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FOREWOR D

Few things are more enjoyable than sharing a story, and it’s what people 
have done for thousands of years.

These days, we’re likely to share a story on the page or the screen. 
However, few people knew how to read or write until two or three cen-
turies ago, and so they told their stories around a hearth or a campfi re, 
to while away a long journey or to help a young child get to sleep. This is 
what folktales are — short, imaginative stories to be shared by families, 
by communities, by everyone.

It is believed that Europeans began to write folktales down when 
they realized these stories were in danger of being forgotten during the 
Industrial Revolution, when so many villagers were moving away to 
mill towns and cities in search of jobs.  

The world portrayed in folktales is very different from our own. 
Technology and social norms have evolved and advanced signifi cantly 
since the folktales in this book were fi rst told. The tales’ descriptions 
of lifestyles and relationships of a simpler time — agrarian and very 
basic — can sound romanticized and even idyllic. The reality would 
have been much harsher. None of us would wish to return to a time 
when intolerance, let alone outright cruelty, toward specifi c individu-
als or groups for their gender, age, physical characteristics, disability, or 
beliefs was regarded as acceptable.

Overall, folktales have a huge cast of characters — humans, super-
humans,  fairy folk, ghosts, familiar animals, and fabulous beasts. In 
creating this book, I have ranged widely to show not only different 
types of tales and different themes, but the best and worst of human 
nature — loving, hating, hoping, fearing, brave, cowardly, smart, 
dumb, patient, impetuous, and, thank goodness, able to laugh, not least 
at ourselves.

In most of my retellings, I’ve chosen to stick closely to the original 
written versions because they’re a fi ne and valuable way of understand-
ing the people who fi rst heard and enjoyed them. This may mean that 
readers, in some cases teachers and librarians, have a bit more work to 
do. They will need to contextualize and become interpreters of these 
folktales themselves.

But isn’t it true that the very best way to prepare for tomorrow 
is to better understand today — and yesterday? We forget the past at 
our peril.

Kevin Crossley-Holland
Chalk Hill, December 2018



Pronunciation GuidE
An acute accent over a vowel indicates that the vowel is stressed.

 broch brock

 Caher kair (to rhyme with “fair”(( )

 Caoilte kwéel-teh

 Cappagh káppa

 Carterhaugh kaarter-hóck (-aa as in “car”(( )

 Cilgwri kiligooree

 Croagh Patrick kró pátrick (-ro as in “grow”(( )

 Cumhail cool

 Cwm Cawlwyd Koom kówl-wid (-ow as in “now”(( )

 Glynllifon glinn-hlivvon (hl as in Welsh “llan” )

 Gruagach gróo-gock

 Gwernabwy gwairnáb-wee

 Llanddeusant hlan-thíssant (hl as in Welsh “llan,”((

  -th as in “there,” -i as in “high”)

 Llyn y Fan Fach hlinn a ván vaack (hl as in Welsh “llan,” 

  -aa as in “car” )

 Loch Lein loch láyne

 Mellte méhlte (-hl as in Welsh “llan” )

 Mochno mock-know

 Myddfai múthi (-u as in “but,” -th as in “thin,” -i as in “high”(( )

 Rhedynfre reddúnn-vre (-u as in “bun”(( )

 shillelagh shaláylee

 Sychryd súckrud (-u as in “but”(( )
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the dark
ãorseman

As jemmy strode down the road toward slane, he began

to say praises.

“Praise be and I’m Irish,” he said, and he swiped at a clump of 

nettles with his shillelagh. “Praise be and it’s the top of the summer.”

Jemmy’s trousers f lapped at his step, and by the wayside poppies 

and cornf lowers nodded and smoldered and beckoned.

“My cattle are sleek,” said Jemmy. “They’re buttery creatures! 

They’ll sell well at the fair. And then I’ll drink a whiskey, and take a 

turn on the whirly horses, and talk to a girl with stars in her eyes.”

Jemmy Nowlan managed an estate outside Slane, and he had 

sent ahead his cattle early that morning. Jemmy was tall; he was 

very strong; he was handsome and he knew it.

“Praise be and I’m alive,” he said. “Praise be and praise be and 

I’m Jemmy Nowlan.”



While Jemmy was crossing the lonely heath just outside Slane, 

the clouds began to gather over his head. The summer’s day that 

had begun with scents and sunlight and soft, dawdling wind turned 

beetle-browed and bellowing.

Then Jemmy heard the clop-clop of a horse coming up behind 

him. He turned ’round and saw a young dash of a man riding on a 

black horse: black velvet jacket, white ruff les at his wrists, starched 

wing collar, shiny black boots. Jemmy looked up and saw the man 

was swarthy, and his skin was almost dark.

“Jemmy Nowlan,” said the dark horseman. “I’ve been looking 

for you all along the road.”

Jemmy Nowlan looked startled. He was sure he had never seen 

the man before.

“Come on up!” said the man. “There’s a storm in the sky. I’ll take 

you to the fair at Slane.”

Jemmy didn’t want to ride with the man. Not at all. He began to 

feel quite nervous and gripped his shillelagh.

“Ach!” he said, looking up at the black sky and wrinkling his 

nose. “The weather’ll be all right again soon.”

And as he spoke, Jemmy could hear distant voices inside his 

head. He had to close his eyes to make out what they were saying: 

“Still such a young man and just whisked away . . . they took him into 

the heart of the hill . . . a prisoner, a prisoner . . . and the only times 

they ever saw him was along with the walking dead. . . .”

“I’m going there myself.” The voice of the horseman brought 

Jemmy back from his reverie. “And I’d be glad of your company, 

Jemmy Nowlan.”

“Ach!” said Jemmy. “It’s not for the likes of me to ride with the 

likes of you.”

“I insist!” said the dark horseman.



Then he stooped and just touched one of Jemmy’s shoul-

ders with his ivory whip. And the next thing Jemmy knew, he 

was mounted behind the dark horseman, and the horse was 

galloping like a storm of wind.

The horseman said nothing. He rode until the horse was 

sweating and foaming. He rode across wild heathland where 

Jemmy had never been before, and on into an oak forest, and 

up to a castle set in a green glade.

As they cantered over the drawbridge, Jemmy saw that 

dozens of servants were standing on the steps around the massive 

door, waiting to welcome them. They all wore the same livery —

green and gold — and all of them were even smaller than the two 

dwarfs at Slane fair.

“Well!” they cried. “If it’s not Jemmy Nowlan! Welcome, Jemmy 

Nowlan!” Scrambling around him and standing on each other’s 

shoulders like a troupe of acrobats, they helped Jemmy dismount; 

they dusted him down; they put a drink in his fist; they asked what 

they could do for him.

“Very civil!” said Jemmy, and he took off his jaunting hat and 

ran a hand through his thick black hair. “Very civil!”

Then Jemmy saw a man waiting on the steps. He stood at least 

as high as Jemmy’s hip, and he was wearing a sumptuous outfit of 

purple and gold. So, Jemmy Nowlan, Jemmy thought, the lord him-

self has come out to greet you.

“Take Jemmy to his room,” said the lord. “Let him dress.”

Several servants escorted Jemmy to his room high in the castle, 

where his new clothes were waiting for him: a fine suit of brown vel-

vet, and a cap and feather. Jemmy looked at them in admiration and 

delight.

Far from leaving him to look after himself, the green-and-gold 
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servants would not allow Jemmy to lift a finger. They took off his 

jacket and his shirt and his trousers, untied his shoes, and washed 

him after his journey.

“Blessings!” exclaimed Jemmy. “There’s nothing wrong with this.”

When the little servants had dressed Jemmy in his resplendent 

new outfit, they hurried him down a f light of circular stone steps, 

trotted beside him along dim passageways, and led him into the 

castle hall.

This hall was hung with Chinese lanterns and garlands of f low-

ers. Down at the far end, a group of musicians was playing fiddles,  

and the little people were dancing.

“There’s a sight!” said Jemmy. “I’ve never seen anything so 

lovely.”

Most lovely of all were the ladies, with their f lashing smiles, and 

their throats and fingers all covered in jewels. Jemmy couldn’t take 

his eyes off them.

“Will you dance with me, Jemmy Nowlan?” asked one lady.

“No, Jemmy!” said another. “You must dance with me.”

And like a hundred winter sparrows and a hunk of bread, all the 

ladies in the hall pecked and squabbled over which of them should 

dance with Jemmy Nowlan in his brown velvet suit.

“Blessings!” cried Jemmy. “I’ll dance with you all.”

And that is what he did. He danced with every single lady in the 

room, until he was so tired that the only thing he wanted to do was 

to lie down there and then, and go to sleep.

“You can take Jemmy Nowlan to his room,” said the lord, “and 

put him to bed. But first he must tell me a story.”

“Ach!” said Jemmy. “I don’t know a story. I don’t know a story or 

I can’t remember one. I was never any good at books.”

“Shame on you, Jemmy!” said the lord.



“I’m very tired now, your lordship,” said Jemmy. “Let me 

lie down and go to sleep.”

“Sleep!” said the lord. “Not if I can help it.” He signaled 

to a little redheaded man. “Throw Jemmy out!” he shouted. 

“He can’t tell a story. I won’t have anyone in this castle who 

can’t tell me a story. Throw him out! He’s not worth his 

supper.”

So the redheaded man pushed Jemmy through the great 

castle door and down the steps and over the drawbridge to the 

edge of the oak forest.

Jemmy found a bench there, and it was long enough for him to 

lie on. He had just stretched himself out and put his head in the pil-

low of one palm when three men stepped toward him through the 

dim light of the wood. They were carrying a coffin.

Jemmy quickly sat up again.

“Oho!” said the men. “It’s Jemmy Nowlan! He’s just the man! 

We need a fourth man to carry this coffin.”

So Jemmy fell into step with the three men and shouldered his 

share of the coffin. They walked through the forest. They brushed 

through hedges and stumbled over ditches; they tramped over firm 

fields and plunged through treacherous peat bogs, until at last they 

reached an old churchyard at the head of a valley. It was overgrown 

with long grasses, and the graves were green with moss and lichen. 

Here the procession stopped. The three men and Jemmy laid down 

the coffin.

“Who’ll dig the grave?” asked one man.

“We must draw lots,” replied their leader.

Jemmy Nowlan drew the short straw. The three men found him 

an old rusty spade, and he dug and he dug all night until the grave 

was gaping — six feet long and two feet wide and eight feet deep.
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When Jemmy had all but finished, the leader of the group walked 

up and stood at the edge of the grave.

“This won’t do,” he said. “Not at all. This is never the place for 

a grave.”

“Why not?” asked Jemmy.

“I’ll have no one buried here,” said the leader. “My own father’s 

bones lie in this churchyard.”

So the three men and Jemmy had to shoulder the coffin again. 

They tramped over firm fields and plunged through the treacherous 

peat bogs until they reached a second churchyard.

“Jemmy Nowlan,” said the leader, “you must begin again.”

“Curses!” said Jemmy. But the three men stood around him so 

that their shadows fell onto his in the moonlight, and he knew that 

he had no choice in the matter.

When Jemmy had finished digging the grave, one of the men 

asked, “And who shall we put in the coffin?”

“No need to draw lots!” said the leader. “Lay Jemmy Nowlan in 

the coffin.”

The three men grabbed Jemmy and tried to throw him to the 

ground.

Jemmy yelled and wrestled; he landed huge punches on all three 

men. Had they been merely human, they would never have been able 

to withstand them. But after a while Jemmy felt himself weakening, 

and it was still three to one.

Then Jemmy saw that the leader had a forked hazel twig tucked 

into his belt. Jemmy bared his teeth. He shook like a dog. He jerked 

one arm free and grabbed the twig.

“I have it!” shouted Jemmy. He leaped up and whirled the twig 

’round his head three times and then struck each of his enemies with it.

That was the end of the fight. The three men fell backward and 



rolled over and lay face down in the dew. None of them even 

twitched a finger.

The coffin stood apart, gleaming white in the moonlight. 

No hand touched it, and no voice spoke.

Jemmy ran out of the churchyard. He had one thought in 

his mind, and that was to put as much distance as he could 

between himself and the three men, in case they should rise 

up again. Still holding the hazel twig in his right hand, he ran 

straight over the firm fields and zigzagged over the peat bogs; 

he worked his way through hedges of briar and thorn until he found 

himself standing in front of the castle again.

As Jemmy crossed the drawbridge, dozens of green-and-gold ser-

vants came out to meet him, as they had done before.

“Welcome!” they cried. “Welcome, Jemmy Nowlan! Come on in 

now! His lordship is waiting for you.”

The servants led Jemmy down dim passageways and into a room 

where the lord of the castle was reclining on a velvet couch. “Ah, 

Jemmy!” he said. “You’ve come back. You’ve come back with a story 

after all.”

“Ach!” said Jemmy.

“I allow no one in this castle to eat or drink or sleep until they’ve 

told me something — something wonderful that’s happened to them.”

Jemmy began to smile. “In that case,” he said, “in that case, my 

lord, I can tell you a wonderful story: the most wonderful of all.”

“You can begin now,” said the lord.

“There was a man,” said Jemmy, “and he was very tired. He was 

as tired as a dog. So he stretched out on a bench. He pillowed his 

head in the palm of one hand. But before he had even closed his 

eyes, up stepped three men through the dim light of the wood. They 

were carrying a coffin. . . .”
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The lord listened to every word, and at the end of the tale he 

clapped his hands. “A long journey,” he cried, “and a grim load! 

That’s a very fine story. A story of death in life,” said the lord, “and 

life in death. You’ve earned your supper.” He clapped his hands for a 

second time, and a succession of servants carried in food on golden 

dishes and crystal cups filled with wine.

“Eat and drink whatever you like,” said the lord. “It is all for you.”

Jemmy Nowlan was ravenous. With his right hand he still held 

the magic hazel twig, and with his left he ate and drank. When he 

had finished, Jemmy felt very strange and then rather dazed. He 

got up from the table, but at once he reeled sideways, and he toppled 

over. He lay on the ground completely and utterly dead to the world.

“Where am I?” groaned Jemmy. “My head! Where am I at all?”

He was lying up against a haystack and half a dozen hens were 

prinking around him.

Jemmy screwed up his eyes against the morning sunlight. 

“Curses!” he said. “The Sun’s bright this morning.” Then he looked 

at his crumpled clothing; the brown velvet suit, the cap, and the 

feather — they were gone, all gone.

“Ach!” said Jemmy in disgust. “I’ll get even with them. That dark 

horseman!”

Jemmy sat up on one elbow. “Nasty things!” he said. “Bad and 

shabby, stopping me from selling my cattle, and they already at the 

fair. Ali!” Jemmy sighed. “They could have left me that brown velvet 

suit.”

When he stood up, Jemmy saw that he had been asleep under one 

of his own haystacks, no more than a hundred yards from the com-

fort of his own bed.



“Devil take them!” said Jemmy. “Nasty and spiteful, that’s 

what they are! Envious things!”

Then Jemmy saw the forked hazel twig; he was still hold-

ing it in his right hand. He looked at the shine and shimmer 

of the world around him. “Blessings!” he said. “Praise be and 

I’m alive,” he said.
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thREe áeadS
of the well

Less than twelve months after the death of his wife, the 

king at Colchester married for a second time. He married for money.

The king’s new wife had a nature as bad as her looks (she was ((

hook-nosed and humpbacked and had yellow skin)w skinw skin , and her dowdy 

daughter was little better. From the very day they moved into the 

palace, they began to spread false rumors about Eleanor, the king’s 

own daughter.

“Too pretty for her own good,” the new queen said.

“And knows it,” said her daughter.

“Smiles at her father,” said the queen.

“And stabs him in the back,” her daughter said.

“The king wants my money,” said the queen. “And I want you to 

inherit the crown. You, not sweet Eleanor!”

So the whisperings went on — suggestions that Eleanor had 



disobeyed her father in this way or that, accusations in the 

king’s ear that his own daughter was tart and even spiteful to 

her new stepmother and stepsister.

Eleanor was already unhappy about her mother’s death; 

now she suffered more as her father began to harden against 

her. And the princess felt quite powerless to overcome the 

growing distance between them. There was no place for 

Eleanor in her own home.

Early one morning, Eleanor found her father walking in 

the palace gardens. “I want to go on a journey,” she said.

“Maybe,” said the king. “Maybe it’s for the best.”

For some time, neither of them spoke. The bees hummed around 

them. There were long pale sleeves of cloud overhead.

“I’ll go miles and miles,” said Eleanor. “I’ll see what I see and 

meet whom I meet.”

“I’ll give you some money,” said the king. “And I’ll ask your step-

mother to pack some clothes and food for you.”

The queen soon had a bundle ready for her stepdaughter: no 

money, no clothes, nothing but a canvas bag containing coarse bread, 

cheese, and a bottle of beer.

So Eleanor left the court and Colchester and followed a track 

through a beechwood. Late in the afternoon, she entered a glade, and 

there she saw an old man sitting on a stone at the mouth of a cave.

The track led Eleanor right up to the old man. As she approached 

him, he called out, “Good day, young lady!”

“Good day!” said Eleanor.

“And where are you off to?” he asked. “What’s the hurry?”

“I’m going miles and miles,” said the princess. “I’ll see what I see 

and meet whom I meet.”

“Ah!” said the old man. “What have you got in that bag?”
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“Bread and cheese,” said Eleanor. “Brown bread and hard cheese 

and a bottle of beer. Would you care for some?”

“Thank you, young lady,” said the old man, and he gave Eleanor 

a toothless smile.

When the old man had eaten, he stood up and thanked the prin-

cess again for her kindness. “Just beyond this wood,” he said, “you’ll 

come to a thick and thorny hedge. There’s no way ’round it, and it 

looks quite impassable. Take this rowan twig,” said the old man. 

“Strike the hedge three times with it, and say, ‘Hedge, hedge, let me 

pass through!’ ”

“Hedge, hedge, let me pass through!” repeated Eleanor.

“The hedge will open at once,” said the old man. “Then a little 

farther on, you’ll find a well. Sit down beside it, and almost at once 

three golden heads will come up out of it.”

“And then?” said Eleanor.

“The heads will speak. And you must do whatever they ask of you.”

Eleanor promised the old man that she would follow his instruc-

tions. When she came to the hedge, she struck it three times and 

spoke the right words, and the hedge opened. Then she found the 

well and sat down beside it, and at once a golden head came up, 

singing:

“Wash me, comb me,“

Lay me down softly,

And lay me on a bank to dry,

So that I look pretty 

When somebody comes by.”

“I will,” said Eleanor. She took her silver comb out of her pocket  

and combed the head’s golden hair. Then she lifted the head out of 



the dark water and set it down beside the well on a bank thick 

with wildfl owers.

At once the second and third heads came up and sang the 

same song. So the princess combed their hair, too, and laid them 

beside the first head on the bank of wildfl owers. Then she sat 

down herself and, feeling hungry, opened her canvas bag.

Before long, one of the heads said, “What shall we do for 

this girl who has been so kind to us?”

“She’s beautiful already,” said the first head, “but I’ll make 

her quite enchanting.”

“I’ll make her body and her breath more fragrant than the 

most sweetly scented fl owers,” said the second head.

“And my gift will be no less,” said the third head. “This girl’s a 

king’s daughter. I’ll give her a happy marriage to the best of all 

princes.”

After this, the three heads asked Eleanor to let them down into 

the well again. Then the princess continued her journey. It was 

already late in the afternoon, and the Sun was dipping; small birds 

sang charms around Eleanor’s head.

Now the path led through a splendid park where huge old oaks 

stood separate and swung at ease. Through the trees, Eleanor could 

see huntsmen and a pack of hounds and then, as they rode closer, a 

royal banner.

The princess stepped off the path; she had no wish to talk to kings.

But the king saw Eleanor. He rode up to her and, what with her 

great beauty and her fragrant breath, he was so bewitched that he 

escorted her straight back to his castle.

How the king paid court to her! For day after day, he wove fine 

words and teased her and wooed her. And Eleanor, she was charmed, 

and she fell in love with the king.
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Then the king ordered white cloth and green cloth and cloth of 

gold for Eleanor; he set aside rooms in the castle for her use; he gave 

her rings and brooches and necklaces.

So the king and the princess were married. And then, and only 

then, did Eleanor tell her husband that she was the daughter of the 

king of Colchester. Her husband laughed. He ordered chariots to 

be made ready so that they could pay Eleanor’s father a visit. And 

the king’s own chariot was padded with purple cloth and inlaid with 

bloodred garnets and gold discs.

At Colchester, the king had been restless and uneasy since his 

daughter had left court. When Eleanor found him, just as she had 

left him, walking alone in the palace gardens, he was overjoyed to see 

her and astonished at the splendor of her clothes and jewelry.

Then the princess called for her husband, and the young king told 

the old king all that had happened.

The court at Colchester trembled with excitement: ladies won-

dered what to wear; bells rang; fine dishes were prepared; the musi-

cians tuned their fiddles and cleared their throats. Only two people 

failed to join the dance: the queen and her dingy daughter.

“May she curdle!” sneered the queen.

“Let her hair fall out and her eyes jaundice,” sniffed her daughter, 

“and her teeth turn green.”

No sooner had Eleanor left court for her new home, taking a fine 

dowry with her, than the king’s stepdaughter announced that she 

intended to go on a journey to seek her fortune.

“I’ll see what I see and meet whom I meet,” said the girl.

Her mother gave her a soft leather bag stuffed with sweetmeats 

and sugar cakes and almonds and, at the bottom, a large bottle of the 

best dry Malaga sherry.

The girl dressed herself in her best traveling clothes, complete 



with a cloak with a silver clasp and strawberry satin lining. 

Then she left the court and Colchester and for a long time fol-

lowed a track through the beechwood.

Late in the afternoon, the girl saw the old man sitting on a 

stone at the mouth of a cave.

“Good day, young lady!” the old man called out. “Where 

are you off to? And what’s the hurry?”

“What’s that to you?” said the girl rudely.

“What have you got in that bag, then?” asked the old man.

“Good food and good drink! All sorts of good things,” the 

girl replied. “But they needn’t trouble you.”

“Won’t you give me a mouthful?” the old man asked.

“No,” said the girl, “you miserable beggar! Not a drop, unless you 

promise to choke on it!”

“Bad luck to you!” muttered the old man. “Bad luck go with you!”

The girl turned on her heel and walked on to the thick and 

thorny hedge. She saw a gap in it, but as she was stepping through 

it, the hedge closed on her. The thorns pricked her cheeks and arms 

and legs. By the time she had gotten through, she was scratched and 

bleeding.

The girl looked around to see if there was any water — a pool, 

even a puddle — in which to wash herself. Then she saw the well and 

plumped herself down beside it.

At once a golden head came up, singing:

“Wash me, comb me,

Lay me down softly,

And lay me on a bank to dry,

So that I look pretty

When somebody comes by.”
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The girl pulled the bottle of Malaga sherry out of the sack and 

banged the golden head with it. “Take that!” she said. “That’s for 

your washing.”

Then the second and third heads came up, and they met with no 

better treatment than the fi rst.

“What shall we do for this girl,” said one head, bobbing in the 

dark water, “who has been so cruel to us?”

“I’ll give her sores,” said the fi rst head, “all over her face.”

“Her breath smells bad already,” said the second head, “but I’ll 

make it smell far worse.”

“She needs a husband, and she can have a husband,” said the third 

head. “A poor country cobbler.”

The girl walked on. That night she slept under the stars, and the 

next morning she reached a little market town. The people in the 

market shrank at the sight of the girl’s face.

One cobbler, though, felt sorry for the suffering girl. “You poor 

old creature,” he said. “Where have you come from?”

“I,” said the girl, “am the stepdaughter of the king of Colchester.”

The cobbler raised his eyebrows; his leather face creased and 

wrinkled in a thinking smile.

“Well!” he said. “If I can cure your face and give you good breath, 

will you reward me by making me your husband?”

“I will,” said the girl. “With all my heart, I will.”

“This box of ointment,” said the cobbler, “is for your sores, and 

this bottle of spirits is for your breath.” (Not long before, he had (

mended the shoes of a penniless old hermit who had given him the 

box and the bottle as payment.)ent.ent.

“Every day,” said the cobbler, “smear the ointment over your 

sores, and take a nip of these spirits.”

The girl did just as the cobbler told her. Within a few weeks, 



she was not only cured but somewhat more presentable than 

before. She and the cobbler got married and, after a day or 

two, set out on foot for the court of Colchester.

When the queen discovered that her daughter had married 

a poor cobbler, she was so upset that she hanged herself. So the 

king at Colchester inherited her vast wealth, as he had always 

hoped to do.

“And out of this fortune,” said the king to the cobbler, “I’ll 

give you the sum of a hundred pounds, provided you take my 

stepdaughter away — take her away to the farthest corner of 

my kingdom and stay there with her.”

So this is what the cobbler did. He lived in a little village 

for many years, mending shoes, and his wife brought in a little extra 

money by weaving. She made cloth and dyed it all the colors of the 

rainbow and sold it at market.
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ßmaLL-tooth
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The youth put a scowling fist in Mr . Markham’s face. “The 

cash!” he growled.

The second and third youths stood behind Mr. Markham; they 

said nothing.

So the poor man had no choice. On the corner of his own street, only 

a hundred yards from the safety of his own home, he miserably fi shed in 

his pocket. But while Mr. Markham was delving for his wallet and loose 

change, a big dog, brindled and shaggy, came trotting around the corner.

“Help!” shouted Mr. Markham, and he punched one youth in the 

stomach and elbowed another in the face.

This big brindled dog leaped into the scrum. He ripped the youths’ 

clothes; he bit their calves and arms until they yelped and yelped and 

ran off. Mr. Markham was left lying on the pavement, a poor fat 

bundle, his head cradled in his arms.



The big brindled dog gave him a friendly look, and Mr. 

Markham began to unfold and put himself together again. He 

looked at his cuts and bruises; he looked at the dog and shook 

his head.

“You’ve saved me a paycheck,” he said, clasping a hand over 

the inner pocket of his jacket. “I’ve got the week’s takings in 

here. More than a thousand pounds.”

“I know,” said the dog.

“Ah!” said Mr. Markham, and he gave the big brindled 

dog another careful look. The dog bared its teeth in a kind of 

smile, and Mr. Markham saw that they were surprisingly white and 

neat and small for such a large, shaggy animal.

“Well!” said Mr. Markham. “I’d like to repay you for your kind-

ness. You’ve saved me a fortune.”

“I’ve saved your life,” said the dog, sitting back comfortably on 

his haunches.

“So I’m going to give you my most precious possession,” said 

Mr. Markham.

“What’s that?” asked the dog.

“How would you like the fi sh?” said Mr. Markham. “It can speak 

Welsh and Portuguese and Bulgarian and Icelandic and . . .”

“I would not,” said the dog.

“What about the goose, then?” said Mr. Markham. “Would you 

like the goose? It lays golden eggs.”

“I would not,” said the dog.

“Well then,” said Mr. Markham slowly, “I’ll have to offer you the 

mirror. . . .”

“The mirror?” said the dog.

“If you look into it,” said Mr. Markham, “you can see what 

people are thinking.”
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“I’ve no need of that,” said the big brindled dog.

“What would you like, then?” said Mr. Markham.

“Nothing like that,” replied the dog. “I’ll take your daughter. I’ll 

take her back to my house.”

“Corinna!” cried Mr. Markham. “Well! A man must keep his 

word. My most precious possession.”

“Me?” cried Corinna. “Not likely!”

“He’s not an ordinary dog,” said Mr. Markham.

“You’re daft as a brush,” said Corinna.

“You’ll see,” said her father. “He’s waiting outside the door.”

“Crazy!” said Corinna.

“Go on!” said Mr. Markham.

“Never!” said Corinna.

“You’ll have to go, Corinna,” her father said. “I want you to humor 

him. Take him for a walk.” Mr. Markham smiled encouragingly. 

“You’ll be back again for tea.” Then he bustled his half-laughing, half-

fearful daughter into her coat and out the front door.

“Corinna!” said the big brindled dog. “On my back! I’m taking 

you back to my house.”

As soon as Corinna had mounted, the big brindled dog galloped off 

down the road, leaving Mr. Markham standing and staring after them. 

The dog galloped over the Common and down the gray November 

streets. He galloped until they were right out of the city. And at last, in the 

middle of a beechwood on the brow of a hill, they came to the dog’s house.

“Here we are!” said the big brindled dog. “You’ll like it here.”

Corinna didn’t like it at all. She didn’t like the big brindled dog. 

She didn’t like leaving home. She didn’t like the countryside. And she 

didn’t like the dog’s damp, drafty house.

The dog brought Corinna good things to eat; he promised to look 

after her; he sang her praises. But whatever he did seemed only to 



make Corinna more miserable. And one night, when she had 

been at the dog’s house for about a month, Corinna began to 

shake and sob in her sleep, and she woke up already weeping.

“What’s wrong with you?” asked the dog.

“Let me go home!” sobbed Corinna. “I want to go home. 

My dad! He’s got no one to look after him.”

“I’ll take you home,” said the big brindled dog, “if you 

promise not to stay more than three days.”

“Three days?” said Corinna.

“That’s it,” said the dog.

“You’re a great, foul, small-tooth dog,” said Corinna.

“All right,” said the dog. “I won’t take you home.”

But Corinna begged and wept and wailed, and at last the dog 

relented. “We’ll be on our way at once,” he said. “What did you say 

you called me?”

“You?” said Corinna, and she fl ashed her dark eyes. “You’re sweet 

as a honeycomb.”

“On my back!” said the dog. “I’ll take you home.”

The big brindled dog, with Corinna on his back, trotted along for 

mile after mile. They crossed major roads and minor roads and fi elds 

and streams. Then they came to a stile.

“Just remind me what you call me,” said the dog.

Corinna was thinking of her dad and her own room and her job 

and her friends. “You’re a great, foul, small-tooth dog,” she said.

When he heard this, the big brindled dog turned his back on the 

stile. Deaf to all Corinna’s cries and promises, he trotted straight 

back to the beechwood on the brow of the hill.

Corinna had learned her lesson. And when, a week later, only just 

in time for Christmas, she once again persuaded the big brindled dog 

to take her home, she made up her mind to say nothing but loving 
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things — the most loving things she could think of — until she was 

safely home.

“Sweet as a honeycomb,” she said before they set off. And “sweet 

as a honeycomb” again at the stile. And in the dog’s pricked ears for 

mile after mile, “Sugar . . . sweetie . . .  honey.”

It was already dark as they rounded the corner where the big 

brindled dog had rescued Mr. Markham from the three youths. The 

dog quickened into a canter.

“This one,” cried Corinna. “The red one!” she cried, half-joyful 

at getting home at last, half-angry with the dog for having taken her 

away for so long. She dismounted and stepped up to the front door.

“Just remind me what you call me,” said the big brindled dog.

“You?” said Corinna. “You’re a great . . .”

But then she saw the dog’s mournful look. With her hand on the 

cold doorknob, Corinna thought of how, during the past weeks, the 

dog had always been warm and kind and patient with her, and put 

up with her tempers and tears. The word foul stuck in her throat. 

“Sweeter than a honeycomb,” said Corinna, and she smiled.

The big brindled dog stood up on his hind legs. He put his fore-

legs to the sides of his great shaggy head and pulled his head off. He 

pulled it off and tossed it high in the air. Then he took off his hairy 

coat. And there he stood, a young man, cool and smiling and just 

dandy. He had the smallest teeth you ever saw.

So when Corinna turned the cold doorknob and stepped into the 

house, the young man stepped in after her.

“Dad!” shouted Corinna.

A few months later, on the Saturday before Easter, the church bells 

rang, and Corinna and her dog-man got married. 

“Crazy!” said Corinna.



buâteRïly soúl
You fell asleep.

I would have fallen asleep, too, stretched out under the Sun, 

washed by the lullaby voices in the stream. We were so tired, what 

with scrambling and searching and shouting all day.

No need to count the missing sheep: I would have fallen asleep, 

too — but I saw your mouth open, and out fl ew a butterfl y as white 

as fi rst-day snow!

This butterfl y fl ickered over your body and down your left leg, 

then settled on a blade of grass not near you nor far from you — just 

the distance of a stone’s toss.

I sat up and stood up and followed the butterfl y. It fl uttered 

down a sheep run to the call of the water. It fl ipped across the 

stepping stones. It fl ew through a clump of reeds, in and out, in and 

out, like the yarn on a loom.



On it went, and still I followed it, until it nosed out something 

lodged in the long grass. The skull of an old horse, gleaming white, 

home of the winds!

The butterfl y went in through one of the eye sockets. It worked its 

way ’round the inside wall, quivering and curious. Then out it came, 

out through the other socket, back through the reeds, over the stone 

fl ags, up the sheep run, along your sleeping body, and back into your 

open mouth.

You closed your mouth and opened your eyes. You saw me looking 

at you.

“It must be getting late,” you said.

“It may be early and it may be late,” I said. “I’ve just seen a 

wonder.”

“You! You’ve seen a wonder?” you said. “It’s I who’ve seen the won-

der. I dreamed I was heading down a fi ne wide road, fl anked by wav-

ing trees and a rainbow of fl owers. I came down to a broad river and 

a great stone bridge covered with rich carvings. After I’d crossed this 

bridge, I entered a marvelous forest — trees like blades. On and on! 

I went on until I reached a palace, glorious and abandoned. I passed 

from room to echoing room. Then I thought I might stay there, and 

with that thought, I began to feel gloomy and strange and uneasy.

“So I left the palace. I came home the same way. And when I 

got in, I was very hungry. I was just about to settle to a meal when 

I woke up.”

“Come with me,” I said, “and I’ll show you your dream kingdom.”

I told you about the butterfl y white as fi rst-day snow. I showed 

you the sheep run and the stepping stones, the clump of reeds, the 

skull of the old horse.

“This poor sheep run,” I said, “is your fi ne wide road fl anked 

by waving trees and a rainbow of fl owers. These stepping stones are 



your great stone bridge covered with rich carvings. This clump 

of reeds is the marvelous forest — trees like blades. And this 

skull,” I said, “this is the glorious palace you walked ’round a 

little while ago.”

“Wonders!” you said. “You and I, we’ve both seen wonders.”
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öing  of the Cats

I suppose I can think myself lucky. There’s plenty in our 

village who are drawing unemployment, and I know two more — three 

if you count Dan, he’s taking early retirement — who reckon they’ll be 

laid off before Christmas. At least people need me, and they always will.

It’s not all laughs, mind you. The only ones who thank you are 

the early birds. And then you’re all on your own, and you’re out in 

every weather, too. And the old fl owers, the pulpy heaps of them, they 

smell sickly sweet!

You get some weird experiences, I can tell you. Weird and 

wonderful!

One evening last summer I was out late; the vicar said they 

needed it for nine in the morning. I was having my break, sitting on 

the edge like, and swinging my legs. Well, I took a nip or two, and I 

was so tired that I reckon I fell asleep.



A cat woke me up. “Meow!” And when I opened my old eyes, 

it was almost dark, and I was down at the bottom.

I stood up and peered over the edge, and you know what I 

saw? Nine black cats! They all had white chests, and they were 

coming down the path, carrying a co≈n covered with black 

velvet. My! Oh my! I kept very quiet, but I still had a careful 

look. There was a little gold crown sitting on top of the black 

velvet. And at every third step the cats all paused, solemn like, 

and cried, “Meow!”

Then the cats turned off the path and headed straight toward me. 

Their eyes were shining, luminous and green. Eight of them were 

carrying the co≈n, and a big one walked in front of them, showing 

them the way. One step, two steps, three steps: meow!

When they got to the graveside, they stopped. They all looked 

straight at me. My! Oh my! I felt odd.

Then the big cat, the one at the front, stepped toward me. “Tell 

Dildrum,” he said in a squeaky voice, “tell Dildrum that Doldrum 

is dead.”

Then he turned his back on me and led the other cats away with 

the co≈n. One step, two steps, three steps: meow!

As soon as they were out of the way, I scrambled out of the grave, 

and I was glad to get home, I can tell you. There they all were: my 

Mary cross-eyed with knitting, Mustard hopping around his cage, 

and old Sam stretched out in the corner. Everything as usual, the 

clock ticking on the mantelpiece.

So I told the old girl about the talking cat and the co≈n and the 

crown. She gave me one of those looks — a sort of gleam behind her specs.

“Yes, Harry,” she said.

“It’s true, Mary,” I said. “I couldn’t have made it up. And who is 

Dildrum anyhow?”
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“How should I know?” said Mary. “That’s enough of your stories. 

You’re upsetting old Sam.”

Old Sam got up. First he prowled around, and then he looked 

straight at me. My! Oh my! I felt very odd again.

“That’s just what the cat said,” I said. “Not a word more and not 

a word less. He said, ‘Tell Dildrum that Doldrum is dead.’ But how 

can I? How can I tell Dildrum that Doldrum is dead if I don’t know 

who Dildrum is?”

“Stop, Harry!” shouted Mary. “Look at old Sam! Look!”

Old Sam was sort of swelling. Swelling and staring right through 

me. And at last he shrieked out, “Doldrum — old Doldrum, dead? 

Then I’m the king of the cats!”

He leaped into the fi replace and up the chimney, and he has never 

been seen again.



the baöìr’s
da

The baker was thin-lipped; he never gave so much as a crumb

away. But his daughter was worse. Not only was she mean; she simpered 

and toadied to the rich, and she insulted and sniffed at the poor.

At dusk one of the good people came walking by. She picked up 

some old clothes that had long served their mistress and been left 

out for the rag-and-bone man; she slipped them on. She pressed her 

palms against the dusty face of the street and rubbed her cheeks.

Then the woman dragged herself into the baker’s shop. The baker 

was out, and his daughter looked at the woman and tossed back her 

fair hair. “Yes?” she said.

“Can you spare me some dough?” said the woman.

“Dough?” said the girl. “Why should I? If I give dough to every-

one who comes through that door, there won’t be any left, will there?”

The woman hung her head. “Haven’t any money,” she mumbled.



“Whose fault is that?” asked the girl.

“Haven’t anything to eat.”

“Eh?” said the girl, pulling a small piece of dough off the fl oury, 

fl abby mound that wallowed on the table behind her. “Think yourself 

lucky!” she said, and she shoved the piece into the oven on the rack 

just beneath her own trays of well-shaped loaves.

When the girl opened the oven again, she saw that the woman’s 

dough had so risen that she had the biggest loaf in the oven.

“I’m not giving you that,” said the girl, “if that’s what you think.”

She twisted off another piece of dough, no more than half the 

size of the small fi rst piece. “You’ll have to wait,” said the girl, and 

she shoved it into the oven under another batch of her own loaves.

But this piece of dough swelled even more than the fi rst piece, 

and the second loaf was larger than the fi rst loaf.

“Or that!” exclaimed the girl. “Certainly not!”

The baker’s daughter tossed back her hair in a temper and 

squeezed off a third piece of dough scarcely bigger than your thumb. 

She shoved that into the oven under a batch of fairy cakes, and 

slammed the door.

After a while, the girl turned around to open the oven again. 

Behind her, meanwhile, the woman slipped off her ragged clothing. 

She stood in the baker’s shop, tall and white and shining.

When the girl opened the oven, she saw that the third piece of 

dough had so risen that it was the biggest loaf of all three.

The girl stared at the loaf. Her eyes opened, very round and very 

wide. “Why?” she said, turning around to face the beggar woman. 

“Why, who, who . . . ?”

“Whoo-whoo!” cried the good woman. “Whoo-whoo! That’s all 

you’ll ever say again.”

The girl cowered on the other side of the counter.



“Whoo-whoo!” cried the woman. “This world’s put up 

with you for long enough — you and your sniffs and insults.” 

Then she raised her stick and struck the girl’s right shoulder 

with it.

At once the baker’s daughter turned into an owl. She fl ew 

straight out of the door, hooting, and away into the dark 

reaches of the night.
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The Dead Moon
Long ago, the Moon used to shine just as she shone last 

night. And when she shone, she cast her light over the marshland: 

the great pools of black water and the creeping trickles of green water 

and the squishy mounds that sucked in anyone who stepped on them. 

She lit up the whole swamp so that people could walk about almost as 

safely as in broad daylight.

But when the Moon did not shine, out came the Things that live 

in the darkness. They wormed around, waiting for a chance to harm 

those people who were not safe at home beside their own hearths. 

Harm and mishap and evil, bogles and dead things and crawling hor-

rors: they all appeared on the nights when the Moon did not shine.

The Moon came to hear of this. And being kind and good, as she 

surely is, shining for us night after night instead of going to sleep, 

she was upset at what was going on behind her back. She said, “I’ll 



see what’s going on for myself. Maybe it’s not as bad as people 

make out.”

And sure enough, at the end of the month, the Moon 

stepped down onto Earth, wearing a black cloak and black 

hood over her yellow shining hair. She went straight to the 

edge of the bogland and looked about her.

There was water here and water there, waving grasses, 

trembling mounds, and great black snags of peat all twisted and bent. 

And in front of her, everything was dark — dark except for the pools 

glimmering under the stars and the light that came from the Moon’s 

own white feet, poking out beneath her black cloak.

The Moon walked forward, right into the middle of the marsh, 

always looking to the left and to the right and over her shoulders. 

Then she saw that she had company, and strange company at that.

“Witches,” whispered the Moon, and the witches grinned at her 

as they rode past on their huge black cats.

“The eye,” she whispered, and the evil eye glowered at her from 

the deepest darkness.

“Will-o’-the-wisps,” whispered the Moon, and the will-o’-the-

wisps danced around her with their lanterns swinging on their backs.

“The dead,” she whispered, and dead folk rose out of the water. 

Their faces were white and twisted. Hellfi re blazed in their empty eye 

sockets, and they stared blindly around them.

“And dead hands,” whispered the Moon. Slimy, dripping dead 

hands slithered about, beckoning and pointing, so cold and wet that 

they made the Moon’s skin crawl.

The Moon drew her cloak more tightly around her and trembled. 

But she was resolved not to go back without seeing all there was to be 

seen. So on she went, stepping as lightly as the summer wind from 

tuft to tuft between the greedy, gurgling water holes.
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Just as the Moon came up to a big black pool, her foot slipped. 

With both hands she grabbed at a snag of peat to steady herself and 

save herself from tumbling in. But as soon as she touched it, the snag 

twined itself ’round her wrists like a pair of handcuffs and gripped 

her so that she couldn’t escape. The Moon pulled and twisted and 

fought, but it was no good; she was trapped, completely trapped. 

Then she looked about her and wondered if anyone at all would be 

out that night to pass by and help her. But she saw nothing except 

shifting, fl urrying evil Things, coming and going and toing and fro-

ing, all of them busy and all of them up to no good.

After a while, as the Moon stood trembling in the dark, she heard 

something calling in the distance — a voice that called and called, 

and then died away in a sob. Then the voice was raised again in a 

screech of pain and fear, and called and called, until the marshes 

were haunted by that pitiful crying sound. Then the Moon heard the 

sound of steps, someone fl oundering along, squishing through the 

mud and slipping on the tufts. And through the darkness, she saw a 

pair of hands catching at the snags and grasses, and a white face with 

wide, terrifi ed eyes.

It was a man who had strayed into the marsh. The grinning bogles 

and dead folk and creeping horrors crawled and crowded around him; 

voices mocked him; the dead hands plucked at him. And ahead of him, 

the will-o’-the-wisps dangled their lanterns and shook with glee as they 

lured him farther and farther away from the safe path over the swamp. 

Trembling with fear and loathing at the Things all around him, the man 

struggled on toward the fl ickering lights ahead of him that looked as if 

they would give him help and bring him home in safety.

“You over there!” yelled the man. “You! I’m caught in the swamp. 

Can you hear me?” His voice rose to a shriek. “Help! You over there! 

Help! God and Mary save me from these horrors!” Then the man 



paused, and sobbed and moaned, and called on the saints and wise 

women and on God Himself to save him from the swamp.

But then the man shrieked again as the slimy, slithery 

Things crawled around him and reared up so that he could not 

even see the false lights, the will-o’-the-wisps, ahead of him.

As if matters were not bad enough already, the horrors began 

to take on all sorts of shapes: beautiful girls winked at him with 

their bright eyes and stretched out soft helping hands toward him. But 

when he tried to catch hold of them, they changed in his grip to slimy 

things and shapeless worms, and evil voices derided him and mocked 

him with foul laughter. Then all the bad thoughts that the man had ever 

had, and all the bad things that he had ever done, came and whispered in 

his ears and danced about and shouted out all the secrets that were bur-

ied in his own heart. The man shrieked and sobbed with pain and with 

shame, and the horrors crawled and gibbered around him and mocked 

him.

When the poor Moon saw that the man was getting nearer and 

nearer to the deep water holes and deadly sinking mud, and farther 

and farther from fi rm ground, she was so angry and so sorry for him 

that she struggled and fought and pulled harder than ever. She still 

couldn’t break loose. But with all her twisting and tugging, her black 

hood fell back from her shining yellow hair. And the beautiful light 

that came from it drove away the darkness.

The man cried for joy to see God’s own light again. And at once 

the evil Things, unable to stand the light, scurried and delved and 

dropped away into their dark corners. They left the man and fl ed. 

And the man could see where he was and where the path was and 

which way to take to get out of the marsh.

He was in such a hurry to get away from the sinking mud and the 

swamp, and all the Things that lived there, that he scarcely glanced at 
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the brave light that shone from the beautiful shining yellow hair stream-

ing out over the black cloak and falling into the water at his very feet.

And the Moon herself was so taken up with saving the man, and 

so happy that he was back on the right path, that she completely for-

got she needed help herself. For she was still trapped in the clutches 

of the black snag.

The man made off — gasping and stumbling and exhausted —

sobbing for joy and running for his life out of the terrible swamp. 

Then the Moon realized how much she would have liked to go with 

him. She shook with terror. And she pulled and fought as if she were 

mad, until, worn out with tugging, she fell to her knees at the foot of 

the snag. As the Moon lay there, panting, the black hood fell forward 

over her head. And although she tried to toss it back again, it caught 

in her hair and would not move.

Out went that beautiful light, and back came the darkness with all 

its evil creatures, screeching and howling. They crowded around the 

Moon, mocking her and snatching at her and striking her; shrieking 

with rage and spite; swearing with foul mouths, spitting and snarl-

ing. They knew she was their old enemy, the brave bright Moon, who 

drove them back into their corners and stopped them from doing all 

their wicked deeds. They swarmed all around her and made a ghastly 

clapperdatch. The poor Moon crouched in the mud, trembling and 

sick at heart, and wondered when they would make an end of their 

caterwauling and an end of her.

“Damn you!” yelled the witches. “You’ve spoiled our spells all this 

last year.”

“And you keep us in our narrow co≈ns at night,” moaned the 

dead folk.

“And you send us off to skulk in the corners,” howled the bogles.

Then all the Things shouted in one voice, “Ho, ho! Ho, ho!”



The grasses shook and the water gurgled and the Things 

raised their voices again.

“We’ll poison her — poison her!” shrieked the witches.

“Ho, ho!” howled the Things again.

“We’ll smother her — smother her!” whispered the crawl-

ing horrors, and they twined themselves around her knees.

“Ho, ho!” shouted all the rest of them.

“We’ll strangle her — strangle her!” screeched the dead hands, 

and they plucked at her throat with cold fi ngers.

“Ho, ho!” they all yelled again.

And the dead folk writhed and grinned all around her, and chuck-

led to themselves. “We’ll bury you — bury you down with us in the 

black earth!”

Once more they all shouted, full of spite and ill will. The poor 

Moon crouched low and wished she were dead and done for.

The Things of the darkness fought and squabbled over what 

should be done with the Moon until the sky in the east paled and 

turned gray; it drew near to dawn. When they saw that, they were all 

worried that they would not have time to do their worst. They caught 

hold of the Moon with horrid bony fi ngers and laid her deep in the 

water at the foot of the snag.

The dead folk held her down while the bogles found a strange big 

stone. They rolled it right on top of her to stop her from getting up again.

Then the Things told two will-o’-the-wisps to take turns at stand-

ing on the black snag to watch over the Moon and make sure she lay 

safe and still. They didn’t want her to get away and spoil their sport 

with her light, or help the poor marshmen at night to avoid the sink-

ing mud and the water holes.

Then, as the gray light began to brighten, the shapeless Things 

fl ed into their dark corners, the dead folk crept back into the water or 
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crammed themselves into their co≈ns, and the witches went home to 

work their spells and curses. And the green, slimy water shone in the light 

of dawn as if nothing, no wicked or evil creature, had ever gone near it.

There lay the poor Moon, dead and buried in the marsh, until 

someone would set her free. And who knew even where to look for her?

Days passed, nights passed, and it was time for the birth of the new 

Moon. People put pennies in their pockets and straw in their caps so 

as to be ready for it. They looked up at the sky uneasily, for the Moon 

was a good friend to the marsh folk, and they were only too happy 

when she began to wax, and the pathways were safe again, and the evil 

Things were driven back by her blessed light into the darkness and 

the water holes.

But day followed day, and the new Moon never rose. The nights were 

always dark, and the evil Things were worse than ever. It was not safe at 

all to travel alone, and the boggarts crept and wailed ’round the houses of 

the marsh folk. They peeped through the windows and tipped the latches 

until the poor people had to burn candles and lamps all night to stop the 

horrors from crossing their thresholds and forcing their way in.

The bogles and other creatures seemed to have lost all their 

fear. They howled and laughed and screeched around the hamlet, 

as if they were trying to wake the dead themselves. The marsh folk 

listened, and sat trembling and shaking by their fi res. They couldn’t 

sleep or rest or put a foot out of doors, and one dark and dreary night 

followed another.

When days turned into weeks and the new Moon still did not rise, 

the villagers were upset and afraid. A group of them went to the wise 

woman who lived in the old mill and asked her if she could fi nd out 

where the Moon had gone. 



The wise woman looked in the cauldron, and in the mir-

ror, and in the Book. “Well,” she said, “it’s odd. I can’t tell you 

for sure what has happened to her.”

She shook her head, and the marsh folk shook their heads.

“It’s only dark and dead,” said the wise woman. “You must 

wait a while and let me think about it, and then maybe I’ll be 

able to help you. If you hear of anything, any clue, come by 

and tell me. And,” said the wise woman, “be sure to put a pinch of 

salt, a straw, and a button on the doorstep each night. The horrors 

will never cross it then, light or no light.”

Then the marsh folk left the wise woman and the mill and went 

their separate ways. As the days went by, and the new Moon never rose, 

they talked and talked. They wondered and pondered and worried and 

guessed, at home and in the inn and in the fi elds around the marshland.

One day, sitting on the great bench in the inn, a group of men was 

discussing the whereabouts of the Moon, and another customer, a 

man from the far end of the marshland, smoked and listened to the 

talk. Suddenly this stranger sat up and slapped his knee. “My Lord!” 

he said. “I’d clean forgotten, but I reckon I know where the Moon is.”

All the men sitting on the bench turned ’round to look at him. Then 

the stranger told them about how he had got lost in the marsh and how, 

when he was almost dead with fright, the light had shone out, and all the 

evil Things fl ed from it, and he had found the marsh path and gotten 

home safely.

“And I was so terrifi ed,” said the stranger, “that I didn’t really 

look to see where the light had come from. But I do remember it was 

white and soft like the Moon herself.

“And this light came from something dark,” said the stranger, “and 

was standing near a black snag in the water.” He paused and puffed at 

his pipe. “I didn’t really look,” he said again, “but I think I remember 

th
e
 d

e
a
d

 m
o

o
n



a shining face and yellow hair in the middle of the dazzle. It had a sort 

of kind look, like the old Moon herself above the marshland at night.”

At once all the men got up from the bench and went back to the wise 

woman. They told her everything the stranger had said. She listened and 

then looked once more into the cauldron and into the Book. Then she nod-

ded. “It’s still dark,” she said, “and I can’t see anything for sure. But do as 

I tell you, and you can fi nd out for yourselves. All of you must meet just 

before night falls. Put stones in your mouths,” said the wise woman, “and 

take hazel twigs in your hands, and say never a word until you’re safe home 

again. Then step out and fear nothing! Make your way into the middle of 

the marsh until you fi nd a co≈n, a candle, and a cross.” The wise woman 

stared at the circle of anxious faces around her. “Then you won’t be far 

from your Moon,” she said. “Search, and maybe you’ll fi nd her.”

The men looked at each other and scratched their heads.

“But where will we fi nd her, mother?” asked one.

“And which of us must go?” asked another.

“And the bogles, won’t they come for us?” said a third.

“Houts!” exclaimed the wise woman impatiently. “You parcel of 

fools! I can tell you no more. Do as I’ve told you, and fear nothing.” 

She glared at the men. “And if you don’t like my advice, stay at home. 

Do without your Moon if that’s what you want.”

The next day at dusk, all the men in the hamlet came out of their 

houses. Each had a stone in his mouth and a hazel twig in his hand, 

and each was feeling nervous and frightened.

Then the men stumbled and stuttered along the paths out into 

the middle of the marsh. It was so dark that they could see almost 

nothing. But they heard sighings and fl usterings, and they could feel 

wet fi ngers touching them. On they went, peering about for the cof-

fi n, the candle, and the cross, until they came near the pool next to 

the great snag where the Moon lay buried.



All at once they stopped in their tracks, quaking and shak-

ing and scared. For there they saw the great stone, half in and 

half out of the water, looking for all the world like a strange 

big co≈n. And at its head stood the black snag, stretching out 

its arms to make a dark, gruesome cross. A little light fl ickered 

on it, like a dying candle.

The men knelt down in the mud, crossed themselves, and said 

the Lord’s Prayer to themselves. First they said it forward because of the 

cross, and then they said it backward, to keep the bogles away. But they 

mouthed it all without so much as a whisper, for they knew the evil Things 

would catch them if they did not do as the wise woman had told them.

Then the men shuffl ed to the edge of the water. They took hold 

of the big stone and levered it up, and for one moment, just one 

moment, they saw a strange and beautiful face looking up at them, 

and looking so grateful, out of the black water.

But then the light came so quickly and was so white and shining 

that the men stepped back, stunned by it, and by the great angry wail 

raised by the fl eeing horrors. And the very next minute, when they 

came to their senses, the men saw the full Moon in the sky. She was 

as bright and beautiful and kind as ever, shining and smiling down at 

them; she showed the marsh and the marsh paths as clearly as day-

light and stole into every nook and cranny, as though she would have 

liked to drive the darkness and the bogles away forever.

Then the marsh folk went home happy and with light hearts. And 

ever since, the Moon has shone more brightly and clearly over the 

marshland than anywhere else.
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the slumber 
öinfl

“Owen,” said a voice.“
Owen spun around and looked into the bright eyes of a small, 

boyish-faced, middle-aged man. “Who are you?” he demanded.

“Don’t you worry about me,” said the man pleasantly. “Loomis. 

Loomis is the name.”

“I mean, how did you know my name?”

“I’ve been watching you,” said the man. “You can tell most things 

by watching. You’ve been standing here on London Bridge, and your 

mind has been on a long journey back to your parents, back home to 

Wales.”

“How do you know that?” said Owen, startled.

“And I can tell you this,” said the man. “You should value that stick 

of yours.”

Owen looked at his hazel walking stick; he had cut it from a bush 



under the Rock of the Fortress and seldom went anywhere without it.

“Under the place where that stick grew,” said Loomis, “there’s gold 

in the ground.”

“There’s gold all over the mountains,” said Owen. “Red gold.”

“No,” said the man. “Right under the place where that stick grew. 

Do you remember it?”

Owen nodded.

“Take me to it, and the gold is yours.”

Owen took Loomis with him back to Wales. He led him to his own 

valley, in the mountains north of Swansea, and they walked past the 

pool where the rivers Mellte and Sychryd meet, through a rising 

wood of oak and ash and up to an old hazel bush.

Directly above it reared the mighty Rock of the Fortress.

“You’re sure?” said Loomis.

“This is it,” said Owen.

The little man sat down on the carpet of twigs and puzzled with the 

straps of his canvas bag, and at length he pulled out two spades.

Owen laughed. “You’re full of surprises,” he said.

“Now,” said Loomis. “We’ve got to dig up this bush.”

Under the roots, under all the dark webbing, lay a large fl at stone, 

a little bigger than the cover of a manhole. Owen had to dig wide and 

deep before he was able to pry it out of the ground. And as it came up, 

he saw it hid the entrance to a rock passageway.

“Ah!” said Loomis, raising his eyebrows and smiling at Owen 

agreeably. “Well, shall I lead the way?”

Owen nodded and stepped back.

“Don’t you worry!” said Loomis. “I’ll tell you what to do and what 

not to do.” He groped in one pocket, then another, then a third, and 



fi shed out two boxes of matches. “You’ll need these,” he said, 

handing one box to Owen, “unless you’re able to see in the dark.”

“Can you?” Owen asked.

“Of course not,” said Loomis.

Feet fi rst, Loomis and Owen lowered themselves through 

the entrance. Then each lit a match, and Owen saw rough, dank 

walls and a narrow passageway. Starting forward in Loomis’s 

footsteps, he felt the ground gently falling away under his feet. 

They were going in under the mountain.

“Watch out for the bell,” said Loomis, and now his voice sounded 

eerie and hollow. “Don’t touch it, whatever you do.”

Owen saw a large bell standing in the middle of the passageway 

and ducked low under it. Now the passage began to widen and lighten, 

and suddenly it opened on to a vast cavern. Owen realized that he was 

standing at the top of a fl ight of roughly hewn steps, halfway between 

the cavern roof and fl oor, and he gazed, breathless, at the wonders 

below him.

Thousands of warriors lay there, sleeping. They lay in a huge circle, 

their feet pointing inward and their heads outward. Each warrior was 

clad in bright armor and by the side of each lay his sword, his lance, and 

his shield.

The whole cavern was brightly lit, as if ten thousand candles were 

burning in it, and all this light came from the warriors’ weapons and 

war gear. Chain mail and plated helmets, the blades of battle-axes, 

spear tips, shield bosses: they all shone with a steady bright light.

Owen stared. He saw that one of the warriors was distinguished by 

the most magnifi cent war gear. His massive sword was damascened 

with a wavy serpent pattern. His shield was inlaid with the wild beasts 

of battle. And at his side lay a fl ashing crown.

“You see?” said Loomis.
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“Yes,” breathed Owen. “King Arthur! Arthur’s warriors!” He saw 

two great heaps in the middle of the circle — one heap of gold coins, 

one of silver.

“You can take that away,” said Loomis. “As much as you can carry.”

“The gold and silver?” said Owen.

“Not both,” said Loomis. “One or the other. They won’t wake.” 

Owen picked his way down the steps and softly past the sleeping heads 

and into the circle. He fi lled his pockets with gold, his shoes with gold; 

he opened his shirt and stuffed gold into it.

“And you?” said Owen, when he had gotten back to the steps.

Loomis shook his head.

“Why not?” asked Owen.

“What’s the use of it?” said Loomis.

With that, he led the way out of the cavern. Clinking and clanking, 

Owen followed him.

“Watch the bell!” said Loomis. “If you touch it, one of the warriors 

will wake. He’ll lift his head,” said Loomis, “and ask, ‘Is it the day?’ 

And you must call out at once, ‘No! Not yet! Sleep on!’ ”

“And then?” Owen whispered.

“And then he’ll lay down his head again and go back to sleep.” Owen 

was so heavy with gold that while he was trying to edge ’round the bell, 

he staggered and banged into it. The clapper swung: the bell rang. At 

once a sleeping warrior raised his head and called out, “Is it the day?”

“No!” shouted Owen. “Not yet! Sleep on!”

So Owen and Loomis got out of the cave and levered the fl at stone 

back over the entrance and replanted the hazel tree.

“You’ll be going up the road now to your parents,” said Loomis. 

“And I’m going to walk down out of the mountains.”

Owen looked at Loomis — his kind and curiously blank face, his 

bright blue eyes.



“No point in asking,” said Loomis. “Just learn to look.”

“Yes,” said Owen.

“You’ve enough gold there to last for years.”

“Yes,” said Owen again.

“And you can always go back down. You know the way down 

and you can take some more: gold or silver, one or the other. But 

be careful of that bell.”

“No!” said Owen quickly. “Not yet! Sleep on!”

“That’s it,” said Loomis.

“And King Arthur?” asked Owen. “And his sleeping warriors?”

“Sleeping and ready,” Loomis replied, “ready for the day when the 

Black Eagle and the Golden Eagle go to war. When they fi ght, the 

ground will tremble; then the bell will ring and the warriors will wake. 

Those warriors, they’ll fi ght all the enemies of Wales and conquer the 

whole island of Britain.”

“I know a song about that,” said Owen.

“The Welsh will rise: they will give battle

War bands ’round the ale and soldiers in swarms

Every Welshman’s son will shout for joy”

Loomis looked rather pleased. “The Welsh,” he said, drawing 

himself up to his full height, such as it was, and raising one hand, 

“will have their king and government at Caerleon, as they used to 

do. Wales will be a country of justice and peace for as long as this 

world lasts.”

Owen did not use the gold wisely or well. True, he did set up his parents 

in a new house, but that was all he had to show for it. He left his job 
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in stinking London; he never did another day’s work; he gambled; and 

within fi ve years he had very little gold left.

Owen returned alone to the cavern. He entered it and gazed on 

sleeping Arthur and his warriors, and once again reeled out under the 

weight of a great load of gold. On his way back down the passage, Owen 

bumped into the bell. The bell rang and a warrior lifted his head.

“Is it the day?” he called, and his voice echoed ’round and ’round 

the cavern.

Owen was out of breath. And he was scared — so scared that the 

words froze in his head. He knew they were in there, and he couldn’t 

remember them.

Several warriors woke now. They came out from the cavern into 

the gloomy passageway. They took hold of Owen and shook him until 

the ground around him was carpeted in gold.

Then the warriors turned their lances and beat squealing Owen 

with the wooden shafts. They thrashed him and broke his arms and 

ribs and legs. Then they threw him out of the passageway onto the soft 

soil above and drew the fl at stone back over the entrance.

Owen crawled through the wood, past the pool where the rivers 

Mellte and Sychryd meet, and down to the little road. There his own 

parents found him. And in the high village where he had been born, he 

lived poor and crippled for the rest of his life.

Quite often Owen returned with friends to the oak and ash and 

hazel wood under the soaring dark rock. They looked for the entrance 

to the cavern. They dug for it. How they dug for it. It was there, and it 

was not there.



the green 
children

Clac straightened his back, braced his aching shoulders, 

and grunted. Sweat trickled down his face and dripped from the end 

of his nose. He licked his lips; they tasted of salt. Clac glanced down 

the long, straight rows of corn; then, rubbing the back of his neck 

between his shoulder blades, he considered the position of the Sun. 

But his stomach was his best clock. He filled his lungs, cupped a 

huge hand to his mouth, and bellowed, “FOOD.”

The other villagers heard him. One by one they stopped work 

and mopped their brows; one by one they left their own strips of land 

and began to walk slowly toward him.

Their scythes gleamed in the midday Sun; a very small wind 

moved over the land and whispered warnings to the ears of uncut 

corn.

“Come on,” called Clac. He sat on the ridge dividing his strip 



from the next, waiting impatiently. “This Sun. I’ve had enough of it.” 

“So have I,” sighed Swein, collapsing in a heap like a sack of 

potatoes.

“Come on,” cried Clac. “You and you and all the rest of you.” He 

picked up a side of ham with one hand and with the other a gourd of 

cider. “I’m for the shade. Shade first, then food. Who’ll carry the 

apples?”

“I will,” said Grim.

So the villagers, nine of them in all, set off across the com-

mon land on which their cattle grazed. They walked toward the wolf 

pits — where, in winter, wild creatures roamed — and toward the high, 

waving elms.

Clac led the way. He always did; he liked leading. And the lord of the 

manor, Sir Richard de Calne, who had recognized this quality in 

him, had put him over the other villagers and serfs. As the tired, hun-

gry men approached the elms, Clac stopped in his tracks. “Look!”

“What?” said Grim.

“Where?” said Swein.

“Look!” Clac exclaimed again. “Look! There!” He pointed 

toward the trees. “Follow me.” And throwing down the side of ham 

and the gourd, he started to run. He ran, and at last he came to the 

old wolf pits just beyond the elms.

“Look!” insisted Clac, pointing again. “Look!”

And there, huddling in the hollow of the largest pit, the villagers 

saw what Clac had seen: two green children. Their skin was green, 

their hair was green; they wore green clothes. And one was a boy, the 

other a girl.

For a moment, nobody moved; nobody spoke. The villagers 



looked down at the green children, and the green children 

looked up at the villagers.

“Blessed Edmund preserve us!” exclaimed Clac. And he 

made the sign of the cross.

“Indeed!” muttered Grim. And he crossed himself too.

“Who can they be?” said Swein helplessly.

“Ask them,” said Clac.

Swein laughed nervously.

“All right, then,” said Clac. “I will. I’ll ask them.”

The villagers bunched together anxiously.

“They might be little folk,” Swein warned him.

“Let’s leave them alone,” said Thurketil.

“Look at them,” Clac replied. “Do they look as if they mean harm?”

The villagers crowded ’round the edge of the pit, watching 

breathlessly. If one man had moved, the rest would have toppled 

headlong down. The boy and the girl were clutching each other, 

looking up at the nine men fearfully. And then the green girl buried 

her face in her hands and began to sob.

“You see?” said Clac. He stepped forward, slipped down the 

grassy bank, and walked toward the children.

The closer he drew, the more astonished he became — so much 

so that he completely forgot his nervousness. In all his thirty years, 

he had never seen or even heard of anything like it before: green 

children . . . a boy and a girl with green cheeks, green fingers, and, 

poking out of their green sandals, green toes.

“Hello!” said Clac in his gruff, friendly voice. “Who are you?” 

And he smiled encouragingly.

The children huddled still closer together. They gazed at Clac, 

bewildered, and said nothing.

Clac looked at the children closely and guessed the girl was about 
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nine and the boy about seven. He saw that they resembled each 

other not only because they were green, but also in their features. 

“You must be brother and sister,” he said. “Who are you? Where do 

you come from?”

The children continued to gaze at him silently.

Well, thought Clac. It’s clear enough: either they’re dumb or they 

don’t understand me.

At this moment the boy turned to the girl and spoke several 

strange words.

“That settles it,” said Clac. “You don’t understand me. And I 

can’t pretend to understand you.”

The green girl looked at Clac; suddenly, she flashed a smile at 

him, opened her mouth, and pointed at it.

“Blessed Edmund preserve me!” exclaimed Clac. “She’s got a green 

tongue.” He nodded and grinned. “I see,” he said. “You’re hungry.”

He turned around, waved reassuringly to the other villagers, and 

called, “What are you doing up there, you idlers? Get the side of ham 

and bring it down. And bring the cider too.”

In no time, the villagers were pouring down into the pit, bring-

ing the food with them. They swarmed around the children, their 

superstition at last overcome by curiosity.

“Here! Give me the side of ham,” said Clac. Swein passed it to him.

Clac sniffed at it, then showed it to the two children.

They looked at it blankly, then turned to each other and shook 

their heads. Then the girl sniffed it and wrinkled up her nose.

“Look at that!” marveled Clac. “They’ve never seen a side of 

ham before.”

Now it was his turn to shake his head. “What about the apples, 

then?” he said. “Give me two red apples.”

“Here,” said Grim, and passed them over.



The two children looked at them, turned to each other 

again, and shook their heads a second time.

Clac was dumbfounded. He didn’t know what to do, but 

he didn’t like to admit it. “How about that?” he asked. “How 

about that? They’ve never seen apples before.”

Despite their behavior, it was clear that the two children 

were famished. Again and again they pointed to their mouths. 

And once more the green girl began to weep.

“I think we should take them to Sir Richard,” said Clac. 

The other villagers nodded in agreement.

“Sir Richard’s a traveler,” Clac continued. “He’s traveled far 

and wide, almost as far as the edges of Earth. Perhaps he’s heard of 

green children.”

So the villagers escorted the green children to the manor of Sir 

Richard de Calne. And as they walked, they sang, for they were not 

altogether sorry to miss an afternoon’s work under the blazing Sun. 

But the children were dazzled by the bright light. They kept their 

heads down and shielded their eyes with their arms.

The fortified manor was surrounded by a moat. Clac strode to 

the brink and shouted to the guards on the other side. For a while 

the guards conferred, then they let the drawbridge down. The little 

group, with the children in their midst, walked across and on into 

the great hall.

“Wait here!” said a guard, his eyes bulging out of his head as he 

looked at the two children. “Until Sir Richard comes.”

Inside the hall, out of the sunlight, the children looked about 

them with great curiosity. They ran to and fro, exclaiming in won-

der at the huge stone fireplace, the narrow window slits, the yellow 

rushes on the floor. They chattered excitedly and for a moment even 

forgot their hunger.
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“Green children,” boomed a voice at the entrance of the hall. 

“What’s all this?”

The villagers swung around.

And there, hands on hips, stood Sir Richard de Calne, an enor-

mous, potbellied man.

The villagers liked him well. He was a just lord, and a generous 

one, though his moods were as variable as the weather: one day he 

was laughing and smiling, the next thundering commands to his 

frightened servants.

But now he was completely silent. He was staring at the green 

children openmouthed.

“Please, my lord,” said Clac, stepping forward. And he explained to 

Sir Richard how he had discovered the green children at the wolf pits. 

“And they don’t speak English,” he said, “and they won’t eat our food.”

From his great height, Sir Richard looked down at the shrinking 

children. He frowned and stroked his beard.

Sir Richard liked problems; he enjoyed solving them. But green 

children, green as grass, who couldn’t speak English, who wouldn’t 

eat apples . . . that was another thing altogether.

“So they don’t speak English,” echoed Sir Richard after a long 

pause. “Ah well! I don’t blame them. Perhaps they speak Norman.” 

He stooped, smiled warmly at the green girl, and began, “D’où 

venez-vous?”

The green girl gazed at him blankly. Then she looked to her 

brother; he shrugged and repeated the strange words that Clac had 

heard in the wolf pits. Whereupon the girl looked up at Sir Richard, 

pointed at his potbelly, and opened her mouth.

Sir Richard bellowed with laughter. “I understand you,” he cried. 



“Food’s a common language. All right. Sit them down.” Then 

walking to the entrance of the hall, he shouted at the top of 

his voice, “FOOD! FOOD!”

Clac led the two children over to the trestle table and 

sat them at the wooden bench. In no time, a servant bustled 

in, bearing part of a chicken on a platter; a second followed, 

carrying a bunch of succulent, black grapes; and the third 

brought a pitcher of red wine. “Give them each a wing,” said 

Sir Richard. “That’ll tempt them. You see if it doesn’t.”

But the children pushed the chicken away, indicating that they 

would not eat it.

“What about the grapes, then?” suggested Sir Richard.

The black, succulent grapes were set before them. The girl 

fingered one and said something to her brother. Then they refused 

them too.

Sir Richard strode up and down the hall, disconcerted. “Bring 

them some cheese, then,” he instructed.

A servant hurried out of the hall, reappeared with a bowl of 

cream cheese, and placed it on the table. The two children took one 

look at it and pushed that away too.

“Well!” exclaimed Sir Richard. “I don’t know. What will they will

eat?”

At this moment, it so happened that an old servant was crossing 

the far end of the hall. In his arms, he carried a pile of freshly cut 

beans, still attached to their stalks.

Seeing the beans, the green children cried out with delight. They 

leaped up from the bench and ran toward the old man, who was so 

startled at the sight of them that he threw down the beans on the 

spot and ran out of the hall as fast as his old legs could carry him.

The children fell upon the pile and immediately began to tear 
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open the stalks, thinking the beans were in the hollows of them. 

Finding none, they were utterly dismayed and began to weep dis-

mally once more.

“Look!” said Clac. “Like this.” He quickly opened a pod and 

showed them the naked beans.

And so at last the green children began to eat.

The villagers stood watching them.

“I see,” said Sir Richard eventually. “I see. Green children, green 

food.”

After they had eaten their fill, the green children smiled grate-

fully at Sir Richard de Calne and the villagers.

“Well! Now what?” said Sir Richard. “What are we going to do 

with them now?”

This was a question no one could answer. And as the two chil-

dren showed no inclination to leave the hall, Sir Richard instructed 

that they should be allowed to remain at the manor for as long as 

they desired. He asked his priest, Father John, to teach them to 

speak English.

And for many, many months the green children ate nothing but 

beans.

The great fair at Stourbridge came and went. Sir Richard de 

Calne journeyed there, laden with packs of wool, and returned 

with Baltic furs, French cloth and lace, and salts and spices from 

the East. And all this time the green children stayed at the manor. 

Father John took his duties seriously; each day the children had 

English lessons with him. They both worked hard and made good 

progress.

And the old priest, a lean, angular man who often declared he 

loved no one but God, began to love the green boy and the green girl 

as if they were his own children.


