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Abstract 

Klencová, Tereza. University of West Bohemia. April 2020. Analysis of the Language of 

Fairy Tale Genre from the Point of View of Transferred Language. Supervisor: Naděžda 

Stašková.  

  

 This undergraduate thesis is focused on the occurrence of transferred meaning in 

fairy tale genre. Accordingly, to allocate transfer of meaning in the text it is necessary to 

understand semantics – meaning, components of meaning, changes of meaning, transfer 

of meaning and figurative language – and literary stylistics – children´s literature and fairy 

tale genre. The aim of this thesis is to reveal how the transferred meaning is used in fairy 

tale genre, which particular figures are the most frequently used and to discover whether 

there is some difference in the use of figurative language within the scope of various 

regional authors in the area of the United Kingdom.  

 The main presupposition was that transferred language is very important in this 

genre because it completes the atmosphere of stories and it is its main stylistic attribute. 

The results of the research show that the use of figurative language is important in this 

genre, but it fulfils different functions than it was presupposed. Figures that mainly 

appeared in analysed materials were anaphora, epizeuxis, simile and personification and 

they functioned either as emphasis to draw the attention or as simplification of some 

phenomenon´s to make the text more understandable for children. 

 Keywords: Fairy Tale Genre, Figurative Language, Transferred Meaning, Folk Tales, 

Semantics, Literary Stylistics 
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1 INTRODUCTION 

 The title of this undergraduate thesis is Analysis of the Language of Fairy Tale Genre 

from the Point of View of Transferred Language. Its main aims are firstly to reveal how the 

transferred meaning is used in fairy tale genre and which particular figures are the most 

frequently used, and secondly, to discover whether there is some difference in the use of 

figurative language within the scope of various regional authors in the area of the United 

Kingdom.  

 The thesis is divided into three main parts – Theoretical background, Methods of 

research and the Research itself.  

 Theoretical background consists of three chapters. The first one is called Basic terms 

and introduces us to two branches of linguistics – Lexicology and Stylistics. The second one 

– Semantics – describes one of the lexicology subbranches, which is crucial for the analysis 

because we can find here important information regarding meaning, its components and 

changes, transfer of meaning and figurative language. The third section of the Theoretical 

background deals with Literary Stylistics which is also necessary for the research because 

the Children´s literature and the Fairy Tale Genre is there characterized.  

 Methods of research is a short chapter related to the description of chosen 

methods, materials for the analysis including the author of the text and some basic 

information of the selected folk tales’ collections. It also presents the aims of the research 

and the main presupposition.  

 Research is introduced as an analysis of four fairy tale collections picked from 

various regions of the United Kingdom. Analyses of the text collections are distinguished 

according to the number of figures of speech that appeared in the stories. The chapter 

brings the results of analyses with the comment on the occurrence of transferred meaning.  

 The last section of this thesis is Conclusion which presents the results of the work 

and gives us an overall summary. 
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2 THEORETICAL BACKGROUND 

The first part of this thesis deals with explanations of specific sciences, topics and terms 

that are the key aspect for further analysis of fairy tales from the point of view of 

transferred meanings. Firstly, there are explained two branches of linguistics which are 

closely attached to the subject matter – lexicology and stylistics. Secondly, we focused on 

a more a precise description of semantics – specific field of lexicology – such as meaning, 

its changes, components, sense relations, and literary stylistics – description of the fairy 

tale genre and similarly connected topics. 

 

2.1 BASIC TERMS 

Within the scope of the thesis theme there are several important terms and 

distinctions included. Mainly, the distinction of sub-groups within the linguistics such as 

morphology, syntax, phonetics and phonology, stylistics, lexicology and lexicography. More 

precisely, this work will be focused on the lexicology and stylistics branches.  

Lexicology is dealing with words, variable word-groups, phraseological units, and with 

morphemes which make up words. As a branch of linguistics, it has its own objectives and 

methods of scientific research. Its basic task is the study and description of the vocabulary 

in respect to its origin, development and current use. We can divide lexicology in two basic 

groups – General and Special. General Lexicology works with the study of vocabulary 

regardless of the specific features of any language, whereas Special lexicology is the study 

and description of a particular language, its vocabulary and vocabulary units, primarily 

words as the main units of language. In the area of lexicology there are two main 

approaches called synchronic and diachronic. Synchronic approach is concerned with the 

vocabulary of a language as it exists at a given time. Diachronic approach carries out the 

changes and the development of the vocabulary in the course of time. This branch also has 

several sub-fields including lexical semantics and morphology, phraseology and diachronic 

studies. This piece of writing deals with lexical semantics, which will be further described 

in upcoming chapters. (Ginzburg, Khidekel, Knyazeva, & Sankin, 1979) 

Stylistics is the science occupied with language and literature, which specifically 

studies the concept of style. It originally retained the literary criticism, but nowadays it also 
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focuses on non-literary texts, which includes, for example, recipes, sermons or car manuals.  

There are many sub-branches of stylistics showing us differences in various approaches. As 

a cover term for referring to non-literary pieces of literature is General stylistics. Its main 

task is to identify principles which are used by individuals or social groups within their use 

of language. The text is having particular functions, some of them are the context, the 

tenor, the field of discourse, the mode of discourse and the channel. These terms could be 

also used in various fields of studies. On the other hand, Literary stylistics is focusing on 

giving an objectively based account of literary merit. This branch of linguistics, influenced 

by the reader-response theory, is stating that readers decide what is literary and what is 

not. Stylistics could be further divided into another sub-parts, such as critical and affective 

stylistics. Critical stylistics by Finch (2000) “is concerned with the way in which a writer´s 

use of certain stylistics features reflects his/her ideology” (p. 192) and affective stylistics 

defined by Finch (2000) “is associated with critics, who are concerned with the mental 

operations involved in the process of reading.” (p. 192) (Finch, 2000) 

These two sciences overlap into one, which is called Linguo-Stylistics (also Linguistic 

Stylistics); according to Ginzburg, Khidekel, Knyazeva, & Sankin (1979) “it is concerned with 

the study of the nature, functions and structure of stylistic devices, on the one hand, and 

with the investigation of each style of language, on the other, i.e. with its aim, its structure, 

its characteristic features and the effect it produces as well as its interrelation with the other 

styles of language.” (p.7) 
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2.2 SEMANTICS 

 INTRODUCTION 

Semantics, sometimes also called Semasiology or Lexical semantics, is a branch of 

lexicology that is devoted to the study of the meaning of words, phrases, sentences and 

their relationship. Words play a central part in the language structure, so when we speak 

of lexical semantics, we usually refer to the word-meaning proper, but it is also common to 

analyse other elements, for example suffixes and prefixes. (Ginzburg, Khidekel, Knyazeva, 

& Sankin, 1979) 

There could be made an immense distinction between two theories of semantics – 

structural and generative. These approaches are defined by Lipka (1990) such as 

“structural semantics is mainly concerned with word semantics, while semantics in 

generative grammars often deals with sentence semantics.”  

As described above, in the scope of our interest is the problematic of structural 

semantic theory dealing with word semantics. In the course of word semantics, we can 

distinguish two approaches – language-intrinsic or language-immanent approach on the 

one hand and referential or denotational approach on the other. (Lipka, 1990)  

Semasiology examines relationships amid word meanings and it asks and answers 

some question, for example - Finegan (2007) “what the relationship is between the words 

man and woman on the one hand and human being on the other hand. How are the 

adjectives large and small in the same relationship to each other as the pair dark and light? 

What is the difference between the meaning of words such as always and never and the 

meaning of words such as often and seldom? What do language users actually mean when 

they say that a dog is “a type of” mammal?” (p.179) 

Finegan (2007) states that it is “the study of how the lexicon is organized and how the 

meanings of lexical items are interrelated, and its principal goal is to build a model for the 

structure of the lexicon by categorizing the types of relationships between words.”(p.179)  
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 MEANING 

In the matter of this topic, there is a notational term called meaning, which happens 

to have different interpretations by various linguists. The point of view differs in the way 

of putting it forward. Firstly, there is a basic distinction between semantic and speaker´s 

meaning. For example Fasold & Connor-Linton (2006) gives the following example to 

explain this phenomenon “Imagine that I ask you, “Can you give me an apple?” while 

looking at a bowl of apples on the table beside you. What I literally asked is whether you 

have the ability to give me an apple; this is the semantic meaning of what I said. Sometimes 

people will make an annoying joke by responding only to the semantic meaning of such a 

question; they’ll just answer, “Yes, I can.” But what I almost certainly want is for you to give 

me one of the apples next to you, and I expect you to know that this is what I want. This 

speaker’s meaning is what I intend to communicate, and it goes beyond the literal, semantic 

meaning of what I said.” (p. 138) 

The opposite understanding of the two main broadest types of meaning are 

grammatical and lexical. These two meanings are defined either in Ginzburg, Khidekel, 

Knyazeva, & Sankin (1979) using words: “we designate the meaning proper to the given 

linguistic unit in all its forms and distributions, while by grammatical meaning we designate 

the meaning proper to sets of word-forms common to all words of a certain class. Both the 

lexical and the grammatical meaning make up the word-meaning as neither can exist 

without the other.” (p. 19), or in Kvetko (2009) grammatical meaning is “the component of 

meaning expressed by inflectional endings, individual forms or some other grammatical 

devices, e.g. word order” and lexical meaning is “the component of meaning proper to the 

word as a linguistic unit, i.e. recurrent in all the forms of this word.” (p. 47) In the course of 

lexical meaning we can identify three components – denotative, connotative and 

collocational.  
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Alternatively, Lyons in (Lipka, 1990) “distinguishes three kinds of meaning, or semantic 

information, namely 'descriptive meaning', 'social meaning', and 'expressive meaning'” (p. 

46) Due to his opinion these notions are correlated with the descriptive, social and 

expressive functions of language. Leech in (Lipka, 1990) “identifies meaning in the widest 

sense with communicative value. This comprehensive notion may be split up into three 

groups: 1. sense, 2. associative meaning and 3. thematic meaning (see 2.2.4.). The second 

category may itself be further divided into a number of subgroups (a-e), as shown in the 

following diagram:” 

 Another author, Yule (2010) also distinguishes conceptual and associative meaning, 

where he states that “conceptual meaning covers those basic, essential components of 

meaning that are conveyed by the literal use of a word. Some of the basic components of a 

word like needle in English might include “thin, sharp, steel instrument.” These components 

would be part of the conceptual meaning of needle. However, different people might have 

different associations or connotations attached to a word like needle. They might associate 

it with “pain,” or “illness,” or “blood,” or “drugs,” or “thread,” or “knitting,” or “hard to find” 

(especially in a haystack), and these associations may differ from one person to the next. 

These types of associations are not treated as part of the word’s conceptual meaning.” (p. 

113) 

 The principal categories of associative meaning, which is added to a word due to its 

use, are connotation, collocation, reflected meaning and stylistic meaning. However, 

semantics as a linguistic matter is mainly interested in the study of conceptual meaning, 

which by Finch (2000) “is a complex and sophisticated attempt to identify universal 

semantic categories and map them onto syntactic operations and structures.” (p. 158) 

(Yule, 2010) 

 Another source is differentiating various approaches in the matter of the term 

meaning. They are referential and functional approach, where the first one is defined by 

Diagram of meaning 2-1 from the book by Leonhard Lipka (An Outline of English Lexicology, 1990) 
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Ginzburg, Khidekel, Knyazeva, & Sankin (1979) as “meaning comprises the interrelation of 

linguistic signs with categories and phenomena outside the scope of language. As neither 

referents (i.e. actual things, phenomena, etc.) nor concepts belong to language, the analysis 

of meaning is confined either to the study of the interrelation of the linguistic sign and 

referent or that of the linguistic sign and concept, all of which, properly speaking, is not the 

object of linguistic study.” (p. 17) and the second one is described as an approach, which 

“maintains that the meaning of a linguistic unit may be studied only through its relation to 

other linguistic-units and not through its relation to either concept or referent.” (p. 17) 

 

 COMPONENTS OF LEXICAL MEANING 

Denotative meaning – also known as denotation, conceptual or cognitive meaning 

– is a description used in terms of classification of meaning. As said in Crystal (2008) 

“denotative meaning involves the relationship between a linguistic unit (especially a lexical 

item) and the non-linguistic entities to which it refers – it is thus equivalent to referential 

meaning. For example, the denotation of dog is its dictionary definition of ´canine 

quadruped´, etc. its connotations might include ´friend´, ´helper´, ´competition´, etc.” (p. 

129) 

Connotative meaning – either called connotation, affective or emotive meaning – 

is defined by Crystal (2008) as “a term used in semantics as part of a classification of types 

of meaning… Its main application is with reference to the emotional associations (personal 

or communal) which are suggested by, or are part of the meaning of, a linguistic unit, 

especially a lexical item… For example, the connotations of the lexical item December might 

include ´bad weather´, ´dark evenings´, etc. (for north Europeans, at least), or ´parties´, 

´Christmas´, etc.” (p. 97-98) 

 

 CHANGES OF MEANING 

Changes of meaning or semantic changes are implemented through association 

between the old and the new meaning. This is based on metaphor or metonymy principle. 

The phenomenon appears thanks to the development of a language and our world. Old 

words are being replaced by new ones. There are two processes that could be described in 
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the course of this topic – word formation and the changes of meaning. (Ginzburg, Khidekel, 

Knyazeva, & Sankin, 1979) 

In agreement with Peprník (2003) “the change of meaning can be approached by 

the aspect of: 

A. Logics – there are registered processes of widening or narrowing or 

branching of the meaning. 

B. Motivation, and then there are distinguished: 

a. Objective reasons for the change, e.g. a change in the 

extralinguistic reality, or a change in the lexical system, e.g. a 

conflict of synonyms or homonyms; 

b. Subjective reasons: a change in the interpretation of the original 

meaning (cases of folk etymology) or social and psychological 

reasons.” (p. 39) 

The most frequent changes as described by Peprník and other pieces of literature 

are those from the logic point of view – widening, narrowing, amelioration, deterioration, 

branching and transfer.  

Widening is described as the result of the semantic change, where the word 

meaning passes from the specialized terminology to common usage. In some literature this 

type of change is also called as generalization or as extension and it is the contrary process 

to narrowing. (Peprník, 2003) The process of extension can be used in two ways. The first 

one is called generalization, which appears when a word with a narrow meaning adopts  

a wider one, for example words as sensational, phenomenal. The second one is 

transference, which presents the transfer of semantic field of the word from one to 

another. To demonstrate this mean let´s use the words rails – piece of wood and track – 

a path. (Finch, 2000) 

 

Narrowing is a process that occurs when a word´s meaning happens to be less 

general than it used to be, which means the meaning is more specialized. When searching 

for this specific medium you can also come across expressions like restriction or 
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specialization of the meaning, which appears to be alternative terms for expressing this 

phenomenon. For instance, the meaning of deer, fowl and hound – in general “animal”, 

“bird” and “dog”, now refers to a breed or race. The deer – a doe or a buck, the fowl – 

“waterfowl”, the hound – dog used for hunting (bloodhound). Another example of use of 

narrowing are many toponyms – the Highlands (mountainous region in northwest 

Scotland), the Midlands (particular region in England). (Štekauer, 2000) 

 

Amelioration is a term used for the classification, which refers to the loss of 

negative sense of a word. This kind of change of meaning is also called as elevation and it 

is the result of the change in denotational component. A suitable model for supporting this 

fact: 

 Steward – originally a person taking care of pigs, now a person taking care 

of passengers on a ship, aircraft or a train. 

 Minister – originally a servant, now a head of a government department. 

 Nice – originally ignorant, now pleasant or attractive. (Kvetko, 2009) 

 

Deterioration is a semantic change referring to the development of a word which 

tends to evaluate in a negative sense. This process can be sometimes called also as 

a pejoration and it is contrary to amelioration. (Crystal, 2008) For example: 

 Witch – originally wise man/woman, now an ugly or unpleasant woman. 

 Villain – originally a servant in a villa, now a dishonest or unscrupulous 

person. 

 Notorious – originally generally known, now widely known for some bad 

quality. (Kvetko, 2009) 

 

Branching is a way of the word becoming polysemous, which can be presented on 

the example of the expression head – the basic meaning is part of the body, other meanings 

are in Štekauer (2000) described as:  
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“1 mental abilities (have a good head) 2 life (it cost him his head) 3 an 

individual person (per head) 4 leader (head of a department) 5 culmination 

(things came to a head) 6 a measure of length (the horse won by a head) 7 

the top part (the address at the head of the letter, the beer has a head) 8 

front or prominent part (at the head of the table, the head of a procession)” 

(p. 169) 

 The last category of changes of meaning is the transfer of meanings. 

 

 TRANSFER OF MEANINGS 

 Transferred secondary meanings of words are always common means of a language. 

The main requirement for this change is a little similarity between the two denotations. To 

illustrate, in Štekauer (2000): “neck is a long slim shape. From the neck of the body a 

transfer is possible to the long slim part of the violin: neck of a violin.” (p. 169) In the matter 

of this category, there are three types of transfer described: metaphor, metonymy and 

synecdoche. When speaking of lexicalized transfers, we refer to those shifts that entered 

the vocabulary such as figures of speech. (Finch, 2000) 

 Metaphor described by Finch (2000) is “a process in which one semantic field 

of reference is carried over, or transferred, to another.” (p. 169) Besides its 

adaptation to literary language theory, which will be further explained in the 

course of figures of speech, this transfer is based on similarity of exterior 

features of two referents. According to Štekauer (2000) “the similarity may 

involve shape (bell -> a plant), location (heel -> part of a shoe), function 

(hand-> of a dial), colour (ivory) and extent (heap -> heaps of time).” (p. 169) 

More about this way of transfer is explained in sub-chapter considering 

figurative language. 

 Metonymy explained by Crystal (2008) is “a term used in semantics and 

stylistics, referring to a figure of speech in which the name of an attribute of 

an entity is used in place of the entity itself.” (p. 291) Or a simplified 

definition including examples by Kvetko (2009) that metonymy “occurs 

when one of the two referents is closely connected with the other: X is linked 
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with / belongs to Y, e.g.: glass (a container made of glass), crown 

(monarchy), tongue (language), hand (handwriting), the chair (chairman)…” 

(p. 55) Also a category of common words, which are derived from proper 

names, belongs into this group and they are called eponyms. For instance, 

the White House, Wall Street, bikini, champagne, etc. (Kvetko, 2009) More 

about this way of transfer is explained in sub-chapter considering figurative 

language. 

 Synecdoche is a term used for parts referring to whole (fifty sale = fifty ships) 

or the whole referring to the part (Leeds defeated Manchester). According 

to Štekauer (2000) there can be also identified a literary synecdoche: “e.g. 

soul: there wasn’t a soul around.” (p. 170) (Štekauer, 2000) More about this 

way of transfer is explained in sub-chapter considering figurative language. 

 

 FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE  

We can refer to figurative language also as to extended meaning which is explained 

in Alm-Arvius (2003) like “a clear connection between a more basic source content and a 

secondary, figurative interpretation.” (p. 33) By those words, the secondary interpretation 

is related to or dependent on a specific kind of basic source. There are given examples to 

illustrate such extension Alm-Arvius (2003): “In each of these pairs of sentences the part of 

the first sentence exemplifies the source sense of an English usage, while the second 

sentence contains an extended, figurative instance of the same word(s). In (33) we have an 

imaginatively generalised or metaphorical application of see (straight) into, whereas 

Buckingham Palace has a metonymic content in (35), as it here stands for the royal family 

and their staff rather than for the palace itself. 

(32) I could see straight into the room from where I stood.  

(33) I can see straight into his mind; I know what he is thinking. 

(34) Buckingham Palace was built in 1703 by the Duke of Buckingham. 

(35) Buckingham Palace refuses to identify which handbag belongs to which queen.  

The parts in (33) and (35) are followed by—or collocate with –phrases that cannot 

be used with the corresponding literal applications in the preceding examples. These 
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differences in collocational behaviour are decisive for signalling that these parts of the 

statements in (33) and (35) have extended meanings.” (p. 33) 

 A subordinate term in the matter of figurative language happens to be a figure of 

speech defined by Quinn (2010) as “an intended deviation from ordinary usage. (An 

intended deviation from ordinary grammatical usage is the specific figure of speech, 

enallage.)” (p. 6) This term can be also called as schemes or rhetorical figures. According to 

Quinn (2010)  “the very phrase "figures of speech" is misleading in its static, passive form. 

It should be the "figurings of speech"-or, better yet, simply "figuring speech." The figurings 

of speech reveal to us the apparently limitless plasticity of language itself.” (p. 2) When 

making a distinction among all these figures of speech we specify categories of figurative 

language, such as metaphor, personification and others. In Vocabulary, Semantics, and 

Language Education, the authors vary these categories to two major ones – simile and 

metaphor – and add more additional terms to these two major categories – metonymy, 

synecdoche, personification etc. (Hatch & Brown, 1995) 

 

 Simile is a figure of speech which uses comparison of one element to another as a 

way of describing its similarities and their differences. The use of this trope is explained in 

Hatch & Brown (1995) like “we call attention to the fact that we are asking the listener or 

reader to consider X as similar to Y. We do this with the phrase “X is like a Y”. We make the 

comparison explicit by asking that there be a transfer of characteristics of Y to X. We find 

many examples of simile in literature, poetry, and everyday talk” (p. 88) As stated in Alm-

Arvius (2003): “we distinguish similes from metaphors, because the former contain an 

explicit indication of the comparison, while it is merely implicit in a metaphor.” (p. 125)  

 Examples of similes: 

  In literature and poetry, Hatch & Brown (1995): “Langston Hughes 

wrote “What happens to a dream deferred? Does it dry up like a raisin 

in the sun?” and we visualize a strong, vital dream dying and drying 

up into a shrivelled, ugly raisin…Robert Burn´s poem, “O, my luve is 

like a red, red rose,” and we transfer the characteristics of a red, red 

rose to a woman…Shakespeare´s satiric sonnet 130, “My mistress´ 
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eyes are nothing like the sun,” we again transfer characteristics from 

a source field to a target field.” (p. 88) 

 In everyday talk, Hatch & Brown (1995): „This heat! It´s like the 

Fourth of July!“ or „The noise is like a waterfall. How could it be just 

a flood?“ (p. 88) 

 

 Metaphor is a trope described in Abrams & Harpham (2008) as “a word or 

expression that in literal usage denotes one kind of thing is applied to a distinctly different 

kind of thing, without asserting a comparison.” (p. 119) As written in Hatch & Brown (1995): 

„In contrast to simile, metaphor does not say that something is like a source field; it uses 

the source field to define the target.” (p. 89) The definition of this figure of speech by Alm-

Arvius (2003): “metaphor is a thing of the mind, and new metaphors allow language users 

to break loose from the conventional semantic structures of a language, including 

established and systematic sense relations, in order to express some new thought or 

experience.” (p. 3) 

Examples of metaphors:  

 Hatch & Brown (1995): “Carl Sandburg writes, „The fog comes on little cat 

feet. It sits looking over harbor and city on silent haunches and then moves 

on,“ the metaphor is clear. Fog is a cat;  it is not just like a cat.“ (p. 89) 

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “Newly constructed metaphor is typically a means to 

escape routine conceptions and habitual perspectives. We often see 

examples of this in poetry…the first stanza of Sylvia Plath’s poem ‘Poppies in 

October’ in her collection of poems titled Ariel, published posthumously in 

1965.  

(20) Even the sun-clouds this morning cannot manage such skirts. Nor the 

woman in the ambulance Whose red heart blooms through her coat so 

astoundingly— (p 29)“ (p. 109) 

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “That man is a wolf.´ The referent of the subject noun 

phrase “That man”—a particular man within a given universe of discourse—

is thus characterised by being compared to a wolf, but obviously only certain 
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traits that are considered typical of wolves can be applied to a human being.“ 

(p. 116) 

  

 Personification is the description of either inanimate object or abstract notion 

which are referred to as gifted with life or with human feelings or attributes. Simply said in 

Hatch & Brown (1995) “we talk about objects as though they were people, asking the 

listener to assign the qualities of humanness to objects. For example, we talk about the 

health of our relationships as though relationships could take on the characteristics of 

people (“a healthy/sick/tired affair).” (p. 89) ¨ 

Examples of personifications:  

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “Milton wrote in Paradise Lost (IX. 1002-3), as 

Adam bit into fatal apple, 

´Sky lowered, and muttering thunder, some sad drops 

Wept at completing of the mortal sin.” (p. 121) 

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “in Aurora Leigh, I. 251-2, Elizabeth Barrow 

Browning wrote: 

Then, land! – then, England! Oh, the frosty cliffs 

Looked cold upon me.“ (p. 121) 

 

 Oxymoron is defined by Alm-Arvius (2003) as “a paradoxical combination of words 

or expressions with opposite, that is more or less straightforwardly antonymic senses, like 

bitter-sweet, the sound of silence, and Eyes Wide Shut, the title of a Stanley Kubrick film.” 

(p. 134) It consists either of word formations, mainly compounds, or novel collocations, 

such as syntactic phrases and clauses. (Alm-Arvius, 2003) 

 Examples of oxymorons:  

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “(67) She is the only man around here.  

(68) We chastise those whom we love. 
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(69) They seemed to be stuck in a love-hate relationship.  

(70) A terrible beauty is born. (W B Yeats 1916/1920, ‘Easter 1916’)” (p. 134) 

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “Alfred, Lord Tennyson´s “O Death in life, the 

days that are no more.” (p. 239) 

 

Hyperbole described by Abrams & Harpham (2008) is “bold overstatement, or the 

extravagant exaggeration of fact or of possibility. It may be used either for serious or ironic 

or comic effect.” (p. 149) Many of these figures of speech tend to have metaphorical 

meaning, because a literal understanding of them would be unthinkable. The use of this 

trope is simply for making people to listen and remember the shared message, thought. 

(Alm-Arvius, 2003) 

Examples of hyperboles:  

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “Yours till the stars lose their glory Yours till the birds fail 

to sing … (Parts of the lyrics of a popular English song from the early forties, 

sung by Vera Lynn.)” (p. 135) 

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “(73) We are all ears. (74) I’ve been working my fingers 

to the bone.” (p. 135) 

 In everyday communication Alm-Arvius (2003): “(77) All he wants to do is 

chase women… (79) You are never at home. (Said for instance to a husband 

who has just returned home.)...(81) There’s absolutely nothing on the telly 

tonight.” (p. 136) 

 

 Understatement is an opposite figure to hyperbole which usually has an ironic 

effect. Due to Alm-Arvius (2003) it is contrary “because a strictly literal reading of such a 

turn of phrase makes something more insignificant or presents the subject matter in a more 

negative light than the speaker (or writer) really intended after all.” (p. 136) A subordinate 

term to this trope is a litotes which is in Abrams & Harpham (2008) described as “the 

assertion of an affirmative by negating its contrary.” (p. 149) 
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 Examples of understatements: 

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “(84) That wasn’t such a bad meal that I cooked. (85) She 

is no fool. (86) It’s nothing, just a scratch… (88) I’m a little tired. (Said when the 

speaker is completely exhausted.)” (p. 137) 

 Litotes in Abrams & Harpham (2008): “He´s not the brightest man in the 

world.” meaning “He is stupid.” (p. 149) 

 

Pun is characterized by Alm-Arvius (2003) such as “a kind of word play that is made 

possible by the ambiguity of a lexical unit or a longer compositional string. In other words, 

punning depends on the occurrence of polysemy and homonymy in a language, either on 

the lexical or on the grammatical level.” (p. 141) In this category we can identify a special 

kind of pun called the equivoque which is explained in Abrams & Harpham (2008) as “the 

use of a single word or a phrase which has two disparate meanings, in a context which 

makes both meanings equally relevant.” (p. 295) 

Examples of puns: 

 Alm-Arvius (2003): “(1) We put people in front of cars. (In an advertisement 

for Volvo)” (p. 141) 

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “In Romeo and Juliet (III. i. 101) Mercutio, 

bleeding to death, says grimly, “Ask for me tomorrow and you shall a grave 

man” (p. 295) 

 Equivoque from Abrams & Harpham (2008): “the phrase “come to dust” in a 

song from Shakespeare´s Cymbeline: “Golden lads and girls all must, / As 

chimney sweepers, come to dust.” and “an epigram by Hilaire Belloc (1870 – 

1953) ends in equivoque:  

When I am done, I hope it can be said: 

His sins were scarlet, but his books were read.” (p. 295) 

 



 2 THEORETICAL BACKGROUND 

 18 

 Allusion is a kind of scheme described in Abrams & Harpham (2008) as “a passing 

reference, without explicit identification, to a literary or historical person, place, or event or 

to another literary work or passage.” (p. 11) By using this figure of speech we challenge our 

listeners or readers to dug into their minds and find that specific knowledge and therefore 

apply it to our intentional point. (Hatch & Brown, 1995)  

 Examples of allusions:  

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “Thomas Nashe´s “Litany in Times of Plague,” 

Brightness falls from the air, 

Queens have died young and fair,  

Dust hath closed Helen´s eye, 

the unidentified Helen in the last line alludes to Helen of Troy.” (p. 11) 

 Hatch & Brown (1995): “the news commentator David Shorr once described 

the inaction of our government in meetings with NATO and the UN as reports from 

the Dithering Heights. The allusion to Wuthering Heights seems obscure and not 

particularly apt though it as a nice ring.” (p. 90) 

 

Metonymy is a figure of speech interpreted by Abrams & Harpham (2008): “the 

literal term for one thing is applied to another with which it has become closely associated 

because of a recurrent relation in common experience. Thus “the crown” or “the sceptre” 

can be used to stand for a king and “Hollywood” for the film industry; “Milton” can signify 

the writings of Milton.” (p. 120)  

Examples of metonymy: 

 Hatch & Brown (1995): “´The ham sandwich is a lousy tipper. ´ The ham 

sandwich is not part of the person who ordered it, but it is related to him, a clear 

case of metonymy.” (p. 89) 
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Synecdoche covers the field of tropes where we refer to a whole for a part or the 

part for the whole.  

Examples of synecdoche: 

 Hatch & Brown (1995): “gray beards” might be used to refer to old men (“We 

need some gray beards to help out”).” (p. 89) 

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “Milton describes the corrupt and greedy clergy 

in “Lycidas” as “blind mouths.”” (p. 120) 

 

Euphemism is defined by Kvetko (2009) like “a substitution of the 

words/expressions of mild or vague connotation for the words thought to be offensive, 

harsh or blunt.” (p. 55) 

Examples of euphemisms:  

 Kvetko (2009): “pass away (die), gay (homosexual), restroom (washroom, 

bathroom – toilet)” (p. 55) 

 

 Anaphora is a scheme which can be described as repetition of words at beginnings 

of consecutive sentence or clauses. 

Examples of anaphora:  

 Quinn (2010): “Through me the way unto the woeful city, Through me the 

way to eternal woe, Through me the way among people lost. Dante” (p. 84) 

 Quinn (2010): “She was not quite what you would call refined. She was not 

quite what you would call unrefined. She was the kind of person that keeps 

a parrot. Mark Twain” (p. 84) 
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Epizeuxis is an immediate repetition of a word or phrase which function as a mean 

of strong emphasis. (Quinn, 2010) 

Examples of epizeuxis: 

 Quinn (2010): “O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon. Milton” (p. 81) 

 Quinn (2010): “All changed, changed utterly: A terrible beauty is born. 

Yeats” (p. 81) 

 

Alliteration illustrated by Abrams & Harpham (2008) is “the repetition of a speech 

sound in a sequence of nearby words.” (p. 10) 

Examples of alliteration: 

 Abrams & Harpham (2008): “Shakespeare’s sonnet 30: When to the sessions 

of sweet silent thought…” (p. 10) 

 

The first sub-chapter of Theoretical Background focuses on Semantics, which is a 

sub-branch of lexicology. Further ahead, basic issues dealt with in this part of language 

science were explained, for instance, meaning, components of meaning, changes of 

meaning, etc. These described topics and the understanding of them is crucial for the 

practical part of this thesis, because I will be searching for figures of speech, characterized 

under the topics Figurative Language and Transfer of Meaning, in the course of the analysis 

of fairy tale books. 
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2.3 LITERARY STYLISTICS  

Chapter considering Literary Stylistics is giving us a brief view of the issues dealt 

within this kind of Stylistics. Essential terms, which are important for understanding the 

topic of Literary Theory are described here. Also, under this chapter we can find the 

description of the fairy tale genre which is an important part of this work along with the list 

of figures of speech, because they are central issues which will be involved in the practical 

part of this thesis. 

 

 BASIC TERMS  

Before mentioning any other crucial terms for this topic, we should define what a 

word literary means. Literary or also written by Widdowson (1999) – “the literary…to signal 

that what I am calling the ´the domain of the literary´ is a generic category which may be 

cognate with ´Literature´, but is distinguished from it, and from its adjectival forms: as, for 

example, in such phrases as ´literary artefact´ or ´literary achievement´…My notion of ´the 

literary´, then, is intended to identify a category of writing which is distinguished, first, from 

´writing´ in general – both in its own self-consciousness of being ´literary´ and in its reader´s 

apprehension of that property; and second, from other conventionally related art-forms 

such as music, painting and film.” (p. 94) 

As described in Crystal (2008) “literary stylistics deals with the variations 

characteristic of literature as a genre and of the ´style´ of individual authors.” (p. 440) 

Therefore it distinguishes from general stylistics, also called linguistic stylistics, by providing 

for full understanding, acknowledgment and interpretation of texts which appear in 

literature. There are many approaches due to this topic which consider a lot of problematic 

topics, for instance in Short (1992): “Banfield (1982) and Fowler (1982) also provide impetus 

to study of what are termed in traditional literary criticism ´stream of consciousness´ and 

´point of view´…the former is a major study of this topic with reference  to a wide range of 

literary writers…the latter develops ideas on perspective in fiction with analytical reference 

to modality, deixis and transitivity.” (p. 12) The main aim of most of the studies as 

mentioned in Short (1992) is “to provide analytical procedures which are, at least, 

replicable.” (p. 12) (Short, 1992) 
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Literary criticism is an academic study of literature. As characterized in Verdonk 

(2002) “literary criticism directs attention to the larger-scale significance of what is 

represented in verbal art, stylistics focuses on how this significance can be related to specific 

features of language, to the linguistic texture of the literary text.” (p. 55) Verdonk (2002) 

also states that “we can recognize an interdependency of the perspectives of stylistics and 

literary criticism, which was exemplified in our discussion of Ishiguro´s novel The Artist of 

the Floating World, where observations about the linguistic particulars of the narrator´s 

description of his house were related to the novel as a whole. The same point might be made 

about poetry. But there is a difference, When dealing with prose fiction, detailed stylistic 

analysis of the kind we have been illustrating is too time-consuming to be applied to the 

whole text of a novel but can only be applied to extracts, and the selection of such extracts 

already presupposes the kind of significance that a literary perspective would reveal.” (p. 

56) 

 

 LITERARY THEORY  

Literary theory or literature is defined as followed in Widdowson (1999) 

“´Literature´ with an upper-case ´L´ and inverted commas around it signifies here the 

conception of that global body of literary writing which has been accredited with being ´the 

best that has been known and said in the world´…It has been ascribed the highest 

achievement of aesthetic and moral merit, and has acquired the status of a kind of universal 

resource of formal and ethical models for humankind…In the case of national literatures, 

writers and works may be included that might not make it into the ´World´ category and 

there will be some marginal argument as to who or what should be included, but, by and 

large, the same received principles of evaluation will obtain. We will also recognize 

collocations of such authors and texts as constituting ´The Classics´, ´The (Great) Tradition´, 

´The Canon´, and the standard ´Set Authors/Books´ on all secondary and tertiary education 

syllabuses. On the other hand, ´literature´ with small ´l´ and no inverted commas is used 

either when I am employing the word in a neutral discursive capacity, or to represent the 

undifferentiated corpus of writing which is ´literary´ in the sense that it identifies itself quite 

self-consciously as belonging to the artificial discursive realm of ´creative´ or ´imaginative´ 

writing opposed to other more quotidian forms of written communication.” (p. 4-5) 
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Among genres discussed in the course of literary theory belong poetry, prose, 

novels and plays. The characteristic use of language of literary texts overlies in the way how 

it challenges our socializing tendency to adjust ourselves with the concepts of 

generalization and abstraction. The challenge is happening thanks to stressing and 

preserving the particular. Precisely said by Verdonk (2002): “this unique ´verbal pickling´ of 

the particular, to borrow a phrase from Philip Larkin, nevertheless invites or tempts us to 

look for some broader significance. But, for reasons explained above, we do not socialize 

this wider meaning, so that it remains inherently individual and thereby always divergent.” 

(p. 22) (Verdonk, 2002) 

 

 CHILDREN´S LITERATURE  

In accordance with many sources it is hard to define specific function of children´s 

literature, which also tends to be called as juvenile literature. Whether it is only targeted 

on children or whether it should affect adults in some way too. Also, there is a problem 

with what exactly does belong to this specific genre, what precise pieces of literary works 

and authors does fulfil the know-how of it. As stated by Gubar (2011): “We might say that 

children´s literature comprises texts addressed to children (among others) by authors who 

conceptualize young people as a distinct audience, one that requires a form of literature 

different in kind from that aimed at adults.” (p. 209) 

Primarily, children´s literature is focused on a group of people, which are aged from 

three to sixteen years and therefore we distinguish two basic term in course of this type of 

literature. Such as intentional and non-intentional literary works. Intentional literary works 

are those which are directed at children and juvenile, for example, by their title, sub-title, 

publisher, etc. Non-intentional literary works which represents every reading used by 

children and juvenile that belongs to literature, for instance, ABC books, reading books or 

theatre dialogues. Development of this category is closely connected to pedagogy and the 

Enlightenment at the end of 18th century, by that time particular genres, like picture books, 

theatre for children, adventure and historical prose, educational books, stabilized their 

positions or were set up. (Čeňková, 2006)  

At the end of 17th and at the beginning of 18th century was published three key 

creations which affected the development of children´s literature. These are Pilgrim´s 
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Progress by John Bunyan, Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe and Gulliver´s Travels by 

Jonathan Swift, none of them belong to intentional literary works but later on they were 

adapted and inspired many books written for young people. (Řeřichová, Sladová, Váňová, 

& Homolová, 2008) 

 

There are three sources that are considered as an inspiration for genres mentioned 

above: 

1) Types of literature specializing on children and young people – kinds of 

rhymes, prose including childhood hero or heroine. Puppet theatre and 

picture books 

2)  Genres inspired by ancient or folklore literature – myths, eposes, fables, 

fairy tales and legends 

3) All-purpose genres of children´s and adult´s literature – adventurous, sci-fi, 

historical, biographical, detective prose. comics, drama, fantasy books and 

others. (Čeňková, 2006) 

 

In the period of Romanticism, there was a high demand for folklore genres, for 

example, fairy tales, nursery rhymes, legends, etc, which coheres with imagination and 

partial substitution of antique for Norse influence. The translation of Brothers Grimm fairy 

tales into English became a very important incentive for Joseph Jacobs and Andrew Lang 

who represent collector´s activities in Great Britain and Ireland. They focused on collecting 

local folklore which represents selection of fairy tales, legends and nursery rhymes. 

Another category developing was adventurous story. In addition to stories that were 

primary written as an adult´s literature, for example Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe, 

there were first adventurous books targeted on children. On the one hand, there were 

authors which mainly appealed to boys when writing of decent young men who are helping 

to build up the British Empire. On the other, domestic stories were intended for young girls, 

but they rather read adventurous books from the background of boyish boarding schools, 

such genre became popular after publishing books like Tom Brown´s Schooldays by Thomas 
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Hughes or Eric, or Little by Little by Frederic Farrar. (Řeřichová, Sladová, Váňová, & 

Homolová, 2008) 

 

 FAIRY TALE GENRE 

In general, the fairy tale genre can be defined as literary texts which are based on 

diverse old-time narratives consisting of various mythical imagination of humankind, 

timeless truth of life, especially the eternal craving for doing good acts, and faith into 

magical power of a word. Among fairy tales all over the world we can identify similar 

themes, like characters, supernatural beings or specific objects, which create some kind of 

outline when combined together. (Čeňková, 2006) 

The origin of this genre is described in the course of four theories – mythological, 

anthropological, emigrational and historical geography. Mythological theory includes the 

Kinder- und Hausmärchen also called Grimm´s Fairy Tales written by Jacob and Wilhelm 

Grimm, which lay down grounds for scientific research of fairy tales and adaptation of folk 

tales, which were considered as a remain of ancient Indo-European myths. Anthropological 

folk stories gained their themes and basic information of characters from rudimentary 

religious ceremonies and worshiping of dead ancestors. Emigrational theory states that 

tales are moving from culture to culture and therefore every new setting form it in  

a specific way – Theodor Benfey was a chief representative of this theory which considered 

Buddhist India as a cradle of tales. And the last theory called historical geography which 

expands the theory of Benfey´s cradle of tales on area of other nations, for instance, Egypt. 

(Čeňková, 2006) 

Strong incentive for the expansion of this folklore genre in Great Britain and Ireland 

was the translation of Grimm´s Fairy Tales into English language. Joseph Jacobs and Andrew 

Lang were important representatives of the local folklore tales. But among authors who 

upgraded imagination as a basic creative method belonged John Ruskin with the story King 

od the Golden River, Charles Kingsley and his tale The Water Babies, Lewis Carroll with his 

books Alice´s Adventure in Wonderland and Through the Looking-Glass. At the end of the 

19th century and the beginning of 20th, symbolic tales of Oscar Wilde appeared, also famous 

Jungle Books by Rudyard Kipling or Peter Pan by James Matthew Barrie. (Řeřichová, 

Sladová, Váňová, & Homolová, 2008) 
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In fact, fairy tale came to English literature through French Court, where it was 

presented – stories told to young children about the king and royal court. These stories 

were transformed into literary forms of text. It should be noted that Charles Perrault 

published book called Histoires ou contes du temps passé which placed a basis for folk tales 

genre. The front page of this book shows us an old woman who is spinning and tells a story 

to three children sitting by, this image depicts the famous Tales of Mother Goose. There 

were eight tales in the book – The Sleeping Beauty, Red Riding Hood, Blue Beard, Puss-in-

Boots, Diamonds and Toads, Cinderella or the Glass Slipper, Riquet with the Tuft and Hop 

o´ my Thumb – none of these tales are originally British, but after translating them into 

English language they quickly nationalized.  (Darton, 1932) 

When speaking of fairy tales and the history of this genre, we should also distinguish 

between folk and author´s tales:  

a) Folk tales were purposefully collected, classified and rewritten in a specific 

way into literary text – the author was anonymous. Basically, this kind of tale 

is defined as an epic prosaic genre of verbal folklore which is based on 

artistic fantasy. Its oldest unit are magical fairy tales which typical features 

are miraculous content, supernatural space and plot that takes place outside 

our time space. Narrative of the tales rises from the deepest wishes of 

people and their dreamy thoughts. Characters in these stories are following 

on from age-long archetypes. 

b) Author´s tales, also called artificial or modern tales, are stories which are 

only inspired by folk tales. (Čeňková, 2006) 

 

All the matters discussed in the course of the theoretical background are crucial for 

the research that will be further described. By precisely studying lexicology and stylistic, 

more specifically transferred and figurative language in combination with the literary 

theory of children´s literature and fairy tale genre, I was able to delve into the phenomenon 

of these linguistic branches and therefore collect necessary information for gaining 

accurate knowledge of these terms and mutual relations.  
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3 METHODS OF RESEARCH 

This chapter deals with the description of methods used for the analysis of texts and 

describes criterions for the material selection. The research consists in an analysis of 

chosen texts within the fairy tale genre from the point of view of transferred meaning. 

When collecting materials for the analysis I decided to search through folk tales from the 

individual regions of the United Kingdom, therefore into the practical part of my 

undergraduate thesis I included Irish Fairy Tales, Welsh Fairy Tales and Other Stories, 

Folklore and Legends: Scotland and English Fairy Tales. The main source I used for my work 

was a webpage called worldoftales.com that consists of mix of folk tales, fairy tales and 

fables from all of the world´s cultures.  

After choosing four primary sources for the analysis I read all the collections containing 

various amount of chapters/folk tales to quest for searched phenomenon. Even though all 

these materials were very extensive, only some of them fulfilled the required demands 

because in some of the tales there were not used any figures of speech. Due to this fact I 

could analyse only thirty tales from total number of hundred tales. I had to alter chosen 

method – searching for figures of speech in every piece of text. After discovering such 

information, the main viewpoint was to allocate the material that was richer on the 

occurrence of transferred meaning. Therefore, this is the reason for diverse quantity of folk 

tales in analysis of various regions, because some of the regions fulfil more the original 

presupposition of the importance of figurative language in fairy tale genre than others.  

Irish Fairy Tales is a book that contains seven folktales. This book was written by 

Edmond Leamy in 1906. For the analysis, the following pieces have been selected - Princess 

Finola and the Dwarf, The House in the Lake, The Little White Cat and The Golden Spears.  

Welsh Fairy-Tales and Other Stories is a piece of literature which consists of twenty-

four folktales, but only eighteen of them come from the Welsh source. These tales were 

written by P.H. Emerson in 1894. In the course of this research I will analyse only six of 

them – The fairies of Caragonan, Old Gwilym, The story of Gelert, Origin of the Welsh, The 

Crows, The fairy of the Dell. 

Another folk tale book included is Folk-Lore and Legends: Scotland, which was written 

by Charles John Tibbitts in 1889 and contains thirty-three Scottish tales. I will analyse nine 
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of these tales – Canobie Dick and Thomas of Ercildoun, Elphin Irving, The Ghost´s of Craig-

Aulnaic, The Weird of Three Arrows, Michael Scott, The Fisherman and the Merman, 

Thomas the Rhymer, Fairy Friends, The Seal Catcher´s Adventure. 

The last book that I added to this research is English Fairy Tales written by Joseph 

Jacobs  in 1892 and it consists of forty-three folktales, out of which I have picked eleven for 

my research - Tom Tit Tot, The three sillies, The old woman and her pig, How Jack went to 

seek his fortune, Mr Vinegar, Nix Nought Nothing, Binnorie, Jack and the beanstalk, The 

story of the three little pigs, The Rose-tree and Cap-o-rushes. 

Firstly, I will look for figures of speech and transferred meanings in all the folk tales 

mentioned above putting emphasis to those described in the Theoretical Background. After 

this primary research of means of transferred language in the texts I will line them up 

according to which book they have been taken from. Then the figures will be organized 

according to their type and shortly commented on where necessary. Lastly, I will evaluate 

the results of my analysis by comparing the occurrence of the use of various types of 

transferred language in the fairy tale genre by individual regions.  

The aim of this research is to reveal how the transferred meaning is used in the fairy 

tale genre and which particular figures are the most frequently used. 

Another goal of the analysis is to discover whether there is some difference in the use 

of figurative language within the scope of various regional authors in the area of the United 

Kingdom. 

Main presupposition is that transferred meaning, or we can say figurative language, is 

very important in this genre because it completes the atmosphere of stories and it is its 

main stylistic attribute.  
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4 RESEARCH 

In this chapter I will mainly focus on the examination of transferred language, or 

figurative language, in chosen texts – Irish Fairy Tales, Welsh Fairy-Tales and Other Stories, 

Folk-Lore and Legends: Scotland and English Fairy Tales. After finding a required number of 

figures of speech I will describe the occurrence of them in the course of individual regional 

folk tales. As a final step I will evaluate the results of all analyses as a whole and either 

confirm, or disprove the presupposition described in the Methods of Research chapter.  

 

4.1 ANALYSIS OF IRISH FAIRY TALES (SEE APPENDIX 1) 

Epizeuxis - an immediate repetition of a word or phrase which function as a mean of strong 

emphasis. 

1. A long, long time ago there lived in a little hut in the midst of a bare (Princess Finola 

and the Dwarf)  

2. Often and often his heart was heavy and sad as he thought of her pining away in the 

lonely moor (Princess Finola and the Dwarf)  

3. “Who are you at all, at all?” said he to the fairy. (Princess Finola and the Dwarf)  

4. started up the hill, that seemed to grow bigger and bigger as he ascended (Princess 

Finola and the Dwarf)  

5. It seemed to grow larger as it came nearer and nearer (Princess Finola and the 

Dwarf)  

6. A long, long time ago there lived in a little hut (The House in the Lake)  

7. A long, long time ago, in a valley far away, the giant Trencoss lived in a great castle 

(The Little White Cat) 

8. The boat sailed round and round the island, going closer and closer every round, 

until, at last, the drooping branches almost touched it. (The Little White Cat) 

9. The prince sat down in a corner, thinking and thinking, until he heard close to his 

ear a sound like “purr, purr!” (The Little White Cat) 



 4 RESEARCH 

 30 

10. and often and often they clambered up the mountain side, knee deep in the 

heather, searching for frechans and wild honey (The Golden Spears) 

11. “Oh, Connla! Connla! Look at the thrush––and, look, look up in the sky, there is a 

hawk!” cried Nora. (The Golden Spears) 

12. Oh, Nora, Nora, (The Golden Spears) 

13. Oh, Connla! Connla! (The Golden Spears) 

14. Oh, look! look! (The Golden Spears) 

15. Oh, children! children! (The Golden Spears) 

 

Anaphora - a scheme which can be described as repetition of words at beginnings of 

consecutive sentence or clauses. 

16. Of course, you forgot all about her, and, of course, she is always thinking of you. 

(The Little White Cat) 

17.  “Come to me, little one,” she said to Nora, “come and kiss me,” (The Golden Spears) 

 

Simile - comparison of one element to another as a way of describing its similarities and 

their differences. 

18. The young girl was as sweet and as fresh as an opening rosebud (Princess Finola and 

the Dwarf) 

19. Her voice was as musical as the whisper of a stream in the woods in the hot days of 

summer (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

20. The little hut, made of branches woven closely together, was shaped like a beehive 

(Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

21. And when you come to the Mystic Lake you must wait until the waters are as red as 

wine (Princess Finola and the Dwarf)  

22. and passed as silently as the dead (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

23. As still as death, And as bright as life can be (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 
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24. He saw that it held in one of its claws a branch of a tree larger than a full-grown oak 

(Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

25. When they had gone so far that they were like specks in the sky (Princess Finola and 

the Dwarf) 

26. on the top of the hill was a silver shield, bright as the sun (Princess Finola and the 

Dwarf) 

27. he saw the swan coming swiftly towards him, shining brighter than the moonbeams 

(The House in the Lake) 

28. Enda jumped into the curragh, and soon the water, dripping from his oar, was 

flashing like diamonds in the moonlight. (The House in the Lake) 

29. “I can dive like a fish,” said Enda (The House in the Lake) 

30. she floated out upon the river as lightly as a red poppy leaf (The House in the Lake) 

31. and the only light he had was the shimmering moonlight, which descended as faintly 

through the waters as if it came through muffled glass (The House in the Lake) 

32. They were so small, and were all so brightly dressed, that they looked like a mass of 

waving flowers (The House in the Lake) 

33. The face of the princess, blushing a moment before like a rose, became as white as 

a lily (The House in the Lake) 

34. When the princess gained her room she cried as if her heart would break. (The Little 

White Cat) 

35. He hardly saw the king and queen, for his eyes were fixed on the princess Kathleen, 

who looked more beautiful than a flower. (The Little White Cat) 

36. While the maidens with the silver harps played sweetest music, the princess, whose 

voice was sweeter than any music, called on the prince by his name, (The Little 

White Cat) 

37. Swifter than the wind it bore him out to sea, (The Little White Cat) 

38. the prince waved his hat three times, and the little boat sped over the waters all 

through the night as brightly and as swiftly as a shooting star (The Little White Cat) 
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39. but the prince, darting forward like a flash of lightning, drove his sword into the 

giant’s heart (The Little White Cat) 

40. made it gleam like a spear of gold (The Golden Spears) 

41. gleaming like a golden spear (The Golden Spears) 

42. the stars were shining through it, as a lady’s eyes shine through a veil of gossamer  

(The Golden Spears) 

43. above their heads the sea like a transparent cloud between them and the sky (The 

Golden Spears) 

44. your breath is as sweet as the wild rose that blooms in the green fields of Erin (The 

Golden Spears) 

45. they danced over the crystal floor as lightly as the young leaves dancing in the wind 

(The Golden Spears) 

46. I am not as high as your knee (The Golden Spears) 

47. Connla, you look as straight and as tall as one of the round towers of Erin (The 

Golden Spears) 

 

Personification - description of either inanimate object or abstract notion which are 

referred to as gifted with life or with human feelings or attributes. 

48. When the storm was in the air the great waves thundered on the shore beyond the 

mountains, and the wind shouted in the glens; (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

49. But when it sped across the moor it lost its voice, (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

50. Hour after hour passed, but no change came over the face of the waters (Princess 

Finola and the Dwarf) 

51. the twilight creeping over the waters of the lake (The House in the Lake) 

52. as soon as the morning stood on the hill-tops, and cast its shafts of golden light 

across the lake, Enda rose and got into his curragh (The House in the Lake) 
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53. Then Enda and the princess turned towards the south, and it was not long until they 

came to a deep forest, that was folding up its shadows and spreading out its mossy 

glades before the glancing footsteps of the morning. (The House in the Lake) 

54. “Time will tell,” answered the cat (The Little White Cat) 

55. The prince thought the night would never pass, but at last it faded away before the 

grey light of the dawn, and he sped down to the sea. (The Little White Cat) 

56. For more than half-way up it was clad with heather, and when the heather was in 

bloom it looked like a purple robe falling from the shoulders of the mountain down 

to its feet. (The Golden Spears) 

57. Above the heather it was bare and grey, but when the sun was sinking in the sea, 

its last rays rested on the bare mountain top and made it gleam like a spear of gold 

(The Golden Spears) 

58. Sometimes the soft white mist would steal through the glen, and creeping up the 

mountain would cover it with a veil so dense that the children could not see it, (The 

Golden Spears) 

59. watch until the shadows have crept up the heather, and then, when the mountain 

top is gleaming like a golden spear, look at the line where the shadow on the heather 

meets the sunshine (The Golden Spears) 

60. the children saw the shadows marching from the glen, trooping up the mountain 

side and dimming the purple of the heather (The Golden Spears) 

61. through the leaves tossing in the breeze the sun flashed down upon the streamlet, 

and shadow and sunshine danced upon it (The Golden Spears) 

62. the sound of waters toying in the still air with pebbles on a shelving beach (The 

Golden Spears) 
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Metaphor - a word or expression that denotes one kind of thing and is applied to a distinctly 

different kind of thing, without asserting a comparison. 

63.  Faint heart never won fair lady (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

64. the prince sat between the queen and the princess Kathleen, and long before the 

feast was finished he was over head and ears in love with her (expressing the high 

degree of his feelings for her) (The Little White Cat) 

65. “Favoured lovers may forget, Slighted lovers never yet.” (The Little White Cat) 

 

Hyperbole - overstatement or the extravagant exaggeration of fact or of possibility. 

66. When the princess gained her room she cried as if her heart would break. (The Little 

White Cat) 

67. When the princess heard this she began to cry, for she would rather die than marry 

the giant who had slain her father. (The Little White Cat) 

68. When the giants heard this they laughed so loud that the prince was frightened 

almost to death. (The Little White Cat) 

 

Oxymoron - a paradoxical combination of words or expressions with opposite senses. 

69. “I don’t wish for anything,” said the prince, whose heart was dead within him. (The 

Little White Cat) 

 

The occurrence of transferred language, or of figurative language, in Irish Fairy Tales 

could be described as superior in comparison to other examined text samples. I have been 

able to identify sixty-nine figures in only four tales out of seven texts available. The most 

used figures of speech were simile and personification and I would say that the reason for 

this condition is the character of Irish Fairy Tales which are, due to my opinion, mainly 

focused on the children population. It tries to describe some phenomenon’s in easier way 

for a better comprehension and gives space for the development of imagination of the 

targeted groups of population.  
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4.2 ANALYSIS OF WELSH FAIRY-TALES AND OTHER STORIES (SEE APPENDIX 2) 

Epizeuxis  

70. Round and round three times three, We have come to cure thee." (The fairies of 

Caragonan) 

71. "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, It is the witch that I see," said the lad. (The fairies 

of Caragonan) 

72. "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, It is a hare that I see," said the lad. (The fairies of 

Caragonan) 

73. "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, The hares run up the hill to the mill." (The fairies of 

Caragonan) 

74. "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, It is an old plate-cupboard that I see." (The fairies 

of Caragonan) 

75. "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, The back is turned to me." (The fairies of Caragonan) 

76. "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, A spring-door is open to me." (The fairies of 

Caragonan) 

Chart Diagram of Irish Fairy Tales 1 
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77. "Oh, Gelert! Oh, Gelert!" said the prince, "my favourite hound, my favourite hound! 

(The story of Gelert) 

78. "Your majesty, I've thought and thought during the night, and the best thing we can 

do is to turn all the birds into fairies." (Origin of the Welsh) 

79. "At the hour of one, The cock shall crow one, Goo! Goo! Goo! (The fairy of the Dell) 

80. Then the fairies began walking round and round, singing their song. (The fairy of the 

Dell) 

81. "Begone, begone, begone! you evil spirits, to the place of your abode," (The fairy of 

the Dell) 

82. "Collect, collect, collect, into one fierce ball," (The fairy of the Dell) 

The recurrence of sentence No. 71 in the course of the story gives the impression of 

anaphora.  

 

Anaphora 

83. "Oh, what can I do for you? What can I do for you?" (The fairies of Caragonan)  

84. I have blessed your arms, and I have blessed the sling and the stone. (The fairies of 

Caragonan) 

 

Personification 

85. After the parting glass he got up and reeled through the town, quite forgetting to 

buy his cheese; and as he got amongst the hills they seemed to dance up and down 

before him, and he seemed to be walking on air. (Old Gwilym) 

86. Then I saw the moon rising and all the stars, and all sorts of objects flying through 

the air. (The Crows) 

87. And all the devils flew up, and there was a mighty clap as of thunder, and the earth 

trembled, and the sky became overcast, and all the devils burst, and the sky cleared 

again. (The fairy of the Dell) 
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88. suddenly the sky turned bright as fire, for the evil spirits were trying their spleen 

against the fairies, (The fairy of the Dell) 

89. the fiery sky collected into one ball of fire more dazzling than the sun, (The fairy of 

the Dell) 

 

Welsh Fairy-Tales and Other Stories had the weakest results out of all studied fairy tale 

collections, because after analysing all of the texts in this book I was able to find only twenty 

figures of speech, from which the use of anaphora and epizeuxis takes the leading place. I 

would say that the main reason of using these two figures consists in the style of these 

tales. Compared to Irish Fairy Tales, these stories were short and mainly it was just an 

ordinary narrative of some story that I would say was aimed primarily for adults.  

 

 

4.3 ANALYSIS OF FOLK-LORE AND LEGENDS: SCOTLAND (SEE APPENDIX 3) 

Epizeuxis  

90. Phemie, lass, Phemie Irving! (Elphin Irving) 

91. oh, it’s a bonnie, bonnie name, and dear to many a maiden’s heart (Elphin Irving) 

92. and ye will seek in the deep, deep pools for the bonnie, bonnie corse (Elphin Irving) 

Chart Diagram of Welsh Fairy Tales  1 
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93. And merrily, merrily, laughed the wild elves (Elphin Irving) 

94. But a brown elf shouted a loud, loud shout, (Elphin Irving) 

95. immediately on hearing this expression again and again vociferated (Fairy Friends) 

96. After sinking down, down, nobody knows how far (The Seal-Catchers Adventure) 

 

Anaphora 

97. “The lady kilted her kirtle green A little aboon her knee, The lady snooded her yellow 

hair A little aboon her bree, And she’s gane to the good greenwood As fast as she 

could hie. (Elphin Irving) 

98. Oh were I yon violet On which she is walking; Oh were I yon small bird To which she 

is talking; (Elphin Irving) 

99. ‘They have ta’en him away, they have ta’en him away,’ (Elphin Irving) 

100. They came with shout, and they came with song, and they spread the charm, and 

they placed the spell, (Elphin Irving) 

101. They have ta’en him away, they have ta’en him away (Elphin Irving) 

102. he was too lovely, and too good, and too noble, (Elphin Irving) 

103. They have ta’en him away over the water, and over the wood, and over the hill. 

(Elphin Irving) 

104. ‘Why do you weep, Mary Halliday? and why do you weep, John Graeme? (Elphin 

Irving) 

105. And she held her brother, and lo! he grew A wild bull waked in ire; And she held her 

brother, and lo! he changed (Elphin Irving) 

106. They were a’ shot by English hands, in different armies, in different battles. (The 

Weird of the Three Arrows) 

107. “Work! work! work!” (Michael Scott) 
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Simile 

108. in every stall stood a coal-black horse; by every horse lay a knight in coal-black 

armour, with a drawn sword in his hand; but all were as silent, hoof and limb, as if 

they had been cut out of marble. (Canobie Dick and Thomas Ercildoun)  

109. Dick’s terror was extreme at seeing the whole army, which had been so lately silent 

as the grave, (Canobie Dick and Thomas Ercildoun) 

110. and continue to tell that in the ancient days the fairies danced on the hill, and 

revelled in the glen, and showed themselves, like the mysterious children of the deity 

of old, (Elphin Irving) 

111. I ken them weel, and the tale’s as true as a bullet to its aim and a spark to powder. 

(Elphin Irving) 

112. Her round neck is whiter Than winter when snowing; (Elphin Irving) 

113. Her meek voice is milder Than Ae in its flowing; (Elphin Irving) 

114. they can shriek loud enough, else they’re sair wranged—came over the water of 

Corrie, so sharp and shrilling, that the pewter plates dinneled on the wall (Elphin 

Irving) 

115. The maiden touched the one, and kissed the other; they were as cold as snow 

(Elphin Irving) 

116. him that was whiter and fairer than the lily on Lyddal Lee (Elphin Irving) 

117. the tears were dropping like rain (Elphin Irving) 

118. The dew gleams like the glass (Elphin Irving) 

119. On a steed as white as the new-milked milk (Elphin Irving) 

120. Ben Baynac, like the smoke of a shot, vanished into air (The Ghosts of Craig-Aulnaic) 

121. he saw a lady so extremely beautiful that he imagined she must be the Virgin Mary 

herself (Thomas the Rhymer) 
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Personification 

122. At the same time a whirlwind of irresistible fury howled through the long hall, bore 

the unfortunate horse-jockey clear out of the mouth of the cavern, and 

precipitated him over a steep bank of loose stones, (Canobie Dick and Thomas 

Ercildoun) 

123. Phemie sat at her cottage-door, listening to the bleatings of the distant folds and 

the lessened murmur of the water of Corrie, now scarcely audible beyond its banks. 

(Elphin Irving) 

124. the river came down broader and deeper than before, and the lightning, flashing by 

fits over the green woods of Corrie, showed the ungovernable and perilous flood 

sweeping above its banks (Elphin Irving) 

125. the storm began to abate, the wind sighed milder and milder among the trees, and 

here and there a star, twinkling momentarily through the sudden rack of the clouds, 

showed the river raging from bank to brae (Elphin Irving) 

126. The moon dives down in a golden cloud, The stars grow dim with dread (Elphin 

Irving) 

127. But a light is running along the earth (Elphin Irving) 

128. rendered more interesting by a clear moon, whose silver beams fell, in the silence 

of a night without a breath of wind, (The Weird of the Three Arrows) 

129. far below the region of fishes, over which the sea, like the cloudy canopy of our sky, 

loftily rolls, (The Fisherman and the Merman) 

 

Metaphor 

130. To Canobie Dick, for so shall we call our Border dealer, a chap was a chap, and he 

would have sold a horse to the devil himself, without minding his cloven hoof, and 

would have probably cheated Old Nick into the bargain. (meaning: he is capable of 

anything, capable of selling everything to everyone), also it could be hyperbole 

(Canobie Dick and Thomas Ercildoun)  
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131. I cannot compel ye to believe: it was the common rumour that Elphin Irving came 

not into the world like the other sinful creatures of the earth, but was one of the 

kane-bairns of the fairies, - metaphor used as euphemism for the hell (Elphin Irving) 

132. his having been dropped by an unearthly hand into a Christian cradle – metaphor 

expressing euphemism for death (Elphin Irving) 

133. The fairest that earth may see; This night I have won young Elph Irving, My 

cupbearer to be. – metaphor expressing that Elph Irving is a sacrifice for longer life 

of Queen of the fairies (Elphin Irving) 

134. At the same time, he suspected that Satan had a hand in the pie, (meaning: maybe 

the pie was poisoned or that it should make some harm) (Michael Scott) 

135. resume the shape of the sons and daughters of the ocean – (euphemistic name for 

mermen and mermaids) (The Fisherman and the Merman) 

136. sometimes walking through rivers of blood, which crossed their subterranean path 

– a metaphor perhaps expressing dead bodies (Thomas the Rhymer) 

 

Allusion - a reference, without explicit identification, to a literary or historical person, place, 

or event or to another literary work. 

137. The poor lady-fairy—a mother’s aye a mother, be she elves’ flesh or Eve’s flesh 

(reference to Adam and Eve, the first humans created by God) (Elphin Irving) 

 

Hyperbole 

138. when Clashnichd entered, with her “breath in her throat,” (The Ghosts of Craig-

Aulnaic) 

139. Once or twice in the course of the night the “wife of the change-house,” (Michael 

Scott) 

 

Oxymoron 

140. In the dead of night (The Ghosts of Craig-Aulnaic) 
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Euphemism - a substitution of the words of mild or vague connotation for the words 

thought to be offensive, harsh or blunt.  

141. who were discomposed at having nothing to cover the little innocent with – a 

euphemism for a new-born child (Fairy Friends)  

 

The result of analysis of Folk-Lore and Legends: Scotland is average in comparison to other 

text researches because I was able to find fifty-two figures in nine tales. The most used 

mean of figurative language in these stories was simile and closely after it was placed 

anaphora. The primary use of these two means could point out to the simple fact that these 

tales could be aimed at widespread audience – from children to adults – not only to 

compare one element to another by pointing out the similarities, therefore to enclose 

some meanings to the audience, but also to put emphasis to some parts of the written 

discourse to make it more interesting. 

 

4.4 ANALYSIS OF ENGLISH FAIRY TALES (SEE APPENDIX 4) 

Epizeuxis  

142. "My darter ha' ate five, five pies to-day. My darter ha' ate five, five pies to-day." 

(Tom Tit Tot) 

Chart Diagram of Scottish Fairy Tales 1 
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143. "My darter ha' spun five, five skeins to-day. My darter ha' spun five, five skeins to-

day." (Tom Tit Tot) 

144. In he came, and when he sees the five skeins, he says, says he – (Tom Tit Tot) 

145.  "Nimmy nimmy not My name's Tom Tit Tot." (Tom Tit Tot) 

146. It must have been there a long, long time, but somehow or other she had never 

noticed it before (The three sillies) 

147. Dear, dear! what a dreadful thing it would be! (The three sillies)  

148. Dear, dear, dear! so it would! (The three sillies)  

149. Water, water! quench fire; fire won't burn stick; (The old woman and her pig) 

150. So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. (How Jack went to seek his fortune)  

151. Mrs. Vinegar, who was a very good housewife, was busily sweeping her house, 

when an unlucky thump of the broom brought the whole house clitter-clatter, 

clitter-clatter, about her ears. (Mr Vinegar)  

152. Oh, Mr. Vinegar, Mr. Vinegar, we are ruined, (Mr Vinegar)  

153. They were both very, very tired, (Mr Vinegar)  

154. "Quick, quick," called out the giant's daughter, (Nix Nought Nothing) 

155. Take my hair dagger and throw it down, quick, quick. (Nix Nought Nothing) 

156. And as it broke out of it welled a big, big wave that grew, and that grew, till it 

reached the giant's waist and then his neck (Nix Nought Nothing)  

157. Waken, waken, and speak to me! (Nix Nought Nothing) 

158. O sister, sister, reach me your hand! (Binnorie) 

159. O sister, O sister, then reach me your glove! (Binnorie) 

160. Father! father! draw your dam. There's something white (Binnorie) 

161. But she was drowned, drowned! (Binnorie) 

162. What shall we do, what shall we do? (Jack and the beanstalk)  
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163. But Jack hadn't half finished these when thump! thump! thump! the whole house 

began to tremble with the noise of someone coming. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

164. But he had scarcely begun munching it as slowly as he could when thump! thump! 

thump! they heard the giant's footstep, and his wife hid Jack away in the oven (Jack 

and the beanstalk) 

165. Wife, wife, what have you done with my golden hen? (Jack and the beanstalk) 

166. He hadn't been there long when he heard thump! thump! thump! as before, and in 

come the ogre and his wife. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

167. Wife, wife, bring me my golden harp. – epizeuxis (Jack and the beanstalk) 

168. Mother! mother! bring me an axe, bring me an axe. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

169. And ducks went quack, quack, quack, O! (The story of the three little pigs)  

170. Little pig, little pig, let me come in. (The story of the three little pigs) 

171. No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin. (The story of the three little pigs) 

 

Anaphora  

172. "Not one of 'em?" says the mother. "Not one of 'em," says she. (Tom Tit Tot) 

173. and it sang, and sang, and sang like an angel out of heaven (The Rose-tree) 

174. She went a little further, and she met a dog… She went a little further, and she met 

a stick… She went a little further, and she met a fire… She went a little further, and 

she met some water… She went a little further, and she met an ox… She went a little 

further, and she met a butcher… She went a little further, and she met a rope… She 

went a little further, and she met a rat… She went a little further, and she met a cat… 

(The old woman and her pig) 

175. "Stick! stick! beat dog! dog won't bite pig; (The old woman and her pig) 

176. Fire! fire! burn stick; stick won't beat dog; (The old woman and her pig) 

177. Ox! ox! drink water; water won't quench fire; (The old woman and her pig) 

178. Butcher! butcher! kill ox; ox won't drink water; (The old woman and her pig) 
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179. Rope! rope! hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; (The old woman and her pig) 

180. Rat! rat! gnaw rope; rope won't hang butcher; (The old woman and her pig) 

181. Cat! cat! kill rat; rat won't gnaw rope; (The old woman and her pig) 

182. As soon as the cow had eaten the hay, she gave the old woman the milk… As soon 

as the cat had lapped up the milk, the cat began to kill the rat; (The old woman and 

her pig) 

183. 'Chuck him up to me-e! Chuck him up to me-e!' (How Jack went to seek his fortune) 

184. Come down, Mrs. Vinegar," he cried; "come down, I say; our fortune's made, our 

fortune's made! Come down, I say. (Mr Vinegar)  

185. There's a lake seven miles long, and seven miles deep, and seven miles broad, and 

you must drain it to-morrow by nightfall, or else I'll have you for my supper. (Nix 

Nought Nothing) 

186. when it got to his head, he was drowned dead, and dead, and dead indeed (Nix 

Nought Nothing) 

187. Take that! Take that! Take that! And as for your precious beans here they go out of 

the window. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

188. So Jack climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and 

he climbed and he climbed till at last he reached the sky. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

189. So he walked along and he walked along and he walked along till he came to a great 

big tall house, and on the doorstep there was a great big tall woman. (Jack and the 

beanstalk) 

190. he got up early, and went on to the beanstalk, and he climbed and he climbed and 

he climbed and he climbed till he got to the top (Jack and the beanstalk) 

191. I smell him, wife, I smell him. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

192. But the harp called out quite loud: "Master! Master!" (Jack and the beanstalk) 

193. By this time Jack had climbed down and climbed down and climbed down till he was 

very nearly home. (Jack and the beanstalk) 
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194. Mother! mother! bring me an axe, bring me an axe. + epizeuxis (Jack and the 

beanstalk) 

 

Simile  

195. Then that looks at her with that's eyes like a coal o' fire (Tom Tit Tot) 

196. The girl was as white as milk, and her lips were like cherries. (The Rose-tree) 

197. Her hair was like golden silk (The Rose-tree) 

198. sang like an angel out of heaven (The Rose-tree) 

199. out of it grew as quick as lightning a thick hedge of sharp razors placed criss-cross 

(Nix Nought Nothing) 

200. "How much do you love me, my dear?" "Why," says she, "as I love my life." (Cap-o-

rushes) 

201. Why, I love you as fresh meat loves salt,  (Cap-o-rushes) 

202. For he hadn't had anything to eat, you know, the night before and was as hungry 

as a hunter. (Jack and the beanstalk) 

203. Then Jack lifted up the copper-lid very quietly and got down like a mouse (Jack and 

the beanstalk) 

 

Personification  

204. "Why," they say, "matter enough! Moon's tumbled into the pond, and we can't rake 

her out anyhow!" (The three sillies) 

 

Alliteration - the repetition of a speech sound in a sequence of nearby words 

205. Nix Nought Nothing (Nix Nought Nothing) 
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The last piece of literature which was included into the research was the English Fairy 

Tales. We could describe the occurrence of the means of figurative language also as 

superior because I was able to identify sixty-four figures of speech in the matter of eleven 

folk tales. The chiefly used tropes were epizeuxis and anaphora which have emphatic 

function in the course of the text structure. We could say it gives an importance to those 

phenomenon’s that could be taken as an ordinary statements or names with no special 

purpose.  

 

Chart Diagram of English Fairy Tales  1 
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4.5 RESULTS OF THE RESEARCH  

To sum up the results of the analyses of fairy tale books from various regions of the 

United Kingdom I would like to state that, as mentioned in the presupposition, transferred 

meaning is important in connection to this specific literary genre. More or less, I was 

surprised that instead of the primary transfer of meaning as one of the meaning changes 

the figurative language is used, but it depends a lot on the kind of how the text is written, 

mainly for whom it is intended. On the one hand there are folk tales which are focused 

more on the children population; therefore, they plentifully use means of personification 

and simile. On the other hand, those folk tales which are more aimed at adults and older 

people tend to use epizeuxis and anaphora as means of emphasis to point out the 

importance of some statements, maybe to provoke some reaction – fear, thrill, excitement, 

etc.  

Another goal of this work was to discover whether there is some difference of use of 

transferred language between various regional authors. After analysing collections from 

different regions of the United Kingdom I have found out that there is a very big difference 

in use of these figures, for instance, in Irish Fairy Tales the figurative language was used 

plentifully. Welsh Fairy Tales, in comparison, were more meagre when using these figures, 

I would compare these folk tales more to ordinary narrative than to a typical fairy tale story. 

As addition to my statement I enclose two diagrams. The first one shows us the 

comparison of the occurrence of the transferred meanings in all of the analysed books. 

Chart Diagram - Comparison 1 
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The second diagram reflects the overall number shown in percentage, which 

supports my theory of the two focuses of folk tales, either mainly to children, or mainly to 

adults. The highest percentage of used figures of speech is assigned to epizeuxis, simile, 

anaphora and personification. Then there are some other figures which occur very 

sporadically – metaphor, hyperbole, oxymoron, allusion, euphemism and alliteration.  

Diagram of Overall Number of Figures 1 
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CONCLUSION 

 The title of this undergraduate thesis is Analysis of the Language of Fairy Tale Genre 

from the Point of View of Transferred Language. Its main aim was firstly to reveal how the 

transferred meaning is used in fairy tale genre and which particular figures are the most 

frequently used, and secondly, to discover whether there is some difference in the use of 

figurative language within the scope of various regional authors in the area of the United 

Kingdom.  

 The research part is based on the analysis of 30 fairy tales taken from four fairy tale 

collections from various regions of the United Kingdom – Ireland, Scotland, Wales and 

England. Firstly, I searched for the materials that were rich in the occurrence of 

figurative/transferred language, after shortening this extensive amount of texts for specific 

number stories from every collection I looked for figures of speech that I was concerned 

with in the Theoretical background. Secondly, when I collected appropriate number of 

figures, I lined them up according to the collections they belonged to and then according 

to the type. I divided various regional collections as subchapters (viz. Analysis of Irish Fairy 

Tale, etc.) 

 The total number of all figures allocated in the stories is 205. There were four types 

of figures of speech that appeared the most. They are epizeuxis (an immediate repetition 

of a word or phrase which function as a mean of strong emphasis) – examples –“A long, 

long time ago there lived in a little hut in the midst of a bare” (Princess Finola and the Dwarf) 

and “And merrily, merrily, laughed the wild elves” (Elphin Irving). Simile (comparison of one 

element to another as a way of describing its similarities and their differences) – examples 

– “Her round neck is whiter than winter when snowing” (Elphin Irving), and “He saw the 

swan coming swiftly towards him, shining brighter than the moonbeams” (The House in the 

Lake). Anaphora (a scheme which can be described as repetition of words at beginnings of 

consecutive sentence or clauses) – examples – “Work! work! work!” (Michael Scott) and 

“Come to me, little one,” she said to Nora, “come and kiss me,” (The Golden Spears). The 

last one is personification (description of either inanimate object or abstract notion which 

are referred to as gifted with life or with human feelings or attributes) – examples – “the 

twilight creeping over the waters of the lake” (The House in the Lake) and “as soon as the 
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morning stood on the hill-tops, and cast its shafts of golden light across the lake, Enda rose 

and got into his Curragh” (The House in the Lake).  

 The main presupposition was that transferred/figurative language, is very 

important in fairy tale genre because it completes the atmosphere of stories and it is its 

main stylistic attribute. I thought I would mostly find metaphors (a word or expression that 

denotes one kind of thing and is applied to a distinctly different kind of thing, without 

asserting a comparison), personifications and similes. Surprisingly, the most frequently 

occurring figures were epizeuxis, anaphora, simile and personification. Therefore, the main 

presupposition was not as much fulfilled; from the results of the research I discovered that 

the use of figurative language is important but not to complete the atmosphere and its 

stylistic attribute, but mainly to put emphasis on some statements (epizeuxis, anaphora) 

and then to adapt the stories to children (personification, simile).  

 The incidence of these figures according to the regional collections was very 

different. In Analysis of Irish Fairy Tales, the occurrence of transferred language could be 

described as superior in comparison to other examined text samples, because I have been 

able to identify sixty-nine figures in only four tales out of seven texts available. Simile, 

epizeuxis and personification were the most used means of figurative language. These 

figures give space for the development of imagination of the targeted groups of population.  

Analysis of Welsh Fairy-Tales and Other Stories had the weakest results out of all studied 

fairy tale collections, because after analysing all of the texts in this book I was able to find 

only twenty figures of speech. They primarily used epizeuxis as means of emphasis. These 

stories were short and mainly it was just an ordinary narrative of some story that I would 

say was intended primarily for adults. Analysis of Folk-Lore and Legends: Scotland showed 

us predominant use of simile and anaphora. Therefore, it could be aimed at widespread 

audience – from children to adults – not only to compare one element to another by 

pointing out the similarities, therefore, to enclose some meanings to the audience, but also 

to put emphasis to some parts of the written discourse to make it more interesting. Analysis 

of English Fairy Tales showed us that the most used tropes were epizeuxis and anaphora 

which have emphatic function in the course of the text structure. We could say it gives an 

importance to those phenomenon’s that could be taken as an ordinary statements or 

names with no special purpose.  
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To sum up the results of all four analyses,  it has been found out that the presence of 

predominant figures of speech such as anaphora, epizeuxis and simile personification, 

indicates either stories aimed at adults, because they use the emphatic function of these 

tropes to draw attention, or stories aimed at children, because these stylistic devices to 

describe some phenomenon in children-friendly way.  

In conclusion, I would like to state that this research was limited in the scope of 

undergraduate thesis requirements. For that reason, I couldn´t cover all the areas of 

studied topic, so, I have concentrated on the folk tales in four regions of the United 

Kingdom. The results of this thesis are specific according to the analysed text collections, 

thereupon, they can´t be used in a general way.  
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Irish Fairy Tales  

1. Princess Finola and the Dwarf 

A long, long time ago there lived in a little hut in the midst of a bare, brown, lonely moor an old woman 
and a young girl. The old woman was withered, sour-tempered, and dumb. The young girl was as sweet and 
as fresh as an opening rosebud, and her voice was as musical as the whisper of a stream in the woods in the 
hot days of summer. The little hut, made of branches woven closely together, was shaped like a beehive. In 
the centre of the hut a fire burned night and day from year’s end to year’s end, though it was never touched 
or tended by human hand. In the cold days and nights of winter it gave out light and heat that made the hut 
cosy and warm, but in the summer nights and days it gave out light only. With their heads to the wall of the 
hut and their feet towards the fire were two sleeping-couches––one of plain woodwork, in which slept the 
old woman; the other was Finola’s. It was of bog-oak, polished as a looking-glass, and on it were carved 
flowers and birds of all kinds, that gleamed and shone in the light of the fire. This couch was fit for a princess, 
and a princess Finola was, though she did not know it herself. 

Outside the hut the bare, brown, lonely moor stretched for miles on every side, but towards the east it 
was bounded by a range of mountains that looked to Finola blue in the daytime, but which put on a hundred 
changing colours as the sun went down. Nowhere was a house to be seen, nor a tree, nor a flower, nor sign 
of any living thing. From morning till night, nor hum of bee, nor song of bird, nor voice of man, nor any sound 
fell on Finola’s ear. When the storm was in the air the great waves thundered on the shore beyond the 
mountains, and the wind shouted in the glens; but when it sped across the moor it lost its voice, and passed 
as silently as the dead. At first the silence frightened Finola, but she got used to it after a time, and often 
broke it by talking to herself and singing. 

The only other person beside the old woman Finola ever saw was a dumb dwarf who, mounted on a 
broken-down horse, came once a month to the hut, bringing with him a sack of corn for the old woman and 
Finola. Although he couldn’t speak to her, Finola was always glad to see the dwarf and his old horse, and she 
used to give them cake made with her own white hands. As for the dwarf he would have died for the little 
princess, he was so much in love with her, and often and often his heart was heavy and sad as he thought of 
her pining away in the lonely moor. 

It chanced that he came one day, and she did not, as usual, come out to greet him. He made signs to the 
old woman, but she took up a stick and struck him, and beat his horse and drove him away; but as he was 
leaving he caught a glimpse of Finola at the door of the hut, and saw that she was crying. This sight made him 
so very miserable that he could think of nothing else but her sad face that he had always seen so bright, and 
he allowed the old horse to go on without minding where he was going. Suddenly he heard a voice saying: “It 
is time for you to come.” 

The dwarf looked, and right before him, at the foot of a green hill, was a little man not half as big as 
himself, dressed in a green jacket with brass buttons, and a red cap and tassel. 

“It is time for you to come,” he said the second time; “but you are welcome, anyhow. Get off your horse 
and come in with me, that I may touch your lips with the wand of speech, that we may have a talk together.” 

The dwarf got off his horse and followed the little man through a hole in the side of a green hill. The hole 
was so small that he had to go on his hands and knees to pass through it, and when he was able to stand he 
was only the same height as the little fairyman. After walking three or four steps they were in a splendid 
room, as bright as day. Diamonds sparkled in the roof as stars sparkle in the sky when the night is without a 
cloud. The roof rested on golden pillars, and between the pillars were silver lamps, but their light was dimmed 
by that of the diamonds. In the middle of the room was a table, on which were two golden plates and two 
silver knives and forks, and a brass bell as big as a hazelnut, and beside the table were two little chairs covered 
with blue silk and satin. 

“Take a chair,” said the fairy, “and I will ring for the wand of speech.” 

The dwarf sat down, and the fairyman rang the little brass bell, and in came a little weeny dwarf no bigger 
than your hand. 
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“Bring me the wand of speech,” said the fairy, and the weeny dwarf bowed three times and walked out 
backwards, and in a minute he returned, carrying a little black wand with a red berry at the top of it, and, 
giving it to the fairy, he bowed three times and walked out backwards as he had done before. 

The little man waved the rod three times over the dwarf, and struck him once on the right shoulder and 
once on the left shoulder, and then touched his lips with the red berry, and said: “Speak!” 

The dwarf spoke, and he was so rejoiced at hearing the sound of his own voice that he danced about the 
room. 

“Who are you at all, at all?” said he to the fairy. 

“Who is yourself?” said the fairy. “But come, before we have any talk let us have something to eat, for I 
am sure you are hungry.” 

Then they sat down to table, and the fairy rang the little brass bell twice, and the weeny dwarf brought in 
two boiled snails in their shells, and when they had eaten the snails he brought in a dormouse, and when 
they had eaten the dormouse he brought in two wrens, and when they had eaten the wrens he brought in 
two nuts full of wine, and they became very merry, and the fairyman sang “Cooleen dhas,” and the dwarf 
sang “The little blackbird of the glen.” 

“Did you ever hear the ‘Foggy Dew?’” said the fairy. 

“No,” said the dwarf. 

“Well, then, I’ll give it to you; but we must have some more wine.” 

And the wine was brought, and he sang the “Foggy Dew,” and the dwarf said it was the sweetest song he 
had ever heard, and that the fairyman’s voice would coax the birds off the bushes. 

“You asked me who I am?” said the fairy. 

“I did,” said the dwarf. 

“And I asked you who is yourself?” 

“You did,” said the dwarf. 

“And who are you, then?” 

“Well, to tell the truth, I don’t know,” said the dwarf, and he blushed like a rose. 

“Well, tell me what you know about yourself.” 

“I remember nothing at all,” said the dwarf, “before the day I found myself going along with a crowd of 
all sorts of people to the great fair of the Liffey. We had to pass by the king’s palace on our way, and as we 
were passing the king sent for a band of jugglers to come and show their tricks before him. I followed the 
jugglers to look on, and when the play was over the king called me to him, and asked me who I was and where 
I came from. I was dumb then, and couldn’t answer; but even if I could speak I could not tell him what he 
wanted to know, for I remember nothing of myself before that day. Then the king asked the jugglers, but they 
knew nothing about me, and no one knew anything, and then the king said he would take me into his service; 
and the only work I have to do is to go once a month with a bag of corn to the hut in the lonely moor.” 

“And there you fell in love with the little princess,” said the fairy, winking at the dwarf. 

The poor dwarf blushed twice as much as he had done before. 

“You need not blush,” said the fairy; “it is a good man’s case. And now tell me, truly, do you love the 
princess, and what would you give to free her from the spell of enchantment that is over her?” 

“I would give my life,” said the dwarf. 

“Well, then, listen to me,” said the fairy. “The Princess Finola was banished to the lonely moor by the king, 
your master. He killed her father, who was the rightful king, and would have killed Finola, only he was told by 
an old sorceress that if he killed her he would die himself on the same day, and she advised him to banish her 
to the lonely moor, and she said she would fling a spell of enchantment over it, and that until the spell was 
broken Finola could not leave the moor. And the sorceress also promised that she would send an old woman 
to watch over the princess by night and by day, so that no harm should come to her; but she told the king 
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that he himself should select a messenger to take food to the hut, and that he should look out for some one 
who had never seen or heard of the princess, and whom he could trust never to tell anyone anything about 
her; and that is the reason he selected you.” 

“Since you know so much,” said the dwarf, “can you tell me who I am, and where I came from?” 

 

“You will know that time enough,” said the fairy. “I have given you back your speech. It will depend solely on 
yourself whether you will get back your memory of who and what you were before the day you entered the 
king’s service. But are you really willing to try and break the spell of enchantment and free the princess?” 

“I am,” said the dwarf. 

“Whatever it will cost you?” 

“Yes, if it cost me my life,” said the dwarf; “but tell me, how can the spell be broken?” 

“Oh, it is easy enough to break the spell if you have the weapons,” said the fairy. 

“And what are they, and where are they?” said the dwarf. 

“The spear of the shining haft and the dark blue blade and the silver shield,” said the fairy. “They are 
on the farther bank of the Mystic Lake in the Island of the Western Seas. They are there for the man who is 
bold enough to seek them. If you are the man who will bring them back to the lonely moor you will only have 
to strike the shield three times with the haft, and three times with the blade of the spear, and the silence of 
the moor will be broken for ever, the spell of enchantment will be removed, and the princess will be free.” 

“I will set out at once,” said the dwarf, jumping from his chair. 

“And whatever it cost you,” said the fairy, “will you pay the price?” 

“I will,” said the dwarf. 

“Well, then, mount your horse, give him his head, and he will take you to the shore opposite the 
Island of the Mystic Lake. You must cross to the island on his back, and make your way through the water-
steeds that swim around the island night and day to guard it; but woe betide you if you attempt to cross 
without paying the price, for if you do the angry water-steeds will rend you and your horse to pieces. And 
when you come to the Mystic Lake you must wait until the waters are as red as wine, and then swim your 
horse across it, and on the farther side you will find the spear and shield; but woe betide you if you attempt 
to cross the lake before you pay the price, for if you do, the black Cormorants of the Western Seas will pick 
the flesh from your bones.” 

“What is the price?” said the dwarf. 

“You will know that time enough,” said the fairy; “but now go, and good luck go with you.” 

The dwarf thanked the fairy, and said good-bye! He then threw the reins on his horse’s neck, and 
started up the hill, that seemed to grow bigger and bigger as he ascended, and the dwarf soon found that 
what he took for a hill was a great mountain. After travelling all the day, toiling up by steep crags and heathery 
passes, he reached the top as the sun was setting in the ocean, and he saw far below him out in the waters 
the island of the Mystic Lake. 

He began his descent to the shore, but long before he reached it the sun had set, and darkness, 
unpierced by a single star, dropped upon the sea. The old horse, worn out by his long and painful journey, 
sank beneath him, and the dwarf was so tired that he rolled off his back and fell asleep by his side. 

He awoke at the breaking of the morning, and saw that he was almost at the water’s edge. He looked 
out to sea, and saw the island, but nowhere could he see the water-steeds, and he began to fear he must 
have taken a wrong course in the night, and that the island before him was not the one he was in search of. 
But even while he was so thinking he heard fierce and angry snortings, and, coming swiftly from the island to 
the shore, he saw the swimming and prancing steeds. Sometimes their heads and manes only were visible, 
and sometimes, rearing, they rose half out of the water, and, striking it with their hoofs, churned it into foam, 
and tossed the white spray to the skies. As they approached nearer and nearer their snortings became more 
terrible, and their nostrils shot forth clouds of vapour. The dwarf trembled at the sight and sound, and his old 
horse, quivering in every limb, moaned piteously, as if in pain. On came the steeds, until they almost touched 
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the shore, then rearing, they seemed about to spring on to it. The frightened dwarf turned his head to fly, 
and as he did so he heard the twang of a golden harp, and right before him who should he see but the little 
man of the hills, holding a harp in one hand and striking the strings with the other. 

“Are you ready to pay the price?” said he, nodding gaily to the dwarf. 

As he asked the question, the listening water-steeds snorted more furiously than ever. 

“Are you ready to pay the price?” said the little man a second time. 

A shower of spray, tossed on shore by the angry steeds, drenched the dwarf to the skin, and sent a 
cold shiver to his bones, and he was so terrified that he could not answer. 

“For the third and last time, are you ready to pay the price?” asked the fairy, as he flung the harp 
behind him and turned to depart. 

When the dwarf saw him going he thought of the little princess in the lonely moor, and his courage 
came back, and he answered bravely: 

“Yes, I am ready.” 

The water-steeds, hearing his answer, and snorting with rage, struck the shore with their pounding 
hoofs. 

“Back to your waves!” cried the little harper; and as he ran his fingers across his lyre, the frightened 
steeds drew back into the waters. 

“What is the price?” asked the dwarf. 

“Your right eye,” said the fairy; and before the dwarf could say a word, the fairy scooped out the eye 
with his finger, and put it into his pocket. 

The dwarf suffered most terrible agony; but he resolved to bear it for the sake of the little princess. 
Then the fairy sat down on a rock at the edge of the sea, and, after striking a few notes, he began to play the 
“Strains of Slumber.” 

The sound crept along the waters, and the steeds, so ferocious a moment before, became perfectly 
still. They had no longer any motion of their own, and they floated on the top of the tide like foam before a 
breeze. 

“Now,” said the fairy, as he led the dwarf’s horse to the edge of the tide. 

The dwarf urged the horse into the water, and once out of his depth, the old horse struck out boldly 
for the island. The sleeping water-steeds drifted helplessly against him, and in a short time he reached the 
island safely, and he neighed joyously as his hoofs touched solid ground. 

The dwarf rode on and on, until he came to a bridle-path, and following this, it led him up through 
winding lanes, bordered with golden furze that filled the air with fragrance, and brought him to the summit 
of the green hills that girdled and looked down on the Mystic Lake. Here the horse stopped of his own accord, 
and the dwarf’s heart beat quickly as his eye rested on the lake, that, clipped round by the ring of hills, seemed 
in the breezeless and sunlit air–– 

“As still as death, 

And as bright as life can be.” 

After gazing at it for a long time, he dismounted, and lay at his ease in the pleasant grass. Hour after 
hour passed, but no change came over the face of the waters, and when the night fell sleep closed the eyelids 
of the dwarf. 

The song of the lark awoke him in the early morning, and, starting up, he looked at the lake, but its 
waters were as bright as they had been the day before. 

Towards midday he beheld what he thought was a black cloud sailing across the sky from east to 
west. It seemed to grow larger as it came nearer and nearer, and when it was high above the lake he saw it 
was a huge bird, the shadow of whose outstretched wings darkened the waters of the lake; and the dwarf 
knew it was one of the Cormorants of the Western Seas. As it descended slowly, he saw that it held in one of 
its claws a branch of a tree larger than a full-grown oak, and laden with clusters of ripe red berries. It alighted 
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at some distance from the dwarf, and, after resting for a time, it began to eat the berries and to throw the 
stones into the lake, and wherever a stone fell a bright red stain appeared in the water. As he looked more 
closely at the bird the dwarf saw that it had all the signs of old age, and he could not help wondering how it 
was able to carry such a heavy tree. 

Later in the day, two other birds, as large as the first, but younger, came up from the west and settled 
down beside him. They also ate the berries, and throwing the stones into the lake it was soon as red as wine. 

When they had eaten all the berries, the young birds began to pick the decayed feathers off the old 
bird and to smooth his plumage. As soon as they had completed their task, he rose slowly from the hill and 
sailed out over the lake, and dropping down on the waters, dived beneath them. In a moment he came to 
the surface, and shot up into the air with a joyous cry, and flew off to the west in all the vigour of renewed 
youth, followed by the other birds. 

When they had gone so far that they were like specks in the sky, the dwarf mounted his horse and 
descended towards the lake. 

He was almost at the margin, and in another minute would have plunged in, when he heard a fierce 
screaming in the air, and before he had time to look up, the three birds were hovering over the lake. 

The dwarf drew back frightened. 

The birds wheeled over his head, and then, swooping down, they flew close to the water, covering 
it with their wings, and uttering harsh cries. 

Then, rising to a great height, they folded their wings and dropped headlong, like three rocks, on the 
lake, crashing its surface, and scattering a wine-red shower upon the hills. 

Then the dwarf remembered what the fairy told him, that if he attempted to swim the lake, without 
paying the price, the three Cormorants of the Western Seas would pick the flesh off his bones. He knew not 
what to do, and was about to turn away, when he heard once more the twang of the golden harp, and the 
little fairy of the hills stood before him. 

“Faint heart never won fair lady,” said the little harper. “Are you ready to pay the price? The spear 
and shield are on the opposite bank, and the Princess Finola is crying this moment in the lonely moor.” 

At the mention of Finola’s name the dwarf’s heart grew strong. 

“Yes,” he said; “I am ready––win or die. What is the price?” 

“Your left eye,” said the fairy. And as soon as said he scooped out the eye, and put it in his pocket. 

The poor blind dwarf almost fainted with pain. 

“It’s your last trial,” said the fairy, “and now do what I tell you. Twist your horse’s mane round your 
right hand, and I will lead him to the water. Plunge in, and fear not. I gave you back your speech. When you 
reach the opposite bank you will get back your memory, and you will know who and what you are.” 

Then the fairy led the horse to the margin of the lake. 

“In with you now, and good luck go with you,” said the fairy. 

The dwarf urged the horse. He plunged into the lake, and went down and down until his feet struck 
the bottom. Then he began to ascend, and as he came near the surface of the water the dwarf thought he 
saw a glimmering light, and when he rose above the water he saw the bright sun shining and the green hills 
before him, and he shouted with joy at finding his sight restored. 

But he saw more. Instead of the old horse he had ridden into the lake he was bestride a noble steed, 
and as the steed swam to the bank the dwarf felt a change coming over himself, and an unknown vigour in 
his limbs. 

When the steed touched the shore he galloped up the hillside, and on the top of the hill was a silver 
shield, bright as the sun, resting against a spear standing upright in the ground. 

The dwarf jumped off, and, running towards the shield, he saw himself as in a looking-glass. 
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He was no longer a dwarf, but a gallant knight. At that moment his memory came back to him, and 
he knew he was Conal, one of the Knights of the Red Branch, and he remembered now that the spell of 
dumbness and deformity had been cast upon him by the Witch of the Palace of the Quicken Trees. 

Slinging his shield upon his left arm, he plucked the spear from the ground and leaped on to his 
horse. With a light heart he swam back over the lake, and nowhere could he see the black Cormorants of the 
Western Seas, but three white swans floating abreast followed him to the bank. When he reached the bank 
he galloped down to the sea, and crossed to the shore. 

Then he flung the reins upon his horse’s neck, and swifter than the wind the gallant horse swept on 
and on, and it was not long until he was bounding over the enchanted moor. Wherever his hoofs struck the 
ground, grass and flowers sprang up, and great trees with leafy branches rose on every side. 

At last the knight reached the little hut. Three times he struck the shield with the haft and three 
times with the blade of his spear. At the last blow the hut disappeared, and standing before him was the little 
princess. 

The knight took her in his arms and kissed her; then he lifted her on to the horse, and, leaping up 
before her, he turned towards the north, to the palace of the Red Branch Knights, and as they rode on beneath 
the leafy trees from every tree the birds sang out, for the spell of silence over the lonely moor was broken 
for ever. 

 

2. The Little House in the Lake  

A long, long time ago there lived in a little hut, in the midst of one of the inland lakes of Erin, an old fisherman 
and his son. The hut was built on stakes driven into the bed of the lake, and was so high above the waters 
that even when they were stirred into waves by the wind coming down from the mountains they did not 
reach the threshold of the door. Around, outside the hut, on a level with the floor, was a little wicker-work 
platform, and under the platform, close to the steps leading up to it from the water, the fisherman’s curragh, 
made of willows, covered with skins, was moored, and it was only by means of the curragh that he and his 
son, Enda, could leave their lake dwelling. 

On many a summer evening Enda lay stretched on the platform, watching the sunset fading from 
the mountain-tops, and the twilight creeping over the waters of the lake, and it chanced that once when he 
was so engaged he heard a rustle in a clump of sedge that grew close to one side of the hut. He turned to 
where the sound came from, and what should he see but an otter swimming towards him, with a little trout 
in his mouth. When the otter came up to where Enda was lying, he lifted his head and half his body from the 
water, and flung the trout on the platform, almost at Enda’s feet, and then disappeared. 

Enda took the little panting trout in his hand; but as he did so he heard, quite close to him, in the 
lake, a sound like that of water plashing upon water, and he saw the widening circles caused by a trout which 
had just risen to a fly; and he said to the little trout he held in his hand: 

“I won’t keep you, poor thing! Perhaps that was a little comrade come to look for you, and so I’ll 
send you back to him.” 

And saying this, he dropped the little trout into the lake. 

Well, when the next evening came, again Enda was lying stretched outside the hut, and once more 
he heard the rustle in the sedge, and once more the otter came and flung the little trout almost into his 
hands. 

Enda, more surprised than ever, did not know what to do. He saw that it was the same little trout 
the otter had brought him the night before, and he said: 

“Well, I gave you a chance last night. I’ll give you another, if only to see what will come of it.”  

And he dropped the trout into the lake; but no sooner had it touched the waters than it was changed 
into a beautiful, milk-white swan. And Enda could hardly believe his eyes, as he saw it sailing across the lake, 
until it was lost in the sedges growing by the shore. 

All that night he lay awake, thinking of what he had seen, and as soon as the morning stood on the 
hill-tops, and cast its shafts of golden light across the lake, Enda rose and got into his curragh. 
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He rowed all round the shores, beating the sedges with his oar, in pursuit of the swan; but all in vain; 
he could not catch a glimpse of her white plumage anywhere. Day after day he rowed about the lake in search 
of her, and every evening he lay outside the hut watching the waters. At long last, one night, when the full 
moon, rising above the mountains, flooded the whole lake with light, he saw the swan coming swiftly towards 
him, shining brighter than the moonbeams. The swan came on until it was almost within a boat’s length of 
the hut; and what should Enda hear but the swan speaking to him in his own language: 

“Get into your curragh, Enda, and follow me,” said she, and, saying this, she turned round and sailed 
away. 

Enda jumped into the curragh, and soon the water, dripping from his oar, was flashing like diamonds 
in the moonlight. And he rowed after the swan, who glided on before him, until she came to where the 
shadows of the mountains lay deepest on the lake. Then the swan rested, and when Enda came up to her: 

“Enda,” said she, “I have brought you where none may hear what I wish to say to you. I am Mave, 
the daughter of the king of Erin. By the magic arts of my cruel stepmother I was changed into a trout, and 
cast into this lake a year and a day before the evening when you restored me to the waters the second time. 
If you had not done so the first night the otter brought me to you I should have been changed into a hooting 
owl; if you had not done so the second night, I should have been changed into a croaking raven. But, thanks 
to you, Enda, I am now a snow-white swan, and for one hour on the first night of every full moon the power 
of speech is and will be given to me as long as I remain a swan. And a swan I must always remain, unless you 
are willing to break the spell of enchantment that is over me; and you alone can break it.” 

“I’ll do anything I can for you. O princess!” said Enda. “But how can I break the spell?” 

“You can do so,” said the swan, “only by pouring upon my plumage the perfumed water that fills the 
golden bowl that is in the inmost room of the palace of the fairy queen, beneath the lake.” 

“And how can I get that?” said Enda. 

“Well,” said the swan, “you must dive beneath the lake, and walk along its bed, until you come to 
where the lake dragon guards the entrance of the fairy queen’s dominions.” 

“I can dive like a fish,” said Enda; “but how can I walk beneath the waters?” 

“You can do it easily enough,” said the swan, “if you get the water-dress of Brian, one of the three 
sons of Turenn, and his helmet of transparent crystal, by the aid of which he was able to walk under the green 
salt sea.” 

“And where shall I find them?” 

“They are in the water-palace of Angus of the Boyne,” said the swan; “but you should set out at once, 
for if the spell be not broken before the moon is full again, it cannot be broken for a year and a day.” 

“I’ll set out in the first ray of the morning,” said Enda. 

“May luck and joy go with you,” said the swan. “And now the hours of silence are coming upon me, 
and I have only time to warn you that dangers you little dream of will lie before you in your quest for the 
golden cup.” 

“I am willing to face all dangers for your sake, O princess,” said Enda. 

“Blessings be upon you, Enda,” said the swan, and she sailed away from the shadow out into the 
light across the lake to the sedgy banks. And Enda saw her no more. 

He rowed his curragh home, and he lay on his bed without taking off his clothes. And as the first faint 
glimmer of the morning came slanting down the mountains, he stepped into his curragh and pulled across 
the lake, and took the road towards the water-palace of Angus of the Boyne. 

When he reached the banks of the glancing river a little woman, dressed in red, was standing there 
before him. 

“You are welcome, Enda,” said she. “And glad am I to see the day that brings you here to help the 
winsome Princess Mave. And now wait a second, and the water-dress and crystal helmet will be ready for 
you.” 
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And, having said this, the little woman plucked a handful of wild grasses, and she breathed upon them three 
times and then flung them on the river, and a dozen fairy nymphs came springing up through the water, 
bearing the water-dress and crystal helmet and a shining spear. And they laid them down upon the bank at 
Enda’s feet, and then disappeared. 

“Now, Enda,” said the fairy woman, “take these; by the aid of the dress and the helmet you can walk 
beneath the waters. You will need the spear to enable you to meet the dangers that lie before you. But with 
that spear, if you only have courage, you can overcome everything and everyone that may attempt to bar 
your way.” 

Having said this, she bid good-bye to Enda, and stepping off the bank, she floated out upon the river 
as lightly as a red poppy leaf. And when she came to the middle of the stream she disappeared beneath the 
waters. 

Enda took the helmet, dress, and spear, and it was not long until he came to the sedgy banks where 
his little boat was waiting for him. As he stepped into the curragh the moon was rising above the mountains. 
He rowed on until he came to the hut, and having moored the boat to the door, he put on the water-dress 
and the crystal helmet, and taking the spear in his hand, he leaped over the side of the curragh, and sank 
down and down until he touched the bottom. Then he walked along without minding where he was going, 
and the only light he had was the shimmering moonlight, which descended as faintly through the waters as 
if it came through muffled glass. He had not gone very far when he heard a horrible hissing, and straight 
before him he saw what he thought were two flaming coals. After a few more steps he found himself face to 
face with the dragon of the lake, the guardian of the palace of the fairy queen. Before he had time to raise 
his spear, the dragon had wound its coils around him, and he heard its horrible teeth crunching against the 
side of his crystal helmet, and he felt the pressure of its coils around his side, and the breath almost left his 
body; but the dragon, unable to pierce the helmet, unwound his coils, and soon Enda’s hands were free, and 
before the dragon could attempt to seize him again, he drove his spear through one of its fiery eyes, and, 
writhing with pain, the hissing dragon darted through a cave behind him. Enda, gaining courage from the 
dragon’s flight, marched on until he came to a door of dull brass set in the rocks. He tried to push it in before 
him, but he might as well have tried to push away the rocks. While he was wondering what he should do, he 
heard again the fierce hissing of the dragon, and saw the red glare of his fiery eye dimly in the water. 

Lifting his spear and hastily turning round to meet the furious monster, Enda accidently touched the 
door with the point of the spear, and the door flew open. Enda passed through, and the door closed behind 
him with a grating sound, and he marched along through a rocky pass which led to a sandy plain. 

As he stepped from the pass into the plain the sands began to move, as if they were alive. In a second 
a thousand hideous serpents, almost the colour of the sand, rose hissing up, and with their forked tongues 
made a horrible, poisonous hedge in front of him. For a second he stood dismayed, but then, levelling his 
spear, he rushed against the hedge of serpents, and they, shooting poison at him, sank beneath the sand. But 
the poison did not harm him, because of his water-dress and crystal helmet. 

When he had passed over the sandy plain, he had to climb a great steep, jagged rock. When he got 
to the top of the rock he saw spread out before him a stony waste without a tuft or blade of grass. At some 
distance in front of him he noticed a large dark object, which he took to be a rock, but on looking at it more 
closely he saw that it was a huge, misshapen, swollen mass, apparently alive. And it was growing bigger and 
bigger every moment. Enda stood amazed at the sight, and before he knew where he was the loathsome 
creature rose from the ground, and sprang upon him before he could use his spear, and, catching him in its 
horrid grasp, flung him back over the rocks on to the sandy plain. Enda was almost stunned, but the hissing 
of the serpents rising from the sand around him brought him to himself, and, jumping to his feet, once more 
he drove them down beneath the surface. He then approached the jagged rock, on the top of which he saw 
the filthy monster glaring at him with bloodshot eyes. Enda poised his spear and hurled it against his enemy. 
It entered between the monster’s eyes, and from the wound the blood flowed down like a black torrent and 
dyed the plain, and the shrunken carcase slipped down the front of the rocks and disappeared beneath the 
sand. Enda once more ascended the rock, and without meeting or seeing anything he passed over the stony 
waste, and at last he came to a leafy wood. He had not gone far in the wood until he heard the sound of fairy 
music, and walking on he came upon a mossy glade, and there he found the fairies dancing around their 
queen. They were so small, and were all so brightly dressed, that they looked like a mass of waving flowers; 
but when he was seen by them they vanished like a glorious dream, and no one remained before him but the 
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fairy queen. The queen blushed at finding herself alone, but on stamping her little foot three times upon the 
ground, the frightened fairies all crept back again. 

“You are welcome, Enda,” said the queen. “My little subjects have been alarmed by your strange 
dress and crystal helmet. I pray you take them off; you do not need them here.” 

Enda did as he was bidden, and he laid down his water-dress and helmet on the grass, and the little 
fairies, seeing him in his proper shape, got over their fright, and, unrestrained by the presence of the queen, 
they ran tumbling over one another to try and get a good look at the crystal helmet. 

“I know what you have come for, Enda,” said the queen. “The golden cup you shall have to-morrow; 
but to-night you must share our feast, so follow me to the palace.” 

Having said this, the queen beckoned her pages to her, and, attended by them and followed by Enda, 
she went on through the wood. When they had left it behind them Enda saw on a green hill before him the 
snow-white palace of the fairy queen. 

As the queen approached the steps that led up to the open door, a band of tiny fairies, dressed in 
rose-coloured silk, came out, carrying baskets of flowers, which they flung down on the steps to make a 
fragrant carpet for her. They were followed by a band of harpers dressed in yellow silken robes, who ranged 
themselves on each side of the steps and played their sweetest music as the queen ascended. 

When the queen, followed by Enda, entered the palace, they passed through a crystal hall that led 
to a banquet-room. The room was lighted by a single star, large as a battle-shield. It was fixed against the wall 
above a diamond throne. 

The queen seated herself upon the throne, and the pages, advancing towards her, and bending low, 
as they approached the steps, handed her a golden wand. 

The queen waved the wand three times, and a table laden with all kinds of delicacies appeared upon 
the floor. Then she beckoned Enda to her, and when he stood beside her the fairy table was no higher than 
his knee. 

“I am afraid I must make you smaller, Enda,” said the queen, “or you will never be able to seat 
yourself at my fairy table.” 

And having said this, she touched Enda with the golden wand, and at once he became as small as 
her tallest page. Then she struck the steps of her throne, and all the nobles of her court, headed by her bards, 
took their places at the festive board. 

The feast went on right merrily, and when the tiny jewelled drinking-cups were placed upon the 
table, the queen ordered the harpers to play. 

And the little harpers struck the chords, and as Enda listened to the music it seemed to him as if he 
was being slowly lifted from his seat, and when the music ended the fairies vanished, the shining star went 
out, and Enda was in perfect darkness. 

The air blew keenly in his face, and he knew not where he was. At last he saw a faint grey light, and 
soon this light grew broader and brighter, and as the shadows fled before it, he could hardly believe his eyes 
when he found himself in his curragh on the lake, and the moonlight streaming down from the mountain-
tops. 

For a moment he thought he must have been dreaming; but there in the boat before him were the 
crystal helmet, and the water-dress, and the gleaming spear, and the golden bowl of perfumed water that 
was to remove the spell of enchantment from the white swan of the lake, and sailing towards him from the 
sedgy bank came the snow-white swan; and when she touched the boat, Enda put out his hands and lifted 
her in, and then over her plumage he poured the perfumed water from the golden bowl, and the Princess 
Mave in all her maiden beauty stood before him. 

“Take your oar, Enda,” she said, “and row to the southern bank.” 

Enda seized his oar, and the curragh sped across the waters swifter than a swallow in its flight. When 
the boat touched the shore Enda jumped out, and lifted the princess on to the bank. 
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“Send your boat adrift, Enda,” she said; “but first take out your shining spear; the water-dress and 
the crystal helmet will take care of themselves.” 

Enda took out the spear, and then pushed the boat from the bank. It sped on towards the hut in the 
middle of the lake; but before it had reached halfway six nymphs sprang up from the water and seizing the 
helmet and dress, sank with them beneath the tide, and the boat went on until it pushed its prow against the 
steps of the little hut, where it remained. 

Then Enda and the princess turned towards the south, and it was not long until they came to a deep 
forest, that was folding up its shadows and spreading out its mossy glades before the glancing footsteps of 
the morning. They had not gone far through the forest when they heard the music of hounds and the cries of 
huntsmen, and crashing towards them through the low branches they saw a fierce wild boar. Enda, gently 
pushing the princess behind him, levelled his spear, and when the boar came close to him he drove it into his 
throat. The brute fell dead at his feet, and the dogs rushing up began to tear it to pieces. The princess fainted 
at the sight, and while Enda was endeavouring to restore her, the king of Erin, followed by his huntsmen, 
appeared, and when the king saw the princess he started in amazement, as he recognised the features of his 
daughter Mave. 

At that moment the princess came to herself, and her father, lifting her tenderly in his arms, kissed 
her again and again. 

“I have mourned you as dead, my darling,” said he, “and now you are restored to me more lovely 
than ever. I would gladly have given up my throne for this. But say who is the champion who has brought you 
hither, and who has slain the wild boar we have hunted so many years in vain?” 

The princess blushed like a rose as she said: 

“His name is Enda, father; it is he has brought me back to you.” 

Then the king embraced Enda and said: 

“Forgive me, Enda, for asking any questions about you before you have shared the hospitality of my 
court. My palace lies beyond the forest, and we shall reach it soon.” 

Then the king ordered his huntsman to sound the bugle-horn, and all his nobles galloped up in 
answer to it, and when they saw the Princess Mave they were so dazzled by her beauty that they scarcely 
gave a thought to the death of the wild boar. 

“It is my daughter, Mave, come back to me,” said the king. 

And all the nobles lowered their lances, and bowed in homage to the lady. 

“And there stands the champion who has brought her home,” said the king, pointing to Enda. 

The nobles looked at Enda, and bowed courteously, but in their hearts they were jealous of the 
champion, for they saw he was already a favourite of the king’s. 

Then the pages came up, leading milk-white steeds with golden bridles, and the king, ordering Enda 
to mount one of them, lifted Mave on to his own, and mounted behind her. The pages, carrying the boar’s 
head on a hollow shield, preceded by the huntsmen sounding their horns, set out towards the palace, and 
the royal party followed them. 

As the procession approached the palace crowds came rushing out to see the trophies of the chase, 
and through the snow-white door the queen, Mave’s cruel stepmother, attended by her maids-of-honour 
and the royal bards, came forth to greet the king. But when she saw seated before him the Princess Mave, 
who she thought was at the bottom of the lake under a spell of enchantment, she uttered a loud cry, and fell 
senseless to the ground. 

The king jumped from his horse, and rushing to the queen, lifted her up and carried her in his arms 
to her apartments, for he had no suspicion of the wickedness of which she had been guilty. 

And the court leeches were summoned to attend her, but she died that very night, and it was not 
until a green mound, worthy of a queen of Erin, had been raised over her grave that the Princess Mave told 
her father of the wickedness of her stepmother. And when she told him the whole story of how Enda had 
broken the spell of enchantment, and of the dangers which he had faced for her sake, the king summoned 
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an assembly of all his nobles, and seated on his throne, wearing his golden helmet, the bards upon his right 
hand and the Druids upon his left, and the nobles in ranks before him with gleaming helmets and flashing 
spears, he told them the story of the princess, and of the service which Enda had rendered to her. 

“And now,” said the king, “if the princess is willing to take her deliverer for her husband, I am willing 
that she shall be his bride; and if you, my subjects, Bards and Druids and Nobles and Chiefs of Erin, have 
anything to say against this union, speak. But first, Mave,” said the king, as he drew the blushing princess to 
him, “speak, darling, as becomes the daughter of a king––speak in the presence of the nobles of Erin, and say 
if it is your wish to become Enda’s bride.” 

The princess flung her white arms around her father’s neck, as she murmured: 

“Father, it was Enda brought me back to you, and before all the princes and nobles of Erin I am willing 
to be his bride.” 

And she buried her head upon the king’s breast, and as he stroked her silken hair falling to her feet, 
the bards struck their golden harps, but the sound of the joyous music could hardly drown the murmurs of 
the jealous nobles. 

When the music ceased the king beckoned Enda to him, and was about to place his hand in Mave’s 
when a Druid, whose white beard almost touched the ground, and who had been a favourite of the dead 
stepmother, and hated Mave for her sake, stepped forward and said: 

“O King of Erin, never yet has the daughter of a king been freely given in marriage to any save a battle 
champion; and that stripling there has never struck his spear against a warrior’s shield.” 

A murmur of approbation rose from the jealous princes, and Congal, the bravest of them all, stepped 
out from the ranks, and said: 

“The Druid speaks the truth, O king! That stripling has never faced a battle champion yet, and, 
speaking for all the nobles of your land, I challenge him to fight any one of us; and as he is young and unused 
to arms, we are willing that the youngest and least experienced amongst us should be set against him.” 

When Congal had spoken, the nobles, in approval of his words, struck their shields with their swords, 
and the brazen sound ascended to the skies. 

The face of the princess, blushing a moment before like a rose, became as white as a lily; but the 
colour returned to her cheeks when she heard Enda’s voice ringing loud and clear. 

“It is true, O king!” said he, “that I have never used my spear in battle yet. The Prince Congal has 
challenged me to meet the youngest and least experienced of the chiefs of Erin. I have risked my life already 
for your daughter’s sake. I would face death a thousand times for the chance of winning her for my bride; but 
I would scorn to claim her hand if I dared not meet the boldest battle champion of the nobles of Erin, and 
here before you, O king, and bards, Druids, and nobles, and chiefs of Erin, and here, in the presence of the 
Lady Mave, I challenge the boldest of them all.” 

The king’s eyes flashed with joy as he listened to the brave words of Enda. 

“It is well,” said the king; “the contest shall take place to-morrow on the lawn outside our palace 
gates; but before our assembly dissolves I call on you, nobles and chiefs of Erin, to name your boldest 
champion.” 

Loud cries of “Congal! Congal!” answered the king’s speech. 

“Are you willing, Congal?” asked the king. 

“Willing, O king!” answered Congal. 

“It is well,” said the king. “We shall all meet again to-night in our banquet-hall.” 

And the king, with the Princess Mave on his arm, attended by his bards and Druids, entered the 
palace, and the chiefs and nobles went their several ways. 

At the feast that night the princess sat beside the king, and Enda beside the princess, and the bards 
and Druids, nobles and chiefs, took their places in due order. And the bards sang songs of love and battle, 
and never merrier hours were spent than those which passed away that night in the banquet-hall of Erin’s 
king. 
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When the feast was over Enda retired to his apartment to spend the night dreaming of the Princess 
Mave, and Congal went to his quarters; but not to sleep or dream, for the Druid who had provoked the contest 
came to him bringing his golden wand, and all night long the Druid was weaving spells to charm the shield 
and spear and helmet of Congal, to make them invulnerable in the battle of the morrow. 

But while Enda lay dreaming of the Princess Mave, the little fairy woman who gave him the water-
dress, and crystal helmet, and shining spear on the banks of the Boyne, slid into his room, and she placed 
beside his couch a silver helmet and a silver shield. And she rubbed the helmet, and the shield, and the blue 
blade and haft of his spear with the juice of the red rowan berries, and she let a drop fall upon his face and 
hands, and then she slid out as silently as she came. 

When the morning broke, Enda sprang from his couch, and he could hardly believe his eyes when he 
saw the silver shield and helmet. At the sight of them he longed for the hour of battle, and he watched with 
eager gaze the sun climbing the sky; and, after hours of suspense, he heard the trumpet’s sound and the 
clangour of the hollow shields, struck by the hard-pointed spears. 

Putting on the helmet, and fastening the shield upon his left arm, and taking the spear in his right 
hand, he stepped out bravely to the fight. The edge of the lawn before the palace gates was ringed by the 
princes, nobles, and chiefs of Erin. And the palace walls were thronged by all the beauties of the Court and 
all the noble ladies of the land. And on his throne, surrounded by his Druids, his brehons, and his bards, was 
the king of Erin, and at his feet sat the lovely Lady Mave. 

As Enda stepped out upon the lawn, he saw Congal advancing from the ranks of the nobles, and the 
two champions approached each other until they met right in front of the throne. 

Then both turned towards the throne, and bowed to the king and the Princess Mave; and then facing 
each other again, they retired a space, and when their spears were poised, ready for battle, the king gave the 
signal, which was answered by the clang of stricken shields, and Congal and Enda launched their gleaming 
spears. They flashed like lightning in the sunlit air, and in a second Congal’s had broken against Enda’s shield; 
but Enda’s, piercing Congal’s helmet, hurled him senseless on the plain. 

The nobles and chiefs could hardly realize that in that single second their boldest champion was 
overthrown; but when they saw him stretched motionless on the grassy sward, from out their ranks six 
warriors advanced to where the chieftain lay, and sadly they bore him away upon their battle-shields, and 
Enda remained victor upon the field. 

And then the king’s voice rang out clear as the sound of a trumpet in the still morning: 

“Bards and brehons, princes and nobles, and chiefs of Erin, Enda has proved himself a battle 
champion, and who amongst you now will dare gainsay his right to claim my daughter for his bride?”  

And no answer came. 

But when he summoned Enda to his throne, and placed the lady’s hand in his, a cheer arose from 
the great assembly, that proved that jealousy was extinguished in all hearts, and that all believed that Enda 
was worthy of the winsome bride; and never since that day, although a thousand years have passed, was 
there in all the world a brighter and gayer wedding than the wedding of Enda and the Princess Mave. 

 

3. The Little White Cat  

A long, long time ago, in a valley far away, the giant Trencoss lived in a great castle, surrounded by trees 
that were always green. The castle had a hundred doors, and every door was guarded by a huge, shaggy 
hound, with tongue of fire and claws of iron, who tore to pieces anyone who went to the castle without the 
giant’s leave. Trencoss had made war on the King of the Torrents, and, having killed the king, and slain his 
people, and burned his palace, he carried off his only daughter, the Princess Eileen, to the castle in the valley. 
Here he provided her with beautiful rooms, and appointed a hundred dwarfs, dressed in blue and yellow 
satin, to wait upon her, and harpers to play sweet music for her, and he gave her diamonds without number, 
brighter than the sun; but he would not allow her to go outside the castle, and told her if she went one step 
beyond its doors, the hounds, with tongues of fire and claws of iron, would tear her to pieces. A week after 
her arrival, war broke out between the giant and the king of the islands, and before he set out for battle, the 
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giant sent for the princess, and informed her that on his return he would make her his wife. When the princess 
heard this she began to cry, for she would rather die than marry the giant who had slain her father. 

“Crying will only spoil your bright eyes, my little princess,” said Trencoss, “and you will have to marry 
me whether you like it or no.” 

He then bade her go back to her room, and he ordered the dwarfs to give her everything she asked 
for while he was away, and the harpers to play the sweetest music for her. When the princess gained her 
room she cried as if her heart would break. The long day passed slowly, and the night came, but brought no 
sleep to Eileen, and in the grey light of the morning she rose and opened the window, and looked about in 
every direction to see if there were any chance of escape. But the window was ever so high above the ground, 
and below were the hungry and ever watchful hounds. With a heavy heart she was about to close the window 
when she thought she saw the branches of the tree that was nearest to it moving. She looked again, and she 
saw a little white cat creeping along one of the branches. 

“Mew!” cried the cat. 

“Poor little pussy,” said the princess. “Come to me, pussy.” 

“Stand back from the window,” said the cat, “and I will.” 

The princess stepped back, and the little white cat jumped into the room. The princess took the little 
cat on her lap and stroked him with her hand, and the cat raised up its back and began to purr. 

“Where do you come from, and what is your name?” asked the princess. 

“No matter where I come from or what’s my name,” said the cat, “I am a friend of yours, and I come 
to help you?” 

“I never wanted help worse,” said the princess. 

“I know that,” said the cat; “and now listen to me. When the giant comes back from battle and asks 
you to marry him, say to him you will marry him.” 

“But I will never marry him,” said the princess.  

“Do what I tell you,” said the cat. “When he asks you to marry him, say to him you will if his dwarfs 
will wind for you three balls from the fairy dew that lies on the bushes on a misty morning as big as these,” 
said the cat, putting his right forefoot into his ear and taking out three balls––one yellow, one red, and one 
blue. 

“They are very small,” said the princess. “They are not much bigger than peas, and the dwarfs will 
not be long at their work.” 

“Won’t they,” said the cat. “It will take them a month and a day to make one, so that it will take 
three months and three days before the balls are wound; but the giant, like you, will think they can be made 
in a few days, and so he will readily promise to do what you ask. He will soon find out his mistake, but he will 
keep his word, and will not press you to marry him until the balls are wound.” 

“When will the giant come back?” asked Eileen. 

 “He will return to-morrow afternoon,” said the cat. 

“Will you stay with me until then?” said the princess. “I am very lonely.” 

“I cannot stay,” said the cat. “I have to go away to my palace on the island on which no man ever 
placed his foot, and where no man but one shall ever come.” 

“And where is that island?” asked the princess, “and who is the man?” 

“The island is in the far-off seas where vessel never sailed; the man you will see before many days 
are over; and if all goes well, he will one day slay the giant Trencoss, and free you from his power.” 

“Ah!” sighed the princess, “that can never be, for no weapon can wound the hundred hounds that 
guard the castle, and no sword can kill the giant Trencoss.” 

“There is a sword that will kill him,” said the cat; “but I must go now. Remember what you are to say 
to the giant when he comes home, and every morning watch the tree on which you saw me, and if you see 
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in the branches anyone you like better than yourself,” said the cat, winking at the princess, “throw him these 
three balls and leave the rest to me; but take care not to speak a single word to him, for if you do all will be 
lost.” 

“Shall I ever see you again?” asked the princess. 

“Time will tell,” answered the cat, and, without saying so much as good-bye, he jumped through the 
window on to the tree, and in a second was out of sight. 

The morrow afternoon came, and the giant Trencoss returned from battle. Eileen knew of his coming 
by the furious barking of the hounds, and her heart sank, for she knew that in a few moments she would be 
summoned to his presence. Indeed, he had hardly entered the castle when he sent for her, and told her to 
get ready for the wedding. The princess tried to look cheerful, as she answered: 

“I will be ready as soon as you wish; but you must first promise me something.” 

“Ask anything you like, little princess,” said Trencoss. 

“Well, then,” said Eileen, “before I marry you, you must make your dwarfs wind three balls as big as 
these from the fairy dew that lies on the bushes on a misty morning in summer.” 

“Is that all?” said Trencoss, laughing. “I shall give the dwarfs orders at once, and by this time to-
morrow the balls will be wound, and our wedding can take place in the evening.” 

“And will you leave me to myself until then?” 

“I will,” said Trencoss. 

“On your honour as a giant?” said Eileen. 

“On my honour as a giant,” replied Trencoss. 

The princess returned to her rooms, and the giant summoned all his dwarfs, and he ordered them 
to go forth in the dawning of the morn and to gather all the fairy dew lying on the bushes, and to wind three 
balls––one yellow, one red, and one blue. The next morning, and the next, and the next, the dwarfs went out 
into the fields and searched all the hedgerows, but they could gather only as much fairy dew as would make 
a thread as long as a wee girl’s eyelash; and so they had to go out morning after morning, and the giant fumed 
and threatened, but all to no purpose. He was very angry with the princess, and he was vexed with himself 
that she was so much cleverer than he was, and, moreover, he saw now that the wedding could not take 
place as soon as he expected. 

When the little white cat went away from the castle he ran as fast as he could up hill and down dale, 
and never stopped until he came to the Prince of the Silver River. The prince was alone, and very sad and 
sorrowful he was, for he was thinking of the Princess Eileen, and wondering where she could be. 

“Mew,” said the cat, as he sprang softly into the room; but the prince did not heed him. “Mew,” 
again said the cat; but again the prince did not heed him. “Mew,” said the cat the third time, and he jumped 
up on the prince’s knee. 

“Where do you come from, and what do you want?” asked the prince. 

“I come from where you would like to be,” said the cat. 

“And where is that?” said the prince. 

“Oh, where is that, indeed! As if I didn’t know what you are thinking of, and of whom you are 
thinking,” said the cat; “and it would be far better for you to try and save her.” 

“I would give my life a thousand times over for her,” said the prince. 

“For whom?” said the cat, with a wink. “I named no name, your highness,” said he. 

“You know very well who she is,” said the prince, “if you knew what I was thinking of; but do you 
know where she is?” 

“She is in danger,” said the cat. “She is in the castle of the giant Trencoss, in the valley beyond the 
mountains.” 
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“I will set out there at once,” said the prince “and I will challenge the giant to battle, and will slay 
him.” 

“Easier said than done,” said the cat. “There is no sword made by the hands of man can kill him, and 
even if you could kill him, his hundred hounds, with tongues of fire and claws of iron, would tear you to 
pieces.” 

“Then, what am I to do?” asked the prince. 

“Be said by me,” said the cat. “Go to the wood that surrounds the giant’s castle, and climb the high 
tree that’s nearest to the window that looks towards the sunset, and shake the branches, and you will see 
what you will see. Then hold out your hat with the silver plumes, and three balls––one yellow, one red, and 
one blue––will be thrown into it. And then come back here as fast as you can; but speak no word, for if you 
utter a single word the hounds will hear you, and you shall be torn to pieces.” 

Well, the prince set off at once, and after two days’ journey he came to the wood around the castle, 
and he climbed the tree that was nearest to the window that looked towards the sunset, and he shook the 
branches. As soon as he did so, the window opened and he saw the Princess Eileen, looking lovelier than ever. 
He was going to call out her name, but she placed her fingers on her lips, and he remembered what the cat 
had told him that he was to speak no word. In silence he held out the hat with the silver plumes, and the 
princess threw into it the three balls, one after another, and, blowing him a kiss, she shut the window. And 
well it was she did so, for at that very moment she heard the voice of the giant, who was coming back from 
hunting. 

The prince waited until the giant had entered the castle before he descended the tree. He set off as 
fast as he could. He went up hill and down dale, and never stopped until he arrived at his own palace, and 
there waiting for him was the little white cat. 

“Have you brought the three balls?” said he. 

“I have,” said the prince. 

“Then follow me,” said the cat. 

On they went until they left the palace far behind and came to the edge of the sea. 

“Now,” said the cat, “unravel a thread of the red ball, hold the thread in your right hand, drop the 
ball into the water, and you shall see what you shall see.” 

The prince did as he was told, and the ball floated out to sea, unravelling as it went, and it went on 
until it was out of sight. 

“Pull now,” said the cat. 

The prince pulled, and, as he did, he saw far away something on the sea shining like silver. It came 
nearer and nearer, and he saw it was a little silver boat. At last it touched the strand. 

“Now,” said the cat, “step into this boat and it will bear you to the palace on the island on which no 
man has ever placed his foot––the island in the unknown seas that were never sailed by vessels made of 
human hands. In that palace there is a sword with a diamond hilt, and by that sword alone the giant Trencoss 
can be killed. There also are a hundred cakes, and it is only on eating these the hundred hounds can die. But 
mind what I say to you: if you eat or drink until you reach the palace of the little cat in the island in the 
unknown seas, you will forget the Princess Eileen.” 

“I will forget myself first,” said the prince, as he stepped into the silver boat, which floated away so 
quickly that it was soon out of sight of land. 

The day passed and the night fell, and the stars shone down upon the waters, but the boat never 
stopped. On she went for two whole days and nights, and on the third morning the prince saw an island in 
the distance, and very glad he was; for he thought it was his journey’s end, and he was almost fainting with 
thirst and hunger. But the day passed and the island was still before him. 

At long last, on the following day, he saw by the first light of the morning that he was quite close to 
it, and that trees laden with fruit of every kind were bending down over the water. The boat sailed round and 
round the island, going closer and closer every round, until, at last, the drooping branches almost touched it. 



 APPENDIX 1 

XVI 

The sight of the fruit within his reach made the prince hungrier and thirstier than he was before, and 
forgetting his promise to the little cat––not to eat anything until he entered the palace in the unknown seas–
–he caught one of the branches, and, in a moment, was in the tree eating the delicious fruit. While he was 
doing so the boat floated out to sea and soon was lost to sight; but the prince, having eaten, forgot all about 
it, and, worse still, forgot all about the princess in the giant’s castle. When he had eaten enough he descended 
the tree, and, turning his back on the sea, set out straight before him. He had not gone far when he heard 
the sound of music, and soon after he saw a number of maidens playing on silver harps coming towards him. 
When they saw him they ceased playing, and cried out: 

 

“Welcome! welcome! Prince of the Silver River, welcome to the island of fruits and flowers. Our king 
and queen saw you coming over the sea, and they sent us to bring you to the palace.” 

The prince went with them, and at the palace gates the king and queen and their daughter Kathleen 
received him, and gave him welcome. He hardly saw the king and queen, for his eyes were fixed on the 
princess Kathleen, who looked more beautiful than a flower. He thought he had never seen anyone so lovely, 
for, of course, he had forgotten all about poor Eileen pining away in her castle prison in the lonely valley. 
When the king and queen had given welcome to the prince a great feast was spread, and all the lords and 
ladies of the court sat down to it, and the prince sat between the queen and the princess Kathleen, and long 
before the feast was finished he was over head and ears in love with her. When the feast was ended the 
queen ordered the ballroom to be made ready, and when night fell the dancing began, and was kept up until 
the morning star, and the prince danced all night with the princess, falling deeper and deeper in love with her 
every minute. Between dancing by night and feasting by day weeks went by. All the time poor Eileen in the 
giant’s castle was counting the hours, and all this time the dwarfs were winding the balls, and a ball and a 
half were already wound. At last the prince asked the king and queen for their daughter in marriage, and they 
were delighted to be able to say yes, and the day was fixed for the wedding. But on the evening before the 
day on which it was to take place the prince was in his room, getting ready for a dance, when he felt something 
rubbing against his leg, and, looking down, who should he see but the little white cat. At the sight of him the 
prince remembered everything, and sad and sorry he was when he thought of Eileen watching and waiting 
and counting the days until he returned to save her. But he was very fond of the princess Kathleen, and so he 
did not know what to do. 

“You can’t do anything to-night,” said the cat, for he knew what the prince was thinking of, “but 
when morning comes go down to the sea, and look not to the right or the left, and let no living thing touch 
you, for if you do you shall never leave the island. Drop the second ball into the water, as you did the first, 
and when the boat comes step in at once. Then you may look behind you, and you shall see what you shall 
see, and you’ll know which you love best, the Princess Eileen or the Princess Kathleen, and you can either go 
or stay.” 

The prince didn’t sleep a wink that night, and at the first glimpse of the morning he stole from the 
palace. When he reached the sea he threw out the ball, and when it had floated out of sight, he saw the little 
boat sparkling on the horizon like a newly-risen star. The prince had scarcely passed through the palace doors 
when he was missed, and the king and queen and the princess, and all the lords and ladies of the court, went 
in search of him, taking the quickest way to the sea. While the maidens with the silver harps played sweetest 
music, the princess, whose voice was sweeter than any music, called on the prince by his name, and so moved 
his heart that he was about to look behind, when he remembered how the cat had told him he should not do 
so until he was in the boat. Just as it touched the shore the princess put out her hand and almost caught the 
prince’s arm, but he stepped into the boat in time to save himself, and it sped away like a receding wave. A 
loud scream caused the prince to look round suddenly, and when he did he saw no sign of king or queen, or 
princess, or lords or ladies, but only big green serpents, with red eyes and tongues, that hissed out fire and 
poison as they writhed in a hundred horrible coils. 

The prince, having escaped from the enchanted island, sailed away for three days and three nights, 
and every night he hoped the coming morning would show him the island he was in search of. He was faint 
with hunger and beginning to despair, when on the fourth morning he saw in the distance an island that, in 
the first rays of the sun, gleamed like fire. On coming closer to it he saw that it was clad with trees, so covered 
with bright red berries that hardly a leaf was to be seen. Soon the boat was almost within a stone’s cast of 
the island, and it began to sail round and round until it was well under the bending branches. The scent of 
the berries was so sweet that it sharpened the prince’s hunger, and he longed to pluck them; but, 
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remembering what had happened to him on the enchanted island, he was afraid to touch them. But the boat 
kept on sailing round and round, and at last a great wind rose from the sea and shook the branches, and the 
bright, sweet berries fell into the boat until it was filled with them, and they fell upon the prince’s hands, and 
he took up some to look at them, and as he looked the desire to eat them grew stronger, and he said to 
himself it would be no harm to taste one; but when he tasted it the flavour was so delicious he swallowed it, 
and, of course, at once he forgot all about Eileen, and the boat drifted away from him and left him standing 
in the water. 

He climbed on to the island, and having eaten enough of the berries, he set out to see what might 
be before him, and it was not long until he heard a great noise, and a huge iron ball knocked down one of the 
trees in front of him, and before he knew where he was a hundred giants came running after it. When they 
saw the prince they turned towards him, and one of them caught him up in his hand and held him up that all 
might see him. The prince was nearly squeezed to death, and seeing this the giant put him on the ground 
again. 

“Who are you, my little man?” asked the giant. 

“I am a prince,” replied the prince. 

“Oh, you are a prince, are you?” said the giant. “And what are you good for?” said he. 

The prince did not know, for nobody had asked him that question before. 

“I know what he’s good for,” said an old giantess, with one eye in her forehead and one in her chin. 
“I know what he’s good for. He’s good to eat.” 

When the giants heard this they laughed so loud that the prince was frightened almost to death. 

“Why,” said one, “he wouldn’t make a mouthful.” 

“Oh, leave him to me,” said the giantess, “and I’ll fatten him up; and when he is cooked and dressed 
he will be a nice dainty dish for the king.” 

The giants, on this, gave the prince into the hands of the old giantess. She took him home with her 
to the kitchen, and fed him on sugar and spice and all things nice, so that he should be a sweet morsel for the 
king of the giants when he returned to the island. The poor prince would not eat anything at first, but the 
giantess held him over the fire until his feet were scorched, and then he said to himself it was better to eat 
than to be burnt alive. 

Well, day after day passed, and the prince grew sadder and sadder, thinking that he would soon be 
cooked and dressed for the king; but sad as the prince was, he was not half as sad as the Princess Eileen in 
the giant’s castle, watching and waiting for the prince to return and save her. 

And the dwarfs had wound two balls, and were winding a third. 

At last the prince heard from the old giantess that the king of the giants was to return on the 
following day, and she said to him: 

“As this is the last night you have to live, tell me if you wish for anything, for if you do your wish will 
be granted.” 

“I don’t wish for anything,” said the prince, whose heart was dead within him. 

“Well, I’ll come back again,” said the giantess, and she went away. 

The prince sat down in a corner, thinking and thinking, until he heard close to his ear a sound like 
“purr, purr!” He looked around, and there before him was the little white cat. 

“I ought not to come to you,” said the cat; “but, indeed, it is not for your sake I come. I come for the 
sake of the Princess Eileen. Of course, you forgot all about her, and, of course, she is always thinking of you. 
It’s always the way–– 

“Favoured lovers may forget, Slighted lovers never yet.” 

The prince blushed with shame when he heard the name of the princess. 

“’Tis you that ought to blush,” said the cat; “but listen to me now, and remember, if you don’t obey 
my directions this time you’ll never see me again, and you’ll never set your eyes on the Princess Eileen. When 
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the old giantess comes back tell her you wish, when the morning comes, to go down to the sea to look at it 
for the last time. When you reach the sea you will know what to do. But I must go now, as I hear the giantess 
coming.” And the cat jumped out of the window and disappeared. 

“Well,” said the giantess, when she came in, “is there anything you wish?” 

“Is it true I must die to-morrow?” asked the prince. 

“It is.” 

“Then,” said he, “I should like to go down to the sea to look at it for the last time.” 

“You may do that,” said the giantess, “if you get up early.” 

“I’ll be up with the lark in the light of the morning,” said the prince. 

“Very well,” said the giantess, and, saying “good night,” she went away. 

The prince thought the night would never pass, but at last it faded away before the grey light of the 
dawn, and he sped down to the sea. He threw out the third ball, and before long he saw the little boat coming 
towards him swifter than the wind. He threw himself into it the moment it touched the shore. Swifter than 
the wind it bore him out to sea, and before he had time to look behind him the island of the giantess was like 
a faint red speck in the distance. The day passed and the night fell, and the stars looked down, and the boat 
sailed on, and just as the sun rose above the sea it pushed its silver prow on the golden strand of an island 
greener than the leaves in summer. The prince jumped out, and went on and on until he entered a pleasant 
valley, at the head of which he saw a palace white as snow. 

As he approached the central door it opened for him. On entering the hall he passed into several 
rooms without meeting with anyone; but, when he reached the principal apartment, he found himself in a 
circular room, in which were a thousand pillars, and every pillar was of marble, and on every pillar save one, 
which stood in the centre of the room, was a little white cat with black eyes. Ranged round the wall, from 
one door-jamb to the other, were three rows of precious jewels. The first was a row of brooches of gold and 
silver, with their pins fixed in the wall and their heads outwards; the second a row of torques of gold and 
silver; and the third a row of great swords, with hilts of gold and silver. And on many tables was food of all 
kinds, and drinking horns filled with foaming ale. 

While the prince was looking about him the cats kept on jumping from pillar to pillar; but seeing that 
none of them jumped on to the pillar in the centre of the room, he began to wonder why this was so, when, 
all of a sudden, and before he could guess how it came about, there right before him on the centre pillar was 
the little white cat. 

“Don’t you know me?” said he. 

“I do,” said the prince. 

“Ah, but you don’t know who I am. This is the palace of the Little White Cat, and I am the King of the 
Cats. But you must be hungry, and the feast is spread.” 

Well, when the feast was ended, the king of the cats called for the sword that would kill the giant 
Trencoss, and the hundred cakes for the hundred watch-dogs. 

The cats brought the sword and the cakes and laid them before the king. 

“Now,” said the king, “take these; you have no time to lose. To-morrow the dwarfs will wind the last 
ball, and to-morrow the giant will claim the princess for his bride. So you should go at once; but before you 
go take this from me to your little girl.” 

And the king gave him a brooch lovelier than any on the palace walls. 

The king and the prince, followed by the cats, went down to the strand, and when the prince stepped 
into the boat all the cats “mewed” three times for good luck, and the prince waved his hat three times, and 
the little boat sped over the waters all through the night as brightly and as swiftly as a shooting star. In the 
first flush of the morning it touched the strand. The prince jumped out and went on and on, up hill and down 
dale, until he came to the giant’s castle. When the hounds saw him they barked furiously, and bounded 
towards him to tear him to pieces. The prince flung the cakes to them, and as each hound swallowed his cake 
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he fell dead. The prince then struck his shield three times with the sword which he had brought from the 
palace of the little white cat. 

When the giant heard the sound he cried out: “Who comes to challenge me on my wedding-day?” 

The dwarfs went out to see, and, returning, told him it was a prince who challenged him to battle. 

The giant, foaming with rage, seized his heaviest iron club, and rushed out to the fight. The fight 
lasted the whole day, and when the sun went down the giant said: 

“We have had enough of fighting for the day. We can begin at sunrise to-morrow.” 

“Not so,” said the prince. “Now or never; win or die.” 

“Then take this,” cried the giant, as he aimed a blow with all his force at the prince’s head; but the 
prince, darting forward like a flash of lightning, drove his sword into the giant’s heart, and, with a groan, he 
fell over the bodies of the poisoned hounds. 

When the dwarfs saw the giant dead they began to cry and tear their hair. But the prince told them 
they had nothing to fear, and he bade them go and tell the princess Eileen he wished to speak with her. But 
the princess had watched the battle from her window, and when she saw the giant fall she rushed out to 
greet the prince, and that very night he and she and all the dwarfs and harpers set out for the Palace of the 
Silver River, which they reached the next morning, and from that day to this there never has been a gayer 
wedding than the wedding of the Prince of the Silver River and the Princess Eileen; and though she had 
diamonds and pearls to spare, the only jewel she wore on her wedding-day was the brooch which the prince 
had brought her from the Palace of the Little White Cat in the far-off seas. 

 

4. Golden Spears 

  Once upon a time there lived in a little house under a hill a little old woman and her two children, 
whose names were Connla and Nora. Right in front of the door of the little house lay a pleasant meadow, and 
beyond the meadow rose up to the skies a mountain whose top was sharp-pointed like a spear. For more 
than half-way up it was clad with heather, and when the heather was in bloom it looked like a purple robe 
falling from the shoulders of the mountain down to its feet. Above the heather it was bare and grey, but when 
the sun was sinking in the sea, its last rays rested on the bare mountain top and made it gleam like a spear of 
gold, and so the children always called it the “Golden Spear.” 

In summer days they gambolled in the meadow, plucking the sweet wild grasses––and often and 
often they clambered up the mountain side, knee deep in the heather, searching for frechans and wild honey, 
and sometimes they found a bird’s nest––but they only peeped into it, they never touched the eggs or 
allowed their breath to fall upon them, for next to their little mother they loved the mountain, and next to 
the mountain they loved the wild birds who made the spring and summer weather musical with their songs. 

Sometimes the soft white mist would steal through the glen, and creeping up the mountain would 
cover it with a veil so dense that the children could not see it, and then they would say to each other: “Our 
mountain is gone away from us.” But when the mist would lift and float off into the skies, the children would 
clap their hands, and say: “Oh, there’s our mountain back again.” 

In the long nights of winter they babbled of the spring and summertime to come, when the birds 
would once more sing for them, and never a day passed that they didn’t fling crumbs outside their door, and 
on the borders of the wood that stretched away towards the glen. 

When the spring days came they awoke with the first light of the morning, and they knew the very 
minute when the lark would begin to sing, and when the thrush and the blackbird would pour out their liquid 
notes, and when the robin would make the soft, green, tender leaves tremulous at his song. 

It chanced one day that when they were resting in the noontide heat, under the perfumed shade of 
a hawthorn in bloom, they saw on the edge of the meadow, spread out before them, a speckled thrush 
cowering in the grass. 

“Oh, Connla! Connla! Look at the thrush––and, look, look up in the sky, there is a hawk!” cried Nora. 
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Connla looked up, and he saw the hawk with quivering wings, and he knew that in a second it would 
pounce down on the frightened thrush. He jumped to his feet, fixed a stone in his sling, and before the whirr 
of the stone shooting through the air was silent, the stricken hawk tumbled headlong in the grass. 

The thrush, shaking its wings, rose joyously in the air, and perching upon an elm-tree in sight of the 
children, he sang a song so sweet that they left the hawthorn shade and walked along together until they 
stood under the branches of the elm; and they listened and listened to the thrush’s song, and at last Nora 
said: 

“Oh, Connla! did you ever hear a song so sweet as this?” 

“No,” said Connla, “and I do believe sweeter music was never heard before.” 

“Ah,” said the thrush, “that’s because you never heard the nine little pipers playing. And now, Connla 
and Nora, you saved my life to-day.” 

“It was Nora saved it,” said Connla, “for she pointed you out to me, and also pointed out the hawk 
which was about to pounce on you.” 

“It was Connla saved you,” said Nora, “for he slew the hawk with his sling.” 

“I owe my life to both of you,” said the thrush. “You like my song, and you say you have never heard 
anything so sweet; but wait till you hear the nine little pipers playing.” 

“And when shall we hear them?” said the children. 

“Well,” said the thrush, “sit outside your door to-morrow evening, and wait and watch until the 
shadows have crept up the heather, and then, when the mountain top is gleaming like a golden spear, look 
at the line where the shadow on the heather meets the sunshine, and you shall see what you shall see.” 

And having said this, the thrush sang another song sweeter than the first, and then saying “good-
bye,” he flew away into the woods. 

The children went home, and all night long they were dreaming of the thrush and the nine little 
pipers; and when the birds sang in the morning, they got up and went out into the meadow to watch the 
mountain. 

The sun was shining in a cloudless sky, and no shadows lay on the mountain, and all day long they 
watched and waited, and at last, when the birds were singing their farewell song to the evening star, the 
children saw the shadows marching from the glen, trooping up the mountain side and dimming the purple of 
the heather. 

And when the mountain top gleamed like a golden spear, they fixed their eyes on the line between 
the shadow and the sunshine. 

“Now,” said Connla, “the time has come.” 

“Oh, look! look!” said Nora, and as she spoke, just above the line of shadow a door opened out, and 
through its portals came a little piper dressed in green and gold. He stepped down, followed by another and 
another, until they were nine in all, and then the door slung back again. Down through the heather marched 
the pipers in single file, and all the time they played a music so sweet that the birds, who had gone to sleep 
in their nests, came out upon the branches to listen to them and then they crossed the meadow, and they 
went on and on until they disappeared in the leafy woods. 

While they were passing the children were spell-bound, and couldn’t speak, but when the music had 
died away in the woods, they said: 

“The thrush is right, that is the sweetest music that was ever heard in all the world.” 

And when the children went to bed that night the fairy music came to them in their dreams. But 
when the morning broke, and they looked out upon their mountain and could see no trace of the door above 
the heather, they asked each other whether they had really seen the little pipers, or only dreamt of them. 

That day they went out into the woods, and they sat beside a stream that pattered along beneath 
the trees, and through the leaves tossing in the breeze the sun flashed down upon the streamlet, and shadow 
and sunshine danced upon it. As the children watched the water sparkling where the sunlight fell, Nora said: 
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“Oh, Connla, did you ever see anything so bright and clear and glancing as that?” 

“No,” said Connla, “I never did.” 

“That’s because you never saw the crystal hall of the fairy of the mountains,” said a voice above the 
heads of the children. 

And when they looked up, who should they see perched on a branch but the thrush. 

“And where is the crystal hall of the fairy?” said Connla. 

“Oh, it is where it always was, and where it always will be,” said the thrush. “And you can see it if 
you like.” 

“We would like to see it,” said the children. 

“Well, then,” said the thrush, “if you would, all you have to do is to follow the nine little pipers when 
they come down through the heather, and cross the meadow to-morrow evening.” 

And the thrush having said this, flew away. 

Connla and Nora went home, and that night they fell asleep talking of the thrush and the fairy and 
the crystal hall. 

All the next day they counted the minutes, until they saw the shadows thronging from the glen and 
scaling the mountain side. And, at last, they saw the door springing open, and the nine little pipers marching 
down. 

They waited until the pipers had crossed the meadow and were about to enter the wood. And then 
they followed them, the pipers marching on before them and playing all the time. It was not long until they 
had passed through the wood, and then, what should the children see rising up before them but another 
mountain, smaller than their own, but, like their own, clad more than half-way up with purple heather, and 
whose top was bare and sharp-pointed, and gleaming like a golden spear. 

Up through the heather climbed the pipers, up through the heather the children clambered after 
them, and the moment the pipers passed the heather a door opened and they marched in, the children 
following, and the door closed behind them. 

Connla and Nora were so dazzled by the light that hit their eyes, when they had crossed the 
threshold, that they had to shade them with their hands; but, after a moment or two, they became able to 
bear the splendour, and when they looked around they saw that they were in a noble hall, whose crystal roof 
was supported by two rows of crystal pillars rising from a crystal floor; and the walls were of crystal, and along 
the walls were crystal couches, with coverings and cushions of sapphire silk with silver tassels. 

Over the crystal floor the little pipers marched; over the crystal floor the children followed, and when 
a door at the end of the hall was opened to let the pipers pass, a crowd of colours came rushing in, and floor, 
and ceiling, and stately pillars, and glancing couches, and shining walls, were stained with a thousand dazzling 
hues. 

Out through the door the pipers marched; out through the door the children followed, and when 
they crossed the threshold they were treading on clouds of amber, of purple, and of gold. 

“Oh, Connla,” said Nora, “we have walked into the sunset!” 

And around and about them everywhere were soft, fleecy clouds, and over their heads was the 
glowing sky, and the stars were shining through it, as a lady’s eyes shine through a veil of gossamer. And the 
sky and stars seemed so near that Connla thought he could almost touch them with his hand. 

When they had gone some distance, the pipers disappeared, and when Connla and Nora came up to 
the spot where they had seen the last of them, they found themselves at the head of a ladder, all the steps 
of which were formed of purple and amber clouds that descended to what appeared to be a vast and shining 
plain, streaked with purple and gold. In the spaces between the streaks of gold and purple they saw soft, 
milk-white stars. And the children thought that the great plain, so far below them, also belonged to cloudland. 

They could not see the little pipers, but up the steps was borne by the cool, sweet air the fairy music; 
and lured on by it step by step they travelled down the fleecy stairway. When they were little more than half 
way down there came mingled with the music a sound almost as sweet––the sound of waters toying in the 
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still air with pebbles on a shelving beach, and with the sound came the odorous brine of the ocean. And then 
the children knew that what they thought was a plain in the realms of cloudland was the sleeping sea 
unstirred by wind or tide, dreaming of the purple clouds and stars of the sunset sky above it. 

When Connla and Nora reached the strand they saw the nine little pipers marching out towards the 
sea, and they wondered where they were going to. And they could hardly believe their eyes when they saw 
them stepping out upon the level ocean as if they were walking upon the land; and away the nine little pipers 
marched, treading the golden line cast upon the waters by the setting sun. And as the music became fainter 
and fainter as the pipers passed into the glowing distance, the children began to wonder what was to become 
of themselves. Just at that very moment they saw coming towards them from the sinking sun a little white 
horse, with flowing mane and tail and golden hoofs. On the horse’s back was a little man dressed in shining 
green silk. When the horse galloped on to the strand the little man doffed his hat, and said to the children: 

“Would you like to follow the nine little pipers?” The children said, “yes.” 

“Well, then,” said the little man, “come up here behind me; you, Nora, first, and Connla after.” 

Connla helped up Nora, and then climbed on to the little steed himself; and as soon as they were 
properly seated the little man said “swish,” and away went the steed, galloping over the sea without wetting 
hair or hoof. But fast as he galloped the nine little pipers were always ahead of him, although they seemed 
to be going only at a walking pace. When at last he came up rather close to the hindmost of them the nine 
little pipers disappeared, but the children heard the music playing beneath the waters. The white steed pulled 
up suddenly, and wouldn’t move a step further. 

“Now,” said the little man to the children, “clasp me tight, Nora, and do you, Connla, cling on to 
Nora, and both of you shut your eyes.” 

The children did as they were bidden, and the little man cried: 

“Swish! swash!” 

And the steed went down and down until at last his feet struck the bottom. 

“Now open your eyes,” said the little man. 

And when the children did so they saw beneath the horse’s feet a golden strand, and above their 
heads the sea like a transparent cloud between them and the sky. And once more they heard the fairy music, 
and marching on the strand before them were the nine little pipers. 

“You must get off now,” said the little man, “I can go no farther with you.” 

The children scrambled down, and the little man cried “swish,” and himself and the steed shot up 
through the sea, and they saw him no more. Then they set out after the nine little pipers, and it wasn’t long 
until they saw rising up from the golden strand and pushing their heads up into the sea above, a mass of dark 
grey rocks. And as they were gazing at them they saw the rocks opening, and the nine little pipers 
disappearing through them. 

The children hurried on, and when they came up close to the rocks they saw sitting on a flat and 
polished stone a mermaid combing her golden hair, and singing a strange sweet song that brought the tears 
to their eyes, and by the mermaid’s side was a little sleek brown otter. 

When the mermaid saw them she flung her golden tresses back over her snow-white shoulders, and 
she beckoned the children to her. Her large eyes were full of sadness; but there was a look so tender upon 
her face that the children moved towards her without any fear. 

“Come to me, little one,” she said to Nora, “come and kiss me,” and in a second her arms were 
around the child. The mermaid kissed her again and again, as the tears rushed to her eyes, she said: 

“Oh, Nora, avourneen, your breath is as sweet as the wild rose that blooms in the green fields of 
Erin, and happy are you, my children, who have come so lately from the pleasant land. Oh, Connla! Connla! I 
get the scent of the dew of the Irish grasses and of the purple heather from your feet. And you both can soon 
return to Erin of the Streams, but I shall not see it till three hundred years have passed away, for I am Liban 
the Mermaid, daughter of a line of kings. But I may not keep you here. The Fairy Queen is waiting for you in 
her snow-white palace and her fragrant bowers. And now kiss me once more, Nora, and kiss me, Connla. May 
luck and joy go with you, and all gentleness be upon you both.” 
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Then the children said good-bye to the mermaid, and the rocks opened for them and they passed 
through, and soon they found themselves in a meadow starred with flowers, and through the meadow sped 
a sunlit stream. They followed the stream until it led them into a garden of roses, and beyond the garden, 
standing on a gentle hill, was a palace white as snow. Before the palace was a crowd of fairy maidens pelting 
each other with rose-leaves. But when they saw the children they gave over their play, and came trooping 
towards them. 

“Our queen is waiting for you,” they said; and then they led the children to the palace door. The 
children entered, and after passing through a long corridor they found themselves in a crystal hall so like the 
one they had seen in the mountain of the golden spear that they thought it was the same. But on all the 
crystal couches fairies, dressed in silken robes of many colours, were sitting, and at the end of the hall, on a 
crystal throne, was seated the fairy queen, looking lovelier than the evening star. The queen descended from 
her throne to meet the children, and taking them by the hands, she led them up the shining steps. Then, 
sitting down, she made them sit beside her, Connla on her right hand and Nora on her left. 

 

Then she ordered the nine little pipers to come before her, and she said to them: 

“So far you have done your duty faithfully, and now play one more sweet air and your task is done.” 

And the little pipers played, and from the couches at the first sound of the music all the fairies rose, 
and forming partners, they danced over the crystal floor as lightly as the young leaves dancing in the wind. 

Listening to the fairy music, and watching the wavy motion of the dancing fairies, the children fell 
asleep. When they awoke next morning and rose from their silken beds they were no longer children. Nora 
was a graceful and stately maiden, and Connla a handsome and gallant youth. They looked at each other for 
a moment in surprise, and then Connla said: 

“Oh, Nora, how tall and beautiful you are!” 

“Oh, not so tall and handsome as you are, Connla,” said Nora, as she flung her white arms round his 
neck and kissed her brother’s lips.  

Then they drew back to get a better look of each other, and who should step between them but the 
fairy queen. 

“Oh, Nora, Nora,” said she, “I am not as high as your knee, and as for you, Connla, you look as straight 
and as tall as one of the round towers of Erin.” 

“And how did we grow so tall in one night?” said Connla. 

“In one night!” said the fairy queen. “One night, indeed! Why, you have been fast asleep, the two of 
you, for the last seven years!” 

“And where was the little mother all that time?” said Connla and Nora together. 

“Oh, the little mother was all right. She knew where you were; but she is expecting you to-day, and 
so you must go off to see her, although I would like to keep you––if I had my way––all to myself here in the 
fairyland under the sea. And you will see her to-day; but before you go here is a necklace for you, Nora; it is 
formed out of the drops of the ocean spray, sparkling in the sunshine. They were caught by my fairy nymph, 
for you, as they skimmed the sunlit billows under the shape of sea-birds, and no queen or princess in the 
world can match their lustre with the diamonds won with toil from the caves of earth. As for you, Connla, see 
here’s a helmet of shining gold fit for a king of Erin––and a king of Erin you will be yet; and here’s a spear that 
will pierce any shield, and here’s a shield that no spear can pierce and no sword can cleave as long as you 
fasten your warrior cloak with this brooch of gold.” 

And as she spoke she flung round Connla’s shoulders a flowing mantle of yellow silk, and pinned it 
at his neck with a red gold brooch. 

“And now, my children, you must go away from me. You, Nora, will be a warrior’s bride in Erin of the 
Streams. And you, Connla, will be king yet over the loveliest province in all the land of Erin; but you will have 
to fight for your crown, and days of battle are before you. They will not come for a long time after you have 
left the fairyland under the sea, and until they come lay aside your helmet, shield, and spear, and warrior’s 
cloak and golden brooch. But when the time comes when you will be called to battle, enter not upon it 
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without the golden brooch I give you fastened in your cloak, for if you do harm will come to you. Now, kiss 
me, children; your little mother is waiting for you at the foot of the golden spear, but do not forget to say 
good-bye to Liban the Mermaid, exiled from the land she loves, and pining in sadness beneath the sea.” 

Connla and Nora kissed the fairy queen, and Connla, wearing his golden helmet and silken cloak, and 
carrying his shield and spear, led Nora with him. They passed from the palace through the garden of roses, 
through the flowery meadow, through the dark grey rocks, until they reached the golden strand; and there, 
sitting and singing the strange, sweet song, was Liban the Mermaid. 

“And so you are going up to Erin,” she said, “up through the covering waters. Kiss me, children, once 
again; and when you are in Erin of the Streams, sometimes think of the exile from Erin beneath the sea.” 

And the children kissed the mermaid, and with sad hearts, bidding her good-bye, they walked along 
the golden strand. When they had gone what seemed to them a long way, they began to feel weary; and just 
then they saw coming towards them a little man in a red jacket leading a coal-black steed. 

When they met the little man, he said: “Connla, put Nora up on this steed; then jump up before her.” 

Connla did as he was told, and when both of them were mounted–– 

“Now, Connla,” said the little man, “catch the bridle in your hands, and you, Nora, clasp Connla round 
the waist, and close your eyes.” 

They did as they were bidden, and then the little man said, “Swash, swish!” and the steed shot up 
from the strand like a lark from the grass, and pierced the covering sea, and went bounding on over the level 
waters; and when his hoofs struck the hard ground, Connla and Nora opened their eyes, and they saw that 
they were galloping towards a shady wood. 

On went the steed, and soon he was galloping beneath the branches that almost touched Connla’s 
head. And on they went until they had passed through the wood, and then they saw rising up before them 
the “Golden Spear.” 

“Oh, Connla,” said Nora, “we are at home at last.” 

“Yes,” said Connla, “but where is the little house under the hill?” 

And no little house was there; but in its stead was standing a lime-white mansion. 

“What can this mean?” said Nora. 

But before Connla could reply, the steed had galloped up to the door of the mansion, and, in the 
twinkling of an eye, Connla and Nora were standing on the ground outside the door, and the steed had 
vanished. 

Before they could recover from their surprise the little mother came rushing out to them, and flung 
her arms around their necks, and kissed them both again and again. 

“Oh, children! children! You are welcome home to me; for though I knew it was all for the best, my 
heart was lonely without you.” 

And Connla and Nora caught up the little mother in their arms, and they carried her into the hall and 
set her down on the floor. 

“Oh, Nora!” said the little mother, “you are a head over me; and as for you, Connla, you look almost 
as tall as one of the round towers of Erin.” 

“That’s what the fairy queen said, mother,” said Nora. 

“Blessings on the fairy queen,” said the little mother. “Turn round, Connla, till I look at you.” 

Connla turned round, and the little mother said: 

“Oh, Connla, with your golden helmet and your spear, and your glancing shield, and your silken cloak, 
you look like a king. But take them off, my boy, beautiful as they are. Your little mother would like to see you, 
her own brave boy, without any fairy finery.” 

And Connla laid aside his spear and shield, and took off his golden helmet and his silken cloak. Then 
he caught the little mother and kissed her, and lifted her up until she was as high as his head. And said he: 
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“Don’t you know, little mother, I’d rather have you than all the world.” 

And that night, when they were sitting down by the fire together, you may be sure that in the whole 
world no people were half as happy as Nora, Connla, and the little mother. 
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APPENDIX 2 

Welsh Fairy-Tales And Other Stories 

1. The Fairies of Caragonan  

Once upon a time a lot of fairies lived in Mona. One day the queen fairy's daughter, who was now fifteen 
years of age, told her mother she wished to go out and see the world. 

The queen consented, allowing her to go for a day, and to change from a fairy to a bird, or from a 
bird to a fairy, as she wished. 

When she returned one night she said: 

"I've been to a gentleman's house, and as I stood listening, I heard the gentleman was witched: he 
was very ill, and crying out with pain." 

"Oh, I must look into that," said the queen. 

So the next day she went through her process and found that he was bewitched by an old witch. So 

the following day she set out with six other fairies, and when they came to the gentleman's house she 
found he was very ill. 

Going into the room, bearing a small blue pot they had brought with them, the queen asked him: 

"Would you like to be cured?" 

"Oh, bless you; yes, indeed." 

Whereupon the queen put the little blue pot of perfume on the centre of the table, and lit it, when 
the room was instantly filled with the most delicious odour. 

Whilst the perfume was burning, the six fairies formed in line behind her, and she leading, they 
walked round the table three times, chanting in chorus: 

  "Round and round three times three, 

  We have come to cure thee." 

At the end of the third round she touched the burning perfume with her wand, and then touched 
the gentleman on the head, saying: 

"Be thou made whole." 

No sooner had she said the words than he jumped up hale and hearty, and said: 

"Oh, dear queen, what shall I do for you? I'll do anything you wish." 

"Money I do not wish for," said the queen, "but there's a little plot of ground on the sea-cliff I want 
you to lend me, for I wish to make a ring there, and the grass will die when I make the ring. Then I want you 
to build three walls round the ring, but leave the sea-side open, so that we may be able to come and go 
easily." 

"With the greatest of pleasure," said the gentleman; and he built the three stone walls at once, at 
the spot indicated. 

II. 

Near the gentleman lived the old witch, and she had the power of turning at will into a hare. The 
gentleman was a great hare hunter, but the hounds could never catch this hare; it always disappeared in a 
mill, running between the wings and jumping in at an open window, though they stationed two men and a 
dog at the spot, when it immediately turned into the old witch. And the old miller never suspected, for the 
old woman used to take him a peck of corn to grind a few days before any hunt, telling him she would call for 
it on the afternoon of the day of the hunt. So that when she arrived she was expected. 

One day she had been taunting the gentleman as he returned from a hunt, that he could never catch 
the hare, and he struck her with his whip, saying "Get away, you witchcraft!" 
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Whereupon she witched him, and he fell ill, and was cured as we have seen. 

When he got well he watched the old witch, and saw she often visited the house of an old miser who 
lived near by with his beautiful niece. Now all the people in the village touched their hats most respectfully 
to this old miser, for they knew he had dealings with the witch, and they were as much afraid of him as of 
her; but everyone loved the miser's kind and beautiful niece. 

III. 

When the fairies got home the queen told her daughter: 

"I have no power over the old witch for twelve months from to-day, and then I have no power over 
her life. She must lose that by the arm of a man." 

So the next day the daughter was sent out again to see whether she could find a person suited to 
that purpose. 

In the village lived a small crofter, who was afraid of nothing; he was the boldest man thereabouts; 
and one day he passed the miser without saluting him. The old fellow went off at once and told the witch. 

"Oh, I'll settle his cows to-night!" said she, and they were taken sick, and gave no milk that night. 

The fairy's daughter arrived at his croft-yard after the cows were taken ill, and she heard him say to 
his son, a bright lad: 

"It must be the old witch!" 

When she heard this, she sent him to the queen. 

So next day the fairy queen took six fairies and went to the croft, taking her blue pot of perfume. 
When she got there she asked the crofter if he would like his cows cured? 

"God bless you, yes!" he said. 

The queen made him bring a round table into the yard, whereon she placed the blue pot of perfume, 
and having lit it, as before, they formed in line and walked round thrice, chanting the words: 

  "Round and round three times three, 

  We have come to cure thee." 

Then she dipped the end of her wand into the perfume, and touched the cows on the forehead, 
saying to each one: 

"Be thou whole." 

Whereupon they jumped up cured. 

The little farmer was overjoyed, and cried: 

"Oh, what can I do for you? What can I do for you?" 

"Money I care not for," said the queen, "all I want is your son to avenge you and me." 

The lad jumped up and said: 

"What I can do I'll do it for you, my lady fairy." 

She told him to be at the walled plot the following day at noon, and left. 

IV. 

The next day at noon, the queen and her daughter and three hundred other fairies came up the cliff 
to the green grass plot, and they carried a pole, and a tape, and a mirror. When they reached the plot they 
planted the pole in the ground, and hung the mirror on the pole. The queen took the tape, which measured 
ten yards and was fastened to the top of the pole, and walked round in a circle, and wherever she set her 
feet the grass withered and died. Then the fairies followed up behind the queen, and each fairy carried a 
harebell in her left-hand, and a little blue cup of burning perfume in her right. When they had formed up the 
queen called the lad to her side, and told him to walk by her throughout. They then started off, all singing in 
chorus: 
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  "Round and round three times three, 

  Tell me what you see." 

When they finished the first round, the queen and lad stopped before the mirror, and she asked the 
lad what he saw? 

  "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, 

  It is the witch that I see,"  

said the lad. So they marched round again, singing the same words as before, and when they stopped 
a second time before the mirror the queen again asked him what he saw? 

  "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, 

  It is a hare that I see," said the lad. 

A third time the ceremony and question were repeated. 

  "I see, I see, the mirror tells me, 

  The hares run up the hill to the mill." 

"Now", said the queen, "there is to be a hare-hunting this day week; be at the mill at noon, and I will 
meet you there." 

And then the fairies, pole, mirror, and all, vanished and only the empty ring on the green was left. 

V. 

Upon the appointed day the lad went to his tryst, and at noon the Fairy Queen appeared, and gave 
him a sling, and a smooth pebble from the beach, saying: 

"I have blessed your arms, and I have blessed the sling and the stone. 

  "Now as the clock strikes three, 

  Go up the hill near the mill, 

  And in the ring stand still 

  Till you hear the click of the mill. 

  Then with thy arm, with power and might, 

  You shall strike and smite 

  The devil of a witch called Jezabel light, 

  And you shall see an awful sight." 

The lad did as he was bidden, and presently he heard the huntsman's horn and the hue and cry, and 
saw the hare running down the opposite hill-side, where the hounds seemed to gain on her, but as she 
breasted the hill on which he stood she gained on them. As she came towards the mill he threw his stone, 
and it lodged in her skull, and when he ran up he found he had killed the old witch. As the huntsmen came 
up they crowded round him, and praised him; and then they fastened the witch's body to a horse by ropes, 
and dragged her to the bottom of the valley, where they buried her in a ditch. That night, when the miser 
heard of her death, he dropped down dead on the spot. 

As the lad was going home the queen appeared to him, and told him to be at the ring the following 
day at noon. 

VI. 

Next day all the fairies came with the pole and mirror, each carrying a harebell in her left-hand, and 
a blue cup of burning perfume in her right, and they formed up as before, the lad walking beside the queen. 
They marched round and repeated the old words, when the queen stopped before the mirror, and said: 

"What do you see?" 

"I see, I see, the mirror tells me,  It is an old plate-cupboard that I see." 
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A second time they went round, and the question, was repeated. 

"I see, I see, the mirror tells me, The back is turned to me." 

A third time was the ceremony fulfilled, and the lad answered 

"I see, I see, the mirror tells me,  A spring-door is open to me." 

"Buy that plate-cupboard at the miser's sale," said the queen, and she and her companions 
disappeared as before. 

VII. 

Upon the day of the sale all the things were brought out in the road, and the plate-cupboard was 
put up, the lad recognising it and bidding up for it till it was sold to him. When he had paid for it he took it 
home in a cart, and when he got in and examined it, he found the secret drawer behind was full of gold. The 
following week the house and land, thirty acres, was put up for sale, and the lad bought both, and married 
the miser's niece, and they lived happily till they died. 

 

 

 

2. Old Gwilym  

Old Gwilym Evans started off one fine morning to walk across the Eagle Hills to a distant town, bent upon 
buying some cheese. On his way, in a lonely part of the hills, he found a golden guinea, which he quickly put 
into his pocket. 

When he got to the town, instead of buying his provisions, he went into an alehouse, and sat drinking and 
singing with some sweet- voiced quarrymen until dark, when he thought it was time to go home. Whilst he 
was drinking, an old woman with a basket came in, and sat beside him, but she left before him. After the 
parting glass he got up and reeled through the town, quite forgetting to buy his cheese; and as he got amongst 
the hills they seemed to dance up and down before him, and he seemed to be walking on air. When he got 
near the lonely spot where he had found the money he heard some sweet music, and a number of fairies 
crossed his path and began dancing all round him, and then as he looked up he saw some brightly-lighted 
houses before him on the hill; and he scratched his head, for he never remembered having seen houses 
thereabouts before. And as he was thinking, and watching the fairies, one came and begged him to come into 
the house and sit down. 

So he followed her in, and found the house was all gold inside it, and brightly lighted, and the fairies were 
dancing and singing, and they brought him anything he wanted for supper, and then they put him to bed. 

Gwilym slept heavily, and when he awoke turned round, for he felt very cold, and his body seemed 
covered with prickles; so he sat up and rubbed his eyes, and found that he was quite naked and lying in a 
bunch of gorse. 

When he found himself in this plight he hurried home, and told his wife, and she was very angry with him 
for spending all the money and bringing no cheese home, and then he told her his adventures. 

"Oh, you bad man!" she said, "the fairies gave you money and you spent it wrongly, so they were sure to 
take their revenge." 

 

3. The Story of Gelert 

(AS CURRENT IN ANGLESEA) 

It was somewhere about 1200, Prince Llewellyn had a castle at Aber, just abreast of us here; indeed, 
parts of the towers remain to this day. His consort was the Princess Joan; she was King John's daughter. Her 
coffin remains with us to this day. Llewellyn was a great hunter of wolves and foxes, for the hills of 
Carnarvonshire were infested with wolves in those days, after the young lambs. 
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Now the prince had several hunting-houses—sorts of farm houses, one of them was at the place 
now called Beth-Gelert, for the wolves were very thick there at this time. Now the prince used to travel from 
farm-house to farm-house with his family and friends, when going on these hunting parties. 

One season they went hunting from Aber, and stopped at the house where Beth-Gelert is now—it's 
about fourteen miles away. The prince had all his hounds with him, but his favourite was Gelert, a hound who 
had never let off a wolf for six years. 

The prince loved the dog like a child, and at the sound of his horn Gelert was always the first to come 
bounding up. There was company at the house, and one day they went hunting, leaving his wife and the child, 
in a big wooden cradle, behind him at the farm-house. 

The hunting party killed three or four wolves, and about two hours before the word passed for 
returning home, Llewellyn missed Gelert, and he asked his huntsmen: 

"Where's Gelert? I don't see him." 

"Well, indeed, master, I've missed him this half-hour." 

And Llewellyn blew his horn, but no Gelert came at the sound. 

Indeed, Gelert had got on to a wolves' track which led to the house. 

The prince sounded the return, and they went home, the prince lamenting Gelert. "He's sure to have 
been slain—he's sure to have been slain! since he did not answer the horn. Oh, my Gelert!" And they 
approached the house, and the prince went into the house, and saw Gelert lying by the overturned cradle, 
and blood all about the room. 

"What! hast thou slain my child?" said the prince, and ran his sword through the dog. 

After that he lifted up the cradle to look for his child, and found the body of a big wolf underneath 
that Gelert had slain, and his child was safe. Gelert had capsized the cradle in the scuffle. 

"Oh, Gelert! Oh, Gelert!" said the prince, "my favourite hound, my favourite hound! Thou hast been 
slain by thy master's hand, and in death thou hast licked thy master's hand!" He patted the dog, but it was 
too late, and poor Gelert died licking his master's hand. 

 

Next day they made a coffin, and had a regular funeral, the same as if it were a human being; all the 
servants in deep mourning, and everybody. They made him a grave, and the village was called after the dog, 
Beth-Gelert—Gelert's Grave; and the prince planted a tree, and put a gravestone of slate, though it was 
before the days of quarries. And they are to be seen to this day. 

 

4. Origin of the Welsh 

Many years ago there lived several wild tribes round the King of Persia's city, and the king's men were 
always annoying and harassing them, exacting yearly a heavy tribute. Now these tribes, though very brave in 
warfare, could not hold their own before the Persian army when sent out against them, so that they paid 
their yearly tribute grudgingly, but took revenge, whenever they could, upon travellers to or from the city, 
robbing and killing them. 

At last one of the tribesmen, a clever old chieftain, thought of a cunning plan whereby to defeat the 
Persians, and free themselves from the yearly tribute. And this was his scheme: 

The wild wastes where these tribes lived were infested with large birds called "Rohs", [Footnote: 
Pronounced softly.] which were very destructive to human beings—devouring men, women, and children 
greedily whenever they could catch them. Such a terror were they that the tribes had to protect their village 
with high walls, [Footnote: Can this have anything to do with the idea of walling-in the cuckoo?] and then 
they slept securely, for the Roh hunted by night. This old chieftain determined to watch the birds, and find 
out their nesting-places; so he had a series of towers built, in which the watchmen could sleep securely by 
night. These towers were advanced in whatever direction the birds were seen to congregate by night. The 
observers reported that the Roh could not fly, but ran very swiftly, being fleeter than any horse. 
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At length, by watching, their nesting-places were found in a sandy plain, and it was discovered that 
those monstrous birds stole sheep and cattle in great numbers. 

The chieftain then gave orders for the watchmen to keep on guard until the young birds were 
hatched, when they were commanded to secure fifty, and bring them into the walled town. The order was 
carried out, and one night they secured fifty young birds just out of the egg, and brought them to the town. 

The old chieftain then told off fifty skilful warriors, a man to each bird, to his son being allotted the 
largest bird. These warriors were ordered to feed the birds on flesh, and to train them for battle. The birds 
grew up as tame as horses. Saddles and bridles were made for them, and they were trained and exercised 
just like chargers. 

When the next tribute day came round, the King of Persia sent his emissaries to collect the tax, but 
the chieftains of the tribes insulted and defied them, so that they returned to the king, who at once sent 
forward his army. 

The chieftain then marshalled his men, and forty-six of the Rohs were drawn up in front of the army, 
the chief getting on the strongest bird. The remaining four were placed on the right flank, and ordered at a 
signal to advance and cut off the army, should they retreat. 

The Rohs had small scales, like those of a fish, on their necks and bodies, the scales being hidden 
under a soft hair, except on the upper half of the neck. They had no feathers except on their wings. So they 
were invulnerable except as to the eyes—for in those days the Persians only had bows and arrows, and light 
javelins. When the Persian army advanced, the Rohs advanced at lightning speed, and made fearful havoc, 
the birds murdering and trampling the soldiers under foot, and beating them down with their powerful wings. 
In less than two hours half the Persian army was slain, and the rest had escaped. The tribes returned to their 
walled towns, delighted with their victory. 

When the news of his defeat reached the King of Persia he was wroth beyond expression, and could 
not sleep for rage. So the next morning he called for his magician. 

"What are you going to do with the birds?" asked the king. 

"Well, I've been thinking the matter over," replied the magician. 

"Cannot you destroy all of them?" 

"No, your majesty; I cannot destroy them, for I have not the power; but I can get rid of them in one 
way; for though I cannot put out life, I have the power of turning one life into some other living creature." 

"Well, what will you turn them into?" asked the king. 

"I'll consider to-night, your majesty," replied the magician. 

"Well, mind and be sure to do it." 

"Yes, I'll be sure to do it, your majesty." 

* * * * * 

The next day, at ten, the magician appeared before the king, who asked: 

"Have you considered well?" 

"Yes, your majesty." 

"Well, how are you going to act?" 

"Your majesty, I've thought and thought during the night, and the best thing we can do is to turn all 
the birds into fairies." 

"What are fairies?" asked the king. 

"I've planned it all out, and I hope your majesty will agree." 

"Oh! I'll agree, as long as they never molest us more." 

"Well, your majesty, I'm going to turn them to fairies—small living creatures to live in caves in the 
bowels of the earth, and they shall only visit people living on the earth once a year. They shall be harmless, 
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and hurt nothing; they shall be fairies, and do nothing but dance and sing, and I shall allow them to go about 
on earth for twenty-four hours once a year and play their antics, but they shall do no mischief." 

"How long are the birds to remain in that state?" asked the king. 

"I'll give them 2,000 years, your majesty; and at the end of that time they are to go back into birds, 
as they were before. And after the birds change from the fairy state back into birds, they shall never breed 
more, but die a natural death." 

So the tribes lost their birds, and the King of Persia made such fearful havoc amongst them that they 
decided to leave the country. 

They travelled, supporting themselves by robbery; until they came to a place where they built a city, 
and called it Troy, where they were besieged for a long time. 

At length the besiegers built a large caravan, with a large man's head in front; the head was all gilded 
with gold. When the caravan was finished they put 150 of the best warriors inside, provided with food, and 
one of them had a trumpet. Then they pulled the caravan, which ran upon eight broad wheels, up to the gates 
of the city, and left it there, their army being drawn up in a valley near by. It was, agreed that when the 
caravan got inside the gates the bugler should blow three loud blasts to warn, the army, who would 
immediately advance into the city. 

The men on the ramparts saw this curious caravan, and they began wondering what it was, and for 
two or three days they left it alone. 

At last an old chieftain said, "It must be their food." 

On the third day they opened the gates, and attaching ropes, began to haul it into the city; then the 
warriors leaped out, and the horn blew, and the army hurried up, and the town was taken after great 
slaughter; but a number escaped with their wives and children, and fled on to the Crimea, whence they were 
driven by the Russians, so they marched away along the sea to Spain, and bearing up through France, they 
stopped. Some wanted to go across the sea, and some stayed in the heart of France: they were the Bretoons. 
[Footnote: Bretons.] The others came on over in boats, and landed in England, and they were the first people 
settled in Great Britain: they were the Welsh. 

 

5. The Crows 

One black crow, bad luck for me. 

  Two black crows, good luck for me. 

  Three black crows, a son shall be born in the family. 

  Four black crows, a daughter shall be born in the family. 

  Five black crows shall be a funeral in the family. 

  Six black crows, if they fly head on, a sudden death. 

  Seven black crows with their tails towards you, death within seven 

  years. 

There was a young man, not so very long ago, who had been to sea for years. He was married, but 
had no children. He was one of the most spirited men you ever saw. He used to complain of his dreams. He 
said, "All at once last Sunday I was up in the air, and I saw the vessel I was in going at great speed, making for 
a mountain, and I tried as hard as I could to keep her from the mountain. I don't believe I was asleep at all, I 
could see it so plainly. I went along in the air, looking at seven black crows all the time. I got dizzy, and the 
vessel seemed to lower on to the earth. The vessel lowered within a few hundred feet of the earth, and I saw 
what I thought were fairies. I thought I had been there for days; in truth, it seemed to me I had been up there 
for three days, and that I could hear the fairies with mournful sounds drawing a coffin. I watched and watched, 
and saw seven crows on the coffin. It seemed as if they were going to bury someone. Whilst the coffin was 
going the seven crows flew up and bursted, and the heavens were illuminated more strongly than by the sun. 
Then I lost sight of the fairies, but saw some big giants in white walking about, and there was a big throne 
with a roof to it. And all at once I was in total darkness, but I could hear things flapping about, flying through 
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the air. Then I saw the moon rising and all the stars, and all sorts of objects flying through the air. And one 
came to me, and put his hand upon my shoulder, saying: 'Prepare to meet us to-morrow.' After that 
everything went dark again. The first thing I knew I was in a ship steering, and the seven black crows were in 
front of me. I had a great trouble to steer my vessel. And as I went on the vessel struck a steeple, and 
exploded, and I awoke. Whereupon I jumped out of bed, looking very pale." 

I left him on the beach at 11.30, after he told me this, when he went home. When he got home he 
could see seven black crows on the house. Other people could see the crows, but could not count them. He 
saw them all perched head on. He went into the house, and said, 

"There is something in these crows, Jane; see them on the roof." 

She cried out and ran out and looked, but could not see the seven. After that he didn't seem to be 
himself, though there was nothing the matter with him. A week afterwards, I went out on the Sunday morning 
after breakfast, and there was a seat on the beach, and on it sat this man, Johnny, and another man. 

"Why, Johnny, you look very pale," I said. 

"Do I?" he said. 

"Yes! indeed you do," I replied. 

"Well, I don't know, I have had such dreams." 

"What will they have been, then?" I asked. 

"That I was in a full-rigged ship, with all sails set; I was all alone, but could see nothing, only seven 
black crows. I counted them, but my wife could see nothing, but she could hear something." 

That same day, when he went home, he said to his wife: 

"Ah, Jane, there is something coming over me," and he fell down dead. 

 

6. The Fairy of the Dell 

In olden times fairies were sent to oppose the evil-doings of witches, and to destroy their power. About 
three hundred years ago a band of fairies, sixty in number, with their queen, called Queen of the Dell, came 
to Mona to oppose the evil works of a celebrated witch. The fairies settled by a spring, in a valley. After having 
blessed the spring, or "well", as they called it, they built a bower just above the spring for the queen, placing 
a throne therein. Near by they built a large bower for themselves to live in. 

 

After that, the queen drew three circles, one within the other, on a nice flat grassy place by the well. 
When they were comfortably settled, the queen sent the fairies about the country to gather tidings of the 
people. They went from house to house, and everywhere heard great complaints against an old witch; how 
she had made some blind, others lame, and deformed others by causing a horn to grow out of their foreheads. 
When they got back to the well and told the queen, she said: 

"I must do something for these old people, and though the witch is very powerful, we must break 
her power." So the next day the queen fairy sent word to all the bewitched to congregate upon a fixed day 
at the sacred well, just before noon. 

When the day came, several ailing people collected at the well. The queen then placed the patients 
in pairs in the inner ring, and the sixty fairies in pairs in the middle ring. Each little fairy was three feet and a 
half high, and carried a small wand in her right hand, and a bunch of fairy flowers—cuckoo's boots, baby's 
bells, and day's-eyes—in her left hand. Then the queen, who was four feet and a half in height, took the 
outside ring. On her head was a crown of wild flowers, in her right hand she carried a wand, and in her left a 
posy of fairy flowers. At a signal from the queen they began marching round the rings, singing in chorus: 

  "We march round by two and two 

  The circles of the sacred well 

  That lies in the dell." 
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When they had walked twice round the ring singing, the queen took her seat upon the throne, and 
calling each patient to her, she touched him with her wand and bade him go down to the sacred well and dip 
his body into the water three times, promising that all his ills should be cured. As each one came forth from 
the spring he knelt before the queen, and she blessed him, and told him to hurry home and put on dry clothes. 
So that all were cured of their ills. 

II. 

Now the old witch who had worked all these evils lived near the well in a cottage. She had first 
learned witchcraft from a book called The Black Art, which a gentleman farmer had lent her when a girl. She 
progressed rapidly with her studies, and being eager to learn more, sold herself to the devil, who made 
compact with her that she should have full power for seven years, after which she was to become his. He 
gave her a wand that had the magic power of drawing people to her, and she had a ring on the grass by her 
house just like the fairy's ring. As the seven years were drawing to a close, and her heart was savage against 
the farmer who first led her into the paths of evil knowledge, she determined to be revenged. One day, soon 
after the Fairy of the Dell came to live by the spring, she drew the farmer to her with her wand, and, standing 
in her ring, she lured him into it. When he crossed the line, she said: 

  "Cursed be he or she 

  That crosses my circle to see me," 

and, touching him on the head and back, a horn and a tail grew from the spots touched. He went off 
in a terrible rage, but she only laughed maliciously. Then, as she heard of the Queen of the Dell's good deeds, 
she repented of her evil deeds, and begged her neighbour to go to the queen fairy and ask her if she might 
come and visit her. The queen consented, and the old witch went down and told her everything—of the book, 
of the magic wand, of the ring, and of all the wicked deeds she had done. 

"O, you have been a bad witch," said the queen, "but I will see what I can do; but you must bring me 
the book and the wand;" and she told the old witch to come on the following day a little before noon. When 
the witch came the next day with her wand and book, she found the fairies had built a fire in the middle ring. 
The queen then took her and stood her by the fire, for she could not trust her on the outer circle. 

"Now I must have more power," said the queen to the fairies, and she went and sat on the throne, 
leaving the witch by the fire in the middle ring. After thinking a little, the queen said, "Now I have it," and 
coming down from her throne muttering, she began walking round the outer circle, waiting for the hour of 
one o'clock, when all the fairies got into the middle circle and marched round, singing: 

  "At the hour of one 

  The cock shall crow one, 

  Goo! Goo! Goo! 

    I am here to tell 

    Of the sacred well 

  That lies in the dell, 

    And will conquer hell." 

On the second round, they sang: 

  "At the hour of two 

  The cock crows two, 

  Goo! Goo! Goo! 

  I am here to tell 

  Of the sacred well 

  That lies in the dell; 

  We will conquer hell." 

At the last round, they sang: 
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  "At the hour of three 

  The cock crows three, 

  Goo! Goo! Goo! 

  I am here to tell 

  Of the sacred well 

  That lies in the dell; 

  Now I have conquered hell." 

Then the queen cast the book and wand into the fire, and immediately the vale was rent by a 
thundering noise, and numbers of devils came from everywhere, and encircled the outer ring, but they could 
not pass the ring. Then the fairies began walking round and round, singing their song. When they had finished 
the song they heard a loud screech from the devils that frightened all the fairies except the queen. She was 
unmoved, and going to the fire, stirred the ashes with her wand, and saw that the book and wand were burnt, 
and then she walked thrice round the outer ring by herself, when she turned to the devils, and said: 

"I command you to be gone from our earthly home, get to your own abode. I take the power of 
casting you all from here. Begone! begone! begone!" And all the devils flew up, and there was a mighty clap 
as of thunder, and the earth trembled, and the sky became overcast, and all the devils burst, and the sky 
cleared again. 

After this the queen put three fairies by the old witch's side, and they constantly dipped their wands 
in the sacred spring, and touched her head, and she was sorely troubled and converted. 

"Bring the mirror," said the queen. 

And the fairies brought the mirror and laid it in the middle circle, and they all walked round three 
times, chanting again the song beginning "At the hour of one." When they had done this the queen stood 
still, and said: 

"Stand and watch to see what you can see." 

And as she looked she said: 

  "The mirror shines unto me 

  That the witch we can see 

  Has three devils inside of she." 

Immediately the witch had a fit, and the three fairies had a hard job to keep the three devils quiet; 
indeed, they could not do so, and the queen had to go herself with her wand, for fear the devils should burst 
the witch asunder, and she said, "Come out three evil spirits, out of thee." 

And they came gnashing their teeth, and would have killed all the fairies, but the queen said: 

"Begone, begone, begone! you evil spirits, to the place of your abode," and suddenly the sky turned 
bright as fire, for the evil spirits were trying their spleen against the fairies, but the queen said, "Collect, 
collect, collect, into one fierce ball," and the fiery sky collected into one ball of fire more dazzling than the 
sun, so that none could look at it except the queen, who wore a black silk mask to protect her eyes. Suddenly 
the ball burst with a terrific noise, and the earth trembled. 

"Enter into your abode, and never come down to our abode on earth any more," said the queen. 

And the witch was herself again, and she and the queen fairy were immediately great friends. The 
witch, when she came out of the ring, dropped on her knee and asked the queen if she might call her the 
Lady of the Dell, and how she could serve her. 

"We will see about that," said the queen. 

"Well, how do you live?" asked the woman who had been a witch. 
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"Well, I'll tell you," said the queen. "We go at midnight and milk the cows, and we keep the milk, and 
it never grows less so long as we leave some in the bottom of the vessel; we must not use it all. After milking 
the cow, we rub the cow's purse and bless it, and she gives double the amount of milk." 

"Well, how do you get corn?" 

"Well, we were at the mill playing one day, and the miller came in and saw us, and spoke kindly to 
us, and offered us some flour. 'We never take nothing for nothing,' I said, so I blessed the bin: so in a few 
minutes the bin was full to the brim with flour, and I said to the miller, 'Now don't you empty the bin, but 
always leave a peck in it, and for twelve months, no matter how much you use the bin, it will always be full 
in the morning.' Now I have told you this much, and I will tell further, 'You must love your neighbour, you 
must love all mankind.' Now here is a purse of gold, go and buy what you want, eggs, bacon, cheese, and get 
a flagon of wine and use these things freely, giving freely to the aged poor, and if you never finish these 
things, there will always be as much the next morning as you started with. And I shall make a salve for you, 
and you must use the water from the sacred well. That will be as a medicine, and people shall come from far 
and wide to be cured by you, and you shall be loved by all, and you shall be known to the poorest of the poor 
as Madame Dorothy." 

And the woman did as she was told, and she became renowned for her medical skill, especially in 
childbirth, for her salve eased the pains, and her waters brought milk. By-and-by, she got known all over the 
island, and rich people came to her from afar, and she always made the rich pay, and the poor were treated 
free. 

Madame Dorothy used to see the queen fairy at times, and one day she asked her, "Shall we meet 
again?" 

"We cannot tell," said the queen, "but I will give you a ring—let me place it on your finger—it is a 
magic ring worked by fairies. Whenever you seek to know of me, make a ring of your own, and walk round 
three times and rub the ring; if it turns bright I am alive, but if you see blood I am dead." 

"But how can that be? You are much younger than I am." 

"Oh, no! we fairies look young to the day of our death; we live to a great age, but die naturally of old 
age, for we never have any ailments, but still our power fades. Men fade in the flesh and power, but we fade 
only in power. I am over seventy now." 

"But you look to be thirty." 

"Well, we will shake hands and part, for I must go elsewhere; as I have no king, I do not stop in one 
place." 

And they shook hands and parted. 
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Folk-Lore and Legends: Scotland 

1. Canobie Dick and Thomas Ercildoun  

Now it chanced many years since that there lived on the Borders a jolly rattling horse-cowper, who was 
remarkable for a reckless and fearless temper, which made him much admired and a little dreaded amongst 
his neighbours.  One moonlight night, as he rode over Bowden Moor, on the west side of the Eildon Hills, the 
scene of Thomas the Rhymer’s prophecies, and often mentioned in his history, having a brace of horses along 
with him, which he had not been able to dispose of, he met a man of venerable appearance and singularly 
antique dress, who, to his great surprise, asked the price of his horses, and began to chaffer with him on the 
subject.  To Canobie Dick, for so shall we call our Border dealer, a chap was a chap, and he would have sold a 
horse to the devil himself, without minding his cloven hoof, and would have probably cheated Old Nick into 
the bargain.  The stranger paid the price they agreed on, and all that puzzled Dick in the transaction was, that 
the gold which he received was in unicorns, bonnet-pieces, and other ancient coins, which would have been 
invaluable to collectors, but were rather troublesome in modern currency.  It was gold, however, and 
therefore Dick contrived to get better value for the coin than he perhaps gave to his customer.  By the 
command of so good a merchant, he brought horses to the same spot more than once; the purchaser only 
stipulating that he should always come by night and alone.  I do not know whether it was from mere curiosity, 
or whether some hope of gain mixed with it, but after Dick had sold several horses in this way, he began to 
complain that dry bargains were unlucky, and to hint, that since his chap must live in the neighbourhood, he 
ought, in the courtesy of dealing, to treat him to half a mutchkin. 

“You may see my dwelling if you will,” said the stranger; “but if you lose courage at what you see 
there, you will rue it all your life.” 

Dickon, however, laughed the warning to scorn, and having alighted to secure his horse, he followed 
the stranger up a narrow footpath, which led them up the hills to the singular eminence stuck betwixt the 
most southern and the centre peaks, and called, from its resemblance to such an animal in its form, the 
Lucken Hare.  At the foot of this eminence, which is almost as famous for witch-meetings as the neighbouring 
windmill of Kippilaw, Dick was somewhat startled to observe that his conductor entered the hillside by a 
passage or cavern, of which he himself, though well acquainted with the spot, had never seen nor heard. 

“You may still return,” said his guide, looking ominously back upon him; but Dick scorned to show 
the white feather, and on they went.  They entered a very long range of stables; in every stall stood a coal-
black horse; by every horse lay a knight in coal-black armour, with a drawn sword in his hand; but all were as 
silent, hoof and limb, as if they had been cut out of marble.  A great number of torches lent a gloomy lustre 
to the hall, which, like those of the Caliph Vathek, was of large dimensions.  At the upper end, however, they 
at length arrived, where a sword and horn lay on an antique table. 

“He that shall sound that horn and draw that sword,” said the stranger, who now intimated that he 
was the famous Thomas of Ercildoun, “shall, if his heart fail him not, be king over all broad Britain.  So speaks 
the tongue that cannot lie.  But all depends on courage, and much on your taking the sword or horn first.” 

Dick was much disposed to take the sword, but his bold spirit was quailed by the supernatural terrors 
of the hall, and he thought to unsheathe the sword first might be construed into defiance, and give offence 
to the powers of the mountain.  He took the bugle with a trembling hand, and blew a feeble note, but loud 
enough to produce a terrible answer.  Thunder rolled in stunning peals through the immense hall; horses and 
men started to life; the steeds snorted, stamped, ground their bits, and tossed their heads; the warriors 
sprang to their feet, clashed their armour, and brandished their swords.  Dick’s terror was extreme at seeing 
the whole army, which had been so lately silent as the grave, in uproar, and about to rush on him.  He dropped 
the horn, and made a feeble attempt to seize the enchanted sword; but at the same moment a voice 
pronounced aloud the mysterious words— 

“Woe to the coward, that ever he was born, 

Who did not draw the sword before he blew the horn!” 

At the same time a whirlwind of irresistible fury howled through the long hall, bore the unfortunate 
horse-jockey clear out of the mouth of the cavern, and precipitated him over a steep bank of loose stones, 
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where the shepherds found him the next morning, with just breath sufficient to tell his fearful tale, after 
concluding which he expired. 

 

2. Elphin Irving  

THE FAIRIES’ CUPBEARER. 

“The lady kilted her kirtle green 

   A little aboon her knee, 

The lady snooded her yellow hair 

   A little aboon her bree, 

And she’s gane to the good greenwood 

   As fast as she could hie. 

 

And first she let the black steed pass, 

   And syne she let the brown, 

And then she flew to the milk-white steed, 

   And pulled the rider down: 

Syne out then sang the queen o’ the fairies, 

   Frae midst a bank of broom, 

She that has won him, young Tamlane, 

   Has gotten a gallant groom.” 

Old Ballad. 

“The romantic vale of Corriewater, in Annandale, is regarded by the inhabitants, a pastoral and 
unmingled people, as the last border refuge of those beautiful and capricious beings, the fairies.  Many old 
people yet living imagine they have had intercourse of good words and good deeds with the ‘good folk’; and 
continue to tell that in the ancient days the fairies danced on the hill, and revelled in the glen, and showed 
themselves, like the mysterious children of the deity of old, among the sons and daughters of men.  Their 
visits to the earth were periods of joy and mirth to mankind, rather than of sorrow and apprehension.  They 
played on musical instruments of wonderful sweetness and variety of note, spread unexpected feasts, the 
supernatural flavour of which overpowered on many occasions the religious scruples of the Presbyterian 
shepherds, performed wonderful deeds of horsemanship, and marched in midnight processions, when the 
sound of their elfin minstrelsy charmed youths and maidens into love for their persons and pursuits; and 
more than one family of Corriewater have the fame of augmenting the numbers of the elfin chivalry.  Faces 
of friends and relatives, long since doomed to the battle-trench or the deep sea, have been recognised by 
those who dared to gaze on the fairy march.  The maid has seen her lost lover, and the mother her stolen 
child; and the courage to plan and achieve their deliverance has been possessed by, at least, one border 
maiden.  In the legends of the people of Corrievale, there is a singular mixture of elfin and human adventure, 
and the traditional story of the Cupbearer to the Queen of the Fairies appeals alike to our domestic feelings 
and imagination. 

“In one of the little green loops or bends on the banks of Corriewater, mouldered walls, and a few 
stunted wild plum-trees and vagrant roses, still point out the site of a cottage and garden.  A well of pure 
spring-water leaps out from an old tree-root before the door; and here the shepherds, shading themselves 
in summer from the influence of the sun, tell to their children the wild tale of Elphin Irving and his sister 
Phemie; and, singular as the story seems, it has gained full credence among the people where the scene is 
laid.” 

“I ken the tale and the place weel,” interrupted an old Scottish woman, who, from the predominance 
of scarlet in her apparel, seemed to have been a follower of the camp,—“I ken them weel, and the tale’s as 
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true as a bullet to its aim and a spark to powder.  O bonnie Corriewater, a thousand times have I pulled 
gowans on its banks wi’ ane that lies stiff and stark on a foreign shore in a bloody grave;” and, sobbing audibly, 
she drew the remains of a military cloak over her face, and allowed the story to proceed. 

“When Elphin Irving and his sister Phemie were in their sixteenth year, for tradition says they were 
twins, their father was drowned in Corriewater, attempting to save his sheep from a sudden swell, to which 
all mountain streams are liable; and their mother, on the day of her husband’s burial, laid down her head on 
the pillow, from which, on the seventh day, it was lifted to be dressed for the same grave.  The inheritance 
left to the orphans may be briefly described: seventeen acres of plough and pasture land, seven milk cows, 
and seven pet sheep (many old people take delight in odd numbers); and to this may be added seven bonnet-
pieces of Scottish gold, and a broadsword and spear, which their ancestor had wielded with such strength 
and courage in the battle of Dryfe Sands, that the minstrel who sang of that deed of arms ranked him only 
second to the Scotts and Johnstones. 

“The youth and his sister grew in stature and in beauty.  The brent bright brow, the clear blue eye, 
and frank and blithe deportment of the former gave him some influence among the young women of the 
valley; while the latter was no less the admiration of the young men, and at fair and dance, and at bridal, 
happy was he who touched but her hand, or received the benediction of her eye.  Like all other Scottish 
beauties, she was the theme of many a song; and while tradition is yet busy with the singular history of her 
brother, song has taken all the care that rustic minstrelsy can of the gentleness of her spirit and the charms 
of her person.” 

“Now I vow,” exclaimed a wandering piper, “by mine own honoured instrument, and by all other 
instruments that ever yielded music for the joy and delight of mankind, that there are more bonnie songs 
made about fair Phemie Irving than about all other dames of Annandale, and many of them are both high 
and bonnie.  A proud lass maun she be if her spirit hears; and men say the dust lies not insensible of beautiful 
verse; for her charms are breathed through a thousand sweet lips, and no further gone than yestermorn I 
heard a lass singing on a green hillside what I shall not readily forget.  If ye like to listen, ye shall judge; and it 
will not stay the story long, nor mar it much, for it is short, and about Phemie Irving.”  And, accordingly, he 
chanted the following rude verses, not unaccompanied by his honoured instrument, as he called his pipe, 
which chimed in with great effect, and gave richness to a voice which felt better than it could express:— 

FAIR PHEMIE IRVING. 

Gay is thy glen, Corrie, 

   With all thy groves flowering; 

Green is thy glen, Corrie, 

   When July is showering; 

And sweet is yon wood where 

   The small birds are bowering, 

And there dwells the sweet one 

   Whom I am adoring. 

 

Her round neck is whiter 

   Than winter when snowing; 

Her meek voice is milder 

   Than Ae in its flowing; 

The glad ground yields music 

   Where she goes by the river; 

One kind glance would charm me 

   For ever and ever. 
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The proud and the wealthy 

   To Phemie are bowing; 

No looks of love win they 

   With sighing or suing; 

Far away maun I stand 

   With my rude wooing, 

She’s a flow’ret too lovely 

   Too bloom for my pu’ing. 

 

Oh were I yon violet 

   On which she is walking; 

Oh were I yon small bird 

   To which she is talking; 

Or yon rose in her hand, 

   With its ripe ruddy blossom; 

Or some pure gentle thought 

   To be blest with her bosom. 

This minstrel interruption, while it established Phemie Irving’s claim to grace and to beauty, gave me 
additional confidence to pursue the story. 

“But minstrel skill and true love-tale seemed to want their usual influence when they sought to win 
her attention; she was only observed to pay most respect to those youths who were most beloved by her 
brother; and the same hour that brought these twins to the world seemed to have breathed through them a 
sweetness and an affection of heart and mind which nothing could divide.  If, like the virgin queen of the 
immortal poet, she walked ‘in maiden meditation fancy free,’ her brother Elphin seemed alike untouched 
with the charms of the fairest virgins in Corrie.  He ploughed his field, he reaped his grain, he leaped, he ran, 
and wrestled, and danced, and sang, with more skill and life and grace than all other youths of the district; 
but he had no twilight and stolen interviews; when all other young men had their loves by their side, he was 
single, though not unsought, and his joy seemed never perfect save when his sister was near him.  If he loved 
to share his time with her, she loved to share her time with him alone, or with the beasts of the field, or the 
birds of the air.  She watched her little flock late, and she tended it early; not for the sordid love of the fleece, 
unless it was to make mantles for her brother, but with the look of one who had joy in its company.  The very 
wild creatures, the deer and the hares, seldom sought to shun her approach, and the bird forsook not its nest, 
nor stinted its song, when she drew nigh; such is the confidence which maiden innocence and beauty inspire. 

“It happened one summer, about three years after they became orphans, that rain had been for a 
while withheld from the earth, the hillsides began to parch, the grass in the vales to wither, and the stream 
of Corrie was diminished between its banks to the size of an ordinary rill.  The shepherds drove their flocks 
to moorlands, and marsh and tarn had their reeds invaded by the scythe to supply the cattle with food.  The 
sheep of his sister were Elphin’s constant care; he drove them to the moistest pastures during the day, and 
he often watched them at midnight, when flocks, tempted by the sweet dewy grass, are known to browse 
eagerly, that he might guard them from the fox, and lead them to the choicest herbage.  In these nocturnal 
watchings he sometimes drove his little flock over the water of Corrie, for the fords were hardly ankle-deep; 
or permitted his sheep to cool themselves in the stream, and taste the grass which grew along the brink.  All 
this time not a drop of rain fell, nor did a cloud appear in the sky. 

“One evening, during her brother’s absence with the flock, Phemie sat at her cottage-door, listening 
to the bleatings of the distant folds and the lessened murmur of the water of Corrie, now scarcely audible 
beyond its banks.  Her eyes, weary with watching along the accustomed line of road for the return of Elphin, 
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were turned on the pool beside her, in which the stars were glimmering fitful and faint.  As she looked she 
imagined the water grew brighter and brighter; a wild illumination presently shone upon the pool, and leaped 
from bank to bank, and suddenly changing into a human form, ascended the margin, and, passing her, glided 
swiftly into the cottage.  The visionary form was so like her brother in shape and air, that, starting up, she 
flew into the house, with the hope of finding him in his customary seat.  She found him not, and, impressed 
with the terror which a wraith or apparition seldom fails to inspire, she uttered a shriek so loud and so piercing 
as to be heard at Johnstone Bank, on the other side of the vale of Corrie.” 

An old woman now rose suddenly from her seat in the window-sill, the living dread of shepherds, 
for she travelled the country with a brilliant reputation for witchcraft, and thus she broke in upon the 
narrative: “I vow, young man, ye tell us the truth upset and down-thrust.  I heard my douce grandmother say 
that on the night when Elphin Irving disappeared—disappeared I shall call it, for the bairn can but be gone 
for a season, to return to us in his own appointed time—she was seated at the fireside at Johnstone Bank; 
the laird had laid aside his bonnet to take the Book, when a shriek mair loud, believe me, than a mere 
woman’s shriek—and they can shriek loud enough, else they’re sair wranged—came over the water of Corrie, 
so sharp and shrilling, that the pewter plates dinneled on the wall; such a shriek, my douce grandmother said, 
as rang in her ear till the hour of her death, and she lived till she was aughty-and-aught, forty full ripe years 
after the event.  But there is another matter, which, doubtless, I cannot compel ye to believe: it was the 
common rumour that Elphin Irving came not into the world like the other sinful creatures of the earth, but 
was one of the kane-bairns of the fairies, whilk they had to pay to the enemy of man’s salvation every seventh 
year.  The poor lady-fairy—a mother’s aye a mother, be she elves’ flesh or Eve’s flesh—hid her elf son beside 
the christened flesh in Marion Irving’s cradle, and the auld enemy lost his prey for a time.  Now, hasten on 
with your story, which is not a bodle the waur for me.  The maiden saw the shape of her brother, fell into a 
faint, or a trance, and the neighbours came flocking in—gang on with your tale, young man, and dinna be 
affronted because an auld woman helped ye wi ’t.” 

“It is hardly known,” I resumed, “how long Phemie Irving continued in a state of insensibility.  The 
morning was far advanced, when a neighbouring maiden found her seated in an old chair, as white as 
monumental marble; her hair, about which she had always been solicitous, loosened from its curls, and 
hanging disordered over her neck and bosom, her hands and forehead.  The maiden touched the one, and 
kissed the other; they were as cold as snow; and her eyes, wide open, were fixed on her brother’s empty 
chair, with the intensity of gaze of one who had witnessed the appearance of a spirit.  She seemed insensible 
of any one’s presence, and sat fixed and still and motionless.  The maiden, alarmed at her looks, thus 
addressed her:—‘Phemie, lass, Phemie Irving!  Dear me, but this be awful!  I have come to tell ye that seven 
of your pet sheep have escaped drowning in the water; for Corrie, sae quiet and sae gentle yestreen, is rolling 
and dashing frae bank to bank this morning.  Dear me, woman, dinna let the loss of the world’s gear bereave 
ye of your senses.  I would rather make ye a present of a dozen mug-ewes of the Tinwald brood myself; and 
now I think on ’t, if ye’ll send over Elphin, I will help him hame with them in the gloaming myself.  So, Phemie, 
woman, be comforted.’ 

“At the mention of her brother’s name she cried out, ‘Where is he?  Oh, where is he?’ gazed wildly 
round, and, shuddering from head to foot, fell senseless on the floor.  Other inhabitants of the valley, alarmed 
by the sudden swell of the river, which had augmented to a torrent, deep and impassable, now came in to 
inquire if any loss had been sustained, for numbers of sheep and teds of hay had been observed floating down 
about the dawn of the morning.  They assisted in reclaiming the unhappy maiden from her swoon; but 
insensibility was joy compared to the sorrow to which she awakened.  ‘They have ta’en him away, they have 
ta’en him away,’ she chanted, in a tone of delirious pathos; ‘him that was whiter and fairer than the lily on 
Lyddal Lee.  They have long sought, and they have long sued, and they had the power to prevail against my 
prayers at last.  They have ta’en him away; the flower is plucked from among the weeds, and the dove is slain 
amid a flock of ravens.  They came with shout, and they came with song, and they spread the charm, and they 
placed the spell, and the baptised brow has been bowed down to the unbaptised hand.  They have ta’en him 
away, they have ta’en him away; he was too lovely, and too good, and too noble, to bless us with his 
continuance on earth; for what are the sons of men compared to him?—the light of the moonbeam to the 
morning sun, the glowworm to the eastern star.  They have ta’en him away, the invisible dwellers of the 
earth.  I saw them come on him with shouting and with singing, and they charmed him where he sat, and 
away they bore him; and the horse he rode was never shod with iron, nor owned before the mastery of 
human hand.  They have ta’en him away over the water, and over the wood, and over the hill.  I got but ae 
look of his bonnie blue ee, but ae; ae look.  But as I have endured what never maiden endured, so will I 
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undertake what never maiden undertook, I will win him from them all.  I know the invisible ones of the earth; 
I have heard their wild and wondrous music in the wild woods, and there shall a christened maiden seek him, 
and achieve his deliverance.’  She paused, and glancing around a circle of condoling faces, down which the 
tears were dropping like rain, said, in a calm and altered but still delirious tone: ‘Why do you weep, Mary 
Halliday? and why do you weep, John Graeme?  Ye think that Elphin Irving—oh, it’s a bonnie, bonnie name, 
and dear to many a maiden’s heart, as well as mine—ye think he is drowned in Corrie; and ye will seek in the 
deep, deep pools for the bonnie, bonnie corse, that ye may weep over it, as it lies in its last linen, and lay it, 
amid weeping and wailing in the dowie kirkyard.  Ye may seek, but ye shall never find; so leave me to trim up 
my hair, and prepare my dwelling, and make myself ready to watch for the hour of his return to upper earth.’  
And she resumed her household labours with an alacrity which lessened not the sorrow of her friends. 

“Meanwhile the rumour flew over the vale that Elphin Irving was drowned in Corriewater.  Matron 
and maid, old man and young, collected suddenly along the banks of the river, which now began to subside 
to its natural summer limits, and commenced their search; interrupted every now and then by calling from 
side to side, and from pool to pool, and by exclamations of sorrow for this misfortune.  The search was 
fruitless: five sheep, pertaining to the flock which he conducted to pasture, were found drowned in one of 
the deep eddies; but the river was still too brown, from the soil of its moorland sources, to enable them to 
see what its deep shelves, its pools, and its overhanging and hazelly banks concealed.  They remitted further 
search till the stream should become pure; and old man taking old man aside, began to whisper about the 
mystery of the youth’s disappearance; old women laid their lips to the ears of their coevals, and talked of 
Elphin Irving’s fairy parentage, and his having been dropped by an unearthly hand into a Christian cradle.  The 
young men and maids conversed on other themes; they grieved for the loss of the friend and the lover, and 
while the former thought that a heart so kind and true was not left in the vale, the latter thought, as maidens 
will, on his handsome person, gentle manners, and merry blue eye, and speculated with a sigh on the time 
when they might have hoped a return for their love.  They were soon joined by others who had heard the 
wild and delirious language of his sister: the old belief was added to the new assurance, and both again 
commented upon by minds full of superstitious feeling, and hearts full of supernatural fears, till the youths 
and maidens of Corrievale held no more love trysts for seven days and nights, lest, like Elphin Irving, they 
should be carried away to augment the ranks of the unchristened chivalry. 

“It was curious to listen to the speculations of the peasantry.  ‘For my part,’ said a youth, ‘if I were 
sure that poor Elphin escaped from that perilous water, I would not give the fairies a pound of hiplock wool 
for their chance of him.  There has not been a fairy seen in the land since Donald Cargil, the Cameronian, 
conjured them into the Solway for playing on their pipes during one of his nocturnal preachings on the hip of 
the Burnswark hill.’ 

“‘Preserve me, bairn,’ said an old woman, justly exasperated at the incredulity of her nephew, ‘if ye 
winna believe what I both heard and saw at the moonlight end of Craigyburnwood on a summer night, rank 
after rank of the fairy folk, ye’ll at least believe a douce man and a ghostly professor, even the late minister 
of Tinwaldkirk.  His only son—I mind the lad weel, with his long yellow locks and his bonnie blue eyes—when 
I was but a gilpie of a lassie, he was stolen away from off the horse at his father’s elbow, as they crossed that 
false and fearsome water, even Locherbriggflow, on the night of the Midsummer fair of Dumfries.  Ay, ay, 
who can doubt the truth of that?  Have not the godly inhabitants of Almsfieldtown and Tinwaldkirk seen the 
sweet youth riding at midnight, in the midst of the unhallowed troop, to the sound of flute and of dulcimer, 
and though meikle they prayed, naebody tried to achieve his deliverance?’ 

“‘I have heard it said by douce folk and sponsible,’ interrupted another, ‘that every seven years the 
elves and fairies pay kane, or make an offering of one of their children, to the grand enemy of salvation, and 
that they are permitted to purloin one of the children of men to present to the fiend—a more acceptable 
offering, I’ll warrant, than one of their own infernal brood that are Satan’s sib allies, and drink a drop of the 
deil’s blood every May morning.  And touching this lost lad, ye all ken his mother was a hawk of an uncanny 
nest, a second cousin of Kate Kimmer, of Barfloshan, as rank a witch as ever rode on ragwort.  Ay, sirs, what’s 
bred in the bone is ill to come out of the flesh.’ 

“On these and similar topics, which a peasantry full of ancient tradition and enthusiasm and 
superstition readily associate with the commonest occurrences of life, the people of Corrievale continued to 
converse till the fall of evening, when each, seeking their home, renewed again the wondrous subject, and 
illustrated it with all that popular belief and poetic imagination could so abundantly supply. 
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“The night which followed this melancholy day was wild with wind and rain; the river came down 
broader and deeper than before, and the lightning, flashing by fits over the green woods of Corrie, showed 
the ungovernable and perilous flood sweeping above its banks.  It happened that a farmer, returning from 
one of the border fairs, encountered the full swing of the storm; but mounted on an excellent horse, and 
mantled from chin to heel in a good grey plaid, beneath which he had the further security of a thick greatcoat, 
he sat dry in his saddle, and proceeded in the anticipated joy of a subsided tempest and a glowing morning 
sun.  As he entered the long grove, or rather remains of the old Galwegian forest, which lines for some space 
the banks of the Corriewater, the storm began to abate, the wind sighed milder and milder among the trees, 
and here and there a star, twinkling momentarily through the sudden rack of the clouds, showed the river 
raging from bank to brae.  As he shook the moisture from his clothes, he was not without a wish that the day 
would dawn, and that he might be preserved on a road which his imagination beset with greater perils than 
the raging river; for his superstitious feeling let loose upon his path elf and goblin, and the current traditions 
of the district supplied very largely to his apprehension the ready materials of fear. 

“Just as he emerged from the wood, where a fine sloping bank, covered with short greensward, skirts 
the limit of the forest, his horse made a full pause, snorted, trembled, and started from side to side, stooped 
his head, erected his ears, and seemed to scrutinise every tree and bush.  The rider, too, it may be imagined, 
gazed round and round, and peered warily into every suspicious-looking place.  His dread of a supernatural 
visitation was not much allayed when he observed a female shape seated on the ground at the root of a huge 
old oak-tree, which stood in the centre of one of those patches of verdant sward, known by the name of ‘fairy 
rings,’ and avoided by all peasants who wish to prosper.  A long thin gleam of eastern daylight enabled him 
to examine accurately the being who, in this wild place and unusual hour, gave additional terror to this 
haunted spot.  She was dressed in white from the neck to the knees; her arms, long and round and white, 
were perfectly bare; her head, uncovered, allowed her long hair to descend in ringlet succeeding ringlet, till 
the half of her person was nearly concealed in the fleece.  Amidst the whole, her hands were constantly busy 
in shedding aside the tresses which interposed between her steady and uninterrupted gaze down a line of 
old road which wound among the hills to an ancient burial-ground. 

“As the traveller continued to gaze, the figure suddenly rose, and, wringing the rain from her long 
locks, paced round and round the tree, chanting in a wild and melancholy manner an equally wild and 
delirious song. 

THE FAIRY OAK OF CORRIEWATER. 

The small bird’s head is under its wing, 

   The deer sleeps on the grass; 

The moon comes out, and the stars shine down, 

   The dew gleams like the glass: 

There is no sound in the world so wide, 

   Save the sound of the smitten brass, 

With the merry cittern and the pipe 

   Of the fairies as they pass. 

But oh! the fire maun burn and burn, 

And the hour is gone, and will never return. 

The green hill cleaves, and forth, with a bound, 

   Comes elf and elfin steed; 

The moon dives down in a golden cloud, 

   The stars grow dim with dread; 

But a light is running along the earth, 

   So of heaven’s they have no need: 

O’er moor and moss with a shout they pass, 
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   And the word is spur and speed— 

But the fire maun burn, and I maun quake, 

And the hour is gone that will never come back. 

 

And when they came to Craigyburnwood, 

The Queen of the Fairies spoke: 

“Come, bind your steeds to the rushes so green, 

   And dance by the haunted oak: 

I found the acorn on Heshbon Hill, 

   In the nook of a palmer’s poke, 

A thousand years since; here it grows!” 

   And they danced till the greenwood shook: 

But oh! the fire, the burning fire, 

The longer it burns, it but blazes the higher. 

 

“I have won me a youth,” the Elf Queen said, 

   “The fairest that earth may see; 

This night I have won young Elph Irving 

   My cupbearer to be. 

His service lasts but seven sweet years, 

   And his wage is a kiss of me.” 

And merrily, merrily, laughed the wild elves 

   Round Corris’s greenwood tree. 

But oh! the fire it glows in my brain, 

And the hour is gone, and comes not again. 

The Queen she has whispered a secret word, 

   “Come hither my Elphin sweet, 

And bring that cup of the charméd wine, 

   Thy lips and mine to weet.” 

But a brown elf shouted a loud, loud shout, 

   “Come, leap on your coursers fleet, 

For here comes the smell of some baptised flesh, 

   And the sounding of baptised feet.” 

But oh! the fire that burns, and maun burn; 

For the time that is gone will never return. 

On a steed as white as the new-milked milk, 

   The Elf Queen leaped with a bound, 

And young Elphin a steed like December snow 
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   ’Neath him at the word he found. 

But a maiden came, and her christened arms 

   She linked her brother around, 

And called on God, and the steed with a snort 

   Sank into the gaping ground. 

But the fire maun burn, and I maun quake, 

And the time that is gone will no more come back. 

 

And she held her brother, and lo! he grew 

   A wild bull waked in ire; 

And she held her brother, and lo! he changed 

   To a river roaring higher; 

And she held her brother, and he became 

   A flood of the raging fire; 

She shrieked and sank, and the wild elves laughed 

   Till the mountain rang and mire. 

But oh! the fire yet burns in my brain, 

And the hour is gone, and comes not again. 

 

“O maiden, why waxed thy faith so faint, 

   Thy spirit so slack and slaw? 

Thy courage kept good till the flame waxed wud, 

   Then thy might begun to thaw; 

Had ye kissed him with thy christened lip, 

   Ye had wan him frae ’mang us a’. 

Now bless the fire, the elfin fire, 

   That made thee faint and fa’; 

Now bless the fire, the elfin fire, 

The longer it burns it blazes the higher.” 

“At the close of this unusual strain, the figure sat down on the grass, and proceeded to bind up her 
long and disordered tresses, gazing along the old and unfrequented road.  ‘Now God be my helper,’ said the 
traveller, who happened to be the laird of Johnstone Bank, ‘can this be a trick of the fiend, or can it be bonnie 
Phemie Irving who chants this dolorous sang?  Something sad has befallen that makes her seek her seat in 
this eerie nook amid the darkness and tempest; through might from aboon I will go on and see.’  And the 
horse, feeling something of the owner’s reviving spirit in the application of spur-steel, bore him at once to 
the foot of the tree.  The poor delirious maiden uttered a yell of piercing joy as she beheld him, and, with the 
swiftness of a creature winged, linked her arms round the rider’s waist, and shrieked till the woods rang.  ‘Oh, 
I have ye now, Elphin, I have ye now,’ and she strained him to her bosom with a convulsive grasp.  ‘What ails 
ye, my bonnie lass?’ said the laird of Johnstone Bank, his fears of the supernatural vanishing when he beheld 
her sad and bewildered look.  She raised her eyes at the sound, and seeing a strange face, her arms slipped 
their hold, and she dropped with a groan on the ground. 
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“The morning had now fairly broke; the flocks shook the rain from their sides, the shepherds 
hastened to inspect their charges, and a thin blue smoke began to stream from the cottages of the valley into 
the brightening air.  The laird carried Phemie Irving in his arms, till he observed two shepherds ascending 
from one of the loops of Corriewater, bearing the lifeless body of her brother.  They had found him whirling 
round and round in one of the numerous eddies, and his hands, clutched and filled with wool, showed that 
he had lost his life in attempting to save the flock of his sister.  A plaid was laid over the body, which, along 
with the unhappy maiden in a half-lifeless state, was carried into a cottage, and laid in that apartment 
distinguished among the peasantry by the name of the chamber.  While the peasant’s wife was left to take 
care of Phemie, old man and matron and maid had collected around the drowned youth, and each began to 
relate the circumstances of his death, when the door suddenly opened, and his sister, advancing to the 
corpse, with a look of delirious serenity, broke out into a wild laugh and said: ‘Oh, it is wonderful, it’s truly 
wonderful!  That bare and death-cold body, dragged from the darkest pool of Corrie, with its hands filled with 
fine wool, wears the perfect similitude of my own Elphin!  I’ll tell ye—the spiritual dwellers of the earth, the 
fairyfolk of our evening tale, have stolen the living body, and fashioned this cold and inanimate clod to mislead 
your pursuit.  In common eyes this seems all that Elphin Irving would be, had he sunk in Corriewater; but so 
it seems not to me.  Ye have sought the living soul, and ye have found only its garment.  But oh, if ye had 
beheld him, as I beheld him to-night, riding among the elfin troop, the fairest of them all; had you clasped 
him in your arms, and wrestled for him with spirits and terrible shapes from the other world, till your heart 
quailed and your flesh was subdued, then would ye yield no credit to the semblance which this cold and 
apparent flesh bears to my brother.  But hearken!  On Hallowmass Eve, when the spiritual people are let loose 
on earth for a season, I will take my stand in the burial-ground of Corrie; and when my Elphin and his 
unchristened troop come past, with the sound of all their minstrelsy, I will leap on him and win him, or perish 
for ever.’ 

“All gazed aghast on the delirious maiden, and many of her auditors gave more credence to her 
distempered speech than to the visible evidence before them.  As she turned to depart, she looked round, 
and suddenly sank upon the body, with tears streaming from her eyes, and sobbed out, ‘My brother!  Oh, my 
brother!’  She was carried out insensible, and again recovered; but relapsed into her ordinary delirium, in 
which she continued till the Hallow Eve after her brother’s burial.  She was found seated in the ancient burial-
ground, her back against a broken gravestone, her locks white with frost-rime, watching with intensity of look 
the road to the kirkyard; but the spirit which gave life to the fairest form of all the maids of Annandale was 
fled for ever.” 

Such is the singular story which the peasants know by the name of “Elphin Irving, the Fairies’ 
Cupbearer”; and the title, in its fullest and most supernatural sense, still obtains credence among the 
industrious and virtuous dames of the romantic vale of Corrie. 

 

3. The Ghost´s of Craig-Aulnaic  

Two celebrated ghosts existed, once on a time, in the wilds of Craig-Aulnaic, a romantic place in the district 
of Strathdown, Banffshire.  The one was a male and the other a female.  The male was called Fhuna Mhoir 
Ben Baynac, after one of the mountains of Glenavon, where at one time he resided; and the female was called 
Clashnichd Aulnaic, from her having had her abode in Craig-Aulnaic.  But although the great ghost of Ben 
Baynac was bound by the common ties of nature and of honour to protect and cherish his weaker companion, 
Clashnichd Aulnaic, yet he often treated her in the most cruel and unfeeling manner.  In the dead of night, 
when the surrounding hamlets were buried in deep repose, and when nothing else disturbed the solemn 
stillness of the midnight scene, oft would the shrill shrieks of poor Clashnichd burst upon the slumberer’s 
ears, and awake him to anything but pleasant reflections. 

But of all those who were incommoded by the noisy and unseemly quarrels of these two ghosts, 
James Owre or Gray, the tenant of the farm of Balbig of Delnabo, was the greatest sufferer.  From the 
proximity of his abode to their haunts, it was the misfortune of himself and family to be the nightly audience 
of Clashnichd’s cries and lamentations, which they considered anything but agreeable entertainment. 

One day as James Gray was on his rounds looking after his sheep, he happened to fall in with 
Clashnichd, the ghost of Aulnaic, with whom he entered into a long conversation.  In the course of it he took 
occasion to remonstrate with her on the very disagreeable disturbance she caused himself and family by her 
wild and unearthly cries—cries which, he said, few mortals could relish in the dreary hours of midnight.  Poor 
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Clashnichd, by way of apology for her conduct, gave James Gray a sad account of her usage, detailing at full 
length the series of cruelties committed upon her by Ben Baynac.  From this account, it appeared that her 
living with the latter was by no means a matter of choice with Clashnichd; on the contrary, it seemed that 
she had, for a long time, lived apart with much comfort, residing in a snug dwelling, as already mentioned, in 
the wilds of Craig-Aulnaic; but Ben Baynac having unfortunately taken into his head to pay her a visit, took a 
fancy, not to herself, but her dwelling, of which, in his own name and authority, he took immediate 
possession, and soon after he expelled poor Clashnichd, with many stripes, from her natural inheritance.  Not 
satisfied with invading and depriving her of her just rights, he was in the habit of following her into her private 
haunts, not with the view of offering her any endearments, but for the purpose of inflicting on her person 
every torment which his brain could invent. 

Such a moving relation could not fail to affect the generous heart of James Gray, who determined 
from that moment to risk life and limb in order to vindicate the rights and avenge the wrongs of poor 
Clashnichd, the ghost of Craig-Aulnaic.  He, therefore, took good care to interrogate his new protégée 
touching the nature of her oppressor’s constitution, whether he was of that killable species of ghost that 
could be shot with a silver sixpence, or if there was any other weapon that could possibly accomplish his 
annihilation.  Clashnichd informed him that she had occasion to know that Ben Baynac was wholly 
invulnerable to all the weapons of man, with the exception of a large mole on his left breast, which was no 
doubt penetrable by silver or steel; but that, from the specimens she had of his personal prowess and 
strength, it were vain for mere man to attempt to combat him.  Confiding, however, in his expertness as an 
archer—for he was allowed to be the best marksman of the age—James Gray told Clashnichd he did not fear 
him with all his might,—that he was a man; and desired her, moreover, next time the ghost chose to repeat 
his incivilities to her, to apply to him, James Gray, for redress. 

It was not long ere he had an opportunity of fulfilling his promises.  Ben Baynac having one night, in 
the want of better amusement, entertained himself by inflicting an inhuman castigation on Clashnichd, she 
lost no time in waiting on James Gray, with a full and particular account of it.  She found him smoking his 
cutty, for it was night when she came to him; but, notwithstanding the inconvenience of the hour, James 
needed no great persuasion to induce him to proceed directly along with Clashnichd to hold a communing 
with their friend, Ben Baynac, the great ghost.  Clashnichd was stout and sturdy, and understood the knack 
of travelling much better than our women do.  She expressed a wish that, for the sake of expedition, James 
Gray would suffer her to bear him along, a motion to which the latter agreed; and a few minutes brought 
them close to the scene of Ben Baynac’s residence.  As they approached his haunt, he came forth to meet 
them, with looks and gestures which did not at all indicate a cordial welcome.  It was a fine moonlight night, 
and they could easily observe his actions.  Poor Clashnichd was now sorely afraid of the great ghost.  
Apprehending instant destruction from his fury, she exclaimed to James Gray that they would be both dead 
people, and that immediately, unless James Gray hit with an arrow the mole which covered Ben Baynac’s 
heart.  This was not so difficult a task as James had hitherto apprehended it.  The mole was as large as a 
common bonnet, and yet nowise disproportioned to the natural size of the ghost’s body, for he certainly was 
a great and a mighty ghost.  Ben Baynac cried out to James Gray that he would soon make eagle’s meat of 
him; and certain it is, such was his intention, had not the shepherd so effectually stopped him from the 
execution of it.  Raising his bow to his eye when within a few yards of Ben Baynac, he took deliberate aim; 
the arrow flew—it hit—a yell from Ben Baynac announced the result.  A hideous howl re-echoed from the 
surrounding mountains, responsive to the groans of a thousand ghosts; and Ben Baynac, like the smoke of a 
shot, vanished into air. 

Clashnichd, the ghost of Aulnaic, now found herself emancipated from the most abject state of 
slavery, and restored to freedom and liberty, through the invincible courage of James Gray.  Overpowered 
with gratitude, she fell at his feet, and vowed to devote the whole of her time and talents towards his service 
and prosperity.  Meanwhile, being anxious to have her remaining goods and furniture removed to her former 
dwelling, whence she had been so iniquitously expelled by Ben Baynac, the great ghost, she requested of her 
new master the use of his horses to remove them.  James observing on the adjacent hill a flock of deer, and 
wishing to have a trial of his new servant’s sagacity or expertness, told her those were his horses—she was 
welcome to the use of them; desiring that when she had done with them, she would inclose them in his 
stable.  Clashnichd then proceeded to make use of the horses, and James Gray returned home to enjoy his 
night’s rest. 

Scarce had he reached his arm-chair, and reclined his cheek on his hand, to ruminate over the bold 
adventure of the night, when Clashnichd entered, with her “breath in her throat,” and venting the bitterest 
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complaints at the unruliness of his horses, which had broken one-half of her furniture, and caused her more 
trouble in the stabling of them than their services were worth. 

“Oh! they are stabled, then?” inquired James Gray.  Clashnichd replied in the affirmative.  “Very 
well,” rejoined James, “they shall be tame enough to-morrow.” 

From this specimen of Clashnichd, the ghost of Craig-Aulnaic’s expertness, it will be seen what a 
valuable acquisition her service proved to James Gray and his young family.  They were, however, speedily 
deprived of her assistance by a most unfortunate accident.  From the sequel of the story, from which the 
foregoing is an extract, it appears that poor Clashnichd was deeply addicted to propensities which at that 
time rendered her kin so obnoxious to their human neighbours.  She was constantly in the habit of visiting 
her friends much oftener than she was invited, and, in the course of such visits, was never very scrupulous in 
making free with any eatables which fell within the circle of her observation. 

One day, while engaged on a foraging expedition of this description, she happened to enter the Mill 
of Delnabo, which was inhabited in those days by the miller’s family.  She found his wife engaged in roasting 
a large gridiron of fine savoury fish, the agreeable smell proceeding from which perhaps occasioned her visit.  
With the usual inquiries after the health of the miller and his family, Clashnichd proceeded with the greatest 
familiarity and good-humour to make herself comfortable at their expense.  But the miller’s wife, enraged at 
the loss of her fish, and not relishing such unwelcome familiarity, punished the unfortunate Clashnichd rather 
too severely for her freedom.  It happened that there was at the time a large caldron of boiling water 
suspended over the fire, and this caldron the enraged wife overturned in Clashnichd’s bosom! 

Scalded beyond recovery, she fled up the wilds of Craig-Aulnaic, uttering the most melancholy 
lamentations, nor has she been ever heard of since. 

 

4. Michael Scott  

In the early part of Michael Scott’s life he was in the habit of emigrating annually to the Scottish 
metropolis, for the purpose of being employed in his capacity of mason.  One time as he and two companions 
were journeying to the place of their destination for a similar object, they had occasion to pass over a high 
hill, the name of which is not mentioned, but which is supposed to have been one of the Grampians, and 
being fatigued with climbing, they sat down to rest themselves.  They had no sooner done so than they were 
warned to take to their heels by the hissing of a large serpent, which they observed revolving itself towards 
them with great velocity.  Terrified at the sight, Michael’s two companions fled, while he, on the contrary, 
resolved to encounter the reptile.  The appalling monster approached Michael Scott with distended mouth 
and forked tongue; and, throwing itself into a coil at his feet, was raising its head to inflict a mortal sting, 
when Michael, with one stroke of his stick, severed its body into three pieces.  Having rejoined his affrighted 
comrades, they resumed their journey; and, on arriving at the next public-house, it being late, and the 
travellers being weary, they took up their quarters at it for the night.  In the course of the night’s conversation, 
reference was naturally made to Michael’s recent exploit with the serpent, when the landlady of the house, 
who was remarkable for her “arts,” happened to be present.  Her curiosity appeared much excited by the 
conversation; and, after making some inquiries regarding the colour of the serpent, which she was told was 
white, she offered any of them that would procure her the middle piece such a tempting reward, as induced 
one of the party instantly to go for it.  The distance was not very great; and on reaching the spot, he found 
the middle and tail piece in the place where Michael left them, but the head piece was gone. 

The landlady on receiving the piece, which still vibrated with life, seemed highly gratified at her 
acquisition; and, over and above the promised reward, regaled her lodgers very plentifully with the choicest 
dainties in her house.  Fired with curiosity to know the purpose for which the serpent was intended, the wily 
Michael Scott was immediately seized with a severe fit of indisposition, which caused him to prefer the 
request that he might be allowed to sleep beside the fire, the warmth of which, he affirmed, was in the 
highest degree beneficial to him. 

Never suspecting Michael Scott’s hypocrisy, and naturally supposing that a person so severely 
indisposed would feel very little curiosity about the contents of any cooking utensils which might lie around 
the fire, the landlady allowed his request.  As soon as the other inmates of the house were retired to bed, the 
landlady resorted to her darling occupation; and, in his feigned state of indisposition, Michael had a 
favourable opportunity of watching most scrupulously all her actions through the keyhole of a door leading 
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to the next apartment where she was.  He could see the rites and ceremonies with which the serpent was 
put into the oven, along with many mysterious ingredients.  After which the unsuspicious landlady placed the 
dish by the fireside, where lay the distressed traveller, to stove till the morning. 

Once or twice in the course of the night the “wife of the change-house,” under the pretence of 
inquiring for her sick lodger, and administering to him some renovating cordials, the beneficial effects of 
which he gratefully acknowledged, took occasion to dip her finger in her saucepan, upon which the cock, 
perched on his roost, crowed aloud.  All Michael’s sickness could not prevent him considering very 
inquisitively the landlady’s cantrips, and particularly the influence of the sauce upon the crowing of the cock.  
Nor could he dissipate some inward desires he felt to follow her example.  At the same time, he suspected 
that Satan had a hand in the pie, yet he thought he would like very much to be at the bottom of the concern; 
and thus his reason and his curiosity clashed against each other for the space of several hours.  At length 
passion, as is too often the case, became the conqueror.  Michael, too, dipped his finger in the sauce, and 
applied it to the tip of his tongue, and immediately the cock perched on the spardan announced the 
circumstance in a mournful clarion.  Instantly his mind received a new light to which he was formerly a 
stranger, and the astonished dupe of a landlady now found it her interest to admit her sagacious lodger into 
a knowledge of the remainder of her secrets. 

Endowed with the knowledge of “good and evil,” and all the “second sights” that can be acquired, 
Michael left his lodgings in the morning, with the philosopher’s stone in his pocket.  By daily perfecting his 
supernatural attainments, by new series of discoveries, he became more than a match for Satan himself.  
Having seduced some thousands of Satan’s best workmen into his employment, he trained them up so 
successfully to the architective business, and inspired them with such industrious habits, that he was more 
than sufficient for all the architectural work of the empire.  To establish this assertion, we need only refer to 
some remains of his workmanship still existing north of the Grampians, some of them, stupendous bridges 
built by him in one short night, with no other visible agents than two or three workmen. 

On one occasion work was getting scarce, as might have been naturally expected, and his workmen, 
as they were wont, flocked to his doors, perpetually exclaiming, “Work! work! work!”  Continually annoyed 
by their incessant entreaties, he called out to them in derision to go and make a dry road from Fortrose to 
Arderseir, over the Moray Firth.  Immediately their cry ceased, and as Scott supposed it wholly impossible for 
them to execute his order, he retired to rest, laughing most heartily at the chimerical sort of employment he 
had given to his industrious workmen.  Early in the morning, however, he got up and took a walk at the break 
of day down to the shore to divert himself at the fruitless labours of his zealous workmen.  But on reaching 
the spot, what was his astonishment to find the formidable piece of work allotted to them only a few hours 
before already nearly finished.  Seeing the great damage the commercial class of the community would 
sustain from the operation, he ordered the workmen to demolish the most part of their work; leaving, 
however, the point of Fortrose to show the traveller to this day the wonderful exploit of Michael Scott’s 
fairies. 

On being thus again thrown out of employment, their former clamour was resumed, nor could 
Michael Scott, with all his sagacity, devise a plan to keep them in innocent employment.  He at length 
discovered one.  “Go,” says he, “and manufacture me ropes that will carry me to the back of the moon, of 
these materials—miller’s-sudds and sea-sand.”  Michael Scott here obtained rest from his active operators; 
for, when other work failed them, he always despatched them to their rope manufactory.  But though these 
agents could never make proper ropes of those materials, their efforts to that effect are far from being 
contemptible, for some of their ropes are seen by the sea-side to this day. 

We shall close our notice of Michael Scott by reciting one anecdote of him in the latter part of his 
life. 

In consequence of a violent quarrel which Michael Scott once had with a person whom he conceived 
to have caused him some injury, he resolved, as the highest punishment he could inflict upon him, to send 
his adversary to that evil place designed only for Satan and his black companions.  He accordingly, by means 
of his supernatural machinations, sent the poor unfortunate man thither; and had he been sent by any other 
means than those of Michael Scott, he would no doubt have met with a warm reception.  Out of pure spite 
to Michael, however, when Satan learned who was his billet-master, he would no more receive him than he 
would receive the Wife of Beth; and instead of treating the unfortunate man with the harshness characteristic 
of him, he showed him considerable civilities.  Introducing him to his “Ben Taigh,” he directed her to show 
the stranger any curiosities he might wish to see, hinting very significantly that he had provided some 
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accommodation for their mutual friend, Michael Scott, the sight of which might afford him some gratification.  
The polite housekeeper accordingly conducted the stranger through the principal apartments in the house, 
where he saw fearful sights.  But the bed of Michael Scott!—his greatest enemy could not but feel satiated 
with revenge at the sight of it.  It was a place too horrid to be described, filled promiscuously with all the 
awful brutes imaginable.  Toads and lions, lizards and leeches, and, amongst the rest, not the least 
conspicuous, a large serpent gaping for Michael Scott, with its mouth wide open.  This last sight having 
satisfied the stranger’s curiosity, he was led to the outer gate, and came away.  He reached his friends, and, 
among other pieces of news touching his travels, he was not backward in relating the entertainment that 
awaited his friend Michael Scott, as soon as he would “stretch his foot” for the other world.  But Michael did 
not at all appear disconcerted at his friend’s intelligence.  He affirmed that he would disappoint all his enemies 
in their expectations—in proof of which he gave the following signs: “When I am just dead,” says he, “open 
my breast and extract my heart.  Carry it to some place where the public may see the result.  You will then 
transfix it upon a long pole, and if Satan will have my soul, he will come in the likeness of a black raven and 
carry it off; and if my soul will be saved it will be carried off by a white dove.” 

His friends faithfully obeyed his instructions.  Having exhibited his heart in the manner directed, a 
large black raven was observed to come from the east with great fleetness, while a white dove came from 
the west with equal velocity.  The raven made a furious dash at the heart, missing which, it was unable to 
curb its force, till it was considerably past it; and the dove, reaching the spot at the same time, carried off the 
heart amidst the rejoicing and ejaculations of the spectators. 

 

5. The Fisherman and the Merman  

Of mermen and merwomen many strange stories are told in the Shetland Isles.  Beneath the depths of 
the ocean, according to these stories, an atmosphere exists adapted to the respiratory organs of certain 
beings, resembling, in form, the human race, possessed of surpassing beauty, of limited supernatural powers, 
and liable to the incident of death.  They dwell in a wide territory of the globe, far below the region of fishes, 
over which the sea, like the cloudy canopy of our sky, loftily rolls, and they possess habitations constructed 
of the pearl and coral productions of the ocean.  Having lungs not adapted to a watery medium, but to the 
nature of atmospheric air, it would be impossible for them to pass through the volume of waters that 
intervenes between the submarine and supramarine world, if it were not for the extraordinary power they 
inherit of entering the skin of some animal capable of existing in the sea, which they are enabled to occupy 
by a sort of demoniacal possession.  One shape they put on, is that of an animal human above the waist, yet 
terminating below in the tail and fins of a fish, but the most favourite form is that of the larger seal or Haaf-
fish; for, in possessing an amphibious nature, they are enabled not only to exist in the ocean, but to land on 
some rock, where they frequently lighten themselves of their sea-dress, resume their proper shape, and with 
much curiosity examine the nature of the upper world belonging to the human race.  Unfortunately, however, 
each merman or merwoman possesses but one skin, enabling the individual to ascend the seas, and if, on 
visiting the abode of man, the garb be lost, the hapless being must unavoidably become an inhabitant of the 
earth. 

A story is told of a boat’s crew who landed for the purpose of attacking the seals lying in the hollows 
of the crags at one of the stacks.  The men stunned a number of the animals, and while they were in this state 
stripped them of their skins, with the fat attached to them.  Leaving the carcasses on the rock, the crew were 
about to set off for the shore of Papa Stour, when such a tremendous swell arose that every one flew quickly 
to the boat.  All succeeded in entering it except one man, who had imprudently lingered behind.  The crew 
were unwilling to leave a companion to perish on the skerries, but the surge increased so fast, that after many 
unsuccessful attempts to bring the boat close in to the stack the unfortunate wight was left to his fate.  A 
stormy night came on, and the deserted Shetlander saw no prospect before him but that of perishing from 
cold and hunger, or of being washed into the sea by the breakers which threatened to dash over the rocks.  
At length, he perceived many of the seals, who, in their flight had escaped the attack of the boatmen, 
approach the skerry, disrobe themselves of their amphibious hides, and resume the shape of the sons and 
daughters of the ocean.  Their first object was to assist in the recovery of their friends, who having been 
stunned by clubs, had, while in that state, been deprived of their skins.  When the flayed animals had regained 
their sensibility, they assumed their proper form of mermen or merwomen, and began to lament in a 
mournful lay, wildly accompanied by the storm that was raging around, the loss of their sea-dress, which 
would prevent them from again enjoying their native azure atmosphere, and coral mansions that lay below 
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the deep waters of the Atlantic.  But their chief lamentation was for Ollavitinus, the son of Gioga, who, having 
been stripped of his seal’s skin, would be for ever parted from his mates, and condemned to become an 
outcast inhabitant of the upper world.  Their song was at length broken off, by observing one of their enemies 
viewing, with shivering limbs and looks of comfortless despair, the wild waves that dashed over the stack.  
Gioga immediately conceived the idea of rendering subservient to the advantage of the son the perilous 
situation of the man.  She addressed him with mildness, proposing to carry him safe on her back across the 
sea to Papa Stour, on condition of receiving the seal-skin of Ollavitinus.  A bargain was struck, and Gioga clad 
herself in her amphibious garb; but the Shetlander, alarmed at the sight of the stormy main that he was to 
ride through, prudently begged leave of the matron, for his better preservation, that he might be allowed to 
cut a few holes in her shoulders and flanks, in order to procure, between the skin and the flesh, a better 
fastening for his hands and feet.  The request being complied with, the man grasped the neck of the seal, and 
committing himself to her care, she landed him safely at Acres Gio in Papa Stour; from which place he 
immediately repaired to a skeo at Hamna Voe, where the skin was deposited, and honourably fulfilled his 
part of the contract, by affording Gioga the means whereby her son could again revisit the ethereal space 
over which the sea spread its green mantle. 

 

6. Thomas the Rhymer  

Thomas, of Ercildoun, in Lauderdale, called the Rhymer, on account of his producing a poetical romance 
on the subject of Tristrem and Yseult, which is curious as the earliest specimen of English verse known to 
exist, flourished in the reign of Alexander III. of Scotland.  Like other men of talent of the period, Thomas was 
suspected of magic.  He was also said to have the gift of prophecy, which was accounted for in the following 
peculiar manner, referring entirely to the Elfin superstition. 

As Thomas lay on Huntly Bank (a place on the descent of the Eildon Hills, which raise their triple crest 
above the celebrated monastery of Melrose), he saw a lady so extremely beautiful that he imagined she must 
be the Virgin Mary herself.  Her appointments, however, were those rather of an amazon, or goddess of the 
woods.  Her steed was of the highest beauty, and at its mane hung thirty silver bells and nine, which were 
music to the wind as she paced along.  Her saddle was of “royal bone” (ivory), laid over with “orfeverie” 
(goldsmith’s work).  Her stirrups, her dress, all corresponded with her extreme beauty and the magnificence 
of her array.  The fair huntress had her bow in hand, and her arrows at her belt.  She led three greyhounds in 
a leash, and three raches, or hounds of scent, followed her closely. 

She rejected and disclaimed the homage which Thomas desired to pay her; so that, passing from one 
extremity to the other, Thomas became as bold as he had at first been humble.  The lady warned him he must 
become her slave if he wished to prosecute his suit.  Before their interview terminated, the appearance of 
the beautiful lady was changed into that of the most hideous hag in existence.  A witch from the spital or 
almshouse would have been a goddess in comparison to the late beautiful huntress.  Hideous as she was, 
Thomas felt that he had placed himself in the power of this hag, and when she bade him take leave of the 
sun, and of the leaf that grew on the tree, he felt himself under the necessity of obeying her.  A cavern 
received them, in which, following his frightful guide, he for three days travelled in darkness, sometimes 
hearing the booming of a distant ocean, sometimes walking through rivers of blood, which crossed their 
subterranean path.  At length they emerged into daylight, in a most beautiful orchard.  Thomas, almost 
fainting for want of food, stretched out his hand towards the goodly fruit which hung around him, but was 
forbidden by his conductress, who informed him that these were the fatal apples which were the cause of 
the fall of man.  He perceived also that his guide had no sooner entered this mysterious ground and breathed 
its magic air than she was revived in beauty, equipage, and splendour, as fair or fairer than he had first seen 
her on the mountain.  She then proceeded to explain to him the character of the country. 

“Yonder right-hand path,” she says, “conveys the spirits of the blest to paradise.  Yon downward and well-
worn way leads sinful souls to the place of everlasting punishment.  The third road, by yonder dark brake, 
conducts to the milder place of pain, from which prayer and mass may release offenders.  But see you yet a 
fourth road, sweeping along the plain to yonder splendid castle?  Yonder is the road to Elfland, to which we 
are now bound.  The lord of the castle is king of the country, and I am his queen; and when we enter yonder 
castle, you must observe strict silence, and answer no question that is asked you, and I will account for your 
silence by saying I took your speech when I brought you from middle earth.” 
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Having thus instructed him, they journeyed on to the castle, and, entering by the kitchen, found 
themselves in the midst of such a festive scene as might become the mansion of a great feudal lord or prince. 

Thirty carcasses of deer were lying on the massive kitchen board, under the hands of numerous cooks, 
who toiled to cut them up and dress them, while the gigantic greyhounds which had taken the spoil lay lapping 
the blood, and enjoying the sight of the slain game.  They came next to the royal hall, where the king received 
his loving consort; knights and ladies, dancing by threes, occupied the floor of the hall; and Thomas, the 
fatigue of his journey from the Eildon Hills forgotten, went forward and joined in the revelry.  After a period, 
however, which seemed to him a very short one, the queen spoke with him apart, and bade him prepare to 
return to his own country. 

“Now,” said the queen, “how long think you that you have been here?” 

“Certes, fair lady,” answered Thomas, “not above these seven days.” 

“You are deceived,” answered the queen; “you have been seven years in this castle, and it is full time you 
were gone.  Know, Thomas, that the archfiend will come to this castle to-morrow to demand his tribute, and 
so handsome a man as you will attract his eye.  For all the world would I not suffer you to be betrayed to such 
a fate; therefore up, and let us be going.” 

This terrible news reconciled Thomas to his departure from Elfinland; and the queen was not long in 
placing him upon Huntly Bank, where the birds were singing.  She took leave of him, and to ensure his 
reputation bestowed on him the tongue which could not lie.  Thomas in vain objected to this inconvenient 
and involuntary adhesion to veracity, which would make him, as he thought, unfit for church or for market, 
for king’s court or for lady’s bower.  But all his remonstrances were disregarded by the lady; and Thomas the 
Rhymer, whenever the discourse turned on the future, gained the credit of a prophet whether he would or 
not, for he could say nothing but what was sure to come to pass. 

Thomas remained several years in his own tower near Ercildoun, and enjoyed the fame of his predictions, 
several of which are current among the country people to this day.  At length, as the prophet was entertaining 
the Earl of March in his dwelling, a cry of astonishment arose in the village, on the appearance of a hart and 
hind, which left the forest, and, contrary to their shy nature, came quietly onward, traversing the village 
towards the dwelling of Thomas.  The prophet instantly rose from the board, and acknowledging the prodigy 
as the summons of his fate, he accompanied the hart and hind into the forest, and though occasionally seen 
by individuals to whom he has chosen to show himself, he has never again mixed familiarly with mankind. 

 

7. Fairy Friends 

It is a good thing to befriend the fairies, as the following stories show:— 

There have been from time immemorial at Hawick, during the two or three last weeks of the year, 
markets once a week, for the disposal of sheep for slaughter, at which the greater number of people, both in 
the middle and poorer classes of life, have been accustomed to provide themselves with their marts.  A poor 
man from Jedburgh who was on his way to Hawick for the purpose of attending one of these markets, as he 
was passing over that side of Rubislaw which is nearest the Teviot, was suddenly alarmed by a frightful and 
unaccountable noise.  The sound, as he supposed, proceeded from an immense number of female voices, but 
no objects whence it could come were visible.  Amidst howling and wailing were mixed shouts of mirth and 
jollity, but he could gather nothing articulate except the following words— 

“O there’s a bairn born, but there’s naething to pit on ’t.” 

The occasion of this elfish concert, it seemed, was the birth of a fairy child, at which the fairies, with the 
exception of two or three who were discomposed at having nothing to cover the little innocent with, were 
enjoying themselves with that joviality usually characteristic of such an event.  The astonished rustic finding 
himself amongst a host of invisible beings, in a wild moorland place, and far from any human assistance, 
should assistance be required, full of the greatest consternation, immediately on hearing this expression 
again and again vociferated, stripped off his plaid, and threw it on the ground.  It was instantly snatched up 
by an invisible hand, and the wailings immediately ceased, but the shouts of mirth were continued with 
increased vigour.  Being of opinion that what he had done had satisfied his invisible friends, he lost no time 
in making off, and proceeded on his road to Hawick, musing on his singular adventure.  He purchased a sheep, 
which turned out a remarkably good bargain, and returned to Jedburgh.  He had no cause to regret his 



 APPENDIX 3 

LIII 

generosity in bestowing his plaid on the fairies, for every day afterwards his wealth multiplied, and he 
continued till the day of his death a rich and prosperous man. 

* * * * * 

About the beginning of harvest, there having been a want of meal for shearers’ bread in the 
farmhouse of Bedrule, a small quantity of barley (being all that was yet ripe) was cut down, and converted 
into meal.  Mrs. Buckham, the farmer’s wife, rose early in the morning to bake the bread, and, while she was 
engaged in baking, a little woman in green costume came in, and, with much politeness, asked for a loan of 
a capful of meal.  Mrs. Buckham thought it prudent to comply with her request.  In a short time afterwards 
the woman in green returned with an equal quantity of meal, which Mrs. Buckham put into the meal-ark.  
This meal had such a lasting quality, that from it alone the gudewife of Bedrule baked as much bread as served 
her own family and the reapers throughout the harvest, and when harvest was over it was not exhausted. 

 

8. The Seal Catcher´s Adventure  

There was once upon a time a man who lived upon the northern coasts, not far from “Taigh Jan Crot 
Callow” (John-o’-Groat’s House), and he gained his livelihood by catching and killing fish, of all sizes and 
denominations.  He had a particular liking for the killing of those wonderful beasts, half dog half fish, called 
“Roane,” or seals, no doubt because he got a long price for their skins, which are not less curious than they 
are valuable.  The truth is, that the most of these animals are neither dogs nor cods, but downright fairies, as 
this narration will show; and, indeed, it is easy for any man to convince himself of the fact by a simple 
examination of his tobacco-spluichdan, for the dead skins of those beings are never the same for four-and-
twenty hours together.  Sometimes the spluichdan will erect its bristles almost perpendicularly, while, at 
other times, it reclines them even down; one time it resembles a bristly sow, at another time a sleekit cat; 
and what dead skin, except itself, could perform such cantrips?  Now, it happened one day, as this notable 
fisher had returned from the prosecution of his calling, that he was called upon by a man who seemed a great 
stranger, and who said he had been despatched for him by a person who wished to contract for a quantity of 
seal-skins, and that the fisher must accompany him (the stranger) immediately to see the person who wished 
to contract for the skins, as it was necessary that he should be served that evening.  Happy in the prospect of 
making a good bargain, and never suspecting any duplicity, he instantly complied.  They both mounted a 
steed belonging to the stranger, and took the road with such velocity that, although the direction of the wind 
was towards their backs, yet the fleetness of their movement made it appear as if it had been in their faces.  
On reaching a stupendous precipice which overhung the sea, his guide told him they had now reached their 
destination. 

“Where is the person you spoke of!” inquired the astonished seal-killer. 

“You shall see that presently,” replied the guide.  With that they immediately alighted, and, without 
allowing the seal-killer much time to indulge the frightful suspicions that began to pervade his mind, the 
stranger seized him with irresistible force, and plunged headlong with him into the sea.  After sinking down, 
down, nobody knows how far, they at length reached a door, which, being open, led them into a range of 
apartments, filled with inhabitants—not people, but seals, who could nevertheless speak and feel like human 
folk; and how much was the seal-killer surprised to find that he himself had been unconsciously transformed 
into the like image.  If it were not so, he would probably have died from the want of breath.  The nature of 
the poor fisher’s thoughts may be more easily conceived than described.  Looking at the nature of the 
quarters into which he had landed, all hopes of escape from them appeared wholly chimerical, whilst the 
degree of comfort, and length of life which the barren scene promised him were far from being flattering.  
The “Roane,” who all seemed in very low spirits, appeared to feel for him, and endeavoured to soothe the 
distress which he evinced by the amplest assurances of personal safety.  Involved in sad meditation on his 
evil fate, he was quickly roused from his stupor by his guide’s producing a huge gully or joctaleg, the object 
of which he supposed was to put an end to all his earthly cares.  Forlorn as was his situation, however, he did 
not wish to be killed; and, apprehending instant destruction, he fell down, and earnestly implored for mercy.  
The poor generous animals did not mean him any harm, however much his former conduct deserved it, and 
he was accordingly desired to pacify himself, and cease his cries. 

“Did you ever see that knife before?” said the stranger to the fisher. 
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The latter instantly recognised his own knife, which he had that day stuck into a seal, and with which it 
had escaped, and acknowledged it was formerly his own, for what would be the use of denying it? 

“Well,” rejoined the guide, “the apparent seal which made away with it is my father, who has lain 
dangerously ill ever since, and no means can stay his fleeting breath without your aid.  I have been obliged to 
resort to the artifice I have practised to bring you hither, and I trust that my filial duty to my father will readily 
excuse me.” 

Having said this, he led into another apartment the trembling seal-killer, who expected every minute to 
be punished for his own ill-treatment of the father.  There he found the identical seal with which he had had 
the encounter in the morning, suffering most grievously from a tremendous cut in its hind-quarter.  The seal-
killer was then desired, with his hand, to cicatrise the wound, upon doing which it immediately healed, and 
the seal arose from its bed in perfect health.  Upon this the scene changed from mourning to rejoicing—all 
was mirth and glee.  Very different, however, were the feelings of the unfortunate seal-catcher, who expected 
no doubt to be metamorphosed into a seal for the remainder of his life.  However, his late guide accosting 
him, said— 

“Now, sir, you are at liberty to return to your wife and family, to whom I am about to conduct you; but it 
is on this express condition, to which you must bind yourself by a solemn oath, viz. that you will never maim 
or kill a seal in all your lifetime hereafter.” 

To this condition, hard as it was, he joyfully acceded; and the oath being administered in all due form, he 
bade his new acquaintance most heartily and sincerely a long farewell.  Taking hold of his guide, they issued 
from the place and swam up, till they regained the surface of the sea, and, landing at the said stupendous 
pinnacle, they found their former steed ready for a second canter.  The guide breathed upon the fisher, and 
they became like men.  They mounted their horse, and fleet as had been their course towards the precipice, 
their return from it was doubly swift; and the honest seal-killer was laid down at his own door-cheek, where 
his guide made him such a present as would have almost reconciled him to another similar expedition, such 
as rendered his loss of profession, in so far as regarded the seals, a far less intolerable hardship than he had 
at first considered it. 
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APPENDIX 4 

English Fairy Tales  

1. Tom Tit Tot 

Once upon a time there was a woman, and she baked five pies. And when they came out of the oven, they 
were that overbaked the crusts were too hard to eat. So she says to her daughter: 

"Darter," says she, "put you them there pies on the shelf, and leave 'em there a little, and they'll come 
again."—She meant, you know, the crust would get soft. 

But the girl, she says to herself: "Well, if they'll come again, I'll eat 'em now." And she set to work and ate 
'em all, first and last. 

Well, come supper-time the woman said: "Go you, and get one o' them there pies. I dare say they've come 
again now." 

The girl went and she looked, and there was nothing but the dishes. So back she came and says she: "Noo, 
they ain't come again." 

"Not one of 'em?" says the mother. 

"Not one of 'em," says she. 

"Well, come again, or not come again," said the woman "I'll have one for supper." 

"But you can't, if they ain't come," said the girl. 

"But I can," says she. "Go you, and bring the best of 'em." 

"Best or worst," says the girl, "I've ate 'em all, and you can't have one till that's come again." 

Well, the woman she was done, and she took her spinning to the door to spin, and as she span she sang: 

   "My darter ha' ate five, five pies to-day. 

My darter ha' ate five, five pies to-day." 

The king was coming down the street, and he heard her sing, but what she sang he couldn't hear, so 
he stopped and said: 

"What was that you were singing, my good woman?" 

The woman was ashamed to let him hear what her daughter had been doing, so she sang, instead of 
that: 

  "My darter ha' spun five, five skeins to-day. 

    My darter ha' spun five, five skeins to-day." 

"Stars o' mine!" said the king, "I never heard tell of any one that could do that." 

Then he said: "Look you here, I want a wife, and I'll marry your daughter. But look you here," says 
he, "eleven months out of the year she shall have all she likes to eat, and all the gowns she likes to get, and 
all the company she likes to keep; but the last month of the year she'll have to spin five skeins every day, and 
if she don't I shall kill her." 

"All right," says the woman; for she thought what a grand marriage that was. And as for the five 
skeins, when the time came, there'd be plenty of ways of getting out of it, and likeliest, he'd have forgotten 
all about it. 

Well, so they were married. And for eleven months the girl had all she liked to eat, and all the gowns 
she liked to get, and all the company she liked to keep. 

But when the time was getting over, she began to think about the skeins and to wonder if he had 
'em in mind. But not one word did he say about 'em, and she thought he'd wholly forgotten 'em. 

However, the last day of the last month he takes her to a room she'd never set eyes on before. There 
was nothing in it but a spinning-wheel and a stool. And says he: "Now, my dear, here you'll be shut in to- 
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morrow with some victuals and some flax, and if you haven't spun five skeins by the night, your head'll go 
off." 

And away he went about his business. 

Well, she was that frightened, she'd always been such a gatless girl, that she didn't so much as know 
how to spin, and what was she to do to-morrow with no one to come nigh her to help her? She sat down on 
a stool in the kitchen, and law! how she did cry! 

However, all of a sudden she heard a sort of a knocking low down on the door. She upped and oped 
it, and what should she see but a small little black thing with a long tail. That looked up at her right curious, 
and that said: 

"What are you a-crying for?" 

"What's that to you?" says she. 

"Never you mind," that said, "but tell me what you're a-crying for." 

"That won't do me no good if I do," says she. 

"You don't know that," that said, and twirled that's tail round. 

"Well," says she, "that won't do no harm, if that don't do no good," and she upped and told about 
the pies, and the skeins, and everything. 

"This is what I'll do," says the little black thing, "I'll come to your window every morning and take the 
flax and bring it spun at night." 

"What's your pay?" says she. 

That looked out of the corner of that's eyes, and that said: "I'll give you three guesses every night to 
guess my name, and if you haven't guessed it before the month's up you shall be mine." 

Well, she thought she'd be sure to guess that's name before the month was up. "All right," says she, 
"I agree." 

"All right," that says, and law! how that twirled that's tail. 

Well, the next day, her husband took her into the room, and there was the flax and the day's food. 

"Now there's the flax," says he, "and if that ain't spun up this night, off goes your head." And then 
he went out and locked the door. 

He'd hardly gone, when there was a knocking against the window. 

She upped and she oped it, and there sure enough was the little old thing sitting on the ledge. 

"Where's the flax?" says he. 

"Here it be," says she. And she gave it to him. 

Well, come the evening a knocking came again to the window. She upped and she oped it, and there 
was the little old thing with five skeins of flax on his arm. 

"Here it be," says he, and he gave it to her. 

"Now, what's my name?" says he. 

"What, is that Bill?" says she. 

"Noo, that ain't," says he, and he twirled his tail. 

"Is that Ned?" says she. 

"Noo, that ain't," says he, and he twirled his tail. 

"Well, is that Mark?" says she. 

"Noo, that ain't," says he, and he twirled his tail harder, and away he flew. 
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Well, when her husband came in, there were the five skeins ready for him. "I see I shan't have to kill 
you to-night, my dear," says he; "you'll have your food and your flax in the morning," says he, and away he 
goes. 

Well, every day the flax and the food were brought, and every day that there little black impet used 
to come mornings and evenings. And all the day the girl sat trying to think of names to say to it when it came 
at night. But she never hit on the right one. And as it got towards the end of the month, the impet began to 
look so maliceful, and that twirled that's tail faster and faster each time she gave a guess. 

At last it came to the last day but one. The impet came at night along with the five skeins, and that 
said, 

"What, ain't you got my name yet?" 

"Is that Nicodemus?" says she. 

"Noo, t'ain't," that says. 

"Is that Sammle?" says she. 

"Noo, t'ain't," that says. 

"A-well, is that Methusalem?" says she. 

"Noo, t'ain't that neither," that says. 

Then that looks at her with that's eyes like a coal o' fire, and that says: "Woman, there's only to-
morrow night, and then you'll be mine!" And away it flew. 

Well, she felt that horrid. However, she heard the king coming along the passage. In he came, and 
when he sees the five skeins, he says, says he, 

"Well, my dear," says he, "I don't see but what you'll have your skeins ready to-morrow night as well, 
and as I reckon I shan't have to kill you, I'll have supper in here to-night." So they brought supper, and another 
stool for him, and down the two sat. 

Well, he hadn't eaten but a mouthful or so, when he stops and begins to laugh. 

"What is it?" says she. 

"A-why," says he, "I was out a-hunting to-day, and I got away to a place in the wood I'd never seen 
before And there was an old chalk- pit. And I heard a kind of a sort of a humming. So I got off my hobby, and 
I went right quiet to the pit, and I looked down. Well, what should there be but the funniest little black thing 
you ever set eyes on. And what was that doing, but that had a little spinning-wheel, and that was spinning 
wonderful fast, and twirling that's tail. And as that span that sang: 

 "Nimmy nimmy not 

  My name's Tom Tit Tot." 

Well, when the girl heard this, she felt as if she could have jumped out of her skin for joy, but she 
didn't say a word. 

Next day that there little thing looked so maliceful when he came for the flax. And when night came, 
she heard that knocking against the window panes. She oped the window, and that come right in on the 
ledge. That was grinning from ear to ear, and Oo! that's tail was twirling round so fast. 

"What's my name?" that says, as that gave her the skeins. 

"Is that Solomon?" she says, pretending to be afeard. 

"Noo, t'ain't," that says, and that came further into the room. 

"Well, is that Zebedee?" says she again. 

"Noo, t'ain't," says the impet. And then that laughed and twirled that's tail till you couldn't hardly 
see it. 

"Take time, woman," that says; "next guess, and you're mine." And that stretched out that's black 
hands at her. 
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Well, she backed a step or two, and she looked at it, and then she laughed out, and says she, pointing her 
finger at it: 

"NIMMY NIMMY NOT, YOUR NAME'S TOM TIT TOT!" 

Well, when that heard her, that gave an awful shriek and away that flew into the dark, and she never 
saw it any more. 

 

2. The three sillies  

Once upon a time there was a farmer and his wife who had one daughter, and she was courted by a 
gentleman. Every evening he used to come and see her, and stop to supper at the farmhouse, and the 
daughter used to be sent down into the cellar to draw the beer for supper. So one evening she had gone 
down to draw the beer, and she happened to look up at the ceiling while she was drawing, and she saw a 
mallet stuck in one of the beams. It must have been there a long, long time, but somehow or other she had 
never noticed it before, and she began a- thinking. And she thought it was very dangerous to have that mallet 
there, for she said to herself: "Suppose him and me was to be married, and we was to have a son, and he was 
to grow up to be a man, and come down into the cellar to draw the beer, like as I'm doing now, and the mallet 
was to fall on his head and kill him, what a dreadful thing it would be!" And she put down the candle and the 
jug, and sat herself down and began a-crying. 

Well, they began to wonder upstairs how it was that she was so long drawing the beer, and her mother 
went down to see after her, and she found her sitting on the settle crying, and the beer running over the 
floor. "Why, whatever is the matter?" said her mother. "Oh, mother!" says she, "look at that horrid mallet! 
Suppose we was to be married, and was to have a son, and he was to grow up, and was to come down to the 
cellar to draw the beer, and the mallet was to fall on his head and kill him, what a dreadful thing it would be!" 
"Dear, dear! what a dreadful thing it would be!" said the mother, and she sat her down aside of the daughter 
and started a-crying too. Then after a bit the father began to wonder that they didn't come back, and he went 
down into the cellar to look after them himself, and there they two sat a- crying, and the beer running all 
over the floor. "Whatever is the matter?" says he. "Why," says the mother, "look at that horrid mallet. Just 
suppose, if our daughter and her sweetheart was to be married, and was to have a son, and he was to grow 
up, and was to come down into the cellar to draw the beer, and the mallet was to fall on his head and kill 
him, what a dreadful thing it would be!" "Dear, dear, dear! so it would!" said the father, and he sat himself 
down aside of the other two, and started a-crying. 

Now the gentleman got tired of stopping up in the kitchen by himself, and at last he went down into the 
cellar too, to see what they were after; and there they three sat a-crying side by side, and the beer running 
all over the floor. And he ran straight and turned the tap. Then he said: "Whatever are you three doing, sitting 
there crying, and letting the beer run all over the floor?" 

"Oh!" says the father, "look at that horrid mallet! Suppose you and our daughter was to be married, and 
was to have a son, and he was to grow up, and was to come down into the cellar to draw the beer, and the 
mallet was to fall on his head and kill him!" And then they all started a-crying worse than before. But the 
gentleman burst out a- laughing, and reached up and pulled out the mallet, and then he said: "I've travelled 
many miles, and I never met three such big sillies as you three before; and now I shall start out on my travels 
again, and when I can find three bigger sillies than you three, then I'll come back and marry your daughter." 
So he wished them good-bye, and started off on his travels, and left them all crying because the girl had lost 
her sweetheart. 

Well, he set out, and he travelled a long way, and at last he came to a woman's cottage that had some 
grass growing on the roof. And the woman was trying to get her cow to go up a ladder to the grass, and the 
poor thing durst not go. So the gentleman asked the woman what she was doing. "Why, lookye," she said, 
"look at all that beautiful grass. I'm going to get the cow on to the roof to eat it. She'll be quite safe, for I shall 
tie a string round her neck, and pass it down the chimney, and tie it to my wrist as I go about the house, so 
she can't fall off without my knowing it." "Oh, you poor silly!" said the gentleman, "you should cut the grass 
and throw it down to the cow!" But the woman thought it was easier to get the cow up the ladder than to 
get the grass down, so she pushed her and coaxed her and got her up, and tied a string round her neck, and 
passed it down the chimney, and fastened it to her own wrist. And the gentleman went on his way, but he 
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hadn't gone far when the cow tumbled off the roof, and hung by the string tied round her neck, and it 
strangled her. And the weight of the cow tied to her wrist pulled the woman up the chimney, and she stuck 
fast half-way and was smothered in the soot. 

Well, that was one big silly. 

And the gentleman went on and on, and he went to an inn to stop the night, and they were so full at the 
inn that they had to put him in a double-bedded room, and another traveller was to sleep in the other bed. 
The other man was a very pleasant fellow, and they got very friendly together; but in the morning, when they 
were both getting up, the gentleman was surprised to see the other hang his trousers on the knobs of the 
chest of drawers and run across the room and try to jump into them, and he tried over and over again, and 
couldn't manage it; and the gentleman wondered whatever he was doing it for. At last he stopped and wiped 
his face with his handkerchief. "Oh dear," he says, "I do think trousers are the most awkwardest kind of 
clothes that ever were. I can't think who could have invented such things. It takes me the best part of an hour 
to get into mine every morning, and I get so hot! How do you manage yours?" So the gentleman burst out a-
laughing, and showed him how to put them on; and he was very much obliged to him, and said he never 
should have thought of doing it that way. 

So that was another big silly. 

Then the gentleman went on his travels again; and he came to a village, and outside the village there was 
a pond, and round the pond was a crowd of people. And they had got rakes, and brooms, and pitchforks, 
reaching into the pond; and the gentleman asked what was the matter. "Why," they say, "matter enough! 
Moon's tumbled into the pond, and we can't rake her out anyhow!" So the gentleman burst out a- laughing, 
and told them to look up into the sky, and that it was only the shadow in the water. But they wouldn't listen 
to him, and abused him shamefully, and he got away as quick as he could. 

So there was a whole lot of sillies bigger than them three sillies at home. So the gentleman turned back 
home again and married the farmer's daughter, and if they didn't live happy for ever after, that's nothing to 
do with you or me. 

 

3. The Rose-tree 

There was once upon a time a good man who had two children: a girl by a first wife, and a boy by the 
second. The girl was as white as milk, and her lips were like cherries. Her hair was like golden silk, and it hung 
to the ground. Her brother loved her dearly, but her wicked stepmother hated her. "Child," said the 
stepmother one day, "go to the grocer's shop and buy me a pound of candles." She gave her the money; and 
the little girl went, bought the candles, and started on her return. There was a stile to cross. She put down 
the candles whilst she got over the stile. Up came a dog and ran off with the candles. 

She went back to the grocer's, and she got a second bunch. She came to the stile, set down the candles, 
and proceeded to climb over. Up came the dog and ran off with the candles. 

She went again to the grocer's, and she got a third bunch; and just the same happened. Then she came to 
her stepmother crying, for she had spent all the money and had lost three bunches of candles. 

The stepmother was angry, but she pretended not to mind the loss. She said to the child: "Come, lay your 
head on my lap that I may comb your hair." So the little one laid her head in the woman's lap, who proceeded 
to comb the yellow silken hair. And when she combed the hair fell over her knees, and rolled right down to 
the ground. 

Then the stepmother hated her more for the beauty of her hair; so she said to her, "I cannot part your 
hair on my knee, fetch a billet of wood." So she fetched it. Then said the stepmother, "I cannot part your hair 
with a comb, fetch me an axe." So she fetched it. 

"Now," said the wicked woman, "lay your head down on the billet whilst 

I part your hair." 

Well! she laid down her little golden head without fear; and whist! down came the axe, and it was off. So 
the mother wiped the axe and laughed. 
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Then she took the heart and liver of the little girl, and she stewed them and brought them into the house 
for supper. The husband tasted them and shook his head. He said they tasted very strangely. She gave some 
to the little boy, but he would not eat. She tried to force him, but he refused, and ran out into the garden, 
and took up his little sister, and put her in a box, and buried the box under a rose-tree; and every day he went 
to the tree and wept, till his tears ran down on the box. 

One day the rose-tree flowered. It was spring, and there among the flowers was a white bird; and it sang, 
and sang, and sang like an angel out of heaven. Away it flew, and it went to a cobbler's shop, and perched 
itself on a tree hard by; and thus it sang, 

    "My wicked mother slew me, 

  My dear father ate me, 

  My little brother whom I love 

  Sits below, and I sing above 

     Stick, stock, stone dead." 

"Sing again that beautiful song," asked the shoemaker. "If you will first give me those little red shoes 
you are making." The cobbler gave the shoes, and the bird sang the song; then flew to a tree in front of a 
watchmaker's, and sang: 

  "My wicked mother slew me, 

  My dear father ate me, 

  My little brother whom I love 

  Sits below, and I sing above 

    Stick, stock, stone dead." 

"Oh, the beautiful song! sing it again, sweet bird," asked the watchmaker. "If you will give me first 
that gold watch and chain in your hand." The jeweller gave the watch and chain. The bird took it in one foot, 
the shoes in the other, and, after having repeated the song, flew away to where three millers were picking a 
millstone. The bird perched on a tree and sang: 

  "My wicked mother slew me, 

  My dear father ate me, 

  My little brother whom I love 

  Sits below, and I sing above 

    Stick!" 

 Then one of the men put down his tool and looked up from his work, 

"Stock!" 

Then the second miller's man laid aside his tool and looked up, 

 "Stone!" 

 Then the third miller's man laid down his tool and looked up, 

 "Dead!" 

 Then all three cried out with one voice: "Oh, what a beautiful song! Sing it, sweet bird, again." "If 
you will put the millstone round my neck," said the bird. The men did what the bird wanted and away to the 
tree it flew with the millstone round its neck, the red shoes in one foot, and the gold watch and chain in the 
other. It sang the song and then flew home. It rattled the millstone against the eaves of the house, and the 
stepmother said: "It thunders." Then the little boy ran out to see the thunder, and down dropped the red 
shoes at his feet. It rattled the millstone against the eaves of the house once more, and the stepmother said 
again: "It thunders." Then the father ran out and down fell the chain about his neck. 
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In ran father and son, laughing and saying, "See, what fine things the thunder has brought us!" Then the bird 
rattled the millstone against the eaves of the house a third time; and the stepmother said: "It thunders again, 
perhaps the thunder has brought something for me," and she ran out; but the moment she stepped outside 
the door, down fell the millstone on her head; and so she died. 

 

4. The old woman and the pig 

An old woman was sweeping her house, and she found a little crooked sixpence. "What," said she, "shall I do 
with this little sixpence? I will go to market, and buy a little pig." 

As she was coming home, she came to a stile: but the piggy wouldn't go over the stile. 

She went a little further, and she met a dog. So she said to the dog: "Dog! bite pig; piggy won't go over the 
stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But the dog wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met a stick. So she said: "Stick! stick! beat dog! dog won't bite pig; piggy 
won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But the stick wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met a fire. So she said: "Fire! fire! burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't 
bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But the fire wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met some water. So she said: "Water, water! quench fire; fire won't burn 
stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." 
But the water wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met an ox. So she said: "Ox! ox! drink water; water won't quench fire; fire 
won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get 
home to-night." But the ox wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met a butcher. So she said: "Butcher! butcher! kill ox; ox won't drink water; 
water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over 
the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But the butcher wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met a rope. So she said: "Rope! rope! hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; 
ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite 
pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But the rope wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met a rat. So she said: "Rat! rat! gnaw rope; rope won't hang butcher; 
butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; stick won't beat 
dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But the rat wouldn't. 

She went a little further, and she met a cat. So she said: "Cat! cat! kill rat; rat won't gnaw rope; rope won't 
hang butcher; butcher won't kill ox; ox won't drink water; water won't quench fire; fire won't burn stick; 
stick won't beat dog; dog won't bite pig; piggy won't get over the stile; and I shan't get home to-night." But 
the cat said to her, "If you will go to yonder cow, and fetch me a saucer of milk, I will kill the rat." So away 
went the old woman to the cow. 

But the cow said to her: "If you will go to yonder hay-stack, and fetch me a handful of hay, I'll give you the 
milk." So away went the old woman to the haystack and she brought the hay to the cow. 

As soon as the cow had eaten the hay, she gave the old woman the milk; and away she went with it in a 
saucer to the cat. 

As soon as the cat had lapped up the milk, the cat began to kill the rat; the rat began to gnaw the rope; the 
rope began to hang the butcher; the butcher began to kill the ox; the ox began to drink the water; the water 
began to quench the fire; the fire began to burn the stick; the stick began to beat the dog; the dog began 
to bite the pig; the little pig in a fright jumped over the stile, and so the old woman got home that night. 
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5. How Jack went to seek his fortune  

Once on a time there was a boy named Jack, and one morning he started to go and seek his fortune. 

He hadn't gone very far before he met a cat. 

"Where are you going, Jack?" said the cat. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier." 

So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. 

They went a little further and they met a dog. 

"Where are you going, Jack?" said the dog. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier." 

So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. They went a little further and they met a goat. 

"Where are you going, Jack?" said the goat. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier." 

So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. 

They went a little further and they met a bull. 

"Where are you going, Jack?" said the bull. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier." 

So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. 

They went a little further and they met a rooster. 

"Where are you going, Jack?" said the rooster. 

"I am going to seek my fortune." 

"May I go with you?" 

"Yes," said Jack, "the more the merrier." 

So on they went, jiggelty-jolt, jiggelty-jolt. 

Well, they went on till it was about dark, and they began to think of some place where they could spend the 
night. About this time they came in sight of a house, and Jack told them to keep still while he went up and 
looked in through the window. And there were some robbers counting over their money. Then Jack went 
back and told them to wait till he gave the word, and then to make all the noise they could. So when they 
were all ready Jack gave the word, and the cat mewed, and the dog barked, and the goat bleated, and the 
bull bellowed, and the rooster crowed, and all together they made such a dreadful noise that it frightened 
the robbers all away. 

And then they went in and took possession of the house. Jack was afraid the robbers would come back in the 
night, and so when it came time to go to bed he put the cat in the rocking-chair, and he put the dog under 
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the table, and he put the goat upstairs, and he put the bull down cellar, and the rooster flew up on to the 
roof, and Jack went to bed. 

By-and-by the robbers saw it was all dark and they sent one man back to the house to look after their money. 
Before long he came back in a great fright and told them his story. 

"I went back to the house," said he, "and went in and tried to sit down in the rocking-chair, and there was an 
old woman knitting, and she stuck her knitting-needles into me." That was the cat, you know. 

"I went to the table to look after the money and there was a shoemaker under the table, and he stuck his awl 
into me." That was the dog, you know. 

"I started to go upstairs, and there was a man up there threshing, and he knocked me down with his flail." 
That was the goat, you know. 

"I started to go down cellar, and there was a man down there chopping wood, and he knocked me up with 
his axe." That was the bull, you know. 

"But I shouldn't have minded all that if it hadn't been for that little fellow on top of the house, who kept a-
hollering, 'Chuck him up to me-e! Chuck him up to me-e!'" Of course that was the cock-a-doodle- do. 

 

6. Mr Vinegar  

 Mr. and Mrs. Vinegar lived in a vinegar bottle. Now, one day, when Mr. Vinegar was from home, 
Mrs. Vinegar, who was a very good housewife, was busily sweeping her house, when an unlucky thump of 
the broom brought the whole house clitter-clatter, clitter-clatter, about her ears. In an agony of grief she 
rushed forth to meet her husband. 

 On seeing him she exclaimed, "Oh, Mr. Vinegar, Mr. Vinegar, we are ruined, I have knocked the 
house down, and it is all to pieces!" Mr. Vinegar then said: "My dear, let us see what can be done. Here is the 
door; I will take it on my back, and we will go forth to seek our fortune." 

 They walked all that day, and at nightfall entered a thick forest. They were both very, very tired, and 
Mr. Vinegar said: "My love, I will climb up into a tree, drag up the door, and you shall follow." He accordingly 
did so, and they both stretched their weary limbs on the door, and fell fast asleep. 

 In the middle of the night Mr. Vinegar was disturbed by the sound of voices underneath, and to his 
horror and dismay found that it was a band of thieves met to divide their booty. 

 "Here, Jack," said one, "here's five pounds for you; here, Bill, here's ten pounds for you; here, Bob, 
here's three pounds for you." 

 Mr. Vinegar could listen no longer; his terror was so great that he trembled and trembled, and shook 
down the door on their heads. Away scampered the thieves, but Mr. Vinegar dared not quit his retreat till 
broad daylight. 

 He then scrambled out of the tree, and went to lift up the door. What did he see but a number of 
golden guineas. "Come down, Mrs. Vinegar," he cried; "come down, I say; our fortune's made, our fortune's 
made! Come down, I say." 

 Mrs. Vinegar got down as fast as she could, and when she saw the money she jumped for joy. "Now, 
my dear," said she, "I'll tell you what you shall do. There is a fair at the neighbouring town; you shall take 
these forty guineas and buy a cow. I can make butter and cheese, which you shall sell at market, and we shall 
then be able to live very comfortably." 

 Mr. Vinegar joyfully agrees, takes the money, and off he goes to the fair. When he arrived, he walked 
up and down, and at length saw a beautiful red cow. It was an excellent milker, and perfect in every way. 
"Oh," thought Mr. Vinegar, "if I had but that cow, I should be the happiest, man alive." 

 So he offers the forty guineas for the cow, and the owner said that, as he was a friend, he'd oblige 
him. So the bargain was made, and he got the cow and he drove it backwards and forwards to show it. 

 By-and-by he saw a man playing the bagpipes—Tweedle-dum tweedle-dee. The children followed 
him about, and he appeared to be pocketing money on all sides. "Well," thought Mr. Vinegar, "if I had but 
that beautiful instrument I should be the happiest man alive—my fortune would be made." 
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 So he went up to the man. "Friend," says he, "what a beautiful instrument that is, and what a deal 
of money you must make." "Why, yes," said the man, "I make a great deal of money, to be sure, and it is a 
wonderful instrument." "Oh!" cried Mr. Vinegar, "how I should like to possess it!" "Well," said the man, "as 
you are a friend, I don't much mind parting with it; you shall have it for that red cow." "Done!" said the 
delighted Mr. Vinegar. So the beautiful red cow was given for the bagpipes. 

 He walked up and down with his purchase; but it was in vain he tried to play a tune, and instead of 
pocketing pence, the boys followed him hooting, laughing, and pelting. 

 Poor Mr. Vinegar, his fingers grew very cold, and, just as he was leaving the town, he met a man with 
a fine thick pair of gloves. "Oh, my fingers are so very cold," said Mr. Vinegar to himself. "Now if I had but 
those beautiful gloves I should be the happiest man alive." He went up to the man, and said to him, "Friend, 
you seem to have a capital pair of gloves there." "Yes, truly," cried the man; "and my hands are as warm as 
possible this cold November day." "Well," said Mr. Vinegar, "I should like to have them.". "What will you 
give?" said the man; "as you are a friend, I don't much mind letting you have them for those bagpipes." 
"Done!" cried Mr. Vinegar. He put on the gloves, and felt perfectly happy as he trudged homewards. 

 At last he grew very tired, when he saw a man coming towards him with a good stout stick in his 
hand. 

 "Oh," said Mr. Vinegar, "that I had but that stick! I should then be the happiest man alive." He said 
to the man: "Friend! what a rare good stick you have got." "Yes," said the man; "I have used it for many a long 
mile, and a good friend it has been; but if you have a fancy for it, as you are a friend, I don't mind giving it to 
you for that pair of gloves." Mr. Vinegar's hands were so warm, and his legs so tired, that he gladly made the 
exchange. 

 As he drew near to the wood where he had left his wife, he heard a parrot on a tree calling out his 
name: "Mr. Vinegar, you foolish man, you blockhead, you simpleton; you went to the fair, and laid out all 
your money in buying a cow. Not content with that, you changed it for bagpipes, on which you could not play, 
and which were not worth one- tenth of the money. You fool, you—you had no sooner got the bagpipes than 
you changed them for the gloves, which were not worth one-quarter of the money; and when you had got 
the gloves, you changed them for a poor miserable stick; and now for your forty guineas, cow, bagpipes, and 
gloves, you have nothing to show but that poor miserable stick, which you might have cut in any hedge." On 
this the bird laughed and laughed, and Mr. Vinegar, falling into a violent rage, threw the stick at its head. The 
stick lodged in the tree, and he returned to his wife without money, cow, bagpipes, gloves, or stick, and she 
instantly gave him such a sound cudgelling that she almost broke every bone in his skin. 

 

7. Nix Nought Nothing 

There once lived a king and a queen as many a one has been. They were long married and had no children; 
but at last a baby-boy came to the queen when the king was away in the far countries. The queen would not 
christen the boy till the king came back, and she said, "We will just call him Nix Nought Nothing until his father 
comes home." But it was long before he came home, and the boy had grown a nice little laddie. At length the 
king was on his way back; but he had a big river to cross, and there was a whirlpool, and he could not get over 
the water. But a giant came up to him, and said "I'll carry you over." But the king said: "What's your pay?" "O 
give me Nix, Nought, Nothing, and I will carry you over the water on my back." The king had never heard that 
his son was called Nix Nought Nothing, and so he said: "O, I'll give you that and my thanks into the bargain." 
When the king got home again, he was very happy to see his wife again, and his young son. She told him that 
she had not given the child any name, but just Nix Nought Nothing, until he should come home again himself. 
The poor king was in a terrible case. He said: "What have I done? I promised to give the giant who carried me 
over the river on his back, Nix Nought Nothing." The king and the queen were sad and sorry, but they said: 
"When the giant comes we will give him the hen-wife's boy; he will never know the difference." The next day 
the giant came to claim the king's promise, and he sent for the hen-wife's boy; and the giant went away with 
the boy on his back. He travelled till he came to a big stone, and there he sat down to rest. He said, 

"Hidge, Hodge, on my back, what time of day is that?" 

The poor little boy said: "It is the time that my mother, the hen- wife, takes up the eggs for the queen's 
breakfast." 
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The Giant was very angry, and dashed the boy's head on the stone and killed him. 

So he went back in a tower of a temper and this time they gave him the gardener's boy. He went off with him 
on his back till they got to the stone again when the giant sat down to rest. And he said: 

"Hidge, Hodge, on my back, what time of day do you make that?" 

The gardener's boy said: "Sure it's the time that my mother takes up the vegetables for the queen's dinner." 
Then the giant was right wild and dashed his brains out on the stone. 

Then the giant went back to the king's house in a terrible temper and said he would destroy them all if they 
did not give him Nix Nought Nothing this time. They had to do it; and when he came to the big stone, the giant 
said: "What time of day is that?" Nix Nought Nothing said: "It is the time that my father the king will be sitting 
down to supper." The giant said: "I've got the right one now;" and took Nix Nought Nothing to his own house 
and brought him up till he was a man. 

The giant had a bonny daughter, and she and the lad grew very fond of each other. The giant said one day to 
Nix Nought Nothing: "I've work for you to-morrow. There is a stable seven miles long and seven miles broad, 
and it has not been cleaned for seven years, and you must clean it to-morrow, or I will have you for my supper." 

The giant's daughter went out next morning with the lad's breakfast, and found him in a terrible state, for 
always as he cleaned out a bit, it just fell in again. The giant's daughter said she would help him, and she cried 
all the beasts in the field, and all the fowls of the air, and in a minute they all came, and carried away everything 
that was in the stable and made it all clean before the giant came home. He said: "Shame on the wit that helped 
you; but I have a worse job for you to-morrow." Then he said to Nix Nought Nothing: "There's a lake seven 
miles long, and seven miles deep, and seven miles broad, and you must drain it to-morrow by nightfall, or else 
I'll have you for my supper." Nix Nought Nothing began early next morning and tried to lave the water with his 
pail, but the lake was never getting any less, and he didn't know what to do; but the giant's daughter called on 
all the fish in the sea to come and drink the water, and very soon they drank it dry. When the giant saw the 
work done he was in a rage, and said: "I've a worse job for you to-morrow; there is a tree, seven miles high, 
and no branch on it, till you get to the top, and there is a nest with seven eggs in it, and you must bring down 
all the eggs without breaking one, or else I'll have you for my supper." At first the giant's daughter did not know 
how to help Nix Nought Nothing; but she cut off first her fingers and then her toes, and made steps of them, 
and he clomb the tree and got all the eggs safe till he came just to the bottom, and then one was broken. So 
they determined to run away together and after the giant's daughter had tidied up her hair a bit and got her 
magic flask they set out together as fast as they could run. And they hadn't got but three fields away when they 
looked back and saw the giant walking along at top speed after them. "Quick, quick," called out the giant's 
daughter, "take my comb from my hair and throw it down." Nix Nought Nothing took her comb from her hair 
and threw it down, and out of every one of its prongs there sprung up a fine thick briar in the way of the giant. 
You may be sure it took him a long time to work his way through the briar bush and by the time he was well 
through Nix Nought Nothing and his sweetheart had run on a tidy step away from him. But he soon came along 
after them and was just like to catch 'em up when the giant's daughter called out to Nix Nought Nothing, "Take 
my hair dagger and throw it down, quick, quick." So Nix Nought Nothing threw down the hair dagger and out 
of it grew as quick as lightning a thick hedge of sharp razors placed criss-cross. The giant had to tread very 
cautiously to get through all this and meanwhile the young lovers ran on, and on, and on, till they were nearly 
out of sight. But at last the giant was through, and it wasn't long before he was like to catch them up. But just 
as he was stretching out his hand to catch Nix Nought Nothing his daughter took out her magic flask and dashed 
it on the ground. And as it broke out of it welled a big, big wave that grew, and that grew, till it reached the 
giant's waist and then his neck, and when it got to his head, he was drowned dead, and dead, and dead indeed. 
So he goes out of the story. 

But Nix Nought Nothing fled on till where do you think they came to? Why, to near the castle of Nix Nought 
Nothing's father and mother. But the giant's daughter was so weary that she couldn't move a step further. So 
Nix Nought Nothing told her to wait there while he went and found out a lodging for the night. And he went 
on towards the lights of the castle, and on the way he came to the cottage of the hen-wife whose boy had had 
his brains dashed out by the giant. Now she knew Nix Nought Nothing in a moment, and hated him because he 
was the cause of her son's death. So when he asked his way to the castle she put a spell upon him, and when 
he got to the castle, no sooner was he let in than he fell down dead asleep upon a bench in the hall. The king 
and queen tried all they could do to wake him up, but all in vain. So the king promised that if any lady could 
wake him up she should marry him. Meanwhile the giant's daughter was waiting and waiting for him to come 
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back. And she went up into a tree to watch for him. The gardener's daughter, going to draw water in the well, 
saw the shadow of the lady in the water and thought it was herself, and said; "If I'm so bonny, if I'm so brave, 
why do you send me to draw water?" So she threw down her pail and went to see if she could wed the sleeping 
stranger. And she went to the hen-wife, who taught her an unspelling catch which would keep Nix Nought 
Nothing awake as long as the gardener's daughter liked. So she went up to the castle and sang her catch and 
Nix Nought Nothing was wakened for a bit and they promised to wed him to the gardener's daughter. 
Meanwhile the gardener went down to draw water from the well and saw the shadow of the lady in the water. 
So he looks up and finds her, and he brought the lady from the tree, and led her into his house. And he told her 
that a stranger was to marry his daughter, and took her up to the castle and showed her the man: and it was 
Nix Nought Nothing asleep in a chair. And she saw him, and cried to him: "Waken, waken, and speak to me!" 
But he would not waken, and soon she cried: 

   "I cleaned the stable, I laved the lake, and I clomb the tree, 

   And all for the love of thee, 

   And thou wilt not waken and speak to me." 

The king and the queen heard this, and came to the bonny young lady, and she said: 

 "I cannot get Nix Nought Nothing to speak to me for all that I can do." 

Then were they greatly astonished when she spoke of Nix Nought Nothing, and asked where he was, and she 
said: "He that sits there in the chair." Then they ran to him and kissed him and called him their own dear son; 
so they called for the gardener's daughter and made her sing her charm, and he wakened, and told them all 
that the giant's daughter had done for him, and of all her kindness. Then they took her in their arms and kissed 
her, and said she should now be their daughter, for their son should marry her. But they sent for the hen- wife 
and put her to death. And they lived happy all their days. 

 

8. Binnorie 

 Once upon a time there were two king's daughters lived in a bower near the bonny mill-dams of Binnorie. 
And Sir William came wooing the eldest and won her love and plighted troth with glove and with ring. But after 
a time he looked upon the youngest, with her cherry cheeks and golden hair, and his love grew towards her till 
he cared no longer for the eldest one. So she hated her sister for taking away Sir William's love, and day by day 
her hate grew upon her, and she plotted and she planned how to get rid of her. 

 So one fine morning, fair and clear, she said to her sister, "Let us go and see our father's boats come in at the 
bonny mill-stream of Binnorie." So they went there hand in hand. And when they got to the river's bank the 
youngest got upon a stone to watch for the coming of the boats. And her sister, coming behind her, caught her 
round the waist and dashed her into the rushing mill-stream of Binnorie. 

 "O sister, sister, reach me your hand!" she cried, as she floated away, "and you shall have half of all I've got 
or shall get." 

 "No, sister, I'll reach you no hand of mine, for I am the heir to all your land. Shame on me if I touch the hand 
that has come 'twixt me and my own heart's love." 

 "O sister, O sister, then reach me your glove!" she cried, as she floated further away, "and you shall have your 
William again." 

 "Sink on," cried the cruel princess, "no hand or glove of mine you'll touch. Sweet William will be all mine when 
you are sunk beneath the bonny mill-stream of Binnorie." And she turned and went home to the king's castle. 

 And the princess floated down the mill-stream, sometimes swimming and sometimes sinking, till she came 
near the mill. Now the miller's daughter was cooking that day, and needed water for her cooking. And as she 
went to draw it from the stream, she saw something floating towards the mill-dam, and she called out, "Father! 
father! draw your dam. There's something white—a merry maid or a milk-white swan— coming down the 
stream." So the miller hastened to the dam and stopped the heavy cruel mill-wheels. And then they took out 
the princess and laid her on the bank. 
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 Fair and beautiful she looked as she lay there. In her golden hair were pearls and precious stones; you could 
not see her waist for her golden girdle; and the golden fringe of her white dress came down over her lily feet. 
But she was drowned, drowned! 

 And as she lay there in her beauty a famous harper passed by the mill- dam of Binnorie, and saw her sweet 
pale face. And though he travelled on far away he never forgot that face, and after many days he came back to 
the bonny mill-stream of Binnorie. But then all he could find of her where they had put her to rest were her 
bones and her golden hair. So he made a harp out of her breast-bone and her hair, and travelled on up the hill 
from the mill-dam of Binnorie, till he came to the castle of the king her father. 

 That night they were all gathered in the castle hall to hear the great harper—king and queen, their daughter 
and son, Sir William and all their Court. And first the harper sang to his old harp, making them joy and be glad 
or sorrow and weep just as he liked. But while he sang he put the harp he had made that day on a stone in the 
hall. And presently it began to sing by itself, low and clear, and the harper stopped and all were hushed. 

 And this was what the harp sung: 

    "O yonder sits my father, the king, 

       Binnorie, O Binnorie; 

    And yonder sits my mother, the queen; 

     By the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie, 

   "And yonder stands my brother Hugh, 

      Binnorie, O Binnorie; 

    And by him, my William, false and true; 

      By the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie." 

 Then they all wondered, and the harper told them how he had seen the princess lying drowned on the bank 
near the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie, and how he had afterwards made this harp out of her hair and breast-
bone. Just then the harp began singing again, and this was what it sang out loud and clear: 

   "And there sits my sister who drownèd me 

    By the bonny mill-dams o' Binnorie." 

 And the harp snapped and broke, and never sang more. 

 

9. Cap-o-rushes  

Well, there was once a very rich gentleman, and he'd three daughters, and he thought he'd see how fond they 
were of him. So he says to the first, "How much do you love me, my dear?" 

"Why," says she, "as I love my life." 

"That's good," says he. 

So he says to the second, "How much do you love me, my dear?" 

"Why," says she, "better nor all the world." 

"That's good," says he. 

So he says to the third, "How much do you love me, my dear?" 

"Why, I love you as fresh meat loves salt," says she. 

Well, he was that angry. "You don't love me at all," says he, "and in my house you stay no more." So he drove 
her out there and then, and shut the door in her face. 

Well, she went away on and on till she came to a fen, and there she gathered a lot of rushes and made them 
into a kind of a sort of a cloak with a hood, to cover her from head to foot, and to hide her fine clothes. And 
then she went on and on till she came to a great house. 
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"Do you want a maid?" says she. 

"No, we don't," said they. 

"I haven't nowhere to go," says she; "and I ask no wages, and do any sort of work," says she. 

"Well," says they, "if you like to wash the pots and scrape the saucepans you may stay," said they. 

So she stayed there and washed the pots and scraped the saucepans and did all the dirty work. And because 
she gave no name they called her "Cap o' Rushes." 

Well, one day there was to be a great dance a little way off, and the servants were allowed to go and look on 
at the grand people. Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go, so she stayed at home. 

But when they were gone she offed with her cap o' rushes, and cleaned herself, and went to the dance. And 
no one there was so finely dressed as her. 

Well, who should be there but her master's son, and what should he do but fall in love with her the minute he 
set eyes on her. He wouldn't dance with any one else. 

But before the dance was done Cap o' Rushes slipt off, and away she went home. And when the other maids 
came back she was pretending to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on. 

Well, next morning they said to her, "You did miss a sight, Cap o' 

Rushes!" 

"What was that?" says she. 

"Why, the beautifullest lady you ever see, dressed right gay and ga'. 

The young master, he never took his eyes off her." 

"Well, I should have liked to have seen her," says Cap o' Rushes. 

"Well, there's to be another dance this evening, and perhaps she'll be there." 

But, come the evening, Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go with them. Howsoever, when they were 
gone, she offed with her cap o' rushes and cleaned herself, and away she went to the dance. 

The master's son had been reckoning on seeing her, and he danced with no one else, and never took his eyes 
off her. But, before the dance was over, she slipt off, and home she went, and when the maids came back 
she, pretended to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on. 

Next day they said to her again, "Well, Cap o' Rushes, you should ha' been there to see the lady. There she was 
again, gay and ga', and the young master he never took his eyes off her." 

"Well, there," says she, "I should ha' liked to ha' seen her." 

"Well," says they, "there's a dance again this evening, and you must go with us, for she's sure to be there." 

Well, come this evening, Cap o' Rushes said she was too tired to go, and do what they would she stayed at 
home. But when they were gone she offed with her cap o' rushes and cleaned herself, and away she went 
to the dance. 

The master's son was rarely glad when he saw her. He danced with none but her and never took his eyes off 
her. When she wouldn't tell him her name, nor where she came from, he gave her a ring and told her if he 
didn't see her again he should die. 

Well, before the dance was over, off she slipped, and home she went, and when the maids came home she was 
pretending to be asleep with her cap o' rushes on. 

Well, next day they says to her, "There, Cap o' Rushes, you didn't come last night, and now you won't see the 
lady, for there's no more dances." 

"Well I should have rarely liked to have seen her," says she. 

The master's son he tried every way to find out where the lady was gone, but go where he might, and ask whom 
he might, he never heard anything about her. And he got worse and worse for the love of her till he had to 
keep his bed. 



 APPENDIX 4 

LXIX 

"Make some gruel for the young master," they said to the cook. "He's dying for the love of the lady." The cook 
she set about making it when Cap o' Rushes came in. 

"What are you a-doing of?", says she. 

"I'm going to make some gruel for the young master," says the cook, "for he's dying for love of the lady." 

"Let me make it," says Cap o' Rushes. 

Well, the cook wouldn't at first, but at last she said yes, and Cap o' Rushes made the gruel. And when she had 
made it she slipped the ring into it on the sly before the cook took it upstairs. 

The young man he drank it and then he saw the ring at the bottom. 

"Send for the cook," says he. 

So up she comes. 

"Who made this gruel here?" says he. 

"I did," says the cook, for she was frightened. 

And he looked at her, 

"No, you didn't," says he. "Say who did it, and you shan't be harmed." 

"Well, then, 'twas Cap o' Rushes," says she. 

"Send Cap o' Rushes here," says he. 

So Cap o' Rushes came. 

"Did you make my gruel?" says he. 

"Yes, I did," says she. 

"Where did you get this ring?" says he. 

"From him that gave it me," says she. 

"Who are you, then?" says the young man. 

"I'll show you," says she. And she offed with her cap o' rushes, and there she was in her beautiful clothes. 

Well, the master's son he got well very soon, and they were to be married in a little time. It was to be a very 
grand wedding, and every one was asked far and near. And Cap o' Rushes' father was asked. But she never 
told anybody who she was. 

But before the wedding she went to the cook, and says she: 

"I want you to dress every dish without a mite o' salt." 

"That'll be rare nasty," says the cook. 

"That doesn't signify," says she. 

"Very well," says the cook. 

Well, the wedding-day came, and they were married. And after they were married all the company sat down 
to the dinner. When they began to eat the meat, that was so tasteless they couldn't eat it. But Cap o' Rushes' 
father he tried first one dish and then another, and then he burst out crying. 

"What is the matter?" said the master's son to him. 

"Oh!" says he, "I had a daughter. And I asked her how much she loved me. And she said 'As much as fresh meat 
loves salt.' And I turned her from my door, for I thought she didn't love me. And now I see she loved me 
best of all. And she may be dead for aught I know." 

"No, father, here she is!" says Cap o' Rushes. And she goes up to him and puts her arms round him. 

And so they were happy ever after. 
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10. Jack and the beanstalk 

 There was once upon a time a poor widow who had an only son named Jack, and a cow named Milky-
white. And all they had to live on was the milk the cow gave every morning which they carried to the market 
and sold. But one morning Milky-white gave no milk and they didn't know what to do. 

 "What shall we do, what shall we do?" said the widow, wringing her hands. 

 "Cheer up, mother, I'll go and get work somewhere," said Jack. 

 "We've tried that before, and nobody would take you," said his mother; "we must sell Milky-white 
and with the money do something, start shop, or something." 

 "All right, mother," says Jack; "it's market-day today, and I'll soon sell Milky-white, and then we'll see 
what we can do." 

 So he took the cow's halter in his hand, and off he starts. He hadn't gone far when he met a funny-
looking old man who said to him: "Good morning, Jack." 

 "Good morning to you," said Jack, and wondered how he knew his name. 

 "Well, Jack, and where are you off to?" said the man. 

 "I'm going to market to sell our cow here." 

 "Oh, you look the proper sort of chap to sell cows," said the man; "I wonder if you know how many 
beans make five." 

 "Two in each hand and one in your mouth," says Jack, as sharp as a needle. 

 "Right you are," said the man, "and here they are the very beans themselves," he went on pulling 
out of his pocket a number of strange- looking beans. "As you are so sharp," says he, "I don't mind doing a 
swop with you—your cow for these beans." 

 "Walker!" says Jack; "wouldn't you like it?" 

 "Ah! you don't know what these beans are," said the man; "if you plant them over-night, by morning 
they grow right up to the sky." 

 "Really?" says Jack; "you don't say so." 

 "Yes, that is so, and if it doesn't turn out to be true you can have your cow back." 

 "Right," says Jack, and hands him over Milky-white's halter and pockets the beans. 

 Back goes Jack home, and as he hadn't gone very far it wasn't dusk by the time he got to his door. 

 "What back, Jack?" said his mother; "I see you haven't got Milky- white, so you've sold her. How 
much did you get for her?" 

 "You'll never guess, mother," says Jack. 

 "No, you don't say so. Good boy! Five pounds, ten, fifteen, no, it can't be twenty." 

 "I told you you couldn't guess, what do you say to these beans; they're magical, plant them over-
night and——" 

 "What!" says Jack's mother, "have you been such a fool, such a dolt, such an idiot, as to give away 
my Milky-white, the best milker in the parish, and prime beef to boot, for a set of paltry beans. Take that! 
Take that! Take that! And as for your precious beans here they go out of the window. And now off with you 
to bed. Not a sup shall you drink, and not a bit shall you swallow this very night." 

 So Jack went upstairs to his little room in the attic, and sad and sorry he was, to be sure, as much for 
his mother's sake, as for the loss of his supper. 

 At last he dropped off to sleep. 

 When he woke up, the room looked so funny. The sun was shining into part of it, and yet all the rest 
was quite dark and shady. So Jack jumped up and dressed himself and went to the window. And what do you 
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think he saw? why, the beans his mother had thrown out of the window into the garden, had sprung up into 
a big beanstalk which went up and up and up till it reached the sky. So the man spoke truth after all. 

 The beanstalk grew up quite close past Jack's window, so all he had to do was to open it and give a 
jump on to the beanstalk which was made like a big plaited ladder. So Jack climbed and he climbed and he 
climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till at last he reached the sky. And 
when he got there he found a long broad road going as straight as a dart. So he walked along and he walked 
along and he walked along till he came to a great big tall house, and on the doorstep there was a great big 
tall woman. 

 "Good morning, mum," says Jack, quite polite-like. "Could you be so kind as to give me some 
breakfast." For he hadn't had anything to eat, you know, the night before and was as hungry as a hunter. 

 "It's breakfast you want, is it?" says the great big tall woman, "it's breakfast you'll be if you don't 
move off from here. My man is an ogre and there's nothing he likes better than boys broiled on toast. You'd 
better be moving on or he'll soon be coming." 

 "Oh! please mum, do give me something to eat, mum. I've had nothing to eat since yesterday 
morning, really and truly, mum," says Jack. "I may as well be broiled, as die of hunger." 

 Well, the ogre's wife wasn't such a bad sort, after all. So she took Jack into the kitchen, and gave him 
a junk of bread and cheese and a jug of milk. But Jack hadn't half finished these when thump! thump! thump! 
the whole house began to tremble with the noise of someone coming. 

 "Goodness gracious me! It's my old man," said the ogre's wife, "what on earth shall I do? Here, come 
quick and jump in here." And she bundled Jack into the oven just as the ogre came in. 

 He was a big one, to be sure. At his belt he had three calves strung up by the heels, and he unhooked 
them and threw them down on the table and said: "Here, wife, broil me a couple of these for breakfast. Ah 
what's this I smell? 

    Fee-fi-fo-fum, 

    I smell the blood of an Englishman, 

    Be he alive, or be he dead 

    I'll have his bones to grind my bread." 

 "Nonsense, dear," said his wife, "you're dreaming. Or perhaps you smell the scraps of that little boy 
you liked so much for yesterday's dinner. Here, go you and have a wash and tidy up, and by the time you 
come back your breakfast'll be ready for you." 

 So the ogre went off, and Jack was just going to jump out of the oven and run off when the woman 
told him not. "Wait till he's asleep," says she; "he always has a snooze after breakfast." 

 Well, the ogre had his breakfast, and after that he goes to a big chest and takes out of it a couple of 
bags of gold and sits down counting them till at last his head began to nod and he began to snore till the 
whole house shook again. 

 Then Jack crept out on tiptoe from his oven, and as he was passing the ogre he took one of the bags 
of gold under his arm, and off he pelters till he came to the beanstalk, and then he threw down the bag of 
gold which of course fell in to his mother's garden, and then he climbed down and climbed down till at last 
he got home and told his mother and showed her the gold and said: "Well, mother, wasn't I right about the 
beans. They are really magical, you see." 

 So they lived on the bag of gold for some time, but at last they came to the end of that so Jack made 
up his mind to try his luck once more up at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning he got up early, and 
got on to the beanstalk, and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and 
he climbed till at last he got on the road again and came to the great big tall house he had been to before. 
There, sure enough, was the great big tall woman a-standing on the door-step. 

 "Good morning, mum," says Jack, as bold as brass, "could you be so good as to give me something 
to eat?" 
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 "Go away, my boy," said the big, tall woman, "or else my man will eat you up for breakfast. But aren't 
you the youngster who came here once before? Do you know, that very day, my man missed one of his bags 
of gold." 

 "That's strange, mum," says Jack, "I dare say I could tell you something about that but I'm so hungry 
I can't speak till I've had something to eat." 

 Well the big tall woman was that curious that she took him in and gave him something to eat. But 
he had scarcely begun munching it as slowly as he could when thump! thump! thump! they heard the giant's 
footstep, and his wife hid Jack away in the oven. 

 All happened as it did before. In came the ogre as he did before, said: "Fee-fi-fo-fum," and had his 
breakfast off three broiled oxen. Then he said: "Wife, bring me the hen that lays the golden eggs." So she 
brought it, and the ogre said: "Lay," and it laid an egg all of gold. And then the ogre began to nod his head, 
and to snore till the house shook. 

 Then Jack crept out of the oven on tiptoe and caught hold of the golden hen, and was off before you 
could say "Jack Robinson." But this time the hen gave a cackle which woke the ogre, and just as Jack got out 
of the house he heard him calling: "Wife, wife, what have you done with my golden hen?" 

 And the wife said: "Why, my dear?" 

 But that was all Jack heard, for he rushed off to the beanstalk and climbed down like a house on fire. 
And when he got home he showed his mother the wonderful hen and said "Lay," to it; and it laid a golden 
egg every time he said "Lay." 

 Well, Jack was not content, and it wasn't very long before he determined to have another try at his 
luck up there at the top of the beanstalk. So one fine morning, he got up early, and went on to the beanstalk, 
and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed and he climbed till he got to the top. But this time he knew 
better than to go straight to the ogre's house. And when he got near it he waited behind a bush till he saw 
the ogre's wife come out with a pail to get some water, and then he crept into the house and got into the 
copper. He hadn't been there long when he heard thump! thump! thump! as before, and in come the ogre 
and his wife. 

 "Fee-fi-fo-fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman," cried out the ogre; "I smell him, wife, I smell 
him." 

 "Do you, my dearie?" says the ogre's wife. "Then if it's that little rogue that stole your gold and the 
hen that laid the golden eggs he's sure to have got into the oven." And they both rushed to the oven. But Jack 
wasn't there, luckily, and the ogre's wife said: "There you are again with your fee-fi-fo-fum. Why of course 
it's the laddie you caught last night that I've broiled for your breakfast. How forgetful I am, and how careless 
you are not to tell the difference between a live un and a dead un." 

 So the ogre sat down to the breakfast and ate it, but every now and then he would mutter: "Well, I 
could have sworn——" and he'd get up and search the larder and the cupboards, and everything, only luckily 
he didn't think of the copper. 

 After breakfast was over, the ogre called out: "Wife, wife, bring me my golden harp." So she brought 
it and put it on the table before him. Then he said: "Sing!" and the golden harp sang most beautifully. And it 
went on singing till the ogre fell asleep, and commenced to snore like thunder. 

 Then Jack lifted up the copper-lid very quietly and got down like a mouse and crept on hands and 
knees till he got to the table when he got up and caught hold of the golden harp and dashed with it towards 
the door. But the harp called out quite loud: "Master! Master!" and the ogre woke up just in time to see Jack 
running off with his harp. 

 Jack ran as fast as he could, and the ogre came rushing after, and would soon have caught him only 
Jack had a start and dodged him a bit and knew where he was going. When he got to the beanstalk the ogre 
was not more than twenty yards away when suddenly he saw Jack disappear like, and when he got up to the 
end of the road he saw Jack underneath climbing down for dear life. Well, the ogre didn't like trusting himself 
to such a ladder, and he stood and waited, so Jack got another start. But just then the harp cried out: "Master! 
master!" and the ogre swung himself down on to the beanstalk which shook with his weight. Down climbs 
Jack, and after him climbed the ogre. By this time Jack had climbed down and climbed down and climbed 
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down till he was very nearly home. So he called out: "Mother! mother! bring me an axe, bring me an axe." 
And his mother came rushing out with the axe in her hand, but when she came to the beanstalk she stood 
stock still with fright for there she saw the ogre just coming down below the clouds. 

 But Jack jumped down and got hold of the axe and gave a chop at the beanstalk which cut it half in 
two. The ogre felt the beanstalk shake and quiver so he stopped to see what was the matter. Then Jack gave 
another chop with the axe, and the beanstalk was cut in two and began to topple over. Then the ogre fell 
down and broke his crown, and the beanstalk came toppling after. 

 Then Jack showed his mother his golden harp, and what with showing that and selling the golden 
eggs, Jack and his mother became very rich, and he married a great princess, and they lived happy ever after. 

 

11. The story of the three little pigs  

 Once upon a time when pigs spoke rhyme 

  And monkeys chewed tobacco, 

  And hens took snuff to make them tough, 

  And ducks went quack, quack, quack, O! 

There was an old sow with three little pigs, and as she had not enough to keep them, she sent them out to seek 
their fortune. The first that went off met a man with a bundle of straw, and said to him: 

"Please, man, give me that straw to build me a house." 

Which the man did, and the little pig built a house with it. Presently came along a wolf, and knocked at the 
door, and said: 

"Little pig, little pig, let me come in." 

To which the pig answered: 

"No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin." 

The wolf then answered to that: 

"Then I'll huff, and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in." 

So he huffed, and he puffed, and he blew his house in, and ate up the little pig. 

The second little pig met a man with a bundle of furze, and said: 

"Please, man, give me that furze to build a house." 

Which the man did, and the pig built his house. Then along came the wolf, and said: 

"Little pig, little pig, let me come in." 

"No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin." 

"Then I'll puff, and I'll huff, and I'll blow your house in." 

So he huffed, and he puffed, and he puffed, and he huffed, and at last he blew the house down, and he ate up 
the little pig. 

The third little pig met a man with a load of bricks, and said: 

"Please, man, give me those bricks to build a house with." 

So the man gave him the bricks, and he built his house with them. So the wolf came, as he did to the other little 
pigs, and said: 

"Little pig, little pig, let me come in." 

"No, no, by the hair of my chiny chin chin." 

"Then I'll huff, and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in." 
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Well, he huffed, and he puffed, and he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and huffed; but he could not get 
the house down. When he found that he could not, with all his huffing and puffing, blow the house down, 
he said: 

"Little pig, I know where there is a nice field of turnips." 

"Where?" said the little pig. 

"Oh, in Mr. Smith's Home-field, and if you will be ready tomorrow morning I will call for you, and we will go 
together, and get some for dinner." 

"Very well," said the little pig, "I will be ready. What time do you mean to go?" 

"Oh, at six o'clock." 

Well, the little pig got up at five, and got the turnips before the wolf came (which he did about six) and who 
said: 

"Little Pig, are you ready?" 

The little pig said: "Ready! I have been and come back again, and got a nice potful for dinner." 

The wolf felt very angry at this, but thought that he would be up to the little pig somehow or other, so he said: 

"Little pig, I know where there is a nice apple-tree." 

"Where?" said the pig. 

"Down at Merry-garden," replied the wolf, "and if you will not deceive me I will come for you, at five o'clock 
tomorrow and get some apples." 

Well, the little pig bustled up the next morning at four o'clock, and went off for the apples, hoping to get back 
before the wolf came; but he had further to go, and had to climb the tree, so that just as he was coming 
down from it, he saw the wolf coming, which, as you may suppose, frightened him very much. When the 
wolf came up he said: 

"Little pig, what! are you here before me? Are they nice apples?" 

"Yes, very," said the little pig. "I will throw you down one." 

And he threw it so far, that, while the wolf was gone to pick it up, the little pig jumped down and ran home. 
The next day the wolf came again, and said to the little pig: 

"Little pig, there is a fair at Shanklin this afternoon, will you go?" 

"Oh yes," said the pig, "I will go; what time shall you be ready?" 

"At three," said the wolf. So the little pig went off before the time as usual, and got to the fair, and bought a 
butter-churn, which he was going home with, when he saw the wolf coming. Then he could not tell what to 
do. So he got into the churn to hide, and by so doing turned it round, and it rolled down the hill with the pig 
in it, which frightened the wolf so much, that he ran home without going to the fair. He went to the little 
pig's house, and told him how frightened he had been by a great round thing which came down the hill past 
him. Then the little pig said: 

"Hah, I frightened you, then. I had been to the fair and bought a butter-churn, and when I saw you, I got into 
it, and rolled down the hill." 

Then the wolf was very angry indeed, and declared he would eat up the little pig, and that he would get down 
the chimney after him. When the little pig saw what he was about, he hung on the pot full of water, and 
made up a blazing fire, and, just as the wolf was coming down, took off the cover, and in fell the wolf; so 
the little pig put on the cover again in an instant, boiled him up, and ate him for supper, and lived happy 
ever afterward. 
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SUMMARY IN CZECH  

 Tato bakalářská práce je zaměřena na výskyt přenesených významů v rámci 

pohádkového žánru. Pro nalezení výskytu přenesených významů v textu je nutné 

porozumět sémantice – významu, složkám významu, změnám ve významu, přeneseným a 

obrazným významům – a literární stylistice – dětské literatuře a pohádkovému žánru. Cílem 

této práce je zjistit, jak jsou přenesené významy využívány v pohádkách, které specifické 

figury jsou nejužívanější, a odhalit rozdíly v užití obrazného jazyka v rámci rozličných 

regionálních autorů v oblasti Velké Británie.  

 Hlavním předpokladem byl fakt, že přenesený význam je v tomto žánru velmi 

důležitý, protože doplňuje atmosféru příběhů a tvoří jeden ze stylistických atributů 

typických pro pohádku. Výsledky výzkumu poukázaly na to, že využití obrazného jazyka je 

důležité, ale plní jiné funkce než ty zmíněné v předpokladu. Použité figury mají spíše 

emfatickou funkci, aby přitáhli pozornost čtenářů a také zjednodušují některé jevy tak, aby 

byly více pochopitelné pro dětskou populaci.  
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