
And bowery hol |l ows crowned with sumrer sea."

Now it is plain that we cannot speak of all these dwellers in
Fai ryl and; but we can only pick out a few here and there, and
those of you who want to know nore nust go to the books that
tell of them As to me, who have undertaken to tell sonething of

these wonders, | feel very much like the poor boy in the little
German story of "The Golden Key." Do you know the story? If you
don't, | will tell it you. "One winter, when a deep snow was

lying on the ground, a poor boy had to go out in a sledge to
fetch wood. Wien he had got enough he thought he woul d make a
fire to warmhinself, for his |inbs were quite frozen. So he
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swept the snow away and nmade a cl ear space, and there he found a
gol den key. Then he began to think that where there was a key
there nmust also be a lock; and digging in the earth he found a
snmall iron chest. '|I hope the key will fit," lie said to
hinsel f, 'for there nust certainly be great treasures in this
box.' After looking all round the box he found a little keyhol e,
and to his great joy, the golden key fitted it exactly. Then he
turned the key once round"--and now we nust wait till he has
quite unlocked it and lifted the lid up, and then we shall |earn
what wonderful treasures were in the chest. This is all that
this book can do for you. It can give you the gol den key, and
show you where the chest is to be found, and then you nust

unl ock it for yourselves.

Where shall we begin our hasty journey into Wonderl and? Suppose
we take a gl ance at those fanpbus H ndu denons, the Rakshas, who
are the originals of all the ogres and giants of our nursery

tal es? Now t he Rakshas were very terrible creatures indeed, and

in the nminds of many people in India are so still, for they are
believed in even now. Their natural form so the stories say, is
that of huge, unshapely giants, like clouds, with hair and beard

of the colour of the red lightning; but they can take any form
they please, to deceive those whomthey wi sh to devour, for
their great delight, like that of the ogres, is to kill all they
neet, and to eat the flesh of those whomthey kill. Often they
appear as hunters, of nonstrous size, with tusks instead of
teeth, and with horns on their heads, and all kinds of grotesque
and frightful weapons and ornanents. They are very strong, and
nmake thensel ves stronger by various arts of magic; and they are
strongest of all at nightfall, when they are supposed to roam
about the jungles, to enter the tonbs, and even to nmake their
way into the cities, and carry off their victins. But the
Rakshas are not alone like ogres in their cruelty, but also in
their fondness for noney, and for precious stones, which they
get together in great quantities and conceal in their pal aces;
for some of themare kings of their species, and have thousands
upon thousands of inferior Rakshas under their command. But
while they are so nunmerous and so powerful, the Rakshas, like
all the ogres and giants in Fairyland, are also very stupid, and
are easily outwitted by clever people. There are many H ndu
stories which are told to showthis. | will tell you one of
them[7] Two little Princesses were badly treated at hone, and
so they ran away into a great forest, where they found a pal ace
bel ongi ng to a Rakshas, who had gone out. So they went into the
house and feasted, and swept the roons, and made everythi ng neat
and tidy. Just as they had done this, the Rakshas and his wife
came home, and the two Princesses ran up to the top of the
house, and hid thenselves on the flat roof. \Wen the Rakshas

got indoors he said to his wife: "Sonebody has been naki ng
everything clean and tidy. Wfe, did you do this?" "No," she

said; "I don't know who can have done it." "Sone one has been
sweepi ng the court-yard," said the Rakshas. "Wfe, did you sweep
the court-yard?" "No," she answered; "I did not do it." Then the

Rakshas wal ked round and round several tinmes, with his nose up
in the air, saying, "Sone one is here now, | snell flesh and
bl ood. Wiere can they be?" "Stuff and nonsense!" cried the
Rakshas' wife. "You snell flesh and bl ood, indeed! Wy, you

have just been killing and eating a hundred thousand peopl e.
shoul d wonder if you didn't still snell flesh and blood!" They
went on disputing, till at last the Rakshas gave it up. "Never
nmnd," lie said; "I don't know how it is--1 amvery thirsty:
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let's cone and drink sone water." So they went to the well, and
began letting down jars into it, and drawi ng them up, and
drinking the water. Then the elder of the two Princesses, who
was very bold and wise, said to her sister, "I will do sonething
that will be very good for us both." So she ran quickly down
stairs, and crept close behind the Rakshas and his wife, as they
stood on tip-toe nore than half over the side of the well, and
catching hold of one of the Rakshas' heels, and one of his
wife's, she gave each a little push, and down they both tunbl ed
into the well, and were drowned--the Rakshas and t he Rakshas'

wi fe. The Princess then went back to her sister, and said, "I
have killed the Rakshas!" "Wat, both?" cried her sister. "Yes,
both," she said. "Wn't they cone back?" said her sister. "No,
never," answered she.

This, you see, is sonething like the story of the Little Grl
and the Three Bears, so well known anongst our Nursery Tal es.

Anot her story will show you how stupid a Rakshas is, and how
easily he can be outwitted.[8]

Once upon a tine a Blind Man and a Deaf Man nade an agreenent.
The Blind Man was to hear for the Deaf Man; and the Deaf Man

was to see for the Blind Man; and so they were to go about on
their travels together. One day they went to a nautch--that is,
a singing and danci ng exhi bition. The Deaf Man said, "The
dancing is very good; but the nusic is not worth listening to."
"I do not agree with you," the Blind Man said; "I think the
nmusic is very good; but the dancing is not worth | ooking at." So
they went away for a walk in the jungle. On the way they found a
donkey, belonging to a dhobee, or washernan, and a big chattee,
or iron pot, which the washernan used to boil clothes in.
"Brother," said the Deaf Man, "here is a donkey and a chattee;
et us take themw th us, they may be useful." So they took
them and went on. Presently they cane to an ants' nest. "Here,"
said the Deaf Man, "are a nunber of very fine black ants; let us
t ake sone of themto show our friends." "Yes," said the Blind
Man, "they will do as presents to our friends." So the Deaf Man
took out a silver box fromhis pocket, and put several of the
black ants into it. After atinme a terrible stormcanme on. "Ch
dear!" cried the Deaf Man, "how dreadful this lightning is! let
us get to sone place of shelter." "I don't see that it's
dreadful at all,"” said the Blind Man, "but the thunder is
terrible; let us get under shelter." So they went up to a
building that |ooked |like a tenple, and went in, and took the
donkey and the big pot and the black ants with them But it was
not a tenple, it was the house of a powerful Rakshas, and the
Rakshas cane hone as soon as they had got inside and had
fastened the door. Finding that he couldn't get in, he began to
nake a great noise, |ouder than the thunder, and he beat upon
the door with his great fists. Now the Deaf Man | ooked through a
chi nk, and saw him and was very frightened, for the Rakshas was
dreadful to | ook at. But the Blind Man, as he couldn't see, was
very brave; and he went to the door and called out, "Wo are
you? and what do you nean by coning here and battering at the

door in this way, and at this tinme of night?" "I'ma Rakshas,"
he answered, in a rage; "and this is ny house, and if you don't
let mein | will kill you." Then the Blind Man called out in

reply, "Ch! you're a Rakshas, are you? Wll, if you' re Rakshas,

|' m Bakshas, and Bakshas is as good as Rakshas." "What nonsense
is this?" cried the nonster; "there is no such creature as a
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Bakshas." "Go away," replied the Blind Man, "if you make any

further disturbance I'lIl punish you; for know that | _am_
Bakshas, and Bakshas is Rakshas' father." "Heavens and earth!"
cried the Rakshas, "I never heard such an extraordinary thing in
nmy life. But if you are ny father, let ne see your face,"--for

he began to get puzzled and frightened, as the person inside was
so very positive. Now the Blind Man and the Deaf Man didn't

qui te know what to do; but at |ast they opened the door just a
little, and poked the donkey's nose out. "Bless nme," thought the
Rakshas, "what a terribly ugly face ny father Bakshas has got."
Then he called out again "O father Bakshas, you have a very big
fierce face, but people have sonetines very big heads and very
little bodies; let ne see you, body and head, before | go away."
Then the Blind Man and the Deaf Man rolled the great iron pot
across the floor with a thundering noi se; and the Rakshas, who
wat ched the chink of the door very carefully, said to hinself,
"He has got a great body as well, so | had better go away." But
he was still doubtful; so he said, "Before | go away | et ne hear
you scream" for all the tribe of the Rakshas scream dreadfully.
Then the Blind Man and the Deaf Man took two of the black ants
out of the box, and put one into each of the donkey's ears, and
the ants bit the donkey, and the donkey began to bray and to
bell ow as | oud as he could; and then the Rakshas ran away quite
fright ened.

In the norning the Blind Man and the Deaf Man found that the

fl oor of the house was covered with heaps of gold, and silver
and precious stones; and they nade four great bundl es of the
treasure, and took one each, and put the other two on the
donkey, and off they went, But the Rakshas was waiting sone

di stance off to see what his father Bakshas was |ike by
dayl i ght; and he was very angry when he saw only a Deaf Man, and
a Blind Man, and a big iron pot, and a donkey, all |oaded with
his gold and silver. So he ran off and fetched six of his
friends to help him and each of the six had hair a yard | ong,
and tusks |ike an el ephant. Wien the Blind Man and the Deaf Man
saw them comi ng they went and hid the treasure in the bushes,
and then they got up into a lofty betel pal mand waited--the
Deaf Man, because he could see, getting up first, to be furthest
out of harmis way. Now t he seven Rakshas were not able to reach
them and so they said, "Let us get on each other's shoul ders
and pull them down." So one Rakshas stooped down, and the second
got on his shoulders, and the third on his, and the fourth on
his, and the fifth on his, and the sixth on his, and the

sevent h--the one who had invited the others--was just clinbing
up, when the Deaf Man got frightened and caught hold of the
Blind Man's arm and as he was sitting quite at ease, not
knowi ng that they were so close, the Blind Man was upset, and
tunmbl ed down on the neck of the seventh Rakshas. The Blind Man
thought he had fallen into the branches of another tree, and
stretching out his hands for sonething to take hold of, he

sei zed the Rakshas' two great ears and pinched themvery hard.
This frightened the Rakshas, who |ost his balance and fell down
to the ground, upsetting the other six of his friends; the Blind
Man all the while pinching harder than ever, and the Deaf Man
crying out fromthe top of the tree--"You're all right, brother
hold on tight, I'mconing dowmn to help you"--though he really
didn't mean to do anything of the kind. Well, the noise, and the
pi nching, and all the confusion, so frightened the six Rakshas
that they thought they had had enough of hel ping their friend,
and so they ran away; and the seventh Rakshas, thinking that
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because they ran there nust be great danger, shook off the Blind
Man and ran away too. And then the Deaf Man came down fromthe
tree and enbraced the Blind Man, and said, "I could not have
done better nyself." Then the Deaf Man divided the treasure; one
great heap for hinself, and one little heap for the Blind Man.
But the Blind Man felt his heap and then felt the other, and
then, being angry at the cheat, he gave the Deaf Man a box on
the ear, so trenendous that it nmade the Deaf Man hear. And the
Deaf Man, al so being angry, gave the other such a blowin the
face that it nade the Blind Man see. So they becane good friends
directly, and divided the treasure into equal shares, and went
hone | aughing at the stupid Rakshas.

Fromthe | egends of India we now go on to Persia and Arabia, to
| earn sonething about the Divs and the Peris, and the Jinns.
When t he ancient Persians separated fromthe Aryan race from

whi ch they sprang, they altered their religion as well as
changed their country. They cane to believe in two principal
gods, Ornuzd, the spirit of goodness, who sits enthroned in the
Real ns of Light, with great numbers of angels around hin and
Ahriman, the spirit of evil, who reigns in the Real ns of

Dar kness and Fire, and round whose throne are the great six
arch-Divs, and vast nunbers of inferior Divs, or evil beings;
and these two powers are always at war with each other, and are
al ways trying to obtain the governnment of the world. From Ornuzd
and Ahrinman there cane in tinme, according to popular fancy, the
two races of the Divs and the Peris, creatures who were |ike
manki nd in some things, but who had great powers of magic; which
made themvisible and invisible at pleasure, enabled themto
change their shapes when they pleased, and to nove about on the
earth or in the air. They dwelt in the land of Jinnestan, in the
nount ai ns of Kaf. These nountai ns were supposed to go round the
earth like a ring; they were thousands of niles in height, and
they were made of the precious stone called chrysolite, which is
of a green colour, and this colour, so the Persian poets say, is
reflected in the green which we sonetines see in the sky at
sunset. In this land of Jinnestan there are many cities. The
Peris have for their abode the kingdom of Shad-u-Kan, that is,

of Pleasure and Delight, with its capital Juber-a-bad, or the
Jewel City; and the Divs have for their dwelling Ahermanbad, or
Ahriman's city, in which there are enchanted castles and

pal aces, guarded by terrible nonsters and powerful nagicians.
The Peris are very beautiful beings, usually represented as
wonmen with wings, and charning robes of all colours. The Divs
are painted as denons of the nost frightful kind. One of them a
very fanous one named Berkhyas, is described as being a nountain
in size, his face black, his body covered with hair, his neck
like that of a dragon; two boar's tusks proceed from his nouth,
his eyes are wells of blood, his hair bristles Iike needles, and
is so thick and long that pigeons nake their nests in it.

Bet ween the Peris and the Divs there was al ways war; but the
Divs were too powerful for the Peris, and used to capture them
and hang themin iron cages fromthe tree-tops, where their
conmpani ons cane and fed themw th perfunmes, of which the Peris
are very fond, and which the Divs very nmuch dislike, so that the
snell kept the evil spirits away. Sonetines the Peris used to
call in the help of nen against the Divs; and in the ol der
Persian stories there are many tal es of the wonders done by
these heroes who fought against the Divs. The nost fanopus of
these were called Tamuras and Rustem Tanuras conquered so many
of the evil spirits that he was called the Div-binder. He began
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his fights in this way. He was a great king, whose help both
sides wished to get. So the Peris sent a splendid enbassy to
him and so did the Divs. Tanuras did not know what to do; so he
went to consult a wonderful bird, called the Sinurg, who speaks
all tongues, and who knows everything that has happened, or that
wi Il happen. The Simurg told himto fight for the Peris. Then
the Simurg gave himthree feathers from her own breast, and al so
the magi ¢ shield of Jan-ibn-Jan, the Sul eiman or King of the
Jinns, and then she carried himon her back into the country of
Ji nnestan, where he fought with and conquered the king of the

Di vs. The account of this battle is given at great length in the
Persi an romance poens. Then Tanuras conguered anot her Div, nanmed
Denrush, who lived in a gloony cavern, where he kept in prison
the Peri Merjan, or the Pearl, a beautiful fairy, whom Tanuras
set free. Rustem however, is the great hero of Persian ronmance,
and the greatest defender of the Peris. Hs adventures, as told
by the Persian poets, would nmake a very | arge book, so that we
cannot attenpt to describe them But there are two stories of

hi m which may be told. One night, while he |lay sl eeping under a
rock, a Div, naned Asdiv, took the formof a dragon, and cane
upon hi m suddenly. Rustenis horse, Reksh, who had magi c powers,
knew the Div in this disguise, and awakened his master tw ce, at
whi ch Rustemwas angry, and tried to kill the horse for

di sturbing him Reksh, however, awakened himthe third tine, and
then Rustem saw the Div, and slew himafter a fearful conbat.
The other story is this. There cane a wild ass of enornous size,
with a skin like the sun, and a bl ack stripe along his back, and
this creature got anongst the king's horses and killed them Now
the wild ass was no other than a very powerful Div, named Akvan
who haunted a particular fountain or spring. So Rustem nounted
on his horse Reksh, went to look for himthere. Three days he
wai t ed, but saw nothing. On the fourth day the Div appeared, and
Rustemtried to throw a noose over his head, but the D v
suddenl y vani shed. Then he reappeared, and Rustem shot an arrow
at him but he vani shed again. Rustemthen turned his horse to
graze, and laid hinself down by the spring to sleep. This was
what the cunni ng Akvan want ed, and while Rustem was asl eep,
Akvan seized him and flew high up into the air with him Then
Rust em awoke, and the Div gave him his choice of being dropped
fromthe sky into the sea, or upon the nountains. Rustem knew
that if he fell upon the nmountains he woul d be dashed in pieces,
so he secretly chose to fall into the sea; but he did not say so
to the Div. On the contrary, he pretended not to know what to
do, but he said he feared the sea, because those who were
drowned could not enter into Paradise. On hearing this, the Div
at once dropped Rustern into the sea--which was what he
want ed- - and then went back to his fountain. But when he got
there, he found that Rustem had got ashore, and was al so at the
fountain, and then they fought again and the Div was kill ed.
After this Rustem had a son naned Zohrab, about whom many
wonderful things are told; and it so happened that Rustem and
his son Zohrab cane to fight each other w thout know ng one

anot her; and Rustemwas killed, and while dying he slew his

son. Now all these stories nmean the sane thing: they are only
the old Aryan Sun-nmyths put into another form by the poets and
story-tellers: the Peris are the rays of the sun, or the norning
or evening Aurora; the Divs are the black clouds of night; the
hero is the sun who conquers them and binds themin the real ns
of darkness; and the death of Rustemis the sunset--Zohrab, his
son, being either the noon or the rising sun
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But now we nust | eave the Peris and the Divs, and | ook at the
jinns, of the Arabian stories. These also dwell in the nysterious
country of Jinnestan, and in the wonderful nmountains of Kaf;

but they |likew se spread thenselves all through the earth,

and they specially liked to live in ruined houses, or in

tonbs; on the sea shore, by the banks of rivers, and at the
neeting of cross-roads. Sonmetines, too, they were found in deep
forests, and nmany travellers are supposed to find themin

desol ate mountain places. Even to this day they are firmy
believed in by Arabs, and al so by people in different parts of
Persia and India. In outward form in their natural shape, they
resenbled the Peris and the Divs of the ancient Persians, and
they were divided into good and bad: the good ones very

beauti ful and shining; the bad ones deforned, black, and ugly,
and sonetines as big as giants. They did not, however, always
appear in their owm forns, for they could take the shape of any
animal, especially of serpents, and cats and dogs. They were
governed by chief spirits or kings; and over all, good and bad
ali ke, there were set a succession of powerful nonarchs, naned
Sul ei man, or Sol onon, seventy-two in nunmber--the | ast of whom
and the greatest, Jan-ibn-Jan, is said by Arabian story-tellers
to have built the pyram ds of Egypt. There is an old tradition
that the shield of Jan-ibn-Jan, which was a talisnmn of nagic
power, was brought from Egypt to King Sol onobn the Wse, the son
of King David, and that it gave himpower over all the tribes of
the Jinns, and this is why, in the common stories about them
the Jinns are nmade to call upon the nane of Sol onon.

The Jinns, according to Arabian tradition, |lived upon the earth
t housands of years before nan was created. They were made, the
Koran says, of "the snokeless fire," that is, the hot breath of
the desert wi nd, Sinmoon. But they becane di sobedi ent, and
prophets were sent to warn them They woul d not obey the
prophets, and angels were then sent to punish them The angels
drove them out of Jinnestan into the islands of the seas, killed
sonme, and shut sonme of themup in prison. Among the prisoners
was a young Ji nns, naned | bl ees, whose nane neans Despair; and
when Adam was created, God commanded the angels and the Jinns to
do himreverence, and they all obeyed but |blees, who was then
turned into a Shaitan, or devil, and becane the father of al

the Shaitan tribe, the nortal enem es of nmankind. Since their

di spersion the Jinns are not imuortal; they are to live |onger
than man, but they nust die before the general resurrection.
Some of themare killed by other Jinns, sone can be slain by
man, and sonme are destroyed by shooting stars sent from heaven
When they receive a nortal wound, the fire which burns in their
veins breaks forth and burns theminto ashes.

Such are the Arab fancies about the Jinns. The meani ng of them
is clear, for the Jinns are the winds, derived plainly fromthe
Ri bhus and the Maruts of the ancient Aryan nyths; and they still
survive in European folk-lore in the train of Whden, or the WIld
Hunt sman, who sweeps at midni ght over the German forests.

Sone of the stories of the Jinns are to be found in the book of
the Thousand and One Ni ghts.

One of these stories is that of "the Fishernman and the Genie." A
poor fisherman, you renenber, goes out to cast his nets; but he
draws no fish, but only, at the third cast, a vase of yellow
copper, sealed with a seal of |lead. He cuts open the seal, and
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then there issues fromthe vase a thick cloud of snoke, which
rises to the sky, and spreads itself over |and and sea.
Presently the snoke gathers itself together, and becones a solid
body, taking the formof a Genie, twice as big as any of the
giants; and the Genie cries out, with a terrible voice,

"Sol onmon, Sol onobn, great prophet of Allah! Pardon! | wll never
nore oppose thy will, but will obey all thy commands." At first
the fisherman is very much frightened; but he grows bol der, and
tells the Genie that Sol onon has been dead t hese ei ghteen
hundred years, to which the Genie answers that he neans to kil
the fisherman, and tells himwhy. | told you just now that the
Jinns rebelled, and were puni shed. The Genie tells the fisherman
that he is one of these rebellious spirits, that he was taken
prisoner, and brought up for judgment before Sol onon hinself,
and that Sol onon confined himin the copper vase, and ordered
himto be thrown into the sea, and that upon the | eaden cover of
the vase he put the inpression of the royal seal, upon which the
nane of God is engraved.

When he was thrown into the sea the Genie nmade three vows--each
in a period of a hundred years. | swore, he says, that "if any
man delivered me within the first hundred years, | would nmake
himrich, even after his death. In the second hundred years
swore that if any one set ne free | would discover to him al

the treasures of the earth; still no help came. In the third
period, | swore to nake ny deliverer a nost powerful nonarch, to
be always at his conmand, and to grant himevery day any three
requests he chose to nake. Then, being still a prisoner, | swore
that | would without nmercy kill any man who set ne free, and
that the only favour | would grant himshould be the nmanner of
his death.” And so the Genie proposed to kill the fisherman. Now
the fisherman did not |ike the idea of being killed; and he and
the Genie had a | ong discourse about it; but the Genie would
have his own way, and the poor fisherman was going to be kill ed,
when he thought of a trick he mght play upon the Genie. He knew
two things--first that the Jinns are obliged to answer questions
put to themin the nane of Allah, or God; and al so that though
very powerful, they are very stupid, and do not see when they
are being led into a pitfall. So he said, "I consent to die; but
before | choose the manner of my death, | conjure thee, by the
great nane of Allah, which is graven upon the seal of the
prophet Sol onon, the son of David, to answer nme truly a question
| amgoing to put to thee."

Then the CGenie trenbled, and said, "Ask, but nmake haste."

Now when he knew that the Genie would speak the truth, the
Fi sherman said, "Darest thou swear by the great nanme of Allah
that thou really wert in that vase?"

"I swear it, by the great nanme of Allah," said the Genie.

But the Fisherman said he would not believe it, unless he saw it
with his own eyes. Then, being too stupid to perceive the
nmeani ng of the Fishernan, the Genie fell into the trap

I medi ately the formof the Genie began to change into snoke,
and to spread itself as before over the shore and the sea, and
then gathering itself together, it began to enter the vase, and
continued to do so, with a slow and even notion, until nothing
remai ned outside. Then, out of the vase there issued the voice
of the Genie, saying, "Now, thou unbeliever, art thou convinced
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that I amin the vase?"

But instead of answering, the Fishernman quickly took up the

| eaden cover, and put it on the vase; and then he cried out, "Q
Genie! it is nowthy turn to ask pardon, and to choose the sort
of death thou wilt have; or | will again cast thee into the sea,
and | will build upon the shore a house where I will live, to
warn all fishernen against a Genie so wicked as thou art."

At this the Genie was very angry. First he tried to get out of
the vase; but the seal of Sol onon kept himfast shut up. Then he
pretended that he was but making a jest of the Fishernan when he
threatened to kill him Then he begged and prayed to be

rel eased; but the Fisherman only nmocked him Next he prom sed
that if set at liberty, he would nmake the Fisherman rich. To
this the Fishernman replied by telling hima long story of how a
physi ci an who cured a king was nmurdered instead of being

rewar ded, and of how he revenged hinself. And then he preached a
little sernon to the Genie on the sin of ingratitude, which only
caused the Genie to cry out all the nore to be set free. But
still the Fisherman woul d not consent, and so to induce himthe
Genie offered to tell hima story, to which the Fisherman was
quite ready to listen; but the Genie said, "Dost thou think | am
in the hunmour, shut up in this narrow prison, to tell stories?
will tell thee as many as thou wilt if thou wilt let me out."

But the Fisherman only answered, "No, | will cast thee into the
sea."

At | ast they struck a bargain, the Genie swearing by Allah that
he woul d make the Fisherman rich, and then the Fisherman cut the
seal again, and the Genie cane out of the vase. The first thing
he did when he got out was to kick the vase into the sea, which
frightened the Fi sherman, who began to beg and pray for his
life. But the Genie kept his word; and took himpast the city,
over a nmountain and over a vast plain, to alittle | ake between
four hills, where he caught four little fish, of different

col ours--white, red, blue, and yell ow-which the Geni e bade him
carry to the Sultan, who would give himnore noney than he had
ever seen in his life. And then, the story says, he struck his
foot against the ground, which opened, and he di sappeared, the
earth closing over him

Anot her story is that of the Genie Miinoun, the son of Dindim
who took prisoner a young Prince, and conveyed himto an
enchant ed pal ace, and changed himinto the formof an ape, and
the ape got on board a ship, and was carried to the country of a
great Sultan, and when the Sultan heard that there was an ape

who could wite beautiful poens, he sent for himto the pal ace,
and they had di nner together, and they played at chess afterwards,
the ape behaving in all respects like a man, excepting that he
could not speak. Then the Sultan sent for his daughter, the Queen
of Beauty, to see this great wonder. But when the Queen of Beauty
came into the roomshe was very angry with her father for show ng
her to a man, for the Princess was a great mmgi cian, and thus she
knew that it was a nan turned into an ape, and she told her
father that the change had been nade by a powerful Genie, the son
of the daughter of Eblis. So the Sultan ordered the Queen of
Beauty to di senchant the Prince, and then she should have himfor
her husband. On this the Queen of Beauty went to her chanber, and
came back with a knife, with Hebrew characters engraved upon the
bl ade. And then she went into the mddle of the court and drew a
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large circle init, and in the centre she traced several words in
Arabic letters, and others in Egyptian letters. Then putting
herself in the mddle of the circle, she repeated several verses
of the Koran. By degrees the air was darkened, as if night were
com ng on, and the whole world seened to be vanishing. And in the
m dst of the darkness the Genie, the son of the daughter of Eblis,
appeared in the shape of a huge, terrible Iion, which ran at the
Princess as if to devour her. But she sprang back, and pl ucked
out a hair fromher head, and then, pronouncing two or three
words, she changed the hair into a sharp scythe, and with the
scythe she cut the lion into two pieces through the niddle. The
body of the lion now vani shed, and only the head renai ned. This
changed itself into a large scorpion. The Princess changed herself
into a serpent and attacked the scorpion, which then changed into
an eagle, and flew away; and the serpent changed itself into a
fierce black eagle, larger and nore powerful and flew after it.
Soon after the eagles had vani shed the earth opened, and a great
bl ack and white cat appeared, nmewi ng and crying out terribly,

and with its hairs standing straight on end. A black wolf

foll owed the cat, and attacked it. Then the cat changed into a
worm which buried itself in a ponmegranate that had fallen from
a tree over-hanging the tank in the court, and the ponegranate

began to swell until it becanme as large as a gourd, which then
rose into the air, rolled backwards and forwards several tines,
and then fell into the court and broke into a thousand pieces.

The wol f now transfornmed itself into a cock, and ran as fast as
possi bl e, and ate up the ponegranate seeds. But one of themfell
into the tank and changed into a little fish. On this the cock
changed itself into a pike, darted into the water, and pursued
the little fish. Then conmes the end of the story, which is told
by the Prince transformed into the Ape:--"They were both hid
hours under water, and we knew not what was becone of them when
suddenly we heard horrible cries that made us trenble. Then we
saw the Princess and the Genie all on fire. They darted fl anes
agai nst each other with their breath, and at last cane to a
close attack. Then the fire increased, and all was hidden in
snoke and cl oud, which rose to a great height. W had ot her
cause for terror. The Genie, breaking away fromthe Princess,
cane towards us, and blew his flames all over us."” The Princess
foll owed hin but she could not prevent the Sultan from having
his beard singed and his face scorched; a spark flewinto the
right eye of the Ape-Prince and blinded him and the chief of
the eunuchs was killed on the spot. Then they heard the cry of
"Victory! victory!" and the Princess appeared in her own form
and the Genie was reduced to a heap of ashes. Unhappily the
Princess herself was also fatally hurt. If she had swall owed all
the ponegranate seeds she woul d have conquered the Genie wi thout
harmto herself; but one seed being |ost, she was obliged to
fight with flanmes between earth and heaven, and she had only
just time enough to disenchant the ape and to turn hi m back
again into his human form when she, too, fell to the earth,
burnt to ashes.

This story is repeated in various forns in the Fairy Tal es of
other lands. The hair which the Princess changed into a scythe
is like the sword of sharpness which appears in Scandi navi an

| egends and in the tale of Jack the Gant Killer; the
transformati on of the nagician rem nds us of the changes of the
Qgre in Puss in Boots; and the death of the Princess by fire
because she failed to eat up the last of the ponmegranate seeds,
brings to mnd the Greek nyth of Persephone, who ate ponegranate
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seeds, and so fell into the power of Aidoneus, the God of the

| ower regions, and was carried down into Hades to live with him
as his wife; and in many German and Russian tales are to be
found incidents |like those of the terrible battle between the
Princess and the Geni e M noun.

[7] _AOd Deccan Days . Mss and Sir Bartle Frere.

[8] _Ad Deccan Days .

CHAPTER 1 V.
DVWELLERS | N FAI RYLAND: TEUTONI C, AND SCANDI NAVI AN.

Now we come to an entirely new region, in which, however, we
find, under other fornms, the sanme creatures which have al ready
been described. Fromthe sunny East we pass to the cold and
frozen North. Here the Scandi navi an countries--Norway, Sweden,
and Denmark--are wonderfully rich in dwarfs, and giants, and
trolls, and necks, and nisses, and other inhabitants of
Fairyland; and with these we nust al so class the Teutonic beings
of the same kind; and |likew se the fairy creatures who were once
supposed to dwell in our islands. The Elves of Scandinavia, with
whom our own Fairies are closely allied, were a very interesting
peopl e. They were of two kinds, the Wite and the Bl ack. The
white elves dwelt in the air, anongst the | eaves of trees, and
in the long grass, and at noonlight they came out fromtheir

| urki ng-pl aces, and danced nerrily on the greensward, and

pl ayed all manner of fantastic tricks. The black elves |ived
underground, and, like the dwarfs, worked in netals, and heaped
up great stores of riches. Wen they came out anpngst men they
were often of a malicious turn of mnd; they caused sickness or
death, stole things fromthe houses, bewitched the cattle, and
did a great deal of mischief in all ways. The good el ves were
not only friendly to nan, but they had a great desire to get to
heaven; and in the sunmer nights they were heard singing sweetly
but sadly about thenselves, and their hopes of future happiness;
and there are nmany stories of their having spoken to nortals, to
ask what hope or chance they had of salvation. This feeling is
believed to have cone fromthe synpathy felt by the first
converts to Christianity with their heathen forefathers, whose
spirits were supposed by themto wander about, in the air or in
the woods, or to sigh within their graves, waiting for the day
of judgment. In one place there is a story that on a hill at
Garun peopl e used to hear very beautiful nusic. This was played
by the elves, or hill folk, and any one who had a fiddle, and
went there, and prom sed the elves that they should be saved,
was taught in a nonment how to play; but those who nocked them
and told themthey could never be saved, used to hear the poor

el ves, inside the hill, breaking their fairy fiddles into

pi eces, and weeping very sadly. There is a particular tune they
play, called the EIf-King's tune, which, the story-tellers say,

sonme good fiddlers know very well, but never venture to play,
because everybody who hears it is obliged to dance, and to go on
dancing till sonmebody conmes behind the nusician and cuts the

fiddle-strings; and out of this tradition we have the story of
the Pied Piper of Hanelin. Sonme of the underground el ves cone up
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into the houses built above their dwellings, and are fond of

pl aying tricks upon servants; but they like only those who are
clean in their habits, and they do not like even these to |augh
at them There is a story of a servant-girl whomthe elves |iked
very nmuch, because she used to carry all dirt and foul water
away fromthe house, and so they invited her to an El f Weddi ng,
at which they nade her a present of sonme chips, which she put
into her pocket. But when the bridegroomand the bride were

com ng honme there was a straw lying in their way. The bridegroom
got over it; but the bride stunbled, and fell upon her face. At
this the servant-girl |aughed out loud, and then all the elves
vani shed, but she found that the chips they had given her were
pi eces of pure gold. At Qdensee another servant was not so
fortunate. She was very dirty, and would not clean the cow house
for them so they killed all the cows, and took the girl and set
her up on the top of a hay-rick. Then they renoved fromthe

cow house into a nmeadow on the farm and sone peopl e say that
they were seen going there in little coaches, their king riding
first, in a coach nmuch handsoner than the rest. Anbngst the
Danes there is another kind of elves--the Mon Folk. The man is
like an old man with a | ow crowned hat upon his head; the woman
is very beautiful in front, but behind she is hollow, like a
dough-trough, and she has a sort of harp on which she plays, and
lures young nmen with it, and then kills them The man is al so an
evil being, for if any one cones near himhe opens his nouth and
breat hes upon them and his breath causes sickness. It is easy
to see what this tradition neans: it is the danp nmarsh wi nd

| aden with foul and dangerous odours; and the woman's harp is
the wind playing across the nmarsh rushes at nightfall. Sonetines
these el ves take the shape of trees, which brings back to m nd
the Geek fairy tales of nynphs who live and die with the trees
to which they are united.

These Scandi navi an el ves were |ike beings of the same kind who
were once supposed to live in England, Ireland, and Scotl and,
and who are still believed in by sone country people. Scattered
about in the traditions which have been brought together at
different tines are many stories of these fanciful beings. One
story is of sonme children of a green colour who were found in
Suffol k, and who said they had lived in a country where all the
peopl e were of a green colour, and where they saw no sun, but
had a light like the glow which comes after sunset. They said,
al so, that while tending their flocks they wandered into a great
cavern, and heard the sound of delightful bells, which they
foll owed, and so cane out upon the upper world of the earth.
There is a Yorkshire | egend of a peasant com ng hone by night,
and hearing the voices of people singing. The noise canme froma
hill-side, where there was a door, and inside was a great
conmpany of little people, feasting. One of them offered the man
a cup, out of which he poured the liquor, and then ran off with
the cup, and got safe away. A simlar story is told also of a
place in doucestershire, and of another in Cunberland, where
the cup is called "the Luck of Edenhall," as the owners of it
are to be always prosperous, so long as the cup renmains
unbroken. Such stories as this are comon in the countries of
the North of Europe, and show t he connecti on between our
Elf-1and and theirs.

The Pixies, or the Devonshire fairies, are just like the

northern elves. The popular idea of themis that they are snal
creatures--pigmes--dressed in green, and are fond of dancing.
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Some of themlive in the nines, where they show the mners the
richest veins of netal just like the German dwarfs; others live
on the nmoors, or under the shelter of rocks; others take up

their abode in houses, and, |ike the Dani sh and Swedi sh el ves,
are very cross if the maids do not keep the places clean and
tidy others, like the will-0'-the-wi sps, lead travellers astray,

and then laugh at them The Pixies are said to be very fond of
pure water. There is a story of two servant-naids at Tavi stock
who used to | eave them a bucket of water, into which the Pixies
dropped silver pennies. Once it was forgotten, and the Pixies
came up into the girls' bedroom and made a noi se about the
neglect. One girl got up and went to put the water in its usual
pl ace, but the other said she would not stir out of bed to

pl ease all the fairies in Devonshire. The girl who filled the
wat er - bucket found a handful of silver pennies in it next
nor ni ng, and she heard the Pixies debating what to do with the
other girl. At last they said they would give her a lanme |eg for
seven years, and that then they would cure her by striking her
leg with a herb growing on Dartnoor. So next day Mol ly found
hersel f | ane, and kept so for seven years, when, as she was

pi cki ng mushroons on Dartnoor, a strange-l ooking boy started up
struck her leg with a plant he held in his hand, and sent her
hone sound again. There is another story of the Pixies which is
very beautiful. An old woman near Tavi stock had in her garden a
fine bed of tulips, of which the Pixies becane very fond, and

nm ght be heard at midnight singing their babes to rest anpngst
them and as the old woman woul d never | et any of the tulips be
pl ucked, the Pixies had themall to thenselves, and made t hem
snell like the rose, and bl oom nore beautifully than any flowers
in the place. Wll, the old woman di ed, and the tulip-bed was
pul l ed up and a parsley-bed made in its place. But the Pixies
blighted it, and nothing grewin it; but they kept the grave of
the old woman quite green, never suffered a weed to grow upon
it, and in spring-tinme they always spangled it with wild-flowers.

Al'l over the country, in the far North as in the South, we find
traces of elfin beings like the Pixies--the fairies of the
common traditions and of the poets--sone such fairies as
Shakspeare describes for us in several of his plays, especially
in "Mdsumer-Night's Dream" "The Merry Wves of Wndsor," "The
Tenpest," and "Romeo and Juliet"--fairies who ganbol sportively.

"On hill, in dale, forest, or nead,
By paved fountain, or by rushing brook,
O by the beached margent of the sea,
To dance their ringlets to the whistling wind."

But the Fairy tribe were not the only graceful elves described
by the poets. The Gernans had their Kobolds, and the Scotch
their Brownies, and the English had their Boggarts and Robin
Goodf el l ow and Lubberkin--all of them beings of the sane
description: house and farmspirits, who liked to |live anpngst
nmen, and who sonetines did hard, rough work out of good-nature,
and sonetines were spiteful and mi schi evous, especially to those
who teased them or spoke of themdisrespectfully, or tried to
see them when they did not wish to be seen. To the sane famly
bel ongs the Danish Nis, a house spirit of whom nmany curi ous

| egends are related. Robin Goodfell ow was the original of
Shakspeare's Puck: his frolics are related for us in "The

M dsummer Night's Dream " where a hairy says to him-
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"You are that shrewd and knavi sh sprite
Cal | ed Robin Goodfellow. Are you not he
That frights the mai dens of the villagery,
Skims m |k, and sonetinmes |abours in the quern,
And boot | ess makes the breat hl ess housew fe churn;
And sonetinmes makes the drink to bear no harm
M sl eads ni ght wanderers, |aughing at their harnf
Those that Hob-Goblin call you, and sweet Puck;
You do their work, and they shall have good | uck."

In the "Jests of Robin Goodfellow " first printed in Queen

Eli zabeth's reign, the tricks which this creature is said to
have played are told in plenty. Here is one of them--Robin went
as fiddler to a wedding. Wien the candl es cane he bl ew t hem out,
and giving the nmen boxes on the ears he set themfighting. He

ki ssed the prettiest girls, and pinched the ugly ones, till he
nmade them scratch one another |ike cats. Wen the posset was
brought he turned hinself into a bear, frightened themall away,
and had it all to hinself.

The Boggart was another form of Robin Goodfellow Stories of him
are to be found anongst Yorkshire | egends, as of a creature--

al ways invisible--who played tricks upon the people in the
houses in which he lived: shaking the bed-curtains, rattling

the doors, whistling through the keyhol es, snatching away the
bread-and-butter fromthe children, playing pranks upon the
servants, and doing all kinds of nmischief. There is a story of a
Yor kshire boggart who teased the fanmily so nmuch that the farner
nmade up his mnd to | eave the house. So he packed up his goods
and began to nove off. Then a nei ghbour cane up, and said, "So,
Georgey, you're leaving the old house?" "Yes," said the farner,
"the boggart tornents us so that we nust go." Then a voice cane
out of a churn, saying, "Ay, ay, Georgey, we're_flitting, ye
see." "Ch!" cried the poor farmer, "if thou'rt with us we'll go
back again;" and he went back.--M. Tennyson puts this story
into his poemof "Walking to the Mail."

"H s house, they say,
Was haunted with a jolly ghost, that shook
The curtains, whined in | obbies, tapt at doors,
And rummmaged |ike a rat: no servant stayed:
The farner, vext, packs up his beds and chairs,
And all his household stuff, and with his boy
Betwi xt his knees, his wife upon the tilt,
Sets out, and neets a friend who hails him ' Wat!

You're flitting!" 'Yes, we're flitting,' says the ghost
(For they had packed the thing anong the beds).
"Ch, well,' says he, '"you flitting with us, too;

Jack, turn the horses' heads and hone again.'"

The sanme story is told in Denmark, of a Nis--which is the sane
as an English boggart, a Scotch brownie, and a Gernman kobol d- -
who troubled a man very nuch, so that he took away his goods
to a new house. Al but the l|ast | oad had gone, and when they
came for that, the Nis popped his head out of a tub, and said
to the man, "W're noving, you see."

The Browni es, though mi schievous, |ike the Boggarts, were nore
hel pful, for they did a good deal of house-work; and woul d bake,
and brew, and wash, and sweep, but they would never | et
thensel ves be seen; or if any one did manage to see them or
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tried to do so, they went away. There are stories of this kind
about themin English folk-lore, in Scotch, Wlsh, in the Isle
of Man, and in Germany, where they were call ed Kobol ds. One
Kobol d, of whom many accounts are given, lived in the castle of
Hudenuhl er, in Luneberg, and used to talk with the people of the
house, and with visitors, and ate and drank at table, just like
Leander in the story of "The Invisible Prince;" and he used al so
to scour the pots and pans, wash the dishes, and clean the tubs,
and he was useful, too, in the stable, where he curried the
horses, and made themquite fat and snmooth. In return for this
he had a roomto hinself, where he made a straw plaited chair,
and had a little round table, and a bed and bedstead, and, where
he expected every day to find a dish of sweetened mlk, with
bread crunbs; and if he did not get served in tine, or if
anything went wong, he used to beat the servants with a stick.
Thi s Kobold was nanmed Hei nzel man, and in Ginmms collection of
folklore there is a long history of himdrawn up by the mnister
of the parish. Another Kobold, naned Hodeken, who |lived with the
Bi shop of Hildesheim was usually of a kind and obliging turn of
nm nd, but he revenged hinself on those who offended him A
scullion in the bishop's kitchen flung dirt upon him and
Hodeken found himfast asleep and strangled him and put himin
the pot on the fire. Then the head cook scol ded Hodeken, who in
revenge squeezed toads all over the neat that was bei ng cooked
for the bishop, and then took the cook hinself and tunbled him
over the drawbridge into the noat. Then the bishop got angry,
and took bell, and book, and candl e, and bani shed Hodeken by the
form of exorcismprovided for evil spirits.

Now t here are a great many other kinds of creatures in the
Wonder | and of all European countries; but | rmust not stop to
tell you about themor we shall never have done. But there is
one little story of the Danish N s--who answers to the Gernman
Kobol d--which | may tell you, because it is like the story of
Hodeken whi ch you have just read, and shows that the creatures
were of the sane kind. There was a Nis in Jutland who was very
nmuch teased by a nischievous boy. When the Ni s had done his work
he sat down to have his supper, and he found that the boy had
been playing tricks with his porridge and nade it unpleasant. So
he made up his mnd to be revenged, and he did it in this way.
The boy slept with a servant-nman in the loft. The Nis went up to
them and took of f the bed-clothes. Then, looking at the little
boy lying beside the tall man, he said, "Long and short don't

mat ch," and he took the boy by the legs and pulled himdown to
the man's legs. This was not to his mind, however, so he went to
the head of the bed and | ooked at them Then said the N s--
"Short and long don't match," and he pulled the boy up again;
and so he went on all through the night, up and down, down and
up, till the boy was puni shed enough. Another Nis in Jutland
went with a boy to steal corn for his master's horses. The N s
was noderate, but the boy was covetous, and said, "Ch, take
nore; we can rest now and then!" "Rest,"” said the Nis, "rest!
what is rest?" "Do what | tell you," replied the boy; "take
nore, and we shall find rest when we get out of this." So

they took nore corn, and when they had got nearly honme the boy
said, "Here nowis rest;" and so they sat down on a hill-side.
“I'f I had known," said the Nis, as they were sitting there, "if

I had known that rest was so good |I'd have carried off all that
was in the barn."”

Now we mnust | eave out much nore that mght be said, and many
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stories that mght be told, about elves, and fairies, and nixes,
or water spirits, and swan nai dens who becone wonen when t hey

| ay aside their swan dresses to bathe; and nmermai ds and seal

mai dens, who used to live in the islands of the North seas. And
we nust | eave out al so a nunber of curious Scotch tales and
accounts of Welsh fairies, and stories about the good peopl e of
the Irish legends, and the Leprechaun, a little old man who
nmends shoes, and who gives you as nmuch gold as you want if you
hol d himtight enough; and there are wonderful fairy | egends of
Brittany, and sonme of Spain and Italy, and a great nmany Russi an
and Sl avonic tales which are well worth telling, if we only had
room For the sanme reason we nust omt the fairy tal es of

anci ent Greece, sone of which are told so beautifully by M.
Kingsley in his book about the Heroes; and we nust al so pass by
the |l egends of King Arthur, and of romances of the sane kind
which you may read at length in M. Ludl ow s "Popul ar Epics of
the Mddle Ages;" and the wonderful tales fromthe Norse which
are told by Dr. Dasent, and in M. Mrris's noble poem of
"Sigurd the Vol sung."

But before we |leave this part of Wnderl and we nust say
sonet hi ng about sone kinds of beings who have not yet been

ment i oned- -t he Scandi navian G ants and Trolls, and the Gernman
Dwarfs. The Trolls--some of whomwere G ants and sonme Dwarfs--
were a very curious people. They lived inside hills or

nounds of earth, sonetines al one, and sonetines in great

nunbers. Inside these hills, according to the stories of the
common folk, are fine houses nade of gold and crystal, full of
gold and jewels, which the Trolls anuse thensel ves by counti ng.
They marry and have fanmlies; they bake and brew, and |ive just
i ke human bei ngs; and they do not object, sonetines, to cone
out and talk to nen and wonen whom t hey happen to neet on the
road. They are described as being friendly, and quite ready to
hel p those to whomthey take a fancy--I|ending them useful or
precious things out of the hill treasures, and giving themrich
gifts. But, to balance this, they are very m schievous and

thi evish, and sonetines they carry off wonen and children. They
di sli ke noise. This, so the old stories say, is because the god
Thor used to fling his hammer at them and since he left off
doing that the Trolls have suffered a great deal fromthe
ringi ng of church bells, which they very much dislike. There are
nmany stories about this. At a place called Ebeltoft the Trolls
used to cone and steal food out of the pantries. The people
consulted a Saint as to what they were to do, and he told them
to hang up a bell in the church steeple, which they did, and
then the Trolls went away. There is another story of the sane
kind. A Troll lived near the town of Kund, in Sweden, but was
driven away by the church bells. Then he went over to the island
of Funen and lived in peace. But he nmeant to be revenged on the
peopl e of Kund, and he tried to take his revenge in this way: He
nmet a man from Kund--a stranger, who did not know hi m-and asked
the man to take a letter into the town and to throwit into the
churchyard, but he was not to take it out of his pocket until he
got there. The man received the letter, but forgot the nessage,
until he sat down in a nmeadow to rest, and then he took out the
letter to look at it. Wien he did so, a drop of water fell from
under the seal, then a little stream and then quite a torrent,
till all the valley was flooded, and the man had hard work to
escape. The Troll had shut up a lake in the letter, and with
this he nmeant to drown the people of Kund.

file://NN}/mythology/fairies/22.txt (48 of 64) [02/13/2004 11:25:26 AM]



file:///l|/mythology/fairies/22.txt

Some of the Trolls are very stupid, and there are nmany stories
as to how they have been outwitted. One of themis very droll. A
farmer ploughed a hill-side field. Qut cane a Troll and said,
"What do you nean by ploughing up the roof of ny house?" Then
the farner, being frightened, begged his pardon, but said it was
a pity such a fine piece of land should lie idle. The Trol
agreed to this, and then they struck a bargain that the farnmer
should till the land and that each of them should share the
crops. One year the Troll was to have, for his share, what grew
above ground, and the next year what grew underground. So in the
first year the farmer sowed carrots, and the Troll had the tops;
and the next year the farner sowed wheat, and the Troll had the
roots; and the story says he was very well content.

We can give only one nore story of the Trolls. They have power
over human beings until their nanmes are found out, and when the
Troll's name is nentioned his power goes fromhim One day St

QO af, a very great Saint, was thinking how he could build a very
| arge church without any noney, and he didn't quite see his way
toit. Then a Gant Troll net himand they chatted together, and
St. AOaf nmentioned his difficulty. So the Troll said he would
build the church, within a year, on condition that if it was
done in the tinme he should have for his reward the sun, and the
noon, or St. O af hinmself. The church was to be so big that
seven priests could say nass at seven altars in it wthout
hearing each other; and it was all to be built of flint stone
and to be richly carved. Wen the tinme was nearly up the church
was finished, all but the top of the spire; and St. AOaf was in
sad troubl e about his promise. So he wal ked out into a wood to
think, and there he heard the Troll's wife hushing her child
inside a hill, and saying to it, "To-norrow, Wnd and Wat her
your father, will come home in the norning, and bring with him
the sun and the moon, or St. Oaf himself." Then St. d af knew
what to do. He went home, and there was the church, all ready
except the very top of the weather-cock, and the Troll was just
putting the finishing-touch to that. Then St. O af called out to
him "Ch! ho! Wnd and Wat her, you have set the spire crooked!"
And then, with a great noise, the Troll fell down fromthe
steepl e and broke into pieces, and every piece was a flint-stone.

The sanme thing is told in the Gernman story of Runpelstiltskin. A
mai den is ordered by a King to spin a roonful of strawinto
gold, or else she is to die. A Dwnarf appears, she promnises him
her neckl ace, and he does the task for her. Next day she has to
spin a larger roonful of straw into gold. She gives the Dwarf
the ring off her finger, and he does this task al so. Next day
she is set to work at a larger room and then, when the Dwarf
comes, she has nothing to give him Then he says, "If you becone
Queen, give ne your first-born child." Now the girl is only a
mller's daughter, and thinks she never can be Queen, so she
nmakes the promi se, and the Dwarf spins the straw into gold. But
she does beconme Queen, for the King marries her because of the
gol d; and she forgets the Dwarf, and is very happy, especially
when her little baby comes. Directly it is born the Dwarf
appears also, and clainms the child, because it was prom sed to
him The Queen offers himanything he |ikes besides; but he wll
have that, and that only. Then she cries and prays, and the
Dwarf says that if she can tell himhis nane she nay keep the
baby; and he feels quite safe in saying this, because nobody
knows his nane, only hinself. So the Queen calls himby al

ki nds of strange nanes, but none of themis the right one. Then
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she begs for three days to find out the nane, and sends peopl e
everywhere to see if they can hear it. But all of them cone
back, unable to find any nane that is |ikely, excepting one, who

says, "I have not found a nane, but as | cane to a high nountain
near the edge of a forest, where the foxes and the hares say
"good-night' to each other, | sawa little house, and before the

door a fire was burning, and round the fire a little man was
danci ng on one |leg, and singing:--

"To-day | stew, and then I'l1 bake,
To-nmorrow shall | the Queen's child take.
How gl ad | am that nobody knows
That ny nanme is Runpel stiltskin."

Then the Dwarf canme again, and the Queen said to him "Is your
nane Hans?" "No," said the Dwarf, with an ugly leer, and he held
out his hands for the baby. "Is it Conrade?" asked the Queen.
"No," cried the Dnarf, "give ne the child." "Then," said the
Queen, "is it Runpelstiltskin?' "Awitch has told you that!"
cried the Dwarf; and then he stanped his right foot so hard upon
the ground that it sank quite in, and he could not draw it out
again. Then he took hold of his left leg with both his hands and
pul led so hard that his right | eg cane off, and he hopped away
how i ng, and nobody ever saw hi m agai n.

The G ant in the story of St. daf, as we have seen, was a

rat her stupid giant, and easily tricked; and indeed nost of the
gi ants seemto have been dull people, fromthe great G eek

Kykl ops, Pol yphenos the One- Eyed, downwards to the, ogres in
Puss in Boots, and Jack and the Bean Stal k, and the giants in
Jack the Gant Killer. The old northern giants were no W ser.
There was one in the island of Rugen, a very mghty giant, named
Bal derich. He wanted to go fromhis island, dry-footed, to the
mai nl and. So he got a great apron nade, and filled it with
earth, and set off to make a causeway from Rugen to Ponerani a.
But there was a hole in the apron, and the clay that fell out
formed a chain of nine hills. The giant stopped the hol e and
went on, but another hole tore in the apron, and thirteen nore
hills fell out. Then he got to the sea-side, and poured the rest
of the load into the water; but it didn't quite reach the
mai nl and, which made gi ant Bal derich so angry that he fell down
and died; and so his work has never been finished. But a giant
nmai den thought she would try to nake another causeway fromthe
mai nl and to an island, so that she might not wet her slippers in
goi ng over. So she filled her apron with sand, and ran down to
the sea-side. But a hole cane in the apron, and the sand which
ran out formed a hill at Sagard. The gi ant mmi den said, "Ah! now
nmy nother will scold ne!" Then she stopped the hole with her
hand and ran on again. But the giant nother | ooked over the
wood, and cried, "You nasty child! what are you about? Cone
here, and you'll get a good whipping." The daughter in a fright
|l et go her apron, and all the sand ran out, and nade the barren
hills near Litzow, which the white and brown dwarfs took for
their dwelling-place.

There are many ot her stories of the sanme kind. One of themtells
of a Troll G ant who wanted to punish a farmer; so he filled one
of his gloves with sand, and poured it out over the farmer's
house, which it quite covered up; and with what was left in the
fingers he nade a row of little sand hillocks to nark the spot.

file://NN}/mythology/fairies/22.txt (50 of 64) [02/13/2004 11:25:26 AM]



file:///l|/mythology/fairies/22.txt

The G ants had their day, and died out, and their places were
taken by the Dwarfs. Some of the npbst wonderful dwarf stories
are those which are told in the island of Rugen, in the Baltic
Sea. These stories are of three kinds of dwarfs: the Wite, and
the Brown, and the Black, who live in the sand-hills. The white
dwarfs, in the spring and sumer, dance and frolic all their
time in sunshine and starlight, and clinb up into the flowers
and trees, and sit anongst the | eaves and bl ossons, and

soneti mes they take the formof bright little birds, or white
doves, or butterflies, and are very kind to good people. In the
wi nter, when the snow falls, they go underground, and spend
their time in making the nost beautiful ornanments of silver and
gold. The brown dwarfs arc stronger and rougher than the white;
they wear little brown coats and brown caps, and when they
dance--which they are fond of doing--they wear little glass
shoes; and in dress and appearance they are very handsone. Their
di sposition is good, with one exception--that they carry off
children into their underground dwellings; and those who go
there have to serve themfor fifty years. They can change
thensel ves into any shape, and can go through key-holes, so that
they enter any house they please, and sonetines they bring gifts
for the children, like the good Santa Klaus in the Gernan
stories; but they also play sad tricks, and frighten people with
bad dreans. Like the white dwarfs, the brown ones work in

gold and silver, and the gifts they bring are of their own

wor kmanshi p. The bl ack dwarfs are very bad people, and are ugly
in looks and malicious in tenper; they never dance or sing, but
keep underground, or, when they cone up, they sit in the

el der-trees, and screech horribly like owls, or new |like cats.
They, too, are great netal -workers, especially in steel; and in
ol d days they used to make arns and arnmour for the gods and
heroes: shirts of mail as fine as cobwebs, yet so strong that no
sword could go through them and swords that would bend |ike
rushes, and yet were as hard as di anonds, and woul d cut through
any hel met, however thick

So long as they keep their caps on their heads the dwarfs are
invisible; but if any one can get possession of a dwarf's cap he
can see them and becones their master. This is the foundation
of one of the best of the dwarf stories--the story of John
Dietrich, who went out to the sandhills at Ranfin, in the isle
of Rugen, on the eve of St. John, a very, very long tine ago,
and managed to strike off the cap fromthe head of one of the
brown dwarfs, and went down with theminto their underground
dwel I i ng-place. This was quite a little town, where the roons
were decorated with dianmonds and rubies, and the dwarf people
had gold and silver and crystal table-services, and there were
artificial birds that flew about |i ke real ones, and the nobst
beautiful flowers and fruits; and the dwarfs, who were thousands
in nunmber, had great feasts, where the tables, ready spread,
came up through the floor, and cleared thensel ves away at the
ringing of a bell, and left the roons free for dancing to the
strains of the loveliest nmusic. And in the city there were
fields and gardens, and | akes and rivers; and instead of the sun
and the noon to give light, there were |arge carbuncl es and

di anonds which supplied all that was wanted. John Dietrich

who was very well treated, liked it very nmuch, all but one

t hi ng--which was that the servants who waited upon the

dwarfs were earth children, whomthey had stolen and carried
under ground; and anongst them was Elizabeth Krabbin, once a

pl aymate of his own, and who was a lovely girl, with clear blue
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eyes and ringlets of fair hair. John Dietrich of course fell in
love with Elizabeth, and determ ned to get her out of the dwarf
peopl e's hands, and with her all the earth children they held
captive. And when he had been ten years underground, and he and
El i zabeth were grown up, he denmanded | eave to depart, and to
take Elizabeth. But the dwarfs, though they could not hinder him
fromgoing, would not |et her go, and no threats or entreaties
coul d move them Then John Dietrich remenbered that the little
peopl e cannot bear an evil snell; and one day he happened to
break a | arge stone, out of which junped a toad, which gave him
power to do what he pleased with the dwarfs, for the sight or
snell of a toad causes them pain beyond all bearing. So he sent
for the chiefs of the dwarfs, and bade themlet Elizabeth go.
But they refused; and then he went and fetched the toad. Then
the story goes on in this way:--

"He was hardly conme within a hundred paces of them when they al
fell to the ground as if struck with a thunderbolt, and began to
how and whinper, and to withe as if suffering the nost
excruciating pain. The dwarfs stretched out their hands, and
cried, 'Have nercy, have nercy! we feel that you have a toad,
and there is no escape for us. Take the odious beast away, and
we will do all you require.' He let them kneel a few seconds

| onger, and then took the toad away. They then stood up, and
felt no nore pain. John let all depart but the six chief

persons, to whom he said, 'This night, between twelve and one,

Eli zabeth and | will depart, Load for ne three waggons with
gold, silver, and precious stones. | mght, you know, take al
that is inthe hill; but | will be merciful. Further, you nust

put into two waggons all the furniture of ny chanmber (which was
covered with eneral ds and ot her precious stones, and in the
ceiling was a dianond as big as a nine-pin bow), and get ready
for me the handsonest travelling carriage that is in the hill,
with six black horses. Mreover, you nust set at liberty all the
servants who have been so |long here that on earth they woul d be
twenty years old and upwards, and you nust give them as nuch
silver and gold as will nmake themrich for life; and you nust
nake a | aw that no one shall be kept here longer than his
twentieth year.

"The six took the oath, and went away quite nelancholy, and

John buried his toad deep in the ground. The little people

| aboured hard and prepared everything, and at m dni ght John and
El i zabeth, and their conpanions, and all their treasures, were
drawn up out of the hill. It was then one o' clock, and it was

m dsummer--the very tinme that, twelve years before, John had
gone down into the hill. Misic sounded around them and they saw
the glass hill open, and the rays of the |ight of heaven shine
on them after so many years; and when they got out they saw the
first streaks of dawn already in the East. Crowds of the

under ground people were around them busied about the waggons.
John bid thema last farewell, waved his brown cap in the air,
and then flung it anmong them And at the sane nonent he ceased
to see them he beheld nothing but a green hill, and the

wel | -known bushes and fields, and heard the church cl ock of
Ranfin strike two. Wien all was still, save a few | arks, who
were tuning their norning song, they all fell upon their knees
and wor shi pped God, resolving henceforth to | ead a pious and
Christian life." And then John married Elizabeth, and was nade a
count, and built several churches, and presented to them sone of
the precious cups and plates nmade by the underground people, and
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kept his own and Elizabeth's gl ass shoes, in nenory of what had
befallen themin their youth. "And they were all taken away,"
the story says, "in the tine of the great Charles the Twelfth of
Sweden, when the Russi ans cane on the island, and the Cossacks
pl undered even the churches, and took away everything."

Now there is much nore to be told about the dwarfs, if only we
had space--how there were thousands of themin German | ands, in
t he Saxon m nes, and the Bl ack Forest, and the Harz nountai ns
and in other places, and in Switzerland, and indeed everywhere
al nost--how t hey gave gifts to good nen, and borrowed of them
and pai d honestly; how they punished those who injured them how
they noved about fromcountry to country; how they hel ped great
ki ngs and nobl es, and showed thensel ves to wandering travellers
and to sinple country folk. But all this nmust be left for you to
read for yourselves in GinmMs stories, and in the | egends of
northern | ands, and in nany collections of ancient poens, and
ronances, and popular tales. And in these, and in other books
whi ch deal with such subjects, you will find out that all these
dwell ers in Wonderl and, and the tales that are told about them
and the stories of the gods and heroes, all cone fromthe one
source of which we read sonething in the first chapter--the
tradition's of the ancient Aryan people, fromwhomall of us
have sprung--and how they all nmean the same things; the conflict
bet ween |ight and darkness, the succession of day and night, the
changes of the seasons, the blue and bright sunmer skies, the
rai n-clouds, the stormw nds, the thunder and the |ightning, and
all the varied and infinite forns of Nature in her noods of calm
and storm peace and tenpest, brightness and gl oom sweet and

pl easant and hopeful |ife and stern and cold death, which causes
all brightness to fade and noul der away.

CHAPTER V.
DWELLERS I N FAI RYLAND: WEST H GHLAND STCRI ES.

In a very delightful book which has al ready been nentioned,
Campbel | ' s "Popul ar Tal es of the Wst Hi ghlands," there are many
curious stories of fairy folk and other creatures of the |ike

ki nd, described in the traditions of the west of Scotland, and
which are still believed in by many of the country people. There
are Brownies, for instance, the farmspirits. One of these, so
the story goes, inhabited the island of Inch, and | ooked after
the cattle of the Mac Dougalls; but if the dairymid negl ected
to leave a portion of mlk for himat night, one of the cattle
woul d be sure to fall over the rocks. Another kind of Brownie,
call ed the Bocan, haunted a place called Mran, opposite the
Isle of Skye, and protected the famly of the Macdonal ds of
Moran, but was very savage to ot her people, whom he beat or
killed. At last Big John, the son of MLeod of Raasay, went and
fought the creature in the dark, and tucked hi munder his arm
to carry himto the nearest |ight and see what he was |ike. But
the Brownies hate to be seen, and this one begged hard to be |et
of f, pronising that he would never come back. So Big John |et
himoff, and he flew away singing: --

"Far fromme is the hill of Ben Hederin
Far fromnme is the Pass of Mirnuring;"

file://N}/mythology/fairies/22.txt (53 of 64) [02/13/2004 11:25:26 AM]



file:///l|/mythology/fairies/22.txt

and the conmon story says that the tune is still remenbered and
sung by the people of that country. It is also told of a farner,
naned Cal | um Mohr Macl ntosh, near Loch Traig, in Lochaber, that
he had a fight with a Bocan, and in the fight he | ost a charned
handker chi ef. When he went back to get it again, he found the
Bocan rubbi ng the handkerchief hard on a flat stone, and the
Bocan said, "It is well for you that you are back, for if | had
rubbed a hole in this you were a dead man." This Bocan becane
very friendly with Maclntosh, and used to bring himpeats for
fire in the deep winter snows; and when Maclntosh noved to
another farm and | eft a hogshead of hides behind hi m by
accident, the Bocan carried it to his new house next norning,
over paths that only a goat could have crossed.

Anot her creature of the sane kind is a mschievous spirit, a
Goblin or Brownie, who is called in the Manx | anguage, the

d ashan, and who appears under various nanmes in Hi ghland
stories: sonetimes as a hairy man, and sonetines as a water-
horse turned into a man. He usually attacks |onely wonen,

who outwit him and throw hot peats or scalding water at him
and then he flies off howing. One feature is comobn to the
stories about him He asks the woman what her nane is, and she
always replies "Mysel f." So when the conpani ons of the d ashan
ask who burned or scalded him he says "Myself," and then they

| augh at him This answer marks the connection between these

tal es and those of other countries. Pol yphenbs asks Qdysseus his
nane, and is told that it is Qutis, or "Nobody." So when
Qdysseus blinds Pol yphenos, and the other Kykl opes ask the
nonster who did it, he says, "Nobody did it." There is a

Sl avoni an story, also, in which a cunning smith puts out the
eyes of the Devil, and says that his name is Issi, "nyself;" and
when the tortured denon is asked who hurt him he says, "I ssi
did it;" and then his conpanions ridicule him

Anmong ot her Highland fairy nonsters are the water-horses (like

t he Scandi navi an and Teutoni c Kel pies) and the water-bulls,
which inhabit lonely |lochs. The water-bulls are described as
being friendly to man; the water-horses are dangerous--when nen
get upon their backs they are carried off and drowned. Sonetines
the water-horse takes the shape of a man. Here is a story of
this kind fromthe island of Islay: There was a farner who had a
great many cattle. Once a strange-looking bull-calf was born
anongst them and an old wonan who saw it knew it for a
water-bull, and ordered it to be kept in a house by itself for
seven years, and fed on the mlk of three cows. Wen the tine
was up, a servant-mamid went to watch the cattle graze on the
side of aloch. Inalittle while a man cane to her and asked
her to dress or conb his hair. So he laid his head upon her
knees, and she began to arrange his hair. Presently she got a
great fright, for anongst the hair she found a great quantity of
wat er - weed; and she knew that it was a transforned water-horse.
Like a brave girl she did not cry out, but went on dressing the
man's hair until he fell asleep. Then she slid her apron off her
knees, and ran hone as fast as she could, and when she got
nearly home, the creature was pursuing her in the shape of a
horse. Then the old wonman cried out to themto open the door of
the wild bull's house, and out sprang the bull and rushed at the
horse, and they never stopped fighting until they drove each
other out into the sea. "Next day," says the story, "the body of
the bull was found on the shore all torn and spoilt, but the
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horse was never nore seen at all."

Sonmetinmes the water-spirit appears in the shape of a great bird,
whi ch the West Highl anders call ed the Boobrie, who has a | ong
neck, great webbed feet with trenmendous claws, a powerful bill
hooked li ke an eagle's, and a voice like the roar of an angry
bull. The lochs, according to popular fancy, are also inhabited
by water-spirits. In Sutherlandshire this kind of creature is
called the Fuath; there are, M. Canpbell says, nales and

femal es; they have web-feet, yellow hair, green dresses, tails,
manes, and no noses; they marry hunman beings, are killed by
light, are hurt by steel weapons, and in crossing a streamthey
becone restless. These spirits resenble nernmen and nernai ds, and
are also like the Kel pies, and they have al so been sonehow
confused with the kind of spirit known in Ireland as the
Banshee. Many stories are told of them A shepherd found one, an
old woman seenmingly crippled, at the edge of a bog. He offered
to carry her over on his back. In going over, he saw that she
was webf ooted; so he threw her down, and ran for his life. By
the side of Loch Mddle a wonan saw one--"about three years
ago," she told the narrator--she sat on a stone, quiet, and
dressed in green silk, the sleeves of the dress curiously puffed
fromthe wists to the shoulder; her hair was yellow, |ike ripe
corn; but on a nearer view she had no nose. A nman at Tuber nan
nmade a bet that he would seize the Fuath or Kel pi e who haunt ed
the loch at Muwulin na Fouah. So he took a brown right-sided
maned horse, and a brown bl ack-rmuzzl ed dog, and with the hel p of
the dog he captured the Fuath, and tied her on the horse behind
him She was very fierce, but he pinned her down with an aw and
a needle. Crossing the burn or brook near Loch M gdal she grew
very restless, and the man stuck the awl and the needle into her
with great force. Then she cried, "Pierce me with the awl, but
keep that slender hair-like slave (the needle) out of nme." Wen
the man reached an inn at Inveran, he called his friends to cone
out and | ook at the Fuath. They came out with |ights, and when
the light fell upon her she dropped off the horse, and fell to
the earth like a small lunp of jelly.

The Fairies of the West Highlands in sone degree resenbl ed

the Scandi navi an Dwarfs. They m |l ked the deer; they lived

under ground, and worked at trades, especially netal -working and
weavi ng. They had hammers and anvils, but had to steal wool and
to borrow | oons; and they had great hoards of treasure hidden in
their dwelling places. Sonetinmes they hel ped the people whom
they liked, but at other times they were spiteful and evil

nm nded; and according to tradition all over the Highl ands, they
enticed nen and wonen into their dwellings in the hills, and
kept themthere sonetines for years, always danci ng without
stopping. There are nany stories of this kind; and there are

al so many about the fondness of the Fairies for carrying off
hunman children, and leaving Inps of their ow in their places--
these | nps being generally old nmen disguised as children. Sone
of these tales are very curious, and are like others that are
found anongst the folk-lore of Celtic peoples el sewhere. Here
is the substance of one told in Islay:--

Years ago there lived in Crossbrig a snmith named MacEachern, who
had an only son, about fourteen; a strong, healthy, cheerful

boy. Al of a sudden he fell ill, took to his bed, and noped for
days, getting thin, and odd-1ooking, and yellow, and wasting
away fast, so that they thought he nust die. Now a "wi se" old
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man, who knew about Fairies, came to see the smth at work, and
the poor nan told himall about his trouble. The old nman said,
"I't is not your son you have got; the boy has been carried off
by the Dacorie Sith (the Fairies), and they have left a

si bhreach (changeling) in his place." Then the old man told him
what to do. "Take as many egg-shells as you can get, go with
theminto the room spread them out before him then draw water
with them carrying themtwo and two in your hands as if they
were a great weight, and when they are full, range them round
the fire." The smth did as he was told; and he had not been
long at work before there canme fromthe bed a great shout of

| aughter, and the supposed boy cried out, "I am ei ght hundred
years old, and | never saw the like of _that_ before." Then the
snmth knew that it was not his own son. The w se man advi sed him
again. "Your son," he said, "is in a green round hill where the
Fairies live; get rid of this creature, and then go and | ook for
him" So the smith lit a fire in front of the bed. "Wat is that
for?" asked the supposed boy. "You will see presently," said the
smth; and then he took himand threw himinto the mddle of it;

and the sibhreach gave an awful yell, and flew up through the
roof, where a hole was left to let the snoke out. Now the old
man said that on a certain night the green round hill, where the

Fairies kept the smth's boy, would be open. The father was to
take a Bible, a dirk, and a crowi ng cock, and go there. He would
hear singing, and dancing, and rmuch nerrinment, but he was to go
boldly in. The Bible would protect himagainst the Fairies, and
he was to stick the dirk into the threshold, to prevent the hil
cl osi ng upon him Then he would see a grand room and there,
working at a forge, he would find his own son; and when the
Fairies questioned himhe was to say that he had cone for his
boy, and would not go away without him So the smth went, and
did what the old man told him He heard the nmusic, found the

hill open, went in, stuck the dirk in the threshold, carried the
Bi bl e on his breast, and took the cock in his hand. Then the
Fairies angrily asked what he wanted, and he said, "I want ny
son whom | see down there, and | will not go without him" Upon

this the whole conpany of the Fairies gave a |oud |augh, which
woke up the cock, and he |l eaped on the smth's shoul ders,

cl apped his wings, and crowed lustily. Then the Fairies took the
snmth and his son, put themout of the hill, flung the dirk
after them and the hill-side closed up again. For a year and a
day after he got home the boy never did any work, and scarcely
spoke a word; but at last one day sitting by his father, and
seeing himfinish a sword for the chieftain, he suddenly said,
"That's not the way to do it," and he took the tools, and
fashioned a sword the Iike of which was never seen in that
country before; and fromthat day he worked and |ived as usual .

Here is another story. A wonan was going through a wild glen in
Strath Carron, in Sutherland--the d@en Garaig--carrying her
infant child wapped in her plaid. Below the path, overhung with
trees, ran a very deep ravine, called den Gdhar, or the dun
glen. The child, not a year old, suddenly spoke, and said:--

"Many a dun hunmel cow,

Wth a calf bel ow her,

Have | seen mlKking

In that dun gl en yonder,

Wt hout dog, without man,

Wt hout woman, without gillie,
But one man; and he hoary."
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Then the woman knew that it was a fairy changeling she was
carrying, and she flung down the child and the plaid, and ran
hone, where her own baby lay smling in the cradle.

Atailor went to a farmhouse to work, and just as he was going
in, sonebody put into his hands a child of a nonth old, which a
little lady dressed in green seened to be waiting to receive.
The tailor ran home and gave the child to his w fe. Wen he got
back to the farm house he found the farnmer's child crying and
yel ping, and di sturbing everybody. It was a fairy changeling

whi ch the nurse had taken in, neaning to give the farner's own
child to the fairy in exchange; but nobody knew this but the
tailor. When they were all gone out he began to talk to the
child. "Hae ye your pipes?" said the Tailor. "They're bel ow ny
head," said the Changeling. "Play ne a spring," said the Tailor.
Qut sprang the little man and pl ayed the bagpi pes round the
room Then there was a noise outside, and the EIf said, "Its ny
folk wanting ne," and away he went up the chimey; and then they
fetched back the farmer's child fromthe tailor's house.

One nore story: it is told by the Sutherland-shire folk. A small
farmer had a boy who was so cross that nothing could be done
with him One day the farmer and his wife went out, and put the
child to bed in the kitchen; and they bid the farmlad to go and
ook at it now and then, and to thrash out the straw in the
barn. The lad went to look at the child, and the Child said to
himin a sharp voice, "Wat are you going to do?" "Thrash out a
pickle of straw," said the Lad, "lie still and don't grin, like
a good bairn." But the little Inp of out of bed, and said, "CGo
east, Donald, and when ye cone to the big brae (or brow of the
hill), rap three tines, and when _they_ cone, say ye are seeking
Johnnie's flail." Donald did so, and out cane a little fairy
man, and gave hima flail. Then Johnnie took the flail, thrashed
away at the straw, finished it, sent the flail back, and went to
bed agai n. Wen the parents canme back, Donald told them al

about it; and so they took the Inp out of the cradle, put it in
a basket, and set the basket on the fire. No sooner did the
creature feel the fire than he vani shed up the chi mey. Then
there was a | ow crying noise at the door, and when they opened
it, a pretty little lad, whomthe nother knew to be her own,

st ood shivering outside.

A few notes about West Hi ghland giants nust end this account of
wonder creatures in this region. There was a giant in den Eiti,
aterrible being, who cones into a wild strange story, too |ong
to be told here. He is described as having one hand only, com ng
out of the middle of his chest, one |l eg coning out of his
haunch, and one eye in the mddle of his face. And in the sane
story there is another giant called the Fachan, and the story
says, "Ugly was the nake of the Fachan; there was one hand out
of the ridge of his chest, and one tuft out of the top of his
head; it were easier to take a mountain fromthe root than to
bend that tuft." Usually, the H ghland giants were not such
dreadful creatures as this. Like giants in all stories, they
were very stupid, and were easily outwitted by cunning men. "The
Gaelic giants (M. Canpbell says)[9] are very |like those of
Norse and German tales, but they are nmuch nearer to real nen
than the giants of Germany and Scandi navia and Greece and Rone,
who are alnost, if not quite, equal to the gods. Their world is
general ly, though not always, underground; it has castles, and
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par ks, and pasture, and all that is found above on the earth.
Gol d, and silver, and copper abound in the giants' |and, jewels
are sel dom nentioned, but cattle, and horses, and spoil of
dresses, and arns, and arnour, conbs, and basins, appl es,
shi el ds, bows, spears, and horses are all to be gained by a

fight with the giants. Still, now and then a gi ant does sone
feat quite beyond the power of man, such as a giant in Barra,
who fished up a hero, boat and all, with his fishing-rod, froma

rock and threw himover his head, as little boys do 'cuddies'
fromthe pier end. So the giants may be degraded gods, after
all." In the story of Connal, told by Kenneth MacLennan of Poo
Ewe, there is a giant who was beaten by the hero of the tale.
Connal was the son of King Cruachan, of Eirinn, and he set out
on his adventures. He nmet a giant who had a great treasure of
silver and gold, in a cave at the bottomof a rock, and the

gi ant used to pronise a bag of gold to anybody who woul d al | ow
hinself to be let down in a creel or basket, and send sonme of it
up. Many people were lost in trying it, for when the giant had

| et themdown, and they had filled the creel, the giant used to
draw up the creel of gold, and then he would not let it down
again, and so those who had gone down for it were left to perish
in the deep cavern. Now Connal agreed to go down, and the giant
served himin the sane way that he had done the rest, and Connal
was left in the cave anong the dead nen and the gold. Now the

gi ant could not get anybody el se to go down, and as he wanted
nore gold, he let his own son down in the creel, and gave him
the sword of light, so that he might see his way before him
When t he young giant got into the cave, Connal took the sword of
light very quickly, and cut off the young giant's head, Then
Connal put gold into the bottomof the creel, and got in

hi nsel f, and covered hinself over with gold, and gave a pull at
the rope, and the giant drew up the creel, and when he did not
see his son, he threw the creel over the back of his head; and
Connal took the sword of light, and cut off the giant's head,
and went away hone with the sword and the gold.

There was a King of Lochlin, who had three daughters, and three
giants stole them and carried them down under the earth; and a
wise man told the King that the only way to get them back was to
nmake a ship that would sail over land or sea. So the King said
that anybody who woul d make such a ship should narry his el dest
daughter. There was a wi dow who had three sons, and the el dest
of them said he would go into the forest and cut wood, and nake
the ship; and his nother gave hima | arge bannock (oat cake),
and away he went. Then a Fairy cane out of the river, and asked
for a bit of the bannock, but he would not give her a norsel; so
he began cutting the wood, but as fast as he cut them down, the
trees grew up again, and he went home sorrowful. Then the next
brother did the sanme, and he failed al so. Then the youngest
brother went, and he took a little bannock, instead of a big
one, and the Fairy canme again, and he gave her a share of the
bannock; and she told himto nmeet her there in a year and a day,
and the ship should be ready. And it was ready, and the youngest
son sailed away in it. Then he cane to a man who was dri nking up
a river; and the youngest son hired himfor a servant. After a
time, he found a man who was eating a whole ox, and he hired him
too. Then he saw another nan, with his ear to the earth, and he
said he was hearing the grass grow, so he hired himal so. Then
they got to a great cave, and the last nan |istened, and said it
was where the three giants kept the King's three daughters, and
they went down into the cave, and up to the house of the biggest
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giant. "Ha! hal" said the Gant, "you are seeking the King's
daughter, but thou wilt not have her, unless thou hast a man who
will drink as nmuch water as |." Then the river-drinker set to
work, and so did the giant, and before the nan was hal f
satisfied, the giant burst. Then they went to where the second
giant was. "Ho! ho!" said the G ant, "thou art seeking the

Ki ng's daughter, but thou wilt not get her, if thou hast not a
man who will eat as nmuch flesh as |I." Then the ox-eater began
and so did the giant; but before the man was half satisfied, the
gi ant burst. Then they went on to the third G ant; and the G ant
said to the youngest son that he should have the King' s daughter
if he would stay with himfor a year and a day as a slave. Then
they sent up the King's three daughters, and the three nen out
of the cave; and the youngest son stayed with the giant for a
year and a day. Wen the tinme was up the youngest son said, "Now
I am going." Then the G ant said, "I have an eagle that wll
take thee up;" and he put himon the eagle's back, and fifteen
oxen for the eagle to eat on her way up; but before the eagle
had got half way up she had eaten all the oxen, and cane back
again. So the youngest son had to stay with the giant for

anot her year and a day. When the tinme was up, the Gant put him
on the eagle again, and thirty oxen to last her for food; but
before she got to the top she ate themall, and so went back
again; and the young man had to stay another year and a day with
the giant. At the end of the third year and a day, the G ant put
himon the eagle's back a third tine, and gave her three score
of oxen to eat; and just when they got to the nouth of the cave,
where the earth began, all the oxen were eaten, and the eagle
was goi ng back again. But the young man cut a piece out of his
own thigh, and gave it to the eagle, and with one spring she was
on the surface of the earth. Then the Eagle said to him "Any
hard |l ot that conmes to thee, whistle, and | will be at thy
side." Now the youngest son went to the town where the King of
Lochlin lived with the daughters he had got back fromthe
giants; and he hired hinself to work at blowi ng the bell ows for
a smth. And the King' s ol dest daughter ordered the smth to
nmake her a golden crown |like that she had when she was with the
giant, or she would cut off his head. The bell ows-bl ower said he
would do it. So the smth gave himthe gold, and he shut hinself
up, and broke the gold into splinters, and threw it out of the
wi ndow, and people picked it up. Then he whistled for the Eagle,
and she cane, and he ordered her to fetch the gold crown that

bel onged to the biggest giant; and the Eagle fetched it, and the
snmith took it to the King's daughter, who was quite satisfied.
Then the King's second daughter wanted a silver crown |ike that
she had when she was with the second giant; and the King's
youngest daughter wanted a copper crown, |ike that she had when
she was with the third G ant; and the Eagle fetched them both
for the young man, and the snith took themto the King's
daughters. Then the King asked the snmith how he did all this;
and the smth said it was his bellows-blower who did it. So the
King sent a coach and four horses for the bell ows-bl ower, and
the servants took him all dirty as he was, and threw himinto
the coach like a dog. But on the way he called the eagle, who
took himout of the coach, and filled it with stones, and when
the King opened the door, the stones fell out upon him and
nearly killed him and then, the story says, "There was catching
of the horse gillies, and hanging themfor giving such an
affront to the King." Then the King sent a second tine, and
these nmessengers al so were very rude to the bell ows-bl ower, so
he made the eagle fill the coach with dirt, which fell about the
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King's ears, and the second set of servants were puni shed. The
third time the King sent his trusty servant, who was very civil
and asked the bell ows-blower to wash hinself, and he did so, and
the eagl e brought a gold and silver dress that had bel onged to
the bi ggest giant, and when the King opened the coach door there
was sitting inside the very finest man he ever saw. And the
young man told the King all that had happened, and they gave him
the King' s el dest daughter for his wife, and the wedding | asted
twenty days and twenty nights.

One story nore, of howa Gant was outwitted by a naiden. It is
told in the island of Islay. There was a w dow, who had three
daughters, who went out to seek their fortunes. The two el der
ones did not want the youngest, and they tied her in turns to a
rock, a peat-stack, and a tree, but she got |oose and cane after
them They got to the house of a G ant, and had |l eave to stop
for the night, and were put to bed with the G ant's daughters.
The G ant canme home and said, "The snell of strange girls is
here," and he ordered his gillie to kill them and the gillie
was to know themfromthe G ant's daughters by these having

twi sts of anber beads round their necks, and the others having
twi sts of horse-hair. Now Maol o Chliobain, the youngest of the
wi dow s daughters, heard this, and she changed the neckl aces,
and so the gillie came and killed the G ant's daughters, and
Maol o Chliobain took the golden cloth that was on the bed, and
ran away with her sisters. But the cloth was an enchanted cl oth,
and it cried out to the G ant, who pursued themtill they cane
to a river, and then Mol plucked out a hair of her head, and
nmade a bridge of it; but the G ant could not get over; so he
called out to Maol, "And when wilt thou cone again?" "I wll
come when ny business brings ne," she said; and then he went
hone again. They got to a farner's house, and told himtheir
history. Said the Farner, who had three sons, "I wll give ny

el dest son to thy el dest sister; get for me the fine conb of
gold and the coarse conb of silver that the G ant has." So she
went and fetched the conbs, and the G ant followed her till they
came to the river, which the G ant could not get over; so he
went back again. Then the farnmer said he would nmarry his second
son to the second sister, if Maol would get himthe sword of
light that the Gant had. So she went to the G ant's house, and

got up into a tree that was over the well; and when the Gant's
gillie came to draw water, she cane down and pushed himinto the
well, and carried away the sword of light that he had with him

Then the G ant followed her again, and again the river stopped
him and he went back. Now the farner said he would give his
youngest son to Maol o Chliobain herself, if she would bring him
the buck the G ant had. So she went, but when she had caught the
buck, the G ant caught her. And he said, "Thou least killed ny
three daughters, and stolen ny conbs of gold and silver; what
woul dst thou do to ne if | had done as nuch harmto thee as thou
to me?" She said, "I would make thee burst thyself with mlk
porridge, | would then put thee in a sack, | would hang thee to
the roof-tree, | would set fire under thee, and | would lay on
thee with clubs till thou shouldst fall as a faggot of withered
sticks on the floor." So the G ant nade milk porridge and forced
her to drink it, and she lay down as if she were dead. Then the
G ant put her in a sack, and hung her to the roof tree, and he
went away to the forest to get wood to burn her, and he left his
old nother to watch till he canme back. When the G ant was gone
Maol o Chliobain began to cry out, "I amin the light; I amin
the city of gold." "WIt thou let ne in?" said the Gant's
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mother. "I will not let thee in," said Maol o Chliobain. Then
the Gant's nother |et the sack down, and Maol o Chliobain got
out, and she put into the sack the Gant's nother, and the cat,
and the calf, and the creamdi sh; and then she took the buck and
went away. When the G ant cane back he began beating the sack
with clubs, and his Mdther cried out, "Tis | nyself that amin
it." "I knowthat thyself is init," said the Gant, and he laid
on all the harder. Then the sack fell down |ike a bundle of

wi thered sticks, and the G ant found that he had killed his

not her. So he knew that Maol o Chliobain had played hima trick,
and he went after her, and got up to her just as she | eaped over
the river. "Thou art over there, Maol o Chliobain" said the
Gant. "I amover," she said. "Thou killedst nmy three bald brown
daughters?" "I killed them though it is hard for thee." "Thou
stol est nmy gol den conb, and ny silver conb?" "I stole them"
"Thou killedst my bald rough-skinned gillie?" "I killed him"
"Thou stolest ny glaive (sword) of light?" "I stole it." "Thou
killedst my nother?" "I killed her, though it is hard for thee."
"Thou stol est ny buck?" "I stole it." "Wien wilt thou cone
again?" "I will conme when ny business brings ne." "If thou wert
over here, and | yonder," said the G ant, "what woul dst thou do
to follow me?" "I would kneel down," she said, "and | woul d
drink till | should dry the river." Then the poor foolish G ant
knelt down, and he drank till he burst; and then Maol o
Chliobain went off with the buck and married the youngest son of
the farner.

[9] _Popul ar Tales of the West Highlands , vol. i., Introduction

CHAPTER VI .
CONCLUSI ON:  SOVE POPULAR TALES EXPLAI NED.

This brings us towards the end--that is, to show how sone of our
own familiar stories connect thenselves with the old Aryan

nyt hs, and al so to show sonet hi ng of what they nean. There are
four stories which we know best--Ci nderella, and Little Red

Ri di ng Hood, and Jack the G ant Killer, and Jack and t he Bean
Stal k--and the |ast two of these belong especially to English
fairy lore.

Now about the story of Cinderella. W saw sonething of her in
the first chapter: How she is Ushas, the Dawn Mii den of the
Aryans, and the Aurora of the Greeks; and how the Prince is the
Sun, ever seeking to make the Dawn his bride, and how the

envi ous stepnot her and sisters are the C ouds and the N ght,
which strive to keep the Dawn and the Sun apart. The story of
Little Red Riding Hood, as we call her, or Little Red Cap, as
she is called in the German tales, also cones fromthe sane
source, and refers to the Sun and the Night. You all know the
story so well that | need not repeat it: how Little Red Riding
Hood goes with nice cakes and a pat of butter to her poor old
grandnot her; how she neets on the way with a wolf, and gets into
talk with him and tells himwhere she is going; how the wolf
runs off to the cottage to get there first, and eats up the poor
grandnot her, and puts on her clothes, and |ies down in her bed;
how Littl e Red Ri ding hood, knowi ng nothing of what the w cked
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wol f has done, cones to the cottage, and gets ready to go to bed
to her grandnother, and how the story goes on in this way:--

"Grandnot her," (says Little Red R ding Hood), "what great arnms
you have got!"

"That is to hug you the better, ny dear."

"G andnot her, what, great ears you have got!"
That is to hear you the better, ny dear."”
"Grandnot her, what great eyes you have got!"
"That is to see you the better, ny dear."
"Grandnot her, what a great nouth you have got!"

"That is to eat you up!" cried the wicked wolf; and then he
| eaped out of bed, and fell upon poor Little Red Ri ding Hood,
and ate her up in a nonent.

This is the English version of the story, and here it stops; but
in the German story there is another ending to it. After the
wol f has eaten up Little Red R ding Hood he lies down in bed
again, and begins to snore very loudly. A huntsman, who is going
by, thinks it is the old grandnother snoring, and he says, "How
loudly the old wonan snores; | nust see if she wants anything."
So he stepped into the cottage, and when he cane to the bed he
found the wolf lying init. "What! do | find you here, you old
sinner?" cried the huntsman; and then, taking aimw th his gun
he shot the wolf quite dead.

Now t his ending helps us to see the full neaning of the story.
One of the fancies in the nost ancient Aryan or H ndu stories
was that there was a great dragon that was trying to devour the
sun, and to prevent himfrom shining upon the earth and filling
it with brightness and |ife and beauty, and that Indra, the
sun-god, killed the dragon. Now this is the nmeaning of Little
Red Riding Hood, as it is told in our nursery tales. Little Red
Ri di ng Hood is the evening sun, which is always described as red
or golden; the old Grandnmother is the earth, to whomthe rays of
the sun bring warnth and confort. The Wl f--which is a well-known
figure for the clouds and bl ackness of night--is the dragon in
another form first he devours the grandnother, that is, he waps
the earth in thick clouds, which the evening sun is not strong
enough to pierce through. Then, with the darkness of night he
swal | ows up the evening sun itself, and all is dark and desol at e.
Then, as in the German tale, the night-thunder and the storm

wi nds are represented by the |Ioud snoring of the WIlf; and

then the Huntsman, the nmorning sun, cones in all his strength
and maj esty, and chases away the night-clouds and kills the

Wl f, and revives old Grandnother Earth, and brings Little Red

Ri ding Hood to Iife again. O another explanation may be that
the WIf is the dark and dreary winter that kills the earth

with frost, and hides the sun with fog and nmist; and then the
Spring comes, with the huntsman, and drives winter down to his

i ce-caves again, and brings the Earth and the Sun back to life.
Thus, you see, how closely the nost ancient nmyth is preserved in
the nursery tale, and how full of beautiful and hopeful neaning
this is when we cone to understand it. The sane idea is repeated
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in another story, that of "The Sl eeping Beauty in the Wod,"
where the Maiden is the Mirning Dawn, and the young Prince, who
awakens her with a kiss, is the Sun which cones to rel ease her
fromthe long sleep of wintry night.

The germ of the story of "Jack and the Bean Stalk" is to be
found in old Hindu tales, in which the beans are used as the
synbol s of abundance, or as neaning the noon, and in which the
white cowis the clay and the black cowis the night. There is
al so a Russian story in which a bean falls upon the ground and
grows up to the sky, and an old man, neaning the sun, clinbs up
by it to heaven, and sees everything. This conmes very near the
story of Jack, who sells his cow for a handful of beans, and his
not her scatters themin the garden, and throws her apron over
her head and weeps, thus figuring the Night and the Rain; and,
shi el ded by the night and watered by the rain, the bean grows up
to the sky, and Jack clinbs to the Ogre's land, and carries off
the bags of gold, and the wonderful hen that |ays a gol den egg
every day, and the golden harp that plays tunes by itself. It is
al so possible that the bean-stal k which grows fromearth to
heaven is a renmenbrance, brought by the Norsenen, of the great
tree, Ygdrassil, which, in the Norse nythology, has its roots in
hell and its top in heaven; and the evil Denons dwell in the
roots, and the earth is placed in the mddle, and the Gods live
in the branches. And there is another explanation given, nanely,
that "the Ogre in the | and above the skies, who was once the

Al'l -father, possessed three treasures: a harp which played of
itself enchanting nusic, bags of gold and di anonds, and a hen
which daily laid a golden egg. The harp is the wind, the bags
are the clouds dropping the sparkling rain, and the gol den egg

| aid every day by the red hen is the dawn-produced sun."[ 10]
Thus, in the story of "Jack and the Bean Stal k" we find repeated
the sanme idea which appears in Northern and Eastern fairy tal es,
and in Greek | egends; and so we are carried back to the ancient
Hindu traditions, and to the nyths of Nature-worship anongst the
old Aryan race.

It is the same with the story of "Jack the Gant Killer," which
al so has its connection with the | egends of various countries
and all ages, and has also its inner neaning, drawn fromthe
beliefs and traditions of the ancient past. There is no need to
tell you the adventures of Jack the Gant Killer; how he kills
the Cornish giant Cornmoran by tunbling himinto a pit and
striking himon the head with a pick-axe; how he strangles G ant
Bl underbore and his friend by throwi ng ropes over their heads
and drawi ng the nooses fast until they are choked; how he cheats
the Wl sh giant by putting a block of wood into his own bed for
the giant to hanmer at and by slipping the hasty-pudding into a
| eathern bag, and then ripping it up, to induce the giant to do
the sane with his own stonach, which he does, and so kills

hi nsel f; or how he frightens the giant with three heads, and so
gets the coat of darkness, the cap of know edge, the shoes of
swi ftness, and the sword of sharpness, and uses these to escape
fromother and nore terrible masters, and to kill them and gets
the duke's daughter for his wife, and |lives honoured and happy
ever after.

Now Jack the G ant Killer is really one of the very ol dest and
nost w del y-known characters in Wnderland. He is the hero who,
in all countries and ages, fights with nonsters and overcones

them like Indra, the ancient H ndu sun-god, whose thunderbolts
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sl ew t he denons of drought in the far East; or Perseus, who, in
Greek story, delivers the maiden fromthe sea-nonster; or
Qdysseus, who tricks the giant Pol yphenus, and causes himto
throw hinself into the sea; or Thor, whose hamer beats down the
frost-giants of the North. The gifts bestowed upon Jack are
found in Tartar stories, in Hndu tales, in Gernan | egends, and
in the fables of Scandi navia. The cloak is the cloud cl oak of

Al berich, king of the old Teutonic dwarfs, the cap is found in
many tal es of Fairyland, the shoes are |like the sandal s of
Hernes, the sword is like Arthur's Excalibur, or |ike the sword
forged for Sigurd, or that which was nade by the horse-snith,
Vel ent, the original of Wayland Snith, of old English | egends.
This sword was so sharp, that when Vel ent snote his adversary it
seened only as if cold water had glided dowmn him "Shake
thyself," said Velent; and he shook hinself, and fell dead in
two halves. The trick which Jack played upon the Wl sh giant is
related in the | egend of the god Thor and the giant Skrimer.
The giant laid hinmself down to sleep under an oak, and Thor
struck himwith his nighty hammer. "Hath a | eaf fallen upon ne
fromthe tree?" said the giant. Thor struck himagain on the
forehead. "What is the matter,"” said Skrimer, "hath an acorn
fallen upon ny head?" A third tinme Thor struck his trenmendous
bl ow. Skrimer rubbed his cheek and said, "Methinks some npbss
has fallen upon ny face." The giant had done what Jack did: he
put a great rock upon the place where Thor supposed himto be
sl eeping, and the rock received all the blows. The whol e story
probably means no nore than this: Jack the Gant Killer is the
Wnd and the Light which disperses the nists and overthrows the
cloud giants; and popul ar fancy, ages ago, dressed himout as a
person conbating real giants of flesh and bl ood, just as in al
ages and all countries the forces of nature have taken personal
shape, and have given us these tales of miracul ous gifts, of
great deeds done, and of nonsters destroyed by nmen with the
courage and the strength of heroes.

Now our task is done. W have seen that the Fairy Stories cane
from Asia, where they were nmade, ages and ages ago, by a people
who spread t hensel ves over our Western world, and forned the
nations which dwell in it, and brought their myths and | egends
with them and we have seen, too, how the ancient neanings are
still to be found in the tales that are put nowinto children's
books, and are told by nurses at the fireside. And we have seen
sonmet hing of the |l essons they teach us, and which are taught by
all the fanpus tal es of Wwnderl and; | essons of kindness to the
feeble and the old, and to birds, and beasts, and all dunb
creatures; |lessons of courtesy, courage, and truth-speaking; and
above all, the first and nobl est | esson believed in by those who
were the founders of our race, that God is very near to us, and
is about us always; and that now, as in all tines, He hel ps and
conforts those who |ive good and honest |ives, and do whatever
duty lies clear before them

[10] Baring-Gould, Mths of the Mddle Ages.
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