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  INTRODUCTION TO THE 1975 EDITION





  [image: ]NCE, walking in Wester Ross, we came to Loch Maree, one of the grandest of Scottish lochs,

  dominated by Ben Sleoch. It has twenty-seven islands, most of them in the middle where the water is more than two miles broad. That evening we heard of a holy well on one of the islands and next

  morning, borrowing the forester’s boat, we rowed out into the loch. On the second day we found a round island with many oaks—trees famous in mythology and legend—but there was no

  well, only a small dead tree scaled with copper coins knocked into the wood with stones. We paid our tribute to the spirit of the place and rowed back to the shore.




  Many years later we read the legend of the Princess Thyra of Ulster (see The Legend of Loch Maree, p. 224), written down by the Reverend J. G. Campbell of Tiree at the end of last

  century from the lips of an anonymous storyteller. The tree he describes, beside a well, with a hollow in its side into which gifts were dropped, may have been the mother of the little tree we saw.

  There were no ruins of monastery or chapel, but this well and another are in the title of this book.




  We have sat with the travellers, once called tinkers, listening till long after midnight to their Lowland tales, driving home in the dark through an Angus mist so thick the trees by the roadside

  were invisible. We have listened to, and recorded, Jeannie Robertson in Aberdeen singing the traditional ballads and songs which had come to her from her mother, and not from books.




  The stories in this book, all of them, came originally out of that world of storytellers and singers. For many years they were passed on from one storyteller to another. For a very long time

  they were not written down, nor printed, but there are a few references to some of them. James IV of Scotland (1488-1513) encouraged tale-tellers, minstrels, stage-players, singers, fools or

  privileged buffoons, and jesters, who might contribute to the amusement of the court.’ Sir David Lindsay, Scottish poet and tutor to the King’s son, tells us some of the things he

  taught the young Prince (later James V):














    The Propheceis of Rymour, Beid and Marlyng,






    And of mony uther plesand starye,








    Of the Reid Etin, and the Gyir Carlyng,






    Confortand thee, quhen that I saw thee sorye.


  


  


	

  


  


  


  


  


  




  The Red Etin (p. 206) is one of the stories in this book.




  Some of these stories have appeared over and over again. Childe Rowland to the Dark Tower Came (p. 231) was used by George Peele, the Elizabethan dramatist, in his Old Wives’

  Tale (1595); Shakespeare quoted the title in King Lear (III, iv, 197), and Robert Browning based a poem on the title.




  The song of Pippety Pew (p. 42) also has many variants. A woman in Forfar told us her mother had composed it, but Goethe adapted the same song—Margarete sings it in

  prison at the end of the first part of Faust. The Juniper Tree, in Grimm, is a variant of the Pippety Pew story.




  What we now call Scotland was Celtic in language and culture before the Scots from Ireland invaded from the west, bringing with them their Gaelic songs and stories. This happened around 500

  A.D., and many of their tales are still told in the Hebrides and Highlands. Some of them, translated into English, are in this book.




  About the same time, Teutonic Angles from the south penetrated into what is now Scotland. They spoke a form of English, which became the Scottish language, and has now broken up into the Lowland

  dialects of the southern Uplands, the central Lowlands and the north-east, ringing the Highlands and pressing in on the Gaelic speakers of the West Highlands and Islands. Most of the tales told in

  Scots are retold in this book in English. We have included one story, Robin Reidbreist and the Wran, in the original Scots, to give some idea of the folk qualities of the Scottish

  version.




  Orkney and Shetland tales are a small third group. They have some Scandinavian overtones.




  The Gaelic tales posed particular problems of adaptation. Professor Delargy, in his fascinating Rhys Memorial Lecture of 1945, said: ‘To read these tales is for many of us today a dreary

  duty, as we strip apart the story imprisoned in the tangled net of this beloved verbiage.’ To ourselves we described the process of adaptation to modern taste as chipping away the barnacles

  and sea-tangle, aiming at conciseness and clarification of obscurities where necessary; but we have tried not to lose the oral flavour of the original.




  The Hogarth Press, who published our collections of Scottish nursery rhymes, first issued The Well at the World’s End in 1956. The publication of this new edition by the Bodley

  Head has given us the opportunity to add twenty new tales. There are, of course, many more in the great nineteenth-century collections, and more are being collected and published even now. The list

  of sources at the back of this book will be a guide for those who wish to read further.
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  THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END





  [image: ]NCE upon a time there was a King and a Queen. The King had a daughter and the Queen had a

  daughter. The King’s daughter was good-natured and everybody liked her. The Queen’s daughter was bad-tempered and nobody liked her. Now, the Queen was jealous of the King’s

  daughter, and wished her away. So she sent her to the Well at the World’s End to fetch a bottle of water, thinking she would never return.




  The King’s daughter took a bottle, and away she went. Far and far she went, till she came to a pony tethered to a tree, and the pony said to her:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘Free me, free me,




              My bonny maiden,




              For I’ve not been free




              Seven years and a day!’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  ‘Yes, I’ll free you,’ said the King’s daughter, and she did.




  ‘Jump on my back,’ said the pony, ‘and I’ll carry you over the moor of sharp thorns.’




  So she jumped on his back, and the pony carried her over the moor of sharp thorns, then they parted. The King’s daughter went on far, and far, and farther than I can tell, till she came to

  the Well at the World’s End.




  She found the Well was very deep and she couldn’t dip her bottle. As she was looking down into the dark Well, wondering what to do, she saw three scaly men’s heads. They looked up at

  her and said:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘Wash me, wash me,




              My bonny maiden,




              And dry me with




              Your clean linen apron!’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  ‘Yes, I’ll wash you,’ said the King’s daughter.




  She washed the three scaly heads, and dried them with her clean linen apron. They took her bottle, dipped it and filled it with well water.




  Then the three scaly men’s heads said one to the other:




  ‘Wish, Brother, wish! What will you wish?’




  ‘I wish if she was bonny before, she’ll be ten times bonnier now,’ said the first.




  ‘I wish that every time she speaks there will drop a ruby, a diamond and a pearl from her mouth,’ said the second.




  ‘I wish that every time she combs her hair she’ll comb a peck of gold and a peck of silver from it,’ said the third.




  The King’s daughter went home, and if she was bonny before, she was ten times bonnier now. Each time she spoke, a ruby, a diamond, and a pearl dropped from her mouth. Each time she combed

  her hair she combed a peck of gold and a peck of silver out of it.




  The Queen was so angry she didn’t know what to do. She thought she would send her own daughter to the Well at the World’s End to see if she would have the same luck. She gave her a

  bottle and sent her to fill it with water from the Well.




  The Queen’s daughter went, and went, till she came to the tethered pony, and the pony said:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘Free me, free me,




              My bonny maiden,




              For I’ve not been free




              Seven years and a day!’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  ‘Oh, you stupid creature, do you think I’ll free you?’ said she. ‘I am the Queen’s daughter.’




  ‘Then I’ll not carry you over the moor of sharp thorns,’ said the pony.




  So the Queen’s daughter had to go on her bare feet, and the thorns cut them. She could scarcely walk at all.




  She went far, and far, and farther than I can tell, till she came to the Well at the World’s End. But the Well was so deep that she couldn’t reach the water to fill her bottle. As

  she sat there, wondering what to do, three scaly men’s heads looked up at her, and said:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘Wash me, wash me,




              My bonny maiden,




              And dry me with




              Your clean linen apron!’
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  ‘Oh, you horrid creatures, do you think I am going to wash you?’ she said. ‘I am the Queen’s daughter.’




  She did not wash their heads and so they did not dip her bottle and fill it for her. They said one to the other:




  ‘Wish, brother, wish! What will you wish?’




  ‘I wish that if she was ugly before, she’ll be ten times uglier now,’ said the first.




  ‘I wish that every time she speaks there will drop a frog and a toad from her mouth,’ said the second.




  ‘I wish that every time she combs her hair she’ll comb a peck of lice and a peck of fleas out of it,’ said the third.




  So the Queen’s daughter went home with an empty bottle. The Queen was mad with rage, for if her daughter had been ugly before, she was ten times uglier now, and each time she spoke a frog

  and a toad dropped from her mouth. Each time she combed her hair, she combed a peck of lice and fleas out of it. So they had to send her away from the Court.




  A young Prince came and married the King’s daughter, but the Queen’s daughter had to put up with an ill-natured cobbler, who beat her every day.




  







  RASHIE COAT





  [image: ]ASHIE Coat was a King’s daughter, and her father wanted her to marry, but she did

  not like the man he had chosen. Her father said she must marry this man, so she went to a hen-wife to ask her advice.




  ‘Say you won’t take him,’ said the hen-wife, ‘unless you’re given a coat of beaten gold.’




  Her father gave her a coat of beaten gold, but she didn’t want the man for all that. So she went to the hen-wife again.




  ‘Say you won’t take the man unless you are given a coat made of feathers from all the birds of the air,’ said the hen-wife.




  So the King sent a man with a large basket of oats, who called to the birds of the air:




  ‘Each bird take up a grain and put down a feather! Each bird take up a grain and put down a feather!’




  So each bird took up a grain and put down a feather, and all the feathers were made into a coat and given to Rashie Coat. But she didn’t want the man for all that.




  She went to the hen-wife and asked her what she should do.




  ‘Say you won’t take him unless you’re given a coat and slippers made of rushes,’ said the hen-wife.




  The King gave her a coat and slippers made of rushes, but she did not like the man for all that. So she went to the hen-wife again.




  ‘I can’t help you any more,’ said the hen-wife.




  So Rashie Coat left her father’s house and went far, and far, and farther than I can tell, till she came to another King’s house.




  ‘What do you want?’ said the servants, when she went to the door.




  ‘I would like to work in this house,’ said Rashie Coat.




  So they put her in the kitchen to wash the dishes, and take out the ashes.




  When the Sabbath Day came, everyone went to the Kirk, but Rashie Coat was left at home to cook the dinner. While she was alone a fairy came to her, and told her to put on the coat of beaten

  gold, and go to the Kirk.




  ‘I can’t do that,’ she said. ‘I have to cook the dinner.’ The fairy told her to go and she would cook the dinner. So Rashie Coat said:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘One peat make another peat burn,




              One spit make another spit turn,




              One pot make another pot play,




              Let Rashie Coat go to the Kirk today.’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  Then she put on her coat of beaten gold, and went to the Kirk. There the King’s son saw her and fell in love with her, but she left before everyone else, and he couldn’t find out who

  she was. When she reached home, she found the dinner cooked, and nobody knew she had been out of the house.




  The next Sabbath Day the fairy came again, and told her to put on the coat of feathers from all the birds of the air, and go to the Kirk, for she would cook the dinner for her. So Rashie Coat

  said:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘One peat make another peat burn,




              One spit make another spit turn,




              One pot make another pot play,




              Let Rashie Coat go to the Kirk today.’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  Then she put on her coat of feathers, and went to the Kirk. Again she left before anyone else, and when the King’s son saw her go out, he followed her. But she had

  already vanished, and he could not find out who she was. When she reached the kitchen, she took off the coat of feathers, and found the dinner cooked. Nobody knew she had been out at all.




  The next Sabbath Day the fairy came once more, and told her to put on her coat of rushes and the slippers, and go to the Kirk while the dinner was being cooked. So Rashie Coat said:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘One peat make another peat burn,




              One spit make another spit turn,




              One pot make another pot play,




              Let Rashie Coat go to the Kirk today.’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  Then she put on her coat of rushes and the pair of slippers and went to the Kirk.
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  This time the King’s son sat near the door. When he saw Rashie Coat slipping out before everyone else, he followed her at once, but again she was too quick for him, and was nowhere to be

  seen.




  She ran home, but in her haste she lost one of her slippers. The Prince found the slipper, and sent a Royal Proclamation through all the country, announcing that he would

  marry whosoever could put on the slipper.




  All the ladies of the Court, and their ladies-in-waiting, tried to put on the slipper, but it wouldn’t fit any of them, nor the daughters of merchants, farmers and tradesmen who came from

  far and wide to try their luck. Then the old hen-wife brought her ugly daughter to try it on. She nipped her foot and clipped her foot, and squeezed it on that way. So the King’s son said he

  would marry her.




  He was riding away with her on horseback, and she behind him, when they came to a wood, and there was a bird sitting on a tree. As they rode by, the bird sang:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              ‘Nipped foot and clipped foot




              Behind the King’s son rides;




              But bonny foot and true foot




              Behind the cauldron hides.’


            


          


        


      


    


  




  When the King’s son heard this, he flung the hen-wife’s daughter off the horse, and rode home. He looked behind the cauldron in the royal kitchen and there he found Rashie Coat. He

  tried the slipper on her foot and it went on easily. So he married her and they lived happily ever after.




  







  PRINCE IAIN





  [image: ]NCE upon a time there was a King and a Queen, and they had one son. But the Queen died,

  and the King married another wife. The name of the first Queen’s son was Iain. He was handsome and a good hunter. No bird could escape his arrow, and he could bring venison home any day he

  went out hunting.




  But one day he was unlucky for the first time. He saw no deer, and when he shot an arrow at a Blue Falcon, he knocked a feather out of her wing. Putting the feather into his bag, he went

  home.




  ‘What did you kill today?’ said his stepmother.




  Iain took the Blue Falcon’s feather from his bag and gave it to her.




  ‘I’m putting a spell on you,’ said his stepmother. ‘The water will run into your shoes and out again, and your feet will be cold and wet with brown bog-water, till you

  bring me the bird this feather is from.’




  ‘I’m putting a spell on YOU,’ said Prince Iain to the Queen, his stepmother. ‘Till I come back, you will stand with one foot on that house, and

  your other foot on that castle and suffer every tempest and every wind that blows.’




  Prince Iain went off as fast as he could, leaving his stepmother with one foot on the house and her other foot on the castle. (She was much colder than he was with his wet feet.)




  Prince Iain walked all day over waste land, looking for the Blue Falcon. As night fell, the little birds flew off to roost in the trees and bushes. When it was dark, Iain

  sheltered under a briar bush, when who should pass but Gillie Martin the Fox.




  ‘No wonder you’re down in the mouth, Prince Iain,’ said he. ‘You’ve come on a bad night. All I’ve got to eat is a sheep’s leg and cheek. We’ll

  have to do with that.’




  So they lit a fire and roasted the scraps of mutton. After their scanty supper, they slept side by side under the briar bush till morning.




  ‘Prince Iain,’ said the Fox, ‘the Blue Falcon you’re looking for belongs to the Big Giant with Five Heads. I’ll show you where his house is, and my advice to you is

  this, become his servant. Tell him you can feed birds and swine, or look after cows, goats and sheep. Be quick to do everything he asks you, and be very good to his birds. In time he may trust you

  to feed his Blue Falcon. When this happens, be very kind to the bird and when the Giant is not at home, carry her off. But, take care that not one feather touches anything in the Giant’s

  house. If this happens, you’ll be in trouble.’




  ‘I’ll be careful,’ said Prince Iain.




  He went to the Giant’s house and knocked on the door.




  ‘Who’s there?’ shouted the Giant.




  ‘It’s me,’ said Iain. ‘I’ve come to see if you need a servant.’




  ‘What are you good at?’ asked the Giant.




  ‘I can feed birds and swine. I can feed and milk a cow, or goats or sheep.’




  ‘It’s a lad like you I want,’ said the Giant, coming out of his house.




  They came to an agreement about Iain’s wages, and the lad began to feed the Giant’s birds and animals. He was kind to the hens and the ducks. The Giant saw how well Iain was doing,

  and compared his food now with what it had been before Iain came. The hens and the ducks tasted better, and the Giant said he would rather have one now than two he had had before.




  ‘This lad’s so good, I think I can trust him to feed my Blue Falcon,’ said the Giant. So he gave Iain the Blue Falcon to look after, and the lad took great

  care of the bird, such care that the Giant thought Iain could be trusted to look after the Blue Falcon when its master was away from home.




  So the Giant left his house one day in Iain’s care. ‘Now’s my chance,’ said Iain. He seized the Falcon and opened the door, but when the Falcon saw the daylight she

  spread her wings to fly, and one feather of one wing touched the doorpost. The doorpost screamed, and the Giant came running home. He took the Blue Falcon from Iain.




  ‘I’ll not give you my Falcon,’ said the Giant, ‘unless you bring me the White Sword of Light from the Big Women of Jura.’




  Prince Iain had to leave the Giant’s house at once, and he wandered through the waste land. As it was growing dark, Gillie Martin the Fox met him.




  ‘You’re down in the mouth,’ said the Fox, ‘because you’ll not do as I tell you. This is another bad night like the last. All I’ve got to eat is a

  sheep’s leg and cheek. We’ll have to do with that.’




  They lit a fire and cooked the mutton in the white flame of the dripping fat. After supper they went to sleep on the ground until morning.




  ‘We’ll go to the edge of the ocean,’ said Gillie Martin. So Iain went with the Fox to the shore.




  ‘I’ll shape-shift myself into a boat,’ said the Fox. ‘Go on board and I’ll take you over to Jura. Go to the Seven Big Women of Jura and be their servant. When they

  ask you what you can do, say you’re good at polishing steel and iron, gold and silver. Take care you do everything well, till they trust you with the White Sword of Light. When you have a

  chance, run off with it, but take care the sheath does not touch anything in the house, or you’ll be in trouble.’




  Gillie Martin the Fox changed into a boat, and Iain went on board. When the boat reached land to the north of Jura, Iain jumped ashore and went off to take service with the

  Seven Big Women of Jura. He reached their house and knocked on the door.




  ‘What are you looking for?’ they asked him.




  ‘I’m looking for work,’ said Iain. ‘I can polish gold and silver, steel and iron.’




  ‘We need a lad like you,’ they said.




  They agreed about his wages, and for six weeks Iain worked very hard. The Big Women were watching him.




  ‘This is the best lad we’ve had,’ they said. ‘Now we may trust him with the White Sword of Light.’




  They gave him the White Sword of Light to look after, and he took great care of it, till one day the Big Women were out of the house. Iain thought this was his chance. He put the White Sword of

  Light into its sheath and put it over his shoulder, but going out of the door the sheath touched the lintel of the door, and the lintel screamed. The Seven Big Women came running home and took the

  Sword from him.




  ‘We’ll not give you our White Sword of Light, unless you give us in return the Yellow Filly of the King of Erin.’




  Iain went to the shore of the ocean, where Gillie Martin met him.




  ‘You’re down in the mouth, Iain,’ said the Fox, ‘because you’ll not do as I tell you. This is another bad night like the last. All I’ve got to eat is a

  sheep’s leg and cheek. We’ll have to do with that.’




  They lit a fire, cooked the mutton and satisfied their hunger.




  ‘I’ll shape-shift myself and become a barque,’ said Gillie Martin the Fox. ‘Go aboard and I’ll take you to Erin. When we reach Erin, go to the house of the King and

  ask service as a stable-lad. When he asks what you can do, tell him you can groom and feed horses, polish the silver-work and the steel-work on their harness. Be willing to do everything necessary

  and keep the horses and their harness in good order, till the King trusts you with the Yellow Filly. This will give you a chance to run away with her. But take care when you’re leading her

  out that no bit of her, except her shoes, touches anything within the stable gate, or there’ll be trouble.’




  Everything happened as the Fox said, till they reached the King’s house.




  ‘Where are you going?’ asked the gate-keeper,




  ‘To see if the King has need of a stable-lad,’ said Iain.




  So he was taken to the King, who said: ‘What are you looking for here?’




  ‘I came to see if you needed a stable-lad.’




  ‘What can you do?’




  ‘I can groom and feed the horses, polish the silver-work and the steelwork on their harness.’




  So the King gave him the job at good wages. Soon the King noticed that his horses had never looked so well, so he gave Iain the Yellow Filly to care for. The Yellow Filly improved so much in

  appearance and speed that she could leave the wind behind her and overtake the wind ahead.




  One day the King went out hunting, leaving the Yellow Filly in her stable. Iain saw that this was his chance, so he saddled and bridled her and took her out of the stable. But at the gate the

  Yellow Filly flicked her tail and touched the gate-post. The gate-post screamed, and the King came galloping back from the hunt.




  ‘I’ll not give you the Yellow Filly, unless you fetch me the daughter of the King of France,’ he said. So Iain went down to the seashore, where he met Gillie Martin.




  ‘You’re down in the mouth,’ said the Fox, ‘because you’ll not do as I tell you. But I’ll turn myself into a ship and take you to France in no time.’




  The Fox changed himself into a ship, and Iain went on board. Soon they came to France, where the ship ran herself aground on a rock. Then Iain climbed down on to the shore and walked up to the

  King’s house.




  ‘Where have you come from, and what are you doing here?’ asked the King of France.




  ‘A great storm came on, and we lost our captain at sea. Our ship is aground on a rock, and I don’t know if we’ll get her off again,’ said Iain.




  The King and Queen and their family went down to the shore to see the ship. As they were looking at it, wonderful music sounded on board, and the King of France’s daughter went with Iain

  on board to find out where the music came from. But the music was always in another part of the ship, till at last it came from the upper deck. The Princess and Iain climbed to the upper deck to

  find that the ship was, by that time, far out at sea, out of sight of land.




  ‘That’s a bad trick you played on me,’ said the Princess. ‘Where are you taking me?’




  ‘To Erin,’ said Iain, ‘to give you to the King of Erin in return for the Yellow Filly, which I’ll give to the Seven Big Women of Jura in return for their Sword of Light,

  which I’ll give to the Giant with the Five Heads in return for his Blue Falcon, which I’ll take home to my stepmother so that she’ll free me from her spells. But you’ll be

  safe with the King of Erin, who wishes to make you his wife.’




  ‘I’d rather be your wife,’ said the King of France’s daughter.




  When the ship came to the shores of Erin, Gillie Martin changed himself into a woman as beautiful as the King of France’s daughter.




  ‘Leave the King of France’s daughter here till we come back,’ said the Fox. ‘I’ll go with you to the King of Erin, and give him enough of a wife!’




  So the Fox, in the form of a beautiful young woman, took Iain’s arm. The King of Erin came to meet them, and gave Iain the Yellow Filly with a golden saddle on her back, and a silver

  bridle. Iain galloped back to the King of France’s daughter who was still waiting by the seashore.




  Meanwhile, the King of Erin and his new wife went to bed. But in the night, Gillie Martin changed back from a beautiful young woman and became the Fox again. He tore the flesh from the King,

  from his neck to his waist, and left him a cripple. Then the Fox ran down to the shore where Iain and the Princess of France were waiting.




  ‘Leave the Princess and the Yellow Filly here,’ said the Fox. I’ll go with you to the Seven Big Women of Jura, and give them enough of fillies!’




  Then the Fox changed himself into a yellow filly. Iain saddled him with a golden saddle, and bridled him with a silver bridle, and rode on the filly’s back to the Seven Big Women of Jura,

  who gave him the White Sword of Light in exchange for the filly. Iain took the golden saddle and the silver bridle off the yellow filly, and carried them, with the White Sword of Light, back to the

  shore. Here the Princess of France was waiting with the real Yellow Filly.




  Meanwhile the Seven Big Women of Jura, very eager to ride on the back of the Yellow Filly, put a saddle on the Fox’s back. The first Big Woman climbed into the saddle. The second Big Woman

  climbed on to the back of the first Big Woman; and the third Big Woman climbed on to the back of the second Big Woman; and the fourth Big Woman climbed on to the back of the third Big Woman; and

  the fifth Big Woman climbed on to the back of the fourth Big Woman; and the sixth Big Woman climbed on to the back of the fifth Big Woman; and the seventh Big Woman climbed on to the back of the

  sixth Big Woman.




  The first Big Woman hit the filly with a stick. The filly ran backward and forward with the Seven Big Women of Jura on her back. Then she ran across moors, and then she ran up a mountain to the

  very top. She stopped with her forefeet on the edge of a precipice, kicked up her hind legs, and threw the Seven Big Women of Jura over the cliff. Then the filly changed back into the Fox, and ran

  laughing down to the seashore where Iain and the Princess of France, and the real Yellow Filly, and the White Sword of Light, were all waiting for him.




  Gillie Martin the Fox became a boat and Iain helped the Princess of France into the boat, with the Yellow Filly, and carried the Sword of Light on board. Then the boat took them across the water

  to the mainland, where it changed back into Gillie Martin the Fox.




  ‘Leave the Princess here,’ said the Fox, ‘and the Yellow Filly, and the Sword of Light. I’ll change into a white sword, which you will give to the

  Giant with Five Heads. In return he’ll give you the Blue Falcon. I’ll see that he has enough of swords!’




  When the Giant with Five Heads saw Iain coming with the sword, he thought it was the White Sword of Light, and he put the Blue Falcon into a basket and gave it to Iain, who carried the Blue

  Falcon back to the seashore where he had left the Princess waiting with the Yellow Filly and the real Sword of Light.




  Meanwhile, the Giant with the Five Heads began fencing with the white sword, and swinging it round his head. Suddenly the sword bent itself and, before the Giant realised what was happening, he

  cut off his own heads, all five of them. Then the sword changed back into Gillie Martin the Fox, who ran down to the seashore where he had left Iain and the Princess.




  ‘Now, listen carefully,’ he said to Iain. ‘Put the gold saddle on the Yellow Filly, and the silver bridle. Let the Princess of France, with the Blue Falcon in its basket, sit

  behind you on the back of the Yellow Filly. You, Iain, will hold the White Sword of Light with the back of the blade against your nose, and the edge of the sword toward your stepmother, the Queen.

  If you make any mistake, your stepmother will change you into a faggot of firewood. But do as I tell you, with the sword held exactly as I have said. When she tries to bewitch you she will fall

  down as a bundle of sticks.’




  Iain was specially careful this time, and did exactly as Gillie Martin the Fox told him. He held the Sword of Light with the back of its blade against his nose, and the edge of the sword towards

  his stepmother, the Queen, and when she fell down as a bundle of firewood, Prince Iain burned her to wood ash.




  Now he had the best wife in Scotland; and the Yellow Filly, that could leave one wind behind her and catch the wind in front; and the Blue Falcon which kept him supplied

  with plenty of game; and the White Sword of Light to defend him from his enemies.




  ‘You’re welcome,’ said Prince Iain to Gillie Martin the Fox, ‘to hunt over my ground, and take any beast you want. I’ll forbid my servants to fire a single arrow at

  you, no matter what you do, even if you take a lamb from my flocks.’




  ‘Keep your herd of sheep!’ said the Fox. ‘There’s plenty of sheep in Scotland without troubling you!’




  With that, Gillie Martin the Fox blessed Prince Iain and his Princess, wished them well and went on his way.




  







  THE FLEA AND THE LOUSE





  

    

	

    

      

        

          The Flea and the Louse lived together in a house:




          

            

			

            

              And as they shook their sheets,


            


          


		  


          






          The Flea she stumbled and fell in the fire,




          

            

			          

            

              And now the Louse she weeps.


			  


          




            


          


        


      


    


  


  


  




  The Pot-hook he saw the Louse weeping.




  

    

	

    

      

        

          ‘Louse! Louse! Why are you weeping?’




          ‘Oh! The Flea and I were shaking our sheets:




          The Flea she fell and she fell in the fire,




          So what can I do but weep?’




          ‘Oh, then,’ said the Hook,




          ‘I’ll wig-wag back and forward!’


        


      


    


  


  


  




  So the Hook wig-wagged, and Louse she wept.




   




  The Chair saw the Hook wig-wagging.




  

    

	  

    

      

        

          ‘Hook! Hook! Why are you wig-wagging?’




          ‘Oh! The Flea and the Louse were shaking their sheets:




          The Flea she fell in the fire and burned,




          So the Louse she weeps, and I wig-wag.’




          ‘Oh, then,’ said the Chair,




          ‘I’ll jump over the floor.’


        


      


    


  


      


  




  So the Chair he jumped; and the Hook wig-wagged; and the Louse she wept.




  The Door he saw the Chair jumping.




  

    

	  

    

      

        

          ‘Chair! Chair! Why are you jumping on the floor?’




          ’Oh! The Flea and the Louse were shaking their sheets;




          The Flea she falls in the fire, and the Louse she weeps;




          The Hook wig-wags, and so I jump.’




          ‘Oh, then,’ said the Door,




          I’ll jingle-jangle on my hinges.’


        


      









OEBPS/html/docimages/img4.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/img3.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/img6.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/img5.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/img7.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
THE FOLK

TALESY -
+ SCOTLAND *

NORAH AND WILLIAM
4, MONTGOMERIE *

* THE WELL AT THE WORLD'S END
AND OTHER STORIES

* * %





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
" EOLK '

+ TALESY
+ SCOTLAND *

NORAH AND WILLIAM
% MONTGOMERIE *

THE WELL AT THE WORLD'S END
* AND OTHER STORIES %

BIRLINN





OEBPS/html/docimages/img2.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/img1.jpg





